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DRU’S RED SEA.

By Mrs. MARY A. Parsons,

“Lizibuth!” rang out froni the low biown
kose. Dru was not mean enough to run and
kide, tliough she knew that, as her sister was not
| lhere, her own fiame would be the next one called,
| surely enough.

“Driisilla!” carne, directly, in a lower and as-
| sued tone, that showed the inother had seen her
fonnger daughter, where she stood sulkly expect-
hni, kicking with her bare feet the chips that
| sireivet! the ground by tlie chopping-block; for jio
| dild m the neighborhood of Dru’s house, thirty
| years ago, thought of wearing shocs in the sum-
Iner.time, excepting to go to “ meeting” or “ down
|to toivn.”

Really, Dru was cross at bcing called in froin
I"y to take care of the baby, as she supposed.
|The fact was, she had thought the baby very
jckarming while it was a new thing, when one
jeould fancy it floating in through the window,
[M®"~'ybody was asleep, ciad in delicate white
jtMes that looked in the moonlight jike fieecy
Itlir stayed and made
1, P~tfectly at home,—nay, expected the whole
| uwse towait on it; moreover, when, if it did n’t
1M instantly whatever it wanted, it screamed so

L ttould n’t hear yourself think,”—why
| ihoiigh Dru would n’t have gone to the Icngth
r 't “a little plague,” or “a bother,” lest
lid out again never to relurn, she

as to say, one very trying day, that
I luabies were angeis, she did n’t see why thev

I atacta little more iike’em.”
VOL VI.—38.

Be a little lady now,” said the palé, careworn
mother, gentiy. “ | want to talk with you, for
I ’'m in trouble.”

Ah ! Dru was so sorry she had looked cross,
since, after all, it was n’t drudgery she had been
called in for, but to be consultad as if she had been
grown up 1 Instead of saying what she feit,
though, she acted it. Slipping past her mother
she ran to the eradle where the crying baby lay,
and, catching him up, walkcd around with him,
saying, in cxplanation :

“ So 1 can hear you better, mother !”

Mrs. lde took down a letter froin the top of the
dock-case. Letteis were not put into envelopes
then as now, but were folded skillfully and sealed
with wax or wafers.

1 You see, father had to send off this letter, with
money in it, right away. He ’s been bothered to
death to get it, or they ’d ’a’ taken the housc-place
from him. He had to go to the meadows to-day,
and told me to be sure and give this to the baker
to take to the post-ofiice. Either the baker ’s not
been along, or else he carne while ! was down to
the spring rinsin’ the clothes, and went ’ihout my
hcaring him. You see, Lizibuth ’s gone off biue-
berryin’, has n’t she ?”

* Yes,” answcred Dru in a muffied voice, for the
baby’s face lay against hers and he was now fast
asicep,

“ Here, | ’ll take the baby,” said Mrs. lde, for
she waiued Dru’s whole atteiuion to what she was
about to say.
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“ Do yon s’pose you could go down to town and
carry ihis letter safely?”

“ Oh, mother! |°d try,” answered Dru, with
that look of hers which made her moiher say,
sometimes, “ She’s a faithful cveatur’, if she sets
out to be, and that’s a fact.”

While her mother was laying the sleeping baby
in his eradle again, Dru wondered, but daied not
ask, whether she was to “ dress up,” lest her
mother should think her too silly to be trusted;
but she carne near dancing—indeed there was one
little hop—when her mother brought out her
meetin’ clothes,—stout shoes, tucked pantalets,
white skirt with knitted oak-leaf edging round the
bottom, checked muslin dress, and, yes 1 it really
was

“ My best bonnet!” carne out in a voice meant
to be calm, but with a little ripple of lauglUer in it,
which two-year-old Johnny caught up and echoed
so lustily that he had to be set out among his mud-
pies again, for fear of waking baby. Of course,
he toddled back again at once to see what was
going on.

The bonnet was of pink satin, trimmed with nb-
bon and with a bunch of feathery-leaved flowers
high up on one sidc. Aunt Sarah had given it to
her 3 year ago, and Dru regarded it still as the
“very han’soraest bonnet anywhere ‘round these
parts.”

Mrs. Ide did not think stockings were needful, as
the pantalets carne to the tops of the shoes, and
the weather was warm.

Dru, holding the letter tightly clasped in her
right hand, walked by the few houses in the neigh-
borhood with very short steps and extreme com-
placency. Then carne a long strctch of woods and
bare hot hills, with only Deacon Jones’s house for
more than a raile.

For the first time, Dru lealized the distance, and
that the shoes cramped her active little feet. Argii-
ing that in case she met anybody the satin bonnet
would keep her dignity safe, she sat down on a
clean stone by the roadside, and, still holding Mie
letter tightly, she quickly imtied and took 1 . the
offending shoes.

Then she played they were alive, though it was
hardly play with her, big child as she was, for she
said, when “ Lizibuth " laughed at her once;

“ It seems to rae that everythin’ ’s got just as
much sense ’s 1 have, only we can’t hear 'cm talk
among themselves.”

So now, holding one shoe in each hand, she bcat
thera together, saying:

“ You ’ve pinched my feet like evrythmg. n
I ’m goin’ to give you a good whippin’!”

Then she made anoise like crying, to add to the
effect; but, suddenly, she stopped, heid one shoe
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above the other, and said, in a creaky voice likea
squcaking shoe;

“You gump, to cry ! don’t you see the beating
shakes the dust off? there ’s a providence int, |
do belicve.”

“ Hullo, sissy !”

The voice was so near that Dru sprang to her
feet in terror, dropping one shoe in her effonto
clasp the letter more firmly. This action was ra
lost on the speaker, whose bloodshot eyes, as ht
stared sleepily from the bushes, showed the dild
that she had waked up what we cali a “ tramp,’
but what she would have called an “ ofd trav’er”;
not that this one was oid,—the fiame was giren
because most stragglers were so.

“ What *ve you got there, sissy?
for me ?” . .

“ Yes,” answered Dru, with dry lips, not daring
to lie even to him. “ But not for you.

She knew this was saucy, and she fcared the mn
would beat or even kill her for it, or to get poss«
sion of the money ; so, without stopping to picktp
the dropped shoe, she started to run.

Hearing the man spring from the bushes ad
give chase, poor Dru uttcred a wiid scream oi le-
ror and flew like the wind toward the town.

“ 1 wont hurt ye, sissyl Come back and dfl
your shoe 1” called the man, in a wheedling torg;
but finding she only fled the faster, he yclled Kib
an oath:

“ Stop ! or | ’ll shoot ye!”

Dru never doubted he would keep his wad
though she had seen no gun in his hand, sosli
darted into the birches that lined one side of tl
road, and sprang for the oid stone wal! that sloof [
back of ihem. ;

Climbing this wall too hastily, she not aly
dropped the other shoe, but aiso loosened Iel
stones so that a dozen or more fell with a ladl
crash, and, directly after, the man hcard a splasl |
and a cry. 1

Squeezing through the thick growth of ude-
brush, he easily found the gap in the wall. Cro»
ing this, he passcd caiitiously down a stecp bark
for his eyes, dazzled by the raid-day sun, did noi»
once become used to the dim light of the d«p
woods where he found himself. |

Prcsenily, he saw at his feet a dark pool ofivatei,
its surfacc a little ruffled as if a stone miglithaw|
rollcd in, but no sign of the child.

As he stoopcd to pick up a stick to try tlie (
of the pool, he heard the sound of a
loping along the road in the direction whenceW
had come- _ |

Tlie girl had screamed—she might have |
heaixl!  Worse, she might have fallen 1
water stunned by one of the largar stones,an |

Some mone;



'"THE VOICE WAS SO KEAR THAT DRU SPRANG TO HER FEET.

[See page sé@-]
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lilis thought flashecl across his mind, he reasoncd
lliat Ihs own safcty lay jn flight; so he quickly
pliinged into the thick forest and was out of siglu
ina moment.

Where, all this time, was poor little Dru? She
had indeed fallen into ihe water; but, though she
kncw directly it was only Stillbrook, and That it
Ms not dccp enough to drown her, still, finding
hersclf helplcssly sliding in, her first thought was
thit ihe precious letter would be wet, and this
dread liad made her cry out. But she hcid the
Iciier high over her head, and the splash only
spnnklcd the outside; and as soon as she struck
| bouoin. she had presence of mind enough to dait
under the edge of the bridge across which the road
| lay.

Heresherecoveredbreath sufficicntlyto “reckon
damages.” The letter was not hurt,—so far, good.
iNcxt, the pink bonnet had reccived the addition,
| fora minute, of a ragged veil of water-drops. As
| for p.iiitalets and white muslin dress, thev could be
loshed, and Dru did n't give them a thought.
| Hed slic not felt that life and property were in
daiiger, her very soul would have been torn at the
Iiin of her bonnet. And how any niodern iittie
Ifitl ivitli balf a doren hats to the season would
|Imve laughced at her, to be surc !

She did fcel a lump rising in her throat, as she
|sa«-the fcathery leaves hanging limp—*‘Mike a
lhens lail in the rain,” she thouglii,—but the
I monev; how was that to be taken safely to town ?
IShedired not venture back lest the man had only
Ipreicnded to run away, fior did she daré climb up
limo the road, fér the same reason, Could she go
junder the bridge? The.watcr was not deep, not
|up lo her knees; but the bridge was dark and low.
IShe would have to crawl through with the help
lotonly one hand, while in the other she held the
Itacr.

Drushuddered.

7 If there ’s snakes there overhead.
|»'fuiscarcd.”

1IRen she remembercd the path made through

Red Sea, and pondered :

"l don’t see why my father’s house aint ofjust
|s aiucli consequencc to him and his folks, as the
israelitcs” things were to them. 1 ’'m agoin’ to
1Pay for this brook to dry up so that | can eet
|Uiough,"

sooner said than done; though, mind you,

“didn’t say anything aloud,—the man might

*lisieiiirg, jiist as she was.

Sheshut her eyes tight, and clasped both hands

Ibc letter, and prayed :

r'Oh Lord ! make the dark and dreadful brook
r"|y o5 the Israelites found the Red Sea, ’cause
p hther’s house would be sold if | could n’t get

I should be
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the money in this letter into the post-office to-
day. Amen.”

Dru hurried the last part, finding herself begin-
ningtocry; but she opened her eyes a little bit
at a time, dreadmg, while she hoped, to see an
immediaie answcr.  But no ! the brook flowed on
as calmly as ever, and as deep.

Dru's first feeling was reiief, her next, disap-
pointment, and, it must be confessed, a sense of
injury, as if she had not been as well ivorth notice
as the ancient Jcws had been.

Then, with a swelling heart and defiant face she
thought :

“1’m agoin’ through, anyhow !”

Peeping cautiously around to learn if the “ oid
trav’ler” were in sight, she erept out from behind
the big stonc where she liad hidden, and besan
her tedious journey under the bridge.

It was wet, surely, but the water was warm, for
the current set from ihe farther side where the sun
was shining. No snakes appcared to terrify orbe
lerrified by the odd-enrmgh sight of a limp pink
bonnet and dirty white dress bobbing up and down
in that place.

Dru’s fect were not tender, and she made very
good progress. As she neared the end of the
bridge, she heard a hurried trampUng, and her
heart stood still for a moment, but it was only
cows hastening down from the hot pasture to
drink.

As they dipped their noses, taking in long deep
draughts without breathing, Dru thankfully mur-
mured :

“1’m glad my prayer was n’t answered. |
could get through, and the cows were so dry.”

When she suddcnly appeared before them, how-
ever, it was their turn to draw back, afraid, but
Dru said softiy ;

“ Poor Mooly ! co-boss ! co-boss ! co-boss!”

Reassured, they bent down their heads to drink
again.

As for Dru, she gave one eager look backward,
as she quitted the protecting bridge,-one long
look across the pasture toward Deacon Jones’s,
and, finding the coast apparcntly clear, she raii
again, feeling that the dreadful man was behind,
yet knowing he was not.

She was breathless when she knocked at the
Deacon’s door, and to his wondering question,
“ W hat little drownded rat is this?” she could only
gasp out :

“ Dru—silla—Jane—Ilde !

Then she held up the letter,
crying,

“ Come here,
de-icon.

Presently, kind Mrs. Jones had changed Dru’

and burst out

mother!” cried the alarmed
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wet cbthing for dry wraps, had made her drink a
bowl of gingei- tea, so hot it almost chokcd her,
and given her to eat no less lhan six sccd-cakes.
By that time, the deacoii brought the “ shay”
to the front door, to take the important letter to
the office himself.  Afterward, he carried Dtu
home in state.

When her mother had heard the story, and
looked in her little girl’s face 16r any sign of fever
or other luirt from the trial she had gone through,
and found nothing wrong, she kissed Dru and
called her * her faithful child.”

Talking it over that night,
mother, gayly;

Dru said to her

NID'NODDING.

“ | guess God thinks it ’s no use to be answerin'
all the funny prayers some folks make.”

“Why, 1 reckon He answered yours,” said her
mother. * It was better for you to help yourself,
Of course. He helped you some, too, for you sg
you fclt afraid at first, and then you were nt."

“Then 1 reckon He thought the Istaelitcs were
ababyish set, mother.”

“Well,” said Mvs. lde, “ may be wc had at
ougbt to say so, ’specially o' Moses 'n’ Aaron; bul,
mostly, they did act childish, seems to me.”

“ And ive are to ask Him lo help us whatevei
way He ’s a mind to? ”

“ Certainly we ate, deat.”

NID-NODDING.

By Lucy Larcom.

NID-NID-NODDING in thc sun,
Poppy-buds haiig over one by one;
All the garden-alleys glow with heat;
Slow and languid are the little feet,
Glad to linger in the door-way cool,
Home at noon from school.

Nid-nid-nodding in the sun,

Where the lazy little brooklcts run

Through the meadow, swings an idie bird,

Chirps the faintest carol ever heard,

Twitteriiig through the tinklc of the rill,
Then the nest is still.

Nid-nid-nodding in the sun,

Droop the hcavy grasses every one,
Kissing down the drowsy laddie’s eye;—
Croons a locust from the field ciése by;—
Lost in dells of dream-land, cool and deep,

He is fast asleep.
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DORY-FISHING.

By Frank H. Converse.

ITH perhaps an cxccption in favor
of the capricious canoe, there is no
species of craft whicli can glide from
benealh its unaccustomed occupant
with more startling ease than a
fishennan’s dory.

This characteristic, with the fact
that it is light, sharp, narrow, and
flat-bottomed, siiggests to the aver-
age landsman, that a dory is nota
very safe craft. Yet the question
of safety depends largely iipon the

nmen liaving the management.  If sldlifuliy han-
ded a dory will ride out a gale in mid-ocean with
compaiative ease, when a ship’s long-boat would
ptobably be swamped.

The importaiU point under siich circiimstances
| jstokeep the little craft, as the sailors say, “ head
Ionto the sea” ; which means that the bow inust
I continually be presented to the on-coming wave.
I Thus managcd, the dory, from its extreme buoy-
laicy, dances like a cork on the summit of terrible
I Mve-crests, which would break over and fill a
heavier boat.

But if the heai't of the rower fails, or worse still,
lifhis thole-pin gives way, or his oar brcaks, then
ishe in danger, indeed. The dory, swinging
broadside to the sea, is rolled over in an instant,
adbecomes the sport of the waves, while its occu-
pant finds himself struggling in the ocean.

The three methods most in vogue among fisher-
I men for taking cod on the Banks of Newfoundland,
arethese,—* hand-lining,” “ trawling,” and “ dory-

Shitig”  The two former have been often de-
jictibed. It is sufficient for me to say that in
“hand-lining,” all hands fish from the vessel’s deck,
[»hilc in “ tvawling,” a linc sometimes a inile in

b, to which hundveds of baited hooks are
jaiiached, is sunk to the proper depth, and visited
hace or twice in the twenty-foiir hours if the
1'taiher permifs—so that the fish may be taken
|"ffand the hooks rebaited.

Bulin “ dory-fishing,” a dory is allotted to each
iWthe cvew, in which, iinless the weather be excep-
jtionally bad, he must launch out into the deep,
||hEre lo remain until he catches his boat full, or

A"Mned by ihe gathering darkness to return.

j Though, as to that, it is seldom or never really
«for any length of time on the Banks. Hero,
'«d, is the birthplace of gloomier, denser, and

Inore gcnerally unpleasant fogs than can be found

anywhere else in the known world. But catching
thousands upon thousands of fine cod-fish seems
an ampie equivalent for not catching even a
glimpse of the suri' for weeks at a time, and,
doubtless, the w.orld looks all the brighter when
one again reaches a regién of clear atmosphere
and sunny skies.

But despite the many unpleasant and dangerous
surroundings of such a trip, almost every one
returns sevcral pounds heavier, and several degrees
healthier. Hard-worked collegians, and even puny
boy-students, often ship from Cape Ann or Glou-
cester in the spring, with this solé object in view.

For an example of the work, and the fun of a
dory-fisher, let me show you how young Bates
(who is soon to enter Harvard) is enjoying himself
as one of the crew of the “ Betsy," now at anchor
on “ Cascy’s Bank,” somewhere in the latitude of
Cape Sable. The trim little eighty-ton schooner,
with seventy-five fathoms of cable out ahead, is
plunging and rollingin a manner which to a lands-
man would seem frightful. It is young Bates’s
morning watch on deck. He was dressing fish
until eleven o’clock the night previous, after a hard
day’s fishing in a clioppy sea. Every bone in his
body aches; every fingcr on his hands is sore and
stiff. He is fairly overedme with desire for sleep,
and 1regretto add, is proportionately cross. But,
for that matter, so are the entire crew, whom with
a sort of wretched giatification, he rouses from
slumber precisely at four o’clock A. M., in obedi-
ence to the cook’s summons to breakfast.

With far more favorable surroundings, break-
fast at four A. M. would be to many a hollow mock-
ery ; yet young Bates has a fine appetite. Neither
the discomfort of a red-hot cooking-stove just be-
hind him, fior the tendency of everytliing niovable
to rush frantically down the table at spasmodic
intervals, can prevent him from enjoying with a
kcen relish the homely fare which once he would
have thought uneatabic. After breakfast, donning
his oil clothes, he goes on deck. A drizzly fog as
uncomfortablc, and nearly as impenetrable, as a
wet woolen blankct, clings to everything. As the
“ Betsy” laboriously climbs the mountainous green
seas, to sink into succeeding valleys of watery
space, the siippery deck becomes altcrnately a
steep upward incline or a dizzy descent.

Five wecks ago, young Bates would have thought
it madness to launch out into such a tumult of
waters in a frail dory.
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But now, lie perfoi'ms thc act as quite a matter
of course. With bait-bucket, lincs and water-jug
in their proper places, he pulis leisurely to wind-
ward. The “ Betsy,” and the little fleet of dories
fast scatteving in different directions, are swallowed

DORY-FISIIING.

v,

drops his twenty-live pound anchor ovevbosrd,
giving it about sixty fathoms of scope, that his
dory inay rise easily on the vast seas, wiihom
briiiging too suddcn a strain upon the anchor,
in which case he would get adrift.

"THB VBIL Of FOG WAS SUDOENLV LIiFTEO."

up in the fog, and he is alone on thc deep. But
despite the gray loneliness of the clinging vapor
and sallen sea, there is an exhilaration in the very
ease with which he sends his light craft fonvard,
even while it is being upborne on the rising surface
of a vast wave. Then, too, there is a strange scnse
of awe which he can nevcr eniircly overedme, as
he is carried with startling swiftness down a long-
reaching slope, where for a breathlcss second he
seems to be cngulfed in a terrible chasm walled in
by threatening seas.

Heve he can ihink of thc past, and, if he wil,
dream of the fiilure. Among other things, he
remembcrs with what a strange thrill he had seen a
large Canard steamer emerge from thc fog a day or
two previously, and pass within about a stone’s
Ihrow of his boat.

But now to Business, for he is ncarly a milc dis-
tant from the * Betsy.” Shipping his oars he

Then, baiting his Unes, each of which is provided
wilh a pair of hooks and a heavy sinker, he throes
one over either side of the dory. Stancling erefl
with his feet firinly bracee! and a lino oi-cr edi
forefinger, he nwaits his first bite. For one camnot
fish sitting down; he miist learn to kcep bis l«
whilc the little cockic-shell of a boat is rUling tlit
vast surges, and apparently trying contiiiually w
pitch him overboard.

A dull tug is felt on one linc, and, droppingiw
other, he pulis hand over hand a fathom ati
time, uiitil with about as many regular inoiion-i'i
his arms as there are fathoms of water oa it
shoal, he hauls a pair of cod over the side. «
the time his hooks are rebaited, the otlicr lin
necds his attenlion, and thus he alternatcs bcUC.
the two, til he has fish ennugh for a load, ora
fircd from the vessels deck by the skippcr («lA
with the cook, remains on board and fishes o/
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the rsil) summons him to dinner. Occasionally, he
caiches a worthless haddock, or perchance an ugly
slate, with its half-human face, Sometimes it is
jcod the she of a very small hoy, or a liuge black
pollock, to secure which he has to use a gaff,

But his dory is now as deep as it will safely swim,
and, hauling up his anchor with infinite pains, he
pulisback to tlie schooner. Throvving the paincer
tothc '“skipper,” young Bates, standing upright,
hes ihe harassing duties of counting his fish as he
pilches them one by one on board, and keeping his
boat frora being stove under the schooner’s coun-
icr, as she descends on a rcceding wave.

After dinner he is ready to start out again, but
the afternoon efforts may not ptove very successful,
and he may have to change his ground several
times before he- finds fish in abundance. Once,
whie he was anchored and busily fishing, he wit-
nessed a singular phenonienon. He had for some
tiroe been conscious of a far-off but continuous

;sound, as that of a muffled thunder-peal, coming
Dhis ears above the constant wash and surge of
the wavcs. While he was striving to account

j therefor, the atmosphere about him grew straiigely
iuminaus, and an unaccustomed seuise of warmth
wsin ihe air.  While he thus wondered, the veil
i offogwas suddenly lifted from the face of the deep,
| as though by magic, and overhead appeared a
j circular patch of blue sky, And Jo! as he gazed,
alongisland, 011 whose white shores were strewn
I the limbcrs of many a wrecked ship, seemed to
I hee, as it were, from the sea, perhaps a mile dis-
lat. Yet, even while he diinly discerncd a few
buildings and a flag-staff, the giay roists suddenly
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shiit down wiih marvelous swiihncss, blotting out
every vesiige of the vision, and leaving him to
wonder whether he had seen ali this or dreamed it.
But when he drew one of his lines which had lain
idly upon the bottom, what do you think he found
upon the unbaited hook ? What, but a china doll’s
head 1 They told him when he carne on board and
showed his strange token from the deep, that he
had looked upon Sable Isiand, where unforeseen
currents and quicksands unite with fog and tem-
pest to lure. many a noble ship to destruction.
And one oid man said that the bottom of the sea
in this vicinity was strewn with untold wealth, and
that the doll’s head so singulariy brought to the
surface was, without doubt, from some wrecked
vessel.

But the catching of fish is as nothing in young
Bates’s estimation compared with the wearisome
toil of dressing and salting them down in the hold.
Sometimes, the crew work at this mostdisagreeable
task until midnight.

But every voyage has its end, and when young
Bates presented himself at the office in the city |
hardly knew him, so brown and stout had he
grown. Yet | hardly think he will care to make a
second trip to the Banks, even though he should
become, as he cxpresses it, “ thinner than a dollar
bill.” In spite of its curious experiences and its
vanous beneficial effects, 1 do not think it likely
that dory-fishing will ever become as popular an
amusement as the milder forms of fishing, in which
we can so easily indulge from a boat on some
smooth iniand water, from the banks of a stream
or even from the end of a wharf.
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THE SYLVAN PARTY.

By Alice H. Harrington.

The lizard peeped from out his den

One rnoonlight night in balmy June, To see what was the matter.

The animals, forsaking

Their various haunts in wood and field, The band struck up a lively tune,

Met for a raerry-making. The dancers took their places;
The solemn crow led out the mink,

The frogs, with trombones and bassoons. Who aired her youthful graces.

Carne trooping from the sedges;

The whip-poor-will and nightingale

The simpering squirrel swung the toad,
Brought cornets from the hedges.

And looked so very winning;
The ’coon and woodchuck joined thcir pa»>

The night-hawks carne with fifes and drums . .
And in a waltz went spinning.

And swelled the cheerful clatter;
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The ’possum danced a Highland fling, The buil-frog sang a bass solo—
The fun grew fast and furious ; Although his coid was frightful;
The rabbit cut a pigeon’s wing The weasel, who stood by entranced,
That really was quite curious. Pronounced the song delightful.
The fox and owl, beneath a tree, At last the sun began to rise,
Of art and science twaddled ; And Brindle homeward wended
“fhile up and down the promenade Her way right through the festive scenc,

The goose and turtle waddled. And so the party ended.
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GREEN COVERS AND BROWN.

By Rossiter. Johnson.

OLIVER fiOI-DSMITH

When | was a very small boy, 1 was lummag-
ine one day in a closet in my mother’s house, and
carne upon a little book with bright green covers.
| thought that must be a treasure indeed; for there
were not many books in the house, of any kind,
and there were none at all that would be specially
attractive to a child. This scemed to be just about
the right size for a little boy, and its cover was cer-
tainly very pvetty.

Speaking of covers, | learned better than to
judge of a book from its outside, by a severe lesson

which carne a few years iater. A lady vjsmnsj>
our house asked me what school | attenM
was the teacher, and what were my

answer to the last question 1 mentioned, n
other things, philosophy. “ What
you study?” said she. Now it
particular book which 1 used had bce n
with brown paper to keep it "f;.

course, eoneealed the title, for which 1 hJ
troubled myself to look. So |

the only description in my power, by
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"Bro'vr-covered.” The family were greatly
amused at my simplicity, and | have not yet
heard the last of my new science of Brown-covercd
Philosophy.

Well, to go back to the little green book. If |
had been attracicd by the outside, svhat was my
delight on opening to the titlc-page. It seemed to
me that no subjecl could be so romantic for a book
a “The Deserted Village,” and no fiame so
beaiuifiil for an authbr as Oliver Goldsmith.

I sal down on the floor, and turned over the
leaves, but was disappointed. It was poetry ! |
had an idea that poetry was always very difficult to
ufiderstand, and | took it for granted that it would
be grcat folly for a little boy to attemptit- So |
didnot even try to read a single line, but promised
mi'self that when | grew up, and was learned
enough to understand poetry, | would read that
Htie grceii book.

I (lid not know then, what | have learned since,
toat some of tlie finest poetry we have is among
ihe simplest things in the language, most easily
I comprehcncled and longcst remembered.  This
I very poein is a case in point.

I'hnd grown up, and had read it a great many
Ilimesin other editions, when one day, as | was sit-
Iling in iny office, the little green-covered copy
came lo iny mind, | wrote home to have the oid
I house scarched for it, but it could not be found.
Then | wrote to a sister who had moved to a far
Western State, and to my great joy she found it
among the things she had carried lo her new
lhomre, imd scnt it to me.

LITTLE

Now, who should know
Whei'C pansies grow
As well as little Elsie—O ?

As deep her eyes
As piirple skies;
01 softest velvet is her chin ;
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When it arrived, ray first glance inside of it was
at the bottom of the title-page, and lo! the little
book had been printed and published in that very
office, five years before | was born, and by the
genticman who had occupied before me the chair
in which | was sitting.

The little grcen covers are sadly faded, and the
leaves are yellow with time; but it is the most
highly prized of any volumc on my shelf of poetry.
Time cannot dim the beaiuy of the poein, and the
mcmory of its author will be forevcr green. He
was born about three years before Washington,
and has been dead almost a cenlury; but the
numberofhis readers has never diminished. He
was very much laughed at and ridiculcd for his
persona! odditics, and his life was unhappy and
unsatisfactory ; but he did a great deal to make
other people happy. He would give away his
money, his dinner, or his clothes, whenever he saw
anybody in distiess, and he wrote some of the most
enjoyable books that ever were printed. One rea-
son why | like him is because he did n’t write long,
tedious things, that you have lo sil up ever so
many nights to read through, and forget the be-
ginning before you reach the end.

