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THE.PROUD LITTLE GRAIN OF WHEAT.

Bv Francés Hodgson Burnett.

There once was a lilue graiii of wheat which
was very proud indeed. The first thing it remem-
bered was being very much crowded and jostled
by a grcat many other grains of wheat, all living
inthe same sack in the granary. It was quite dark
inthe sack, and no one could move about, and so
there was nothingto be done but to sit still and
talk and think. The proud liltle grain of wheat
talked a great deal, but did not think quite so inuch,
while its next neighbor thought a great deal and
only talked when it was asked questions it could
answer. It used to say that when it thought a
great deal it could lemember things which it
seemcd to have heard a long tiine ago.

“What is the use of our staying here so long
doing nothing, andnever beingseen by anybody?”
the proud little grain once asked.

‘T don’t know,” the learned grain
“1 don’t know the answer to that.
another.”

“Why can’t | sing like the birds that build their
nesls in the roof? | should like to sing, instead of
siftinghere in the dark."

“Because yon have no voice,” said the learned
grain.

This was a very good answer indeed.

“Why didn’t some one give me a voice, then—
“thydid n’t they ?” said the proud little grain, get-
tingvery cross.

The learned grain thought for several minutes.

“There might betwo answers to that,” she said,
i atlast. “ One might be that nobody had a voice
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replied.
Ask me

to spare, and the other might be that you have
nowbere to put one ifit were given to you.”

“ Everybody is better off than I am,” said the
proud little grain. “ The birds can fly and sing,
the childrcn can play and shout. | am sure | can
get no rest for their shouting and playing. There
are two little boys who make enough noise to
deafen tlie whole sackful ofus.”

“Ah! 1 know them,” said the learned grain.
“ And it ’s true they are noisy. Their flames are
Lionel and Vivian. There is a thin place in the
side of the sack througli which I can see them.
I would rather stay where | am than have to do all
they do. They have long yellow hair, and when
they stand on their heads the straw sticks in it
and they look very curious. | heard a strange
thing through listening to them the other day.”

“ What was it ?” asked the proud grain.

“ They were playing in the straw, and some one
carne in to them—it was a lady who had brought
tliem something on a piate. They llegan to dance
and shout: ‘IE’s cake! |It’s cake! Nice little
mamraa for briiiging us cake.” And then they
each sat down with a piece and began to take great
bites out of it. 1 shuddered to think of it after-
ward."

“Why?”

“ Well, you know they are always asking ques-
tions, and they began to ask questions of their
mamma, who lay down in the straw near them.
She seemed to be used to it. These are the ques-
tions Vivian asked:
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‘Who made the cake?’

“ *The cook.’

‘Who made the cook?’

“ “God.’

“ *What did he make her for?’
‘Wliy did n’t he make her white?’
‘Why did n’t he make you black?’

“ ‘Did he cut a hole in heaven and dvop me
through when he made me?’

“ “Why did n’tit hurt me when | tumbled such
along way ?’

“ She said she “did n’t know ’to all but the two
first, and then he asited two more.

“ *What is the cake made of?’

‘Flour, sugar, eggs, and butter.’

‘What is flour made of?’

It was the answer to that which made me
shudder.”

“ What was it? ” asked the proud grain.

“ She said it was made of—wheat 1
~he advantage of being rich-------

“ Was the cake rich?” asked the proud grain.

“ Their mother said it was. She said, ‘Don’t
eat it so fast—it is very rich.””

“Ahi” said the proud grain. “ I should like
to be rich. Ir must be very fine to be rich, If |
am ever made into cake, | mean to be so rich that
no one will daré to eat me at all.”

“ Ah 1” said the learned grain. “ | don’t think
those boys would be afraid to eat you, however
rich you were. They are not afraid of richness.

“ They ’d be afraid of me before they had done
with me,” said the proud grain. “ 1 am not a
common grain of wheat. Wait until 1 am made
into cake. But gracious me 1 there does n’t seem
much prospect of it while we are shut up here.
How dark and stuffy it is, and how we are ciowded,
and what a stupid lot the other grains are!
tired ofit, I must say.”

“ W e are all in the same sack,” said the learned
grain, very quietly.

It was a good many days after that, that some-
thing happened. Quite early in the moming, a
man and a boy carne into the granary, and moved
the sack of wheat froin its place, wakening all the
grains from their last nap.

“ What is the matter?” said the proud grain.
“ Who is daring to disturb us ?”

“ Hush !'” whispered the learned grain, in the
mostsolemn manner. “ Something is going tohap-
pen. Something like this happened to somebody
belonging to me long ago. | seem to remember
it when | think very hard. | seem to remember
something about one of my family being sown.”

“ What is sown ?” demanded the other grain.

“ It is being thrown into the carth,” began the
learned grain.
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Oh, what a passion the proud grain got into!
“ Into the earth?” she shrieked out. “ Into the
common earth? The earth is nothing hut dirl,
andi am nota common grain of wheat, | wonlbe
sown ! 1 will not be sown 1 How daré any one
sow me against my will 1 | would rather stay in
the sack.”

Butjust as she was saying it, she was thrown out
with the learned grain and some others into anothet
dark place, and carried off by the farmer, in spite
ofhertemper; for the farmer could not hearhct
voice atall, and would n't have rainded it if he had,
because he knew she was only a grain of wiieai,
and ought to be sown, so that some good mighl
come of her.

