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THE KING OF MAY.
By M. M. D.

He was n’t vcry pretty,

He was n’t very wise,
And he stood, when asked a question,

In paralyzed surprise.
A freckled lad, a speckled lad

W ho ewoiiid turn in liis toes,
And—though not absolutely bad—

Had siicli a funny nose !
He had n’t any manncrs,

He did n't know his books,
And | inust own, his principies

Did not belie his looks.
He was clumsy at work, and awkward at
And every hair grew a difierent way,—
Then why did they make him King of fhe

Yes blithcly, in a circle,
They whitled around their king;
And there he stood, half crying
Haif pleased to hear them sing,
Till in his heart, a mighty part
Was given him to do;
Emotion thrilled his little breast
And gave him fervor new:
1’1l do it! that I will!” he thought-
It is n’t much. | know | ought!-------
“ Oh do! Oh do! Oh do Mfsang theyi
“ And we will crown you Kingof,May!”
I

“1°1l do it! Yes, | Il do it!” !
His heart sang back, again, |
Until a ray of loveliness .
Carne to his face so plain. 1,
His eyelids quiveved; he aimost shivereld:
His young form stood erect,— n
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When manly thoughts stir boyish souls
W hat else can you expect ?—

And still they sang their roundelay,

The circling girls so sweet and gay,

About theii- king,

Hark ! The king
The eager girls
He says aloud ; *

their King of May !

is speaking :
press near.
111 do it!”

In ringing voice, and clcar.
And from his pocket, as from a socket,
Slowly he drew it forth,—

He looked to East,

he looked to West,

He looked to South and North,—
The skies their blest assurance gave,
T was noble to be kind and brave.

He drew it forth;

he gave it over.

As thoiigh he were each maiden’s lovcr.
As lhough it were his life.
The thing they ’d begged for hours and hours
To cut the May-poie vines and flowers,—
That litilc rascal’s knife !

Ah, sce them ! see them 1 well-a-day !
How gleefully they skip away,
Leaving alone their King of May,

His brief reign ended.

Well-a-day !

THE ARITHMETIC OF GINGERBREAD.

BY MaRY B. WILLARD.

“R-U-D-I-M-F.-N-T-S, rudiments,” spelled
Katy. “ B’lieve I’ll find out what that means this
very minute ; it’s better 'n these horrid fractions,”
and she started to look for the word in the worn
oid Webster’s “ Unabridged” that papa had ban-
ished from his handsome shelves to the children's
room upstairs.

Poor Katy!—she had been droning wearily
through the rules for multiplication and divisién of
fractions all the long afternoon study-hour. It was
just the dreariest part of the whole book. *“ Case
First,—To multiply a fraction by a whole number.
Case Second,—To multiply a whole number by a
fraction.” These were the very worst, scarcely
exceeded by the corresponding rules for division,
and Katv had just about wom out her brown eyes
crying over the cases in which you multiplied by
the numerator and divided by the denominator, or

multiplied by the denominator and divided byi
inimerator.

“ It is just the hatefulest oid study in sdliqdl
mamma," said Katy to her mother, who passef
through the room and looked askance at Kai)*
red eyes,— “ the very hardest one to see any aseioj
| don’t suppose | Il ever in all my lifc have tonni
tiply or divide a whole number by a fraction; hcf'
not, any way. | despise halves and quarwrs'
things so awfully.” .

Mamma did n’t reply, but wearily threw hetsdj
down on the little bed that was kept in the w
sery, with very dark circles about her eyeSiaaM
palé, tired face.

“ Do you believe, Katy, you could go down mJ
stir up some ginger-cakes for tea? Christme
hurrying with her ironing, and Mary inust
baby while | go and sleep oli, if possible, '
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luiserablelieaclache,” saicl Mis. Richards, only half
loptning hor weary eyelids.

‘O yes, mamma, anything is better than tbesc
Itateful riidiments. | looked that up just now in
lwcbsicr, “First beginnings,'it says; only | think
lji'shard enough to be the last endings ;" but see-
lingnobrighteiiing in her inother’s eye, she liastened
lio bel) ber down itito her own room. Then with
1jfDile band she settlecl the pillows comfortably,
laioiaicd a handkerchiefwith camphor, closed the
lihuitcib, and ran softly down still another flight of
Isitps Hito the basement kitchen.

‘Clirisline, 1 'in to make ginger-cakes for tea,
laJliny own self. Mamma said so, and she ’s gone
|lo liedown and sleep off her headache, and miistn’t
ibedisiurbed,” said Katy, halfafraid that Christine
ImighE hnnt up confirmation of the gingerbread
jbusincss. It was something new, certainly, to turn
[this harum-scarum little creature loose in the pan.
|it) 10tuinmage the spice-boxes, and break up the
|crtani in the cellar in her search for sour milk.
iBut, with large families, there are times when the
I»xiik crowds fearfully, and the only way is to press
Imore hands into the service, not minding always if
Ithey are imskilled ones.

"Vell. Mees Katy, please keep te muss ober darc
lin le sink so mooch as you can,” said Christine,
Iwdeiiil; not jubiiant at the prospect of cleaning
jup aftcr a little girl’s baking ; “ an’don’t leaf te
|«'et spoon in te soda, fior drip te sour milk roun’ te
Idean cellar. It ’s daré in te big jar linter te viu-
Idow."

Katy got do'vn the gem-irons for the first thiug,
ljrcased them with Mary’s patent giiddle-greaser (a
jpineslick plcntifully supplied with cotton rags at
loneend); then climbed up to the shelf where the
|bookof recipes was kept.

‘Mccses Vite’s soft ginger-cake’ is vat you
|«anis, Mees Katy, an’ we takes ‘double of the
Ireceipt,”” said Christine, quoling an expression
|iamiliar fo Yankee cooks.

"That 'sjust two of everything. / know," and
iKaly tossed her curls with an air of conscious
Ifuainess.

“Two times one cup of molasses,—here goes
td Two times two spoonfuls of soda,—that ’s
Ifcor spoons. My ! but does n’t it foam up beauti-

i! Two spoons ginger in two-thirds of a cup
jdhot water—no—oh, deav! It is the soda that
|™ght to go in the hot water, and—oh, horrors!
lit 5/wo Umcs tvjo-tliirds of a cup of hot water.

llinow! Ifthose hateful fraclions are n’t right
I'tre in ihis gingerbread! Christine, O Chris-
IbHE!" cried Katy in despair. “ Come and tell me
htwniuch is two times two-thirdsof a cup !” But
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Christine, alas | had alteady gone upstairs, with
her basket of white, freshly ironecl clothes poised
on her hcad.

“ Two times two-thircis of a cup. Why, it must
be more 'n one cup, and yct it says ‘of a cup.’
If 't was n’t fot that, | cl go and get two cups and
fill them each two-thirds full; but it can’t be only
two times two-thirds of a cup—that s one cup.”
And the poor little girl found herself in worse
“ deeps,” even, than ever she liad fathomed in the
“ Rudiinents.”

Ned carne inlo the kitchen at that moment,
his books flung over his shouldcr, and Katy’s face
liglited up. She could appeal to him. But when
she asked him how much Iwo times two-thirds of a
cup could be, Ned, with all a boy’s wisdom, gave
answer like this:

“ Two times two-thirds? Case of multiplying a
fraction by a whole numbcr. Rule: ‘ Multiplythe
numerator of the fraction by the whole number and
place the result over the denominator.’

“ Two times two-thirds are four-thirds.
proper fraction.

Im-
Reduce to a whole or mixed
number. Rule: ‘Divide the numerator by the
denominator.” Thrce is in four once and one-third
over. One cup and onc-third of a cup.”

“ But it says ‘of a cup,” Ned. Who ’d ever
thiuk ihat ‘of a cup’ meant part of two cups?”
argued Katy', in adespairing tone.

“ Well, 1did n’t write the rcceipt-book, Kit, and
besides, that ’s grammar, notarithmetic, and | ‘'mnot
up in grammar.” And Ned, wisely refvaining from
venturing beyond his attainments, went upstairs to
put away his books.

“Who'd ever 'a’thoughtof such a thing,” whis-
pcred Katy to herself, “that Rudiments would
come handy in making ginger-cakes? ”

The fainily ate them hot for supper that night,
despite Doctor Dio Lewisand all the laws of health,
and pronounced them very fine cakcs indeed.
W hat they lacked in ginger (you scc Katy, in her
perplexity over the hot water, forgot to double the
ginger) papa made up in praise, and, as mamma’s
headache was gone, they all were happy.

Katy was carly at school the next morning, and,
shying up to the teacher’s desk, she said ;

“ Miss Johnson, you looked as if you thought |
was eithcr crazy or stupid the other day, when |
said | did n’t believe Rudiments were ‘in any-
thing in the world.” You see, 1 meant “in ’any-
thing we do or make. But 1 've come to tell
you that | 've changed my mind. Lastnight | had
to make gingerbread for tea, and the fivst thing
I knew, | got right into fractions—two-thirds of
things—and all lhe rules.”
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THE LAND OF THE
Bv Ernest

Between the great descrt of Sahara and the
Southern shore of the Mediterrancan Sea lies a strip
ofvery fertile countiy which has bccn inhabited as
a favorite part of the globe ever since history
remembers, and no doubt for thousands of ycars
before. It was there that Carthage was foundcd,
and it was for conquering this fine region that the
noble Roman general, Scipio was given cxtraor-
dinary honors.

The countries occupying the western part of this
noithern edge of Africa are known as the Barbary
States, and the westernmost of them is Morocco.
It was out at sea, beyond .Morocco, that the fabled
isle of Atlantis lay. This island (whence is derived
the flame of the '‘Atlantic” Ocean which washes
these shores) was itself named after a mountain
callcd Atlas, which «as calied so Isecause it was
very high, and romindod every one of Atlas, the oid
hero of the myth. It seemcd to uphold the sky
on its shoiildcrs, as he sustained the world. The
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ancicnt word is still heard applied, howevet, tothej
whole range which separates the fertile coast-region|
from the arid interior; but the Roman nameofj
the country, Mauritania, has been diaiiged lol
Morocco, from Arabic words meaning “ theex-"
treme west.”

Two distinct classes of people form the bulkoil
the population in Morocco—Berbers and Mooitif
The Berbers are the desccndants of the ahorigins,!
the ancicnt first inhabitants of the land. Thel
Moors are tlie descendants of their Arab con-l
giierors. Following closely upon the decline amil
extinction of Rome as the grcat ruling poweroitiiel
world, Arabia carne tu the front, and her aniiissl
penetralecl wcstwaid into the valiey of the Nihif
conquered all the desert worth taking, crossed ihel
dry, hot plains of Tripoli, and overran noribj
western Africa, the home of the Berbers, to llitj
very coast of the Atlantic. Then they crossed to|
Spain, and establishcd thatbrightcivilitationwhidil
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[ »as the only shining spot in Euiope during the
J Dark Ages, and to which we all of us owe a very
| iarge part of the present advancement of the worid
| inlearning.

But five hundred years ago tlie power of
| lie Arabs or Moors, as they svere called in Spain,
| began todecline, and not long after all were drivcn
| backto Africa bcfore the Spanish armies. It was
I ibeirdesire for revenge, perhaps, and their endless
haired to evcrythingnot Arabian, rather than mere
| desire for ljooty, which caused them at this time to
| igilipso many vessels with the best and bravest of
liheirseamcn, and sendthem out aspirales to cruise
| ihroughout the Mediterranean not only, but far out
ltito the Atlantic. Those were the years when
| Sminwas in her glory, and her fleets loadcd with
linegoldand silverand precious stones of her West
| India?, colonies and her other American conquests,
| «ere sailing homeivard to envich the estates and
| contribute to theluxury of the proud oid Castilians.
| But such voyages grew doubly dangeroiis; for, if
| Ine Spanish galleons escapad the blood-thirsty
Ibuccaneers of Hayti and the Windwarci Islands,
llhcyslill had to run the gauntlet of ihe dreaded
Icorsair, «<hose keen-eyed lookouts espied them as
llhey approached the Cafarles, or sailed swiftiy
| doanupon them when the lofty summits of Gibral-
| taror the Portuguese shore were alraost in sight.
iThe ccrsnirs grew weallhy and bold. They took
Ipossession of the towns along the coasi of Morocco
landAlgieis, fortilicd them, and defied’all interfer-
leuce. They seized vessels sailing under every flag,
Imurdercd their crews or sold them into slavery to
libe wandcring Cribes of the interior, and rulcd
Itbeliigli seas until Chris-
jtian natioiis could stand -
jilno ionger, and Eng-

lscnt her ships of
I*arlodcstroy their forts
Iby cannon, and buim
Illeir vessels with bomb-
|slicllsand Creek-fire.

Nowas one crosses in
jibe steamer from Mar-

I»lles, or sails along the
Ipcioresque coast some
Isurny day, no traces of
libése fierce oid times of
libtBarbary pirales re-
Imain.  The strongholds
lofibeexlerminated Cor-
pin bve been disman-
jtifd for many a vyear, and peace and business
iMi'iiy reside in this oid rcsort of lawiessness
1 vicc,

is the port where the French steamers
jWi-or rather where they anchor ; for the town
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has no such great wharves and warehouses as have
New York and Liverpool. The moment the
steamer comes to a stop she is sunounded by hosts
of small boats who carry passengers and luggage
to shore; yet even they cannot quite make a land-
Hig, but stop outside of the surf on the shciving
beach, where stoiit portéis take us and oiir trunks
on theirshouldcrs and carry us through the brcakers
to the dry land. It is as primitivc and savage a
ivay of entering a country as if we were the first
persons that ever set foot therc. Were it an Amer-
ican or English port there would be an iron and
sione pier biiilt at once far out to deep water; but
the one thing which, to a European, scems the
strongestcharacterisiic of the pcople in Morocco is
their laziness. It is quite useless to try to hurry
anybody. If you attempt it, they look at you in
surprise, utterly unable to comprehend why you
shoulcl be anxious about liaste.—* Life is long,”
they say. They neverstand, if they can hclp it, and
when they rest do not sit on a chair, as we do,
ready to rise quickly, but lounge upon divans or
squat cross-legged on nigs on the fioor. Even their
medis are ail taken in this awkward fashion, the
tea-pot, cups and saucers and various other dishes,
being placed upon fantastic little tables only a few
inches high, which would serve admirably for an
American girl’s play-house. The poorer classes,
however, dispense with even these formalities, and
take their dinners by means of their fingers out of
a big central dish of rice, or mutton-broth and some
broken loaves of coame bread, everybody lounging
round on the ground, and scrambling as best he
can to get his share before the platterful is ex-

LANDJINC AT TANCIER.

hausted. This, as inay be supposed, is not at all a
pleasant way of boarding. “ If you are not fully
acquainted with the customs of this strange land,"
said a reccnt traveler, “ you may be astonished

at having your entertaincr’s fingers thrust into
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your moiith with a tasty morsel, but this is a good
sign. You are surc of his favor if he does so !”
The principal sea-port of Morocco is Tangier, a

AT THE TBA-TABLB.

heaped-up little town, nearly opposite Gibraltar.
Its streets are narrow and irregular, and heve
you may see Oriental Ufe in great and picturesque
variety. No two people you meet in the Street are
dressed the same way,—at least, no two men, for
all the Moorish women are mere bags of white
bathing towels, and as like as peas in a pod.
Fancy young ladies in the United States compelled
all through their Uves to stick to one color and style
of attire ! But if there is a sameness about the
ladies, quite differeiit is it with their lords and mas-
ters; the gorgcous silken costumes of the Jews

OF THE
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is green, his left yellow, his waistcoat briok
scarlet, with gilt buttons; his waist is girt ivit
a blue sash, below which are white trousers as fu
as the knee, no stockings, and \ello»
slippers.  All this, surinounicd bv
a gorgeous turban, glves tlie weao
the appearance of just stariing fora
masqueiade ball, instead of quieil»
pursuing his everyday avocations, &

he really is doing-
If you mean to tiavel to Fez, it
large town where the Sultdn of Mo

rocco lives, or to some of ihe sr,-
clvilized villages of the interior, lot
must join a cavavan. There are r&

railroads in Morocco ; it will be along,
time, | fear, before there are anj
It is doubtful if there is a singleint
of regular postal stages, and >fer
the merchants from the large tonas'
desire to go back into the couturyt’
sell their goods, or to collect tlie frui,
and crops of the farmers for sale atiln
sea-coast, a large number of them combine, ofied
secure an escort of soldiers to prevent tlicir beii;
attacked and robbed by wandering mavaudcrs, an
make extensive trips. However it may be ford
native, it is uttcrly unsafe for a white man to trael
through the country, except under the |[irotccit
of one of these caravans, for the Moors deem it
their duty to kill “ dogs of Christians” wheiievcrj
they have a good opportunity.
These caravans sometimes contain thousands o
animals,—horses for the merchants and soldiers,
mules for those of the servants who do not goonfooi,’

THB CARAVAK.— GETTING READY rOK AN EARLV START,

and Moors, and the rags and filth of the lower
caste blacks, filiing the eye as quickly as the
changes in a kalcidoscope. Here comes a par-
ticularly resplendent merchant; his right sleeve

donkeys, camels, and oxen to carry the burdenso
draw the rude, heavy carts. The camping-place o
suchacaravan is an extremely interesting spcciade-l
and ifeverthe leisurely Arabs do bcstir themseK'«ifl
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jiinmakitig a start, just as the morning sun gets a
llpil look at them over the fringe of palin-trces
ljjijer tlie horizon. The camping-place is usually
I(joseii near some village. If the inhabitants are
liobs, tliey will show great hospitality, liasten-
ljjjto offer help and food imtil the caravan is sup-

d, and a great chattering of tongues goes on as
lGitneivs of the day isexchanged; but atthe Berber
IriJlages the travelers must look out for themselves,

gol their suppcr-fiies going as best they can.
|lhe Berbers have not outgrown their ancient
itiimity.

Caeveryside, as you travel through the country,
ljou caiinot help noticing the fertility of the land.
iDelicious fruits grow alraost wild in grcat abun-
Itoe,—oranges, pomegranates, apricots, pcaches,
lquinces, ahnonds, vines and fig-trees. W ide fields
lofgrain ivave before your eyes, as surely they would
lootivete it not that the soil barely needs to be
llurned over; for, through all the centuries since
I ihis coast was first cultivated, not one particle of
limproveiiient do the indolent people seem to have
Imade in their clumsy methods. When a native
liaroer tinds he can no longer sit in the sun and
Ipostpone his plowing, if he is to have any crop at
laii, he catches a donkey and a goat, or a cow and
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a plow has been used for threc hundred years, and
inay perhaps be used for tliree hundred more.
W hen the caravan reaches a town of considerable

THE SHAKE>CIIAR»IERS.

size, a stop is likely to be made for some days, iii
order to allow trading to be carried on. But Busi-
ness isnot permitted to worry the traders much, and
between the entertainments of the village people
and the recreations at the camp, the strangerwill
not lack for amuseinent. It is lo this race, it is
always to be rcmembered, that we owe the Arabian
Nights’tales- Of thesestoriesour translations con-

PLOWING 1IN MORCKXO.

>mulé, or any other creatures (including his wife)
tlut wii! pul!, and harnesses them to a plow which
Iwlct he a fine curiosity for one of our agricultiiral
Ife. since it is simply some sticks of wood boimd
“gilhcr so that the sharply pointed end of the
nain or handle piece, is dragged along a little
anderthe sod.  Yet we must not forget Ihat much
utarer home a like lack of progress is seen; for in
ixtsof México an almost exactly similar excuse for

tain only a selection, and as you sit and sip your

coffee, tea, or lemonade in some little café of
whbitewashed stone, you hear the oid plots and

lhe familiar fiames, and many new romances of
the same kind, told by men who do nothing else.
These tales form the treasure of a very numerous
class of men and women throughout the East, who
find a livelihood in reciting them to crowds never
tircd of listening. The public squares of all the
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towns abound with such men, whose recitations,
full of gestares and suggestive looks, hold a circle
of silent listeners spell-bound with the pleasing
picturcs their imaginations conjure. It is said that
the physicians fiequently recommend the story-
tellers to their patients in order to soothe pain, to
calni agitation, or to produce sleep; and, accus-
tomed to talk to sick folk, they modulate their
voices, soften their tones, and gently cease as sleep
steals over the sufferer.

Quite the opposite of this quiet and dreamy
amusement, which takes the place of our theaters,
are the shows of the snake-charmers, who every-
where collect pennies from admiring groups. They
siton the ground and liandie the serpents in every
way, allowing them to coil about their arins, necks
and hody, and dart long, forked tongues almost
into their faces, while one of the group hammers

LAND OF THE
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ants of a town hold certain half-religious festival
called the Feasts of the Aissouia, which, in matul
ways, aie as revolting as the orgies of the lowesj
savages.

Though the Arabs are shy of foreign cves;
their rites, the tourist may get an invitaiion i
these performances, if he happens to have a friend!
among the nativos. Following his guide tlitou?!
a maze of tortuous streets, and up a grcat inantl
flights of stone steps, he will finally be conl
ducted to a small hall of Moorish architectiire, iritl
the chai'acteristic horse-shoe arches supported uponl
inarble pillars, and no roof except, periiaps, afragJ
ment of striped awning. Around the inside runs|
a gallery occupied by veiled Moorish ladies, adi
ornamented with a few flags, wiiich alone relieve!
the glare of whitewash on all sides of this queer]
building. The floor is laid with octagonal tilesoil

THS POWDKR-?1Jiy ON HORSERACK.

a tambourine as though his life depended on it.
I cannot conceive how this so-called music has any-
thing to do with the wonderful control excrcised
over the snakesby the juggler; I should think they
would grow cross, rather than be “ charmed,” by
its incessant discords.

But even this fondling of reptiles is not the most
hateful of the siglits which are to be scen in
the Moorish towns under the nainc of cntertain-
ment.

Several times during the year the Arab inhabit-

rod and white, and upon red mats. around a small
“ altar” in the center, sit the musicians and per-
formcrs, while the spectators find places behind.
The chosen performers will dance barcfloted
upon red-hot plates of iron and on beds of lidng
coals; will lick rods of rcd-hot iron; will take
burning torches betwcen their tceth, and hold flara-
ing oil-wicks until the blaze has burned straighi into
the palms of their hands; will swallow nails and
stones ; will even snatch up a living scorpion and
crunch it between the teeth, with as keen relish as
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iiwith whicli a newsboy entS a shrimp. AU this
(¢onethrough with (formoncy) to theharshtumult
I"halfa tlozen rude drums and horns, which make
| j itaccompaniracnt to these
lhoirid remnants of pagan
lift-woi-ship. ~ W hat can be
Ittpecied of a people whose
Iltiight is in witnessing such
lactening exhibitions?
Amuch more interesting,
l'ihoughno lcss noisy, recrea-
léon, is the powder-play, a
j.methat may take place 011
Ifcctoronhorseback, forthese
| Mbars, as everybody knows,
1ave nearly as much at home
lihcsaddle as afoot. The
| borsemcn engaged in the
]prac ride at an exceedingly
| Bpid pace, carrying loaded
| pos which they discharge as
| iheydash about in all kinds
| d positions,— above, below,
]meither side, and straight forward. The noble
terses scem to enter into the wild rush and roise
| ofihe fim as much as their masters, and the celcr-
| ittwiih which the various movements are executed
| isffonderful. Not only do the younger men take
| partiathe sport, but oid, gray-headed men enjoy it

THE BOY ASTRONOMER
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with keen interest and equal spirit. Another kind
of powder-play is performed on foot. The band
strikes up a fearful din under the fiame of music.

THE roWDER"PLAV ON FOOT.

and in the midsl of the distracting mcdlcy two
lines of men, that have forraecl opposite one an-
other, rush together, and, throwing their bodies
into wonderful attitudes, tire their guns, and shout
and yell as though in actual battle. The Arabs

cali this powder-play Lab-el-barode.

AT THE OBSERVATORY.

By Harriet Prescott Spofford.

Part Il

Itwas a day of days for Johnny Parsons when
tbf letter carne from the school-master, saying he
lad reached the city, with his wife, on the way
| liomcfrom Niagara, and would be at the station on
| Wedncsday to meet Johnny, who was to be sentup
isluggage and charged to the cxpress-man, and go
wiito the observatory that night to be given the

| ftetdom of the big telescope and the stars.
N'obody ever trod in boots with more importance
fon he did when the stage stopped at the gate.
llnes not every one that could have the privilegc
‘fvisiting the observatory and using tbe big lelc-
sooe there,—Johnny felt as if astronomers made
fo'vorld, and he was an astronomer. He scorned
tositinside the coach, and he would not be swung
sptothe driver’sside by the strong arms extended;
i btclimhed up by himself, and his father followed,
| ttidthe whip cracked and they were off. Heturned

and waved his hat at his mother and the girls, and
then gave hisundivided attention lo the o'ff-wheeler,
who felt his oats, the driver said. It seemed to
Johnny that the coach went a snail’s pace ; he was
sure he could get more specd out of that team;
once or twice he offered to take the reins and give
the driver a rest; but the driver laughed, and
chuckcd him under the chin with his thumb, and
said he would as soon let Bildad the Shuhite have
them. This contcmptuous remark cut Johnny to
the heart, and for the rest ofthe ride he wore the
look of a scomful raartyr. However, he presently—
although, to be sure, temporarily—forgot the insult
on being put on board the train. He expvessed, of
course, his intention of riding on the engine, but it
being indispensable that he should be clean upon
arrival, that was forbidden; and he was told to keep
as quict as he could, and do what the expressman
said, and not to lose his money or his pocket-hand-
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kcrchief,—at both of which articles I>e looked so
often, to makc sure, that he was kindly relieved
of them, by some obliging but unknown person,
before the journey’s end. When at Jast the train
rolled slowly into the station, there stood the school-
master to rcceive him.

“You’re my brother now,” said Johnny. “ Then
| need n't cali you Mistcr any more, need 1?”

The school-master laughed, and took him along

HK TURKBD AHD

to his sistcr, who kissed him till Johnny oponed his
eyes, wondering why she had never found out his
excellcnces and kissed him so before ; and then she
gave him a good dinner and put him away to sieep
for a couple of hours, that he migbt be all fresh for
his night-ride among the stars.

It w-as acharmingnight, dark and clear and coid;
the green and red lights of the street-cars, moving
along in this direction and in that, seemed like a
dream of stars to begin with j notthe puré and dis-
tant white light of stars, however, but somewhat
as those might be if polluted by the life of cities,
Johnny thought, losing his conceitof himselfin the
fancies that the scene called forth, as they crossed
the long bridge with its chain of lamps repeated
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in the water, and the great city with all jjs iwni-
ling lights ceased to gleam behind them.

Leaving the cars, they walked slowly upaj
side, through an avenue of firs, that quietedl
Johnny’s excitement a little, and secmed iiideedsol
home-like that when at length they reached jl
simple-looking dwelling-house, Johnny began tol
think one telescope was, after all, pretty muchlilfl
another, and to pliime himself and to look a liiilt

WAVED HIS HAT.™

for others to plumo him; and then he saw some
thing looming darkly behind the house as if een|
this simple-looking dvvelling had wecird surround-
ings, and his imagination got the better of him ad
made him cling to the school-master’s hand. Tliey
went round the cérner of the house, and saw whai |
the dark objectwas,—a huge stone tower; and toej' |
pushed open an iron door, that clanged with a ha-1
iow echo through the hollow tower, and went ja

It was a place of immense masonry, block upon:
block; and whatever was the hcight to wliicli it
rose in the air, it had been sunk in the ground fill |
a foundation of solid stone, fifty feet below ihe su-
face of the sod from which they had just steppedi
upheid this reader of the riddle of the stars, ths
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j fefiacting telescope. The school-mastcr still
|to)i Johnny’s hancl, and they went up a winding
liTonstal’-way and carne into the upper room of the

«with its rounded walls and the raimic heaven

|"fits dim dome.
J Onetelescope muchlike another, Johnny? Your
Jiittle plaything, that you had so laboriously whittled
loui. like this mighty engine at whose glance the
Istais drew near and delivered up their secrets?
libere isno humility like that into which one falls
litom the heights of conceit. Johnny felt like a
Icriminal. 111 the first moment that he stood there,
Lnd would llave longed to bcg soinebody to forgive
lhiro, if presently amazement had not swallowed all
lothet eiiiotions. W hat a monster it was! The
llocoinotive that brought him up to town, mighty as
Ilhai 'vns. was a mere bauble beside it.

The scliool-master led him round, directly, and

jintroduced him to some gentlemen. It did not
loccur to Johnny to think any more of what the gen-
Itlemen would think of him; he felt that he and
jtliey were alike the meresc small atoms before this
Itremenduiis thing,—it was long afterward when a
Ithfilluf pride, strongas hisrecent humility, coursed
I through him, that he remembered that this tre-
| mendous thing was the creation and the mere
Iserrant of these atoms. He was taken up some
| stepsand placed on a curious little scat that pres-
1em|y soinebody began toscrew up,—he was already
Iso“scrc\vedup” himself that heforgot tobeafraid;
laiidmcaiiwhile the school-mnster was talkingwith
lhim and bidding him observe how perfectly the
| great insirumeni was poised upon its shaft of stone
landbrass, so that, immense as it was, it could be
| moved, by touching one of the slender brass rods
| lippcd with a ball no bigger than a potato.
| Allofasudden, there carne a reportand roar like
| acrackUng explosion of all things ; and it seemed
I loJohnny that “ there were thunderings and voices
| and lightnings and a great earthquakc,” as he had
I read in Revelation. Fora momenthe hid hiseyes;
1bul theti he remembered that he was there to see,
| andso he looked, and saw that they were only roll-
| itig round the circular iron roof on iron cannon-
ballsin iron grooves, so as to bring a loop-hole in
the lighi direction to point the telescope out. In
| another moment he was iooking through the eye-
| piece, just in time to see a great swift object, a
| *bite magnificence of mist and splendor, like a
| «iled bride with wings, slide down the field of view
| and be gone.