If you open your geography at the map of Ire-
Innd, and put the point of your pcncil cxactly in
the center of that isiand, it will not be far from the
scene of “ The Deserted Village,” which 1 hope
you will all read without waiting to grow up first.
The poem calis the village “Auburn,” but its true
flame was “ Lissoy;” and it was the place where
the poet lived in childhood.

ELSIE.

And | ’ve been told,
Her heart is gold,
By some one who s been peeping in.

So, who should know
Where pansies grow
As well as little Elsie—O ?
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A JOLLY FELLOWSHIP.

By Frank R.

Chapter

XVII.

WHAT BOY HAS DONE, BOY MAY DO.

HERE was one place that 1 wished, partic-

ularly, to visit before | left, and that was
what the people in Nassau called the
Coral-iecf. There weve lots of coral-
reefs, all about the islands, but this onc
was easily visited, and for this reason, 1
suppose, was chosen as a representative
of its class. | had been lherc before,
and had seen all the wonders of the
rcef through a water-glass,-which is

a wooden box, with a pane of glass at

one end and opea at the other. You

hold the glass end of this box just undcr
the water, and put your face to the open
end, and then you can see down iinder
the water, exactly as if you were look-
ing through the air. And on this coral-
leef where the water was not more ihau
twelve or fourteen feet deep, there were
lots of beautiful things to see. It was

like a submarine garden. There w

coral in every form.and shape, =tad (i

different colors ; there were sea-feath*s,
, which stood up like waving purple-t~es,

most of them a foot or two highJbut
some a good deal higher; therejivere
sea-fans, purple and yellow, that s”iread
themselves up from the cunous bits oi
coral-rock on the bottom, and there
were ever so many other things ,
grew like bushes and vines, ~d of all
sorts of colors. Among aUXhese fSi
could see the fishcsr-smuii»«r| about, as
if they were in a great aquanuni. Some
of these fishes were very large, with handsome
black bands across their backs, but the prettiest
were some little fellows, no bigger than sardincs,
that swam in among the branches of the sea-
ifeathers and fans. They were colored b.tght blue,
and yellow, and red ; some of them with two or
three colors apiece. Rcctus called them  hurn-
ming-fishes.” They did remmd me of hummmg-
birds, although they did n’t hum.

When 1 carne here before, | was wilh a party oi
ladics and gentlcmcn. We went in a large sail-
boat, and took sevcral divers with us. to go down
and bring up to us the curious things that we
would select, as we looked through the water-glass.

éb

Stockton.

There was n’t anything peculiar about these dive?,
They wore linen breeches, for divmg dresscs, ad
were the same kind of fellows as those wlio dived
for pennies at the town.

Now, what | wanted to do, was to go to tlie
coral-reef and dive down and gct someth.ng fo
mvself It would be worth while to take lioraei
sea-fan or something of that kind and say jos
brought it up from the bottom of the sea your«l(
Any one could get things that the dnc.-s liad
brought up. To be sure, the sea was n't «ry
deep here, but it had a bottom, all the same, |
avas not so good a swiramer as these darkcys, Mio
ducked and dived as if they had been born mtre
water, but | could swim better than most fdloiv*
and was particularly good at diving. So 1 dcw
roined, If I could get a chance, to go down after
some of those things on the coral-reef.

I could n’t try this, before, because therc ,ve«
too many people along, but Rcctus x”o tlioagh
the idea was splendid, although he did nt mtend
io dive himself, agreed to hire a sail-boat wich e,
L & go off to the reef, with only the darkey cnpiam

W started as early as we could get off, orto
morning after we had been at Fort Charlotte.
captain of thc yacht-thcy give themse ves
their sail-boats big titles here-was a tall co\o®
man, named Chris, and he took two big daAqg,
boys with him, although we told hira we didni
want any divers. But | suppose he "
might change our mmds. | did nt tell hirn
going to dive.® He mjght not have been willin, t

«

yrfehadaiiice sail up thc narsor. betweentol
island on which the town stands, md to

smaller ones that separata thc harbor |
ocean. Aftcr sailing about five miles we urrrf
out to sea between two islands, and pre >
were anchorcd over the reef

“ Now then, boss,” said Captam Chus,
ye want these here boys to do some divm or

“ 1 told you | would n’t want them, saiflr
“1’m going to dive, myself.”

“ Vou dive, boss !” cried all three of the darl., |
at once, and the two boys began to laugh.

“Ye can’t do that, boss,” said the captain.
ye aint used to this here kind o’ divin’, ye wr
nothin’ at all, under this water. Ye bcttc
boys go fur ye.”

“No,” said I, “ 1’m going myself,
to take off my clolhes.

|
A
I
.

j 1 wai
and =
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The colored fellows did n’t like it much, for it
seemed like taking their business away from them ;
but they could n’t help it, and so they just sat and
waited lo see how things would turn out.

“You’d better take a look through the glass,
before you dive,” said Rectus, “ and choose what
yau're going to get.”

“1’ni not going to be particular,” | replied. “ I
shall get whatever | can.”

“Tito tide’s pretty strong,” said the captain.
“You *ve got to calkelate fur that.”

| «as obliged for this information, which was
jeiierouson his part, considering the circumstances,
and | dived from the bow, as far out as 1 could
junip. Down | went, but | did n’t reach the bot-

lom at all. My legs grazed against some branches
landthings, but the tide had me back to the boat
inno lime, and | carne up near the stcrn which |
I seized, and got on board.

Both the colored boys were grinning, and the
| captain said:

'Ye can’t dive that-a way, boss.
Igitlothe bottom, at all, that-a way.
I'hghl down, efye go at all.”

knew that, but | must admit | did n’t care
Imuch to go all the way down when | made the first
Idirc. Just as | Jumped, | thought of the hard
sharp things at the bottom, and | guess | was a
1little too careful not to dive into them.

But now | made a second dive, and [ went down
I beniitifiilly. |1 made a grab at the first thing my

hand touched. It kvas a purple knob of coral.
Bu it stuck tight to its mother-rock, and | was
litadyto go up before it was ready to come loose,
landso | went up without it.

“7Tilint easy to git them things,” said the cap-
Itain and the two boys said:

“ N0 indeed, boss, ye cahn’t git them things
Idal-a wav.”

did n’t say anything, but in a few minutes |
Imeace another dive. | detennined to look around
lalittic, this time, and seize something that | could
lhreak olT or puli up. I found that 1 could n’t stay
lander «-ater, like the darkeys could. That rc-
|(ffited practicc, and perhaps more fishy lungs.

Down 1 went, and 1.carne right down on a small
Ime-ian, which | grabbed instantly. That ought
|m gire way, easily. But as | seized it | brought

"nmy right foot into the middle of a big round
I"nge, | startcd, as if | had had an electric
eshock The thing seemed colder and wectter than
1™ wateri it was slimy and sticky and horricl. |

Inot see what it was, and it feit as if some great
Istcker.fish, with a coid woolly mouth, was trying to
limllow my foot. | let go of everything, and carne
""" up, and drew myself, puffing and blowing,
1* board the boat.

You ’ll never
Ye must go
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How Captain Chris laughed ! He had been
watching me through the water-glass, and saw
what had scared me.

“Why, bossl” said he, “ sponges don’t eat
people! That was nice and sof’ to tiead on. A
sight better than cuttin’ yer foot on a piece o’
coral.”

That was all very well, but 1’m sure Captain
Chris jumped the first time he ever put his bare
foot into a sponge under water.

“ 1 s’pose ye ’re goin' to gib it up now, boss,”
said the captain.

“No, | 'm not,” | answered. “ 1 have n’tbrought
up anything yet. | ’m going down again.”

“You ’d better not,” said Rectus. * Three
times is all that anybody ever tries to do anything.
If at first you don’t succeed, try, try again. One,
two, three. You ’re not expected to try four times.
And, besidcs, you ’re tired.”

“ 1 Il be restad in a minute,” said 1, “ and then
I Il try once more. | ’m allright. You need n’t
worry.”

But Rectus did worry. | must have looked
frightened when | carne up, and | believe he had
caught the scare. Boys will do that. The captain
tried to keep me from going in again, but | knew
it was all nonsense to be frightened. | was going
to bring up something from the bottom, if it was
only a pebble.

So, after resting a little while, and getting my
breath again, down | went. | was in for anything
now, and the moment 1 reached the bottom |
swept my arm around and seized the first thing |
touched. It was a pretty big thing, for it was a
sea-feaiher over five feet high,—a regular tree. |
gave a jerk at it, but it held fast. | wished, most
earnestly, that | had taken hold of something
smallcr, but | did n’t like to let go. | might get
nothing else. | gave another jerk, but it was of
lio use. | feit that | could n’t hold my breath
much longer, and must go up. | clutched the
stem of the thing with both hands; | braced my
feet against the bottom ; | gave a tremendous tug
and push, and up | carne to the top, sea-feather
and all!

With both ray hands full | could n’t do much
swimming, and the tide carried me astcrn of the,
boat before 1 knew it.

Rectus was the first to shout to me.

“ Drop it, and strike out!” he yelled; but |
did n’t drop it. | took it in one hand and swam
with the other. But the tide was strong and |
did n’t make any headway. Indeed, | fioated
further away from the boat.

Directly, | heard a splash, and in a moment
afterward, it seemed, the two darkey divers were
swimming up to me.
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“ {rop dat,” said onc of tliem, “ an’ we ’I! take
ye in.”

“No | wont,” 1 spluttered, still siriking out
with niy legs and one arm. *“ Take hold of this,
and we can all go in together.”

1 thought that if one of them would hclp me
with the sea-feather, which seenied awfully heavy,
two of US could certainly swim to the boat with four
legs and two arnis bctween us.

But neither of them would do it. They wanted
me to drop my prize, and then they ’d take hold of
roe and take me in. We were disputing and puff-
ing, and fioating furthei and further away, when
up carne Captain Chris, swimming like a sliark.
He had jerked off his clothes and jumped in when
he saw what was going on. He just put one hand
under my right arm, in which | held the sea-
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anchored near that tall feathev, and all de vistas
used to talk about it. | did n’t think you ’d brinj
it up when 1 seed you grab it. But you musta
give a powerful heave to come up with all te
stone.”

* 1 don’t think you ought to have tricd lo
that,” said Rectus, who looked as if he bad ni
enjoyed himself. “ 1 did n’t know you were »
obstinate.”

*“ Well,” said I, “ the truth of the matter is thet
1am a fooi, sometimes, and | might as well ndmi
it. But now let ’s see what we ’ve gol on ihs|
stone.”

There was a lot of curious things on the pieceof |
rock which had come up with the sea-feaihci.
There were small shells, of different simpes ad
colors, with the living creatures insidc of iliem

‘\YE STRUCK OUT TOGBTIiiER FOR THB nOAT.

feather, and then we struck out together for the
boat. It was like getting a tow from a tug-boat.
We were alongside in no time. Captain Chris was
the strongest and best swimmer | ever saw.

Rectus was leaning over, ready to help, and he
caught me by the arm as | reaclied up for the side
.of the boat.

“ No,” said I, * take this,” and he seized the
sea-feather and pulled it in. Then the captain
gavc me a hoist, and | clambered on board

The captain had some toweis under the little
forward deck, and | gave myself a good nib down
and dressed. Then | went to look at my prize.
No wonder it was heavy. It had a young rock, a
foot long, fast to its root.

“ You sp’ilecl one o’ de putticst things in that
garden down there,” said the captain. “ I allus

and there were mosses, and sea-wecd, and liiikj
sponges, and small sca-piants, tippcd with rcdacdl
yellow, and more things of the kind than I ““l
remember. It was the handsomest and inost inirt|
esting piece of coral-rock that | had seen ycl,

As for the big purple sea-feather, it was a "hopl
per, but too big for roe to do anything wviiHI
When we got lidme, Rectus showed it around™J
the Chippertons, and some of the people al |
hotel, and told them that | divcd down adj
brought it up, myself, but | could n’t take it a“i!l
with me, for it was much too long to go i"'M
trunk. So | gave it next day to Captain
sell, if he chose, but | believe he took it back
planted it again in the submarine garden, M jl
his passengers could see how tall a hcvfca -i
could grow, when it tried. | cbipped ofia
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oftlie rock, however, to carry home as a memento.
liras told that the things growing on it—1 picked
offall thc shells—would make the dothes in my
mmk smell badly, but I thought 1°d risk it.

“ After all,” said Rectus, that night, “ what was
the good of it? That iittle piece of stone don’t
aniount to anything, and you might have been
dro'vned.”

“1 don’t think | could have been drowned,”
I'said I, “ for | should have dropped the oid thing,
. siid floated, if 1 had felt myself giving out. But

the good of it was this : It showed me what a disa-
greeable sort of place a sea-garden is, when you go
down into it, to pick things.”

“Which you wont do again,
reckon,” said Rcctus.

'tYou 're right there, my boy,” | answered.

The ncxt day, the Chippcrtons and ourselves
tooka two-horse barouche, and rodé to the “ caves,”
| sore six or seven miles from the town. We had
I'i long walk through the pine-applc fields before
| vecarne to the biggest cave, and found it ivas n’t
I vey much of a cave, after all, though there was a
I sort of n room, on one side, which looked like a
I church, with altar, pillars and arches. Therc was
| alittle hole, on one side of this room about three
| feet wide, iihich led, our negro guide said, to a
Igteatcave, which ran along about a miue, untii it
Irtached the sea. Therc was no knowing what
Iskeletnns, and treasures, and oid half-decayed
Iboxes of coins, hidden by pirales, and sivords with
ljewels in the handles, and loose jewcls, and siiver-
Iplate, and other things we might have found in
Itliat cave, if we had only had a lantern or some
landles to light us while we were wandcring about
linit. But we had no candles or lantern, and so

i notbccome a pirate’s heirs. Itivas Corny who
|«as most anxious to go in. She had read about
IBlackbeard and the other pirales who used to live
lonthis island, and she felt sure that some of their
Ineasures were to be found in that cave. If she
|W thought of it, she would have brought a candie.

The only treasures we gol were some long
kitigs, like thin ropcs, which hung from the roof
|lo the floor of the cave we were in. This cave
1"as n't dark, bccause neariy all of one side of it
I*aa opea. These ropes were rools or young
Prenksfrom banyan-trees, growing on thc ground
T ow, and which carne through the cracks in

t tocks, and stretched themselves down so as

"root in the floor of the cave, and make a lot

“ndcrgrotmd trunks for the tree above. The
in;an-tree is the most enterprising trunk-makcr

I'w heard of.

{'Ve pulled down a lot of these banyan-ropes,

of them more than twenty feet long, to take

I ) as curiosities. Corny thought it would be

in a hurry, |
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splendid to have a jumping-rope made of a banyan-
root, or rather trunklet. The banyans here are
called wild fig-irees, whicli they really are, wher-
cver they grow. There is a big one, not far from
the town, which stands by itself, and has a lot of
trunks coming down from the branches. It would
take the conceit out of a Inirricane, | think, if it
tried to blow down a banyan-tiec.

The next day was Simday, and our party went
to a negi-o church to hear a preacher, who was
quite celebrated as a colored oiator. He preached
a good sensible sermén, although he did n’t meddle
much with grammar. The people were poorly
dressed, and some of ihe deacons were barefooted,
bul they were all very clean and neat, and they
appeared to be just as religious as if they had all
ridden in carriages to some Fifth Avenue church in
New York.

Chapter XVIII,

I WAKE UP MR, CHIPPERTON.

About nine oclock, on Monclay morning, the
“ Tigris ” carne in. When we boarded her, which
we did almost as soon as the stairs had been put
down her side, we found that she would make a
shorter stay thau usual, and would go out that
evening, at high tide. So there was no time to
lose. After the letters had been deiivered at the
hotel and we hacl rcad ours, we seiu our trunks on
board and went around to finish up Nassau. We
rowed over to Hog Island, opposite the town, to
see, once more, the surf roll up against the high,
jagged rocksj we ran down among the negro
cottages and thc negro cabins to get some fruit
for the trip; and ive rushed aliout to bid good-
bye to some of our oid friends—Poquadilla among
Iliem.  Corny went with us, this time. Every
darkey knew we were going away, and it was
amazing to see how many of them carne to bid us
good-bye, and ask for some coppers.

After supper we ivent on board the steamer, and
about ten o’clock she cast loose, and as she slowly
moved away, we heard thc oid familiar words:

“ Give USa small dive, boss !”

They carne from a crowd of darkey boys on the
wharf.  But although the moon was shining
brightly, we did n’t think they could see coppers
on the bottom that night. They might have found
a shilling or a half-dollar, but we did n’t try them.

There were a couple of English officers on
board, from the barracfcs, and we thought that
they were going to take a trip to thc United States;
but the piirser told us that they had no idea of
doing that themselves, but were trying to prevent
one of the “rcd-coats,” as the common soldiers
were generally called, from leaving the island. He
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had been missed at the barracks, and it was sup-
posed that he was stowed away somewhere on the
vessel. The steamer had delayed starting for half
an hour, so that search might be made for the
deserter, but she could n’t wait any longer if she
wanted lo get over the bar that night, and so the
lieutenants, or sergeants, or whatever they were,
had to go along and come back in the pilot-boat.

When we got outside we lay to, with the pilot-
boat alongside of us, and the hold of the vessel was
ransacked for the deserter. Corny openly declarad
that she hoped they would n’t find him, and | 'm
sure | had a pretty strong feeling that way myself.
But they did find him. He was pulled out from
behind some barréis in a dark place in the hold
and hurried up on deck. We saw him as he was
forced over the side of the vessel and almost
droppcd into the pilot-boat, which was rising and
falling on the waves by the side of the ship. Then
the officers scrambled down the side and jumped
ilito the boat. The line was cast off, the negro
oarsmen began to puli away, and ibe poor rcd-coat
took his doleful journey back to Nassau. He must
have feit pretty badly about it. | have no doubt
that when he hid himself down there in that dark
hold, just before the vessel started, he thought he
had made a pretty sure thing of it, and that it
would not be long before he would be a frce man,
and could go where he pleased and do what he
pleased in the wide United States. But the case
was very different now. | suppose it was wrong,
of course, for him to clesert, and probably he was a
mean sort of a fellow to do it; but we were all very
sorry to see him taken away. Corny thought that
he was very likely a good man who had been
imposed upon, and that, therefore, it was right
to try to run away. It was quite natural for a girl
to think that.

The moment the pilot-boat left us, the * Ti-
gris” started off in good earnest and went steam-
ing along on her course. And it was not long
before we started off, also in good earnest, for our
berths. We were a tired set.

The trip back was not so pleasant as our other
little voyage, when we were coming to the Baha-
mas. The next day was cloudy, and the sea was
rough and choppy. The air was mild enough for
USto be on deck, but there was a high wind which
made it uncomfortable. Rectus thought he could
keep on his wide straw hat, but he soon found out
his mistake and had to get out his Scotch cap,
\ohich made him look like a very different fellow.

There were not very many passengers on board,
as it was scarcely time for the majority of people to
leave Nassau. They generally stay until April, 1
think. Besides our party of five, there were several
gentlemen and ladies from the hotel; and as we
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knew them all tolerably well, we had a much nore
sociable time than when we carne over. Still, ft
my part, | should have preferred fair weather,
bright skies, and plenty of nautiiuses and flying-
fish.

The “ yeilow-legged” party remaincdat Nassau,
I was a little sorry for this, too, as | liked the neo
pretty well, now that | knew them better. Thej
certainly weie good waikers.

Toward noon the wind began to blow hnrier
and the waves ran very high. The * Tigris" i
rolled from side to side as if she would go owr,
and some of the ladies were a good deal frightened;
but she always carne up again, all right, no mauer |
how far over she dlpped, and so in time they i
used to it. | pvoved to Mrs. Chippcrton thatiil
would be impossible for the vessel to upsei, astre
great weight of ballast, freight, machinery, etc, in
the lowec part of her would always bring hct deck
up again, even if she rolled entirely over on her
side, which, sometimes, she seemed as if she »s
going tn do, but she always changed her mind just
as we thought the thing was going to happcn. The
first mate told me that the reason we rolled so «asi
because we had been obliged to take in all sail, ad
that the mainsail had steadied the vessel very muh
before the wind got so high. This was all vy
well, but | did n’t care much to know why the|
thing was. There are some people who thinkj
thing ’s all right if they can only lell you tre
reason for it.

Before dark we had to go below, for the captain
said he did n’t want any of us to roll overboard.|
and, besides, the spray from the high waves nwdfl
the deck very wet and unpleasant. None oUsj
liked it below. There was no place to sit bulinj
the long saloon, where the dining-tabks were, andj
after supper we all sat there and read. Mr. Chp-I
perton had a lot of novéis, and we each took ae |
But it was n’t much fun. | could n’t get intercstd]
in my story,—at least, not in the beginning ofitl
I think that people who want to use up tune ivherl
they are traveling ought to take what Rectus calledl
a “ begun novel” along with them. He bad g®
on pretty well in his book while he was in Nassay,
and so just took it up now and went right L

The lamps swimg so far backward and ior«aml
above the table that we thought they would ceri
tainly spill the oil over us in one of their ml
pitches; the scitees by the table slid undcrusa
the ship rolled, so th.nt there was no comfort, a»
any one who triecl to walk from one
another had to hang on to whatever he could
hold of, or be tumblcd up against the tabics ori
wall. Some folks got sea-sick and went to 4™
but we tried to stick it out as long as we could. "

The storm grew worse and worse. Sometimes,



iinJ A JOLLY FELLOWSHIP.

big«ave would strike the side of the steamer, just
behind us, with a tremendoiis shock. The iadies
i\tre always sure she had *“ struck something"
rhenthis happened; but when they found it was
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seemcd to be steaming along almost on an even
keel. She piiched somewhat forward and aft,—
that is, her bow and her slern went up and down
by turns,—but we did n’t mind that, as it was so

GOOD-BYE TO NASSAU.

o'ly water that she had struck, they were better
Sisfied. At last, things grew to be so bad that
thought we should have to go to bcd and spend
i“tnight holding on to the handics at the back of
“tberths, when, all of a suddeu, there was a grcat
diange. The rolling stoppcci, and the vcssel
Voi. VI1.—39.

very much better tliaii the wild rolling that had

been kept up so long.
“ | wonder what this means ?” said Mr. Chipper-

ton, actually standingup without holding on to
anything. “ Can they have gotinto a current of

smooth water? ”
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I did n’t tliink tliis was possiblc, but I did nt
stop to make any conjectures about it. Rectus
and | ran up on the forward deck to see how this
agreeablc change had come about. The moment
we got outside we found thc wind blowing fearfully
and the waves dashiiig as high as ever, but they
were not plunging against our sides. We carefully
worked our way along to the pilot-house and
looked in. The captain was inside, and when he
saw UShe opened the door and carne out- He was

better. He put all this in a good deal of scalw
guage, but | tell it as | got the sense ofit.

“ Did you think she would go over, captain;’
askcd Rectus.

“ Oh no !” said he, “ but something miglu 1*,
been carried away.”

He was a very pleasant man and lalkeii a goK
deat lo WS

“1t’s all very well to lie to, this way,” he«cr:
on, “ for the comfort and safcty of tlie passti.jui

*THE sHP WAS CH PIRE!

going to his own room, just back of the pilot-house,
and he told us'to come with him.

He looked tircd and wet, and he told us that the
storm had grown so bad lliat he did n’t think it
would be right to keep on our course any longer.
We were going to the north-west, and the storm
was coming from the north-east, and the waves
and thc. wind dashed fair against the side of the
vesscl, making her roll and careen so that it began
to be unsafe. So he had put her around with her
head to the wind, and now she tqgk.the storm on
her bow, where she could stfind it a great deal

and the ship, but | don’t like it, for we'reDKI
keeping on to our port, which is what | waiil tokl
cloing.”

“ Are we siopping here?" 1 asked.

“ Prctty much,” said the captain.
the engines are working for, is just to kcep Iwj
head to the wind.” |

] fclt the greatest respect for the captain. ']
stead of telling us why lhe ship rolleci, he
stopped her rolling. | liked that way of
things. And | was sure that every one on bof
that 1 had talked to would be glad to have'
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|,f55el 1k to, and make herself comfortable until
libf siorm was over.

\\Vc did not stay very long with the captain, for
lhc «anicd to take a nap, and when we went out,
In( stood a little while by the railing lo see the
Isiom. The wind ncarly took oui heads off, and
lihe «<aves dashed right up over the bow of the ship
I<athat if any one had been out there, | suppose
liner would have been soaked in a few minutes, if
Inni knocked down. But we saw two men at the
idiccl, m ibe pilot-house, steadily holcling her head
licithe wind, and we fclt that it was all right. So
lic ran bdow and reponed, and then we all went
lio bed.

{lliliough there was not much of the rolling that
Ibad becii so unpleasant before, the vessel pitched
ljndiossccl enough to make our berths, especially
Iminc, wliich was the upper one, rather shaky
Iplates to lost in ; and | did not sleep very soundiy.
Isomeiime in the night, I was awakened by a sound
lofheaiy and rapid footfalls on the deck above my
|bad. 1 lay and listened for a moment, and feit

lihat the deck was steady enough for them to
|«jlk on. There soon seemed to be a good deal
litiore runniiig, and as they began to drag things
I thought that it would be a good idea to
lup and find out what was going on. If it was
lanvitimg extraordinary, | wanted to see it. Of
[oouse, 1 woke up Rectus, and we put on our
dotlies. There was now a good deal of noise on
ik,

'*Perhaps we have run into some vessel and
Jsunk her,” said Rectus, opening the door, with his
Icoai over his arm. He was in an awful hurry to

"Hold up heve!” 1 said. “ Don’t you go on
dik m lilis storm without an overcoat. If there
bs been a coilision you can’t do any good, and
l'ounecd n’t hurry so. Button up warm.”

We both did that, and then we went up on

xk. Tliere was no one aft, just then, but we
»uld Sin the moonlight, which was pretty strong,
blihoiigli the sky was cloudy, that there was quite
icro«d of men forward. We made our way in
lliai direction as fast as we could, in the face of the
Vind, and when we reachcd the deck, just in front
pi tlie pilot-house, we looked down to the big
uicliaay where the freight and baggage were
|entcrod down into the hold, and there we saw what

i the matier.

The ship was on fire |

Thehatchway was not open, but smoke was com-

lup thick and fast all around it. A half-dozen
men were around a donkey-engine that stood a
pttk forward of the hatch, and others were piilling
ittiose. The captain was rushing here and there
ping orders. 1 did not hear anything he said.
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No one said anything to us. Rectus asked one of
the men something as he ran past him, but the
man did not stop to answer.

But there was no need to ask any questions.

“ KEEP PEBFECTLY COOI,’ 5AID MR. CHIfPERTDN."

There was the smoke coming up, thicker and
blacker, from ihe edges of the hatch.

“ Come!” said I, clutching Rectus by the arm.
“ Let ’s wake them up.”

“ Don’t you think they can put
asked as we ran back.

“ Can’t tcll,” | answered. *“ But we must get
ready,—that ’s what we ve got to do.”

I am sure | dicl not know how we were to get
ready, or what we were to do, but my niain idea
was that no time was to be lost in doing some-
thing. The first thing was to awaken our friends.

We found the steward in the saloon. There was
only one lamp biirning ihere, and the place looked
dismal, but there was light enough to see that he
was very palé.

“ Don’t you intend to wake up the people?” |
said to him,

it out?” he

“W hat’s the good?” he said. * They ’ll put
it out.”
“ They may, and they may n’t,” | answered,

“and it wont hurt the passengers to be awake.”
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With this | hurried to the Chippcrtons’ state-
Toom—they had a double room in the center of the
vessel—and knocked loiidly on the door. 1 saw
the steward going to other doors. knocking ai
some and opening othei-s and speaking to thc
people inside.