Well, she was carried out to a large field in the
pouch which the farmer wore at his belt. The
field had been ploughed, and there was a sweet
smell of fresh earth in the air; the sky was a
deep, deep blue, but the air was cool and the few
leaves on the t'rees were brown and dry, and looked
as if they had been left over from last year.

“ A h!” said the learned grain. “ It was just
such a day as this when my grandfather, or ny
father, or somebody else related to me, was sown,
I think | remember thatit was called Early Spring."

“ As for me,” said the proud grain, fiercely, “1
should like to see the man who would daré to
sow me !”

At that very moment, the farmer put his big,
brown hand into the bag and threw her, as she
thought, at least halfa mile from him.

He had not thrown her so far as that, however,
and she landed safely in the shadow of a clod of
rich earth, which the sun had warmed through and
through. She was quite out of breath and ery
diay at first, but in a few seconds she began t
feel better and could not help looking around, in
spite of her anger, to see if there was any one near
to talk to. But she saw no one, and so began to
scold as usual.

“ They not only sow me,” she called out, “ but
they throw me all by myself, where | can have no
company at all. It is disgraceful.”

Then she heard a voice from the other side oi
the clod. It was the learned grain, who had fallen
there when the farmer threw her out of his pouch.

“Don’t be angry,” it said, “ | am here. Wt
are all right so far. Perhaps, when they cover s
with the carth, we sliall be even nearer lo each
other than we are now.”

“ Do you mean to say they will cover us win
the earth ?” asked the proud grain.

“Yes,” was the answer. “ And there we shall
lie in the dark, and the rain will moisten us, and
the sun will warm us, until we grow larger ad
larger, and at last burst open 1”
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“ Speak for yourself,” said the proud grain ;
shall do no such thing !~

But it all happened just as the learned grain had
said which showed what a wise grain it was, and
how much it had found out just by thinking hard
and reinembeving all it could.

Before the day was over, they were covered
snugly up with the soft, fragrant, brown earth, and
there they lay day after day.

One morning, when the proud grain wal;ened, it
found itself wet through and through with rain
which had fallen in the night, and the next day the
siin shone down and warmed it so that it really
hegan to be afraid that it would be obliged to grow
too large for its skin, which felt a little tight for it
already.

It said nothing of this to the learned grain, at
first, because it was determined not to burst if it
could helpit; but after.the same thing had hap-
pened a great many times, it found,- one morning,
that it really was swellLng, and it felt obliged to tell
the learned grain about it.

“Well," it said, pettishly, “ | suppose you will
be glad to hear that you were right. | am going
to burst. My skin is so tight now that it does n't
fil me at all, and i know | can’t stand another
warm shower like the last.”

“Oh!” said the learned grain, in a quiet way
ireally learned people always have a quiet way),
“ 1 knew 1 was right, or I should n’t have said so.
1 hope you don’t find it very uncomfortable. |
think 1 myself shall burst by to-morrow.”

“Of course | find it uncomfortable,” said the
proud grain. “ Who would n’t find it uncomfort-
able lo be two or three sizes too small for oneself1
Pouf! Crack 1 There I go 1 | have split all up
ray right side, and 1 must say it s a relief.”

“Crack! Pouf! so have I,” said the learned
grain. “ Nosv we must begin to push up through
the earth. | am sure my relation did that.”

“Well, I should n’t mind getting out into the
ar. It would be a change at least.”

So each of them began to push lier way through
the earth as strongiy as she could, and, sure

[+enough, it was not long before the proiicl grain
actually found herselfout in the world again breath-
ing the sweet air, under the blue sky, across which
tieecy white clouds were drifting, and swift-winged,
happy birds darting.

“Itreally is a lovely day,” were the first vvords
the proud grain said. It could n’t help it. The
sunshine was so delightful, and the birds chirped
and lwittered so merrily in the bare branclies, and,
norewonderful than all, the great field was brown
Inolonger, but was covered with inillions of little,
frwh green blades, which trembled and bent their
i fniil bodics before the light wind.
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“ This ¢s an improvement,” said the proud grain.

Then there was a little stir in the earth beside it,
and up through the brown inould carne the learned
grain, fresh, bright, green, like the rest.

“1 told you | was not a common grain of
wheat,” said the proud one.

“ You are not a grain of wheat at all now,” said
the learned one, modestly. “ You are a blade of
wheat, and there are a gceat many others like
you.”

“ See how green | am !” said the proud blade.

“ Yes, you are very green,” said its companion.
“ You will not be so green when you ave older.”

The proud grain, which must be called a blade
now, had plenty of change and company after this.
It grew taller and taller every day, and made a
grcat many new acquaintances as the weather grew
wanner. These were little gold and green beetles
living near it, who often passed it, and now and
then stopped to talk a little about their children
and their Journeys under the soil. Birds dropped
down from the sky sometimes lo gossip and twitter
of the nests they were building in the apple-trees,
and the new songs they were learning to sing.

Once, on a very warm day, a great golden but-
terfly floating by on hislarge lovely wings, fluttered
down softly and lit on the proud blade, who felt so
much prouder when he did it that she trembled
for joy.

“ He admires me more than all the restin the
field, you see,” it said, haughtily- *“ That is be-
cause | am so green.”

“1f I were you,” said the learned blade, in its
inodest way, “ | believe I would not talk so much
about being green. People will make such ill-nat-
ured remarks when one speaks often of oneself.”

