lvoL VI.

UNCE when | was in Texas 1*
Iccrman churcli, where the chil?
Icatechized, and found the sacristat
I cfbells. It was in Cheback countr>J
| «as oiily a plain little wooden shed 5
|hung two bells, about as large as dinnJ
Ithe open roof, and the bcll-ringer was
|a|iernatc|y. The tune had nol much
| it,but | siippose it made the older peo!
| iheGcrmany tbey had left behind, for wi
3into a new country they try their bcsi
Isome memory of the oid. Our New
|anceslors, when they cante here, brought
| gaci iames with tiiem ibr their towns anal
..J Eiigland customs; but they did not a'_
bting bells for their churches, and, instead, a
sloodon the door-step and beat a drum. Dru"
lheyhad, for the men were all, or nearly all, so®
diera, They did not keep a great ai-my, but evevy'
| aehad his musket and sword and spear, for pro-
| tection against the hostile Indian or the wild beast.
Indeed, when Sundaycame and everybody went to
church, you would have supposed there was to be a
dill or a fight, for there stood the drummer on the
Istep, and the men coming down the broad path
I wrc all or nearly all armed; besides, upon the
square, fort-like building, in which they first held
their meetings, men werc stationed on the lookout
forencinies.
| We cali the drum the Puritan church-bell, but in
| those days the churches in New England were
called “ meeting-houses,”—the same assj'nii¢-iE-ut,
which word you find in the New Testament, and
| Iherc were a good many points in common between

Voi.. VI.—26.

pra
bejn

Thil
on one?
boys hai”
floor is sa
brought litS
teirato put ui”
A long Service’
prayer which lal
teacher reads and’
Nowadays one geno
whatever church, witl



fou
Tacks
Ron of
‘lo were
ihan was

nnset Satur-

Biit that is

am afraid it

rery apt to think
"to meeting, and
langling their legs
vondering when the

(Am,

ink a momeni

that time, ad
«g life must have'

. or towns as noiv

1y trains or puffinj

fst town, had not o

Frestern village mav
were no great coi-1

ofs, no public halls,

Aays.  But then the

more exciting tlian ii

oys spent their time in

Rds. by the banks of the

Jof the roaring sea, orin

They learned the ue

R, and they had plenty of

They hunted bcarsand

They shot wild turkeys,

bks. They did not have lo

\hen go off a great distante

was their daily occupatioa

[ley walked through the foresi

1red Indian, who was not niak-

ainiature canoes, but hunlingas

Rey lived by the sea or rivors, a

Rfirst, they had their fishing, swim-

ind sailing. This was all part of

pell as their sport, and hard lites they

for from early youth they workd

men, laying out roads through the
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houses and barns to be built, ships
omake, milis, fortifications and churchcs,

ere farms and orchards to lay out and ai-
ind when winter carne, they went into the
Fand cut down the forest trees, and whcn the
ftvas hard, they sledded the logs to the ivooii-
the timber to the mili. They had not the
Fious labor-saving machines, but every one had
Iwork hard with plain tools; and as there were

Ffew stores, people raised or made nearly al! that

they Ihemselves needed to use.

The giris, too, had their work. Every homo had
its spinning-wheel and loora, and the women and
young giris spun and wove all the clothing and
household stuff. They had to take care of the
houses. and they had their out-door life also, 'vork-
ing on the farm and in the field. When the long
winterevenings carne they read by the fireside. and
liad their quilting bees and their liusking frolics.
There was plenty of wood in the forest, and ihe
wood-piles were built high, so they stuffed the greal
logs into the big chimney and had roaring fircs,
which did not warm the houses as our furnaccs do,
but were vastly more chcerful and more wbolesonit'
There was not muchb schooling with books, and

*5ee FroQtispiece«
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[liere were few wlio spent as much time in school
amost children now spend in vacation.

jfoiv, all new countries require work, and New
England boys and giris had to work liard; buc it
ives not work only which made New England so
«dl known and so great that hundreds of books
have becn written about her and wil continué to

LITTLE PURITANS.
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preachcrs; but the day which they kept so rigor-
ously was always reminding ihem that there was
something more to be done than to get rich fast
and spend their riches on themselves; that they
were to please God and not themselves. They
did not always go to work the right way to please
Him, but they did not forget Him and think only

A ?URITAN CHURCH.fiELL

bewritten for gencrations to come. Itwas Sunday
snd work together that made her great. The boys
and girls who heard the drum cali them to church,
and sat restlessly there under the eye of Che tithing-
tnan, did not always understand what was said,
and niany times foolish things were said by the

of their merchandise. The children in meeting-
house and at work learncd self-control, learned
that it was manlier and better to labor than to be
self-indulgent, and they were never allowed to
think that they could do anything they chose. We
Uve in liappier times now, and should think it very
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od<l to see boys always take off their hats, and
giris courtcsy when they met older people in the
road; to write letters to our fathers which begin
Honorcd Sir, and to treat our parents as if they
were judges of the supreme court; but bccause
little Puiitans did these things, you must not fancy
they did not love their parents, or that their parents
did not love them. There are many beautiful
letters written at that time which show that fathers

THE FLAME OF A STREET LAMP.

[Amo,

and mothers cared for their homes as they ca&
for nothing else but God.

So when we think of the stiff, hard-looking
Puritans, we may remember that they hatcd lies
and worked hard. The little Puritans grew uwp
in a free out-of-door life, and learned in childhood
to set duty before pleasure. And it was om
of such stuff that the men and women of ik
Revolution carne,

THE FLAME OF A STREET LAMP.

By Frederic Palmer.

Once there was a gas-lamp just lighted and
burning brightly in oneof the side streets ofa large
city.

“ There !” said the flame, as she settled herself
down ; “ now, we'1l have a quiet night of it.”

Crash ! carne a stone through one of the upper
panes of glass of the frame that inclosed hcr. The
stone carne from the othcr side of the Street; it was
thrown by a boy in a ragged jacket and a fiir cap,
and was aiincd at a cat which was walkingstealthily
along on the top of the feuce.

“Ohl” cried the flame, bending as far away as
her hold on the burner would ailow ; “ whycan’t
people have a regard forone’s feelings ? | saw him
do itj it was vcry careless. It is exceedingly
unpleasant to have one of your glasses broken.

One doesn’t know what migbt happen. It leavH
one exposed to all sorts ofthings. [It’s fortinate
there ’s so little wind to-night, or I might be bloan
out.”

Just then four very little hobgoblins carne along,
They hadbeen outon afrolic, and were goiiig liéme,
very inerry and very mischievous.

“ Hulloo,” said one of them.
go in and tease hcr.”

So in they all four went through the broken pane
of glass.

“ Oh 1” shrieked the flame, as they flew iii, and
she bent away from them.

A great, burly policeman was walking slo*ly
along the Street, and he carne and stopped undcr
the lamp-post and said:

“ See here; lei’s

“ How this gas flickers and sings ! Ah, there's
a broken pane. I must have it menclod lo
morro'v.”

And he leaned back against the lamp-post and
stood there, whistling softly to himself.

“ See her!” said the hobgoblins, as they crowded
together all in a cérner and looked at her.

The flame straightened herself up and triedto
go on burning as if she were quite unconscious Ihal
anything unusual was going on. Theyhndbeen
sobered a little by finding themselves inside of one
of the large lamps they had always looked at from
the outside, and so near this bright, strangc creai-
ure ; and they Icept so quiet for a few minutes that,
as she steadily looked the other way, she almost
began to believe that she was alone. But soon
they began to recover themselves.

“ Look at her!” said one of them.

“ .See her bkish ! said another.
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Slie was bliishing, and she knew it; and whcn
she knew ihat they knew it, and were looking at
iler she blusbed all the more, though she tried
hard 10 stop.

“ Stie niakcs believe not to know that we are
here ” said the hobgoblin who carne in last; “ TU
nwké her know."

And he stepped forward, and, withhis long tore-
finger, poked her. .,

‘eOh!” shrieked the flame again, bendingaside.

She really couldn’t help it; it isn’t pleasant to
be pokcd with a hobgoblin’s long forefinger.  She
dcteriiiined she would lean as far awayas possible ;
so she bent away from thcm and went on burning
as best she could, trying to control her trembling.

“ She tries to gct out of our way,” said the hob-
goblin who carne in ncxt the first; “ go round to
the otlicr side of her. Let’s each take a cérner,
then she can’t dodge us.”

So they did. Then the flame becanie dreadfully
frightencd. She stood straight up on tiptoe and
shrieked at the top of her volee. She hoped the
policeman below would know what the matter was.
But he did n’t. He simply kept leaning against
the lanip-post and wliistling quictly.

He was thinking of bis littlc giri at lidme ; how
swect and pretty she was, and how beautifully she
.ikii\3 bore the teasing, tormenting ways of her
brothers, and how davk his home would be if
some ila\- she were suddenly to disappear. Pcrsons
passing by were striick by his stern expressioii.
His face looked almost savage in tlio flickering
light.

Mcanwhile the hobgoblins were getting worse
ib.inevcr in their malicious sport. It was such fun
losee the poor little thing on tiptoe, vainly striving
to get out of their reach !

" Oh,” said the flame in a whisper to herself, as
she sank back again exhausted with the effort; “ |
really caiinot bear this.”

Biit she had to bear it, and not this only. The
hobgoblins whistled in her ears; they trod on her
toes; they pushed her knees in from behind, and
made her courtesy suddenly; they twitched her
hair; they pinchcd her; they stooped down, with
their hands on their knees, and blew in her face.

“Oh-h-h-h 1" gasped the flame. “ Yon let me
alone! You let me alonel If you don’t, 11l go
out!"

“Heat her!" said the hobgoblins; “ she says
shel! go out! We should like to know whbat
she mcans by that. Go out, indeed | We should
hke to see her do it. She thinks she 'd get rid
of us; but she would n’t; wc 'd go after her.”

FLAME OF A STREET LAMP.
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And they
blew in her
face again.

“1 niill go
out,” cried
the poor flame; and she went out.

“ She did go out, did n’t she ?” said the hobgob-
lins, as they groped about to tind the brokcn pane.

“1 wonder where she’s gone to,” said the last
one as he crawled out.

"*Hullo!” said the policeman; and he stopped
whistling and looked up, in a puzzicd way, at the
brokcn lamp; “ 1 did n’t think there was wind
onough stirring to-night to blow that gas out.”

And there wasn’t.
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A SONG OF EASTER.

By Celia Thaxter.

Sino, children, sing!
And the lily censeis swing;
’Sing that life and joy are waking and thatDeath no more is king.**
Sing the happy, happy tumuit of the slowly brightening
Spring;
Sing, little children, sing !

Sing, children, sing |
Winter wild has taken wing.
Fill the air with the sweet tidings till the frosty echoes ring |
Along the eaves the icicles no longer glittering cling;
And the crocus in the garden lifts its bright face to the sun.
And in the ineadows softly the brooks bcgin to run; W tti
And the golden catkins swing
In the warm airs of the Spring;
Sing, little children, sing!

Sing, children, sing !
The lilies white you bring
In the joyous Easter morning for hope are blossoming;
And as the earth hcr shroud of snow from off her breast doth fling,
So may we cast our fetters off in God’ eternal Spring.
|So may we find release at last from sorrow and from pain,
'So may we find our childhood’s calm, delicious dawn again.
Sweet are your eyes, O little ones, that look with smiling grace,
Withtut a shade of doubt or feav into the Fiiture’s face !
Sing, sing in happy choras, with joyful voices tcll
That death is life, and God is good, and all things shall be well;
That bittcr days shall cease
In warmth and light and peace,—
That Winter yiclds to Spring,—

Sing, little children, sing!
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THE DEW

By Mary a.

THE Dcw fell into the heart of a Rose, and lay
ina blissful dveam.

The sun had just set, and the young moon hung
inthe sky, but so narrow was her silver rim that
ihe earih was almost dark.

<'It would be more blessed to die here than to
live elsewhere,” said the Dew, looking up at a Star,
and the Star looked down at the Dew with such a
briglit smile that she shonc, too. Soon the petdis
ofthe Rose began to ciése around bev. She could
ot See them more: but she was surely being shut
inio the heart of the Rose, and a strange terror
Slicd her so that she sprang up to free herself, but
toolate. The central petdis held her fast, though
the outer ones still lay blandly open. Then the
Dew calied piteously for The Humming-Bird, the
Biitterfiy and the Honey-Bee, to come and set her
free; but they were fast asleep and did not hear.
Soshe sank helplesslyback into her rose prison, in

SPOILING A
By John

When Tom Black was in his fourteenth year,
he was at school in a small village Lnthe south of
England, and was as bappy a boy as_any fellow
ought to expect to be; and yet on his birthday,
when he was really fourteen, he ran away to sea.

No one could possibly imagine why he did this,
and, indeed, Tom himself could give no good.
reason for his conduct.

He had a half-holiday on his birthday, and he
went down to the sea-port town of M , a short
irip from the school, to spend a few houis and to
see the ships. There he fell in with a recruitmg
officcr, who wanted some boys for a man-of-war m
lhe haibor, and Tom was so rauch pleased with the
stories he told of life at sea, that he went into a sta-
lionePs store, bought some paper and wrote two
notes, one to his family at home and the other to
thcmaster of the school, informing them that be
had a most admirable opportunity of going to sea
and learning to be a naval officer. Such a chance
might not occur again, and as he had made up his
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IN THE ROSE.
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the delicious atmosphere of which she soon fell
asleep and forgot her troubles.

From the moment the Dew fell, an ugly sprite
had been flitting around the edge of the Rose. It
was the hot South-Wind, a servant of the Sun, and
the sworn enemy of the Dew. The Sun lefl him
behind tliat he might ljreathe upon the Dew to
destroy her. But the Night, watchful mother over
her sleeping children, bade the Rose fold the Dew
ciése and safe from harm imtil morning. So when
the morning carne, and a West-Wind had driven
away the hot South-Wind, the Rose oponed her
petdis and the Dew awoke.

“ 1 wonder why the Rose so unkindly shut me
ro,”” she murmured, “and now iny beautiful star
is gone!”

Thoughtless littlc Dew ! That which seemed a
prison was the sheltering bosom of Love, in which
you lay safely shielded from the unseen Evil.

BOMBSHELL.

Lewres.

mind to enter the navy, any way, it would not be
wise to let the opportunity pass. He would lose
nothing by leaviiig scliool now, for navigation,
mathcmatics, and evcrything that it was necessary
for a naval officer to know, were taught on the ship.
Then he mailed the letters and went on board.

When Tom’s father and the raaster received
these notes, it is probable that they would have
taken measurcs to get Tom off that ship in very
short order, had it not been for the fact that the
vessel sailed early the ncxt morning after Tom
made his appearancc on her deck, and she was far
out at sea before Mr. Black and Dr. Powers had
read their letters.

So there was nothing to be done at home but to
hope that tbings would eventually turn out for the
best, and indeed this was what Tom himselfhad to
do. ” For he soon found that his position on the
vessel was very different from what he had sup-
posed it would be. Instcad ofbeing taught how to
sail the ship, he was taught how to coil a rope and



376 SPOILINU A

to help wash tlic decks- He was a sliip’s boy,—
not a midshipman.

When poor Tom found out this lamentable fact,
he made up his mind that he would run away the
first time the vcssel touchcd at a port. 13ui when
she did reach a port, he re-mado up his mind, and
concluded to stay on board.

By a little obscrvation he found out that it would
be a difficull and dangerous ihing for him to try to
run away, and besides he had no money to take
him home. It would be beller, he thought, to

BOMBSHELL.

But aftcr he had been on board the * Héctor"
aboutsix inonths, he got ashort letter, whichplcased
him more than anything in the letter linche hadcver
reccived. This told him tliat, as his fricnds had
become convinced that he was rcally very mucli
attached to a life on the sea, and that as his officers
had rcportcd well of him, they had obtained for
him an appointment as midshipman.

Now Tom was happy. Now he would rcallv
leatn mathematics and navigation, and now he liad
a chance to work himself up into a good position.

itz PICKBD IT UP AND HURLTVD IT INTO THE SRA.”

stay on board the ship, where he had made some
friends, and whei-e he was getting on a good deal
better than any other ship-boy. For the undcr-
officcrssoon found out that Tom was made of better
stuff than the other boys, and they could not lielp
thinking, too, that he had been a great fnol to
come on board in such a posilion. But they did
not tell him so, for that would have helped no one,
and might have spoiled a very good ship’s-boy.

Tom wrole home whenever he had a chance,
and he had some long letters from his family,
which were forwarded to him with the other letters
for the ship.

It would seem as if this thoughtless boy had bccn
rewavdcd for running away from school, and giving
bis family so much anxiety and troubie. But tliings
sometimes happen that way, though it does not dnto
trust to any such good fortune. In afier years. Tom
often rcgretted that he had not staid at school, and
fiiiished portions of liis cducation which had lobe
entirely neglected on board ship. And he aiso lind
some immediate cause for repentance, for he found
that some of his companions were very willing to
joke about the ship’s-boy who had come among
them, although they knew that he was just as mucli
of a gentleman as any of them.
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In about a year aflcr Tom's appointment, war
Uroke out «'ith Spaiii, and the “ Héctor” was
ctdered lothe Spanish coast. After cruising about
for a inonth or two, she joined with two other
Britifli vessels in an attack on a fortress on the
shore of the Mediterranean Sea, which was at the
same lime besieged by a land forcé.

Earlv in the morning the thrce vessels opened
fircon ilic fort, which soon replied jn a vigorous
fashion, sending bombshells and cannon-balls all
around them, and sometimes knocking off a spar
or crashing through some timbers. But the
‘sHéctor” lared very wcll. She was more aclvan-
Ufeouslv placed than the other ships, and while
she couid readily pour in her fire on the fort, she
received fewer shots in return than her consorts.

But, after a time, lhe enemy began to think that
lhe “ Hcctor" needed rather moi-e attention, and
additioual guns were brought to bear upon her.
Now tlierc were lively times on the “ Hector’s”
I deck, and Tom found out what it was to be in a
hot fight on board of a ship.

Biit the boy was not frightened. That was not
lhis nature. He rushed around, carrying orders
land attending to his duties, very much as ifhe was
lengaged in a rousing good game of cricket.

While he was thus employed, plurap on board
I carne a trombshell, and fell almost at the foot of the
Imainmast. The fuse in itwas smoking and fizzing.

Inan instant more it would explode and tearevery-
thing around it to atoms i

Seveml men were at a gun near by, but they
did not see the bomb. Their lives were almost as

good as gone.

The captain stood just back of the gun. He saw
lhe smoking bomb, and sprang back. Before he
had time to even shout “ Look out!” along carne
I Tom. He was almost on the bomb before he saw it.

Itnevertook Tom long to make up his mind.
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Wc have seen that. His second thoughts always
cainc up a long way after the first ones. He gave
one glance at the smoking fuse; he knew that it
was just about to explode, and that'it would Kill
cvcrybody round about it, and he picked it up and
huiled it into the sea.

When the captain saw Tom stoop, and grasp
that hot, hcavy bojnb in his two hands; when he
saw him raise it up, with the fuse spluttcring and
fizzing ci6se to his ear,—where, if it had exploded, it
would have blown his head into pieces no bigger
than a pea,—and then dash it over the ship's side,
so that the fuse was, of course, extinguished the
instant it touched the water, he was so astonished
that he could not speak.

He made one step, a warning cry was on his
lips, but before he could say a word it was all over.

When Tom turned, and was about to hurry away
on the errand that had been so straiigely inter-
rupted, the captain took him by the arm.

“ My good fellow,"” said he, and alihough he
had seen much service and had been in many a
fight, the captain could not help his voice shaking

a little ; “ my good fellow, do you know what you
have done ?”
“ Yes, sir,” said Tom, with a smile, “ | have

spoiled a bombshell.”
“ And every man in this part of the ship owes
you his life,” added the captain.

1f you should ever meet Captain Tom Black of
Her Majesty’s ship “ Stinger,” you might ask him
about this incident, and he would probably tell you
that he has heard about it a great deal him-
self, and that he believes, from what happened
afterward, that the affair of the bombshell was a
very good thing for him, but that it was all over
so quickly that he has really forgotten almost all
about it.

THE REWARD OF VIRTUE.

By V. Q. Smith.

I His clear little eyes were full of tears,

I Bul liis dcar little mouth was smiling.

I7iih liis dear little fists in his dear little eyes,
He was really quite beguiling.

He wanted a dear little candy dog
Which belonged to his dear little sister,
And his father called him a dear little pig,
Till he gave lip teasing and kissed her.

He could n’t help crying a little still,
But he feit like a dear little hero;

Then his sister promised to give him a taste,
And called him a dear little dear O.
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THE BOY ASTRONOMER.

THE BOY ASTRONOMER.

Hy Harriet Prescott Spofford.

[in

NE coid
iiight, Johnny
*was Corning
fvom a ncigh-
bor’s, whither
he had gone
proudly with a
lantern tobriiig
bis sister homo
through the
. fielcls, >vhen the
vvind blew the
light of the lantern out. This was very provoking.

“ Never mind,” said the school-master, who had
happened to be at the neighbor’s, too, “ the wind
cannot blow the stars out.”

“ Only when it blows up clouds and storm,” said
Johnny.

“ “Behind the cloud is the sun still shining,””
sang '.is sister, wrapping her cloak about her.

“ There is Jupiter shining now behind that little
cloud,” said,the schcol-mastcr, *“ There he comes.
How large he i>ciése to the horizon '—he will be
gone in a few minutes. It’s a pity we can’t see
his four moons,—what a grand sight he would be
now wijt" .s four moons clustered about him, and
all rr." ~ oelow the hoiizon in compaiiy !”

_'ooh ! | don’t believe it! There isn’t but
( :moon,” said Johnny, whose granimar was not
his strong point, and whose famiiiavity with the
school-master his sister could explain as wcll as I,

“Don’t believe what ?” said the school-master.
“ That Jupiter has moons? Perhaps you don't
believe that each one of those fixed stars is a
sun?”

“Of course not,” said Johnny. “ How can they
be suns? They ’re nothing but stars, any way.”

“ They are suns with stars revolving round them,
just as the earth revolves round the sun. Perhaps
you don’t believe that the earth is a star?”

“The earth?” cried Johnny breathlcssly.
guess so! Oh, come now, you can't seil
This brown, dirty earth !”

The school-master laughed. “ How easy disbe-
licfis1” he cried. “ Itsottles all difficuity at once.
W hatanewworld ofpleasure the urchin has beforc
him !” he said to Johnny’s sister. “Come,—are
you well wrapped »—let us show him a few of the
constellations. Constellations, Johnny,” he added,
looking up at the stars that shook in the frosty wind

starlit

“
me !

TWO PARTS.

PART 1]

like diamonds hanging on dark threads frotn it
deep heavens, “ are groups of stars that lise ad
set together, or nearly so, year after year, as sei
from our earth, and have a resemblance tosont
object or other, as the ancients fancied, and as f

of US can see. Seen from some other st.ir, ihol
would look entirely different. Some of them ag¢
very distinct, though. Do yousee the Dippcr—iht
Great Dipper? There itis,” and the school-masia
stooped behind Johnny, and pointed upiviihliis
canej “ four large stars and a crooked handle,
Here, turn this way; now, look there !”

“ Yes, yes. 1l—see it. | see it now!” ctieiil
Johnny. “ It’s ajolly big one!”

“ That constellation is soniewhere to be seenoii j
every clear night, by us. Some poet describes ii,
at this season, as a vase, out of which all ilie oilet
stars are poured about the sky. There are twoslan
in it called tlie pointers,—those twn,—because ihey
always point at the North Star "

“ | know that,” cried Johnny. “ Th.it Xorth |
Star is the one the darkies used to makc for. 11
ahvays knew the North Star and the Milky Way."

“ Did you know that the earth was one oftlel
stars of the Milky Way ?”

“ The earth? Oh, come now !” said Johnny.

“ Indecd she is, hanging down from it like a|
lamp in chains,” said Johnny’s sister.

“ Oh, my1l Truiy? Nowyou’re fooling me!"
rcturned Johnny.

“ Why should we ‘fool ’ you ?” asked the school-1
master. “ Do you think because a thing isstninje |
itcan’tbe truc? Do you think, because it is strange,
thatthere can't be sucha thing as double and triple |
stars, all different colors, all revolving round each
other, so that as a blue sun sets, a red sun is high|
in the sky, and a green sun is rising ?”

“ I should think you thought I was a little boy,
to be amused with fairy stories 1” said Johnny (whol
was not a very big boy).

“ ‘The fairy tales of science and the long rcsulis |
of time,”” said the school-master. “ Wcll, letus
find another constellation. In the south there isH
wondcrful one called the Southern Cross, brigl'ier
than anyjcwels. But that is on the undcr siclerf
our globe, and we on this side cannot sec il, o
course. Look along ihe Milky Way now; seeif
you can find a Northern Cross. There itlies,”?
long line of bright stars, almost straight up and
down, just leaning a little, and two arms,—the per-j
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jfctoutline of a crucifix. It is the constellation of
itcSnan, where it flies down the Milky Way.”

1qt is the prettiest of them all, I think,” said
johmy’s sister. “ It does look so likc a piece of
jen'etry."
“ m>jow ict US find Orion, the hunter of the hcav-
ens. hce, Johnny, if you can discover a great giant
ancwhcrc up there, with a sword dangling from his
tiei holding a round shield before him, and fight-
ingawild bull, with his dog at his heels. No?
\\ell, lookiiow, just where | point. There is a big
letter V- ™itli a brighter star at the firsttip; that
bright star is named Aldebaran,—almost all the
siarsliare iames.  Sailors use that star a great deal
in finding out where they ave at sea. That letter
Viscallcd the Hyadcs,—the rainy Hyades, the an-
dentsliad it, supposing they broughtwet wcathcr.
They make the BulTs face. You see that little group
of fine slars. near by, ciése as forget-mc-nots on a
sifin—scvenofthem ? ThosoarethePlciades ”

n rigllt I saw tlw Pleiads, risinK thro' ihe niillow

Giittr like a S'varm of fire.flies, longlcd ii> a silvcr braid,””

said jnhiiny’s sister, who was rather sentimental
and very fond of poetry.

“Your verse in the Bible reading this morning
inschool spoke of them,” said the school-master.
“*Caiist thoti bind the sweet influenccs of the Ple-
iades?” There’s more in that verse than inccts
theeyc, when we remember that one of thosc scven
stars lias the same influence ovcr all this imiverse
ofstars that the sun has over the earth. Well,
well! Now, Johnny, follow my ftnger; you have
seen the Plciades hanging on the side of the Bull
likca swavm of bees; you have seen the Hyades

iMking ihe Bull’s face, as he butts against the
hunier’s shield. No'v, go on. You will see three
stais, rafher in a slanting Une, like a bclt. You
iiave found them? Yes? Then, dropping from
ilni bclt are two fainter stars in a line,—the sword.
Beloiv those, some distance apart, shine two sepa-
re, bright stars, which are in the giant’s knees;
thove the belt, some way up, are two othcrs, which
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are in his shoulders, and they makc a triangle with
a smallcr one in his ncck, Now, lifted up, half
round the wliole, is a great, faint circle of stars,—
the shield. Here, like this,” and the school-master
with his cafie dotted out boles on the snow in the
right shape. “ Now see if, by the help of those
slars, you can make out the great outline of a
liuntcr leaning along the sky thcrc. And that
blazing star, with a pale-grecn lustcr, is Orion’s
hound,—Sirius, the dog-star 7

“ Yes, I've heard tell of the dog-star.”

“ And now you ’ie seen it.”