Mr. Cliippcrton juinped right up and opened the
door. When he saw Rectus and me standing
there, he miist have seen in our faces that some-
thing was the matter, for he instantly asked ;

‘W hat is it? A wreck ?”

I told him of thc five, and said that it might not
be much, but that wc thought we ’d better waken
him.

“ That ’s right!” he .said; “ we ’ll be with you
directly. Keep perfectly cool. Remain just where
you are. You ’ll seo us all in five minutes,” and
he shut the door,

But | did not intend to stand there. A good
many men were already rushing from their rooms
and lrurrying itp the steep stairs that led from the
rear of the saloon to thc deck, and | could hear
ladies calling out from their rooms as if they were
hurrying to get ready to come out. The stew-
ardess, a tall colored woman, was just going to one
of these ladies, who had her head out of the door.
| told Rectus to run up on deck, see how things
were going on, and then to come back to the Chip-
pertons’ door. Then 1ran to our room, jerked the
cork life-preservers from under the pillows and

A TOY SPIDER.

carne out into the saloon with theni, This seemetl |
to frightcn sexeral pcrsons who saw me as 1 caiiie

from our room, and they rushed back for their life

preservers, generally getting into the wrong room,

I think, | did not want to help to make a luss and

confusion, but | thouglit it would be a good deal

better for us to get the life-preservers now thm lo

wait. If we did n’t neecl them no harm would bel
done. Some one had turned up several ofihel
lamps in the saloon so that we could see better. |
But no one stopped to look much. Everybodv,

ladies and all—there were not many of these—uir-

ried on deck. The Chippertons were the lasttoj
make their appearance. Just as their door Upened|
Rectus ran up to me.

“ It 5 worse than ever!” he said.

“Herel!” said J, “ take this life-prcseiverll
Have you life-preservers in your room ?” | asked, [
quickly of Mr. Chipperton.

“ All right.” said he, “ we have them on. Keepl
all together and come on deck,—and rcincmbertol
be perfectly cool.”

He went ahcad with Mrs. Chipperton, and Rk-|
tus and | foliowed, one on each side of Comy,l
Neither she fior her mother had yet spoken tous;!
but whiie we were going up the stairs, Cornyl
turned to rae, as | carne up bchind her, and said:|

“ Is it a real fire ?”

“ Oh yes,” | answered; “ but they may pul it|
out.”

(To be coutinned.)

SOME FUN WIiTH A TOY SRIUCR
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A TALK ABOUT ROYAL CHILDREN,

By E.

A1l the oid kings and queens mentioned in
j~r hisioiy-lessons were children once, you know.
WAL, i( is about their childish days that | intend
Idlell you; and not only about the kings and
qoeeiis themselves, but also about some little
piinces and princesses who never ascended the
ihrore, but who played around its steps.

Let U5 begin with England, for | know you
wulil like to hear about children who spoke the
iime language as ourselves. If you are ever in
Westminster Abbey, London, near the chapel of
Edwetd the Confessor, you will see a little tomb
mjrkec!;

“ Catiierint,

6clovbx> Dai'chter of Henkv Ill. and his

Quhen* Eleanop.”

Shewas both deaf and dumb, yet it is said that
dewds so gentle and affectionate that the Kking,
herfatlicr, gricved sorely when, at the enrly age of
three years, a lingering sickness carried her to the
tanb; and we read in the ancient records that the
kin> caiised a silver iinage of his beloved little
da«i;hicr to be made, doubtless to have always
before his eyes, at least a semblancc of that pre-
ddiis gift which had been taken away.

Long before this, in the twelfth century, Wil-
bem the son of Henry I. of England,—a trouble-
soire boy if the hints of history are to be believed,
-liad married a little girl of twelve summers,—a
fodish young couple, we may be sure, for the
jrooinwas only seventeen. He did not live long;

a few years afterward he and a hundred and
fcityyoiingmen were drowned off ihc French coast
Kar Harfleur. History does not say that he was
fioiimed by the English jjeoplc, but a very oid
piniireshows us King Henry bewailing his loss in
ivery pinful manner. It is said, indeed, that the
sricken father never was seen to smile again.

Edvartl 1. had two lovely children, John and
Hery, whom he was compelled to leave behind
«smin England on going with his wife, the de-
'«ed Elcanora of Castile, to join the Crusade in

When the princess was urgcd to remain
Hhlier children, she replied in words that deserve
lohe remembercd:

'Nothing ought to part those whom God has
I*ned, and the way lo heaven is as short fiom
wiaasfrom England, or my native Spain.”

I "fi’len Itdwarcl and Eleanora, on their rcturn from
o)Tlaatrived at Sicily, the first tidings that greetecl
«emwere that Prince John, their heir, and a child

B. T.

whose talcnts were unequaled for his years, was
dead. Scarcely had the bereaved parents recovered
from this shock, when a messenger announccd the
death of their second son, Prince Henry; and a
thivd messenger brought at the same time the
news of the death of the aged King, Henry III.

On hearing of the death of his father, Edward
gave way to a toiTcnt of grief far surpassing that
which he had shown for his sons; and on the
astonished courtiers asking him how it was that he
bore the loss of both his sons with siich calm rcsig-
nation, and abandoned himself to grief at the death
ofan aged man, Edward answered :

“ The loss of infants may be repaircd by the
same God who gave them; but when a man has
lost a good father, it is not in the course of nature
for God to send him another.”

The celebrated hero, Edward, the Black Prince,
was such a lovely infant that the portrait of Quecn
Philippa, his mother, and her princely boy, were
often paintcd to represent the Virgin and Child.

The story of the beautifui little Isabella of Valois,
who became the mistress of a royal home at the
age of eight, is bcautifully told in a recent luimbcr
of this magazine. So | necd not repeat it here,
but will only add that the child, though of queenly
bearing for so young a creature, played with her
dolis, and in many ways enjoyed herself as a child
should, after she was really Queen of England!

When Henry V. heard of the birth of his son,
the unfortunate Henry V1., he eagerly demanded
where the boy was born, and, having been an-
swered, “At Windsor,” he made, with a sacl coun-
tcnance the following prophecy :

"1, Henry, born §C Monmouth,
Sliall small tinc reign and inuch get:
Put Henry of Windsor Ilon‘g relgn, and lose all ofii,
Huc as God will, so be It.

And the prophecy carne to pass; for Henry VI.
secmccl to be unhappy and unfortunate even in his
babyhood. He hclcl his first parliameiU in Lon-
don at the tender age of eight months. In order
lo reach the parliament in proper season, he was
obliged lo journey from Windsor to London on a
Sunday; but uponbeing carried toward his mothcris
carriage, he shrieked, he cried, he sprang, and
would be carried no farther; “ whereforc, they bore
him again to the inn at Staines, and there he
abode the Sutiday all day.” Evidentiy, the infant
monarch did not approve of traveling on that par-
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ticulai- Sunclay. Tlic faraous Earl of Warwick was
the baby-king’s guardian. When the parliament
was opened he held him in his arms, and the royal
infant, gently placing one of his tiny hands upon
the sceptcr, did not seem to know whether that
einblem of sovcreigiuy was meant to be treated
with respect or as a plaything.

Doubtless, you all are acquainted with the sad
siory of Uic “ Princes in the Tower”; but if you
are not, look in the St. NichOLAS for January,
1874, and you will be able not only to read their
history much better than | can tell it to you, but
you can also see the engraving of the beautiful
picture by Delaioche in which the two boys are
shown, prisonera in the dreadful Tower.

The learned Erasmus visited the children of
Henry VII. at thcir palace of Shcne or Richmond,
and gave the following description of them :

“ Thoinas More paid me a visit when | was
Mountjoy’s guest, and took me for recreation a
walk to a neighboring country palace, where the
royal children wevc abiding, Prince Arthur ex-
cepted, who liad fmished his cducation. The
princely children were assembled in the hall. In
the midst stood Prince Henry, then only nine years
oid; he bore in his countenancc a look of high
rank, and an expression of royalty, yet open and
courteous. By his right hand stood the Princess
Margaret, a child of eleven years, afterward Queen
of Scotland. At the other side was the Princess

KINQ HRNSY |I. BEWAILING HIS SON
(FROM AN OLD riCTUFE.)

Mary, a little one of four years, engaged in her
sports, whilst Edmund, an infant, was held in his
nurse’s arms.” The Princess Margaret united the
crowns of England and Scotland in the person of
her great-grandson, James 1. of England. The
boy Henry, of whom such a pleasing picture is
given, afterwai-d bccame the tyrant Henry VIH.

A TALK ABOUT ROYAL CHILDREN.

(Jav,

Did you ever think ofthe great Queen Eli2ab«h
as a little girl ? Poor little child! she did not lead
a happy life; for her father did not lovc her, ad
she never knew a mother’s carc. You may ineg.
ine how ill she was used when 1 tell you that her
governess was obliged to beg for clothing for her.
When she was four years oid she assistcd at the
christening of her infant brother, afterward Edirani
V-, and on his second birthday she presented him |
with a cambric shiit of her own making.

There was another princess, named Elizalreih,
whose years were few but full of sorrow. She «js'
a daughter of King Charles I. of England, and. 1
after his dccapitation, was shui up with her little|
brother in Carisbvooke Castle in the Isle of Wighi.

The princess was cxceedingly beautiful, and -1
dom was a child seen with such grace and digniiy,
In her mind she rcsembled her grandfather, Henr;
IV. of France, and her intelligence was a suhject |
of aslonishment to her father, who often consulted
her. Tire royal children’s rooms at Cariabrooke
were gloomy and cireary, but they found kind
hearts in the custodian of the castle and his ¢(
wife.

As though to make the scene of thcir iinprison-1
ment still more sad, the first night of their arrival |
a sentinel called to the princess as she looked au,
and unfeelingly told her that the little Golhk win-j
dow which she saw opposite to her was ivhcre her
father had tried to escape, but was prevcntedbyits
smallness- This brought a flood of tears from jhe
little princess, who seemed inconsolable for tlic faie
of her father. The next day, the children wentto
the little Gothic window, and there they intcrlaced
their hands between the bars and stood fora long |
time thinking of their father.

The princess begged that the door of the loom |
where her father had been confined might ke
opened. Its walls brought ncw tears, and sa
memories of the humiliation which the king hed
endured- By the help of her brother, the priticcs
tui-ned her father's room into an oratory, ad
placed her precioiis Bible there. In summer, ihg; |
brought fiowers to decérale the place.

One quiet evening, they heard some sailors &
sea singing, as was their habit, “ God save tre|
king !”

“ Listen,” said the princess, “ there are:
some who lovc our father;” and, happy for oxc|
moment, she embraccd her brother.

As they were taking their usual walk upoa itc
ramparts one morning, a wedding procession
passecl; the young girls were dancing, atld
bouquets in their hands; but when they sawt |
royal children they stopped and threw them ibcM
flowers, out of respcct and kind feeling. T°'
princess in gratitude leaned down, and, loosenmg
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a liille cross from her neck, droppedit into the
hand of the bride.

Another time, a funeral procession passcd by,
and the princess, seeing them weeping, said:
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me; my death is glorious; | dic for the laws. and
religiéon.” He assured me he pardoned al! his ene-
mies, and wished us also to pardon them. He
scnt many racssages to my mother that his love for

IN
THE__PRINCESS £ L1ZA9 ETH, OALICHTER OT CHARLES 1,
Q¢ CAstia SUNOY. sots o dois«rtorod HAUXIH c
FONor ACSfeer 108 HRANLES Srodr SKBY ftane» Heodbreg
er *MictcT«i™, 19«.

MONUMEFIT TO PRINCESS BLIZABSTH.

“Oh do not weep ; to rest in God is only happi-
ness”

She grew weaker and weaker every day, but as
long as she was able she taught her little brother
each day out of her Bible and some oid Laiin
books which liad been given to her. One Sunday
morning, the 8lh September, 1650, as thc wardcn’s
«ifeentered the room, according to custom, with a
bom of milk for the princess, she found her, as she
supposcd, sleeping, but it proved to be the sleep
of death. She lay there white and calni, with her
head leaiiing on her dearly beloved Bible. From
her hand had fallen a papev containing an account
ofher last interview with her fathor. The papcr
«as headed with these words:

“ That which the king said to me the last time |
had the happiness of seeing him”—that was on
Ihe night before his execution.

After describing thc rcception of herself and
brother, she wrote:

The king said : “But perhaps, my darling, you
*ill forget that which | ain going to tell you.” And
vilhthat he shed abundant tears, | assured him
i “'ould write all his words.

" *My child,” said he, ‘“you nuist not grieve for

her would always be the same. Again, he told us
we must not weep for him; that he died a martyr,
in full assurance that the throne would some day
be given back to his sons, and that then he would
be more happy than if he had lived. He then
took my little brother Gloucester on his knces and
said to him: ‘Listen to me, my dcar boy; thcyare
going to cut off your fathcr’s head, and may be
they may wish afterward to make you king, but do
not forget that which | am going to tell you,—no/
io lei them make you king.” The child sighcd
deeply and replied that he would rather be torn in
pieces, which answer greatly pleascd the king.”

Here the story of the farewcll broke off, for
death had stopped the hand of the young princess.
The body was put in a lIcaden coffin with this
inscription:

“ Elizadeth,

Second Daughter of thp. i-ast King Chanles,
Died 8tk Seftkmuuk, 1650,"

and placed in the church of St. Thomas, ncar the
altar. The initiais “E. S.” (Elizabeth Stuart)
marltcd the place, which for a long time was for-
gottcn.  Queeii Victoria recently ordered the oid
church to be torn down, and Prince Alberl laid the
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corner-stone of a new one in which the remains
nfthe littie princess were deposited and where a
niomimciit was set up to her memory. Tliis
ironiiinent represents her as she Jay in the sleep
of deaili, and was furnished by the queen herself.
The little Duke of Ulcucester, after the death of
hissisicr, lefused all noiirishinent; and Cromweli,
fearing he would die in prison, set him at liberty.
Herejoined his mother in France, but everywhere
the sad memories of his father and sistcr haunted
him, and oven the joys of the restoration of his
brother to the English throne did not soothe his
griei  He becamc more and more mournful, and
died at the age of twenty in the palace of WhiCe-
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hall. I wish | had space to tell you of the noble
and generoiis Henr>-, Prince of Wales; of Charles
I., fondly called by hispaixnus “ Babic Charles; ” of
his girl-wife Henrietta Maria, spoken ofin thc story,
“ A Greyiiound’s Warning,” in St. Nicholas for
Jainuiry, 1877 ; of the little Duchess of Bufgundy,
who married a grandson of Loiiis XIV. of France
when she was only thirteon years oid and could
neither rcad fior write, and of a host of oihcr royal
chiklren ; but as | have not, | hope that you,
dcar readcrs, have derived some plcasure from
hcaring a little alsout boys and giris wlio, though
they were princes and princesses, were not very
different from other chiidren aftcr alL

COMPANY TO SUPPER.

By Francés Lee.

Thf.re was not a living being in the house hut
Helia, Lottie and me, excepting the cat who was
snoozing jiway liy the kitchen stovc.

The rest had all gone to Falltown to some kind
ofa mceting. There was aisvays something going
onsomewhere for the grown folks, and | suppose
tliere was never a child in the worid who hated to
be left alone worse than 1 did. So this time they
lei me have Deba and Lottie come to stay with me.

We were lipstairs braiding palm-leaf hats,—giris
«ere brought up to work in that town,—is-hen sud-
denly the front-door-bell rang.

Now, the front-door-bell was not rung more
iban once in three months, and it was so rough
and rusty it would only tinklc. Almost everybody
came through the side yard to the double-leaved
dnorsihat always stood open into the little square
South entry with the sun shining in.

So, if the bcll rang, it could n’t be one of the
neighbors, It must be a good deal of a stranger,
and | was as afraid of strangers as | ivas of dogs.

I' Let s pretend we did n’t hear it,” said Delia.

-Seems as if | heard something, but may be it

'I'+ cat knocking down a inilk-pan,” said I.

But it was of no use. There carne another
iinkle, as though a sheep with a bell around his

| "Gk had bitten off a mouthfu! of tough grass.

j thought | heard a wagon stop a long time
i “ Yes, there is one tied out
w.” she added, skirmishing to the upper hall

I *indow. "You wiil have to go, Totty.”
«0, you nced n’t. Pretend we were braiding

so fast we couid n’t hear a thing,” said Delia, who
would go out of her way to tell a story, any time.

“ Oh, I’llhave to go! | don’t daré to not,” said
I, casting aside my braiding in despair.

Then | pattercd down the short mahoganv-
stained flight of stairs, the bell ringing for thc thirél
time, and luggcd away at the great door-kcy.

How it did bate to turn in the rusted lock!
And when it turned at last with a complaining
shriek, how the brass dooi-knob rcfused to move!
Then a strong hand from outside took hokl, the
bolts gave way, the door flew open in a twinkling,
and there stood two men. One was a very tall
man, and one was a middling-sized man, .nncl they
liad whiskers and liats and linen coats.

“ Good afternoon,” said they, making bows.
“ Is nobody at home but you?”

“ No, ma’am ; no, sir; the folks are all gone to
Falltown,” said I, hoping with all my might they
would keep right on to Falltown, too. But then my
sense of hospitality setin, and | addccl; “ They’ll
be coming home soon. Will you walk in ?”

“ Thank you,said the inicldling-sized man.
“ May we put our horses in the barn first?"

“ Yes, ma'am; yes, sir,” said I, glad to be rid
of them for so long. Then 1 ran lipstairs to thc
giris.

“ They are going to stay; they are putting up
their horses. | guess they ’'ve come to scc Amy.
She has a great many gentlemen friends,” said I,
proudly; minded to pick up what crumbs of conv
fort | could.
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“ Then | shall go right straight home,” said
Delia, tying up her straws. “ And, Lottie, you ’ve
got to go with me, bccause you are iny corapany.”

“ O, don’t go !” | cried, in an agony of bashful
terror at ihe thouglit of being left to face the
strangers alone.

“ Will you give me your beads if |
dcmandccl Delia.

My beads were six in number, made of white
glass with square sides. They were strung on a
red thvead, and, when they were not a finger-ring,
| kept them in an isinglass box along with the only
tooth 1 had yet shed, a Sabbath-school card
inarked “ five milis,” a piece of blue clay, the head
of a cloll, and a horse-chestnut. It went to my
hcart to lose these beads, but anything was better
than losing the girls, so | was just going to say that
Delia could have them, when Lottie spoke up.

“ Ave n’t you ashamcd, Delia, to try to get
away Totty’s beads?” said she. “ 1 ’ll stay with
you, Totty, till the folks come, any way.”

| looked at her gratefuily.

“ Do you want a biie of my liquorice?” said 1,
plunging to tbc bottom of my pocket and bringing
up a small piece wrapped in a bit of newspaper.

“1don’l care,” said she, holding out her hand.
“ Where shall | bite to?”

“ Bite to there,” said I, marking off a space with
my tinger-nail. “ And Delia may have a taste,
too,” | continued, willing to heap a few coals of
fiic on her head. ButDelia was not very sensitive,
and, accordingly, she helped herself to a gcnerous
mouthful, and did n't seem to fcel scorched a bit.

“ Let ’s go down-staivs and be there when lhey
come in from untackling,” said she, just as though
she had n’t thought of going home.

“ Well,” said I, bundling up my hat and straws.

So, when the tall man and the middling-sized
man carne in, there we sat in a row on the high,
red, wooden chairs, with our feet dangling, and
each with a lialf-braided hat in her hands. The
gentlemcn paused a moment, as though a little
surpriscd at such an appearance, and as though
they expected some sort of introduction or saluta-
tion. A faint impression floatcd over my mind at
the same time that something of the kind would be
proper. But what could | do? Was 1 to say:
“ This is Lottie, and this is Delia?” or “ Miss Pitt
and Miss Lutton?” And if 1 knew what to cali the
girls, 1 was not siire about the gentlemen’s fiames.
One | knew to be a Mr. Bowers, an oid school
friend of my sister, and the other might be—1 was
not certain—a Mr. Linden, whom | had seen once.

So as | did not know cxactly what to do, | did
nothing, which svas perhaps the best way, but sat
and braided and felt ashamed; and the young
men looked over |he books on the baize-covered

stay?”
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side-table and tried to talk with us. Finally thej
took pity on us as well as on themselves, and went
out for a walk up Deer HUI, and then Delia made
up her mind she would go homo, any way.

“ Come, Lottie,” said she with authority; “ you
are my company.”

“ Oh! Lottie said she would stay till the foks
come,” | cried. *“ Delia, you shall havo my beads
and all my piece of liquorice if you ’ll let her stay.”

“ Of course | 'm not going to go and leave you
alone, Totty. | said | would n’t. Delia can goif
she ivants to,” said Lottie, heartily. | feci grate-
ful to her now for it.

So Delia went off “ mad.” But as for iliat,
she usually went away in that condition.

After that, Lottie and | sat in the doublc door-
tvay watching the shadows of the elm-troe creep
over the yard, and the swallows flashing up and
down, and the clouds changing to crinisnn and
gold as the sun sank lower and lower touard the
purple hills,—watching and listening.

“ There they are !” 1cried joyfully at last, at the
sound of carriage wheeis on the long hill.

It carne slow and faint for a while, tlieii quick-
cned into a fast rattle at the bottom of the hill.
Then we heai'd the riimble of whecls and sharp
strike of heels on the little wooden bridge. Then
the sounds died away.

“ Corning up the short hill.
just two minutes,” said I.

And sure enough in a minute we hcard the
wheeis nearer and sliarper, and in another minute
Unele Lacy’s pudding-and-m«lk horse and rouiid-
topped chaise trotted by.

* Oh'! Pa will come next,” said I.

But no! Nextcarne a pair of ink-black horses,
driven rapidly by an elegantly dressed gcntleraan.

“ That is Squire Palmer. He lives in Squakeag,
and he always wears gloves,” said 1. “ Pa’llbe
the next one. Hark! 1hear him now.”

But | was mistaken, for then carne Deacon Dalis
and his wife, riding behind a bony horsc in a high
green wagoén, and looking like two bags of mcal.

Then some travelers drove along. A manand
a woman, with two little children sitiing on stools
in front. and two more behind on two nore
stools. They looked like pins on a piii-cu=liion,
the\' were stuck in so thick.

After that was Captain ingranam . chucking the
reins and saying “ Cadep!” to his oid sorrel horsc.
He was going the other way, though.

At last, when it seemed as though cverybody m
town had gone by, we heard another weclcoine rat
tic and clatter.

“ That is our folks! It must be! There >
nobody left,” | said, with a great sense of relig-
But it svas n't; and it was n’t anybody. Ori ' |

They ’ll be lierein
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«igs, lioslopped at one of the three houses betsveen
Wand ihc top of the hill.

The young men had come in long before. |
heard them trying to amuse themselves by decia-
iiiaiions and discussions; and now the stars had
begun to flicker out one by one, and the bats to
1, through the soft summer twilight. So 1 lighted
aiic of the candies in tlie best lirass candlestick,
and carried it into the sitling-room.

‘s | gitcss they Tj be in before long,” said I, in
basliful apology.

| should think they had been long now,” re-
lortcd the tali man,

1sniilcd a grim little smile, and went out feeling
as though | had committed one of the sevcn
deadly sins against the grammar and dictionary.

“Tno uagons more have come down the hill
and not gone by. They are ghost wagons,” called
Lottic from the door-stcp.

“O Lottie! You don’t think anything has hap-
pencd, do you ?” | cried.

‘INo. there could n’t,” said she, confidently.
“Antl if tliere had, somebody would come and tell
& It was about as dark as this, though, that
time Deacon Davis’s horse got scared at Captain
Ingraliain’s bars, and turned around so sharp he
brokc the thill right smack off,” she continued.

'»1 know it,” 1 answered, looking wistfully at the
liglits twinkling out here and there in the houses
«here tliere was a mother at home.

"You remembcr how Deacon Davis got tipped
over that other timo, coming down Mr. PottePs
hill, don’t you ?” continued Lottie. “ Unele Lacy
»as going by hiin,—Pa says it is dreadful careless
lo go by going down hill,—and so Deacon Davis
turned out and the rein got caught, and when he
Iried to turn the oid horse back she did n’t go
back, but kept turning out and turning out till the
«agén tipped over, and broke Mrs. Deacon Davis’s
anii. Aunt Patty went over and got supper, and
«aslied up the dishes, and she said the knives were
just ns black as anybody’s, for all Mrs. Davis is
such an awfully particular woman.”

“Lottie,” said I, dismally, “ do you suppose
nmy moiher’s arm is broken and our wagén is
tipped over?”

“WIliy, no! Your horse is n’t skittery, is he?
Perhaps your folks have gone somewhere to stay
dlnight.”

"Then 1°’d ought to get supper for the com-
Pany,” said I, feeling as though the weight of the
«ole uiiiverse was pressing down upon me.

“Well, 1’lIl help you,” said Lottie, cheerfully.

Chyes! 1 could be cheerful if it was her house
anii her company .and | was helping her. Though
'Pays did despise setting tables. It is just the
sane ihing right over and over, and you know all
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the time that it isn’t going to stay. But it had\o "
be done. So I spread the cloth. "

It was n't clean—the lable-cioth was n’t; but |
thought 1 could covcr the marks of Scbastian’s
gravy and the molasscs | dropped on it at break-
fast, with the piales. There was some coid tea in
the lea-pot, and. while Lottie put it on the stove
to heat, | rummaged in the safe for the supper.

“ 1 almost know Ma would have honey if she
was here,” s<aid I, coming out with a bowl of cider-
applc-sauce, “ and white bread, like enough.”

“ Yes,” said Lottie; “ my mother always does
forcompany. They will expect it, | guess. Butyou
don’t know where your Ma keeps it, do you ?”

“ No, not exactly ; perhaps | could find it; but
she said the supper was all in ihc safe,” said I,
conscientiously, bringing out a piate of rye bread
and half of a currant pie. “ | guess it is ready
now, and 1 s’pose | 've got to cali them, bul 14
pretty near rather go up Deer Hill in ihe dark all
alone,” | continued, after niniiing out and in, and
up and down, a dozen times.

So | went to the sitting-room door and said,
faintly, “ Supper ’s ready.” Then it occurred to
me that, probably, Amy would have said, “ Will
you walk out to tea?” and | wished | could drop
through the floor into the potato-cellar.

But they walked out just as readily as though |
had asked them to. And then what was | to do?
I had hardly ever eaten a meal in my life until
somebody had asked a blessing; and, in my uncer-
tainty as lo what it would be pioper to say, | just
looked wishfully at Mr. Bowers, who was studying
to be a minister, and he went on with it just as
though 1 hadspokcn.

So it was ali right so far, and | began to pour
the tea. But where were the tea-spoons? And
when | had slipped from my chair and brought
thein, behold, the sugar-bowl had been forgotten !

The company did n’t seem to cai-c, though, and
appeared to relish the rye bread and half a cur-
rant pie, too. | suppose they were pretty hungry,
for it seemed they had n’t had any dinner. So
they ate and ate; and before they had finished
eating, there was a sound of wheels and hoofs,
and my father said, “ W hoa!” right at the very
door, without our having heard them coming at all.

They carne in—my sisters and inother and
father—all in a burst out of the darkness, filling
the house with hospitality and checr, They had
been to Deacon Wright’s to tea. They said they
told me they should go there, but | don’t believe
to this day that they ever said a word about it.

My sisters were, of course, very much mortifiecl
al everything | had done and at everything 1
had n’t done ; they always were.

“ Totty, svhy did n't you ask them into the par-
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lor instead of the sitting-room ?” they said; “ and Visit with the company, too,—I and Lotlio; ve
why did n't you do this?” “ And why you do Sang for them pieccs they picked out for us in tlie

that?” | even felt, at last, that somehow | was
to ldame for their staying to Dcacon Wrighfs to
tea. Why, bless them, /did n’t want them to stay.

