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HOW SOME DOLLS BROKE THE LAW.

By Sarah Winter

At William Hackett’s dingy, crampcd quarters
in London, there were thrce vcry busy people.
These were Mrs. Hackett, Miss Hackett, and
Master Hackett. They were working upstairs in
an attic roora, sitting about a table on which there
were dolls, do!l-heatis, doll-bodics. All about the
room were boxes of dolls, undressed, except for
tliose inevitable little paper-cambric slips which
seem to embody the only inalienable righc that
dolls have in this world. There were red-haired
dolls, black-haircd dolls, golden-haired dolls, no-
haived dolls,—cvery description of the genus, pcr-
haps, except the china doli.

Were the Hacketts—Mrs., Miss and Master—
drcssing dolls to hclp out bsiated Santa Claus?
No. Were they making dolls? Again, no. They
were unmaking the creaturcs. It would have inade
any little girl’s blood run coid to stand by and
witness the slaughter.

First, the lovely dears were bcheaded. Thcn
they were rippcd opea about where their clavicles
would have becn if the doll-makers had n’t left the
clavicles out of the datlings. When they were all
ripped, and gaping in a ghastly way from shoulder
to shoulder, they were empticd of what would have
been their vital organs if it had n’c been sawdust.
Then the heads and bodies were stuffed like
Thanksgiving turkey, not,however, with oysters or
curry force-meat, but with coslly laces,—laces fit to
adorn a duchess.

Mr. William Hackett was going to cmigrate to
America. No; he was n’t going to colonizo with
the little deafand dumb men and women. He was
going to open a toy-shop and a lace-sliop in the
United States, and make his fortune. He had put

VOL. VIL—1.

Kellogg.

his means, the gatherings and savings of thirty
years of work and economy, into fine laces.

It was a queer way to carry fine laces,—was n’t
it?—crainmed in spaces whcrc dolls’ brains and
hearts and lungs ought to have been, if the darlings
had had their dues.

“I1t’s a very heavy risk to
Hackett, shaking her head.

“ No risk at all,” said Master Hackett, the bold;
“ the thought will never come to the stupids to
look down a doll’s throal.”

“ Or to take its head off,” said Miss Hackett.

“ Well, be sure you make good knots in your
thread, Flora, and sew the bodies up snug; and
glue the heads on tight, Billy,” said Mrs. Hackett.

“ Trust me,” replied Billy. “ I ’ll engage that
none of these beauties will ever lose their heads.
1 ’lIl glue them on so snug, the dolls wont be able
to wag iheir heads when they get to Yankee*
land.”

“Any way, | 'U fcel uneasy till we re safe past
the custom-house. They do say that the officers
are prying, beyond all believing. | must say, it is
not to my liking,—tliis dodging the law; | 'd be
far happier to have father pay the duty on the lace,
like an honest man. 1°d feel more as if the Lord
had good cause to give us good luck in a newland,
than if we 'd cheated at the gate; thoiigh, to be
sure, it 's not like dcalings between man and man.
A few pounds more or less can't make a deal of
differencc with America.”

“ No,” said Master Hackett, “ the Yankees 11
never kiiosv they ’re hiirt; but | would n’t care if
they should feel it. If they had n’t kicked up a
rumpus, and fought us, and set up an establish-

run,” said Mrs.
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ment for themselves, there would n’t lie any duties
to pay. | don’t wonder they did fight, though,
I 'm going to ’list to figlit the Indians when | get
over there.”

“ And to get scalped,” said Miss Hackett, as she
crammed a point-lace collar jtito an alabaster doll-
head. "1 believe we shall never get this work
done.”

It ivas a tedious job, but it ivas, at lengtli, done,
and the dolls and the Hacketts shipped for the
United States.

When the custom-house officials boarded the
incoming steamer, Mr. Hackett, without hesita-
tion, reported his dolls and toys, and stood by
while his wares were ruminaged so roughly that
Master Hackett, also standing by, thought that
some of the doll-heads must surely burst open and
iet out their secrets. But the investigation ended
without any cracked skulls ; duty ivas paid on the
dolls, while the laces passed in free.

The Hacketts, in good humor, took rooms, and
again the dolls were bcheaded, disembowelcd and
reconstructed. Tire laces were worked over and
carded ; a loy-shop ivas opened, and Master
Hackett, instead of going off to fight the Indians,
and to get scalped, was set to keep it, while Miss
Hackett presided over the lace-shop. You and |
know why her laces could be sold at low prices,—
low prices bring quick sales,—thus Mr. Hackett
soon found himselfback in London, ready to bring
out another lot of immigrant dolls, to find homes
in little Yankee giris” hearts. In the meantime,
some things had happencd,—among others, the
Chicago fire. By this, many and many a little girl
ivas left doll-less, and many a boj’top-less. AU over
the country, from New England and New York
and Ohio, and the great North-west and the Pacific
coast, while mammas were lioiling and baking,
and packing boxes of clothing for the burnt-out
folks, and papas were giving their checks freely,
the dear little boys and giris were getting tops and
dressing dollies to comfort the burnt-out childrcn.

And Santa Claus, you must know, was oiie of
the heaviest sufferers from the great fire. Thou-
sands and thousands of his Christmas toys were
destroyed. But ivhen the great holiday carne
around, the children in the jand stood ljy their
blessed oid saint and friend. Many a Christmas-
box they sent to Chicago for this and that burnt-
out Sunday-school. And so it carne that there was
a Christmas-tree fora certain Presbyterian Sunday-
school in Chicago, all of whose gifts had been sent
by children of nobody-knew-what-places; that is
to say, nobody knew by the time the anieles had
reached the tree.

Among otlier things on this certain tree was a
wonderful dolly, in a marvelous dress of pink gauze.

BROKE THE LAW. [NovBMeaR,

“ If 1could have that," said Josie Hawley, “ 1d
stop crying about my burnt-up dolly.”

“Why don’t you pvay to get it,” said Patsy
Clark. “ I 've Iseen praying for that picture-book
up there ever since | first saw it.”

“Well, I will,” said little Josie.

Slie put her hands up to her eyes, and looking
through her fingers to keep the coveted dolly in
sight, she said:

“ Now | lay me down to sieep,
1 pray the Lord my soul to keep;
I1f | should e before | wake* —

“Is that the rlght way? ‘I pray the -
Santa Claus has tooked it down 1” she cried.

A lady had just whispcred to Santa Claus.
was looking straight into Josie’s eagcr face.

“ This bcautiful doli,” he said, “ is for the good
little girl, Josie Hawley.”

Oh | where was the little girl who liad sent that
pretty doli? She ought to have been there to see
Josie’s radiant, happy face, as two eager arms were
reached out to receive the beauty.

One da)', in the following January, Mrs. Hawley
was thinking, in desponding mood, of her ruined
fortunes, when Josie ran into the room, crying:

“ Come quick, Mamma! My dolly is drownded
all to pieces in the baf-tub.”

“ Why, Josie, what have you been doing ?” said
Mamma, liastening to the bath-room.

“ 1| gived her a baf; her wanted a baf so bad,”
said Josie.

There, in and on the booming deep, with a cata-
ract roaring from the open faucet, was the beautiful
dolly, aO unpasted. One fair foot and the fairer
head had gone to the bottom of the tub. The
beautiful unglned caris werefloating in a tangled
inass on the restless waves.

“ And what is this?” said Mamma, as, having
rescued the other parts, her hand plunged and
brought up tlie head. Dripping honiton lace was
hanging from it. “ Did anybody cver ?” continucd
Mamma, pulling at the lace, and drawing out yard
after yard.

Further investigation followcd; dolly was dis-
sected, and a marvelous anatomical structure was
revealed. You see how it was, do you not? It
was onc of the Hackett dolls which, by mistake,
did not get its lace insides taken out, on fits arrival
in America.

Of coui-se, the mattcr could n’t be kept out of
the papers; it was pubUslied far and wide. | pre-
sume you read an account of it. Some custom-
house officers did, and the Hacketts did not. They
took a London paper, setting it down that Ameri-
can newspapers were sensational and uureliable.
The custom-house folks had their explanation

He
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about the lace-stuffed doli: the lace was smuggled
lace. They wrote it do'vn on their meinories’ tali-
lets, “ Beware of dolls 1” Mr. Hackett was coin-
ing in on a second venturo while tliis inscription
was fresh on the tablets.

When his dolls were exposed for inspection, the
investigator took one in his hand. It was a beau-
tiful creature, with long Saxon curls, black eyes,
bright cheeks and a rose-bud nioutli. Thcre is
surely iiot a little girl in all the worid who cotild
have looked at it without a fluttcr. Whac do vou

ADRIFT ON

By Frank H.

W ITH shaking
sails and jib
hauled snug
towindward,
the ofd wlial-
ing schooner
1“ Macy ” lay
tossing un-
restfully on
the waves of
the Caribbo-
an Seain the
swiitly gath-
ering, tropic-
al  twilight.
Leaning idly
over her taff-
rail, Captain
Sinith, and Mr. Freeman the mate, watched the
approach ofa wliale-boat containing Captain Bangs
of the “ Doane ” (aiso a whaler), which vessel was
hove to, a pistol-sliot distant, to afford her coin-
inander opportunity for rnaking an evening cali.

“ Drop her astern, you ’'Dolph,” growlcd the
genial liangs; and, the boat having anived along-
side, he scrambled over the Macy’s rail, followed
by his boat’s crew. “ Mind you make the painter
well fast 17 W ith this injiinction he dived faelow,
in compliance with a nod from Captain Smith.
'Dolph, a stolid Belgian noted for his stupidity,
grunted obediencc, and with great deliberation
tied the “ painter,” or boat-Une, around the ncarest
stanchion with an elabérate double Iljow-knot, as
thougli jt were a kind of gigantic shoe-string, after
which he joined his shipmates forward. But Boy
Jack, who was youngest and lightest of the
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think that hard-hearted officer did? He took the
head in his right hand, the bright face against his
great paim, while the left grasped tlie darling just
over the little heart, if there had been a heart in its
body. He laid the neck across the box’s edge and
broke the pretty head off, so that it would have
botliered Master Hackett, expert that he was, to
reconstruct that doli.

Doubtiess, iliere nevcr was another lot of dolls
that pald a higher fee than Mr. Hacketjis"fcr
admission into our countty.
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Converse.

“ Doane's ” crew, and pulled “ stroke” for the
captain, remained in the boat-

“ Better than tobaceo smoke and a dirty fore-
castle,” he muttered, drowsily, as, curied up in the
stern-sheets, he watched the Mother Carey’s chick-
ens which danced jn the “ Macy’s” wake. And
vaguely associating tlicir monotonous note with the
well-remembered twitteriiig of barn-swallows at
home, he fcll fast asieep, imconscioiis that, little
by little, the cliimsily knotled boal’s painter was
yiekiiiig to the strain imposed upon it by the rising
and falling waves.

Three hours later, Captain Bangs carne on deck,
and, having summoned his crew, soinewhat hilari-
oiisly ordered his boat to be biwight alongside.

Presently, 'Dolph, who had been aft, appeared
before the waiiing commander with a dismayed
countenance.

“ It vos a toiible bow-knotz,
he staramered, and 1 shall
would untie, but ”

“Why, you dunderheaded oid—oid—graven
image!” shouted Captain Bangs, rushing to the
rail in horror. “ You don’t mean to say that a
farand-new three-hundrcd-dollar whale-boat has
gone adrift through jour everlasting, blanied
stupidity!”

“ 1 haf tied my shoe yesterday mit the same
knotz, an' he wos not yet untic,” answered 'Dolph,
innoccntly advancing an enormous foot for the
frenzicd captain’s inspection.

“ 0-ww 1” roared the wrathful Bangs, twining
his hands in his own hair in a seeraing endcavor to
lift himself froin the deck; “ take that tliick-skullcd
idiot away, some of you, before | throw him over-
board !'” and Captain Bangs strode wildly iip and

”»

Mynheer Cap’n,
not tiiiks how he
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down, to the intense but secret delight of little Mr.
Marsliall, the scconcl mate, who grew purple to his
ear-tips with suppressed laughter.

To add to the perplexitics of the situation, a
heavy squall begaii to darken the sky and whitcn
the waves to windward, rendering a return to the
“ Doanc,” for that niglit at least, an impossibility.

But, leaving the hapless coiumander to pour out
the viais of unavailing wrath upon the head of the
unlucky but uninoved 'Dolph as he assists in short-
ening sail on board the “ Macy,” let us see how it
fares with our hero, Boy Jack.

He had been rudely aroused from a two hours’
sleep by the violent tossing and pitching of the
boat. With a strange feeling that something was
wrong, he stumbled forward through the dark-
ness, half awake, to find tlie painter towing along-
side, and the boat drifting aimlessly at the will of
the waves! At the same momeut, by a suddcn
flash of lightning which lit up the sea for miles
around, he saw for an instant a white speck against
the blackening horizon, which he knew was prob-
ably the “ Macy.”

But though cast down, Boy Jack was not of the
stuff which yields easily to despondency.

“ 1 must work up to windward as well as | can,
till morning, and take my chance of being seen
from alofi,” he said half aloud as he raised the
liglit mast which every whale-boat candes, fitted to
an adjustable socket. Then bringing the peak of
his sail down nearly to the tack, he lashed it se-
curely, thereby making a sort of storm try-sail, after
which, shipping the rudder, he brought the boat
up to the wind, and bcgan his liazardous voyage._

But the wind, at first blowing in fitful gusts, soon
burst with fierce suddenness from the north-west.
Narrowly escaping being swamped in the act, Boy
Jack had no other resource than to keep off and
run before the fieice blast, which sent the terrible
green seas cockiing and cresting in cidse pursuit
astern.

Crouched in the stern, and drenchcd to the skm
with driving spray, he clung convulsively to the
tiller as the buoyant boat flew with frightful vcloc-
ity over the storin-tossed waves, bending all his en-
ergics upon the one effort to preveiUthe little craft
from liroaching to. Shivering with coid and ex-
citement, oh, how bitterly he regrettcd the madncss
which had induced him, two mouths before, to
leavc his quiet New England home for a life whose
every surrounding he had found, when too late,
was not at all to his taste.

But as the hours passed on, and the first gleams
of morning appeared in the east, brcaking through
the dispersing clouds, the violence of the wind
gradually abated uiitil it had seitled down to a
steady breeze. It was then, as he stood erect and
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shook out his sail, that he cauglit his first sight of
the strange island which, on the chart, is laid down
as “ Rondia,” and which from its dangerous sur-
rounding of coral reefs, is seldom or never visited
by vessels, that might pass and repass a ihousand
times without discerning the wonderfully concealed
passage leading to its interior. For Rondia is
nolhing inore fior less than an extinct volcano,
rising cone-like from the sea, with neither shore
fior harbor visible a cable’s length distant from its
lofty sides. e

It was not until Boy Jack had steered his boat
between rows of coral reefs against which the suri
unccasingly chafed and fretted, and had come un-
der the very shadow of the overhanging clins, that
a cleftin the mountain-side, through which a nar-
row creek flowed inland, revealed itself to his
astonibhed eycs. Ages ago, say the Rondians, this
was a burning volcano. And they add that, at
the crucifixion of our Savior, when eatih and sea
were shaken, its eastern side was riven from top to
bottom, so that the sea, rushing suddenly in,
qucnched the internal fircs, and remaimng, formed
the boivl-shaped harbor in the center of which no
bottom (so they assert) can be reached. As one
in a dream, Boy Jack was borne on the incoming
tide between towering walls of stone, unta, sud-
denly rounding an abrupt bend in the stream, a
wonderful scenc was prcsentcd to his view.

Before him lay a perfectly circular basm of clear
water, rimmcd with dazzlingly white sand; on the
shore opposite to him was a tiny collection of
palm-thatched huts. From behind them, as from
every side of the beauliful harbor, thickly wooded
slopes rose gradually upward to a wedge-shaped
summit which was seemingly shut in by a circular
patch of blue sky.

As the boat’s keel grated on the powdered coral
beach. Boy Jack stcpped asliore, and not yet en-
tircly certain that he was fully atvake, looked about
him. The siillncss, no less than the heat, was in-
tense  No sign of life was anywhere visible. Fol-
lowing a sort of foot-path leading up from the
beach, he found himsclf in an irregular palm-
shaded, grass be-grown sort of Street, which, wan-
dering aimlessly along between the little vine-em-
bowered dwellmgs on either side, lost itsclf m
luxuriant groves of plnntains and bananas.

“The land of Nod,” said Boy Jack, dreamily.
For Rondia was taking her noonday siesta, and
reclining at ease in grass haminocks, or strctched
at indolent length in the cooling shade, was the
entire population of Rondia, a people who, for the
most part, appear to be ailied to French or Spanish
credles in appearancc and language, yet who claim
that the blood of tlie now extinct race of Canbs
flows in their veins.
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Fortunately for Boy Jack, wcak and faint with
hungev, Father Francis, a sort of niissionary priest,
who had been seiit here thivty years before from
Dominica, and had takcn up bis permanent abode
in Rondia, appeared upon the sccne. He was a
spare, kindiy visaged man in a faded cassock and
broad-brimmed hat, monntcd upon a little, ven-
erable and sleepy-looking donkey. Jack briefly
related bis story to the amazed priest, amid mut-
tered exclamations of languid surprise in a juml)le
of poor French and stray bits of English from
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dition of eating and sleeping. Yet, as Boy Jack
learned from Fatlicr Francis, his was the first white
face which had been seen there since the year 1852,
when a Scotch brig was wrcckecd near the entrance
to the harbor, and the two only survivors, who
found their way into this strange interior, were
afterward carried to Barbadoes by a turtie-catcher.
Twice a year a small sloop is loaded with the few
native producis of the island, to be exchanged in
Barbadoes for the necessaries of lifc,—which, with
the Rondians, seem to consist of calic6, chewing

‘A SUDDBN KI.ASH Or LIGHTKINO LIT I'P THE SEA."

a throng of now aroused Rondians who gathered
about him, and to whom he expressed his willing-
ncss to dinc on the shortest possiblc notice.

Boy Jack has since averred that the baked beans
of his native land never tasted one-half as good as
the savory bowl of stew which was soon set before
him. It was composed of salt fish, oil, beans,
Chili pcppei-s, yams, sweet-potatoes, giimbo, turtle
meat and plantains, thickened with cassa\'a, and
flavored to a shuddering extent with garlic.

In a day or two, the little ripple of excitcmcnt
which the stranger’s adventhad caused among this
the most indolent people in existence, had siib-
sided, and Rondia had returned to her normal con-

tobacco, and stove-pipe hats,—though these last-
named articles are considered rather as a fash-
ionable luxury, than as a necessity. You can easily
imagine that a Rondian prescnts a decidedly pe-
culiar and imposing appearance as he stalks ma-
jestically over the burning sand (the thermometcr
at 102" in the shade) in dingy and tattered Unen
shirt and pants, and barcfooted, but with his crisp
hair surmountcd by a stiff, bell-crowned hat of the
fashion of forty years ago.

The curious interior of Rondia, already alluded
to, is formcd of lava, wliich cooled so suddenly
from its ficry, mcitcd State that it left the ground-
siirface covered with air-holes, like the top of an
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iminense griddle-cake. These thcn becaine grad-
ually filled u’ith dust, loose earth and decayed
animal and vegetable malter, forniing a surface soil
of wonderful richness. Every varicty of vegetaiion
matures for the 'lazy Rondian without his help,
and all kinds of tropical fruits ripcn with incredible
rapidity, as ihoagli to fall into hisopen mouth as he
snores away two-tliirds of hisindolent life in a grass
hammock. With the exception of the three hurri-
cane months, as they are called,—which periods of
wind and rain afford an excuse for an additional
amount of sleep,—the climate of Rondia is ihat of
o perpetual siimmer.

The harbor itself, from its neariiess to the sea and
great depth, abounds with fish and turtle. Here
Boy Jack saw for the first time the cardinal-hued
“ snapper” and crimsoii miillet, the chameleon-
like dolphin, the slender pipe-fish, parrot-fishes,
gorgeous in piate annor of red and green, and
occasionally the rainbow-tinted angel-fish of the
Bermudas.

Now Boy Jack called to mind how often, in his
school days, he had dreamed of the happiness which
a perpetual holiday in some such climate as this—a
holiday unbroken by the slightest semblance ofduty
or task—would afford him. But he found that,
after a week of this very easy way of living, it
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freebootcr, watched the sails in the offing; for,
many years before, Rondia was a famed trysting-
place for the pirales which infested the Caiibbean
sea. He had been out to the wreck of a Spanislj
man-of-war, where at low tide the whitening bones
of her ill-fatcd crew can be seen among the rusty
cannonon the bottom. His appetite was sated with
fruit, and he loathed the odor of garlic.

“ Rcst you easy, my son,” said Father Francis,
who took a secret pride in his English; “ s’pose
you s’all here for alwaysto stay, the peoples have
to me told that they you will make to become a—
a— Gobernador—1 am not know what he s’all be
cali in English.”

For the primitive Rondians looked upon Boy
Jack, who had given them such svonderful accounts
of the World without, and especially of the great
Yankee nation, with a sort of superstitious respect,
as a being possessed of vast stores of wisdom.

But this daizlLng honor, to which was added the
inducement of marriage with a Rondian belle of
some personal beauty, was insufficient to turn Boy
Jack from his fixed piirpose of setting sail for the
nearest sea-board portfrequented by American ship-
ping. To reach hisquiet New England home once
more, never to leave it again,—to ask forgiveness
of bis loved parents for his headstrong folly in run-

ning away to sea, and be to
them evermore a dutiful son,
—this was the one dream which
was present to his mind.

And one day, amid general
lamentation, Boy Jack waved
a good-bye to Rondia, Icaving
Father Francis to lift up his
voice and weep, while his flock
forgot their sorrows in sleep.
His boat was provisioned with
dried turtle, cassava, and fruit;
he had water sufficient to last
a week. Barbadoes was but
eighty miles distant, the course
W. N. W. by his boat com-
pass, and at this season of the
year he might reckon upon
fair weathcr and the steady
breath ofthe N. E. trade-wind.
He had a blanket and an oid

“a BARREK rock with SBA-GVLUS SWOOPINO ABOUT IT.

began to grow too tiresome. He had made the ac-
quaintance of every male inhabitant of Rondia,
from oid Manuel, the Spaniard, popularly bclieved
to have been a pirate, to Jocopo, a peculiarly vicious
monkey belonging lo Father Francis. Mamma
Moyo, an Obi woman. or witch, had given him a
charm to insure him riches and long life. He had
visited the ruined stone lookout whore La Fitte, the

sou’wester hat, in addition to
his scanty stock of clothing; but in that delighcful
climate this was all-sufficient for ordinary necds.
Could he but reach Barbadoes, he knew that he
was almost siire of finding American vesselsloading
with sugar or molasses for nortliern ports. The
most he feared was che rem6te possibility of falling
in with the “ Doane” or “ Macy.” He fully in-
tended that in some way the whale-boat should be

-u-ir
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returned to its owners ; but he firmly resolved that
he himself would never willingly go back to the
rough life of a whaler’s forecastle.

By night-fall, the lofty peak of Rondia was no
longer visible. Now and then, a lonely, barren
rock could be discerned, with a troop of sea-gulls
swooping about it, but as the twilight deepened into
darkness, and the stars shone out with a softened
brilliancy peculiar to the tropics, Boy Jack began to
experience that terrible sensation of being

*Alone, alone, all, aJl alone,
Alone on a wide, wide sea,”

in all its misery. But finally, commending himself
to the loving care of Him who holds the sea in the
hollow of His hand, he wrapped himself in his
blanket and fell aslccp, awaking at intervals to find
the weather fine and the wind gradually dying out.

Towardday-break, he was awakened by a repeatcd
hail of “ Boat ahoy !'” Struggling to his feet, he
became conscious that the cry carne from a large
fore-and-aft schooner, which was becalmed a cable’s
length distant. A suddcn terror carne over him,
for in the dim light the vessel’s rig and size appeared
to be exactiy those of the “ Doane,” and at that
distance he could not see whether she cariied quar-
ter-boats and had lookout stations aloft, or not.

“ Come alongside and give an account of your-
self,” again shouted a hoarse voice, which to Boy
Jack’s exciied imagination seenied that of the
drcaded Bangs; and, as escape was impossible, he
slowly propelled his boat toward the schooner.
Butas he neated her he saw, with feelings of great
relief, that it was no whaler; her fiame was the
“ Ella,” of Boston.

As he carne alongside, a gray-bearded man si-
lently left the wheel and took the boat’s painter.

“ Can 1 see the captain ?” asked Boy Jack, as,
reaching the deck, he noticed with some surprise
tliat no one I)ut the gray-bearded man was in sight,
and he secmed to have suddenly fallen asleep as
soon as he grasped the spokcs of the wheel.

“You can,” curtly answered the gray-bearded
man, suddenly opening his eyes, but not otherwise
moving a muscle of his face.

“ Well,” said Boy Jack, “ where jshe?”

“1’m the individual,” was the unmovcd answer.

W ho are you—a runaway from a whaler, eh ?”

In some astonishment, Boy Jack toid his story,
to which the captain—whose fiame was Simons—
listened without rcmark. He had met with so
many more remarknble experiences in his thirty-
three years of sea life, that he seemed to think Boy
Jack’s narration hardly worthy of comment.

“ S’pose you want to work your passage north ?”
said Captain Simonsinterrogatively. Jacknodded.
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“ Well,” was the dry answer, “ you ’ll have a
chance to. Me and the steward has burieci mate,
secoad mate, and three men, who 've all died of
yellow fever, since we lefc Trinidad eight days ago,
bound for Boston. And | 'm going to get the
schooner homec, if nobody ’s left aboard but me.”

At Captain Simons’s bidding, Boy Jack called the
steward, who was a gigantic, I)ut wonderfully good-
naturcd, negro; and, the whale-boat being taken
up to the stern davits with infinite labor, the cap-
tain gave Boy Jack the course and the wheel, and
was asleep almost as soon as he reached the cabin.

But long before they sighted Highland Light,
Boy Jack was in the same condition. Sometimes,
after standing three or four hours at the wheel, a
siidden squall would rise, the halyards would be let
go; and, after tlie squall had passed, the three
would manage, with heart-brcaking toil, to hoist
the heavy foresail and mainsail again.

Oftentimes did Boy Jack pace the deck, in the
night watch, when it was perfectly impossible to
keep awake; and he slept as he walkcd, until
aroused by some order, when he would be obliged
to puli and haul till it seemed as though his arms
would drop off.

Still, with the exception of a blow off Halteras,
the wind and weather jleld gencrally fair. Captain
Simons, who was a man of indomitable pluck and
energy, vowed that he was n't going to ask assist-
ance, at any rate not as long as he could do with-
out it, though scveral times they might have
spoken passing vessels.

Howevcr, Boy Jack has since told me that he
tUinks he could not have had a muc/i harder time,
if he had made the voyage in his whale-boat; and
that, while he had great admiration for Captain
Simons’s courage, he was many times inciined to
doubt the wisdom of hisjudgment.

But on one beautiful day in June, the tug-boat
“ Vixen ” fook the schooneris hawser in Boston Bay
and finally carried heralongside Commercial wharf.
Boy Jack lielped to furi the heavy sails for the last
time, and, after packing his scanty stock of clothing
in a bundle, went into the cabin to say good-bye to
Captain Simons, wlio, by the way, had promised
to see that tlie whale-boat in which Boy Jack had
made his memorable trip was sent across to Prov-
incetown, where the “ Doane” was owned, with
the compliinents of Jack Smith.

Mr. Masén, one of the owners of the “ Ella,”
was talking with Captain Simons, and rubbing his
hands in rather a satisfied manner.

“ And this is the boy, eh?” said Mr. Masén,
looking sharply over his spectacles at Jack, who,
finding that he had been the subject of conversa-
tion, coiored violently.

“ That’s the boy,” answered Captain Simons con-
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dselv, “and a better or mote w.llmg lad ne%er
Sood five hours to a wheel without a wh.mper.
An order for a suit of clothes and a check foi fi >

dotos are

Lot very Unwelcome gifts to any o”.

1 wish some one would make such a
And that is just what Mr. Masén handed Boy Jack ,
moreover, he patted him on the shoulder, and sard,

“ Good boy—he TI make a smart man.”
Simo”: also said words to the same effect, and
wrun”- his hand at parting till n ached.

c.But whatevcr you do ”
finallv “'dofit go to sea fora livmg. And Jack
not only said that he certainly would n't, but has
kept his protnise.

THAT DROPPED STITCH.

By R-

S. T.

A LITTLE oid woman
With silver-rimmed “ specs,”
Quite daintily dressed
In the cleanest of checks,
W as sitting alone in a tower, so
high
That it seemed like a needle pierc-
ing the sky.

There she had sat
For—oh, ever so long 1
Knitting, and singing
A sweet little song.
And she said, while her face was
all puckered with smiles,
“ I Tl soon have enough, for I 've knit
twenty miles.”

She had needles all round her
And yarn in her shoe,
And she had a partic-
ular object in view.
Being awfully tired of perpetual
sitting,
She meant to climb down on her
long piece of knitting.

The knitting hangs free
From the wide-open casement;
The end of it reaches
Almost to the basement.
She cheerfully knits, and remarks
as she sings;
“ By means of this knitting I 11 do
without wings.”
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Of the world far beneath her
She knew not a bit,
But she said to herself,
With a good deal of wit;
Ifno better than ihis place, it cannot be worse,”
So continued her knitting, and sniging her
verse.

At last, she got ncar

To the end of her work;
The swift needles flew

In and out, with a jerk,

When, some knot in the worsted producing a
hitch, S i
This cheerful and pleasant oid girl dropped a

stitch.

Now, a great many persons
Are apt to suppose
That dropping one stitch—
Which you know, hardly shows—
Should be a small matter quite easy to shirk;
And so the oid lady went on with her work.

She finished her Une,
Never minding her error;
Ticd it fast, and then started,
W hen, oh ! to her terror,
It began, where the stitch had been dropped,
to unravel,
And rapidly down toward the earth did she
travell

At first fast, and then faster,
The knitting unwound,
And faster and faster
She fell to the gvound,
Whirled over and over, and heavily dropped,
Poor soull How she wisbed on her window
she 'd stopped!

So, children, be thorough,
W hatever you do,
For a similiar trouble
M ight happen to you.
In performing your duties don’t offer to shirk,
But be careful no stitches are dropped in your
work.

STITCH.
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TWO
By Edwin

Have youever noticed, boys and girls, the effcct
of repetition in design? Glance at the carpet

under your feet, and see how symmetry is pro-
duced by repeating forms irregular in tliemselves.

The merest blur, repeated, may form part of a
very pretty pattern which will be quite regular in

shape, not having at all the effect of a blur. This
doubling quite takes away the uneven look, as you
might cali it, and so produces harmony of shape,

though a thing mqy be beautiful without this
evenness or regularity.
Many of the fairest forms of classic decoration

are made by the repetition of shapes in themsclves

“ALLIES.
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“ALLIES.”

C. Taylor.

destitule of beauty. That which is called “ a hon-
eysuckle,” a favorite decorative device since the

days of ancient Greece, is, as you will see by
finding the word in Worcester’s big dictionary,
mercly a repetition of a lobe-like form taken from
a part of the unopened flower.

The kaleidoscope furuishes the most striking evi-
dence of this power to assume a pleasing shape
that repetition gives to irregular fragmcnts,—for

you all know what pretty designs are formed from
bits of glass or other material within the angles of
your kaleidoscopes.

| want to show you a very pretty illustration of
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the effect of repetition and one which any of you
may easily niake as an ornament to the fiy leaf of
a book or for any other purpose where it is desired
to introduce a namc as an adornment.
This is tlie way to make it. Take a bit of paper
say about ihe sise of a playing-card,
and fold it lengthwise, then open it
fiat and write any fiame, as | have
written “Allie ” here, directly over
the crease caused by folding;
fold it again and with an
ivory paper cutter, a knife
handle or your tliumb-
nail, rub evenly over the
folded paper, and the
naine written with
the soft black lead
pencil will be slight-
ly “ set off" on the

ARBOR VITIE OR NOTf I

opposite side of the crease, as seen in the third
sketch. The faint irapression inay then be traced
over with pencil, and you will have the pretty
figure of the two “Allies,” as shoivn on this page.
If it is desired to
transfer this to the
fiy leaf ofa book, the
whole design niay be laid
face down and rubbed as
described and the slight im-
pression that is left, finished up
« aftcrward with ink or pencil.
If the fiy leaf is dark paper,
the double flame may be painted
over in gold, bright red or other
color to contrast with the ground; and
I think if you will try and make a doubie
fiame, you will, after one or two attcmpts,
succeed and think it very pretty.

ARBOR VIT2E OR NOT?

By Ellta A. Drinkwater.

