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THE KAISERBLUMEN.

By Celia Thaxter.

Have you hcarcl of the Kaiserblume,
0 little children swcet,

That grows in the fields of Germany,
Light waving arnong tlic wheat?

T is only a simple flower,

But were | to try all day,

lis grace and charm and bcauty
lcouid n’t begin to say.

By field and wood and road-side,
Delicate, hardy and bold,

It blossoms in wild profusion
In cvery color but gold.

The children love it dearly,
And with dancing feet they go
To seek it with song and laughtcr ;
And all the people know

That the emperor’s daughter loved it
Like any peasant maid;

And, when she died, tier father,
Stern Kaiser Wilhelm, said;

' This flower iiiy darling cherished,
Honored and crowncd shall be ;

Henceforth 't is the Kaiserblume,
The flower of Germany.”
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Then he bade his soldicrs wear it,
Ticd in a gay cockade.

And the quaint and hiimblc blossom
His royal token madc.

Said little Hans to Gretchen,
One summer motning faiv,

As they played in the fields together.
And sang in the fragrant air;

‘O look at the Kaiserblumen

Tiiat grow in the grass so thick I
Let ’s gather our arms full, Gretchen,
And take to the emperor, quick !

‘For never werc any so beautiful,

So blue and so white and red !”
So all they could carry they gathered,
And thoug' “ of the princess dead.

Then under the blazing sunshine

They trudged o’er the long white road,
That led to the kaiser’s palace,

With their brightly nodding load.

Bui long ere the streets of the city
They trod with their little feet.

As hot they grew and as tired
As their corn-flowers bright and sweet.
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And Gretchcn’s cheeks were rosy
With a weary travcl stain,

And her tangled hair o’ev hcr lilue, blue eyes,

Fell down in a golden rain.

And at last all thc nodding blossoms
Their shiniiig heads hung down,—

But “ Chcer up, Gretchen !” cried little Hans,

“\Ve Ve almost reacbed the town!

‘We ’ll knock al the door of the palacc,
And wont be be glad to see

All thc princess’s flowers weVe broiight him
Think, Gretchen, how pleascd he ’ll be !”

So they plodded patiently onward,
And with hands so soft and small

They knocked at thc palace portal,
And swectly did cry and cali:

“ Please opcn the door, O Kaiser!
We Ve brought some flowers for you,
Our arms ful! of Kalserblumen,
AU rosy and white and bluc!”

But nobody hecded or answered,
‘Til at last a soldier grand

Bade the weary wanderers leave the gate,
With a gruff and sterii command.

But “ No!” cried the children, wecping;
Though trembling and sove afraid,
And clasping their faded flowers,
“We must come in!” they said.

A lofty and splendid presence,
The echoing stair carne down;

To know the king there was no nced
That he should wear a crown.

THE KAISERBLUMEN.

And the children cried: “ O Kaiser,
We have brought your flowers so far!
And we are so tired and hungry !
See, Emperor, herc they are !”

They held up their withered posies,
While into the Emperor’s face

A beautiful light carne stealing,
And he stooped with a stately grace;

Taking the ruined blossoms,
With gentle words and mild
He coraforted- with kindness
The heart of each trembling child.

And that was a wonderful glory
That the little ones laefell!
And when their heads are hoary,
They still will the story tell,

How they sat at thc Kaiser’s tablc,
And dined with princes and kings,
In that far-off day of splendur
Filled full of marvelous tliings!

And home, whecn thc sun was sctting,
The happy twain were scnt,

In a gleaming golden carriage
With horses magnificent.

And like the wildcst vision
Of Fairy-land it seemed ;
Hardly could Hans and Gretchen
Believe they had not drcamed.

And even their children’s children
Eager to hear will be,

How they carried to Kaiser Wilhelm
The flowers of Gerraany.
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By Mary Norwest.

“1°M just suffering for a chowder,” said Mr.
Larks.

" Are you ? Well, I bclieve I could makc a very
passablc chowder out of river fish,” said Mrs.
Lirks-

"Tliat would be a joke!
rebukc her!”

1d like to try it, any way. Catch me some
big Salmén,—but a chowder can’t be cookcd in a

“No,” said Mr. Larks.
onii picnic.”

” Father,” said Jenny, “ you know you promised
wsake Diim and Dee the next time we went."

1°Yes, | did ask your little cousiiis to go.”

* And father,” said Hugh, “ Ralph and Frank
Mver get a chance to go anywhere j and Tthink |
oughi to have some company as well as Jenny.”

”1've no objection. Let me see,—that will just
a1 the wagén. | shall want to stay two days.
There is a deserted log-house down tlieie. Brown
skpt in it last week. With a load of stvaw we
coukl be quite corafortable, even ifit rained.”

" Where are you going, father ?”

“Uown to Deep Slough.”

They all sat up an hour later than usual plan-
oing the frolic.

Tlic Larks family are addicted to picnics. 1 say
iddictcd, for some of their neighbors think it
smounis to a vice. Oid Mrs. Black is a very
plaia-spiiken oid lady who Uves over the way, and
shc,.ays “ you never know what minute they ’ll start
lie hall year round. They ’re a-wild-flowerin’,
Ml a-fernin’, and a-blackbenyin’, and a-autumn-
ton’, and a-redhawin’, and a white-sandin’, and
nowgoin’ a-fishin’ for two hull days. It does bcat
2u!”  And Mrs. Black pushcs back her sun-bon-
od, and gazes through her round, bowed specta-
tks in amazement.

The boys and girls carne to stay all night, so as
bbe Ll time in the morning; for the plan was to
slsnal day-break, and brcakfast five miles away in
liewoocls. The boys heid deep consultations over
fcwinoks and lines, while Jenny, and Uum and

fluttered about Mrs. Larks, tvying to help.
Tiesc little girls had bcen very properly chi-istened
and Martha. But therc was only a year’s dif-
unto in their ages, and they were now of exactly

N ame size. They dressed alike, and looked
I*ike, and never had but one opinién on any siib-
| So their father took to calling them Tweedle-

Shade of a cod-fish,

“ We shall have to go

dum and Tweedledee, which was soon shortcned
to “Dum” and “ Dee.”

An oid davkey, named Jacob, had been engaged
to liaul the luggage. He was to start the afternoon
bcfore they did. When he carne with his wagon.
Mi- Larks and the boys helped to stow away the
baskcts and tubs and buckets filled with bread and
butter and pickles and jam, boiled ham, stuffcd
veal, fricd chicken, potatoes, jce, eggs, fryiiig-pan,
and the great kettle to hold the promised chowder.

“ Jacob,” said Mrs. Larks to the olcl darkey who
stood by, grinning, “ | ain afraid your oid horse
can’t haul that load."

“ Lor' bless ye. Mis' Larks, that aint no load fur
Jane, Why, Jane is as pcart a maro as ever you
see.”

“ Poor thingi she hangs her liead as if she was
uttcrly discouraged.”

“ Jane 'sjistin‘olent!
can puli like a mulé when she wants to.
is in’olent, | can’t deny,”

“ Well, drive 011, Jacob,” said Mr. Laiks, “ and
don't camp till you come to the place | told you of,
—the creek, the bridge, and the little red house
onthehill,”

“ And make a fire, and have hotwater ready for
our coffee in the morning,” said Mrs. Larks.

“ Yes, ma’am, | ’ll be thar, and Jane ’ll be thar,
and de kittic will be bilin’, as shore as de sun goes
round de world 1 Hi, dar! you Jane, wake yo’seff
up,— along.”

Slowly oid Jane woke up, gradually got her lcgs
in motion, and the oid wag6n went creaking down
the Street.

Mrs. Lavks thought she would never get those
children quiet that night. For the joyous ex-
citement kept the young eyes bcaming, and the
tongues wagging and laughter ringing. At last,
Mr. Larks carne upstairs and told thcm he wished
they would go to sleep, so that they ’d all wake in
time to hear a dock strike that lie had borrowed
for this occasion from a dcaf gentleman. It only
struck once in twcnty-four hours, and that was at
four oclock in the morning. He lioped they would
all hear it, fur it was really very curious.

At las, the house is quiet. As the hours go by,
the big busy town is quiet, too; only the bright
young moon is awake and full of light. But it
isn’t a fuil-grown moon, so she don’t stay up all
night. Now the daik, still hour before dawn is
slipping quietly away.

That ’s all ails her. She
But Jane
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Suddcnly a great crash comes in the house,—a
ring-a-rush-a-rattie-te-bang-er-rang-rang !'—as
if forty Chinese gongs liad been walking in their
sleep, and had fallen down-stairs together.

In a moment, all is confusién. Volees cry from

every room:
““0, whatis it?”
“Where isit?”

“ Is it thunder?"

“ Unele ! aunty ! raothcr ! we ’re so scared!”

“ Are you all awake ?" called Mr. Larks; “itis
the deaf man’s clock!” Then he gave a great
laugh.

“I1t’s a sell, boys!” cried Hugh.
girls.”

There is a riish of white figures through the hall,
a great scrimmage, and a general pillow-figlit until
the Lnughter isalraost smothered. But Hugh sorae-
how manages to turii the gas up to a full blaze,whcn
the white figures scamper away in much confusién.

Everybody gets dressed in a minute,—evcn little
Bob, who is only five years oid.

“1 nerer was up in the mixed of the night
before,” he said. “ The girls want to go out to see
the morning star.”

“ Indeed, we are not hungry, Gnele !”

“ No eat, no go,” answered Mr. Larks, firmly.

So they meekly drank the cups of cliocolate.

“ Girls are just queer about eating," whispercd
Ralph to Hugh, over his second cup and an un-
counted sandwich.

“ 0, girls are not iikc boys 1
any time. Can’t you?”

But the horses and the great spring wagdn are
at the door. O, the flurry and the fun ofstarting!
The boys select the back seat as desitable in offer-
ing a slight chance of being tipped out, as bcing
behind the girls, whom they delight to teaze, and
as farthest removed from “ the powers that be.”

After Mrs. Larks and Bobhy and Mr. Larks are
comfortably settied on the front seat, Mrs. Larks
remembers that she has forgotten several things.

“ Run, Maria, and get that pickled pork. O,
yes, and the hard crackers; and, dear me, Hugh
jump out and get that little box of medicines on
the parlor-table j and, Maria, | Ve forgotten that
basket of tomatoes the man brought last night.”

“ Well, iny dear, is there anything else you
cau/d forget. The number of things the female
mind is capable of forgettingl Now, shall we go?
—al! right '—get up, Jack !”

Mr. Larks jerks his lein and chirrups, but the
horses back and halt.

“H’'m!” said Mrs. Larks. “ A female would
never forget to untie the liorses !”

“ W hat!” cried Mr. Larks, jumping out in con-
fusion. “ 1believe 1did forget that.”

“ Come on,

Why, | can eat at
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“ Mr. Peterkin !” cried Jénny.

The shout of laughter that went up from the
whole party vvoke oid Mrs. Black, who tlioughi,
at first, it was a fire; but turned over and
“ It ’s only them plaguey Larks 1”

Away go the horses, clattering through ire
strcets, down fio the river,—the noble, the bc.iuii-
ful Mississippi | A deep glow of light niounts vp
the eastern sky. Adelicate bloom spreads oreribe
great fiood, swelling, dimpling, flowing. Its m&
ment is like life, and its murmur is like breatli.

Out on the bridge they go. Tlie swift water is
rushing beneath them, tlie frcsh wind bloning
around them, and the morning light shining in
their faces.

“ 0, uncle,” said Dee, “ | know | 'm going ©|
have the best time | ever had :n my life.”

“ Yes,” said Dum, “ I can feel it a-beginning
now !"

Wheu they leave the bridge the road winsl|
along beneath great clms and sycamores; on tlieir
left the bluff rises wild and leafy, and on their right |
runs the shining river.

Gayly the horses toss their heads, and bendlo |
their work. Lightly fall their hoofs, as if they
knew what merry hcarts are behind, on whai j|
mcrry holiday,

Just as the party have settlcd into quielness, they|
see the cieek, the bridge, and the little red house.

Down by the river riscs the sraoke of a fire, ad|
oid Jacob is swinging his hat in welcoine. Tbel
young ones bubble over in a great cheer. Thel
boys tumble out behind, and go roysteving overj
the green. The wagon is stopped ncai the fie [
and the girls scramble down over the wheels andi
go capering after the boys. Waithia five ininuKsl
they have all poked tho fire, skipped stoncs onthcl
uater, swung on grape-vines, and ate nosv peepiiig
into the luncheon-baskets.

“ | should ihink,” said Mrs. Larks, “ tha!'ve|
have brought forty youngsters in place of six.”

“ De kittle am a-bilin’, ma’am,” said Jacob.

“ Beautifiilly ! Now for breakfast!”

Her too-willing assistants would have had evei;-l
thing out of the wagdn if she had not stopped|
them. Bobby carne up from the creek, calling:

“ Mamma, tlicre is many little fishesdowii there,!
and they can hop on their little legs. | did caiciil
a fish for you, mamma.”

Then he opened his little hand, and a baby i«g
hopped out of it. This was “ nuts” to the boyij
and they rolled on the grass and laughed wnd
they were tired.

And what a jolly breakfast tiiac was! Whan
delectable fragrance rose from those coffee-cufsj
what a keen appetite everybody had, and «h'
rollicking good humor shone in every face 1
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e1 think,” said Mr. Larks, as he helped them
all round for the third time, * that I nevcrcuta
«hitcr loaf, or a pinker, tenclerer hain."

Jacob beamcd with satisfaccion, as be sat tvich
Us back against a tree, bis oft-replenisbed piate
before him.

“Come, boys, if you are ready, let us lake the

CATCHIXC TUB SALUON. (SEB PAGS8 639.)

stw and go up thc creek and gct some min-

Jenny wanted to go, too, but Dum and Dec were
Wt adventurous, and preferrcd to stay and “ help
. Mty." thc merriest and busicst little maids in the
»<t0.
mMissus,” said Jacob, “ if ye got any scraps to
‘i'towout, give 'em to my oid lioss, will ye?”
" Will she eat scraps?”
"Jist try her once't. You Jane, coraeheah!"
J*ne carne up knowingly, ate with a good relish,
i *s nickered for more.
I "Pooroid horsc, she must be hungry.
*¥%she had any grain?"

Jacob,

CHOWDER. 637

“No’m, but a boy up to your housc gimme a
right sraart chunk o' hay for ’er.”

“ And you gave her no grain ?”

“No 'm, | wouldn't daré to,” said Jacob, with
his eyesvcry big and solemn. “ Spilc her, shor,
ma'am. She would n’t ncver eat no scraps if ye
give her grain.”

“ Now, J.acob, listen to me. Jane is going
to have grain three times a day on thisirip;
give hcr a mcasure of oats now.”

I ’'m bound to mind ye, missus; but she’ll
be that sassy the’’ll be no livin” with her!”

The poor hungry horso thrust her nose
greedily into the mcasure.

* See how she likes it!” cried Mrs. L.arks.

* ’Course, ma’am, that’s Jist chicken to her.
But pore folkscs’hosscs can’t be so fearful pa’-
tic'lar'bout what dey eats. It ’s like a pore
clarkcy spectin’ fur to have spring chicken de
huU year round, and, consequentially, he can’t
git it. And he wont wait long. He ’ll done
come down to pone and bacon powerfu'quick!”

“Jacob,” answered Mrs. Larks, seriously,
“ what you say is truc. Butyou and Jane shall
both have spring chicken on this trip.”

“’Bleeged to ye, ma’am. Jane ainttoo back-
ard to eat, naiher’m 1. And | better be
hitchin” up. I ’ll jist back round so we kin
h’ist in them things.”

In five minutes they all were upon the road
again, with Jacob foUowing slowly.

Often one, two, and sometiraes three rows
of islands extend along the banks of the
Mississippi for miles. The streams running
between the islands and the shorc, like little
rivers, are cailed sloughs, though the fiame
belies them, for they are often deep and clear,
and game fish abound in them. Palé green
willows edge thc shorcs, and droop over the

water.  Trumpet-vine and wild grapcs grow
in rank luxuriance. Great elms bow to each
ocher from island to island, and icach their

delicatedraped arms acrossthe streams. Where
the woods are darkcst, and the water dccpest, the
wagon stops. The bluff is cleft by a little ravine;
on one side a perpendicular wall of rock, with a
little stream at the base; on the other a green
slopc, where the oid log.hut stands in the sun-
shinc.

“ Now, hurry up, boys, if you want any fish for
dinner,” said Mr. Larks.

Only boys can be as busy as those boys were,
unhitching the hoiscs, and getting out lines and
baiL

“ Lucky we gotthose minnows, fatbcr; but, girls,
j'ou may run away with mother, for you ’ll talk and
scare the fish,” said Hugh.
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“ No, we wont. Can't we fisli, father?”

“ Yes, my lassie, come. | ’ll bait your hook.”

Jenny watched liim catch the little silvery min-
now in the bucket, but as he put it on the hook,
she gave a little sobbing sigh and turned away.

“ O what a fisher you are!” said Frank. “ Hosv
can you fish if you can’t see a hook baited ?”

“ Now, boys,” said Mr. Larks, “ you leave these

girls alone, or I ’ll duck you. When you are as
oid as | am you will like tender-hearted girls a
good deal better than hard-hearted oncs.”

The other little girls take lines also; but the
mosquitoes hite Dee, and the mosquitoes hite Dum,
and soon they lay their poles down and quietly slip
away to “ aunty,” and enjoy theinselves sweeping
out the olcl house, and trot aliout gathering fiowers.
Jenny holds out bravely. Suddenly her cork goes
bob, bob, bobbing out of sight.

“ Steady, Jen, stcady !”

A wild, uncertain jcrk, and the first catch lies
fioundering in the grass.

“ A black bass ! Hurrah for girls!” said Mr.
Larks.

The boys hear the sliout, but don’t answer.
Their masculinc liearts are consumed with envy.

“ Father,” said Jenny, saucily, “ 1 guess 1 wont
fish any more. 111 go, and give the boysa chance."

A MISSISSIPPI
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An hour gocs by. Mr. Larks catches a coupk
of striped bass, and Frank a croppie, but Ralph
and Hugh have not caught a single fish, andar?
greatly mortified. They determine to try their
luck fartiier off, and wander away out of sight
Tlicy stop wherc the slough narrows and an od
trec bcnds lo'v and casts a dcep shadow over it?
water. Hugh takes a larger hook, puts on his big.

MRS. I.ARr:S KILLS THE TLATES

gest minnow from the bucket, and casts liis lire.
At the moment it strikes the water he fecis .i bite.
Jerk,—jork,—away gocs the line. His roil bends
violentiy.

“ Hold 011, Hugh, hold on! He s a wlioppct.
I saw him !"" cries Ralph, sinking on his knocs in
a perfect frenzy of excitement.

The great fish is thrashing the water back and
forth.

“ Give him his head !” dirccted Ralph; “gi't
him his head till he gets tired.”

A few mbments of breathless, eager anxiely, and
they puttheir young wits to work to capture the pnze.

“ He 's growing tired now. You stand fartiier
down and | 111 coax him up, and you grab liira”

It is near the shore. Risking all, Hugh givesa
jerk, but the fish is too lieavy for liis polc; il
Ralph catches the line and clvags the fish ashorc;
but with a great flounder it teais itself loose,—

another and it will be back in the water. Can
Hugh bear to lose it? No! He flings himself
upon the fish and grovels in the wet sand. liowil
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fights and struggles ! It is a game fish, but itisa
gamc boy ! As fast as it wrigglcs out, Hugh wrig-
glesdown over it. His iegs are in the water, sand
isin his moutli, but he does not let go. Ralph is
dodging around, wild to help.

"Double the Une,—make a noose,—here, slip it
uncier his gills.”

The string tightens instantly, and they liaul the
prize safely up.

Away they stari, dragging the fish, shouting
ifildly. All rush to meet them.

"Jcininently 1” cried Mr. Larks; “ a ten-pound
salmén, or it may be tweive. Where did you get
Min? How did you land him?”

A loud and excited account of their exploit was
received with great applause. The boys were
soaked with miid and water. Their clothes were
lorn, their hancls were bleeding, their faces were
daubed with mucl and sand. But pride and satis-
factioii shone in their countenances. They fclt
ihemsclves to be.heroes, and wci-e so rcgarded by
ihciradmiring fricnds.

Now, wont we have a chowdcr1” said Mrs.
Larks. “ But every one must help. Boys, goupto
ik house, and on the rafters you will find the oid
doilies yon laughed at me for bringing.” They
«ent to work with light good will.

Jenny split the hard crackers and buttered them,
M, Larks weepingly sliced the onion, Dum and
Dec laid the cloth and set the table. Frank
meekly brought sticks for the fire,—he had n’t
caiighi a big fish, poor boy ! Mrs. Larks peeled
the tomatoes, and cut thin slices of poi'k, while to
Hugh and Ralph belonged the honor of superin-
tending Jacob in preparing the great fish for the
pot. Everything is ready, in go the layers, while
iheyall stand around and watch the piocess with
absorbed attention. Pork, fish, onion, toniato,

WHAT WAS
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pork, fish, etc., etc., until the kettie is full; then
the crackers on top.

“ Now, boys, fill up with water,—not too full,—
put on the covcr, draw up the coals, so! and we
have nothing to do but—wait 17

The boys rolled on the grass and groaned with
hunger. Mrs. Larks and the little girls sat on one
of the blankets spread out on the ground. Mr.
Larks lay on anotlier, widr his head resting luxu-
riously on a fat bolster.

“ Was that good straw you got for us to sleep
on, Jacob?” asked Mr. Larks.

* Jist as clean as a whistle, sir.”

Now Mrs. Larks got up and took the cover off
the pot, and looked and tasted.

“ Thathasapowerfu’nourishin’smell,” said Jacob.

*“ And it is done,” said Mrs. Larks.

She filled the piales as they all gaihered around
the cloth spread on the grass.

Mr. Larks tasted.

“ Now, I cali thar a good chowder.”

He tasted again.

“ I caliit a first-rate chowder, a tip-top chowder.
Ladies and gentlemen, hurrah for the first cook
and the first lady in the land !”

They all waved their spoons and responded lust-
ily, and then “ fell to” upon the savory feast

The sun had set whcii dinner was over, and they
piled the logs high till the blaze leaped up cheeriy,
and then they sat around the fire and told storics
of a good Indian, a cunning bear, and a brave stag
that swam the Mississippi. Then the moon carne
sailiiig swiftiy up through the dark trees, and they
were tired. Each took a blanket and all went to
the oid log-house and lay down on the straw, piled
deep and soft over the fioor. They heard the faint,
lonely cries of a hird, but the murmur of the great
river and of the woods hushed them to sleep.

IT?

I WATCHED a butterfly on the wing;
I saw him alight on a sunny spray.
His pinions quivered;
The blossoms shivered;
I know he whispered somc startling thing.
But why so bold,
Or what he told,
While poising there on the sunny spray,
| 've never learned to this blessed day.
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THE BABY’'S MORNING.

By Sarah E. Chester.

One morning, a little bird flew down from thc
clouds. He stopped to rest on the tip-top of a
poplar-tree in a grove where thcre was nothing but
poplars. All the leaves of the trees turned their
white faces up to the sun; and the sun looked
down and made them shine till the little bird
laughed to see. He may have been trying if his
voice were in tune for a song; but the notes rip-
pled out of his moiith exactly like a bird laugh.

He cocked his head at the shining leaves; he
bobbed them many a gallant bow; and he sprcad
his pretty feathers for them to look at. Then he
sang them a song,—such a song as they scldoni
had a chance to hear,—for, though many birds
passed that way from the clouds and stopped over
for rest and refreshment, paying for their lodging
and thc insccts they ate, in singing, few travelers
carried in their beaks such bonny songs as his.

The poplar leaves courtesied in the breeze and
twinklcd in the sunshine, and did their best to

“SHE COULD KUN AWAY, TOO.*

charm him into staying; but he wanted to go
down and say good-inorning to the grasses and the
flowers, and the blue water that made such pretty
pictuics of the sky .where he had been. Beside,
he had songs that he must carry to somebody.

So he left the poplar leaves; but wherever he
went that morning there was something shining.

It seemed as if all Ihe world were turning upits
face to be noticed by the sun. God had made 3
beautiful morning, and wherever the little bird
went he sang to the morning.

He perched on the flowers that were not too fal
to bcar him, and he lingered long in the rose ad
lilac and snow-ball bushes. He skippcd on te
pickets of the fenccs, singing to them all. He ws
ven- frienclly with the poor little butterfiies tlui
could never hope to reach the clouds, fior the jrecs,
even, on their tiny, wenk wings. And he chirped
kindly to thc crawling things.

One of them was a fat, black ant, a bite not «
be despised for a bird's breakfastj but he did mt
snap it up. One of them was a long, brown nom
that would have made quite a meal by itself. It
could not have been berause he was the early bird
that had breakfastcd well on worms already, and it
must have been bccause the meanest life seemed
too precious to take this morning, that he Icft hm
wriggling in the dirt whose grains the sun s
turning into sands of gold. Anothcr of them «s
a gorgeous black and yellow Caterpillar, too fiiay
to be very tempting to his bili at any time. And
another of them was a lovely pink'and white baby,
working her way on hands and knees through the
long grass, that was going to be shaven ciése lo
morrow to make a vclvet lawn.

They had left Hetty with the baby that morning
when they all svent off to town for Spring shop-
ping; and Hetty was asleep.

She was a drowsy little colored girl who nei-t
succeeded in getting as much sieep as she wanted.
They waked her too early in the morning. Thej-
kept her up too late at night. They would not let
her take long naps in the day-time. Her eyelids
were always heavy with the sleep she misscd, ad
her mouth always yawning for it. She alinost
dropped asleep upon the kitchen stove if she lin
gered over it long; and the brightest days were her
most miserable ones. The warmer the sunshine,
the duiler and drowsier her brain j and ncver a
chance to run away to Drcara-land for a motneni,
for these were the very days when the baby nrsi
be out for airings from morning till evening.

Hetty liked the sheltcr of the house best «lien
the sun slione its brightest; so she would ncithet
take the baby imder a tree in the garden, fior draw
her carriage up and down the avenue, whcrc ihf
trees locked arms over the path, and made a roof
of leaves that only let the sunshine through te
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cmecks.  The baby scolcled and ciicd for lier car-
tiage; but sbe had no big papa and mamma there

THRaCCH THE CLOVER-TOPS.

totake her part, and the cook was down the alley
«iih licr friond the milkraan.

So Hetty gathered toys together in the back par-
lor, made the room cool and dark—almost as nice as
night itself,—and called the babyto come and play.

She stretched herself comfortably upon the car-
pct, and built a grand block tower for the baloy.
She was quite a long time making it tall and firm ;
but the baby knew that only one touch of her little
Snger would tumble it over into common blocks in
a second; and she loved to see a tall tower go
tuinblinginto blocks at her touch. But
slie did not toddle across the room to
voueh it, for she was busy crying for
Ucmorning God had made for her—
and what were block towers that she
should notice them when her heart
ives set on sunshine and fiowers and
the miisic of the birds ?

Then Hetty built along, long row
of tents, and the baby knew she had
only to blow a little breath for them
alito go tipping over, one upon the
other, till there should be nothing
left but a pack of common cards
streawn along the carpct. She loved
lo see the tents, that it took Hetty
0 much time to build, spoiled in a
single second by only the breath of 1
her li)s. But the voices of the birds, i
and the smell of flowers blown in at
tlicwindows, were calling her to come
out to the morning; and her tears
fell because slie could not hinder them j and she
soolded cruel Hetty, who lay between her and the
open door, and paid less and less attention to her.
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But by and by when Hetty’s head was very still
upon her arra, and she called no longer, the baby
gresv tired of tlie sound of her own crying and
ran across the room to make Hetty speak to
her again. She climbed 011 her back and j3oked
at her closed eycs. She ticklcd her neck and
pullccl her little tight black curls. She blew
the tents over, and knockcd the tower down
with a great crash,—and bccause that did not
movc her, she knew it was really true that
Hetty had run away to Dream-land, and that
now there was no one to watcli her; and that
she could run away, too—just wherevcr she
pleased.