“ Wecll, 1 never I” said Johnny. “Is that all ?”

“ \11? It ’s not the beginning. But 1 fancy
your little pitcher has all it can hold to-night. We
will come out again for another lesson.”

“ Lesson? " said Johnny, with a failing face. “ 1
did n’t know it was a lesson.”

“ Youwould n’t have liked it so well, if you had ?
That ’s the way with all of us, Johnny. But you ’ll
find, my boy, that there 's no one momcnt in life
when you can declare yourself free from Icssons.”

“ It’s pleasanicr lo Icarn it so than in books,
any way,” said Johnny. “ Would n’t it be a jolly
go, if a fellow could have wings and explore it aU
for himself?”

“ Like the comcts.”

“ Comets? Nicholas says that when the comet
comes next time, it will scnd tliis world as high as
Gilderoy’s kite.”

“ 1t will slip by like a cloud, and do us no barra;
and we shall only see it shining in the sky on sum-
mer nights, hurrying to pay its visit to the sun.”

“ 1guessso!”

“ | was just reading a charming little story about

a comet,” said the school-master to Johnny’s sister.
“ Come, pick up your lantern, Johnny, and we ’ll
trudgealong. This comet, it seems, ages and ages
ago, travcling this way, saw a little star rolling
along, that was n’t here when she carne by before.
It was the earth ; but such a strange earth—all fire
and steam and red-hot lava and moltcn rock, and
not a living thing but fire and steam upon it. So
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the comet said, ‘Good-morrow and good-bje. 1
hope you ’llbe more tranquil when 1come by again,’
and shook her silver hair and was gone. Ages and
ages afterward, the comet, keeping iip her perpet-
ual travel, carne this way again. There was the
earth, awoild of white vapor now, through which
she saw dimly huge trees, like palms and enormous
ferns, waving heavily to and fio, and strange, hor-

rid, uncouth monsiers, of vast bulk and hideous
shape, sliding in and out of the waters and mo-
rasses. ‘Why, this isinteresting 1’said the comet.

‘The little thing is really shaping out, | am quite
curious to see what it has in view. Wcll, good luck
to you! "and oif she went again. Ages and ages
afterward, the same comet carne along once more;
there was the earth, shining outof her azure atmos-
phere, marble temples were gleaming under the
boughs of graceful trees, fine men and lovely women
were waiking over grassy slopes smooth as veivet,
and little rosy children were tumbling among fniit

and flowers. “Oh !’said the comet, ‘what would
n’t 1 give to rest here a littlel You lovely earth.
don’t change any more till 1 come back again!’

and, looking behind her, very likely, the comet went
on her tireless way. Now, what do you suppose
she ’Il see when, ages and ages henee, Che comet
comes back again, Johnny?”

“ She wont sec me!” said Johnny. “ | don’t
suppose she will. But I wish i had wings to go
after her.”

“ Well, we have almost the same thing as wings
—those of USthat have telcscopcs. Did you never
look through one,—not through aspy-glass? Then
the next time your father goes to Boston, perhaps
he will take you, and let you look through the tel-
escope on the Common, You will see the spots on
the sun in the day-time, and after dark you svill
have a chance to see the rings around Saturn and
the belts and moons of Japiter.”

“ 171 tease till he takes me,” said Johnny, scuff-
ing the snow along before him.
And he did.

Whecn Johnny carne home from Boston with
his father, some weeks afterward, he kept up a
great thinking and a great whistling, and it was
presently noticed that he had grown alarmingly in-
dustrious : alarmingly, because he dcnianded pén-
nies forevery little act he did, and the family purse
was threatened with bankruptcy, in consequence.
He sawed the small wood, and piled it, and brought
itin, and picked up the chips, and fed the firc ; he
foddercd the corvsand took care ofthepigs,—always
for a coiisideration. He shoveled the pathsin the
snow ; he brought the water; he was ready to hold
anybody’s horse anywhere; he put up a dreadfdl-
looking notice in the post-office, to the purport that
Johnny Parsons ran errands for fivc cents. He
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picked up pins and sold them to the boys foroid
nails, and sold the nails to the junk-man for od

iron. He took his sa>ings-bank to pieces everv
night to cbunt his pennies, his silver, and his scrili
It was growing into a grand suni total, leavingihe
domain of cents and mounting ciése upon thatof
dollars.

This continucd for several weeks, and every day
the hoard grew. The family laughed at Johniiys
miscrliness; his mother worried; but, on the whole
they congratulated themselves on the energy he «&
showing, on the way in which he would evidcnilv
get along in the world. But one night Johanv
screived his savings-bank together triumphantly,
and climbed to set it on top of the dock. From
that moment not one errand did he run, nobotk's
horse did he hold, no cows did he fodder, no pen-
nies did he earn, and no wood did he handie, ex
cept two long, round, myslerious sticks, through
which he was boring with an auger.

Johnny had now a little book on astronomy,—
easy astronomy,— which had been givcn him by ilie
school-master, who frequently carne in, of an cven-
ing, to explain it to him, whiiehis sister Icaixd over
the other side of the book, as much intorosicd &
he in the school-mastcr’s words. This book wes
Johnny’s Vaiie Mecuin ; it was tuckcd under his
pillow at night when he went to sleep, and wes
pulled out in the morning when he woke up; and
the school-master had to threaten to take it anay
from him, unless some little attention were paid jo
his other books as wcll.

“Whatareyou doing, Johnny?” said his mother,
one day as she saw him heating the iron lirspof
a Sharp knife-biade, and then plunging it intoa
long rod, a slender bole in which had been filled
with rosin, so that, when the rosin cooied, llie
binde was fixed securely in the rod. “ Whatare
you doing, Johnny ?”

“ Making wings,” said Johnny; and he ranthe
rod, with the knife-blade fixed to it, into the holiow
he had bored in the bigger of the two long, round
sticks, and whirlcd it round and round, smoothing
off the hole that the auger had made. *“ Making
wings, Ma. j ’'m going to cali on Japiter and his
moons. | ’'m going to gct up early and be off wiih
Miss Venus, while slie ’s playing morning star.
Great larks, Ma | | il let you see before long.”

Johnny’s labors now began to grow somewhat
like a nuisance in the family. Somebody wes
always upsctting something of his, either a paint-
potor a glue-pot,—for the knife-blade kept coming
outofthe long rod, and had to be as often veplacd,
—and there was always a little track of fine whit-
tlings and sawdust following him from garret to
kitchen. He had bored the hole in the longer and
bigger stick,—it was now a tube,—had smoothed il
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and stneared it with blnck paint inside, as well as
he could, and was busy on the smaller stick ; and
it became evident that that was mcant for another
nibe, «liich the hole completcd in the laiger tube
«asjiist big cnough to receive ; and he bored and
smoothcd and smeared, without wasting many
tords, till people were fairly growing sick of the
sight of his sticks, his shavings, and his tools, to
say nothing of himsclf, with his fingers stained
I beyond the power of soap, and his trousers niined
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Johnny shut one tiibe exultingly within the other,
took the precise measuremenls of the ends, brought
the money out of his savings-bank, and, while lie
waitcd till his fathcr should go again to Boston to
buy goods. beguiled the time with conundruras.
“ Pa, why is Saturn the most dishonest of the plan-
eta? Giveitup? 1’1l tcll you. Because he’s in
two or three rings at once.” And whecn the thing
grew tedious, and he was sent from the room under
penalties, he would put his head back and sing out.

AT WORK ON THE TELESCOPE.

whblotches of rosin and paint and with cuts from
iiis impicments, which were sharpened to such an
I «tcnl that his fatherexpectedto see the grind-stone
| Kpiodc.";uiyday. He had left the bark on the first
1siick; but the second onc must be made smooth on
| ibt outside as well as on the inside, as it had to
Islile in and out of the larger. He peeled it care-
liully; rubbed it on the outside with rotten-stonc,
| painted it black, and with a clry cloth wiped off as
I Mch of the paint as would come off; painted it
1"™er, and wiped off the paint again; painted it

and wiped it off again, and so on, till at last
ibe little round, hollow stick was as smooth and
shiningasthe lacquered panel of a coach. He had
slready smoothed and blackened it inside. Thcn

“ Sis! 1 guess you can’t tell why Japiter’s the
Champion star! Eh? eh?”
“1°m sure | can't! And | don’t want to!”

would be the impatient reply.

“ Because he’s got the Belt! But, say, look
herc, any of yon,—what constellation’s John the
Baptist like?”

“ Oh, you bad, bad boy !~

“Too much for you? The Great Dipper!”
Johnny would cxclaim, and slam the door just in
season.

But as it grew toward the time for Mr. Parsons
to takc tlie journey that he took only twice a year,
words cannot describe tlic docility of Johnny’s
hehavior. He brushed his hnir before coming to
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the table, withoutbeing told; he made superhuman
excrtions not to thiust his knife down his throat,
even going to the point of putcing the crisp fried
potato on his fork with his fingers ijefore carrying
the fork to his lips; he went about on tiptoe, shut
the doors carefully, forgot to whistie, asked no
conundrums,—detcrmined if good conduct could
do it to make it impossible for his father to refuse
him a favor. Mr. Parsons liad not the least inten-
tion of refusing; and he took the money at last,
and the little scrap of directions, which Johnny
with abjcct fear and trembling lianded to him, and
mounted the stage in which he drovc to the distant
railway station, and took all Johnny’s hopes with
him.

Johnny could hardly say he lived in the days
while h's father was gone; he took no note ofany-
thing but the going and coraing of the stage; he
paid no heed to his lessons; he hardly ate fior
drank fior sieptj his nerves were so stretched with
impntience that he felt like exclaiming at any noise
and crying at any sharp word. He grew so white
and thin in that prolongad fortnight, that his
motlicr had to talk serioitsly with him, and he
forced himself to eat, under threats of the doctor
and Stoughton’s Elixir.

But at last the stage drove up, and his father
slowly clambered down from it. Before he spoke
a word to his father, Johnny undid the parcel that
he tossed him,—his father might have broken it,—
and then the revulsion carne, and he spranginto
his father’s arms and burst into tears.

It was a tiny parcel aftcr all,—just the brass
pieces and the lenses. Johnny knew he could
hardly make the lenses himself before he was an
oid man, and he had found out where they were to
be had, and had sent for them. He got out his
tubes and proceeded to fit them ; his hands shook
so it was impossible at first; but he would not let
his father or the school-master help him ; he
waited,— inwhat suspense!—and steadied his hand,
and tried again; and they fitted to a nicety !

All the neighbors, meanwliile, had heard of
Johnny’s work, and the news sprcad like wild-fire
that at length it was completed and was going to
be tried that night—a long six-months’work. But
that nighta thundershower carne up, and it settled
into a long rain, and it was not till sunset of the
third day that clear sky was seen again, and only
on the sky was first trial to be made.

What a splendid sunset it was with the great
cloiids driving away before the west wind and all
aflame with color,—Johnny’s heart was dancing
like the rainbowed drops upon the leaves. He
took his bread and milk to the doorstep to eat it
there while he watched the twilight fall, the dark-
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ness gather, and one by one the stars steal ow|
blossoming like flowers upon the dusk.

“ There’s Lyra,” said Johnny, throiving badil
his head so far that his bread nearly choked him |
“There ’s Vega, straight overhead. And there'sl
—yes, there ’s Japiter, the great beauty !”

Once Johnny would have said “ oid Jupe™; but|
there was an unaccountable bashfulness upon tiimi
to-night; he hardly dared take any liberiieswitti|
the planet he was so soon to visit, one of ivhosti
satellites was going into eclipse,—and if he ivasio|
be privileged to atfend that ceremony dignityaml|
decovum were in order. W hat a night jt ivas'—
scarcely a breath stirring, the air rich with fragrancel
that tile late rain had roted in, and so clear that|
the stars swung great and golden and shinjnj|
above the little earth as if they were only made tci|
canopy her. Johnny went in and got his treasure.i

“ Come,” lie said to his motlier. “ I ’ingomg|
to try my wings.”

He saw them all come out and follow liini, bui|
he dared not speak another word. WIi.it if lig|
thing was wrong; what if it failed; what ifiij
shiiwed him nothing ! There were tlie neighbors,!
here and there, coming up the ficld in the diml
dark. There were the school-boys, down in ihel
hollow, Everybody knew that Johnny Parsonsl
had made a telescope, and was going to try itto-|
night,—everybody had come to see. It ivasvenl
kind of them,—but if they had only staid away!

How heavy the thing sccincd now! It Hasl
all he could do to get along. He reaclicd thel
fcneQ at last, where lie had driven a couple ofj
spikes to help support it, and carefully wiped ihej
glasses with the bit of chamois leather in ivhiclij
they had come, and lifted it to its place. Hej

waited then to take breath, and then lo takej
another. It was an awful momeiit. What ifitj
showed him nothing; what if thosc ivere onlij

pictures pasted in the telescope on the Common;!
what if it was all a fairy story, and there wnsinj
reality nothing to see! And then, on the otherj
hand, what if he looked and saw the great goldenj
giobe there on the black field, with its four’
moons fioating about it, and one just slippinginioj
the sliadow ! It was the initiation into another life. [
the entrance into a world as new and strange andj
aimost as grand as dcath gives. His hand trcmbledj
so that he could not steady the telescope. He put
his eye there, and for one instant an indistinguisii-
able multitude of all sorts of blazing things were
dancing before it; he looked away again and wp
into the calm, deep heavens that seemcd waitingon|
the scrutiny of liis little tubes with a mute mockery.

“ Here, you look !” he said, pushing it toirard|
the school-master. “ I darsn’t!”

And Johnny thought the school-master had it
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Lihe school-master thought Johnny had it; and
Unten the two it fell from the fence to the rock,
i rolled down the hill, bounding from stone to
«£ and the glasscs were broken to splinters,
.¢eheavens, that had been going to answer

ifbnny’s search, heard only his lamentatioiis.

| When Johnny went to sleep that night, he had
tencomforted by the promise of being taken as
gnpanion on part of the wedding-jouiney of his

sister and the school-master, the next fall, and of
a visit to the great observatory, where swung a
telescope that brushcd the silver dust ofT the very”
stars,—for the school-master wisely thought that
permission would hardly be refused to the boy
who at Johnny’s age had made a telescope himself.

But as nobody really saw anything through it,
nobody to this day knows whethei Johnny made a
telescope or not!

ItHE 1ittle big WOMAN AND THE BIG LITTLE GIRL.

By M.

M. D.

A LITTLE big woman had a big little girl,
And they merrily danced all the day;

The woman declared she was too small to work;
And the girl said; “ |1 'm too big to play.”
So they merrily danccd
W hile the sunlight stayed,

And practiccd their steps
In the evening’s shade.

‘We must eat,” said the little big woman. “ Why not?”
“ Why not?” said the big littlc girl;
So they sipped as they skipped when they wanted a drink,
And swallowed their cake in a whirl.
And they merrily danced
While the sunlight stayed,
And practiced their steps
In the evening’s shade.
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EYEBRIGHT.

EYEBRIGHT.

By Susan Coolidge.

Chapter IV.
HOW THE HLACK DOG HAD HIS DAY.

“ You 'VE got the black dog on your shoulder,
this morning; that ’s what’s the matter with you,”
said Wealthy.

This metaphorical black dog mcanta bad humor.
Eyebright had waked up cross and irritable. What

BYEDRICHT HAD WAKED UP CROSS

made her wake up cross | am not wise enough to
explain. The old-fashioned doctors would proba-
bly have ascribed it to indigestion, the new-fash-
ioned ones to nerves or malaria or a *“ febrile
tendcncy ”; Dcacoii Bcerry, | think, would have
called it “ Original Sin,” and Wealthy, who did
not minee malters, dubbed it an attack of the Oid
Scratch, which nothing but a sound shaking could
cure. Very likely, all these guesscs were partiy
right and all partly wrong. When our bodies get
out of order, our souls are apt to become disordered
too, and at such times there always sccm to be
little imps of evil lurking near, ready to seize the
chance, rush in, fan the small embers of discontent
to a flame, make cross days crosscr, and turn bad
beginnings into worsc endings.

The niorning’s mischances had bcgiin with Eye-
bright's being late lo breakfast,—a thing which
always annoyed her fathcr very much. Knowing
this, she made as much liaste as possible, and ran
down-stairs with her boots halfbuttoned, fastening
her apron as she went. She was in too greata

hurry to look where she was going, and the result
was that presently she tripped and fell, bumpins
her head and tearing the skirt of her frock hall
across. This wasbad luck indeed, for Wealthy, sli4
knew, would make her darn it as a punisliment,
and that meant at least an houris hard work ia
doors on one of the loveliest days that cver shonej
She picked herself up and went into the sittiiig
room, pouting, and by no ineans disposed to enjojl
the lecture on punctuality, which papa m.ide hasta
togive,and which was rather longcrand sharperthsil
it would otherwise have been, because EycL)ight|
looked so very sulky and obstinate while listeninjj
to it.

You will all be shocked at this account, but I aul
not sorry to show Eyebright to you on onc of heri
naughty days. AIll of us have such dav, soiiwl
times, and to represent her as posscssing no ficlisl
would be to put her at a distance from all of youjl
in fact, I should not like her so well mysclf. Sher
has been pretty good, so far, in this story ; butshel
was byno means perfect, for which letus be ilitiRk-I
ful; because a perfect cliild would be an uniKiun?ij
thing, wliom none of us could quite believe in orf
understand ! Eyebright was a dear little girl, andl
for all her occasional naughtiness, had plentyoil
lovable giialities about her; and | am gladtosjyl
she was not often so naughty as on this day.

Whcn a morning begins in lliis vvay, cvorvlhiiigl
seems to go ivrong with us, as if on pur|[)05e. Iti
was so with Eyebright. Her motlier, who tsasreiyj
poorly, found fault with her breakfast. She «anlciil
some hotter tea, and a sliceof toast a little biow-ieri
and cut very thin. These were simple regiicVs,!
and on any other day Eyebright would have danccd|
off gleefully to fulfill them. To-day she was aii-l
noyed at having to go, and moved sbwlyandl
reluctantly. She did not say that she fclt waitingl
on her mother to be a trouble, but her face, and |
the expression of her shoulders, and her tnl,
dawdling movemecnts said it for her; and poor M
Bright, who was not used to such unwillingncss
on the part of her little daughter, felt it so miidii
that shc'shed a few tears over the second cup ofirij
after it was brought. This dismayed Eyebright, j
but it aiso exasperated her. She would notuitcj
any notice, but stood by in silencc till her tnoibirl
had finished, and then, without a word, carided thel
tray down-stairs. A sort ofdouble mood wnsuponl
her. Down below the anger was a feeling of kecnl
remorse for what she had done, and a voice insidcl
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how sorry | ain going
5y 1” But she would not let
lij,:EIfbe sorry then, and stifled the voice by say-
li;j, half aloud, as she went along ; “ I don’t carc.
I]-itoobad of mother. | wish she wouldn’t!”
Wealth)’ met her at the stair-foot.
"Ho'v long you’ve been !” she said, taking the
Ilivfroin her.
1| can’t be any quicker when | have to kecp
|« ? formore things,” said Eyebright.
| 'Nobody said you could,” reiorted Wealthy,
Jepnting crossly herself, laecause Eyebtight’s tone
Inscross. “ Mercy on me! How did you tear
lourfrock like that? You ’ll have to darn it your-
Ililf, vou know ; that ’s the rule. Fetch your work-
(assoon as you 've done the cups and saucers.

585
Ordinarily, Eyebright was very proud to be
trustcd wiUi this little job. She worked care-

fully and nicely and had proved herself capable,
but to-day her fingcrs seemed all thumbs. She
set the cups away without drying the bottoms, so
that they made wet rings on the shelves; she only
half-rinsed the teapot, loft a bit of soap in its spout,
and ended by breaking a saucer. Wealthy scolded
her, she retorted, and then Wcalihy made the
speech, which | have quotecl, about the biack dog.

Very slowly and unwillingly Eyebright sat down
to darn her frock. It was a long, jagged rent,
requiring patience and careful slowncss, andneither
good-wiU fior patience had Eyebright to bring to
the task. Her fingers twitched, she “ pshawed,”
and “ oh deared,” ran the needle in and out and

SHB PAID Kf> ATTBNTIOS TO THE CALL.

J Eyebright almost replied “ 1 wont,” but she dicl
laquitc clare, and walked, without speaking, into
siuing-room, where ihc tablc was made ready
J'* dish-washing, with a tub of hot water, towels, a
soap, and a littlc mop. Since vacation began,
|""ealiny had allowed her to wash the breakfast
on Mondays and Tuesdays, days on which
j'l<herselfwas particuiarly busy.

Vnt. VI.—27.

in irrcgularly, jerkcd the lhrcad, and finally gave a
fretful puli whcn she carne to the end of the first
needlcful, which tore a fresh hole in the stuff, and
puckcrcd all she had darncd, so that it was not fit to
be sccn. Wealthy looked in just then, and was
scandalized at the condition of the work.

“ You can just pick it out from the beginning,”
she said. “ It’sa burning shame that a great girl
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like you shoulcl n’t know how to do better. But
it’s temper—that’s what it is. Nothing in the
world but temper, Eyebright. You ’ve been as
cross as two sticks all day, Massy knows for what,
and you ought to be ashamcd of yourself,”
whereon she gave Eyebright a little shake.

The shake was like a match applied to gunpow-
dei-. Eyebright fiamed into open revolt.

“ Wealthy Ann Jiidson!” she cried, angrily,
“ Let me alone. [li‘s =11 your fault if I nm cross,
you treat me so. I wont pick it out. | wont
darn it at all.  And | shall just tell my father that
you shook me; see ifl don’t.”

Wealthy’s reply was a sound box on the ear.
Eyebright’s naughtiness certainly desenmd punish-
ment, but it was hardly wise or right of Wealthy to
administer it, or to do it thus. She was far too
angry to think of that, however.

“ That ’s what you want,” said Wealthy, “ and
you ’d be a better girl if you got it oftener.” Then
she marched out of the room, Icaving Eyebright in
a fury.

“ 1 wont bcar it1 1 woiubear it 1” she exclnimed,
bursting into tears. “ Everybody is cruel, cruell
1’1l run away | 1°’ll not stay in this house another
minute—not another minute,” and, catching upher
sun-bonnet, she darted through the hall and was
out of the gate and down the Street in a flash.
Wealthy was in the kitchen, her father was out, no
one sawJier go. Rosy and Tom Berry, «ho were
swinging on their gate, callcd to her as she passed,
but their gay voices jaired on her ear, and she paid
no attention to the cali.

Tunxet village was buik upon a sloping hil
whosc top was crowned with woods. To reach
these woods, Eyebright had only to climb two stone
walls and cross a ficld and a pasture, and as they
seemed just then the most desirable lefuge possiblc,
she made haste to do so. She had alwajs had d
peculiar feeling for woods, a fecling made up of
tenor and attraction. They were associated in her
mind with fairies and with robbcrs, with lost chil-
dren, red-breasts, Robin Hood and his merry men j
and she wasby turns eager and shy at the idea of
exploring their depths, according to which of these
images happencd to be uppermost in her ideas.
To-day she thought ncitherof Robin Hood fior the
fairies. The wood was only a place where she
could hide away and cryand be unsccn, and she
plunged in without a thought of fear.

In and in she went, over stones and bcds of moss,
and regiments of tall brakes, which bowed and rose
as she forced her way past their stems, and saliited
her with waftsof woodsy fragrancc, lialfbitter, half
sweet, but altogether pleasant, There was some-
thing soothing in the shade and cool quiet of the
place. It fell like dew on her hot mood, and pres-
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ently her .ingcrchangedt®”M ~knew not»b,|
Her eyes filled with tears. »~ f sat dmvn on.
stone all brown with soft mosscs, and began loorl
softly at fiist, then loudiy and more loud, not tabnJ
any pains to cry quietly, but with hard sou aojl
great giilps which echoed back in an odd way f,Qj|
the wood. It seemed a relief at first to mnlcJ
much noise as she likcd with her crying. andJ
know that there was no onc to hcar or be annoyeil
It was pleasant, too, to be able to talk out loudJ
well as to cry.
“ They are so unkind to me,” she wailed,

very unkind. Wealthy never slapped me l)elbtt,l
She has no right to slap me. 1°li never kssl
Wealthy again,— never. 0-h, she was so uo|
kind "

“0-h 1" echoed back the wood in a holinl
tone. Eyebrightjumped.

“ It’slike avoice,” she thought.  “ I 1l gosorntl
where cise. Itisn't nice justhere. | don'tlikeil’|

So she went back a little way to the edge oitbl
forest, where tlic trees were less thick, andbetweeil
their stems she could see the viilage bclow. Hertl
she felt safer th.an she had been when in tlie thidl
wood. She thrcw herself down in a coniforiaWtl
hollow at the foot of an oak, and lialf-sitliDj,!
half-lying, began to think over her wrongs.

“ 1 guess if I was dcad they 'd be sorry,”stjl
reficctcd. “ They ’d hunt and hunt for me, anjl
not know where | was. And at last they 'd conel
uphere, and find me dead, with alearon niycheeU
me feel, and their hcarts would nearly brcak.
don't believe father would ever smile again. Hti
be likc the king in the “Sccond Rcadc'r—

'"Rut waves w-cnl o'cr bis son's bright halr,
He iicver smjled again,’

Only, I ’ni a daughter, and it would be Icavcs awl
not w.ives 1 Mothev, she 'd cry and cry, and asf«l
that oid Wealthy— ” but Eyebright felt it difticulll
to imagine what Wealthy would do undcr Iter
circumstances. Her thoughts drificd anothcnvav,l
“ |1 might go into a conveiit instead. That «ouldl
be better, 1 guess. |°’d be a novice first, «'ith achte |
vcil and a cross and a rosary, and | ’d look so oeK |
and holy that all the other children,—no, thetif
would n’t be any other children,—never mindl-
I 'd be lovcly anyhow, Bnt | ’d be a Protcslantl
always! 1 would n’t want to be a Catliolic ad|
have to kiss the Popc’s oid toe all tlic tiinc ! Then
by and by | sliould take that awful black wtil
Thben I could never come out any more—not ever!
And | sliould knecl in the chapel all the timéis
motionlessas amarbie figure. That would bebeait
tiful,” Eyebright had never bccn ablc lo sitsiflil
for halfan liour together in her life, but that meiit
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"ivdiffeicnce in her eiijoyment of Ihis idea. “ The
AVi'cs V]Il be beautifiil, too, but stcrii and unre-
1, |-,and she ’ll say ‘Daughters’ when she

_j.i,;ksto us nuns, and tve shall say ‘Holy Mother’
Hhcii 've speak to lier. 1t’ll be real nice. We
BiVn thaveto do any darning, but just cmbroidery
Koiircells, and wax flowers. W ealthy’ll want to
(iii: in and see me, I know, but I shall just tell

leponer that 1 don’t want her, notever. ‘She’s

a heretic,”

I shall say

to the por-

ter, and he

Il lock the

door the

minute he

sees her

ASLP.nP IM [KK Wi(»DS.
mad! The abbess and Mh-e Céné/ride"—
JFyebright had just read for the foiirth time Mrs.
jSlitrwood’sexciting novel called “ The Niin,” so her
prnaginory convent was modeled exnclly after the

«elhcre described— “ the abbess Tind Mere Céné-

will always be spying about and listening in
like passage to hear what we say, when we sit in our
Ictlb emijioidering and telling secrcts, but me and
Iray P.iuline—no 1 won’t cali her Pauline—Rosalba
| —Sister Rosalba—that shall be her filame—we ’l)
Ispéale so low that she can’t hcar a rvord. Then we
IM SHspect that somoihing strange is taking place
Ide'rti jn the ccll.iv,—1 mean the dungcons,—and
I»e'll stcal down and listen rvhen the abbess and
likebidio]) and all of them are trying the sister,
I»lio has a Biblc ticd on her leg !” Here Eyebright
Ipre aii ciiormoiis yawn. “ And -if—the—mob—
Idoescomc—W ealthy—will be sure to—sure to "

Rui of ihat we shall never know, for at this prc-
pise momcist Eyebright fell aslccp.'