“ | araabove such people,” said the proud blade,
“ 1 can find nothing more intcresting to talk of
than myself.”

As time went on, it was delighted to find that it
grew taller than any other blade in the field, and
threw out other blades; and at last there grew out
of the top of its stalk ever so many plump, new
little grains, all fitting closely together, and wear-
ing tight little green covers.

“ Look at me 1” itsaid then. “ | am the queen
of all the wheat. | have a crown.”

“ No,” said its learned companion.
now an ear of wheat.”

And in a short time all the other stalks wore the
same kind of crown, and it found out that the
learned blade was right, and that it was only an
ear, after all.

And now the weather had grown still warmer
and the trees were covered with leaves, and the
birds sang and built their nests in them and
laid their little blue eggs, and in time, wonder-

“You are
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ful to relate, there carne baby birds, that were
always opening their mouths for food, and cry-
ing “ peep, peep,” to their fathers and mothers.
There were more butcerflies floating about on their
amber and purple wings, and tlie gold and gieen
beetles were so lousy they had no time to talk.

“W elll” said the proud ear of wheat (you
remember it was an ear by this titne) to its com-
panion one day. “ You see, you were right again.
1 am not so green as | was. | am turning yellow
—but yellow is the color of gold, and | don’t ob-
ject to looking like gold.”

“You will soon be ripe,” said its friend.

“ And what will happen then ?”

“ The reaping-machine will come and cut you
down, and other strange things will happen.”

“ There | make a stand,” said the proud ear,
“ 1 will notbe cut down.”

But it was just as the wise ear said it would be.
Not long after, a reaping-machine was brought and
driven back and forth in the field, and down went
all the wheat ears before the great knives. But it
did not hurt the wheat, of course, and only the
proud ear felt angry.

“ 1 am the color of gold,” it said, “ and yet they
have dared to cut me down. What will they do
next, | wonder?”

What they did next was to bunch it up with
other wheat and tie it and stack it together, and
then it was carried in a wagén and laid in the barn.

Then there was a great biistle after a while.
The farmer’s wife and daughters and her two
servants began to work as hard as they could.

“ The thrashers are coming,” they said, “ and
we must make plenty of things for them to eat.”

So they made pies and cakes and bread until
their cupboards were full; and surely enough the
thrashers did come with the thrashing-machine,
which ‘was painted red, and went “ Piiff! puff!
pufflrattle ! rattle 1” all the time. And the proud
wheat was thrashed out by it, and found itself in
grains again and very much out of breath.

“ 1 look ahnost as | was at first,” it said; “ only
there are so many of me. | am grander than ever
now. | was only one grain of wheat at first, and
now | am at least fifty.”

When it was put into a sack, it maiiaged to get
all its grains together in one place, so that it might
feel as grand as possible. It was so proud that it
felt grand, however much it was knocked about.

It did not lie in the sack very long this time
before something else happened. One moming it
heard the farmer’s wife saying to the colored boy :

“ Take this yere sack of wheat to the mili,
Jerry. | want to ti? it when | make that thar cake
for the boarders. Them two children from Wash-
ington city are powerful hands for cake.”
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So Jerry lifted the sack up and threw it over his
shoulder, and carried it out into the spring-wagon,

“ Now we are going to travel,” said the proud
wheat. “ Don’tlet us be separated.”

At that minute, there were heard two young
voices, shouting:

“ Jerry, take us in the wagén 1 Let us goto
mili, Jerry! W e want to go to mili.”

And these were the very two boys who had ptayed
in the granary and made so much noise the summer
before. They had grown a little bigger, and their
yellow hair was longer, but they looked just &
they used to, with their strong little legs and big
brown eyes, and their sailor hats set so far hack on
their heads that it was a wonder they stayed on
And gracious 1 how they shouted and ran.

“ What does yer mar say ?” asked Jerry.

“ Says we can gol” shouted both at once, asi!
Jerry had been deaf, which he was n’t at all—quite
the contrary.

So Jerry, who was very good-natured, lifted
them in, and cracked his wlip, and the horses
started off. It was a long ride to the mili, but
Lionel and Vivian were not too tired to shout
again when they reached it. They shouted atsight
of the creek and the big wheel turning round and
round slowly, with the water dashing and pouring
and foaming over it.

“What turns the wheel?” asked Vivian.

The water, honey,” said Jerry.

What tums the water ?”

Well now, honey,” said Jerry, “ you hev ne
thar. 1 don’t know nuffin’bout it. Lors-a-mass;’,
what a boy you is fur axin’ dif’cult questions.”

Then he carried the sack in to the miller, ad
said he would wait until the wheat was grouiid.

“ Ground 1” said the proud wheat. *“ We ae
going to be ground. | hope itis agreeable. Lei
us keep ciése together.”

They did keep ciése together,
very agreeable to be poured
then crushed

“«
“«

“«

but it was ni
into a hoppcr ad
into fine powder between two big
stones. ,

“ Makes nice flour,” said the miller, rubbingil
between his fingers.

“ Flour !” said the wheat—which was wheat ro
longer. “ Now 1 am flour, and I am finer thean
ever. How white I am | 1 really would rather ke
white than green or gold color. | wonder where
the learned grain is, and if it is as fine and wiute
as | am?”

But the learned grain and her family had been
laid away in the granary for seed wheat.