She saw the open door; she heard the birds
calling, and smelt the garden flowers; and
svhen she got outside she saw the little leaves
on the trees bowing to her politely, as they
always did if she looked up.

She loved the morning that secmcd to love
her so much, and she ran out into it—going

down the steps, in her hurry, with now and then a
slide she had not planned for, and now and then a
bump she had not planned for, eithcr.

But the grass was soft and cool, and it comforted
all her bruises when she once got rolling and creep-
ing and tumbling about in it. And there were
golden biittercups to pick; and there were clover
tops to eat,—white when one gre>v tired of red, and
red when one grew tired ofwliite; and there were
butterflics to watch and try to follow, and lo see go
flying, like ivee birds, away above the clover >vhen

“RISINC OH 5L0W WIHGS AUUVE THE CRASS
little hands carne near. There were green and

browii creatures of every size and shape hopping
from clover to clover and from grass to grass.
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There were little threads of shining light coraing
down from the sky, and touching here a clover top
and here a buttercup and here a daisy. They did
not run away from her when she stole near to
catch them, but nestled in her fingers—and vyet
when she opened her fingers to look at them
they were never to be seen—which was a great
and a sad puzzle to her.

Therc were flowers, there were buttcrflies,
there were shining beetles; there were beaded
and feathered grasses; there were the sun-
beams—but, oh, above them all therc were the
birds that made the music for her !

For, in her little, ignorant mind (which had
no teachcr but love, and learned no lesson but
that she was queen of all hearts—whether they
beat in the bosoms of the flowers that grew,
or in the brcasts of the birds that journeyed
back and forth from earth to heavcn, or in the
breasts of the people who lived always down
upon the earth) she bclieved that every beau-
tiful thing was bcaudful just for her. The
flowers blossomcd, the grass grew green and
tall, the butterflies were red and yellow, and
knew how to flutter their pretty wings and fly
away, the sunbeams glittered, and the birds sang
their songs, just for her.

This was her morning, her very own, and the
growing things and the live things knew it. She
was the queen of the morning, and her crown was
the golden top of her head that rose up out of the
grass, and was all that any one could see of her as
she sat deep in it. But what was it that by and by
made the flowers she had hcld so fast slip out of
her fingers; that made her forget there were
butterflies and beetles to chase ; that lifted her
eyes far above the tallest grasses, and made her
listen and listen as if there were no longer any-
thing to scc? The buttcrcups were as yellow
as ever, tlie sunbeams as golden, the grass as
green; but her heart was full of music—of
music more wondcrful than she had ever heard
before.

What was it? Ouiy the song of a bird ! Only
a bird’s voicc, rising so high, with notes wild and
merry that made her wild and merry, too, till she
clappcd her hands and shouted and laughed; fall-
ing so low that its sadness made her sigh, and her
little heart—which had never known sorrow of its
own—knew the sorrow of the bird’s song. Only
a bird; and only that little brown bird on the
lowcst branch of the maple-ti ee.

Yes; she could see the music come rising and
falling, laughing and sighing, out of his mouth.
And she knew from the way he kept his eyes on
hers, singing to her alone, that of all the birds he
was her very own,—sent down to carry the best
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songs they had in the clouds to the little queen o
the morning.

He saw her face turned up to the sun, like al
the other lovely things he had met on his joiuney.
ing; and he thought it the loveliest thing of dL

vV

‘SHE LIFTED HIM GBNTLV.

But he did not daré venture nearer than that low
cst branch of the maple-tree ; although there were
little hands beckoning him, and cooing tones coax-
ing him and grand preparations going on fot liis
reception.

Many a time the baby spread her apvon smooth
over her knees; many a nest of buttercups ard
daisies she madc for him in her lap ; and whenever
he stopped to rest between his songs she beckoned
him down, calling;

“ Tome birdy ; tome-pitty bivdy, tome tobahy 1”

She was sure he loved her, and she did not know
why he refused to come, unless he had naughty
wings that would not bring him. So by and by
she began to coax the wings;

“ Tome itty wings, bring birdy down to me!" ~

“ Shall | ketch ’im for you, baby ?” said a wice
through the pickets, and therc stood Freddy
Doane on the other side of the fence that separaied
his yard from the baby’s—and in one hand he held
a fish-pole and in the other a salt-cellar.

“ | hearcl you frew the window,” said Freddy.
“ You can ketch him if you put salt on his
tail.”

The baby watched Freddy lay the grains Qllthe
cnd of the pole and lift it up very carefully. But
it would not reach half as far as the lowest branch
of the maple-tree ; and the bird’s voice rang outin
merry pedis that seeraed to be laughing hatd at
foolish Freddy.

“ 1 °d chase him if | had wings,” said Freddy.

“ Tome, itty wings !” said the baby.

“ Come on down here,” said Freddy, tlirowitig
a stone he had in his hand.
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He was never more surprised than whcn he saw
it stvike the wing he liad aimed for, and never
more frightened than when the merry song stopped
suddenly, and two little feet lost their hold of the
twig wliere they had clung, and a little wounded
bird, with blood-stains on its breast, carne fluttering,
fliviering down.

He rail and hid from the cruel wrong he had not
mcaiu to do j but the baljy did not run away. She
wss n’t surprised, fior frightened. She only thought
ihat the wings were tired of refusing her and that
at List her bird was coming home to his nestin
her ipron.

She got it all ready for him once more; but he
dr<iliped into the deep grass under the maple-trec,
and she was grievcd because she tliought she had
losihim. But in a moment he carne rising on
slow wings above the grass, and she saw that he
MSonly playing hide-and-seek with her.

So she laughed and shouted “ I spy,” and
playcd the game as long as he liked it; blinding
her eyes when he dropped under the grass to hide,
and r.nlling “ | spy,” whenever he carne struggling
up again.

But all the while she toddled nearer and nearer
hmi, until she could have jaid her hand on him if
he liad not hopped away. He wanted to play
'stag " then, she saw ; so she followcd him wher-
ever he led, touching him very gently with the tip
of her finger once in a while, to show that she had
caught him.

And at last the games were all over. He was
ready for his nest. He stood quite still, panting

643

and trembling uncicr the touch of the little finger
that stroked him lovingly.

“ Toming home now, birdy?” said the baby,
as once more she built him a nest of flowers in her
lap.

She lifted him gently and laid him in; and she
wondered what made his body throb so very, very
hard and fast; and she wondered where he got
those pretty red spots on his breast; and she
wondered why he only opened his bili and chirped,
chirped pitifully, when she begged him to sing her
one of his beautiful songs.

The song he could noc sing was in his eyes; and
it was so very sad, thai when he looked at the baby
her own eyes dropped teare.

But when he hid his head under his wing, and
lay a quiet little ball of feathers in the midst of the
flowers, her heavt was comfortcd; for she knew he
had gone to sleep, and would sleep all weariness
and sadncss away.

She was so afraid of waking him that she would
not move a finger; and by and by hcr stillness
brought clrowsincss, and her head drooped till it
found a resting-placc; and she in hcr nest of
flowers, he in his, slept soundly, while all the
world was wide awake and gay.

The baby’s mamma woke her when she found
her, but no one could wake the little bird; and
yct thc baby will never belie\'e that she has heard
the last of his wonderful music.

She thinks he has gone back to the clouds,
where she some day shall follow, and where he:
will sing to her again on many a summer morning.
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THE AQUARIUM

Bv Emma D.

AM sure all r-ouns;
pcoplc enjoy visiting
an aquarium. Here,
inthe United States,
there are one or two
good aquaria, yct
noiie of them can
compare with some
of those in Europe.
At Brighton, on the
South coast of Eng-
land, isan aquarium,
more splendid and
interesting than any
other in the world.
We take the cars
from London, and
ride for about two
houvs throui;h the
beautiful  country,
past farms and pretty villages with their rcd-tiled
roofs, and gray oid churches, and then we bc-
gin to pass the curious chaik hills, green and
grassy on top, and white where the rallroad cuts
through them. Then cornos a long, dark tun-
nel, and, as soon as it is passed, the train stops
at the top of a high hill, where we can look down
over the city to the sea beyond. A short riele down
the steep strcets, and then we come out on a broad

Street lined with hotels and dwelling-houses and
splendid shops, all facing the open sea. W e cross
the road, and there are the fishing-boats and the
curious houses on wheeis, called “ bathing ma-
chines.” Thcre are two iong piers stretching out
into the water, and there are thousands -of people
waiking on the broad side-walk above the beach,
or strolling on the sand and listening to the band
playing on the pier. Here it is we find the faraous
aquarium. It is not a house, as in Berlin, or a
great wooden barn, as aC.New York, but is really
a great cellar below the level of the Street. In the
middlc of the Street is a handsome gate-way, and
some broad stops leading down under ground. We
pay our shilling at the gate, and pass down the
stcps under a wooden canopy, and between rows
of plants all in bloom, and come to the Grand
Pavilion or entrancc hall.

This hall is built in the style of a Pompeiian
house, the walls and columns of colored brick and
térra cotta, and the roof of iron and giass. Here
are books and papers and comfortable seats, and

CORRIIWR or THE BRIGHTOH
ACJUARIOM.
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we can sit and read, or look at the glass tanks
placed on pedestals round the room. Pvett\- and
inviting as the room is, it is only the entrance to
the long halls where the great tanks may be seen,
A door on the right has an inviting sign: “ To
THE Sea Lions.” Hark! Is that the biukofa
dog? It is Mr, Sea Lion calling for his dinner,
We come to what seems like a rocky cave, with a
great tank ofwater in thc middlc, and there on ihe
bank sits a strange black monster. With ihe
head of a dog and the flippers of a scal, and a
most ungainly body, the big fellow sits on tlie «et
stones watching a man with a basket of fish. The
man holds up a fish, and Mr. Sea Lion takes it
down at one swallow, and then barks loudly for
more. Hullo! What’s that? The water ripptcs,
and a small, black licad comes up. It is Maslcr
Baby Sea Lion, a little fellow, and as eagcr for his
dinner as his venerable papa. He scrambles .uk-
wardly out of the water, and follows the man about
for a fish.

Really we raiist move on, for there are other non-
dcrs to be seen. In another tank near by isstill
another sea-lion playing in the water, actually toss-
ing a stick in the air, and catching it in his moulli
like a boy playing ball. We look at the cjueer
fellow, at his strange fun, and then go back to tlie
entrance hall. Then, to the left, we enter the long
corridors where the tanks may be seen. It is quite
dark, for the place is under ground, and the
only entrance for the light is through the tanks.
We look through the glass walls on eitlier side and
see the fishes swinnning in the full light. This
arrangement is very convenient, as it enables tislo
see quite to the bottom of the green water; and
we can look up and see the fish swimming over-
liead. Here is a large tank full of sea-water, and
looking like a vastrocky cave under water. Init
are great skates, strange fint fish lying on the
pobbly bottom, or slowly roaming aboutamong the
stones. Great cod-fish sail past, and seem to sl.ut
through the glass, and wonder what we tliiiik of
them.

Oh! Look up there. Isn’t that vcry gtiecr’
It ’s a duck. His little red legs hang down
under the water and keep paddling quickly as
Master Duck floats about on the surfacc. See him
now ! He ’slooking down under water. A Mak
head appears, and a pair of bright eyes look about
on the fishes and oysters scattered over the boltom.
Splash ! and Master Guillemot (or Sea Diver)
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plunges undcr the water, and flies swiftiy about
amoiig the fishes, while a trail of silvery bubbles
stretches out behind him. Down he dives to
the boitoin, giving. a big skate a friendly poke
with his bili. Round and round he flies, the lazy
cod-fisli gliding out of his way, and then up he goes
iind sits lightly on the top of the water, while his
liitic legs paddle merrily, as if he had enjoyed his
swini beneath.

Here is a tank full of swift mackerel darting
about and sliowing their sides, glistening with bluc
and silver. In another tauk is a company of con-
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and all the while hear the music. Beyond are
more tanks, on either side of the dark vaultecl gal-
leries, and in each is a different kind of fish;
sharks, sturgeons, and many others. Here, in a
room kcpt quite warm, are smaller tanks full of
strange fish from the tropics, where the hot sun
makes it summecr all the year round. Hei-e are
beautiful sponges, and those strangcst of strange
fish, the sea-horses. They twist their curly tails
round a bit of stick, and then sway to and fro in
the water as if they feit quite at home.

How can we tell the tale of these hundreds of

DEFORE THE TANKS,

8tr ecls, strange, restless fellows, swimming around
and around, as if they were trying to find the way
out of their prison. Then here are herring and
smclis and perch, and all manner of sea-fish, some
familiar enough to American eyes, and others of
strange shapes and stranger fiames, some good to
tat, and some no one would tliink of touching.
Then we come to a handsome conservatory with
‘valls of red rocks and a roof of glass. Here tlic
hand plays, and we may sit down and look at the
inasses of flowei-s and ferns, or watch a company of
sedis swimming round and round in a little pond,

fishes? A mete list of them all would fill a small
book and would make very dull rcading, We
could walk on and on for hours through the cool,
dark corridors, and peer through tlie glass, and yct
not see all the fishy wonders. Then we can go
upstairs and come out on the flut roof of the
aquarium. Here we find seats and arbors and
beautiful flowor-beds, and we sit a while and watch
the carriages pass in endless procession, or look
down on the bcach where the great rollers are
tumbling in, or look off over the wide, wide sea, so
blue and beautiful. We may cven have lunch
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here and listen to the bancl, drink our coffee, and
hear the roll of the suvfat the same time.

I wonder if the fishes swimming in their tanks
below know that the salt waves of their native
home roll so nearly over their heads ? Perhaps they
can hear the ljooin of the surf, or tile scream of the
shingle as the ivaves run back? It must make
them very home-sick.

Far away to the east we can see the white chalk
cliffs and the grassy downs. Off on the horizon,
ships and steamers creep along on their way to
London, and nearer are the queer fishing-boats,
with their red sails, and pretty pleasure-boats full
of merry pafiles. We can hear the laughter of the
children bathing in the surf; and all this, with the
white houses of the town ciése behind us among
the trecs of the Park, so that it is really town and
sea-side combined in the most charming manner.

By night, the aquarium is brilliantly lighted,
without and within, and thousands of people stroll
through the long, vaulted corridors, or sit in the
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conscivatory and hear the music, or drink their
coffee up here in the opon air, with the moon sil-
vering the crests of the breakers, and long lines of
colored lamps shining on the -piers and along ihe
streets. There is a liand on cach pier, and ihe
ringing cali of the liugles floats over the water and
mingles with the roll of the countless carriagcs,
the endless boom of the great and wide sea, .ind
the fun and laughter of the happy people.

Many poor families in London save up their pen-
nies till they can buy excursion tickets to Brighton,
and down they comeby thousands and thousands lo
spend the dayon the beaches, to see the aquarium,
and sit here on the flat roof and smeil the snea
brcath of tlie salt sea, watch the gulls «heel alioui
overhead, and see and hear all the charming sigliis
and sounds of this most charming place, Manvo
child has seen an aquarium, and knows sometliing
of the finny prisoners in the tanks, yet, of al
aquaria, this at Brighton is certainly the best and
most delightful.

A JOLLY fp:llowship.

By Fraiik R. Stocktiun.

Ch.affkr XIX.

THE LIFE-RAFT.

W hen we carne out on deck we saiv, in a
moment, that tlie fire was thought to be a serious
affair. Men were actually at work at the boats,
which hung from their davits on each side of
the deck, not far from the stern. They were get-
ting them ready to be lowered. I must confess
that this scemed frightful to me. W as there really
need of it ?

| left our party and ran forward for a moment
to see, for myself, how matters were going. Peo-
ple were hard at work. | could hear the pumps
going, and there was a great deal of smokc, which
was driven back by tlie wind. When 1 reached
the pilot-housc and looked down on the hatchway,
I saw, not only smoke coming up, but eveiy now
and then a tongue of ilamo. The hatch was burn-
ing away at the edges. Therc must be a great
fire under it, | thought.

Just then the captain carne rushing up from
below. | caught hold of him.

“ Is there danger?” | said.
done?”

He stopped for a moment.

“We must all save oursels-es,”

“W hat’s to be

he said, hur-

\\Ve
And

riedly.
can't save the ship.
then he ran on.

When | got back to out gvoup, | told them what
the captain had said, and wc all instaiuly moved
toward the boat nearest to us. Rcctus told me to
put on my lifc-prescrvcr, and he helped me faslen
it. | had forgotten that | had it under my ann.
Most of the passengers were at our boat, but the
captain took some of them over to the other side
of the deck.

When our boat was ready there svas a grett
scramble and rush for it. Most of the ladies were
lo get into this boat, and some of the officers held
back the men who werc crowding forward. Among
the others held back were Rcctus and I, and as
Corny was between us she was pushed back, too.
I do not know how the boat got to the water, fior
when she started down. The vessel pitched and
tosscd; we coukl not see well, for the smokc c.iine
in thick puffs over us, and | did not know that the
boat was rcaily afloat until a wave lifted il upby
the side of the vcssel where we stood, and | heard
Mr. Chipperton cali for Corny. | edbuid see him
in the stern of the boat, which was full of people.

“ Here she is !” | yciled.

“1 am going to the passengers.
She’s all afire below,"
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*Here | am, father 1” cried Corny, and she ran
from USto the railing.

“ Lovver her down,” said Mr. Chipperton, from
below. He did not seem flurried at all, but i saw
that no time was to be lost, fora man was trying to
cut or untie a rope which still held tlie boat to tlie
sieamer. Then. she would be off. There was a
light line on tlie deck near me—I had cauglu my
footin it, a minute before. It was strong enough
to huid Corny. | got hold of onc end of it and
tled it around her, under her arms. She had a
great shawl, as well as a life-prcserver, tied around
terand looked dreadfully bundled up.

She did not say a word, but let Rectus and me do
aswe chose, and we got her over the railing in no
time. 1 hrnced myself against the seat that ran
around the deck and lowered. Rectus leaned over
and directed, holding on to the line as well. | felt
strong enough to hold t«'0 of her, with the rope
running over the rail. | let her go down pretty
fast, for | was afraid the boat would be off; but
directiy Rectus called to me to stop.

” The boat is n’t under her,” he cried. “ They
e pushed off. Haul up a little1 A wave nearly
took her just then 1”

With tliat, we hauled her up a little, and almost
atthe same moment 1 saw the boat rising on a
«wae. By that time, it was an oar’s lcngth from
tho ship.

“They say they can’t puli back,” shouted Mr.
Chipperton. “ Don’t let her down any further 1”

“All right!” | roared back at him. *“ We il
bring her in another boat,” and 1 began to puli up
with all iny inight-

Rcctus took bold of the rope with me and we
soon had Corny on deck. She ran to the stern
and held out her arms to the boat-

* Oh, father ! ” she cried. “ Wait for me !'”

1 saw Mr. Chipperton violently addressing the
raenin the boat, but they had put out their oars
and were beginning to puli away, 1 knew they
«ould not come liack, especially as they knew, of
course, that there were other boats on board.
Tlien Mr. Chipperton stood up again, put his
bands to his mouth and shouted back to us:

“ Bring lier—right after us. If we get—parted
—mect—at Savannah 1”

He was ccrtainly one of the coolest mcn in the
«orid. To think—at such a time—of appointing
aplace to meet! And yet it was a good idea. |
believe he expected the men in his boat to row
fitcctly to the Florida coasl where they would find
ijnick dispatch to Savannah.

Poor Corny was disconsolate and cried bitterly.
"think | heard her moiher cali ljack to her, but 1
amnot sure about it. There was so much to see
and hear. And yet | had been so busy with what
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| had had to do that i had seen comparatively
little of what was going on around me.

One thing, however, | had noticed, and it im-
pressed me dccpiy even at the time. There was
none of the wailing and screaming and praying
that | had supposed was always to be seen and
heard at such dreadful times as this. People
secmed to know that there were ccrtaiu things that
they had to do if they wanted to save thcmselves,
and they went right to work and did them. And
the principal thing was to get off that ship wiihout
any loss of time. Of course, it was not plca*ant
to be in a sinail boat pitching about on those great
waves, but almost anywhere was a bettcr place
than a ship on fire. | heard a lady scream once
or twice, but | don’t think there was much of that
sort of thing. However, there might have been
more of it than | thought. I was driving away
at my own business.

The moment 1 heard the last word from Mr.
Chipperton | rushed to the other side of the deck,
dragging Corny along with me. But the boat was
gone from there.

I could see them pulling away some distance
from the ship. It was easy to see things now, for
the fire was blazing up in front. | think the vessel
had been put around, for she rolled a good deal
and the smoke was not coming back over us.

I untied the line from Corny, and stood for a
moment looking about me. There seemed to be
no one aft but us three. We had missed both
boats. Mr. Chipperton had helped his wife into
the boat and had expected to turn round and take
Corny. No doubt, he had told the men to be per-
fectly cool and not to hurry. And while we were
shouting to him and lowering Corny the other boat
had put off.

There was a little crowd of men amidships, hard
at work at something. We ran there. They were
launching the life-raft. The captain was among
them.

* Are there no more boats?” | shouted.

He turned his head.

“What! A girl left?” he cried. “ No. The
fire has cut off the other boats. We must all get
on the raft. Stand by with the girl, and | Il see
you safe.”

The lifc-raft was a big affair that Rectus and |
had often examincd. It had two long, air-tight
cylinders, ofiron, 1 suppose, kept apart by a wide
frame-work.  On this framc-work, Isetween the
cylinders, canvas was stretched, and on this the
passengers were to sit. Of course, it would be im-
possible to sink a thing like this.

In avery short time the raft was lifted to the side
of the vessel and pushed overboard. It was bound
to come right side up. And as soon as it was
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afloat the men began to drop down onit. The
captain had holcl ofa line that was fastened to it,
and | think one of the mates had another line.

“ Get down! Gct down!”
cried the captain to us.

I told Rectus tojump firsi, as
the vcssel rollcd that way, and
he landed all right, and stood up
as well as he could to catch
Corny. Over she went at the
next roll with a good send from
me, and | carne right after her.
| heard the captain shout:

“All hands aboard the raftl”
and then, ina minute, he jumped
himself. Some of the men
pushed her off with a pole. It
was almost like floating right on
the surface of the water, but |
felt it was perfectly safe. Nothing
could make those great cylin-
ders sink. We floated away
from the ship, and we were all
glad enough of it, for the air was
getting hot.  The whole front
part of the vessel was blazing
away like a house on fire. |
don’t remember whether the en-
gines were still working or not,
but at any rate we driftcd astern /
and were soon at quite a little
distance from the stcamer.

It was safe enough, pcrhaps,
on thc raft, but it was not in the
least comfortable. We were all crowdcd together,
crouching on the canvas, and the water just
swashed about us as if we were floating boards.
We wentup and down on thc waves with a motion
that would n’t have been so bad had we not
thought wemightbe shuffled off ifabigwave turned
us over a little too much. But there were lots of
things to hold on to, and we all stuck ciése to-
gether. We three were in the middlc. The captain
told us to get thcre. There is no way of tclling
how glad | ivas that the captain was with us. |
was well satisfied anyway to be with the party on
the raft. | might have liked it better in a boat,
but | think that most of the men in the boats were
waiters, or ste-wards, or passengers—fcllows who
were in a hurry to getoff. The officcrs and sailors
who remained behind to do their best for the ship
and the passengers, were the men on the raft; and
these | felt we could trust. | think there were ten
of them, besides the captain, making fourteen of us
in all.

There we all sat, while the ship blazed and
crackled away, before us. She drifted faster than
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we did, and so got farther and farther away froms,
The fire lighted up the sea for a good distance ad
every time we rose on the top ofa wave some of s
looked about to see if wc could
see anything of the other boats,
But we saw nothing of them
Once | caught sight of a bbck
spot on a high wave at quite a
distance, which | thought mighi
be a boat, but no one elsc sw
it, and it was gone in an instant.
The captain said it made 110redl
difference to us whether we sw
the other boats or not; ihey
could not help us. All the help
wehadto expect was from sore
passing ship which might scc s,
and pick us up. He was very
encouraging, though, about Ihis,
for he said we were right inthe
track of vessels bound North,
which all sought thc Gulf
Stream; and, besides, a bun>
ing ship at nighl would atlract
the attention of vessels at a great
distance, and some of them u-ould
be sure to make for us.

“ We ’ll see a sail in thc niorn-
ing,” said he; “ make up your
minds to that. AIll we ">e got
to do is to stick together 011 (he
raft, and ive re almost sure to be
picked up.”

I think he said things like
this to give courage to us three, but I clon't believe
we needed it, particularly. Rectus was very quiet,
but I think that if he could have kept hiinsdf dry
he would have been pretty well satisfied to float
until daylight, for he had full faith in the captain,
and w'as sure we should be picked up. | was pretly
much of the same mind, but poor Corny was in a
sad way. It was no comfort to her to tell her tha!
we should be picked up, unlcssshe could be assiired
that the same ship would pick up her fathor and
mother. But we could say nothing positive about
this, of course, aithough we did all that wc could,
in a general way, to make hcr feel that evoiytimig
would turn out all right- She sat wrapped up in
her shawl, and seldom said a word. But hcr eyes
were wandcring all over the waves looking fot a
boat.

The ship was now quite a long way off. siill
burning, and lighting up the tops of the wavesand
the sky. Just before day-break hcr light suddenly
went out.

“ She ’s gone down 1” said the captain, and then
he said no more for a long time. | felt very sorry
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forliim.  Even if he should be saved, he had lost

—had seen Ltburn up and sink before his

ews. Such a thing must be pretty liard on a cap-

qgn Even I fek as if I bad lost a friend. The
“Tigris” seemed so well known to its.

h ivas now more dismal than ever. It was
darker; and although the burning ship could do
Bno good, we were sorry to have her lcave us.
Kobody said much, but we all began to feel pretty
badly. Morning carne slowly, and we were wet
jjid coid, and getting stitf. Resides, we were all
wy ihirsty, and I, for one, was hungry; but there
m no good reason for that, for it was not yet
brrakfast-time. Fortunately, after a while, Corny
leiit to siccp. We were very giad of it, though
liovshe managed to sleep while the raft was rising
andfalling and sliding and sloshing from one wave
roanoiher, | can’t tell. But she did n’t have much
holdingon to do. We did that for her.

“RBCTUS KELP&U ME PASTEN THE MFE-PRESERVER.

Al last daylight carne, and then we began to
Iwkabout in good carncst. We saw a top-sail off
itthc horizon, but it was too far for our raft to be

from it, and it might be coming our way or it
"ight not, When we were down in the trough of
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the waves we could sec nothing, and no one could
have seen us. It was of no use to put up a signal,
the captain said, until we saw a vcssel near enough
to see it.

We waited, and ive waitcd, and waited, until it
was well on in the morning, and still we saw no
other sail. The one we had seen had disappeared
entirely.

We all bogan to feel miserable now. We were
weak and cold and wrctched. There was n't a
thing to eat or drink on the raft. The fire had
given no time to get anything. Some of the men
began to grumblc. It would have been better,
they said, to have started off as soon as they found
out the fire, and have had time to put something
to eat and drink on the raft. It was all wasted
time to try to save the ship. It did no good after
all.  The captain said nothing to this. He knew
that he had done his duty in trying to put out the

fire, and he just kept his mouth shut,
and looked out fora sail. There was
one man with us—a red-faced, yellow-
haired man—with a curly beard, and
little gold rings in his ears. He looked
more like a sailor than any other of
the men, and Rectus and | always put
him down for the sailor who had been
longer at sea and knew more about
ships and sailing than any other of
the crew. But this man was the
worst grumbler of the lot now, and
we altered our opinién about him.
Corny woke up every now and
then, but she soon went to sleep
again, when she found there was no
boat or sail in sight. At least, 1
thought she went to sleep, but she
might have been thinking and erying.
She was so ctouched up that we could
not see whether she was awake or not,

Chaptf.r XX.
THE RUSSIAN BARK.