SUPPER was over, the dishes were washcd, and
there was no one in the tidy little kitchen but Wal-
lace and Diantha. Wallace was on his knees be-
fore the stove slirring some evergreen branches in
a large pan in the oven, and Diantha was prepar-
ing to make a sponge for Graham bread.

“ How good and woodsy that sraells, W al," said
Diantha as she measured the fiourinlo the large,
yellow bowl. “ Whatisit?”

“Arbor vitte for Billy; 1 ’'m going to mix it with
his feed."

“1 don’t believe he will
strong as it smells."

“ Mr. Guerin likes it; be says he eats it betwccn
bread and butter, and it’s good for a horse. He
told me about it and gave it to me.”

“You might have used some of ours,” rcplied
Diantha, dropping a pinch ofsalt into the flour.

“We haven’t any,” said Wallace, springing up
and seating himself on the wood-box.

“ Why yes we have,” returned Diantha, “ in the
front yard before the parlor Windows.”

“Why no,” declarcd Wallace, “ there isn’t an
arbor vitse on the place. In the front yard we have
spruce and pine and hcmlock.”

“Why, Wiliam Wallace Angus, you know it ’s
arbor vitse,” cried Diantha, turning an astonished
face upon her brother. “ We have spruce in the

like it if it tastes as

corner, hemiock before the piazza door, and arbor
vitze before the parlor windo'vs.”

“ Never!” retorted Wallace, “ we never had a
speck of arbor vitse on the place. Why should |
get it elsewhcrc if we liad it?”

“ Let me see what you cali arbor vits,” asked

Diantha, stooping to take a hot spray from the
oven. “ Yes, itisarbor vits, just like ours in the
front yard.”

“You doii’t know what arborvite is,” contended
Wallace, his eyes beginning to shine and the color
slreaming up into his forehead.

“ | know this is arbor vitK,” said Diantha, drop-
ping the spray and turning to pour the yeast into
the flour.

“ But if you say we have itin the front yard, you
don’t know what it is.”

“ What is Mr. Blake’s hedge made of?” quietly
asked Diantha.

“Arbor vite, of course ”

“The tree in our yard is Just like that.”

“ But it does n’t grow into trees," persisted Wal-
lace.

“ It does if it is not trimmecl, and ours has never
been, oniy a little iinderneath to let the grass grow
under it. Just run out and get a piece and com-
pare it with this.”

“ My boots are off, and the rain will wet my slip-



12 ARBOR VIT.«

pers,"” objected Wallace, “ and beside,” he added
laughing, “ there isn’t anyarbor vitse tliere.”

“ What is there?”

“ Spiuce and heralock and lwont say posi-
tively, what the otheris; | only know it isnotarbor
vitas. 1think the other is pine.”

“ How did you know arbor vite ?”

“ By experience. 1 guess a fellow that is oid
enough to begin to learn a carpenter’s trade ought
to know different kinds of svood. Where did you
learn about arbor vitse?”

“The man who sold it to father said it wasarbor
vite ”

“He couldn’t have said any such thing,” inter-
rupted Wallace, hotly. “ Father must have forgot
the lame.”

“And every one who has ever spoken of it in
my hearing has callad it arbor vite,” continued
Diantha, beginning to stir lukewarm water into
the flour, and speaking rather sharply.

“Then they didn’t know. Arbor vite never
grows with limijs stretching out straight like the
one before the parlor Windows. It grows in a thick
clump.”

“ So does ours. It has about five or six trunks
that grow straight up.”

“ 1 know better, it has only one trunk. You
never can see through the limbs of an arbor vitie
as we can through that,” Wallace said eageriy.

“ But you can’t see through this at all, except
perhaps in some places where it was winter-killed
year before last,” explained Diantha,

“ 1t never was winter-killed,” cried Wallace,
hardiy knowing what he was sajiing.

“ You have lieen at home so little lately that you
have forgotten,” replied Diantha, who now became
calm as her brother’s vehemence increased.

“1tell you I haven't forgotten. 1 looked at
the front yard trees before | got mine from Mr.
Guerin, and 1tell you there isn’t a shred of arbor
vitse on the place. You don’t know one evergreen
tree from another.”

“That’s true,” replied Diantha ineekly, “ I do
forget their fiames, but I know how they all look,
and 1know arbor vite.”

“ How can you when you just acknowledged
that you don’t know one tree from another? |
read to-day that boys reason, but girls jump at a
conclusion.  Just as you jump at that arbor
vite.”

“ | know it because it is so different from all the
othcrs,” Diantha answered quietly. “ I have al-
ways noticed it and liked it because its fiame
means the iree o f Ufe. Now, Wal, do just run out
to the front yard and gct a piece for me; you can
put on your rubbers.”

“ There ’s nothing to go for,” declared Wallace,
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OR NOT?

walking aboutwith his hands in his pockets, and
trying to appear as if the raatter were now setticd
and done with.

“ Is there any other tree that looks very much
like arbor vite?” asked Diantha wavering a
little.

“ Yes, that tree in the front yard,” replied Wal-
lace ironically, ending with an excited laugh that
had just a little sneer in it.

“ 1f you wont go | ’ll get up and look at it as
soon as it is daylight in the morning,” said Dian-
tha, carefully covering her sponge with the bread-
board.

“Well, 1’1l go just to satisfy you,” cried Wal-
lace, slipping on his overshoes and catching up the
candle.

“ Then 1’Udry it and hold that and your arbor
VitEB togetlier and let you choose wliich carne from
the front yard,” Diantha called after him as he
swiftly followed the path around to the front of the
house, his candle flickering and sputtering in the
rain.

Diantha waited in the door-way with her apion
thrown over her head, watching him as he stood
before the tree.

He was gone rather longer than it generally
takes one to pick a sprig from a tree, but his sister
waited for him, and allowed him to speak firstas
he carne toward her looking disturbad.

“You're right,” he answered luiskily. “I
wouid n’t have believed it. | must have forgot-
ten.”

“ People usually have the trccs aiike on both
sides of the path; that must have been the reason
you thought so,” returned Diantha hastily, drop-
ping her eyes to conceal the laugh in them, while
she mentally determined never to mention the sub-
ject to him again.

“Then if you are through with your work in
the kitchen, let us go to the sitting-room, and 1l
play a game of chess with you,” proposcd Wal-
lace, bending his fiushed face over his nibbers,
which seemed hard to get off.

“ So we will,” answered Diantha, knowing that
he disliked chess as deeply as she enjoyed it, but
gcnerously accepting his endeavor to atone for his
injustice to her.

So they sat down togcther at the chess table in
the cheery sitting-room where their invalid mother
lay on the lounge, her fingers busy with needle-
work, while their father sat beside lier reading
aloud from the weekly paper.

“You move,” whispered Wallace, after they had
arranged their men.

Then Diantha, to begin the game, moved her
king’s bishop’s pawn, hesitating with her finger
upon it, as her eyes met those of Wallace.
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“ Wallace,” she said softly, noting the color still “ But it ’s awful liard,” he returned, looking re-
in his face and his nervous, apologetic manner, lieved. “ 1 don't remember what 1said, but now
“ we ought to be very happy that neither ofus said | 've made up my mind always to be justand rea-
anylhing unkind, when we were so heatecl. Jt ’s sonable in an argument, for it ’s the easiest thing

manly to yield so gracefully in an argunient.” in the world to be mistaken.”

THE PENSIVE CRICKET.

By Joel Stacy.

)SE coid November morning,
All kind companions scorning,
pensive cricket sought
In melancholy thought
His woes to stifie.
“ Alas ! alas 1” cried he,—
Ah woe, ah woe is niel
| really do not see
Why | should be
So inelan—melancholy.
Ah me !
Let ’s see.”

He thought, and thought, and thought,—
That cricket did.

It is not love, for care,

That filis me with despair.

My chirp is sharp and sweet.
And nimble are my feet;

My appetite is good,

And bountiful my food ;

My coat is smooth and bright;
My wings are fice and light.—
Then ah, and O! Ah me!
W hat can the matter be?”

Long time the cricket sighed,

And multered low; “ Confound it1”
Then joyfully he cried:

Eureka! O, Eureka!”

By which he meant, “ I ve found it.”—
The learned little shrieker!

It is—ah, well-a-day 1

Because my girl s away,

My dimble, damble Dolly,

My cheery, deary Polly.

Oh, Queen of little girls!—

I like her sunny ciirls ;

I like her eyes and liair,

Her funny little stare,—

Her way of jumping quiclc
Whene’er she hears me click.
She ’s loving and she ’s neat,
She ’s spry and true and sweet;
And though | caper free,

She never steps on me.
Ke-nick! Kee-nick!

Ker tick I a tick 1

And now the thought has come,-
To-morrow ske ’ll be home!

My Polly, Polly, Polly,

My dimble, damble Dolly!

| '11 dance to-night

In the bright moon-light.
To-morrow | Il see Polly I—
Tra la! How very jolly 1”

Next night the house with pleasure rang,
For Pnlly girl had come;

The cricket on the hearth-stone saiig,—
And home once more was home.
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PLAYTHINGS.

By Olive

ANCtBNT EOYPTIAN TOVS.

T he first toy is said to have been a rattle-box,—
a Symbol, said the thoughtful ancients, “ of the
eternal agitation, which is the cause ofprogress.”*
The play-iife of our nineteenth ceiitury babies be-
gins with the same object, and the only genuine
toy to be found in all Africa (says a traveler) is a
rattle-box.

The second toy was, douljtless, a doli, for that
lascinating object has been in use from the ear-
liest times of which we have any record, by all
peoples, barbarous or civilized. The English iame
is said by some of the wise men to be a nickname
for Dorothea, while others think it a contraction of
“idol.” When we see the afiection of little people
for their dolls, this origin seems probable. The
French cali a &oWponpée and the Germans puppe.
The pronunciation diffcrs in the two languages, but
both flames come from the 'Ls.uwpupa, a girl.

The dignified science of history is too much
taken up with storics of the wars and tvoubles of
grown-up people to tell us what the little ancients
used lo play with; but we have found out many
things in spitc oftlie big books. Outofthe ground

Thorne.

are being dug, nowadays, ruined cities and treas-
ures of the people of long ago, among them the
precious toys of children. Thus we have found out
that the little people of the island of Cyprus, in the
Medilerranean, who lived three thousand years
ago, had toys of tena cotta, figures of animals, of
horses on platforms which ran on four tena cotta
wheeis, with riders of curious form, some on their
knees, and others holding in each arm a large jar;
donkeys with panniers, two-wheeled vehicles like
our drays, and chariots with horses and drivers.
Then they had a representation of some game,—
whether of child or man,—sevcral figures with
joined hands, dancing around one standing still;
perhaps some antique play of “ Oats, pease,
beans." There were also figures shaped like a
jumping-jack, a mother with a baby in her arms,
and, abovc all, dolls of al! sizes and shapes, and
all withsmiling

faces. To be
sure we can
not be certain 2*n 111 -Y N\mu
that these were X\' e VY i

the playthings
of children,—
the leamed cx-
plorer calis,
them “ stat- \
uettes,” and

THS AFRICAN IIADY AND MIS BATTLS-00X

Other fiames,—but they are certainly very suitablc
for the youngsters, and all of you who Uve in, or

' See “Jack.in-th.-pQlpii,” June, 1877.
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visit, New York, can see them any day at the
Metropolitan Museum. Ifthey were not Coys, they
ought to have been.

The ancient little Egyptian, three or four thou-
sand years ago, had dolls, painted to represent
clothes, with arms and legs moving on pins by
means of strings, so that if they could n't take off
their clothes, they could move about. Some were
very rude, without limbs, and for liair they had thick
and long strings of beads. They had also figures
washing, or kneading
bread, which could be

worked by pulling
strings, and crocodiles
which would open their
mouths by the same
means. The British
Museum has quite a
collection of ancient
Egyptian toys; balls
covered with leather,

foot-balls,marbles,small
fish, and other things.
Some of the balls are
stuffed with bran or
husks, others are made
of rushes, plaited and
covered with leather,
and others of painted
earthenware, probably
only to look at.

Tlie first toy of the
ancient Greek baby was
a rattle-box, then carne
—as he grew—dolls of
clay (a sort of coarse
china doli), figures of
aninials, apes, with their
little ones, ducks, tor-
toises, and others. Then
they had small wooden
wagons, to which they
harnessed Uve mice,
horses and ships made
of leather, chickcns, and
jack-stoncs (called by a
long Greek fiame.)
Your “ Jack-in-the-Pul-
pit” told you of them once in St. Nicholas for
April, 1877. Tops were among the carliest play-
things ofthe Greeks, and were well known in Rome
in the time of Virgil. One oid writer says that a
woman, nained Anagalia, of Corcyra, made the
first ball. However that may be, we know that
ladies used to play ball in those days.

So much for ancient playthings. It is evideiit
that little folks were amused ; let us see what they

KEW.ZPAI.AXn GIRL ANO KER PET PIG.
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are playing with to-day. Begin with the “ Ciadle
of Nafions,” the mother of us all,—Asia. It issaid
that the religion of Mohammed forbids toys,but, if
so, itdocs notprevent little Mohammedans of
Central Asia from having balls and tops, and even
rag-dolls, which travelers say are not very' pretty,
by the way. Also of térra cotta they have horses,
cattle, dogs, fish, chickens, lions, and doniceys with
pack saddles. In Western Asia, dolls with arms
and legs moved by strings, like a jumping-jack,
comic figures, whistles,
marbies, and other

things.
The chiidren of India
fare better than many

Asiatics about  toys.
The girls have dolls
made of wood, cut out

all dressed, and painted
in gay colors, as though
they wore real clothes.
They have them of all
sizes, and, indeed, the
doli is a very important
member of the family.
“In many houses dolls
have a room to them-
sclves, and enjoy as
much attention as chil-
dren. Feasts and gar-
den parties are given in
their honor. The death
of one involves a great
show of mouniing, and
the marriage of one is
a public event.” A
Bongal paper gives an
account of the wedding
of two dolls belonging
to very wealthy Hin-
da families. There was
a grand procession
through the streets as
though they were two
people, followed by an
expensive feast to the
friends and the poor.

Bcsides dolls, curi-
ously dressed in paint and gilt, with ears of some
bright color, spots on nose and chin, and a head
that “ comes off,”—though the clothes do not,—
the Hindu chiidren have elephants and other ani-
mais of wonderful shapes and colors, with stripes
and dots and stars of various colors and gilt, with
ears that come off!

To speak of China makcs one think of lanterns,
firc-works, and kites, though perhaps no one of
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them belongs exclusively to tlie children. The men
flykites, let off fire-works, and light lanterns. The
lanterns of China are really wonderful. They are
of every shape, color, and design—round, squaie,
flat; some in the shapes of animals, and some of
men ; some roll on the ground and keep burning;
others, shaped like horses, run onwheels; some
whirl like a top; some gallop like a horse; there
are sliips that sail, soldiers that march, and people
that dance. The power that works them is the
current of hot air from the light. Some lanterns
are made of red paper, with pattcrns made by
holes; others are covered with painted gauze;

some are carried in
the hand, and some
are made so as to
stick on the wail.
The real “ Paradise of Bables” is Japan,—as
has been said many times,—for not only do the
children have every imaginable toy, but many per-

‘PLAVING BUILn A HUT

[NOVEMBBE,

sons get their living by amusing them. Men go
about the stieets and blow soap bubbles for them
with pipes that have
no howis as ours have.
These young Japs have
tops, stilts, pop-guns,
blow-guns, magic lan-
terns, kaleidoscopes,
wax-figures, térra cotta
animals, flying-fishand
dragons, masks, puz-
zles, and garaes; but-
terfliesand beetles that
flutter about; turtles
that move their legs
and pop out their
heads; birds that fly
about, and peck the fingers and whistle; paste-
board targets that, when hit, biirst open and let a
winged figure fly out; and—
most wonderful of all, perhaps
— little ballslooUing like eider
pith, which, thrown into bowls
of warm water, slowly expand
into the shape of a boat, ora
fisherman, a tree, flower,
crab, or bird.

The gii-Is of Japan have
dolls” furniture and dishes,
and, of coursc, dolls. They
have dolls that walk and
dance; dolls that put on a
mask when a string is pulled;
dolls dressed to represent no-
bles, ladies, minstrels, myth-
ological and historical per-
sonages. Dolls are handed
down for generations, and in
some families aro hundreds
of them. They rever seem
to gct broken or worn out, as
yours do; and, in fact, they
can hardly be the dcar play-
mates that yours are. They
are kept as a sort of show;
and, though the little owners
play with them, they do not
dress and undress them and
take them to bed, as you do.

A good deal of the time they are rolled up in silk
paper and packed away in a trunk. On the great
festival day of the Japanese girls,—the Feast of
Dolls, of which St. Nicholas has told yon,*—
there is a great show of dolls and toys, and it is
the event of IThc year for the quecr little black-eyed
maidens. The Feast of Flags is ihe boys’ great
day, and they have banners, flags, figures of war-

A KAPFIE DOLL.

*Mfirch, 1875.
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riors and great men,
swords, and other
toys for boys.®

But the finest toy
of Japan — as no
doubtall you young-
sters will agree—is
carried about the
streets by a man or
woman, for any child
to play with who is
the owner of the
hundredth part of a
cent, or one “ cash.”

This is a small
charcoal stove with
hot coals, a copper
griddle, spoons and
cups ; and, above all,
ready-made batter and sauce. The
happy childwhohires this outfit, can
sit down on the fioor and cook and cat “ griddle-
cakes "’ to its hearl’s content. Could anything be
nicer?

Perhaps you boys would prefer to patronize the

TO MAKE THEM
SQUINT”

v 7 -idvi.
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them will draw a load of rice up quite a hill—made
of a board.

The unfortunate babies of Africa have very few
playthings, except what they make themselves.
Onc traveler did see a rattle-
box which a baby couid not
have made, as | said above.
It was formed of a kind of
fruit that has a tough rind
and liaid seeds, by squeezing
the pulp out while green,
and leaving the seeds to dry
inside tlie hard skin. The solemn-faced black
baby shook bis toy with as inuch gravity as our ba-
bies shake tlieirs. Mr. Wood tells of leather dolls
made by the Kaftirs; but they were made for the
white mnn’s mu-
seum, and not for
Kaffir children to
play with.

The girls of

‘A GREAT BBAVTY."

LITTLE INDIANS

“ Bug Man,” who fastens paper carts to the backs
of beetles with bits of wax, and a half-dozen of

voL. VIl.—2,

Damaras are fond of dolls; but they like them best
alive, so they take puppics for the purpose, and

m See St. Nicholas, May, 1873.
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carry them about tied to their backs, as their

mothers carry bables. The clumsy puppy faces

look funny enough sticking out of the bandages.
New-Zealaiid girls have a still stranger taste;

they “ play baby ™ with little pigs! They don’t

need your sympathy; they are fond of them, and

carry them about from

morning to night, under

their mantles. The boys

of the same country have

tops, and three-cornered

kites made of lIcaves, and

they always sing while the

kite flies. Besides, they

play “ cat’s eradle,” in

which they make many

more figures than we do,

such as huts, men and
women, and others.
The Wezee boys play

shoot with a gun made to
imitate the “ white man’s
gun.” Two pieces of cafie
tied together make the
barréis, the stock is made
of clay, and the_smoke is
a tuft of loose cotton.

In one African tribe
the youngsters have spears
made of reeds, shields,,
bows and arrows, with
which they imitate their
fathers’ doings; and they
make animals out of clay,
while their sisters “jump
the rope.” Besides, Afri-
cans, like chiidren all over
the world, enjoy themselves “ making pretend.”
They imitate the life around them, as you do; not
playing “ keep house,” “ go visiting,” or “ give a
party,” to be sure, because they see none of thes
in their homes; they pretendbuildinga hut, hoein
a gaxden, making clay jars, and crushing corn to
eat.

What do the native South-American babies do
for toys? Do without, I was going to say; bu
they do have biow-pipes of reeds, and they, too,
mimic the various doings of grown-ups.

Now for Europe. A listoftoys made in that con-
tinent would read like an inventory of a toy-shop.
It is curious that even there, where there is so much
interchange between the people, each nation makes
its peculiar toys. Our shops bring toys from sev-
eral of them, and they are quite difieront. From
Germany we get our “ box toys,”—sets of stiff
wooden soldiers, villages, farm-yards, tea-sets, and
everything that comes in an oval wooden box. The

[Ngvembbr,

patient Germéan workmen make
wooden dolls and hobby-horses,
Noah’s arks, spottecl horses on
wheels, toys that go
by the dropping of
sand, such as wind-

1 milis, ships that rock, and men that
dance. Above all, they make mar-
bles. In one place, the very roads
are paved with marbles not quite
round. Toys of lead—soldiers and
horses, camels, chariots and ships

of war, locomotives, and others— nearly all come
from Nurcmljurg, while tin toys—horses, steam-
engines, steamers, etc.—come from another city.

Toys are very cheap in Germany, because of the
divisién of work. A peasant will make one or two
things all his life, and, of course, he comes to do his
special work very rapidly. A traveler visited an oid
German woman, who had learned from her mother
to cut out six animals from wood. They were a
cat, dog, wolf, sheep, goat, elcphant. She had cut
these all her life, and could not cut anything else.
It was her trade, and she had tauglit her dalghter
and her granddaughter, as a life work, to cut these
six animals. In one house, they will perhaps do
nothing but paint gray horses with black spots; in
another, only red horses with white spots.

Glass beads, or many of them, come from Ven-
ice. France sends us, first of all, wonderful young-
lady dolls, with various accomplishments and the
completest wardrobes and outfits; then clock-work
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toys, masks, sabers, muskets, and all kinds of
warlike toys.

England is scarcely behind Japan in variety of
playthings. To begin with the bcst known and
widest spreadofall toys—Ihedol). England makes
the most beautiful wax dolls in the worid, though 1
must say the most marvelous doli 1 ever heard of
was owned by Vasilissa the Fair, of Russia, and
was able to help her raistress out of trouble by do-
ing the hard tasks set for her, while she rosted her-
self. But this doli, I fear, nevcr tGved out of the
story books. To rcturn to England’s dolls; they
have real hair, set in the scalp, and not a paltry
wig; they have glass eyes, each of which is made
separately, and is a work of art. Thcre are sixteen
manufactories of dolls in London alone.

Tlie London doli special is the rag-baby, and a
very pretty thing it is, just heginning to cope over
to our bables. The liead is of wax covered with
very tliin muslin, which gives it a peculiarly soft
and babyish look, and makes it strong enough for
a live baby to piay with. Dolls’ boots and'shoes
are also an English trade.

Next to the doli, in that busy island, comes the
boat. These are made of all sizes and prices, from
one costing a dinie up to six or eight dollars. At
one house are used eiglu tons of Icad in one year,
for keels alone. England makes, also, mimic the-
aters, with characters and plays all ready, rubber
toys of many Kkinds, toy picture-books, and thou-
sands of other things.

There are some ancicnt English toys told about
in books. They were in the days when men-at-
arms fought on horseback, and the toys consisted
of knights on horseback, completely armed and
equipped, and fastened fo platforms on wheels.
They were of brass, and four or five inches high.
To play with them, they were drawn together with
forcé, to see which knight would be thrown off by
the shock.

InAmerica,—to begin wuth the natives,—the In-
dian children living in wigwams in the Far West,
have their playthings, though they are somewhat
rude. The boys play with bows and arrows, and the
girls with dolls, or a substituto for them. The dolls
areof rags, with hideous faces painted on them, and
daubed with strcalrs of red, in the style admired by
the race. To these, however, they prefer a live
plaything,—or a “ meat baby,” as a little girl once
said,—so they make pets of ravens, young eagles,
and puppies. A young Indian girl is often seen
with the wise head of one of these birds, or the fat,
round face of a puppy, sticking out of her blankct
behind. They also imitate the life of their moth-
ers, and rigan arrangement with twopoles crossed
on the back of a dog, as the squaws do on the back
of a horse, on which queer vehicle they carry jars
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of water, or anything they choose. The babies of
tho Indians, strapped into their eradles, play with
the dangling string of beads or other article which
is hung before their faces to make them squint,
that being considered a great heauty.

You are indebted to Mr. H. W. Elliott, who has
spent years in the Far Nortli, and knows all about
them, for a most interesting account of the piay-
things of the Eskimo children, who spencl five or
six months of every year in an underground hut,
when the day is nearly as dark as the night, and
all the family must find amusement within.

Toys they have in plenty, and they are twice as
useful as our toys; for, rnaking them entertains and

occupies the parenls, and
playing with them does
the same for the
children. From

ivory they

carve the

animals

of their

coun-

try,— bears, wolves,
foxes, geese, gulls, wal-
rus, seais and whales.
These are quite small,
none more than three
inches long, and many not more than one inch,
but so well carved that the animal is easily rec-
ognized.

For the boys, are made small ivory or wooden
spcars, arrows, lances and sleds, and, above all.

LITTLE ESKIHOS HAVE THEJIi
PLAYTHINGS.
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toy kyacks, or boats, and even imitations of the

“ big boat,” or ship of the stranger, svith sinews,

or the roots of a peculiar grass for the ngging.
But here—as everywhere—the

doli is the grand toy. No wax,

china, rubber, orrags will do for

the Eskitno doli. It is made ol

ivory or wood, carefully carved

as nearly like the Iniman figure

as possible, with eyes of bits of

pearly shel, inlaid. Some of

them are twelve or eighteen

inches tall, but most of them

are six or eight inches only. As

to the manner of playing with

them, | suppose the Eskimo

boys play seal-catching, bear-

hunting, siedge-riding, anddog-

training; and the girls keep

house with their ivory dollies,

get the medis and make the

clothes, all in Eskimo fasliion.
It is pleasant to know that the droll little round-

faced Eskimo babies have nice limes, and plenty

MRS.
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of playthings in their homes, that seem to us so
dreary.

Our own toy-shopshave all the wonders of Euro-
pean make, but tlie kinds we
invent ourselves are mostly ine-
clwnical toys,—creeping dolls,
bears that perform, horsemen
that drive furiously, boatmen
that row, steam ears that go;
and we have a monopoly of base
balls and bats, for no otber peo-
ple use them. None but En-
glish-speaking people indulge in
plays so violent as to be danger-
ous to life and limb, as is our
base bal), and the cricket of our
English cousins.

When we begin to talk of
these games we reach the arouse-
ments of the grown-ups, which
perhaps they would n’t like
to have called *“ playthings,”

though—between you and me—they are just as
much toys as are dolls and tops.

McGLINTY’S PIGS.

By Miriam Alden.

TELL ye, Micky,

a shtroke o’ good

luck is afther

comin’ til us, and

all through the

freshet. that s

dalin’ destruction

to others. Ye

know Danny Ca-

sey that ’s livin’

in the shanty, on

the very edge of

the river, on the

other side? It’s

the freshet is car-

ryin’ him away,

entirely, and he

not havin’ time to get anythin’ but the childer and
the bit o’ fumiture to a safe place, an' he liavin’ as
lieautiful a litter o’ pigs as iver was, siven o’ them,
and not a week oid, and the wather, and the big
blocks ofice floatin” up, and washin’ over the pen !
An’says he to me, says Danny, says he, ‘ Mrs. Mc-

Glinly, I know you ’re a poor, lone, widdy woman,
and the bit and the sup for the chiider is hard to
get, and you 're welcome to three o’ my pigs, as
foine pigs as iver you seen, an’ me movin’into the
loft over the Company’s store, where the wife and
the childer Il be warrm and safe, but pigs is not
allowed.” An’ the ould.one, and four of the little
ones he ’s afther sellin’ to a man from Oil City, for
a good price, so Danny ’ll not be losin’, an’ it ’s
rich they ’ll be, afther givin’ us three foine young
pigs, an’ it ’s beautiful an’ fat, an’ worth a dale
they’ll be agin falli But my tongue runs away
wid me, and it ’s drownding the foine little pigs is
by this time as like as not! Run, Micky, darlin’,
wid the big basket, an’ put stliraw in it an’ the bit
of an' ould shawl to cover them, for it ’s tinder
plants young pigs is!”

The few last remarks of Mrs. McGlinty were
screamed from the open door, for Micky, no less
delighted than his mother at the prospect of pos-
sessing “ three foine pigs,” had already started, on
the run. And before he reached the bridge he had
seen, in his mind’s eye, the tails of those pigs
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gradually straighten out of tlieir quirks, as thev
advanced to mature pighood; had seen them
weighted with flesh beyond any pigs that ever
lifted up their squeals in Clarion County, had seen
them sold, and had seen his mother’s broad face
aglow with delight over a heap of moncy that
would buy them all warra clothes, and plenty to
eat for the winter. For Micky, though he was only

“micky clutched his pigs tightly.

eleven, was the man of the family, and had taken
a great deal of care and responsibility upon his
shoulders, ever since the death of his father, inore
than a year before.

Micky found a crowd of people lining the banks
of the river. It had rained, steadily, for five days,
and the river was rising rapidly. It was full of ice,
—huge blocks, that leaped and slid over each
other, almost as if they were living things. It had
been the most severe winter for many years, and
the ice was of wonderful thickness. A great many
logs and timbers were floating among tlie blocks of
ice, with the roof of a shanty, a hen-coop, and a
broken chair and portions of a light wooden bridge.
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The jron milis were near the bank of the river,
and the men had left their work to look at the ris-
ing river. Micky heard one of them prophesy that
the bridge would go. He paused in his run for
onc moment. What if he should be swept away
with the bridge, and drowned ? His mother would
be worse off without him than without the pigs;
the wages that he eamed in the milis were all that

and mepAEED to jvmp.

she liad to depend upon, except the washing which
she found to do now and then. Mr. Ludiow, the
superintendent of the milis, was standing at the
entrance of the bridge.

“ Will the bridge go, sir?” said Micky, out of
breath, his red hair standing out straight, undcr
his rimiess cap, and his fceckled face fiery with ex-
citemcnt.

“ Pooh 1 have they been trying to scare you,
my boy ?” said Mr. Ludiow, a red-faced, jolly
man, who was always very kind to Micky. “ There
is n’t a stancher bridge on the Alleghany I”

Mr. Ludiow was authority for Micky. He never
thouglU of questioning his opinién. With one
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bound he was on the bridge, running, not for life,
—he had not a shadow of fear since Mr. Ludiow
had pronounced the bridge safe,—but for the pigs,
aimost as dear as life. Danny Casey’s shanty
looked as ifit were almost subinerged; what if the
pigs had already found a watery grave? That
thought lent redoubled swiftness to Micky’s feet.
In almost as short a time as it takes to tell it, he
reached Danny Casey’s deserted shanty. He only
cast one glance at the shanty, and rushed to the
pig-pen. It was completely under water! The
blow was too much for Micky to bear calmly; he
thrust his fists into his eyes, and uttered a pro-
longad Irish howl.

“ Is it the Widdy McGlinty’s bye ye are ?” called
a voice from a neighboring house, higher and drier
than Danny Casey’s, and an oid Irishwoman ap-
proached with her capacious apron fiEed with a
squealing mass, which proved to be the three little
pigs. “ Danny lefl: 'em wid me, and well he did,
wid the rourtherin’ wather covering the place in-
tirely 1”7

Micky’s mourning was suddenly turned to joy.
He placed his treasures tenderly in his basket,
amidst the straw, and covered them with the piece
of a warm shawl which he had brought, and their
squealings gave place to piggish grunts of satisfac-
tion. The crowd on both sides of the river had
increased, Micky noticed, as he took his way home-
ward, but everybody had left the bridge.

“ Look here, boy, I don’t know as you had bet-
ter go across there. | aint sure that it ’s safe 1”
called a man.

“Poohl” said Micky. imitating Mr. Ludlow.
“ There don’t be a standisker bridge on the Alle-
ghany!”

And he ran along, without a thought of fear. It
had never occurred to Micky, in all his Efe, that
Mr. Ludlow could be mistaken.

He ran very fast, and looked neither to the right
fior the left, he was in such haste for his mother
to see the pigs : there never were quite such pigs,
Micky thought,—so white, so plump, and with
such bewitching quirks in their tails !

Suddenly there was a great shouting on the
banks; everybody was looking and pointing up
the river. A great mass of ice-blocks, piled high,
one above another, wedged together into a solid,
glittering iceberg, was sweeping down toward the

bridge. Micky was only a little more than half
way over. In spite of Mr. Ludlow his knees shook.
That great, massive thing, sweeping along so

swiftly, must carry everything before it!

There was a great shock. It seemed to Micky,
as he said afterward, “ as if the woruld and the
sky had come together wid a bang !” A heaving
and creaking of timbers, a crashing of masonry !
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The bridge divided into three parts; the great
mass of ice went crashing through, clriviiig the
middle portion of the bridge almost entirely under
water. The icy pile seemed almost like a living
thing, powetful and relentless, treading a defense-
less object under its feet.

