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A SECOND TRIAL.

By Sarah Winter Kellogg.

IT 'vas Cominencement at G College. The
I peopk were pouring into the church as | entered
lii, rathcr tardy. Finding the choice seats in
Ithe centcr of the audience-room already taken, |
I pressed forward, looking to the right and to the
ieft for a vacancy. On the very front row of seats
11 found one.

Here a little girl moved along to make room
| forme, looking into my face with large gray eyes,
whose brightness was softened by very long lashes.
Her face was open and fresh as a newly blown rose
before sunrise.  Again and again 1 found my eyes
tuming to the rose-like face, and each time the
gray eyes moved, halfsmihng to meet mine. Evi-
dently the child was ready to “ make up” with me.
And wlien, with a bright smile, she returned my
dropped handkerchief, and 1 said “ Thank you !”
| we seemed fairly introduced. Oiher persons, now
| Coming into the seat, crowded me quite ciése up
against the little girl, so that we soon felt very
|well acgiiainted.

“Thbere ’s going to be a great crowd,” she said
| lo rae.

“Yes," 1 replicd; “ people always like lo see
hoBschool-boys are made into men.”

Her face beamed with pleasure and pride as she
|s3ld:

"Mybrother’s going to graddate; he’s going
llospeak; | ve brought these flowers to throw to
1him*"

They were not grcenhouse favorites; just old-
fashioned domestic flowers, such as we associate
|wth the dear grandmothers; “ but,” | thought,
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“ they will seem sweet and beautiful to him for
little sister’s sake.”

“ That is my brother,” she went on, pointing
with her nosegay.

“ The one with the light hair?" | asked.

“ Oh no,” she said, smiling and shaking her
head in innocent reproof; “ not that homely one,
with red hair; that handsome one with brown wavy
hair. His eyes look brown, too; but they are
not,—they are dark-blue. There! he ’s got his
hand up to his head now. You see him, don't
you?”

In an eager way she looked from me to him,
and from him to me, as if some important fate
depended upon my identifying her brother.

“ 1 see him,” | said. “ He ’s a very good-look-

ing brother.”
“ Yes, he is beautiful,” she said, with artless
delight; “and he’s so good, and he studies so

hard. He has taken care of me ever since mamma
died. Here is his iame on the programme. He
is not the valedictorian, but he has an honor, for
all that.”

| saw in the little crcatuve’s familiarity with
these technical college terms that she had closely
identified herself with her brother’s studies, hopes
and successes.

“ He thought, at first,” she continued, “ that he
would write on the ‘Romance of Monastic Life.””

What a strange sound these long words had,
whispered from her childish lips! Her interest in
her bvother’s work had stamped them on the child’s
memory, and to her they were ordinary things.
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“ But then,” slie went on, “ he decided that he
woukl rather writc on *Historical Parallels,” and
he ’s got a real good oration, and he says it beauti-
fully. He has said it to me a grcat many times.
I ‘most know it by hcart. Oh'! it begins so pretty
and so grand. This is the way it begins” she
added, encouraged by the interest she must have
seen in my face; “ ‘Amid the permutadons and
combinations of the actovs and the forces which
make up the great kaleidoscopc of history, we often
find that a turn of Destiny's hand------

“ Why, bless the baby!” | thought, looking
down into her bright, pioud face. 1can’t describe
how very odd and elfish it did seem to have those
sonorous words rolhng out of the smiling infantile
mouth.

The band, striking up, put an end to the quota-
tion and to the confidences.

As the exercises progressed, and approached
nearer and nearer the effort on which all her
interest was eoncentrated, mylittle friend becarae
excited and restless. Her eyes grew larger and
brighter, two deep-red spots glowed on her cheeks.
She touched-up the flowers, mnnifestly making the
offering ready for the shrine.

“ Now, it ’s his turn,” she said, turning to me a
face in which pride and delight and anxiety seenied
about equally mingled. But when the ovcrture
was played through, and his filame was called, the
child seemed, in her eagerncss, to forget me and
all the earth beside him. She rose to lier feet and
leaned forward for a better view of her beloved, as
he mounted to the speakcr’s stand. | kncw by her
deep breathing that her hcart was throbbing in her
throat. | knew, too, by the way her brother cante
up the steps and to the fiont, that he was trem-
bling. The hands hung limp; his face was pallid,
and the lips blue as with coid. | fek anxious. The
child, too, seemed to discern that things were not
weli wiih him. Something like fear showed in her
face.

He made an automatic bow. Then a bewil-
dered, struggling look carne into his face, then a
helpless look, and then he stood staring vacantly,
like a somnambulist, at the waiting audience. The
moments of painful suspense went by, and still he
stood as if struck dumb. 1 saw how it was; he
had been seized with slage-fright.

Alas! littie sister! She turned large, dismayed
eyes upon me. “ He’s forgotten it,” she said.
Then a swift change carne into her face; a strong,
determined look; and on thefuneral-like silence of
the room broke the sweet, Itrave, child-voice:

“ “Amid the permutations and combinations of
the actors and the forces which make up the great
kaleidoscope of history, we often find that a turn of
Destiny’s hand------
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Everybody about us turned and looked. Thsl
breathless silence; the swecet, childish voice; ;e
cliildish face ; the long, unchildlike words, pthi
duced a weird cffect.

But the help had come too late j the uiihappy
brother was already staggering in humiliation from|
the stage. The band quickly struck up, and waves |
of lively music were rolled out to cover the defeat,

I gave the littie sister a glance in which 1 meaat |
to show the intense sympathy 1fek; but she dd
not see me. Her eyes, swimming with tcars, wert
on her brother’s face. 1 put my arm around her,
She was too absorbed to heed the carcss, and|
before | could appieciate her purpose, she was o
her way to the shame-stricken young man sitting 1
with a face like a statue’s.

When he saw her by his side, the set face re..
laxed, and a quick mist carne into his eyes. The.
young men got closer togethcr, lo make room fat |
her. She sat down beside him, laid her flowerson:
his knee, and slipped her hand in his.

I could not keep my eyes from her sweet, piiying 1
face, 1saw her whisper to him, he bending a littie |
to catch her words. Latcr, | found out that she
was asking him if he knew Iris “ piece” nuw, ad
that he answered yes.

When the young man next on the hst had
spoken, and while the band was playing, the child,
to the brother’s great surprise, made her way wp
the stage steps, and pressed through the throngof
professors and irustees and distinguishcd visitors,
up to the coliege president.

“ If you picase, sir,” she said with a littie cour-1
tesy, “ svill you and the trastees let ray brother iry |
again ? He knows his piece now.”

For a moment, the president stared at her|
througli his gold-bowed spectacles, and Uicn. a
preciating the chiids petition, he smiled on her,
and went down and spokc to the young tnan who
had failed.

So it happened that when the band had again
ceased playing, it was briefly announced tliat M.
---------------- woukl now deliver his oration -* His-
toérica! Parallels.”

“ “Amid the permutations and combinations of
the actors and the forces which make up the gteat
kaleidoscope of history *” This the littie sister
whispercd to him as he rose to answer the sum
mons.

A ripple of heightened and expectant interest |
passed over the audience, and then all sat stone-
stUl, as though fearing to breathe lest the speaker
might again take fright. No danger! Tre
hero in the youth was aroused. He went at hrs.
“ piece ” with a set purpose to conquer, to redeem |
himself, and to bring the smile back into ths'
child’s teav-stained face. | watched the face dui-
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1jgitie speaking. The wide eyes, the parted lips,
| liewhole rapt being said that the breathless audi-
lenci was forgotten, that her spirit was moving with
Ihis.

And'vhen the address was ended with the ardent
labandon of one who catches enthusiasm in the
Ireafetion that he is fighting down a wrong judg-

MIGNONETTE.
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incnt and conquering a sympathy, the effect was
really thrilling. That dignified audience broke
into rapturous applause; bouquets intended for
the valedictorian rained like a tempesl. And the
child svho had helped to save the day,—that one
beaming little face, in jts pride and gladness, is
something to be forever remenibered.

MIGNONETTE,

Bv SUSAN COOLIDGE,

Who gave you your fiame, Little Darling,
1 wish that | knew.

Such . tiny, sweet, lovablc blossom,
I half think that you grew,

In the Carden of oid, and believe

Yau were chrislencd by Eve.

Wés she flrst of all women to find you ?
Did she gather and smell,
And carry a cluster to Adani ?
If we only could tell
What they said and they did, he and she,
How nice it would be!

Or was it soine quaint little maiden
Of France, in oid days,
Who spied you and loved you and called you
(Oh, sweetest of praiscl)
Caressingly, as to a pet,
By the fiame Mignon-ette ?

All summer you gro'v in my garden,
All summer | keep
A bunch of your flowers beside rae
Awake or aslecp.
And your breath like a voice seems to say
Loving words all the day.

So, whether in France or in Edén
T is all one to me,

Yours is just the best naine, Little Darling,
Could possibly be.

And though no one had taught me,

| yet

Should say—Mignonette.
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BOSSY ANANIAS.

BOSSY ANANIAS.

By Louise Seymour Houghton.

A GROUP of colored children was congregated
about a cérner of the hotel piazza, in a Southern
town, where the steps led down to the green lawn
which swept away under the orange-trees and the
oaks, to the broad river. The youngsters were
hopping and jumping, giving each other sly digs
and pinches, uttering subdued littie screams and
giggles, but ever with a sharp cye upon the dining-
room doors, closed to exelude the sunlight,

The doors flew open, at length, and a stream of
ladies and gentlemen issued forth upon the piazza.

A dozen swarthy littie hands were stretched out
at once, clasping tightly a bunch of drooping
violets,—a cluster of roses or azaleas,—or half a
dozen littie brown bulbs.

* Wants flowers, missis?”
roses !” “ Wants lily roots to carry Nnrff?
keéps jess so till you sots ’em in de groun’.”

A sweet-looking lady drew near ; with frcsh fair
complexion and bright brown eyes, but with snow-
white hair bcneath the folds of soft lace which
encircled her hcad,

“Who has a litde alligator ?” she askcd.

There was a moment’s pause among the littie
group.

“ Mos’ too sune for ‘gators,” remarkcd one.

“ Bossy Ananias got a ’gator,” said another.

“Who?”

“ Bossy A-n-nanias.”

“ Bossy luhat? "

“ Ananias, missis. He done got a ’gator.
Bossy 1 show your ’gator to de lady.”

At this, the sable crowd parted, and a littie
colored boy, with a young alligator on his arm,
was pushed to the front.

“ So you have an alligator?” asksMrs. Orraerod.

Bossy’s eyes twinkle.

“ Secd him on he mammy back,” he answeis.
“ Chucked a chunk of light 'ud ahind her. Ole
mammy flop off in de creek. Baby tumble in de
mud. Coteh him jcss as casy !”

And he fondles the littie reptile and lays it
against his cheek—the alligator uttering a croak of
affcction or complaint—it sounds like eithcr.

“ What do you ask for the alligator? ” asks Mrs.
Ormerod.

* Don’t ask nuffin for ’im.”

“ But 1should like to buy him,” she contintes.
“ | want to take him North to my hule grandson.”

Bossy shows his teeth, but is unmoved.

“ Bossy wont never sell bis things,” remarks an

“ Picase buy my
Dey

You

oldcr child, a palé, heavy-eyed quadroon girl
“ He done got lots o’ crittcrs to hehousc; ’coon
and squirrels and °gators and sich. Wont sell s
nary one.”

“ Why not, Bossy?” asks a gentleman. '«DonS
you like money?”

Bossy reflects.

“ Dey likes me,” he answers. “ Dey donj

know w’ite folks.”

The littie alligator on his shoulder now slrctchei
out its head and again utters its plaintive croa
Bossy puts up his hand and pats it.

“ It know what we is sayin’,” he remarks. “Hia
don’t want to go Norff.” And he turns away «itlj
his pct, and runs offamong the other children nojj
hastcning to school.

“ That’s a character,” observes a gentleman,

“ Andsvhat a fame! "says another. *“ Wliert
could he have got it?”

Bossy, meanwhile, had left the crowd of childred
at the patli which led to the school, and passind
out through the park gate, turned down a sanda
road toward the river shore, where his home wajJ
Bossy had no eyes for the wonderfully pietiircsqui
appearance of the tumble-down shanty wliere ha
lived, beneath the grand oid oaks. He knew lhaa
ihe rain dripped upon his bcd, on stonny nights)
and that the wind whistied through the crevices il
the wall, and made his ears and toes achc. Bul1
was not thinking about that, this sunny Fcbruat)
morning, as he opened the smokc-houso dooranif
went in, with his pet upon his shoulder. A greal
scrarabling and scurrying was heard witliin, aiuf
then a happy laugh, which seemed to bubble ore
out of Bossy’s littie heart upon his red lips.

“ You Bunny! 'Have yo’seff1 Git down dar|
ole Poss! Quit it, now, quit it | say!" and Boxs
tumbled out of the smoke-house door, with a blad®
fox-squirrel clinging to his ragged sleeve, a racco
following at bis heels, and a baby rabbit in eithei
hand ; the “ gatorremaining all the time up
his shoulder.

“ Dat ar squ’ll ’s de fightinest beast | e
see,” observed Bossy, shaking off the black animalJ
which, however, did not rclinquish its hold of thff
ragged shirt-siceve, but carried a great piece wilj
it. “ Wants me to sell you off Norff, hey?” I
asked in a severe tone, shaking an adinonishind
finger at his delingiient pet.  “ w ite foiks Wantg
you, bad. Give heap o’ money fur you. De)
don’t know you like i docs. What you tink ifl
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,you ofF Norff, hey?” Thcn, as the impisli
isiinade the deprecatory gesture common to its

placing its fore-paws upon its breast and
ning, he hastened to add: *“ Dar, shet up

hw, honey; nobody aint gwine sell you Norffef
liwi 'haves yo’seff; ” and betook liimself to fondling
llErabbits, from time to time bcstowing a pat or a
Wingword upon the ’coon, or the alligator.

ALday the boy lay under the trees among his
|pets, now playing with them, now falling off to

pamong them, with his bare hcad in the sun,
Indaivaldng again to attempt to teach them sonie
tale tricks of his own devising.

They never attempted toleave hini, though there
hisnothing to hinder lheir running away. Not
Ifcy alone, but every other member of the brute
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creation, seemed to love the boy. Mocking-birds
flew down upon the recumbent oleander-tree
against which he was leaning, and caroled their
songs in his car; lizards darted over him as he lay
asleep ; toads hopped up and watched him with
their blinking eyes; brighl green-and-gold dragon-
flies buzzed around him.

It was thus that Mrs. Ormerod saw him as she
carne homo, in the cool of the aftemoon, from her
walk in St. David’s Path, on the bluff above the
rivcr.  She stopped and looked at him with a smile
which, somehow, softened into tears as she gazed.
The fox-squirrcl showed his teeth and scolded, and
Bossy put out his dusky little hand and patted him,
in his sleep.

Mrs. Ormerod turned to where a woraan sat
nursing a child under the magnolia-tree.

“ Is that your little boy ?” she asked.

T aint nobody’s boy,” answered the woman.
“ His mother died when he was a baby j his fatlier
done gone awa)', up river somewhar, and lefF her.
He calis me mamray; but I aint no kin to him,”

“How did he come by so odd a fAame?”
asked Mrs. Ormerod.

“ Why, his mother and fathercould n’c’gree ’bout
his flame, nohow; so dey just called him Bossy.
A’ter de ole man done run away, she fiame de baby
for her father, ole man Ananias Watson ; but ebry
one was use to cali him Bossy, so dey jess calis him
Bossy Ananias.”

“ Is he agood boy ?” asked the lady.

“ Deyaint no better, nowhar. He don’t give a

bito’trouble.
Hejessplays
with his crit-
ters all day
long. It s
cur’us how he gets ’em
all.  ’Pears like he jess
- has to cali ’em,and dey riins to
him. Got a heap 0’ sense,

Bossy Ananias has.”

“ How oid ishe?”

“ Five year oid lass Chrisrauss. He'’s
right smart good to work, too, for sech a

little fellow. Drops corn, and picks out grass, and
ininds de baby a heap. But he likes his critters
best of all.”

Mrs. Ormerod walked away thoughtfully. Bossy,
now wide awake, ran after, his alligator in his hand.
She supposed that he had decided to sell it to her,
and half stopped to speak to him : but he ran past
her, and threw open the heavy gate which led into
the hotel park.

“ Did you come to sell me your alligator? ” she
asked him, as she passcd in.

“ No, Missis, | jess kim to open de gate. Yo’
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see, | could n’c sell my ’gator Norff, noliow, “ Are n't you afraid of him?” asked Mul

Missis.”” Ormerod, who, palé, and still trembling, had sesied
Mrs. Ormerod sat down upon a rustic seatand herself upon the fallen trunk.

held out her hand. “ Dey does nt tetch me, Missis,” repiied Bossv

“ Bossy,” she said, “come and talk with me. a5 he stood quietly beside her, poking the sdi
Should you like to go North with me, and liveiin a apout with his bare little toes. When she rose o
nice, large house among other little children, and go, and asked, “ Could you show me the ivayu

go to school ?” the hotel, Bossy ?” he answered, readily:

Bossy’s eyes brightened fora moment, then fell “ Yes, missis, jess wait till | gits my critiers"
upon the little reptile in his hand. and, jumping over the fallen tree, he ran toasum

“ Could I take my ’‘gator?” he asked. hard by.

“ Perhaps so,” answered his friend, with some “ Come on, Solomon,” he said, rousing his’om
hesitation. * Yes, | think you might take your \hich appeared to be sleeping on the slump!
atigator.” “ Come along, Bunny,” picking up a rabbii

“ An’ de ’coon, an’de squ’ll, an’ de bunnies ?” “ Ah, ‘gator, ’gator 1" he added, in caressinj

“ I'hardly think you could take all those, Bossy,” tones, fondling the alligator, which ran to iis plae
repiied Mrs. Ormerod. * Butyoucould have some ypon the boy’s shoulder. “ Git down, sirl” te
newtoys. Theygive good little boys a great many sajd to the fox-squirrel, which sprang upon ks
nice things there.” back, “ you jess let yo’ own legs tote you,"—ad

Bossy looked reflectively upon the ground. he ran back to the lady.

“ But dey would n’t have no Bossy,” he urged. “ Which of your pets do you cali Soloinon!"
*“ Nobody would n’t talk to ’em, ef | lefF 'em.” she asked.

“ Could you not give theni to your little ptay- “ Dat’s de 'coon, missis. He so drefful hnowin’
mates? The other children,” she explained, as an’ Solomon was the knowinist man, dey tell ne.
Bossy looked up inquiringly. So 1jess calis de ‘coon Solomon.”

“ None of’em don’t love my sqii’ll, 'cause he Mrs. Ormerod could hardly restrain her gnile;
bites. And doy pulis de bunnies’ears, and hurts at the odd little figure which now trotted along
ein; and de ’coon don’t like ’em, no way. | bhefore her, his rags fluttering in the wind, a rabbii
couldn’t go, Missis,” said Bossy dccidedly. in either hand, the alligator crawling uver bis

“ You would have some new clothes,” persisted shoulder, and the ’coon and squirrel folio«m|
Mrs. Ormerod.  Bossy was unmoved.  “ And closcly at his heels. She was occupied ivih her
plenty to eat,” she added. own thoughts, however, and though the boy looked

If she could have known liow Bossy’s famished pack upon her from time to time, he did no! inie-
little stomach cried out within him at these words, rupt her meclitations. She offered him iiofeeas
she would have honored more than ever the stead- she thanked him for his Service at the park gate;
fast lovingness of the child, who looked up into gshe dreaded to inflict a wound upon the childs

her eyes and answered: sturdy uprightness.

“ Could nt go and leff dcm, Missis, not no “ | believe he savecl my life,” she said, as s
way.” related the adventure to a circle of friends.

A few days latcr, Mrs. Ormerod was walking in “ That is a strange boy,” remarked a doctor.
the woods, and being deceived by the similarity of « He seems to possess uncommon qualitics. Itis
the roads which everywhere intersect one another sad that he is so utterly friendless.”
under the pines, she lost her way. A hut svas not “ The woman where he lives appears tobe

far distan't, and thithershe bent her steps, intend- kind.”

ing to ask for directions or a guide. Suddenly a  « ghe js frightfully poor, and is fast sinking iro
large and fierce dog ran from the hut and sprang the grave. So many of these colored people ae
toward her, barking savageiy. Mrs. Ormerod delicate. You will not find her here if yon retum
screamed for help, and attempted to run jbutin a next winter.”

moment, when the dog was very ci6se to her, a “ Then Bossy musi consent,” said Mrs, Ome
child's voice cried “ Yon Bram, down, sir! Go rod; butthe words were not spoken aloud.
home, sir!” and Bossy Ananias sprang up from Bossy svas in the field, behind the cottage, te

behiiid a fallen tree, and running toward them next evening. The alligator was upon his shoulder,
-laid his hand upon the furious croature’s neck. and a labbic nestled in his ragged pocket, liul ke
The dog drooped his ears and tail and slunk off. hardly noticed them, so intently was he occupiel

“ Drefful sassy dog, dat Bram,” remarked Bossy, in dropping corn, from a bag tied before him, ino
quietly, gazing Kkindiy at the retreating animal. the holes his “ mammy” was making with a he
“ "Pears like he boun’to kill somebody, one day.” Mrs. Ormerod carne and looked over the fae
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“Have you to work much longer?” she asked
Ithe ivoman, who carne toward lier.

‘Jess done finished,” she answered, as Bossy,
Idropping the last kernel, shook out his empty bag.

“I have got something for Bossy,” said the lady,
Itaking ihe proffered seac under the magnolia, as
Ithey reached the cottage. She opened a pared
Ishehad brought with her.

“See here, Bossy, if you will go North with me
ljou shall have these clothes to wear.”

She hdd up a suit of blue flanncl, resplendent
Iuith gilt buttons. Bossy’s eyes sparkled, then
litanderetl in the direction of the sraoke-house.

‘And ihese stockings,” added Mrs. Ormerod,
|dispiaying a brightly striped pair.

Bossy appeared to hesitate. His hand mechan-
licalyiunibled in the intricacies of his ragged pocket
(and brought out a rabbit.

“And these boots,” concluded his tempter, un-
lwrapping a pair of tiny copper-toed, red-topped
| boots.

It was inore than human nature could endure.

“Oh, Solomon !” cried Bossy, running to the
(smoke-house, “jess see dem boots! Oh, Solomon,
I Idocs n't want to leave you ”

Words fatied liim; he carne slowly back, carrying
| Uie "coon in his anns, while the squirrel and the
| remainiiig rabbit followed hirn.

“Dem boots!” he said, in a choking voice,
“ Solomon,—Bunny,—ole Foxy !—oh, 1 can’t, 1
can't," he cried in an agony of indecisién, throwing
bimseif upon the ground. “ Don’t ax me, Missis,
|l can't!"”

“It I5 too much,” said Mrs. Ormerod, fairly
lerying and laughing at once. “ You shall not be
tempted any farther. The clothes are yours,
Bossy, but you shall not go away North. Stay
among your pets ; you will be better and happier
I here."

And so, love and steadfastness prcvailcd, and
Bossy Ananias was left, with his pets, in their
sunny Southern home. But his fortune was made
alihe same. The gorgeous blue clothes with their
shining liuttons are soiled and faded, and the little
1red.topped boots are dingy and worn, but Bossy
lheeps them carefully, as most precious treasures,
in memory of the kind friend who, through all the
| ytats that have come and gone, has never forgotten
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him. There has always been both “ breffus ” and
dinner in the cabin under the magnolia and the
oak trees, even through the drcaded July days.
The little alligator has grown to be a great one,
and has returned to his native element, and the
menagerie in the smoke-house has seen many
changes, but oid Solomon siill remains, high favor-
ite and chieftain of Bossy’s forces.

Bossy no longer lies ivhole days in the sunshine
among his pets, as was his happy wont in the oid
time which seems so far away. He is full of busi-
ness now, for he goes to school, and is the best
scholar, and has a reputation to sustain. And Mrs.
Ormerod brings him new books every year, which
he porcs over with delight, for they are all about
the beasts and birds he knows and loves so weU.
He has learned many things about them, though,
which are not in any of the books, and who can
say what wonderful facts he may have to tell us
about them, some day? For there are those who
believe that Bossy Ananias will become an excelient
naturalist, as the years roll on.

Bossy’s adopted “ marnmy” lived much longer
than tlie doctor anticipated, thanks to Mrs. Orme-
rod’s careful provisién for her wants. When she
died, there was not a cabin in all the neighbor-
hood whose doors would not have flown open to
admit the honest, gentle, kindly souled boy. But
“de baby” had now become Bossy’s charge, as
well as the “ critters,” and the boy would enter n6
house where each and all were not welcome. So
the two children Uve on by themselves in the pict-
uresque ofd cabin, loved and aided by all the
neighbors, and always cared for by their absent
friend.

Bossy’s Ufe is as bright and sunny as the summer
land he Uves in, His hours are filled with kindly
deeds, with earnest work, and with high hopes.
But there comes to him, every year, one time of
supreme happiness. It is when the short winter
days begin to lcngthen toward the flowery spring.
Then, if from the steamer-deck you should hap-
pen to see, standing upon the wharf, a tall, eager-
eyed boy, holding by the hand a curly-headed
little “ picaninny,” and with a squirrel or an alli-
gator on his shoulder, or, perhaps, a ’coon upon his
arm, you may be sure that it is Bossy Ananias,
and that he is waiting to greet Mrs. Ormerod.
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CHUB AND HOPPERGRASS.

CHUB AND HOPPERGRASS.

By Charles Stuart Pratt.

VER a daisy clump, with
a flying leap, it carne,
and lighted on a clover
leaf.

“1t” was no other
than Hoppergiass.

The quaint long

limbs twinkled justbe-

foie Chub’s lialf-shut

eyes; the whir tickled

his ears, — Hopper-

grass, as a whole,

- tickled his jolly pleas-
ant-naturcd dog-heart.

Chub was not tired; he was not even sleepy;
he had dropped himself on the sunny lawn, and
closed his eyes, just to plan mischief,—not ugly
mischief, but the playful, good-natured sort.

And now that comical Hoppergrass had lighted
right before him!

Chub eyed the great golden-brown, big-eycd,
long-legged caricature longingly. He winked till
the sparkles fairly danced under the dropped
lashes. He curled his lips in dog-smiles till his

white teeth glittered in sight. How he would
delight to softiy pat Hoppergrass on the back!

The idea was immensely amusing; it rowsi
him,—yes, he would give worids to do tliat va

"X

thing! He grew excited, his eyes flashed wida
open, he gave a bound; but, alas 1 when his lightl
paw touched the clover-leaf, Hoppergrass wea
gayly soaring back again over the daisy clump!
Now Chub was a proud dog; and when, aften
many a sniff and many a tailj
wag, he lifted his brown paw ad
found he had patted, not Hopl
pergrass’s back, but a mere clora
leaf, he was disgustcd. To ihink
that a slender littie Hoppergraséa
should outwit abigfellowlikehiml
He just flung his furry lengtli itf
the deep grass, pillowcd his headj
on his paws, and sulked.

And Hoppergrass, peenn|
through the daisy clump, roila
over and over in a fit of laughter.l

Then he grew indignan!,—
what right had that furry non
ster to pounce upon him,—him,|
the veryknightof Hoppcrgrasses,f
the longest legged of thein all?

He crooked his long limbs,

a mighty bound, and the next iir
stant the white lily nodded under his weiglit, air
from its airy height he sounded a shrill war-cry.
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The clover leaves and grasses
Ifemeci to put out hidden lcgs and
ljap fo)™ard, grasshoppers mail-
L for battle! Little feilows, big
lilows, brown fellows, and great,
ljieen fellows with wings !

Haughty Hoppergrass glanced

the ranks, then overthe daisy
Idimp iit Chub. W.ith quick gest-
[rt3 and rapid low chirps he swept
liDger ihrough the ranks,—anger
lipinst the monster who had
IpMincedupon theirknightly leader.

Amoment latcr the host were
Inaking their way through the

s forest toward the daisy
Idiinip. toward Chub.

Hoppergrass paused on the tall-
jesdaisy. He rose to his full hcight,

len-hrown and glittering in the
Isinshine, He could catch the
ljleam of his mailed warriors on all

5—Chub, unsuspectingi half-
lidecp Chub, was being silently
Isirrounded by the long-legged host.

