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THREE DREWS AND A CREW.
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PooR Caleb Drew 1 third generation seldom explored its dim height.

The neighbors from up above and fvom down
«low, froH” “ over here” and across there; in fact,
1the neighbors carne to see liim about it.

/1, was the house he was building.

' They, the neighbors, laughed at him, teased
Fhim, sneered at his work, and remonstrated with
lhim; but, all the same, he went on with his
| house,

It niust be admitted that the derision ofa neigh-
Iborhood many miles in extent, had aii effect
opon Caleb: it caused him to regret that Noah
had not lived on until his time, so earnest was his
desire for the sympathy of that ancient and worthy
builder. In due time the house was finished ; but
Caleb lived and died, and rever finished wonder-
ing whether his work was that of a wise or of a
| Iholish man.

“Drew’s Folly,” as the neighbors named it, was
fastonehouse on a river’s bank, with a round and
wvery strong tower on its northern side. The tower
did not require any repairs during the buildePs
life-time; in fact, there was little of it liable to go
lodecay, only the rudest kind of a staircase wind-
bg around and around in the davkness up to a
ptotform near its top, which was lighted by one
fitlewindow. The solé entrance to this staircase
"as from the second story of the house.

Tlie tower was too dark to play in while the
daylight lasted, and, at night, not to be thought
of; so it carne to pass that the young Drews of the
htst and second generations left it alone, and the
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But now the children of the fourth generation wete
about to venture an ascent. It was not for pleasure
that they were going, but becausc of a great and
sudden freshet in the Susquehanna River and in
every one ofits tributarles.

The day before this venture, Mr. and Mrs. Drew
had left home to prepare for a coming celebration
of tlie birthday of the great-grandmother of the
children.

They had not driven more than twenty-five
miles from homo, -when the baroineter went down
and the thermometer went up, both at a truly sut-
prising rate. The snows upon a thousand hills
began to melt, and a million rills to trickle down
wlierever they could find a place to run, and they
all ran together down upon the solid, frozen crust
of the big, winding river. Then a billion or more
of raindrops fell over hills and into rills, and they
ail got together at last on the broad, white, ice-
paved river.

Mr. and Mrs. Drew found .themselves in the
midst of country roads deep with slush, and teo-fat-
away from home to return that night. Before the
next day dawned, a dozen little streams had swol-
len to impassability and buist froir. under their
bridges, and it was just impossible to return to
Drew’s Folly while the freshet lasted.

Meanwliile, the Susquehanna was being brought
to Ufe again by the miiltitude of warm little rills
flowing into her frozen bosom, and everybody up
and down the river’s course was as busy as Isusy
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could be, preparing for the sudden rise, and getting
things out of the wayof theflood; and notaneigh-
bor thought, or knew, that the children were left
alone at the stone house, with their very aged
great-grandmother. And they, as alrcady written,
were about to venture into the tower.

There were three of the Drews and a cousin,—
the cousin wns Dinah Crew.

Dinah was thirteen, and she carried a tallow-
candle, whose orange-colored rays lit iip the space
around her yellow hair. Dinah’s hair took up far
more space than usual that night.

Caleb was twelve, and carried a tin lantern
with tiny slits here, there, and everywhere in the
tin, to let out the light of another candie. Dinah
and Caleb wcnt on, side by side. Roy and Wif—
eight and six—followcd them. Roy cautiously
held the very tip of the bottom of Dinah’s dress
between his thumb and forefinger, ready to let go,
without discovery, at the shortest notice. Wif
longed to get hold of Caleb’s jacket, oniy he
could n't, because his arin and the jacket were too
short.

The procession wound up to the platform, and
briefly surveyed the premises.

“ | think we can,” said Dinah, her hair standing
out straighter than ever, as she peered for an
instant out of the little window.

“ We must 1” said Caleb.

“ 1’1l leave my candle here,” said Dinah.

“You 'd better,” said Caleb, and the short pro-
cession wound down the steps of the stair-way, and
emerged into the brightness and warmth of the
house.

The room they entered was a bedroom. Upon
the bed, or rather in it, somebody was lying, To
tell the number of things that had been accumu-
lated in that room from the first floor would be
simply impossible, for the three Drews and the
Crew had been busy since Monday in bringing up
whatever they could iay their hands on.

She, who was lying there unable to rise, was the
daughter of the original Caleb, by whoni the house
had been built, and was the great-grandmother of
the children.

“ To think, that | should live a hundred years
through twice a hundred freshcts, to be drownded
out at last!” sighcd forth the poor oid soul. The
children had passed through the room and were
beyond hearing. They were in “ mother's” room,
which adjoined “ grandmother’s.”

“ Here, Wif,” said Dinah, handing a pillow to
that lad, “ and, Roy, you carry a blankct. Caleb
and | will fetch the feather-bed.”

Again the procession started. This time, Wif,
with his pillow and the lantern, went ahead, the
feather-bed, upborne by Dinah and Caleb, fol-
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lowed, and the
blanket.

“Di-n-a-h!” said Grandmother, feebly, from
her bed, but the voice was completely iost in the
roar of everything going on about them.

“ Lo-rin-da’s best feather-bed !” groaned ihe
same voice, as the tower-room door closed behind
the children.

“ Mother would n’t like it a bit!” exclaimed
Roy; and, in fact, the fine fifty-pound bed musi
have shivered and fluttered to its jnnermost feaiher
at the indignity of being half-dragged through the
dust of the rough stair-way.

Roy, «&th only the blanket to carry, could jnish,
and so, after much toil, the unwieldy thing ws
gotten to the platform, the blanket spréad overii,

rear consisted of Roy and the

the pillow laid in place, and the tower again
deserted.
“ Dinah !” Caleb was the speaker, and this

occurred at the moment the four children had
returned to Grandmother’s room. “ Dinah, you
know when Father said we inust not on an-
account touch one of the lamps to take them down
and carry around, he did n’t know this was com-
ing, and | think we ought to take the big lanp
and light it and put it before the window in tlie
tower.”

“ So do I,” responded Roy.

“ It would be best to carry it up and light it iip
there,” answcred Dinah.

“ Thcn, 't would be a light-house,” concluded
W if, afier which the lamp was carried and ligliied,
the little panes of the window were rubbed with a
newspaper to let out the rays across the watcrs,
and then, all in the same minute, the children
remembered that it was nearly nine of the dock,
and nobody had had a bit of supper,—

“ Nor poor Grandma a cup of tea! How good
and patient she is !” remembered Dinah.

“What ’s that you ’re agoing to do?” ques-
tioned the aged woman, as Dinah was trying to
“ fix” the tongs inside the stove, so that she could
boil water in a tin cup.

“We ’'re playing go to housekeeping iinder
ditificulties,” laughed Dinah, trying to balance the
tongs. “ | 'm going to make you some tea, and
it ’s ever so much nicer than having a regular
cook-stove and tea-kettie, like everybody dsO
Now | 've got it all right, but—Caleb ! Ca-leb!
where are you ?”

“ He ’s a-looking after the calf,” replied Wif,
putting his head inside the tower-room door;
“andhesays ”

“ Never inincl what he says.
Dinah.

“ Bless me 1” thought she, the instant she had
the door shut behind her, and saw the glimmecr oi

Let me out I” said
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Caleb’s lantern down tlie staircase, leading to the
nround floor. “ 1 do belicve itiscoming up now!”

“What s that a-splashing so?” she shouted,
unerly forgecful of the anxiety to keep things quiet,
which sent her in such haste after Caleb.
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speaking. The two children were standing upon
a spacc about five feet square at the foot of a stair-
case opening into the kitchen, and which was
raised from the floor of the room below by several
steps. A door shut in this stair-way at its foot.

THE CHILURSK SURVEV THE PLATFORK.

“It ’s the ofd cow, Dinah, and she ’s in the
water’'most iip to her head; and the table ’s a-float-
i"g against her, and she ’ll drown,—and—what
shall \ve do ?”

Dinah was by his side before he had finished

Standing thus, Dinah pccred into the datkness-
The gurgle of the black water as it rose was some-
thing to make one ’s heart stand still with fear.
All that she could see was the cow’s head, wiih its
white liorns, wildly splashing the water to and fro
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in frantic endeavors to break away. Caleb had
led the cow and her calf into the kitchen when the
water had risen to the foundations of the house;
not that he thought it would rise much higher,
but, since father and mother were both away, he
deemed it best to have everything as snug as pos-
sible while the freshet should last. Caleb was a
thoughtful boy, and when the water oozed into the
kitchen itself he began to think it time to prepare
for anything that might happen; henee, the bed
up the tower, in readiness for Grandmother’s
removal; although it was to be hoped that such
an emergency might not present itself.

The calf had been pulled up the staircase, and,
at that momecent, was shut up in a closet.

“ What would you do, Dinah ?” questioned
Caleb ; “ the water vises every minute. Must we
shut the door and let her drown? O, Dinah! |

can’t bear to.”
“ Can cows go upstairs?"” questioned Dinah.
“ Course they can!” screamed little Wif from

above. “ Did n’t the cow jump over the moon
once?”
“ Wait a minute !” laughed Dinah, nearly over-

turning W if as she ran up, and, cairying him with
her, she entered the room where Grandmother was.
Going up to her, she said: “ Don't you be fright-
ened, Grandma, if you hear lots of noise; it ’s only
something Caleb and | are going to do.”

“Oh mercy sakes alive !” groaned the feeble oid
soul. “ Don’t go out-doors and get carried down
the river, don’t.”

Dinah liade Roy and W ifnot to leave the roora,
and went out, closing the door behind her.

“ Dear me ! svhat is she going to do? R-o0-y,
come here and tell me.”

“ 1 Il pecp out and see, Grandma.”

After looking, he ran to the bcdside and
shouted;

“ They ’re trying to puli the oid cow upstairs.
They 've got her horns inside the door now.”

“ The p-o0-o-r critter1” exclaimcd Grand-
mother.

“ And the calf s shut up in the closct in the
tower-rooni. They got her up afore it was dark,”
informed Roy.

“ Tell 'em to put the calf at the top, and she "l
come up after it.”

Roy went to give her order, and she moaned
on:

“1f I ’d only gone afore | was a hundred,
George and Hannah would be here now to take
care of things, instead of a-being off a-getting
ready to celébrate a day that ’ll never come now,
never.”

“ Yes, 't will, Grandmother 17 said Wif. “ Birth-
days have to come, freshets or no freshets, and the
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river ’il begin to go down, and it will go down as
fast as my blister did when mother pricked it.”

By diligent coaxing and urging, the cow «as
near the top of the stairs at the time Roy gave
Grandmother’s order.

“ Take hold of the rope carefully,” said Dinah
to Roy, “ and puli.”

Roy’s brown hands reached past her own and
laid hold on the rope, and with a few more words
of coaxing and a few more hauls, the cow «as
safely landed and led along the passage and into
the vacant tower-room, in the closet of which the
calfwas housed.

Tlien it was that Dinah rccalled tlie place where
she had left the tongs poised, and the errand on
which she had left the roora in such haste, and,
aiso, her own hunger.

“ Caleb,” she said, suddenly, “ there is nt a
drop of water to make poor Grandma a cup of
tea;” and then they all laughed at the absuid fact
that no one had thought, with all their getting, to
fetch a pail of water.

“ We might let down a pail from a window and
mi it,” suggestcd Dinah.

Instantly, Caleb was overlurning things in one
corner to get at a water-pail. W hen it was found,
and a rope to make fast to it, the four children
wentinto ‘“mother’s room ” and Caleb cautiniisly
raised the heavy sash. In carne the coid wind and
the colder breaih from the great cakes of ice that
went surging past the stones of the house; for the
river had broken up. The sight was appalling!
One young head ventured out and anothcr and
another, until all had had a glance at the «ld
waste of whirling walers that surrounded Drew’s
Folly on each and every side.

W ifburst into a flood of tears, and Roy said:

“ 1 think we ’'d ought to be a-saying our prayers
stead of getting supper to eat, only | am ’inost
awful liungry.”

W if’s- tears were not quenched, fior was Roy’s
little speech noticed, for Caleb had let the pail
down into the boiling, tumbling surge that rushcd
by, not more than four fcet below the window-
ledge. As the pail touched water, an imniense
cake of ice struck it, and away went pail, lope
and ice, although Caleb strove to hold on with such
a desperate clutch that the rope cut into his palms
as it was pulled through them.

“ The water is tising just awful
Caleb, wringing his hands in pain.

“ It must be nearly up to the kitchen ceiling,”
said Dinah.

“Anyhow, water wemust have,” dccided Dinah;
and whilst Caleb held his hands to endure the
pain better, she went to search for another pa'l
Roy staid with Caleb, and W if went to help Dinah.

now,” said
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inthe next few seconds, was, that a tall, fine-looking
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screaming, hugging and kissing hira ; that he was
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OH, WHAT SHALL WE DO?”

“ Hurrah for Drew’s Wisdom!” shouted tlie
three Drews and the Crew who had participated in
the flood.

“ How much noise yon all do make!" said,
Grandmother. “ I 'm getting oid and tired. 1
guess you’'d better go away now, and let me havea
little sleep.”
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ROSEBUD.

By Ltjcy Larcom.

O LiTTLE maid in your rosebud-bower,
Dreaming of growing oid,

Wisliing youth always would linger, a flower
Never in haste to unfold;

Lift from the shadow your sunshiny head,

Growing oid is nothing to dread.

O little maid in the

rose-tree shade,

See how its dry boughs shoot!
The green leaves fall and the blossoms fade;
But youth is a living root.
There are always buds in the oid tree’s heart,
Ready at beckon of Spring to start.

O little maid, there is joy to seek,—
Glory of earth and sky,—
Whcn the rosebud-streak fades out of your cheek.
And the dewy gleam from your eye;
Deeper and wider must life take root;
Redder and higher must glow its fruit.

O little maid, be never afraid
That youth from your heart will go:—

Reach forth unto heaven, through shower and shade !
We are always young, while we grow.

Breathe out in a blessing your happy breath 1

For love keeps the spirit from age and death.

THE CHATEAU D’OIRON.

By Katherine Cameron.

MoST of the yoimg readers of St. NichOlas
will be clever enougH to transiate this pretty
French fiame into our own raatter-of-fact English,
“The Castle of Goose-drcle.” It certainly loses,
by the change, the pleasant cliarm of romance
with which the Fren~tgngue often invests the
most prosaic realities.

As compensation for this, it gives what our
inquisitive Yankee nation—including the young
folk—iraperatively demands, the *“ because” of
tbe matter. Early in the sixteenth century, a noble
French family, named Goufiier, built a chateau on
a wide plain in Thouars. This plain was the resort
of the wild geese in their yearly following of the

summer, and the castie commanded a fine view of
their graceful, sweeping circles before alighting.
This simple fact gave the flame to the estate,
Qirond, or Goose-circle. The harsh final d was
dropped at length, and the word was softened into
its present form, Oiron.

The fiame of the princely home of the lords
named Gouffier would have been of small interest
to the World, to-day, but for one widowed lady who
passed a few summers in its elegant retirement,
more than three centuries ag6. She had been the
wife of Artur Goufiier, tutor of Francis I|., and
afterward Grand Master of France.

High in the favor and friendship of the king,



THE

with wealth, rank, and every attainable luxury at
command, Lord GoufRer look for his motto, Hic
tcrminus hceret, or, “ Here the boundary is
fixed.” The literal meaning of this legend is this :

EIVER, SEVSN INCHES HIGH, MADE DV THE LADV HEI-tNE.

that having his proudcst ambition fully satisfied in
his present position of power and influence, he
aspired to nothing beyond fior higher. It prodaims
an enviable condition of mind, so ciiriously rare as
to have been seldoin repeated in the history ofmen.

The Lady Héléne of Hangest, his wife, was pos-
sessed of rare learning and accompiishments, and
well fitted by birth and training to do honor to
her exaltcd position.

That she was gifted with rare artistic skill, and
that she was a great favorite of the king, are
equally proven by a collection of crayon portraits
of the celebrated people of the time, which are
still to be seen. These are the work of the Lady
Héléne, and for many of them the yoiing king
composed mottoes in verse, and on some they
are inscribcd in the royal handwriting. From
the pomp and pageantry of the court. Lord
Gouffier was suinmoned by a mightier monarch,
Death, and the widowed lady retired from the gay
life of the palace to her Chateau d’Oiron. Here,
with her books, her culcured tastes and elegant
accompiishments, she passed the last years of her
life in the company of her son, Glande Gouffier,
and in the indulgence of her exquisitely refined
artistic fancies.

Lady Héléne then had in the Service of her
househoid a librarfan and secretary, one Jehan
Bernart, and a potter, Franfois Cherpentier,
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W hy she should have chosen pottery. as one of her
recreations, no one now can ever know ; but in
the end it preved a most graceful and charming
one. In this same land and time, while Palissy
starved his wife and little ones, and burned tlic
fioors of his house as fuel for his frenzied experi-
ments, Fortune showcred her richest, choicest gifo
upon the fair artist of Oiron. Fresh from ilic
luxurious surroundings of Fnntaineblcau, its siimp-
tuous palace and statued gardens, familiar with
objects of beauty the rarest and most costly, incliid-
ing the strange, rich oriental wares, she had not
only leisure to devote to art, but also high artistic
culture, the best tnodels, with excellent assistnnis
and materials.

Her library was rich in the illuminated manu-
scripts and missals of mecliteval times, and Wecr-
nart was a scholarly man whose tastes and abilit;
~vell fitted him to be her helper. His kcen,
practiced eye found in the books and their rich
bindings those rare treasures of design, in brilliani
colors and graceful arabesques, quaint biids and

CANDVeSTICK OF HBNRI IlI, PAIE~fCB

grotesque animals, that her marvelous, faultlcss
intuitions appropriated so daintily.

We know that the potter, Cherpentier, did lls
work with equal skill and nicety; and, as proof
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that the Lady Héléne recognized this faithful Ser-
vice, there still exists a letter recording her gift to
him of a house and the orchard which surrounds
the sinall pottery.

The puré, delicate fancies of the lady were the
inspiration of the work, Bcrnart was the draughts-
nian, and Cherpentier the potter, and the trio
worked with but a single thought. Those best
versed in the art of pottery tell us that the daiiity
«ares of Oiron received their last and most deli-
cate ornamentation only from the jeweled fingers
of the Lady Héléne. Most of the articles are
small, and each is the only expression of some
pretty caprice, a flitting fancy of the fair artist.
No two are alike of ail that temain to us.

To this rare and happy combination of circum-
stance and choice, the ccramic wovld is indebted
for the pricelcss Henry Il. Faience, as it has been
callcd, “ faience” being a French word signifying
crockery. And to this dainty employment of her
leisure, the widowcd lady of Gouffier is indebted
for lier naine and fame in our day.

The ceramic art is the enduring history of a
nation’s progress. A single work of bcauty is the
moiiument of the wotkman. Made of the clay of
ihe earth it cannot corrode or rust or decay;
alniost iraperishable, unless shattered by a blow,
it keeps its own records through Che ages and tells
itsstrange, fascinating story to the eyes that care
loread and are versed in its unwritten language.
For hundreds of years, there wete found in Euro-
pean collections of Faience, mysterious single
pieces of cxquisite enameled pottery,—rarely moro

CHATEAU

DOIRON. 713

and the ornamentation of monograms, symbols,
crests and devices, was so involved, that collectors
and connoisseuts were utterlv at a loss. Fronitime

EWSft, MADE AT THE CHATEAU p’olBON
to time new piecescarne toUght and fresh investiga-

tions were started. The decorations were ciitically
analyzed. There were the arms of Francc—the

THE SALT*CBU-AR FOUND AT NARFORD HALLt.

than one, which were altogether unlike the producis
of any known manufacture, and singularly lovcly.
The designs were so rich and varied, and indicated
an individual taste of such rare intellectual culture.

Fleur de Lis and the raonogram of Christ; the
Salamander of Francis |; the monogram of the
Daiiphin, the Dolphins interwoven with the three
Crescents and the inicial letter “H ”; the mono-
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gram of Henry Il, the letter “ H ” combined with
the double “ C ” for hisqueenCatherine de Medid;
and a pertinacious “ G ” continually recurring,
which refused to be accounted for. These marks
settied the time of manufacture,—begun under the
reign of Francis |I. and continued under that of
Henry IlI. A distinguished French writer, M,
Benjamin Fillon, firsttraced the Faience d’Oiron to
its birthplace in Touraine. He visited Oiron, fully
persuaded that here the secret would be reveaied.
As he expected, proof carne ready to his hand and
the discovery was made.

The probiem of the intricate ornamentation was
quickly solved. Even the mysterious “ G” was
found to be the simple initial of the princely house
of Gouffier. The repeated “ C” stood for Claude,
the heir to the tilles and estate, as well as for the
famous Catherine de Medici.

The armorial bearings, shiclds, armor and her-
aldic devices gracefully resolved themselves into
the crests and ciphers of the noble friends and
companions in arms of Lord Artur Gouffier and
of the faithful retainers of his house. These ele-
gant souvenirs of the favor of the Lady Héléne
were held doubly precious in their eyes, as the
inspirations of her artistic fancy and the work of
her fair hands.

Could any guerdon from lady to knight have
been at once so gracious and so graceful ? Parted
with oniy at death, but at last surviving alike the
beauty and friendships and genius that created
them, they have been scattered by the chances and
changes of nearly four hundrcd years, till in our
day there are but fifty-three pieces known to exist.
England has twenty-six, France twenty-six, and
Russia one.

So careful has been the study of this precious
ware, that experts in the art detect the period of
the death of the lady in 1537 by the change in the
decoration. Her son Claude inherited her tastes
and continued the pottery; hut under his direction
carne an ovcrloading and profusion of ornamcnt,
widely differing from the puré and perfect taste
of his mother.

Bernart and Cherpentier remained in his etn-
ploy; the individual taste of the librarfan isreveaied
by the ornaments taken from books. In the curve
of a salt-cellar appears a pelican, the exact trade-
mark ofa book-seller of a neighljoring town. On
another is seen the quaint head ofan oid woman,
taken evidently from the illustrations of the library.
After a certain time, these cunning experts are
aware of the loss of botli Bernart and Cherpentier,
although the work goes on. The talismanic “ G ”
is retained so long as the ware is made. Even
long after cruel wars of invasién had driven the
Gouffiers from their home, and the little pottery
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had passed into the hands of a conquering race as
the spoils of war, the coarse, rough ware with its
Palissy-calored enamels retained the curling, curi-
ous “ G ” on every piece. This was at least a
graceful recognition of the memory of the lady and
her son, but with tlie jasper enamel and tlie raised
figures of dolphins, lizards and even the wild geese
of Qiron, its first puré and delicate beauty died.

In tlie chateau itself there is still in its place,
flooring the private chapel, a pavement uf tiles
drawn by Bernart and made of the fine clay of
Oiron, and identical in colors and device with the
work of the Lady Héléne. If proof were wanting
of this pretty idyl of Oiron, these ivory-colored tiles
with delicate blue arabesques, and viole: letters of
the Gouffier legend, " Hic terminus haret," still
silently speak. The monograms, arms and era-
blazonments, in brilliant colors, are of the Goiiffiet
and Hangest-Genlis families. These truihfui and
imperishable records beautifully perpetdate the
memories of the noble Lord Artur Gouffier, bis
gifted widow and their son Claude.

But this story may be waxing wearisome to the
young folk who are are not yet cera-maniacs, and
svith a few words it is done.

The colors of the Faience d’Oiron, in several of
the most beautiful spccimens, present only an ex
quisita combination of the black and white of the
lady's widowhood. Among those finished by her
own hand and stamped by her unerring taste, tlie
only other colors are designs in dack brown or
carnation red, incrusted in the fine white clay
which a tilin glaze changed to a wann ivory tiiil.
All of the delicate interlaccd ornamentation »as
engraved in the soft paste by some fine instruincnt
and then filled with the colorad clay and cavcfully
polished. The pieces consist of small ewers, can-
dlesticks, salt-cellars, cups and a drinking-vessel
peculiar to France, called a *“ Bibéron.” The
largest specimen known is but fourteen inches
high, and the others not more than sevcn. Tiny
as they are, they are litcraliy covered with an inter-
lacing of decoration so fine and fairy-like, as lo
seem almost impossible to any but the deftand
delicate fingers ofa lady.

Faience d’Oiron has always been valuod for its
rarity and artistic beauty and not merely for tlie
mystery in which it was shrouded. In Narford,
Hall in England, when the presentowner carne iiilo
possession, there was found under a high bed ina
garret a wicker basket carefully packed wiih
blankets. This was found to preserve three beaii-
tiful pieces of Oiron Faience,—a bibéron or clrink-
ing vessel, salt-cellar and candlestick. They are
supposed to have been brought over by a certain
Sir Andrew Fountaine, one hundred and twenty
years ago.
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The careful housekeeper, who hid them away,
nuist have learned to consider them of special
valué even among the Narford collection of rare
art treasures.

Since the veil of mystery has been withdrawn
and the pretty picture of the castle and its lady
stands out on the perspective of history, the mar-
ket valué of the Faience continualiy increases.
Fabulous prices are paid by collectors for the tiny
pieces- Ten years ago, $5,500 was paid for a ewer
sevcn inches high; a small cup brought $300;
another ewer cost $450, and a sait-cellar coni-
manded $105. Each ycar as the ware grows older
and rarer by accidents which destroy what no
moiicy can replace, these prices will increase pro-
portionally.

In the court of “ Daniels ” inthe English depart-
ment of our Ccntennial Exposicion, was a fine

FOR
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collection of porcelain and Faience. In a case
containing a profusién of wares the most brilliant
in color and imposing in size, there were placed,
nearest the glass, three tiny pieces of palé yellow
ware with a delicate tracery of cardinal red. A
card behind them named them “ Henry Il. Fai-
ence.” Candlcstick, salt-cellar and ewer, they
were an exact reproduction of some of the most
daintily beautiful specimens of the handiwork of
the Lady Héléne.

The few who knew the pretty romance paused
while the charm of the oid time wove its spell
around them. The many, among whom may
have been my bright young readers, passed on
and probably must wait until they shall visit
Europe, for a sight of the delicate fancies wrought
into form by the dainty fingers of the Lady Héléne,
more than three hundred years ago.
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Up and down ’twixt earth and sky,
See-saw Puck and butterfly.

Now, if one should chance to cough,
Would n’t the othev tumble off?

BOB’'S MISSIONARY WORK.

By Louise Stockton.

“ 1 AM coming over to your house to-night,”
said Joe Hillside.

“ Are you?” and Bob Horton
more surprised than was poiite.

“ | said | was,” replied Joe, a little warmly;
“ your father asked me. He said he had some
good trout-flies.”

“ So he has,” said Bob; “ oid Mr. Newton
made them. Did he promise you some? He
never gave any to me.”

At this Joe smiled. Bob was a very nice boy,
and no one ever said he was stupid; but he cer-
tainly was no fisherman. As for Joe, he knew
every stream and every kind of fish for miles
around, and nothing could exceed the industry
with which he followed his favorite pursuit, except-
ing the perseverance he displayed in getting time
for it, by staying away from school. As a fisher-
man, Joe was not easily beaten, and he certainly
was a Champion truant. His mother used to cook
all the fish he iDrought home, but she never forgot
to scold him for catching them.

“1 mean tofish a greatdeal this vacation,” said
Bob; “ the first money | get is to go fora rod.
Our Jim has a splcndid one. It shuts up like a
cafie; but he don’t lend it.”

“ That kind of a rod is well enough for fancy
fishing, picnics, girls and all that,” said Joe, “ but
any fellow who knows how to fish as a regular
thing, looks out for his hooks and his bait. He

looked a little

don’t bother over patent rods and big stran’ liais.
Why, one of the very best day’s work | cvcr did
was with a crooked pin and some twine. It isiii
the rod that catclies the fish, it is the fellow at tlie
other end ofit.”

Bob laughed.

“ That sounds just like Unele Robert. Look
here, Joe,” and he looked quickly, and half doubt-
fully, at his companion, “ | have a great mind to
tell you something.”

“ Tell away,” said Joe.

“ Well,” said Bob, sitting down on a peacli-
basket that was turned upside down, while JM
made himself comfortable on the grass. They
were in Mrs. Hillside’s orchard at the time.

“ You know my Unele Robert?”

Joe nodded. “ He is a fisherman, soinethiag
like ! he said.
“ Well, I wrote him a letter not long ago. You

see, ever since he has been out among the Indians,
Jim and | have written every other week, and he
writes splendid lettcrs to us, telling all about wlial
he does, and about Red Moon and Early Blankei,
two of the chiefs, and | 've made up ray mind lo
be a missionary."”

At this Joe again laughed. Bob's father 'vas a
clergyman, and that was right enough, but it was
quite another thing to fancy Bob one.

“You need not laugh,” said Bob, “ missionaries
are not born grown-up. Anyhow, | wrotc w
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Unele Rob about it, and he says—well, here ’s his
letter,” and Bob took it from his pocket and gave

it lo Joe.

Camp Keen«, June 13, 1 ~ .

Deah Bor‘ | would have answered your Iclter before now, but |
liave been over to Bluc Peteras camp, and iustgot back. | havenot
time 10 icll you aboui my visit, but I will in my ncxt Justnow 1
wflitc to answer your letter. . L

So vou want to be a missionary ? Very well. | hope you wiU
rnmt oul Scre, for 1 nced some young fellowstohelp. andif Jimand
you.andihai boy 1 once went fishing with, would jom me after a
Mhile, i wouldbeglad

That is what made me think of telling you,”
said Bob, “ his mentioning you, you know |”
Joe nodded and read on:

Biit Itierc U one thing | wani you lo be sure of before you come,
»d thatis, lhat you undeislaitd what you have to do, and mean lo
doit | doti'i waiii any “ PImblcs” horc. When that young man
in "Pilarim’s Progress” setout tojoumey with Chtistian, he meanl
te co to the Celestial City. The trouble was that he did not bar,jain
fcraiiacmites. Nothing was said about them, and when he got into
iht Slouch of Despond, ne got out as piomptiy as possible, and went
tiomc. ?fow, if you mean to be disheatlened hy quagmites, if you
mean lo give up when things go wtong, and—abovo all—ifyou can-
sol do missionary work al home, don’i come out hete. ,Indmns ate
Terv much like other peoplo, even if they do live in wigwatns, and
*ill irado blankcis fot whisky, and if you do not cate to work for
Ihc people around you, don't, dcar Bob, come out lo us, you fior
lim fior the bov 1 went fishing with.-Y our afiécuonaic '
’ n Unccu ro

‘e Pretty plaiu talking that,” said Joe, handing
tlie ictter back. “ Did you show it to your
father?”