She must have slept a Inng time, for whcn she
[‘sahed tlie sun had changcd his place in ihe sky,
htduas shining on the western side of the village
|hwises. Had some good &ngel pnssed hy, lifted the
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“black dog” from her shoulder, and swcpt from
her mind all its foolish and angi-y thoughts, while
she dreamcd there under the trees? For behold 1
matters and things now looked differently to her,
and instead of blaming other people and thinking
hard things of them, she began to blame herself.

“ How naughty | was,” she thought, “ to be so
cross with poor mamma, Just because she wanted
another cup of tea! Oh dcar, and | made her

[ know it was me—just because | looked so
cross. How horrid 1 alwaysam ! And | was cross
to papa, too, and put roy iip out at liiih. How
could I do so? What made me? Wealthy had
iTt any business to slap me, though-------

“ But then | was pretty ugly to Wealthy,” she
wenton, her conscience telling her the truth at last,
as consciences will, if allowed. “ | just tried to
provoke her—and | called her Wealthy Ann Jud-

That always makes her mad. She never
slapped me before, not since | was a little
mite ofa girl. Oh dear! And only ycster-
day she washed all Genevieve’s dolly things
—nher blue muslin, and her overskirt, and ali
—and she siiid sliedid n’t mind trouble whcn
it was for my doli. She ’s very good to me
sometimes. Almost always she s good.
Oh, | ought n’t to have spoken so to
Wealthy—I1 ought n’t—I ought n’t!” And
Eyebright began to cry afiesh; not angry
tears this time, but bright, healthful drops
of repentance, which clcanscd and refreshcd
her soul.

“1’ll goright home now and tell her 1am
sorry,” shesaid impetuously, and, jumping from her
scat, she ran straight down the hill and across the
fieid, eager to make her confession and to be for-
given. Eyebright’s fits of tcmper, big and little,
usiinlly ended in this way. She had none of that
dislike of .asking pardon with which some persons are
afflicted. Toher itwas a relief—a thing to be mct
and gone through with for the sake of the cbeer,
the bluc-sky-in-the-lieart, which lay on the other
side of it, and the peace which was sure to follow,
whecn once the “ forgive me ” was spoken.

In at the kkchcn door she dashed. Wealthy,
who was ironing, with a worried frown on her brow,
stavted and exclaimecl at the sight of Eyebright,
and sat suddenly down on a chair. Before she
could spe.ak- Eyebright’s arms were round her
ncck.

“ 1 was real horrid and wicked this morning,”
she cried. “ Picase forgive me, Wealthy. | wont
beso naughty aguin—notevcr. Oh, don’t, don’t!”
for, to her dismay, Wealthy, the grira, broke down
and began tocry. This was really dreadfiil. Eye-
bright statcd a moment; then her own eyes filled,
and she cried, too.
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“What a fool 1be!” said Wealthy, dashing the
drops from her eyes. “ There, Eyebright, there!
Hush, clear; wc wont say any more about it.”
And she kissed Eyebright, for perhaps the tenih
time in her life. Kisscs were rarc things, indeed,
with Wealthy.

“ Where have you been ?” she asked presently.
“ It ’s four o’clock and after.
Have you had any dinner? ”

“ No; but 1don’t want any, Wealthy. | 've
been in the woods on top of the hill. | ran away
and sat there, and | guess | fell asleep,” said Eye-
bright, hanging her head.

“ Well, yourpa did n’l come home to dinner, for
awonder; | rcckon he was kept to the mili; so we
had ii't much cookcd. |took your ma’s up to her;
but I nevei let on that | did n’t know u’hcve you
was, for fear of worrying her. She has worried a
good lot, any way. Here, let me brush your hair
8 little, and then you ’d better run upstairs and
make her mind easy. 1’ll have something for you
to eat when you come down.”

Eyebright’s heart smote her afresh when she saw
her mother’s palé, anxious face.

“You've been out so long,”shesaid. *“ lasked
W ealthy, and she said she guessed you were playing
somewhere, and did n’t kno»v how the time went.
| was afraid you felt sick, and she was keeping it
from me. It isso bad to have things kept from
me ; nothing annoys me so much, and you did n’t
look well at breakfast. Are you sick, Eyebright ?”

“ No, mamma, not a bit. But | have been
naughty—very naughty indeed, mamma; and |
ran away.”

Then she climbcd up on the bed beside her
mother, and told the story of the morning, keeping
nothing back—all her hard feclings and anger at
cverybody, and her thoughts about dying, and
ablutbecoming a nun. Her mother held her hand
very tight indeed when she reached this last part
of the confession. The idea of the svood, also,
was terrible to the poor lady. She declared that
she should n’t sleep a wink all night for thinking
about it

“ It wasn’t a dangerous wood at all,” cxplained
Eyebright. “ There wasn’t anything there that
could hurt me. Really there wasn’t, mamma.
Nothing but tices, and stones, and ferns, and oid
tumbled-down tvuiiks covcred with tiny-weeny
mosses,—all green and brown and red, and some
perfectly white,—so prcity. | wish | had brought
you some, mamma.”

“ Woods are never safe,” declared Mrs. Bright,
what with snakcs, and trainps, and wild cats,
and getting lost, and other drcadful things! |
liardly take up a paper without seeing something
or other bad in it which has happened in a wood.

EYEBR

Did you know that ?

IGHT. 1Anl

You must never go there alone again, Exeliric
Promise me that you wont.”

Eyebright promised. She petted and comfort!
her mother, kissing her over and over ag.iin, asi
to make up for the anxiety she had c-auscd hot ai|
for the cross wordsand looks of the morning. lii
sad thing is, that no one ever does make up.
the swect words and kind acts of a life-tinie ainnl
undo the fact that once—one bad day fir a»j
behind us—we were uiikind and gave pain tosuni
one whom we love. Even tbeii forgiveness canii;,
undo it. How 1 wish we could rcmember ihj
always before we say the words which we afiLTijri
are so sorry for, and thus save our meniories froa
the burden of a sad load of regret and re|ientanc]

Whcn Eyebright went down-stairs, she fuundi
white napkin, her favorite mug filled with mflk,j
platcful of bread and butter and coid lainb, and i
iargc pickied peach, awaiting her on the Kiicliii
tabie. Wealthy hovered about as she took ha
seat, and seemed to have a disposicion to pat Era
bright’s shoulder a good deal, and to stroke :
hair. Wealthy, too, had undergone the repcntj
anee which follows wrath. Her morning, | iina|
inc, had been even more unplcasant ilinn Evf
bright’s, for she had spent it over a hot jroniii;
task, and had not had the rcfreshment of running
away into the woods.

“ It ’'s so queer,” said Eyebright, with her moutl|
full of bread and butter. “ 1 did n’t kiunv | «i
hungry a bit, but | am as hungry as can
Everything tastes so good, Wealthy.”

“ That sright,” replied Wealthy, who wasalitil®
lipset, and tearful still. “A good appetite s ag
thing,—next best to a good consciencc, | tliink.” |

Eyebright’s spirits were mounting as rapidiya
quicksilver. Bessie Mather appeared at the gite
as she finished her last mouthful, and, gving
Wealthy a great hug, Eyebright ran out to meetj
her, with a lightness and gayety of heart ivliithj
surprised even herself. The blue sky sccme
bluer than ever before, the giTiss greencr. tlie sunJ
shine was like yellow gold. Every littlc thing iliail
hpppeued made her laugh. It was as though .tblackl
cloud had been rolled away from bctweeu herandi
the light.

“ 1 wonder what makcs me so paniciilarlyl
happy to-night,” she thought, as she sat on ihsl
steps waiting for papa, after Bessie w.as gonef
“It’s quccr that 1 should, when 1 ’vo been w|
naughty—and all,”

But it was not queer, though Eyebright fclt itso.
The world never looks so fair and bright ns toeysl
newty svashcd by tears of sorrow for faults forgiren;!
and hearts which are cmptied of unkind feclingsl
grow light at once, as if happincss were tlic nikl
of the world and not the exception.

(To U coHUmicd.)
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Bv Thomas Hughes.

Author of iTom Sromn's) "Sdiot'MiJs ni Rvgby-

“H-MLOOi Hie!
j'LocilooMoo!
lloo! loo, Toby !'”
I Muy went tbe rabbit for dear hfe, from the
lilite bush, where the boys and dogs had just
Isuned him, across the fifty yards of turf which
Ihv between it and the neighbonng copsc.
la.iv went the rabbit, and after bim the two tcm-
Im,ard after them the three boys, every one of
likem as Iwrd as lie could pelt. Master Bunny
I»td his sciit by some two yards, and gave a last
lauct flirt of his white-markcd hiiid legs, almost in
lihf ilo;;s’ faces, as he dashed into a small run in
Iftt fencc. too narrow for them to gct thiough, an
Ite Vic found to her cost. For that little creature
Iméatcd at the run, and stuck fast, howling and
lamjgling; while Toby, morecunningU-, toppedthc
Ifete. and dashed into the tangled mass of weeds
luid brushwood on the othcr side, from which he
Iseni bnck eager yelps to tcll his young masteis of
|lifswhQrKibouts, and assure them of his devotion

to duty,

| The boys are not far behind. First over the
Iftwc and’ into the copsc comes Plump, a great
IWfor a short rush, but not good at staymg.
loése to liiin his cousin, Peter, a town-brcd boy,
hwall the keener for ratting, rabbiting, or any
Iiiher country pastime which his uncle's vicarage

Lookout! There he goes!”
Hieathim.Vvc!” “ Hieathim!

could afford in the holidays. Pip is a second or
two after them, having stopped to tug Vic back
out of her cul-de-sac and pitch her into the copse,
to help Toby in his quest. This is animated and
bewildering, the clogs nishing hither and thither,
and drawing the boys this way and that after their
niusic.

Suddenly ilicy are silent; not a yclp can be
heard. They have run Bunny to his earth, at
which they are furiously tcaring with tceth and
scratching witli paws.

Bul instead of the musical cry of pursumg
dogs, another cry, o1 rather a howl, of minglcd
rage and pain, now rises straight up mto the
pleasant summecr air fijom the midst of the

clensest langlc of the undenvood. The boys, who
had "Ot scattcred, turii toward the place, Pip and
Pcter’lioth woiulering “ what in the ivorkl can liavc
come to oid Pluinp now.”

The next moment, forcing their way through the
grecnancl russct taiiglc, they come upon him, squat
at the bottom of a dry ditch which crosses the
copse ; his round face just clear above the nettlcs,
which fotm the chief part of liis surroimdings;
thvowing his whole soul and energy mto ihe dole-
ful wail, while good, round, oily tears couvse rap-
idly down his indignant cheeks.

“ Hullo ! at it again ! All hands to the pumps,



390

Peter !” calisout Pip. At which summons the two
jump down, one on each side of Plunip, and, seiz-
ing an arm each, begin woiking them as if they
were pump-handlcs. After a moment of struggle
and resistancc on the part of the patient, the prc-
scription works wonders. Plump’s wailings ccase
as suddenly as they had begun; his jolly, fat face
clears, and almost breaks into a grin, as he stands
up betwecn them, and begins to puli himself to-
gether and rub various parts of his stout person.

“ Well, but what’s the matter, Plurap? You
were n’t boo-hooing about the nettlcs, | should
hope ?”

W e inay say parcnthetically that one of the most
striking peculiaritics of Master Plump was his pcr-
fecc command of the watcr-works. He could roar
at a moment’s notice and on any pretext, and liad
hitherto practiced the accomplishment with a
shamelessness which soinewhat scandalized his
male relatives, and pariicularly his brothcr Pip,
scarcely a year older than himself. So they had
invenlcd this method of “ all hancis to the punips,”
by way of controlling the water-works, and it was
beginning to tcll, At the same time, any one who
presumed on this habit to treat Pltinip as a railk-
sop, found himself quite in the wrong box. He
had just been to school for his first half, and had
tumed upon and fought a boy biggcr than himself,
roaring loudiy all the time, but working away like
a wind-niill with his strong arras, till his assailant
was glad to cry enough.

“ No, 't was n't the nettlcs; but if you were
pitched into a bed of them like this, you wouldn’t
like it—at least, your face and hands would n't,”
saying which, Plump grasped the stick he had let
fall in his somersault, and bogan thrashing the bed
of nettles all round him.

“ W hat was it, ihcn?
croppcr? ”

“ A beastly post there, just by where you are.
Look at niy leg.”

“ Well, that is an ugly place,” said Peter. It
was a big briiise on the shin, whicli was already
swelling up and looking angry,

“ But what post? | can’t see any,” said Pip.
However, after thrashing down the docks and net-
tles about the place from which Plump had taken
his header into the ditch, there, sure cnough, was
a stone post, abotit two fect high, firmly bcdded in
the ground. This Plump asccrtained by pulling at
it with all his might.

“ 1’1l go and get a pick-ax,” he said, “ and grub
it up, and have oid Gaffer Giles break it up for
mending the roads.”

“But look here, there are letters upon it,” said
Pip, the observer of the party; “an M, and un-
dcrneath, 13 S, and some others 1 can’t make out.”

How did you get such a
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“ P’raps it ’s a tomb-stone,” suggested Peter,

“ Shut up ! Why, this is n’t a clnircli-yard"|
said Plump. '

“ Well, but | 've heard they sometimes buiv fe[|
lows in the country at cross-roads, witli a slalie iJ
them,” Peter persisted.

“ But they’re suicides; and there are nu cros-I
roads licrc, and no stake,” said Pip.

“ Supposc it should Uirn out to be a Roimul
stone,” said Peter gravely.

And so the boys went on speculating, but touml
ir.ake nothing of the “ beastly post,” against «hichl
Plump still muttered direful Ihreaicnings. ol
after determining that there was no chance of ottJ
ting at the rabbit without ferrets, and having, «jthl
much difiiculty, pulled Vic out of the butroH.bl
whicii she had by this time nearly burietl herself [
and cleansed her eyes and inouth a little from thel
dirt, the boys turned out of the copse into the high|
road which skirtcd it, on their way homo lo tbe|
vicarage. About onc hundred yards down the ro;
they carne on oid Gaffer Giles, seated on a heaprf|
stones, his legs wide apart, cngagccl inbrcakingilit|
bigger ones with a long hammer. He did not|
hurry himself at his work; as, indeed, why shouldl
for his labor. On the lieap by him lay several pide[
axesand road-scrapers. At these Plump nishedaij
once, seizing on the biggest pick-ax.

“ | may take this, may n’t I, Gaffer?” hcs.nid.

“ Nay, nay! Macster Gaarge. Thaay npicts|
beant mine. Thaay belongs to the gang s
mending the roads.”

“ But Gaffer, we only want it just to go intoihrl
copse and grub up an oid stone,” urged Phimp.

“ Perhaps you know the stone, Mr. Giles?“ml
terposcd the politer Pip, “ It stands by the da
ditch, and has got some oid letters on it—an Mad|
aBsS.”

“ Kncows un ! aye to be sure—I1 knco'vs ri |
sure cnough; 1 sccd im sunk there a matiero'
seventy year back, when | wur a leetic chap, |

smaller ’n either o’ you be.”

“ Well, but what is it thcn ? Tell us all about |
it, Gaffer. W hat are the letters for?”

“ An M, beant there atop ? Ees, ccs, 1 miiids,
and B S down below ! Thaay stands for " boundi’
stwun,”and M for ‘Moretén parish.””

“ And we re going to grub him up, Gaffer, ad
you must break him up for the road.”

The oid man chuckled, “ Whoy,
the likes 0” you a month to grub !~

So Plump gave up his nolion of moving te
parish land-mark, and the boys sat down to ptinp
oid Giles as to his meinories connectcd with ihe
stone, which, translatcd from his dialect, weremucli
as follows:

tw'u'dtah’
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When he was a little chap at tho pansh

Mondav." He did n’t just mmd when it carne
raund somewhere about Whitsuntide. Well,

Gau-' Monday morning, all the boys went to
ihe chiirch-yard, and there was the lord’s steward
»itha nwp, and the parish constable, and a smart
fe» men and women, too, who had a mind to beat
thebounds— “ posscssioning” they called it, orsome
such iame. He was no scholard, but niinded the
uanie for all that.

So the “ possessioners ” startcd with the steward
iniront and the constable ringing a bell, and the
icsi following in a row. They marched all round
the parish, and now and again the steward would
stop, and sometimes they drove a stake or set up
asionc like that onc Ln the copsc. That was m
places «here there was a dispute about the pansh-
hile. Tlien they ’'d used to catch a boy or two,
and take him by the arms and lcgs and bump him
up against the stone or a trce, so as he should
rcmember the place afterward.

At Uie brook, too, along that part of it
where the parish line struck it, and ran down it
for miMat be, two or three furlongs, there was a
scramble to see who should be pushed in to wade
down. Itwasn’t more than knee-dcep for any one
as kiicw which side to kcep and where to cross.
But nuw and again some young chap as didnt
know «mild be in, and they as knew called him
«tong so as he should go plump into the holes
akovc his middle, for all the folk lo laugh at; and
sometimes they caught a boy and chucked him in.
But the boys niostly were too knowing, and kept

‘aww frnm the men whcn lhcy got near the brook.

There was a deal of waste land too, there, and the
steward. he had an oye to it all sure enough, as
they went along, to see that no poor man had run
upabit of a place for his jackass or pig, or fenced
round a rood of taters or cabbagcs. He mindcd
one time whcen they carne across a bit of a stye as
Israel Willis, the cliarcoal burner, had put up, and
how at the steward’s bidding they had pulled it
down and chascd Israel’s sow and her littev on to
the common- No, he knew better now.
had gone to the bad, and ended in the county
jail dlalong of that business. T was no business
of their’'n to help clear the lord’s waste, and now
twas all took in and fcnced off thesc forty year,
andno man the better but the lord, and no place
Ifit for poor folk to cut a bit of furzc, or turn out a
goosc or a pig, or pick a few bits of stick for a fiie.

Then on Gang Mondays whcn they gotback, there
wes bread and chcese anil ale for all, and buns and
aglass of ale for the boys, and the bells ringing all
the aiternoon, and tsvo shillings apicce for the
ringers. He had heard tell of a picce of land

Israel
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called Gang Monday’s land, as was left in oid times
to pay for beating the parish bounds. What had
come of that now? there was no holiday, fior
bread and chcese and ale, filor buns for bell-
tinging.

So oid Giles crooned on, breaking a stone now
and then with a whack of his hammer to ease his
feelings, and glad of such attentive listencrs to his
budget of oid stories and grievances, as the boys
were proving themselves to be.

They sat about him all ears, till the church-clock
in the distance struck five and watned them of tea-
time at the vicarage. Then they jumped up and
hurried off, leaving oid Giles sitting on the stone-
heap and thwackingaway with more than usual diii-
gence, as the thoughts of vanished holidays and
the wrongs of the poor carne thronging back once
more across his awakened memory.

As they trottcd along toward the vicarage, the
boys bandied their chaff as usual backward and
forwavd, agreeing in nothing but this one thing,
that it would be great fun—or “ real swagger,” as
Plump would cali it—Ilo have a “ Gang Monday ”
next year in Morcton parish.

The vicar’s daughter, in broad-btimmed hat
and thick leather gauntlets, was triraming her rose-
trees 011 the vicarage lawn as they nearcd the
house.

‘eOh look, there

’s cousin Carric; Ici’s tell

| v

And Peter made for the girl, followed slowly \b/y
the other two Ps, who seemed indeed more
inclined to make straight for the house.

“ O Carrie, here we are, and we ’ve been having
such a jaw from oid Gaffer Giles about beating the
parish bounds, and Plump has tumbled over the
bounds’ stone, and cut his brceclies, and broken
his shin, and stung himself all over with nettles;
and we want you lo help us persuade Unele to have
a Gang Monday.”

Carrie stopped her work, and turned round a
face as fresh and bright as her own roses.

“ With all my heart, Petcr,” she began; but
then ber face fell and she shook her little gaun-
tletecl fist at her two brothers. “ You wretched
boys! what have you been doing with Vic?—
selting her after rabbits again, | do believe.”

The small terrier, her speeial dchghC, sidlcd
round toward her young mistiess, with tail droop-
ing, casting appealing looks at her, and reproach-
ful ones at the boys, as much as to say, “ you know
now it was all your fault.”

“ Well, Carrie, you see she -wotild come. We
did n’t know she was following lili we were ciése to
the copse, and then we found a rabbit quite by
chance; and you know, Carrie, nobody can stop
her when once she sees a rabbit,” Plump put in.
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“ Now, it tcally is loo bad of you,” she said,
bending down and putting back the draggled
masses of long hair which hung over Vic’s eyes.
“ It took me two days to get her tidy again aftcr
your last hunt, and that only a week ago, It ’s too
bad. You have ruined hcr so that | can’t take hcr
a walk in tlie village for fear of hcr running off
into the covcrts ; and tlie iteepevs will shoot her or
trap her. Ah, you naughty Vic ! you ’re nearly as
bad as the boys. You ’ll be found smothered, |
know, in a burrow, or the oid Fox will catch you
and eat you.”

Carric was rcally annoyed, but sisters are the
most forgiving and long-suffering of our race, and
so the boys soon made their peace with her, and
gota tub of hot water, and helped to wash the dirt
out ofVic’s eyes, and comb hcr hair, and by the
time tea was ready, Carne was as intcrested in
Gang Monday as was any of the three Ps.

The vicar’s was a wecll-ordered house in which
boys of the age of the Ps were still kept in their
proper places, and only appcaved after dinner in
their best cluthes and manneira, at dcssert. The
viear wiis a hard-working man, who liked his quiet
dinner at the end of his hard day's work, and likcd
tohave a fricnd or two to share it. He followed St.
Paul’s maxiin, and was given to hospitality, and on
the day of our story, besides his wifc and daughter,
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there were two guests at his table,—his brolhei
from London, Peter’s father, and his own carale.

In due course, the table was cleared and pLices
were set for the three Ps, who entercd dcimircly
after grace, and set to work upon the fruit and bis-
cuits in decorous silence. Presently, at a pause in"'
the conversation, the vicar began :

Wcll, boys, Carrie tells us you ’ve been pump-
ing oid Giiffcr Giles about bcating the bouncls? ’

“ Yes, papsir,” said Pip {the Ps had invcnled
“ papsir”asacompromiso between papa and sir, the
former being too babyish in their opinidn, and the
latter too formal, while the vicar entirely derliiicd
to be addressed as “ governor ™), “ and we mant to
know why you clou’t have beating the bounds now
cvery ycar.”

“ It must have been such fun,” Plump piit in.

“ But what made oid Gaffercall it  posscssioning,’
Gnele?” said Peter.

“ ‘Possessiouing’my boy ? ‘Processioning,'you
mean,” said tbe vicar. “ Notbut what‘posscssion.
ing’would have been the best word for it latterly,
for DO one got any good from it but the lord nfthe
manor; but ‘proccssioning’was the oid word, or'ro.
gationing,’— sometimes onc, sometimes the other,
—both good, both older than the Rcformation.”

“ ‘Rogationing’1 what arum word, papsir,”said
Plump, taking a large and deniure bite at an apple.
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nim at all, Plump,—quite the natural

The squire called it ‘proces-
'because of tbe procession that looked after

Luropcrtv, the parson ‘rogationing’ because of

rogutioiis, 'v'hich tvere his part of the busi-

"1 -Bul what are ‘rogations,’sir ?” asked the cdrate.

» lconfess 1°ni as ignorant as the boys, though |

| doremembcr, by the way, that there are rogation

dars iiumed in our rubric,
hareii'i uu idea.”

but what they are |

‘e Hogations’were theliturgies which were chanted

| in proce”sfions and perarabulations by the dergy.

The roe.hioii days were amongst the most popular

| and best iibserved vigils in the times of Roman

Calholic supremacy, here, in England. They

cameover with St, Augustine, and «ere as oid, |

| takcit, as the fifth century.”

mnOkkr a good deal, | fancy,” said Peter’s father.
"The rogation days, with their perambulations and

| processioiis, «ere just a revival of the heathcn Ter-

|
1

minalia, ihe festival of Terminus, the god of
boiindarics. Romaéan, rather than Romish, I should
sav, brothcr.”

“Well. Roman, or Romish,
Khatever you like to cali them,” said the vicar,
“they wcrc no bad custom. Queen Bess
wes no ilull judge, and, when she abolished
procesbions, speeially retained these peram-
bulativiis, and proclaimed that the cdrate
and sMbsiantia! mcn in each parish should
make them once a year, as they were wont,
walking ihc circuit of the parish and re-
luraing to the church to make their com-
mon praycr, they were to stop at con-
venient places where cakes and ale
should be distributed for the refresh-
ment of lite laocly, and the clrate
fias lo .idiiinnish the people to give
ihanks to God on the beholding
of his licncfits, and for the in-
creascaiidabundance of his fniits
ontlic fue of the earth, with the
saying of the losd Psalra. |
«as only reading them the other
day, oddiv enotigh. Here ’s the
book and the very passage.” the
VvKar went on, getting up and
tiking a \'olumc from his writ-
ingiuble and reading; “ At
«liich lime also the said min-
isicr slwll inciilcate these or
such like sentcnces, ‘ Cursed
be he which translateth the
hounds and dolles of his
iieighbor,” nr such other
order oi prayer as shall be lawfully appointed.*’

or Catholic, or

CRT LADOCRS.'
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“ None was ever appointcd, | siippose, sir

asked the curate.

“ Not that I ever heard of,” rcplied the vicar.

“ 1 should doubt whether any but Papist clergy
ever made any real use of them,”
said Peter’s father.

“ kou’c misfaken,” said the
vicar; “ Hookcr for instance”-------
“What, ‘The Judicious’?” in-

quired Peter’s father.
“Yes, ‘The Judicious,” if you
please,” went on the vicar,—
“ Richard Hooker, the great man
who Icft his prefeimcnt in London,
and all his great prospects, for the
small country living ‘where he
might see God’ blessings spring
out of the eartli, and Ise frce from
noises.'" He, we are told, ‘would
by no means omit the eustomary timeof
perambulations, pcrsuading all, botli rich
and poor, if they dcsired the prcscrvalion
of lovc, and of their parish rights and
libertics, to accompany him in his perambu-
lation,—and most did so.—in which peram-
bulations he would usually cxpressmore plcas-
ant discoLirses than at other times, and would
then always clroi> some loving and facctious
observaduns, lo be remembcrcd against next
year, espccially by ihe boys and young people.’
Do you hear that, boys ?”
Yes, papsir; yes, Unele ;” said ihc three.
“ Well, thcn, listen to what follows: *Slill
inclining them and all his prcsent parishioners
to mcckness and mutual kindness and love.””
Papsir” began Pip anxiously.
“ Well, Pip; whatisit?”
“Did ever—I mean do you thinkMr. Hookcr”-----
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“ ‘Doctor’ Hooker, Pip, you irrcvcrent imp.”

“ Well, Unele, ‘Doctor’ Hooker then. Do you
think, papsir, that they threw any of Doctor
Hooker’s boys into the brook ?”

“ Or bumped them on the parish bounds’ stone
to make thcm rcmember the place?” put in Peter.