Hoppergrass chirped sharply,
Idoce. A shrill, myriad-voiced trill
laisnercd him.  The quick rush of
litrce nttack followed—the swift

|tinillant whir, the rapid flash, the gold-brown
ditler, the green shimmer—the sharp surprise !
Hoppergrass himself, like a hurled lance, struck
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the very tip of Chub’s nose. The
great green captains fell thick on
eyes and ears. The golden-browns
fell everywhere.

Chub, frightened out of dreamy
calm, sprang wildJy up, barked,
snapped his white teeth, snarled,
and rolled over and over in a rage
ofalarm and revenge.

But the long-legged, elusive host
were never under him. They pois-
ed on grass tips, they swung on
clover heads ; the great green fel-
lows with wings buzzecl and flut-
tered about his ears, and hung,
whirring, over his head.

Chub always had accounted him-
self brave. He had fought wood-
chucks. But woodchucks never
had flown into his ears, never
flapped green wings in his eyes.
Woodchucks never had attacked
him by companies and battalions.

Chub was frightened, conquered,
punished!

He turned and ran,—ran with
drooped tail to the terrace. There
he halted, gave vent to an indig-
nan! growl, and hurled back a

howl of defiance. Then he went in-doors to rest.
Hoppergrass, from the upper height of the daisy
clump, gave answer in a shrill cry of triumph !
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ANNA LETITIA BARBAULD.

By Kate Brownlee Horton.

How many of the jounger readers of St.
NiCHOLAS know about this lady? Not very many,
perhaps; but if I could for a moment cali up the
children of a hundred years ago, and ask them the
same question; ! am sure that almost every hand
would be heid up, and voices would cry from all
sides, “ 1do! | do! and sodo 11” »

To be sure, the lady lived more than a hundred
years ago; and perhaps that is some reason why
those other children should know her better; but
i will tell you of her.

She was born on the 20th of June, 1743, in the
little village of Kibworth-Harcourt, in Leicester-
shire, England, the eldest child and only daughter
of Dr. John Aiken, a minister there, and was
named Anna Letitia.

She inust have been a very quick little giri, for
her mother wrote a letter saying: “ When my
little Anna was only two years oid, she could read
sentences and little stories in her “wise book ’ with-
out spelling, and, when she was three, could read as
svell as most women.” Thinkofthat! and it niust
be true, for the letter is still preserved, and it says
so! In those days there were very few good
country schools, so Mrs. Aiken taiight her little
daughter entirely at home. She never went to
school, but soon had icarned all that her mother,
clever as slie was, could teach her; and still the
girl wished to know more.

Dr. Aiken, svho was a fine scholar, had a large
school for boys; but he thought it bolh improper
and unnecessary for Anna to share their sludies,
saying: “ She knows all that a girl needs to know.”
After a while, however,— | think she must have
coaxed very hard,—he relented somewhat, and
gave her lessons in Latin. This language she soon
mastered, reading easily the most difficult books;
then her father was so proud of her, that he coaxed
in his tum, and persuaded her to iearn Greek, and
this she acquired almost as rendily as she had
learned Latin.

When Anna was fifteen years oid, Dr. Aiken left
Kibworth, and became classical tutor in an acad-
emy at Warrington, in Lancashire. This change
gave his daughter an opportunity to enjoy better
society than she ever could have found in little
Kibworth, and here she spent fifteen years, the
happiest, she herself says, and perhaps the most
briliant, of her life.

At this time she was very beautiful; slender,
graceful, with a wonderfully fair complexion, cheeks

like roses, soft brown hair that clustered aroundal
finely shaped head, and dark blue eyes that fairlj [
beamed with the light of wit and gayety. \

The picture of her from which our engradng
was made, was taken in London when she ws
more than forty years oid, but it shows that een
then she bore traces of her youthful beauty.

During those fifteen years at Warrington, sel
wrote many poems, one of the earliest of whichis
“ The Invitation,” written principaily for the boys
in Warrington Academy, which she calis " ice|
nursery for men of future years.”

When she was about twenty-eight years oid, her|
only brother, who had been away studying for
several years, returned to Warrington, and estah
lished himself as a physician there. His coraing
was a bright event to Miss Aiken. She Inid been
too modest to allow her poems to appear i print, |
and even her parents did not know how much she |
had written; but now she told her brother about
it, and he helped her to arrange the writingsfor|
publication.

When they were ready, her courage failed; she.
fearcd harsh criticism, and refused to let the poeras |
go to print. Then Dr. Aiken took the malter in
his own hands, and, before she knew it, her little,
volume was given to the public.

It met with great success, going through forrl
editions in one year,—quite a triumph for a Ix
in those eariy days,—and praise and congratula-1
tions carne to her from all sides. Parents, espel
ciaily, rejoiced in the little book, where so many of |
the verses for childish readers were written by one,
who, at the time of writing them, was little more j
than a child herself.

Encouraged by the success of her first literary |
venture, and assisted again by her brother, she.
published another volume called * Miscclluneous |
Pieccs in Prose"; but that was princip.illy for
older readers, being almost beyond the reach of
childish ininds. When she was nearly thirty yeara,
ofd, Miss Aiken mavried the Rev. Rochemont Bar-1
bauld, a gentleraan of French descent, whowes al
pastor at Palgrove, in Sussex. Perhaps they we«,
poor, for English country ministers did not hawe |
very large salaries in those days. At all events,
they opened a boarding-school for boys in their |
home; and although it began with only eight |
pupils, in a short time it became prosperous.

Some of the customs at English schools in dieD
times would seem very strange to our school-boys
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Inownedg)’S. At Eton, whicU is one of the oldcst
+¢ most famous of English schools, liaving been
frunded by King Henry V1., in 1440 (more than
(ifty years before our country was discovered),
ibere have abvays loeen seventy boys called
"King's scholars,” because King Henry left a
| perpetual fund for the support of such students.
libese were chosen from among the pooter classcs,
landused lo be admitted through the influencc of
1[rends or patrons; but now the faircr system of
Icompetilive examinations is carried out. To get a
|"King's,” as it is caUed, is considered a grand
ibing, the scholarship being for life, so that, after
the school-days are finished, the King’s scholar
gill is cared for, and provided witli a position as
woi or professor. “ King’s” boys always wore
gowns of black cloth, and each at Christmas re-
ceired a present of a piece of cloth for a new gown.
This was a very good thing, for sometimes the
dothes bcncath the gowns were of the poorest. But
Ie boys did not like it, for they were called “ gown
bo)™ by the rest of the school, who rather looked
downon tliem as “‘foundationers ” or free-scholars.
Laier, however, it became customary for gowns to
I beworn by all the boys.

The fieo-scholars, in olden times (and it is not
I viry different now). were each allowed tenpence a
«ek for “ commons,”—I1 am afraid some of our
I boys would say “ grub,”—beside the meais pro-
tided for ihem at the school, which consisted of
hioonly, dinner at 11 A, M. and suppcr ai 7 p. M.

Ii they 'vanted breakfast they had to buy it for
libemselves. For dinner they liad mutton five days
i inthe week, roast-beef the two other days, and, as

afrent, on Sundays, plum-pudding and beer, or, in
I simmer, fruit-tarts and beer.

The boys slept in small beds in one large room,

Iraseat five o’clock throughout the year, and made
i ihcirown beds, being obliged to rcpeat a verse of
I poeiry, eithcr Latin or English, while so doing.
Siudies began at half-past six, and Insted till eight
dclock at night. Rather long hours; but Tues-
dais, Tliursdays and Fridays were half-holidays,
»henihe boys made up for lack of play-bours on
other days.  Friday was called “ flogging day,”
because all whippings were given then, no mattcr
QL what time in the previous week the offense had
bencommitted.  Very littie of that kind of pun-
bhment is given now; the rod on the back of the
bandis sometimes used, but more often “ imposi-
lions” (of a hundred lines, or more, of prose or
poeiry) have to be learned by heart, and writtcn
| ott,—always in play-time.

fhe teachers are called “ masters” and *“ pra:-
| postors,” and the classes “ forms.” The sixth-form

'ysare at the head of the school, and it used to
e me custom for each member of the sixth form
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to have a “ fag,” a small boy from the second or
third form, who had to do everything his boy-
master ordered ;—make his bed, brush his clothes,
biack his boots, wait on him at table, do all his
errands, etc-, or take a thrashing if he refused
obedience. But, fortunately, this system of * fag-
ging,” almost unknown in our schools, is rapidly
going out of fashion in England.

Out-door sports are really a part of an English
boy’s education. Cricketing and boating are the
favorite pastimes, but no boy is allowed on the
rivers—in a boat—until he has been “ passed” by
the regular “ swimming cominittce”; a good plan.

The vacations are numcrous, but not divided as
ours are. At Easter there are three weeks and four
days; at “ Election” (of scholars), which takes
place in midsummer, six weeks and four days; at
Christmas four weeks and four days. Besides
these, ail the saints’ days are holidays; so is the
queen’s birthday, the head-master’s birthday, or a
visit from any great personage or school patrén.

At Winchester, St. Paul’s, Charter House, Har-
row, Rughy,—all the great schools, in fact,—the
ciistoms are very similar; and are only slightiy
changed from what they were long ago.

Mrs. Barbauld tricd to model her school after
the very best of those others, and to this end
devoted herself, her time, and her talents. She
was fond of her boys, and never wearicd of invent-
ing ways of making tlieir studies pleasant as weil
as profitablc.

On Wednesday and Saturday mornings they
always went to her bright, pretty “ home-room,”
where she told or read to them some delightful
story; then she sent them back to the school-room
to write it out for her in their own words. Some
of her boys, who afterward became Mcmbers of
Parliament, and well known in the literary world,
have said that this practice helped them, more
than any other one thing, to become fluent speak-
ers as wcll as vvriters. Suppose some of you boys
try it for yourselves, even though your teachers do
not require it of you. You will soon find it a real
pleasure, as well as a help.

Mr. and Mrs. Barbauld had no children of their
own, so they adopted Dr. Aiken’s littie son,
Charles.  Mrs. Barbauld loved him dearly, and
devoted herself to his education. For him she
wrote those “ Eariy Lessons” which became so
widely known. For her younger class, of which he
was a member, she wrote her beautiful “ Hymns
in Prose for Children”; while for the school in
general, she wrote “ Evenings at Home” ; and her
hays lived with their kind teacher those evenings
about which we “ oid folks” once enjoyed so much
to read.

At the end of eleven years, the health of both
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Mr. and Mrs. Barbauld failed, and so they were
obliged to give up their school; and, taking little
Charles with them, they spent neaily two years in
pleasant svanderings over the Continent.  After-
ward, they returned to England, and for sixteen
years fived in the pretty little village of Hampstead,
where Mr. Barbauld preached, and Mrs. Barbauld
wrote, adding greally to her reputation.

ANNA LETITIA BARBAULD.

i,

to give fresh impulse to her genius; but of free
latcr works | do not speak, as they were all i
older rcaders-

In 1808 Mr. Barbauld died. For a whilebul
widow was in dcspair. They had spent tliiiu-f,,.
liappy years togetlier, and her grief for him «j 1
deep and sincere. But soon she roused herselfaod |
sought comfort and relief in writing.

ANNA LBTITIA nARBAIfi-U.

In 1802 Mr. Barbauld acceptcd a cali to New-
ington Green; so they left Hampstead, and settled
in Stoke Newington. This move was especially
delightful to Mrs. Barbauld, who was thus enabled
to live near, and see constantly, her beloved
brother Dr. Aiken, from whom she had long been
separated. Some of her best works were wricten
here, her brother’s presence and approval seeming

Among other works she then issued was i cff
lection of prose and verse, called the “ Femak
Speaker,” for young ladies; anq¢ aiso her bestad
longest, as well as last poem, “ Eightecn Hundrtd
and Eleven,” which even children cnjoyed a"
admired.

She was slowly growing oid, and soon becare
quite feeble, but her last years were cheered bythe
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jdevotion of her brother, and of her adopted son.
1She still rctained all her love for children, and had
la large circle of young acquaintances, whom she
iinvited in to visit her in her home, and many
lof whom, cspecially literary aspirants, she aided in
Isubstaiitial rvays, as wvcll as by letters and wise
Icounsels.

I Onihc morning of March 9, 1825, peacefully,
lilmost suddenly, this long, gcntlc, useful life of
|fightv-i"0 years, closed.

Mis. Barbauld ccrtainly did a great deal, both
tin «nting, and in teaching, for the children of her
Iday; but, although her books for young people
Isiiil'hold a place in literature, and her “ Hymns in
Iprosc" aro now enjoyed by some young readers, it
icannol be said that, in the very highest sense, she
Iwas a “child's writer.” That, in my estimation,
limplies one whose writings reach and include all
Ichildren.—dull as well as bright; bad as weil as

M.

Nov, Mrs. Barbauld’s *“ boys” were all good
|boys(l hardlydare say “ goody-goody " boys), and
lher inliinatft sympathies, as well as her writings,
it-erc all for such as they.

Those very boys who *“ will be boys.” ave a
[»Titer'sscverest critics, and are sooncst touched by
Istories ivberein are pictured living human children
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—not bad, but real—tried, tempted, and falling,
even as they themselves. And lessons better and
more lasting than some lhink, are learned from
the stories of those very tridis and falls.

It seems to me that Miss Edgeworth, who lived
and wrote at about the same time as Mrs. Bar-
bauld, carne much nearer to being the true writer
for children, and that you who read ST. Nicholas
would like her writings better. Her “ Early Les-
sons,” including the stories of Frank, Henry and
Lucy, Rosamond, and others, are almost an educa-
tion in themselves; and her * Parents’ Assistant”
is full of tales which do not try to hide the errors
and wcakncsses of older children, but show them
plaiiily, while also pointing out, often in the hap-
piest manner, the true way to overedme them. -«

But young folks and their tastes, like all things
clse, change. This is a day of wider experience,
and more varied ideas, even among children ; and
those of our generation are wiser than those of a
hundred years ago,—more ready to receive both
the good and the bad. Therefore, 1 hope my
readers will think over the question of books, and
rcject everything false and bad as if it were so
much poison. Ifthey really wish, they will always.
find some one to choose the books that will help
and profit them now, and all their lives after.

A JOLLY FELLOWSHIP.

Bv Frank. R. Stockton.

Chaptek XV.
A STRANGE THING HAPPENS TO ME.

For several days aficr our hot chase after Pris-
IdIb we saw nothing of this ex-emissary. Indecd,
|we began to be afraid that something had hap-
pencdto her. She was such a regular attendant
Ut iLc liotel-door-market, that people were talking
labout niissing her black face and her chattering
llongue. But she tiivnecl up one morning as gay
landskippy as cvcr, and we saw her leaning against
I lliesidc of one of the door-ways of'the court in her
feoiiic easy attitude, with her head on one side
land One foot crossed over the other, which made
Ibfr look like a bronze figure such as they put

under kerosene lamps.  In one hand she had her

big dliTiw hat, and in the other a bunch of rosc-
“ “cs. The moment she saw Corny she stepped
1“Ploher,

"IVont.you buy some rose-buds, missy?” she

said.
yit.”

Corny looked at her with a withering glare, but
P-iscilla did n’t withev a bit. She was a poor hand
at withering.

“ Please bny ’em, missy. | kep’’em fur you. |
been a keepin’’em all de mornin’.”

“ 1 don’t see how you daré ask me to buy your
flowers !” cxclaimed Corny. *“ Go away ! | never
want to see you again. After all you did ”

“ De puttiest rose-buds | ever brought you

“ Please, missy, buy jist this one bunch. These
is the puttiest red rose-buds in dis whole town. De
red roses nearly all gone.”

“ Nearly all gone,” said I. “ What do you
mean by telling such a fib?”— 1 was going to say

“ lie,” which was nearer the truth (if thatisn’ta
bull); but there were s,cveral ladies about, and
Priscilla herself was a girl. “ You know that there
are red roses here all the year.”

“ Picase, boss,” said Priscilla, rolling her eyes at
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me like an innocent calf, “ wont yqu buy dese
roses fur missy ? They ’s the puttiests roses | ever
brought her yit.”

“ 1 gitess you 'vc got a calcareous Conscience,
have n’t you ?" said Rectus.

Priscilla looked at him, for a moment, as if she
thought that he might want to buy something of
that kind, but as she had n’t it to sell, she tried
her flowers on him.

“ Please, boss, wont you buy dcsc roses fur

“ No,” said Rectus, “ | wont.”

And we all turned and walked away. It was no
use to blow her up. She would n’t have minded
it. But she lost three custoraers.

1 said before that | was the only onc in our
party who liked fishing, and for that rcason |
did n’t go often, for I don’t care about taking trips
of that kind by myself. But one day Mr. Hurgan
and the other yellow-leg told me that they were
going to fish in Lake Kiilarney, a iovely little lake
in the interior of the island, about five miles from
the town, and lliat if | likeci | might go along. |
did like, and 1 went.

I should have been bettcr pleased ifthe)’had gone
there in a carriage ; but this would n’t have suited
these two fellows, who had riggcd thcmselves up in
their buck-skin boots, and had all ihe tiamping
and fishing rigs that they used in the Aclirondacks
and other sporting places where they told me they
had been. It was a long and a warm walk, and
trying to find a good place for fishing, after we got
to the lake, made the work harder yet. We did n’t
find any good place, and the few fish we caught
did n’t pay for the trouble of going there ; but we
walked all over a big pine-apple plantation and
had a spiendid view from the highest biil on the
whole isinnd.

It was pretty late in the aftcrnoon when we
reached home, and | made up my mind tliat the
next time | went so far to fish, in a semi.tropical
country, | ’d go with a party who wore suits that
would do for riding.

Rectus and Corny and Mrs. Chippertoii were up
in the silk-cotton trcc when | got homo, and I
went there and sal down. Mrs. Chipperton lent
me her fan.

Corny and Rectus were looking over the “ per-
mission paper” which the English governor had
given us.

“ | guess this isn’t any more use, now,” said
Corny, * as we ’ve done all wc can for kings and
queens, but Rectus says that if you agrce | can
have it for my autograph book. 1 never had a
govcrnor’s signature.”

“ Certainly you can have it,” | said. “ And
he’s a difierent governor from the common run.
NonS of your State governors, but a real British
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governor, iike those oid fellows they set overusin
our colony-days.”

“Indeed!” said Mrs.
“You must be ablo to
back.”

“Well, you needn’t make fun of this governor"
said Corny, “ for he ’s a real nice man. We tg
him to-day, riding in the funniest carriage you enr
saw in your life. It ’s like a big baby-carriage fat
twins, only it ’s pulled by a horse, and has a jreo
in livery to drive it. The top ’s straw, and t®
gel in in the iniddle, and sit both ways.”

“ Either way, my dear,” said Mrs. Chipperton.

“ Yes, either way,” continued Cornv. ” iiii
you ever see a carriage like that?”

“ | surely never did,” said 1.

“ Well, he was in it, and some ladies, and tliey
stoppcd and asked Rectus and | how we got alog
with our queen, and when | told them all aboutii,
you ought to have heard them laugh, and the goi-
ernor, he said, that Pogiiadilla should iiT sufftr
after we svent away, even if he liad to gei al his
pepper-puds from her. Now, was n’t that goocl?"

| admitted that it was, but I thouglit to myself
that a good supper and a becl would be lieller, for
I was awfully tired and hungry. But 1dul ntsy
this.

i siept as soiincl as a rock that nigin, and ituas
pretty broad daylight when | woke up. | dont
believe that | would have wakcncd ihen, but |
wanted to turn over and could n’t, and tlial is
enough to make any feliow wake up.

When | opened my eyes, | found myself in
the worst fix | had ever been in in iny life. |
could n’t move my arms or my legs, for my artis
were tied fast to my body, at the cllioivs sd
wi'ists, and my fect and my knecs were tied
togeiher. | was lying flal on my back, butl
could turn my head over to where Rcctiis’ bad
stood—it was a small one like mine—and lie «asi
there. Isungout:

“ Rectus !” and gave a big heave, which jrade
the becl rattle. | was scared.

In a sccond, Rectus was standing by nic. H
liad been sitting by the window, He was all dressed.

“ Don’t shout that way again,” lie said, inalo*
voice, “or 1'l have to Ue this handkerchief osr
your mouth,” and he showed me a clean lireo
handkerchief all* folded up, readv. * 1 wont p*>
it so that it will stop your breathing,” lie said, &
coolly as if this sort of thiiig was nothing unusual
“ 171l leave your nose free.”

“ Lct me up, you little rascal 1” | cried.
you do this?”

At that he delibcrately laid the handkerchief
over my mouth and fastcncd it aroimd myhead.
He was careful to leave my nose all right, but 1

Chipperton, sniiling
remember a lonv m,
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Lsso macl that 1 could scarcely breathe. | kncw
, (lie ivay he actcd that he had tied me, and |
Inever had such a trick played on me before.

ljutinvasiio use to be mad. | could n’t do aiiy-

jhing, though 1 tugged and twisted my very best.

Hehad had a good chance to tie me up well, for |
Bdslept so soundly. | was legularly bandaged.
He stood by me for a fcw minutes, watching to
fifi nceded any more fixing, but when he made

|up his mind that | was done up securely, he

jbrwght a chair and sat down by the side of the
1and began to talk to me. | never saw any-

Ibing like the audacity of the boy.

“You need n’t think it was mean to tie you,
hen you were so tired and sleepy, for | intended

"1 WOULD N'T LIKK IT MYSfeUF.’

odo ii this morning, any way, for you always sleep
itiad enough in the mornings to let a fellow tie
M up as inuch as he pienses. And | suppose
poullsay it was mean to tie you, any way, but

Iknow wol! enough that it ’s no use for me to
gueiviih you, for you would n’t listen. But now
pu ‘vegot to listen, and | wont let you up til! you
fmisenes-cr to cali me Rectos again.”

"The littie rascal!” | thought to mysclf. 1
|™ghlhavc made some noise in spite of the hand-
“tchici, but | thought it better not, for | did n’t

what else he might pile on my mouth.

‘Itisn't my namc, and | 'm tired of it,” he
ditived.  “ 1 did n’t mind it at school, and |
Jdn't mind it when we first started out togethcr,
|liM Ve had enough of it now, and | ’ve made iip
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my mind that | 11 make you promise never to
cali me by that iame again.”

1vowed to myself that | would cali him Rectus
until his hair was gray. | ’d write lettcrs to Hm
wherever he lived, and direct them; * Rectus
Colbert.”

“ There was n’t any other way to do it, and
so | did it this way,” he said. “ 1 ’m sorry,
really, to have to tie you up so, because |
would n’t like it myself, and | would n’t have put
that handkerchief over your mouth if you had
agreed to keep quiet, but 1 don’t want anybody
Corning in liere until you ’ve promised.”

“Promise!” 1 thought; “ 1°ll never promise
you that while the world rolls 'round.”

“ 1 know you can't
say anything with that
handkerchiefovcryour
mouth; but you don't
have to speak. Your
toes are loose. When
you ’re ready to prom-
ise never to cali me
Rcctus again, just wag
)'our big toe, either
one.”

| stiffened mytoes,as
if my feet were cast in
brass. Rectus moved
his chairalittle around,
so that he could keep
an eye on my toes.
Then he looked at his
watcli and said ;

“ It ’s seven o'clock
now, and that ’s an
hour from breakfast
time. | don’t want to
keep you there any
longer than 1can help.
You ’d better wag your

toe now, and be done with it. It’s no use to wait.”

“Wag?” | thought to mysclf. “ Never!”

“1 know what you’re thinking,” he went on.
“You think that if you lie there long enough,
you "1 be all right, for when the chambermaid
comes to do up the room, | must let her in, or
else I ’ll have to say you’re sick, and then the
Chippertons will come up.”

That was cxactly what | was thinking.

“ But that wont do you any good,” said he.
“ | ’ve thought of all that.”

He was a curious boy. How such a thing as
lilis should have come into his mind, | could n’t
imagine. He must have read of something of the
kind. But to think of his trying it on me! |
groiind my teeth.

iS

»
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He sat and watched me for some time longer.
Once or twice he fixed the handkerchief over my
mouth, for he seemed anxioiis that | should be as
comfortable as possible. He was awfully kind, to
be sure!

“ It is n’t right that anybody should have such a
flame sticking to them always,” he said. ““And if
I ’d thought you 'd have stopped it, | would n’t
have done this. But 1 knew you. You would
just have laughed and kept on.”

The young scoiindrel!  Why did n't he try me ?
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back directly with a little black paint-pot, withji
brush in it.

“ Now,” said he, “ if you don’t protnise, infinl
minutes, to never cali me Rectus again, |7l
going to paint one-half of your face black. 1j
this paint yesterday from the cane-man, on pui|
pose.”

Oil-paint ! 1could smcll it.

“ Now, you may be sure 1’in going to do ii"l
he said.

Oh,

I was sure! When he said he d doi|

it

IN THE SILX-COTTON TRHK.

* Yesterday, when the governor met us, Corny
called me Rectus, and cvcn he said that was a
curious fiame, and he did n’t remember that |
gave it to him, when he wrote that paper for us.”

Oh, ho I That was it, was it? Getting proud
and meeting governors! Young prig !

Now Rectus svas quiot a little longer, and then
he got up.

“1 did n’t think you 'd be so stubborn,” he
said, “but perhaps you know your own business
best. 1 'm not going to keep you there until
breakfast is ready, and people want to come in.”

Then he u'cnt over to the window, and carne

thing, | knew he °d do it. | had no doubts abo(|
that. He was great on sticking to his word.

He had put his watch on the table irearby, ataj
was stiiTing up the paint.

“ You ’ve only three minutes more," be saii.l
“ This stuff wont wash off in a hurry, and yn1|
have lo stay up here by yourself, and «oell
nccd any tying. It ’s got stuff mixed withii’l
makc it clry soon, so lhat you nccd n’t lie Uieigj
very long after 1°’ve painted you. You musHil
mind, if I put my fingeren your mouth, we®
takeoffthe handkerchief; 1’1l be careful not»gt>l
any in your eyes or on your lips if you boid I"®
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lieadstili. One minute more. Will you promisc?”
What a dreadful minute 1 He turned and looked
I inyfcet. | gave onc big twist in my bandages.
| Atheld. 1 wagged my toe.
‘Goodl” said he. “ I did n’t want to paint
Iwu. But | would have done it, sure as shot, if

wvou had n’t promised. Now I ’ll untie you. | can
tnisi vou to stick to your word,—I mean your
|wag,” he said, with a grin.

It took him a long time to undo me. The young

| «TQch had actually pinned long strips of muslin
around me, and he had certainly made a good job
of i, for they did n’t hurt me at all, although they
held me tight enough. He said, as he was work-
ing at me, that he had torn up two oid shirts to
| melte these bandages, and had scwed some of the
strips together the aftcrnoon before. He said he
had heard of something like this being done at a
I'schiiol. A pretty school that must have been 1

He unfastened my arms first,—that is, as soon
lashe had taken the handkerchief off my mouth,—
and the moment he had taken the bandage from
around my anieles, he put for the door. But | was
leady. |sprang out of bed, made one jump over
his bed, around which he had to go, and caught
Ihimjust at the door.

He forgot that he should have left my ankles for

1neto untie for myself.

| giiess the people in the next rooms must have

1thought there was something of a rumpus in our
1toora when | caught him.

There was considerable coolness between Col-
heri and me after that. In fact, we did n’t speak,
Iwes not at all anxious to keep this thing up, for |

Iwes salisfied, and was perfectly willing to cali it
square; but for the first time since | had known
him, Colbcrt was angry, | suppose every fellow,
nomatter how good-natured he may be, must have
Isome sort of a limit to what he svill stand, and Col-
bert seenied to have drawn his line at a good
Ihrashing.

It wasn’t hard for me to keep my promise to
Ihim for | did n’t cali him anything; but | should
have kept it all the same if we had been on the oid
| ters.

Of course, Corny soon found out that there was
I something the matter between us two, and she set
I herselfto find out what it was.

“What ’s the matter with you and Rectus?” she
asked me the next day. | was standing in the car-
I riagc-way before the hotel, and she ran out to me.

“Youmust n’t cali him Rectus,” said I. “ He
ten't like it.”
, “Well, then, 1 wont,” said she. *“ But what is

‘t all about? Did you quarrel about calling him
that? 1bate to see you both going about, and not
I speaking to each other.”
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I had no reason to conceal anything, and so |
told her the whole affair, from the very beginning
to the end.

“1don’t wonder he ’s inad,” said she, “ if you
tlirashed him.”

“ Well, and oughtn’t | to be mad after the way
he treated me?” | asked.

