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AN ADVENTURE ON AN

By Dr.

Petf.R AISWIG was thc government cooper in
ItiElittlt; Danish colony of Upernavik, on the west
lcoast of North Grecnland. He had gone thitlier
Ithen a young man, intending to remain only a
Isliort time, but he married there during the very
Ifet year, and with a family growing up about
lhira, it was not strange that he became a perma-
Inenl colonist.

His first-born was a son, and he named him
ICarlEmile. Young Cari grew up to be a tall,
jbiiglil-eyed, active fellow, and bleak aiid desoiate
jaswes his nalive Upernavik he loved it dearly.
jHadhe wished, he coiild have gone to his father’s
joldhomc in Denmark, where for a youth of his age
ithere were many advantages that a wild Greenland
jcoiony does not possess : but Cari carcjd for none
jofihem; he preferred the perfect frcedom of his

the chcery shop whcre he worked by his
Ihther’sside, and the excitement of th'e seal-hunt.
iBRides, there was Nicholina. Nicholina was the
ifaughter of the Governor's assistant,.'and it was
sid that in all that coimtry round about, there
Itas no ore like her; no girl so pretty, no girl so
ihnd. so generous or so good. Cari wpuld have
Imede sorry work of it had he tried td hide bis
| Ittlings toward Nicholina; as it was, they seemcd
jbbe known to everybody but Nicholina hersclf.
Ihlien he would fain talk seriously, her merry
hughter forbade it; she would nevcr listen to hini.
Se seemed never to think of marria®-e. Some
P\plesaid she was too proiid, aird that she thought
tlierewas nobody good cnough for her., She was,
I 'Owwer, never backward in promoting plans for
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general pleasure. In all dances and fcstivals she
took a leading part, and possessing a fine taste and
great skill in needle-work, she was always conspic-
uous on such occasions, for her cunningly erabroid-
ered dress of cloth and seal-skin, trimnied with ten-
der eider-down, and her jacket sparklingwith beads.

So it carne about that although Cari was always
happy he was never quite contcnted. But he was
a brave, manly fellow, who was not ashamed
of his own thoughis, and he worked blithely at the
barréis and tubs, with no fears for the future.

Perhaps all this inade Cari care less for the pub-
lic festivals and dances Ihan the other young men.
At aay rate, although the Spring Festival was at
hand, he went off to hunt sedis with his father.

Seal-hunting in the Spring is a great event in
Greenland Ufe. There is one kind of seal that cuts
holes in the ice with its sharp claws, and when the
sun shines the animals come out of the water and
sleep. While thus sleeping they are approached
by the hunters, who conceal themselves behind
white screens attached to liicle sleds which they
push noiselessly over the ice.

Petcr and Cari decided that they would go to
Peverick, a little rocky uninhabited island about
tweiity-five miles to the northward of Upernavik.
The ice, as seen from the hill behind the village,
was ririti all the way to the island ; but, outside, it
had been already a good dcal broken up and drifted
off by reccnt gales.

Nf)t much time ‘'vas nceded for preparation.
They would take the whole family, consisting of two
boys and two girls beside Cari Emile and their
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mother, and they would stay two wceks. Peter
took three of the children and thc family tent on
his sledge, while Cari took his mother and one
brother and all thc canip fixtures. Each sledge
was drawn by nine strong dogs, and ihe journcy
was quickly madc. The tent was pitched on a
level spot overlooking the sea, and, after a hearty
supper and a good night’s rest, the two hunters
harnessed their dogs to iheir sieds, and drove at a
lively pace far oiit upoii the frozen sea.

After some time, they discovered a number of
seais lying beside their holes, and the dogs were
quickly madc fast lo a stake driven in the snosv-
drift, and each hunter was soon behind his white
screen and slcd, stealing cautiously upon the game.
But though they moved vcry slowly for halfan hour,
the sedis somehow became frightened and plunged
into the water before Peter and Cari got within
shooting-distance froin them.

This was an unlucky failurc, especially as no
more sedis were to be seen in any direction. A
small iceberg in the distance, hovvever, sccincd to
offer a better spot fiom which to survey the ice-field,
and, having driven to it, thc two hunters proceeded
to climb it. They looked out ovcr the great waste,
but a few sedis that they perceived far off did
not tempt them, and as a strong wind had sud-
denly sprung up and a storm was threatening, they
felt that thcre would be no luck on that day and
they might as well go back to the camp at Pevcrick.

When they had descended the seaward side of
the iceberg, they pauscd a little while, attracted by
an immensc flight of sea-gulls that carne sailing
about the icebergs, uttering wild, discordant
screams. While watching the birds, they were start-
led by a noise suddcn and appalling as ofa trcmen-
dous discliarge of artillery. A huge iceberg, not
half a milc distant, had split in two, and, as it fell
apart, it set in motion great waves which threat-
encd to shatter the ice in all directions. Already, as
they gazed bewildcrcd, a long crack spread with a
loud splitting noise between them and the shore !

Not a moment\vas to be lost! The dogs’ heads
were turned toward Peverick, the long lashes
whistled in the air, and away they dashcd as hard
as they could go over thc dark, treacherous ice.
Too late! Too late! As they approachcd, they
could see the black fissure grow widcr and wider,
and, when they reachcd the edge, theeddying water
between forbade all hope of Crossing.

They drove back to the iceberg and climbed it,
hoping to find that to the northward the ice still
held fast to the main-land. Tiiey were disappointed.
On every side they saw the water. They were afloat
upon a great raftoficethatwasbearing them stcfldily
away toward the south-wcstl In this, hosvever,
thcre was nothing very alarming, since the chances
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were that the ice-field on which they stooci waild

swing around and ciése in with the land agiq

But presently the iceberg grounded, and the sk

caused the field to crack again. A great sea*|
opened swiftly at their very feet, and befote ihcel
could realize their danger a widc channel yawneil
between them and their dogs with thc ladea sledi

The ice-field adhering to the beigswung arounda; |
upon a pivot, and, as it did so, the berg becare

detachcd froin the bottom, and the wholc mas

fioated off into deep water. The fteld-ice broke
away bit by bit, and finally the berg itself doe
remained, with Peter and Cari upon it, driftingom
toward the open occan, utterly powerless to tidp
thcmsclves !

Their first thoughts were not for themsolves, bt |
for the helpless ones at Peverick.

“ Cari, my boy,” said Peter, * that last crackdid 1
the business for us ; and unless God wills it othei-1
wise, we are lost. But it is hard to think that ihose |
on shore must starve.”

« Peter’s voice was husky, and tears tricklod dono |
his face.

Peter had scarcely spokcn when a ntimberofl
seais appeared upon the edge of the land ice. The
hunters instinctively raised their rifles and fired
each killing his animal, although the dist.nnce ces
very great. A moment afterward they saw ((»
they were now right opposite the camp at Perci-
ick) the whole family clLmbing up the hill-side ovo
the suow as if to iook for them.

“ They sec us, and they must see the scalsn |
shot,” exclaimed Cari. “ They wont starrc mo», |
though we may diift away, and, if they nevor scews |
again, somebody will find them before the two sis
are eaten.”

Up to this time thc wind had been blowiiig quite |
frcsh, but now it suddenly burst into a gnle, »ili
occasional spurts of snow. The clouds becare |
dark and heavy, and after a wliile the snow-fall »s |
constant. The hunters were in a most wretdied |
condition. Everything around them was obscured,
and they were drifting they knew not whithcr, noi |
in what direction. Waves broke against the ie
berg, and the spray wet them to the skin; and, s
it grew colder, they became covercd with iciclcs
They spokc but little.  One could hardly comioft j
the otherin such an emergency, but both prayed f«
vently. Peter thought of liis wife and cliildrra,
Cari of his mother and Nicliolina, ncither of «ora
he cvcr expected to see again. And thiis they drified
on througli the angry sea and the gloomy, coid, ad
drcadful night, until at Icngth they felt a hessy
shock. The iceberg had grounded, and, to that
great joy, it held fast. They knew now that ibg
were in comparatively shallow water, and const
quently could not be far out at sea; so, hope ot
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aore inspirad them. If their berg could hold until
licsiorm shoilid clear away, somc means of escape
night be discovered.

Part II.

the storm svould but
cease! The outlook,
now, in spite of hope-
fulness, is dreary
enough.

Meanwhile, how very
different is it with
the friends in Uper-
navik! While the an-
gry sounds of the war-
ring clcinents deafen
the ears ofthc hunters,
at Upernavik thc
lights are glimmering
brightly, and the
chcery fircs on the
village hearths defy
the storm that howls

without. It is the
night of thc Hunting
Festival. Althiugh

it is night, it is not
dark, but the heavy
clouds and the thickly
falling snow tender
o\ci >thing obscure.
Lihc cooper shop, caudlcs are burning above the
merry crowd, and the storm vainiy tries to drown
fhcsounds of their music and laughtcr. Nicholina
is jlicrc in all her giory, and her pretty dress of
carmcloth trimmed with seal fur and delicate cider-
doivn, her erabroidered jackct, her raven tresscs
and bright ribbons, make her as pretty a picturc as
dl Greenland ever looked upon. All are as happy
asliappv can be, and Che governor and his oificials
are pnsentaiding in the general enjoyment.
Some one enters, and says to thc governor that
down upon the shore he has heard stvnnge noises
Coming in fttjm the sea. Anothcr presently runs
inand says that he, too, has heard the sotmds, and
ihat they resemblc the cries of dogs in distress.
Butall laugh at the idea and say : “ It is the storm
yauhcar ! Dogs are not fish that tliey shotild take
jothe water.”  Biit a third running in to confirm
lie story, they are alarmed, and hastily make for
ibe shore. As they run down to the rocks they
bear distinctly a distant wail borne on the fierce
blast. Dogs they are, undoubtedly; but whose
dogs can they be ?
They go down ncar the beach and peer into thc
?looin.  They have not long to wait beforc the air
'ightcns up a little, and vaguely they see a bi-o.id
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ice-field, and upon it are the dogs. Nicholina is
thc first to discover them, and, quickly pushing
her way through thc crowd, she stands almost at the
water’s cdge. The spray touches her, but she
does not seem to heed it, and, for once, at least,
docs not appear to think ofher fine clothes. Being
lowcr down, she can scc more plainly than the rest.

“ Come back, Nicholina, or you ’ll bedrowned!”
cried her father. “ Come back, Nicholina 1” cried
everybody ; but she stoocl there motionless, looking
from beneath her hand. There is an intense ear-
nestness about her manner that ovcrcomcs all
reinonstrancc, and her father, forgctting his com-
mand that she shall come back, now eagcrly asks:
“What is it, Nicholina?” All thc inen crowd
forward, and their faces wear a look of pain and
anxiety as the possibility of some great calaraity
suggests itself. In a fcw minutes, they can all see
thc dogs and recognizc ihcin. They are, beyond
question, Petcr and CaiTs dogs; bul where ave
their masters? where are Peter’s wife and his boys
and girls? What has happened to them all?

The dogs, seeing,the peoplc on the shore, and
knowing they are safo, whino joyfaOy, and as the
ice-field comes crashing in and piling great frag-
ments up against thc rocks, they scanipcr gladly
upon the land. There ave eighteen of them; not
one is missing; but of their masters the great
ice-field gives no trace.

“ They are lost!” cries everybody, But Nich-
olina, stiil standing by the surf, with trcmbling
voice, says; “ Oh, no! It cannot be. When it
grows lightcr we shall surely see them !”

Two dark objects come into view upon the drift-
ing field, and every eye is straincd toward them.
But as they approach each lieart siuks again.
They are only the slcds.

Tlic governor shakcs his head sadly.

“ Let a watch be keptaiid be relieved every hour,
and let me know if anything is scen of them. All
othcrs go home; the morning may need all your
cncrgies.”

The governor’s order is obeyed, and Nicholina,
distvacted with her feais, is by sheer forcé made to
go with lier father.

The first to the beach in the morning is Nichol-
ina, The brave girl is palé, aiui her briglit eyes
are dimmed tvilh tears.

The sun mounts highcr from the horizon, and
little by little tlie clouds lift and the view becomes
less obscured. The snow ceascs to fail. By and
by the kecn eye of Nicholina detccts the shimmer
of a great iceberg as she scans the surface of the
dark waters. She sees the ice clcarly and the wavcs
breaking against ils sidcs. It grows more and
more distinct, and presently its lofty crcst isvisible.
Olher bcrgs come into vieiv one by one, and a ray
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of sunlight fails iipoii Nicholina. She raises her
heart to God in asilent prayer. To her the sun-
beam is a good ornen, and she watches it as it
passes away ovcr the waters. Her eyes follow it
with an intense longing. It silvers the great ice-
berg ; it blazcs brightly upon the crystal sides of
the group jiist beyonci, and finally illuminates a
low, white mass away out among the recfs and
breakcrs.  Nicholina sces for an instant a dark
object near the suinmit. Her eyes dilate, her wholc
figure trembics with excitement, and she cries forth:

“Itishe! Itis Cari Entile! The boat!l—the
faoat!”

The astonished pcople flock around her and ask,

“ Where? where ?” for they cannot see. She only
replies, with half-frenzied gestures: “ It is Cari
Entile! Come away ! The boat! The boat!”

She leads the way to the little harbor, and sciz-
ing the line of the best sea-boat there, begins to
haul it in, whiie the people stand around and stare
at her in astonishment.

“ I will rescuc liim !” she cries.

“Who?” they ask. ,

“ Cari Kmile! He isout there on the iceberg,
| see him, and | will go to him and save him!”

By this time, Nicholina has sprung into the boat.
She stands at the bow, and, with flashing eyes, she
cries :

“Who will come with me?
Cari E.niie!”

In vain they expostulate and s.iy that no boat
can live in thac sea. Nicholinaisnotto be daunted,
and as she repeats her cry, a dozen young fellows
leap forward. In a moment, six of them are in the
boat, and in their places.

“Wc will go, Nicholina,” they say;
must stay Itere !”

Nicholi.ia’s answcr is to seize an oar, spring to
the stern, shove the boat ofT, and begin to pul!.
The yoting men are quick to follow her irresistible
example, and the boat shoots out of the sheltered
harbor into the angry wavcs, on whose crests are
tossing Sharp fragmenis of ice, which, by striking
One against the other, add to the tumult of the
winds and waves.

The people on the shorc watch the boat as at one
moment it inounts a sea and again sinks away into
the trough, and, for an instant, is lost to view.
But steadily the distance betwccn it and the shorc
widcns, though it does not go a length without
dangcr ofbeing crushed by the tumbling ice.

The men try to persuade Nicholina to abandon
her oar, but she will not.

“1 brought you herc, and while | sharc the
danger | will share the labor,” is her reply.

An anxious hour passes, and the boat disappcars
behind an island. A half hour more and it is seen

Who will rescue

“ bnt yoti

AN ADVENTURE ON AN

ICEBERG. Maku

dancing bctwcen that island and another furllierop |
to windward. Behind this it vanishes again, ad
then the peoplesay: “ The boat is surely lost rji),
all on board. Nicholina must have been mad.”

But the boat is not lost, only it cannot be seei |
from shore. Beyond the second island it is headtd|
toward the little iceberg where Nicholina first @ |
the dark object which she took for Cari Emile '
But she does not see any dark object now. Per.
haps it I5 the motion of the boat which is ufavor-
able to observation.

The svateris very angry, and what with the fug
of the wind ajrd waves the boat oftén makes do |
headway for minutes at a time. “ Givc way, men!
giveway! puli for iife!" cries Nicholina. “ Gwe
way ! give way !” they shout in chorus after her, and'
lhe boat creeps on. They come among loose ict
which strikes their oars, and they fall baclt
But “ Give way!” the brave girl shoiiis again,
“ Give way !” is the responsive echo, and agin
the boat moves on.

They are among the boiling suif of the recfand
ave almost overwhelmecd, but “ give way” agnij,
and they are safe from that danger, and nearing
the stiller waters in the lee of the iceberg for «hich
tliey steer. They reach that nater, and inake nore
lapid headway ; they reach the berg, and ae
clashed against it, but the boat is not brokai.
Nicholina has dropped her oar, she has siod
iip in the bow, her long black hair flying in te
winds, she has one foot upon the gunwale, andbe-
fore the sliock of coutact with the berg has core
she has leapcd upon the ice.

She looks aboiit her, but does not discover the
object of her search. Her heart sinks withiii her.
She gocs a little to the left, and there lie po
inotionlcss figures locked in each othcr'sarms. The
younger is without a coat. He has taken it offad
wrapped it about the other. They are partly shel-
tered from the wind, but only poorly from tlie suf.
The girl scizes the younger man’s hand, crying,
with a voice of agony; “ Cari! Cari Emile!"

The eyes of the young man open slighuy; he
moves a little, but he cannot speak. It is joy
cnough for Nicholina to know that he lives- Peier
gives no sign, but she makcs sure that bis liedi
bcats and she is thankful. In the shelter of te
iceberg they are safely carriecl to the boat, and ii
starts on its perilous journey back to Uperoavik.
The wholc vLlIlage isassembled on the bili watcliinj
for the re-appearance of the boat, and a great shont
of joy goes up as it is seen once more tossing ¢
ihe waves bctwcen the islanris. It comes atong
steadily and safely, and now they can count the
figures of lhose in it. There are but seveii.

“ Alas !” they cry, “ Nicholinawaswrong. Tiiej
have not found Cari Emile or Peter |"
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Nicholinn relieves their minds by crying out:
“We have found them. They are hcrc. They are
aie" And then liie people checr. The men are
arricd to iheir home; the doctor comes and finds
tbatlhty are not frozen, only numbed. The dan-
gir of reaction is great, but with careful niirsing
wey both revive, and are found not to have suf-
fered pcniianent harm. ‘

Within a wcek, Cari Eraile is about as wel! and
sirongas ever; but it is ftilly a montll before Peter
ishimsclfagain, and it is dotibtftil if he will ever be
quite the same strong man he was.

Cari’s first thoughts were of his mother and
brotiiers and sisters at Peverick. But the ice is coin-
plelelv brokcn up, and a boat could not for maiiy
davs be either pullcd through it or draggecl over it.
Tliose were days of agony to Cari. But at length
Percrick «as rcached, and all was 'vell. Carl’s
mother liad given him and hcr husband up for lost
fromthc moment shc saw them being carried out

ever
who first invented
or used artificial
light?and whatkind
oflight it was? To
tell you the triith,
I never thought about it at all; but it happened
lnei one evening not long ago, 1 was made very
ouch ashamed of my stupidity.

I rcceived an invitation to spend thc evening
"ilha learned professor and his beautiful wife, who
liein a large house on Madison avenue, in New
Vork, and to witness sorae electrical cxperiments.
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lo sea on the iceberg. It was fortinate that those
two sedis, which Carl’s brothers brought to camp,
were shot by the two hunters drifting away upon
the iceberg, for otherwise thc whole family must
have starved.

All are rcunited and happy at Upernavik, and
thc pretty Nicholina is tlie lieroine of the village.
The people cannot say too much in praise of her
cotirage and devotioii. At last, Cnvl is well again
and abie to go ont, looking not so much thc worse
for his adventurc.

It is ncedless tn say to whose housc he went as
soon as he did get out, or to narrate what he said
to hcr or what she said to him. It is stifficient that
you should kno«' that not many clays elapscd before
therc was a grand wedding in Upernavik, and that
a handsomer, happicr couple never lived in Green-
land, norindccd anywherc, than Cari and his brave,
black-eyed Nidioliria.

What a delightful and sensible invitation! |
knew | should rneot not only the best, but the
most cultivatcd people; and | anticipated far
greatcr enjoymeiit than if it had been an ordinary
evening party. In this pleasant expectation | was
not disappointed.

After thc company had assembled, they were
invited to go to the top of thc house. We marchcd
up the stairs in procession, thc ladies having taken
the arms of the learned men. We were ushered
into a large room, from which all ihe furniture had
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been removed. Camp-chairs vverc arranged in
rows, and wcre quickly filted. This room opened
into another, which aiso was filled with camp-chairs.
Bctween tlie rooms was a high table, on which
were mysterious scientific-looking jars, out of
which carne small coppcr wires :n fine coils. The
tops of thcse seemed to be connectcd together by
finer wires. On tlie table, besidcs these, svere a gas
drop-light, a comtnon tallow candie, a little bronze
boat containiiig oil, with a wick at one end, a
raiher shabby-looking dark candlestick, or what
looked like one, and some other things, the uses
of which 1 did not know.

Fastened against the wall was a large square,
made of three colors of silk, broad stripes of blue,
red, and greeii, siirrounded by a wide yellow bor-
der, and | wondered to myself if it werc a banner,
and to what nation it belonged.

After we were seated, there was a momentary
silence of expectation, and | faintly heard some-
thing that soundcd like the mufficd beating of a
steam-engine. | saw it afterward in the back
room, a pretty little engine, hard at work,—not
boiling water, to generate or make steam,—but a
Petroleum engine, burning petroleum oii, to gen-
erate or make an electric current which was carried
through a pipe to the table between the roonis.
The professor said that this cunning little engine
consumed only one drop ofoil a minute, and yet it
was “a horse and a half power.” | called it a
horse and a colt power. You all know that the
power of all steam-engines is thus gaugcd or
measured; that is, each one has the strength and
can do thc work of so many horses. The engine
of an ocean steamer is of many hundred horse-
power,—a giant in strength and resistance against
the mighty winds and waves,—cnabling the vessel,
with almost resistless power, to

“ Cleave a path majcstic ihrough the flood,
As if she were a goddess cf the deep.”

And now that | have quoted this elegant com-
pliment to the steam-engine, | will tcll you what
the professor said about light.

“In very oid times,” he began, “ people went
to bed with the chickens when the sun had set.
When they wanted to sit up a little later, all the
light they knew how to make was from the blazc of
burning wood. After a while, some obscrving oid
fellow noticed that when grease fcll into the fire,
the blaze became much brighter; so he dipped a
reed or rush into oil and set one end on fire, and
thus rush-lights carne into fashion. Oid books and
songs tell about the farthing rush-lights. They
wcre sold four for a penny, and a very dismal
illuminadon they must have made. Then people
.began to put oil in cups, preparing a rind of pork

A WONDERFUL

CANDLE.:-

to set in the oil for a wick, and buined itet
The great feasts of the Romans, in lho oid classiai
heathen times, before the birth of our Saviofl
must have been most dingy affairs, for all theyl
for lighting up their tables were thcse lamps,q
And here the professor put out all the gas-lighis |
and applied a match to the wick at one end of tliel
little bronze Roman boat.

It was highly classical and very elegant in slwpt;
but thc light it gave svas so utterly disnial ihaia]||
the eonipany uttered a funny little groan, and il
handsonie oid gcntleman, who sat next to nc[
said :

“ Well, after that specimen of oid Roman brill |
iancy, | am quite reconciled to paying mv big jas-l
bilis.” e

“ After this,” continued die professor, “ cnndlesl
wcre invented. To show you what thc first onesi
were like, | tried to get as bad a one as ixissible. f
It shoiild evolve or unfurl the traditional ahroud’
in the light, and be otherwise disagreeable; butl
this one, | am afraid, will be far more rcspectabkl
and well-behaved than the tallow canrilrs ofj
ancestors.”

Here he lit the candie, and another dismnl gtoan:
salutcd thc forlorn yellow light. It looked .15ifiij
had lost all its friends. It sputtered and giittered; |
tallow tears ran down its greasy sidcs, and icy
soon it became,—if not a broken-hearted, certainly|
a brokcn-backed, tallow candie.

“ 1t was not so many years ago,” said the pro-1
fessor, “ that candles were in general use, though
greatly improved in quality; for the next inven. |
tion—the argand burner, or astral lamp—couldl
only be afforded by well-to-do people.  The flaire
was fcd by the oil made from the blubbcr ofthe
sperm whale, which was rather expensive ; but the
lamp made a great improvement in arlificiai light .
Many of us can remember the astral lamp, wliich |
gave a soft, plcasant, steady light undcr its glass
shade, quite sufficient to rendcr a room of ordinaty
size cheerful and cozy, Gas had been discovered, |
and utilized in places of business a long time before
it was introduced into our better houses; and then
it was that petroleum or kerosene took Uie place of |
candles in poorcr localities, and it is still in univer- ]
sal use.

“You may think that there is nothing bctierto |
be desired than gas; butifthe ladies preseiit would
consider how this light changes and injures roany
delicate colors, and how unbecoraing it is, they
would rejoice in that restless spirit of invention tliat |
is ever crying ‘ Excelsior 1’ and is now using all it
resources to bring the exquisitely beaiitiful pire |
white electric light into common use. Let me show
you the effect of light still more yellow than gas-1
light on those colors hanging up. It is a sodium |
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and sodium is only common salt prepared for
Iturmis» V4

Here the professor applied a match to one of the
Itliiiigs 0> the table of which | lold you I did not
Itoo» thc uses. A dull deep yellow flame sprang
I.. All the blue, red and green in what wc will
caltlie banner vanished utterly,—iiobody knows

—lcaving three ugly gray and leaden-colored
5jjpes, while the palé yellow border had an attack
oivellowjaundice immediatcly, and became orange-

The professor held his hand against the
darec, .itid it changed to a ghastly gray hand, and
jsious, we looked like dressed-up ghosls.

*Aou see now,” said the professor, “ how great
animprurement a white light ouglu to be. | am
lda that when ladies purchase silk for an evening
ditss, tlicy request to have it shown by gas-ligbt.
Satie of ihc largor stores have a little room lighted
dlyby gas for this purpose; and it issurprising
toiiotice how a silk, beautiful in daylight, will alter
ad heconte dingy in color the moment the gas-
lighi flashes upon it.”

And now the professor, pulting out the hateful
s)dium light, touched a hidden spring. In an
jjisiant—like the winking of an eye—a tiny, but
nost glorious, star, or, what it was still more like,
oraas rtnliy, a bit of imprisoned lightning, flashed
atof ihe end of a coiled coppcr wire, with thou-
Hids of luminous silver rays cmanating froin it.