“ But, sir," the clrate struck in, “ it really seems
a pity so good a custom should have fallen into
disuse.”

“ What! you would like the processioning, eh,
Gordon?” said the vicar, smiling. His clrate was
rdther “ suspcct” in the parish,—* not much better
than a Papist,” the farmer who supported Little
Bethel, and sometimes preached there, had been
heard to say.

“ Then you ’ll go in for Gang Monday next year,
wont you, sir?” said Plump to the clrate.

“ Softly, softly,” interpoaed the rector. “ No; |
fear the custom is deadand buried, and any attempt
to revive it would be misunderstood in the parish,
—the reason, that is, the secular reason for it, is
gone, since we have got the Government Ordnance
Survcy maps, and in our days the religious work
must be done in the church.”

“ Why, brother, you seem to think the custom
is stone dcad. But you’re wrong. We beat the
bounds every year in my London parish.”

“Ah, realiy? | thought it was quite given up,”
said the vicar.

“ Not a bit of it,” replied his brother; “it’s a
great holiday for the charity children, and the
beadle risos on that one morning a great man once
more,—a sort of parochial reprcsentativc of the oid
heathen god, Terminus.”

“ Oh jolly ! said the Ps together; “ do tell usall
about it, anele.”

“ Well, there’s not much tn tell, The beadic, in
his cocked hat, gold-laced coat, and silver-headed
staff, musters the charity boys in the vestry hall,
and serves thcm out a long pceled willow-wand
each.”

“ What ’s that for?” asked Pip;
do with ihe wands ?”

“ Poke off one another’s caps, and switch the
cats in the areas when the beadle’s back is turned.
Well, as soon as they get a vestryman to carry the
parish map, they start behind him, the beadle
leading, the boys two and tivo after him, with the
school-master bringing up the roar. And they hold
their own, too. All the traffic has to stop while
the procession is Crossing a Street.”

“ What fun ! ” said Plump. “ What, omnibuscs
and cavriages and all? ”

“ Yes, carriages and all, Plump. A year or two
back a grand carriage wasdrawn up right across the
parish boundary line, and when the fat coachman
would n’t raove on, the beadle and school-master

“ what do they
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ran to the horses’ heads and held them, wlale (ij!
charity boys all scrambled through the carriage,”

“ Oh, what a lark !'” cried the boys.

“ Yes; but that day the churchwarden «liol
went with the procession happened to be a titled
lord.”

“ | wish he was papsir’schurchwarden,” said Pip. \

“ But how can they follow the boundary lineinl
the middle of the town ? ” asked the curate.

“ Oh, they go through houses and out at thel
back; and if there ’s no door, get steps and lad
ders, and the boys scramble over, carrying their
wands. At onc place there is a big oven in
outhouse through which the boundary line runi
There the cry is, *Who ’s the boy for the oven to-1
day ?”and once or twice a small boy has nm home
roaring that he was going to be baked.”

“ Boo-hooing like oid Pluinp in the nctllcs to-l
day,—eh, Pip ?” interjected Peter.

“ Shut up, | say !” said Plump, trying to getat |
Peter’s leg under the table, for a good pincli.

“ And so, when they get back to the vesiry Hll,
the beadle serves out buns and ginger-bcer to ilie |
boys all round.”

“ And is, there no sort of service in tlic parish\
church, sir?” asked the curate.

“ Not that 1 know of,” replied Pctcr’s father.

“ A foolish and unmeaning custom,” s.id lhe |
vicar. “ And the sooner it is put an cnd to, lhc |
better.”

“ But, sir,” said the cuarate, “ | really think «e |
might make it of some use in the countiy.”

“ As a procession, ch ?” asked lhe vicar. Xo,
no; we should have our friend from Littlc Bethel
denouncing us, and the whéle parish by the ears.
Let well alone, Gordon ; you 've got your preces-1
sioning in the church on Stmday, and | doii’t quite
like that. Let wcll.alone.”

“ But, sir, 1 don’t mean as a procession.
as a lesson in geography.”

“ A lesson in geography ! Well, that’s another
matter,” laughed the vicar; “but | think yu
must stick to your maps and globes. If you «int
anything more, there ’s George Grove’s primer, the
bcst littlc big book ever written on geography. |
had no notion how ignorant | wastill I had read it”

“ Yes, sir. But | find it so hard to make ihe
boys understand anything with the maps and
giobes. Now, it would be quite difiereiit if e
were to go round the parish with them, and shoiv
them how it is boundcd, and how the streams lie
and why the village was built here, and not tliere’

“ But | don’t know that, myself,” said the vicar.

“ 1 declare, | think Mr. Gordon ’s right,” said
Petei’s father.

“ Yes, and so do we,” chimed in the three Ps.

“ Of course you do, you young rascals,” laughed

1 niem
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thevicar; “ but there ’s the drawing-room bel! ring-
ijJEWSto tea,and your mother and Carric wondcring
.hat inthe world has kept us so long. Bless me,”
looking at his watch, “ why, it ’s past nine o’clock.
Time for you boys to be in bed. Off with you 1”

‘10li, bother!” mutteved Plump, who hated
joing to bed almost as much as getting up.

“ But, papsir, you ’ll think about having a geog-
raphy lesson next Gang Monday ?” said Pip.

Vcery well, boys; 171 think about it,” was the
encoaraging reply. “ Good-night!"
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“ ¢ Politics,” | think,” said Peter.

“ Yes, thai’sit, “Hooker’s Ecclesiastical Politics,’
bound in Russia leather, on papsir’s third shelf,
where he keeps bis favorite books, only yesterday.”

Plump was silenced, but not convinced, so
changed the siibject with—

But, I say, did n’t Mr. Gordon come out strong
on our side ?”

“ Did n’t he, just?” said Peter. “ |1
think unele will come round.”

“ And we ’ll carry oid Gaffei round the parish in

declare, 1
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“ Good-night, papsir.
niglit, Mr. Gordon.”

” 1 say,” said Plump, as they went upstairs to
their attics, “ was n’t papsir just prosy about oid
Hookem, and all that?”

“ Hooker, Plump, not Hookem—the great Dr.
Hookvr,” said Pip reprovingly.

“Well, Hookcr or Hookem, it’s all the same.
Much vou know, | daré say, Pip, about the great
Dr. Hooker,—or Peter either.”

“Don’t we, though? Why, did n’t we see his
gtcat books, ‘ Hookev’s Ecclesiastical—sometliing
Mother—what was it, Peter ?”

Good-night, unclc. Good-

a chair, and give him a potof ale and a pound of
baccy at the end.”

“ And we ’ll give Plump a good bumping on the
‘beastly post,”” said Peter laughing, as he opened
bis bedroom door.

“ And chuck liim into the ncttles in the dry
ditch,” added Pip, as he disappeared behind his.

Plump paused a moment, to send defiantly after
them his favorite ejaciilation, “ Shut up !” and
then rollcd into his own small dormitory. And in
ten minutes the three Ps were sleeping the sleep of
the young and the cupeptic—swectcr even, | fear,-
than the slecp of the just.
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A BOARDING-SCHOOL.

Bv K. MULLER.

Such a nai-row, dirty,
noisy Street! A mis-
erable place for a
boarding-school, you
would say: yet there
it was, and filled, too,
with scholars from all
parts of the world.
Over the door hung a
sign, which said “ Bird
Emporium," but it
might just as wcll
have said “ Boarding-
School.” There they
were, the boarding-
scholars, in cages all
along the sides of the
room,chattering, sing-
ing, eating, swinging,
just as other boarding-
school scholars do.

A little oid man,
with kind, bright eyes,
was the principal, the
presidcnt, and the pro-
fossor, all in one. He

taught some of the cafiarles to draw up all the water
they drank, in little pails, which carne up when the
bird pulled a string; and others he had taught to
ring a little bcll, when they wanted anything.

The way the little bird learnecl his lesson, was
this; The professor first hung ihc little bcll in
his cage, and took all his seed and water away.
Aftcr a while, he carne and rang the bell, and
wiibin a few minutes after he brought the seed and
water. He went through chis performance every
day for a wecck, till, at the end of that time, the
bird began to see that first carne bcll, and then
carne breakfast; so when he felt luingry, onc morn-
ing early, he rang the bell himself, as a gentle hint.
Finding that brought breakfast, he iinproved upon

the idea, and rang the bell whenever he wanted
anything.

There were dozcns oicanavy-birds atthebearding-
school, though only a few were taught anything,
Most of them were kept in little box cages, reatiy
to be sold; and there they hopped and ale and
sang, day aftcr day, just as happily as if they had
been in fine, large wire cages. Tlie professor aiso
gave singing lessons. Does it not sccin odd, lo
think of tcaching birds to sing? He had a liltle
box likc a tiny hand-organ, callcd a bird-organ;
and, instead of songs and dance music, it j>ljyed
only a bird song, likc a most accomplished canary,
When the professor turned the handle, the organ
pipcd its song, and all the singing class began to
sing; so they learned their lesson.

But beside the birds who sang and thosc «ho
learned accomplishments, there were many othet
boarders living in this strange boarding-scluml.
In one cage were thirteen tiny little birds, much
smallcr than canaries. They were happy little
things, and it was a pretty sight to see them
all nestling closc together on the long perch, likea
large family of loving brothers and sisters. Ilien
there werc little green parrots, who did nothing bul
hop about and cat; and wliite parrots, mlio sat still
and looked wise; and, funniest of all, large grecn
parrots, wlio hung themselves ujsside down by iheir
claws, and laughed. You could not have liciped
laughing yourself, if you had heard them, they did
seem to enjoy it so much. There was one oid par-
rot who was sick; he was not in a cage, but snt
outside on a perch, looUing very cross and hiisem-
ble, and occasionally he would say, in a harsii. (-
agreeablc voice, “ Hard times!” or “ Be quiel,
children, my head achcs.” He cspecially scolded
the monkey. For there war a inonkey, tliotigh
why monkeys sliould be part of a biid cinpo-
rium, no one has found out. The monkey "as
chaintd lo the top of the Guinca-pigs’ cage (for
there were Guinca-pigs, too); but his chain «as
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almost too long, for he could reach into the cage
and poke the poor little Guinea-pigs till they would
squeak and jump and tumble over each other.

could even rcach the cross parrot, just enough

puli his tail, when the parrot would turn around
and scold at him till all the other parrols were
scolding and laughing, too. And there was a frog.
Such a frog! (I 'm sure that, by this time, you
an-ee with me that “ liird Emporium” was not
the right iame for this boarding-schooL) Surely
there itcver was such a big frog as this. He satin
aiargeglass jar, and did nothing but blink liis eyes
and "look conceited. No doubt he felt proud of
being such a big frog, and never took into consid-
eiation the fact that he was distressingly ugly. 1
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don’t know why he was there. Perhaps boys buy
frogs; ormay be he was put there toshow the mon-
key how to be quiet and dignified. At any rate,
he was there. There were many queer, bright-col-
ored birds from South America, hopping about
their cages as contentedly as if they were in their
own beautiful forests in Brazil. Yet all around,
outside the house, were the noise and dust and con-
fusién of a great city.

Strange boarding-school, and still stranger schol-
ars! Perhaps some of the boys and girls who
read St. Nicholas have one of these boarding-
school birds. Or may be some of the boys have
a monkey or Guinea-pigs who were in the same
class, so to speak, with these you see here.

FLOWF.R.

By Lucy Labcom.

Down the little drops patter,
Making a musical clatter,
Out of the clouds they throng:
Freshness of heaven they scatter
Little dark rootlets among.
“ Corning to visit you, Postes!
Open your hearts to us. Roses !”
That is the Raindrops’ song.

Up the little sccd rises;
Buds of all colors and sizes
Clamber up out of the ground.
Gently the blue sky surprises
The earth with that soft-rushing sound.
“Welcoine!”—the brown bees are hiimming;

“Come!

for we wait for your coming 1”

W hisper the wild flowers around.

“ Shower,

it is pleasant to hear you!”—

“ Flowcr. it is sweet to be near you!”—
This is the song everywhcre.

Listen ! the mtisic will checr you!
Raindrop and blossom so fair

Gladly are mceting together

Out in the beautiful weather;—
Oh, the sweet song in the air!
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KING WICHTEL THE FIRST.

(TroHsUxted from ihe German ~Juim s Sturnt.)

" 1f you only knew what | know !” said a poor
laborer’s son to his sister niaiiy years ago.

“ It must be something very important,” said
she, snappishly.

But tbe brother replied:

“ It is indeed something very important, and, if
you knew it, you would jump high as the ceiling for
joy.”

" Oh, then, tell it to me,” said the sister, coax-
ingly.

The brother smote his breast proudly with his
hand, and said ;

“ To-night | can become a king, ifonly I will.”

The sister laughed outright, and said:

“ You, in yourtorn jackct, would make a beauti-
ful king.”

“ 1 shall not wear the oid jacket,” replied the
futurc king; “ I shall have a red maullé einbroid-
ered with gold, and a gold crown also; and, sister,
if you desire it, you can become a princess, and
have a beautiful dress; and when | am seated on
my gold throne, you will sit near me on a silver
one. We shall live in a gold castle, where sve can
eat nice meat all day, and where we shall not have
to pick up any more dry sticks.”

“ But how will it all come about?” asked his
sister, quite astonished and puzzled. “ Our parenis
are very poor people."

The brother gave a knowing look, and said;

- “ 1 dreanu last night, that "

He got no further, for a shriil laugh interrupted
him, and his sister cried:

“ Oh, then, itis all a dream 1 Thank you, but
| don't care to be a dream-princcss.”

She would have run away, but her brother held
her by the dress, and spoke eagcriy.

“ Let me finish,” he cried. “ The principal
thing is yct lo be told. W hat I tell you | saw only
in a drcain; but this is what happened to me :
| woke up; the moon shone into my rooni, and
before my bed stood a little man, ivho had a long
gray beard and a brown face full of wrinkics. He
looked at me with clear, bright eyes, and laid his
fingcr on his mouth, as if he wouid say : ‘Now be
still 1 quite still!" Then he asked me in a whisper,
if 1 wished to have the drcam come true, and if |
would like to be a king, and live with you in a gold
castle? | nodded to him, and he went on: ‘If
you decide to have what you hal\'c dreamt really
happen, come with your sister this evening, whcn
the moon rises, to the wood, and wait for me under

the great fir-trec, of which you know. But remcm.
ber there is one condition: In the gold castle yon
must let no tears fall on the floor, for, if you do, al
is lost, and we gnoraes are once more without a
king.” You will promise—wont you, sister'—iioi
to cry in the gold castle. You always cry easy,—
right off.”

The sister gave her hand upon it that she would
not cry, because she wanted so much to be a prin-
ccss. The children had now decided that they
would go to the wood thatevening, and wait lili ihe
moon rose. Before dusk, however, they slipped
unnoticed into the wood; for they fearcd that their
parents, whcn they carne from their work, would
keep them at home. It was a Saturday, and there
was a great deal to be done about the liouse,
They went with each other, hand in hand, till they
carne to the great fir-tree. Then they sat dotrn on
the soft moss, meaniiig to wait till the moon should
rise.

After a while the sister said :

“1’'m thinking all the time of our parents, and 1
am so sad that | must cry. May | cry now ?”

“ Certainly,” said the brother; “ we are notin
the gold castle yet. Cry all you want to, as long
as we are inthe woods.”

And tlie sister cried till she fell asleep wilh itd
eyes. The brother sat near her, and his one
thought was, how nice it would be when once he
should be a king! At last he, too, got tired and
sleepy, and began to nod.

When the brother and sister awoke, they looked
around, very much astonished, for they wcie
dressed most beautifully. The brother had on fine
black veivet stockings, and a glittering coat of
dark blue silk. Around his shouldei's hung a red
mantlc, embroidered with gold, while on his black
curly head shonc a golden crown.

The sister, on the other hand, wore a sky-blue
dress, dotted svith silver stars; and on her blonde
hairrested a coronel, sparkling with precious stones.
While they gazed at each other, mute with alna2®
m'ent, the little man with tlie gray beard stood
before them and cried out:

“ Welcome ! welcome! | am right glad you
have come.”

Then he blew a little silver horn that lio wore
at his side, and at the signal carne a long train of
gray-bearded little men, who loore a splendid
canopy, and under ita gold scdan-chair and asilver
one, each resting on glistening poles of ebony.
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Ithe brotlier must sit in ibc gold chair, and the
itcr in the silver one. Slowly and with pomp the
illoved through the woods till it carne to a
Loiintnui. covered with oid and stately fir-trees.
the (oot of this mountain opened a great wide
cu-ern, in which biirned numerous lights. This
Lbetraln entered, and ihen proceecled furtlier on,
hiough a long passage, till at last it carne to a
sliacious, lofty hall, in which it was light and clear

Antdle middle of this vast hall stood a golden
ensile, much more beautiful than the one the little
lii,.. had seen in his dream. Here the brothcr
’ ind sister got down from their chairs, and went,
| accnmpanicd by the little inen, up the steps of
| lock-ciNbtal to the portal of the castle. The door
sprsng npcn, and the little men conducted the two
inio a saloon, in which were two thrones, one of
roid, and onc of silver. The fect of the gold throne
irptcsented four lions, and on the back of it was a
(jolden eagle with outsprcad wings. The silver
.il-onc «-as upheld by four silver lilies, and on its
| huck stood a silver swan. On the first throne the
broiher s.it, and on the second, the sister.
Hardly were they seated when a buzzing sound

»eiil through the assembly, and the hule men

dime mer to the thrones, and cried with loud
Voiccs;
* Long live our ktng, Wichtel the First!
this cry the king rose angrily, and said ;
¢ My namc is not Wichtel; it is Fritz. Just ask

my sister; she Unows as wcll as 1.”

The sister nodded, but the little man, who had
Srst spoken to the children in the wood,
before the throne, bowed low, and said:

‘ePardon me, your majesty, but, if I may be
pennittcd to sayit, from this day forth your
majesty is no longcr Fritz but Wichtel the First;
fornow, vou are King of all the Wichtel men.”

“If that is so,” said King Wichtel, “ it shall be
im pleasure to have it so.”

Hardlv had he said this, whcn a little man carne
before the throne, bearing in his hand a staff with
lgreat knob, and announced that the table was
readv.

“1 ara glad of that,” replied King Wichtel,
afor | am very hungry.”

Therciipon opened a golden door, revealing a
long inblc, set out with nice clishes and dainty
food The king and his sister stopped down from
tkir ihrnncs, and took their places at the table;
and ilien the Wichtel men sat down.

To the brothcr and sister the viands tasted very
nice: and when the suppcr was over, onc of the
IViclitel mcn Icd them into an clegant room where
stood two beds,—one of gold, the other of silver.
King Wichtel lay down in the gold bed, and his

carne
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sister in the silver bed. As they rested on the soft
pillows, the brother said :

“ Sister, how does the gold castic please you?
Nothing in the world can be more beautiful. ’

That the sister thought also, but sighed and
said :

“ If father and mother were only here 1”

“ That is my one wish, too,” said the brother.
1wonder what our dear parents are doing now.”
“ Oh,” sighed the sister again, “ they are looking
for US, and when they can’t find us they will be
anxious, and cry.”

“ Yes,” was the answer, “ that they will cer-
tainly do, since they loved us so much, When we
do not come back to the house again, they will
think the wolf has eaten us, just as he ate little
Red Riding-Hood. You do not cry yet, sister, do
you f

In a low voice the sister replied :

“ 1 have let a few tears fall on the bed, but none
on the floor. Do not be angry with me, but 1
could not help crying, for | thought | heard our
good mother weeping. You are so still, that you,
too, must be crying.”

*‘Yes,” said a voice from the gold bed, ° I
thought’l heard our good father calling us, and his
voice sounded so sad, and so full of anxiety ! But
1 catch all my tearsin my hand, so that none can
fall on the floor.”

Both children wepc quietly for a time j at last
the sister asked, with a tearful voice ;

“ Will you, thcn, always be king, and shall we
never go back to our dear parents? That 1 can
never endure; 1 would rather not be a princess
any more, for | should die for longmg after them,
and liten you would be alone in the gold castle.’

“ Ah!” sighed the brother, “ 1 thought it was
much casier and better to be a king, but the gold
crown h;.s made my forehead all sore, and | would
rather pick up dry wood in the forest than ahvays
sil on the gold throne; it is so tiresome 1”

“ What say you? "said a voice from the silver
bed; “ let us each drop a tear on the floor, and
thcn all will be over, and we will go back to our
parents.” , .

Tlie idea was quite after the brothers likmg ; so
they each let fall a great tear on the floor. Hardly
had they done this, when a great cry of lamenta-
tion went through the gold castle, and there was a
loud crash, and it thundered so fcarfiilly Uiat
brothcr and sister sprang out of bed screammg,
and bccamc unconscious.

The castle had disappcarcd. The children lay
as ifdcad in the great cavern on the coid rock, and
around them stood sadly the little Wichtel men.
One of them, who had a snow-whitc bcard,
must have been very oid, said to the rest:

and
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“ Did I not tcU you that we could not keep our
king this time, any more than on former occasions
when we were disappointed? The children of men

-di: n-if-riid":-

WBLCUMIki WBLCUMU! I AM

are all alike. Even the poorest love their parents
so much that they long for them, and cry, and
chis they would do though one should offcr them
all the niagnificence in the whole world.”

The Wichtel men bowed their heads sadly, ior|
they would have liked very much to have asd
king one of the children of men. At last they|

RIGHT liUAD VOt! HAVE COME.,"

re-clad the children in their oid clothcs, look ilicin
softly out of ihe hole in the mountuin, and tlion
laid them under the great fir-tree on the soft niuss.

When the brother and sister woke up, it «is
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Idearday- The sun shone pleasantly through the
I ,r,n ftv-branches, and the birds sang gayly. The
cliiliirs" looked wonderingly at each cthcr; then
«nmg i'P rcjoidng, for they saw in the disuncc
iflr parents, who had been searching for them all
nisht- embraced fathei- and mother,
isndtoldthem of the strange things that had hap-
ptned to them. But the parents assurcd them it
|,as all a dream, for there were no Wichtel men.
| Ttic children, however, looked at each other as if
iliey would say, “ We know better, for wc were
Some time after, when the children were again
jathenng wood in the forest, the brother said :
1‘'Do you still remembcr my having a red
iBanilcround me, my wcaring a crown and sitting
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on a gold ihronc, and being called King Wichtel
the First?”

“ Of course 1 remember,” said the sister ; “ for

| sat near you as a princess 011 a silver throne, and
wore a blue dress dotted with silver stars.
never forget how beautiful everything was.”

1 shall

Then said the brother ;
“I1fwc had n’t dropped any teavs on the floor, |

might have been a king to-day, and you a princess.
But | don’t care,” added he, and laughiiigly held
up his oid jacket.

“ Neither do 1,” said the sister; “ with father

and mother it is a ihousand times better than with
the Wichtel men in the gold castle.”

“ That is so,” said the brother ; “ but | am glad

that | have been a king just for once !'”

A MORNING CALL FROM A PANTHER.

By David Ker.

| SUPPOSE you ’re wondering why i kecp that

| ugiyoid chest,” said Mrs. R , “and I must own

tiai it s not very ornamental; but it savcd my life

once, for all that. | see you think I’'m making fun

ofyou, but 1 'm not, indeed; and whcn you hear

liestory, I think you ’ll agree with me that 1 have
goodreason lo valué it, ugly as it looks.

“This was how it happened. When we first
esrae out to India, my husband was sent to make
lie survey of the Ncrbudda Valley, onc of the
«ldest bits in all Central India; and we really
*erc, just at first, the only while people within
(ony or fifty miles. And such a lime as we had of
it! Ifmy husband had n’t been as strong as heis,
sida perfect iniracle of patience as well, 1 don’t
Wv how he could have stood what he had to do.
Itwas dreadful work for him, being up sometimes
forawhole night together, or having to stand out in
teburning sun, when the very ground itself was
alnost too hot to touch. And as for the nativc
«trkmen, 1 never saiv such a set,—always doing
«erjibing wrong, and never liking anylaody to put
lieni right.  When the railway was being made
tiey used to carry the earth on their heads in
tekets; and when Mr. R served out wheel-
tan-ows to ihem, they actually carried them on
their heads in the same way!* 1 could n’t help
bughing at it, though it was terribly provoking,

native beasts were fifty times worse.
joke, 1 can assure you, to be awakened in the
middle of the night by the roar of a tiger ciése
under the window, or by an elcpbant crashing
and trumpeting through the jungie with a noise
like a mail-coach going full gallgp into a hot-house.
Well, as soon as that was over, the jackals would
set up a squealing and whimpering like so many
frightencd children; and then a drcadful native
bird, whosc flame 1°ve never found out (I suppose
because nobody could invcntone bad enough for it),
would break out in a succession of the most horrible
cries,—just like somebody being niurdered,—until
the noise fairly drove me wild.

yourself, and | necd ii’t tell you about them,
never forget how 1 felt onc day on finding my
beautiful new work-box, wliich my sister had given

there was a wrong way of using anything they’d
be sure to find it out.
mutgar, wlio was much better than most of them,
carne one day and begged a pair of oid decanter-
labels that my husband was going to throw away ;
and when the man carne in next morning, he had
positively turned thcm
about quite gravely with ‘Port’ in one ear and
‘Sherry "in the other!

Even our butler, or i/iii-

into ear-rings, and went

“ However, if the native men worried me, the
It was no

“ And then the ants! but you ve seen them for
I shall

And that was just the way they all were: if Me asa birthday present just before | left England,
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v fact.
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a perfect intcrnational congress ofants of all colors
and all sizes,—

" " Black spirits and while,

Red spirits and giay,—*

and | was n’t much corafortcd by my husband’s
assurance that ‘that sort of thing happened every
day,” and that | would ‘soon get used toit.” But
all this while 1 'm neglecting my story.

“ One day (it will be long enough before 1forget
it) my husband was out as usual at his work,
and the nurse had gone down to the other
native scrvants at the end of the ‘compound,’ as
we cali this big inclosure; and | was
left alone in the house with my
little Minnie yonder, who was thcn
just about a year oid. By this time
I had got over my first fcars, and
did n’t mind a bit bcing leftby my-'
self: indeed, all tlic iower Windows
having bars across them, | thought
that 1 was safe enough; but I little
drearaed of what was coming !

“ T must have been sitting over
my scwing nearly an hour, with the
chikl playing about the floor beside
me, when suddenly 1| heard a dull
thuinp overhead, as if something
had fallen upon tlic roof. | didn’t
think anything of it at the moment,
for one soon gets used to all sorts
of strange sounds in tlie Inclian.
jungle; but, presently, | thought 1
could hcar a hcavy brcathing in the
next room but one, and then 1 be-
gan lo feel friglilened in earnest. |
rose as softly as | could, and crcpt
to the door-way betwecn the rooms.

This door-way was only closed by a
curtain, and gently pulling aside the
folds, | peeped through—and found
myself within a few paces of Che
largest panther that | ever saw, and
lie was looking straight into my eyes |

“ For one moment | was too frightened toiiiove,
and then the thought carne to me just as ifsome-
body had spoken it: ‘The big chest!’

“ 1 knew that this chest would liold me and iny
child casily, and that | could ioave a chink of llie
lid open to let us bienthe, for the overlapping edge
would save my fingers from the panther. In a
second | liad it all clear before me; but had the
brute not stopped short at sight of tlio curtain, 1
should never have had a chance of trying it
Luckily for me, the ludian panther, savagc as he
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is, is a terrible coward, and suspicious as any detect-1
ive. | ’ve seen one go round and round a trapfotl
more than half an hour, before he made up hb
mind to spring at the bait. So, while mvfrienill
was puzzling himself over the curtain, and wonde,.
ing whether it was meant for a trap or nol. | tok
up Minnie (who, poor little pet, seenied to koof
there was something wrong, and never iitieredal
sound) and into the chest I crept, making as littif
noise as | could.