W e soon began to think the captain
was mistaken in saying there would be
lotsofships coming this way. But then
we could n’t see very far.  Ships may
have passed within a few miles of us,
withoutour knowing anything about it.
It was very cliffercnt from being high
up on a ship’s dcck, or in her rigging.

Somctimes, though, we sccmed high enough up,
when wc got on the top of a wave.

It was fully noon before we saw another sail.
And when we saw this one for the second or third
time (for we only caught a glimpse of it every now



650 A JOLLY FELLOWSHIP. (Activsr,

and then), a big man who had been sitting on the
edge of the raft, and hardly over saying a word,
sung out;

“ | believe that ’s a Russian bark.”

And after he had had two or three more sights
at her he said :

“ Yes, | know she is.”

“ That ’s so,” said the captain; “ and she ’s
bearing down on us.”

Now, how in the woild they knew what sort of
a ship that was, and which way it was sailing, |
could nt tell for the life of me. To me itwasa
little squarish spot on the lower edge of the sky,
and | have ahvays thought that | could see well
enough. But these sailors have eyes like spy-
glasses.

Now, then, we were all alive, and began to get
ready to put up a signal. Fortunately, the pole
was on the raft,—1 believe the captain had it fas-
tened on, thinking we might want it,—and now all
we had to do was to make a flag. We three got
out our handkerchiefs, which were wet, but white
enough yet, and the captain took oul his. We
tied them together by the corncrs, and made a
long pennant of them. When we tied one end of
this to the pole, it made quite a show. The wind
soon dried it, after the pole was hoisted and held
up, and then our flag fluttered finely.

The sun had now come out quite bright and
warm, which was a good thing for us, for it dried
us off, somewhat, and made us more corafortable.
The wind had also gone down, a good deal. |Ifit
had not been for these tsvo things | don’t know
how we could have stood it. But the waves were
still very high,

Every time we saw the ship, she seemed to look
bigger and bigger, and we knew that the captain
was right, and that she was making for us. But
she was a long time coming. Even after she got
so near that we could plainly see her hull and
masts and sails, she did not seem to be sailing
directiy toward us. Indeed, somctimes | thought
she did n’t notice us. She would go far off one
way, and then offthe other way.

“ Oh, why don’t she come right to us?” cried
Corny, beating her hands on her knees. “ She
is n’t as near now as she was halfan hour ago.”

This was the first time that Corny had let her-
self out in this way, but | clon’t wonder she did it.
The captain explained that the ship could nt sail
right to us, because tlie wind was not in the proper
direction for that. She had to tack. If she had
been a stcamcr, the case would have been different.
We all sat and waited, and waved our flag.

She carne ncarcr and nearer, and it was soon
plain enough that she saw us. The captain told
us that it was all right now—all we had to do was

to kecp up our courage, and we ’d soon be on
board the bark. But when the mcn who were
holding the pole let it down, he told them te pm
it up again. He wanted to make sure they should
Sée us.

At last, the bark carne so near Ihat we cotild see
the people on board, but still she went past s
This was the bardest to bear of all, for she seemed
so near. But when she tacked and carne back,
she sailed right down to us. We could see licrdl
the time now, whether we were up or down.

“ She ’ll take us this time,” said the captain.

| supposed that when the ship carne near us die
would stop and lower a boat, but there seemed lo
be no intention of the kind. A group of men
stood in her bow, and | saw that one of thcni Irdd
a round life-presei'ver in his hand,—it was onc of
the India rubber kind, filled with air, and toita
line was attachcd. When the ship wasjust opX)siit
to us, this man shouted something which | did nw
hear, and threw the life-preserver. It fell ciéseto
the raft. | thought, indeed, it was coming rigtit
into the midst ofus. The red-faced man wirh ihf
gold ear-rings wais nearest to it. He made a grab
at it, and missed it. On went the ship, and o
went the life-preserver, skipping and dancing o\cr
the waves. They let out lots of line, but still the
life-preserver was towed away.

A regularhowl went up from our raft. 1 thought
sorae of the mcn would jump into the sea, .id
swim after the ship, which was now rapidl)' Icaving
us. We heard a shout from the vessel, but «hat
it mcant | did not know. On she went, and on,
as if she was never coming back.

“ She ’ll come back,” said the captain. “ She’l
tack again.”

But it was hard to believe him. 1 don’t know
whether he believed bimsclf Corny 7vas wildy
crying now, and Rectus was as white as a sheci.
No one seemed to have any hope or self-control
except the captain. Some of the mcn looked asif
they did not care whether the ship ever carne l)ak
or not.

“ The sea is too high,” said one of them
“ She ’d swamp a boat, if she 'd put it out.”

“ Just you wait!” said the captain.

The bark sailed away so far that | shut my eyes.
| could not look after her any more. Thcii, aswe
rose on the top of a wave, | heard a rumble of
words among the men, and | looked out, and saw
she was tacking. Before long, she was sailing
straight back to us, and the most dreadful nio-
ments of my life were cnded. | had really nt
believed that she would ever retiirn to us.

Again she carne plowing along before us, the
same group in her bow; again the lifc-preservei
was thrown, and this time the captain scized il.
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In a moment, tlie line was made fast to the raft.
But thcre was no suddeii tug. The men on thc
bark knew better than that. They let out some
tnOor three hundred feet of line and lay to, with
their sails fluttering in the wind.

Then they began to haul us in. | don’t remem-
ber much mote of what happened just aliout this
time. It was all a daze of higli black hull and
tossing waves, and men ovcrhead, and ropes
coming dov.-n, and seeing Corny hauled up into
ihe nir.  After a while 1 was hauled up, and
Rectus went before me. | was told aftenvard that
some of the stoutest men could scarcely help them-
sck'es, they were so cramped, and stiff, ancl had to
be hoisted on board like sheep.

1 know that when | put my feet on the deck, my
knees were so stiff that | could not stand. Two
Minen had Corny between them and were carry-
ing her below. | was so delighted to see that
lliorc were women on board. Rectus and | were
carried below, too, ancl three or four rough-iooking
iellons, who did n’t speak a word that we could
iindeistand, set to work at us and took off our
doiiies, and rubbed us with warm stuff, and gave
us some hot tea and gruel, and | don’t know what
else, and put us into haminocks, and stuffed
blaiikets around us, and made me feel warmer,
and happier, and more grateful and sleepy than
1 thouglit it was iu me to feel. | expect Rectus
felt the same. In about five minutes | was fast
asleep.

Idon’t know how long it was before | woke up.
When | opened my eyes | just lay and looked
aboiit me. | did not care for times and seasons.
I knew | was all right. 1 wondered when they
«oiild come around again with grucl. | had an
ide.! they lived on gruel in that ship, ancl | remem-
hered that it was very good.  After a while a man
did come around, ancl he looked into my hammock.
I tliiiik from his cap that he was an officer,—prob-
lya doctor, When he saw that | was asvake he
saidsomething to me. | had seen some Russian
“ords in print, and the letters all seemed upside
down, or lying sideways on the page. And that
«esaljout the way he spoke. But he wentand got
ree a ciip of tea, and some soup, and some bread,
and | iiiKlcrstood his food vcry well.

After a while our captain carne around to my
baminock. He looked a great deal better than
«lien 1saw him last, and said he had had a good
sleep. He told me that Corny was all right, and
"K slccping again, and that the matc’s wife had
ber in chargc. Rectus was i1 a hammock near
rag, and | could hear him snore, as if he were pcr-
fely liappy, The captain said that these Russian
people were just as kind as they could be; that
Ibe master of thc bnrk, who could speak English,
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had put his vessel under his—our captain’s—com-
mand, ancl told him to cruise around wherever lie
chose in search of the two boats.

“ And did you find them ?” | asked.

“ No,” said he. “ We have been on thc search
now for twenty-four hours, and can see nothing of
them, But | feel quite sure they have been picked
up. They could row, ancl they could get further
into the course of vesseis than we were. Wc ’ll
find them when we get ashorc.”

The captain was a hopeful man, but | could not
feel as cbcerfully as he spoke. All that | could say
was: “ Poor Corny !”

He did not answer me, but went away; and
soon, in spite of all my cloubts and fcars, | fell
asleep.

The next time | woke up, | got out of my ham-
mock and found | was pretty much all right. My
clothes had been dricd and ironcd, I reckon, and
were lying on a chest all ready for me. While
Rectus and | were dressing, for he got up at the
same time that | did, our captain carne to us, ancl
brought me a little package of greenbacks.

“ i'ne master of the bark gave me these,” said

the captain, “ ancl said they were pinned in your
watch-pockct. He has had them dried and pressed
out for you.”

There it was, all the money belonging to Rectus
and myself, which, according to oid Mr. Colbert’s
advice, | had carcfully pinned in the watch-pocket
of my trowsers before leavingNassau. | asked the
captain if we should not pay something for our
accommodations on this vessel, but he said we must
not mention anything of the kind. The people on
the ship would not listen to it. Even our watches
seemed to have sufferecl no clamage from the soak-
ing they had had in our wet clothes.

As soon as we were ready we went up on deck,
and there wc saw Corny. She was sitting by hcr-
self near tlie stern, and looked like a diffcrent kind
ofa girl from what she had been two or three days
before. She seemed several years oldcr.

“Do vyou really think the other boats were
picked up ?” she said, the moment she saw us.

Poorthing! She began to cry as soon as she
began to speak. Of course, we sat down and
talked to hcr, and said everythingwc could think
of to rcassure her. And in about halfan hour she
began to be much more cheerful, ancl to look as if
the world might have something satisfactory in it
after all.

Our captain ancl thc master of the bark now
carne to us. The Russian master was a plcasant
man, and lalked pretty good English. | think he
was glad to see us, but what we said in the way of
thanks cmbarrasscd hira a good deal. | suppose
he had never clone much at rescuing people.
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He and our captain both told us tliat they felt
quite sure that the boats had cither reached the
Florida coast, or been picked up; for we had
cruised very thoroughly over the course they must
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I know, were sorry we coukl not speak Russian 0

we could tell our rescucrs more plainly what
thought of them.

When we reached Savannah, we went direcilv jo

" aOAIN THE LIFE-PRESERVER WAS THBOW.V.

have taken. ~Vewere a little north of Cape Can-
avaral when the “ Tigris” took fire.

About sundovvn that day, we reached the mouth
of the Savannah river and went on board a tug to
go up to the city while our bark vvoukl proceed on
her voyage. There were fourtcen grateful people
who went down the side of that Russian bark to the
little tug that we had signalcd; and some of us.

the hotel where Rcctus and | had stopped on our
former visit, and there wc found ourselves the o
jects of great atteiition—I don’t mean we tliree
particularly, but the captain and all of us.
brought the news of the burning of the “ Tigris,
and so we immediatcly knew that nothing
been heard of the two boats. Corny was laken
in charge by some of the ladies in the hotel,
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and Rectus and | told tlie story of the burning
and the raft twenty or thirty times. The news
crcated a great sensation, and was telegraphed to
allpai-ts of the countiy. The United States gov-
crnment sent a revenue cutter from Charleston
and one from St. Augustine to cruise along the
coast, and cndeavor to find some traces of the sur-

vivors, if there were any.

But tn o days passcd and no news carne. We
thought Corny would go crazy.

“1 know they ’re dead,” she said. “ If they

«cje .alive, anywhere, we ’d hear from them.”

But we would not admit that, and tried, in every
iy, to prove that the people in the boats might
hivc landed somewhere where they could not com-
mimicate with its, or might have lieen pickecl up
b}-avessel which had carried them to South Amer-
ica, or Europe, or some other distant place.

Weil, why don’t we go look for them, then, if
there ’s any chance of their being on some desert
i?hnd? It s dreadful to sit here and wait, and
Mit, and do nothing.”

Xow | began to see the good of being rich.
Rectus carne to me, soon after Corny had been
talking about going to look for her father and
iiiother, and he said;

"Look here, Will,”—he had begun to cali me
"'Will,” of late, probably because Corny called me
so— think it is too bacl that we should just sit
hete and do nothing. | spoketo Mr. Parker about
itand he says we can get a tug-boat, he thinks,
and go out and do what looking we can. If it
cases our minds he says there ’s rio objection to it.
Sol’'m going to telegraph to father to.let me hire
Hiig-boat.”

1thought tliis was a first-class idea, and we went
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to see Messrs. Parker and Darrell, who were mer-
chants in the city, and the owners of the “ Tigris,”
They had been very kind lo us, and told us now
that they did not suppose it would do any real good
for us to go out in a tug-boat and search along the
coast, but that if we thought it would help the poor
girl to bear her trouble they were iii favor of llie
plan, They were really afraid she would lose her
reason if she did not do something.

Corny was now staying at Mr. Darreli’s house.
His wife, who was a tip-top lady, insistcd that she
should come there. When we went around to talk
to Corny about making a search, she said that that
was exactly what she wanted to do. Ifwe would
take her out to look for her father and mother, and
we could n’t find them after we had looked all we
could, she would come back, and ask nothing more.

Then we determined to go. We had n’t thought
of taking Corny along, but Mr. Darrell and the
others thought it would be best; and Mrs. Darrell
said her own colored woman, named Celia, should
go with her, and take care of her. | could not do
anylhing bul agree to tiiiigs, but Rectus tele-
graphed to his father, and got authority to hire a
tug; and Mr. Parker attended to the business him-
self; and the lug was to be ready' eariy the next
morning. We thought this was a long time to
wait, but it could n’t be helped.

| forgot to say that Rectus and 1 had telegraphed
home to our parents as soon as we reached Savan-
nah, and had answers back, which were very long
ones for telegrams. We had also written home.
But we did not say anything to Corny about alt
this. it would have broken her heart if she had
thought about any one writing to his father and
mother, and hearing from them.

(To be coniimicd.)

AVOICING THE HEATED TERM.
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TH> PEASE BOYS.

By Mary L. B. Branch.

Some funny little fello'.vs
Who like to be afloat,
Live in a ver)' handy house
That turns into a boat.

Our Johnn)*knows them well,
And every time he can

He helps them to go sailing
Upon the sea of Pan.

They are the stout young Pease boys,
And every little brother

Is just as like, our jolinny says.
As one pea to another.

They are such jolly sailors,
And they row extremely well,

Though their oars are slim as broom-corns,
And their boat ’s a frail green shell.

But once at icast this i'norning,
The one most round and fat

He caught a crab while rowing,
And on his back fell flat.

Another, somewhat wiser,
Aithough not quite so flcct,

Determined to be careful,
And sat astride thc scat.

‘A storm ! a storm !” cried johnny,
As one small craft upset,

But the little Pease boy swam ashore
And laughed at getting wet.

Roll home, you jolly Pease boys,
For here comes brisk Aunt Ann:

She ’s going to sweep the kitchen,
And she wants to use thc pan |
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By W. H. Boardman.
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Tms game, wliich is playcd at a season when
the world appears at its best, combines a most per-
fect exercise for all the muscles, with a singular
chann for girls as well as boys, for men and for
(«unen. Tennis is a very oid game, for Galen—
an oid Grcek medical gentleman—has written of it
10tlie effect that it was in his time a hcalthy exer-
ciseand quite nice.

AU of us, who enjoy playing ball games, would
like to know who had wit enough to invent them.
Herodotus thinks they were first played by the
Lvdi.ans, in the rcign of King Atyx, many years
before Christ wus born, in order to make the people
forget their hunger at a time when they were suf-
fering from a dreadful famine. The game does
no! seem lo have that effect now.

Tennis, as it is now played in the tennis courts
oi Kngland, France and lItaly, was perfected and
plajed, substantially as now, two or three hundred
venis ago. Swedenborg, who thinks that in the
next ivovld there are as many different sorts of
heavens as there are diffcrent kinds of people,
describes one lieaven as baving “ various sports of
men and boys, as running, hand-ball, tennis.”

It has been called both the “ King of Games”
and the “ Game of Kings.” This last iame was
given it because it was a favorite amuseinent with
princes and nobles, and both in England and
France edicts were published forbidding the com-
mon people to play it. Henri Il. is considcred to
bave been the best tennis-player of all the French
lings. Henri of Navarre rose at daylight, after
Ibe cruel massacre of St. Bartholomew, to continué
agraine of tennis. HenryVIIIl., ofEngland, was

passionately fond of it until he becamc too stout,
and you may think it would have been better for
him if he had kept up his interest in it and given
less attention to matrimony. Edward Halle, the
historian, who probably never went to a spelling-
schoo!, says of him : “ The kynge thys tyme was
moche entysed to playe at tennes and at dice, which
appetite certayn craftie persones about hym per-
ceyuinge, brought in Frenchmen and Lombardes
to make wagers with hym and so lost moch money;
but when he perceyued their crafte, he eschuyd
their compaignie,”—which was a vcry proper tliing

“for him to do.

Tennis was originally, and still is, played in
halls, or courts, built for the purpose at great cost;
but the more modein game of lawn tennis, which
is now rapidly becoming popular in this country,
can be arranged for a comparatively small cost.
Dealers will supply a very good set for fifteen dol-
lars, which will furnish amusement for a club of
ten or fifteen persons during several seasons.
More expcnsive and much better sets can, of
course, be had, and it may be said of this, as of
most other otu-of-door sports, that the enjoyment
issomewhat in proportion to the excellcnce of the
malcridis. The only materials absolutely neces-
sary, however, to enable four persons to play an
enjoyable game, are four racquets, an India rubber
ball, and a cord suspended between two posts.
These can be had, of very good quality, for but
little more than half the cost ofa “ set.”

The game needs, first of all, a smooth, level
ground, which may be pi*her hard-rolled earth,
asphait, or (probably bestlof all)i weill-rollcd, closely
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cut turf. A set coiisists of four racqucts, four
India rubber balls, 2)4 inches in diaraeter, and
i}i ounces in weight, and a net attached to two

posts, 24 feet apart, at a height of 5 feet from the
ground at the posts, and sagging to a height of
only 4 feet at the center. The best dimensions
for the ground, according to the rules of the Mary-
lebone Cricket Club, are 30 feet wide at the base
lines (the end lines), 24 feet wide at the center,
where it is spanned ljy the net, and 78 feet long.
The ground is divided lengthwise by a central
line, and on either side of this, as one stands facing
the net, are the “ right court” and the *“ left
court.” The courts are again divided by a “ Ser-
vice line,” drawn parallel to the base lines at a
distance of 26 feet from the net. The ground
may be longer than this, according as four, six, or
eight players are engagedj but the service lines
should always be at two-thirds of the distance
from the net to the base lines. A ground may
be easily and quickly measured and marked ont
with a 100 feet tape-line and some plaster-of-paris
and water, or whitewash, or, indeed, almost any
substance which will make a distinct line on the
turf-

To play the game, sides are foimed, each occupy-
ing its own side of the net, and the choice of courts
may be determined by spinning a racquet in the
air, while an opponent calis out “rougli” or
“ smootli” before it falls to the ground with one of
those faces uppermost. The side which loses the
choice of courts may elect to begin as “ hand-in”
or “hand-out.” Hand-in is the one who “ serves”
the hall, that is, begins the game {standing with
one fliot on either side of his base line) by serving
(striking) the ball so that it shall pass over the net*
and come to the ground in the diagonally opposite
court between the opponent’s service line and the
net. If he serves the ball into the wrong court,
into the net, or into the diagonally opposite court
but beyond the service line, he makes a “ fault.”
Hand-in becomes hand-out (and his opponent
becomes tlie server) when he serves the ball
outside of coui't, or when he makes two successive
faults, or when he fails to rcturn the ball so that
it shall fall into one of his opponent’s courts.
When hand-in makes a “ good service” (serves
the ball into the diagonally opposite court within
the Service line), the hand-out, who is guarding
that court, attempts witli his racquet to strikc
the ball as it bounds from the ground, so that it
shall rcturn over the net into either one of hand-
in’s courts. Hand-in, or his p.artner, may then
strike the ball before it bounds (that is to say,
“ volley " it), or after it has bounded once, return-
ing it again within hand-oiit’s courts, and then
hand-out has like privileges with it. The ball can
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thus be struck any number of times back and fonh
over the net, until one or the other fails to rcturn
it, or rcturns it so vigorously that it falls outskle
the opponent’s courts, or allows the ball to touch
any part of his clothes or person.

If it is hand-out, or his partner, who fails to
make “ good return,” or if the service is volleyed,
one point is scored for hand-in, Hand-in then
again serves the ball (serving from his right and lefi
courts alternately), and if he makes a good service.
and makes good returns until hand-out finally fails
to make a good rcturn, another point is scored fot
hand-in, and he contintes to serve and add to his
score, until he fails.

When hand-in fails to make a good service, ora
good return, or makes two successive faults, no
point is scored, and one of his opponents becomes
the server.

The side which first scores fifteen poiiits, or
“aces,” wins the game. But, if both sides retch
fourteen, the score is called “ deuce.” A new point,
called “ vantage,” is then introduced, and eiihet
side in order to score game must win two points
in succcssion, called “ vantage” and “ game.”

It is imporlant to rcmember that, when a ball
drops on any Une, it is considered to have dropped
within the court aimcd atand bounded by thatime;
and that it is a good service or a good return, a-
though the ball may have touched the net or either
of the posts in passing over them.

Let us now be spectators of a game. Since
Tennis is traditionally played by princes, and «e
have but fcw princes in this country, let us choose
players who are promiuent among us— democrais
and republicans that we are.

The Governor of South Carolina (in the upper
left court) has naturally chosen a Boston Lady (in
his right court) for his partner, and the Governor
of North Carolina (in the opposite right court) is
very glad to have the Lady from Philadelphia (in
his left court) to assist him. The Governor of
North Carolina, spinning his racquet in the air,
now says to the Governor of South Carolina:

“ What will you take ?”

The Governor of South Carolina answers;
“ Rough,” and, as the racquet falls to the giound
with the brass-headed tack in sight, he makes bis
choice of courts with due regard to the direction
of the sun and wind. The Governor of North
Carolina chooses the first service, and, taking tlie
ball, stands on the base line of hisright court with
his left shoulder turned toward the net, and asks
the Boston Lady:

“ Are you ready ?”

She answers ; “ Ready,” and he at once relcases
the ball from his left hand, and swinging his
racquet at arm’s length, drives the ball into the
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opponent’s right court, making a good senlcc.
Being skillful, he strikes with his racquet slanted,
which gives the ball a twist, or violent whirling
moiion, so that when it strikes the ground it will
not bound in a straight line, but will shoot toward
the right.

The Boston Lady is alert, and noticing the way
the Governor held his racquet, has promptiy placed
hersclf, so that, when the ball comes twisting from
the ground, her left side is toward it, and it passes
in front of her within her reach. She catches it
lightly on her racquet, and drives it far over into
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iKropponent’s left court, hoping that the Governor
dNorth Carolina may not be agiie enough to get
Wore it- But he is therc, and you will observe
liet, though he had to run a considerable distance
iia very short time, yet he has judged the ball so
«11 and started so promptly that he is standing
sfli, firmly on both feet, when the ball arrives, and
liEdrives it sharply over the head of his oid friend,
tlt Governor of South Carolina. Tlie latter, with
racquet above his head, stops the ball and
‘olleys it blinclly back within reach oi the Lady
Philadelphia. And now is the opportunity
'tlhis distinguished lady. She has been not at
Mlexcited or made nervous by the swift battle
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which has been going on about her; she never is
cxcited. She has moved up quite near the net,
and now, with great coolness and precisién, she
reccives the ball fairi)- on her racquet, and drives
it at the Governor opposite with such forcé that
he can not prevent its touching his body, and
the stroke is ended, scoring an ace for the scrver’s
side.

In leaming to play Tennis, the first and all-im-
portant iesson is the manner of holding the racquet.
Vicious habits are seldom corrected. Do not begin
in the wrong way. In serving, grasp the racquet
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lightly, with the hand elongated so that the thiimb
will lie along the handlc, and the handie will be a
continuation of the anii, and with the face of tlic
racquet neithcr parallel with, fior perpendicular to,
the ground. When in this position, and swung
horizontally, it will not strike the ball squnrely,
but will rake it, giving it a violent twist, which will
make it bound sharply and unexpcctccily, and tonel
to deceive and evade your opponent. This is
callecl the “ puré cut.” When you have learned
to make a good scrvice with tolerable certainty,
practico raking the ball on the right side and again
on the left side (called respeclively, the “ over-
hand twist” and the “ under-hand twist”), and



notice and remember thc effect on the ball when it
bounds.

When thc ball is being served or returned to
you, promptly place yoiirself in a good position to
receive it, and then wait for it coolly. Don*t
fidget.

Lastly, m playing this delightful game, remember

BECKYS SURPRISE DAY.
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that though sport is not a serious business, it is
essentially an earnest one. It is not wise to dis
pute questions of fact with your opponent, or even
discuss a construction of the rules farther than to
State fairly your understanding of them. Take
your defeats good-iiaturedly, and wear your honors
lightly, but always do your level best.

THK RACQUET

BECKY'.S SURPRISE DAY.

By Helene J.

The I>right morning sun-liglit, streaming in at
the Windows o( a trim kitchen, fell upon the brown
curls of a girl of ten, who was lifting a churn-
dashct in a listless, discouraged manner, not be-
cause the churn was large and the dasher conse-
quently heavy,—it was neither large fior heavy,
and it was not the churn at all that brought the
sorrowful look upon the pretty face, and caused
the tears to make small rivulets down the rosy
cheeks, and then to fall plump upon the cliurn-lid.

Trip, the lazy oid dog, sprawled beside the
stove, and oid Tom, the big gray cat, in the win-
dow-seat sunning himself, knew of it, because they
had been told all about it the day before, for
nothing of joy or grief carne into Becky Thorpe’s
life that was not at once confided to the safe keep-
ing of Tom and Trip.

“ Thcre now, Becky, ’taint any use wastin’ siglis
and tears; when a thing can’t be did, it can’t,
that ’s plain ’nough. Massy knows | d like to ’a
brought it about, but your ma took sick, and it
could n’t be did; now that was plain 'nough, ’pears
to me.”

The speaker, with her head in the liuge brick
oven, while delivering this spcech, and ascertaining
the exact heat, drew back quickly with an emphatic
nod, and proceeded to fill the oven with the pies,
cake and bread standing ready beside her.

“ And ‘nother thing, Becky. My oid mother
used to say as there was a bright spot on top of
every trouble, small and great, if we ’d got the
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patience to turn it overso’s lo see itj andit’smy
‘pinion, Becky, that this little trouble of youn
will turn out to have a reg’lar streak of sunshine
on top ofit.”

“ 1 don’t see where the sunshine can come from
Judy. This is my birthday, and | was to have:.s |
a party, and everybody was invitad, and ycsterday |
everybody had to be inviced over again to—to stay |
—at home.”

Numberless sobs finislied Becky’s speecli, cas1
ing oid Tom lo purr louder, and Trip to bark |
sleepily.

