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JILL.

By Louisa M. Alcott.

Jack and Jill went up the hill
'I'o cce*lt witll fun and iaughter;
Jack rdl down and broke his crow®
And Jill carne tuinbling aften

Ch.~pter 1.
THE CATASTROPHE.

“Clear the hill-a!” was llic general cry on a
bright Decembcr afcernoon, when ali the boys and
girls of Harmony village were oiit enjoying the
first good snow of the season. Up and down three
loiig coasts tiiey svent as fast as lcgs and sieds could
carrythem. One smooth path led into the meadow,
and liere the little folk congregated; one swept
across the pond, where skaters were darting about
likc water-bugs ; and the third, froin the very top
of ihe stcep hill, ended abruptly at a rail fence on
the high baiik above the road. Thcre was a group
of lads and lasses sitting or leaning 01 this fence to
rest after an cxciting race, and, as they reposed,
thcyaniused themselves with criticising their mates,
still aljsorbed in this most delightful of out-door
sports.

“ Hete comes Frank Minot, looking as solemn
as a judge,” cried one, as a tall fellow of sixteen
spun by, with a set look about the mouth and a
heen sparkle of the eyes, fixed 011 the distant goal
«lili a do-or-die expression.

*Hér« ’s MoUy Loo
And little Boo!”

sangout another; and down carne a girl with flying
hair, cavrying a sraall boy behind her, so fat that

VoL, Vil.—7,

his short legs stiink out from the sides, and his
round face looked over her shoulder like a full
moon.

"*There ’s Gus Burton; doesn’t he go it? ” and
sucli a very long boy whizzed by, tbat it looked
aimost as if his hcels were at the top of the hill
when his head was at the bottom !

“ Hurrah for Ed Devlin!” and a general shout
greeted a sweet-faced lad, with a laugh on his iips,
a fine color on his brown cheek, and a gay word
for evei7 girl he passed.

“ Laura and Lotty keep to the safe coastinto the
ineadow, and Molly Loo is the only girl that dares
to try this long one to the pond. 1 would n't for
the world; tlic ice can’t be strong yet, though it is
coid enough to frceze one’s nose off,” said a timid
danisel, who sat hugging a post and screaming
whenever a mischievous lad shook the fence.

“ No, she isn’t; here’s Jack and Jill going like
fury.”

“ Clear the track
Fpr gentle Jack)

sang the boys, who had rhymes and nicknames for
neariy every one.

Down carne a gay red sled, bearing a boy who
seemed all smile and sunshine, so white were his
teeth, so golden was his hair, so bright and happy ’
his whole air. Behind him clung a little gypsy ofa
girl, with black ej'es and hair, cheeks as red as her
hood, and a face full of fun and sparkle, as she
waved Jack’s bine tippet like a baimcr with one
hand, and heid on with the other.
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“ Jill goes wherever Jack does, and he lets hen
He ’s such a good-natured chap, he can’t say Na”

“To a girl,” slyly added one of the boys, who
had wished to borrow the red sled, and had been
politely refused because Jill wanted it.

“He ’s the nicest boy in the world, for he never
gets mad,” said the timid young lady, recalhng the
many times Jack had shielded her from the terrors
which beset her path to school, in the shape of
cows, dogs, and boys who made faces and called
her “ ’Fraid-cat.”

“ He does n’t daré to get mad with Jill, for shc a
take his liead off in two minutes if he did,” growled
Joe Flint, still smarting from the rebuke Jill had
given him for robbing the little ones of their safe
coast because he fancied it.

“ She would n’t ! she ’s a dear! Vou need n’t
sniff at her because she is poor. She ’s ever so
much brighter than you are, or she would n’t
always be at the head of your class, oid Joe,” cried
the girls, standing by their friend with a unanimity
which proved what a favorite she was.

Joe subsided with as scornful a curl to his nose
as its chilly State permitted, and Merry Grant intro-
duced a subject of general interest by asking
abruptiy:

“Who is going to the candy-scrape to-night?

“ All of us. Frank invited the whole set, and
we shall have a tiptop time. W e always do at the
MLnots’,” cried Sue, the timid trembler.

“ Jack said there was a barrel of molasses in the
house, so there would be enough for all to eat and
some to carry away. They know how to do things
handsomely,” and the speaker lickcd his lips, as
if already tasting the feast in store fot him.

“ Mrs. Minot is a mother worth having,” said
Molly Loo, coming up with Boo on the sled; and
she knew what it was to need a mother, for she had
none, and tried to care for the little brother with
maternal love and patience.

“ She is just as sweet as she can be !” declared
Merry, enthusiastically.

“ Especially when she has a candy-scrape,” said
Joe, trying lo be amiable, lest he should be loft
out of the party.

Whereat they all laughed and went gayly away
for a farewell fiolic, as the sun was setting and the
keen wind nipped fingers and toes as wcll as noses.

Down they went. one after anothcr, on the
vavious coasts,—soleinn Frank, long Gus, gallant
Ed, fly-away Molly Loo, pretty Laura and Lotty,
grumpy Joe, sweet-faced Merry with Sue shrieking
wildly behind her, gay little Jack and gypsy Jill,
always together,—one and all bubbling over with
the innocent jollity born of healthful exercise.
People passing in the road below looked up and
smiled involuntarily at the red-cheeked lads and
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lasses, fiUing the frosty air with peais of laughtcr
and cries of triumph as they flew by m every con-
ceivable attitude; forthe fun was at its heiglit now,
and the oldest and gravest observéis fclt a glow of
pleasure as they looked, remembering their owa
young days.

* Jack, lake me down that coast. Joe said !
would n’t daré to do it, so | must,” commanded
Jill, as they paused for breath after the long trudge
np hill.*

“ 1 guess | would n’t. It isvery bumpy and ends
in a big drift; not half so nice as this one. Hop
on and we ’ll have a good spiii across the pond,”
and Jack brouglit “ Thunderbolt” round with a
skillful swing and an engaging air that would have
won obedience from anybody but willful Jill.

“ It is very nice, but | won’t be told |
daré ’ by any boy in the world. If you are afraid,
I ’ll go alone.” And, befove he could speak, she
had snatched the rope from his hand, thrown her-
self lipon the sled, and was off, helter-skelter, doun
the most dangerous coast on the hill-side.

She did not get far, however; for, starting ina
lunry, she did not guide her stced with care, and
the red char”cr landed her in the snow half-way
down, where she lay laughing till Jack carne to
pick her up. .

“If you w¢l/i go, ril take you down all right,
I 'm not afvaid, for | "ve done it a dozen times with
the other fellows; but we gave it up because itis
shott and bad,” he said, still good-natured, though
a little Inirt at the charge of cowardice j for Jack
was as brave as a little lion, and with the best son
of bravery,—ihc courage to do right.

* So it is; but do it a few times, or Joe
will plague me and spoil iny fun to-night,” answered
Jill, shaking her skirts and rubbing her blue hands,
wet and coid with the snow.

“ Here, put these on; 1never use them. Keep
them if they fit; | only carry them to picase
mother.” And Jack pullcd out a pair of red inii-
tens with the air of a boy used to giving away.

“ They are lovely warm, and they do fit. Musi
be too small for your paws, so | ’ll knit you a rew
pair forChristmas, and makc you wear them, too,
said Jill, pvitting on the mittens with a nod of
lhanks, and ending her speech with a stamp ot
hor rubber boots to enforce her threat.

Jack laughed, and up they tvudged to the spot
whence the thiee coasts diverged.

“ Now, which will you have?” he asked, witha
warning look in the honcst blue eyes which oftcn
unconsciously controlled naughty Jill against her

‘dont

“That one !” and the red initten pointed finnly
to the perilous path just tried.
“You will do it?”

Jill, of ocurso, wos no. hor rool rumo, bul had beon givon bocau.= of her friondship wi* Jack, who so adnrirod Janio Pocq’s spiric and to.
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“ Come 011, tlien, and hold tight.”

J.ick’s smile was gone now, and he waited witli-
out a word while Jill tucked herself up, then took
his place in front, and off they went on the brief,
bi-eatliless trip straight into the drirt by the fence
below.

1 don’t see anything very awful in that. Come
up and have another. Joe is watching us, and | ’d

| like to show him that we are n't afraid of any-
tliing,” said Jill, with a defiant glancc at a distant
boy, who had paiised to walch the descent.
li isa regular “go-bang,’ if that is what you
| like," answered Jack, as they plowed their way up
again.

"It is.  You boys think girls like little mean
| coasts without any fun or danger in them, as if we
I coukl n’t be brave and strong as weli as you. Give
| me tlivee go-bangs and then we ’ll stop. My tiim-

blc cloes n't count, so give me two more and then
11l be good.”

Jill took her seat as she spoke, and looked up
| «jth such a rosy, pleading face that Jack gave in
| atonce, and down they went again, raising a cloud
lof giittering snow-dust as they reined up in fine
Isiylc with their feet on the fence.

I ”1t’s jnst splendid ! Now, one more !” cried
ljill, cxcited by the cheei-s of a sleighing party pass-
ling below.

Protidof his skill, Jack maidied back, resolved

liomake the third “ go” the crowningachicvement
lof tlic afternoon, while Jill pranccd after him as
Ilightly as if the big boots were the famous scven-
lleagucd ones, and chattering about the candy-
Iscrapc and whether there would be nuts or not.
I So fuli were they of this important qucstion, that
Jibey piled on hap-hazard, and started off still talk-
Ing so busily that Jill forgot to hold tight and Jack
TO stcer carefnlly.  Alas, for the candy-scrape that
W r ivas to be! alas, fot poor “ Tluinderbolt”
jblindl)' setting forth on the last trip he ever made !
pndoh, alas, for Jack and Jill, who willfully chose
Ibe wrong road and ended their fun for the winter !
N'o oiie knew how it happcned, but instead of
landing in the drift, or at the fence, there was a
fereal crash against the bars, a dreadful plunge off
Ik steep bank, a sudden scattering of girl, boy,
lled, fence, earth and snow, all al)out the toad,
|»0 cries, and then silence.

‘1knew they ’d do it!” and, standing on the
post where he had perchcd, Joe waved his anns
Nshouted: *“ .Smash-up! Smash-up! Run!
mu!" like a raven croaking over a battle-field
rhen the fight was done.

1 Down rushed bo>'s and girls ready to laugh or

Tias the case might be, for accidents will happen

" flic best regulated coasting-grounds. They
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found Jack sitting up looking about him with a
queer, dazed expression, while an ugly cut on the
forehead was bleeding in a way which sobered the
boys and frightened the girls half out of their
wits.

“ He ’s killed ! He ’s killed !” wailcd Suc, hid-
ing her face and beginning to cry.

“No, | 'm not. | 'll be all right when | get iny
brealh. Where ’s Jill?” asked Jack, stoutly,
though still too giddy to see straight.

The group about him opened, and his comrade
in misforiunc svas discovered lying quietly in the
snow with all the pretty color shocked out of her
face by the fall, and winking rapidly, as if half
stunned. But no wounds appeared, and when
asked ifshe was dead, she answered in a vague sort
of way;

“ | guess not. Is Jack hurt?”

“ Broken his head,” croaked Joe, stepping aside,
that she might beliold the fallen hero vainly trying
to look calm and cheerful with red drops running
down his cheek and a lump on his forehead.

Jill shut her eyes and waved the girls away, say-

ing, faintly:
“ Ncver mind me. Go and see to him.”
“Don’t! | 'm all right,” and Jack tried to get

up in order to prove that headers off a bank were
mere trilles to him; but at the first movemeiu of
the left leg he uttered a sharp cry of pain, and
would have fallen if Gus had not caught and gently
laid him down.

“ What isit, oid chap?” asked Frank, kneeling
besidehim, really alarmcd now, the hurts seeming
woi se than mere iDumps, winch were common affairs
ainong base-b.all players, and notworth muchnotice.

“ 1 lit on my head, but | guess | 've broken my
leg. Don’t frighten mother,” and Jack held fast
to Frank’s avm as he looked into the anxious face
bent over him; for, though the eider tyrannized
over ihe younger, the brothers loved one another
dearly.

“ Lift his head, Frank, while | tie my handker-
chief round to stop the bleeding,” said a quiet
voice as Ed Devlin laid a handful of soft snow on
the wound; and Jack’s face brightened as he
turnod to ihank the one big boy who never was
rougli with the small ones.

“ Bcttcr get him right lidme,” .adviscd Gus, who
stood by looking on, with his little sisters Laura
and Lotty clinging to him.

“ Take Jill, too, for it s my opinién she has
broken her back. She can'tstirone bit,” announced
Molly Loo, with adroll air of triuniph, as if rather
pleased than otherwise to have her patient hurt the
worse; for Jack’s wound was very effective, and
Molly had a taste for the tragic.

This cheerful statemcnt was greeted with a wail
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from Susaii aiid liowls from Boo, who liad earned
that fiame from the ease with wliich. on all occa-
sions, he could burst into a dismal roar without
shedding a tear, and stop as suddenly as he began.

“Oh, lam sosorry! Itwasmy fault; Ishouidn’t
llave let lier do it,” said Jack, distrcssfully.

“ It was all «ry fauit; 1 made him. |1fl’dbvoken
every lione | Ve got, it would serve me riglit. Don’t
help me, anybody; | ’ni a wicked thiiig, and |
deserve to lie hcre and frecse and siarve and die !'”
cricd Jiil, piling up punishmcnis in her remorseful
anguish of mind and body.

“ But wc want to help you, and we can settle
about blame by and by,” vvhispered Merry with a
kiss; for she adored dashing Jill, and never would
own that she did wrong.

“ Here come the wood-sleds just in time. |l

JILL. [DecnVRss,

“ Had a littie accident, have you? WocU, that’s
a pretty likely place for a spill. Tiied it once
myself and broke the bridge of niy iiose,” he said,
tapping that niassive featiire with a iaugh whicli
showed that fifty years of farming had not takcn
all the boy out of hira. “ Now then, let’s see
about this littie chore, and lively, too, for it ’s late
and tliese parties oughter be houscd,” he addcd,
throwing down his whip, piishiiig hack his cap, and
nodding at the wounded with a rc-assuring sinik.

“ Jill first, pieasc, sir,” said Ed, the geiitle squire
of dames, spreading his ovcrcoat on the slcd a
eagerly as ever Raleigli laid down his velvet cloak
fora qucen to walk upoii.

“ All right. Jest lay easy, my dear, and | wont
hiirt you a mite if I can help it.”
Careful as Mr. Graiit was, Jill could have

AFTEIl TIIK ACCIDENT

cut away and tell one of them to hiirry up.” And,
frceing himself from his sisters, Giis svent off al a
great pace, proving that the loiig legs carried a
sensible head as well as a kind heart.

As llie fii-st sied approached, an air of relief per-
vadcd tlie agitated party, for it was clriven by Mr,
Grant, a big, benevolent-looking farmer, who sur-
veyed the scene with the sympathetic intercst of a
man and a father.

scrcamed with pain as he lifted her; but shesetl
her lips and boro it with the courage of a lillkl
Indiaii; for all the lads were looking on, andlJill
was proud to show that a giri could bear as inucll
as a boy. She hid her face in the coat as suon aj|
she was settied, to hide the tears that would come|
and by the time Jack was placed beside her, shij
had quite a littie cistern of salt water stored u])ii|
Ed’s coat-pocket.
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v.ic giiia ciustennff about
themterestmg nvahdson the sled, while tL boys
carne beh.nd hke a guard of honor, leaving the
di dcsetted byall betjoe, who had returnfd to

hover about the fatal fence, and poor “ Thunder-
bolt, pl.t asunder, ly.ng on the bank to mark (he

spot where the great catastrophe occurred.

cH.4PTER Il

TWiGQ PUNITENTS.

. to say much about the
n,ght wluch foliowed the first coasting party of he
season, fon, was the saddest and the hardLt theft
sbo.-t hves had ever known. Jack suffcred most in
body, for he setting of the broken lcg was such
a painful job, that it wrung several sharp cries from
him, and made Frank-, who lielped, quite weak
and wh.tc with sympathy, when it was over. The
.cunded head ached dreadfuliy, and the poor boy

Uie nih b'}f‘\’)(lrlllftmg spoke cheerfullytgﬁmgrcsats%f
and made so light of Irroken legs, that Jack inno
cemly asked if he should not bé «p i a "eTk

Well, no; ‘t usually takcs twenty-one davs for

iV'IB’%\’X/a%ﬁ the doctor with a last scienti'fTi'zw:‘?ﬁglI
tothe larious bandagcs, which made Jack feel like
a hapless ciucken trussed for the spit

11s000m wliole weeks in bed '
Ishould nt calithat quick work,” g.oaned the dis-

AadoffwenVt'r 1"em'An
S ufnr n1 N«ther look at
dn fii€ Bifer case was attended to. h-h to rest
I Anyone would have thouglu Jack’ plight much

N doctor looked morcsLroSr

landrl, 'he boy’s compound fractures1

yi ~-Ir

JACK AND

JiLL.
93

ages her livelv fl °'™'sesand break-

8“ 88?1{ bg g(')odto me, Mam mlg//\rierfcig&gli?{%

JILL AND HSR MOTHIfR

go,and now he’s hurt dreadfuliy, and mav die ¢
N

slUedT -
Ster t7n “Naneighborleft the room
s™ T sN,errserrh”y
-S foundwhlteasaLet,S I| htd uSI

the pump, while Gus restored the toi™ of his
Amnds nerves, by pumpiag as if the house was on

“ Whist, my lass, and go to slcen T-,1-»
colf' "6i are"n
Janie so.”

“ 1 can’t go to slcep; 1 don’t seo how fack’s

biiied hp' 1 rb:rjTndtTel  ;:ir¢th
forthis, Seeiflaint!” anri Tin to pay
liifasJinr'- PAh-

unable ¢ con"! Z

>amb,” sighed her mothe?,
anxiety that lay so hcavy on her hcart.
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“ Am | hurt baclly, Mamniy ?”

“ 1feat it, lass.”

“ 1’m Wflirfofit; | ought tobe worse than Jack,
and | hope Iam. | ’ll bcar it well, and be good
right away. Sing, Mammy, and 1 11 try to gO to
sleep to please you.”

lili shut her eyes with sudden and unusual meek-
ne'ss, and bcforc her mother had crooned half a
dozen versesofan okl bailad, the httle black head
lay still upon the pillow, and repentant Jill was
fast aslcep with a red mitten in her hand.

Mis. Pecq was an Englishivoman who had
left Montreal at the dc-ath of her husband. a
French Canadian, and had come to hve m the tiny
cottage which stood near Mrs. Minot’s big house,
separatcd only by an arbor-vita hedge. A sad,
silent person, who had seen bctter days, but saicl
nolhing about them, and eamed her bread by sew-
ing, mirsing, work in the factory, or anything that
carne in her way, being anxious to educate her
little girl. Now, as she sat beside the lied m the
small, poor roora, thathope aimostdied withmher,
for here was the child laid up for months, probably,
and the one ambition and pleasure of the solitary
woman’s life w.ns to see Janie Pccq’s fiame over
all the high marks in the school-rcports she proudly
broughthome.

“ She’llwin through, please Hcaven, and J it
see my lass a gcntlewoman yet, thanks to the
good friend in yondcr, who will never lether wnnt
for care,” thoiight the poor soul, looking out into
the gloom where a long ray of Uglit streamed from
the gvcat house wann and comfortablc upon ihe
cottage, like tlic spirit of kindncss which made the
inmates friends and neighbors.

Meantime. that other mother sat by her boys
bcd as anxious but with better hope, for Mrs.
Minot made irouble sweet and helpful by the way
in which she bote it; and her boys were leavning
of her how to find silver linings to the clouds that
must come into the bluest skies.

Jack lay wide awake, with hot cheek, and ihrob-
bing head, and all soris of queer sensations in the
broken leg. The sootViing potion he liad taken
did not affcct him yet, and he tried to boguilc the
weary time Isy wondering who carne and went
below. Gecnie rings at the front door, and mys-
terious tappings at the back, had bcen going on all
the evcning, for the report of the accident had
ffvown astoifishingly in its travels, and at eignt
o’clock the general belief was that Jack had broken
both legs, fractured his skull, and lay at the point
of death, while Jill had dislocated one shoulder,
and was bruised black and blue from top to toe.
Such being the case, it is no wonder that anxious
playmates and neighbors haunted the door-steps
of the two houses, and that offem of help poured in.
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Frank, having tied up the bcll and put a notice
in the lighted side-window, saying, “ Go to the
back door,” sat in the pavlor, supportcd by liis
chum Gus, while Ed played sofily on the piano,
hoping to lull Jack to sleep. It did soothe him,
for a very sweet friendship existed belween the tall
youth and the lad of thirteen. Ed went with the
bi" fellows, but always had a kind word fot ihe
smallerboys; and affectionate Jack, never ashamed
to show his love, was often seen with liis arm round
Ed’s shoulder, as they sat togethcr in the pleasmit
red parlors, where all the young pcople were wel-
come and Frank was king.

“1s the pain any easier, my darhng. asked
Mrs. Minot, leaning over the pillow, where the
golden head lay quiet for a momeni.

“ Notmnch. | forget it listening to the music.
Dear oid Ed is playing all my favorito tunes, and il
is very nice. | guess he feels pretty soiry about

N

They all do. Frank could not lalk ofit. Gus
would n’t go home to tea, he was so anxious to do
something for us, Joe brought back the bits o
your poor sled, because he did n’t like to leave
ihem lying round for any one to carry off, he
said, and you might like them to remembcr your
fallby.”

Jack tried to laugh, but it was rather a faiUire,
though he managed to say, cheerfully;

“ That was good of oid Joe. 1 would n’t lend
him ‘Thimderbolt’ for fcar he'd hurtit, Couldnt
have smashed it up better than | did, could he
Don’t think | want any pieces to remindmeof/M
fall 1 just wish you ’d seen us, mother! It rana
have bcen a splendid spitl,—to look at, any way-

“ No, thank you; 1°d rather not even try to
imagine my precious boy going heels over head
down that dreadful hill- No more pranks of tha
sort for some time, Jacky,” and Mrs. Minot looked
rather pleased on the ivhole to have her venture-
some bird safe under her maternal wing.

“ No coasling till some time in Janiiary.
What a fool | was to do it1 Go-bangs always M
dangerous, and that ’s the fun of the tinng.
dear ! i . ] a

Jack thrcw his arms aloout and frowned dariciy,
but never said a word of the willful little

who had led him into mischief; he was too muchcH
a genileman to tell on a girl, though it cost hro
an effoit to hold his tongue, because Mamroas
eood opinién was very precious to him, and ht
longed to explain. She knew all about it, howem]j
for Till had been carried into the house
herself for the mishap, and even in the mulsl
her own anxiety for her boy, Mrs- Minot undeH
stood the State of the case without more words. s«|
she now set his mind at rest by saying, quietly:

oM
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“ Foolish fun, as you see, dear. Another time,
stand firm and hcip Jill to control her headstrong
will. ' When you learn to yield less and she more,
theve will be no scrapes like this to try us all.”

“1 11 reinember, mother. | hate not to be
obliging, but | gucss it would have saved us lots of
trouble if 1 ’d said No in the beginning. | tried
to, but she would go. Poor Jill! I ’il take better
care of her next time. Is she very ill, Mamma?”

“1 can tell you better to-morrow. She docs
not suffer niuch, and we hope there is no grcat
harm done.”

“ 1 wish she had a nice place like this to be sick
in. It inust be very poky in those littie rooms,”
said Jack, as his eye roved round the large chain-
ber whcre he lay so coty, warm and pleasant, with
tlie gay chintz curtains draping doors and svindows,
the rosy carpet, comfonable chairs, and a fire glow-
ing in the grate.

“ 1 shall see that she suffers for nothing, so
don’t trouble your kind heart about her to-night,
but try to sleep; that’s what you need,” answer-
ed his mother, wetting the bandage on his fore-
head, and putting a cool hand on the flushed
chcoks.

Jack obediently closed his eyes and listened
while the boys sang “ The Sweet By and By,”
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softcning their rough young voices for his sake till
the music was as soft as a lullaby. He lay so still
his mother thought he was off, but prescntly a tear
slipped out and rolled down the red cheek, wetting
her hand as it passed.

“ My blesseci boy, what is it?” she whispered,
with a touch and a tone that only mothers have.

The blue eyes opened wide, and Jack’s own sun-
sliiny smile broke through the tears that filled
them as he said with a sniff:

“ Everybody is so good to me | can’t help mak-
ing a noodle of myself.”

“ You are not a noodle !” cried Mamma, resent-
ing the epithet. “ One of the sweet things about
pain and sorrow is that they show us how well we
are loved, how much kindness there is in the woi ld,
and how easily we can make others happy in the
same way when they need help and sympathy.
Don’t forgct that, littie son.”

“ Don’t see how | can, with you to show me how
nice it is. Kiss me good-night, and then ‘I ’ll be
good,’ as Jill says.”

Nestling his head upon his mother’s arm, Jack
lay quiet tiil, lullcd by the music of his mates, he
drowsed away into the dreamless sleep which is
Niirse Nature’s healthiest soothing sirup for weary
souls and bodies.

(To ¢econUmted)

WISH | knew my letters well.
So | might learn to read and spell
I ’d fiad them on my pretty card,
1f they were not so very hard.

Now S is crooked—don’t you see ?
And G is making mouths at me.
And O is something like a ball,—
It has n’t any end at all.

And all the rest are—my ! so queer !
Tliey look like crooked sticks—oh dear!
Ma countcd six, and twenty more ;
What do they have so many for ?
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By F.

Every 1l)ird, insect and flower, within a liundred
miles, had been talking about it all summer. The
leaves were so excited that they could n’t stand
still, and even the cross oid crows, who do nothing
but scold, had promised their young ones, that if
they would be very good littie crows for a whole
month, they should be taken to see the race.

“Yes” said one wily oid owl to the other, as
they retirted for the day; “ yes, | heard one of the
District Telegraph mice say that the Wind was
going to be umpire.”

“ Humph,” returned the other, “the Wind! they
just choose hira because lie blows so much. | tell
you, my dear, if you want to make a stir in the
world, all you have to do is to get on the right
side of the Wind; he ’ll make you fiy, I can tell
you.”

“ That is just the reason they make him
umpire,” replied the first; “ he will urge on the
laggards, they say, and keep things in general

GREAT RACE.
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disorder, which you know is the niost important
thing in the whole race; and, for my part, | greatly
approve their taste in choosing him.”

“ Well, if you think so, | 've nothing more to
say; but if | geta chance, | shall tell them what 1|
think of him.”

With that she flounced off, leaving her com-

panion to wonder over the pcculiarities of fovl
nature, as she retired to her nest in an oid well;
where the moon made faces at her over the brink.

The race was to be between the Leaves. Every
tree in the forest sent a delegate, and it was wliis-
pcred by a gossiping young squirrel that the rivalry
in costume would be something perfectly wonder-
ful.

“ Oid Oak’s daughter,” he said, “ who has been
dancing and flirting all summer, is to appear in an
elegant maroon dress just from Robin Redbreast’;
and all liecause Monsieur Jack Frost says, maroon
is going to be fashionable this winter. Butitis
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absurd of her
to try, for, of
course, she ’ll
never win the
racel!”

At last, the
day arrived,
and afiner day

for a race had never been
seen. Monsieur Frost had
been out that morn-
ing, talking about
fashions, to such an extent, that every
body’s cheeks were very red, and soine
had cven blushcd up to their noses. |
buppose it was because their clothes
were not in the latest style; I’'m sure |
don’l know any other reason. *

Oid Wind was up bright and early, too, and
making such a noise and confusién in sweeping off
ihe course, that no one could lielp knowing he was
going to lje uinpire.

The crowd began to assemble long before the
race ljegan, and, when the time arrived, the grand

stand was so packed that some of the nobility were
obliged to have toad-stools set in the aislé for
them. These being too hard for many of the
lidies (who still insisted upon staying), the mana-
ger, Mr. Fall Season, ordered several of the Dis-
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trict Telegraph mice to lie down as
seats; they proved very soft, and the
ladies, now being comfortable, began
to talk with
their friends.
“ Dear me,”
said Lady Dai-
sy tothestylish
Lord Rabbit, who sat next
to her, “ do look at that
snobbish young Maple!
I can tell, by the conceited
way in which he leans
against that cobweb, that
he thinks he is going to
win the race. | hear he is a great trial to his
paients, with his extravagant habits; just see his
green whnistcoat and yellow knee-breeches; | 'm
thankful my sons dress piainly !”
“Oh, he ’s young yet, he ’s
young yet,” said Lord Rabbit, as
he smoothcd down his soft fur waist-
coat and thought of his own silly
youth.
“ Now, there’s his cousin, young
Ash,” said Lady Daisy, “ with a
new suit of crimson and browii. | fully ap-
prove of him, as they say his father is a million-
aire.”

Lord Rabbit was j'ust going to reply, when the
bluc-bell sounded the signal to start, and the race
begaii.

And what a race it was 1

Helter-skelter, away they went! over and over!
leaping high into the air, then falling low into the
dust, until oid Wind, getting vcry excited, jumped

up, and, shoiiting that he was umpire no longer,
rushed after them.
They reached the goal, but could not stop, for
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ofid Wind was behind theni, and the Trees, and
the Birds, and the very Air, shouted:

“He smad! he smad!!”

» . » » * *

Little Ted Williams sat on a flower-pot, raaking
a jolly intid-pie, when he chanced to look up, and
lo! in the distance he saw a great hcap of Leaves
blown by the Wind. As they passed him he caught
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the foremost of them,—a deep-red oak-leaf,—and
put it in his hat. His mother said the color of it
was inaroon, the fashionable shadc this winter;
but nobody heurd the Birds and the Flowers saj
to a little gray squirrel, who «as sitting on tlie
rail fence:

“ Oid Oak’s daughter won the race, after aL
Just let your cousin know, will you ?”

FABLES.

By Howaru Pyle.

“a fERSON of CONSBQUENCE, CARKFUU.Y FED AND ATTENDED TO."

The Pig and the Rat.

A PIG, so fat that it could liardly move, once
lolling indolently in its sty, saw a poor, half-starved
rat, that, with mucb timid aiertncss, stole from its
hiding-place, and after seizing one of the many
grains of corn that lay scattered around, quickiy
escaped with his prize, and with very much the air
of a beggarwho had asked for something to eat,
and had then run away, ashamed to be seen.

“ You poor creature,” grunted the pig, “ what
a life you lead; halfstarved and half frozent Be-
hold me now ! Here | am,—a person of conse-
quence, carefully fed and attended to, with every
moming fresh, sweet sttaw thrown to me to make
my bed soft and warm. As for you, poor creat-

ure, it is only at the risk ofyour life, byconstanll
labor and struggles with your fellow-creatures. andi
even by beggary, to speak of noching worsc, ttol
you can contrive to live at all.”

“ Please to recollect,” said the rat, as he pausedj
for a moment at the mouth of his hole, “ whml
you hcap your pity upon me, that you recentl
favors and benefits not on account of the love youri
master bears you, fior on account of your ond
worthiness, but because of the use which he inl
tends making of you, when he has fattened you upi
to his liking. As for me, | do not live in constmll
fear of the butcher’s knife, and | think it is likelvj
that | shafi keep my place in the world, poorasj
it is, much longer than you will keep yours.”
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The Lazy Chimney.

A CHIMNEY, feeling proud of the important posi-
tion it held, refused to perform its ditty.

“Hcre am 1,” it said, proudiy, “ an important
and indispensable portion of this house to which |
bclong. Shall I, then, important as | am, con-

tinué to carry off tlie foul sinoke, that even the very
logs in the fire-place refuse to retain ? Neverl”
Accordingly, the following day, instead of catrying
off the smoke as usual, it sent it disdainfully into
the house, nearly strangling the family within.

The master of the house soon perceiving whcre
the fault jay, thus addrcssed the chimney:

“ Since you refuse to fulfill the office that is
required of you, and as you are ncither an object
of beaiity fior an adornment to the house, you will
soon discovcr that a useless object has no place
in this world.” Then calling his servants together,
they soon demolished the chimney, and in its
stcad erccted one ihat was more willing to per-
form a chimney's duty.

The Sapling and the Sycamore.

lo protect itself from
its existence,

the
had

A tender sapling,
various penis attendant upon
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glown ciosely to the trunk of a large and powerful
sycamore, finding there security from danger.

One day, however, a terrible storm ardse, and
the sycamore, in spite of its struggles, was hurled
prostrate upon the earlh. In its fall it not only
crushed the sapling beneath its huge bulk, but tore
iis very roots from the earth where it grew.

“ Alas!” said the dying sapling, “ how foolish
it is to place utter dependence upon the strength
ofanother!”

The Wind and the Man.

The wind obscrved with amusement the vast
labor with which a man built himselfa house.

“ Ho !'ho !” waved the wind, as it dashed down
upon the laborar, “ do you expect that puny edifice
to protect you from the elementsf Behold! 1 with
a breath can destroy it.”

Hcreupon, accumulating the utmost amount of
jiis powor, it dashed down upon the house with a
roar, and iitterly demolished it.

“Itis easy for you to criticise, and not very
difficult for you to destroy my unfinishcd work,"
said the man, standing sadly in the inidst of his
ruined cabin, “ but, now that you have tbrown
it to the carth, can you ereet a better?”

THE PAGE.

{A Storyo/aLcngAgo Chra/mas.)

By Martha C. HO've.

In leathern volume, oid and quaint,
I read, one Christmas-tide,

Stories of lady and knight and saint
Who loved and sufforcd and died ;

But one of a simple and noble child
Was sweeter than all beside;—

A littie page in castlc hall
Fair-faccd, with goldcn hair,

Who waited his lady’s lightest cali
And stood at the baron’s chair;

Or sang, with silvery voice and sweet,
And clianted the evening praycr.

And life, in the castie, was bright and gay
With chase and feast and dance,

One hundred good knights held courtly play.
And tilted with gleaming lance,—

When tidings carne of invadiiig foes,
And war with haughty France.

Then rodé the knights from the castie gate
In glitter of martial pride,

Ready to meet the warrior’s fate
Or stand at the victor’s side;

And \vithin the walls, save page and serf
There were none, to shield or guide.

In the lady’s bower was heard no song,
All hcarts were chill with dread;

Tlie weary days, how sad and long !
Laughter and light were fled.

And when they chanted the evening praycr
They were thinking of their dead.

Darker and deeper grew their woe
As Christmas-eve drew near;

For the baron’s fiercest, deadliest foe,
With many a flashing spear.

Rodé up and clattered the castle gate
With inocking words of cheer.
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“ Good thirty men behind me ride,
The bravest in the land;
I come to break your baron's pride,
And offer a mailéd hand.
Will ye be crushed in its iron grasp?
Or tamcd to my conimand?

Ye are but women few and lorn ;
Your ’frighted menials flee ;—

Ho, lady ! vain thy lofty scorn.
Bring down the castle key !

Come down and plead for Icave to live,—
Upon thy bcnded knee !”

Then stood she up before them all,
That lady brave and true:

So ye besiege defenseless wall.
And war with women few ?

1 will not yield my castle key,
Cowards, whate’er ye do 1”

The knight laughed loud in bitter bate
“ Fine words, ray lady bold;

To-night, before thy castle gate,
We feast and revel hold.

When the matin bells of Christmas chime
Know that thy doom is tolled.”

That night, within the lofty hall,
Fair faces blanched with feat:

Must wc in vain for mercy cali!
Is there no succor near?”

What prayers rose up that dreary night
Broken with sob and tear!

In the coid gray light of Christmas morn,
They wait the summons grim ------

W hat music on the air is borne,
Thrilling the silence dim?

It is the voice of the little page,
Singing a Christmas hymn 1

O Christ, upon whose natal morn
Rejoicing angcls sang,

When o’er the blue Juda;an hills
Their hcavenly anthems rang!

O Christ, to wliora with gifts from far
Carne shepherd, sage and king,—
Our choicest gifts on this glad morn,

Our hearts, we htimbly bring!

AND THE [I'AGE.
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* Grant us to follow Thee in love,
Nor from Thy path to stray,
Tliy blesséd feet have gone before

And glorified ibc way.

We join the angel choirs that sing
This happy morn again,

Glory to God the l.ord most High,
Good-svill and peace to men !’”

There were no faltering tones of fear
In all that joyous song;—

The childish voice rang loud and clear
The vaulted halls along,

And tremljling ones who heard the strain
Grew comforted and strong.