“ 1 was hardly settled there when I hcarci ilit |
‘sniff-sniff’ of the panther coming right up to whert |

I lay, and, through the cliirk that |

had left open, Uie hot, foul lireaih

carne steaming in upon my fae

almost making me sick- It scemeii |
to bring my hcart into niy inoutb I
when | heard his great claws scrap.

ing the edge of the lid, and tryiiig

to lift it up: but, happily, the chink

was too narrow for his paw tu emer.

But if the paw could n’t, the tongue

could; and soon he bcgaii to lick
my fingers, rasping them so that |

hardly knew how to bcar it. dill,

the toucli of Minnie’s little .am
around my ncck seemed to givc ne

courage.

“ But tlicre was far worsc than
this to come; for the panther sud
denly leapcd right on top of the
chest, and his wciglit presscd down
the lieavy lid upon my fingers, until
the pain was so terrible that, iiniblE
to stand it any longer, | screanicd

S with all my might.
“ The scream was answered bya
sliout, from just outside, in ivhich
V | recognized niy Inisband’s woice,
The panther heard it, too, ami it
seemed to scare him, for he madea
clash for the window, eitlicr forget-
ting or not noticing the jron bars;
but just as he reached it, there carne the crack ofa
rifle, and | heard the hcavy brute fall suddenly
upon the floor. Then all the friglit seemed to come
back upon me at once, and | fainted outright,

“ 1 heard afterward that Mr. R luid hap-
pened to want some instrument which he had Idt
at the house; and, not wishing to trust itin the
hands of any of the nativos, hecarne back for it
himself—Iluckily, just in time, for the bullct from
his rifle killed the panther. But, as you scc, niy
hand is pretty stiffyet.”
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LITTLE HOUSEMAIDS.

By Olive Thorne.

Or course, you know lliat not all tho good times
Icoire to the children of grand houses; small
| houses, cottages, and even “ rooms,” hold many
lhappy little folk.  The cost of things about us
| deesn’l add to our comfort. China dolls give as
| mdi ploasure as great play-ladies of wax ; in fact
| lremost ileavly loved and cherished doli that | ever
lid3<. W5 a “ rng-baby."

Sometimes in the strccts of the city you will see

Silechildren di'essed very poovly, with perhaps an
.olilshawl over each turabled head. It doesn’t
Iw as if any good times carne to tiiem ; but you
I<ill be glad to learn that even to the children of
liHIclasswho live in New York, happy days have
lwilycome. It is simply because one kind lady
|h§thought of a way to make tl»cm glad every
Idiv, and while they are playing, and having
deiighiful times, to teach them what will really
opnlo thcm a better life when too oid for play.
Aschooll—yes, even a school, but one of a new
kind where toys and games take the place of
>»0b, and so charming that the little scholars

mourn over a holiday, and fairly cry when threat-
ened with “ vacation.” It is a pleasant sight, yet
one that somehow brings tears to grown-up eyes,
toseearoom full of thesc little ones, gatbered in
from the streets and alleys of the great city, hands
and faces washcd, and all at happy play, while
really learning to be neat little houscmaids, ready
when big enough, to become busy with honest
>vork, instead of with mischief. | wish every one of
you could look in on the scene, but at Icast you
may see part of it in pictures, while you hear how
this wonder is wrought.

Fancy a jioor littlc girl, not more than five or six
years oid, brought in from the strccts where she
has never learned anything good. She is placed
inasunny, bright room, where Ilowcrs are growing
and pictures hanging. She is put into a littlc
chair, seated before a table just high enough for
her, and—wonder to her—a set of loy dishcs,
knives, forks, napkins, glasscs and all, complete, is
set before her. Other little girls are around her;
and, playing with these charming dishes, with the
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help of kind ladies, she soon leavns to set a table
properly, although she has pcrhaps never before
seen half the things used. She hcars the pretty,

bright songs;

she learns to

march and to

skip-or “ hip-

pity-hop "—to the sound
of music ; she jumps the
rope; she sweeps with
pretty little brooms; she
wasbes in tiny tubs and
scrubs with baby scrub-
bing-brushcs; shecleans
the toy dishes ; she makes a doll’s bed; and all
the work is joined to music and raerry songs,—
face all siniles, and eyes all sparklcs.

This strange and dclightful school has but six
lessons in all; cach lesson is packed full of songs,
exercises, and plays, and there ’s a whole inonth to
learn it in. The first month, playing with little
bundles of sticks, tied with bright colored strings,
the little giris learn to kindle fircs, and handic
matches; how to use ashes and charcoal; how
wood grows; how to keep wooden things clean,
and many other things, uscful to a little house-
maid ; while ail the time they think they’re only
playing a new, and vcry nice, garac, with severa!
kind and pleasant young ladies to tcach them
how. And with each lesson they sing some livcly
song, likc this;

‘IS MUS. ni?owx Ar
HUMB 2"

“Litic childxcn can youl &ll,
Do you know che story well,
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How the trees grow in the wood,
And for what the sticks are good?

Then about the inatchcs Icam,
How ihey 're inade, and how they bnm;
Not to scratch ihein on the wall.

Nor on the carpe! let them fall.”

Then, with piecosof white paper, singing anoilicr |
song, they learn how to fold and iron naphij;
and table-cloths, towels, handkerchiefs, and oikc
things ; and last comes a stand-up play, i vort |
nice one, called “ Waiting on the door.” aboui |
which | must tcll you.

The giris stand in a ring, exceptingoncwhohasj |
small bell in her hand, and is alone outsitlc, Tin |
piano strikes up a lively air, and the children dl |
join hands and move in a circle, singing:

" Here gocs a crowd of merry liiilc girls,
W ho’'ve lalcly come to school;
They 're going lo learn to sing the kiichcn song,
And mind the kitchen rule.
As ihcy go roimd, and around, and around,
As they go round once more;
And this

W ho 's karninj'

the glrl, the very Httlc girl,
lo wait on ihc door.”

It

The verse ended, the circle stands still, and_
outside girl, who is the “ visitor” in the play, ﬂ'g;l
her bell,—a make-believc door-bcll.  The girlwho
stands next to hcr Is the “ servant,” and she at oce
turns around to face the visitor,whoasks:

“ Is Mr-s. Brown at home ?”

“Yes, niaam," is tho reply.
“Picase let me show )ou id
the parlor, and 1 speak lo
her.”

She then

leads the vis-
itor across the
circle to a pre-
tended room,
and asks:
“ Will you
picase give me
your fiame ?”
Having done
ihis, the ser-
vant talcos the
bcll, and pre-
pares to be-
come visitor.
Thecircle goes
around once “thev lcarn how to pold KAP{a
more, singing the song over, and the new visiiw
rings. This time the servant replies politcly:
“ Mrs. Brown is in, but wishes to be cxcuscd.”
The visitor takes leave, and hands her be'l
the next. After the song again. the bell rings il«
third time, and an answer like this is given:
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uMrs Brown is out.

Will you please leave a
"stmeiinies there is one message, sometimes

"iiler and the little girls try hard to say it just
'vhi because if one fails she cannot take the bell
i'fdbe visitor next time. They think this play

Ned kL .V

*TUESK AKE UTTLK BRCAKPAST-TAUI.RS.

kreal fiiii, and they are as dignified and polite
«hile playing visitor or servant, as though it were
nllearnest—as, indeed, it is, for after a while whcn
ihcse little playcrs come to open real doors for real
isilnrs, they will know just how to do it, and will
nolberudenor make blunders. In fact, they do
ilniccly now, and each one of them considcrs it a
ireat to wait on the door of the school building,
«hich they do by turns. A few days ago a lady
tng the bell, and asked if the principal was in.
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“ Yes, ma’am; please walk in,” was the reply
of a shy little door-tender, about cight years oid.
But another little girl about six, who was wiping
off the siairs, did not approve of this shortening of
the proper reply, so she prompted, in a low voice,
yet with a funny elder-sisterly air:

“ Let me show you to the parlor, and | 'l
speak to her.”
The second Icsson brings nesvjoys to the
little learncr. Before each smiling maidcn,
whether with the tow braids and blue eyes of the
“ Fatherland,” the black, flyinghaii from the “Em-
erald Isle,” the deep, solenin eyes from Italy, or the
queer little brown face from China, is set a com-
plete array of breakfast dishcs, with tablc-cloth,
napkins, and small round table to match.

Ah, what bliss! the first toys they evcr had!
W ith these before them, they learn how to lay the
table, to put r>n thecloth, to place knives and forks,
glasses and napkins. When all is arrangcd, they
repeut the lesson together, pointing to each ariiclc
as they flame it.

“ These are little breakfast-tables.
coffcc-pot; it should be scalded before the coffee is
putin. This isthe sugar-bowt; it should be filled
whecn taken from the table. These are the knives.
This is the fork ; we eat wilh the fork. These are

This is the



the brcakfast-

plates ; they
should always
be hot,” and

so on with the whole.

Think how many useful
lessons in tl\atone exercise
for littlc girls who hope some day
towork in rea! kitchens, and who
began by calling the tifies of a
fork its teeth; and who once set the breakfast-table
to their own satisfaction by placing the coffce-pot
—that being the tallest article—in the middle of
ihe table, and the rest of the service in a ring
around it!

Ney.t comes clearing the tablc, tcaching what
to take away first, how to collect and pile up
silver and dishes, and brush and fold the tabie-
cloth so that it will rctain its creases and its
fresh appcarance.
Then another toy—a dish-pan of the most
cunning” sort—is placed before each small
housemaid, and she plays wash the dishes, rins-
ing thcm in clear water, and drying each articlc
on its speeial towel, while she sings;

MVASHING DISHKS.

“

“ Washing dbhcs,
Suds are hot,
Woric iway briskiy,
Do not stop,

“ First ihe gtaascs;
Wash them well;
If you <io thcm nicciy,
All can tell.

“ Then the silver
Must be bright,” etc.

You ’ll better see the use of this careful teaching
when | tell you that many of the girls, at first,
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brcathe on the glasses to polish them ! They arel
taught here to not only wipe a glass on the glass-I
towel, butalso to set itdown with the towel, wiihouj
touching it with the hands. So thorough is tlicl
training in this school.

Tho play ends with each littic worker placiiig IkJ
clean dishes in their two small boxes, setting ihel
boxes on tlic round table, and turning tho disli-pani
upside down over all. Then a march strikesup |
and the girls risc, take up the articies tlicy liarel
used, march around the room, and Icavc tlicm jna|
cupboard at one side. ¢

“ Bed-making and swecping” does n’t promisel
much fim, does it? But you should soe tlitsel
happy children, each with a doll’s bedsteaci, ivliichl
has nice bedding, like a regular bed; you shouldl
hear them sing;

“Whecn you wake in ihc moming,
At ihc day dawning,
Thro%v off ihc bcdding, and let je ull ab*;
Then shake up ihc pillow«
In w.Tves and in billows.
And l«avc them near windows, jf ihe dny i« ttullc fair.™

For this play, the little maidcn lays tlicclothesl
from the bed over two small chairs, folcling tliel
spread and the “ pillow-shams,” laying olf pillmis]
and turning mattresscs to air. Then shcbeginsj

overand makes up, spreading evcrytlimgl
carcfuliy, tuck- ing in, and making al
pretty bed; while thcl

teacher, by(Jue5-1
tioning ihcclass, |

makcs the others
tell  why each
thing is done.

Strange as you
may think it, the
sweeping is oneof the prct- * tiest exercisesthey
learn. To a lively song, the delighted clul-
dren, in couples, skip around the room, each rt-\
ceiving at one point a pair of brooms, ticd witli
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i.hnns- and after vatious performances with them, singing a song, they sweep,
Ltr.:«*g .KP ~roupd .h,ugl. ... .. C. fo.,.,.=dby p..,.0 to
with their raised brooms, and, at last, leave tnetr
brooms where they received ihcm. The lesson
tcachcs the different uses of a
Abroorn, whbisk-broom, hair-bvush, ’
¢ . feathcr-duster, dust-cloth and
dust-pan; how to swcep
,and dust and wipe the wood-
work; in fact, how to put
room in pcrfect order
May be that’s more than
many of you giris
knon’, though
your opportuni-
tieshaveperhaps
been much better.
The fourth les- i
1an lakes the eage-r_ little maid-
s into a gentiinc Monday
morning SHNNC DBICHT sccne
nedt ten minutes ihc school-rooin s
launtliy as you could wish lo see.
Thetiny tubs and shining little wash-
hoartls ave brought out and distrib-
uid, and the frcsh white clothes-line
ishung from clothcs-posts set into the
but corners of the table. Then each
sl washerwoman rolls up her
stevcs and devotos herself very ear-
fesily to her bag of soiled clothes.
Andnow the sccne is lively cnough, |
jssurc you, while the busy workevs
ire sorting the clothcs rapidly and
eettingthem ready for the hard tussle
liih the wash-board which they will
foon have to undergo. Every part of
tundi-y-work gets its share of atten-
tion in this usefiil play,—for the giris
makc-bclieve to lieat Ihc water and to
bail, viiise and bluc the clothcs,—but
ilie prettiest sight it affords, | think,
liihc two rorvs of sturdy little bare
arms. rubbing the clothes up and
knvn, for dear life, over the little
«asii-boards, and keeping time to tbe
music of this lively song, while the
merry voices sing it, to the tune of
' Bnrberry Bush” :

iy ai'b

' Tliis is ihe way we wssh our cliitlies,
W ash our clothes, w.-ish our clothcs-
This Is the way we wash out clothes.

So carly Monday monunt».” UNDER THE BKOOMB THEY SKIP, TWO BY TWO
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\Y la 1 1 tctb tb ere the ouecr little garmcnls, which are of dolls’-sizc, dangling from
¢rcs-line in’truc’wash-day stylc, and fastened to it by the funniest of baby clothcs-pms,
an inch and a half long. Taken down from the hne wilh busy httlc fingers, the



clothcs are supposed to be ready for sprinkling,

and
“ This is the way wc sprinkie mir chlhes®
Sprinklc our clothcs, sprinkie our clothes,”

sing the little washcrwoincn, prelending to sprin-
kle; then follows

“ This is» ihe way wec iron our cloihes,”

and the fourth lesson ends with the proper mo-
tions for ironing.

Scrubbing follows washing, of course, and the
little workers, with their tbree-inch-long scrubbing-
brushes polish the table in fiont of them while
they sing wiiji spirit;

“ Scrubbing away
At break of day
To make our homcs look neacly;

For a psod hard scnib is ihe very bcst way
To make ali smc)l so swectly.

Cfténts: Tlien scrub away in your very best way
W ith face so bright and cheerful;
I'or a chcery face mcecs much more gracc
Than one that's always tearful.”

Nothing that ’s nice to play is forgotten in this
most wonderful school. After the scrubbing, comes
jumping the rope, when each girl skips round ihe
room with a rope tied with gay colors, and keeping
time to a galop. And then a play where two girls
in the center hold one end of the rope of each girl
in the ring, thus formiiig a wheel, and all sing a
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song about the rope,—how they skip with it, lianj
clothes on it, and so forth.

Now the girls have been playing, and having a
nice time for four months,—one month’s lesson
each week,—and they have learned enough to be
trusted with a dinner-table, its different sets of
piales, different courses, etc. They learn the
proper way of changing the platos and removing
the courses, brushing the crumbs away, arranging
dessert, and so on; while a “ pricking lesson”
teaches, in the kindergarten way, the parts of bcef
and mutton, and how to cut and cook each.

Now, saved to the very last—you |11 be amazcd 1
—comes the one crowning delight of you caiiiitry
youngstors— !

“ This isreally—really” says shocked .Mam-
ma, and “ W hat can a child learn that is useful in
that way, 1 should like to know,” says Aunt Jane,
sevcrely,

Truly, dear Mamma and Auntie,—to make real
pies. Watch them: the clay {molding-clay, my
dears, is the grown-up fiame of mud) is nice and
soft, and tho smiling children roll it out, cover their
toy pie-plates, cut out their baby biscuits, kncad
their dolls'-size bread and rolls, play pat-a-cake, and
sing a song of the salt, so that they ’ll never forget
to use it when they are big enough to have ¢
to knead instea'? -clay: .S, ticd'vi'i'
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‘We nced it iN bread and we
need i in birtter.

W hcn boiling potareis we pat
it in water 1

W e use itjn meat and %ve use
it in pudding

Indeed
salt.”

we can’t cook wilhout

Then the mud-pie play is over; but is n
;»d thiit even these poor little city babies,
lifversaw nice country mud,—that is, wet
IkiiiJ-sliould really have the fun of pie-
lirakmg, even though it has to be played
li-~(Itinrb, and is called “ molding.”

The last play of al! is a very pretty “ Muf-
inring hxcrcise,” in which the girls sing
Isjoiliu- lively song, telling how to make
|iDiffins for breakfast. Here is a verse:

* Wump little hruids you wash ihem all cluan,

roll up your slecves till your cibows are sccn,
THen in a large apron all cooks should be dressed,
Aftd tiow you are rcady to leam all ihe rcst”

This school, called the Kitchen Garden,
lhihe result of a “ happy thought,” which
liiost in this way: Miss Huntington is at
jiic head of the Wiison Industrial School,
Ib «hicli there are two Inmdred and fifty
rttman girls. The school gives dinner to the
|azhobrs every day, and as it was not found prac-
jtahle to hiro cnough help to do all the work, four
|lirls «-ere selected fvom the school-room every day
licjissist the cook about this mcal. To the surprise
I»d dismay of the tcacher they were almost iitterly
I'tsdcss, because they did not know how to wash a
jelishnor peel a potato.

MNiss Huntington found that she needed to spend
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her wliole time in the kitchen tcacliing them,
and, as there were two hundred and fifty to he
taught, and only four in the kitchen at a time, so
that it would take more than two roonths to get
around once, you can see what a

task was before her. Becsides, she .

was appalled to
think of the girls
grou'ing to be wo-
men, so ignorant
of housework and nice house ways. Looking one
day at a kindergarten, the happy thought flashcd

**THJS 1S THE WAV WE WASH
OUR CLOTKES."*
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into her mind that
kitchcn-work could be
taught in the same
delightful way by
plays and songs.

This idea was thought
out and put in pracdce
by the earncst woman,

and the school has been
in operation for three
years. You will like to
hear how it works, and
whethcr the little ones
really learn to do any-
thing. It is simply doing
wonders. Poor mothers,
whose lives are all hard
work, come to the schools and
thank the teachers heartily for
what their children have learn-
ed. The kitchen work of the big
school goes on beautifully. When a
bed is to be neatly made, or a room
propcriy arrangcd, onc of the little
kitchen-gardeners can do it nicely.
To the teachers of another Kitchen
Carden, at “ The Oid Brewery Mis-
sion” of Five Points,—a most interesting and
useful school,—the mothers cannot be thankful
enough; they have been taught better ways of
doing common things by their litele daughters,
who have become much more helpful at home,
and more neat ar>d pleasant in their ways. One
mother was so pleased with the remark of her
little four or five year oid girl that she carne
to the school on purposc to
tell the teacher.
The mother had
iighted a match
on the wall, as
usual ; but the
child remem-
bered her school
lesson about
matches, and,
turning to her
mother, quoted,
in a reproving
tone ofvoice, the couplet,
that tells you

“ Not lo light them on the wall.
Nor on the carpet Ict them fall.”
1 f
Last and best of all, you will be
mHOLDING." Jojj il
takes a deep interest in this particular school, has
promised to place each girl, who goes through Che
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READY TO GO TO
MARKBT.
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six lessons creditabljl
and ismore than
years of age, ina siit

. ation in a respectable

i; family, where she en
earn wages suitablc lo
her years; tluis stan
ing herin a life limis
useful, and saving htr
from miseries that you|
cannot imagine.

Besides the valuable inl
struction, there is Ortr
them, all the lime, the
influence of ladivs of re1

fincment, who teach from desire |

to be of real use to them; and,

without knowing it, the children

learn lady-like ways, neatncss of

dress and of person, quiet tones

of voice, and, above all, respect
for the work that true ladics are nol|
ashamed to perform.

As Rev. Dr. Bellows says, in wiiting |
of Miss Huntington’s plan: “ Whatidea
of a more vahiablc and urgent cliaracter
has lateiy come into any woman’s head,
or any man’s, than the idea that girls, poor or ridi, \
could be taught, in great classcs, and by the liun-1
dred, all the methods of setting the family laltle,
of serving the food, of cleaning
knives and forks, of washing
dishes and clothes, of sweeping
rooms anddusting closets
and ccilings,—how to
handle knifc and fork,
brooin anddustcr; how
and in what order to
take hold of all forms
of household work?

Theve is a I>est way of

doing these things, and only
trained and experienced
housekeepers, by expen-
sively trained servants, have hitherto been able lo
practice it. Most domestics have proved incapable |
of learning it,—because they began too late.”

But Miss Huntington takes these little girlsintime.
There is scarcely a thing in the work of .in od-
nary house-servant that they do notlearn soinetliing
about.  Perhaps there was never any onc thing |
that will do so much to help the very poor ofNe*
York as this one happy thought will do. It helps|
the girls themselves to better lives, does good to
all with whom they live and associate, influeiices
the parents and homes, and will, in the end, affect
the big city itself.

-rf
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MILTON.

By Emma Burt.

ThRA- liundred years ago two men mct in the
llibmtv of a Gttle villa of Arcetni, onc miic south of
Iflorcacc.

ilwas a picture for a painter. Onc sat quite
Imcuionlcss in a tall Gothic chair. His square-
lbuili. commanding figure was bent, as if at last
Icnislictl with the weight of life. His once soft chesl-
luut hair and beard had turned to white. The dark,

p.sci eyes tvere closed, but the face was lumin-
lous «iili Iliought.

Besicle him stood a young man whosc beauty had
Ibcentlic marvel and the jest ofhis associates. An
Itrtcl and fincly proportioned body, surmounted by
lahead jiiincely in its carriage; the face svas with-
loai heard, the light-brown waving hair flowed
Ibackward. The featurcs were finely cut. The
Ittiinploxion was puré and delicately tinted, and the
Ift-cswerc a clear, dark gray.

Tlic onc- was Galileo, philosopher and mathc-
Imalician, now, in his sevcnty-fouvth year,—after all
lhstoils, and tviumphs, and distinguishcd honors,—
Iptisoncr Uf the Inquisition, confined in his own
|ho«se, and—blind !

The (iiher was Millén, twenty-ninc years of age.

li ivas a gentle pathway the young man had
Iconie.  First, his peaceful London home in Bread
Istrcet, ivhere he was born in the year 1608, at the
Isign of the “ Spread Eagle”; for in those days
lhouses ivere known by sigiis instead of numbers.
la lovely home, with its books, its music,—of his
lown faihcr’s composing,—the pleasant bustlic from
Ibis father’s business, and the good cheer, and
kn-mg-kindncss of all.  And then, did not tlic
gertle poct, Shakspenre, pass the door now and
lilicnon liis way to the “ Mcrmaid” ?—a house of
lwievtainment near.

Here dwelt the child Milton, a little hard-headcd
li»y, with close-cut hair; ciad in a black-braided
Ifcss, fitiing ciése around his little neck and arras,
hnd with a lace frill about the neck. Alrcady a
Isiudious boy, with a “ lovable seriousness ™ in his
Jl«. Here he lived with indulgent parents, his
| boiher and sister, and his Puritan tutor.

Thosc were royal days, when the attractivc child
[>isthe beloved center of interest to the household
hnd its circle of genial friends. We can sec him
»stching the grand proccssions in the Street, and
| keiliiig the sparrows at the windows, and playing
*ith his gamos, or bending over his picturc-books;
| «r sitting perched on the high stool before the oid

organ picking out some raelody to picase his ear,
or leaning attentively beside his fond tutor.

Afterward, he is the lad going daily to St. PauTs
school, eager for learning, dcvotcd to his masters,
and striving to exccl. All along are still that fond
mother and father, and that happy home.

Farther on he is the youth in Christ’s College, at
the University of Cambridge, and has donned its
picturesque gown. Here he speeds like a young
conqucrorthrough the rcalms of philosophy, mathe-
matics and letters. But to be a master of tbcse
forces is not cnough. He must create. He
finds all about him thoughts and beauty that have
never been told. Language is rich, and it is his.
W hat he finds he turns into a world of words ful!
of power and music. He stands before the gowned
masters and fellows, and grand, gay lords and
ladies. They listen bieathless to his eloquence,
and when he ceases there is great applause, and
ihcy cali him the orator and poet of Cambridge.

But his best strength does not come from books
fior the grave masters, fior the jovial fellows of his
class. He has still his happy and his good father
and mother.

At this time his home is transferred fiom the
busy London Street where his father had gained a
sufficient competence. to the charming village of
Horton, witb its green ineadow, its sky-larks, and
primroses beside the trim hedgcs; its oid, oid
trees, its neighboring gentry, and the distant view
of Windsor Castle.

When Milton, therefore, at the age of twenty-
threc, had finished with Cambridge, he went to
Horton and lived at home six years. Those wcrc
six golden yeaira. In that quiet rural spot he
became, for the first time, thoroiighly acquainted
with Nature. RNor was he an idie dreamer. Never
was there greatcr mental activiiy than his. He
masscd and systematized the vast learning he had
gained, and acicled to his store. Nor was it “ all
work and no play.” There was a delightful charm
in the brilliant trappings, the grand music, and
romantic doings ofhis courtly neighbors, who drew
him into their high festivities, and made him the
poet of their masques. Here he wrote some ofhis
fincst verse.

But for what was he prcparing? His lionesty
would not permit him to cnter the Church, which
then enforced that which he disapproved. In this
the fiither's cherished wish was disappointed. It

1%
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was not yet clear to the young man himself what
he should do.

Here also, in the quiet of contemplation, became
immovably fixed the bclief which had grown and
strengthened with him, and which is the key to all
that iscalled “ Miltonic.” It was this:

That a man to be strong must be absolutely puré.
That great courage, magnanimity and achievement,
are based upon self-respect. That a man should
be as perfect as his ideal of a woman. That self-
mastcry, with disdain of the finical, luxurious and
immoral, must be the first conquest. That a great
man must be bimselfunblcmished. That a great
poet must be himselfa pocm.

When, therefore, after these six ycars of steady
growth, Milton leaves the home and the loved ones
at Hurton to ttavel upon the continent, and pre-
sents himselfbefore theaged Galileo, wehave in him
a pictiire of a perfect manhood; a poet, the basis
of whose nature is solid and fixed; a man among
men, with a stoic scorii of temptation ; a courage-
ous and self-rcliant man, who has earned a spotless
title to self-respect, which dignifies his whole bear-
ing and gives ita noblcncss that crowns his glorious
personal beauty.

Yet was this same man’s nature full of grace and
melody, and, with all his giandeur of intellect, he
had humility before God.

At thistime he believed that all his past had been

MICTON AT THE AUB Or TWELVB.

but preparation, and that before him was a great
work to do, which, when finished, the world “ would
not willingly let die.”