“Ohl oh!” cried Johnny. “ How fast a comet
[ flicsl”

“We can fiy as fast as she can,” said one of the
I gentlemen.  “ Put in the clock-work, if you
‘ please.”

And then there was a clicking and ticking, and a
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wonderful little complexity of brass wheels and rods
and delicate machinery was at work, and the tele-
scope was rooving with the stars so steadily and
perfectly that, swift as the comet fiew, the great
object-glass kept her in its field, and Johnny, sit-
ting there in his seat, looked with an eye that
seemed to fly as fast as she did.

“ 1 don’t wonder,” he cried, “ that the people in
oid times were so scared of her, and thought she
brought plagues and famines. She looks just like
a great angel of destruction 1”

And, iii his ecstasy, Johnny sprang to his feet,
and the comet, with the face of its fearful splendor
blazing out of the vapor of the long streaming veils;
was gone, and he was staring at the roof.

The gentleman beside him smiled at Johnny a
little, and told him, after the school-master had
seen the comet, that they would show him soroe-
thing not so fearful now. So he sat down, and the
roof was shifted, and his chair was wheeled a little,
and when he put his eye at the glass again, there
hung the crescent of a silver new moon !

“W hy!” cried Johnny. “ The moon hasn’t
risen yet,—and she ’s after lhe full, any way,—and
here she is new 1 Oh, | see,—why, it’s Venus!
By George 1” he added, inalong breath of delight.
“ Nobody ’d think, to see that round point of light
in the sky, that it is a crescent like a moon !”

“ Venus, you know, has her phases, sometimes
gibbous, sometimes waning,” began one of the
gentlemen, kindly.

“ Oh, | know all about Venus,” said Johnny.

“ Do you? Thatis more than we do.”

“ 1—1 did n’t mean that,” cried Johnny, covered
with shame and contrition. “ | meant 1 knew a
little.”

“That is all we know,” said the gentleman.
“ Well, we must make haste now,” he added, “ for
the moon’s light is coraing up, and we shall hardly
see the half that we have mapped out. What
should you like next ?”

“ | should have liked to sce Saturn,” said
Johnny; “ but | suppose it’s no use now he’s
taken off his jeweh'y.”

“ But he ’s a pretty sight even without his
rings,” said the gentleman. “And you can see
him as nobody has, till now, since you were born.”

And, presently, Johnny was looking at a great
golden sphere swimming in the depths, while round
it on a slender thread of light the moons were
strung like tiny golden balls upon a silver wire.

“ Saturn is quite as beautiful in this form as when
he shows all the glory of his rings; and he is
more interesting to astronomecrs, for it is now that
we are able to take the mcasurements which assuie
US of his stability. Now you would like to see
some double stats, | suppose?”
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Double stars then Johnny saw, rolling round
each other with their varying and splendid colors,
an emerald and a ruby, a sapphire and a top.az-

“ Oh, what a world to live in, with two suns in
the sky!” exclaiined Johnny. “ Now it’s green-
light time, and now it’s bluc. They can’t have
any white light. Our sun s a topaz, isn’t he ?”

“ In those worlds they must have colors that we
don’t dream of,” said the school-master.

“ And difierent eyes from oiirs with which to see
them,” said the gentleman beside Jobnny. “ Now
we will have a nébula.”

And in a few moments Johnny saw what he had
many a time seen in the sky like a faintly shining
cloud, a broad, thin sheet of shining vapor, millions
and millions of miles away, open before the tele-
scope into a sea of stars breaking into a foam of
star-dust. It capped the climax. Johnny had not
another word to say. It seemed to him that he
stood in the very presence of the Creator. A
mighty voice appe.ired to be ringing in his ears,
“ Johnny Parsons, how can you break the laws
while these great stars olscy them 1”

He had been going to ask to look at Alcyone,
the bright star in the Pleiades, not expecting to see
anything remarkable, but, for instance, just as one
likes to see how a great man looks; because it
was, as he phrased it, “ oursun’ssun”; but he felt
as if he had aiready seen too much, more than he
could comprehend, as if it would be quite impos-
sible to look at anything furthecr, the star
which was mighty enough to draw round and round
itself, not only our sun and its planets, but all the
other stars with which the heavens are sown,
was too mighty for his mood of mind just now.

Perhaps the astronomer understood him. At
any rate, he let him alone for a while, and kept up
a lively discussion with the school-master concern-
ing the merits of reflecting and refracting glasses;
and then he asked Johnny to describe the telescope
he had once made himself. And by that time the
moon was well up in the heavens, cloudless and
clear and inviting travelers, and Johnny was ready
for more amazement.

That the round, smooth, shining glohe, rolling
over a velvety surface of sky, as he had been
used to see it, could be this seamed and scarrecl
and furrowed place of hon-or, like a wilderness
of burned-out volcanoes, all black and bristling
here, and ghastly and white there, was. something
not easy to beiieve.

“ Is it really the moon?” he whispered.

“ Really the moon,” said the gentleman. And
then he proceeded to point out the various spots by
flame, the horrid hills, the never-lighted valleys,
the vast, bare, dead craters. “ And it is possible
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that there are places of greater desolation yet jo, |
there is one side of the moon that we nevci see —t
is always hidden from us,” said he; and Johnnv|
shivered as if it had been a place of skulls.

“ Did you ever see the sun rise?” asked the'
gentleman, presently.

“ Did | ?” said Johnny, scornfully, in replv,

“ Well, that was on eavth. Now, you know Bt
are travelers journeying over the moon. Loot

closely here. You see that line of light ndvaiicing
in the fieid? That is the sun’s light falling on the
moon. Now follow it.”

And Johnny saw the line of light slowly stealing
on and up to the base of the grcat range of black
and jagged mountains; on and up, over great gaps
of shadow, out of which countless lesser pcaks,
unseen before, sprang up in the light, peoplingthe
desert place with stony giants; over black chasms
that remained black chasms still; up and up, sliin-
ing on the face of huge, dark precipices; iipand
iip, catching the edge of sudden ledges; up, till the
very topmost crag blazed out. Then over the
brink, gently over and across and donn. going
down into the black valleys beyond, to flood them
with the light, and rise higher yet on the greal
crags behind. And Johnny had seen the sunrise
on the Mountains of the Moon !

“ | can’tbearanythingelse,” s.iid Johnny. “ \ot

now, thatis. | think I must go home. |—I fed
as if somebody had stepped on me.”
“That will soon pass,” said the genilcman,

srailingly, helping him down. “ I know whatitis.
These things make us feel as insignificant as they
are mighty ; but by and I)y we remember in nhose
image we are made. Weli, my little man. | expeci
one day lo have you with us here, calculating iht
elements of the unknown.”

“ | ara going to be an astronomer, when 1gro»

up!” said Johnny, with decision. “ But it takes
such a long time to be a man 1”
“ Not any longcr than you will need for al

the study and patience it takes to be an astron-
omer,” was the answer. “ Little play, hard work,
tireless attention, unceasing effort,— you see ii
takes a great dcal more than lime. SU rtiir «i
astra." And then the gentleman bade them good-
night.

“ ‘That is the way to the stars,”” said the school-
master, translating the Latin, as they stood al last
in the open night. “ And to everything else ihat
is good for anything. And this is the way to g
home,— Sally will be glad to see us,—1 siispect
she ’s sitting up for us still.”

“ Do you remember,” asked Johnny, “ the story
when Sall went to see the witch of Emlor?
seeras as if we had been there, too !”
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SING-SONG.

By Mary N. Prescott.

Sino a song of snow-flakes,
Icicles and frost;

Four and twenty snow-birds
In the woods were lost.
When the storm was ended,
Happy birds were they,
By some crumbs befriended,
They dved to fly away!

Sing a song of rain-drops,
Clouds, and April weather;
Four and twenty rcd-breasts
Caught out together.
When the shower was ended,
W hat a song was heard
About the ralnbow splendid,
From each dripping bird 1

Sing a song of sunshine.
Bees a-humming praises
Four and twenty hours
Lost among the daisies.
Hunt the wide world over,
From sea to continent,
You never will discover
Where the hours went!

EYEBRIGHT.

By Susan

Chapter V.
chances.

It happens now and then in life that small dr-
curastances link themselves on to great ones, and
ia this way become important, when otherwise
tliey might pass out of mind and be forgotten.
Such was the case wLth that day’s naughtiness.
Eycbright remembered it always, and never with-
out a sliai-p prick of pain, because of certain things
that followed soon afterward, and of which | must
*11yon in this chapter.

Miss Fitch’s winter term opcncd on the i5thof
Sepicmber. The boys and girls were not sorry to
>Qin sdiool, | think. They had “ played them-

Coolidge.

selves out” during the long vacation, and it was
rather a pleasant change now to return to lessons
and regular hours. Everything seemed new and
interesting after lhrce months’ absence, the school-
house, the Green, all the cubby-holes and hiding-
places, just as shabby playthings laid aside for a
whiic come out looking quite fi-esh, and do not seera
like oid ones atall. There was the beautiful autumn
weather beside, making each moment of liberty
doubly delightful. Day after day, week after week,
this perfect weather lasted, till it seemed as though
the skies had forgotten the trick ofraining, or how
to be ofany color except clear, darzling blue. The
ivind blew softly and made lovely little noisesin the
boughs, but there was a cool edge to its softness
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now which added to the satisfaction of breathing it.
The garden beds were gay as ever, but trees began
to show tips of crimson and orangc, and now and
then a brown leaf floated gently down, as though to
hint that summer was over and the autumn rcally
begun. Small drifts of these brown leaves formed
in the hoUows of the road and about fence corners.
The boys and girls kicked them aside to get at the
chestnut burs which had fallen and inixed with
them,—spiky burs, half open and showing the
glossy-brown nut within. It was a great apple-
year, too, and the orchards were laden with ripe
fruit. Nearly all the Saturday afternoons were
spent by the children in apple-gathering or in
nmting, and autumn seemed to them as summer
had seemed before autumn, spviiig before sum-
mer, and winter, in its turn, before spring,—the
very pleasantcst of the foiir pieasant seasons of
the year.

W ith so many things to do, and such a stock of
health and spirits to make doing delightful, it
is not strange that for a long time Eyebi'ighC
remained unconscious of ccrtain changes which
were taking place at home, and which oider people
saw plainly. It did cross her mind once or twice
that licr mother seemed feebier than usual, and
Wealthy and papa worried and anxious, but the
thought did not stay, being crowded out by
thoughts of a more agreeable kind. She had never
inherlifebeen brought very ciése to any real trouble.
W ealthy had spoken before her of Mis. So-and-so
as being “ in affliction,” and she had seen people
looking sad and wearing black ciothes, but it was
like something in a book to her,—a story she only
half comprehended; though she vaguely shrank
from it, and did not svish to read furtlier. With
all her quick jmagination, she was not in the least

morbid. Sorrow must come to her, she would
never take a step to meet it. So she went on,
busy, healthy, happy, full of briglu plans and

fun and merriment, till suddcnly one day sorrow
carne. For, running in from school, she found
Wealthy crying in the kitchen, and was told that
her mother was worse,—much worse,—and the
doctor thought she could only live a day or two
longer,

“ Oh no, no, Wealthy,” was all she could say at
first. Then, “ Why does n’t Dr. Pillsbury give
mamma something ?” she demanded, for Eychright
had learned to fcel a great rcspect for medicine, and
to believe that it must be able to cure everybody.

Wealthy shook her head.

“ It aint no use specylating about more medi-
cines,” she said, “ your ma ’s taken ship-loads of
’em, and they aint never done her any good that |
can see. No, Eyebright, dear; it ’s got to come,
and we must just make the best of it. It ’s God’s
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will, 1 s’pose, and there aint nothing lo besaijl
when that’s the case.”

“ Oh, dear! how can God will anythingsodread.l
ful?” sobbed Eyebright, feeling as if she «eitl
brought face to fece with' a great puzzle. Wealihy
could not answer. It wasa puzzle to her, too. Bd
she took Eyebright into her lap, hcld her clost
and stroked her hair gently; and that helped ~1
love and tenderness always do.

Some very sad days followed. The doctor cant|
and went, There was a hush over the house. li
seemed wrong to speak aloud even, and Evebri~tl
found herself moving on tip-toe, and sInmingihel
doors with anxious care; yet no one had said, “ Dol
not make a noise.” Everybody seemed to bel
waiting for something, but nobody liked to think|
what that something might be. Eyebright
not think, but she felt miserable, A great cloudl
seemed to hang over all her bright little ttorld, ©
happy till then. Shd moped about, with no hcan
to do anything, or she sat in the hall outside het
mother’s door, listening for sounds. Xow ad
then they let her creep in for a minute tn looka
mamma, who lay motionless as if asleep, hui Ev®
bright could not keep from crying, and .litera
little while, papa would sign to her to go. and se
would creep out again, hushing her sobs lili se
was safcly down-stairs with the door shut. Itirisl
such a melancholy time that | do not scc liowshel
could have got through with it, had it not been fot|
Genevieve, who, dumb as she was, provcd bea|
comfoiter of all. With her face buried in the Lip
of Genevieve’s best frock, Eyebright might shedss
many tears as she liked, whispering in the «asen
ear how much she wished that mamma cuuid gel
well, how good, how very good she always mcani
to be if she did, and how sorry she was I
ever she had been naiighty or cross to her;
especially on that day, that dreadful day when se
ran off into the woods, the recotiection of uhict
rankled in her conscience like a thorn. Generiere
listened sympathizingly, but not even her aflection
could puli out the thorn, or make its prick ay |
easier to bear.

I do not like to tell about sad things half» |
well as about happy ones, so we will hurry over |
this part of the story. Mrs. Bright lived onlyal
week after that evening when Eyebright first;
realizad that she was so much worse. She 'raked
up before she died, kissecl Eyebright for good-bye,
and said, “ My helpful little comfort.” These
sweet words were the one thing which made il
seem possible to live just then. All her lifelong
they carne back to Eyebright like the soiind of
music, and when the thought of her cliildish fauls
gave her pain, these words, which carried full fo-
giveness of lhe faults, soothcd and consoled her,
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~M,jr a «hile, as she gtew olcler, she Icarned to
ftfl that mamma in Heaven knew much better
than mamma on carth could how much her
litlle daughter really had loved her, and how
pieved ihe loving girl was to have bcen inipatient
orunkind.

But this was not for a long time afterward, and
ntanwhilc her chief pleasure was in lemembering,
ihat for all her naughtiness, mamma had kissed
heiand called her “ a comfort,"” before she died.
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of the waist and torn a hole in the sleeve, which
was pretty soon, the alpaca lost its awfulness in
their eyes, and had become as any coinmon dress.
In the course of a week or two, Eyebrigbt found
herself studying, playing, and walking at recess
with Bessie, quite in the oid way. But all the
while she was conscious of a change, and a feeling
which she fought with', but could not get rid of,
that things were not, fior ever could be, as they
had been before this intcrruption carne.

TALKING OVER HOME TROUBLES.

After the funeral, Wealthy opencd the blinds
«hich had been kept tight shut tiil then, and lifc
lesurned to its usual course. Breakfast, dinner.
Md supper appeared regularly on the table, papa
"int again to the mili, and Eycbright to school.
Sefelt shy and strange at first, and the children
sere shy of her, because of her black alpaca frock,
shich impressed their imaginations a good deai.
lhis wore off as the frock wore out, and by the
tinethat Eyebright had ripped out half the gathers

Home was changed and her father was changed.
Eyebright was no longer careless or unobservant,
as before her mother’ dcath, and she noticed how
fast papa’s hair was turning gray, and how decp
and careworn the lines about his mouth and cyes
had becomc. He did not seein to gain in cheer-
fulness as time went on, but, if anything, to look
more sad and troubled ; and he spcnt much of his
time at the cherry-wood dcsk, calculating and doing
sums and poring over account books. Eyebright



448

noticed all these little things, she had learned to
use her eyes now, and though nobody said any-
thing about it, she felt sure that papa was worried
about something, and in need of comfort.

She used to come early from play, and peep into
the sitting-room to see svhat he was doing. If he
seemed busy, she did not interrupt him, but drew
her low chair to his side and sat there quietly, with
Genevieve in her lap, and perhaps a book, not
spcaking, but now and then stroking his knee or
laying her cheek gently against it. All the time
she felt so sorry that she could not help papa.
But | think she did help, for papa liked to have
her there, and the presence of a love which asks
no questions and is content with loving, is most
soothing of all, sometimes, to people who are in
perplexity and trying to see their way out.

But none of Eyebright’s strokes or pats or fond
little ways could drive the care away from her
father's brow. His trouble was too heavy for
that. It was a kind of trouble which he could not
very well explain to a child; trouble about business
and money,—things which little people do not
understand; and matters were gctting worse instead
of better. He was like a man in a thorny wood
who cannot see his way out, and hismind was more
confused and anxious than any one except himself
could comprehend.

At last things carne to such a pass that there
was no choicc left, and he was fotced to explain to
Eyebright. It was April by that time. He was at
his desk as usual, and Eyebright, sitting near, had
Genevieve cuddled in her lap, and the “ Swiss
Family Robinson” open before her.

“ Now you’re done, aren't you, papal” she
cried, as he laid down his pen. “ You wont write
any more to-night, will you, but sitin the rocking-
chair and rest.” She was jumping up to get the
chair when he stop ,cd her.

“1’m not through yet, my dear.
talk with you fora little while.”

“ O papa, how nice! May | sit on your knee
while you talk?”

Papa said yes, and she scatcd herself. He put
his arm round her, and for a while stroked her hair
in silcnce. Eyebright looked up, wonderingly.

“ Yes, dear, | ’ll tell you presently. | ’m trying
to think how to begin. It ’s something disagree-
able, Eyebright,—something which will make you
feel very bad, |I’'m afiaid.”

“ Oh dear! what is it?” cried Eyebright, fear-
fully. *“ Do teil me, papa.”

“ W hat should you say if | told you that we can’t
live here any longer, but must go away ?”

“ Away from this house do you mean, papa ?”

“ Yes, away from this house, and away from
Tunxet, too.”

But | want to
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“ Not away for always?” said Eyebrighi, inaal
awe-struck tone. “ You don’t mean tliat, pa
do, you? We could n’t live anywhere élsefo!
always 1” giving a little gasp at the very jdea.

“ 1’inafraid that’s whatit’s comingto,” saidMr

Bright, sadly. “ 1 don’t see any other waytofixl|
it. 1 °’ve lost all my méney, Eyebright. It jsno
use trying to explain it to a child like you, but thai
is the case. AIll | had is gone, nearly, There%

scarcely anything left,—notenough to liveon here
even if | owned this house, which | don’t.”
Not own their own house! This was incom 1

prehensible. What could papa me \?
“ But, Papa, it ’s our house !” she ventured,
timidly.

Papa made no answer, only stroked her hair |
again, sofily.

“ And the mili?
she went on.

“ No, dear, | never did own the mili. You were
too little to understand about the matter when |
took up the business. It belongs to a company;
do you know what a ‘company ’ means ?—and the
company has failed, so that the mili is theirs no
longer. It ’s going to be sold at auctinn soon. |
was only a manager, and of course | lose my place.
Bul that isn’t so much matter. The real tmuble
is that | 've lost my own property, too. We e
poor people now, Eyebright. 1°'ve been calca-
lating, and | think by selling off everything here,
I can just clear myself and come out honcst; bul
that 's all. There '11 be almost nothing left.”

“ Couldn’l you get another mili to manage?”
asked Eyebright, in a hewildered way.

“No, there is no other mili; and if there waes,
| should n’t want to take it. | ’m too oid to begin
Ufe over again in the place whcre | started when |
was a boy to work my way up. | kave worked,
too,—worked hard,—and now | come oui in the
end not worth a cent. No, Eyebright, | could n't
do it 1”

He set her down as he spoke, and began to walk
the room with heavy, uncqual steps. The oid
floor creakecl under his tread. There was some-
thing very sad in the sound.

A child feels powerless in the presence of sud-
den misfortune. Eyebright sat as if stunned, while
her father walked to and fi-o. Genevieve slipped
from her iap and fcll «’ith a bump on the carpet,
but she paid no attention. Genevieve was n’t real
to her just then; only a doli. It was no matter
whether she humped her head or not.

Mr. Bright carne back to his chair again.

“ 1’1l tcll you what 1°’ve been thinking of,” he
said. “ I own a little farm up in Maine. It's about
the only thing | do own which has n’t got a mort-
gage on it, or does n’t belong to some one else in

Is n’t the mili yours, papa?”'
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Le«ay or another. It’s a very small farm, but
fLrc’sa hooso on it,—some kind of a house,—and
[*ink of moving itp there to live. | clon’t know
Lgch about the place, and | don't like the plan,
tillbelonely for you, for the farm is on an island,
Isecras» «od there ’s no one else living there, no
llikiren for you to play with, and no school. Tliese
tedisadvantages; but, on the other hand, the cii-
tiiK is said to be good, and | suppose | can raise
nmough up there for our living, and not run into
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“ W hat is the island in, papa ?

“ No, not a lake. It’sin the sea, but very near
the coast. | think ihere ’s some way of walking
across at low tide, but I 'm not siive.”

“ 1 think—1 'm rather glad,” said Eyebright
slowly. “ | always did want to live on an island.
And 1 never saw the sea. Don't fcel badly, papa.
| guess we shall like it.”

Mr. Bright was relieved; but he could n’t hclp
shake his head a little, nevertheless.

A lake ?”

eVBBSIGKT AND GENEVIEVE.

1t6t, which is the thing | care most for just now,
ISol\eabout decided to tryit. |’m sorry to break
rpitiurschooling, and to take you awayfrom hcre,
I*iiereyou like it so much; but it secms the only
[*’yopen. And if you could go cheerfully, my
,znd make the best of things, it would be a
lirkit comfort to me. That’s all | 've got to say.”
Eytbright’s mind liad been at ivork through this
senlence. Her reply astonished her father
|noialtt” it (vas so bright and eager.

VAV IL—31.

“You must make up your mind to find it
pretty lonesome,” he said compassionately.

“ The Swiss Family Robinson did n’t,” replied
Eyebright. “ But then,” she added, “ there were
six of them. And there ’ll only be four of us—
counting Genevieve.”

If Eyebright had taken the news too calmly,
W ealthy made up for it by her wild and incredulous
wrath when in turn it was broken to her.

“ Pity’s sakes !” she cried. “ Whatcver is the
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man a-thinking about? Carry you off co Maine,
indeed, away from folks and church and everything
civilized ! He ’s crazy,—that s what he is,—as
crazy as a loon j”’

“ Papa s not crazy. You must n’t say such
things, Wealthy,” replied Eyebright indignantly.
“ He feels real badly about going. But we ve got
to go. W e’ve lost all our money, and we can’t
stay here.”

A desert island, too !” went on Wealthy, pur-
suing her own train of reflection. “ Crocodiles
and cannibals, | suppose ! 1°'ve hcard what a God-
fovsaken place it isup there. Who * goiiig to look
afteryou, | 'dlike to know?—you, who never in your
life remembered your rubber shoes when it rained,
or knew winter flannels from summer ones, or best
frocks from common ?” Words failed her.

“Why, Wealthy, sha’n’t you come with us?”
cried Eyebright, in a startled tone.

“1? No, indeed,and | sha’n’tthen!” returned
Wealthy. “1’'m not such a fool as all that.
Maine, indeed !” Then, her heart melting at the
distress in Eyebright's face, she swoopcd upon her,
squeezed her hard, and said; “ What a cross-
grained piece | be! Yes, Eyebright dear, I ’ll go
along. 1'11go, no matterwhereitis. Yousha’n’t
be trusted to that Pa of yours if I can help it; and
that’s my last word in the matter.”

Eyebright flew to papa with the joyful news that

Wealthy was willing to go with them. Mr. Bright
looked dismayed.
“ It sout of the question,” he replied. “ I can’t

afford it, for one thing. The journey costs a good
deal, and when she got there, Wealthy would prob-
ably not like it, and would want to come back
again, which would be rftoney thrown away. Be-
side, it’s doubtful if we shall be able to keep any
regular help. No, Eyebright; we ’d better not
think of it, even. You and | will start alone, and
we ’ll get some woman there to come and work
when it’s necessary. That’ll be as much as | can
manage.”

Of course, when Wealthy found that there were
objections, her wish to go increased tenfold. She
begged, and Eyebright pleaded, but papa held to
his decisiéon. There was no helping it, but this
difference in opinién made the household very un-
comfortable for a while. Wealthy felt injured, and
went about her work grimly, sighing conspicuously
now and then, or making dashes at Eyebright, kiss-
ing her furiously, shedding a few tears, and then
beginning work again, all in stony silence. Papa
shut himself up more closely than ever with his
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accoimt-books and looked sadder everyday adl
Eyebright, though she strove to act as peace-mal
and keep a cheerful face, felt her heart heal
enough at times, when she thought of what
at hand.

They were to start early in May, and she ie|
school at once ; for there was much to be donejj
which she could help Wealthy, and the time si
but short for the doing of it all. The girls »cr«
sorry when they heard that Ej-ebright was goinj
away to Uve in Maine, and Bessie cried one whdl
recess, and said she never expected to be happ
again. Still the news did not make quite as mui.
sensacion as Eyebright had expected, and she Lad]
little sore feeling at her heart, as if theotherscarci
less about losing her than she should have can
had she been in their place. This idea cosi ht
some private tears; she comforted herself by,
poem which she called “ Fickleness,” and whid

began:
“ It is wicked lo be fickic,
And very, very unkind,
And 1 *dbe a&hamed~”*

but no rhyme to fickle could she find exxi
“ pickle,” and it was so hard to work that in, tha
she gave up writing the verses, and only kcpi anajl
from the girls for a few days. But, for all Ee
bright’s doubts, the girls did care, only Eoraini-j
tion was Corning on, and they were too busy iiJ
learning the pieces they were to speak, and prac
ticing for a writing prize which Miss Fitch
promised them, to realize just then how sorry ihey
were. |t carne afterward when the Examination
over, and Eyebright really gone ; and it was a la?
time—a ycar or two at least—before any son
festival or picnic could take place in Tunxct witli-l
out some child’s saying, wistfully; “ I wish E;?|
bright was here to go; don’t you?” Could Ew
bright have kiiown this, it would have cumfonedl
her very much during those last weeks; but tlil
pity is, we can’t know things beforehand in Ibil
world.

So, ailerall, her chief consolation was Genevicrt,!
to whom she could tell anything without feardi
making misehiefor being contradicted.

“ There ’s just one thing | 'm glad about,”slie|
said to this chosen confidante, “ and that isthall
it’s an island. | never saw any islands, iieitbct tliil
you, Genevieve ; but | know they must be io'*!
And | 'm glad it ’s in the sea, too. But. oh
my poor child, how will you get along without anjl
other dolls to play with? You,’ll be very lonelyj
sometimes—very lonely, indeed—I1 'm afraid.”

(To be eoHtinued.)
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By Annie Moore.

rv.l

On a sunny
hill-side grew a

"little colony of May-flowers.
They had sicpt quietly through
the long winter, tucked up, snug
and warm, in their covering of
snow; and now the bright sun
looked down on them, and the
wind stin-ed them, and the birds
called to them, and they raised
their strong, haidy leaves, and
Mifted up their stems of small buds,
and rejoiced that spring was near.
A little girl carne out among
kthcm. Shesaid 10 herself: “ lam
lgoing away to-morrow. 1can't
... Istay to see the dear May-fiowers
! "open, so | will take some of them
with me, and keep them in water,
"’il' remind me of this
ljeautifiil place, and perhaps they

fwill blossom.”
‘Oh,” said the May-fiowers,
“ please don’t take us!”

But the wind blew so that Mary,
the little girl, did not hear them, and
she pullcd stem after stem, till she

.had as many as she could hold in hér

small hands. Then she looked around

her at the blue sky, and the branches of

Itk trees against it, and the soft, dead leaves fiying

inthe wind, and the patches of white snow in the

hollows; and away in the distance the light-house
lindtlie blue water.

She said good-bye to it all, for she was afraid

ik might not see it again soon; and the little May-
| flowers said good-bye to it, too.

Thenextday Mary ticd the May-flowcrs together,
hniiwouiid a piece of wct paper around their stems,
pniithey staited on their journey.

The cars were crowded and hot, and Mary held
Itheflowers very tight for fear of losing them, and
I'ktall people rested their elbows on them, and the
l«out ones pushed against them, and they thought
I ihcy would die.

Butsoon the paper was taken off, and the string
I »sutnied, and they were put into a vase of water.

I'he little May-fiowers drooped for a time, and
l«“ldnot hold up their heads.

)
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Mary set them in the open window, and a gay
bird in a cage sang to them; but they mourned
for their pleasant home, and they did not like to
stand with their feet in water, and they said :

“ Let us give up in despair.”