But the worst of it was Delia’s storics. The girls
all knew she would tell them, and so did her
mother. People will, though, get a little stain of
prejudicc from a story-teller, especially as such
folks are :ii> to catch at a person’s weak side, and
start by taking a few grains of triith.

“ Totty did n't know a thing what to do,” said
she. “ 1 and Lottie did it all. Totty teased me
and teased me to stay, so 1did, and | had to get
the supper; make the biscuits and all. | had to

miisic-book,—hard pieces. We sang cluets wliei,
there was cUiets for two, and when tlieie was a duet
for onc | sang that alone.”

Lottie said she should n’t care. Nobody would
believc a word Delia said. But Delia’s mother did,
| kuow; for she told Aunt Patty afterwnrd that
Totty was a good giv! enough at her books, but she
clidn’t know how to take hold of work, and she
would nevcr set the river on fire. Aunt Patty told
me of it one day when she thought 1 necdcd pui-
ling down.

And perhaps Delia’s mother was right; for, sure
enough, | never have set any river on fire.

BLOSSOM-BOY OF TOKIO.

By Wm.

T hf. flowers were just coming into
bloom when a Japanese family
in Tokio was made very happy.
one May morning, eleven years

ago. Their house stood on thc
slopc of a hill within' sight of

the flukcs of the tail of thc

great bionzc fish on top of

the castle towers. Mr.

Ishido, papa and proprie-

tor, was unusually happy.

Neighbors were calling
every few minutes to con-
grattlate him, and if you
had noticed, you would
have seen that each little
girl or lady carried a pres-
ent carefully tied u|) with

a pretty kind of cord made

of red and white paper.

W hat did all this mean ?

Simplj' this; that Ishido

San (Mr. Stone-lamp)

WaSrCJOIClllg 1 3 SOR

The female neighbors
had come to congrattlate Mrs. Ishido, and bring
the baby a present. A rich fricnd of Mrs. Ishido
had iictually sent a silk robe embroidered with the
pine-trec, stork, and tortoisc, thc cmblems of long
life: by which the giver mcant to cxpress the hopo
that baby would live to be an oid man.

Ei.liot Griffis.

| wonder what they will fiame him,” said one
olcl Uidy to anotlier.

* Oh, that ’s settlcd,” said thc other.
peach and cherry trees are in blossom.
shall be named after the spring and
blossoms, Harukichi” (thcBlossom-
boy).
So, 'vhen Blossom-boy was thirty
days oid, he was dressed in his new
robes, and taken to tlie temple to
receive liis fiame.

,Mother and father,

aunts and cousins,

with  the  nurse-

maid, made up a

gay procession.

Even happy oid

grandina, who had to take her
walking-stick with her, was templ-
ad out by the fine weather. Cha
San, as they called her, had win
kles on her forehead, hut iioncm
her hcart. She loved to smih'
and though much beiu in hei
back, was very happy over her
new grandchikl.

Although it was June, and W
winter, yet thc snow-sliowers fd+
but not from the skies. The falling white petds
of the cherry-blossoras filled the air and strc"w
the grouncl. At the temple, the sinoolli-patecl o

*All ihe
So he

‘OH HIS NURSB S
BACK.**
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priesi, after asking gmndnia what the child should
be callcd, and receiving her answer, annoimcccl
the fiame “ Harukichi.”

This was engravcd on a small
hrass piate, with the fiame of
his father and mother, and ihe
number of the house and fiame
of the Street in which ihcy livcd.
The brass piate
was carefully slip-
ped into a pretty
bag made of red
cloth, and himg to
his belt, which he
was to wcar svhilc
a baby, and lintil
be became a big
boy. Should he

MILNLEVANFAKNING S”t lost, aiily 006, b)' opcolng
KIVERLF reading the piate,
could return him to his parents.

Harukichi never ljved or slept in a eradle. They
don't have such a thing in Japan; but he was
carried on his nurse’s back, or on his raother's or
sisteds. Even quite small children carry on thcir
backs their baby brothers and sisters, who are
lucked in under the outside coats; and a stranger

THE OLD MAN AND HIS WIFE.

Hiipt at tirst to think there are a great many two-
bcaded children.  They look so at a distance.

Blossoin-boy soon learned to slip down off nnrse's
Back and run around at play. He was a chubby
liitlc fellniv, as round as a dumpling, and loolcecl
enough like a Japnnese doli to be its coiisin. His
*iead«as shaved just like a doH’s, with “ bangs,”
wd rings, and locks, with a tiny cuc or top-knot.
japancse dolls are painled blue on ihe head to
dioivihe shaved places. His skin svas as soft as a
peach, and of a color like café-au-lait. His eyes
‘ere black and snappy. His cheeks were as rosy
"sa pluin-binssom.

his clothes were just made to play in. Not a
Button or strap anywhere about them, fior a pin to
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stick him ! His robe was one thin loose garment
in summer. In winter. he put on several padded
and soft coats, like wrappcrs. All his clothing was
fastened on with a belt round the waist. His socks
were funny little bags, or niittens, made of thick
muslin.  The big toe (which Harukichi called his
“ foot-thunib”) liad a little place by itself, jiist like
the fingev of a glove. His shoes were made of
straw. They were flat
Isandals bound on by
a strap, or bit of rice-
twine, over his instep.
Every one in Japan
takcs off his shoes and
leaves them outside,
on the door-stcp, when
he enters the house.
Inside, tlie floors are
covercdwith matting two inches thick- The doors
and paititions slide in groovcs, and do not hang
on hinges- All the Windows are of paper. In the
yaid at the side of Harukichi’s house were many
curious flowers, and a pond full of gold-fish two
feet long. Harukichi used to feed these goid and
silver carp with cracknels made ofrice-flour.

It was a great day in Blossom-boy’s life when his
father carne home one evening and said to him :

“ To-morrow is a matsnri (holiday), and | am
going to take you walking with me along the O
Dori to see the sights. Then «e shall take a row
down the river, and see the *fire-flovvers’” (firc-
works).

“Oh! oh! oh!"™ cried Harukichi, and that
night he dreamed of the stars blossoming on the
eai'th, and the sky blooming with flowers.

" A BOX OF TEA.”

«THE OKII-HOR5R S5HAV.

It was a svarin day, and, as they svent out of the
house, they met a gentleman fanning himself. He
used an ogi (a fan which opens and shuts), as
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Japanese gentlcmen usually do, for ilie Japaiicse
laclics use the uc/iiwa {the flat fan).
Next they passed a young girl
Plum-tree, who was carrying a box
of builed rice and fish to her father
for his lunch. Mi-. Ishido knesv
them both, so he stopped a moment
and bowed, saying, “ Ofiio/” (You
are early, or good morning!)
Everything Blossom-boy saw in-
.I: terestecl him, and
he put many ques-
tions to his father.

namcci Little

JAPANBSE FARMER

* O Totsu San,
what is that man
drawing on the lit-
tle cart ?" said he.
“ That is a box of tea; he is
carrying it to be fired,” said O
Totsu (papa).
“ Whatdoesthat mean, father?"
*“ Well,” said O Totsu, “the
tea is now packed only in a thin
box pasted over with paper. He
has soid it to a mei-chant who
lives in a country very far off, on
the other side ofthe Sea of Grcat
““THE POUCEMAN.” (Pacific Ocean). In ordcr
to keep the tea from spoiling it must be fired, or
heated hot, in an iroii pan. Then it must be rc-
packed in sheet-lead and the box covered with mat-
ting, and the fiame of the steamship pasted on it.”
Next they met an oid man with bent back, Ican-
ing on a staff, with all the hair gone from his head.
His wife, like himself, was “ lobster-backed” (as the
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puff at the lower part of tile back of the head like
the head-dress of unmarried women.
nmAbtinai! abunai!" (Look out! look out’)
shouted a big strong man as he rushcd
forward, pulling a little carriage in «lilch

sat a woman. The *“ one-horsc sliav”
which was a one-man i//ii, "
was run not by steam

power, fior by horse power,
but by man power.

“ Jin-riki-sha ! jin-riki-
sha!” cried Harukichi, as
il dashed by. The man
was insidc the shafts, and
being strong-legged and
having good lungs, he went
as fast as a horse; ninning
easily four miles in an liour and
without stopping.

As they passed through the
streets of Tokio they saw huii-
dreds of these littie carriages, and
men waiting near them for a job.
The price of a riele was two
tempos (two cents) a mile.

O Totsu and Harukichi had now tunied into ihit
part of the inain street named Ginza (Silver Mini).
so callcd because a long time ago there was a mint
in it, where they stanipcd the flat silver coiiis n,
square as a brick, called bu,Uki bu ni bu, etc.
Ginza, the Broadway of Tokio, is always iivcly, and

‘THE AMERICAN PEOPLE IN THE BA-SHA."

Japanese say), but her gray hair was neatly rolled
into the style of married womcn, which has no
“ bangs” or front lock as with young girls, or the

full of people both day and night. They iooked
into the toy shops, and O Totsu bought lilossora-
boy a top. They visited a store where only things
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niate of straw were kept.

rain-coais, shocs, leggings, boxes,

nialling, ships’ sails, dolls and col-

urtcl loj-s such as birds, animals, etc.,
dl made of straw, Here O Totsu
boiight a toy tiger for Harukichi.
Thcie iverc several farmers who
twught cloaks and leggings. A Jap-
aacsc farmer at work looks just like
aman of straw.

‘ Who is that man carrying a club,
uiih a round hat on like a basin?”
said Harukichi,

“Oh, he ’s a policcinan; he ’s as
proud as aiengu (mountain imp with

longnosc.) See his
lips stand out.”
Then they stopped
for a moment to
listen to a singing-
girl who was play.

There wei-c hats, cloaks
ropcs,

twine’

three-stringed banjo.
n a «’ide girdlc tied

\Y% 2 Wg bow behind,
Itnots and tail.

a song about

“spring,”and*“ cherry

blossoms”

ci'vhich had a square hole in the center
As .bey were going along, Harukichi saw. some

“ THS O.WNCING-CIRL AXL ,sp ggKVANT."

pistarice nff,
fcgiinc n
1 ngin

N _cuttie-fish
the air in front of a shop.

made of paper,
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“ O Totsti, what is that?

fish), is n’t it?"

“ Yes,” said O Totsu, laugbing.

591
It ’s a /aiv {cuttle-

‘It

téiz’ (kite) and I "Il huy you one
So by a pun on the word tako, wlhch mcans

r
shops where
paper-kites’
were for sale.
When  they
liad selected a
huge square
beauty, they
heard a noise
in the Street,
and so rushed
out to see
what could be
coming.
Soniebody
was shouting outi
"Hai! hai."hai.”™
far back, from the
very middie ofthe
Street, which was
crowded with peo-

“ama-zakS i”

top-knot on his head tossed back untiV it had

sl/pped off his Crown.
He shouted out to all,
pushed men and womcn
aside, and if a baby or
child was playing in the
Street, he stooped and
lifted it aside,

“ O Totsu, look at the
ha-sha  (horse-wagon),
and the To-jin (Chinese)
riding in it.”

On rattlecl the ba-sha,
full of American peopie.
There were two ladies
and gentlemen and a boy
riding bchind. A Jap-
anese driver with bate
head—for the Japanese
don’t wear hats—sat in
front, using the whip

frely and

What amused Harukichi
running besiclc

spotted carnage-dog

anin .
and clothes and curious eyes and h

THE SCRVAMT PROM THE
I

shouting more than was neccssary.

most was to see a
the horse

i 1o TRt
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strange peo-
ple. He had
called them
“China-
raen,” be-
cause all for-
eigners were
Chinese to
the people

v

THB WRITING-LES50S-

of Japan, just as rnany of our American people do
not know the difference between Japanese and
Chinese.

“ You must not cali them (Chinese), my
little doji (boy), but Amcrica®w. They are from
the country of the flowcry flag, across the Sea of
Great Peace.”

By this time, they had crossed the Nikon Baski,
or Bridge of Japan. From this tliey could see
Fuji yama, the castle towers, and the great fish-
market. On huge trays lay hundreds of sharks,
eels, gar-fish, pike, bonito, mackercl, and the
crimson iai. *There were cutile-fishes three feet
long, and crabs four feet long, for sale. Many
raen were mincing fish lo make fish-sausage and
sauces. They leaned on the railing a long while
looking over .he wide canal, and at the boats
shooting past or unloading fish, salt, sugar, or tea
at the white clay firc-pioof houses that lined the
canal. While tiius looking, holding his father’s
hand and too busy watching a man catching eels
to hear the sound of a whistle, Harukichi feit him-
self jostled. -As he turned round he sawablind
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man, who said, Gomen nasai." (Picase gtatit
your honorable pardon.) The blind men, cdled
ama, go about with a long cafie to poke their waf
around. They blow a whistle to tcll people to
keep out of their way, or help them over daner-
ous places. All ofthem have round-shavcn heac.
They sauntered on toward Yanagi-Cko (\WHb
Street). Once, O Totsu stopped, and houghta
cup of ama-zaké, a sweetened drink made fram
rice. The fellow «ho sV
it was a merry chap, wd
carried two hnge tliree-lej-
ged red tubs, siung froma |
pole across his slioulder.
He shouted *“Atna-zoki:
ama-zaké!" His wide hdl,
called a “ roof,” was fes
tooned and stuck over «th
straw and flowecs. It beinj
a warm day, he had lisd
his oilodpaperumbrellainto |
the handle of one of tre
tubs.  In bis pockct «as
rolled up an advertisement |
praising the virtues of the
sweet drink. This he w1

rolled occasionally.
Soon they reached thej
Seido Canal, one of tre
many that pass through
Tokio. Then they stood m
the new bridge of “Ten
Thousand Rcigns of Mka-
dos,” and looked down to
see the sharp-prowed “ house-boats,” full of picnicl
ljarties which the carmen were sculling down o
the Sumida River. O Totsu hired one of the|

smaller boais
near the land-
ing, and also

a strong fellow
as the sculler.
About dark
they shot into
the  Sumida,
and drifted
slowly  down :
the tide, while
they unpacked
their supper of
rice, fish and
eggs. ’
The
Or the - Open' ‘THE SEADING-NASTER
ing of the Su- 1
mida,” took place once a year, and
boats, fillcd with ten thousand merry people. sn i
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hitherand thither over the gleaming water. The
river glittered with ten thousand colored lantenis.
The people on many
of the iarger boats
sent tip rockets and
firc-balls which ex-
plocied far up in the
ar. The iargcst
«ere sliot straight up
juto the air, out of
heavy wooden can-
nons hooped  with
batiiboo; and the
sky ivas streaked with
red and ycllow fiame,
riery dragons chased
each other among
the stars, cats ran
lafter inice, a rabbit
stood onhis hind legs
«th cars up, and a
I cuitle-fish spread out
lisctipp)’ arms.  When the fun was over, they left
iheboals lower down the river, and landing, look
ajm-riki-ska and rodé homeward. Harukichi,
though very tired, was not slsepy, and enjoyed
secing the long
avenue ODori
lightedupwith
thousands of
paperlanterns.
Every one in
Japan is re-
to carry a light
the tea-houses
with them in
went past the

DALANCINC THB SPINNING TOP
ON A STIfING.”

giiired by law
at night. and
were fcstooned
allcolors. They

I Aticiiig  girl with her liuge
I widc fan, and her servantbe-
I'hind her carry- ing  the clio-
liirii (paper lantern with a
I'handlc). The Street peddler
lieid a lantern so large iliat
I'be liad to use both hands lo
IWdit. Onit, he advertised

“ TOSSING THE

1'0 largo Ictters his very odd
SPINNIKC TOP."

lassortment  of wares, which
lie Miried in a box strapped over his shoulders.

They saw a servant from a restaurant carrying
auto a feast, in a house near by, a nest of iac-
[fluered boxes full of fried eels, baked fish, prawn
Isshd, onielets, and eggs, with several kinds of
pickles and sauces. The dessert consisted of
sponge cake, candicd walniits, and sugar jelly.
Hb balanced the load on hisshoulders. At last,
| reached home,andwhile O Totsu and Oka
[(mamme) were having a talk together, Harukichi

Voi.. VI.—40.
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crept quietly under his mosquito net and lay down.
Very soon, he was fast asleep.

Harukichi slept a little later than usual next
morning, but he was up and had his rice-and-tea-
breakfast in time to be at school without being
late. Let us take a peep into the s/io gakko or
primary school.

Almost the first thing which Harukichi and all
other Japanese boys learn, is how to write the
Japanese alphabet,
which has forty-sevcn
letters in it. These
are not a, b, ¢, d,
but i, ro, ha, ni, he,
ho, etc. I-}tv means
dog, ne-ko, cat, n-chi,
house, ie, hand, to,
ten, etc.

The writing-master
makes a stool of his
knees and heels, for
the people do not iisc
chairs. Thematting-
covercd floors are as
clean as acliair. On
the litile tablé athis
left, is his ink-stone,
on which he rubs his
“ India” ink with a
little water from the water-holder. He likes two
peacock’s feathers instead of flowers. Squatting
before his reading-dcsk he calis off, from the open
book, ihc letters or woids to be written. He holds

SPJKNINO THE TOP SIDEWIS$B,"

“ WHIPPINC A TOP."

his fan ready to rap for order, to cool his face,
or to beckon the scholars to be ready to recite.
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at school.
their fingers.

BLOSSOM-BOY OF TOKIO.

SUCAR DUMFUNGS.

The boys always
wear their samu-
rai dress when

They hold their brush-pen straight in
When they can write and read the

i-ro-ha (ABC), they begin to study Chinese, as \s'e

study Latin and Greek in college.

learn the sounds, and
how to pronounce
every word in the
book, before they
study the meaning
or transiate it.

Then the reading-
master takes them.
From him they learn
the meaning of the
sentences in the clas-
sics. It is a little
tireseme tositsolong
in school, and the
boys often think of
their tops and Kiles,

but they are taught good manncrsalso, and, as it is

'THE S5INGINO TOP

not considerad polite for boys to yawn or be restless,
even in school, they feel obliged to keep very still.

By and by, the porter clicks a wooden clapper
veryloudly, and itis noon. Then, Harukichi hurries

They first

P

off, hauging up his bljck
ened copy-book to dry. A
home he takes off his school-
clothes, keeping on onlyont
summer robe ; then he «b
to play. He has to practn
a good while with his top be-
fore he can do all the triéis
which he sees the bigger bos ,
do. The top is made {
wood, with an iron beni
around the edge, and a aed j
plug running through it lile
a spindie. When he can bal |

anee it on the string whilc it is spinning, or los|
it off and pick it up again, or spin it sidewise, |

he is happy, and
capers as if wild.
Other kindsof Jap-
anese tops are the
whipping-top, and a
cluinsy sort which
hums orsings. This
is set going by turn-
ing it between the

hands. When tircd
of his tops, Haru-
kichi gets out his

stilts niade of stout
bambeo cafie, and
goestrainping about.
One of the favorito
games which the
boys play, is to take
four threads and tie
one of them to some
dango (sugar dump-
lings). Then all the

*OH STILTS

threads are laid together, each'boy puUs one,
whoevcr pulis the right thread gets the sweetmeat.

ONI-BA," OR PRISONERS' DASE.

Next door to Harukichi lived his favoritc ph)l

mate, a little fellow named Joji.

Most of i» |
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games they played out-of-doors. Just between the
liHo houses was a post; with this they played
‘loni-ba" (prisoners’ base). One boy tied him-
self by his girdle to the post, and was the oni or
| jnip, ivho tried to clutch any one who wandcred
| [Onear. To puli down the eyelid, or put out the
| tongue, was supposed to make the oni very angry.
l'iVhentired of this garae, the two boys played blind-
| man’s-biiff.

One day, a stout oid aunty who liked Harukichi,
Iniade him a present of a little kite, cut in the
Isliape of a baby boy. It was made of papcr pasted
jecmbamboo, and painted until it looked just like a
Ichubby boy with arms stretched out, Harukichi
Isooii learned to fly it, using only a thrcacl. When
ljusi Gvcer the houses, it looked like a baby dancing
|m the air.

But when he svanted to raise a big kite, four feet
square, which
had no bobs,
and could go up
almost into the
clouds, and puli
out a basketful

lofheavy cord almost as thick as a rope,

llie asked a big boy (who was largo enough

lio wear a ctie or top-knot) to fly it for him.
IIn ahigh wind, little boys have often been pulled
over fcnces, and
along a rough
fieid, or have
had to let go,
so hard was the
sti-ain of the big
kite. This stout
fellow, Kingo,
taught him how
to raise the kite,
which was cov-
ered over with
Chinese letters.
He also showed
him the way to
make and to
send a paper
messenger up
along the string
tothc kite. This
messenger was
, nbundleofhun-
| of little bits of red and white paper. The
I»md blew it along up the string. When near

THE OLO AUNTY AND THE KITB
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the top, ajerk of the cord opened the bundie, and
scattered in the air a red and white shower «’hich

BLIND.MAN'g.BUFP."

fell fiuttering and whirling to the ground like snow.
When Harukichi comes into the house all tired
after the play, he first takes off his sandals,and
goes inby the side door; for O Tama, the
ritddy buxom servant-girl, is scrubbirig the
porch clean. She uses no soap, but

with hot water and a straw scrub-

bei and cloth, and good hard

" fLVING THE filo KITB."

scrubbing, she makes the fine veined wood of the
pértico shine. When sheisat work, she ties up her
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long loose sleeves with a cord round over her

shoulders.
In the house, Harukichi puts away his kite, and

“ HANDING THE SLfGAR-JEJ.LY."

then mother is ready to welcomc her Blossom-boy
with a bit of sugailjelly. She hands it to him with
two short ivory rods called hashi (chop-sticks)
whicli are used in the place of spoons or forks.

No wonder the mother loves her Blossom-boy, for
he always obeys her, never answering her back, fior
pouting, fior saying nazé (why) } Politeness, even
among children, is the rule in Japan ; and rare is
the ill-tempered or disobedient child in the Mi-
kado's empire. Not all my rcaders perhaps will
believe this statement, but | was acquainted with
too many Harukichis and Salaros and Jojis and
Arnés and Kinzos in Japan, to be mistaken.

BLOSSOM-BOY OF

TOKIO. i,
Harukichi is industrious, too, and is learnint

rapidly even in a school that must seem a veni
curious one to our young people. You may by

*THE SEBVANT*CIRL, SCRIBDIN'G.”

surpriscd to hear that he hopes to travcl to Amer-1
ica some day, and let his hair grow like thatoi
American boyg. But many Japanese yoimg met
have alrcady visited this country,—indeed, a nut-1
ber of them are now being educated in some ofar
schoois and colleges,—and once here, the Japanese
always prefer to dress like the Amerieans, in
which they diffcr again from their did neighbors
costumcs wherever they go.

Sometime we may cali and see Blossom-boy
again, and take another walk in Tokio «ith himj
before he leaves Japan.

A VIEW IN JAPAN
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A POOR LITTLE MOTHER.

By Mary L. Bolles Branch.

Once a little lady dressed in black and red

Tucked her little chiidren safely in their bed.

A green leaf curling over was all the roof they had,

But thesoftly singing breezes and the sunshine made them glad.

Off flew the iittle mother through the pleasant summer air;
She never thought of danger, fior felt a single care.

A grassy glade, a hill-top, and then a field of clover

This little dame in black and red went flying gayly over.

But in a pretty garden where grew a red, red rose,

The little lady lighted to nestle and repose;

As soft as fairy velvet, and oh, so red and sweet

Were the fragrant leaves around her and underneath her feet.

Out tripped a merry maiden along the garden gay,

The red, red rose to gather, to the little dame’ dismay.
She drowsily carne creeping from out sweet rose-leaf land.
And stood a moinent thinking on the merry maiden's hand.

The little maid laughed softly, she was so full of glee,
Held up her dimpled finger, and clear and loud called she;
“ Lady bng, lady bug,fy away home!
Your jloiise is onJire, and your chiidren will bunt/”
Off flew that little mother in terror wild and dread
Across the hill and grassy glade and field of clover red.

Her little wings were aching, her anxious spirit drooped,

When at the tiny portal in breathless fear she stooped,

There lay her little chiidren all snugly tucked in bed,

Yes, safe and sound, and sleeping, with the green leaf overheadl

THE CHILD AND THE

IMAGE.

(Snggested by an Actuallncideni.)

By Moncure D. Conway.

ALITI'LE girl was taken by her parents to visit
jiJi ancient cathedral. While the parents were
hdmiring some fine oid traceries about the door,
Ithcy were startlcd by a pierciug cry from their
hiuld, ivho shrank from the portal with signs of
("'ror, and hid her face in the mother’ skirt.

‘What is the matter?” cried both parents at
1 fice.

"Oh, tlie ugly man up there 17 gasped the girl.

Ch, mother, he has horrible horns and teeth.

roafraid of him.” And the little one shuddercd.

The father’s eye caught in a moment the figure
which had so terrified his little daughter. On one
side of the portal was a sculptured inediajval figure
with horns and pitchfork, and large tusks; a ficnd-
ish grin of malicious delight was on his face as he
tramplcd men and women down into a monster’s
mouth yawning at his feet. The father half smiled
at his child’s dismay, and said:

“ Do not fear, my darling. It cannot hurt you;
it is only stone; we wont look at it any more, but
go into the church.” And he took her hand.
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“ Oh, no, no!” cried the child, still cowering,
and again clasping her inolher. “ He ’s inside the
church; | know he is. Let ’s run away |”

“ He ’s not inside,” said the father; “ there are
beautiful for'ms within. Don't be afraid.”

'SHB HID HBR FACE (N

“ But why do they put him there?” asked the
girl, peeping out at the figure from the folds of her
mother’s dress.

“ They placed him there when the church was
built, hundreds of years ago.”

" Who did?”

“ The men who built the church ”

“ They’ must have been very nauj™ty men, and
I don’t love therAat all,” said the child.

The parents w”” now laughing heartily, and the
girl, reassured by tMir merriraent, looked up again
at the figure. \

“ Is it funny?” she said.

“ No,” said the father; “ but'li”i?ffunny that
you sliould be frightened at such an oid image,
which can only make grown-up people smile, or
look at it as a curiosity.”

“ What is a curiosity ?” said the child.

“ Something queer,—not like what you see
every day.”

The child was still puzzled.

“ Did children put it there for grown-up people
to laugh at?” she inquired.

“ Well, my little one, you see, the whole world

CHILD AND THE

IMAGE. Uni

was something like a child once.
stand that?”
“ Not a bit,” sighed the girl
“ 1 mean that, a long time ago, people, eitl
after they were grown-up, used to be frighieueti i

Can you undj

HBR MOTHER S SKIRT.

big black clouds, and lightning, and at the dart
just as you were frightened by that stone.”

“ 1 am not afraid of the dark,” said the child.

“ No; because your mother and 1, aiitl all youl
friends, were never afraid of it; for of clouds lol
thunder. But when the world was a child, asf
told you, it had not found out what darkness jsi
and what the clouds are inade of. Then ihel
thought that the cioud and thdnder and thedartl
and everything ugly, and everything they mrf
afraid of,—snakes and tigers and cruel men.-
must have been made by a bad deity—not jhl
same that made the blue sky and the roses. N»"l
that ugly figure there is that bad deity.”

“ Oh, oh!” exclaimed the child, “1 'maM
ofhim 1 Where does that bad onc live ?”

“ He doe? n’t live at all. Thcve isn’t anyl
deity. They thought so, but they were misiakenl
—just as you were mistaken in thinking lhat sitr*
could hurt yon.”

“ But why did they not take it down when ihc|
found they were mistaken ?”