“ Lawful sakes, Becky ! You ’ll nevcr see the:
bright side of this or any other airthly thing, from,
now till Kingdom-come, if you r’ so detarmined lal
keep lookih’ on the blackest side. That % pta
’nough.  Now, s’pos’n’ | should stand and stare at |
my bakin’ like a sick lien, and never touch a hand
to it, do you s’pose the bakin’ would do iiselii
No ! the pies and bread would jist set thcre a
laffin’, if they could, jest like a trouble that ’ll ia-
ever keep a mockin’one if you re detarmined to
keep forever lookin” in its ugly face. Lawful sake;.
Becky child, you ’li find that all these little troub |
lous things, along with the big ones, have gottoi
conquered, and got along with, and the best wayioj
do it is, to plant a solid fooC on top of it, .indbej
detarmined to make the best of anything youciuitl
help.” |

Judy, the stout buxom girl from the back-l
country, who was servant, general ovcrsecr, .idiisffl
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and fi'iend in this household, stood with a hand
upon each hip while delivering these latter re-
marks, her honest comely face glowing with
earncstiiess and strength.

“Were you ever disappointed, Judy ?”

“ Disapp’inted ! Lawful sakes, | wish I liad as
manv clollars, Becky, | do.”

“What did you do, Judy ?”

“Uo? Gotover itonc way and 'nother."”

Judy’s head was in the oven again, and the
last answer carne indistinctly.

“ Did you say you got over it, Judy ?”

“Sartain. Do you s’pose | 'm goin' to be
rnastered by a leetle trouble, with the Lord a
huldin’ out his hand when there ’s a hill to climb?”

Jiidy closed the oven door with a slam.

“How did you do it, Judy? ”

The churn dasher stood quite still, and the tears
had dried away.

“Do it? By holdin’ on to roy oid mother’s text.
She lived by that text, did my mother."

“What was it, Judy?”

“llark now!”

Judy tiptoed to the hall and listened a moment.

“ | did think your ma was a-callin’. Want to
bow the text, do you? Well, here’tis; 'He that
rnuonieth shall inherit all things." Jist pin that

loyour siceve, Becky, and don’t forget it, nother;
and now | must tackle the work. You begun
right this inomin’; 1 il stop to say that, child; for
I've been a-watchin’ of you, offerin’ to help Judy
«iih the work, and jammin’ away at that churn in
a ivay that would n’t liring butter before next
Chrisimas. But what of it? It was the sperit 1
looked at. But when them tears went a-chasin’
down your cheeks, thinks to me, siz I, Becky ’s
giitin’ on the wrong side of her little trouble- So
now you cheer up, and go ’long upstairs to your
itia, who is sorry 'noiigh fur your disapp'intment,
and take good care of her, and things ’ll come out
squnre yet, see if they don’t. Lawful sakes, loirth-
days come fast 'nough, leastways, mine does. Now
scoot right out 6f this kitchen, and mind you don't
come back’fore dinner; same time bear in mind
supper-tiine ’Il come before to-morrow.”

After this mystcrioiis remark, Judy closed her
lips firmly, and raarched straight to the wood-shed
«iih the air of a conquering hero, smiling and
nodding in a manner more mysterious still.

Becky lingered a moment anxious to question
Judy, but she remembered from past experience
iKat, once her lips were closed in that way, ques-
tioning was useless, and so with lightened heart
and rapid step, she hastened to her mother’s room.

Judy in her homely way had comforted the little
heart,and when Becky entcrcd her mother’s room,
*he pretty face had lost its sorrowful look.
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“ Is that you, Becky?”

“ Yes, mother,” going up to the palé face upon
the pillow.

“ 1 am so sorry that you should have had this
disappointment.”

“ Oh, I don’t mind itnow i | did yesterday and
this morning. You know the blood-roots are all
out, and the anemones too, and the grove is full
of birds i but Judy has been talking to roe, and 1
don’t seem to care so very much. What can 1 do
for you, mother ?”

* You can sit besidc me, and smooth the hair
from my forehead ; your hand always soothes the
pain in my head, and | think, as the pain is less
severe, | shall soon get to sleep.”

Becky sat down beside her mother, and began
sraoothing her hair, letting her cool hand rest
lightly upon the throbbing temples, and easing the
pain svith her soft and loving touch. She saw the
tired eyes ciése at Icngth, and the louder even
breathing proclaimed her asleep; still Becky sat
there, with her hand resting quietly upon the
white forehead.

She was thinking of Judy’s mother’s text, and
wondering if she had overeéme the disappoint-
ment; Irue she was feeling quite bright and cheer-
ful, but she would rather have had the birthday
party, and her mother well, than to be sitting
there, Judy had not said, “ Don’t be sorry about
matters you caiinot help,”—she said, “ Don’t fret
about them;” and she would not fret, but just go
through the day doing whatever she could, and
not think much about this disappointment; that
must be the ovcrcoming.

Just at this time, a loud buzzing at the window
attractecl her attention; an inquisitive wasp had
squcezed himself between the window-shutters, and
was buzzing about, acting in a very disrepuiable
manner, whacking his head against and into every
object that carne in his way,—lhe looking-glass,
wash-bowl, chairs, tables, ornaments, and even the
bed. Becky almost scrcamed when he buzzcd
right over her mother’s head, and almost against
her own forehead, only she dodgeci just in time to
prevent that. She was convulsed with laughter
watching his antics, and was glad enough when at
last he made his escape the same way Ite had
come in.

Becky next found amusemcnt watching three
flies upon the ceiling. As they only occasionaily
moved about, she decidcd they also had come in
through the shuttcrs, and, finding the room too
dark for general business, had gone to sleep.
While she was thinking of this and various other
things, Judy, below stairs, had been putdng to-
gether various compounds, luirrying them into the
oven, and out again when baked to a certain degree
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of perfection, performing everything with haste,
and a degree of mystery curious to behold ; there
was also considerable chuckiing and excitement,
which reached such a height, when at last acake of
enorinous size emerged from the oven svith her
assistance, that she saw fit to lock every door and
draw the curtain.

Her sleeves were rolled away to the elbows, but,
evidently, for the work in hand they weie not high
enough, or not sufficiently out of her way; there-
fore, with a dexterous shove, the sleeves were away
up to her armpits light and snug.

Then followed a frantic beating of eggs, as her
eye fell upon the kitchen dock, rapid and energetic
charges at the sugar-jar, and, twenty minutes later,
the great cake stood like a snowy mound; and
then Judy, with a jerky laugh, hasdly filled a
cornucopia—made of letter-paper—with the icing
that remained, and procecded to decérate the
cake.

This task was a difficult one, judging from the
anxious face, screwed-up lips and squinting ej es,
bent eagerly over the work; but Judy laughed
aloud with entire satisfaction, as at jast, standing
off a little way, witli her head one side, she sur-
veyed her work.

The fiame, Becky, being generously supplied
with e’s and k’s, stood something like this,—
B-c-e-k-k-i-c,—and, consequently, took up more
room than it should; the Thorpe meandered down
One side, and lost itself in the really pretty vine
ornamenting the outer edge.

A moment later, the cake had disappeared from
sight, together with numerous other goodies, and
Judy was serenely preparing dinner, without a ves-
tige of mystery or anything imcommon evident in
her manner.

While Becky was still watching the flies, the
door slowly unclosed and Jiicly’s head appeared;
Becky’s finger was at her lip in a moment, and
Judy, comprehending at a glance, nodded ener-
getically and whispered softly, “ Dinner.”

Becky would not have believed it possible that
dinncr-time had come, only that she was very
hungry; and, geiitly raising her hand from her
mothcr’s forehead, she quietly passed from the
room, and, running down-staii-s, bui-st in upon
Judy in the kitchen, exclaiming:

“ Mothcr has siept all the morning, and | don’t
care a bit now, Judy, about the party.”

“ Told you,” said Judy, nodding wisely. “ Just
whisk that tca-pot off the stove now, while | blow
the horn for the men-folks.”

Becky did as commanded, while brisk Judy
awakencd the echocs in the wooded hills with the
blastupon the oid tin horn, that had called father and
the boys to dinner as long as Becky could remem-
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ber. After the dinner-table had been cleared aivaj |
the kitdicn swept, and everything put in [yiint!
order for the afternoon,—which Judy saw would ke
a long one for restless Becky, who was woiidering
already why mothcr did not wake up,—Judy said
abruptly, as though she had not had the subject jal
mind for an hour or more:

“Your ma, | 'm sure, would like a nosegayofl
them white things you youngun’s are goin’craiv
about, and the pale-blue little posies will look aké 1
with ’em ; so s’posin’ you trot out there and picka
basketful j don’t hurry back nother. Take Tip
and Tom ’long and have a jolly time tlicre, ad
when | toot the horn you trot home.”

“ Oh, Judy, can 1?”

“ Sartain. There now, don’t smother Judy; |
scoot off, and don’t come back till you hear ire|
horn.”

Judy knew how the moments and hours wouldI
pass away there on the sunny hill where the blood-
roots grew, and that Bccky would scarcely lje roady
to return when she was ready for her. Tlie woodks
and hill were just back of the house, and Bccky,
she knew, would be quite safe there alone.

During the afternoon, good Judy bustled aboui|
in a glow of excitement; up and down slaiis iht
patient feet pattered, down cellar, out to tlie wood-j
shed, to the store-room to inspect certain goodies, |
and again upstairs until plump five o’clock, wen
everything seemingly had arrived at a beautifu!
State of perfection, judging from Judy’s beaming,
satisfied face.

At noon she had found time to whispcr some1
thing to Mr. Thorpe and the boys, who noddca
mysteriousiy, and smiled knowingly when Beckyl
was not looking; and now Judy was ready for tieij
return, and, accordingly, in a new calicé go'rn anal
white apron, she took up the tin horn, and wasi
about to awaken the echoes again, when she sa»|
the little figure entering the gate just before her,j
so laden with flowers, leaves and vincs, as to bel
almost unrecognizabie, save for devoted Trip andl
Tom walking demurely by her side.

“ Weil, now !” said Judy, hanging up the horn; |
“jist in time, aint you ?”

“ Why, Judy ! how you are fixed up 1”

“ Sartain; don’t folks fix up when they goto|
partios ?”

Becky laughed outright. Judy had never atj
tended a party that she knew of, and the idea
50 suelden and funny.

“ Whose party are you going to, Judy?” Bedtyl
laughed again.

“ Becky Thorpe’s party. Now you scoot alongl
to the settin’-room, 'cause the party ’s started, andl
it ’s time you was on haiid.” |

Becky allowed herself to be pushed ahead ofi
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Ijndy quite into the sitting-room, stiil laden with
Ilier jreasures, as laewildered and befogged as it was
Ipossible to be by Judy’s last reniark, and then,
Itliom should she see, first of all, but mother in an
larni-chair, with a pillow or two, looking palé but
Isniiling brightly; and father, with his arm resting
ljpon ihe mantel, was smiling also upon the sur-
Iprised face.

The boys were there, capering about in a state of
Ifscitement, and, the oddest thing of all, everybody
Iseemcd to be in holiday clothes.

In her surprisc, Becky never once glanced at the
liahle uiitil brother Jacob called her attention to it.

*Do, Becky, stop staring at my new coat, and

hok at that birthday table, will yon ?”

And then Becky saw not only the best china in
|usc,but aiso the enornious cake in the very centcr,
lianked on every side with just the good things she
|spccially liked.

Tlicrc was lemon custard, crab-apple jelly, cheese
liight from tho press, a piate of sweet brown rusks,
I p.ilni-leaf-shaped pat of butter, a basket filled
ktiili the other sorts of cakes she liked best, and a
Iglass dish of golden oranges; besides, a dish of
|tirts and another of boiled eggs.

It was so delightful, and carne upon Becky so
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suddenly, she had no word to say, and for a
moment her eyes filled, and the brown etirls lay
upon mother’s shouldcr; and then Judy, who
would not own to having had a thing to do tvith it
aithough she had accomplislied it all, was hugged
and kissed until she was obliged to run from the
room laughing.

They brought her back the next moment, Becky
and the boys declaring that, after all, it was
Judy’s party, given in honor of Becky’s birthday,
and she must occupy the best place at table, to
which, at a whispered word from Mrs. Thorpe,
Judy assented.

While they were seated, doing justice to the
good things Jud)- had prepared, Becky stopped a
moment to ask:

“ How did you happen to think of this, good
Judy?”

“Why,” said Judy, smiling and nodding ener-
getically, * seein’ you fightin’ your little battle,
ancl overcomin’ it too, and | thought, as | would
add a little to that good oid text, and, ’long with
inheritin” all things up yonder, | ’d jist help you a
leetie to a bit of happiness down here, and so 1
thought it would be no hann in lettin’ the day end
in a sort of joyful sprise."

ON THE BEACH.
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HERCULES-JACK.

1A i/OLSI.

CITY SPARROWS.

By Edgar Fawcett,

In throngs of nimble-fluttcring pairs,
Through every change the year fulfills,

You haunt the city’s parks and squares,
With russet shapes and silver trills !

And while | watch you dart to-day
Aiong the trim swards, fresh of hue,

| dream that winds from far away
Seiid murmurous messages to you !

“ Ah, quit the dreary town,” they cali,
“ Where Irade's loud voice is harshly heard,
For meadowy regions, fair with all
That makes it sweet to be a bird 1

‘* Come where the woodland sways and sings
Below deep skies of ampie blue !

Come, brush the cool grass with your wings,
And bathe them in its morning dew!

‘* Come where the mild herds low and bicat,
Where quiet hazes wrap the hills,
Where breezes bow the tasseled wheat,
And long moss drapes the dripping milis!"

So, while | watch you dart to-day
Along the trim swards, fresh of hue,

| dream that winds from far away
Send murmurous messages to you !

HERCULES-JACK.

By E. L.

Not his real flame; of course not. His father
and mother would never have given him such a
fiame as His rea' fiame was John Franklin
Holmes, and there was u’t a wooden bencli, a gate-
post, or barn-door witbin a mile of his father’s
house on wh'ch the initials “J. F. H.” might not
have been found,—cut by a very busy but some-
what battered jack-knife.

Hercules-Jack was only a nickname he had
picked up, and you shall judge how fairly he carne
by it when | have told you a little more about
him.

Johnny, or Jack Holmes, as he was
called, was just ten years oid. Jack was round
and chubby, with red hair, blue eyes, and a
freckied nose that turned up the least bit in tho
World at the end.

Did 1 say he was plump? If | did n’t | should
do so at once, for that was the very first thing that
struck you about Jack; he was quite plump; in-
deed, | may say very plump; his cheeks were as
round as apples, there were dimples in the backs
of his hands, and his jacket fittcd him as tightly as
a skin does a sausage.

Now, this was a sore point with Jack, especially
as the boys used to laugh at him, sometimes,
because he was so fat; but perhaps Jack would

oftener
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not have minded the boys very much if one day re
had not overheard Polly Joy whisper to Siisy Di-
son, when he was standing behind their desk doing |
a sum in vulgar fractions upon the blackboard,

that he was “ a ridiculous iittle dumpling.” Tiis
was too much; it shot a pang into poor Jack's|
heart.

For to whisper to you a little secret, Jack ven',
much admired Polly. He thought her cUeebl
were the rosiest, her braids were the longesl, h«
dresses were the finest, her hats the prettiest, ad
that she herselfwas altogether thenicest girl, inthej
big round world.

Poor Jack —Polly’s unkind remark rankledi»!
his bosom. After brooding over itfor several s, |
he awoke one morning and took a sudden resolu-1
tion. He clenched his teeth, pounded his fat lillkl
fist on the table, and exclaimed;

“Ifl am a dumpling, | ’ll do something thatadll|
the thin boys in the woricl could n’t do.”

Jack’s round little head was full of schemcs; hi>J
throbbing little heart was full of courage; he i
a spirit big enough for a giant, while his ambition,!
for a ten-year-old boy, was really quite tremendous. |

Now, Jack had reada good manybooksofadvenl-I
ure; there was nothing he liked better than ®I
pore over the cloings of knights and dwarfs, giants,!
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dragors and magicians, and that sort of people.
| Especially he adniired and reverenccd Jack-the-
Giant-Kiiler, while he benioaned that there were
Ino giants left for him to destroy.

He thought of other ways ofdistinguishing liim-
Iself. He considcred the merits of highwaymcn
and pimtes; but as he knew that people in these
professions nearly always carne to bad ends, and as
liheie was no lonely road where he could wait for
travelers, and no fleet horse to ride, and as no con-
veilient ocean lay near his father’s house, and there
l«as lio way of his getting a long, low, black
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He ivould be another such hcro,—a modcm Her-
cules. The thought tlirilled him. He brooded
over it by day; it haunted his dreams by night.
He went about with a lofty look on his face. He
already regarded the other boys with the pity and
compassion with which a real hero would perhaps
regard common men.

But how 10 becoine a Hercules ?—that was the
next question. There were no roaring lions, no
savage wild boars, no many-headed hydras in the
little village where he lived. Neither did centaurs
abound; indeed, Jack had nevcr seen one in his

“thk boys SOMSTIMES LAUCHgD AT HIM.**

schooner, if thc ocean had been tliere, he gave up
| ikfse plans.

Finding these roads to dislinction shiit to him,
Jack went about for a while quite dejected, until
one day he carne across an oid book of mythology
ra the library, and thcre read of thc exploits of
I Hercules, the great hero of antiquity, who per-
| formed twelve celcbrated “ laboi’s,” or heroic
ileeds. Jack’s eyes glowed as he read the wonder-
falnarrative. Again and again he pored over the
record with batcd breath and kinclled imaginacion.
Andas he read of the mighty deeds of this great
tero, a purpose gradually took root in his mind.

life; “ but then,” he thought to himself, “ there
must be plenty of other terrible and wonderful
things to do,” and so his resolution was taken.

But how to begin ?

“ 1 Ve got to do something first to get up a
flame before | begin 011 the ‘labors,”” said Jack.
“ Hercules stranglcd the snakes,— 1 ’m rathcr
afraid of snakes,—but stop; thc first thing to do
isto get a club ; of course that ’s the main thing.
With the right sort of a club, the ‘labors’ them-
selvcs can’t amount to very much.”

Accordingly, Jack spent days
woods Mith an oid ax, in search of a club.

iravcrsing the
After
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a long hunt, he at length decided upon a hickory
sapling wiih a formidable knot, about four feet
from the ground, which could be cut so as to bring
this knot at the end of the club. With patient
toil, Jack cut down, trimmed and peelcd and whit-
tled and polishcd this hickory stick, which, when
done, was fully as long as himscif, and indccd he
coukl only wield it by using both hands and put-
ting forth all his strength.

Now, at length, he was ready to begin. He
drew a long breath. What should he do? He
pondered the qucstion long and anxiousiy. It was

very stvange, but now when he carne to look about
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crabbcd as himself. Again and again the boys
and givls, and indced grown-up tvomen and roen,
had been chasecl and scared loy this savage beasi,
wlio, not content with his own domain, liad a
vicious habit of leaping fcnces and roaming aliout
the highway. Many complaints had been made
to oid Sol without aval!, and the bull had beconie
the terror of the neighborhood. It was ninosi
strange Jack had not thought of him befoie.

He now at once determined upon an eiicouiitcr
with the bull. But first he went down the lafe
and took a private look at the creature frombe
hind a stone wall. He seemed so little formidable

“HB THOfCHT OF DISTINCUISHINC HIWSELF AS PIRATE AND HIOHWAVMAN.

him, there really was nothing wonderful to do.
Life was surprisingly peaceful and humdrum, and
pitifully taine. The most discouraging thing was
the lack of fcrocious monsters. There was an
utter dearth of monsters. Jack could n’t under-
stand why these interesting crcatures only abounded
in ancient times.

One day, while Jack was still puzzling over the
qucstion of what he should do first, one of the
neighbors carne into the house, and bogan to tell
about her little boy who had just barely escaped
being tossed by oid Sol Stevens’s bull.

Heve was au o])porlunity. This was what Jack
was waiting for, and he immcdiately decided upon
a plan of action.

Sol Stevens was a crabbed olcl man who lived
down a long lanc, and owned an oid bull as

as he stood peacefullj’ grazing in the meadow, that
Jack promised himself an easy task in his subjuga-
tion.

In playing the part of Hercules, it was desirablt,
of course, to look as much like that hero as possi-
ble, and accordingly, one fine afternoon Jack
slipped off to the barn with a big bundle under his
arm, and there procecdccl to dress himselfas nearly
as he could like the picturc in the oid mythology.

As Hercules had bare legs and arms in te
picturc, Jack first tucked up his own trousers and
sleeves, and tied thein securcly to his waist ad
shoulclers ; then for the lion’s skin, which tbe hero
worc, Jack fastencd about his shoulders a bright
red sheepskin mat which he borrowed from the
hall in the liousc. Next throwing off bis ht,
lossing his hair about as much like the piclure &
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possible, Jack seized his club and strode up and
do«n the bani floor, feeling so brave and confident
that it may be doubted if Hercules himself ever
felt more so.

Thus equipped, Jack at length marched off
down the lafie, accompanied by three or four of his
comrades whom he had let into the secret. Pre-
dscly what he was going to do, or how he was
going to do it, he evidently had no clear notion;
but in this he was only like a great many-other
hcroes, after all. However, the first thing was, of
course, to seek his prey. On and on he went
down the lafie, his bare legs blue with the coid,
the sliecpskin fiapping up and down on his
back, and the big club—too heavy to carry
-dragged along behind.

Arrived at the bottom of the lafie, the
boys stationed themsclves upon the wali,

«bilc Jack jumped over into the pasture

«lierc the bull was. He did n’t walk quite
soproudly and erect here as in the lafie,—

hetook shortcr steps; there was, perhaps,

less occasiori for striding now that he was

near nt hand. However, he advanced

slomdy and cautioiisly toward the distant

herd of cattle.  Now

md tlien he turned
around in a deliberative

"ay, His pace grew
steadily slower. At
length, when he was

dill some yards distant,

she bull iinexpectedly
lifted his head to brush
~Atnyafiy, and brought
Jackto a sudden stand-still. Reflecting, however,
ihai Hercules would probably nothave acted in this
*ay, Jack plucked up courage and niarclied boldly
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up very near to the unsuspecting bull. Jack had
read somewhere that ihe most wild and savage
beast cannot endure the gaze of the human eye,
and he therefore resolved to overawe the bull first
with his eye, and then complete his subjugation at
his leisure.

With this intent, he plaiitod himself about a
yard distant from the bul!, and putting his arm
akimljo, glared fiercely at him. The unconscious
animal peacefully continued his giazing. No
doubt, if he could have known who Jack was, and
what was his errand, or if he had understood that
when a sraall boy goes about bateheaded with
his trousers tucked up and the parlor mat tied to
his back, that means Hercules, and that Hercules
was a hero, and that Jack meant to be another
hero, and had now fixed his small blue eyes upon
him with the intent of striking terror to his heart,
—no doubt, | say, if the bull could have under-
stood all this, he would have been terribly fright-
ened, and would have shaken in every limb; and
particularly, if he had only cast his eye upon that
club, and understood it was jatended for him, 1 am
sure he would have run away as fast as his legs
could carry him. As it was, the stupid creature
did nothing of the sort; he kept on quietly grazing
and paying no more attention to Jack than if he
had been a post.

This was too humiliating for a hero to endure.
The boys from the top of the distant wall already
began to shout, derisively:

“ Don’t be afraid j give it to him | Punch him

JACK AS HERCULES.
in the ribs 1 Stare him out of countenancc 1 Knock
hishornsoff!  Twist his tail!”

Jack advanced a little nearer; he coughed, he
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flourished his club. Preseniy, incited by the cries
of thc boys, he picked up a stone and threw it at

the passive animal.

The bull lifted his head, and for the fiist time

"JAC3C *=»

looked attentively al Jack, who immediately struck
To his astonish-

an attitude and glared at him.

HERCULES-JACK.
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nient, the bull did not quail in the least; oti the I
contiary, as if suddenly appreciating Jack’s hostse I

purpose, he glared back so angrily and lictcdy |

THIft M LL."

nateiy was near at hand.
the club, and this gave Jack a minute’s timean”|

that Jack became very much discomfitcdand begsn

slowly to retire. TheW 1
tossed his head, uttereda
low bellow, and stood
watching Jack aticnti»-HT. |
The red mat, about this |
time, began to slip fiom
Jack's shoulder, and he
pulled it up so that it
hung in front of him.whes
at once, as if maddcncd by
the sight, the bull uwk
a fufious nish at his anta{-
onist. Jack did not wait
to try the effect of Ujehu
man eye any longer; ib
deed, he forgot all about
thc human eye, he forgot |
all about Hercules, ani|
every other hero, andentl
or modern, but throwiail
his club at the nishingi
animal, he flcd toasiiwhl
apple-trec, which forto-l

The bull stopped to tox» |
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sjit-ed his life, for he had only just scrambled up to
ibi nearest branch when the vicious beast carne
bello'ving up undemeath, and stamping with rage.
Jack was now
aprisoner, and
was just mak-
ing up his
mind that he
would have to
spend a long
time in the
tree, when the
boys suddenly
set up a great
shout of:

“Look out, Jack; oid Sol 'scoming!”

And, sure enough, oid Sol was coming;
lierc he was letting down the bare now
lio take his cattle home. Jack kept very
liil, and hoped he would not be discov-
| «ni for he was even more afraid ofoid
| S than of the bull.

But ihe unfortunate red mat caught
1*1 Sols eye, and he carne marching
jasoB to see what was that red thing in
| fe tree.

“Come down here, you young r.iscal !
jWhatarcyou doing up my apple-tree ?”
jkcTicd. as he recognized Jack.

" N"ihin’, sir,—the bull chased me !”

"Vcll, what business had you in this

)feH «ehere the bull could get at you? You carne
my apples; | know you!”

"Oh, I'd-did n't, sir; no, indeed | d-did n't 1”

" Come down here, | tell jc. “hat are you

Ifen' wi’h that door-mat on your back, eh ?”

HERCULES-JACK.
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“ Oh, please,” cried J.ack, his teeth chattering
with fear, “ | was only playing Hercules.”

“ru “Hercules' ye !” cried oid Sol, seizing Jack
as he carne down the tree and shaking him
roughiy. “ Let me ever ketch ye in my apple-tree
ag’in and 1 'l ye miserable young urchin !"

Here now was hero Jack in tbhe strong grasp of
an angry man, and with a stick in the air ready to
come dotvn on his back.

Then rose such indignant and significant shoiits
from the group of boys on the wall, that Sol
Stevens lumed. Jack saw his chance and made a
sudden spring. His collar tore offin the oid man’s
hand, and ihe culprit was soon safely over the wall,
and making the best of liis way home, sunounded
by the boys, who
were waiting in the
lafie, and who by
tums ridiculed him
and congratulated
him on his escape.

Jack »ould n’t
have minded the
boys, but, just as he
turned outofthe lafie
upon the road.whom
should he see com-
ing along but Susy
Ditson and Polly
Joy!

The more Jack
tried lo Iride, ihe
more ihe boys would
n't let him. Therc
was a pretty livcly
scramble. The girls
heard, looked up,
and sawasquirming
mass of dark coats
and trousers pushing
forward a red-faced
boy, whose plump
arms were waving
wildly,while a wooUy
red door-mat dan-
glcd about his bare
legs!

Then carne a hall,
a sudden wrench, and away flew Jack down the
road, even faster than he had fled from the bulL
And this was the last that was seen in public of
John Franklin Holmes in the character of Her-
cules.
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A FEW OF OUR HABITS.

By M. C. Holmes.

You have heard it said a great many times that
we are all “ creatures of habit,” have you not?
And probably you have taken for granted that the
stateraent is true, without really stépping to think
how very true it is, and how much haljits have to
do in forming our characters and preparing us to
be useful, interesting, and agreeable mcn
women-

As we every one of us know, it is very easy to
fall into a habit (particularly if it is a bad one),
and exceedingly hard to climb out of it again;
each repetition of an action lessens the difficulty
of its performance, until finally we act without any
conscious cffort of mind, and by that time our
habit is formed ; therefore, it is neccssary to keep
our eyes wide open, and svatch that no bad habit
.creeps upon us unawnres, for, after we are once in

and

its power, some pretty hard fighting is vegiiirccl al
our parts to overthrow the enemy. Some wnH
has said, “ The chains of habit are generally I»
small to be felt until they are too strong to bj
broken;” but a determined will can file tliroug|
even these mighcily forged links.