'A—h, how beautiful! liosv siiperb ! ” exclairoed
ererybody.

liistantly, all the colors in the banner on the wall
becaree perfect and true; blue was blue, and
gedi, green, and you know these colors are often
Distakeii one for the othcr at night. The colors
oithc ladies” dresses, soft lavender, blue, pink, and
fray, were in lovcly and harmonious contrast, and
diaraonds flashed like little electric points. WIliy,
everybody looked handsomer than ever they liad
before.  The fine dark eyes of tlie professor were
sfBriliiig, and his face beaming with pleasure,
becasse he saw that he had given pleasuro to
oihers, which after all is the best, the purest happi-
nds. Then he put a white porcelain shade over
thedectric light, and with the softened brightness,
inother delighted exclamation passed like a wave
werthe crowd; for you know that light like sound
tracéis in waves, though light beats sound by an
"""" I might as well
tlyou bere that while a sound would be traveling
Ifisiirelyabout thirteen miles in a minute, a flash
‘flight can go the distance of four hundred and
hghty times round the whole earth !
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The porcelain shade over the electric light made
it secm as if a moon, brighter than a hundred
moons, had floatcd down upon us; and yet it was
all the time that mere speck of lightning—chained
up, bound down hand and foot by the professor.

Soon, by a inysterious turn of his hand, the light
darted to another copper wire. This other was an
English application of clectricity, and has been
used a good deal in England,—in dock-yards, iron-
works, railway stations and manufactories. It was
very bright, but it flickered a little. Then he
made the light clart to the candiestickl mcnlioned,
which was invented in Paris by a man whose fuiiny
flame is Jablochkoff. | had to go to the piofessor’s
the next morning to get this fiame, for | wrotc it
first “ Bobbleyjock,” then “ Bumpterhausen,” and
then “ Butthurpurttles,” and none of them scemed
right. This candlestick madc a lovely light. A
large number of them were used at the Paris Ex-
position, which must have been inagnificent at
night illuminated by this imprisoned lightning.

The professor said that he had tried to have Mr.
Edison present, and tell us of his amazing inven-
tions; but he was so overwhcliiied with business
connected with electric light, that he could not
come. Let usall hope that Mr. Edison will succeed
in making clectricity the light that will, like the
sun, “shine forall;” for, besides its being so beau-
tiful, and so true, it will be far cheaper than any
light we now have.

Afier the delightful little lecture was over, we
went into thc back room to see the one horse and
colt enginc— which was working away merrily—
manufacturing the electric fluid. The professor
was in some alarm lcst tlie ladies, like children,
should want to touch the engine. | did for one,
and very likely would have had my hand chopped
off if | had j so we concludcd to leave it alone and
go down-stairs, where—as if this delicious feast of
reason and instruction had not been satisfying
enough—we were regaled with the lightest, and
sweetest, and best of eatable delicacies.

When | bade the professor and his lovely wife
good-night, | thanked them most heartily for rous-
ing me out of my stupidity, and making me think;
for making me conscious that you, and 1, and
everybody, have great cause for gratitude that we
live in an age of such wonderful applications of
known powers, and of such amazing new invcn-
tions. Before very long we proljably shall cease
to wonder at anything in the way of discovery, but
at each advance will say to each other, as a matter
ofcourse; “ Well, what next?”
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THE OBSTINATE WEATHERCOCK.

By Horace E.
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That lio one could say; but everybody could
see it upon the school-house bclfry, and every-
body did see it. “ We shall have a storm to-
day, the oid ship is sailing east,” the people would
say, as theylookedat it; or, “ Faii weathcrto-day,
the captain’s looking wcstward.” When the bell
in the belfry rang the children into school the
ship trembled, but it kept on its course.- And
ivhat was its course? Always in the teeth of the
wind.

It was a full-rigged ship, all sails set, and the
captain standing on tlie poop. He always stoocl
there, rain or shine, fair weathcr or foul, morning,
noon, and night,—such a faithful captain was he.
His handswcrcin hispockets, and histarpaulinwas
cocked on the side of his head. Captain Prim, the
childrcn called him. Captain Prim had always
sailed diis ship. He could not remembcr the time

iV

Scudder.
when he had saiied any other. It was alog
memory, too, that the captain had. He ooud

remember the time when he lived in the sare
hoiisc with a golden cock and a galloping
horsc and a locomotive. Where were they
now ? Gonc, no one knew where, while te
captain—Captain Prim—was still sailing hs
ship. You may bclieve that the captain
thought none the worse of himself for that.
Captain Prim was always ready to put hs
ship about whenever he saw a change of wd
cotning. At the slightest touch on hisloronzed
cheek, he would sing out: *“ Haul away oathe
vnain shect 1 Belay there 1” and round the ship
would come, and the captain would iok
straight ahcad and be ready for the ncxt tack
Whitlier was he bound? Ah, that’ tre
question. You could not have got it from tre
captain, but | svill tell you. Althougli te
looked so sturdy and knowing, decp clown in
his brave little heart was his sccret,—
wantcd to get out upon tlie open sea, It
vexecl him to be always in sight of latid. H
could n’t get away from the drcadful niounUins
all about him, and once in a great while, when
there was a fog, he was terribly anxious iet
iiis ship should go on th& rocks. So it was that
night and day he kept his post and sailed inte
teelii ofthe wind, for thosc were his sailing ordars.
“ Captain,” said a man whom he had known inhB
early days, “ always sail in the tocth of the wird
and you '11do your duty.”

One day he was startled by seeiiig a head looking
at liim over the rail.

“ | say, there,” said the head, “ want a passen
ger?” and before the captain could answcr, te
stranger had cliinbed over the rail and stood on tre
deck, where he shook himself.

“ Pretty dusty, eh 1”

“ Who are you ?” growled the captain. *“
lubberl dusty! out at seal!”
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tiHeai-him!" laughed thc passenger,
spiain, )uu have n’t started yet.”
Whcii you are as oid as | ara, young stran-
" bogan Captain Prim.
N «\When vou 've traveled as far as 1 have,” began
ihe passcngor, “ you '11 know whether it ’s dusty or

“ Why,

"captain Prim longed to ask hlm where he had
comefrom, but his pride prevented.

*‘May be itisn’t dusty between here and Colo-
rado-  Mf)' pretty rough
clipbing. |’m tired of it. 1’m ready for a voyage.
Puli up your anchor and wecigh it. o, | know a
ihing or two about the sea; justweigh your anchor
and icll me how heavy it is, cap’n.”

"Who are you,any way?” askedthe captain, his
curicsity gctting the better of his pride.

1? Didn’t you ever scc one of my family
beforc? Why, |1’m a Potato Bug. | have had
enough of this country.  1’m going abroad.”

Just then the wind veered a little.

“Haul away oa the main sheet!” cried the cap-
lain, and thc Potato Bug, not seeing anyhody at
Hatk put his head down thc hatchway and repeated
the order.

| say, cltamberniaid, the cap’n wants you;”
but no one answered.

"Well, this is a ghostly ship,” said thc Potato
Bug. “ 1’in not going to work my passage.”

“Belay there!” cried the captain, as the ship
soung round and was still again.

" O, we re going now, ave wc ?” asked thc pas-
senger; “ this is coinfortable,” and he crossed his

“But | say, cap’a,” he began again, pretty
soon, “ we don’t get ahcad. | 've been watching
that mccting-house and it does n’t move a particic.
Itouglitto. It ought to look as if it was moving.
0,1know something about motion.”

“Mind your business,” said the captain, badly
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frightened. He, too, had always had an eye on
that meeting-house, when the wind svas in the svest,
and it bothered him that he should never seem to,
get by it.

“ Well, | think I will. 1’1l getout ofthis Flying
Dutchman,” said the Potato Bug, getting up and
chmbingover the rail again. “ 1 ’m alive passenger,
1 ara. |’m used to getting ahead in the world.
You may stay and sail to nosyhcrc, if you want to.
Good-bye !” and he droppcd over the side.

“He’s an ignorant land-lubber,” said Captain
Prim, breathing a little moro freely, but not daring
yet to look at the meeting-house again. He could
see the Potato Bug, a distant speck out on the end
of the school-house, and then the Potato Bug was
gone. But Captain Prim, nosv that he was alone
again, kept firmly to his post. His hands were in
his pockets, the tarpaulin was cocked on the side of
his head, and he kept his ship head on to the wind.
Obstinate fellow!

And what became of the Potato Bug? He had
more traveling to do. He thought he would just
look off over the roof of the school-house, and
make up his mind where to go next, but it made
him dizzy, and down he dropped to the ground.
Young McPherson found him there lying on his
back.

“ That’s a fine specimen !” said he. “1’ll send
him homo to the oid folks.”
But the oid folks lived in Scotland, and so

Potato Bug had to travel in an envelope across the
occan. In thc darkness of that sealed envelope he
thought of Captain Prim.

“ Perhaps he knew what he was about. Per-
haps he svas doing his duty,” Potato Bug said
faintly to hiraself. “ If ever | go to sea again, | ’ll
go in. Captain Prim’s ship.”

But he never svent to sea again.
much travel.

He died of too
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THE RENAISSANCE.

By Mary Lloyd.

How many young folk—or oid folk either for
that matter—when they meet with the word
Rcnaissance in their reading know exactly what it
means ? They have a vague idea, probably, that
it refers to something “ artistic” or “ oid time-y”;
perhaps cven the pretty head-dress of Arme Boleyn,
or Michael Angelo’s battered face, rises dimly
before them ; or perhaps some giieer high-backed
piece of furniture ; but that is about all that
they really know about it. Is it notso?

The Renaissance is a term generally applied to
the period of time embraced in the latter pare of
the fifteenth century, and the first quarter of the
sixteenth ; or, to be quite definite, from the fall of
the Greek or Byzantine empire in 1453 to the
sacking of Rome in 1527, But it may, with pro-

priety, be made to apply to the time extetidingl
from the beginning of the fourteenth century lolht|
middleofthe sixteenth. Theword * Renaissance™
means a new birth. Another form of the woni,,
“ Renascence,” latcly used by some English writeis,]
shows more clearly its Latin origin.

During the long night of the Middle Ages igo1
ranee and superstition had lain like an iron «eigM
upon the human mind; but now some inighly|
forces seemed to be at work, and there wasag
awakening in every direction.

Gunpowder, which carne into use about themiil-|
dle of the fourteenth century, caused a great changtl
in the art of carrying on war, and putanenil
forever to tlie feudal system, which was one disliit|
guishing characteristic of the Middle Ages.
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Then tlicre was the invention of the compass in
1302 by Flavio Gioja, a native of Amalfi, a village
[pirNaplcs. By this it was made possible for sail-

, o ventare fiirther out to sea, and it eventually

to lite discoveries in America and the East
ltulies- Tileaccountofthcse brilliant achievements
ads almost like a page from a fairy-tale.

Xjie Portuguese ivere the foremost in all the

ind maritiine enterprises of the latter part of the
fiicenih tentury. They discovered the Madeira

linds, tlic Azores, the Cape Vcrd Islancls, and

Janb Q11 tlie western coast of Africa. It was i1l
lht service of the Portuguese king that the brave

holoniciv Dias discovered the Southern point
IfAfrca; and afterward, in 1497, that Vasco dj
fama first rounded this cape, which proved, indeed,
jbeone of Good Hope, for it was from here that
tsailed to discover the eastem sea-route to that
landofsilks and spices, of gold and dLamonds, the

: Indies.

You all know that these bold exploits of the
‘oriugucso navigators fiied the heart of Columbiis
riih daring to set sail on an unknown sea in order
)fiada ivestward passage to the Indies.  But his
layisso ivell known to you ail that | need make
imorc tliaii this passing allusion to him.

Not only were there great discoveries made on
bis ioiver world of ours, but more marvelous reve-
laiions siill were made in the realm above us. It

liad long been believed that “ this little round o’
Itlie earlli” was the center of all created things;
lixit Copemicus proved, a short time before his
Ideaili, in 1543, that the sun was ihe center of the
Isolar System. He was aided in his studies by the
|(lescnptitiii of the telescope, which Roger Bacon
1written in 1250. It is supposed that some of
liitse inventions were known at a inuch earlier date
linAsia. The telescope and gunpowder were known
lio ihe Arabians, and from them, no doubt, had
iFriar Bacon derived his knowledge. It is eertain,
jtoo, tliat the compass in some rudc shape was
Ibiown to the Chinese in vcry early times.  They
jauributed the invention to Hong-ti, grandson of
iXtah, 1115 H c.
I But still we have to speak of the most wondcrful
liMeiition which, more thaii any other, helped 011
lihf progress of the Renaissance,—the noble ait
p printing. The Dtitch elaim it for their country-
Imen, Laurence Koster of Haarlem, while it is gen-
lenllyagrced that Guttenberg of Mayence rightfully
ifoides it with his associates, Faust and Schaeffer.
1'13FHthe last named who brought metal types into
loseabout the year 1452.
| o'ftsrthe fail ofthe Greek empire in 1453, num-
p B of Greek scholars left their homes in the

il5

imperial city of Constantine, where the barbarous
Turks had esiablished themselvcs.

They carried with them all their worklly wealth,—
their precious manuscripts concealed imder the folds
of their robes. The poor exiles found a warin wel-
come and a congenial borne in Italy, where a taste
for classical literature had lately been awakened.

We cannot help thinking how Petrarch, who had
clied three-qunrters of a century before, would have
enjoyed the society of these learned Greeks,—he
who had loved learning so intenseiy, and had done
so much to cultivate a taste for it in others. He
diecl as he had iived, among his books, for he was
found dead with his head resting upon an open
volume.

Now every one seemcd smitten with a passionate
desire for learning, and eagerly embraced the
opportunity of profiting by the instniction of these
“ wise men from the east.” Princes, ladies and
courtiers were alike enthiisiastic.  Like a boy with
a new toy, they were filled with delight ovcr some
newly discovered fragment of an oid Greek or Latin
author. Now the lately invented art of printing
carne into requisition. Paper had been made from
rags since about the year 1300, and, with these new
facilities, copies of the classic authors were rapidly
raultipliecl and carne into the possession of those
who had never dared to hope to own one. Aldus
Manutius set up a printing-press in Venice in
1488, and sent forth edition after edition of those
splendid classics, called, after liim, the Aldine edi-
tions, which are to this day the delight and envy
of all lovers ofrare and costly books.

It was not long before the results of this revival
of learning were plainly to be seen. New ways of
thinking had come into iashion; a more correct
and refined taste had bcgun to prevail, and thus
was effected a complete revolution in the arts of
painting, sculpture and architecture.

The new learning was called the “ I-lumanities,”
and those who cultivated it were called “ Human-
ists;” and rightiy, too; for the new learning
worked a reform in mordis, and so a refinement of
manners. The Greek studies of the Humanists led
to the translation of the Biblc into many of the
modern languages, and a purer and more enlight-
cned Christianity was the result.

And so, this movement,the Renaissance, went on.
New ideas of religién, new ideas of politics, and of
government carne into being, and prepared the way
for what is called the Modern Epoch. Ail that is
best and swecetest and noblesl; all that is most
worth having in the Ufe of the prcscnt day we owe
to it,—the “ new birth ” that carne in the fiftecnth
century.
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THE .WASP AND THE BEE.

By Palmer Cox.

In a garden sweet and fair,
Once a bright and busy pair
Held a ljrief conversation on a lily.
“ Mr. Wasp,” remarked the Bee,
“ Your maneuvers puzzle me,
You must either be a lazy rogue, or silly.

“ In the school where you were taught,
Was the fact before you brought

That our time is equivalen! to money ?
Now for days and.days we ve met
'Mid the pinks and mignonette,

But you never seem to carry any honey!”

Said the Wasp: “ You make me smile
With your blunt, outspoken style,

You have many things to learn, | must declare ;

For a thousand sunny hours
You ve been pumping at the flowers,
And you never dreamed of poison being there.

“ From the phlox and columbina,
Bleeding-heart and eglantine,
Soon your treasury of honey-comb you fill;

While ], corning in your wake,
From the self-same blossoms take
All the rankcst sort of poison by the gill.

“ Let me whisper in your ear:
I have found while roaming here
Over garden, over orchard, over field,
That the fairest growth of fiowers
Which adorn these haunts of ours,
The most deadly kind of poison often yields.|

“ Bless my sting!” exclaimed the Bee,
“ Every day we live to see

Wili some wonder carry with it, | suppose.
Who would think a nauseous drug
Could be stored away so snug,

In the hcart of such a blossom as a rosei"

And, with that it fiew away,
To a field of blooming hay,

On the buttercup and clover to alight;
While the Wasp set out to find
Something suited to his mind.

And was soon in a camelia out of sight.
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EYEBRIGHT.

By Suasan

Chapter Il

MR. JOYCE.

[Wealthy was waiting at the kitchen-door, and
nmood on Eyebrighc the moment she appeared.
l«anl you to know Wealthy, so | must tell you
oui her. She was very tall and very bony. Her
liir, which was black, streaked with gray, was
n)dj straight, and twisted round a hair-pin, so
sl make a tight round knot, about the size of a
ali-dillar, on the back of her liead. Her face was
[ind but such a very qucer face that persons who
leit not used to it were a good while in finding
|Gi Ihe kindness. It was squarc and wriiikled,
Ismall eyes, a wide inouth, and a nose which
aliiiost fiat, as if some one had given it a knock
den Wealthy was a baby, and driven it in.  She
2)s «ore dark cotton gowns and aprons, as
Ifanas clean could be, but madc after the pattern
fMrs. Japhct’s in the Noah's arks,—straight up
Istraight down, with almost no folds, so as to
litas little material as possible. She had lived in
p house ever since Eyebright was a baby, and
nked upon her almost ns hcr own child,—to be
rddat, |)etted, ordered about and generally taken
1of.
| Eyebright could not remember any time in her
twhen her mother had not been ill,  She found
khaid to believe that mamma ever was young and
ol and able to go about and walk and do the
Jimgs which other people did. Eyebright’s very
Ira rcenllections of her were of a palé, ailing per-
Bii always in bed or on the sofa, complaining of
sdachc and bnckache, and general misery,—
onirig (iu'vn-stairs once or twice in a year perhaps,
deven then being the worse for it. The room in
pich she spcnt her life had a ciése, dull smell
fmedicines about it, and Eyebright always went
tits door and down the enCry on tiptoe, hushing
lfootstcps without being aware that she did so,
“hed «as the habit. She was so well and strong
kateli that it was not easy for her to undcrstand
Bt sickness is, or what it needs; but her sym-
dliics were quick, and though it was not hard to
flet hcr mother and be happy, when she «-as
Instng out-of-doors with the other children, shc
I»tr sdv hcr without feeling pity and affection,
lui a wish that she could do something to please
>0make hcr fcel better.
Teiwas so nearly ready that Wealthy would not
|b Eyebright go upstairs, but carried lier instead
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into a small bedroom, opening from the kitchen,
where she herself slept. It was a little place, bare
enough, but very ncat and clean, as all things
belonging to Wealthy were sure lo be. Then, she
washed Eyebright’s face and hands and brushed
her hair, retying the brown bow, crimping with
her fingers the ruffle round Eyebright’s neck, and
putting on a frcsh white apron to conceal the rav-
ages of play in the school frock. Eyebright was
quite able to wash her own face, but Wealthy was
not willing yet to think so ; she liked to do it her-
self, and Eyebright cared too little about the matter,
and was too fond ofWealthy beside, to make any
resistance.

When the little gifl was quite neat and tidy,—

“ Go into the sitting-room,” said Wealthy, with
a final pat. “ Tea will be rcady in a few minutes.
Your Pa isin a hurry forit.”

So, Eyebrightwent slo«ly through the kitchen,—
which looked very bright and attractive with its
crackling fire and the sunlight streaming through
its open door, and which smelt delightfully of ham-
and-eggs and new biscuit,—and down the narrow,
dark passage, on one side of which was the sitting-
room, and on the other a pnrior, which was hardly
ever used by anybody. Wealthy dusted it now
and then, and kept her cake in a closet which
opened out ofit, and there were a mahogany sofa
and some chairs in it, upon which nobody ever sat,
and some books which nobody ever rcad, and a
small Franklin stove, with brass knobs on top, in
which a fire was never lighted, and an odor of mice
and vavnish, and that was all. The sitting-room
on the other side of the entry was much pleasanter.
It was a large, square room, wainscoted higli with
green-painted wood, and had a south window and
iwo westerly ones, so that the sun lay on itall day
long. Here and there in the walls, and one on either
side of the chimney-piece, were odd unexpected
little cupboards, with small green «ooden handles
in their doors. The doors fitted so closely that it
was hard to tell which was cupboard and which
«eall; anybody who did not know tlie room was
always a long time in finding outjust how many
cupboards there were. The one on the left-hand
side of the chimney-piece was Eyebright’s special
cupboard. It had been callcd hers ever since she
was three years oid, and had to climb on a chair to
open the door. There she kept hcr treasures of
all kinds,—paperdolls and garden seeds, and books,
and scraps of silk for patch-work; and the top
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shelf of al2 was a sort of hospital for broken toys,
too far gone to Ise played with any longer, but too
dear, for oid iriendship’s sake, to be quite thrown
away. The furniture of the sitting-roora was
cherry-wood, dark with age; and between the west
Windows stood a cherry-wood desk, with shelves
above and drawers below, where Mr. Bright kept
his papers and did his writing.

He was sittiiig there now as Eyebright caine in,
busy over something, and in the rocking-chair
beside the fire-place was a gcntleman whom she
did not recognize at first, but who seemecl to know
her, for in a minute he smilecl and said ;

“ Oho! Here is my friend of this morning. Is
this your little girl, Mr. Bright ?”

“Yes,” replied papa, from his desk; “she is
mine—my only onc. That is Mr. Joyce, Eye-
bright. Go and shakc hands with him, my dear.”

Eyebright shook hands, blushing and laiighing,
for now she saw that Mr. Joyce was the gcntlcraan
who had intcrruptcd their play at reccss. He kept
hoid of her hancl when the shake was over, and
bcgan to talk in a very pleasant kind voice, Eye-
bright thought.

“ 1did n’t know that you wcrc Mr. Bright’s iittle
daughter when | askcd the way to his housc,” he
said. “ Why did n’t you tell me? And what was
the game you were playing, which you said was so
splendid, but which made you cry so harcl? |
couldn’t imagine, and it made me very curious.”

“ It was only about Lady Jane Grey,” answered
Eyebright. *“ | was Lady Jane, and Bessie, she
was' Margaret; and | was jiist going to lie
beheaded when you spoke tous. lalways cry when
we get to the executions: they are sodreadfull”

“ Why do you have them thcn? | think that’s
a very sad sort of play for two happy little girls like
you. Why not have a nice vnerry game about
men and womcn who never were cxeculed ? Would
n’tit be pleasanter ?”

“ Oh, no! It isn't half as much fun playing
about people who don’t have things happen to
them,” said Eyebright, eagerly. *“ Once we did,
Bessie and I. We played at George and Martha
Washington, and it was n't amusing a bit,—just
commanding armies, and standing on platforms to
receive company, and cutting down one cherry-
tree | We didn't like it at all. Lady Jane Grey
is much nicer than that. And 1°’ll tell you another
splendid one,—“The Childrcn of the Abbey." We
played it all through from the very bcginning
chapter, and it took us all our reccsscs for four
weeks. | like long plays so much better than short
oncs which are done right off.”

Mr. Joyco’s eyes twinkled a little, and his lips
twitehed, but he would not smile, because Eye-
bright was looking straight into his face.
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“1 don’t believe you are too big to sit onuJ
knee,” he said; and Eyebright, nothing lom
perched herselfon his lap at once. She wassutil
a fearless little thing, so ready to talk and to mekfl
friends, that he was mightily taken with lier, an||
she seemed equally attracted by him, and chatiemil
freely as to an oid friend.

She told him all about her school, and tlie gjrls|
and what they did in summcr, and what tlieva"l
in winter, and about Top-knot and the othtJ
chickens, and her dolls,—forEyebiight siili pbvtd|
with dolls by fits and starts, and her grand plan lud
making “acave” in the garden, in which lo k«J
label-sticks and bits of string and her chchshs]
ti-owei.

“ Wont it be lovely ?” shedemanded. «\Vhe"|
cver | want anything, you know, | shall jiisi liavcio|
dig a little bit, and take up the shingle which goci
over the top of the cave, and put my hand id|
Nobody will know that it’s there but me. L'nkssl
tell Bessie ------- ” she added, remembcring ihat|
almost always she did tell Bessie.

Mr. Joyce privatcly fcarcd thal the trowcl wouldl
become very rusty, and Eyebright’s cave l)eapiio|
fill with water when the weather was wct; bul |
would not spoil her pleasure by making ihsaj
objections. Instead, he talked to her aboiit
homc, which was in Vermont, among ilie (irecnl
Moimtains, and his wife, whom he called r'iiioiher,"l
and his son, Charley, who was a year or two ddi
than Eyebright, and a great pet with bis fatliei,|
evidently.

“ 1 wish you could know Charley,” he siij
“ you are just the sort of girl he would like, aK
he and you would have great fun togcthcr. Perlupsl
some day your father ’ll bring you up tu makeusf
a visit.”

“ That would be very nice,” said Kycbriglii,|
“ But”—shaking her head—*“ | don’t bclieve ill
cver happen, because papa never doca inke
away. We caii’t leave poor mamma, you knm.,j
She ’cl miss us so much.”

Here Wecalthy brought in supper,—a heartyoK,!
in honor of Mr, Joycc, with ham and eggs, colC
beef, warm biscuit, sicwcd rhubarb, inarmaladeil
and, by way of a second course, flannel cakes, fal
making which Wealthy had a special gift. -Irl
Joyce cnjoycd evcrything, and made an cxcellentl
meal. He was amused to hear Eyebright sayi
“ Do take some more rhubarb, papa. | sieotij
it my own self, and it ’s better than it waes la
time ” and to see her arranging her inother®
tea ncatly on a tray.