“ Why, when they found that the clouds anl
darkness and snakes and tigers were not made h)
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1 bad power, they still thought there must be
I because there were so many bad men and

asmen. When people killed cach other, and did
other wicked things, they thought there must be a
biswicked creature who made them do it, tn order
that he might get them after they were dead, and
itwt them cruelly. So they kept him up there to
meke people believe how ugly it was to be wicked
andcruel, and what a horrible moaster would get

f*'*’But did n’t it frigbten good people? How
could people play with their dolls and eat cake if
| they thought there was a bad one with horns and

-real leeth to eat evevybody he could ?”

"“Well, yes, it did frighten good people, till they

| rose above it.”
I “Father, what do you mean by rose above ti ?

“Oh, dear little questioner, we must really go
onnow, and talk about all this at another time. |

I mean that they rose above it by finding that there
wMnot really any such-monster, just as you rose

| above your fear wiien we told you the figure could
not hurt you.”

The three entered the cathedral. The parents
poinicd out to their child a beautifui statue of the
Madonna, but the child said, softiy;

Mother, if that ugly one with horns were alive,
| could never play with my dolly. | would lude

1Dont think of that any more, little daughter,”
said tlie mother; “ look at that beautifui babe
«th light around its head, on the gay-colored
findow."

The child gazed, but was suent; the cloud had
not lifted. Presently, they passed up a winding
stair-wav, and stepped forth upon a parapet beneath
ihccloar morning sky, Then the mother saw that
her ciarling’s eyes were full of tears. She presscd
fhe child to her breast, and soothed her, and
pointcd her to the briliiant city.
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Soon after, the child, grasped by her father’s
hand, was suffered to look over the parapet’s edge,
and, after gazing for a minute, she iittered another
cry,—this time a cry of delight.

“ Mother, mother, only see 1 here, just below us
on the wall, is a nest and four dear little birds, and
there is an egg, too, quite sky-blue! What a
cozy place they have; it ’sjust made for a nest.”

The mother hastened to look, and, even while
the two were gazing on the little family, the mother-
bird carne, and the father, and there were happy
twitterings. The d ,.d's delight was great. But
the mother’s eye had observad something else, and
she said;

“ Why, my darling, that place you think so cozy
for a nest is exactly on top of the head of the
ugly image that troubled youso |l See, his horns
keep it from falling. Th : mother- ird is n’t fright-
ened, but nestles on tht n!”

“Why, so it is!” exclaimed the little o. e
“ The bad man does n’t look ugly from heve ; his
head holds up the birds’-nest.”

“ That,” said the father, “ may show just what |
meant when | told you that people rose above it.
You are now above it. When you looked up to it,
it was frightful; when you look down on it, you can
see something sweet and loving going on over it,
and even held up by it. And some day, when you
have grown larger, you will love to remember to-
day, and how you carne to look down on the
demon the first day you ever saw him.”

“ Come, father and mother!” cried the happy
child. “ The little boys and girls down-stairs may
be frightened ; letus go and stand in the church-
door, and tell them not to look at the demon there,
where he ’s horrid, but to come up here and see,
over his horns, the sky-blue egg, and the mother-
bivd feeding its young.”

The tears had disappeared from the child’s eyes,
but they stood bright in those of the parents.
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By Charles
“An) A 5ECK,7A DLACK DOT ON TIIK UOHIZON !'"
There were three of them,—Kitty, Mary,
and little Tominy,—the chiidren of thc station-

master at Black River Junction, on the Great
South-Wecstern Railroad. The station stood alone
on the open prairie, miles and miles from anywhere
in particular. Black River flowecl through the
mountains, a hundrcd miles away to the north; and
on clear days, the snowy mountains could be seen
glimmering on the grassy horizon. The iinc lead-
ing to the Black River mct the South-Westcrn
here, and thus it 'vas the place was called Black
River Junction.

The station-inastcr and his wife and three chii-

AWAY. Liwy,
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Barnard.
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dren lived in the little dépo6t quite liappily, but
there was not another family within ten miles, m
any direction.

At times the chiidren thought it rather lonely.
Therc was nothing in particular to he done, except
to watch the trains that stopped at the jiinclion
several times a clay. Once in a while, a ircight-c.ir
would be left on the side traclc, and thc chiidren
soon found that an einpty freight-car makcs a cap-
ital play-house. They could keep house in the
corners and make visits, or sit by the open door
and make believe they 'vere liaving a ride.

One morning, they were wakened by a curious
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hnmming sound out-of-doors, and they all scrain-
bled up looked out of the window. How the
«inddid blowl It whistled and roared round the
house and playee! on the telegraph wires upon the
roof as upon a huge harp. As the wires were fas-
tened to thc roof, the house became a great music-
box, 'vith the chiidren inside. After breakfast, the
morning trains arrived, but the wind was so high
that the passengers were glad to hurry from one
trainto another as quickly as possiblc. Then the
trains went away, and the great wind-harp on the
iroofsang louder than ever.

I The station-mastcr said it blew a gale, and that
Ithe chiidren must stay in the house, lest they be
Ibloan away into the prairie and be lost. The
| station-master's wife said it was a pity the chiidren
| niwst stay in the house all day. There was an
‘enptyfreight—car on the side track; perhaps they
I might play in that. The station-master thought
this a good idea, and he took Kitty by the hand
ad Tommy in his arms, while Mary took hold of
his coat, and they all went out to the empty car.
Whew! How it did blow | They certainly thought
they would be lifted up by the wind and blown
\ quite into the sky. The empty car was wann and
snug, and, once inside, they were quite out of the
I »ay of the wind.

Mary thought the rear end would be a good
1 place to keep house, but Tommy preferred the
I other end, so they agreed to keep house at both
1ok of the empty car. This was a nice plan, for
1 itgavc them a chance to visit each other, and the
1 open part by the door made a grand promenade
I toualk on.

Louder and louder roai-ed the gale. Safe and
Isnug in the car, they went on with their play and
thoughi nothing of thc weather outside.

Suddenly the car scemed to shake, and they
Istopped in their housekeeping and ran to the
doorto see what had happened.

"Why, it’s moving! Somebody ’s pushing it,”
| ssid Mary,

“They are taking us away on the frcight train.
1Core, we must get out,”

“ldid n’t hear the whistle,” said Tommy.
1 jucss soincthing is pushing the car.”

The girls leaned out of the door to see what had
‘ happened. Why, where was thc platform ? What
h'asihe matter with the station? It was moving
laay. No, it was the car. It had left thc siding
1ad bad j-olled out upon the inain Une and was
I Wviiig faster and faster along the road.

'Oh, we must get out! They are taking us
lalg.”

‘No, no,” said Kitty. “ We must stay here
I'Hl the brakeman comes round. | did n’t hear
I IneraMien they took us on the train.”
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“ There is n’t any train,” said Tommy, looking
up and down the Une.

“ Oh, it ’s the wind I It ’s blowing the car away.
We must put on the brakes and stop it.”

This was a good plan, but how were they to
carry it out? The brake-wheel was on top of the
car, and they «ere inside. Faster and faster rolled
the car. It began to rattle and roar as ifdragged
along by a swift engine. In a moment, Tommy
began to cry. Mary tried to look brave, and Kitty
stared hard at the level prairie flying past. It was
ofno use. They all broke down together and had
a hearty cry alone in the empty car as it rolled on
and on before the gale.

The station-master’s wife rolled up her sleeves
to put the house in order while the chiidren were
safely out of the way. The station-master, feeling
sure the chiklren were safe in the freight-car, sat
in his office nearly all the morning. At last, the
beds were made, the dinner pul on the fire, and
the mother wondered how the giils were getting
on in their play-house on the track. She threw
a shawl over her head and went out on thc plat-
form. At once, the wind blew the shawl over her
face, and she could not see exactly where she stood.
Turning her back té the wind she began to call’the
chiidren. How loudly the wind roared through the
telegraph wires! Perhaps, they could jiot hear in
all this din. May be, they were inside the car, out
of hearing. She walked on toward the siding.
Not a thing to be seen! She wondered if there
had not been a mistake? Perhaps, thc car was on
the other side track? No, the rails were unoccu-
pied as far as she could see in every direction.
W hat did it mean? What had happened? She
staggered back into the station and startled her
husband with a cry of despair.

“ The car! The chiidren 1”

The station-master ran out upon the platform
and looked up and down the line. Not a carin
sight1 It had been blown away before the terrible
wind, and was perhaps at this instant rolling
swifily onward with its preciotis load to dcstruc-
tion. What would happen toit? Would it ineeta
train or run into a station? Would the chiidren
try to get out, or would they stay in the car till it
was wiecked?

He sprang to the door of the dépét to telegraph
the terrible news down thc line, but just as he
opened thc door he saw a faint white cloud on the
western horizon. It was a train. Help was com-
ing. At the same instant, his wife appeared with
new griefand terror in her eyes.

“ | cannot get a cali i1l either direction.
wires are blown down.”

This only added to the danger, for there was
now no ineans of sending word in advance of the

The
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runaway car,
help or warning.

“ Help iscoming, mother,
east.”

Nearer and nearer carne the train, and the
father and mother stood watching it as it crept
along the rais. It seemed as if it would never
come. At last, it reached the platform and provcd
to be a passenger train bound up the Black River
Road and not intended to go in the direction in
which the car had been blown away. The instant
it stopped, the station-niastcr ran to the engineer
and told his terrible story. The mother, with
quickcr wit, found the conductor and demanded
that the engine be taken off and sent after the
children.

The conductor was a man of regular habits, and
such a hold request struck him as something extra-
ordinary. Take the engine off, and jcave the
train and passengers waiting at this lonely staiion ?
The idea was preposterous! Some of the passen-
gers gathered near and asked what was the matter,

Three children lost, blown away In an empty
car. Some one said, “ Yes, go at once. We can
wait here till the engine returns.” The conductor
said he must telegraph for instructions; but some
one said, “ The wires are down,” and the people
only cried out the more, “ Let the engine go!”
so the mother ran to the tender and began to puli
out the pin, that the engine might start.

*“ Hold on, marra,” said a brakeman. “ I Tl
cast her off. You jump aboard, if you want to go
too, Fire up, Jack, and make her hum.”

It was all done in a moment, and away flew the
engine, leaving the conductor and the station-mas-
ter staring in surprise at this singular proceeding.
The station-inaster did not feel very happy. He
had half intended to go with the engine, but it
would never do to leave his post.

“ Fire steady, Jack,” said the engineer to the
fireman. “ It ’s no use to get excited, for we ’re
in for a long race.”

“1t’s enough to make a fellow excited to see
that woman,” said the fireman.

The engineer turned round, and there by his
side stood the mother, her eyes straining ahead
down the line in search of the missing ones.

“ Oh, sir ! open the throttle wide. Don’t try to
save coal at such a time as this.”

“We must keep cool, marm, and go steady, or
we shal! run out of coal and water and come to a
stand-still on the line.”

The woman said not a word, but noddecl mouvn-
fully and leaned against the side of the cab for siip-
port, and then the fireman gave her his seat, where
she could look out ahead over the line. How the
engine shook and roarcd ! The little finger of the

It niiist go on to its fate without

Here ’sa train boimd

AWAY. Uutl

steam-gauge trembled and rose higher and liiglie]
as the steam pressure increased over the ragingfirs

The engine seemed to be eating up the Irackb
front, and, behind, the rails spun out like v
ing ribbons in the sun. The station and train e
already sunk down out of sight, and the grassi
horizon on either side seemed to fly away inakinj
of gigantic waltz. The wind died away to a &

calm, and in a few moments a little breeze spranj
up and blew in at the front windows.

“ We are beating the wind,” said the cngineet)
“ If we can keep itp this pace we shall soon ow|
take them,”

“ How long have they been gone ?” shouled t
fireman above the roar of the engine.

“ 1 don’t know,” screamed the woman, wittiool
taking her eyes from the horizon, where tlie rail/
met the sky. “ It may have been two hoursi
more. They were playing in the empty car.”

“ How did she get out of the siding?” (Hl
meant the car.)

“It 'sone ofthe new switches,” said the cngmeetj
“ Cars can easily jump out upon the main line,”

Ah ! something ahead. Was it the ninairail
car? No, the next station. W hat a terrible |hcel
Twenty miles already 1

“ Oh, don't stop!” cried the woman, &
saw the engineer put his hand on the tliroitlel
valve.

“ I must, marm. We are getting out of wanrj
and perhaps we can learn something of the runl
away.”

The sudden arrival of a solitary engine, containl
ing two men and a woman, startled the statiml
master, and he carne out to see what it mvinl
He seemed to guess at the truth, for he said:

“ After the runaway car?”

“ Yes, yes. There were three children nside.!

“ Oh, marm, | 'm sorry for ye. It weni pas|
here, going twenty miles an hour, It carne tioiv
grade all the way, but the up-grade begins abamy
two miles out, | was inside when it passed, aw
did n’t see it till it had gone past the door"

How long it took to fill the tender! Tlieeagi»
stood hot and .smoking by the water-tank. and
water caine out in a slender stream, while the
mother stood looking on, tearful and impatieni.

“ Good-bye! 1’1l put up the pipe.—Heartij
help ye '—the up-grado ”

The rest was lost, for the engine shot ahead cJ
and on out over the open prairie. The «aiuj
tank seemed to sink down into the earth, and ili|
shining rails stretched longer and longer di
behind.

Ah! What wasthat? A cloud of stcaiii ;n
horizon, far ahead, The engineer took out |
time-book and studiecl it carefully.
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“Freight No. 6, bound wcst, stopping on the
iKO-milc stding.”

How swiftly Freiglit No. 6 rose alaove tlie grass
and grew big along the way! Listen! A whislle.
The cngineer whistled in reply and shut off steain.
Their engine quickly slowed down, and they could
se men leaning out from the other engine, as if
Ospcak to them.

"1l’s ten minutes back.
nuiin-line,—road—clear-------

“Tliank Heaven!” said the woman. The
engineer said nothing; but at that instant the
engine gave a great leap and shot ahead, at the
rate of fifty miles an hour, up the easy grade.
Howlong the minutes seemed, and yet each meant
almost a inile!

Running slow on

Ah! A speck,—a black dot on the horizon!
Thecar? Yes. Itwasthecar. It grewbiggerand
bigger.  Now they could see it plainly. But the

children! Where were they ? The tiremau sprang
out iliiough the forward window and ran along the

engine and down upon the cow-catcher. The mon-
ster begau to slacken its terrible pace, and in a mo-
inent it struck the car with a genllcjar and stopped.

The fireman thonght himself a lively man, but
the woman was before him and sprang up into the
car.

There they lay, safe and sound, in the cérner of
the car,—Mary and Tominy fast asleep, and Kitty
watching over them.

“ Oh! mother! 1 knew you wonld come. Mary
and Tommy cried themselves to slccp, and I—I.”

Nobody could say a word. The fireman tried to
rub his eyes, and only inarked his face with black
slreaks.  The mother laughed and cried all at
once. The cngineer picked up the little ones and
quietly took them into the cab ofthe engine.

“ There, now, my heartics, you have had a risky
ride; but it ’s all right. Come! We 're more than
thirty miles from home, and it wont do to be late
to dinner. Fire up, Jack.”

“ Aye, ave, sir,” said Jack.

RATTLE-TE-BANG.

By Mary Sparkes W heeler.

Did you see our new company training to-day ?
Jolly-cum-Ratlle-te-Bang.

:What is the fiame of your company, pray?”
T is Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang.

There were Peter, and Eddie, and Harry, and Bcn,
Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang,

And we marched up and down like an army of men,
Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang.

We wore gilt paper buttons, and epaulets, too,
Jolly-cum-Rnttle-te-Bang.

On our hats we had strcamers of red, white, and blue,
Jolly-cum-Rattle-tc-Bang.

Little Peter was captain, he marched in the van,
Jolly-cum-Rattle-tc-Bang.

And | was the dnimmer-boy, with a tin pan,
Jolly-cum-Rattlc-te-Bang.

Such music you never did hear in your life!
Jolly-cum-Ratlle-te-Bang;

For Ben had a bugle, and Harry a fife,
Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang.

And as 1 was beating my little tin drum,
Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang,

There carne a cross man, who looked ugly and gnim,
Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang.
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Said he;

EYEBRIGHT.

“ What a nuisance this terrible noise !”

Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang.

Away with your clatter, you rude, naughty boys !

With your “Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang!”"'

Said Ben; “ He s mistaken,

he never would do

For Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang;
For all are good-natured, and mannerly too,
Who train in our Rattle-te-Bang.”

Said Peter: “ | 'ni captain.

March on, never mind!

Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang.”
Then a gentleman hailed us so checry and kind,
Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang.

W hat little musicians are these in the Street,”—

Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang,—

With uniforms looking so gay and so neat?”

Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang.

Come in, little men !” and he opened the door,

Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Baiig.

Now Rub-a-dub-dub, give us just one tune more.”

Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang.

And now, little soldiers, 't is my turu to treat,”—

Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang—
Then he brought us some apples and candies to eat,
Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang.

Now was n’t that jolly?” said bravc little Ben.

Jolly-cum-Rattlc-te-Bang.

'Peais to me there ’s a wouderful difforence in men.”

Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang.
Said Harry, whose little eyes sparkled with joy,
Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang;

Surely that man was made of a good-natured boy !”

Jolly-cum-Rattle-te-Bang.

EYEBRIGHT.

By Susan Coolidge.

Chapter Vil.
CAUSEY ISLAND.

WHTftN Eyebright awoke next morning, she ran
straight to the window, with the hope that she
might see Causey Island. But the window did not
look toward the sea. Only a barn, a bit of winding
road, and a green hill with a rocky top, were to be
seen; and she dropped the paper shade with a
sense of disappointment.

Dressing herself as fast as she could, she ran
down-stairs. Mrs. Downs, who was frying fish in
the kitchcn, pointed with a spoon in answer to her
question, and said;

“ It ’s up that way the island is, but 't aint much
to look at. It ’s too fiir for you to see the house.”

Eyebright did n’t particularly care about sceing
the house. She ivas satisfied with seeiiig the
island. There it lay, long and green, raiscd high
out of the blue sea like a wall, with the water wash-
ing its stony shore. There seemed to be a good
many trees and bushes on top, and altogcther she
thought it a beautiful place, and onc where a litlk
girl might be happy to live.

“ You aint the folks that ’s coming to live upto
the island, be you?” said Mrs. Downs. * Dotell
if you are? We heard there was some one. Theii
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haint been nobody there for quite a speil back, not
silice the Lotts went away last year. Job Lott, he
farmec) it for a while; laut Miss Lott's father, he
«as took sick over to Machias, and they moved up
to look after him, and nobody ’s been there since,
unlcsi the boys for blue-berries. 1 guess your Pa
Il find plenty to do to get things straightened out,
and s(i will the rest ofyou.”

" There isn’t any ‘rest’ but me.”

*'Do tell now. Haint you any .Ma?”

“ No,” said Eyebright,” sadly. “ Mother died
last Noveinber.”

*You poor little thing !” cried kind Mrs.
Do'vns; “ and haint you got no brothers and
sisters either?”

“No; notany atall.”

‘*Why, you ’li be lonesome, | 'm afraid, up to

Ihe isiand. You never ILved in such a sort of a
place before, did you?”

“Oh no; we always lived in Tunxet. But I
don’t believe 1 shall be lonesome. It looks real

pretty from here. Why is it called Cosy Ishind,

Ms. Ddwns?”
“Well, I ’'m sure | don’t know. Folks always
called it that. | never thought to ask nobody.

Perhaps he ‘11 know when he comes in.”

‘slk'” \vas Mr. Downs, but he knew no more
thin his wife about the fiame of the isiand. Mr.
Bright, however, was better informcd. He told

ihem that the fiame in the first place, svas “ Cause-
«y,” from the natural path, uncovercd at each
la« tide, which comiected it with the shore, and
ihitihi, had gradually been changed to “ Causcy,”
btcausc it was easier to pronounce. Eyebright
iras rather disappointed at this explanation.

‘11thought itwas ‘ Cosy,”” she said, “ because
theisiand was cozy.”

Mi. Downs gave a great laugh at this, but Papa
paited licr head kindiy, and said;

W,; il see if we can’t make it so, Eyebright.”

The (ide would not serve for Crossing the cause-
*2y till the afternoon, but Mr. Downs offcred to
puttlicm over in his boat without waiting for that.
It «as airaiigcd that they should come back for
lre niglit, and Mrs. Downs packcd some bread and
diecse and doughnuts in a baskct to serve them as
dinner. Eyebright took the baskct on her arm,
sndran down to the shore in high spirits. It was
tlovely day. The sea was as blue as the sky, and,
15 the boat piished off, little ripples from the in-
Mming tide struck the pcbbly bcach, w'ilh swift
fches of white, like gleaming teeth, and a gay
We splash, so like a laugh that Eyebright
'loghcd, too, and showed her teeth.

“'Vliat are you smiling at ?” asked her father,

“1 don’t know,” she answered, in a tone of
jdreamy enjoyment.  “ | like it here. Papa.”
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Near as the isiand looked, it took quite a long
time to reach it, though Mr. Downs pulled strongly
and steadily. Itwas very interesting as each stroke
took them nearer and nearer, and showed more
and more distinctiy what their future home was
like. The trees, which at first had seemed a soiid
green mass, loecame distinct shapes of pines, hem-
locks and sumachs. A little farther, and openings
appeared between them, through which open
spaces on top could be seen, bushes, a ficld, and
yes, actually 1 a little brown patch, which was a
house. There it was, and Eyebright held Genc-
vieve up that she might see it, too,

“ That ’s our house, my child,” she whispered.
“Are n’t you glad ? But, my ! don’t it look small ?”

It was smail, smaller even than it looked, as
they found, when, after saying good-bye to Mr.
Downs, and getting directions for Crossing the
“ Causey,” they climbed the steep path which led
to the top and carne out ciése to the house. Mr.
Bright gave a low whistle as he looked at it, and
Eyebright opened her eyes wide.

“ It ’s a comfort that we ’re not a large family,
isn’tit?” she said, quaintly. “ 1 ’m almost glad
now that Wealthy did n’t come, Papa. Would n’t
she say it was little? Littler than Miss Fitch’s
school-housc, | do believe.”

The front door was fastened only by a large cob-
web, left 15y some industrious spicler of last year,
so it was easy to make their way in. There was
no entrance-hall. The door opened directly into a
square kitchen, from which opened two smaller
rooms. One had shelves round it, and seemed to be
a sort of pantry of niilk-room.  As they went into
the other, a trickUng sound met their ears, and they
saw a slender stream of clear spring water running
into a stone sink. The sink never seemed to get
any fuller, but the water ran on and on, and there
was no way to stop it, as Eyebright found after a
little examination.

“Is n’t that splendid?” she cried. “ It just
runs all the time, and we sha’n’t have to pump or
anything. | do like that so much ! Then, as if
the sound made her thirsty, she held her head
under the spout, and took a good long drink.

“ Do taste it. It’s the best water that ever
was,” she declared.

This spring-watcr, always at hand, was the only
luxury which the little house aflbrded. All the
rest was bare and plain as could be. Upstairs
were two small chambers, but they were more like
chickcn-coops than bedrooms; for the walls, made
of laths not yet plastercd, were full of cracks and
pcep-hoics, and the staircasc which led to them
rescinbicd a ladder more than was desirable. There
was plenty of sunshine everywhere, for there were
no blinds, and the sweet yellow light made a chcer-
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fulncss in ihe place, forlorn as it was.
did not think it forlorn. She enjoyed it very much
as though it had bccn a new doll’s-house, and
danced about gleefully, planiiing where this should
go, and that; how Papa’s desk should have a
cérner by one window, and her little chair by the
other, and the big mahogany table, which Wcalthy
hacl persiiaded them lo bring, by the wall. She
showed a good deal of cleverness and sense in their
arrangement, and Papa was well content that
things should be as she liked.

“ We must have the lipstairs rooms plastered, |
suppose,” he said. “ That ’ll rcqiiire some time,
I ’m afraid. Plastcr takes so long to diy- We
must arrange to wait at Mr. Downs's for a week or
two, Eyebright.”

He sighed as he spoke, and sat down on tbe
door-step, his eibows on his Unees, his chin in his
hands, looking tired and discouragcd.

“ Oh, must we?” cried Eyebright, her face fall-

Eyebright

ing. “ That wont be nice a bit. Papa! | ’ve got
an idea. Don’t plaster the walls. Let me fix
them. | ’ll make them real nice, just as nice as

can be, if you will, and then we sha’n’t have to
wait at all.”

“ Why, what can you do with them?
you mean?” dcmanded her father.

“ Oh, Papa, its a sccret. |°d rather not tell
yon. | ’d rather have it a surprise,—may n’t |1 ?”

Papa demurred, but Eyebright coaxed and
urged, and at last he said :

“ Well, 1 don’t care about it onc way or the
other. Try your idea if you like, Eyebright. It
will amuse you, perhaps, and anything will do for
the summer. We can plaster in the fall.”

“ 1 don’t believe you ’ll want to,” remarked Eye-
bright, sbaking her head mysteriously. “ My way
is much prettier than plastcr. Just you wait and
see, Paj I ’'m sure you ’ll like it.”

But Pi >a secTied down-hearted, and it was not
easy to n tke him sinile. To tell thc truth, the
look of the farm was rather cliscoiiraging. He
kicked the earth over with his foot, and said the
soil was poor and evcrything secined run down.
But Eyebright would not give in to this view at all.
It was a lovely place, she insisted, and she ran
about discovcring new ljeauties and aclvantages
every moinent. Now it was a thicket of wild roses
just budding into leaf- Ncxt a patch of winter-
grecn, with white starry blossoms and red Iscrries.
Then, peeping over thc baiik, she called Papa's
attcntion to a strip of pebbly beach on thc side of
the island next thc sea.

“ Here ’s where we an take baths,” she said.
“ Why, | declare, herg s a paih down to it. 1
guess the people who used to live here inacle it;
don’t you? Oh, do come and see the be.nch. Papa I”

How do
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It was a rough little path wliich led to the beach,
and oveigrown with wecds; but they made iheir
way down withoiit much trouble, and Eyelirighi
Iram|5lecl the pebljles under foot with great satis-
faction.

“Is n't it splendid!” she cried. *“ See that
great stone cidése to the bank, Papa. Wc canjo
beliind there to dress and iindress. It s a red

nice place. 1 ’in going to cali it ‘ The Drcssiiij-
room.” How wicle tlie sea is on this side! And
what is that long point of land, Papa?”

- .nz-srwtei.i-.- -

DBCOKATINO THE WALLS

For the island lay within a broad curving bay.
One end of the curve projected only a little «ay,
but toward the north a long cape-likc tonguc of
land, with a bold, hilly oiitline, ran out to sea, anc
made a striking fcature in the landscape.

“ Those are the Giiinness Hills,” said M.

Bright- “ Cafiada begins just thc other side of
them. Do you see those specks of white on tlie
point? That is Malachi, and in the summer there

is a steamboat once a week from therc to rortlatid-
Wc can see it pass in clear weather, Mr. Do«ns
says.”

"™ That will be nice,” said Eyebright, coinfod-

ably. “ I ’'m glad we ’ve got a beach of our Ow
Papa; are n’t you? No'v | want to look about
some more.”

To the left of the house thc ground rose in alov
knoll, whose top was covcrecl with sassafras buslics-*
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This «as the soiirce of the spring whose water ran
into the back kitchen. They carne upon it pres-
entir, and could trace the iine of spouts, each
made of a small tree-trunk, halved and hollowed
out, «<hich led it from the hill to the house. Follow-
jng llicse along, Eyebright made the discovery ofa
cubbv,—a veritable cubby,—Ileft by some child in a
choice and hidden corner formed by three ovcrlap-
ping inoose-wood bushes, The furniture, excepC
fora table made of three shingles, consisted cntire-
Iv of corn-cobs; but it was a desirable cubby for
dl that, and would be a pleasant out-cloor parlor
forCencvieve on hot days, Eyebright thought. It
made the island seem much more home-like to
know that other children had lived there and
played plays under the trees; and, cheered by this
idea, she became so merry, that gvadually Papa
brighlencd, too, and bogan to make plans for his
fanning operations with more heart than he had
hitherto shown, dcciding where to plant corn and
ahere potatoes, and where their little vegetable
garden would better be.