Milton, seated beside Galileo, puts questions, and

MILTON.
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listens with eager and intense interest to thedis-|
course of the brilliant philosopher. And then ihey|
go forth into the garden, the broken man leanr-
upon the strong, young arm ; and, as they go, Gi.
lileo talks of his vines, which he used to praric, of
his “ lady mulé,” of the two pigeons in the do\'{
cote, of the vases holciing the orange-trccs, ivhidi
were shattered by a storm while he was in Roine by
order of the Inquisition. And he points to tht
distant convent of St. Matthcw, where but now his
beloved daughter, Celeste, had died. He cah
iier a person of “ most exquisite mind,” for whom
he continually grieves. She who, though parted
from him, had cared for him, and fed him on coor-
age and strength out of her deep love,—she hed
gone out of the world along with his libcrty and iiis
daylight. , Her sw'eet, homely attentions,—ihe
chocolate biscuit, the baked pear or quince, or cnp
ofprescrved citrén, the stitches taken by her fingen,
—the persistent unforgetfulness. He misses hcrin
every way.

He speaks of his former delight in his garden and
his pleasure in a rural Ufe.

“The book of Nature,” he says, “ is writtenin
the characters of gcometry; when once their
meaning is revealed, we maj' hope to penétrate

Nature’s deepest mysteries.” To young Millén
the book of Nature seems equally written in char-
acters of poesy.

They continué their way past the bean-vincs and
the pear and plum and lemon trees, to the toirct
where reposes unused the famous telescopc. And
the blind man says .sadly:

“We can ill afford to lose one of our sonscs,
The principal doors into tlie garden of natural phil-
osophy are observation and experimcnt, and these
are opened with the keys of our senses.

“ 1 am hopclessly blind, so that this he.uen
and this earth—which 1, by my discoreries,
and demonstrations, had eniarged a hundred j
thousand times beyond the belief of the wise raen j
of by-gone ages—henceforward is shrunk for re
into such small space as is filled by my own sn
sations.

“ I must be content. Of ali the sons of Adam,
none yet have seen so much as |.”

And then they leave the towcr, and return to the |
room whence they had come, and the aged men
contindes: “ | have studied and wept too much!
Sir, you ‘cannot know the great differcnce ltetween
using one’s own eyes and those of another.”

Then the blind ofid man sits down to his lute,
and comforts his soul with its sweet nnisic.

Next, Milton takes rooms in London, and galhers
his books about him; and, while teaching his
nephews, begins to lay out great literary schemes
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Amongnumerous other subjects,hc thinks of “ Par-
adiseLust/’and even writcs out a plan ofthe great
poein. He decides that itshall be written in English
niiher tlian Latin, the language of learned Europe.
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changes in his home affairs,—his marriage with
Mary Poweil; the births of three children, Debo-
rah, Anne, and Mary ; and the death of his wife.
His domestic life often was clouded. Tivice again

MILL.TON IN MANHOOD.

Soon he sees that these poetic thinkings iniist
Xk abandoned. His country is in distraction;
wilwar is coming. And when his country and
bis God require him, shall he be “ duinb as a
btast"? The need of strong prose, written on
tveo’siibject that affected libcrty, was now greater
ilian iie need of an immortal poem.

Tinis, in his thirty-third year, his public life
began.  He wrote pamphict after pamphlet in the
iDleresl of freedom and the Commonwcalth. But
*hile the clear and glowing eloquence of those
*fitings aided the Puritans grcatly, it also enraged
seCavaliers. By his bold utterances at this time,
Miltonbrought upon himselfa storm of fury svhich
issied through the best ycars of his life.

During this time there were speedy and great

hemaiTied. Afflictionsand caresbesethim. Never
ivas his own home so peaceful as that of his young
life. But private troubles were put asidc in his
zeal for the public good.

He saw his king, Charles 1., beheadcd, and
thought the deed a just one. The Coramonwealth
was set up. and then Milton was made Secretary
of State. Next lhe Commonwealth wentdown and
1the young king went up, and Milton was huntcd
and persecuted and impovcrished. The money he
had leiU parliainent was lost. He was robbed by
fire and imperiled by the plague, and, like Galileo,
he at last became blind.

Fourteen ycars before his death he left public
life, wilh the decision he had come towhen entering
it. His battle was now fought. He retired to lhe
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shelter and seclusion ofhis home, and in his blind-
ness, composed the greatest epic that was ever
sung—his “ Paradise Lost.”

W hat is great and abiding does not grow up
cffortless. There had come to Milton, too, at last,
the slow years of groping without sight.  Other

MILTON.
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wrote for him, hour after hour, and day after day
while he listened with that seeing ear, and dictated
his immortal lines.

But as the years rolled on, his daugliiers ofteti
became weary of reading languages they did not
comprehend, only for the purpose of aiding him

““THEY RBAD AND WROTE FOR HIM, HOLfR AFTER HOUR.”

eyes must find his material; othcr voices must make
it known to him ; olher fingers must hold the pen,

His dauglners felt “ great tenderness” for this
man—so beautiful in age. They were charmed
with his “ delightful company, his flow of subject,
and unaffected cheerfuincss.” And they rend and

in writings that seemed to them very grand and
beautiful, but not, they thought, of any great e
further than to divert his mind; for if ever finished
and sold, the poem, very likely, would bring onl)
n few pounds irito the family treasury.

So he leaves his daughters more and inore to
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lintii gitlisfi interests, and takes such other helps
lgscometo hand; yet he never deviates from his
Ipuipose.

| Ereoi "as the anguish of groping to control the
Ipetlydefails of his niatchless work. From inaccu-
ltacv of "ords, down to punctuation, it was the
dliful sight of a giant in chains.

No» he remembers the words of Galileo about
llhe diffcrcnce betweeu using your own hands and
EVES and iliose of another.

Bul "'hile thosc eyes, seemingly pcrfect as ever,
Isa» nothing, the mind grew boundless and pro-
Ipbeiic in vision.

And«iih this man, long used to mastery, at last,
h'neiiher blindness, fior goiit, ior age, fior penury,
Inor_doniestic afflictions, fior political disappoint-

nar abuse, fior proscription, fior neglect,
power to disturb his sedate and majestic
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patience.” “ The strength of his mind overcame
every calamity.”
Tliese are the words of Macaulay, and he adds,
we can almost fancy we are visiting him, in his
small lodgings, that we see liim sitting at the oid
organ, beneath the faded green hangings * *
that we ave reading in the Unes of his noble coun-
tenance the proud and mournful history of his
glory and his affliction.”

Down the years to us “ is echoed his «poem on
his blindness, with thesc closing words :

“ Dothb God require day-labor, light dcmed?"
| findiy ask; but Patience, to prevent
That murraur, soon replies: “ God doch nol need
Kiiher man's work, or His own gifts; who best
Bear His mIM yoke, they serve Him bcst; His siate
Es kingly; thousands at His bidding speed»
And post o'er land and ocean wiihoul resi:
They also serve who only stand and wait! “

A JOLLY FELLOWSHIP.

BY Frank R. Stockton.

Chapter XI.
REGAL PROIJICTS.

Thi: next morning, we all went around to see
Iftequeen, and on the way we tried to arrange our
jafiair. 1 was only sorry that my oid school-fellows
|»erenof titere, to go into the thing with us. There
[rauld ii't llaebeen better fun for our boys, than to
ljetuparevolution, and set up a dethroned queen.
|Bui ilicy were not there, and | determined to act
lastheir rcliresentative as well as 1 could.

Ve tilico—Corny, Rectus and |I—were agreed
Illai lie ic-enthronement—we could think of no
Ibtiicr word for the business—should be done as
lluitily and peacefully as possible. It was of no

S ivethought, lo make a great fuss about wbat
In «ere going to do. We would see that this
|African ex-sovereigness was placed in a suitable
|"]al station, and then we would cali upon her
i “urarymen to acknowledge ber rank.

"It isii't really necessary for her to do any
Ipiveriiing,” said Rectus. “ Queens do very little
I*lthat Look at Queen Victorial Her Prime
|fctcrand Parliament run the countiy. If the
|Airican governor here is a good man, the queen
joMakc him for a Prime Minister. Then he can
liist go along and do what he always did. If she
p Kitnowledged to be the quceu, that’s all she
|Mtdwant.”

*i*That’s so,” said Corny.
there must be no '“ ™od shed.”

“ Nono of yours, any way,” said | ; and Rectus
tapped his bean, significantly.

Rectus had been chosen Captain of this rcvolu-
tionary coalition, because Corny, who held the
controlling vote, said that she was afraid | had
not gone into the tindertaking, heart and soul, as
Rectus had. Otherwise, she would have voted for
me, as the oldest of the party. 1 did not make
any objections, and was clected Treasurer. Corny
said that the only office she had ever held was that
of Librarfan, in a girls’ society, but as we did not
cxpect to need a Librarian in this undertaking, we
made her Secretary and Manager of Restoration,
which, we thought, would give her all the work
that she could stand under.

1 suggested that there was one sub-officer or
employé, that we should be sure to need, and who
should be appointed before we commenced opera-
tions. This was an emissary. Proper Communi-
cations between ourselves and the populace would
be difficult, unless we obtained the service of some
intelligent and whole-souled darkey. My fellow
revolutionists agreed with me, and, after a moment
of reflection, Corny shoutcd that she had thought
of the very person.

“elt’sa girl!” she cried.

We all knew Priscilia.

“ And above all

“And it’s Priscillal”
It would have béen



46

impossible to be at the hotel for a week and not
know her. After breakfast, and after dinner, there
‘was always a regular market, at the entrancc of the
hotel, under the great arched porch, where the
boarders sat and made themselves comfortable
afier medis. The dcalers were negroes of every
age,—men, women, boys, and girls, and they
brought everylhing they could scrape up, that
they thought visitors might buy,— fruit, shells,
sponges,.flowers, straw hats, canes, and more traps
than 1 can remember. Some of them had very
nice things, and others would have closcd out their
stock for seven cents. The livelicst and brightest
of all these, was a tall, slim, black, elastic, smooth-
tongued young girl, named Priscilla. She nearly
always wore shoes, which distinguished her from
her fellow country-women. Her eyes sparkled like
a fire-cracker of a dark night, and she had a mind
as sharp as a fish-hook. The moment Corny
nientioned her she was elected emissary.

We determined, however, to be very cautious in
disclosing our plans to her. We would sound her,
first, and make a regular engagement with her.

“ 1t will be a first-rate thing for me,” said Corny,
“ to have a girl to go about with me, for mother
said, yesterday, that it would n’t do for me to be so
much with boys. It looked Tom-boyish, she said,
though she thought you two were very good for
boys.”

“ Are you going to tell your father and mother
about this ?” asked Rectus.

“ 1 think 1°Il tell mother,” said Corny, “ because
| ought to, and | don’t believe she Il object, if I
have a girl along with me. But | don't think 1 Il
say anything to father just yet. | ’'m afraid he’d
join.”

Rectus and | agreed that it might be better to
postpone saying anything to Mr. Chipperton.

It was very truc that the queen did not live in a
palace. Her house was nearly large enough to
hold an old-fashioned four-postcd bedstead, such
as they have at my Aunt Sarah’s. The little room
that was cut off from the main apartment, was
really too small to count. The queen was hard at
work, sitting on her door-stone by the side of her
bits of sugar-cane and pepper-pods. There were
no customers. She was a good-looking oid body,
about sixty, perhaps, but tall and straight cnough
for all queenly purposes.

She arése and shook hands with us, and then

stepped into her door-way and courtesied. The
effect was very fine.
“ This is dreadful!” said Corny. “ She ought

to give up this pepper-pod busiiiessright away. If

| could only talk to her, 1 ’d make her understand.

But | must go get somebody for an interpreter.”
And she ran off lo one of the neighboring huts.
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“ If Ihis thing works,” said Rectus, “ we ougla
to hire aregular interpreter.”

“ It wont do to have too many paid officials"
said I, “ but we ’ll see about that.”

Corny soon returned with a pleasant-facdl
woman, who undertook to superintend our convei.l
sation with the queen.

“ W hat’s her nanie—to begin with?" askeil
Corny, of the woman.

“ Her African namc is Poqua-dilia, but herel
they cali her Jane Henderson, whcn they taikofi
her. She knows that fiame, too. We all hasu|
have English fiames.”

“ Well, we don’t want any Jane Henderson,"l
said Corny. *“ Pogiia-dilla! that’s a good iiainil
for a queen. But whatwe first want is to haré h«l
stop selling things at the front door. We’lldol
better for her than that.”

“1Is you goin’to sen'her to the’sylum ?" asked|
the woman.

“The asylum,” exclaimed Corny. “ No, indeedll
You ’ll see. She ’s to live here, but she ’s not to|
scll pepper-pods, or anything elsc.”

“ Well, young missy,” said the woman, “inul
better buy'era of her. 1 reckon she’ll scll outiori
’bout fourpence.”

This was a sensible proposition, and, as treasurer, |
I bought the stock, the queen having significd hfrl
willingness to the treaty by a dignified nod andal
courtesy. She was very much given to slyle, whichl
cncouraged us a good deal.

“ Now then,” said Rectus, who thought it n-Jil
about time that the captain should have sonieshingl
to say, “ you must tcll her that she is n’t tolayini
any more stock. This is to be the endoflicrmer-|
cantile life.”

| don’t believe the woman translatcd all ofihisl
specch, but the queen gave another nodandcouries)’, i
and | pocketed the peppers to kccp as trophics, |
The other things we kept, to give to the childien|
and make ourselves popular.

“ How much do you think it woukl cost," asktdl
Corny of me, “ to make this place a little more liktj
a palace?”

| made a rough sort of a calculation, and carne!
to the conclusiéon that the room could be made a|
little more like a palace for about eight doliars.

“That’s cheap enough,” said Rectus to ree |
“ You and | ’ll each give four doliars.”

“ No, indeed!” said Corny. “ 1 ’m going M|
give some. How much is three into eight?”

“ Two and two-thirds,” said I, “ or, in this case,
two doliars, sixty-six cents and some sixes over.

“ All right!” said Corny, “ TU ask father fa
three doliars. There ought to be something ffM
extras. | ’ll tell mother what 1 want it for, ai'»l
that will satisfy him. He can know aftenvard. ||
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don't think he ought to worry his lung with any-
thing like this.”

" She wont want a throne,” said Rectus, turning
I the conversation from Mr. Chipperton, “ for she
I hasa very good rocking-chair, which could be fixed

»P
“Yes,” said I, “ it could be cushioned. She
I might do it herself.”

“ Some of ’em do,” | said. “ There was the
throne of France, you know.”

“ Well, then, that will be all right,” said Cornyj
“and how about a crown and scepter?”

“ Oh, we wont want a scepter,” | said; “ that
sort of thing ’s pretty old-fashioned. But we ought
to have a crown, so as to make a difference between
her and the other people.”

THE VIStT TO THE QUBEN.

Al this, the colored woman made aremark to the

i«n, but what it was we did not know.

Uf course she could,” said Corny. “ Queens

Victoria etches on Steel.”

dont.believe Porker-miller can do that,” said

cws, “hut | guess she can pad her chair.”
bothrones rock?” asked Corny.
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“ How much are crowns?” asked Corny, in a
thoughtful tone,

“ Various prices,” | answcred; “ but | think we
can make one, that will do very wcll,for about
fifty cents. 1 ’ll lindcrtake tomake the brass part,
if you 'l cushion it.”

‘Brass !” exclaimed Corny, in astonishinent.
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‘“You don’t suppose we can get gold, do you ?”
| asked, laughing.

“ Well, no,” she said, but not quite satisfied.

“ And tliere must be a flag and a flag-pole,” said
Rectus. “ But what sort of a flag are we going to
have?”

“ The African flag,” said Corny, confidently.

None of us knew what the African flag was,
although Corny suggested that it was probably
black. But | told ber that if we raised a black
flag before the queen’s palace, we should bring down
the authorities on us, sure. They ’d think we had
started a rctail piratical establishraent.

We now took leave of the queen, and enjoined
her neighbor to impress on her mind the necessity
of not using her capital to lay in a new stock of
goods. Leaving a quarter of a dollar with her, for
contingent expenses during the day, we started for
home.

“ 1 tell you what it is,” said I, “ we must settle
this matter of revenue pretty soon. |If she don’t
sell peppers and sugar-cane she ’ll have to be sup-
ported, in some way, and | 'm sure we can't do it.”

“ Her subjects ouglit to auend to that,” said
Rectus.

“ But she hasn’t got any yet,” 1 answered.

“That’s a fact,” said Corny. “ We must get
her a few to start with.”

“ Hire ’em, do you mean?” asked Rectus.

“No; cali upon them in the fame of their
country and their queen,” she replied.

‘| think it would be better, at first,” said I, “to
cali upon them in the fiame of about twopence a
head. Then, when we get a nice little body of
adhcrents to begin with, the other subjects will fall
in, of their own accord, if we manage the thing
right.”

“There’s where the emissary will come in,”

said Rectus. “ She can collect adherents.”
“We must engage her this very day,” said
Corny. “ And now, what about tlic flag? We

have n't settled that yet.”

“ | think,” said I, “ that we’d better invent a
flag. When we get back to the hotel, we can each
draw some designs, and the one we clioose can
easily be made up. We can buy the stuff any-
where.”

“ 1l sew it,” said Corny.

“ Do you think,” said Rectus, who had been
rcflecting, “ that the authorities of this place will
object to our setting up a queen ?”

“ Can’t tell,” | said. “ But 1 liardly think they
will.  They don’t object to the black governor, and
our queen wont interfere with them in any way that
| can see. She will have nothing to do with any-
body but those native Africans, who keep to them-
selves, any way.”
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“1f anybody should trouble us, who would itheil
Soldiers or the policemcn? How many soldicR|
have they here ?” asked Corny.

“ There’s only one company now in the bari
racks,” said Rectus. “ 1was down there. Tlietel
are two inen-of-war in thehnrbor, but one of themsl
a Spanish vessel, and | 'm pretty sure she would nij
bother us.”

“ Is that all?” said Corny, in a tone of relief.

| did n’t want to dash her spirits, but | rcmarkcj

that there were a good many policemcn in th;|
town.
“ And they’re all colored men,” said Corny,j
1°d bate to have any of them coming after us.”
“ The governor of the colony is at the headc
the array, police and all, isn’t he?” said Rectus.

“Yes,” | answered.

“ And | know where he lives,” put in Corny.l
“ Let’s go and see liim, sometime, and ask himl
about it.”

This was thought to be a good idea, and
agreed to consider it at our next meeting.

“ As to revenue,” said Rectus, just before m
reached the hotel, “ | don’t believe these peopl®
have much money to give for the support of i
queen, and so | think they ouglit to bring in provis-1
ions. The whole thing might be portioncd outl
She ought to have somany conchs a week, so manjT

“

stuff. This might be fixed so that it would ntf
come hard on anybody.”

Corny said she guessed she 'd have to get alittl
book to put these things down, so that we could
consider them in order.

] could not help noticing that tliere was a :
deal of difference between Corny and Rectus, aij
though they were much alike, too. Corny had ne
learned much, but she had a good brain in'
head and she could reason out things pretty well|
when she had anything in the way of a soUd fedt
start with. Rectus was better on things he'ij
heard reasoned out. He seemed to know a)
thing when it carne before him, and he rcmcmben
it, and oftenbroughtit in very well. But heliadnl
liad mucli experience in reasoning on his of
account, although he was getting more in pradiK
every day. .

Corny was just as much in eamest as she wastM
first day we saw her, but she seemed to have
more thougbtful. Perhaps this was on account"
her having important business on hand.
thoughtfulness, however, did not prevent herfronj
saying some very funny things. She spoke fin
and did her thinking afterward. But she wese
good girl, and | often wished my sister knew oj
Helen was older, to be sure, but she could nas®
learned a great deal from Corny.
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That afternooii, we had a meeting up iii the silk-
lcolK™" Prisciila, who had sold out her
[smail stock of flowers in the hotel-door market, was
liequestcd to be prescnt. A variety-show, consist-

:of about a dozen young darkies with their
[basketsand strings of sponges, accoinpanied her up
liiesteps; but she was ordered to rout them, and
Ishediiit in short order. When we were alone,
(Ueclus, as captain, began to State to her what we
iteircd of her; but he was soon interriipted by
ICom)', who could do a great deal more talking in a
Igiven lime than he could, and who ahvays felt that
lieouglit to begin early, in order lo get through
lingood season.

“No'v, Priscilla,” said Corny, “ in the first place,
ljoufflust promise never to tell what we are going
[tosay lo you.”

Priscilla promised in a flash.

“Wc want you, then,” continued Corny, “ to
1x1las our emissary, or general agent, or errancl-
igirl, if you don’t know what the other two things
locan.”

I'll do dat, missy,” said Priscilla. “ Whar
|rouivant me to go ?”
"Noivhere Just now,” said Corny. “ We want

lioengage you by the day, to do whatever we tell
Lim.”

”Cahn’t do dat, missy. Got to sell flowers and
Irases.  Sell 'em for de fam’ly, missy.”

“But in the afternoon you can come,” said
ICorny, “ There is n’t any selling done then.
iWe’llpay you.”

“How much ?” asked Priscilla.

This question was referred to me, and 1 offered
aspence a day.

The money in this place is English, of course, as
|i isan English colony; but there are so many
|W{irsfrom the United States, that American cur-

istcy is as much in use, for large suras, as the

Bund-s-sliillings-and-pence arrangement. But all

wns under a quarter are reckoncd in English

ffiney—peiinies, hnlfpennies, four, six and eight-

*"xs, and that sort of thing. One of our quar-
liis passes for a shilling, but a silver dime wont

1in tlie shops. The darkies will take them —

ulmost anything else—as a gift. 1 did n’t have

“ptour money changed into gold. | got a draft

oa Nassau house, and generally drew greenbacks.

*11saw, pretty plainly, that | could n’t draw very

di for this new monarchical undertaking, and

laymNassau as long as we had planned.

I 'Awhole afternoon,” exclaimed Priscilla, “ for

“pence!”

“Why not?” | asked.

j«wrallyinake all day.”

'Only sixpence!” said Priscilla, looking as if

"*iltiderspirithadbeen woimded. Cornygianced

‘“That ’s more than you

A JOLLY FELLOWSHIP.

419

at me with an air that suggested that I ought to
make a rise in the price, but | had dealt with these
darkies before.

“That’s all,” | said.

“ All right thcn, boss,” said Priscilla.
W hat you want me to do ?”

The colored people generally gave the fiame
“ boss ” to all white men, and | was pleased to see
that Priscilla said boss to me much morefrequently
than to Rectus.

We had a talk with her about her duties, and
each of us had a good deal to say. We made her
understand—at least we hoped so—that she was to
be on hand, every afternoon, to go with Corny, if
nccessary, whenever we went out on our trips to
the African settlement; and, after giving her an
idea of what we intended doing with the queen,—
which interested her veiz much indeed, and seemed
to set her on pins and needles to see the glories of
the new reign—we commissioned her to bring
together about twcnty sensible and intelligent
Africans, so that we could talk to them, and engage
them as siibjects for the re-enthroned queen.

“ W hat’s ole Goliah Brown goin' to say’bout
dat?” said Priscilla.

“Who s he?” we asked.

“ He s de Afrikin gubner.

“ Ohl” said Rectus, “he’s all right.
going to make him prime minister.”

| was not at all sure that he was all right, and
proposed that Rectus and | should go to his house
in the evening, when he was at home, and talk to
him about it.

“ Yes, and we ’ll all go and see the head gov-
ernor to-raorrow morning,” said Corny.

We had our hands completely full of diplomatic
business.

The meeting of the adherents was appointed for
the next afternoon. We decided to have it on the
Queen’s Stair-way, which is a long flight of steps,
cut in the solid limestone, and leading up out of a
deep and shadowy lavine, where the people of the
town many years ago cut out the calcareous mate-
rial for their houses. There has been no stone cut
here for a long time, and the walls of the ravine,
which stand up as straight as the wall of a house,
are darkencd by age and a good deal covered up by
vines. At the bottom, on each side of the pathway
which tuns through the ravinc to the town, bushes
and plants of various semi-tropical kinds grow thick
and ciése. At the top of the flight of stairs are
open fields and an oid fort. Allogether, this was
considered a quiet and suitable place for a meeting
of a band of rcvolutionists. We could not have
mct in the silk-cotton tree, for we should have
attracted too much attention, and, besides, the
hotel-elerk would have routed us out.

“1’lldoit.

He rule ’eni all.”
W e’re
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Chapter XII.
RECTUS LOSES RANK.

After supper, Rectus and 1 went to see the
African governor, Goliah Brown, He was a good-
natured oid colored man, who lived in a house a
trifle better than most of thosc inhabited by his

" 'ALL RIGHT, SAID GOLIAH, WITH A SMILB."

fellow-countrymen. The main room was of a fair
size, and there was a center-table, with some books
on it.

W hen we saw this, we hesiuted. Could we ask
a man who owned books, and could probably
read, to play second fiddle to a woman who could
not speak che English language, and who for
years, perhaps, had devotcd the cnergies of her
soul to the sale of pepper-pods ?

However, the office of prime minister was no
trifle, and many more distinguished and more
learned men than Goliah Brown have been glad
to getit. Besides this, we considered that blood
is biood, and, in monarchical countries, a queen is
a queen. This was a colony of a monarchy, and
we would push forward the claims of Poqua-dilta
the First. We called her “ The First,” because,
although she may have had a good many ancestovs
of her fiame in Africa, she certainly started the line
in the Bahamas.

Goliah proved himself a steady-going talkcr.
He seemed pleased to have us cali on him, and
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told US the whole story of the capture of hirnsdt
and the rest of the Africans. W e had heard pretty|
much all of it before, but, of course, wc had tol
politely listen to it again. |

When he finished, we asked a few questioDsj
about the queen, and finding that Goliah admiiiedi
her claims to royal blood, we told him ivliat «el
proposed to do, and boldly asked him to take thel
position of prime minister in the African coml
munity. |

At first, he did not understand, and we had tul
go over the thing lu’o or three times before he sa«l
into it. Then, it was evident that he could not seel
what business this was of ours, and \\o had lol
explain our motives, which was some trouble.l
because we had not quite straightened them oui,l
in our own minds. |

Then he wanted to know which was the hc.idl
person, a queen or a prime minister. We sei|
forth the strict truth to him in this matter. Wa
told him that although a queen in a wcll regJ
lated monarchy actually occupies the highesi
place, that tho prime minister is the fellow uhof
does the real governing. He thought this miglij
all be so, but he did not like the idea of having
any one, especially Jane Henderson, as he cate
her, in a position higher than his own. We tlij
not say anything to him, then, about givhig Ih
queen her English fiame, because we suppose
that he had been used to speak of her in that «ayJ
to white people, but we determined to refer to lliii
when matters should be settled. |

He was so set in his own opinién on this jwiol
of position, that we were afraid we should be ohlige)
to give the thing up. He used very good argul
ments, too. He said that he had been electedi
his present office by his fellow Africans; that!
had held it a long time ; that he did n't 7
rest of liis people wanted him to give it up, and"!
did n’t think he wanted to give it up himself. |
prime minister might be all very well, but he didnj
know anything about it. He knew whatitwasil
be governor, and was very wecll satisfied to lesij
things as they were.

This was dampening. Just as the oid
thought he had settled the matter, a happy thougi
struck me; we might make the monarchy
independent arrangement. Perhaps Goliahwoa.l
have no objcction to that, provided we did:
interfere with his governorsbip. If
should be rccognized as a queen, and crmvned.ai
provided with an income sufficient to kcephc'
of any retail business, it was about all she ai
expect, at her time of life. She certainly '«J
not care to do any governing. The fewsu]-
that we should enlist would be more like con
than anything else.
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calee! Rectus to the door, and suggested this
ljnangen‘cnt to him. He thought it would be
Ibeiier than nothing, and that it would be well to
Ineniion it.
Wedid this, and Goliah thought a while.
“Efl Icts hcr be cali quecn,” he said, “ an’she

ljist stay at home an’ min' her own business, an’

ljon’tuii herse’f agin me, no way, liow much you
is’pscshe able to gib fur dat?”