Then the bird sang, “ Cheer up! cheer up!
chirrup 1 chirrup 17

They did not listen to him at first, but by and by
they said to him ;

“ Why do you say that to us? Do you know
that we have been taken from our home and our
friends on the hill-side, where the sun shone, and
the birds sang all around us? How can we live and
be happy here, and with our feet in the water,
too?”

But the bird said: “ Cheer up! The sim is
shining on you, and | am singing to you as well as
| can, and how much better it will be for you to
blossom and be beautifiil, and make some one
happy, than to do nothing but wither and be throsvn
away. Do you think I like to be here, shut up in
this cage, when | have wings to fly? No ! If this
cage-door should be left open, you would see me
fly up to that chimney in a second.”

“ Could you ?” said the litile flowers.

“ Yes, indeed,” said the bird.

“Would you?” said the flowers.

Yes,” said the bird, “ and then into that tree,
and then away to the woods somewhei-e. Butwhile
I am here, I think I may as well sing and be gay.”

“ Perhaps he is right,” thought the flowers; so
they iifted their heads and looked tip.

Mary gave them fresh water every day, and loved
them dearly, and talked to them of the beautiful
hill-side; and the cheerful bird sang to them, and
at last the little buds began to grow and make the
best of it.

One bright morning, just two weeks after they
were gathered, the laigest bud opened its petais,
and blossomed into a full-grown May-flower!

It was white, with a lovely tinge of pink, and oh,
so fragrant! Mary almost cried with delight, and
she kissed the dear flower, and carried it to every
one tn the house to be admired. The bird stood
on tip-toe on his highest perch and flappcd his
wings, and sang his best song.

“Was | right?” said he.
goodadvice?”

“ Yes,” said the flowers, “ you were right. To
blossom and be beautiful, and make some one
happy, is better than to give up in despair and do
nnthing.”

“ Did | give you
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By Mary Handerson,

Jerry lived with his grandmother in a little
cottage two or thrce miles from tlie nearest town,

and when it was announced, one day, that a
menagcrie soon would visit the town, Jerry’s
grandmother gave him leave to go and see the
show.

linmediately after breakfast on the great day,
Jerry kissed his grandmother, put on his best cap,
and started for the town, with some' gingerbread
in his pocket for his dinner, and twenty-five cents
for his ticket. It was still very eaiiy when he
reached town ; but there were plenty of little boys
in the streets, grouped together talking about the
animals, and ivhat would be the best place to see
them. Jerry joined a loud-talking, eager little
pai'ty, who were running to a piasza over the gro-
cer’s store, where they could see far down the inain
Street, by which the menagerie was cxpected to
enter the village. They had a long, long time to
wait; the sun grew very hot, and the little boys
grew very restless and impatient; a dozen times
some one had exclaimed, “ There it comes !” and
there had been a sudden rush to the front of
the piazza, and a shout of pleasurc, which was
changed to one of disgust, as a drove of cattle or a
load of hay emerged from the deceptive cloud of
clust.

But at last the caravan carne, and their expecta-
tions were more than realized j for two mammoth
elepliants drew the gorgeoiis red and yellow car in
which the twelve musicians sat, and the long train
of closed wagons that followed made Jerry clap his
hands and jump with delight, for surely inside them
there must be bears, tigers, leopards, camels,
giraffes, and all the other animals he ever heard of.

Jerry and his friends were soon scampering
through the dust beside the wagons, and presently,
at the end of the long Street, the whole cavalcade
turned into a broad, grassy meadow and stood still.
The drivers drew their wagons up side by side, and
dismounted; the baggage-wagons were all driven
forward, and the men proceeded to take from them
great bundles of dirty-looking cloth, coils of rope,
long poles, piles of boards, and many boxes, at the
contcnts of which Jerry could only guess.

Coarse, slecpy-looking men they were, who went
to work as if they saw no ,fun in an occupation
which seemed to the boys so delightful. They
spoke rudely to the crowd of eager lads and would
not allow them to approach too near. But finally,
one man called out :

“ Here, youngsters, two of you may conic liertl
and earn your quarters by watching the cagcs«hilcl
we work.”

Jerry and another little fellow, namccl Clwrlevi
Newton, were the two who first sprang forwardl
to offer their Services, in answer to tlhs offcr,

“ Yon ’ll do,” said the man, as he saw their brightl
faces ; “ the animals are mostly quiet; but voul
will have to look sharp, and if any of lhe I>easts|
take to jumping, or cutting up any son of shincs,!
just raise your pipes to the tune of ‘Murdc.'r!"asl
loud as you can.”

The boys then followed the man tothecags.l
They had all been drawn up in two sectionsof il
large circle, facing each other, with long spaces|
between the two Unes, so that the boys scemc(tverv|
far apart when they took up their separate \vatclits|
where the man had stationed them. ‘e Look|
sharp !” said he to each, “ and if ye hear .arowin(
any of the cages alongside, be mighty quick anii|
loud with your yells.” And then he left them.

“ 1 wish you would come over and see theie|
frisky monkeys,” called out Charley pretty snonj
“1 can see ’em through the lower edgo oi tliel
cage. They’rc awfully funny.”

Jerry was a little tempted; but he said:

“ No, Charley ; ifwe ’re to be paid for our 'vork, |
sve must do just what we promised to, and nol gol
away till the man gives us leave. May be hcH|
let us change sides by and by. | guess thercsa
hyena in the next cage here; something inakes a[
horrid noise.”

“ Perhaps it’sanalligator,” reptiedCharley,whosej
knowledge of Natural History was very small. jerryj
laughed well at this, and was beginning to explainl
to Charley that alligators were found in the water!
in hot countries, and were long, flat things, solll"[
thing like lizards, only ns big as cod-fisli, »heitl
Charley called to him to look and see what thej
men were doing now; and behold 1 they werej
Corning toward them with the canvas and the poics|
and the ropcs. The boys watclied with eagerl
interese, and saw them measuring the ground aoil
marking out a great circle which was to inciose thej
cages; and then, almost before they could tellhovj
it was done, so accustomed were the men to thej

work, the boys stood within a largc tent,
felt as if the wonderful exhibition had airead)]
begun.

“ Now, youngsters, our work is done; bul Il
advise you to stay inside the tent till the showf
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|IK5ins, to make sure of your pay, for the door-
IkefV may not know yon.”

This rcitiark was addresscd to the boys by the
|p>n «lio hotl appointed thera to their task. Jerry’s
Istnse ofjustice was aroused by it, and he answered
lin1loiic of indignation ;

rIf)our work isdone, ours is done, too, for that
Ipsllie bargain; and you were to pay us each a
INirter for it. | think you ought to givc it lo us,

Ilet LB go where we please till the show beglins.”

‘Well. well! | guess you ’re right,” said the
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IH v and yonder 's the ticket-sellen 111 fix it.”
Adsiepping up to another man who stood ncar,
k soon returned and handed the boys tsvo tickets
fof the afternoon performance. “ Now, clcar
"u,”ndded he; “ the cages wont be opened for
fi hour yet, and you "1 do no more good here.”

fhc boys thanked him for the tickets, despite
I lilisrude speech, and slowly left the tcnt. “ Let’s
foea good rest there under that tree till people
I*Jiito come,” said Charley. “ | have got some
I luncheon in my pocket, and | Il give you half”

“Well. then,” replied Jerry, “ I°ll give you half
Kininc; for it ’s nothing like so good fun to eat
Niaiyou brought yourself, isit?”

JERRY S BABY ELEPHANT.

453

So they laughed, and talkcd, and ate, for a half-
hour, until a tall boy carne svith a large basket,
and a camp-stool, and ordered them off the shady
spot, because he wanted to sit there and sell his
candy and corn-balls.

By this time a crowd had collected avound the
door of the tent waiting to gain admission. Our
little friends joined it and svere among the first
svho gave their tickets to the door-keeper, and
entered the inclosure. The cages were all open
now, and sevcral showmen were standing by them

ready to tell the people the history
of the various animéis. Jerry
moved about fiom cage to cage
listcning eagerly; but what in-
terested him more than anything
else was the dcscription of the
great elephant from Ceylon.

“ The elephant,” said the keep-
er, “isthe largest and strongest
of all land animals ; very sensible
and obcdient to man; he is suscep-
tible of gratitude, and capable of
strong aCtachment to the man to
whom he submits, serving him
with intclligence and fidelity. His
tusks are his defcnse; with them
he can picrce and conquer the lion,
and uproot the largest trees; they
are made of the valuable substance
called ivory, and sometimes weigh
I150pounds. The elephant’s truuk
is aimost as useful as the human
arm; when he wants to diink,
he filis it with water, which he
then pours into his mouth. In
a wild State the elephant issocial;
he scldom wanders alone; the
eldcst leads the hcrd; the next in
age drives them, and forms the
rear; the young and the weak are
in the middie. Notwithstanding
the weight of hisbody, he walks so

fast that he can easily overtake a man who is run-
iiing.” Jerry inight have vead all this in Natural
History books, but he never had read it. “ The
motion ofthe animal is easy,” said the voluble
showman, inconclusién, “ and if there are any
little boys and girls here who would like to try it,
the Sultdn will now be happy lo give them a seat
upon his back.”

At this invitation, Jerry was the first to rush
forward, and, at a signal from his keeper, the ele-
phant knelt down, and Jerry and three other little
boys mounted the gorgeous throne which he wore
upon his back, the clumsy gait oi the animal giving
them an easy and delightful rocking motion.
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“ Oh," he thought, “ if I could only have an
elephant of my own, | should be the happiest boy
in the world !” But the short ride was soon over,
and Jerry descended to give some other eager little
boy his place.

When all the animals had been exhibited, and
people began to Icave the tent, Jerry, whose eyes
had never wandered long from the elephant, fol-
lowed ciése behind him, waiching the ponderous
legs on which the gray skiii wrinkled so curiously,
as he was led by his keeper into another tent,
where food and a little liberty were given to a few
of the animals, during the two hours intervening
between this and the evening exhibition. Some
packing-boxes and a pile of coarse woolen blankets
at one side of the tent caught Jerry’s eye, and he
seated himself upon them, thinking that he could
then watch this wonderful elephant without being
in anybody’s way. Jerry was very tired, and the
small eyes of the big elephant winked so drowsily
beneath the monstrous flapping ears, that, while he
watched him, he, too, began to doze; and then it
was that he saw a little baby elephant, which he had
not noticed before, standing near him, and again he
thought, “ Oh 1 what a happy boy I should be if |
could have an elephant of my own! If now the
keeper would give me this little elephant 1”

Why, surely, could it be true ? there carne the
keeper, leading up to him this beautiful baby ele-
phant; and as he looked, he saw a card around its
neck, like one his teacher had lately given him at
school, and these words stood out in black letters,
“ Jerry Jarvis’s elephant.”

Jerry had never felt sohappy in his life; he took
the little creature by the ear, and led it out of the
tent to ihe high-road. At first he had thought the
baby elephant no greaterthan a Newfoundland dog;
but now it seemed as large as an ox. He hurried
homeward as fast as he could make the little creat-
ure go, and soon reached ihe coitage. He threw
open the door, and showed the elephant into the
kitchen, exclaiming with eagerness, “ Oh, grand-
ma! see! seel | have had such a present!”

“ Goodness gracious !” exclaimed the astonished
grandmother. “ A present, indeed ! W hat is the
creature? Why did you bring it into the house ?”

“ Oh, dear grandma! pleasc don’t scold! It’sa
baby elephant, and [ could not leave it out-doors
to-night, for it might take coid; please let it stay
in the kitchen this one night, and to-morrow I will
get some boards and a carpenter, and build a shed
for it behind the house.”

“ Well, if this is a young one, what will it come
to in a few months more ?” said the oid lady, shak-
ing her head in sad perplexity. *“ See! the tusks
do not shoAV yet, and | have rcad that they begin
to grow when an elephant is six months oid.”
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“ It will make our fortune by and by,” said Jerrf
in a deprecating tone. “ | shall make it very ioml
of me and teach it tricks, and go round the counirtl
exhibiting it.” 'l

Grandmother was not as much pleased atifel
prospect as Jerry was, but said, good-humoredly |

“ Well, well, the “little creature’ maysleepherel
to-night if the four walls of the kitchen are lar-el
enough lo hold him; but supper is waiting,”

Jerry’s sleep that night must have been as |
as Rip Van Winkle’s, or else there was neverafil
elephant like this in the world before I For as sooul
as he awoke, he dressed himself hastily and rsnl
to the kitchen to see ifhis pet were still there safel
and well; he threw open the door, but stoppedj
upon the threshold in amazement; at the samel
instant his grandmother opened the door from heri
litilebedroom, and then she started back, and foral
minute the two stood staring at each other, andii|
the monstrous creature in the Kitchen. i «as|
indeed wonderful that the baby elephant could hawej
grown so much in one nightl it quite fillcd upihej
whole of the little kitchen ; it would not have beeij
possible for it to turn round ! its tusks were halij|
yard long, and the great head with the enor-l
mous flapping ears was right in front of the bedroom|
door, confronting the poor frightened woinanivho|
stood there in dismay.

“ This is a pretty state oj things,” she saidall
last, partly closing her door, and peeping oiitatl
Jerry. “ What in the world are we to do? leaanoil
leave my room, and we shall have no brcakfast;!
and the creature has kept me awake the wliolcl
night long, knocking about here! | expectcd everyl
moment he would knock my door down, or get inwl
the cupboard and smash all the dishes.”

Poor Jerry! The elephant was so eiiorinousi
now, that he really felt afraid to go near it; buthej
would not let his grandmother see this, so be!
said, bravely : “ 1 am very sorry, dear gr:mdnn,l
but don’t be frightened. There s a piece of bed-I
cord in the attic, and I ’ll run and bring itand (e
it round his neck, and then | ’ll lead bim right|
into the woods and fasten him to a tree.”

Jerry found the cord, and crawling in betiveioi
the animal’slegs (for the door-way was quite blocked |
up) he approached its head. But, alas! he coubil
not reach ihc huge neck; then hetriedtowindihe
cord round the trunk, but the elephant woiind it!
trunk around him instead, lifted him up axd
bumped him against the ceiling until the boy cried
out with pain, and his grandmother was franiicl
with terror and anxiety. But the elephant seenied |
to be only amusing himself, and soon laid Jertf
quietly down in the cérner of the room.

“ This will never do,” gasped Jerry, as soon aj
he could speak. “ I can’t put the lope on, andhe
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_lie—ooks as if he were waiting to toss me up
sgain if | moved at all 17 Jerry was trembling all
mernow, and his teeth chattered.

"Grandmother,” he said, “ don’t you think if
jouwere to throw rae a doughnut and 1 could give
it © him, it might make him like me? They
tieverdo eat up boys, do they?”

“Oh, | don’t know, I 'm sure!” cried the oid
lady, piteously.  “ Only look! The creature is
mucii too large to go through the door now, and
Ishall starve to death here, for | can’t getout!”

Jerry had crawled into the pantry, and before
eaiinganything himself, he cut a slice of bread and
gotsome doiighnuts, which he stuck upon a fork
oneat a time; then, by standing on a chair and
holding the fork in the tongs, which chanced to be
«thin his reach; he managed to pass them to his
grandmother over the head of the elephant.

“1 think,” said she, “ you’d better bring all
thethings from the pantry into my room, and we ’ll
just stay there until to-morrow morning!”

This Jerry did, darting past the elephant when-
seNits attention seemed fixed on something else.
Thenwhen these necessary arrangements were all
maede, lho grandmother took her knitting work,
and Jerry jumped in and out of her bedroom win-
dow, but he returned every little while to watch
tiewonderful growth of his elephant.

Late in the afternoon, when, for the fiftieth time,
theboy opened the bedroom door to take a peep
al him, he found himself unable to shut it, for Mr.
Elephant boldly stuck his head into the room,
moving it up and down and from side to side in a
tray that was frightful to see. The door would not
admii the shouldevs of the animal: but though
Jenyand his grandmother retreated to the bed in
the farther cérner of the room, he could almost
reach them with his long trunk, which he lashed
about fiiriously. An'd oh ! what tusks the creat-
ate had! Those Jerry had seen on the mam-
molh Sultdn at the menagerie the day before
vete small compared to these, and they were
STOving larger every hour. The position of the
ficoham brought its head just in front of the
diimney in the little bedroom ; and in his uneasy
novemcnts, he atlast thrust these formidable tusks
ibrough the open fire-place and up the chimney.
This done, he seemed unable lo withdraw them,
dihougli he made vigorous efforts for a few min-
ults, shnking the little house until it seemed as ifit
lould tiimble down ; but at last, tired of such excr-

he stood quite still; and the pnor frightened
fok ivho were watching him bieathed fi-eely again.

"That is a most fortunate thing,” said the oid

in great glee. “ He is fastgned securely
00» and we can have a good night’s sleep.”
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,And she really laughed to think the clever ele-
phant should so have outwitted himself.

But, dear me ! to sleep was impossible! Finding
that he could not move his head, the elephant grew
very angry, and began dancing about on his great
feet, pressing with his ponderous weight against
the thin partition until it gave way, and he
advanced into the bedroom as far as its small size
would allow him, overturning the bedstead, and
tumbling Jerry and his grandmother upon the
floor behind it, where, keeping it as a sort ofbarri-
cade between them, they kneit in darkness, won-
dering what would come next.

At last, just as day was breaking, making the
little room light enough for them to see the outline
of the great dusky figure, the elephant made one
more desperate effort to free his head from the
chimney, huiTing his whole weight against the
outerwall of the house, when, dreadful to relate!
the little dwelling, whose strength had been so
severely tried, went to pieces in a minute! and
Jerry and his grandmother rolled out upon the
grass. They were too much accustomed to won-
dcrful things to be much frightened, and pickcd
themselves up just in season to see a monstrous
figure, black and frightful in the dim light, running
off into the woods, waving the chimney high in the
air, and knocking it against the tree-tops. Jerry
laughed at the droll sight, and was saying some-
thing about an elephant with a brick, when he
turned and saw his grandmother sitting on the
ground in her ruffled cap and short gown, crying
mournfully, as she looked upon the ruins of their
pretty house. Then he felt that they were home-
less now, and began to sob and cry also.

“ Why, Jerry I” said a cheery voice; “ don’t
cry! 1 saw you roll off the box, but I did not
think ithadhurt you. Did you strikeon your head?”

“ Why, Charley Newton, is that you? Where
am |?” said Jerry, springing up and looking about.

There he was in the tent still. He could hardly
believe it! All ihe men and animals had leftit;
“ for,” said Charley, “ it is almost time for the
evening show, and 1 have hunted everywhere for
you ! What have you been doing?”

“ Charley,” said Jerry in reply, “ did you ever
see an elephant with a brick head ?”

“ No,” said Charley, laughing; “ but I
seen one made all of wood in Noah's Ark,”

“ But mine was alive,” said Jerry; “ it was as
big as this whole tent. and such a time as grand-
inother and 1 had with it! | shall never wish
again that 1could have an elephant of my own, |
can tell you! We must hurry home now, for
grandmother will be frightened about me. Come
quick ! and 1 ’ll tell you all about it on the way.”

have
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TERRIBLE ADVENTURES OF OURSELVES
AND THE MARSHAL.

By Sherwood Bonner.

YEAR or so ago, in an

atdc wide and dusky,

inacdrner festooned with

swinging homes, lived
Ourselves and the Marshal.

Wc were nothing but spi-

dcrs!  Thnie; but spiders
havefeelingsas well aslcgs.

People talk about us as if

we were a lot of beans or

|jins or jackstraws, each precisely
like the next one. Perhaps they
don’t know that we have fiames,
faces, and opinions of our own.

My wife, the best of mates, is
called Arachne. This is a fa-
vorite fiame in Spider-land. As
for the children, there were so
many of them that, at this moment,
| caii’'t bring to mind all their
namcs. Let me see: there were
Bright-Eyes and Long-Legs and
Fly-catcher, and Diiikie and Too-
dles and Hop, and VVire and Rice
and Bazaleel, and Rumtickie,
Ramtickle, and liitie Rumdum-
burrow, who was a trial to us all,
his tcmper having been soured
early in lifc by getting a leg pulled

offin a crack in tlie floor; and there were a great
many more of these little spiders, fifty or sixty

of them,

in fact.

Bright-Eyes was the beauty

and Fly-catcher tlieg
us, in his own linc, which, as the fiame shiws, |
was not literary, like my own.

“ It ’s all very well to have a back stiuldcd iili
diamond points,” Rumdumburrow would say viil
something like a sncer, “ but if it carne lo lakinj
care of a family, which one would sparklc lotei
advantage,—Bright-Eyes or Fly-catcheri"’ Ad
to this important question echo could only ansnw,
“ Fly-catcher.”

The Strong-Wcbs lived ciése by us, and wereoui
great friends. They were a notable pair. Ms
Strong-Wcbh—a busy, bustling creature, very dif
fcrent from my gentle Arachne—ruled home ad
husband. Strong-Web was a good fellow, a liilk
flighty, perhaps, but nobocly wondered at that!
He was smaller than his wife, but fight her e
would when his blood was up, and | was ahrays
terribly afraid she would make a moutlifui of hiu
some fine day. Shethought nothing of eating ae
of her children if provoked to it. This isapnt
tice, | may say, that | never approved of and rewer
allowed in my own home; though it is corara»
enough in the Spider family. lj.may be that 1am
over-nice; but my tasteswere refined by associ.uioii
with a little boy in the housc, of whom | wasverv
fond,—Lee Meriwcther by iame. He was a gentle,
studious child, always at his books, or playinj
sweetly on his viulin. At either time | liked tohe
near him. As he read, | would rest on his sliom
der and read with him, with all my sixty cyes. b
this way | grew familiar with books, and gnined-
if | may say so—a flowing command of langiinge.
Many a nigl» have | kept Arachne and the children
awake, teliing over the adventures of Alice in-
Underland was it? and another queer jolly sioy
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labout a far-off country where, in winter, the water
livesas hard and smooth as glass, and people slipped
jover it with the speed of fiying winds,—a fairy
Isiory, of course.

Soinetimes | would get so interested in my read-
linv.is to bccome quite giddy,—it happened more
Itbmonce when | was trying to keep up with that
Iscatter-l)ug Pcterkin fatqily,—and would drop from
1 Lec's shoulder on the open pagc of his book. But
| tieivoulti never so much as even brush me away,
land 1wouW scramble back to ni)' place for a fresh
| start.

When he played on Uie violin I could not stay so
Inear him. Our race are very sensitive to music,
land sometimes the sweet sounds would pierce
through me so sharply that | would run away, fear-
ingto die from too much joy.

And now for the Marshal! We called him the
| Marshal, because it was a good strong fiame with a
floufish to it, and seemed to suit him. He was a
common friendof ourfamily and the Strong-'Webs,

ihough there was nothing common about him, 1
can tcll you thnt! He was not of our species.
We were plain, black spiders, but the Marshal was
bigand beautiful and brilliant as a butterily’s wing
orabright snake’s back; he was barred with crim-
son and yellow and black, soft as velvet to the
louch; his legs were long and strong; his eyes
| fiercc as Uve coals j his movements quick and hcad-
Ilong. He had no family, but lived in and out with
ourselves and the Stroiig-Webs. He would not
«aeste his strength in web-spimiing, as he wanted to
be always in good fighting order. Fearl Why,
an army of centipedes would n’t have made him
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lady of the house, who, catching a glimpse of one
of his legs behind the mantel-piece, struckathim
wildly with the poker, and, when he escaped her,
stuck paper in every crack by which he could get
out. Any ordinary spider would have given up in
despair, but the Marshal ran around until he found
a sccret passage in the chimney, through which he
plunged boldly, reachinghome after fcarful pcrils
from wandering rats.

The only trial 1 had ever known was to put up
with Mrs. Strong-Web’s gibes at litevature. These
were very offensive to mt and gave rise to some
disputes between Ar~hne and herself. She went
so far as lo say tI~t she knew more about books
than | did, and would try to coiiect me when | was
eiitertaining the company with what | had read.
And when | quoted poetry,—even if Lticy Larkins
herscif wrote it,—she had a way of drawing her
legs up and inaking a little round ball of herself,
as if she «vanted to get away from the sound.

Still, she was n’t a bad creature in the main, and
we all got on well together, until the night when
our teirible advcntures began.

W e were rouscd about midiiight by a great noise
in the streets; people shouting, things on wheels
clattering, boys yelling. Itwas no use trying to
see anything out of our tiny-paned Windows that
were never cleancd; so, bidding our families stay
quietly at home, Strong-Web and I, with the Mar-
shal, dashed down, to see what was the matter.
Mrs. Meriwether and the children were in the front
drawing-room at the windows. | ran to ray place
on Lee’s shoulder; Strong-'Webran up on the win-
dow-ledge ; the Marshal, too brilliant to risk being

THE MARSHAL.

sliake. Ho seemed born to have things happ'en
tobim. He had had a'leg-to-leg fight with a cock-
»ach and had come off victor. He had been walled
1P alive by Miss Nanny Meriwether, the young

seen, hid himself behind a flower-pot. Then we
looked out, and down at the end of the Street we
saw a house on fire. 'What a horrid sight it was!
The flames roaring like the sea, leaping through
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the house, already devoured to the mere skeleton
of a home, tottering and ready to fall.

Suddenly there carne a scream from the back of
our own house, where the cook slept, Every one
started and ran that way, ourselves and the Mar-
shal among the rest. The halls were dark, with as
many twists and turns as there are in a water-melon-
vine; our heads were confused; almost before we
knew fe, we found ourselves in the Street. Fright-
ened half to death, we ran furiously, not noticing
the way we took, only intenton keeping from under
the feet of the hurrying crowd, and getting away
from the roar and glare and smoke of the fire.
When at last we carne to our senses, we were far
away from home, in a vast sand-waste overgrown
with yellow, ill-smelling flowers. Poor unfortunate
ones! Where was our home ? To what place had
we come?

“ We are lost!” cried I, in tones of anguish.

“ 1 fear we are,” said Strong-Web, with much

more cheerfulness than one would have looked for.
“ That is n’t the worst of it,” said the Marshal;
a storm is coming up.”
He spoke truly ; already the sky was black with
clouds, and soon the lightning began its awful
silent play, and the thunder its crashing sound.
We knew what storms were ; safe in our dear, lost
attic we had seen the great sheets of water pouring
down, and the little chickens and goslings borne
off their legs and drowned in the flood. No hope
for us, if we had to stand this rain unsheitered.
We ran in all directions, like distracted creatures,
until the Marshal’s voice called, “ Here, this way !”
A flash of lightning followed his words, and we saw
that he had found shelterunder a little heap of oys-
ter-shells, where in fivesecondswe were beside him.
The rain fell in torrents, but we could laiigh at it
now, We even managed to sleep, feeling the need
of rest after the violent events of the night.

When we awoke, the sound of the falling rain
had ceased, but all was dark.

“ It is stifiing here,” said Strong-Web, “ let’s
get out.”

We hurried to the outlet; but what was our hor-
ror to find itclosed ! Tlie rain had beaten the oys-
ter-shells down into the earth, and we were buried
alive!  We dashed ourselves against the smooth
sides : we raved; we wrung our legs; but to what
avail ?

After the first few moments of despair had spent
themselves, | said:

“ At least, the sad comfort is ours of dying to-
gether. We have been friends in life ; let us com-
fort each other in these last moments.”

The Marshal snarled. There ’s no other word
for it.

“ Die together, shall we ?” he said.

“1Itell
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you one thing, oid Wind-bag—1 Il be the last dit
to die 17

“ Oid wind-bag !” But i did n’t mind that, for
something in the Marshal’s hoUow tone strucka
new terror to my heart. In an instant it flashtd
over me. The Marshal meant to hold on to lifejs
long as he could. The Marshal meant to eat us!

1said nothing. | dre'v my legs up, and crept &
far as | could into the cdérner, so that he miglit gjt
Strong-Web first. My brain rceled with thought.
Would he spring upon Strong-Web without warii-
ing? Would he offer me any of him? Sliouldl
show fight when my turn carne? Would it be p&
sible that I—should eat the Marshal?

W hile we crouched there in the darkness, tte
heard boyish voices above us. Then there wasa
kick against the heap of oyster-shells,—as boys will
kick,—and we were free. The storm was over; the
sun was shining j but, dazed and curiously shamed,
we crept out upon the fvesh, wet grass, and dared
not look each other in the face.

We wandered a1 day, looking vainly ot our:
home, stopping, when night fell, in a large public |
garden, which even to our sad eyes appearedalovely
place. Swinging lamps hung from the cedar ad
oleander trees, that grew everywhere in beautiful
profusion; pink and white oleander biooms per-
fumed the air; a band of musicians played joyous |
tunes; crowds of people were coming and going,
and children ran about merrily.

People were strolling around, as | have sid,
and, all at once, a young lady sat down on a berch |
near us. | was the first to notice her. * Look!
look!” cried I, “ it is Miss Nanny Meriweiliet!
We are saved: - For in the very instant ofsceing |
her, a plan had flashed into my mind,—sinple,
like all plans of the truly great. It was to conceal |
ourselves in the folds of Miss Nanny’s dress, and,,
as it were, make a vehicle of her to take us home.,
My comrades agreed that it was a wonderful oppor-1
tunity, and we lost no time in hiding ourselves
under the plaiting of Miss Nanny’s flounce. And
now it was that the Marshal’s fierce spirit gotns
into new trouble. He had no love for MissNannj, |
as you may know, since she had walled him up,
“1 would like her to see that | am still alive,”lie|
began,

W e remonstrated with him for this rash wish,
unfortunately Miss Nanny put out her foot ftau
under the edge of her dress. She had on a slipp» |
and an open-worked stocking.