Where was Micky ? He liad just stepped off the
middle portion, whicli the iceberg crushed be-
neath it; he was floating down the river on that
part of the bridge which was near his own shore.
But he was too far from the shore ever to reach it,
thought Micky, There was a great commotion on
the bank; hurrying to and fio, and shouting, but
there seemed to be no way to release him from his
dangerous position. Just here the water was com-
paratively free from ice. The great mass in its
onward rush had swept it almost clear. But
there were signs that this mass had been weakened
by its colUsion with the bridge, and was about to
break up into blocks; and, when the trembling,
creaking, wooden raft upon which Micky was
afloat got into the midst of great blocks of ice, it
would almost inevitably be broken in pieces, or
submerged. Some men were running as fast as
possible down along the shore, probably hoping
that Micky’s frail craft would float near enough to
the shore for them to rescue him, before it got
among the dangerous ice blocks. It did drift
nearer the shore; but the next moment the relent-
less ice blocks were around it, pushing it farther
out toward the middle of tlie river. It pitched
and tossed, now riding over the blocks and sheets
of ice, now pushed almost entirely under them;
great planks and timbers were torii from it.

“ The saints preserve us |I” cried Micky.
pigs an” me ’ll niver gct home !'”

The raft was drifting nearer the shore, but alas!
it was going to pieces surely and swiftly.

“Jump ljump on to the ice cake!” cried voices
from the shore.

He could see Mr. Ludlow pointing frantically to
a large cake of ice which was floating by him.
But the space between him and the cake was so
wide that Micky was afraid he could not Icap it,
encumbered, as he was, by the basket.

“ Never mind the basketl leave the basket!”
cried voices from the shore.

“Is itlave the pigs, ye say? Niver!" shouted
Micky, angrily.

But the boards were giving way under his feet,
and he jumped, basket and all—and reaclied the
ice cake. “ Hurrah I” went up from the shore,
whither anxiety with regard to Micky’s fate had led
the crowd which had witnessed the giving way of
the bridge, nearly halfa mile farther up the river.

But Micky’s feet went out from under him as he
carne down, in his flying leap, on the slippery cake

“ The
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The shock sent the basket, with its precious
contents flying. ItroUed over and over, and into
the water, before Micky could catch it! But two
of the “ foine little pigs” were spravvling on the
ice, squealing as if they fully realizad the dan-
gers through which they were passing—the other
had uttered his last squeal, as he went overboard
with the basket.

Micky’s penis were not yet over, and he knew
it, but yet the first cry he had uttered was for the
loss of the pig. The cakeofice on which he stood
was drifting toward the shore, but soon it might
be steered out toward the middle of the river by
other blocks. But some kind influence seemed to
guide it; now it was very near the shore. The
men had tried to launch a little boat, but near the
shore the blocks of ice were so ciése together that
it was impossible. Mr. Ludlow and one or two
others walked out, stepping from biock to block,
to within a few yards of Micky’s jce-rafi.

“Now is your time, Micky!” called Mr. Lud-
low, as the cake floated near. “ Jump, and if you
go into the water we ’ll catch you !”

Micky clutched his pigs tightly, one under each
arin, and prepared to jump.

“ Let the pigs go !” called Mr. Ludlow, angrily,

But even Mr. Ludlow’s command was not suf-
ficient to make Micky desert the pigs.

“1 could 'nt go home to the mother, sirr, widout
the pigs, an’her depindin’on ’'em 1” said Micky.

ofice.
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But alas! one of the squirming, squealing creat-
ures dropped as he jumped, and Micky went up
the river bank amid the shouts and congratulations
of the crowd, happy that he was safe on land, of
course, but with a great pang at his heart because
he had only one pig left.

“ How can | go home wid but the won pig, an
she depindin’on em to buy the warrm clothes nexl
winter?” he cried.

“ 0, that’s it, is it ?” said Mr. Ludlow. *“ Well,
1 ’il make that loss up to you—1 ought to do it, be-
cause 1 told you the bridge \yas safe.”

“ Pass round the hat—let’s pay for the two
pigs !” said one of the bystanders.

The hat was passed round, Two members of
the iron company, rich men from New York, were
there, and two or three oil princes. Every man
gave something. | would n’t daré to tell you how
well those two pigs were paid for, lest you should
doubt my veracity. Micky thought it was too
good to be true.

Mrs. McGlinty had just heard of Micky’s peril,
and met him on his way home. She was too
happy to see him safe and sound, to think of the
pigs. But when Micky poured his pile of money
into her lap, she shed tears of joy.

“ The saints be praised! The foine little pigs
was a sthroke of luck, after all!” she cried.

And the little pig who survived such perils lived
to be a great comfort to Mrs. McGlinty.

’

KNOW a little raaiden who can knit and who can sew,
Who can tuck her little petticoat; and tie a pretty bow;
I She can give the thirsty window-planU a cooling drink each day;
And dust the pretty sitting-rooin, and drive the flies away.
She can fetch Papa his dressing-gown, and warm his slippers well,
And lay the piates, and knives and forks, and ring the supper-bell;
She can learn her lessons carefully, and say them with a smile,
Then put away her liooks and slate and atlas, in a pile;
She can feed the bright canary, and put water in his cage;
And soothe her little brother when he flies into a rage.
She can dress and tend her dollies like a mother, day or night,—

Indeed, one-half the good she does,
And yet there ate some things,

I cannot now recite j
I 'm told, this maiden cannot do.

She cannot say an ugly word, or one that is not true;—

Who can this little maiden be?

1 wonder if it ’s you.
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IRENE AND THE YESTERDAYS.

By “Raja.’

Only two minutes ago, mamma tucked little
Irene into her warm bed, and kissed her good-
night, and Itere stands the white-robed child at the
window looking—Ilooking so intently that she does
not hear the footsteps at the door. W hat is it that
has drawn her with such magnetic forcé from her
nest? is it the wonderful landscape, the fields and
trees and hills all covered with snow and flooded
with moonlight? No, for her eyes are turned to
the sky and fixed upon the ycllow moon.

“Why, Miss Irene, you naughty child,” cries
nurse, suddenly coming in, “ what are you doing
there by the window ? Don't you kuow that you ’ll
catch your death of coid unlcss you go back to bed
this minute?”

“lam looking at my dear moon,” answers Irene,
allowing herself to be again stowed away between
the blankets. *“ | was tliinking if the yesterdays
went up there, Katy; do they, | wonder? Where
do they go?”

“ Mercy! Miss Irene, how should I know?
W hen they ’re gone, they 're gone, that ’s all I care
about, and it’s the to-morrows that bring the
wrinldes and the gray hairs, though to be sure,
you 're not likely to think of these for some time
to come. Good-night, now, and don't get out of
bed again.”

“ No, I will not,” answers lIrene, and goes on
thinking to herself.

“ | wonder what is up there; how I should liké
to go up and see i Nurse says the moon is all
made of green cheese, and papa says there is n’i
any oid man, but 1 can’t believe either of them,
and ”

A beautiful star-queen comes gliding in through
the window, followed by a train of tiny thought-
fairies,—fair thoughts, queer thoughts, tricksy
thoughts, ill-natured thoughts, and good. For a
moment the tricksy thoughts try to drive away the
better ones, but they do not succeed; and soon
Tom, the sweetest of the thought-fairies, whispers
into Irene’s ear,—the star-queen waves her wand
and all the odd little forms vanish and twelve
lovely stars come dancing in at the window. They
hold out their hands to the dazzled and bewildered
child.

“ Come quickly, darling; come quickly,” they
sing, “ we have seen you watching us often, and
we love you, and now we are going to take you up
to the moon. Make haste, pretty one !”

And be ore Irene can think of what she is doing,
she finds herself in the anus "f the stars, floating
gently through the air. Oh, how beautiful the
white eavth looks, as she rises far abovo it!

A little breeze rustles about with an important
air, and tells a great secret to the evergreens.

“Whatdo you think? The stars are takingalit-
tle girl up to the moon.” And the snow whispers
to the poor little violets who are imprisoned under-
ground and cannot see what is going on in the
world, “ Little Irene has gone to look for the yes-
terdays.”

Higher and higher rise the stars™ hearing with
them the happy child. They are singing sweet
melodies to her; they are telling her wonderful
tales of star life.

“ Oh, I am all alone, says Irene, suddenly, and
looks about her in dismay. What odd place is this
that she secs? She is standing in the midst of a
great field, which is covered with grass and stones:
there are a fesv trees to be seen, but there is not
a hill in sight, and what makes it all so strange, is
that the grass, the stones, the trees and the flowers
are of a bright yellow color.

“Well, I never !'” cries Irene, and wonders what
she sitall do next.

“Ahcm 1”7 says a voice ci6ése at her side; and
turning quickly around she perceives a little man
not more than three feet high, who is dressed all
in yellow, and whose cap is covered with bells.

“ Good-evening, my dear,” he replies in a
pleasant tone. =+« 1 am glad to see you up here.
It is not often that a human child finds her way to
the moon, but she is sure of a welcome if she does
come.”

“You are very kind,” answers lIrene, quite re-
ILeved by the cordiality of his words. “Are you
the man in the moon ?”

“One of the men in the moon, niy dear; but
perhaps not the one of whom you are thinking.
I never have been to Norwicli,” with a merry look
and a sideways glance at the little girl. “ My
flame is Father Gander.”

“Indeed !” says Irene.

“Yes; my wife is the famous Mother Goose.
You 've read her books, have n’t you ?”

“1’ve read one of them,” answers lIrene; “a
book of— of— poems; but | did n’t know that she
had written any others.”

“ Oh, well,” replies Father Gander, “ the book
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of nielodies is her best-known work. But in reality
half of the books in your worid are the pioductions
of her mind; for she dictates to mortals and they
write.  Still, they never give her the credit, which
is a piece of gross injustice, according to my way
of thinking. However, her style is unraistakable;
that is my only comfort.”

W hile Father Gander is talking, he has gently
led Irene across che fields, and the two now find
themselves upon the brink of what seems like a
yawning precipice.

“If you please,” says
hole?” .

“ It is one of the spots which you have often
seen upon the surface of the moon,” answers Father
Gander, “ and which many of you mortals imagine
to be mountains. In reality, tliey are the passages
which lead to our home.”

Irene gives him a questioning glance, and he
replies:

“You know that we do not live on the outside
of the moon, but in the interior.”

‘“Oh, wh)’, how dark it must be in your houses,”
ventares Irene, “ unless you have gas.”

“ You shall see,” returns her guide; “
ci6se your eyes fora moment.”

Irene compiles, and, upon re-opening her eyes,
finds herself in a most wonderful spot. She ism a
large and brilliantly beautiful hall; so far from be-
ing dark, it is flooded with tight which proceeds
from millions .of tiny winged creatures that flit
about the place. As Irene learns from Father
Gandet’s explanations, these insects are called
ignes creatures which have come to live in
the moon, because on the earth people cioubt their
existence; and tliough, in the wotld, they are
rather uncertain and misleading lights, in tlie moon
they are forced to behave. The walls of this
apartment are blazing with prccious gems, and
Irene scarcely dares to stir, for the whole floor is
composed of diamonds and pearls. But now
Father Gander is presenting to her a crowd of
strange beings, who gather about the ncw-coraers;
here are all the well-known characters of the
“ Mother Goose Melodies” ; here are the ogres
and dwatfs of ancient fable, and here the beloved
fairies with Oberon and Titania at their head.
Irene just laughs a glad little laugh, and cries m
joyful surprise:

“ Why, here you are all of you. you dear, lovely
oid things ! And, just to Uiink ! They told me
you were ‘make-believes 7

“ We carne up to the moon, dear child,” an-
swered Titania, “ because Doubt always drives us
away. We live here, and we are merry enough
all the time. But how did you manage to reach
our home ?”

Irene, “ what is this

now just
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“ The iittle stars brought me up to see the Yes-
terdays.”

“ Ah, the Ycsterdays,” says the queen, gently,
and all the bright creatures about echo, very softly,
“ The Yesterdays !”

Then there is a short silence.

“ Memory !” calis the queen, and, in answer to
her cali, there comes the strangest little man. His
face is ofd and wrinkled, and one minute it looks
sad, while the next it looks as bright and happy as
possible, and then, again, it appears gay and fanci-
fuL His voice is changeablc, and beginmng with
a sad complaining tone, ends with a sound that is
not unlike a piece of dance music.

“ Memory,” says the queen,
would like to see the Yesterdays.”

Memory gives her a sharp look from liead to foot.

“ Come, follow me,” he says, “ you are one of
the right kind.”

“ Good-bye, dear fairies; good-bye, all of you 1”
cries Irene, rnaking a Uttle courtesy to the assem-
bled company, who all kiss their tiny hands to her
and ask her to come again.

Memory leads her through many winding pas-
sages, and finally pauses beféte a door; turning a
kcy in the lock, he invites her to enter.

“ Oh 1” says lrene.

For there is a heavy mist before her eyes, and
she can see only a fcw indistinct figures moving
back and forth.

Memory waves his hand, and mutters a few un-
inteliigiblé words. The mist vanishes, and Irene
perceives that she is in a hall, larger and brighter
than the first, and fiUed with graceful, beautiful
women. They move so gently to and fro that they
seem almost to float upon theair; and as they glide
past her, a faint, far-off music reaches her ear, and
seems like some lialf-forgotten air.

“ Come in order! in order!” calis Memory, and
a band of white-robed maidens quickly place them-
selves before the little girl.

“ What Yesterdays are you?” queries Irene.

“We are the Yesterdays of your infancy,” re-
turns one of the group.

“ Mine?"

“ All the Yesterdays in the room are yours, dear
child. You could not see those of other people.”

“ 1 love you,” says lrene; “ you look so happy.”

“We are happy, for we have nothing to be
sorrv for,” say the maidens, as they glide away.

And now comes another band. Beautiful they
are, all of them, and light in movement as the
zephyrs; bul some of the number, sad to say,
wear upon their faces an expression which is
anything but peaceful.

“Why do you frown so?” says lrene to one
damsel; “ you are not like the rest.”

“ this little girl



tSts)

“ Alas !” answers the Yesterday; “ when 1 was
‘To-day’ you frowned upon all who approached
you, and | must forever froun.”

‘eYour voice is harsh and loud ” began
Irene.

“ Your voice was harsh and loud,” was ihe
answer.

Irene is silent. Then she passes on to the next
bright form.

“ Oh, you are prettier than all the rest! And
what beautiful flowers i” and she takes hold of the
Yesterday’s garland of roses, but draws back with
a cryof pain. “ It pricked me! Why did you not
tell me of the thorn?”

“ Ah,” says the Yesterday, mournfully, “ when
I was 'To-day’ you were full of happiness and
glee, but your pleasures stung, for they were sel-
fish. You had no thought of any one but your-
self.”

“ Come here, dear Yesterday 1” calis Irene to a
third, but she does not stir.

“ 1 will not come; for, when
you were a disobedient child.”

“ 1 cannot come, for you were jealous of your
little brother,” murmurs a fourth, covering her
eyes.

“ Nor 1, for you were uncharitable, and spoke
unkind words of a little playmate,” says a fifth.

“ Nor 1, because your thoughts were discon-
tented,” says a sixth.

Little Irene casts down her eyes, a few tears run
down her cheeks, her breast heaves, and, bursting
into sobs, she sinks upon the ground and buries
her face in her hands.

“ Oh, Yesterdays, 1 am so sorry 1 oh, I am so
sorry!”

“ Don’t be discouraged, little one,” says Mem-
ory, kindly; “ look up,—here are more coming.”

And through her tears Irene sees the most beau-
tiful Yesterday of all, whose face is covered with
smiles.

“When / was ‘ To-day, she says in a low,
sweet tone, “you were kind, and unselfish, and
pleasant to every one whom you saw. You had lit-
tle tridis and vexations, but your lipssmiled on just
the same; you had temptations, but you resisted
them; yourfeetwereweary.butyourantohelp your
stired mother; you answered gently when a rough

IRt
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boy spoke to you in angry tones, and you prayed
for him that night, altliough he had made your
heart ache.”

Oh, how bright grows Irene’s face, as she turns
to welcome the nextYesterday ! She is clothed in
sad-colored garments, but her eyes are full of a
sweet, holy light, and she clasps the little girl in
her arms.

“When | was ‘To-day,”” she whispers, “ poor
Irene bore a bitter sorrow, for her loved father left
the world for ever. But her troubles only turned
her eyes heavenward, and though she wept and
mourned for him whom she had loved so dearly,
she strove to lose all thought of self, and comfort
her heart-broken mother.”

Irene gives a decp sigh and says:

“Yes, | remember you very well. You svere
sad, dear Yesterday; but you were the best of at.”

“ Sorrow is never hurtful in the end, if it is
rightly met,” murmurs the Yesterday.

“ 1 have seen enough now, Memory,” says
Irene, quietly; “ but tell me, Yesterdays, do you
always stay here ?”

“ We stay here, love, until you leave the world,
and then we go with you to the Beautiful Land.
There the Holy One will see us.”

“ Oh no—no !” cries Irene, clasping her hands.
He must not see the wicked Yesterdays, the cross,
the sclfish, disobedient Yesterdays. It hurts me in
my heart to think that He will see them. Will it
be so?”

“ Dear child,” answers one of the maidens, “ the
Holy One has already seen us all. We can never
be changed, we can never be other than what you
have made us; but if you ask Him to forgive us,
He has promised that He will do so. And there,
hidden beyond that mist, are a great company of
To-morrows. No, little girl, you cannot sec them,
—you can never see them. But remember, when
each To-morrow becomes To-day, to fill it up,
with right and kindly deeds, then His love will
brighten every moment, and all the Yesterdays to
come svillbe spotless, puré, and beautiful.”

A dim, gray mist rises before liene’s eyes. The
Yesterdays all vanish. A ray of light greets the
child with a morning kiss, and, springing out of
her bed, Irene cries;

“ Oh, now it is To-day/”

Y
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By Winnie W eston.
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THE MVSCADINE PARTY ON THB WAV HOME.

It was in the early autumn, when the summer
vacation was fast drawing to a ciése, and the very
next week the children must loolt iip books,
buckets and slales, to begin again the roiUine of
the school-roora for another year. No wonder,
then, that the busy brains of Mr. Butler’s two fun-
loving children, Fred and Fannie, were crowded
with plans for extracting the very essence of fun
out of the few remaining days of freedom.

Fred and Fannie were twin brother and sister,
eleven years oid. One bright morning, their
mother said, at breakfast, to their oidet brother;

“ Joe, | wish you could get me a good lot of
muscadines to make some jelly for winter use.”

Joe, always ready to please, thought a moment,
and rcplied:

“1 must carry some wlieat to mili to-day, but
to-monow | ’ll see if I can find any along the
creek about two miles from here, where we went
for scaly-barks last year,—don’t you
Fred?”

“ Oh yes I” said Freddy; *“ it was a beautiful
place. You know we wishcd Fannie had gone
with us, for jt was not damp along the creek at all,.

remember,
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and there were such fine oid becch-trees, lovely
vines, and ”

Here Joe stopped him, saying:

“Well, if mother says so, Fannie shall go and
see all those «onders for herself. You and she
will be great help in picking up the muscadines,
and you can carry your dinner, and make a picnic
ofit.”

The children were delighted, ijut presently Fan-
nie said, halfdoubtfully:

“ Mamma, does n’t it take more than three
people to make a picnic?”

The mother smiled, and took the hint by saying:

“ As you seem to think it does, you may invite
Nannie and Kilty Harris, and their cousin Hal, to
go with you ; don’t you think so, Joe ?”

“Yes, I ’ll have to go in tlie wagé6n, and there
will be room enough for ail, and the muscadines
besidcs.”

A happy day that was to the five children, and
the next morning found a merry group in front of
Mr. Butler’s door, with baskcts in hand, waiting
for Joe. Soon he carne, in the new farm-wagon,
with its gorgeous body of green and red, and its
high spring seats. Two large gray mules were
drawing it, and looked proud of their fine equi-
page. A hamper was lifted in for the muscadines,
and in it lay a bag filled with something hard and
knobby, which Joe said was his contribution to
their dinner. Baskets were securely tucked away
under the seats, and the children climbed in while
the raothcr slood at the gato, tclling Joe to take
good carc of his prccious freight, and cautioning
the children aljout health and safety.

A crack of the whip and off they go,— past fields
of rustling com, shaking their piumy tasscls in the
morning breeze, past fields of early cotion, whitcn-
ing with the “ fieecy staple ” as it bursts the boil,
and hangs out invitingly to the pickers, who with
bags and baskets dot the fields,—imtil they come to
a hil, 'As the mules go toiling up its sunny slope
the children spy in front of them two grotesque-
looking darkies, with blue buckets on their arms.
They wertf barefooted and ragged, but chatting as
merrily as the party in tiie wagdn.

“Who are those children,—do any of you
know?” asked Joe; for their buckets made him
think that probably they were on the same en-and
as themselves.

“ 1 think the boy has worked for us sometimes;
his fiame is Sandy,” said Kittie Harris.

Joe stopped and called out:

“ Hullo, Sandy, where are you traveling ?”

“We’se gwine attcr muskidimes, we is; we
hearn we kin git two-bits a bucket fer ’em in
town.”

“We are going to look for some, too,” returned

GATHERING MUSCADINES

IN MISSISSIPPI. 29

Joe, “ and you may get in and go with us. We
will share our luck with you.”

Their teeth flashing and eyes dancing, the col-
ored children climbed in, and Kitty, feeling that
she had introduced Sandy, turned to the little girl
and asked her fiame.

“ Dey calis me Babe, but d.at aint my fiame. |
’inost forget what my iiamc is; does you 'member,
San?”

“ Did n’'t Mammy say sumfin ’bout Sinai ?”

“Dat’sit. | knows now. Yes’'m; my fiame’s
Sinai Sarepta Jones.”

By lilis time they had passed the fields, and
turned from the road into a dense forest that
skirted a large creek. After driving as far in as
possible, they stopped, took the mules out, and set
out on the search fot vines. Joe divided the party
into twos, taking little Nannie with him because
she was the youngest. Hal and Fannie set oiT to-
gether, Fred and Kittie took another direction, and
Sandy and Sarepta still another, Fannie’s eyes
proved brightest, for she soon callcd out, lustily:
“ Come this way; | 've found them I” 'Therewas
the vine with its bright shining leaves, and beauti-
ful piirple grapes, stretching from tree to tree until
it made one large arbor, shading twenty or thirty
squai-e yards of ground. As soon as jackets and
hats could be thrown aside, up went the boys, and
down carne the grapes, bouncing and bumping on
the licads of the girls, who hastened to do their
part by filling the baskets. Joe carne down from
his tree, when he found all were einployed, and
said he would look for another vine, and also select
a place for their dinner. Mcanwhile, the fingers
worked busily, and the merry voices made the oid
foiest ring with a music not often heard in its
shided depths.

Before long, a cali from Joe summoned all to the
spot he had selectcd for the picnic dinner. It
was on the banks of the creek, and under the
very beeches that Freddy had so admired before.
Just there, a huge tree had fallen across the stream,
rnaking a bridge by which one could easily cross to
the opposite sidc. Over there, Joe had set fire to
an oid dead tree trunk, which was sending up
such myriads of red sparks and svreaths of gracc-
ful smoke, that the children saw only the
heauty thus presented, and many were the excla-
mations of delight as piece after piece of the burn-
ing wood fell to the ground, and the sparks flew
up in all directions through the green arclies above.
When the djnner of sandwiches, cakes, etc., had
been spread, Joe told Sarepta to go to the fire and
bring his share of the repast. Tripping across the
log to the foot of the burning stump, she found a
lot of sweet-potatoes roasted in the ashcs, and a
row of roasting-ears, all nicely ljrown, stood in front
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of the fire, leaning against a piece of wood placed
there for the purpose.

W hat a fine dinner that was, and what fine appe-
tites for enjoying it! It was not eaten with much
ceremony, and was soon over, Sandy and Sarepta
leaving not acnmibto carry back. An hour’s play
followed, and the lunch-baskets were filled with
grasses, berries, ferns and flowers. Then another
vine was stripped of muscadines, this time filling
all the baskets and the buckets besides. The
mules were harnessed up, and the girls and boys
moved toward the wagoén, where Joe was stowing
away the fragrant purple load.

“ Don’t you wishwe did n’t have to go to school,
and could come back for more?” said Kitty.

“ May be we can come some Saturday,” Fred
answered.

“ The Saturdays are nearly all rainy days, seems
to me.”

“ Why, Kittie,” said Fannie, “ you are like Jo
in the story who thought it always is a-rainin’.
May be there ’Il be some bright Saturdays, and
you will bring us ; wont you, Joe ?”

“1fl can find time, | surely will,” good-nalured
Joe answered.

“ Wish | could git to go ‘'long wid yer,” said
Sarepta, for this had been a glorious day to her.

A LEGEND OF HARVEST.
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“ Hump, chile,” said San, ‘we ’I! be in de cotton
patch den, dar’s whar we 'll be.”

They were going home now, and a bright pict-
ure the brilliant wagén with its load made as they
wound their way through the dim aisles of the
wood, and then along the dusty highway. Joe sat
in front with Nannie beside him, holding the whip,
and looking into his face now and then to ask if
she should give the mules a little “ persuasion.”
Hal and Fannie were on the next scat, and Kittie
and Fred behind them. The girls had let their sun-
bonnets fall back, and the setting sun sent gleams
of gold through their hair, as it fell in long braids
or clustering curls over their shoulders ; their laps
were filled with flowers, which they aiTanged as
they rodé leisurely along, and the boys watched
with interest to see which mamma was to have the
prettiestbouquet. Sandy and Sareptastowed ihem-
selves among the hcaping liaskets in the rear.
When they reached home, the mothers bought
the bucketfuls of Sandy and his sister, so that they
scampered home, each with an empty bucketin one
hand and a bright two-bits piece in the other.

As the chiidren exchanged good-byes and separ-
ated, they all conchided that this day, of combined
work and play, had been the happiest of all the
happy vacation.

A LEGEND OF HARVEST.

By Edgar Fawcett.

So long ago that history pays
No heed fior record of how long,
Back in the lovely dreamy days,
The days of story and of song,

Before the world had crowded grown,

W hile wrong on earth was hard to find.
And half the earth had never known

The forms and faces of mankind,

When just as now the years would keep
Their terms of snows and suns and showers,
It chanced that Summer dropt asleep,
One morning, in a field of flowers.

And while the warm weeks carne and fled,
In all their tender wealth of charm,

She slept, with beauteous golden head
Laid softly on her weary arin.
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She did not hear the waving trees
B The warbling brook she did not’ hear,
Nor yet the velvet-coated bees

That boomed about her rosy ear.

[n many a yellow brcezy raass,
The rich wheat ripciied far away,

And ghttenng on the fragrant grass,
Her silver sickle idiy lay,

But then at last, one noontide hour,
A gorgeous raoth, while hoverincx’ by
Mistook her sweet mouth for a flower
And Summer waked, with startled cry.

She rose, in anxious wonder, now,
To gaze upon tbe heightened wheat

And saw its plenteous tasseis bow
Dead-ripe below the sultry heat.

Half ciazed, she wandered East and West
Amid the peaceful spacious clime,

Until at length, with panting breast,
She stood before olcl Father Time.

With tears of shame she told him all
While pointing to the wheat unmoA
And said, “ What power shali make it fall

Ere Autumn’s bitter winds have blown?”

Then Father Time, with laughter gay,
Bowed all his frame, and crooked his knees

And tossed his white beard like the spray
Tliat crowiis the crests of wintry seas,

Oh, dalghter, cheer your heart1” he cried
“ The wheat shall fali ere falls the night
We two shall mow it, side by side,
And reap it in the stars’ palé light!”

So Summer cleared her brow of gloom
And forth with Father Time she went

And, haggard Age by Youth in bloom, ’
Above the tawny wheat they bent.

Ere fall of night the harvest fell;

But since that season, fair and blithe,
As ancient annals love to tel!,

Oid Father lime has borne a scythe !

g
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THE FAMILY WITH WHOM
By M

r was the queerest family that
over was known. In the first
place, there was the baby,—
and a real nice, hcaity, pietty
“lsnby it was. That baby went
wrong from the first week of
its existence. It was always
waking up when they wished
it to sleep, anddozing off when
they longed for it to be at its
brightest. When the father
carne home and tried to have
a sort of siibdued romp with
the little inite, it would blink
and blink, and finally drop off, just when he
was saying “ A-choo!” in his fiinniest possible
style. But there was a good reason for that, as
you wiil admit when you hear more about tlie
father.  And when he wished the house to be
very, very quiet, | declare if the rose-bud would n’t
wake up and screain as if it were taking the prize
in a crying-baby show 1 But just so sure as com-
pany carne, and mamma, ringing the parlor bell,
said sweetly, “ 1 ’ll have the baby brought down ;
he ’s a lively hule thing for his age,” it would be
carried in, the next moment, bathed in the sweetest

SOMBTHING IS WROSG
WITH THE BABY-

SOMETHING GOE5 WRONG WITH ROB

of dewy slumbers. Later on, that baby * beat
everything in the way of contrariness ” the nurse

EVERYTHING WENT WRO N G.INovember,

EVERYTHING WENT WRONG.
. M. D.

“ever saw.” He wassolarge of his age that it made
him “ delicate” ; he kicked when they rockcd him
to sleep, and collapsed when tirey tried to stand him
on his legs; f.
finally, he was
so plump and
puffy that he
had the croup
every seventh
night, — not
really serious
croup, butjust
croup enough
to set the fam-
ily on edge.
Butbaby was
sugaredmoon-
beams com-
pared with his
little brother
Rob,-or rath-
er his big
brother, for |
suppose a boy of four years ¢f a big brother from
a younger point of view. That boy was always
going where be was not wanted, though when
nceded he was invariably out of sound and
reach. If you were talking secrets, he would
suddenly pop up from behind a sofa. If you
wished to steal out by the side door, you 'd be
sure to find him on the sill, and he would
catch at your ankle and coax until you said,
“ Oh yes, you can come, too.” And then, if
you did say it, he would n’t keep hold of your
hand, and he would go exactly where he
pleased. Then, when he went exactly where
he pleased, he was sure lo gct into trouble.
If he ran to Ponto’s kenne!, he would catch his
feet in the chain, and Ponto would spring out
and snarl athim; if he went to the barn tolook
for eggs, the oid hen would scare him away;
if he went to the stable, it would be at the
precise moment when the oid mare was switch-
ing insects away with her tail, and poor Rob’s
eye would be taken for a fly; if he went to the
kitchen, he would certainly upset the molas-
ses-jug or milk-pail, and so be chased out by
the cook’s broom-stick. He was n’t really
bad; buC somehow he was never absolutely
good. “ His stars were unpropitious,” his brother
John saidj “ they would n’t twinkle, twinkle, for

something coes wrong with jomn.



THE FAMILY WITH WHOM

i8t9-1

him worth a cent.” But then, John himself had a
dark way of looking at things.

Once, in a fit of kindness, the big brother took
pity on him. He was reading on the bank, and,
seeing Rob run crying from the house, he called ;

“ Helio! trouble again, hey ? Come here, poor
littlechap !'” Soon,
howevcr, the poor

little chap proved to
b so much in his
way that he lifted
him up and set him
upon Chebeam of an
oid, broken-down
pier ciése by. The
water was quite deep
there; but the beam
was strong, and Rob,
who was stout and
brave, did n’t mind
it at all, and said so.

“Don’t move now,
my little man ! Cali
big brudder when
you get tired,” said
John exultingly, as
he went back to his
reading.

Any one would
have supposed that
now poor Rob was
out of everybody’s
way, for once. But
no! In a few mo-
ments the “big brud-
der” looked up from
his book, and, with
a whistle, sprang to
his feet, crying;

“Hil IfRobisn’t
in one of his fixes
again!”

There sat Rob,

helpless, on the
beam ; his poor little
feet dangling over
the rough waters,and
a great sea-guU fly-
ing into his face, as
if to drive him away. Rob was so used to not
being wanted, that he took it quite as a matter of
course, until the gull carne too very, very ciése j
and then he screamed so loud that John, who was
about to rescue him, asked if he wanted to make a
fellow deaf?