“ No,” replied Bob. “ | am not ready to talk
about it yet. Do you know, I think there is very
gooci sense in that letter ?”

“ Of course there is,” said Joe. “It ’s so in
cterything. If you.make up your mind to do a
cerlain thing, you have got to make up your mind
to go through with it. 1 ’'ve seen fellows who
made the greatest fuss about going fishing, and
ivho would get up before daylight to dig worms,
and buy hooks and all that, and then if the fish
did n’t bite like mosquitos, they would say it
was n't any fun, and they 'd go off to something
dse.”

Bob laughed.

“Do you know, Joe, Papa said something like
that about you ! He said you were persevering
enough, for if you were not you could n’t be such
a fisherman, and you were not lazy, so he would
like to know why you did n’t go to school.”

“1 don’t want to,” said Joe, coloring. “ I "l
know enough! If | thought your father meant
lo lectura me, | would n’t go to your house to-
night.”

“ Oh, he wont!” said Bob, quickly. “ He is
n’t that sort of a man. He would n’t ask you
to come after trout-flies and then lecture you ! If
he meant to scold, he ’d say so, and you ’d have to
face the music. But see here, about this mission-
ary business.”

“Well?” said Joe.
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“You can’t tell whether you really like a thing
until you try it.”

“ That ’s so,” granted Joe.

“ Well, my father often talks of the people on
the flats. You know how poor and dirty they are ?
The children don’t go to school, and it ’s just
horrid ! It can’t be worsc among the Indians than
it is there. They can’t read, not one half of them,
and they are lazy and dirty. Siippose we go over
there and see if wc really would like to be mission-
aries?”

“ Be missionaries !” exclaimed Joe.
want to be a missionary !”

“ How do you know you don’t,” retorted Bob.
“ You never tried ! You see, Joe, | can’t ask Jim,
he is going to be a civil engineer, and Unele Rob
did n’t mention any one but us three.”

“1 don’t know,” said Joe, rather doubtfully. *“ I
like your Unele Rob better than any one | know,
—any man | mean,—and | suppose | will have to
have a business.”

“ And a missionary, you know,” interrupted
Bob, “ has to be oijt-of-rinors; he isn’t cooped
up in an office or store, and often he must fisli or
hunt ifhe wants anything to eat. That s, if he is
in a very wild place.”

“ Oh, we would go to a wild place,” said Joe.
“1 would n’t agree, ifwe did nt! When shall we
begin? Will we have to read the Bible to them ?
—the people on the flats, | mean.”

“ Not right away,” said Bob. “ We could do
that after a while, when we got used to them. |
tell you what my father said. He said that if they
could be taught to be cleaner, there would be some
hope for them. They are too dirty to care for
anything, not even to send their children to
school. Ofcourse, he did n’t mean it for us, but
we could start on that.”

“ 1°’m agreed,” said Joe. “ Let’s go the first
thing to-morrow morning. It is too late now.”

“ | have to go to school, you know,” Bob said,
slowly, “ but we might go as soon as school is
out.”

“ 1 didn’t mean to go to school to-morrow,—
not if your father gave me the files. However, |
suppose he would n’t like me to go fishing with
them in school hours. | tell you what | will do, I
will go to school, and we will be ready to start the
moment it is over. But | say, Bob, you are not
going to tell the boys?”

Bob laughed.

“ You must think I am a siinpleton !” he said.

“ 1 don’t

As Joe that evening walked home with the trout-
flies in his pocket, he was in a very good humor.
There had not been a word said about going to
school, or about staying away, but there had beea
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plenty of talk about fishiug, and Mr. Horton had
told him how salmén were spcared. Then there
was something said of stones, and Jim, who was
a good fellow, even if he was a dandy, had brought
out a lot he had gathered in the neighborhood.
None of them were new to Joe, for he had often
noticed them, but he had never known they were
part of the history of the world, as Mr. Horton
then explained. There would be some sense in
going lo school, Joe thought, if they taught such
things instead of stuff about dead kings and for-
gotten wars.

As for this missionary business, Bob had said
no more about it—he had no chance; but Joe was
willing to go over and see what was to be done. It
would n’t do any harm, and the Hortons were
pleasant peopie.

And, as it sometimes happens, it was not so
very bad the next day, Of course, Joe did not
know his lessons, not even where they were, but
he got up early and wentto Tom Gardiner’s with
his books, and he soon learned them, and so went
to school with a confidence not common to him,

“ But see here, Bob,” he said as soon as school
was over, and they walked off together toward the
fiats, “ what are you going to d o Y o u said you
meant to teach the flatters to be cleaner. Now |
tbink that is nonsense. It is a woman’s work, that
sort ofthing! What would they think of a couple
of fellows like us teiling them they ought to scrub
their floors, and that they must not keep their
bread in the corner with their boots ?”

“1don’t know,” said Bob, with a laugh. *“ But
don’t you see that when Unele Rob as much as
says | don’t know what | am taiking about, when
I say | mean to be a missionary, | am bound lo
prove | do. | don’t know any more than the man
in the moon what we can do, but i suppose if we
went among the Indians, we would have to begin
somewhere.”

“We can look about, anyhow," rcplied Joe.
“ But | want you to understand, Bob Horton, that
I have n’t said that / mean to be a missionary.”

And Joe at once made himself a willow switcli
and so relieved his feelings.

“ The fiats” certainly looked as if some one
ought to clean them up. The houses were oid,
tumble-down and forlorn looking. The fences
were half down, and the pigs and the children
wandercd as they pleased.

“The first thing,” said Joe, “is lo rebuild.”

“ The first thing,” said Bob, “ is to walk around
them.”

So they at once began their task of inspection.
It was dirty enough, everywhere, to need clean-
ing ; and better missionary gropnd, Bob declared,
was not to be found anywhere.
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“ It ought to be a Baptist mission, then,” said
Joe, “ and begin by immersing every one of those
children.”

The dirtiest, and yet the best-looking, house was
that of an oid colored woman, Aunt Madison,
The steps to her house were broken, the fcnce
half down, the ashes lay in a heap under the from
window; but in the yard there was a great rose-
bush full of bloom, and a red geranium, gay with
immense heads of flowers, grew ciése to the ash-
pile. Inside the door, Aunt Madison, big, black
and jolly, sat paring potatoes.

“ Look here, Aunt Madison,” said Bob, proniptly
beginning bis labots, “ why don’t you take thusc
ashes away ?”

“ Lor', chiud, how you skeered me!” said tlie
oid woman, turning her head. “ How ’s your Ma
and Pa?”

“ Very well,” replied Bob.
you clear those ashes away ?”

“ Bless your heart, | tell Sam about them every

“ But why dont

day ! By rights tliey ought n’t to be there. But
| put them out the winder last winter. | had the
rheumatism too bad to go to the pile. Sam said

he 'd take them away.
proraisin'.”

“You tell him | said to clear them up. He
ought to be ashamed to have such a dirty place.
And why don’t he mend these steps ?”

“ Lors help you, I don’t know!” said Aunt
Madison.  “ | ’spect | ’ll break my neck on them
yet.”

“ They don’t need much,” said Joe, looking
closely at them. “ If you ’ll give me a hammer
and some nails, | ’ll do it now.”

The oid woman got up and began to turn outa
table-drawer.

“ 1 dunno,” she said, “but | had some nails.
Oh, here they are ! | reckon you can straighten

He ’s awful good about

them up. | have n’t any hammer. Sam lost il,
but you can use a flat-iron. | do.”
* 1 think that is likely,” said Joe. *“ The car-

penter work about this place looks as if it had been
done with flat-ironsand jack-knives. Hand itover.”

W hile Joe was hammering away and vainly
trying to work the fiat-iron into the corners, Bob
considered.

“ See here, Aunt Madison,” he finally said, “if
you 'l make Sam clear those ashes away, 1°ll gire
him a white peony to put there. You would like
that?”

“ So | would,” she replied. “ But he ’s dread-
ful busy just now. He ’s cutting grass for Hol-
combe’s.”

“ He had better come home and pile the wood,
said Bob. “ It oughtto be under the shed. Has
it been out there all winter?”
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“ Mostly,” said Aunt Madison. “ You see, he
just cmptied the cart there. He meaiit to take it
in. 1°ll speak to him about it."

By this time, Joe had finished his job, and
returning the flat-iron, the two boys went away to
a group of trees not far off, and sitting down on a
log, coiisidered the situation. In the first place, it
was clear that it would not answer to rely on either
Sara ov his mother to clear up. They did not
mind the dirt, but they would mind the trouble.

“And yet,” said Bob, “ when Aunt Madison
lived at our house she kept things in order. She
would have scolded enough if there had been ashes
under our front window,"

“1 tell you what we '11 do,"”
“We Il make a model!
oid rattle-trap, and we wont bother about the
others. We will put a really clean house here,
and then, perhaps, the other people will see how
awfully dirty their places are.”

This was such a brilliant idea that it nccdcd no
reply, and the boys at once arése and walked back
to the house.

“The fence will have to be mended," said Bob.

“ And whitewasbed,” added Joe, “ and the
ashos must be cleared away, the wood pilcd, and
as for the house 17

" Those oid corn-stalks ought to come up,” said
Bob; “ and | know the broken cups and oid tins
would fill a wheelbarrow.”

“What you talking about?" said Aunt Madi-
son, coming to the door with the steaming tca-
keitle in her hand. “ You ’d better be off home
to learn your lessons. Yotir Pa ’s very particular,
Master Bob.”

“0Oh, my lessons are all right,” said Bob.
“How would you like to have your place cleaned
up, Aunt Madison? Sam wont do it.”

“ No more he wont,” and she put the kettle
down on a chair. “ 1 ’d like it mightily. 1 have
been meaniu’ to begin every day, but somehow
I don’t. Lor’, Master Joe, you can’t hang that
gato!”

Joe made no reply, but he did hang the gate,
and then, taking off their coats, the two boys
piled the wood and pulled up the corn-stalks. The
ashes they concluded to hire some one to take
away, as the work was not good for their clothes.

Of course, a scheme of so much iraportance had
to be submitted to Mr. Horton. After he had
listened to Bob, he sent for Joe and listened to
him, Then he gave them ten cents to buy lime,
told them not to ncglect their lessons, and to be
sure not to do their work badly.

By Fiiday night, the whole school was aware
that Bob Horton and Joe Hillside were down at
the flats whitewashing, and that Tom Gardincr

exclaimcd Joe.
We ’ll clean up this
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had taken his box of tools over, and had been
working in Aunt Madison’s kitchen ; and so, early
Saturday morning, a large and self-appointed dele-
gaiion svent over to see what it all meant. As for
the whitewashing, the story about it was true, for
there stood fences and shed dazzling white to tes-
tify to it; and, as for Tom, he was mending the
pump-handle. In the kitchen, Aunt Madison was
grumbling. It was all very well when the work
was out-of-doors, but to come into the house and
turn everything out of the dresscr so as to mend
the shelf, was a little too much !

“ The stool kep” it up very well,” she said.
“ There warn’tany use in such a fuss.”

When Bob mentioned that the stool kept the
door from closing, she said that made no differ-
ence, the button was off anyhow. And so she
scolded and Bob hammered, and then she im-
proved the time by taking the cggs out of her
tea-caddy and putting the tea into their place.

Outside, the boys stood and looked 011, making
their own remarks, while the children of the neigh-
borhood, who liad been mounted as a guard ever
since the work began, gave much Information
about the progress of affairs, and about popular
Opinién on the subject.

Then Bob carne to the door, hammer in hand,
and he made a speech. He asked the boys if they
thought the flats a clean or pretty place, and they
at once said they did not. Then he said that they
had determined that there should be one dccent
place there, and that should be Aunt Madison’s !
Here this lady remarked that they “ did n’t know
nothing of whitewashing, for them fences would
scale, sure.” To this, Bob made no reply, but he
went on with his speech. He said nothing of the
missionary effect the work was to have upon the
neighborhood, for Joe and be had agreed that it
would be best not to frighten the people, but to let
the contras! itselfincite thém to better things. At
fiist the boys laughed at all he said, but he stood
his ground, and Joe, who was planting six-sveeks
beans, had many directions concerning the propet
way to do it. Then Harry Wiison got the rake
and began to clean the grass, and then—carne the
invasion ! The spirit of industry seized the whole
crowd. One lioy wheeled away a pile of Isricks
and pitched them into the road, and then another,
seeing how improper that was, gathered them
up again and pilcd them behind a tree. Some
swarmed into the kitchen ; one examined the pot-
closet, another proposed that the room should be
whitewashed, and another maintained it would be
better to paper it with illustrated newspapers, as
then Aunt Madison would have something to look
at. Bob scolded, Joe was busy watching his secds
and keeping his beds from being twice planted.
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while Tom climbed a tree with his tool-box in his
hand. In the midst of it all, Aunt Madison arése,
she took down her bonnet, and went to see Mr.
Horton !

W hen this gentleman in hot haste arrived upon
the scene of action, the missionary work was at
fever heat. He said very little ; but Sam W inters,
who was busy sorting the rag-bag, found himself
gently lifted up and put out on the steps, while
Bolj, who was almost frantic, because of the multi-
tude of missionaries, was sent upstairs to calm him-
self.

Then Mr. Horton stood on the steps, and ke
made a speech, and all the boys listencd, Bob with
his head out of the upper window. It was a sbort

WORXING IN AUNT

speech. He asked who was at work in the house?
Out of the very many who answered, he chose two,
and set them to restoring things to their places
again. The others he forincd into two companies,
and One of them cleared up the road, wliile the
others carried the lubbish asvay and ljurned it.
The garden he put into the charge of Joe and
Harry Wilson; Bob was called down, Sam Win-
ters was sent to the parsonage to tell Mrs. Horton
to keep Aunt Madison, and then the work of
reconstruction began.

The first difference of opinién ar6se upon the
question of rubbish. In the wild ransacking of
closets and drawers, all sorts of things had been
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reveaied that one of the boys insisted ought to go
to the bonfire. But to these arguments Mr. Hor-
ton was deaf. The rags and oid shoes were the
property of Aunt Madison, and he insisted tliai
they should be rcturncd to their hiding-placcs, and
that they were not to be stuffed into them, either,

It took some time, and much more talk, to
accomplish all this; but, when it was done, the
boys looked on their work with satisfaction. The
grounds were clcan and neat. Tlic vegetable beds
were fresh and brown in newly rakcd soil, the
fences were white, the wood was neatly piled, and
where the ash-heap had stood, a rose-bush droopcd
its head; but that would all come right after a
rain, Joe cheerfully remarked.

MAOISON’S KITCHEN.

In the house, thcre was order and a systeinalic
arrangeraent ofchairs and tables. Then the boys
proposed escorting Aunt Madison home, but Mr.
Horton sent them to play ball, and he undertook
to bring the owner back.

When Aunt Madison saw the yard, she frowneci,
but she also smiled. In her prophetic soul she feU
tliat those fresh beds meant beans and turnips,
perhaps late com.

But when she ascended the now firm steps, and
looked into her house, then she did not smile.

The beautiful order in which her chairs and
tables were arranged by the wall had no charin fot
her, and she at once jerked her rocker out and
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planted it in itsproper place by the stove. Then she
oprned her table drawer, but before she could say
a svord, Mr. Horton laid a dollar on the table, and
fled. He had done his best to restore the house to
its original condition, but he had not the courage
to liear her comments.

The next day some of the boys walked past the
flats, and they would have liked to stop and ad-
mire their work, but Aunt Madison carne to the
window, and for some unexplained reason they
walked on.

Bob was seriously discouraged, but he wrote the
wliole story to his Gnele, and received the following

reply:
Camp Keenc, July isc.
Dear Bod: | Ukeyourenergy; keep on, all of you, but be carc-
ful how you do it.—Yours always, Unclk Rob.

So, they kept on, and, after a while, there
were some excellent results to their missionary
labors. But these results were not altogether what
the;- had expected.

To be sure, Aunt Madison's house and yard
were very different places from what they used to
be. The oid woman seemcd to take a certain
pride in having a better-looking establishment
than her neighbors, but although she lived to be
very, very oid indeed, whenever things went
wrong, or she missed any of lier personal property,
she always blamed it on “ them boys."
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The other “ flatters” were somewhat stirred up
by the jmproved appearance of Aunt Madison’s
premises, and they cleaned up, a little, and
whitewashed, here and tliere, but the improvement
was not great. They were stiil “ flatters,” and the
boys saw that years of work, as well as some
missionaries oid enough to command more re*
spect than they received from these poor people,
would be necessary to convert them from their
careless, shiftless ways.

But, as was said before, there were excellent
results to the work, and these were secn in the
boys themselvcs, especially in Joe. So, Bob had
really been a missionary to Joe, who, though not
an Indian, was a very good subject for a boy-
missionary to work upon.

Joe now went to school quite regularly. He
had not meant to, but every day there was some-
thing to be done, or talked about, and at last he
fell quite into the habit of going, and when the
geology class was started by Mr. Horton, he
would not have missed it for all the fishes in the
sea.

And yet, Bob always thought he had failed, for,
although he w-as glad to see the great improve-
ment in Joe, he did not count that into his mis-
sionary work.

But other people counted it in, especially Unele
Rob, when he hcard of it.

EYEBRIGHT.

By Susan Coolidge.

CHAPTER X.

A STORM ON THE COAST.

SUMMERS are short in Maine ; still the aiitumn
that year seemcd in no baste to begin its work.
Scptember carne and went, bringing only trifling
frosts, and the equinoctial week passed without a
storm, In its place appeared an odd yellow mist,
which wrapped the world in its folds and made the
most familiar objects look slrange and unnatuval,
Not a fog,— it was not dense enough for that. It
seemed more like air made visible, thickened just
a little, and tinted with color, but common air still,
warm, thin and quiet. The wind blew softly for
many days; there was a general hush over land
and sea, and the sun blinked through the golden
hazo like a bigger and hottcr moon.

This strange atmosphere lasted so long that
people grew accustomed and ceased to wonder at
k. Some ofthe oid sailors shook their heads and
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said it would end with a gaie; but oid sailors are
fond of prophesying gales, and nobody was fright-
ened by the prediction, or saw any reason for being
so, as long as the weather remained thus warm
and perfectly calni.

The little steamer from Malachi to Portland
made her last trip for the season on the 3oth of
Scptember; and the day before, Mr. Bright, who
had some potatoes to ship to market, went over
with them lo Malachi, in a sniall sail-boat belong-
ing to Captain Jim, Mr. Downs’s brotlieris son,
They were not to return till next day, so it was
arranged that Eyebright should spend the night
with Mrs. Downs, as Papa did not like to leave
her alone on the island. She went with him as far
as the village, and kissed him for good-bye on the
dock, when the little cargo was all on board and
Captain Jim just ready to push off.

“ Ishall go home early to-morrow, and make
some egg-toast and some frizzled beef for your sup-
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per, Papa, so mind you don't stop to tea with Mrs.
Downs,” were her last words.

“ All right—1 wont,” said her father; and Cap-
tain Jim laughed and said ;

“You’'d better not put the fryiiig-pan on till
you see us a-coraing, for with this light wind
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for she saw a strange sight. One side of the
heavens was still thick with the yellow haze, bm
toward the sea a bank ofblack clouds was whirling
lapidly up from the horizon. It had nearly reached
the zenith, and had already hidden the sun and
turncd the afternoon into temporary twihght. The
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there ’s no kriowing when wc Il get over, and the
frizzle might be sp’iled.”

Then the sail flapped and filled and off they
went over the yellow sea. Eyebright watched till
the boat passed behind the island, and out of sight;
then she walked up the road to theDowns?’s, saying
to herself;

“ What funny weather! 1 never saw anything
like it. It isn’t a bit like last Septcmber.”

Next morning sliowed the same sultry mist, a
little thicker if anything. Eyebright stayed with
Mrs. Downs till after dinner, helped in the
weekly baking, hcmmed two crash toweis, told
Benny a story, and set out for home a little after
four, carrying a blue-berry pie in a hasket for
Papa’s supper. As she toiled over the sand of the
causeway and up the steep path, she was conscious
ofa singular heaviness in the air, and it struck her
that the sea was making a sound such as she had
never heard before,—asortofodd shuddering moan,
as if some great creature was in pain a long way
out from shore. The water lookcd glassy calm,
and there did not seem to be much wind, which
made the sound even stranger and more startling.
But she forgot about the sound when she reached
the house, for there was a great deal to do and not
much time to do it in, for Caplain Jim cxpected
to get back by six o’clock or soon after. W hat with
sweeping and dusting and fire-raaking, an hour
passed rapidly, when sucidenly a dusky darkness
settled over the house, and at the same moment
a blast of wind blcw the door opcn with a bang.

“ Oh dear, there is going to be a thundcr-
storm,” thought Eyebright. She was afraid of
thunder and lightning and did not like the idea at
all.

Going to the door to shut it, she sloppcd short.

sea was glassy smooth near the shore—as sniooth
as oil; but farther out, the waves had begun to toss
and tumble, and the moaning sound was bccome
a deep hollow boom, which might easily be imag-
ined the very voice of the approaching storm.

Filled with anxiety, Eyebright ran down to the
cliff above the bathing beacli and looked toward
the long cape at the end ofwhich iay Malachi. The
dots of houses showcd plainer and svhiter thar
usual against the c.-ipc, which had turncd of a deep
slate-gray, almost black. Two or three ships were
in sight, but they were large ships far out at sea,
and ihc strange darkness and the confusién and
tumble of the waves which every instant in-
crcased, made it difficult to detect any objcct so
small as a boat. She was just turning away, when
a sudden gieam of light showed what seemcd lo
be a tiny sail far out in the bay, but it disappcared,
and, at the same moment, a sudden, violcnt 'vVind
swcpt in from the sea and almost threw her down.
She caught hold of a sapiing-stcm to steady her-
self, and held tightiy till the gust passed. Next
instant carne a great roar of blinding rain, and she
was forced to run as fast as she could to the house.
It took but two minutes to reach it; but already
she was drenched to the skin, and the water was
running in streams from her dress and the braids
of her hair.

She had to change all her clothes. As she sat
before the firc, drying her hair with a rough lowel,
she could hear the rain pouring on the roof "ilh
a noisc like thunder, and every fesv minutes great
'waves of wind surged against the house, making it
sliake and tremble till the rafters cie.aked. There
were other sounds, too,—odd rattlings, deep hollow
notes like groans, and a thvobbing as of some
mighty pulse,—but there was no thunder: indeed
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Eyebright doubted if she could have heard it had
there been any, so loud was the tuiniilt of noises.

She sat by the fire and dried lier hair—what cisc
ivas there to do »—but feeling all the time as if she
oughtlo be out in the rain hclping Papa somehow,
Tlie tears ran down her checks ; now and then she
wrimg her hands tightly and said, “ O Papa!
0 Papa!” Never had she felt so little and hclp-
Icss and lost in all her life before. She tried to
say a praycr, but it seemed to her just then that
Cud could not hear a weak, small voice like hers
tlirough such a ragc of storm. She could not
rcalize what it would have been such a comfort to
fcel, that God is never so near his children or so
ready to listen, as when storms are wildcst and
lhey need him most. And so she sat, till by and
by the dock struck six and made her jump at the
idea that Papa might come in soon and find no
siippcr ready for him.

“1 musn’t let that happen,” she thought, as
ivilh shaking hands she mended the fire, laid the
talile and set the kettle on to boil. She would not
allo'v herself to question the fact that Papa would
come—must come, though he might be a little
lalc ; and slic shavcd tiie dried beef, broke the eggs,
and sliced bread for toasting. so as to be ablc lo
get supper as soon as possible after he should ap-
peav. This helped her through with another
liotir.  Still no sign of Papa, and still the storm
ragcd, as it seemed, more furiously than ever.

Eight o’clock, nine o'elock, ten, half-past ten.
ldon’t know how that evening passed. It seemed
as long as two or three ordinary days. Many
times, thinking she heard a sound, Eyebright flew
lo the door, but only to come back disappointed.
At last the rain slackened, and, unable to sit still
any longcr, she put on her waier-proof and India
nibbers, tied a hood over her head, and, taking a
laniorn, went down lo the cliff again. It would
have been of no use to carry an umbrella in that
'viiid. and the night was so dark, that even with
the help of the lantcrn, and well as she knew the
palh, she continunlly ivandorcd from it, and struck
and bruised hcrsclf against slumps and branches
which tliere was not light to avoid.

At last she gaincd the top of the bank over the
hcach. The sea was perfectly black; she could
see nothing and hear nothing, except the loar of
waves and llic rattle of the shingle below. Suddenly
carne a flash of lighining. It lit the waier for a
minute, and rcvealcd a dark spot wliich might be
a boat borne on the waves a little way out from
sliore. Eyebright did not liesitate an instant, but
tumiilcd and scvambled down the bank at once,
waving the lantcrn and cvying, “ Here | am, Papa !
this way. Papa !” as loud as she could. She had
scarccly reached the bcach, when another flash
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showed the object much nearer. Next moment
carne a great tumbling wave, and out of the midst
of it and of the darkness, something plunged on to
the bcach ; and then carne the lightningagain, h
was a boat—and a man in it

Eyebright scized and held with all her might.

“ Oh, hurry and get out. Papa,” she cvied; for
though she could not see, she felt another wave
coming. “ 1 can’t keep hold but a minute.”

And then—she hardly knew how it happened—
the man did get out—tumble out rather—upon tlie
sand; and, as she let go the boat and caught hold
ofhim, in sped the wave slie had dreaded, with a
loud roar, splashed her from head to foot, and
roiledback, carrying the boat with it. The man
lay on tlic bcach as if unable to move, but by the
sense of toucli, as well as the dim light of the lan-
tern, Eyebright already knew that it was not Papa
but a stranger whose arin she clutehed.

“ Get up, oh, do get up |I” she screamed.
“ You 'll be drosvncd if you don’t. Don’t you see
that you will ? Oh, what shall | do ?”

The man seemed to hear, for lie slowly strug-
gled up to his feet, but he did not speak. It was
terrible work getting him up the cliff. The wind
in furious moments seemed to seizc and pin them
down, and at such times there was nothing to be
done but to stand still, flaiten themsclves against
the bank, and wait till its forcé abated. Eyebright
was most thankfui when at last tliey reaciied the
top. She hurricd the stranger witll what speed
she could across the field to the house, keeping
the path better than when she carne down, be-
cause the light in the kitchen window now served
lier as a guide. The man stumbled continually,
and more than once almost fell down. As they
entered the kitchen he quite fell, and lay so long
on the floor as to frighten Eyebright extremely.
She had never seen any one faint, and she fcared
the man was dead. Not knowing in the least
what she ought to do, she ran for a pilloiv to put
under liis head, covercd him with a blanket, and
put some water on his forehead. This last was
rather unnecessary, considcriiig his wet condition,
but Bessie had always “ brought to” the Lady
Jane in tliat way, so Eyebright thought it might be
the right thing. Aftera long time, she had the
comfort of seeing liim open his oyes.

“ Oh, you are better; 1 am so glad,” she said.
“ Do try to get into the rocking-chair. The floor
is so haid. Here, | will help you.”

And she took hold of his arm for the purpose.
He winced and shrank.

“ Not that arm—don’t touch that arm, picase,”
he said. “ 1 have liiirt it in some way. It fecls
as if it were broken.”

Tlicii very slowly and painfully he got up from
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the fioor and into the rocking-chair which Eye-
bright had covered with a thick comfortable to
make it softer. She made haste to wet the tea,
and presently brought him a cup.

“ Thank you,” he said, faintly,
kind.”

She could see his face now. He was not a
young man, at all. His hair and beard wei-e gray,
and he seemed as oid as Papa; but he was so wet
and palé and wild-looking just then, that it was
not easy to judge what he was like. His voice was
pleasant, and she did not feel at all afraid of him.
The tea seemed to revive him a little, for, after
lying quiet a while with his eyes closed, he sat up,
and fumbling with his left hand in an inner pocket,
produced a fiat parcel tied in stout paper, with a
direction written upon it; and beckoning Eye-
bright to him, said;

“ My deai-, it isa bad night to ask such a favor
in, and | don’t know how far you may be from the
village; but could you manage to send this over
to the stage-office at once? It is of great conse-
quence to rae, or | would not ask it, Have yon a
hired man who could go? | will pay him hand-
somely for taking it. He must give it to the
driver of the stage to put into the express-office at
Gilbwonh, and take a receipt for it, Please ask
him to be particular about that, as the parcel has
money in it.”

“ We have n’t any hired man,” said Eyebright.
“1 ’in so sorry, sir. But even if we had, he
could n’t get across for ever so long.”

“ Get across?”

“ Yes; this is an island. Did n’t you know
that? We can walk over to the other shore at low
tide; but the tide wont be low till after five, even
if we had a man. But there isn’t anybody but just
me.”

“ After five,—and the inail goes out at six,” mut-
tered the stranger. “ Then | must manage to go
myself.”

He tricd to getup, but his arm fell helplessly by
his side, he groaned, and sank back again, Pres-
ently, to Eyebright’s terror, he begaii to talk
rapidly to himself, not to her at all, as it seemed.

“ 1t must go,” he said, in a quick, excited way.
“ 1'don’t mind what | pay or what risk | run. Do
you think 1 'm going to lose everything?—Iose

“You are very

everything?—other people’smoney?------- ” A long
pause; then, “ What’s a wetiing ? he went on,
in a loud tone—*“ that’s nothing, Awetting!—

my good fiame is worth more than money to me.”
He was silent after that for a long time. Eye-
bright hoped he had gone to sleep, when, sud-
denly, he opened his eyes, and said, imploringly:
“ Oh, if you knew how important it was, you
would make haste. | am sure you wouid.”
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He did not say much moro, but seemed asleep,
or unconscious; only now and then, roused for a
moment, he muttered some word which showed
him to be still thinking about the parcel, and tlie
necessity for sending it to the office immediately.

