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JIMMY’S CRUISE

By Louisa

HOW HE SHIPPED.

A BOY sat on a door-step in a despondent atti-
tudc, with his eyes fixed on a pair of very shabby
shoes and his elbows resting on his knees, as if to
hide the big patches there. But it was not the
fact that his toes were nearly oiit and his clothes
dilapidated which brought the wrinkles to his fore-
head and the tears to his eyes, for he was used to
that State of things and bote it without complamt.
The prospcct was a dull one for a lively lad full
of the spring longings which sunny April weather
always brings. But it was not the narrow back
Street where noisy children played and two oi
three dusty trees tried to bud without sunshine,
that made him look so dismal. RNor was it the
knowledge that a pile of vests was nearly ready for
him to trudge away with before he could really
rest after doing many errands to save mothers
weary feet.

No, it was a burden that lay very heavily on his
heart and made it impossible to even whistle as he
waited. Above the sounds that filled the Street he
hcard a patient moan from the room within, and,
no matter what object his eyes rested on, he saw
with sorrowful distinctness a small, white face
turned wistfully toward the window as if weary of
the pillow where it had lain so long.

Metry little Kitty, who used to sing and dance
from morning till night, was now so feeble and
wasted that he could carry her about like a baby.
All day she lay moaning softly, and her one com-
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fort waswhen

“brother ™ could come and sing to
her.

That night he could not sing; his heart was
so full, because the doctor had said that the poor
cliild must have country air as soon as possible,
else she never would recover from the fever which
left her such a sad little ghost of her fornier self.
But, alas! there was no money for the trip, and
mother was sewing day and night to earn enough
for a week at least of blessed country air and
quiet. Jimray did his best to help, but could find
very little to do, and the pennies carne in so slowly
he was almost in despair.

There was no father to lend a strong hand, and
Mrs. Nelson was one of the “ silent poor” who
cannot ask for charity, no matter how much they
may need it. The twelve-year-old boy considered
himself the man of the famiiy, and manfully car-
ried as many burdens as his young shoulders
would bear; but this was a very heavy one, so it is
no wonder that he looked. sober. Holding his
curly head in his hands as if to keep it from
flving asunder with the various plans workmg m-
side, he sat staring at the dusty bricks tn a desper-
ate frame of mincl.

Warm days were coming and every hour was
precious, for poor Kitty pined in the ciése room,
and all he could do was to bring her dandelions
and bits of green grass from the common when
she begged to go in the fields and pick “ pretties”
for herself. He loved the little sister dearly, and,
as he remembered her longing, his eyes filled and
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he doubled up both fists wiLh an air of cletermina-
tion, muitering to himself:

“ She jhallgo! | don’tsee any other way and
1’1l do it!”

The plan which liad been uppermost lately was
this; His father liad been a sailor, and Jinimy pro-
posed to run away to sea as cabiii boy. His wages
were to be paid before he went, so mother and
Kitty could be in the coimtry wliile he was gonc,
and in a few inonths he would come sailing gayly
hoine lo find the child lier rosy selfagain. A very
boyish and impossible plan, but he ineant it, and
was in just the mood to carry it out—fot every
other attempt to malee money had failed.

“ 1’1l do it as sure as my fiame is Jim Nelsoii.
I ’Il take a look at the ships this very night, and
go in the first one that will have me,” he said, with
a resolute nod of the head, though his heart sank
within him at the thought. "1 wonder which
kind of captains pays boys best? | guess | ’ll try
a steamer; they make short trips. | heard the
cannon to-day, so one is in, and | ’ll try fora
place before | go to bed.”

Littie did desperate Jimmy guess what ship he
would really sail in, ior what a prosperous voyage
he was about to make, for help «as coining that
very minute, as it generally does, sooner or later,
to generous people who are very much in earnest.

First a shrill whistle was heard, at the sound of
which he looked iip quickly ; then a rosy-faced girl
of about his own age carne skipping down the
Street, swinging her hat by one string; and, as
Jimmy watclied her approach, a smile began lo
soften the grim look he wore, for Willy Bryant
was his best friend and neighbor, being full of
courage, fun and kindliness. He nodded and
made room for her on the step, the place she
usually occupied at spare moments when they got
lessons and recounted their scrapes to one another.

But lo-night Willy seemed possessed of some
unusually good piece of news which she chose to
tell in her O'vn lively fashion, for, instead of sitting
down, she began to dance a sailor’s hornpipe, sing-
ing gayly: “ 1 ’'m littlc Buttercup, sweet littie
Butiercup,” till her breath gave out.

“ What inakes yon so jolly, Will ?” asked Jim-
niy as she droppcd down beside him and fanned
herself with the ill-iised hat.

“ Suchfun—yon’ll never guess—just what we
wanted—ifyour mother only will 1 You ’ll dance,
too, when you know,” panted ihe girl, smiling like
a siibstantial sort of fairy come to bring good luck.

“ Fire away, then. It will liave to be extra nice
to set me off. 1don’t feel a bit like jigs now,”
answered Jimmy, as the glooin obscured his face
again, like a cloud over the sun.

“ You know ‘Pinafore’?” began Wiil, and, get-
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ting a quick noel for an answer, she poured fortli
the folliwing tale with great rapidity: “ Well,
some folks are going to getit up with children to
do it, and they want any boys and girls that can
singtogo and be looked at to-morrow, and the
good ones will be picked out, and dressed up, and
taught how to act, and have the nicest time that
ever was. Some of our girls are going, and so am
I, and you sing and must come, too, and have
some fun. Wont it be jolly ?”

1 guess it would; but | can’t. Mother needb
me every minute out of school,” began Jimmy,
with a shake of the head, having made up Ins
mind some time ago that he must leam to do
without fun.

“ But we shall be paid for it,” cried Will, clap-
ping her hands with the double delight of telling
the best pait of her story, and sceiiig Jimmy's
sober face clear suddeiily as if the sun had burst
forth with great brilliancy.

“ Really? How much? Can I singwellenough?"
and he clutchcd her arm excitedly, for this imc.v
pected ray of hope datrlcd him.

“ Some of tliem wiil have ten dollars a weck,
and some more—the real nice ones, like Lee, the

singing boy, who
is a wonder,” an-
swecred Will, in
the tone of one
weli informed on
such points.
“Ten dollars!”
gasped Jimmy,
for the immensity
of the siim took
his breath away.
“ Could / get
that? Howlong?
Where do we
go ? Do they
really want us fel-
lows? Are you
sureit’salltrue?”
“ It was all in

the paper, and

RALPH. then Miss Pyin,

the teacher who

boards at our house, told Ma about it. The folks
advertised for school children, sixty of ’em, and

will really pay; and Ma said | could go and try,
and all the money | get | 'm going to put in a
bank and have for my own. Don’t you believe
me now ?”

Miss Pym and the newspapcrs settled the mat-
ter in Jimmy’s mind, and made him more anxioiis
than before about the other point.

“ Do you think/would have any chance?” he
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asked, still holding Will, who scemed indined for
anotlier dance.

“ 1 know you would. Don’t you do splcndidly
at school? And did n’t they want you for a choir-
boy, only vyour
mother could n't
spare you ? an-
swered Will, de-
cidedly, for Jim-
my did love music
and had a sweet
little pipe of his
own, as she well
knew.

“ Mother will
have to spare me
now, if they pay
like tliat. 1 can
work all day and
do without sleep

to earn money
this way. Oh,
Will, I 'm so glad

you carne, for |
was just ready to
run away to sea.
There did n’t seem anything elsc to do,” whis-
pered Jimrny in a choky sort of tone, as hopes
and fears struggled togetlier in his boyish mind.

“ Run as fast as you like and | ’ll go too. We "l
sail in the ‘Pinafore’ and come home with our
pockets full of money.”

JOSBPHIHR

“ *Sing, hcy, ihe meity maiden and ihc tar!”"

burst out Will, who was so full of spirits she
could not keep still another minute.

Jimrny joined in, and the fresh voices- echocd
through the Street so pleasantly that Mrs. Pcters
stopped scolding lier six sqgiiabbling chidren,
white Kitty’s moaning changed to a feeble little
sound of satisfaction, for “ brotlier’s” lullabies
were her chief comfort and delight.

“ W e shall lose school, you know, for we act in
the afternoon, not the evening. 1 don’t care; but
you will, you like to study so wcll. Miss Pym
did n't like it at first, but Ma said it would help the
poor folks, and a little fon would n’t hurt the chil-
dren. | thought of you right away, and if you
don’t get as much money as | do, you shall have
some of mine, so Kitty can go to the counlry soon.”

Will’s merry face grew very sweet and kind as
she Said that, and Jimrny was glad his mother
called him just then, because he did not know how
to thank this friend in need. When he carne out
with the parcel of vests he looked like a different
boy, for Mrs. Nelson had told him lo go and find
out all about it, and liad seemed as much dazzled
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by the prospect as he was; scwing was such weary
>vork.

The interview with Miss Pym was a most
encouraging one, and it was soon scttled that
Jimmy should go with Will to try for a place on
the morrow,

“ And | ’ll get it, too 1” he said to himsclf, as
he kissed Kitty’ thin cheek, full of ihe sweet hope
that he might be the means of bringing back life
and color to the little face he loved so well.

He was so excited he could not sleep, and
beguiled the long hours by humming under his
breath all the airs he knew belonging to the already
popular opera. Next morning he flew about his
work as if for a wager, and when Will carne for
him there was not a happier heart in all the city
than the hopeful one that thumped under Jimmy’s
tliread-bare best jacket.

Such a crowd of girls and boys as they found at
the hall where they were told to apply for inspec-
tion ! Such a chirping and piping went on there,
it sounded like a big cage fuil of larks and linnets!
And by and by, when the trial was over, such a
ainlling troop of childrcn as was left to be drilled
by the energetic gentlemen who had the matter in
hand ! Among this happyband stood our Jimmy,
chosen for his good voice, and Will, because of her
bright face and lively, self-possessed manners.
They could hardly wait to be dismissed, and it was
a race home to see who should be first to tell the
good news. Jimmy tried to be quiet on Kitty's

account, but failed
entirely; and it was
a pleasant sight to
see the boy run into
his mother’s arms,
crying joyfully;

“1’min!l i ’m in!
Ten dollars a week!
Hurrah!”

“ 1 can hardly be-

lieve it!” and weary
Mrs. Nelson drop-
ped her needle to
indulge in a few
rooments of delight-
fol repose.

“If it goes well
they may want us
for a montli or six
weeks, the manager
said. Oh !just think,
may be | ’ll get fifty
or sixty dollars ! and Baby will get well riglit off,”
cried Jimmy, in an aritlimetical sort of rapture, as
he leaned above Kitty, who clapped her hands
without quite knowing what the joy was about.

SIR JOSBPH, K, C. B.
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HOW HE SAILED.

After thatday, Jimmy led a very happy Ufe, for
he loved music and enjoyad the daily drill with his
mates, though it was long before he saw the inside
of the theater. Will
knew a good dea!
about it, for an
actor’s fainily had
boarded with her
mother, and the lit-
tle girl had been
behiiid the scenes.
But to Jiinmy, who
had only seen one
fairy play, all was
very strangc when
at last he went upoii
the stage, for the
glittering worid he
expected was gone,
and all was dusty,
dark andqueer,witii
trap - doors under
foot,machinery over
head, and a wilder-
ness of scenery
juinbled together in the drollest way, He was
all eyes and ears, and enjoyad himself immensely
as he carne and went, sung and acted with the
troop of lads who made up the sailor chorus. It
was a real ship to him in spite of painted can-
ron, shaky masts, and cabin doors that led no-
where. He longed to run up the rigging; but
as that was forbidden, for fear of danger, he con-
tented himself by obeying orders with nautical
obedience, singing with all his might, and taking
great satisfaction in his blue suit with the magical
letters “ H. M. S. Pinafore ” round his cap.

Day by day all grew more and more intercsting.
His mother was never tired of hearing his advent-
ures, he sung Kitty to sleep with the new songs,
and the neighboi-s took such a friendly interest in
his success that tliey called him Lord Nelson, and
predicted that he would be as famous as his great
namesake.

When the grand day carne at last, and the crew
of jolly young tars stood ready to burst forth with
the opening chorus,

Lrrri.B buttercup.

We sail the occan blue,
Gur saucy shjp’s a beauiy,
We ’re gallant men and true,
Aod bcund to do our duiyt”

Jimmy hardly knew whether he stood on his head
or his heeis at first, for, in spite of many rehearsals,
everything seemed changed. Instead ofdaylight.
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gas shone everywhere, the empty seats were full,
the orchestra played splendidly, and when the
curtain rose, a sea of friendly faces welcomed them,
and the pleasant sound of applause made the
hearts under the blue jackets dance gayly.

How those boys did sing 1 how their eyes shone,
and their feet kept time to the familiar strains!
with what a relish they hitched up their trousers
and lurched about, or saluted and cheered as the
play demanded ! With what interest they watched
the microscopic midshipmite, listened to Ralph as
his sweet voice melodiously told the story of his
hapless love, and smiled on pretty Josephine who
was a regular bluebird without the scream.

“ Aint this fun?" whispered Jimmy’s next
neighijor, taking advantage of a general burst of
laughter, as the inimitable little bum-boat woman
advertised her warcs with captivating drollery.

“ Right down jolly!” answeted Jimmy, feeling
that a series of somersaults across the stage would
be an immense relief to the pent-up emotions of
his boyish soul. For under all the natural excite-
ment of the hour, deep down lay the sweet certainty
that he was earning Health for Kitty, and it made
his heart sing for joy more blithely than any jovial
chorus to which he leni his happy voice.

But his bliss was not complete till the stately Sir
Joseph, K. C. B., had come aboard, followed b)
“ his sisters and hiscousins and hisaunts;” for
among that flock of devotedrelatives in white
muslin and gay
ribbonswasWili.

Standing in the

front row, her
bright face was
good to see, for
her black eyes
sparkied, every
hair on her head
curled its best,
her cherry bows
streamcd in the
breeze, and her
feet pranced irre-
sistibly at the

lively parts of the
music. She long-
ed to dance the
hornpipe which
the little Quaker
aunt did so cap-
itally, but being
denied that honor, distinguished herself hy the
comic vigor with which she *“ polished up the
handie of the big front door,” and did the othcr
“ busincss” rccorded by the gallant “ ruler of
the Queen’s Navee.”

CAPTAIS COFCORAN
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She and Jimmy nodded to one another behind
the admiral’s august back, and while Captain
Corcoran was sLnging to the moon, and Buttercup

sufferingthepangs

of “ wemorse, ”
the young pcople
had a gay time

behind the scenes.
Jimmy and Will
sat upon a green
baize bank to com-

pare notes, while
the relatives flew
about like butter-
flies,andtbesailors
talked ljasc-ball,
jack-knives, and
othcr congenial
topics, when not

cnvying Sir Joseph
his cockedhat, and

the captain his
COEN LREE epaulettes. o
It was a \erj-

successful launch, and the nierry
sail witha fairwind

little crew set

andevery prospect of a
prosperousvoyage. When the first perform-

ance was over, our two children left their fine
feathers behind them, like Cinderella when the
inagic hour struck, and went gayly home, feelmg
much elated, for they knew they should go back to
fresh triumphs, and they were earning money by
their voices like Jenny Lind and Mario. How
they pitied other boys and girls who could not go
in at that mystcrious little door; hosv important
they felt as parts of the spcctacle about which
every one was talking, and what railliouaires they
considered themsclves as they discussed their earn-
ings and planned what to do with the prospective
fortunes!

That was the begiuning of many busy, happy
veeks for both the children; wceks whicli they
long remembered with great pleasure, as did oider
and wiser peoplc, for that mcrry, innocent little
opera proved that theaters can be made the scenes
of hartnless amusemeiit, and opened to a certain
class of young people a new and profitalile field for
their talents. So popular did this small company
ljecome that the piece went on to the summer
\'acation, and was played in the morning as well
as afternoon, to satisfy the crowds who wished to
see and hear it.

Ncver had the dear oid Boston Museum, which
so many of us have loved and haunted for years,
seen such a pretty sight as one of those morning
performances. It was the perfection of harmless
mcrry-making, and the audience was as pleasant a
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spectacle as that upon the stage. Fathers and
mothers stole an hour from their busy lives to come
and be children with their children, irresistibly
attracted and charmed by the innocent fun, the
gay music that bewitchcd the ear one could hardly
tell why, and the artless acting of those who are
always playing parts, whether the nurscry or the
thcater is their stage.

The Windows stood open, and sunshine and
fresh air carne in to join the vevei. Baijics crowed
and prattled, raammas chatted together, oid peo-
ple found they had not forgotten how to laugh,
and boys and girls rejoiced over the discovery of a
new delight for holidays. It was good lo be there,
and in spite of all the discussion in papers and
parlors, no harm carne to the young mariners, but
much careful training of various sorts, and well-
earned wages that went into pockcts which sorely
needed a stli-er Mning.

HOW THE VOY.tGE ENDED.

So the good ship “ Pinafore” sailed and sailed
for many prosperous weeks, and when at last she
carne into port and dropped anchor for the season
she was received with a salute of general approba-
tion for the successful engagement out of which
she carne with her flags flying and not one of her
onllant crew Kkilled or wounded. Well pleased
with their share of the glory, officers and men went
ashore to spend their prize money with true sailor
generosity, all eager to ship for another cruise
in the autumn if their Services should be needed.

But long be-

fote that time,

Able Seaman

James Nelson

had sent his

family out into

the country;

mother beg-

ging Will to

take good care

of her dear boy

till he could

join them, and

his sister Kitty

throwing back

kisses as she

smiled good-

byewithcheeks

already rosier

for all the com-

forts “ brother”

had earned for

Jimmy would not desert his ship while she
floated, but managed to spcnd his Sundays out
of town, often taking Will with him as first mate,

her,
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and, thanks to her lively tongue, friends were
soon made for the new-comers. Mrs. Nelson

found plenty of sewing, Kitty grew strong and
well in the fine aii-, and tlie farmer with whom
they lived, seeing what a handy lad the boy was,
offered him work and wages for the sumnier, so all
could be independ-
ent and together.
W ith this comfort-
able prospect lae-

fore him, Jimmy
sang away like a
contented biack-
bird, never tiring

of his duty, for he
was a general fav-
orite, and Kitty
literally strewed his
way with flowers

gathered by her
own grateful littie
hands,

When the last

day carne, he was
in such spirits that
he was found doing
double-shufiles in
corners, hugging
the midshipmite, who was a littie chap of about
Kitty’s age, and treating his messmates to pea-
nuts with a lavish hand. Will had lier hornpipe,
also, when the curtain was down, kissed every
one of the other “ sisters, cousins and aunts” and
joined lustily in the rousing farewell cheers given
by the crew.

A few hours later, a cheerful-looking boy might
have been seen trudging toward one of the raiiway
stations- A new hat, brave in blue streamers,
was on his head, a red balioon struggled to escape
from one hand, a shabby carpet-bag, stuffed full,
was in the other, and apair ofshiny shoes creaked
briskly as if the feet inside were going on a very
pleasant errand.

About this young traveler, who walked with a
sailor-hke roll and lurch, revolved a littie girl chat-
tering like a inagpie, and occasionally breakincr
into song as ifshe couldn’t help it.

“ Be sure you come next Saturday; it wont be
anything like such fun if you don’t go halves ”
said the boy, beaming at his lively companion &s
he hauled down the impatient balioon which
seemed mclined to break from its moorings

MIDSKtPMITB.
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“Yes | know
That is tol"

hummed the girl with a skip to starboard that she
might bear a hand with the bag. “ Keep some
cherries for me, and don’t forget to give Kit the
doli I dressed for her.”

“ Ishould n’thave been going myselfifithad n’t
been for you, Will. | never sliail forget that,”
said Jimmy, whom intense satisfaction rendered
rather more sedate than his friend.

“ Running away to sea is great fun,

‘'with a tar th.ni ploughs tho water!'"
sung Will in spite of herself,

" 'And a galtani captain’s daiighter,' "

echoed Jimmy, smiling across the carpet-bag.
Then both joined in an irrepressible chorus of
“Dash it1 Dashitj” as a big man nearly upset
them and a dog borked madly at the balioon.

Being safely landed in the train, Jimmy hung
out of the window till the last minute discusaing
his new prospects with Will, who stood on tiptoe
outside bubbling over with fun.

“ | Tl teach you to make butter and cheese and
you shall be my dairy woinan, for | mean to be a
farmer,” he said, Just as the bell rang.

“ All right, I ’d like that ever so much,”
then the irrepressible madcap burst outto the gréat
amusement of the
passengers:

and

“'F ot you mighc have
been a Roosian,
A Frcnchman, Turk or
Proosiaiip
Or an lul.tdan/ "
At this, Jimmy
could not resist
shouting baek as
the train began to
move;
1"Bul in spite of all
temptadons
TO,beIong lo other o”-
tionSf
I 'in an Amer-i-can.””
Then he sub-
sided,to thinkover
the happy hoiiday
before him and the rich cargo of comfort, inde-
pendence and pleasure he had brought home from
his successful cruise in the “ Pinafore.”

deadrvr.
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TRYING CHARMS ON WITCHES' NIGHT.
rscc Pas=1MJ



WITCIIES NIOIIT.

FOUR littie birds all flew from their nest, —
Flew north, flew south, to the east and the west;
They could think of nothing so good to do,

So they spread their wings and away they flew.

WITCHES’ NIGHT.»

By Olive Thorne.

783

From the earliest times men have been try-
ing to look ahead. The ancient Egyptians had
oracles whcre their gods were supposed to answer
the questions of mcn by dreams and other ways;
the ancient Greeks also had famous oracles, which
people carne from far-off lands to consult; the
Romans killed certaiii fowls or animals, and
guessed at the future by the looks of their internal
organs; the Hcbrews and the Babylonians had
their own peculiar ways of finding out what was to
happen. The world has not yet outgrown the
longing to look airead. The Hindul to-day sets a
lamp afloat on his sacred rivcr, and judges of the
future by the length of time it hurns; the China-
man consults his “ wise men,” who pvetend to
understand signs; the ignorant African takes
notice of the cries of birds and animals; the
English—not long ago—tried to learn by help of
what they cali “ witches” ; and Spiritualists, even
now, believe the predictions ofa “ médium."

No serious attempt to look into the future has
been made for a long tinre by inteiligent jseoplc,
and the oid customs have becoine a frolicsome
trying of “ charms,” especially on one night of the
year. It is curious enough that the night selected
is the eve of the festival of All Saints, which' was

established in the seventh ccntury by a pope of
Rome, in honor of all the saints who had no par-
ticular day assigned to them. The Romans
brought this festival to England; there it became
All Hallows, and the evening before it, Hallow-even
or Halloween, and that was the night sacred to
charras and games. In the seventeenth century,
England gave up the night to feasting and frolick-
ing, Nuts and apples were plenty from one end
of the island to the other, and “ Nut-crack Night”
was the fiame given to it.

In England, the reveis were for fun, such as div-
ing for apples floating in a tub of water, and, of
course, getting very wet; or trying to snatch in
the teeth an apple on one end of a stick, which had
a lighted candle at the other end, and, being hung
by a string, could be spuii around very fast, so
that the players often seized the candle instead
of the friiit; or a playful fortune-telling by nam-
ing nuts, roasting them before the fire, and watch-
ing their conduct when heated,—whether they
biirned steadily, or bounccd away, or burst with a
noise, each movement of the charmed nut being
of great iraportance.

One nut test was tried by grinding and mixing
together a wainut, hazel-niit, and nutmcg, making

*Scc Frontispiece.
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into pills, with butter and silgar, and swailowing
them on going to bed. Wonderful dreams would
follow (which was not surprising).

In superstitious Scotland, the night was given
entirely to serious and sometimes frightfui attempts
to peer into the future by means of charms. One
way of trying fortune was to throw a Isail of blue
yarn out ofa window, and wind it.into a ball again
from ihe other end. Near the last something
would hold it fast, when the winder must ask;
“Who holds?” Theanswer would fiame one
who was to hai'e importance in the questioner’s
future.

Another Scotch custom was “ pulling kale-
stalks.” A young person went blindfolded into
the garden, pulled up the first kale or cabbage
stalk he touched, and carried itinto the house,
The whole future was read from that staik: the
size indicated the stature of the future partner in
life; the quantity of earth at the roots showed the
amount of his, or her, fortune; the taste of the
pith told what the temper would be; and when the
stalk was placed over the door, the first iame of
the person entering was the fated fiame.

The island of Lewes, on the coast of Scotland,
had soinc curious customs. Young women made
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a “dumb cake,” and baked it before the fire with
certain ceremonies and in perfect sUence, expect-
ing to see wonders; and the people also sacrificed
to a sea-god called Shong, throwing a cup of ale
into the sea, and calling on him lo give them
plenty of sea-weed to enrich their grounds.

In another Scotch trial, a girl would go into a
barn, holding a winnowing sievc, and stand alone,
with both doors open, to see her fate.

The fashion of trying charms is now neariy out-
grown among Engiish-speaking people. It sur-
vives in America as a pleasant frolic for a social
gathering. In our own day, young people “ sow
hemp-seed,” “ cat apples before the glass,” “ go
down the cellar stairs backward,” holding a candle
and a mirror, They also “ pop chestnuts,”
“launch wainut-shells” holding tapers, and try
the “ three-saucer” test of the future.

In some of our cities, the boys on Halloween
collcct oid tea-kettles, boots, large stones, etc., and
deposit them in clean vestibules, ringing the door-
bell and running away.

Thus the 3ist of October—set apart by a pope as
a reiigious festival—became, in superstitious times,
“The Witches’ Night;" crossed the ocean as asea-
son for frolics, and ends with a street-boy’s jokc.

DUKE LEOPOLU’S STONE.

By Mary E. Bradley.

There was once a great Duke Lcopold,
Who had wit and wisdom, as well as gold,
And used all three in a liberal way

For the good of his people, the stories say.
To see precisely what they would do,

And how nearly a notion of his carne tiue.
He went from his palace one night alone—
When a brooding storra and stariess skies
Hid his secret from prying eyes—

And set midway in the road a stone

It was not too big for a man to move—
The Duke was confident on that score;
Yet the weight of the Iliiiig was enough to

prove
The strength of one’s muscle—and sumething
more.
“ Something more,” laughed the Duke, as iie
strode

Through wind and rain on his homeward road;

“This time to-morrow | reckon will show
If a notion of mine is correct or no.”

From a window high in the palace wall.

He watched next day for the passers-by.
And grimly smiled as they one and all,

W here they found the stone, left the stone to lie.
A lumbering ox-cart carne along,

And Hans, the driver, was stout and strong;
One sturdy shove with (he right intent
Would have cleared the track of impediment;
But whatever appeared to be needless work,
Or work that another might possibly do,
Hans made it a point of duty to shirk.

He stopped his team for a minute or two,
And scratched his liead as lie looked about
For the easiest way of getting out:'

Then—* Lucky for me that the road is wide,”
He lazily murmured, and drove aside.
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The next that carne was a greiiadier To clear their road of this sort of stuff?
A pretty thing for a grenadier

Bristling in scarlet and gold array;
And he whistled a tune both loud and clear, To stumble against, and bark his shins!

‘TKE LEGEND UPON IT HE READ ALOUO.

But he took no note of the rock in his way. If I knew the rascal that planted it here—
When its ragged edges scraped his knee— Yes, surely ! I 'd make him see his sins.”
“Thunder and lightning! what’ this ?” says he. He clanked his sword, and he tossed his plume,

“ Have n’t the blockheads sense enough And he strutted away in a terril)le fume;
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But as for moving the stone—not he!—
It is just,” said the Duke, “as | thought it
would be.”