This John was a queer fellow, too. He was ten
years oid, and a book-worm. He read, morning,

VoL, VII 3.
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noon and night. It was almost impossible for any
one but Rob to make him hear, when once he be-
came absorbed in a book. The door-bcll might
ring, his mother might cali, the fire might go out,
the daylight might fade slowly away; and still John
would not look up. There is a story that once he
sat down in the
swing and bcgan
“ Little Men,” and
when at last he
reached the last word
of the book and
looked up, he found
a fine spider-weli
stretching from his
knee to the ground.
You canimagine how

often he got into
trouble. The history
of his school-days

would make almost a
tragedy. Everything
wentwrongwithhim,
lie said, from morn-
ing till night; all be-
cause he had no eyes
fior ears for anything
besides the book he
happened to be read-
ing on the sly. Ifbe
was set to watch the
baby, the poor little
thing would find the
scissors, or put feath-
ers into its mouth, or
climb into the coal-
scuttle, in less than
no time. If sent on
an errand, he would
puli out his book, sit
down on a tempting
stoop, and read till it
began to rain. One
day, when painters
were frescoing the
library ceiling, he
climbed up their lad-
der to get out of the
way, and perchcd
himselfon a bracket shelf over a book-case. There
he sat, absorbed and happy, and at last the men
forgot about him. They moved the book-case, be-
cause it was in the way; finished their work; took
out the ladder; and when finally John looked up, he
found himself alone in the great room, and about
eight feet from the floor. It was a bigjump, but
he made it, and, of course, sprained his ankle. He
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was laid up for a month; and, as the baliy and
Rob were down with the measles just then, his
sister Nell had to nurse him, though she admitted
she “ hated it like sixty.”

What a queer girl Nell was! She was sourer
than a lemon ten miles from a lump of sugar; she
was as cross as two sticks,—that is, she was very,
very cross, indecd. W hat wonder, poor child, be-
longing, as she did, to that family 1 1f thmgs went
wrongwith them generally, everything went wtong
with her especially. She was known as the most
unlucky girl in school. At home, ifshe sipped tea,
it was sure to burn her lips; if she skipped her
rope, it invariably tripped her; if she smelled a
flowcr, its thorn, or some sharp stem, was certain
to prick her nose and make her cry. |In fact, it
would require a whole number of ST. NICHOLAS for
me to tell you all that happened to poor Nell from
almost any Monday till the next Saturday mght.

What else could you expect of a girl with such a
father and mother? What? Did n’t | tell you
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about them > Dear me ! It is such a long story
that, if once begun, it would never be ended. 1
must be content with saying that the father was a
night editor; that is, he worked all night, every
nighi, on a newspapcr that had to be printed and
sent out before breakfast to thousands of readers.
So, of course, if he worked all night, he had to
sleep all day; and that was quite enough to turn
any household topsy-turvy. As for the mother,
she belonged to a first family. Well, we all know
what first families are. Look at Adam. He be-
longed to a first family. So did Cain. And this
mother was sovery busy, belonging W a first family,
—thinking about it, talking about it, acting up to
it —that things went at sixes and sevens generally.
It is not a complete explanation, perhaps; but |
have no other to give just now.

And | have no moral to give, either. But any
moral that would come out of such a family as that
would hardly be worth having, I think.
think so, too ?

Don’tyou

JACK-RABBITS.

By a Boy.

UT in Kansas, we have
rare sport hunting
jack-rabbits. Eastern
boys can hardly guess
how much excitement
there is in it. We
have other game, of
course. Deer and
antelopes are quite
common in Edwards
and other south-west-
ern counties; and the
wolves that prowl over

the prairies are worse for our sheep and calves
than bears are, or ever were, in New England.

But the greatest sport of al! is hunting jack-
rabbits. We hunt them on horseback, with grey-
hounds. All the settlers in our section keep one or
more greyhounds on purpose to hunt jack-rabbits.
I went fox-hunting twice, with hounds, in Maine,®
and did not have half the fun that | have had out
here, in Kansas, hunting “ jacks.”

Our jack-rabbit, I should say, is no such little
scrub as the Massachusetts rabbit, or even the
Maine liare. Jack is quite a beast, and makes,
roast or stewed, a pretty good dish. Many a set-

ticr’s family lived on jacks, after the grasshoppers
carne. Our rabbit has black legs and black ears,
and a blackish head. When he stands up on his
haunches, for a look around, he is nearly three
feet tall. His tail is long, and that is black, too.
But the body is a brownish gray. | have seen
jacks almost as large as a small goat. Now and
then one comes across a tremendously large one,—
so big and tall and long-eared, and so awfully
clumsy-looking, as fairly to make a fellow stare,
even when he is used to jacks. Generally, liow-
ever, they do not weigh more than fifteen or twenty
pounds.

These jack-rabbits live right out on the open
prairie and along the shallow river-valleys, where
there is not a bush, fior a tree, anywhere in sight.
Most of the grass, except by the streams, is buffalo
grass,—a short, curly, fine grass; but scattered
about are seen bunches, or rings, of taller grass,
two and a half or three feet high. These rings of
high grass are commonly not larger across than a
bushel-basket, but quite thick. And right inside
of the grass rings is where the jacks hide. They
hide in there, curled up, cuddled warm out of the
prairie wind, and well out of sight, too. You
scarcely ever see a jack stirring on the prairie in

« The narmlor cmigraled to Kansas from Maire when fifteen yeara oid
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the day-time, even in places wheie they are really
very numerous. Those gvass bunches are so thick
that you may pass ciése to one and not see the
jack cuddied up in the middle of it; and if he sees
you, he will not stir, unless you kick, or strike, into
the grass. Then out hegoes, ten feet atone jump;
and, elumsy as he looks, there is nothing that runs
which can catch him, if he gets twenty yards start,

‘but i was n't in THE SADDLE

—noteven a greyhound. Away he flies, like an oid
felf hat flopping along the ground before the wind;
and you think that the hound will catch him in no
time; but he does n’t. Jack keeps just about two
jumps ahead, and will rim one mile, or two, or all
day, just asyoulike. Thereisno such thingas tiring
one down, when once he has had a good fair start,
and has had a chance to get his eyes fairly open
and catch hiswind. The only way we ever catch
jack-rabliits with hounds is to take them by surprise,
before they have time to lay themselves out for good
stcady leaping,

| have often laughed to see a wolf hunt jack-
rabbits. The wolf will sneak along, crouched
ciése to the ground, and work up to a ring of
grass, then give asudden jump right into the midst
of it About one time in fifty, he will manage to
seize the sleeping jack. But commonly the rabbit
will, in some mysterious way, leap out from under
the wolf's very nose, and go twenty or thirty feet.
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as if propelled by a single kick, then stop and look.
The wolf knows that the game is up. | once saw
awolfsit down and look hard at the rabbit, and sniff
him longingly; and the jack, not yet halfawake,
sat and winked. But the wolf turned away and
went to another bimch of grass. He kncw better
than to svaste his strength cliasing a jack-rabbit.
The way we used to hunt jacks was to startout—

I WEST ON.*

eight or ten of us—on ourponies (and there areno
horses in this country fleeter than some of those
Texas ponics), with all the greyhmmds we could
rauster,—sometimes fifteen or twenty of them.
Riding out on the prairie, we would now string out
in a lino, with the dogs all nmningclose heside the
ponies, and go at a gallop for those rings of tall
grass. Just as some pony’s fore feet were going into
a bimch of tall grass, out would leap a rabbit. The
greyhounds would be at ciése bauls, not two yards
from the rabbit’s tail; and everybody knows how a
greyhound will Imckle down to the ground and
run, without so much as a ytp. The jack, waked
up so suddenly, would not have time to straighten
out for long leaps, and would tack, first right then

left. Tn that way he would dodge one hound, but
in dodging one, another would grab him. That
was the way we used to hunt them. Sometimes

we would by this plan catch eighteen or twenty in
an hour. Oh, it was live sport! Such shouting
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and cheering on! Three or four jacks n
once, and all crazy after them, at a dcad run . The
Donies would chase as eagerly as the greyhounds.
Why | have seen more excitement and more
downriglit, laughable fun in a jack-rabbit hunt
than in anything else | ever witnessed.

But it is not the safest Business m the world—
riding al full spring and at a ventura across the
prairie. For one is always Hable to run into a
“ buffalo wallow,”™ or break through into some oid
burrow. Our Texas ponies were pretty sure-footed
little fellows; but, of course, if a horse broke into
a deep hole he would go down in a heap, and liis
rider would go headlong on the ground, | once
got a tremendous “ fore-reacher” of this sort. And
here | should explain, perhaps, that a “ buffalo-
wallow ” is not a slough, fior a pig-mire, but just a
dry hole where a bison has got down and dug with
his horns, and rolled and plowed himself into the
dirt, either to get rid of flies orvermin, or else,
perhaps, from some desire to get the fresh earth
into his hair.

The winter after the grasshoppers carne, my bro-
ther and 1 starteda “ bone-team.” Wewere about
cleared out in the way of money; we had land and
lean cattle, but nothing to eat. So we rigged up
an ofd prairie-schooner (large wagén), and put our
ponies to it and went into the Business of drawing
bones. Perhaps, too, I need to explain what abone-
team is. On tliose prairies where buffalo and deer
and antelope have run so many years, there are vast
quantilies of ofd bones lying about. In many tracts
the giound is fairly covered with them ; and in the
winter and spring, when the grass is off and the
sun shining, the plain at a distance looks white as
if coveted with frost or ice. The turf is full of
bones of all sorts and sizes ; and scattered about are
some enormous buffalo skulls, with the short, thick
horns still in them.

These oid bones are of some commercial valué.
At almost every station of the railroads across the
plains there is an agency for the parchase of bones.
They are taken East, and manufactured into ferti-
lizeis, like superphosphate of lime. The price paid
a year ago at the stations of E County was five
dollars per ton. My brotherand I drew in rather over
a hundred tons during the winter. It is no great job
to pick up a ton of those bones in many places, but
we had to liaul ours nearly twenty miles ; for the
most of the land near the railway has now been
taken up, or at least cleared of bones. It was a
three-days’ trip to go out on the plains and get a
load. With our team of six ponies, we commonly
drew in three tons. While out on these bone trips,
we made considerable account of jack-rabbits ; we
had two greyhounds on purpose to hunt them, and
to hunt antelopes. | did most of the hunting; my
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brother was a little lame that season frotn a
“ hoist” he had received off a reaper. We had
one of the fleetest ponies for running | have ever
seen In color she was so light as almost to look
silvery, and had both her fore legs white. Her
hair was very short and thin. She was shm and
trig—oh, a delicate little creature ! In weiglu she
was not much above seven hundred pounds; but
ah! she.would skim those plains hke a goshawk.
We called her Gilly. . - N j
I would get up before sunrise, cafi m Sport and
Grip (the two greyhounds), then mount Gilly, and
start after a jack for breakfast. One mornmg we
o-ot after a pretty big jack, and ran him out past a
farge white-topped “ schooner,” where an ~m-
grant party had hauled up for the mght. Two
men and a woman were stimng aliout it, and |
saw two nice, rosy girls peering out of the back end
of the wagén. They looked so mspmng that I
thought I would show them a little fancy nd ng.
So 1 touched Gilly and told her to go. At that,
she just reached out those white legs of hers and
straightened to it. Oh, she went like an arrow after
the hounds and past that schooner; and away on
across the prairie. And, right in the midst of hev
keenest run, she iiroke into a wolf-holet Believe
it or not, the mare turned a complete somersault.
But | was n’t in the saddie when she turnedit.
had gone on, and went on; went on my head,
went on my knees, went every way. | more
than fifty feet from the pony when | finally
stopped ! Sport and Grip pulled up to see me go,
and the jack,—he stopped and looked. The wolf
carne out of the ground and looked, too. They
were all so interested in it, that they entirely forgot
each other. And back at the schooner | saw six
or seven men, women and girls, standing
less, with their mouths open. When I, at length,
got up, such a “haiha carnewaftcd onthe wind
Is I shall not soon forget. It liurtme outrageously.
1 got up feeling as if I were a hundred and one
years oid. As for the jack, he had taken leave,
and the dogs were barking into the wolf-hole.
Another young fellow, named Adney Clark, and
myself once ran a jack-rabbit undcr a settlers
house, which stood outbyitself onthepraine. The
rabbit ran up to it and crawled under the sill. The
hounds could not get under. We went round the
house and then into it. There was no one at home,
We were determincd to have that jack, anyhow.
So we pulled up two or three boavds of the floor,
and Ad took the fire-poker and got down under
the floor, to poke out the jack. He had not been
down there long when he uttered a screech anO
carne out at one jump, with a great big rattle-
snake hanging to his boot-leg 1 | grabbed a chair
and killed the snake. Ad was so weak he could
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not stand alone and could scarcely speak. | puUed
offhisboot. But there was no inark on him. For-

tunately, the siiake had only bitten his boot-leg.
We then poked out the jack and the hounds
grabbed him.

And at another time, when eight or ten of us
>vere out racing down jacks, with as many as thiv-
teen hounds™ we all got after one big fellow, and
at length ran him into an olcl desevted “ dig-out.”

A “dig-out,” or “ root-out,” :s a house dug in
the ground, and the fioor of it is often four or five
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feet below the fevel of the soil. The door of this
one was gone. The jack, being pretty hard run,
darted in there. In went the whole pack of hounds
after him, and there was no end of a pow-wow.
Round and about they went, yelping and growling
down there in the dark. W e thought there would
n’'t be much left of that jack when, by and by,
out he carne and leaped away, leaving all the
hounds in there tumbling over one another, and
the end of the business was that we had to go in
and liaul those dogs out by the legs.

GETTING READY FOR THANKSGIVING.

By M. E. WINSLOw.

THESE ASE ALL TO BE YOURS, DAUCHTSR, AS LONG AS YOU TAKE CARE OP THEM.’

“Will it never be Thanksgiving?” said Am-
anda, plaintively, as she threw her dinner-basket
and books in a comer and prepared to eat the sup-
per, which she found neatly spread for her, on her
retum from the school-liouse, two long miles away.

“What possesses you to think about Thanks-

giving in May?” said Jake, scornfully. “ You
might as well talk about Fourth of July when the
pond is all frozcn up and the ground covered with
snow.”

“ So | would, if it would make me warm to think
about it,” said the little girl, looking out over the
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broad meadow land and green swaies which lay
between her little brown home and the black,
jagged mountain ridge which had bounded the
horizon of her whole life. Only one house lay
between her and the mountain,—a long, low farm-
house,—where dwelt her companioii, Cynthia, with
whom she daiiy walked those long two miles to
school. These were in the other direction, where,
halfhidden in a clump 6f trees, stood the white
church, the black school-house, the store, and the
five houses composing “ the village.” Not another
human habitation was in sight, and, though there
were other farra-houses scattered hete and there in
solitary spots, even the thought of this scattered
popiilation did not tend to make one feel “crowded.”

“It’ssodull,” pursued Amanda; *“ there’s never
anything to do but go to school, fior anybody to
see, fior anything to hear about, except when the
folks come home for Thanksgiving. | just wish
we could be getting ready for it all the time.”

“ So we can, little daughter,” said a gentle, tired
voice, as the worn, faded-looking farmer’s wife
placed upon the table the smoking hot pork, pota-
toes, corn-bread and tea, which had only awaited
the arrival of the little school-girl. “ Every day of
our lives may be made a prcparation for Thanks-
giving, by counting up our mercies, and thanking
the Lord for them as we go along.”

“ Pshaw !” said Amanda, “ | did n’t mean that
way; | meant doing sometliing. [It’s always so
gay and lively when you 're chopping apples and
rnaking pies and all that; but we 've got to wait
six whole months for that, and it ’s so dull.”

“ Suppose we begin to-day, Mandy,” said the
farmer, as he took his place at the table, “ and you
and Jake spend your spare time all summer get-
ting ready for Thanksgiving; that is, of course,
when lessons are over.”

Wondering looks crossed the table, but no more
was said; for the farréer was just ready to say
grace, and after that the business of the hour
absorbed every one’s attention.

When tea was over and the farm lay in the
shadow of the great mountain, while slant yellow
rays of sunlight still rested on the village and fur-
ther down the valley, the farmer unfolded his plan,
and the firstpreparation for Thanksgiving was made
by the children’s going out into the garden-patch
and in the center of a great open space dropping
three squash-seeds into an open hole in the top of
a little hill. 1t was asmall beginning, but Amanda
at once began to take an interest in garden-work
which she had never experienced before. The
next day was Saturday, and her mother called her
into the barn-yard and presented her with two
setting hens, a brood of downy little chickens, and
a flock ofyoung turkeys.
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“ These are all to be yours, daughter, as long as
you feccl them regulaily and take care of them.
All the turkeys and chickens you can raise, and all
the eggs you can store, wiil be for Thanksgiving.”

Mcanwhile, Jake went with the farm hands to
plant corn, and undertook to drive the cows to and
from the pasture every night, and to learn to milk,
that he miglit help to make the golden butler,
which would be needed by and byl to spread
Thanksgiving bread and to make the Thanksgiv-
ing pie-crust.

No one heard the children complain of dullness
now, for the poultry and the cows took up a great
deal of the long, light evenings, and the shouts of
delight witli which Amanda announced the discov-
ery of shining white eggs, were only equaled by
their joy at the sight of the littie green squasli-vines
that in time peepcd up above the datk-brown
earth. Then Jake bcgged for another bit of land,
in which to plant little purple potato-eycs ; and his
father pvomised that, if they carne to anything,
those potatoes and no others should be cooked for
the Thanksgiving dinner. Even vegetables can-
not grow without care, and potato and squash biigs
had tobe picked off very carefully, while in the long
wcelcs of Jiily drought the children carried many
a tin pail of water, with which to keep moist the
roots of their precioiis vine; and the onion-beds,
parsley-beds, and beds of sage and summer savory,
which were to help dress the Thanksgiving dinner,
were kept by those little fingers as free from weeds
as any one could desire. What delightful berrying
expeditions Amanda and Jake and Cynthia had,
during the hot July and August afternoons 1 They
worked as they had never worked before, for they
had an object in their picking; and when the
mother showed her little daughter how to dry the
huckleberries on boards covered with white paper,
and how to make beautiful pots of jam of the rasp-
bevries and blackberries, she fek quite like an oid
housekeeper, and put away these delicacies, beam-
ing with delightful visions of the future Thanks-
giving.

As the season advanced, there were apples to be
gathered and packed away in barréis; or else
peeled, strung on long cords, and hung up to dry.
The frost opened the chestnuts, and they and the
hickory-nuts afibrded many an hour’s busy sport
for the children j and many a jolly woodland excur-
si6n was taken on Saturday, while the men cut
down trees, brought them home, and cut and piled
wood fot the Thanksgiving fires. One grand ex-
cursion to the cranberry swamps closed the season,
and on this occasion the baskets and pails, filled
with bright red berries, were crowned with wreaths
of ground pine, branches of hemlock, and twigs
of shining holly, with which to decérate the oid
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farm-house for the grand Puritan Christmas,—the
Thanksgiving festival.

Meanwhile, the children, Amanda and Jake,
happy and contented, had been growing healthy
and strong from their constant work in the bracing
raountain air. They had learned many secrets of
nature, and of domestic and rustic art; and if
thoughts had sometimos come to them of the power
and love that caused the eartli to bring forth in its
season, sending the rain to fill, and the sunshine to
ripen, the harvests, turning aside the lightning
and the frost, keeping that mysterious thing called
life in the animals, and crowning the year with
plenty, till thankful longings arése in their hearts,
—such thoughts did not palé any of the roses in
their cheeks, or take away the least bit from the joy
of the days. Nor did even their annoying disap-
pointments, when young turkeys hung tliemselves
on wood-piles, black hawks carricd off downy
chickens, malicious boys stole unripe crook-necks,
and the like, hurt them; they thus learned to
“endure hardness,” and to gain the mental and
moral vigor which comes from perseverance under
difficulty and patience in defeat.

“ 1 did not think it took so much time and so
many things to get ready for Thanksgiving,” said
Amanda, as, the afternoon before the happy feast-
day, she stood in the store-roora with her mother,
taking a last look at the preparation for to-morrow’s
festival. There were turkeys and geese, ready
dressed for roasting; sausages waiting to be fried,
and chickens ready to be broiled. Great loaves of
white and brown bread and jars of cookies and nut-
cakes already were made for the children, and
sponge and jelly cake for their eiders. A great
plum-puddiug, tied in a bag, was ready to boil,
and was flanked by pork-pies, chicken-pies, apple-
pies, cranberry tarts, and yellow pumpkin delica-
cies wherein the ripcned crook-necks, garnered
eggs, and grass-fed milk told of a summer’s suc-
cessftil and faithful labor. On a shelf lay piled-up
dishes of rosy and golden apples and cracked hick-
ory-nuts, all wrinkled and appetizing, ready for the
Corning festival.

Outside of tlie store-room, all was in a state of
beautiful, home-like decoration. Fires blazcd on
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every hearth, and beside them stood wood-boxes
piled with logs and crackiing brush, gathered by
Jake’s busy hands. Bedrooms had been fixed
up everywhere, and snowy beds prepared in rub-
bish rooms and closets, while the warm, dry loft
above the wood-house, with its row of “ bunks,”
looked, Jake said, “ a good deal like camp-meet-
ing.” For all*“the folks ” were coming to-night,
and the two great farm wagons had been fitted up
with piank seats and sent down to the dépdéi to meet
them. Araanda's two eider brothers and their
wives, her three sislers and their husbands, the im-
married teacher sister, even Aunt Sophronia and
Unele Bill, and all che crowd of grandchildren who
lived ever so far away, traveled night and day to be
at home; for on that one day, at least, of all the
long year, the oid bro'vn farm-house should hold
its own United family.

“ So many things,” said Amanda, as she closed
the door; “ bcsides all that we have done, there’s
sugar and raisins and spice and flour, and the
things to put them in, and the things to cook
with—oh dear, | can’t think how many ! ”

“Yes,” said her father, who just then entered,
bright with expectation; “ long before you or I were
born, and ever since, God has been busy getting
ready for our Thanksgiving, He put the coal
down in the earth ; He set the trees to growing;
He prepared the seeds, and made ready the soil,
and blessed the labors of the husbandman. He
builc the homestead and sent the children. Yes,
wife, He has watched and cared for each one as it
grew up, and so arranged its life that, of the band
who come to us to-day, not one but is an honor
and cause for thanksgiving.”

“ Yes, indeed,” said his wife heartily, “ and 1
want my little girl here to learn that not by fits
and starts of feeling, but by steady perseverance in
appointed tasks all through life; by gentle works
and loving thoughts, by kindiy and care-taking
deeds, we must be storing up the good things,
just as she has done this summer.”

“ 1t ’s all ‘getting ready,” I suppose,” said
Amanda thoughtfully, at the same time breaking
the least little teentybit from the edge of the fruit-
cake and nibbling it with great complacency.
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THE BOYS AT CHIRON’S SCHOOL.

By Evelyn Miller.

Every one knows about the Centaurs,—*“ a
people of Thessaly;” yet no one ever has told us
about Centaur boys.

But nowadays people are discovering every-
thing. There is Dr. Schliemann, who has dis-
covered all the oid kitchen-ware of the ancient
Trojans, and written a book aboutit; and another
explorer has just found out about some young Cen-
taurs who went to oid Chiron’s school.

It was a boarding and day school, situated on
the Island of Peparethos, off the coast of Thessaly;
“a most salubrious spot,” the school prospectas
said, and oid Chiron taught all the polite arts. It
must have been a trouble, for young Centaurs were
a wildset. Indeed, people in those days never said,
“ This boy is as wild as a young colt,” but “ As

wild as a young Centaur,” which amounted to
thesame thing, The Centaur boys had good times,
you may be sure. The polite arts did not bother

them much, though the boys bothered oid Chiron.
He was always shouting to them to keep their
hoofs off the desks, and to stop switching their tails
about, for they knocked down ink bottles and
things. Of course, in fly-time such a rule was very
hard, but the Centaur boys revenged themselves by
chasing the geese that belonged to Chiron’s oid
housekeeper, and making her scold till she was
hoarse, They played foot-ball, too, and such a
splendid game, for every Centaur could kick with
both his hind feet, while he steadied himself on his
fore feet. The ball sometimes went clear across
the island—about two miles. At least, that is the
record the boys left cut on the locks at Peparethos,
so far as our discoverer could make out and trans-
fate, “ Gryneus” and “ Pholus” must have been

the best kickers, for he found their fiames cut on
the rocks, just under this big kicking score.
And they had grand games of base-ball; such
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'THE CBNTAUR BOYS COULD NOT CLIMB A TRES.'*
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runniiig and catching! They did not need to
stoop to steady themselves when they caught, so
none of them were at all bow-legged, and that was
certainly an advantage over two-legged boys.

But they never played marbles, for they could not
kneel down properly, though it was a great saving
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favors. This made the Centaurs envious, and they
did their best to make the young Greeks’ lives a
burden to them. They would not let them play
ball, because they had only two legs, fior race,
though Crantor was a first-rate lunner, fior even
let them chase the oid woman’s geese. So Cran-

chiron®S SCHOOIATHE LITTLK CENTAUR SPBAJCS HIS PIBCB.

in trouser-knees. They ran races, though, and
madesplendid time. “ Rhcetus” was the best racer
for two school terms, so the record said, and the
flame of the Champion for the next year must have
been kicked off out of envy, for our explorer
noticed a big piece of rock chipped off, just under
Rhostus’s flame. They could not have boat races,
of course, but they had swimming matches, and
you may imagine that a boy with four legs and two
arms could make pretty fast time.

They were a right conceited set, those Centaurs,
but they had a “ take down,” when two Greek boys
from the mainland carne to school. These boys
had only two legs, like our boys here, and the Cen-
taur boys made no end of fun of them. But when
Chiron saw that the two young Greeks, “ Grates ”
and “ Crantor,” were studious and polite, he used
to ride them on his back, and show them other

tor and Grates gave up, and turned their attention to
the polite arts, hoping their turn would come soon.

And it did.

Grates and Crantor had a cousin, a pretty little
Greek girl named Celena, who carne to visit them
one day. She brought a splendid cake for the
boys, and some honey from Hymettus, so, of
course, all the boys were anxious to please her.
They ran races, and played ball, and jumped fences,
and Celena said they were very smart.

Then Grates turned a hand-spring, .and Crantor
stood on his head.

“ Can you do that? ” asked Celena.

The Centaurs were asharaed, but they had to
own up that it was impossible.

“ Well, then,” said Celena, “ can’t you get me
some nuts? There is a tree full of them.”

The Centaur boys all gathered around the tree,
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and reached up as far as. they could, but having throwing them down to Celena, who thanked them
gathered all the nuts within reach some days very prettily, and turned up her prett)- Greek nose

bef‘ore, they crfuld get.none now fqr C?e’lyena.. at the unhappy Centaur boys. And after that
Why don’t you climb up, stupids ?” said she.. Crates and Crantor held their heads high enough,
Then all those Centaur boys were covered with “ For some things,” sighed the Centaur boys
confusion, for not one of them could climi® a tree.  « it i petter to be a' two-legged boy.” and ther;

Grates and Crantor could, and in a.mmute they they grew more modest, and went to work to
were on the topmost branches gathering nuts and study the polite arts.

A BOY'S REMONSTRANCE.
By C. Perry,

I AM feeling very badly; everything is going to smash;

All the things | have beiieved jn are going with a crash!

The folks are growing learned, and all their wretched lore is
Used to shake a fellow’s faith in his best-beloved stories.

The fairies have been scattered, and the genii they have gone
There are no enchanted castles; they have vanished, every one
Aladdin never lived, and the dear Scheherazade,

Though very entertaining, was a much mistaken lady.

Of course | see through Santa Claus, | had to, long ago;

And Christmas will be going, the next thing that | know’

For 1| heard, | was n’t listening— | heard the parson say,

He had really—yes had really—grave doubts about the day.
And as fot Master Washington, they say the goose should catch it
Who beheved a single minute in that story of the hatchet.
They 've given a rap at Crusoe, and dear oid Friday. Why !
We'll all believe in Friday, we boys will, till we die!

They may say it’s not “ authentic,” and such like if they daré!
When they strike a blow at Friday, they hit us boys. So therel
And 1°'ve been reading in a book, writ by some college sweil,
That there never was a genuine, a real live William Tell!
That he was just a myth, or what we boys would cali a sell:
That he did n’t shoot the apple, fior Geslér, not a bit—

That all the other nations have a legend just like it.

I think it’s little business for a college man to fight

Against these dear oid stories and send them out of sight.

And all the boys are just as mad ! and so the girls are, too;
And so we called a meeting to decide what we should do.

And we passed some resolutions, because that is the one

And only way for meetings, when it ’s all that can be done.

I send you here a list:

’

Resolved, that there was a William Tell;
That by his bow and arrow the tyrant Gesler fell.
Resolved, that he was HOt a myth, whatever that may be_
But that he shot the apple and Switzerland was free.
Resolved, that Crusoe lived, and Friday, and the goat.
Resolved, that little Georgy his father’s fruit-tree smote,
And owned up like a liero. Resolved, that all the Science
Of all the learned professors shall not shake our firm rebanee
In the parties we have mentioned; and we do hereby make known
The fact that we boys feel that we have some riglits of our own__
And req'iest that in the future these rights be let alone.
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AMONG THE LAKES.

(A Farm-house Story.)

By William O. Stoddard, Author of

Chapter i.

“ She can do it. | give it up. They could nT
be making a better show if they tried. Aunt Ke-
ziah said she 'd have her peonies in bloom when
the city folks got here. She ’s done it, but I
was n't mor 'n halfsure she could,”

The sun had not been up an hour yet, but he
was shining full and warm in the rosy face of the
very plump, healthy-looking boy who stood there,
on the grass, looking down at the peonies.

“ The oid tub ’s choke full of ’em,” he con-
tinued, “ They ’'re almost all burst out, now.
They ’ll burst the tub next. What fat, red-looking
fellows they are. Aunt Keziah says | 'm like ’em.
| dén’t care. They ’re real pretty. Anyhow, I
don’t believe I ’Il tumble all to pieces, as they will
when they get through bursting. 1°’m fat, all the
year round.”

“ Hullo, Piney!”

He did not turn around, or eyen take his hands
out of his pockets, as he answered ;

“ Hullo, Kyle, is that you ? Drove your cows to
pasture? | have.”

“ Course | have, or I would n’t be here. What'’s
the matter with your pinies ? Looks as if the tub
was sinking with ’era.”

“ Sinking? You ’d sink if you had all those
flowers to carry. How red they are!”

“ Reddest kind. Aunt Keziah named you after
‘ein, did n’t she?”

“ So she says.”

“ They ’re redder 'n you are.
deal handsomer, too.”

“ 1 aint a flower, and | don’t live in a tub. Aunt
Keziah says | burst everything she puts on me,
though, just as they do. That s why she makes
all my clothes so loose.”

“ They ’re bursting all theirs, and no mistake.
Glad there ’s no danger of my skin cracking round
like that.”

“ | say, Kyle, how ’d you like to go a-fishmg?”

“ Tip top. That’s what brought me over. It’s
Saturday.”

“ We can’t go next Saturday, you know.”

“ No,” said Kyle ; “ and I have n’t half learned
ray piece for the Academy Exhibition.”

“ 1 ve learned mine. T isn’t that | 'm afraid
of.”

“ What then?” said Kyle, in surprise.

They ’re a good

“Dab Kinzer," etc.

“What then?” echoed Piney, sharply.
the Examination, of course.”

“ O, that ’s nothing, Wilbur begins with a W,
and that puts my flame 'most at the bottom of the
list. Bill Young and I talked it over. They wont1
get down to us.”

“ They ’il get to me. Then wont{ turn red in
the face and forget everything!”

“Why,

“Piney! Pineyi Piney! Come in to break-
fast.”
A shrill, sweet, girlish voice was calling very

positively from the top of the steps in the middie
of the front piazza, and Piney started for the house.

“ 1711 come over after breakfast,” shouted Kyle
Wilbur after him.

“ He ought not to miss that,” muttered Piney,
as he walked along. “ Aunt Keziah says his
face 'd do for a hatchet. Why can’t she cali me
some other fiame. But, then, Dick ’s the nick-
name for Richard, and | would n't like that any

better. Anyhow, she might have picked out a
meaner flower than they are. Bull-thistles are
red.”

“ Piney, why don't you liurry?”

“What for, Roxy?”

“Why, for breakfast.
been helping Aunt Keziah.”

“ Did you boil the vadishes?”

“ Not this time. Guess | know better than that,
now; but | picked the strawbcrries, and put lots
of sugar on them.”

“ Brown sugar?”

“ No, of course not. | put on the white, fine
sugar, out of the wooden box. Aunt Keziah put
it out on the table, and | sugared the berries.”

The look on Piney’s face told very plainly of his
liking for strawberries and cream, with plenty of
sugar. As for Roxy, her rosy face was full of pride
over her morning’s performances. It was not so
plump as her brother’, although her eyes and hair
were as dark, and any one would have said she was
his sister. She was younger, too,—not over seven
or eight years, perhaps,—wliiie Piney must have
been somewhere between thirteen and fifteen.

When a boy is so evidently large for his age, it
is not always easy to say just how oid he is.

Roxy was not large for her age ; she was only a
little too oid for it, so that she sometimes walked
into raistakes. Such, for instance, as boiling the
crisp, fresh radishes.

It 5 all ready. | ‘ve
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While she and Piney went in to breakfast, the
sun rose highei, very slowiy indeed, but steadily,
proinising a grand, warm. June day. He was not
looking down, that morning, upon many prettier
places than that valley.