Eyebright put another blanket round him, and
fetched a chair for his feet to rest upon. That
seemed all she could do, exccpt to sit and watch
him, getting up occasionally to put wood on the
fire, or going to the door to listen, in hopes of
hearing Papa’s step in the path. The parcel lay
on the tablc where the stranger had put it, She
looked at it, and looked at it, and then at the
dock. It was a quarter to five. Again the broken,
dreamy voice muttered: “ It must go,—it mus!

go.” A sudden, generous impulse seized her.

“ 1’1l take it myseli'!” she cried. “ Then it will
be sure to be in time. And 1 can come back when
Papa does.”

Poor child, so sure still that Papa must come!

It lackcd less than three-quarters of an hour to
low water. At that state of the tide, the causeway
was usually pretty bare; but, as she descended
the hin, Eyebright, even in the darkness, could see
that itwas not nearly bare no'v. She could hear the
swish of the water on the pchbles, and, by the light
of her lantern, caught sight of more than one long
wave sweeping almost up to the crest of the ridge.
She would not wait, hotvever, but set bravely for-
ward. The water must be shallow, she knew. and
fast growing more so, and she dared not delay; for
the walk down the shore, in the wind, was sure to
be a long one. “ I mustn’t miss the stage,” she
kept saying, to encourage herself, and struck in,
feeling the way with the point ofher umbrella, and
holding the lantern low, so as to see where she
stcpped. The water was only two or three inches
deep,—Iless than that in some places; but every
few minutes a wave would rush across and bury
her feet above the ankles. At such times, the sand
would seem to give way and let her down, and a
sense of sinking and being carried off would seize
upon her and take away all her strength. She
darcd not move at these moraents, but stood still,
dug her umbrella into the sand, and waited till the
water ran back.

As she got farther from the island, a new dan-
ger assailed her. It was the tvind, of which she
now fclt the full forcé. It bent and swayed her
about till she felt like a plaything in its grasp.
Once it caught hér skirts and blew her over toward
the deeper water. This was the most dangerous
moment of all; but she struggled back, and the
gust relaxccl its grasp. More than once the fury
of the blast was so great that she darcd not stand
upright, but crouchcd on the wet sand, and made
bcrself as fiat as possible, till it passed by. Oh,
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how she wished herself back at home again. But
going back was as daiigei-ous as going forward,
and she kept on, firm in her purpose still, tbough
drcnched, teirified and half ciying, till, little by
litlle, wet sand instead of water was under her feet,
the waves sounded behind instead of iramediately
beside her, and, at last, stiimbling over a clump of
bhie-berry bushcs, she fell forward on her knees
upon the other shore,—a soggy, soaked, disagrec-
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liright. She had just fallen asleep in her clothes,
whcn she was roused by a knock.

“That’s Thcm at last,” she cried, jumping up
and hurrying to the door.

Great was her surprisc at the little soaked figure
svhich met her eyes, and greater still when she
recogr.ifod Eyebright-

“Why, wliat in the fiame of—why I” was all
she could say at first. Then, regaining her wits,

"1IT WAS A BOAT— AND A MAN IN IT I’

able shore enough, but a most welcome sight just
tlicn.

So tired and spent was she, that for some min-
utes she lay under the blue-berry clump before she
could gather strength to puli herself up and go on.
It was a very hard and painful walk, and the wind
and the darkness did all they could to keep her
back ; but the gallant little he.irt did not fail, and,
at last, just as the first dim dawn was breaking,
she gaincd the village and Mr. Downs’s door.

Mre. Downs had been up nearly all night, so
great was her anxiety for Captain Jim and Mr.

“ Eyebright, my dcar child, what has fetched you
out at this hour of day; and massy’s sake, how
did you come ?”

“1 carne on the causevvay. Oh, Mrs. Downs,
is Papa here ?”
“ Over the caiiseway!” cried Mrs. Downs.

“ Good land alivel What possessed you to do
such a fool-hardy thing? ! only wonder you were
not drowned outright.”
“ Sodo 1. | was almost.
Papa here? Oh, do tell me.”
“ No, they have n’t got in yet,”

But Mrs. Downs, is

said Mrs.
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Downs, affecting an ease and security which she
did not feel. “ The storm has delaycd them, or,
what ’s more likely, they never started at all, and
will be over to-day. | guess that ’ll turn out to be
the way of it. Jim s got loo good sense to put
out in the teeth of a heavy squall like this has
been. An’ he must ha’ seen it was a-comin’. But,
my dear, hotv wet you are ! And what dicl make
you do such a crazy thing as to set out over the
causeway in such weather?”

“ 1 could n’t help it,” with a sob. “ There s a
poor man up at our house, Mrs. Downs. He
carne in a boat, and tvas 'niost cirowned, and he ’s
hurt his arm dreadfully, and | 'm afraid he ’s very
sick beside ; and he wanted this parcel to go by the
stage-driver. He said it must go, it was some-
thing very important. So | brought it. The
stage has n’t gone yet, has it? | wanted so much
to be in time.”

“Well, I declare!” cried Mrs. Downs, furiously.
“ He must be a pretty man to send you across
the bar in the night and such a stonn, to fetch his
mail. | ’d like to throw it right straight in the
water, that | would, and serve him right. The
idea!”

“ Oh, he did n’t mean that | should go,—he
did n’t know anything about it,” protested Eye-
bright. “ He asked me lo send our hired man,
and when | told him we had n’t any hired man, he
said then he would come himself; but he was too
sick. He said such queer things that | was fright-
ened. And thcn he went to sleep, and 1 carne.
Please tell me what time it is, | must go to the
office right away.”

“ Indeed you wont,” said Mrs. Downs. “Youll
come straight upstairs and go to bed. | Il wake
him up. He ’ll take it. There ’s plenty of time.
T isn’t six yet, and the stage ’ll be late this morn-
ing, | ’ilbet.”

“ Oh, | can’t go to bed, | must go back to the
island,” Eyebright pleaded, “ The man who
carne is all alone there, and you can’t think how
sick he is.”

“ Poor man or not, you ’ll go to bed,” said Mrs.
Downs, inexorably, helping the tircd child upstairs.
“ Me and Mr. Downs ’ll see to the poor man.
You aint needed lo carry the hull world on your
back as long as there ’s any grown folks left, you
poor little mite. Go to bed and sleep, and we ’ll
look after your man.”

Eyebright was too tired to resist.

“ Oh, please ask Mr. Downs to take a receipt,
the man was so particular about that,” was her
only protest.

She fell asleep the moment her head touched
the pillow, and knew nothing more till after noon,
when she oponed her eyes, feeling for a moment
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entirely bewiideied as to whcie slic was. Then,
as it all carne back to her mind, she jumped up in

a hurry. Her clothes, nicely dried, lay on a chair
beside the bed. She hurried them on, and van
down-stairs.

Nobody was visible except little Benny, who
told her that his mother had “ gone along up to
the island.”

“ She said you was to eat some breakfast,” lie

added. “ It’s in the oven a-keepin’ warin, Shall
I show you where it is ?”

“ Oh, never mind,"” cried Eyebright. *“ Never
mind about breakfast, Benny. | don’t feel
hungiy.”

“ Ma said you fitusl,” declared Benny, opening
the oven door and disclosing a piate full of some-
thing very dry and black. “ Oh dear, it ’s all
got burned up.”

“ 1l clrink some iiiilk iiistead," said Eyebright.
“ Who ’s that coming up the road, Benny ?”

“It’s Pa, | gucss he s come back to get you,”
said Benny, running out to meet him.

Mr. Dosvns had come to fetch Eyebright. He
looked very grave, she thought.

When she asked eagerly, had Papa come yet,
Mr. Downs shook his head. Perhaps they liad
stayed over in Malachi, to avoid the storm, he said,
and would get in later. He helped Eyebright iiito
the boat, and rowed to the island without saying
another word. The wind had abated, but the sea
was still very rough, and long lincs of white surf
were breaking on the rocks and beachcs.

The kitchen looked very queer and crowdcd, for
Mr. Downs had brought down a mattrcss from
upstairs, and made a bed on the floor, upon which

Eyebrighl’s “ man” was now sleeping. His wet
clothes bad been changcd for some dry ones
belonging to Mr. Bright, and, altogether, he

looked far lesswild and forlorn than he had ap-
peared to be the night before, though he evidently
was seriously ill. ~ Mrs. Downs did n’t think his
ai-m was broken; but she could n’t be sure, and
“ he” was sent up the shore to fetch Dr. Treat, the
“ natural bone-setter.” There was no regular
doctor at Scrapplehead.

The natural bone-setter pronounced the arm
not broken, but badly cut and bruiscd, and the
shoulder dislocatecl. He tied it up with a linimenl
of his own invention, but both fevcr and rhcu-
matism followed, and for some days the stranget
tossed in pain and delirium. Mrs. Downs stayed
on the island to niirse him, and both she and Eye-
bright had their hands full, which was well, for
it helped them to endure the suspense of the next
week as nothing else could have done.

It was not for some time, even after that dread-
ful week, that they gave up the hope that Cap-
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tain Jim had waited over in Malachi and ivould
appear with the next fair wind. Then a sioop put
in, bringing the certain news that he and Mr.
Bright had sailed about two hours before the storm
began. After that, the only chance—and that a
vague one—was, that tire lioat might have landed
on the coast farthcr lielow, or, blown out to sea,
been picked up by some passing ship. Days
passed in this hopc. Whenever Eyebright could
be spared for a moment, she alwaysran to the cliff
on the sea-side, in the hope of seeing a ship saliing
inwith Papa on board, or news ofhim. She never
spoke as if there was any doubt that he would
come in the end, and Mrs. Downs, dreading to
cloud her hopefulness, replied always as confidently
as she could, and tried to be hopeful, too.

So a fortnight passed, over the busy, anxious
htuschold, and poor Eyebright—though her words
were still courageous— was losing heart, and had
begun to fcel that a coid, dreadful ivave of
sorrow was poising itself a little way off, and
might presently break all over her, when, one day,
as she stood by the bedside of their patient,—
much better now and quite in his senses,—he
iooked at her with a sudden start of recognition,
and said:

“Why, | know you. You are Mr. Bright’s
Hule girl,—are you not? You are Eyebright!
Why did | not recognlze you before? Don’t you
recoUect me at all? Don’t you know who 1 am ?”
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And, somehow, the words and the pleasant tone
of voice, and the look which accompanied them

VOU ABE ivYEBBICHT.”

made him look different all at once, to the child,
and natural, and Eyebright did know him.
It was Mr. Joyce !

(To beconiinucd.)

A RUN AFTER SWORD-FISH.

Bv Alexander Young.

| WAS spending the summer at Martha’s Vine-
yard, the island off the Massachusetts coast whicli
has since becomc famous for camp-meetings, when
afriend suggested that we should go out after
sword-fish. My knowledge of these finny mon-
slets being very limited, | was naturally eager to
see them in their native element. | was aware that
ihcy were formidable antdgonists of the whale, and
that sharks were glad to keep out of the way of
their sharp and piercing swords. The pictures |
had seen of these monsters, with their iipper jaws
projcctingin the shape of familiar miiitary weap-
ons, liad always made me desirous to behold these
warriors of the cleep alive.

So | said I sliould be very glad to catch sword-
fish, and innocently added, by way of increasing
my stock of fishing Information, “ What kind of

hooks do we use?” my idea being that the iron
hooks, such as are employed in catching sharks,
were the sort needed.

“Well, you «M? an ignoramus 1” exclaimed my
friend; “ sword-fish are not taken with hooks; it
would be as much as your life was worth to try to
puli one in alive; he 'd run his sword either
through you or the boat or both.”

“ How do you catch them, then ?” | asked.

“ Why, harpoon them, to be sure. And mighty
ticklish work it is, too, as you ’ll see when we go
out in the sword-fish boats.”

I next learned that catching sword-fish was
quite a business in Edgartown, and that a fleet
of boats was engaged in it. The fish were con-
sidered good eating, and were shipped to the
*New Bedford, Boston, and New York markets.
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Owing to the skill requiied in captuving sword-fish,
it was impossible for my friend and mysdf to be
anything more than spectators of tlie sport. 1
was consoled for not being allowcd to take an
active part in the fisliing, by the well-mcant assur-
ance that it involved greater risk and liavder work
than | was accustomed to.

It was on a bright Aiigust morning that | went
down to the moldy oid wharf, where the boat in
which we were to go out was lying. There were
some dozcn or fifteen of these boats getting ready
to start, when we arrived. They were all built on
the same plan, being sharp at both ends, like
whale-boats, though of a cluinsier and heavier
model. In length, they seemed to be about
twenty-eight feet, while their width was five or six
feet.

It did not take long for the three swarthy fisher-
men, who constituted our crew, to get the craft
under way, and we were soon bounding over the
water in a brisk breeze. | noticed that our boat,
like the others which were
saiiing along with us, had no
bowsprit; but, in place of it,
was a thick upright iron lod
with a wooden cross-piece and
a narrow platform that ex-
tended several feet inward.

“ What is that for?" |
asked of one of the fishernien.

“That 'ere iswherelstands
when | fixes ’'em,” was the
somewhat indefinite answer.

It turned out that my in-
formant was the harpooner,
and that he stood at the end
of the platform, to strike lhe
sword-fish when sufficiently
near. The fish swimsso rap-
idly that, as soon as one is
seen, it is neeessary to bear
down upon him at once, and
lose no time in sending the
harpoon into his body.

“ But how do you know
where to iook for the sword-
fish?” 1 inquired; for it
seemed to me that the scarch
for them was like seeking a needle in a bundie
of hay.

“ Oh, they ’re sure to be on
ground,” replied the fisherman;
arter ’em, you know.”

“Well,” I went on, inquisitivcly, “ how do you
find out just where a sword-fish is, in order to go
for him?”

“ Do you see that ladder? ” was the reply of the

the mackerel-
“ they come in
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harpooner, pointing to one which was faslcned lo
the mast; “ well, one of us stands on top of
that, and looks out for fish, When he sees one,
he gives the bearings, and we gofor ‘swordy’; and,"
be added, with a chuckle, “ sve ginrally gits liiin.”

“ THE HARrOONER STOOD READV.”

The fisherman, as | soon had an ppportunity of
Icarning, had correctly described the way in which
sword-fish are seen at a great distance off. The
trained observation of the man on the ladclcr,
sweeping the expanse of sea, can discern the
back fin of the fish, which is the only part of him
above water, from a distance at which ordiiiary
eyes could not distinguish itamong the waves.

The sail to the sword-fish grounds was dclight-
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ful, the brecze being fresh, and the water not too
rough. On we went, and on, till the town seemed
like a phantom city in the dim distance. The
boats, now widely scattered, looked as if they were
sea-birds skimming the water. The fisherman
had been steadfastly scanning the ocean from his
pcich on the ladder for half an hour. But there
was yet no sign of a sword-fish, and | began to
fear that we should have poor luck. At last, the
nian 011 the lookout shouted to the steersman the
direction in which he wished him to go, and |
knew from this that a fish had been secn from the
ladder. | strained my eyes in the line of the
boat’s course to catch a giimpse of the creature,
but could see nothing except a mass of tossing
waves, with here and there a white speck which 1
knew to be one of the other boats.

Meanwhile, the harpooner stood on the end of
lite platform at the bow of the boat, ready to
dispatch the sword-fish as soon as it should come
within reach. His weapon consisted of a long
pole, to which was attached an arrow-headed dan
and shank of iron. The harpoon has a line fas-
tened to it, and when the fish is struck, the pole is
pulled out, Icaving the iron in its body, held fast
by the line.

As we bore down ci6se upon the sword-fish from
behind, so that he could not see the approach of
iho boat, which would have frightened him away,
i caught a giimpse of his tell-tale back fin above
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the water. In an instant the harpooner sent his
sharp weapon deep into the flesh of the fish. The
pole was tlien pulled out, there was a leirible
plunging and splashing in the water, but mean-
while the boat kept away at a safe distance from
the sword-fish. | observed at the same time that
a keg was attached to the line from the harpoon
and thrown out.

“Why don’t you puli him in?” said I, to the
man at the helm, who was now steering away from
the finny prize. “ Are you going to give that fish
up ?”

“ Oh, he ’s all right where he is,” was the reply;
“ we don’t want him cutting into the boat; but
we ’ll come back for him by and by.”

The fact was, it would have been unsafe to have
such a powerful and infuriated creature near the
boat, as he could easily make a hole in it with his
sword. The weapon of a sword-fish has been
known to go through a ship’s planking. When we
carne back to the different kegs or “ floats ” at the
end of the day’s work, there was nothing to do but
to pul! the fish in.

The number of fish taken was five, measuring
from eight to twelve feet in length, and wcighing
from two to six hundred pounds. The fishermen
seemed well satisfied with their day’s work, and, as
a memorial of it, | took home two swords lo put
with some sharks’jaws, which | had secured on a
previous expedition after big fish.

HELMETS AND VIOLETS.

By Ruth Mariner.

| SAT one radiant morning
W ithin a favorite nook,—

Unminclful of its glory,
And buricd in a book.

| read, with eyes that kindled,
About the oid Crusades;

Till 1 heard the clashing armor,
And saw the quivering blades.

| followed in their journeys
The heroes of the past,

To see tbhem proudly enter
Within the walls at last.

As with sound of martial music
My inmost soul was stirred,
When through the open casement

My Effie’s voice | heard.

Then a sound of stealing footsteps.
And playful fingers shook

A shower of early violets
Upon‘the open book.

Amoéng the glittering helmets
| felt their sweetness fall;
Then vanished in a moment
Crusaders, knights and alM
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By CONSTANTINA E. Brooks.

UT the Icttucc-secd did n't try
and would n’ttry. (Itwasthe
bobolink who was talking.)
| sat on the oid apple-tree
behind the house and saw
the whole proceeding. The
lettuce-seed and the pepper-
grass-seed were both put into
the grotind on the same day.

Said the lettuce-seed;
“ Don’t let US take the
trouble to grow until we see
how the pcpper-grass gets along.”

So the pepper-grass carne up

.and grew very nicely till it was
some two inches tall; then the
bugs ale it up.
“So!” said
“if that is the
start.”
The tumips and beets on the other
'side of the path were growing nicely ;
they said to tho lettuce-seed; “ How absurd you
little creatures are ! It is no sign because the
pepper-grass iseaten that you would be; bugs
don’t eat everything,”

No ; the lettuce-seed would n’t.

| called out to them myself; said | :

“ It is excellent weather for growing—hot sun—
nice little showers—do come up and try ; don’t lie
there in the ground doing notl ing.”

“ Oh yes,” they said, “ you hke to eat lettuce ;
you want us to come up so that you can eat us.”

Suspicious creatures!

“ Well,” 1told them, “ if | were a seed put in the
ground | ’d rather come up and furnish a dinner
to a hungry Caterpillar than lie moldering.”

Well, one fine, day, Hugh carne along, spaded
up the wholebed and planted it again; with onions
this time. The lettuce-seed were indignant; they
began to grow immediéately, but the onions got the
start and strangled them, every one, as they carne
up. So there was the end of them.

“And the onions ?”

Ah—yes— the—onions (Bobolin J*"nued),
there was ambition for you! They had made up
their minds to be something in the world, if only
-onions, and to great giory they carne.

The natural end of an onion is to be eaten, but
before these onions were eaten they had to be sold;
the selling—that was the event.

the lettuce-seed;
way, we wont

You see, these two acres behind the house ae
pretty much laid out in vegetables, so when Hugh
harnesses up the oid sorrel horse on market days
there is quite a something to load the wagdén with,
There might be more, for there is nearly another
acre before the house, but Hugh and his molhcr,
such a trim oid lady she is—he and she lived alone
here then,—they both liked to have that for flowers
and grass and shrubs. Well, in due time the
onions were pulled up and tied in beautiful long
bunches, so white and green, and put into baskeis,
and the baskets were put into the wagon, and away
went Hugh to the town, to market.

That evening, | sat on the apple-tree; Hugh sat
down to his supper.

“ Mother,” said he, “ | believe | am in lovo.”

| stopped my singing to listen. Love ! That
ahvays interests birds.

The oid lady laughed.

“ | have ever thought, Hugh, that thee uould
come home some one of these fine market days,
just in that condition.”

“ | fell in love with a girl who likes onions.”

The oid lady laughed.

“ And does that win thy heart, Hugh, to like
onions ? Falling in love is a serious thing.”

“ Listen, mother, | Il tell thee. My wagon
stood in front of the brewer’s great house; he was
buying my young beets; the door opeiis—out
come his three daughters dressed for a walk—all
so pretty, the youngest the prettiest; she trips up
to her father.

“ © 0O father, has he got any onions ? Buy some
for me, please.’
‘“ Yes, Puss,” said the brewer, ‘1 '11 buy you

onions and cabbages, too, if you want them.'

“ “Come Nina,' said her sisters; so | found uui
her namc was Nina.

“ “Ah,” th)ught I,
heart 1"

“Well, Hugh,” said his mother, “ try.”

After that, ' watched, and Hugh evidently was
trying, for every market-day regularly there was a
new item added to the load on the wagén,—a fine
bouquet of flowcrs from the front garden ; and at
night, in adding up the accounts of what was sold,
and what was got for it, that bouquet was never
added in.

Midsummecr carne. | put off my brilliant ature
and put on my sober traveiing dress; our family
were in uniform; it was time to start southward.

“if 1 could win Miss Nina’s
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A'vay—away! The wliirring of a thousancl
wings as we swept over the Middic States, over
ihe [)cach orchards of New Jersey, the wheat-white
plrims and reedy banks of Delaware, through the
valicys and dark forests of Virginia; by the lonely
hut on the mountain-side, with its patch of Indian
f-orn—away, away, tiil there was nothing but the
buriling sun above, and, below, likeliroad lakes rip-
pling in the breeze, the rice-fields ofthc Carolinas.
We gleaned those fields; clean work we made of
it! Many a long bairei was leveled at me—many
a clodge 1 had to make; and at night when the
round bright moon looked down on the plantations
and far away was heard the singing of the negroes,
tito wild, monotonous chant, and the tum-tum of
the banjo; then as | slept with my head under my
wing, | dreamed of the fresh mornings of the
Xurth, and of Hiigh, and | wondered how the
wouing carne on.

Farthcr South ! Over the evergiades and the
coral-reefs to the sea—to thedeep, dcepsea | The
tall masts to the shipsreeled bcneath us, and above
B flew the white clouds, but we out-flew them.
Away, away to the islands where the guinea-grass
grows. Hot and desoiate is the day there, but at
night the moistened air is filled with the odors of a
thousand flowers; their perfumes mingled with my
drcams, and under the palms again I dreamt of the
far North, of the apple-tree and the oid sorrel
horse, and 1 wondered how tlie wooing carne on.

The next spring we were a long while on our
journcy northward. We were a small pleasant
party ; the grain grew luxuriantly that year ; many
a foraging expedition we made. It was late in
May when 1 peiched once more on the oid applc-
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tree. The wrens were before ; they were
building over the porch ; they told me Ihe news.

“We have had a wedding. Nina lives here,
now; it is the honey-moon, You are just in time
to sing to the bride.”

And | clid sing! My mate was building her
nest of withered grass down in the meaclow; | had
nothing to do but sit and sing all day long.

Whcn Hugh carne out to plant the onions fliat
spring, what did Nina do? She tripped out after
him laughing so merrily we a!l stopped singing to
listen to her. She had a basketfu! of forget-me-
not roots; she insisted on bordering the onion-
bed with them.

“ Oh yes, Hugh,” she cried ;
the beginning, the onions did
sliall be honorcd.”

The onions hold up their heads since then ; they
rcfuse to speak to the cnrrots; they cali out to the
tulips in the front garden and try to getup a con-
versation with them.

W e have merry parties here when the father and
the two sisters come ; they all enjoy tliemselves so
much, and the dear oid lady, Hugh’s mother,
seems to grow quite young again. They come
into the garden and sit in the arbor to eat their
Iserries and cream, and they laugh at the onion-
becl.

Intolerably conceited and arrogant those onions
are ! Every evening, Nina comes out and strews
bread cnimbs under the tree, then sve all go down
and have a feast, and those onions never fail to
caliout:

“ Remember, birds, you have to thank us for
the supper you are eating—sve did it all.”

m e

“ the onions were
it all; now they

HER PAN AND HER PURS.

By Constancio Marién.

The short winter day and the winter day’s jour-
sey had come to a ciése. A rough, svearisorac
jourhey it had been, that drive in the oid army
ambulance, drasvn by a pair of superannuated
mules, the oiuy thing in the livery-stable Une that
could be procurecl in the dilapidated little town of
C , the place svhere Mr. Morton and his family
liad Icft the steamboat, in order to pursiie their
journey to the coast by land. The doctor had
ordered Florida climate for Mr. Morton’s lungs,
and after a sveek's sojourn in an overcrosvded hotel

in Jacksonville, the invalid had concludcd to take
his family further southward, and rough it in the
woods for the remainder of the winter.

This change of programme met svith Mrs. Mor-
ton's decided approval, for although she had spent
the last fifteen years of her life jn a large city, she
was country born and bred, and loved the svoods
even in their wildest State. Fanny, the yomiger
daughter, was alsvays ready for a change of any
kind, but when her sistcr, Marianne, saw the calico
dresses and sun-bonnets her mother had made pre-
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paratory to the next move, she began to grow
alarmed. Marianne had a weakness for pomps
and vanitics, which all her mother’s teachings had,
as yet, failed lo impvove, and living in the woods
and wearing calic6 was not by any means to her
mind. She was not therefore in the best of humors
as the ambulance went jolting along over palmetto
roots, or dragging tliiough the deep sand of the
pini-baiTen, and she was loud in her exclamations
of terror as it forded the deep, dark creeks that
made their way through the silent, thickly groivn
hammocks. She “ thought she would die ” at the
sight of a huge aliigator, who was scuttling away
from the road as fast as his crooked legs could
carry him; and the disiant wail of a panthcr made
her “ feel as if she were going to faint.”

W hen they reached their journcy’s end, her dis-
content increased tenfold; for the house which was
to be their temporary home was roughly con-
structed of logs, and extremely limited in accom-
modations. The Morton family occupled one
room, which was divided into two small sleeping
apartments by a curtain being run across in the
raiddle. There was neither stove fior fire-place, a
deficiency which Marianne was quick in pointing
out, although the thermometer was above seventy.

“ Beggars cannot be choosers,” returned her
father. “ It is purcly for our accommodation that
Mrs. Hewitt has taken us in, as the board she
charges will scarcely more than pay expenses.”

“ Then why don’t you go to a hotel?” asked
Marianne.

“ 2fyou will be good enough to find me one here-
abouts, | will move into it immediately,” returned
Mr. Morton.

“ Tliere must be one in that town over yonder,”
said Marianne, pointing out of the east window.

“ That is not a town,” said her father. “ Those
are the tops of the white sand-hills on the sea-shore.
Don’t you hear the roaring of the surf?”

“ Oh, shall we see the sea?” exclaimed Fanny.

“ Yes,” returned Mr. Morton, “ if you learn how
to swhn the river down yonder; or if you can find
anybody kind enough to take you over in a boat.”

“ What kind of birds are those ?” asked Fanny;
“ those black ones flying in a line, and settling
down on that island yonder?”

“ Pellcans,” replied Mr. Morton. “ They have
been out fishing, and are coming home with their
supper.”

“ | wish Mrs. Hewitt would come flying in with
our supper,” said Fanny yawning. “ 1am awfully
hungry and sleepy.”

The supper, when it did come, was, in its way, a
great success, and the travelers did justice to it.
But Marianne made a note of the cracked and dis-
colored deift-ware, the brown table-cloth, and the
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Steel forks, and thought herselfa very ill-used indi-
vidual.

"The idea," said she to Fanny, after they «ere
in bed that night and out of hearing of their father
and mother,—* the idea of having bacon and col-
lards for supper, and brown sugar in your coffce!"

“ Ilike collards,” said Fanny, the good-humored.
“1 never tasted any before, but | think they are
nice ivhen anybody is hungry. And then, ycu
know, there were other things besides,— fish, and
hominy, and biscuits, and,—oh, | am so sleepy!"

“ | can never go to sleep on this mattress," said
Marianne, with decisidn. “1 do believe it G
stuffed with chips.”

But in five minutes she and Fanny were both
dreaming, and their father’s sluinbers wcic not
broken once that night by the hacking cough tliai
had brought him soutb.

The next morning, Marianne and Fanny «ere
arrayed in ncw calicées and stout shoes, and it tvas
not long before tlie latter was assisting a flock of
little Hewilts in the construction of a bridge across
a small creek at the back of the house. Mr. Mor-
ton went off in the woods with a gun. Mrs. Mor-
ton tied on a check apron, and helped Mrs. Heiviii
prepare vegetables fordinner. Marianne unpacked
her portfolio, and spent the morning in writing a
letter to her school-mate and particular friend,
Flora Dewing. By the time dinner was aimounced.
Marianne had written herself into good humor, and
as that meal consisted of turtie soup, wild tuvkcey,
mullet roes, and other emincntly aristocratic deli-
cacles, she began to think she might, with the aid
of the books in her trunk, manage to suppori a
rural existcnce for the next few months. That
afternoon she began to cultivate the acquaintaiice
of the little Hewitts, taught them the game of tag,
helped to construct a see-saw, and made herself
generally agreeable.

As the days went by, both Marianne and Fniiny
showed symptoms of developing into irreprensible
romps. Mounted on mustang ponies, they gal-
loped over the savannas, helping the young!
Hewitts drive up the cattle; they took rides on the |
timbcr-wheels belonging to a neighboring saw-1
mili; and went up and down the river on the boals |
of the live-oak cutters. They took long .sailing
excursions in the yawl of a friendly ncighbor,
whose manners were much more coroinendable
than his syntax, and whose shabby clothes seemed |
to contradict the fact that he owned the finest|
nrange grove on the river.