A littie later, still watching there,

He spied on their way to the viilage Fair,
A troop of merchants, each with his pack
Strapped on a well-fed animal’s back.
Now let US see,” with a nod of his head
And a merry twinkle, His Highness said;
Perhaps this worshipful multitude

Will lend a hand for the public good.”
But alack! the company, man and horse,
Hardly pauscd in their onward course.
Instead of cantcring four abreast,

Two by two they went east and west;
And when they had left the stone behind—
To think of a thing like that,” said they,
Blocking the high-road for half a day!”
It never reached the collective mind

In the light of a matter that implied
Some possible claim on the other side.

So a week, and two, and three sipped past:
The rock in the road iay bedded fast,

And the people grumbling went and carne,
Each with a tongue that was glib to blame,
But none with a hand to help. At last
Duke Leopold, being quite content

With the issue of his expeiiment,

Ordered his herald to sound a blast,

And summon his subjects far and near

A word from his high-born lips to hear.
From far and near at the trumpet cali,
They gathered about the palace wall,

And the Duke, at the head of a glittering train,

Rodé through the ranks of wondering eyes

To the spot where che stone so long had lain.

1 will leave you to picture their blank surprise,

W henheleaped from his horse with a smiling
face,

And royal hands pushed the stone from its
place!

But the stare of amazemcnt became despair
When the Duke stooped down with his gracious
air.
And took from a hollow the rock had hid
A casket shut with a graven lid.
The legend upon it he read aloud
To a silent, and very crest-falleii crowd:—
"®l)is toi is fot iiint, anl for I)im alono
adbo fakts tfio frauilc to mofee tfeis stont.”
Then he raised the lid, and they saw the shine
Of a golden ring, and a purse of gold;
“ Which might have been yours,” said Duke
Leopold,
But now | regret to say is mine.
It was 1 who for reasons of my own
Hindered your highway with the stone.
What the reasons were you have doubtless
guessed
Before this time. And as for the rest,
1 think there is nothing more to say.
My dcar good friends, | wish you good-day!”
He mounted his horse, and the glittering train
After their leader galloped again,
With sound of trumpet and gleain of gold
They flashed through the ranks of downcast eyes,
And the crowd went home feeling rather “ sold"
—Perhaps, ho'vcver, a lesson lies
in the story, that none of us need despise.

MR. CAROTHERS’ SECRET.

By THE AUTHUK OF “ DAB KtNZER.”

“Father,” said Fred Matthews, “ theic ’s oid
r. Carothers and Sain, in their boat."”

“Rightahead ofus,” added Tora, from the bows.
Mr. Matthews stopped rowing and looked around.
There they were, and it looked as if they, loo,

were on their way home.

“What luck?” asked Mr. Matthews, when the

two boats drew a littie nearer to eacli otiier.

“ Pretty good,” said Mr. Carothers. “ Sam,

my boy, show ’em the fish.”

Sam was an oldcr and taller boy than either

Fred or Tom, but the three strings of fish he lifted
up, onc after another, were pretty heavy for him.

‘* How Ve you done ?” asked Mr. Carothers, as
he took hold of his oars again.

“ Oh, not very well. We ’ve been out a dozen
times since we carne, and we don’t seem to find the
right place,” said Mr. Matthews.

“Why, the lake ’s just swarming with fish.
Guess you have n’t found out the knack of it.”

“ Guess not. But | thought | knew how to
catch fish. Fred, show him our string.”
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Fred did so, and he was a good deal ashamed of
them. They iooked so few and so small compared
with the lot lifted up by Sam Carothers.

“ Tell ye what, neighbor!” exclaimed the oid
gentleman, “ I 've twice what I ’Il know what to
do with.

Jest you take one of my strings.”

Mr. Matthews objected, a little, but Mr. Car-
others would not take “no” for an answer;
ihen, it was such a very fine mess of fish.

“He ’s a very neighborly man, | declare,” said
Mr. Matthews, as he pulled away toward the iand-
ing in front of his own house. “ But he ’s the
luckiest fisherman | ever heard of.”

The boys thought so, too, and they said so,
when they got ashore. They said it to Parker, the
colored man their father had hired to take care of
his horses, when he bougbt the farm on the shore

and

of the lake.
“ Yes, sah!” exclaimed Parker. “ He ’s jest
the luckiest. He is. He allers had good luck.

When he kep’ de store at de corners, he made a
heap ob money. Den he ’s de luckiest farmer
in dese parts. Allers has a good crap. Nuffin
ebber goes wrong wid his craps and his critters.
Yes, sah'! Oid man Carothers has de luck.”

“ Wish | knew how he catches so many fish,”
said Fred.

“ Jest you watch him, den.
I’'arn de secret.”

“ Let ’s watch him,” said Tom.

Parker had a good deal more to say, but it was ar-
ranged between him and ihe béys that they should
try for a lesson in fishing from Mr. Carothers.

They only had to wait a few days before they
found an opportunity. Mr. Matthews had only
laughed at them and told them :

“ You have n’t lived on the shore of the lake so
iong as he has. The fish know him better than
they know you and me.”

“ Then, said Tom, “ I should think they d
know enough lo keep away from him. He ’s a
good deal more dangerous than we are.”

“ Unless they want to get caught,” laughed his
father.

But the boys and Parker were out, the next
morning, rowing along just near enough to their
neighbov’s boat, not to have it seem that they
were following him.

“ T aintde boat,”said Parker. “ His ’n’s painted
w’ite, jest like our’n, and it ’s peaked in front, an’
de fish could n’t tell 'em apart onless dey was to
flop on board.”

“ No,” said Fred, “ it is n’t the boat.
it ’s the bait.”

“ No, it is n’t de bait. | asked him all 'bout dat.
He uses rainners and grasshoppci-s and worms, jest
like we do.”

Mebbe you kin

May be
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“ Perhaps,” said Tom, “ it ’s the way he puts

’'em on.”
“ Guessnot. Dey goes on de hook 'bout so,
aiiy how. It ’s de way he fishes.”

“ We ’ll find out,” said Fred.
his boat, now.”

“ Just so far from de shoah,” remarked Parker.
“Wemust 'memberdat.”

They rowed slowly along as they talked, and
there was not a motion made by oid Mr. Carothers
or by Sam that they did not make a note of.

The oid gentleman shouted to them, cheerily
hoping they would have a nice day of it and catch
a good string of fish ; but just then he had to stop
talking and puli in a fine, large yellow perch, while
Sam was taking a sun-fish from his own hook.

“ They ve begun to puli ’em in already,” said
Fred. “ Mr. Carothers, can you tell us where
there ’s a good fishing-ground? ”

“ Anywhere. Anywhere. The lake ’s just
swarming. All you 've gotto do is to know how.”

“ Dat ’sit,” said Parker. “ Dat ’s all de trouble
’bout anyt’ing in dis wicked world. Somehow
mos’ people don’t seem to fine out ’bout fishin’
or ’bout anyt’ing else. Dar ’s lots of things | d
like to know how.”

“ So would 1,” said Fred. “ Now let s row
along and do exactly as he and Sam did.”

They pulled around a bend in the shore of the
lake and Parker was about to drop the anchor
when Tom exclaimed;

“ Wait, Parker, wait. Sara Carothers poured a
lot of stuff into the water, just before they began.”

“ Nuffin but dirt and sand and rubbish,” said
Parker. “ 1 ve seen ’em do it afore dis.”

“ But we must do exactly as he did,” said Fred,
“ if we re to have any luck.”

“ So. Den it ’s easy nuff to puli ashoah for
some dirt.”

It was not far to go, true enough, and they
brought liack half a bushel of rubbish. Then,
as soon as they were anchored, at precisely the
right distance from land, Parker tumbled the
“dirt” into the water.

“ Now we ’ll catch ’em,” he shouted.

“ They both fished on one side,” said Fred.

“ So will we,” said Tom. “ They held their
rodssohigh.”

There was some dispute as to the precise man-
ner in which Sam Carothers and his father threw
their lines into the water, but before it could be
settled, Fred had a bite.

“1 knew | was right,” he exclaimed.
bull-head, first thing.”

“ | was right, too,” shouted Tom, at the same
instant: “ Here comes a pumpkin-seed.”

"Sho!” grumbled Parker. But in anothei

“He ’s anchoring

“ Got a
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moment he addcd, exultingly, “ | was de mostest
right, Mine’s a perdi. Wotawopper!”

So it was, and Fred and Sain imitated Parker
the next time they threw in theic lines. Perdi
were much better luck than bull-heads or pumpkiii-
seeds.

That was a very good beginning, and for a littie
while all three of them were boasting to each other
that they had found the secret of Mr. Carothers,
“and it was n’t much of a secret, after all.”

But then, for some reason or other, the fish
stopped biting.

“ Boys,” said Parker, after they had sat a good
while in the hot sun without so much as a nibblc,
—“ Boys, all de good of dat ar’ secret am gone.”

“ Seems to me it ’s used up,” said Fred, “ and
we have n’t caught anything like a string of fish.”

“ No big ones,” said Tom. “ Most of 'em are
shiners and littie pumpkin-seeds.”

“ Hold on,” shouted Parker.
walloper.”

“ How it does piill!”

“ 1t 1l brcak his pole.”

“ Or puli his hook olT.”

‘eBoys,” exclaimed Parker, “jus’ you keep
still, will you? Dis aint no common kind ob fish.
1’s got to play him and puli him in slow and
kerful.”

Parker was cvidenCly in a high statc of excite-
ment, and the perspiration was standing out on
his dark face in great beads.

How his “ pole” did bend, and how steadily
and carefully he did work on that tremendous hite !
No one would have thought a littie lake like that,
where no sharks ever carne, could have furnished
such a bite.

“ Tell ye wot, boys, ole man Carothers aint
had no sech luck as dis. Not dis morning; fior
Sam nuther. Aint | glad dat hook ob mine ’s a
big one. De line, too,—it’s a mighty good line.”

The boys almost held their breath, and they
had no bites of their own to attend to Just then,

But it was quite as good fun to sit still and keep
the hoat balanccd, while Parker worked at his
prize.

Slowiy and cautiously he drew it along nearer
the boat, and then he began to puliit up through
the water.

At last they could see it!

Dimly, at first, like a dark shadow coming
toward the light,—and then more plainly.

“ Why, Parker,” cxciaimed Fred, “it’salog!”

“ 1’ got a cod-

“1t’s an oid branch of a tree,” said Tom.
“ That’s all.”
“Sho ! | declar’t To t’ink of dat fish pullin’

de hook out ob bis own mouf and stickin’it into
dat ar snag! It s de meanest luck ebber was.

CAROTHERS
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But he was n’t any common fish j 1 knowed dat
w’en he bit.”

The boys were hardly ready to swallow Parkei’s
explanation, and they began to arglie the matter,
while he was getting his hook out of the long,
water-soaked piece of drift-wood he liad drawn to
the surface.

They might have said more, but just then Fred
had a bite. That is, he felt something on his line,
but it had been there for some time. He jerked
it in, almost frantically, for the puli was a hard
one.

“An cel! an eel!” screamed Tom, in great
delight. “ The luck s jours, Fred. That s the
first eel we 've caught.”

“It’s a big one, too,” said Fred. *“ But just

see how it has swaliowed my hook. Seems as if a
foot of the line had gone down his throat.”

So it did, and he was now following up that
piece of mischief, like the angry eel that he was,
by squirming himself into a great snarl and tanglc
with all the rest of that line.

He succeeded perfectly,
very soberly:

“ 1 don’t want to catch any more eels.
no use in my trying to get that hook out.”

“ Never mind,” said Tom. “ You Ve another
hook and line. Let that one go till we get ashore.”

“ 1 Il untwist it for )'ou, then,” added .Parker.
“ But sve’d best git away from dis yer place.
Dar’s no luck in eels.”

“ Hey!” exclairfied Tom. “1t’s my turn. 1
knew there was something nibbling at my hook.”

“ Mebbe it ’s a snag,” said Parker.

“ Or an eel,” said Fred.

“ No, itisn’t. He s a-coming.
like any other kind of fish.”

There was, in fact, no good reason why it should.
Why, to be accurate, it should bite like any kind

and Fred rcmarked,

There ’s

It does n’t bite

of fish. For when Tom brought his “ nibble” to
the surface, Parker shouted :

“ Snappin’turtie ! Snappin’turtle! Look out
you don’t git yer fingers in his mouf. Oh, but
can’t dey bite! Dey ’s wicious!”

Somehow or other, however, the hook had

caught that turtle in his upperjaw, so that as long
as Tom kept up a steady puli there was no help
for it.

In he camc, a great heavy fellow, nearly a foot
long, and dreadfully out of temper at being lifted
out of the water.

“ How ’I' I ever get my hook out of him?” said
Tom. “ He ’s a good deal worse than an eel.”

“ Wuss dan any oder fish,” rcmarked Parker.
“He ’d bite a hole in a side ob solé leather.
Sho!”

As Parkersaid that, the turtle, now landed safely
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on tlie bottoin of the boat, skillfully cast himself
loose from the hook. It had merely caught in the
hard cartilage of his jaw and had not stuck into it
beyond the barb.

“He ’s loose !” exclaimed Fred.

“ S0 ’s my hook,” said Tom. “ Don’t you wish
your eel had known enough to do that?”

“ Yes, | do. But a turtie can’t squirm like an
eel.”

“ He can bite, though.
end of the boat.”

“ Jes' let him creep,” said Parker. “ 1 guess
he ’sin a State ob mind to not be interrupted.”

He ’s crawling to the

PAITKCR'S

“ What ’ll we do with him ?"

“ A snappin’ turtie is a kine ob animal wot kin
iook out for himself won’erfiil wcll. Jest you look
out for him, dat’s all. Guess we ’d best puli up
an’ gitout of dis yer. It s all eels and snags and
sich like.”

Fred and Tom were quite willing to take Parker’s
advice, and, as soon as the anchor was pulled in, he
took the oars. The morning was about gone now,
and Tom suggested that tliey should go back and
get more Information from Mr. Carothers.

“ May be,” said Fred, “ we can learn more of
his secret.”

carothers
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“ Guess wc need to,” said Parker. “ Dar mus’
be part ob it we did n’t see. Wot we foun’ out
had too many turiles and eels and snags in it
Don’t | wish | °d pulled in dat woppin’ big fish ob
mine, ’stead 0I5 de codiamper.”

The boys had their own notion about Parker's
wonderful bite, and were once more beginning to
arglie the case with him when they rowed out
beyond the bend in the lake shore.

“ Why I” exclaimed Fred, “ Sam and his father
have gone.”

“ So they have !” said Tom.

“ Gone?” said Parker. “ Tell ye wot, den, de

SI0 PISH.

bes’ notion for dis crowd is jest to go an’drop our
anchor whar he dropped his’n. Mebbe he forgot
to take his luck home wid him.”

“ Guess he caught as many fish as he wanted
before he went,” remarked Fred.

“ He was pulling them in fast enough, when we
sasv him,” replied Tora.

They were about right, for Mr. Carothers had
come out, that morning, not so much for fun as for
a mess of fresh fish for his dinner, and as soon as
he had caught whathe wanted he went home again.

Very carefully indeed did Parker row around,
measuring with his eyes the distance from the
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shore, imtil he and his young friends were sure
they were over the right spot.

“ But we have n’t anything to throw in,” said
Fred.

“We can go ashore and get a peck ofdirt,” said
Tom.

“ Nebber mind,” said Parker, as he dropped the

anchor. “ We must n’t put any ob our rubbish in
along wid his’n. Not unless we want to spile de
luck.”

That seemed reasonable, and in a minute or so
all three of them had their lines out.
“Sho!” exclaimed Parker, as he pulled in a

good-sized perch. “ De ole man lef” his luck
behind him.”

“ Here 's more of it!” shouted Fred. *“ Another
perch.”

“ And | 've got a pickerel,” added Tom, with a
hurrah that was very iinprudent; but the fish
continued to bite very well, in spite of the noisc,
for a while.

“ We 've got it nosv,” said Fred. “ We can
eatch all the fish we want, anywhere, after this.”

Just then there was a dull splash at the bow of
the boat, and Parker exclaimed ;

“ Dar goes de turtie. Good riddance to bad
rubbidge. I ’s glad he ’s gone, anyhow.”

“1°d have liked to take him horae and show
him,” said Tom, regretfully. “ He was such a big
one.”

“ So he was,” said Fred.
he was so big.”

But there was no doubt about it. The turtle
had managed to climb on the seat, with the help
of one of the oars, and had plunged overboard
without the least fear of drownlng himself.

He was gone, but so, as they shortly discovered,
was all their iuck.

That is, all the fish had gone.

“ W hat can have becoine of them,” asked Fred,
ruefully.

“ Guess | know,” said Parker. “ | 've heard
tell dey does n’Clike turtles for ncighbors. Dey
saw de ole rascal come in among ’em, and dey
moved away.”

That was very piobably the tiuth of the matter,
but the worst of it was that an hour went by and
hardly any of them carne back again. Or if they
carne, they had made up their minds not to bite
any more.

“1 don’t cnre,” said Tom. “ We 've got the
best string of fish we ever caught in this lake.”

“ And we ’ve learned how,” added Fred.
“ That ’s the great thing.”

“ 1’ glad ole Mr. Carothcrs did n’t take all his
luck home wid him,” said Parker; “ but I wish
we 'd nebber cotched de turtle.”

“ Nobody ’Il belLeve
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“ So do I,” said Fred.

“ Wish we 'd kept him,” said Tom.

And don’t | wish,” groaned Parkor, “ dat 17d
pulled in de big fish de snag sp’iled for me.” ,

“ Guess it was all snag,” slyly remarked Fred.

“ De whole ob dat hite? Sho! Don’t 1 know?
Did a snag ebber puli in dat way, and jerk, and
wobble, and mos’ take de pole and all out ob ray
han’s? No, | guess not. | knows a fish from a
codlamper.”

There was no use in arguing against Parker’s
convictions, and he even seemed a little sensitive
about :t. So, after they had fished a good while,
and were very sure the turtle had spoiled their
luck entirely, they once more pulled up their
anchor and started for home.

It was not a very long row, and when they drew
near the laiiding, there were Mr. Matthews and
Mrs. Matthews and the younger children, waitiiig
for them.

“ Well, boys,” said their father, * what success
this time?”

“ Splendid !” said Fred, as he lifted one string
of fish and Tom another. “ Just look at them.”

“Why, boys,” said their mother, “ how well
you have done! And some of them are of a very
good size, too.”

“Yes, ma’am!” exclaimed Parker. “ Dey ’s
slzable fish, but dey is n’t one ob ’'em so big as de
big fish | caught.”

“ And where ishe ? 1°d like to see him.”

“ Yes, raa’am ! But to tell de troof, | does n't
know jest whar he is.”

“ Then you lost him 2?2~

“Yes, ma’ain | He loss himself. You see, dar
was a snag, and de hook got caught in de snag,
somehow, an’de fish got away ”

“ And O, mother,” interrupted Tom, “ | caught
the biggest kind ofa snapping-turtlc.”

“ Did you, my son? Where ishe?”

“ Why, mother, we had him in the boat ever
so long, and then he dove into the lake and got
away.”

“ Did he?
he largc ?”

“ Yes, mother,
caught an eel.”

“ And did he too get away ?”

“ No, mother, but he swallowed ever so much
of my fish-line, and he snarled himself up in the
rest, and there he isnow, in the bottom of the boat."”

Mrs. Matthews took a look at the eel, and so did
her husband, and the latter said:

“ Fred, your eel looks as if he were having a
lawsuit.”

Fred hardly understood'what his father meant,
but he replied:

I.’d have liked to see him. Was

he was,” said Fred. “ And |
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“ Yes, father,
Carothers’ secret.
we want, now.”

and we ’ve found out Mr.
We ’ll catch as many fish as

“ Have you? Well, I 'm glad of that. And
Tom, have you found it out, too?”
“ Course | have, father, or | would n’t have

caught so many fish "

“ Orso much turtle.”

“ O, father, it was the turtle drove away the
fish and spoiled our luck, when he went over-
board.”

“ And Parker, did you find out the secret, too?”

“ Yes, sal)! Dar ’s all de fish ebber was wanted
in dis yer lake. Lots ob 'em, so ’s you know how

to go for ’'em.”

“ Well, Fred, 1 wish you 'd tell me, so | can
catch fish.”

“ Oh, it is n’t much. We saw just how Mr.

Carothers does it, and Sam.
boat just so far from shore. And they throw a
peck of dirt into the water. And they throw their
lines into the water, just so,— 1’1l show you next
time we go.”

“So111,” said Tom.

“ Yes, sah 1” added Parker. “ Butdar’s some
ob dat ar secret de ole man kerried home wid
him.”

“ May be he did,” said Mr. Matthews, with a
meny sort of a iaugh. “ He and | have been
talking about it since he caine in. He was over
here to borrosv a newspaper.”

“ Oh, father,” exclaimed Fred, “ what did he
say it was? Have we got it right ?”

“ Wel, notthe whole ofit.”

“Did he tell you? Please, father, do let us
know. Is it anything about the colorof hisboat?”

“ Not exactly.”

“ Was it de dirt? ” respectfully inquired Parker.

They anchor their

“ He did not speak of that, particularly, but
that had something to do with it.”
“ 1 knew it! | knew it! ” shouted Tom. “ We’ll

carry a batrelful next time we go.”
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“ 1would n't fill the barrel with too much dirt,”
laughed Mr. Matthews. “ 1’1l tell you what Mr.
Carothers said when | asked him the secret.”

“ Oh, father,” said Fred, “ what did he say ?”

“ Why, he said it was no secret at all. All he
did was just to feed his fish.”
“ Yes, sah | ” remarked Parker. “ 1 knowed it

mus’ be somet’ing ob dat kind. Feed de fish !'”

“ But does he feed them every time he goes
out?” asked Fred.

“ Perhaps not. But he picks out places that
suit him, and every now and then he or Sam will
go out there and throw overboard a quantity of oid
stuff of one sort and another, such as fish like to
nibble at. So they get used to coming to those
places, and the big fish foUow the little ones, and
when he and Sain want to catch a mess they know
just where to go.”

“ Yes, sah !'” remarked Parxer. “ But datdon’t
‘count foT dem big corn craps ob his’n. He ’s de
luckiest farmer 'round yer.”

“ Oh,” said Mr. Matthews, with another laugh.
“ Perhaps he feeds his corn-fieids. He ’s just the
sort of man not to starve anything belonging to
him.”

“ 1 wish the boys would remember about that,”

said Mrs. Matthews, soberly. “ People who ex-
pecl to get a great deal must alsvays Ire ready to
give.”

“Yes, ma’am!” exclaimed Parker. “ Dey

mus’ feed de fish.”

“ Mother,” said Tom, “if |1 ’d given that turtle
something to eat, do you s’pose he ’d have stayed
in the boat?”

“ 1 don't know, my son.”

“ Tom,” said his father, “ the mail has come.
You taSe that newspaper over to Mr. Carotliers
with my compliments, and say | ’'m very much
obliged to him.”

“ W hat for, fatlier !'”

“ For teaching you and me and all of us how to
catch fish.”
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EYEBRIGHT.

By Susan Coolidge.

Chapter XI.
TRANSPLANTED.

“iT is strange that | ciid not recognize yon
before,” said Mr. Joyce next day; “ and yet not
so strange either, for you have grown and altered
very much since we met, two years and a half

ago.”
He might well say so. Eyebright had altered
veiy much. She was as tall as Mrs. Downs now,

and the fatigue and anxiety of the iast fortnight
had robbed her of her childish look and made her
seem older than she really was. Any one might
have taken her for a girl of seventeen, instead of
fourteen-and-a-half. She and Mr. Joyce had had
several long talks, during which he learned all
about their leaving Tunxet, about her

for her father, and, for the first time, theTijiti®?~
of the eventful night which had brought him to
Causey Island. He was greatly startled and
shocked when he coraprehended what danger
Eyebright had run in doing his errand to the vil-
lage.

“ My dear, dear child,” he said; “ yon did me
a Service | shall never forget. 1 could never have
forgiven myself had you lost your Ufe in doing it.
If 1 had had my senses about me, | would not
have let you go; pray believe that. That unlucky
parcel. carne near to costing more than its worth,
for it was on its account that | set out to row over
from Maiachi that afternoon.”

“ To take the stage ?” suggested Eyebright.

“ Yes—to catch the stage. The parcel had
money in it, and it was of great consequence that
it should reach Atterbury—where | live—as soon
as possible. You look curious, as if you wanted
to hear more. You like stories still, | see. |
remember how you begged me to tell you one that
night in Tunxet.”

“ Yes, | like them dearly.
hear any now.
them.”

“ Well, this is n’t much of a story, or rather, it
svould be a long one enough if i gave the whole
of it, but the part which I can tell is n’t much.
Once upon a time there was a thief, and he stole a
quantity of money outof abank. It wasthe Atter-
bury Bank, of which | am the president. The
theft carne at the worst possible time, and there
was great danger, if the money could not be re-
covered, that the bank would have to stop pay-

But | hardly ever
There is no one up here to tell

ment. Fortunately, we got a cine to the thief’s
whereabouts, and | started in search of him, and
caught him in a littie viilage in Cafiada where he
had hidden himself away, and was feeling quite
safe W hat makes you look so excited ?”

“ It is ii> interesting,” said Eyebright. “ Were
n’tyou a bit afraid when you saw him? Did he
have a pistol? ”

“ Fistol? No. Ah, you are thinking of the
thieves in story-books, | see,—terrible villains with
masks and blunderbusses. The kind we have
nowadays are quite dificrent,—pretty young men,
with nice mustaches and curly hair, who are very
particular about the fit of their gloves and what
kindof cigars they smoke. That ’s the sortthat
makes off with bank money. This thief of ours

'Xvas a young fellow, only a few years older than

,my Charley, whom | had known all my life, and
liis father before him. | would a great deal rather
ha”V}ad it one of the oid-fashioned kind with a
bkmdétbuss. Well, | found him, and | got back
the m~ey—the hulk of it. A part he had
spent.. "Having secured it, my first thought was
how tifrget home quickest, for every day’s delay
made”great difference to the bank. | liad just

drive over and catch the Portland steamer,
Diit my wagén broke down six miles from Maiachi,
and when 1got in she had been gone an hour and
a half. | made inquines, and found that the
Scrapplehcad stage started next morning, so | hired
a boat and undertook to row across. It was not
storming then. The man who let the boat did
say that the weather looked ‘kind of unsartin,” but
I could see nochange; it was thick and miirky,
but it had been that for days back, and | was in
such baste to get on, that I should probably have
tried it had it looked worsc than it did. The dis-
tance is not great and | am used to rowing. Only
God’s mercy saved me from capsizing when the
first squall struck the boat. After that, | have only
confused mcmories. All | could do was to keep
the boat head on to the waves, and it was so in-
tensely dark that | could see nothing. | must
have been rowing for hours in the blackness, with-
out the least idea where | was or which way | was
going, when | saw a light moving toward me.
That, from what you say, must have been your
lantern. | had just strength left to puli toward it
and the waves carried me on to the beach. My
arm was all right then. | must have hurt it when
| fell over the side of the boat. It was a miracu-
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loiis escape, and | believe that | owe my life to the
fact of your coming down as you did. 1 shall
never forget that, Eyebright.”

People often say such things in the warm-heart-
edness of a great deliverance from danger, ot
recovery from sickness, and when they get well
again or the danger fades from their minds, they
cool off a little. But Mr. Joyce did not cool; he
meant all he said. And very soon after carne the
opportunity of proving his sincerity, for the great

BIEBHICIIT AND CHAKLEY.

wave of trouble, which Eyebright had diinly felt and
dreaded, broke just then and fell upon her. The
boat in which Captain Jim Downs and her father
had sailed was picked up far down the coast, fioat-
ing bottom upward, and no doubt remained that
both had lost their lives in the storm of that
dreadful night.