The oid farm-house stood right at the head of a

" PINEY | PINBY! come to BREAKFAST."

little lake. It was big and white, with a high,
peaked roof, from which the dormer Windows
looked out as if they were forever watching for
somehody to come around the turn of the dusty
road. A great many people did come, too, but
the Windows on the roof sat right there and waited
for somehody else, all the same.
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There were no blinds up there, but there were
green ones to all the Windows of the lower story,
and those on the front piazza carne right down to
the floor.

The baras and the hayricks were away back
from the road, and the ground sloped from them

down to the front gate. That was toward the

east and the sunrise. On the south it sloped
to the very edge of the lake, and they kept

the grass mowed down ci6se, so as to make a

beautiful green lawn.

You could have measured out a dozen good cro-
quet grounds on that lawn if you had wanted to.

Away to the north, a mile and more, there was
another little lake, and heyond that another;
but a little bit of a river ran into the upper one,
and out of that into the next, and outof ihat into
the third, and out of that into the valley below.
So a man in a boatcould row himself through all
those lakes and then down-stream.

Nobody but the Indians at the reservation, long
miles to the north, could pronounce the fiame
of that river correctly, but when the white men
gave up trying and spelled it out, they called it
the Ti-ough-ne-au-ga. That was as near as
they could have hit it if they had shot at it.

That is, if they had tried with a bow and
earrowand could not shoot very well. And the
little river was crookeder than any fiame that
even an Indian could have given to it.

Roxy had been in a great hurry to have Piney
come in. To tell the truth, she was apt to be
a little ahead of time, and when Piney entered
the dining-room the only person yet seated at
the table was his three-year-old brother Chub in
his high chair.

Thcre was no need of asking how he carne by
his flame, but just at that moment Chub’s face
was very red indeed, and he was pounding the
table with a spoon, while he uttered a squall that
made Aunt Keziah put down the coffee-pot and
rush in from the kitchen.

“ Roxy ! Roxy ! What are you doing to that
baby?”

“ Nothing at all. | brought him a whole
saucer full of strawberries, and 1 poured the
cream all over them,”

“ I never told you to,” exclaimed AuntKeziah.
“You ’re a meddlesome girl. Piney, ring the
bell for your mother to come down. Roxy, tell

Ann to bring in the breakfast. What can be the
matter with that child!”

“ Beny sour,” whimpercd poor Chub,
pushed the saucer away from him.

“ Sour? No, they re not. You naughty boy,
to scare me so.”

But even the arrival of his mother, a tall, pallid,

as he
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languid-looking lady, evidently not in good health,
who carne in just then, failed to pacify Chub. It
was not till all the rest were seated at the table
that the cause of his trouble carne out.

It was almost a matter of course that Piney
should be the next person to try a spoonful of
those berries.

“ Mother! Aunt Keziah! ” sputtered he, as he
reached suddeniy out for a tumbler of water.
“ The berries are salted !'”

“ Salced?” exclaimed Aunt Keziah.
Hunter, what do you mean ?”

“ Richard, my son,” murmured his mother;

“ Piney

“ Salted?”

“ Yes, mother. Just you taste ’era. | don’t
wonder Chub said they were sour.”

“ O, Roxyl Roxy Hunter! This is some of

your work,” exclaimed her mother, dolefully.

“ No, mother, | saw Aunt Keziah bring the box
out herself.”

“ The salt box! So | did, and the su”~r box,
too. They're just alike. That child’ll p’ison us
all, yet!”

Aunt Keziah’s face was as red with vexation,
almost, as Piney’s own. His, though, was redder
than usual, for he was trying not to laugh, and
that was always hard work for him.

“ Roxy,” said her mother, “you can go right
out into the garden and pick some more berries,
in place of the spoiled ones. When you come in
you are not to have any.”

“ Glad there ’s plenty of 'em on the vines,” said
Aunt Keziah. “ These’ll all have to be thrown
away. But, Elizabeth, what are we to do with
Roxy ? Suppose her uncle and aunt and all the
rest had been here. 1°d have died of mortifica-
tion.”

“ Unele Liph would n’t,” said Piney.
have laughed.”

“ Not with salted berries in his mouth,” said
Aunt Keziah; but poor, crestfallen Roxy was
already marching through the back door with her
basket on her arm, muttering:

“ 1 wish | ’d tasted it before I put it on, so |l d
have known ifit was sugar.”

“He d

Chapter Il

There were, indeed, vines and strawberries in
great abundante in that garden, and Aunt Keziah
Merrill was as proud of all that grew there as she
was of her peonies and other flowers.

Roxy picked away as fast as she could, but was
glad enough, in a minute or so, when her big
brother carne to help her.

“ Don’t cry, Roxy,” he said, as he knelt near
her, “ these berries are just as good as the others.”

“ But | can’t have any,” whimpered Roxy.
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“ 1’1l ask mother if you can’t have some of
mine. Kyle Wilbur and | are going fishing after

breakfast.”

“ 0, can | go with you ?”

“ Not this time. You see, Roxy, we want to
catch some fish.”

“ 1 can catch fish.”

“ Yes; but | don’t believe mother and Aunt
Keziah ’ll let you go.”

Roxy was very much of Piney’s opinién on that
ilead, but she asked, all the same, as soon as they
got in with their berries.

“ In the boat ?” exclaimed her mothet.
get upset, and may be get drowned ?”

“ O, she would n’t get into the water,” said Aunt
Keziah; “ but she ’s been a naughty girl this
morning. Besides, | want her in the house. |'m
going to make some cake.”

“ Cake? O, aiinty, 1 ’d rather make cake than
catch fish,”

“ But you must let things alone.
to have my cake salted.”

“ 1 wont touch ”

“ Mother,” said Piney, “ let me give Roxy some
of the berries | picked.”

“ Just a few, then; |
about the sugar.”

“ About the salt, you mean,” said Aunt Keziah.
“ Well, she ’s a pretty good little girl if she would
n’t be so forward. 1°ll give her a few of mine.”

Chub said nothing about giving anybody a sliare
of the berries in his saucer, but he tasted them
carefully before he tried a whoie spoonful at once.

Piney did not linger long at the table, and when
he reached the shore of the little lake, with his rod
and line all ready, and his bait in an oid blacking-
box, there was Kyle Wilbur, sitting in the boat,
waiting for him.

“ Guess you did n’t eat much breakfast,” said

“ And

I can’t aflbrd

want her to remember

Piney.
“Yes | did. What made you stay so long? ”
“ 0, | had to pick some more berries.” And

Piney told him the story of Roxy’s blundcr, in a
way that made Kyle laugh all over. If Aunt
Keziah could have seen him, she would have said
it was the best thing in the world for a thin, peaked
boy like him,

In a minute more they were rowing away,
straight across the lake, toward the woods on the
other side. Both of them said they were sure the
fish bit better over there.

The boat was a good one, not at all likely to get
upset. It was square at each end, and the boys
called it “ the scow.”

It was quite good enough for them to fish from,
and may be they svere right about the habits of the
fish, for they did bite very well, that morning,
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along the shore where the tall trees leaned over the
water. The day was beginning to be a warm one,
and it may be the fish were thinking that pare of
the lake would be shadier by and by.

Botli Piney and Kyle were pretty good fisher-
men, and the perch and sun-fish and bull-heads
carne in pretty fast for an hour or so. Piney even

hooked a pickerel that weighed more than a
pound.

“ | caught a bigger one than that, last week,”
said Kyle.

“ 0, that ’s nothing. Aunt Keziah says they eat
more than any other fish, and can’t get fat on it,
either.”

“ 1 must be a sort of a pickerel, then. 1 say,
Piney, have you practiced jour piece for the Exhi-
bition?”

“ Mother made me say it to her, once, but I
don't believe | can say it before a crowd.”

“Why don’t you try and speak it out here?
What is it?”

“ O, everybody knows it. It begins, ‘O, why
does the white man follow my path.””

“That ’s an Indian piece. You ought to speak
itin the woods. Let s go asliore and try it.”

Piney colored very red, but he answered,
promptly :

“Well, I will, if you wont tell anybody.
will you speak yours, after | 'm done ?”

“ Of course I will. We 've got fish enough.”

“No, we have n’t. But we can come back and
catch some more. Let’s go ashore now.”

The anchor, a big, heavy stone, was at once
pulled up from the bottom and che scow as quickiy
fastened to a bush on the bank, while the two
young orators went on under the shade of the
trees.

They knew there would he nobody there to hear
them, for all the men about the place were busy in
the fields. In fact, the woods were as pleasant
and still as could have been asked for, and if the
tali hickories and maples were getting ready to
listen, they did not say a word about it to confuso
the speakers.

“ Hurrah, Kyle1 Look at what I 've found,”
suddenly exclaimcd Piney, who had been stooping
down to tie one of his shoes before he began his
piece. “1’'m to be an Indian warrior, and here
I ’ve been and picked up an Indian arrow head !”

Kyle examinad it eagerly enough, although he
remarked coolly:

“That’s nothing, People pick 'em up every-
where. Father plowed up a stone hatchet last
spring. That ’s a pretty big arrow head, though,
Most o f’em are littie fellows.”

It was a piece of flint, nearly as wide as a half
dollar, and more than twice as long, tapering to a

Then
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point at one end with sharp, ragged edges, and at
the other end it had a sort of knob with a notch
in it

“ That ’s to tie it to the arrow by,” said Piney.

“ Unele Liph has any number of 'em. | mean to
give him this.”
“ 1 gquess father 'd let him have the stone

hatchet,” said Kyle. “ Did n’t you say he was
coming to visit you ?”

“ We expect him here to-night, Now, Kyle,
you stand over there by that hickory, and 1 ’ll
stand here on this knoll and | ’ll say my piece.”

He brandished the stone arrow-head in his right
hand, and launched into his recitation.

“ 0, why does ihe whitc man foHow my path
Ukc the hound on the tlger’s track ?
Does ihe huc of my dark cheek waken his wrath ?
Does he covei ihe bow at my back?"

Right there Piney pointed fiercely over his
shoulder with the arrow-head, resolving to have
some kind of a real bow provided in time for use
at the Exhibition.

He went safely through with verse after verse
of the poetry, while Kyle Wilbur leaned against
the hickory tree and watched him.

“ First rate,” exclaimed Kyle.
never do it that way before a crowd.
sure you 'll remember it all?”

“ Kind o’ half way sure.”

“Wish I was, but | aint.”

“ Guess | ’ll have the arrow-head in one hand
and the stone hatchet in the other, Then | can
put it through. What piece did you learn ?”

“ Oh, | picked out * The boy stood on the bum-
ing deck.” It ’s awful oid, but then I ve spoken
it before, and | wont be so likely to break down
init”

“ *The boy stood on the biirning deck,"” re-
peated Piney. “ Why, that does n’t belong to
the woods. You ought to practice that in the
boat.”

“ Could n’t set it on fire, and it has n’t a square
inch ofdeck.”

“ Oh, we can fix that. Come on. Gather all
the birch bark and hickory bark you can lay your
hands on.”

“Why, what ’li you do?”

“ 1l show you,” answered Piney.
an idea in my head.”

“You're always getting ideas in your head,”
grumbled Kyle; but he did as he was bidden, for
it was dear that of those two boys, Piney Hunter
was decidedly the leader.

It took but a few minutes to gather an armful
of dry bark, and Piney hurried toward the scow.
He dropped his load on a dry spot in the bottom.

“But you U
Are you

“ 1 ’ve got
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Next he picked up a long, wide, flat board,
which lay there, and laid it across the boat. It
reached over for nearly a foot on either side.

“ There ’s your deck, Kyle,” said Piney.
for your fire.”

The pieces of bavk were quickly heaped up on
the board, and a match and a wisp of paper from
Piney’s pockets did the rest. The fire was there.

“ Now

‘THE BOY STOOD OH THE BURNING DECH.

“ But,” objected Kyle, steadying himself in the
boat, “ that is n’t enough of a deck to give a
fellow a fair show, and you 've made so much fire
1can’t stand on it.”

“ Can’t help that,” said Piney. “You can
stand ciése to it. And you can make believe
there are masts and sails on fire over your head.
1’1l be your fatlier, and 1’'m dead and can’t tell
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you to stop till you 've done speaking your piece.
Now for it.”

As he said that, Piney shoved the boat away
from the shore, and the batk began to blaze and
smoke.

“ The boy”—began Kyle, in a somewhat un-
steady voice, as he stood up, striking an attltude,
liehind the small bonfire on the board.

" *The boy stood on ihe burning deck
Whencc nll but him had Red.
The flames ihal lil the balde’s wreck
ShonB round htm

ough— ough—ough—ough—Ilook a-here, Piney
Hunter, you ’'ve swung the boat around so the
wind blows the smoke in my face. 1’1l cough my
head off—ough—ough 17

“ 1 guess the real boy in the story must have
had a coughing spell before the ship blew up,”
said Piney. “ Go ahead. This ship wont blow
up. Not till you finish your piece.”
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There was no help for it, Piney seemed so very
determinad; and so Kyle went bravely on for sev-
eral stanzas, but just as he was exclaiming,—

“ But once again he cried aloud,
*Say, &ther, must | stay T'"

he was conipelled to adcl:

“ Hold on, Piney, if his boat had rocked like
that, he would n’t have stayed in it half a minute.
Don’t be mean, now, | ’in 'most through.”

“1 wont,” said Piney, and Kyle was really
doing splendidly, when Piney suddenly seized the
board with its lilazing load and shoved the whole
thing over into the lake.

“Itis n’t time to blow up,” said Kyle, reproach-
fully.

“ Go right on,” said Piney. “ The deck was
burned through, that’s all, You ’ll have to speak
the rest of it without any fire.”

Kyle went on without missing a word, but he
sat down very suddenly at the end of it, as if he
had doubts as to Piney Hunter’s intentions.

“ That's tip top,” exclaimed Piney. “ It s a
good deal better 'n mine. But thcn they wont
let US set the academy hall platfonn on fire, jou
know. - You ’ll miss your deck.”

“ 1 wont be choked with birch-bark
either. Let’s catch some more fish.”

“All right,” said Piney,

And so they did, but when they finally got tired
of it and rowcd across the lake for some dinner,
Aunt Keziah hardly looked at Piney’ string of fish
before she asked him :

“What made you kindle a fire in the woods ?”

“Did n’t kindle any, Aunt Keziah. That fire
was out on the water.”

“In the boat? What for?”

“To help Kyle Wilbur speak his piece.
had to have some sort of a burning deck.”

A few more questions and answers explained the
matter,

“Piney Hunter,” exclaimed Aunt Keziah, as
the tears of laughter rolled down her cheeks,
“you’ll set the lake on fire next. Roxy, keep
your fingers away from those fish. Tliere, |

smoke,

He

thought so. One of the bullheads has pricked you
with his horns.”
“ Oh, aunty, it hurts me awfully. 1 ’ll never

touch one of them again. Not as long as | live.”
“ Better not, then. It’s a good string, though,
and | 'm glad ofit. Your uncle ’s fond of'fish.”
“And | 've found an ludian arrow-head for
him,” said Piney, “ and Kyle Wilbur has promised
me a stone hatcliet his father plowed up.”
“1’in sure he’ll be pleased with them,” said
Aunt Keziah. “ Come, now, it ’s dinner-time.”

VOL. VIL—4.
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Chapter Il

Every now and then, while they were at dinner,
Roxy gave a pitying look at the thumb of her
right hand. There was a very distinct mark on it,
for the “ horns ” of a bull-head are sharp and stiff,
and she had picked up the slippery little fish with-
out thinking of them.

“ 1 did n’t hurt him a bit,” she said to herself,
but Piney heard her. and answered:

“ No, but | did, when | caught him, and per-
haps he knew you were a sister of mine.”

“ Teach her a lesson,” said Aunt Keziah.
sometimes wonder she has any fingers left.”

But for all that, Aunt Keziah put on her specta-
cles and looked closely at the dent on Roxy’s
thumb.

“ There, dear, don’t make any more fuss about
it. 1 guess he did n’t mean to hurt you.”

“ Well, he did n’t. Not much,” said Roxy,
“and 1 hope Unele Liph ’ll eat him up.”

“ All but his horns,” said Piney.

It was a splendid summer day, and the doors
were all wide open. So were the windows, although
the blinds were closed.

Up on Che roof, where there were no blinds, the
doriner windo'vs seemed more wide awake than
ever, as if they were watching for the visitors from
the city.

It was hours too early for them, whether the
Windows knew it or not; but a great many othei
travelers carne along the road. The largest com-
pany that aiTived together was a fiock of sheep,
with a man and two boys and a dog to, keep their.
going, and the noise they all made brought oul
Piney and his sister.

Dinner was about over, but Roxy carne out with
a piece of pie in her hand.

There was nothing very wonderful in a fiock of
sheep, though that was quite a large one, but nota
great distance behind it there carne such a queer-
looking little man that Piney laughed outright as
he exclaimed;

“ If there is n’t the Woodchuck !”

“Why, it’s the blackberry Indian himself,” said

“

Roxy. “ And there ’s Kyle Wilbur, coming up to
the gate.”
“ Yes, and there s Hawknose John, coming

around the turn. He ’s trying to catch up with the
Woodchuck.”

“ He ’s the chief, is n’t he ?”

“ Not exactiy. Not the head chief The head
chieflives in a good house, up at the Reservacion,
and he would n’t pick berries or whittle I>ows and
airows for anybody.”

“Piney, did yon hear that?”

“Why, if the Woodchuck is n’t trying to sing.”
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“ He ’s funny, isn’t he.”

“ Come dowa to the gate, Roxy.
Hawknose John.”

Kyle Wilbur got there about as soon as they
did, and the Woodchuck carne along in the middie
of the road, singing a queer chant, 6r song, full of
rough. harsh-sounding words.

“ That ’s real oid Onondaga, Roxy,” said Piney.
“ It ’s Indian. His mouth must be made different
from yours or mine.”

“ And his eai-s, too,” said Roxy, “or he couldnt
know what he ’s singing.”

The Woodchuck was a short, broad man,
markably dirty and ragged.
and ugly,

| want to see

re-
His face was dark
and his long, coarse black hair carne
down on his shouldei-s from under all that was left
of what must once have been a white man’ high
black hat. He had put a red ribbon around it,
and stuck a feather in the ribbon on one side, and
a strip of shining tin on the other, so that he cer-
tainly was a very gay and funny-looking oid Indian
that day.

The man who was now coming ci6se up to nim
was a very different sort of person. He was as
dark and Indian-looking as the Woodchuck, but
he was very tall and thin, with a high, hooked
nose, that gave his face almost a fierce expression.
In fact, if Hawknose John liad lived in the oid
times, when his tribe was a great nation, it is very
likely he would have been a warrior, for he looked
like one as it was, he was so stern and stood so
straight.

He spoke a word or two to the Woodchuck, in
harsh, guttural tones, and that
stopped singing and stood still.

John was evidently very ingry, but it could not
have been about the feather or the piece of tin, for
he, too, had a wide red ribbon around the straw
hat he was wearing, and he had on an oid blue
swallow-tail coat, with gilt buttons.

“ Is he swearlng?” asked Roxy.

“ No,” said Kyle Wilbur, “ Hawknose John
would n’t swear. He ’s as good as a deacon, but
anybody can see he ’s mad. The Woodchuck ’s
always getting into some sort of scrapc.”

He was in one now, beyond a doubt, for the tall
Onondaga raised his long right arm, when he
ended his rougli scolding, and struck him hard on
the forehead with his clenched fist.

It made a sharp, cracking sound, as the blow
fell, and over went the Woodchuck in the dust, as
if he had been an Indian nine-pin. He was not
much hurt, however, for he at once picked himself
up, rubbing his forehead, and marched off along
the north road without saying a word. Hawknose
John said nothing, either, but pointed threaten-
ingly in the direction of the Indian Reservation.

Indian at once
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“ John,” said Piney, “ what made you knock
him down? He does n’t belong to you.”

“Woodchuck big fool. Drink whisky. Hawk-
nose John good friend. Knock him down and send
him home. Go home sober now. Not waste any
more money for squaw. He sell berries for squaw
Promise not drink. Go wicked just a little. Knock
him down, so he stop right there. White man not
know enough to do that.”

“ Yes,” said Piney, “ but svhat if he 'd been a
big Indian and you a little one?”

“ Boy ask too many question,” said the tall On-
ondaga, with dignity.

“ Got any potatoes?” he asked, presently.

“ Plenty of ’eiti,” said Piney. “ Is that bow for
sale?"

Piney had been watching, from the first, an un-
usually long and handsomc-looking bow which
John carried in his left hand. It was beauti-
fully poUshed, but was likely to require a strong
arm to bend and use it, John now lifted it at
arm’s length, and held it up for the boys to admire,
but slowly remarked;

“ No. No sell him.
away.’™

“Whomwill you give itto?” asxea Kyle Wilbur.

“ Give it to Aunt Keziah. So she give John
some potatoes. No sell bow.”

“ O, that s it,” said Piney. “ Let me show it to
her, John. It ’sjust the kind of bow she wants.”

Kyle and Roxy laughed while Piney seized the
bow and hurried back into the house.

“ Aunt Keziah,” he shouted, “ see what a splen-
did present Hawknose John has brought you.
Just what you were wishing for.”

“ Me, Piney? A present to me? Why, it’s a
hickory bow. What a pretty one. But what do |
want of a bow?”

“ O, you can lend it to me. | ’ll take care of it
for you. Besides, Hawknose John wants you to
make him a present of some potatoes.” n

“ He ’s always wanting something.
lazv, shiftless, good-for-nothing set.”

“ 0O, Aunty, you ought to have seen him knock
down the Woodchuck and send him home, just
because he 'd taken one drink of whisky !~

Hawknose John give him

They ’re a

“ Did he? | always said there was something
good about John. How many potatoes does he
want?”

“ He did n’t say.
It ’s a splendid bow,”

“ Well, tell him he may have as many as he can
carry in a sack. New potatoes can’t be liad yet, and
good oid ones, like ours, are high and scarce.”

Very likely Hawknose John knew all that, for
Aunt Keziah’s skill at making potatoes “ keep
over ” was as well known as some of her other wis-

He can’t carry a great many.
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doms. She was very likely, too, to get good prices
for wnat she sold, and she knew her Indian ac-
quaintance was too lazy a man to carry a heavv
load far in that weather.

“ Piney’s a good boy,” she said to his mother,

and | hke to humor him. Besides, it s oniv a
few potatoes.

When tlie bargam was completed with Hawk-
nose John, however, that tall, thin person pulled
frora under his bhie coat a very stout-looking sack
and silently foUowed Piney to the barn

“ Have what can carry?” he reraavked, as he
leancd over che side of the potato-bin, and began
topickoutthe best ones and drop them into his

“ Yes, John, you ’'re only to have as many as
you can carry.”

“ Good. John like that.

'O, yes, | eat them.”

“ Good for boy. Eata _ P
home. Eat all day.”

Piney began to think thcre must have been a
famme at the Reservation, as John worked away at
his bag. He never ceased putling in more and
more, until it was so full that he could hardly tie
die mouth of it. n

“ You can’t carry that,” said Piney,

“ You see. Hawknose John big Indian.
liini nght on shoulder.”

And so he did, and walked outof the barn with it
ilihough it made him stagger and waver in his
walk. And Aunt Keziah, happening to iook outof
the kitchen wmdow just then, had to exdaim:

You like potatoes >”

JN."N..boyat

Put
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I-~dian rascal
more. It il
that for

haj‘S n
i.

Q/Ibit oi hickory wood7’

Hawknose John did not seem to notice anybody,
crarrr’i 7" 7 out of the front
gate and along the road for several rods. He then
carefully shpped the bag of potatoes down on the
grass and took a seat beside it.

Piney and Kyle and Roxy had followed him
wonjnng what he meant to do, and the forme;

Rcselfibn~rn™
My potatoes now.
i n Wagén come

tz
to sqtw

bur said to Piney;
A\ ® bow, anyhow.
tradks with'Indians.” to make

“ She is with white men. then. | never saw her
beaten so badly before. Anyhow, his little Indians
must have something to eat. and the bow s a
splendid one.”

“eWili you teach me lo shoot?” asked Roxy

Certainly,” answered Piney, absently, but in

high good humor. Already he was planning a
splendid frolic, The bow and arrow would be iust
the thingi ' n

(To heconiinimi.)
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By Alice

Once upon a time, many, many years ago, there
lived, in a palace in France, a poor littie boy. You
"ill ""onder, if he ivere a poor little boy, why he
should have lived in a palace; but he was not poor
inthatsense. He had no lackof food and clothes1
cold and hungcr were unkiown to him. On7bl
contrary, no little child was ever mo a tendel
cared for than he. His home was in a superb

" | i S

'‘rZ 1Z tJ Z ity
beautiful garden, with windinc walkI~d
al'eys leadfng to lum merroiefanfpl 1

'vhere fountains, gushing forth in the midst of'bcdi
ofbvely flotyers, cooled the air with their spray.

AN
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Bcsides all this, he had a little plot of ground of his
own, which you may be sure he cared for far more
than he did for al] the stateliness and variety of his
father’s gardeii.

"*7gently, and great was

b- r‘l

carry
2 thT '

T | - '""“ben the weather was too stormy
he had nuinberless bright and
"o was older tha™ him-
nil Th "1 gentle-would
these Ively™ SelrclitinuTrlhiy

*Sc« Frondspiece.
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were not allowed to think only of themselves; for
their mother taught them to care fot the poor and
helpless, and to be ready always to give up their
own pleasure for the comfort and happiness of
those about them.

One New Year’s Day,—which in France is the
great day for making presents, as Christmas is with
i,s"._she caused a number of splendid toys tobe
brought to the palacc, and spreading them out on
atable before her, she called her chiidren, and bade
them look at these fine playthings, svhich she had
intended to give to them as New Year's gifts; but,
owing to the severity of the winter and the conse-
quentsuffering among the poor, she should instead,
if they were willing, buy clothing and food for those
who needed both so sadly. The chiidren gave up
their toys very sweetly and cheerfully, and their
mother had the pretty thinp taken away, paying
the man for his trouble in bringing them.

But you must not imagine that this little boy’s
whole time was taken up with play. No, indeed;
he had a very kind and wise governess, wlio taught
him a great many useful things, and a tutor who
gave him instruction in all the manly studies, arts
and exercises of those times.

He was very diligent in his studies, and made
wonderful progress. His meraory was very good,
and he could recite long poems wilh great correct-
ness and taste.

It was very necessary that he should be thor-
oughly well educated ; for, child as he was, he was
a very important personage in France, second only
to his own father, and it was hoped that one day
he would hold the highest posilion in the kingdom
—that of its sovereign.

Suriounded as he was by all this wealth and lux-
ury, tenderly beloved by his sweet sister, the pet
and darling of his kind father and lovely young
mother, the pride and hope of a great nation, you
are no doubt wondering why | should cali him a
poor little Ijoy.

There is a certain Greek proverb which says,
“ Cali no man happy till his death,” and it applies
perfectly to this young prince.

His fiame, which you have not yet heard, was
Louis. Louis Capet, | suppose, was his full iame;
but, as he was the son of Louis XVI., king of
France, he never was called by his last fiame.
Kings and princes always sign their first iame only.
He was not even called Prince Louis, as he would
have been if he had been an English prince; but
was called the Dauphin, a title always bestowed on
the eldcst son of the king of France. His sister,
although she was only a little girl and a princess,
was called simply Madame.

But in spite of hisyouth and the love and tender-
ness that would have shielded him from all harm,
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clouds began to overshadow the sunny brightness
of hislife. When he drove out through the streets
of beautiful Paris with his father and mother, in-
stead of the shouts of joy, the cheers and demon-
strations of affection, with which their presente had
always been greeted by the people, there began to
be, first, silence, broken by a few faint cheers j then
low muttcrmgs of anger, which after a time devel-
oped into loud and insulting remarks.

Fierce and scowling faces peered into the car-
riage, and the shrill volees of coarse women were
heard in horrid yells and mocking laughter.

Louiswasno longer glad to accompanyhis father
and mother in their drives. He would have pre-
ferred the quiet and peacefulness of his own garden.
He used to ponder over these things, and wonder
what could be the meaning of so great a change.
His usually bright face looked serious and perplexed.
His father asked him one day why he looked so
sober.

Little Louis said, “ Papa, why are the people,
who used lo love you so much, so angry with you
now ? What have you done to them ?”

The king took his son on his knees, and replied:
“ My child, I wished to make my people happy.
I asked for money to pay the expenses of the wars,
as all my ancestors have done; the parliameni
opposedme, and said that the people alone had the
right to grant it, | therefore called together the
principal inhabitants of every town, at Versailles.
Thisassemblyis called the States General. When
they were assembled, they required of me conces-
sions which | could not make, either with duc
respect for myself, or with justice to you, who will
be king after me. Wicked men have made the
people angry, and this has caused the crowds and
troulDle of the last few days ; the people themselves
must not be blamed for them.”

But little Louis, although he accepted his father’s
explamition and asked no more questions, yet was
not satisfied. He could not understand why the
people should be so angry at being asked for
money.

Carefully shielded as he had been from every
rough wind, he could not realizo that there were
thousands oHittle chiidren in the same city with him-
self, who, in all their lives, had never known what
it was to have enough to eat; who, pinched with
coid and hunger, every night lay down on the haré
stone floor, huddling together, and drawing their
wretched rags over their wasted limbs, to try if by
any means they might keep off the bitter coid.
But the fathers and mothers, who loved their chil-
dren as well asthe Queen of France loved her little
ones, knew it was so; and, in their fierce struggle
for the barest necessaries of life, they grew hard
and bitter, and ready to curse the rich lords and
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masters who, as they considered, had ground them cent suffered, as well as the guiltj'. Louis XVI.
down and trampled them under foot. certainly was a better man than the kings before
Now, in this case, as it often happens, the inno- him had been, and much more careful than they
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not to waste the public money by spending it
extravagantly on his own pleasures.

But he was too tender-hearted to rule with a
strong hand, and too weak in judgment to govern
wisely ; so the wind which his fathers had sown be-
came the whirlwind for his reaping.

The long course of oppression under which the
people had suffered had made them haid and
cruel, and when the strong hand which had kept
them down wasexchanged for a weak one, the fierce
passions of hatred and revenge, which had been
slumbering in their breasts, were ready to burst
forth at a word into crimes of such ferocitythat the
World stood aghast. At length, one July day, the
word was given, and a mob of twelve thousand
people attacked the Bastille, and set free the pris-
oners who had been shut up in it

After that, matters grew worse every day. Jeer-
ing and mockery were familiar sounds whenever
the royal family drove out, and soon the mob
shouted their brutal insults under the very Windows
of the palace.

One night at Versailles, after a day of unusual
tumult, when the rioters had forced themselves into
the palace itself, Louis lay in his little bed, shaking
and sobbing with terror. He could not get over
the shock of seeing his mother insulted,—his
sweet, beautiful mother,—and his piteous sobs con-
tinued till the queen carne to bid him good-niglit.

She soothed him with tender words and comfort-
ing assurances, until at length he fell aslecp.

He was awakened, about four o'clock the next
morning, by shrieks and cries and sounds of fire-
arms; and, before he had time to do more than
wonder, his governess carne in and hurried him off
to his father’s apartments, where he found his sister
and the queen, who had barely escapcd with her
life. That same day they were forced to go to
Paris, whither the fierce mob accompanied them.

They surrounded the carriage, pressed upon it,
and peered into it, scanning with cruel eyes the
unhappy occupants, and with rude, mocking
laughter, making their coarse cominents.

A band of fish-women—"large, broad-shouldered,
brawny-armed, and fierce, even more vile, degraded
and brutal than the men, if that were possible—
stalked on before, their wooden shoes clattering on
the pavements; and they cried with hideous yeOs ;
“ We shall no longer want bread, for we have the
bakcr, the bakcr’s wife, and the baker’s little boy
with us 1™

The poor littledauphin arrived at Paris half dead
with terror; so much so that the next day, hearing
sorae noise in the court-yard of the palace, he threw
himself into his mother's arms, crying, “ Oh.
mamma, is to-day yesterday again?”

From that time there was little peace for the
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royal family. They were captives in their own
house, surrounded by guards day and night. Once
they made an attempt to escape, but were discov-
ered and brought back. And after this, escape svas
impossible for them, They were closely guarded,
and daily and nightly these scenes of horror and of
blood were renewed in the great city around them,
till at length it was almost a relief to them when
the walls of a prison shut from their sight that
maddened, yelling mob thirsting for their blood.

This was the Prison du Temple, and here little
Louis sometimes walked on the roof with an older
companion, and threw a few crumbs to the little
birds, whose freedom the young prince envied,
For, although he still had good food and a clean
dwelling, which he shared with his father, mother
and sister, he was in prison, and could no longer
enjoy freely the fresh air and warm sunshine,

At last, the summons carne for the king to ap-
pear before the tribunal to answer for the crime of
being of royal blood.