“ Let me get at that foot!” cried the Marshal.
his eyes beginning to shine with fury.

In vain wei-e our frantic entreaties; he dashed
out from our hiding-place, and ran up <M
side of her slipper. But, alas! she happened »
look down, and the Marshal’s fatal beauty hcirayed
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him She gave such a scream that the people
around us carae running to see what was the matter.

“Aspider! a spider!” she cried, stamping her
foE aufi shaking her dress so violeiitly that wc
droppcd off. It was a miracle that we escaped with
our lives; and when at last we were safe, instead of
aliumble apology to us for his cruel rashness, what
didihc Marshal do but say he would willingly have
never seen home again if he could have given her
/oot a good bite.

Aller this painful expeiience we wandered about
foranother twenty-four hours, and the next evening
wefound ourselves tired and worn-out on the beach
near the city. The moon rose gently overthe seaj
ihe beach stretched away like an unrolled strip of
yelloiv silk, and bathers frolicked jn the water.

We rested our fevered legs on the cool back of a
jeily-fish, and told our story to a friendiy sand-crab
«howas running about as only the happy can run.

“ Bracc up, brace up,”said he, cheerfully; “ I
think your troubles are about ended. | do beiieve
Lee Meriwether is on the beach now,—over'there
onthat log. | heard the Indy cali him Lee.”

He staitcd off in his ridicitlous sidelong way, we
following as fast as we could trave!, until we carne
tothe little boy and the lady. They were Lee and
his motlier I Now indeed we were saved. First
CMCiing a solemn promise from the Marshal to
restrain himself, we ran into Lee’s hat that was
lying on the gioiind. The silk lining was partly
forn oui, and we got between the lining and the
crown. All happened as we had expected. Lee
look us safely home, Strong-Web and 1 holding
the Marshal firmly all the way, for fear his spirit
«oulcl lead him to hite Lee’s head.

And DOWcarne our last and raost dreadful trial.
Mss Nanny was sewing hy the table, and as Lee
ilirwdown his hat, she picked it up before we had
tune to get out.

“ How your hat is torn, Lee !” she said. “ Let
me mend it while I am thinking of it,” and she
drew her work-basket to her and began to sew.
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Oh, horror! was this to be our doora after all
we had gone through? We looked at the Mar-
shal.

“ One stroke for liberty !” he cried, in hoarse but
warlike tones. “ Dash !”

And at the word of coramand out we dashed;
through Miss Nanny’s fingeis, over her hands and
dress to the floor. How she screamed ! The scene
in the public garden was nothing lo it.

“Am | to be tormented out of my life with
spiders !” she cried. “ Kill them ! kill them 1”

She pursued Us with flashing eyes .and upraised
foot, but we got through the door, and up the oid
stair,—running wildly into the garret room,—
and at last were safe in our own homes with our
rejoicing wives.

We told our story, and our wives, too, had their
story of suffering to tell.

“Wehavehadahaidtime,” whispered Arachne,
“ though Fly-catcher has worn himself to a shadow
taking care of us. Mrs. Strong-Web has eaten
several of her children, and | had grown so thin
that | really think | must have eaten poor little
Rumdumburrow, in self-presetwation, if yon had
not come to-night.”

‘“Never shall you do that, my Arachne !” I cried,

“ while I live to provide for you.”
So here we all live now, more happily than ever.
Mrs. Strong-Web has impvoved in her manners,
and Strong-Web has forgotten that he ever quar-
reled with her. The Marshal is fiercer than ever,
and his vanity grows on him a little. There is a
broken looking-glass on a table in the room, and |
have caught him more than once standing on one
leg before it, admiring his brilliant image.

As for myself, now that they are over, | do not
regret our terrible experiences- It is pleasunt to
see the world; pleasantcr still to have adventures;
but pleasantest of all to get home safe again, and
spin yarns or webs, as the case may be, from the
place where they are stored away.
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THE THREE WISE COUPLES.

By Mrs. E. T. Corbett.
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But the wisest couple of all the thrce

Said: “ We sviil a traveiing circus be!”
Yon,” cried the wife, “ the bear must play,
Up on the ladder you ouglu to stay,

And | ’ll carry the club, because, you know,
1 ’ll have to beat you, your tricks to show.”

So the man in the ulster was froten stiff,
While his wife did nothing but fan and snUT.
The hunlcr was stung by a cross oid spider.
As lie very imprudentiy sat down beside her,
*And his wife, who was gathering webs for wool,
Used him to make up a basket fnll.

But the man who learned the bear to play
Lived on the ladder for many a day.
He stole the club and he would n’t come down,
So his poor wife carricd him tlirough the town,
And all the people said: “ Let’s go

To see the bear and the circus-show !”
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THE GOURD AND THE OAK.

By Howard Pyle.

A GOURD-VINE once, filled with al! the pride of
rapid growth, glanced at a delicate acorn-shoot
that stood at some distance, looking so fragle that
it seemed as though a breath would destroy it.

“ Poor wretch i” said the Gourd; “ how can you
bear to show your puny form so ciése to my own
sturdy growth? Hide your head, you poor con-
ceited weakling !”

The Oak-shoot answered not, but subraitted in
silence to the insulting pity of the great Gourd.

The autumn passed and winter carne, and at the
first frost the gourd died, and became shriveled into
dead and withered stems. As for the oak, it grew
with ever-increasing strength, year after year, until

at length, its branches spread far and wide, and it
towered high among the trees. Many piants hidi
from the fervent rays of the sun beneath itscool,

moist shade, and many weary travelers resled be-

neath its spreading branches.

Birds carne year after year, rearing their young, |
and finding shelter under its protccting foliage |
from the inclemencies of the weather.

“ Ah 1" said the aged Oak one day, looking do«n |
upon a bare spot where, many years before, the
rapidly growing Gourd had ridiculed it, “ 1 nn
perceive that it is only by slow grosvth that the
strength and stability, which will remain through
the changes of centuries, are produced.”

SHE COULD N'T.
(A Stary/crr Big Girls.)

By Kate Gannett Wells.

Chapter i.

Dora was reading in her own private room at
her own private desk. The carpet directly under-
neath the desk was strewn with quillclippings which,
together with the confusién of books, maps and
papers, gave, as Dora fancied, a literary aspect to
the room.

She had taken from her desk a big blank-book,
and was turning over its leaves with a halfamuscd,
half mournful look; for it was her Journal.

Was it

possible, she thought, that she could have mede
such sad entries ? Yet she remembered someofhei
sorrowful feelings. Her smile grew plainer as e
carne to thisrecord: “/« spiie ofmyfam ilylwH
no longerbe a clipthen.” On January 41b, |
she had declarad herself “ unhappy.” Januaryéik
“twounhappy days.” Januaryqth, “ too wediedl
to write even here.” Then carne an ouiburstoij
disappointed feeling and strong conscientiousnssj |
in which she had described herself as afraidto’'l
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suen il'oughts did her no good, and therefore she
bed written that she had decided to change her

Journal iiito a novel and make herself its heroine.

So she had pictured herself as Queen Victoria,
tniveling about in disguise to discover lhe best
UEthuds of obtaining the freedom and elevation of
gils, and of educating them at the same school
«ith boys.

In ihis story she had settled questions of social
icfoom in a surprisingly rapid manner, and had
madepolitical economy depend on Christian teach-
ig Theories which she had endeavored to impress
ai llie home circle were demonstrated in the full
beauty of their practica. Remarks on self-govern-
luentand wise charity, which had been called forth
by Ihe cxhibition of cevtain boyish freaks, were
tmbodicd in its legislative code. As she read, she
Iremembered a peculiar, lofty, thoughtful manner
Ithat she used to assume at this period, when re-
I quesied to mend a hole or help in the manufacture
I of kile-biibs, as an indication of the absorption of
Iher mind in lofty thoughts, from which a summons
10trifling duties was painful.

Sherccailed also her retreals to the atlic and her
solitary rehearsals of imaginary scenes, and the
boursin which she and her chosen, intimate friend,
Annie, had assumed given characters, and had
occupied all their walks and visits together in the
developmeiit of distingufshed imaginary person-
ajes; by taking sirange altitudes on stone seats on
ieCommon, hiding awkward movements of their
atms under their shawls, pacing up and down with
incrensing dignily, then bending graciously forward
and making rapid gestares and addressing an
imaginary audience. Dora consoled herself now
byihe thought, that if it had not been for these
sirictly private theatricals she could not have
enacted the queen or the injured woman in the
plays of the school recess, and that her carriage
bed really improvcd thereby,—a very important
Ithingin a young girl’s life.

Dora was what other girls cali a “ funny girl" or
a"queer girl,” No one could have enumerated
:dlher secret vanities, one ofthe choicest being the
I possession of a bold, free handwriting, indicative
| «icharacier and wasteful of paper. Her joumal

ibeen and still was her greatest comfort. She
l«lid endure advice, if she could afterward
| tecribe, in underscored words, how much she had
| misunderstood. Yet she was full of quick
| syrapathies and longed to be loved, whilst her
| «trgy and highspirits, her readiness for fun and
tiercise made her an acknowledged leader at
I sdiool and in all frolics.

She thought it a fine thing to have secrets all to
| and had made up her mindthat when
1bfieen years oidshe would be famous. Shehad
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“ too domestic” to
and her brothers

decided that her mother was
care for her kind of troubles,
were—boys.  So she wrote in her Journal and
made up siories. But, at last, fourteen years oid,
she sent her first story to a magazine. If the
editor had been a girl he would have answered
at once. But weeks had gone by and she had
received no rcply. How many weeks she conld
not tell, and therefore she had opened her Journal
to find the eventful date, but feeling melancholy
had given herself up to the luxury of glancing over
her past experiences.

Just then carne a tremendous knock upon the
door which set it flying open, admitting her brother
Ned, who handed her a long package with such a
mocking bosv, that she had to put on all her dig-
nity to endure it in silence, especially as he added:

“ Unele Sam will get pretty rich with such a lot
of slamps going back and forth j” and then quickly
departed out of the way of vengeance. Dora’s
heart sank. If her story had not been retuvned
the envelope could not have exhibited such a long
line of poslage. It was her belovcd story,—the
story that was to have made her famous,—accom-
panied by a very kind, but, as she thought, patron-
izing, letter from the editor.

Years after she thanked him; but now, as the
corabined advice, reproofand ridicule met her eye,
she threw herself on the bed in a paroxysm of grief,
until, exhausted with sobbing, she fell asleep. Her
mother, soon aftersvard finding her there, longed to
waken and comfort her, but Dora had never
volunteered any special confidence, and this was
not the time to sue for it. She softly closed
the door again, saving Dora the pain she
would have felt at the discovery of her fancied
secret. The next morning no allusion was made
to her absence from supper, fior to the last even-
ing’s mail. Dora, however, had risen early, gath-
ered all her papers, embalmed them in rose-leaves,
bound them with black ribbon, sealed them with
black wax, writing 011the outer wrapper, which was
moistened with great, honest tears, niorluus est,
and had put them in the farthest comer of the
topmost shelf of her closet. She was stunned by
the iinexpectedness of the blow.

Chapter |Il.

ArrER a few weeks, the unspent energies that
Doia’s school did not consume needed vent. She
determined henceforth to shine as a philanthropist,
for which duty she considered herself trained
through her unpublished cffbrts. Her firs't en-
deavor was the organization of a sewing-circle.
Scorning elderly assistance, and believing that a
school education necessarily fitted one for the pi-ac-
tical duties of life, Dora and her girl associates cut
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and made the garraents. When linished, the arti-
cles weie so badly put together that they were
ashamcd to scnd them to any “ Home ”; yet some
method of disposal must be dcvised. Dora sug-
gested that the cliief faiilt witli all missionary labor
was ignorance of the nature of those helped; that
tests of character were far more important than
short siitchcs or a well-fitting dress; that the proper
recipicnts for their bounty could be discovcrcd by a
carcful study ofthe expression of the face. There-
fore, a select committee, who had studied a little
physipgnomy, proceeded into the streets latcly

4 LilNT" 7 P L, il
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deposited in the entry, and the little haré feetl
rubbed vigorously on the biistiing mat before ihev
trod ihe pavlor carpet. Poor Dora was in moment-1
ary fear of her brothers’ entrance, or that hetl
mother’s housewifely eye would detect traces oii
mud. The children gazed at the wonders of tlie
room and the curious juxtaposition of silver and
undercloihing, They lifted the spooiis defily, bul
replaced thera more quickly, as they felt the glances |
of their patvonesses. W hen this trial of their vir
tue had lasted some fifteen minutes, and they had
answered various questions addressed them, con-

DISTBIBUTINC THB GABMENTS.

devasiated by fire, or where buildings were being
erected, and, measuring by their eye the archof the
e'yebrows or curvature of the mouth, approached
the little gatherers of shavings and wood, who hap-
pened to possess the needed requirements, and
bencvolently invited them to follow their footsteps.
Curiosity soon collected a crowd, which was care-
fully winnowed by this proccss of seiection, incom-
prehensible to those whom it concorncd.
Mcanwhile, Dora and some of the other girls had
been busy in arranging silver spoons and ihoney in
visible hiding-placcs, that these children might
prove themselves capable of withstanding tempta-
tion, before they receivcd ihe iramediate reward of
clothing. As the committee and their followers
arrived, the baskets of coid food and chips were

cerning their residences and families, Dora mounted
an ottoman and bogan :

“ Children, like Oliver Twist, you havewnnicdj
more before you had any; like the renowncd Spai-
tans, you have been stoical in the prcsence oi|
richcs; like ”

A long, low whistle warned Dora to bid hw|
friends dispose of their gifts in a hurried inanntt.
Short aprons were given to tall maidens, and werv|
much gored skirts to those who had extensi'i
waists. The children took all in a thankless, siolid|
manncr, as if mismating were an every-day aflair
shouldcrecl their baskets, and disappcared roundj
the corner of the house.

Poor Dora'! She was greatly disappoinini.
She had thought that belonging to a sewing-circlt|
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jas rcspectable and elderly, and lhat barefuoted,
pretty little girls always said “ Tliank you.” In-
i jiead of establishing a unién that would last till all
1iB mcmbers were grandmothers, she had wasted
I htr cloth by cutting it badly, and her stitches had
Ibeen long and crooked. She had had a good
‘time, that was one comfort; but still, she was
eenriy fifteen, and had not yel found the path to
I distinction. She mttst instantly undertake some-
lilungelsc, that would be strikingly brilliantand not
Irequire much effort.. Fortunately for her present
lundertaldng, her mother had never allowed iier to
pursue many studies at once, and thus, thanks to
(hisrestriction and to her good natural powers, she
I hadhadtirae for thorough studyand for rccreation.
Incomposition, however, it had always been impos-
Isibleto check the fertility of her invention or chas-
Itenher style, when given a subject that was not an
libslract of some previous study. If rcquired to
| frite an analysis of an author, she would bring to-

her the impressions she had received from her
I friends and the encyclopedias concerning such a
»riter, and, without reading through any one play
cfpoem, intertwine these disjointed criticisms into
quite a pretty mosaic, alike presumptuous and
Isuperficial. To study and to read, with her, in-
Irolved tivo distinct mental States: one a pains-
Itaking frame of mind, the other a careless, self-
lindulgent, and enjoyable mood.

Inone of her composilions on the bese mcthod
I of aiding the poor, she had described the self-sac-
Irifie of a young girl of wcalth and beauty, who
jae up her home and went and lived in an alley,
tobecome more like a sister to shop-giris and beg-
prs. Her heroine finally changed the alley into a
fide Street and the tenements into marble fronts,
«ith tenants having apple-sauce and goose every
I dayfor dinner.

‘ No'v,” reasoned Dora, “ | can't do just as she

d; but there ’s a little nest of houses near my

dnurso’s, only half an hour’s ride out of town in
ifie liorsc-cars. | could go out there twice a week,
andbring the children together under the trees, as
itissuch warm weather, and read to them and tcach
tiitmfancy-work. Then, when the little girls are
toid as | am, they can support themselves by em-

idery, which always pays better than plain
I semng,”

S the next week, provided with canvas and
eorsied, Dora slarted forth on her new mission,
| previously induced her oid nurse to collect,

*r bybribery or thrcats, eight curious, fright-

d littie maidens, not extremely needy. She
>Wk hands with them all round, making them

I more frightened. Then she cutled her feet

‘dsr her and sat down on the grass, tclling them
| dothe same, and began a stovy, to make them
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feel at home. It was a ca|)ital story, and capitally
lold. The children drew ncarcr and nearer, and
begged for another when it was ended.

“ No,” said Dora sternly, and drew out her
brightesc worsted and cut her canvas into eight
squares. Luckily, they could all tliread a needle
and put it into lheright hole ; butnone could draw
the worsted evenly, and the canvas would pucker.
Still, as every girl knows, worsted-work is easier
than hemming; so atthe end of an hour they had
made two or three lines of good cross-siitch, and
Dora was wild with delight. “ This is because 1
love them,” she thought; “ | shall write a story
about ‘Love, the Teachei,” and it will be quite
original.” Poor Dora |

All went smoothly for thrce or four weeks. The
eight pin-cushions grew as Dora’s pocket-money
lessened, for she had been obliged to keep some of
the girls qiiiet by promises of two or three cents,
ifthey would behave themselves. She did not like
that part of her work, as she had only a small
allowance of her own, and she had supposed they
would love her at once; l)ut they didn’t, and they
must be taught, even if it did cosi. Then they
ljegan to sew carclessly. Dora kolded ; then they
became disoljedient, and Dora threatened to come
but once a week. Two or three kept on steadily,
and if she had been more paticnt sbc would have
got along much better. It became less exciting
to go out oftown for a class that grew smaller each
week; besides, she now thought it too cxpensive;
the worsted was wasted, and many needles were
broken. The originaldesign for pin-cushions grew
narrower j the girls learned little of emljroidery,
and Dora now fancied she was not fitced for a sew-
ing teacher, but, as usual, consoled herself by
thinking that she could relate her tridis in a story,
and by and by slie did. School examination was
approaching, and, somehow or other, she ceased
to go to her emliroidery class. But she wrote in
her Journal: “ Did not go out to those un-
gr-ateful little girls to-day, and sha’ n’t go any
more. It serves them right. They may keep all
the worsted; it cost me lots. Guess 1 was n’t very
patient; can’t help it, though. Suppose | could,
too; oh, dear 1” She was not yet distinguished.

Chafi'kr Ill.

There was one more idea in her little head. It
had been there fora long time,—ever slnce she had
kept her place throughout the year at the head of
the English Literature class,—and that was, to
tcach pretty young shop-giris what she knew about
English authors, fot it would be uscful to them, and
make them feel brighter when they were tired with
standing all day.

After her last enterprise, her mother had insisted
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upon being wholly informed about any new scheme
before it was bcgun. Dora was very fond of her
mother, after all. She always seemed to know all
Dora did without being told of it, and yet she
would never allow the girl to do a really mean or
wrong thing; but she did allow her to get into
scrapcs, just like that of the sewing-circle, and to
get herself out of them as best she could. Dora
always forgot her mother’s offers of assistance, and
thought her own way the best, until she found by
experience that it was a mistaken way.

“Mother,wontexactly laugh at me,” thought she,
“but she will “twinkle,” when 1 tell her my new
idea. | suppose | must tell her the whole,—that,
after ali the talks | have heard about shop-girls, 1
want topersuade the store-keepers to let them have
seats, when they are not waiting on customers.
Then | should be a real benefactress, and in that
way | could find some girls for my English Liter-
atura class. | wish she would ask me what | am
thinking about; but that isn’t her way. Ofcourse,
she has guessed it aiready.”

That evening, when Dora and her mother were
alone, the former began to fidget about her chair
and twirl her locket, till that proceeding gave her
courage to say;

“ Mother.”
“Weil ?2” replied her parent.
“ Mother,” answered the daughter,—*“ mother,

—well, you know I am at the head of the English
Literaturc class, don’t you? | know a good deal
about it,and | have plenty of time to teach others;
S0 ”

“ Yes, dear,” said her.mother quietly.

“ Weli, | was thinking,” continucd Dora, “ that
it would be a good plan,”—and she carne to a full
stop.

Her mother waited some seconds and then asked
what would be a good plan.

“Yon know all about it,” burst out Dora in an
indignan! voice, “ and you don’t help me at all.”

“You mean, dear,” said the mother, “ that it
would be a good plan to induce a few very young
girls who tend store all day, to come here in tlie
evening and listen to you.”

“ Now, how did you know ?” exclaimed Dora.

“ Oh, you talked in your dreams last night,”
was the reply.

“ Yes, but did | dream aloud the other part? ”
asked the child eagerly; “ didi say that | was going
to beg the store-keepers not to keep their sales-
girls standing all day ?”

“ Why, my dear daughter, you are only four-
teen, and don’t know what you are talking about.”

“ That's just the reason | must,” said Dora;
“ because | am young they will beiieve in me, and
if | succeed 1 shall be remembered as a benefactor.

COULD N T.

iM.,

| have it all planned out wliat to say and edenv-1
thing. Do please let me ; do, do!”

After much talking and thinking, tlie mother |
finally consented, on the eondltion that Lora
should visit but four stores, and those, ones thaishe|
namcd.

The next day, therefore, on her way home from1
school, Dora entered the large dry-goods establish-
ment of Dunmore & Clapp and walked straight up
to one of the partiiers, whom she knew by sight
“ Please, sir,” she began, “ you will excuse my|
calling, but I did not know whether you krcM» ho*
bad it is for girls to stand up all day long?”

The gentleman thus addressed put his handsin1
his pockets and seated himself or fell into aseai |
directly before Dora, looking at her in utter ainaae-1
ment.

“ Did you understand me, sir? ” she asked pres-1
ently, and coloring very much.

“ 1 think | did, miss,” was the reply.
are you ?”

“ Oh, lam noone, but! dowanttodo some goi
it must be so awful tiresome to stand ail day and
wait on people. Please do letthem sit down. They |
will be ever so much stronger and happici forit,
and then besides, they would be pleasantcr 10cus-1
tomers if they were not so tired.”

“ Whol

“ Who told you to come here?” asked M,
Dunmore.
“ No one, sir,” was the answer. “ It isallmy:

own idea; please do, sir, it would be such a pleas-1
ant thing, and then all the other stores woulddo |
the same and all the giris could grow strong.”

She looked at him so earnestly with her heart
felt wish in her face, that the man’s own counk- [
nance changcd from an expression of wondertoonel
of purpose, and he laid his hand lightly on her|
blioulder, rose and said, gravely ;

“ My little maid, you have done what no one:
else ever did. My girls here shall have seats.”

“ Thank you, thank you,” broke from Dora’s |
clelighted voice and eyes, as she seized hoid of his
hands and sliook them again and again and bade |
him her happiest good-morning.

She briskly entered another store and beganinl
somewhat the same way, but was told thatshed
do well to look at home, and see tliat her inollier
did not overwork her servants, for girls tliat lived
out had an awful time nowadays and were mighty
thankful to get into shops, standing or n«l
standing. .

Enraged by this treatment, she entered athird
shop with the intention of addressing hcrscii Hd
to the girls j but being met by a polite official. $e
detailed her purpose in such a fcrocious Mmanner,
that he crossly informed her she could send
many arm-chairs as she chose, but that notagn
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IMUW use them, for they preferrecl standing to
jumping up and down all the time. Dora became
I'leniwWy dejected; improvement of others was so

"f\VE cant complain.’

| difficult and her eagerness to aid so earnest. It
suddenly occurred to her, tiiat if she should inquire
fistthe price of some article, a paper of pins, for
linstancc. it might give her a chance for conver-
ation «ith one of the girls. So, leaning over the
counter in the fourth store, she began by asking the
difference in price between American and English
pins, and while examining them, said sympathiz-
ingly, tliat it must be hard to stand all day long,
lorbe dismisscd if once caught sitting down.

"Ii is,” was the frank answer; “ in some places,
Ifo;- don’t like to have the girls puli out the
diaivers Irehind the counters and sit on them, but
krewe can, and we can’t complain, though it is
| likesitting on the edge of a knifc.”

“Can’t you do anything about it; cant 1?”

“OQli, it isnot so very hard after all, when you
We got to earn your living, any waj',” was the
1rrsivet.

“1 must see. about it,” said Dora energetically.
I'Tsliall come in again and speak to the head man;
noi to-day, because he has seen me talking with you,
[«rliaps. But, until | can get it fixed all right, don’t

want to come to my house and let me read to
htiu some English literature; have a course with
soneotiier girls ; | don’t want olcl women to come,
bi j'oung, pretty girls like you, and never mind if
'ou don’t think | am oid enough. | have been to
sthodl and you have n’t, and that makes a differ-
ooe, but we can have a good timo, all the same.
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The girl looked puzzled and amused. “ Why,”
said she hesitatingly, “ we have all loeen to school,
only we don’t go now, and you do; that’s the
difference. | used to study English ‘something’; |
don’t remember what they called it.”

Here she went away lo attend to a customer, and
Dora waited patiently, until in the intervals of buy-
ing and selling she had pcrsuaded her toconie, and
bring two or three others, whom her new friend
thought she could find, because it was such a new
idea and Dora seemed so much in earnest, Then
the little shop-girl returned to her work without
interruption and Dora to her home, and reportad
progress to her mother.

CONCLUSION.

At the stated time, the three damseis rang the
bell, and were ushcrcdinto the dining-room. Dora
was seated at the table, fortified with books, paper,
and pencil. After the usual welcomings and chit-
chat, which the girls enjoyad, she ventured to re-
mindthem of their purpose in coming, asking them
if they had heard of the “ Canterbury Tales.”
As their ready knowledge, however, was confined
to Shakspeare, Byron, and Longfellow, who wrote
“ quite nice,” Dora began methodically at the com-
mencemcnt of Chaucer’s life, by stating that, after
all, the date was not fixed,—somewhere about 1328,
—and that what he wrote would be called Oid Eng-
lish, and Ihat most people did not think it very
important to read him; but, as they wanted to
have a connected idea of the general progress of
literature, they might as well remember that the
“ Canterbury Tales " is a collection of stories which
some travclers told to each other at an inn where
they were stopping. Then she read, for nearly
one half hour, extracts from the various stories, in-
terspersing them with a sketch of two or thrce of
the plots, and watching her victims out of the cor-
ner of her left eye.

Much must be accomplished in a ccrtain time;
so next she took up Spenser, that then the girls
might compare the two authors. The few data
necessary for a comprehension of the poet were
quickly given, followed by a vigorous reading from
the “ Faério Quccne,” till the nine o’clock bell and
the sleepy faces of her scholars warned her to stop,
and entreat them to tell her about it next Thurs-
day. Atthis mention of a return of the hour, the
girls nudgcd one another.

“ S’pose | might speak for all of us,” whispered
onc. The nudging gave emphatic asscnt, and she
explained, in a confused tono, which grew louder
and faster, that they had so many other things to
do that, on the whole, they guessed they ’d better
say, they should n’t come again, as, ifthey did n’t
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say so now, the young lady might be expecting
them; but hoped she °d take no offense.

“ It is real kind in you,” added another, “ only
taint the kind of fun we 'd expected ; but wc are
lots obliged, just the same.”

“ Only we are too oid for this kind of work; but
it is just right for school-girls like you, Miss, and
you were real good,” chimed in the other two dam-
sels, and they all three sidled toward the door, in
confusion and awkwardness.

“ Good-bye,” said they all, halfsorrowfully.

Dora stood aghast, without speaking. She
thought she had done capitally, had lost no time in
the arrangement of her subjects, and had carried
her pupils through a good deal of the course at
once. It was like the way she learned at school.
At any rate, it was not her fault, she argued ; but
it was always her misfortune to get hold of the
wrong people, and things would n’t fit together.
To be sure, itwas justasher mother had said. She
wanted her to wait; but that had not suited
Dora, who had thus tried another experiment and
failed.

This was the last, forevef, of Dora’s efforts for dis-
tinction, or of any special new plan for doing good,
for the next three years. She was almost fifteen,
and neither aswriter, philanthropist, fior teacher had
she succeeded. Shedetermined to give up all jdea
of doing anything except school work and being
good. After all, she was only a fair, average girl,
and there was no use in thinking she could ever be
anything else. But first she would have a kind of
funeral over herself.

The next Saturday was a holiday. She begged
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her raother to say she was engaged, if any one
should cali, and not to summon her lo luncheon
Her mother took the pathetic little face in hoth ner
hands, and kissed it fondly.

“ Dora, clarling,” said she, “ when you aretweniy
years oid, you willbe one of the happiest of women
I know. Meanwhile, be patient with yoursclf; ji
will all come out gloriously.”

After that kiss, Dora’s funeral did not seem
gloomy. Shelocked her room door, took her jout.
nal and wrote out her last failure. Then she d-
vided one of the pages lengthwise, heading one
column with the word “ Wants,” the otlier wiih
“ Oughts.” Under the fiistshe wrote : Waiitt,to
be real good; 2, to write splendid novéis; 3, tobe
beautiful and great. Under the “ oughts” she
wrote : i, to love stupid people ; 2, to make every.
hody happy when I canj 3, notto tliink about my-
self, but just keep going on; 4, to lalk ail the time
to mother; 5, never to write another word in this
journal. Then she ended it with a great bloi
made on purpose, ticd up her book with black rib-
bon, as she had done with her story the prevnous
year, and laid it on the same shelf where that wes
laid. Next, she had a good cry, ate some candy,
felt better, went downstairs and knelt by hor moih-
cr’s side, whispering:

“ Mamma, | have given up all trying after what
I can’tbe. 1 am just going to love you ali at home
with all my heart, and then you ’ll love me; andl

wont feel badly because ! can’t write Dooks or
help in big ways. And if 1 try to make you al
real happy in little bits of ways, | guess it will

‘come out gloriously,”just as you said.”

sus ENDED IT WITH A CREAT BIA3T.
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OF IDUNA.