But soon below the castle wall
Pealed out a tiuinpet blasc,

And hoarsely rose Sir Ronald’s cali:
“ Thine hour hath come, at last!

Now yield me up thy castle key;
The respite-time is past!”

The cruel words still filled the air
When, with a valiant grace,

The little page sped down the stair
The dreadcd foe to face.

The castle key gleamed in his belt
As on he went apace.

Great shouts of taunting mockcry carne
From the arméd band below.

Ha! fallen house and haughty dame !
End all your glories so0?”

But Ronalcl slirank before the child.
As from a suddeu blow;

Then sternly spake: “ There is no time
For quip or parley now;

The matin bells have ceased to chime,
And Ronald keeps his vow!

Go tell tliy haughty lady there
Her dooméd head to bow.”

My lord,”—the voice was low and clear,-
“ One word lo thee | bring;

Not from a woman white with fcar,
But from the Heavenly King,—

A message which thou well mayst hear
Before thou do this thing!
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But if the holy Christmas hour
Brings no kind thought to thee,
My littie life is in thy powcr,

AND THE PAGE.
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Set but my lady free,
And | will liless thee e’en for death,
Nor ask for libertv;

101
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‘Do ivith me as thou wilt, my lord,—
Here is the castle key,—

Yet give me fiist thy knightly word
To set my lady froe |

Our King haih given rae this trust;
Spend all thy wrath on me.”

The knight bowcd low his haughty head
Upon his mailéd hand;

He who before a foe ne’ev fled.
Nor failed in fight to stand,

Sat faint and white before them all,
Unanswcring and uiimannecll

Slowly stretched forth a kindly arm,
The voice grew low and mild;
E’en hate could find no power to harm

STAR. [D keemger

The faithful, dauntless child.
‘ Live on, my boy, to sing again
Thy praises undcfiled I

He stood before the wondering boy,
And raised the massive key:

‘1 give thee Christmas cheer and joy,
Life for thy friends and thee!

The lady hath her liberty,
Thy hand hath set her free!”

The maidens cowcring in the hall
Hear a loud trumpet blare,

And thirty horsemen from the wall
Ride off in order fair.

The little page with the castle key
Comes slowly up the stair.

That night, at chime of vcsper bell,
Pealed forth an anthem cholee;
But far above the organ’s swell
Rang out a childish voice:
* My soul shall magnify the Lord,
My hcart in him rejoice !'”

THB CHRISTMAS STAR
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BUDSY. THE GIANT,
By J. W. De Forest.

Although Tilomas Feathercap was only fifteen
yearsold, he felt snre that the captain would not
daré to sail without him, because his fathcr Mr
Ezra Feathercap. of Salem, was owncr of theship’
So while the sailors were filliug the punchcons
wti. sweet water from the spring, he shouldered
his Winchester rifle and wandered aiong the shore
of the unknown island, or continent, or whatever
it might be, at which the vessel had siopped.

It was a particularly strange and uninhabitable-
lookmg country. As Thomas afterward expressed
i, cicrything was very scattered and very iaree
and very unhandy. There were trees which had

, just the shape and style of alder-bushcs, but which
were a foot in diameter and ten feet apart and forty
| feet high. There were flint bowlders, as round
1and aimost as smooth as our sea-side pebbles yet
as big as m.Hstones or as haystacks. Thomas
found tic Shell of a dead horsefish, ex.ictly like the
horsefishes which he had seen on the Essex beaches
but argc enough for a tall man to lie down in ai
fon length. A httle back from the sea he saw a
gbnng precip.ce, or bluff, which hid all the iniand
rcgions, and yet strangely resembicd a common
viutcwashed fence.  Notwithstanding his spirits
and the fifteen shots in his rifle, Thomas began to

ifthh'an unhandiness

it horsefish was n’t alive,” he said.
I «<ne™ | d better be getting back, before any
more of cin come ashore. 1 don’t want to be
| satén by a horsefish.”

lintjust then he carne upon a still more surpris-
I ngimd alarmmg sight, It was a series of human
fooipnnts m the sand, each one of them nearly as
I ongns himsclf. Thomas perceiveri at once that

jand should make a grab at him, it wot.ld be a very
I>nccual tusslc.  Figluing a lion, or a grizzly bear
leven must be light and trifling employment CZ’

Jfoc feet from heel to toe. Tommy was tremen-
| ously scared; he forgot that he had a rifle and

|» ,1e™ar

ine M T f ® oeighbor-
“born-if ° tree-iike bushcs, and then
bian. i monstrous and ponderotis

BAi'ininmng toward him. He was about thirty

IhonH three Kards across the
shoulders, and must have weighed many tons
miv f i have been
coidd! American eagle

cotdd have perched on bis little finger like a canafy-
bnd. But big and dreadful as lie looked, he
seemed to be very clumsy, for he ran with uncer-
tain, tottermg steps, and presently he went slam-
bang on his face, k.cking his great fat legs over his
hke a whole drove of pigs.
momh [ f'Z the sand out of his
mouth and slowly getting on aII fours as if to rise
liulfoil »'h Feathercap preparcd to defend
liunself. He was not so frightened but that he
could cock h.s rifle and face his enemv. Mean-
TZ TN\ ti'C surprising shape and
dress of the giant, and wondered if giants in gen-
eral had such figures and costumes This far-
t.cular giant wore a velvet cap and long feather -
also a blue frock, which looked as if he had out-
grown it, and which stuck out funnily in the short
sk.rt; underneath this, cotton drawers edged ivith
ffills all quite visible to a person who stood so
much below h.m as did Tommy; chcckcred stock-
ings, which only partially covered his tremendous

atiie S stubbed
His face, five or six feet across, was as round as
il A . it as a
' "'as very mikl and some-

rl
‘hat troubled. His i.nder lip stuck out, in a

reinulous way, and there ivas a tear as big as a
1ns eggon his monstrous, quivering cheek He
looked as if he had hurt himself in falling, and
could hardly keep down a whimper. If he had
bcen only three feet high, instead of about thirty
he would have been ridiculous or pitiable, and
Thomas 'vould probably have laughed at him, or
offcred to briish off his jacket.

As it was, he was pretty dreadful. Suppose he
should mercly fall down again, and smash a fellow
as thm as bloiting-papcr? Thomas realized that

he must keep the monster at a distance. He

bawled as loudiy as he coi.ld : “ Hold up there 1
r 1

You stand off, will you ?”

The giant appeared to hear him, but not to seo
him. He opened his enormous rose-bud mouth,
mid turnud his huge blue eyes in every direction.
He looked out to sea, and then up and down the
shore, and then straight into the sky, meanwhile
tnrning slowly round 011 his jminense trotters
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After he liad staied about in this childish, drooling
way for half a minute, he resumed his queer, tod-
dling march toward the beach. He was within fifty
yards of Toinmy, and likely to trample him down
in a few more seconds, when the latter fircd a shot
at him, just by way of a caution. The ball struck

THE
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Now at last the giant saw him. He stopped cry-
ing all at once, and stared at him with a mouth as
round as a cart-wheel. Then he started back in
such haste that he fell down again, this time in a
holpless sitting position, kicking his great pluinp
feet about at a furious rate, like a child in a friglii.

AT LAST, THE BABV OIANT SAW HIM

one of his spacious knees, and buried itself in a
great dimple. The effect was tremendous. The
giant uttercd a cry as loud as the whistle of &
steam-engine, and began to rub his knee with his
ponderous chubby hand, ineanwhile looking at it
with a face full of anguish.

“Well, | told you to stand off!” shoutcd
Tonimy, getting his rifle into position again.
“ i Tl give you anothcr one ifthat is n’t enough.”

After a while, finding that he was not hurt, he
slowly got on his legs once more, and stood staring
at Tommy. W hatwith the tears on hisbig cheeks,
and his monstrous mouth wide open, and his ex
ptession of timorous wonder, and his very prodig-
ious size, it was hard to say whether he was nosi
funny or dreadful.

“ Don’t you stcpon me !” yelled Tommy, atthc,
top of his voice, and rctreating a few paces.
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“| aint a do-in to,” replied the giant. And And he fired another shot right past the aston-
then he began to rub his knee and scream again, ished monster’s ear.

liiough soinewhat more composedly than before. The giant looked all about him with his mouth

‘il SALI FALL,” HB WHIMPEb'eD. *CATCH M E!"" [SEE PACE 106.J

, ANO“AN” BiskedTommy, open, and then looked at Tommy, and then
contempt. laughed. “ Was that you popped?” he asked.
bee ’tung me,” said the whimpering giant. “ Yes,” said Tommy, hoping to scare him, and
twasn’t a bee,” explained Tommy, smiling to so keep his great feet at a safe distance.
| imself. “ Lookhere,—ril show you what it was.” “ Pop it adain,” grinned the giant.
VOL. VII.—8.
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Tommy fired one more shot ciése lo the other car
of the child-mountain, which so delighted him that
he jumped up and down and laughed with a mighty
noise. Indeed, he seemed to be a very playful
monster, for the next minute, catcliing sight of the
ten-foot horsefish, he made a run forit, sehcd it by
the tail and flung it several rods out to,sea, scattcr-
ing pailfuls of water and wet sand all about him.

“ Goodness !” niuttered Tommy. “ What ifhe
should give me such a send-off os that!”

He resolved not to plague the giant, and also lo
keep his rifie cocked.

“ What ’s your iame ?” he asked.

“ Budsy,” answered the child-mountain.

“ Oh, that’s it, is it?” said Tommy. *“ Well,
Budsy, if you ’ll keep out from under my feet, and
look where you step yourself, we ’ll get along first
rate. Where do you live?”

Budsy pointed indefinitely inland, and then
abruptly set off on a run toward the forcst of
gigantic alders, as if he had forgotten something
there. When he re-appeared, he was pushing be;
fore him a prodigious vehicle, at least as high »
an ordinary house, and which had much the lo”
of a baby-wagon.

“ It s my ’ittle sister,” he said, pointing inside
withagrin. “ She’s a girl-baby.” j

“ Isshe!” stared Thomas, quite cohfounded at
the idea of a giant girl-baby, a thlng which he had
nei'er thought of before.

“ 1’1l show 00,” said Budsy, and proceeded to
fuinble inside the carriage, at a fearful lieighc from
the ground. Presehtly he lugged out the most
colossal infant that Thomas had ever seen, even
in a nightmare. It was aboutas big as an elephant,
and must have been at least as heavy. Its great
dimpled face was so fat and tranquil, and its largc
blue eyes were so innocent,. tliat Thomas rathcr
admired it, though it was twenty feet above his
head.

“ Look here, you ’d better be careful,” he said.
“ Ifyou drop it all that distance, it ’ll hurt it.”

The giant set the huge baby down on a sand-
hill, and held its broad back with his thick hand,
so that it could sit up. He seemed to be very
fond and proud of his juvenile relative.

“ Do 00 want to kiss it?!” he asked.

“ | guess not to-day,” said Thomas. “ You
bring it here to-morrow about this time, and
1 ’ll come round and see what | can do. You just

tell me where you Uve.”

Budsy hastily put the girl-baby back into the
wagén, and covered it up with forty or fifty squaie
yards of blankct.

“ Come and see my papa’s house,” he said.

“Just as lieve,” answered Tommy, who had
begun to take kindly to the hannless monster, and
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who, moreover, felt curioiis to know what a giant’s
house was like. So, leaving the tremendous infant
to go to sleep again, they trudged inland toward
the white precipice already mentioned, the child-
mountain a long distance ahead, and gaining a
fathom at every step.

“ Can 00 dit over dis fence?” a;kcd Budsy.

Tommy looked up at the precipice, and saw that
it was indeed a fence, built out of boards a foot
thick and ten or twelve feet wide, the whole dauljtd
with great lumps of whitewash.

“No!” he replied. “ It ’s more’n forty feet
high.”

The giant grinned. He evidently felt supc’ior
to Tommy, and was very proud of the superiori:y.

“ 1can dit over it,” he said.

Then he proceeded to cliinb, taking hold of ilie
top oi the fence with his chubby hands, and siiek-
ing his fat right foot into a knot-hole as large as a
cart-wheel, ahd finally getting his left Icg over. By
this time h”™ was red in the face, and piiffed rnd
gasped like a porpoise. Moreover, one of his sccks
caught in a nail about a yard long, so that he could
make- no further advance. Tlicre he stuck and
strugglcd. It was a really dreadful spectacle. His
broad countenance assumed an anxious expressiun,
which rapidly changed to terror.

“ | sali fall,” he whimpcred. “ Catch me.”

Tommy, on his part, was almost cqually scaicd.
What if the- child-mountain s/wu/ii tumblc and
break his.corpulent neck ? “ Then they ’d thiuk |
killed him,” he said, forgctting how small he «.s.
“ They 'd have me up for murder.”

Meantime, the giant scratched and kicked with
the strength of four elephants, but so stiipidly .ind
clumsily that it seemed as if there were no hop'-for
him.

“ Hold on tight, you little goose!” scieaincd
Tommy. “ Jerk your lcg.”

Budsy did just as he was told, and finally gol
loose, and with 4ifficulty carne down on his feci.

“ Did you hlivt yourself?” asked Tommy, tom-
passionately.

The giant did n't say anything, but he liftcd up
the skirt of his frock and looked piteously at his
kneeii There was a scratch as long as a lioe
liahdle.

“ Oh, never mind said Tommy. “ l'on't
boohoo ; | *ve been scratdhed worse 'n that rnany
atime."

Budsy seemed much comforted by this informa,
tion, and merely wiped and rubbed his knee, wilh-
out crying.

“You ’d better be more careful of yoursell,
Budsy,” continued Tommy. “ You ’ll get a bad
tumble some day, if you don’t keep off these
fences. Don’t stop to stare at your scratch. Let's



i8») BUDSY,

go down to tile shore an' wash it, Salt water %
| for sores.”

“Is it?” said Budsy; and off he went on his
queer, toddling trot, leaving Tommy far behind
him.  But on the way he stopped at the baby-
wagon, and commeiiced to fumble in the lower
partof it, meanwhile taiking baby-talk to his “ ittle
sister.” When Tommy overtook him, he had got
out a toy boat about twelve feet long, and held it
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the ship working out of the bay and heading for
the opcn sea, while a giant, who must have been
two or three times as big as Budsy, was vainly en-
deavoiing to catch it by wading. The ship was in
ful! sail before a brisk wind.

For half a minute our brave Yankee boy was
quite paralyzcd with grief and despair. Then it
occurred to him that there was just one means of
escaping, and that he must try it without a mo-

THE BAUy GIANr IN CRIET

Itip in hoth his hands, looking with a grin at the
|sails ijcliying in the wind.

“1dot a boat,” be said.

“1That’s sloop-rigged,” observed Tommy. “I

ari work that kind.  Let ’s see it sail.”

“ Derc ’s anoder boat,” added Budsy, looking off
jtothe left and giggling with delight.

Tommy looked also, and to his horror beheld

ment's delay. He ran after his overgrown piay-
mate, who by this time was squatting on the edge
of the shore, cvidently with the purpose of launch-

ing his boat.
“Hold on, Budsy 1” he scvcamod. “ Don’t shove
her out yet. Let me see.”

“ Do 00 want to dic in ?” asked the simpk giant,
not in the leasC suspecting Tommy’s intentions.
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“ Yes,” replied Tommy, overjoyed. “ Let me
sail her for you. | know how to work boats.”

The sloop was already in the water, her stern
held fast between Budsy's thumb and fingcr, and
her bows pointing towa'rd the open sea. Tommy
never minded wetting himself, but dashed knee-
deep through the ripples and clarabered aboard.
Then, to his great disgust, he saw that there was a
rope fast to the taffrail, and that the babyg.ant
held the other end of the rope in his hand, evi-
dently for the purpose of kecping his boat from
going to sea. Of course he proposed to cut it, but
Budsy shook his big head, and said :

“ No, 1 sallloss it.” ,

“ Oh cutit!” bcgged Tommy, with tears m his
eyes. “ You cut it, and see what ’ll happen. |
can sail boats like anything.”

He really felt ashamed of himself, however, as
he thought of what he meant to do, and looked
up in Budsy's great fat face, and noted its sim-
ple, innoccnt expression, mixed with anxiety.

“ | haint dot no knife,” explained the boy giant.

“ Well, break it then,” ordered Tommy.

So Budsy broke the rope with his fingers, giving
the boat an awful shake in the effort, and sending
Tommy flat on his face. Then, giggimg at his
success, he put his wet thumb against the stern.
and shoved the littie vessel into deep water.

“ Look out!” roared Tommy, who had nearly
rolled overboard that ’s all right,” he added,

JINGLE.
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as he seized the tiller and gave it a turn. In
another minute the wind caught the clumsy mam.
sail, and the boat began to fly through the foamy
surges. Tommy saw his father’s sliip standing
along the shore, not more than a mile away, and
felt sure that he would now get dear of the land of
the giants. ,

“ Good-byc, Budsy!” he callcd. “ Dont cry,
oid fcllow. 1 ’ll scnd your boat back to you.”

But Budsy did cry. He seemed to rcalize all at
once that his playfellow and plaything were leavmg
him, and he set up such a roar of grief that
Tommv’s heart fairly ached to hcar it. Moreover.
he waded knee-deep into the water, holdmg up his
frock with one hand, and pointing wiih the other
after his boat, while tears swashcd down his red
cheeks and splashcd into the ocean.

Well, Tommy at last reached the ship in safety,
and then started the giant’s boat back to him. The
last seen of it was that Budsy had got it m his arms
and was toddling back to the baby-wagon with it
his great big tears, let us hope, all dned.

Such was the adventure of Thomas Featheica])
in Giant Land. It was of great use to him in the
struegles and tridis of his after life. Whenever he
met a trouble of more than ordinary magmtude,
and it seemed to him that his strength must faiUi
the bare sigln of it, he would say to himself,
“Well, | bave learned by expenence that sorae
1fiants are babies, and can be handled.”

ONSIDER, now, a painter-man who thought himself divine,-
Correggio Delmonico del Michacl Angeline;

“ Fine portrait-painting done within,” was pr.nted on his s.gn,
And all around his studio his works hung iii a line.

When he painted littie boys, he said:

“ How plainly | can see,

I am such a mighty lion that they ’re afraid of me

And when he painted littie girls,-“ Dear httle th.nés .

sa.d he,

“ They ’re shy because | awe them with my grace and dtgnity,

“ T is wonderful,” he oft remarked,

“ the colors that | know;

The sky is grcen, the grass is red, and blue the roses blow,
And yet the peopie look amazed whene’er |
And Lem to think that higher yet an artist ought to go !

Well, it was strange, it carne to pass that men took down the sign;
For never one would take away, for pay, his pictures fine.

And that is all 1 know of one who thought himself divine,
Correggio Delmonico del Michael Angeline.
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BV J. T. TROWBRtDGE.

When the Spaniarcls, unclcr tlie famous Cortés,
carne to México in 5519, they found the countpj'
inhabited by a people vcry different from our
North-American Indians.

Tlicy had cities, palaces and temples, which
asionished the Europeans by their riches and mag-
nificence; and they were governed by monarchs
wlio lived in Oriental luxury. In some of the arts
of dvilization they excelled the Spaniards thcm-
selres. They had a knowledge of astronomy, and
Cortés found their roethod of reckoning time—
making ailowance for the fvaction of a day over the
lhree hundred and sixty-five days in cach year—
moro exact tlian the Christian calendar. They
bad vast farm-lands watered by artificial raeans;
and their beautiful gardens gave Europe a lesson
in harticulture.  On the lakes about the city of
México were floating gardens, forined of rafts
IcoYered with rich mud from the lake bottnm, and
glowing with the luxuriant fiowers and fruits of the
Ircpics,—the wonder of the Spaniards.

They were skilled in the arts of war, as well as
in those of peace. They had bows and arrows, and
llances, and other wcapons; and their generéis
; knew something of stratagcm, and of the wielding
lofgreat armies. But they knew nothing of powdcr
or guns, and they had no horscs. So, when the
Spaniards carne with their loud-roaring artillery
land niusketry, and mounted men who seemed a
part of the strange beasts they managed, the
naiives, tliough they fought clesperatcly for a while,
gave nay at last, and we have the romantic story
of a numerous and powerful people conquered by
lamere handful of Spanish tvoops 1

Tlie most enlightcned of all the tribes then in-
lhabniiig the country were the Tczcucans. Tez-
lcuco, the capital of their coimtry, was on the
eastern side of the lake of Jczcuco, near the west-
lemside of which was México, the capital of the
Irenowned Aztec emperor, Montezuma, The Tez-
Icucans and the Aztecs were confedérales in war;
land, if Icft to themselves, they would probably
Ilhave become one nation, in the course of time
hstending their sway over all the races of North
IAmehca. But the swcliing wave of nativo civiliza-
jtion was inet by a mightier wave from the Oid
jIVorld. and the spirit and power of these cxtraor-
jdinary people sank, never to rise again. In the
|sad and broken-spirited Mexican Indians of to-day,
|one fails to reeognize the children of the warlikc and

industrious trilnes whom the Spaniards carne to
plundcr and to convert to their own religién.

About a hundred ycars before the coming of
Cortés, lived a Tezcucan prince whose history has a
peculiar interest, from its striking resemblance to
that of the Hebrew King David. His fiame is a
hard one, but by dividing it into double syllables
we may master it,—Neza-hual-coyotL In his
youth, like David, he was obliged to fice for his
Ufe from the wrath ofa morose nionarch who occu-
pied the throne, and he met with many romantic
adventures and hair-brcadth escapes.

Once, when some soldiers caree to take him in
his own house, he vanishcd in a cioud of incensé,
such as attendants burned before princes, and con-
cealed himself in a sewer until his enemies were
gone. He fled to the mountains, where he slept in
caves and tliickets, and lived on wild fruits, occa-
sionally showing himself in the cottages of the poor
people, who befriendcd their prince at the peril of
their own Uves. Once, when closely pursued, pass-
ing a gili who was rcaping in a field, he begged
her to cover him from sight with the stalks of
grain she was cutting; she did so, and when his
enemies carne up, dircctcd the pursuit into a false
path. At anotlier lime, he took refuge with some
soldiers who were fviendly to him, and who covered
him with a war-drum, about which they were danc-
ing. No bribe could induce his faithful people to
betiay him.

“Would you not deliver up your prince if he
carne in your way?” he once asked a young
country-fcllow, to whom his person was imknown.

“ Never |7 rcplied the pensant.

“ Not for a fair lady’s hand and a great fort-
une ?” said the prince.

“ Not for all the world I” was the answer.

The prince, who was riglitful heir to the throne,
grew every day in the favor of the people, and at
last he found himself at the head of an army,
while the bad king was more and more detested. A
batlle was fought, the usurper’s forccs were routed,
and he was afterward siain. The prince, who so
lately fled for his Ufe, was now proclaimcd king.

He at once set alaout reforming abuses, and mak-
ing wise laws for his kingdom. He established a
society dcvoted to the encouragenient of science
and art. He gave prizes for the bcst literary com-
positions (for these people had a sort of picture-
writing), and he was himselfa poet, like King David.
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His poems, some of which have been preserved
and translated, were genetally of a religious char-
acter. His favorile thcmes were the van.ty of
human grcatness, praisc of the Unknown God, and
the blessings of tlie future life for such as do good

in this. The Tczcucans, like the Aztecs, weie
idolators, who indulged in the horrid rites of
human sacrifice to their awful deities; but this

wise and good king detested such things, and en-
deavored to wean his people from them, declanng,
like David, that, above all idols, and over all men,
ruled an unseen Spirit, who was the one God.

The king used to disguise himself, and go aljoiit
among his people, in order to learn who were
happy, how his laws were administered, and what
was thought of his govetnment. On one such oc-
casion, hefell in with a boy gathering sticks in a
field. )

“Why don’t you go into yonder forost, wnerc
you will find plenty of wood? ” asked the disguised
monarch.

“ Ah !” cricd the boy, “ that forest bclongs to
the king, and he would have me Kkilled if | should
take his wood; for that is the law.’

“Is he so haidamaiias that?”

“Aye, that he is,—a very hard man, indeed, who
denies his people what God has given them !

“ It is a bad law," said the king; “ and | advise
you not to mind it. Come, thcre is no one here
to see you ; go into the forest, and hclp yourselfto
sticks.”

“ Not 11 ” exclaimed the boy.

* You are afraid some one will come and find
you ? Butl will keep watch for you,” urged the
king. ,

“ Will you take the punishment m my place, il
| chance to get caught? No, no !” cried the boy,
shrewdly shaking his head, “ 1should risk my life
if | took the king’s wood.”

“ But | tell you itwill be no risk,” said the kmg.
“ | will protect you; go and get some wood.”

Upon that the boy turnedand looked him boldly
in the face. .

“ 1 believe you are a traitor,” he cried,— an
enemy of the king! or else you want to get me into
trouble. But you can’t. | know how to take care
of myself; and | shall show respect to the laws,
though they are bad.”

The boy went on gathering sticks, and in the
evening went home with his load of fuel.

The next day, his parents were astonished to re-
ceive a summons to appear with their son before the
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king. As they went tremblingly into his pros-
ence, the boy recognized the man with whom he
had talked the day before, and he turned deadly

é.

“ If that be the king,” he said, “ then we are no
better than dead folks, all!”

But the king descended from his thronc, and
smilingly said:

“ Come here, my son’ Come heve, good peo-
ple both 1 Fear nothing. | mct this lad in the
fields ycsterday, and tried to persuade him to dis-
obey the law. But | found him pvoof against al
tcmptation. So 1 sent for you, good pcople, to tell
you what a tnie and honcst son you have, and ihai
the law is to be changed, so that poor people can
go anywhere into the king’s forests, and gather ihe
Kood they find on the ground.”

He then dismissed the lad and his parents with
handsome presenis, which made them rich for the
remaindcr of their livcs.

A descendant of this king, who many years aftci
wrote in Spanish a history ofliisreign,* has related
many other intcresting anecdotes of him. IUese
are not all to his credit, and he certainly was not
a perfect prince. The following anecdote, howcvcr,
nairated by the writer | have inentioned, makes iis
think of another incldcnt in the history of Kmg
David: . i

Once, secing a beautiful jiiaiden, Ncza-hual-coyoi]
foll violently in love with her, and asked who she
was He Icarned that she was of high rank, and be-
trotiied to a lord of the country, at whose house
he had seen her. He immediately ordered the
destincd husband to be given the command of tin
arniy, and to be sent on a warhke expedition, At
the same time he secretly told two Tezcucan chiefs
to manage that the general should be brougni
into the thickcst of tlic fight. Everything Inp
pened as he wished, and his rival—like Unali in
the front of the battle—was slain. The kmg aftei-
ward wooed the maiden, who, unaware of his base
conduct, became his wife.

Tliis one great crimc leaves a blot upon his diar-1
acter and darkens his mcmory. But living aslie |
did in an age fiUed with all kinds of cruelty and |
supcrstition, this monarch of a half-civilized race
displayed some virtues that were tare enough m
those days. And while our boys and girls ait
taught to read the histories of many an Old-Woria
prince and monarch far more barbarous than he |
they need not neglect the story of the Indian kng
Ncza-hual-coyotl, our American Kmg David.

Book I, Chaptervi.



IWATCHING

rOR

AN OTTER.

CHRISTMAS IS COMINO!

WATCHING

FOR AN

OTTER.

By Maurice Thompson.

When | was about fiftcen years of age and iny
brother somewhat younger, svc one day liad tire
good luck to discover in our wikl-wood ranibles,
an otter slide.

What is an otter slide? It is a smootli place,
like :;j path, made down a steep bank of a river, by
means of wliich the otter slides from the top of the
bank down into the water. The otter everywhere
is a great coaster, and often. goes sliding down
muddy or jcy slopes, for no other reason that |
know of than simply because he ukes the sport.
But it sometimes proves very unlucky fun, for
bunters set their traps just at the bottom, and the
Oder slides quietly into a prison, almost without
knowing it. If you have never seen an otter |
would say to you that it is an animal whose

appcarance is about half-way between that of a
musk-rat and that of a beaver. It is sometimes
four and a half feet long, from the nose to the
end of the tail, but, of this length, the tail mcas-
ures eighteen inches or so. The otter has very
sinall bright eyes, a long neck, short, fat legs,
webijed feet, and a tail round above but flat be-
ncath. Its furis brown and softandsometimes quite
valuable, and is used extensiveiy for caps and gloves.

The slide of which | have spoken was on the
South bank of the Saliquoy, a littie river of North
Georgia, at a point where the high bluffs which
overhang the stream are thickly fringed with
dwarf cedar-trees.

My brother and | were hunting among these
cedars for a tree which would make good bow
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stavcs, and had clambered somewhat down the
almost perpendicular wall of the bluff on the north
bank, when, glancing across the stream, we both
saw the otter go rapidly down its slide into the
water.

We looked at cach other quickly, our faces all
aglow with delight and surprise.

“Wasn't he a big one ?” said Will.

“ 1 should say so,” said 1. “ We musttry to
get him. His pelt is worth having.”

“1f I had only seen him before he moved,” Will
ruefully reraarked, stringing his bow as he spoke
and lifting an arrow from his quiver.

But it was too late to think of shooting now, for
the otter was under the water and in his hole long
ago.

Perhaps you wonder how this animal could have
its den under water. | will explain. The otter is
what naturalists cali an aquatic animal. Its princi-
pal food is fish. So it digs a hole in a streara’s
bank below the water and runs it up till it finds a
dry place for its bed. Sometimes it has two en-
trances to this den, one under and one above the
water. The otter is a great thief, always on the
lookout to rob the traps and nets of fishermen.
I myself have occasionally seen one swimming
along with his head above water and in his mouth
a big fish, just stolen from a net.

No sooner had Will and | discovered the otter-
slide, than we fell to laying plans for capturing
the animal; and the result of our talk was that we
brought up our little canoe and anchored it under
the bluff right opposite to the slide, and then
proceeded to build a screen of cedar-brush, be-
hind which we could hide and watch for our
game. However, we determined not to be idle
while waiting; so we took with us our Greek and
Latin books, and made up our minds to study the
lessons our teachers had set; for, although we had
plenty of time allowed us fot himting and fishiiig
and wandering about the woods, we made it a
habit to study during every moment we could spare
from sport.

But the otter was an oid, wise fellow who did not
care to expose himselfto arrows. We watched fot
him day after day, for hours at a time; all in vain.
No doiibt this seems to you very poor pastime.
So it would have been had we not brought our
books with us. But nothing could be jollier than
lying there in our canoe with the fragrant ccdar-
boughs above and the water under us, rocking
gently with the motion of the waves, reading good
stories or studying the Latin and Greek lessons,
while any moment we mighc chance to get a shot
at the otter. Sometimes a swift-flying duck would
dart past us making its wings fairly whistle through
the air. A big spotted water-snake often swam
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back and forth across the stream near us, and a
huge turtle would crawl out of the water and lie on
a bowlder to sun himself. The stream was well
stocked with bass and other game fish, the former
occasionally leaping clear above the surface of tlie
water.  Beautiful gay-winged dragon-flies sailed
past us with a peculiar wavering motion, as if try.
ing to imitate the flowing ofthe lazy ripples on ilie
river.

Once in a great while a mounlaincer would
paddle down the gentle current in his curiously
carved pirogue, or, as he would cali it, “ dug-out,”
which is a canoe cut out of the bole of a large tree,
usually, in that regién, a tulip-tree. These mount-
aineers were mostly poor, honest fellows who lived
partly by hunting and partly by tending small
farms in the little dells, or mountain “ pockcu,”
as they are called; and 1 believe that every one
of them, that ever | saw, carried a long rifle with
old-fashioned flint lock.

We watched very diligently for the otter, and
finally one evening we saw him come to the sur-
face of the water and swim to the bank near his
slide. The river, at this point, was about tweijly-
five yards wide. We cach selecced a keen-poitued
arrow and prepared to shoot. You should have
seen how strongly and steadily «-e’drcw our good
bows! When we let go our arrows, our strings
went so nearly at the same instant that they made
but One sound. “ Whack,” went our arrows, but
not into the otter. We shot on each side of liim.
He was terribly frightened. He popped up on his
hind legs and glarcd first at one arrow and then at
the other, We hurried and shot again. My
arrow fell short andW ill’s flew straight over the
otter’s head. He now seemed to come suddenly to
himself, for he plunged into the water with a great
splash and disappeared. We consoled ourselves
witli talking about how ciése we carne to liitiing
him, and how we would be sure to do better next
time, when we would not feel quite so flurried.
But we saw him no more that day fior the next,
though we watched with the greatest care. And, &
last, in spite of allour hope and determinaiioii, «e
began to fear that we were doomed to a gric\ous
disappointment.

One day, while we were lying at full length in
our boat, an oid hump-shouldered man in a miser-
able, rotten-looking canoe, carne down the river
at a slow rate looking sharply about. He had a
gun and a dozen or so of Steel traps lying care-
lessly in his boat, also two dead minks and three
or four musk-rats.

“ Helio 1” said he to us.
‘ere ?”

“ Watching for an otter,” said Will.

“ Where ’s any otter ?” he asked.

“What ye doin'
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“Over there,” replied Will, pointing to the slide.
The oid felloiv squinted his eyes and looked
across the river.
“Yc-e-s,” he drawled,
sartin.”
He paddled over and exaniined the slide for a few
minutes, but he did not say anything;
and it was not long before he had
piilled away out of sight down the
river.
Wckept up our watch every day,
feeling sure that if we could only have
another shot at the otter he would
be oiirs.  But not another glimpse of
him—not even a trace—did we get.

“ thar ’s a slide, right

WB 8HOT OK $)D& OF HIM,'*

One morning, the oid trapper carne along again.

fhis time he had fivc minks. He stopped his
SMilin the middle of IUc stream, and looked at us
» quecrly that we could not keep from smiling
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“ What upon airth are ye doin’ thar?” he in-
quired, his eyes twinkling under their bushy brows.

“ We are watching for our otter,” said Will

“Our otter,” muttered the oid fcllow, ‘W o 'tter!
He, he, he, he 1 Mebbe itisyour otter; but you
ii never set them 'ere eyes onto”;?2”r otter ag'in,”

“Why not?” said I,
rather taken aback.

* Kase 1 kotch that
animal the very next
night arter ye showed
me the slide. He, he,
he 1”

Will and | looked at
each otlier. We felt badly put out.
We did not care to talk with the oid
man any more. He looked to us a good
deal like a thief. He laughed all to
himself in a quiet, satisfied way as he pad-
dled on down the stream.

“That pelt war wo’th six dollars,”
he muttered, “an’ | was boun’ to hev
it, ye see.”

We took down our biind of cedar-
boughs, drew up our littie anchor, and
paddled away, feeling too disappointed
to talk much.

But, after all, the oid trapper no doubt *

needed the otter’s skin much more than we did
and so it all tumcd out right.
One thing was sure: we had made good progresa

with our Greek and Latin lessons, meanwhile.
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ONE, CRAWLIN PLACE.

By Sargent Flint.

|oST certainly, Number One,

Crawlin Place, was a din-

gy abode at any time, but

as Carol carne in sight of

it, one bright afternoon

a few days liofore Christ-

mas, with his mind full of

much pleasanter places, he

gave a little sigh of disap-

proval, and muttered, not glooraily, but honestly,

as if he had been called upon suddenly to compare
it candidly with brightcr places be had seen :

* It looks meaner than ever!”

A ray from the sun as he looked up at No. i,
seemed to contradict him, for it fell brightly upon
a window in the fouvth story and lighted it up
wonderfuUy; or was it the bright, deep-set eyes
of oid Aunt Kizzy, as she looked down and nodded
cheerfully ? Howevcr that may be, little Carol foi-
gui that Crawlin Place was dingy as he darted up
the oid stairs. The Tadecl face of Aunt Kizzy, her
bright eyes and worii wig, were a partofhishome;
and when Christmas is near, home is dearer than
any other place in the world, if it is dingy- Be-
sides, Carol—but let him tell his own secrets.

“Darn up the oid stocking ! sawdanglingon the
line, Aunt Kizzy,” he cried, as he carne breath-
lessly up to the window where the oid lady sat.

“ 1’1l make it strong enough to hold up two
cents’ worth of snuff,” she said, cheerily.

“ | feel sure thiswill be a iucky Christmas,” said
Carol. “ | saw three stars shoot last night—a star
apiece for us, Aunt Kizzy. Now quick,—before
mother comes,—count that, please 1”

“ Massy! massy! Where did you get 'it,
child?” as the coppcrs and bits of silver fell into
her lap. “ Youaint

“ AU right, Aunt Kizzy. Good, honcst moncy.
For mothcr’s present. You go buy it, for | must
get more or there can’t be any snuff.”