How the poor child could have borne this terri-
ble news without Mr. Joyce at hand to help her,
1 cannot imagine. She was almost broken-
hearted, and grew so thin and palé that it was
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pitiful to see. Her sorrow was all for Papa; she
did not realize as yet the loss which had fallen on
herself, but it would have been hard to find in the
world a little girl left in a more desoiate position.
In losing Papa she had lost everything she had—
home, protection, support. Nobody wanled her;
she belonged to nobody. She could. not stay on
the islandi she could not go back to Tunxet;
there was no one in the world—unless it was
W ealthy—towhomshe had the right to gofor help

<SliE PAGK 797.)

or advice; and Wealthy herself was a poor wom-
an, witli little in her power to give except advice.
Eyebright instinctively dreaded the idea of meet-
ing Wealthy, for she knew that Wealthy would
think if she did not say it, that it was all Papa’s
fault; that he ought never to have taken her to
Maine, and the idea of having Papa blamed hurt her
terribly. These anxieties as yet were all swallowed
up in grief for Papa, but whenever she thought
about herself, her mind grew bewildered and she
could not in the ieast see what she was lo do.
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And now what a comfort Mr. Joyce was to her !
He was nearly well again, and in a great hurry to
get back to his business; but nothing would have
induced him to leave the poor child in such
trouble, and he stayed on and on, devoting him-
self to her all day long, soothing her, telling her
sweet things about heaven and God’s goodncss and
love, letting her talk as much as she liked of Papa
and not trying even to check the crying which
such talks always Irroughl on. Eyebright re-
sponded to this kindness with all her warm little
heart. She learned to love Mr. Joyce dearly, and
turned to him andclung to him as ifhe had beena
friend always instead of forafew days only. Butall
this time her future remained unsettled, and she
was at the same time too inexperienced and too
much oppressed with sorrow to be abie to think
about it or make any pians.

Other people were thinking about it, however.
Mrs. Downs talked the matter over rvich her hus-
band, and told Mr. Joyce that “ He ” was willing
she should take Eyebright, provided her folks, if
she had any, would consent to have heri “ bound”
to them till she was of age. They never had kept
any “ help ” and she did n’t need one now; it was
n’t for that she wanted the child, and as for the
binding out, 't was n’t nothing but a formality,
only Mr. Downs was made that way, and liked
to have things done regular and legal. He set
store by Eyebright, Just as she did herself, and
they 'd see that she had a comfortable home and
was well treated in every way. Mrs. Downs
meant kindly, but Mr. Joyce had other schemes
for Eyebright. As soon as the fact of her father’s
death became certain, he had written to his wife,
and he only waited an answer to propose his plan.
It carne at last, and as soon as he had read it, he
went in search of Eyebright, who was sitting, as
she often sat now, on the bank over the bathing-
heach, looking sorrowfuUy offtoward the sea.

“ lhave a letter from home,” he said, sitting
down beside her, “ and | find that | must go back
at once,—day after io-morrow at latest.”

“ Oh, must you?” said Eyebright, in a voice
which sounded like a sob. She hid her face on his
arm as she spoke, and he knew thatshe was crying.

“Yes; but don’t cry, iny dear child. 1 don’t
mean to lIca\-e you here alone. That is not my
plan at all. | want you to come with me. Last
week, | wrote to my wife to propose this plan, and
I only waited to liear from her before telling you
about it. Will you come and iive with us, Eye-
bright? | caii't take your father’s place,—nobody
could do that, and it would n’t be right they should;
but we ’lIl all do our best to make you happy, and
you shali be just like our own girl if you ’ll come.
W hat do you say, my dear? Will you ?”
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“_How kind—how kind you are!” replicd Eye-
bright in a dazzled, wondering way. “ 1 can’t
think what makes you so good to me, dear Mr.
Joyce. But do you think | ought to come? | 'm
afraid | should be troublesome. Wealthy used to
say ‘that other folk’s children always were trouble-
some,’ and that it was mean to ‘settle down’on
people.”

“ Never mind Wealthy or her maxims,” said
Mr. Joyce, with a smile. *“ We TIrisk your being
troublesome, Eyebright. W:ill you come?”

“ Do you think Papa would have wished to have
me?” asked Eyebright, wistfully. “ There ’s no-
body for me to ask now except you, you know.
Papa always liated ‘being under obligations’ to
people. If | stay with Mrs. Downs,” she added,
timidly, “ I can work and help her, and then |
sha’n’t be a burden. | 'm afraid there isn’t any-
thing 1 can do to help if I go with you.”

“ Oh, Mrs. Downs has told you of her plan, has
she,” said Mr. Joyce, half vexed. “ Now, listen,
my child. | do really and seriously think that
your father, were he here, would prefer that you
should go with me. If you stay with Mrs. Downs,
you must give up your education entirely. She is
a kind woman, and really fond of you, | think;
but with her you can have no advantages of any
sort, and no chance to fit yourself for any higher
sort of work than house-work. W ith me you will
have the opportunity of going to an excellent
scliool, and, if you do your best, by the time yon
are twenty-one you will be able to teach, and sup-
port yourself in that way, if it becomes necessary.
And, my dear, you are mistaken in thinking that
there is nothing you can do to help us. We have
never had a daughter, but we always have wished
forone. My wife and | are getting on in life, and
there are lots of ways in which a young girl will
cheer and brightcn us up, and help to make the
house pleasant for Charley. It is dull for a boy
with no sisters, and only an oid father and mother.
So, you see, we really are in need of a girl, and
you are just the girl we need. So, will you
come?”

“ Oh, I’ll come gladly 1” ciied Eyebright, yield-
ing to the pleasantness of the thought. “ 1 ’d
raiher live with you than anybody else in the
worid, Mr. Joyce, if only you are sure it is right.”

It was settled from that moment, though Eye-
bright still felt a little qualm of shyness and fear at
the thought of the unknown Mrs. Joyce. *“ How
horrible it would be if she should n’t liice me when |
get there !” she said to herself.

Only one more day at Causey Island, and that a
very busy and confused one. The little house,
which it had taken so many days to get into order,
was all pulled to pieces and dismantled in a few
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be; and this atmosphere of loving-kindness was as
reviving to Eyebright’s drooping spirits as real
sunshinc is to a real piant, drenched and beaten
down by heavy storms. She felt its warmth
through and through, and it did her good.

Mr. Joyce had just asked a blessing, and was
proceeding to cut the smoking beefsteak before
him, when the door opened and a tall boy with
curly hair and a bright manly face, hurried in.

“ Why, father, I did n’t know you were here, or
I should have been in long ago. How are you,
sir?” ending the sentence, to Eyebright’s amaze-
ment and amusement both, with a hug and a
hearty kiss, which his father as heartily returned.

“Yes; 1’'m at home again, and very glad and
thankful to be here,” said Mr. Joyce. “Here’s
the new sister, Charley; you did n’t see her, did
you? Eyebright, this is my son Charley.”

“ My son Charley,” like most boys of sixteen,
was shy with girls whom he was-,not acquainted
with. He shook hands cordially, but he said
littie ; only he watched Eyebright when she was
not observing, and his eyes were very friendly.
He liked her face, and thought her pretty, which
was certainly very good of him, for she was look-
ing her worst—tired and palé, with none of her
usual sparkle, and dressed in the water-proof suit
which was not at all becoming.

So here, in this secure and kindly haven, |
think we raay leave our storm-tossed littie girl,
with the safe assurance that she will be tenderly
and wisely cared for. | know that a few among
you will want to hear more. No story was ever
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written so long or so conclusive, that some child-
reader did not pop up at the end with, “ Oh, but
just tell US this One thing.” | cannot satisfy such;
still, for their benefit | will just hint at a remark
made by Mrs. Joyce some months later. She and
Mr. Joyce were sitting on the porch, and Eye-
bright, who had grown as dear as a daughter to
the oid lady’s heart, was playing croquet with
Charley.

“ It really does seem the luckiest thing that ever
was, your being shipwrecked on tliat island,” she
said. “ 1was frightened almost to death when |
heard about it, but if you had n’t we never should
have got hold of that child as we did, and what a
pity that nnould be ! She certainly is the nicest
girl 1 ever saw—so sweet-tempered and loving and
helpful, I don’t believe any of us could get along
without her now. How fond she and Charley seem
of each other ! | can’t help thinking they ’Il make
a match of it when they grow up. It would be an
excellent idea, don’t you agree with me, Benja-
min? Charley could never find anybody whom
he would like better, and then we should keep.
Eyebright with us always.”

Mr. Joyce roared withaughter.

“ She ’s only fifteen,Ad~rharley wont be seven-
teen till next Saturday”’ he said. “ Don’t you
think you ’d better put off your castles in the air
till they are both a littie older, Mother ?”

Such castles are absurd ; still it isby no means
impossiijle that this may come to pass, and if it
should happen to do so, 1 fancy Mr. Joyce will be
as much pleased as “ Mother,” every wbit.
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A STREAMLET started forth from a spring in tlie
side of a mountain, and, after an infancy of gay
leaps in bright cascades, spread out into a more
quiet and steady movement. It began then to
dreani and meditate on tiie object for which it ex-
isted. While in this grave mood a Will-o™wisp
dartcd out and danced over its waters.

“ Ah,” cried the Streamlet, “ this is a heavenly
light sent to tell me what! wish to know, and to
guide my course.”

But the Will-o-wisp soon flitted away and van-
ished, leaving ihe Streamlet more perplexed than

before. Its first creed was gone. Then a rosy
cloucl fluated in the sky and mirrnred itselfin the
bosom of the Stream.

“ This,” it cried, “ is a tokcn of Paradise ! ”

But a wind rufiled the water, and the tinted
cloud ivas mirrored no more; and when the
Streamlet bccame still again the rosy cloud had
passed from the sky. Then a water-lily expanded
on iis waves.

“ Behold !” said the Streamlet; “ lo nourish this
beauty is the end and aim of my life.”

But the lil)' presenti/ folded up and perished.
The Streamlet moved on. Presently it carne to a
spot where men had thrown hard stones in its way.

obstructcd its course, turned it aside through a
narrow channel and forced it to rush in a confused
pcrilous way over a wheel.

“ Alas!” cried the Streamlet;
this agony | was born?”

But after some wild splashes the Streamlet
found itself at peace again and went on widening.
And now a glorious moon carne out and showered
gold all over it.

“ How wealthy | am !” cried the Streamlet.

The moon waned, But the stars carne out, and
the ripples caught them as bright marvels; they

“is it then for

hinted deeper, steadier glories yet to be revealed.
But the stars set.

At length a Poet reclined on its bank and sang
toit:

“ Sweet Streamlet! What a bright life must
have been yours! What flowers must have
fringed your gliding way, what rosy clouds you
have reflected, what lilies you have nourished,
what stars have risen to tell you their secrets ere
they have sctl You have done brave work, too.
You have watcred the meadow and made it svave
with grain; you have conspired with the sun to
ripen the harvest, and when matured you have
helped to turn it into bread. Not for any one of
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these joys and uses were you made, but for all!
So may the stream of my life run on, with varied
happiness and helpfuiness, not anxious about the
unknown Sea to which thou and I, fair stream, are
tending.”

As the Streainlet listened, all the bcauties it had

known shone out again, and they all dustered—
dancing light, rosy cloud, golden moon and serene
stars—around the great sorrow it had encountered,
the obstruciion which had ground grain for man;
for that, transfigured in the Poet’s song, seemed
the happiest experience of all.

THE GRAVE IN THE FOREST.

By Janet Hay.

A great tree fell in the forest,
With a crashing, thunderous sound;
Slowly and terribly stretching
His ponderous length on the ground.
And lay at the feet of his brothers,
Mangled and dead,
Just as a mighty giant
Would pillow his head.

And his brothers looked down upon him—
Swaying their heads for grief—
And joined their voices in wailing,
But none of them deigned relief;
None of them cared to reach
Their myriad helping arms,
But stood upright in the forest.
And braced anew for the storms.

Taller and colder they grew,
Till an autumn funeral day,

Then some of them strewed their leaves
On the great, dead tree as he lay.

But the leaves grew browner and biowner.
And shriveled, and thin, and oid;

Then a winter wind blew them away
With one blast of its breath bitter coid.

So he lay untombed and forgotien,
W ith his shattered boughs forming a bier;
W ith never a réquiem chanted,
With never a flower or a tear.
But a troop of forest children,—
Creen mosscs and lichens gray,—
The woodland's own littie darUngs,
Found out where the dead tree lay.

And with never a thought of its greatness,
Through sunshine, through rain, through sleet,
They have woven the loveliest mantle,
And covered him head and feet;
A mantle of costliest texture,
Of varied and rare design,
These loving and tender mosses,
These lichens drawn up in a line.

| have been all through the woodland.
And, just as | saw it to-day,—

The peacefulest place in the forest
Was where the dead giant lay.
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By Charles Barnard.

Master George Timsok lived with his father
and mother and his brother Walter in the country
until Georgé was ten years oid. The family then
moved to New York City, and took rooms on the
east side of the towu, not far from the Bowery.
How very different from the open and beautiful
country! Tall brick houses on both sides of the
Street,—stores on the first floor and tenements
above. Three rooms for four of them,—a little
kiichen, a sitting-room and a small bedroom.

place, and both George and his brother found their
new home a sad change from the country. There
were fields and meadows, the shore by the pond,
the woods, the brook and the huckleberry pasture.
Here, nothing; noteven a stone-wall to jump over,
not a single wild raspberry-vine or rose-bush, not
even a place to play “ tag ” or to toss ahall. They
said there was a place to play up at the Central
Park, but that was four miles off, and, as far as
George and Walter were concerned, it might as

ELEVATBO RAILROAD STATION AT CHAMSSRSiIi STREET

The kitchen had one window, the sitting-room
two, and the bedroom none at all. No yard, no
place to play, no sunshine in the windows all the
year round. George’s father and mother took the
bedroom with brother, and George slept on the
soféd in the sitting-room. But the greatest trouble
of all was the want of a play-ground. How could a
couple of such lively fellows exist without a place to
play ? Life is a hollow mockery without a playing-

well be a hundred miles away. Mr. Timson said
they were too poor to live up-town, near the park,
as he was obliged to be at his work early in the
morning, and to ride up and down in the horse-
cars every day would take more time than he
could possibly spare.

One day, for the want of a better place to go,
the boys wandered off toward the wide Street called
the “ Bowery.” It was not much fun to walk in



jSis-] THE RAIEROAD

such a crowd. As for running, or having a good
jump, it was out of the question.
“ 1t isn’t any fun,” said they.
too many folks here.”
The Bowery is a wide and busy Street.

“There ’s just

The

PORTIOK OF THE ROAD BEYOND CSNTRAL

sidewolks ate ali day crowded with people; there
are stores on both sides, and there are four horse-
car tracks in the Street center, a busy, dusty, noisy
place. On coming to the cérner, the boys saw a
number of men digging great hoies in the side-
walk. They asked a man if they were putting
down gas-pipes, and he said, “ No, it’s the ele-
vated railroad.” There were greatpiles of dirt, and
heaps of bricks and sand in the Street. It seemed
strange that they could make a railroad with
such things. Just then there carne along a most
singular wagén. It had two pairs of wheels, a
small pair in front, and a very large pair, as tall
as the roof of a liorse-car, behind. There were
four horses, and between the wheels were two very
long timbers that made the body of the wagén.
Under this timber-body was hung by cbains a
great piece of iron-work painted bright red. This
remarkable wagén was drawn up to the sidewalk
and stopped, as ifto unload, and a crowd of people
gathered round to see the performance. George
and Walter mounted a pile of bricks and had a fine
chance to see. There was a man to drive the
team, and he walked along the timbers and
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unfastcned a chain that was wound round a heavy
stick of wood. At once the stick began to rise till
it stood upright, and the great mass of iron
dropped lightly on the pavement. The mcn took
off the chains and threw them over the top of the

PARK, ON POSTS FIFTy-SSVBN FEET HIGH,

wagén, and the driver led his horses away, leaving
the iron in the Street. Our boys wondered how
such a very long wagén could turn round. Ah!
how very odd! The driver led his horses round
till they marched right under the wagdén between
the two pairs of wheels |

Ful! of these wonders, they went home and
George told hismother they were “ buildingan ‘ele-
vated railroad *under the sidewalk in the Bowery.”

W alter suggested that if there was a good rail-
road, one that would go real fast, so that father
could move up-town, perhaps they would live in
some place where they could play.

“1’m quite out of practice with iny ball, and
as to playing any kind of a game, it’s no use to
try it, that is if you have to run about; and who
wants to play sittin-down games all the time ?
So | do hope the railroad will be built. It
would be such a comfort to have a place where
you can stretch your legs without upsetting some-
thing.”

“ And to have a place where a fellow can run
and holler without that oid man next door coming
out and saying all boys should be put in barréis.”
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“ 1 ncver could understand why cities are made
without play-groiinds,” added Walter. “ It s a
great oversight, 1°ni sure. 1°'d see to the play-
ground first, and then build the houses.”

From tliat day.George and W alter watched carc-
fully the progress of the work in the Bowery. They
wanted to see exactly how everything was done.

1 MR\
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the iron sockets sunk in the sidewalk, and some
men were fastening the ropes to one of the great

pieces of iron lying in the Street. Then they
turned the windlass, and the piece of iron was
soon swinging in the air over the walk. It dropped

gently down, and a man guided itinto the socket,
and then it stood upright,—a big iron poston the

THB QUKVZ AT MURRAV STREET AND COLLBGE TLACE.

First, the men dug great holes in the sidewalks.
Into tliese holes they lowered large flat stones
having four holes drilled through them. Through
these holes were placed iron rods having pieces
ofcast-iron at the ends to keep them from pulling
out; Upon these stones and around the rods the
masons built up brick towers or picrs reaching
nearly to the level of the sidewalk. Upon the
brick pier they laid a heavy cast-iron socket or
cap, the ends of the iron rods passing through
holes in the cap. Big nuts werescrewed on the
ends of the rods, thus fasteningthe cap to the
stones under the brick-work.  The boys studicd
all this with the greatest interest, and, being bright
feliows, they soon guessed what it all meant.
The work was to be some kind of bridge, and
these piers were the foundations.

One day,noticing a crowd of people on the
Bowery, they marched down thereto see what was
going on. PusUing through the crowd, they found
a curious hoisting-machine, or derrick, drawn by
horses. The machine was standing near one of

edge of the walk. The horses dragged the derrick
away, and presentiy another post was standing in
place a short distance up the Street. Greatly
interested in these things, George and Walter
spent much of their time out of school watching
the work as it went on.

The next day, more wonderful things happened.
On going out to the Bowery, the boys found a little
wooden house, which, having a chimney and steam-
pipe on the roof, was standing on two long beams
that stretched from the tops of two of the iron col.
umns. How it could have got up there they could
not guess. There was a derrick at the front of the
house and many ropes and chains, and in the Street
were scattercd about great numbers of iron beams
of most curious shape. These they readily saw
were to make the beams of the iron railway-
bridge that was to stretch along the Street just
over the sidewalk. Some men were fastening
chains to one of the iron beams. In a moment, all
was ready, the foreman gave a whistle, the engine
in the house puffcd noisily, the chains tightened,
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and the great beam slowly rose in the air. Two
raen climbed up the posts, and when the beam
carne up to them they caught it and pulled it into
place, and it rested from post to post. A man van
out on the beam, took off the chains and threw
them down to the men below. They fastened the
chains to another beam, and to the ropes of the
derrick, and in a few moments it was resting
beside the othcr on the posts. The derrick,
house, enginc and all roUed on wlieels out on the
beams to the next post, ready to pick up the next
pair of beams. All tiiis, the two boys watchcd with
lively curiosity, as it was indeed quite a wonder-
ful performance.

It seemed as if the railroad changed every day.
First carne the carpenters placing the sleepers (the
cross-pieces of wood on which the rails are laid)
on top of the bridgc, then carne the track-layers,
and lastly the painters. At one place they were
putting up a long platfoim, with wooden staiis
leading up to it from the sidewalk, and the boys
guessed this must be a station.

Then, for some time, nothing in particular hap-
pened, and the boys began to think the railroad
would never be opened.

One day their father carne home from work look-

SIXTH AVSNUS,

ing quite pleased. He said the road would be
opened the next day, and that this was their last
night in these narroiv and crowded quarters. The
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morning carne, and with it arrived a furniture
wagon. AU the things were put in it. Walter
and his father and the driver mounted the high
seat, and they dtovc away. As for George and
his mother, they waiked out toward the Bowery.

Presently they carne to the Street where the
station was being built. It was not finished, but the
stairs were opened, and there was a great crowd
of people going up and down. Suddenly, as they
were walking, a railroad train rushed right over
ihcir heads with a loud roar.

“ Hurray!” said George.
last.”

They went up the stairs, and on the platform
they found a man iu a little box. Gcorge’s
mother paid him the money for two tickets, and
they svent out on the platform next the railroad.
Here were the tracks stretched over the iron
beams from post to post directly over the sidewalk.
On the oppositc side of the Street was another row
of posts with the tracks on top, and a platform for
the passengers.

Suddenly, with a loud roar of escaping steam, a
pretty little engine slid up to the station and
stopped. There were three long cars packed full
of people, and the moment they stopped there

“ She ’srunning at

UNDER THK SLEVATKD RAILROAD.

was a grand rush to get on board, but the train
started off before they could get on, and, to
George’s disinay, they were left behind. His
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disappointment did not last long, for in a few min-
utes another train arrived, and they got on board.
“ Oh !” said George, as they entered the neat
and handsorae car. “ This is fine enough 1”
His mother opened a window, and George
looked out and found they
were flying. Certainly, it
seemed so, for he could see
nothing of the bridge on which
they were riding so swiftly.
The people below on the side-
walk looked up in surprise,
and some of the horses pricked
up their ears as if frightencd.

[OCTOBER,

IN THE AIR.

Hc took his mother’s hand, and they stepped
out on the platfoim ofa station, a long distance up
town, They went down the stairs, but before they
reached the Street their train liad rushed away over
their heads. They turned to the right and entered
a quiet Street, and in a moment George cried out:

“ Oh! There ’s the river, and a ship and some
trees.”

They soon carne to the neii' home. It was a
small brown-stone house just finished, and looking
very new and shiny. They entered the house and

clean stairs, to the second
floor, and then Mrs.
Timson tookakeyfrom
her pockeC and opened

a door.
Ahi Thiswas fine!
Six rooms smelling
sweet and new, and
with Windows for every
room. George went

FILLLLJC THB HIGH POSTS WITH CEMBNT (SEE PACK 806.)

“ They '11 get used to it when they find it don’t
hurt ’em,” said George.

Soon they were in the middle of the Street, right
over the horse-cars. There s one going the
same way. How quickly it was left behind!
W ith a loud roar another train rushed past going
the other way. Then the train stopped suddcnly
at a station, and crowds of people got in and out.
It was only a bare platform as yet, but the car-
penters were already at work making a house as if
they intended to have quite a fine dépét.

On they flew, right over the horses and wagons
below. The train flew over the cross-streets in a
flash, and in a moment they were pulling up at the
next station. George had eyes for everything.
They were in the last car, and he went to the rear
door and looked out. The avenue looked like a
two-story Street, with street-cars, wagons and side-
walks, and stores below, and a railroad above.

“ Come, George 1 here we are !”

about through the rooms, and said, “ This shall
be the dining-room, and this shall be the parlor.

Oh! and this shall be Walter’s room.” The
window was open and George looked out. There
was the river ciése to the house. How it

sparkled in the sun 1 There were some ships, with
trees on the opposite shore, and beyond in the dis-
tance a grassy hlll.

“ 1t is n’t so drcadful crowded up here,” said
George. “ Oh! there s a schooner coming up
the river before the breeze ! And there ’s a steam-
boat. And we could n’t have lived up here if it
had n’t been for that elevatcd railroad !”

Suddenly the door opened, and Walter burst
into the room, skipping and hopping as if he were
going wild.

“ Oh! George, George ! This is too much.
There ’s a field just out here and a himber-yard
and 1 ’'ve seen the gate to the Park.”

“ And here ’s the river, and a base-ball ground.

«879-1
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and some rocks, and just the most splendid place
to play ever seen,” exclaimed George.

“Play! | guess so,” cried the lively and
excited Walter. “Why, it ’s exactly like the
country,—only it’s altogether different, but just as
nice. There’s room enough to ruu and holler,
and do anything we please. | tell you, George,
there ’s no use of our being sorry we had to come
away from the country. [It’s just as good here;
every bit ofit, and | 'm ever so glad the railroad is
built, because this part of the city looks as if it
was made by folks who had lioys and girls.”

The city of New York is long and narrow.
There is a deep river on either side, where ships
come from all parts of the worid ciése up to the
edge of the town. Now, where the ships are
the mcrchants want to be, and where the mer-
chants are a great many other people of business
want to be; and so it happens that a very great
number of people want to do business in a very
small space. The land is thickiy covered with
stores and offices and, manufactories. W hen the
city was small this was all right, and folks lived
near their stores and counting-rooms quite com-
fortably. But more and more people carne to live

RAILROAD
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the north, up the island. Tlien people said they
must have cars to take them up and down town
from their homes to the stores. They iaid tracks on
the streets and used horses to move the cars. This
was all very good for a few years; but, more and
more people carne there to live. They found the
horse-cars too slosv and they began to build tall
tenement-houses and to put dozens of poor fam-
ilies under one roof. , This was too crowded for
health and, just as George and his brother pined
for room and air and sunshine, so many other
children found it hard work to grow up among so
many people. Then the people said : “ This will
not do, we must have railroads with good engines
to take US far up town toward the country.”

Of course these railroads could not be laid in
the streets, for locomotives cannot run fast through
crowds of wagons and people. And so they at first
thought they might make underground railroads
like those in London, or they might tear down a
long row of houses and make a lafie through the
town where the tracks could be laid.  Either plan
would cost a great deal of money ; so, after many
tridis and a great deal of talking, they decided to
build high jron platforms through the broad streets

VIEW OR 'lHE ROAU AT COOPEIl LVSTITUTE.

in New York and the place became very crowded.
The rivcers kept them in on each side. and to get
room they made new streets farther and farther to

the tracks for a railroad. It
our two boys watched with so

and on top to place
was this work that
much interest.
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Had they been able to go about on the uppcr
part of the island on the west side of the city,
beyond Central Park, they ivould have seen even
more remarkable performances in the way of
bridge building. A locomotive is a curious animal.
He likes a good level road with no bad hilis to
climb. Ifyou try to make him climb a steep hill
he may stop short and refuse to stir a wheel. The

RAILROAD
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guing up and down all the time. The horse-rail-
toacls are decirtedly in the way of all other vehicies,
and the cais often cause blockades that delay the
business people very much. Before the elevated
railroad was built, the liorse-railroad was a serious
cause of trouble in streets already crowded with
caris and wagons. But now if we stand on the
sidesvalk, and can look in both direclions under

THE KHIST ELEVATEO KOAD, WITH ITS UNE OF SINGLE POSTS.

land to the west of Central Park is exceedingly
hilly, and the railroad must be made to please
these iron horses. So it happens that where the
ground is low the iron supports of the railroad
are very high, as may lje seen by the picture on
page 80i. Some of the posts that support the
railroad are fifty-seven feet high, and as they are all
hollow until filled with cement, some very curious
work could be seen here while the building was
going on. The picture on page 804.shows a man
filling a post with cement by pouring it in at the
top.