“Yes,” she said. “ It makes me sick just to
think of being tied up in that way,—and the black
paint, too! But then you are so much bigger than
he is, that it don’t seem right for you to thrash
him."

* That’s one reason | did it,” said I. * I did n’t
want to fight him as | should have fought a fellow
of my own size. | wanted to punish him. Do you
think that when a fathcr wanis to whip his son he
ought to wait until he grows up as big as he is?”

“ No,” said Corny, very gtavely. “ Of course
not. But Rectus is n’t your son. What shall |
cali him? Samuel, or Sam ? 1don’t like either of

them, and | wont say Mr. Colbert. | think ‘ Rec-
tus ’ is a great deal nicer.”

* Sodo I,” | said; “ but that ’s his affair. To
be sure, he isn’t my son, but he ’sunder my care,
and if he was n’t, it svould make no difference.
I ’d thrash any boy alive who played such a trick
on me.”

“ Unless he was bigger than you are,” said
Corny.

“ Well, then | ’d get you to help me.
do it; would n’t you, Corny?”

She laughed.

“ 1guess | could n’t help much, and | suppose
you 're both right to be angry at each other;
but I 'm awful sorry if things are going on this
way. It did n’t seem like the same place yester-
day. Nobody did anything at all.”

“ | tell you what it is, Corny,” said I.
not angry with either ofus; are you?”

“ No, indeed,” said she, and her face warmed
up and her eyes shonc.

“ That ’s one comfort,” said I, and | gave her a
good hand-shake.

It must have looked funny to see a boy and a
girl shaking hands there in front of the hotel, and
a young darkey took advantage of our good-
humor, and, stealing out from a shady cérner of
the court, soid us seven little red and black
liquorice-seeds for fourpenee,—the worst swindle
that had been worked on us yet.

You d

“You ’re

Chapter XVI.
MR. CHIPPERTON KEEPS PERFECTLY COOL.
It ’s of no use to deny the fact that Nassau was

a pretty dull place, just about this time. At ieast,
Corny and | found it so, and | don’t believe young
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Mr. Colbert was very happy, for he did n’t look it.
It s not to be supposed »hat our quarrel affected
the negrocs, or the sky, or the taste of bananas;
but the darkcys did n’t arnuse me, and my recol-
lection of those days is that they were cloudy, and
that | was n’t a very good cuslomer down in the
market-house by the harbor, where we used to go
and buy littie fig-bananas, which they did n’t have
at the hotel, but which were mighty good to eat.

Colbert and | still kept up a fiigid reserve to-
ward each other. He thought, | suppose, that |
ought to speak first, because | was the older, and
1thought that he ought to speak first because he
was the younger.

One evening, | went up into my room, having
absolutely nothing else to do, and there | found
Colbert, writing. | suppose he was writing a let-
ter, but there was no need of doing this at night,
as the mail would not go out for several days, and
there would be plenty of time to write in the day-
time. He had n't done anything but lounge about
for two or three days. Perhaps he carne up here
to write because he had nothing else to do.

There was only one table, and | could n’t write
if | had wanted to, so | opened my trunk and
began to put some of my things in order. We had
arranged, before we had fallen out, that we should
go home on the next steamer, and Mr. and Mrs.
Chipperton were going too. We liad been in Nas-
sau nearly a minth, and had seen about as much
as was to be seen—in an ordinary way. As for
me, 1 could n’t afibrd to stav any longer, and that
had been the thing that had settled the matter, as
far as Colbert and | were coucemed. But now he
might choose to stay, and come home by himself.
However, there was no way of my knowing what
he thought, and | supposed that |I had no real
right to make him come wiih me. At any rate, if
I had, | did n’t intend to exercise it.

While | was looking over the things in my
trunk, | carne across the box of domindes that
Corny had given us to remember her by. It
seemed like a long time ago since we had been
sitting together on the water-battery at St. Augus-
tine1 In a few minutes | took the box of domindes
in my hand and went over to Colbert. As | put
them on the table he looked u®,.

“What do you say to a game of domindes?”
I said. “ This is the box Corny gave us. We
have nt used it yet.”

“ Very weil,” said he, and he pushed away his
paper and emptied the domindes out on the table.
Then he picked up some of them, and looked at
them as if they were made in some new kind of a
way that he had never noticed before; and |
pickcd up some too, and examined them. Then
we began to play. We did not talk very much,
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but we played as if it was necessary to be vjnl
careful to make no inistakes. 1 won the first
game, and | could not help feeling a littie somv
while Colbert looked as if,he felt rather gljj’I
We played until about our ordinary bed-time, ajidj
then 1said:

“ Well, Colbert, 1 guess we might as well stop,"
and he said;

“Very well.”

But he did n’t get ready to go to bed. Hewetl
to the window and looked out for some time, ad
then he carne back to the table and sat down.
took his pen and began to princ on the lid of the|
domino-box, which was of smooth white wood,
He could print fiames and tilles of things vyl
neatly, a good deal better than | could.

When he had finished, he got up and begani
get ready for bed, leaving the box on the table, |
Pretty soon | went over and looked at it, fot11
must admit | was rather curious to see what re
had put on it. This was the inscription he had|
printed on the lid :

“ GIVEN TO
WILL AND RECTUS
BY
CORNY.
ST. AUGUSTINE, FLORIDA.”

There was a place left for the date, which | sup1
pose he had forgotten. | made no reitiark about |
this inscription, for | did not know exactly whet
remark was needed; but the next morning | caled
him “ Rectus,” just the same as ever, for 1 kncwhe
had printed our flames on the 1jox to show me that
he wanted to let rae off from my promise. | guess
the one time | called him Colbert was enough for
him.

When we carne down-stairs to breakfast, talking |
to each other like common people, it was better 1
than most shows to see Corny’s face. She ws
standing at tlié front door, not far from the stirs. |
and it actually seemed as if a candle had been |
lighted inside of her. Her face shone.

I know | felt first-rate, and | think Rectus rost |
have felt pretty much the same, for his tongue ra-1
tlcd away at a rate that was n’t exactly usual with
him. There was no mistaking Corny’s feclings.

After breakfast, when we all got togethcr lo tak
over the plans for the day,—a thing we liadrit
done for what seemed to me about a weck,—«
found out—orrather remembcred—that there Wt |
a lot of things in Nassau that we had n't sl
yet, and that we would n’t miss for anything.
had been wasting time tcrribly lately, and tte
weather was now rather better for going about |
than it had been since we carne to the place.
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We agreed to go to Fort Charlotte that morn-
Ing and see the subterranean rooms and passap-
jajs, and all the underground dreariness ofwhich
»ehad heard so much. The fort was built about
a hiindrcd years ago, and has no soldiers in it.
Xo go around and look at the oid forts in this
pari of the world, might make a person believe
iremillennium had come. They seem just about
& good as ever they were, but they re all on a
peace-footing. Rectus said they were played out,
but 1°d rathcr take my chancos in Fort Charlotte,
during a bombardment, than in some of the new-
stjle forts that 1 have seen in the North. It is
almosl altogether underground, in the solid cal-
careous, and what could any fellow want better
than that? The cannon-balls and bombs would
hae to plow up about an acre of pretty solid
rock, and plow it deep, too, before they would
begin to scratch the roof of the real strongholds
oithis fort. At least, that ’s the way | looked at it.
We made up a party and walked over. It’s at
theivestern end of the town and abouta mile from
the hotel. Mr. and Mrs. Chipperton were with
§ and a lady from Chicago, and Mr. Burgan.
The other yellow-lcg went out riding with his wife,
but1iliink he wanted to go with us. The fort is
onthe top of a hill, and a colored shoe-maker is in
command. He sits and cobblcs all day, excepE
when visitors come, and then he shows them
around. He lighted a lamp and took us down into
thedark, quiet rooms and cells, that were cut out
of the solid rock, down deep into the hill, and it
wssalmost like being in a coal-mine, only it was a
greai dcal cleaner and not so deep. But it seemed
just as much out of the world. In some of tlie
roons there were bats hanging to tbe ceilings. We
didn't disturb them. One of the rooms was called
thegovernor’s room, There was n’t any governor
Irere, of course, but it had been made by the jolly
oid cari who had the place cut out,—and who was
governor here at tlie time,—as a place where he
tnight retire when he wanted to be private. It was
fhemost private apartment | ever saw. This eari
«Sthe same oid Dunmore we used to study about
inour histories. He carne over here when the
Revolution thrcw him out of business in our
oountry. He had some good ideas about chiseling
ok

This part of the fort was so extremely subter-
ranean ard solemn that it was n’t long before
Ms. Chipperton had enough of it, and we cainc

It was fine to get out into the open air, and

the blue sky and the bright, sparkling water of
lke harbor just below us, and the isiands beyond,
2dstill beyond them the blue ocean, with every-
tting so bright and cheerful in the sunlight. If |
hadbeen governor of this place, | should have had
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my private room on top of the fort, although, of
course, that would n’t do so well in times of bom-
bardment.

But the general-in-chief did not let us off yet.
He said he ’d show us the most wonderful thing
in the whole place, and then he took us out-of-
doors again, and led us to a little shed or inclosed
door-way just outside of the main part of the fort,
but inside of the fortifieations, where he had his
bench and tools. He moved away the bench, and
then we saw that it stood on a wooden trap-door.
He took hold of a ring, and lifted up this door,
and there was a round hole about as big as the
hind wheel of a carriage. Itwas like a well, and
was as dark as pitch. When he held the lamp
over it, however, we could see that there were
winding steps leading down into it.  These steps
were cut out of the rock, as was the hole and the
pillar around which the steps wound. It was all
One piece. The general took his lamp, and went
down ahead, and wc all followed one by one.
Those who were most afraid and went last had
the worst of it. for the lamp was n’t a calcium
light by any means, and their end of thé line was
a good deal in the dark. But we all got to the
bottom of the well at last, and there we found a
long, narrow passage leading under the very foun-
dation or bottom floor of the whole place, and
then it led outside of the fort under the moat,
which was dry now, but which used to be full of
water, and so, on and on, in black darkness to a
place in the side of the hill, or somewhere where
there had been a lookout. Whether there were
any passages opening into this or not, 1 don’t
know, fot it was dark in spite of the lamp, and we
all had to walk in single file, so there was n’t
much chance for exploring sidewise. When we
got to the end, we were glad enough to turn
around and come back. It was a good thing to
see such a place, but there was a feeling that if the
walls should cave in a little, or a big rock should
fall from the top of the passage, we should all be
hermetically canned in very ciése quarters. When
we carne out, we gave the shoc-maker comraander
some money and carne away.

“1s n’t it nice,” said Corny, “ that he isn’t a
queen, to be taken care of, and we can just pay
him and come away, and not have to think of him
any more ?”

We agreed to that, but | said |I thought we
ought to go and take one more look at our oid
queen before we left.  Mrs. Chipperton, who was
a really sensible woman when she had a chance,
objected to this, because, she said, it would be bet-
ter to let the oid woman alone now. We could n’t
do anything for her afier we left, and it would be
better to let her depend on her own exertions
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now th.nt she had got started again on that track.
I did n’t think lliat the word exertion was a very
good One in Pogiiadilla’s case, but | did n’t argie
the mattcr. 1thought that if some of us dropped
around there before we left, and gave her a couple
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Mr. Chipperton did not answer, and hisiifel
turned around quickly. She had been walking
ahead with the Chicago lady.

“ Why, where is he ?” she exclaiincd.  Aveaul
stopped and looked about, but could n't see himl

“THEKE STOOD HR. CHIPPBRTON.

of shillings, it would not interfere much with her
mercantile success in the future.

1 thought this, but Corny spoke it right out—at
least, what she said amounted to pretty much the
same thing.

“ Well,” said hermother, “we might go around
there once more, especially as your father has
never seen the queen at all. Mr. Chipperton,
would you like to see the African queen ?”

He was n't there. We were part way down itel
hill, but not far from the fort, and we stopped awil
looked back, and then Corny called him. | sl
that | would run back for him, as he had prola-l
bly stopped to talk with the shoe-maker. Rectsl
and 1 both ran back, and Corny carne with wsl
The shoe-maker had put his bencli in its
over the trap-door, and was again at work.

Mr. Chipperton was not talking to him.
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‘I 1l tell you what 1 believe,”—said Corny,

Igasping-
éJutn%t was of no use lo wait to hear what she

Ibelieved. | believed it myself.

‘Helio !” | cried to the shoe-maker before |
Irtached him. “ Did a gentlemau stay behind
Ifere?”

1] did n't see none,” said the man, looking up
Insurprise, as we charged on him.

‘Then,” | cried, “ he ’s shut down
Ikll! jurap up and open the door!”

The shoe-maker did jump up, and we helped
Ibirainove the bench, and had the trap-door open
lin no time. By this, the rest of the party had
lcome back, and when Mrs. Chipperton saw the
luell open and no Mr. Chipperton about, she
Iwtued as white as a sheet. We could hardiy wait
lior the man to light his lainp, and as soon as he
Isuncd down the winding stairs, Rectus and |
[fcllored him. | called back to Mrs. Cliipperton

lihc others that they need not come; we would
Ibtback ina minute and Ict them know. But it
leas oi no usej they all carne. We hurricd on
lalicr the man with the light, and passed straight
ljhejd through the narrow passage to the very
|(nd ofit,

There stood Mr, Chipperton, holding a lighted
Imeicli, which he had just struck. Ho was looking
lai sometliing on the wall. As we ran in, he
liurncd and smiled, and was just going to say
Isuiicihini! when Corny threw herself into his
lanus, and his wife, squeezing by, took him around
Ibs neck so suddenly that his hat flew off and
lbumped on the floor, like an empty tin can. He
liltays wore a high silk hat. He made a grab for
|hish,it, and the match burncd his fingers.

‘Aoiich!” he exclaimed, as he dropped the
Iwidi «W hat’s the matter?”

“Oh, my dcar!” exclaimed his wife. “ How
lilttadfiil lo leave you here 1 Shut up alone in this
|»fiil place | But to think we have flmnd you !”

“No trouble about that, | should say,” rc-
I"larked Mr. Chipperton, going over to the other
I»lc of the den after his hat. “You haven’t
Ibetn gone ten minutes, and it’s a j)retty straight
[toad back here.”

"Bul how did it happen?” “ Why did you
IsU?” “Were n’t you frightencd?” “ Did you
Iwy on purpose?” we al! asked him at pretty
|nach one and the same time.

| did stay on purpose,” said he; “ but 1 did
liwfjpect to stay but a minute, and had no idea
Ipu would go and leave me. 1 stopped to see
I*ki, inthe lame of common sense, this place was
I»ade for, 1tried my best to make some sort of
1*1 obseivation out of this long, narrow loop-hole,
Itattbund | could see nothing of importance what-

in that
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cver, and so | made up my mind it was money
thrown away to cut out such a place as this to so
little purpose. When | had entirely made up my
mind, | found, on turning around, that you had
gone, and although I called | received no answer.

“ Then | knew | was alone in this place. But I
was perfectly composed. No agitation, no tremor
of the nerves. Absolute self-control. The mo-
ment | found myselfdesertad, | knew exactly what
to do. | did precisely the same thing that | would
have done had | been left alone in the Mammoth
Cave, or the Cave of Fingal, or any place of the
kind.

“ | stood perfectly still!

“ If you will always remember to do that,” and
he looked as well as he could from one to another
of us, “ you need never be frightcned, 110 matter
how dark and lonely a cavern you may be left in.
Strive to reflect that you will soon be missed, and
that your friends will naturally come back to tbe
place where they saw you last. Stay there ! Keep
that important duty in your mind. Stay just
where you are ! If you run about to try and find
your way out, you will be lose. You will lose your-
self, and no one can find you.

“ Instances are not uncommon where persons
have been left behind in the Mammoth Cave of
Kentucky, and who were not found by searching
partics for a day or two, and they were almost
invariably discovered in an insane condition,
They rushed wiidly about in the dark; got away
from the ordinary paths of tourists; could n’t be
found, and went crazy,—a very natural consc-
quence. Now, nothing of the kind happened to
me. 1remained where | was, and here you see, in
Icss than ten minutes, 1 am rcscued !”

And he looked around with a smile as pleasant
as ifhe had just invented a new sewing-machine.

“ But were yon not frightened,—awe-struck, in
this dark and horrible place, alone ?” inquired
Mrs. Chipperton, holding on to his arm.

“No,” said he. “ It was not very dark just
here. That slit let in a little light. That is all it
is good for, though why light should be needed
here, 1 cannot tell. And then | lighted matches
and examiuccl the wall, | might find some trace
ofsome sensible intcntion on the part of the people
who quarricd this passage. But | could find
nothing. What | might have found, had | moved
about, I cannot say, | had a whole box of matches
in my pockct. But | did not move.”

“Well,” said Mr. Burgan, “ 1think you ’d bet-
ter move now. |, for one, am convinced that this
place is of no use to me, and | don't like it.”

| think Mr. Burgan was a little out of temper.

We now started on our way out of the passage,
Mrs. Chipperton holding tight to her husband, for
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fear, | suppose, that he might he inclined to stop
again.

“ 1 did n’t think,” said she, as she dambered up
the dark and twisting steps, “ that | should have
lhis thing to do, so soon again. But no one can
ever tell what strange things may happen to them,
at any time.”

“ When father’s along,” added Corny.

This was all nuts to the shoe-maker, for we gave
him more money for his second trip down the well.
| hope this did n’t put the idea into his head of
shutting people down below, and making their
friends come after them, and pay extra.

“ There are some things about Mr. Chipperton
that | like,” said Rectus, as we waiked home to-
gether.

“ Yes,” said I, “ some things.”

“ 1 like the cool way in which he takes bad
fixes," continued Rectus, who had a fancy for doing

HOW THE LAMBKINS WENT SOUTH.
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things that way himself. “ Don’t you rcmcmJ
that time he struck on the sand-bank. He jjjl
sat there in the rain, waiting for the tide lo rte|
and made no fuss at all. And here, he keptjoj
as cool and comfortable, down in that dimgeoi
He must have educated his mind a good deal lot
able to do that.”

“ It may be very svell to edicate the miad i

take things coolly,” said I, “ but | ’d a great da,,
rather edicate my mind not to get me into sucl
fixes.” r

“ | suppose that would be better,” said Rods
after thinking a minute. |

And now we had but littie time to see anvtbin]
more in Nassau. In two days the * Tigris™,,oud
be due, and we were going away in her. So»e|
found we should have to bounce around in a pretiy
lively way, if we wanted to be able to go homeaiuil
say we had seen the place.

(To be continneel)

HOW THE LAMBKINS WENT SOUTH.

By Mrs. E. T. Corbett.

Mr. and Mrs. Lambkin,

And the six littie Lambkins, too,
Awoke one coid March morning,

All saying, “Katckoo! katchoo!™
The fire is out in the furnace,

The day is coid and bleak.
Suppose,” said good Mrs. Lambkin,
“ We shut up the house for a week.”

“ Then could we take a journey,
Go South ?" in tones quite hoarse,
Cried all the Lambkin children—
“ Go South and get warm, of course !”
I like the plan extremeiy,”
Said father Lambkin then;
I ’ll go, dears, and buy a canal-boac,
And you will be ready—when?”

To-moiTOw! why not to-morrow?”
Said wife and children too:
“ To-morrow ’s the first of April,
And we have n’t much to do.
Well, then, we’ll start to-morrow.”
Mr. Lambkin smilingly said;
*“ Come, wife, and we’ll buy our provisions,
For a family must be fed.”

Mrs. Lambkin put on her bonnet.
And arm-in-arm they went

To the grocer’s and then to the baker's,
Till all their money was spent.

Nuts and apples and raisins,
Molasses and pickles and cheese.

I ’'m trying,” said Mrs. Lambkin,

“ The children’s tastes to please."

Thursday, the first of April,
Was a cloudy, chilly day,
Courage!” said father Lambkin;
“ W e’ll soon be miles away;
W e’re going straight to the tropics
Where the dust is silver and gold,
Where che trees are full of fig-pasic,
And you dig for ripe dates, | ’'m tod"

So they loaded their canal-boat
With their nuts and apples and dece!
Molasses, pickles and raisins,
And there sat down at their case.
Let’s sail for the warmest country.”
Said the youngest, with a wheeze.
“ We must wait a while,” said the father,
* Wait till we catch a breeze.”
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And so the Lambkins waited

While the morning hours went by.
“It’s very strange," said the mother,

« That not a breeze comes nigh !

Why should we tarry longer?”
And Mr. Lambkin repiied:

Ii the breeze don’t come quite soon, dears,
We’ll have to wait for the tide.”

And so the Lambkins waited,
And the afternoon slipped on—
Soon the apples and the raisins,
The pickles and cheese were gone.
Only the nuts and molasses
Remained of all their store.
I think,” said Mrs. Lambkin,
“'T would be wiscr to go ashore.”

”Nn, no I” cried the little Lambkins,
” The world we want to see;
You ve promised us a journey.
And a journey it ought to be.”
My dear,” said Mrs. Lambkin,
1| see the trouble at last;
'Ve ought to sprcad our canvas,
But we have n’t any mast!”

Tute! truel” said father Lambkin,
"But we can manage it all;,
1’ll hoist my big umbrella,
You raise your parasol;
Cive tlic smallest children towels,
And the largest ones a shcct.
Just fnllow my directions.
And our rig will be complete.”

WENT
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So, armed with sheets and towels,
Umbrclla and parasol,
The patient Lambkins waited
Tiil night began to fall,—
Nuts and molasses for supper.
“ Oh, father! don’t stay here,”
Said two or three of the children,
“ We feel so very queer!”

Well, well,” said Mrs. Lambkin,

“ Some folks may like to roain;

But, for my part, | ’'m persuaded
There’s no place like one’s home.”

Home! home i” cried all ihe children;

“ Yes, take us home to-night.”

There, wife!” said Mr. Lambkin,

“ You see that | was right.”

Then home went all the Lambkins;
With aching hearts and heads,

All tired and coid and hungry,
They crept into their beds.

But all that night was moaning
And groaning sad and sore;

Alas!” said each poor Lambkin,

“ We will not travel more.”

So from that day the Lambkins
Have staid at home content.

We think,” say all the chiidren,

“ That money s badly spent

In fitting out canal-boats
On foreign sliores to roam.

And so we sing together.
There’s no place like our home!"
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NAUGHT,

By W. L. Sheppard.

Evf.ry young person «lio wiU read this articie
probably «kno«'s that longitude is tlie distaiice
measiired east and west from a given point on the
earth, and that longitude naughc is the given
point,—in this case, the town of Greenwich, Eng-
iand, which fiame | am sure tliey all have seen on
ihe margins o r their maps.

1do not mean to say tliat there is no other lon-
gitude naiight, because the numbeving of the lines
of longitude may begin anywhere, but practically,
Greenwich is this point, since, you may be sure,
when the longitude of anj- place is mentioneti in
English, it is veckoned from Greenwich.

THE STANDARD CLOCK AT GREBNWTCH.

The national vesscls of many countries reckon
their longitude from points within their own bound-
aries. Thus we reckon from Washington, and

you will so see it expressed on our maps; and ihel

French from Paris; nevertheless, the mcrdianil

marine of the world uses

the British Admi-

ralty Charts,

the longitude

on which is

invaria bly

reckoned from

Greenwich.

Apartfrom

its promin-

ence in the

scientific world,

Greenwich has figur- ‘-

ed largely in English 1 -

history, and several

notable events have taken

place there. There was a

royal residence at Green-

wich as early as the time

of Edward the First, and,

in the time of Hcmy VI,

Humphrey, Duke of Glou-

V, cester, began, on the tbe standara OF

site of the present ob- measuremi srs.

servatory, a tower which was compkted |
by Henry VII., who had a palace in
Greenwich park, called by him Placen-
tia. This seems to have been tlie be-
ginning of Greenwich palace, which, «ih
numerous additions and alterations,ended |
by being turned into the present hospital |
and school.

The oid palace was a favorito resori |
of royalty for several generations. Henn'
the Eighth was born here, and here Ed- |
ward the Sixth died. The Princesses |
Mary and Elizabcth, Henry's daughlers.
were also born here, and the latter, <hen
queen, made it her summer residencf,
Henr)”s queen, the unfortunate Ame
Bolcyn, was arrcsted here, and numerous'
pageants, rcccpdons of embassadors, ad
other regal fétes, took place at Greenwich
palace. Charles the First was the bsi

monarch who resided in it, and he left it in 1641
at the bcgirining of the troubles which cost him

his head. In 1694, King William turned it in»
a hospital.
Meanwhile, before all this oceurred, Buke
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Huiiiplicy’s Tower, on the hiU, had been first
,wgihcncd and riiade into a fortress in 1642, and
jendemolished by Charles 1., and upon the site,
his order, a Royal Observatory was built,—one
i the fcw ci-editable things done by this monarch.
% yon »ill see, Greenwich is not altogether with-
Hiilisiorical aitractions in addition to those which
LIl importance in the scientific and practical
lorld; luoreovcr, it is very beautiful, and, as 1
ANiKenered on a recent trip there, well worthy of a
lii.
liis more interesting to go from London by the
cgjiicrs than by the raiUvay. You can but be
sionishrd at the ease with which
it boat is guided amongst the
itiroiigs of vessels, such &s you have
intver sccii in the rivers around New
Yok It isall IThe more sutprising,
begiisc the steersman is not for-
«id in an elevated pilot-house,
shete he could see in every direc-
jon, but aft and on deck. From
ik btidgc, a platform which runs
Haione wheel-house to the other,
kcaptam gives steering signdis to
thf belmsman with one hand, and
iih the other signs to a boy on the
ltck below him,* who, in turn, calis

km down to the engineer, inter-
ficting ihe captain’s signs into
“Starther! Easelier! Stop her!

Bjckherl” as the circumstances re-
(pre. So there are no bells, but all
boren signdis. | could not help
itinking that there might be a bad
Kcident if that boy should sneeze
j«cough at a critical moment.
The hospital and other buildings
itCreenwich are cidse to the water.
iTreyare in the same style as many
[iithe public buildings of the same
ifniX in London, and look fully as
liinlyand grimy.
Going through the great gates the
Jslks of which have each a large
upon it,—one terrestrial, the
Hiercelestial,—we find on theright
Stlarge hospital for sailors. The
lcotnalescent men are sitting around
[ shady side of the building, or
"y walking up and down; and
("6 could, with a littie imagination, give to each
1adaged limb or wan cheek a history which would
|hkc L to scenes of fievce strugglcs with stonny
['il5, shipwreclts, or fevers on mangrove-lined
hvors.

The next cdifice to which the public is admitted

Sec “ A l.nndon Ctiild’s Holid.iy"
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is that which contains the Great Painted Hall.
The ceiling of the hall is covered with an immcnse
painting, intended to show what a powcrful nation
the British is, and the svalls are hung with a great
many plctures of naval fights in which the English
are coming out best. For this reason, probably,
there are no pictures of John Paul Jones’s engage-
ments, fior of any of the actions with our ships
in 1812. The works of art, however, though all
naval, ate not all belhgcrent. There are statues
and pictures of English admirais for several centu-
ries, and though some look vei7 unsailor-like in
their ruffs and silk doublets, yet they were good

THS GRBEWWICH OBSERVATORY,

commanders, fighters, and explorers. Here you
may see, too, the coat worn by Lord Nelson at the
battle of the Nilc,—blue, trimmed with palé buff,
and of the “ swailow-tailcd” cut. Near by, in
another case, aro a few objects which tell of fearful
sufferings, wanderings and death, for these tar-

in St. NiChotas for Scptember, «675.



nished spoons and broken trinkets belonged to
those who went with the brave Sir John Frankiin.
Leaving the gallery, in Crossing the quad
rangle, we pass the sliip moored on land where
tlie bo)'s of the naval school learn how to
“ hand, reef and steer,” as all boys do who
are intended for sea-service. This school was
founded in such a singular manner, that it is
worth while to notice it. In 1798, a man went
around getting subscriptions and collecting
money for an institution of this nature to be
located at Paddington. He was very success-
ful, but some suspicion of fraud arising, there
was a meeting of the parties interested, when
it was discovered that the establishment called
the “ British Endeavour,” for the building of
which they had subscribed, existed only in
the hrain of this swindler. At the same time,
the Duke of Sussex and others of the subscribers,
recognizing the utility of such an institution.

TKB SICNAL BOY.
resolved to carry it out in good faith, which was

done, whilst the projector was imprisoned. The
king thought so highly of it, that on the day of

LONGITUD E NAUGIIT.

duts,!

it a Roval
Htl

the battle of Trafalgar, he declared
Foundation School for a thousand children.