Before the wagén reached the house again, tiie
two boys were fast asleep in the bottom of it, ad
had to be helped out Just as the sack was, ani
carried in.
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The sack was taken into the kitchen at once and
opejied, and even in its wheat days tlie flour had
never heen so proud as it was when it heard the
farmer’s wife say ;

“1’'m going to make this into cake.”

“Ah!” it said; “ I thought so. Now
berich, and admired by everj'body.”

The farmer’s wife then took some of it outin a
large white bowl, and after that she busied herself
beatingeggs and sugar and butter all together in
another bowl; and after a while she took the flour
and beat it in aiso.

“Now | am in grand company,” said the flour.
“The eggs and butter are the color of gold, the
sugar is like silver or diamonds. This is the very
sociely for rae.”

"The cake looks rich,” said one of the danghters.

“1t’s rather too rich for them children,” said
her mother. “ But Lawsey, | dunno, neither.
Nothin' don’t hurt 'em. | reckon they could eat
la panel of rail fence and come to no harra.”

“1’inrich,” said the flour to itself. “ That is
ljusi what | intended from the first. | ain rich and

1lam cake.”

Just then, a pair of big brown eyes carne and
pecped into it. They belonged to a round little
I bead with a mass of tangled curls all over it—they
I belonged to Vivian. )

" What ’s that ?” he asked.

“ Cake.”

“Who made it ?”

1 did.”

“1 like you,” said Vivian. “You ’re such a
Inicewoman. Who ’s going to eat any of it? s
| Lionel? ”

“1’'m afraid it’s too rich for boys,” said the
Iwoman, but she laughed and Idssed him.

"No,” said Vivian. “ | 'm afraid itis n’t.”

« 1 shall be much too rich,” said the cake,
langrily, *“ Boys, indeed. | was made for some-
[thing better than boys.”

After that, it was poured into a cake-mold, and
lput into the oven, where it had rather an un-
Ipleasant time of it. It was so hot in there that if
Ithe farrmer’s wife had not watched it carefully, it
lwould have been burned.

“But1am cake,” it said. “ And ofthe richest
|knd, so I can hear it, even ifit is uncomfortable.”

When it was taken out, it really was cake, and it
Ifdt as if it was quite satisfied. Every one who
|loine into the kitchen and saw it, said :

“Oh, whatnice cake ! How ivell yournew flour

«done 1

But just once, while it was cooling, it had a
Nrious, disagreeable feeling. It found, all atonce,
phat the two boys, Lionel and Vivian, had come
Buietly into the kitchen and stood near the table

I shall
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looking at the cake with their great eyes wide open
and their little red mouths open, too.

“ Dear me,” it said. “ How nervous | feel—
actually nervous. What great eyes they have, and
how they shine ! And what are those sharp white
things in their mouths? I really don’t like them to
look at rae in that way. |Itseems like something
personal. | wish the farmer’s wife would come.”

Such a chill ran over it, that it was quite cool
when the woman carne in, and she put it away in
the cupboard on a piate.

But, that very afternoon, she took it out again
and set it on the table on a glass cake-stand. She
put some leaves around it to make it look nice, and
it noticed that there were a great many other things
on the table, and they all looked fresh and bright.

“ This is all in my honor,” it said. *“ They
know | am rich.”

Then several people carne in and took chairs
around the table.

“ They all come in to sit and look at me,” said
the vain cake. “ I wish the learned grain could
see me now.”

There was a little high-chair on each side of the
table, and at first these were empty, but in a few
minutes the door opened and in carne the two little
boys. They had pretty, clean dresses on, and
their “ bangs” and curls were bright with being
brushed.

“ Even they have been dressed up to do me
honor,” thought the cake.

But, the next minute, it began to feel quite
nervous again. Vivian’s chair was near the giass
stand, and when he had climbed up and seated
himself, he put one elbow on the table and rested
his fat chin on his fat hand, and, fixing his eyes on
the cake, sat and stared at it in such an un-
naturally quiet manner for some seconds, that any
cake might well have felt nervous.

“There’s the cake,” he said, at last, in sucha
deeply thoughtful voice that the cake felt faint
with anger.

Then a reraarkable thing happened. Some one
drew the stand toward them and took a knife and
cut out a large slice of the cake.

“ Go away !” said the cake, though no one
heard it. “ lam cake! 1 am rich! 1 am not
forboys ! How daré you!”

Vivian stretched out his hand ; he took the slice;
he lifted itup, and then the cake saw his red mouth
open—yes, open wider than it could have believed
possible—wide enough to show two dreadful rows
of little sharp white things.

“ Good gra ” it began.

But it never said “ cious.” Never at all.
in two minutes Vivian had eaten it 1!

And there was an end of its airs and graces.

For
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JAPANESE TOP-SPINNING.

By J. Reéd Sever.

THE TOP SPINKING ON THE BDGB OF T>I& SWORD.