He bade his family a last farewell, embraccd
them tenderly, gave his blessing to his children,
and bade them trust in God for their deliverance.

More happy than his wretched wife, in being
spared the sight of his beloved ones’ sufferings, the
king, forgiving his enemies, calmly yielded up his
life on the scaffold.

One night, shortly after the king’s execution, the
guards carne to the queen’s cell, and roughly told
her that they must take away the dauphin. The
unhappy mother, in the extremity of her anguish,
threw herself before her son, and for a long lime
kept off the guards. But, at length, ulterly ex-
hausted, she fell fainting at their feet, and the
young prince was then removed.

The little boy, who had been so carefully nurt-
ured, so tenderly cherished all his life, was roughly
thrust into a coid, damp celi, and, with a rude
push and an oath, was left by the guards to sob
and cry through the long night for the mother
who would never come to liim again.

So cruelly was he treated that, in a few months,
no one would have been able to recognize the
bright, beautiful young prince in the dirty, squalid,
negiected little being who inhabited a cell in the
Prison du Temple.

Scantily covered with a few filthy rags, his bod\’
wasted to a mere skeleton, he sat, for the most part,
on a wretched heap of straw, which served him for
bed by night and scat by day.

His food was thrown to him twice a day, and he
scarcely ever saw a human being save his brutal jail-
er, Simén, who could hardly be considered human.

He was not only negiected and starved, he was
also cruelly beaten and roughly knockecl about.
The hardened wretch, Simén, taught him vile and
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wicked language, and tried to make him as de-
graded as himself.

After eighteen months had passed away, the fali
of Robespierre caused the prison doors to be
opened; but the poor little prince, sunk in a heap
on his bed, took no notice of any one, and when
his sister carne, almost heart-broken and longing
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for a smile of recognition from the only one of her
family left alive, he had for her only a dull and
vacant stare.

His mind was gone, and in a few days the gentle
Death-angcl released him from his misery,

And so ends the sad, sad story of the last
Dauphin of France.

THE ATTACK Off THE FfiASTItLB,

THE COUNTRY SCHOOL-HOUSE.

By M. E.

The school-house stood beside the wa\-,

A shabby building, oid and gray,

With rattling sash, and loose-luing door.
And rough, uneven walls and floor;

And why the little homespun crew

It gathered were some ways more blcst
Than others, you would scarce have guessed;
It is a seciet known to few.

I 11 tell it you. The high-road lay
Stretched all along the township hill,
Whence the broad lands sloped either way.
And smiling up did strive to fill

At every window, every door,

The school-house, with that gracious lore
That God’s fair worid would fain instiil.

So softly, quietly it carne,
The children never knew its fiame;
Its various, unobtrusive looks

Bennett.

They counted not as study-books;
And yet they could not lift an eye
Frora play or labor, dreamily.

And not find sviit in sweetest spcech,
The tender lessons it would teach:

‘ Be gentle, children, brave and true.
And know the great God loveth you.”

Only the teacher, wise of heart,

Divined the landscape’s blessed art;

And when she fclt the lag and stir

Of her young idiers fretting her.
Out-glancing o’er the meadows wide,

The ruffling woods. the far hillside,

She drew fresh breath of God’s free grace,
A gentier look carne in her face,

Her kindiy voice caught in its own

An echo of that pleasant tone

In which the great worid sang its song—
"Be cheerful, patient, still and strong.”
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THE GUDRA’S DAUGHTER.

By Frank R. Stockton,

The Gudra’s datighter was named Volma, She
was thirtcen years oid, and had never been lo
school. Her kind mother had taught her all she
knew.

But as there are many people who do not know
what a Gudia is, | will State, at once, that a
Gudra is a giant dwarf. Volma’s father belonged
to a nation of dwarfs, who dwelt among the mount-
ains. These little people wete seldom over three
feet in heighi, but the Gudra—the giant among
them—was between five and six feet high, and
broad and stout in proportion. He was a poweriul
lord among his people, and his size and courage
gave him additional importance and infiuence. He
was very proud of his superior stature and his high
position, and this pride was the reason why his
daughter, Volma, had never becn to school. He
considered her far above such a thing as going to
school with the dwarf chiidren of the country.

Volma resembled her father, in stature, and, at
the time of this story, was as large as an ordinary
girl of her age. She was very good and gentle,
and would have been glad to go to school, but this
her haughty father would not allow. One day,
Volma’s mother—who was quite a small woman,
even for a dwarf-began to talk about her daugh-
ter’s want of education.

“ Education!” cried the Gudra, “ | intcnd she
shall have an education. But | do not intend that
she shall waste years in poring over books and
parchments. She is a girl with a fine mind, like
mine. She can take in learning instantly. Even
now, she is a head higher than any woman in the
country.”

“ But does that make it any more easy for her to
learn?” asked her mother.

“ Of course it does!” exclaimed the Gudra.
“ She is superior, in every way, to any other child
in the nation. She shall have an education, but
she shall have it all at once. | am sure that her
mind is capable of taking in an excellent education
in a week.”

This made the Gudra’s wife exclaim, in astonish-
ment, “My!”

“ Of course it is1” cried the Gudra; and then,
taking up a héavy hammer, he struck a large bell
which hung in his room. This was his manner of
summoning his attendants.

One stroke brought the attendant of the first
rank, two strokes him of the second tank, and so
on.

The one stroke brought in oid Krignock, the
head-councilor.

“ Krignock!” said the Gudra, “ you have known
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me for a very long time,—ever since | was born.
Did you ever know me to fail in anything?”

“ Most noble sir,” said Krignock, “1
did,”

e- There now !” cried the Gudra, turning to his
wife. “ Did you hear that. | never have failed in
anything, and 1 don’t intend to do it now.”

“ But how do you expect to manage this mat-
ter?” asked his wife,

“ 1 don’t know yet,” said the Gudra.
do it.”

The next day, the Gudra told his wife that he
had decided to give his daughter her education
among the oidinary men and women of the worid;
that their methods of learning must be better than
those of the dwarfs, and that as Volma was now
quite oid enough to be a learned little princess, he
should take her to the part of the worid where
ordinary people live, and have het immediately
cducatcd.

“Am | to go?” asked his wife.

“ No,” said the Gudra. “ | do not wish any
one to suppose that she has so small a mother. |
will take Krignock, half a dozen servants, and the
Curious One. That will be enough, We shall
soon be back.”

“ But will it not be dangerous,” asked his wife,
o to travel with the child
and so few attendants ?”

“ Dangerous 1” roared the
Gudra, indignantly, “ am |
not going ?”

The next day they started.
They went on foot, for the
dwarfs have no horses. The
Gudra and his daughter
inarched first, then carne
Krignock, then the attend-
unts in single file, and at the
rearofall walked the Curious
One. This was a young fel-
low, not quite three feet
high, and dressed entirely in
white..He had a small head,
which was absolutely bald.
He was a full-gi-o>vn dwarf,
but had never had any hair
on his head, To add to his
peculiar appearance, he wore
a glass cap. This allowed
the sun to shine on his head,
to keep it \varm, and, in time of storms, it pro-
tected his pate from snow and rain. He was very
proud of this cap, which was his own invention.

The duty of the Curious One was to find out
things, and tell them to the Gudra. He was excel-
lent at this business, being of an investigating

never
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turn of mind, and very fond of telling what he
kncw; and, on this account, the Gudra liked
always to have him near at hand. He now walked
last, so that he could see everything that the rest
of the company might happen to do.

Having marched for the greater part of a day,
with frequent rests, the Gudra and his party drew
near a large city. As they approached it, they
saw, walking toward them, an Ordinary Man.

“Ho, ho!” cried the Gudra, “ here is one of
them! And now, Krignock, tell me, am | not
larger and taller than this person, who, | suppose,
is about as big as any of them ?”

“ Exalted sir,” replied Krignock, “ it seems to
me—it really does seem to me—that you are
rather taller, and soinewhat stouter than this per
son.”

“ 1| thought so, myself,” said the Gudra, drawing
himself up. *“ Indeed, | supposed, before 1 saw
any of them, that | was larger than the men of
this place.”

The Ordinary Man now drew quite near, and
was much amazed to see the company of dwarfs,
who composed the train of thé Gudra and his
daughter. He stood still and looked at them.

A happy idea carne into the Gudra’s head.
“ We shall want some one to guide us about the

SAID THE CUPRA.

great city,” said he to his head-councior. * Let
USengage this person, if he is acquainted with the
place.”

The Ordinary Man, when Krignock proposed
that he should become their guide, immediately
consented. He was not rich, and was glad to geta
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job. He was also well acquainted with the city,
having lived there all his life. The Gudra promised
to pay him well.

“ In the first place,” said the Ordinary Man,
when these arrangements had been made, “ a
party of your rank should not walk into the city.
It would not be considered dignified. It would be
well if you would sit here and rest, while | go and
bring animals for your proper conveyance.”

So the Gudra and his company sat down by the
road-side, and the Ordinary Man returned to the
city, where he went to one of his relatives, who
kept a camel-stable, and hired a string of eleven
camols. On these animals in single file, one person
on each camel, the Gudra and the Ordinary Man
leading, with the Curious One bringing up the
rear, the party entered the town. As they slowly
filed through the streets, a crowd of people collected
and foUowed them. The Gudra was very proud
when he saw the curiosity of the citizens.

“ | thought | should attract attention,” he said
to himself.

It was generally supposed that this was a dwarf-
show, in charge of the Gudra and the Ordinary
Man; and the little people on the camels were
regarded with great inteiest, especially the Curious
One, who was very conspicuous as he sat on the
tallest camel, with his glass cap glistening in the
sun. The party was conducted to one of the best
inns, where all were sumptuously lodged.

The next day, early in the morning, the Gudra
summoned the guide, and told him his object in
visiting the city.

“ 1 suppose there are teachers of eminence in
this place.” said he.

“ Ohyes, good sir!” replied the other. “ There
are persons here who can tcach anything from al-
chemy to zoology. And there are also excellent
schools.”

“ Which is the best school ?” asked the Gudra.

“ The W7 best? ” said the other.

“ Yes, certainly,” replied the Gudra sharply; “of
course | mean the very best.”

“ Well, then,” said the Ordinary Man, “ the very
best school is the one where the young prince, the
only son of the reigning prince of the city, is edu-
cated. In it are all our most leamed jrrofessors,
and there is a class for every branch of educaiion.
But the young princeis the only pupil in the school.
He is the onlj' one in each class, and all the aparl-
ments, and apparatus, and books, and all the pro-
fessors and tutors are for him alone.”

“ That is the very school | want,” cried the
Gudra, “ Itisjust what | am looking for.”

“ But it would be impossible for you to get your
daughter into that school,” said the Ordinary Man.
“ It was established solely for the young prince.
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and his father will allow no one else to enter it
Some of our highest grandees have asked that
their children might be permitted to share the iu-
struction of the young prince, in this most admi-
rable school, but they have always been denied the
privilege.”

“ That makes no difference,” said the Gudra.
“/have never asked. I shall do so instantly. |
shall write a letter to the prince of the city, tell
him who | am, and ask that ray daughter be allowed
to study in this school, where everything seems to
be brought together in such a manner that an edu-
cation can be obtained, by such a girl as she is, in
a very short time.”

Without further ado, the Gudra wrote the letter.
and the Ordinary Man was ordered to have it con-
veyed to the prince.

That same day the answer carne. The prince
positively refused to allow any child, witli the excep-
tion of hisson, to enter his school.

Now, indeed, was the Gudra angry. No one
had ever seen him storm around a room as he no«-
stormed. He vowed he would send to the king of
his country, borrow an army, and caiT\"his daughter
into tlie prince’s school at the point of the sword.

“ | arn afraid,” said tbe Ordinary Man, “ that an
army of dwarfs would have but a small chance
against the soldiers of our prince. And he has
plenty of them.”

The Gudra could not help thinking that there
was sound sense in this remark, but that did not
make him feel in any better humor. He called for
his head-councilor,

“ Krignock 1” he cried, “ did you ever know rae
to fail in anything? ”

“ Never, most eminent sir,” replied Krignock;
“ 1 never did, indeed."

“ Well, then,” said the Gudra, striding up and
down the floor, “ I shall not fail now."

Poor Volma was greatly tcrrified and troubled
at all this, and begged her father to take her home.
She would be perfeclly satisfied, she said, to learn
from her mother and the ordinary teachers of dwarf-
land. But her father would listen to notUing of the
kind. He stalked up and down the floor, still vow-
ing he would succeed in what he had resolved tn
do, although he did not seem to have any idea how
to go about it.

Two or three days now passed, during which the
Gudra fumed and strode about; little Volma sat at
the Windows and looked outat the strange sights
of the great city. and the Curious One went every-
where, looking at everything, and coniijig back, in
the evening, to tell his master what he had seen and
heard. He heard a great deal—not very compli-
mentary—about himself, and even that he told
the Gudra.
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During one of his walks, he wandered into a
suburb of the city. He wanted to see if anything
in particular was going on there. Coming to a
place where two roads began, oneof whicli seemed
about as intcresting as the other, he was in great
doubt as to which way he should go. He would
not, upon any account, miss anything worth seeing
by going the wrong way, While still unable to
decide which road to take. he saw a person ap-
proaching him who seemed to be a traveler. He
was dusty and travel-worn.

“Sir! ” cried the Curious One,
me where these roads lead? ”

“1 am sorry to say that | cannot,” replied the
other; “ 1 am a stranger here; | never saw the city
before,”

“ Indeed ! ” cried the Curious One ; “ where did
you come from ?”

| carne from the land of the giants,” said the
other.

“The Giants!”
“Why, what were you doing there?
not afraid they would kill you ?”

“Oh no!” replied the other, smiling ; “ they
would notkill me. | am one of them.”

“Youl” cried the Curious One. “You!
Why you are no bigger than an ordinary man.”

“ That is probably true,” said the other, “ i am
a dwarf giant,”

The Curious One opencd his eyes, as wide as
they would go. He was too much astonished to
sa>' a word.

“Yes,” said the other, “ my countrymen and my
fainil)’ ai-e all giants. | am the only dwarf among
them. | am so much smaller and weaker than
any of them, that | can do none of the great things
ilicy do. And so, somewhat disheartened by my
inferior position, | thought I would journey to this
city, of which | have heard a great deal, in the
liope that something would happen to raise my
spirits.”

Do you know ?” cried the Curious One, “ this
i5 the most wonderful thing! My master, who
lately carne to visit the city, is a giant dwarf!
And he is just about your size !”

“ That is rather remarknble,” said the other.
“ A giant dwarf! | should like to see him.”

“You can do that easily enough,™ said thé Curi-
ous One. *“ Come with me, and I ’ll take you to
him. He has n’t looked at many raro sights yet,
and | know he will be glad to see you.”

The dwarf giant smiied, and consented to go with
llie Curious One; not so much, hosvever, to ple.nse
the Gudra, as to see for himself what a giant dwarf
looked like. On the way to the inn the Curious
One (who had lost all interest in the two roads.
now that he had found something so well worth

“can you tell

exclaimed the Curious One.
Were you
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seeing and showing) told the dwarf giant why his
master had come to the city, and what had hap-
pened since his arrival.

“ Perhaps you can help him.”

“ | doubt that very much,” said the dwarf giant.
“ 1am seldom successful in anything | undertake.
But | am perfectly willing to try.”

When they arrived at the inn, the Gudra appeared
glad to see the dwarf giant, and immediately
poured into his ears the story of his troubles and
the affronts to which he had been subjected. to
which the other listened as silently and patiently
as if he had not heard it all beféte. When the
long recital was finished, the Ordinary Man was
suinmoned, and a consultation between the three
was begun.

As little Volma sat and gazed at them. while
they were talking together, she said to herself;

“ They look just like three brothers.”

The Gudrawas in favor of carrying oiit his object
ljy means of some kind of forcé. He proposed that
he should challenge the prince tosingle combat, and
thusdecide the matter. The others opposed this, the
dwarf giant saying that, if he were in the Gudra’s
piace, he would be afraid to undertake such a com-
bat, for he had been told that the prince was a
brave soldier and a good fighter. The Ordinary
Man, also, thought the plan was a poor one. He
proposed that they should all three go to the prince,
and lay the matter before him, in person. It was
often much better to do things in this way than to
write letters.

This proposition was agrced to, and the next
day the three, accompanied by little Volma, pro-
ceeded to the prince’s palace. They were admitted,
and the prince gave them an audience. They
found him on histhrone, in a magnificent and spa-
cious hall; and. as it happened to be a lioliday, the
little prince was sitting on a cushion by the side of
his father’s throne.

The prince requested them to make known their
business, and the Gudra, drawing himself up as
tall as possible, began to state what he wanted, and
how dissatisfied he was with the answer to his letter.
During this speech, the little prince beckoned to
Volma, and, moving to one side, made room for
her on his cushion. So she sat down beside him.
and they soon began to talk to each other, but in a
very loiv tone.

“ You, then,” said the prince, addressing the
Gudra, when he had finished, “ are a giant dwarf.
and you,” turning to his companions, “ are a dwarf
giant and an ordinary man ?”

The three assented.

“ Well,” continued the prince. with a smile, “ 1
really do not see very much ditTerence between yon,
I have heard the giant dwarf. Now, I|. would like
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toknow what the dwarf giant and the ordinary man
have to say.”

The dwarf giant said that, of course, the prince
had a good right to say who should go to the
school he had himself founded, and who should
not go. But he thought it would be doing a very
great favor to the Gudra, and especially to the
Gudra’s daughter,—who, in his eyes, was a very
charming little girl,—if the prince would allow her
to study with his son. He put the raatter entirely
011 this ground.

The Ordinary Man thought that, while the pro-
posed arrangement would be of advantage to the
little girl and the Gudra, itwould also be of advan-
tage to the prince, who, when his son was grown
up, would probably be very glad to know that there
was, in a country not a day’s march away, a young
lady of noble birtb, who was also admirably edu-
cated.

At this, the prince and the others turned and
looked at Volma and the little prince, as they sat
side by side. But the two children were now so
busy talking that they did not notice this, fior had
they heard a word that had been said-

“ Well,” said the prince, “ Iwill carefully con-
sider what all of you have said, and will send an

J: y
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answer some time to-morrow.” So saying, he dis-
missed his visitors, first drawing little Volma
toward him and taking a good, long look at her
pretty and good-humored countenance. In every-
thing but stature, Volma resembled her mother.

GUDRA S DAUGHTER.

[NOVEMBSR.

After they had departed,—the Gudra a little dis-
contented, for he had wanted his answer on the
spot,—the prince proceeded to consider the propo-
sition that had been made to him. He would not
have taken more than a minute to make his decis-
ion, had it not been that the dwarf giant was onc
of the partythat asked the favor. He cared nothing
for the Gudra and his dwarfs; but it would be a
bad thing for him to be drawn into a quarrel witli
the giants, who would not take long to destroy his
city, if they should happen to go lo war with him.
And, although this dwarf giant was very peaceful
and reasonable in his remarks, there was no know-
ing that the quairelsorae Gudra would not be able
to prevail upon him to enlist his countrymen in his
cause.

So the prince considered and considered, and the
nextmorninghe had not finished considering. He
walked over to his son’s great school-house, that he
might consult someof the professors in the matter.
While standing in one of the large lecture-rooms,
the prince happened to spy a little creature, dressed
in white and wearing a glass cap, who was creeping
about among the benches and desks.

“ Helio! What is that?” cried the prince, and
he ordered his attendants to seize the creature.

The Curious One was very nimble, but
he was soon surrounded and caught.
When the prince saw him, he laughed
heartily, and asked him who he was
and what he was doing there. The
Curious One did not hesitate a mo-
ment, biit told the prince all aboiii
himself, and also informed him that he
had visited the palace, and afterward
the school, to try to hear something
that would give him some idea of what
the prince’s decision would be in re-
gard to his master's proposition, so
that he could run back and take the
Gudra some early neivs. But, he was
sorry to say, he had n’t found out any-

thing yet.
“ Then your business,” said the
prince, “is to hear and see all you

can, and tell all you hear and see?”

“That is it. Estimable Prince,” re-
plied the Curious One.

“ And to pry into other people’s
affairs?” continued the prince.

“1 have to do that, sometimes,”
returned the little fellow.

“Well, you must not come prying here,” said
the prince, “ and | shaU punish you for doing so
this time. | might send you to prison, but I will
let you off with a slighter punishment than that.”

He then called to him the Professor of Motto-
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Painting, and ordered him to paint a suitable motto
on the top ofthe Curious One’s bald head.
The Professor immediately took a little pot of

black paint,and,with

a fine brush, he

quickly painted a

mottoon the sniooth,

white pate of the

Curious One. The

glass cap was then

replaced, and the

inotto, which was

beautifully painted,

was seen to show

quite plainlythrough

the top of the cap.

All the professors

gathered around to

see the motto, and

ihey, as well as the

prince, laughed very

heartily when they

read it.

The prince then
called his son and
told him to read the
motto.

“You must under-
itand,” he said to
him, “ Iliat this is

not done to annoy,
or to make fun of
lilis little person. It
is a punishment, and
inay do him more
good than locking
him up in a cell.”
The moment the
Curious One was re-
Icased, he ran into «
ihe Street, and asked the first person he met to
please read the motto that was painted on his
liead, and tell him what it was. The man read
it, and burst out laughing, but he would not tell
him what the motto was. Many other people were
asked, but some of them said there was nothing
there, and others simply laughed and walked away.
Dcvoin-ed by his desire to know what the motto
uas, the Curious One rnn to the inn, feeling sure
that his friends would relieve his anxiety; but they
laughed, just as the others had done, and even
little Volma told him there was nothing there.
This he did not believe, for he had felt the paint
on his skin, and so he went lo his room and, hold-
ing a looking-glass over his head, tried to read the
motto. There was something there,—that he
coiiid see plainly enough,—but the words appeared,

THB CURIOOS ONE TRIES TO READ HIS MOTTO.
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in the glass, not only to be written backward, but

upside down, for the Professor had stood behind

him when he painted them. So he had to give it
up in despair, and
for the rest of his
stay in the city he
wandered about,
vainly trying to get
some one to tell him
what was written on
his head. This was
the only thing that
he now wished to
find out.

“Why don’t you
wash it off if jt gives
you so much trou-
ble ?” asked the Or-
dinary Man. “A
little oil would quick-
ly remove it.”

“Wash it off!”
cried the Curious
One. “ Then |

should never know
whatitwas! | would
not wash it off for the
world.”

After the prince
had consulted with
the professors, he
concluded, solely be-
cause he was afraid of
offending the giants,
to agree to the Giid-
ra’s proposal.

“ Itwill not matter
so very much,” he
said, “as he only
wishes his dalghter
to attend the school for one week, it seems.”

The Ordinary Man was very much opposed to
this plan of getting an education in a week. He
thought it was too short a time, not only for Volma,
but for himself, for he wished his engagement to
last as long as possible. But the Gudra would not
listen to any objections. His dalghter had an ex-
traordinary mind, and a week was long enough for
her. He took her to the school, and desired each
Professor to tell her, in turn, all about the branch
of learning he taught, and thus get through is'ith
the matter without loss of time. Then, each day,
while his dalighter was in school, he and his party,
in company with the dwarf giant, and under the
guidance of the Ordinary Man, visited all the sights
and wonders of the city.

As for Volma, she did not study anything, as
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children generally study. She went from room to
room, asking quescions, Ustemng to explanations,
and paying the strictest attention to the raanne m

which the little prince studied and recited

les-
sons.

The professors did not pretend to teU hei,
as the Gudra had desired, all about their different
branches. They knew that would be folly. But
they gave her all the Information they cou d, and
were astonished to find that she had already learned
so much from her mother. ,

In exactly a week, the Gudra brought his visit to
a ciose. He took leave of the pnnce, givmg him
a diamond, handsomer than any among his treas-
ures; he bade the dwarf giant good-bye; and then,
with his party mounted on the eleven camels, he
rodé away until he carne to the mountains, "'here,
paying the Ordinary Man twice as much as he had
promised, he left him to return to the city with the
animals, and proceeded, for the rest of the journey,

On foot.
There now |

had reached home.
failed in anything?
best school
finished.”

“ My dear Volma,” said her mother to her, when
they were alone, “ what did you learn in the great
citvn”

“ Oh mother dear 1” said Volma,
ever so much.

he cried to his wifej when ne
“ Did not I tell you I never
My daughter has been to the
in the world, and her education is

“ 1 learned
| learned, for one thing, that the
largest dwarf is no bigger than the smallest giant.

LITTLE

[NOVfiMBER,

RUNAWAY.

and that nelther of them is larger than an ordinary
man. And, at the school, | learned

years and years to study properly all that

should
know

And | have found out how the little prince
studies, and how he recites, and | have a hst of the

books and parchments and other thmgs that

need
for my education.

And now, dear mother, we will
get these things, and we will study them together

A"ThSiT'did, and, gmdually, little Volma be-
came very well educated. Every year, the young
prince carne to see her, and, when she was about
fwenty years oid, he married her, and took hei
away to the great city, of which he was now prince
Vohna’s mother used to make her n
her father seldom carne to see her. He hked to
stay where he was bigger than anybody else.

The dwarf giant went home in very good spirits.
He had found out that a very small |[>ant js as
large as an ordinary man, and that satisfied hiin.

As for the Curious One, as soon as he reached
home, he gathered together a lot of small looking-
glasses, and so arranged them that, by havmg one
reflect into another, and that into another, and so
on, he at last saw the reflection of the top of his
head, with the words thereon, right side up, and in
their pvoper order. And he read these words.

“ There is nothing here.” n

“ Now, what does that mean ? he cned.
that Motto-Professor mean hair or brains.

He nevec found out.

Did

THE LITTLE RUNAWAY.

By Julia C. R. DorR-

\Y
[The vVettiL

The church was dim, and silent
With the hush before the prayer;
Only the solemn trembling
Of the organ stirred the air.

Without, the sweet, still sunshine;
Within, the holy calm,

Where priest and people waited
For the swelling of the psalm.

1 finivlav
i

| suspect lhe little creature ran away to church

fTILwWh« arfter Service was over, running down street,

Slowly the door swung open,
And a little baby girl,
Brown-eyed, with brown hair falling
In many a wavy curl,—

W ith soft cheeks flushing hotly,
Shy glances downwaid thrown.
And small hands clasped before her

Stood in the aisle alone;
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Stood half abashed, half frightened,
Unknowing where to go,

While like a wind-rocked fiower
Her form swayed to and fro;

And the changing color fluttered
In her troubled little face,

As from side to side she wavered
With a mute, imploring grace.

RUNAWAY

It was but for a moment,
What wonder that we smiled,
By such a strange, swcet picture
From holy thoughts beguiled?

Then up rose some one softly,
And many an eye grew dim,
As through the tender silence
He bore the child with him.

And 1—1 wondered (iosing
The sermén and the prayer)

If, when, sometime,

1 enter

The “ many mansions™ fair,
And stand, abashed and drooping,
In the portéis’ golden glow,
Our God will send his &ngel
To show me where to go !

63
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Almost every one has heard of the famous bal-
tles of Crccy and Poitiers, which were so much
ahke m all that inadc them remarkable that they
are generally coupled together,—one always re-
mmdmg us of the other. Yet there is one point
they had m commoii which has not been espe-
cially remarked, but which ought to link them
meraorably together in the imagination of young
people.

These two great battles really took place ten
years apart; for one ivas fought in 1346 and the
other in 1356. The battle-fields also were wide
apart; for Crécy ivas far in the north of France
near the coast of the English Channel, and Poitierj
aivay in the South, decp in the interior, nearly
three hundred miles from Crécy. But they have
drawn near to each other in the mind of stiidents
of history, ljecause in both cases the French lafgely
outnumbered the English; in both cases the Eng-
lish had gone so far into the country that their
retreat seemed to be cut off; in both cases there
ivas a most surprising and uncxpected result for
the French were terribly defeated; and in both
cases this happened because they made the same
mistake: they trusted so much to their overwlielm-
mg numbers, to their courage and their valor, that
they forgot to be careful about anylhing else, while
tlie English made up for their small numbers by
prudence, discipline, and skill, without which
courage and valor are often of no avail.

It is quite exciting to read the description of
those battles, with their archery fights, the clash-
ing together of furious knights, the first brave
advance and the final ninning away; but, after a
while, the battles at large seem to fade out in the
greater interest which surrounds the figures of two
youngsters,—one hardly more than fifteen, the
other scarcely fourtceii,—for one carried off all the
honors of the victory of Crécy, and the other re-
deemed from total dishonor the defeat of Poitiers.
Let US now take up the romaiuic stoiy of the
Lnghsh lad in the formcr battie, and of the
rrench lad in the latter.

When, in 1346, Edward Ill. of England had
deterramed upon an invasién of France, he iDrought
over )« army in a fleet of nearly a thousand saii,

e had wifh him not only the larger portion of his
peat nobles, but also his eidest son, Edward Plan-
lagenet, the Prince of Wales. He had good
rcasons for taking the boy. The prince was ex-
pocted to become the next King of England. His
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father evidently thought him able to take a verv
important part m becomihg also the king of
France. If all the accounts of him are true he
«as a remarkable youth; wonderfully strong and
coumgeous, and wonderfully discreet fot his years

There was only one road to success or fame in
Uiose days, and that was the profession of arras
The anibition of every high-born young fellow was

as something
as higher in

fL?2T iV ® w
that both kmgs and nobles regarded
whKh they were born. No one could be admitted
into an order of the great brotherhood of knights
which extended all over Europe and formed an
independent society, uiiless he had gone through
severe di”iphne, and had performed some distin-
guished cleed of valor. Then he could wear the
golden spurs; for knighthood had its earliest origin
m the distmction of fighting on horseback, while
ordinary soidier.s fought on foot. Although knight-
hood changed afterward, the word “chivad”
aUvays expressed it, from chepal/, a horse. And in
addition to valor, which was the result of physical
streiigth and courage, the knight was expected to
be generous, courteous, faithful, devout, truthful,
high-souled, high-principled. Henee the epithet,

chivalrous,” which, even to-day, is so often heard
apphed to men of especially fine spirit. “ Honor™
was the great word which included all these quali-
ties then, as it does m some measure now

I have only time to give you the standard, and
cannot pause to tell you how well or ill it was lived
up to generally. But | would not have taken this
story 1 hand if Chivalry had to be left out of the
account, for it was chivalry that made my two boys
the heroes they were.

As soon as King Edward had landed at La
Hogue, he pve very clear evidence of the serious
woik he had cut out for his son, and of his confi-

dence that the youngster would lie cqual to it He
pubhcly pledged his boy, beforehand, to some
great deed, and to a life of valor and honor. In

sight of the wlioie army, he went through the
form of making him a knight. Young Edward.
ciad in armor, kneeled down before him on the
wet sand, when the king touched his shoulder with
hissword, saying: “ 1 dub thee knight. Be brave
bold, and loyal!” You may imagine how proudly
then the young fellow seized lance and svvord and
slueld, and sprang into his saddle at a leap, and
with what high resolve he rodé on beside his
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mailed and gallant father to deserve the fiame
which that impressive ceremony had given him.

The army moved rapidJy forward and novthward
toward Calais, conquenng evcrylhing on its way,
till, when in the neighborhood of Crécy, the intelli-
gence carne that the French king, Philip, with an
army of one hundred and twenty thousand men
and all the chivalry of France, had come in between
it and the sea. There was no reti-eat possible.
Edward had but thirty thousand to oppose this
great host. They were four to one. He was in a
dangerous spot also; but after a time he siicceeded
in getting away to a good position, and thcre
he awaited the onset. No one will doubt that he
was anxious enough, and yet what did he do?
After arranging his troops in baltle order, three
battalions deep, he sent young Edward to the very
front with a brilliant group of his finest barons to
take the brunt of the terrible charge that was now
to come! It shows of what stern material the
king and the men of that time were made, for all
his present love, all his future hope, lay around
that gallant boy. But he knew that the valué of
the glory which might be earncd was worth ali the
risk. Besides, he was as much under chivalrous
necessity to send him, as the lad was under to go.
That pledge to knighthood, the sea-sliore, had
not been either lightly taken or lightly given. If
Chivalry was not equal to sacrifice, it was cqual to
nothing. There was keen wisdom, too, in the act.
The king could count all the more on the enthu-
siasm, self-devotion and valor of the knights and
men-at-arms, in whose keeping he had placed so
prccious a charge. That whole first battalion would
be nerved to tenfold effort because the prince was
among them, for every one would be as deeply con-
cerned as the father in the boy’s success.