THE GBEAT CATE

establishment was afterward transferred joGreen-I
wich. There are about five hundred boys therel
at present, all the sons of seamen, as the regu-l
lations require. It is very interesting to see themi
practice in the rigging, and drill in infantry move-l
ments, and on fine afternoons a large crowd col.|
lects to witness them.

Still further on is the museum, full of inodeis ofl
ships, dock-yards, anchors, and inventions used iol
marine operations. The most interesting in ihisi
multitude of objects are the models of the masis,!
rigging or sides of the ships engaged in the itiosil
noted of the battles between the Britisii and Ihel
French. Here you may see, on a small scaic, ex-l
actly what damage was sustained by the “ Victory"!
and many of the other ships under Nelson’s comf
mand. The work of the cannon-shot is so success-|
fully imitated, that it looks as if it had been realtyl
done by guns on the same scale as the little ships.

Wc may now turn our attention to the park, ttiel
beautiful groves of which, with the observaiorrl
rising on the hill amongst them, we have seenl
through every opening as we inspected the narail
buildings. The land lies beautifully, and sweepsl
grandly up to the hill capped by the building, "itiij
the queer poles and flyingwheels 01 its roof aiiill
towers. The trees grow in very striking groups.f
and one oid oak, dead at the top and almostl
entirely overrun by ivy, is fenced oli to itseli;ii
was planted by Queen Bess nearly three huiidredj
years ago. o

If it is not too foggy, the view from the hill o
charming. The park is a great resorC for London |
ers in the spring holidays. On these occasions|
grown people play at games which are usually leH
to children in America. It is very amusing 10s*|
them Holding hands in a great circlc and pb)i”S|
Kiss in the Ring. They are very boisteroiis, huij
good-natured. The observatory is not a rtiyl
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liandsomc building, and if it were it would be
spoilcd by the numerous poles, weather-cocks and
nind-gftiges on its roof, and the great black ball
nhich is dropped at one o'lock every day to give
_j exacl time to ship-masters, in order
I thettliey 'tiay regulate their chronometers.
iOnone side of the observatory is the
peat dock that always has the correct
ine, Without any dispute, which is very
seldoni the case with other time-pieces.
Youmay stand there a long while and
natice that everybody who comes by and
Ilba watch will compare it with the big
dock. On the wall, near the gate, there
jte metal plates with projecting irons,
ihich are set to indicate the standard of
English measurements ; the yard, the foot
ad tlie inch. | saw a workman with a
hamper of tools coming along- The notice
aitracted his eye, and he imraediately put
doivn his tool-bag, got out and tested his
nile, and walked away apparently satisfied
with Ihc result.  The interior of the building can
anlv be visitad by permission from the admiralty ;
I bul'unless the visitor is a tolerably scientific person,
agreat deal will be lost to him. It may be said, in
I general terms, that here, by day and by night, not
loly are the heavenly bodies watched, and the
“siars in their courses” noted with the utmost
l acciiracy, but also that a great many of the opera-
ions of nature are foUowed and their resuks
Imeasured and recorded by instruments and
lappliances of the most delicate workmanship
ad adjustment. The barometer and thermom-
clerare instruments familiar to everybody ; here
I they register ihetnselves by photography ; ane-
I moinetcrs measure the forcé of the wind m lines
I of subterrancan telegrapli measure the forcé of
I lerresuial magnetism ; electrometers collecc atmos-
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pheric electricity, and thcrmometers are every-
where—on the grass, on the ground, and in the
Thames. The telescopes are excelient ones, of
course, and the greatest pains are taken to have

them all in
perfect order
andvery firm-
ly mounted.

As for the town, it seems very quiet, though for
years people have come here to eaC the nice little
fish called “ whitebait,” and-have made it very gay
sometimes. | took lunch in one queer oid place
which datcd from George the First’stime, | noticed,
and was getting shabby, and then | carne away,
fivmly convinced that | should have made a mis-
take if 1 had not gone to see the place which has
no longitude.

QUEEN ELIZASSTH 8 OAK.

THE HOSPITAL AT GftEKSWICH.
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THE FAIRIES GIFT.

THE FAIRIES’ GIFT.

By Palmer Cox.

W hen the Kidjerminster Fairies heard the rumor going round

How the young and favor’d Forester, who guarded game and ground,
Was to wed the Fio ist’s daughter, one as good as she was fair,

They resolved to mace a wedding-gift beficting such a pair.

Soon the golden day of promise carne which saw the couple wed,
When the solemn vows were spoken and the Parson’s blessing said.
Lo ! that night the Fairies gathered from tire East and from the West,

From the North and South they hastened to some land tlie yoiitli possess’d.
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Over mountains, over rivers, til
Still they mustered by ihe hurj
Every trade was represeiited,

From the man who planned al
And they set to work in earnj
To erect a stately mansién foj

T was a mighty undertaking, of su

Nothing else but Fairy workmen could'

There they bustled without resting, as though lile’

Till their little hands were blistered and their garments w7

How they sawed, and bored, and “ boosted up ” the timbers'TW*IH~"ight,
How they hammered, hammered, hammered, to get done ere morning light;
For the Fairies who from labor by the dappled dawn are chased,

While their work is yet unfinished, are forevermore disgraced.

Oh, what harmony existed1 Not a breath was wasted there,

Not an oath or harsh expression fell like poison on the air.

Here the blacksmith and his helper made the solid anvii sound
While they forged the bolts and braces that secured the structure round.
There the mason with his trowel kept the hod-men moving spry,
Till the massive chimney towcr’d twcnty cubits to the sky,

And the painters followed after with their ladders and their pails,
Spreading paint upon the finish ere the joiner drove his nails.

Even cobblers with their pincers, and their awls and pegs of wood,
Were assisting in the enterprise by pegging where they could.

There the glazier with his putty-roll was working with a will,

While the plumber plumbed the building without sending in his bili;
And the sculptor with his mallet by the marble lintel stood,

Till he chiseled the inscription ; A Rewardfor being Cood.

When no article was wanting for the comfort of the pair,
From the scraper at the entrance to the rods upon the stair,
Then the wizened little millionaires, possessed of wealth untold,
Into treasure-vaults and coffers many rich donations roll’d.

And before the East was purpled by the arrows of the sun

All the Fairies had departed, for the edifice was done.

So that couple took possession, and in all the country round

There was none enjoyed such riches or such happiness profound.
There they lived for years in comfort, and then followed next of kin,
Till a dozen generations in succession lived therein.

Many walls since then have tumbled, in the dust lie stones and lime,
But that mansién, built by Fairies, still defies the teeth of Time.
Winds may howl around its gable, snow may settle on its roof.

Rain may patter, hail may batter, but it towers weather-proof.

Gone are not the days of Fairies, let folk tell you what they will,
In the moonlight they assemble to perform their wonders still.

So be careful, oh, be cautious what you say, or think, or do,
For the Fairies may be waiting to erect a hduse for you.
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A CURIOUS BOX OF BOOKS.

By H. D. M.

In this Gttle sketch, I want to tell my boy and
girl readers in what a remarkable way a certain
distinguished man, who lived more than two him-
dred years ago, was helped by his books. He wasa
Hollander, and his iame was Hugo de Groot; but
he was generally called Grotius, after the fashion
of those times, which was to give flames as much
ofa Latin form as possible. On the 5th of June,
1619, this man was taken to prison, in the castle of
Loevenstein, under a sentence which condemned
him to imprisonment for life. He was not an oid
man,—only thirty-six,—but he was one of the
most learned men in Europe. His wife and his
five children were allowed to come with him to this
gloomy place, which was almost surrounded by the
deep rivers Waal and Meuse, and, on the side
which joined the land, had two immense walls and
a double ditch. The poor prisoners passed over
this ditch by a draw-bridge, and went through thir-
teen different doors, all with heavy bolts, until they
reached the rooms where Grotius expected to be
locked up for the rest of his life.

This would seem enough to take away a man's
spirits forever. But Grotius was one of those happy
people who do not stop to wish for things around
them to be different, but just go straight on, mak-
ing the best of matters as they are.

His jailer was a hard and cruel man, who would
not let him even walk in the court-yard for a httle
fresh air, so he could not stir out of his two small
rooms. But Grotius sent for a giant top, and used
to spin it for hours every day, to give himself exer-
cise. Meantime his wife (who seems to have been
as cheerful as he was), with her maid Elsje, took
care of the children, cooked the food for all the
family, and went backward and forward to the littie
town to buy what was wanted. Gorcum and Wor-
cum are the two littie cities opposite to the castle
on different sides. These are real fames, though

they sound like make-believe, and it was to Ger.l
cum that Madame Grotius used to go, to getfoodi
and clothing as they were needed.

There sometimes carne also to Grotius, from
Gorcum, the things he most cared for, next to
wife and children. A friend of his, a scliotol
named Erpenius, would send him every now andi
then a great chest full of books. Think what ajovl
for the poor prisoner wheri he could open it, andl
spread out before him the books that dclighted andl
taught him, that turned his thoughts from hisi
troubles, and soothed him in the way that irog|
knowledge always can soothe and comfort!

But this chest of books did more than mereljl
comfort him in his prison; you shall heai h(w
it heiped him to escape from it altogether.

Nearly two years had passed, when some menl
were sent by the government to scarch thel
castle through, for ropes which it was said Grotius'l
wife had been seen buying in Gorcum. Thtyl
thought she was trying to contrive an escape ferl
her husband. No ropes could be found, and theyl
went away satisfied that it would be just as easyl«l
him to fly out of the castle like a bird as to escapel
with ropes, even ifhe had any. This may have putl
the idea into Madame Grotius’ head, for not lonjl
afterward she was in Gorcum one day at the housel
ofa merchantnamed Dstseleer, who had beenverrj
kind to them, and who always sent and receivtill
the chest of books. She aske'd Madame Dretsehrl
if she would be frightened to see Grotius niakt|
his appearance there.

“ Oh no,” she said, laughing; “ only sendHiB|
and we will take good care of him.”

Again, some time afterward, she was at Madamel
Dietselatr’s, and asked her if it were not true Uiat|
all exiles and outlaws might como to the townl
next day but one, the day of the yearly fair.

“ Yes, that is quite true,” said her friend.
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‘Then my husband might come too ?”

*Yes, we shall be glad to have him," said
iMailaine Dietselser.

“What a good woman you are,” said the visitor,
lissherose to go. “ But you know that nothing
Ibutabird could fly out of the castle.”

Xext day was the 2oth of March, and there was a
lifariul cquiiioctial storm. All at once one of the
Idiildren, little Cornelia, said :

*No matter how it blows to-morrow, papa must
Ibeoffto Gorcum.”

Grotius and his wife felt as if the child were an
higel speaking from heaven, for, while Madame
luitsclter had thought her friend was joking, she
lhadreallv been making a plan for him to get off.
1Zrtry time that she looked at the big chest in her
limsband's room, she thought that he might possi-
Uy get into it, and so be carried out of the castle.
lltwas scarcely four feet long, and not very broad
Inordeep; but he had tried it several times. He
Ins atall man, but he found he could curl himself
Itpinit, and lie still two hours by the hour-glass,
lititb his wife sitting on the lid. They now made
lip iheir minds to risk the trial the next day,
Ibecause it fortunately happened that the com-
Imandant was away for a short time. They told
IEbjc—«ho was very quick, and bright, and de-
Itoied to them—all about it, and asked her if she
Itauld take the chest, with her master ia”it, to
iGereuni.  She asked if she would be pusfished in
loase it was found out; but though her master said
Ih «as most probable that she would be, still she
lagieedto go. The commandant’s wife consented
lio the chest’s being sent out, in her husband’s
labsence, and now everylhing was arranged for the
|aliempt.

Thenext morning, Grotius rose early and prayed
Ifcranhotir. Then he got into the chest, dressed
lialinen underclothes, and without shoes, so as to
ilake as little room as possible. Under his head
|»as Erpenius’ big TestamenC, with some bunches
|ofthread on it, for a pillow. His wife said good-
Ibye. turned the key in the lock, kissed it, and gave
jilioElsje.

Then she put his clothes and slippers in front of
jitiebed, jumped in herself, drew the curtains, and
Irangthe bell for the servant. He brought the sol-
jiliers. who were to carry the chest to the boat, and
|«*ofthem, as he moved it, said:

“The Arminian"—as they called Grotius—

"rawst be in it himself, it is so heavy.”

I Three or four times, as they dragged and lifted

ji through all the thirteen doors, they said the

jamething; but Elsje passed offall their questions

I"tia joke and a laugh, and so they carne safely
"lhe boat. The plank for sliding the box on
*td was weak, and she made them take another
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and thicker one ; then the wind blew the sail-boat
over so much that she was sure the chest would fall
overboard, and persuaded the captain to have it
securely lashed. Finally, an officer sat down on it,
and began kicking and drumming upon it, until
she told him he might break some china inside,
and begged him to sit somewhere else, and then
she sat down on it herself.

The wind was favorable, and soon blew them
over to Gorcum. Elsje paid some money to the
skipper and his son to carry ihe chest up to the
Dstselsers’.

On the way, the boy said he was sure there was
something alive in the box.

“ Yes, yes,” said Elsje, “ Arminian books are
always lively and full of spirit.”

They reached the house and put down the chest
in a back room; Elsje paid them, and then flew
into the shop to Madame Ddéetselser, whispering in
her ear;

“ | have got my master here in your back par-
l6n”

The good dame turned palé, and looked as if
she would faint; but she recovered in a moment,
and went into the other room with Elsje.

“ Master 1 master !” cried Elsje, but no one an-
swered. “ Oh God!” cried the poor girl, “ my
master is dead !”

Just then there carne a hard thump on the inside
of the lid, and Grotius called out:

“ Open the chest | | ain not dead, but I did not
know your voice at first.”

The box was unlocked, and he carne out in his
white clothes, like a dead man out of his coffin.

The dame took them through a trap-door into
an upper room, and brought him some wine to
drink, for he was very weak. She nextran to her
brother-in-law, nanied Van der Ween, and found
him in his shop, talking to one of the officers from

the castle. She whispered to him to follow her,
which he did at once. When he saw Grotius, he
said:

“ Sir, you are the man of whom all the country
is talking.”

“ 1 put myself in your hands,” answered Gro-
tius.

Van der Ween said there was not a moment to
lose, and hurried off to find a masén, whom he
knew he could trust. He asked him to get the
dress of a journeyman, and this they put on Gro-
tius, smearing his face and hands with plaster, and
slouching his hat over his face, and so they passed
safely through the crowd, many of whom knew
him, and would have given him up. Two days
from that time he reached Antwerp safely, after
some dangers and difficulties on the road; but
they were nothing compared to what he had
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already gone through. At Antwerp the chief
rnagistrate, who liad the strange title of Red Rod,
welcomed him kindly, and from that time he was
safe.

When the commandant returned to the castie,
Madame Grotius met him with a smile.

“Here is the cage,” she said, “ but your bird is
flown.”

The commandant was in a terrible passion, but
itwas ofno use; hisbad language could not bring
back the prisoner, and after a time Grotivs' wife
was setat liberty, and allowed to join him. As he
was not allowed to work for his own country, he

spentthe rest of his life in the Service of France
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and Swedeii, and became more famous than ever
asan embassador, a poetand a historian,

Elsje, the brave girl who had done so miichfwl
her master, married Grotius' servant, who had |
learned Latin and many other things from fhl
master, during the two years he had been serviisl
him in prison, and who afterward became ag
lawyer in Holland.

This is the
lived to be
there were
out going
castie, and
loved to

slory of the escape of Grotivs, H{
quite an ofd man, but 1 think thai
certain books he never could see «iih-
back in his thoughts to the Loeversiein |
feeling heartily thankful that he had]

read.

THE SCHNITZEN.

By M. a.

“WOORTZ! woortz! wo-o0-0-rlz! woortz 17

This was the shrill cry that Peter Koontz repeat-
ed again and again as he stood at tlie edge of a
wood at the bottom of Prospect Hill, in Western
Pennsylvania. Not a house was in sight, not a
creature to be seen in the range of vision, which, it
mustbe confessed, was, at thatprecise spot, rather

limited, with & thick wood on one side, and a
high hill on the other. But Peter knew that his
wild shrill cry would be understood by those for
whom it was intended. Very soon, a long black
nose wa's thrust out from the underwood; then a
white one. These noses were quickly followed by
portly bodies, and in a few minuvtes, half a dozen
hogs, the owners of the noses, gathered around
Peter, and grunted a welcome, for they had their
own selfish reasons for being very glad to see him.

Peter counted the hogs. One was missing.
“Wohere is Dindy 2" he asked.

No reply being given by the company, he an-
swered the guestion himself, “He isgrowing fat
and lazy., lwont waitforhim. He'llcomehome
when he isready, and he issmart enough to take
care of himself.”

Dindy was Peter’s pet. He had been a wonder-

fully “ cute " little pig, all white except a black spot
at each eye, which gave him the appearance of
wearing spectacles, and made him Took extremely
wise, It was this expression probably that gave
Peter the idea of educating Dindy. His friend,
Jake Casebeer, who was & great reader, had told

him wonderful stories hehad found inbooks, ofthe
intelligence ofpigs, and of the fine things they had

Edwards.

been taught to do. So Peterhad bestowed a gt

deal of time and pains on Dindy’s education, and |
had succeeded in teaching him two accomplish-
ments. He wouldbeg by sitting gravelydownonhisl
haunches, with his fore legs and long snoul held |
high in the air, and he could fold up & napkin. il
the housemaid were to fold your napkin as Dindy
folded his, you would say it was very badly dotte, |

but Dindy did itvery wellindeed fora pig.

This was the prodigy that was missing on ilis
gvening. It wasnotthe firsttime he had been thus|
tardy, and Peter was excusable in notwaiting fw
him, and in walking .away from the spotat once,
followed by the-whole herd of pigs. They hadnotl
farto go, for just around the cédrner of the wood

was the small red farm-house in which Peter lived.

The pigs were soon shut into their respeclire
pens. Dindy had a pen to himself, a new one, "itli|
clean grass, and he seemed to enjoy it; for pigs, |
when treated with consideration, are not so fondofj
dirtas is generally supposed. Peter gave a look>il

the pen, and saw that the gate was open, and thel
eating-trough filled. Dindy will be there all|
right when I come back,” he thought, “ and Iheo]

I "1l fasten the gate.”
Peterwas in a hurry to getover to the othersifkl
of Prospect Hill, for it time for

was nearly

Casebeer to be there. Jake's business wastoi
and attend toa mulé thatdrew & small canal-bosil
from Dumbarton to Saxe’s Bridge. At thelattffl
place a fresh mulé was put to the boat, which coa-l
tinued its course, while Jake and his mulé

the night there. The next morning he and bul
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Iniule towed another boat down to Dumharton,
remaining there that night, and Isack to Saxc’s
the nextday, and so on. This was Jake's

Inidu in Saxe's Bridge.
[it*was his night in that

He wasalways glad when
town, for his home was

Ithere.
Peter had not gone

Ihesaw the mulé coming plodding slowly along as
usual, with Jake on her back. The boy held an
operd DOOK in his hands, according lo custom, and

reading so intently that he did not hear Peter’s

halfway down the hill when

JAKE ON
Itall. Jake had a great deal of time for reading
during his slow journeys, and had become very
fond of it. T he littie circulating library of Dum -
[bartonsupplicd him with books. And, as the girls
Fwd boysof the regidn in which he lived had few
books, and read very littie, Jake's knowledge was
I'beidin high esteem .
Peter did not cali again, as he felt sure Jake

voiild look around for him when the mulé reached
thatpart of the tow-path thatran along the footof
the hill, for it was Peter’s habit to be there when
I'bis friend carne along. And Jake did look up, and
I'seeing Peter, called out:

“Hallo!”

“Hallo!™ shouted Peter. “ Come up to our
lbouse this evening 1 W ¢'re going to have a
I*bnitzen, and there "Il be lots of fun 1"
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“ Al right 1" cried Jake, as the raule crept
away.

Perhaps all the readers of St. Nicholas do not

know that schnitzamong the Pennsylvania Dutch

means dricd apples. A schjiilzen is a party where
the invited guests are expected to help in paring
the apples, and cutting them fordiying; each apple
iscut into about eight pieces. After a couple of
hours of this work, the apples are putaside, and a
bountiful supper isserved; and the evening is fin-
ished with games or dancing. Sometimes, several

HIS RIELE.

barréis of apples are
house in one evening.

thus gotready for the drying-
The drying-house is a small
building fitted up with movable shelves, and heated
by a stove.

There was a good deal for Peter to do before the
comopany assembled, and his mind was so full of
the schnitzen thathe forgot Dindy, and went from

the hill straight to the house, where he helped to
place the bairels of apples in the great, roomy
kitchen. ATl the * deep dishes” in the house
were pressed into the Service for the use of the

parersand cutters, and two or three tubs weremade
ready for the reccption of the apples as the dishes
filled. A couple of barréis were placed outside the
door for the parings.

It was early in September, and
schnitzen of the season, so when

this was the first
Jake arrived he
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found a large party of young people in the kitchen

of Peter’s house hard at work, and all in high
spirits.  They wei-e clustered in groups of fouror
six, and the talk was lively., Jake was warmly wel-
comed, and helJoined a group, consisting of Peter
and his sister, Susannah Koontz, and Deborah
Miller.

So many hands busily employed can cut vp a
great many apples, and three members of the fam-
ily spent most of the time waiting on the guests,
carrying them the apples to be pared, or empty-

ing the dishes of cut apples. The tongues of all
were as busy as the hands; but, aftera time, there
occurred one of those strange pauses you may
have noticed somctiraesin a party, wheneverybody
stops talking at once, for no apparentreason. In
this case, however, one group did not notice the
stillness of the room, and continued the conversa-

tion. This was how it happened that all the guests
heard Peter Koontz say ;

“Yoes, there are such things as kunjures! |
know it!”

“How do you know it?" said Jakc. " You've
never conjured anything.”

“But I do know jt,” persisted Peter. “ I 've
heard teU of such things as kunjures.”

“Hemeans men who go about eating fire, and

firing watehesinto loaves of bread withoutbreaking

the watches, and such like things,” said Deborah
Miller.

“No, I don’t,” said Peter. 1 've seen them
kunjures; I mean kunjures that bring fairies and
goblins.”

“0h, you mean charms,” said Jake. * A
charm s a verse that fairies are obliged to answer.
You may cali them in any other way and they
wont come, but if you say the right words that
make the charm, up pops a little fairy, ciose by
you, and it is always obliged to do just what you
want it te.”

“ls that really true, Jake?” called outa voice
from a distantcomer of the room.

Then Jake became aware that the whole com-
pany had overheard their little talk. He was too
ofd really to believe in fairies, but he Tiked fun;
and, knowing that his more ignorantcompanions

regarded him as a sort of Oracle, because of allhe
had learned from the books he had read, he thought

he would play & joke on them. So he gravely
repiied:
Sl know a fairy charm . i learned it from a

book, but L 've never tried it.”
“Tory itnow " ocalled outa chorus ofvoices.
“Veery well,” said Jake, as he stood vp, and put
on his gravest look. “ Pay attention !’
Al hands stopped work, and all eyeswere turned

upon Jake as he repeated the foilowing words:
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Ll
" Fairies big, raiiie”® sranll,
Fairics liiile, faines
Come me now,
Andkeep your vow,
And giveto me what | beg, beg, bcgi"

As the last word was spoken, Jake turned andl
pointed his finger in & tragic manner toward ihel
open door. But his hand feil to his side, and h(l
stared with astonishment at the spirit heliadcun.l
jured up. He had expected to see nothing atal |
and did not know what to make of the strange |l
figure in the door-way. But the next insiant nel
recognized the learned pig. Yes, there sat Dinilyl
in solemn State, his body erect, and his fore lepl

and snout held aloft!

The gate of Dindy’'s pen being open, itisproba-1
bie that he had beentempted by the noise he heard
in the kitchen to visit thatapartment for a second

supper. Itwas by no means his firstvisit to tk
kitchen. He arrived at the door, no doubt, aboui
the time Jake cominenced his charm, and tht
attention of the company was so engrosscd thai
they did not note the patter of his little hoofsoo |
the stone step. At the words “ beg, beg, bf

Dindy at once assumcd a begging attitiide, ashe

had been taught to do. He was in no tvise ahashed
at the shouts of lavghter that greeted his perform-1

anee, and thecriesof “W hatajolly fairy! "™ * Keep
yourvow " “ Hurrah forJake'scharm " He had
his eyes on Peter, and was looking for thic recard
of merit.

“Hoe shall have a piece of cream cheesc, "said
Susannah Koontz, darting into the pantry. Shel
soon returned with the cheese, which she placed in
Peter’s hand, and he approached Dindy, saying,

while the wise animal sal up |
straight, greatly to the delight of the yoiiiig fe
Dindy certainly was a very comical pig, .and Peier |
was proud ofthe scnsation his pet was cre.aiing.

“He can fold a napkin— if he chooses,” said|
Peter, while the pig was swallowing his cheesc.

It was well to add the last clavuse, for Dindyt
not always choose. Buthewas in a good hiitnor|
this night, and a napkin being sprcad open oni
floorbefore him, and a piece of cream cheesc held |
ata distance, he atlastcoinprehended thatin order |
to getthat cheese he must fold that napkin. Soht
madea dabat itwith oneofhishoofs(be wasiionh i
hisnatural position, on his fourlegs)and nimpledit!
up.  Then hemade a dab with his other foota
turned itoveragain. So itwasreally folded, what-1
ever mighthbe saidof the skillfulnessof the periorot

“Bocg! beg !beg !

anee. Itwas, however, considercd a great successl)?
the company, who wished it repeated, but Dindy
could not be relied on to repeat his tricks, so the
picce of cheese was thrown out of the door, tk

pig dismissed, and everybody returned to thebusi-
ness of the evening.
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Soon the toiigues were running as lively as cver,
land there was a good deal of noise in the room for
labout n gqivirter of an hoar, when a scream from
Lmeoneof“ Dindy ! Dindy ! Oh-h-h I Dindy !”
Idre»' the general attention once more to that wise
lanimal- The cheese had fallen within the door-way,
Isothe pig had not gone out foritas had bheen sup-

rip but having eaten it, lie spied a tub full of
lciii apples ncar hirn.  Perhaps he thought they
lwereplaced there especially for him. At all events

Ibt fell To eating them, and when they were low in
Itbe tub 50 that he could notreach them i'eadily, he
Iscrainblecl in, and had a good time. W hen discov-

leitd he had caten halfthe apples.
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ofd M. Koontz gravely regarded the scene, and
said to liis wife;

SOlf oihat's wot eddication comes to, it ud be
better to let it alone I'”

To which Mrs., Koontz replied:

“ 1 guess a pig I be a pig, do what you will
with him.”

Weil, that was the encl of the “ schnitzen,” as
farasthe apples were concerned. Dindy had ruined
halfthe evening's work, for there was butone tub

more filled up. Butnobody could work forlauvgh-
ing ; and Mrs. Koontz said they had better put all
the things away, and have their supper, and play.
So they had a nice supper, and some merry games,

Such an tiproar ! Foronce in his life Dindy was but there was no fun equal to "the sport Dindy
[Ihoroiightv friglitened as Ihe ljoys made & rush had made, and every little while during the even-
lionard him. He plunged wildly out of the tub, inga shoutoflaughterwouldbe heard as some one
Jand upset it, and it rotled among the boys, and recalled the funny scene.
lapset them. As the pig ran squealing out of the There were a number of schnitzens that fall, at
Ihouse, and the girls were shrieking, and the boys which Peterwas a quest, but the learned Dindy did
[ere knocking their heads together on the floor, notreceive an invitation to any one of them.

THE SHOWER.

By Anna Boynton Averill.
Before a gust of whirling dust,
Dainty Minnie and Millie flew,
Hurrying in from the coming shower,
For their pretty feathers and flowers were new.
And their crimps would wilt at a breath of mist
(They guarded them even against che dew).
And their ruffles would ciroop, so on they pressed,
Till the wide doors opened and let them through.
Under the rainbow, after the shower,
Meg and Molly carne to town ;
Moeg had tangles in her hair,
Molly wore a tattered gown,
Both had baskets scarlet-beaped,
Their little feet were bare and brown.
And under the brim of their poor stvaw hats,
Their bashful eyes looked down.
The bobolink sings in the dripping elm,
The west is gold and the east is gray,
And the wind is sweet as 1 sit me down
To copy pictures as 1 may.
Two are faiver than 1 can draw,
Both are ssveet in a different way,
And I svonder which one you would choose,
I'f they were hung in the light of day.
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ROBIN GOODFELLOW AND HIS

i8ti-1

A PUZZLING PICTURE.