IDUNA.

By Helen E. Smith.

Far away to the north, in the Atlantic Ocean,
lisalarge island so bleak and coid that it has ever
pieserved the fiame of Icelancl, given by its Nor-
wegian discoverers in the year 860.

On this island, in the year 1150, lived Olaf, a

weallhy lcclander, with his wife Steinvora, and
their children, Thoroid and Thiirida.
During the summer, and, in fact, until the

weatlier had become very coid, Olaf and Steinvora,
wiih their servants, had been more than busy in
gathering the stores of dried fish and Iceland moss
for food; of pcat, dinft-wood and fish-bones for
fael; and of hay for the cows. The little boy and
girl had done their share of this labor; in the sum-
mer going off with the maidens to the great plains
locollect the nourishing moss, and in the autumn
gathering moss of a dilTercnt kind for repairing
iheit house.
At length, the iong nights of the long Icelandic
«inter had come. Olaf was happy to think how
«ll he had provided for his family and his cattle.
Steinvora was troubled when she thought of all the
yarn that must be spun, of the cloth that must be
«oven, and of the garments that must be made.
Thorold and Thurida were delighted when they
thought of the snow-sleds and the ice-sliding; but
notquite so happy when they thought of the long
snow-storms that for days and sometimes weeks
together would keep them prisoners in the house.
Olai’s house, like all others in Iceland of that day,
«s only one story in height, and was built for
arength and warmth, more than for beauty or
cheerfulness. Its walls, made of huge blocks of
lava plaslercd together with clay and moss, were
lor feet thick. The steep-pitched roof, made of
I slout beams, covered with boughs of the scrubby
cals—which then grew plentifully on the island,—
«asoverlaid with a thick covering of turf. In the
| «nier was one large room with a hole in the mid-
| de ofthe rcof-peak, to serve instead of a ctémney.
Os one side of this room was the store-room for
died fish; on the opposite side, that for the nutri-
fials moss, which was used in place of bread, for
iwgwin ivas then raised in Iceland. On the third
i was a fiiel-room, and on the fourth side a cow
d shcep shed, and a long low hall leading to the
1 “pen air. Thus it will be seen that there was no
space for Windows on the sides of the family room,
Ib only daylight or fresh air carne through the
diirancy-hole. There were, it is true, some small
*ndows made in the sides of the steep roof, but

these were only for summer use, being covered,
when winter carne, by half-transparent fish entrails,
scraped and dried and stretched on frames. These
not being strong enough to support a weight of
snow, were protected by boughs which, like the
rest of the roof, were covered with turf. So you
see that the little Thorold and his sister could not
amuse themselves by standing at the windows and
looking out at the swift-falling snow; or watching
the blinking of the stars; or seeing the shimmer
of the moonbcams on the glittering ice.  Neither
were there any story-books to read, for very few
were the books to be found in all Iceland then; and
had Olaf possessed ever so many, no one in his
family could have read them.

Dreary enough must have been the long nights
(some of them twenty hours long) were it not for
story-telling. The oid Icelanders were noted tellers
of stories, and children were just as fond then, as
now, of hearing them. The father of a family
would tell them over and over to his children, until
they knew them by heart. And thus the tales
were preserved almost as long and well as if they
had been written.

One day in February, when the length of the day
had grosvn from four hours to six, and the fishing
season had commenced, Olaf called to Thorold
and Thurida to come to the door and look at the
seiting sun throwing his last rays upon the side of
the high peak of the Oerafn Jokiil.

“Therc!” said he; “do you sce? Loki is
bringing Iduna back with her apples, and the
wicked Thjassi will soon lose his eagle wings.”

Thorold, who had often heard the story of
Iduna, clapped his hands and laughed till he
seemed to become too big for his long-skirted blue
fianncl jacket. But Thurida, who was younger
and had not heard the story, only turned her blue
eyes up beseechingly from under her funny blue
flannel cap, saying:

“ My father, who was Iduna, and what are
apples?”
“Ugh ! The blast is coid, and lduna is not

yet come,” said Olaf; “ so we will go in and sit by
the fire while 1 tell thee the story.”

The large room did not look so gloomy as usual
on this night, for the atraosphere was clear, and
the smoke from the large wood-and-fish-bone
fire passed off freely through the hole in the roof,
while the fire-beams danced merrily over the spin-
ning-whcels and loom on one side of the room ; over
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the fishing-tackle and bows and speai-s on another
side; over the narrow boxes filled with sea-weed,
which served as bedsteads for the family, seiwants
and all, ranged against the wall behind Ihe firej
upon the group of men dressing the fish they had
that day speared through the ice; and upon Stein-
vora and her maidens preparing for supper the big
kettle of moss-porridge, to-night, by way of a treat,
fiavored with dried juniper berries.

It was not until after the supper that Olaf took
off his blue flanncl cap—sliaped like a sraall three-
cornered bag, with a yarn tassel fastened to the
point—to let the fire dry his long yellou' hair, and,
taking the children, one on each knee, told the
story of Iduna.

“ Once,” said he, “ along time ago, before the
Christians carne to Iceland, the god Odin, with
Hsnir and the wicked Loki, went on a journey.
The ancient gods surely differed little from mortals,
for, like us, they oftcn were hiingry and thirsty and
tired. When these three had travcled fav, they
carne to a beautiful valley where a herd of oxen
were grazing- Being very hungry, these gods—
not even the best of whom was really good—did
not scruple to steal and kill one of the oxen for
their supper. They cut the ox into quarters, which
they put into their big kettle to boil. But boil the
beef would not. In vain the three travclers piled
on the fuel; in vain the water in the kettle bubbled

and boiled. Every time that the lid of the kettle
was removed the meat was found to be as raw
as at first.  While wondering what the reason

for this could be, the perplexed travelers, hearing
a voice, looked up, and beheld an enormous eagle,
perchcd on the stoutcst brancli of a vcry large
oak-tree.

“ “If ye are willing,” said the voice, ‘to let me
have my share of the flesh, it shall soon be boiled.’

“ Of course the hungry gods said ‘Yes,” when
instantly down flew the loud-flapping eagle, and
with his great beak snatched up three quarters of
the beef!

“ “Stop i stop!' exclaimed Hoki, ‘one quarter
only is thy share," and with that he struck a fiercc
blow”with his traveiing staff upon the eagle’s l)ack.
So much the worse was this for Loki, for while one
end of the Gnlucky staff stuck fast to the back of
the eagle, Loki found himself unable to loose his
hold from the other end, which he the more desired
to do because he now found, to his dismay, that the
supposed eagle was no other than the renowncd
Frost-GiantThjassi, who, with his great eagle wings,
went flying over rocks and forest tops, dragging
after him the unhappy Loki till he was torn aimost
in pieces.

“For a long time the giant took no notice of
Loki’s piteous entreaties, but, at last, Thjassi

OF IDUNA.
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deigned to tell him that he should be released wheo'
he had bound himself by a soleran oath to bring
Iduna and her apples out from her safe reireai
behind the bright walls of Asgard, the city of da
gods.

“ Loki, who was selfish enough to do anythins
wilUingly took the oath, and, all tatters and wounds
as he was, soon rejoined his companioiis. Butte
told them nothing ofhis oath.”

“ My father,” intcrrupted Thurida, “ what ae
apples?”

“ They are round things that grow on trees &
| 've been told,” said Olaf, “ but | never saw any,

“ Now, these apples of Iduna were very dilTerent
from all other fruits, for it was by eating tliem ihai
the gods kept themselves always young and hand-
some and strong. So Loki did not daré to tell of
the oath he had taken.

“ On the return of the thrce travelers to bright
Asgard, the crafty and cruel Loki told the beautiful
and kind Iduna that in a forest a short distance
off he had found apples which he thought were ofa
much better quality than her own, and that at dl
events it was worth while to make a coinparison
between them.

“ lduna, deccivcd by his words, took her apple
and went with him into the forest; but no sooner
had they entered it than Thjassi, ciad in his eagle
plumage, flew rapidy toward them, and catching
up lduna, regardless of her tears, carricd her and
her treasures with him to gioomy Jotunheini, ihe
dreary city of the Frost-Giants.

“ Now the gods, left in lofty Asgard without the
society of the beautiful Iduna, and without any of
her youth-giving apples to cat, soon became wrink.
led and bent and gray. Ofd age was crecping fast
upon them, and their mourning for lduna was lud
and sincere. It was long before they discovercd
that Loki was the author of the misehief. \Wien
they did so, he could only save himself from their
wrath by promising to bring safely back the beloved
Iduna and her youth-giving apples.

“ To do this, Loki borrowed from the goddess,
Frigga, the falcon plumage which she sometiniis
wore, and disguised in it, flew to Jotunhcim.

“ In'spite of his disguise, it was not without feai
that Loki approached the giim and terrible walls of
the city of the Frost-Giants. Cautiouslyandsilentl;
he flew about it until he discovered that Thjassi «as
on an ice-floe, far out at sea, spearing fish for his
dinner. Then, with ajoyful cry, Loki flew inlo the
city and lost no time in changing lduna intoa
sparrow, and flying off with her safely clasped io
his talons.

“ But, before they were faron theirway, the Fost-
Giant returned to his gioomy city, there to leam
of the escape of Iduna. Into his eagle plumage
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husiled Thjassi, and, screaming with rage, flew in
pnrsuii of the trembling sparrow and swiftly fly-
ing filcon.

"Upon the bright walls of Asgard, eagerly
natdiing the uncertain race, stood the impatient
gods. Rtvpidly approached the puisued, but ciése
behind them followed the tenible pursuer. The
gods irenibled with terror lest Iduna should again
fal into his cruel hands, and, as fast as their now
aged liinbs would let them, they began to gather
upon the walls bundles of dry chips, while the good
¢Idur waited with a fire-brand in his hand.

*Over the bright walls flew Loki and lduna.
Gose after them carne the loud-flapping Thjassi;
bul Buklur had been too quick for him, and had
aiready set fire to the ready chips. The rapid
teme caught ihc borrowed plumage of Thjassi, and
liethus fdl into the power of the gods, who slew
himwithin the walls of thesacred city. Then great
and louci «vas ihe rejoicing, while the gods hastened
> make themselves young and handsome and
strong again, by eating freely of the applcs of
Iduna.”

‘My father,” said Thoroid, “ the good priest
iclls Us that &ll those ancient fables about the
gods have a meaning that is not a fable. Canst
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best land the sun shines on !’

BIG BEAR OF WANNETOLA. 471

thou not tell me and Thurida what this one
means ?”

1 do not know how it is of myself,” said Olaf,

“but | have heard the good priest say that lduna
means the beautiful spring, while Thjassi means
the desolating winter.
and long nights begin to come, we say that Thjassi
is carrying off Iduna.
longer and the nights shorter, we say that lduna
with her apples, is rcturning to us.
dled by the gods upon the walls of bright Asgard
is the sun, before whose heat winter dissolves;
while all Nature, partaking of the fruits of spring,
grows young again.”

Henee, when the short days
And, when the days grow

The fire kin-

“ My father,” murmured sleepy little Thurida,

“ 1 will wake up to eat some of the apples.”

Olaf laughed, and, kissing his little daughter,

laid her tenderly in one of the bed-boxes filled with
elastic sea-wecd, and spread over her a sack of sca-
fowl feathers, saying:

“ It is not for many a long and bitter night yet,

my Thurida, that the beautiful Iduna shall reach
our coid land.

“ Yet,” he continued, patting Thorold on the
“when Iduna is with us, ‘lceland’s the
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CA T7'rue SioryJ

By Dr. i.

One beautiful evening in the latter part of No-
vembcr, 1860, | rodé to my nearest neighbor’s
cabin to spcnd the night with him, for we had
planned to start early next morning on a hunt for
abigbcar, that had been seen often in the vicinity,
and had become the principal topic of the scttlers
fotseveral months.  The country was sparsely set-
ttel, and every exciting incident that occurred was
largelymagnified by those who lived in that isolated
poriion of the fiontier. So the depredations of
this big bcar during that autumn had soon made
bimvery notable, and excited the desire of hunters
tosecurc his skin.

The neighbor | have mentioned was Harvcy
Ricliardson, one of the most successful huntere
nnd famous woodmen in Arkansas. He had spent
«Sl")'years in the forest, and was noted for his des-
tarate adventures with vannints of every kind.
Wemet me at the gap in his fence, and welcomed
"ewiih the usual hospitable greetings, which make

E. Nagle.

the cabins in the wild western forests free to all
who visit them.

Before retiring, we viewed the sky very carefully,

and found the outlook gave good promise of a
splendid morning for our hunting expedition. A
gray mist was in the air, slightly veiiing the moon
and sky, though not sufficiently thick to hide the
stars from view.
favorable prospects for hunting.
the bcar would forage during the night, and also
that the ground would hold scent, and give the
dogs a fine chance for running the game.

pleased with the weather, we slept soimdly.

This softened haze indicated two
It assured us that

So, well

An hoiir before day broke, the door creaked on

its wooden hinges, and Harvey took a good look
out. The stars were shining brightly, and the keen,
sharp morning air was laden with the fresh scent
of wood and frosted vegetation.
forest we heard the half-suppressed howl of a wolf,
perhaps speeding on the track of a hapless deer.

Far off in the
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My warm nesC was very comfortable, and so | mur-
mured a little sigh of regret, and yawned as Harvey
shook me out of bed. He was very much elated
because the morning was so perfectly fitted for our
expedition, and wc quickly prcpaicd for the advent-
ures of the day.

As there are some very important matters con-
nected with the preparations for a dangerous hunt,
and not only success in killing ganie, but often
a hunter’s safety, dcpends on his precautions,
I will tell you what we did. Harvey wiped his
rifle clcan with a woolen washer; then he held it
to the fire and dried the nipple without heating the
stock and brcech. He then put in the powder
from his boar-tusk charger, and placed a patch-
covered half-ounce bullet on the powder, press-
ing it firmly down home with the ramrod. He dicl
not hammer the ball, but left it snugly laid on the
charge. When he examined the nipple of the
tube, there was powder at the crown, and then he
carefully fitted a cap on it, so that it would not
come off under ordinary circumstances. He then
strapped on his pouch, pistol and large butcher-
knile, and was ready for Service.

I warmed my English double-barreled gun, and
proceeded to load with three drams of powder,
on which were placed felt wads. | did notram the
charges, but on each of them | placed three buck-
shot, and on these was laid an ounce ball. Each
charge was then covered with felt wads, which were
pushed home closeiy without ramming. Thus my
loads were lodged very tightly in the barréis, and
after capping on powder that lightly filiecl the
tubes, I, too, was ready for the expedition.

We hurried into the air and loosed the five dogs
that were to accompany us. The other eighteen
of the pack had been corralcd in a high pen during
the night, and so they roared and yelped and would
not be quieted. But we glided into the forest, and
soon their barking was heard only as a dreamy
tone in the far distance.

The dogsthataccom|janiecl us were noted hun ters,
and really deserve a passing description. Ofd Lap-
stone was a gaunt, one-eyed, huge yellow dog,
with a very mean and ugly countenance. Hisnamc
was given him from his ciése rcsemblance to a
surly ofd cobblcr who roamed about the neighbor-
hood. The oid dog’s voice was horribly bass, but
he had good grit, was a savage fighter of bears,
and always led the pack.

A beautiful dog, named Bullet, half hound and
half bull-dog, was always second. He had the
pluck of a game chicken, the endurance of a tigcr,
and the speed of a deer. We depended on him
for sieuth and sagacity, and were never disap-
pointed in our confidence.

The third was a large brindle dog. He had
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a long face, thick nose, long lips, frightful iceth
and around his neck a white ring, which resem
bled a clergyman’s choker j and from this pecui.
iarity he was named Parson. He had great pertj-
nacity and endurance and was a good dog, though
he became too much excited at the tooting ofa
horn, or when he heard the scraping of a fiddle,

Oid Pickles was the next, and he never did ay
good, uniess he was in the fourth place, even when
running with other packs. He was a bull-dog, «iih
a massive head and neck, was always in at the
death, and his delight was to hang on to a bearto
the very last. He was a very sour-looldng ani-
mal, and never made friends with any one. Big
Jack was aisvays the tail of the pack. He wasa
half bloocl-hound and half Scotch sleuth-hound
evidences of which savage mixture he exhibited in
many instances besides bear-hunting. He wasa
treacherous brute, and would puli down a men
with as little hesitation as he would attack a bear,
The unpleasant creature was a present to Harvey
from an Englishman, who had seen a great deal of
backwoods’ life and hunting adventures with my
friend in the preceding year.

As we approached the banks of the Wannctola,
the thickets became more dense and difficult to
penétrate. At last we arrived at the Crossing ofa
deep slough or bayou, where we expected to fid
“ sign of the b’ar,” as Harvey said, eagcrly. To
our delight we found the trail we so earnestiy
soughc, and without delay located ourselves for
sharp work. The morning twilight was just turn-
ing into rosy day, as we adjusted ourselves in
“ stands,” as hunters term the places where they
await the approach of game. In standing for deer,
the hunter places himself in front of a tree and in
full view of the animal, which does not sce him,
becausc of the dark background. For other game
the hunter hides himself completely from view
choosing his position so as to escape the animal’
keen powers of scent.

W hat Harvey meant by his “signof theb'ar”
was this; The Crossing was the only low place and
inclincd bank ofthe bayou within a distance of nw
miles. Bear, deer, and other “ varmints,” nswildan-
imals are promiscuously termed by fronticr people.
always crossed at this point, whither they carne from
every quarter. W e found the foot-marks very large,
and closeiy reserabling the impressions made bya
huge negro’s foot. We found, too, that the toes
pointed toward the plantations, and there were o
j)oints to indicate that he had returned. The
smooth side, where Briiin had slipped as he came
up the bank, also gave an impressive idea oi the
creature’s great weight and size. He had evidently
gone on a foraging excursién to a corn-field or
hog-range near by, and after getting his store of



THE

I))))I

urovender, would doulitlcss return at an early
moment to his den in the far recesses of the swamp.

The morning air was coid and frosty enough to
meke my nose and fingers tingle with a scnse of
pain but the prospect of excitement and combat
ofa dangerous kind warmed away other thoughts.
Asdaylight carne, our senses were aroused to catch
ei-ery soiind indicative of our approaching game.
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An oid hunter sits immovable, and has ears but
for one sound, that is, the ciunching tread of the
bear. He never pays attention to what occurs in
the trees, knowing that bears who Uve in swamp
countries never go up into the branches to look
into the impenetrable junglcs beneath. It is only
in raoimtainous regions that Bruin sagaciously
rcconnoiters the surroundings from lofty lookouts

A CI-0Se «"1"JUUOLK.

ITiecoid air caused the Ijnmchcs tosnap. but these
swds did not alarm us oid woodmen. Young
luinismen, at such momcnts, are very excitable,
fid get what veterans icrm the *“ buck fever.”
Tlieysliakc at every sound, and look eagerly and
insiously to discover the soiiroe of the slightest
"oiscs, A falling twig causes them to make nerv-

movements ; they cliitch their guns, and hold
'leir brcath to listen, while their hcarts beat rapid-
‘Mbumping and jumping, and a choking sensa-
iincomes into the throat. The astonished novice
Uocks, uflcr the game has flccl and escaped, that he
foed to shoot and so lost his day’s sport.

Henee we looked to the swamp and awaited the
walk ofthe animal.

The sun carne up and warmed my back, and my
position became very irksome, because it was un-
advisabte to movc for fear of giving alarm to the
bear, ifhe was moving in my direction. | noticed,
too, that Big Jack and Bullet had taken posi-
tions ciése by me. The proximity of the former
was hardly less uncomforiable than lhat of a savage
panther would have been. We were located about
ten feet from the hither side of the Crossing, where
a fallen tree was in front. Through the interstices
of the interlaced roots | could see in cvcry direction
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necessary, and felt assured that if the game carne in
thatdirection he would pass very neartomy position.

Big Jack made a movement, and, with his red
eyes gleaming like burning balls, he seemed as if
in the act of springing at me.  His ominous glare
startled me, but in an instant, noticing that his
looks were directed toward the Crossing, |, too,
looked thither and heard the sound of a heavy ani-
mal sauntering slowly over the sodden ground and
approaching my lair. In an instanta paii of yellow
eyes glared at me, and with as wide a look of sur-
prise as there was in mine. Recovering myself |
fired at the monster, which appcared like a huge,
animated black cloud as he rose up before me.
The brute disappeared with the smoke of my gun,
but in a moment | was startled by the rcport and
shock of a second discharge. The other load of my
gun had been accideiually exploded. Looking in
the direction that the bear bad taken, | saw he had
run along the other side of the fallen tree and met
at the farthcr end the two dogs, when he turned
about and carne toward uve at his most rapid speed
and in savage humor. Then there «vas a fearful
crash and rush. The black raass carne on, with
eyes gleaming, and bewildering me with thereflec-
tion of their glare in the sunlight.

I was conscious that my gun was useless, and so
instinctively grasped m)' pistol, but found it bope-
lessly entangled in my belt. For a second, despair
carne upon me, but a sudden revulsién aroiised
every sense and prompted me to defense for life.
Quickly drawing my knife, it was prcsented at a
thrust as the dark mass sprang at me. In the same
moment there was the shadow of a dark body
flying through the air, and a flash of yellow light,
as Big Jack fastencd his glittering fangs into the
bear’sright shoulder. Bruin had his ponderousjaws
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open, and his yellow teeth were frightfully liicleoj
as he essayed to snap at inc, growling horribly
the while. At this moment, too, Bullet lean
at him so fiercely as to divert the monstcr’ atonl
tion from myself and make him miss his hite
He reared, and as he again carne down on liisfort
feet and was in the act of going over the haiik 1
plunged my knife to the hilt into his body, in thj
region of his heart. He turned and made a lemblj
snap at my legs, but at the moment | fellbackivak
over a bush, and so we all went into ihe bav«
together. The bear, with Ballet hanging lo hil
lip, was growling teiribly as they went over ih]
bank. Big Jack was hanging by his first hold,
thus they floundered in Ihe water and miid.

I scrambled to the edge of the slough, and
watched with intense anxiety the resultof ibebattlel
In another moment, and when the bcar had nearlJ
reached tlie farther side of Ihe pool, desperaiell
fighting with the dogs every inch oftlie way, | hearc
a rushing sound and the whirring flight of llie re
of the pack as they sprang over me. In the saird
instant a flash shot out from the brown liarrel oj
Havvey’s rifle, and the bear rolled over, thougli 1
still feeblyfought the pack, and kept on fighting td
the last moment of his existence. To iny raortiiv
cation, an examination of the huge carcass shoirn
that my shot had not made any visible iiiaik oni
the animal, and that my knife had not aite]
reached his heart. Harvey’s shot had kilcd liim1
The weight of the savage animal was over SeT
hundred pounds.

His skin has done good service in niany
camp and field since that memorable inontingj
though I could never bring myself to try to siecpj
upon it, for the very memoiy of that fight by tlie|
bayou is as unpleasant to me as a nightinare.

MY COLOR.

Marcia D. Braubury.

It glistens in the ocean w ,e,
It Ih’es in yonder summe sky,
The harebill and forget- oe-not
Are tinted with its bri',htest dye.

It sparldcs in the sapphire’s depths,
Its touch is on the turquoise laid;
And in the robin’s speckled egg
Its faintcst tinges are displayed.

So far, perbaps, you have not guessed,
But ah 1 | fear you may surmise
When 1 confess this heavenly hue
Shines fairest in the baby’s eyes.
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LIVINGSTONE

By F. H. G. B.

THB CHILDREN VIEW DON BSDHa

Frank. Bowland was a thoughtful and ingcn-
Ibusboy, forever making machines of some sort,—
Iptiniing-presses, raagic lanterns. scroil-saws, sleds,
Isndulmt not.  Well, on oneoccasion he took it into
|1b head to construct a large doli in the semblance

a man,—of a hideous, dlsproportioned, lop-
|*Itd man, to be sure, but as nearly like something
huren as the materials at hand would pcrmit.
|The nucicus, or central part of this figure, was a
[*®Isier; the mcmbers were made of broom-sticks,

Is and oid ciothes. It was a weird, grotesqiie
|taravaganza, which threw his younger brother and
Isster into an ecstasy of awe and mirth when they
I*ereformally and privately admitted to its presence,

“Oh, if it was only alive, would n’t it be fun ?”
Ined the younger boy.

I “Ohno,no! | don’t wantitto be alive j it would

I*just too aw ful! ” cried the sister.

“Why, Fanny, yon would not be afraid,” said
Master Franky, patrc. lizingly. “ Look at Tom;
he’s a year younger than you, and he is not scared
a mite.”

“ Oh, but Tom’ a boy,” replied Fanny, fully
aware of the privileges of her sex,

It was all that was said on the subject, but it set
Master Franky to thinking. So when lhe audience
dispersed, and he was left alone with his new crea-
tion, he sat downand gazed at it in rapt admiration
for he knew not how long, but hour after hour
slipped away; the yellow noon simlight changed
into red sunset; and still he satlooking at the curi-
ous object, and thinking how delightful it would be
if the thing could only be endowed with life,—be-
come a breathing, living being, of his own creation.
He thoughtwhat he would be wiOing to sacrifice to
obtain such a result j he would give up his new sil-
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book of wild Veasls, his
;e only possibl~for this
speak. He lought

ver watol™ his illustra
knifAAnythiiig, if it
thii® to live and move a
thought and thought. Tlie room w very

iet, and no one carne to dis rb his thinki

But what is this? As he muses and longs,
S neihing in the object stirs; ne dislocat id lcg
ac vanees a few inches, then th lother, with
st( idy inotion, steps forward, a  the whole/bundlc
m ves toward him. He isroo d to hisemir with
su prise and fear. Can it be ssible tha/his wish
is/o be gratified? Itisinde

‘Franky,” murmurs th™igure, ina lyusky voice,

I want to play with y

“ Play what?” stajilTiers Fvank,

“ Anything,” saj” the creature/ “ raarbles, or
mumbly pcg, or amything.”

It took our “ung inventor*mc minutes to rc-
cover his presmce of raind< but after a time be
found himself ftiangely iiiiniliar with his new com-
panion, and hl gradual”® began to talk to it asif it
were some funliy kind Jk a boy.

He sat up late int*ho night exhibiting his pict-
ure-books aud\ti*f treasures, and expiaining the
ways of the boy-world to the untutored mind of his
uncouth playmate ; and, ere he retired to rest, he
constructed a comfortable bed for hirn on the floor.

On the nextday, TomandFanny were introduced
to the living creature, and, after many cries and

"1 WANT TO BE WITH VOU, SAID MR,

exclamations from the little girl, were induced to
entertain it with all their store of playthings.

One embarrassment they found at first in not
knowing how to address their gnest. Tom sug-
gested that Bolster would be an appropriate title;
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but Fanny thought that might hurt its feelrigs

Fvank proposed Newcome, but this was again ower-1
ruled by Fanny, who wisely remarked that js1
flames did not cost anything, they might asweU

give him a good one; so, by her advice, he «as|
unanimously christened Rudolph Don Pedro Liv

ingstone.

This difficulty being overedme, they felt more a
their case, and had a right merry time with NIl |
playmate, who was as rollicking, high-spirlicd a
creature as any boy of his own size.

After awhile, Frank began to want to go out inio
the open air, to play with his hoop; but of course
it «vas out of the question to take Rudolph «iih
him, so, after providing him with an abundant sup-
plyof picture-books and Coys, and giving him strict
injunctions not to leave the room, and to hidein
the closet if he heard any one corning, Fraiilc sa-
lied out. When he had amuscd himself fora sliort
time, and was in the full tide of jollity and fim
Frank felt something touch him on the shoulder,
andturninground beheld, to his dismay, the horrid
being of hisown creation standing hy hisside. Al
his companions gazed, with open eyes and mouilis,
at the new arrival, while Frank stammcrcd forth:

“ What did you come here for? | told youto
stay in the room.”

“ 1 want to be with you,” answered Kudoiph.
“ 1 like you. It’s very pleasant to be here,”

“ But you can’t, you know.
better go borne.”

“ Why ?” asked the fond creature.

Frank did not like to hurt his fed-
ings, and scarcely knew what toiinswer.

Yoii'd

“ 1’1 tell you by and by. Co home,
there’sa good ” He did not feti
that he could say “ boy,” so he said,

“ Go home, there s a good thingiiminy;
do, pray do 1"

But Thingummy wasnot to be cnjnled;
he ciiing to his manufactuier, and cora
menced some grotesque gambols, in
imitation of the other children in the
park. Frank’s companions bogan to
laugh.

Frank felt the blood rush to his fae,
and, unable to endure the prospect of
the storm of ridicule he saw inipenciing.
took to his heels and flcd.

But Rudolph had formcd an attach-
ment for the boy who had made him
and could not be got rid of in ihatway.