At certain seasons of the year, top-spinning
engages a great part of the leisure time of Ameri-
can and English boys, and some of them become
very skillful. But Japanese jugglers are the peo-
pie to spin tops, and I will try to describe some of
their more difficult feats, as | saw them.

| was at a Japanese juggling entertainment, and
when the first partof the performance was over, the
men who had been acting cleared the stage, set
on it a small table, a number of swords, and a little
house, like the doli liouses sold in toy shops,
bowed low, and left. Immcdiately afterward, a
richly-dressed Japanese made his appearance, car-
rying in his arms about a dozen tops, somewhat

resembling common huraming-tops, each with a
long thin stem run through the bulb-sbaped par,
and protruding at the top and bottom,—the tp
stem being cased in a loose sheath. Bowing ©
the spectators, the Japanese took one of the toxs
and twirled it briskly between his palms fo”
second or two ; he then dropped it upon the tabfc
where it spun around in that swiftly revolving, “
apparently motionless State, that boy top-spmnen
cali “ sleeping.” The Japanese indicated by si”s
that it would stop when he told it to, and tiiraio?
toward the table, he lifted his hand as a commart
No sooner had he done this than the top stoppM
as if it really had seen and understood the signai.
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The Japanese picked up the top again, and,
twirling it as before, placed it upon the table, where
itspun itself lo steep. He then selected from the
sffords on the floor one with a long, keen blade,
and lifting the top from the table by the sheath of
ihe upper stem, placed the point of the lower stem
carefully upon the edge of the blade, near the hilt.
The top spun for some motnents in this position,
and then began to run slowly tovvard the point of
ihe sword. When it had reached the point, it
leaned over aCan angle of forty-five degrees, and
continued to revolve for several moments in that
diffictilt position, until it was caught in the juggler’s
handjust as it was about to stop spinning,

Tlirowing the sword to one side, the performer
again made the top spin upon the table, and pick-
ing up five others started them also. He then
siretched a thin wire across the stage, and taking
the tops from the table, placed them one after an-
olher upon the wire, as he had previously placed
the first one upon the edge of the sword. They
spun around for a few seconds without moving; but
Isuddenly, as if by one impulse, they all started on
laii excursion aloiig the wire, balancing themselves
las they went, with all the nicety of expert tight- "
I'rope wnlkers. Reaching the end of their trip, they
Idropped one l)y one into the hands of an assistant,
Iwiio stood ready to catch them.

This trick was succeeded by a muchmoremyste-
Iriciisone. The Japanese walked to the side of the
stage and untied a string, which as soon as it was
loosed swung quickly to the middle of the stage,
andthen hungperpendicularly. After untying this
string, the Japanese took a top from his assistant,
and twirling it in his hand until it revolved quickly
enough, he took hold of the end of the string, and,
I placing the stem of the top at right angles to it, left
Ithings to take care of themselves.

The top spun a short time at the end of the
Istring, but soon it began to raove slowly upward.

THE DOLLS”’
By B.

ltall bcgan at a missionary-meeting.

"Doyou want to make fifty children perfectly
lhappy?” asked SisterEliza, as we satthere together,
Kee too girls and the sweet, self-denying woman
pilh the peace in her face.

1 Ofcourse we do—buthow ?” was our exclama-
ilion, *whatdo you mean ? And what she meant,
Py'naking fifty children perfectly happy, and how
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still spinning at right angles with the string. It
continued in this way to move steadily upward
until at length, it had traversed the entire distance,
and was lost to view behind the“ flies’over the stage.

When the applause that greeted this trick had
subsided, the Japanese moved the doll-house to the
center of the stage and placed it beside the table.
He then set six tops, exactly alike in size and ap-
pearance, spinning upon the table, and taking a
seventh in his hand, indicated to the spectators, by
signs, that he wouid send it on a journey through
the doli-house. He then sat down on the floor,
andcurling up his legs, Turk fashion, started the
seventh top spinning. It ran along the floor until
it reached a sort of inclined drawlsridge leading to
the entrance of the little house, and then went up
slowly to, and through, the open door. The jug-
gler waited a moment, as if expecting some signa!
from the now invisible top. His suspense was
relieved an instant later by the tinkiing of a silver
bell, which indicated that the top had enterad one
of the tiny rooms. The Japanese held up one
flnger and waited, in a listening attitude, for a sec-
ond signal. It carne, as before, in the tinkie of a
bell, upon hearing which the man held up two fin-
gers. Finally, when ten rooms had been visited,
and ten bells, rung in this way, had been counted
on the performer’s fingers, he ar6se and pointed
toward the house, and toward the table, upon which
the six tops were yet spinning. After a few mo-
nients, duiing which we silently watched the door
of the house, the top that had been ringing the
bells carne quickly out of the entrance, ran down"
the drawbridge and dropped motionless at the feet
of the Japanese. That same moment the tops on
the table stopped, and dropped over on their sides.

You may fancy how we applauded, and what a
puzzle this wondetful top-spinning was to me. |
only hope that you may be more successful than
I was in trying to unravel the mystery of it,

BABY-SHOW,

M. B.
she thought that we could do this good thing, and
how, when we heard about it, we determined to do
it, and how we did it, and how the dolls’ baby-show
carne about, and what it really was, and what fol-
lowed this novel baby-show,—is just what we pro-
pose to tell to those who care about making children
happy and who choose to read our story.

It is n’t a pleasant thing to have no father and
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no mother and no home by one’s self; but to iive,
fifty children, all together, in a great, bare barn of
a house, every one with the same gray dress and
the same white apron, and not a dolly among
them all1 Yet this was what Tabithadid, and
forty-iiine olher Tabithas, and Janes, and
Elizas, and Carries, Nellys, and Mary Anns,
along with her. Poor little Tabitha! She had
nobody to love her. When her father

and mother died, there was nothingfor

the neighbors to do but to send her to

the orphan-asylum of the county, and

this was where she was, not many

miles from New York itself- -

There was a great long room,

with columns down the iniddle ;

no carpet on the floor; nothing

pretty on the walls; twenty-six

cold-looking beds straight along

the sides,—and this was all the

home poor little Tabitha had.