“| suppose it ’s no use to try for fruit,” he said j
"theclimate is too coid.”

“Not too colcl for blue-berries,” Eyebright
replied. “ There are lots of them, Mrs. Downs
sajs, and lots of cranberrics, and Mr. Dowiis’s
brother has got an apple-tree.”

“An apple-trcc | . Dear | dear! Think of get-
tingto a place where people have only one apple-
itee,” inuttered Mr. Bright.

By tlie time that they had made the Circuit of
Ie island it was twelve o’clock. This was din-
ter-time, Eyebright declared, and she produced
thelLiirh-basket. Mrs. Downs’s bread had j’ellow
specks of saleratus in it, and was very different
fromnWcalthy’s delicious loaves; but they were too
bimgry to criticisc, though Eyebright sliook her
head over it, and thought with satisfaction of the
bigpared of yeast-powder which she and Weolthy
had packed up. She knew exactly where it was,
intbe cérner of a certain yellow box, and that
rtmindecl her to ask Papa when the boxes would
be likely to come.

“They are due at this moment,” he replied.
"1 suppose we may look for them at any time
nc". Mr. Downs says there have been head winds
fer Iniswcek past, and | presume that has kept the
shopback. Perhaps she may come to-day.”

“1dohope she will. | want dreadfully to bcgiu
sdfixthe house. Does n't it seem a great while
dnce we left Tunxet, Papa? | can’t believe that it
isonly ihrcc days, so much has happened.”

The tide had bccn going out since eleven
odock, and by four, when they were ready to
f>ss, jhe caiiseway was uncovered. It was a wide
I@iay Uf sand, not flat and even all the way, but
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high in some places and low in others, with shells
and pebbles shining here and there on its surface.
It was like a bcach, except for being narrower, and
having water on both sides of it, instead of on only
one. The sand was still wet enough to make good
hard footing, and Eyebright skipped gayly over it,
declaring that she felt just like the children of
Israel in the middle of the Red Sea.

“ It is so strnnge to think that, just a little while
ago, this was all water,” she said ; “ aud just a little
while longer, and it will be all water again. It is
the most interesting thing we *ve got on our island,
| think, Papa; but it makes me feel a little afraid,
too.”

“ There ’s nothing to be afraid of if you ’re only
careful not to come here cxcept when the tide is
going out,” said her father. “ Now remember
this, Eyebright,—you must never try to cross when
the tide is rising, even if the sand looks perfectly
dry and the water seems a good way off. The sea
comes in very fast up licrc on these nortlicrn
shores, and if you made a misstcp and spraincd
your ankle, or had an accident of any kind, you
might be drowned before any one could come to
your help. Remember, my child.”

“ Yes, Papa, 1 will,” said Eyebright, looking
vather nervously at the water. It was slippiug
farther away every moment, and seemed the most
harmless thing in the world; but Papa’s woids
made her feel as ifit were a dangerous and deceit-
ful creature which could not be trusted.

It was over a mile from the causeway to the vil-
lage, though at first sight the distance looked
much lIcss. Plodding aloiig the sandy shore was
slow work, so that they did not reacli the viliage till
ncarly six. A smell of frying met them as they
cntered the door. Mrs. Dotvns, wishing to do
them honor, was making blue-berry flap-jacks for
tea. Did any ofyou ever eat blue-berry flap-jacks ?
| imagine not, unless you have summered on the
coast of Mainc. They ai'e a kind of greasy pan-
cake, in which bluc-bcrries are stined till the cakes
are about the color of a blue-bag. They are
scrved swimming in mcltcd butler and sugar, and
in any other place or air would be certain indiges-
tion, if not sudden death, to any person partaking
of them. But, somehow, in that place and that
air they are not only Imrmiess but seem quite deli-
cioiis as well. Eyebright thought so. She ate a
great many flap-jacks, thought them cxtremely
nice, and slept like a top afterward, with never a
bad drcam to mar her rcst.

A big gray sail at the wharf was the glad sight
ibat met their eyes when they carne down next
morning. The sloop had come in diiring the
night, with all Mr. Bright’s goods on board. He
had lioped that it might be possible to land them
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on the isiand, but the captain said it was out of the
question; he could n’t get near enough, for one
thing, and ifhe could, he would n’t; for how were
heavy things like them to be dumped on a shelvin’
bank like that, he ’cl hke to know ? So the goods
were landed on the dock at Scrapplchcad, and
Mr. Downs undertook to find an ox-tenm to draw
them across the causeway at low tide.

Getting oxen was not an easy matter at that
season ofthe year, but Mr. Downs, who had taken
a fancy to his lodgers, bestirred himself, and at last
found some one wiQing to let his yoke go in con-
sideration of a dollar and a quarter. So, at exact
low tide, the great cart, piled with boxes and bar-
réis, creaked slowly across the sandy bar, Mr.
Downs driving, and Papa walking behind with
Eyebright, who was more than ever reminded of
the Crossing of the Red Sea. It took much lugging
and straining and “ gec”-ing and “ haw”-ing to
get the load up the steep bank on the other side;
but all arrived safely at last in front of the house.
There the cart was unloaded as fast as possible, a
few things set in-doovs, the rest left outside, and,
getting into the cart, they all drove back across
the causeway. It was hardcr work than when they
carne, for the tide was rising, and the sand had
grown soft and yielding. One great swirling wave
ran up and curled round the oxen’s hoofs just as
they reached firm ground, but, though Eyebright
gave a little scream, and Mr. Downs frowned and
said, “ By gosh!” no harm was done, and the
momentary fright only made pleasanter their drive
to Scrapplchcad, which they reached just as the
sun sanie for the night into a great soft-looking bed
of purple and crimson clouds.

This was their last night with the Downs family.
Early next morning they started for the isiand
in Mr. Downs's boat, taking svith them their
last bundles, and bags, and Mrs. Downs, who
had Kkindly offcred to give them a clay's help.
Very helpful it proved, for there was everything
to do.

Mr. Bright, like all men, wanted to do everything
at once, and Eyebright was too inexperienced to
know what should come first and what second; so
Mrs. Downs’s good sense and advice were of great
valué. Under her directions the bedrooms were
swept and cleancd, and the bedsteads put together,
first of all, for, as she said, “ You ve got to sleep,
anyhow, and if you don’t do it comfortable you Il
be sick, and that would never do.” Next, while
Eyebright swept the kitchen, she and Mr. Bright
got the stove into place, set the pipe, and lighted a
fire, after which Mrs. Downs scoiired the pantry
shelves, and unpacked china and tins.

“ There,” she said, surveying the vesult with
great satisfaction. “ That begins to look folksy.
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What ’s sewed up in that oid comforter? A rock,
ing-chcer. Let ’s have itout!”

So the rocking-chair was unsewed, and Papas
desk and the big table were unpacked; and &
each familiar artide caine to vtew, Eyebright feli s
though an oid friend were rcstored to her, Se
patted the arm of her own little chair, and put tre
plaided cover from the oid sitting-room over tlie
table, with a sense of cheer and comfort. She and
Papa and Mrs. Downs dined on bread and.cheese
in the intervals of work, and by five o'clock they
were very fairly in order, and Mrs. Downs nmede
ready to go back to her own family. Eyebright
walked with her as far as the causeway, and J)arteti
with a hearty kiss. Mrs. Downs seemed likeal
second Wealthy, almost, she had been so kind and!
thoughtful all that busy day.

Papa was sitting in the rocking-chair, by the1
stove, when she went' back. She stopped to kiss i
him as she passed, and proceeded to set tlie table
and get supper. Mrs. Downs had stancil them
with a supply of bread, butter and milk; but the |
tea and sugar carne out of one ofthe Tunxet boxes,
and so did the tumbler of currant-jam, opened in
honor of the occasion. Wealthy had made ii, and |
it seemed to taste of the pleasant oid times. Eye
bright did not care to think much about Wealthy
just then. The tide was drawing over tlie cause-
way, cutting them off from everybody else in the |
world. She feit lonely and the least bit afraid, in
spite of Papa’s being there; and only keeping very
busy till bed-time saved bcr from homcsickness, |
which she feit would be a bad beginning, indeed,
for that first evening in the new home.

Next morning was fair. All the days liad beenl
good so far, which was fortinate, for a half-settlcd
house is a dismal place enough in rainy weather.
Eyebright opened her eyes, and after one be«il-j
dered stare began to laugh, for through tlic dlais
of her “ coop,” she could distinctiy see Papa, half-
dressed, and brushing his hair in his, on tlie ctiier
side of the entry. This was not to be endurcd, 0
after breakfast, while he went to the village for
some provisions, she set to work with grcat cne®y 1
on her plan for reforming the bedrouni wdls
This was to cover them with “ picturc papcrs.”
There was an abundance of material for the pu-
pose at hand, for her mother had taken one of
the best weekly illustrated papéis for sevcrall
years; and as she saved all the back iiiimbore.l
a large pile had collected, which Wealthy hadl
carefully packed. These Eyebright soitcci owr, f
setting aside all the pictures of cows, and statcs-l
men, and steamboats, and railroad trains fot|
Papa's room, and keeping the kittens, and dog"l
and boys, and girls, and bables for her own. Swj
fastened the papéis to the laths with tacks, and ihel
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ceilingswere so low that she was able to do all but
the very top row herself. That she was forced to
leave for Papa, So hard did she work that the
nhole °f his room was done before he appeared,
climbing the path, with a big bundle under one
nm, a baskct in his hand, and looking very warm
and tiri'd-

“Its a hard puli up the shorc,” he said, wiping
hisforehead. “ | shall have to get a boat whether
I can afford it or not, | 'm afraid. It’ll be worse
«ften hot weather comes, and there ’ll always be

"MY i WHAT A BIC BOU.!I"

theneed of going over to the viilage for something
woiher.”

"A boat,” cried Eyebright, clapping her hands.
“Oh, Papa, that would be splendid. 1 can learn
torowit iny own self, can't 1? It 'll be as nice as
t carriage of our own,—nicer, for we sha’n’t have
to caich the horse, or feed him either. Now,
fiipti. let me carry the basket, and oh, do come
Itick. | want to show you ho'v beautifully I have
~leyour bedroom.”

Papa liked the bedroom very much. He was

1to be saved the expense and delay of piaster-
"S only he said he was afraid he should always

Voi.. V|,_4,.
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be late to breakfast, because he should want to lie
in bed and study his picture-gailery, which joke
delightcd Eyebright higltly.

It was several days before she had time to attend
to her own papering, for there was a great deal
else to do,—boxes to unpack, places to seitlc, and
outside work to begin. Mr. Bright hircd a man
for one week to plow and plant and split wood.
After that, he thought he could keep things in
running order by himself. He had been brought
up on a farm, but years of disuse had made him

(SEK PAGE 61..)

stiff and awkward at such labor, and he found the
work harder than he had expected. Evebright
was glad to see the big wood-pile grow. It had a
cozy look to her, and gradually the house was
beginning to look cozy too. The Kkitchen, with
its strip of carpet and casy-chairs and desk, made
quite a comfortable sitting-room. Eyebright kept
a glass of wid-roses or buttercups or white daisies
always on the table. She set up a garden of her
own, too, after a wliile, and raiscd some balsams
and “ Johnny-jump-ups” from secds which Mr.
Downs gave her, and some golden-brown coreop-
sis.  As for the housekeeping, it fared better than
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could have been expected with only a little girl of
thirteen to look after things. Once a week, a
woman carne from the viliage for the day {and
half a dollar), did the washing and part of the
ironing, roasted a joint of meat if there was one
to roast, made a batch of pies, perhaps, or a pan
of gingerbread, and scoured the pots and pans and
the kitchen floor. This lightened the work for the
next scven days, and left Eyebright only vegetables
and little things to cook, and the ordinary clean-
ing, bed-making, and dusting to do, which she
managed very well on the whole, though some-
times she got extrenicly tired, and wished for
Wealthy's strong hands to help her. Milk and
butter carne from Mr. Downs’s every other day,
and Papa was very good and considérate about his
food, and quite contented with a dinner of potatoes
or mush if nothing better was to be had, so the
little housekeeper did not have any heavy burden
on her mind as far as he was concerned.

The boat proved a great comfort when it carne,
which was not till more than a month after their
settiement on Causey Island. Eyebright took
regular rowing-lessons and practiced diligently,
so that after a few weeks she became really expert,
and Papa could trust her to go alone as far as the
viliage, when the weather was fair and the sea
smooth. These rqws to aud fro were the greatest
treats and refrcshments after house-work. Some-
times it happened that her errands kept her till
sunset, and she fioated home on the incoming
tide, just dipping the oars gently in now and then,
and carried along by the current and a “ singing”
wind, which followed ciése behind and puslied the
boat on its way. These were Eyebright’s real
“ play” times. She kept a story going about a
princess and a boat, and some water-fairies and a
water-prince, and whenever the chance carne for a
solitary row, she “ acted ” it by herself in the oid
pleasant way, always wishing that Bessie or 'some
other girl could be along to play it with her.
Another girl,—some one to sharc work and fun,
waking and sleeping, with her,—that was all which
was wanted, she thought, to make Causey Island
as pleasant as Tunxet.

But in spite of hard days and rainy days, and
days when she felt like idling and could n’t, occa-
sional discomforts, the need of doing without
things, and a lonely fit now and then, that summer
was 0l the whole a happy one to Eyebright.
Islands have their drawbacks, but they have their
advantages as well. Going about in a boat is one
of these. For, “ only think,” she told her father
one morning, “ if we had gone anywhere else,—
that was n’t an island, | mean,—we never should
have had a boat, and | should n’t know how to
row. We should just be walking about on the
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road like anybody else. | should n’t like iliaiaj
bit now, should you, Papa?”

Chapter VIII.
SHUT UP IN THE OVEN.

You will probably think that it was a clish of|
potk-and-bcaus, oran Iridian pudding oftlie good,[
old-fashioued kind which was shut up in tlie Oien.|
Not at all. You are quite mistaken. The Ehingj
shut up in the Oyen was Eyebright herself! Anjj
the Oven was quite different to anything you arel
thinking of,—coid, not hot; wet, notdry ; iviihal
door made of green sea-water instead of black iron. |
This sounds like a conundrtim, and as that il
hardly fair, 1 will proceed to unriddlc it at oncel
and tell you all about it.

The Oven was a sort of cave or giotto in ihel
cliffs, four miles from Scrappiehead, but ratherj
less than three from the causeway. Its real namej
was “ The Devil’s Oven.” Country-people, andl
Maine country-people above all others, are vcryj
fond of calling all sorts 6f stiange and sitiking|
places after the devii. If Eyebright had everl
heard the whole narae, perhaps she might notl
have ventured to go there alone as she did, inl
which case | should have no adventure to ivhiel
about. But people usually spokc of it for shwt-l
ness’ sake as “ The Oven,” and she had no ideal
that Satan had anything to do with the place, noil
for that matter, have I.

It was from Mrs. Downs that she first heard
about the Oven. Mrs. Downs had been theiel
once, years before. It was a “ natteral curosity,”
she said, with all sorts of strange sca-crcaturesl
growing in pools, and the rocks were red andl
quite beautiful. It was n't a dangerous pLice,|
either, and here Mr. Downs confirmed her. You
could n't get in after half-tide, but anybody could
stay in for a week in ordinary weatheT, and not be
drowned. There were plenty of places a-top of
the cave where you could sit and keep dry evenaa
high water, though it would be “ sort of poky.]
too. Eyebright’s imagination was fireil by tl'ii
description, and she besought Papa to take hed
there at once. He promised that he would '*somd
day,” but the day seemed long in coming, as holij
days always do to busy people; and June
and July, and still the Oven was unvisitcd, ihou*
Eyebright did not forget her wish to go-

August carne at last,—the delicious norih-ol|
Maine August, with hot brilliaiit noons, and cool
baliny nights, so different from the murky, steawj
Augustofeverywhere else,—and « . s halfover,"bf!
onc afternoon Papa carne in with a piccc of nensi

“ What should you say, Eyebright, if | sboul«
go Uff for the whole day to-morrow ?” be askefli
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“Why, Papa Bright, what do you mean? You
cant! There is n’t anywhere to go to.”

“There ’s Malachi.”

“Oli, Papa, not in our little boat !”

"No, in a schooner belonging to Mr. Downs's
biollier. It has just put in with a load of lumber,
ind the captain lias offerecl me a passage if | like
mgo. He expects to get back to-morrow evening
jbout nine o’clock. Should you be lonesome, do
jsouthink, Eyebright, if I went?”

" Not a bit,” cried Eyebright, delighted at the
jdaof Papa’s having a sail, *“ 1’ll do something
orother that is pleasant. Perhaps | ’il go and stay
dl day with Mrs. Downs. Anyhow, | ’ll not be
locly. 1’in glad the captain asked you to go.
Papa. It ’ll be nice, | think,”

Bul next morning, when she had given Papa
hsearly breakfast, watched him across the cause-
»ay, and seen the sails of the schooner diniinish
inotwo white specks in the distance, she was not
arethat it was nice. She sang at her dish-wash-
ingand clatterecl her ciips and spoons, lo make as
much noise as possible; but for all she could do,
lie house felt silent and empty, and she misscd
Papa very much. Her plan had been to go to
the viilage as soon as her work was done and
meke Mrs. Downs a visit, but later another idea
popped into her niind. She would go to che Oven
mstcad.

“1 know about where it is,” she thought
keep cidse to the shore | can't miss it, anyway.
Sr. Downs said it was n’t more than two miles
adthree-quarters from the causeway. Two miles
adthree-quarters is n't avery long walk. It wont
he half-tide till after ten. | can get there by a
litleafter nine if | start at once. That Il give me
anhour to see the cave, and when | come back
I'll go down to the viilage and stay to dinner with
drs, Downs. | ’ll take some bread and butter,
though, bccause one does get so hungry up here
ifyou take the least little walk. What a good
Uea it is to do this! | am glad Papa went to
Malachi, after all.”

Her preparations were soon made, and in ten
minutes she was speeding across the causeway,
diich was safe walking still, though the tide had
tomad, her pocket full of bread and butter, and
Ceneviove in her arms. She had liesitatecl whether
ntiot to take Genevieve, but it seemed too sad to
W her all alone ou the island, so it ended in her
goingtoo, in her best bonnet and a little blankct
dial. The morning was most beautiful, dewy and

and the path along the shore was scented
"i'h freshly cut hay from inland fields, and with
gtoy bayberry and sweet fern. A belated wild-
'“tshonc here and there in the hedges, palé and
Tangles of curly, green-brown fringe lay

Il
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over the clustering Virgin’s Bower. The blue
lapping waves, as they rose and fell, were full of
sea-weeds of a lovely red-brown tint, and a froiic-
some wind playeci over the surface of the sea and
seemed to be whispering something funny to it,
for the water trembled in the sun and dimpled as
if with sudden laughtev.

The way, as a general thing, lay ciése by the
shore, winding over the tops of low clifts covered
with dry yellow grasses. Now and then it dipped
down to strips of shingle beach, or skiried little
coves with boundaries of biishes and bratnbles edg-
ing the sand. Miles are not easy to reckon when
people are following the ins and outs of an irreg-
ular coast- Half a dozen times Eyebright clara-
bered to the water's edge and pceped round the
shoulder of a great rock, thinking that she must
have got to the cave at last. Yet nothing met her
eyes but more rocks, and surf, and fissures brown
with rust and barnacles. At List, she carne on a
group of chiidren, playing in the sand, and stopped
to ask the way of them.

There were two thin, brown little girls in pink-
and-gray gingham frocks, and pink-and-gray striped
stockings appearing over the tops of high, laced
boots. They were exactly the same size, and
made Eyebright think of grasshoppei-s, they were
so wiry and active, and sprang about so nimbly.
Then there were three rosy, hearty-looking coun-
try chiidren, and a pair of little boys, with sharp,
delicately cut faces, who seemed to be brotliers, for
they looked like each other and quite unlike the
rest. All seven were digging holes in the sand
with sticks and sbovels, and were ns much absorbed
in their work as a party of diligent beavers. When
Eyebright appeared, with Genevieve in her arins,
they stopped digging and looked at her curiously.

“ Do you know how far the Oven is from here ?”
askcd Eyebright,

“No,” and “ What s the Oven ?” answered the
chiidren, and one of the gray-and-pink little girls
added: “ My, what a big dolil” Eyebright
scarcely heeded these answers, she was so delighted
to see some chiidren after her long fast from child-
hood.

“ What are you making? ” she asked.

*“ A fort,” rcplied one of thc boys.

Now, Fwedcly, you said you ’d cali it a castle,”
in one of the girls.

Well, castles are just thc same things as forts.
mother said so.”

Is that your inothcr sitting there?” asked
Eyebright, catching a glhnpse of a woman and a
baby under a tree not far off.

“ Oh, dear, no! That’s Mrs. Waurigan. Shc’s
Jenny’s mother, you kuow, and ’'Mandy’%s and
Peter Paul Rubens’s. She ’s not our mother at

put
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all. My inother’s filame is Mrs. Brown, and my
papa is Dr. Azariah P. Brown. We live in New
York City. Did you ever sec New York City ?”

“ No, never. | wish I had,” said Eyebright.

“ It ’s a real nice place,” went on the pink-and-
gray midge. “ You ’d better make haste and come
and see it quick, ’causc it s de-te-votting every
day; my papa said so. Don’t you think Dr.
Azariah P. Brown is a beau-tiful fiame? 1 do.
When | 'm mallied and have a little boy, | ’'m
going to flame hiin Dr. Azariah P. Brown, because
it ’s the beautifulesi iiame in the world.”

“ She ’s ’gaged already,” said the other little
sister. “ She ’s 'gaged to Wiliy Prcntiss. And
she’s got a 'gagement wing; only, she turns the
stone round inside, so ’s to make people b’lieve
it s a plain gold wing, and she ’s mallied already.
Is n’t that cheating ? It ’s just as bad as telling a
weal story.”

“ No, itisn’t either!” cried the other, twirling
a small gilt ring round on a brown finger, and
reveailng a gem made, apparently, of second-rate
sealing-wax, and about the color of a lobsteris claw.
“ No, itis n’t cheating, not one bit; 'cause some-
tiines the wing gets turned round ali by itself, and
then people can see thatitisnt plain gold. And
Nelly ’s ’gaged, too, just as much as | am, only
she has n’t got any wing, because Harry Sin ”

“ Now, Lotty !” screamed Nelly, flinging herself
upon her, “ you mus’n’t tell the namc.”

“ So your namc is Lotty, is it?” said Eyebright,
who had abandoned Genevieve to the embraces of
Jenny, and was digging in the sand with the rest.

“ No, itis n’t. My really iame is Charlotte P,,
only Mamma calis me Lotty. | don’t like it much.
I't’s such a short fiame, just Lotty. Look here;
you did n’t ever see me till to-day, so it can’t make
much difference to you, so wont you please cali
me Charlotte P.? | 'd like it so much if you
would.”

Eyebright hastened to assure Charlotte P. of her
willingness to grant this slight favor,

“ Are these little boys your brothers, Lot------
Charlotte P., 1 mean?” she asked.

“ Oh no 1” cried Nelly. *“ Our bwother is lots
and lots bigger than they are. That ’s Sinclair
and Fweddy. They aint no ’ladon at all, ’cept that
they live next door.”

“Theirmamma’s a widow,” interposed Charlotte
P. *“ She plays on the piano, and a real handsome
genllemaii comes to see her 'most every day.
That ’s what being a widow ineans.”

“ Look here what | 've found!” shouted Sin-
clair, who had gone farther down the beach. “ 1
guess it ’s a shrimp. And if | had a match | d
make a fire and cook it, for | read in a book once
that shrimps are deiicious.”
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“ Let me sec him ! Let me see him ! clamored
the little ones. Then, in a tone of disgust: "*Chi
my! aint he horrid-looking and little. He isni’
any bigger than the head ofa pin.”

“ That’s nottrue,” asserted Sinclair; “ he’s:
jt1 1t the head 1f my marama’s shawl-pin, i11 |
that ’s ever so big.”

“1don’t believe he’sgooda bit,” declared Lotty,

“ Then you sha'n’t have any of him when he}
cooked,” said Sinclair. “ 1°’ve got a jelly-fisli, too, i
He ’s in a hole with a little water in it, but Ik cant
get out. | mean to eat him, too. Are jolly-fishl
good?” to Eyebright.

“1 don’t believe they are,” she replied.
never heard ofanybody’s eating them.”

“ | like fishes,” went on Sinclair. “ My mainrasl
says she guesses | 've got a taste for nat-nat-urall
history. When | grow up | mean to read all ihef
books about animals.”

“ And what do you like?” asked Eyebright i
the other little boy, wlio had not spokcn yet, an
whose fair baby face had an odd, almost satiricalj
expression.

“ Fried hominy,” was the unexpectcd leplyJj
uttered in a sharp, distinct voice. The childrei
shouted and Eyebright laughed, but Freddyoiila
smiicci faintly in a condesccnding way. And no«
Eyebright remembered that she was on lier roaq
to the cave,—a fact quite forgotten for a moment,-
and she jumped up and said she must go.

“ Perhaps Mis. Waurigan will know where ihc|
Oven is,” she added.

“1 guess so,” replied Lotty; “ because she doss|
know about a great many, many things. Good
bye l—do come again to-morrow, and bring Daly,
wont you?” and she gave Genevieve one kissad
Eyebright another. “ You ’re pretty big to pay
with dolls, | think. But then”—meditatively-
she s a pretty big doli, too.”

Mrs. Waurigan was knitting a blue-yarn stode
ing. She could tell Eyebright nothing about tf
Oven.

know jt’s not a great way off,” she sd
“ But | 've never been there. It can’t be oven
mile, if it ’s so much as that; that 1’m sured
Have you walked up all the way from Scrapplehead!
I wantto know ? It’sa long way for you to conme”

“ Not so far as New York City,” said Eyebii|lit

laughing. “ Those little girls tell me tlieyco®
from there.”
“ Yes; the twins and Sinclair and Freddyall

come from New York. Their mother, Miss’Brd".
who is a real nice lady, was up here last year. §*
took a clesprit fancy to the place, and wher (*
children had scarlet fever in the spring, and Loiif
was so sick that the doctor did n’t think slie deief |
get over it, she just packed their trunk and sf*
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them right off here, just as soon
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lino at the same time probably sinied, if they did
moi daré to laugh, at IUese qucer-looking men,

piti their hay and straw bound legs; but the
Bthers and fathers and sisters of the rccruits, if
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any of them chanced to come to town to see their
sons or brothers drill, doubtless thought the affair

a fine military display, and that Jeremiah or Caleb
would be a general yet, ifthe warlasted long enough.
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GLORIES.

By Sarah Winter

Julia was set to put Baby's shoes and stockings
on; but he was a big baby and slie a little girl; he
pulled away from her and ran, laughing gleefully,
out on the porch. There his laughing changed to
screaining exnlamations of delight.

“ See de glories! Dudy, see de glories !’

He cackled and clapped his hands, and jumped
about in a way best known to babics,—a prudent
way, which leaves one foot on the floor while the
other is in the air.

“ Dudy, come !” he kept on calling.

No wonder Baby laughed and clapped his
hands, and capered about! The whole side ofthe
porch was covercd with morning-glories,—blue,
white, pink, purple. There seemed to be thou-

THE FA1RIE5S THEMSELVES.

sands of the bright things, and how wide-awake
they looked 1 He gathercd two armfuls of them at

Kellogg.

once, and sprinklcd the floor with the bnglitnMs.
Then he made a sudden discovery.

“ Itty pairsols ! itty pairsols!” he screamcd in
ecstasyv. o e )

“"Yes,” said sister Julia, joining in the pb\,
“ Here’s a blue parasol for dolly Bello; and a

white one for Gevtrude Elsie; and a pretty pint
one for Mittie Mattie.”