It was a closc race; for, although Frank ran
his best, the creature, with a loosc, rickety. sham
bling gait, kept ciése behind hini. Up oe
Street and down another, under horscs’ heads, up
against stout ladies, behind horse-cars, theyweni.
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lUFrank, despairing of shaking off his putsuer,—
who he had hoped, would lose himselfin the crowd,
_atlast made for his own home, where, dashing in
atthe open door, he rushed upstairs, closely fol-

WOOl.PH AND FRANK HAVB A WREST1.1NO P4ATCH.

loived by that dreadful
Pedro Liviiigstone.

Frank thrcw himself on the bed, and burst into
1 flood of tears. When the paroxysm was over,
and he looked up, the creature was standing by his
S(ie,andpatting his shoulderwith one ofhis fiabby
hands.

Why did you come out ?—why did you run after
ne, yott awful, horrid, wicked thing ?” gasped th”
agonized youth. r

It was so lonesome here; | want Co be with
you," answered Riid6lph piteously.

"But you can’t be with me all the time, you
hnow," said Frank, rather more gently.

“Why?”

"Why, because you are different, you know.”

"I;)'ifferent—am | different? How am | differ-

creature, Rutlolph Don

'"“Oh, dear me! ” groaned Frank, “ he doesn’t
Inowhe is made of a bolster and a broomstick.”
Tiienaloud: “ Oh, you look different, you know.
You're very nice, of course. | like you, and ail
Ihat; but then—then, you know, you—you don’t
Iwicliketis, and if you come out, perhaps—perhaps

I'someone ” Here a happy thought struck him ;
I hewould frighten Rudolph; “ perhapsa policeman
might take you away.”

‘What is a policeman ?” queried Rudolph.

Oh, a policeman is a great, ugly, wicked man,
| “ith ablue coat and brass buttons, who takes peo-
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pie and locks thcjn up in a cellar, and then you d
never see me again.”

“ 1don’t want to see a policeman.”

“ Well, then you must promise to stay in the
house and do as | tell you, or a police-
man will be sure to lock you up and
never let you out.”

Do policemcn ever lock you up ?”

“ Oh, no.”

“Why?”

“ Oh, because 1’'m different.”

“How?”

“ Oh, don’t you wundcrstand, you
stupid? You ’'re not made like me;
you look different altogether. You ’re
very nice, you know, and | like you,

and so does Tom, and so does Fanny;
but policemcn don’t like people that
look different, and they always lock
them up. Now wont you be good, and
please me, and stay in the house ?”

Rudolph pondered for a few moments,
—moments of dreadful suspense for
Frank,—and then pledged himself to
obey orders for the future.

Frank. muiro rclieved, now set to work
to ami*en|y tormentor with all the
resources at his cVij|¢iwnfl. and they got on quite
merrily for an hour R two, till the supper-bell
soundcd; then it occurred to Frank that the
creature might possibly experience the human

r food.
you like something to eat ?” he asked.
looked at him vacantly.
c fes not know what I mean,” thought
SATr Aran downstairs, and procured a
couple of slices of bread and butter, which he
placed in the creatiirc’s hand, who gaped at them
in a mcaningless way for some seconds, and then,
as thoug”i»yiunstinct, thrust them into the big
mouth w/ich Aank had marked on the bolster,
and devlired tlfcm in an instant.

" hi, liasi*”*"oon as he had swailowed
4hem.

“ More ?” echoed Frank.

“ 1 like to eat,"” answered the creature.

Frank ran downstairs and again returned, this
time with four biscuits and a piece of cheese. It

ikc two minutes to dispatch these, and
[Ruédolph opened his mouth to utter the now
iyllable, “ More.”
gracious i ” groaned Frank, “|I
;0ing to be hungry all the time.”
e to cat.”
57" thought Frank, as he once more
bolted down to the supper-table, bringing up this
time an entire loaf, and a huge bone to pick.

hope
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The loaf and bone took some time to consume,
and Frank thought he had at last satisfied Mr.
Livingstone; but it was not long before he heard
the’ominous word uttered behind him:

“ More."

“ Oh, dear me ! ” sighed Frank. “ Whateverin
the world shall 1 do with this horrid, greedy thing ?””

And, waxing wroth as the senseof wrong diiated
in his bosoin, he struck out from the shoulder, and
sent Rudolph sprawiing on the floor. But he soon
repented the rasli act, for instantly there burst forth
such a howl, such a wild, piercing yell, from the
prostrate form, as was never heard in the house of
a respectable family before. A yell calculated to
collect a crowd, and bring to the spot all the fire
and pdlice forcé for a mile around.

“Hush up!" screamed Frank,
Pedro by the arm and trying to
“ hush up, ! tell you.”

“ Boo-0-0-0! Ya-a-a-a-a-a!”

“ Be quiet, stop your noise,— policeinan com-
ing."

But still the howling went on.'

“ Hush up, you wretched thing, you; do be a
good fellow; you shall have more to eat, all you
like, nice things; there now, be a good fellow,—
there.”

The prospect of “ more ” seemed to have a paci-
fying effect upon the glutton, for he stopped suffi-
ciently long to utter his favorite word,

“ More.”

Frank made another trip to the dining-room and
returned with a whole dish of fish-balls, and the
contents of the cake-basket, bread-plate, butter-
dish, preserve-jar, and the tea-pot.

“ There,” he said, handing these provisions to
Don Pedro, “ be quiet now. | wont hurt you
again,—eat all you like.”

After this hearly meal Rudolph went to sleep.
A feeling of loathing had now possessed Frank’s
soul at the sight of this thing for which he had once
so ardently longed. 'Was there no way in which it
could be got rid of? If he could only puli it to
pieces, and reduce it to its primitive elements, all
would be well. He resolved to try this, and, seizing
the creature’s boot with both hands, he gave a sud-
den and vigorous jerk, and off it carne, exposing
the well-worn broom which had suppiied the place
of a foot in the anatomy of R. Don Pedro Living-
stone, Esq. Instantly the latter sprang into an
erect position, and opened its mouth preparatory
to a yell. Seeing this, Franky sprang forward,
and, seizing it by the throat, held it firmly, whilst he
hissed in a stage whisper ;

“ Be still,—don’t make a noise. | '11 get you
something to eat,—lots of things to eat!”

But the creature struggled to free himself, and

seizing Don
lift him up;
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grappled with the boy ; and bolster and broom-1
sticks though he was, he displayed a degree of
agility and strength that proved morethan a maich

for his youthful opponent.  Still the tussle was1
vigorously maintained by Franky; they rolled ovtt |
on the floor, buttcd each other against articles (

furniture, upset chairs, tumbied on the bed, and|
fought and wrestled nll over the room, Al last

Franky let go his hold, and both fell exhausted |
upon the bed.

Rudolph was first to recover, which he announced ‘
by muttcring;

“ Why don’t you want me to be with you,and‘
why don’t you let me come out with you ?”

“ Because, ! tell you,” pouted Frank, “ becausc |
you are different.”

“ Well, then, wont you make me a little sister |
to play with,—one that is different and caii'i go aut
with you, and will be obliged to play with meall |
the time.”

“ Oh no, no, no,” groaned Franky, thnrougMy |
terrified at the bare idea of having two insatiable
monstrosities on his hands.

“ Oh do, please do,” moaned Mr. Livingstone. i
“ 1 can have such fun then, and we can gooutin|
the park and play by ourselves.”

“ | can’t,—1 wont,—don’t ask me,—ihcres al
dear, good Rudolph. 1’1l do anything else you
want. | like you, and everybody likes you, only|
don’t—don’t do things, you know.”

Don Pedro remained in thoughtful silence fot |
some moments, and then murmured:

“ | want to eat.”

“ Yes, yes,” answered Franky, at his side; |
keep quiet and you shall have all you want.”

“ More!”

“Yes; and more.”

Presently, Franky crept down to the kildien,

where he found a hain and two loaves of bread,
W hen these had been devoured, Don Pedro becane, |
as before, very drowsy; but he still continueil lo
murmur “ More, more.”

At length a happy thought struck Frank.

“ Suppose we undress and go to becl,” hesug-|
gested, gayly, as though it were the jollicst ideaiu|
the world.

“ Very well,” answered Rudolph, forgetting fe|
a moment to ask for more.

“ Well, do as | do,” said Franky, taking off toj
coat and unbuttoning his vest.

The creature took off his coat as directcd, yan-1
ing sleepily. Then he untied the cord uvhicli fe-
tened his pantaloons, but, alas for him ! this cod
was to him what the keysione is to the arcli—*
kept all the other parts together. Nosooner«* |
it imfastened than his legswavered, wabbicd, reelcdl
over, and fell apart; his body tumbied on the flao, |
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lhis arms dropped; ihe cord relaxed round his
lihroat, and his neck swellcd to the full thickness of
Ithe boister; and, with a heavy yawn, he ceased to
| edst

Rudolph Don Pedro Livingstonc was no more.

“O Frank!” cried Fanny, “you've gone to
jslecp right before your funny man. That isn't
Ipoliie. Perhaps he wanted to say something.”

‘What!” cried Frank, springing to his feet.
j "Ishe there yet? Who put him together again ?
| Hejust now fell all apart. Don’t let him move or
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Tom, who had come upstairs with Fanny, now
began to laugh, and Fanny said;

“ More? More what? How did he fall apart?
Did he really move or speak ? | guess you ’ve been
dreaming,”

“ Have | been asleep?” said Frank, halfto him-
self, but looking straight at Don Pedro, as he
stood propped'up against the wall, where he had
been set when Frank had finished making him.

But Rudolph Don Pedro Liviiigstone never an-
swered a word.

“He don’t want to say anything," said Tom.

Don’t give him any more.”

“ Bolsters can’t talk,”

A LITTLE GIRL’S WONDER.
By Nora Perry,

W hat do the birds say, | wonder, | wonder,
W ith their chitter and chatter? It is n’t all play.

Do they scold, do they fret at some boggle or blunder,
As we fret, as we scold, day after day?

Do their hearts ever ache, | wonder, 1 wonder,
At anything else than the danger that comes
When some enemy threatens them over or under
The great, leafy boughs of their great, leafy homes?

Do they vow to be friends, | wonder, | wonder,
W ith promises fair and promises sweet,

Then, quick as a wink, at a word fall asunder.
As human friends do, in a moment of heat?

But day aftcr day | may wonderand
wondei,
And ask them no end of such
questions as these,—
W ith chitter, and chattcr, now over,

now under,
The big, leafy boughs of the big,
leafy trees,
They dart and they skim, with

their bilis full of plunder,
But never a word of an answer
- - they give.
And never a word shall | get, though | wonder
From morning till night, as long as | live.
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A JOLLY FELLUWSHIP.

1Y P'RANK H.

CHAPTIiR XHI.

I'HK CORUNATIUN.

N the aftevnoon, we had our grand rally at

the Queen’s Stair-way. Corny could n’t

come, because her mother said she must

not be running around so much. So she

staid at home and worked on the new flag

for the coronation. W e designed this flag

among us. It had a black ground, with

a yellow sun just rising out of the middle

of it. It did n’t cost much, and looked

moie like a yellow cog-wheel rolling in deep mud

than anything else. But we thought it would do
very well.

Rectus and | had barely reached the stairs, by
the way of the oid fort, when Priscilla made her
appearance in the ravine at the head of a crowd
of whooping barefooted young rascals, who carne
skipping along as if they expected something
to eat.

“1’d never be a queen,” said Rectus, “ if | had
to have such a lot of subjects as that.”

“ Don’t think you would,” said I; “but we
mustn’t let 'em come up the stairs. They must
stay at the bottom, so that we can harangue ’em.”
So we charged down the stairs, and made the
adherents bunch themselves on the level ground.

Then we harangued them, and they laughed,
and hurrahed, and whistied, and jumped, while
Priscilla, as an active emissary, ran around among
them, punching them, and trying to make them
keep still and listen.

But as they all promised to stick to us and the
royal queen through thick and thin, we did n’t
mind a little disorder.

The next day but one was to be coronation day,
and we impressed it on the minds of the adherents
that they must be sure to be on hand about ten
in the morning, in front of the queen’s hut. We
concluded not to cali it a palace until after the cere-
mony.

When we had said all we had to say, we told the
assemblage that it might go-home; but itdidn’t
seem inclined to do anything of the kind,

“ Look a here, boss,” said one of them,—a stout,
saucy fellow, with the biggest hat and the biggest
feet on the island,— “ aint you agoin’ to give us
nothin' for comin’round here ?”

“ Give you anything!” cried Rectus, bhizing up
suddenly. “ That’s a pretty way to talk ! It’s

St OCKTON.

tlie subjects that have to give.
soon ”

Just bere | stopped him. If he had gone oiul
few minutes longer, he would have wound up thnl
kingdom with a snap.

“We didn’t bring you here,” said I, “ 10giji-¢
you anything, for it ought to be enough pay toarvi
deccnt fellow to see a good oid person like Qu«J
Pogiiadilla get her rights.”

“ Who ’s hiin? ” asked several of the nearestfei|
lows.

“ He means Jane Henderson,” said Priscillil
“Yon keep quiet.”

“ Jane Henderson ! Dat’s all right. Don’call
her no flames. Go ahead, boss!” they criedl
laughing and shouting. 1went ahead.

“Wecan’t pay you any money; but ifyou mili
all promise again to be on hand before ten o'lock,!
day after to-morrow, we '11 take you down to bel
harbor now and give you a small dive.”

A wild promise rang up the sides of the ravine.

A “small dive” isa ceremony somewhat pecul|
iar to this island. A visitor—no native whitemaul
would ever think of such a thing—stands on ihtl
edge of a pier, or anywhere, where tlic wateral
quite deep, and tosses in a bit of money, whileibel
darkey boys—who are sure to be all ready \viieiii|
visitor is standing on a pier—dive for it. It’saloi
of fun to see them do this, and Rectus and | lisal
aiready chucked a good deal of small cliange iniol
the harbor, and had seen it coir.e up again, soiml
of it before it got to the bottom. These dives atel
called “ small,” because the darkeys want to putl
the thing mildly. They could n’t coax anybodr|
down to the water to give them a big dive.

“ You see,” said | to Rectus, as we started dowij
the ravine toward the river, with the crond oT
adherents marching in front, “ we ve got to havil
these fellows at the coronation. So it wont dottj
scare 'em off now.”

W e went down to a little public squarc in from
of the town, where there was a splendid divins
place. A good many people were strolling aaU
there, but I don’t suppose that a single person
saw those darkey fellows, with nothing on bul tto
cotton trousers—who stood in a line on the edgeo
the sea-wail, and plunged in, head foreniost,
lot of frogs, when | threw out a couple of “b
coppers”—ever supposed that these rascals wi
diving for monarchical purposes. The water'
so clear that we could see them down at the bofiom!

You il see preRil
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5»imming and paddling around after the coppers.
When a fellow found one he’d stick it in his mouth,
jjidcome up as livcly as a cricket, and all ready
| foranother scramble at the bottom.

Sometimes | threw in a silver “ check,”" which is
I, biggerthan a threc-cent piccc; but, although the
waierwas about fifteen feet deep, it was never lost.
The fcllows seemed just as much at home in the
saieras on land, and | suppose they don’t know
now to get drowned.  We tried to toss the money
insiidiaway that each one of them would have
someUiing, but some of them were not smart
enough to get down to ihe bottom in time; and

[, s/nAPi'

Iwhen we thought we had drculated enough specie,
I*E felt sure that there were two or three, and per-
lhaps more, who had n’t brought up a penny.

Sowhen they all climbed out, with their brown
Idiouldcrs glistening, | asked which one of them
Ibad come out without getting anything. Every
jtnan-jack of them slcpped forward and said he
IWn'tgot a copper! We pickcd out three little
liellows, gave them a few pemiles apiece, and carne
Iborac.

The next day we were all hard at work. Corny
hnd lier mother went down to the quecn’s house,
hnd planred what they could get to fit up the place,
Iscthat it would be a little more comfortable. Mrs.
IChippicrton musthave added something to oureight
IMars, for she and Corny carne up into the town,
|wd bought a lot of things, which made Poqua-

as best room look like another place. The
j'ocking-chnir was fixcd up quite royally. Mrs.
|Chipp:rton turned out to be a better kind of a
|*oman than 1 thought slie was at first.

hired a man to cut a pole and set it up in the
Hueen's front yard, for the flag; and then Rectus
1started out to get the crown. | had thought
Iftat if «-e could find some sheet-brass | could
Insnagc to make a pretty good crown, but there
seemtobe anything of the kind in the place.

VoL. VI.—33.
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But, after a good deal of looking, wc found a brass
sauce-pan, in a store, which | thought would do
very well for the foundation of a crown, We
boiight this, and took it around to a shop where a
man mended pots and kettles. For a shilling we
hired the use of his tools for an hour, and then
Rectus and | went to work. We unrivcted the
handie, and then | hcld the bottom edge of the
sauce-pan to the grindstone, while Rcctus turned,
and wc soon ground the bottom off. This left usa
deep brass band, quite big enough for a crown, and
as the top edge was rounded off, it couid be turned
over on a person’s head, so as to sit quite comfort-

u/y£E

ably. With a cold-chisel 1 cut iong points in what
would be the upper part of the crown, and when
| had filed these up a little the crown looked quite
nobby. W e finished it by punching a lot of holes
in the front part, making them in the form of stars
and circles. W ith something red behind these the
effect would he prodigious.

At ten o'clock, sharp, the next morning, we were
all at the queen’s house. Mrs. Cliipperton was
with us, for she wished very much to see the cere-
mony. | think Mr. Chipperton would have been
along, but a gentleman took liim outin his yacht
that morning, and | must admitthat we all breathed
a little bit frccr without him. There was a pretty
fair crowd sitting around in the front yard when
we reached the house, and before long a good many
more people camelo see what was goingon. They
were all ncgroes ; but | don’t believe half of them
were genuine nntive Africans. The queen wassitting
inside, with a red shaw! on. although itwas a pretty
warm day, and wearing a new turban.

We had ananged, on the way, to appoint a lot
of court officials, because there was no use of our
being stingy in this respcct, when it did n’t cost
anything to do up the thing right- So we pickcd
outa good-looking man for Lord High Chancellor,
and gave him a piece of red ribbon to tie in his
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button-hole. He bndn’t anybutton-hole anywhere,
except in his trousers, so he tied it to the string
which fastened his shirt together at the collar.
Four oid men we appointed to be coiirtiers, and
inade them butlon up their coats. For a wonder,
they all had coats. We also made a Lord High
Sheriff and a Royal Beadlc, and an Usher of the
W hite Wand, an officer Mrs. Chipperton had read
about, and to whom we gave a whittled slick, with
strict instructions not to jab anybody with it. Corny
had bcen reading a Gennan novel, and she wanted
US to appointa “ Hof-rath,” who is a Germén court
officer of some kind. He was a nice fellow in the
novel, and so we picked out the best-looking young
darkey we could find, for the position.

We each had our posts. Corny was lo do the
crowning, and | was to make the speech. Rectus
had his place by the flag, which he was to haul up
at the proper moment. Mrs. Chipperton under-
took to stand by the oid lady,—that is, the queen,
—and give her any support she might happen to
need, during the ceremony.

We intendecl having the coronation in the
house; but we found the crowd too large for
this, so we brought the rocking-chair out-of-
doors, and set it in front of the only win-
dow in the palace. The yatd was large
enough to accommodate a good inany
people, and those who could not get in
had plenty of room out in the road.

W e tried to make Poquadilla take off

her turban, because a crown on a tur-

ban seemed to us something entiiely j
out of ordcr ; but she would n’t listen s
to it. We had the pleasant-faced
neighbor-woman as an interpreter,

and she said that it was n’tany use;

thg queen would aimost as soon appeav

in public without her head as without

her turban. So we let this pass, for
wesaw very plainly that it would n’t do

to try to forcé too much on Poquadilla,

for she looked now as if she thought

we had come there to perforra some
operation on her,—perhaps to cut off

her leg.

About half-past ten, we led her out, and made
her sit down in the rocking-chair. Mrs. Cliippcr-
ton stood on one side of her, holding gne of her
hands, while the neighbor-woman stood on the
otherside, and held the otherhand. This arrange-
ment, however, did not last long, for Poquadilla
soon jerked her hands away, thinking, perhaps,
that if anything was done that hurt, it might be
better to be free for a jump.

Corny stood in front, a little at one side, holding
the crown, which she had paclded and lined with
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red fiannel. | took my place just before liirs. Chip,
perton, facing the crowd. Rectus was at tlie flag.
pole, near the front of the yard, holding tlie bal.
yards in his hands, ready to haul. The Hof-ralk
was by him, to help if anything got tangled, ard
the four courtiers and the other officiais had places
in the front
row of the
spectators,
while Pris-
cilla stood
byCornyto
be on hand
should she
be needed.

W henall
was ready,
and Corny
had felt in
her pockct

MAKINU THE CKOWS.

to see that the * petmis-
sion-paper ” was all right,
1 began my speech. I
was the second regular
speech 1 had ever made.—the fivst one®was
school celebration,—and | had studicd it out prettr
carefully. It was intended, of course, for the w
groes, but i really addresscd the most of it to Ms,
Chipperton, because | knew that she could un<i«
stand a speech better than any one else in the varo-
When | had shown the matter up as plainly as
knew how, and had given all the whysandwhW
foros, | made a little stop for applause. Bu‘*
did n’t get any, They all stood waiting to ss
what would happen next. As there was nothing
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more to say, | nodded to Corny to clap on the
ffoon. The moment she felt it on her head, the
queen stood up aq straight as a hoe-handle, and
looked quickly from side to side, Then 1 called
outin my best voice :

“Airicansl Behold your queen!”

Al this instant Rectus ran up the black flag with
lie yellow cog-wheel, and we white people gave a
cheer. As soon as they got a cue, the darkeys
ferewivhat to do. They burst out into a wild yell,
[heywnved their hats, they laid down on the grass
andkicked, they jumped, anddanced, and laughed,
andscreamed. | was afraid the queen would bolt,
soltook a quiet hold of her shawl. But she stood
still until the crowd cooled down a little, and then
ie made a courtesy and sat down.

"Is that all ?” asked the neighbor-woman, after
"6 had waited a few moments.

"Yes,” said I. “ You can take her in.”

When the queen had loeen led within doovs, and
vhilethe crowd was still in a State of wild commo-
lion, 1took a heavy bag of coppers from my coat-
oockoi—where it had been worrying me all through
the ceremony—and gave it to Priscilla.

“Scatter that among the subjects,” said I.

“Give'emabig scraAmble in the road?” said
die. her eyes crackling with delight.

“Yes,” said I, and out she ran, followed by the
ivhole kingdom. We white folk stood inside to
ifatch the fun. Priscilla threw out a handful of
pennies, and the darkeys just piled themselves up
inthetoad on top of the money. You could see
nothing, but madly waving legs. The'mass hcaved
andtossed and moved from one side of the road to
iheolhor. The Lord High Chancellor was at the
bottom of tlie heap, while the Hof-raih wiggled his
haré feet high in the air. Every fellow who grabbed
" penny had ten fellows pulling at him. The
wmen and small fry did not get into this mess, but
they dodged around, and made snatches wherever
lhey could get their hands into the pile of boys and
men.

They all yelled, and shouted and tussled and
scrambled, until Priscilla, who was dancing around
wth her bag, gave another throw into a different
ptrt of the road. Then every fellow jerked himself
loose from the rest, and a fresh rush was made, and
Jfresh pile of darkeys ar6se in a minute.

'Vestoodand laughed until our backs achcd, but,
*s | happened to look ardund at the house, | saw
lhequeen standing on her door-step looking mourn-
flly ai the fun. She was alone, for even her good
ndghbor had rushed out to see what she could
pckup. 1was glad to find that the new inonarch,
*Kkostilt wore hcrcrown,—which no one would have
‘fiagined to have ever been a saitce-pan,—had
*«seenough to keep out of such a scrimmage of
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the populace, and | went back and gave her a
shilling. Her face shone, and 1 could see that she
felt that she never could have grabbed that much.

When there had Iseen three or four good scram-
bles, Priscilla ran up the road, a little way, and
thresv out all the pennies that were left in the bag.
Then she made a rush for them, and, having a
good start, she got there first, and had both hands
full of dust and pennies beforeany one else reached
the spot. She was not to be countcd out of that
game.

After this last scramble we carne away. The
queen had taken her throne in-doors, and we went
in and shook hands with her, telling her we would
soon come and see how she was getting along. |
don’t suppose she understood us, but it did n’t
matter. When we had gone some distance we
looked back, and there was still a pile of darkeys
rolling and tumbliiig in the dust.

Chapter XIV.
A HOT CHASE.

That afternoon, Rectus and | went over to the
African settiement to see how the kingdom worked.
It was rather soon, perhaps, to make a cali on the
new queen, but we were out for a walk, and might
as well go that way as any other.

When we carne near the house we heard a tre-
mendous uproar, and soon saw that there was a big
crowd in the yard. We could n’t imagine what
was going on, unless the queen had changed her
shilling, and was indulging in the luxury of giving
a scramble. We ran up quickly, but the crowd
was so large that we could not getinto the yard, fior
see what all the commotion was about. But we
went over to the side of the yard, and—without
being noticed by any of the people, who seemed
too much interested to turn around—we soon found
out what the matter was.

Priscilla had usurped the throne !

The rocking-chair had been brought out and
placed again in front of the window, and there sat
Priscilla, leaning back at her ease, with the Crown
on her head, a big fan—made of calf-skin—in her
hand, and a general air of supcriority pervading
her whole being. Behind her, with her hand on
the back of the chair, stood Poquadilla, wcaring lier
new turban, but without the red shawl. She looked
as ifsomething had happened.

In front of the chair was the Lord High Chan-
cellor. He had evidently gone overto the usurper.
His red ribbon, very dusty and dragglcd, still hung
from his shirt-collar. The four courtiers sat to-
gether on a bench, near the house, with their coats
still buttoned up as high as circumstances would
allow. They seemed sad and disappointed, and
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probably had been deprived of their rank. The
Hof-rath stood in the fVont of the crowd. He did
not appear happy ; indeed, he seemed a good deal
ruffled, both in mind and ciothes. Perhaps he had
defended his queen, and had been roughly handled.

Priscilla was talking and fanning heiself, grace-
fully and lazily, with her calf-skin fan. | think she
had been telling the people what she intended to
do, and what she intended them to do ; but, almost
immediately after our ariival, she was interrupted
by the Hof-rath, who said something that we did
not hear, but which put Priscilla into a wild passion.

She sprang to her feetand stood up in the chair,
while poor Poquadilla held it firmly by the back so
‘thal it shoiild not shake. | supposed from this that
Priscilla had been standing up before, and that our
oid friend had been appointed to the office of chair-
back-holdcr to the usurper.

Priscilla waved her fan high inair, and then, with
her right hand, she took off the crown, held it up
for a minute, and replaced it on her head.

“ Afrikins, behole yer queen!” said she, at the
top of her voice, and leaning back so far that the
rightful sovereign had a good deal of trouble to
keep the chair from going over.

“ Dat’s me!” she cried. “ Look straight at me
an’ ye see yer queen. An’ how you dar’, you
misribblc Hop-grog, to say 1 no queen! You
'serve to be killed. Take hole o’ him, some uv
you fcllers! Grab dat Hop-grog!”

At this, two or three men seized the poor Hof-
rath, while the crowd cheered and laughed.

“ Take him an’ kill him1” shouted Priscilla.
“ Chop his head off! ”

At this, a wild shout of laughter ardse, and one
ofthe men who held the Hof-rath declared, as soon
as he got his breath, that they could n’t do that,—
they had no hatchet big enough.

Priscilla stood quiet for a minute. She looked
over the crowd, and then she looked at the poor
Hof-rath, who now began to show that he was a
little frightened.

“You Hop-grog,” said she, “ how much money
did you grab in dem scrahmbles ?”

The Hof-rath put his hand in his pocket and
pulled out some pennies.

“ Five big coppers,” said he, sullenly.

“ Gim me dem,” said she, and he brought them
to her.

“ Now den, you kin git out,” said she, pocketing
the money. Then she again raised her crown and
replaced it on her head.

“ Afrikins, behole yer queen !” she cried.

This was more than we could stand. To see this
usurpation and robbery made our blood boil. We,
by ourselves, could do nothing; but we could get
help. We slipped away and ran down the road in
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the direction of the hotel. We had not gonefail
before we saw, coming along a cross-road, the lho
yellow-leg men. We turned, hurried up to them,
and hastily told them of the condition of things,
and asked if they would help us put down 1
usurpation. They did not understand the niatier, |
at first, but when we made them see how it stood, |
they were greatly interested, and instantly oflered|
to join us.

“Wecan go down here to the police-station,”|
said I, “ and get some help.”

“No, no!” said the tall yellow-leg. * Don'tl
tell those fellows. They ’lIl only make a row of ii,[
and get somebody into trouble. W e ’re enough tol
capture that usurper. Let ’s go for her.”

And we went.

W hen we neared the crowd, the shorter yellow 1
leg, Mr. Burgan, said that he would go first; theul
his friend would come ci6ése behind him, while Rec-j
tus and | could push up after them. By formingi
a line we could rush right through the crowd.
thought | ought to go first, but Mr. Burgan said]
he was the stoutest, and could better stand Uig|
pressure if the crowd stood firm.