Some of the other children were

sick and dreadful, and she had n’t

very good times playing with

them. How she would have liked

to have a doli! Sometimes she got an

oid newspaper and twisted it up, orsometimes she

TAKINti CARE OF HUMBEF FIFTV-OME.
made believe with a pillosv-case ; but if she could
only have a real, live doli1l A real, live doli!

BABY-SHOW.

(JaH U *5WV.

But there was one

bright day every week,

and that
was the day when
Sister Eliza carne.
Shealwaysbrought
abrightface,—just
like sunshine, after
they had n’tbeen out for a week, Tabitha thougnt,
—and pleasant words, and goodies. Candy? Bles
you, no 1 These poor, little gray ducklings never
saw a peppermint stick. But she brought ahvaysa
little paper of sweet crackets, just enough for lwo
bites all around, and thatwas pudding, and pie, and
candy, and marmalade to them for a whole week
And one day, the very day before Christmas, she
carne with herbrightness and her crackers, and—
something else 1 Something, she said, that a kind
lady had given her, and that they should know all
about on Christmas-day. The children wondered
what it could be,—more crackhrs? a Christmas-
cake? perhaps only shoes and stockings,—every-
body sent them shoesand stockings, shoes with ikt
toes out, and stockings with the heels darneci, ©0
that they hurt. They talked about nothing elsc
Tabitha stayed awake almost all the night thinking
it over, and then dreamed about it till she woke yp
Christmas morning,

“’Liza,” said she, to her little bed-neighbor,

SISTER EUZA’S VISTT
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before she had said “ Merry Christmas!” even,
*’L.ra, what do you thiiik t dweamed about last
night! Oh, | dweamed—oh, it wath such a nice
dweani! | dweamed that Sister Sunshine’sbundle
(that 's what the children called her) that she
«ould n’t let us know anythin’about, wath a funny
little square box, an' she left it in the closet, an’
then I woke up m the middle of the nlght an’
Santa Clauth lie carne down the register and he
opened the closet door, an’ the little box it grew
and it grew, an’ by and by it wath a big, 6ig, BiG
ixiby house, an’ out carne a big doli, an’ then a
littler doli, and then heaps of littler dolls, and
iheir heads were all made of sweet crackers, and
they kept dancing about all ‘'round in the air with
a funny kind o’ light about their heads, and one
of them carne bobbing up to me and says, ‘Eat

baby-show. 201

Sure enough there was a dolly ! Not fifty dolls
indeed, but one 1 A big, funny, rag dolly. tied to
the post in the middle of the rooin, and “ Merry
Christmas ! " written over it. Tabitha’s cry had
roused up all the other fortv-nine children from the
twenty-six white beds, and’in an instant they had
all jumped out—all but the two little sick ones in
beds by themselves who could n’t get up at all—
and were dancing round the post in their night-
gowns, trying to get a hug at the 'most suffocated
doli. Such a noise they made, and such a quarrel
they began to get jnto,—yes, a quarrel even on
Christmas moriiing,— that the matron carne run-
ning in, and actually took the dolly away. The
poor disappointed faces ! But after breakfast they
were to have the doli again, and each child, the
matron said, sliould have it five minutes for her

AT THE DOLL UAOV*SHOW.

Imcupt’an’ | bit off its liead, an’ | was so sorry,

lohh tray {8AQ¥e~too ; and | woke up an'—
my goodness ! There is a dolly I'”

Very OWn.  The children who carne next actually
stood in Une waiting their turns, and by the time
each of them had given the poor doli fifty hugs
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and thirty kisses apiece, it was so worn to pieces
that it did not seem as though itcould live through
the night, the matron said. In the midst of it,
in carne Sisier Sunshine herself, and such a wel-
come as she had. Presently little Tabitha crept
up to her and told her her dream.

“ 1 fink it ’s weal nice to dweam,” said Tabitha,
“when you can’t have things weally an’ twuly j
an’ when 1 waked up and saw that dear dolly, I
thought my dweam had wealh' come twue. Only
it does take so long to go wound, and | only had it
such a little bit of a minute to myself.”

“ Dear little souls.” said Sister Eliza to herself,
“ next Christmas you shall have a dolly each to
jourself.” And this was howshe was to make fifty
children “/ir-fectly happy.”

Meanwhile, the dolly lived in the orplian asylum
with the fifty children. She was almost bigger
than the smallest child, and the matron always
called her “ Fifiy-one,” so that this got to be her
flame. By and by one of the little sick children
died, on Easter day, and when summer carne two
ncw children were brought in; but dolly stayed
“ Fifty-one.” One doli to fifty children1 Fifty

“ THE CHILDREH STOOD IN LINE WAITING THEIR TURHS.”

dolls to one chiid would not be so very remarkable,
—the every-day doli, and grandmother’s doli, and
the.doll Aunt Lottie brought from Paris, and the