How many of you know what procrastinatia
means? It is a very common habit, ospeciallj
among little girls and boys, and most of them a|
it a great many times each day, when they
“just a hule while” before doing any duty ibf
ought to be performed immediately.. | i
little friend tweive years oid who is always
into trouble through this fault, though she n|
firmly resolved to conquer it, and | thinkisreal
trying her best to do so. J

When school began a fcw months ago, s»
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Itopcd there would be no time to practice in the
1short afternoons, for that was something she could
tiol bear to do; great was her disappoihtment
| shen- when papa remarked;

' Nina, you will get home at three o’clock each
Iday. ancl you must always manage to practice a
gil hour before dark.”

Tlie little girl intended to obey, but often she
I lingered over hcr dinner until mamma had to cali
[ (lo«n-stairs:

'Go to the piano now, Nina,
Imoie time.”

‘Yes, ma’am, | ’in going,” is the answer, but
Ifirt her hands must be washed; then she stops
totell nurse something funny that happened in
school, and the baby laughs and crows in suclt an
lirresistible way that Nina says ;

'* Oh, | must play with him just a minute.”

Oi course, after thc rorap, her hair needs
Ismoothing, and the little girl thinks “ 1 may just
1is 'vell bvaid it all over, it wont take much
llonger; ” then she perhapsremembers that grand-
Itna forgot to give her any fruit for dinner, so off
Idic mus to ask for some ; the hands must then be
| «aslied again, and while that ceremony is being
loone through, company comes in to see her
Imolher, and the parlor is occupied until it is too
|lactl go to the piano that day.

When papa comes home, his first question is:

'Well, little daughter, have you practiced your
lbenr 2"

And Nina hangs her head and explains that she
|bas put it off until all her aftemoon was wasted.

Then for punishmcnt she would have to go to
Ibtd at seven o'clock instead of eight, and rise a
liholc hour carlicr than everybody else next morn-
laigin ordcr to make up the practice lost thc day
Ibciore.

Another frequent habit among both girls and
»ys, as well as among grown-up people, is exag-
Iferolion, or the use of mucli stronger language
liban the occasion warrants. If you are telling
lame little occurrencc that you have seen, or
Irepeating a story that has been told you, do not
IITy lo make it any more startling or marvelous
Ifcn it really is, but adhere closely to the truth,
pgatdlcss of effect; | have known persons to
Ibtcomc so confirmed in thc habit of exaggeration,
Ite it finally became impossible for them to give
I>simple fact correctly, and though they did not
liolend telling falselioods, and would have been
libicked to know they were guilty of anything so
I’itmg, they really were considcred untruthful

de by many of their acquaintances, and were
|feliked and distrusted in consequencc.

Try to speak the exact tnith in little things. If
Ib"' say the dust is perfectly “ frightful,” when it is
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simply annoying, and the cokl is “ awful,” when it
merely makes your cheeks tingle, what meaning
will be in the words you use to speak of a great
railroad accident, or steamboat disaster, or the
burning of some theater where hundreds of people
are mangled, crushed, and killed ? Teach your-
selves to employ simple forms of expression for
simple occurrenccs, then the words you use will
always have fitness and meaning.

I wonder how many of you little people (or big
people either, for that mattcr) would be willing to
have your top burean dvawer put on exhibition
without any warning ! | fancy | see a smile curl-
ing the corners of several small mouths at that
question, Now is ihe time to begin, if you ever
wish to be an ordeviy, s)stematic man or woman;
remember the simple rule so often quoted : “ Have
a place for everything, and keep everything in its
place;” and though at first you will have some
trouble in following it strictly, the good habit of
order will soon be forraed, and you and your
friends will be spared a great deal of annoyance
and discomfort.

An exceedingly good halait to fall into is that of
thoroughness. Never be satisfied with a piece of
svoi'k of any description, unless you have done it
just as well as you “ possibly” could; for people
who do things thoroughly are “such” a com-
fort in this world of carelessness, a comfort to
themselves, and a comfort lo all who come in con-
tad with them; their work never has to be done
over again, but is always satisfactory. This little
virtue can be cultivated in every act of your lives,
—at home and in school,—in dusting a room,
making a doll-dress, studying, or practicing a
music lesson. If builders should not be particular
to put every brick in the exact place it ought to oc-
cupy, our houses would fall down upon our heads;
ancl if some little piece of machinery should be
cavelessly made in the engines of our trains and
steamiroats, thc consequence would be railroad
wrecks and cxplosions every day. So you see how
necessary it is for the safety of our lives that men
should be trainedto do their work thoroughly; and
if the habit is not fonncd during youth, it is almost
an impossibility to acquire it in after life, when
raen find it hard to Icarn new ways.

Now | have suggestcd several habits, some bad,
to get out of, and othcrs good, to get into; and |
will end by telling you of another, which is wortli
more than a fortune to the boyor girl who will take
the trouble lo fonn it, for with “ persevcrance” one
can gain almost any good thing in life that he or
she desires. Paticnt perseverance conquers almost
all difficiilties. Just try for yourselves and see if it
does not. This habit can be gained while you are
working for the other good ones of which | have
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spoken, and 1 am sure that will be a very nice way
to bcgiii its cultivation.

Suppose you all adopt the plan of writing on
a sheet of paper the bad habits you have, and
the good ones you wish to exchange them for.
Then pin the list on the inside of your bed-rooin

EYEBRIGHT.
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door, and read it over carefully every morning
before breakfast this will help )'ou 10 remcmber
through the day the position, advantages, and
disadvantages of the battlc-field, and you ivili be
better prepared to guarcl against a surprisc froir
the enemy.

EYEBRIGHT.

By Susan

CHAPTER V I11-— (Continued.)

Eyebright had never seen a cave before,
though she had read and played about caves all
her life, so you can imagine her ecstasy and aston-
ishment at finding herself in a real one at last. It
was as good as the “Arabian Nights,” she thought,
a great deal better Ilian the cave in the * Swiss
Family Robinson," and, indeed, it was a beauti-
ful place. Cool green ligbt fiiled it, like sunshine
filtercd through sea-water. The rocky shelvcs
were red, or rather a deep rosy pink, and the water
in the pools was of the color of emerald and beauti-
fully clear. She climbcd up to the nearest pool,
and gave a loud scream of delight, for there, under
her eye, was a roiniature fiower-garden, made by
the fairies, it would seem, and filled with dahlia-
shaped and hollyhock-shaped things, purple, crim-
son, and deep orange, which were flowers to all
appearance, and yet must be animals; for they
opened and shut their many-tinted petais, and
moved and swayed when she dipped her fingers in
and splashed the water about. There were green
spiky things, too, exactly like freshly fallen chest-
nut burrs, letcuce-like leaves,—palé red ones, as
fine as tissue-paper,—and delicate filmy foliage in
soft brown and in white. Yeilow snails clung to
the sides of the pool, vivid in color as the blossom
of a trumpet-creeper ; and, as she lay with her
face cidse to the surfacc of the water, a small
bright fish swam from under the leaves, and
darted across tlie pool like a quick sun-ray. Never,
even in her dreams, had Eyebright imagined any-
thing like it, and in her delight she gave Genevieve
a great hug, and cried;

“ Are n'Lyou glad | brought you, dear, and oh,
is n’t it beautiful ?”

There were several pools, one above another, and
each higher onc seemed more beautiful than the
next below. The very biggest “ dahlia ” of all—
Anemone was its real fiame, but Eyebright did not
know that—was in the highest of these pools, and

Coolidge.

Eyebright lay so long looking at it and givingilan|
occasional tickle with her forefinger to make it open |
and shut, that she never noticed how fast the tide|
was beginning to pour in. At last, one great «awe |
rolled up and brokc almost at her feet, and she sut
denly bethought herself that it might be time toga
Alas ! the thought carne too late, as in another min-
ute she saw. The rocks at the side, down whick
she had climbed, were cut off by deep water. Shel
hurried across to the othcr side to see if it werenoi |
possible to get out there; but it was even «orse,
and the tide ran after as she scrambled back, and |
wétted her ankle before she could gain the place |
where she had been sitting before she made this|
disagreeable discovery. That was n’t safe either. |
for pretty soon a splash reached her there, and she’
took Genevieve in herarms and climbed up higher
still, feeling like a hunted thing, and as if the sa
were chasing her and would catch her if it possiblv |
could.

It was a great comfortjust then to recolleci wiai |
Mr. Downs had said about the cave bcing sfe
enough for people who were caught there by tlie
tide, “ in ordinary wcather.” Eyebright worried
a little over that word “ ordinai7,” but the sin
was shining outside, and she could see its gleam|
through the lower waves; the water carne in cluicilv.
which proved that there was n’t much «ind; I
and, altogether, she concluded that there could at |
be anything extraordinary about this particular
day. 1think she proved herselfa brave little tliing.
and sensible, too, to be able to reason this outa-l
she did and avoid useless fright; but for all IW
bravery, she could n’t bclp crying a little as she i
there like a jimpet among the rocks, and realiicr.
that tire Oven door was fast shut, and she could ni
get out for ever so many hours. All of a suddenl
it carne to lier quite distinctly how foolish and nslil
it was to have come there all alone, without per-
mission from Papa, or letting anybody know of her
intention. It was one comfort that Papa at tbail
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inoincnt was in Malachi, and could n’t be anxious
about her; bui, “ Oh dear!" Eyebright thought,
“liow dreadfully he would feel if 1 nover did get
out, and he carne back and found me gone, and
nobody couid tell him where 1 was. | ’ll never do
such a bad, naughty thing again, never,—if | ever
do got out: that is ” she rcfiected, as the water
climlsed highcv and higher, and again she moved
lier seat to avoid it, still with the sense of being a
iiunted thing which the sea was trying to catch.
Her seat was now too far from the pools for her
to note how ihe anemones and snails were enjoying
their twice-a-day visit from the tide, how the petais
quivcred and widened, the wceds grew brighter,
and the fish darted alaout with rencwcd life and
>igor. 1 don’t believe it would have been much
comfort to her if she had seen them. Fishes are
unfricndly creatures ; they never seem to care any-
thing about human beings, or whether they are
feeling glad or sorry. Genevievc, for all her being

"SHB CLIMBED UP HICHEU STau"

made of wax, was much more satisfactory. W hat
vas particularly nice, she lcnt Eyebright her blau-
ket-shaw! to wear, for the cave liad begun to feel
‘cry chilly, The shawl was not large, but it was
bttter than nothing; and with this round hershoul-
ders, and Dolly cuddled in her anns, she sat on the
'tryhighest ledgcof all and watched the water rise.
She could n't go any higher, so she hoped it
could n’t cither; and as she sat, she sang all the
songs and hymns she knew, to keep her spirits up,
—*Qut on an Ocean,” “ Shining Shore” {how
she ivished herself on one !), “ Rosalie, the Prairie
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Flower,” “ Oid Dog Tray,” and cvcr so many
others. It was a very iniscellaneous concert, but
did as well for Eyebright and the fishes as the most
classical music could have done; better, perhaps,
for Mozart and Bcethoven might have sounded a
little inouniful, and “ songs without words” would
never have answercd. Songs witli words were
what were wanted in that cmcrgency.

The lide habed at last, after filling the cave
about tvvo-thirds full. Once sure that it had turned
and was going down, Eyebright felt easier, and
coukl even enjoy herself again. She ate the brcad-
and-butter wiih a good appetite, only wishing there
were more of it, and then made up a delightful
story about robbcrs and a cave and a princess, in
which she herself played ihe part of the princess,
who was shut in the cave of an enchanter till a
prince should come and relcase.her thiough a hole
in the top. By the time that this happened and
the princess was safely out, the up|jermostpool was
uncovered, and Eyebright clambered down the wet
rocks and took another long look at it, “ making
believe” that it was a garden which a good fairy
had planted to amuse the princess; and, indeed,
no fairy could have invented a prettier one. So,
little by little, and following the rcceding sea, she
was able at last, with a jump and a long step, to
reach the rocky pathway by which she had come
down, and two minutes later she was on top of the
cliff again, and in the sunshine, which felt particu-
larly warm and pleasant. The sun was half-way
down the sky; she had been in the cave almost six
hours, and she knew it mustbe latein the afternoon.

Neither Mrs. Waurigan for the party of chil-
dren was visible as she passed the house. They had
probably gone in for tea, and she did not stop to
look them up, for a great longiiig for home had
seized upon her. The tide delayed her a little
while at the causeway, so that it was past six when
she finally reached the island, and her boots were
wet from the soaked sand; but she did n’t mind
that a bit, she was so very glad to be safely there
again. She puilccl them off, put on dry stockings
and shoes, madc the fire, filled the tea-kettlc, set
the tablc, and, after a light repast of bread and
milk, curled herself up in the rocking-cliair for a
long nap, and did not wake till nearly nine, when
Papa carne in, having been set ashore by the
schooner’s boat as it passed by. He liad a kirgc
cod-fish in his hand, swung from a loo]i of str iig.

“ Well, it has been a nice day,” he said, cheer-
fully, rubbing his hands. “ The wind was faii
both ways. We did some fishing, and | caught
this big fcllow. | don’t know when | have enjoyed
anything so much. What sort of a day have you
had, little daughter?”

Eyebright began to tell him, but at the same
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time began to cry, which made her story rather
difficult to understand. Mr. Bright looked very
grave when at last he comprehended the danger
she had been in.

“ 1 sha'n’t darc to go anywhere again,” he said.
“ 1 thought | could trust you, Eyebright. |
thought you were loo sensible and steady to do
such a wild thing as this. | am very much sur-
prised and very much disappointed.”

These words were the heavicst punishment
which Eyebright could have had, for she was proud
of being triistcd and trustworthy. Papa liad sat
sighing down and leaned his head on his hand.
All his bright look was overclouded,—the plea'sant
day seemed forgoiten and almost spoiled. She
felt that it was her fault, and reproached herself
more than ever.

“ Oh, please don’t say that, Papa,” she pleaded,
tearfully. “ 1 can be trusted, really and truly |
can. | wont ever go to any dangerous place alone
again, really 1 wont. Just forgive rae this time,
and you Il see how good | Il be all the rest of my
life.”

So Papa forgave her, and she kept her promise,
and never did go off on any thoughtiess expedi-
tions again, as long as she lived on Causey lIsland.

ChaPTER IX.

A LONG year in A SHORT CHAPTER.

It was Christmas Eve, and Eyebright, alone in
the kitchen, was hanging up the stockings before
going to bcd. Papa, who had a headache, had
retired early, so there was no one to interrupt her.
She only wishecl there had been. Half the fun of
Christmas seems missing when there is nobody
from whom to keep a secret, no inystery, no hiding
of things in corners and bringing them out at just
the right moment. Vcry carefuily she ticd Papa’s
stocking to thc cérner of the chimnc)', and pro-
ceeded to “ fill ” it; that is, to put iu a pair of oid
fur gloves which she had discovered in one of the
boxes, and had mended by way of a aurprise, and
a small silk bag full of hickovy-niit meats, carefuily
picked from the shells. These were all the Christmas
glfts she had been able to get for Papa, and the
long gray stocking-leg looked very empty to her
eyes. She had wished much to knit him a com-
forter, but it was three weeks and more since
either of them had been able to get to the village;
besides which. she knew that Papa felt very poor
indeed, and she did not like to ask for money,
oven so little as would have carried out her wish.
“ This must do,” she said, with a little sigh.
Then she hung up her own stocking, and went
upstairs. Eyebright always had hung up her
stocking on Christmas Eve ever since she could

remember, and she did it now more from the forcé
of habit than anything else, forgetting that tliere
was no Wealthy at hand to put things in, and thai
they were living on an island which, since wiiuer
began, seemed to have changed its place, anti
swung a great deal farther away from things:ii
people and the rest of the world than it had been.

For winter comes early to the Mainc cojsts.
Long before Thanksgiving, the ground was «iit:
with snow, and it stayed white from that time on
till spring, After the first hCavy storm, the
farraers turned out witli snow-piows to break paths
through the village. As more snow fell, it wes
shoveled out and thrown on either side of the p.nh,
till the long double mounds half hid the pcnplt
who walked between. But thcre was no one to
break a path along the shorc toward the causeivay.
The tide, rising and falling, kept a little strip of
sand clear for part of the distance, and on this
Eyebright now and then made her way to the
village. But it was a hard and uncertuin ivall,
and as rowing the boat was very coid work, it liap-
pened sometimes that for weeks together neither
she fior Papa Icft thc island, or saw anybody cxccpi
each Uther.

This tvould have seemed very loncly, indeed, had
not thc housc-work filled up so much of hcr time.
Papa had no such resoiircc. After the wood ivas
chopped, and the cow fed, and a little snow
shoveled, perhaps,—that ivas all. He could not
find pleasure, as Eyebright did, in reading over
and over again a book which he already knew by
heart; the ciimate did not brace and stimulate
him as it did licr; the coid affected him very
much; he mopcd in the solit'ude, and time hung
heavily upon his hands.

Eyebright often wondered how they could ever
have got along—or, in fact, if it could have been
possible to getalong atall—without their cow. Papa
had bought her in the autumn, when he began to
realize how complctely they were to be sliut aT
from village supplies in bad wcather. She ivasa
good-natui'ed, yciloiv bcast, without any pedigree,
or any fiame till Eyebright diibbcd her * Cuiden
Rod,” partly bccause of hcr color, and pnrily
because the ficld in ivhich she grazed before she
carne to them was full of golden-rod, ivhicli the
cow was siipposed to cat, though | daré say slic|
did n’t. She gave a good deal of milk, not of thc|
richest quality, for hcr diet was rather sparc, but|
it was a great help and comfort to have it. Wilh|
milk, potatoes, cabbages, and beets from their own |
garden; flotir, Indian meal, and a barrel of sali |
beef in store, there was no danger of starvation on
Causey lIsland, though Eyebright at times gre«|
very tired of ringing the changes on these fe*|
aiticles of diet, and trying to invent new dishes 1
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«iih which to teinpt Papa’s appetite, which had
grown very poor since tlie winter set in,
Altogether, Ufe on the island was a good deal
harder and less pleasant now than it had laeen in
suimner-thnc, and tlie sea was a great deal less
pleasant. Eyebright loved it stiil, but her love
«as mingled with fcar, and she began to realize
what a terrible thing tiie ocean can be. The great
gra\- waves which leaped and roared and flung
themsclves madly on the rocks, were so different
frum the blue rippling waves of the summer, that
she could hardly believe it the same sea. And
eren when pleasant days camc, and the waves
grew calm, and the beautiful color returned to the
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great fierce ocean weighed hcavily on Eycbright’s
mind somctimes. Especially was this the case
when heavy fogs wrapped the coast, as occasionaily
they did for days together, making all landmarks
dangerously dim and indistinct. At such times
it seemed as if Causey Island were a big rocky
lump whicb had got in the way, and against which
ships were almost certain to run. She wished
very much for a light-housc, and she coaxed Papa
to let her keep a kerosene lamp burning in the
window of her bedroom on all foggy and very darle
nights.  “ The littie gal’s lamp,” the Malachi
sailors called it, and they learned to look for it as
a guide, though its reflective power was not enough

“ SHE WKAfPED HER ARMS IN HER SHAWU AND WATCHED HIM ROW AWAY.”

«ater, still the other and frightful look of the
ocean remained in her memory, and her bad
dreams were always about storms and shipwrecks.
Many more boats passed between Malachi and
Arapplehead in winter than in summer. Now
lhat tlie inland roads were blocked with snow, and
lhe Boston steamer had ceasecl to ruii, the inails
come that way, being brought over every wcck in
osail-boat. Even row-boats passed to and fro in
colm rveather, and what with lumlror vessels and
fishing-smacks, and an occasional traveler from
out-ef-the-way Cafiada, sails at sea, or the sound
of clinking oars off the bathing-beach, bocame of
fmquent occurrence. These little boats out in the

to make it serviceable in a fog. which was the chief
danger of all.

There was no fog, however, when she opened
her eyes 011 Christmas morning, but a bright sun,

just rising, which was a sort of Christmas present

in itself. She made haste to dress, for she heard
Papa nioving in his room, and she wished to get
clo'vn first, but he was as quick as she, and they
finally met at the stair-top, and went down to-
gether.

When he saw the stockings, he looked surprised
and vcxed.

“ Dear me! did you hang up your stocking,
Eyebright-~” he asked, in a deprcssed tone. “ |
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quite forgot it was Christmas. You ’ll have no
presents, my child, | 'm afraid.”

“ Never mind, Papa, | don’t care; | don’t want
anything,” said Eyebright.

She spoke bravely, but there was a lurap in her
throat and she could hardly keep from tears. It
seemed so strange and dreadful not to have any-
thing at all in herstocking,—not one single thing!
She had not thought much about the matter, but
with childish faith had taken it for granted that
sbc must have something—some sort of a present,
and fora moment the disappointmcnt was hard to
bear.

Papa looked very much troubled, especially
when he spied his own stocking and perceived
that his little daughter had remembered him while
he had forgotten her. He spent the morning
rummaging his dcsk and the trunks upstairs, as
if in search of something, and after dinner, an-
nounced that lje was going to the village to get
the mail. The mails carne in to Scrapplehead
twice a week, but he seldom had any letters, and
Eyebright ncvcr, so, as a general thing, they were
not very particular about calling regulaily at the
post-office.

Eyebright wanted to go too, but the day was
so coid that Papa thought she would better not.
She wrapped him in every warm thing sbe could
find, and drew the fur-gloves over his fingers with
great satisfaction.

“ They will keep you quite warm, wont they ?”
she said. “ Your fingers would almost freeze with-
out them, would n’t they? You like them, don’t
you, Papa?”

“Very much,” said Mr.
good-bye kiss.

Then he stepped into the boat and took the
oars, while she wrapped her arms in her shawl and
watched him row away. Her breath froze on the
air like a cioud of white steam. She felt her ears
tingle, and presently ran back to the house, feel-
ing as if Jack Frost were nipping her as she ran,
but with glowing cheeks and spirits brightencd by
the splendid air.

Just before sunset Papa carne rowing back. He
was almost stiff with coid, but when once he had
thawed out in the warm kitchen, he seemed none
the worse for that. It was quite exciting to hear
from tile village after such a long silence. Papa
had seen Mrs. Downs and Mr. Downs and the
children. Benny had had the mumps, but he was
almost well again. Mrs. Downs sent her love to
Eyebright, and a minee-pie pinned up in a towel.
This was very nice, but when Eyebright unpinned
the towel and saw the pie, she gave a scream of
dismay.

“ Why, Papa, it’sall haid,” she said, “ and it’s

Bright, giving her a
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just like ice. Touch it.
anything so cold?”

In fact, the pie was frozen hard, and had lo be
thawed for a long time iii the oven before it was fit
to eat. While this process was going on, Papa
produced a little parcel from his pocket. It nasa
Christmas present,—a pretty blue ncck-tie. Eye-
lirlght was delighted, and showed her gratitude by
kissing Papa at least a dozen times, and dancing
about the kitchen.

“ Oh, and here ’s a letter for you, too,” he said,

“ A letter for me. How queer ! | never hada
letter before, that | remember. Why, it’s from
Wealthy ? Papa, | wish j'ou 'd read itto me. ]t
looks very hard to make out, Wealthy writes such
a funny hand. Don’t you recollect how she used
to work over her copy-book, with her nosc almost

Papa; did you ever fed

touching the paper, and how inky she used o
get?”
It was the first time they had heard from

Wealthy since they left Tunxet, more than eight
months before. Wealthy wrote very few letters,
and those few cost an amount of time, troiiblc and
ink-spots, which would have discouraged most
people from writing at all.

This was the letter:

Dear Eyebright: | take my pen jn hand to tell you iliai lw
wellf and hope you are iKesame. Al the friendo here Is wvH, excepi
MUs Berry. She
Bcadles is dead and buified.

down whh intermUdins: fever, and oid
'Whether that's bcing well ornot] eaa's
I halnr wriitco

say. Some folks thinks so, and some folka don’t

before. 1 ainl much ofa acribe, as you know,so | judge yon liaven'i
been surprised ai Dothearing ofme 1 might have writsooocr, bou
along in tlic fall my arm was kind of lamed with rheiimati-ni,aN|
when I gol over that, therc was Mandy Harmon’s weddin’ thingS{o
do,— Pelaaah Hannon's daughter, down to the corners, you kn«

W hatgirls wantso many clothes forwhen Ihcy gcl raairicd, 1on’t
for the life of me tell. The shops don't shut up for good juai after.
ward, so far as anybody knows, but you 'd ihink Ilicy did from ilie
fuss some ofchem make M andy had five new dresses. They w«
cutdolvn to 'SVorcester, but | made ihem, beside two calikui .ind ico
ofeveryihing, and a double gown aod an Ulsterand *ke Lordkjjw
whatnot | 've had to stick to itto put'cm through, bul ilicy 'reall
done atlast, and she got married lastweek and went ofT, and I giies
she "Il spend the next few years a-aUerin’ of them things over,orl
miss my guess. That Mather girl keeps askingme aboul you, bul
I lell heryou haini wroic but twice, and 1 don'l know no more iha"
she does. M r Berry got your Pa's letter, W e was glad to hear yo*)
liked il up therc, but most places is pleasant enough in summer
W inteiis the tug. | suppose it 's cold enough where you are, somo
times, judging from ProbbabilUdcs. Mr, Ashcrhas look the iwwt
Tell your Pa. It don't look much like oid lunes. He jias pui
woodcn points on lop of the bam and mendcd the back gaie, twl
he 's gota nasiy Ne~ribundland which barks mosi all ihe lime, "c"«
I must conclude.— Yours trniy, ‘Wealthy A.Judsox,

p, s.—My respecta to your Pa and to all inquiring friends 1
thinking ihai thatwatcr-proofofyour Ma’s had betictbe cuH'verte

you in tho spring. W hat kind of hclp do you gci up in Mainel

“ Oh, how like dear, funny oid Wealthy tiiai
is1” cried Eyebright, as between smiles and tears

she listened to the reading of this letter. “ Whom
do you suppose she means by ‘all inqumAg
fricnds ’?  And isn’t it just like her to cali Bessk

‘that Mather girl’? Wealthy never could endure



i8297]

Bessie,— 1 can’t imagine why. Well, this has been
a real nice Christmas, after all. | 'm glad you
didn't go to thc post-office last week, Papa, for then
we should have got the Ictter sooner and should n’t
have had it for to-day. It was much nicer to have
ii now.”

'* Winter s the tug.” Eyebright thought often
of this sentence of Weakhy’s as the long weeks
ivent by, and still the coid continiied and thc
spring delayed, till it seemed as tboiigh it were
never coming at all, ancl Papa grew thinner and
more listless and discouraged all the time. The
ionclincss and want of occupation hurt him more
than it did Eyebright, and when spring camc, as
al last it did, bis spirits did not revive as she had
hoped they would. Farming was trying and
deprcssing work on Causey Island. The land was
poor and rocky,—*“ out of heart,” as the saying
is,- .ind Mr- Bright had neither the spirit fior the
money to bring it into condition. He missed his
oid occupation and his oid neighbors more than he
had cxpected; he misscd newspapers; andagrow-
ing fuixiety about the future, and about Eyebright,
—»ho ivas getting no schqoling ofany kind,—com-
bincd to depress him and give him the feeling that
lie had dropped out of life, and there was no use
intrying to make things better.