“ What a dioll little pussy that is ofyoursl”!
said to lier father, when Eyebright liad gi*
upstairs with the tray. “ She seemsallimaginaiion|
and yet she has a practical liirn, too. It san(
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bisiuc. We don’t often get the two things coin-

iredin one child.”

f"No, you don’t,” replied Mr, Bright. “ Some-
¢mes | think she has too much imagination.
Herhead is stuffed with all sorts of notions picked

Bout of books, and you ’d think, to hear her talk,
J31shehad n’t an idea beyond a fairy-talc. But
liiEhis plenty of common sense, too, and is more

pu and considérate than most children of her

Wecalthy says she is really useful to her, and
lquite nn idea of cooking and housekeeping.

Inipiizzled at her myself sometiincs. She seems
Ini different children rolled into one.”

“ffcll, if that is the case, | see no need to regret
Itr vivid imagination,” replied his friend. “ A
[oick fancy helps peoplc along wondetfully. Imag-

ution is like a big sail. When there’s nothing
liderrenih, it’s risky; but with plcnty of ballast

joldthc\ cssel steady, it ’s an immense advantage
inota danger.”

Eyebright carne in just then, and as a niatter of

«e «ent back to her perch upon her new
liiend's knee.

“Doyou know a great many stories ?” she asked,
aiggesiivcly,

know a good many.
[Charlcysoinctimes.”

'Iwish you’d tell me one.”

“Il «€ill have to be a sliort one then,” said Mr.
[loyct, glancing at his watch. *“ Bright, will you

cabout liaving my horse brought round ? | must
eoffiii ten minutes or so.” Then, lurning to Eye-
Ibiight—" 1 '11 tell you about Peter and the Wolves,
fjoulike. That’ the shortest story | know,”

‘Oh,do! | like stories about wolves so much,”
luid Eyebright, settling herself comfortably to
lisen

“Little Peter lived with his grandmotlier in a
Itoodi" began Mr. Joyce in a prompt way, as of
»ewho has a good dcal of business to get through
liiteftime. “ They lived all alone. He hadn’t
by other boys to play with, but once in a great
j«hilehis grancIlmothcr let him go to the other side

Mvood where some boys lived, and play with
liltm. Peter was always glad when his grand-
|itDther said he might go.

"One day, in the autumn, he said: *‘Gvand-
liwlier, may | go and scc William and Jack?’
|Thc« were the flames of the other boys.

'Yes,'shesaid, ‘you can go, if you will promise
Itocome horae at four o’clock. It gets dark early,
I*»! lam .tfraid to have you in thc wood later than
[thi’

"SoPeter promised. He had a nice time with
iWlliain and Jack, and at four o’clock lie started to
|8®hcme, for he was a boy of his word.

“Ashe went along, suddenly, on the path before

I make them up for
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him, he saw a most beautiful gray squirrel with a
long, bushy tail.

“ “Oh, )ou beauty !’ cried Peter. ‘I must catch
you and carry you borne to grandmothet.’

“ Now, this was humbug in Peter, because grand-
mother did not care a bit about gray squirrels. But
Peter did.

“ So, Peter ran to catch thc squirrel, and the
squirrel ran, too. He did not go very fast, but
kept just out of reach. More than once, Peter
thought he had laid hold of him, but tlie cunning
squirrel always slippcd through his fingers.

“ At last, tlie squirrel darted up into a thick tree
whcere Peter could not see him any more. Then
Peter began to think of going home. To his sur-
prise, it was almost dark- He had been running so
hard that he had not noticed this before, fior which
way he had come, and when he looked about him,
he saw that he had lost his way.

“ Thiswasbad enough, but worse happened; for,
pretty soon, as he plodded on, trying to guess
which way he ouglit to go, he heard a long, low
howl far away in the wood,—thc howl of a wolf.
Peter had heard wolves howl before, and he knew
perfecily ivell what the sound was. He began to
run, and he ran and ran, butthe howl grew louder,
and was joined by more howls, and they sounded
nearer every minute, and Peter knew that a whole
pack of wolves was after him. Wolves can run
much faster than little boys, you know, They had
almost caught Peter, when he saw ”

Mr. Joyce paused to enjoy Eyebright’s eyes,
which had grown as round as sauccrs in her excite-
ment.

“ Oh, go on!” she cried, breathlessly.

“ —when he saw a big hollow tree with a hole in
one side. There was not a moment to spare; the
hole was just big enough for him to get into ; and
in one sccond he had scrambled through and was
inside the tree. There were some large pieces of
bark lying inside, and he picked one up and nailcd it
overthe hole with a hamroer which he happened to
have in his pocket. So there he was, in a safe
little house of his own, and the wolves could not get
at him at all,”

“ That was splendid,” sighcd Eyebright, re-
lieved.

“ All night thc wolves staycd by the tree, and
scratched and howled and tried to get in,” con-
tinued Mr. Joyce. “ By and by, thc moon rose,
and Peter could see them putting their noscs
through the knot-holcs in the bark, and smclling
athim. Butthc knot-holeswere toosmall, and, smell
as they might, they could not get at him. At last,
watching his chance, he whipped out his jack-knife
and cut off the tip of the biggest wolf’snose. Then
the wolves howled awfully and ran away, and Peter
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put the nose-tip in his pocket, and lay down and
went lo slcep.”

“ Oh, how funny !" cried Eyebright, delighted.
“ What carne next?”

“ Morning carne next, and he got out of the
tree and ran home. His poor grandmotlier had
been frightened almost lo death, and had not slept
a wink all nightlong; she hugged and kissed Peter
for half an hour, and then hurried to cook him a
hot breakfast, That’s all the story,—only, when
Peter grew to be a man, he had the tip ofthe wolf’s
nose set as a breast-pin, and he alwaj’s wore it.”

Here Mr. Joyce set Eyebright down, and rose
from his chair, for he heard his horse’s hoofs under
the window.

“ Oh, do tell me about the breast-pin before you
go,” cried Eyebright. “ Did he really wear it?
How funny ! Was it set in gold, or how ?”

“ | shall have to keep the description of the
breast-pin till we meet again,” replied Mr. Joyce.
“ My dear,” and he stooped and Kkissed her, “ |
wish | had a little girl at home Just like you.
Charley would like it too. | shall tell him about
you. And if you ever meet, you will be fiiends, |
am sure.”

Eyebright sat on the door-steps and watched him
ride down the Street. The sun was just setting,
and all the western sky wus flushed with pink, just
the color of a rosy sea-sholl.

“ Mr. Joyce is the nicest man that ever carne
here, I think," she said to Wealthy, who passed
through the hall with her hands full of tea-things.
“ He told me a lovcly story about wolves. 11l tell
it to you when you put me to bed, if you like. He'’s
the niccsc man | ever saw.”

* Nicer than Mr. Porter?”
grimly, waiking down the hall.

Eyebright blushed and made no answer. .Mr.
Porter was a sore subject, though she was only six
years oid when she knew him, and had never seen
him since.

He was a young man who for one summer had
rented a vacant room in Miss Fitch’s school build-
ing. He took a great fancy to Eyebright, who was
a little girl then, and he used to play with her, and
carry hcr about the green in his arms. Several
times he promised her a doli, which he said he
would fetch when he went home. At last, he went
home and carne back, but no doil appeared, and
whencver Eyebright asked after it, he replied that
it was “ in his trunk.”

One day, he carelessly left open the door ofhis
room, and Eyebright, spying it, pccped in and saw
that his trunk was unlocked. Now was her chance,
she thought, and, without Consulting anybody, she
went in, resolved to find the doli for herself.

Into the trunk she dived. It was full of things,

asked Wealthy,
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all of which she pulled out and threw upon thj
floor, which had no carpet, and was pretty dustfl
Boots, and shirts, and books, and blacking-botilej
and papers,—all were dumped one on topoiibtl
other; but though she went to the very bottom ngl
doli was to be found. and she trotted away, almoal
crying with disappointment, and leaving the ihing
just as they lay, on the floor.

Mr. Porter did not like it at all, when he fongjl
his property in this condition, and Miss Fitchl
punished Eyebright, and Wealthy scoldcd liard |
but Eyebright never could be made to see thatshel
had done anything naughty.

“He’ a wicked man, and he didn’t tell thj|
trufe,” was all she could say. Wealthy was deeplyl
shocked at the affair, and would never let Evel
bright forget it, so that eveii now, after sixyntsl
had passed, the mention of Mr. Porter’s fiame nadel
her fcel uncomfortable.  Sbe left the door-
presently, and went upstairs to her motlier’s rocia,!
where she usually spent ihe last half-hourbefore|
going to bed.

It was one of Mrs. Bright’s better days, and shel
was lying on thc sofd.  She was a pretty littltl
wonian still, though thin and faded, and badil
gentle, helpless manner, which made people wjiii|
to pet her, as they might a child. The rooitl
seemed very warm and ci6se after the fresh door]
step, and Eyebright thought, as shc had thoiighll
many times before, “ How | wish that mother likeij|
to have her window open !” But she did notsays

“Was your tea nice, inamma?” she asked, a|
little doubtfully, for Mrs. Bright was liatd to pl
with food, probably liecause her appetite wasso|
fickie.

“ Pretty good,” her mother answered; *“ inyegj|
was too hard, aud | don’t like quite so much sugai|
in rhubarb, but it did very well. What have yM
been about all day, Eyebright ?”

“ Nothing particular, mamma.  School, you
know; and after school, some of the girls carne iniol
our hay-loft and told stories, and we had suchil
nice time. Then Mr. Joyce was here to tea. Hc5i|
real nice man, mamma. Iwish youhad seen him',

“ How was he rice ? It seems to me you didnll
see enough of him to judge,” said her mother.

“ WIliy, mamma, | can always tell right anayill
people are nice or not. Can’t you? Couldcq
you, when you were well, | mean ?”

“1 don’t think much of that sort ofjudging,”
said Mrs. Biaght, languidly. “ It takcs alonglim*|
to find out what people really are,—years.”

“Why, mammal!” cried Eyebright, with «id
open eyes. “ I could n’tknow butjust tivo orthreel
people in my whole life if | had to taxc such lotsl
of time to find out! 1°d a great «.a: rathetbej
quick, even if 1 changed my mind afterward.”
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|TouTI be «'jser when you’re older,” said her
Lher. “I* medicine now. Will
L btingit, Eyebright? It the third bottle from
r, jojncr of the mantel, and there’s a tea-cup
¢idspoon onthe table.”
I~ r Mrs. Bright ! Her medicine had grown to
¢ tlic chiof interest ofher life! The doctor who
rted her «as one of the old-fashioned kind who
bliived in I’ig d°ses and three pills at a time, and
iiicthing new every wcck or two ; but, in addition
) his prescriptions, Mrs. Bright tried all sorts of
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Cosmopolitan Fcbrifuge. It seems to work the
most wonderful cures. Mrs. Mulrary, a lady in
Pike’s Gulch, Idaho, got entirely well of consump-
tive cancerby taking only two bottles; and a gentle-
man from Alaska writes that his wife and three
children tvho were almost dead of cholera.coUapse
and heart disease rccoveved entirely after taking
thc Febrifuge onc month. It ’s very wonderful.”
“ 1 ’ve noticed that those folks who get well in
the advertisements alwa)S live in Idaho and
Alaska and such like places, where folks aint very

“ 1 CAN'T WIsU* HOPING THAT THIS IS GOING TO DO MIli U0o0U

leer paient physics which people told her of, or
jichshe rcad about in the newspapers. She also
*w a great dcal of herb-tea of diffcreiU sorts.
lha «IS always a little porringcr of something
J/Miiing aivay on her stove,—camomile, or bone-
or wormwood, or snake-root, or tansy, and
a long row of fat bottles with labels on thc
Evebriglit fetched the medicine and the cup, and
hirmother measured out the dose.
"i can’chelp hoping that this is going to do me
kd” she said. “ It ’s something new which I read
in the ‘Evening Chronicle,’—Dr. Bright's

VoL VI.—23.

likcly to go a-Inmting after them,” said Woalthy,
who carne in just then with a candlc.

“ Now, Wealthy, how can you say so? Both
these cures are ccrtified to by regular doctors. Let
me sec,—yes,—Dr. Ingham and Dr. H. B. Peters.
Here ave their flames on thc bottle.”

“ It ’s easy cnough to make up a fiame or two if
you want ‘cm,” muttered Wealthy. Then, seeing
that Mrs. Bright looked troubled, she was sorry
she had spoken, and made haste to add, “ How-
evcr, the medicine may be first-rate medicine, and
if it does you good, Mrs. Bright, wc ’ll crack it up
cverywhcre,—that we wilL”
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Eyebright’s bed-time was come. She kissed her
inother for good-night with the feeling which she
always had, that she must kiss very gently, or some
dreadful thing might happen,—her mother break
in two, perhaps, or something. Wealthy, who was
in ratherasevere mood for some reason, undresscd
her in a sharp, summary way, deciined to listen to
the wolf story, and went away, taking the candic
with her. But there was little need of a candie in
Eyebright's rooni that night, for the shiitiers stood
open, and a bright full moon shone in, making
everything as distinct, almost, as it was in the
day-time. She was not a bit sleepy, but she did n’t
mind being sent to bed, at all, for bed-time often
meant to her only a second play-timc which she
had all to herself. Gctting up very softiy, so as to
make no noise, she crept to the doset, and brought
out a big pasteboard box which was full of oid rib-
bons and odds and ends of lace and silk. With
these she proceedcd to make herself fine; a pink
nbbon went round her head, a blue one round her
neck, a yellow and a purple round either ankle
and round her waist over her night-gown a broad
red one, very dirty, to serve as a sash. Each wrist
w " adorned with a bit of cotton edging, and with
a broken fan in her hand, Eyebright climbed into

ed again, and putting one pillow on top of the
other to make a seat, began to play, telling herself
the story m a low, whispering tone.

“ 1 am a Princess,” she said; “ the most beauti-
ful Princesa that ever was. But | did n’t know thac

was a Prmcess at all, because a tvicked fairy stole
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me when | was little, and put me in a ionei,.,
tage, and | thought I was n’t anythiriff h,T
shepherdess. But one day as | was fecdins
slieep, a ne-cro-answer he carne by and he saidd
“ “Princess, why don’t you have any cron/i>
““Then | stared, and said, ‘1 'm not a Prmce<J
;;;Oh.but you are,” he said; “a real
i nen 1was so surprised you cant tliink Bk
sie-—Oh, | forgot that Bessie was n’t here, ’Am
| said, ‘1 cannot believe such nonsensc as thall

“ Then the necroanswer laughed, and liesadj
Mount this winged steed, and | will show»,'
your kmgdom which you were stolen away from'

“ So | mounted.”

Here Eyebright put a pillow over the fooi-boatdi
of the bed. and climbed upon it, in the attitudeol!
a lady on a sidc-saddie.

A Oh  how beaudful it is!” she murmuredl
Mow fast we go! | do iove horseback ” 1
Dear silly little Eyebright! Riding there in

moonhght, with her scraps of ribbon and her batel

feet and her night-gown, she was a fentasiir
figure, and looked absurd enougli to make anyae
laugh. | laugh too, and yet I love the little thin?
and find it delightful that she should be so esilv
amused and made happv with small fandes

Imagmation is like a sail, as Mr. Joyce had siid

that evcning; but sails are good and useful things

sometimes, and carry their owners over dep
waters and dark waves, which else might danpeo,
and drench, and drown.

(T6 ke coniiHuti)
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BLOOM.

By B. H.

The sudden sun shone through the pane,
And lighted both their faces—

A prettier sight just after rain
Ne’er fell in pleasant places.

Two girls.

One held a vase of glass,

And one, a ball unsightly,

Ragged and soiled.

And this, the lass

Upon the vase laid lightly.

‘What lovely flowci-s we °ll have !” said they.
After it starts a-growing.”

The sun delighted slipped away,
And down the west went glowing.

WANTED.

By Sarah W inter

One day, Johnny camehome from school crying
«)hard. His mother thought the teacher must
lae «vhipped him, or expelled him from school,
irthst soiiic big boy must have stoned him.

I Why, what is the matter, my dear ?” she asked
fith concern and compassion.

Johnny vetiiriied no answer except to cry harder.

"Why, my swect,” she pcrsisted, drawing him
loherknee, “ tell me what it is.”

“There ’s no use telling,” said Johnny, scarcely
ible to speak for tears and sobs. I can’t have
ii.”

“Have what? Tell me. Perhaps you can have
ii," shc answered, in a tone of cncouragement.
“Tellme what it is.”

No, no, no,” said Johnny, in a tone of utter
iktpondency.  “ | know | can’t have it.” Then
beput his liands to his face, and cried with fresh
vehenicnce,

" But toU me what it is, and, if it ’s possible, 1 Il
oetitfor you.”

"You can’t! you can’tl oh, you can’t!” John-
nyanswered in cicspairing accents.

“Isn't there any of it in town ?” asked Mamma.

Kellogg.

“ Lots of it,” said Johnny, “ but you can’t get
me one.”

“Why can’t 1?”

“ They all belong to other folks,” said Johnny.

“ But | might buy some from somebody,” the
mother suggested.

“ Oh ! but you can’t,” Jolmny insisted, shaking
his head," while the tears streanied down his face.

“ Perhaps 1can send out of town for some,” said
thc mother.

Johnny shook his head in a slow, despairing svay.

“You can’t getitby sendingout oftown.” Then
he added, passiouatcly : “ Oh, 1 want one so bad 1
They 're so handy. The boys and girls that have
’em do have such good times !”

“ But what are they ? Do stop crying, and tell
me what they are,” said the mother, impatiently.

“ They can just go out every time they want to,
without asking the teacher,” he said, pursuing his
train of reflection Ol the advantages of the what-
ever-it-was. “ Whencver the drum beats they can
gooutand see the band, and when there ’s an organ
they can get to see the monkey; and they saw the
dancin’bear; and to-morrow the circus is comin’
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by, and the elcphant, and all of ’em that has ’em
will get to go out and see ’em, and me that have n't
got 'em will have to stay in, and study the mean
ole lessons. Oh, it’s awfull” and Johnny had
another passionate fit of sobbing.

“ What in the world is it, child, that you 're talk-
ing about?” said his mother, utterly perplexed.

But the child, uninindful of the question, cried
out: “ Oh! | svant one so bad !”

“ Want what? If you don’t tell me, 1’ll have
to lock you up, or do something of the kind. W hat
is it you want?”

Then Johnny answered with a perfect wail of
longing; “ It’s a whooping-cough,—I want a
whooping-cough.”

“ A whooping-cough !” exclaimed his mamma,
in utter surprise. “ A whooping-cough i”

“ Yes,” said Johnny, still crying hard. “ | want

ORIENTAL BOTTLES AND WELLS,

IMni,!

a whooping-cough. The teacher lets the sdioul
that have got the whooping-cough go out ivithon!
askmg whenever they take to coughing; andwhej
there ’s a funergl, or anything else nice goinaby!
they all go to coughing, and just go out so comfon’!
abie; and we that have n’t any cough, don’! dan!
look off our books. Oh, dear! oh, dear!"

“ Never mind,” said Mamma, soothing. “Wcul
go down to Unele Charley’s room at the Meint-l
politan to-morrow, and see the circus come idj
The pcrformers are going to stopat that hotel, mi]
we’ll have a fine view.” ’

At this point Johnny began to cough.

“ | think,” said his mother, nervously, “ youre
gettingthe whooping-cough now. If you are, ym
may learn a lesson before you get through wiih’it_
the lesson that there is no unalloycd good io ths
world, even in a whooping-cough.”

ORIENTAL BOTTLES AND WELLS, AND HOW THEY
ARE MADE,

By Fannie Roper Feudge,

1 Séi MONG the Orientais the

n carryingof water forras

a large part of domes-

tic labor. In Eastern

citicsandtowns.itisnot

conveyed from Street

to Street by ineans of

pipes, fior are hoiises

and bath-rooms sup-

plied with hydrants.

Wells are rare and are

found only in the inte-

Ve rior, at a distance from

ihewater-courses; and,

as the water in them is

seldom either whole-

some or agreeabie lo the taste, the people depend

for a suppiy mainly upon the rivers, whenever it is

practicable to reach them,—some going a mile or
two, every day, for a supply of water.

In Arabia and in many other countries of
Western Asia, this task is performed always by the
women of the family — the mistress or her servants,
or perhaps both unite in the labor. As the Arabs
seldom pitch their tents very near the water, and as,
unless the distance be a mile or more, the raen do
not think it necessary to employ their camels, the
women go at evening, with long leathcr bags

= T-»e

thrown over their shoulders, and bring a sufficicnt
quantity of water for a day’s consuraption. If the
distance is very short, so that several easy trips
can be made, smallerbags, and occasionaliy earthee
jugs, are used.

The women seem always to enjoy this uearying
labor, because it is almost their only opportunity
of seeing and chatting among themselvcs, ando!
displaying any little adornments of dress they may
happen to possess. But in Turkey, Persia, &il
all the countries where feinales are requiicd to @
closely veilcd, only those of the lowest rank ae
expected to perform the heavy duty of bringing
water; and all -well-to-do families obtaiii Illieir
supply from regular vendere. These are menwo
make water-carrying a distinct business, and «ho
go round, from house to house, with their donkeys,
and leave at each door the supply that is needcd
for the day, just as do our ice and milk vendersin
this country.

To hold the water, they have strong leatherbags,
or, more correctly speaking, well-preparcd goal-
skins, like those in the illustration,—two or nore
being swung across the donkey’s back, like paniets.
Occasionaliy, a dealer, who does a heavy business,
will substituto a pair of ox-skins, which are hung
in the same panier-fashion across the back of a
horse, and, for the accommodation of thirsty pedes-
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ttrians are other water-dealers, who go about
Eiesireets, each with a goat-skin of water slung to
Lis back by a strap or chain. The neck of the
Iskin, «bich is usually brought under the arm, and
Icompresscd by the hand, serves as the mouthpiece
lei Ibis curious but very useful water-bottle; and
linc oiateful beverage is dealt out in a brass or
Icoard eartiienware cup, secured to the girdlc of
libf vender. These water-carriers are at once a
Ibkliing and a nuisance,—a sort of necessary evil
lihai everybody grumbles 'at, and tries to avoid, in
Imeeiing them, with their dripping bags, at every

SOME OFIE?ITAL

Itumof the narrow, crowded streets. Yet nobody
is«illing to dispense with their Services; and in
limes of piiblic calamity, the water-carriers are the
way last to discontinué their labors. Their doing
» is (leeined the most intense aggravation of the
I7eil, especially during the prevalence of the fright-
cpidemics that so often visit Oriental cities,
I «en multitudes literally die of thirst, because
libeyare unable to go far enough to obtain water.
Tliese skin-bottles are used also for keeping and
Iconveying wine; and not only in the East, but
theyhave found their way also into some portions
Id the wine coimtries of Southern Europe, proba-
Hy introduced by the Moors, into Spain first.
| Araong Orientais, goat-skins are generally pre-
lered for wine, for family use, as being more
Ay handled; but those who have to store wine
inlarge quantities, use ox-hides. In all Moham-
| Dfdan countries, the sale of wine being jllegal, the
1skins are hidden away out of sight; but at
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Tiflis, the capital of Georgia, and at other places
not under Mohammedan rule, the wine-stores
present an array of skin-boltles, that looks quaint
enough to unaccustoined eyes. Supported above
the floor, upon heavy wooden frames, are huge
ox-hides, perfectly distended with wine, arranged
round the walls, where a European wine-dealer
would place bis casks; while skins of goats and kids,
serving the same purpose as barréis and jugs, are
used to supply customevs as they come in, or to
send the liquor ta their hoiises. Nowhere in the
East is it common to keep much wine in the house ;

WATER-DOTTLES,

those who use it preferring to get a little skin
at a time from the wine-store.  These bottles
are light and convenient for handling; and, as
things are managed in the East, where people
travel over deserts, and on the backs of camels
and donkeys, goat-skins are more readily carried
about than glassware, and with far less danger of
leakage or breaking.

In. the prcparation of the bottles, both clcanli-
ness and strength are to be considered. After the
skin has been stripped from tbe animal, it is
first thoroughly cleansed by repeated washings and
soaking, until no unpleasant odor remains. Then
the places where the legs had been are sewed up
securely; and where the neck was is left the open-
ing for receivingand discharging the contents of
the bottle. Care is also taken that the skins do
not become stiff or hard in curing, so as to be
hable to crack; since, by rcceiving any liquid pourcd
into it, a skin-bottle is, of course, much distended;
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and if ihe liquid be wine, new wine especially, the
fermentation will tax lhe strength of the hide to
the uttermost. Henee the Oriental maxim quoted
by the Savior; “ New wine must be put into new
bottles; and both are preserved.” Oid bottles may
answcr for oid wine, whose fermentation is already
past; but new wine requires the full strength of
the hide in its prime, lest the undue expansion
cause a rent by which the lively wine will ooze out
and be lost.

Skin-bottles have by no means been confined to
Asia, fior to our own day. They were cmployed
by both the Greeks and Romans. Homer mentions
goat-skins

“ Tumid with thc vinc*s cJUchccridg juicc,—™*

and paintings at Herculaneum and Pom peii furnish
many cxamples of the use of skin-bottlcs among
the Romans. In one picture, thcrc is a girl pour-
ing wine from a kid-skin into a cup;and, in another,
an apt illustration is given of the manner in which
wine was conveyed to the consumer. A large skin
full of liqguor appears mounted on a cart that has
been drawn by horses to the door ; and the wine is
in the act of being drawn off into amphoris or

carthen pitchcrs shaped like skin-k
tles, to be conveyed into the hoa* |
The manner of drawing off the «ii*!
through the neck or one of thel
of the skin, is exactly that seen |
every travelcr who stops at an Aaifs
tent for refreshment, as the hospitakt
housewife pours out for him
water, or camel’s milk, from her g
skin bottle.