She caught him by his worn jacket as he was
flying past the door, and sat him down in the oid
rocking-chair.

* Sit there, sir, and tell me where you got this
money 1 A Christmas present ought to be bought
with money that don’t need washing.”

“ | wont tell.”

Aunt Kizzy’s back became very stiff and she
handed him back the money.

“1t’s all right,” he said, impatiently, waving
away her extended hand. “ But if you must

know,” dropping his voice to a mysterious whisper,
| sangfor it!"

* Where, child?”

“ In the Street.”

“ Like a beggar?”

“ No, not quite.
gave it to me.”

“ What did yon sing, you scamp, you?” sad
Aunt Kizzy, forgetting her point in her curiosiiy.

“ 1 sang every song | knew—even the onc you
sang to me the other night.”

“ Where? Anywhere about here ?”

“ No; away up-town where the big folks lh

“ Don’t you do it again.”

“ | have promised Sania Claus two cents' vorih
of snuff for an oid lady who hangs up Mack
stockings.” '

“ She can’t have it.”

* She must.”

Aunt Kizzy dropped the money slowly, piere by
piece, into, her lap.

“ Seventy cents, Carol1”

“ Get anything you feel sure she ’ll like.” lie
whispered in her ear, and darted away.

“ Seventy cents ! Well, well, wcll! may ke
you 're not ashamed of your want o’ faith, oid Kioy
Hopkins ! No good comes o’ twitling, so | ‘il only
say, faith ’s a good thing always. Now stcp aiong,
and see what you can buy. Seventy cents! .Ad
ten away down in your pocket for him, that ke
could n't see. No, you can’t get much for tn
cents, but start out and do your best.  Straighten |
your wig, o!d Kizzy; count up your chango ad
don’t go out with envious feelings in your heait be-
cause other oid women carry heavier purses ! Sew
c-nty cents and ten iseighty; cighty cents aiiitlo
be sneezcd at. Did n’t you cxpect to have to siari
out with only ten? You know you did1 Then
why not look a little cheerful? ”

This remark was evidcntly addressed to tliel
faded, patient face that looked out at her from the|
small looking-glass. But Carol’s mother heaid

“Don’t daré ffnd fault with that woman in tre
glass!” said shej'coming in and smoothing thel
rusly black ribbon on the svom-out bonnet.

“ She’s orful ungrateful, Car’line. Instead ol |
bein’ thankful for a bonnet to cover her oid «g,
she ’s wishing for a veil to hide her oid boxl
net.”

“ The more people have, the more they wart,
Aunt Kizzy. But where are you going ?”

I did n’t &sk for money; they



1731 CHRISTMAS AT NUMBER

“ After Christmas presents,” sakl Aunt Kizzy,
prouclly. “ Good-bye !'”

“There is a dear, strong heart imder that dld
shawl,” said Caroline, as Aiint Kizzy tuined the
disinal corner.

“ Only ten cents for both of ’em,” rauttered the
oid woman, as she left the narrow Street. *“ That
boy js off trying to get something for me. Aint
you aslia'med of yourself, Kizzy 117?“ she coiuiu-
ued, falling into her favorite mode of addressing
herself, which she called giving a dose to her pride.
“ Tliink of the times you might have earncd a
little, if you had n’t been so proud !”

-1 would do anytliingnow,” site forced her pride
to say.

“ Nodoubt you would,"” slie rcturned, severcly.
“Come in at the ’leventh hour and take what
yon could find.”

« | would do anything in the world that I could
that was honcst,” said her pride, humbled now to
the '-cry dust of self-reproach.

“ Would you sing for money ?”

Aimt Kizzy said this abruptly, almost tiium-
pliantly, as if she had proved her pride now, and
found it nothing but a vain boaster. A little red
spot ivas hiirning in cach faded choek.

She had left Crawlin Place far behind her, The
houses she now saw were bcginning to wear a very
wcll-to-do look. On she walkcd until the strccis
gicw wide and the houses vory fine.

What a contrast to Crawlin Place !

“ If you get envious, back you Tl go, Kizzy H.,
without a chance for prcscnt-money !”

This was probably addrcssed to another weak
spot in poor Aunt Kizzy’s make-up.

She went on without an idea where to stop. A
houbO with the curtains up attracted her attention.

‘IMassy!” she exclaimed, as she looked in the
window. “ They must be made of gokl and sil-
verin there 1"

She walked up the steps and rang the bell.

“ If you picase, miss,” she began, as the door
opcned.

“ Back gate for
shortiy,

With a choking feeling in her thioat,
Kizzy stood staring at the closed door,

“You can’t stare money enough out of a shut
door to fill a stocking, unless a miracle takes place,
Kizzy H,” she said cheerfully, as she went down
the giand steps.

House after house was passed before anotlier
struck her fancy.

“Don’t look quite so grand as t' other,” she
said, as she looked in at a window. “ There’s a
picter o’ Christ blessing little children. It makes
me feel orful oid. Dear little creeters! | don’t

beggars,” said the servant,

Aunt
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believe the grand brass images and flumjacfcs
have pushed everything good out ofthis place.”

And she went up the high steps. As her hand
touched the bell, a light step was heard behind
her, and a plcasant voice said: “ Whom did you
wish to see ?”

“1 camc,”—Aunt Kizzy’s voice was a little
unsteady,—*“ I-1 carne to ask if any of the ladies
here would—would like to hear a little old-fash-
ioned singing.”

“ | certainly should,” said the young lady,
pleasantly; “ and | ’m sure grandmanima would.”

“ Open your eyes and take in all the style, oid
Kiz, to tell Car’line,” said the oid woman to her-
self, as they walked up the broad liandsorae stairs.
But when she found herself actually standing
before a sofa, whcro lay a proud-looking oid lady,
she forgot “ Car’line,” and almost her errand.

“ She is going to sing us some old-fashioned
music,” explained the young lady, as her grand-
raother stared at them both.

Aunt Kizzy closed her oid hands nervously
together, but though she prcssed them vcry hard,
no song carne to her mind. What would they
think ofhcr! Her breath carne in little gasps,
and the red spots brightened in her cheeks.

“ Sit down and rest yourself a little while,” said
the young lady, kindly. “ I brought you up too
many slairs for you to sing right away.”

“ There was n’t so many stairs, miss, as there ’s
been years since | simg afore folks,” said Aunt
Kizzy, then adding mentally, “ Don’t act like a fooi
if you 've got common sense, Kizzy H. I'"

She stood respcctfiilly before them, and in a
voice, not by any means to be despised, sang a
simple bailad of “ ye olden time.”

“ Can you sing another?” asked the young
lady, as the last note died away.

“ 1 don’t wish another yet,” said her grand-
mother. “ | want the same again.”

Aunt Kizzy’s hcart beat joyfully. Shc had for-
gotten money; theie was happiness in the thought
of being able to give pleasure. She sang until her
oid voice sounded weary, and they declared she
should sing no more. The young lady gave her a
dollar.

“Too much,” said Aunt Kizzy, firmiy. |
sang ten songs, and two cents apiece is high
enough to reckon ’em.”

“ A dollar for a good concert is cheap enough,
and | have not eiijoyed one so much for many a
day, madam.”

“ If you insist on it, | can’t lielp it,” said Aunt
Kizzy, with shining eyes, as she thouglu of Carol’s
stocking.

“ | do not consider that | half pay for my pleas-
ure,” said the young iady’s grandmother, as with
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old-school dignity she placed five doliars in Aunt
Kizzy’s hand.

*| could n’t sleep to-night if | took that!” she
cried. “ Don’t make me think 1 ’'m dreaming now,
and ’Il wake up without a cent forCarol’s stockin’.”

She held out the money to the young lady, who
took it, saying:

“ You shall not be ovevpaid, but let me give you
a muff; your hands will be coid going home.
This is an oid one, but il is warm, and here are
some pieces ofsilk for a new lining.”

“Tell me all about it 1” cried Carol, on Christ-
mas morning as he stood with a fuli stocking by
the fire-place in the little sitting-room on the fourth
story of Number One, Crawlin Place.

“1 wont.”

“ Sit right there, Aunt Kizzy, till yon tell me
where you got so much money. ‘A Christmas
present ought to be bought with money that don’t
need washing 1°”

“Well,” in a whisper, “ if you must know, boy,
| sangfor it."
“ Sang for it! ” Carol's surprise was as genuine

as Aunt Kizzy’s had been, but he rccovered him-
selfand said; “ Like a beggar ?”

“No,” said Aunt Kizzy, demurely. “ | did n’t
ask for money ; they gave it to me without.”

“ Dear Aunt Kizzy, don’t you cali this a lucky
Christmas?” said Carol, as he pulled on new
boots, while Aunt Kizzy, with a new bonnet on,
took snuff extravagantly, and his mother stood
with her hands in the muff.

“ Nothin’ to do with iuck,” said Aunt Kizzy.
“ We worked for something and ’t aint sense to
expect when you work for something that you ’ll
get n-othin’.” With a merry jerk she pulled out
a pair of warm gloves from the long black stock-
ing. “ Cast your bread upon the waters, oid Kizzy
H. Give Car’line an oid muff, and get new gloves
from Santa Claus !”

“ | shall not allow you to give me this muff,”
said Car’line. “ It is just what you have wanted
for so long ; and a new lining will make it just as
good as ever.”

“ Massy, Car’line! the silk for it is in my
pocket. Plenty of it you see.” As she unroUed
it, she gasped: “ Carol, hand me the campfire
bottle!” for carefully folded in the little bundle
of pieces, lay the rejected five-dollar bili.

[DcCBMBBI,
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“ It must be a mistake,” said Carol's mother.

* Of course | shall take it back, Car’line.”

“ If it makes you feel so sick, Aunt Kizzy H.,
I will take it, and you shall never see it again,”
said Carol, kindly.

“ It was n’t a mistake, though, Car’line.”

“ What makes you think so ?”

“ Well, | tell you how it was; | did something
for—for two ladies away up towii, and they offered
me that bili, and | would n’t lay a finger to it, and
that pretty creeter put it in the silk; but 1°Il take
it back, I ’ll take it back !”

“ Come now, Aunt Kizzy,” said Carol, laugh-
ing, “ bet you can’t tell what Street it was.”

“ Hey ?” said the oid woman with a blank ex-
pression on her palé face. “ Massy, if | know
any move than a oid woman led by a dog !”

Carol’s mother touched Aunt Kizzy’s arm.

“ Tell me, Aunt, how you eavned the money.”

“ | did what Carol did.”

“ What did he do?”

“ There ’s your stockin’just burstin’ to see you,
Car’line. Why don’t you go ’tend to it ?”

“ You care more for the stocking than for jne,
Aunt Kizzy, for | am in aimost as sad a State.”

“ Would you tcl!, Carol?”

He grinned and said :

“ Make her tell first how she got liers.”

“1°d just as soon tell,” said his mother. *“I
wish 1 had the chance every day. | sangfor it."

For a full minute, Aunt Kizzy and Carol stared
at each other, and then e.xclaimed as if they

had but one mind between them: *“ Like a
beggar?”
“ Oh no,” said Caroline, laughing. “ | did n't

ask for anything, but they gave me something. |
sang last Sunday in church.”

“ Carol,” whispered Aunt Kizzy, “is my head
on?”

* Looks to be. Is mine?”

“ You have something on that looks like ahead.
Is my wig straight ?”

“ Straight as usual,
mine ?”

“ ’Pears to have the right pitch, boy, so Ict's
tune up. Here’s faith for the future foreveri ” and
three grateful voices rang out clearly with a song
of praise to Him, who, in sending His Christmas
blessings down, forgot not even so humble a spot
as Number One, Crawlin Place.

Miss Hopkins. How %
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THE FOUR SUNBEAMS.

THE FOUR SUNBEAMS.
By M. K. B.

Four littie sunbeams carne earthward one day,
Shining and dancing along on their way.
Resolved that their course should be blest.
1Let US try,” they all whispered, “ some kindness to do,
Not scek our own pleasuring all the day through,
Then meet in the eve at the west.”

One sunbeam ran in at a low cottage door
And played “ hide-and-seek ” with a child on the floor,
Till baby laughed foud in his glee,
And chased with deliglu his strange playmate so bright,
The littie hands grasping in vain for the light
That ever before them would flee.

One crept to the cotich whcre an invalid lay,

And brought him a dream of the sweet summer day,
Its bird-song and beauty and bloom;

Till pain was forgottcn atid weary unrest,

And in fancy he roamed through the scenes he loved best,
Far away from the dim, darkened room.

1
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One stole to the heart of a flower that was sad,

And loved and carcssed her iintil she was glad
And lifted her white face again.

For love brings content to the lowlicst lot,

And finds something sweet in the dreariest spot.
And lightens all labor and pain.

And one, where a littie blind girl sat alone
Not sharing the mirth of her play-fellows, shone
On hands that were folded and palé.
And kissed the poor eyes that had never known sight,
That never would gaze on the beautiful light
Till angels had lifted the veil.

At last, when the shadows of evening were falling,
And che sun, their great father, his children was calling,
Four sunbeams sped into the west.
All said: “ We have found that in seeking the pleasure
Of others, we fill to the fuil our own measure,”—
Then softly they sank to their rest.

[UscEsmei,
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,  THERE was once upon a time a young man
I namcd Paul, who lived in an oid city on the Rhine.
Paul was the son of a laborer, and had learned the

THE GOBUN.
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PAUL AND THE GOBLIN.
Esten, Cooke.
being discovered. So | ’'m your friend, Paul. You
shall build the great Lombardic church ”
Paul started with delight.
“ And you shall many Phenie ”
"t «"-.he

trado of a stone-mason; but at odd times he read
I all the books he could lay his hands on, until at
last he knew all about workingin wood and maibie
and l)is neighbors would point after him and say
wiih a laugli, * There goes Paul, the master work-
P.uil saw that their laugliter was good-natured ¢
but. for all that, they were laughing at him, and he
llongeil to show them that he really was a master
of his business. He had another reason aiso for
getiiiig on in tlie world if he could. He was ver\-
Imiidi in love with a young girl named Phenie 1 bu*
| her iirii-cnis were well lo do, and would not hear
| of her niarrying a poor laborer. So Paul resolved
I lo talcc ilie first opportunity to show his skili « and
lone clay, when l,e heard that a great church in the
ILoinl).ird>c style was to be built in his native town,
jlieilmiight “ Oh ! if I could only be employed, |
Iwould bmld the church, and that would make mv
Ifortune!” But he was too poor.' People were
Ibeginiim,. to have a high opinién of him by this
Itimc, ,ind might be willing to intrust ihe work to
lhun. perhaps; but how could he pay the workmen
Ifrom »eek to week as the building went on.? Paul
IMS sutmg in his poor garret one night, by the
Ihght >fa smgle candle, thinking over these mat-
Iters)., n niournful way, when suddenly heheard a
pw voiee, hke the tinkiing of a small beil, say ;
. V hat s the mattcr, Paul?”

tbeen fixed sadly upon the floor.

I “Herelam; don’t you see me ?” said the tink-
I rloVt'r' cross-legged on the
| 'Be oid rustycxtinguisher of the candlestick
llvasa ,s,nall odd-looking figure ofan oid mi!,, S
Idoal "r'eSBing mouth, with a purplc

1on hi5 head, and shoes with high red heels.

mio

|[surpnsi“~ in great

Goblins,” said the small
co'neto heip you. Do vou
Elm-tree Quarry, where the wmk-
Eow"H  *“ “"d Bow you
t ed a better quarry, and they went away ?
Oual . ‘MABind the Elm-tree
-‘aro in the mountain, and you prevented it from

Itiv'2" - 77
I R |
Inen w

“1 mean what | say,” contiuued the King of the
Gobiins, winking Ins eyes sevei-al times, which
seemed to be a habit with him. “ | know all about
you, Paul; you have plenty of brains, but no
money, hke many other people | have knomi.
int?7 7 Burgomastersyourapplication for build-

all nght; and be sure to engage oid Marmorel
the Sculptor to do the fine carving jn stone.”
Marmorel, your Highness! Why, Marmorel
has stopped work; he has lost his right arm "' ”
Don t be a fool, Paul,” said the Goblin, “ but
do as | dircct.”
n °B yes,—I will, your Highness!” cx-
claimed poor Paul, lose in wonder

EZUZ Here is a purse which you need n't _hoerléglrgpd
of emptymg As soon as you getto the bottom
of it, it will be full again.”
“ Full again your Highness.?” Paul exclaimed.
Dont be bandying words with me, young
man !” said the King of the Goblins, with lofty
digniiy. obcy my orders, and all will go «.ell
bend m your paper to the burgomasters eariy to-

TR Ve

&ty
“ And now
Befor¢

“ That ,s well,” said the Goblin.

Having said this in his littie tinkiing voice, the
goblm sl.d down from the extinguisher, and placing
> heels together, made Paul a polite bow. He
then bounded from the table, lit upon the floor,
and walked on his high red heels out of the room!

On the veiy next morning, Paul sent in his ap-
phcation to the burgomasters in fear and tremblin”
but, to his great astonishment, theyat once seni
for hmi, and after askmg him a few questions, and
ookmg over his plans again, they toid him that they
had made up their minds to ci6ése the bargain with
him for buildmg their great Lombardic church
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Paul knew very well that this was the work of
the King of the Goblins. He rushed out of the
burgomasters’ room and hurricd off to collect his

workmen. They carne at his cali, for
everybody liked the young man and
had confidence in him; and very
soon the foundation for the
church wasdug and the walls
began to rise.
Nohody had ever seen
work go on so quick-
iy. The workmen
ready and will-
for Faul paid
them prompt-
week from his
purse, which was
of gold again as soon
as it was emptied;
and no sooner was
a pickax lifted, than
a thousand arms
seemed to hurf it in-

to the earth. The
shovelfuls of dirt
were thrown hun-

dreds of feet away,
the large blocks of
stone leaped to their
places, and Phenie,
the young girl Paul
loved so dearly,
would often come
and visit him whilst
he was overlooking
his workmen. At
these times, Paul
would perhaps feel
somethingpulling at
the skirts of his coat.
He knew it was the
King of the Goblins,
and he would hold
his hand out, and
then a pair of small
feet would light in
it,and a burstof gob-

lin iaughter would
be heard.

“ Oh! what is that, Paul?” Phcnic would ex-
claim. “ Oh, me ! something is tangled in my
hair 1”

She did not know it was only the goblin smooth-
ing her curls.

At last the church was ready for the ornamental
work, and oid Marmorel, the one-armed carver,
carne and said, stroking his long white beard:

THE GOBLIN. {DBCEVASY

“ Master Paul, you have sent for me to do the
fine stone-carving on the front of your church. bul
how can I ? It's many a long day since | handled
a chisel. My good right arm is gone, master.”

Paul heard a low tinkling voice at his ear, which
said:

“ Tell him there ’s nothing like trying, Paul.”

“ Marmorel,” said the young man, *“ did you
ever hear the saying, ‘Thcre ’s nothing like try-

A chisel for the master stone-cutter !" he
said to one of the workmen. It was brought and
handed to oid Marmorel, who laughed as he placed
the edge of it against the marble. He had no
sooner done so than a smart blow was struck o,
the wooden handie, and the splinters dashed from
the stone on ali sides.

“ Come, oid Marmorel!” Paul said, laughing,
“ You strike well with the aim you have lost! To
work, Marmorel!”

Paul then walked away from the astonished oid

stone-cutter, but all at once he found him-
self face to face with a crowd of his work-
men who had thrown down their tools
and were coming toward him with

loud murmurings.
“ What is the meaningof this?”

THE SHOVELFULS OF DIRT WERE THROWN HUNDREDS OF FEET."

muttered Paul to himself, and feeling as if some-
thing was about to happen that would ruin him.

“ The meaning is,” said a low voice at his car,
“ that the rascals are coming to coraplain of me!”

By this time, the workmen were ciése to him,
and Paul said to the foremost of them:

“ Well, Hans, what is the matter ? Why do the
men stop work before the liour?”
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“They are frightened, master,” said
Hans, in a terrified voice; “ something ’s
wroiig here.”

* Something wrong!”

“The stones are jumping about like
mad. master,” said Hans. “ They are
bewitched and turn somersaults before
our very eyes 17

“ Nonsense, Hans,” said Paul.

“ Tell him he is a fooi, Paul,” said the
tinkiing voice.

“ And the men going up the ladders
with the mortar,” Hans went on, “ say
something pushes them and voices scream
in their ears, ‘Faster! faster!’”

“It was 1!” whispered the small voice
nearly smothercd in laughcer.

“1t’s true, master,” said Hans, “ and
the biirgumasters have heard the report,
and come to see about it. They sent me
to suminon yon to their presence.”

Paul’s heart sank at these words, and
he said:

“Where are they, Hans ?”

“On top of the church, master, where
the great scaffoiding is.”

“ Fear nothing, Paul,” the voice said;
“goand face them. | will be there."

So Paul, in fear and trembling, went up
the ladder and stood in presence of the
fat oid burgomasters.  As soon as he ap-
pearcd before them, the biggcst and round-
est pulled down his waistcoat, cleared his
lhroat. Stepped grandly forward. and thus
addresscd him;

“ Sir, we have come to investigate the
slrango reports in regard to the manncr
in which,—that is, the method adopted in
the-eonstruction and erection of this
hrpand mtelligent building which-hera

see before me 1
and awaited Paul’s reply. "is Cheeks

“Shall | throw that puffy oid fellow

ladde, Paul?”U avoice:

“ Oh- no! no! Your Highnggsh you

[ would ruin .
| man exclaimed the young

i “ cf the respect
H addrcssme as “Your

I hope, and feel sure, the gentlemen
Jugomasters  will ,ot believe”l, they
1 « "hese gossipingreports are-

VoL. VII.—9.

AND

THE GOBLIN.

THE FAT Bil

TAKES A CURIOUS
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“ “Gossiping reports,’ sir?
sirl”

Paul turned round quickiy and saw the silver
trowel of the head masdn quietly mortaring the
stones without help from the workman.

“ Your Highness 1” murmured Paul to the in-
visible King of the Goblins, “ if you dcsert me
now, | am lost!”

“ Never fear, Paul,” said the voice.

“ Do you see, sir?” cried the fat burgomastcr,
starting back as he spoke; “ do you behold the
extraordinary and liighly improper and unbecom-
ing conduct of that trowel, sir?”

Suddenly, the fat burgomaster jumped backward
and nearly fell from the scaffolding. The silver
trowel had leaped down, and, standing on its point,
raade him a low and respectful bow. It then rose

Look at that trowei,

THE

[Doceter,

GOBLIN.

tlie ladder, down which he hastened, followed by
the rest.

“ That’s the end of me i ” Paul exclaimed.

“You are a goosc !” said the voice. “ Make
the men a speech and tell them to go back to
\vork.”

Paul obeyed, and made the workmen a short
speech; and they were so fond of him that they
once more went to work.

“ If the oid fellows come to tiouble you again,
Paul, I '11 fix’em 1” said the tinkling voice. * Cour-
age, Paul; you shall many Phenie yet!”

Paul took heart at this, and pushed the wotk
on the church so avdently, that soon the whole was
done exccpting the top of the great spire. It was

THE DANCtKG TROWEL,

erect again, and bowed in turn to all present, after
which it began to spin round on its point in a
waltz. Never did anybody see a merrier or quicker
waltz. The trowel spun so lapidly that you could
hardly see it, and inch by inch it drew near the
spot where the burgomasters were standing.

“ Oh, Your Highness, I’'miuined!” Paul groaned.

“ Hush your nonsense, Paul!” said the laugh-
ing voice.

“ But look, Your Highness1”

The fat burgomaster was rushing in terror toward

tlie most beautiful building that men’s eyes ever
lested upon. Oid Marmorel and the goblins liad
cut the hard maihle into delicate vines and flow
ers, like fine lace, and Paul and Phenie were
standing on the roofin the red sunset, looking wilh
delight on the towcring spire.

Suddenly, steps were heard, and Paul looked
round and saw the burgomasters approaching. k
front was the fat okl fellow who did the spcaking,
and he said to Paul:

“Ahem, sirl—ahem,sir! Unaccustomedaslani,
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sir. to public speaking,—ahem, sir !-
your attention to the’fact that
look at those doo« ! They ar”™ too nV ~°'lu
stone work is intensely —I mav sav
sir!  Then, considering tie
tho co. ;

toi

| fndah & o ‘for that oid rdHisP phfaio o f
At the same moment, a wlieélbarrow, which
h ed .ts eet and ran straight at the fat oid
his Icp, he dropped into it, with his legs
the wheelbarrow ran down the laddcr
foliowed, and soon were running after
through the streets of the town
the magical wheelbarrow drew
laivyers looking irisg as they
wiscr and flourishing their
ncli by selling out at ¢ost,
limping on sound legs.
hind carne people in
even the rats, were
diers, with a band

L :,¢nl T

N

rumbling  and erfam.
brought up the Ou,tb(\:nei

- un
Thewheel Aunt Masgie

from California, and

I Come and see1”

ist dragged lipstairs to
my prccious “ Sun-

m one cérner waving a fan
trself. With the utinost dignity
salute, informing me that, when
oise, she would tell me “ a sio-rvy

N

“

ejrMiiman plans ! the “ less noise” time

far awa)’, What wonder the children

"ith exciteincnt while all those beautiful

~'scattei-ed about! Such Chinese dolls,

, deiicatecups andsaucers, carved frames,

,bnd card-cases of ivory, such boxcs, em-

The »  dresses, kites and fire-works, all brought

they m</t Maggie from San Francisco! The room

magica/ j>ke a Chinese museum, and everv child

heartil ~ to think it her duty to explain the Lticles
bein»”asguestofthedav.

Th fiantime, Netty, my Sunflowcr, stood in silent

«
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‘0 say, sir—to

And
sirl The
erably bad,
Pioyed, sir, in
the unbecoming,

that trowel, sir-
tinkiing voice said.
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Fortunately, Aunt Maggie herselflfif"»
on the scene, and, finally, quiet was secJ”“"™"
that traveled lady consenting to tell Qpge inore ri.

Wwhe'e- Heie story-df¥relFan,-every bit of it.”
The children settied themselves comfortably upon
the trunks. Netty climbed to my lap, still lioiding
the precious tveasure outsprcad, so that | might
look at it whiie the story went 011, and Aunt
Maggie began;

“ Once upon a time there were no silk dresses
0l- nbbons in the whole world. Now, if vou look
at this fan you will see that ail the figures have
del.catc porcelain faces, and are drcssed in rea/
silk dresses embroidered with gold thread.

“ More than three thousand years ago the Em-
peror of China, whose queer fiame was Ho-ang-ti
receiv® a visit from an ofd woman. who laid at
his feet a great many small bundles, begging him
to receive them from her granddaughter, who
also had a queer_ﬁame,—$u-|inq_—shi.
hnnd@%%,r';n&i his Grand EHambertain to SBSH ihe
"'stonislied gaze the
He sent for the

'vas a dress for

gtr)?»h aﬂts, lIat and

cats, and

ino« i
most beautifuUabi.es ever seen.
eacraod vo Pc™
De,"-
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brought vast sums of money into her husband’s
treasury by selling the secret to the weavers, and
for many hundreds of years these Chinese weavers
carefully guarded the secret which only they pos-
sessed. At last a sly okl European monk went to
China, obtained the secret, and, stealing some
cocoons, hid them in his hollow reed cafie, and
walked away, rejoicing all Europe by showing
people how silk was made.”

Aunt Maggie ceased, The children drew a long
breath, and slid down from the high trunks to
resume their parts as little show-women of the other
pretty things Aunt Maggie had brought from Cali-
fornia. Netty, with glowing cheeks, looked on, still
placidly waving the great fan and wondering how
soon she would grow to be a real “ young lady.”

The picture which St. Nicholas has made for
you, and which is printed on page 125, is an exact
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copy, in pehcil, of Netty’s fan. The figures in this
picture-copy had to be made very small, for the
illustration to fit the magazine page, but, with
a little careful study, you will be able to recognize
the principal characters, especially as they are all
to be found in the little central pavilion. Seated
at the right side of it is the great Emperor, with
a san upon his breast, and before hiin, with a
roll of silk in her hand, stands Su-ling-shi. The
Mandarin of War, with drawn sword, stands beside
her (in the very center of the fan), and at his leftis
the Grandmother, with her queer head-dress. Of
course, the coloring could not be shown you, but
if you will remembecr that the whote scene in the
body of the fan is—in the fan itseif—made up of
many gorgeous and varied colors, and that the
vanes of the fan are all gilded, you can easily
imagine from this drawing what a beautiful present
Aunt Maggie’s was.

There was an oid man of Cathay;
When a peddler called round, he would say:
“ The price is quite low.
And | d like it, you know—
Biit | think | wont take it to-day.”
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HOW THE

A LONO time ago, two hundred and seventeen

Ptoleniy the Fourth, who was returning, proud and
viclorious, from a «ar with his enemies. Oji his
ivay homc, he passed through Jerusnlem - and
there. fccling that such a mighty conqueror had a
Dghi to go where he pleased, he endeavored to
eoler the most sacrcd precinct of the Jewish Tem
pie,-the “ Holy of Holics.” No one among his
oivn peopie could prevail upon him to give up his
rash plan; but in answer to a prayer by the High-
Priest of the Temple, who stood undismaycd before
him, this great king fell senseless to the ground.
He did not try again to penétrate into this sacred
| place, but he became very much enraged against
the Jewish people; and, when he returncd to Alex-
| ancliia, he ordered all the Jews in that city to give
up their religion and to practice the heathenish
ntes of Egypt. Only a few Jews consented to do
| tins; nearly all of them boldly refused, Then the
angry king commanded that all the Jews in the
countiy around al>oiit, as well as those in the ciiv
should be arrestad and confined in the Hlppodrome’
or great circus, just ontsidc of the town,
When, after a good many failiires and difficulties
I lhis had at last been done, Ptolemy prepared to
Irarryout his great and novel pian of vengeance.
I This was to have these poor people trnmpled to
Ideaih by elephants. Such a performance in the
Icircus would make a grand show for the heathen
Iking and his heathen people.
But it was not to be expcctcd that elephants.

ABRAM

ABRAM MORRISON.

ELEPHANTS TURNED BACK.

who are good-natured creatures, would be willing
o trample upon human beings unless they werf
m some way exc.ted or enraged. Thevefore, a

o-«gged and |nt0x||-

i
een made wild

itM
cated and, whgn they had th.is
Hne H ppodrome where the tremblmg fe%sa\yfer}g
ga hered together m groups, awaiting their fate.
the £'" r 7 stumbled the great monstcrs, and
the Egyptian king and vast crowds ofthe Egyptlan

tol 5PPcn

But, suddenly, up rose Eleazer, an aged pnest
of the Jews; and, liftmg his hands toward heavcn
he prayed for deliverance.

Then, all at once, the elephants stopped. They
norted and threw their trunks into the air, they
ran backward and sidewise in wild confusién, and
hen they turacd, and with savage ories and toss-
ing trunks, they plunged over the low parapet
around the arena, and ran trampling madiy
aniong the people who had come to seo the show?"

The soene ivas a terrible one, and the,,punish-
ment of the Egyptians was very great. The king
sat high above all, and'out of danger; but hf
was struck with fear, and determidid no longer to
endeavor to pimish a people who were so miracu-
lously defended. When at last the elephants were
dnven back and this awful performance at the circus
had come to an end, the king let the Jews go free
And this day of their wonderfui deliverance, was

made an annual festival among them, -

jTw7

MORRISON.

By John Greenleaf Whittier.

*Midst the men and things which will
Haunt an oid man’s memory still,
Drollcst. quaiiuest of them aD,
With a bo>% laugh 1 recall

Good oid Abi-am Morrison.

IVhen the Grist and Rolling Mili
Ground and rumbled by Po Hill
And the olcl red school-house stood
Midway in the Powow’s flood,
Here dweit Abram Morrison.

From the Beach to far bej-ond
Bear-Hiil, Lion's Mouth and Pond
Marvelous to our tough oid stock,’
Chips o' the Anglo-Saxon block, ’
Seemed the Celtio Morrison.

Mudknock, Baimawhistle, all

Only knew the Yankee drawl,

Never biogue was heard till when,

Foremost of his countrymecn, ’
Hither carne Friend Morrison;
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Irish of the Irishes,
Pope nov priest fior church were his;
Sober with his Quaker folks,
Merry with his quiet jokes
On week days was Morrison.

Half a genius, quick to plan

As to blunder; Irishinan

Rich in scheines, and, in the end,

Spoiling what he could not mend,
Such was Abrain Morrison.

Back and forth to daily meais,
Rodé his cherished pig on wheels,
And to all who carne to see:
“ Aisier for the pig an’ me,

Sure it is,” said Morrison.

Careless-hearted, boy o’ergrown!
Jack of all trades, good at none,
Shaping out with saw and lathe
Ox-yoke, pudding-slice, or snath,

Whistled Abrara Morrison.

Well we loved llie tales he told

Of a country strange and oid,
Where the fairies danced till dawn;
And the goblin Leprecaun

Looked, we thought, like Morrison.

First was he to sing the praise
Of the Powow’s winding ways;
And our straggling village took
City grandeur to the look

Of its prophet Morrison.

All his words have perishcd.
On the saddle-bags of Fame,
That they bring not to our time
One poor couplet of the rhyme
Made by Abrara Morrison !

Shame

When, on caira and fair First Days,
Rattled down our one-horse chaise
Through the blossomed apple-boughs
To the Quaker meeting-house,

There was Abram Morrison.

MORRISON.
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Underneath his hat’s broad btim

Peered the queer oid face of him;

And with Irish jauntiness

Swung the coat-tails of the dress
Worn by Abram Morrison.

Still, in memory, on his feet,
Leaning o’er the oid, high seat,
Mingling with a solemn drone,
Celtic accents all his own,
Rises Abram Morrison.

Don’t,” he ’s pleading,—*“ don't ye go,
Dear young friends, to sight and show;
Don’t ruii after elephants,
Learned pigs and presidenta

And Ihe likes1” said Mondson.

On his well-worn tireme intent,

Simple, child-like, innoccnt,

Heaven forgive the half-checked smile

Of our careless boyhood, while
Listening to Friend Morrison !

Once a soldier, blame him not

That the Quaker he forgot,

When, to thmk of battlcs won,

And the red-coats on the run,
Laughed aloud Friend Morrison.

Dead and gone ! But while its track
Powow keeps to Mcrriinack,
While Po Hill is still on guard,
Looking land and ocean ward,

They shall tell of Morrison 1

After half a cenuiry’s lapse,

We are wiser now, perhaps,

But we miss our streets amid

Something which the past has hid,
Lost with Abram Morrison.

Gone forever with the queer
Characters of that oid year!
Now the many are as one;
Broken is the inold that run
Men like Abram Morrison.
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A BEGINNING.

By Sarah WIiNTicR Kellogg.

Kate was eleven j
Johnny was six; Dora
was “ going on” five.
It was nearly Christ-
mas, and Kate had her
mind set upon mak-
ing Johnny a present.
What should it be?
Not slippers, for Aunt
Mary had sent him a
pretty pairon hisbirth-
day, blue with a knot
of pansics. Neithcr
could the present be
mittens, lest grandma
mightj)eo(Tended;j for
she could do little else
but knit, and consid-
ered it her right to
keep ihe family hands
and feet clothcd,
Johnny, being the
only boy, slept in win-
ter on a lounge in the
siiilig-room, and this suggestcd to Kate the thing
1make for him,—a covcr for the lounge cusliion.
One afternoon, when the mother had gone to
lay«ith grandma, who was sick, Kate attempted
pbeginning, She brought the scrap-bag from the
riic, and scttled little Dora by the window to re-
W Johnny's approach. He had gone to the
fes foraloafofbread. Then she emptied the
fcg YL the middle of the floor, and began pieking
wit ho woolen picces which would do to be put to-
itilicr for the cover. She had set aside a scrap of
Klloiv flaimel, and a piece of Johnny’ new pepper-
1™-galt suit, and was thinking about taking a third
blue merino, bright but moth-eaten,—when
Ptrowas a cry from the sentinel at tlie ivindow;
Jolmny’s comin’l ”
| Kiie, m a panic, snatched up tho pieces by great
Mfuis, and crowded them back into the bag, ask-
[1if he was almost to the gate. She would n’t
F't little Johnny see even the thread and needle
P«'.is to make his present with; it must be a
Apktc surprise to him. When the scraps were
|bn the bag, and the bag under the lounge, Dora

“'sn’t Johnny, it s Aaron Brldges.”
I Well, I think it ’s a pity,” Kate said, “ if you

can’t icll Johnny from Aaron Bridges, who is a head
taller and has red hair."’