When they were tired playing paraseis.
was in about a quarter of a minute, Julia iradei |
discovery; the morning-glory blossoms wcie elro |
horns,—bugles and trurapets and cornets of a faift
musical band, to be used at a grand Fourthofjui’
celebration.

Then she pinched out and bit out little pi«"
for doors, and stood thc blossoms up for fairy tenis |
and pavilions, and showed Baby the chimneyhoies
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«here tlic Smoke carne out when the elves brewed
néctar, and boilied busy-bee tongues and made

DrCOKATING UABV S HANDS.

mosquito mincc-meat. W hat a beautifui encarop-
meni llic bright blossoins did make, to be sure,
adl arranged in stars and circles and hcart-shapes !
But pretty soon, Baby blew a great breath, and
then Julia said a terrible hurricane had swept
auay the tents.

The next thing was to stick little green twigs
through the chimney-holes of the overturned tents,
atl lol there were the fairies themselves, in fash-
iciiablc dresses,—blue, with white overskirt, and
pinkwith purple rufflcs. When the skirts began
wlose their starch and to droop, fresh “ glories”
«ere put on the heads of twigs from the big applc-
irce, and who was there to dispute Miss Julia’s
Kords when she announced the wonderful result.
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—a brigade of valiant soldiers in gorgcous regi-
mentais ?

After that, fairy-robes and soldier-hats were
devoted to decorativa art. Baby’s face and hands
and feet were painted. Then Miriam’s United
States History was brought out; and the faces of
all the presidcnts were colored purple, excepting
those that svere colored green, with the cups of the
“ glories;” the White House was made blue; In-
dependence Hall was abuut to have a red coat
when the breakfast bell rang.

As soon as he heard that joyful tinkle, * Baby”
dropped the “ glories” and the book, and cried
that he must have his shoes and stockings put on
for “ bekfus,” and then sister Julia suddenly re-

PAINTING THE PRESIOENTS.

mcmbcered that she had forgotten all about such
things as shoes and stockings. The * glories,”
the tents, the soldiers, the fairies, the bugles and
the trumpets had entirely covered them up in
her little mind.
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CATCHING THE CAT.

BY MARUARET VANDEGRIFT.

The mice had met in council;
They all looked haggard and wovn,
For the sute of affairs was too terrible
To be any longer borne.
Not a family out of inourning—
There was crape on every hat.
They were desperaie—something must be done,
And done at once, to the cat.

An elderly member rose and said:

“ It might prove a possible thing

To set the tiup which they set for us—
That oiie with the awful spring !'”

The suggestion was applauded
Loudly, by one and all,

Till somebody squeaked: “ That trap would be
About ninety-ftve times too small!”

Then a medical mouse suggestcd—
A little under his breath—

They should confiscate the very first mouse
That died a natural death,

Aud he ’d undertake to poison the cat,
If they °d let hira prepare that mouse.

“ Therc ’s not been a natural death,” they shriekecl,
* Since ihe cat carne into the house!”

Thesmaliest mouse in the council
Arése with a solemn air,
And, by way of increasing his stature,
Rubbed up his whiskers and hair.
He waited until there was siience
All along the pantry shelf,
And then he said with dignity,
“/ will catch the cat myself!”

“When ncxt 1 hear her coming,
liistead of running away

I shall turn and face her boldly,
And pretend to be at piay ;

She will not see her danger,
Poor creature ! | suppose ;

But as she stoops to catch me,
I shall catch her, by thc nose!”

The mice began to look hopeful.
Yes, even the oid ones, when
A gray-haired sage said slowly,
“And what will you do with her then?”
The Champion, disconcerted,
Replied with dignity, “ Well,
I think if you ’ll all excuse me,
T would be wiser not to tell!

“We all have our inspirations—”
This produced a general sinirk—
“ But we are not all at liberty
To explain just how they ’ll work.
| ask yon then, to trust me;
You need have no farther fears—
Consider our eneray done for!”
The council gave three cheers.

“1 do believe she ’s coming !”
Said a small mouse, ncrvously.
“ Run, if you like,” said the Champion,
“ But 1 shall watt and see I”
And sure enough she was coming—
The mice all scainpered away
Except the noble Champion,
Who hacl made up his mind to stay.

The mice had faith, of course they had—
They were all of them noble souls,
But a sort of general feeling
Kept them safely in their holes,
Until some time in the evening;
Then the boldest venturecl out,
And saw, happily in the distance,
The cat prance gayly about!

There was dreadful consternation,
Till some one at last said, “ Oh,
He ’s not had time to do it,
Let US not prejudgc him so!”
“ | believe in him, of course 1 do,”
Said the nervous mouse with a sigh,
“ But the cat looks uncoininonly happy,
And | wish | did know why !”

The cat, | regret to mention,
Still prances about that house,
And no message, letter or telegram
Has come from the Champion mouse.
The mice are a little discouraged;
The deinand for crape goes on ;
They feel they ’d be happicr if they knew
Where the champion mouse has gone.

This story has a moral—
It is vety short you see;
So no onc, of course, will skip it,
For fear of offending me.
It is well to be courageous,
And valiant, and all that,
But—if you are mice—you ’d better think wice,
Before you catch the cat.
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HOW TO MAKE A HAMMOCK.

By Charles

“T IS N'T so very hard,” said Netty, “ if you
do only two or three rows a day and have Tommy
orsmnebody to hclp wind the twine and puli the

knots tight. It hurts
your fingers after a
while. Tommy says girls’
fingers are no account,
anyway; but Mamma
tells him he ’il think dif-
ferenily in a few years.
We made all of it be-
tween wus last winter.
You see, | and Tommy
and Mamma went dotvn
io Quissnocket in the
summer and staid in Mrs. Clegg’s house. Mr. Clegg,
hf s a sort of fishernian-farmer, ’specially fislier-
iran, and has a sloop, and boats, and nets, and lots
of things, and Bill Clegg helps him. He ’s been
iihalmg, Bill has, and he ’s real nice. One day,
lommy and | found him mcnding a net, and it
«@s fun, and he showed us the stitch. Tommy
wes a« ful stupid about it, but | learned right away.
Tlien Bill said that if Tommy would make two
needles and two mesh-sticks, so we could each
have onc, he would show us how to make a ham-
mock all our own selves, if we wanted to.

"So | drew a pattern of the necdle and Tommy
iMk the measure of a mesh-stick. Bii! said we
must have hard wood for the needles, so we huntcd
about and found a thin piece that Tommy said
would do. Tommy ’s a first-rate whittlcr, and he
made two needles.*
It wasn’t very easy,
but I helped.

“ The mesh-sticks
were not so hard,
because they were
soft. I mean, be-
cause we made them
from Soft wood, al-
though hard wood
might be better.
My own mesh-stick
. makes a mesh a iit-

Icss than two inches square. That ’s a good

foi a hammock. The bevcled cdge helps to
b«p the meshes even.

I’fctty soon ibcre caine a north-easier, when

could n’t play out-doors, and Mr. Clegg

L. Norton.

and Bill were at work in the shop where they
things, and

mcnd their boats and nets and
Lili said it was a good time. So he gave us what
he cailed a “hank™ 1 should have called it a

skem-of mee white twine, and Tommy and |
wound 1t off into two balls, onc for cach of us
Then we had to thrend our needles. W e fastened
tbe end of the twine round the ‘tifie’ and passed
It down one side of the needle, through the notch
of the “heel’ up the olher
side, round the tifie again,
and so on untii the needle

was neariy as full as it
could hold.”

“ Wait a minute, Net-
ty,” said 1. “ Picase show

me just how to do it all,
I would like ever so much
to know.”

“So | will. 11 make
you a doH’s hammock,”
said Netty, “ and then you
will know just how to make
a big One.”

Netty forth«ith ihreaded
her needle, fastened the
end of the twine toa hook
in ihe wall which she and
Tommy used for the par-

) poése (anything firm will

Fie. 3, do), and tied a loop in it.
Then she laid the twine over-the--mesh-stick,
passed the needle up through the loop (Fig. 2) aud
pulled it tight, so that the end of the loop rested
on the bevel of the stick (Fig. 3).

“ Now look,” she said. “ I hold the stick in my
left hand, with my thurab on the twine and the
needle in my right hand. W ith a quick motion |
throw a “‘bight’ of the twine so that it lies across
my left wrist and over the loop (Fig. 4). Then |
push the point of the needle up between the loop
and the twine to the left of the loop (ihroiigh the
opening as shown in Fig, 4), puli needle and all
through, and bring the knot into shape. Now
I “haul taut’ with my right hand (in the direction
of the dotted Unes), and the knot is tied.”

As Netty pulled, loop B tightened around the
two parts of loop A, and loop A, in turn, tightened
around the part that passes through it. There was
danger that loop B would slip down beyond loop A,



in which case the
mesh would not be
firm. My teacher
said that practice
made it easy to
avoid this.

‘* Now,” contin-
ued Netly, “ I slip
outthe mesh-stick,
and take the same
stitch through the
second loop; and
soon and on, until
| have made twice
as many meshcs
as my hammock is
to be wide. Five
will be enough for
this little ham-
mock, | think.—
There ! Now | ’ve
made ten meshes,
not counting the
first loop.” And she held out the work to me.

Netty had by this timo made a string of loops
or meshes, which looked like this (Fig. 6).

Then she took the end from the hook, untied
the first loop, because it was not the right size, and
spread the meshes open on the table (Fig. 7).
Next she passed a cord through the upper row,
tied the ends together, hung it over the hook, and
proceeded to finish the rest of the
rows. The stitch was just lhe same as
before. She dicl with mesh E (Fig. 7)
just what she
did with the
originalloop,
but she did not slip the
mesh off the stick as at
first. Instead, she went
on knotting through D,
C, and so on, until Jhere
were five new meshes on
the stick, their knots
lying side by side along
the bevel.

In working a large
hammock, she told me
it is easiest to make ten
ora dozen meshes before
slipping them off from
the stick. W hen one
row was finished, she
slipped them off, turnee!
the work over,andwent back, knotting the new
meshesthrough those last made, until she had the
five rows completed, twenty-five meshes in all.

Fl0, 4
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“ There,” said she, “ that finishes the hammock

part. Now I ’lishow you about the *fuys,—ti"
long strings, you know, at the ends. They
re just nothing at all but big meshes.
The easiest way to make them even is to
wind the twine a certain numbcr of times
around the mesh-stick instead of only
once, as in the small meshes, and then
knot through the next mesh as usual.”

When Netty had finished ihe row of
guys, she cut the twine about an inch from
the last knot, gathered the guys together,
hung them over the hook, and removed
the cord that passed through the first row
of meshes.

‘* Now,” she said, taking the end that
had been on the hook, and the end of the
twine that was on the heedle, “ I ’ll show
you how to tie two ends together when
you break your twine or begin with a fresh
needleful; Form the horizontal loop, with
the end from the hook in your left hand,
place the other end behind the loop, hold
it there with thumb and finger, then pass
the necdle over and under, as in Fig, 8.
Then puli them tight and cut off the ends.
Mamma says this is nothing but a weaver's

knot, but Bill calis it a “beckct-hitch,”’
and Tommy and | like that best.”
Netty finished the other
rowof guys, and then spread
the whole affair out on the
table (Fig. 9).
Ofcourse, itwas a simple matter to gather
the ends together, and there was the little
hammock all complete.

ns. 6.

‘ How large do you make a big Iwin-
raock ?” | asked ; “ how many meshes, i mean?"
“ Sixty wide and sixty long for a iwo-iuch

mesh,” answered Netty. ‘ If you have smaller
meshes you must make more of them, or you'll
find your hammock too narrow.”

fie.

“ And how long ought the guys to be ?”

“ Oh, as long as you like. Halfayarcl, orayard,
more or less.”

“ W hat are those rings or eyelets [Fig- la] i"I
the ends ofthe large hammock ?”

* Those are not rings; they’re thimbles,” sad
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Keliv, correcting me, and bringing a pair like
those among the “ tools and materials.”
“Yon can get them of any size in brass or gal-

rio. 9.

vanized iron, or you can have brass ones nickel-
plated if you like. It is not neccssary to use them j
biit if you do, you must “ serve ” the eyes of the
hammock. To do this, strelch the guys of each
endto their full length, lay them alongside each
oiher evenly, and gather together tightiy. Then
«ind tiiein with the cord as firmly and evenly as
possible, until you have wound rather more than
the ci)cumference of the thimble; double the rope
thus made, slip in the thimble, and wind the whole
logeilier a little below the thimble,—far enough to
be quite secure,—cut your twine, and tie-in the
ends. Two persons are neecled to do this nicely.”

“ How many hanks does it take to make a large
hammock?” 1 asked.

"Somewhere between two and three,” said
Netty. “ You must get three. Tommy and |
went into a store, the other day, where they had
twine of all kinds, and beautiful needics ready-
madc, and thinibles, and everything except mesh-
aicks. Of course you can use any kind of cord

HOW TO MAKE A HAMMOCK.
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you like, but white soft-laid cotton is about the
best. Fifteen or tcyenty-thread seine-twine is a
good size for general use, we ’ve fouud.”

“ Now tell me how much the materials
cost, and how long it takes to make a full-
sized hammock.”

Netty had to consult Mamma before she
could be certain. Between them they made
out Chat the hanks cost 25 to 35 cents
each, according to weight, the needles, 15
cents, and galvanized thimbles 10 cents a
pair. Brass thimbles and Steel needics
cost a little more. As to the
time, they were not altogether
sure, but thought that half an
hour a day would finish a
hammock in about a month.

* The twine will be sure to
chafe your fingers if you don’t
wear gloves, or manage to
take a turn round the needle

when you puli the knots tight, and
you would do well to make a little
hammock for practice before you
begin the big one.”

These were Nctty’s farewell words.
The next day | went down town and
bought my materials, and | finished
a beautiful hammock in just about
one month. | am bound to say that
it is rather hard svork for most girls,
but it is the very thing for boys, and
they can make all sorts of fishing-nets
with the same stitch, only changing
the sizeof thc mesh-stick, according to
the size of thc fish they wish to catch.

Since my taik with Miss Netty, my friend Tom
has privately assured me that she did not do much
of thc really hard work; “ but,” said he, mag-
nanimously, “she did all that could be expected
of a girl, and lielped lots, and read to me while |
was at work, so | had a good time, anyhow.”

TOOLS AKD MATERIALS
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HOwW HAROLD CAME TO TELL HIMSELE A STORV.

Harota did not know how to read, so, you may be sure he was
not thinking about what was in the book before him. After he had
eaten his supper, he went upstairs to ask his papa to tell him a story.
Papa was in the parlor talking to a gentleman, so that, when Harold ran
into the library and shut the door behind him, he found nobody there.

Now, the door was big and heavy, and Harold was too little to turn the
great handle and open it again. He tugged for a while, andthen ke
stood still to think, a few tears in hiseyes.His first thought was;

“1 need not cry. Mamma says it is of no use to do that. If 1 ay,
Papa will not tell me a story, and | want one about two frogs.”

He looked through the key-hole, but saw nothing; so he put hs
mouth to it and called: “ Hallo! Papa!” Then he called, “ Mamma!"
and “ Katy!” But nobody heard him.

Then he climbed up to the table, and turned over the leaves of dl
the books he could reach. “What funny books!” he said. “ Not ay
pictures in them ! What can they tell about ? If I could read, maybel
they would tell me why Papa does notcomeupstairs !” |

Harold’s eyes were all wet again, and he had to wipe them. Buj
soon a happy thought carne to him, and he said;

“1 will tell myself a story ! Papa told it to me one night,and I’
tell it to myself again:

“A boy was so big that he could lift a little boy upon his back. Bu
he was cross. He had to carry a heavy load of beets to market ina
wheel-barrow. But he was so cross that he could not make the wheel-
barrow go straight, then it ran against stones and the beets fell out
Carts carne along, and a pig ran in where the beets were and ate song
That made the big boy mad. When the wheel of the barrow broke, re
was so cross that he could not mend it, and when he asked a man ©
do it, the man said : ‘No, | will not do anything at all for a aos
boy!” So he had to do it himself. Then he ran against a man ad
hurt him, and when he got to market he tipped over a basket of eggs.

“And the market-man said that the big, boy was too cross to wak
and that he could not pay him any more money.

“So the big boy had to go away.

“But a little boy carne and helped the man pick up the eggs, J
the beets out of the wheel-barrow and put them in a big box, and
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wes not a bit cross. So the market-man said: ‘Little boy, you are of
much more use than a big, cross boy,- and you can work for me, and take
lore lots of pennies to your mamma, and-------

But, just as Harold got to that part of the story, the door opened, and
~ere was his papa! Papa was so glad to find his little boy happy, and

lot fretting, that he told him a story about ten frogs instead of two.
voL. vI,— 43
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

There s no time for long introductory remarles
in Jiily, iny dears; and the reason why is all oiit-
of-dooi-s, on “ hill and ficld and vale and river,” as
somehiudy says. Well, my advice to you is; Keep
there as much as ever you can (out-of-doors, |
mean), and drink in the sweet air and bright sun-
shine to ynur hearts’ content,—andcontent,
for that matter— for | believe that air and sunshine
like to be breathed and enjoyed, as the Heavenly
Father intends them to be.

Now, my stanch little Americans, unfurl your
flags on the Fourth, and be as patriotic at heart as
ever you can be,—but don’t burii your little hands
and faces; and, above all, don’t forget that true
latriots always honor the bravery of the foes they
lave beaten.

Now, my beloved,
about

you shall hear something

A CITY CARRIED ON CAMEL-BACK.

The whole city of Cairo in Egypt was carried
to its place on the backs of camels. Not in one
pareci, of course. but bit by bit. Every piece of
stone for building, and all the wood and other
things for the same purpose, all the fuel, all the
furnilure, all the food—all Cairo, in fact, carne in
cainel-loads !

This was in the year 969. Now there is a steam
railroad running into the city from the great sea-
port of Alexandria; and horses also are in use,
though only for plcasure carriages, | 'm told.

THE ROBIN THAT RANO A BELL.

Elmira, K. Y,

Dii{AR JaCK: | Amreminded by yonr remarks in Aprit, about ihe
Cftinpanero or Bel)*bird, of the followjng actual facts;

Our litcle bov» Johnny, took ic into his head onc day to seta ten-
bell on top or the wood-hoime, fixing it wjlh a spiraJ spring, and
attaching it to a slender wooden fraine of bis own make.

To one end of ihe spring *<>hnny tlcd a cord, long enough lo reach
ihe groiind-  Hy pulling tni« cord he could ring ihc bell, and so cali
the famUy to medis. I3ui ii wasnot long before he tired ofdoing this.

JACK-IN-THE-I"ULPIT.
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Onc bright summer morning, when Grandpu weni out to the bam
ai five o*dock, he was much surpilsed to hear Johnny's bell rindn?
Lwoking quickly about the yard, he saw a big Kobin Kcd.lir«M
puDinc away ai the cord. I suppose Robin thought it would be jmi
the thing to weavc jiuo the new nest he was building. Wjca 1!ir.~1_
the bcll rang, Robin dropped ihe cord, peepcd about a momcrii as ji
asionlshed, and then, not lo_be dUcouraged, (ned a second tloie
Again the bel) rang, and anin Robin dropped the cord; bui sill
unwilling to give up, he tried once more lo fly away will» ihc simi:
The bell rang louder than ever ihis time, so”Kobin gave up irun®
and flew away. A

Grandpa then cut some yam into biis, and put them near ihe bslt>
cord, and, though no_oue Saw Rubin do ii, there ’s no doubi_ihai he
look them, for jn a few day” ihcy were gone, and the nc”i inine
maple beside the gate tvas ready for )us little wiié.—Vours truly

V 11b.

A WASP'NEST ON FIRE.

A WASP-NEST set itself afire, one summer, in
Caraccas, and, as the nest was built in a closet
under the roof of a house, it almost set the lioiisi
afire, also 1 This was due, | 'm told, parlly to the
heat of the weather, and partly to the yet greaier
heat produccd by the matcrials of which the papcr-
like walls of the nest were made.

So, take warning, all wise boys and girls, and
don’t let wasps build nests under the roofs of vour
homes and play-houses; don’t keep your liomes and
play-houses in Caraccas—whatever or whcrci-er that
may be—during very warm weather; and “dorii
let fiery tempers make themselves at home bencnili
the roof of your hearts ”—as Deacon Green might
say, if he were by, only | feel sure that he is a«ay
somewhere in the shade trying to keep cool and
quiet.

Now let ’s turn to a little scvap pleasant to lliiiik
ofjust now;

WINTER IN MINNESOTA.

“ Thirty dcgrces below zern! The Windows ,
are curtained with rime. Iciclcs hang on tlic
bcards of the men at work out-of-doors, and horses
wecar shining coats of frostcd silver inail.”

KUCHOOI

is a plmtt—a clistant cousin of mine,
of us Arums—that gvows in the
of England and almost evciy-
whcere in India. The people are very fond of it,—
as food, | mean. The roots are criishcd and
steeped, to get from them a kind of powdcr wiicli
the English country-folk cali “ Portland sago," and
the ludian nativas fiame “ kuchoo,” as if it made
them sneeze with delight just to think about it

There
related to all
Southern parts

BONNETS WITH LIGHTNING-CONDUCTORS.

I AM asked to
soon after the

inforra you, my hearcrs, that
invention of the lightning-rod,
the ladies of Paris, France, thought it fashion-
ablc, as wcll as.safe, to wear a bonnet orna-
mcntcd at the very top with a threacl of brighi
metal. To this was attachcd a little silver cluiin
which reached down the back over ihc dress aitd
touched the ground. It was believed that the
lightning would be caught by tlie metallic tliread,
and would then be so politc as to run along the 1
chain down into the earth without harniing the |
wearer of the bonnet.

At about ihe same timo, too, umbrcllas rtiadeol
silk were fitted with wiics and chains in a simte |
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II?thOn(,j—S_O t?.at_ tdhe r:olclers lmlght cnjoy_trtl:ozi/ one of the many birds of prey, or perhaps
wiiks guring ‘tiutnder-storms, suppose, withou some stealthy four-footed creature, comes near

getting scared.
1 do 'vondev ifthe lightning rcallv carcd a bit for
alilieir patent arrangcments.

A QUEEH PLAYMATE.
Careon City, Nevada.

Dfm; 1.'"CK-in-thf.Pijlpit: My siaters have gene lo Virgind,
aod 1icei r«| lonesome. { have been trying lo lame a \ij<).
oL She wil) Mt out of my han<], but wiJl nnt come into ilic house;
iftd when | lay a p*jeccof meoion tlic grouncl, she picka it up with
bn paw and puts tt mio her mouth.—Yours truly, Axnib Leah

FAITHFUL KAMICHI.

Your Jack feels proud to introduce lo you the
Cliajaor Faithful Kamichi. Here is his portrait,
my youngsters.

The Kamichi has a fine crest of feathers ar*
rangcd in a circle at the back of his head, and
he stands up straight and sturdy, as though he
had work to do and meant to do it.

He is very easily tamed and taught, and proves
himselfa good friend to man by being a wise and

FAITHFUL KAMICHI

His home is chiefly in Brazil and
‘fie entire

*51t° poultry throughout _the
) He feads the fowls to the fields and feeding-
and at night brings

back m safety to their roosts. Whenever

Jitwul servant.

liis flock, he mstantly spreads out his broad wings,
which are armed with strong, sharp spurs and
at once scnds the enemy flying. There isn’t the
hint of skulking anywhere in him, and he never
lords it over the ponltry, or other birds weaker
than b.mself, but is always the bold, brave, devoted
Champion of those who are given to him to be carcd
for and defended.

LUKEWARM BOILING WATER.

Now, my bonny cooks! answer me this; Did
you know that tliere are parts of the world where
boiling water is not “ boiling-hot">

Well, there are such places, as some men of
Science once (ound out, to their sorrow.

They were roving among the Chillan Cordilleras,
—which are iofty mountains in the west of South
America,—looking for speciinens botanical, geo-
logical, ornithological, icthyological, entomological,
zooiogical, and so on. One day, after a long morn-
ing tramp, they felt hungrier than usual, and set

one of their number to boil some
fiesh vegetables for dinncrwhile
they finished exploring the neigh-
borhood.

The wise man buiit a fire, and
hung the pot of water and vege-
tables over the blaze. In a sur-
prisingly short time, thc water
began to bubbie and hiss, anda
few minutes later the man calied
his companions, who ran up, de-
lighted that dinner was ready so
soon, and quickly fcli to eating,

All at once, the liuiigry men
turned frowning on their cook,
asking him:

“ What in the world made you
cali us before the things were

done?”

* Well,” said he, amazcd and
ashamed, “ | am sure tlicy boiled
long enough, Suppose you try

to boil them yourselves.i

Then they put back the un-
touclied vegetables into the pot,
hung it over the fire, and, stand-
ing inaring, watched it anxiously.
As soon as the water had boiled
a good while for the second time,
they took out the things and
again began to eat them.

But still the vegetables were not
halfcooked!

At last one of these wise men
calied to mind that water needs
less heattomake it boii on ahigh

mountain, where the air is very light or rare, than
when the boiling takes place near the level ofthe
seal So that, although there was heat enough to
boil the water, there was not enough to cook the
vegetables in the water, and the wise men had to
fry them in a pan.
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SnvERAt reader” oflhe illustrated artlcle about che KUchenegarden»
>n the April number, ask whcrc ihey can obtain the book conialniiig
the music'noies, songe and jnsirucdons, for carrying on a school im»
(he plan dcscribcd.  Miss Hundngton herself pnblishes the book,
which is finely printcd, jllustratcd and bound. Her address is 123
St. Mark's Place, Ncw York.

Ponghkcepsie, N. Y.
Dear St. Niciiotar: Hcrcis an example in algebra which | can-
not work, nlthough, of cuursc, I can see what the answer is. Will
you pieasc get sotnc of your readers 10 work it and )e( me know
through the “ Leiter*liox " ?—Yours truly, H, C Howland.

P roblbu.

Given . 7 and y2 ~ x”~ 11 lo find the vallGe

of x >y.

Vy =

Skippio.— T he letters S- P. Q. R. on ihe staudards of ihc

ancient Romans wcto che inidals of che words * Scnatus Popii-

lus-Que Komanus," which mean **The Seriate and the People

of Roine,”

Milwaukce, Wis,
I should like you loanswerquestion
which puzsles me. ofa dock vary In
sound? SomcGmes Itis quite loud, then it is so low 1
scarccly can hearil atall lam quite sure ithas nothing to do
with my hearing, fot | am not deaf iu thclcasi.— Your
devoted reader, o11in Goukkev.

N ichotlar :
\Vtiy does ihe ncking

Dear St.

and

Some of (he tcctli of the wheclsare notso well oiled
as others and so they make loudcr ilckst andsume tceth
are just n little larger or smallcrthan others, or are diffcr*
cniiy shaped, and ilifs, too, would make thesounds vary
If the adjustment of the wheeis upon Iheir axies hap*
the
W hen

Icast bitoutof Unc, the noises
the

pens to bring them

wlU dock is

be unequal. cs'cryihing but

quiet, even tbe faint ticks seem loud, and so jtmay be
at limes that surronnding noises which we do notsepa*
latc {hom the general lium, or to which we areso used
ihatwec do notmark ihcm, drown some partofthesound

of the ticks

Pitisfield, Mass.
Dear St. Nicholas: | went up to Pocter’s .Mouniain last
summer; from it was a view | shall never forgcc. The hil s
stretched below us in great wavcs, and far down in a beauiiful
valley lay ihe lakesOnota and Pomuonc, looking likc diamood
isies upon an emerald sea, The little country towns scattcrcd
over ihe mountninr, with iheir white church spires standing out
against che dark follage, gave che .scene a picturesque appear-
ance, and the setling sun Burst frum behind the mouiuain-iops,
flouding the earth and sky with flashes of red and purple and

golden light which sluwly died away.
M. A. K. (la years).

A Livn DoLU.