But the crowd did n’t stand firm. The momenlj
wé made our rush, and the people saw us, theyl
scattered right and left, and we pushed righlj
through, straight to the house. Priscilla saw usl
before we reached her, and, quick as lightning,!
she made a dive for the door. We rushed afttrl
her, but she gotinside, and, hurling the crown froml
her head, dashed out of a back-door. We followtdl
hotly, but she was out of the yard, over a wall, anl|
into a side lafie, almost belbre we knew it.

Then a good chase began. Priscilla had a lougl
start of US, for we had bungled at the wall, but »e|
were bound to catch her.

I was a good runner, and Rectus was lightl
and active, although | am not sure that he could!
keep up the thing very long; but the two yellowl
legs surprised me. They took the lead of us|
directly, and kept it. Behind us carne a lotoli
darkeys, not trying to catch PrisdUa, hut anxious, 1|
suppose, to see what was going to happen.

Priscilla still kept well ahead. She had strudl
out of the lafie into a road which led toward the|
outskirts of the town. | think we were ljcginning
to gain on her when, all of a sudden, she sal dowo. |
W ith a shout, we rushed on, but before we reached!
her she had jerked off bctth her shoes,—she did ni|
wcar any stockings,—and slie sprang to her kf!
and was off again. Waving the shoes over htri
head, she jumped and leaped and bounded likeaol
India rubbcr goat. Priscilla, barefooted, couldnil
be caught by any man on the island ; we soon saw|
that. She flew down the road, with the white dudl
flying behind her, until she reached a big limesioKIl
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I noarry, wliere the calcareous building material ofthe
liownissawn out in great blocks, and there she made
lasharp turn and dashed down in among the stones.
Iwereached the place just in time to see her run
lacTGss the quarry, sUp in between two great blocks
Ilhaiwere standing up like statue pedestals on the
|otherside, and disappear.

We rushed over, we searched and looked, here
land there and everywhere, and all the darkeys
|searched and looked, but we found no Priscilla.
1Sehad gone away.

Puffing and blowing like four steam-fire-engines,
| Esat down on some stones and wiped our faces.

"1 guess we just ran that upstart queen out of
I her posscssions,” said the tall yellow-legs, dusting
hisboots with his handkerchief. He was satisfied.

Wc rvalked home by the road at the edge of
Itheharbor. The cool air from the water was very
Ipleasant to us. When we reached the hotel, we
jiound Mr. and Mrs. Chipperton and Corny sitting
joulside, in the entrance court, waiting for supper-
Iling, A lot of arm-chaits always stood there, so
inat people might sit and wait for mcals, or any-
thing else that they expected. When Corny heard
thedreadful news of the fall of our kingdom, she
las50 shocked that she could scarcely speak; and
jsfor Mrs- Chipperton, 1 thought she was going
locry. Corny wanted to rush right down to
Poguanilla’s house and see what could be done, but
»ewere all against that. No harm would come to
the oild woman that night from the loss of her
crown, and it was too near supper-time for any
| aiternpt at restoration, just then.

“Only to think of it!” said Mrs. Chipperton.
| “After all we did for her ! 1 don’t believe she was
I queen more than an hour. It ’s the shortest reign
levet heard of.”

" And that Priscilla 1” cried Corny.
I »c trusted to do so much, and ”

“Paid every night,” said I.

“Yes,” she continued, “ and gave a pair of
| racther’s shocs to, for the coronation ! And to think
I fotj//r should deceive us and do the usurpingl”

The shorter yellow-leg, who had been standing
hpvith his friend, now made a remark. He evi-
foitlyremembered Corny, on the Oclawaha steam-

it, although he had never become acquainted
1 *ith her or her family.

"Did your queen talkFrench?” he asked, with a
| afiile; “ or was not ihat the language ofthe Court?”

"Mo, it wasn’t,” said Corny, gravely. *“ African
|*3sthe language of the Court. But the queen was
| fo polite to use it before us, because she knew we

Inot understand it, and could n't tell what she
| “ightbc saying about us.”

“Good!” said the tall yellow-Icgs.
1"itygood indeed.

“ The girl

“That’s
Burgan, you owe her one.”
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“ One what?” asked Corny.

“ Another answer as good as that, if | can ever
think ofit,” said Mr. Burgan.

Corny did not reply. | doubtifshe heard him.
Her soul still ached for her fallen queen.

“ 1 tell you what it is,” said Mr. Chipperton, who
had kept unaccountably quiet, so far. “It%s a
great pity that | did n't know about this. 1 should
have liked nothing better than to be down there
when that usurper girl was standing on that throne,
or rocking-chair, or whatever it was ”

“ Oh, my dear!” said Mrs. Chipperton. “ It
would never have done for you to have exposed
your lung to such a scene of turmoil and con-
fusién.”

“ Bother my lung!” cried Mr. Chipperton, who
was now growing quite excited. “ | would never
have stood tamely by, and witnessed such vile in-
justice ”

“We did n’t sUnd tamely by,” said I.
ran wildly after the unjust one.”

“ 1 would llave stood up before that crowd,”
continued Mr. Chipperton, “ and | would have
told the people what I thought of them. | would
have asked them how—Iliving in a land like this,
where the blue sky shines on them for nothing,
where the cocoa-nut and the orange stand always
ready for them to stretch forth their hands and lake
them, where they need buta minimum of clothes,
and where the very sea around them freely yieldsup
its fish and its conchs,—or, that is to say, they can
get such things for a triflingsum,—1 would have
asked them, | say, how—when free citizens of a re-
pubtic, such as we are, come from our shores of
liberty, where kings and queens are despised and
any throne that is attempted to be set up over us is
crushed to atoms,—that when wec, | say, come over
bere, and out of the puré kindncss and generosity
of our souls raise from the dust a poverty-stricken
and downtrodden queen, and place her, as nearly as
possible, on the throne of herancestors, and put up-
on her head a crown,—a bauble which, in our own
land, we trample under foot ”

At this 1 shuddercd, remembering the sharp
points | had filed in our crown.

“ And grind into the dust,” continued Mr. Chip-
perton,— “<l'would ask them, 1 say, how they could
think of all this, and then deliberately subvert, at
the behest of a young and giddy coiored hireling,
the structure we had upraised. And what could
they have said to that, | would like to know?” he
asked, looking around from one to anathcr of us.

“ Give us a small dive, boss? ” suggested Rectus.

“ That ’s so,” said Mr. Chipperton, his face
beaming into a broad smilc; “ | believe they
would have said that very thing. You have hit
it exactly. Let’s go in to supper.”

“We
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The next day, Rectus and I, with Corny and Mrs.
Chipperton, walked down to the queen’s house, to
see how she fared and what could be done for her.

When we reached Poquadilla’s hut, we saw her
sitting on her door-step. By her side were several
joints of sugar-cane, and ciése to them stood the
Crown, neatly filled with scarlet pepper-pods, which
hung very prettily over the peaked points of brass.

“VERY WELL OrF AS SIiIB

She was very still, and'her head rested on her
breast.

“ Asleep !” whispered Corny.

“ Yes,"said Mis. Chipperton, softly, “ and clon’t
let’s waken her. She ’s very well off as she is, and
now that hci- house is a little more comfortable, it
would be well to leave her in peace, to pcddle
what she picases on her door-step. Her crown will
worry her Icss where it is than on her head.”
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Corny whispered to her mother, who nodded, andi
took out her pocket-book. In a moment, Corn) [
with some change in her hand, went quietly upnJ
yard and put the money in the queen’s lap. Thenl
we went away and left her, still asleep. |

A day or two after this, the “ Tigress” carne i
bringing the mail. We saw her, from one of ati
upper porticoes, when she was just on the1

1.

the horizon, and wc knew her by the way she stoadj
up high in the water, and rolled her smoke-sladj
from side to side. She was the greatest roller thai
ever floated, | reckon, but a jolly good sliip fordl
that; and we were glad enough to see her.

There were'a lot of letters for us in her mail- *
had ninc from the boys at home, not to couni|
those from the family.

We had just about finished reading ourlclienj
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i then Corny camc up to us to the silk-cotlon tree,
ihcrc «e were sitting, and said, in a doleful tone;

"We 've got to go home.”

“Home ?”” we cried out together. “ When ?”

‘*To-morrow,” said Corny, “ on the ‘Tigress.””

111 our good news and pleasant Ictters counted
I Briioihiiig now.

.[iojv —why? " said I. “ Why do you have to
Bi Is n’i this something new?”

Rcctus looked as if he had lost his knife, and | 'm
1sute Lhad never thought that | should care so much
tuhear that a girl—no relation—was going away
thenext day.

1'Yes, i: is something new,” snid Corny, who
| ceriaiiilv had been crying, although we did n’t no-
liccit at tirst.  “ 1t’s a horrid ofd lawsuit. Father

ljust heard of it in a letter. There ’s one of his
tiouses, in New York, that ’s next to a lot, and the
iman 1iat OWNS th e lOtsays fathcr's house sticks over
i Ibut iiiclics on his lot, and he has sued hira for that,
I —ust think of it ! four inchcs only ! You could n’t
i jo’nvthing with four inchcs of dirt if you had i;
land father did n’t know it, and he isn’t going to
I nilve his wall back, now that he does know it, for
iilicpcople in the house would have to cut all their
I cirpcts. or fokl them under, which is just as bad,
land he says he must go right back to New York,
gjid, of coursc, wo ’'vc all got to go, too, which is
lihenoist of it, and mother and 1 are just awfully
| putout,”

1What ’s the good of his going ?” asked Rectus.
C.ni’i he get a lawyer to attend to it all ?”

“Oh, )eou could n’t keep him here now,” said
Corny. He’sjust wild to be off. The man who
suedhim is a horrid pcrson, and father says that if
bedon’t go right back, the ne.xt thing he Il hear
till be tliat oid Colbert will be trying to get a foot
insie.id of four inchcs.”

'Oid Colbert!” ejaculated Rectus,
that must be my father.”

111 had been Rectus, | don’t think 1 should have
htci' 50 quick to guess anything of that kind about
tiyfiului-; but perhaps he had heard things like
thai before. He took it as coolly as he generally
lookererything.

Corny was as red as a beet.

Vourfather ! she exclaimed. “ | don’t believe
1 “1°ll go this very minute and see.”

Rectos was right- The stingy hankerer after

rtjt Corny called foitr inches of dirt was his father.

Chipperton carne up to us and talked about
do inaticr, and it was all as plaiii as daylight,
‘Viren he found that Mr. Colbert was the father of
Retuis, M-, Chipperton was very much surprised,
sndhe called no more fiames, altliough | ain sure
fehad ljcen giving oicl Colbert a pretty disagree-

‘1 guess
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able sortof a record, But he satdown by Rcctus,
and talked to hiin as if the boy were his own father
instead of himself, and proved to him, by cvcry law
of property in English, Latin, or Sanscrit, that the
four inches of ground were legally, lawfully, and
without any manncr of doubt his own, and that it
would have been utterly and absolutely impossible
for him to have built his house one inch outside of
his own land. | whispered to Rectus that the house
might have swelled, but he did n’t get a chance to
put iii the suggestion.

Rectus had to agree to all Mr. Chipperton said,
—or, at least, he could n’Cdiffer with him,—for he
did n’t know anything on earth about the matter,
and | guess he was glad enough when he got
through. | ’'m sure | was. Rectus did n't say any-
thing except that he was very sorry that the Chip-
perton family had to go home, and then he waT.tcd
off to his room.

In about half an hour, when | went upstairs |
found Rectus had just finished a letter to his father.

“ 1 guess that Il make it all right,” he said,

and he handed me the letter to read. It was a
strictly business letter. No noiibense about ihe
folks at home. He said that was the kind of

business letter his father liked. It ran like this:

Drar Fa'iHEr: Mr. Chipperton has told me about your suiiig
hioi. If he reajly has set his house over on fourinchcs of your Jol. 1
wish you would let it stand therc. 1 don’'l care much for him, bul he
has a nice wife and a pleasiinl girl, and if you fio on suiiig him the
whole lot of them will leave here to-raorrow, and they 're about the
only people | know, except Gordon. If you want lo, you can lake a
footolf any one of my chrec lots, and that ought to make it all right.

Your affeclionate son,

Samusi. Colbert.

“ Have you three lots?” | asked, a good deal
surprised, for | did n't know that Rectus was a
propei'ty-owner.

“ Yes,”said he; “
me.”

“ Are they right next to your father’s lot, wliich
Chipperton cut into?”

“ No, they 're nowhere near it," said Rectus.

| burst out laughing.

“ That letter wont do any good,” | said.

“You ’ll see,” said Rectus, and he went off to
mail it.

1don’t know what kind of a business man Mr.
Chipperton was, but when Rectus told him that he
had wi'itten a letter to his father which would make
the thing all right, he was perfectly satisfied ; and
the next day we all went out in a sail-boat to the
coral-reef and had a splecndid time, and the
“ Tigress” went off without any Chippcrtons. |
think Mr. Chipperton put the whoio thing down as
the result of his lccturc to Rectus up in the silk-
cotton tree.

my grandmother left them to

(To be coutinueii.)
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WHAT KATY FOUND.

o ne morning- little Katy Coie missed her cat. She was a pretty white
pussy, and was called Nippy. Her whole fiame was a rather queer one
and was given to her by Katy’s big brother, Jack. It was * Nip-and-
Tuck,” and of course it was too long to use, so Katy called her Nippy
Never since she had lived on the farm had Nippy been away at break-
fast time. Katy had looked everywhere, and called her all over the house,
and was just about ready to cry, when Papa carne in from the barn.

Papa,” said she, “have you seen Nippy? She?%s lost.”

“ No, | have n’t seen her,” said Papa; “but | heard something just
now that may have been a cat,up in the hay-loft. | think if you go up
there— very quietly—you may find her.”

The stairs up into the hay-loft were steep, but Katy was used to
them, so she crept up softly, and in a few minutes was on the sweet hay
looking all about. It was not very light up there, and at first she could
not see anything; but, after a while, she could see the hay and the
window quite plainly, but no Nippy seemed to be there. She called ter,
but no answer carne.

“Perhaps she’s hiding,” thought Katy. “1 Il keep still and see.”

So she sat down on the hay and was very quiet.For some time, she
heard nothing, but at last thehay rustled, off in a corner, and Katy
looked sharply over there. In a minute she heard a soft “Pr-r-t” and
then she saw two white ears sticking up.

“Ah! now | ve caught you, Miss Nippy!” she said aloud, as she
crawled over the hay to the cdrner.

Sure enough, there lay the lost cat, and with her— what do you
suppose?— two— three— yes, five, tiny bits of kittens ! Two were gray,
one was white, and two were gray and white.

“ Oh, you dear little things!” said Katy, taking them up one by ore

Naughty Nippy! why did you hide away with your babies? | ghll
take them all to the house,” and she began to put them into her apron,
Nippy purred, and rubbed against her hands, and did not object when
Katy started down the stairs with her apron full of the Kkittens, but she
went along to see where they were put. Up to the house went Katy
with the new family, while Nippy kept ciése to her and looked sharply
to see that none of them fell out, and were left behind.

“0O Mammal!” shouted Katy, when she carne to the door; “Nippy}
got ever so many dear little Kkittens! 1’1l make them a nest upstairs!”
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” Kittens don’t want a nesr,” said Mamma, laughing; “you may make
them a nice bed in the wood-shed.”

"They have n’t any eyes!” cried Katy, sorrowfully, looking at them
dosely ; “ not one of them ! poor little kitties!”
"Oh yes, they have, dear,” said Mamma, “only they’re hidden behind

the eyelids. In a few days you ’ll find that each Kkitten has two pretty
eyes, and then they ’ll be big enough to play with.”

"May | keep them all, Mamma?” asked Katy.

“You may keep one, and we ’ll find good homes for the others when
theyre big enough,” said Mamma.

"Well, | "1 keep this one,” said Kitty, asshe held up awhite one
«Ith gray spots, “and | ’ll cali it Spotty.”

The rest of the Kittens were given away,but none of them had a
hetter home or a kinder mistress than Spotty.
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i1 JACK-TN-THE-PULPIT.
Heigho! Have | been asleep, or are the birds
and trees just waking? There ’s a sudden and
delightful stir in the air. It is n’t noise, and
it isn’t silence. 1t’s a mingling of chirps and
calis and flutterings and rustlings among the
feathery leaves, that somehow makes me the hap-
piest Jack-in-the-Pulpit that lives,—and yet, | don’t
know exactly why.

Perhaps it is because it makes me feel as if the
earth were growing young again; and yet, | don’t
know how that can be, either.

Well, well. Never mind. Now, all stand in a
row. Open your mouths and shut your eyes;
and 1°U tell you something sure to surprise.

RAINING TREES.

At the Cape of Good Hope, near Table Mount-
ain, the clouds come down very low now and
then without dropping in rain. At such a time,
if a tvaveler should go under a tree for shelter from
the threatening storm, he would find himself in a
drcnching shower, while out in the open, away
from any tree or shrub, everything would be as
dry as a bone 1

The cloud or mist is rather warmer than the
leaves, you see, and so, when it touches them, it
changes into clinging drops, which look like dew.
Fresh drops keep forming; they run together; and,
at length, the water drips off the leaves like rain.
And this process goes on until the clouds lift and
the sun comes out again.

A BIRD THAT TURNS SOMERSAULTS.

There s a pretty little bird that lives in China,
and is called the Fork-Tailcd Parus. He is about
as big as a robin, and he has a red beak, orange-
colored throat, green back, yellow legs, black tail,
and red-and-yellow wings Nearly all the colors
are in his dress, you see, and he is a gay fellow.

JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.
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But this bird has a trick known by no othttl
birds that ever | heard of. He turns somersaulisT
Not only does he do this in his free life on ihél
trees, but also after he is caught and put intoJ
cage. He just throws his head far back, and ovni
he goes, touching the bars of the cage, and alighiJ
ing upon his feet on the floor or on a perdi. Hel
will do it over and over a nitmber of times iviihoml
stopping, as though he thought it great fun.

All his family have the same trick, and they are|
called Tumblers. The people of China are foidl
of keeping them in cages and seeing them tumbltf
Travelers often have tried lo bring them tooml
country, but a sea voyage is not good for them|
and they are almost sure to die on the way.

LOBSTERS AS PLAYTHINGS.

Did you ever set up lobsters in rows, like j|
regiment of purple-clad soldiers in rank and lilei

No? You never did?

Well, then, perhaps you will get an idea fors
new game out of this,— only look out for thel
daws!

Lizzie H. sends me word that she and her sisier, |
when they were in Sweden, used to watch foranj
oid boatman who served the family, and who, in]
the season, would bring, up the fiord or creck,a|
whole boat-load of lobsters at a time. Then ihe|
girls would beg their nurse Johanna to Ici ihem|
play with the queer things. Generall;-. leave|
would be given, and the sisters would I'etch in-|
doors with great glee as many of the lobsters asi
they wanted, and stand them wup all around iheirj
play-room, stroking each on the head as thcydidj
so, and thus putting it to sleep.

They had to keep a sharp eye on the creatures,!
though, and, as soon as one threatened to «ake r
or waved its terrible claws, they had to run and!
tickle it on the head,— when it would go offlo|
sleep again at once !

Lizzie says it was funny to see these playscl-l
diers — “ marines,” she calis them — siandinsl
up stiffand straight, as though they were on their!
best behavior at parade drill!

Your Jack would not advise you to liy thi|
curious game, my dears, unless you are quite snrel
that you have the right kind of lobsters to dealj
with, for it would be awkward if they should turil
on you and give you tit for tat by “ stroking ” anij
“ tickling ” you in their fashion with their claws.

NATURAL CANNON-BALLS

Dear Jack-in-the-P¢ij*%it: My friend, ihe late Caplain Havlef. |
brought to me from ibat woiider-tand, ihe fer Wesi, a
stone, It isblack and perfectly round, as heavy as d’
oxactly Uke a cannon*ball, If was lakcn from Cannoti*Bail Kiwl
a branch of ih« Uppct Mississippi 't'his aforcsoid sirefim conu» |
grcaf quanfilies of these balis, enough to fight our battics «aisil
oenlurics. The geologists ought to te ashamed of their
but they have n’t bccn able to tell whether these cannoivb.Tils 1
foigcd bv the watcr-god orlhe fire-god. A neighbor of [
me ihat hc has sccn some of ihese balls in the high clay 1
Red River, 1., and that they were from six lo eighi feef m I
ter! Some of them are formed of fron pyKlcs, though |
balls are oficlay-iron stones.— Yours,

HOW SQUIRRELS DRINK.

In answer to your Jack’s question, in
whether squirrels drink “ “by sucking,’or lio"”- 1
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Ujiiie Staats writes: “ Squirrels suck water, like
borses. My papa says so, and he knows, for,
jlien aboy, he owned several squirrels. | was n't

[ilerc, but he says so.”

Mar) G. Hawks writes that the squirrcl “ laps,”
jnd J. S. L. boldly tells me that “ all herbivorous
orherb-cating animals, as the cow and the horse,
‘suele up *when drinking; all flcsh-eating animals
and those which are omnivorous— eating any-

as the rat, to whose family the sqiiirrelbe-
ktngs. “lap up’ water like a dog.”

h'ow. if I am vightly informed, squirrels do “lap

up” what they drink, but so quickly that they
secm to be “ sucking up,” and only the sharpest
tvescan make quite sure of it.
. S. L. is partly wtong in his answer, how-
tver, and if, one fine warm day, he will go down
onhis hands and knees beside a quiet pool, and
sioop and drink, he will see the reflection of an
“omnivorous animal ” drinking—not lapping like
jdog, but sucking up like a thirsty boy.

MOTHER CAREY'S CHICKENS.

Herf. is a picturc of some sea-birds, and this is
»hat a fiicnd of mine writes to me about them;

“Theowner ortheimposirg titl« ‘Thalassidroma Pelagica ’isonly
‘u inche» long, and is tnc smallcsl of w«b-footed birds. Above, us
kiticrs are black, «leek and glossy, with glinis of blue bul unter-
Beatli they are dark brown. Its wings aic long, and u nics very
wiily, seldom flapping,

"Mmeiimes it scems to bang in tbe air with wmgs nuteprcad,
«liUett nins along the siirfacc of the waves; and from tms habil u
ea“ramed ‘Peirei' (which mcans ‘Lutle Pcter’), after St Peier,
*li*walLcd on ihe water.

"When a storm is brewing, a)though no other sign can be seen by
“ao, ihe pecrcls flock togetherand give loud simil crie«, as if to wam

of coming donger. For ihis rcascn, sailors cali them
Pelrels.” But men of science say that the reason wliy
I«t«Isgather before a storm is that then they cacch very cnmly the
«aaiQimalson which they fccd. Some observers add that whun ram
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falta the pctrels catch the drops, and that this is how they quench
ihcir thirSL

“These birds are named also ‘sea-swallows/ because ihar flymg is
like ihat of ihc common swailow.

“They are called 'Mother Carey’s Chickens' by sailora; bul 1|
have never learned vhy they gol that fiame, fior who Mother Carey
was. | Aave heard, though” thai in the Faroe isiands these birds
becoinc very fai, and men sinng ihem on wicks for use as lamps

“ AUbough the stormy petrel passes most of fes Ufeon the wing, jt
comes ashorc to lay Its eggs; and these it hides Iwo feel deep,
buried iii the beach, or in burrows neai the lops ofclifls.

A PLANT WITHOUT STALK OR LEAF.

Therf. isa very big flovver with a queer fiame,
Rafflesia amoldi; but the oddest thing about it is
that it has neither stalk fior leaf.

| don’t mean a dead fiower with lhe stalk and
leaves plucked away.buta livingand growing flower.
The one | heard of measured three feet across,
weighed ten pounds, and could hold about two
galions of water. It was found in the East Indian
island of Sumatra, butl 'm told that others of the
same family have been seen in South America.

These curious flowers grow upon the roots of
other plains, seeming to sit on the roots, and
sprcading up like heads of cabbages.

A TREE ON STILTS.

Oi.iVF. Thorne scnds word to your Jack about
a palm-tree that seems to stand on stilts. It grows
in South America in the region of the River
Amazon. Its trunk is sinooth, and, when the tree
is fully grown, appears to bcgin eight feet or so
above the ground, standing on straight stiff roots
that have thovny. “ kccp-away-from-me” spines
growing out of them A man can stand within
lhese roots, and all the trunk will be above him.
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Dear St. Nicholas: | have read your article about Persian cats,
fn the Maich number, and it recalls somerhing | once read which
your other readers may Hke to know.

The Mogul emperors of Hindostdn often took to the liunt great
numbcrs of cheetahs, sometimes as many as a tholisand at once!

Cheetahs are not aJways kept in cages, but many of them are so
tame that they only have their eyes blindfolded with hoods, and are
led in a Icasli; as soon as the game is in sight, off come the hoods,
che leash is slipped, and away go the cheetahs. So mild is the tcm-
per of some cheetahs, that they make ifiends with the dogs and cats
of che house, and even play with boys and girls. When stroked,
th ~ purr.

But the most curfous thing about a cheucah, at least, the African
kind, is that it Icok« Uke a dog as well as like a cat, so that the great
nalurallst Cuvier called it a canlne*cai.—Triily your admirer,

D.A. C.

Many boys and girls have written saying they have had great fun
with Mechanical Pigcons made according to the directions given in
the March number. We have notroom to printall the letiers, so we
make exiiacis from only two of them:

Lotiie Osbom painted the “"pigeons” red, white and blue, and
“they looked very pretty flying about,” she says. “J. W. B.,” of
Davenport, tried several times, the "blrd” flying better every lime.
Then he made the plgeon of iin instead of pasteboard, and it went a
great distance in the air, coming down on che roof of a house. He
says the tin stays in place beitei and (lies faither than catd. »

Philadelphia, Pa.
Dear St. N Ghotas: | am avery Urtle boy and have never written
to you before, but | hope you will put ihisin your letter deparUnent
someiime. I have been away visiting, and am so glad to get home.
1think home is a very pleasant place, the bese place vou can * to.
Titere you see your mamma and papa and all the pleasant things
golu lh1ave seen before. There you can eojoy all with pieasure aod
elighL
Don’l you think every Uldc boy ought to love his home ?
H. T.G.

Surrey, N, H,

Dear St. NiCHOi-As: 1 Uve way up in New Haropahire among
the blue, blue sky, and white clouds and mountains! Just where T
live ~velers compare lo a Swiss hamlec. There are six households
of US clustered, and | Uve in an oid tavern, part of it one hundred
years ofd! You would think wc should be lonely; butno. There is
a piano in the long frontroom, and in these 6 houses are 5 viclins, i
bs~'viol and 1 comet! So we have a fine band: and mammn says
we never can be lonely with so many grand mountains so near the
stars in winter. And in summer, just before a thunder>storm, how
they and the brook seem 10 hush and 10 shield us !

Vearsago an oid woman lived here all alone. She preferred to live
alonel And one winter night she was going I"me from a neighbor’s
when she meta bis wolfface to face! Nothing daunled, the oFdlady,
not frightened one~bil, began to clap her hands loudly, and soon Mr.
Wolf, scared, retreated.

Our horse, ofd Peier, who had Icamcd tricks of a gang of gypries
of whom we bought him, accompanled a young lady home One day
unasked! He pirouetted in circles about her, Cp*ing 10 kick, and she,
too, jumped and clapped her hands, thus keeping him off unti near
fainting she reached her own house.

I am much interested in Nelly LttUehalc's acccunt of her hoase in
California, and think next summer Vintie Srillings and | will try to
build ooe, as we are something ofa mechanic I"—1 am your loving

little reader. Lee Stillincs.
Brooklyn, N. Y.
Dear St. Nicholas: I was walking along Broadway, New York,

the nther day, when | saw in n store window a huge, overgrown,
bulging tea-pot It looked most imposing and bustness-like, and
might nave been used to make with e'"ae tea enough for a hundred
persons at once, more or less. Ic stood fully three feet high, and
measurcd ai least that length across inside. There wasa big twlsted
caxthenware loop near the spoul, and another behind the round hole
at che top: and these loops servcd as handies | suppose,

1 found out that the pol was made nearly five hundred years ago in
Corea, a peninsula opposite the southem }apancse islanes. On the
4des oficare scencs painted in strong eolors, as in ordinary Chines”
potcery. One of the piceores shows a lady seaied before atahlc seton
a lawn, near a house, from which she is hiddeti by a screen: therc is

a female atiendant at each side watching the lady paint; nr itoiav |
be that she is wrlting, for therc are paper, India ink, and other |
rials on the table. '
The costumes are supposed to represen! those of rhc ancioit |
Coreana, at a rimewhen they were morecivilued than the people;et |
living in Japan, Nowadays, the Japanese are far ahcair® Qe
Coreans,—Truly yours, hiiXA C. L

Can any of the readers of St. Nicholas tell 11, H, A., threnjg}f
the “ Letter*Box,” why the climate of France is so much warma |
than ihc climaic at the mouth of the St. Lawrencc River, which ish
nearly the same latiiudc?

Philadelphia, Peén.
Deak St. Nicholas: | am eleven years ofd, and fur ihc lastiwo
or three years | have had your very amusing book wlienevcr I coiid
Atoit. suppose most of your readers, if not all of them, livem
shore, bul I differ from them in ihat respect, for I go eo sen 'nvosisll
the lime. My papa is captain of a threc-masicd schooncr, and isy
mamma and 1 go to sea with him. 1 am very lonely often ai sea, auf
St. Nichotas Isone of my most prized companions. When Lhat«
read one month's number, | always send it to my liidc broiw, vho

does not go to sea.— From your constant reader, il. B, K

Kingston, Canadx
Dbar 5t .N icholas: Our teacher gave us “ Hard Times “asa
subject for composicién, and | wroie the one indosed. He said ii ves
a good one. | thought | would send i to you, and will fevi piwd Ii
you put itio St. N icholas.