This State of things continued until Christmas I
carne j Christmas recalling to Marianne the Christ-
mases at home, their mcrry bells and decoratcd
churches, their handsome presents, their plum-1
puddings, their fine clothes.
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"Mother,” said she, on Christmas eve, “as my gaitets. | have been wearingthese great, coarse
there will be no presents this year, 1 think you sbhoes solong that it would be a comfort to have

might grant me one favor."

” What is that? ” asked Mrs. Morton.

“ 1 think you might let me dress up to-morrow,
just in honor of the day. It has been so long
since | have had on clothes that were nice that |
ain beginning to feel like a perfect back-woods
creature.”

“ What do you wish to wear ?” asked her mother.

YO HE IR THIS

“Well, as it is just once, 1 believe | should like
to wear my best; if it is only to make these
people stare.”

11l thought just now it was to be in honor of
the day.”

Marianne blushed slightly, and went on ;

'1You know, there is my ruby-colorcd silk that
Aunt Lucy sent me, and my new cloak and hat

“ A cloak in this kind of weather !” exclaimed
Mrs. Morton.

“Oh, | daré say it will be quite cool to-mor-
row,” returned Marianne. “ 1 am sure | find
these sea-breezes dreadfully chilly, and I ain going
totake a walk on the rivev-bank. And | nuist liave

something decent on my feet. And my gloves,
too; | must have everything complete, you know.”

“ Very well,” said Mrs. Morton.

And accordingly the next morning after break-
fast, Marianne, arrayad in all her glory, went out
to promenade. Asshe passed through the dinjng-
room on her way out-of-doors, Mrs. Hewitt, who
was shelling beans at the windotv, observed good-
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natureclly that she looked mighty nice; but an oid
neighbor, who dropped in to bonow a little milk,
expressed audibly a less flattering cricicism.

“ Laws a massy ! What ’s tlie child trigged out
in all that tom-foolery for?”

Marianne walked out with the air of a queen,
and tried not to feel hot as the rays of an un-
clouded sun fell upon her heax'y, fiir-trimmed
cloak and velvct hat. The belovcd gaiters were
now rather small, and pinched her feet unpleas-
antlv; and the hanclsomc muff she carried was
decidedly more ornamental than iisefnl.

When she arri\'ed at the river-side. she found the
eldest Hewitt boy do« n there, gathering oysters,
with Fanny standing by, looking on with interest.
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“ Helio | here your cirkis a-comjn’!” ex-
claimed the lioy, as he looked up and behcld

Mariannc’s inagnificence.

“ Fanny, come away from that boy, and walk
with me,” said Marianne, with great dignity.

Fanny obeyed with some reluctance; the boy
had proraised to roast her some oysters, but then
she was n’t going to stand quietly by and hcar her
sister called a circus. As she turned to leave the
impertinent young oysterman, her heart was glad-
dened by the sight of a distanl sail-bo.at.

“ Oh, here comes the ‘Water Witcli’l” cx-
claimed she. “ And | knoiv Mr. Burroiighs will
take us to sail; but you can’t go, Jim Hewitt, be-
cause you are such a bad-mannercd boy.”

“ 1 don’t care,” said Jim. “ 1don’t go with no
sich. The ‘Water Witch  is the crankiest lay-
out on the river, and oid Burroiighs don’t know no
more ’bout managing a boat than a gal baby do.”

And flinging this Parthian dart, Jim strolied off
to a distant oyster point, and the girls went out to
the end of the wharf to await the coming of the
“ Water Witch.”

“ Take us out saiiing, Mr. Bunoughs ? Take us
out saiiing?” they exclaimed in concert, as the
much slandered boat carne luffing up to the wliarf.

“ That ’s just what | 'm a-coniing fur,” responded
Mr. Bunoughs ; “ but them ’s fancy riggin’s to go
a-sailing in.”

“ Oh, 1 am going to be very careful,” said Mari-
anne, as she stepped down into the leaky boat.

“1 s’pose your mar’s willin’,” said Mr. Bur-
roughs.

“ Oh, mother doesn’t care,” exclaimed Mari-
anne; but Fanny demurred. “ I’ll run up to the
house, and ask her,” said she.

“That’s right, Honey, ” returned Mr. Bur-
roughs ; “ always ask your mar when you aint sar-
tin.”

“ 1l bail out the boat while she is gone,” said
Marianne. “ There is ever so much waterin her.”

And forgctriil of her gloves, she seized a rauddy
gourd that lay under the stcrn seat, and ivent vig-
orously to work.

“ Take care of what you are about, child,” said
Mr. Burroughs. “ Sait water ain’t the thing to
wash silk in.”

“ Oh dear, | have got my sleeve all wet! ” cx-
claimcd Marianne, who saw now what she had
done. “ But never mind 1itwill be ail right again
as soon as it gets dry. Mr. Burroughs, | do wish
you would caulk your boat; it leaks dreadfully 1
Dear! dcar| There goes my muff. The boom
knockcd it off of the seat into the water.”

The muff was fast floaiing down with tlie tide,
but Mr. Burroughs rescued it with a long pole.

“ | guess we 'd better leave it aboard the dug-
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put here,” said he, depositing it on the stern-soat
of a boat which lay alongside; “ it wont be of
much use to you now, soaking wet as itis. Well,
Miss Fanny, what does your mar say? ”

“ Oh, she says we may go,” gasped Fanny, shoci
ofbreath from her long run; “ but she says Man-
anne must be careful.”

“Yes, 1'11 be careful,” responded Marianne;
but gloves and muff being already ruined, slie
spoke less confidently than before.

“ Which way shall we go?” asked Mr.
Tougbs. “ Upordown?”

“ Whichever way you think best,” said Marianne
absently. She was trying to puli off her wet and
muckly gloves.

“ Oh, I tell you!” exclaimed Fanny. “Lct}s
go across; you know you promised to take us over
to the bcach, and | haven’t seen the sea yet.”

“All right,” said Mr. Burroughs. “ Shove her
off from the wharf thar, Miss Fanny. The wind is
'most dead agin us, but that will make it all right
coming home. Keep your feet on the plank, Miss
Marianne ; them shocs of yoitrn warn’l made lo
keep out water.”

“ Oh what a ricketty oid wharf,” exclaimed
Fanny, as they nearcd the opposite shore. 'T
don’t believe we can ever w.alk on it. At least, |
know Marianne can’t, with her higli heeis.”

But Marianne, with the aid of a pole, maiiaged
to stagger ashore, and great was her rclicfat Ixnng
in the shade again. In coming across the river lhe
sun had beat down with merciless scverity on her
cloak, which she would not lay asidc for fear of
having her best dress ruined by the dashing spray.
Her shocs tortured her feet, and in moving tlicin
about for relief, she had got one of them off the
plank and into the miiddy water in the bottom of
the boat; but she kept quiet about it, for she liad
twice said she was going to be very careful.

“1 hope the bears won’t get after us,” said
Fanny, as they toiled up the stccp hill which rose
from the river bank, forcing their way through the
thick growth which ovcrlappecl the narrow palh,
and making impotent attacks on the swarnis of
mosquitoes that hummed around them. “Oh,
dcar! I tliought we should have a view of the sea
when we reachcd the top of this hill.”

“No. We have got a lot of scrambling to do
yet,” returned Mr. Burroughs. “ Before we catch
siglu of the sea there ’s two more big bilis, besides
a wholo lot of little ones. Take care of your furs,
Miss Marianne. It s miglity rough travcling
through these scrub-oaks. There uscd to be a

am-.

tol’able good path along here, but it is inighty
nigh growed up now.”
“ Oh, where can we get some water? | am so

Lhirsty!” exclaimed Marianne.
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“ 1 rcckin you will have to make out with
oranges,” said Mr. Bqrroughs, taking one from his
pocket and giving it to her.

“ Thar aint no water over here that ’s fitten to
drink.”

Marianne eagerly tore open the orange, and in
50 doing spilt ever so much juice on her dress.
Soon afterward she stumbled over a palmetto root,
and ruined one of her gaiters. She was now
tlioroughly uncomfortable.

“ Mercy on us, the mosquitoes !” exclaimed she,
crossly. “ 1 wish | had something to keep them
off with.”

“1 Il get you a palmetto-leaf fan,” said Mr.
Borroughs, taking out his pocket-knife.

"A fan and a cloak together; that will
comical,” observed Fanny.

“It is only to keep off the mosquitoes,” said
Marianne, hastily, and wiping her flushed face with
her embroidered handkerchief. ldon’t think it
at all warm with this strong wind blowing.”

After struggling for some time along the narrow
path, through a thick growth of scrub-oak which
gtcw scrubbier and scrubbier as they neared the
sea, the pedestrians at length. reached the foot of
the last range of hills, and stopped to rest a minute.
The sand was dazzlingly white, and so deep and
yieiding under foot that making the ascent was
lihe climbing the Hill Difficulty. Fanny was
the first at the top.

“Oh! oh! oh !” exclaimed she, wildly.

“What ails the child?” asked Mr. Burroughs.
“ Does she see a b’ar ?”

No. Fanny was looking for the first time in her
life on the vast and mighty ocean, whose great,
dark waves carne surging onwaix| toward the hills,
as if in perpetual rautiny against the méndate:
“Thus far shalt thou go, and no farthcr.”

F-ven Marianne forgot herself and her troubles
as she gazed upon the awful majesty of ocean.
She stood in speechlcss admiration until Fanny
broke the spell by cxclaiming;

“ Let ’s run down the hill!”

“You may,” said Marianne;
of my gaiters is lialf off.”
Your bran-new gaitei-s ?” exclaimed Fanny.
Yes, my bran-new gaiters. You might have
known that without asking the question.”

“The lide is high yet,” said Mr. Burroughs,
“and all the beach is covcred that ’s fitten to walk
on, That sand down to the ljottom of the hill is
ankle deep. | jist fetched you over this time to
git a peep at the ocean, Another time we will
come at low water, and have a run on the beach.

look

“but the solé of
one

“

HER FURS.

735

Let ’s be gitting back now, for the wind is dying
away, and thar wont loe more 'n enough left to
take UShome.”

On the way back to the river, Fanny, who was
some distance in advancc of the others, suddenly
stopped and llegan to scream:

“ Oh, a bear! a bear!”

“ W har?” asked Mr. Burroughs.

“ Right yonder, behind that Spanish bayonet-

bush. Oh, he’scomingthisway ! He’llcatch us!”
“He aint going to meddle with you,” said
Mr. Burroughs. “ They are as peaceable as

nulhin as long as you let 'em ’lone.”

But his reassuring words carne too late to pre-
vent a panic. At the sight of the immense black
animal coming toward them, Marianne and Fanny
had struck off into the ljushes in a line at right
angles with the path, screaming at the top of their
shrill young voices, and were almost out of hear-
ing, before they could be made to understand that
tlie bear was in full retreat and pvobably as much
frightened at their yells as they had been at his
ferocious appearance.

“ O Mai'ianne, the fur is ail gone off the bottom
of your cloak 1” exclaimed Fanny, after they were

once more mustered into line of march. “ Did
you know it was off?”

“ 1 suppose it carne off in the bushes,” said
Marianne. “ i thought | heard something rip,

but | did not stop to look.”
“ And tbe flounce of your dress is torn,” added
Fanny. “ 1 \bonder what mother is going to say.”
“ It does n't make the least difference to you

'ilukat she is going to say,” returned Marianne,
crossly. “ | wish you would let me alone.”

“ Thar now! thar now!” said Mr. Burroughs,
soothingly. “ ‘Let b’ars and lions growl and
fight,” 1f that oid b’ar hcars you little gals

a-growlin” at one another, she ’Il mistake you for
her young uns, and come back to hug you.”

When they arrived at the other wharf, the dug-
out and the muffwere both missing; but Marianne
had now sunk to misery’s lowcst deep, and nothing
could add to her discomfort.

Mrs. Morton’s lecture was a short one, and
ended somewhat as foliows:
“You have received a wholesome lesson for

which you have paid a rather high price,—for, as
you know, your outfit was an expensive one,—so
remember in future that lierein lies the difference
between fine clothes and good manners: our
vei7 best manners are never out of place on any
occasion, but our very best dress may sometimes
be entircly unsuitcd to our surroundings.”



736

ON WHEELS.

[Sbptembbh”

ON WHEELS.

By John

W hen | was a boy, 1 used to think that | would
rather have invented the wheel than anything else
! knew of. A wheel is so ingenious, so useful, and
yet so simple, that | am not at all surprised at my

youthful admiration ofthe mind that conccived the
idea of it. However, | think that | made a mis-
take in supposing that any one invented the wheel.
| believe that it invented itself, and, in saying this,
1mean,that wheels grew up by degrees from very
simple things, beginning probably at round sticks,
or logs, which were used as rollers, and so pro-
gressed gradually until they arrived at their present
condition, which is probably not perfection, al-
though 1do not see how some of our wheels could
be improved.

The main object of a wheel is to assist in mov-
ing something. It may, itself, remain in one place,
or it may go about with the thing it helps to move.

A ROIIIAN LADV IN HER CHARIOT,

In the lattcr case, it is almost always attached to
some kind of a vehicle or carriage, and it is about

Lewees.

carriages that | want to have a little talk with the
boys and girls who read St. Nicholas.

Every middle-aged person knows what a great
change has taken place in the carriages in ordinary
use in the last thirty or forty years. When | wes
a boy, family carriages, and, indeed, vehicles of
every kind, except oranibuses and cails,—1 believe
there has not been much change in them,—were
very heavy and unwieldy affairs, when compareil
with those now in use. Not long ago, | saw at the
Permanent Exhibition, in Philadelphia, the car-
riage in which General Washington used to ridc.
You could not get a President of the United States
to ride in such & funny oid coach nowadays, and
I doubt very much if any one would take it as a
gift if they were obliged to use it. Yet it is far
better looking than some of the carriages that weie
thought good enough for kings and qucens a hun-
dred years ago. But we cannot go very far back

in making comparisons of carriages. Provious to

the sixteenth century there were many hundreds
of years when carriages were scarcely known
at all in Europe.

In the oid Ronlan days, there had been
handsome chariots and wheeled vehicles oi
various kinds, but when Rome declined,
chariots and carriages disappeared, and
people either walked, or rodé on horseback,
or were carried by men in sednn-chairs and
similar contrivances. There was a good
reason for this change. The ofd Romans
made splendid roads, but the nations tliat
afterward niled Europe did not know howto
make good highways, or did not care about
such things, and were content to ride their
horses over such roads as they found. Even
in England, where we might suppose te

people would have known better, this was the
case. The principal highways were so bad, and
the mud was sometimes so deep, that even horse'
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men found great difficulty in getting along. So
thought of using wheeled vehicles

they never
on these wretched thorouglifares. But when they
began to make good roads, carriages

followed, as a matter of course.

The ancient Egyptians were bet-

ter off in some respects than these
English peopie, for they had cliar-
iots and carts, although some of
them were pretty rough affairs.
The carts were often drawn by oxen
and would hold two or three peopie,
though how comfortable the peopie
were, ! am not prepared to say.

The Roman chariot was generally
occupied by but one person, for the
driver had to stand up and keep his
balance, no matter how fast his horses
were going, and he needed all the
room there was in his vehicle.

The chariot was almost always open behind, and
quite low, so that it was easy to get in or out of
one, but it had no springs, and if driven over any
roads but very smooth and level ones, the jolling

A SEDAN'CHAIR.

would be apt to shakc a person up very much.
But | suppose the Romans were used lo this sort
ofthing,—or perhaps their joints were not so ten-
der as ours,—for they would drive at fuli speed
intheir chariots of war, and it is not to be sup-
posed that their ordinary battle-fielcis were very
smooth. In our days, it is
often hard enough to haiil
aniller)’ from one place to
another, during a battle,
and | donot know what our
dashing "soldiers would say
if they were required to
drive, at full speed, over
rough fieldsand slumps and
stones in a low wagoén with-
outsprings, and withnothing
to keep them from falling
outbehind. ButtheRomans
opuld do this, and fight
spiendidly, at the same time. Some ofthe Romén
chariots had two horses, and some more, and when

VoL. VI.—50.
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they were merely used for pleasure they were fre-
quently driven by ladies, who, in those days, were
better able to manage a pair of horses than most of

KING JOHN*S CARRIAGS.

our ladies. However, itmust be remcmbered that
if the horses became fractious and unruiy, it was
easy for a lady to step out of a Roman chariot and
Ict the horses run off, and break their own necks
if they chose.

I don’t know how much horses cost in those
days, but | know that chariots were rather expen-
sive,—at least in Egypt, where a handsome chariot
would seli for six hundred shekels, or about three
hundred doliars—the price of a good buggy now.

W hen, after the long period | have mentioned,
during which wheels were seldom seen on the
highways of Europe, carriages again made their
nppearance, they were not used by the common
peopie. Only kings and persons of consequence,
or persons who were not able to walk or ride on
horseback, were expected to ride in them.

And yet they were very poor affairs, not much
better than the ancient chariots, and certainly no
easier to ride in. Hundreds of years before car-
riages were in general use in England, King John

used to travel about in a heavy, two-wheeled affair,
drawn by one horse, and without springs, the
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StX-HORSE COACH, WITH BUNNING FOOTMAN.

driver on the horse, and the king riding back-
ward. Sometimes the king would take his hel-
met and portions of his armor along, and hang
them on the sides of his carriage, but there was
not much room for either company or baggage.
Some of the royal personages of the fourteentb
century rodé much more comfortably, for they
had litters, borne by horses instead of men,
and fthe motion was probably very pleasant.
We all know that during the last two or three
centuriés, and almost within the memory of some

A CAB OF THE TIME OF WIEEIAM AMD I[IARV.

oid people, sedan-chairs, in which two men carried
a person along very easily and comfortably, were
in general use in England and other parts of
Europe, taking the place of the cabs of the present
day. These sedans had their advantages over
some vehicles of our time, for the men who carried
them never ran away, as some of our horses do.
But then, we have an advantage over the sedan
riders for our horses never get drunk, as some of
their bearers used to do.

Sedan-chairs, however,
were not often used for
long journeys, and ifa lady
was not able to travel in a
carriage, her husband
sometimes allowed her to
ride behind him on his
horse. In such cases, a
piltion, or seat suitable for
a lady, would be fastened
behind his saddle, and in
this way they could ride
along very cozily and com-
fortably, and much more
agreeably to themselves

than to the horse, | imagine, if they both happened
to be fat.

After a 'Ime, we see that sedan-chairs began to
give way td something better adapted to an ex-
tended trip, and in the time of William and Man-
we find one-horse cabs in use. But these were very
different from the cabs of the present day, althougli
they were an improvement on most of the vehicles
that we have been considering. They were made
without springs, but the wheels were not direcily
under the body of the cab, and so much of tlie
effect of the jolting was lost. The motion of the
horse, who bore a great part of the weighc of tlie
vehicle, must have given the cab something of the
ease and “ springiness ” of a sedan-chair borne by
men. In these cabs, there was no seat for ihe
driver, who bestrode the horse, and if the shafts
rubbed his legs, lie probably thought tliat it could
not be helped, for no one had yet dreamcd of
making a cab with a place for the driver to sit.

This seems rather strange, for more than a hun-
dred years before, when Queen Elizabeth took her
drives abroad, she rodé in a fanciful coach, with a
plumed canopy and a seat in front for the driver.
This would have been a very good coach—for fire
weather—if it had had spr-ings. But these were
not yet in use, and good Queen Bess was renily
jolted as much in her handsome coach, with two
fine horses and a stately driver with a great ruff
around his neck, as King John used to be in his
funny wagoén. But there were a great many other

QUS&N EUZABETH'S COACH.



1820

iliconveniences which tlie queen was obliged to
bear, but which wouid not be tolerated now by any
one in moderately comfortable drcumstances, and
s, | suppose, she was satisfied with het jolting
coach. If we ail knew how badly off we were, in
many rcspects, this would
be a very unhappy tvorld,
The queen's coach was
probably intcnded for use
onlyinthestreetsof London,
wliere she could not drive
very fast, even if she did
not object to jolting, and so
uvo horses were enough to
puli her heavy vehicle slowly
along; but in the coaches
used for traveiing purposes,
finir and six horses were
ncccssary. The Duchess
ofMarlborough had acoach,
much more roomy and con-
venient than tliat of Queen
Eiizabeth, although by no means so ornamental,
and this was drawn by six horses. The driver
sat low on a box in front. but he was not con-
sidered able to guide and manage six spirited
liurscs, and so a postilion, or under-drivcr, rodé
one of the leaders.
Some of these six-horse coaches, hosvever. liad
as many as five attend-
ants. There was a
driverwho handied the
reins and a long whip ;
there was a ridcr for
one of the leaders;
there were two foot-
men to stand up be-
hind, ready to make
themselves useful when
the coach should stop,
and there was a run-
ning foottnan, with a

long staff, who ran
ahead of the equi-
L%DV nN A PIIION, page, calling to the

people and wagons to
get out of the way, as his master’s coach, with its
six-horse team, carne dashing along.

Soine of these coaches or carriages were very
grand, indeed, and were hung upon straps, which
were the next best things to regular springs,
although the body of the coach must have swung
about, sometimes, in a very unpleasant manncr.
There were no steps to vehicles of this kind, for
they were not needed, the hody of the carriage
being so near the ground that it was perfectly easy
<istep in and out. Buta big stone in the middie
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of the road would have been apt lo give the whole
affair a pretty bad bump.

And so our ancestors rodé about in their
heavy, awkward, springless carriages, thinking that
they were very grand and fine, and that no one

COACH OF THE DUCHESE OF MARIDOROCGK.

need desire anything better. Even as late as 1800,
the gig in common use was a very cumbrous
vehicle, with the seat about half-way between the
wheels and the horse. But the motion of this gig
must have been tolerably easy, for great leather
straps supported it from behind, and the shafts ran
back to the axlc-trec in such a way as to give a
certain spring to the body of the vehicle. Indeed
most of us would be very glad to get a ride
in a gig of this kind, if we had a long way to
go, and there was nothing else to ride in. And
yet | am very much afraid that if we thought
that we should be obliged to ride on aroad or Street
w'here there were a good many people to be met,
that we should choose to walk as long as our legs
would carry us, rather than ride in an old-fashioiied
gig and be laughed at by every one who should
see WS

After these gigs, and the high oid family car-
riages, with a long set of steps which were let
down when people svanted to get in or out, and
the other old-fashioned vehicles, of various kinds,

GIG, USED IN 1600

which your fathers and mothers all can remembecr,
we carne to have the light, easy-going carriages
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of the present day, with elastic Steel springs and
large light wheels. It is in ihe size of the wheels
that we see one of the greatest differences between
our vehicles and ihose of earlier times. Carriage-
wheels used to be made very small and heavy.
The front wheels, espedally, were sometimes no
higher than those at present used for children's
carriages- But, now, our wheels are very large
and light, and those in front ave nearly as big as
those behind. AU this is greatly to the advantage
of the horses, for a carriage on large wheels rolls
along much more easily than another on small
ones.

It would seem as if it would be impossible to
build anything more easy for a horse to puli than
some of the light wagons now used for fast driv-
ing, which many horses can whirl along in less
than three minutes to the miie. But it will not do
to be'too positive about this. Many of us may Uve
long enough to see carriages far better than any

ONE SUMMER DAY.
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now in use, and, indeed, | think that in some
respects we are to be pitied if we do not see better
ones. Some ofourhigh, easy-running buggies and
light carriages, where two peopie have to sit ona
seat that is but little too large for one, ave nothing
like so comfortable to ride in as an old-fashioned
gig. And yet, neither you fior I would think of such
a thing as buying a big, comfortable. leather-
cushioned oid gig, even if it should be warranted
to be in perfect order, and our horse should assuie
USthat he would just as soon puli it as not.

So it is with carriages, as well as with many
other things. We not only think that we are far
better off than our ancestors, but we believe thai it
would be unnecessary—or, perhaps, impossible—
for those who come after us to try to improvc on
our possessions and contrivances. But we are
probably just as much mistaken, in this respect, as

ONE SUMMER DAY.

B\' A.

T his will be a story of what happencd to the
little Jones children, one summer day,—a long
time ago,—when your great-grandmothers were
little girls like you.

There were five little Joneses,—Peggy and Jofias,
Hiram, Hetty, and little Hannah. They lived in
the country, a mile from the nearest neighbov, in
an out-of-the-way cérnerofncver-mind-what County

in Pennsylvania, where all peopie talked in
Dutch.
Very early in the morning of this day | am

going to tell you about, Farmer Jones got up and
looked out of the window. The sun was rising,
the sky was asbright and clear as it could be,—not
a cloud to be seca. So he looked around at his
wife, where she lay fast asleep, and said to her, all
in Dutch:

“ Mother! mother!
such fine weather!

see how the sun shines!
To-morrow, we cut the hay;
it will take six men.”

Then he put on his boots, and went out to the
barn to give the cattlc their breakfasts.

Poor Mother Jones! It was hard to be waked by
such news, for those few short sentences meant
more than they seemed. It meant pies and cakes
and bread to bake, and liams to boil, and beef to
roast, and vegetables to cook,—almost enough for

were the Egyptians, and King John, and the
Duchess of Marlborough.

E. B-

a regiment, and hard work for a week. But slic

was a good-natured woman ; so she only grnancd

as she hurried down-stairs to get the brenkfast
ready for all the little Joneses.
Very soon, the children carne dancing into llie

kitchen, looking as clean and
little country children can,
help their mother.

rosy and fat as only
and very anxious lo
So Jofias and Hetty, like Jack
and Jill, went down the hill to the spring, and
ljrought back a bucket of water, while Hiram
ground the coffee, and Peggy set the table. As
for little Hannah,—she only danced and sang, all
in Dutch,

Breakfast was soon ready, and they all sat down
at lhe table, the children chattering as if thej
wanted to see who could make most noise. Father
and Mother Jones sat, in silence, until, when they
were almost done, Mother Jones took her knife
and knocked on the side of her pjate with it
Then all the little Joneses were as quiet as mice.
Peggy wiped her face on her apron. So did Hetty.
Jofias had a knife in onc hand, and a fork in the
other; he putone hand on each side of his piale,
and the knife and fork stuck up straight in the dir.
Hiram tried to fix his so, but did n’t succeed, fot
his fork fcll down and stuck up straight in the
floor. Little Hannah was so surprised at all this,
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that she forgot where her mouth was, and poured
a spoonfui of milk into her lap.

This is what the mother said, all in Dutch :

“ Children, to-day I shall be very busy, cooking
and baking for the
men who come
to-morrow to cut
the grass. Jofas.

Hetty and Hiram,

go down to the or-

chardand getearly

iipples for pies,

ivhiie Peggy washcs the dishes.

Then you can help her cutthe apples

for pies. When you have done all,

vou may take your dinner down to

ihe wood, by the creek, and stay all

day. Take a piece of the muslin |

«sove last winter with you, and spread it
on the grass, in the sun. Get water frora
tlie creek, and keep it wet, so it will bleach.
Be good children; mind, Peggy, and don’t
let Hannah go near the water.”

When Mother Jones had finished this

long speech,—which was n’t quite so long
in Dutch as it is in English,—all the little
Joneses shouted with delight, and ran off to
(lo as they were bid, while the mother
packed some dinner for them in a big
basket. Hetty and Hiram carried it, and
Peggy and Jofias took the muslin. Hannah’s
attention was completely occupied by her
pct,—alameduck,
—that she always
took with her;
but, as she gener-
ally carried it up-
side-down,itstrug-
gled, and squeak-
ed and squawked
most dolcfully.

When they ar-
rived at the creek.

—which they did

without any acci-

dent, except that

Hiram and Hetty

let the basket fajl

twoorthree times,

—they spread out

ihe muslin on the

grass,bringing wa-

ter from the stream 10 wet it. as they had been
dirccted. Such hard work made thém hungry.

“ Yes,” said Jofias; “ yes, | could eat Hannah’s
duck, even.”

Fortunately, Peggy had the dinner unpacked.
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and them, to Hannah’s
relief,
“ Now, let ’s play mother,” said Peggy, as they

sat down on the grass.

ready for very much

TKB CREEK

“ Yes,” said Jofias. He always began with
“ yes,” even when he meant to say no. * Yes,
I ’in mother, and you 're father; no, you ’ic father
and | 'm mother, and—oh, | Il tell you! Let ’s
do like some people | saw when | went to tosvn
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along with father. This is ihe way! You must
fin your tin-cups,—only preteiid they’re glass,—
and ”

“ 1 know,” interrupted Hirara, a quiet little fcl-
low, too shy to talk much,— “ I know. 1’m going

AT THKIH UllKE!(.

to fill my cup with water, and catch a
init.”

“ Yes,"said Jofias, “ and then some clay you’il
drink the fish, and it ’Il grow bigger and bigger
inside of you, till you can’t walk, and tbcn how ’ll
you feel?”

“1’in going to let Hiram drink out of my cup.
and then he can catch two fishes, if he wants to,”
said Hetty; “ and thcn he ’ll give me one; wont
you, Hiram ?”

But Hiram was too busy, eating his dinner, and
thinking over the atarming prospect before him, to
answer-just then.

“ Squire Kciser ’s awful fat1” he said, afler a
while. “ Peggy, do you believe he ’s got a fish in-
side o’ him ?”

Peggy and Jofias laughed so loud and so long
at this, that Hiram seized his tin cup, and ran off to

little fish
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the creek. Hetty followed, to comfort him, as fasi
as her fat little legs would carry her; and Hannah,
not enjoying the jokes of Peggy and Jofias, soon
danced off to try the others’company, still carrying
her dear duck. When she got to the bank, the
children had already waded
outtothemiddle ofthe creek,
Hetty patiently holding onc
cup while Hiram dipped up
water in the other, hoping tu
find a fish in it. Hannah
stood watching them for a
while thinking how nice it
looked, but not daring to go
to them until her duck suc-
ceeded in getting out of
her arms, and flew into the
water; then she started right
after it The water feli
pretty coid, at first, and she
was a little frightened, bul
that soon wore off, and «as

n’t she enjoying it! And
getting so wet! Until jusi
in the midst of her fun

Peggy and jofias arrived til
the creek. Hetty and Hiiuni
happening to spy Hannah
at the same instant, they nll
four set up a yell—enough
to frighten an jlidian who
was used to it, and much
more a little Dutch girl wiw
had never heard quite so bad
a sound before. It made her
Jump so that she immedi-
ately put her feet where hor
head had been—not pur-
posely, of course; thcn ihe
Jones children gave a loudcr scream than the first,
and there re-appeared a very sad little face, wiih
water streaming from the hair and eyes in torredis.