The platfonn on which he stands is in two parts
and hites the post on both sides, pinching it lightly
by means of screws.

This matter ofrunning a steam railroad through
a city, in such a way as not to intcrfcre with ihc
traffic, was a difficult and puzzling Isusiness. In Lon-
don, as 1 have said, the city railroads are placed
in tunnels under the streets and houses. In Paris,
there is a railroad in an open “ cutting” or dcep
ravine, with bridges over it at all the streets that
cross it. In many English cities the railroads run
over brick aruhes at tiie level of the Itouse-tops.
All of these incthods answer a good purpose, but
they are very costly. In New York an entirely
different plan has been tried by these elevated
railroads laid on iron bridges through the streets.

These roads work admirably. There is a greai
traffic in the streets where they are built. Titere
are horse-cars and crowds of trucks and wagons

the iron bridges, wc see that the various vehicies
and horse-cars pass along precisely as if there were
no railroad there. While tve are examining these
things, two trains pass, one on each side of the
Street,—in fact, one of them runs directly over our
heads. We might tell our friends when we reach
home that we were run over by & railroad train
and that it did n’t hurt a bit.

We walk on down-tosvn and come to a ixurower
Street, and here the railroad tracks come ci6se to-
gctlicr, and thougli the Street is shaded by the iron
bridge overhead, it is clear and unobstructed.
Here ’s a station with steps going up to the house
overhead, and we hear a tiain stop overhead and
hear the conductor cali out tlic iame of lhe Street
and open and ciése the gatcs for the passengers.
There is no loud ringing of bells or blowing of
wliistles, not even a puff from the smoke-stack, ora
rush of steam from the vacuum-brake. The bridge
resounds somewhat, as you can easily imagine,
when such a great mass of iron is shaken by the
rapid motion of the heavy locomotives and trains;
hut the noise is not of much consequence. It is
far less than the roar and rattle of the teams in
the Street below. Certainly the horses do not
seein to mind it. There is one, gravely eating his
oats with evidcnt satisfaction and peace of mind,
though a rail-train rushes over his head every two
minutes.

There are different kinds of platforms or iDridges
for these roads.  One in Sixth avenue has square



1879.) THE RAILROAD

posts set up in the middle of the Street, on either
side ofthe horse-car tracks, and on these a doubie
track of railroad fs built, directly over the horse-
cars. By Crossing to the east side of the dty lo
the Third avenue we shall find another kind of
road. The iron posts carry lattice girders on top,
and on these the tracks are laid, one track over each
Ime of posts. Here, they say, ihe load is over the
line of support. Thatis, the trains pass directly
over the post.s that support the road, while on Sixth
avenue they pass over beains that cross from one
line of posts to the other. Each method has its
advantages, though one is much cheaper than the
other The single line of posts looks as if it
might tip over or be unsteady, but the trains move
swiftly and steadily over the single line of posts
with entire safety.

In all this yon observe that New York has reg-
ular steam railroads laid through thickly built-up
streets, and yet in no wise interfering with the
traffic on the streets. Over these roads nearly
200,000 people ride in safety and comfort everv
day.

Now let US try the road and see what it is like
from above. W e will take the carsdown-town and
go up to the Park and perhaps beyond. At the
down-town station near Trinit)- Church where
the trains start from, we pay for onr tickets, and
pass out upon the platform. Well, really, this is
arailroad in the air in earnest. There are engines
standing about, some with steam up ready to stait,
others running under a pipe to get water. There
is a bridge over the water-pipe, and on top are
men with wheel-barrows, wheeling coal. Onc
opens a trap in the bridge, shoots his barrow-load
of coal down the trap, and it falls through a funnel
in the top of the cab of the engine. At once the
engine moves out of the way to make room for the
next. Quick work is essential on a railroad that
runs 800 trains in twenty-four hours. Opposite
is a switcli-liouse and in it we can see the man who
Controls all the switches here. See, he has moved
a lever, and, up the track, \ie see the signal-avm
move. There isa train coming. The signal says
“all clear,” and the train comes down, Crossing
over from one side of the bridge to the other, run-
ning up to the side of the platform. Men stand
ready to east off couplings, unfasten the air-pipes
for the brakes and Iposcn the bell-rope. The
engine moves away lo the coaling place, and at the
same time another engine backs down and is
coupled on; the down passengers have all stepped
out, and the up passengers take their places and
the train is off in less than two minutes. At once
an engine rolls up past the platform and takes its
place ready for the next train. The arms on the
signai-posts move iip and doivn and another train
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comes down to the platform. If the biisiness is
very active, one train follows another in abouta
minute and a half. We Tl take a train and go up-
town. The car is wide, handsome, ncatly caipeted
and with broacland comfortable seats. The build-
ings slip past on either side and we can look into

the second-story Windows and see the people
mside. It ’s a mere glance for an instant and
then it is passed. The people inside do not

appear to mind it much, Well, ivlicn a railroad
iram shoots by your Windows every ninety seconds
you can’t afford to look out at every one of them.

The train pulis up at a station and more people
getin, and in less than a minute we are off again.
Now we come out on a wide Streetand we can look
through the Windows to the Street below. There
is a blockade there. A truck has broken down on
the horse-car track and the cars are stopped in a
long line, How lucky that we can fiy right over
the whole affair, crowd and all, and leave them far
behind, while the drivers below are quarreling as
to who shall get out of the way! On we go up-

BASE or COLUIilIKk CNOER GROUND. (SEB FACE 8oft.)

town; stopping at station after station, making
two more curves and then coming to Sixth
avenue. Now we spin along in fine style, andas
«lie road is in the middle of the Streetwe have a
good chance to see the shops and sidewaiks helow,
We go in this way for nearly three miles, passa
branch road leading off to the left, and then stop
at Fifty-eighth Street. Here we are at the Park in
twenty minutes from Trinity Church, and making
twelve stops on the way.

This road is the shoiTest ofthe elevated railroads
in New York; but having seen thiswe have seen
the best. We might go on up to Eighty-third
Street on the west side and pass miles of streets
without a single house. Plenty of room here for
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al! the crowded families from down-town. On the
east side we can ride to Harlem and see that pleas-
ant part of the town, where George and Walter
went to live after the new railroad was opened.

ON A MAN S BACK.
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It is in this way the people of New York hope
to live in comfortin their crowded city. The stores
are to be at one end of the town, the homes at an-
other, and the elevated railroads are to join the two.

ON A MAN’S BACK.

By Horace Baker.

You will find on the north-west comer of the
map of South America, a section of the country
called United States of Colombia, the principal
river of which is the Magdalena, and up whose
waters you may trace your way to a point where
the line of Latitude Six crosses it. Near here its
yellow and warm waters are Joined by those of the
river Nare, the current of which is swift and cool,
coming fresh from the mountains of Antiogina.
About five leagues from its mouth, at a little
landing-place called Remolino (meaning in the
Spauish language, Whirlpool, or commotion), the
river is rapid and turbulent as it swirls round the
narrow gorge, giving the appearance of actually
bursting from the mountains. Now, go in imagi-
nation to this point, and accompany me with my
companions, for we are all going to ride on men’s
backs, because from this place very few mules are
used, and nearly everything is carried on men’s
backs. Even women are engaged in this occupa-
tion of transporting travelers and merchandise to
the interior. A mulé must have two boxes or
bales of equal weight, that one may balance the
other; but when there is some single article of
great weight to be carried, a man takes it. These
men are very strong and walk off with two hun-
dred pounds, or even more. They are called
“Peones” and “ Sillateros,” meaningchair-bearers.
The way is wild and steep, and they go where a mule
cannot, thus taking shorter routes, and he who is
not accustomed to ride on mules is safer from dan-
ger in a chair. Two of our company were ladies,*
and one of them heid a baby. They carne from
England that they might be with their husbands,
who were engaged in gold mining away over and
beyond these mountains. W hen the nativas carne
to Remolino for us, there was a long consultation
held by them as to which should carry a certain
one of our party—a man who weighed about two
hundred pounds. It fellto the lot of the smallest
Pedn, and how ridiculous it looked to see the largc
man on the back of this little Indian ! Finally, we
were all seated, each in his or her chair, and in-

structed to lean back and remain very still. The
men comraenced climbing up the mountain-side,
soinetiines on all fours, and occasionally, with their
pointcd staffs pricking little holes iu order to
give theraselves a surer footing. Now and then we
would come to a place comparatively level; then
they would shuffle along on a gentle trot, scarcely
raising their feet from the ground. They frequently
tumed round and went backward when descend-
ing. Then the rider should remain exceeding
quiet, for the least move would overbalance the
carrier, and a serious accident might occur. The
sensation is very peculiar when in this position,
for your face is turned outward toward space, and
nothing is seen but sky, while you know there
is a great yawning gulf.beneath, into which it is
dangerous and fearful to look.

Our second day was a trying one, in conse-
quence of a heavy fall of rain having made the
ground so slippery that our Peones had to proceed
with great caution, and even then the one who
carried our two-hundred-pounder fell, dumping
him headlong. The ladies and myselflaughed so
heartiiy that we nearly carne to grief ourselves;
but our large friend giew very angry, and, in his
excitement, made a furious charge on the Pedn,
threatening to run him through with his umbrella.
He sputtered in English while the Pedn sputtered
in Spanish, and it was long before all things were
settled into quiet. | did suspect that the mishap
was not altogether accidental, for these men have
been known to retaliate on disagreeable riders. We
made little resting-spells about each half hour, and
in every ravine there was sure to be a stream of
cool water. Here, while partaking of a slight re-
freshment, we would seat ourselves on some rocks
or a fallen tree, and enjoy the fairy-like place. |
noticed that when the Peones wanted to drink
they invariably put a piece of sugar in the mouth
first. | asked them why.

“ O Sefior, it makes the water taste better,
and you can drink as much as you like and not
get sick.”
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About four o’clock P. M., we would manage to arrive at
some hut, to remain for the night. These dweilings are
generally perchcd high up on the mountain-sides, and it
is a custom for the Peones to go for water as a return for
hospitalities received. It has to be brought from the valley
or ravine below, which is sometimes a tedious journcy.
You would cail curious the watcr-paiis these men briiig up
the hill. Each has one over his shoulder and it looks like
a log of wood ; but it is a section of the Guadua (a kind of
bamboo) about three feet in length. This being hollow,
with tight partitions tweive pr fifteen incites apart, makes

a very convenient vessel. A hole, the size
of a dollar, is punched through one end
and another tlirough the center partition,

and, when the bamboo is filled witli water, the outcr hole is
covered by a Icaf which keeps its place by atmospheric
pressure, answcring all the purposes ofa plug. How amazed
I was on seeing such scientific knowledge displayed by these
people who could neither read for write! | immediately
asked “ Who taught you that?”

“ Oh, we always do so here,” was the quick reply.

“Do you know why that icaf prevents the water front
coming out?” said I, scanning my informant closely,

VoL. VI.—55,
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“ No, Sefior; but we know it does.”

The homes of the mountaineers are built of
upright poles, supporting a thatched roofof palm-
leaves. Everything is tied together with vines, for
they know nothing of nails. The sides are in-
terlaced with small twigs plastered roughly with
mud, whiie the door consists ofa flame of Guadua
with a hide stretched across. The bed is made ofa
number of small poles, the ends of which rest on a
rude support, and although you may laugh at
sleeping on poles, | assure you it is very nice
when a few blankets are spread over them, for
they are quite flexible and springy. Chairs are a
rarity; folk sit on the ground, or squat down on
their heels. The cooking is done in a smaller
house a few yards discant from the main one,
where, on the hard and smooth earthen floor, are
placed stones of different shapes, upon which rest
the earthen pots, with the fire built between.
Happy hour this, when, after the day’s journey,
all are groupcd around the fire (which feels com-
fortable in the fresh inountain air),—happy both

THE LOBSTER’S VICTORY;
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for the travelers and for these simple, hospitable
people, who are so astonished at hearing you talk
in your own language!

On the morning of our fourth day, we were told
that the way would lead down, and that during the
afternoon we should reach Guadapé, a littie town
where mulcs could be procured. This last day
proved to be the most interesting of all, and it
seemed to be a new and different country that we
looked upon from our great heightas we descended
this side of the mountain range. Strange flowers
and plants began to appear, and it was here that
we first saw the fuchsia in its wild life festooning
the banks in great profusidn, tangled and dense
like the grape-vines on our arbors at home in the
North. | wish it were possible to describe the
wild, luxuriant beauty of the scenery on every
side of US as we descended! At about midday,
from a curve in the mountains, we caught a glimpse
of Guadapé on the plain far away below, where,
in a few hours, we were objects of kind attention
from the inhabitants.

OR, THE RACE THAT WAS

NOT TO THE SWIFT.

The Cat and the King they ran a race;
The judges an Owl with solemn face,
And three blind Crabs of courtly grace.

The Cat and the King stood toe to
The Donkey gave his trumpet a blov
One, two, three, and away they go !
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Sure, :t was a wonderful thing>—
A wild shout made the welkin ring—
To think that a Cat shouid beat a King 1

The Cat bowed low to the stately Queen,
The Goose and the Donkey of haughty mien,
And even the Lobster proud and green;

But then she rose with a pompous air,
And tossed her head and tail in the air.
And challenged the fleetest runiier there.

The Lobster strode forth with native grace,
But the Cat disdaiiied to run him a race.
And she flapped her tail in che Lobster’s

The Lobster caught the tail in his claw,
The audience shouted a grave guffaw,
And the Cat struck out with a “ Mew-i-aw.” {

Around the track the runners tore,
The Lobster behind, the Cat before,
She would reach the goal in one leap more.

But the Lobster he struck a bit of a itiCufid7
And over the Cat’s head went with” bound.
And a yard in advance he touche”the ground.
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"NO, MA'aH,—I| DID n't come TO SHOOT BIRDS.

A JOLLY FELLOWSHIP.

By Frank r, Stockton.

Chaptf.r XXIII.

UNCLE CHIPPERTON’S DINNER.

The next clay was a busy one for father and
mother and myself. All the morning we were out,
laying in a small stock of baggage, to take the
place of what | had lost on the “ Tigris.” But|
was very sorry, especially on my sister Helen’s
account, that | had lost so many things in my
trunk wliich 1 could not replace, without going
back myself to Nassau. I could buy ciuiosi-
tics from those rcgions that were ever so much
better than any tliat | liad collected; but I could
not buy shellsthat | myselfhad gathered, fior great
seed-pods, like bean-pods two feet long, which |
had picked from the trees, fior pieces ofrock that 1
myself had brouglit up from a coral-reef.

But these were all gone, and | pacified Hclen by
asstiring her that 1 would tell her such long stoiies
about these things that she could almost see them
in her mind’s eye. But | think, by the way she
smiled, that she had only a sccond-rate degree of
beiiefin my power of description, She wasa smart
little thing, and she believed that Corny was the
queen of girls,

While I am spcaking ofthe “ Tigris” and our
losses, | will just say that the second boat which
left the burning stenmer was never heard from.

W e rcached oui- hotel about noon, pretty tired,
for we had been rushing things, as it was necessary
for father to go home early the next day. On the
front steps we found Unele Chipperton, who had
heen waiting for us. He particularly wanted to
see me. He liinched with us, and then he took me
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off to the place ivhcre he was to have his dinner at
sixo’clock that evening. He wanted to consult with
me about the arrangements of the table; where
each person should sit, and all that sort of thing.
| could n’Csee the use in this, because it was only
a kind of family party, and we should all be sure to
get seated, if there were chairs and places enough.
But Unele Chippeiton wanted to pian and arrange
everything until he was sure it was just right.
That was his way.

After he had settled these important matters,
and the head-waiterand the proprietor had becomc
convinced that 1 was a person of much conse-
quence, who had to be carefully consuitecl before
anything could be done, wc went dosvn-stairs, and
al the street-door Unele Chipperton suddenly
stopped me.

“ See here,” said he, “ 1 want to tell you some-
thing. | 'm not coming to this dinner.”

“ Not—coming !” | exclaimed, in amazcment.

“No,” said he. “ | ve been thinking it over,
and have fully made up my mind about it. You
see, this is intended as a friendly re-union.—an
occasion of good feeling and fellowship among
people who are bound together in a very peculiar
manner.”

“Yes,” | interrupted, “ and that seems to me,
sir, the very reason why you should be there.”

“The very reason why 1should nut be there,”
he said. “ Yon see, | could n’t sit down with that
most perverse and obstinate man, Colbert, and feel
sure that something or other would not occur
which would make an outbreak between us, or, at
any rate, bad feeling. In fact, | know I could not
take pleasure in seeing him enjoy fbod. This may
be wrong, but I can’t help it. It ’sin me. And I
wont be the means of casting a shadow over the
happy company which will meet here to-night.
No one but your folks need know | 'm not coming.
The rest will not know why | ara delained, and |
shall drop in toward the ciése of the meal, just
before you break up. | want you to ask your
father to take the head ofthe table. He isjust the
man for such a place, and he ought to have it, too,
for another reason. You ought to know that this
dinner is really given to you in your honor. To
be sure, Rectus is a good fellow—splendid—and
does everything that he knows how; but my wife
and | know that we owe all our present happiness
to your exertions and good sense.”

He went on in this way for some time,
although I tried to stop him 1 could n’t do it.

“ Therefore,” he continued, “ | want your father
to preside, and all of you to be happy, without a
suspicion of a cloud about you. At any rate, 1
shall be no cloud. Come around here early, and
see that everything isall right. Now | must be off.”

and
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And away he went.

I did not like this statc of affairs at all. | would
have much preferred to have no dinner. It was
not necessary, any way. If | had had the author-
ity, | would have stopped the whole thing, But
it was Unele Chippcrton’s affair, he paid for it, and
I had no right to interfcrc with it.

My father liked the matter even less than 1 did.
He said it was a strange and unwarrantable per-
formance 011 the part of Chipperton, and he did
not understand it. And he certainly did not
want to sit at the head of the table, in another
man’s place. | could not say anything to him to
make him feel better about it. | made him feel
worse, indeed, when | told him that Unele Chip-
perton did not want his absence explained, or
alluded to, any more than could be helpecl. My
father hated to have to keep a secret of this
kind.

In the afternoon, 1 went around to the hotel
where the Chippertons always staid, when they
were in New York, to see Coniy and her mother.
| found them rather blue. Unele Chipperton had
not been able to keep his plan from them, and
they thought it was dreadful. | could not help
letting them see that | did not like it, and so we
did n't have as lively a time as we ought to have
had.

| supposed lhat if | went to see Rectus, and told
him about the matter, | should make him blue,
too. But as | had no right to tell him, and also
felt a pretty strong desire that some of the folks
should come with good spirits and appetites, |
kept away from him. He would have been "sure
to see that something was the matter.

| was the first person to appear in the dining-
room of the reslaurant where the diimcr-table was
spread for us. It was a prettily furnished parlor in
tire sccond story of the house, and the table was
very tastefully arranged and decorated with flowers.
I went early, by myself, so as to be sure that every-
thing was exactly right before the guests arrived,
All seemed peifectly corred; the fiame of each
member of the party was on a card by a piate.
Even littie Helen had her piate and her card. It
would be her first appearance at a regular dinncr-
party.

The guests were not punctual. At ten minutes
past six, even my father, who was tiic most par-
ticular of mcn in such things, had not made his
appearance. | waitcd five, ten, fiftecn, twenty
minutes more, and became exceedingly nervous.

The head-waiter carne in and asked if my friends
understood the time that had been set. The din-
ner would be spoued if it were kept much longer.
| said that | was sure they knew aU about the time
set, and that there was nothing to be done but to
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wait. It was most unaccountable that lhey should
all be late.

| stood before the fire-place and waited, and
thought. I ran down to the door, and looked up
and down the Street. | called a waiter and told
him to look into all the rooms in the house. They
might have gone into the wrong place. But they
were not to lie seen anywhere.

Tlien | went l:ack to the fii-e-place, and did some

“1'm not GOINO to THE DINNER,

There was no sense in supposing
They all knew this
In a

more thinking.
that they had made a mistake.
restauran!, and they all knew the time.
moment, 1said to myself:

“ 1 know how it is. Father has made up his
mind that he will not be mixed up in any affair of
this kind, where a quarrel keeps the host of the
party from occupying his proper place, especially

FELLOWSHIP.

[October,

as he— my father—is expected to occupy that place
himself. So he and mother and Helen have just
quietly staid in their rooms at the hotel. Mrs.
Chipperton and Corny wont come without Unele
Chipperton. They might ride right to the door,
of course, hut they are ashamed, and don’t want to
have to make explanations; and it is ridiculous to
suppose that they wont have to be made. As for
Rectus and his people, they could not have heard

5A10 HR. CHIPfERTON.

anything, but,— 1 have it. Oid Colbert got his
back up, too, and would n’t come, cither for fear a
quarrel would be picked, or because he could take
no pleasure in seeing Unele Chipperton enjoying
food. And Rectus and his mother would n’t come
without him.”

It turned out, when | heard from all the parties,
tliat | had got the matter exactly right.
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“ W e shall have to make fresh pieparations, sir,
if we wait any longer,” said the head-waiter, com-
ing in with an air of great mental disturbance.

“ Don’t wait,” said I. “ Bring in the dinner.
At least, enough for me. | don’t believe any one
else will be here.”

The waiter looked bewiidered, but he obeyed. |
took my seat at the place where my card lay, at
the middle of one side of the table, and spread my
napkin in my lap. The head-waiter waited on me,
himself, and one or two other waiters carne in to
stand around, and take away dishes, and try to
find something to do.

It was a capital dinner, and | went carefully
through all the courses. | was hungry. 1 had
been saving up some extra appetite for this dinner,
and my regular appetite was a very good one.

| had raw oysters,

And soup,

And fish, with delicious sauce,

And roast duck,

And croquettes, made of something extraordi-
narily nice,

And beefa la mode,

And all sorts of vegetables in their proper places.

And ready-made salad,

And orange pie.

And wine-jelly.

And ice-cream.

And bananas, oranges and white grapes,

And raisins, and almonds and nuts,

And a cup of coffee.

| let some of these things off pretty easy, toward
the last; but I did not swerve from my line of
duty. | went thvough all the courses, quietly and
deliberately. It was a dinner in my honor, and |
did al! the honor 1 could to it.

I was leaning back in my chaii-, with a satisfied
soul, and nibbling at some raisins, while I slowly
drank my coffee, when the outer door opened, and
Unele Chipperton entered.

He looked at me, in astonishment. Then he
looked at the table, with the olean plates and
glasses at every place, but one. Then he took it
allin, or at least | supposed he did, for he sat down
on a chair near the door, and burst out into the
wildcst fit of iaughing. The waiters carnerunning
into the room to see what was the matter; but for
several minutes Unele Chipperton could not speak.
He laughed until | thought he ’d crack something.
I laughed, too, but not so much.

“ 1 see it all,” he gasped, at last.
| see just how it bappened.”

And when we compared our ideas of the matter,
we found that they were just the same.

I wanted him to sit down and eat something,
but he would not do it. He said he would n’t

“ | see it all.
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spoil such a unique performance for anything.
It was one of the most coinical medis he had ever
heard of.

| was glad he enjoyed it so much, for he paid
for the whole dinner for ten which had been pre-
parad at his order.

W hen we reached the Street, Unele Chipperton
put on a graver look.

“ This is all truly very fimny,” he said, “ but,
after all, there is something about it which makes
me feel ashamed of myself. ~ Would you object to
take a ride? Itis only about eight o'clock. |
want to go up to see oid Colbert.”

| agreed to go, and we got into a street-car.
The Colberts lived in one ofthe up-town streets,
and Unele Chipperton had been at their house, on
business.

“ 1 never went to see them in a friendly way,
before,” he said.

It was comforting to hear that this was to be a
friendly visit.

When we reached the house we found the family
ofthree in the parlor. They had probably had all
the dinner they wanted, but they did not look
exactly satisfied with the worid ov themselves.

“ Look here, Colbert,” said Unele Chipperton,
after shaking hands with Mrs. Colbert, “ why did
n’t you go to my dinner?”

“ Well,” said Mr. Colbert, looking him straight
in the face, “ | thought | ’'d better stay where 1
was. I did n’t want to make any trouble, or
pick any quarrels. | did n’t intend to keep my
wife and son away ; but they would n’t go without
me.”

“No, indeed,” said Mrs. Colbert.

“ Oh, well!” said Unele Chipperton, “ you
need n’t feel bad aljout it. I did n’t go, myself.”

At this, they all opened their eyes, as wide as the
law allowed.

“ No,” he continued, “ I did n’t want to make
any disturbance, or ill-feeling, and so I did n’t go,
and my wife and daughter did n’t want to go with-
out me, and so they did n’t go, and | expect Will’s
father and mother did n’t care to be on hand at a
time when bad feeling might be shown, and so
they didn’t go. There was no one there but Will.
He ate all ofthe dinner that was eaten. He went
straight through it, from one end to the other.
And there was no ill-feeling, no discord, no cloud

ofany kind. All perfectly harmonious, was n’t it,
Will?”

“ Perfectly,” said 1.

“1just wish | had known about it,” said Rectus,
a little sadly.

“ And now, Mr. Colbert,"” said Unele Chipper-
ton, “ 1 don’t want this to happen again. There
may be other re-unions of this kind, and we may



want to go. And there ought to be such re-unions
between families whose sons and daughter have
been east away together, on a life-raft, in the niid-
dle of the ocean.”

“ That ’s so,” said Mrs. Colbert, warmly.

“1 thought they were saved on a life-raft,”
said olcl Colbert, dryly. “ And | did n’t know it
was in the middle of the ocean.”

“ Weli, fix that as you picase,” said Unele
Chipperton. “ What | want to propose is this:
Let US two settle our quarrcl. Let ’s split our
difference. Will you agree to divide that four
inches of ground, and cali it square ? | ’il pay for
two inches.”

“Do you mean you ’ll pay half the damages
I 'vc laid? ” asked oid Colbert.

“ That ’s what 1 mean,” said Unele Chipperton.

“ All right,” said Mr. Colbert; “ I ’ll agree.”
And they shouk hands on it.

“ Now, then,” said Unele Chipperton, who
seemed unusually lively, “ | must go see the Gor-
dons, and explain matters to them. Wont you
come along, Rectus?” And Rectus camc.

On the vvay to our hotel, we stopped for Corny
and her mother. We might as well have a party,
Unele Chipperton said.

We had a gay time at our rooms. My father
and mother were greatly amused at the way the
thing had turned out, and very much pleased that
Mr. Colbert and Unele Chipperton had becomc
reconciied to each other.

“ 1 thought he had a good heart,” said my
mother, softly, to me, looking over to Unele Chip-
perton, who was telling my father, for the second
time, just how | looked, as | sat alone at the long
table.

Littie Helen had not gone to bed yet, and she
was sorry about the dinner in the same way that
Rectus was. So was Corny, but she was too glad
that the quarrel between her father and Mr. Col-
bert was over, to care much for the loss of the din-
nev. She was always very much disturbed at
quarrels between friends or friends’ fathers.

Chapter XXIV.
THE STORY F.NDS.