In HinduStan, though wells artl
more common, we still find the sdn-
bottle in general use, both for drauioj
the water and for carrying it lo ik
house.  The wells, which are divas
locatcd on the public strects, are ar.
cular in form, and protected by a
wall two or three fcct in height, au.
side of which is a plastercd cliunam
pavement. This plastei'ed floor foreii |
the public batir of the loivcr dass
who, returning home after the daysi
labor, stop in little knots of twod
three at the well, each person tak
ing turn in drawing and pourinn
water over the othcrs until thc adlii-
tions are completed. But they measi |
be providcd, not only with their sin
bottles for carrying water home, kst
also with leather buckcts and ropBl
for drawing it, as these eastern wik
have no bucket and windlass attached.

Only water is provided gratis, and each consume
must get it as he can. At whatever hour ae
passes these Hindustanee wells, he isalmost siireto |
meet apakali, or water-man, with his humped-back, |
short-legged Brahminy bullock, loaded wiih a peiroi

A VARAVAN

skin-bottles that he is filling with water to suppif
his customers. The next objects that meet iln
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,, «ill probaljly be a group of womcn and young girls clustered
X'lellicr laughing, chatting and gossiping, each with her water-
blet ai“l ~ "°P~ long cnough to lower it to the water. In some
1f ! tionsof Upper India, where vcils arS not very closely worn, ladies
fiiit rank may be seen at evening congrcgated around the
I*1s dccked in their jauntiest attire, each carrying a fanciful little
I réiH"j P'tcher, gracefully poised on the shoulder. This
ethixl of carrying the pitcher is deemcd not only an accomplish-
Peni but an indication of high brccding; and it is said that, for-
Imerlr. “it's noble blood were very carefully taught this art, as
Iwotn'en of rank were not always so closely veiled, fior kept in such
strict seclusionasnow.
Some of these wells
in Upper India have
stairs on the inside
descending to the wa-
ter's edge, so that the
water can be dipped
up easily, in such tiny
pitchcis as these high-
bred ladies delight to
carry, without injury
to tire frague vessels.
The great wecll at
1Garo, in Egypt, called JoseplTs Well (after the ancient dreamer
land riiler), has a descent of about onc hundred and fifty feet by
Jaivinding staircase six feet in width. But in Egypt, as in India,
inanv aclis have no stairs; and thcn each pcrson who wants water
comes provided with his Icather bucket or goat-skin, and a bclt of
thcs.ame material to lower it into the water; and both belt and
bucket are carried off by the owner uhcn he has done iising them.
In Peisia, a well occasionaliy is seen uith a rough windlass and a
buge wheel, and these somewhat lessen the labor of drawing water.
Among the Arabs, too, these appliances are sometimes met with;
but clsewhcre in the Orient we look for them in vain. Crossing the
«ean, liowever, the traveler meets them again in prccisely the same
fotm in México,—a country singularly Oriental to belong to our
noicr and western world.  Strangely enough, there are many such
I rescmbiimces between Central America and Western Asia, two
itgions widcly separatcd, and among nations geographically almost
atantipodcs. There is lhe same clinging to oid customs; the same
. aversion to changc what is known to be faulty for even that ivhich
isacknoivledgcd to be su|3erior; tlie same oid routine in work and
play, in liouses, implcraents, speech and manners that belonged to
the cenluries gone by. The solution of the mystery can be found
perhaps in the emigration of the Moors along the
shores of the Mecditerranean, later into Spain,
and tlience with the Spaniard across the Atlantic.
They brought their oid proclivitics with them,
and they havo retaincd them despite the growtli
did improvements of centuries,—* the genius of
the Arab shaping many a thought for the brain of
the Aatcc,”—as one has said. But thcse Oriental
tracesmay have been left by a race that landed in
America ages before Columbiis ; and, certainly, the
tustoms, myths and legends of the Aztecs givc
soresupport to this supposition.
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DICK’S SUPPER.

By Mrs. E. T. Corbett.

Dick looked out of the window one night,
The moon shone briglu, n
The round, full moon, so siivery white-

“ See!” cried Dick—*“ Ic looks so sweet,

I ’'m sure it must be good to eat—
Suppose | take it down to-night,
Just fot- a treat,

And try one little, little bite !”

Then Dick climbed up on thc chimney,—so,-
The moon hung low,

Bright as silver and puré as snow;

He snatched it quickly, and cried; “ Hollio'
It makes me think of my birthday cake,

All covered with sugar.—a bite 1’1l take,
Just one, and nobody ’ll know !”

But Dicky's mouth was, oh ! so wide
That the moon had nearly slipped inside j
He took a monstroiis bite, as you see;
But it was n’t nice,
le was colder than ico.
And it made his tooth ache terribly,

Oh, dear! oh, dear!” he began to crv;

I would n’t have the thing, not I'!”

Quickly he hung it again in the sky.

Shd down the chimney, and went to bed,
Then under the blankets he tucked his head ¢
For | know,” so he said,

If any one thought | °d bittcn the moon,

1 d be whipped very soon !”

of their windo™J

Both women and men,
Cried: * Look at the moon 1
It has changed too soon,

did it get so small—oh, when *"
And everybody ran out in a fright
To stare at the bitten moon that night,

Wise men brought out their telescopes too
Oid folks their spectacies,—no one knov
What to say or what to do.

Ask the almanac-makers,” cried one,
They know everything under the siin!”
But the almanac-makers were quite pcrplexed
So they ran to the clerk of the weaihcr rc.-it- '
Ah, you ouglu to have seen them ruii !

Now, the clerk of the weather lived all alone
In a hou?b that was neither of wood nnr stone;
It had ciouds for curtains, and rainbows brivhi
Instead of candles, to make it light,

And the pantry shelves were full of jars

Where he kept the snow, the rain and thc stnrs.
While lindcr the shelves were packecl away
Some strong new wintls for a stormy day.

The little oid man riishcd out to see
W hat on earth could the matter be 1
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For the people carne with shout and roar,
Thiiniping and pounding at his door,

Calling liudiy; “ Come out and tell

What ails our moon? Kotz know very well.”
And sute enough the moon he saw

Was scooped out like a shell!

The little oid man said; “ Dear, oh, dear!
I can make your weather stormy or clear,
Get up your breezcs, high or low,

Gwve you plenty of rain and snow,

Meke it as hot as you had it last year;
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But as for this moon,—why, friends, | fear
You have asked me more than | know.”

Now, all this time, poor Dicky was lying
Safe tucked up in his little bed,

And though the toothache kept him crying,
Never a single word he said.

Never told what a monstrous hite

He ’d taken out of thc moon that night.

So no One ever guessed or knew

(Excepting Dicky, and me and you)

Who gave the folks such a terrible fright.

NANNIE’S LITTLE MUFF.

By Mary Bolles Branch.

She found it up in the garrct, and oh, how glad
sbe was! She found it in an oid wooden chest
liat liad a curious smell when you opened it
Nannie had never gone “ up-gaiTet” alone before,
lifrause she was afraid of mice; but this afternoon
Autu Aiin liad a “ quilting” in the big front cham-
btr, and there were so many ladies talking, that
rtcn Nannie ran out of the room and began to go
upstairs, she could hear them quite plainly. She
slopped every lwo or three steps to listen, but still
sheheardthem; they weretalking about “ herring-

bone,” and they were snapping on the quiita cord
that had been rubbed with chalk. Nannie could
hear it snap. She kepton, up into the garret, and
to the middle of it—still she could hear the hum
of volees in the room below.

“Ho !” said Nannie, “1'm not afraid !”

She looked around and did not see any mice.
There were oid bonnets, and bunchcs of sage and
catnip banging from the rafters. There was an oid
dock in one comer, and a spinning-wheel and a
pair ofbellows were in another. Then there were a
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great many boxes and barréis all aroiind, and some
feather-beds piled up. But the oddest thing of all,
in Nannie’s opinidn, was an okl chair that stood in
the cérner with a torn quilt thrown over it. She
often had heard her aunt, in speaking of this chair.

THE TWISTED OLU CHAIK.

say that it was “ as oid as the hills, and that really
it was well worth shining up and covering for the
parlor.” Nannie, who supposed that “ oid as the
hills ” could n’t possibly be older than Great-grand-
pa Crandall, felt that the chair would need some-
thing more than shining and covering, she was
sure.

She slowly dragged off the quilt while these
thoughts passed through her mind.

There stood the oid chair prim and clean, but
with a melancholy, faded look on its once gayly
flowered seat. Its back was awry, too,'—at least
Nannie thought it was, and so may you when
you see this picture of it,—but really thc stanch oid
frame was as good as new and quite in its proper
shapc. Indecd, Grcat-grandfather Crandall had
found it cxccedingly comfortable,—it was the only
thing in the house, he had said, that the women-

folks let him enjoy in pcace and quiet. But Nan-
nie knew nothing of all this.
“ Yes,” she murmured thoughtfully, “ shining

and coveringitisn’tall. It would have to have its
seat twisted around, and that would bring the
legs wrong 1 And when you got them all turned,
why where would the back be ?”

Then the little girl fixed her gazé on quite a differ-
ent sort of chair,—a rush-bottomed affair just as
straight and square as could be, but without a sign
of a back !

“ Dear rae,” she said to herself, * what awfully,
dreadfully queer chairs they did have in oid times !
I'm glad | did n’t live then ! Like as not, now, thc
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back of this one is doubled up imderneath itsonit-I
how.”

With these words, Nannie, exerting all le|

strength, laid the backless bit of furniture over @
its side.

What a noise it made,—and what a strange,!
musty cloiid of dust rose from the seat asitq® |

down! And what madc the oid curtain hatigin|
there on the beam shakc so strangely? And-
* O—O0—O0h ! What was that ?” Nannie almost!

fainted. She was so frightened that shc sat dao
upon thc floor with 2 groan. Her poor liule legs |
were not of the slightest use, it seemed. inaro
ment she laughed a feeble, frightened little laugh
and sprang to her feet.

“Why, Pussy! Why didn’t you tell me it sl
you? | wouldn’t have been scarcd a bit, Cont
out, you naughty dear Pussy! You neccin't liice
away now—I saw yo\x run under there. Mcreyl
I did n't know thci'c was a single soul up here ot
me !'”

Nannie did n't say all this, but these tiioughts
ran through her mind and, somehow, coinforitd |
the trembling little cieature. Pussy could not ke |
coaxed to show herself again, but shc ccrtninly s
there under the oid furniture, and Nannie no longer |
felt alone. Besides, there could be no fear of mictj
now. So the little girl once more proceeded lo1
enjoy herself, after cautiously listening fur inht,
pleasant “ snap, snap” of the busy quilters doiui-1
stairs.

First she went up to thc oid dock, but concliided |
that, on the whole, itwas best not to open its door
and look in. Then she turned the spinning-whed
around a few times, made a little round mountaio
of some hops that were spread out to dry ona
newspaper, pulled a feacher from one of thc bok
to stick in the hat of hcr biggest doli, and llim
rummaged a rag-bag, where she found a Irii ofsilt
just big enough to make a dress for her sinallest
doil. Finally she noticed that great chesc over by
thc window, and she went to it and jifted the lid
It had a queer smell, and was full of things fodxd
away—some of them wrapped in papers. jlnli-osy
out of one paper lay something dark and st
Nannie seizecl upon it, and pulled it out, It wats
little dark-brown muff,—a real fur miifT,—ay
small, but not too small to hold Nannic’s two sal
hands, which went into it at once, and contenicdly
foldcd themselves together.

“ Oh, how glacl I ain !” said Nannie to herself.
“ | s’pose that ’s been lying here ever since Aut
Ann aud Aunt Em’line were little girls. No»'/
can have it, 'cause there aint any little girl heri
but me now ! | never had a muff yet, and | ceed
oneso bad! What a pretty lining! It’s m)lik
tic muff now.”
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frcl without asingle misgiving tlie child hugged
tJ L s dose and walked up and down w.th her
I" njsinit, thinking how mee and coinfortable it
to carry to church when snow carne,

r was50dad she had come to the garret, and
le did not feel at all lonesotne, for she could still
iL ,hc hum of volees in the chamber below,
although she'could not tell what was said. They
hed Icft off talking about “ herring-bone by that
te and were talking about their wintcr clothes

"* Hl wdo you keep your furs from thc moths?”
asked onc of the ladies of Aunt Ann.

"Oh | have no trouble,” said Aunt Ann, com-

I olacently. “ Every spring | put them away in our

oldccdar chest up-garret. and nothmgever gcts to

""‘ihcn they all began to talk about cedar-wood
| chests and camphor-wood chests and tobaceo, but
Nannie did not notice a word of what they were
|sying as she crept softly down from thc garret,
' il, her hands still in the little btown muff. She
wouldhave gone into the front chamber to show it
to Aunt Ann at once, only the many strange
ladies in there made her feel shy; so she kep

little
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“ Have you?” asked Aunt Emmeline, absently.
She was trying, as she spoke, to count how many
spoons would be wanted, and really could not have
told the next moment what Nannie had said.

So Nannie kept on through the kitchcn to the
little bedroom at the end, where she slept. There
she had a small hair-trunk with her best clothes m
it. She lifted them up, and laid the muffin, down
al the very bottom.

‘“'Cause 1 slia’n’t want it till snow comes!” she
reasoned, prudently. And then, as there was no
one to take much interest in her that afternoon,
she ran off to play with the cat and the two kittens.

Nannie did not take the muff out again after
that; she was keeping it lo carry to church when
snow carne, and so it happened that Aunt Ann and
Aunt Emmeline did not catch a sight of it, and
when they soraetimes heard her make cheerful
mention of her little muff, they thought she only
meant her long red tippet, in whose warm ends she
used to wrap her hands the winter before, and
make believe it was a muff.

The days went by, and with November carne
some sharp, coid weather.

“ | shall get out my furs to wear to-mglu, said

WHAT WAS THATt

on down-staivs, down into the big kitchen wbere
AuntEmmeline was bustling cheerily about, getting
suppcer for the hungry quilters.

“Aunt Em’line,” said Nannie’s happy httle
woice, “ | ve gota muff! 1°’ve gota muff!’

Aunt Ann, decidedly, as she carne in, onc Sunday

noon, shrugging her shouldcrs with thc coid, * I

thought 1 should almost perish this morning.”
* Oh no, Aunt Ann !” said little Nannie.

“u
aint time yet for furs. Snow has n’t come !”
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“ It ’s too coid to snow,” was Aunt Ann’s reply;
and Nannie thought that sounded very odd,—like
some of the riddles in her riddie-book.

That afternoon, while her little niece was at
Sunday-schooi, Aunt Ann went up to the garret to
get her fur collar and cufis out of the cedar-wood
chest. Then there was a commotion, for, as true
as the world, one of her fur cuffs was gone ! She
called Aunt Emmeline in great excitement, and
together they searched all through the cedar-wood

chest. There was the collar, and there was one
cuff, but the other cuff was not there. No, it was
not there!

“ 1 sha’n’t siecp a winfc to-night, 1 'm so nerv-
ousl” exclaimed Aunt Ann. “ Do you suppose
we have had a thicfin the house?”

“ Or spirits?" suggestcd Aunt Emmeline, who
was a grain superstitious.

“ Nonsense!” said Aunt Ann,rallying. “Let’s
look through all the closets and bureaus down-
stairs.”

And they did. Nannie found them hunting
when she carne home, and followed them about
from room to room, enjoying it al! very much, and
not having the slightestideawhat Aunt Ann meant
by her “ cuff.” She thought cuffs were white and
stiff, and wondcred why Aunt Ann should feel so
bad when she had so many more.

Aunt Ann had to wear her collar without her

CALLING THE

FLOWERS.

cuffs.  All through the week she kept un h,
search, but in vain. Saturday night it snowed

“ Oh, goody !” cried Nannie the next jnominv
“ snow has come, and | ‘'m going to wear mv miiirl
to church !” - wi

When the aunts carne out of their room 4l
dressed to go, and called Nannie, she joined tlitm
m a flutter of delight. She had on her warin hood
and her red fippet, and her hands were proudiv
reposing in—what?

“ My little brown fur muff,” she said, innocemlv
as Aunt Ann pounced upon it.

“ 1 should think so!” cried Aunt Ann.
my cuff, my lost cuff, you little,—little,
bunch of posies, you 1 Where did you get it Kaj
nie Blair?”

“Up in the garret, out of that tnink of ad
things,” replied Nannie, laising her honest biue
eyes. “ 1 knew | could have it, ’cause it «asa
little girl’s muff, and there aint any little girl hen
but me.”

“ Well, I never!” said Aunt Ann, and for thet
once she let her carry it. After that, she took ii
back, but somebody must have told Santa Clius,
for, when Christmas carne, there was the (iearest
little muff you ever saw, made of white fur dotted
with black, and lineci with lovely blue silk, liaiiging
right on the nail with Naiinie’s stoeking bj"ihe
fire-place 1

“il5

CALLING THE FLOWERS.

By M. M. D.

The wind is shaking the oid dried leaves
That will not quit their hold,

The sun slips under the stiffened grass
And drtves away the coid.

And Franca says: “ How the March wind blows!
Is it scolding? How mad it must be !

When | blow my horn, | ’ll be tender and sweet,
To show that I love them,” says she.

“ For the flowers and birds are dear little things.
And must not be frightened at all,
So pray you be qgiiiet, you noisy oid wind 1 __
Perhaps they will come if | cali.

‘The men on the hill want water, | know,
And soon | will carry them some;
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But first I will blow just as kind as | can,
To tell the sweet flowers they can come.

“ Blow loud for the blossoms that live in the trees,
And low for the daisies and clover;
But as soft as | can for the violets shy,
Yes softiy—and over and over.”

RUMPTY-DUDGET’S TOWER.

By jULIAN Hawthorne.

Vi

Now, after Prince Frank has seen Princess Hilda
lad the cat disappear up the trunk of the tall pine-
tree, he liad sat down rather disconsolately beside
tre firc, which blazed away fainously, blue, red,
ad yellow. Every once in a while he took a
fagat from the pile and put it in the fiame, lest it
should go out; but he was very careful not to step
auisice the circle which the cat had drawn with
Ithe tip of his tail. So things went on for a vcry

ig rime, and Prince Frank began to get very
I deepy, for never before had he sat up so late ; but
dillPrincess Plilda and thecatdidnotreturn, and he
hreivthat ifhe were to lie down to take a nap, the fire
Iight go out before he waked up again, and then
| Bumpiy-Dudget would have blackened Henry’s

* all over with one of the btirnt logs, and he

never could be saved. He kept on putting fresh
fagots in the flame, therefore, though it was all he
could do to keep his eyes open ; and the fire kept
on burning red, blue and yellow.

But after another very long lime had goneby, and
there were still no Princess Hilda and the cat, Prince
Frank, when he went to take a fresh fagot from
the pile, found that there was only that one fagot
left of all that he and Hilda had gathered together.
At this he was very much frightened, and knew
not what to do; for when that fagot was burned
up, as it soon would be, what was he to do to keep
the fire going? There were no more sticks inside
the ring, and the cat had told him that if he went
outside of it, all would be lost.

In order to make the fagot last as long as possi-
ble, he took it apart, and only put one stick in the
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flame at a time; but after a while, all but the last
stick was gone, and when he had put that in,
Prince Frank sat down quite in despair, and cried
with all his might. Just then, however, he heard
a voice calling him, and, looking up, he saw a little
gray man standing just outside the circle, with a
great bundie of fagots in hisarms. Prince Frank’s
eyes were so full of tears that he did not see that
the little gray man was Rumpty-Duciget.

“ What are you crying for, my dear little boy ?"
asked the gray dwarf, smiling from car to car,

“ Because | have used up all my fagots,”
answered Prince Frank ; “ and if the fire gocs out,
my brolher Henry cannot be saved.”

“ That would be too bad, surely,” said thc
dwarf; “ luckily, | have gotan armful, and when
these are gone, | will get you some more.”

“ Oh, lhank you—how kind you are!” cried
Prince Frank, jumping up in great joy, and go-
ing to the edge of the circle. * Give them to me,
quick, for there is no time to be lost; the fireis
just going out.”

“ | can’t bring them in,” replied thc dwarf; “ |
have carried them already from the other end of
the forest, and that is far enough ; surely you can
come the rest of the way yourself.”

“Oh, but | must not come outside thc circle,”

said Prince Frank;
* for the cat told
me that if | did, al!
would go wrong.”

“ Pshaw | what
does thc cat know
about it?” asked
the dwarf. “At all

events, your fire will
not burn one min-
ute longcr; and you
know what will lian-
pen then.”
W hen Prince
Frank heard this,
he knew not what
todo; but anything
seemed better than
to let the fire go
out; so he put one
foot outside of the
circle and stretchcd
out his hand for ihe
fagots. But immediately the dwarf gave a loud
laugh, and threw the fagots away as far as he could;
and rushing into the circle, he began lo stamp out
with his feet ihe little of the fire that was left.
Then Prince Frank remembered what the cat
had told him ; he turned and rushcd back also into
the circle; and as the last bit of flame flickered at

RUMPTY-DUDGET S TOWER.
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the end of ihe stick, he laid himself down uponii |
like a bit of fiie-wood. And immediately Rumptj

THE IVV CARRIED THEM TO THE TOWEK GATES.”

Dudget gave a loud cry and disappeared; and ilie
fire biazed up famously, yellow, blue and red, wiib
poor little Prince Frank in the midst of it!

VIl

Just then, and not one moment too soon, thers
was a noise of hurrying and scurrying, and alonj
carne Tora the cat through the forest, with Princes
Hilda holding on to histail. As soon as they «re
within the circle, Tom dug a little hole in the
ground with his Iwo fore-paws, throwing up de
dirt behind, and then said ; “ Give me thc Colden
lvy-seed, Princcss Hilda; but make haste; for
Frank is biirning for Henry’s sake !”

So she made haste to give him the Seed; ad
he planted it quickly in thc little hole, and covcred
thc earth over it, and then said: “ Give me ire
Diamond W ater-drop; but make haste; for Frank
is burning for Henry’s sake !1”

So she made haste to give him the Drop; andhe
poured half of it on the fire, and the othcr halfm
the place where the Seed was planted. And im
mediately the fire was put out, and there lay Prince
Frank all alive and well; but themark of Rumpiy-
Dudget’s mud on his nose was burned away, ax
his hair and eyes, which before had been broan
and hazel, were now quite black. So up he jumped.
and he and Princcss Hilda and Tom all kissed cach
other heartily; and then Prince Frank said;

“ Why, Hilda! the black spot that you hadon
your forehead has gone away, too.”



RUMPTY-DUDGET S TOWER.

"Yes,” said the cat; “ that happened when the

L j] of jhe Gnomes kissed her. But now make
Iflurselves ready, children; for we are going to
llake afide to Rumpty-Dudget’s tower!”
1 The twnchildren were very much surprised when
Lfi heard this, and looked about to see what they
J«ré loridc on. But behold! the Golden Ivy-
|~ «-atcred with the Diamond Water-drop, was
lalready groiving and sprouting, and a strong stem
liriihbriglii golden leaves had pushed itself out of
Iheearth, and was creeping along the ground in
Ithe direccion nf Rumpty-Dudget’s tower. The cat
Ipui Princcss Hikla and Princc Frank on the two
|lar«cht leaves, and got on the stem himself, and so
lawv they went merrily, and in a very shovt time
liieivy had carried thcra to thc tower gates.

“N'owjuinp down,” said the cat.

Down they all jumped accordingly; but the
Icoldcii h y kept on, andclimbecl overthe gate, and
Icrepi up tiic stairs, and along thc narrow passage-
It-ay. until, in less time than it takes to writc it, the
llvyhadreachedthe room, with the thousand and
jone corncrs, in the midst of which Rumpty-Dudgct
litas standing; and all avouncl were the poor little
Idiildren «<hom he had caught, standing with their
Ifacesto cne waii @and theirhands behind their backs.
Itvhen Rumpty-Dudgct saw thc Golden lvy creep-
ling toward him, he was very much frightened, as
| itdlhe mightbe, and he tried to run away ; butthe
llvy caught him, and twined around him, and
IsqucEzed him tighter and tighter and tighter, until
lall the mischief was squeezed out of him ; but since
|Rumpty-Dudget was made of mischief, of coursc
Iricn all the mischief was squeezed out of him,
Ithere was no Rumpty-Dudget left. He was gone
1 lorever.

Insiantly, all thc children that he had kept in
Ithethousand and one corncrs were free, and carne
Incing and shouling out of the gray tower, with

Piince Henry at their head. And when he saw his
Ibrother and sister, and they saw him, they all three
I hugged and kissed one another as if they wcre crazy.
I Al last Princess Hilda said; “ Why, Henry, the
Ispol that was on your chin has gone away, too!
I Adyour hair and eyes are brown and hazel instead
| ofbeing black.”

“Yes," said a voice, which Hilda fancied she
I hadsomewhere heard before; “ while he stood in
ilhecérner his chin rubbed against thc wall, until
1 thcspot was gone; so now he no longer wishes to

tbwhat he is told not to do, or not to do what he
IBtoldto do; and when he is spoken to, he answers

sweeily and obediently, as a violin answers to the
IW ivhen it touches the strings.”

Then the children looked around, and there stood

I aheautiful lady, with a golden crown on her head.
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and a loving smiie in her eyes. It was their fairy
aunt, whom they had never seen before exceptin
their dreams.