“ Peggy,” said Jofias, as he kicked off his boots.
¢ —yes, and wont we catch it when mother finds
this oiit!”

Then he waded out and brought the little girl
to shore, all dripping wet from the crown of her
head to the solé of her foot.

The children looked at hér in dismay.

“W hat shall we do ?” they said.

But Peggy was amotherly, quick-witted girl, and
almost before Hannah knew what they were about.
the wet clothes were off and spread on the grass to
dry, and she was dressed in Peggy’s big apron
and a sun-bonnet with a cape that carne down to
her waist. She looked very funny, and they all
laughed very much, and then—tired out— poor
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Hannah was glad to curl herselfup ijn Peggy’s lap,
like a kitten, and sleep till her clothes were dry.

Late in the afternoon, when the shadows of the
trces grew very long, and Peggy said it was time
for Jofias to go after the cows, and for the rest to
go home, Hetty went to Hannah, and turned her
around several times, as if inspecting her from all
possible points.

‘ Peggy,” she said thougbtfully—*
don’t think it shows much;
she ’d been very wet.”

“N-n-0-0,” Peggy answered doubtfuUy.

Peggy, |
she don’t look as if

“ Yes,” said Jofas. “ No, she don’t. That’s
what | think.”
“Well,” continued Hetty, “ wc need n’t worry

mother about it, this time. She’ll be so tired.”

So they all thought, excepting Hiram ; and he did
not like to say anything for fear Jofilas would laugh
at him. He wanted to see what his mother would
do. If he told her suddenly, it would frighteii
herand make her jurap, and he wanted to see her
jiinip.  He thought about it all the way going
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homo, and by the time he reached the house the
temptation was very great, but still he didn’t really
intend to tell her. He went round to the kitchen
door, just to see ivhat she was doing. He looked
at her as she stood at the table, her back toward
him, cutting bread for supper. W hat a good
chance to make her jump !

“ Mother,” he said, speaking very fast—
‘* mother, what you think? W hat <i?you think?
Why, Hannah ! Why she fell into the creek !'”

And she did jump. Poor Hiram ! he did n't
know what trouble he was bringing on himself tiO
he saw her face. It was ii’t hard to guess then.

Poor Mother Jones, too! She was so tired,
after her hard day’s work, and then to hear that
the children had disobeyed her—it was too bad!

So, when the supper was over, she went up-
stairs and got a slipper that she kept for solemn
occasions, and then—Ilike “ the oid woman who
lived in a shoe "—she whipped them all soundly
and put them to bed.

W as n’t it sad ?

BOY-LAND.

Bv EMMA HUNTINGTON NASON.

Ho ! AIll aboard! A traveler
Sets sail from Baby-land !

Before my eyes there comes a blur,
But still I kiss my hand,

And try to smile as olT he goes,
My bonny, winsome boy 1

Yes, bon voyage! God only knows
How much ! wish thec joy.

Oh, tell me, have ye heard of him ?
He wore a sailor’s hat

Al! silver-corded round the brim.
And—stranger e’en than that—

A wondrous suit of navy-blue,
W ith pockets deep and wide;

Oh, tell me, sailors, tell rae truc,
How fares he on the tide ?

Hol Ship ahoy 1
Cast anchor stro

W hat! tears upon

W e’ve now no baby in the house;
T was but this very raorn,

He doffed his dainty ’broidered blouse,
W ith skirts of.snowy laum ;

And shook a mass of silken curls
From off his sunny brow ;

They frettcd liim—* so jike a girl's !
Mamma can have them now,”

He owncd a brand-new pocket-book,
But that he could not find;

A knife and string was all he took;
W hat did he leave behind?

A heap of blocks with letters gay.
And here and there a toy;

I can not pick them up to-day,
My heart is with my boy.

At Boyhood’s town
ng and deep 1
this little gown

Left for mamma to keep ?
Weep not, but smile; for through the air
A merry message rings; —

“ Just sell it to the

rag-man there 1

| 've done with baby things 1”
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W here goes our little Mary,
Her blue eyes so serene?
So happy is she with herself
She ’s playing she ’s a queen.
She has a supple willow wand,
And to the end is tied
A meadow-lily, golden-hued,
That >vaves in gentle pride.
W ith such a sceptcr could a queen
Need anything beside?

T is quite enough for Mary;
Slie asks not e'en a crown,
As singing, taiking to herself,
She wanders slowly down
Where many yellow lilies grow
Beside the brooklet brown.

A QUEEN.

A QUEEN.

The saucy brook pays her no hced;
The breeze blows careiess, free;

None seeks to kiss the scepter fair
Save one bewildered bee j

Only the gentle lilies bow
At little Mary’s knee ;

But there ’s no queen in all the world
More satisfied than she.

Till, coming to the oid stonc-wall—
T is somewhere here,” she cries,

* John thinks the turkcy hides her nest;

If I should find the prize!”

liolh little hands must grasp the stones
To help her scramble o’er;

The scepter bright falls in the grass,
Forgotten evennore.

(SEPTBDIrIBER,
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GRETELEIN AND HER QUEER STOVE.

By Rosamond Dale Owek,

Far off, over the blue waters, there is a queer
liule house, in a queer little Germéan town. In
this house there isa very strange tal! stove; a stove
nearly as high as a man, made of white porcelain,
girdled with hands of brass which shine like bur-
nished gold when the stream of eastern sunshine
glearas through the small-paned window.

lii this house there lives a large family of chil-
dren, with a dcar father and mother to watch over
them,— Gretelein, Marie, Fritz, and baby Lisette.
Gretelein wns an odd young girl, with great,
mde blue eyes, and two little yellow plaits of hair
hanging straight down her back and tied with blue
ribbons.

One day, Gretelein was left alone in the family
room, where the porcel.nin stove was. She looked
cautiously around to see that nobody was peeping
through the windows, then she crept softly on tip-
toc to the stove and suddcnly opened a little door
illthe upper pait and peered into a sort of little
oven. It was all of white porcelain, and looked
like a cuniiing little white room. Many times
before had Gretelein crept up to this stove and
peered into her fairy house, as she called it; but it
«as always empty and silent asnow., So Gretelein
turned away with a sigh, her blue eyes wider and
more wistful than ever.

The next evening, when it was almost dusk,
Gretelein sat on a little wooden chair ciése to the
«indow, trying to finish a pair of woolen socks for
Ihc dear father’s birthday. No one else was in the
room, and Gretelein often turned toward the tall
stove, standing like a ghost in the palé light. It
was growing too dark to see, the busy click of her
needles stopped, and Gretelein leaned back in her
chair to rest. Suddenly a soft noise attracted her
tioiicc; it sounded like the whirring of many
wings. Quickly she stolc across the floor, crept up
tothe stove, and with a quick motion opened the
liule porcelain door. W hat a strange sight met
Gretclein’s gaze!—a siglit which made her eyes
open wider than ever before, and her breath carne
thick and fast through her startled lips. There, in
Ihc silent white chamber, thronged a restless mass
of little people, each no bigger than her finger.
Before Gretelein could recover, the tallest and hand-
somcst of these little elves fluttered through the
open door, alighting upon Gretelein’s shoulder.

“"Well, Gretelein,” shrilled the little man,
“you have found us at last."”

She started so violcntly as the little clf spoke,

that he nearly lost his balance, and clutched at her
dress to keep from falling.

She was dreadfully frightened, and was on the
point of running away; she did wish some one
would come in; she thought she would never go
near this dreadful stove again. How could she
have been so foolish as to watch for fairies, and to
wish that she could see them 1

“ You are afraid of us,” squeaked the little man.
“ You foolish child, don’t you know we iived
in this house and this stove long before you were
born,—before your mother and father were born?”

“ How could you live so long and not grow a
bit?”” ventured Gretelein, under her breath.

“We had something else to do,—we have to
make everybody else grow ; we are your househoid
elves; we work, oh, how havd we do work over
you, even at night; we have to rack our poor
brains to supply you with dreams ; you are such
an unreasonable set, you moriais, that you have to
be amiised even when you are asleep! Here,
Dreams, wake up 1 It is almost night, time to
begin svork."”

Two drowsy little elves rolled from an obscure
cérner, and sat up rubbing their eyes; one was a
dreamy-faced, fair-hatred little fellow, the other
looked in a surly way from under a pair of black
brows. He bad a strange, white, terrified look,
and crept timidly behind his brother.

.“ These,” said the eif-king, “ are Dream and
Nightmare, starting out on their night’s work.”

Gretelein was next attracted to a lively group in

a corner. Foremost among them stood the queer-
est little man, with such a comical twist to his
mouth, and black merry eyes, that Gretelein

laughed in spite of herself.

“ That,” said the elf-king, “ is Jokcs, and that
little chap next to him is Laughter, and after
Dream and Nightmare are through with you,
before your eyes are fairly opened, Jokes jumps
into your ear, and Laughter perches himself in the
corners of your inouth, and such a whisk as he
gives it.  The little fellow hiding behind there,
looking rather ashamed, is Mischief. But some-
times that scowling group in the other cérner get
ahead of this one. That little imp no bigger than
your thumb-nail is Cross-patch. He is dreadfully
troublisome and hard to get rid of, when he once
fastens on you.”

“ He fastencd on Marie, yesterday,” said Grete-
lein, “ and | ought not to have blamed her so
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much, for after all jt was not her fault, but that
little imp’s.” '

“ Hoity, toity ! not so fast, little maiden ; if

Marie had resolved that Cross-patch should leave,

CRBTELEIN AND

Cross-patch would have had to go, None of my
elves ever stay where they are not wanted. Some
are more easily frightened off than others. The
uglicr the imps are the tighter they hold, but the
worst ofthem can be shaken off. There,” he con-

er queer stove. [Skitembisk,

tinued, “ is a set that are hard to get rid of when
once thcy take hold. That is Jcalousy, and that
Envy; that miserable slarvcling is Selfishness, and
that horiid toad is Gluttony."

THE ELFVKIN<5

Gretelein shrank in dismay from these wrctched

little elves, and wonderedhow anybody could
allowthem io fastcn on them. Suddenly Grcte-
lein’s attention was arrested by a radiant little cll

floating above all the others.
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“ Oh, how beautiful, how beautiful he is! Wliy,”
said Gretelein, “ my dear mother looks like him,
«lien she bends to kiss me good-night.”

“ That,” said the elf-king, “ isLove. He stays
nearly all the time with the dear mother; he
strokes her soft cheeks and smooths her brow ; he
louks deep into her tender eyes until they shine so
bliie ; he holds her gentle hands and passes them
over Gretelein’s eyes when she is sick.”

“And the dear little angel who goes hand in
liniid witli Love ?”

‘s He," said the clf-king, “ is called Faith.”

"And those glorioiis ones?" asked bveathless
Gretelein.

"They are Peace and Joy.”

"Oh, oh, oh!" said Gretelein, “ liow 1 do
love them | W'ill they stay with me, too. these
four beautiful ones?” She stretched her
with a cry of entreaty and—woke with a great
start.

The supper-bell was ringing, Marie and Fritz
«ere standing in front ofher laughing lieartily, and
the mother with baby Lisettc in her arms was
sniiling down at her.

Gretelein rubbed her eyes, then, suddenly re-
menibering the fairies, she ran to ihc stove and
looked in.  There was nothing there.

" Oh, they have gone | they have gone |I” said
liietelcin, the tears in her eyes.

«Yon have been dreaming,” said the mother.
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“ Lct us go to supper; after that, you can tell us
your dream.”

Gretelein almostchoked over the first mouthfuls,
she was so sorry to find it was not really true.

“ Do tell us about it,” said Marie.

“ Do, Gretelein,” said Fritz. “ What did you
expect to find in the stove ?”

Gretelein was a brave girl, so she suppressed
her own sorrow and told her dream.

While they were taiking, Gretelein satin a brown
study. She presenlly looked up with a smile.

“ Il was truc, after all,” said Gretelein.

“ True 1" exclaimed Fritz. “ Do you take me
for a dunce? You always were a silly thing that
belicved in ghosts and fairies. Girls have n’t a

bit of sense 1'”

“There is one ofthem this moment, he is hang-
ing in the corners of your mouth and wrinkling up
your nose,” said Gretelein.

Fritz involuntarily pul up his hand.

‘“Pooh !'what nonsense !”

“ And little Cross-patch was on the point 6f
making ugly frowns onmyforehead only | asked
him very pohtely to go away.”

The mother smiled down at Gretelein.

“ Thcre, there,” said Gretelein, “ is that iovely
httle 4&ngel fairy looking from mother’s eyes.
Don’t you see him, children? | am glad 1 liad
that dream,” whispcred Gretelein, nestling ciése
to her mother, “ even ifitis n’t really true."”

SO WISE.

A FAIRV sat on a rose-lenf cdge—
“ The children have grown so wisc,

One need n't hide

in a rose’s heart

For fear of questioning eyes,
Nor shake the gold-dust out of one’s hair,

Lest a sunbeam show

it unawarc.

One may tilt and sway in the gold-green grass,
One ma)' wander fairy-fice,

For, of course,
The)' will

if the children don’t believe,
never look to see.”
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UF all the dangers that beset the mariner,

whether it be from storm, fire, or the hidden reef,
none have such terrors for vessels trading in the
Pacific Ocean as the pirates that infest the Chinese
coast. With ordinary skill and vigilance the for-
mer dangers may be guarded against, and it is

scldoin that some one does not survivc to tell the
tale, but an attack by these pirates is conducted
with such cunning, treachery and skill, that ifit is
successful, it leaves a mystery far harder to bear
than a known misfortune, for those who watch and
wait for the ship that neverrcturns to port. Every
year adds to the list of stately vessels and gallant
crews that leave port forever, and are eventually
placed among the “ missing.” How many of
these are captured and destroyed on the China
coast can never be known; their assailants show
no mercy, and the ocean “ tclls no tale.”

The quaint junks that leave the Chinese ports

CHINESE CUAST. (Septemrp'y;
CHINESE COAST.

O. D.

at night'fall are to all appearances the peaceful

traders that they profess to be; but if an unpro-
tected vessel comes in view, the scene changos as
ifbymagic; deck loads of mcrchandise are thrown
into the holds, and cannon take their place; the
crews are marvelously re-enforced by men who have

been hidden below, and the former lazy coasters
glide swiftly along, propelled not only by their
sails but by long and powerful oars.

The doomed vessel is quickly surrounded by the
pirates, and a cannonade soon brings her masls
and vyarcls crashing to the dock. Her crew nwy
defend themselves as well as they can, but they
are outnumbered hfty to one. Nearer ciose the
pirates, rockets and “jingals” that
leave an unquenchable fire and a stupcfying stncll
wherever they fall; the defense grows more feeble.
and now, running alongside, the pirates board, and
slay all of the crew that may survive. By the busy

who throw
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hands of the plunderers the cargo is soon removed,
a bole is bored under the water-line of the capt-
urcd ship, and as the pirates sail away, the scut-
tlcd vessel slowly sinks from view, and after weary
months of waiting her fiame is placed on che list
of “ missing.”

The piiate coastcrs repair their damagcs, send
the guns below, divide the booty and disperse. If
the liattle has been heard bj- a cruiser, she hastens
in its direction and meets with two or three easy-
going traders who are apparently unconscious of
any such thing as piracy near them. ]f any sign
of the conflict remains about them, and an expla-
nation is required, some plausible story is always
ready in which they are rcpresented as the real
sufferers. Complaints against all robbers are
intermixed with cunningly invented directions to
the man-of-war, which is soon in hot chase of an
iinaginary foe.

Ifcaught, these pirates meet with prompt pun-
ishment, which is always dcaili, Knowing this,

FELLOWSHIP.
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they will fight fiercely, if discovered by a man-of-
war while attacking a vessel, and many instances
are recorded where all the membcrs of a pirate
crew have destroyed themselves in preference to
an ignominious death which they kneiv they
ivould meet if captured.

A voyager on the waters of the East often finds
it difficult, when he sees the Chinese trading
vessels saiiing peacefully around him, with their
gay streamers and picturcsqiie sails, and their gongs
sounding a salute as his vessel passes them, to
imagine that many of them are pirates, and that if
a suitable opportunity were offered them to make
an attack, the vessel he is on would never see port
again. But if he should happen to imagine such
a thing, his fears would probably be well founded,
forthe records of the Chinese coast service are filled
with accounts of vessels which have been attacked
and destroyed by pirates that were cruising about
in the guise of just such harmless-looking traders
as he sees about him.

A JOLLY FELLOWSHIP.

CHAPTF.R XXI.
THE TRIP OF THE TUG.

The tug-boat was a little thing, and not ver)'
clean; but she was strong and sea-worthy, we
were told, and therefore we were satisfied. There
was a small deck aft, on which Corny and Rec-
tos and | sat, with Celia, the colored woman; and
there were some dingy little sleeping-places, which
were given up for our bencfit. The captain of the
tilg was a white man, but all the rest, engineer,
fireman and hands—there were five or six in all—
were negroes.

We stearaed down the Savannah River in pretty
good style, but | «'as glad when we got out of it,
for I w.ns tired of that river. Our plan was to
|o down the coast and try to find tidings of the
boats. They might have reached land at points
"here the revenue cutters would never have heard
from them. When we got out to sea, tlie water
was quite smooth, although there was a swcll that
rolled USa great deai. The captain said that if it
liad heen rough he would not have come out at all.
This sounded rather badly for us, because he might
give up the search, if a little storm carne on.
And besides, if he was afraid of high waves in his
tug, what chance could those boats have had ?

Toward noon, > got into water that was quite
smooth, and we could see land on the ocean side
of us. | could n't understand this, and went to
ask the captain about it. He said it was ali right,
we were going to take the inside passage, which
is formed by the islands that lie along nearly all
the coast of Georgia. The strips of sea-water
between these islands and the mainland make a
smooth and convenient passage for the smaiier
vessels that sail or steam along this coast. Indeed,
some quite good-sized steamers go this way, he
said.

| objected, pretty strongly, to our taking this
passage, because, 1said, we could never hear any-
thing of the boats while we were in here. But he
«as positive that if lhey had managed to land on
the outside of atiy of these islands we could hear of
them better from the inside than from the occan
side. And besides, we could get along a great
deal better inside. He seemed to think more of
that than anything else.

Wec liad a pretty dull time on that tug. There
was n’t a great deal of taiking, but there was lots
of thinking, and not a very pleasant kind of think-
ing either. We stopped quite often and hailed
small boats, and the captain talked to peopie when-
ever he had a chance, but he never heard any-
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thing about any boats having run ashore on any
of the islands, or having come into the inside pas-
sage, between any ofthem. We met a few sailing
vessels, and toward the ciése of the afternoon we
met a big steamer, something like nonhern river
steamers. The captain said she ran between the
St, John’s River and Savannah and always took the
inside passage as far as she could. He said this
as if it showed him to be in the right in taking the
same passage, but | could n’t see that it proved
anything. We were on a different business.

About nine o’clock we went to bed, the captain
promising to cali us if anything turned up. But
I could n’t sleep well—mmy bunk was too ciése and
hot, and so | pretty soon got up and went up to
the pilot house, where 1 found the captain, He
and one of the hands were hard at work putting
ihe boat around. '

“ Helio !” said he. “ I thought youwere sound

asleep.”
“Helio!” said 1. “ What are you turning
round for?”

It was bright starlight, and | could see that we
were making a complete circuit in the smooth
water,

“ Well,” said he, “ we 're going back.”

“Back!” | cried. “ W hat’s the mcaning of
that? We have n’t made half a search. | don’t
believe we ’ve gone a hundred miles. We want
to search the whole coast, I tell you, to the lower
end of Florida.”

“You can’t do it in this boat,” he said; “ she’s
too small.”

“Why did n’t you say so when we took her?"

“Well, there was n’t any other, in the first
place, and besides it would n’t be no good to go
no further. It ’s more ’'n four days now since
them boats set out. There ’s no chance fur any-
body on ’em to be livin’.”

“That ’s not for you to decide,” | said, and 1
was very angry. “ We want to find our friends
dead or alive, or find some news of them, and we
want to cruise until we know there ’s no further
chance of doing so.”

“ Well,” said he, ringing the bell to go ahead,
sharp, “ 1 'm not decidin’ anything. | had my
orders. | was to be gone twenty-four hours; an
it’libe more 'n that by the time I get back.”

“Who gave you those orders ?”

“ Parker and Darrell,” said he.

“ Then this is all a swindlc,” 1cried. “ And
we 've been cheated into taking this trip for noth-
ing at all!”

“ No, it is n’t a swindle,” he answered, rather
warmly. “ They toid me all about it. They
knew, an’ 1 knew, that it was n’t no use to go

looking for two boats that had been lowered in a
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big storm four days ago, 'way down on the Florida
coast. But they could see that this here girl
would never give in till she 'd had a chance oi
doin’what she thought she was called on to do,
and so they agreed to give it to her. But they
told me on no accounC to keep her out more 'n
twenty-four houi-s. That would be long cnnugli
to satisfy her an’ longer than that would n't be
right. | tell you they know what they ’re about.”

“ Well, it wont be enough to satisfy her,” 1
said, and then | went down to the little dcck. ]
could n’t make the man turn back. | thought the
tug had been hired to go wlierever we chose to
take her, but | had been niistaken. 1 felt that we
had been deceivcd; but there was no use in saying
anything more on the subject until we reached lhe
city.

| did not wake Rectus to tdl him the news. It
would not do any good, and | was afraid Comy
might hear us. 1wanted her to sleep as long as
she could, and, indeed, 1 dreaded the monicnt
when she should aivake, and find that all had been
given up.

W e steamed along very fast now. There w.as no
stopping anywhere, | sat on the dcck and thought
a little, and dozed a little j and by the time it «as
morning, | found we were in the Savannah Riier.
I now hated this river svorse than ever.

Everything was quiet on the water, and every-
thing, except lhe engine, was just as quiet on the
tug. , Rectus and Corny and Celia were still
asiccp, and nobody else seemed stirring, though,
of course, some of the men were at their posts. |
don’t think the captain wanted to be about ivhca
Corny carne out on deck, and fouiicl that ive h.id
given up the search. 1 intended to be with her
when slie first learned this terrible fact, which 1|
knew would put an end to all hope in her heart;
but I was in no hurry for her to wake up. | very
much hoped she would slccp until we reached the
city, and then we could take her dircctiy to her
kind friends.

And she did sleep until we reached the city. i
was about seven o’clock in the morning, | thiiilt,
when we began to steam slowly by the wharvcs
and piers. | now wished the city were tweniy
miles further on. | knew that when we stopped 1
should have to wake up poor Corny.

The city looked doleful. Aithougli
in the morning, there *were very fe<
people about. Some men could be seen on Ihe
decks of the vessels at the wharves, and a big
steamer for one of the northern ports was getting
up steam. | could not help thinking how happy
ihe iieople must be who were going away in her.
On one of the piers near where we were going to
stop— we were coming in now—were a few darkcy

it was not

very early
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boys sitting on a wharf-log, and dangling their
bare feet over the water. | wondered liow they
dared laugh and be so jolly. In a few minutes
Coriiy must be wakened. On a post, near these
boys, a lounger sat fishing with a long polc,—
actually fisliing away as if there were no sorrows
aiiil deaths, or slupwrecked and brokcn-heartcd
people in the world. | was particularly angry at
this man—and | was so nervous, that all sorts of
things made me angry—because he was oid
enuiigh to know better, and because he looked like
such a fool. He had on green trousers, dirty can-
vas shoes and no stockings, a striped lincn coat,
and an oid straw hat, which lopped down over his
nosc. One of the men called to him to catch the
lino which he was about to throw on the wharf, but
he paid no attention, and a negro boy carne and
caught the line. The man actually had a bite,
and could n’t take his eyes from his cork. |
wished the line had hit him and knocked him off
ihe post.

The tide was high, and the tug was not much
below the wharf when wc hauled up. Just as we
loiiched the pier, the man, who was a little astern
of Us, caught his fish. He jerked it up, and
jumped off his post, and, as he looked up in delight
at bis little fish, which was swinging in the air, !
saw he was Mr. Chipperton 1

| made one dash for Corny’s little cubby-hole. 1
banged at the door. Ishouted:

' Cornyl Here’s your father!”

She was out in an instant. She had sleptin her
clothes. She had no bonnct on, She ran out on
dcck, and looked about, dazed. The sight of the
wharves and the ships seemed to stun her.

1" Where ?” she cried.

| took her by the arm and pointed out her
father, who still stood holding the fishing-pole in
one hand, whileendeavoring to clutch the swinging
fisli with the other.

The plank had just been thrown out from the
liEtle dcck. Corny made one bound. | think she
struck the plank in the middie, like an India rub-
ber ball, and then she was on the wharf; and
Iwfore he could bring his eyes down to the earth,
her arms were around her father's neck, and she
'Vas wildly kissing and hugging him.

Mr. Chipperton was considerably startled, but
"hen he saw who it was who had him, he threw
Ws arms around Corny, and hiigged and Kkissed
fieras ifhe had gone mad.

Rectus was out by this time, and as he and 1
stood on the tug we could not help laughing,
although we were so happy that we could have
CTied. There stood that ridiculous figure, Mr.
Chipperton” in his short groen trousers, and his
thin striped coat, with his arms around his
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daughter, and the fishing-pole tightiy clasped to
her back, while the poor little fish dangled and
bobbed at every fresh hug.

Everybody on board was looking at them, and
one of the little black boys, who did n't appear to
appreciaie sentiment, made a dash for the fish,
unhooked it, and put like a good fellow. This
rather broke the spell that was on us all, and
Rectus and | ran on shore.

We did not ask any questions, we were too glad

to see him. After he had put Corny on one side,
and had shaken our hands wildly with his left
hand, for his right still held the pole, and had

tried to talk and found he could n’t, we called a
carriage that had just come up, and hustied him
and Corny into it. | look the pole from his hand,
and asked him where he would go to. He called
out the ilame of the hotel where we were staying,
and | shut the door, and sent them off. 1 did not
ask a word about Corny’s mother, for I kne'v Mr.
Chipperton would not be sitting on a post and
fishing ifhis wife was dead.

| threw the pole and line away, and thcn Rectus
and | walked up to the hotel. We forgot all
about Celia, who was left to go home when she
chose.

It was some hours before we saw the Chipper-
tons, and then we were called into their room,
where there was a talking and a telling things,
such as | never heard before.

It was some time before | could get Mr. and
Mrs. Chipperton’s story straight, but this was
about the amount of it: They were picked up
sooner thair we were—just after day-break. W hen
they left the ship, they rowed as hard as they could,
for several hours, and so got a good distance from
Us. It was well they met with a vessel as soon as
they did, for all the women who had been on the
steamer were in this boat, and they had a hard
time ofit. The water dashed over them very often,
and Mr. Chipperton thought that some of them
could not have held out much ionger (I wondered
what they would have done on our raft).

The vessel that pickcd them up was a coasting
schooner bound to one of the Florida Keys, and
she would n’t put back wiih them, for she was
under some sort of a contract, and kept right
straight on her way. When they got down there,
they chartercd a vessel which brought them up
to Fernandina, where they took the steamer for
Savannah. They were on the very steamer we
passed in the inside passage. If we had only
known that!

They telegraphed the moment they reached
Fernandina, and proposed stopping at St. Augus-
tinc, but it was thought they could make better
time by kccping right on to Fernandina. The
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telegram reached Savannah after we had left on
the tug.

Mr. Chipperton said he got his fancy clothes on
board the schooner. He bought them of a man—
a passenger, | believe—who had an extra suit.

“ 1 think,” said Mr. Chipperton, “ he was the
only man on that mean little vessel who had two
suits of clothes. | don’t know whether these were
his week-day or his Sunday clothes. As for my
own, they were so wet that | took them off the
moment | got on board the schooner, and | never
saw them again. | don’t know what became of
them, and, to tell the truth, I have n’t thought of
’em. | was too glad to get started for Savannah,
where | knew we 'd meet Corny, if she was alivc.
You see, | trusted in you boys.”

Just here. Mis. Chipperton kissed us both again.
This made several times that she had done it.
We did n’t care so much, as thcre was no one
there but ourselves and the Chippertons.

“When we got heic and found you had gone
to look for US, 1 wanted to get another tug and go
right after )ou, but my wife was a good deal
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shakcn up, and 1 did not want to leave her; and
Parker and Darrcll said they had givcn positive
orclers to have yon brought back this morning, so
| waited. | was onl)' too glad to know you were
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all safe. 1 gotup early in the morning, and went
down to watch for you. You must have been sur-
prised to see me fishing, but I had nothing else to
do, and so | hired a pole and Une of a boy. It
helped very much to pass the time away.”

“ Yes,” said Rectus, “ you did n’t notice us at
all, you were so much interested."

“ Well, you see;” said Mr. Chipperton, “ I had
a bite just at that minute; and, besides, |
did not look for you on such a little boat.
an idea you would come on
respectabie than that.”

“ As if we should ever think of respectability at
such a time !” said Mrs. Chipperton, with tears in

really
I had
something mote

her eyes.
“ As for you boys,” said Mr. Chipperton, get-
ting up and taking us each by the hand, “ I don't

know what to say to you.”

| thought, for my part, that they had all said
enough already. They had praised and thanked
US for things we had never thought of.

“1 almost wish you were orphans,”
tinued, “ so that | might adopt you. But a boy
can’t have more than one father. However, I tell
you ! a boy can have as many Uneles as he picases
I ’Il be an iincle to each of you as long as 1 live.
Ever after this cali me Unele Chipperton. Uo ;ou
hear that?”

W e heard, and said wc ’d do it.

Soon after this, lots of peopie carne in, and the
whole thing was gone over again and again. | air
sorry to say that, at one or two places in the stoiy,
Mrs. Chipperton kissed us both again.