Edward carried this feeling of dcvotion to his
son’s best interests to such a chivalrous exteut that
he made it a point of duty to keep out of the bat-
tle altogether. He was nowhere to be seen. He
went into a windmill on a height near by, and
watched the fight through one of the narrow win-,
dows in its upper story. He would not even put
on his helmet. That was the way the father stood
by his son—by showing absolute confidcnce in him,
and denying himself all the glory that might come
from a great and important battle. And the young
fellow was a thousandfold nerved and strengthened
by knowing that his father fully trusted in him.

I need not give the details of the battle. It is
sufficient to know that the first line of the French
chivalry charged with the utmost fury. Among
these was an ally of note. John, king of Bohemia,
who with his barons and knights was not behind-
hand in the deadly onset; and yet this king was
oid and blind ! His was Chivalry in another form !
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He ".vould have his stroke in the battle, and he
plunged into it with his horse tied by its reins to
one of his knight’s on either side. A plume of three
ostrich feathers waved from his helmet, and tho
chroniclers say he laid about him well.  After the
battle, he and his two corapanions were found dead,
with their horses tied together.

But altliough the' French were brave tliey were
not wise. For not only had they brought on tlie
fight with hcadlong energy before they were prc-
pared; but they had allowed Edward to place him-
selfso that the afternoon sun, then near its setting,
blazed full in their eyes and faces. Edward’s arnij-
foughtin the shadow. The terrible English bowmcn
sent their deadly cloth-yard arrows so thick and
fast into the dazzled and crowded ranks of fiftecii
thousand Genoese archers and the interfningled
men-at-arms, that the missiles filled the air like
snosv. The Genoese were thrown into confusién,
and this spread throughout the whole French army.
The French king, with some of his dukes, flew
foaming over the field in tho rear, trying in vain
to get up in time to swell the onset upon the En-
glish front.

But the onset had proved hard enough as it was.
The knighls around the young prince were fright-
ened for his safet)’. One of them, Sir Thomas of
Norsvich, was sent back to Edward to ask him to
come lo the assisiance of the prince.

“ Sir Thomas,” said the king, “ is my son dead
or unhorsed, or so wounded that he cannot help
himself? ”

“ Not so, my lord, thank God; but he is fight-
ing against great odds, and is like to have need of
your help.”

“ Sir Thomas,” replied the king, “ retumiothem
who sent you, and tell them from me not to send
for me,whatever chance befall them, so long as my
son is alive, and tell them that 1 bid them'let the
lad win his spurs; for I wish, if God so desire,
that the day should be his, and the honor thereof
remain to him and to those to whom | have given
him in charge.”

And there he stayed in the windmdl till the bat-
tle was over. Soon the cry of victory reached him
as the French ficd in the darkness, leaving their
dead strewnupon the field. Now the young prince
appeared covered with all the glory that his father
had coveted for him, béaring the ostrich plume
which he had taken from the dead king of Bohemia.
The boy rodé up with his visor raised,—his face
was as fair as a gitl’s, and glowed under a crown
of golden hair. He bore his trophy aloft, and
when it svas placed as a knightly decoration above
the crest of his helmet, he little thought that the
triple tufl was to wavc for more than five hundred
years, even to this day, on England’s front, for
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such it does, and that, next to the crown, there
shall be no badge so proudly known as thiec
feathers which nod above the coronel of the Pnnce
of Wales. Albert Edward, son of Queen Victoria,
now wears it because Edward, the Prince of Wales,
when stiE in his teens, won it at Crécy. We will
leave him there, and go on ten years.

Philip, the French king, had passed away about
six years before, and John, awild charactei for such
a trying time, had ascended the throne. He was
always plunging himself into difficulties, and was
often guilty of cruelty ; and yet was of such a free,
generous nature, and had so many of the vittues
of chivaliy inthat day, that he wasknown as “John
the Good.” He was the extreme opposite to the
grave, pcudent, sagadous Edward Ill., who was
still alive and well, and king of England.

Some time after the victory of Crécy, Calais had
been taken, and then both nations were glad to
arrange a truce. Nine years of this had gone by,
when Edward thought It necessary to make another
attempt on France. As soon as might be, there-
fore, young Edward, his son, now twenty-five,
carne over alone, landing at Bordeaux. He had,
meantime, gained great fame. He was now known
as “ the Black Prince,” I>ecause he had a fancy for
having his armor painted as black as roidnight, in
order, they say, to give a greater brightness to his
fresh blond complexién and golden hair. Marshai-
ing his little army of 12,000 men, he set out into
the interior of France. When he had reached the
neighborhood of Poitiers, he was astounded by the
news that King John was both after him and behind
him, with a forcé of 60,000 men—five to one ! Here
was Crécy over again as to numbers, but there was
one thing made it worse; for, as Edward Ill. not
long before hadinstituted the famous “ Order of the
Garter,” which is even now one of the foremost
ordersof knighthood in Europe, so John, not to be
behindhand, and in order to give a new chivalrous
impulse to his nobles, had just instituted the
“ Order of the Star.” He made five hundred
knights of this new order, every one of whom had
vowed that he would never retreat, and would
sooner be slain than yield to an eneroy.

The Black Prince thought it almost impossible
to fight his way through such a desperately deter-
mined host. So he offered to restore all he had just
conquered and to make another truce, if he might
pass bv unmolested. But John would not consent.
He miist have Calais back again, and the prince,
with one hundred of his best knights,'into the bar-
gain. “ This will never do,” thought the prince.
“ Better try for another Crécy.”

On the morning of Scptember 19, 135>
battie began. John had with him all four of his
sons, Charles, Louis, John and Philip ; the eldcst
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only nineteen, and the yoimgest fourteen. The
three former were put under good giiardianship in
different portions of the field; but why the harc-
brained raonarch took the youngcst boy with him
into the very front and thickest of the figlil, it is
hard to guess, unless it was another imitation of
Edward, and he had also good reason to think that
the lad was unusually svell able to take care of him-
self having been trained to arms and pledged to
knighthood. But young “ Sir Philip,” as he was
called, proved quite equal to the occasion.

King John himself led the van, moving down
through a defile, into which, after a time, his whole
army found themselves crowded. Meantime, the
Prince of Wales had planted his army just where
he would tempt John into that trap and had
set his archers in good position. These men were
ciad in green, like Robin Hood’s men, and carned
bows seven feet long and so thick that few men of
niodern days could bend them. A cloth-yard shaft
ftom one of these would fly with tremendous forcé.
Edward had placed these archers in ambush, be-
hind green hedges, and crouching in the green of
the vineyards.

Just as the French king, with alibis new chivalry
around him, dashed down the narrow valley -the
white standai-d of France on one side of him, his
keen-eyed little son on the other—and began to
deploy the whole advance battalion, preliminavy to
a grand charge— whiz 1 whiz ! whir 1 whir ! from
ljoth sides carne the arrows, as thick as hail and as
terrible as javelins, from the hidden archers. The
astonished Frenchmen fell back. That crowded
still more those who were yet wedged in the narrow
space behind. Now carne the English onset. Then
a panic. Then arout. Then a general fiight.
Dukes, barons, knights of all sorts fied with the
rest; also Charles, Louis, John, the three eider sons
of the king. The king was in great danger of be-
ing slain; but he did not move, and Philip stood,
fighting by hisside. The standard-bearer fell, and
the white cnsign lay in the dust. Many a faithful
knight was cut down, or swept away a pnsoiier.
But Philip flinched not.

The assailants—some of whom knew the king,
while others were wondering who he might be-
pressed them fiercely on every side, striking a
them, but more anxious to take them captive than
to Kill them, for they were worth a heavy ransoni®
The Englishraen shouted all together, “ Yield you.
Yield you, else you die!” Little Sir Philip had o
yield in him, as long as his father held out. Hf
kept ciése to him, trying to ward off the blows which
were aiined at him, and warning liim in time, a
his gtiick eye caught a near danger on either hand.
Every instant he was heard calling out, “ Father,

ware right | Father, ware left1” Suddenly a
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mountcd knight appeared, who hailed the king in
French. Itwas a French knight, who was fighting
on the English side.

“ Sir, sir 1”7 he shouted, “ | pray you yield ! ”

“To whom shall | yield me.?” said John.
“ Where is my cousin, the Prince of Wales ?"

“ Sir, yield you to me; | will bring you to him.

“ Who are you ?” said the king.

“ Dennis de Morbecque, a knight of Artois; i
serve the king of England, not being able to Give in
France, for | have lost all i possessed thcre.”

“ 1 yield me to you,” said John, handing him
his Steel glove.

Then the whole crowd began to drag at him,
each exclaiming: “ I took him !” Both the king
and the prince were sadly hustled, until two barons
broke through the throng by dint of their horses,
and led the two to the tent of the Prince of Wales,
1 and made him a present of the King of France 1”
says an ofd chronicler. “ The prince also bowed
full low before the king, and received him as a
king, propcriy and discreetly, as he well knew how
to do.”

In the evening he entertained him and Philip at
suppcer, “ and would notsitatihe king’s table for all
the king’s entreaty, but waited as a serving man,
bending the knce before him, and saying: *Dear
sir, be pleased not to put on so bad a countenance,
because it hath not pleased God to consent this day
to your wishes; for, assuredly, my lord and father
wiil show you all the honor and friendship he shall
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be able, and he will come to terms with you so
reasonably that you shall remain good friends for-
ever.””

Nor did all this end in words, but it went on
for years during all the captivity of King John and
Prince Philip,—first at Bordeaux and afterward
at the then new WindsorCastle, in England, where
galas, tournaments, hawking and hunting, and all
soits of entertainments were devised for them.
When King John was brought from Bordeaux to
England, where King Edward had prepared to
meet him in great state, the French king was
mounted on a tail, cream-colored charger, and
young Phiiip rodé by his side in great honor also,
while the Prince of Wales sat on a small black
horse, like a humblc attendant on them both.
The two royal fathers met midway in that London
Street, the houses which lined the way were hung
with rich lapestries, the trades were out in com-
panies of many colors, the people thronged round
the steel-clad cavalcades as they carne together,
and they filled the air with shouts-but what two
figures now most fiil the eye when all that pageant
has passed away ? Not the father who stood by
his son with such chivalrous faith, for the father
whose son stood by him with such chivalrous devo-
tion, but the fair youth who carnes that tuft of
feathers upon his helmet, with its motto, “ Iserve,”
and the lad whom all have now heard ofas “ Philip
the Bold; ” the faoy-hero of Crécy doing chivalrous
honor to the boy-hero of Poitiers !

CLDUD-LAND.

By Mary N.

Sometimes thcre s a flock of sheep
Traveling landward, where the grass

Grows so green and fresh and deep,
They might crop it as they pass.

Sometimes there ’s a school of fish,
Slowly ssvimming out to sea,

Perch or mackerel, as you wish,
Scaies as bright as scales can be.

Prescoti-

Now a castie rises there,

Broken casements, turrets rent;
Here a bit of crazy stair,

Or a ruined battlement.

And anén, a mountain peak
Shines bcneath eternal snows,

Where the venturous might seek
For the little Alpine rose.

Or, perchance, a face looks out,
Like a seraph’s, faint and far,

Just to see what we rc about,
In this distant star |
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By Eliza Howe.

These pretty things are lo Ise made by the
hands of skiOful girls, not bouglu out of shops.
Most girls begin to knit, or cvocbet, when they are
eight or nine years oid; and, at ten years of age,

METHOD OF CROCHETINO.

are sufficiently expert to follow printed directions,
plainly expressed. In this way their inmds and
fingers become educated in designing and rnaking
a variety of simple articles, and they are prepared,
when a little older, to learn the higher branches of
fancy work,— what we cali “ artistic needlcwork.”
These little things that you girls like to Ukc off
to an obscure cérner, or to your own rooms, to do
privately, that you may surprise the friend for
whom they are intended, often afford more satis-
faclion to giver and receiver than more
costly gifts, not fashioned by your own
hands. Perhaps | can suggest some
pretty presenis that will be new to you.
How would you like to make a pair
of mittens for your baby brother, or
sister ? Baby will be proud of them,
and Mamma will be pleased by your
loving thought, and then, too, she can-
not buy such pretty ones as cheaply as
you can make them. If you have no
ljaby at home, there must iDesome dear
little one among your friends, who is
your own particular darling, and whose
hands you will he glad to keep warm
during the wintry weather.

To Crochet Baby Mittens.
For these you will need a bone crochct-needle

five inches long, with a hook a quarcer of an inch
long, and about a sixth of an inch wide ; also three

skeins of yarn, which will probably cost six or seven
cents a skein.

First make a Chain as for any other crochet work.
It should have thiity-eight loops or stitches.

With the needle in the
thirlj'-eighth stitch, unite
the two ends, taking care
not to twist the chain. You
have now a circle of loops
or stitches. Begin with the
stitch nearest the yarn, Put
the needle under the stitch,
as at A in the sketch, and
bring the yarn round under
the hook of the needle;
then draw the yarn through
lhc stitches A and B. This
will drop A and B off the
needle, but you have a new
stitch in the place of B.

Take upthe nextloop of the chain; tliis will take tho
place of A again, and you put the yarn under
the hook, as before, and draw it through the two
stitches, dropping them, and again forming a new
stitch.

Thus proceed till yon have gone once round the
chain. Your work will now look likea simple circle
of stitches.

Continué to knit each onc of these as directed
above, being careful to take up thatside of the stitch

THE BABV MITTE» FIHISHED.

which lies toward you. In the sketch this circle of
stitchesis shown around the edge of the work. Put
the hook of your needle ?t«if«rthatside of each stitch
nearest you, asat X Y Z. Our artist has made the
stitches on the needle very loose, that we may see
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them well; but in the work we make them only
loose enough to be easily crochcted.

In order to give the hand of the mitten the proper
shape, the foUowing directions should be observed :

After crocheting once round the work, you must
widen. This is done by making two stitches in the
same loop; that is, you take up a loop and knit it
as above, then, instead of going to the next one,
)OU take up the same loop
and knit it again, thus mak-
ing two stitches in the place
uf one. This widens once.
Then crochet round, taking
care at this place to kuit
cach of these two stitches,
and pass on. On coming
round the second time, you
widen again on each side of
Ibis first place of widening—
thus making two stitches
between these lastnew ones.
Crochet round plain again,
knitting both stitches at the
two widening places.

When you come round again, widen twice inore,
on the outside of the former widening, or with six
stitches between the last twopairsofnewones. Con-
tinué to widen two stitches every other time round,
till you have fifiy-sevcn stitches round your mitten,
having started with thirty-eiglit. Now crochet to the
firstof your two widening places;
then make a chain of three
stitches. Count fourteen stitches
on your mitten, beginning at the
point where you began your
chain ; take up the fifleenth stitch
with your needle, and knit it fast
to your last chain-stitch. This
forins the base of the thumb.

Crochet once round and over

ihc chain; then the second time
narrow twice on cach end of the
chain. (To nan-ow, take up two
loops and knit them as if they
were but one.) The third round,
narrow in the same way. You
should now have but forty-two
stitches round the mitten. Con-
tinué to crochet round and i-ound,
‘bthout widening or narrowing,
til from the chain across the
thumb, you have crocheted twenty
ruunds.

Then crochet fourteen stitches QohaléenaFeAEMﬁ ;E;D.
und narrow; fourteen more and narrow again ; and
so on three times. Then crochet thirteen stitches
land narrow; thirteen more and narrow; and so on

DIAGRAM OF HITTEN.
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three times. So with twelve, eleven, ten, etc., till
you get down to six; then narrow every third
stitch, till but three or four are left, when you nar-
row every stitch, breaking your yarn eight or ten
inches from the mitten, and drawing it through
the last stitch, that it may not ravel.

When your mitten is done, you must darn this
end neatly into it.

You should now make the thumb for your mit-
ten, and to do this you must procecd as follows :

Tie the yarn in the cérner of the thumb-hoie.
Take up and crochet the first of the fourteen stitches
and so on to tbe last one. The stitches now, of the
chain Crossing the thumb, will not be very distinct,
so take a deep stitch in the mitten itself, crochet it.
and make another in the same way, and so round to
the plain stitches again, Be sure and take these first
stitches deepenough, or your work will not wear well.

Crochet round once, then narrow two or three
times (on the side toward the hand), or till your
thuinlj nurabers eighteen stitches. Go on crocliet-
ing round and round till the thumb is sufficiently
long—say ten rounds—then naiTow every third
stitch, till but three or four are left, when you finish
the same as with the hand.

The hand and the thumb having been finished,
there is nothing more to be done but to fumish
the mitten with a suitable cuff.

There are various waysof making the cuff. One
of the easiest and pretliest is to reverse the mitten,

and make a

row of shells

round the

wrist, taking

the stitches half an inch deep. Equr stitches

in each shell, and seven shells round the mitten.

Then from the middie of each of these shells

-make another row, four stitches in each shell’

and from these, still a third row. The fourtli

row should be made with six siitches instead of

four, turning the needle and crocheting up to

the wrist and back again, after making each
shell. This forms a pretty scallop.

When the seventh scallop is made, crochet to the

wrist and back; break the yarn (as at the end of
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the thumb and of the hand) and
fasten securely, and your mit-
ten is done.

If you wish variety, you can
make the first three rows of
shclls of some different color
from tlie raitten (as pink or blue,
when the mittcn is white; or
chinchilla, when the mitten is
scarlet). It is a prettier finish
to make the last row that foirns
the scallop, of the same color as
the mitten.

The above directions give the
size of crochetcd mittens for a
child of three years. But you
can make them larger or smaller
by foUowing the scale here
given, and looking at the dia-
gram. The third row of figures
in the scale you see is the same
as the diagram.

SCALS 09 StITCHES POR CrOCHKTINC

M ittens.
Wrist 30 35 3842434547
Brsc of Thumb 45 52 5763646670
Left Tor Thumb. 14 14 2416181830
Hands 33 38 4a4650505a
Thumb 15 1718 20 20 21 21

A very pretty speciinen of
crochet work has lately been
sent me by Hannah Sheppard,
of Salem, New Jersey, and it is
so simple that | have obtained
directions from her for the St.
Nicholas girls. She calis it—

HOM1-MADE Feather-Edged
Braid.

It is intended for the heading
or “beading” of any crocheted
edging. You first make this
heading, and then crochet on it an edge of shells,
or any pattern you may fancy. It will also make
pretty and durable trimming, in itself (without an
edge) to be “set on,”—two or three rows on a
little apron, for instance.

The materials needed are—a long, thick hair-
pin, a fine Steel crochet-needle, and a spool of No.
8 white cotton.

Hold the hair-pin between thumb and finger, as
shown in Fig. i. Tie the end of your cotton
round the lefc point of the hair-pin; then make one
or two chain-stitches, and pass your thread over
and under the right ftoint ofthe hair-pin (see Fig.
2). Draw the thread through the loop; now put
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ru RFORATKLKItOARD BALLOON.

your needle through the
“tie” on the left point, and
draw the thread through.
Now vyou have two loops
upon your needle : draw the
thread through both.
Leave the loop pretty long
(as shown in Fig. 2), take
out your needle, turn the
hair-pin over from right to
left; draw the thread over
and under the right point of
the pin (as before); draw the thread through the
loop; then put your needle into the upper loop
around the hair-pin on the left side (see Fig. 3).
You now have two stitches on your needle; draw the
thread through both; turn your hair-pin again (as
always) over, from right to lefc, and proceed as be-
fore. The pins and stitches are sketched large
and spread, the better to show the detall.

When you have your pin as full as that shown in
Fig. I, push downward the work already done, and
draw off a few stitches from the lower end without
stretching them.

Fig. 4 shows the work just before you turn the
pin over, and Fig. 5 the pin just turned. Fig- 6
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illustrates a simple design for an edging. For this

edge, No. 24 cotton should be used

While reading these directions, they may seem
difficu t to you; but, if you get your materials and
try, followmg the directions exactly, you will find
tlie work easy.

And now | will turn to other materials with
which you are, no doubt, quite as familiar as with
ciochet needles, yarn and cotton, and tell
you how to make a very fanciful little affair
out of perforated card-board.

PERFORATED-B0O.A.RD Balloon.

The card-board should be fine, about
fourteen inches long, and four and a half
mches wide. (If you use coarse card-board
it must be proponionately larger.) Mark a
line of holes down ihe middle. Divide this
mto 20 parts of 10 holes each, and draw
Imes across the central ones. Ou these
mark off the distances of the ctirved line
from the ccnter, by counting the number
ofholes given in the diagram, (The dimen-
sion “y, "means a point half way between
tivo holes.)

Now draw the curved lines, following the
points as above marked off, either frce-hand
or by bending a piece of whalebone, or the
oid rib of a used-up umbreila. Cut the
figure out neaOy, and use it for a pattern with
whtch to mark out six pieces, saving the original
lor future use.

An easy way to count the holes is to take the

FOSETTE Tfpy,

blank strip that is usually on the sidc of a sheet
0l perforated board, and mark off the tens on it-
then you can use this marked piece as a scale

A FEW PRETTY THINGS
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Sew your six pieces of card-board together with
eight inches m diameter, and about ten inches
Ingh. But, before putting the sides together, it
will make your balloon much more handsome if
you work on them, with variously colored worsteds
some ornamental destgns, as suggested in the illus-
tréition.

And now you must have a car for your bailoon ;

and you wiil see that the one attached to this
bailoon is made like a six-sided card-receiver The
bottom is tliree inches wide. Suspend this to the
balloon by cords as here shown, and add bails
777 ornament. A cord on top
of the balloon will attach it lo the chandelier or
to the ceihng.

Your grown-up brother, or cousin, or friend can
make for you, or for his own pleasure,

A Tissue-Paper Fire-Balloon,

by taking the same dimensions, and multiplying
them any number of times, remeinbering that he
must aliow a quartcr of an inch for pasting, It
would be better for him first tocuta paLrn out of
brown paper. The gores should be larger tou-ard
the bottom, according to the outside dotted lines
and figures. The opening will require a circular
wire (as hght as will keep the stiape) with two
cross-pieces, at the intersection of which secure a
sponge, dipped in alcohol. This is intended to
Durn, butdo notsetanything else onJire. A littie
stnp of folded tissue-paper pasted on the top of the
balloon will enable it to be heid until it is inflated
Be careful, at first, not to let the sides flap against
the blaze. When it is swelled out to its full dimen-
sions, let go, and the balloon will slowly rise up.
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Now 1 will give you an idea about making

ROSETTE TiDIES, OR MaTS.

Cut circular pieces of about four inches in diarn-
eter out of silk, or merino. You can mark them
out with the top of a tea-cup, or small bowl, using
a pencil or tailor’s chalk. Suppose you cut between
ninety and a hundred of these. You can tell when
you put them together whether you will need more
or less. Now fold down the edge of each of these
pieces, making a narrow fold, as shown in Fig. i ;
and run a thread of silk through this, as in Fig. 2.
Draw this thread until the circle is nearly closed ;
fasten your thread securely; and flatten out smooth-
ly the puffyou will then have, and you will form a
rosette, like Fig. 3, with a small hole where it is
gathered. Be careful to make this hole come ex-
actly in the center. When you have a sufficient
number of rosettes, arrange them in some pretty
shape,—a hexagon, like tire illustration of the com-
pleted tidy; or a diamond, or any figure you may
fancy. Sew the rosettes together at the points of

[November,
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contact, and sew them on the plain side, that
the stitches may not be visible on the right side.
The diagram shows how the rosettes are to be put
together.

The size and number of circles given above
makes quite a large tidy. For table-mats you can
make much smaller rosettes, and fewer in number.
A good deal of ingeiiuity may be displayed m
forming pretty designs for these mats and lidies.

Silk, or merino, makes the handsomest articles;
but very pretty ones can be made of fine sun-
bleached shirting and Turkey red combined.
Your rosettes may be all of one shade, or of dif-
ferent shades of tlié same color blended together,
or of different colors. In fact, the St. Nicholas
girls can make lhcse mats an education in color,
for much of their beauly depends upon harmony
of hues.

Any one of these things will be a pretty Chiist-
mas present (except the fiie-balloon, which is a
summer toy), and they are easily made, and cost
but little money.

ST. MARTIN'S EVE.

By Anna

Imagine, chiidren, that a little bird had seen all
this—a little bird rocking itself high up in the top
branch of alinden-tree; or, perhaps, a nightingale
trilling gloriously in the pleasant solitudc of a rose-
bush—for they have nightingales in Germany—but
| forgot1 The dear oid Saint comes in the middle
of November when all the merry company of Ihrds
has fled and only a few wlithered leaves remain cling-
ing to the laranches.

So, then, dear chiidren, suppose it was a clear,
bright star which shone down on St. Martin’s Eve,
and told all it saw. The stars have becn over the
world so long, that our own dear star' has seen the
grandfathers of the grandfathers of the gre.nt-grancl-
fathers of every child—yes, and great-grandfatbers
even farther back than that,—listening with beating
heart to the heavy steps of the Saint coming up-
siairs, and then knocking solemnly against the sit-
ting-room door.

Saint Martin and Santa Claus live near together,
which is very pleasant for them, for they can talk
together of the little people they love, and what
they would like to give them. It is hard for Santa
Claus to turn his face away even from a naughty
child and go off with all his treasures on his back;

Eichberg.

but Saint Martin always leaves something, ifitis
only a bunch of switchcs for a luckless youngstei-
whom you can’t help but pity as he is sent supper-
less to bed.

Santa Claus hurrics from onc end of the earth to
the other at all the workl’s cali ifit only wantshim;
but the bright star that saw Saint Martin, always
twinkled down on the river Rhine, in Germany,
especially 011 an oid town called Dusseldorf.

You ’ve heardof the beautiful Rhine? The river
with tbe high hilis on eitlier side; with vineyards
covering them from base to summit, and perchcd
upon the highest peaks the ruins of stone-built
castles where beautiful ladies and gallant cavalier®
once lived.

Itis pleasantto think of them looking down on the
fiowing river below fiora the topsof queer turrets, or
out of narrow, deep-set slits of windows. Why, on
one of tbe hilJsadragén lived who ravagecl the whole
country round till a Ijrave knight carne and killed
him and then married the beautiful lady whom the
dragén had stolen from her home. Surely you have
heard of the Loreley, who combed her golden hair
with a golden comb, while she sang a magic song?
But | shall forget Saint Martin if | say more.
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Imagine, children, then, that wonderful country
where Saint Martin and Santa Claus live next door
to each other, where, it is said, the toys grow on
trees,—think of a doll-tree and a rocking-horse
treel—and the cakes and candies on bushes, so
ilmt.you can pick off anything you like. On the
elcventh of November, after lea, Santa Claus
strolled into Saint Martin's garden to see how his
ileighborwas getting ready for his journey; wished
him God-speed, and many good children to sen-e,
and helped him mount his patient donkey with the
huge, hcavy baskets at its sides filled with deli-
cioiis things not to be seen just yet. Saint Martin
fiung a few switches over bis shoulder,—after all
tiLTC are not many bad children,—and with his
round, rosy face and kind eyes glowing with
pleasure he started off. The dear oid man is so
gl.td to shut his eyes to all naughtiness that, if a
bad chiid, at ihe last moment, begs pardon of his
parents, | think Saint Martin always finds a good
excuse to cali. Of course it never snows fior rains
«lien ha comes, for he would not have his chil-
dren’s pleasure spoiled for all the world, and so he
and his donkey—a nice, cheerful donkey, but
rather short in the legs, so that Saint Martin’s san-
daied feet touch the ground—reached the oid town
of Dusseldorf with its narrow Street and the gabled,
recl-roofed houses where all the children, great and
small, were ready to greet him royally.

You understand, now, the advantage pf being a
star and seeing ei-erything ? Tlic queer, oid town
was brilliant with light; in every window slione a
laiiip, and the streets were crowded with children
all hurrying to the market-place, where stood
the statue of an oid Prince John riding a superb
bionze horse. Who knows, when this oid John
'vas a child perhaps his heart also beat fast when
the beautiful princess, his mother, told him to he
good, for Saint Martin was coming ? If the bronze
prince could have looked down, bow he 'd have
winkedat the sudden light which carne pouringinto
the great, square niarket-place frora every alley and
Street. Every child in the whole town had come,
and each carricd a torch or a lantern,—Chinese
bmerns, glass lanterns, or hollowed-out pumpkins
"itli candies burning inside. How they laughed,—
lhc children ! why, there was not one so poor or so
smnll that it had not a twinkling light to swing in
tlic air while walking in the long procession which
formed here in the market-place. In and out of the
trooked streets they filed, swinging their lanterns
and singing an ofid hymn to Saint Martin, while,
I ai llie end of the long line, the babies were carried,
and even they clutched gorgeous lanterns with dim-
pled hands, and sang, too, they did. | wish you could
| bave heard them. How sweet and dear were the
young voices, rising into the night; not that it was a

MARTIN S EVE.

75

very wonderful hymn, but it was loved for the sake
of oid meraories, for parents and grand-parents
leaning out of tlie Windows remembered that they,
too, had sung the melody. So it begins:

As for Saint Martin, he and his donkey remained
inodestly hidden; he watched the little people filing
all over the town with torches and lanterns, and he
rejoiced ivhen he heard the hymn, listening fondly
till the dear voices became fainter and fainter and the
little feet were beginning to be very tired. At last
the children wanted to go home and see Saint Mar-
tin in real earnest. It was time, for the babies at the
end of the procession were doublecl up. fast asleep,
and even the red and yellow lanterns could not keep
them awakc. So, in the twinkling of an eye, the
sti-eets were deserted,— not a child remained. Now
was the time for Saint Martin to start on the most
important part of his mission. He patted the don-
key gently on the neck, and went to every house
where he was called.

How the little folk hurry up to the sitting-rooms,
dark but for the lanterns brought out of the Street!
The Saint likes to speak to each child alone, and
so everybody else is hustied into a side room.

Pntthe lanieni, ivith the candle still burning, in
the middie of ihefloor; jump over it three times;
cali: “ Saint Martin ! SaintMartin ! SaintMar-
tin 1” as bravely and lotldfy asyou can.

Sure enough there comes a knock at the door.
“ Come in, Saint Martin !” some one says, with a
beating heart. The saint opens the door a crack,
and asks, in a solemn voice:

“ Have you been a good child this whole year?”

As for conccalment, it is of no use, for Saint
Martin knows everything; so you might as well
say, if it is the case, that you have been a bad
child, for he has a respect even for naughty chil-
dren who tell the truth.

“ 1've been a bad child!" sobs a little voice;
and if it is tnie, tho saint flings a bunch of
switches into the room, and slumps sadly down the
dark stairs.

If, however, the little voice lalters: “ ] ’ve tried
to be a good child,” then, oh, childrcn! | wish
you could be there once to see how Saint Martin
rewnrds a child who has tried to be good. The
door is thrown open,—though tbe saint keeps in
tbe dark,—and in come, tumbling and rushing
out of his enchanted bag, huge roasted chestnuts,
bursting with pride and liaste,—boiied chestnuts
filled, as it were, with dclicious cream ; rosy apples,
which como bumping in on their plump cheeks;
nuts, raisins, figs, dates, oranges, walniits,—nearly
fresh from the tree,—filberts, cakes of every kind
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and shape, everything that the heart can wish;
but, best of all, a word of praise from Saint Martin,
who runs quite briskly down-stairs in his joy at
having found a good child. The nioment he is
gone, a blaze of light bursts in from the next room,
then in come father and mother and sisters and

Ist.

brothers, and the way they help to pick up Saint
Martin’s treasures is really splendid. Even this is
not the end of the holy man’s visits. He has been
kno'vn to come back at supper-time, when some
one issitting by the mother’s side, with two chubby
arms hugging a huge dish of goodies. The door
is flung open, and Saint Martin, wonderfully
wrapped in a great cloak, while a broad-brimmed
hat is pulled over his face, makes a low bow, as if
begging pardon fot coming so often, walks solemn-
ly up toeach, and leaves a mysterious package at
every piate. He says little or nothing as he walks
slowly about the table; but, goodness only knows,
nobody wants words; they want actions, and Saint
Martin's are supetbly generous. So, amid startled
silence, he reaches the door and vanishes.

MARTIN S EVE.
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Once 1 knew a little boy who was so curious lo
see Saint Martin’s donkey, and to learn whether or
not the oid man meant to go over the way to see
his playmate, Elsbcth, that he ran after him down
the dark stairs, when he stumbled and fell, and
might have hurt himself badly if two strong arms

MARTIN AND HIS UO-NKEY REMAIN HIDDEN.

had not caught him in time: but these arms did
not belong to Saint Martin at all.

“ Oh, Unele! Unele! did you see Saint Mar-
tin?” a breathless voice cried.

“ Ah, what if I met him on the Street just as he
crossed over to Elsbeth!” Unele said, solemnly,
but with a twinkle in his pleasant, brown eyes.

“ 1am so glad,” the small inquisitor said, draw-
ing a sigh of velief; then looking up, wondcringly,
as the strong arms let him down on the ground:
“ Unele, what ’s the matter with your hair? it’s
all rumpled;” at which Unele blushed unneccs-
sarily. Then, without waiting for an answer:
“ Unele, do you know Saint Martin’s voice is just
like yours?”