BABY-SHOW. (Jaitom,

boy doli she was married to, and the rag-baby, ad
all the paper dolls that are its lineal descendants!
This one dolly had a hard time of it. She had
so much hugging that it gave her the chromatics,
which is a curious doli disease, when they get wery
black and blue and dirty-like, particularly in the
face, and the feet begin to drop off, and the stuffing
(if it ’s a stuffed doli) comes out. Her best friend
would n’t have rec
ognized her; but she
lived a whole yeai,
and to these poorlii.
tle children, whohad
no “ folks” of their
own, she was papa,
marama, and brother
and sister, all to
getlier. They actw-
ally rememberedher
in their prayers, ad
one queer little gid
madearhyme,whicli
they said after “ Now
llayme;”

And tUI the birds walie up
iie suo,

Deai Lord, Uke cate ci
F:fty*one! ’*

Every time that
Sister Eliza saw the
doli, it put her in
mindof her promise.
That was how we
carne into the stoq'.
She asked wus if we
could n’t get out
friends to give us fiftj’
dolls,—oid ones the
giris did not wanti
and we thought we
could, and said we
would. But wc had
forgotten a very ini-
portaiU inatter,—
that nobody ever
saw, or heard of, or
dreaint of a single,
solitary doli, brain-
lessorheadlessjbang-
ed or stuffinglcss,
without armsorivith-
out feet, that its little
mother did not cling
to as “ her own dear child.” So we began to take
up contributions for new dollies, when a generous
friend sent us—as a Christmas gift for the poor—
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the dollies themselves, fifty and to spare, packed
lilte sardines in boxes of six, and all of them twins.
So alike, indeed, that you could only tell them
apart by their boots, which were pink, and green,
and blue, and black, and almost any color you can
1 think of.
And now the dolls began to start on their travels,
1 for we had engaged all our friends as doll-dress-
filakers, and the dressmakers lived pretty much all
overthe country. The dolls went by cars, they went
by boat, they went by pocket. One found her way
to Staten Island, where was a little girl who wanted
10dress at least one, and she carne back as though
she had been to Patis and had her dress made by
lihe man dressmaker, Worth,—a real Miss Flora
McFlimsey. Presently the door-bell began to ring
Ial all sorts of hours, and they all carne trooping,
one after another, “ back to mamma’s, home
again!” Now you could tell them apart easily:
Iheteivas a French banne, with her white cap and
Iwliile apron; here a black-hooded nun; here a
llittlehoy in a Scottisli suit; here two sailor laddies;
lanother dressed just like Sister Eliza herself; and
Istill another in the gray gown of the asylum cliil-
Idren they were all to visit. If ihose dolls could
lonly have told the stories of their traveis, what a
I book they would make 1
So the dolls were all home again, waiting for
I Christmas morning. You could n't go anywhere
inihe house but a new doli would scem to pop
out. And then everybody said we must have a
I baby-show. We wanted to give the fifty children
Isome candy, too, and make their coid, bare room
I pretty, for once, with Christmas-greens, and now
Ithe dolls themselves should earn the money to buy
Itheir mammas candy. Then carne the show 1
“Walk in, ladies and gentlemen, only ten cents
i admission, to see the prize bahy, and the biggest
lyin the world, and the smallest baby in the
livorld, and everyone the best baby in the woild,—
I'ten cents admission, fifty babies, five for a cent,—
Ivelkin, ladiesand gentlemen,” said themanageress,
1 aMrs. Jarley with doll-babies instead of wax-works,
lothose who gave their tickets at our parlor door.
IAnd such a show of babies 1 Shawls and sashes,
I hung around the walls, served as screens and deco-
1rations, and ranged around were not only the fifty
dollies themselves, but lots of other dollies who
I hed been sent in as prize babies. Asthey couldn’t
Ikl their own fames, placards did it for them.
I Here ivere “ other pcople’s children,” mischievous
las“ Budge and Toddie,” but quiet as mice. Over
Ihetn was the little girl who was “ born with asilver
Ispoonin her mouth,” dressed as fine as a fiddle,
Iwd next to her the one “born with no spoon at
IV in soher homespun. “ The convalescent”
upin her tiny bed, looking as pretty as a pink.
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Opposite to her was “ a child of ihe dark ages,”
a dreadful rag-baby thing, made of a pillow and a
black mask, with curls of carpenters’ shavings.
And in the back-rooin were the talking midgets,—
“ no extracharge,”—for the twoboys had covered a
table with a shect, and dressed up their hands as

SII.LVER SPOON AND ' NO SPOON AT ALL."

doll-babies, which stood on the table, while they
hid themselves underneath, and asked conundrums,
and answered questions from the audience.

TI™e baby-show was a success; we counted the
money after each new-comer bought a ticket, and
the last time of counting we had ciglu dollars and
forty cents. This bought us fifty fine large cornu-
copias, and candy to fill them all, and a great bun-
dle of Christmas-greens. What fun we had buying
the candy, and filling thehorns! And when Christ-
mas-eve at last carne, the fifty dolls said good-by,
marched out of the house into an expressman’s
carriage, and so rodé off to the asylum.