“Hard Times,”

Hard dmus is a hard subject for a soft boy 10 wriic on. | doM
know what caused them, cannot tell what will cure them, and den’t
believe anybody else can.

Still, ihink not thac we boys don’t know wliat it menus. Hanl
times, aJi 1 understand it, means wearing your big brodier's ot
ciothes, going without ice-cream, and so on. 1 thoughi 1 kor*
something about fiwhen I found this out

When me bilis for the lust circus were posted, and 1 wa” told iliai
owing to *'hard limes” it was doubtful if I could go, | ihouabd
uiiderscood ic a little more; and on the day of the circus, when I ms
informed positvely that owing to the “ hard times” I could not go,
and clown, witty sayings, songs, elephants, spotied hot;>es,
and dwarfs, and the only things thatmake aboy’s life “in thisworld
bearabic wereblotied out, 1 realized that 1 undcrsiood it fully. If
nol, I prefcr to lemain in my ignorance rather than 10 receive any
more knowledge fo this Une. jok &

Girton College, Cambridge, England
D kar St. Nicholas: The otherday | saw the autograph sigea-
ture ofchat friend of children, Hans Clirislian Andersen, and lhist
what was written abave it: “ Life Is the most beautiful fai*-wic”
Does it nol seem Just what he ought to writc? A fairy-cal« i iodf
—Yours truly, an American in England, Amna T uihjI1

Indinn.tpnlis. Ind.
Dear St. Nicholas: Do not think so meanly of bees as te sup-
pose that onc could everby any possible means mistakca sea>anen<es
ibra flowcr, as “ Jack*in*ihc-?ulpit” seemed to fear in Augusi hsi.
1 never saw one that looked like a fiowcr without a deal of imanS*
don being brought to bear upon IL And a bcc is not supitosed i»
have imaginacién. But bees eatsalt, They rcquire it as much as00
other animala And this bee alightcd on the sah sea-anemuue to
grain of the precious mineral, as he might from any sca*w«d. T«
anemone does resemble sea-weed, and is sait, | presume: at least, tw
water upon il was salfi, and it was that the bee ate —Very respectiully,
P * “BiNAE D

Here 1Isa terrible bear story which a liiilc boy of si»
named Willie, diccated to his father for St. Nicholjhs:

Therc was oncea man. He lived in a cottage in a woods fuH«
bears. One day he was out In ihc woods, and he was starilcd «7*
bear.

The animal Irotled up to the man so quietly that he did nol
at first. When ihc bcat got ciése to him he pul his paw on
dcr, and the claws were very sharp. The man, as soon as he fci”
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.s mroid around. He had a pislol with him and he shot tho

a blaok bear, aboutthe sUe ofthose in Union Park
Tkiiar's mate had oome up behind them with her cubs;
.iotd and tmelt of lhe papa bearand growW. The mans pistol
iK lv one chaiee in it and it was iinlgadcd; so the man,turned
jfaawav andihemammabcairanaitorhim. Thcnhejumped
fence and laid Hat down on ihe ground andmadcbeiieve dead.
ufaiihe bcar carne up, shejumped over the fence andsme i of *e
iTbuthcheW hisbrcathandshe thought he was dea4 Ihon she
back over the fenoe to hercubs, and they went off. 1 he man
i S until he thought the mamma bcar had gone offwith her cubs,
S™ he loaded his pistol and went aficr the bcar and her cubs. He
iil al her and shot her through the hcail, and killed her too.
Iiu he took Ihe cubs and carried them to the cottagc lo tame; then
uTuli llie skins off the big bcais to make himself a warm coat and
Landusedihemeattoeat. Thatis all aboni those bears. lcant
¢ nnicb, but I can printa little.

they

SaiLTi'iNS of the “ Frozen Puzzle,” which was printed in the
“Letier-1li)x” fot Match, were sent in by Ned Seely—M. West—
A.-'ioble Sayre—M- Lyon. All of lhom were corrccl
ihatlhewritcrshad made good use ofthoir eyes.

.and showed

St. Paul, Minn.
Dear Sr. Nicholas: Some fricnds iu Santa Barbara, California,
TOle u< a while ago Ihal thoy could seo an unusual sight for them,—
tm iii.l (ar distant from lown. One of our boys, and angqlher boy,
mb ihcic ponies, and a pail, and brought some home. Mmy chll-
dies bati never seen snow, excepling on the lops of the high peaks
ICT laraway. They gathered round the pail and tasted, and felt, and
«adered over the snow. One ofthe boys says he thoughl it jusias

-’i astbe snow in Minnesota and Wisconsin.—Yours iruly,
G- H.

Brooklyn, N. Y,
Dea* St. NiCHOt-AS: | scnd you bomc oid scraps which | think
TOld interest some of your other boysand glrls.

The following resolution was passed by a ccrialn Board of Alder-

Rwolved, by ihis council, that we build a new Jail.
. Rosolved, ifiat the new jail be buili out of the matenals of the

**|"Rcsolved that the oidjall be used unlil the new jail is finished.

Dr.Johnson, in his dlctioiiaiy, defines a garret as “

a room on the
hghesi floor in ihe house,” and a cock-loJi as

“the room over the

Jamw!
Thiemnagcrofa ihcater, finding upon one occasion but threc per*
«s inftitendancc, made the following addre&s: NN

“Ladies and genllcmen,—as there is nobody here, 1'U dismiss you
A Theperfonnances of this night will not be performed; but they
»3lb« repeated lo*morrow evening.*'—Y our faithful readq,

Frank W. Foster.

This Hule leiter was written by a giri ofdghl years:

Dear Crandpa and Grandma: We had a Tramp cat come to our
bcuschut she was not good.  So we sent her away but she suyed
muQduui house and “ie jshere now j?he looks In ar the Windows.
Jwriieistriniminga hat bul 1 showed her how. 1 am making a pairof
reins forJulmie, 1t [« most time to have supper. father ined to kill
itailCataiid the cat bit his hand, and it is all swollen now. It is
Siidayand we do not go to school. icis a rainy day but itdoes not
ni*b«itii mists  mother Is going lo a grand party to night and she
«p«ts thatthe ladies willhave irales threcyardslong. When mother
ptt liwnc 1 will tell whal they did there. * * ¢ « U was a
A day party and Kittie was there and it wa-s K.ltrie’s sistcrs parcy,
ud her sistcrs iame s Annie Klttle is as oid as | am and Kitrie satd
¢aishe was very tirod- mother ate out of siiver piales and they had
«d Icioonand cake ofall kinds and they had a Uorarv and books on
ti 6dcsfriJm the floor to the ceiling and picturc galary and every*
¢ing very nlce and splendid, so good by

From Ettjs

New York City.
DtAR St. Nicholas: | should Uke to tell those of your boy
~ fs who Uvein large ciiica, aboutaway iny two chumsand I have
dleitine pleasant and Inatiuctive peeps into tho country around us.
take a day, generally Saturday, and go for long walks. In
1"QIng the line of march, we choose, now and then, one that leads
‘“gh sume places of booktsh interest; and we read up before
At oihor times we go »n forboWny, etc. Wo take pencils
paper lo make notes and sketches whenwanted; and each fellow
a light lunchcon. We take an extra long sleep the night
and start out dressed In stout under-flanneis, any sort ofouter
and oid and easy shocs. W eat little, and dnnk sparingly,
"eaieronly, when gMng on one of these tramps. W e do not try to
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walk fastnor far, buljusttoseeeasily whal wecan andhavcapleasaol

Our last irarap was through Washington Irving s country, as vre
cali il,—about Tarrytown, Slocpy Hollow, and ihose parts. Itwas
lovely. We went from tho city to Dobb’s Ferry by slearo-cars, and
carne back Glom Sing Sing; but walked all the restofthe way. This
was our most capensive jaunt, as yet,—$1.50 each. Each fellowpays
his own expenses,—Philadclphia style.—Truly yours, Ben B. T.

A Providknce correspondenl sends these verses about
THE PLUCKY COOK.

T'here was a young maidcn whose look

W as as jf she 'd been trying to cook:
Her apron was Hour*y,
Her eyes rather showery.

And dough smeaicd her pretty cook-book.

But being a maiden of pluck,
She resolved that fihe yet would have luck-
She would not be bcaten.
Her bread should be eaten,
Though now it Uke mucilage stuck.

At last she prcparcd such a lunch,
That her hrotheis, beginning co munch
On Saturday morning,
In spite of all waming,
ConiiDued dIl bed>tlme to lunch ! K. H.

A yoiNO correspondent who was born io the island oi Banca in the
East Indian Archipelago, and lived nine years in and near thcrc,
wrifes as follows:

Dem« Editor: In the Januarynumbecr | saw the pirhire nf rhe
Malayan sword*dance, and began to read at once the arriele belong*
Ing to the picture. 1do not recoMcct enough of the time | was ai
Java to know if the nrticle is incotrect or not; but asking my father
about it he gave me n good deal of Informationabout the East Indies.

First, Batavia is not, in all lis parts, so queer a city as descHbed.
In the Icwer town aie houses that have a Duich aspect, but they are
used as oflices and warehouses. The Europeans Uve in the upper
lown In beautiful villas surrounding great squares, as, for instance,
the Koningsplan, which Is four limes as large as theChamp de Mars
in Paris. The Waterlooplein is aooilier large squarc.

Smallcr villas stand aloug.side canals, but no houses are bmlt ciése
together; each has a fenced-in yard, and some have beaunfully laid
outgardensof European and tropical plants. The houses mc one*
story, have verandas, and, sometimes, marbie floors. Lofty (ruii*
trees grow between the squares and the dwellings of Europeans along
the canals.

Thcnaiives live in houses made of bamboo, builtapart
cenled by graceful palm*irees.

The plan of BaUviais so grand, and the villas are so nchly buiu m
general, that the dty has reccivced the dcserved fiame of Queen of the
East, The Chinese, the Arabs, the Cinralese, etc., live in sepérale
camps at a dislance fmm the Europ>ean villasand Javanese Kampongs
or Desjas. Desja is the Javanese and Karopong the Malayan word

, and con-

~MABy the by, | should mention that the Javanese and Malayans differ
in habi18, language, and manners.

The Malayan language has 33 letters and is wntlen fiom nght to
left the Jav.anese hnsbut 22 letters and is written from le» to nght,
like English. The Javaneso language is aclually dividcdinlo three
branches: as, the Kromo, the language ihe superior speaks to his
inferior: the Nyoko, the language Oic inferior speaks 10 his superior;
and the Kawi, the language of poerry.

The sultan of Djokjokatta, and the ruler of bolo are neiiher ol
them exclusive, not do they declino the inierchange of cmliues with
foreieners or strangers. These pnnces are very social, and, for
instance, come regularly every Saturday evemng to «he “ropean
club-roons to play a game at whist, or quadnlle, wiih the tovcmecr
and high officials and strangers of rank who are introduced to them.
ITiey have European tutors for their chidrcn, to teach them foreign
languages and give them a European education.

They are not pirate chicfs, their domaras being entlrcly ‘inland and
siirroundcd by provinces bebnging Wthe Netherlands India Govern-
ment. To go Ironi Djokjokaria the sultan would have lo geta wupé
in a firsi-class railway carriage, and travel at least one hundred and
fifty miles to reach the large sea-pon and trading town of Samarang.
It is trae the rajahs display grcat wealih, but they denvc it from leas-
ing parts of the provinces Djokjo and Solo, which partaare then own

AAIvTiMScrs are mosily Holbndeh, but also Fjiglishmcnand China-
inen, and they cultivate sugar, cofTec ond rice. The work on ihc
pliuuatons is done by naiives, who aic paid for it generally by the
6ny bul alsc by ihe month. Sometimes a ceriain amount i« paid for
the produce ofihc coffee-shrubs which they undertake to cultivale.
The uatives live on the plantaiions m Desias, to each of which
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belongs n Ocrtnin aren ofground, gra®ing-fields and fice-ficlds. Thu
und i< owned in a sort of commune, nnd U ndministered by n
sja chiefand etders, clected yearly by the mnle inbabitants of (he
Desja.

Besides ihe jncome of these leases, the Sultan of Djokjo receivcs
400,000 guilders a year (a guilder U e”iial to 40 cents In Aniefican
money) for goveming as a suzerain pnnce, with the aid and advice
of ihe Dutch rcsideiu or govcrnor, and according co the Duich laws.

Ahout the dances | have Ultle to say, only that Che swoid*dance is
performed by grown men, nnd Is more in use at Sumaria, Banca, and
Borneo, than at Java.

The eammeUjig ismore of a musical arrangemenc than the article
says. 770 drums, vioiins, horns, etc., belong to it, and it is not at all
noisy. ]( consistsof many gongs, gcnerally thirty, but somerimes as
many as a hiindred; and these gongs are cast of an alloy of copper,
tin and stiver. They are formed like basins, and ivc placed wjtK the
holiow side on silk threads in diHerent rows. They are correctly
tuncd, and played upon by one or more musicians, with wooden sKcks
covercd at che ends with gutta percha or leather to scften the touch.
The gammelang, when played, has a monotonous but harmoitous and
puré sound, like a soft camilon or chimes, but more puré, on account
ofthe amounc ofsilverin the alloy, Itsounds pleasant near by, but
it can be heard on a siill evening very wecll at n great distance,
when it i% very sweet and dreamy to the car,—Yours very
respectfuliy, EufttOHD C. M, van Dibst,

Aged 13 years at Augast 13, 1878.

In rcply to the cmicisms in the above letterupon herarticle entitled
“Some Malayan Dances,” Mrs. Feudge wtitcs:

My arriele merely descnbed in a passiogscntcnce the queer appear-
ance of Batavia as seen 0Ol1 the veaboard. " e e It s quite
Eossiblc that the sword-dance is sometimes performed by adults, but |

cHcve boys are far more frequently the actors,—as in the insiance |
«ve N * As lo the other dances and the ganunelang,— |
described only what | mysclf saw or what was told me by eye-wiC'
nesses.

In respect to Malayan mjahs such asche sulians ofboiintkaria and
Djokjokarta, (he Couiu de Beaiivoir expressly menifons them, ns |
have described them, as matntaiuing a princely state; sunounded by
wealth and luxury; wecll-informecd, retincd, and extremely hospitablc
to those wlioin they Consentcd to receive; yet, wiibal, difUcult of
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EASy SYNCOPATIONS.

I. Svncopats 9mouniainnamed in the Bible, and leavean animal
that is very useful in dcserts. 7. Syncopate a vehicle and leave a
domesdc pet 3. Syncopate sullen or glcomv, and leave an animal
of the decc kind. 4. Syncopate the voice 0l a roosrer and leave a
useful farm animal. 5. Syncopate a sheph”rd's staffand leave a pre*
pater of food for the table. 6. Syncopate suiitten and leavc gumnied
tighily together. norma .

UIDBLE.

In a while house is a black house: in the black house are four
members; these members are nut rclativcs, yetare cl«>sely connected;
what are their lames ? r.n.

BUIiiIlED HEROES.

In each ofthe following senicnces is concealed the iame ofa Hero
renowned in hismry, ancient or modcm. Find ihe flames:

i. “ Soldiers, Cretaus!” cried the chief. " Foliow me!
battle on Ida's sacred hill against che foes of our ancient liberties

9. "Never was there a ncher man, fior one more miserable, than
Midas,” said the studeiit,

3. with imperial pomp,—eyc-daizling, ear.dcafening,—the proud
y~oung vicloT over the MarianSj over Scrtorius, over the crafwMith-
ridaies, thrice trailed his robes tn criuniphalong che streets ofllomc.

4. Like the rcsistless twining of the boa, dice and cards and winc
ruin many a wcak, loo amlable youug man.

. Lodged in summercomfortata Swiss hotel, lounging idly on fis
=cony, 1 drcamcd of the historie lake before me and the tyrannies
of the ftated Gesier.

6. The sordtd creature unblushingly confesaed that, forhi? part, a
customer of his, no matter who he mighc be, muse keep hiswiis about
hiai or get the worse of cvcry bargain.

7, Avoid every chance of taking a chill, especially when you are
warm from violent excrtion.

8, Small need fis there to put flames or dates on the rocks dowii
which he rodé! What American patriot ever can forget him orihem ?

9. O magic medicated hannel 1 Songs to thy pralsc should be con-

Lee us do
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acccss, and, as a rule ito which there were occasional cxccDudanei
declining the civilities of foreigners.

As to piracy, my arriele expressly States Ihat these nadvc rabhsdb
not in person eugnge in that occupation; but 1 waj> reptataSv
informed by persons long residentamong the Malays, chaiiicarl?®
«heij native princcs were, lo a greaicr or Icss extern, in league i;if
the piraiical hordcs who everywheru infest the Malayan Aic&wjata
In fact, the Malays are a race of pirates, openly and
and by far the larger porrion of the common men are at .«iiinc ;r»d
of their Uves, in one way or another, engaged in piracy a-
of living; while the rajahs affocd aid and comfort, in times ofdifL
culty, Ule benciit of their superior wisdom In settiing di'pijtes, aod
protection agninst foreign interference, rccciving a share of the boav
In return forsuch kind ofhces.

It is quite posible that the presentrajahs may be not i)ie xmetbai
were 10 office while | was in the East; perhaps they aic iheir a*,
cessors in office. | cannot say posliively as lo this. Puteveninihc
cventof a change of ruléis, my account perfectly accoids vlij th?
characier of those seen by Count de Beauvoir and others icu 01 if
teen years ago.

Macén, Ga.
DaAi? St. Nicholas: | am alwaysintcrcslcd in the “ Lettcr-Bo»"
and as | think that some ofthe experiences of a Georgia «ir| arew
altogether uninieresiing, I will tell you ofa irip that | made bstsucn-
mer to a small island (named Cumberland) on the Georgia coasi ncar
Savannah. It has a beautiful bcach, which fs delightfiil for baihine
albcit some are in dread cfsharks, which are numerous iu <m vi
places on the beach.

There was a gentlexnan from Mac6én who was seized I»y one »hTe
bathing, but he was strong and active, and as lhe*shark iva» young,
the bather escaped. though with a terribly mangled Icg.

One ofthe most aitracitve spots on the island i< a hnndfi imc estaie
called “ Dungcnness,” which was at one dme the familv rt*idenceU
the Kevolutionary general, Nathanie) Greene; bul now the mensiD#
is a magirificeni ruin, the tabby watis alone having withniugd ihelire
of the Titirthern during the late war. Here aisd rcpn« \ht
ashes of ““Lighi Horse” Harry Lee, rhe father of General RobenL
Lee. 1lcould tell you much more of my .sports, frulics wiih the «aves,
dancing, fisiring and rompin”, bul forbear, lest 1 occup>'ti-» much of
your lime.—Your dcvoicd friend and constani rcadcr,

Laurctte Boykin, (13 ycnrsold.)
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tnually sung by the legjons of rhcumatlc martyrs whose pains thoe
hasc eased!

X0. Though il should wreck my every hopc
And all my fortune mar,
1, on this fioor, where patriots stand,
Still give my volee for war!
!j. What? Do you know no better word than “ nih* .Alee, «y
boyH lo cali a bird’s bili by? C.ill il “beak,” then, and be doM
with it.

12. With glad avidity the panting hart slaked his ihirsi in the cod
waters of ihc brook.

1aATIN IHA3IOND.
i. In yworf. 7. A negative. 3, A divelling. 4. An inicrfogaaw
pnriicle. 5. jn abique. y S.0.
REUr».

A familiar versién of a commoo proverb.

LITERARY DOUBLE ACROI*TIC.

T he iniiials and finais iiame two of England's grcatest -
1. That which Chatierion is supposed lo have been when
caled himself. 2. The flame of a periodical of which onc
and thiccnumbers appeared, and lo which Dr. Jobn»)» rontnWtia
all the arrieles excepting iweive. 3- An objcci of many
young pocls. ». A repiile, said by Shakspeare lo wcar *'a prcciow



THE

« ! .lishead’ 5. Oneoflhe characletislics wliicll Daniel Web-
| " Iiberty and Union" must possess. 6. The recluse 10
| " If Penseroso,” Milton compares ponsive Melancholy.

Z00OLOGICAL DIAMOND

Ulnouaeia.

e. The iame ofa young domeslic animal. 3. A

Ji «cerned highly by good liveca. 4- An animal noted fot iis
JAcsi. s-Irinfemur. auda.
EABY

Liotoidiese three pietures represcnis o nameofa man dislinguished in one of the arts.
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VEILY EASY ANAGRAMS

Each example s roadc up of letters which are lo be arranged in
such a way as lo spell one word. After each example, the meaniiag
ofits word is prioted.

I O, Nelly:—Meaningt All
ing: Not large. 3. Do swim!—Meaning: Knowledge and good
judgment 4. Be slow!—Meaning: Paics of a mans artns. 5.
Edbii me,—Meaning: A pan of the day that generally comes too
soon. 6- Hold, | say!—Meaning: Times for fun and play.

Iw oneaelf. a. Tell It—Mean*

UEBIt'SES

Two ol the men indicated ate composeraof

jTiuric. and the other is a famous painter, a nauve of r ranee.

V ERY 8IM PDE DIAMOND

I. A consonant. a-
bernage.

A small aninial.

3. Made gentle. 4. A
A consonant. s. -

w. R

CROSS-W O0ORD ENIG M A

Mv first is in wren, but not in crow.
.My second is in reap, hui not in sow.
My third is in throw, but not in hur).

Nly fourth is in boy, but not in girl,

My fifth is in mount, but nol In nill.
>fy sixih is jn murder, but notin kilL

My sevenih is in peck, but nolin quaru

My whole s the ilame of an American port.

BLACK PRINCC
W ORD fiIYNCOPATIONS

I.RpHOvp. a hotel from gaining and leave part of a bird. 7. Re»
am afiuidfrom a hiniing with the eye and leavca Hmb. 3,Remove
«ilErom desirous and leave to wound, 4. Remove an insect from
Ikiifhilcss and leave gnined. 5. Remove a lisc of fiames from a
diflemand leave a toy. 6- Remove a tree from worthlcss and leave

WsQive. CYRIL DEANE
HOUR-GDASS PUZZLE

Acaoss: i. Bums to blackness. 2. Ananimal. 3. In pu«le. 4.

Aliquor, 5. Vegetables. Centrals,reading downward; A fruit.

Diaconals, readmg downwatd: Garments; port ofa flower. u e.

EASY UEVERSALS

J Rgt'BRi*e a bird, and get a pellet.
1d W an expression of conlecmpL 3. Reverse a part of a dock or
*ait(f, and gci set down, 4. Reverse clothing, and get 10 boasi. 5,
Rererse clubs, and get a wound with a shaip*poinlcd weapon. 6.
ilneise a lime of Mtiles and gct unmamifactured. 7. Reverse a
pkcedefended from ihe wind, and get a fish, 8. Reverse a bark of
>kig. and get tvages. . Reverse recompense, and get part of a

ptiiSS. 10, Reverse an ealable root, and get a pleasant

2, Reverse a circular band.

1“*|[K 11 Reverse a naughty boy’s expression of defiance, and get

~«ifcrcanie. la. Reverse a road, and get to steer wildly. t.
U VERGCWBLE NUMERICAII ENIGMA

J > 2, 3is a numeral. 2. My 4, 5 7 «s p'owcrfiiIA 3.

7 S A >sthe fiame of an islotid4a. m y 3, a, i Is a snare.
A '"hole, containing scven letters, can be maintained. H. H.

PLOM ER TIIANHPOBITIONS

I>thefollowing senlences the fiames of flowers are iransposed, and
Aw dash stands in the place ofa word. In each sentcnce, the prol>
~'SjWilj the first blank or sci of blanks with a word or sel of

words the leitcrs of which, when properly transposed, will fill the
second blank or set of blanks and complete the sense.
.] neversaw — — a variery of 1 before.
. He named the » of troublesome plants.
3.1 found chis wlld - - when nut with a miner bunting for
4. Can you not» autumn bouquet, some specimens.
ofthe beautiful for me?
5. 1 plucked this at the footof M t.
6. | could — aflbrd lo lose that
7.1 wonder--—-
anywhere?
g, The Scotchman said:
the smell ofihe ~ — )~

in Palestifie.
from my ~den,
handsome floweras the »

grows wild

«is nothing swccter to me than

p. 1 elcgant — <blooming among those pinks.
to, On warm days the >— droops its lids before the «
done,
I1l. The flowers ofthe — -are said lo - - butcerflies.
la. Those florisishave — - —u1 fora > eevery few minutes: the

flowcr is in such requesL

&IEXTUPLE W ORD-CROIi?S,

T he central letter. A, is given in the diagram, and is used for both
the Full Perpendicularand tbeFull Horizontal; butthU central letter,
A, forms no part of the words that make the Unibs of the cross.

Full perpendicular, eighi lecters, reading from top lo bottom:
A weapon of war much used among the red-inen in former iimes, but
not often seen nowadays.

Full Horizontal, seven letiers, reading from
Sounds, lightly made bul quickly repeatcd.

T op Limb, three letiers, reading downward: A boy’s flame.

Bottom Lixib, fourletters, reading downward; A bird of prey.

Lnn' Arm,three leCtecs, reading from Icftto right: A deep holeio
the earth.

Right Arm, thrce Icttcrs, reading from icfl 10 right:
blow.

left to right:

A gcntle
I. P. B
CHAUADE

OuoTH my second, on breakfast intent,

W ith his eyes on the luxiiry bent:

Now please, mother, if 1’m not too late,

First a wholc, wiih dispaich, on my piate. sol

PROGRESSIVE NUMERICAL ENIGM A

z. Mv I, 2, 3isan evii sprite. 2.
son of his lawful possessions. 3. My 7, 8. 9, 10 is endowed with

ver. My i, 3, 34.5b, 7 8,9, rojsunlikely lo be true,—not to

expected. consiifering the circumstances of the case. c. d,

My 4,5, 6 isto deprive a per*
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ANSWERS TO rUZZLF-S IN APRIL NUMBER.

Easy Diamond.—i. L, 3. MEn. 3.LoMon 4 NOr 5N New Word-Pi'ZZLSS.—i. Beg.one. 3 lock-age. 3 Man-mJ
Easy Syncdpations and Acrostic.— i. FiBre, fire. 3.CoAsl 4 vist.ache. 5. Odc-on. 6. Pnr-take. 7. Pabolla. 8. Pay~iHt U
COBL 3. SoUn, soon. 4-PeTal, peal. 5. Noise, rose. 6. DoMc, Co0CcRAPHICAL I{EBLfSRS.— I. Colorfldo. 8. Labrador i Caiudil
do«. 7.DrOop,drop. 8. FaRce, fecc. 9. NiEce, nice. Baltimore. 4. Cuba. |
Short.wobd Mbtagram.—t. T-u-g. 3. D-ii-e. 3 P-u-g 4 . . .
s SQUABF..WORD Blanks.—1. Lord. 3 Olio. 3. Ring. 4. Doicl
B-g-g. SHJ';'gh'f 6(.1M-u-g. J'?'A”'g' AS'D;'QE; IDI.T.alllg' 13?' 'I:A:u-_b Easy Anagrams — i. Indiana, a. California. 3. Alabanu. il
Frenc rhfadings.—1. Jole, oie. s. Belc, elle. VOIT  Mossachuseits. 5. Nebraska. 6. North Carolina. 7. South (‘»)e'
voir. 4. Lune, une. 5. Orage, rage. 6. Maigre, aigre. 7.Dos, 0s. lina. 8. Minnesota. 9, Wisconsm
8. Mipns, ipns. 9. Prendre, rendre. 10. Yeu», cux. 11. Veau, T.rip;eAIROSTi(.)S;I Cab Adlo Ran: a Cab, Ado, Roy
cau. 18. Savant, avan_t. " RsDUS.—" Many honda malee lighc work."
dulljl BOP_I'ktteilpualE‘E'_E Al Wurkcang. no play makes Jack a Nimerical Enigma,—"An «ndevoiit astronomer is mad"' ii
oy. ery Easy Enigma.—Candie. Anna. 3. Vaso. 3. Tour. 4. Toad. 5. Ornen. 6. Rusc. 7.JXckJ
Davf«-13A Iw T 1” *and~Shlfeo” Adlor-wm. S"chell«rger John D. Cress-H. H. Northend-Annie havenpcrt-Miml

07d="~LI3Sj= H. U St. Vraln-Anni='Mclb3in?-|

-Saidoe Henrv_C iU m /r '4 If J' « “blins-Allan D. Wilson-Lucy V. M~krille-1-oltie P Piit*!
rM arie W AdIB?]; r=L'Pr r Cohn-SaDie Lovett-"Winnie"-Alice Sutro-Ka.ie B..r«|
HinklillS;ib R .N So-So"-Helen C. Wctmor*EYie, and Uriie-CiIHII

Lohmeyer—Bc“nha E. Kcfcrstem—Edward Vultee—" Prebo Pcvton | Van Ren&sclacr—O C. Tiirner—Ilohn \%&

iillf Emmins-George J. fiiEslber L. Flske Oliver E Judson Orace E Fullcr-«'m. H.J
aul—Harry L. Fnls- Snowflake and Pussie—Anua R. Nowcombc—J. De la Hum—E. G. Seibcls-G. H of Mancliester, Engbnl *
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