She dragged out the bag, and again emptied the
pieces on the floor.

‘““ Anyhow, they both wear caps,” said Dora de-
Icnding herself.

Yes, they do, and a hen and a gander both
wear feathers,” said Kate,

‘Oh yes, but,” and Dora bobbed her head in
trmmph, “ they aint both of them hens, and they
aiiit both of them gandcrs.”

“ Well, now,” said Kate amused, “ begin again -
keep a good lookout, and tell me if you see Johnny
coming; but picase, don’t niistake everv boy in
town for him,” '

“ | ’d rather pick out the pieces; you watch for
Johnny,” said Dora.

“ That ’s always the way with little girls; ihev
never want io do what they can do. You ’d betier
stand up m the chair, and then you can see farther
down the Street.”*

So Dora mounted a chair, and tunied her face
to the window, looking very tall, and Kate went on
turning over the scraps and addcd to Dora:

“You must keep your eyes on the Street. You
must n’t stop to watch me. Johnny might come
while you ’re watching me, and ruin everything.”

Dora returned to her sentinel watch, and imme-
diately cricd out that Johnny was coming,

Kate seizcd the bag ivith one hand, and a heap of
scraps wiih the other, and thenran to the window to
see if Dora’s repon was true.

“ Where?” she asked. “Where ishe?”

“ Right there,” said Dora. “ Don’tyou see his
blue scarf?”

“Whata gooseyou are !” cried Kate, “ That'’s
crazy Polly Peikms. | should think )ou could tell
that great tall crazy woman with a sun-bonnet from
your own little boy brother.”

“ Anyhow,” said Dora, “ you talk as if little
brothers was sometimes girls,”

Kate laughed, and then said: “ If you ’li keep a
good watch, Dode, and tell me tnily whenJohnny’s
coming, |’ll mnke your doli a princess dress.”

“Well,” Dora agreed, “ I ’ll look hard s I can,
and 1 ’ll tell really-truly next time.”

“ Well, picase, Dody, do.”

Dora turned her face street-ward, and Kate went
back to examining the scrap-bag. Shesoonhad a
good pile of gay bits selected, bul in the midst of
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her work, she heard on the walk the tramp, tramp
ofaboy’sboots, coming around the house to the
side door. \ ,

“There heis!” cried Kate, starling and grau-
bing the scraps, as she darted a swift glance at the
faithless Dora, fast aslcep, seated in her chaiv.

Kate had just time to get all the pieces thor-
oughly mixed and croivded back into tlic bag,
when Johnny carne stamping in.

“1’m so glad he did n’t see tlic pieces, Kate
thought, not realhing that no beginning was yet
made towai-d the cushion-cover. The sittuig-room

johnny’s cohin’!’ cried

being the only one warmed, Kate could not take
her Christmas work to another.

“ After Johnny goes to bed, | can work on it,
she thought; “ he always goes early.”

But that night Johnny got interested in a story,
and when his bed-time carne, he teased Kate to let
him read on a littie farther.

“It ’s so nice,” he pleaded; *“ about a poor
littie boy named Philip. He hung up his stocking
Christmas night, and | -want to see if he got any-
thing in it.”

“ Of course he did,” said Kate.

“In stori’esthey
always get their stockings filled.

1should n’t won-

A BEGINNING.
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der if he found it full of gold pieces. | wish things
happened in sure-cnough as in story-books; andi
wish boys were as good out of books as in, and
would go to bed at their bed-time.”

“ I will go truly, as soon as | see if Philip fou
anything in his stocking,” said johnny, falling lo
on the story. “ 1 'Hread as fastas ! can.”

“ And skip all the long words,” said Kate. 'sj
hcre: 1°ll read to you after you get to bed,”

“ All right,” said Johnny, who ’d rather be read
to than read, any day, or night either.

He went into the next room, and undressed, and

doka from the window

soon carne back and layon the lounge under covtr
while Kate read rapidly about Philip and wilialte
found in his stocking Christmas mormng. I
“ And that ’s all,” she said at length, closmglKj
book; “ and now goto sleep.” ' |
They were quiet fora moment, when Johnny |
“ Katie, don’t you think it’s mean that PMiPi
did n’t get something in his stocking beside canC;,!
-something to play with? A drum is splenilid.l
rub-a-dub-dub ! rub-a-dub-dub !”
«' There, hush 1 try to go to sleep,” said Kalc.
She sat quiet as a statue, the book before «J
staring at the picture of Philip on Christmas mora;j
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ing, jacketless, barcfootcd, inspecting his plump
stocking ljy lamp-light. She dared not turn a Icaf,
or move a finger, and scarcely hreached. After
what seemed a long, long waiting, she asked in
avery low tone;

“Are you asleep, Johnny?”

“Xo,” said Johnny, *“ | keep thinking ’bout
Philip. What kind of candy do you s’pose it was
he got in his stocking ? | hope it was guni-drops
and chocolate-creams.”

“Never mind about that. Just go to slccp.”

Again there was silence, while Kate looked at
ihe sliadows about the room; at the dock; at the
piciure of Philip, and rcad over, for the twentieth
lime,—or the hundredth, or the thousandth, it may
be,—tlie contents of that Christmas stocking.

At length she thought Johnny must surely be
asleep, he lay so quiet, and she felt so vcry anxious
to make a beginning. She rose softly and tiptoed
over to the lounge, where he lay with his face to
thewall. She bent over and pceped. His wide-
I open eyes turned to hers.

“Are n’t you asleep yet?” said Kate, with some
limp.'iticnce.

“No,” said Johnny, sadly. “ | keep worrying
labout Philip yet. Du you think bis candy was
those mean oid peppcrmint things that taste like
medicine and smart the tongue ?”

i “No,” said Kate, with ready sympathy. “ I think
lit was cream-candy. The stocking bulges out in
lone place just the shape of a stick of cream-candy.”

“Let me see where it does,” said Johnny,
leagerly, sitting up.
| Kate, remembering his trait of “ holding on.”
I decitled that the quickest way to quiet him was to
bring the book and show him the picturc.

“Don’t you see, the stocking sticks out right
Ilhere. just like there was a piece of cream-candy.”
I Johnny did see, or imagined he did, a slighc
lirrcgukivity in the lino of the stocking-picturc, and
llay down. Kate arrangcd the bedclothes about
Itira, and said, soothingly:

“ .Now, go to sleep, dading.”

‘T will,” said Johnny, obediently.

A period of silence cnsucd, while Kate waitcd,
Itnaiching in her mind a blue square to a brown
[merino one, and a green to a red. “ No,” she
[thought, “ I 1l put drab and red together.”

* Katie,” said a smothered voice from the bed.

“What is it, Johnny?” said Kate, hopelessly.

“Was n’t it avery little bit ofcream-candy ? The
[sdcbout in the picture is such a little stick-out.”

“Why, no,” said kind Kate, in a re-assuring
tore.  “ | think the stick-out is a good-sized stick-
[11, and | ’m sure the candy was a good htrge piece.”

A BEGINNING.
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“1’m so glad,” said Johnny, settling himseli
again on the pillow.

Kate waited. Tick | tock ! tick! tock! For
four minutes this was the only sound.
“If he sta)S quiet one minute longer,” Kate

thought, watching the dock, * it must be he ’s
asleep, and then | can work.”

“ Kate!”

“ Oh, dear! dear!” said Kate, growing vexed.
“ W hat is the inatter now, Johnny?”

* Guess you 'll have to give me some soothing
sirup to make me sleep,” said Johnny. Next to
candy he iiked soothing sirup.

“ Oh, Johnny 1” said Kate, in imploring tones,
“ wont you please go to sleep ?”

“ 1 can’t, Katie; | keep thinking about Philip.
I ’'m °fi-aid some big boy took a bite of his cream-
candy, and took more ’u half, Big boysalways do
take more ’'n half”

“1 Il tell you, Johnny. You say your letters
backward. That will keep you from thinking
about Philip, and will get you to sleep.”

Johnny promised, and again Kate tucked him
in, and for a moment everything was quiet. Then
he again called:

“ Kalic!”

“ Why clon’t you mind me, and say your letters
backward, as | told you ?” Kate demanded.

“ | 'm going to,” Johnny answered, “ when you
tell me which comes first backward, V or W. It’s
hard to say them backward; it ’s like dragging
the sled up hill.”

“ Well,” said Kate,
1’1l read to you.”

She began to fear that thete might be fifty other
stoppages before the alphabct backward would be
finishcd.

Shc read an cssay on the “ Art of Reading.”
In the midst of the first paragraph her reading was
intenupted.

“ Itis n’t a pretty piece,” said Johnny.

“ Wait; may be you'll like the last part bet-
ter,” said sly Kate,

“ Well,” Jnhiiny assentecl, turning over.

Kate went on reading about the “ importance of
a distinct enunciation,” and about the “ indispens-
able condition to good reading that the author’s
meaning should be clcarly apprehended,” etc., etc.,
reading in a voice purposely as monotonous as
the slow grinding of a coffee-mill. Suddenly she
stopped; a wclcomc sound carne to her ear:
Johnny was snoring!

Then Kate brought out the scrap-bag from the
oven of the kitchen-stove, where she had hid it,
and soon actually made a beginning.

relenting, “ never mind;
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THE LITTLE FIRST WOMAN

(An Indiati l.egcnd.}

By William M. Cary.

[This sl"ry has been lojd to the chiltiten a[ the Dacouil Indiaiis for very many years, having heeii handod down from Eencraiin»

g%graagmr;
(hoiisand ycajys agaoj
On the bank of one of the many branches of
the Missouri River,—or “ Big Muddy,” as it is
called by the Indians ou account of the color of its
waters,—there lived a

littie boy and a littie

girl. Thesc  children

were very small indeed.

being no bigger than a

man’s finger, but very

handsome, wellformed,

and also quite stroiig,

considcring their sizc.

There were no men

and women in tiroworld

at that time, and none

oi the people who told

the story knew how

TELUKC THE STOKV or THE LITTLE FIRST MAN AND LIITLE

banks of the river, Some persons thought that
they might have been littie beavers, or littie tur-
tles, who were so sinart that they turned into a boy

and it_lis now lislened to by Indian children witli as much intercst as it
t

eccited in ihe red-skinned bovs and virP, ,r
"*» « a

and a girl; but nothing about this is known g
certain. These small people lived In a tiny lougc
near the river, fceding upon the berries that grew
along the shore. These were of great variety and
many delicious flavors. There were wild currants,
raspberries, goosebcrries, scrviceberries, wild plums
and grapes; and of most of these, one was suffi-
cient to make a meal for both of the children.

The littie girl was very fond of the boy, ad
watchcd overand tended him ivith great care, $tis
made him a tiny bow from a blade of grass, witli
arrows to match, and he hunted grasshoppers,
crickets, butterflies, and many other small cresi-
ures. She then made him a hunting shirt, or
coat, from the skinofa humming-bird, ornamcnted
with brilliant littie stoncs and liny shells found in
the sand. She loved him so dearly that no work
was too much when done for him.

One day he was out hunting on the prairie; and,
feeling tircd from an unusually long tramp, he lay
down to rest and soon fcll fast asieep. Tlie wind

began to risc, after the heat of the
day; but this made him sleep [re
soundcr, and he knew nothing of
the stonn that was threatening.
The clouds rolled over from the
north-western horizon, like an army
of blankcts torn and raggcd. With
fiashinglightning, the thundcr-god
let loose his powers, and peal after
peal went ecboing loudly tlnoiiyl!
thecafions, up over hills, and doan
into prairies where the quakinj
asp sliivercd, the willows wa\cJ.
and the tail blue grassrolled as the
winds passed over, like a tempest
tossed sea, Only tire stiibboni
aloes, tlic Spanish bayonet, ad
the prickly pears, kcpt their posi-
tion. But the storm tvas as brief
as it was violent; and, gi-aduil;
subsiding, it passed to the south.
east, leaving nothing but a bank

FIRST WOMAN OfCIOudS bchind thC 110rizOn EV-

erything was drenchcd by the heavy vain. The fio*
ers liungtheirheads, orlay crushed from the weighl
of water on their tender petais, vainly struggiingtc
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“ hx hunted orass hopfers

clothed ,vith myriads of rain-dvops, whiclt beaded its

S thTfi* P-U g h allthestonn, our littleiero
2d s t?f hunting-coat wct and flat-
ejd by the rain. When tlie Sun carne out again
and shone upon him, it dried and sbriveled this little
«at unta it cracked and fell off him like the shell

.fwal [sf . and woke up, Even-
'? «as fast approaching; the bI jay chatCered

ﬁest%nﬁcMiter\}rll\ig"s 'f'f)r the night, M]%”%FRE&M-,H
» d

W Rad RS Thou)éht of further sleef. ~ iie abtilfe

In ,r AZenge him df

HwJzZfziTTr?

kr> wth”he [z 7enn
NAU tel ’ himself to plannlng

g eater determmation by what mcans he coul

little

FIRST WOMAN.

h i« S f % riv
pracrice and began plaiting a rope‘or”~ le ™!

"z i T AN
a/nred ;\irworn T
tlie next thing to be con

ro\Z:: ir
b~ore tbi® rapt
task was completed,

—>€“ |':;|’S|—j T

ir “fr;"‘s % i
SSotth* «'eanlnrelk-dog"

childran could'find a ficld-mru'!e"trwhorthey

‘*at HOME, UNDER AN IMWENSE FERN,”

The little boy then went up to him, and after
lelating his troubles, asked if he would assist in
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carrying  the

rope. Mount-

ains had to be

crossed, rivers

swum or ford-

ed, according

to their depth,

wide expanscs

of prairie to be

passed  over,

forcsts skirted, ”

swamps waded

and lakes cir- '.i/-

cled, before the

rope and its

makers could

reach the place

where the sun

riscs.  The field-ntouse, after much considera-
tion, agreed to help the pair, and they began their
preparations by wiiiding the rope into a great coil,
which they packed on Ihe back of tho field-mouse.
On the top of this, the boy and girl seated them-
selves, and the journey began. When they carne
to a river which must be crossed by swimming, the
rope was taken off the mouse and unwouiid; then
he would take one end in his mouth, and swim to
the other side, lettiiig it trail out after him as he
swam. This performance had to be repeated many
times before the whole rope was landed on the
opposite bank. When this was done, he had to
swim across again and fetch the little pair, seating
them on his
forehead.

It was hard
work for the
mouse, but the
little boy en-
couraged him
to his work by
promises of re-
ward and com-
pliments on his
extraordinary
strcnglh.  The
highmountains
were  crossed
with great toil,
and while they
were on the dry
plains the trav-
elers  suffered
for want of wa- .
ter.  The sun had dried up everything, and it ing there for several Qays. When, at Ias_t, . |
almost seemed as if he wunderstood their ob- felt Tes“’d and refresl|c_d, thgy began ﬂ.]e” Ikak
ject, for he poured down upon them his hottest at nlght-fall, and the f”.St thing they did WaSL)
rays. Several changes of the seasons, and many uncoil the rope. The little boy then took on'l

THB FIB1-0-MOUSE FRBIS THB sun. [SEE PAGE 138]
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end of it m h.s teeth, and cl.mbed up one of the

treesat he extreme edge of the vvoods, where
hesprcad it out in the branches, makmg loops and heat on all surrounding things,
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watched the sun struggling to free himself, gettine

red with fury and rage, and pourmgout hisbLning
The leaves shriv-

THE LITTLE PAIiR OK THEIR JOURNEV

slipkiiots here and there ali over, from one tree to
another, unlil the rope looked like an imtnense net,
Then the mouse, finding bis Services no longer
needed, icft them and wandercd far away.
Asmorning approached, thetwo children quitted
[fiewood, everything being inreadiness, and retired
toadistance to watch thcresult of their work. Soon
ihey cspied a palé light gleaming beliind the forest
and gradually becoraing brighter and brighter.
Oncarne the sun, roUing up in all his grjindeur and
fastapproacliing the ropes, while two littie hearts
me heating quickly down below. In a moment
he had reached the net-work of rope, and then,
before he knew it, he was entangled in its meshes.

eled and dropped from the trees, the Inranches
could be seen to smoke, the grass curled up and
withered, and at last the forestbegan to burn as the
heat became more intense. It seemed as if all
nature «-as on fire. The joy of the children now
turned into fcar. The elk, deer and buffalo, carne
rushmg out of the woods. The birds circled
shneking and crying, and all living things seemed
wild with fear.

At last, the field-mouse called the animals to-
gether for a consultation, as to what was best to be
done. They held a briefcouncil, for no time could
be lost, The eik spoke up and said, that as the
mouse had gone to so much trouble to carry the

TUS FIELD.MOUSB CARnYINC THE LITTLE PAIR ACROSS A RIVBR,

l«d found himself thoroiighly entrapped ! W hat
17 7 ' He compared his

Isecmrfi AT 7 vittoAa I
| yond bounds as he and the httle girl

1 Voi, VII.—10.

rope to entrap the sun, he was the one who
ought to set him free from his entanglement.

7'® “MBght This was generally agreed to, and, besides, the

field-mouse was the largest animal and had such
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Sharp and strong teeth that it would be easy fot
him to gnaw through any rope.

It was getting hotter and hotter: something
must be done quickiy. The sun was blazing with
rage ! The field-mouse finally yielded to the wishes
of°his fellow-animals; and, rushing into the wood,
through the terrible heat and smoke, he gnawed
the rope, but in doing so was melted down to his

THE

[Decc»ibek,

LAKES.

present size. The sun then rapidly arése, and
everything soon became all right again.

The fact of the little man trapping the sun and
causing so much mischief, proved his superioriiy
over the other animals, and they have feared liim
ever since. And, according to the Indian belief,
this litile man and this little woman were the father
and mother of all tribes of men.

THE CONSULTATIOK

AMONG

THE

LAKES.

(A Farm-hottse Story.)

By William o. Stoddard, Author of

Chapter 1V.

Aunt Keziah may have bcen a little vexed at

finding how large a price Hawknose John had
made her pay for Piney’s new bow, but she was
not the woman to say a great deal about a matter
of that kind. She and his mother admired it with
him, and, after careful search, Mrs. Hunter picked
out from an oid work-bag a very strong piece of
twine for a bow-string.
* 0,” said Piney, “ where did you get that?”

“ Dab KINZF.R,” F.TC.

“ | think it ’s a piece of one of your Unele Lipli’s
oid fishing-lines. It ’s been in mybag ever sinK
he was here, last summer.” ,

“1°m glad you never tied up a bundle with lj
and | *ve got a splendid lot of arrows.”

“ The Woodchuck made them for you, did he
not?” j

“1 cant say who made them,
never works if he can help it.”

Kyle Wilbur had sauntered off toward the shore

exactly. hs
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of the lake, and, before long, Pincy Hunter joined
; himwith the new boiv, ready strung for use, in his
;hand. In the other he carried several straight and
«ell-made arrows. Two of these were very much
I .idmircd by Kylc, for they liad sharp points, in-
steacl 0fblunt, wooden heacls.

*Looks as if you ’d set in a couple of shoe-
mrikeris pcgging awls,” he said, “ and then whit-
I tled the rest of the head down around them.”

‘Tlwt ’s just what | did,” said Piney;
lyon caii’t guess what | did it for.”

“ Why, to shoot with.”

“ Ofcourse. Butyou get into the boat with me
land | il show you. You sit away astern and pad-
Idle along. Don't makc a bit of noise, Go across
Ithe flats. | ’ll be in the forward end and 1 '11 show

you.”

“0,” said Kylc, “ I understancl. You 're going
Iforpickcrel, ludian fashion. | ’ve done it, myself,
lonly I never caught anything.”

“1 have, then. You did n’t have such a bow
las this.”

‘Nor such an arrow neither.
Ibegin to shoot as well as you can.
Icnough in my arms.”

He rcrtainly did not look as if he were, but then

Ithat was probably no fault of his. He would have
Ibcen very glad, no doubt, to be as fat and rosy
land strong as his school-mate and near neighbor.
I Asfor Piney himself, he had told his mother and
IAunt Kcziah that he must do something or other
lithile he was waiting for Unele Liph and the rest
lio come, or he should “ go wild.”

Aunt Keziah had answered; “ Well, Piney,
iRoxy and Chub are about ail we can attend to.
iThe city folks ’il get here just as early if you go
land row around on the lake for a while.”

So he had taken her advice, and carried his bow
land arrows with him.

His oid how, which he had now turned over to
koxy, promising to make her some arrows for it,
jsome day, was only about half the size of the new
jone and not very strong. He had hardly used it
Ifor a long time, but it was, after all, a pretty big
yayihing for a little girl. °

“ 1wish | had some arrows,” she said;
|o shool.”

I 'mjust as wcll pleased you have n’t any, just
jnov,” said Aunt Keziah. “ We must look out for
jlie Windows and the looking-glasses,”

That was quice likely, but Roxy longed for some

mtins all the same.

Meantime, Piney and Kylc floated slowly on over
1« “flats,” That was a part of the lake where
p water was quite shallow, so you could see the
Aliom anywhere. In some places it was hardly

wofeet deep, but the scow was a sort of boat just

“ but

Besides, | can’t
I ’'m not strong

“ 1 want
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suitcd for that. She could have floated, with only
those two boys in her, in watena good deal shal-
lower than that was.

Piney Hunter sat in front, with his bow in his
hand and his arrow on the string, looking earnestly
overinto the clear water, as the boat glided on, now
and then making motions to Kyle to steer one way
or another. Twice he let fly his arrow, but each
time he pulled it back by a long string he had tied
to the end of it, and said aloud:

“Didn’t hit him.”

“Don’t you think you aim too high?” asked
Kyle. “ You *ve gotto shoot under ’em.”

“1 know that. The water makes ’em look
higher up than they really are. But may be ] don’t
aim low enough.”

“ Then the water makes the arrow glance un a
little.”

“ 1’1l try again. Hush, now. There ’s a big
one. Biggestkind. Slow, now,—slow.”

W hether that pickerel was taking an afternoon
nap, or whether he was only watching for flies, and
was too lazy to move, there he lay, only a few
inches below the surface, until the scow crept slyly
on to within shooting distance.

Piney heid his breath for a moment, and drew his
arrow almost to the head. It seemed to him that
it must go away down under the fish, but he was
determined to try it, and he let fly.

“ Tivang,” went the bow, and there was hardly
a spatter on the water asthe arrow darted in.

Then there was a great spatter, a regular splash,
as the pickerel sprang to the surface.

“Hurrah!” shouted Kyle, “ you ’ve hit him,
sure.”

“ That ’s the way the Indians used to do,” said
Piney. “ Hawknose John told me.”

“ What made you let go ofyour string ?
you can’t puli him in.”

“ Well, there ’s a shingle float on the end of the
string. O, how | wish | had a net1”

“ Or a gaff spear. He keeps coming out on top
of the water.”

“ Paddle along, Kyle,
He ’s a perfect whopper.”

And Piney dropped the oar he had been striking
out with.

“ Now | ’ve got him !'”

He was reaching over after his fish when Kyle,
who ivas as much excited as Piney, and perhaps a
little more so, gave a dig with his paddle that made
the boat swing round, and in another instant the
pickerel sliooter was floundering in the water.

“ | ve got him,” he spluttered again; “ it isn’t
deep. Let me pitch him in. He ’s only a little
stunned, and he ’s beginning to flop again.”

Piney had grasped the arrow which had entered

Now,

O, is n’the a big one!
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the fish a littie behind his shoulders, showmg that
it had been aimed exactly right, instead of too
low. He pulled it out, as he dropped
his prizc into the boat.

The water was about up to bis waist, jUSt there,
and he followed the fish into the scow with no
worse harm than a thorough ducking.

“What a splendid pickerel! Why, he must
weigh four pounds !” o 11, fr

““Bivgest one anybody ’s caught in this lake ior
ever so long,” said Kyle. “ Would n’t | hke to try

however,

MY 50 y!ou shall, some day; butjust}ook at me, ~
and all that company coming ! | say, Ky e, isn
that a carriage, coming up the south road.

“ Looks like one. Must be your Unele, | guess

“ Let ’s puli for home, then. O, de”
shan’t have time to change my clothes !
don’t care, | 've got the pickerel.”

It was not that they had so very far to go. But
the carriage on the road was travehng a good dea
S er than the boat, -d when they pulled in at
the landing, it was almost at the front gate. There,
too, were Piney Hunter’s mother, and Aunt Kezmh,
and Roxy and Chub, and even Ann 'Be hired
help, all out on the front piazza, ready to start for
the gate, where one of the farm hands was waiting
to take care ofthe baggage and the horses.

The carriage stopped in front of the gate, and a
boy of about Piney's age, bit a good deal more
nicely dressed, and not half so rosy, sprang down
from the front seat, by the driver.

Then the door opened, and a tail gentleman got
out, just as Roxy rushed through the gate, shout-
ing: “ Unele Liph! Aunt Sarah! CousinBi.
W here are Mary and Susie?”

“ They are here,” calmly remarked Unele Liph,
ashe hel”d outa portly, motheriy-looking woman,
who at once caught up Roxy m her arms.

Then carne a young lady, who got out without
any help, and turned around to hfl out a httle gir ,
half a head taller than Roxy.

That littie girl was plainly the visitor Aunt Ke-
ziah had been looking for, and she d.d J
to anybody else till she had said; My httle
Susie !'” half a dozen times, with nobody counted
how many Kisscs.

There were kissesall around, and so raany thlngs
being said that it was of no sort of use to answer
anvthing just then, when a deep, strong voice
fionScarriage exclaimed: “ Well, am | to be

Well, 1

A°7 7 randpa!

Grandpa !” shouted Roxy. “ O,
how nice!

We did n’t know you were coming.
W here’s Grandma?”

“ Gone to Boston.

But | 've come to see Roxy
and Chub.”
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And while he was speaking, a very nice-Inoking
oid gentleman, with silver-gray hair carne slcivly
down from the c&rriage. He was a httle lame in
one foot, but he looked well and hearty.

“How did you all pack into one carriage?"
said Aunt Keziah.

“ O, Susie carried me,” said Grandpa, just &
“ Bi” wasasking, “ Butwhere isCousinRichard?

“Pinev’" said Aunt Keziah, “ O, he got tired
of waiting, and went out on the lake for a row
He’ll come

“ There he comes !” shouted Roxy.

“ He ’s comin’, ” added Chub, * and he ’s dota

A * 7 Must have

swum for it, 1 should say"
remarked Unele Liph. “ Whata lookmg boy!
“ Bayard,” said Aunt Sarah, “there’s your

cousin Richard.”

There he was, indeed, half out of breath wili
haste, his loose clothes clinging to him ivith tht
wet and he held his big pickerel by the gills ivith
one hand, while he carried his bow and arrows in
the other. 1

HiS'face, though, had never looked redder, and
his darle eyes were sparkhng with fun and with
the pleasure he felt at secing his fnends.

“ Piney,” said Unele Liph, “ you’re a tninl1
W here did you get that pickercU” |

“ Shothim with an arrow, and then Kyle Wilbm |
tippcd me into the lake after him. | got him.

“ So you did. Bayard, my boy, | d hke tosm
you do a thing hke that, clothes or no clothes,

“ Bi” looked as if he hardly knew whether k
shake hands first with his cousm or with the hst,
but Piney had to say just then :

“ No, Susie, you must not hug me now. ~
till 1 ’'m dry again. Hug Chub for me. Hes|

"N'But Chub had been hugged enough, and wsl
walking all around his big brother, staring ai te

pickerel, the bow, the arrows and the drippm.
clothes. itwas not the first time that su.t brf
been in the water,

and it had never “boen d|
exactly the cut and style of cousm Bis.

Piney’s mother blushed with pleasure, howeverj
as she heard Mary Huntcr whisper to Aunt Sarat,|
and Grandfather;

“ What a splendid-looking boy he is growingi
bel”

Chapter V.

W hen Grandfather Hunter and Unele Upl.» ¢
the rest carne to visit at the farm-house by the W ,1
they left a home of their own behmd them, |

It was a particularly nice home,—a large sq |
house, with a front twice as wide ~ most Jl
houses have. It was not really m the great |
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itseif, but out at one end of it, where the houses
«ere not very ciése together, so that Unele Liph’s
house had a good deal of ground around it.

The outside was handsome enough to please

‘an’ they wore thim?

linybody, but, when once you got in at the front
Idoor, you could see that it was differcntly furnished
other people’s bornes; that is, the chairs and
Boles and carpets were a good deal like other
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people’, except that none of them seemed to be
Very new.

But thcre were other things. The hat-rack in
the hall, near the front door, was made of great
antlers of moose and elk and deer, put togethcr on
a mahogany frame, and it was just the thing to
hang hats and coats on, Thcre was a great head
of a moose, natural as Ufe, in the middie of it.

Over the door leading into the front parlor, on
the left of the hall, was a stuffed eagle with wide-
spread wings, and right opposite him, at tlie top
of another door that led into a reading-room, was
a white owl, beautifully stuffed, sitling as still as if
he were not one bit afraid of that eagle.

The further you went around that house, the
more you would see of queer and unusual things.
A suit of ancient armor, that aimost seemed to
have a man in it, stood leaning on a spcar at the
back parlor entrance; but nobody had ever seen it
stop people who were going in or out.

Unele Liph was what is called an “ antiquarian ”;
and so, after his own fashion, was Grandfather
Hunter. That is, they were fond of knowing about
the ways of people who lived in the oid times, long
ago,—how they lived and worked and talked and
dressed, and particularly how they made war and
what kind of weapons they used in their hunting
and fighting-

So they liked oid fuvnlture, if it were good and
serviceable, better than new fuvniture; and, when
a man once asked Unele Liph what there was
“ ancieiit ” about a pair of deer-horns, he had said;

“ Ancient? Why, the oidest deer in the world
wore a pair. They wore them in Noah’s Ark.
There ’s nothing modern about horns;”

That summer afternoon, at the time Pincy Hun-
ter was shoocing his big plckerel, the great square
house on the edge of the city had an empty and
desertad look. But it was not entirely deserted.
Unele Liph would never have left his treasures all
alone; no, not for a single night. He had said to
his hired man, Terence McGonigal;

“ Now, Terry, my boy, you must keep a sharp
lookout. | doii’t want to find that my big eagle
there has flown away during my absence 1”

And Terry had answered:

“ Dade, yer honor, it ’s a quiet sort of a bird he
is. But I ’ll not slape in the libvary, wid all thim
owld conthraptions around me. Sure and they d
make me dhrarae of Brian Boru and the Danés.”

“You need n’t sleep at all, Terry. Itisn’t that
I ’m afraid of. If you and Fanny will keep awake
all the time 1 ’ni gone, the house wont be run away
with.”

“1 Il answer for the house, yer honor, and |
pity the man that thries to run away wid Fanny.”

Fanny was the cook; and if any one had seen
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her that,ﬁnoon standing W|thITerr¥ &

pAtHem an’ who’should have to =-"y

mn€ Nce. of oid «mor timt h,,og logi «P »»

*':.w L Thiml W tat el.=, thinl S». ji

i, yetilK, Mr. Tetence McGonigal, lo nave a black-

0,0".

“£S S .aS "r~"2'sris..ho

man that was to wear ’em crept into em and stood
"’rerence and Fanny had a gteat deal more to
say, for Unele Liph’s “ library ” was a

room with a great many things m it. Emey
Hunter had been dreaming of it during all
fea”Sst. He was almost ready to envy lus cousm
Bayard the privilege he had of going m

, ev
day, to see all those books and cunosities.

Chapter VI.

As soon as the new-comers at the fam could
be led into the house, and their baggage had been
5 r ed up to their rooms, Piney set about the
“ * ot ™Mki,g htosclf "locK
and Bi were to room together, and all the wh.le
they were changing their clothes, for those of the
ckv Sy were dusty enough, in his opimon, to
requirc changing, Piney was asking h.m quest.ons
about “ the collection.”

“Is it all there?” .

“ All of it. Father keeps all he gets, if he
thini it -s worth keeping. He ’s found a great
many new things since you were there.

“ Wdi*~ol7 things, but | mean things he did n’t
have before. He had a good many sent over from

AN*w Euvope? Armor? Shields and helmets

"7 w etpi too. Grandfather tried to make
me believe one of the swords was ‘l'e 'Drie David
killed Gohath with. If I had n’t known better------
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" How did you know?
“Were n’'t where?”

“ There when David killcd Gollath

“No, and neither was that sword.
about if.

You were n’t there."
1 found o«
It was an oid Germéan sword; very cid

""in~rthe boyswenton for some ten minute,
when suddenly they heard Aunt Sarah,

at Uie
kitchen door, exclaiming;
“ Keziah, where are the children ?
“ Roxy took them out on the lawn.
“Onthelawn? | do not see them- (0 -Kez.rii,

they ’reall in the boat, Roxy and Susie and Chuh
Just like her !” exclaimed Aunt Keziah. as she
ran to the foot ofthe stairs; and
“Piney! Piney! Hurry "down to the Me.
The children are in the boat!’

“What are you doing?” asked Bi Hunter of

Nt<<lLng? Going for my oid clothes.

! doii’l
want to wet a fresh lot.

These are my Sunday

“'lhe first thing Aunt Sarah had done, on get-
ting to her room, had been to give Sus.es veq
ealer but somewhat dusty little face a good «ash-
11 7 was hardly possible to do any more o
her' with Roxy standing by, holding Chub hy the
hand!2 d both of them in such a fever to sho.
their citv cousin a little of everything.

Aunt Sarah laughed at this tumult, and humed
thfX Idren out of her room with another caumn
about not getting into mischief. Roxy thought her
Snt must know very little about the country,
she never would have said that. i
sure 1€ would be safe with her

Cbun
she led them both down-sta.rsand out on thela a

“ That’s our lawn,” she said, proudly. Tha s
where we play croquet. We had two cows thete
A, raifnnce and thecalfbunted me overonmy
back Kyle Wilbur ran after him 'most
Selake L Aunt Keziah said it serve® |
“ Why, it was dreadful 1” exclaimed Sus

"7S50,«SS S t bite. I tickled his nose whh8'
straw, to see if he could laugh. That’s wha he|
Z 1d & me down for. Isn’titbeautiful grass?

“IndSere ’s a whole tubfulgf pinies inW |
of the piazza, and there ’s roses and sringa fio «
and myrtle and violets and dahhas and tiger-
and,7 Ld,-and-there ’s the lake; Sus.e, t6 H
go an« See the boat.” ,mPs ol
® Roxy knew she should dl
the other fiowers after a while, but they did |
come to her mind at once. It wasJ”™'fr “
the lake and the boat, and Susie had been

|
[N B Rovy 'pointed ot th= t«b of P » »
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Susie was ill ecstasies over the boat when they
gotto the landing.

* “It’s a beautiful boat,” she said, “ and it swinis
all of itself.”

~that's Whatboatsare for,” saidRoxy. * Piney
and KvleWilbur go a-fishing in it. It wont tip
over.”

“Wont it?”

“No; it’s a real strong, good boat.”

“It’s Piney’s boat,” said Chub.

Roxy had been pulling on the chain, and now
she had brought the scow ciése up to the edge of
the w-ooden platform which Aunt Keziah had had
built for a landing.

Chub clatnbered over into the boat at once, for
he had sailed in it a great many times and was not
abit afraid; but Susie hesitated until Roxy shouted
toher:

“Jump in, Susie. | ’lIl row you all over the
lake.”

Siisie kiiew she was a city girl, and thought, of
course. it was all right if Roxy said so. Besides,
Roxywas a good deal younger,—more than two
years—and Susie did not exactly like to seem
timid, so she stepped cautiously in and sat down
onone of the middle seats.

“There ’s some water in the bottom !” she ex-
claitncd.

“ Oh, that ’s nothing. It wont do to let the boat
gettoo di7. Piney told me so. He Icls it leak a
liltleall the wliile.”

Roxy was busy xvith the chain, which was merely
hooked to a staple in a stout post, and now she got
it loose and gave the boat a shove that sent it away
fromthe landing.

“ 0O, Roxy, we re all a-floating 1”

“ Of course we are,” said Roxy, sclf-confidently.
"Now | must take the oars and row you. | can
ow 'most as well as Piney.”

“But where are the oars?” asked Susie. “ |
can’t see any.”