Before we went down to dinner, i asked Unele
Chipperton how his lung had stood it, through all
this exposure.

he con-

“ Oh, bothcr the lung !” he said. “ | tell you,
boys, | ’ve lost faith in that lung,—at Icasl, in
there being anything the matter with it. 1 shaU
travel foritno more.”

Chaptf.k XXII.
LOOKING AHEA1>.
“ W f. have made up our minds,” said Unde

Chipperton, that afternoon, “ to go home and
settle down, and let Corny go to school. | hateto
send her away from us, but it will be for her good.
But that wont be until next fall. We ’ll keep her

until then. And now, I ’ll tell you what | thinlc
we 'd all better do. It ’s too soon to go North
yet. No one should go from the soft climate of

the semi-tropics to the Northern or Middle States
until mild weather has fairly set in there. And
that will not happen for a month yet.

“ Now, lilisis my plan. Lct usall take a leisurely
trip homeivard by the way of Mobild, and Me*
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Orleans and the Mississippi River. This will be
just the season, and we shall be just the party.
What do you say?”

Everybody, but me, said it would be splendid.
| liad exactly the same idea about it, but | did n’t
say so, for there was no
use in it. I could n’t go
on a trip like that. | had
been countiiig up my
ilioney that morning and
found 1 would have to
shave pretty closely to get
liome by rail,—and |
«eanted, very much, to go
that way — although it
would be cheaper to return
by sea,—for | had a great
desire to go through Novth
and South Carolina and
Virginia, and see Wash-
ington. It would have
seemed like a shanie to go
back by sea, and raiss all
tliis. But, as | said, 1 had
barely enough money for
ihis trip, and lo make it 1
must start the next day.

And there was no use

writing home for money.

I knew there was none

there to spare, and | would n’t have asked for it if
diere had been. If there was any traveling money,
some of the others ought to have it. | had had
my share.

It was very different with Rectus and the Chip-
pcrtons. They could afford to take this trip, and
there was no reason why they should n’t take it.

When 1 told them this, Unele Chipperton
fiashed Gp in a minute, and said that that was all
stuff and nonsense,—the trip should n’t cost me a
cent. W hat was the sense, he said, of thinking ofa
few dollars wlien such pleasure was in view ? He
would see that | liad no money-troubles, and if
that was all, I could go just as well as not. Did
n't he owe me thousands of dollars?

All this was very kind, but it did n’t suit me. |
knew that he did not owe me a cent, for if | had
done anything for him, I made no charge for it.
And even if | liad been willing to let him pay my
expenses,—which | was n’t,—my father would
never have listened to iL

So | thanked him, but told him the thing
could n’t be worked in that way and 1 said it over
and over again, until, at last, he believed it. Then
he offered to lend me the money necessary, but
this offer I had to decline, too. As | had no way
of paying it back, I might as well have taken it as

VoL. VI.—SI.
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a gift. There was n’t anything he could offer after
this, except to get me a free pass; and as he had
no way of doing that, he gave up the job, and we
all went down to supper. That evening, as | was
putting a few things into a small vaiise which 1 had
bought,—as our trunks

werelliston the “ Tigris,”

| had veiy little trouble

in packing up,—lsaidto

Rectus that by the time

j he started off he could lay

i in a new stock of
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clothes. | had made out' our accounts, and had
his money ready 'to hlind over to him, but 1 knew
that his father had arranged for him lo draw on a
Savannah bank, both for the tug-boat money and
for money for himself. | think that Mr. Colbert
would have authorized me to do this drawing, if
Rectus had not taken the matier into his own
hands when he telegraphed. But it did n’t matter,
and there was n’t any tug-boat money to pay, any
way, for Unele Chipperton paid that. He said it
had all been done for his daughter, and he put
his foot down hard, and would n’t let Rectus hand
over a cent.

‘1 wont have any more time than you will
have,” replied Rectas, “ for1’m going to-morrow.”

‘1 did n’t suppose they ’d start so soon,” 1 said.
“ 1’m sure there ’s no need ofany hurry.”

“1’m not going with them,” said Rectus, putting
a lonely shirt into a trunk that he had bought.
“1’m going home with you.”

| was so surprised at this that | just starcd at
him.

“1What do you mean?” said I.

“Mean?” said he. “Why, just what 1 say.
Do you suppose | ’d go off with them, and let you
straggle up home by yourself? Not any for me,
thank you. And besides, | thought you were to
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take chavge of me. How would you look going
back and saying you ’'d turned me over to another
party ?”

“ Yon thought I wns to take charge of you, did
you?" I cried. “ Well, you rc a long time saying
so. Yon never admitted that before.”

“ 1 liad better sense than that,” said Rectus.
with a grin.  “ But 1 don’t mind saying so, now,
as we ’re pretty near through with our travels.
But father told me expressiy that | was to consider
myselfin your charge.”

“You young rascal!” said I. “ And he thought
that you understood it so well that iherc was no
need of saying much to me about it. All that he
said expressiy to me was about taking care of your
money. But | tell you what it is, Rectus, you ’re
a regular young trump to give up that trip, and
go along with me.”

And | gave liim a good slap on the back.

He winced at this, and let drive a pillow at me,
so hard that he nearly knocked me over a chair.

The next morning, after an early breakfast, we
went to bid the Chippertons good-bye. Wec
intended to «aalk to the dépét. and so wanted to

start early. I was now cutting do'vn all extra
expenses.

“ Ready so soon!” cried Unele Chipperton,
appearing at the door of his room. “ Why, we

have n’t had our breakfast yet.”

“ We have to make an early start, if u® go by
the morning train,” said I, “ and we wanted to
see you all before we started.”

“ Glad to see you at any hour of the night or
day,—always very glad to see you ; but 1think we

had better be getting our breakfast, if the train
goes so early.”
“ Are you going to start to-day?” | asked, in

surprise.

“ Certainly,” said he. “ Why should n’t we?
| bought a new suit of clothes, yesterday, and my
wife and Corny look well enough for traveiing
purposes. We can start as well as not, and | ’d
go in my green trousers if | had n’t any others.
My dear,” he said, looking into the room, “ you
and Corny must come right down to breakfast.”

“ But perhaps you nced not hurry,” 1said. “ I
don’t know when the train for Mobile starts.”

“ Mobile 1” he cried. “ Who ’s going to Mo-
bile? Do you suppose that we are? Not a bit
of it. ,When | proposed that trip, | did n’t pvo-
pose it for Mrs. Chipperton, or Corny, or myself,
or you. or Rectus, or Tom, or Dick, or Harry. |
proposed it for all of us. If all of us cannot go,
none of us can. If you must go north this morn-
ing, so must we. We ’ve nothing to pack, and
that ’s a comfort. Nine o’clock, did you say?
You may go on to the dépét, if you like, and we ’ll
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eat our breakfasts, take a carriage, and be there iii
time.”

They were there in time, and we all went nunli
togethcr.

We had a jolly trip. We saw Charleston, and
Richmond, and Washington, and Baltimore, and
Philadelphia; and at last we saw jersey City, and
our folks waiting for us in the great dépdét of the
Pennsylvania railroad.

When | saw my father and mother and my sislcr
Helen sUnding there on the stone foot-svalk as the
cars rolled in, I was amazed. I had n’t expectcd
them. It was all right enough for Rectus te
expect his father and mother, for they livcd in
New York, but | had supposed that I should mcet
my folks at the statiun in Willisvillc. But it was
a capital idea in them to come to New York.
They said they could n’t wait at home, and besicles,
they wanted to see and know the Chippertons, for
we all seemed so bound together, noiv.

Well, it was n’t hard to know the Chippertons,
Before we reached the hotel where my folks were
staying, and tvhere we all went to take lunchooii
together, any one would have thought that Unele
Chipperton was really a born brother to father and
oid Mr. Colbert. How he did talk 1 How cver;-
body talked ! Exccpt Helen. She just sat and
listened and looked at Corny—a girl who had
been shipwrecked, and had been on a little mfi in
the midst of the stormy billow's. My mother and
the two other ladies cried a good dcal, but it «as
a sunshiny sort of crying, and would n’t have hap-
pened so often, | think, if Mrs. Chipperton had
not been so ready to lead olT.

After luncheon we sat for two or three hours in
one of the pavlors and talked, and talked, and
talked- It was a sort of family congress. Evcrr-
body told everybody else what he or she was going
to do, and took information of the same kinel in
trade. | was to go to collcgc in the fall, but as
that had been pretty much settled long ago, it
could n’t be considered as news. | looked well
enough, my father said, to do all the hard stiidy-
ing that was needed; and the Profcssov was
anxiously waiting to put me through a course of
training for the happy lot of Freshma.n.

“ But he s not going to begin his studies as soon
as he gets home,” said my mother. “ We ’re go
ing to have him to ourselves for a while.” And |
did not doubt that. 1had n’t been gone very long.
to be sure, but then a ship had been burned frora
under me, and that counted for aljout a yeai's
absence.

Corny’s fatc had been settled, too, in a general
way, but the discussion that went on about a good
boarding-school for her showed that a particubf |
settiement might take some time. Unele Chip-,
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pcrton wanted her to go to some school near his
place on the Hudson River, so that he could drive
tver and see her every day or two, and Mrs. Col-
bert said she thought that that would n’t do, be-
c.iuse no girl could study as she ought to, ifhcr
father was coming to see her all the time, and
Unele Chipperton wanted to know what possible
injuryshe thought he would do his daughter by
going to see her; and Mrs. Colbert said, none at
all, of course she didn’t mean that, and Mrs. Chip-
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pcrton said that Corny and her father ought really
to go to tlie same school, and then we all laughed,
and my father put in quickly and asked about
Rectus. It was easy to see that it would take all
summer to get a school for Corny.

“Well,” said Mr. Colbert, “ 1 ’'ve got aplace
for Sammy. Right in my office. He ’s to be a
man ofbusiness, you know. He never took much
to schooUng. | sent him traveling so that he
could see the world, and get himself in trim for
dealing with it.. And that s what we have to do
in our business. Deal with the world.”

I did n’t like this, and I don’t think Rectus did,
He walked over of the Windows
and iooked out into the Street.

“ 171l tell you what I think, sir,” said-1. “ Rec-
tHs—1 mean your son Samuel, only I shall never

either. to one
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cali him so—Ilias seen enough of tlie world lo
make him so wide awake that he sees more in

schooliiig tlian he used to. That ’s my opinién.”

1 knew that Rectus rather envied my going to
college, for he had said as much on che trip home;
and 1 knew that he had hoped his father wouid let
him niakc a fresh start with the Profcssor at onr
oid school.

“ Sammy,” called out Mrs. Colbert,—“ Samniy,
my son, do you want to go to school, and finish up
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your education, or go into your father’s office and
iearn to be a merchant.”
Rectus turned around from the window.

“Thcre’s no hurry about the merchant,” he

said. “ | want to go to sciiool and college, first.”
“ And that ’s just where you ’re going,” said
his mother. with her .face reddening up a little

more than common.

Mr. Colbert grinncd a little, biit said nothing.
| suppose he thought it would be of no use, and 1
had an idea, loo, that he «as very glad to have
Rectus determine on a college carcer. 1kno«’the
rest of US «ere. And wc did n’t hold back from
saying so, either.

Unele Chipperton now began to praise up Rec-
tus, and he told what oblig.uions the boy liad put
liim under in Nassau whcn be wrote to his father,
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and had that suit about the property stopped, and
so relicved him—Unele Chipperton— from cutting
short his serai-tropical trip and hurrying home to
New York in the middle of winter.

“ But the suit isn’t stopped,” said Mr. Colbert.
“You don’t suppose | would pay any attention
to a note like the one Saminy sent me, do you? |
just let the suit go on, of course. It has not been
decided yet, but 1 cxpcct to gain it."”

At this, Unele Chipperton grew very angry
indeed. It was astonishing to see how quickly he
blazed up. He had supposed the whole thing set-
tled, and now lo find that the terrible injustice—

father;' cried corhy.

as he considered it—was still going on, was too
much for him.
“ Do you sit there and tell me that, sir?” he

exclaimcd, jumping up and skipping over to Mr,

Colbert. “ Do you cali yourself ”

“ Father!” cried Corny. “ Keep perfectly
cool! Remain just where you are 1”

Unele Chipperton stopped as if he had run

against a fence. His favorite advice went straight
home to him.
“ Very good, my child,” said he,
Corny. “ That ’s just what 1 ’ll do.”
And he said no more about it.

Now, everybody began to talk about all sorts of

turning to
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things, so as to seem as ifthey had n't noticed this
little rurapus, and we agreed that wc must all see
each oLher again the next clay. Father said lie
should remain ia the city for a few days now that
we were all here, and Unele Chipperton did not
intend to go to his country-place until the wecaiher
was wavmer. W e were speaking of several things
that would be pleasant to do together, when Unele
Chipperton broke in with a proposition :

“1 Il tell you what I am going to do. | am
going to give a dinner to this party. | can’tin-
vite you to my house, but I shall engage a parlor
in a restaiirant, where | have given dinners before

‘keep perfectly cooll"’

(we always come to New York when | want to give
dinners—it ’s so much easier for us to come to tlic
city than for a lot of people to come out to our
place), and there | shall give you a dinner, to-mor-
row evening. Nobody need say anything against
this. | ’ve settled it, and | can’t be moved.”

As he could n’t be moved, no one tried to move
him.

“ 1 tell you what it is,” said Rectus privately to
me. “ If Unele Chipperton is going to give a
dinner, according to his own ide.is of things in
general, it will be a curioits kind ofa meal.”

It often happened that Rectus was as nearly
right as most people.

(To hecontinucd,)
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NORA'S OIL-WELL.

By Sophie Swett.

“ If ye ’d only coiisint to sell the place to Patsy
Flannigan, an’ buy a sitare in the big oil-weil,
tve ’d be like the king an’ queen on their thrones;
you wid a trailin’ silk gown an'a raale gold chain,
an' me wid a gold watch an’a fine span o’ horses.
For there ’s niver an end o’ the oil is in that well,
so they all says.”

“ O Teddy, there may be niveradrop of oil there
at all, at all 1 Just look at the three denicks for-
ninst the river, all in a row, a-towerin’ up so grand
in the air, an’ it ’s pumpiii’an’ pumpin’away they
was, an’ niver so much as a drap 1 W hat if this
one would be the same, an’ our money would all
be gone, an' the place that fairther an’ mother
worked so hard for, an’that ’s so snug an’ eomfort-
able for Patsy, and the baby, and the pigs, and
hins, and us all! Jist look how plisant it do be,
Tcddy, wid the baby makin’ dirt-pies in the sun-
shine, and the chicks fightin’ so quare over the
worms, an’the dear little pigs squealin’so musical!
O, Teddy, | could n’t niver do it,—niver!”

And Nora shook her red head so decidedly that
Tcddy was almost convinced that it was of no tise
to toase her.

Tcddy, and Nora, and Patsy, and the baby, and
tlie pigs, and chickens, lived in a little town on the
Alleghany River, away out in Western Pennsyl-
vania. You might find the town on the niap,—if
| should tell you its iame. It lies in a little hollo'v
tliat seems to have been scooped out of the high
hills, and the hills shut out the sun-iays, so that
it seems almost always dreary, and gray, and
doudy, there; and then there is the smoke from
the great iron milis to make tlie air thick-

Tlie bilis are full of treasures; vast stores of iron

and coal which they kept, fast locked up, for
nobody knows. how many years, before man’s
curious skill burrowed in, and found them. Now,

queer little aveinies—just tall enough for a man to
stand upright in, and wide enough for drays,
drawn by patient donkeys, to travel in—lead into,
and sometimes through—ARic hills. And men with
pickaxes and spades dig away there, in the hearts

of the hills. in darkness and grime, sometimes all
their lives long; and, with the little lamps which
they wear in their caps, casting a faint, weird light
over their blackened faces and figures, they make
One think of gnomes, in a fairy-tale, who wait upon
some Prince of Darkness. The mines have drawn
together a little colony of people from the oid
countries.— English, and Welsh, and Irish they are,
principally, though there is a sprinkling of Gecr-
mans and Belgians. They live, for the most part,
in little houses of log and plaster, provided by the
iron company, or the coal company; but, now
and then, one, with more means or more enter-
prisc than the others, has bought a little iot of
land and built himself a fiame house. Terence
Conelly had been one of the enteiprising ones.
He had bought tu'o acres of land on the hill-side,
above Sugar Creek, and built a comfortable little
house, and a pig-sty and a ben-house as well, and
had a garden, with “ praties” and cabbages. The
land was very sterile, and the vegetables never
amounted to inucb; but still it was a pleasiire to
Terence, when he carne out of the darkness and
gloom of the mine, to see “ green things grow-
ing.”

But there carne a day when poor Terence did
not come out of the mine. A mass of rock and
ore had fallen in and killed him. His wife was
heart-broken, and went into a rapid decline, living
less than a year after her husband’s death,

Teddy, Nora, Patsy, and the baby wecrc all
alone, on the little place, which their father and
mother had worked so hard for, and taken such
pleasure and pricle in. Teddy was fourtcen, and
Nora little more than a year younger; Patsy was
ten, and the baby three. The Conelly children
were regarded as especially intelligent by their
neighbors, and Nora, in particular, was always said
to be “ far wiser than her years.” They had
always bocn sent carefully to school, and though
neithcr of them *“ took to books,” particularly,—
unless Teddy’s great liking for pirate stories might
be regarded as indicative of a literary turn, and
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had never “ got the burr.out from under their
tongues,” their native slirewdness had probably
been sorneuhat sharpened.

At all events they liad shouldcrcd their rcsponsi-
bilities, and managed their affairs, without aid
from anybody. Small affairs they were, to be sure.
When the expenses of their mother’s iliness and
eburial were paid, the last cent of Terence Conelly’s
litele board of savings svas gone; and as they had
been obligcd to scrinip and save, for a long time,
to buy the little comforts neeessary for their mother
in her iliness, the children were almost entirely
destitute of clothing; the home was their own;
but in some ivay they must be fed and clothed.
Teddy found a situation in the mili, but the pay
was small, and there were intcrvals whcn he had
no work. Nora took in washing and ironing, and,
now and then, she found a day’ work at cleaning
and siveepiiig. It was too hard for her, of course,
but she never complained. At first, peopie gave
them something, but when it began to be seen how
self-hclpfiil they were, the aid was gradually trans-
ferrcd to the more destitute,—and they were
plenty. Moreover, the Conellys tried to hide their
want, as much as others displayed theirs. Nova
had a sturdy little pride about it, inherited from
both father and mother. And they had been
taught to be scrupulously neat; so there was never
the look of poverty about their house which filth
and squalor give. They did not keep the pig
under the bed, fior the hens in the sitting-room,
like many of their countrymen. And peopie said :
“How well those Conelly children do take care of
themselves 1 They don’t seem to want for any-
thing.”

But many a time Nora went to bed hungry, after
her hard day’s work, and she patched the children’s
clothes and her own until it was hard to tell which
was the original fabric and which the patch; but
patches did not matter much if they were only
comfortable, and were not obliged to ask charity of
anybody ; so Nora thought.

Neither did she mind the hard work, fior the
hunger, if she could only keep the little home, and
the little fiock together, and be independent,—just
as her father and mother would have wished.
Nora’s only fear was that her strength would fail
her; she had a sharp pain in her side, sometimes,
and her face, that had always been chubby and
rosy before her mother died, grew so wan and
pinched that, but for her little snub nose, which
turned up just as decidcdly as ever, her friends
would scaiceiy have known her. But she was not
in the least discouraged. They had lived through
the léng, coid winter, and now spring had come;
the days would be warm and long, now; they
could raise a few vegetables, which would liel|i
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along, and Teddy could catch fish in the river,—
which, though they did taste of petroleum, were,
still, not bad eating. But Teddy was getting into
a wa)' that gricved Nora sorely. One of the mill-
men had lent him papers and books full of stories
that seemed to have turned his head completely,
He was no longer contented to plod along at his
daily labor. He wanted to becomc rich, all ai
once, and have wonderful adventlres.

The oil excitemcnt was strong in the town just
then. In all the regién around, oil had bceii found
for several years, but within the bordéis of tliis
little town che first oil had been struck a year before,
and the peopie had gone wild over it. In the coid
winter nights, Teddy had often been craploycd lo
keep fires burning, along the pipe lines, which ran
over the hills,—conveying oil from the wells to tlie
great tanks near tlie railroad, where it was ke]it
ready for transportation. These fires were to keep
the oil from fieezing, and several men were em-
ployed together. And then stories of wonderful
oil-wells were told, which arousod Tcddy’s imagi-
nation to the highest pitch. All the oil which had
been struck was near the northern border of the
town, miles away from their home, and it cost from
two to three thousand dollars for the necessaiy
apparatus to “ bore for oil.” All Teddy’s story-
papers did not give him the faintest idea hosv lie
svas to become the proprietor of an oil-svelL

Nosv, an enterprising Irishman, thinking he had
discovered indications in his barren pasture, svas
raising money to “ bore,” by selling shares in tlie
prospectivo well. And, as if luck did mean to
befricnd them, Teddy thought Patsy Flannigan
svas seized, just at this juncture, with a desire to
buy their place, To be sure he offered less than it
cost, but svhat svas any place worth, now, that h.id
no signs of oil about it, Teddy svould like to knosv.
And he gave Nora no peace, coaxing and arguing,
getting angry and shedding tears, by turns, and
refusing to listen fora moment to poor Nora’s sug-
gestion that “ there miglit be nota drap at all, at
all, in Danny Cregan’s well, and then, with the bit
place gone, and no money, svhat would becomc of
them ?”

On this particular evening, Teddy svas very much
vexed and disturbed in his mind. Aficr he had
pictured the prospective good fortune in such an at-
tractive svay, for Nora to be entirely unmoved, and
throw coid svater on all hishopcs and plans, svas too
much for Teddy’s tempecr. He arése from the
door-step, svhere they svere sitting, and strode off.
knocking over the baby, kicking at the cat, and
throwing a stone at the chickens. Poor Nora's
heart svas full almost to bursting ; slie did so hale
jo go against Teddy ! She svas naturally yielding,
and “ she loved Teddv so much.”
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Besides, as he said, she was younger and only a
o-irl! “ May be he do be right,” she said to her-
self, faltering in her resolution. “ It ’s afther gettin’
«urun out both of us is, wid the hanid woruk, an’
the little till ate, an’may be sickness before us—an’
the poor bye’s heart so set on the oil-weil! But
then it do be so much like gamblin’! An’Danny
Cregan not quite right in his head, they all says, an’
the last woruds the mother said bein’, * Howld fast
lo the bit place, Nora. Don’t be afther lettin’ any-
body take itaway from yez !’ It don’t be for the
likcs of US to make forchins. We must be contint
wid kapin the roof over our heads, and the bit an’
sLip in our mouths. The saints be good till us !—
but Teddy ’ll niver be contint till he sclls the place
and buys a pairt of the oil-wcll that Danny Cregan
has n’t at all, at all 1”

And with this melancholy conclusién Nora’s tears
fell thick and fast. But a voice at the gate made
lier wipc them away quickly. Teddy had come
back. Nora was afraid he had gone “ across the
river.” They had a “ first eousin” living on the
other side, and once, lately, when Teddy had got
angry with her, he had gone over there, and stayed
two or three days, neglecting his work ; and there
were wild boys there, who led him into mischief.
Nora was happy to find that he had not gone.
I’erhaps he had come back to tell her that he was
sorry for getting angry with her. “ Niver a bye
liad a better heart inside iv him than Teddy had—
before- the oil faver tuk him,” Nora was always
saying.

But Teddy had n’t come back to say that he was
sorry.

“l1t’s now or niver,—will ye sell the place to
Patsy Flannigan an’ make yer forchin ?” he called.
‘eMisther McDonald is afther givin' his consintan’
tha papers is all ready for signiu.’”

Mr. McDonald was their guardian, but he was
a hard-working man, with a large faniily,
troubled himselfvery little about his wards.

“ 'Deed, thin, he would consint till annythin’!"
said Nora. “ Teddv, we’ll niver make our forchin
in Danny Cregan’s 6il-welll Don’t you belave it,
dear! Don’t let liim desave you, wid his blar-
iieyin’ tongue ! Don’t ask me lo sell the roof over
our heads, an’ be afther turnin’ the childer and all
intill the Street. An’ where would we go ag’in we
got the fine forchin, ifye are sureofit? O, Teddy,
ye used to think a dale of me an’ the childer, an’
now ye wont be afther breakin’ our hearuts ?”

“ It ’s yoii that has the blarneyin’tongue 1 L ’ave
olT, now, an’tell me, for good an’ all, will ye give
yer consint?”

“ No, niver!” said Nora, firmiy, though sadly.

Teddy went off, calling out angry words that
almost broke poor Nora’s heart. But the recollec-
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tion of her moiher’s words kept her resolution
strong.

“1will “howld fast to the home, and take good

care of thim all,” as the mother said; and may be
Teddy’ll be afther forgivin’ me, some day,” she
said, over and over again to herself. “But if
Danny Cregan do be afther strikin’ oil, Teddy '11
niver forgive me, sure !'”

And poor little Nora’s tears fell fast and her
heart was torn by cloubts whether after all it might
not have been better to consent. She wassuddenly
aroused from her sad reflcctions by the sound of
fpotsteps. Two men were coming around the cor-
ner of the house; they must have come across the
ficlds, as there was no road in that direction; but
strangers were not uncorainon in the town, nosv
that the oil excitement was raging; they carne from
Petrolia, and Oil City, and even frora Pittsburg,
almost every day. So Nora was not surprised.
One of these men was very flashily dressed, with a
gold chain like a cable, and a very large diamond

pin.  Men who had struck oil usually dressed like
that. Nora recognized them as “ oil men,” at
once. They looked rather cuiiously about the
little place. Then one of them advanced coward
her.

“ Good evening, little girl,” he said, affably.
“ We were told that we should find a washerwoma'
here.”

“1 do be the washcrwoman, sir!” And Nora
ar6se and made a little courtesy, as her mother had
taught her to do.

“ You look rather small
Isn 't it pretty hard for you ?”
“ 1gets money for it, sir,” said Nora, simply.

“ And this is a lonesome, out-of-the-way place.
Don’t you ever wish that you lived down by the
river, where the other Irish people live ?”

“ The bit place do be our own—we likes it, sir,”
said Nora.

“ Never think of selling it, do you? | know a
man who would give you a good price for it; then
you would n’t have to work so hard.”

“ Patsy Flannigan, sir? He offered to give us
three hundred dollars for it.”

“ Three hundred doliais !
tleman who wants it will

for a washerwoman.

|—that is, this gen-
give you a thousand
doliais!”

A thousand dollars! [If they had all that money,
Teddy might have his share in Danny Cregan’s
well, and there would still be enough left to buy
them a house to live in I—though it would n’t be
the dear oid place. And while she was thinking,
Nora’s shrcwd little wits gathered themselves
together. Why did these unknown raen want so
much to buy the little place, that was so far from

the river and the railroad? And this oil man
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seemed so eager and interested! He examined
the soil, he picked up stones and looked at them.
Could it be—oil? It was very unlikely; no oil
had been found near, that she knew of; but still it
was strange.

“1don’t think we do be wantin’ to sell, sir.”

W ho looks after you >—whois your guardian ?”
asked the man; and Nora told him. Then he
wanted to know where Mr. McDonald lived, and
they went away, huniedly. But they seemed to
remember themselves, and carne back to say that
Nora would find some clothes which they wanted
washed, at the hotel. Aficr they had gone, Nora
felt restless and uneasy. At one moment she was
afraid that she ought to have taken the thousand
dollars; the nexl moment she would feel afraid
that they would see Mi-. McDonald, and bind him
to a bargain which she could not break, Very
soon she decided that, as there was yet an hour
before dark, she would go down to the hotel and
get the washing, and then go to see Mr. Staynes,
who lived near the hotel, and tell him her difficul-
ties. Mr. .Staynes was the supcrintendent of the
iron company. Her father had been in his
employ when he was killed, and he had always
taken an intere.st in them. He was a man full of
business cares, but Nora was sure of a kindly hear-
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ing. He had the reputation of being a
shrewd but perfectly honest man; she krcw
that his counsel woukl be wise and safe.
She met bim as he was going in at his
gate,
“ O, little Nora Conelly 1 Well, what is
it?” he said, good-naturedly.
“ Two men do be afther wantin’to buy the place
for a thousand dollars. W.ill we take it, sir?”
“ So they 've been after you already,have they?
I 'vc just been to see McDonald about you, and |
was going up to your place, the first thing in the

morning. They ’ve struck oil on the Ramsdell
piace?-'-got a great flow; only about an hour
ago.”

“ It do be a good ways from us, sir, an’ the hill
between,” said Nora.

“Yes, but the oil seems to follow a cert.tin
track; it runs due east; and you are directly on
the track- And there are other signs in your direc-
tion. You will probably be offered a good clenl
more than a thousand dollars for the place to-mor-
row. But there have been so many failures lately
where oil had been expectecl that nobody will be
likely to oifer you a great price. | made Mec-
Donald an offer which he is disposed to accept, but
says he will leave the decisién to you, who are wise
enough to manage your own affairs. | tvill inif
down a well on your place at my own expense. |If
there is oil you shall pay me for my oiitlay, and
give me one-tenth of the profits. If there is no oil,
the loss will be entirely iny own.”

“ Oh, an’the bit place ud still be our own wilial-
iver way it happened !” cried Nora, joyfully.
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Poor little Nora had known the realities of
hunger and coid, and had become very piactical.
The possibility of becoming rich was too vague
and unveal for her imagination to grasp; it seemed
)ike one of Teddy’s wonderful stories; whiie the
possibility of being without a shelter,—if they lost
their little place,—and colder and hungrier than
they had ever been, seemed a natural onc. She
feh overwhelmed with gratitude to Mr. Staynes,
although with that gentleman it was only a busi-
ness transaction, by which he hoped to make
money: the only things for which she had reason
to fee! grateful to him svere that he ssas not taking
an unfair advantage, as he might have done, and
that he did feel honestly an.sious that they might
be benefited at the same time with himself.

Teddy ought to be consulted, but there was no
time to lose, and Nora said “ Yes” for boih of
them; she felt sure that Teddy would be dclighted
ss'ith the projcct, and she earnestly lioped that he
svould come borne that niglit that slie might tell
him of it.