It ivas ccrtaiiily a disaclvantage to Eyebright, at
lierage, to be taken out of school, still life on the
island was a schooling for all that, and schooling
of a very usefiil kind. History and geography are
exccllent things, but no geography or history can
t.nkf the place of thc lessons which Eyebriglit was
now lcarning,—lessons in patience, unselfishness,
good-humor and helpfulness. When she fought
with her own little discontents and vexations, and
kept her face bright and sunny for Papa’s sake, she
"las gaining more good than she could have done
from the longest chapter in the best school-book
ever printed. Not that the school-books are not
desirable, too, or that Eyebright did not miss
them, After the first novelty of their new life was
over, she missed school very much,—not the fun
of school only, but the actual study itself. Her
mind felt as they say teething dogs do, as ifit must
h-ivesomething to bite on. She tried the expcri-
tnent of setting herself lessons, but it did not siic-
ceed very ivell. Thcre was no one to explain the
little difficulties that arése, and she gresv puzzled
ond confused, and lost the desire to go on.

Anothcr thing which she misscd very much was
going to church. There had never been either a
church or a Sunday-school in Scrapplehead, and
tke people who made any difference for Siinday
tnadc it by idling about, which was almost ivorse
than working. At first, Eyebright tried to ob-
serve the day after a fashion, by Icarning a hymn
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and studying a short Biblc lesson, but such good
habits drop off after a while, when there is nothing
and nobody to remind or help us, ancl little by
little she got out of the way of keeping it up, and
sometimes quite forgot that it was Sunday til!
afterward. Days were much alike on the island,
especially in winter, and it was not easy to remem-
ber, which must be her excuse; but it was a sad
want in her week, and a want which was continu-
ally growing worse as she grew older.

Altogether, it was not a good or wholesome life
for a child to lead, and only her high spirits and
sweet, healthful temper kept her from being seri-
ously hurt by it. It wasjust now that Mr. Joyce’s
words were proved true, and the quick power of
imagination with which naturc had gifted her
became her best friend. It enabled her to take
sights and sounds into the place of play-fellows and
friends, mixing them with her life as it were, and
halfin fun, half in earnest, getting companiunship
out of them. Skies and sunsets, flowers, waves.
birds,—all becamc a part of the fairy-world ivhich
lay always at hand, and to which her mind went
for change and rest from work too liard and
thoughts over-anxious for a child to bear. She
was growing fast, but the only signs she gave of
growing oldcr were her womanly and thoughiful
ways about Papa and his comforts, and a slight,
very slight, difference in her feeling toward Gcne-
vieve, whom she played with no longer, though
she took her out now ancl then when she was quite
alone, and set her in a chair opposite, as better
than no company at all. Eyebright had no idea
of being disloyai to this dear oid friend, but her
eyes had opened to the fact that Genevieve was
only wax, and do what she could, it was impossible
to make her seem alive any more.

Her rapid growth was another trouble, for she
could not wear the clothes which she had brought
with her to the island, and it was very hard to get
othcrs. Papa had no money to spare, she knew,
and she could not bear to worry him with her diffi-
ciildes, so she went to Mrs. Downs instead. Mrs.
Downs had hcr hands full of sewing for “ him”
and her three boys ; still she found time to advise
and help, and between her fitting and Eyebright’s
sewing, a skirt and jacket were concocted out of
the water-proof designated by Wealthy, which,
though rather gtieer in pattern, did nicely for cool
days, and relieved Eyebright from the long-iegged
sensation which was growing over hcr. This,
with a calic6, some of Mrs. Bright’s underclothing
altcrcd a little, and a sun-bonnet with a deep cape,
made a tolerable summer outfit. Glovcs, ruffles,
ribbons and such little niccties, she learned to do
without, and when the sweet summer carne again
with long days and warm winds, when she could
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row, sit out-doors as much as she liked, and swing
in the wild-grape hammocks which festooned the
shore, she did not miss them, Girls on deseit
islands can dispense with finery.

But summers in Maine are very short, and, as
lengthening days and chilly nights began to hint
at coming winter, Eyebright caught herself shiv-

MORE UN-NATURAL HISTORY.
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ering, and knew that she dreaded it very mucli
indeed.

“ How long it will seem !” she thought.
how will poor Papa bear it? And whatam 1todo
when all Mamma’s oid clothes are worn out? 1
don’t suppose | ever shall have any new ones, and
how | ara to manage, | cannot imagine !”

“ And

(To he continued.”
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NAN, THE NEWSBOY.

TWO WAYS OF SEEING.

By Margaret Vandegrift.

“ The blossoms fall, the pretty spring-flowers die,
The first fair grass is ready for the mowing;
The grub has swallowed up the buttcrfly,
And everything that isn’t gone is going!”

The tiny apples cluster on the bough;

The bees have gone to work, instead of humining;
The seed is up, where lately ran the plow.

And everything that has n't come is coming!

The birds have ceascd their merry spiing-tide lay ;
No more the blackbird on the tree-top whistles;
The fiogs no longer croak at cidse of day,

And thorns are where the down was on the ihistles.”

The birds don’t think they have the time to sing;
The blackbird has to feed his wife and babies;
You ’ll see what Summer ’s making out of Spring—

The woods and fields and trees are full of may-be’'s.
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Courage ! Look u'p! The spirit of the spring

Should long outlast and

ovetlive the letter

Change means advance, in almost everything,
And good don’t die—it only turns to better.

NAN, THE
By W. H.

Man, the Newsboy, is among the latest of the
odd characters which spring into fame from time
10time out of the varicd life of the great city of
New York. A year ago he formed a little band,
wnsisting of himself and two others, to patrol the
East River docks at night and rescue pcrsons from
driwning.

Some charitable persons heard of the boys, gave
thevn a floating station to live in, boats, neat blue
uiiifomis, and a small weekiy salary to devoto
their whole time to the work.

Nan’s real fiame is William J. O’Neil. He is a
thorough Street Arab in his manners, and uses
the dialect cominon among ragged newsboys and
hoot-blacks.

The regulations by which the association should

NEWSBOY.
Bishop.

be governed, according to bis idea, are few and
simple. As jotled down witli other matters in
his roiigh log-book, they ave;

1. Membeis shall do whatever the president
orders them.

2. No one shall be a member who drinks or
gets drunk.

3. Any members not down in Dover dock, and
miss one night except in sickness, shall be fined
fifty cents by order of the president.

4. No cursing allowed.

Spelling is not Nan’s strong point, and | have
taken the liberty to arrange this according to the
usual custom. Nor does he keep records in a
scientific manner. Case four, in his list of rescued,
sets down only “ A Jew boy.” Case five is “ A
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red-headed boy who fell in the water, but could

not find his fiame.”
The first meeting of the association took place
one pleasant day in June, 1878.

(K1lly.)

(Loug.)

NEWSBOY. (Avousi,

for preserdent. We thought we might as well be
doin’ that as loafin' on corners.”

Might as well be brave and humane fellows, ihat
is, as idle and dangeroiis loungersl Yes, indeed

(Nau.)

THS NEW YORK VOLUKTEUR LIFE-SAVINC CORES IN UNIFORM.

“We was a-sittin’on Dover dock,” Nan says,
tellin’ stories. We got talkin' about how a body
was took out ‘'most every day, and some said two
hundred was took out in a year. We'd heercd
about life-savin’ on the Jersey coast, too. So |
says: ‘Say we makes a’ ’sociation of it, boys, for
to go along the docks pickin’ ’em up regular.’
“All right 1 they says, and they nomernates rae

“

they might, and this modest way of putting it is
infinitely to Nan’s credit.

The pictures of the three give their appearance
correctly, so | need not describe them. Nan hasa
rosy complexién and a serious manner. He has
sold papers almost ever since he can remember.
Edward Kelly is paler and slighter, and has gnilc
a decided air of dignity- Gilbcrt Long is sun-
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bro'vned, and has a mciTy twinkle in his eye. He
looks as if likely to be the most recklessiy per-
sistent of the lot in any dangerous straits. The
three boys all were born in Cherry Street. Long
has buen a tin-smith’s appientice, and Kelly a
leatlier-cutter.

Tlicy have with them also five unpaid volunteers
ttho serve at night. The forcé is divided into
ilirce patrols.

Cherry Street and its vicinity abound in tene-
menis, sailorboarding-houses anddrinkingsaloons.
Tlic iipper part of South Street is a kind of
ljreHthing-place for this squalid quarter. It is
much favored by idle urchins especially, who find
a hundred ways to amuse themselves among the
hoxcs and laales. A breeze blows from the water
across thc edge of the dusty, coffee-colored piers,
and gives a breath of fresh air.

Tlic fisli-dock and the oid “ dirt ”-dock in Peck
Slipon summer evenings are white with the figures
of batlieis. Often, too, even when lhe law was
more stringent against it thau now, they found
mc;iiisto swim in the day-time. They wrestle and
tuinbie over one another, remain in the water for
hours, swim across the swift stream to Brooklyn
and back, and dive to the niuddy bottom for coiirs
ihrowii to them by spectators.

This was the training-school of our life-savers.
*Accidents were very frequent here, and the boys
irade many rcscues without thinking much ofthem.

Their house is a little box of a place, painted
bright blue, moored under the shade of the great
Brooklyn bridgc, and ciése to both the Fulton and
Roosevelt Street ferries. The front door of the
cstablishment, as it might be called, is through a
hole in a dilapidatcd fence ; then down a ladder,
and perhaps across a canal-boat or two to where
it lies wcdged in in the crowcled basin. They
have ,a row-boat, and a Ufe-saving raft of the
catamaran pattern.

Inside, the station has three bunks, somelockers
loliold miscellaneous anieles, a small stove in a cor-
ner, and a small case of books contnbuted by the
Seainan’s Friend Society. These are largely ac-
counis of courage and ingenuity in danger likely
tn be appreciated by boys in their circumsténces.
I’ben they unbend after duty is over, Nan plays
ihe banjo and what he calis the “ cordeen,” and
there is quite a social time.

Bul it is drawing on toward seven o'clock, and
« are to make the rouiids to-night. The volun-
e«rs begin to drop in. They are shy at first at
“i'iling strangers present, but soon begin to thaw
ow and deliver their views frcely. Thcre is Dick
Harriiigton, who works at sail-making; Peter
Huyes, a tinker ; “ Bony ” Hayes,—Nan thinks
his stands for Bonaparte or Bonanza, he is not
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sure which,—a porter; Thomas Cody, a printer;
and Jos. Findiay, whose business is to count papers
in a newspapcr office.

Harrington is not beyond a boyish blush ; Peter
Hayes is inclined to be a little boastful; i*Bony”
Hayes is something of a philosopher, and claims
to have seen a good deal of life while fishing for
eels off the docks; Findlay enjoys the distinction

nan's front door.

of having made a specialty of friistrating suicides,
and Cody, from the line of business he is in, is
spoken ofas pretty “ edicated.”

The apparatus taken along consists of boat-
hooks, life-lines, an iron ladder, folding up neatly
like a camp-stool, and lanterns. The life-line is a
common cord, about twenty-fivc feet long, with a
small billet of wood attached to the end to be
thrown to the person in the water.

We do not have the luck to see a genuine case
to-night. Up we-go along the strange river front
to the foot of Montgomery Street, then down to
the Battery, perhaps two miles in a straight line.
How imposingly the vast black hulls stand up
against thc sky ! The water cliicks and chuckies
to itself, as if with a secret cruel humor, under the
planks on which we walk. Whoever is drifted bv
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the tide in under there, where the rays of the dark
lantcrn will not penétrate, is lost indeed.

The vicinity of tire fcrries is where there are the
most bustling crowds, the water’s edge is the most
easily reached, and the principal liability to acci-
dcnts exists. At Pier Two, near the South Ferry,
where their station was then moored, Kelly and
Long, at half.past two ofa winter’s morning, heard
a cry. They ran out, explorcd, but could see
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aitempting to walk straight across the open
Coenties Slip, or to the lights of Brooklyn, forgetiui
of the water, or others lain down to sleep onilit
string-pieces of the piers.

The suicides are generally intoxicated, too,
Those who are not go out upon the ferry-boats,
perhaps to make surer work of it. It is a strange
expcrience to hear one of these boys tell how (e
found a middle-aged woinan on the edge of te

NAN SAVES THREE BOVS FROM DROWNINO.

nothing. Coming back, two hands were dis-
ceined projccting despairingly out of the icc-
cakes. With a boat and the aid of their New-
foundland dog, Rover, they drew the man out.
They found him to be a ’longshoreman, who had
walked over the edge while intoxicated.

This is a very common story. The larger part
of the rescued, or those assistcd before they have a
chance to come to harm,—for the boys makc this
a praisewoi'thy part of their occupalion, too,—are
of a similar sort. They are saiiors searching in a
dazed way for their ships, persons of low condition

pier, “ prayin’and lookin’up at the sky;” howsht
“ made a bounce” and he “ grabbed” her, ad
how he advised her, when she groaned that she
had been robbed of her money and clothes and
wanted to die, to “just go right home and doni
bothcr no more about it,”

These are lives so long steeped in the dregsci
wrctchedness as to be almost tiresome to tlieii |
owners, because they are so hopeless.

Then therc are the careless children, for whom
there are regular seasons. Many such rescues |
happen in the spring when the little folk begin to
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play on the loose logs and rafts in the basins wiih
the first fine weather, but the majority occur in
tlie summer bathing-time.

The grown people are shy of giving their fiames,

or making any stir about their preservers, through
shame at the condition they were in. The chil-
dreii often have a wholesome fear of further pun-
ishment at home, should they rcturn dripping and
their whereabouts at the time be known.

Frequently some sad victim of a boy, as he might
be thought, just drawn from death’s door, may be
seen playing gayly at tag, waiting for his clothes
which are spread out to dry in the sun.

Nan had saved eight persons, Long six, and
Kelly four, before the association was formed, and
Nan had received a silver medal from the United
States Life Saving Association.

His most gallant case was the rescue of three
young men overturned from a rosv-boat by collision
«ilh the Harlem steamer off Eleventh Street. He
wes selling his papers on the dock at the time.
When his notice was attracted to the accident, he
at once threw the papers down and plunged in.
He was taken out himselfin a drowning condition.

""Wlien you drowns,” he says, speaking feel-
mgly from experience, “ not a thing you ever did
but it comes up in your head. Then, may be, after
that, you hear a kin’ o’ noise like music in your
Mrs.”

Long’s best case was the saving of a son of Pélice
Sergcant Webb’s in Dover dock, and Kelly’s of a

at Bay Ridge, who drew him down twice in
the cfibrt,

We stop to see the shelf, turned up against the
siete of the shed on the Harlem pier, which was
Nan's place of business in former times. He has
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transferred it to a cousin, thus keeping it still in
the family. We talk with the watchman on a tall
British bark in the India trade. Then we pick up
a tramp, stowed away in a dangevous place by tlie

Bridge-street ferry, and hand him over to the
pélice, who receive him grumbling.

The boys are sorry that we do not have a chance
to see them in the actual heat of their occupation.
They offer, if we wish, to go through the form of
a rescue, by having onc of their own number fall
in and two others get him out. We do not, of
course, accept so barbarous a test of hardihood, for
it is early spring and the water is icy coid. We
are satisfied to hear from them their manner of
doing it.

The life-line is thrown as near the sinking per-
son as possible. Two of the patrol go into the
water. One puts the Une about the subject with a
“ half-hitch,” the other helps suppott him to land.
If he struggle and seize the rcscucr so as to endan-
ger both, the latter sinks a little, when the drown-
ing man lets go his hold in alarm. In some cases
it has been necessaty to strike him, so as to render
him partly insensible.

The drowning person is always to be approached
from behind, turned upon his back, and drawn in

by the hair, the rescuer swimming on his back
also.  This plan is recommended by the best
authorities, and it may be well for some of our

young readers to bear it in mind.

These young fellows have had the odd expe-
rience of seeing themsclves and their work repre-
sented on the stage. They went to see, at one of
the cheap clown-town theaters, a scnsational piece
entitled “ Nan, the Newsboy,” which was acted to
the satisfaction of quite a large audience.
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The boys speak of this play with great disgust.
“ It was the richest life-savin' | ever see,” says Nan.
“They had me in it, and me mother in it, and ali
of uz. There was a woman, and she had n’t not
no more than lost her baby when | stcps up and
says, ‘Here ’s yer baby, raississ.”

“ Then there was river pirates and a milliner.
A girl she come singin’ down the docks about
twelve o’clock at night. There aint no girls comes
singin’around us. The river pirates they stabbed
the girl and throwed her in. Then there was
another one throwed in. We had all three of 'em
out in five minutes. The feller what was supposed
to be me was about thirty years oid. The one
what looked like Kelly he had a mustache.”

A glance at the smooth countenance of Kelly, so
innocent ofany such decoration, showed this to be
an error quite worthy of the vigorous way in which
it was found fault with.

The account given of the way rescued persons
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behave after their rcscue is not at all favorable.
Gratitude is said to be thc last thing they think df.
Often there is positive abuse. Ifa hat be lost dur-
ing the confusidén, as is of course not uncommon,
this trifling mishap drives everything else from
their minds.

It is clear that it is not the interesting characters
of the persons saved by which Nan and his mates
are inspired. Nor does it seem an unusual benev-
olence of disposition on their part. It is a bold
delight in the danger, the hardship, the skill ofthe
thing for itself. Plenty of the same sort of ambi-
tion is perverted to the worst uses, and this makB
it especially gratifying to find it so worthib' em
ployed.

W hatever may become of his experiment inthe
end, Nan, the Newsboy, in choosing so high and
humane an aim in life, instead of drifting, as he
easily might, into the usual courses of thc loafcrs
on corners, has set a useful and noble example.

AGAMEMNON’S CAREER,

By Lucretia P.

There had apparently been some mistake in
Agamemnon’s education. He had been to a num-
ber of colleges, indeed, but he had never com-
pleted his course in any one. He had continually
fallen into some difficulty with the authorities. It
was singular, for he was ofan inquiring mind, and
had always tried to find out what would be ex-
pected of him, but had never hit upon the right
thing.

Solomon John thought the trouiole might be in
what tiiey ctilled the elective system, where jou
were to clioose what study you would take. This
had always bewildered Agamemnon a good deal.

“ And how was a feller to toll,” Solomon John
had asked, “ whether he wanted to study a thing,
before he tried it? It might turn out awfui hard 1”7

Agamemnon had always been fond of reading
from his chiklhood up. He was at his book all
day long. Mrs. Pctcrkin had imagined he would
come out a great scholar, because she could ncver
get him away from bis books.

And so it was in his colleges ; he was always to
be found in the library, reading and reading. But
they were always the ivrong books.

For instance ; the class were required to prepare
themselves on the Spartan war. This turned Aga-
memnon’s attention to the Fenians, and to study
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the subject, he read up on “ Charles O’Malley”
and “ Harry Lorrequer,” and some later novéis of
the sort, which did not help him on the subject
required, and yet took up all his time, so that ht
found himself quite unfitted for anything else when
the examinations carne. In consequence, he wes
requested to leave.

Agamemnon always missed in his recitatioiis, for
the same reason that Elizabeth Eliza did not get
on in school, bccause he was always asked the
questions he did not know. It seemed pvoviiking;
if the professors had only asked something else!
But they always hit upon the very things he had
not studied up.

Mis. Peterkin felt this was encouraging, for
Agamemnon knew the things they did not know
in colleges. In colleges, they were willing to take
for students only those who already knew certain
things. She thought Agamemnon might be a
profcssor in a college for those students who did nt
know those things.

“ 1 suppose these professors could not have
known a great deal,” she added, “ or they would
not have asked you so many questions; they
would have told you something.”

Agamemnon had left another college on account
of a mistake he had made with some of his class-
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mates. They had taken a great deal of trouble to
biing some wood from a clistant wood-pile to make
a bonfire with, under one of the professors’ win-
dows. Agamemnon had felt it would be a conipli-
ment to the professor.

It was with bonfires that héroes had been
grected on their return from successful wars. In
lilis way, beacon-lights had been kindled upon
lofiy heights, that liad inspii'cd mariners seeking
their homes after distant adventurcs. As he
plodded back and forward, he imagincd himself
some hero of antiquity. He was reading “ Plu-
larch’s Lives ”” with deep interesi. This had been
recnmmended at a former college, and he was now
tildng it up in the midst of his French course. He
fancied, even, that some future Plutarch was grow-
ing up in Lynn, perhaps, who would write of this
niglit of sufléring and glorify its heroes.

For himself, he took a sevcre cold and suffered
from chilblains, in consequence of going back and
fonvard through the snow carrying the wood.

But the fiames of the bonfire caught the blincls
of the professor's room, and set fire to the build-
ing, and carne near burning up the whole institu-
tion. Agamemnon regretted the result as much
as bis predecessor, who gave him his fiame, must
have regretted that other bonfire on Che shores of
Aiilis, that deprived him of a daughter.

The result for Agamemnon was that he was
regiicsted to Icavc, after having been in the institu-
tion but a fesv months.

He left another college in consequence of a mis-
understanding about the hour for morning praycrs.
He went every day regularly at ten o’clock, but
found, afterward, that he should have gone at half-
past six. This hour seemed to him and to Mrs.
Pcterkin unseasonable, at a time of year when
the sun was not up, and he would have been
obligcd to go to the expense of candles.

Agamemnon ivas always willing to try another
college, wherever he could be admittecl. He
ivanted to attain knowledge, however it might be
found, But, after going to five, and leaving each
before the year was out, he gave it up.

He determined to lay out the money, that would
hove been expended in a collegiate educacion, in
biiying an cncyclopeclia, the most complete that
hecould find, and to spend his life in studying it
s;steuiatjcally. He would not content himself
«ilh merely reading it, but he would study into
each subject as it carne up, and perfect himself

that subject. By the time, then, that he had
fitiishod tlie encyclopedla, he should have embraced
dl knowledge, and have experienced much of it.

The family were much interestcd in this plan
af making practice of every subject that carne up.

He did not, of course, get on very fast in this
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way. In the second column of the very first page,
he met with A as a note in music. This led him
to the study of music. He bought a fiute, and
took some lessons, and attempted to accompany
Elizabeth Eliza on the piano. This, of course,
distracted him from his work on the encyclopedia.
But he did not wish to return to A until he felt
perfect in music. This rcquired a long time.

Then in this same paragraph a reference was
made; in it he was requested to “ see Keys.” It
was necessary, then, to turn to “ Keys.” This was
about the time the family were moving, which we
have mentioneci, when the difficult subject of
keys carne up, that suggestcd to him his own sim-
ple invencién, and the hope of getting a patent for
it.  This led him astray, as inventions before have
done with master minds, so that he was diawn
aside from his regular study.

The family, however, were perfectly satisfied
with the career Agamemnon had chosen. It
would hclp them all in any path of life, if he
should master the encyclopedia in a thorough way.

Mr. Peterkin agrccd it would in the eiul he not
50 expensive as a college course, even if Agamem-
non should buy all the different encyclopedias that
appeared. There would be no *“ sprcads” in-
volved, no expenses of recciving friends at enter-
tainments in college; he coiild live at home, so
that it would not be necessary to fit up another
room as at college. At all the times of his leaving,
he had sold out favorably to other occupants.

Sulomon John’s destiny was more uncertain.
He was looking forward to being a doctor some-
time, but he bad not decided whether to be allo-
pachic or homeopathic, or whether he would not
better invent bis own pills. And he could not
undcrstand how to obtain his doctor’s degree.

For a few weeks he acted as clerk in a druggist’s
store. But he could serve only in the tooth-brush
and soap department, because it was found he was
not familiar enough with the Latin language to
compound the drugs. He agrecd to spend his
evenings in studying the Latin grammar, but his
course was inteirupted by his being dismissecl for
treaiing the little boys too frequently to soda,

The little boys were going through the schools
regularly. The family had been much exercised
with regard to their cducation. Elizabeth Eliza
fek that everything should be expcctcd of thcm—
they onght to take advantage from the family inis-
takcs. Every new niethod tliat carne iip was tried
upon the little boys. They had been taught spell-
iiig by all the different Systems, and were jnst able
to read wlien Mr. Peterkin learned that it was now
considered best that children should not be taught
to read till they were ten years oid.

Mrs. Peterkin was in dcspair. Perhaps if their
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books were taken from them even then, they
might forget what they had learned. Rut no, the
evilwas done, the brain had received certain iin-
pressions that could not be blurred over.

This was long ago, however. The little boys
liad since entered the public school. They went
also to a gymnasium, and a whittling school, and
joined a class in music, and another in dancing;
they went to some afternoon lectures for children,
when there was no other school, and belonged to
a walking club. Still Mr. Peterkin was dissatisfied
by the slowness of tlieir progress. He visited the
schools himself, and found that they did not lead
their classes. It seemed to him a great deal of
time was spent in things that were not instructive,
such as putting on and taking off their India rub-
ber boots.

Elizabeth Eliza proposed that they should be
taken from school and taught by Agamemnon
from the cncyclopcdia. The rest of the family
might help in the education at all hours of the day.
Solomon John could take up the Latin grammar,
and she could give lessons in Frencli.

The little boys were enchanted with the plan,
only they did not want to have the study-hours all
the time.

Mr. Peterkin, however, had a magnificent idea,
that they should make their Gfe one grand Object
Lesson. They should begin at breakfast, and
study everything put upon the table,—the material
of «hich it was made, and where it carne from.
In the study of the Ictter A, Agamemnon had
embraced the study of music, and from one mcal
they might gain instruction enough for a day.

“ W e shall have the assistance,” said Mr. Peter-
kin, “ of Agamemnon with his encyclopedia.”

Agamemnon modestly suggested that he had
not yet got out of A, and in their first breakfast
everything wouid therefore have to begin with A.

“ That would not be impossible,” said Mr.
Peterkin. “ There is Amanda, who will wait on
table, to start with "

“We could have ’am-and-eggs,” suggested
Solomon John.
Mrs. Peterkin was distressed. It was hard

enough to think of anything for breakfast, and
impossible if it all had to begin with one letter !

Elizabeth Eliza thought it would not be neccs-
sary. All tliey were to do was to ask questions,
as in examination papers, and find their answers
as they could. They could still apply to the
encyclopedia, evcn if it were not in Agamemnon’s
alphabetical course.

Mr. Peterkin suggested a great variety. One
day they would study the botany of the breakfast-
table, another day its natural history. The study
of butter would include that of the cow. Even
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that of the butter-dish would bring in geology,
The little boys were charmed at the idea of learn-
ing pottery from the cream-jug, and they were
promised a potter’s whecl directiy.

“You see, my dear,” said Mr. Peterkin to his
wife, “ before many weeks, we shall be drinking
our miik from jugs made by our children.”

Elizabeth Eliza hoped for a thorough study.

“ Yes,” said Mr. Peterkin, “ we might begin
with botany. That would be near to Agamemnon
alphabetically. We ought to find out the botany
of butter. On what does the cow feed?”

The little boys were eager to go out and see.

“ If she eats clover,” said Mr. Peterkin, “ »e
shall expect the botany of the clover.”

The little boys insisted that they were to begin
the next day; that very evening they should @
out and study the cow.

Mrs. Peterkin sighed, and decided she wouW
order a simple breakfast. The little boys took
their note-books and pencils, and clambercd upon
the fence, where they seated thcmselves in a row.

For there were three little laoys. So it was nov
supposed. They were always coming in or going
out, and it had been difficult to count them, and
nobody was very sure how many there were.

There they sat, how'ever, on the fence, looking
at the cow. Sbe looked at them with large eyes,

She wont eat,” they cried, “ while we are look-
ing at her 1”7 Sothey turned about, and pretended
to"look into the Street, and seated theniselves
that way, turning their heads back to see the cow

“ Now she is nibbling a clover,”

No, thatis a bit of sorrel.”
It ’s a whole handful of grass 1”
W hat kind of grass ?” they exclaimed.