“The oars? Why, yes,—I ’d like to know. O,
Cousin Susie! There they are, up there on the

Ibank, beyond the landing.”

“You can’t row without oars.”

“ Somebody ’s taken them out of the boat.”

That was true. Kyle Wilbur had done it, when
Ihe and Piney carne back with their big pickerel.
And now they were quite a littie distance from the
Isliore, and Susie began to wish she had never seen
| either the lake or the beautiful oid scow.

“0O, Roxy, do you think we ’ll be drowned?”

"No, indeed, as long as we stay in the boat.
11I'5 only people that tumble into the water that
tever get drowned. Piney has told me often and

often that nobody ’ll ever be drowned ifthey keep
out of the water.”

“ | wish Piney was here.”

“ Oh, he ’llcome. Don’t you be afraid. | aint.”

“ | aint af’aid,” said Chub. “ It ’s Piney’s boat.
He boated me ’way ac’oss de lake, once.”

And Chub leaned over the gunwale of the scow
in a way that made his sister catch hold of his frock
and exclaim:

“ Chub ! Chubt you must sit still. If you aint
careful you ’ll rock the boat and scare Susie.”

It was just at that moment that Piney heard
Aunt Keziah calling to him from the foot of the
stairs. He understood the whole thing in an in-
stant, and it was wonderful how quickly he was out
on the grass with nothing on him but a dry shirt
and a wet pair of trousers.

“Wont you hurt your feet?” asked Bi, as he
followed him.

“ Hurt my feet? Of course not. Not on this
grass. You would n’t have me put on shoes and
stockings to swim in, would you ?”

“ No, | should say not. Do you think you’ll
have to swim ?”

“ Guess | will. Come on, Bi.”

By this time Aunt Keziah, with Piney’s mother
and Susie’s, and Cousin Mary, and even Grand-
tather Hunter and Unele Liph, were hurrying
down toward the boat landing.

* Oh, those children!” exclaimed Aunt Sarah;
‘“*what will become of them ?”

They were rapidly drifting out into the lake,
at all events, for a light wind was blowing off
shore.

“ Is the water deep?” asked Unele Liph, anx-
fously.

“ Pretty deep, around here,” said Aunt Keziah;
and then she shouted to the children;

“ Sit stilll ~ All ofyou! Sit still.”

Susie was almost ready to cry when she saw her
mother and the rest come running down to the
shore, and she sat as still as a mouse; but Chub
was playing over the side of the boat, with his new
straw hat in the water, and Roxy had not lost an
inch of her courage and confidencc. She was a
littie palé, but she said:

“It ’s all right, Susie. This is n’t anything.
Piney ’s coming.”

“ 1 wish he ’d come,” whimpered poor Susto, for
she understood that the grown-up people were get-
tingfrightened about them, although she could not
see clearly that they were in any danger.

Piney was coming, with Bi ciése behind him,
and he chuckled with delight as he sprang from
the landing into the warm, dear water.

(To bi COHtiHKcd.)
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THE STORY OF PEGASUS.

By M. C.

WHEN Perseus struck off the head of the terri-
ble Govgon Medusa, as described in the story of
his life already given in ST. NICHOLAS,* it is
said there sprang from her body a winged horse.
TlGs was the strange and beautiful animal, now
known in mythology as Pegasus, and the ancient
poets and fable-writers told many stories concern-
iiig hitn.
Hardly was the fiery creature born, when he flew
upiniothe heavens, and there became the horse
of Jupiter, for whom he carried thunder and light-
ning. In course of time, however, Pegasus had
a less powerful rider.
Ayoung man named Hipponous happened to
slay Belleriis, a Corinthian, and on this account
was named Bellerophon; to save his life, he took
refugc at the court of a king named Prsetus. But
here, also, Bellerophon got into trouble, and Pra-
tussent him to lobates, kingof Lycia, with private
orders to have the young man slain at the first op-
poriunity. To accomplish this, lobates sent Bellero-
phon to kill the dreadful, fire-breathing monster,
Chimtera, firraly believing he would never return
| alive. There was a chance, too, that both might

(iie, and thus lobates would gain tlie love of his
| people, as well as the friendship of Prietus; for
I Chimaira had killcd great numbcrs of the Lycians.

The fore part of Chimiera’s body was like a lion,
Ihe hind part like a dragdn, and the rest like a goat.

| But, although his foe was so horrid and terrible,
I Bellerophon seems to have taken the matter very
I comfortably,fot we hear of his falling asieep in the
1 temple of the goddess Minerva, where he had gone
I lotalle the fight over with one of the priests. This
nap proved a piece of good luck ; for the goddess
1weskind enough to appear to him in a dream, and
tell him that, in order to kill Chimara, he must
inanage to tame and ride Pegasus, and that he
I would find the horse at the Pirene spring, for there
1 Pegasus loved to drink.

This famous spring of puré water supplied a
| great part of the town of Corintia. It was not
Itlie same as the spring Hippocrene, which we
I shall come to presently, and which is sometimes
I called the “ Pierian” spring, from Pieria, the
I country iii which it is situated.

I To aid Bellerophon in conquering the horse,
| Minerva gave him a golden bridle. When he
| awoke, Bellerophon found this bridle by his side ;
land, as it proved his dream to be true so far, he
| started for the Pirene spring, and lay in wnit there.

1JuDC, ]BB

After a long time, the young man heard a loud
fiuttering of wings, and, looking up, he saw the
wonderful horse hovering in the air. As Bellero-
phon had hiddcn himself very carcfully, Pegasus,
not seeing him, flew gracefuily down to the
fountain, drank of it, quietly stretched himself
out and fell asieep. Then Bellerophon crept up
softly, and suddenly leaped upon the creature’s
back. The shock awoke the winged horse, who
never till then had felt the human touch. He
sprang up in wild alarm, and rose, with quick
wings, high into the air, doing his utmost to shake
off his ridcr. But Bellerophon kept his seat,
swung the golden bridle skillfully over his steed’s
head, and slipped the bit into his mouth. After
that, Pegasus subiiiitted, and the young man could
make him fly just as he wished.

Riding on his winged horse, Bellerophon boldly
attackcdand killed Chimmra, to the grcatjoy of the
Lycians, although lobates and Prsetus felt sorry
Bellerophon escapad. The young man was so
grateful to Pegasus that he would have set him
free; but the noble creature had learned to love his
brave master, and would not leave him. Even
when Bellerophon wanied to go into the heavens,
Pegasus tried to fly up there with him on his back;
but the gods thrcw Bellerophon down to earth for
trying to iiurude upon them uninvited.

In later times, Pegasus was said to have been
also the horse of the Muses, the hifie goddesscs
who presided over the different kinds of poetry and
over the arts and Sciences. Once these nine liad a
singing-match with the nine daugliters of Pierus,
on Mount Helicén, in Pieria. When the daugh-
tcrs of Pierus sang, all nature became dark; but
when the “ Tuneful Nine " broke forth into song,
the heavens, the sea and all the rivers stood still to
listen ; and Mount Helicon itself rose heavenward
with delight, until Pegasus stopped it by a kick
from his hoof. Out of the print of this timely
kick bubbled up the fountain called Hippocrene,
whose waters were said to bring inspiration to all
who drank of them. The defeated nine were
changed into birds.

Nobody has told us the final fate of the beautiful
Pegasus; but some ancient writers hint that he
returned into the heavens and beeame the horse
of Aurora, the goddess of the morning. Certainly
it is pleasant to think so; and perhaps it is in
memory of this event that aslronomers have given
his iame to a group of stars.f

fSes ProfcMor Proctor’ sUir maps, in St. Nicholas for Auevst, Scptembcr, .md October, ].877
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HER FAMILY:
RECREATION.

(For SundayschoolaiidoiAer Fes/ivais-)

By Edward Eggleston.

Introductorv Noth.—Ooc of
ihe chi«f racrics clafiocd for the
foliowing ei)cerralnmenc fis that it
is not at all insiructlve, for it
leaches no rooral (or immoral)
whatever. It is simply an amusC'
roent for children,—a Utiic sweet-
meat wlth no medicine (or pwscn)
concealed in it, It will occapy
about half an hour jn the perform-
ance,and is meaiit to go with other
excrcises. Mother Goose U ihe
center of interest. This partshould
be laken by a young girl, fifieen to
seventeen years of age; bul ihc
age does not much matter pro-
vided your Mother Goose Is nota
goose. Pick outthe girl that acts
a dioll part with the most readU
ness, self-possession and fire. Lci
her be well liained- A largo part
of ihe inierest will lie in the cos-
lumcs, which must be goiten up

D<?noi Ui ihtplce be hurried. Give the children time
10 appreciate every part, elsc it may seem to ihem confuscd and
indislinct. L

The Holse,—The screen, coniaining a piciure of Moiher Goose s
Hou” in something approach'tng to perspecilvc, as shown iii the cut,
should be twelve feet long and ten feet high, with a slopc at cach
end, a projection fot caves, and a little square at the top for the
chimney,—common musUn on a light frame. Any fresco painter will
paint the house for you, foliowing our illustration, 1f your room is
small, reduce the sire of your screen a little. This screen should
stand about sU feet from the back of the stage, so as to give room be-
hind il for the children laking part. There shouldbea pr*Rcal door,
~ihc Windows roay*be of tissuc paper with sifips of whitc for sash,
or they may be painted. The house will be sUghtly out ofpenpecr-
ive to accommodace the door, etc., but this will not be perceptible.
From the ends oi the screen, streich green paper-muslin obliquely to
the wall, 90 that persons behind the screen may not be visible 10 the
audience by any chance, tn front of the musUn, puta row of ever-
greens. Letsome compeicnt person rcmain behind to scnd out the
Httlc players as they are wanted. (If forany reason you cannot get
a screen painted, you wuUI find a descriprion of a house built of ever-
greens, in “ The House of SantaClaus,” in St. Nicholas forDccem-
bcT, 1876, page 131.1

Oa the platform in front let there be a small table, and leaning
against the house a broom, with which Mother Goose can be sweep-
ing in any pauses or delays of the performance, and which she can
use ns an instniment of discipline when occasion requires.

The Stocking—Should be made of any proper material. 1l
should beaboutsix feet long in the leg, and of proporlionatc lengih
in the foot It should be filled with paper, excepl ai ihc very top,
where ihere should be a few bags of candy, etc-, such as you intend
to disiribuie 10 the children. The remalnder of ihe candy-bags
should be behind ihe screen so that ihey can be brought out afterthe
stocking is carried in, Lci the top ofthe stocking be tled up.

The stocking is Ufted to its place against the ceiUng by cords nm
overtwo pulleys fixed immcdbtely above the middle of the front of
the pladbrm. These cords should run to the nearest pillar, or down
the ncarest wall, where they should be fastened in casy reach. When
ihe stocking has been drawn up so thnl its top louches the cmling,
while ihe foot hangs down, two fine cords, prevlously altached to the
hcel and the toe, and which also go over pulleys, or through fings,
are drawa so as to bring the stocking flat against the cviHng, ctoss-

with care.

wise ofthe room. Flags are then dtaped in front of the stocking »
as to conceal it from the view of the audience. |f the stocking bkx
.striped like the flags, the conccalmeiU wiil be perfect. But the flags
must be so ananged as not to impede the stocking in its descefii
When ihe time coin« fot lowering il, the cords holding the fovt are
first releascd, and the stocking drops into plaiii vjew of the whok
audience. Here letit hang fora minute. Then lower it lo the suge,
by means of the cords aciached to the top,

COSTURES.

Mother Goose. Shortslripcd skirt, black bodice, white waisi, wide
ruffle, and fancy sUppers with very high hecis. A white cap under
a bigb peaked hau The hat has foi its foundatlon a broad*tfiBi
straw hat such as farmcrs some-
times wear. Over the hata long
pointed crown of Bristol*board,
two feet high, b scwed in the
shape shown in the fllustration.

The crown of Brbtol-board should
be separately covered with blue
muslJin, and the brim of the straw
hat covcted with the same.  Then
the peaked crown is sewcd on and
the hat is complete.  She should
be provided with a cafie, a p~r of
speciaclcs, a large red silk hand*
kerchief, and a snuff-box. The
front hair should be powdered with com-siarch, or flour,

Stiufiu Sim6n should wear n slong-sleuved apron of bright cnlio)
hanging below the knees, a skull.cap set on the back i*f his
head, and low loose slippers. He should have a fishing-rod and i

ail.

P Littlé Foj>Blite should be rather small and weor short pantalootu
of blue paper-rousUn, with a loose blouse of the same, belted with a
strip of red. Cap of blue popcr-muslin also, made full Itkc a hoe«-
maid’s swccping-cap, bul without raffie.  He should have a loud-
sounding tin horn.

Tom, thePi"F s Son, may be dres.sed in his ordinary clothes, sith
the addition ofa red blouse and cap, made like thatdescribcd above.
The pig may be made of unbleached muslin stuffed with np o
paper. |l should, of course, look somewhat Uke a pig. A large,
loosely filled pillow may be used as a foundation for the pig, «to
should be about two feetlong when complete. Two corners of ile
pillow may be lied up for ears.

M ary should b© a little girl, with ordinary clolhos, a broad, flath»
hanging on her back, and a few school-books under her arm.

Mary's LittU Lantb Ismade by covering a boy with unbleacw
muslin having cotlon -siitchcd on it in iircgubr lufis. The covedjg
should inclose ihe boy's head, holes ljeing left for the eyes undiof
breathing. He should walk on hands and knees. He will iiol lok
very lamb.llke al best, bul that is all the better, Ifyou canbuyt
mask like a sheep’s head, It will serve for the face.

The Bachebr is a rather short boy with a high “ siove-plpC"' hd,
and a very long coal, or a short coat with verylong lails. He has3
loy wheelbarfow, laxge enough to hold

The Bride, who wears a long dress, a prira lltlle bonnei ano*
lighi-colorcd shawl.

The Little Ofd
with a cape or shawl.

The Hen is made by puiiing a large night-dress upside down
boy, bis feet thnist through tlic sieeves. A pillow is adjusied »
hind and ihc garment is gathered about the neck, and then abou”
pillow lo make a tail. Paper fringe completes the tail. The hcMJ |
a poloted pasieboard cap marked for the moulh, and a oms*

should wear a large scoop-shovel bofisd
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mvked Tor the eyes. (The construction nf the hen is honowcd
;p.mthe Shanghai in “ Spc«ner's Great Human Menagerie." See
St. Nicholas for April, 1875, where thcre is a fuJlerdescciption with
cuts. Butour descripiion will be sufficicnt for an ingeiiious person.)

Tkr r*/hrt ia ihe Moon wcarsa mask made with two pasieboard
crescents fastened securely, onc on eiilier sidc ofhis cap, and secured
by strings aiwut his ncck.

7ke Man in the South wears a disk or wheel about lwo feet in
dlimetcr. with a hole for his face 10 project through. This disk is
bsiened by strings to his neck and head j the edges of the disk aro
cutinto dcep poin3 to look like ihc sun in an almanac picture.*

DIAI.OGUE.

[The presiding chairman, wlicn the time arrives, will say: “ I will
now iniroducc to yon our oid friend, Mother Goose, who Uves in
acottage0/her own.” Thecuriain, orothercovering, which has
conccaled ihc house, is removed, and Mother Goose opens the
doorand comes out Shestops on the front of the plaiform, lays
hercafie on the table, slowly removes her spectacics, takcs out
her red handherchiel and wipes them, and then replaces them.
Then she lakes out a snulf-box and pretends to take snuffand
snecre, using her red handketchicf Afterdropping a oouttesy,
shespeaks siowly in a sharp voice.}

Mother Goose. | \walks about the stage.\
1 [apause during which she inoves about,
coughs, and uses ker handkerchief.'] | am Mother
Goose, a poor, simple oid body, that makes verses
to get children to sleep. | 'm pretty oid. | aint
afraid to tell my age. | would tell \'ou how oid |
amif 1 only knew, but it’s been so long since |
wesa gosling that | 've forgotten how longitis. |If
my memory serves me right, | think | 'm a tough
oidgoose, more than a thousand years oid. | rock-
ed Sliein, Ham, and Japhet to sleep when Noah
«s alive. | don’t mean Noah Webster, but Cap-
tain Noah that sailed in the ark. | would sing you
some of my songs, but | am afraid to. My verses
are just like soothing sirup, and if | should sing,
yon tvould all snore the accompaninient in five
minutes. But | ’ll repeat oue verse :

Hey diddie diddle,

The cat pbyed the fiddlc,
iTie cow jumped over the moon;

The Uitle dog laughed

To see such crafc,
And the dish ran away with the spoon.

Fot my part | think that dish was a little spooney.
But tlie little dog! Would you like to sec the lit-
iledog that laughed. He ’s a funny fellow \laugh-
shall 1 bring him out ? [Mother Cooserelums

I lolhe doorofher house and receivesfrom within a
I covered basiet ofpretty large sise. Carries it to
Ithefrontand seis it on iheiable.] The dog’s in
| that basket. | ’ll let him out inaminute. He s a
foniiy fellow. [Taées a pinck of snuff and wipes
I ber ligse and eyes with the red handkerchief.\
Now for our little dog. He wont hite you, my
dear children. He only laughs. [She removes the
| basketto theffoor.I Now, Fido, | 'm going to let
Iyouorit. You can laugh a little for these children.
iki you want to get out, Fido? [Opens the basket
slowly and cauHously.\ Now you caneéme

| out, doggie. Here, Fido! Here! [5 4" moves
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awayfrom the basketand addresses Ihe audience.]
He ’s afraid, poor fellow. Here, Fido! Come
out, poor little doggie ! 1 ’ll haye to take him out.
slowly stoopsdown and makes a show ofpet-
tinga dogin the basket\ Poor fellow, he should
come out; yes he should. Don’t you bite me now.
[Lifts outa toydog and holds itup in plain view.]
That ’s the doggie.  Poor
little fellow ! Laugh a litde
now, laugh ! He 't laugh
in a minute. [Sgueeses
the box beneath the dog so
that it makes a barking
sound.\ There !l told you
he would laugh. [Makes
him barkagainandagain.]
Now he ’s tired. He shall
go back into the basket,
and then he shall have
his dinner, so he shall.

[Calis.] Simén! Simén j Simple Simén !
[Enter Simple Simén with a fishing.rod in one hand and a pail in

the other.)
Simén. Ma’am ?
Mother Goose.
house and feed him.

Here, take this dog into the

Simén. 1 don’t want to.
Mother Goose. You must, though.
Simén. | want to go fishing. down his

pailin ithefartherpart of the plaiform and baiis
his hook with a piece ofpaper. Then he leis his
hook hang in the pail.]
M other Goose.
That is Simple Simén.

[Addressing the audience.]
| raade a verse about him :

Simple Siinon went a*fishing
For to catch a whale,

And oli ihe water he had goc
Was In bis mother*s pafl.

Here, Simon, take this basket into the house.

SIMON. Can’t. | ’ra fishing. [Jerks up his
Une cagerly.]

Mother Goose. You must.

Simén. | wont.

M other Goose. [Seises him by the collarand
shakes him.] You wont, eh ?

SiIMON. [Scratching his hiad.] 1 was just go-

ing to catch a whale !

Mother Goose. | ’ll whale you. Take that
basket into the house and feed the dog, and send
the Oid Bachelor out.

M other Goose. [Wipingkerspeclacks.] That
boy is such a trial. There ’s the Oid Bachelor
now, he ’s ‘cute. | made a few verses about him.

[Recites in a sentimental sing-song. ]

When 1 was a bachelor | dved by myself,
And nll che bread and che”-sc | got t put upon the shelf.

*See “ Le«cr«Box.**
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Tho rau and ths micc, ihey made such a suife
That 1 had lo go to London to buy me a wife.

[Soito vocd.] Wives were dear in those days,—cost
twenty-five cents aptece.

The streets were so broad and the lafies were so narrow,
That | had to felch the wife home on a wheelbanow.

[Entct Ihe Oid Bachelor wiih empty wheelbanow.]

The wheelbanow broke and my wife got a fall,
And away weni wheelbanow, wife and all!

fThe Bachelor wheels twice ot three times across the stage. Then

" hcstopsinfrontofthedoor. The wife Minesout- Shesilson
the wheelbarrow and he wheeU her about the stage two ot
three limes, while Mother Goose poinu at them wiih her cafie,
and nods in diimb show at the audience; *en he” 5 Uie W -
row fall, lipping the wife out. He seises herand places hm,
but she leaps oiil and runs inte the house, while he ukes ihe
wheelbarrow and goes afiet het.)

Mother Goose.

Littie Boy Blue come blow your hom,

The sheep ’s in the meadow, the cow’s in the cotn.
fEnicr Boy Blue, who blowshis hom in ModiCT Goose’s face, while
» shes”s hhrears and dances about the platfotm- At last she

cufb hitn unlil he siu down onachair._ As shu lurns away he

lives

1 at

several lime», bul deésts each ume, when Mother Goose shakes

her cafie overhim.]
Mother Goose.
Tom, Tom, ihc Piper’s son,
Stole a pig and away he run,

The pig was eat and Tom was beat.
And Tom ran crying down the street.

IDuring this recitaiion, Tom eniem by ihe door,st”s the pig hid-
den in ihe evergieens, and, pulling it on his shoulder. sneaks
acrossthe stage. Justas Mother Goose finishes the sliuita, she
tums about and discovers him behind her with ihc pig.J

M other Goose.
ing littie thief!

Oh, there you are, you sneak-
I ’Il give it to you. [5 Af seises

AND

one more toot, wheraupon she seises hm cafie andshal
him.He niakcs show of putting?® hom to hismouthwary would come.
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broom, which stands against the house, and
dashes after him. Tom runs three orfour times
round the stage, chased by Mother Coose, who is
followed in ium by Boy Blue blowing hts horn;
ailast Tom rutis in atthe door, and Mother Coose
chases Boy Blue about with her broom and drives
hitn within, hishom blowing until he disappears.]
| 'm agitated. [IVtfes her spectaclesl\ Boys ate
so fiustratious 1 They ve set me all in a tremble,
1 do declare. 1 ’ll cali Mary. Mary! Mary!
\Enter Maryr\ My dear, | am all upset and over-
turned and flustrated in my nerves by those rude
boys.

Mary. | ’m sorry, Mother Goose. Can | help
ou?

MOTHER Goose. Tobe sure you can, my dear.
Go and bring your precious littie lamb out here.
He’s so lovely and so pacifying. \_Exit Mary.]
Now, while Mary ’s gone to find her lainb, 1
show you the bone that okl Mother
Hubbard got for her dog.
iakes up an empty box from the
table and opens it, fums it upside
down as though expecting some-
fhing to fall out] That ’s the
bone. For you reniembcr that

Oid Molher Hubbard
Went to ihe cuphoard,
To get her poor dog a bone.
When she got there,
The cuphoard was bare,
And so the poor dog got monel

\Wipes her spectacles, and takes snuff.] 1 wish
P’raps | ’d better say that
po'trv about het, though I did n’t make it mjseli.

| dofi’t think you *ve ever heard it;

Mary had a littie lamb,

Its necee was white as snow.

And everywhere that Mary went

The lamb was very likely ’raost always to go, yon know.
It went with her 10 Sunday-school one day ;

And that was against the rule.

It made the children laugh and play,

To hear a littie lamb bleating right out loud in school.

And so the teacher lumed him out:

But still he lingercd near.

And nipped the grasa and nosed about,

And stuck his head in the watcr-spout.

And wiggled and twisled to get it out,

And seratched Sis head with his loe, no doubt,
Till Mary did appear.

Here she comes now. Bring him out, Mary,
bring hira out, and let us see the dear littie lamb.

[Enter Mary leading the lamh by a ‘ord about his neck. Thp
pass to the frontwheie Mary peis the lamb. She alterwjra
leats Ifioi olithe stage.]

Mother Goose.

‘W hat makes the lamh love Mary so?"
The eager children cry.

' Why, the lamb ’s a littie goose, you know,”
The teacher did repiy.
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AKnochingheard atthedoorwihin.\ Now,who’s
that? Some of my people that want to come out
hete and show themselves off, | suppose, and can’t
wait for the right time.  [Proceeds to the door and
iprns it.  Knter the Man in the Moonand ihe Man
jHthe South.  The lattercarriesa panordishfrovi
which he is eating something, making sipis thatti
istoohotfor kiin.\  Now what do you t'vo moon-
struck and sun-struck men want here?' [Theypro-
cted to the front ofthe platfomi and bow.]
MiN IN THE Moon [recites slowly."\

The Man in ihe Moon cainc down too soon
To ask the way to Norwich- [Pronounce Norridge.]

Man in the South [recites.]
The Man in the South, he bumt his mouth
By eating coid plum porridge.
Mother Goose. Oh! now! isthat all? Well,
youmight as well have staid at home if that ’s all.
[The Man in the Moon and the Man in che South walk slowly
about lhe stoge. The Man in the South olTers the Man Ln the
Moon some porridge, which the latter eais with every sign of
biiming his moulh.j
Mother Goose. Simpletons! Go back and
eai your coid plum porridge at home, and send the
OidWoman and her Hen out here to me. [Exennt
ihe two men.] | wish that Oid Woman and her
Hen would come. [Calis.] Chichee! Cliickee!
Cliickee ! Chick ! Chick!

fEnierthcOld Woman foliowed by the Hen. They walk aboutthe
siogc, stoppincevery nowand then, theOld Wocnan dropping
C'ikme™es to the Hen, and the Hen bowing solemnly to the
OidWoman. They stop at length on the front oi the platform,
where che Oid Woman says.]

| had a littlc Hec, the prettiesl ever seen.
She washed me the dishes and kept the house clean.

Isn’t that so, my little Hen ? [The Hen b<ms.]

She went to the mili to fetch me some flour,
Shebrought Ithome io less than an hour.
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Did n’t yon, oid Hen? [The Hen bows again.®

She bakcd me my bread, she biewed me my ale,
She sat by ihe fire and told many a fine cale.
Did n’t you, Hen ?

Hen. Ofcourse ldid. [The Oid Woman drops
a courtesy to the audiencej the Hen bows, andfol-
lows her asshewalks toward the door o fthe house.]

M other Goose. You ’re a real good Hen.
[The Hen turns and bows to Mother Goose. Exe-
uni Oid Woman and Hen.]

M other Goose. Now | think it is time you
had some refreshments. | hung up a stocking, and
| hope Santa Claus has put something good in it
foryou. [SAistepsbackfrom thefrontand, point-
ing with her cafie to the ceiling, recites.]

Stockiog! Slockingl now appeai
To the children waiting here!

[The cords altached to the foot of the stocking are now let go ac
the eods in reach, and so relaxed that ihe stockii”® bangs in full
view of the audience. After a minute, Mocher Goose rcciles.]

Stocking! Stocking! to the floor
Come down lower, lower, lower,
Open your mouth and show your store!

[While shé speaks, the stocking is lowered. Mother
Goose opens ti andfinds a bag ofcandy, etc. This
bag she opens and tastes.] That s very good.
What a fellow Santa Claus ist Heve are some
bags of candy and good things. We must get this
into the house and empty it. [Goesto the doorand
calis.] Come out, all of you. Here ’s a lot of
good things. [Allthe characiers in costume come
out and stand round the stocking.] Now let us
carry this inside and empty it.

[The stocking iscarried 5n, and the candy”~*&. ore ..
ited in Ihe house, isbroughtoutand£ ~bu " .],

depo”
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THE MYSTERY OF THE SEED.
By LucY Larcom.

Chitdren dear, can you read

The mystery of the seed,—
The littie seed, that will not remain
In earth, but risos in fruit and grain?

A mystery, passing strange

Is the seed, in its wondrous change;
Forest and flower in its husk concealed.
And the golden wealth of the hai-vest-field.

Ever, around and above,

Works the Invisible Love:
It lives in the heavens and under the land,
In blossom and sheaf, and the reaper’s hand.

—Sower, ) Ou surely know

That the harvest never will grow,
Except for the Angels of Sun and Rain,
Who water and ripen the springing grain!

Awake for us, heart and eye,

Are watchers behind the sky:
There are unseen reapers in every hand,
Who lend their strength to the weary' hand.

When the wonderful light breaks through
From above, on the work we do,
We can see how near us our helpers are,
W lio carry the sickle, and wear the star.

Sower, you surely know

That good seed never will grow,
Except for the Angels of Joy and Pain,
Who scatter the sunbeams, and pour the rain!

—Child, with the sower sing!

Love is in everything!
The secret is deeper than we can read:—
But we gather the grain if we sow the seed.
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TELEGRAPH-BOYS.

By \V. a.

KSSSBNOERS’ WAITING ROOI>

Everybody has heard of the enterprise of New
I'York’s business incn, their wonderfiil success in
Ibuilding up our foreign commerce, developing
internal trade, and in inany ways controlling the
traffic of a continent. But it is very easy to over-
look the fact that working side by side with these
Imen, is an army of business boys, to whom all
Ibranchesof trade are indebted for assistance, and
I'viihorit whose aid more than one industry would
Isuffer at Icast serious inconvenience. Everybody
lliving in a city sees the telegraph messenger hurry-
ling aiong the Street; hears the news-boy shout-
ling out the fiames of his papers; is offered on
levery hand the Services of theboot-black, or comes
lin contact with the cash-boy or office-boy. But one
I ’sapt to forget that all these boys, and many others
Inotso wcll known, are really “ in business,” and
llhai tliey are entitlcd to be so regardcd. Their
loccupations, too, are divided much as those.of their
Ifldeis. Some, like the news-boys and boot-blacks,
larecapiialists, doing businesson their own account.
I0Ihcrs, like some of the telegraph-boys, act as
ligenis, receiving a sort of cominission or percent-
|>leon the business which they do. Others still, like
lofSce-boys and cash-boys, are simply clerks, paid
|io retider a particular kiud of Service.

There are plenty of boys in the country, too, who

Linn.
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are steady, hard workers, and some of these even
poets have not forgotten to write about. Indeed,
if the business boys all over the land were to have
justice done to them in the way of description, it
would require the writing of a whole book; and a
very intcresting book it might be made, too. |
propose now, however, only to tell my readers some
facts about telegraph-boys, who are not seen out
of the large cities; and those of whom 1 shall speak
are in New York, where, as that is the largest
city in this country, a great many of these boys
ave einployed.

Every one who lives in New York, and those
who visit that city, see in the streets a great many
bo) Swearing a very neat uniform, who hurry aiong
as if they were intrusted with very important busi-
ness, as indeed they are. These are the telegraph-
boys or messengers. It will be found that they are
not all dressed alike, and a little inquiry will show
that this is because they are in the employ of differ-
ent companies. Not many years ago, the use of the
telegraph was very costiy, and it was employed
only for important business. Now, however, in-
ventovs have so applied it that it can, in a large
city, be made to do a multitude of Services at a very
small cost. So in New York we find that there are
two classes of telegraph companies, one principally
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employed in sending messages between distant
places, and one which works only in the city. In
each of these btanches, boys have a great deal
to do. i u
Let US first make the acquamtance of the boys
employed by that great Corporation, the Western
Union Telegraph Company, whose wires cxtend
over every State and territory, and whose head-
quarters are in the great building at the cérner of

TELEGRAPH-BOYS.
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trimmings, and they wear caps to correspond. In
tainy weather, each boy weai-s a complete covering
of rubber clotli, and so, for them an umbrella i,
never necessavy. So rapidly are they expeclect lo
do their work, that even the very short time lost
in opening and shutting urabrellas is held to be
worth considering.

The number ofboys employed by this company
varies with the season of the year; for with tele-

‘THEV SEEM TO I'ORCET THAT MV TIME IS VALOABIE.

Broadway and Dey Street in New York. If atany
hour of the day or night you enter a door on the
Dey Street side of this building, about fifty feet
distant from Broadway, you will find yourself
in a good-sized comfortable room, fitted up with
some plain benches, on which are seated a num-
ber of the telegraph-boys whom you see so often
in the Street. The uniforms ofthe Western Union
boys consist of suits of dark-blue cloth with red

graph companies as with other xinas Of busmess,
there are busy times and duU times.  The lar”®
number is employed in the main officein the sprmyg |
and autumn, when it sometimes reaches one hur
drcd. In Fcbruary, | found about eighty boyson
the pay-roll, and this may be taken as a fair avcrage. |
Beside the main office, this company has nmeteen |
branch offices in the city, each with its messcngeR. |
and these offices add seventy boys to the tist.
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Now | will tell you something abont the work of these boys. You can readily
see that with so many boys in its einploy, each entrusted many times a day with
iinpoi tant messages, for the safe and prompt delivery of which the company is
rcsponsible, it is nccessary to managc their work by a set of stvict rules, so
that if a [3oy is slow or careless he may be known at once among all his
coraiadcs. Long cxpcrience has shown how this can be done, and all
the regulations of the office are made so as to get from each boy the
best Service possible.
In the first place, the boys are not paid by the day or week,
but so much for each message clelivered. This givcs every boy an
incentive to deliver every message as promptly as possible, and
to huriy back for another one. For each message which a
! boy delivers, he receives two . and a half cents,
for each nnswer that be brings
warded from tbe office, he rc-
tlirce cents. This explains why
a tclcgraph-boy is always ready

to wait for an answer. The

lamount of money which a boy can
learn in a day thus depends, it will the busi-
Ibe seen, on his own activity. ness streets,
Ik is found that the where offices
laverage iiumber of are found all
Imessages delivered the way from
litom the main the ground floor
loffice cvery day is to sixth and sev-
Ithreethousand, and cnin stories.  You may
Ithe average num- be sure that, to telegraph-boys,
Ibcr delivered by elevators are wclcoine machines.
leacli boy is thirty- As it is necessary for the person in
Ifirc. A boy who is charge of the boys to know who are dili-
la slow walker or gent and who are not, a t-eiy careful record
linclincil to be lazy of each boy’s work is kcpt, showing just how
j«ill not deliver long he is absent in delivcring each message. This
Isomany record shows that the average time required is, with a
la very surprisingly small variation from week to week, eight
jtireboy minutes and fifteen scconds. If the average time be-
|«ill comes greater than this, the superintendent at once
de- concludes that some of the boys are becoming dilatory, and he
lirer examines the whole record to find out who are the lazy ones,
Inore. and calis them to account.

[Now, Ofcourse, whereso many boys are employed, it is nec-
|you know essary to hiive some plan by which each will have Chesame
bowfarab chance to show his
will have activity. There are
|valkb a d: not messages enough
livering tlii to keep every boy em-
pges and returning ployed all the time;

the and, without a prop-

Jess than nineteen miles | er arrangement, even
nnd this does not includc active boys might not
fring up and down stairs, secare a fair share
ithich is no small matter in of the work. This

VOL VIL—II.
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is all admirably arranged. The rnessages at the
main office are received on the scventh floor, from

TIHED QUT.

TELEGRAPH-BOYS.
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message that has come in, it is sent down to the
ground floor through a tube. On its arrival there,
a clerk takes it and writes on it a number, begin-
ning with No. I, for the first message received each
day. Itisthén putthrough asteain copying-press,
and is next passed to a clerk, who puts it into an
envclope, on which he writes the number and ihe
address. This.clerk passcs it to still another clerk,
who copies, on a sheet of paper pioperly prcpared,
the number of the message and lhe number oftlie
boy who is to deiiver it.

The distribution of the rnessages among the bojs
is made as follows: Each boy, as he comes inio the
office in the morning, receives what is called a
“ dclivery shcct,”—that is, a sheet of paper «illi
blanks in which to write the numbers of rnessages,
the time of leaving the office, the fiame and address
of the receiver, and the time of the mcssengers
rcturn.  Each messenger isknown by his number,
and each of them has a pasteboard covcr forhis
“ delivery sheet,” on which his num ver IS Wrilten,

1 xhese shccts, in their covers, are put into arat"

which run wires connecting with aimost all parts of by the side of the clerk last mentioned above, ad

the world. As soon as an operator has written a

he always puts a message, when ready, intot

(DsCBMm,
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cover nearest to liim, and calis out the nuinijer of
ibe boy to whom it belongs. When a boy comes
back from the deliveiy of a message, he puts his
cover into the rack beliind those already there, and
Sils down to wait until it reaches tlie clerk. Thus
thereis no chance forany partiality, and the sooner
aboygets back lo the office, the soonerwill another
message be ready for him.