“ Oh,” said Princess Hilda, “ you look like our
mamma, who went away to a distant country, and
left US behind. And your voice is like the voice
ofthe Queen of the Air-Spirits; and of ”

“ Yes, my datlings,” said the beautiful lady,
taking the three children in her arms; “ 1 am the
Qucen, your mother, though, by Rumpty-Dudget’s
enchantments, | was obligcd to leave you, and only
be seen by you at night in your dreams. And |
was thc Queen of the Air-Spirits, Hilda, whose
voice you had heard beforc; and | was the King
ofthe Gnomes, though 1seemed so harsh and stern
at first. But my love has been with you always,
and has followed you everywherc. And now you
shall come with me to our home in Fairy Land.
Are you all ready ?”

“ Oh, but wbere is Tora the cat?” cried all the
three children together. “ We cannot go and be
happy in Fairy Land without him 1”

Then the Queen laughed, and kissed them, and
said; “ | am Tom the cat, too !”

W hen che children heard this, they were perfectly

*'and now yui shau. coiie with me ro fairy land!"

contented ; and theycUing about her neck, and she
folded her arms around them, and fiew with them
over the tops of thc forest Irecs to their beautiful
home in Fairy Land; and there they are all living
happily to this very day. But Princess Hilda’s

eeyes are blue, and her hair is goiden, still.
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THE AMERICAN MARDI-GRAS.

By Mary Hartwell

of an
American
Carnivalissome-
thing surprising to at least to
all of US who live in the Eastern and Middle States.
Carnivals are associated with a degree of merri-
ment and freedom from rcstraint that we hard-
working Americans have yet hardiy leamed to
enjoy. Imagine the people of New York, Phua-
dclphia, or Boston, throwing sugar-plums and
flowers at cach other from gay balconies, or grave
citizens in startlingcostiimes masquerading through
the public streets1 But for all that there ¢S an
American Carnivai every year, in which whole cities
give thcmselves up to jollity, and the streets are

Catherwood.

from that of the European festivals and does notl
generally last as long—is neverthcless quite aswildj
uproarious, and exciting in its way.

The word “ carnivai,” Italian camevale, is madcl
from two Latin words,—caro, flesh, and vak, fare-|
well,—and it means “ farewell to meat.” The Cat-j
nival itself—always a time of merrimcnt and feast-l
ing—comes just before the forty days’ fast of LentJ

The home of the Carnivai isin Italy and Souih-I
ern Europe, and the first city in which the feslOTII
was observed in this country is New Orleans)
where many of the citizens are French Credles, andi

.50 are more like the people of Southei-n Europe thanl

those of any other part of the United States. The|
festival was introduced more than forty yeuis;
and has been gradually growing in populariiy c\ti|
since; now, several other Southern citics obsenil
the “ Mardi-Gras” Carni-

val. The reason why it is

here called the “ Mardi-

Gras” or Fat T-uesday

Carnivai, is because it is

kept up only for one day,

and that is the Tucsday

before Lent, when people

are supposed to eat as

much as they can, and get

fat and comfortable before

they begin to fast. In

Europe, tlie Carnivai con-

tindes through several  THE MAGNOLIA COSTUME

filled with a fantastic procession of masqucradeis,"””. days, and Mardi-Gras is only one of them.

and the merry-making—though it difiers very much

The Carnivai in Italy is indeed a very merryl
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liime Tlie people throng thc strccts all day, most
lofiheni maskcd and wearing curious costumes.
Inieyihro™Sugar-plums at cach other {which used
1Dbereal ones, but which are now made of piastcr
lofParis), and they have all kinds of fun. Thci-e
laieprocessions and horse-races in which the horscs
1nnmtlioutridcrs, and grand illuminations. Thisis
Ljpjupfor several days and nights, often fora week.

Bui in New Orieaiis, “ Rex,” the king of the
ICatnival, arrives on
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Often, on Monday night, but at any rate as soon
as daylight begins on Mardi-Gras morning, mask-
ers gather and commence to enliven the streets
with pranks and fun. They are seldom rude; on
this “ maddest, merriest day,” when no amhority
is ncknowledged but that of bcnignant Rex, who
gives to all their own way, the people overflow with
good-will.

Early in the morning you hear the shouts and
merry voices of the

lliardi-Gras morning,
L ralethe city for one
«oleday, Generally,
Ibeis rcpresented as a
Ibandsone ofd man,
Lilh «hite hair and
beari, androsycheeks,
adnoone knows who
bereally is. Forsome
limebefore he arrives,
de ne'vspapers an-
nounce his coming,
adplacaras are post-
tdabout, stating what
pind things are to
Ite done on glorious
"Mardi-Gras.” The
jital jeweis (made of
| jiiaz) wliicli are to
sparide in his crown,
lareshown in jewelers’
lirindows; merchants
| gii bis iame to their
I ndestgoods; hiscol-
I on, black and gold,
launt on banners
aros the streets, or
lirestietched in great
festoonsfrom house to

| hose
Everybody expects
ljgoodtirae. Itshems

is if some real royal
peisn were coming
lobring all the rich
ad poor together,
ad while he stays,
Imdethem forget their different hardships in joy.
Shrove-Tuesday, or *“ Mardi-Gras,” as the
Ronchcali it, is a “ movable feast ” of the Roméan
Giholic and Episcopatian churches, occurring in
February or March ; but it makes little difference
bthepeople of New Orleans whether it comes in
enemonth or the other, for at this season the air
Hongsoft from the hazy Mississippi, treos are ladcn
*rhblossoms, the gardens are full of flowers, and
I bopical leaves nod and wave under cloudless skics.

\Vol., VI.—24.

THE CIRAFPS.

cliildten, and see little
knotsof them passing
by your door, dressed
in all manner of fan-
tastic costumes, and
wearing grotesque
masks. A greatmany
of them have simply
pink or blue paper-
musin ruffled skirts
and sacks, with caps
and masks to match,
so that all you can see
of the children them-

sclves is a pair of
bright roguish eyes
looking out at you

from under the mask.

Laterin the day you
see all sorts of mask-
ers. Here and there
are groups of mount-
ed cavaliers dashing
through the streets
with jinglingspurs and
plumed hats. Yonder
are five or six coiirtiers
in Loiiis XIV. cos-
tume, with sword and
powdered bag-wig,
bowing and gallantly
kissing thctips oftheir
fingers to the ladies in
the balconies.  Next
comes a band of gray
friars with *“ sandal-
shoon ” and sbaven
heads, telling their bcads and greeting the promen-
aders with "Pax vobdcnm!"™ Now and then a
huge monkey darts into the middle of the Street,
where lie goes through a hundred queer antics
amidst the joyous shouts of small boys. Here we
see a monstrous bat spceding along the sidewalk,
spreading and flapping his huge wings in the air.
Mose behind, are a brown speckled toad and a

ben frog arm-in-arm, hopping along in a very
jovial manner, and smiling sweetly on each other.
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The crowd keeps on increasing and never
loses its good humor fior its good manners, and
you look down from your balcony on thc gorgeous
shifting panorama. Harlequins, clowns, clwarfs,
ogres, imps of all clegrees of impishness, princes
and peasants, alike pass in review before you. You
see representatives ofall nations on the face of the
eartli,—white men, black men, yellow men, and
red men! AIll of them are masked, and the cos-
tumes often show much skill and ingcnuity. But
the great event is the appearance of Rex and his
followcrs. Before thc Carnival-king begins his
triumphal march, he is formally received by thc
mayor, and the keys of the city are tendered to him.
Then, preceded by heralds, and a great booming
bell to announce his approach; by soldiers botli
foot and cavalry, regiment after rcgiment; by play-
generals and officers with whom he has been mak-

ing imaginary con-

quests during the past

year; by spoils which

he has taken | and,

finally, by little pages

carrying, on velvet

cushions, his sceptcr and the keys of his empire,—

in a hollow-squarc of his royal guard, riding like a

king, and bowing from side to side to his loyal

subjects,—Rcx comes, preceded and surrounded
and followed by loud-sounding bands of music.

After more troops, Rex’s navy of small ships,

mounted on wheels and manncd by gallant tars,

eight and ten years old, sails slowly past, each ves-

sel drawn by half a cloren or a dozen spirited horses.

Next come his civil officers with great pomp. The

air far and near vibrales coiUinually with music.

Beautiful living pictures of scenes in American his-

tory go past onplatforms upon wheels. Industry

and trade are represeiited by scores of ingeniously

decorated w.igons or vans, and these evidences of

the prosperity of Rex’seir. |
pire are under llie special
charge of his Lord oi tki|
Vans. T\\c bceuf gras{
fat ox), a prize animal,!
appears in the processk*,!
his horns garlandcd.

The bewildeting paj-l
eant ends with a troop cil
foot, inclucling llie mask
ers, who made the moni-l
ing merry, and >ho ncir|
go by seemingas fresha
ever and better skilled s
prank-playing, —a croidj
of Indians, baboons, dogs,!
elephants, birds, and cveryl
other mask which maif'i|
fancy can invent!

The procession lasisnn-j
til evening, but after night-fall the stveets ate sif
packed, for now another great feature oftliefestMI
isexpected: the pageant of the Mislick Kreweidl
Comus, which mysterious society always triestol
eclipse Rcx by its prodigal splcndovs.  Thel
“ Krewe” first appeared in 1857, rcprcsenlin{|
characters from “ Paradise Lost.” Next year:
paraded the géds and goddesscs of mytholopJ
ivith the chariot of Aurora, and other bcauWl
groups. The third year, the “ courtly pageant”«l
Tweifth Night; its fourth appearance piciuiMj
American history; its fifth, “ Life,” or thc ages«l
man. Then thc warmade a great gap, during«w|
there were no Cainival years; but in 1866 tIK
Krewe appeared once more as the “ Couit'
Comus.” Since then, they have not failed to Clwni
Mardi-Gras with gorgeous living pictures-

One of their most curious spectacles reprcscniMl
the “ Feast of Epicunis.” First in thc proc»|
sion carne the soup-platcs, ladle and tureen,
walking, and then thc fish for the sccond courstl
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ifisrthat were the different incats and vegetables,
[ as natural as possible, tbe two legs undcr-
Lh and the arms, being the only things that
ttfil like man. Then they had various kinds
ifame—duck, woodcock, quail, etc.,—and the
lases and bottles. Pies and puddings were fol-
Ledb)'several different kinds of fruit, and at the
fodofthe procession were cups ofcoffee and bunches
Ifcifars. All thcse things were prancing along the
Itteis just as if they were bewitchcd. Afterwa.rd,
Ttiheball in the evening, it was the most comical
i Ininthe world to see a yomig lady, elegantly
Btewd, going through the figures of a quadrille
lili ahugc carrot or sweet-potato, waltzing with a
Lnchoicdcry, or courtesying to abig, black boltle.
1 Aiioihcr subject choseu for jllustracion was the
I'Missing Liiiks in Darwin’s Origin of Species.”
¢berc were some good represcntations of flowers,-
L t oia magnolia bud being remarkably ingenious
uid beautiful. Then there were, besides, repre-
Ltamca of the four great sub-kingdoms of the
jnimal kingdom,—radiales, mollusks, avticulates
indvcrtcbrates,—beginning with the jelly-fish and
Iponge. and ending with the ape whom Mr. dar-
tin ard others seem trying to introduce to us asour
[rcal, great. great, great, great, great, great, grcat-

-and a great many more greats—grandfather.
Theie wm the savage alligator, the tall giraffe,
patient camel, with lots of other bcasts;
focsices, the locust,—with a policeman’s hat and
|lul),-and a host of butcerflics and other in-
lects.  Looking at thcse wonderful objects mov-
ing about,
some of
thena really
beautiful,
and many
absurd, it
was hard to
believe that
they  were
only men
and boys
“dressed
up,”— and
puzzliiig, in
some in-
stanccs, to
gucsswhere
thcwearer’s
head could
be or how
hemanagcd
to find his

KINQ RRX's PACES \vay.

Alier parade, the Krewe go to the Variety
Yeater and give tableaux and a ball. The festival
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ends with Mardi-Gras night, for, next morning,
Ash Wednesday opens the solemn season of Lent.

On Cai-nival day, whole
cities break up their usual
gravity, and even forget
to trespass; there are
fewer anests; people are
so busy laughing they
cannot be wicked. The
cat of care being away,
oldmice and young come
out to play.

In Memphis, the Car-
nival is observed with
the same enthusiasm and
display as in Ncsv. Or-
leans. Maskers, indeed,
are more lively, for the
cool winds blowing dowii
the Mississippi over wes-
tern Tennessee are not
asbalmy as the Gulf airs.
But the Ulks, instead of
Rcx, his Majesty proper,
sccm to rcign hete. One
Mardi-Gras they paraded
thirteen floats, represent-
ing ideas which kept all
the thousands watching
them in a n'hirl of con-
tinual laughter.

In the evening. the
Memphi, a societ\- as mystic as the Krewe of New
Orleans, carne out with a wonderful floating his-
tory of “ India,” which my geography used to say
was the “ richcst country in the world.”

One piclure represciited a temple, witbin which
were Manu, the sagc of India, Zoroaster of Persia,
and Confucius of China, stuclying ihe Aryan phil-
osophy. Another was the birth of Brahma froni a
loius flower, the Inids singing over him. A third
showed Hindoo caste, that strict division of the
people into classes: there was a golden Kkiosk or
summer-hoiisein the vallcy of Ambir, richly carved,
with four pinnaclcson its steps were four figures,
one of cach of the castes; a rulcr, who prayed
standing; a Brahmin, who bowed his head; a
favmer, offering up gifts; while a poor Soodra—of
the lowest rank—Iay on his face.

There were clepliants with howdahs on their
backs, and men and ladies in rich drcsses, on cush-
ioiis of vclvet cmbroiclerecl with precious stones,
The Throne of the Peacock was reprcsenled. It
took its flame from tlie two golden peacocks in
front of it, and was once the pride of Delhi, the
ancient Mogul capital of India. Seated upon it, in
the thronc-room, which was magnificent with pil-

LOOKING ON
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lars nf costly stones, and mavble
archcs, appeared Shah Jehan,
sovereign of India, among his
gorgeously appareled princes.

There was a Hindoo bazaar,
full of the riches of that Eastern
land, and nativas were in it buy-
ing and selling, and as busy as
duslcy bees in a golden sunimcr
hive.

“iPlantains, lhe golden and the green,
Malaya’s nectaPd mangusieeii;

o « .. ti
. A J
5o CATGYFA
o\ o
THE NIGHT PROCESSION,
Primes <( BokharH, and swccimeals Last of all, India was shown, bound. and &
Krom the grovcs of Samarcand, doncd to hCI’ enslavers.

And Bokhara dales, and apricots,

o , The Mcmphi, also, end their pageant «ith
Seed of thc sim, irom Iran’s land, .. .
W ith rich conserve of Visna cherrics,” leaiix and ball, and, like thc Krewe, dii.ippv
and other nice things, too numerous to mention, Midnight, to be seen no more until thc nexty
were thcre. St. Louis, Little Rock, Galvcston, and '
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K», p'ay prrtnks on Mardi-Gras; but, until tented liimself, in great part, with representations
the Carnival has not been observed at thc of the varioustrades and occupationsofthe country,

The climate is unsuitable ; but, more than
,nortliern people seem to lack thc light and
~Mul fancy of southerners; they do not know

“iTiakc believe” with perfect enjoyment.
I(«years ago, in Cincinnati, watching Rex ride
euna chariot shaped like a boar’s head,—his
ni cushions being between its ears, his jester sit-
i»onits snout, his attendants, as forksand knives
¢spoons, surrounding the great dish, which was
jtn by elephants,—! could scarcely recognize
aas that most merry monarch, yet most gentle,
ioirailed the purple over his while charger, and
cnered his courtlyhead to his dear subjects down
fiie Gulf. There were drollmaskers and several
(iyhistdrical tableaux on wheeled platforms in
(Cincinnati festival, but good oid Rex was scarcely
korem that dear, hospitable, and smoky city”
liNc'v York the merry monarch made his”j
ipearance in 1877. He
isolcome on the regular
ldnour northern cities,
iring February and

for such out-door
ias he delights inj
Ideferred his gr®

T

wej

to which even the
gravest descendant
of oid Peter Knick-
erbocker could not
object.

But he had his
fun, too, and thc
Khedive of Egypt
and theGrandTurk
dressed themselves
upin holiday array,
and fode beside
him.

As the j!I7
rodé j M
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“But my cat and kitten were none of your
ihievisli prowlers by night. They were of high
(jegiee, and would have despised low conduct.
On my last voyage, when out ship lay in the har-
bor of Genoa, and whiie | was ashore one day, |
carne iipon an odd little shop in an odd little cérner
ofa side Street where a dried-up oid man sold birds
and dogs, photographs and sponges,—the greatest
jumblc of things; and among the rest he had a
«ry beautiful Persian cat with one kitten. They
‘were both white and had tails like ostrich feathers.
ilwes captivated with their beauty at once, and the
[od man saw it. He was as sharp ata bargain as
levory Italian is, and he made me pay a pretty
irice, but | was determined to have them, and
iiopped at nothing.  Though, when the man, with

ny low bows, said that ‘the money was too
liltic, oh ! much too little 1° | laughed in his face,
,nd he saw | was not a fool, as | meant he should.

e did not say anything more after that, and |

)-self carried my prizes in a basket down to the
«haif, and kept looking in to see if they were in

id order while 1 was being rowed out to my
ihip.

“ Sailors are always fond of pets, and my two
‘ersitn pussies became very popular on board,
fraong the crew as well as with the officers. We
called the mamma “ Mother W hite,”—she had not
i dark hair on her ; the kitten had one dark gray
spot under her chin, and we called her just ‘Kit.’
;Mother White was very careful of her daughter,
and at first would not let her ciimb in the rigging
at all. She herself would go up, and often | used
to see her sitting in the foretop with one of the
men, composedly licking her paws and rubbing
her head, and keeping herself as clean as a whistie.
She was daintily clean always ; even when she first
came on board she would not go near a bucket of
tar or ‘slush;’ she seemed to know that the ship
might take a roll at any time and upset it on her.

“Itwas great fun, when the kitten grew Inrger, to
see Mother White begin to train her. On still
days, when there was not much motion to the ship.
Kit would begin to cieep up the shrouds,—which,
yon know, are the rope ladders that lead up the
mest from the side of a vessel,—sticking her claws
*dl in, and holding on very hard, but always a
litle awkwardly, and acting as if she were half
afraid.  Mother White set her a good example,
and would occasionaliy give a little mew of com-
mand or approval. Kit kept going higher every
day, until finally she got up into the foretop as
*q1 as her mother. But Kit was always particu-
larly awkward about Corning down. She would
orne part of the way tail foremost, and then screw
iboui with great difficulty, and try it head foremost,

d it worried the oid cat very much. She carne
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down regular fashion, hind feet foremost, hand over
hand, and looking round occasionaliy to see that she
was all right, fore and aft. One day. Kitstayed inthe
rigging a long time, and the wind freshcncd and the
ship began to roll more and more. Mother White
carne down very soon and very carefully ; but Kit
was giddy, and would not pay any attention when
her mother called to her in the cat language to
come down or she might have an ugly tumble.
Kit stayed and flirted about with the roen until she
saw the cook come out of his caboose and walk aft
with a plateful of bones for Mother White. Of
course she, too, wanted some, so she started down.
But the roll was very great, and about half-way
down she stuck and clung by her claws, mewing,
and not knowing what to do,—head first seemed
just as dangerous as tail first.

“ Mother White left her bones, carne up much
excited and sat down on the deck, cocked her
eyes at the kitten, and mewed all sorts of cora-
mands and encouragement and advice. | did not
suppose a cat could have so many different tones,
but it seemed as if she were saying, in cat lingo,
of course:

“ *Stand by now,—don’t be afraid j wait for the
le’'ward roll,—don’t be a lubber,—come on now.’

“ One ofthe men carne up to me and said;

“ *Shall 1 bring her down, Mr. Ayre ?’

“ | was watching them with the greatest interest
to see what they would do. | knew she could not fall
overboard, and if she tumbled on the deck, ihe dis-
tance was not great enough to hurt her; so | said:

“ *No; she wants a lesson, and | think this will
teach her something.’

“ In another minute. Kit got desperate and, turn-
ing halfround, let go of the ratlins, and jumped ata
loop ofrope that hung from one ofthe sails near her.
But she was clumsy about this, and svns not sailor
enough to allow forthe roll of the vessei; so instead
ofsetting her claws into it and then scrambling into
the slack of the sail, as she might easily have done,
she missed her aim, the rope took her round the
stomach and there she swung, head one side,
tail the other, and her hind feet locked into her
fore feet with a desperate grip. She hung thcrc a
minute or two, and then “let go all’; and just fcll
flat on the deck, without making any effort to save
herself, or even fall on her feet. This seemed to
cap the climax of Mother White’s feelings of mor-
tification that she had such a disobedient land-
lubber of a kitten.

“ She ran up to Kit, the hair on her back erect,
her whiskers twitching with rage, fell on her,
cuffed her with her paws, bit her, growled and spit
at her, and just gave her a regular whipping, as
much as to say : ‘There ! take that and that, for
being so awkward and not paying any attcn-
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tion to your mother; if you can't learn to be a
sailor, you ’d better stay on deck.’

* Kit felt very small when her mother let her go,
and she crawled under onc of the boats, so | had
great difficulty in coaxing her out to eat some
supper.

“ But she learned to be a bcttcr sailor after a
while, and Mother White bccarae quite proud of
her. They had glorious pranks together, and gave
USmany a halfhour of laughter. 1gresv very fond
of them both, and of my cat especially,—sbe was
such a great, handsome, good-tempered creature,
except occasionally when her kit aggravated her
heyond endurance. She grew so fat that shc
weighcd eight pounds and four ounces.

“ One day, we were ordered into the Indian seas,
and away we went out of tbe Slraits of Gibraltar
and down round the Cape and along to the Malabar
coast of Hindustan. We had to hang around a
week or two in the open roadstead of Madras.
There is no harbor there, nnd it is a very unpleasant
place to anchor, so we all were glad to get away;
and one fine day we were towed up the Hooghly
and anchored off Calcutta. There | got a leave of
absence for a few days from my captain, and went
to visit a friend of mine who was living among the
foot-hills of the Himalaya mountains. 1 took my
cat and kitten with me, | was so afraid they would
not be properly taken care of while | was gone. |
need not have been such a simpleton; they gave
me no end of trouble, and | wished a thousand
times | liad left them with the cook. Mother
W hite, finding herself in a strange place, clung to
me as her only friend, and foliowed me about like
a little dog. One day, | was out hunting, and, when
I was two miles from home, Mother White
carne mcwing up to me, as if to reproach me for
having left her, and 1 had to send hcr back by a
servant. Both she and the kitten had to be shut
up every night to keep them out of my room.

“ My- friend was a great hunter, and we shot
bustards and wild peacocks, and other game, for a
day or two, and then he said that we would hunt
antelopes the next day with cheetahs. This would
be a new thitig to me, and my friend took me round
to the great cage at the back of his bungalow
where the cheetahs were kept. They were beau-
tiful animals, like great cats, about three feet long,
and with tawny yellow skins, spotted here and there
with black. They rubbcd their heads against the
bars of the cage and purrcd, when they saw us, and
my friend put his hand in and stroked one and
scratchcd his ear ; but he did not do this until after
he had asked the keeper and found out that they
had just been fed.

“ ‘Pretty creatures,' said he; ‘but so ferocious
and blood-thirsty that | never have any feeling of
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securit{ when 1 touch them, unless 1 know tim |
theirstomachs are full’

“ They belong to the feline race, ivhich ymi
know is the mime of the genus, and the lion ad
tiger and leopard and cat are all cousins.
ciered if Mother White would be willing to geti))
an acquaintance with her relatives; but neithn
she fior Kit would come near the cage, and wheni |
tried to carry the cat up cidse, she showed 50 tingk |
fear that | had not the heart to insist. AndwliM|
the leopards caught sight of her in myarmsthei
snuffed the air, and ran back and forth inthe cage |
and became so excited | was glad to let her go.

“ We had to start at five o’clock, so | rosewt [
early the next morning, looked in at a little opea]
closet where Mother White and Kit slept during:
the night, saw they were both all right, and then |
joined the party who were on the piazzawaitingfor|
the horses to be brought round. There were iMa|
other gentlemen, our host and myself, a servanioi |
two, and a boy drivinga cart in which was the cage |
with the cheetahs and a little kid, lying on its sice |
with its feet tied.

* Our horses were fresh and siiufied the inomin»
air, but we rodé slowly four or five miles, laugliing
and talking,—my friend telling us how the dd
Indian einperors would go out on a hunting-paiti
svith as many as a hundred of these leopards, anil |
we tried to imagine the look such a party would,
have, with the gay Indian dresses of the men, the,
cheetahs with their smooth skins and spotted sides,’
and all the confusién and glitter those royal people |
liked to keep up about themselves.

“Then one of the servants, who liad ridden .
ahead, carne back and said there were antelopes:.
other side of a high hiil which rose a quarter of 11
mile from us. This was good news, and our::
said we must ride to the left around the hill,so:
that the wind might blow from them toward s
If it blcw from us to them, they would sccnt s,
and be ten miles off before we coiild even sighi |
them, antelopes are so shy.

“ 1l a minute or two we flanked the hill, keep-1
ing among the thick low trees, making no s
and then we saw four or five of the graceful beusts
making their breakfasts from the short dewy gass
of the valley.

“ The cage was lifted out of the cart and seton
the ground,—the door on the side toward thc anic.
lopes. All the wild instincts of the cheetahs wee
up at the sight of their prey ; they crouched ad
quivered and lashed their tails, but moved like vd-
vet, and made not a sound.

“ “Mind your horses, now,’ said our host, ad
the door of the cage was pushed up. The lior*’
shied and stirred a little, as the beasts crept pesi,
from an instinctive sense of danger, but the

| «og. |
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theetahs 'vere thiiiking of other game, so we were
sfe  Tliey crouched in the high grass, and glidcd
momone bush to another until they werc as near
j3 possible, and tlicn—whew 1 like a bullet from a
jille with a bound into the air of full lhirty feet,
tacii let drive at an antelope. It was cruel and
niagnificent to see them. One lighted on the
shoulders of a splendid buck, sunk his claws decply
into the flesh, and hung there quietly, all the
Knilic bounds which the poor creature gave not
disiurbing the chectah in the least.