By

This is certainly a very strange picture. Evcery-
I'1hing spreads out like a fan in the queerest raan-
ner; the sidewalks run uphill, and the church is
somuch niderat the top than at the base that it
looks as if it might drop apart. Look at the
ladv at the left.  She will certainly fall flat on her

tacé. And the gentleman and lady at the right.
Whatremavkable people to walk in that fasliion !
|Aretheyguingto tumble over?

The artist must have been mad when he drew

Iihem. The whole picture ismad, quite frantically
(mad and fantastic. W hat does itallmean? Are
ue up in a balloon, or are we looking down on
I'some strange country like the land behind the
looking-glass? You know in the room behind the
looking-glass everything reads backward, and the
left hand s right and the right is left. You re-
irember what a singular experience Alice had
ffhen she went in behind the looking-glass, and

thisnuistbe one of the places she saw in thatqueer

lcountry.
And yet, when we examine this picture, there is
Isomething about it which inakes us think that it
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B.
ought to be all right, ifwe could only lTook at it
properiy.

But how shall we Took at it properiy? Here is
one svay to do it;

Hold the magazine in front of you, so that the
picture shall be perfectly horizontal. Then shut
one eye, and put the other eye over the bottom
corner of the picture, about lwo or three inches
from the paper.

Now, if the picture does not at first look all
right to you, raise or lower it a [little, and you
Will soon know when it is at the proper distance
from your eye, for when it is rightly placed, you
will see the house grow lower and the walls grow

perpendicular; the people, the summer-house, and

the ftrees will stand up straight, and the picture
will Took as itought to be.

Now, can any of you older boys and girls tell
why this picture looks all wrong as itis printed on
the page, and why it seems all right when you
look at it as we have directed? The trouble s

certainly something connected with the perspective.
Wohatisit?

ROBIN GOODFELLOW AND HIS FRIEND BLUETREE.

By Howard

is the reign of good Queen B ed there lived in
Merrie England a poorman by the fiame of Blue-
liree. His wife having died, his seven little daiigh-
I'terstook charge of the house and baked, spun and
vad all the work, Bluetree owned a small pateh of
cground thathad descended to him from his great-
Igrandfather, to whom it had been grantcd in the
Faigiiof King Edward IV. by the lord of the land,
Iotiose life the ancestral Bluetree had saved.

Reside cultivating his bit of land, Bluetree
worked for the present Lord Diddledaddle, who
jwned three thousancl one hundred and seventy-

lu'oacres, beside numerous casties and villas.

One morning. Lord Diddledaddle happened to
pass by Bluetree’s cottage, and observing a great
wkwith spreading branches that stood near it, he
said to himself:

“Here willbe an excelientspot to.build my new

Pyle.

summer-house. I I just tear down this cottage
and budd ithere.”

Lord Diddledaddle was not a mean man,— that
is to say, when he had everything precisely as he
desired,— so he offered Bluetree fifteen pieces of
gold forhis land, which, indeed, was more than it
was worth., ButBluetree had a strong attachment

to the ofd homestead, so he answered:

“Good my lord, niy father left me this land,
bidding me leave it to my children and my chil-
dren’s children; so, if you will permit the hum -

blestof your slaves so far to assevthimself, I would
rather keep my land than have the gold.”

At this spcech. Lord Diddledaddle flew into a
violent rage, and, forgetting his own dignity and
the Service that Bluetree's ancestor had rendered
hisforefather, he shookhis fist,storraedat Bluetree’s
insolence, and vowed he him and his

would turn
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daughters out of house and home the very next
day,

The Bluetree family were filled with grief and

BLUETREE DECLINES LORD OIDDLEDADDLE’S OFFER

dismay at this most doieful prospect. The seven
little girls all went to bed crying; all of
them, excepting Bluebell, the eldest, soon falling
asleep.  About midnight, as Bluebell iay tossing
upon her becl, she suddenly recollected that she
had forgotten to place a bowl of milk vupon the
hearth for Robin Goodfellow, who carne every
nightand spun flax during the silent hours when
all others were sleeping.

Robin Goodfellow was a curious clf, of whom
many quaint stories are told even to the present
day amongst the good-wives of England. His
father was Oberon, King of the Fairies, who
granted to his son, Robin, the powerof taking any
form at pleasure.

Robin always helped good, worthy people; but
slothful, stovenly, orill-temperecl wights he heartily
tormentad and teased.

“Adlas!” said Bluebell, as she set the bowl of
milk vpon the hearth, “ to think that this is the
last time that | shall care for Robin Goodfellow!
Wiicked Lord Diddledaddle I how can you be so
cruelas to turn us outofhouse and homo?”

Now, Robin Goodfellow, unperceived by Blue-

bell, was sitting in the shape of a sqguirrel upon the
window-ledge, and had overheard ail she had said.
Bluebell returned to bed, and, worn out with griev-
ing, speedily fell asleep.

Ho,ho ! my Lord Diddledaddle,” said Robin,
leapin'g to the floor in his own shape, and spinning
around like a teetotum. “ My father, Oberon,
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badc me play tricks upon knaves, so | shall
rare sport with you, or I much mistake me.”
The next morning, Lord Diddledaddle Seatfivil

men with axes to cut down Bluetree’s cottagej bol
a great black bearcarne outof the woods as'thgl
approached. The four tall men tried to hide be-l

hind little John Nailor, but upon the bear continifl
ing to approach they all ran away and left Johtiij
his fate, which he fortunately escaped in spitei
the extreme shortness of his legs.

Lord Diddledaddle gnavved his nether lip j
rage when he heard of the failure of this atierapl
I make things sure this time,” quoth he-

whereupon he sent ten soldiers, each wiih a icegof
gunpowder, to blow the cottage up,

They marched along boldly, Tlooking out fotl
bears with some anxiety. Insteacl of a bear tliet]
saw standing upon the verge of the forest a snw.

white deer.

“Sh-h-h-h-h 1" said the leader of tlie bak,
stopping short, “ let us approach quietly and
shoot this deer.”

The deer stood perfectly still, watching theml
until they had approached almost within gunshof,!
and then moved a few paces off. The hand;
proachced still moro eagerly, and once more t,
deer eludcd them. Thus they followed, forgeltinjl
all about the gqunpowder, the cottage, and Lordf

of their pursuit, |
i n

Diddledaddle, in the eagerness
until they found theinseives floundering
from which they escaped
only with the litmtsl
difficulty, thicir cloihts
smearcd with mud, andi
the gunpowder wet uidl
useless.
W ohen they returned,
crestfallen, wetanddiny,
Lord Diddledaddle, evet]
more enraged than ever!
determined he ivolid
settle Bluetrce’s fate,sol
he setout avmed'viiliaj
sharp as sev-
eral razors. As he ap-
proached the  cabio, |
ssvinging his tremendots

sword as

sword —
“Away with youl
he roared, “ or riioi(|
off all your heads.”
At that moment, i
great blundering bto-
O O e ar ® RPNy ttle -ty flew righl *1

LonlDiddledaddle'seve. |
As Lord Diddledaddle was in a particularly t@
humor, he struck at the fly with his sword, anf
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one might suppose, he missed his maik. Then there was great lejoicing in the Bluetree
IThougli Lord Diddledaddlc missed the fly, he wn- family. The Bluetrees ail blessed theirluck. But
[luckily gave himself a terrible wound. He would we know the true cause of their good fortune
jljave fallen, but Bluetree van
ljid cavght him in his arms,
(and laid h'm ot b»® own bed.
(five of his lictle davghters
lbaund up Lord Diddledaddle’s
(connd with strips of white
(linen, while the other two held
Isome hot cordial to his white
Ilips, Meantime, Bluetree set
jout with all speed for the
((jactor and the parson,
For Ilong while Lord Did-
(dledaddle’s life was clespaired
lof, but, being blessed with a
Iremarkable constitution, he
lentircly recovered. W hen he
«asable once more to stand,
IhecaUcd Bluetree to him and
(said;
“lceonfess my fault, and am
l'also sensible of your kindness

[and care of me. To show
GREAT BLACK BEAR CAME OUT Of THE WOODS.
that I am not altogether un-
graieful, 1 will endow each of your daughters was Robin Goodfellow, who assumed the shape
Peith five times as much land as you now possess, of a bear, a deer, and a bluebottle-fly, for the
land toyou Twill give five hundred pieces of gold.” cake of his kind friend, littie Bivebelt.
EYEBRIGHT.
By Susan Coolidge.
Chapter VI to hoO eggs, and make shori-cake, and stewed

rhubarb, but papa would get tired of those if he

BETWEEN THF, OLD HOME AND THE NEW. . , . .
did n'thave anything else, I am afraid.”

“Wealthy,” said Eyebright, “ I want to tell “You and your Pa'llgo pretty hungry, | guess,
lyonsomething.” if there 's no one but you to do the cooking,”
Wealthy was kneading bread, her arms rising muttered Wealthy., “ Well, what would you like
ind falling with a strong, regular motion, like tlie to learn 2"
I'piston of & steain-engine. She did noteven turn “ s bread easy tomake? I'd like tolearn that.”
Iherhead, but dusting a littie flouron to the doiigh, “You ainthavdly strong enough.” said Wealthy
[centstraight on, saying briefy, With & sigh, but she set her bowlon a chairas she
CWell, what?” spoke, and proceeded to give Eyebright a kneading
“1I've been thinking,” continved Eyebright, lesson on the spot. It was much more fatiguing

I“ihaiwhen papa and 1 getto the Island, perhaps than Eyebright had supposed it would be. Her
lwmedays there wontbe anybody todo the cooking back and arms ached for a long time afterward,
Fhuime, and itwould be so nice if you would teach but Wealthy said she * got the hang of itwonder:
I 2 few things, not hard ones, you know, littie fully for a beginner,” and this praise encouraged
I ihings. I know how to toast now, and how her lo try again. Every Wednesday and Saturday,
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after that, she made the bread, from the sifting of were to be sold, and so was the hay in the barjl
the flovr to the final wrap of the hot loaf in a asalso were the chickens and chicken-coops; evni
brown towel, W ealthy only helping & very little, Brindie and ofd Charley.
and each time the task seemed to grow easier, so The day before the auction, & man carne ajii|
that, before they wentaway, Eyebright feltthatshe pasted labels with numbers on them upon allib]
had that lesson at her fingers' ends.  Wealthy things. Eyebright found * 24" stuck on ihe sidtl
tavghtherother things also,— to broil a beefsteak, of her own special little stool, which papa had sajl
and poach an egg, to make gingerbread and she might take to the Island, but which liad be?
minute biscuit, fry Indian pudding and prepare forgotten. She tore offthe label, and hid ihe stooll
and fiavor the * dip " forsoft toast. ATl these Tes- o a closet, but it made her feel as if everythingij
sons were good for her, and in more senses than the house was going to be sold whethcr or no, andl
one.  Many a heart-ache flew wp the chimney and she half turned and looked over her shoulder atl
forgot to come down again, as she leaned over her her own back, as if she feared to find 2 numbal
saucepans, stirring, tasting and seasoning. Many there also. W ealthy, who was piling the chainl
ahard thoughtabout thie girls and theirnot caring together by twos, laughed.
as they ouvght about her going, slipped away and “ 1 quess they wont put you up to ‘vandoo,™!
carne back brightened into good-humor, in the she said; “or, if they do, I'Il be the firstlobdl
excitementofwatching the Ijiscuitsrise, ormolding There, that's the last !l 1 never did see suchal
them into exact form and size. And how pleasant heap of rubbish as come outof that garret;yourl
itwas if Wealthy praised her, or papa asked fora Ma, and your Grandma, too, | reckon, neterl
second helping of something and said it was good. throwed away anything in all their days. Ofienl
Meanwhile, the business of breaking up was and often | uscd to propose to clean out and kindl
going on. Wealthy, who wasone of the systematic of sort over the things, butyour Ma, she wouldnt]
old-fasliioned kind, began at the very top of the ever let me. They was sure to come in usefd|
house and carne slowly down, clearing the rooms some day, she said. But that day never come,-|
out dinoregular order, scrubbing, sweeping, and gnd there they be; moth-and-rust-corrupted surel
leaving bare, chill cleanness behind her. Part of enouwgh 1 Weil, taint no use layin' up treasurtsl
the furniture was packed to go to the Island, but wpon earth., W ¢ all find that out when we comei

by far the greater part was brought down to the
lower floor, and stacked in the best parlor, ready
foran auction, wliich was to take place on the last
day but one. It was truly wifnderful how many
things the ofd house seemed to contain, and what
queer articles made theirappearance outofobscure
boles and comers, in the course of Wealthy'srum -

magings. There were ofd fire-irons, ofd crockery,
bundks of herbs, dried so long ago thatall taste
and smell had departed, and no one now could
guess which was sage and which catnip; scrap
bundles, which made Eyebright sigh and exclaim,

“0h dear, whatlots of dresses | would have made
for Genevieve, if only I had known we had these.”
There were boxes full of wuseless things, screws
without heads, and nails without points, stopples

which stopped nothing, bottles of medicine which
had lost their labels, and labels which had lost
theirbottles. Some former inhabitant of the house
had evidently been affiicted with mice, for six
mouse-traps were discovered, all of different pat-
terns, all rusty, and all calculated to discourage
any mouse who ever nibbled cheese. There were

also three ofd bird-cages, in which, since the mem -

ory of man, no bird had ever lived; a couple of
fire-buckets of ancient black lcather, which Evye-
bright had seen hanging from a rafter all her life

without suspecting theiruse, and a gun of Revolu-
tionary pattern which had lost its lock. All these

to clear up after fifty years' savin’
Nextmorning proved fine and sunny, and ¢
numbers of people carne to the auction. Someof]
them brought their dinners in pails, and stayed alli
day, for avctions do not occur very often intliel
country, and are greatevents when they do. Evel
bright, who did not know exactly how to disposel
of herself, sat on the stairs, high up, where noonel
could see her, and listened to the auctionecds loudi

voice calling off the numbers and bids. “ No.:?2,!
one dock,— who bids two doliars for the dockil
No. 18, lounge covered with caliiker. 1 ara ofkrtdl
seven-fifly for the lounge covered with calliker]
W oho bidseight? Thank you, Mr. Drolva— gf
at oeight— gone.” And No. 17 was the kitchenl
clode, which had told her the hour so many, maojl
times; the lounge covered with “ caliiker"'@|
mother's Tounge on which she had so often lainl
It seemed very sad, somehow, tlhiat tliey sliouli|
be “going— gone.”

Later in the day she saw, from the windo»,!
people driving away in their wagons 'vith thafl
bargains pilcd in behind them, or set belwesnl
theirknees,— papa’'s shaving-glass Wealtliyswasli-l
tubs, the bedstead from the bestroom. Shecouldl
hardly keep from crying. It seemed as if ital

the ofd house were all brokoil
going off in different direc-|

pleasant past life in
up into little bits and
tions in those wagons.
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BYEBRTOHT LEARNS TO MAKE OREAD.

She was still at the window when Wealthy carne “Eyebright where are you ? Don'tstay mopin’
[P to seaveh for her. Eyebright's face was very Up here, 'taint no use. Come down and help
[ and there were traces of tears on her cheeks, Mme get tea. L ve made a good fire in the
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sittinroom, and we "Il all be the beitei- for supper,
I reckon., Auctions is wearin’ things, and always
will be to the end of time.  Your Pa looksolean

tuckered out.”

Are all the people gone? " asked Eyebvight.

Yes, they have, and good riddance to them.
It made me madder than hops to hear 'ein a-bhoast-
in’ of the bargains they 'd got. Mrs. Dooliitle,
up to the cdrner, bid in that burcauv from the
keepin'-room chamber for seven dolfais. It was
worth fifteen; the auction-man said so himself.
But to kind of match that, her daughter-in-law,

sho giv' thirty cents a vyarci for that rag-carpet in
your room, and itdid n'tcost but fifty when itwas
new, and that was twelve years ago next Novenm -
ber1l So | guess wecome outpretty even with the
Doolittle family, afterall!” added W ealthy, with a

dry chuckle.

Eyebright followed down-stairs. The rooms
looked bare and unhomelike with only the few
pieces of furniture left which W ealthy had bid in
for her private use; for Wealthy did not mean to
live outany more, but have a small house of her
own, and supportherselfby “ tailorin™" She had
bought a couple of beds, a table, a few cliairs and
some cooking things, so it was possible, though
notvery comfortable, to spend one night more in
the house. Eyebright peeped into the empty par-
lorand shut the door.

“Don'tlet’'sopen itagain,” she said. “Woe

make believe thateverything is there still justas it
used to be, and then itwontseem so dismal.”

But, in spite of “ inake-believes,” itwould have
been dismalenough had they not been loo busy to
think how aitered and forlorn the house looked.
One more day of hard work, and all was cleared
out and made clean. W ealthy followed with her
broom and actually “ swept herself out,” as Eye-
bright said, brushing the Tast shreds and straws
throvgh the door on to the steps, where the others
stood waiting., Mr. Bright locked the door. The
key turned in the rusty lock with a sound like a

groan. M. Bright stood a momentwithoutspeak-
ingj then he hancled the key to Wealthy, shook
hands with her, and walked quickly away in the
direction of M. Bury's house, where he and Eye-
Dright were to spend the night.

Woealthy was feeling badly over the loss of her
ofd home; and emotion, with her, always took the
form of gruffncss.

No need to set about kissing to-night,” she
said, as Eyebright held up her face, “ I 'm
a-comin’round to see you offto-morrow.”

Then she, too, stalked away. Eyebright looked
after her for a [little while, then very slowly she
opened the garden-gate, and wentthe round ofthe
place once more, saying good-bye with hereyes lo
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each well:kiown olijest The gerivinkle boaedy
blue with flowers, the daffodiis were just openin!
their bright cups., “0fd maids,” Wealthy hadl
been used toca» them,l
because their ruffledl
edgcs were so neatl
trimmed and pinked.l
There was tlie apple.l
tree croteh, where)]
gvery summer sincel
she could remember,!
her swing had hutig.!
There was het own!
little garden, barenowl
and brown «iih the]

deadstalks of lastyear, |
How easy icwuuldbel
to make jtpreityagainl
ifonly they weregoingi
to stay 1 The +*cave"'!
had fallen in, to bel
sure, and was only al
hole inthe ground, bufl
aocavo Qs soon inade.]
Shecouldhal'canotherl
inno time ifonly— here Eyebright checkcd herself,!
recollecting that “ ifonly " did not help the inatterl
a hit, and, like a sensible child, she walked bravely[
away from the garden and through the gale-a-ay.!
She paused one roomeceni to look at the sun, ivhidi

'WHKRE, EVSRV SUMMENf KIER
SWINC HAD HUNG.”

was setting ina sky ofclear yellow, over which lii-l
tle crimson clouds drifted like a flcet of fairy beatsl
The orchards and hedges were budding fast. Herel
and there a cherry-trece had already tied on iisl
white hood. The air was full of sweet propheticl
smells. Altogether, Tunxct was at its very pretliesti
and pleasantest, and, for all her good resDhifions,!
Eyebright gave way, and wept one little weep atl
the thought that to-morrow she and papa miis|
leave it all

She dried her eyes soon, for slie did not «anil
papa to know she had been crying, and fallowed lol
Mrs. Bury's, where Kitty and the children «ertl
impatiently looking out for her, and every ongj
gave her a hcarty weleome,

Butin spite of their attentions and consideratfl
kindness, and the fun of sleeping with Kitiy fotl

the first time, it seemed grave and lonesoine lo bel

anywhere except in the ofd placo where she badl
always been, and Eyebrightbegan to be glad Ibatl
she and papa were to go away so soon. The iiomel

feeling had vanished from Tunxet, and the quicker|
they were off, the better, she thouvught.

The next morning, they ieft, starting before siil
o'clock, for the railroad was five miles awaiT
Early as it was, several people were there lo sail

good-bye,— Bessie Mather, Laura Wheel'vrighl|-1
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i hahad n't taken time even to wash her face,— it when the train made a sudden curve and swept
Wealth)', very gray and grim and silent, and dear alongside of a yellow beach, laeyond which lay a
Miss FitEh, to whom Eyebright clung till the very great shining expanse,— gray and silvery and blue,
(j& The last h>ag was put in, Mr, Bury kissed — over which dappied white waves played and
‘Eyebright and lifted her into the wagén, where leapd, and large white birds were skimming and
Beii were already seated. Good-liyes diving. A shortdistance from the shore she saw
Mecxchanged. Bessie,drowned in tears, climbed some fishing boats. She drew a long breath of
Tonite wheel Jor a last hug, and was pulled down delight, and said, halfto herselfand half to papa,
Wosome one. Ben gave & chirrup, the horses C Thatis the seal”
began to raove, and thatwas the end of dear ofd “How did you know? " asked he, smiling.
Tunxet. The last thing Eyebright saw, as she O, papa, it could 't be anything else.
lumed for a final look, was Wealthy's grim, sad knew itin a minute.”
poor Wealthy, who had lost most and felt After that, they were dose to the sea almost all
sorriesEofall, though she said so little about it the way. Eyebright feltas if she couid never be
lisvasa mile or two before Eyebright could see tired of watching the waves rise and fall, or of
inything distinctly. She sat with her head turneg breathing the air,which seemed to fill and satisty
joy. thatpapamightnotnotice herweteyes. But her like food. It made her hungry, too, and she
perhaps his own were & little misty, for he, too, Was glad of the mice luncheon which Mr Bury
turned his head, and it was a long time before he NHad packed up forthem. Buteven pleasant things
epore The beautiful morning and the rapid have & tiring side to them , and, as night drew on,
Cinoten WeETE Melps to cheerfulness, however, and Eyebright began to think she should be as glad of

before they reached the railroad slation, Mr. Bright
l1bcgim to talk to Ben, and Eyebright to smile.
She had never traveled on a railroad before, and
j-cucan easily imagine how surprising itallseemed
toher. At first, it frightened her to go so fast, but
thtsoon wore off, and all the rest was enjoyment.
bule things, which people used to railroads hardly
lotice, struck her as so strange and so pleasant.
Whenthe magazine-boy chucked “ Ballou’s Dollar
Monthly” into her lap, she jumoped and said,
“Oh, Iliank you 1" and she was guite overedme by
the successive gifts, as she supposed, of a paper of
pop-cotii, a paper of lozenges, and a “ prize pack-

sge," containing six envelopes,
9x note-papers, six pens, a
fooden pen-handle and a “ piece
of jeivelry,”— all for twenty-five
ctntsl

“Did he really give them to
me?" she asked papa, quite
gasping at the idea of such gen-
erosity,

Then the ice-water boy carne
ilong, with his framc of tum -
hlers; she had a delicious coid
fiink, and told papa “ she did
think the railroad was so kind,”
»hich made him lauvgh; and,
ssseeing him lavugh brightened
her spirits, they journeycd on

very cheerfully, SHE SAW SOME

About iioon, they changcd cars, and
itierthat, Eyebright became aware of a cliange in
‘ta air, a cool freshness and smcll of salt and
"«ds,which she had never smelt before, and liked
ttnaingly, She was just going to ask papa about

presently,

bed as she had been of dinner.

Her heavy head had been nodding
time, and had finally dropped vpon papa’s shoul-
der, when he roused her with a shake and said:

“Woakewup, Eyebright; wakeup! Hereweare.”

“ At the Island?” she asked, drowsily.

“No, notat the Island yet. This is the steam-
hoat.”

To see a steamboathad always been one of Eye-
Dright's chief wisbes, but she was too sleepy at that
moment to realize that it was granted. Her feet
stumbled as papa guided her down the stair; she
could notkeep hereyesopen atall. The stewardess
A

for some

— & colored woman— lavghed
when she saw the half-awake
little passenger;, but she was

very good-natured, whipped off
Eyebright'sboots, hatandjacket,

in & twinkling, and tucked her
into a little berth, where in three
minutes she was napping like a
dormouse. There was & great
deal of whistling and screeching
and ringing of bells when the
boat left her dock, heavy feet
trampled over the deck just
above the berth, the water lap-
ped and hissed, but not one of

these things did Eyebright hear,

for was she conscious of the
FISHING BOATS." rocklng iTiotion of the waves.
Straight through them all she slept, and, when at
last she waked, the boat was no longer at sea,
and there was hardly any motion.

It wasnot yet six o'clock, the shut-up cabin was
dark and ciose, except for one ray of yellow sun.



540

which stragoled through a crack, and lay across the
carpet like a long finger. It flickered, and seemed

to beckon, as if itwanted to say, “Get up, Eye-
bright, it ismorning atlast; getup, and come out
with me.” She felt so rested and fresh that the
invitation was irresistible; and slipping from the
berth, she put on dress and boots, which were laid
on & chair near by, tied the hat over her un-
brushed hair, and with her \varm jacket in hand,
stole out of the cabin and ran lightly wupstairs
to the deck.

Then she gave a great start, and said, “ 0 h!”

with mingled wonder and surprise ; for, instead of

the ocean which she had expected to see, the boat
was steaming gently up a broad river. 0n either
side was & boid, wooded shorc. The trees were

leafless still, for this was much farther north than
Tunxet, but the rising sap had tinted their boughs
with lovely shades of yellow, soft red and pink-
brown, and there were quantities of evergreens
beside, so thatthe woods did not look coid or bare.
Every half mile or so the river made a bhend and
curved away in a new direction. It was never
possible to see farahead, and, as the steamer swept
through the clear green and silver water, itcontin-
vally seemed that, a little ferther on, the rivercarne
to end, and there was no way out except to turn
back. Butalways when the boat reached the place
where the end seemed to be, behold, & new reach

of water, with new banks and tree-crowned head-

lands, appeared, so that their progress was a suc-
cession of surprises. Here and there were dots of
isiands too, just big enough to afford standing-
room to a dozen pines and hemlocks, so closely
crowded together that the trees next the edge
always seemed to be holding fast by theircompan-
fons while they leaned over to look at their own
faces in the water.

These tiny dislets enchanted Eyebright. W ith
each one they passed she thought, “ Oh, | hope
ours s just like that!™ never reflecting that these
were rather play disiands than real ones, and that
Genevieve was the only meraber of the family

likeiy tohecomfortable insuch limited space asthey

afforded. She had the deck and the river to her-
self fornearly an hour before anyofthe passengcers
appeared; when they did, she rcmembeied, with

a bDlush, that her hairwas still unbrushed, and ran

back to the cabin, when the stewardess made it
tidy, and gave her a basin of fresh water for her
face and hands. She carne back just in time to
meetpapa, who was astonished atthe color in her
cheek, and the appetite she displayed at break-
fast, which was served in a stuffy cabin smelling of
kerosene oil and bed-clothes, and calculated to
discourage any appetite not sharpencd by early

morning air.
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lies,!

Little did Eyebright care for the stuffy cabij!
She found Ihe boat and all its appointments (bl
lightful; and when, after breakfast, the ofd i

took her down to the engine-room and showedlic|
the machinery, she fairly skipped with pleasure, 1|
was a sort of noisy fairy-laiid to her iinagination-|
all those wonderful cogs and wheels, and sliinind
rods and shafts, moving and working togctheral
smoothly and so powerfully. She wassorry cnoujll
when at eleven o'clock they left the boai, andl
landcd ata small hamlet, which seemed to havengl
fame as yet, perhaps because itwasso veryyounn
Eyebright asked a boy what they called tlie lownl
but all he said in reply was, “ "T aint a tcown"!
and something about a “ Teownship,” which sht|
did n'tat all understand-
Here they liad some
hired & wagdn to take
Scrapplehend, which

dinner, and Mr.
them * "cross countr)"io]
was the village iiearesi igl

Causy Island,” as Eyebright now lcained thatl
their future home was called. Cosy,” papa pei.|
nounced it The fame pleased her greatly, andsfiel
said to herself, for perhaps the fivehundrcdth time,!
“ | know it is going to be nice.”