It was very hard, sitting with their backs lo tkf
cow, and pretending to the cow that they wert
looking into the Street, and yet to be looking at
tlie cow all the time, and finding out what she wes
eating; and the upper rail of tlie fence was nartow
and a little sharp. It was very high, too, for some
additional rails had been put on to prevent ihe
cow from jumping into the garden or (it

Suddenly, looking out into the hazy twiliglu.
Elizabeth Eliza saw six legs and six India rublwr
boots in the air, and the little boys disappeared !

“ They are tossed by the cow 1 The little boys
are tossed by the cow 1” she exclaimed.

Mrs. Peterkin rushed for the window, but faint«
on the way. Solomon John and Elizabeth Elia
were hurrying to the door, but stopped, not knoiw
ing what to do next. Mrs. Peterkin rccovcrfll
herself with a supremc effort, and sent them oul
to the rescue.

But wliat could they do? The fence had been
made so high, to keep the cow out, that nobody
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coiild get in. The boy that did the milking had
gone off with tlie kcy of the outer gate, and pei-
haps with the key of the shed-door. Even if that
«ere not locked, before Agamemnon could gct
round by the wood-shcd and cow-shed the little
bovs might be gored through and through !

illizabeth Eliza ran to the neighbors, Solomon
John to thc druggist’s for plasters, while Againem-
non made his way through the dining-room to the
ivool-slied and outer-shed door. Mr. Peterkin
inounted the outside of the fence, while Mrs.
Pderkin begged him not to put himself in danger.
He climbed high enough to \den' the scene. He
held to the corner post and reportad what he saw.

They were not gored. The cow was at the other
end of the lot. One of the little boys was lying
ina bunch of dark leaves. He was moving.
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The cow glared, but did not stir. Another little
boy was pulling his India rubber boots out of the
mud. The cow still looked at him. Another was
feeling the top of his head. The cow began to
crop the grass, still looking at him.

Agamemnon had reachcd, had opened, the shed-
door. The little boys were next seen running
toward it.

A crowd of neighbors with pitchforks had re-
turned meanwhilc with Elizabeth Eliza. Solomon
John had brought fourdruggists. But, by the lime
they had reached the house, thc three little boys
were safe in the arms of their mother!

“ This is too dangerous a form of education,”
she cried ; “ | had rather they went to school.”

“No!” they bravely cried. They were stiU
willing to try the other way.

Haste to the party, out in the yard,

And don’t forget to carry j'our card.

The hens are dressed in their vcry best,

To receivc some peacocks just from the West.
Put on your gloves and take a fan,

And make the bcsi display you can.
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BACK OF THE WATER-FALL.

A,

WATER-FALL.

(A Fish Fairy Tale.)

By Adki.aiue F.

WILLIiE was eight years okl and the owner of a
pon)’,—a black pony with a long tail, and the
whitcst of white stars on his forehead.

One pleasant summer day, Willie saddied the
pony and started off for his usual ride to the beau-
tiful water-fall that he so loved to look at. Here
he would always stop to give Major a drink, and

watch the water as it carne roaring down, eddy-
ing in white foam over the rocks nearly at his feet.

This day, after Major had qiienched his ihirst,
Wi llie tied him where he could crop somc tender
green grass, and lhcn seated himself on a stone
beneath a tall elm-tree, to watch the water as it
thundered on its way.

How it did rush, and roar, and ljubble, and
foam 1 And as he watchcd it he began to wonder
what was back of it Ifhe only could get through
the sheet of water, and see what was on the othcr
side ! The more he thought, the inore he became
convinced that back of that silvery sheet was either
Fairy-land or Giant-laiid; and that if he could get
through he would see all the wonderful things he
had heard of and read about.

Samuels.

Suddenly he sprang to liis feet with an exckima-
tion of joy, and cried :

“Why, how stupid of me ! Here is Major, who
will take me through in the twinkling of an ese!
Come, my beauty 1 don’t eat any more 1 You
shall taste swceter grass than ever you have dreained
of, if you take me through the water-fall I"
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There-
upon,Wil-
lie sprang
onMajor’shack,
and forced the
pony into the water, and gatioped ahead to where
the white foam hisscd and boiled its very worst

“ Just hear the water growl at usl” said Willie
patting the pony’s neck. “ It tries to fvighten ws
out of it, but we are not afraid! Here we are iu
the white foam, and now we go through the watet-
fall1 Why, it ’s nothing at all to do1 Why (La
n’t we ever go through before! Hol—Now; let
me see where 1 am 1”

Major stood still at the word. Tlie water was
running off him and his master in streams, but
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I neither of them seemed to mind it. W illie saw at
la glance that he was in a large stone passage that
Icchoed and re-echoed the noise of the falls behind
lhim. At the opposite end of the passage was an
jsrch-like opening, and toward this he urged the
|pony.

On arriving under the arch, he stopped short,
land looked around him in wonder. He was at the
lentrance of a vast hall, the walls of which glistened
land refracted the light in many-coloted rays, to
Isuch an extent that it made his eyes ache which-
lever way he turned them. This brilliancy, he
lafterward learned, was due to the fish-scales that
Icovered the walls.

In various attitudes upon the floor, some talking
land others fanning theinselves with their tails, were
la great number of fishes, who appeared to have
Imet to discuss some important subject. As soon

;they discovered the presence of Willie and his
ipony, however, they all sprang upon their tails,
I'spread out their fins, and looked at him in open-
Imoiiihcd wonder.

1The centanr!” said one. Then “ The cen-
Itaut! the centaur 1” was heard in every part of the
lhall, as the others took np the cry.

‘Do you come as a friend, or as a foe?”
dcmanded a great specklecl trout, who appeared to
|be the leader.

“Asa friend,” rcplied Willie.

“Very good. Had you said ‘foe,” | should have
| flooded the hall in the flap of a fin, and right soon
»ould you have been food for us! But as you have
come as a friend, perhaps you will tell us how to
setilc the question we were discussing when you
| entered? ”

“First tell me,” said the boy, “ how you can live
I'here? 1thought fish could live only under water.”

‘We are under water ; do you not hear it over
| our lieads ?”

"Very true,” said Willie; “ | did not think of

Ithat. Now,” continued he, driving the pony into
their midst, “ what is the qucstion you want me to
1decide?”

“We want you to tell us how to know good flies
Ifrombad flies, and good worms from bad worms.”

“ Oli, is that all? 1 should think any one could
| tell that.”

“How?” “ How?” “ How?” carne eagerly
Ifrom the wide-open mouths of all the fishes, as
Ithey stood on their tails around him.

“ By the looks of them, ofcourse,” replied he;
land he seemed inclined to laiigh at their igno-
Iranee, but was preventecl by his astonishment at
| their eager tones and queer attitudes and gestures.

“No, but we can’t; for the bad ones look as
|*ellas the good ones, as far as we can see.”

“Well then, by the taste.”
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“ You are no wiser than we, Centaur, or you
would know that we must not even taste of the bad
ones 1" said the leader, angtily.

‘“Then how do you know they are bad ?”

“We don’t know, until one of us is so imfort-
ufiate as to eat a bad fly or wonn, when he imme*
diately disappcars, and we never see him again. |
had a narrow escape myself, once. 1barely nib-
bled at one, and as it tasted sharp | let go of itj
but a friend happened to be swimming past at the
moment, and he took it before I could warn him,
and | have never seen him since.”

“ Oh, now | know what you mean,” said Willie ;
“ you mean you get caught. All you will have to
do is to notice if the flies or worms ”

“ Hear ! hear 1” called out the fish, impatiently,
for Willie had pausecl, without making them any
wiser.

The boy had suddenly remembered how his
father delighted to fish in the stveam outside, and
how he had said that very morning that he had
invited a party of friends to fish on the morrow.
How disappointed they all would be if not a fish
was to be caught, as would be the result if he
should wam those around him of the hooks and

lines! No ; he would not spoil his father’s amuse*
ment; the fish must still go on taking their
chances.

“Why don’t you finish?"
speckled trout, warmly.

“ 1 cannot tell you,” replied Willie.

“Cannottell us? Why, you were just about to !
You mean you wiU not,” thundcred the trout,
starting up from his seat.

“ It ’s all the same,” said Willie, turning the
pony’s head, with the intention of getting away
from the angry, great-mouthed things as soon as
possible ; but what was his astonishment, on look-
ing for the arch through which he had entered, to
find it nowhere visible ! On every side, nothing
was to be seen but the danling, scale-covered
walls! There was no opening even above, the
walls letting through all the light therc was.

“Ha! ha! hal!” laughed the great speckled
tront, and “ Ha 1 ha! ha !” echoed all the others.
“ Fishes are not the only things that get canght;
Ha ! ha lha! Now will you tel! us how to know
good flies from bad flies, and good worms from
bad worms?” And he reseated himself with much
dignity.

Willie began to feel uncomfortable. W hat tf
they should flood Ihe hall, as no doubt they were
capable of'doing? It was closely shut every-
where, he knew. There would be no escape for
him ; he would surely drown.

“ Perhaps,” thought he, “ | can induce them to
open the passage; if they do, | will put Major

cried the great
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through tlie water-fall quicker than he carne in.
How can | tell you the difference unless you let me
out into the stream where | can see?” continued
he, aloud.

“ Sure enough; how can he?” said two or
three; and murmurs ardse throughout the hall,
among thc rest of the fishes.
¢« “ Friends, do not be deceived !” said the great
speckied trout, standing erect on his tail, and giv-
ing his fins a flap upward. “ If he once gets into
the stream, he can escape us. He can tell here.
He was about to tell, but, for some reason, he
stopped short. We must not lose this chance to
learn what for years we have sought in vain to
know, and what concerns the welfave of every one
of us.» Then turning to Willie, he continued:
“ Now, Centaur, we await your pleasure.”

“ 1 am nota centaur,” said Willie, hotly; “ 1 ’'m
a boy, and tlris is my horse, Major. | should think
you could see that well enough.”

“ Don’t think you can deceive us, Centaur; we
are not so ignorant as not to know what a buoy is.
There are many of them in the great lake above,
wliere we carne from. And as for that being a
horse ! But you shall learn that we know
what a horse is, too. Silence, in the halll s
Horse-Crab here ?”

At the words, a large horse-crab carne rattling
over the stone floor, out of a cérner.

“He does n’t know what you are; teach him,”
commanded the great speckied trout, waving one
of his fins imperiously.

At that, the crab fixed his wicked little eyes on
Willie’s face, and, rattling up, seized Major's hind
ieg in his claw, for a second only; for the pony
reared, and snorted, and then gave a kick that
sent Hovsc-Crab flying against the wall with forcé
enough to crack his shell.

“ Perhaps you have another you would like to
let try?” said Willie, enjoying the look of amaze-
ment visible on the faces of all the fishes.

“Where is Sword-Fish?” at length cried the
speckied trout in a voice full of rage and constei-
nation. “ Why is he not on the spot to avenge
poor Horse-Crab’s wrongs? ”

“Alas!” said a sword-fish in thc crowd. “ W hat
can | do, unless you let the water in ? 1should be
trampled to death in a minute.” And he squirraed
and wriggled as near to thc wall as he could.

“ Let the water in?” mimicked the great
speckied trout, “ and so lose all hopes of ever
learning the secret? Not I, until nothing else can
be done. Once more, Centaur, will you tell us
what we want to know ?”

“1f | tell you, how do | know that you will let
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me out?” asked Willie, looking at the glistcning
wall, anxiousiy.

“1 give you my word,” rcplied the greai
speckied trout, “ that as soon as you have told s,
the passage you camc through shall be opened,”

But Willie noticed that, as he said the wortb, ht
nodded his head with a knowing look to tire fih
around him, and they returned the nod and luok
with every appearance ofsatisfaction, and exchangeii
pleasant whispers with each otiier.

“ 1 believe he is deceiving me,” thought ihe
boy; “ butl mightas well tell.” Then he added,
aloiid:  “ Whenever you see a fly or worin in
the water, swim around and above it, to see thai
there is no line attached to it; if there is no line
attached to it, you can eat it without fcar, for it
is good. Nosv | have answered your question,
Let me out,”

The fish looked at each other for a momentin
silence. Then said the great speckied trout, ina
low voice:

“ 1 wonder we never thought of doing that
before.” Then he went on aloud and turning to
Willie, “ It is so simple, we surely should have
thought of it by this time, if you, Centaur, had
not interrupted us. So we owe you no tlianks,
and our dear friend, Horse-Crab, has got a brolten
shell by your coming. | promiscd to open the
passage, and so | will; but I did not tell you that,
at this time of day, the water rushes in and filis
the hall.”

At that instant, the passage opened, and a great
body of water carne roaring in, lifting Major from
his feet, and pony and master soon were struggling
in the deep, noisy flood; while the fishes carne
swimming around him flapping him with their
tals in a most savage way. The pony plungcd,
stniggied, sank and rose, the water roared louder
still, and the fish crowdcd still more closely, but
Major pushed gallantly through, his ridov still
on his back, and at last stood on the grassy
bank.

“ You ungratefiil and deceitful creatures!” cried
Willie, shouting back to the fishes. “Whcn my
father comes here to fish, | hopc he will catch a lot
of you ; and if you wont bite at a hook, he 1lusea
net.”

“A net!
trout.

“ Never you mind,” said Willie; “ brit it catches
ever so many more fishes than can be taken by
hooks, as you ’ll soon find out. And you can’t gel
irway from it either.”

“ 1 wish we had treated him better,” said thc
great speckied trout, as Willie rodé away.

What s that?” asked the great



the

His mother clocs not notice he is sitting on the swcep,
And as she pulis the bucket-pole, he upward takes a leap.

And deeper as she forces it into the depths below,

Stul higher and still higher tnat astonished boy doth go.
BUT,—

This is a world of many strange surprises.

Look out, good mother, when that bncket rises!
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THE CHILD-LIFE OF GOETHE.

Hy Mary Lockwood.

A HUNDRED and thirty years ago, in the quaint
oid city of Frankfort-on-thc-Main, there canie into
the world a little baby boy. at whose christening,
I think, all the fairy godmothers must have been
present; for, siircly, there never was a child in
all the world more wondrously and variousiy gifted.
His life was the fairy-taie of genius. And yet, if
you had lived in Frankfort then, and had playee!
with him after he grew out of babyhood, in that
queer, giated room in his father’s house; or
studied with him up in the garcien-room ; or had
gone with him and his sister Cornelia to visit their
grandfather Textor, you would not, perhaps, have
thought him very different from other bright,
merry-hearted boys ; for he was a good comrade,
and alwaj'S ready for a frolic. But older persons
must have seen in this boy’ rapid progrcss in his
stiidies, and even in the plays he invented, some
promise ofthat genius which afterward made him
famous throughout the civilized world.

He was namcd Johann Wolfgang Goethe, but
was usiially called Wolfgang. He was born on
the 280 of August, 1749, in order that you
may more clearly imclerstancl the child-life of
Goethe, | must tell you something about his rela-
tives and his surroundings. His best-loved friend
was his sister Cornelia, a little youngcr than him-
self. She was his constant playmate and compan-
ion. There were other children in the family, but
they died when Wolfgang and Cornelia were very
small, and only these two werc left to grow up
together. The father was a hard, stern man. He
loved his children dearly, and the chief care of his
life was that they should lie ivell taught and well
trained. He took charge of their cducation him-
self, and was very proud of their progress. He
taught them to be industrious, stndioiis, brave,
and sclf-reliant,—all very good things, and such as
all children should be taught. But he forgot that
children not only like to play, but oiight to be
allowed to play sometimcs ; whatever pleasurcs he
gave them were instructive pieasures,—he did not
think they would care for play just for the fun of
the thing. Perhaps he had not cared much for
fun and play when he was a little boy. Biit Wolf-
gang careci for it, and so did Cornelia, and fort-
Gnate was it for them that their mothcr understoocl
this, and knew how to smooth over the rough
places for them, without interfering wi;h their
father’s authority and plans, and that she had the
art of making things bright and happy fur them.

She was not so profoundiy learned as her husb.md
but she was intelligent and bright, with a siveet
loving disposition, and a sunny temper. Wolf-
gang, who was a good deal like her in appeararcc
and manner and disposition, never forgot, through
his iong life, what he owed to his admirable
mother.

Besides these four, there was in the family the
oid grandmother,—the father’s mother,—who lived

GOETHE S MOTHRS.

always in her rooms on the ground-floor of the
house; a fair, thin, white-robed woinan, with a
genide smile and thoughtful ways, who never made
the little ones feel as if she were incominoded nhen
they visited her, but used to make them bring
their toys, and play in her pleasant room ; anti
she invented games for their amuscment.

Then there were the grandfather and granel-
mother Textor, their mother’s father and mother,
who lived in the same town in n large house wiih a
fine olcl garclen. This grandfather was an impot-
tant man in Frankfort, and, though he was very
grave, and said but little, he was kind to the chil-
dren, as was also the grandmother; and they liked
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1tovisit these oki people, and play in the beautiful
garden, where they were alloweri to pick as many
Icurrants and gooseberries as they liked, but were
lonno account to touch the peaches.

Wolfgang and Cornelia Goethe lived in a curi-
ousoid house; the most rambling, irregular sort
lof place you can possibly imagine; the kind of
| home children delight in; the loveliest place for
“liide-and-seek,” and thrillingly suggestive of ghost
I stories. No two rooins opened on a level into each
lother. One could wander up and down steps, and
\getinto all sorts of queer corners. The ground-
floor of this house was on a levei with the Street,
and one of its rooms was separated from the Street
lonlyhy a wooden frame-work, or jatticc. It was,
infact. a sort of large bird-cage, ivhich seems to us
Il singul.ir room, but was common in the Frankfort
houses, and a favorite place of resort. There, in
Ithe «nrm weather, the ladies of the family sat with
their sewing and knitting; there the cook dressed
|hcrs;ilad; there the children had their toys; and
the neighbors, as they passed, would stop at the
grating for a little chat, It was a bright and
I cheerful apartment; and, long afterward, Goethe
Isaidof it; “ It gave me a fine feeling to be made
I'soiniimiite with the open air.”

The first glimpse we have of the little Wolfgang
isin lilis rooni engaged in a piece of mischief. He
«lalone, of course, or the affair could not have
happened ; and he was then about three years oid.
Thisis the way he told the story some years after;

“ A crockery fair had just been held, from which
aot only our kitchen had been supplied with wares
fora lorg time to come, but a great deal of small
gear liad been purchascd as playthings for us chil-
dren. One beautiful aftemoon, when everything
»jsquiet about thc house, | whilcd away the time
irilh niy pots and dishes in thc frame-room ; and,
linding that nothing more was to be got out of
ihem, hurled one of them into the Street, i'astly
lickicd to hear the clattcr it made in brcaking.
There were three brothers living on the opposite
side of the Street, who were always much diverted
atmy pranks. These men, the Von Ochsensteins,
sseing me on this occasion relish the sport until |
clappcd my hands in delight, cried out to me :
'Anotlier.” | did not withhold a kettie, and, as
>hcy made no end to their calis for more, in a little
i“hile, the whole collcction—plattcrs, pipkins,
Iraugs, and all—were dashed to pieces on the
I (laveinont. My neighbors continued to exprcss
liheir approbation, and | was highly delighted to
livc them pleasure. But my stock was exhaustcd,
land still they shouted 'More |’ 1 ran, therefore,
Istraight lo thc kitchen, and brought the eartlien-
“are, which produced a still livclier spectacle in
I hteaking; and thiis | kept running back and forth

CHiLD-I,II-'E OF GOETIIE.

691

fetching one vessel after another, as | could reach
it from where they stood in lows on the dresser;
and devoted all the ware | could drag out to simi-
lar destruction. It was too late, when some one
appeared, to hinder and save. The mischief was
done, and in place of a large amount of crockery
there was only a ludicrous history of its ioss, in
which my roguish accomplices took delight to the
end of their days.”

Our next view of the boy is from a little account
his mother has written of hcr method of teaching
and amusing her children by inventing stories for
them. Shewritcs:

“ Air, fire, earth, water, | repiesented under the
forms of princesses, and to all natural phenomena
1 gave a meaning. As we thought of the paths
'vhich led from star lo star, and that we should,
perhaps, one day inhabil the stars, and thought
of the great spirits we should meet there, | was as
eager for the hours of story-telling as the children
themselves; | was quite curious about the future
course of my own improvisation, and any invitation
which interrupted these evenings was disagreeable.
There | sat, and there Wolfgang held me with his
large black eyes ; and when the fate of one of his
favorites was not according lo his fancy, | saw the
angry veins swcll on his temples, | saw him
rcpress his tears. He often burst in wilh, ‘But,
mother, the princess wont nrarry the Irorrid tailor,
even if he does kill the giant.” And svhen | made
a pause for the night, promising to continuo it on
the morrow, | was certain that he would, in the
inierval, think it out for himself- When 1
turned the story according to his plan, and told
him he had found out tire ending, tiicn he was all
fire and flame, and one could see his little heart
beating underneath bis dress ! His grandmother,
who made a great pet of him, was the confidant of
all his ideas as to how the story would turn out;
and, as she repeated these to trre, and | turned the
story according to these hints, | had the pleasure
of continuing my story to the delight and astonish-
ment of my heavevs, and Wolfgang saw with glow-
ing eyes the fulfillment of his own conceptions,
and listcned with enthusiastic applause.”

This was when he was three and four years oid.
He soon learned to read and write, and at six
years of age, not only wrole quite well in German,
but also in Latin. When he was eight years oid,
he wrotc original compositions—and very good
ones—in Gorman, Frcnch, Italian, Latin and
Greck ! He was not taught Italian, but picked it
up from hcaring it taught lo his sistcr. He was
truly a wonderful child. And he did not lovc
study because he was wcak and sickly, and could
not do anything else; for he was gencrally
healthy, and a very bright, active boy at play, and
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as | said ljefore, always ready for a frolic. He was
born with an eager desire for knowledge, and the
capacity to acquirc it, as well as with the genius to
invent storics and poems.

There was an oid man who kept a book-stall in a
Street near by the Goethe house, and here Wolf-
gang often used to stop, when out walking with
his sister, to pore over the oid and curious hooks,
which other boys of his age would never think of
reading.

1 bave said that the house was thriliingiy siig-
gestive of ghost storiesj and, 1 am sorry to say
that, as they grew older, Wolfgang and Cornelia
read a great many such stories, and the conse-
quence was that they became very nervous, and
full of silly fears. Their father svas resolved that
they should overeéme such fears, and made them
go to bed in the dark, and sleep in a room by
themselves. There they would lie, shaking with
terror, poor little souls! and every sound heard in
the stillness of night would seem to them a terrible
noise, and cause them to start and shudder, and
hidc uiider the feathcr-bcd covering until they
could bear it no longer, and they would creep out
of becl to seek refuge with some kind oid servant
who pitied them. But their father’s watchful ears
were sure to hear the little culprits, and they would
be at once sent back into the dreadful darkncss
and loneliness again. Mamma Goethe saw how
wretched and unhappy the children sverc under
this treatment; and yet she knew that their father
was right in trying to make them get rid of their
fears; and so she managed to make them all
happy and contented, first, by showing the chil-
dren gently and kindly that there svas no occasion
for their fright and miseiy, and then by promising
that every morning after they had lain quietly a
whole night ss-ithout allowing theinselves to become
frightened, they should have as many pliims as
they could eat. The resvard ss-as so enticing that
tlic children tried very hard not to get frightened ;
and when people try very hard to do a thing they
usually succeed. And, in this way, the young
Gocthes overcame their fear of ghosts. | ought
to add that they were very little children when this
happened, for, if they had been older, they svould
have been sviser. So, you sec, a boy may be able
to read in five different languages, and yet be so
foolish as to believe in ghosts !

When Wolfgang was four years oid, the kind
grandmother made the children a Christmas pres-
ent of a puppet-shosv, with a miniic theater, stage
scenery, and performers. You may be sure this
was a perpetual delight to such a bright, imagina-
tive child as young Goethe. He invented a great
variety of plays for the little puppets to act in; and
it may be that this most enchaniing present put

CHILD-LIFE OF GOETHE.

[AIQUIT

into the little boy's head some of the fancies whicjil
in after years turned into the beautiful dramas anél
poems that all the world delights in now,

Pareiits, who liavc what are called precocious!
children, like to tell of the wonderfully brighil
specchcs their little ones make. Mamma Gocilkl
prescrved a good many of her son’s sayings, and 1
will tell you a few of them that yon may see lio» |
very different they were from the * smari’!
speeches usually made by bright children.

In 1765, when Wolfgang was six years oid, a|
fearful earthgiiake destroyed the city of Lisbon, |
and sixty thousand people were killed in almostan|
instant of timo. This was a thing that everybody|
talkcd about, and Wolfgang talked about it aso
and wondered liow the good Gocl could let such an
awfut destruction overtake so many people. The|
next Sunday, in chiirch, the ministcr piv.ichcd |
about it, and showed that the earthquake clid not|
prove that God was not good and just. After ihe|
family veturned home, the father asked Wolfgang|
what he thought of the sermén. “ Why,” said thel
child, “ it may, after all, be a simpler inatter tliaa|
the ininister thinks. God knows very well lliai ju|
jiinmortal soul can receivc no injury from a morlall
acciclent,”

One day his mother, looking out of the window, |
saw him walking in the street with other boys, ad
was amused at the grave and dignified maniict in
which he carriecl himself. When he carne in, she
asked him if he was trying to distinguish liimsclf
from his playmates. “ 1 begin with tliis," sid
little Wolfgang. “ Later on in life, | shall distin- [
guish myselfin far other ways.”

In those days, ignorant people (and some wise
ones) bclieved that the stars had an infiueiice ;n
people’s lives. One clay, Wolfgang asked liisl
mother if she thought they would hclp himi
“ Why,” said she, “ must you have the assistancsj
of the stars, when other people get on very "«111
without?” To which Wolfgang replied, * 1amj
not to be satisfied with what does for othor|
people !”

The kind olcl grandmother died when Goeth!|
was five years oid; and, soon after this, his faihcrl
made up his mind to rebuilcl the oid house, whidi [
he did piecemeal, room by room, the fainiln
living in it all the while. This took a long time,
and led at last to the sending away of the two
children to school, for Papa Goethe found he lui
not time to attend to their lessons. But neither oil
the children liked the schools as well as the lessons!
at home, and they were very glad when the lioustl
was finished, and they could return to it

But there was one thing connected with ths
school life that Wolfgang heartily enjoyed,—th'
holiday excursions he was allowed to make with hisl
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I school-fellows. As it was his first experience in
exploring his naiive city, these long walks in every
dircciion made an ineffaceable impression upon
liim He asked a great many questions, and made
llriendswith the warders and custodians of public
places; and everything that he saw and heard
saiik (Iceply into his mind. Frankfort is onc of
ihc most interesting oid cities one can visit now,
liwr has it changed very imich since our hero’s

LITTLE WOLFGANG ANU IIIS SISTEH AT TIIK IMIGK-STALL

Itime. It had then a high, battleniented wall, with
«eatch-towcrs and great gatcs, built in those war-
likc times when people had to be always ready to
(lefend themselves against sudden attacks from
iheir enemies. Inside these walls was a queer
I colleciion of buildings, the hoiises inostly having
fire or six overhanging storics, the highest coming
1 socibse to its opposite neighlmr that it seemed as
ifHeithcr air Aior sunshine couid penétrate into the
dark little Street below, Every now and theii,
Ihowever, there were broad, open squares, with
I roagnificent public buildings and pleasant garclens.
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Sometimes, the boj's would siroll .across the
massive stone bridge which spans the river Main
with its graccful arches, and, leaning over the
parapct, they would gaze up and down the beau-
tiful river, and feel particularly pleased wlien the
golden cock on the bridge-cross would glistcrj in
the sunshine. Over the river was the great inar-
ket, which was alwaysa delightiul place to explore,
with itsbooths full of curious or useful wares, and

the grcen-grocers’ stalls with heaps
of fniit and vegetables. But Wolf-
gang carefully avoided ihe butchers’
booths; he did not like the sights
or the odors there. All his life he
avoided disagreeable things. His
craving was for the beautiful, and
poetic, and happy things in life.
When he was a very small child, he
carried this so far that he would not
play with a child unless it was
prett)’.