Recius and | went again to tlie front door to
Ifijoauli, and when we carne back, we said we
Itkiught slie would be able to give a dollar.

"All right,” said Goliah, with a smile. “ She
Ibn jisi go ahead, and be queen. On’y don’ let
lliernin lierse’f agin me.”

This suited us, and we paid the dollar and carne
itay

“More cash 1” said Rectus, as we walked home.

“Yes,” said I, “ but wbat troubles me is that
igncen’s income. | don’t see now where it’s to
IcDire from, for oid Goliah wont allow his people to
Ibelaxed for hcr, that ’s certain.”

Rectus agreed that things looked a little bluish,
jbuthethought we might pay the income ourselves,
pnnl aftcr the coronation, and then we could see
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the army and navy, although she made light of
them,—and so she thought it would be a good
thing to see whcther or not we should have to com-
bat with all these forces, if we should carry out our
plans. W e took Prisciila along with us on Corny's
accoimt. It would look respectable for her to have
an attendant. This being an extra job, Priscilla
earued two sixpences that day.

The governor lived in a fine house, on the hill
back of tlie town, and although we all knew where
it was, Priscilla was of great use to us here, for she
took us in at a side gate, where we could walk
right up to the door of the governor’s office, with-
out going to the grand entrance, at the front of the
house, where the English flag was flying. There
was a red-coated soldier standing just in the door-
way, and when we saw him, we put ourselves on
our stiffost behavior. We told Priscilla to wait
outside, in the path, and to try and behave so that
people would think there was a pretty high-toned
party inside. We then went up to the red-coat
and asked to see the governor. The soldier looked
at us a little queerly, and went back into the house.

He staid a good while, but when he carne out
he told USto follow him, and took us through a hall

"a side cate.

*atelse could be done. This was n’t much of a

pM but | could n't think ofanything better.

pile next day. about noon, we all went to see the
Kovernor of the colony. Rectus and | did n’t

pitinuch about doing this, but Corny insisted on
Ske was afraid of the pélice,—and probably of

into a room where two gcntlcmen were sitting
at desks. Onc of these jumped up and carne to
meet us.

“ There is the secretary,” said the soldier in a
low voice to me, and then he left us.

W e now had to ask the secretary if we could see
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the governor. He iiiquircd our business, but we
did n’t seem anxious to tell him.

“ Anything private?" he said, with a smile.

“ Well, sir,” said I, “ it’s not exactly private,
butit’s not avery ensy thing to put straight before
anybody, and if it don’t make any difference, we’d
rather not have lo tell it twice.”

He hesitated for a minute, and then he said he 'd
see, and went into another room.

“ Now, look here,” 1 whispcred to Rectus, “ if
you ’re captain, you 've got to step up and do the
talking. Itisn’t my place.”

The secretary now returned and said the gov-
ernor could give us a few minutes. | think the
probability was that he was curious to know what
two boys and a girl could want with him.

The governor’s office, into which wc now were
shown, was a large room, with plenty ofbook-cases
and shelves against the walls, and in the middle
of the floor a big table which was covered with
papcrs, packagcs of manuscript tied up with tape,
and every kiiid ofthing necessary to make matters
look as if business was brisk in these islands. The
governor himself was a tall, handsome gentleman,
not oid a bit, as Corny put it afterward, and dressed
all in white lincn, which gave him an air of cool-
ness and cleanness that was quite agreeable to us
after our walk in the sun. He was sitting at one
end of the long table, and he politely motioned us
to seats at one side of him. | expcct the secretary
arranged the chairs before we carne in. We made
our manners and sat down.

“Well,” said he, “what can | do for you?”

If Corny had n’t been along, | don't believe he
would have seen us at all. There can be nothing
attractive to a governor about two boys. But almost
any one would take an interest in a girl like Corny.
The secretary was very polite to her.

Rectus now gave his throat a little clearing, and
pushed off.

“ Our business with you, sir, is to see about
doing something for a poor queen, a very good and
honest woman "

“ A poor but honest queen!” interrupted the
governor, with a smile.

“ Oh, he don’t mean a common queen,” said
Corny, quickly. “ He means a black queen,—an
African,—born royal, but taken prisoner whcn
young, and brought here, and she lives over there
in the'African setticments, and sells peppers, butis
just as much a queen as ever, you know, sir, for
selling things on a door-step can’t take the royal
blood out of a person.”

“ Oh no, indeed!” said the governor, and he
looked very much ticklcd.

“ And this poor woman is oid, now, and has no
revenue, and has to get along as wcll as she can,
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which is pretty poorly, | know, and nobody eral
treats her any better than if she had been jxinij
common pei-son, and we want to give her a chanct
of having as many of her rights as slie @
beforc she dies.”

“ At any rate,” said Rectus, who had b«i|
waiting for a chance to makc a fresh start, "‘if»il
can’t give her all her royal rights, we want jolit|
her know how it fcels to be a queen, and to gut
her a little show among her people.”

“You are talking of an oid native Africal
woman?” said the governor, looking at Coniy.
“ 1 have heard of her. |Itseems to be gciieralk
agreed that she bclonged to a royal fainily Inontl
of the African tribes. And you want to restore liet|
to her regal station ?”

“We can’t do that, of course,” said Coniyj|
“ but we do think she ’s been shamefully used, and|
all we want to do is to have her acknowledged |
her people. She need n’t do any ruUng. Welll
fix her up so that she ’lIl look enough like a giieenl
for those dreadfully poor people.”

“ Yes,” put in Rectus, who had been geliinfl
warm on the subject, “ they are dreadfully poor,|
but she ’s the poorest of the lot, and it ’s a shamtl
to see how she, a regular queen, has to live, whil
a governor, who was n’t anybody before he gothbl
place, lives in the bcst house, with tables andl
books, and everything he wants, for all 1 know, andl
a big flag in front of his door as if he was soinebod)!
great, and ”

“ W hat?” said the governor, pretiy quick andl
sharp, and turning around square on Rectas.

“Oh, he don’t mean you I” said Corny. “He'sl
talking about the black governor, Goliah Brc>wn,”l

“ Ah, indeed!” said he, turning aw.iy frwl
Rectus as if he did n't like his looks. “ And wbat|
does Brown think ofall this?”

I thought | ’d better say a word or two no*l
because | did n’t know where Rectus would fetchusl
up next, if we should give him another chance, andl
so | said to the governor that | knew Goliah Bromil
would make no objections to the plan, becausem|
had taiked it over with him, and he had ag
to it.

“ Well, then, what do you want that [ Sliould|
do for you ?” said the governor tn Coniy.

“ Oh, nothing sir,” said she, “ but just to
it ali safe for us. We did n’t know exactly "In*
ihe rules were on this island, and so wc thouf
wc’d come and see you aboutir. w e don't«nni
the policemen, or the soldiers or sailors, or anybodri|
to get after us.”

“ There is no nile here against giving a qwft
her rights,” said the governor, who seemed to!
in a good humor as long as he taiked to Cornyl
“and no one shall interfere with you, provided w
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Idonot coinmit any disordcr, and | 'm sure you will
not do that. ’

“Ohno!” said Corny; “ wejustintend to have
j liltiocoronation, and to ask the people to remem-
Iber that she 's a queen and not a pcpper-pod
|W0man; and ifyou could just give us a paper per-
Imission, and sign it, we should—at least 1 should—
| fect 1good deal easier,”

“You shall have it,” said the governor, and he
|took some paper and a pen.

«itseems a little curious,” said he to Corny, as
lhetiipped his pen in the ink, “ that | should serve
laqueen, and have a queen under me at the same
tirae, does n’t it?”

“Kind o’ sandwiched,” rcmarked Rectus, who
lhad a face like froten brass.

The governor went 011 writing, and Corny and |
I looked at Rectus as if we would singe his hair,

‘Yon are all from the States, | suppose,” said
[the governor.

I said we were.

“What are your fiames ?” he asked, looking at
1 Corny first.

“Cornelia V, Chipperton,” said Corny, and he
IwToie that down. Then he looked at me.

‘William Tnylor Gordon,” said I. When the
Igownor had put that on his paper, he just gave
Ibis head a little wag toward Rectus. He didn’t
I lookai him.

“My fiame is Samuel Colbert,” said Rectus.

Corny turned short on him, with eyes wide open.

*Samuel!” she said in a sort of theater-whisper.

“ Xow then,” said the governor, “this paper
Iwillshow ih.at you have full permission to carry out
jyout liiile plans, provided that you do nothing that
Imay create any disorder. If the woman—your
Igueen, | mean—has been in the habit of earning
Iber own livclihood, don’t make a pauper of her,”
IAndhegave us a general look as if the time had
Icorae lo say good-bye. So we got up and tlianked
lbira, and he shook hands with us, Rectus and all,
|andwe carne away.

A JOLLY FELLOWSHIP.
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We found Priscilia sitting cross-legged on the
grass outside, pitching pennies.

“ That thar red-coat he want to sen' me off,”
said she, “ but | tole him my missy and bosses was
inside, and | bouii’to wait fur em, er git turned
off. So he le’ me stay.”

Corny, for a wonder, did not rcprove Priscilia for
giving the scntinel the idea that her employers
hired penny-pitchers to follow them around, but
she walked on in silence until we were out of the
grounds. Then she turned to Rectus and said :

“ | thought your lame was Rcctiis I”

“Itisn’t,” said he. “ It’s Samuel,”

This was no sort of rm answer to give Corny, and
so | explainecl that Rectus was his school fiame;
that he was younger than most of us, and that we
used to cali him Young Rectus; but that 1 had
pretty much dropped the “ young” since we had
been traveling together. It did n’t appear to be
needed.

“ But why did you cali him Rectus, whcn his
flame’s Samuel?” asked Corny.

“Wcll,” said I, laughing, “itseemed to suithim,”

This was all that was said about the matter, for
Priscilia carne up and said she must hurry home,
and that she ’'d like to have her sixpence, and that
changed the subject, for we were out of small
money and could only make up eleven halfpence
among us. But Priscilia agreed to trust us until
evening for the other “ hoppenny.”

Corny did n’t say much on the way home, and
she looked as if she was doing some private think-
ing. | suppose, among other things, shf thought
that as | considered it all right to cali Rectus Rec-
tus, she might as weli do it herself, for she said:

“ Rectus, | don’t think you 're as good at talking

as Will is. | move we have a new election for
captain.”
“ All right,” said Rectus, “ I 'm agreed.”

You could n’t make that boy angry. We held a
meeting just as we got to the hotel, and he and
Corny both voted for me.

(To be coutiuued.}

xas HOTEL AT NASSAU.
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ARTHUR AND ROMEO.

Arthur likes to play that he is a street-car driver, that Romeo is hisi
horse, that a chair turned upside down is the car, and that Jemima is al
young lady taking a ride on her way to do some shopping. You @n
see Jemima in the picture, sitting with her back to the driver.

Romeo, it is true, does not look in the least like a horse. But it’s just
as much fun to clrive him, and Arthur knows that there are places vherel
people ride on elephants, and use them to drag carts and wagons; and ligl
says: ‘An elfant is a gweat deal stwonger than a horse'; and pootty fasU
too. Why should n’t a elfant dwaw a stweet car? Get up, Womeo !”

But, this time, Romeo went too fast; so Arthur called to him: “Whoal
— whoa! Hold up now, Womeo! Dont you hear the lady on the backl
seat wants to say somefing? | never did see such a elfant. Whoa, | sayV

Then he turned around to Jemima, and asked in a polite voice:

“What did you say, maam ? The car makes such a noise, bumpingl
on the stones, | cant hear a word! | s’pect you 've got the cwoup, ori
somefing. Well, ma’am, | can’t make out what you .say; and oh, theresi
about seventy-’leven people waiting on the comer!”

“ Miss Jemima says that Billy is coming up the Street and througl>|
the gate,” said Arthur’s mamma, who sat by the window reading.

“ Oh, goody— goody—goody '” cried Arthur, as he jumped off thel
car. Jemima fell on her face, and Romeo on his back; but Arthur didi
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jnot stop to pick them up. He put on his
Ifiat and ran just as fast as he could out into
[the yard, and there he met Billy.
Billy was his Unele Tom’s little dog, and
j.rthiir was very fond of him. He was
jnever cross fior ugly, and knew a great many
ipretty tricks. He, could stand on
ihishind legs, and shake hands, and
“speak,” and junip backward and
Ifonvard through a little hoop, and
“dead,” and come “alive” again,
land do ever so many other things.
|Arthur was never tired of playing
Iwith billy, though Billy was some- -
Itinies a little tired of going through his tricks for Arthur. While Billy
jstayed, poor Romeo and Jemima were forgotten; but assoon as he went
lanay, Romeo had to go to work again, andJemima took another ride.

Harree, harkee to the dock,—
* Tick, tock, fick, tock!"
This the pretty dock doth say
All the night and all the day.

* Tick, iock, fick, tock!"

Tell me, tell me, pretty dock,—
* Tick, tock, tick, tock!"—
Is this all that you can say'
All the night and all the day ?
And tlie dock makes answer quick,
“ Tock, tick, tock, tick!"
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Now the nolsy winds aro siUlj
April ’s coming up the hill!

All ihe Spring is In her train,
Led by shimng ranks of rain:

Pit, pal, patter, patler,

Siidden sui™ and patter, patier!—

First the blue, and ihcn the shower>
Hurcting bud, and .“miHng flowcr,
Brooks set free wilh tinklmg ring;
Birds too full of song to sing;
Dry oid leaves astir with pridc,
Where ihe iimid violéis hide,—
All things ready with a will,—
April * comuig up the hill 1

That’s the way your Jackfeels about it, you see;
and he isn't an April ibol, either,—that is, not if
he knows himself. But may be he does n't know.

Now you shall have another sort of April story:

OR. RABELAIS' FREE JOURNEY.

The learned and famous Frenchman, Dr. Rabelais, once found
binisctf In MarseUles without money. He wishcd to travcl to Paris,
buII could not coatiive a way to do so. Al last, however, he hit upon
a plan.

Hesiaried, ene first of April, carrylr® wUh him some full phlals
labeled “ Polson for ihe King and the Royal Family.*" At the cit
gates, according lothe cuslom inihose days, the iraveier was searched,
and these susptclous.lotking bottles were found, as he intended. The
othcials were horrifled, and they prompiy arresied him, and hurried
him ofTaaa State prisoner to Paris, (here to be tried for (reason

Not long after his arrlval, Rabelais and his bottles were taken before
the judges. Tiien the doctor, who wa® very well known as a wii,
mnde a litie cxplanalion, showed that the phlals conlained nothmg
but brick'dust, and was at once rolcased,—the couri, the accuscis, iho
lookerS'On, and aU Paris, convu(sed with laughtcr ai the jokc.

THE CAMPANERO ; OR, BELL-B1RD.

| THink, my dear children, there should be a
revised edition of the Cock Robin tragedy. |
never could see any propriety in the bull being at
that bird-funeral. The Campanero or beii-bird
could have tolled the bell, even though there had
been no bell in the world. It has a fleshy “ horn ”
on its forehead, you see, which is connected with
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its palate, and at a moment’s notice it can fill this
with air,—and thcn you should hear it! It u-
ters a solemn, clear bell-note, like the toll ofa

distant convent bell, pauses for a minute or
two, then gives another toll,— another silente
and another toll,—and the sounds can be heaid

three miles off.

It is a sad pity the Campanero was not at Robin’s
funeral, for it is a gentle creature and its dress is
most appropriate for such an occasion—being sno»
white, while the “ horn” is jet black with a fe»
white feathers. True, they would have had to
send to the country of the Amazon for it, bui
the birds could have managed that.

TOO FONO OF MUSIO.

T hat story told by Dr. Hayes about Greenland
seais and icebergs—printed in last montli’s St
Nicholas, 1believe—reminds me of another story,
also about a seal, only it was a seal of a large kind,
called “ ookjook” by the Esquimaux who huni
it. Here is the story;

Captain Tyson, the Arctic explorar, once espisd
an ookjook who had come up through ahole jnthe
ice to breathe. The explorer beckoned to a coa
panion to bring a gun as quietly as possible and
shoot the creature. Meanwhile, Ihe captain whis-
tled a plaintive tune as musically as he could, The
ookjook was so charmed by the pleasant sound that
he lingeted and listened until the gun carne and lie
was killed.

Now, | 'm told that all seais are fond of
sweet sounds, whether made by Instruments, sun",
whistled, or, sometimes, merely spoken, and that
they will keep still and listen, giving a hunter tine
to come within shooting distance.

But perhaps there is a slight mistakc, and ite
seal is only watcUing for a good chance, while he
grumbles to himself, something like this:

“ Pshawl Only let me catch that troubksome
fellow, and | ’ll soon put an end to his noise!”

THE FINEST EXHIBIT AT THE PARIS EXPOSITION.
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ciirilus people were feeling hlin fron; bcad lo foot. Nol a
Boderebxed—he bad not so tnuch as wjnked. An exhibltor who
VviS liusting the cootenis uf hjs sbow-cnse seeii® whac was up, sauii*
Koa carelessiy aloiif and carcfuliy clusied ofTihc sergcant Tliis
«etUedthe question beyond a <loubU U was astacuc! There were
Q(n>ahoui three liundred people of atl natiunalilies gathcrccl aboui
jlbs piarvclous piece ofworkmanship!

"C'c*tbhien une statuc!

“Qiiel mctveillcnx travail!

"Awh weally, now you
parek 1’

‘*Wal, 1 reckon there aint arj-lhing cao heat thi« iii the whole

know, those Yankees are joUy clcvor

<<China &ngchop suck young hyson pcking yang ise kiangi “—
Amiodo naga sakilo kio yeddo!

«Stamboul maho metal; ya tibe loublou
dred throats In iweniy diflereni languages.

(Bese (asithree exclamaiion?. as you will readily understand, dear
Jack, are expres«ive of tlie utmosi wonder and admiralon in the
Ibh««ei Jnpancrse and Turkish languages. 1 might molliply ihcse
expnsion” of delight te an unlimited extent, and gi®e you a high
Mjiion of my linguisiic powers Bul | believe that modesly U a
irtue—lo be proiit of.)

ITic bsi man had I)arely oponed his Hps to have his say, when the
lo3kofadminttion suddenly dcparicd fiom ihe three hundred faces,
jsd uie three hundied throats riinuliancou.sly sene outaguHaw which
Tarlyshook the vast edifice, and attractcd nundreds of vJsitors from
allstd»"

The siatue had turned on lis hcel and quietly niurchcd off.

Truly you, J. H, F,

from thrce hun.

THE MAGIC LEAF.

Now, my serioiis young botanists, here is some-
ihing for you, and for everybody else who has a
magnifying glass,—to look at carefully,—a Magic

Leaf, which your Jack prescnts to you with the
«mpliments of the season.

The Leafhas the necromantic power of revealing
ji<Kcret most important for a person to know;
Bwii will act only on three conditions; First, that
lhe inquirer be quite alone; second, that every
hue on the leaf be examined through a good
magnifying glass, and with the left eye only, the
“ht eye being kept closed by a gcntle pressurc

the middle finger ofthe left hand, which must
"isl be passed around by the back of the head;
and third, that the secret, when known, be faith-
Wy kept by the lucky findcr.

JACK-IN-THE-TULPIT.
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If you will follow these simple rules closely, my
young wiseacves, the secretno longer will be a mys-
tery to you.

THE FEAST OF KITES AGAIN.

Boston, Mass.
Deas Jack.in-thb*Pulvit: In the Aprii number, 1878, you nsked
ifany onc knew anything more about the Feasl of Kites. 1 asked a
Japanese gcntlcman to tell me about it. He did not know of such a
day by thatfiame, In the place where he lived ihcy fly kiics until
che 10ih of March, and from ihcn uiiiil Sepiember ihc faimers are
growing the rice, and they are nol allowed to play gamesin ihe fiefd.s,
as they would destroy the crops. Sometimos ihey have kiies eight
fectbigh. He said men flythem as well as boys, and lecomc very
an "™ aboutthem. The boystry lo get all ihc I<ites they can from
catm other. Sometimes roy friend would gain half a dozen in a day,
and sometimes he would lose as many. They gct od each side of a
river and try to puU one anothcr's kites into the water. Sometimes a
man wlll swim across the river and cut the string of his cncmy's Kiie.
In Tokio they ily kites all the year round, because in the city there

are no crops toprcvent Y our friend, Belle W. Botsford.

TREE PLANTING CROWS.

One autumn day, several crows alighted under
an oak-tree near my pulpif, and began to search
among the fallen leaves. Presently, one of them
picked up an acorn in his bili, flevvoff some distance
to where the ground was soft, dropped the acorn
into a little hole, and then, with his bili, pushed
earth into the hole until it was full.

Now, that was a useful thing to do,
and, if this planting of trees is a habit
with all crows, ic is generous pay in
return for the few kernels of grain they
eat and the thimbles, scissors, jewels,
and such little things, which they may
steal from time to time.

As for the corn which the crows pick
out of the newly sown fields in spring,
— why, your Jack’s opinién is that it's
pretty small wages for keeping down
field-mice, worms and insccts while the
rest of the grain i5 ripening.

FLOWERS ON THE PRAIRIES,

DearJack; Here are some things | think your
readers may like 10 hear about the plafiisofthe piames.

In Minnesota and Wisconsin | have seen the pralrle
colored for miles with the delicate purple of the lead*
plant, wilh the red and whilc prafne-clover, wilhsun-
flowers, asiers, the iron*wced, or by the golden-rod, or
a “ecies of purple liairis.

One day, | was ridlng along a praiife bnc. There
was a narrow wagon.irack, and. on either side of this,
as faras | could see ahead, there were two broad rib»
bons of bright ycllow formed by the prairre coreopsis.
Ictook up all the lafie, from liie wagén-track co the
green osage*orangc hcdges, above which its bright
head was often H(%ed, as ifit stood on tip*toe, for a look
over; and beyond ihe hcdges, in the meadows, righr
and left, were blolchesof the same gay ycllow, covcnng

acres and acres. The strong colors of the pratne blossoms, and
their unsheltered posiifon, make them siriking to the eye.

Many pcrsons think ihattt ia only trees that do not grow on the
praine, but, for every trcc or irce-likc plant not found there, you miss
also a dozcn of the smaller kinds of plafiis. Nenrly all the fcms and
Iiﬁh_ens are absenl, and mosses and fungi, as wcll as most herbs and
shnips.

Although ihcre are irreat uumbers of plants on the prairic proper,
they are notof many different kinds; but in the Iimbcrcd belis of the
prairie, and along jts rivers, there is more variety.

W herevcr there ate mouniains, many nvcrs, and forcsls, there are
sure tobe also many kinds of plants. New England, wilh ruggcd
features and brge pntches of ola woods, although in great part culd*
vatcd as farm-land, has thrce times as many vaneiies or different sorts
ofplantsand animals as can be found inany equai extern of prairie,
although the pralrie may have greaier quanriry of its few kinds, by

on of iis bdng vastly more feriUe and batncd by a more genial
climate.—Yours truly, S, W. K.
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Mv BiRD-Hoiss.

1 HAVS just read the dircctbns for making a bird-hou»c in
St. Nicholas for April, 1877, and fccl likc «uing to work at
once to sec if | can makc anytifing as pretty as that little picture.
But before getting out my hammer and saw, | want to tell you boys
and giris about my bird*house, which is z much simpler afiair, and
woald perhaps tum out bciCcr, with beginners, than the onc already
described foryou.

My bird'house, by the way, is not my own invention. 1 rcad in
some newspapcr that an oystcr>keg made a good bird-housc, nnd nn
oysier«keg is whac you must have in the first place Mostof you
know what these kegs are, and can easily get onc from some store or
some oy$ier>man. Leave the heads in, and stop up the bung>halei
then cut a round hole, two inches in dlacneler, In ihc side, about two
incbes from the end you design for the fioor of your house, and nail
this end Hrmly to a square piece of board large cnough to projcct a
coupleofinchesall round, Ukua Uttic platfonn. Next, cover the ouLside
of the keg with pieces oi rough bark. Ifyou have a wood-pilc to go
to, you cao probably find logs from which youcan pry off widc, curv-
Ing pieces that will go half round your Utile house; but if not, you
must get smaller bits from trees in the woods, and trim them with a
kriife to fit side by side; no malter if ihc joinings are not vcry closc,
when the house is fastened on some arbor or trellis, no eyes but the
birds' can po&sibly see the creviccs, and they are not criiical, bright
as they are. Use small brads for naiting on the bark, and if driven
in a little on the slant, they will hold tbe bark more sccurcly. For a
roof, nail two wldc slrips of hark to the upper rim of che keg in such
a position that their upper edgcs will meet to form a gablcjustin the

middie above the door. 11 is not necessory to have ibis rnof «aicr*
tight, because the head ofthe keg will keep outthe rain: rriin offihr
upper etlges of the bark roof-rides so that they wiU meet clofiriy, Uit
jf they do not suiy together wcll, bore a few boles and take sevct»
slitchcs with fine wire, and your work will be bctter.

iTie house will look prctiict if you make the ronf botl» wide ~0
dcep, giving what, in a real house, would be called “ovcrbanpng
cave.<?-"

Last of all, fill up thoopen spnce” imdertbe gables with bii.Mft”
irimmed to fit, and nalled to ihe sides of ilic keg. Now, your”
house is complete! Na it on top ofthe grapearbor, or in the croioi
of a tree, and han? a bit of coiton-wool and o few hairs about the
which the birds will rcad as wcread the sign “ ToLct,"
do not have wrens and blue-blrds coming to look at ihc vacanl hwsci
and, at last, some nice liille couple “ concluding lo rcnt it it*the
summer.”

No matier if your bouse is notready unti) late in thcscason. 11»
not think all the birds gct to housekeeping before June, nnci tm
know, oficn they biiild more than one nest in ihe course of ihe
mer: "o, unless ihere are loo many cals about, 1 think yon may»
prcUy surc of a tenanl.

When | made my little house. | had no idea it would las* 0**
than oncsummer, but il has weathered the stormsof four wintere ano
still looks well. Every spring the wrcns and bluc*blrds sqnabblcaiuJ
fight for posscssion of it, the wrens, I am sorry lo say, always coiwfli |
off conquerore ( And every spring | watch the ncst*bullding from «y 1|
window with great saiisfaclion.
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Stockion. Ciil.
Dear St. Nicholas: 1 am evcrsoglad thatyou printed my letiet,
piciure of my house, in the January number of the St
STchous, and | write this to tcll you my thaoks,
‘Qnis'ew Year's day my friend Fannie and | received calis at my
hou«: 've had slxieen callers. We gave them coffee, candy, pop-
maearoons, raisins, oninees and appics.

weé had a real rice time.— Your friend, N bllib Littlerale

ToC.LINDSLEY,J r.— An article about the house-fly wiU appear
inST.Nicholas before very long, and whcn it does, you will be able
10findin itthe answer to youi quostion

Tueillustrated article about ‘U tde Housemaids™ in this number
oiSt. Nicholas was preparcd after repeatcd visits to iheso-called
Kiichcii-Oarden classes of New York both by ihe author and the
aiDsi. Wc think nll our boys and girls—and their parenLs, toc will
becitcrtained 1>y the accounlof ihis novel school; and wc shall be
liadif some of our older readers are prompted to take a pracdcal
iiiidtsi in similar work.