You can see, by what you have read, that a tele-
gmpli-boy does not lead a lazy life. His hours of
dut;-, if he is a day boy, are from 7 a. m. until 6.30
. ji, Of course, only a few iDoys are required to
deliver messages at night, as a rule. But there
aretintes in the year when a great many messages
come in for delivery between i and 7 A M. At
such times, ambitious boys are given an oppor-
tunity to do extra work. Sometimes, a boy can
do a good day’s work by 8 A. M., and he is then
allonecl by the superintendent to “ lie off,” or, as
youwill better unclerstand it, take a holiday. If a
boy in this business does have a holiday, he usu-
aly has the salisfaction of knowing that a good
day's work and a day’s pay have already been set
down to his credit.

I have told you that all these boys wear uni-
jorms. If you have ever noticed them, you have
perhaps wondercd how they could keep these uni-

A «ATTTVR OF UFE AND DHATH.

forms loolcing so fresh and neat, tramping around
do all day long, There is an easy expia-

TELEGRAPH-BOYS. Lss

nation of

this, which all

who are niothers of
boys will very rcadily
appreciate. The boys
are allowed towear their
uniforms only while at
work, notwhileathome
or at play. When a
boyenters the telegraph
company’s employment
he is provided with a complete uniform. This
suit of clothes be must pay for, but he is not
required to do so all at once. Every week, acertain

CALLING A DOCTOR.

CARRYING A f.IFT OP A BOUQUfiT-

stim is deductcd from his wages, and thus the
clothes are purchased without being a severe tax
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on him, as it would be if he was required to make
full payment at the outset, since most of the
boys have to give their wages to the support
of their homes. |If these boys were allowcd to
wear their unifotms when the day's work was over,
playing in the streets and lounging about their
houses would soon spoil them. Accordingly, a
large room is provided with houks, all of which are
numbered, and before a boy leaves the office for
his home he goes to this room, takes off his um-
form and gives it to an attendant, who hangs
itupon a hook conesponding with the boy’s num-
ber, and rctiirns to him his ordinary suit, which
has been hanging on this hook during the day.
Once a week, a tailor looks over all the unifotms,
and does any mending that he finds necessary.
Thus it is that a telegraph-boy always looks so
neatly dressed.

There is another class of telegraph-boys, to
whom | now wish to introduce you. | have told
you that the telegraph is now made to do a
great many Services in the large cities. Instead of
merely sending messages from one person to an-

IN WBT-WEATHER COSTUHS.

other, Instruments are placed in privale houses,
and the occupants, by merely pressing a knob, can
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siimmon a policeman, or give an alarm in case of
fire, or cali a messenger to do any service that may
be required. The principal company in New
York which Controls such a telegraph system. i
the American District Telegraph Company. The
boys in this company’s employ have raany (luties
to perform which are not required of the Western
Union boys, and they thcrefore have a great many
things to learn before they can be provided will
work. When the hirer of a District instrumenl
calis for a messenger, the boy can never kno»
what he may be wanted for. He may be lokl to
hurry for a physician, he may be given a package
for delivery, or a bili to collect, or he may be st
by a broker to deliver stock or to have a check
certified,—in fine, his dutics are too varied for meto
flame them all. When it isremcmbered that ahoui
4,500 District instruments are now in use in New
York, and that 1,513.265 messages were deliverti
by the District boys in the year ended Septemiift
30, 1877, some notion of the manifold services
required of them can be formed.

It is easy to see that an inexperienced and m-
skillful messenger in such an employment would
only prove himself a nuisance to the public a
an injury to the company. Every boy, thcrefore,
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who is employed by the American District Tele-
graph Company is put into a training-school, and
this school is a very interesting one.

When | first made its acquaintance, in the winter
of 1877, 1 found it in the second story of a very
plain-looking building at No. 33 Bridge Street,—
and Bridge Street, as even some New Yorkers may
need to be told, runs toward Broadway from Broad
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way. The school-room is provided with wooden
benches, like those.found in old-fashioned country
district schools, but the instruction given is entirely
in regard to the business of the company. Every
candidate for a place must know how to read and
write before he- can be put into the school. Itis
of course necessary for the boys to know the situa-
tion of every Street in the city. A large map of
the city s therefbre placed be-

fore them, with the streets

marked on it, but without their

flames.  The teacher points out

different streets to his pupils,

and they are required to fiame

them. In this way a messenger-

boy soon acquires a more com-

plete knowledge of the city’s

thciroughfares than many an oid

resident can boast of. In one

part of the room are telegraph

Instruments such

as the company

uses, and the boys

are taught how

to send and re-

ceive rnessages on

them. Then thcre

is a miniatui-e

bank, where they

are taught about

the useof checks,

and there isa kind

of make-believe

broker’s office,

where they are

taught how to de-

liver stock, etc.

Much attention is

given to the in-

struction in the

bank and in the

broker’s office, as

bankers and bro-

kers use the mes-

senger-boys con-

stantly.
There is, beside
all this, a great

deal for the boys
to learn about tlie
company's meth-
ods of business,
which | need not

TAKIMO ADVANTACE OP THE ELKVATED RAILROAD,

k .
f reet,down in the neighborhood of Bowli.ng Green.
e school
ad-quarters of the company at No. 699 Broad-

has since been moved to the new

explain in detail.
They must make themselves familiar with the
“ tariff-book,” which tells them how much a boy
must charge for going from any one place in the
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City to any other. They must learn the use of the
different kinds of tickets, on which the temporary
record of their Service is kept. They must know
when to charge for a car or slage faie and when it
is proper for them to walk.

The boys, too, are drilled at the school in regard
to a great many particu-
lars of discipline and Ser-

vice. A few of theii-
catechisms are as fol-
lows;

Q.—When a cali is
received, what is to be
done ?

A.—The boy whose
turn it isto answer must
run to the place whence
the cali comes.

Q,—On arriving at a
house, what must he do?

A.—He must wipe his
feet carcfully, and on
entering must take off
his cap and place it
under his leftarm. He
must then ask for the
person who called, and
when he receives his
message he must ask:
“ Is there any answer ?”
or “ Ifthe person is not
in, shall I Icave it?”

Q,—If a subscriber
callsbymistakeforames-
senger when he wants
a policeman or to send
a fire alarra, what must
the messcnger do ?

A.—He must at once
ask to see the instru-
ment, andmust send the
proper cali, in order to
avoid delay.

Q.—If a messenget
receives a large bundle
on a rainy day, what
must he do?

A.—He must rcturn
to the office for a rub-
ber covering.

Boys who are qualifying themselves to bccomc
messengers must attend this school from 9 A. M.
to 3 P. M until their training is completed. The
number of pupils varies with the season of the
year. In the autumn it sometimes rcachcs sixty,
while in summer the number of boys in this train-
ing-school may dwindle down to twelve or fiftecn.
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Itwill readilybe surmised thatboys employed by
the District company cannotbe paid asare the boys
of the Western Union Company, because their ser-
vices are so different. The District boys are paid by
the week, and their wages begin even while they ate
pupils. ~ When in the training-school, they gei
" one dollar a week, and

when they enter on their
regular duties, this pay
is raised to four doliais
a week. Dut there are
grades of promotion, and
a boy who becomcs a
sergeant, and then has
general charge of an
office, giving out the uni.
forms, etc., is paid fie
dollars a week.

The uniforms of the
District boys aro made
of blue cloth, manufacl-
ured expressly for the
company, with redtriir.
mings. Each unifoira
costs $12, and to pay for
it $1.25 isdeducted from
each boy’sweekly wages
as long as is necessary.
Ifaboyisdischargcd.he
may keep his uniform,
if it is paid for, or, ithe
so wishes, the company
will purchase it of him
ifitis in good condition.
The same rule applies
in this company about
leaving the uniforms a
the office after the day’s
work is over, as 1 men

tioned in  conncctioe
with the Western Union
boys.

The American Dis
trict Telegraph Com
pany employs on @
average 550 boys, w»
are distributed thvougli-
outthe city amongtwen-
ty-three offices. Eadi
office has from five o
eighty boys in attcndance, according to its loa
tion, and every boy is expected to serve ten houfi
aday. In some of the offices, consiant employ-1
ment cannot be found for all the boys duringi
time, and one form of promotion is to send a oy
to an “ casy district.”

When a boy arrives at his office in the roornm,,

WINTER NIGHT.
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he goes to the sergeant, who notes ifhe is on time
ornol. Then he puts on his uniform and reports
10tlie manager, who ascertains whether or not his
hands are olean and his hair is neatly brushed.
iLhe passes this examination successfully, he takes
a seat ready for duty. The boys respond to calis
in the order of their numbersearly in the morning;
aftenvard they take their turns.

A faithful boy in the einploy of this company is
never discharged merely because business is diill,
the resignations of boys who tire of their duties or
leaic for other causes, and the dismissal of boys
who are linsatisfactory, rapidly decreasing the forcé
when additions are not made. It has required no
littlc bkill so to arrange the service that inefficient
messciigers may be dctected among so many; I>ut
ihis has been accomplished by an admirable system
of records, and discipline is enforced by means of
fines and extra liours, which soon lessen the wages,
or prolong the period of daily service, of those
boys who prove remiss.

Such is an outline of the duties of the telegraph-
messengers. To boys who are corapelled to sup-
port iliemselves, or to assist in the support of a
family, this employment offers raany advantages.
The work is healthy, because of the constant exer-
cise which the boys are required to take; and it is
noticed that boys who, when hired, are puny and

HOW
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delicate, often become rugged and gain in flesh in
a few months. The pay is larger than boys obtain
in many other kinds of employment, and they are
under a sort of discipline which makes them
methodical and tends to correct many bad habits.
They are not, it is truc, learning any trade which
they may follow through life; but those messengers
who choose to study telegraphy are said to make
especfally good operators. The present manager
of the messenger service in the Western Union
building was formerly a messenger boy, as were
once the superintendents of the Western Union
offices in two of our large cities.

Useful as is the telegraph, we should not forget
that it is the boys who connect its wires with our
offices and our homes. Electricity will transmit
our messages across a continent or beneath an
ocean, but the aid of the boys must be called in to
bridge the gap that remains between the instru-
ment and the final destination. The telephone
and the phonograph, which already have done
what seems to be almost miraculous work, may in
time be made the means of conveying a message
directly from the telegraph instrument to the
person to whom it is addressed. But, until this is
accomplished, wc must acknowlcdge our depend-
ence on the messenger-boys and fairly recognize
them as persons of business.

FATE!

By Margaret Vandegrift.

There Was a young man with a shaddock,
Who met a young maid with a haddock.
He thought, “ How | wish
She would give me that fish,
In legal exchange for my shaddock1”

The maiden, who did not like haddock,
Thought, “ Oh, what a beautiful shaddock!
If I w'ere not so shy,
I should certainly try

If he 'd give me that fruit for my haddock.

He went on his way with his shaddock;
She went on her way with her haddock;
And so cruel is fate

That,

until 't was too late,

Neither one of them heard

That, by speaking the word.
He might just as well have had haddock,
And she might as well have had shaddock t
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ADVENTURES

THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF A WOOD-SLED.

By Washington Gladden.

"FOUR VOICKS SHOUTED,

“ Keeps coming right down, don't it, Bill ?”

Bill could not deny it, and did not wish to admit
it; therefore, he said nothing.

W hat was coming down was the snow. It had
been falling, thicker and faster, since a little after
daylight, and now it was nearly dark. Slumps of
trees and gate-posts were capped witli great white
masses of it; here and there a path, cleared up to
the back door of a farm-house, showed on either
hand a high bank of it fluted with brooin or shovcl.

The boy, whose observation about its coming
down | have just recorded, was Master Win field
Scott Burnham. He was a slender boy, with a
palé face, dark eyes, and brown hair, and he sat
ptessing his face against the pane of a car window,
looking with rather a rueful countenance upon the
fast-falling snow. The yoimg gentleman sitting
opposite him, whom he had made bokl to address
as Bill, was his big brother, a janior in college.

‘MERRY CHRISTMAS!" "

OF A WOOD-SLED. [Dbceubeh
(SEE I'AGE 16i.]
who had long been Win’s hero; and he ives|

worthy to be the hero ofany small boy, for he wes |
not only strong and swift and expert in all kinds
of muscular sports, but he was too much of a man
ever to treat small boys, even though they might |
be his own brothers, roughly or contemptuoiisly.

Just across the aislé, on the other side of the |
car, sat Win’s eldest sister, Grace, who was a
sophomore at “ Smith” College ; and fronting her |
on the reversed seat was Win’s younger brotlier,
Philip Sheridan.

The reason why these Burnliams happened W
be traveling together was this: The Christmasi
vacation had come, and William and Grace were |
on their 'vay to their home in Pittsfiekl, Massa-
chusetts. The two small boys, whose school a|
home had closed a week earlier than the colleges,
had been visiting their cousins in Hartford for M
few days; and it was arranged that William should |
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come over from Amherst and join Grace at North-
ampton, and that the two should wait at Spring-
fidd for the lictle boys, who were to be put on the
northcrn train at Hartford by their Gnele. But
ihe trains on all the roads had been greatly
deiayed by the snow, and it was four o’clock
before the noon express, with the Burnhams on
board, left Springfield for the West. The dark-
ness 'vas closing in, and the wind was rising, and
William had already expressed some fear of a
snou-blockade upon the mountain. This remark
had made Win rather sober, and he had been
watching the snow and listening to the wind with
an anxious face.

“ How long shall we-be going to Pittsfield ?” he
asked his brother. *

“There s no telling,” answered Will. “ We
ought to get there in two hours, but at this rate it
will be four at the shortest.”

“That will make it eight o’clock,” sighed Win.
“1’m afraid the Christmas tree will all be un-
loaded before that time.”

“Yes, my boy; | ’m sorry, but you might as
vell make up your mind to that.”

Win started across the car. This disappoint-
ment was too big for onc. He must share it witb
Phil.

“Hold on. General!” said William,
tone, “ What ’s the good of telling him?
himbe easy in his mind as long as he cap.”

Win sat down in silence. Phil was telling his
aster great stories of the Hartford visit, and his
flecfui tones resounded through the car. Grace
sas laughing at his big talk. and they seemed to
bemaking a merry time of it. But the train had
juststopped at Westfielcl, and there was difficulty
w slaiting. The wind howled ominously, and
great gusts of snow carne flying down from the
rwfofthe passenger house against the Windows
o the car. Presently, the two engines that were
orawing the train backed up a littie to get a good
«art, and then plungcd into the snosv.

“Ch hl Ch—hl ch—ch! Ch-h-h-h-hI”

The wheels were slipping upon the track, and

jibe train suddenly carne to a halt.

| Back again they went, a littie further, for
iMoiher start; and this time the two engines, like
| iwo hcarts that beat as one,” clcared the course,
|Jid the train went slowly on up the grade. Grace
land Phil had stopped talking, and they now carne
ticTossand joined their brothers.

I “Aren’t you afraid there may be trouble on the
imouniain, Will ?” asked Grace.

Isbrd|°"™" said

in a low
Let

that gentleman,

wonder,”

“But, Will, what in the world should we do if
|W should happen to be blockaded?”
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“ Sit still and wait till we were shoveled out, |
suppose. You see, we could n’t go on afoot verv
well.”

“ Going to be snowed up! That’s tip-top!”
cried Phil. The boy’s love of adventure had
crowdecl out all thoughts of the festival to which
they were hastening. “ Iread in the paper about
a train that tvas snowed up three or four days on
the Pacific road, and the passengers had jolly
times; the station was n’t very far off, and they
got enough to eat and drink, and they had ail sorts
of shows on the train.”

“ But | ’d rather see the show at the Christmas
tree to-night,” said Win, “ than any show we 'i
see on this oid train. Would n’t you, Bill?”

“ Perhaps so,” answered Bill. It was evident
that he had reasons of his own for not wishing to
be absent from the festival.

Meantime, the train was ploughing along. Now
and then it carne to a halt in a cut which the snow
nad filiedj but a small paity of shovelers that had
come on board at Woecstfieid usuaily succeeded,
after a shortdclay, in dearing the track. Still, the
progress was very slow. A full hour and a half
was consumed between Springfiekl and Russell,
and it was almost seven o’clock when the train
stopped at Chester.

Tho boys were pretty hungry by this time, and
the prospect of spending the night in a snow-bank
was much less attractive, even to Phil, than it had
been two hours before. At Chester, where there
was a long halt, the passengers—of whom there
were not many—nearly all got out and refreshed
themselves. A couple of sandwiches, a piece of
custard pie, a big, round doughniit and a giass of
good milk, considcrably increased Phil’s courage
and greatly comforted Win, so that they returned
to the car ready to encounter with equal mind the
penis of the night.

The snow had ceased to fall, but the wind was
st:Il blowing. Two or three more shovelers carne
on board, and, thusreinforced, the train pushed on.
But it was slow work; the grade was getting
heavier and the diifts were deeper every mile. But
Middlefield was passed and Becket was left behind,
and at nine o’clock tlie train was slowly toiling up
toward the summit at Washington, when, suddenly,
it carne to a halt, and a long blast was blown by
thewhistles ofboth engines. Shortly, abrakeman
carne through the train, and, taking ore of the red
lanterns from the rear of the last car, hurried down
the track with it.

“ Where is he going with that lantern ?” asked
Phil.

“He is going back a littie way,” said Will.
“ The lantern is a signal to keep other trains from
runmng into us. That means that we are to stay
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here for some time.
up.”

Presently, he returned with a sober face, and
looking very coid.

“ Well, what is it?” they all asked.

“ O, nothing; there ’s a freight-train in the cut
just ahead of us with two of its ears off the track,
and the cut’s about half full of snow. If our
Christmas goose is n’t cooked already, there ’ll be
plenty of time to have it cooked before we get out
of this.”

“ Is it that deep cut just below the Washington
statlon?” asked Gi;ace.

“ The same,” answered Willj “and it ’s as
likely a place to spcnd Christmas in as you could
find anywhere in Western Massachusctts.”

“ Can’t they dig out the snow ?” cried Win.

“ Oh yes,” said the big brother, “but it’s not an
easy thing to do; it’s got to be done with shovels,
and it will take a long time.”

“ How long?” asked Grace, ruefully.

“ Nobody knows. But we shall be obliged to
wait for more shovclcrs and wreckcrs to come up
from Springfield, and | should n’t wonder at all if
we staid here twenty-four hours.”

“ Can't you telegraph to father?”

“1’m sorry to say | can not. | asked about
that, but the station man says the lines are down.
N o; there ’s nothing to do but bunk down for the
night as well as we can, and wait till deliverance
comes. We re in a regular fix and no mistake,
and we ve just got to make the best ofit,” rcplied
Will.

Just then the rear door of the car opened and a
figure appeared that had not been seen hitherto
upon the train. It was that of a stahvart man,
perhaps fifty-five years oid, with long white hair
and beard, ruddy cheeks and bright gray eyes. He
wore a gray fur cap and a long gray overcoat, and
looked enough like Somebody that we are all
thinking of about Christmas lime, to have been
that Somebody’s twin brothei-.

“ Good evenin’, friends!” he said, in a very
jolly tone, as he shut the car-door behind him.
“ Pleased to receive a cali from so many on ye.
Merry Christmas to ye ali! ’Taint often that | kin
welcome such a big Christmas party as this to my
place !”

The good-nature of the oid farmer was irresist-
ible. The passengers all laughed.

“ 1 believe you,” said a traveling salesman in a
seal-sldn cap; “and the sooner you bid us good
riddance the better we shall like it.”

“ And you need n’t mind about wishing us
many happy returns either,” said a black-whiskered
man in a plaid ulsterj “ ifwe ever get away from
here, you won’t see us again soon !”

I ’ll go out and see what ’s
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“ What place is this?” inquired a gray-haired
lady, who sat just in front of the Burnhams.

“ Washin’ton ’s what they caU it,” said the jollj
farmer.  “ Pop’lar fiame enough; but the placs
don’t seem to be over pop’lar jest now, with some
on ye.” And he laughed a bigjolly laugh.

“ Is it, like our capital,—a ‘city of magnificent
distances’?” inquired the man in the ulster.

“ I reckon it is. It ’s consid’able of a distance
from everywhere else on airth. But it s nigherto
heaven ’n any other place hereabouts.”

“ What is raised on this hill?” inquired the
traveling salesman.

“Wind, mostly. Is that artide in your linc?"

The laugh was on the salesman, but he enjoyed
it'as well as any of them. A bit of a girl about
three years oid, tugging a flaxen-haired doli undct
one arm, here carne sidling down the aislé of the
car.

“Ith 00 Thanty Kauth?” she said, lifting her
great, solemn black eyes to the farmer’s face. The
laugh was on him now; and he joined in it uproai-
iously.

“ Not jest exackly, my little gal,” he said, aste
lifted her up in hisarms; “ but you Ve como purtv
nigli it. Sandy Ross is what they cali me.”

“ Has 00 dot a thleigh and a waindeer ?" per-
sisted the little maiden.

“No; but I 've got a first-rate wood-slcd,—ypaii
0’ bobs, with a wood rack on’t,—’n’ ez siick :i span
0’ Canadian ponies ez ever ye see !”

The farmer stroked the dark hair of the little
girl with his great hard hand, and she smiggld
down on his shoulder as if he had been her grand-,
father.

The Burnhams had been joining in the meri-
ment, though they had taken no part in the o
versation. But when the little girl climbed don
from the arms of Sandy Ross, Will arése and|
beckoned him to a vacant seat.

“ How far from here do you live, Mr. Ross?"

“ Right up the bank thar. That’s my lioust, |
with a light ’n the winder.”

It was a comfortable-looking white farnuboust,
with a sloping roof in the rear and a big chimnt; |
in the middle.

“ Now, Mr. Ross, | live in Pittsfield, and | wrt|
mightily to get there before noon to-monow.
don't believe this train will get there before lol
morrow night. Could you take my sister, ad|
those two little chaps and me, and carry usi
home early to-morrow morning on your wooct-sled,
providing it is n’t too coid to undertake the jou-j
ney ?”

“Le’s see. Wall, yes; i calc’late 1 could.
was a-thlnkin’ ‘bout goin’ over to Pittsfield tmor-l
rer with a little jag o' wood, 'n’ | reckon live oi-[
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lers like you won’t be no more trouble, ho! ho!
The sno'v aint no gret depth; ’taint nigh ’s deep
on tother side o' the mountain ez ’t is on this sidc.
There '11 be drifts now 'n’ then, but the felices is
| down, so that we kin turn inter the fields 'n’ go
' round ’eni.”

“ How long will it take you to drive over?”

"Lessee. ’Taint over fifteen or sixteen mile.
| 1 reckon I kin make it in three to four hours,”

e« Wecll, sir, if you ’'ll get us over there safely

j before iioon | ’ll give you five doliars.”

“All right; that ’s enough; tew much, | guess.
, But see here, my friend; jest bring the voung
lady ’ii’ the little chaps up to my house 'n’ spend
Ihcnight there, all on ye. Then we Kkin hev an
airly breakfast, ’n’ start fair when we get good
"'n’re.idy.”

in less than five minutes the Burnhams, with
bags .ind bimdles, were following Sandy Ross to
| Ihe door of the car.

Tliis was the last that our travelers saw of their
fellow-|jassengei-s on the Western Express. Late
Ihe next afternoon the train rolled into Pittsfield
I stitioii, but the Burnhams were busy elsewhere
| about that time.

It «as but a few steps from the train to Sandv

jRoss’s house. William carried his sister through
lhe liccpest snow, and the boys trudged aiong with
| the bimdles, highiy pleased with the prospect of an
ladventiire m a farm-house. Good Mrs. Ross was
lasbbthe and hearty as her husband, and she soon
made the young folks feel quite at home.

I To .Miss Grace “ the spar' room,” as Mrs. Ross
Iralled \«, was assigncd, while Will and the two
| boys found a sleepmg-place in tlie attic. The dim
jtallow.candle that lighted them to bed disclosed
lall sorts of curious things. In one cérner, facine
leach mher, were two oid, tall docks that liad long
Iceasetl tickmg, and now stood with folded hands
I andsilen: pendulums, resting from their labors. An
joldchcest of drawers, that would have been a prize
Ifor himters of the antiquc, was near the docks-
Ibraids ofyellow seed-corn hung from the rafters
iMd at one end of the great room stood ilie hand-
lloom 011 which the mother of Mrs. Ross had been
| «ont to weave clothfor the garments of her house-
Itolcl U was an heir-loom, in the literal sense.
| lheboys thought that this garretwould have been
|a grand place to ransack; but they were too well-
H contented themselves
I«t hadnimug what was before their eyes. It was
JMt long before they were sound asleep in their
| ug nest of feathers; and, when they waked the
Id hrcakfast was ready, and farmer
Ibl f Will had made all the prepara-
I '

s of juicy ham and eggs, genuine country

ADVENTURES

A WOOD-SLED.

OF 163

sausages, and delidous buckwheat cakes with
maple syrup, they all did full justice.

“ It does me good to see boys eat,” said the
kmd farmer’s wife; “ they do enjoy it so;” and
tears were in her eyes as she thought of the hungry
boys that used to sit around this table. Farmer
Ross and his wife were alone in the world. Two
of their boys were sleeping in unmarked graves at
Chancellorsville j the other had died when he was
a baby. But they were not selfish people; they
had learned to bear sorrow, and therefore their sor-
row liad not made them morose and miserable; it
had only made them more kind and tender-hearted.

Breakfast over, the wood-sled carne round to the
door, and Mr. Ross looked in a moment to say
a last word to his wife.

“You 'd better make two or three pailfuls o’
sftong coffee, mother, ’'n’ bile three or four dozen
Ags, 'n"heat up a big batch o’them air minee pies.
The folks down here on the train ’ll be mi°-hty
hungry this raornin’, 'n’ 1 've been down ’n’ mld
’eni to come up here in ’bout half an hour, ’n’ git
what they want. Don’t charge ’em nothin’- let
Aem pay what they ’ve a min’ter. P’raps some on
cm haint nothin’to pay with, ’ii’ they ’ll need it
jest as much as the rest. We must nt let folks
starve that git storiii-staid right at our front-door.
And now all aboard for Pittsfield !”

The hearty thanks and fareweils to good Mrs
Ross were soon said, and the Burnhams bundled
out of the kitchen into the wood-sled. It was a
longrack with upright stakes rising from a frame
and held together by side rails, through which the
ends of the stakes projected a few inches. A side-
board, about a foot in width, had bcen placed
withm the stakes on either side, and the space so
inclosed had been filled with clean oat-straw. Miss
Grace wrapped Mrs. Ross’s heavy blanket shawl
round her seal-skin sacque, each of tlie two little
boys did himself up in a blanket, William robed
himself 11 his traveling-rug, and they all sat down
m the struw, two fronting forward and two back-
ward, and placed their feet against four hot flat-
irons, wound in thick woolen cloth, and laid to-
gether in a ncst between them. Over their laps a
big buffalo-robe was thrown, and Farmer Ro0ss
heaped the straw against their backs.

Away they went, shouting a merry good-by to
the farmer’s wife, secure against discomfort, and
happy m the hope of reaching home in time for
their Christmas dinner. Down in the railroad cut
they saw the shovelers and the wreckers toiling at
the disabicd frcight cars, but not much stir was
visible alDout the express train that lay a little
further down the track. The snow did not appear
to be very deep, and the ponies skipped briskly
aiong with their light load. Here and there was a
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bare spot from which the snow had been blown,
but not many drifis were found, and these were
easily avoided, as Mr. Ross had said, by turning
into the open fields.

Farmer Ross was as blithe as the morning.
From his perch on a cross-board of the wood-rack
he kept up a brisk talk with the group in the straw
behind him.

“ Fire ’nough in the stove?” he asked. *“ 'Taint
often that ye hev a stove like that to set ‘round
when ye go a sleigh.ridin’.”

“ All right, sir; it ’s warm as toast,’ said wm.
“ Genuine base-burner, is n’t it.”

“ I should think your feet would be coid sittmg
up there,” said Grace. .

“ 0, no; notin this wcather. ’Sides, if they do
sit coid | icnock 'em together a littie, or else git off
in’ run fifoot a spell, ’n’ they ’re soon «arm agin,”

“ Do you often go to Pittsfield?” asked William.

“Yes, every month or so. Gin’rally du my
tradin’ thar. Tek along a littie suthin’ to sell com-
monly,—a littie jag o’ wood, or a littie buttcr, or a
quarter o’beef, or suthin’. | meant to hev gone
down last week, 'n’] had a big pile o’ Christmas
ereens 't 1 meant to tek along to scll, but | was
hendercd, 'n’ could n’t go. There ’s the greens
now—all piled up in the aidge o’the wood; | d
got 'era all ready. ’Fraid they wont be woith
much next Christmas.”

“ 0. Mr. Ross!” cricd Grace; “ would it be
very niuch trouble for you to put that neavest pile
of them on the back part of the sled? | can find
use for them at home, | know, and | should hke to
take them with me ever so much !'”

“ Sartinly; no trouble at all; and in two or
three great arrafuls the pile of beautiful coral pine
was heaped upon the sleigh.

The morning wore on toward nine o’clock, and
as the sun rose higher the air grew warroer, The
roads were steadily improving, and the ponies trot-
ted along at a nimble pace. The boys began to
be tired of sitting still.

‘T ’m not going to burrow up in this straw any
longer,” said Win; “1°m going to get-up and
stir about a littie.”

“ So am 1,” said Phil. ,

It was easy enough to stand on the slcd while it
was in motion. In rough places the boys could
take hold of the rail of ihe wood-rack: and even
if they fell it did not hurt them- Pretty soon
Win, who had an artist’s eye, began to puli out
long vines of the evergreen and wind them round
the stakes of the wood-rack.

“ 1 say, Phil,” he cried, “ if we only had some
string, we could fix this okl frame so that it would
look nobby 1”

“ Well, hcre ’s your string,” said Will,-produc-
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ing a ball of twine from his overcoac-pocket and
tossing it to his brother.  “ | put that in my pockn
by mistake when | tied up my last package yester-
day morning, and have been wishing it in Amherst
ever since.”

“Jolly!” shouted Win. “ Now, Mr. Ross,
you ’ll see what we ’ll make of your wood-slcd,"

“ Goin’t’make a kind o’ Cindereller coach on
hey ? Well, go ahead! | sha’n’t be ashamed
on ’t, no matter how fine ye fix it.”

The boys’ fingers flew. This was fun 1 Before
long all the stakes were trimmed, and a spirai
wreath of the evergreen had been run all round
the side-rail of the rack. It really began to look
quite fairy-like. Wailliam and Grace first laughed
at ihe fancy of the boys, and then began to aid
lhem with suggestions; and presently William <&
up himself, hclping them in their work. Twine
wound with the evergreen was run diagonally
across from the top of each stake to the bottom of
the nearest one ; and the wood-rack began to look
very much like what the poets calia “
bower.” All it needed was a roof, and this was
soon supplied. Wailliam borrowed Mr. Ross's big
jack-knife, leaped from the sleigh, and cut eight
willow rods, and they were speeUiiy wound willi tlit
evergreen. Then the ends were made fast wiih
twine to the railing of the rack on either side, and,
ardiing overhead, Ihey completed the transforma-
tion of the wood-sled into a moving arbor of cver-
grecns.

The boys danced with merriment.

“lsn’t it just gay?” cried Phil. “1 nevei
dreamed that we could make it look so pretty !”

“ We could n’t have done it, either,” said Win,

“ if Bill and Grace had n’t helped us. But «liat
will the fellows say when they see us tidin’ doan
the Street?”
“What | am most curious to see,” said MU,
is the faces of Mr. and Mrs. Burnham and Bdiy
Burnham, when this gay chariot drives up to thar
doori They ’re worrying about us powerfullyby
this time, and | reckon we ’ve a jolly surprise in
store for them.”

“ 1 hope they will not be as badly fnghtened,
said Grace, * as Macbetb was whben he saw *Bir-
nam wood’ coming.”

“ Pretty good for sis,” laughed William.

“ What ’s the joke ?” inquired Win.

“ Too classic for small boys; you ’ll have to g«
up your Shakespear before you can appreciate il,
answered the big brother.

“ 'Pears to me,” now put in the charioteer jrom
his perch, “ that a rig ez fine ez this oughter Iw«
a leetle finer coachman. 1 aint ’shamed o tM
sled, ez | said ; but | dew think | oughter be fixM|
up a leetle mite to match !”

wild-wood
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“You shall be,” cried Grace. *“ Here, boys,
help rae to wind a couple of wreaths.”

Very soon, two light, twisted wreaths of evergreen
(vere ready, and Mr. Ross, with great laughter,
threw them over cach shoulder and under the op-
posite arm, so that they crossed before and behind,
hke llic straps that support a soldier’s belt. Then
his fur cap was quickly trimmed with sprays of the
evergreen, lhat rose in a beli-crown all round his
head.

Their journey was almost done. How quickly
the time had passed ! Every few rods they met

1 sleigh-loads of people, happy because Christmas

“ fISniV CHRISTMAS TO YE ALL! '~

titdthe sleighing had come together, and bent on
uaking the most of both. These merry-makers
$Il looked with wonder upon our travelers as they
-drew near. and answered their loud shouts of
‘Merry Christmas ! ” with laughter and cheers.
Theyhad not gone far through the streets of the
tilbge before their kite had considerable tail.
wtwhat it meant the small boys did not know;
iiit if ihis driver was not Santa Claus, he was
otncbody eoually good-natured, for he bowed and
"ihcd right and left, in the jolliest fashion, to
salutations of the boys, and as many of them as
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could get near hitched their band-sleds to his
triumphal car.

Miss Grace was hidden from sight by the ever-
greens, and she enjoyed the'sport of the boys
almost as much as they did.

Meantime, the hours were passing slowly at Mr.
Burnham’. The father and mother had been loo
anxious about their children to sleep much during
the night. They could get no word from the train
after it left Chester, and the delay and uncertainty
greatly distressed them. Mr. Burnham had just
returned from the station with the ncws that the
wires were up, and that the train had been heard

[SEE PAGE 162.]

from in the cut just beyond the summit, where it
was likely to be kept the greater part of the day.

*“ Oh dear!” cried the mother. “ | cannot have
itso! Can't we get at them in someway? | ’m
afraid they will suffer with hiinger. Then we had
countedso much on this Christmas, and the cliil-
dren’s fun is all spoiled. TIliink of them sitting
al! this blessed holiday, cooped up in those dread-
ful ears, waitmg to be shoveled out of a snow-drift.
It seems as if | should fly. 1 wish 1 could1”

“ Well, my dear,” said Mr. Burnham, soberly,
“ | am sorry that the holiday is spoiled, but | see
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nothing that we can do. We can trust William to
take good care of them and bring them all home
safely; and we ’ve got to be patient and waii.”

Just then the heads of the ponies were turning
in at the gate of the wide lawn in front of the
house. The small boys who were following un-
hitched their hand-sleds, and the escort remained
outside the gate.

“ Drive slowly ! said William.
good chance to see us coming!”

Baby Burnham was at the window. *“ Thanty
Kauth !” she cried. “ Look! papa; look!”

“ What does the child see !” said Mr, Burnham,
going to the window. *“ Sure enough, baby. Do
come here, my dear. What fantastical establish-
ment is this coming up our drive-way? It ’s a
bower of evergrecns on rumiers, and an oid man
with a white beard and a white coat all trimmed

“ Give them a

up with greens sits up lhere driving. He seems to
be shaking with laughter, too. What can it
mean ?”

Just theu the wood-sled carne alongside the
porch, and, suddenly, out from between the gar-
landed sled-stakes four lieads were quickiy thrust
and four voices shouted:

“ Merry Christmas1”

“ The children 1 Bless their hearts1”

In a minute more, father and mother and baby
and the jolly travelers were all very much mixed
up on the porch, and there was a deal of hugging
and kissing and laughing and crying, while Farmer
Ross on his own hook, or rather on his own wood-
sled, was laughing softly, and crying a little, too.
What made kim crj- | wonder? Presently, Mr.
Burnham said;

“ But, Will, you have n’t made us acquainted
yet with your charioteer.”

“ It is Mr. Ross, father. He took us into his
house on Washington Mountain last night and
treated us like princes, and this morning he has
brought US home, and belped us in the heartiest
way to carry out our fun.”

“ Mr. Ross, we are greatly your debtors,” said
Mr. Burnham. “ You have relieved us of a sore
anxiety, and brought us a great pleasure.”

“ Wall, | dunno,” said the farmer; “ 1 did n’t
like to think o’ these ’ere children bein’ kep’ away
from bum on Christmas day; ’'n’cf | 've helped
’em any way to hev a good time, why,—God bless
’em t—1don’t think there ’s any better thing an oid
man like me could be doin’ on sech a day as this 1”

Just here Mr. Burnhara’s coachman carne round
the cérner in great haste.