Thrf.f. lettcrs carne to me the next morning. |
was rather surprised at this, because | did not
expect to get letters after I found myself at home;
or, at least, with my family. The first of these was
handed to me by Rectus. It was from his father.
This is the lelter:

“My Dear Boy;” (This opening seemed a
littie curious to me, for | did not suppose the oid
gentleman thought of me in that way.) “ | sliall
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not be able to see you again before you leave for
Wiilisville, so | writc this note just to tell you how
entirely 1 am satisfied with the way in which you
performed the very difficult business | intrusted
to you—that of taking charge of my son iu his
recent travels. The trip was not a very long one,
but I am sure it has been of great service to him;
and | also believe that a great deal of the benefit
he has received has been due to you.” (I stopped
here, and tried to think what | had done for the
boy. Besides the thrashing | gave him in Nassau,
I could not think of anything.) “ | have been
talking a great deal with Sammy, in the last day
or two, about his doings while he was away, and
although | cannot exactly fix my mind on any par-
ticular accion, on your part, which proves what 1|
say ” (he was in the same predicament here in
which | was myself), “ yet 1 feel positiveiy assurcd
that your companionship and influence have been
Uuf the greatest sei-vice to him. Among other
things, he really wants to go to college. | am
delighted at this. It was with much sorrow that |
gave up the idea of making him a acholar; bul,
though he was a good boy, | saw that it was use-
less to keep him at the acadcmy at Wiilisville, and
so made up my mind to take him into my office.
But | know you put this college idea into his head,
though how, | cannot say, and | am sure that it
does not matter. Sammy tells me Chat you never
understood that he was to be entirely in your
charge j but since you brought him out so weil
without knowing this, it does you more credit. |
am very grateful to you. If I find a chance to do
you a real sendce, | will do :t.
“ Yours very tnily,
“ Samuel Colbert, Sr.”

The second letter was handed to me by Corny,
and was from her mother. 1 shall not copy that
here, for it is much worse than Mr. Colbert’s. It
pvaised me for doing a lot of things which I never
did at all; but | excused Mrs. Chipperton for a
good deal she said, for she had passed through so
much anxiety and trouble, and was now going to
settle down for good, with Corny at school, that |
did n’t wonder she felt happy enough to write a littie
wildly.  But there was onc quecr resemblance
between her letter and oid Mr. Colbert’s. She said
two or three times—it was an awfully long letter—
that there was not any particular thing that she
alluded to when she spoke of my actions. That
was the funny part ofit. They could n’t put their
fingers on anything really worth mentioning, after
all.

My third letter had come by mail, and was a
littie oid. My mother gave it to me, and told me
that it had come to the post-office af Wiilisville
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about a week before, and that she had brought it
down to give it to rae, but had totally forgotten it
untii that morning. It was from St. Augustine,
and this is an exact copy ofit:

“ My good friend Big Little Man.
My fiame Maiden’s Heart.
buy beans. Pay good.

I love you.
You much pious. You
Me wants one speckled
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During the morning, most of our party rtiet to
bid each other good-bye. Corny, Rectus and |
were standing together, having our littie winding-
up talk, when Rectus asked Corny if she had kept
her gray bean, the insignia of our society.

“To be sure | have,” she said, puiling it out
from under her cloak. “ | have it on this little
chain which | weac around my neck. I ve worn

‘*TO BE SURE | HAVE,” SHE SAID."

shirt. Crowded Owl want one speckled shirt, too.
You send two speckled shirts. You good Big
Little Man. You do that. Good-bye.

“ Maiden’s Heart, Cheyenne Chief.

“ Written by rae, James R. Chalott, this seventh
day of March, 187-, at the dictation of the ahovc-
mentioned Maiden’s Heart. He has requested me
to add that he wants the speckles to be red, and as
large as you can get them.”

it ever since | got it. And | see you each have
kept yours on your watch-guards.”

“ Yes,” | said, “ and they ’re the only things of
the kind we saved from the burning ‘Tigris.’
Going to keep yours?”

“Yes, indeed,” said Corny, warmly.

“ So shall 1,” said 1.

“ And I, too,” said Rectus.

And then we shook hands, and parted.
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A LITTLE round head and a little red bonnet,—
Down comes a brown bee and setlles upon it.
One or two kisses and off goes the rover,—

Pity the sorrows of little Miss Clover.

THE EDUCATIONAL BREAKFAST AT THE PETERKINS’

By Lucretia P.

Mrs. Peterkik’s nerves were so shaken by
the excitement of the fall of the three little boys
into the inclosure where the cow was kept, that
the educational breakfast was long postponed.
The little boys continued at school, as before, and
the conversation dwelt as little as possible upon
the subject of educacion.

Mrs. Peterkin’s spirits, however, gradually re-
covered. The little boys were allowed to watch
the cow at her feed. A series of strings was
arranged by Agamemnon and Solomon John, by
which the little boys could be pulled up, if they
should again fall down into the inclosure. These
were planned sometliinglike ciirtain-cords, and Sol-
omon John frequently amused himself by pulling
one of the little boys up, or Ictting him down.

Some conversation did again fall upon the oid
difficulty of questions. Elizabeth Eliza declared
that it was not always necessary to answer, that

Hale.
many who could, did not answer questions, the
conductors of the railroads, for instance, who

probably knew the fiames of all the stations on a
road, but were seldom able to tell them.

“ Yes,”said Agamemnon, “one mightbe acon-
ductor without even knowing the fiames of the
stations, because you can’t understand them when
they do tell them !”

“ | never know,” said Elizabeth Eliza, “ whether
it isignorance in them, or unwillingness, that pre-
vents them from telling you how soon one station
is coming, or how long you are to stop, even ifone
asks ever so many times. It would be so useful if
they would tell."

Mrs. Pcterkin thought this was carried too far in
the horse-cars in Boston. The conductors had
always left you as far as possible from the place
where you wanted to stop; but it seemed a little
too much to have the aldermen take it up, and put
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a notice in the cars, ordering the conductor? ‘to
stop at the farthest Crossing.”

Mrs. Peteikin was, indeed, recovering her spirits.
She had been carrying on a brisk correspondence
with Philadelphia, that she had imparted to no
one, and at last, she announced as its result, that
she was ready for a breakfast on educational prin-
cipies.

A ljrcakfast indeed, when it appeared! Mrs.
Peterkin had mistaken the aiphabeticalsuggestion,
and had grasped the idea that Che whole alphaliet
must be representad in one breakfast.

This, therefore, was tlic bili of fare; Apple-
sauce. Bread, Butter, Coffee, Cream, Doughnuts,

Eggs, Fish-balls, Griddles, Ham, Ice (on butter),
Jam, Kraut (sour), Lamb-chops, Morning News-
papers, Oatmeal, Pepper, Quince-marmalade,
Rolls, Salt, Tea-Urn, Veal-pie, Waffles, Yeast-
biscuit.

Mr. Peterkin was proud and astonished. *“ Ex-
cellent!” he cried. “ Every letter represented
except Z.” Mrs. Peterkin drew from her pocket

a letter from the lady from Philadelphia. “ She
thought you would cali it X-cellent for X, and she
tells us,” she read, “ thatifyou come with a zest,
you will bring the Z."

Mr. Peterkin was enchanted. He only felt that
he ought to invite the children in the priraaty
schools to such a breakfast; what a zest, indeed,
it would give to the study of their letters!

It was decided to bcgin with Apple-sauce.

“How happy," exclaimed Mr. Peterkin, “ that
this should come first of all! A child might be
brought up on apple-sauce till he had mastered the
first letter of the alphabet, and could go on to the
more involved subjects hidden in bread, butter,
baked beans, etc.”

Agamemnon thought his father hardly knew
how much was hidden in the applc. There was all
the story of William Tell and the Swiss independ-
ence. The littie boys were wild to act William
Tell, but Mrs. Peterkin was afraid of the arrows.
Mr. Peterkin proposcd they should begin by eating
the apple-sauce, then discussing it, first botanically,
jiext historicaily; or perhaps first historically, be-
ginning with Adam and Eve, and the first apple.

Mrs. Peterkin feared the coffee would be getting
coid, and the griddles were waiting. For herself,
she declared she felt more at home on the marma-
lade, because the quinces carne from grandfather’s,
and she had seen them planted ; she remembered
all about it, and now the bush carne up to the sit-
ting-room window, She seemed to have heard him
tell that the town of Quincy, where the granito
carne from, was named from them, and she never
quite recollected why, except they were so hard, as
hard as stone, and it took you almost the whole day
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to stew them, and then you might as well set them
on again.

Mr. Peterkin was glad to be reminded of the oid
place at grandfather’s. In order to know thor-
oughly about apples, they ought to understand the
making of eider. Now, they might some time
drive up to grandfather’s, scarcely twelve miles
away, and see the eider made. Why, indeed,
should not the family go this very day up to giand-
father’s, and continué the education of the break-
fast?

“ Why not, indeed ?” exclaimed the liltle boj's.
A day at grandfather’s would give them the whole
process of the apple, from the orchard to the cider-
mill. In this way, they could widen the field of
study, even to follow in time lite cup of coffee to
Java.

It was suggested, too, that at grandfather’s they
might study the processes of maple sirup, as in-
volved in the griddle-cakes.

Agamemnon pointed outtheconnection between
the two subjects; they were both the producis of
trees—the apple-tree and the maple, Mr. Peterkin
proposed that the lesson for the day should be con-
sidered the study of trees, and on the way they
could look at other trees.

W hy not, indeed, go this very day? There was
no time like the present. Theirbreakfast had been
so copious, they would scarcely be in a hurry for
dinner, and would therefore have the whole day
before them.

Mrs. Peterkin could put up the remains of the
breakfast for luncheon.

But how should they go? The carry-all, in spite
of its fiame, could hardly take the whole family,
though they might squeeze in six, as the littie bo>'S
did not take up much room.

Elizabeth Eliza suggested that she could spend
the night at grandfather’s. Indeed, she had been
planning a visit there, and would not object to
staying some days. This would make it easicr
about coming home, but it did not settle the diffi-
culty in getting there.

Why not “ Ride and Tie?”

The littie boys were fond of walking; so was
Mr. Peterkin; and Agamemnon and Soiomon John
did not object to their turn. Mrs. Peterkin could
sit in the carriage, when it was waiting for the pe-
destrians to come up; or, she said, she did not
object to a littie turn of walking. Mr. Peterkin
would start with Soiomon John and the littie boys,
before the rest, and Agamemnon should drive his
mother and Elizabeth Eliza to the first stopping-
place.

Then carne up another question,—of Elizabeth
Elizas trimk. If she staid a few days, she would
need to carry something. It might be hot, and it
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mightbe coid. Justas soon as she carried her thin
things, she would need her heaviest wraps. You
never could depend upon the weather. Even Prob-
abilities got you no further than to-day.

In an inspired moment, Elizabeth Eliza bethoughc
herself of the cxpress-man. She would send her
trunk by the express, and she left tlie table directly
to go and pack it. Mrs. Peterkin busiecl herself
with Amanda over the rcmains of the breakfast.
Mr. Pcterkin and Agamemnon went to order the
horse and the express-man, and Solomon John and
the little boys prcpared themselves for a pcdestrian
excursion.

Elizabeth Eliza found it difficult to pack in a
hurry ; there were so many things she might want,
and then again she might not. She must put up
her music, because her grandfather had a piano;
and then she bcthought herself of Agamemnon’s
flute, and decided to pick out a volume or two of
the Encyclopedia. But it was har.d to decide, all
by herself, whether to take G for griddle-cakes, or
M for maple sirup, or T for tice. She would take
as many as she could make room for. She put up
her work-box and two extra «ork-baskets, and she
must take some French books she had never yet
found time to read. This involved taking her
French dictionary, as she doubted jfher grandfather
had one. She ought to putin a *“ Botany,” if they
were to study trees; but she could not teil which,
so she would take all there were. She might as
well take ail her dresses, and it was no harm if one
had too many wraps. When she had her trunk
packed, she found it over-full; it was difficult to
shut it. She had heard Solomon John set out
from the front door with his father and the little
boys, and Agamemnon was busy holding the horse
at the side door, so there was no use in calling for
help. She got upon the trunk; shejumped upon
it; she sat down upon it, and, leaning over, found
she could lock it 1 Yes, it was really locked.

But, on getting down from the trunk, she found
her dress had beencaught in the lid j she could not
move asvay from it! What was worse, she was so
fastened to the trunic that she could not lean for-
ward far enough to turn tlie key back, to unlock
the trunk and release herself! The lock had
slipped easily, but she could not now get hold of
the key in the right way to turn it back.

She tried to puli her dtess away. No, it was
caught too firmly. She called for help to her
mother or Amanda, to come and open the trunk.
But her door was shut. Nobody near enough to
hear! Shetried to pulithe trunk toward the door,
to open it and make herself heard; but it was so
heavy that, in her constrained position, she could
not stir it. In her agony, she would have been
willing to have torn her drcss; but it was her
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traveling-dress, and too stout to tear. She might
cut it carefully. Alas, she had packed her scissors,
and her knife she had lent to the little boys the day
before 1

She called again. W hat silcnce there was in the
house! Her voice sccmed to echo through the
room. At lengtli, as she listened, she heard the
sound of wheels.

W as it the carriage, rolling away from the side
door? Did slie hear the front door shut? She
remembered then that Amanda was to “ have the
day.” Butshe, Elizabeth Eliza, was to have spoken
to Amanda, to explain to her to wait for the ex-
press-man. She was to have told her as she went
down-stairs. But she had not been able to go
down-stairs! And Amanda must have supposed
that ali the family had left, and she, too, must have
gone, knowing nothing of the express-man. Yes,
she heard tlie wheels | She heard tlie front door
shut!

But could they have gone witliout her? Then
she recailed that she had proposed walking on a
little way with Solomon John and her father, to iae
picked up by Mrs. Peterkin, if she should have fin-
ished her packing in time. Her mother must have
supposed that she had done so,—that she had
spoken to Amanda, and started with the rest.
Well, she would soon discover her mistake. She
would overtake the walking partj’, and, not fincling
Elizabeth Eliza, would return for her. Patience,
only, was needed. Shelooked round for something
to read; but she had packed up all her ljooks.
She had packed her knitting. How cjuictand stiil it
was ! She tried to imagine where her mother would
mcet the rest of tlie family. They were good
walkers, and they might have reaclied the two-mile
ljridge. But suppose they should stop for water
beneath ihe arch of the bridge, as they often did,
and the carry-all should pass over it without
sceiiig them, her mother would not know but she
was with them ! And suppose her mother should
decide to leave the horse at the place proposed for
stopping, and waiting for the fii-st pedestrian party,
and herself walk on, no one would be left to tell
the rest, when they should come up to tlie carry-all.
They might go on so, through the whole journey
without meeting, and she might not be missed till
they should reach her grandfather’s !

Horrible thought! She would be left here alone
all day. The express-man would come, but the
express-man would go, for he would not be able
to get into the house !

She thought of the terrible story of Ginevra, of
the bride who was shut up in her trunk, and for-
ever1 She was shut up on hers, and knew not
when she should be released ! She had acted once
in the bailad of the *“ Mistletoe Bough.” She
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had been one of the “ guests,” who had sung
“ Oh, the Mistletoe Bough,” and had looked up
at it, and she had seen at the side-scenes how the
bride had laughingly stepped into the trunk.
But the trunk then was only a inake-believe of
some lioards in front of a sofa, and this was a
stern reality.

It would be late now before her family would
reach her grandfather’s. Perhaps they would de-
cide to spend the night. Perhaps they would fancy
she was coming by express. She gave another
treinendous effortto move the trunk toward the
door. In vain—all was still.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Peterkin sat some time at the
door, wondering why Elizabcth Eliza did not
come down. Mr. Peterkin had started on with
Solomon John and all the little boys. Agamem-
non liad packed the things into the carriage,—a
basket of lunch, a change of shoes for Mr. Peter-
kin, some extra wraps,—everything Mrs. Peterkin
could think of, for the family comfort. Still Eliza-
beth Eliza did not come. “ | think she must have
waiked on with your father,” she said, at last;
“you had better get in.” Agamemnon got ia.
“ | should think she would have mentioned it,”
she continued; “but we may as well start on,
and pick her up!” They started off. “ | hope
Elizabcth Eliza thought to speak to Amanda, but
we must ask her svhen we come up «ith her.”

But they did not come up with Elizabeth Eliza.
At the turn beyond the village, they found an en-
vclope stuck up in an iuviting manner against a
tree. In this way, they had agreed to leave mis-
sives for each othcr as they passcd on. This note
informcd them that the walking party was going
to lake the short cut across the meadows, and
would still be in front of tbcm.

They saw the party at last, just beyond the short
cut; but Mr. Peterkin was explaining the charac-
tcr of the oak-tree to his children as they stood
around a largc specimen.

“ | suppose he is telling them that it is some
kind of a * Querciis"' said Agamemnon, thought-
fully.

Mrs. Peterkin thought Mr. Peterkin would
scarcely use such an exprcssion, but she could see
nothing of Elizabeth Eliza. Some of the party,
however, were beliind the tree, some were in front,
and Elizabeth Eliza might be behind the tree.
They were too far off to be shouted at. Mrs.
Peterkin was calmed, and went on to the stopping-
place agreed upon, which they reached before
long. This had been appointed near Farmer Gor-
don’s barn, that there might be somebody at hand
whom they knew, in case there should be any diffi-
culty in untying the horse. The plan had been
that Mrs. Peterkin should always sit in the car-
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riage, while the others should take turns for walk-
ing ; and Agamemnon tied the horse to a fence,
and left her comfortably arranged with her knit-
ting. Indeed, she had risen so early to prepare
for the alphabetical breakfast, and had since been
so tired with preparations, that she was quite
slecp)’, and would not object to a nap in the shade,
by the soothing sound of the buzzing of the flies.
But she called Agamemnon back, as be started off
for his soUtary walk, with a pcrplexing question;

“ Suppose the rest all should arrive, how could
they now be accommodated in the carry-all? It
would be too much for the horse ! Why had Eliza-
beth Eliza gone with the rest without coimting up ?
Of course, they must have expected that she— Mrs.
Peterkin—would walk on to the next stopping-
place!”

She decided there was no way but for her to

walk on. When the rest passed her, they might
make a change. So she put up her knitting cheer-
fully. It was a little joggly in the carriage, she

had already found, for the horse was restless from
the flies, and she did not like being left alone.

Slie waiked on tlicn with Agamemnon. It was
very pleasant at first, but the suu became liot, and
it was not long before she was fatigued. When
they reached a hay-fieid, she proposed going in to
rest upon one of the hay-cocks. The iargest and
most shaciy was at tile othcr end of the field, and
they were seated there when the carry-ail passed
them in the road. Mrs. Peterkin waved parasol
and hat, and the party in tlic carry-all returned
their greetings, but they were too far apartto hear
each otber.

Mrs. Peterkin and Agamemnon slowly resumed
their walk.

“ Well, we shall find Elizabeth Eliza in
caiTy-ali,” she said, “ and that will explain all.”

But it took them an hour or two to reach the
carry-all, with frequcnt stoppings for rest, and when
tliey reached it, no one was in it. A note was
|)iiined up in the vchicle to say they had all waiked
on; it was “ prime fun.”

In this way the panies continued to dodge each
other, for Mrs. Peterkin felt that she must walk on
from the next station, and the carry-all missed her
again while she and Agamemnon stopped in a
house to rest, and for a glass of water. She reached
the carry-all to find again that no one was in it
The party liad passed on for the last station, wliere
it had been decided all should mcet at the foot of
grandfather’s hiil, that they might all arrive at the
house together. Mrs. Peterkin and Agamemnon
looked out eagerly for the party all the way, as
Elizabeth Eliza must be tired by this time; but
Mrs. Peterkin’s last walk had been so slow, that the
other party were far in advance and reached the

thé
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stopping-place before them, The littie boys were
all rowed out on the stone fence, awaiting them,
full of delight at having reached grandfatherss.
Mr. Peterkin carne forward to meet them, and, at
the same moment with Mrs. Peterkin, exclaimed ;
“Where is Elizabeth Eliza?” Each party looked
eagerly at the other; no Elizabeth Eliza was to be
seen. Where was she? What was to be done?
Was she ieft behind? Mrs. Peterkin was con-
vinced she must have somehow got to grand-
father's. They hurried up the hill. Grandfather
and all the family carne out to greet them, for they
had been seen approaching. There was great
questioning, but no Elizabeth Eliza !

It was sunset; the view was wide and fine. Mr.
and Mrs. Peterkin stood and looked out from the
north to the south. Was it too late to send back
fot Elizabeth Eliza? Where was slie ?

Meanwhile the littie boys had been informing
the family of the object of their visit, and while
Mr. and Mrs. Peterkin were looking up and down
the road, and Agamemnon and Soiomon John
were explaining to each other the details of their
journeys, they had discoverecl some facts.

“ We shall have to go back,” they exclaimed.
“We are too late! The maple sirup was ail
made last spving.”

“ We are too early; we shall have to stay two

or three months,—the eider is not made till
October.”
The expedition was a failure! They could

study the making of neither maple sirup fior eider,
and Elizabeth Eliza was lost, perhaps, forever!
The sun went down, and Mr. and Mrs. Peterkin
still stood to look up and down the road.

Elizabeth Eiiza, meanwhile, had sat upon her
trunk, as it seemed, for ages. She recalled all the
terrible stories of prisoners,—how they had watched
the growth of flowers through cracks in the pave-
ment. She wondered how long she could live
without eating. How thankful she was for her
abundant breakfast.

At length she heard the door-bell. But who
could go to the door to answer it? In vain did
she make another cffort to escape; it was impos-
sible !

How singular 1 there were footsteps. Some one
was going to the door; some one opened it
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“ They must be burglars.” Well, perhaps that
was a better fate—to be gagged by burglars, and
the neighbors informed—than to be forever locked
on her trunk. The steps approached the door.
It opened, and Amanda ushcred in the express-
nian.

Amanda had not gone. She had gathered,
while waiting at the breakfast table. that there was
to be an express-man whom she must receive.

Elizabeth Eliza explained the situation. The
express-man turned the key of her trunk, and she
was released !

W hat should she do next? So long a time had
elapsed, she had given up all hope of her family
returning for her. But how could she reach them?

She hastiiy prevailed upon the express-man to
take her along until she should come up with some
of the family. At least, she should fall in with
either the walking party or the caiTy-all, or she
would meet them if they were on their retum.

She mounted the seat with the express-man, and
slowly they took their way, stopping for occasional
pareéis as they left the viilage.

But, much to Elizabeth Eliza’s disinay, they
turned off from the main road on leaving the vil-
lage. She remonstratcd, but the driver insisted
he must go round by Millikin’s to leave a bedstead.
They went round by Millikin’s, and then had
further turns to make. Elizabeth Eliza explained
that in this way it would be impossible for her to
find her parents and family, and at last he pro-
posed to take her all the way with her trunk. She
remembered with a shudder that when she had
first asked about her trunk, he had promised it
should certainly be delivered the next morning.
Suppose they should have to be out all night.
Where did express caris spend the night? She
thought of herself in a lone wood in an express
wagon ! She could scarcely bring herself to ask,
before assenting, when he should arrive ?

“ He guessed he could bring up before night.”

And so it happenetl that as Mr. and Mrs. Peter-
kin in the late sunset were looking down the hill,
wondering what they should do about the lost
Elizabeth Eliza, they saw an express wagon ap-
proaching. A female form sat upon the front
seat.

“ She has decided to come by express,” said
Mrs. Peterkin. “ It is—it is—Elizabeth Eliza!”
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TAKING CARE OF HIM NIGHTS.

By Dora Read Goodale.

Roe is the nicest baby,
He hardly ever cries ;
And oh, he is just too lovely
W hen he shuts his dark-blue eyes !
Don’t you wish you could see him?
It is worth a thousand sights !
“ 1 guess you would n’t think so
If you had to take care of him nights!”

I 'm glad he is just so little!
W ait till he slams the doors,

W ait till he stamps,. and shouts, and screams
Until he shakes the floors!

W ait till he wears great rubber boots,
And teases for balls and kites!

“ 1 guess you 'd be glad to have him grow
If you had to take care of him nights 1”

NOAH’S ARK ASHORE.
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Some of my readers may have seen the Hudson at
Poughkeepsie, or the Potomac below Washington,
and you remember, perhaps, that there are places
where the river looks just like a lake and where
you might wonder if a rifle-ball could reach the
opposite shore. But travelers who skirt the coast
of South America, on a steamboat, can only tell
by the color of the water that they have left the
ocean and entered the mouth of the Amazon or
the Rio de la Plata, so vast is the width and vol-
ume of these rivers. ,

The Amazon River gets so extremely broad
near its lower end tliat you can hardly judge of its
size, unless your eyesight is sharp enough to dis-
tinguish the shores at the distaiu horizon from the
iong-stretched woody islands in the middle of the
stream. But you begin to realiza that it must be
the largest river in the world, if your steamboat
has entered one of its tributarles, the Rio Madera,
and paddled up-stream for six days and six niglits
without reaching the point from where you can
always see both shores at the same time, though
the banks begin to rise to a good height and seem
steep hilis near some of tlic landtngs-

L. Oswald.

There are no large towns anywhere along the
Madera River ; nothing but trade-posts or mission-
ary stations and modest little villages. On the
evening of the seventh day of a trip | once made
up the Madera, when we had reached the hill-
country, on the frontier of Bolivia, the steward
or mayoral, who announced the stations, called
out such an unusually long, odd.sounding fiame
that he excited my curiosity.

“ The frontier of the Empire,” he shouted,
“ San Rapbael, the dangerous sand-banks and the
Ark of Noah ! Get ready for landing at five
o'clock!”

| turned to the captain, svho was leaning over
the bulwark with a spy-glass in his hand.

“ What ’s all this, Captain?—shall we see all
those places at five o’clock, or is it just one place
with four different filames ?”

“ Oh, he means the State-line station,” laughed
the captain ; “ not much of a place, I am sorry to
say, for we shall have to lay up there all night if
the boat from above has not come down yet.”

“ A dangerous sand-bank there, it seems? ”

“Yes, sir, an ugly doiible bar; the first company



that navigated the Madera River lost a fine boat
there, the “Tritén,”a big French steamer; anda
boat of our own line was ashore there for six wceks
before we could get her off.”

“ It must be a risky place, sure enough.
does he mean by the “Aik of Noah *?”

“ That ’s the ‘Tritén,” the French steamer |
I was telling you about; she got hopelessly fast
betsveen the two niain bars; and oid Gruyo, the

W hat

meuagerie man, has since turned her into a
inonkey stable.”

“ Ofid Gruyo? Who’s that?”

“ Oh, he is a well-known pcrsonage in these

Uf THR I-ADIES* CABIN.

parts; an oid Peiuvian who used to take out
a cargo of wild animals and paiTOts every three
months, as long as the French steamers were run-
ning; but there is more trouble than profit in that
business, and when the ‘Tritén "ran ashore he gave
it up and tried his hand at something else; he
kecps a wood-yard now, that supplies all the
Bolivian steamers, besides our own line. His
household—children, wild-cats, monkeys and all—
he moved into the “Tritén,” and it would drive a
ship-master wild to see the way they are making
themselves at home. Crocodiles in the baggage
room, bears in the lady’s cabin, water-hogs in the
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kitchen,—in shorthe managed to fill the boat from
the pilot-house to the cock-pit, and that ’s the
reason we caliit the ‘Noah’s Aik.””

“ It must cost him a deal of money to support
such a family ?”

“Well, no; not the way he manages. He sells
a good many of the creaturcs to travelers, or ex-
changes them for houschold stuffon the boats that
cali at his wharf. Food is so cliedp here; the
woods are full of fruits and game, and he has four
of his boys at home who help him to provide for
his boardcrs.”

When we landcd at Don Gruyo’s wharf, the sun

(SKE I'A('S

had almost reached the western horizon, and |
asked the captain to let me have a skiff, a sailor
and a couple of oars, for halfan hour.

“ | ara anxious to see that menagerie before
dark,” 1 told him; “ I suppose there wiil not be
much time to-morrow morning?”

“ Waita moment,” said the captain; “ the other
boatis n’t down yet, but here is a messenger for
me; | am afraid there is something wrong.”