It was twenty-two miles from the nxiinclessrill
lage to Scrapplehead, but it took all the aftmoonl
to make the journey, for the roads were rnugh andl
hilly, and fast going was impossible. Lychrighll
did not care how slowly they went. Every stepofi
the way was interesting to her, full of fresh sijhtsl

and sounds and smells. She had never seensuchl
woods as those which they passed through. Thtyl
looked as if they might have been planted ailouli
the time ofthe Delugce, so dense and massive «erel
their growths., Many of the trees were ofd andl
ofimmense size. Some very large ones liad falle,l
and their trunks were thickly crusted with fungil
and long hair-like tresses of gray moss. Heteandl
there were cushions of groen moss, so rich andl
luxuriantas to be the softest sitting-placcs iinagin-l
able. Eyebright longed to get out and rollonl
them ; the mossseemedat lcast a yard deep. Oncil
they passed an oddly sliapcd broad ftrack by ikj
road-side, which the driver told them ivas thel9)i-|
mark of a bear. This was exciting, and a liiikl
farther on, at the fording of a shallow brook.hej
showed them where a deer had stopped to drinll
the night before, and left the impression ofliisj

slender hoofs in the wet clay.
as a story to be there, so near the haunts of thesl
wild creatures. Then, leaving the woods, ihflT
would come to wide vistas of country, with piit-]
ciad hills and slopes and beavtiful gleamiiig

And twice from the top of an ascent they caughil
theoutlines ofa bold mountain range. A delicicais|
air blew down from these mountains, cool, crysslj
clear, and spiced with the balsamic smell ot hera |

[twas as intcrestinjl
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llocks and fite “ohundred lovely wood-odors in?” she asked papa, dolefully. " Shall we fhave
loeside. to sitin the wagén all night?”

Ol is 't Maine beautifull” cried Eyebright, “Guess ‘twont come to that,” said the cheery
lin 2rtipture. She felta sortofrcsentmentagainst driver. Downs "Il take you. I 'llbeta cookie he
IWealthy for having called it a “ God-forsaken” will.L” W hen they carne to “ Downs’s” he jumped
Iphee. “ But Wealthy did n't know, She never out and ran in. CTheyre real clever folks,”
Imshere,” was her final conclusidn. “Ifshe ever he told Mrs. Downs, “ and the [littie gal is so
Ibad i>een h®te she could n't have been so silly.” tired it's a pily to see.”

It was too dark to see much of Scrapplehead So Mrs. Downs consented to lodge them . and
Itfileii at last they got there. It was a small place, their troubles were over for that day. Half dlind
Incstied iii an angle of the hills, The misty gray with sleep and fatigue, Eyebright ate her bread
lacean laybeyond. Its voice camo to their ears as and milk, fiied eggs and doughnuts, fell asleep
[they descended the last steep pitch, a hushed low while she wundressed, gave her head a knock
IrcHCcewith a droning tone, as though it were sleepy- against the bed-post, lavghed, hurried into bed,
Itime with the great sea. There was no tavem in and in three minutes was lost in dreamless slum-
lihe village, and they applied at several houses ber. The wind blew softiy up the bay, the waves
[before finding any one willing to accommodate sang their droning Jlullaby, a half-grown moon
lihctn, By this time, Eyebright was very tired, and carne out, twinkled, and flashed in the flashing
fcould hardly keep from crying as they drove away water, and sent one long beam in to peep atthe
[irom the third place. littie sleeper in the bed. The new life was begun,

CWohat shall we do if nobody will take us and begun pleasantly.

(T o beeontinxud”)
THE BOY AND THE BROOK.
By L. C. R.
Said the boy to the brook that was rippiing away,
0 h, littie brook, pretty brook, will you not stay ?
0h, stay with me ! play with me, all the day long!
And sing in my ears your sweet murmuring song."
Said the brook to the boy, as it hurried away,
Is it just for my music you ask me to stay?
[was silent until from ihe hill-side | gqushed,
Should | pavse for an dinstant my song would be hushed.”
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A FISH THAT CATCHES FISH FOR ITS MASTER.

By John Lewees.

There are animals and birds, of various kinds,  of pody. Itisnot very large, a specimen brougli
which will go hunting or fishing for their masters. o New Y ork measuring only eighteen inches ii
Dogs, aswe all know, are often absolutely neces-  jength.  But itis probable that those used for (isk
sary to hunters, and some of them will bolh kill jng are often much larger. It is & smooth fish

the game and bring it in. Falcons iised to be withoutscales, and any one examining it will soon
emoployed to kil birds for the ladies and gentle-  pereeive that it has two striking pecutiariiies,
men of the Middle Ages; cheetahs, or hunting one of these is its “ up-side-down ” appeanmece.
leopards, are used din the East, to hunt game for v jgqks, when swiraming, as if it had turned ovo |
their owners; and, in China, the fishermen often op jts back, and it is from this appearance ihaiit

employ tame coinioranls— large water-birds— to gets its dame, for “ Revé,” in Spanish, meaos |
cateh fish for them, “oreversed.”

Butalthough fish ai-e the greatest fishers in the The other peculiarity is found on the tnp of (fie
world,— for nearly every finny inhabitant of the peyvé's head. In the second picture, where the

fish is curled around so that we get a rn
view of its back, you can see a curious oval
spot, furnished with iittie rib-like elcvations,
This part of the fish is a x*cr)” powerful
“sucker,” and it is this which enablesiiw
cateh and hold other fish.  Most of usknoit
how a round piece of wet leather can be
pressed ciose to a brick, so as to exelude
the air, and how the brick can fhen be
raised by & string attached to this teatnens
sucker, which cannot easily be pulicd from
the brick. Well, the sucker on the headof
the Revé actsvery much in the same >vay,
When he wishes to cateh a fish, he swims
toward it,— and as he s very swift and
adroit, it is hard for any fish to get aiay
from him — and placing his head under his
victim, he presses tlhie oval sucker tinny
againstit.  This adheres so tightiy ihat the
other fish finds it impossibie to release iiself.

How the Revé manages to eata fish, tliat
water is glad of @ chance to cateh some smaller g fastened to the top of his head, we do notknow;
finny inhabitant of the same water,— and although pyt a5 nis lower jaw islonger than his upper one,
fish are more active and expert at fishing than any jt js probable that this peculiar formation may
other living creatures, there are few of us who have epable him to reach up and take abite.

THE REVE,

ever heard of fish being empioyed to catch other We now understand how the Revé fishes fe
fish for theirmasters. himself but it remains to explain how lie fisliesfe

Wee donotmean thosepoor little rainnows, who, nis master. In the first place, he probably getsa
very much against their will, are used for bait, master by being caught in a trap,for if lie were
forthe fish that are employed by the Japanese to hookcd, he would most likely be too imich in-
decoy other fish— of the same kind—into traps. jyred to be of Service. it the W est Indics, large

Wee mean a fish that will swim out from & boat, wire boxes, fouror five feet long, are often used as
and actually cateh other fish for the men din the fish.traps. These aresomade thata fish can swin
boat., And there really dis such a very obliging into them, but cannot swim out; and when some

creature.  Itiscalled the Reveé, and is found about pait is placed in one of these traps, it is sunk
the West Indies and in the Gulfof México, in & place where fish are plenty, and is generally
The Revé isa slim, active fish, with a great deal eftall night, with a buoy attached to it by a rope

of finand tail to & comparatively small amount o mark its position. In the morning, itishavke
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bvthe rope, and the fish which it
perfecth-untnirt and healthy.

Inthis ivay, we suppose, the
and he piobably gees into the

contains are

Revé
trap to

is caught,—
cateh some

THE REvi's SUCKEB-

of ihe Other fish that may be in there,— and when
Ihe fisherman, who now becomes his master, takes
Wniout of the trap, he puts him carefully into a
sraall tank of water, and when he goes out fishing
for lurtles, he takes his Revé with him. It might
‘caicely be worth the trouble to use Revés to cateh
ordiiiarj- fish, but a large turtle is quite a val-

noble prize, and worth taking a good deal of
iroulole to sccure.
When the fisherman has gone outin his

hoattosome place where he thinks turtles are
tote fouiul, he takes his Revé outofthe tank,
and fastens one end of a long, strong cord
around the fish just at the root of its tail
ftere it can he firmiy secured withoutinter-
fering wiili the Revé's power of swimming.
Htthen dropshis hunting-fish into the water,

and, lioldiiig the line in his hand, sits and
‘Wi'S forwhatmay happen next.
When tlie Reveé finds himself in the water,

tedoesnotnierely struggle and pulf and try
logeiaway. His firstidea is to see if he can A
coteh anything. He therefore swims about, t-’
liot very far from the surface, and when he
toKaturtle below him, down he goes, and in
Jraoment he claps his sucker against the
ctder-shitl of the turtle, and fastens himself so
pobtly ihere, that no matter what the big, havd-
sbtlled creature may do, he finds it impossible to
piaviay from the Revé.
The fisherman, when he
MoMierkingat the end of his

feels the struggling
lino, knows that his
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hunting-fish has made a capture, and so hauls both

him and the turtle into the boat, where, by a dex-
terous twist, the Revé is detachcd from the shell to
which he dis clinging, and is ready to go out after
another turtle,

Sometimes, the fisherman rows or sails about
until he sees a turtle floating on the surface of the
sea. Then he goes as ciose to him as he can get

without frightening him, and ihrowsthe Revé as far

ashe can toward the turtle. The fish, in mostcases,
immediately perceives its prey, and swims dircctly
toward it, and in this ‘evay the fisherman makes
sure that his Revé wili lose no lime in hunting for
other fish. Two orthree Revés are often taken out
inoa tank or tub, so as to provicle foremergencies.

Woashington Irving, in his “ Life of Colurabus,”
says that, when the Spaniards discovered the W est
Indies, they were very much interested in this man-

nerofsending fish to cateh other fish.  They_once
saw some native fishermen cateh an enormous
turtle in this way, and were told that even sharks
were sometimes capttired by the aid of these
sucker-headed fish.

There isanother sucker-fish, called the Remora,
to which the ancients ascribed far greater powers
than any our Revé can hoast, They asserted
that a Remora, which is not a large fish, could
stop any ship simply by fastening itself to the bot-
tom of it, and holding back as hard as it could.
This isa toiigh story, but the ancients svere hardy
people and could swallow stories with which we

TKL KEVE CATC'HIiIS A TVKTLE

would have nothing to do. The Revé stories, how-
gver, are quite truc, and the only gquestion about
them which s at all pnzzling is this: W hat does
such & small fish expect to do with a great, hard-
shelled, fiopping turtle?

Butthat is the Reveé’'s business, not ours,
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THE ROYAL BONBON.
By Nora Perry.
FRANIOIS CHAttBNCES THE BARBEE
W ohat, & story of a French bonbon? VYes, & boy, with asturdy look ofindependence abouthin
French bonbon; but | might as well say at once from the bright eyes and the resolute mouth toti
that this bonbon was & boy, a real boy, who lived well-built shoulders. Usually this resolute moni
many years ago in France. Hisfame was Frangois had 2 very pleasant expression; just sucha
Rude. Franois, like its English form, Frank or eXpression as you all have seen about Che mouil
Francis, has & pleasant sound, but Rude is harsh of persons who are never troubled with Tittle ftai
and odd.  And you wonder, perhaps, whether the and [little vanities, and are perhaps, for this'ff
boy who bore itwas anything like his dame? You feason, alwaysready to felp weaker people. Bi
shall see. on the day when | first introduce him to you
At the time when | introduce him to you he is pleasant expression isforthe momentextinguiste'
nine years ofd,— a bright-eyed, thoughtful-faced lost in a big frown, which ties the open, biff"
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forehead into a hard knot; and the lips are drawn
fo'vaintoavery unsm dingcurve tomatch the frown.

i jsa c¢charming May morning, a [little after
Isiinrise; but Fran?o0is is so occupicd with Hhis
Ltitoughts and a very difficult task that he has
jndertaken, that he sees nothing of the beauty of
thtday. And svhatis it thathe isdoing? W hat
[ISItiliat he has undertaken ? He isgrinding some-
I thing n* ® very big grindstone. W hatin the world
lean 1L bhe? Is it a knife? And why should this
Ilifile fcllow of nine years be up and dressed and
Liliallalone in this ofd French court-yard so early
Imthe morning grinding his knife? It is not a
I knife at all. It is— itis—a sword 1l Yes, a sword,
j-a small sword, of perfect workmanship, which

jbelongs to Frangois himselfj for Frangois belongs

[to a military regiment, & real regiment called
jtiE Royal Bonbons, and part of the National
ICuard.

In the beginning of the French Revolution, the

I N'ational G uard was formed by the citizensof Paris,

jwprotect the interests of all order-loving people
lagainst the wild, lawless rabbie which sprang up
lat once when the king's government faltered, and
liheking himself showed that he was not strong

Imough for the crisis. And asthe troublesincreased
ihc National Guards increased in numbers, and
«re to he found in all the great cities of France.
Dijon, which is about one hundred and fifty miles
Itera Paris, wasone of these cities where the Guards
ilourished, and here the “ Royal Bonbon”"sprang
Iintoexistence. By order of the government itself,
like infaiit regiment was organized for* the manly
land pairiotic education,” according to a certain
Idiiiingaished writer, “ of the youth of Dijon."
iFiangois’ father, being & member of the National
IGuard, at once cnrolled his little son in the young
liegimentof the Royal Bonbons.

These boys thoroughly enjoyed theirimportance
lasagov'crtiment organization, and also everything

Iconnected with their military duty, from the impos-
jinguniform with its blue coat and bright buttons,
lihethree-cornered cocked hat, white breeches and

bbek gaiters, to drill in the public square.

Notthe least portion of the boys enjoyment is
[ikfSunday march at noon to the fine oid church
I St Michael, where they listen, notto a sermdn,
jtaltoamemberofthe Common Council who taiks
tthisyouthful hearers about their dutfies and their
iBpoiisibilities in these perilous times. After this
ulk ihe young regiment of boys kneel each vupon
jooeknee, raise their hands to their three-cornered
Ttais, while a roll of drums pedis forth, and the
IWincilorwho has been talking tothem pronounces
[>h;maii’s benediction.

Itwasnot by any means a cause forwonder, was
[N ihatwith all this parade the boys should feel
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very dignified, and of as much importance as the
grown-up members of the National Guard itself?

You can understand, then, something of Fran-
90is" State of mind on this morning that I present
him to you in the ofd inn court-yard, when | teU
you that, on the evening before, he was made
the subject of ridicule and jest. He had arrived at
the inn with hisfatherfrom Dijon, a distance ofnine
old-French leagues,— about twenty-seven railes.
Theinn was the principal place of public entertain-
ment at the village of Saint-Seine-siir-Vingeanne,
and, as they drove up, there were a good many
people Tounging about. Amongstthem was a bar-
ber, a gay fellow, always on the lookout for fun.
The moment he cavght sight of out little Royal
Bonbon he began to lavgh.

“Ah, what great general is this! W hy does
notthe whole town basten to payrespectto such an
imposing personagel”™ W ith mocking reraarks
like this, the barber followed Fran?ois about the
court-yard, finally capping the climax by mauiring,
with a great show of curiosity, what were the uses
of the huge weapon he bore,— meaning, of course,
the tiny sword.

This cruel ridicule was too much for Franjois,
who had been accustomed to having the uniform of
the Royal Bonbons treated with unvarying respect.

So, as was the foolish custom in those days with
oflder gentlemen who felt their dignity offended,
the boy soldier turned upon his persecutor and
challenged him to fight a duel.

The barber, with many mock-heroic reraarks, at
once accepted, highly amused,— itwasall great fun
to him. Franfois was a mere baby in his eyes,
and hedidnotunderstand thatwhatwasamusement
toa man, Frangois could take as a mortal insult.

The oqueer duel was appointed for the next
morning, and while the boy lay awake anxiously

thiinking about it, the barberwenthome and forgot
the whole thing.

The greatpointofanxiety with the prouvd young
Franhois s his sword. This country barber has
presumed to ridicule the sword ofa RoyalBonbon !
He, as a Royal Bonbon soldier, must show him of
whata Bonbon's sword iscapabie; and this is why
we find him vp before anybody is stirring, in the
court-yard sharpening his weapon,

The grindstone is much too big forhim, but he
prefers to turn ithimself, even thovgh itisvery hard
work, rather than endure the presence of a helper,

for he wishes to keep this part of the business a
secrct, so thathe may astonish liis adversary later
with the deadly power of his weapon. So with all
his mighthe tiirns the sione until it whirls round,
and then grinds away until it stops.

W ohile he is doing this, his father sees him
through the window. He wunderstands at once
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what Frangoisisabout, and, thinking itavery good
joke, he sends off forthe adversary and the scconds.
W hen the I)arbercomes at this bidding, he com-
mences again with the sagne mocking jests, to all
of which Frangols’ father listens, without any idea
of bisson’sreal depth of feeling. At last, however,
Frangois gets very angry, finding that the barber
had only been making fun of him when heaccepted
his challenge, and bursts forth into such indig-
nant protest, as to open their eyes to the fact that
they have gone too far in their jests. A formal
apology is then tendcred him, but Frangois rejects
it with indignation.

“No, no " he cries, drawing up
and regarding the barber with scorn. * You have
insiilted not only me butthe Royal Bonbons. It
tsn't for play that the governmenthasmade us sol-
diers. Itisn'tfor older people’s amusement that
the governmentgave us our uniform with the sword

his littie figure,

that you laugh at. It was to teach us tobhe brave,
and to know how, some time, to fighc for our
country. But there is one thing that no one of
the Royal Bonbons was ever taught to do, and
that is, to insult boys younger and weaker than
themselves, and then !

But here Frangois’ voice ceases, and his eyes
begin to fill.  He will not stay for his eneiny to
laugh at the coming tears, so he turns away, the

more resolutely as a voice cries out to him ;

“Come bhack, come back, my boy !I”

It is the barber’s voice, and Frangois would not
go back fora kingdom .

“Ah," he says to himself, as he goes out of the
court-yard, “he thinks he can mock at me again;
buthe wil find himself mistaken.”

But the barber has no intention of mocking at
him again. W hen Frangois spoke withsuch dignity
and spirit, this gay jester reccived a very diffeient
impression from what Frangois supposed, as he
would have found if he had come back at the cali.
But, perhaps, ifhecould hearwhatisbeing saidof
him as he leaves the court-yard, he would be better
pleased than atanything that might be addressed
to hirasclf; for, as his littie cocked hat disappears,
the barber, turning to F -angois’ father, saysearnest-

ly, and with all the levity gone out of his voice:

“Thatisa fine, brave lad ofyours, Citizen; and
some day, Lam sure, you willbe proud of him. |
am o very soiry | wounded his feelings so deeply,
but bowas stupid. 1 shall know better next time.”

Frangois' father, pleased at this praise, yetat the
same time rather troiibled about his son, hastens
as soon as he can from the court-yard, thinking
to find the boy and comfort him, no doubt. But
Frangois is nowhcere to be seen. W here has fhe
hidden himself?

The proud boy is not hiding. and

Sore indig-
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nant at the treatmenthe has received, he seisom |
forhome ; and alone, withouta peiiny oranyilunj

to eat, he walks all those twenty-seven miles to

Dijon. O fcourse there is some temper in this,bm 1
itisnot a bad temper; and itisso mixed with the

spirit of self-respect and real dignity that a hardei!
father than Frangois  would forgive him .

Let us see now, if you will, what afieni'ari)
became of this plucky littie Bonbon, who carriedhis|
regiment's honor on his nine-year-old shoulders.

In very littie more than a year after this, hisl
beloved regiment was disbanded in thechangesof

the times. The disappointment of Frangois uas
great; but his dindignation was greater. What!
disarm such loyal soldiers who had done theirduiy

so faithfully I But his indignation was ol no use i
even though he refused to give up his musketand
that pvecious sword, and hid them fora time. The:
end of the Royal Bonbons had come.

Wohen, only a few months afterward, his father,
Who was an iron-workerorironmonger, puthimlo
his trade, it seemed to Frangois thatall the bright-1
ness had gone outof his Ufe. Butone day it liap-
pened that he took a walk which led him past ine
public school of Fine Art. It was prize-day atlhe.
school, when every one is permitted to cnter asa
visitor; and so Frangois entcred with the rest

Thatvisit was the turning-pointin hiscareen 1]
determined him to become a student, if possible,
His father had introduced a new kind of siove
from Germany at his manufactory and was making

money by it, so he did not reiish his son’s notion
of forsaking a profitable trade for anything so,
uncertain as art, and therefore Frangois met winm
decided opposition. He overcame this so far, how-1
ever, as to be permitted to enter the art school i
he would promise to devote any skill he might]
acquire to the decoration and improvement of the
prussiennes,— the new Germén stoves. Under ihis

artangementhe entered the academy for two liours |
daily, all the restof the day working for his father.

This showed his determined spirit.  But he had .
something more than a determined spirit. He had
a greatgenius, which developed so rapidly that bis

father was induccd to rclease him from his promise
of working at the iron trade, and allowed him lo|
become an artist.  One thing, however, is very
certain that the determined spirit carried him
over all difficultics, reltuffs and dclay'S, and en-1
abled him to become in due time the greatest
Sculptor that France had ever knosva. He iived

justify all the prophecies and praise of him, bulto
the end he kept the same stanch, loyal henrt mavs
had animated the Royal Bonbon, and nene of tht|

grandeur could for a single moment turn his hoati-;
Mr. Hamerton, the English artist and author.
writes at length of Frangois Rude in bis n'«ni
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book of “ Modern Frenchmen,” and he shows his The result of all this was a later recognition
appreciation of Rude's simple, steadfast couragce of his greatness than might have come if he had
chen he says: " Rude is interesting as a strong * pushed his way,” as we say. But his fame has
andoriginal character, even for those who take no gone forward, steadily mounting until, only the
interestin Art. He seems almost out of place in other day,— twenty-three years afer the death of

modern times with his antique simplicity and inde-
pendence. In an agewhen men struggle frantically
forthe means of fuxuvy, and use their [itmost inge-
nuity to advance in the world’s estimation by plot-
ling for the praise of coteries and newspapers,
Rude concerned himself neither about wealth for
about notoriety, but was content to do the best
Bork he could to preserve his own dignity, and
leave the rest to fortune.”

TWO LITTLE
Bv Louis.A

histories is about Annie
lovely c¢hild, whose jour-

The first of these true
Percival. a very dear and

ney interested many other children, and is still
reniembered with gratitude by those wiiom she
visited on a far-offisland.

Annie was six when she sailed away to Fayal
Bith her mother, grandmanmma, and “ little Aunt
Ruth,” as she called the young aunty who was still
aschool-girl.  Voery cunning was Annie’s outfit,
and her little trunk was a pretty as well as a curi-

oussight, foreverything was so small and complete
it looked as if a dolf was setting ofT for Europe.
Such a wee dressing-case, with bits of combs and
brushes for the curly head; such a cozy scarlet
crapper for the small woman to wear in her berth,
vilh slippers to match when she trotted from state-
froom to state-room ; such piles of tiny garments
I'laidnicely in, and the owner’s initials on the oul-
Isde of thie trunk; not to mention the key on a
tibbon in her pocketas grown-up as you please.
ithink tile sight of that earnest, sunshiny face
inust have been very pleasant to all on board, no
matterhow sea-sick they mightbe, and the sound
of the cheery little voice as sweet as the chirp of 2
fsrd, especially when she sung the funny song
ghout the “ Owl and the pussy cat, in the pea-
Jreen boat,” for she had charming ways, and was
alwaysmaking quaint, wise or loving remarks,

Well, “ they sailed and they sailed,” and carne
oilast 1o Fayal, where everything was so new and
strange that Annie’s big brown eyes could hardly
spare time to sleep, so bhusy were they looking

‘bout. The donkeys amused her very much, so

Franfois,— the French goverament, as a tribute to
his memory, called one of the rooms in the Louvvre
by his fame.

Wohen you are so happy as to go to
must pay & visit to the Louvre and
Salle Rude, and therein you will see several of
Franfois Rude's masterpieces. Among them are
the “ Fisher-boy playing with the Tortoise,” and
the * Mercury fastening his Talarla.”

Paris, you
ask for the
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did the queer Tanguage and ways of the Portuguese

people round her, especially the very droll fames
given to the hens of a young friend. The biddies
seemed to speak the same dialect as at home, but
gvidently they understood Spanish also, and knew
theirown Aames, so it was fun to go and cali Rio,
Pico, Cappy, Clarissa, Whorpie, and poor Simon-
gne whose breast-bone grew out so that she could
not eatand had tobe killed.

But the thing which made the deepest impres:

sion on Annie was a visitto a charity school at the
ofd convent of San Antonio. It waskept by some

kind ladies, and twenty-five girls were tavght and
cared for in the big bare place, that looked rather
gloomy and forlorn to people froin liappy Boston,
where charitable institutions are on a noble scale,
aseverybody knows.

Annie watched all thatwent on with intelligent
interest, and when they were shown into the play-
rooin she was much amazed and afflicted to find
that the children had notl ing to play with but a
heap of rags, out of which they made queer dolls
with raveled twine for hair, faces rudely drawn on
the cloth, and funny boots on the shapeless legs.
No other toys appeared, but the girls sat on the

floorofthe great stone room,— forthere wasno fur-
niture,— playing contentedly with their poor dolls,

and smiling and nodding at “ the little Ameri-
cana,” who gravely regarded this sad spectacle,
wondering hosv they could get on without china
and waxen babies, tea sets, and pretty chairs and
tables to keep house with.

The girls thought that she envied them their
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dolls, and presently one carne shyly vp to offer two

of tlhieir best, leaving the teacher to explain in
English their wish to be polite to their distin-
guished oguest. Like the [little gentlewoman she
was, Annie graciously accepted the ugly bits ofrag
with answering nods and smiles, and carried them
away with her as carefully as if they were of great
beauty and valué.

Butwhen she was at home she expressed much
concern and distress at the destitute condition of
the children. Nothing but rags to play with
seemed a peculiarly touching state of poverty to
herchildish mind, and being a generous creature
she yeatned to give of her abundance to “ all the
poor orphans who did n't have any nice dollies.”
She had several pets of her own, but not enough
to go round even if she sacrificed them, so kind
grandmamma, who had been doing things of this
sortall her life, relieved the child's perplexity by

promising to send twenty-five fine dolls to Fayalas
soon as the party returned to Boston, where these
necessaries of child-life are clieap and plenty.
Thus comforted, Annie felt that she could enjoy
her dear Horta and Chica Pico Fatiera, particular
dariings rechristened since her arrival. A bundle
of gay bits of silk, ¢cloth and flannel and a present
of money for books, were sentout to the convent
by the ladies. A ftreatof little cheeses for the girls

to eat with their dvy bread xvas added, much to
Annie's satisfaction, and helped to keep alive her
interest in the school of San Antonio.

After many pleasant adventures during the six
months spent in the city, our party carne sailing
home again all the better for the trip, and Annie
so full of tales to tell that it was a never-failing

hold forth to her
“splaining and

source of amusement to hear her

younger brother in her pretty way

scribing allabout it.”
Grandinamma’s promise was faithfully kept, and

Annie broodced blissfully over the twenty-five dolls
till they were dressed, packed and sent away to
Fayal. A letter of thanks soon carne back from
the teacher, telling how surprised and delighted
the girls were, and how they talked of Annie as if
she were a sort of fairy princess who in return for
two poor rag-babies sent a miraciilous shower of
splendid china ladies with gay gowns and smiling

faces.

This childish charity xvasmade memorable to all
who knew of itbhy the fact that three months after
she carnehome from thathappy voyage Annie took
the one from which there is no return. For this
journcy theie was needed no preparation but a
little white gown, a coverlet of flowers, and the
casket where the treasurc of many hearts was ten-
derly laid away. ATl alone, but not afraid, little
Annie crossed the dinknown sea that rolls between
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our vvorld and the Islands of the Blest, to be wel
comed theie, | am sure, by spirits as innocent
as her own, leaving behind her a very precious
memory of her budding virtues and the relies of
@ oshort, sweet life.