Dear St. Nichotas : There is many a litile girl who has a
doli with such a natural liead and face, .such beautiful real hair, r
such complete saits of clothes, and such pcrfcct liitie gloves,
shoes and bonneLs, ihnt it seems as if but one thing iswanting (o
make ihatdoll pcrfect, and chal is (hat it should be alive. How
delighted most giris would be iftheir dolls wcre-ative, and could walk
about and talk ! | mean, of course, those dolls which look Hke real
lildc girls or Ulic ladies.

Well, I know ofsuch a doli as this. She is not nearly so large as
many dolls; her head isno biggcrthan a man’s fisi, and she is buC
a little taller ihan ihe scat of a dining>room cliair: one of her iiny
hands will go ihrough a large linger-ring, and she has de&r litlle feet
about two inches long. And yetshe is alive, and can walk about and
talk and play! It need not I>csuppused she Is a litele baby, forshe is
fiftecn years oid, and has long hair, which jsdone up beaucifully, just
likc a grown lady's hair, and she will never bo any biggcr. She
weighs only five pounds, and ihat is only about halfas heavy as most
very young bables. Isnw a lIlltlc girl, thirtccn moiuhs oid, pick up

this tiny creature and hold her In herlap. So it is easy to tmaidne
how small and light she is.

This Uve doli ir a little Mexican dwarf, named Lucia Zarate. Site
has been on exlilbiifon In Ncw York and other cities, and soaie of ibc
boys and girls who read thie nuiy have seen her. She is difFeHot
from most dwarfs, nr>tonly inbeing a gre.Ai deal smaller, but iutRii*
so well formed. Her head isno largerin proporcion than the beads
of ordinary people, or of dolls, whereas a dwarf generall]y lias a
head on o small body. A lictfe foliow, called General Mice, whois
shown with Lucia, has a head much toobig for hisbcdy. He jsLarga,
every way, than she Is, and he looks like a child dressed up  auuji
iluc Lucia is a perfect Uttie woman, or, rather, a perfcct Imie Int
doli. She has a Mcxican counicnance, wiih dark compU-xiou aoj

THE LIVE UOLL.

large nose, and her black eyes look out from under lieavy
bul she is very brightand lively, and has a very high lempcr, <\
shc sometimes shows. She has very handsome clothes, wkh I“*
trains to some of her dresses, and she walks aboutas if she knows €
ib better dressed than most of the ladies who are looking al her.
When this lilllc creature w.is born, she was nnly line inches long,
and she used to sleep in a large ovcrshoe! Think of such auiiy
human being as that, which could kick and cry, just like
bables| | avonder how many of the St. Nicholas gi"k
llkc to have such a Uvedoli, whowould walk and talk and cai and dti”
and go to sleepjust Ilke anybody else, and yet could sleep in a
bcd and wear doll*clothes, and be carried about and hdd in fhe bp
as easily as a common doli, that is noc alivc t P.F.
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Deab St. Nicholas; Once upon a time there wa? a little bit|
iHmed Maiy who had a kitien and a dog. One day another little
girl carne lo see her.  Aflcr a while they cominenced to play " tea.
pativ- and they wanted the kittcn lo play with them: but she could
Ml k found, so they got along without her.  Aftec a while, however
ilK little glrl went to go home, btit when she lifted I'cr muff oui
jumped Iliekitten.

The iiest day Mary went up 10 her room to get her liac. She
cwlid not find the band.ljos; but pretty soon ic carne walking alone
lhi ik If titia ftom itcamespits and growls. When it gotncai Marv
,suddenly jumped on 10ihe floor, and away ran the cal chased bv
the doy, [or both of these aiiiinals had been in the band-ho\ Thev
bmhran heheraskelter meo and aroiiiid ihe yatd ai full specd. Sud-
denlyiiie cal disappeared in a lacgepail of water, and as soon as the
¢.gtrached Iho pail la he went. too, and then the water appeared
lite ihe sea in a storm. Mary, when she saw this, ran down the path
andsoon had the dripping culpriis befire the fire.—Yours tiuly

A. G.

To". I.S. anD oTHsrs1l In the number of St. Nicholas for
Jol), 1875, you will find full insiruetions, with diagrams, tellin-
“Huw iQ make a boat." *

E F. T.-Since the year 1860, Nice has heen a part oi Trance-
biuZlloed 10be in lialy, and the flame 1'Lombatdy" is cominonly
proi-though not wiih strict correciness—10 all that pan of lialy
rtich lies n.irlhwatd of Tuucany. At the present day however
ilice is lio iract of country in Italy which bears oflidally tlie namc

« “Luiiibardy."

{Kéll}(e)lsxi(//l\;l)_ines River. Onc niéri fhe Smjarcﬁ%st}lgrgl{)&n SC! 0 hmm?sne
nway in its ashes, all but
down

di'ouwwails Af** o f*
SAptifup'ilietic"”.
Wey . 10 school 11 the upper parlof the Town Hall now. with

racker. S©  feel safe, as the noiseI \yl)lr%YIe‘évsthrggkalrnegam&Od deal of
Frum your consiyni readcr, F. G.J.

Desr 7t. N ichotas; Although | am a tittleruutch  ghi*1"mijc
'y =Y W, Ca%pée’l

nw O‘Ene.M ugyar." \imade an Engllsh prese versmo of It

I« mu bt kind enough to pnni itin the “ Leiter-Box."—I am vour
I*wwf reader, Clara Cathabine May Twiss. f.Aged xi)

~ H'insanan magnate ftom the Steppcs. He

ihiikT k T L-w ® ® turgiioise that grew palé
Istwan -was immensely rich,

| jiuivr Ir
| 0 "«hwg-<vcaco.ii.tryball, t,/which
/d1-A H ' appaated drcsscd in a beamifiil
i eSds nf V1I7? with gold sequias, rubios, emeralds, and dia-
«shtfeMntr? k I X r ' 1 “'«"«d, 50 that they
inihemon" i Ofcoiiiw, people were ready enough to

rani k J[ dl d "W “’i'o saiapart, wiih hisatm folde
rap |na woolcn mande Wlth widc sleeves. HIS nose was hooke

uP
CMini Isiwan Benko strode up to him and said: -fgipfer, | wedld
AU something: but see, 1 have not a smgle sequin or

| Wi. Wh? walule fou notpiekup anything?"
Oid man answere ‘1 could not wiihout sioupingi”

Izidéi{t\s ghould be accompanied by tho full na.ngs::qages’:asnr_
recaes of ihe whniets, whicli will be held strictly private if ihc
mien so desirc.

| “latttcr-Box" agree with “ An
"Fcclebrating the “ Fourthofjuly™ with

"F sbamefiii that the boys of
f«"hwihS 1]i?° 1““F celebrare .lie

w *“C’cni”E of the Fourth, last year, | ex-
JMAM G- ‘
«irta,ineifor//"’/" " fk * cannon so | got up and commenced

s“tnriovri ? C'"Mast mybrothcr and
uleir tw n~n 21?7 «hce* wo fonnd our two ftionds

| “iredan nn>%|n||mg and hllr-{ tﬁe afternoon. After supper \X/glpnegd

hB%]u and ask jvo/, 10 remelcmq)elratﬁlsarngx?fwhnnuns eﬁ%ma”e,thewtlilats
that made our glonous country (for glorious it is in soito of -11 ,k»
Vea/MThink "d/pendent. and, .4 j,"com?i bu. miy
year, thlnk nis shameful that you cannct celébrate it with splrlt
-An l1linois Boy,

Who can tcll 3. F, B. tho flamo of the qucot bird he writes about»
It appears to be a polite creature, and to give good advice,

i Nicholas; | would like to know Ihi°imm/rjn"*’ bird
that 1 llave heard sinpag a song. Icis about che ,-izo , f a spattow
and ofa gray color. Some of them say, ' Mr. Persevere ” and some
say only ~ Pereeycte. It carne- where father and | were'aiwor”® h
stayed a litt.e whilc and then went off,— Voiic constaiil readcr

J. E. B

g the 1" Uller.Box " answer IBOWIQ ”I
[izs; e nest . oouwand.

- Nicholas: | thought | would tcll you abiout my*"dtil
oren ujh,ch | take care of. Kcsl | have four little ch*kons_ ihe
I have blackblrds roblas, brown thrteh, and sparrows besides a
canary, and my dolls, of which | have twcive. «

1have fixed a balh.lub for the birds 10 balhe in, and the blackbirris
a ways mlie ihcirturn first. Sometimes a robin gets in flrst and if 1
blackbird sees him he scolds him till he lliesaw a?

Ihe .-ong-tlirUEh isa very beautifui singer, but is very shy, and we
have iiei-er seen it haibc, but have seen it drink. We enjoy i e ihruih
very much more than the blackbird. for, though the blackbitd is vire
handsome it is so boid, and it has no music in itsvoice.-Your liuli

Opi'H owe (age, Il years).

A A ii A
mg\rnlng and | make a greai fuss aggd{' h%trhn |r§1€eds dIISHM? ve‘%
every litue girl ihol reads |h|s will not make such a fuss abouti: I

imk ! 0° “5,{Pfs,Msix cups ar.d saucets, a teflpot!
kd O dijnkjng-c ne uijnpler, one fcn fé
and ¥orl§ and sevcn spoons And" besibe’ t(n)ese avé some fo

dishes. And | have a hule cupboald 11 keep tliem in | am scven
years oid, and | pnntcd this wilh iny pcn all by myself.
Uaisv P. T rl-ocie.

ws fY kA" Nicholas; | thoughi | would tell you about'liiry Mts

Jree 2"*1 7 «'"» “ 1IP«hoUt
ki v Tk ‘™ could not; so we
them (Mother does uot think
bush/f I A 1 ‘e"Clothes on the Unes, and horn up ilie rose,

bushes.) lImrneMthetnanddoalltheerrands. Everyonelsafrald

of hem, so | lee them run about theplace withouta fcaroflbmrbcm%
Slolen, hui they .are very gentie to me, for they know what 's goo

for themselves. | am your devoled reader, Daisy a

H. H. A.—Many good onswers have come lo H. H. A.’s question
ptintedmtheM ay*“ Letter-130x." They all seem to agree that the
warmth ofthe climaie of France is due, at least in part, to the influ-
erice of the warm ocean current called the "Giilf Stream,” and to
winds that blow from thehotlands of Africa; and ihai the coldness
ofthe chroale about Newfoundland is due in great mensure to chilling
wmds ftom the snowy wasies of iiorihern Briiish America, and to an
Arclic cutrent that sweeps past the iiiouih of the Si. Lawrence

Followiogisaliscof tlic iames of those who sent answcrs  The
flames oeciir without regatd to merit ot the order in which tho letters
were rcccived :

Chatles L. S—Jenny A. Seaman—A. P. C —Maggic a B.—
Clara S.—Pnmm D. Noel—Maud Harvey—Julia Imihers—Horado
A. Warren-N. H. W.-Rosa—B. S. A.—May Waish-Wm H
Barnes-Benic E S.-Alice M. Downing-Cynis F. Judson-G g’
Biirr.eit—Luoillc Andrews—M. H B —Pansy Murray—Artiiur E —
IVilhe I. Pett-Mamic H.-Mamie R French—Almira Briggs—
Bcssy Norton—Archie Frecman—L. G. Townsend—Atlhur W D
-Jcniiie Kimbail-Charics Campbell-N. K,_Charlcs S. Emersoil
-Anua I. Smith-A. F. D.-Louis V. Fuller-Katie Sampson-
Maudc ¢saiidcreon—Eddie Churchman and otlixrs*Mury F Car
mhers—S. M. D—J. W. W._Geo. M. Reese-Bertha Paul—Grace
Hall—M. V- Wood—Clara Loulsc Smitlie—S, M. C—S C De
Lamaier—Medoren Grcen—Fred N, Kress—John S. Clutc.
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ABOUT MACARONI.

Thp picuire which 1 linve drown shows Yankec Doodlc at about
ihe moment when, riding on a pony,
“ He stock a feaiher in his hat,
And called it Macarom.

It is abant this expresric.n, “ Macaroni,” | wish .0 write what 1|
have foimd out by asking qucsjions and waingi X n
In Enabnd, during thc rcign of Queen F.luaboih, most 01 tne
d-.ndified things of that lime—such as lable-forks, etc.—caine frniii
haly and w cl called “ macaroni,” wh.ch ts Itsl.an, der.ved from a

*Tbout"t?c'iimo"6f®@Olir"Cromwcll® appeared a voise which some
have thought was meam to make fun ofliim. The verse ruiis.

“ Yankeo Poodle carne to town,
Upon a Kcnlish potiy;
He sttick a feaiher in his hat.
And called it macaroni.”
But History says Cromweli carne from Hiinimgdon; and 1 think
he was n.)t the kind of man to wear feathers and brag of them He
was stout, red-faced, and raihcr rough; noi sUm and foppish.

CYANKEE DOODLE.
[n Sheridan's play, * The Schoolfor Scandal,” are litese lincs
CoSure mever were seen itvo sech beautiful ponies;

Other horses are clumns, but these, matarons.

To give thiem this title, | 'n sure can t be wreng.tt

Their Tegs are so sim, and iheir tajis are so long.
Washington Trving tell us that, in the War of the Revolurion,

Sime Marviand reaimoenis, wlio wore very gay undorms, were

EH"c@na\?\{ ‘ThSEo,«iFsceac!rnns",‘lshéyacﬂonultnlV‘\ghl we‘\l\ Hes‘\d‘esuﬂrenwnxum'
Anodierauthorsays: 4 hundied jeats ago, the slang oftoertain

sortof fop was ‘macaroni He was disenguished clueSy by the
sicange way in which he dressed his head; and hewore feathers in
Srriits dsalb b have been able tofindoiitaboutthe word * Macaroni,

used in Ihesoné " Vankee Uooille®; and itseenstoinean something

orsomebody very dainty or finical, and to have very little to do wiih
thefood called “macaroni," afthovgh thatalsocomes fron lialy

THE FAIRIES

Once there were two little girls,
IsabelWaliers., Edithwas sevenyearsoid, and Isabelw n five. They
were very good inosome things, and verybad inothers, but the worst

HAN N ERS

YOUNG CuUNTRIBUTORS”’

DEPARTMENT. (Im,
one of all was scrcaning at the table. Their Pape inviteda
tientan to supperune evening bo hecarne, ofcoti®, as mervh.!

Goes when they are invited, So Papa talbed and talked lonlr 1Hi
tlho moupe” was ready Editltand ["beld.d not know vhatPtf
and W Vields werif-alking about, although theysaton thmn P ,p
lap e supper-bell rang, autd they went to supper. Ieforedn
Py

h

satdown, they sereanct,
give me some reed-bicels,
@ ominute, chiidren.” said he Then he torncil o0

sait; hjr FieWws, can [ give you some reed-bnlsl

i

P
"W

Fields

!
T
had
anal
it
and

SO bt Watinfae I tdo wish oy Owouldhelp me to some leais, ud

Bout, Papa, | wantsome recd-biids I wish you woaltj gi-rn
some, oried Isobel "
Sroowau unni blelpyourManma

Wor Fields, " began M amma- ""hush il
Slsabel, do kop ySurspoon still, -0 o Fields, wtll you bn
prans?’ .

ifvou picase -

Woamma, give me some m il Wamma, give me some irik,
COh do hush !t osaid Papa, toorlwillsendyouawayv frommeudk

Sl lields, do oy hona, pleasc vike il
cidldren aw'ay fron lable. Woe cannoi vik, w
fhevmake sueh & nojse.” :

O e i oh e om o Pirase dhn Lo NVt
pronuse noito make a noise.”

SWr. Ficids. do oy<ru oremenber ihe day moton
were goinitub the hill, and we saw an ollmany

SYes, Dthink tdo,t he said. e wts '

Isabel here interrupted him by ihtowing hetsfowi
across ihe lable

O utside of ihe window-sill scood Queen NWab andhn
fairies.

PO you everseesuch chddrea?  she aud uini
of ihe fairics by her (side. “ 1"t me see if |
think of sometlifng 10 cure them ™ So she tune's
Pinky and said Pmky,can you thank oiaiuthnt
10cure then 77 L

Sl ohave just ibought of something, and 1
ihal itwill core then

SWohatgsil? | .

CWohy o hanmoerthen every line Ufey are nee
willcure them .”

Sfes, think so, too ell,who wijldoil

il said Plnky

Cohnd § ol osaid HUde

SRl rightt osaid the queen- oL

So they flew inairhe wmdow, and (lucer Wad xx
herotherfairies flew away to fairy-land

Sl Woalters,t began M. Ficids .

Papa, give me some reed-birds," said rgiil

Shoomore”

SPapa, moy head hurts aw'fuly,”

S Watters. W Cormnell said i

SO0h, Popa, it ds oraining,t sait
threw & JJjece of bread at her Wemma. Oh, |

SN Wealters,t oagain began Moo Fields C M

Conied said the other day that you once hada doyg Hadyst
SYes, b ohad; bt lie ran away

SDid hed [ A I
SWamma, give me some more pears! cnced Isabel

s

COhmy- mow o head hurts me sol”

Solam osorty,” said Manoma. RS
SWamma.can have some coflee Tocncd tdith-

S Yes, dear,” sait Manma- . 1
SOh oy vutn oy head hurts It osaid BEduh, as she carnecrjinger
to herManmna [ « 1
Slamovery sorry thatyourhead hurts somuch, ocar, n
So the fairieskepton hammering for iwo or three r

and Isabel tovod out that, every
hamniered on the head i so, aftera while,
de,and theirheads did nothurtsomuch L
coneondght, Pinky and Blue brovghtabeavtiful was-doi,
@ little note for Edith and Isabel which haditiit oo
This doliis for Edith and Isabel.-a praentiwnt Quano 1
So Edith and Isabel had a very mee time, indecd, with tu |
And oin the note ibere was, el
Solbyou o again behave os you thid al the table, the dolf 1
apoear, and you will never seeitagain.” Lo Lo
So Edith and Isabel thowght that itwould be just”®
bebave thaiway

dith i
H they stoppeo

E
W
§ jnlii

¢
0re

S
hat

Jnip
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[Win every finswerer of pusrles please mention, when seuding ihe Solutions, what will be his or her age next birthday ?
The information wili be kept slrictly privale,j

EA”Y NIIMERICAL ENIU3IA.

Mvii_5, a, is Alt inseci, My 8, 4, 6, is a domesric animal. My

ican importani article for giving Ught My 10, ja, 13, u,
isakind of walklIng-siick. My whole contains ihirteen leiters, and
U the fiame of a liirgc body of water. £ w. c

A S"T. ANDKEVVS8 CKU!?S OF RIAMONOS.

This cross is formed of Ave diamonds, as indicatcd by the dlagram,
e oiiter letters of the central dlacnoiid being used also in formuig
thacljacent blocks, which would be incomptete without them. Each
dihe four poinis of the central diamoiid is used three times, once as
api'lni ufits own block, and once as a point of each of the neighbor.
insblocks. U'hc words of each diamond read the same across as up
uc

1, Upper Left'hand Diamond : i, A consonant. a. A bone.
j,\ MIdanimal. 4. A Tiirkish tille of dignity. 5. In arrears.

)(. Uppcr Righi*hand Diamond: x. In terror. 2. A lool. 3. A
bed, «up)*Qsed 10 be of ilhomen. 4. An insect’s home, and also that
fijihvhich it carches its prey. 5. In unién.

1. CcQiral Diamond: ». In fear. 2. A trce whnse wood is
Uuwh. 3 Trce-gum. 4. Quick and bright intelligence. 3. In
Judiun

IV, Louer Lcfc-hand Dininond: x. In credible. a. An inclosed

i .Apart of a fortificacion. 4. A person fcnd of cracking

ldiklol:e& 5, In dcfensiblc.
y. Lo«er Righidiand Diamond: i. lo caution 2. A great
«flSN. 3. Markeddcwn. 4. A snare. 5. In ended. isola.

EASY BEIIEADED RUYMES.

Iv each of ihc following couplets fih the fir.?t blank with a word
rilich, aficr dropping iis first letter, can be put into the second
llaak, and »I1l then make sense as well asrhyme:

1 The fishcrman, wiih Une all ,
Still kept his padencc as he .

Al the first bilc, the Une he s
And offihc fisli fcH from die —

Pete drew a picture of a*
And drcav ii, 100, wich pcii and

4. When sailing long in many
Wise shipmcn use the juice of-

5. She glared nn him in fcchic
For he had steppcd upon her-

6 The barbcr look his painied —
And stuck ihereon onc raven -

HIDDEN REVERSED RIVERS.

Ineach of ihc following sentences find the namc of ft river con-
| ibe leilers of che fiame being placed so as to spell backward:
| 1 If<ita giove-box formy birthday.present, 2. WilUam Wallacc
11w ftr biscounlry. 3. Last wcek | bought a new * Shakespeare"
It MCvolunte. 4. My unclc was once chascd by an clcphant. 5.

¢«her has gone to buy some Unen. 6, Tcll me what you saw al
| Twooio. pycie.

PROBIEM.

| "AK8 tooo and50; divide by x; add 50;
| a cene

IINIIDEN ERENCII

| four words, meaning "D o everything well or not
| The four words are eoneealed in the following semence :

lu get out the Biennbl Caialogiie. please mallacopy
“Mirfnends al Canri. enclosinc ii in rhc wrappcr which | now scnd

and ihc answer wDIbd

MOTTO.

EASY SQLAKE-WORD.

1 A Ei'Ropean cily. 2 Fragrance,
A refiection, asoUd poriraii More than sound

WATHEMAT'ICAL ri'ZZI.E.

1AJi a word of five leciers, and my sum equals Z)? I am used to
denOle business appertaining to ciiies.
My |

my 2: onc*fifih ofmy §
My 2X my &= {fih of py
My s X nty - meré W. s. p.

SQUARE-W OKU.

3 Bclonging t0O Rome.
b.

1 A COiN used formcrly in Southern F.urope. 2. Custoin. 3 'Hie
plural form Of the iame ofa kind of prison, often sgcii in houses and
in which one sometimes kecps ahule frieod. A dcpury, s*
Quick lo be angered pncls will.

PICTORIAL PUZZLE.

WjTH the letters of ihe nomc of onc of the plants represenied in
ihis picture, spcll the flames of the fivc olhcrs. }

NUMERICAti DIAMOND.

-

w N —

O+ w N

asw
wn

1. My i is in Indcscrjbable. s. My x, 3 is wicked. 3.
* 8, 3,4, 3, Uihc fiame of a forelgn cily, a fash|onab|c resort. 4
3» 4»5. i»a cave. 5 My 5is in indiscriminate. d.

My
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REBVS.

A QUOTATIoM from the play of “ HamlcL

RIDDLE-BOX. 1fL.

VISRY EASY CROSS-WOKD ENTG.nA,

Mv firec u in lo«s, but noi in gain;
My second In trouble, not in pain.
My third js in near, but not in fer
My whole is a vast and luminous star.

DUOP-LKTTER litUR-GLASS PUZZLE.

Central pcrpendiculars: The filame ofone of ihe United iMates
Honronials: x. The fiame of a tropical fruit, in its plural (ira
2. A pleasantdish of uncwked vegetables, 3. A carpentmnctool
4. in libeny. 5. A deiCy oi ancient dmes. 6. One who
hanged on a gallows he hnd prcpared for nnoihcr. 7. A t«mMa
ol wesiem Africa, i hu
HIDDLE.

Takb Just half a dor;en:
Add one.sixth of frozen.
And one-fifth of wcovc,
And you ’li have perceive.
tOUISE E, AXKA

PROP-LETTEIt J>rOTT«.

The mottois that ofthe English guUd, or company, of Wciitri
AV-A-R-R-T-NV-T-T-U-T. ALICE 1aNtCAX,

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN JUNE NUMBFk.

Square-Word.—i, Baron, a. Alone. 3. Roast. 4. Onsci. 5 X<dr,

Oabdbn Puzzle.—i, Pansy. 2. Hollyhock. 3. Pink. 4, Ji«
quil. 5. Mignoncite. 6. Candytuft 7. Latitspur. 8. Tulip. 1
Peony. 10, Phlox. ji. Ivy. la, Porlulacca. tj. Snapdrjgun.

COMOINATION PuzzLB.—1. Oscar, a. Spade, 3. Liajoo. 4
Adore, 5. Kenew.

A Pair Op Diamokds.—T. S- 2.VAn. 3. Satier, 4 NEt. i

10. T.

R- 6. K. 7. ORb. 8. KrAut. BUn
H exagonal Puzzles.— ai m
flT c 31
DANE Wk N~O
|CENi Il A knwa
MERES C XX
SAT LIDA
Diamond tK Word-Square,— X. Helot. 2. Elopc. 1l
Opens. 5. Terse.
Geographical PiICTURE Anacrams.—|I. CharlestfHi: I, | «
arclie.4. «, Colognct onc clog. 3. Washington: hat on 4
WheeUng; G in wheel. 5. Trenton; R on tent. 6. K

in tongs."*—Easy Ckoss-Word.—Londoo,

N CMBRITAf, p UZZLE AND WO RD-SqQUARES,— ASSCVCr.Ithdi (1
Ass. s. See. 3. Set. Il. i.£vc. 2 Van 3 Knd. |l
Rat. 2. Ate. 3, Tea, IV. 1 lon. a. One 3. New.

Rebus,—The longest way about :s thc shortest way home.

Transposjtions —i. Bioadest, best road. 2, Steady, stiyed. >
Is held, shieid, he slid, led his. 4. Supersede, puré sccds. 5. Utfier,
or the. 6- Ye men, oncmy.

Ansvvrrsto Puzzles in the Mav Number wctc received, lie'lst |
May ao. from Florence Wjicox—Cyru.s F, judson—“7, 9 lilia
Latncrs—Chas. A, Hlggins—Maud A. Wllson—I-e*ier .\lapc»-S.
W. P,—Clarence H, 'Soung—Alice Potts—P. T. O —Hertha i'otts- 1
Bessic Taylor—E. D. H.—J. Mondschein—Eddie F. Siurccsfo- |

L, Shepard—N. T.—Mary L. Otis—Jeniiie Kimbali—Allcec

m. ;.-x.or di. jr. .
Bachorach—Bcssie Holchkiss and i'ommy Hotchkiss—Fanny Amot—Louisc C. JacksoH'

Aill *T v M

Hard!"'nmilSr I' n -

Idy—Jennie S- Ward—Sadic Duffield and Consumcc Grand Pierre-Beuic Bnycc-Bes«

—FloT ¢ J1i @i H”gsdon and T"opsy Hode.sdon—Annic A. Anthony—ArthurS. Walcott— Annie Wellington—Lnlii Math« ,
Courghrv H 1l B. Emerson-Robert A. GaUy-Bird Johnscon-" Wjnnlc”-W iil K. Nichols-G. Scl.irnir-
Celk“elllE~An,~ F \ Tu.rrin-Aliec Sulro-ftelcn B. Holmes-Rc» S. Mcllvaine-Hcnry W. Or«,.-V«
-U b Kauflin®i F r C—Barney- -Moihcr Goo5c"-Ullie Burllng JoKphine
“The K 7 Thoraas and Sheldon Emcry-rx.ulM Chapin F.nen-Fr.mk Bown..-.ii-"1iard --nd Toulli"- ,
crf Toster-Alfred W. Slockwcll-Bes.ie L. Reilly-" Malag i Grapes and Harf '
-Tdel?G* ¢ -B IC Brown-Chas. F. Cha«-Peyton J.Van RenLberJk R H
Lourion—HainV Tav T D7v. a ’\V"* and Victor >cott—Ellie and Corrie—Prebo—Ilda Cohn—bcs.‘ic T.
« Men of Gyihari- |

vefl «

fTI
ivarciisue- cmverLeaf Julll'e Seaton- Kltly Alwatel A. Guyot Canieron-"

L d-The Th i
”R%Jljesrs 0% Faranﬂ«ly Tumgr er%l?]atcf Stockton.
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