The boys thoiigbt it fine fun to get
lostamong the crookcd little streets
about the market, or in ihe crowd
always collected about St. Bartholo-
mew's Church. In this dingy quar-
ter, stood tlie remains of the oid
castic, where, long ago, dwelt Charle-
magnc; and this place, Wolfgang
nev” passed without a sensation of
reverent awe. Once or twice a >ear,
the boys would take their favorite
walk.—quite too long to be thought
of for every day. They would make
the Circuit of the city walls, having
prcviously coaxed the warders of the
towers to lend them the ke>s of the
various postern gates. Sometimes, the
boys would mount high enough to see
right down into the heart of the city,
with its buildings and pleasure-
grounds, and the large gardens of the
wealthy, patched in, here and there,
with the kitchen-gardens of the poorer
classes.

The boys also liked to visit the faraous ‘‘Jows’
Quarter,” and Ilie Council House where, in oid
times, the German emperors were crowned.

All these sights and the histories connccted with
the difTerent parts of lite city fired Wolfgang's
active imagination, and he was never tired of
inventing stories about the various places they
visiied, and the boy.s were never tired of listening.
He always represcnted himself as the hero of the
adventures he lelated ; and so vivid and real did
he make them seem that, sometimes, the boys were
disposed to believe that the marvelous encounters
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with giants and dwarf-inen, etc., had actually
occurred. This was especially the case with those
stories that were such favorites uilh his yoiing
hcarers that he had to relate them again and again.

THB VOUTH GOETHE SKATING.

At last, he went back to the fine new house with
Cornelia, whom he liked for a companion much
better than the school-boys. His love for her was
passioiiate. She was bright, lively and sweet-tem-
pered, and was interestcd in all that interested hcr
brother. Their father was again their teacher,
and their favorite place for study was the gaiden-
room, as they called it, because it overlookcd a
spacious garden belonging to a neighbor. llcre
they both made quick progress in tlicir studics;
but these were somewhat interfcred with by the
occupation of Frankfort by the French troops.
Thcre was a war at that time between Germany
and France, and for two or three years the French
had possession of the oid town where thc Goellies
lived. A French Count was placed in their house,
—billeted on them, as soldiers say,—and, though
Wolfgang was angry with the French for thus
invading his coriniry, he very much iikcd this
Count, who took a fancy to thc boy, and had him

CHILD-LIFE

OF GOETHE.

I-Acsust.

with him a great deal. The Count was a patrén
of artists, and bought a great many pictiircs, and
from him Goethe obtaincd his first knowicdge of
art. This Frenchman introduced the boy to other
French people, and Wolfgang thus learned the
language perfectly. He also learned some other
things, as the following anecdote will show: He
became quite intimate u'ith a Frcnch hoy, Derones,
who pretended to have been engaged in a grcit
many diréis,—“ affairs of honor” he called fiicin.
One day, he told Wolfgang that he had insnlted
him, and at once challenged him to a duel. WholIf.
gang had heard Derones talk so much about these
“ affairs,” that he was eager to engage in ore
So, you can imagine Wolfgang, agcd twelve.
arrayed in a boy’s dress of that day, with shoes
and silver buckles, fine woolen stockings, dark
serge breeches, green coat with gold facings, a
waistcoat of gold cloth cut out of his fnther's
wedding waistcoat, his hair curlcd and powdcred,
his hat under his arm, and a little sword with silk
sword-knot. He stood opposite Derones. swords
dashed, and the thnists carne quick upon each
other j whcen, finally, Derones managed to gct lhe
point of his w'eapon into Wolfgang’s S"ord-knot,
and that ended the combat. Then the two boys
embraced each other, and rctircd to a rcsiniir.int
to refresh themselves with a glass of alinond milk.

When Wolfgang was in his thirteentli year, lhe
French left Frankfort; and then studics were
rcsumcd jn double earnest from h.iving been
partly interrupted. Wolfgang added Hebivwand
English to the languages he had already learned:
he studied mathematics, and science, and giura-
mar, and geography; read history, and wruotc
stories and poems. He learned music and draw
ing, and, in fact, he learned something aboul
everything that carne in his way, for wil;ni his
niasters did not teach him, he taught hiniscll.

There was one task his father set him and
Cornelia to do, which they both heartily dcspiscd:
and that was to take cai-e of a room full uf silk-
worms which he was trjdng to raise, that they
might spin their silk cocoons. The children had
to feed ancl atlend these worms after study-hours.
while the weather was bright and warm, ancl they
longed so much to be out-of-doors. And afteral.
thc ungratcful silk-worms dicd in great mimbers,
and the dcad creatures had to be picked out and
thrown away,

About this time occurred an annising incidcnt,
which carne near being serious for Papa Goethe.
Thcre was in Germany then a young poet, nained
Klopstock, who wrote a pocin called “ The Ms-
siah.” It became famous throughout thc coun-
try, and everybody read it and talked about Ii.
Papa Goethe read a little of the poem, and then
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lie said it was good for nothing, because it was
wriiten in blank verse, and he would not allow
his children to read such stuff, But some friend
smuggled the book into the house, and the
children were in raptures over it. They not only
read and reread the poem until they knew a
great deal of it by heart, but they would declaim
passages to each other. Now, one Saturday, about
iwilight, the barbcr carne, as usual, to shave
Papa Goethe. This was done in the sitting-room,
and tlie children were there behind the large porce-
lain stove, and no one noticed them. In low tones
they dcclaimed to each other their favorite dialogue
from “ The Messiah” while the barber lathered
their father’s face. Cornelia, becoming

excited with her part in the dialogue,

forgot where she was, and cried out in

loud tones:

Help me | impiopc thce) And even if ihou should&t
dccnand it,

.Monster, | pray ihce!
sinners,

Help mel 1 &ufTer recfibutive palns as of dcach
everluting.

Wiih the fiercest and gricnmest of hale I would hatc
thce boforetime,

I nm poxverless even for ihai j
itpproachable anguish

Abandoncd Onc, blackest of

This is deep, un*

Soon. seizing her brother’s arm, she fairly
shricked;

“ Ohf how 1 am tortured

The poor barber, wbo knew nothing
of Klopstock's “ Messiah,” and believed
some creature to be wailing in mortal
agony, was frightened nearly out of his
wits; and poured the whole basin of
lathcr down the ruffled shirt-front of Papa
Goethel Then there was an uproar,
The small nlTenders were drawn out from
ihe shelter of the friendly stove, and Cor-
relia ivas asked, in an awful voice, u'hat
she tliought would have liappenecl on ac-
coimi of her bacl behavior if the barber
had had a razor in his hand instead of a
basin of lather.  Cornelia'was very sorry,
and greatly shockecl, and conf*ssed the
teading of “ The Messiah.” This made
the matter still worse j but, 1 fortunately. Papa
Coetlie found so much fault wi; the poem that he
had not much breath left to scolcl the children, and
contentcd himself with insiSting that the book
should be sent out of the houie.
All that has been told Were givcs but a brief
glimpse of the woiuierful cljild, Johann Wolfgang
Goethe. He entered colledc at Leipsic when he
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was sixteen years oid, and then Goethe’s child-life
may be considered closed.

But the whole story of his after life is deeply
interesting. Itseemed as ifhe had only 10 attempt
a thing to excel in it. He was distinguished in
athletic sports and collcge pleasures, and was
considered one of the most graceful skaters in
Germany. He was beautiful in appearance, a fav-
orite in society, brilliant in conversation, a good
friend, loving and iovable, a great student, and an
original thinker.

After he became a man, he settlcd at Weimar,
and the fact that that little city was his home has
made it famous. There he lived a many-sided

COETHS IN MANUOOD.

life,—for he was a profound thinker, a philan-
thropisl, a statcsman, a dramatist, a story writer,
a poet and a man of society.

His was indeed a marvelous life. He ended it
at Weimar, atthe age of eighty-threc, with an intel-
lect still clear and active, honored and beloved by
all, and travelers now make pilgrimages to the
former home of Goethe.
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HAPPY-GO-LUCKY.

SOMEBODY woke Up one morning in a little round white chamber,

T T 2 R A B O O 0 T R T I O O I S B B S B A Sl
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bole gt thrrogp bty sl wvall

It was so wonderful outside of the tiny house, that the small bodyl
with the .sharp bili wanted to get out altogether, and he worked alay|
at his chamber wall, until at last he walked out, a real, live chicken.

But there was trouble in store for little Happy-go-Lucky,—for thatl
was the fame his owner gave him, because he seemed so jolly, ad
cheerful and able to look after himself He wandered otf into a meadow
where a whole flock of his cousins and aunts and Uneles were busy
catching grasshoppers. Pretty soon there carne up a shower. The cousins
and aunts and Uneles ran pell-mell into the barn for shelter ; but poor little
Happy did n't know the way. His feet got tangled in the high grass,
and he sank down worn out. He had strength enough to say “ Peep!
Peep 1” in a faint, lonesome way; and it was lucky he had ; for a boy
who was passing through the meadow heard him, and picked him up
and carried him home.

Then a kind little girl took him, wrapped him in flannel, and lad
him in the open oven to dry. There was but a speck of fire in the
stove, and the oven was not hot at all.

He soon felt very dry and warm and began to revive, and look about
him, but in a few minutes the servant carne along and shut the owen
door. Then she builtup a fire, for she wasgoing to get dinner. The
oven grew hotter andhotter. Poor Happy! He seemed to himself to
be dying. And, indeed, he carne pretty near it; but just at the last
gasp somebody opened the oven to put in raised biscuits. Then Happy-
go-Lucky was saved, Vv

Out-of-doors, in the sunshine, he began to enjoy "life again. But
alas ! one day a hawk swooped down suddenly, caught our unfortunate
little chicken, and flew away at his ease. That was the end of him, you
will suppose. Not at all. That chicken was like .some people, born to
get into scrapes. The hawk did not have a very good hold, or some-
thing else was the ’..atter, for, while yet high up in the air, he dropped
Happy-go-Lucky intoa farm-yard, not far from his oid home, and there
he grew up, had no more troubles, and livedto a good oid age.
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IACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

W here are you all, this glorioiis holiday
weather, my dears? On the mountains, by the
sea, scattered up and down the land m pleasant
bveezy places, | suppose, with nothing to do, and
a delightful plenty of time in which to do it. How
I should like to take a peep at each one of you!

Well, wherever you are, remember your Jack
in his quiet shady nook; remember, too, that he
wishes you all the joy you can get and give in this
joyful summer world.

No'v, what shall we talk about first? Snmetbing
with a hint of windy coolness in it—eh ? Well,
then, hete ’s a bit of news about

TR LE Rl e DT

Steam, electricity, girls, boys, and cvecr so
many other creatures,—not to mention your Jack’s
particular friends, the birds,—carry the messages
of the busy world fiom one part to another; and
men have found out how to make even the air
their news canier.

I don’t mean in any of the oid ways, by Irugles,
and whistles, and fog-horns, fior by the new
methods of air-telegraphs and speaking-tubes;
but, well, here is what | am told about it:

Messages are written apon bits of paper, and
these are put into a little box. The box is round,
and covered with stuff called felt, jo that it may fit
snugly into a long air-tight tube. The box,
in, a strong blast of air is turned
goes the box, blown to the othc’
where it strikes a bell, Ltti
arrived. To getitback 'j
air is piimped away
then carried on by #
the cmpty space.

In New Yorkj
are called,—fjj
blow,”—are

JACK-IX-TIIE-rULPIT.

[AeousT,

England, the Post-Office has in use a tube nearly
two miles in length, besides othersnot quite so long.

Pl Tl LURYEY

Dear Jack-in-the*Putpit: | Wwrite tell yon a story nboot
a stork. It was In a newspaper, anri | do not remember ii all
but only this much: In Hungary ihere was a man who had
two siorks ih;it nestcd upon the roof of his house,Everx'
they went away, and one ycat lwo siorks
man was not sure IT ihcy wcrc the same
beibrc.  So, one wintcr, he pul round the neck of one of ihc stork?
an iroh collar markcd *rilh hts own fiame and address. When naro)
wcatber camc again, back also carne the siorks, and one of ihem uil
wore ihc iron colUr, and also a golden one, on which was rruarkcj
the semence, “ Ex Indis Colonia cum ciconia hoc domim mluo. '
Thisis Latin, and pa says Jt means, “ From Colonial India, with rtie
stork, 1 send this gift." So, you sec, the stork must have made a
lon” joumey beiween his two kocnes,—one in Hungary, tUt olvct
inHindustan.—Yours truly,

ai. @,

TRE CRESTHUT TREE OF THE KHUFDRED HORIES

wouldcome, buitht
that had lefi the jTar

T ravelers say that people in Sicily tell ofan'

old-time hollow tree called “ The Cliestnut-trec
of the Hundred Horscs,” because it coukl huida
hunclred horses together within its trunk |

That must have been “ once iipon a time,’l
should think; but | 've heard of a man who nat-
ually saw, near Palermo, a tree measuring about
twenty-five feet in diamctcr, and arching over tlie
public road-tvay «'liich passes through its irunk.

Spcaking of Sicily puts me in mind of this

PECUAREY

Uk vereeny.

Mount Etna, on the island of Sicily, is ©
lofty that you can see from it in every dircctiuii
across a distance of inore than one hundred aiid
fifty miles. Its peaks are always covered 'vith
snow, and in the high clefts and grottoes, the
snow collects and tnrns to ice, whicli is a great
blessing 10 dwellers on the hot plains below.

One summer, about twenty years ago, as | he
been told, when the whole country was parchcd
with the great heat, some ice-hunters had the
good luck to find a vast qunntity of ice ncai the
top of the volcano. The cliscovery sent a chill
of delight down the back-bones of all the people.

The ice was overiaid by a thick bed of lava, aad
had to be quarried out. But the queerest tliinj
about it was, that it had escapcd being mdtcd
wheu, years and years before, the lava was ycl bail-
ing hot and was flowing over it. However, nftcr
a while, a man named Lyell carne along, and he
cxplainccl matters, showing that, when the lav.i
carne, tho ice already was snugly covered "ith a
blanket of volcanic dust and nshes, which jh™
vented the heat from stviking through.

That was a good enough plan for keeping ice

,¢apur lack would n’t advise j'ou
c-~irmlar pur-
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(Biicpriginaled from Its gros rthick skin Alnny rate, h plain - .

diac go<we has nothinf* do wiih it | found something about pretty 'grasscs, and a butterfly, while below tliem
ticstriw ~rry. loo, |1 [Te same diciionary, butitdid n'tintccestme  the Mai-sh Rosemary sends up a spray of blossoms

It seemed lo me rather fax-felched.
Your constant jvadcrand friend,
Minnie [}

janiculariy.

Answers camc aiso from A. H.—Ninon Moore
-Francés E. Northup—M. V. K.—Dorcas L.

N'inon thinks * gooseberry” comes from the
Swechsh word “ krusbar” or “ crossberry,” from
the triple spine on the bush, and which sometimes
isin the form of a cross; and A. H. siiggests that
“strawberry” comes from an oid custom of piit-
ling straw under the ripening berries to protect
them from the earth.

B. P. sends no answer of her own, but forwards
i copy of a letter written about fifty years ago,
br Tilomas Hood, to the “ London Horticult-
ural Society,” a company of gentlemen cngaged
inthe study of how best to cultivate garden plants.
Some of the members were fricnds of Hood, and
lliey all enjoyed the jokc. Here is his letter;

called 1o consider [} case

ssir: | oparlickly I 111 che satiely tn [¢
| t ¢ ncxc

follows, as | [111 [ miic ! iransaxdonable in [}

i,

I} wife had a Tnmh cat that dycd. i*cing | toriuse sliell and
jjrraie faverite, wc had him bcnicd m che giiarolan, and for ihe sake
viinrichmeni of the soil, 1 had'lhe carease depoHted under ihe roocs
dl gooseberry busb | ihe fruiic | ) till then being of ihe smooth
kifid; but the ncxi season’s frute afivr ihe cal was berried, the guose-
bemes i i all hairy, and, more reniarkabfe, ihe catpilars of ihe game
biishwas all ofihc same li."iry discri]iiivn.

“ Yourhuinblcservanl, Thgmas F«ost."

LAY FLOWERS ) WA TER FLOVERS

Now, my sharp-cycd inds and maidens—

Attention 1

Your Jack prescnts to you, this monlh, a water-
picitire with a land-picture in it; and only pauses
lo point out, what you can see very well for youi-
selves, that each of the pictures has plants and
lliings wliich are very like those shown in the
otlier. Here isjust what the sender of them says :

“Within the circle, the round flowers are
lisies such as grow on the banks of the Swan
River in Western Australia; above these are sorae

and a spreading leaf.

“In the other picture, at the bottom, is a Green
Sea-Lettuce; and above that, a little to the left,
two anemones are cudclling ciése together, while a
large one, callcd a Gem Pimplet, is spreading out
his leafy arms besidc them. The butterfiy-like
creature, floating near, is really an oddly shaped
fish, and a little higher up is what seems to be
a bird, but is a Cow-noscd Skate (like those
picturcd in the June number), At the top, in the
midclle, are some many-armed living things with
the light shining through them; and coral of
various forms gleams and branches out neac by.”

I wonder how many of my youngsters have
watcr-gardens—*“ aquaria ” of their own ?
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fldt roo6” have b«cn lom down, and replaced by »ul»tantal stone
sture”buddLnn «r by fine dwefliag.hotMes.

Most of ine streei» are wtde” and neariy ali arepaved, but some
uc very creoked, nairow and wiodin® and iherc art still a few oid
kGuees with pasa on theér roer&

Now and incn you see a beggan but there is now only one 1 know
ofwho rides admakey; be isa vety poor, weak ofd Meaican- Most
of whatwe DOW cali beggars are the tramps who beg from bouse to
house.

San Aatoaio has a railroad smw, and eapccts to bave aoother
soon : ii has four banks, féor pubhc sebools, severa] factorios and a
system of water-works; ttalso has strcei®cars, and a ga”~housei and
ii cceitaiasnow abouttweacy>hve ihouaand inhabitanta.

Please priat this so as not to givea wroeg idea of San Aotooio,
and obligo, Youis respectfuny, Max U.

OnedwWthe most wdcomec letters we have recefved this monthis
the fbnowiog sober cooununicadoo from Johiuiy C. B., who says:

“ 1 am fourteen and Uve in Florida. | hav*e two brr>iben and one
aster, aad we 've all been very much interested lately in an arocie
we nné in a newspoperabout tfte Arctic ceeioas. W batinterested us
most of alJl waa a splendid description or the icebergs. Only we
could n't beUeve they wereao big asthe pupo said ibey were. t’apa
aaid he supposed the account was true, out be was very much sur-
prised, too, to hear that icebergs were such tremcndous aiTairs. Here
ISwhatitaid aboutthem. Do you ihi&k they teaUy are so big

The height of the icebergs often nmounts to s,eeo feet. Many of
ihcm are fonoed bigb io G4ifin’s Bay. fioat to thc South and are car-
fied in such quantuics upon tbe coast of CreaUaod by thc strocig
South*western currents, that they frequently crowd together so as to
forra a sohd barrier between chis coast and IceUnd. Through the
wboCe summerthey be on ihe Southern coastarouod Cape Fartweil.
and on the western coast as far as de degrees and someiimes 66
degraca. In Septemberand October ihey disappear, butio January
they retunt again. In Ibsco Bay icrig rgs nave Wen measureu,
which stood 300 fathoms deep in che water, and were therefore more
lhao 9,000 feetin heighi. Oa the easiem coast, many measure from
ISO 10 \y> feet aboTc the tuiince of the water. ance only the
sevench ordghih part is visible, che full height cannot be kss thao
s,000 feet. They ara freguesily a niUe in circumference, aod cfuitauj

1,000 to z,$00 milbons of‘cubic feet. weighing i m
ailllions of tons. While ihey thus float, slowly dissolving mto ifte
ocean, they ofcea assume the most wonderful forms: th ~ resembie
palaees, caibedrab and oU fortraaes, wtch gate-wnys, Windows and
toweri. all built oftpotless marble and shining in the sun like alver.
SotoCtiAcs they resemble ships, traes or beaus, or. parting tbe light
wicbtheircvbic Sfriera, eover themselves with pnsatic glorien

Well,J"moy, we think you can safely rcly upon the truth of the
nbove accoont, and, jndgzng from the “ s*rtendid descripdoo/' we
know of few wonders more pleasant cocontemplace just now than
these giant icebergs. So. chanka fer your lettor, as we feel sure all
our young readers will*like your own househokl,—be “ioterasted”
xa reading. and thinking over. the exiract you sent

AKAJt St. KK»«OLAa: \Sltat “Jack.iiMhe>Pulpii* told us m tbe
May number abuut Mother Carcy’s Chickeas leraiods me of the

LETTER-HOX.

[Avoist,

Be VOITE ONK CASTENTEL.

Girls, do any of you know how to drive a nail withoutSpliC[ing(
tbe board f

“ldon'tknow/ yousay: | ncvertried!"

Well, then, gct yours”ves a saw, a hammer, oails, ecrewft, gimtet
and screw-driver; practice sawtog. and kam tiracorrectway lo debe
a nail, and there ral be many a liiclc thing you make wiibiB
being under any obligarioa to che caspenter. Nobody seems to chfrili
it wonh while to girls how to knock a naiL, aod the "««tf
gencrally enfoy a quietsmile,tf not a bud bugh, wheo thbe mabn.
una» bftss naiiunera Arr nail instead of the metal one, and spiiu h«r
blh justas she has her frame nearly cmnpleied.

Ose summer we wanted to go fishbg for bbdcdtsh. We ii«i
havebait Tbe baii is ~fiddIm ™ (soiml crabsK They are miher
difficult to procure, but we did secure more than we ueéded Svmt
day'suse. How should wc keep tbem alivet Then my bctk p
tice with saw and haatmer served me a good purpose.

“1’llmake a fish-caribr tbem “ And straighcway | selected frem
tbe preces of lumber pHcd up in the shed two pieces abom dghc
incbes square: sawed sixteen pieces of laih (about afoot long) uid
nailed them around my dght-mch pieces of board, Icaving fe.;i
spaces between ihe laiFis. Of course | made a dow of two  tfe
Utbs, hiftgesof a piece ai ofd India rubber shoe, asd a buiton U a

~LT.

pieceofbth and ascrew (Fig. i). Wcputthe “ flddlera” into ihecar
and ihe car tato the saftwater, where they were keptwdland ka»r
unti we wanted to uae them.
Butiu makiug this car | should have cracked my laths all lo
u | had not learned how to place the oaiJ.
to toook ai the point, and ~ace it just tbe way you think ii ooghtn ;
togo. The pointisbhraad ooe way, and namjw the otlicr; put Uk

broad way across che grain of the wood (see Fig. a), otherwise the
nail formsa wedge and s(4its your Uth.

You may gencrally observe Taim lines running aoirsa thc bcadofi
nail feven in lacks): these linesrun with the grain of the wood, wiwa
the nail has been ptoperiy drivea.

Now duo’c forget these hinis when you auemptto dme a esi.

AUNT Sus.

Dear St. Nichotas: | writc lo you to know whether some J
youryoung readers can soU*e ihe following puzzle:

Curtail and behead a town in Fraoce,
Compcsed of letters five,
Aod your rootber you will then diaclose,
As sure as you re alive.
The town is Rcvel, in Upper Garonnc; curtailing and behesdbg
it r=— *fusalj,—Vouratnily,
M FPfIWB Braiti



THE RIDDLE-BOX.

THE R

A PrzzZLI><; FAN.

IDDLE-BOX

HIWTOKICAL ENIGIJIA . a.

L On August 3, A. D. 1452, he of whom my whole ia onc of Ihc
flames ted away au jjnporunt eapediiion. | comain eight letters.
My l,a.6b a horse. My 9.x 4 S<a «uean bach Street. My 8
sooDds Uke ibe fiame ed*a tnugh UBOer-tsue.

. Ob August B. C 480, | became fammis
eeMotGaie” ; audlJ have ten letters
lo be eneouxagmg lo beginners My a.y. Sri > "'»de ‘0'° rupes
My g, 6 calis alteniion. My 10is one-fifili of Caisar.

11!. On August 15, A. D. 1771, was bom the writcr whose fiame
] am. 1coutain fourteeo letters and three words My x, 4, a, 3.6
b an cddy. My », g,s,7, & 10b ll<eplural furm inc uameof a
kind of packing-case. ftly i> la, 14 b a loddUng baby,

My i. 4.8b areiMik meaat

IXVEKTED DIA.YIOM>.

Acnoss; r. Wavered ihrough fear. a. Ranted. 3. A boy’s niek.
flame. 4. In eiTor-
Down; I. lo ace. a. A conjunctioa. 3. Upes boaxiity. 4.
Always 5- A color. 6. A'boy's oieJc-oamc. y. In bed. c.o.
CRIIHS-WORI» ENIG3IA.
My first can be found in lipplc,
hfy seomd in evexy plan.
My third b pan oi a ripplet
My founb b in EngKshman
Mv hfdi you can see in a fisk.
My sisth b in every town:
My scvenih, in each drop of inic.
And my oghth in every noun.
My ninth is onc-fouith of game.
And ntiw—1 'm most done with my rhyino—
hly whidc b o couniry of faxne.
Guess what it b when you 've time. X
TuB &n b in fooi paila.—(be haiufle and three vanes Tim
11 r * in the diviaUms of ibese paris stand for certain alptabeoc
kiitn, and tbe ptoblem b . to fiad whai those lene» are. with the EASA' PKTTORIAL PI'ZZLE.
bilp oithe foUosring clues: ' L
e 5,0, a, t sicnifieaposilion. The 4,6, 7, 3, 8 signifies pcrtain-
ii>f to the fouudalion. The i, a, 3, le, 11, la, 13 is mcnn wickeU-
»e«. Thed, s, Mo, 11, 1a.13 > “ “«Ee. ,1he7, 80, 10, 11, Ia
BisbhMdase. The xo,11. xa, 13is an adjecnve formeriy used M aii
wdverb . i
XrirEHH-AIl. KMGIIAIS.
I. LcT the 1.3,3 4,5 at once with iis i, a. 3. 4. 5= >h« »
iQicdy timeCir il toreach ihe whart Il. Coto the halland, i, a
1,j 5o'elock, 6, 7,8. o, 10 with whoevermay be m t. a, t, 4, 5, o.
j, S,0, 10. 111- Lovers ofi, a, 3, 4, s, 6, 7, 8 will doubiless mnke a
strong,—if not a 5,6. 7, 8—x, a. 3, 4, in favor of iheaincal amuse-
BO11S.
DI.LAGONAI, FI'ZZIiE.
1 Os* of the Teniimics of wesieni Nooh Amefiora. A~g»t

4reim Hiiiduitan. 3. A xrading city of China..
>Cemon duchjr. 5. A senboard cia '

fcra peculiar kind of jeg

scar ilulu.land.

Ihm left toa

cd hom tire lecteis of the

Tiaoslaied, | am



W rite, in n column, words descripiivc of lho pictures: first, n word descnplive ol the picture numhcredt:
tive of th« picture numbercd 7, and so on, setung down theletters of each raonorram as ihouRh they formed ?
for~tly, t?e inirisls of the ~lumn, reed d ™ rd , «ill
to the fir«[tn sense; and from cach ofthe renninaers. —
picked rwcnty-one letiers ihat will spellin llie