That was what one did, and | was watching him
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life nf one of our party, for (he cheetah’s blood
was up,—if he could not have the deer, he would
take one of iis or a horse. He stood out on the
plaiii, licking his lips, his eyes blazing redly, his
tail lashing his flanks, and as he turned his head
toward us, it seemed to each man asifthe beast werc
selccting him to make up for thc lost deer.  Our
hoises knew the danger, and began to plunge
and tear at their bits, and a pistol carne out of the
pocket of nearly every man there.

“ ‘Wait a moment,” said our host, ‘you must
kil' and not merely wound. No slight hurt will

A comfobtablb partv.

Iso iniently | did not see the other, when suddenly
lheard iny friend say, ‘Quick, boy ! the kid.’
“Turning myhead, | saw that thc other leopard
hediiiissed his leap, and the deer he was after had
golaivay. It was a very unusual thing, but pro-
ntion had been made for the emergency. The
hiyi who had been watching with the rest of us,
'ushed at once to the cart, and the kid—was gone.
Ptobably it had not been securcly tied, and in
_«raggling it had started the knots, and then
I'junped away among the bushes while we were too
®|2ged to notice it.

"Il was a serious matter, and might cost the

prevent his jumping among us; shoot at his side,
or hit him behind the ear.'

* Two of USwcre taking aim, when the attention
of the cheetah seemed to be attracted by something
to the right of him; he turned and began to
crecp and crouch as he had on first seeing the
antelopes.

“ Our host drew a long breath, and we lowered
our pistols.

* *The kid must be there,” said he ;
save my cheetah.'

“ By looking carefully we could see the bushes
move in the edge of the wonds as if some small

‘now | can
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animal were playing about there. In a moment
the cheetah gave another of his lightning springs;
there was a rolling and tossing among the leaves
and branchcs, and then a silence, and we knew
that the second cheetah was safe with his prey.

“ We were once more at ease, and put up our

pistols. We watched a fcw minutes longer, and
then the kecper went up to tlie first cheetah, who
was still on the back of the antelope it had caught,
and threw the collar and chain round his neck,
while the boy brought up the cage. The cheetah
allowed himself to be slipped in, the door was put

FROM
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down, and the man walked cautiously over lotlit
second cheetah. | saw that he gave a start asht
got near, leaned forward to look closer, and iren
turned round to us; but as he said nothing, ad
we saw him a moment afterward collar this cheelih
just like the other and put him into the cago,

supposed that nothing unusual had occurrcd. B
after the door had been fastened, and tlie bof
hcaded towai-d the cart with the cage, the keept'
stoopecl down carefully, picked up something to" .
the bushes, and carne toward us with it across |
hand. As he carne nearer, my eyes began w
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Ifasten on his hurden with some interest. Surely
liberewas something familiar about it,—that gleam-
lng «hite fur,—could it be ? Yes, as he carne up to
Ime | saw it was my beautiful Persian cat, and the
icniel chcetah had killed her.

"Poor puss ! she had perhaps saved the life of
lone of LS at least saved us from an ugly tussle
|mih an enraged brute, and | could not openly say
las'ord of regret, but | wished | was a small boy,
Isoihat 1 could howl and cry and go to my mother
| for comfort.

"They gathered round her as | laid her across
Intv saddlc-bow, and every one admired her and
Isaid something kindly, but | had lost my pretty

,and | knew | should never have a chance to
I getsuch another.

That evening she lay in State on a blue silk
lcushion in the dining-room, and the gentlemen of
lihe pariy drank to her meniory, and then we
[buried her by the light of the moon under an
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acacia tree in the garden, as far away from the cage
of the cheetahs as might be.

“ The next day | went back to my ship with only
Kit, and all the people on board hated me because
I had lost their pet.”

Frank and Charley thought and talked of
nothing but Unele Will’s narrative all the rest of
the day. They almost forgot to cough and whoop;
even when night carne, the story still went on in
Frank’s dreams. He saw cats of every possible
description—tame cats, wild cats, white cats with
tails of ostrich plumes, and cats with long wool like
that of Angola sheep. Even the catthat grinned
upon Alice in Wonderland carne and grinned upon
him; and finally he awoke with something very
like a scream, when a huge cat-face seemed to
glare at him out of the darkness—a cat-face that
held in its dreadful expression the look of lion,
tiger, cheetah, lynx and leopard, all in one.

ELIZABETH’S ROSES.*

Translated by Annie B. Parker.

Won asteep hill stands an oid castle. It iscalled
libe Wariburg. Do you know who lived there ?
Seenhundred years ago it was St. Elizabeth, and
btcr, in the sixteenth century, the great reformer,
Luiher. But to-day | shall tell you of St. Eliz-
I~ih only.

Shc was born in Hungary, a king’s daughter,
Isndwhen a child was brought in a golden eradle to
| Thurmgi.i, where she was given in marriage to a
I pnjice, who himself was but a child and called Lud-

s His home was the Wartburg, and all around
IWonged wholly to him,—country and people.
] Elhakeih grew up not only beautiful and amiable,

she had also a pious and extremely benevolent

mtire and she pitied especially the poor and
1 iiBy,

Ihis at first plcased her husbhand, who loved her
Iwy much. He did not restrain her even when she
“fWdown into the valley to feed, clothe and comfort

the poor with her own hands. But those who were
not pleased by this, were the courtiers of her hus-
band. Moved by envy and malice they caused the
princess to be suspected by the latter, and in a mo-
ment of anger, he forbade her finally to go out
from the castle, and like a servant deal out alms
and relief to the poor.

But she could not consent to neglect the poor
people in need of help, and when one day her hus-
band had gone down into the city, she stole out
through the gate with a basketful of bread, meat
and eggs under her cloak. She was not yet half-
way down the hill, when suddenly the prince, with
his retinue, carne upon her, and he asked hcrin
a severe tone what she was carrying under her
cloak. Palé with fear she answered ;

“ They are roses, most gracious lord.”

The prince threw aside her cloak, and there lay
in the basket the most beautiful half-blown roses.

‘Fot flames of all who scntin good trajisladons of inia legend, thc original of which was priiitcd in our Decembcr number,
see "Letier-Bex,” page 364-



348 . THE PLAYTHING SICY. IM«cn|

Deeply moved at this sight, the prince embraced his
pious wife, asked her forgiveness and no longer
forbade her to follow the impulse of her charitable

heart.
The courtiers were rebuked severely by their

lord for their base and malicious conduct. Bmike
best of the story is, that Elizabeth’s roses 4
changed back into nourishing food as soon as st
arrived in the midst of the expectant poor whse
hunger she was now able to appease.

THE PLAYTHING SKY.

By J. W.

yt,

N

w nhere do the children fly
When they are dreaming?
Straight to the Piaything Sky,

Soaring and beaming.

Over the Wonder Sea
Sparkle the darlings,
Clapping their hands with glee,
Singing like starlings.

Wonderful lands appear,
Wonderful cities;

Wonderful talk they hear,
Wonderful ditties.

Squirrels come out to them,
Butterflics sing to them,

Guinea-pigs shout lo them,
Tulip-bells ring to them.

De Forest.
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Hosts of tin soldier-men
Wave their tin banners;
Sugar-plum aldermen
Make their sweet manners.

Gingerbread riders whack
Gingerbread ponies;
Candy-stick ladies smack
Candy-stick cronies.

Slttlng in royal State,
Counting her tea-things,

Giggles the little-great
Queen of the playthings.

Manikin troopers stand
Round her wee palace;

Manikin maidens hand
Cream-pot and chalice.
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Wooden horns clamor out,
“ Children are coming!”
Wooden drums hammer out

Welcome becoming.

Down steps her majesty,
Smiling and Kkissing;
Round about busscs she,
Not a child missing.

Then to her regal hall
Swiftly she leads them,
Gives them her playthings all,
Aprons and feeds them.

Gayly the children play,
Chatter and simper;
Then, of a suddcn, they
Wake up and whimper.

FELLOWSHIP.
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Where is the Piaything Queen?
Where are her treasures?

Gone to the great unseen ;
Gone, like earth's pleasures !

A JOLLY FELLOWSHIP.

By Frank R.

Chapter IX.

THE THREE GRAY BEANS.

Corny went ashore, but she did not stay there
litree minutes. From the edge of the wharf we
oold sec that Silver Spring was better worth
lookingat than anything we should be likely to see
poshore. The little lake seemed deeper than a
ikree-story house, and yet, even from where we
Idood we could see down to the very bottoih.

There were two boys with rosv-boats at the wliavf.
IWe hired one of the boats right off, and Corny
e rae such a look, that i told her to get in.
After she was in the boat, she asked her mother,
itho ivas standing on the deck of the steainboat, if
I gemight go. Mrs. Chipperton said she supposed
aandaway we went. When we had rowed out
Itethe middle of the spring, | stopped rowing, and
I»do«ked down into thc depths. It was almost the
jsure as looking into air. Far down at the bot-
lomwve could see the glittering sand and the green
jroeks, and sometimes a fish, as long as my arni,
JTOuldsloivly rise and fall, and paddle away beneath
j & Wec dropped nickels and copper cents down
hthehottom, and we could plainly see them lying
ke In some parts of the bottom there were

“ells,” or holes, about two feet in diameter,
Hich seemed to go down indefinitely. These, we

Stockton.

were told, were the places where the water carne
up from below into the spring. We could see the
weeds and grasses that grew on the edges of these
wells, although we could not see very far down into
them.

“ If | had only known,” said Rectus, “ what
sort of a place we were coming to, | should have
brought something to lower down into these wells.
1 tell you what would have been splendid!—a
heavy bottle filled with sweet oil and some phos-
phorus, and a long cord. If we shook up the
bottle it would shine, so that, when we lowered it
into the wells, we could see it go down to the
very bottom, that is, if the cord should be long
enoiigh.”

At this instant, Corny went overboard ! Rectus
made a grab at her, but it was too late. He
sprang to his feet, and | thought he was going
over after her, but 1 seized him.

“ Sit down!” said I, “ Watch her! She’il
come up again. Lean over and be ready for
her!”

We both leaned over the bow as far as was safe.
With one hand | gendy paddied the boat, this way
and that, so as to keep ourselves directly over
Corny. It would have been of no use to jump
in. We could see her as plainly as anything.

She was going down, all in a bunch, when | first
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saw her, and the next instant she touched the bot-
tom. Her feet were under her now, and | saw
her make a little spring. She just pushed out her
feet.

Then she began to come right up. We saw her
slowly rising beneath us. Her face was turned
upward, and her eyes were wide open. It was a
wonderful sight. | trembled from head to foot.
It seemed as if we were floating in the air, and
Corny was coming up to us from the earth.

Before she quite reached the surface, | caught
her, and had her head otit of water in an instant.
Rcctus then took hold, and with a mighty jerk we
pulled her into the boat.

Corny sat down hard and opened her mouth.

“There!” said she; “1 did n’t breathe an
inch 1”

And then she pufied for about two minutes,
while the water ran off her into the bottom of the
boat. | seized the oars to row to shore.

“ How did you fall over?" said Rectus, who still
shook as if he had had a chill.

“ Don’t know,” answered Corny. *“ | was lean-
ing far over, when my hand must have slipped,
and the first thing | knew | was into it. It good
I did n’t shut my eyes. If you get into water with
your eyes shut, you can’t open them again,” She
still puffed a little. “ Coming up was the best.
It’s the first time | ever saw the bottom of a
boat.”

“Were n't you frightened ?” | asked.

“Had n’t time at first. And when | was coming
up, | saw you reaching out for me.”

“ Did you think we’d get you?” said Rectus,
his face flushing.

“ Yes,” said Corny, “ but if you’d missed me
that time, | ’d never have trusted you again.”

The gentleman-with-a-wife-and-a-young-ladywas
in another boat, not very far off, but it was
nearer the upper end of the little lake, and none
of the party knew of our accident until we were
pulling Corny out of the water, Then they rowed
toward US as fast as they could, but they did not
reach us until we were at the wharf. No one on
shore, or on the steamboat, seemed to have noticed
Corny’s dive. Indeed, the whole thing was done
so quietly, and was so soon over, that there was not
as much ofa show as the occasion demanded.

“ | never before was in deep water that seemed
so little like real water,” said Corny, just before
wereached the wharf. “ This was coid, and that was
the only thing natural about it.”

“ Then this is not the first time you ve been in
deep water?” | asked.

“No,” said Corny, “ not the very first time;”
and she scrambled up on the wharf, where her
mother was standing talking to some ladies.

JELLOWSHIP.
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“ Why, Cornelia!” exclaimed Mrs. Chipperion ‘
as soon as she saw the dripping girl, “ have jtu 1l
been in the water again?”

“ Yes, ma’am,” said Corny, drawing her shoul-1
ders up to her ears, “ and | must be rubbed doan |
and have dry clothes as quick as lightning,”

And with this she and her mother hurried o|
board the steamboat.

Rectus and | went back on the lake, for we had |
not gone half over it when Corny went into it. Wel
had rowed about for half an hour or so, and were
just coming in, when Corny appeared on the deck
of the steamboat, with a handkerchief tied around |
her head.

“ Are you going to take a walk on shore?” siic|
called out.

“ Yes I” we shouted.

“ All right,” said she; “ ifyou ’ll let me, 1 1l]
with you, for mother says 1 must take a good nn
in the sun. | look funny, don’t 1? but | havent|
any more hats,”

We gave her a good run, although it was not |
altogether in the sun. The country hereaboutwas |
pretty well wooded, but thcre were roads cut:
through the woods, and thcre were some open:
places, and evetywhere, under foot, the sand . |
about six inches deep. Rectus took Corny by one'
hand, and | took her by the other, and we made
her trot through that sand, in sunshine and shade,
until she declared she was warm enough to last for |
a week. The yellow-legged party and some of jre
other passengers were wandering about, gathering
the long gray moss,—from limbs where they could
reach it,—and cutting great palmetto leaves which
grew on low bushes all through the woods, ad
carrying them about as fans or paraseis; bul
although Corny wanted to join in this fun, we|
would not stop. W e just trotted her until shc wes
tired, and then weran her on board the boat, where
her mother was waiting for her.

“ Now, then,” said Mrs. Chipperton, * irane-
diately to bed.”

The two disappeared, and we saw no more of |
Corny until supper-time. Her mother was ca-1
tainly good at cure, if she did n’t have much ofa |
knack at prevention.

Just as the boat was about to start off on het |
return tvip, and after she had blown hcr whislle,
two or three times, Mr. Chipperton appeared, ca-1
rying an immense arm-load of gray moss. He
puffed and blew as he thvcw it down on deck
When his wife carne out and told him of Cornys |
disaster, he stopped dusting his clothes, and looked |
up for an instant.

“ ldeclare,” said he, “Corny must keep out ofthe j
water. It seems to me that | can never leave her|
but she gets into some scrape. But | 'm sure ou |
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liiiends here have proved themselves good fellows,
fd ”and he shook hands with both of us.

we I>AW HER SLOWLY RISIHC SENBATH Vs,

“Noiv then, my dear,” said he to his wife,
I "’>enough moss here for the parlorand sitting-

room, and the little back-room, upstairs. | didn’t
get any for the dining-room, because it might blow
about and get into the food.”

“ Do you mean to take that moss all the way
home ?” asked Mrs. Chippcrton, in surprise.
“ Why, how will you ever carry it?”

“ Of course | mean to take it homc,” said he.
“ | gathered this with my own hands from the top
of one of the callest troes on the banks of this
famous Siiver Spring.”

“ Mr. Chipperton !” exclaimed his wife.

“ To be sure, the tree was cut down, but that
makes no difierence in the fact. It is both an
ornament and a trophy of travel. If necessary, 1’1l
biiy a trunk for it. W hat did you do with Corny
after they got her out?”

Our journey home was very much like our trip
up the river, but there were a few exceptions.
There was not so much firing, for | think the
ammunition gotpretty low; we saw more alligators,
and the ycllow-legged party, which had joined us
at Pilatka, went all the way to St. Augustine with
us. There was still another difierence, and that
was in Rectus. He was a good deal livelier,—
more in the spirit that had hatched out in him in
the cemetery at Savannah. He seemed to be all
right with Corny now, and we had a good time
together. 1 was going to say to him, once, that
he had changed his mind alsout girls; but I
thought | would n’t. It would be better to let well
enough alone, and he was a tickhsh customer.

The day after we returned to St. Augustine, we
were walking on the sea-wall, when we met Corny.
She said she had been looking for us. Her father
had gone out fishing with some-gentlemen, and
her inother would notwalk in the sun, and, besides,
she had something to say to us.

So we all walked to the fort and sat down on the
wide wall of the water-battery. Rectus bestrode
one of the cannon that stood pointing out to sea,
but Corny told him she wanted him to get down
and sit by her so that she would n’t have to shout.

“ Now then," said she, after pausing a little, as
if she wanted to be sure and get it right, “ you two
saved raylife, and 1want to give you something to
vcmcmber me by.”

We both exclaimed against this.

“You need n’t do that,” said I, “forl’m sure
that no onc who saw you coming up from the bot-
tom, like the fairy-women float up on wires at the
theater, could ever forget you, W e’ll remember
you, Corny, without your giving us anything.”

“ But that wont do,” said she. “ The only other
time that | was ever really saved was by a ferry-
man, and father gave him some money, which was
all right for him, but would n’t do for you two, you
know; and another time there was n’t really any
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danger, and | 'm sorry the man got anything; but
he did.

“ We brought scarcely anything with us, because
we did n’t expect to need things in this way; but
this is my own, and | want to give it to you both.
One ofyou can't use it by himself, and so it will be
more like a present for both of you, together, than
most things would be.” And she handcd me a box
of domindes.

“ | give it to you because you ’re thc oldest, bul,
remember, it ’s for both of you.”

Ofcourse we took it, and Corny was much picased.
She was a good little girl and, soinehow or other,
she seemed to be older and more sensible when she
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Bermudas,anyway. So docs father. We talkedofl
going to one of those places, when wo fiist thou|ht|
of traveling for his lung, but then we thought Flor.l
ida would be better. What is there good abomi
Nassau ? Is it any better than this place ?”

“ Well,” said I, “it%s in the West Indics, andl
it s semi-tropical, and they have cocoa-nuts nhdl
pine-apples and bananas there; and there are In;g
of darkies. and the weather ’s always just what youl
want ?

“ | guess that ’s a little stretched,” said Corny,l
and Rectus agreed with her.

“And it’s a new kind of a place,” | continued;!
“ an Eiiglish colony, such as our ancestors lived inl

'WE GAVR COFWY A GOOD RUN.

was with US than when she was bouncing around in
the bosom Ofher family.

We had a good deal of talk together, and, after
a while, she asked how long we were going to stay
in St. Augustine.

“ Until next Tuesday,” | said, “ and then we
shall start for Nassau in the “Tigris.”"

“ Nassau !” she exclaimed, “ whcre ’s that?”

“ Right down there,” | said, pointing out to
sea with a crook of my fingcr, to the south. “ It’s
on one of the Bahamas, and they lie off the lower
end ofFlorida, you know.”

“ No,” said she; “ 1don’tremember where they
are. 1 always get the Bahamas mixed up with the

before the Revolution, and we ought to see «'tf|
sort of a thing an English colony is, so as to kno*l
whether Washington and” the rest of them shMild
have kickcd against it.”

“ Oh, they wereall right!” said corny, in atoK]
which scttled that little matter.

“ And so you see,” | went on, “ Rectus and!
thought we should like to go out of the countryfc'
a while, and see how it would feel to live underaj
queen and a cocoa-nut tree.”

“ Good !" cried Corny. “ We ’ll go."

“Who?” | asked.

“ Father and mother and 1,” said Corny, risinfrl
“ 171l tell them all about it; and |°’d better K|
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atig back to the hotel, for if the steamcr leaves

I mTucsday, we ’Il have lots to do.”
Aswe were waiking homeward on thc sea-wall,
Reciiis looked back and suddenly exclaimed ;

"Therc! Do you see that Crowded Owl fol-
loningus? He’s been hanging round us all ihe
ifiemoon. He ’s up to something. Don’t you

lemember the Captain told us he was a bad-tem-
pertdfelloiv?”

“What tlid he do?” asked Corny, looking back
atihe Indian, who now stood in the road, a short
distance from the wall, regarding us very earnestly.

“Well, he never did anything much,” | said.
“He seemed to be angry, once, because we would
natbuy some of his things, and the Captain said
k 'd have him told not to worry us. That may
heavemade him madder yet.”

“He don’t look mad,” said Corny.

“Don’t you trust him,” said Rectus.

“ I believe all these Indians are perfectly gentle,
nw,” said Corny, “ and father thinks so, too.
He’s becii over htre a good deal, and talked to
sune of them. Let’s go ask him what he wants.
Perhaps lie ’s only sorry.”

“If he is, we 11 never find it out,” | remarked,
“forhe can only speak one word of English.”

I beckoned to Crowded Owl, and he immediately
rsnup to the wall, and said “ How ?” in an uncer-
taintone, as if he was not sure how we should takc
it However, Corny offered him her hand, and
Rectus and | foliowed suit.  After this, he put
hisband into his pocket, and pulled out three sea-
btaus.

"There!” said Rectus,
beyingmilitary orders.”

“But they re pretty ones,” said Corny, taking
caeofthe beans in her hand.

They were pretty. They were not very large,
but were beautifully polished, aud of a delicate
gay color, the first we had seen of Ihe kind.

“These must be a rare kind,” said Rectus.
‘They’re almost always brown. Let’s forgive
himthis once, and buy them.”

“Perhaps he wants to make up with you,”
aid Corny, “ and has brought these as a present.”

“1can soon settle that question,” said 1, and |
lok the three beans and pulled from my pocket
lire quarter-dollars which | offered to the
ludian

Crowded Owl took the inoney, grinned, gave a
bobofhis head, and went home happy.

1i be had had any wish to “ make up ” with us,
behad shown it by giving us a chance at a choice
iotof goods.

“Now,” said 1, reaching out my hand to Corny,

bere’s one for each ofus. Take your choice.”

“Forme?” said Corny. “ No, 1 oughtn’t to.

VoL VI 25.

“ At it again. Diso-
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Yes, | will, too. | am ever so much obliged.
We have lots of sea-beans, but none like this. 1l
have a ring fastened to it, and wear it, somehow.”

“ That ’ll do to remember us by,” said I.

“ Yes.” said Rectus, “ and whencver you’re
in danger, just hold up that bean, and we '11 come
to you.”

"1l do it,” said Corny.
What can | do?”

“ Oh, 1 doii’t suppose we shall want you to help
us much,” 1 said.

“ Well, hold up your beans, and we '11 see,”
said Corny.

“ But how about you ?

Chapikr X.
THE QUEEN ON THE DOOR-5TEP.

We found that Corny had not been mistaken
about her infiuence over her family, for the next
morning, before we were done breakfast, Mr.
Chipperton carne around to see us. He was full
of Nassau, and had made up his mind to go with
Us on Tuesday. He asked us lots of questions,
but he really knew as much about the place as we
did, although he had been so much in the habit of
mixing his Bahamas and his Bermudas.

“ My wife is very much pleased at the idea of
having you two with us on the trip over,” said he,
“ although, to be sure, we may have a very smooth
and comfortable voyage.”

| believe that since thc Silver Spring affair, he
regarded Rectus and me as something in the nature
of patent girl-catchers, to be hung over the side of
the vessel in bad weatber.

We were sorry to leave .St. Augustine, but we
had thoroughly done up the oid place, and had
seen everything, | think, except the Spring of
Ponce de Le6n, on the other side of the St. Sebas-
tian River. We didn’t care about renewing our
youth,—indeed, we should have objected very much
to anything of the kind,—and so we felt no interest
in oid Ponce’s spring.

On Tuesday morning, the “ Tigris” made her
appearance on time, and Mr. Cholott and our
good landlady carne down to see us off. The
yellow-legged party also carne down, but not to
see USoff. They, too, were going to Nassau.

Rectus had gone on board, and 1 was just about
to follow him, when our oid Minorcaii stepped up
to me.

“ Goin' away ?” said he.

“ Yes,” said I, “ we ’ie offat last.”

Other feller goin’?”

Oh yes,” | answered, “ we keep together.”
Well, now look here,” said he, drawing me a
little 011 one side. * What made him take sich
stock in us Minorcans? Why, he thought we
used to be slaves; what put that in his head, | ’d
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like to know ? Did lie reely think we ever was
niggers?”

“Oh no!” 1 exclaimed. “ He had merely
heard the early history of the Minorcans in this
country, their troubles and all that, and he ”

“ But what difference did it make to him?”
iuterrupted the oid man.

I could n’t just then explain the peculiarities of
Roctus’s disposicion to Mr. Menendez, and so |
answered that 1supposed it was a sort of sympaLhy.

“1 can’t see, for the life of me,” said the oid
man, rcflcclively, “ what difference it made to
him."

And he shook hands with me, and bade me
good-bye. | don’t believe he has ever found any-
body who could give him the answer to this puzzle.

The trip over to Nassau was a very different
thing from our voyage down the coast from New
York to Savannah, The sea was comparatively
smooth, and altliougli the vcssel rolled a good
deal, in the great sweils, we did not mind it much.
The air was delightful, and after we had gone
down the Florida coast, and had tiivned to cross
the Gulf Stream to our islands, the weather became
positivcly warm, even out heie on the sea, and we
were on deck nearly all the time.

Mr. Chipperton was in high spirits. He enjoyed
the deep blue color of the sea; he went into
ecstasies over the beautiful little nautiluses, that
sailed along by the ship; he watched with wiid
delight the porpoises that followed ciése by our
side, and fairly shouted when a big fellow would
spring into the air, or shoot along just under the
surface, as if he had a steam-engine in his tail.
But when he saw a school of flying-fish rise up out
of the sea, just a little ahead of us, and go skim-
ming along like birds, and'then drop again into
the water, he was so surprised and delighted,
that he scarcely knew how to express his feelings.