“ Ah, dear child, there are so many curious
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things in the world, and okl people’s volees often
sound alike,” Unele bcgins to explain, a bit con-
fused, while Saint Martin, over the way, has prob-
ably come and gone.

The bell in the church-tower, by the market-
place, struck twelve ; the city was still; the happy
chiidren were asleep, and the lanterns were all burnt
out. Saint Martin, on his donkey, trudging home-
ward, was all alone with the bright stai-. His two
bags were quite empty, though he still carried the
switches over his shoulder. The good donkey
stepped briskly along, for he was going home and
his load was so light.

Tothe star looking down, the saint seemed a lit-
tle sad, as if it made him unhappy to part from
his little people. However, he smiied as he saw
the bright star.

“ Come back, dear Saint Martin; come back
next November, and the chiidren and | will be
ready for you,” it seemed to say, and the dear oid
man patted the donkey encouragingly on the back,
and so tliey reached their home in the wonderful
land where the toy-trees grow. Santa Claus stood
by the garden-gate under a sugar-plum-tree with
chocolate blossoms, waiting for him.
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“ Glad to see you back, St. Martin! How are
ali the chiidren?”

“ Growing better every year!” he cried, joy-
ously, as he dismounted from the donkey. “ See,”
he said, quite excitedly, going toward Santa Claus,
“ 1 've brought all the switches back. Now it is
your turni but do you think,” he said, anxiously,
“ but do you think there ’ll be toys enough on the
trees for al! the good chiidren in the world?”

“Don’t worry,” Santa Claus said, kindly. “ Lit-
tle things trouble you. If there were twenty mili-
ion more chiidren in the world than there are, and
not a bad one among ’em, there 'd be presents
enough and to spare. | am giad you found the
chiidren so good, though you must be tired going
up all those stairs. 1~find the chimneys a great
convenience. Indeed,” Santa Claus said, rather
thoughtfully, “ I don’t think I could do the whole
world alone ifl had to climb so many stairs.”

“ But you don’t,” Saint Martin suggested.

“ That ’s true,” and Santa Claus iaughed. Per-
haps, chiidren, you never heard Santa Claus laugh?
Keep your ears wide open this Christmas, for it is
the jolliest, merriest sound in tlic world.

So they bade each other good-night and parted.

HOW KIT SAW THE SHOW.

Kit Strong Sat on the door-step, looking very .sad. A Great Show
had come to town only the day before, and had set up its big white tent
on the common, almost in sight of his home. Yet Kit could not go to
it He had no money, and his mother was very poor.

He always sat on the door-step when he was in trouble. It was
shady and cool, for the little house stood back from the Street, and on
one side a high brick wall reached all the way from the house to the
sidewalk, and on the other a little tree shook its leaves whenever there
was a breeze. So Kit liked the step, and would often sit there for ten
whole minutes, w+hich was a long time for him, as he was a very lively
boy.

But this morning he stayed, five, ten,— yes, twenty minutes, at least!
There he sat, and thought and thought and thought. He had been
around to the common, and the bul posters he had seen there, and the
qgueer sounds that carne out of the tent, had made him sure that the tent
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held such wonders as he had never seen in all his life. But how to get
in—that was what troubled Kit. | suppose there ts no way in the world
for a boyto get tosee a show,that Kit did not think of But sitting
there, withhishead inhis hands and his elbows on his knees, if he had
been a girl, you might have
thought she was crying. In-
deed, the only move he made
looked very much like brush-
ing away a tea— ; but then
Kit was a boy, and the other
thing must have been a fly.
Still, Kit seemed very, very
sad for a lively boy. He
would n’t look up at all. The
whole show—except the brass
band — might have passed
along the Street in front of
him, and he would never have
known it. And, strange to
tell, when he did look up at
last, there it was!— or if not
the show, certainly a part
of it.
For there, in the open
Street, was a queer proces-
sion : a big white woolly dog
and a little black monkey
were walking along together,
followed by a troop of boys,
and, stranger still, the mon-
key Avore a little coat and a
hat with a feather, and he car-
ried a trumpet and a pair of
light hoops, while  the dog had asmall stool in his mouth. And,
strangest of all,the monkey, dog andboys were all coming right into
Kits open gate, and then— could anything be stranger? —the monkey
and the dog, without looking at Kit at all, or .saying “by your leave,”
or even making a bow— went over to a little bare spot near the brick
wall, and actually began to give a show, right there in Kit’s yard!
Kit could n’t believe his eyes,—but that was his very last minute on
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the door-step for that time. The next minute, he was among the boys,
looking on.

First— Master Dog put down the little stool, and Master Monkey set
die hoops against the wall. The dog then sat up on his hind legs and
the monkey jumped on top of his head, and began to blow his horn.
When Monkey had blown on his horn a good while, he got down from
Doggie's head and stood up on the stool, holding the two hoops for
Doggie to jump through. The dog went back a little way, so as to get
a good start, and then he ran as hard as he could, and made one spring
right through both of the hoops. When Kit and the boys saw that, they
clapped their hands and shouted.

Next, Monkey took a piece of string out of his little pocket and put

it in Doggies mouth to make a sort of bridle. Then he jumped on the
dog’s back and be-

gan to ride him
around. The boys
laughed to see the
dog galloping like
a horse with the
little monkey on
hi.sback, and when
the dog jumped up
on a barrel lying
in the yard, and
stood there like a
stone statue, they
laughed and shout-
ed more than ever.
Doggie soon
jumped down from
the barrel, and
Monkey got off his
back. Then Monkey sat down on the little stool and began to blow on
his horn, and the dog stood up on his hind legs and danced. The boys
thought this was the best thing of all. “ Toot-toot-too-ty-too-ti-ty too I”
went Master Monkey. and skip, skip, skip, went Master Dog up and
down the yard, turning his head from one side to the other, just as
dancing people do.
All these funny tricks amused the boys very much, but at last Master
Monkey settied down on his stool, and Master Doggie lay down beside
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him  And now. those bad boys would not let them rest. They began
to tease Monkey to do more tricks by throwmg little pebbles_ at him,
and to poke long sticks at Doggie, and shout to them to “ do it again.

This made Kit angry, and he pushed the boys aside, and told them
to go away. But they would not.
“The dog and monkey are not yours,” said one.

“Well, they are in our yard,” said Kit.
“We’ll take them with us,” was the

white teeth said “No”to that, very plainly.
“No, you ’ll only tease ’em.

reply. ButMasterDoggies_
And Kitreplied:
I mean to take care of em.
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season in its warmer climate, coming south into
Natal to spend the summer. The herd was fired
into by everybody who could get hold of a gun;
but tlie animals gave no heed to the bullets, and
slid down the steep bank of the river Umooti, and
pluwed through its flood, swollen with heavy rains.
They swam gracefully where it was too deep to reach
bottom, keeping their ears dry. There were three
young baljy-elephants, however, which screamed
loudly for help, refusing to go into deep water.
After a few notes from their trumpets, the mothers
joined their trunks under the calves’ bodies and
feiried them across.

When they reached a shallow spot in the river,

the parents
paused, and
gave the

three young
ones a good

The entrance to each of these dwellings is undcr
water, and a passage leads ftom it up to a warm
nest lined with soit grasses, and high enough to
be always dry, When the meadow is frczen, there
is a small hole in the ice near the door.

One day, in winter, a man saiv a musk-rat which
had caught a crab and was eating it hungrily.
The rat heard the man near, looked up, but did
not think it worth while to move away. Presently,
two dogs carne along, and, seeing the rat, ran to
kiil it. This was two to one, and therefore the
man tried lo make the ratgo home, and so preveiit
the dogs from getting it. To his surprise, the rat
made a furious attack upon him, and sent him off.
Then the dogs carne near, but they only sniffed
and barked; evidently they did not like to tackle
an animal that had driven off a man. The man
and the two dogs waited at a respectful distance,
while plucky Mr. Musk-rat ate his meal; that

A COLONV OF MUSK-RATS-

sousin, playing a fountain ” over liead and ears
with their ti-unks. The “infants” took the dose
mcekly, setting a good example to little boys and
girlswho kick and scream under the sponge in a
shallow bath.

A COLONY OF MUSK-RATS.

AsaiLor-maN Writes your Jack that by the sea,
not far from New York, is a meadow over which
the salt water flows with every tide; and in this
salt-meadow are fifty or more queer untidy mounds,
built of rushes, and rising about two feet above
lhe surface of the water. These are the homcs
of musk-rats, or “ musquashes.” Onc of them
has been built in tho stern of a disused boat.

done, he went quietly home to take a nap, and the
asseinbly broke up.

WELLS OF ARTOIS.

So, it seems that “ Artesian” wells were so
called from the flame of the French province,
“ Artois,” in which was clug the first well of the
kind, in the year 1126. At least, this is the gist
of the answers to J. B. L.’s question, which I gave
out in Septcmber.

Answers carne frora Oriole—Eirnna Valentine—Juismer Le Comte

L Wheeler—Pnram de Noel— Maisie Ralcfi— \V. Shattuck—
Josephine— 1. B.D— M. H. L.-Oerlmde Ahboti— Ncliie C Emer-

""""hX Powen-E. M. Hossey-SalUe W. Peck-Frances
N.—r. T, Wood—R. N. Rochcsrer—Aron Hobby—D. Bcatry
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St, Nichotlas begins iCs seventh volume with this number, and,
besides che promised extra pages, wider mar~ns and heavier paper,
thcpubhshers have gi\ cn an additional Fruntispiecc piciure,—which
is to serve as the frontispiece Tor the volume,—and a rcd'line litle*
pago, as an camest that they mean to do always a litile betterfor the
magaeine than they may piumlsc.

M. A. G.—Some things suicable for Christmas glits are pictured,
and the wnys co make thcni described, In the article ene!tied “ Some
Pretty Things, printed inthis number; and you will find the mcthods
of making many others described In ful), with illiiscrations and dia.
grams, in St. Nicholas for Decembor, 1875, and November, 1877.

Dear St. Nicholas : I thought! wouldwrite to you abouta little
incident that occiirred at homc. 1 live 'way down in Loulsiana. An
alligator camc from the swamp into our vard. He was about five
feet long. Aflook of lurkeys saw him, and follcnved Iim around and
aroimd, so ciése that they nearly stepped on his tai). He would snap
91 them, and theywould jump away; then he would snap at them
again, and ihe” would jump away. It was veiy amusing to see the
turkeys followmg him. He was a horrlble-laoking creature wilh hu
long mouth and formidable tceth.—Your biend, Kbllis.

A, P. S.—A little girl, living near New York, suggescs sending
oid numbers of the magaaine, as soon as they are read through, to
other little giris who otherwise might not sec it. This same thiog U
already done by a great many St, Nicholas boys and girls: but
there may be some who have not yet cricd this easy way of givjng
pleasure to others.

Fred H. Bear.—To make ofd silver coins look bright again. wash
them thoroughly with soap and hot waier; then rub them with a
chaméla leather, first with moistened whitcning, and afierward with
dry whiteoing- See also “ Lctier-Box,” October, 1876.

Mariboro, N. Y.
Dear St. Nicholas: Tshould like lo ask a queston; and, if it
is answered in the “ I*tler-Box," | shall be v«y much obliged:
Should the chiidren of an American missionary, who are bom in
India or some such place, be called Hiodoos or Americans ?—Your
constant reader, H.F. H.

M rs. Louisa B. Goodall sends St. Nicholas a description of a
novel kind of “ ride-show," which might be used in a church-fair,
but it could be given by little girls at hume, perhaps for a charitalfie
Ubjccl, yet not connectcd with a fair, and might prove very success*

ful. le is called
The Haphv Family.

The show musi be in a side room, or In a part of the hall cur-
talned off. The work of prcparing this family and their parlor for
exliibition can be done by rix or mure young ladies. Some of them
take charge of the “ room,” which consists of a box about three feet
wide and four feetlong, or square, ifyou please. The box is to be

ced on a table, the open pan toward the spcctators. Carpeis may

pul on the floor, paper on the walls; windows wjih lambrequins,
curtalns, and so forth, may be imfiaied; and there should be arrange-
ments for fire-place and grate, with a fire of sparkling metallic foil, if
possible. A door in the rear of che room should be made to sinnd
ajar, and a strong light arrangcd behind the door.

Some others of the managcrs should provide the fumituro of the
room. Thereviusibe a piano: and, ifa toy piano cannotbe bought,
a block of wood shaped like a piano, provided with legs. and wilh
(he keys painted in black and white, will do. Throw a handsome
cloch partly over it; and a music*box (out of sight) will fatrly serve
for pianoforte playing. The other plcces of fumiture can be bought,
hirra, or bonowed for the occasion,—chairs, tables, sofas, chandehers
wilh real wax candles to be llgliied, pictures, omamenis, vases,
flowers. A tablein the center of the room is to be set for tea, with a
dainry doth, tea Service, tiny blscults, small berries, cake—in faci,
whatcver one would Uke for tea must be there in njinfacure.

Another partof the commlliee will see aficrthc " happy family "
itself, which is composed of dolls. The fatlier stands in the front of
the room, holding the baby |n a long whke dress. Baby’s head ivill
rest on his papas shoulder or face, A finewlre may be used to fix
the dolls in their proper positions, but fi muer be carefully hidden.
Beside che father stands a liitle boy dressed in a blue Siit; in hU

arms neslies a pee kitteo or do”. A young lady sits atthe piano,
with her fingers on the keys: a tiny pin will keep her litOe hands In
placo, while the music-box plays the lime forher. By her side stands
a brother, with a fiuto or violin, in playing position. At n small
cable, Iwo chiidren aro seaced cngagcd jn somo game. Mother stands
by the lea-tflble, richly dressed, noiding by the nand a lltlle girl. Ai
the fire&ide sU grandfather and grandmother, with the pcopcrnuni.
ber of spectacles and bald heads, In the door.way, st the rcar of the
ruom, stand a young lady and gentleman, about to enter, uslicrcd in
by a black servanCvath manybright butions on his tvery. If yoti
choose not 10 have callers, the servant can be cntering the room
bearing a iray full of things for the tea*table.

I*he dresses of the dolls should be very handsome, and in the
latcsi fashion. Do not have the dolls too small, Every attitudc
must be mado perfectly natural, At the cidse of the exhibicion, the
family can be sold off or otherwise dlsposed of.

A NEW and pretty way of writing a flame in a Christmas gjft*book
is expbined and illustrated on pages 20 and iz of ihis number; and
in 5t- Nicholas fotJuly, 1874, are some funny pictures showing a
similar process, but wiih a very dlffcrcot cffect.

hianasquan.
Dear St. Nicholas : We often havenice limes in ihis place swim*
ming, crabbiDg and fishing. Cral>s are a queer kind of an anim,il,
Probably some of the boys would like to hear how crahs gtow. The
mother IS calleda “ Cow Crab.” She produces about ten million
eggs and then dies. The young do not have the care of the mother,
but have co lake care of ihemseives. They shed iheir shells once a
monih. 1 don’t know whata crab is usually called nt first, wliethvr
a soft or hard crab. Wc say he is a “Buckler.” A buckier
always very poor to becin with; but he eats everything he gets hold
of, which, of course, futkus him up some. Thcn fie b cai)i*rl a
Comer.” He keeps on entine till he is bigger still; thea he U
called a “ Shedder”; and he still keeps on eating .nnd gets blgscr
still, and then cracks a lltlle, and Is called a “ Crack.buster.” He
still grows tll he is called a liustcr,” and chen sheds, Then he'is
callea a “ Soft Ctab.”
From your intcrested reader,
Jambs Leslib Pearcg (23 yeais).

Ekma Valentinr, Thomas Hunf, and Julia M- Ruggles, each
sent a shortverse containing all the letters of thealphabet. Thrir
letters were too late for meniion in che October “ Leiter-Box,*”

Dear 5t, Nicholas: I would like to ask if you could tell a
remcdy for a very peculiar and inccnvenlent tricKk of a horse. |
know a genileman whose horse will not go out in the rain, liaung 10
have che water touch his care. Almost everything has been tried 10
cure him, without succcss. If tbe day Isa good one, and the owncr
stares out with him, and rain comes up, he has either 10 go under
sbclter and wnit until the storm is over, or do as | knew of bis doing
once,—lake his horse ouc of hamess and leave it in a friend's stable,
while he borrowed another lo lake him home.—Yours truly,

Bella G. Stonb, 13 years.

Dkar St. Nicholas; 1 have heard that Frlday first began tobe
thought an “unlucky” day, a5 M, R. T, cails it in the Ocuv
ber “ Lcticr-Boxj” when the ancient Chrisifans bega)i to keep »ith
sorrow and fustiug the anniversary of the Savjor’s death. Bul
whether or not that is a good reason forthinking che day unlucky,
it might be hard (o say, Howevcr, | will aslc your rcadcrs, dear St.
Nicholas, tolook through this long oid Use of fortune-favored Kn*
days, and thcn perhaps ihcy may feel inciined to ihink that, after all,
ItISa lucky day—at least la America.—Yours sincerely,

Thp. Little Schoolma'am,

On Friday, August 3, 1492, Chrislophcr Columbus saiied on hh
great voyage of discovcry. On Friday, October 22, 1492, he fiiH
discovered land, On Friday, March 13, 1493, he arrived ai Patos in
safery. On Friday, November 23, 2493, he arrived at Hispaniola,
on hks second voyage lo America. On Friday, June 13, 2494. be,
thouch unknown lo him«ielf, discovered the conlinent of America
On Friday, March 5, X497, Hcnry V11, of England, gave to
Cabot bis CO(umis.*ilon, which led lo the discovcry of North America.
On Friday, September 7, 1565, Melendee founded Si. Augusilne,
the oidest town in the United States. On Friday, November 10,
1620, the MayJJoiver, with (he Pligrims, made che harbor of
incecown; on Friday, Deccmber 22, 1620, the Pilgrims made ibcir
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Bftltimore, Md.
Dear St. Nicholas: Will you please ask the «adera of tie
“ Lctier*Box ” to lell me how to break a dog from klUing chickens?
G. B.

D ear St. Nicholas: Could you tell me how lo bleach ferns, so

ihat I could make a bouquct of tiiem with skelcton leaves? Please
tell me in the “ Leiter-Box.” —1 remain your constant reader,
Mitue J. Russell.

Ferns that are to be bleached should be gachcred in the country
in summer, and prepared very soon after picking. But if you can
find now some that are sill vigorous, and not too oid,—say in a
femery or conservatory,—you may bleach them whole, without
rnaking them into skeletons, by following these instrucdons:

Place the ferns, steins downward, in a glass jar containing two
quarts of soft water,—rain water is the best,—in which a large table*
spocmful of chloridc of lime and a few drops of vinegar have bccn
thoroughly mixcd. Covcr thejar, and set it In a warm place. Watch
the ferns closely, and as each one whitens, carefully remove it and
lay it in a dish of lukewarm water. When all are bleachcd, let them
remain In the dish for several hours. changing the water often. Then
spread them, one by one, upon sheets of blotifiig.paper, curving
them as you like, and siraightenlng out the little points with a pin-
Place each sheeiful between “vo otherblotilng-sheets, and then lay
all bcneath heavy books or weights until ihe fcms are perfccily dry.
ti any should stick to the paper, press your tltumb”nail on the back
of the sheet and che ferns will drop off. 1f you find the stems too
bnttle to use, you can make imiiadon ones by painiing fine dry twigs
with while oil*oolor, and gumming them on.

You will then have the ferns just as they g«w. but white instead
of green. If, however, you wish first to make them finto skeletons
before bleaching them and putting them into thebouquei, you will
find in the “ Leiier-Box * for July, *875, full dirccdons for doing
this, and, bebdes, for covering leaves with sparkliiig crystals.

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

[Novemdbr,

Answers to Puzzi.es in the August Numdsr were «ceived
loo late for mention last month from Florcnce L. TurrilL—L. and
K. Post— Winnic"—Jiio. V, L. Piersoii—Wm. McKay—Edward
Vultee—Will E. Nlchols—*“ Riddicrs"—Morris Hutchinson— Be&sic
and Her Cousiii—Fannie Densmore—Bita S. Mcllvaine—* Topsy”
—B. Cushinan—"Dick Deadeye”—“ Unknown"; and James Rn.
chaoan Johuston, who answered all the July puzzles correctly.

In the followmg Ibttbe numerdis denote the number of puzzUs
solved:

Answers to Puzzles in the September Number were received before
Septerober 20 from Dycle Warden, 18, all—* Jim Crow," 7—W. W.
Oglosbee, a—Maiie H. Chase, 5—MIlllle Van Klecch, 4—Rufus R
Clark, a=ohn H. M-Wells, x—D. S. Shauts, 11—JuHk W. Boyd,
2—F, S. Smith, 8—Hessic Campbell, 8—James Buchanan JohnsUkn,
18, ail—Ella F. Dargue, 2—Jenute 5 Watd, a—Harry C. Crushy, 3
—X Maurice Thompson, 6—Eoberta IThomton, 3—Bessie Alcxaa.
der, 2—Leddie C. I"nder, z—Julia Gricc, 4—Annie E Plumb, 5
—A. W. Stockctt. 6—"UId Ju~ge" and Senate, 8—£dith L. (raa.
ger, I—Minnic Baker, o—Lloyd M. Scott, 8—A- T, Bumes, 2—
“ Guesser," 17—FannieW. Hunt, 3—E. W. R ,,i—Annic G. Baker,
8—E. K, Oaik, 5—Perry Beatne, 2—B, S. and W. T., ?—Bella
Wehl, 3—Ida Maud Aogell, 3—Sallle W. Peck and Family,
“Scrub and Irish," ary L. Otis, 17—Mattie Olmstead, »
John V, L. Picrson, 7—Kitty C. Arwater, 13—Carrol L. Mancy, 13
—Besaie Hard, 7—Morris Hutchinson. 8—t-izzie H. D. Su Vmin, j
—Margarcl J. Gemmill, s—Julia Crofton, 3—Suée Sipeand Mamie
Gordon, 13—Kenneth B, Emerson, 2—Nellic C. Emerson, 8—* Ro
Name,” 3—*“ Six Cousins,” 17—B. E. L T., fi—Lizzie R. How*

4—W, H. Rowe, 9—Annic Rn?/ncs, 3—MilHe W. Thompson,
A—Liliie Burling, 4—Kate, Aliceand I*ichard Stocklon, lu—Smnley
King, 4—Mollie B. Platt, i—Georgie and Cailton Woodrufl* 1—
“ Riddlers " C. F. Lipman, 7—I. A. G. M. E. T., »*" /8, 9"
I—Will E, Nichols, s—Florence Wilcox, q-Jcnnie Mondsclieiii,

Vultee, 13—Snibbuggledybooiledom, 9—Alfred Keraelmann, 7—
Fssie Van Burén, 13—Lulu Malherand Brother, 7—Herbert James
ley, 10-Arnold Guyot Camerou, 3.

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

EASY ACROSTIC ENIGMA.

For LiTTiJi Puzziers.

T he answer, composed of two words and spelled wiih eleven lei-
ters, iames an autumn fesdval. The iniuals of thewords defincd.
taken in the arder of tho numbering, spcil the answer

1, My 1,2, 5isa swifranimal. 2. M" 2, 4, 5 3isto State. 3.

5> 7 repose. 4- My 4, 5fi, 7isa garmcnt 5. My 5. »,

6, 7isa pointof tliecompass. 6. My 6, s, 3isa bright tlimg lar
OEl; 7, My 7,2, 3,5isaweed that sometimes grows among wheat.
8. MysS, 9, ¢ 7isanarmy. 9. My 9, s, 3,
10. bly xo, I1, 5, 7 is fitand proper-51. My 11, 4, 5, 3 is always.
CILSERT PORREST.

NUMERICAL EMCIWA.

My whole, spelled with twcive leicers, Is the fiame of a profusely
fiowering shrub.
Z2is a muslcal instniment My 6, 3,9, xi Uthefiame of
a bir® now exlinct. My 10, 7, 8, 4 is to lear. isola.

IIBVER«IBLE-8TAR PUZZLE.

THEIlelter in the middle of the diagram is the inillal of each of
eight four>letier words ending at the points of che .star where the
numerdis are seL Each word is here defined, first as itreads forward.

and ihcn asitreadsbackward: i. Season; to send forth. 2. Toring:
an insccL 2. A heavy wa%én generally used to convey coal: a market.
4. To ovcrflow; to assemble. An instrument used by mechanics;
to plunder. 6. A sna«; aporuon,
current; topublish,

7. Heads: a place.” 8. A strong

H h. d,

DOUBLE CENTIIAL ACI108T 1C.

Eack cross*word consista ofsix Iciters. The third letiers of the
cross*words, taken as they come, spell a word indicaring good Unies;

8 are usedin rowboaihe fouith letters of the cross*words, taken as they come, spell helps

to spend a vacation cnjoyabiy.

I, A kitchen ulensil.” “s. Agonized murmuts.
4. More thoroughly bleached 5. Conccaling.
Strala. 8. Gone beyond.

3. Feltin the wnsis.
6. Humitated. 7
R-b.r.

TRIPLE HOXIR.GLAftS PUZZLE.

In this puzzle, the letters forming the Perpendicular, except it!
middle lelter, are used three times; once in the whole word, oncess
the final ofa short word made from the first portion ofthe whole wonJ,
and again as the initialofanother short wor™ made with the iniilal and
the «mainder ofthe wholeword. Thus, if Ihc whole word were "w-
Dan," the lerierD would be used in the center of the whole word,
al the end ofa shortword, “reD." and at_the beginning of another
short wo.rf. “Dan." In the following siaiementof the pue/le, ths
whole word is numbered i ; the firsi short word 2: and the second
short word 3,

Perpendicular, a characternamed In the litleofone of Shakespeare s
plays. Horizontais: |. i Was entertained; a. distant: 3.a color:
I1." 1. A negadve prcfix; 2. opposcd to consent; 3. a city cfancicot
Egvpl. Ill. A part of me, but not of youorl. IV.r. Carnet>
gcthcT: 2. the person you oughi to know best; 3. a Latin wom
showing unién. V. i. A disagreeable expression; 2. back or badk*
ward: 3. to possess. e.d.and t. h>
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THE
COMBINATION 1>0ZZI/E.
2T.,, SV.C0P2C,,,,
dehyed h2,,g th. h=2,, .pon ce,,, hook.” G«d«.

=1">'si-" £9' 5xd? «<h=n ir. no daneer Clrxsed

3 Um|mment|82g ,pddo«.ry.”™ Tic
c. b,

ISASY REm:8.

A vcry familiar odagc.

EASY GEnitAV BEHRANINGS.

IEH “ o« o ngppfi>A. = Behead

] iMd a bladder, and leaveaoSh.i P”i.®"',l'aeks. 4.

I em ofihe head. 6 Behead fnbn™ A Meod. n~d leave

ndl 1 8 shead

|"I|ou|5|oppjenabvea meu P“ “ofn house, an[?leg\ec
DYCIE.

COfliPARTIiOXS.

RIDDLE-BOX.
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3- 6nc: ifamrifph¢?m i “~'V!I done-
Mthorraplleofdebrlsallh|f"Tofate"" «n«

a lower; scosoned 6 nam” nfJ «* . observcr;

g=rm=p,;askip. 8-A ™ “ |Apnchd" S iJ"”

Siakc. io-Aninsect:a”®vcra,c

ancient wat; a nnUance; brae

aecustomecd. >

o' 7- A

9'A pocr Io flow; a

" insiniinent of
domesiic ajiimal; a vessel;
N- T. M.

1r1

A TH,U KStUVING OTXJTER,

Ttf«T = goio' way,

W eanng the ctcvn of the Nemean game (3).

Wc had the vegetable (4) Rnleteh brought

Jo ~gland from the far-off land he ’d fouahe
Another k.nd (5) which General Marién g?ve
lo Bn isli guest, the solé food of that briv~"
A war’a aatm a hundred years gS,V

S,o ch~r'~rr to starve~~d dfg

Uui from his iame onc syllable withhold.

fXr S~g~teciiclfanzn

iESie™ "A

ihe fnnt (14) that caused the fall of Mother Fd ..

And what a coid is l.ke to be beside (17).
m s was our dinner. If yo,i g,ess j, ,11

W c¢ may invite you 10 parlake neat fall. * E d, s

OCTAGOX.AL PVZXhE.

THSwordsreadacross: t Base n..M. o -.

geornetncal figuro, j. Blundered' 6

.nscct, Cendal Perpendicular,7ho samfa™ . ®

DIYFICIXT IXASSICAI, EMGIIA.

I Ati composed oftliirly-cight leiiers.

£=/c»hIS ,rT frra8rt?i;, T 3 a

| | ‘"a?erder.gfd "
*qle A

ifl Myt f “r/;.fs.

the, moiLr off iarbs “*mv I f*'f
wasfEo"*"’ «°l-*°nVofkorculed catTle

=7 « |

£ ¢S My = es ™
SIMPLE WORN SQGARE.
I. Acord- 2. Oli 3. Toshurup. 4 small catches for hooks.
»l. G. A.

AMPI'TATIONS.

3 ft'01'd.nndmfrral THIIM'i*"nd1oTvfa Marifo'ins~

t “digfe'¢T..5r" ¢="td>"and"\ci: 2 ?f

dVBII. DEA.VE,
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THE RIDDLE-BOX.

PICTOItIAL FROVEIIB FOR LITTLE PL'ZZLEKS.

TK. six WOHS, snd ispjmsed enUse W .heup”rp”"
just *= same loturs that are conwned IU the f[roveih,.oto n ~ oropetly edch word lo have as tnanyleiters as ihere are iiunierali
To solve the puszle; find words fat dcscnhe the " iifown sei of numerais: the fiist numeral unticr the first leiter,
under its picure  When all the words have t>een » “"4 the small left-harul picture lo be mgrub,”.ht
the seeond numera) .under the second letter, and M ..b"| Now write down, sonto distance apart, the
numeral a wot.ld be wnttei. under “ g, i 'w>1“ n AnAtten that numeral; bclow figure a, all the letters which

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN OCTOBER NUMBER.

. . . AitTia.ES OF AnriRE.—1- Hoop-"tkirL a. Locket. 3. "awl. 4
Enigma.— Catamaian.- -Caoss-WoitD En'gmda'fASP' . Panior 5. Seal-skin sack. 6. Sun-honneL j. Waterprof !
Diamond Puzzle.-.. P. a. MEg. 3. MoNad. 4.PenGuin. s pim.g| q pea-jackeL 10. FrHI. n. Bracelet. la. Peittcoa..

. Handketohief. 14- Hose. 15- Guard-cham. 16- Wmppei. i

*ASBvra-Ln'5'ER (tiGM A.— Sparing.— Household Pboblkm.— TiooeL 18. Cape. lo. SUppcrs- _

. X Arithmetical P roblem.—MuUiplinand 74, multipUer 83.
ReheaSncs and Curtailmevts.—i. N-cwe-I. a. H-oar-d. 3. Two Easv SQUAIte.WolIDS.-E Po ¢ h wWaste
T-apo-r- 4. C-alas-h. s- D-raw4. fi. V-il-a. PASHA allow
Ditop-LETTEitPuzzle—A nod is as good as a wmk to a bliiid I, oS1ER II. SLo PC
CHEAP TOPER
N°QUOTATION Puzzle.—Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin HAEPY EWERP
As self-ncglecting. TRANSPOSIrioNS.-Namesgf tecesf i+ Stimach, -as much
,[NOtHenryVIH" butHenry V., Act«. Scene 4. Cedar, cared. 3. Limes smi’;. 4- E}ear-* repartee- §
NuMEBICAL E nICMA-—Alaghan. Easy En a,—Tongs- aniple’ SQUARE'Wo}iD-'\t Girl s Idea’ 3. Reed 4 Lad.
WOBD SVNCOPATIONS.—X ChocoUté; Co)., Choaw. 2 R homdoinand Hidden D iamond —
o, mat. 3. Reached; ache, red. 4-Tactile; acl, tile. 5. Valet, P peas/
ale, vt. 1. Mislead; isle, mad. TRert?
Béheaocu Rhomboid.—af H 4 T S ia™ts
9 PBNS /i fi %o
/I N APS fT s ED
rR1IPS RebVS.-Couplet: Fortune a goddess is to
eLATE he wise are always master of lh«r o«n
VeryE asyResus —Ninebiidst Knoi.Grossheak, Toucan, Diver, HIDDBN CITIBS AND R ivers.—I. &

son e+ 3. Rome, Tiber. 4. Omaha, Missouri. 5. Pan?, Seuic.
Bohclink. Bitiem, Grane, Kingfisher, Kite. Lucknow, Ganges. 2 Cairo, Nile
P uzzle. - ilve words: Catcr. caret, crale, react, trace. : o ' .

For flames of solvers of September puzzles, see “ Leltet-Box. 1
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