Every one mourned for her, and all her smal],
treasures were so carefully kept that they still exist
Poor Horta, in the pincushion arm-chair, seems1
waiting patiently for the [little marama to coins

rag-dolls lie side by side in gr.md.
no happy voice

again ; the two
raa’s scrap-book, since there isnow

to wake them into life; and far away in ihe con.
vent of San Antonio the orphans carefully keep
their pretty qgifts in memory of the swecet giver
To them she is a saintnow, not a fairy princess;

forwhen they heard of herdeath they asked ifihey
might pray for the soul of the dear little American,
and the teacher said, “ Prny rather for jhe poor
mother who has lost so much.” So the grateful
orphans prayed and the mother was comforted, fot
now another little daughter lies in her arms and
kisses away the lonely pain at her heart,

The second small traveler 1 want to tcll about
lived in the same city as the first, and her fiame |
was Maggie Woods. Her father was an English-
man who carne to America to try his furtiineg, 1
but did not find it; for when Maggie was [bree
months oid, the great Chicago fire destroycd iheir
home ;soon after, the mother died; then the father
was drowned, and Magoie was left all alone ira |
strange country.,

She had a good auntin England, however, «ho |

took greatpains to discoverthe child after the death
of the parents, and sent for her to come home and

be cared for. Ttwas no easy matter to geta fic
years' child across the Atlantic, for the auni could
notcome to fetch her, and no one whom she kntw |

was going over. But Maggie had found friendsin
Chicago; the American consul at Manchester «as
interested in the case, and every one was gladlo
help the forlorn baby, who wiés too young to under-!
stand the pathos of her story.

After letters had gone to and fro, it was decided |
to send the child to England in charge of jhe cap-

tain of a steamer, trusting to the kindness ofall
fellow-travelers to hcip heron her way.
The friends in Chicago bestirred themselvesral

get herready, and then it was that Annie’s motherl

found that she could do something which could[
have delighted her'darling, had she bceen bere
to know of it Laid tenclerly away were mant
small garments belonging to the other bule
pilgrim, whose journeying was so soon ended;
and from among all these precious things .Mis |
Percival carefully chose a comfortable outfit f«|

that coid March voyage.
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When all was ready, Maggie's small effects were
packed in a liglu basket, so thatshe could carry it
herself if need be. A cnrd briefly telling the story
iras fastened on the cdrner, and a similar paper
recominending her to the protection of all kind
people was sewed to the bosoinof herfrock. Then,
not in the least reaiizing what lay before her, the
chiid consigned to the conductor of the train
tobe forwarded to persons in New Yorkwho would
see hersafely on board the steamer.

I'should deaily like to have seen the little maid
and the big basketas they setout on that long trip
astranquilly as if for a day’'s visitj and itisa com-
lorito know thatbefore the train started the per-
sons wlio took her there had interested a motherly
ladyin the young traveler, who promised to watch
overher while their ways were the same.

AIl"ent weil, and Maggie was safely delivered
10the New York friends, who forwarded her to the
steamer, well siipplied with toys and comforts for
ihe voyage, and placed in charge of captain and
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She sailed on the third of March, and
landed at Liverpoolaftera pleasant

stewardess.
on the twelfth

trip, during which she was the pet of all on board.

The aunt welcomed her joyfully, and the same
day the child reached hernew home, the Commer-
cial Inn, Compstali, after a journey of over four
thousand miles. The consul and owners of the
steamer wanted to see the adventurous young lady
who had come so far alone, and neighbors and
strangers made quite a lion of her, for all kindly
hearts were interested, and the protective charity
which had guided and guarded her in two hemi-
spheres and across the wide sea, made all men
fathers, all women mothers to the little one till she
was safe.

So ends the journey ofmy second small traveler,

and when | think of her safe and happy ina good
home, I always fancy that (if such things may be)
inthe land which is lovelier than even beauvtiful

ofd England, Maggie's mother watches over little
Annie.

HOW A COMET STRUCK THE EARTH.

Bv Edward

It was avery small comet, and just the merest
correr of the earth— but I must tell you the whole

siory
Aboutthe year 1839 we went tolive on the banks
el Rock River in the beauvtiful state of [llinois.
There were my father, my eider brother and my-
self and our dwelling was & little log cabin in the
edge of the forest; our fare, pork and prairic-
diickens, principally. Woe were emigrants, you

mustknow ,— pioncers from the shores of the Hud-

sonto the Then “ far West.”

Our log house had been built in the summer,
and the “ shakes,” or split shingles, had been put
m the roof when green. They were long, thin
stripsof oak, and the sun had warped their edges
andmade them spring up. Between the openings
liras left, my brother and I, Iying next the roof,
ctilild watch the moon and the stars at night., W e
ftoiigin it fun when, in the dry autumn nights, a

shnkewould suddenly spring vup and send the slight
oail Thai fastened itfarinto the air, tocome jingling
hack on the roof. Butwe paid for this fun when
*intercarne with its terrible storms, and through
theseopenings the snow sifted down into our faces
finight long, spreading over our bed and burying
aw clothing out of sight. Before morning, our

C.Kembile.
covering would be soaked through, and we had to
slide, shivering, out upon the snow-heaped floor
and hurry down the ladder, holding in our arms
the clothes we had pulled out of the drift.

Yes, and | fancy | can hear now—just as we
used to hear then, lying awake, and listening with
bated breath— the howling wolves that had been

driven by hungerfrom the prairieand had gathered

in packs within the edge of the timber. The
pauses of the storm were filled with their wild
deprecatory cries. And the owls— “hoot-owls”
we called them — answered each other all night in
the forest with Their muffled cali, “ Hoo-hoo-hoo-
00! Hoo-00-hoo !
Butwhathave owls, wolvesand snow-storms to do
with the comet? Well, I am coming to that.
During the early part of that winter, the first
newspaper was printed in the little town near which
we lived., It was called the Star.” My brother
Wrote some ambitious verses— chanting the praises
of this “ Starofourcountry I Starofourbanner!
Bright Star of glory that shineth afar 1"— which
were printed in the first number, and accordingly
be was chosen from among the youth of the town
to be the printer’s imp of the “ Star” ofiice.
How | admired, with just a flavor of envy, his
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sudden elcvation 1 | used to peep in atthe Win-
dows, for I was too shy to enter by the door, and
would watch the inking of the “ forms” with the
hand-roller of those days. And I actually carne to
think my brother’s good looks were iraproved by
"THg SNOW SIFr*D
the smutch of ink he habitually wore over his eye
oron hisnose !

Well, it was here, hovering about the “ Star’
ofiice, lielping occasionally to wasli the forms,—
after | liad grown boidenough togo in,— and lend-
ingahand topickup the type, clearaway the * pi”
and “sweep out,” that I had my first drcanis of
the life awaiting me in the busy world. True,
there was no fountain of inspiration that flowed for
me there, unless it was the ink-fountain of the oid
Woashington press, butmy visions were shaped by

an object hanging against onc of the case-stands;

and that was— the footof an ofd boot!
This thing had a dreadful naine, which | shall
not give you here; itwas, in fact, the last resting-

place of broken and battered types that were des-
tined to be melted at the type foundry.

Oneday, exploring that dark abyss inthe “Star”
office, I found a lot of types that were only slightiy
dcfaced © and then carne to me the lucky thought

HOW A COMET STUUCK THE

EARTH. el

beg these, and pick vp enough mortl
set up by and by a printing olfctl

that | could
like them to
of my own.

No prairie
thatidea, and

grew so quickly jsj
my hcad airongl

sun-flower ever
soon | waiked wilh

IN ALL NIGHT LONG.”

the stars. It happened, too, just about this time, |
that everybody was cxpecting a shower of meteors, |

or “ falling stars” as they then were called; andj
aithough I didnotsee them, I was constantly thml;-j
ing about them, and the “ Star,” and trying to

wofk out in my mind a plan for starting my print
ing office, and, atlength,— how the thought tlirilied|

me,— publishing a paper il my own! Hoiv
should I print it? W hat Aame should I give ii?]
My spare hours were spent in trying to finti tin-
swers to these gquestions. And all the time tlail
tantalbiing ofd Star” was coming out as reju-j
larly as any heavenly body in itscourse. My papiit
must have a dame taken in some way from the |
sky, butwhatshould itbhe?

Meanwhile, no stamp collectoreverworked more i
diligently in gathering varieties than | iii getiing |
together the type for my enterprise. The pro-1
prietor of the “ Star” gave me the contents of the

ofd boot, and I searched daily the sweepings ofthe
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e looadd to my stock. L did “choros” for a
Ifiiendly carpenter, horrowed his tools, and finally
skhim into my confidence. 1 made a type-case

kborin" inathick plankasmany bolesasthere are
lettersin the alphabet, withextra liolesfornumerdis,
"spaccs,” " quads,” “ points,” double letters, etc,
Ilmade a press by nailing to the end of & well-
seasoned strip oftwo-inchoak a piece ofhard wood
ifbotsquare and an inch thick. The strip of oak
*astwo feet and a half long, and the hard-wood
piece formed an upright, the strip, smoothly planed
jpj leveled, making the bed of the press. A
“cleat," nailed along the upright 0LL its inner face,

furnished a fulcrum, and a stick four or five feet
long was the lever.'
tYou will see presently how this home-made

Ipresswas worked.

“Giveme a fulcrum " said Archimcdes, “ and |
[fill move the world !” I had a fulcrum and a
levet, and with them | hoped to liftinto existence a
oewbody ofcelestial Aame.

But I was like a young bear,— my troubles were
calUhcad of me. W hen I began tosel up my bat-
[icred lype, I broughtaboutme avery hornet’s nest
cof discotiragements.  Still I held bravely on. My
jack-knife was constantly on duty straightening vp
ihcsides, or mending the faces of the crooked and
perverse little letters. W hen “‘sorts " or particular
kinds of letters failed me, | had toreconstruct them
enfirely, always so far mindful of my “ p's” and
"g's"as to turn tiiose letters upside down when |

was short of “ d's” and “ b's.” I made capital
SEYST owith t E s, just chopping off the lower
kmbs; and a “Q " learned to cry “ 0 " after1had
coiaway its tongue. The severest strain, however,
tasto make two “ V's” stand for ® W ." Imagine
ik editorial of a paper opening with the qiiota-
tion; W hen, in the course of human events,

ilbecomes,” etc. 1
Through these and many similardifficulties 11ed
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my little columns of broken English, until they
stood at lastin battle array on the bed ofmy press,
which had been made true with the aid of a spirit-
level. Fourhard-wood strips formed the “ chase,”
or fraine, in which the columns were “ locked up "
to complete the “ form.” I had two pages of two
columnseach, the sizeofthe page being three inches

and a-half by five inches. | inked the type with
printer’s ink, applied by a ball made of buck-skin
stuffed with cotton. I laid one of my little damp-

encd sheeis of printing paper on the inked surface,
then a square of woolen cloth, then a piece ofhard-
wood board ten inches square, piancd smooth and
tiTje, and then, on top of that, another block half
the site. Now carne the supreme moment. |
grasped the lever, fitted it beneath the fulcrum,
and swung myself over the other end ! | seemed
to sitastride the handle ofthe Gieat Dipper, in this

the provdestmoment of my boy life ! | tell you,
there is no satisfaction like that which comes from
hard-earned success.

Now was fulfilled my hope lo bring upon earth,
by means of my fulcrum and lever, a visitant of
heavenly title. The stars, including my own vil
lage “ Star,” might *“ hide their diminished heads 1"
For I stood thatmoment holding in my hand the
firstimpression of “ The Comet,”

Thus was iishcred in, as we solemnly say of the
Fourth of Juiy and other great events, the first
boys' newspaper printed in the “ Far West.” It

made a stir where | lived, and struck with astonish-
ment all the boys of the village.

This “comet” struck che earth about sixty-five
miles westof Chicago, butlam compelled to adm it
that it exercised no disturbing infiuence on the oli

planet., It made an impression of one kind, how -
gver. Patience, contrivance, and confidence were
not left without reward. “The Comet” made
me head boy in our debating club, and president

of our firstjuvenile temperance society.
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THE LITTLE MOTHERS.

Once there were two little mothers, and each of them had a doll-

child. The mothers were very kind to their children. They made nice
clothes for them, and always kept them
neat and clean.

One afternoon, they thought they
would give the dolls a tea-party. S0
they took out their children’s best
dresses, and looked them over, to see
if they were good enough for the

1, party. While they were doing this
the dolls sat on the floor, back to
back, and waited until their mothers
were ready to put their clothes on

They looked as if they were in a great hurryto be dressed. The

little mothers found that some stock-

ings must be mended for their children,

and so one of them held a skein of

yarn, while the other one wound it

into a bal!.

The dolls’ tea-party was a very

nice one. There was real tea with

cream and sugar, and there were cakes

and preserves. The mothers had a

dear little tea-pot, and tiny tea-cups,

with plates and dishes just to match them, andwhenever one of the

dollies wanted a sip of tea, jts motherlet itdrink out of her cup.

Theyall enjoyed themselves verymuch,
but, after tea was over, the dolls liad a
quarrel about something. They looked
cross at each other, and would nol
speak. This made the little mothers
very sorry, and they talked to their
children and told them how grieved
they were t6 see them behave in that
way.

Soon after this, the two dollies were
taken sick with the measles, and had
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to be putto bed. Their little mothers gave them medicine, and were

just as kindto them asif they never had been had at all. When the dol-
lies had taken their medicine, they began
to feel better, and then their little
mothers thought it would be a good
thing to take them out-of-doors, and let
them have a little fresh air. So each
one of the mothers took up her dolly
and carried it out into the garden. It
was quite a warm day, and the dol-
lies did not
have to be

dressed up. They looked very happy

whiie their mothers were carrying them

up and down the garden-paths, and in

about ten minutes the dollies entirely T

recovered from the measles.

Wlien they carne back into the house,

itwas nearly dark, and before long they —

dl went to bed, the dollies sleeping in

their mothers arms. The little mothers were very glad to get some rest,
for they had gone through a very great
deal with their children, that afternoon,
and so they soon shut their eyes and
went to sleep. But the dollies kept
their eyes wide open all night. They

id not sleep a single wink. Perhaps

Ithey were thinking how glad they were S »
Ito have such nice little mothers who were always so kind and good
Ito them, and who cured them so very soon of the measles.

N—
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.
W hat bed, though made vp only about once
a year, is “ picked over” dozens of times, and,
though really deligbtfu!, is hardly fit to sleep on ?
C0h, Mo Jack, it'sa strawber !

You all know—do you? Dear, dear, whatwon-
derfully bright young folks one does find in June,
especially in this part of the world !

Do periodicals of large circulation go to the
Arctic zone, Twonder. Probably they do,—but it
is sad in this melting weather to think of a [littie
tot all wrapped in furs sitting on frozen water
reading St. Nicholas, and cutting the leaves
with an dcicle ! How much pleasanter to picture
chubby-legged littie ones among roses, green
grass, green cherries, and all that summery sort
of thing— one dear littie chick reading the stories,
another dear littie chick looking over the other's
shoulder at the opictures, and poking the other
affectionately to make that dear littie him or her
“hurry up,” oand still another dear littie thing

trying to pulf the precious magazine away from the
other two dear littie things.

Now, children, fall into line, and hear about
NAMES OF FINQERS.

Uop with your hands, my dears ! Now, spread
out the fingers, and | "Il tell you the fAames given
to them in ofd times.

Firstcomes “ Thumb.”

“Butthatisn'ta finger!” you say.

Weell, but, perhaps that is why they called it
SThumb.”

Then come “ Tovcher” or “ Foieman,” “Long-
man,” * Leeclinian,” and “ Littieman.”

[t s plain enough how Toucher, Longman, and
Littieman carne by their fames, but Lccchman

got his in this roundabout way ;
It appears that, in the misty
thata nerve ran straight from the

past, folks believed
third finger to

JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Uixt,!

the heart., Likewise, they thought that this (ingerf
felt the elTects of poison more quicklj- and rtelll
cately than any of the other fingers. Thirdiy, and|
jastly, they made & point of stirring up the,]
physic with it!

So, you see, this finger had a great deal toe
with sickness, and getting well, and physic, anj
such matters, and as ihry called the ninn whol
physicked them — the doctor— a “ lecch,” itsaiej]
trouble to give the same fame to tlio plutic
finger and cali it “ Lecchman.”

That is why,— at fleast so | 'm told, I [f]
any of you know any better “ whys,” send iheml

to your Jack, and he "Il Take it kiiidly of you.

A FLOATING MELON PATCH.

D uring late Spring, in Casbmeve, a iiwn «f
choose, on the shore of nlake orrivet, some tangly
bit of reeds, scdges and other thick-groningsiuvli,

carefully cut it from its roots, cover it niili dinhtr
and soil. and launch it into deep water, laldng
care to inoor itsafely.

On this float he will plaiU inclons aml cucum-

bers, and, by the time they are ripe,— all the boii
in the neighborhood will have learned te swim,

According to this way of putting it, you mayuyl
that melon-raising can't be a very paying business|
in Cashmere. ButJack docs n't know abnutihat
There are all sorts of profit in this world and fed-
ing small hoys isonc of them.

BEOGARS THAT RIDE.

In San Antonio, a qucer-looking oki imvn jni
Texas, the streets are navrow, winding, unpavel,[
and lined with low, thick-walled stciw Iwuscs,!
liaving eanheii fioors and flat roofs. diisunieofl

the roofs bright flowers and feachery grasses »ave. |

Along the narrow streets ride beggai-s mouiiiedj
on shaggy littie donkeys, and looking all aroundj
for somebody to give them alms. These idlons]
are great brawany Mexicans, with fiery black eyesj
ivhich have a guilty look in them .and aie vfiyl
quick to cateh sight of money. If you tossa toinl

to one of these beggars,— nothing lcss than a fivel
cent piece will do,— he is sute to cateh itin histal ]
and from there it will be slipped into some pocket]
of his ragged clothes. Then he will grin, iuudi]
his replaced hat, and ride staidly on. . 11

His home, which probably is in the otitskirls of
the town, is called a -Jacal," and is buill widi vp-l

right posts, stray boards, bits of cloth, and all sorisl
of materials, and thatched with straw. i comainsl
but littie furniture, yet shelters hcaps of s»«t]

potatoes, garlic, and rcd-peppers.

WHY GOOSEBERRYP

Can any of my beloved ones say why a cenan|
hairy, greenish, brownish, red ftiiit is caliedH
goosehtxxy ? Ccrtainly notbecause geese are Imnl
ofit,and mostccrtainly not because it lunks iiiw |
least like a goose.

And can any of >0u tell me why a well-kno'™!
delightful red berry, which a littie girl’s compositio” |
at school described as looking very like aii einen-|
bag, dis called a strawbcrry 2 It is not of muciil
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Iconscqucnce, and | should be

dclightful

sorry to tear you

Iwavfiom your geographies and gram -

Iniati ‘o beiTy question ; but, may be,

Isoiue of you know already.

ORAN'THER GREENWAY’S FIRST STEAM-BOILER.

DtAB JacK’IN-the-PIxpit: When | was a child, my patcnts
a fnnn fii northctn New York. We had nonewspapm:
Jhjible fhe Pilgriin's Progresa were all our library, and loys
~1 wctiirc-books weic seldoin seen,
in,iuinn, Undc Eben from Massachusetis camc to pay us a
i aad in rbe long evenings he told me many ihingi aboui ihc
«'«ld diRt iay beyond our homcsiead, and | was filled wilh a
Src ig about it. But what inim-stod me
*iBl«s about the
wnedertof steam ; that already
grannulb and faetones, and by
| :¢byitwould dnve ships and
lin* «aconsat aratc of speed
itenunkrown,
Howcvur, lie could leU niC
I «7 litilc about tlic way this
iewj»«CT WDSapplied; and 1
Bily Icarned that sicam I« the
opor wtkich rihes from heatcd
wicf, and that, to be made a
incc ur pDwer, it must be shut

the winter, | had Unle
ibeorchance tu find outabout

«c*Jn; after school carne the

(bore, and at eight o’clock 1

isclad logct to bed. Hiit in
I GE days of spring my

s began tu work, atid | mndc
I gr Biv mind to find out soniC*
I Aingaboiit the wonderful power
I duiwas lu vhange the wuHd.
| I (Mtwaterinto an o)d ofl*can
I vanlli was liali full, soldered the

ispon, and poiindcd the spout
' odsi

“Sow, 'snid 1, “ here iswater
Ishm up Wl a boiler. 1 *1 see
| what itvrill do."

Kcst miirning, | was awake
«ih lile licds, and su«>n had a
thaiii «*iH>J)firc in the kitchcn
skd ihe keitle hanging on the
0aiM. Then 1 .set my can on

JACK-IN-THE-PUI-PIT.
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musthave thought it was a prince going by. In
another litter in the same party was a wonderful
Parrot, who could talk Spanish like a native.

I suppose there never were two animals who
traveled in such style, before fior since; but these
were very distinguishced individuais. They had
been members of an Imperial household, and the
pets and dear friends of the Emperor himself,
helping him, by their queer tricks and ganies, to

pass away many of his long and weary hours.

Those pleasant play-times carne to an end, how -

ever, and the Emoperor was laidawaytorest. Then
his twopetswere wanted
by his davghters, wlio
lived a long way off, and
it was to go to them
that ihis pair of travel-

ers went on their jour-
ney.

The Emoperor was
Charles the Fifth, a
wonderful man, and the
relerofmany countries,
and—but I 'm rather
afraid we are getting
into history, so let s
break offand talk abou:

THE NECROMANTIC
LEAF.
Sevf.oral messages
have come from discov-
erers of the secretofthe
Magic Leaf inmy April
budget. One was from
H. W ., and, as he is
“in the highestclass at

school,” itnodoubt was
MeoTthe logs, where lhe ilames .
nuU curl under the boiiumand casy for him to solve
| daut (Ls itides, and sac down on the myslery. Woillie |I.
[ acricket lo sec wbai tiie steam Masdn. also, sendsword:
1 venid dck ' ! '
The hard maple-wood bunied but he must be sad\y
| ‘daiaitritni‘llame, and filled ihc Overeome and muddled
I'wna Hih a picosant odor. :
| Tfretea.kealc sang, and strange by the forcé of the rev-
| i>iit<nng& began in the oil-can. el.ation, for he thinks
I lkokd at Il with widc-open : P
| CfitL Ibe noi&ewent 0o0. Pres* themagicspell is only
[ adv,— the fiame of the artist
fcog f"" vw'enlsomething,w ith or ofthe engraver!"
t Mise like a camuon, and 1 COW-NOSED SKATES. -
iHAd myself un my back upon M“y Faiilamb and
iJiebrickfloor, with hotashes and burning coals on my bodyand legs. hertwo sislers, as weil as Berta Johnson, Nellie C.

Theoil can was found, iwisted and
| fodow\ nn eighih of a mlle away. Ithad gone up the wide chim*
| Hyand ovet ihs orchard. | was so budiyljunied that I did not
| ftitlic whi(>plng my father promised me, when he snatchcd me” up
| Ut» ibe fl>k>r; but 1 have nescr forgotten the power there isin a
| ireathof n.isi, and from that day lnever rested until | had a perfect
| ifcaai.ciiijluc of my owd. Truly yours,

(ikan'thbb Greenwav

lorn all out of shape, fo the

A STYLISH PAIR OF TRAVELERS.

A LONG
Cat,
tsconed with

time ago, in Spain, there lived an

Tindian who took a
high pomp
tompany of fincly dressed attendants, and
gildcd kind of bed which
I lhe most fashionable thing to tr.ivel in at

| PffitKI.

journey in great State,

and ceremony by a
carried
a a gorgeous litter, a
tliac
Any one the

seeing glittcring procession

Emerson, Anna R.Warner, and Edith French, also
solved the important mystery,— and ownedup, too,

FISH THAT FLY IN THE WATER.

This time it is n't a water-walking chicken,
but a cow-nosed skate your Jack has to shosy
you,— & fish which actually flies in the water in-
stead of merely swiniming.

The creature has a blunt nose, and a long,
pointed tail, and his wide three-cornered fins fiap
up and down when he nioves, making exactly the
motion of the wings of a flying bird. The picture
has one skate fiying downward, and three going
up'vaici, in the water, while a few sea-gulls are

flapping about in the air overhead.
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THE LETTER-BOX.

Fall River, Mass.

Dbar St. Nichotlas: The boys and girls who read in ihe April
St. Nicholas aboutihe Tilhing*man who u”ed to preserve ordcr,
on Sundays, among the “ Little Puritans,” will be surpriscd toltnow
that the tradition coiicernin” this ofhcer and his power over uttle
folk conrinucd toaiTect ihe children in New Englnnd oountry villages
quite down to within the memory of some noi very oid people. |
remember.thai, in my childhood, the oidec gixlsused to say, when we
little oDes were noUy on the way lo ' meeting,” or, mdeed, anywhere

on Sundays, “"Take carel take care! the man will be after
you) IfKe caicbes you making a noise on Sunday, )ie'll you
«>."** By which they meant that he would arrest us.

And this " Tidy.man" threat was a remnant of the oid fear of the

TWdng-man as you see him inthe St, Nicholas April fronrispiece,
the word having become thus changed afterilie ofSce had ceased to
exisc. M.B.C.5.

Richmond, Ind.

I uve on the leftbank of the Whitewater River.

Paand Maand | go hunling geol6gicalspecimens in nice weather
insummer and autumn

Pa found a trilobite and a crinoid:
not often.

1find pleniy ofryhnchonella suloata and siluHan brachiopuds.

| am oioc years oid.

sometimeswe find a crinoid, bul

Bertie Freemak.

Meadvilic, Pa.

Dear St. Nicholas : | should like to tell the boys and girls of an
adventure of mine. While vi»cing a cou&in of mine | tried to ride
her very skittUH pony. 1 goton nis back and rodc bravdy at first
fur Quiiea way, and then turned around to so back. The house was
on the comer of two streets. And | wanted to go one road and the
horse the other. My habitwas very long, and the pony quite small,
so | had to hold che skirt in one hand and the whip and reios in ihc
other.

All the femily was standing ai the door, watching me. so. ihink-
ing | would show off, Lwhippcd up the pony. He wentall right till
he carne to the very comer, and cere he gave a short lum and
whisked me off into the middie of the road. | gotup in time lo see
the last flirt ofhb tail as he frisked inio ihe bam. As | iimped in>
doors 1was crying for my bruises and bughing for the fun of my
mishap, by tums. No bones had beeo broken, fortunately: but i
have notndden that horse since.

| do not think I should have been thrown if 1 had not had my
habil to bold.““Your constant reader, Gsrtrudb B. Douclas.

A PALINi>ROME is a wofd, vene, or scnicncc which can be spelled
and read che same backward as forward.
oid ones,and some new ones, sent by a correspondent signing herself

Miars Ada Sbhsim™,-wa fiame which is o palindrome in ilself,

Here is a collection, some

1. Asa evil saw: deified was Uve Asa. a. Madam aha! ’ds
sit: Aha, madam 1 3. Draw ere noon? Oh Allah!

level,
O noonereward!

4. Left in Opordo, no drop on it fel. $. 1 did not sob. O! Boston,
did 1? 6. Snug and raw was | ere | saw war and guns.
Champ.mgn, Il

Dear St.Nicholas : Please prini a little story and a queer one,
too, about ourcal and two liille bantam chickens

The cat had a little kjtreo which we called Dick. We had two
litele bantam chickens sent us, onc black and one whiie. Nol hav.
ing any hen*mo(ker, we put them In the box where the caeand kitien
slept.

At first, the cat did noi seem to know what was expected of her,
and did nutlike the new inmaies of her box very well: bul, being a
very good motherly caL she soon adopted the chickens, proving ever
aftera good mother lo them.

W henever nighi carne, it was amusing lo sec the chickens follow
ailcr herand coax her lo come to bcd with them. Sometimes she
did not seem inclined to go to bed so early, but they would follow
after her and cry so pulfully thatshe wouldsnon go to bed with them
and suw until aflerdark; butthen she wouldsUpoucquietlyand leave
them alone. One Hule chicken would cudd(e up under her chin, and
the other between her fore paws, and there they would sit and chirp
as contentedly as could be.

After a while, I am sorry to say, the white chicken died; but

ihc black one and the kiiten grew up together and were neai
matee One day, while they were playing together, ihc kjuen hmM
Ihe chick, so thai itdied, and the poor cae seemed to mournmicaa |
much as if tt had been oneof herown kittens. When moved «ti
look the catwiih US, and shewentaway,and we never saw Kera”a,!
This is my firsttime, MiNNit Rekkk,

Henhb are some verses wlfich carne from Topeka, Kansas,a
describe the doings of boys thcrc. The Topeka kind ofboyA
not seem to diflcrmuch from the other kinds.

SICNS or THE Timks.

At every cérner, when one secs

A group of boys upon thcir knces

Upon the pavement; when complain
Long-sufT'nng mothers, of the strain

And wear on youthfu! pantaloons;

W hen mornings, evenlngs, even noons

In mystic woras the younnters talk,—

As “ Vent your roundmgs, '— "Take your knock,”
And "Knuckie law,"” aod "Dubs you take;
W hen chalk-marked circles decérate

The parlor carpet;—then 'lis plain

That marble lime hns come again.