Of course, we younger people enjoyed all these
things, but I was surprised to see that Corny was
more quiet than usual, and spent a good deal of
her time in reading, although she would spring up
and run to the railing, whenever her father
announced some wonderful discovery. Mr. Chip-
perton would have been a splendid man for
Columbus to have taken along with him on his
first trip to these islands. He would have kept up
the spirits ofthe sailors.

I askecl Corny ivhat she was reading, and she
showed me her book. It was a laig, fat pamphlet,
about the Bahamas, and she was studying up for
her stay there. She was a queer girl. She had
not been to school very much, her mother said; for
they had been traveling about a good deal of late
years ; but she iiked to study up special things, in
which she took an interest. Sometimes she was her
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own teacher, and sometimes, if they staid :n anv
one place long enough, she took regular kssotii |

“ | teach her as much as | can,” said het inothsr
“ although | would much rather have her go rcgu.
larly to school. But her father isso fond of lier,
that he will not have her away from him, andas!
Mr. Chipperton's lung requires him to be movin||
from place to place, we have to go, too. Bur1l1i
am determined that she shall go to a school next |
fall.”

“ What is the matter with Mr. Chipperlon'sj
lung ?” | askcd.

“ | wish we knew,” said Mrs. Chipperton, eani-j
estly. “ The doctors don’t seem to be abie to fid
out the exact troiible, and besides, it isn’t ceriain
which lung it is. But the only thing that canbe|
done for it is to travel.”

“ He looks very well,” said 1.

“ Oh yes !” said she. *“ But and she looked j
around to see where he was—* he does n’t likcl
people to tell him so.”

After a while, Rectus got interested in Comysl
book, and the two read a good deal together.
did not interrupt them, for 1 fek quite sure tliai |
neither of them knew too much.

The captain and all the officers on the steamer |
were good, sociable men, and made the passengeis
fecl at home. | had got somewhat acquaintedwith |
them on our trip from Savannalxto St. Augustine,
and now the captain let me com? into his roomand
showed me the ship’s course, marked out ons
chart, and pointed out just where we were, besides
telling me a good many things about tlie islands,
nnd these waters.

I mentioned to Corny and Rectus, when [ »eni |
aft again,—this was the second day out,—thatite 1
should see onc end of the Great Bahama earlvin |
the afternoon.

“1’m glad of that,” said Corny; “ butlsup-I
pose we sha’n’t go near cnough for us to see its ca-1
careous formation.”

“ Its what ?” | exclaimed.

“ lis cal-car-e-ous formation,” rcpeated Comy.
and she went on with her reading.

“ Oh 1” said 1, laughing, “ | guess the calcare-1
ous part is all covered up with grass and plafiis,- |
at least it ought to be in a semi-tropical country
But when we get to Nassau you can dig down ang
see what it ’s like.”

“ Semi-tropical I” exclaimed Mr. Chipperton,
who just carne up; *“ there is something about thai |
word that puts me all in a glow,” and he rubbcd |
his hands as if he smelt dinner.

Each of us wore a gray bean. Rectus nnd |
had ours fastened to our watch-guards, and Cotnys|
hung to a string of bends she generally wore. |
formcd oursclves into a society—Corny sugg*sted’
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I K «hjch we called the “ Association of the Three
GavBeans,” the object of which svas to save each
dtier from drowning, and to perform similar scrv-
icegbleacts, if circumstances should cali for them.
L f agreed to be very faithful, and if Corny had
tunbled overboard, | am sure that Rectus and |
fould has-e jumped in after her; but | am happy
Dsavibai she did nothing of the kind on this trip.
Earlv thc next morning we reached Nassau, the
largesi lossn in the Bahamas, on one of the smallest
islancs, and found it semi-tropical enough to suit
I penMr. Chipperton.
Before «e landed we could sec the white, shining

streels and houses,-yJusl as calcareous as they
couldbe; the black n~groes ; the pea-grecn water
intheharbor; the tall cocoa-nut trees, and about
fiwmillion conch-shells, lying at the edges of the
dods. The colored people here live pretty much
lon the conch-fish, and when we heard that, it
I accoumed for the shells. The poorer people on
ihescislands often go by the fiame of “ conchs.”

Aswcwent up through the lown we found that
| thedarkies were nearly as thick as the conch-shells,
| huithey were much move lively. 1 never saw such

dont-care-y people as the colored folks that

|»tre scattered about everywhere. Some of the
I leung ones, as joyful skippers, could have tired out
1"shrimp.

There is one big hotel in the town, and pretty
I My all our passengers went thcrc. The house
Ncalcareoiis, and as solid as a rock. Rectus and |
lhktd it very much, because it reminded us of pict-
Jireswe had seen of Algiers, or Portugal, or some
iRiuniry where they have arches instead of doors;
|htit Mr. Chipperton was n’t at all satisfied when he
ifetind that there was not a fire-place in the whole
|home.

"This is coming the semi-tropical a little too
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strong,” he said to me; buthe soon found, | think,
that gathering around the hearth-stone could never
become a popular amusement in this warm little
town.

Every day, for a week, Mr. Chipperton hired a
one-horse barouche, and ho and his wife and
daughter rodé over the island. Rectus and |
walked, and sve saw a good deal move than they
did. Corny told us this the first walk she took svith
us. We went down a long, smooth, svhitc road
that led betsvecn the qucer little cottages of the
negrees, where he cocoa-nut and orange trees and
the bananas an 1 sappadilloes, and lots of other

rees and bushes stood up around
he houses just as proudlyas if they
/ere growing on ten-thousand-dol-
r lots. Some of these trees had
tlie most calcareous foundations
anybody ever saw. They greu-
almost out of thc solid rock. This
is\probably one of the most eco-
norbical places in the world for gar-
den mold. You could n’t sweep
up more than a bucketful out of a
whole garden, and yet the things
grow splendidly. Rectus said he
supposed the air was earthy.
Corny enjoyad this walk, because
we went right into thc houses and
talked to the people, and bought
cocoa-nuts off the trees, and ate
thc inside custard with a spoon,
and made the little codgers race for pennies, and
tried all the different kinds of fruits. She said she
would like to waik out with us always, but her
mother said she must not be going about too
much with boys.

“ But there are no girls on the island,” said she ;
“ at least, no white ones,—as far as | have seen.”

| suppose there were white children around,
but they escaped notice in the vast majority of
little nigs.

The day after this walk, the shorter “ yellow-
legs” asked me to go out fishing with hini. He
could n't find anybody else, | suppose, forhis friend
did n’t like fishing. Neither did Rectus; and so
we went off together in a fishing-smack, with a
fisherman to sail the boat, and hammer conch for
bait. We went outside of Hog Island,—which lies
off Nassau, very much as Anastasia Island lies off
St. Augustine, only it isn’t a quarter as big,—and
fished in the open sea. We caught a lotofcurious
fish, and the yeliow-legs, whose fiame was Burgan,
turned out to be a very good sort ofa fellow. 1
should n’t have supposed this of a man who had
made such a guy of himself: but there are a great
many different kinds ofoutsides to people.
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When we got back to the hotel, along carne
Rectus and Corny. They had been out waiking
together, and looked hot.

“Oh!” cried Corny, as soon as she saw me.
“We have something to talk to youabout! Let’s
go and sit down. 1 wish there was some kind of
an umbrella or straw hat that people could wear
under their chins to keep the glare of these white
roads out of their eyes. Let’s go up into the silk-
cotton-tree.”

| proposed that 1 should go to my room and
clean up a little first, but Corny could n’t wait. As
her father had said, she wasn’t good at waiting;
and so we all went up into the silk-cotton-tree.
This was an enormous tree, with roots like the
partitions between horse-stalls; it stood at the bot-
tom of the hotel grounds, and had a large platform
built up among the branches, with a flight of steps
leading to it. There were seats up here, and room
enough for a dozen people.

“ Well,” said |, when we were seated, “ what
have you to tell ? Anything wonderful ? Ifitisn',
you 'd better let me tell you about my fish.”

“Fish !” exclaimed Rectus, not very respect-
fully.

“ Fish, indeed !” said Corny. “ PPehave seen a
fiieen/”

“ Queen ofwhat?” said I.

“ Queen of Africa,” replied Corny. “ At leasta
part of it,—she would be, | mean, ifshe had stayed
there. We went over that way, out to the very
edge of the town, and there we found a whole col-
ony of real native Africans,—just lhe kind Living-
stone and Stanley discovered,—only they wear
clothes like us.”

“Oh my !” exclaimed Rectus.

“1 don't mean exactly that,” said Corny ; “but
coats and trousers and frocks, awfully oid and

patched. And nearly all the grown-up people
there were born in Africa, and rescued by an
English inan-of-war from a slave-ship that was

taking them into slavery, and were<*tWK(fliw*IIW*

and set frce. And here they are, and they talk
their own language,—only some of them know
English, for they’ve been here over thirty years,—
and they all keep together, and have a governor of
their own, with a flag-pole before his housc, and
among them is a real queen, of royal blood !”

“ How did you find out that ?” | asked.

“ Oh, we heard about the Africaii settlement this
morning at the hotel, and we went down thcre,
right after dinner. We went into two or three of
the houses and talked to thc people, and they all
told Us the same thing, and one woman took us to
sec the queen.”

“ In her palace?” said I.

“ No,” said Corny, “ shc don’t live in a palace.
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She lives in one of the funniest little huts you everl
saw, with only two rooms. And it’stoobad; theil
all know she ’s a queen, and yet they don’t pay
one bit of honor. The African governor knowit
but he lives in his house with his flag-pole in frotif
ofit, and rules her people, while she sits on a siom
in front of lier door and sells red peppers and biu
of sugar-cane.”

“ Sharaeful!” said I; “ youdon’t mean that.i’

“ Yes, she does,” put in Rectus. “ We sawher
aud bought some sugar-cane. She did n't Ihiuk
we knew her rank, for she put her things awjv
when the woman told her, in African, why we camé
to see her.”

“ W hat did she say to you ?” | asked, beginninj
to be a good deal interested in this royal colored
person.

“ Nothing at all,” said Corny; *“ she cant tak
a word of Englisli. If she could, she migtu gt
along better. 1suppose her people want somclwl)'
over them who can talk English. And so tliey\e
just left her to sell peppers, and get along aswel
as she can,”

“ It ’s a good deal of a come-down, | must say,]
said I. “ | wonder how she likes it?

“ Judgingfrom her looks,” said Rectus, “ Idon't
believe she likes it at all,”

“ No, indeed 1” added Corny. “ She looks
woc-begone, and | clon’t see why she shouldn’.
To be taken captive with her people—may be $t
was trying to save them—and then to havetkm
almost cut her acquaintance after they all getres-l
cued and settled down !”

“ Perhaps,” said I, “ as they are all living un&rl
Queen Victoria, they don’t want any othcr (jueenif

“ That’snothing,”saidCorny, quickly. 'Thert'r
a governor of tliis whole island, and what do iheyJ
want with another governor? If Queen liciorii;
and thc governor of this island were Africans. (
course they would n’t want anybody else. Butil|
itis, theyd~doté you see?”

TR pp to want another queen,"!
said, “ for they wont take one that is right under
their noses.”

Corny looked provoked, and Rectus asked ne
how I knew that.

“ 1 tell yon,” said Corny, “ it don’t make ay
difierence whether they want her or not, te
haven’t any right to make a born queen sil ona
stone and sell red-peppers. Do you know wa
Rectus and | have made up our minds to do?”

“ What is it ?” | asked.

Corny looked around to see that no one w4
standing or waiking near the tree, and tlien shq
leancd toward me and said:

“ We are going to seat her on her thronc!"

“You?” | exclaimed, and began to laugh.
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iiyes we are,” said Rectus;
joingtotry to.”
‘myou need n’t laugh,” said Corny.

“ at least we're

“You Te

I"“3|Ilnn' an insurrection,—a conspiracy,” said 1.
lod'i go into that business.”

‘tyou must!” cficd Corny and Rectus. almost
liabreath.

1You've made a promise,”

said Corny.
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“ And are bound to stick to it,” said Rectus,
looking at Corny.

Then both together, as if they had settled it all
beforehand, they hcld up their gray sea-beans, and
said in vigorous tones :

“ Obey the bean!”

| did n’t hesitate a moment. 1 held up my bean,
and we clicked beans all around.

| became a conspirator 1

{To be continued.)

THE MECHANICAL PIGEON.

By Charles

is a
very
queer bird. He is made
of paper, but he really
can fiy, and after a very
queer fashion. Get an
empty spool, a small
wooden stick, a few pins,
a piece of fine twine, and
a postal-card, and we
will construct the proud
bird and set him a-fly-
ing. The wooden stick
must be about a foot
long, and of aconvenient
size to hold in the hand.
With your penknife cut
down one end ofthe stick
Isotbat it will go into the hole in the spool. Make
liliiilc ledge near the top so that the spool will not
lip down, and can turn freely on the stick. If
laiypart of the stick projects above the spo o* cu.t.
li 0Q1smooth. Nowj— tcrce pin®

lis

Barnard.

middle pin sticking through the hole. Then press
the card down on the spool, and the spool-pins will
make marks forthe othertwo holes. When the holes
are made, the card will rest on the spool, and the
pins will stick through the holes. Now take the
card off, and holding it firmly by the square part
in the middle, twist one wing to the right and the
other to the left—just like the fans of a propeiler,
or the wings of a wind-mil!. Bend one comer up
and the other down at each end, so that when you
look at the card from end to end, the ends will
appear to cross each other in opposite directions.
This card is our bird, and, to make him fly, you
must tie a piece of string round the spool, and windJ
it round and round many times from right to lefjj
or in the opposite direction to that of the moviiL
hands ofa watch. Now put the spool on the sti'j®
pins up. Set the pap3
sticking through th
one hand, ar
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PINKETY-WINKETY-WEE.

By E. T. Alden.

PINKETY-WINKETY-WEE !
Ten pink fingers has she,

Ten pink toes,

One pink nose,

And two eyes that can hardiy see;

And they blink and blink, and they wink and wink,
So you cant tell whether they 're blue or pink.

Pinkety-blinkety-winkety-wee!
Not much hair on her head has she;
She has no teeth, and she cannot talk ;
She is nt strong enough yet to walk ;
She cannot even so much as creep;
ost of the time she is fast asleep ;
henever you ask her how she feels,
.6 only doubles her fist and squeals.
The queerest bundle you ever did .see
Is little Pinkety-winkety-wee.
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JOE AND THE SEAL.

By C. M. Drake.

JoE is a little Californian, and he lives dose by the Pacific Occan. His
Ifather often takes him to walk on the beach.

"See, papa, see! "cried Joe one day when the two were out together.
jdvhat a nice log to sit on!” and Joe ran along the beach until he
Icaire to a brown object that lay on the warm sand, a little wav up

(romthe ocean. But just as Joe was sitting down, the brown “log” began
tomove, and Joe ran back to his papa in fear, crying:

"It is a whale, papa, and it was agoing to eat me up, just as the
dte in the Bible ate Jonah.”

"No, it is a seal, my boy,” replied his father. “ It wont hurt us.
Itisa young one. Let me coax it to stay a while.”

So saying, he took hold of the little seal, and, by rubbing it on the
(lack and under the neck, he soon had the little fellow as quiet as a pet
pog Joe soon lost his fear of the seal, and, going up to it, began to

tile soft fur on its back. | think the little seal must have liked this,
If. when Joe turned to ¢gO, the seal tried to follow him.
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“How tame it is! How queerly it walks on those funny little legs"”
said Joe. “ Are they his legs or his arms, papa?”

“ A little of both,” said his papa, laughing. “They are called flippers'
and he also can use them as our gold-fish use their fins.”

“May | take him home? See! he would follow me clear to the
house.”

“He would not be happy, Joe, away from the ocean. We will put
him back into the ocean, where his brothers and sisters are, Joe. 1 wii|(
take him out to this rock and drop him into the water."

“Does n't he look like a big dog-fish, papa?” cried Joe, as the seall
swam away, diving under each big wave that tried to shove him back to‘
the shore.

“ Good-bye, little seal ! | hope you 'll find your mamma again."

Joe and his papa turned to go home. After a little while, Joe said,
very soberly ;

“Papa, | guess | don’t want the seal-skin hat, that | teased you fu,
May be it carne off of that nice little seal’s brother or sister. | don’t see
how folks can shoot such dear little things as that seal is.”

ELEVEN LITTLE PUSSY-CATS.

E 1even little pussy-cats invitad out to tea.

Eleven cups of milk they had—sweet as milk could be,

Eleven little silver spoons to stir the sugar in,

Eleven little napkins white, each tucked beneath a chin;

Eleven little me-ows they gave, eleven little purrs,

Eleven little sneezes, too, though wrapped up in their fur.s.

Eleven times they washed their paws when all the milk was out,
Eleven times they bobbed their heads and said 't was so, no doubt
Eleven times they thought they heard the squeaking of a mouse
Eleven times they courtesied to the lady of the house;

Eleven times they promised her to drive away the thieves

That pecked the grapes upon the vines and hid among the leaves.
They kept their word, and one day shook eleven bunches down

To this same girl of 'leven years who caught them in her gown.



These slate pictures are a little harder to draw than those in the Decem-
berSr. Nichoi-as, biit brother or sister or somebody can copy them for you.
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JACK-TN-THE-PULPIT,

March is a word of five letters, says one.

March ” is a military order, says another. Marcli
was once the first nionth of the year, says another.
March is our fifth number, says St. Nicholas,—
and Jack says;

March is the breeziest, jolliest, frcshest, liveliest,
busiest nionth of all the twelve, and whether it
comes in like a lion and goes out like a lamb, or
comes in like a lamb and goes out like a lion, it’s a
good honest month, and Jack likcs it.

A LETTeR TO ME,

Hiirtford, Conn.

Dear Jack: | wender ifall your readcrs know whai a cunning
httic cap inmmcd wilh red bemcs you wear in ihc fell? | don’t
telievc many of them have seen it, and | should like lo describe it to
them, if you have no objections.

The firsttime | metyou last fall after you had leftoff your summer
smi was away up in the White Mountains, N. H. ad no idea
you traveled as far as that, and | cannot tcll you how dellghicd |
wasto see you,

You were standing dose bya small brook, and (may | tcll jlI?)
peepinc in over the edge. We all koow you too well, dear Jack, lo
ihmk you vain, and can undersiand your pleasure in beholding, in
this clear brown mirror, your little ?reen spilce of a cap, wili bnght
scarlct berries tipped wiih black, cliisiering around it.

And wiiata lovcly little bed of grccn moas you wcre standing on !

1saw at a little distance from you a spray of thc partridgevine.
wilh Iwo little iwin berries on its stem, but they were not half as red
as youts, and indeed, they seemed lo underatand il, and hide their
heads in the moss. To my taste you are handsamer in the fall than
at any other timcof the year, though others may have a differenl taste.
Neverthele.ss, we al! loveyon for your own sell, dear Jack, no matter
what your clothes are.  Your loving friend, E. A. P.

MACHINES RUN BY AIR.

Y ou "VE heard of machines for flying in the air,
ofcourse. | told you about one last Octobcr. But
now comes word of machines worked by air. These
new engines are used to drag heavy trains, empty
when going into, but filled with broken stone when
coming out of, the great tunnel now being cut
between Swiizerland and Italy, under Mount St.
Gothard.

It would be almost impossible to keep thc air

JACK-IN-THE-I'ULPIT.
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frcsh in the tflnnel, so far uiidergromid, if steam
engines were used for cutting the rock; for ihey
would make so much heat, gas, and smoke, thd
men could not work in there at all. ’ '

But these new machines do better, foi tlicy ate
worked by air instead of steam, and thc air thai
escapes after being used in them is good lo brcathe
It is common air, but it was first forced by «ater-1
power into huge iron reservoirs, until thcrc «asa
great deal more in them than there was in the same
space outside. The reservoirs have to be tightand i
strong, or the air would burst them and escape.

The squeezed or compressed air is drawii off inte
a part of the new machine which looks like a bit
steam-boiler, and it is then let into the woikinv I
parts, as wanted, rushing out with great forcé, ad
making the machiiiery move, and drag thc ears,
much in the way tiiat steam would.

MOTHER SHIPTON AND HER PROPHECY.

ErtraH., RitaW., and “ Alfred ” ask who isibe
“ Mother Shipton” mentioned in B. P.a leiiei
about the “ Unfathomable Lake,” priiited in Feb
ruary.

Well, your Jack never actually knew the oid lady,
but be has heard that she lived about three huiidrtd
years ago in England, and was believcd to kno*
bcforehand what was going to happen in theivorld.
She once made a prophecy which has become ven
famous. It was made public first in 1488 and again
in 1641. AIll the evcnts foretold in it, excepting
the last, have come to pass. Here isthe prophecy;

Ciirriages wilhout horses shall go,
And ACcidenis lili ihe world wiih u*ce.
Around ihe world thoughts shftU fiy
In the twinkling of an “eye.

Waier shall yec more wondcrs do;
Now sirange, yet shall be true-*
The world upside shall be.

And gold be found at rooi of iree.
Through hiUs man shall ride;

And no horse or ass shall be at hU dde.
Under water men shall walk,

Shall ride, shall sleep, shall talk.

Jn the air man shall be seen

In white, in black, in green.

Iron in ihe water shall floac

As easv as a wooden boat;

Gold shall be found, and found

In a land that ’s not yei known.

Fire and water shall wondcrs do;
Kngland al fast shall admit a Jew;
The world lo an end shall come

In Eighteen Hundred and EighCy*One.

A TREE THAT GIVES AND CURES HEAOACHL

Its fame alone, Oi-eodapkju Califoruka, is
almost cnough to give one a headache ; but if you
rub its leaves for a short time over your face and
hands you will get a headache, surely; and if
happen to have a headache, why, the sanie rub
bing will drive it away, at least, so the nativos say.

This obliging tree is a fine-looking evergreen,
with a strong spicy smell, and | 'm told that itis
found in California.

FASTER THAN LIGHT.

It does notdo to be too sure of things, nowaday'S,
not even if they are called “ well-known scientific
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oo for that which seems true to-day may be
|pi0\7§d wrong by the fuller knowledge that to-
moi-row Will bring.

r.,|r instanceg;, 1LA|9h1j|s the fastesttﬂa}/ele[ in the
UniverSC used to be held as a fact well known and
enPTitific and 1 was ready to believe it whenl heard

¢
that a ray of Iiglht takes

JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

BIRDS AND TELEQRAMS.
Ciiicago” Ills.
Dear Jack : | saw in tbe Fcbhruary number, 187S, something that
you said about “ Birdsand Telcgraph Wircs," and itremindedme of
anitcm | read a little while ago in n daily paper. Some -boirF]prin,g
man askcd a tclceraph opmtor if a nieacaee was sioppeJd when a
stood on th« wirc, and if it hurt the bird. Tnc tckBraph

man told him that ilie birds wcrc a great nuisancc. because tbey

A WALHnrrrb nn rhAwire A and wWh<'f

1hut nine minutes in going
I&omthe sun to the earth,
llrarelin;; more than ten
Iraillion miles a minute.

Biit iio'v 1 lIcarn that
llhete i5 a thing that is even
Ifaslcr than light. This
Iscrap, fioinoneof Professor
Iprocior’s writings, will tell
Iwu about it;

‘Gravity cannot take so
| muchas a second in acting
lowerlhedistance separating
|lhe planet Ncptune from
lihc Sim”— (2,850,000,000
| miles)!

So, my wise young as-
|Ironomcts, Gravity is fastcr
[ihan Liiiln—at least, asfar

| aj il know Iv-day.
IS IT "UNCLE SAM”?
GfT out your aliases,

Ihows and girls, turn to tlie
mep of the United States,
and sec if you can find in
any part of it an outline
like lilis odd picture, which
ID.E C. sends.
“The tip of the man’s
| queer cap,” says D. E. C.,
‘loaches Lake Superior;
I he is bathihg his bare foot
|linihcGulf of México; his
liicc is formed by a bend
of Gie Mississippi River;
and his back isstradght and
| sturdy.
A comfortable and
lood-natured oid fellow,
libis—and he might pass

for Unele Sam squeezed
inaniong the States of the
Inion."

SOME VERY OLD BUTTER-
MILK.

. MallJxCK: | know a majv who
tonV somk of Ihe very oldcsC bul-
i™il: ever heard of. He lives in

| Touievoe,

| “"'f some olhers were

iBB ffreat huiry 10 difie at lhe
«**seofa neighbcr, wUh a promisé
flai i"c crsmpany would be ireaied to one of the rarcsi drinks cver
1 mall the ages nf the world!

1jjos prnved lo be butiermUk, broughl lo lable in a Jug. It h.id
| «fidug outihat same mornjnesfrom a well which had cavedipghirly
Anhaiiime fRejigofmTik. SNWYy corked, wasmanc-

Jut f»' I*<="" jhewell. 10 b« kopt cool: and ihere it had
WMbontd for |h|r>?/ P/ears. All who drank of the bultermilk said
I w. K.

*“Tsikiici,,,,5,_. ryourfiicnd, S-

amessagcwas sent along» they would
pick out the litlie wokls in it; so
that» sometimes, when ii got 10 the
other slalion» the recefver could not
understand it at all. He also said
that ifany of ihe birds were killed, it
was bccausc they got choked on
some long word, or else overale
ihemselves.  Now, dear Jack, do
you really believe that is so0?

C.D. W.

I really don’t. And |
think that telegraph opera-
tor must have thought he
was talklng to a goose.

By the way, talking of
geese, here ’s a paragram
on the subject:

A JAPANESe COMPLIMENT.