But ninc—ten—eleven o'clock carne, and no
Teddy. Before noon the next day the boring
operations had commenced, and still no Teddy !

The Conelly place svas thronged by a curious
cross'd. Right in the midst of Teddy’s potato-
patcli they were sinking the svell. They seemed
to think no more of “ praties” than of so many
svecds, though the heart of little Patsy— svho had
sveeded them faithfully—burned within him at the
sight.

It was a sad time for the pigs and chickens.
The pig-pen and the hen-coop were almost buried
under the timbéis, and pipes, and scresvs, and
svheeis, and all the wonderful apparatus that was
to forcé her treasure from the unwilling earth ; the
pigs squealed their remonstrances unceasingly,
and the chicks scattered in ever)' direction, pursued
by their mammas, svith unavailing chicks. The
big roostcr alone seemed to take a cheerful view of
the procecdings. He cocked his head, first on one
side and then on tlie other, and inspected the
operations, shile they bored, and bored, until it
seemed to Nora that they must have bored nearly
through the earth. And, svhen the great tall der-
rick svas set up, the rooster flesv upon it, to an
astonishing beight, and utlered an exultant cock-a-
doodle-doo ! that was re-echoed from all the hills
around. And the result provcd that he svas a
knowing rooster. For, a fecsv minutes after that,
there svas a “ spurt,” into the air, of a dark-green
liquid, from which proceeded an odor like the con-
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centrated essence of ail the bad kerosense lanips
that you ever smelled ! This svas one of the svon-
derful wells. The oil did not wait to be pumped ;
it burst up into the air like a fountain, to the
height of seven or eight feet! There was a great
excitement. It seemed as if tsvo-thirds of the
peopie in the country assemblecl there in less than
halfan hour.

Nora’s delight liad a great drasvback.
was not there. In all this time she had not he.ard
from him. He had gone, at firet, to their cousin,
hut had become angry svith him for saying, when
lie told lhe story of his grievance, that Nora svas
right; and he had gone away from there, nobody
knesv where. And Nora svas anxious about him.
She could not look at the svonderful fountain of oil
for watching for him. Surely, when everybody was
nishing there, he svould hear svhat had happened
if he svere anysvhere near! And, at last, toward
niglit-fall, svhen the excitement svas subsiding a
little, she espied. on the edge of the crosvd, a svay-
svorn and tattered pilgrim who looked like Teddy.

Nora rushed to meet him, and gave him a prodi-
gal son’s greeting; she put both arms around his
neck .and cried for joy.

“ O Teddy, svhere svere ye?”

Teddy

‘1 ’ve been after seekin” my forchin,” said
Teddy, shame-facedly.
* And it’s our osvn place is the forcliin, after

ail!” cried Nora.
W hy they did n’t all
and joy, | don’t knoss".

go wild svith excitement
Teddy had tramped almost
to Pittsburg, finding small jobs by the way, but
had, at length, been seized by homesickness—or
a return of common sense—and taken up his
homeward way.

The oil did not flosv for a ver)' great svhile; the
wonderful svells seldom do. But before the flow
ceased there svas a snug littic fortune jnvcsted for
Teddy, and Nora, and Patsy, and the baby, that
svould keep them from poverty all their days. And
Nora is no longer a svashersvoman; she goes to
school and so does Teddy, svho, 1 am glad to say,
has given up reading pirate stories, and longing
for adventlres, and is trying to Icarn hosv to be a
good and useftil man.

But Nora is still known as the “ wiscst” of the
Conelly children. And she is so gencrous and
forbearing that she has never once said ;

“ O, Teddy, what if 1 ’d consinted to sell our
home?”—not even svhen Teddy carne home one
day and told her that Danny Cregan’s well “ liad
not a drap of oil intil itat all, at all!”
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THE FROLICSOME FLY.

Among the many thousands of insects that
come to visit us every summer, there are few which
seem more gtad to see us, and who like better to
stay with us, than Uic frolicsome fly. How lightiy
and airily he whisks in at the open window, or
door-way, with a hum and a buzz of his wings that
seems to say “ Helio! Here we are | glad to see
yon once more.” And then as he gocs huraming
all round the room to see «hat changes have
occurred since he was last liere, and, as he buzzcs
against al! the Windows, taking a peep into the
gardcn and across the Street, you can almost hear
him talking to himself. If you'could hear him,
you would probably find that he was making good
resolutions for his summer life. He says to him-
self: “ Now I 'm going to stay with these people
all summer, for they have fallen into shocking bad
habits since the flies were here last summer, and |
will make it my dut)-, with the help of tlie other
good flics in this house and neighborhood, to give
these people a good course oftraining in self-contiol,
in early rising, dnd in many othev good and
valuable traits of character which it is desirable
that every person, oid and young, should possess.
My first duty will be to fly into the different
sleeping-rooms very early in the morning, and,
after buzzing in the ears of the lazy sicepers to
make them have bad dreams, I will gently wan-
der up and down their faces, and give them a bite,
that will be pretty sure to awaken them, and I will
fly and buzz about them all day, and give them
plenty of chances of controiling their tempers and
learning not to mind little annoyances.”

| certainly think the fly would say that he bit
you, but he would be wrong, just as every one else
is who says that flies bite. For they don’t bite,
because they cannot bite. They have n’t any
jaws to bite with. But the tongue is very large,
and the end of it, which is round, or oval, or
heart-shaped, has little ridges running across it, so
that it looks just like a little file; and it is a file,
and a very good one, too. So tht fly does not
bite, but he rubs this file of his so rapidly, and it
is so hard, fhat you might as well be bitten, as far
as the effect of waking you up is concerncd.

Then the fly contindes:

“ But, after all, it ’s pretty discouraging trying to
do anything for these people, they are soungrateful
and cruel. They always abuse me, cali me a great
nuisance, and | verily believe that they would not
liesitate to kiil me, ifthey had a good chance. If
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they do notappreciate the training I am giving them
now, 1should think they might remember the work
| did for them before | becamc a fl)-, and be thank-
ful for that. Perhaps, though, they think that I
was always a fly and nothing else, so | must not
judge them too harshly.”

As the fly does not like to talk about himself too
much, suppose that I tcll you about him, and what
he was before he became a fly ?

Well, this fly, of course, had a mother-fly, and
she laid a lot of very sinall, shiny, brownish-whitc
eggs, and whcii each one ofthese little eggs hatchecl.
there carne out a furttiy little ycllowish-white mag-
got, not vcrv active, but very, very hungry. The
appetite that these little fellows ha\'e is something
really wonderful, and this it is that helps them to
be of such good use to man. For while they are
inaggots they live around the barns, and eat up>
olcl decaying material that is filling the air witli
poisonous gases which might ljring sickness to a
great many ofus. One little maggot could not eat
very much, of course; but there are so many of
them, that what they all cat amounts to a great
many hundred wagon-loads every year, T'his is
the good work that the fly spoke of wlien he said
that he had done a great deal for us before he
became a fly; and you see he was right. After the
little maggot has eaten all he can and has grown
all he can, he isabo\:t a third ofan inch long. He
then becomes sbortcr and stouter, stops eating,
remains quiet, and in a few days changes into a
small, dark reddish-brown chrysalis, about a quar-
ter of an inch long. He only Uves from eight to
fourteen days as a chrysalis, and then, some bright
morning, the skin cracks all along the back, and
out comes Mr. Fly. He is a little stiff and lazy ;U
first; he comes out drowsily, stretching his legs,
and slowly waving his wings, after his long sleep of
nearly trvo 'veeks. But the warm sunlight soon
takes the cramps out of all his joints, and, spread-
ing his wings, he takes his first flighl.

How he must enjoy that first journey through
the air—flying along so easily, ever faster and
faster, looking at all the beautiful things about him
for the first time ! The flowers and the bright
green fields, the rippling brooks, the brilHanilv
colored birds that he likes to race with and the
thousands of insects of all kinds that he sees all
abont him, and who pleasantly greet the nc«-
comer as he salis by them. He is too happy to
stop now, and keeps frolicking on until he reachcs
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ihc woods, where he finds it very pleasant, and as
he is beginning to feel very tired he sees just in
front of him two fliea so much like himself that he
ihinks they must be his brothers; so he alights
near them and introduces himself The two flies
Jjic very pleasant with him and tell him that they

THR PLV AND HIS COUSINS HV THF

are not his brothers but they belong to another
family and are sort of cousins of his. Yon can see
our Mr. Fly in the picture where he isjust finding
his cousins by the side of a little pool 1 the
'voods.
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Now these two cousins carne from eggs, just like

our Mr. Fiy, but instead of little white niaggots
like those of the house-fly, hatching from the
eggs, these were little maggois tvith tails, that

lived in the water and crept about on the bottom,
eating all kinds of decaying mattcr that they could
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find. They grew to be over an inch long, and,,
though they lived in the water, they breathed air
justas much as the perfectflyandin much the sume
way- Their long, slendei tails are hollow, and,
when they want to breathe, they have only to
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stretch their hollosv tail up to the surface and take
in as much air as they want. You can at once
sec how convenient this must be for them, for if
they had no tail they would have to stop feeding
and go away up to the surface every time they
wanted a breath of air. It is owing to their long,
round tails, also, that they have received their com-
mon flame of rat-tailed larvte. A larva is an in-
sect that is hatched from an egg, and is called a
larva until it becomes a chrysalis or pupa. It is
the first stage of inscct-life after the egg. After
these rat-tailed larvte have become full grown,
they leave the water and enter the ground, where
they change into a chrysaiis, and soon after come
out as perfect flies. These perfect flics lay eggs
from which a new brood of larvse are hatched, and
so the life-history is completed in four stages ; ist,
the egg, 2d, the larva, 3d, the pupa or chrysa-
lis and 4th, the perfect insect, and this is true of
all the six-footed insects. W hen our Mr. Fly
looks more closely at his cousins, he will find that
they are quite different from him, after all, and
particularly so about the mouth. He would see
that they have nothing like a file or rasp, as he has,
but that in place of it they have a proboscis, andén
the upper side of it, in a little gfoove, there are
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four slender," very sharp, needle-like organs. So,
although they cannot file or bite anything, they
can thrust these sharp little needles into an animal
and then suck outthe blood. This is the way, too,
in which a mosquito, who is also a fly, “ bites,” as
we usually say j yet, of course he does n’t really
bite. but he “ pierces” you with his little needles,
of which he has six.

Away out West, very near the boundary line
betsveen California and Nevada, there is a beauti-
ful lake, called Lake Mono. In this lake there
live ever so many ofthese rat-tailed larvte, which,
liowever, do not go into the ground when they
are about to change into chrysalidcs, but only
crawl up on the beach.

The chrysalides are so numerous that the In-
dians, who cali them “ cho-cha-bee,” rake them
up into piles and carry them home to be cookcil
and eatcn.

There are many other interesting things about
flies, but I have only time left to tell you how you
may distinguish a fly from the other kinds of insects.
A fly has only two wings. just one pair, while the
other insects—the bees, the butterflies, the beetlcs.
the squash-bugs, Ihe grasshoppers and dragon-
flies—have two pairs.

THE ARRIVAL OP THE FROUCSOME FLV.
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IN CHOCTAW.

By Frederic Palmer.

There was once a man who had studied all his
life and bccome very wise—so wise that he could
say “ Buttered pease,” in Choctaw. Every'body
looked up to him with great admiration, and the
little children stopped their play and put their
fingers in their mouths when he passed ljy. And
when a little boy one day asked what was the use
of saying “ Buttered pease,” ih Choctaw, all the
children standing near, that were properly brought
up, cried out with astonishment:

“Why, you ought to know better!”
Ofcourse.”

W hy, how can you speak so !”

Saying this gave them a feeling that they had
done a right and noble thing, and made the little
boy feel very ignorant and miserable.

But, at last, the king heard how wise the mau
was, and he sent a hevald to him congratulating
him on having attained such results of his life-
study, and appointed a day when he would assem-
ble his coiirt and hear him say “ Buttered pease,”
in Choctaw.

So, on the appointed day, the hall of the paiace
was filled with people eager to see and hear tlie
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wise man. The king and queen were seated on a
splendid throne at one side of a raised platform;
and, ata given signal, a hcrald approached from the
otherside and made a long speech, introducing the
man who was to introduce the wise man, and when
the herald had finished, the man whom he intro-
duced made a grand oration, an hour long, saying
how great the wise man was, and praising his self-
denying life in being willingto endure severe ptiva-
tion for the sake of being able to say “ Buttered
pease,” in Choctaw. And when he had finished,
and gathered wup his embroidered robes, and
passed off the stage, a little man dressed in shabby
clothes, with bright eyes and a bald head and
speaacles, Irotted up before the king, and, stop-
ping in front of him, put his hands together and
made a queer. little bow.

Then, whiie all the people held their breath to
hear, he said “ Buttered pease,” in Choctaw, and
bowed again, and turned about, and trotted off the
stage. And all the people gave a great cheer,
and, as they went home, said to one another how
grandly it sounded and what a learned man he
must be.
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THK STORY OF A PRINCE,

Bv Paul

The prince that | ain going to tell you about
was not a fairy prince, fior yet svas he always a real
prince. W e will soon see, however, what sort of a
prince he was at first, and how he afterward carne
to be a different kind of one.

He was Eugéne Louis Jean Joseph, son of the
Emperor Napoleén |Ill., who, when this young
prince was born, twenty-three years ago, sat upon
the imperial throne of France. |If ever there was
a boy who should have been considered a real
prince, such a boy svas littic Louis. He was, per-
haps, the most important prince in Europe, for
in each of the other principal kingdoms and em-
pires, there svere several royal children, and if one
of them died there svere others to take his place.
But there was only one heir to the great throne of
France. Little Louis had no brothers and sisters,
and if he died, svhile young, the French imperial
crosvn would pass to other branches of lhe family,
or, what svas more likcly, it would cease to be a
crosvn at all, for if the French peopie could not
have a son of their present rulei for an emperor
they ss'ould prefer not to have any, but to estalslish
a republic and govcrn themselves.

So it svas very important that the young prince
should live and prosper, not only for his osvn sake
but for that of the empire.

He was a delicate child, but every possible care
sv.ns taken of him, and he gradually grew strong
and healthy. His mind received as much careful
training as his body, and although he svas a prince
of very high degree, on svhom the eyes of tlic
world svere fixed, he did not lead a life of ease and
indolence, but svas obliged to work as hard at
his studies as any of the common boys of Franco.
His nurse svas an Englislisvoman and she aiss'ays
talked to him in her osvn language, and he had
a man to svait on him, who was not allosved to
speak to him in any tongue but German, His
mother, who was born in Spain, talked to him a
great deal iii Spanish, and so he learned these
languages almost as easily as he learned his own—
the French. In all other ways he was very thor-
oughly educatcd, his tutors being men of great
ability, and, as many of them were military men,
he was generally under very strict discipline, dur-
ing his study-hours.

But it mustnot be supposed that he did not have
his amusements and recreations. His parents
svere extremely fond of him, and he had every
pleasure that was considered suitable for a prince.

Fort.

Some of the ptirsuits, indeed, in whicli he took
much interest, svere such as many princes—espv-
cially the princes of story-life—knew nothing of,
Beside his beautiful ponies and horses, his dogs
and his guns, and all the other things he needed
for his royal pleasures, he had a little printing-
press, on which he printed cards and circulars, very
much as the boys in this country print them.

Of course, as he svas expected to be an emperor
and to command armies, great attention was paid
to his military education, and his father did every-
thing that svas possible to make him a thoroiigh
soldier. Not only was he, at a very early age,
made an officer in the French army, and obliged
to perform military duties at certain times, but
svhen the late svar betsvgen Germany and France
broke out his father determined that he should
knosv svhat a battle really svas, and so took him
svith him to the battle of Saarbriicken, where fatlicr
and son sat on their horses in the front of tlie
fight, svith the bullets falling around them. Itis
said that tho young Louis shoss'ed no signs of fear,
and picked up a musket-ball svhich fell near him,
to preserve as amcmecnto of this expcrience, svhich
his father called his “ baptism of tire.”

It is easy to see, by all this, that the Emperor
Louis Napoleén tried to do eveiytliing necessai-y
to make liis son worthy to take his place on the
tlirone of France, but there was one very impor-
tant thing he did not do; he did not give that son
a tlirone to sit upon. Before the boy svas grosvn
up, the throne, and the crosvn, and the empire
svere all gone. The Germans had defeated the
French, the emperor and empress and the young
prince had taken refuge in England, and the peo-
pie of France had established a republic.

Nosv it svas that the young Louis ceased to be a
real prince, for there was nothing for him to be
prince of- If he printed cards and amused him-
self like other boys, there was nothing strange iij
it, for he svas very much like other boys. To be
sure, there were many Frenchmen who believed
that the empire svould be restored, and thcs
looked upon the son of the ex-emperor as the true
Prince Imperial, who, one day svould restore tlie
empire, and take his place at its head.

But the prince was not a real prince, for all that;
his parents were not royal, there svas no throne or
crown to which he could succeed.

But although not a real prince, he was a really
good fellosv, and he svovked as hard as ever to
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and attenth’
indeed, as il®
counti-y which his
throne and had &l
todie in a loneiy
as a man who had no
right to be considered
of royal rank— now was
foremost in according to
Eiigénie and her son all
the honors due to an
ex-empress and an ex-
prince.

Young Louis was not
unmindfiil of these fa-
vors, or ungrateful for
them. England had
been veiy good to him,
and he felt that he would
be glad in turn to do
something for England.
And therefore, 'when a
war began, in South
Africa, between the En-
glish and the Zulus,—a
wnrlike native tribe,—
the young man volun-
teered to go down to
Ziilu-land and fight for
the country which had
befriended him and his
family.

So down he went to South Africa, and joined
the British forccs in Zuiu-land. He was assigned
to no special duty, but one day—tlie first day of
this year's summer—he started out with a small
party of horsemen to select a spot for a canip. No
one supposed that there were any hostile natives
near by, but when a place had been chosen for the
camp, and the men were about tomount theirhorses
toride away, abody of Zuhis, svho had been hidden
in the high grass around them, burst out and
attacked thém, The soldicrs sprang into their
saddics and dashed away, but young Louis' horse
'vas frightened, and he could not mount before the

YOUNG LOUIS NAPOLEON

(PROM A PHOTOGRAPH TAKEN
SHORTLV DBPORE

pmss and

teir of that

RTn empire and
""aie other Bona-

the son of an em-
Gt them has ever been a Prince
imperial.

Heir and empire, both are dead.

The general sorrow
which was felt for his
death, especiallyinEng-
land, proved that there
was a large class of
people who had regard-
ed him as one who
might, some clay, help
to shape the fortunes of
Europe. The greatest
honors were paid him.
The Queen of England
carne to his funeral, and
his pall-bearers were six
royal princes.

But although this un-
fortunate young fellow,
whose grand prospects
and whose life were cut
off so suddenly, ‘'vas
never able to shape any
national fortunes, or
e\'en to be of any ser-
irice to his political sup-
portcrs, he may have
been ofscrvice to many
another young fellow
who has heard how
hard and faithfully he
wovkecl to prepare himself for his future position,
and this not only when he was a prince, and
felt sure of a throne, but when he ‘'vas an ex-
prince, and liad but a slight hope of ever sitting
upon one.

He 'vas perfectly educated and trained for his
business in life, and although he was never able to
undertake that business, the result was that he
became tvhat the French cali, “ U>jjeune homme,
bien ¢levé," and 'vhat we speak of as “ a 'vell-bred
young man.”

And this was 'vorlh all that had been done for
him, and all that he had done for himself.

HIS DEATM.)
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.
Near where your Jack’s puipit siands, my

youngsters, a crazy Echo keeps dinging and clang-
ing, as if he were trying to repeat the ringing of
everv school-bcll in the land. May be, he is.

It’makes me think how bright and rosy the
Little Schoolma’am looked the other day, as she
passed me on her way to assure herself that the
Red School-house would be ready for the coming
study-time.

Well, now! Here she comes again, blessher!
But, this time, a score of sun-browncd boys and
girls are skipping and laughing and racing around
her. They look as though they mean to ca’y
some of the hearty play-time spirit into school with
them, and perhaps Deacon Grecn spoke shrewdly
when he called them *“ boys and girls of right
good sort, who mean to be ready, when the time

comes, to do the work ol strong, wise man and
women.”
But now, here is some business for us; and,

first, who will answer this question for me ?

ARTESIAN WELLS.

RrooWlyn, N. Y.
1 liave just come backmome from a
City out West wnere tnere is an Ariesian weU, trom which Ater
sEﬁiS&lf It veire Kdrted blliny <pbweBPubenginc, 1 think | know
why the water ni.ches out s¢ 'strongly, Wt T .do not know WhYy the
weil is called an '*Artesian” well.” Will you pleaae tcll M&; 1
am, yourdcvoud frieod, B. L.

“FLOWERS OF THE AIR.”

A German writer, named Jean Paul Friedrich
Richter. once called butterflies “ flowers of the
air"; but this he did only on account of their
bright and varied colors. He did not know, what
has been found out since his time and has just
been told to me, that there is a butterfly, called
Papilo Gayi, which has an odor like that of a
flower, besides looking like a brilliant blossom.

A lucky person who happened to come across

L.Mbt.A,

hind
Fiat he
~ hand
He
Ig near
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A GRANE WITH A WOODEN LEG.

In London—in St. James’s Park—there once
lived a crane. By some accident he broke one of
his long legs, and a kind doctor who saw him i.i
pain cut it off above the knce. The bird got well,
but how was he to get about in the world? He
could n’t use a cnitch, as a man with one leg can,
fior had he any friends to whecl him about in an
invalid'Chair, as some sick people have when they
can’t walk.

I don’tknow what the poor loircl wonld have done;
but a soklier, who knew how to do a good many
things, saw the cranc’s trouble, took pity on him,
and went to work to help him. He made a woodeii
leg, with a jointfor aknee, andhcmanagcd tofaslcii
it to the poor cripple, so that he could walk about
and take care of himself. It was not a pretty leg,
like his other, but it was useful, and he was sati--
fied withit. For a long time this wooden-legged
bird was one of the sights of the Park, and very
Jroudly he bore himselfbefore the crowds of curious
)oys and girls who carne to see him.

FISHES THAT SHOOT.

A MAN | heard of had a pond, and a few feet
above it, in one cdérner, was a branch covered with
ants. Right underneath, in the water, carne a
crowd of little fishes, each about six inches long,
and, as the man watched, he saw them shoot out
of their mouths into the air volleys of liny walcr-
drops which struck the ants and knocked them into
the water; and then the fishes ate them up. The
shooting went on until every one of the ants was
disposed of; not a single nnt escaped. 1’'m told
that there was a picture ofone of these finny arch-
crs in your May ST. NiCHOT.AS three years ago.

The jaws of a particular kind of these scaly shot-
gims look like long beaks, and serve as gun-barrcls.
These shoot only one drop of water at a time, and
it rarely fails to hit the mark.

TOUCHY ANIMALS-

Drar Jack-iv-the*Pulpit: | must tcll you some queer tlungs
Ihat have set me pU22?ling, e
FiretofalK | have been told that some animais, like cats and bird,
donot mind being laughed at, but that dog* and horses do. |
our dog, Nero, does not like to be laughed at. And a ccroin Mr. u.
has a pony that gets very ctoss whenever he hea« anybody spcakms
ill ofhim; and, Ifyou laugh ai the pony lo his face, he stamps, seis
l«»ck his ears, snaps wiih his moulh, and is downnghl
Then, iherearesomedogsthatseem loknow wheiheryou are laughin'i
ai them jn derision or by \vny of showing that you cnjoy lheir (unny
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THE MUSICAL CRICKET.

Now, let US all listen.

Hush! Itis the “ Ta-na-na."
What? Not hear him?
Well, wéll, my dears, |

suppose you really don’t—
unless, indeed, there happen
to be some of you on the
banks of the iower Amazon,
where the “ musical cricket” is found.

He is not a grasshopper, mind you, but a kincl
of wold-cricket, and he sings “ Ta-na-na, ta-na-
nd 1” very loud and dcar, over and over agam,
and never stops to take breath.

The factis, that he does not really smg, althougn
it seems so to the ear; for he makes the sound by

rubbing together the overlapping edges oj b's
winv-covers. The nativos fiame this cricket la-
na-na,” and they sometimes keep one m a wicker

cage, as if he were a song-bird. He Uves only a
few days in prison, and then his music ends.

AN UNDERGROUND

1 DON'T know its fiame, and
but a kind of water-holding root, rather like an
overgrown potato, to look at. It is so obligmg
as to grow of itselfjust where men are most likcly
to want it,—on the svidc sandy wastes of bouth
Africa, which, during several months of the year,
have no rain at all, and are moistened only by dew.

Thirsty travelers Crossing these dry deserts look
eagerly for the plant, which is small, and has
stalks scarcely thicker than a pigeon’s qiiill.

it is not a meldn,

PAwh, Phila.
.ijur litile friends
a smooth picce of
— He probably will
».ntly an nnt will make
Tliis is Just what he
and, quick as a flash, his
AHAM#MuT7drawi ihc ant intohis mouih.  Bncit
always ihat his supper condes lo hin; then
he mustgo hunling up and down, back and across,
until he finds hisgame. Ifitisabree black ant.
aniil sees him coming, the chnse will last several
yards, as you mav be sure the antknowswhat ihe
toad is aftct. Mr. Toad of course varies his diet,
bul itisnoteasy to follow him when he takes the
other courses lohismcals.—Yours iruly, M-W, S.

INITIALS ON FRUIT-

Did everyouseeafiame printed on
a growingapple, pearor peach? No?

Well if YOU wish to have that pleasure, this is
the way L obiain it: While the fnnt yet han”
green upon the tree, make up your mind which is
the verv biggest and most promismg specimen qt
all Next, cut out from thin tough paper the mi-
tiais of thé iame of your little brother or sister or
chiefcrony, with round specks for the dots after the
letters, and the letters themselves plam and thick.
Then paste these letters and dots on that side of
the apole which is most turned to the sun, takmg
care not to loosen the fruil’s hold upon its stem.

As soon as the apple is ripe, take off the paper
cuttings, which, having shut out the reddenmg rays
of the sun, have kept the frmt green just beneath
them, so that the iame or mitials now show plamly.
After that bring the owner of tire initials to play
fe ii tfe iree. Ld say pvpently: “W ~. -hat
are those quccr marks on that apple up thcre .

You will find this quite a pleasant way to sur-
prise the very little ones, and, of course, you can
print a short pet fiame as easily as imtials.



Tove finggiviin?
tesu D'Ofron” in
LAS by Mr. John ot
sppeared in * The HUto?,
Modein,” publislied by Mr.

D kar St. Nicholas: There is ~ oid ne”
made a political speech m behalf of Hon. g. U. m

in oiir town wn.
The fol-

reasonkobe
ptoud of our reprcseniatve.—Yonrcoiisunt reacer. n

IN ibe arciclc enitled, “ How 10 ranke a Hacnmoclt,
number of St, | ittylis, n misiake occuis.
Fie 7 on pngc 6eo. should read ;
shfdid witt fhe origina! loop
B, C, and so on until," etc., etc.
look opon mesh A (Fig, 7) « jf«
take
ww.

m the Jtily
The eaplannl.on of
“ She dtd with mesh A just what
on knotting through
Tn other words the leamer should

‘bo ongt"»! '““P

Ihe satch through it accordingly, and so with the

W hen the row is finished, it is to be t.tmcd over, and the work
will 4™ go back in reversa ordcr through the mcshes of the new
” as many boys and girls have written to us that they bhve Itmraed
to mnke haininocks from studylng our anide, wc presume that Ihej
have petccived and corrected this error fot thentselvcs.

tece it

itheles ;1 am a little giri twelve years oid. | live
near the Okcfenoke swamp. One afternoon, renf '“% don';
ing a friend, and an alllgator crawled up to the front door. 1dont

know whether he was going lo knock or nol, as one of the boys shoi
him before he could tell h.s bucncss.-Yours”trdy”

rtest b b wodvert-- Nothing sureis known about Eogtod
before Csesar landed lhere from Gaul in the year SS B- C. " e
Phceoicians, however, who iivcd on the Meditetranean coast of what
is now Turkey in Asia, are believed to have brought tm in ship.s
from Comwail or the Scilly Isles, as early as 600 B. C., and «o it is
thought that they must have firstknown ofthe erustcnce of Englant.
sometimc during the prcceding century,from 700 lo 600 B. C. This is
theborden ofthe answersreceived to Erncst \V, Woodward's quesuon
"Y'hen was England discovetcd? priiilcd in the July “ Lclter-

A Answirs have come from Arthur Dunn-Jual
Mead—Anna Kichmond Warner—Annie A. G .-~. W. Waierman
—St Clair Nichol—Lucy Clayion—Letiic May Folien—b. and L.
W. Brookunier-Thontas L. Wood-Max *?-H. S. W.-Ralph
H. Baldwin.

Trefren-Btsrie

) 41 St. | itiitlis t You told us in ihc numbCT for Ouwber,
1877 about Madamo Cotiin, whowrole the story of Llizabeth-or
thAExiles of Siberia,” and how Elirabclh walked alone her terrible
iourney across the dienry steppes, fiom Tobolsk to Moscow. And
iow ! wnnt to tell you whathas been going on lately over much the
same road she followed, only in the other direciion-

Gn Mnv s (hrec hundred persone started from Moscow 10go 10
nrison in Siberia. On May 12. fourhundred more went; onthe joth.
Sx hundred: and on the s4in, yel more. Sull thatwilinot be neariy
all that are lo go, foi the Moscow prisons held, in the beginning of
May, abouteleven thousand persona who are imndcmned to exile in
Sibetdu ldonotknowifcheygoalltheway lyrailtOTd, bul fora
oan ofit they do. Any way, whether they walk or ndc, I Ihink it is
Sreadful for them 10 leave L me, family and friends, and go so far
away toprison.—Youts iruly. L. w.u.