W hen paper.cutimgs streiv the floor,
And paste bedaubs the parlor door,
And pnste is all tbe pantry o’er,

And down the jacket's front js more;
W hen rags are called for, far and near,
And Bifdgei's dish-cloihs disappc.ir:
When boyUh thoughes are much on high,
And boyish eyes are toward the sky;
When wind is held, on every hand,

A blessed boon, wc understand,—

It surcly would not take a sage

To tell us,—kites are aU the rage.

W hen boys are off upon the green,
The house so quict and so clean.

And distant sliouts upon the wind
Come floadng through the open blind;
W hen only rarely comes a crash,—
Some window-pane has gone to smash.
And now and then a bruisid head,
Or limb, must necds be comfoited ;
With joy the wcaiy mother sees

A litllc rest from patching knees:
Ar|d all ng~ht thankfully exclaim

That ball is now the fav'riie game

Princcton, 11
Dbar Editor of St. Nichola.si Inclosed | send a true swr,|
entitled, "AH ftom one Egg,” which I trust will find iisvayirtofro I
pages, However doubiful fi may seem. t can only repeat thai R>tl
stncdy true. | have laken yourmagazine for fourycats —y outstpaj, |

A1l prom onb Egg.

W hen | was young, the facts recorded below occurred ""N'A1
with my parents on a faim. I had Iwo brothers,—Harn. il>tl
youngest, agcii six ycais, and WIill, agcd cighl years, and a
I'lcll, aged two years. My fathcr's farm contained 380acres; ii"™*» 1
a stock farm, situnicd on the rulling pralries of Illinois, six (Glblol
from Bloomington. Wc had onc nlred hand, Tone, a FrendiiWAl
who amused us by his siories. He flcd from France at the agen 1
twenly years, so as not to go into the army. 1
Wec luid a great many chickens, and we all enjoyed hunurji»l
eggs. On bringing the eggs coihe house one day, my nrnther 1
me one, saying that | could do as | pleased with il. afw ~ i
thought, I concludcd lo lake ti lo the barn and put it undetaWw I
chal was setting, which Limmedialely did. On waiting |
| was rcwardcd by becominc the owner of a cmaliyoung 1
This I raised carefully, and in time sold it and also its cjigs -1
had savcd. W lih tbhe money thus raised | bought a
lurkey: these 1raised with care also, watching their gtowuiif*»!
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I*ttocUy. On ihc following ThanUegiving | sold ibc duck» and

CiifiymA~ the lurkey.
Wilh N money thus earned | purchased a small pig, which I put
!'1 wilhpapas. In one (i)year | sold thb attheweiglitof450pounds,

I~ 1b f miriy i30) dollare, payiog father $to for work and feed, mak-
lirt ibcfeby a cicar profit of iwenly (20) dollars. W ith ihis I bought
IX f« 03) father In the fall | sold it forafairprice,
ILd ai(ei piryi”S father for pasture and feed» | bought a young colt,
iMIbsd soinc money saved. Aclasi 1 sold the hor*e and bought

pony, and bad $too saved. And now, dear readers, to those
1~ diu” | can but say, try it youraelf. Il U a fact that from an
1e~in (icnc, | secured a pony ang $100.

y £ w.s.—See Shakspeare’splay of Richard Ill., Acii., Sccnei.

Deiroii, Slich.

DtAR Si*. Nicholas: | dellvercd a lIcclure last tnonth in my
| iniiseiin. The subjcct was Goology. | deUvered my Jccturc twjcc
liflone ¢y> persons carne in ihc morning. | was very

|bikHsurpr|’ssd. The lecture was free, and | had expected a crowd.
| 1dthe evening, thrcc carne; because | gave notlce that besides the
Itecnston t>cology 1should pby sonte tricks. 1 had a inagic lamen)
liiT ihe evening, but the lamp went out. My papa wrote a noiice
Ivlilcb | put un the door. Itread: “ The grand magiclanicm exhj-
Ibioo is pi.»aLponed cn account of the indIsposition of the wick of ihe

Iheip” ] o :
o) nino years oid.— Voui friend, Tedoy H, S.

Dear Si.
Ik «

Nicholas: Here b a bit of new* foryou, all the way
Cldiia, and about a wonderful thing chac has just happened

| JoHhchinninan has started a new magazinc in his own Inn”agc!
litnd.more inarvelous still, John Chinaman'snew magazlne isjust for
liwbovs snd girls only,—not al all fui grown*ups,—and it is full of
luiiiresand slories suc™ as boys and girls iove!

bdbre the starting of thb new periodical there was not printed in
111 southern «r Eastem Asia one single **juvenile” tnagasine or
IfAr.Ari'ii even a story book, ior yet a pnmer with pictures and
| aun' lessons.  I*hc bO}*sand glrls had bceii caught by che very same
iMihods uvcd wlib their fathers and grandraihers, and, after toillng
litfnish the almost ceaseless round of " jtob, kuk, kak," as the
Inese haveit, they were expected to hnd all the enjoymcnt ihcy
icceid vish for jnjust the same oid booksover which ihcirfathurs and
|paedfathershad drowsed and dreamcd.

Kov, houev'cr, strange co say.JohnChinaman has waked up with n
.Stfi, and has made up his mind chachb boysand glrilsouehc to have
IsMDcihijig Iu read besides their moldy oid classics. Perhaps, some
luDjcryuf nn American plcture magazlne for young people had
Ihuad its uyy Into his home. If so, It not only convinced him of
licnMilsuf hb younpters, but also actually ncrved him lo iry to
IpiuQ son)etliing like it hlinselC Any way, itis cximordInary that,
Ralcerlon” centuries in which he seemed to have stopped iryjiig 10
laaU ihings hctlcr, he should cum aboutand avall himself of one of
libelatvsi “ mudem Improvemenis.”

Tlienew m.igazine has slxccecn pagesevery month. and Ispubibhed
lit Shangliac. Word alroady comes that “'it prombcs lu prove a
| pasd succc«i! ™
I Wcoursc ii will be a ~and succcss! Who ever heard of bc”s or

dnotluve pieturesand stories. especially In ama”azineoll
Itknrown\ Imagine the joy of those Ah Suts and Ah Moisand all
I"K&toftlielong'hair® young Celesdals) How their eyes mu.et
lihriul And wclf may they be giad, fot It js a prand and happy
lennm Chinese history,—this blrih of a monthly illusiratcd maga-
li»elA Chinese for boys and girls.—Yonrs truly, F. H. F.

1 5t. Nicholas: Ata family party, a few d.sys ago, some of
Ivdiildren amiised thexnscivcs in gtving and guessing original rid*
|te, utd this WASgiven by tlie youngestofthe party, and | conslder

|*'i7 good. Can | notseelim St. Nichotas?
A SUBSCRIDUR,
Smail and useful nm 1,
In the pocket I am kept;
Many people they have lost me,
Many over me have wcpt.
btnver: UAndkerchief

AfOtRRSpo.VDENT Ilviiig in Connectlcut kljidly scnds us the fol*
1*"«18 “boy’s composition,” on

The Use

Fw ofyi, rcallse how many generations Ithas taken to give us ilic
I®**"” jRiplcmcnw in daily use, The andents knew nothing abouc
Kven Luculitis, the Roman cplcure, was not.acqualnted
A iwo-branchcdinsiruinenc h:«s been fotind in Her-

but It could never have been used on the table.
1 fork occuts only once or iwlce in the Bible. In the Peii-
I ®¢ch, “ flgsh fortes ” are spoken of os used to take mcai out of the

of Table.forhs

1"k
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poi, and forks are named among the riches of Solomon's Temple. In
one place, the Latin version of the Blble has the wordyi</va which
ihe Lnglish Bible rcndcrs “ spoon.”

The hr$t mentlcn mude In hbtory ofihe use of forks was at the
table of John ihe Good, Duke of Cturgundy, and he had only two.
5lices of bread were formerly plled arounJ the carvers dbh, and,
when he cutolTa piece of meathe took it on the pointofhis knife, and
iiui le on the bread, which was then served to the guests. At some
>rdly or regal tabics the carver had a gold or silver skewer which he
stucK into the jolntand held in his left band. but, usually, a haiinch
ofvemson or mutton had a piece of cloth, or paper wrapped around
Ihe leg, and the carver took hold of thb while he was cutting, Our
custom of puting a paper frill around the shank comes from chis
aiicienc praccice.

Only pointed knives were used, such as could be stuck Into mcac
after lewas cut from che joinL Round>topped knlves are stllJ almost
uhknown in some paris of France, Before ihe Rcvolution there, it
was customary for a French gcnileman 10 send hb servant wich hU
knife, fork and spoon, to che house where he was invited lo difie. If
he had no servanthe carried them himself.

Table forks were first introduced into England during the reten
of James I. They were dcrived from tbc Itallans, as b shown by
a curious book eniltled “ Coryal’s Cruditles,” publbhcd m xdix,
which says: “"The Itallans do alwaies at their mcaics use a Uttie
forkc when they cut their meate. Whacsoever he be that, sitting in
tliecompany 01 any other at meale, should touch the dish of meate
with his fingers, he will give occasion of offense unto the company,
a&havMig transgressed the lawes of good manners. These forkes are
made ofyron or stcele, and some ofsilver, but chese are only used by
gentlemen. | myselfthought good lo imitale ihe lialian fashion, by
iKisforked cutting of meate, not only in Germany but in England
Aincc | carne home; butt have been quipped here fur chac use ofmy
forkc.”

In on: of Beaumont and FleicheFs plays,
traveller ” i$ spokcii of with contempL
of his personages say:

"your forke carving
Ben joosun also makes onc

“The use of forks
Brought Into custom here as lliey are in italv
To ine sparing uf napkins.” Thowas ‘i‘horne

Dilar St. Nicholas: Picase tell me where i$ the Basin placed,—
"The GIfi of Three LittJe Sistcrs." Akita B. W rid.

The Baslii is mentioned by Susan Coolidge. in a poem printed In
St. Nicholas forJanuary of the preseiu year, and here is what she
iiow says, In answer to Aniia’squestion :

" Fhe Cid Stone Hasin is in Boston, on a littie open space, nota
greatwoy from tbe Ficchburg Railroad Stiition."

Professoh Jordan thuscorrecisaslight errorwhich creptintohb
Story of a Stone,"” publishcd fo the February nuxober:

Irvinglon, Ind,
Editor St. bACHOLAS: Itisa matterof Iltlleimportance, butilo
be exactly acc”rate—ihe town of Grand ChCiie, mentloned jn my
“Story ci a Stfliie" iq the February St. Nicholas, is tn Wlsconsin,
and not In Michigan, as ihc types nave made me s.iy. It lIson Fox
Riverin Oungnmie Cnunty, and thus Oconio Couniy and Menonio-
iice Rivcerine north of fi.—Very rcspectfully yonrs,

D. S. Jardan-

One ofthe earllest friends of St. Nicholas sends us ihe following
interesting Items forout boys and girls:

Genova, Swiizerlaod.

Dear St.Nicholas; | have a story to tcll that may be ofinterest
10your readers. The gulde-books say that che bese establishment for
musical boxes js Riemond’s, at Geneva; In feet, it b said (o be the
largesi In the world. And, whUe | was in Geneva, on a tccent visit
to Europe, I sirollodalong the beautiful *«<?/du Mont Blanc (theypro-
nounce 11;rr; and over chewondvcrulsioncbridge which spanschu &lue
andarrowy Khonc,and wcniinto Bremond’swarerooms. Tlieshelves
were llned with musical boxcs ofall kinds and sons and sizes. On a
table stood two elegant and pcrfcctllitle peacocks, about as large as
pigeons, but wilh pcrfcct plumagc and most magnlficent tails. The
attendant wound them upand setthem down upon the countcr, when
they began lo struC about and spread chclr lallsin a way | am sure
that would have cxclted the cnvy of the real bird could he h.tve seen
ihcsc inguniouscounterfcits.

The ncxC thing Nve saw was still more wonderful, A nlghtingale
in a gilded cage began co movc his hcad from side to sideand 10 sfiig
wlch grcat eagerne*s and very' grcat swcciness. Scarcely had he
stopped when a canary, as natural as Ufe, perched In a cliisicc of
flowers, also began singiiig; and then a blrd of paradise, ife slze,
sitting on a pcrch abovc, arched its beautiful neck, and also sang ijis
song; and the curious ihing about it allwas. noi only was the song
of each bird peculiarand vury disiinci, but when une struck up the
others ceased to smg. \Vc were next shown musical decantcrs (it is
to be hoped ihcy were intended for water only) tn which che music
only sounded w'hcn iliey were held in che hand, and ceased when they



558

« ¢ r;; £ = '5=
when 1 gotup. >fwonders Thcie were musical can-
The ewas soarooly any elld ofruoO

si,ofoutoigdis
non,*0” «h.nE afierthe sqle ofa G?d*"S 6 W.b««s im

at intcn-als, while iho ; musical albums hke the
began toplay n ja i uie when the piewas opened
foirand twenty *1'" VsSus"h L saw- mdl with water-
he birds began Ceewrss [lbew w

ofwaier (at

(2
eas%'ssoanPgKﬁ]ingwhichlookiﬂli’\\‘rlvva”())/\accompfnwdbyhenelsmgurf)lacl
than any real At over M '‘be mpid motion
wheel andihepL-ishofits water o e .~ movecient oflh log
of Its saw, and US musical «* Sb

,delightto me in my boy-
-h“-A iy r¥ h:rt':errolK ~»rn

an entine band. f,reive mo ifl should forgetlo tell ofthe

slderé'idelnTer;
herself, tnoving her f2" T .""
All ihismay be called

PX Arilllk® "'

¢cmade easy " though, to judge from
easily made, and mus!
thrAruim dTgrtdrlofSanical ingenui.y and skill tobnng

Lrsa=i‘d" " o F an el;"" goldcafuet

,when the U dl.d flown
,and sang in the most charming way.

open

n V / i’ [13
X/

"JUST vou

I,ETTER-10 X

snrew at the slem. butby side-wheelsand snils. The “ew-.protete L
wns not brought into use until nearly Iliirty years after tl,,; Ibl
"¢vannah" was built in New York, and she made ihe mpf™ |
,hi”~ ciry 10 Liverpool in twenty-sm days. Regi;ar vep|, A
si«m-v=sels across the Atlantic were no. begun unul the year ilji

wTen the “ Sitios" and " Gre.-uWestern made the.r firstcteia.j.

SUMMER IS COMING.

*T IS the last day of May, and the spring-iime U lleeting.
And summer will come at the dnwn of the day,,

™M™ *lg “s'™f s " h i .

nh laie"' AIll thlinightT will watch at my wmdaw,

°AFor summyg. brigh. summer, is commg lo-n.ghL

My beart bounds with joy when 1

Age, la

dark!"

(Sent by a young contributor.)
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TPIE RIDDLE-BOX.

1
S<IUAIIE WOKO.
| .-, T,pofnohiUty,-the ilame, in England, of a large jomt of
Ir finnécompan~ied hy others. 3. To, cook afler a certam
Si»4 n A" 5- “"=""5  ne-wwk. o.

GARDEN PUZZLE.

I K KCh of the foilowing sentcnces, find the namc of a garden

1 J ,7 - 4 color. 4. A Soy'a namc, and the

DccUiaiinn of Independence was signed. s- A contempi-

fora servant, and a Latin conjunction. 6. A confection,

S o ¢ 7 Alwéetsingerof the featimred tnte, and an lostru.
li.tdislikcd by horses. 3- A number, and a part
"f rfice 0. A vegetable, to be m debt, and near
. L Large colleciiolis of birds or aniniaU. 11.
[ n.. nve, and an inlermgative word. la- A haibor,
and a kind of vamish. ij. Crack, break,

instnrment with

MAEPdHETt.

I'OIIBINATION PTIZZLE.
K ach of the foilowing sentences find coocealed

I Arrange the words in oider as they come,
| -a rhev will form a word-square.

i CosiLteD WoKuS ASD Definitions :
s

W th
fa.hos, CaroHne read the simple tale of the

Tsbhll 1 hand, a traitofs fingers ?
Korirdooner would t dig all my life with a hum-

rjilfiriny "' =°pP - > ftcg-t-dby

“f& hcr Bildad or Eslher may abstain lo-day fmm
S ari- auendance upon divme worship, for ihey

hace to hire new men, E | nm to make
m m house in time for use this summer.

iM b cerner of the word-square formed with the
c«ds coneealed in the ahove L~
|k»ond, lhe leiters and words of which »« «*“"-
U k praper order, in the follovring jenhences,
Intlienience also coniainmgadefiniiion of the leticr
M*«d conccalcd in it

CoaCiALED D|AMONO| I- Baby Tucy cannotC tell
»w*d from a consonani-

: Tgave I'lulip a do?.«n pounds ofha|r >V||h wmcb

GEOGUAPHICAL

«till are disnlaved. 5. A proinontory of Ireland, jutling
IrishSea. 6. Preparcd bark. 7. A fourih of luly-
beginning with theleft-hand column; r A makcr of h“’e JoheE 2.
A mcjafiure of weishU A poruon ofihe earth scrust. 4« 1/*®

of a piece of wool inadc ready fora mortise. 5. A

in coal-mineSr

into the
Rrading i*wn,

DIAMOND CONCEALED 1JI A WORD-SQEARE.

W orp-Square: i- A Sparian slave. 2. To run away withoutp«-

mission. 3. A person who hqlds another m fond esteem- 4- Un-
covers. 5. Shortand to the poinL A u > Tr.rntnff o
CONCBALBD DIAMOKD: I. In palace * bovcl. 2. iocuton. 3

A fond admirur. 4. To confine. 5- £ , E A ~ « E

I'1tITf RE.ANAGILAMSt.

EAC..orthes®picutes”epmsen_jArnnns

Europe. ‘h*hers arem N n engiaving picnires or sug”sls,
“Acfun 5fme fum liure. bnng in correccly, ai.d w th 1A~ » A A <ranspo.se the leltep of jhe
jSam sold lo Alce a ponderous bird of Iarge R . N | A
much as though eacli P'A'"™ n jpell the Aiame ofa City. Thus, piel-
1 i.lowhkh would you prefer to fish,—a river m wo‘rqe’of the ex‘yp\ress’ion,' m "“<Ih -.nression “Haton Wings,"” and thekiters of
1 irtuidora river in France? S !llleLmSs Slelrioifurtransposed

I s.ljoinne thii.ks she has onc consonant too many
Llurname. CVKIL UEALIE.

A PAIR «E DIAMONDS.

\]TheWIowmg “Diamonds" are to be placed <m«“~ovc
I VIPSK DUMOMO: 1- In metempsychosis. 2. LANS
I'l Ihrfinihalfofan article of food very popularamongsome classes

idUtimins. s.Asnare. 5. Inindetetminate. rt.rmsn
I U«ta DAAMONO: 1- In plucky 2. A sphere 3
I*trtsj|Dilying “vegetable." 4. A sniail cake, 5-

I twO nOVBLE OCTAGONAL WOUD-PUZZI-ES.

I ks.tDixn AOROSS; r. Onc thousand- 2. 2
SsD.0ofo northern counlry of Europfc 4-A uibeof
skwqgueen hoaded a revolt against the Romans.
p-s-seatod. 7. Tlieendofevil. «-“"rimgdown.be” nnmg wuh
iklcfi-kand column t I. Indisiinci. 2. Visages. 3. Rock or stone.
UAdosraa. 5. A famiibr litio forany htllo girl. uk,.,,;
* Il. kesding”~cross: i. The firstofMay 2. An °ld- “n*abbre”

“I-lised ia coniompi, and gencrolly “PP't'fi >"

Bsctsie leas. .An inotod space in which feats of sircng. h and

LW ’
5. Small lakcn

.Mspell “Washington.”

ie nLnieoflSc i.ational fapi.al of the United Siares.

EASY CROSS-WORD.
My first is in letier, but not in word;
Wy second in owl, but nol m bird.
My ihird is in new, but nol m oid:
My foutih is in dnring nnd al” in bold.
My fifih is in low bul not in high-
My sixth is in pudding, but not in pie.

My whole is a cicy of wide renovrn.
Which dear Mother Goose has called a ~

NIMEUICAL PUZZLE AND WORD.tiQUAUES.

Nomeeical Puzzle. My whole

oomposedot twelve leltejs. 1. My,?,.
Mv A 6, is a woman 5 fiame. Il1.
animal. 1V, My 10, ix, 12,

isa strong affitmaiion,
a, mtsa PN"

My 7, 8 9,J)S a gnawing
is a Greek word.—the lame of an oid

and is

"20el!Squares Upon each of the four ponions of my

build the foilowing word-squares: 1. u A jatient ammal. a. Behold.
a Determined in character. Il. i. The ciése of day. ,2. inead
vance—guar&j of an_anny. PNk ioef

2. The goddcss of revenge y. A pleasantdnnk. IV.
word— Ihe naine of on oid trngic plny 2. A spelled number. 3-
Fiesh. or not before brought 10 light.
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PROVEItB REBVS. TBANSPOSITIONS.

In ihc follmvitig scntenccs, «aclida,!, i
resenes a scraratc word, bul when lwod«ha
occur logetncr, they represen! rwo t<aa |
whtch are spelled with ihe jeiiers 4l
ibundaiion-word of iheir seoience. Xoku-1
of the foundation.wortl is used tnon iha 1
once in each new arrangemecnt, butnll jtsi.| j
tersare used in cach new arrangemeciL

The probiem is 10 find for each senience11
difierent word, as fbundation<wor(l, aird |
it to fill one of the »nglc blanks; iheleuQ |
of this word must then ue iranspuscd, ™p |
a way as to fll the remaining ILink.orp«|
of blaoks, each blank or pair of hUnks beni |
filledwitha difierenl re-amngemeni ofibel» |
ters. Cach coinpleted senience mu>t luk |
sense. 1

1. The road b not always the— |

2. The Ind remained >and, worfcip| 1
always for the Interest of his emploitr, he |
not only”— through the whole lemi ofhs |
npprenticeship, butnt lase becainu a parlur|
In the firm, 1
His enemy, thinkin® him teaHy s, |
cned out, *He e m the ~Tasp oTtii |
lase Toe!" Then he placed ihe herooagl
10 have him carried ofi. lim, Inanuc. [
guarded moment, 1 from it, plurled 1
into a thlcket. horse out and mat 1

unharmed away,
4. 1 hope such wilted slips wi(l not b« |

lowed to the use of —_
5. Did he take the road, — — d
1pointed out?
“ 0, =meeemee-mmee of Greece f* cried 1
The answer is exempified in the upper part of the picture; the rchus mustbe read ofi*trom leader. <" fiehold the vasc host of our Peran 1
the lower part. 5. a. u. * before us!’'*

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN MAY NUMBER.

Easy SVNCOPATIOKS.— . Carmel, camcl. 2. Cait, cat. 3. Morose, Houb*Grass Pu2Zili.—1. ChArs. e. APe. 3, P. 4, Ale.
moose. 4. Ctow. cow $. Crook, cook. 6. Struck, stuck. LeEks. Centrdis: Apple. Diagonal»: i. Capes, s. Scpal.

RiDDLE.—Coal. Firc. Fiame. Ashes. EaSV Rbversals.—i. Daw, wad. 2. Hoop, poob. y DULDbiil

BtTRiIED HEROES.—z. Leonldos. 2. Hennann. 3-Pompey. 4. 4. Oaxb, brag 5. Bais, sUib. 6, War, raw. 7. Lee, eeL tVap,I|
Boadicea. 5. Tell. 6. Spartacus. 7, Achilles. 8.Putnaoi. 9, pay. 9, Reward, drawcr. 10, Yam, May. xi.Ysh, hay. la, Way, |
Nelson. 10 Marién, xi. HannibalJ. 12. David. yaw.

Latin Diamond.—t. D- 2. NOn. 3. DoMua. 4.NUm. 5, S. Cftoss-WoRD Enigma.—New York.

R ebus.—N othing ventured nothing won. Vrry StKPLE Diamond.— . T, j. CAt 3. TaMcd. 4. TEa.

LXTESARV DouQIlE€ Acrostic.—I. Mad. 3. Idlcr. 3. Lady. 4, D. Charadb.— Flap-Jack.
Toad 5.0ne. 6. Nun.—Millén ; Drydcn, Reversible Numckical Enigma.—Tenable.

ZodLOCIiCAL Diamond,—1. Q. 2. Pip, 3. QuAu. 4.Pig. 5,10 Flowrr Transpositions.—i. So rich, orchis. a. Thjstfe, tixI

Very Easy Anagbams —i. Lonely 2. Little 3. iVisdom, 4, Ibr. 3. Rose, ores. 4. Octin an, gendan. 5. Violet, olivct. 6. IHy,|
Elbows. 5. Bed-time. 6. HoUdays. liJy, 7. Ifsucha, fucWia. 8. Ah there, heather. 9. Spyan, paMf.i

EasyR bbdses,— X Handel 3. Von Weber 3. Meissonnier. zo, Daisy, dav is. ci. Laurel, allure. ta. A cali, calla. L

W ord SYNCOVATtONS.—i. W-inn-ing, wing. 3- W.Ink.jng, wing. Sextuple \Word*CrosS,— Fiiil perpendicular: Tomaliack. f«l
3. Wdibing.wing. 4. W-ant-on, won- 5, T-roll-op, top. 6, Tr-osh*y, horizontal: Pitapai. Top Linib: Idm Bottom Hnib; HA*kj
try. I.<fiarm: Pit. Rightarm: Pac.

PiCTORIAL AnaCram.—'s April showers briag M ay Howere.” Progressive NomerJcal Enigma.— Improbable.

Answbrs to Puzzles in the April Number were received, before ApriJ 20, from Mahcl K. Jenks and her brother—*“S M. J>"™1
Dycie Warden—Bessie and herCousin— Maxwell W. Tumcr-Edward Roomc—cach of whom answered all the puzzles correcilv
werereceived also from “ Shortand Fat"—L. Sioddacd—M aggieJ. Geminill—*“ B- P,"—Mary Shipman—W ilic Gray—Groce
Bessie Taylor—Mary L. Otis—Annie Beynes—Helcn Pearson-Addie and Celia Fisher—Neita Van Antwerp*—S. Blanch
T. Graneer—Daisv B, Hodcsdon—Robert P. King— Lucy V. Mackril—Fannv W, Carruth—Daisy P.—Ned R Holmcs—

Mcllvaine— Theodore W. Siddall— T. A, Singer—Arlhur S Walcott—Anna and Emily Nichois—Fannie M, Mmcr— Mary Gias”.'lI*|
Olmsicd— Lizzie Cornell—“ R u th “ Tulpehocken"—A- T. DeUney—Kitty C. Atwaier-Samuel WelU, t N
Maudc Libby, and Harry—Bes.«ie H. Hard-Lotlie P- Pitkin—NellieConani-"His Shters and hisCousinsand hisAunis —Julat-ai»!
—Morris Furk—Jennie Mondschein—Charley Willes—“ X- Y. Z."—J. Howard Meckc, Jnr.—Belle Wiison Brown—Alicc W. Llark r~ |
Wiikinson—Wm. W. Mills—DcWiit C. Wcld, Jnr,—MollieV. Poiter—Carne and Annie—George Micchell and Karl Han'sler Xc«i«|
Thompson—Emma Maxwell and Blanchc Hams—Ethel D. Woodward—Atwood Huot-Amy E, Smhh—i. D. Piitinan— Benlia, 1
W illie Potts— M ary Glass—Lowb Crull—Eddie F, Worcester—F. W. Fostcr—Will E. Nicholsfglﬁjifg&)ﬁ. Bcckwcll—Sadic

UHig
Jacobita Monigomery-Alice Moody— “ Winnic” —FIlérrieW ilcox-M aryjosephine Hull and LotiicA. Fostcr—Thco. E. Wuclnll-A*~1
V. Chase—Maudc Badlam—Bcssie 1* London—John Z. Miller—* Little Corrit”—John V. L. Pierson—OUver B,
—“ Prcho “ St. 1860 X and Mr. P. W.”—Iliatharine Lynwood— Florence L. Turrill—" Mary "—David A. Cenwr—Edi*m
Peyton J-Van Renssclact—*“ Natcbhsus O. C.Turner—Eugene, of London, England— Kate Sampson— Groce A. OreMe—oeisic n»
kiss, Tommy Hotchkiss, and Fnnny Amot— Bcs-sie and Constancc Mycr—Fanny ilensmore—F.mily Puiman and Mabel Gordon,