* Well, Patrick, what is it?” said his master.

“ The shafts uv that sleigh—bad look till’em 1
—is bruk, yer honor; ’n’1 don’t see how ! ’ll iver
git thim bashkits carried round at all 1”

ADVENTURES

OF A WOOD-SLED.

“ 0, those baskets1” cried Mr. Burnham in ds.
tress. “ Our Christmas baskets have n’t been d
livered yet, and it ’s alraost eleven o'clock. The
stonn and our worry about you kept us from

"delivering them last night, and we have hardlj

thought of them this morning. | ’m afraid those
poor people will have a late Christmas dinner.”

“ Baskets o’ stuff for poor folks’s dinneis!”
said farmer Ross; “ let me take 'cm round.”

“ O yes, father 1” shouted Win; “ let Phil ad
me go with him 1 The ljaskets are marked, are nt
they ? It '1t be jolly fun to deiiver them out of this
sled.”

In a minute the baskets—baif a dozen of them
—were loaded in, and within half an hour the;
were all set down at the horaes to which they «ert
addressed, Poor oid Unele Ned and Aunt Diiigh
hobbled to the door and took in their basket wiili
eyes full of wonder at the strange vchicle that ws
just driving from lheir doors ; the Widow Blandi-
ard’s children, playing outside, ran into lhe lioust
when they saw the ponies coming, but speedily
carne out after their basket and carried it in, firu
in the faith that they had had a sight of the wi-
table Santa Claus. To all the rest of the iieedr
families the gifts, though late, were welcomc ; ¢!{ |
the bright vision of the evergreen bower on niii-1
ners brought gladness with it into all those low; |
homes.

Farmer Ross went back with the boys to their |
home; his ponies were taken from the sicd i1
given a good Christmas dinner in Mr. Buinham's
stable j he himself was constrained to remain axd
partake of the feast that would not have been edteii
but for him, and that lost nonc of its merrimeDi
because of him ; and at length, about three oclock|
in the afternoon, the Christmas car, stripped i
its bravery, but carrying some goodly gifts to Mii |
Ross, started on its return to Washington Moun
tain.

My little friends who read this story will be glid
to know lhat the Christmas festival at the church!
had been deferred on account of lite stonn ftoffil
Christmas eve to Christmas evening; so thatti*|
Burnhams had,a chance to assist at the unloadii!;!
of the Christmas tree.

They will also guess that Farmer Ross'shoosfl
and his barn and his orchard and his pastureandl
his woods and his trout-brook and his blackberni
bushes and his dog and his ponies and bis conj
and his oxen and his hens and pretty nearly
thing that was his had a chance t6 get very »fl|
acquainted with Win and Phil during the a«i|
summer vacation. It will be a long time, |:
sure, before the Rosses and the Burnhams cea*|
to be friends, and before any of them will forf*>
The Strange Adventures ofa Wood-Sled.
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She tilrt tont ot Christney fi),
foprper it et oy 3- Ui . 1”7 said |

And brush your hair; now, don't ydu cry.”
IFnm Santa C/aus and Unck John

And not a stitch the child had on 1 First, | made her littie lidse.
And shaped them nicely at the toes.

Then | boughe a pair of shoes,—
ovely “ dolly’s numbcr twos.” Next | made a pelticoat;
And put a chain around her throat.
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ir-
Then, when she shivered, | made haste,
And cut her out an underwaist.

1 And then | named her Mary Ann,
And gave the dear a paper fan,

MARY ANN. [Dkemisj

c'nry

Next | made a pretty dress,
1 It took me ’most a week, | guess.

Next | made a velvet sacque
That fitted nicely in the back,
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gEenhl mmmfd ha Iloveklydh.at,m 0 And dear, my sakes, that was n’t all,
+ how sweet she fooked 1n at | bought her next a parasol!
Ui -
. -[—e

She looked so grand when she was dressed
You really never would have guessed

How very plain she seemed to be

The day when first she carne to me.

VOL VII.—12.
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HOW JOE BROUGHT

By Marién

“Well, girls, there is one way we can help

both father and ourselves in these hard times,”
said Bessie Foot, while her eider sisters looked up
from their occupations with kind, interestcd faces.®
“We can give up our birthdays or Christmas,”
began Bessie, slowly.

“ That is a good idea,” broke in Emily, the
oider sister. “ These numerous gift-days and
pleasure-makings draw too heavily upon all our
pockets.”

“ But what will Joe say?”
nearly all spoke in concert.

After a little pause, Bessie said, with hopeful
decision:

“ Oh, perhaps he wont care.”

Now Joe was the last, but by no means the least,
member in Mr. Foot’s family. He had arrived
late, after this goodly row of girls, and after his
parents had given up an earlier and often ex-
pressed desire that a boy might be among the
number. And if helpful hands and warm hearts
make the reception, Joe carne .

-‘to ihe world BEa gonlleman comes,
To a lodging leady furoiahod.”

He was now twelve yearsold, buthad not “ worn
out hiswelcome.” Ofapliant, pleasant nature, he
fully answered, so far, all the demands made upon
him. No one had ever heard him speak a rough
or unkind word, and in all the little affairs of
every day he was easily helpful enough lo satisfy
hisloving family. It is true Mr. Foot, who had
struggled up through a hard and self-denying
youth to an honorable position in the law, began
to have some uneasiness about his son’s char-
acter, and to suffer the first disturbing and per-
plexing doubt as to the future of a boy to whom
life was such a holiday affair, and who would never
be able, he feared, to take any other view of it.

But these fatherly thoughts and fears Mr. Foot
carefully kept to himself. His family was very
loving and confiding, and Mr. Foot was not
without courage; but | doubt if he would have
been wiHing to contémplate, even in the retiro-
ment of his own thoughts, the shock that would
have come to all if this beloved son had been
closely criticised.  So Joe spent his thoughtless,
pleasant days undisturbed by criticism, and when
Bessie broached the question of the morning for
her brother’s decision—Christmas being nearly a
year away and birthdays ciése at hand,—he chose
in his easy way to keep the near pleasure, and so

This time they
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it carne about that there was to be no Christmas
celebration that year in Mr. Foot’s house.

Bessie’s plan worked admirably. The birth-
days, scattered through the year, had been made
much of, and Joe’s, coming late in September,
had really been a great affair. Joe himself had
enjoyed it wonderfuUy—even beyond his usual
happy way. It was very gratifying to have so many
new things in advance of all his playmates; even
the latest fashioned sled had been procured by
extra trouble and expense, and the balls and the
books and ihe knives and the marbles were of the
best, for “ Joe is tohave no presentsatChristmas,”
was the often exptessed reason for extra indulgente
on this particular birthday. It was all very d*
lightful, and it made Joe quite the hero of the
autuinn, creating any amount ofenvy m the minds
of other boys who must wait until Christmas.

But Christmas was drawing on, and Joe soon
found himselfface to face with an anticipation wliich
was not pleasurablc—an entirely new position in
his experience. In fact, the numerous preparations
in the world outside began to produce a sligluly
depressing sensation in other members of M.
Foot’s family; even Bessie, usually firm in her dc-
cisions, could not belp wishing they had chosen
Christmas and given up the birthdays. But ittras
too late now, so they all carefully avoided any
allusion to the coming festival, each hoping by
silence to create the impression in the others that
the whole plan was eminently satisfactory.

Mr. Foot, quietly reading, in his easy chaiv, «as
really the only one quite at ease, ali the mmds of
the family being more or less ruffled, on Christmas
eve, by some thoughts as to what might be going
on in Joe’s mind; for, contrary to his custom.he
had betaken himself to bed at an unusually ealy
hour. Mrs. Foot and her older daughters «ere
busy with their sewing near the table where M.
Foot was enjoying the cheerful tire and his evening
paper, when Bessie suddenly broke into the rooa
with the cxclamation; “ Joe has hung up be
stockings1” Mr. Foot laid his paper on his kee>
and the busy needles made slight pauses, but m
one spoke.

“ He has hung up both; he never hung upW
one before!” added Bessie, dropping helptcssly 1
into the nearest chair. .

“ That was naughty in Joe,” said Mrs. Foo™m
a tone in which despair and apology were oddif|
mingled.
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Mr. Foot meditated, apparently unheeding,
while the girls went on with their sewing.

Some time clapsed, during which no one vent-
iired a remark, and Mr. Foot still looked into

lhe fire. Straiigely vivid remembrances carne to
him ofa country boy, long-forgotten Christmases,
an empty stocking and a disappointed heart. He
slomy took down his eye-glasses from their perch
and put them in his pocket; he folded up his
paper softly, and carefully laid it on the table, and
«jth lThe air of a man who would rather the fact
should not be observed, rose quietly from his chair
and in a very indiflerent voice said :

“ Bessie, will you hand me my coat ?”

“Why, are you going out?” exclaimed Mrs.

i Foot, looking up excitediy.

“Yes, | think | wili take a short walk,” replied
M. Foot, still indiffereiuly, though knowing per-
| fectly well a walk was a most unusiial performance
| forhim in the evening after a busy day.

"1 believe | will go with you,” said his wife,
cheerily, and going at once for her hat and shawl.

“Let US go, too," said all the girls, with that
I liveliness which indicates relief from a dilemma,

All were soon ready, and, Mr, and Mrs. Foot
leading tlie way, they were soon on the pavcment
I oiawcll-lighted Street, and moving with the crowd
I or pausing at the shop-windows to see the unusual
I and final attractions of the season.

11 people would dream facts instead of dreaming
ldreams, Joe Foot might have smiled to himselfas
jholayasieep in his littie bedroom in solé posscs-
Isioii of the house, while the whole family had gone
IoIT, moved by one impulse, on an crrand which
jnot one of them would have told to another. Joe
ja'vakc and on his feet might have been resisted ;
Ibiii Joe asieep, with those two expectant stockings
lyaivning in the basement, was an impersonation
1ofihat faith which raoves mountains. It ai! carne
1about very naturally and easily, Mr. Foot himself,
1to expressing some regret that the knife he gave
1Joe on his birthday had not been of a better
jquality, and, now that the boy had lost it, it

ieemed only fair to get him another. This accom-
iplished at the first cutlery store, his mother fol-
to'ved in the purchase of a new boy’s-book, which

|be very much regretted she had not heard of in
fitne lo get for his birthday. His sisters, too,
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remembered various littie things that Joe liked, or
had their memories quickened by the sight of new
devices for good boys, as they walked along, and so
they were each well ladeo with Christmas things
when they finaily reached their own door.

I cannot doubt that Joe smiled then in his
sleep, and if the faithful stockings ran over with
their numerous gifts, the family wisely conduded
not to make any rémarks that might bring into
hght the inconsistency of the givers’ purposes
and actions.

The next morning, all but Joe awoke with a
shght feeling of uncertainty whether it was Sunday
or some other day. Joe knew before he was awake
that it was n’t Sunday, still, he did fcel a littie
doubtful if it was Christmas.

But stowed away in a seldom-used nook of his
closet were some very good reminders of Christ-
mas, until he should descend to the basement.
Joe’s father would have been pleased enough if he
could have looked into his boy’s closetjust then, as
Joe was taking out from their hiding-place six
small packages, all neatly wrapped and tied with
long loops, so that they could be hung on door-
knobs.  These presents he had purchased with
some money given him to spcnd for himself.

With the littie bundles arranged on his arm
for distribution, hé stole softly in his stocking-feet
through the hall, hanging each article on its re-
spective knob, without disturbing the occupants of
tlie rooms, who were still cozily abed.

This done, Joe went on to the basement in easy
hopefulness. And he was not d'oomed to disap-
pointment, the contents of the crowded stockings
yielding more than a usual amount of joy and
admiration.

And when the family carne down to breakfast,
how delightful it all was! Eveiy one was so
pleased with the pretty present Joe had purchased
for them, that it was a long time before the happy
family could siibside to the forinality of the morn-
ing meal. Joe himself became conscious of a
higher pleasure than Christmas liad heretofore
brought, when his father expressed his hearty satis-
faction in the gift his son had, unassisted, given
him; and, turning to his youngest daughter, he
said: “ Bessie, let us have Christmas next year,”
which caused a general smile all around.
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By Palmer Cox.

There was a funny mandarin
Who had a funny way,

Of sliding down the balustrade
A dozen times a day.

With arms in air and streaming hair,

At rish of bone and brain,
Around and round the winding sta.r

He shd the rail amain.

iS»)
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By a, P. C.

Have you ever heard the fiame of the great
sculptor, Thorvaldsen ? Have you not frequently
seen photographs, engravings, or plaster casts,
representing his medallions of “ Morning” and
“ Night,”—pictures of which we give,—the firsta
swiftiy-flying &ngel, strewingflowers through the air,
while a cherub clinging to her shoulder holds aloft a
glowing torch; the second, a somber spirit, floating
dreamily onward, her head bowed forward, two
slurabering babes in her arms, and an owl follow-
ing in her wake. Thorvaldsen sculptured those
at Rome, half a century ago, when rising to the
height of his fame.

He was born at Copenhagen, Denmark, Novem-
ber 19, 1770. His fatber's flame was Gottskalk
Thorvaldsen; his mother’s, Karen Gronlund. She
was the daughter of a peasant, but his father was
a carver of wood. Little Albert—that was Thor-
valdsen’s flame—used frequently to play in his
father’s work-shop, watching whatever was going
on, and, not many years ago, there were oid car-
penters in Copenhagen who could well remeraber
him as a pretty child, with blue eyes and golden
hair, following his father. He was a gentle, pleas-
ant-tempered little fellow, and this sometimes led
his comrades to play tricks upon him.

Monsieur Pién, one of Thorvaidsen’s biog-
raphers, from whose work many of the facts in this
paper have been gleaned, and from which several
of our engravings were copied, relates many anee-
dotes which give us good pictures of the sculptor
in his infancy.

W hen Albert, or Bertel as his family used to cali
him, grew oider, he went to his father’s workshop,
not merely to watch, but to help with the work.
Gottskalk Thorvaldsen’s chief occupation was carv-
ing roughly made wooden statues, to be placed as
figiire-heads in the bows of vessels, just under their
bowsprits. After a little practice, Bertel did as well
as his father, and at length it began to be seen that
in some points he did cven ijetter. Gottskalk him-
self was no artist, but he soon saw that his son
might become one, if properly educated. He
therefore took him away from the workshop and
sent him to the free school of the Royal Academy
of Fine Arts. Bertel was only eleven years oid
then, but he worked enthusiastically and made
rapid progress. At the same time, he went on
helping his father, and, after that, it was said
that Gottskalk’s figure-heads grew handsomer and
more natural-looking every year.

Young Thorvaldsen was not a perfect character,
and was by no means as fond of all liis studies &
he was of drawing and modeling. He loved art,
but reading and writing and recitations were trou-
blesome to him. Indeed, his school-master, Herr
Chaplain Hoyer, had come to the conclusion that
Bertel was a dunce, and would always be in the
lowest class. But something happened to change
his opinién.

There was a distribution of prizes at the Fine
Arts Academy, and a certain young Thorvaldsen
received the silver medal. Next morning, Herr
Hdyer read about it in the newspaper, Of course,
it could not be the dunce, he thought, but it inight
be some relative, whom he could hold up to the
lad as an example of industry. So, when Bertel
carne in, the chaplain said:

“ Thorvaldsen, is it a brother of yours who has
just taken a prize at the Academy?”

“ It is myself, Herr Chaplain,” was the reply,
and the modest lad was covered with confusion.

Herr Hoyer gazed at him in astonishment.
Then he said in a very changed voice:

“ Herr Thorvaldsen, please to pass up to the
first class.”

This was felt to be a great honor to Bertel,—not
only the sending him to the firstclass, but the call-
ing him “ Herr.” “ Herr” means “ Master,” and
though the boys always applied it to their teachers,
the teachers tarely, if ever, applied it to one ofthe
scholars. Thorvaldsen said afterward, that noneof
the distinctions he enjoyed in later years gave him
quite as much pleasure as this first one.

Thorvaldsen was seventeen years oid when he
took this silver medal and received the title of

“ Herr.” His success inspired him to work havder
than ever; and gave him bright hope for the
future. He was a quiet, reserved youth; seldom

laughed and taiked; and when he began his day’s
task, no jesting of his companions could divett his
attention.

He worked with tremendous earnestness.

When Bertel was nineteen, Gottskalk began to
think that he had studied enough; he wanted him
in his workshop. When he had thought of mak-
ing Bertel an artist. it was only an artist in wood-
carving he had had in mind; the idea that his boy
could become an illustrious sculptor, had never
occurred to him.

But Abildgaatd,
future more clearly;

Bertel’s art-teacher, saw the
and, at last, after urgenl
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appeals, he succeeded in persuading Gottskalk to
ailow'his son to divide his time equally between
work in the shop and study at the Academy.
There is now in the Thorvaldsen museum at Co-
penhagen a large wooden dock, which Thorvald-
scn and his father carved at this period.

Bertel’s first work that attracted notice was a
inedallion of the Princess of Denmark, made when
he was twenty years of age. It was takcn from a
poor picture of her; but was a good likeness, and
wes much admired.

When he was twenty-one, he took another prize,
—the gold medal; and at twenty-three he took a
still higher prize, which after two years was to give
him a pensién, enabling him to study at Rome for
three years, without expense to himself. Mean-
ffhile, he gave lessons in drawing and modeling,
took portraits, and made drawings for publishers.
Abildgaard continued to encourage him, and the
Acadtmy gave him some assistance.

On the 20th of May, 1796, Thorvaldsen em-
barketl for Naples, and he soon became a favorite
with tbe captain and all on board. But, much as
theyliked him, all agreed that he was very, very
lazy. It was a weak point in Thorvaldsen’s char-
acter, that he carcd littie for anything not immedi-
ately connected with his art. Here, for example,
were persons on board who were willing to teach
him to speak Italian j but, although going to live
in Italy, he prefcrred perfect idleness to the effort
of acquiring that country’s language. He had
ampie Icisure to read or study; but he liked better
toplay with his dog, Héctor.

On the 8th of March, 1797, the sculptor reached
Rome. He used to say afterward that on that day
he was born.

Thorvaldsen’s life at Rome was very interesting,
but not, at first, very easy. His pension from the
Danish Academy was small, he suffered at times
ftoni a relum of an illness which had attacked him
at Naples, and he often was glad to paint small
figures in the pictures of a landscape artist in order
logain a littie money. Perhaps he suffered some-
what, too, on account of his own ignorance. A
friend of his at this time wrote concerning him;
“He is an excellent artist, with a great deal of
taste and sentiment, but igiiorant of everything
outside of” art. « ¢ ¢ « Without knowing a word
of Italian or French, without the slightest acquaint-
ance with history and mythology, how is it possible
for an artist properly to pursue his studies here?
| do not expect hira to be learned,—that | should
notevendesire; buthe should have some faint idea
oflhe lames and meanings of the things he sees."

For six years the Danish Academy supported
Thorvaldsen in Rome, but that was the utmost it
oould do, During that time, he had rooms with
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another young artist, a German landscape psdnter,
and he worked diligently, but not on things likely
to bring him fame or money. He made copies of
the statues about him, producing very littie that
was original. At last, however, he made a model
for an original statue of “ Jason.” But no one
seemed to admire it very much, and he destroyed
it. A year later he made another. This was more
successful; but it might have met with the same
fate, had not a friend advanced the money to have
it cast in plaster. The statue was exhibited, and
created a greatsensation in Rome. People crowded
to see it, and the best artists praised it highly.
Canova, the greatest sculptor of his day, said:
“Here is a work in a new and lofty style!”
Thorvaldsen was delighted; and yet what was he
to do? No one ordered this great statue in mar-
ble. There were war troubles in Europe, and
people were not in the mood to pay large sums of
money for works of art, however admirable.

The Danish Academy could no longer keep
Thorvaldsen in Rome, and slowly and sadly he
prepared for his return home. It was hard to give
up his opportunities Just when success seemed near.
However, he packed his trunks, sold his furniture
and plaster casts, and was all ready to start, when
the friend with whom he was going told him that
there was some trouble about getting passports,
and that they would have to wait, A few hours
later, Thomas Hope, a wealthy EnglLsh banker,
carne into Thorvaldsen’s studio, and, seeing the
“ Jason,” was lost in admiration of its beauty. He
did not know that Thorvaldsen was going away,
and so he asked him what he would charge to
produce the work in tnarble.

Thorvaldsen was so excited that he named a very
low price.

“ That is not enough,” said the liberal banker,
and lie offered more.

An agreement was quickly made, and Thorvald-
sen remained in Rome.

Thenceforward, Thorvaldsen’s career was pros-
perous, and he received a great many orders.
He visited much at the house of Baron William
von Humboldt, the greal naturalist-traveler, where
he met many persons who became his warm and
trusted friends. The King of Denmark made him
a knight; Prince Louis of Bavaria corresponded
with him; Prince Christian Frederick of Denmark
wrote to him. But Thorvaldsen moved in all
ranks: his shoemaker was one of bis intimate
friends, the King of Bavaria another. He re-
spectad every person who did his work well, was
kind to all, and the “ Cavaliere Alberto,” as the
Italians called him, was a genera! favorite.

When the Prince of Denmark wrote, it was to
tell him about a white marble quarry just discovered
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in Norway, and to invite him to return to Copen-
hagen, where he should be received with royal
favor. But Thorvaldsen could not go. Napoledn
bad just ordered him to make in marble a grand
frieze of “Alexander the Great entcring Babylon,”
and the sculptor was very busy with other works
besides. When this great frieze was finished, how-
ever, Napole6n was in exile at Elba! Nearly at
the same time, the sculptor received an order from

THORVALDSEN AT HIS WORK

the Polish government for two statues; but iliness
delayed work on them, and, when they were com-
pletcd—there was no Poland ! This was bad luck
certainly, but after a while he found purchasers for
all these productions. The frieze was considered a
masterpiece, and the Danish government ordered
a copy of it in plaster.

All this time, what do you suppose was the fate
ofMr. Hope’s “ Jason”? It was noteven begun !
Thorvaldsen had got out of ihe humor of making
it, and on one pretcxt or another delayed and de-
layed, till in the end it was more than twenty years
before Mr. Hope receivedit. Probably, Thorvald-
sen fclt that he had done more wrong than could
be easily repaired, for he sent with the “ Jason”
several smaller pieces of statuarj', to make amends.

From time to time, Thorvaldsen suffered from
slight attacks of the fever he had had in Naples,
and some of his dearest friends died; but he always
found comfort in his work. He had a great many
pupils and workmen under him. His custom was
to make the model of some work in clay; his work-
men would hew the great blocks of marble into
shape; then his pupils, under his directions, would
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begin the statues, and when they had gone fer
enough, he would take the chisel and add the fin-
ishing touches himself. He had more otders than
he could execute, and was often forced to refuse
distinguished people, or else keep them waiting till
they were quite out of patience.

Besides his works made to order, his fertile ima-
gination was always prompting him to execute
some new and beautiful idea. In 1815 he pro-
duced his beautiful “ Night” and *“ Morning,”
Later, he produced the “ Lionof Liceme,”—cutin
rock at Lucerne, Switzerland,—in honor of those
members of the Swiss Guard who died in defend-
ing the Tuileries, during the French revolution,
August 10, 1792. This great piece of sculptute
shows a lion, wounded by a lance, which has been
broken off in its side. It shelters, with one of its
paws, a shield on which are the arms of the
French king, in whose defense the Swiss Guards,
symbolized by tlic lion, laid dosvn their lives.
The statue stands on a most beautiful spot by
the Lake of Lucerne. About the same time,
Thorvaldsen restored the Aigina marbles. These
were ancient statues very much broken, found in
the island of .“Egina in 1811. The Prince of
Bavaria bought them and sent iheiii lo Thorvald-
sen for restoration. No one without a thorough
knowledge of Greek art could have done this work;
but Thorvaldsen did it so well aiid accurately that,
when all ivas completed, it was aimost impossible
to discover where additions
had been made.

In 1819, Thorvaldsen re-
turned to Copenhagen for
ayear’svisit. Thestudents
turned out to welcome him,
cannons were fired, the
poetOehlenschlaegermade
an address, and a grand
banquct was given. The
royal family were very kind
to him; and, as it was not
customary for a common
Citizen to visit the Kking,
His Majesty made him
Councillor of State so as
to enjoy the pleasure of
Thorvaldsen’s society with-
out violating etiquette.

Rooms were prepared
for the sculptor at the
Academy of Fine Arts.
When he arrived, the oid

janitor, who had hcen a
model for the students during Thorvaldsen’s boy-

hood, opened the door for him. They recognized
each other at once, and had an affecting meeting.

THE STATire OF
MBRCL'RV.
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Bill Thorvaldsen had little peace in this studio.
Visitors crowded to see him all day long; every
oneiiiterested in art wanted to see him, or ask his
adrice about something. At this time, he was
coimnissioned to ornament with sculpture the
| toutiful new church, called the Frue Kirke, or
| Church of Our Lady, and his “ Christ and the
| Tirelve Apostles,” “Chrisl’s Entry into Jerusalem,”
and several other religious pieces, are the resiilts.
I On his way back to Rome, Thorvaldsen traveled
[tlirough Germany, and at Warsaw the Emperor
| Alexanéer of Russia allowed him to take his bust,
I whichwas a great honor, for he had refused to let
leven Canova do so only a short time before. It
| iras profitable, also, for a great many copies of the
| bust were ordered. The emperor gave Thorvald-
Isen a diamond ring; when he was ill sent his own

Idoclor to attend to him, and showed him many
prnarlis of favor.

In 1829, Louis, fonnerly Prince, but now King,
lef Bnvaria, camc again to Rome, and was as inti-
Imaic as ever with Thorvaldsen. Horace Vernet,
Ihe great French painter; Mendelssohn, the com-
Iposer, wlio used to play onthe piano for him in his
Isiudio while he worked; Ricci, a leavned Italian
Ipoci; Lord Byron, and Sir Walter Scoti, were
lamcing Thorvaidson’s best friends.

In 1837, Thorvaldsen decided to return to Den-
~ark, But just as he was about to depart, the
Finiera broke out in Rome and raged so feavfully
Iliat tho people in the surrounding country, fear-
| “gcontagién, would not allow any one to Icave
MNeclty. When at last the cholera passed away,

King of Denmark sent the frigate “ Rota” to
phng him and all his works home.

The voyage was very pleasant, and on Septem-
y ijlhi 1838, the ship entered the harbor of

Cnpenhagen. From this time, the record of the

all classes were there.
flying, many ornamented with Thorvaldsen’s own

designs.

THORVALDSEN.

homeward journey is like a romantic fairy-tale.
A steamer, called the “ Queen Maria,” was sent
to meet the frigate, crowded with people who

longed to welcorae Thorvaldsen.  Salutcs were
fired. The “ Queen Maria” steamed around the
“ Rota,” the band playing, and the people shout-
ing and singing choruses. At night, there was
a splendid aurora borealis, and it seemed as
though his native sky, as well as his counti"men,
were rejoicing at his return. In Copenhagen, the
people were wild with excitement. There was
shouting all through the city, and crowds rushed
to the landing; the docks, and the roofs of the
houses near by were covered with spectators, and,
notwithstanding the rain, splendid preparations
were made. Barges, beautifiilly decorated, be.
longing to difTerent societies, started to meet the

THB N6ST OK LOVBS.

poets, artists, mechanics,—
Flags of every color were

“ Rota.” Students,

When the boats had proceeded a certain



178

distance, the crews all singing a beautiful churus
composed in Thorvaldsen’s honor, they divided
into two lines, and, as the “ Rota ” passed between

them, a inagnificent rainbow appeared in the
heavens; and, when it faded away, the clouds
vanished, and the sun shone forth in all its
glory.

Then the boats crowded around the frigate, and
all who could do so clambered on board to catch a
glimpse of the grcat sculptor. Indeed, the throng
was so dense that Thorvaldsen’s friends were
alarraed and hurried him off in one of the small
boats.

When Thorvaldsen landed, the crowd was so
thick he could hardly get to the carriage which was
waiting for liim, and it was not until he reached
the palace of Charlottenborg that he discovered
that the horses had been taken away, and that the
people had drawn him along. The palace was
decorated with flowers. The square on which it
faced was a solid mass of human beings, even the
crees and lamp-posts being covered with eager
boys. As the palace gates closed, the crowd be-
came almost fierce, and refused to disperse until
they had seen their honored and beloved country-
man. So Thorvaldsen carne out on the balcony
and bowed to the multitude, who received him
with long and loud hurrahs.

At night there was a grand torch-light proces-
sion, and for days and weeks one entertainment
after another followed in the sculptods honor, till
there seemed a danger that he would be almost
killed with kindness.

About this time Thorvaldsen became intimate
with Barén von Stampe and his family. They had
a beautiful country seat at Nysoe, near the city,
where they made him quite at home, giving him a
room to work in; and, after a while, he gotinto the
habit of spending half of his time there, and half
at Copenhagen. Whenever he wanted quiet, he
went to Nysoe. Once, when he had been there
some days, he went to the city, promising to be
back in a week. When he returned, he found a
beautiful new studio built in the garden for him.
It was a surprise that the Baroness had planned,
and there was a fine celebration when he took pos-
session of the building.

One day, the Baroness persuaded him to make a
statue of himself. While he was at work upon it,
soon after, the Baroitess looking on, he received a
letter from the Danish poet, Oehlenschaeger, who
inquired anxiously when his bust could be made.
They had been laughing together a littie, that the
poet should seem so desitous ofbeing immortalized
in this way, when Thorvaldsen suddenly said:

“ It is very well for me to jest at the vanity of
others, when I, myself, at this very moment, am

THORVALDSEN.
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engaged
vanity!”

With that, he threw away his tools and would
have broken the statue, had not the Baroness
pulled him quickly out of the studio, locked the
door, and told hira she would not give him the key
again, until he had promised to finish the work for
her.

At Nysoe, Thorvaldsen used to meet Hnns
Christian Andersen, who would often make the
evenings pass delightfuUy, telling wonderful faity
stories, which pleased the grown people as much
as the children.

Thorvaldsen still worked industriously, and went
about cheerfully among his fellow-men. He «as
very generous to others, but parsimonious to him
self. "He would pay a high price for a picture to
encourage sorae young artist, or would give a
handful of money to some poor woman in distress,
but he cared littie for luxuries on his own account.

In 184.1, Thorvaldsen made one more trip lo
Rome. He went through Germany, as before, bul
his fame had grown still greater in the interval,
and he was enthusiastically greeted at Berlin,
Dresden, Leipsic, Munich,—indeed, wherever he
went, both by tho people and their sovereigns. i
September, he arrived in Rome, and he remained
about a year, revisiting all the oid haunts and
enjoying the companionship of former friends.

In 1842, he returned to Copenhagen, and there
found completed the museum for his works, built
by the architect Bindesboll, at the order of the city
of Copenhagen. The mayor received him in the
new edifice and took him all through it, showing
where his various treasures were to be placed, ad
even leading him to the inner court, where lie wes
one day to be buried. Thorvaldsen looked at il
seriously,—he felt he soon must leave this life,—be
was an oid man.

Thorvaldsen was now not so strong as he had
been. Once in a while carne a day when he dd
not feel well.  One morning he complaincd to
his servant that he did not feel right, but he went
on working as usual. The Baroness von Stampe
carne in and invited him to dinner, but he saidhe
did not feel well enough to She still urged
him to come, and then, thinking that perhaps re
would feel better for going out, he agreed to at-
company her. He had been working on a bust of
Luther, but threw down his bust and clay and went
out. They paid a few visits, and then went to the
Baron’s and dined. Thorvaldsen was in goi®
spirits, and when the museum was spoken of, sad,
cheerfully:

“ Now | can die at any time,—Bindesboll hes
finished my tomb.”

After dinner he went to the theater.

in making a monuraent to my own

A lay
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noiiced him leaning over and asked if he had lost
.nihiiig.  He did not answer. He was dead.
Tliis mournful event occurred March 24th, 1844.

was carried by forty artists. The King and Prince
were present; a wreath of flowers, woven by the
Queen’s own hands, was on the coffin,—the sculp-

THE LION OK LUCBRNE.

The news soon spread all over the city and tor’s chisel lying by its side. He now lies in the

nused great gi'ief. On the 30th of March, 1844, tomb prepared for him in the Museum, which
his funeral took place, and it was as if a king building contains his works from the time he
haddieci, The houses were draped in mourning.

carved the oid wooden dock with his father,
a long procession followed the coffin, which unti! the day when he left his half-finished bust of
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CHRONICLES OF THE MOLEOS. (Dscemiu,

Martin Luther, and the handfu! of day with the besides his own collection of art treasures. n
tool sticking in it,—which also are in the Museum the preceding pages are pictures of his “ Mercury,”
under glass. And there, also, are copies in plaster a very famous statue, and of a beautiful sculpture,
of many of his statues, owncd in other countries, in bass-relief, called the “ Nest of Loves.”

THE HEKDR 13 CARRIED (H A AT

CHRONICLES OF THE MOLEOS.

Tlir-RE is a peculiar class of people, living in Jutiand, called the Molbos, of wbom a great number of tales nrt
told. From the earliest days, these people have been known for their ingenuity and simplicity, and heme
many remarkable things are told about them. Two of the stories about their curtous actions are given below.

how to drive the animal away, and the conclusién

THE STORK AND THE HERDER. was, that the herder of their village should go inio

Once, in the summer, when the corn stood high, the ficlds and chase the bird out. ~But as he wenl

a stork was often seen in the fields belonging to the in for the stork, they noticcd that his feet «nt
Molbos, stalking up and down in the grain-patches very large and broad, and it occurred to thcm thal
to catch frogs. This annoyed the Molbos greatly, the herder would trample down more grain thantlie
for they thought the long-legged bird trod down a stork. Then they again puzzled their brains what»
vast deal of grain. They therefore consulted do and how to get rid ofthe stork. ~But oneoft
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party spoke up at last with the sensible advice that
they might carry the herder through the grain, so
that he should not tread it down. This idea was
approved by all. They thercfore went forth and
look one of the fence-gates off its hinges, made
the herder sit down on it, and eight men lifted the
gate to their shoulders and carried the herder
ihrough tbe corn where the stork was, so that he
might drive it away. Thus the herder was kept
fromtrampling down the grain with his big feet.

THE SALT HERRING AND THE EEL.

OME year, when salt hening tvere more expen-
sive than usual, the Molbos thought they couid not
afford to buy them, although forming their prin-
cipal winter food. They therefore deliberaied what
could be done to escape the high prices for the
fiiiurc.

One of the deepest thinkeis among them sug-
gested at last that, as fresh herring would multiply
in the water, there was no reason why salt herring
should not do the same. He therefore advised
ihein once for all to buy a barrel of salt herring in
the city, and empty the herring in their pond, and
they could then every year catch as many as they
wanted when the herring had hatchcd. They ap-

OF
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proved of this advice; the saltherring were bought
and thrown into the pond, so as to multiply for the
next season. Next year, the Molbos carne with
their nets to catch the herring; but, do what they
would, they could not catch a single one. At
length, they caught a large fat eel in onc of their
ncts.

As soon as the Molbos saw the ed, they at once
conduded that this was the wicked thief that had
devoured their salt herring, and they therefore
agreed that he should be put to death. But how
to do this was not so easily decided. At last an
oid Molbo carne forward who once had been near
drowning, and henee had conceived a great dread
for salt water. He advised them to take it out on
the ocean and drown it. The advice was consid-
ered good, and they took the eel with them in
their boat and rowed out for some distance, so that
the eel should not swim back. When they had
reached what they thought a safe distance, they
threw the creature overboard. The eel enjoyed the
return to its own element, and wriggled its tail as
soon as it feltitselfin the water. The oid Molbo,
seeing this, exclaimed to his companions: *“ Do
you notice how frightened he is? See how he
squirms and twists with terror!"

THE SEL IS DEUOHTED
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EA.CH little bird within its nest,
Thinks its parents love it best;
But the oid birds cannot tell
Why they love them all so well.
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Sometimes, great wasps come buzzing near,
And fill the birdies’ hearts with fear.

“You cruel things,” the young birds say,
“You know that mother is away !”
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And when these birdies wish to try
If they are strong enough to fly,
The whole nest-full will gather round
To see one flutter to the ground.
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FOR VERY LITTLE FOLK.

In summer, when they ’re larger grown,
They ’ll sit upon a -window stone,
And sing a morning song of joy
To some kind little girl or boy.



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

jack-tn-th e -pulpit.