He returned slowly, with an open paper in his
hand.

“ Just as | expected,” he said. “You need not
Inirry, sir; we shall be here all day to-morrow; our
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companion-boat has been detained by the low
water and will not be down here befovc to-niorrow
night.”

“ Do you think Mr. Gruyo could accommodatc
one more boarder? ” | asked the captain.

“ | think he could; visitors from San Carlos
have often stopped with him for a couple of days.
Do you wish to pass the night ashore ?”

“ Yes, if you can spare me one of your deck-
hands to paddle me across.”

“ AU right,” said the captain; “ oid Pedro licre
would like thatjob, 1 know; he will help you in
getting your things from the cabin, whatevcr you
want to take along.”

The sand-bar was halfa mile froin the wharf,
biit we liad hardly left the boat when the people
of tlic Ark seemed to have peiceived our iiitentioii;
for two of Mr. Gruyo’s lioys ran down to the
water’s edge, and by shouts and signdis, helpcd
my boatinan to avoid the dangcrous shoals.

“ The Major has not seen us yet,” said Pedro;
“he commonly scnds one of his boys across in a
skiff, as soon as our boat lands.”

“The Major? You mean Mr. Gruyo, don't
you ? Is he an officer ?”
“ 1 don’i know, sir; that ’s what the settieis

hereabouts cali liim ; | believe he was an officer in
the Peruvian army, tliough it puzzles me how he
could keep a company of soldieis in proper order.
He ’s a great deal too kind-heartcd; his monkeys
and young bcars carry 011 in a way that would
bring any other man to disgrace.”

THK MAYARRft»

Behind a copsc of newly planted willow-trees
the Ark carne in sight. U was the hull of a large
steamboat, whose smokc-stack and wheet had been
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lost or removed, while the addition of an outside

staircasc and some rudc Windows gave it the

MR. CRrVO AND HIS PASTMRH, YINm

appearance of a curiously shaped house, withoiit a
roof and without a basement. The new proprietor
had built himselfa sort of a floating wharf. and, as
soon as we landed, the boys secured our skiffi
helpcd me ashore, and pounced iipon my baggagc.

“ Hurrah, Manuel!” shouted the younger of the
two, “ look here; the gentleman has brought an
armful of newspapcrs along; now we shall find out
whether the French or the Prussians have con-
queied. Picase, sir, let us have those newspapers;
we will lake good care of them.”

While they scarrfperccl up the plank-road, three
of the grown residcnts carne down from the Ark;
an oid gentleman in a drcssing-gown, and with a
Peruvian turban on his head that gave him some-
what of an oriental appearance; an okl negro with
a chair under his ann, and a big panthcr that
walked iip to me like an oid acquaintance, rubbed
his head against my knec, and marched at my
side with the liveliest demonstrations of fricndship.

““You miist excuse the bad manners of my boys,
sir,” said Mr. Gruyo, when we had shakcn hands
all around. “ They have been brought up in the
woods, you seo, and don’t know how to meet a
visitor. My Pinto here” (pointing to the panther)
“ has been twice to Havana and back, and see the
difrcience, children !” turning to the boys. “ He
knows that you should salute a strangev before
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bothering him with questions or asking favors of
him. Well, sic down, sir,” he said; “ they are
getting a room ready for you. You were mighty
sensible to leave that stuffy oid boat; I am going
to give you a nice airy chamber instead of those
tight boxes they expect you to sleep in. Besides,
there is such a strong current at the lower wharf,
ihat the steamer goes up
und down like a eradle. |
often used to get sea-sick
before wc reached the sea.
I do not like that everlasting
shaldng of a steamboat, and
a sailing-vessel is worse yet.”

“ You mean you have no
use for a ship till she is
ashore ? | suppose then you
did not regret to discon-
tinué your trips to Havana? ”

“ Not a bit, sir—not a
bit,” said the Major. “ Too
much danger and sea-sick-
ness. And besides, | did n’t
like the business itself; it
svrings my heart to think
how our poor animals are
treated in the Cuban and
Northern menageries; they
are slarved and abused, and
get hardly room enough to
turn around ; and what they
must suffer from the coid
climate of those Northern
States! Some baboons and
cats are so wicked that |
should say it serves them
right; buta poor little squir-
rel-monkey, sir, or a good,
steady bear that does his
best to keep out of trouble,
—1 think it’s a shame, sir,
tosellthein to a inenagerie.”

I do not doubt that your

pets would be sorry to leave
you, sefior; | hear you treat
ihem with a good deal of
indulgence ?"

“ Yes, sir, but they-know
tirat I sell them to New York
traders whenever they mis-
behave on purpose, though TUE.
| ain always glad to do
them a favor as long as they attend to their dulies.
lam sorry it s so dark now, but you must see my
institute the first thing in the morning, sir. Come
to supper now.”

Mr. Gruyo’s captivos seemed,

inclced, by no
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meairs anxious to leave him. While we clambered
up to the door of the main cabin, we saw a mixed
congregation of parrots, cranes and pheasants,
perched on the open balustrade; and on a bucket
in a corner of the first landing sat a fish-hawk,
that took wing at our approach, and alighted on a
railing at the further end of the boat, as ifto sliow
that he could fly
away if only he had
a mind to. Two
or three inonkeys
were leaping about
ihe gallery; and
when we opened
the door, a troo|>
Qimayarros trotted
around the coérner,
and tried to follo'v
Tis into the diiiing-
room,—qucer, fat
creatures, looking
almost like short-
legged hogs or
overgrowii guinea-
pigs.

After supper, my
boaUnan went back to
with one of Mr. Gruyo's
pilot, while i followed
my bedroom,
will sleep soundiy and
night,” said Mr. Gruyo,

when he handed me a candle.

“ 1 shall sleep soundly and profounclly for a
night and a half,” | replied, “ unless
you willbe kind enough to wake me.
Picase cali me at six o’clock.”

But | soon found that | had
promised more than 1 could

do. Cibése to the board

partition of my bed-cham-

ber, a curious rasping and

gnawing was going on, as

if a beaver or a strong

squirrcl were trying to bite

its way through, and right

overhead seemed to be a
horse-stable, for every now

and then tlic cciling was

shaken by a vigorous kick.

and 1 thought | heard

some heavy animal rub its

hide agaiiist a post. From below, and, as it often
seemed, from soniewheie out on the river, carne a
flute-likc. wailing sound, as if shipwrccked inari-
ners with mctodious voices were calling for help
from a great distance; but | had heard those

UISACRBB,
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souncls before, and recognized them as Uie ciies
of a small species of sea-gull that freqgiients the
large rirers of Brazil, as well as the coasts. | was
more than half asleep, when onc of the flamingoes
on the baliistrade screamed away with all his
might, and ivhat was worse, seemed to have awak-
ened his winged and four-footed neighbors all
tirouiid. From somewhere below | heard a tink-
ling noise, somewhat like the clucking of a lien,
liut much more yet like the sound of littie bells,
accompanled by a uiysterioiis nistliiig and vum-
bling; sometimcs a single biimp and a low tink-
ling of the bells, then a longer runibling and
repcated tinkles, and finally a series of bumps and
a confused noise, as if the Swiss Bcll-ringers were
falling down-stairs with all their Instruments.
What in the fiame of common sense could it be ?
| thought it reminded me of a noise | had heard
in the shore thickets of the lower Amazon in
mooiilight iiights, though I couid hardly persuade
myself that animals could produce such a mctaliic
sound.

But what puzzled me still more was the noise
overhead ; the kicks and thunips became more
frequent, and were now mingled with groaiis and
a most singular gurgling howl, as if a man was
trying to roar away with his moiilh full of water,
and was getting choked in the attempt. 1 could
not sleep, but iny curiosity got the better of mv

A QUEBR PONV

vexation, and if | had been able to light my can-
dle, I should have gone upstairs to investigate the

NOAH S ARK ASHORE.

827
matter. Toward midnight the bumps subsided,
and the bell-ringers seemed to have concluded

their soirée ; but the rasping in the wall still coii-
liiiued, and when | finally fell asleep, [ dreamed
that ! was nn boarcl of an ocean steamer, and that
some moiisier of ihe deep was trying to scuttle the
ship by gnawing away at the walls.

1hope you have enjoyed a good night's rest ?”
was the Major's first question at breakfast.

“ Do you really think that possible?” 1 was
going to say, but | remembered that millors and
cngiiieers becomc case-hardeiied by hcaHiig the
noise of ihcir machinery night and day; they
sleep all the better for it, and forget that other
people don’t.

“ Your becls would do crcdit to an English
hotel,” 1 replied ; “ and | wonder how you manage
lo keep everything so tidy ? You have some four-
legged boarders in the upper story, have n’t you ?”

“ Yes, a few ; the bramadors (howling baboons)
are in a chamber by thcmselves, and the arma-
dillos sleep up there.”

“Howling baboons ? that explains it,” I thought.
“ Some of your monkeys are wearing bells,” i
said ; “ or what makes that qucer tinkling noise ?”

“ Tinkling ? Oh, | know—yon mean the pollos.
the littie black pheasants; they get unruly now
and then after dark, and rush around and make a
ringing noise as if you kept twenty cymbals
agoing. They are just below your room.—I am
afraid you heard them very plainly last night?”

“ Not as plainly as the baboons overhead ; they
seemed to have a grand wrestiing match, combined
with vocal exercises.”

“ The rascals! | will tell you what it is: there
are five or six of them trying to get on a shelf
that ’s hardly large enough for one or two to sleep
on, so they push one another overboard and get
mad about it. If they don'c feei like sleeping,
they do not show the least consideration for other
pcoplc’s feelings, and | must sel! one or two of
them to make the rest more careful. Now, some
monkeys are just as sensible as oid professors;
would you like to see them?”

“ Oh yes! Introduce me if you pleasc; let ’s
have a look at the whole college.”

If Noah's guests were as well off as Mr. Gruyo’s,
they must have been almost-sorry when the waters
assuaged and the ark landed on Mount Ararat.
Birds, quadrupeds and reptiles were running at large
on the “ Tritédn,” and proved by their behavior
that they felt as perfectly at home as a badger in
his burrow. In a rccess under the main stair-way
a bear was lying on her back and playing with her
cubs: monkeys of all sizes and all ages were run-
ning races around the gallerles, and, under the
roof of the carpcnter-shop, parrots and pigeons had
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their nests, and were flyingabout all day long. while
the ladies’ cabin was the general play-ground,
wheic boys, bears and all could enjoy their leisiire
houis. Mr. {ruyo’s yoiingest son was sitting on
a little stool, sharing his breakfast with a squinel-
monkey; raccoons, weasels and foxes were playing
at hidc-and-scck in the broken wainscoting; a big
black squivicl had made liis nest in Ilhe holloa'
wall, and was pulting in a store of provisions, and
near one of the windnws a young puma was lying
fast asleep. Outside, in a cérner of the gallery, a
iittcr of inayanvs, or water-hogs, were hustling
aljout in a pile of stiaw, and near the cavpenter-
shop a cabrén (mountain goat) and four guinea-
pigs wci-e sliaring an annful of green vegetaljles-
In the shop, a silky-haired spaniel was nursing
her young ones, and when we opened the door
she jumped up and made a dash at a tamc capii-
chin-inonkey that had followed ns from the rabin.

“ Would you like to see our wild cals?” said
the oid uegro, who had shown me around. *“ We
keep them in that pen over there; they are the
only creatnres we cannot trust at large.”

The cats, a species of occlol, or dwarf panthecr,
were chained up in a tool-shop, and looked cer-
tainly as if they could not I)e trusted among the
rest of the I;oardeis.

THE CAPkOX BI®RERISeS THE BABOOV

“ How did you manage to catch tliose wiid fei-
lons 1 asked ilie negro, who stood bi' me.
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‘Our svood-choppers found them in a hollow
tree,” he said. "We had six of them, but they

ali got away ex-
cepting tliese two,
and | >vish they were
gone,too. They keep getting
inore and more savuge with
every single inch they grow.”

“ 1 suppose itis a
gi-eat trou- ble to
feed all those
wild creatnres ?”

“ It was, sir," sure enough,
when | bad to do it all alone,
biitnowthe two big boys hel|)
me, and some ofthe creatures

to take care of
don’l feed our
eons at all, and

are getting able
themselves. We
cranes and pig-

only two or three of our
pari‘otsgettheir board here; the
rest are only lodgcrs, and
lake their raeals in the woods.”
“Are you not afraid tlie\
might forget to come back ?”
“No, sir; tlicy have their
young ones here, and no-
body bothers tliem; it would

be different if
cagedup. They are quite safe
here, and it seemsthat they
would a great deal rather stay with us lhan out in
the ivuods, where all sorts of wild creatnres get
after them.”

When we ivent back to ihc ladies’ cabin, wc
found that some neiv guests had arrived in the
meanwhile; four of the brainadors, or howling
baboons, had come down from their private apart-
ments, and one of Mr. Gruyo’s boys was trotting
around the hall on a tame tapir, that seemed to
enjoy tlie fun quite as inuch as his vider.

“ What ’s this ?” | asked. pointing to a sort of
knotted rope that was hanging down from the
broken chancielier.

“ That ’s the monkey-swing,” said my guide;
“ they would be exercising on that like rope-
dancers, if they iverc not afraid of you. It makes
them shy to see a stranger.”

1 had noliccd something of the sort myself; so.
after dinner, | took a seat in tbe darkest corner of
the cabin, where the Major joined me before long,
and whei'e ive could watch bis pets unobserved.

When you see animals in a menagerie, they
appear sullen and stupid, every one of them ; but
ifthcy are unconfined, they show that there is just
as much difference in their dispositions as among a
house fuil of school-boys. Even between individ-

we kept them

UVELV TALE
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uals of the same species 1 could nolice such dis-
tinciions. The same little capuchin-monkey that
had been quarreling with the spaniel was now
quatreling with his comrades, and playing all sorts
of mischievous pranks, while two of his relations
were sitting arin in arm on a step-laddcr, the pict-
ure of tender friendship and contented peaceful-
ness. Three of the howling baboons were taking a
soeialjle walk arouiKi the caljin, and mixed fieely
with the smaller animals;
butone baboon wascrouch-
ing in a cdrner all by him-
self, and growlecl viciously
if any living thing carne near him.

In regard to food, frngivorous
animals are strangcly impruvident;
they take a bite at a pine-appie and
throw it away, crack a nut and let it fall
after picking out a few fragmeiits of
the meat, or eat their fill and
never care ifanything is left
for the next day; but
while the monkeys, gui-
nea-pigs and raccoons,
were ivasting their
food in this reck-
less fashion, the
ljlack squirrel pick-
ed up allthe crumbs
and kernels itcould
find and stored
them away in its
private granary. A
little lorie or squir-
rel-monkey, entcr-
tained us by his
daring performan-
ces on the knotted
rope; he swung
around in a circlc,
jumped against the
ceiling and carne
down head fore-
most, but grabbecl
the rope with his taiijust in time to save himself from
a fall; turned somersaults in the air, on the step-
laddcr, and on the floor; in short, seemed incapa-
ble of kecping quiet for a single second. An animal
of about the same size, but unlike the lorie in every
other respect, was lying on his belly at the foot of
the step-ladder, motionless and apparondy lifeless;
an olcl ayi\ or sioth, as our language very properly
calis it, A sloth would rathcr dic than save its life
by bestirring itself, and, what is still stranger, the
opcrations of its mind seem quite as siuggish as
those of its body. You can teach an ayé to come
for his dinner, or to crawl after you if you walk
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slowly around the room, but you have to cal! him
three or four times before he makes up his mind to
stir a foot. One of the baboons, happening to pass
near the step-ladder, graljbed the ayé by the tail.
turned it over on its back, fetcheci it a bite and
scampered away. The aye lay motionless for a
while, but then, as if he gradually comprchended
the indignity he had suffered, broke out in a series
uf cries which increascd from a grunting squcak to
frightfui scrcams, then suddenly

stopped, as if he remembered some-

thing else, and, turning slowly over.

managed with difficulty to

get on his feet again.

Somebody opened
a cloot on the lower
deck, and soon after

a troop of young spidcr-
jnonkeys (frates delgados,
that is, brother long-legs,
the Spaniards cali them)
rushed into the room, up-
set che step-ladder, chased
the sqgnirrel up and down
the cabin, up the wall and
into its hole, and suc-
ceeded in driving the surly
baboon out of his cérner
and out on the gallery.
When they were gone,
the Major’s eldest son
carne in:

“ The long-legs
broke out wlien |
opened the oid bag-
gage-room,” he said;

“but, if you will let
me, | will get the
mastiff after them

and drive them back.
W ill you, father?”

“Well, no; let
them alone,” said the
merciful man; “ they
are sowing their wild oats, and will get more steady
as they grow oider. But let’s go out and see what
they are up to now.”

“ Halloo ! did you hear iliat yell? Listen,” said
the boy; “ I knew they would get themselves into
some trouble or other. They have tackled the bear
now ; that s what they have been doing.”

The long-legs rnshed by in wild flight when we
stepped out on the gallery ; but one of them
limped visibly, and could hardly follow his com-
panions.

“ What ’s up here ?” said the Major.

“ It ’s Moretta ” (the bear), said the negro. “ I

3
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was just coming upstairs when she fetchcd one of
ihein an ugly scratch. They were running heltcr-
skelter against her cubs, and she sprang up and
got at one of the long-lega. Toie a piece of his
hide off, | guess.”

The Major walked up to the hcar-camp and
shook his finger at the cilti lady.

“ What have you been doing, Moretta?” he
said; “ clon’t yon know lhat yon ought lo make
allowance for the incxperiencc of such young ani-
mals? You ought lo be ashamcd of yourseif.”

“ Stop,” said Mr. Gruyo, when we passed the
carpcnter-shop; “ 1 wonder what that cabrén is
going todo; look at him.”

The cabrén or mountain goat wasstanding upon

“*THE AWK IN

the roof, at the very edge, watching our oid friend,
the snarling bahoon, who had taken a seat upon
an empty keg, and was picking the seeds out of a
picce of watcr-pumpkin. The cabrén walked to
the opposite end of the roof and jumped down, so
nimbly and cleverly that he alighted upon a small
bundle of grass, almost without any noise. Sneak-
ing around ihe shop he next appeared in rear of
the baboon, measured his distance, stepped back a
littie, and suddenly rushed against the puinpkin-
eater with such violence that he hurled the keg
against the railing of the boat, while the baboon.
taken coraplctely by surprise, went down head
over heels against the boards of the shop. The
cabréon then stepped back, brought his li»gs ciése
together, and regained the roof by a inagnificent
jump.

For a moment, the baboon lay on his back,
speechless with rage; but in the next instant he
jumped to his feet with a coughing roar, and gal-
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loped around and around'the carpcntei-shop with
fiashing eyes, as if he hoped to discovcr some
incans of following his enemy to the roof. Finding
that stronghold unapproachable, he jumpcd upou
the railing, shook his teeth at the cabrén, and gave
him a bitof his mind,— 1 do not know in what lan-
guage, but in such emphatic terms that we all
burst out laughing. The Major alone did not smile
but eycd the chattcring animal with a scverc
frown.

“ it served him just right,” he said; <¢look
here,”—showing me u deep scar on his left hand,
— “‘a year ago one of his whclps feil into the river,
and 1 got a skiff and saved its life; and two wccks
after, this ofd one bit my hand through and

ITS SOLITUOE."

throiigj. He is an wungrateful, most hearllcss
animal.”

The nppies in the shop began to whine. and
their mr 'ver growled and scratchcd at the door.

“ Ha 3o0!” said I, “ the spaniel in there is getting
uneasy this noise here frightened her.”

“ N' no,” said the olcl negro, looking around,
“ she i5 after something eise. | thought so; here’s
the ¢ pi'c”in-monkey,—that’s what ails her. She
can stand any amount of noise, but she can’t abide
th- capuchin. 1 guess she takes him for a cat. on
a.count of his hairy tail.”

When we went back to the cabin, we ieft tho
two me rkeys making faces at the carpenter-shop,
the baboon at the roof, and the capuchin at ilic
door.

lwas in the dining-room, looking at a glass box
full of small fish and water-lizards, when the Major
walked up to me in great excitement:

“ Oh, sefior,” he said, “ don’t you want to buy a
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bear, or do you know if there are any other passen-
gers on the steamer who might like to have one?
| muse seli a bcar; | can’t forgive him what he has
been doing just now."”

“Who isit?' | asked;
cubs?”

“No, no; the hc-bear. the rascal; he hid him-
selfbehind a pile of gunny-bags,.near ihe pantry,
and when the door was left open for a minute, lie
went in and ate a baskctful of bananas.”

“ Too bad, too bad !” said 1; “ but wait till to-
morrow, sefior; may be you wiil forgive him yet.
He thought, perhaps, the door was left open on
purpose.” 1

“ That s no excuse at all,” cried the Major;
“ bananas are sixty-five cents a bushel now, and
he ought to know better than to eat a whole basket-
ful. 1 shall sell him before the end of this week.”

We liad a late supper, and | took care not to go

“ the she-bear with her

THE ROBIN AND THE
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to bed before | was sure that the baboons had set-
tled their dispute about the possession of that shelf.
A little after sunrise the negro waked me with the
aiinouneement that my boatman was coming, and
that the steamer would leave at nine o’clock.

We had a little breakfast, and when the lioat
blew her first whistle, | settled my ljill, and left
the ark in its solitude.

“ My boys would take you across in our family
boat,” said the Major, “ but this is Sunday, and 1
sent them all to the Mission church.”

The Major, the negro, and some of the foui--
legged boarders, followeti me down to the wliarf.

“ Halloo! look here," said I; “ here are our
two prize-fighters,—the spaniel and the capuchin ;
it is a great wonder they are not quarreling !”

“ 1 would not advise them to try it,” said the
Major, very gravcly; “ they know better than lo
fight on Sunday.”

THE ROBIN AND THE TROUT.
fA Fahuj

Bv Nathaniel

Niles.

A ROBIN flew down to a river to drink,
But stopped, ere she sipped it, a moment to think,—

If clrinking a little can do so much good,

How fine | should feel if 1 lived in the flood 1~

So she hopped in the stream to accomplish her wish,
But sank to the bottom, and died among fish.

She scarcely had chirruped her odd fancy out,

When,

looking before her, she spieci a fine Trout

Who was lying quite still, and heard the queer wish,—
So odd for a robin, but right for a fish.

Just then a fat insect had caught the Trout’s eye.

And up to the surface he flew for the fly.

Delicious I ” he cried.
'T were better, by far,

“ If such things fill the air,
to leave here,

and live there 1"

So hoping to feast upon many flies more.
He leaped from the water, and died on the shore.

MORAL.

Be always contenteci; but,

if you aim higher,

Think twice, lest you leap from the pan lo the fire.
Remember, a little wil! often be good,
When more, if we take it, would poison our food.

And then, above all things,

let nothing compel us,

To wish we were somebody else, or be jealous!
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A CURIOUS MONASTERY.

By J.

High up among the mountains of China, stands
one of the most curious religious edifices in the
worid. It isthe monastery of “ Yung-feu,” where
a body of Chinese priests live at a height above
their fellow-creatures, which is supposed to cor-
respond with their superior eininence iu sanctity.

The monastery consists of several buildings,
whicli are set upon the rocks at tlie entrance
of an immense cavern near the top of a lofty
mountaiu. These rocks are so precipitous, and
reach to such a frightful height, that it seems
almost impossible for any one to get up to the
buildings without the aid ofa balloon. And itis,
indeed, a difficult task to climb to those enorinous
heights. Near the monastery there ave steps, cut
in the rock, but for most of the journey from the
level country beneatli, tlie narrow, steep and slip-
pery path Icads soinetimes through lonely gorges,
with high walls of bare rock, and sometimes tlivough
through thick and dark forests.

One of the buildings is supportcd on tall tira-
bers which, at a little clistance, look like slender
poles, and it might easily be sitpposed that if one
of these should happen to break, the whoic house
would go tumbling down among the rocks. But
the house may be better fastened and strengthenecl
than we think, for the Chinese and the Japanese
have a way of makiug things with bamboo-poles
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and sticks and reeds which look quite frail and
shaky, but which are really very strong.

Here the Chinese priests and devolces live ycar
after year, almost out of the worid, and certainly
high abovethe greater part ofit, and they probably
think that by shutting themselves up among these
lofty, and almost inaccessible crags, they are per-
fonning a religious duty of a high order.

In spite of the difficiilties and dangers of the
ascent, the dwellers in the monastery frequently
receive visits from travelers. There is much here
to interest visitors,—the vast cave to the entrance
of which the buildings seem standing guard; the
deep ravines down into which one can look from
almost any part of the houses, and the people thecm-
selves whose strange idea oi religious duty has led
iheni to pass tlieir ILves among the caves and
precipices of this desofate and gloomy mountain.

Many au American boy, however, would be apt,
as he looked upoii that queer house set upon its
stilts, to think what a jolly thing it would be—if
nobody lived in the house—to climb up there
some day with a saw, cut through a couple of those
poles, and let the whole affair come tumbling down
the rocks. It would make a splendid crash, and
it would be so easy to do it |

But it will probably be a long tiine before any
boy with a saw shall find those liouses empty.

IN THE WELL.

By F.mma K. Pakkish.

Kate was a polygon. Now | am afraid some
of you will be thinking of those funny little black
things that you see in the spring going wiggle-
waggle around in the pools of water by the road-
side; but, dear me, | did n’t mean anything of the
sort. It tells about them in the back part of the
arithmetic—about tlie polygons, | mean. They
are figures having many sides; and Kate as a
character had a great many sides, so of course she
was a polygon.

There was one side when she carne down-stairs
on a sunny morning with a footstep as light as

that of a young gazelle, and gave everyljody a
hearty kiss and a smile, and flew around like a
little breeze helping her mother set the table and
turn the pancakes—that isto say, thegriddle-cakcs.
the flapjacks. At such times her mother looked
pleased, and called her Kitty; and dear oid grand-
ma would say, *“ Bless her Jittie heart, what a
happy child she is.” But may be Kate would eat a
little too much sirup on her breakfast cakes, which
would make her lincomfortable, and then she
would go around scowling and puckering up her
face, and nothing svould please her, and by bed-
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timo she would n’t have a smile for any one, fior
scarcely a civility. Before ihe next morning, she
would have reflected upon her course, and consid-
ered what a misspent day had gone by, and she
ivould make up lier mind to be serene and dignified,
like her Sunday-school teacher. Soshe would help
her motherin agrave, womanly manner, answering
sweetly, “ Yes, ma’am, " or “ No, raa’am,” but no
more; and she would tie grandma’s cap-strings,
and fixthe cushionsinher chair so comfortably, and
savc her the nicest piece of fried sausage. And
granthna wouid inurmur to herself, “ That dear
child aint long for this world, bless her lovely face !”
You see grandma would forget how cross Kate was
the day before. Onsuch occasions her mother called
her Katy, and looked upon her as her right-hand
supporter, for Molly was always busy dressing the
children before breakfast,

But wait a littie while. At eleven o’clock on
just such a day as that, Kate’s dearest friend,
Almira, carne from the viilage to see her, and they
began lhcir festivities by a gentle, quiet game with
their dolls, and were perfect models of propriety
for about one hour. They then glided lightly into
the mirthful amusement of jumping rope; then
waxing riotous, nothing short of sliding down
stiaw-stacks and jumping from the hay-mow into
the “ bay ” would satisfy them. Finally, they de-
generated into perfect tom-boys, and, taking hold
of the littie calves’ tails, goaded those innocent
bovines into a frenzy of fright with screams and
yells of “ Go ’long,” and “ Git up, Bossy; ” and,
breaking all boundaties, went cantering down the
road right past the front door, like young Indians
on a buffalo hunt. Then did Kate’s mother ap-
pear in the door-way, stcrn and forbidding, and
cali out distinctly, “ Katlierine, 1 am astonished
at you!”