It is flaltering—in Japan
—to compare a person to
a goose. There are no tame
geese in that country, and,
as the wild oncs are bright
and gracefiil, of course no
one there feels hurtat being
likened to a goose.

Here, just in tlie nick of
time, is a Icitcr about

A SEPTUAGENARIAN GOOSE

Beverley, Mass.

Dear Jack-in-the-Pulkt: A
family in a town ncax hcrc had a
gcose thal dicd a Utlic whilc a?o at
the age of seventy years. liierc
is no joke about this, fér ihc fiame of
the family is not" Goose,"” ihere have
been no deaihs in li laicly, and che
goose was a irue " aiisei,”—web-
leei, feaihers and all.

The same family has anoihcr goose.
siill alive, whose age is known to be
more than fifiy years. And ihis
living goose, also, isa “really truly "
bird goose.—Your friend, Marv.

BY SUCKINO? OR HOW?

HarryB. writes me that
his pct squirrel “ sucks up
only a vcry little water once
a day, and that is all he
takes to drink.”

Now, | 'm pretty sure the
squirrel would take more
water, if he feit it would do
him good, so that is all’
right: but, 1 °’ve a notion

that he must be a squirrel of a kind never heard
of before, if he drinks as Harry's letter tells.

What do you say, my youngsters? Does a

squirrel drink by “ sucking up,” orhow ? You, too,

-Pg_ll_ §%uirrels; ma)\/] be ; SO find out about this

With youT own eyes, if you can, and let me know.
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We have received ihc following iwo lellers ia answer [0 the ques. httie brolher Norris thought he would try locaich a fish, so hei
tionsal the end of Mr.WarneFsstory, “ Whal shall we dowilhhcr?" 3 jong hne over the sideof the ship. After waiiing sonic time *

which appeared in ihe January number: a buc, and feeling discoiiraged, he tied the Une to”esldc railrii d
ihe deck, and went offto play. One ofthe stewards drew ilicro«|

Ig yrough a saloon port-hole and dcd a dricd hemng oo u. WU

1JEAR bT, NICKOLAS8 : Oiif Fncnd ihat had thC troub e Wllh that Noms pulled mhis line next time, and saw “ a real fish " he
half cal, calis for .Tssistance. wltich I give chearfnily. | should pro- delighted! He never guessed it had been iicdon Bm he boj
pose ihat Jt be J)Ul up at anctlon, and sold for a Manx Cat ofthe better now. I you think this little Iciicrworth publishjne wes’ *
Chartreusc breed  -Youre, g, R.H. ?e very pleased’to seeit In the ™ Leiler-Box " .gapmetime. Ji\?éffxb

r- _ Brooklyn, N. Y.
iJBAa St. Nicholas: 1 have read, in the beauifhil January nui».
bcr of your magazine, the story of a cat naroed *'China.” | read it
gravely ihrough, and have been thinking scriou.sly about an answer Db.ar Sr. Nicholas: Although 1 am quite a big girl, | enioi
10 ine qucsoons at thc end, for of course, Mr. Warner expected an rcadmg you as much as ever. Perhaps you do not care to tai3
~swer. A hule boy who had lived some lime in Chinaonce told me grown.up grri writing lo you; bul, although 1 am quite and f
Ihe nauvcs there thoughta deviljsh spirii was in a cat with a tail— cgard to years, still 1 feel as young a'Jd emoy young folks siorie]
and so they cui off that waggish pan of the cat's body. May be if much as when | was only ten”years oid, St. [Ticholas is realn)
“® his cat (I should think he for ihe poor girls who are too young for grown people lo laieJ
odd do U!) |he rail mlghc grow out again,—and then he could sell '\P,I’ﬁ{et%te'rﬂ' and yet $o oid thai ihereal young people don't lihcio.
*Lhma fora real cat. P ]
9I he go inio the retallln% business, and so disposc
oflt’J He mighi be better employed, 1 ihink, than sliiing before a . Vicksbnra, Xlisfl
A n n g wood tire thmlcmg thoughts to steal away otherpeople’s lime Dear St. Nicholas: 1 received your chnrmlng self fot Jaooaj
].? tydeblor in ihai way, by I don'i know how many bours. He Yyesterday and read you with a great deal of pleasure. | an"J{
|5 m facf's sorry chai the story “ Half a Doren Housekeepers" is ende4 » |

horiening my Il _C.
so inieresiing and funny; and | suprxose Belle’a father was3|fJ
ﬁ]Jgglnsed tJmtthe giris did notburn lus hou.se tio. as he Dr?otmd

St.Nicolas: Inyour December number is a pocm called The people of ourdcy have lalely passed through a fearfule”v.
an Youi  One hne of |t asks, “ Can you sec the wind™*" To .
this | reol i “Yes, | can." And this is ow - Take carpenicr's and th * were so many deaths here that one wagén would haK|
sa,w, hold ITm a high wmd with the back level with your eyes* you Carry five and six coftins at a time, pilcd One above the oilier, to *
will ihcn perceive a curreni flowing over ihc back ofthe saw. Some. grave.yard. The yellow fever spread all through the country, k
f and carne vcry near where 1 was refugeeing.  Fortunately | esap

t\%'ﬁfs ?r“l?; warm day, you can scc ihe air twinkling. %0 B1erlq— but I lost three cousins withii, Thercare so many desoliied tiaia
! here that we had a very sad Christmas, bul | liopc you had a mol
one, and remain, your friend, J.p,R|
EuJTH B.—“ Km, Sea. Hall" means " EmcredatStarioneia’Hall,"
A DisH'Carubn.

the government copyright office in London, and it shows (hai a copy

ofihc pnnt on which the legend appears has been deposlied with ihe Dear St. Nicholas: 2 wantto tell your readers of a siicce»

auihonties.  Then, If anybody should publish an imitation of the gXPolnmﬁm Ofm'ge fOIT the winter decloratlon ofal roocrjn b gf'»

print, ihc earller publisher could sue him, In the Britisli dominions, ~SIMPle that a child easily manages ir. It wa.e mercly a dish cfir

for compenAtion | ~ few*sinalj fernsand vines, coveriidwitha licJg*

P . sf® dinncr-pbie best, though some prefer a dccp dish

the bottom you place a layer of charcoal broken in small pieces,»
mixed with a few bits of broken crockery, to form a dram.

Oun SuBscRIDBK.—We cannot answer your letler in the mngarine, Upon this put some of ihe earth from the woods, In wiilch
fior can wc answer any olher leiter which I$not accompanied by ihe according lo t"te, whatyou have gathered. You mlght taleaH'
real fiame and addrcss of iy wriier, so ihai we may rcply by mail i for a centcr-piece and around ic group licile “ wintergrecns,” witj

more panridgc-beny vinos (miichellaj than anything el**, as tix
nch green lGaves and bright red berrlcs are so ciiecry lii elfect. \&>
T Tendon, 11l the vmu%rlor earlyfm tde spring, my mitchella bor;]mer? andU|
. . We were born In London and have alWway< uré whilc blossoms formcd an exquisito coiitmsi, with their Mot|
hved here, Iburl\;\/g %Feaj\merlcans and donT allow any onc to cali )Ljs ﬁdals lookuig as if powdered with frosted silver.
tnghsh. We have been twice to America ard have just reiumcd The iTHjtsmust be disturbed as slighlly as possible, but prt«d
from our second visii there. We Ukc being at sea very much and earth firmiy around them, covering it, wficrcver ji shows, witli
hnd many  ngstoamuseus. The cook mage ussome tafly fmolasses doﬁtmgdm here an(i tthe “Ch%”s lakt%” frotm 0|ddsturr;ptshan(§isaetlxlg
«ndy). Ihe chiefofficer had a .swing E“[ o o deck, for us, and 1748 GO AT Veral c?goggaflt)éyvvlvhlcvrﬁtec;g%e Sigcedconlaoalzlx
the «miors were always ready lo give us bits of ropeor picccs ofwood or s%e rabie, and will nee)é waterine but a few l?mes tlimugh ~
with which we couUl’make many things. On IUe voyage home my ; A ¥ Mg
season, ifthe glass fiu tighlly. To hide the edge of the di«h, asv

we prefer to do so.
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d>iheair out, a piece of brown chenHle—aabright colors would
liie efléct ofleaves and benies—can be put around it after the
place, or it can be hidden by bits of lichen arranged on che

my dish>garden flourished better :f1 pac it on a chair in a
«tindow once o a while, but it stood mosily on a stand in the
L oithe room, and was directlyunder the gasUghtin the evening.

“How vocds-y!” “How

ljtswdl 10 accustom the plafifs gradually lo arrificial heat and

jiidtihem at once in a very warm room.

iHopin® some of your readers may be as successful as | |
very iruly your friend, H. S

| y AADS.—We know ofno book, «f the kind you ask for that we
fliwrtily rccommend.  You will find good acdng plays, aciing
tableaujt*vivanis, etc., forhome amusement, in St. N icholas
~jjnuaiy, February, April and November, 1874: in January,
fand December, 1875; in February, April and May, 1876: in
ry, May and December, 1877; in November, 1878, and In
1y,
Stockton, Cal.
I Dear *r. Nicholas : 1send you a paragraph which 1 found in an
MJsev'l'Aper, 1 send il because 1 thought some of your renden*
Ghi like to koow who “ Brothcr Jonaihan” was. Here it is:
"lenalhan Trumbull, who resided in Lcbanon,Conneclicut, and who
j tbc friend and counselor of Washington, is thc truc ' Urother
an' of American history.**

I lIDeleven years oid and my fiame is Edith Lbslif.

A FRO2EN PUZZLF-

iTa common watcr.paj], about three feet of Iron wire as fine as
mk smaikst iwine, and a lump of ice weighing about Iwo pounds.
liottdt the wire iwice across ihe top of the pail so as to make a kind
iewiidic. Sec the wires about two inches apart, and lay the i« upon
Itto, laking care that fi docs not touch che pail. The ice will begiii

| and w.ilcr will drip inlo the pail. Presently cheice will seem
Ivéafik down as if the wircs were cutiing it into three picces. In
likeihalf an hour, if yoii iry to lift the Ice, you will find thc wires
| inirely frozen in. The Inmp of ice will sUp along the wircs, but you
fonooi cake it away from them. You can see the wjres through the
Jo, bul the pnint of the sharpesl pen*kiilfe cannot find where ihcy
| «ered. There may be a line of silvcry bubbics showing where the
| wpaMed, but the ice will be one soUd unbroken piece. At List,
| fe«res will come out at the top, and the lump ofice, choiigh panly
| Btfaedaway. will drop inio thc pail a«whole as ever. Who among
| myoung readers can uxplain ihis froren puzzle ?
' Newbuigh, N. Y.

, Dcar St. Nichotas: We have a dog namcd Max, He js a
| PBt, big, purc-blooded F.nglish masiifT, We have his pcdigree fivc
IW9* generailons back, ana he is rniher high*sm:ng; biit he is very
I gvd-nauired: indeed, so much so as co fct me puli him up three
*ipsat a lime, by his tall,oi very steep siairs. He has a very pecul*
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jar way of howling when he wants 10 be letloose. He isa dcad dog
when mamma tells hin to be one, and he can jump over a stick held
four feet from the ground.—From your loving readcr, Mabie F. G.

MoTHSn:—In our lastnuiiibcr wc gave some new dumino gamcs
that wiU he fouud a very pleasaui means of passing an evening agree-
ably. The gamcs are interesdng .ond have plenry of life in them.
The last Iwo are not too hard for girls and boys of founeen or fifteen

yenr.«.

SoMBUOuv .Rends this lo the “ Leiter-Rox." Who wroie itf

T.UT'TLE LUCY’S STORY ABOUT THE OWL.

An owl, that Uved in a hollow trcc,
As 1 went by, looked out al me:
And he rolled his eyes, with a sclemn air,
As if to say, this world 's a snare.
And Ufe a Yjurden hard lo bear,
Take care, liitle girl, take care!

Said 1, Mr. Owl, wc don't agree,

I love the world, and the world loves me,
Suit rolHng your eyes, and come and see
ow happy a child that is good can bc-
| learn In thc day, | slcep in the night,

1 iry to obey, I iry lo do right:
But you love darkness becier than light;
Take care, Mr. Owl, take carel

R. L S.—The Indian fiame forthe Mississlppi Riverwas “ Mecha*
cébd,” spelled by some wriiers “ Michc Sepe,” It means “ Great
River," or “ Great Father of Waters," as yon suppose.

“ Shoe-wae-cae-meiic”’ Is a word in the Poiiawatlamic language,
and means “ Lighining upon thc waters.” The word is said to have
been made in a curious way. One day, before the while men carne
10 the Poitawatiamie country, there was a great storm, and some
IndLnns ran for shelter Intoa natural gmpe-arbor by a river, Through
the ungle of vines the storm-bound men saw thc beautiful play of ihe
lightniiig upon the river, and they called out “ Shoe-wac-cae-mctie!””
Whether the story is inie or noi, no doubt the ineaning of the word
“ Llghtning upon the-waters," U correct; and it is a very appro-
priaic liame for a boat-club.

'raiBUTE TO A Mother.

A Ictier carne lo our circle the other day, writes a friend, which
coniained so noble and beautiful .a tribute to a mother, that |
asked permission lo copy it, without iiames, in St. Nicholas. It
was writicn 10 n man and by a man, but he has the heart ofa httle
child, and so, | think, all your children will apprwiaie his words.
Here is the lecier, excepting only the parts which have no general
interest :

Pl.ninfieid, N-J.

Deat C. : Here i? another torrent cnin-.,torm. It has been going
since last night, and is still going unabated. « .' */ o
It isone of the days to jusufy a body for keei)lng m-doors, and to
make him feel whata blessed thing home is. Il makes me think of
a new grave on thc bank ofthc Snsgiiehanna, where our good mother
was lafd to resi more than a week—yes, just a week—ago to-day, in
the fullncss of lier years. She would have been 86 thc eoniing
Octobcr.  Yet wcre fier physical powcrs perfect, licr senses acute.
and all her faculties clear and strong. .She had no sickness. There
was some mystctious escape of enorgy, which rclaxed her frame and
didnclincd her to exenion nboui a wcck before her ueaih,—but wiih-
out affeccing hct mind in dte least- She talked. ate and slept as
usual,—indeed, conversed wilh more than usual vivaciIY and humor,
—ihen. on the morning of her departinc, said she fell sleepy,—she
must go to siccp,—and went to sleep and did nol wake. lherc was
neither perturbation of mind fior pain of body. She was a child of
Providcnce from her birth upwacd, and the halheriy love in which
sho irusted would not suHer his child tu be scarcd by any visién of
death, much less any pangs <if dealh. She was lapued in innoccnl
sleep and waWed np m other sociccy,—fnends and kindred long
lo5i"and much loved, who had not bcen out of her thoughts a day
sincc they wenl A lovelier charactor, a more unsellish creatute can-
nol be conceived. No purer spirit ever lived on earth, or went
nnchallenacd into heaven. She has left us a perfect image of exccl-
lence, suct as without thc example we could never have framed iii
fancy. | amwilling to believe anything good of mankmd fot having
known her Shelived lo see her children and her children s children,
and indeed thc whole coinmunily in which she lived, rise up and cali
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her blossed, and wait on her wiih tender, revereiit love in al! her
iomgs tlnnng many years ofa ha%py oJdage. | caanol Imagine a
more perfcci Characier, life or deat

11 sounds very odd to hear you talk so oid about the boys whom |
i-emcmber, excoptmg W , as such little fellows, and | 'm glad
10 hearof tl.era, quahfying so happily for worid's work. Often |
wonder how sIningely the burdeii comes on out backs. There's a
part of me not over to or la years oid, or rather, lliai young crcalure
anll existsin me, like the sapling inside ofthe Iree,—and he seems to
observe with astonishment now and then how oid his ouladc Is get.
= {"rest i1s springing up around him. 1i seems

Idenlifyiiig himself with the

~"'Fr
nCilt® ofi fr, . gray-haired. stoop-sliouldered,
loverimT , /"« f Mglneer, the oid man, squire,
hu srri (o "Ol,—then suddenly viewing

mug,-he laughs at the ridicuiouf
1" =»» = "'"Asque of that oid .scene-
" ” accidents are but

hiconJS v ® hoyish

rrhlb'ifvT .-; 'y . u
?hJohlrset 'T ' 1 go to heaven 't will be pretty much in
mothe?. * and tie child of my

JoH-v W. C.-Wc liope ih.it before very long St, Nichoias will
CTntam ayllustmied .inicie thal will help to answcr you, question.
Meaitwhile, ifyou c.in get some one lo let you have an oid telescope
complete, lo take lo pieces and examine, you may find out a good

=X ¢« “fy some book upon

1“n WG
Opncs orihe ~ Science ofljghi,” so that you may know no, only

howa telMcope ts made, bu, also the reasons for puttin% i, wgcther
«@cunously.

Bear St. Nicolas: | have been tostw i}ic

boulli, or the Mechamos Fair; hui real live lions, "Willie" and

RIDDLE-BOX.

"Manha," that have been raised from babyhood by the ladv ii I
LinccJn, who owns them. Periiaps your readets would likea'. & |
something about these stiange pets. ‘o "Xeivle,|
In tt]e firsi plﬁ:_e, “ WiHic" and “ Marih.i" are not commo..» I|
agene lipns, bullive in a pnvale house, near ihe Rcvere |
have a laige bnck room, which has been builtfor them sr».?'*'l
have grown iip. = I h« room leads ou, of Mrs. Lincoln', si, ifnS?
and visilore whpdo notwish logo into the lions' patlor can have
view of the noble creatures through the giated door,—a,d .u]S i
animals they are! Ihey arenow iwo years oid, and 1suppose
full grown, but as frohcsome as kiltcns, and devoledlv aiiari™'|
their kind mistress; yet it made me cremble all over lo J. k* |
with only a.sniallridmg.whipin her hand, go into their room wS
they, in iheir delight at socing her, leaped round her puitinlTlu
E ~'t paws opon her shoulders andnearfy throwing her downin lu’
“"oi"M"'Q'nentshecalmedfhom.
Wilhe | 'lhis instang sir!" and down Ihegreatfellowlaj aiherlS'
quietas a l.imb! Then Martha lay down and rolled overonhersS
her huge paws m the air. "Now, WiHie, give meyour hand
Mp. Lincoln, and he gotup and mostalTeclionately kiidhis crelinlf
e psc}e,sﬁﬁﬁ‘éé%“éﬁs O B el Sk L eety
pfa Kiiren; and no wonder. for she has had iheeniirechati.e ofUi®
since they were very small bables. While they were quite v iii
they alwaysslepl on herbad at ni?ht; and even now,wheniherein
no siiangers, she opens ihc door of their room and thW sit wiA lw

Mimrha carne in and spreagﬁsétres'éq%i Iqu ?gnsg'mn& Si%‘év Jr’1’f?\§‘hrl
nap. It hapﬁencd to be their dinner-hour, two o'clock when 1
was there, w i had iho pleasure of .seeing ihemfcd, and ihc wayii»
devoiired the fine nbs of roasiing heef Chat were given to chcii »S
something to see! Morning and evening Mis. Lincoln gives ib
vrater, and al two o dock a good mcal of fresh bect About'sundn.n
she lets them out into Ihe yard fot a run, when they ftolic and eniw
thcmselves m the open air for an hour. to the gteai delight of if
trgh~re childra round, who watch from their wiiidows ihe gam
Oolsofihesecunoiis Iniiiseholdpcis. Now, I do hope thal ifanvof
the youngreadep oiSt, Nichoi.as come to Boston they wiUcalfoo
Mre. Lincohi, who is always willing to show her IlUmstu thuse «hu
Wish to see them. ij f

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

NrMERrOAL EMGMA.

| AM composed of fifteen lettere, and ara a Divine comraand
flilid» Mv’o'?”  mi® "1““1"Srion; My 6, is, 14, 10, 7 is a subile
eaves of

WA %re dtewed with the Ateca nut, B{'/ RERREBIAAY, the leaves

TIIAN!SP4)«1T10N COUPT.BT.

“ | loire thee not (though chou art fair)
rof beauty. Whal! not hccd my prayer?”

Transpose ihe words of ihe above rhymed couplet kecnine ih.
Sl*e words ,n e«h line so as ,0 make a new coupletwdth”rhvml
and a meanmg different from those of the original. . H

DIALOGUE NAME.PUZZLE.
qoi'lains anagrams on the fiames of Iweive

wellltnSIn m fi a €
T|!11e ofal Acnencan, Frlush, Frer&crb German, and ltalian
Ihe anagrams are pnnied in lialics; and, Besides the anagrams

kB fPsBhnfe BRthe twelve auihors work@ersonagtstha. aifren:
?« Heiiy. N=d, Maric and Ruby «

dfiisssttedasssix
all’the .jrae, .0 be a, rice a®nd S.her
lirod of lying Ral, A'rrf7

S«n

. Fritlaylastr-"2"

8”'"  Shall ii be riddles,
’ F'rench po« de | mime
Oh.oh.look! Thcre’s

wh"ri'ry-?;vrevVd.,” r
Aforie. | know.bu,l,0aA7*ff72riSy.r

Fa in che Skt;eet on hoischack. Can ie lit M Arab safelv

do you think?

Do hear the boys on ihat caryeilateackcur they pass’

Henry. Ourdog's bark is loiidesc
Ned. OIf, clear! Doyou cali yourselvessprigh_c!jy7 W liy.youani
as slow as mr>lej. Ho-x soon shall we have cheriddles’
1 w7’ ?""2*'»' lingering ihere.it's yon wlin

ve had themI already. Now, btush up your Les, and

We ve
solve the riddles, ifyou can!

BIOGKAPIIICAL ENIGMA.

. I*« composed ofnineteen lecters, and |1 am the nameofan Amer.
ican wmer ofworld-wide fame.

5" '“i >«.Jsa beautiful flower. s. Myt, a, lo, i, whai
he (lower musido when pmked. 3. My ,3,,, ,8. is a religious devo-
tee sometimes likened in poelry to my 3,5, ,0, ,6. 4. My 5,17, 7.
IS, 4, isan Onenialbeastofburden. 3. My 14, 6,13, is found ai the
moulh ofa large river. M

s

COMPOUND WORD-!<QUAIIE AND INCLO.SED

GREEK CROSS.

N “«d ™R Kve,

U el ‘tio”. i5 used 10 end_onc
*°°per that reads In the same direciien;
be overlappings of foui

» base of fOLH’ IegtecP. I'hus, teadine
square might begin with ihe wors

feryilr'!? .a
alid re kL'
tce leriiL
iJ.L.l

2 h-
across. fne upper left-hand



easy pictoiuae puzzle.

The rrobUm is, .o find the word «hich properly describes thl

: Wri.e dowo a v,ord dc”prive _of «ch”of*

Iki.ebe Olher piciures “'.PrAThan tho-"e of lho word which
iirrbi'iol*":ajKI™hlk M Sofibiswo«ia«

T

1?
- [« /1
Jpr word;‘
. 1frownTl
EASY ilUOSS.WOKD EMGWA. Henee, vin

Mv first is in saw, bul not in blade,
My second is in niaiion and also m maid.
My ihiisi is in waich, but not in clock-
My fourth is in key, but not in lock. Then loyour oH
My filti is in quarter, biii not in poiind. 0 qi d
My whole is fouiia give me cor
111" St. George’s Sound. And if | die to-inorA

If, whilsl I live siie 1
EASY DOUBLE DIAMOND. Sir,

Herea_fier,_in a bem_ar wi
, Acaoss: i. Aconsonant. eANEMBTY. 3A Jewish doctor. 4- 1 shali desice more iove as
1 Anose, or abeakofa bird. S-

And as the sun break-s ihrot
Down; .. A coasouani. a. cool*&idonwr pcereth in thc mca
Sttlous i. To Bow back. 5-

Fot, love oH
Haih made ijl

A consonani.
An insin.mentto
A vowcl.



rveiy disagr«al™j,
16.)/A «%al) sqL
In Caiiclic chuick.
91. A piece of r
cioiy towns. ?3 aV
tofa boai. 25 A%t
FDON:

KM 4, HA.

p'er i«y Ifisl;

A5 ib my irack.
though Half conctalcU.
ier lum my back.

~onxvard silH I go;

ihasieo or deby;

" «State or low,
night or day,

IMORUS.

vdo nol sourly sean
linay his prescpcc be.
Mne&s may htdc a man,
priy and loved like thee.

Vh happv marriage gnvc
J ocean lound her grave;
Jhd and eamestDcss of thought,
lid Scenes thnr labor wtvughc.

r«taris the la from hU roN,
Acourage in hero's breasi

1 sieP. and padeni, lovinc face,
R's of sulTerme find my place;
Joods of mebdy ido«( raro,

ng shadows darken all ihe air.

|U R *“CCKNOidAI..KD” AMMALS

Inndin%, opposiic oid Qglethoroc’s sinre.awl
bhle inio tbe ljtile mnnnunng brook. i iganocd |
Tourrow, when, loTTising painfully, | sa«
I'which soon carne Ijppine and sia”gering onamL
mole,” | (hdugKt, It must B~_a’rar. Qi
¥es on such a niqist and miserable specmicn as tik
1seems able lo go al a fair crawling pace. nithwgli
lo do even lliai. | must ha%e hit ic with thac pebUc,
land-crab bit the poorthiog. | ‘Il carry il hume ad
f No? Shall 1? On second thought, I wunl. Il
le diile landing herr/'
me; iricd to fiy a kite: lhre>v mj* ball on the haira«riaf
iitrolled offF; planted a sdIT ox-goad in che Uun feri
jian off with a caramel Kaichad riven to chebahy: ati
{rng_lgoeir>°/o—something about "Oh, ye nations of il
asi
1was of no avail, and even now | see ihai poor creatures
Ding plainneas as when | had jusi lurned my back. Hnuerer,
las the lase rime | threw a stone.
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sERVES ORDER AMONG THE LITTLE PURITANS.