Christmas is coming! Bs ready for it, my
hearties!—ready for it in heart, soul, and body—
yes, and now you inention it, in stockings and
Christmas trees! Winter snow, winter sunshine,
winter cheer, winter goodiness, winter badincss,
fun for many, work for many, and a real good time
all around! That seems to be the rule, and, of
course, it is n’t for Jack-in-the-Puipit to go against
it He does n’t go againstit. He is for it, through
and through : and, svishing you, one and all, a
happy, beautiful time, he hereby presents to you
this lovely number of St. Nicholas.

{CoHfidential—Yi0o has n't seen it yet, but he
supposes it is lovely.)

Now, here is something to set your young hearts
aglow 1

THE

COLDEST COLD.

The very coldest coid that the wisestamong the
wisc folk can make ! It is two hundred and twelve
degrees below freezing point. A good friend, who
himself saw its effects, has explained to me all
about it.

This coid was made by mixing ether with frozen
carbnnic acid,—ahem! How learned it makes one
feel to use such words !

If you don’t quite cali to mind what the words
mean, iny deare, why—there ’s the dictionary; no
doubt that will help you.

At a touch of this coid mixture, flowing quick-
silver was turned into a solid, which the maker
hammered, and cut, and worked, just as if it had
been an ordinary metal. But if he had touched it
with his uncovercd hand, it would have acted hke
red-hot iron, so suddenly would it have taken
away the heat from him, excepting that in the case
of the hot iron he would have takcn the heat of
the iron.

He filled some

molds with gmcksilver, and
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dipped them into the freezing mixture. The molds
were emptied on a marble mantel in a coid room,
and out of them carne a beautiful castle, brighter
than polished silver! The quicksilver was actually
frozen so hard that the castle did not melt for some
hours.

CATCMING LARKS WITH SUNLIGHT.

Some of my friends the birds sing so sweetly
that men are glad to keep them in cages, justto
enjoy their songs; and | am always hcaring of their
new ways of catching the poor things. Here,
now, is 4 melhod followed in France:

Some clear morning of early winter, when the
fields are bare, and the frost already sparklcs on
bush and hedge-row, a man sets up, on the topola
hill, a reflector made of thousands of littie mirrors
arranged together. Up in the blue sky the lark is
pouring forth a morning psalm, when, all at once,
a bright sunbeam is reflected full upon him. fhe
dazzling ray seems to him to come from a new sun,
and it acts as a magic charm, bewildeving him, and
drawing him toward the reflector. After fiuttering
in and out of the beam in a ptizzled way, the Itird
yields to tiie fascination. Lower and lowor he
flics, foliowing.the course of the ray as it is made
gradtially to descend, unlil, at last, the sweet-voiced
creature alights in a net spread to reccive him, and
he becomes a pvisoner.

May be, bis owner will Uke good care of hiin, if
only on account of his song. At anyrate, perhaps
it is a comfort to him that no hawks can teach him
in his cage. But what will his poor wife and iihle
ones say, when they find that he does not come
back?

LETTER FRONI A SCHOOLMA'AW!.

Biickingham, Px

Dear Jack : | know thal you and your dear litile schrwima'im
are interested in schoolsand schoolnihildren everywhere, *o | wllllfl
you what my liidc seholais have been doing. , V1

| fumish all the pupila with papers about as |/ e as a fourih ofj
sheei of iiote.paper; on these they wtile any facts that *ey learn
oul-side ofsehooi-bcoks and schnoUours.by makmg eood use oi
Serf~es™irfrs® Wh?rth;7rpers7roV afl they aré ~

on my desk, and the best iicms, lo the great salisfaction of llwi
aulhors, are iieailv copied in a blank-book kept for the purpose.

The pupilalonge from ten to sixteen years ofage; here oro soor

" lcebergs me as large as ourschool-house, and they upsetships.

"Cows finve no upper teeth.” f '

«“Bals havelitde, Sharp teeth; when you touch them they open
their mouths and make a noise; ihcy have Large wings:
see to fIVin thcday-«me,’* s ~ Vi

“ Madamc Roland could when she was fouryears oltl

“ Hawks caich heii< and kill them ." .

“ | saw a littie antcarry a little pieco of bread mio a litic /wino

ihoycanmi

An ant.lion is an insect thatcrawls backwarf; it
holes in the sand; tho ants fall meo the holes and then tho nnwio»
eais ihom.” * .
“ Goorge Swphenaon, ihe inventorof tbe swam-enginc, al th«age
ofthirty was struggling lhroiigh the Rule of Three.
Respectfully yours, Aon

A LAKE ROOFED WITH SALT.

No, it is n’t frozen salt; and it is n’t under ite
urour.u. It is in summer time, and open to Hc
sky. And this is the explanation as it carne lo
your Jack: . i Y

In Siberia, where this wonder is to be fouuc, m
summer heat is intense, and turns the upper »*
of the waters of the lake into a hght mist, whico
floats away into the air. The change from «aici



18]

jo mist takes place so quickly, that large niasses

of scilt are left in solid crystals, which cake to-
gether, arching slightly over the water, and form-
jiig a roof eight or ninc inclies thick, so strong

ihal beasts of burden pass over it in safety, draw-
ing tlieir loads behind them.

Now, is this salt roof good to skate on? That is
the giiestion ; but, unfortunately, your jack can-
noi answer it.

THE OHRISTMAS SHEAF.

YOLR Jack knows of a dear olcl bachelor who
buit a gay little bird-hoiise, and set it high on
a poie where cats could n’t reach it, This pretty
house bad all sorts of cozy little rooms, and in them
some sparrows made their nests. It was not long
before niimbcrs of little sparrows were hatched,
and, incourse oftime, the birds became so many
that, when the snow lay thick upon the ground,
some of them could 't get enough to eat.

THE CHRISTMAS SHEAF.

One Christmas eve, when the birds were cuddled
all ciése together in their homes, fast asleep, their
friend called to mind a kindly custom of ihc people
i Northern Europe, and resolved to make a joyful
Christmas surprise for his little lodgers. So he
hunted through all the town until he found a sheaf
of wheat,—a rare thing in winter. Then he silently
Kt up a step-ladder, in the darkness, and hung
'be sheaf cidse under the loird-house.

Al daylight, on Christmas morning, he tiptoed

JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT. Les

to the window in the nipping coid. The sheaf
was crowded ! Every ear was bending and sway-
mg beneaih a happy little bird. And such a
cheery cliitp and chattcr as there was!—Not very
musical, yott say ? But it made a delightful Christ-
mas carol for the good-hearted oid bachelor.

LIGHTING A FIRE WITH ICE

Did you ever hear, my young philosophers, that
a fire can be lightcd with ice ?

Well, it can be, they tell me.

This is the way ; Put a little heap of gtinpowder
ciése to one end of a fuse, which is a kind of wick
soaked in saltpeter and dried; geta round lump
of ice ten feet across, and shaped like a tnagnifying
glass tliat swelis out at both sides; and ihcn set
up the ice so that it will gather the sun’s rays.

“ focus” tliem, that is, on ihe gunpowder. The
heap will blaze up; the fuse will catch; and there
is your fire!

I know it would be quite impossible for you to
get this great lens of icej but you can rely upon
the correctness of the divections, at any rate.

This experiment succecded, not long ago, in En-
gland; and your Jack has heard of a similar thing
being done by sinartvoyagers in tbe Arctic regions.

A QUEER IMPORTATION.

SoMEBODY sends me word that once the people
of Jutland, a part of Denmark, had forgotten how
to make a beautiful kind of lace called “ Tondee,”
and so a number of them went to another country
to find some one who could teach them. They
brought back twelve oid men, who knew the art
well, These oid men had long whitc beards, and,
while they were making lace, they kept their beards
in bags, so that the hair might not get tangied up
with the threads of their bobbins. Now, what a
funny picture ST. Nicholas might make of these
twelve Tondee makers !

A LIVE ELEVATOR,

Deaflack; Asyoti no doiibl are ivell acqiiainred wali the Bais,
perhapsxou will nGimind ashing them if their histories mention the
ioilowm” occurrence;

An Englishman, named Vcmon, cinlincd thai once, while shoolinr
hy«fiasnear Orthage, jn Africa, he atumbled, and fell many fathoms
oown intoan oid wdl Inswad of being Uifed by the fall, ache ex-
peled, he alighud unhurr on a fcathcr-bed, os it were. He soon fclt
Chat he was moving gently opward; and, by dc¢2rces, without any
effori of his own, he reached ihe opening oftlie well, Then he fnnnd
that lie liad fallen on an ioimeiiae titoss of bats, who, awakencd from
thwslumbcrs, had flown up. and brought him witli ihem!

lhat isMr Vernon's account, and now | think wc ought to hear
ifpossible, what those bats said about it—Truly yours, *

Bals never stop near Jack’s Pulpit long enough
for him to exchange words with them; so, of
course, he can’t put to them S.’s question about
those forcfathers of theirs who lived near Carthage.

Bats are social enough among thentselves, | 'm
told, but they clon’t like to be intruded upon ; and
Mr. Vernon must have paid his sudden visit when
they w'ere in a very good humor, or he would not
have been shown to the door so obligingly.

Deacon Green suggests that this well may have
been the very onc mentioned in the proverb, and
that Mr. Vernon might have found Truth at the
bottora, if he had gone deep enough.
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SOME NEW BOOKS

AlX our boys and girls who like to ask quesCions wtll be glad to
hear oi “ The Young Folks' Cyclopiedia of Common lhings, a
new book, by John D. Champlin. Jr., and pablished by Henry HoU
& Co New-York. How many qucsQons you young folks ask ol
older ones every day! Some of these the oli folks answer: but
sonictimes ihcy are too busy, and someumes they don i know. And
how many quesuonsyou would like to aak that you never do ask,
for fear of being rroublcsomel Now, if you have one of these cyclo-
p«dia” instead of asking questiona, you look m your book, and
ihere is your answer. A cyclop®dja, you kuow, does not mcrely
ffive definidoihs, like a dicrionaiv, tt tell»a good deal aboui every-
thing that it memionsat all. Forinslance, if a tey whnis W know
about bees, he can tum to the word "bee," in the cyclopiedia, and
find ont all about their habits and food, etc. A girl heais a good
deal said about the iclephonc, but does not quite understand what it
is. She will find it described in ihis cydopadia In languagc that she
can comprehend. There are cyclopsedias for erown folks, but these
are full oi terms that some children cannot understand, and they are
generally in many voUimes, But Ihis isin one volumc, and ts of a
convenient size to keep on youi book-shcives at“m e, or to lako W
school with you. |Ii ireais of comino» things., Itdownot mclude
manera of history and biography, butja ful) of in*csting facts, anO
contains numerous pictures, that help to make the meanuig pJain.
li is printed in clear, distnct lype, on good paper.

Of all the preiry and dainty books you ever saw, one of
prcitieai and dalniiesC is called “ Under the Wmdow, and is pt*b-
lished by Routledgc of New Yorkand London, It is full ot charm-
ine Utticsongs and verses, and has hundreds of picturcs.-*tm mc”"
charming.-Hdrawn by Misa Kate Greenaway, il* F.iiglish lady who
drew the giiaini Utlelads and maidens for “ Childrens Day at bt
Paul's” and “ Beating the Bounds.” published in Sr N icho1vs for
Jaiiuary, ti79, and Apri, i979< L L. _

The “dictures in “Under the Window ate all pnnted m coloTs,
and ore as full of Ufe and beauty and jollity ns pictures can be made.
Every child will Uke this book, and every gruwn peison of tas» will
want to look over it himself, and tlien givc it to aomc chiJd wlio
deserves to be made happy.

E P Dutloo & Co., of NewYork, have justpublished two books,
wrilten by Olive Thorne Miller. One of these books, called “ Liille
Folksin t'caihers and Fur, and Others in Neither,” ismade up o( a
Brtat many storics about biid», beasis, insccts, and fishes, w th loté
of picrures- The other book is “ Nimpo’s Troubles Many of
our readers who have bcen acquainted with St. Nicholas from
the beginning, will remembecr this aa a sefial m the firstvotume ol the
roaBa”ne, bul those who saw ii as it carne out m numiiers wili
be Bbd 10 sec it again, and read about ihc litlle girl who
tired of home and thought il a grand thing to b«rd, and of all thti
funny aud ptovoking things that happened lo hp: and ti*y wiU
rcmcinher Mrs. Primkins, and Black Sarali, and the wonderful and
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Di. Egcleston’s New P lay, printed in this numher, and en-
titied “ Mother Goose and Her Family; a Christmas Rccreation for
Sunday-School .and other Festivals,” brings in, of course, only the
chief of the Mother Goose characters. If more had been letin, the
play would have nin beyond half an hour, and would have bcen too
long for use as mercly a part of an eveuing’s entertainment. How.
ever. should anybody need to fill up more time, other Mother Goose
characters can be brought into the play: and, with Dr. Eggleston's
original to imitate, a very ingenious person may he able todress the
added characters appropriately, and malie them act and speak in a
brisk, comptcssed sryle. But, lo make the piece longer, is to risk
m.iking itdrag, which would lessen the cnjoyment of ihe audlonce.

Dear St. Nicholas: The aiticle upon “ Playihings’ in the
Novembcr number reminds me that, a short ume aeo, | saw an
Indian doll-baby such as the pappoosesplaywitli- Afnond broughi
il from the Plains- It looked very funny, for it was a good represen-
tation of an Indian. It was made of buckskm, sewed with fine
sinews, and stuffed with hair, having headsfor eyes, nose, and mouth.

tin ihe head was sewed a small piece of scalp, and this w « braided
and arranged just hke the hair of an Indian. And the doli had ihe
Indian wardrobe,—bieechAiloth, robe, leggins, and moccasina. Our
friend liad a Uiile tomahawk made foril, “ to scalp while doll-babies

TEK-BuX. (DEcefiaEs,

FOR YOUNG PEOPLE.

siartling stories she told.
and t”

Those who havenotread her story of San
cellar kcy have missed a ireaL

The * ChaitctlKj.x " has made lis aniiual appearancc. It i«sent10
to US by Estes & Lauriat, of Boston, and is as full, as ever, of lag
pictures and shori sturies. This well-known book is such a
favorite with ihe little people, that dishoncst persons have givca
iU flame to books that are not the real Chatieiboxes. Bui® if
you have a “ Chatterbox” with Ksies & Launat on ilic otfe.
page, you are all righi- This firm also pubishes a book of dahicj
Utic poems, named  Little Folks’ Songs,”” by Alexiiia B. Whlie,
with beautiful ilhistradoDs, someby Addlc Ledyard: and aisoa booi
by Herekiah Butterworlh, which he calis “ Zig.zag Joumeys in B*
rope,” in which he tells how an American teacher took some of lib
boys”on a vacation tour through England and France, and rclatcd D
ihem dclightfully inie siories of ihe places chcy visiied.

Those interestcd in
and moth
Bom in Prison,”

“The Boys’'and Girls’ Tifasury*— A Picture and Story-Book fot
Young People,” by Unele Heiben, is published by J. B. lippincou
& co., Philadelp”la- It conuins over three hundred laite-slie
pages, brimful of guod picuires, and wlih 'stories that lilde children
can understand This firm publishes for Uitle one* a beautiful

insccts will find fullaccounts of the buiierfly
book by Julia P. Ballard, called “ Insecl livcs;
publis&ed in Cincinnat, by Robcrt Clarke & Co

in a or,

bo~icrargc and square,— wiih fulUpage pictures ?nd a verse in
large typc for every letter of the alphabcu Ii is called “The
Picture Alphabet,” by Couzin Daisy.

From the American Tract Socicty, New-York, we have htcly

received some very pretiy books, which we have only room lo men<
Gon briefiy. There iso story,by EImer Lynnde, ofa httle girl namcd
Daphne, and itisin six volumcs! These are not very laree, how-
ever and are all in @ preity paper box, and each volume has iwo
pictures Another fancy box has ten iiny beauties of books, each
book with two or more stories or poems. These are for quite
fittie pcople, and are namcd “ Books for Our Birdies." Forthosea
litde older there are two small books,—one called “ Suniiy Hviir>,”
and lhe other “Happy Home Siories,” with a good many piciuits:
and a larger book, “ ftciuies and Stone» of Long Ago, contanimg
thirty-six stories from the Bihle. Each story has a fuU-page iUu*
tmtion. And, for siili older children, ihcre is an interesting iiar
rativeof “ Fifine,”” a liiilc French mrl,who did not Uvem a houje, bul
in a show-wagon ihac imveled about. This is written by Lotoe
Sevniour Houghton. “ The Signal Flag” is a colteciion oCsJurt
stones by the auchor of “ Ruihie’s Vennire” : and “ NeUies -Ne*
Y ear by Rev. Edward A. Rand, isa book thatgirls wiU hkc. Awl
there are two gravctand more instrucive books for the children who
like sometimes to think seriousiy. These book* are * A Crovm rf
Glory,” by Catharine M- Trowtndgc, and “ Women Worih Euw-
lating,” by Clara L. Balfiur-

TER-BOX.

with,” he said: and he added that he meant lo have tnachincry pul
in the doH so that it could whocp.
Asitwas, our ncighbot’s baby was afraid ofit —Yours truiy, o

In answerto rcquests from a few of our boys and girls, to tell ibea
ofsome quiet games which will help them toamuse themselves don
ing the winter evcnings, we cali attention to the advenisement oftt*
“ Prolean Cards" and “ Snaiford Gnme” in the publishers' dep!»-
meniof the present number of St. Nicholas. These gamos m
originally prcpared exprcssiy for our own home cixcle ofyoung folh.
—and ofd folks, too, for ihat nuitter-

West Hampcon, L. I
Deab St. Nicholas: Weboys around here were delighted »
the story you told us in the June iiumbcr, about a fish that o-std®
fish for Its master; bul I guess that queer fellow would have to»
his level besl for a good while before he could catch as many as«*
Long Island roen caught near here, not long ago, in a few
Thev aclually scoopedin niiie thousand bliic.fish alone haul!
about fishing,—what do you think of that? | told a Fennay';;””
cousin abotrlii, ihc other day, and he would n t bebcve it alall,»
he went and talked to some of tlie men, and they told him Inw liig
did it But then he gave in,—and, after that, he would n t give w
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amoment's peacenll | promised him | 'd wrileand tell St, Nicho.
LAs abf'ut iU

Tlic way they do it > this: They have a tremendous Utr, long
nei, or iw \t. and ihey fasien onc end of G at a ccriain spot on the
show, and then lake the body of ihe nei oul over the \vatcrin row-
boats, nnd then bnng ifae other end slowly back lo shore. The net
b >0 hii'g thatsoroetunes the end brought back is a half miJe awav
from the first end.

ITiatniakes a pretty big circle of water, you see. 10 be hemmed in
by one net, but a good part of the fish in that water are .ipi to get
CAieghl, and, of course, as the net a drawn in, the fish are crowded
together more and more, m the cenler ofthe noL Butjust there isa
qgiwer bag or “ cod, *which is arranged something like n mousu-trap.
» that whca the fish once getin tlicy can't getout. That % notthe
kifld of fishmgmost boys are used 10, but I teil you it's a ble busi
ne» Why, they use horses lo puil in the cods ofthe net, and «ven
ibea, 11'1S often a heavy puli for the teams

Uut diis hst haul bcals anything that has yet been'done around
lieie. llunkolct! ninethousandblue-fishatonehaul! Andwhat
do you tunk ihe whole lot wcighedf xherc ’s
enough fora good many brcalcfast-ubloa, or my fiamo ’s not

J.F. M.

Unele says you are notihe realSantaQaus-
bu. I am pretty sute you mustb t 1f not, please send Santa Claus
uord thai 1 wah to have a microscopc fot Christmas. | waiii
.. see snow<ryslals. and flies' w.ngs, and lols of things ihat you and
Jaek-in ihc-Pulpot tell about. Really truly I want lo very much, so
DON plea« don t forget,_dear St. iJicholas, and | shall look out
sharp on Clmstmas morning.—Y our linio friend, Harrv Bain

We hope Santa Clans will seo ihis Iclter, for, if he does the mi
crosuope «ill surely come. There is nothii.g the pleasant oid fcllow
loresv. wel! as to give his litile ones just what they wish for —espe
rally if 11 ISgomg to make delight for ihem all iho year round and
at lliesame Umc open lhe door into the true fairy world of naiurc

Dsar St. Nicholas:

Dear St. Nicholas; | send you an account ofn phennmenoii
nevto me, and, itmay be, to many ofyourreaders.

1 skaied, Witli two companions, for three mies against a sirone
>>|ml al jl very rapid taie, and, before going home, we skaicd ou®
A apicoo of flooded meadow where the ice rested on the gtound

T' | carne tg 5jc.con.
cloaon iha what seemed so airange to us was merely eleciricity
We then all skaied in a circle, and stopped together, and we wm
fiuHy astonished by _the rapiduy and loudness oftlic reports.

In many cases, pieces ofice iTie sire ofasilver lialfdollar were sent
up, all wih a circular mark on lhe bottom. A number ofliitle bovs
ssihered on the .ce lo wuness the aflair, and one was hit ou’te se

b a*“rclr* "h®"

We suiiposed that the rapid skating had gencrated large auaniiiiea

1”"C ctvth®ber,ca.h the®fc2 became

fr N ®1 PAxing abuul so that, when wc siopped our

«| skaies autacted it bacC through the i«. In some p?Kes we
could see ihe jcc pop up as far offas fotiy feet— Y outs re.s*ctfui)y,
W, L. Rodman.

H.-We have described often in &r. Nicholas various anieles
lliii can be made at home fot falrs and for holiday presents. In the
numbers for Dccembcr, November, 1877, and November, 1879
minysmiablc articles aro fully described and illustrated.

tA «b-vb «e made liy our-

SC|V(‘,'LdAL|""A"°“*®’ "E ty
T«baps you would like lo*know

ofshiritlli S|des and one for the zoé)enﬁurgleces
WM/l 17es, ~ sirips and glue nnd tlien
m  hror ®i "1® 1" “*®bvfWm of che pan we

& hplan\ﬁ/d urlllh rdif—11i i®"5 r“g( '* "®b earth, whlcg
 Jithrorks 2 lﬁJgpool and some preﬂy%h%?k grasses, intersperse

tt1 i T S bTar

| offoir?20M
Srowiiie as fréif

1t4 youts'

* A

1@@ 'b's neighborhood, and
ave v/ ited ihissummer,and they all
beautiful as you can ihinfe.-

Fannv and AIIC5.

i i i"®® ‘be pictures of two "jump-
| we cali them. One is mado of he' wUh-bonc ofa chickcn.
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to tying a stoiitstring double across between the ends of those paris
of the bone that sund up hke the topsofa Y. A piece of Si*k S
then put beti“en the two line, of t*wine and IwiFtod round L d
round, away from the dat side of the shafl of the Y, on which a

£ A hat AVA ST & ey *
vou'lav'lhe® "W dawn, on ihc table for af rﬁ&nent «lWa
oto able, and cues Mr Froe

wiih a jump, My baby” mﬂ ﬁ]mn th%elsgrea%lpun.u

wJiif, « balf-shell of a Iarge EnglUh
fi¢rSee of H' bored
||(:’.a m aJ” 1S—he'il? One al each side where i1 is broa across

h8n9J|r|1 fa Pf” s d useldforthehothcrrf]ruqIF
mole" ius drawn ve n, so that ot oys
can makejump %togs as we do at ‘iu‘)Nme\.l—I%Pu?sl Fy l—F v

Dear St. Nicholas; We all have read your article in the Oern-
ber number, on the New York EIevaled ri itoiMsl but cannoifis
6itTt w 'b* '«ch, as the arcme sal nolhln
a out il W|| you please tcli us m the 't Le.tcr ow i

done ?_ | remain, yours truly, B k rlh a S PerTnL

A short tr2k is laid from the sticei slanting up to and joining the
clci~ted track; the car» are rolled upon the lower end of the shon
track, and thcD baulcd up by a steam winch or windiass.

SUSAH S. sends word ofa quiet way to put coals on a fire, so as
not 10 disturb an mvalid or wakc ihe baby; wrap small quantities in
bus of oid newspapecs and lay the pareéis on the hot coals- the
paper will bum away, and the coal slip quietly into place.

. .
Hk’eflorplearwha. the hn'le beéﬁé"%% 0gulFIs |rITCEIrCr eﬁx ore %%nsnﬁg
« *\7 Chri.«mas eye, every child cuis a shoe under the bed and
ms.de tire shoe a wislnng paper, askmg ihe Chrisikinclchcn .0 bring
some ” la | toy or ireasure. For aweek beforehand, .he liiilc folk
canr tlicirwishing papéis m iheir pookci», ptizzling their hendsns to
jusi how ~nerolis St, Nicholas will be. Many papers .are filled
~.iten and and St. N icholas sometimes f2owns 6 «r lLlom
and mis.spclled words. Afterall in the house ore asieep, according
lo Ihe oid storo, the kind oid gentleman comes down ihe chimney

e S Eifll% candies and ca'kes b®ut somcu f Ct %datfi %L}lg

Ny and oM bede"ly lovcs a joko, he places a plece of turf orconl
®"PP«b chuckies over ihe blackenud
httfe finiera whlch are quite su<Fe 10 find un Y\e cc>3l a s#lnnlng

er i
naugHr&/ cfnm@en offcﬁ.'ié’é"b'ﬁ tchcsaémgﬂlcan money.  To
before New-Year'.s comes " Baum-plundem," or

bo '‘® -CKlled ho children are inviied from
house fo house among ihe.r fnends 10 help 10b ihe Christmas iree
Jaiifvihi'Nw * ® iven sionaliiisshnken. Imme-
fafon Tho H *camblo to p.c up nll ihcy can tha. may have
thefr reaM™ > ? ® “IV»"IE Tr™ th=tree. what is within

whl, cInTaTh high"er®
Thb is one of ihr ihings most looked forward .0 in the holiday

~use
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pretty ornamems.—Yours truly,

DSAF ST. nicholas: 1

USAAANTOTCH Yyt
Ttuil'fg Arbutos "' .H 'A~~jw eaihu—in Novembet, even,

7om stwm o”d if you do no. st.r the
i« m.a<ind & TwllVgrP>harmed.  gareoye (see” Lewc-
| had sorae

Betag undet glass.

rhe*blossoras'ias¢l [«shfo'» ""f, 'i"’ofV Ii, with the oat'b oton-d
.1 04 O TR

W‘ih l/l?)oéq Jaﬁ)! sprnig- Aﬁee§ S B

icin a coid room f®".?

A ,odeiately warm one
for a week or two :,this

|*05,0m it lo the change ftom outniw
v ,0ehiwhere your other fiowers

not onderglass. *e fiowere « |1 seen. ai Wtsh.ng

2""& T

Boslon, Mass.

srv;, TiTi"iSharnrnn__ 7

Dana Sx. Nicholas:
mvST. Nicholas to rae,

T ; J > | B r ¢ a I
and she seiccteu
“Vlieifheres't of ourfaraily disonveredwhat raotherwas read.ng,

they, one and br~iififbeth raiea's sad fate, that we

THE
TWO EASY J>IAMONI>S.
chine. 5->" “«e
PI.
Niaprayiimlochos, ton glon A ta T S - ' ““wer no het
lochos: " thaw 7sa haw refh atfs rofhet drib otsdi@F NO
dippe otu =

AUNT SVB

r TRANSPOSITIONS.
BiEFILIaA - A>ffthecho®

4S S S SH SSSH S F isfis

. th"Vmg j' -
You siruc .gh e

1 You think it
With scholars of ilwt
For '- " ’«

1jj) ‘but“lcafl:h= «all.

N>cm fear.
t1~ v ¢ "tt"«.erae.u irue, n

When it!s out so well by yon.

BEHBADINGS.

, Bbhcaonn F-fish i«r a”a

leave to pass away.

triumphantlyi “Oh, vo“,»  “Paterfemilias reraarked:
covereq, {ip WG FE QNS Retdie ° "+ sUp But el it

RIDDLE-BOX.

vM abead of Miss Hale, she has

wn |G

T r> Ta rhvmed story riddlcs in the Novem.

Wyoming,N.J.

Deasst. Niojoi~.
sheis ofthe
and in W.nler time she

T «-ot to tell vou abouta pei hen of ours:
S\, rPolly. &,e isvery lame

a window, and taps pn 11 with hw

and walks upsiaits nj

“i” “:SAtramde% "? ? 12U t wh'ch shc bys an egg: af.crwh.ch
gy

17 old:i7 :ur consiant reader.

DnAFSX. nicholas:

L TnS*“ s stt-d I knolJthat parenu who do not slcc,

.hij«ntury. Tendén filmen,7eal, and unfi.f,."
“ Charleys,” raany

and, fromvery fear, suyed 11 thnr

him to sleep, bul
had him dressed hke

with i Iong,lheavy ooat, maay
shoulderreap”hat,

,nd jU, nnd leA hira m a waich-
-taB"coraplote and swtft, for m tea

SmVes'hewS asleepl-Vours uuly.

RIDOLE-BOX.

*RIDDTIE.

MY first wilhin my whole now stands.
And may be teckoned,
If not removed by careless hands,

To be niy sccona.

FOIIR EASY S«I-AUE.WOnNnS.

I. r. AnOMfTIC animal m_"Plen.y of Um wim.- 3-

r fMe.""ni. ".."Rock

AsoM oThollmvWir
S A~~~ fr~pro fa

ANsS r TO ask for pireousiy. 0.5

CKOSS-WOIID enigiiia.

Mv first is jo sailot, but not in tari

|?2st<“ S C = =
My fourth is m Venus, not >" »* 's
Myv fifth is in shake,.bol not 1" Jor,
My whole is the cosiest 'b"'F> by *

That’s seon in wmcer m house or car

EASY CMAKADK.

M.H hunh thenr.u,.., myyi«f, in order toohtam my

DIAGONAE PEZ/-EE.
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CHRISTUIAS CENTRAL ACROSTIC.

In ihi&".iciurearerepresented ihirty spccia! objecta, each of which may be described by a word of five letters.

Heaum Thus: ine TERT

">eUthe foiit words of the answer.

A<WE.S.Ha,

IIOrRT.lI& AOROSTIC.

Fim UOKD: Oh ! I am jnst half of a jolly oid man,
Whose luve at this linte you must win ii you can.

SicoKDWord: And | am the rest of the jovial oid foliow,
Whose looks are so white, and whose cheeks are
so mellow.
CiHKsWI*BD5 ; I.

A Ncw-York lakes, whose crystal wave
Once mirrored many a painted brave:

But now, when suramct bree?es bbw,

Palé students to my waters go.

a. A genie youth, whose farewell sigh
First showed man what it is to <lie.

3, A lake-fed torrent. falung, grand,
My thimders shake the rock-nbbed land.

4, A Laiin word tf> Bruliis used,
I *m verv much llkc you:
And, were your home in sunny France,
They ’d cali you by me, too.

5, | wcleomed not proud Pcrseus,
Who near my roof-lree rangcd.
So, when he bared his Gorgon shield,
| to a mountain changed.

WOUD SYNCOPATIOW.
Ineach of the following examplcs, remove one word from another
kav« a complete word:
» Take ihe person spcaking from rude in looks and leave sacred.
t- Take a mineml from friendly, and Icavc capable, skillful-

When the ihiny woi”?

Ssprmdin®ashrs on ifc stopd, and W2 H of 8 word “@ehes” is one of the thirty centrai Kiessswhicll

CVRIlI. URANE

. Take a vessel from relating lo daytime, and leave a face. .

. Take a cave from zealous, and leave lhe practical using of skill.
. Take every onc from a dance, and leave a wagec. .

. Take a trce from a blazing beacon, and leave a pait of the
human frame.

ou dw

EASY 3IETAFIRAI>I.

| am a personage in one of Shakespeare's playa. *

me, and | become an aneienl city of Enrope; transpon, and 1 be-

come greater. but then take from me one ihnusand, and if y<~ had

all the remainder, you would be worth counilcss milUona. Curmil

me and aconjunction rcmains: cuctall me again, and thcre is nothing
- . E. D. AND I.. U

SCATTEIIEW SFffcCAIIE WOUDS.

F rom the verse which chronlcles the calamity that bcfcll Jack and
Jill may be made sixtccn or more square words.
“Jack and Ju1 went up the hiU
To fctch a pail of water,
Jack fell dowo and broke his crnwn,
And Jill camu lumbling afwr.”

Take four scattered letiera from ihe first line of the verse to form
the firsi word of the squsre, —ACHE for exampb: ihen four seat-
lered letters from the second line for the next wotd,— four
from the third linc for the third word,—H ILL: and four from the
fourth linc of the verse for the founh word, —ELLA: and we have
the square word

Whote,

Ac tt E

co | L

HILL

ELLA

Of course. the firsl word cannot end in S, because there isno S m
Ihe fourth Une of the verse; fior m H, K, O, P, W, X, Y or

fot the same reason. K< »rusf have atUast ftw» new wordi vi

every new square word. Make fifteen more square words from this

verse under the conditions given.

aunt sub.
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PICTtEK-ANAGRAMS POR YOUNG PUZZLEES.

COMPAF1SONS.-1. Gay; morgay. a. Sea; sere; jea-“ed. 3-

|- iré- iced. 4- Eain; morainc. 5. Spg: spire: spiced. 6. K.aie,
catcr 7. Cape; capcr. 8. Bay; bare; baste. 9. Poe; pour; post.
10. Bee; beer; bcasl. xi. Bow; boor; boast. la- Ewc; ewcr,
*AThanksoiving Dinner.—t. Turkcy. « 3* Parsley*
Potato. 5. Sweet potaio. 6 Sauce. ?. Bread, 8. oame. 9.
Pear*. jo. Salad-in, ix. Pie, pumpkin, rmn«. 12, Cheee- {3-
Tarts. JA, Applecs. 15. Kcrncls of nui*.  16. Grape in me forro ol
rai‘ins. j?. Coffce

coughy). 1 u v
PiCTORIAL P rove{kb.ETygo many cooks spoil thc broin.

JeV, F:
Pauliae Israel and Clara Poisdanict, 6-"Hard and. Pongh,

Ebenezer, 7—Max West, 2.

ALhafes

Aw ana”m U a word (or setof
words) spalcd with ihe letlcis aof at-
other word (or set of words), ihc
cers being, of eoune, arrauged a
differentway. T h us “m™anag”
isananagratnon theword “ anstraio.”

In the present puzzle, there ure for
anagrams and four pairs of picure.
The letters of the word or set ofvords,
which describes one picturc of esch
pair, are to be rc-arranced mio a «ri
or set of words, that wil) desoilic ike
mate-picture.  Each pair of picure
is separated by a single linc ihe me
from the other, and by two linc» ftoei
ihe resi. t

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN
NOVEMBER NUMBER,

AcROSTic Enigma.—H arvcrii Hoow
NuMERICAL Enigma.— Rhododendron.

Reversiblé-wosd Star Pluezle.—isTime—«mil. i.1ang put
3, Tram—mari. 4- Tccem—meet 5. Tool-loot. 6. Trap-isa
7. Tops—spot 8 Tide—edit. . L

DouBLRC ENTRALACROSTIc.—Holidays. Ptotimcs. 1-AsHPw.
2 GrilAns- 3. PuLSes. 4. WhiTer. $ HiUing. ©& ShAM<L
7. _LaYErs. 8. PaSSed.

Triple Hour-Class Puzils.—p a r e d

NON
M
MET
PROWN
CoMiiiHATION Puzzle— Power, i. HoPes. a. ShOut. 3-D»"

rv. 4.BrEad. 5. CuRcs.,
REDUS— Birds of a fealier flock togc.her. s
Easv Gefman Bbheadincs.—i. W-Arni. 2. B-Rauch.”
D-RAcken. 4. E-Lase. s- K-Ohr. 6. B-Renneu.
*'‘oclacOnal Puzzle.—I Low. a. Excel.
gon. 5. Biingled. 6. Plows. 7- Anl.
SIMPLR WoBCISQUARE.— LACE
away
CAGE

3. Contem.
Perpendicular, Ocmeen.

AMPUTATI0ONS.-1. H-oat-d. e. F-awn-e. 3. C-han>-p
g slrAL E.s,OM,L-Inciditin SuyUam coi volt vitare Cha”J*
(Iris Hebe (Goddess of Yoiitli, not of Health), Urania, viix»

Didyme, Salyrs, (Juirinal,Livia, Cicus, liius.)

«"Lossweii,” a_Carroll L. Maxcy”

The numetals denote tho number of puzzles solved.
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