Kate’s head drooped, and mortification seized
her; subdued and ashanied, she returned from
the Chase and spent the rest of the day in seriouj
talk with her dearest friend, who returned to her
viilage home wiih very enlarged views of life, bul
with a faint, tngcring wish that Kate was n't so
changeable.

That is how Kate was a polygon; at least, that
is part of it; she had so many, many sides,
that | would n’t bother you to hear about them
all.

One day, when Kate was in one of her peculiar
States of mind, she and Molly and Bert and Davy
had the circle of their society enlarged by the
iirrival of two visitors, Fanny and Lulu, who had
come to spend the day.

The State in which Kate that day existcd was
one of partial melancholy, caused inainly by
jealousy. Her mind had long been revolvinga
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gloomy subject, namely, that her mother did n’t
love her so much as she did the other children,
particularly Danny, the big brother of them all.
She had thought about it more or less ever since
the day her mother so sternly reproved her about
the calves. “ Mother does n’t love me, | know,”
she thought, “ or she never would have looked so
at me; she never looks that way at Danny.” It
did n’t occur to Kate that Danny seldom needed
“ looking at,” but was a wonderfully well-behaved
boy for his fifteen years.

The children played nimbly for some time with
the long bench in the chip-yard, making believe it
was a boat, and spearing lots of alligators (those
were hens), with a terrible great spear (that was a
clothes pole). After a while they were shipwrecked,
and being, like all shipwrecked people, voraciously
hungry, they filed into the house, to see what they
couid find to eat. They stood in a damorous row
around the table where Mrs. Witherling was mak-
ing cottage cheese, and that kind-hearted woman
wiped her hands and spread for each child a slice
of bread and butter, and then returned to her work.

“ Now,” thought Kate, with a deep sigh, “ this
isa good time to ask mother about that, right be-
fore everybody,” and taking her fate in her hands
along with her bread and butter, she said;

“ Mother, which oFus do you like the best?”

“Why, | like you all, every one,” said her
mother, puzzled a littie.

“ /believe you like Danny the best,” said Kate,
earnestl)'.

“ Mother does; she always gives him the big-
gcst piece ofeverything,” said Molly, satisfied that
the whole question was now settled.

“ Daniel is biggest,” said their mother; “ that’s
why | give him the biggest piece of everything.”

“ No, but you never scold him,” said Kate.

“ Perhaps he doesn’t disobey me so much,” said
her mother, mildiy.

“ Disobey” was a very uncomfortable word to
Kate, and she never used it, on any account.

“ Well, then,” said she, “ you like Danny the
best, because he is the best, don’t you, mother?”

“No,” said her mother, “ I like Daniel and
every one of you just the same ; but | don’t have
to scold him so much, because he minds better.”

“ But 1don’t believe you like me so well as you
do Danny, or any of the rest,” argued Kate.

“ Why, vyes, child, I do. What in the world
made you think such a thing? ”

“ Mamma, make me a cheese ?” asked Davy.

“ Make you acheese?” answered mamma, laugh-
ing. “ Yes, Il make you acheese,” and she rolled
up a cunning litéle ball, about the size ofa marhle,
and put itin Davy’s fat littie hand, and he put it
directly in his red littie mouth.
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“ Me one, maroma,” said Beit.

Then every one must have a cheese, and Kate
silently took hers, among the rest. She had not
answercd her moiher’s question, but turned away,
feeling a little as if she wanted to cry. She knetv
now that her mother did n’t love her like Davy,
because she petted him, fior like Danny, for she
respected him so. She did n’t blame her, oh no,
but she felt very fors'aken and desoiate. Such is
the power oijealousy.

“ Now, children,” said Mrs. Witherling, “ run
out and play ; don't go too far away, for father ’ll
be home soon, and then we ’il have supper.”

The children waiked out meditatively munching
their cheeses as they went. Who would have
thought they would get into mischief in less than
two minutes and under their mother’s very eyes ?

“ Oh, there s the well; lee 's go and look down,”
cried MoUy, casting a doubtful éye at the Windows,
to see if her mother was watching, for she well
knew there was danger in that “ long holc.”

The well was a new one, about twenty feet deep,
and clry, because the men had n’t found water yet-
But they would find it, sure, because oid Mr-
Cripps had tried it with a witch-hazel that twisted
around like everything when he held it in hishands
over tlie place.

“ There’s water thar; there’s water thar,” he
said. “ Keep a-diggin’an’you ’ll come to it.”

“ | s’pose there ’s water som’eres between here
au’ Chiny,” one of the meu answered.

The diggers were gone to the caucus that after-
noon, with father and Unele Rick and Danny, and
the well was covered with boards. Kate asked her
mother that morning when she heard about it, if
she and Molly could n’t go, too.

“ Why, child, what do you want to go there
for?” her mother asked, much amused.

“ To see the wild bcasts, and the animals, and
everything,” Kate responded.

Her mother laughed and said she hoped there
wouldn n’t be any wild animals there. It was only
a kind of meeting where people made speeches,
and she did n’t believe Kate would enjoy it very
much.

About an hour afterward, Kate happened to
think that circus was the word she had meant,
instead of caucus, and she felt very sheepish.

So that was how the well was left to take care of
itself. There was no curb, but there was a wind-
lass, and a bucket in which the men let themselves
down, and drew up the gravel and clay that they
dugout.

“ Let’s look in,” said Molly, who was afraid of
nothing; and Fanny, who wiis afraid of but one
thing, and that was a cow, drew near, and tried to
peer through the cracks between the boards. Molly

”
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pulled one of the boards aside, and pushing her
gingham sun-bonnet back from her face, gazed
down; then seeing nothing but great darkness,
pulled away another board.

“ Oh, girls, it’s splendid!” she cried.
awful deep, and dark, and funny 1
like to go down again 1”

Kate and Fanny scrambled to the edge, and were
likewise delighted with the view. Then little Lulu
and Bert and Davy all clamored to see, and were
held tightly by their skirts, and allowed to enjoy
the dangerous pleasure “just a little minute,” and
svere then set carefully back several feet from the
svell.

“ 171l let you down,
said Molly.

“ Would n’t you rather go first?” asked Kate,
a little timidly.

“ No,” said Molly, decidedly; “ thatis, >0about
going now, because you aint strong enough to let

“ It
How | svould

Kate, if you want to go,”

rae down, but not no because 1 am afraid. Why,”
she said, growing enthusiastic, “ Unele Rick let
me dosvn just by the rope alone; | just put my

foot in the hook that they hang the bucket on, and
I bung on to the rope with only one hand and
ssvung down magnificent! It was grander than
any ssving you ever saw.”

Katc’s fears were forgotten at this glosving ac-
count, and after Molly had wouncl up ihe rope on
the windlass, she seated herself in the soniesvhat
clayey bucket, and prepared to descend. The
bucket swung off the platform grandly and moved
at first svith a siow, jerking motion. But soon the
jerks carne fastcr and faster, the windlass thumped
very loud, and the bucket began to whirl around
and around and to bump against the narrow walls,
and in a moment more, with a dreadful shock, it
struck the bottom of the well. A quantity of sand
and dirt flew into Kate’s face, and the long, heavy
rope carne drcling and coiling down on her poor
little head. She offered a few scrcams which were
answered by faint, frightened screams from upper

earth. Then the water began to ooze through the
sandy floor of her prison. Evidently the shock
had looscned the earth so that tbe underground

scream for which the men were searching found a
place to flow through. Dreadful was Kate’s terror
for a moment when she thought of being drowned
away down in that dark hole, but she had presence
of mind enough lo lift out the great rope, and that
lightened her queer boat so that it floated a little,
but only a very little, for it was a great, heavy
bucket, with much clay clinging to its sides,
and Kate was by no means a “ light weight.”
The bucket tipped about dizzily whenever she
moved, and she felt like a very forsaken mariner
in her tuh, for although not a whole minute
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had passed since her ariival on this unkno(v:i
sea, it seemed like a long, long while. Tears

of distress carne to her eyes at thought of being
left there to drown like a rat, and she began
to think her motherdidn’t love her the least spcck,
or she would have come to heip her out. In the
midst of these mental murmurings her mother’s
kind face appeared between her and the sky, and
her ringing voice callcd out, “ Don’t be afraid,
Katy ; sit very stiil and 1 ’il heip you oiit in just a
minute.” Then her face disappeared, and soon a
doubled clothes-line carne dangling down to Kate.
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Then she turned her attention to Molly, whose
liead had been cruelly bruised by the windlass.
That young lady felt as if an explanation was rc-
quired of her for the rather imperfcct manner in
which she had lowered her sister into the well;
and she accordingly went into the minutest par-
ticulars as lo how the windlass became unmanage-
able, the handie slippcd from her grasp, flew
around violently and hit her on the head as if it
nicant to send her in search of her hapiess sister,
and then somehow the rope got loose from the
windlass, and went down too. This was Molly’s

"A NAROW liScAPC?

“ Tie it to the handle of the bucket,” her mother
called; “ mind you tie it very tight. Wind it a
great many times round and round and round.
He very careful. dear, and tie it strong,”

How like the balm of Gilcad were those tender
words to Kate’s jealoiis littie heart, She tied the
rope very carefully, and was laboriously hauled
up out of the well, and helpcd to totter out upon
the carlh once more, weak and white.

“ My darling child!” cried her mother,
bracing her; “ what a narrow escape !”

em-

repentant explanation, which was received very
forgivingly, and she joined in the general joy.
The other children were too happy to contain
tliemselves when they saw Kate safe among them
once move, and they hopped around like a brood
of curious large chickens, hugging Kate and every-
i50dy eise, by turns.

Father and Unele Rick and Danny soon carne,
and were astonished at the news.

“ Well,” said Unele Rick, “it’s as oid Mr.
Cripps said, after all, but who ’d have thought Katy
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would find the water!
must be lier heft.”
And for a good many weeks after that,
Rick would allude to Kate as “
digger, and finder of water.”
But Kate found something else besides water

It’s her heft, I think; it

Unele
our patent well-
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while rocking in that liucket, and this was the sure
and certain knowledge that her inotlier loved lier
ever so much. How much, she never could know,
but | think that mother’s love was much deepev
than the well, and that it wouid have takcn a much
jonger rope to sound ils depths.

IN THE WOODS,

By Maurice Thompson.

" The boy's will js ihc whid's wijll.”

W hen 1 was a bo)', 1 lived with my father on
his plantation in the Cherokcc country of North
Georgia. A passion for the study of natura! his-
tory, and especially ornithology. led me to spend
most of my time in the woods. | had a leather
knapsack, made water-tight, in wliich | carried ray
books and a small telescope. My arms were an
English bow and arrows, and a very short, light,
singlc-barreled shot-gun.

Mj- father’s plantation consisted of some two or
three hundred acres of cleared land, lying on tbe
edge of an immense foiest of pinc and oak,
through which fiotved a beautiful river, named
by tbe Cherokee Indinns. “ Coosawattec.” Some
clear spring stveams, too, rising in the foot-hills,
or rather the spur-ridges of the pinc-log mount-
ains, rippled along the many little dells among
ferns, wild morning-glovies and balsam.

This regiéon was a paradise of birds and many
kinds of small quadrupcds. A few deer were to
be seen, if you undcrstood ho'v to look for tbcm,
and occasionally a flock of wild turkeys would rise
from the edge of some sedgy glade with a loud
flapping of wings, and fly away into the darkest
hollows of the woods-

Lct me tell you how | pvosecuted my vaiious
studies. | wished to study all the branches of
a liberal education whilst paying especial atten-
tiou to zoology and genera! natural history, and
I so arranged my studies that by spcnding more
than the usual time with my teachers Mondays.
Tuesdays and Wednesdays, | had Thursclays,
Frida\'s and Saturda)'S frce for my woodland rain-
blings and out-door studies. It was a very joyful
school-life. Whilst lying beside clear raountain-
springs, in the cool shade of the wild woods, with
many rare songsters wavbling above me, | read
Wilson and Bonapartc and Audubon’s books on
birds. At other times 1 xvoiild sit 011 the ccdar-
covered bluffs of the Coosawattee, and porc over

raathematical problems. 1 read some choice
novéis, principally French, in order to get a good
knowledge of that language. | remember well
how -‘The Romance of a Poor Young Man” de-
lighted me. | translated and read, during one
bass-fishing season, tlie “ Essay on Oid Age,” and
the “ Somnium Scifiionis" of Cicero, and many
of the odes of Horace.

My father had a friend living in England who,
finding out that | was a great bird-liunter, wrote
to ask if I could kill and skin for him two perfect
spccimens of the great black woodpecker, a bird
then very hard lo find, and now almost extinct in
a larger part of what was once its habitat. He
offered to pay me ten pounds, steiling money, for
the skins. Of course, | was delighted w”h the
chance of earning so large a sum in a way which
appearecl so easy.

It was in February when | received tlie letter.
I remember that a light sno'v, a rarc thing in that
latitude so late in the wintcr, lay on everything,
sticking so fast to the leavcs of the small pinc
saplings that the lower linibs drooped down to
the ground. | tvenC forth at once with my shot-
gun, thinking that in a fesv lioms | could earn the
ten pounds. But | did not at first properly con-
sider what the Englishman had meant by perfect
specimens, iior did | fovesce that it wonid take a
whole week’s hunt to get a sliot at the kind of bird
1 wanted: and even then to miss it !

Tlie great American woodpecker is a beautiful
bird. He is rather larger than a tamc pigeon,
almost jet black over tlic most of his body and
wings, though the latter, when spread out, disclose
some white feathcrs and spots, and his breast and
sides are mottlcd wilh shadcs of clifTeient dark

colors. On each side of his head is a line of white.
On his crown is a long tuft of briiliant scarlet
feathers. His benk or bili is very long, strong
and Sharp. His legs are short, of a dark, dingy
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hue. Nearly always when flying, he goes up and
down, as if riding on long waves of wind, and he
utters a loud cackle which cchoes cheerily through
the woods.

I remember where 1 killed my finest specimen
of this kind of woodpecker. It was on the side of
John’s Mountain, about twenty miles from father’s
plantation. | was climbing up a very steep place
among some small “ blaek-jack” trees, when the
bird flew right over my head, and launched him-
self for a strong swecp across the valley. | threw
up my gun and fired with a hurried aim. Luckily
I hit him ; but oh, where he did fall to! It took
me nearly a half hour of haid, dangerous clam-
bering down the cliffs to get to him.

| sent the Englishman thirteen birds—their
skins | mean—before he got tu'O he would be
satisfied with. Then | wrote to him not to senci
me the money, but to get me tlie best double-
barreled shot-gun the ten pounds would buy in
London. This he did, and | afterward carried the
gun through many a big hunt in Florida.

W hat made my scliool-lifc in the woods most
delightful was the companionship of my lirother, a
little younger than I, who studied with me. He
was a most enthusiastic egg-hunter. He collected
for the cabinets of two or three gentlemen a great
numberof rare bird-eggs. We both delighted in
shooting with the bow and arrow. Sometimes we
spent a day in the woods as follows: We would go
to someone of the many coid springs of clear water
in among the hilis, and selcct an open spot, where
we woidd set up a small mark toshootat. Our
rule svas to shoot for half an hour, then unstring
our bows and drink a cup of water, in which we
had dissolved some blackbeny, mulberry or currant
jelly ; then take our books and study hard for an
hour, afterwhich take anotherhalf-hour’s shooting,
followed by lunch. Under such circumstanccs
study was easy and our sport was glorious.

Those littie mountain streams of North Georgia
al)ound in bass, a very game fish. We used to
anglc a great deal in the season forit. Sometimes
we would neglect our lessons a little when the fish
were particularly lively ; but we made up for this
on rainy days, when we coulddo nothing but study.

Late in the bass-fishing season the muscadines
tipen along the streams. They are very large wild
grapes, growing, not in clusters, but singly, as
plums do. | know of nothing more delicious than
the juice of a muscadine. W e used to take a flat-
bottomed little boat, and pole it along the banks of
those rivers where the muscadine-vines covered the
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overhanging trees, and, getting hold of a bough,
we would shake down the dark purple fruit until
the floor was covered. Then we wouid eat and
study at the same time, while the waves of the
river kept our boat gently swaying up and down.
We sometimes professed to think that muscadine
juice softened the conditions of an algeijraic prob-
lem,andeven brightened the anglesofFrench verbs.
When we were reading Fénelon’s “ Adventures of
Telemachus,” we haunted a little island in the
Oothcaloga, which we named “ L’ile de Calypso,”
where we built ourselves a rude shelter under a
giant plane-tree. From the stream at the south
end of this island we caught some very large bnss,
and some blue perch, called bream by the Southern
pcople.

Immecdiatciy after the firstheavy frostsofautumn,
we svent to the mountains to gathcr chestnuts.
The trees were generaily very large, and often they
bore enormously large quantities of those hiige
prickly burrs in which the nuts grow. After the
frost, the first wind would cover the ground at the
roots of the trees with the burrs already opened
and the luits pecping out. Nowhere in the world
could be found finer chestnut foresis than those of
North Georgia a few ycars ago ; but now they are
sadly dilapidated, worms having killed many of the
trees. On our nutting excursions we went in a
mountain cart drawn by a mulé, and camped out
fora weekor so. We studied at night, by the liglu
of flaming splinters of resinous pine, called by
tbe Southern people “ lightwood.” Our teachers
sometimes would go with us on these pleasant
rambles, giving us our lecturcs in the open air.
Thiscamping out is averyenjoyable thing in every
way, when the weather is fine. Wilson’s beautiful
descriptive prose discloses its very subtlest charm
when read aloud to the accompaniment of a crack-
ling out-door fire, amid the stiliness of the woods
hy night. Meat is juicier and bread sweeter when
eaten in the open air, and mental food takes on
the same increase of flavor and novelty of taste
when blown over by the winds, shone upon by
the sun and moon, and dampened by the dews of
nature.

When men ask me where | was educated, | an-
swer: “ In the University of the Woods,” and they
sometimes add the further question ;

“ Is that a Germéan school ”

Then | look grave and shake my liead, saying :

“ No, itis situated in the Georgian mountains.”

Which, of course, sounds very much as if my
education were Asiatic!
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TPIE BURDOCK BOY AND GIRL.

By Mary L. B. Branch.

T hey were a funny pair. Kit and Siie made
them out of burdock burrs, down in tiie cérner of

the garden under the apple-tree. The

shows yon tlie way they looked, and the burrs that
had bloomed out pink were set in their faces for
eyes, and noses, and mouths. The hoy had pink

buttons down hisjacket.
“ They shall have a nice littie house, ri
by this catnip,” said Sue, clearing a spot.

“ And now let’s make them some chairs,” said

Kit.

picture

ght here

You see how the chairs «'ere made, and they had

pink cushions. The burdock boy and girl imme-

diately sat down, and stared at each other.

Then a table was made of fine strong burrs, and
burr plates were placed on it, heaped high with

pink burr dainties.
‘I want an apple,
voice resembling Sue’s.

said the burdock boy, in a-

“ And | want a cookey,” said the girl, in tones
like Kit’s.

But they did not eat much after all, and the
meal was soon over. Then said the burdock
boy:

“ Will you dance?”

“ 1 can’t,” sighed the girl.

“ | can’t either,” laughed the boy. “Wil you
walk and jump ?”

“ No. my chair is too heavy,” said tho girl; for

you see when she had once sat down, she could

not get up without carrying the chair on
her back, because burrs stick so tight.

“ Oh, you funny littie folks !” exclaimed
Sue; “ you can't do a thing but just sit
there and keep house. Come, Kit, let’s go
and see if there are any more raspberries
ripe !”

So aivay the restless children ran, and
left the burdock boy and girl motionless in
their chairs. They sat there all day, and
all night. They sat there a whole week
in fact, even when it rained, and they grew
very brown and hopeless-looking, they
found it so tiresome.

No wonder they could n’t bear it any
longer. Perhaps the burdock boy whis-
pered to the burdock girl;

'*Kitand Sue wont come again. Let’s
go find them !~

At all events, when sister Clara strolled
idly along the garden-path one day, the
hule burdock fotks caught fast hold of her

pretty gray skirts, and went along with her, chairs
and all.

Along the path, across Che lawn, through the
piazza, and into the very parlor went the littie
clinging burrs, and two or three voices called out;

“ Do look at your dress behind, Clara 1”

“ | 11 pick them off,” said Sue good-naturedly ;
and she and Kit, with great pains, disentangled
the now nearly shapeless mass of dried-up burrs.

They threw them into the kitchen fire, and it was
not until they were fairly blazing up, that Kit said:

“ 1do really believe that was our burdock boy
and girl!” But it was too late.
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WHAT HAPPENED TO MARGERY DAW.

There Were once two oid hens; one was named Mrs. A. M., because
she laid an egg every morning, and the other was named Mrs. P. M,
because she laid her eggs in the afternoon. But at the time of this
story, Mrs. P. M. was not laying any eggs. She had ten littie chickens
to take care of, and that was as much as she could do.

Well, Mrs. A. M. was on her nest in the chicken-house, one morning,
and Margery Daw was standing outside in the field. Margery was a
cow, and she was standing very quietly in the shade of the chicken-
house, chewing her cud and switching oif flies with her tail. There was
a window, almost over Mrs. A. M.'s nest, and this was open with the
sa.sh propped up by a stick. Margery Daw was standing near the win-
dow, and nearly every time she switched her tail it struck the lower part
of the window, which worried Mrs. A. M. a good deai. She was afraid
the tail might come in all the way, and strike her.

“1 wish Margery Daw would go somewhere eise and .switch her tail,”
she thought; *“or, if she wont do that, I wish | was not so easily
frightened, Margery is not easily frightened, and she does not know how
to feel for such littie creatures as we are. She is so large, that she would
not care how much | wagged my tail or flapped my wings about her.”

Just at this time a very large fiy bit Margery Daw on her side, and
she gave a great switch with her tail to brush it off. She switched so
hard that she struck the stick which held up the window-sash, and jerked
it out into the field. Down carne the sash with a bang, which frightened
Mrs. A. M. so much that she flew cackling and screaming off her nest.

Margery Daw was not frightened by the noise ; she just looked around
to see what it was, and not noticing that anything unusual had happened,
went on chewing her cud. She soon felt another fly-bite, but when she
went to switch the fiy off, she found she could not do it. The end of
her tail was fase in the window. When the window-sash fell, it caught
the long brush at the end of her tail, and, as the sash was heavy, and
fitted tighily, the brush was wedged in so firmly that she could not
move it. But it did not hurt her, because the bru.sh was nothing but
long hair, which had no more feeling in it than the hair of your head.

Margery Daw was very much surprised when she found that .she
could not switch her tail, and she began to puli away from the window
as hard as she could. And when she found that she could not even
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move away from the side of the chicken-house, she became frightened,
and pulled and jerked and bellowed at a great rate.

“ | declare,” said Mrs. A. M., “she is really more frightened than
ever | was. At least, she is making more noise.”

“ | should think so,” said Mrs. P. M., who was there with all her little
ones; “you could not be frightened enough to make a noise like that.”

Just then, the oid man who owned the cow and the chickens heard
Margery Daw’s bellowing and carne down to the chicken-house. He

lifted up the window-sash and let her loose. As soon as she found she
was free. she ran as hard asshe could to the other side of the field.

“Well, well,” said Mrs. A. M., as shewent back to her nest, “1 did
not tliink that Margery Daw could be sofrightened. But then it took
a good deal to frighten her. Being fastby the tailis a serious matter.
Perhaps | ought to try never to be frightened except by a serious mat-
ter. | will try; but, after all, cows and hens are very ditferent creatures.”

VOL. VI.—57.
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i1 JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Hukrah for October, with its brisk air, its ripe
apples and sweet nuts, and the crackle of wood-
fircs in the early inornings 1

Cheerful times, these, my fiiends; cheerful, be-
cause biisy, perhaps; all the busier that ihe days
are shorter. And now, here are some little niatters
for you to look into.

To begin with; Will somebody please tell me
the meaning of this very

aUEEH LETTER. .
linots.

Dear Mr.Jackj | write this to let you know ihat, out ourway,

S P

but | hope you are having scasonablc weather.—Yours Iruly, S. K.

COLUMBUS’'S EGG OUTDONE.

| ONCE thought that only Christopher Columbus
ever made an egg stand on end without support.
He did it by breaking the shell, | believe. But now
word comes of a gentleman who can set up eggs
on end, wliole rows of them, so that they stand by
themselves, and that, too, without breaking onc of
them ! He stands them best on a marble slab, and
says that itis not a difficult thing to do.

Then, what your Jack would likC to know is,
why in the world did n’t Columbus do it in this
way, and save his egg?

Stranger still, this steady-handcd gentleman can
stand an egg on a napkin-ring anc then balance
another egg on the top of the first!

| am afraid the great discoverer could n’t have
done that.

But now, my patient youngsters, get a lot of
eggs,—if anybody will trust you with them,—sit
down quietly, and try if you also cannot outdo
Christopher Columbus. And when you have out-
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done him in the matter of standing eggs on end,
get up, and improve on a few other things he did.

A ROTARY YACHT.
Brookiyn. N. Y.

Dear Jack-in-ths-Pulpit: Edward C D. once \vrote lo you
Chathe had seen in San Fiancisco a circularboat with sails and oars,
and you gave a picture ofitin June, 1877.

Wc have had one of lhgsc boatsin Prospect Park fora long lime,
pnly ithas waterall around it, eiccepting just where you getin. It
is called a “rotary yacht,” and the little lake is namcd “ Lake
Como.” The commodore stands on the landing and calis out that
you may have a voyage for five cents, keep it up as longas you like,
and stop acany place in the world you choose, and that tliere is no
extra cliarge Ibr “ oars and moonlight."—Yours iruly, B, B.

JAPANESE CHARM-SHELLS,

Charm-shells are supposed by some persons
in Japan, to keep away dragons and other evils
from anybody who wears them. |If the shells really
do this, Japancse dragons must be easily scared |

However, | was going to tell you of two of these
charm-shells, They had nothing terrible about
them. One was in tlie shape ofa small roll, longer
than its width. It was prettily pointed, and was
stained outside with brown, speckled with white
squares.

The other charm was an oyster-shell, measuring
about six inches across, and filled with tiny grin-
ning images of mother-of-pearl, which were be-
lieved to be gods. Tliere was a good number of
them, but not enough to scare a mosquito of ordi-
nary size, | am sure. How small those dragons
must be, | can’t begin to think.

The way the images are made is curious. A
priest forms some little figures with Icad, and slips
them between the shells of a living oystcr, a few at
a time, for it would kill the fish to put in too many
at once. In the course of years, the oyster is full
of images, which it lias covered with a beautiful
coating of pearly shell. Then the priest takes the
oyster-shell with its images, calis it a charm, and
sells it at a high price.

ALU IN A NUTSHELL,

G. L. F. sends word from one of the West India
Isiands, as follows;

“ The chickens here are very fond of cocoa-ont; and, if a nul be
cracked for thein and a part placed on the CTound, che chicks and ihe
hen will run lo ic, andi in a moment, the nollow shell will be flled
with squealing young ones, pashingj jumping, tumbling one over
another, and pccking ai ihc sweci wiute meat. The mo~er stands
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bj» and, whencv”r she sees a chance, pjcks out littie bits for the un”
lucky chicks who have been turned out; and all the while (he shell
full of restless littJe beings rolls and rocks about, addIng fui; to the
confusién.”