St. Paul, Minneaola.

b oear st folts ; In your July number, I find a paragraph
soeakine of this sialc as an cxtremelycoid regién, with ihermoracters
a?”minus 30°, Windows ciittained with frosi, and Men and horses

Everdrawfi
Sv zero» il |
miSy perhaps
Ithrc« occa*
S . biH

Jlic al DA. M.,

Et curiauis and

there
H.H.Y.

The
m .the.Pulplt"W irI"12A]j|AB P28 > 7!
from “The Minneapolis Mail" iorJ~W I7i4b. '873. Tt is Il
quicecerinin thai the date of the yearis ciuht, as Tl.e penc.l note upon
the ofd ncwspapcr-cUpping is noi clcar.

Chicago.
Deas St. Nicholas; In votir July number there isalciter abo.,t
n “ Uve doli." whose fiame isXucm Zarate. 1would like lo tell your
other readers that my sislcrand I li.Tve seen,herand played wtth her
She was in St. Louis a ycar ago giving oihlhiuons in cmnp.-iny vnll,
.eveial other little people, Admiral Dot, Missjennie Quiglcy, and
ficneral .\liie. We wcte all staying al ihc same hotel, and | used W
scc AdmIml Dot, and ;\Hss Jcnnie Quigley every day m the
room and halb». »

ne dav. my sUicr and | were jnvited into Lumas rooffi 1o play
with hcT, and we had a grand }caiiie uf Inde-and-soek.  She % s >
small she could hidc in ihe funmesi places you csn imngiM .Once
she ran under the bed wiihoul siooping at al ; and she hid m h”r

r..1:_ a.sa s/-T.<)fDf>d wfth fiin when wc lound licr

JosiE E. Fox.
New York,
Dear St. Nicholas; What you told us in the July number
about “ The Live Doli,"

reminds me that several years ago Iwo
Astee, or native Mexican. dwarfs were exhibtied in England-

The male was about three feel high and twenty-two yeara oid.
The female was sixteen, and nearly two feet six inches m heiglii
Their limbs, ihough siender, were well formed and m
tion  Their heads were very narrow, and ihe fcatures of iheir faces

These awails were iiveiy, mreioseju, «.|u «t»»l./ -V- —
quickly picked IIP little English phrascs ofcommon conve”lion. Al
lime of their exhihiiicm, the wise men were puzzed to know
whether they were n new kind of human Ume or merely bvcans.
wondcr what the same wise men would have ihoilghl of the liny
Lucia Zarate and her mite companicn!—Your constam r«det,
Junnie BELLEW,

At Cape Palmas on tlie wesi coast of Africa, at the nonbem

entrance to the Gulf of Guinea, is a mission-school under the ehargc
of Mr Fair and his wife. In tho school is a class of naUvc negro
giris,from thirteen tofifteen ye.-iis oid, and some of their “ compusi-
lions" have been sentlo St. | ittilis The girls themselves cli,«
the subiecls, and wicic lite pieces without help. Of eouise there is
notroom in ihe “ Lclter-Box" for-11of the composiriotts, and sowc
can prini only a fcw of the most inieresting and amus.ng paris 0
ihem.

One of ihe ~rh, Lonic Hogan, wrlics what she knows
aboui "Clouds.” = Among oi er odd things, she says:  The clouds
act so queer, sometimes. “Hhink ihcy oiren look down on ihc earth
inme ronninn head over hecl. They see a dog barkitig and so on, W
they imitate as itis going on, on tlie earth. When the(:lquds are!
into small{neces in fte sky .liooks beautiful to my eyes. tt '««“s"

fanci«

the skin of the Koyal Tiger, w.ih while and black Stnpcs 1t may
Imthat they have seen the Royal Tiger below
they have made themselves look likc him., Vou Rno

evcrehody do not like to do one thuig evcg time. So is ihe domfo
Theydonc.tlikctofall into drops only SomenmM ihcy likc 10
into one heavy drop called the waterspouL Tliis dcop is very dan-
®'Annii Turner writes about lipw a lion caught a decr; A Ifon oMt
made the figure of a man, set it in Ihe ground, and tarred .1all

10 make it look like a negro. Presently, up carne a deer, who snilTed
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ihcfiirure cuiiously and, at length, “ put his/.naer on it, ang hjs
fioSisSckou. Then the deera?.dt *Ifyou don't letme go, L-«ll
ISfyou-Yilhmyhead." He did not lelhim go, So the deer nocté.
iSd fis head stuck on- Still, he did not letltim go. And the d«c
“ ok with his feel, and his feet stuck on. And the lion went and

"ALncy MI*Bryant seems lohave a real love for llie hve tlungs in
Laur” for sh/mentions very fondiy a beauliful fP/ often seen by her
teai'she teek Rer litHe Wigihers and insters for_wa"s. ~Jhjs
Vniher-Flv was a playmate to us, and .avery kma onc, A— -
o «by __it the namc <Fathcr-Fly.”" The  would
fitel ineben &k aceneiinfower amd dnrkssome of jis nddhar-—" palm-
X" Luey calis il,-and then ihc ch.ldicn would p uck the flower.
d share among lliem what néctar was le.t: f 2 ' ¢
Fiv migh drink was safe fot them alsa, IigC,Tad,dS- 0 s pleM-
ani to have a friend oi Nete inseci and to bié slfl the tune pifying
withit andhayeanicetimewiihil; °t is so sweet, yes itis.* Wheh
I left that part of the couniry lo comi lo Cape Palmas, one thing i
1SS sorry:]bout,—my Fal Ier—FcI‘yh‘ think lie Wia/\s/ sorr}l][or mo to
itnve hiim alone, pccaase iLlgved him very mugh - irst ca
here L thought Pco&lsu u% an eiXeryﬂEgS’?Hk@ / Palm—wmg
fl.wer, but 17found none like Them. ergis neﬁtl,g&ﬁ ||gc them.. |
% oot thi !1 shall ever see 5 N gl’?gmﬁ ePoVniiwin;
3 this ime, 1f 1hey stiltare ip beséen, I do not lhink any
finem DBYE any rcrnembering ofn:?e;’)’t])ul remember thcin yet 1
'hall_nori]g\el(le-[oog cciy%%'egi tdaigcg—r W an amysmg wa
aligtt | H_l&i%ﬂe', Geagméhie%n% Hhe Bar. . Blie sy, Histone
CfOgraphie ang the Eartk just de to go togclher. One.cells 'S about
Ibairand one about this,_and so forth. Histories are interesung to
rt.td. Indeed ihey are.”

PSAB St-Nichouasi Why was it that the “ Magyar" told about
in iﬁ]ur fulv_number, would n%{&sioo

t
fra dlig?ntohnig.nvx\%% P Wouiij g ?é &ﬁov%aift%ogoﬂrew}ﬁmﬁgggﬁ]
. n.

yuur consiant reader,

G H M refere lo a piece sent by Clara Cathannc May Twiss,
and primeé in the July “ Lctter-Box." The Magyar was poor and
..M but his nature was noble; and he would not sioop, because ho
llioughl it would be shameiul to lake something and givc nothing in
RIUtP,

H.C.HowLANN, -Russell Frasersends the foitowing sotutions Of
ihe probiem printed i&the July "Letier-Box"t

Ptobiem; GivenxZ+ y= [ >"d + a=ii; tofina the valué
of X+ y.
1. ByCoM/*artSM//. Av5s«;f fa1. By addHionor
X+ y=7 X H-y*»7 ity=7
y<+ X= Il y + X = It 2+X.
X =7—y X+ 1 =7

In—y* X _ ltrl y+ I=1i
pnirll —y* + 171=11 2x oy =1
T—y=22 — y* + 7—y=22 — X—2y= — 22
y+ y*r22 —7 Yyt Y= 22-T g4 ay= 56
" i5 — 2x — 4y = — 44
el MY
y= - y_ 6. 12
y=3 y=3
x={l= X -1 X= 2
IX=S 4 2x=7—3 X* 4oy = 7
Xss 2 X= 2 4+ oy =7
X+ yA5. Ans, X+ y= 5 AmM. y: 7.4

y =3 .
X+ y =5- AIKt
Solutions were received, also, from C, W. B.-Bdle S. Roorhaoh
-Sylvan Drey-C. H. C.-RebeccalL. Lodge—W. G. X, Jnr.-
LonisJ. Nance-Harry B. Walter-Mary Armsirong-Jas. Jaslrow
—R. E.—Mary Lantry—Frank Farmer.

Moniclair, N. J.
Drar St- Nichotas ; AS giown-up folk sometimes ®
to say in your interesting “*Letler-Box,” h w oon
tiue ingjggnt which may interest some of your young folk, or ihcir

‘ALittfe May. about five years ofd, was alwaysrunning in and out of
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her aunt's sludio, asit snited her whim, and, consequendy, she had
often been present wlien a class met there for instrucuon jn_dra-ving.
SIle'Yas've%"feond of piciTuws, and ypade miutperous aticinpto 2l eopy-
ing some ofmer favoaie tlowers. ?‘Eday she brought in a handful
of daisics that she Ixadjust gathered’and placed ihcm ma glass on the
lable. Her aunl, soon afier, took up a pcncil and bogan to skcich
them, The llitic girl waiched hct quieily for some umc, then, won*
dering, remarked: “ You have no uacber, Aunlie.’  The aunt,
absorbed in her own siudy, unconsciously answered, “ No.

Insmnlly the child’s facebrightened, and, full ofa new ihought, she
exclaimed: "The daisics are your teocher, Auntie! and ran off to
her play again, litlle thinking how wi«ely she had

Dear St. Nicnoi-%s: | nm a htlle boy nine years oid, and I Uve
in California. .
rﬁ]oucﬂn{ou would like to hcar about a curloaty we have m our

little townl k6 @R cagie's nest hri gy ks,.in the lo)
of a bigoid sycam.u.r.sguee._i- ?&E@O{fﬂé‘ﬁ %ﬂ §§£’F§’§RH
home foi the little eagics. This is eight miles lo the Pstnfic Ocan”
X « Isf'py« rt"" " dmib ,h « w BN tA TisArl'th fnr the finh to feed
thém dom 2 thinK raay.loe this was ui© aan... Jr"
snake in its claws Ihat | have seenon lhe

yours truiy»

Dear . Nichoi-as; My papa is in the army, and wo live in
Fort Wallacc, Kansas. Out remment was ordered
South, and that was a great chango. There Isno green graw not
flowers hete.  From the ranchcmen we gei some vegetables. There
is a river called the “Smo”you could jrnnp across il- Ihe
creeks have fanny fiames; "E*unishcd Woman isone.and White

"'M Tpapa”s°out scouting; he has with him two J’nwnee scouts.
He lakes a few soldiersand a wagén, and alitile box f*"

goes reo miles wilhout see.og a ionse or a

oid and my fiame is

Dear St Nicholas: | want lo tell you about a fly which carne
toourLule thewinter. We called him Burr, because he buracd
round ro and made such a noise. He was so lame we «"'d

his_back with our fingere. If we put any sugar O f, h®
witiilfl walk UD to it and e.il «oin<. He’siayed wuh aboui two
weeks. and ibcn went away, and A he did n't come back, »
he was froreo.”Y our affcciionatc fnend, \

W A. M- wriles from Oregon asking what is the meaning of
the three letters, “J. L. B." on Iwenty-dollar gold pieces; and
W W. E. wishes to know why the siais on ihc United hiaics coms
aré six-pointed. W ho can answet these quesdonsl

Eioofclyn, N. Y-
Dear St. Nicholas: Here is a sK” told me by tny friend,
F W F. | have wriiien it oun and 1 hope you will putit m the
“ Letier-Box" when there is a clionce.—Truly yours, Morgan B.

Was He Scared’

Mv cousin Ned H. had a big dog named “ Snap,” and, one day,
the two went hnntiiig. In tlie affcriipon, Ned bec.ame iired -and
lonely He had tramped a long way without shootuig anything, bis
0111, feitheaw . and—he had lostbis dog.,

As night fell, he found himself in aiick wood in a pounng ram.
Weary and dislieartcned, he crawled uito the hollo-A of an imniense
10E, aiid thcre he scon feilasleep. When the paiterofthe rain ceased
N¢d awoke and, peoping out, Ke saw ihc moon sliining.. He goiout
ofhis hole and walked about to stretch higlegs, IcavingTiis gun under

ﬁhl-ellégérdiy had he gone fiftv paces, when, frum tive €nd aft¥e Jog

Wi«@ o tire one Re Jiay siept wn, L3NG @ 80UNY of laws scratcinng
vigoN usil inside. %%Im#ggli% small animal Was there, and h8E=
e

ing to scare it out, Ned pilched a stone which fcli plump upon t

°Aor aminute the sctalching ceased, then it began ogain, ihis time
with fury. Presenlly came a growl, very Itke a 1«“” . ~eep, loud
and savage. Ned thoughtitbest to llave his ~ n athand. and had
just stepped forward to get it when a largo dark objeci slioi from the
loe toward him, giving a hoaree cry ofrage.

Ned stood stock siill for aboiit two seconds, a coid chiil running
down his back, Tlicn he liimed, and flew asfcst as bis legs could
carry him, calling “ Snap! Snap! 'al the top of bis voioe, in the
hope that still his wandcring dog might hear
anee Butno Snap haiked m answer. Instead ofthat, 1~ dreadful
creaiure behind increased its speed every Umc Ned called: and so
the boy had to run fasterand faster.
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On went ihe Iwo, iikc the wind, the beast gaining. Ncdfeit his
strencrh falling, when ahead of him in a glacfe he saw a high farm-
yard bcard fence. Making a tremendous cffort, he gathered himsclr
logelher, and leapcd and scrambled over, falljng exhaustcd at the
other sido upon a neap of straw. He felt safe.

Hapoeiifiig to glance up, however, he saw in the air above him a
huge dark body, with outspread Umbs, open jaws and glaring eyes,
At ihis poor Ncd gave a shriek and fell back insensible,

W heu he carne to. Snap wa” at his bedside Ucking bis hand. The
wiinan of the farm-nouse where he was lying said she had seen him
in the moonlight running like inad with a dog after him, Then, hear-
ing his cry. she ran oui and found him stretched on the sCTaw in a
famt, the dog paniing ai his side,

The ncNt morning, Ned fetchcd his gun from the wood and went
home, not much the worse for his adventure; butit was a long ume
before he ftiily forgavc Snap for Ws share in thai race.

Philadclphio, Pa,
Dear St. Nicholas: Rcading about (he large plani, " RafflcsLi
Amoidi,” in your May number, | thought 1 would tell you more
aboui it. it was discovered in 18x8 by Dr. Arnold. He was stray*
ing about the island of Sumatra, accompanied by ihe govcrnor and
his wifc, when the Malay servanCwho was in adv-ance of them su”
denly called him, with gesturcs of surprise and in tones of astonish-
ment, “Come with me, sir, come? Here is a flower,—Ilarge,
beauiiAil, mosi wonderful!™ Proceeding wiih the man for about a
hundred yards into the juiigle, he did Indeed see a strange flower of
fcnmense size gtowiiig ciése to iie ground. The flower ihus di”
tovered was called Raffleda, in compUmcnl lo the governor (SIr
Stamford Kaffies), and Amoldi in alluwon to Its discoverer.—Your

faithful rcadcr, RobertC. Salter.

DiiAR St. Nicholas: One coid day last Ociobcr. Unele Henry
took me out sailing in his litilc y.acht. He is a sioiit, jolly man, and
he knows all abtnu handUng a 5ailing-hnnl,sr wehad n splendid time
logelher. The sea was not very rough, at first, but, on ihe voyage
home, ihe wind blew so fresh ihat we had to sctul down the coast
under closc-reefed sails.

There was alifie of sunken rocks jutting oul from shore, and wec
had posscd them safely, as we thought, when—bunip I—ihc boat
struck, and siuck on a sharp pcwnx that made a clean round hole in
the lower pan of ihe hull, near the bows. The masus and salis stood
aU righi, and we were silenily considering what to do, when an eddy

RIDDLE-BOX.
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ofthe wind blew us offlhe rock, and the water nished m through tlic
big hole. In Iwo minutes wc should have swamped, for there was
nothing with which we could stop the Icak in time; but Unele fienry
quietly sat dowii nghl over the hole, and then no more water carne in.

W hile Uncis sat there, he baled oui the waier, and told me how lo
rig the sieering gear so that he could use It

it was nol very long before we were lackmg homeward, and Unele
Henry began to laugh at )iis queer posliion, siiiing over ihe leak.

But ii was chiling work, he said. We arrived safely ai our dock;
but | thought you would like to hear how that leak was stopped, so |

wrote you this. —Truly yours, Philup ljeax.

A LiTTLE girl in Columbua, Ohio, sends the “ X~tler-Box ’ che
above picture, >vhjch represenis ancient spoons ofbonc and hom.

Dear St, Nicholas: Will you picase tell me why, when ym
shake up soap and water logethcr, it makes bubbles?—Y ouri mily,
Pbrilie WaterHousi .

The air gets into the suds, when you shakc iliem, and makcs bub-
bles, much as whca you blow air into thc suds ihrougli a siraw ora
pipe-siem.

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

ENK3MA.

SIXTEEN jetters are all of me,
The fiame of a song that over the sea
A nonh bird sang in a south counlne.
My 5, 0, 16, is sometimes Hghter than ihe 15,7, is, B, which blows
over mouni 9, 23, 4, on whose slopca great hcrds of x, X4, to, 3, are
grazing, beasls 10 which 6 and xi are much iiidebied. c. 2. c.

PICTOUIALli ANAGIIAMS.

A river. A State. A siate. A contincnt.

FOITR EAs"Y W OIID-ftai’AHES.

I. 1. ANXinTY. a. A space ofground. 3Tu raise, 4 Found on
ataiks at Harvest time, L r

I1. i. Bodiesof Nvaler. a. A mouniain m Sialy. 3. A plant trom
which indigo is made. 4. Saline.

IU. x, Chicf. 2. The fiame of a man whowa« a leader among inc
Jews after ihcy relurncd to Jerusalem from Babiyon. 3, A large
body ofarmed men, 4. Portions of ihe week.

IV. x, Brudition. 2. A precious stooc or gen.
torture in the nilddlc ages.
in lis plural form.

3- A means of
4- The iiame of a large horncd animal,

cassivei-aunus.

DOIBLE HOrU-GLAS8 PUZZLE.

The central lelter of each horisoiiial word Is used both as the last
leiter of one word andas the first lelterofanolher; as,— “ eaftn,
ten/" lii thg following siatement of the problem, the firsi part, m
“ eat,” is dcfined first; then the second patl, as “ten™; and, laat,
the whole word, as " eaten."”

HorizontaLS ; 1. 1. A metallie vesscl whichgivesa musical sound
when siruck. s. What a cow often does, 3. An instrumeni used for
scnding air ihpougli a tube. I1. i. An inseci. e. A part of the day,
3. Any bovine quadrvujcd; a word rarely used, but sancijoneci hy
W ashington Irving. fll. i. Perform. 2, Upon. 3 A tielcusedm
Spaiii- IV. A consonanu V. i, A negaiivc partlde. s
lion. 3. A ncgalive conneclve pariicle,
color. 3.Wasconccrned, VII, x. A river, ci® and province in South
America. 2. Endued with capadly. 3. An inetructivc story.

Perpendicular: x. A diyin Spaln. 8. A girl’s fiame. 3. An*
other girVs fiame. Fe- h.n-

Aconjunc*
VI. 1, A carriage. 2 A

ENIGMA.

My first is in you, but not in me,
second in liberty, not 111 free.
third is in red, but not in black,
My fourth is fin Queen. hut not iii Jack,
My fifrh is in leach, but not jn learn.
»xih is jn pitcher, but not In um.
seventh is in hot, but not In bum.
My whole is a town for a treaty famed
And by lovers of velvct often named. LM,y

RnVMING ANSWEWS.

Each line of tjie riddie has ils own sepérate answer, nnd all thr
answers rhyme with one another, and nol with the ends of the luw*s
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of fhe verses. Tlie Unes seem to refer lo one thiiig”| the way
ihrough| when perhaps they have no connccuon one wiih another.
Hete isan examplc:

When | am broken, you go free:
Though you be worse, 1 am less bad:

I come by mail to make you glad.
ihcn, you are what | am. D’you see!
A very dog, though not gone mad!

Aifswr: Fetter, better, letter, gelier, setter.
Here are four more puzzles of che same kind. W hat are ihcir
answeis!

Golden and sweet lo market |
Half trembling, half flymg,

Down the streec, whether dirty or no.
Djw grumbling, nol crying;

Confusea and haliing in speech—s—so!
Or like lat a-frying.

go,

I 'm all cteaied thingsj yei man

May boil or bake me m a pan.

While 1 am heard and never seen

To sow bioadcast, 1 always mean.

Dost ihink me irue? | 'm filsc lo thee:
Ncvet the former can | be.

Bul, may | hong on vour new gown

If I can t make best hats in town !

1 am always at your loilet?

Am | the tose on your check?
Scomful am I in cxptession?

There, you "1 break me if you spoak!
Should you venture e'et to taste me,

Quickly then away 1 'Il now,
Grinding all things into powder

As su swiftly on 1 go.

Nor brain, fior hands, yet toil is mine through iifc,

I only speak for rriumph or in ncrcest sinle.

Indebted to me for the very coats they wear,

Yel, that | am their fate. men oftenumes declare.
When they shall cease to Uve and move withm my space,
liten do 1 offer them a quiei bunal place. n

EASY JUAMOND.

1 In rhinoceros.

a. A boy’s nickname.
J. Ufa dark color.

3. A pictorial puzzle.
5. lii subsiiiution.

dottie pimple.

PICTOKIAL QUOTATION.

A LINE from “ Romeo and JulicE,” Aci 111.

EASY METAGRAM.

W hole, I nm 10 slrike against. i. Bchead me and | become part
of awhip. a. Take away 50 and add roo, and | am mouey- .3'
Talcoawav the hundred and | am a Cimber trcc. 4- Behcad me again,

and | stand for “ SHencel" a. 0. c.

ANAGRAMMATIO DOGBI.E DIAMOND.

From the leticrs of the following phmset—ten snharpes pins,
form 4 doiible diamond with a central perpendicular meamng more
mar to perfection,” andaccntral honzoiilal me.imng " parisof raens
nccks.” No letter of ihe phrase may be used twice over m maltmg
the diamond. n

RIDDLE-BOX.
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WHEEIi PUZZLE.
A LETTER istobe placed al each pointin ihe diagram whete lines
cross. When the proper letters have been placed, the spokes will

read as follows, beginning in each insitance wiih the ieiier at the cen-
tén 1. A Greek letter. a. A short poem- 3.,A bud of EgypL 4.
A metal. 5. Animage. 6. A deiiy ofthe ancient Egyptians. 7- A
flower. S.Is never lound where there is no water. s

Around the tiréis a quolatlon from an English poei, with his flame.
The middie circle isa sentence encoufaging the puzzlerto solve the
problem. The innermostcircle Is another sentence of further encour-
*Tgement

DOrBLE ACROSTIC.

The inidals and findis spell the fiames of lwo importantpersonages
inoneofShakspeacc’splays. r . .

Cross words: i. A note m tnusie. a-A fiame fot a tune. 3.
Something which Imriis slowlyand without flame, and is often ap~ied
lorhepetSm. A miaed color. 5, Trcatment: the procesaW which
new fashions become oid customs. 6. A meaautc of lenglh. 7. A
namc used in Scolland 10 denote a long iulet ofche sea. a.g. c.

AN ARITHMETICAL KITE.

Put onc of ihc ten numorals (i-xo) at each star, so that the
producl of those-in auy one siraisrkt Une, multiphed together, sh”l
L the same as the ptoduct of the iiumemls in of ihe oih«
siiaighi lines. There are but sut .straight linesthe four along tte
edees ofthe kite, the perpendicular, and the honzon al. No hciire
is to be repeated in the «ame Itne 1 excepting in the honzoma Ime,
at each of whose ends ihe same numeral is used; however, onK one
ofthe end figuresof ihis horizontal Une is lo be used when miiitiply-
ing toB«thcr ihe numerdis of that line.



THE RIDDLE-BOX. [S ki "TEMBIC
776

la Qualité d’crtc vériiabi X0 sont sans
REBVS 5.5 ., 51
lusire, OUsans vemis. Mes xy, Xj, «a sont une
especc d'étofTc comme de la gasc. sulinie e. i

BATTLE ACBGSTIC.

I. Battie fouglit B. [. 33 11 Asia. [, Batiie fougM
A D I57L in Urccce. 3. BatUe foughl A, D. 1792, in
France, 4- Batlle fought A. D. 1415» ‘n Francc,

The initlal tetlcrs of the flames of the places where
these battks wctc foukiht give the fiame of a brave and
sklllful, but very cruel, European general of ihe sixteeiifli
century-

VLOIIAIj ENIGMA.

My first is in horse, bul nol in cow;

My second in pence, but not in row.

My third is in hill, but not in swect.

My fourth is io pickle, but nol in meal.

My fiflh is in fowl, but nol in bird-

My sixth is in question, not in word.

My seventh is in rain, but nol in slecl.

My eighlll is in shoe, but not in feet.

My ninth is in pot, but nol in can.

My lenih is in wheal, bul nol jn bian.

Now guess this riddie, if you 've the power:
The answer naoics a fragrant nower.

ANNIN SKINNSR.

8EXTIPLK WORD-CIIOSS.

The central leiier, E,is jriven in the diafiram, and jsu~d
for both the Full Perpendicular and ihe iull Honzoniil;

A WZL,KNONS versc of four Unes bul ihe central leticr forms no pan of ihe words thal
the Umbsand armsof ihe cros-s
ENIGME FR.ANOAISE. Ful) Pcrpendlcubr, eight letiers : A word of parting. A

Full Horirontald, seven letierc: An island belonging to bpnin-
Je suis composce de vingi-deux leltres, ct je suis un proverbo Too Umb, three leiiers: Disuint

dd hant Bouoin Limb. four leiters: A place for coHeciing and holdmg waur.
address; «ux mcchants. . . i ierx:

T. Mes 1,2, 8, 9, 22 som rcxirémitc. s. Mes 4» »e, 19, 0, xO. ai IlieiﬂhtArAr?r’nlhirre\fclce:Ieenrcr.s-Aggsccrr?dtuflallbjﬁeacrln:300?25 r(:]falrj]nreasonD v
sontuii baliment oG Ton prepare la taiine. 3. Mes 7, 20, 5*3 9 ! : P ! o

ANSWERS TO PUZZLF”A IN AUGUST NUMBER.

A Pc2ZLINC F an —Knavery, Bravery, Slavery: Very. HisTokicaL Elipra-v- I bolurhes, Il Mer'cma;>‘ 1
NVMERICAL Evir.MAS.—t, Car-go. 2 Auicn-dancc. 3. Plea- ”lw‘}l"”(SCff”‘ Do T Linl M | !
surc. " ] | § 1.
ST BEEEN ll‘v[t‘“_;m“l“m ”Em. “Hu i, 140,
GANGES PAs-tint Brigra.- Falesi
CANTON Ka PICTORIAL Puzzle,— Boy eating apie.
ULt FiTIiaC T tigte LilasTit.-i. BIUFE.
I KIT by ngeratoR- 4. KiTF. 5*IUW. 6. New-graNadA. 7
ORANGE 8, Dcer FawN. 9. OrAngE. xo. GraVcyaria, xx. bUl, u
. N . 2. Eumce. 3. Snipes- 4. Tlpploi ScissoRS. r3,EsSenceoF. 4. LcpnnTU. 15 DisH-coveR- t«
WOoRO*S<5UAIIE.—1, Ncsior. - P - tiep OsagEorangij. 17. ManiioBA. 18. liRiaR. 19. IAM. IVk.
S'ECEM ¢ Rexscﬁgs 2. Worth 3 Threateii
nagrams.— igeon. 2. Worthmesa. reateiis. 4. - o ni . . ) .
f S . pnc”i,ments.—I. Josephinc. . Venus. 3. Dido. 4. Dians.
A - %
cular 5. Festival. 6 Expreasioii- 2 Scverancc. 8. Straightened. 5 Hecuba. « Esthet. 7. Antigone. 8. Metlea. 9. Lleopalrti.
!. Incessanl. xo. Eiiiangles,
Answehs [ \’x i1 tit Jlly Number were received, bcforoJ”y 20 from O. C. Turner—T M'4 A naA —Florvnce
liunker Ro -Kaiie L. Higley-Bessie and her Cousin-A. 0. W allher Si. Cloir Nicholi- M Y. Charies-E B. Llark-r lorotiui
L Turrill—Aiinie Reynes—SuS|e A.ilackliue—Rebecca I.. Lodge—I-ulu Mather—W. W. pglesbee—Lizzie H. do Ti" R jl
Bergen-Bob and Charles- Kmﬁ C. Atvraier-Matnie A. Benedict-Lester M apet-San Wells-Helen M.
—Anna H Mills—Maudc Smith—Floy Carrier—Nellic'S. Tappen—Mabel Gordon—The Blanke_Faraily—Auni
Ella ' TayII?r—MaIr arcl J. Gelnnlllll—Anna Haughlon—e&. Wlsg IAllce and Kare—HIIdegardc “M A ré —IHbarIry
Lanc Mino € C Y Jenn Kjmbal]-Bessie AI A in slipel-
E 0 by owonae B] BlBC& Igay K. %ﬁen an ]leteadway l3e53|e Tay M]aude Crane-Vee Cornwdl-“win a_bmbe«
Jennie Mondschcin- L|II|c Burling-JuliaGrice-J. B. Johnslon-Peter C. Hanou h Florenoe j At-Joo. V.
s. Chcney-Clarence Hoffiiian Young-Louisa Haughion-Warron Woirsberger-Jennie Rogers-GewSia Horla"
Piersqn-Am miih-Wm. kof.ean-Besdie Barney-A r S . aroid -
j’udson—‘g}e’ltle I)_/ I?—hl e|5|—/{\nth unn l%etsv I&on srtem ,&tll_] ed (\;V étoc ett—%ella Wle%‘ aro _ e Cohn—l-l‘—

judsnn

Guy”t Cam rofiL";ie"F®S,rolo?x-He%eKos FilyUgnos Nieholson-Bertha a®

Afiila Ncwcomb is ihc only one who sent corred answers lo all the puzzlestn Ihe July numher.