Every clats of twcnty-four scholais al the Kitchen-Garden has
J«jrleachers, and a doxcn or more cla&ses in New York alone are
tufht by about fifty voluaieers, who have been trained by Miss
Hustingion herself. Thcrc isplenty of room fur more schools, and
il*a good work for youog eirls to do, if they have ieisuco lime and
fiiguaLTicalions at command. The podlon of scrvant-giri becomes
agrade ni*honorwhen once fis duties are failhiully learned and chccr-
fully P«ff'>rmed, and it isdclighlful lo think of poorUule Street waife
beirtc ihiis led to know the dignicy of houschold setvice, and helped
loenjo)'its full bcnehls,

Mim Huntington has just printed a book by tbe ald of which any
lasd of girlscan start a Kitchen-Garden school intherightway and at
almost no expense. No doubt any necessary quesdons will be chcer-
lifyanswered by thelady herselfat x«s st. Mark’s Place, New York,
AMugli correspondents should bear fii mind that her time is very
jnuchiiccupied by daily duties.

NewaHc, N. J.
Dear St. Nicholas; 1 scnd you a rhyme which carne from a
fcungrcadcr and admirer of youre ;n Wisconsin. The mercory ihcre
stiod at ¢ci deg. below tero,—almost toocoid for us, here, 10 imagine.
Soli, your magazinc rcaches many who canapprecUte the Unes ifyou
pmlilicn). S- H. Johhsok.

TiiiKTY Below Zbro.

W r sil and wish
That wec, like fish,
Could live beneaih the weather:
Kut somctimes go
To a hole to blow,
And wriggle back together.—L1221E.

My Drar St. Nicholas: | araa linio gitl thatUves 'way dowm in
UtEsiaiia; 1 will tellyou how 1 had the yellow fever ihis suramer.
The yellow fever fota month had been all around us, and wc were
srtctiy <4uaraniined from cverybody, and never went outside our yard-

One afternoon, when my sisiers and | were walking up and down
UKyafd, | felt culd and came back to the houseand wcnl tobed with
isighi headache, The «ext morning | wokc up with the yellow
krei: it was late in the day before we could get a doctor to corae.

They kept me in bed without allowing me lo put my hands outside
dihe cover, and all ihc ime they were giving me foot-baths and hot

lo keep up the persplratlon; I had nothing butorange-Icaflea

*'d Koi lomonade unli iny fcverlefime; and if lastcd fifty-four hoiirs.

Iwas very sick the second night, but the third night, ihanks lo the
i®eofa ROUd nurse who sponged me, my fever was broken

Then they began to give me n little nourishment, a spoonful every
I"ohouis: at last, on the tenth day, | was wcll enough to sit up and

washed, and have my things changed. but itwas a whole month
w e | was allowed to eat dry bread. Does not that seem ftiniiy ?

Myliulc brother was taken shottly nftcr I was, bul, bis fever being
ighier, he would soon have been wcll had he not had a relap$e. The
fi'id (»od kindly preservcd us both and most miraculously spared the
"'l ofour family irom taking it.

Ishall never forget the drcadfijl scenes ofthis siimmecr.

“ fergol lo say that the very day | was takenrickmy St. Nicholas
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carne and mother read itto me; after the first day the doctor would
not letihemread 10 me for a long time, so | ofien remember those
pretty little stories. Fdith Kcstis Pugk.

T he stars and siar-groups or constellations named in Mrs. Harriet
Prescott Spoflbrd's story, “ The Boy Astronomer,” of which the first
partis publisbed this month, will be found fullydcscribed and picturcd
in Professor Richard A. Procter's fillustrated astronomical ariicW
publishcd in St. Nicholas for Octobcr and December 1876, and
ill all the numbers from January lo Ociober, *877, inclusive.

Dear St, KicMoOLas: | saw in Professor »w. K. Bcocl*s* article,
*How Birds i'ly,” the statenicni ihat Birds aJsc make use of the
wind to aid ihem in flight, and by holding iheii wings incined like a
kite, so that the wind shall sUdc out tmdcr them, they can Aail long
discances without flapping their wings at all,” etc. Is this cor-
rece in the sense here used ?

Wind is air jnmodon in relation to objocts on llie earth’s surface;
while it is the motion, or velociry of birds in relation to the air which
enables them to sali as doscribed.

Profcssor Brooks icmaxks that the principie of ihis saillng is the
same as the fifght ofa kite. This Is true. lhe bird’s iiiertja acls the
same to it as the strins acts to the kite. Biii the Ineriia of the birdis
the same whuthcr the oird is in moticn and theair fsatrcst, or whether
the bird remains “ stallonary” wilh the air in motion. Henee, the
Alate of the air, whether al rest or in motion, has nothing lo do wiih
the number of minutes a bird can sali. The Professoi also said that
the wind drovc ihc blrd upward, and at the same time forward. If
this were the case, why could not the bird sail as long as the wind
lastedt | have always been told that no matter how great a gale is
blowing, to persons saliing through the air in a balloon ihere always
seems t>hr Aperfect calin, iinle«s, Indeed, when rhe balloon suddenly
passcs froin onecurrent of air into another. Is this not so with birds
noaling in the air? B

Can itbe otherwise, since they sail equally well In all directions?

Hoping you do not disapprove of my stating my vicws, | remain
your reader, Kdward C. Mbrshon-

Baliimorc, Md.

Editor St. Nicholas; My young correspondent seems 10 be
able to think out for himself the problem of fiiglit, and I know that if
he will examine the subject again, watching ihe fijglit of birds, espe-
cLolly of the larger vvaier-birds, with andag.ilnstthe wind, he will find
that many of them are good sallers. He muse bear in mind, though,
that a bird s not a light body fioalliig in the air like a balloon, but Is
heavy, and does not fioat, and ihatiis weighi, piilung it down upon
the air bcneath iis wings, is the moslimportant of the forces which
drive it forward.—Yours cruly, W. K. Brooks

Orange, N. J,

Dear st. Nicholas: | linvcjuvi bearil thistrue story of iwo httic
girls. children ofthe principal ofa boy” school.

They had always been jn the hable of playins boys' gnmcs, and
knew nothing of the delights of dolls, Wheo they wem three and
four ycars oid, their mocher, thinking il a shamc ihac they did not
know how to play dolU, boughtonc for each ofilicm. She speut the
whole morning in teaching them to play. Afiera time she left them,
thinking that they would be ali right. When she came back, she
ibund ihem using one of ihc dolls for a ball, pUying *'One oid cal.”
lite cirl that hail ihe balwns saying, “Pitch me a low one, Jenrie,”
and the oihcr replied, “ No, Carrie. now ii’s my innings.'—Youre
truly, £.S. M.

KXPUANA'IION OF THE FROZEN PUZZLhk
(Sf4 hiarth Leiier"Box"/or the Pitgsle.)

T hr wires supporting the ice, in the frozcn puzzle, melt the ice
whcere they louch it, and it sctllcsdown, upon and aruiind them, by
fis own wclghl. The wircs, being very sicndcr, melt only narrow,
shallow grooves which they leave in the ice behind tlicm. I'hc water,
running down from the ice, gathers in these grooves, and, bcing sur-
rounded by the fce and protccted from the air, the w.atcr fceczes
again, and thus closes up the groovesjust as fast as the wires cut into
ihc ice. Rc-freezing )ike this happens whenever two wct surfaces of
ice come ciése together, and we cali it “ regelarion.” It is this prop-
crty of rcgelaiion ihat explains some of the strange movemcnts of
ihosc great rivcrs of ice called “ glaciers.” Men used to think ihe
ice heni and twisied round the sharp comers as h slipped down iLs
crooked valleys. Now they know that ice never bends, but that the
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ict-river brcaks and rc-frcescs, brecaks and re-freezes, mto new shapes,
again and again, under this strange proceda of regelation.
ice swimming in bot water and touchtng one another,
togetherin this way,

lircak up some ice inio small bits, ciése your hand lighcly over a
number ofthem, and plunge the fistinto warm water. Hold It In the
watera moment:
find the bits of ice frozen together inio a single lump.

will freere

An AUDACIOus young conlributor scnds us ibc foUowing picture
and jingle:

I'his figure
Is a nigure,
Made sick
Uy a brick.

Eldwakd C. M. will find most of his qucsiions more than answ'crcd
in the article eniitled “ Little Puritana’ which opens the preoenl
number.

Astothevoyagc ofthe “ Mayflower,”—the ship left Delfiliaven, Hol.
bnd, in July, idao, and did nol cast anchor offthe shore of the New
World until Dcceroberii of the same ycar. The children on board
must indeed have been lircd of their live months* voyage, cooped up
with so many stern-looking men and wd*faced womecn in such a Uitlc
vesscl.  Why, there are dlsagreeables enough even nowadays, in a
nine*days' trip by a fine ocean steamship 1 However, the little Puri-
tan boys no doubt bad good times in the few sunny hoiirs of
their weary joumey, for sailors were fun-loving folk even in those
days of hard, solemn living.

The voyagcrs left home in the middie of tho beautiful summecr. lo
come to a land about which they had heard little lrusides plcasnat
things; and they tossed and rolled and slruggted through those long
months of storm and calm, alowly buffeting theirway to the home that
was so bright in their fancy, only to land, one bleak wjniry day,
bcneath a Icaden sky, upon a rocky shore where thcrc were no kind
friends lo wclcome them into snug houscs, but danger and want, and
flercc red-skinned savagcs, lo mcct them. How disappointed all of
them must have been! And yet, no dciibt they were glad to land,
and walk about, and feel the firni earth undcr foot once ntorc.

Loisel Papin.—H obson was a kccpcr of a large livery*siable in
ihc university town of Cambridge, Kngland, in his lime the center
of a femous fox-bunting disirict. He let out horses for hite, and, as
he had none but good horscs, he was wcll palronizcd, especially by
studeotsfrom the university. 'l'hc cusiomers used to ha”~le about
terms, and some never would have any horscs bul the particular oncs
they liked, so the hostierswere bribcd, sume horses werc ovcrworked,
others not worked at all, aod vexatious quarrcis spmng up, giving
the stable a bad fiame. To cure these trouhies, Hobson at last
dccided tohave but one scalc of priccs, and made ancle that any per-
son who should wish to hire a horse cf his, muse either take the One
that carne next in order iu the stablc or go without. Affer that, these
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Lumps of

then take it out and open the fingers. and yon wil1

-BOX. (ARRIL,

regulations wcrc ncver broken, and the stubborn oid fellow beeajw
rich as well as fainous on account of them and of the goodnessof I4
horses,

And now, whenever you are obliged W lakc some ene thing ofa
number, or else lo g vithoul, you are said to have “ Hobsoiij
cholee.”

Elmira, X. Y,
Dgar Edi'rriR: The inclosed metrical rendering by S, Yunngofa
lude incident In a nursery school of this cicy seems lo me tu have
merit.—1 am, yoiirs respcotfully, Thos, K. Bekxiti.B

A Crumr-

‘Phere were ninc molhcrs'*datlings all gathered for scheul
Where they learned lo sit still fot ten minutes by rule:
Thei'c was one litde boy who three crackcra haci brought;
For caiing was bctier than les.sons, he thought;

When recess time carne, then he brought out his lunch
IUu eight othcr wec mouths there had noiliing to munch.
We had always supposed his stoinach was all

‘I'ne organ he had, for his body was small;

But we were mistaken ;.for we did not know

That a genorous heart was beginning to grow;

First he looked all around, then he nolidcd hU head.
And “ shevidcd” his crackers,—ihal’s just what he saul.
And thexse liine little people were every onc fed.

Will some of our %vise meji, when given to thought,
Pisase lo tell what they think? Was a miracle wrouglit?
For the boy and the cmckcrs were both very small,

Put i saw for ray«elf, there was pleniy for all.

If we aU were as ready as he to “shcvide,”

If we looked all around wiih our cvus open wide,

If we did what we could to feed all that wc meci,

And were wUUng to learn as a child at His fcct,

W hy might not many “ wonderful wnrks” ntiw he Hn
Every day ‘rwlvt the rising and “etdng of snn.

Answers to Puzzles inthe Fedruarv Numbrr werc reccivsL
bcforc Fecbruary 20, from Mabel Jenks and her bmther—l.ucy K. afia
lilla Robinson—'lecurnseb—Edward Viiltcc—*“ Tutpohockgn
K. Ward—O. C, Tutncr—each ofwhoin answcred ali the puzzles co*
rectly. Answers werc received also from Fanny Scavcr—J. ,Amk
Palmer—Beesie Hard—Jessc Roberison—C. Dorsey tloningcr—Ak
beri T. Enicry—Florence Wjlcox—Llzzle H, T), Se. Vrafii—M. K 1.
and Y. T. L —Archan D Tillett—Daisy Wakelee—Flavcl S Mines
—” H. M. S. Pinaforeand Baby Minc'*—Fannie M. Beck—Oiho K
Humphrc*—" The Mr. Fljnt Man “ Kordyce Aimcc”—Mabd
(fordon—John V. L. Picrson—Dora N. Babbiit—Agnes Nlchol*»-
Freddie 1. Kraiff—Florcnce Wilcox— Camillc Giraud—OMlIden-halroi
Flaxie—A- T- Stouienburg—Sevem P. Alinuit—Mary G. AniolJ—
Frankie T. Benedict—Fannie F. Smilh and A. F. Frccman—ILifiy
Noel—Steplien Wray— Bertba Poils—Bessie S. Hosmcr—Maggiel
(femmill—Willie H. Mccker—Beriio H. Jackson—R. R. Bljden*
burgh—Bessie and Constancc Myer—Bessie C. Barncy—James f
Dulliti—Kntie Burneit— Sarah Gallett—Haroid BaUl—Bcnlia V.
Kefcrslcin—Ronald K. Brown—Francés Hunter—Edwanl Koome-
A. H. Hiward.

Eggroc Nohairs sends proof showing that the Domino Purzklo
the February number may be solved in 40,320 different ways; and F
H. R. explains how 3*040 .Solutions may be made. Pcllowing aic ike
flames of the other answerers, and the nuntbersof Solutions ci)cy >0l
Foriy Solutions; James F. BulUit—Sixteen .vihitions; H. W. Blak«
—Twelve solution.s; U. C. Turncr—Elghc Solutions; WHllam R
Springer.

Scven Solutions; Hattie A. Connor—Bcssic C Bariiey.

Four Solutions; Geordiel. Anderson.

Three solutioos; JesJeRobercsoii— K- Harticy—BcllcColc—Mabd
Gordon—W . E. Ward.

Two Solutions: l.ucy R.and EllaRobinson-Belleand Kiuie M«
teson—Mabcl G. BufRngion—Flora A, Crane—Bcnic H, Jackson

One solution; A. E Davis—Fanny Scavcr—J, M. Roberts, Jua—
“ Helen”—Heleii A. Dcakin-Florence Cleaver— Fanny Ellkit-
lijnma C. Filch—NalUc Colvin—Frcd Wanncr—Helcn L
Fraok S. Clarkc—Samuel Adams—Albcn H. Barrows—C'liariie )siai®
vcit—Setli Hayea— Mabcl Jcnks and hcr brother—Willie F- Fresivfl
—Alice M. HAKIing—WT Tippiit Mausan—Will Whltford*"Ned
W hitford—Eddic S. Stctson—Bcssic and Haitic Faulkncr—Flor«”
Wilcox—Freddie Shirlcy-Fr.inkic Hart—*“ Hobart Lirzie H. U
Su Vraln-M, E. L, and Y, T. L.—NelHeM, Cuiiningh.'inwFtnoy
Eaton—Frcd L. Dancroit—“ H. M. S. Pinaforc and by Minej-
Fannie M. Beck—Oiho F. Humphrcys—*“J. M. A,”—Georgie
ler—Howatd T, (Jarreit—Tecumseh—Edward VuUeo—Seward M
Cdc—W alicrj. Connor-C- ti. Keeler—LouUa W. Kirkiand—H. R
T.—Hclen Ristccn—Agnes Nicholsnn—*“ Armwrooi Jsii
Turner—A. ‘F. Sioiitenburg—Laura C. Bown—Harry
Frank Dennis—H.irry Burrows—Mary E. Hlcchcock—" Tu|t>oh«<|
en,”—May Parsons—Harry Noel—Flora Jones—Wijllle J. Warner—
Willie H. hieeker—Vec Comwell—Joscph B. Brock—R .R. Blj"der-
burgh—P. L. Smith—Freddie Willcts—R. Blsliop—C. C. Gallup'
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EASY DIAMOND.

1 |i) uDCunsdiutloiial.
wijrd.

2. Human b«n s
5- In supcrincumbent.

3. A sour fruii. 4. A

VERY KAfrY EXIGIMA.

Mv first is in cotton, but not jn alk:
My second in water, but not In niilk.
My tbird is in noble, but not in peer.
My fouith is in sword, but not in spcar.
My drih is ill mail, but not in post
My sucih i8 in slide, but not In coast.
And now you wtll see, if you rede this aright,
My whole is something which gives you lighc
K.G. w.

U fy i"YXCOPATIONS AND CENTRAL ACROSTIC.

),Syncopate a thread-Hke substance and leave to shoot
cmic the shore and lcavc expense.
fBiGreck and leave shortly. 4. Syncopate part of a flower and
feawc 2 loud sound. 5. Syncopate tumultand leave partofthe face.
A Stricopete a round roofand leave an anima!. 7. Syncopate lo lan*
|iB¢ and leave to fall. 8. Syncopate a hind of play and leave part
ti the head. 9. Syncopate a relative and leave a cliy of Lombardy.

The syucopated letters, read in order, flame an American sea-port.

A. N

8. Syn-
3. Syncopate the nam* of a

;IHOKTAM*0UD METAGRAM.

j, IFLOAT upon the “valer, and my parts are a drink, a person, and
sshoot. 3. Change ihc drink Into a river, and | become whata man
id insearch for buried ireasure. 3. Change the river into a vege-
table, and | become an impudenc-lcoking animal. 4. Change tire
vegeiable Inio an insect and 1 become anotner insect. 3, Change the
ifuectinto a bird and | become a vessel, such as is celcbrated in a
copular Iri*li song. 6. Ch:mge ibe bird into a petnamc for a girl and
Ibeceme a drinking*vessel. 7. Change the pei fiame into a French
auwre of surfacc, and T become a kind of carpet. 8. Chaogc it
Ditoafvoiher measure, and | become an ear.

Qlurnthe pcj”*n into the fiame ofthe hrsi toncin the minor musi-
oiscOe, and 1 become a game or labe!.

V% Lcl the shout Acorné an insect, and 1 cliange lo an article useful
to washcnvomen , CU'ITEP,

FRENen BEIIEADINGIs.

j. hFHPAD mirlh .'tfid leave a bird. 8. Bcheada handsomc girl and
b»c apersonal pronoun. 3. Bchead to own and leave to perceive.
4 Scheid A shining body and leave one. 5. Bchead a lempestand
kavegint anger. 6. Bekcad poor*looking and leave sour. 7. Be.
liodapart of the body and leave another pan of it 8. Behead dis-
driagjHl leave enchanted. 9. Hehead to scireand leave to restore. le.

8d)«d pariof ihc face and leave a personal pronoun. iz, Behead
iderwstic animal and leave a drink. zs. Behead a wisc person and
bve a preposition. hofb.

DROP-LETTER PUZZLE.

iHRatisMr is an adage very pleasant to remember wheii work Is
Every other letter is omilted.
“A-CAO-K-N-N-P-A-M-K-S-A-K-I>-L-I>-V." s. D

A

NEW WORD-PIZZLES.

IK«ich ofthe follow-ing sentcnccs, fill up the hlanks wiih words
«complcic the sense, t"ing care that the words themselves, when
Jracatoform one word, aeree with the definfiion timt follows the sen-
euet Thus:

Eiamplc: Ask Bridgetif she will come on wasliing-day
*jae. Definicién: An old-time utensil for huldingan upen fire ill

. lji this cxample, the blanks must be filled wilh the words “and
which complete the sense, and which, whcn joined,— forming*
«i-aoni “andiron,” - agree with the definfiion ihai follows ihe sen-

1 carne to
At MM llion: Deparl,

of your beautiful flowers, as | have nono at

2, “ Lookatmy hiiir,” swidGtondma; “ihis — has silvered
already.” Dcfinilion: Toll paid for passing from onc levcl of a
canal to another,

3, Let that' -«- home; he is of no use here! Defiintion :

An East'Indian fruit, usually picklcd when exponed to the United
States.

4, Oh—oh—oh! 1 really don't scc why my iccth — —
D ~nition: A form of beard.

S- You, my poetic iriend, are desired to prepare an
tu be recited on exaorination day. Definition; A name givcn by
the ancient Greeks to a tlieater used for Uterary or musical purposes.
People no\sadays occasionally make a similar use of the fiame.

6. When those shares are at , care to sell out. DefinU
tion ! To take one's pordon with olhcr folk.

7. ** , that girl next lo you,” said the teacher; “and tell
hernot to dIt her chali. Dcfinltion: A small vase or dish.

8. Kis debls he never will - though he fs 10 discharge
them all atany time. Definitio

NU'MERICAL ENIGMA.

Thb answer coniains twenty-five letters, and U a quotation from
Young's “Night Thoughts,”

r. The i, z6, 4, 24 isa girl's lame. s. The 7. 11, 22,19, is an or-
namental vessel. 3. The lo, 15, 3, 14, Isajoumey for plcasure. 4.
The 13, 8, 1,5, is a small animal, useful in gnrdens. 5. The 17, 23,
fi, a, is a sign of some cvent which is ro happen. 6. The 20, 9, xa,
6, is a irick or simtagem. 7. The 25, az, 18, 29, isa small silvercoin.

ISOLA

GEOGRAPHICAL REBUSES.

HQrARE-WORD BLAKKS.

“One day, m former times, was dining withan eminentstaie

offictal in Yenice, and was enjoying a bighly-seasoned ,whcen his
ciegant flashed in the sunlight, and, unfortunately, caught the
eye of the— —himself: ‘uniortunaiely,” for next day carne a polte

message from the grasping ruler, and the briillant ornamenc changed
owners.”

In the above scotencc, fill the four blanks wilh words of four letters
each and suitcd to the scnsc.  'J'hc words thus used, if written dowD
one below another in the order of their appcarance in ihe senience,
wjll form a word'Square, and, teading across, begionijig at the top,
wiU have the fullowlng meanings; 1. One who is in a position of
responsibiUty: a utie derived from Angi<vSaxon words meaning
“ brcad-keeper.”* 2, A dish of bmled or stewed meat: a collection
of various musical picces. 3. A hoop. 4. The tille of a magnate
of Itaiy in former times. b.

EASY ANAGRAI'IS.

Each ofthe following anagrams contains the letters used to form a
liame maiked upon all schooT*maps of North America. The problem
Ls to rc-orraiige che letters of each anagram in such a way that they
will spcll correcily the namc which has to be found.

z. Aid Nina. 2. African oil. 3. A Bakiam. 4. Asses must chal.
5. Ask Abner. 6. Thoro in a coral. 7. U, no such a irial I 8. Nlne
atoms. 9. bic in cows. w.

TWO TTUPLE ACROSTIes.

I. Rbadinnh ACBOSS: i.
Priméais: A carnaje.
A gixVs fiame.

A vehicle, 2. Bustle. 3.To stepquickly.
Findis: The French word for good. Centréis:
Primdis and Finals connecied: Charcoal.

il. Reading across: i. A Hcbrcw dry measure. 2, Fuss, 3. A
boy's liame. Primais: A iruck on whccis. FinalJs: A lad. Cen-
trais: T'rouble, Primdis and Finals conncctcd: A largo cnclosed

bottie used for carrying Chemicals. c. d,
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BEBUS.

The answer is a common proverb containiog five words.
from left to right.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES

NuMBRICAL E nigma.—“ Let there be lighi,” x. Light. a. Kthcr.
3. Betel.
Couplet.—T hough thou ari fair, 1 love thce not.

Not hec<l my prayer, Bcauty? For what?
Dialogue Name-Pu/ilb.—Tljc iames ofthe twelve authors nre:
Diciccns, Shakapeare, Dante, Martlneau. Defne, Hawthome, Beran-
gcr, Bulwer Lyiton, Berthold Auerbach, Cariylc, Chaucer, Holmcs,
Thefames of the sik personages mentbnca in the works of some
of the authors are: Pclham, com ~/ /<sa»«mering, Bulwer Lytton:
T.rear, miserabgr «rrrangement, Shokspeare: Beatrice, be ai rice,
Dante: Man Friday, man, Friday last, Defoe; Barkls, dog's harkis,

Dickens: SterUng, youngf*r//«,rcring, Cariyie.
BiocRAPHicAL Enigma.—W iiliara Cullon Bryant. r. Lily. «
Will. 3. Nun. 4.Uamc!. 5. Bar.
COMPOUND SqcARK,— D i AGONAL 0IAMOND-—
c 1l a ews c
L1V F. VtL ASu
AV oWwlUE PUSAIL»
NEWS LED BNES | DF
sbal ame darla
waneEnds eyu
Sl. e D esk n
DouBLE Diamond.—Across: i. S. 2. FOe. 3. RaBbi. 4. NEb.
5.R, Dowo: 1. R. a. FAn. 3.SoBcr. 4.F.fe, 5.1,

The upper pictiire must be read first, then the piciiires at the bottoo
The central picture represents ihc whole proverb put in practice.

s a h.

IN MARCH NUMBER,

PiCTORIAL Puzzle.-Reflections. = Cross-Word.- WAicf.

Square-Word.— X Duck. 2. Upon. 5. Code. 4. Knec.

HIiDDRN Shakspbarian Shnikncp..—“ The evil thatmenio Ws
after them.” yuins Casar, Act iU, se. 3. Yeige. Hencr, t7*
lain. NofA<?/e. Meneyw. C<ivdot. Live s)\n. Heror/*", Ti"
wieanest.----- PiCTtipe Puzzir—"“ Try, try ogain !”

Names of Auihors Eniomatically Expriissbd.—i. Wetewr.
2. Scoti, 3. Gay. 4. Bailue. 5. Hood. 6, Sheridan. 7. Erruneti
8, Lamb, 9. Wordsworih. 10. Child. it. Gray. 12. Crabbc, ly
Paine. 14. Longfellow. tj. Prior. 16. Brookc. 17. Cook
Pope, 19. Bums. ao. Swift. ?x. Bacon. 22. Lowell. 23 Colfr
rid~. 34. Sieme. 25. Goldsmith. Charapk.—FraudulenL

D oublb AcROSTIO Enigma  Tnirials: Moon Fin.ris: Tide,
Cross-words: x. MendicanT. 2. Ossoli. 3. OnwarD. 4. NithtingalE.
Twenty.Four Concralbd Amimals,—r. Dog. ola’ Ogkthorpt'f

s. Ape, a “rbblc. 3. Lémur, Ku/f w«rmuring, 4. Tced, init?J

ifaik. s. Lons. /<?/ Firing. f{. Wapiti, saw a fiiiiMm 7
IxjDping. 8. Stag, r/rt*fgcring. 9. Bear, be a

Chamois, nteA a moist. xi, Jtablc, seemr able. i3. Goal, td

X4, Doe, de even. x«. Rabbit, land-C'»*
17. Eland, Uulr ;«efinc.
20. Cal, to rn/cK
23. Hycna,

X3. Sloih, appcarr
big. iS. Uon, shnU/f On second,
Yak, fiy a ¢iie  X9. Fawn, hal*ti*Ming,
Fox, saf/ ojr.ROda. 22, Elk, caramel Aate.
ye ntftions. 24, Ass, in «rtartUng.
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For\ht of the answcrors ofthe Febmary Puzzles, sec “ Letter-Bo*.
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