A TOO'OBEDIENT ZULU.

One day, a friend of your Jack’s wasvisiting the
Botanical Gardens at Durban in Natal, South
Africa, He rodé through the natural jungie, away
up tothe top of a beautiful range of hills, and there

A MAMMOTH EtEPHANT IN KB

he had the pleasure of finding a fine garden well
stockcd with forcign trees and plants.

Hearing angry voices, the visitor waited under
some trees till the manager appeared. He looked
very hot and troubled, and made apology for the
“ hard words,” saying:

“ It would have made Job mad. | had succeeded
in growing a fine set of vines, bearing twenty-six
different kinds of grapes. | wished to find out
which kind would best suit the Natal climate, but
feared that the birds might get ahead of me. So |
had a number of muslin bags made, and told a
Zulu servant to tie up a bunch in every bag. Just
now, | met the Zulu trundling a large vvheelbarro'v
loaded with inuslin bags stuffed with grapes. He
had cut offall the bunches first, and then tied them
up in the bags1”

That was provoking, but slill the Zulu had been
obedient,—perhaps too obedient.

THOUSANDS OF YEARS IN ICE.

T his month, my dears, you have a picture of a
mammoth elephant, which, although dead, was
preservad as frcsh as a fairy for I don’t know how
many thousands of years, in a big hlock ofice.

The creature was found by a Siberian fisherman
in the last year of the last century, as he was walk-
ing along the shore of the Arctic Ocean near the
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mouth of the river l.ena. Its flesh, skin, hair,

wool, and everything, were in perfect condition,
and it was about as big as a modern elephant.

Being left unguarded for some time after the ice

had melted, much of the flesh was eaten by wolves

and bears, who made no compiaint about the din-

rer being coid, although jt had waited for them

such a long time. The tusks, weighing three hun-

dred pounds, were taken by the finder as his prize;

and now the skeleton is

set up in St. Petersburg.

Your Jackwas remind-

ed about this on hearing

of a discovcry near New-

burgh a while ago. Some

men, while digging a

trcnch on a farm, found

the bones of an animal

that must have stood
about twelve feet high
when alive. The bones

were those of a masto-
don, a creature different
from the mammoth ele-
phant of Siberia, and
rather larger.

There are no such ani-
mals as these living now-
adays, | believe; but if
there are, | hope none
of them will come tramp-
ing around my pulpit.

Oho ! Waita moment,
now. Of course there
can be no doubt that the
Siberian mammoth was
found actiially iinbecided

in the middle of a block of ice,—but how did he
getin? Find out, my boys and girls |

SWEET POTATOES AND MORNING GLORIES,

Perhaps you never thought that sweet potatoes
are relativas of morning glories ? Weil, they are,
and not very distant relatives, either.

Look a littie further into this; and if you find
anything curious, ict your Jack know, for morning
glories are great favorites of his.

A NERVOUS SNAKE.

Oxford, Wis.

D&ar jJACK.TN.TiiR.PfrLPiT I Hrtvc ycii eversecn with your eyes,
or heard about wiih your ears, llie mysterious glass<snake of the
Mississippi Valley?

It is not very big, and not the least dangerous: simply a littie
brown repnle. Butjust hit biin, and, presté! he fliesinto pieces as
ifhe were really glass and not flesh ina bone.

And thisis notall. The natives assure me that jrieft undisturbed
after he has been killed undenlably dead, he wUI gather his pieces
together, and squirm offagain.

A leamed man, named Steele, writes of this snake: He U so con-
Etructed thnta sudden fright, like a blow. alarma his nervous sysiem,
and his museles, contracting violently, break hiio to bits. But Steelc
does not tell about ihis extraordinary resurrection rrick of the glass-
snake. Perhaps he did not belicve ;t could be truc.

If snakcs of this kind were plentiful, and 1 could test one, | would
soon flr>d out about this.

Is thero any young naturalist atnong your readers who can tell me
more about the habits of this odd creature, and ifhe is weakened by
having his nerves unstrung ?—Yours inquiiingly, L. K-1J.
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THE LETTER-BOX.

W e have received several leliers in regard lo tlie “ Puzxling Pict-
ure,” publ.shed in our June number, some of ihem coming to hrmd
very lately. It seems lo have requited a good deal of time to find
miit Iho intontioii and plan of tbis curious picture.

Two of the leitcTsreceived were very iotercstiiig. One was liom
the son of tbe anist who, mote than half a cenluiy sgo, designed
and drew the original of our picturv, and the otber was from a grand-
daughter of said artist. These peraons, one living in Dakoiah Tem-
toiy and the other in Nebtaska, were much surprised and pleased lo
see in St- Nicmolas a copy of the strange picture with which they
were so familiar in their youth. Each of them, nolknowing that the
other had written, scntusafull description and histoiyofthe engrav-
itlg, and explaincd the way in which it should be loolted at.

The eriginal of out picture was a largc lithograph, dravm by WIl-
liam Masen, an artistand leacher in Philadelphia,about iSaa or tSa*.
It represenis, not a chureh, as was supposed, bul the oid Philadel-
phia Bank Biiilding, which used to stand at Ilie comerofFounh and
Chesiniil streets, in that city, while the edifice in the grounds is the
walchman’s boa. This picture wns called a “ Horisontotium,” ot

Perspective mn mad,” and was very much larger than the cngrav-
ing which we made from it. which had to be made of a size lo suit
our page.

Th« plan orioethod of drawing such a picture is as foliows: All
perpendicular lines are made to radiate from ihc point of sight, and
all hori2onial Unes are drawn at right anglcs to each othcr» with one
of their anglcs louching a perpendicular. In our picture, the point
ofsightis a quarlcr ofan inch below the letter P, in the word “ Puz*
ZLWG," under the picture. 1l will casily be seen thatall the perpen-
dicular Unes jn the cngraviog radiate from ihis poinu

A good way to look at this picture ia to lake a pieccof card-board,
about ihrce inches long, and bend the bottom
ofit, in Ute mannershown inJhis diagram. Two
holes should be made in the card, and the one in
the lower beni poriion should be soplaced that
che poiiuof sight can be seco through it. The
hole in the uprigbt porlion should be a ja-
ches from the bottom, or rhc angle formed by
the bent part.  Through ihis upper hole the
picture should be viewed, when all its peculiar
perspeciive~-cr, rather, wantof perspective—will
disappear.

Letters IA regard to this puzzUng picture have
been received from R. H. VanderbUt; M. V.

R.; W. I. C rI. P. Reynolds, jr.; R. Hoard,
L. G. Francklyn, besides the full and inieresiing expbnallons from
S. Rufus Masén, and M. S. P,, the son and the granddaughier of the

West Haven, Conn.
Dbar St. Nicholas: | am very alad your July number gave
directionsfor making a hammecck. | have made three, my brother
two, and my Utlle sister (eight years oid) has made onc large enough
for herself. One night my brolher, anolher boy and myself, slept out
all night Inthem, and thought it great fun- i should have slept out
more, but | had a bad coid. We all lake a great dcol of comfort m
our hanimocks. Mamma says she thinks we have got well paid for
taking Sr- Nicholas ilusyear. | am thirteen years oid, and your

aliendvc reader, Roonrt Auol »-

Dbah St. Nicholas: Tnthe course of my reading, | have «ih-
ered one anagram and anotheruniill have quite a curious bu”et,
and from ill have sclecied several which | now send you: Tcle-
grapbs—great helps ; Astroiiomers—moon-starers ; PcnilenUDry—
nay, | rcpent it; Ofd England—golden land; John Abemeihy {noted
forbluntness and roughnc?s)-Tohnny, the liear; Radical rcform—
rare mad froUc ; Presbytcrian—Sest in nrayer; Florence Nightingale
—flic on, cheering angeli Horalio hleison—//bwr isi a
(Honor is from ihe Nilc).

This is ao Englishman’s anagram on Napoleén Bonapartc: “Sana
rapia Uno Rascal, yield up your stolon posscsrioos.”

A Frenchman of much note, Charles “nest, was dIstinguished for
a very large nose; some wag found In his iame the anagram, “
c'esiun grand nes/—Ah, ifiai fsa big nose I

When George I'hompson was urged to go into Parliament to serve
the cause of negro emancipation. a friend found a reason for tius
course in the letlcraofbisfiame, which were transpo&ed into: “ O go,
—the negro's M. P."

I thinlc you mustbe able to appreciaic the anagram od Editor»—
*350 liled.*—Yours, S. K-

Pottstown, Pa.
DsSAR St. KiCHOLAS: Piense tell me what the Emperor Moth
(Saturnia lo) feeds oo, and what heat is necdcd to hatch che egga.
J. D.S., Jr
Saturnia lo feeds on the baUam, poplar and elm, and aiso on dog-
wood, sassafras, ludian com and clover. The moth has been reared
successfully upon locust leaves. The ordbaiy heat of the air will
hatch theeggs.
Be carcful not to handio the young Caterpillar, as the stiiT prickles
on ihe back sting poisonousiy.

Alpha8ET Verses.—Versescontainicg all ihe letters of thealpha-
bet, as asked for in the August “ Lelter-Box,” have icen received
from Alice S. Wyinan—X. F. Turner—A. L. R —Bertie E. Sauer-
wein—Alice Rotinson—A. J. G. Perkins—P- V.—and from Charlie
and Matiie Rtchardson, who send the following four couplets, each
ofwhich contains all the ieticrs ofihc alphabet:

At Woonsockot, July twenty.sixth, we began
Some very queer sinnza» formed after this plan.

In which cvcry joker, in alphabeis seen,
Shall be fixed as requested by this magazine.

'T is unjiisi lo expect us to rhymc “ good and slick,”
When mosquitocs are buzzing, and fly very thlck.

But the twenry.rix letters, have each much to do,
In Giese queerly formed stanza-s J“st picase look them ihrough.

W. H. A. sends no verse, but a very short sentence, cut from
an ofd itewspaper, and which was composed by a boy ten years oid,
Il contains cvcry letler of ihe alphabet, and only thiity-three in all s
“Pack wilh my box five dozen quills.—J. Grey.”

O0BAR St, Nicholas: In writing to a pcrson and askingabout his
father, molher, aunt, or cousln, etc., is itproperto begin thosewcrds
with capilals, ornot? And in wriilng of your own father, molher,
etc., which is theright way to bogin the word? Please answer in ihe
“I~iter-Box,” and you wiligroally oblige

A COHSTAKT R saOCR.

W hen ihe words “ Faiher,” “ Mother,” “Papa,” “
are used as though they were proper fiames; or when ihc old-fash-
ioned, colloquial particle “ the" precedes “ Faihcr” or “ Mother”;
these four words are usually begun with capitals.

Itwould be proper to write: “When you have seen Father, Icll
me how he [Is/”™5r, “ The Mother sends her love”; and, aiso,
“ When you have sccn your”iher, tell me how hels,” or, “ My
«rather sends her love,” Pa” and “ M a” always
wilh capitals; but ihc use of ihese contraciJon.A in wriling should be
avoided as much as possible.

IMamma,” ele,,

Itia besttobegin “

DsSAR St. Nicholas: Whlle Jessie and | wctc blowjng soap-
bubbles, the oiher day, wchappened to blow onc ina ray of sunlight,
and it sent a curious and beautiful reflection on the whim wall. We
found out thatwhen wc talked ihc bubble seemed to shake and trem-
ble, and ihc reflection also. ,

Thinking lo get a better view of the tremblmg, we blw a film
actos™ the bottom ofa larnp-chlmncy, and set iton a chait in such a
manner as to reflcct the sunlighl on ihc wall- Any talking m
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the room made the refleciion jump up and down on the wall; and
certajb sounds produced cugular ~ures, like the "lathe'wock" on
a bank-bill.
Afcorchat, we iried the following experloieiit, which aay one can
repcai: The window was
darkened wiih ncwspapers, fn o
which a round holcabouc two
inches across was made.
Kexl, a chimney from a Ger*
man study*larDp was placed
wicli Usshoutdcr 00 ihe lop nf
achair, and ihc narrow end
id a ba<in of water, which
was raised high enough by a
pile of books. Then a bub-
ble was blown from apipeand
placed in che upper end of

the chimney, which had been wetled
and soaped, and ihc bubbte was set
in the sun-my, so as to icfiect upon
the wall. The film not bcbg bulgy
enougii, a little aii *s'ashlowa into ihe
chimney through the narrow end, by
means of apipe*siem.

When a good rcfiection wns seen on
the wall, we whistlecl; and, when the
right note was sounded, the beautiful
geomctKc figures appeared. Certain

notes would br~k the bukbles almost as soon as tliey were sounded.

Hoping you will have our cough sketch redrawo, and help lo show

your other boys and girls ihe reallty of “ 8ound*wavcs,” wc remain,
Charlib ako Jessic Bristol

Thush Subscfiprrs.— It would not be possible to give you dtrec-
lions how to make a papcr shell-boac for two rowers. The job
would cali for heavy and costly appantus, and some ofi the proc-
esses are 50 difficult and intricate that only trained workmcn could
carry them out

Dear St. Nickolas : Whilc wc were in the south of T*ngland this
last summer, my brother Erncst found the nest of a harvest'inouse.
It is a rijund hollow ball, about as large as a big base-ball, and is
made offine shrcds cf grass woven inco a kind ofshell. The door-
way is elastic, and after che mouse has gone in or out, almost closes
of itself The nestis not on the ground, but it hung upoo a stout
wheat-slalk about halfway up.

It is wonderful how the tmy mouse can make sudi a home and
place it so high above the cround. The little creature is about two
and a half Inches in lenglii, Whata cozy swnying eradle the nest
must be to the baby-mice!—Yours iruly, Atice K.

MarthaJ. L. scnds these two Zululand siories to the "Leiter.

Box”:

A Snakb Story.—General Cijfiord, wbo was Lord Chelmsford’s
second in commancl in the laiest Zulu wnr, w.'is once in the act of sit-
ting down on the ground. Placing one hand beneath him, to case
himselfdowu, he fclisomething clammy lo the touch, and found, to
his horror, that it was a most vcnomous reptile,—the puff adder.
W ith woodurful presencc of mind, he firmly held his hand down so
that the snnke could not move, and wich his other hand hcdrew from
his pockct his clasp-knife. This he opened with bis leeth, and then
he coolly sevcred the snake’s head from fis body.

A TIiCER Story.—Bishop Schrceder, a Norweginn. for a long time
miM.ionnry in Zululand, was at length driven out of that country by
King Cetywayo. Many yearsago he had a curious encountcr wltli
a large panthcr.

They mcl face to face on the side of a hill. The panther prepared
to leap imon the man, and he, being imarmed, did bis best to receive
him. Tbc mibsionary aitned for the tongue of the f»ntbher, and was
so fortinate a%to secure it just as the paniher dug nis claws inio his
shoulder. Then began a wresiHng match. The Norwcgfan, noted
for his great sire and strength, was a surprisc to the panther. The
bisbop saw a young sapling, and put his foot agninstit tosccurc a
good hold on the side of the hill. Suddenly the sapUng broke off,
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aud away went misslonary and panthcr in a warm embrace, roliing
down the hid, onc over the oihcr by tums, When they reached the
bottom, they letgo of each other, The panther turned and walkcd
oi! m one djrcciion and the missionary in ihe opposite dirccilon.
rhey never mei again. Bishop Schrceder suffered for many weeks
from ihc wounds received, but ac last happjly rccovercd 10 doctor
many a wounded Zulu.

Etva M, Goodwjk.—T he aoss ofthe Legién ofHonoris formed
cf ten poinis of whicc enamel cdgcd with gold; the pointsarecon-
nected witli a wrcaih of laurel, wbicli is placed behind them. In the
center of the cross, within a blue ciicle bearlng an jnscripiicn, is a
symbolical head. To the uppcr two. points of the cross, a crown Is
atiachcd, and through a riog in tlictop of this passcs the ribbons with
which tlie decoration is worn.

Dbar St. Nicholas; Yesterday, | heard a gentleman, wlifti has a
hinc store, say tliat he never does imporiant busincss on a Friday,
fior will he begin a lawsuii, or signvaluable papers, ot even send out
atnivcling salesman, on that day. And anothergentleman, whom 1
know, will not open his mail, fior send offlcttcre, 0O11a Friday. Boih
these gentlemen are smar” and not foolisli iii othcr things, and I can-
noi see w)iy they act iii tiiis curious way,

« Joailon will not begin a voyage on friday, mv brother says; they
think that, if they should, ihcy would be sure io have foul weatlier,
and perhaps a wreck.

Now, why should these people think Friday an “unlucky” day?
Cao you of your readers tell me, in the “ Letier.Box”

M. R.T.

D har St. Nicholas : | have a tme story to tell you about three
little kittens; not the ones who “ Jost thcir mittens, all on a shclf so
high,” butabout three kittens who lost their mother before they were
ofd enough 10 take carc of themselves, which I think was mucn sai-
dcr tlian losing mittens; don’t you ?

I will tell you how it happened. One raomtnp, puss left her kit-
tens fastasieep in cheirnesi, under the stable, and went into the ynrd
to hunt something for her brenkfast. While quieily eating a piece of
me.it, a ncighbor’s s«>n, caring only for spurt, shot her dead.

The baby kictens awoke, and cried a long time, butas thcir mother
did not come, they were very hungry, and found their way jnio the
chicken-yatd, where ihey sniffed about, crying pitenusly. Thcrc
was an o)d hcn wiih seven little chicks in the yard, and around her
the kittens pj.nycd, aiier having made their dinner ofcorn-mecl, with
the chickens. The hen seemed well satisfied to have them about her,
forat night she gaihcred them under her wings with her chickens,
and always afierw.ird treated them as if they beinngcd to her.

I'he kitlies grew, and the chickies gretv, but still ihcy staid to-
geihcr, night .md day, id bairel, coop, or whcrevenhc heii chosc to
take her brood.

One night, my father put hcn and chickens jnto a box, which he
hung high up on the bare stablc wall, so as to keep them from the
rats. In the morning, when he took them down from their high
perch, behold i there were the kittens, ail three nesting under the
hen, as snugly as the chickens themselves.

They grew together to be large cats and chickens, perfeccly har-
moDlous and happy. ” Cousin Jbnniu."

Bes Moines. lowa.
Dbar St. Nicholas: Here js something curious which 1 have
Icarned. The Egyptiuns had ways of marking numbers even carlier
than che Arabians, fromwhom we getthe shape ofour numerais. But

the Arable notaiion isonly the Egyplian slightiy changed, as ynu
may see from this sketch, m which each numcnd is formt?, from some
part of che last chanctcr in the row. This character mcrcly coniains
all the rest, and 1 do not think itstands fnr auylhinc—Truiy yours,
B. F. G.

Taddy.- | f your cat with blu®© eyes is white all over without a
spcck of color, she probably jsdeaf, and that would account for her
never answcring to a cali exccpringwhen shesees you.

Some people think that all whiie cnrs with blue eyes are deaf
W hether this isalways true or not, cannot be knowu, but it is certain
that thcrc once was a white, blue«eyed Pcisian cat which was stone
dcaf: and that all those of her kittens which were whitc and had
blue oyes were deaf, while all those which had any color atall on
their fur could hear perfecily well-



Woims on the Rhine, Germany.
Dear St, Nicholas: You asked in your July number iCany of
your readers had been in Westminsler Abbey. | have been there
and have seen the lombof Cathorine, beloveddaughter of Henry 111~
and hisQueenEleanor. Wealso went to St. Paul’s Cathodral, and |
remembered what you told usin the Januaiy number about the Chil-
dren’s Day at St. f aul's. | am ten years oid- | am living now in
Worms with iny Mamma and cousin. When yourJuly nuinter"me

it seemed likea Criendfrom home.—From your reader, M- H, H.

Ikdiak Pipes.

O, Indian Pipes, S'*prin~ng up,
Under the pine.trees' soadc,

So gleaming white and sinnge you seem,
Almost 1 am afraid!

Growing o’er “happy hunimg*grounds,*"
W hose chieftains bravo are gooe:

On land whero the wigwam rose of ofd
You now ato le(\ alone!

.Perchaijce, you 'te but the riscu ghosis
Of pipes they used to smoke,

In_peaceful times, when no wamors cry
Toe woodland echoes woke.

However it be, | only know
lhat here you live and grow”
The likeness of those Indian Pipes
They soioked so long ago. c. A.D.

W ashington, D. C.
Dbar St. Nicholas: Mamie E. W. asks in your raagasine of
August for a quiet game. Tell her to ask her papa to buy her a
microscope. My papa has one; and he«shows me every day some*
iwng wonderftil. Soinetimesitis a drop of water in which gmss h.is
been soaking, and 1 see in it lou and iois of tiny animals darling
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about, os if they thought they were os big and important as real
fishcs. Someiimes he shows me a drop of vinegar, and | can see
ihiogslike eels squirming in iL Sometimcs he puts a moth under,
aud shows me his tongue curved round and round Ukc a rope: and
the moth is covered all overwith feathers, and il hasabcauurul fnnge
all round its whgs, and its eyes are like blackberries; and papa says
thatwhat 1 cali its eyes are five thousand eyes all ciése togracr.
And the colors of these moths are just like the rainbow. Their
toneucs are Just Ukc olephantd’, only a greatdeal larger inproporuon.
—1 am yours truly, iOM J. Curtis.

W. Good works on Optics are: “Light”; by Mayer and Bar-
nard, published by D. Appleton & Co-; which gives an illustraiod
series of chcap experimciils from which a great deal con be leamcJ:
and “ The Wondcis of Optics,” an interesting hook published by
Charles Scribner's Sons, and containing many illusirations and
anecdotes.

Brooklyn, N. Y.

DSAR St. Nicholas: | have just found out something that may
interest the other readers of ihe “ Letter-Box.” It is thatthe whole
of Manhattan Island, on which New York City is buuL was bonght
from Indian chicfs by an agenl ofa Duich company in the year 1626,
and that tlic price paid for Lt was a quantiw pf beads. buttons and
trinkels, worth about twcnly-four dollars. ihink of the nse m the
price of real estate since thac limel W hy, twenty-four dollars would
najdly buy a square yard ofthe island now.—Truly you«, »

Baker City, Oregon.
Dkab St. Ntcholas: In your August number, IN the froiit, is a
picture and a piece of poei” about the Kaiscrblunien. Will you
picase tell me what the hobinical iame of the flower is?—Youis I*ly,

The botaDical fiame of the “ Kaiserbluroe” is “ Cenlaurea,” a
gennsofthe order Asleracese, Tis common fiames are: Cornflower,
Blae-bonnct, Blue-boitle, Bluc-weed, and Bachelor’s Bulléon. Its
ficwcrs are some of one color, some of other colors.

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

ENIOIHA.

1AM a kind of r.nfior fioat, and my fiame is spclled with nine let-
ters.

My 5» 8, 9, an animal, herdsand guards my 7,0, s» an animal;
and peis and keeps my i, a, 3, another .nnimal, for ihe sakc of being
rid of my 7, 4, 3, also an animal. H. H. D.

DIAMOND PUZZLS.

j. iN ape. 0. A pDame fora girl. 3. A minute animalcule. 4. A
marine bnd. 5. A means of measuring. 6. The namc
given 10 a small cube, or toa stamp. 7- In onyx. isola

EASY CROS.S-WORD ENIGMA,

My first is in pear, bul not in fruii,

My second In trees, bul not In rooi®

My third is in polson, but not in sung;

And my whole is a very dangerous ihmg. L.P. W,

INIOUSEnNOLD FROBIEIMI.

YoiKG Thornas is poor, but very neat in hi5appeifirancc.
He wlshcs lo wear two shiris a week, but desircs to buy as
few sbhiris as posible. W hal is the smallestnumber he need
buy, so as 10puton a clean shirtcvery Sundayand Wed- |
ncsday, his washing and ironing being doneonMondays »
and Tiiesdayst dbatrICE.

BEETEADINGS AND CURTAIEMENTS.
I. Renrad and curtall the central portion of a winding staircase,

and leavea sheep. a. Behead and curlail a secretstore, and leave an
instrument used oy fishermcn. 3. Behead and curtall a kind of can-

dle, and leave an imitelor. 4. Behead and curtail a pleasure vehicle,
and leave an inlcijectiuQ of regret. 5. Behead and curtall to speak
languidly, and leave bleak. [. Behead and curtail a country-seat,
and leave unwell.

DROP-EETTER PROVERB.

0—A—A—1—K—o
A . H. W,

Every other letter is omllted: a—o—i—a

[\UOTATION PUZZUE.

From Shakespeare's Play, Heury VIH.

NUMERICAI. ENIGMA.

My whole, spelled with seven letters, is a Turidsh dagger. My 4,
7,6, 8is an Losect My i, 5 3isan exclamnlion of surprise.
K. E.s.



namos of nine birds represented in the fUBtnre.

PUZZLE.

r uU.

i(e Eiven. Spe”five words each coniaining all
orfh.2; «

* 'fouiof the words can be read off from ihe dia-
by taking the proper le.te. to begm
uvith

M«H.ITHMETICAL PROBLEBI.

CH l.kieorescnts a numeral, and the whole is a prohlom

e'ﬁﬁfc'él] iudon, dESCIfIbéthe pcocess férlow’e@
irobl-»

TRANSPOSITIONS.

tfc mH s, of which the lelters are Unnsposed m this Pn“ 'e. ” =
irmI~firees. In each sentence, ihe single

[ILname ofatree, and the lettersotthisnamc. vrhim

A T>oused 10 fill the other blank, or bbnks, m such away as to

k no' ifkeihe color of the beeoh  ---—-----7 as tliatof thef

-\

the wide-spreadmg

i dim

branches.

SKVEN-I.ETTER ENIGMA.
A | i i
A VOUNG la ICX‘;éEﬂQ; JIFGT. Q)EMER BaHER 1

, t rwo days ago, an areshavmg a
plclUn<"ime at .hia'., z 3, 2z, 3 ha*bnught

rae a fine 4, 5, 6, 7and » d'amond z, 5, 6. >nd

Vi Y

promises, I>efore wc reium M America,lu take
lis through 3 5 il-fes
some of t oso casues which have » Tong been

%t%?ﬂfg?‘fij‘ '%ngng't uae -Z: jTSIJ xtor"'y

cannoi give yon & 3f«addrcs>
rahfnrnl ce5r6,'3; .P-S- .
immbercd , 3, a‘l m my letter, by laking
lelters from a word meaning what my bounifr
ous a, 3, and liberal uiicle 3, 4, 3 ace not. L

east square-wokb.

I A YOUNC human being.
peopleseldom have.
water.

z. What dull
3. A pTant that grows .n
4- Young human belng

ALUS BERTKAftt.

ARTICIIES OF ATTIKE ENIG-
MATICALLY EXPRESSED.

1. A BAND, and a bordcr. z.

Part of a
gutf and two-thirids 61 ohtmn- G-A'.v"; /nrAltm
Bailid_ for_ri eribe and a tool. o A dlSh ,@
memoor. an go wrong. 5- amm
covering. and to plunder. 6. A '“'™'"A'1? A> si-
French nurse, and a bcverage. 7-A nib”~ \\c. R |
i . "
PAfhoNflamsiéalvsie! b B2 Pegmalif WO
boy’s flame, and o-lhirds, " , 1~ /n
&.yonsonant a||das"¥ream -qJ
np. and hircd ouL ,ia. A fondling. a knot,
and a plaoe for herdtng.shcep. A mem
her.a dog, and the principal. 14-
Be careful, and to feiier. 16; 1° E>"e »

smart blow, and the noise made by a con-

fpntedoet 17. An extremity, and to fondle.
i*A hc~land tq.Skatem . le bakon
TW O

EAST WORD-SIITfARES.
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