Fifty dolls had never been seen there before, and
their arrival created a grand excitement. But they
were kept quiet fiora the children till Christmas
morning, and on Christmas morning they wokeup
to find the great room dressed with greens, the
Star in the East at one end and at the other the
Cross, and festoons of greenery all between, and a
dolly and candy for each one. Tabitha’s dream
had come true. Her bed-neighbor, ’Liza, was no
longer there; they had found for her a home in the
great, far West, where kind people would take
care of her until she grew up to l)e a little serving-
maid,—to milk the cows and help about the house.
But little Tabitha told her dream to ’'Lisbeth, who
had taken ’Liza’s place, and hugged and squeezed
her dolly, “ her very own all the whole lime.” And
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so each of the fifty dolls found a new mainma and think.  The children were most of them not preity
each of fifty children was made “/ir-fectly happy.” and not briglit,—not very merry, even,—and w

Only inost of them ate their candy so all at once, could notbut think of the prettier, and brighier,
that the doc- and liappier children we knew. One little, sick

a/ tor had to chiid wiih red, weak eyes hugged her dolly tight,
as though she could n’t e
so good a time very long,

“ Well, you’ve got your
doliy at last; you ’re alwap
hugging up some bundle o

other,"'said
the nurse.
“PBRFECTLY HAPPY.
come next day, and give them each a dreadful dose The days are dull for these poor things, they
of medicine. have not much to brighten them; we were ry
Sister Eliza and we two girls carne later in the ¢gladwe had made the Star in the East shine once
day,—and did we laugh or did we cry? Both, I into their lives with Christmas brightness.

BIDDING THE SUN *“GOOD-NIGHT” IN LAPLAND,

By Joy Allison.

W hen the short, bright summer of Lapland is endcd, and the sun is about to set, to rise no more for scven a
eight months, the people of the hamlets and villages ascend the neighboring hills to .see the last of the Dy
God, and chant a réquiem, or farewell psalm, for the parting day.

“ Come, little daughters, basten, We sball not see his face again
Ye should be bravely dight! For more than half a year.”
Make ready, boys! for we go forth
To bid the sun good-night. So forth they go, together,
Parents and children, all,
“ Four months with steady shining The aged, and the litele ones,
He ’s made tlie whole earth fair, Young men, and maidens tall.
And myriad blossoins greeted him,
And bird-songs filled the air. From many a neighboring village,
From many a liumble home,
But now October waneth; To clirab the rocky summit

His setting draweth near; The thronging people come.
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The sun hangs low in heaven ;
He throws his slanting rays
Across their loving faces, turned

To meet his parting gaze.

And now he ’s gone ! The darkness
Is settling like a pall,
A long low dirge of sad farewel]

Breaks from the lips of allj

In mournful cadenee chanting
The requiera of the sun,

AND
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The dear bright day departed now,
The long, long night begun.

And yet with cheerful patience
They take their homeward way,

The elders talking how the time
May best be whiled away.

And many a youthful face is bright
With glad expectance still.

And many a merry little child
Goes dancing down the hill.

JACK AND JILL.

By Louisa M. Alcott,

Chapter Il
WARD NO. |I.

For some days, nothing was seen and little was
Ikard of the “ dear sufferers,” as the oid ladics
Icalled them. But they were not forgotten; the
Ifiret words uttered when any of the young people
Imetwere; “ How is Jack?” *“ Seen Jlllyet?”
land all waited with impaiience for the moment
Iwhen they could be admitted to their favorite mates,
Imore than ever objects of interest now.

Meantime, the captives spent the firstfew daysin
Isleep, pain, and trying to accept the hard fact that
Ischool and play were done with for months perhaps.
IButyoung spirits are wonderfully elastic and soon
Ith«r up, and healihy young laodies heal fast, or
leasily adapt themselves to new conditions. So our
liDvalids began to mend on the fouith day, and to
Idrive their nurscs distracted with efforts to amuse

before the first week was over.

The most successful attempt originated in W’ard

1, as Mrs. Minot called Jack’s apartment,

and we will give our syrapathizing readers some
idea of this place, which became the stage wheveon
were enacted many varied and rematkable scenes.

Each of the Minot boys had his own room, and
there coUected his own treasures and trophies, ar-
ranged to suit his convenience and taste. Frank’s
was full of books, maps, machinery, Chemical
messes, and georaetrical drawings, which adorned
the walls like intrlcate cobwebs. A big chair,
where he read and studied with his heels higher
than his head, a basket of apples for refreshment
at all hours of the day or night, and an immensc
inkstand, in which several pens were always ap-
parently bathing their feet, were the principal
ornaments of his scholastic retreat.

Jack’s hobby was athletic sports, for he was bent
on having a strong and active body for his happy
little soul to live and enjoy itself in.  So, a severe
simplicity reigned in his apartment; in summer,
especially, for then his floor was bare, his Windows
were uncurtained, and the chairs uncushioned, the
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bed being as narrow and hard as Napoleon’s. The
only ornaments were dumb-faeils, whips, bats, rods,
skates, boxing-gloves, a big bach-pan and a small
library, consistingchieflyofbookson games, horses,
health, hunting, and travels. In winter, his mother
made things more comfortable by introducing rugs,
curiains, and a fire. Jack, also, relented sliglitly in
the severity of his training, occasionally indulging
m the national buckwheat cake, instead of the pre-
scribed oatmeal porridge, for breakfast, omitting
his coid bath when the thermometer was below
zero, and dancing at night, instead of running a
given distance by day. °

Now, however, he was a helpless captive, given
over to all sorts of coddiing, laziness, and luxury,
and there was a droll mixture of mirth and raelaii-
choly in his face, as he jay trussed up in bed, watch-
ing the comforts which had suddenly robbed his
bower of its Spartan simplicity. A delicious couch
was there, with Frank reposing in its depths, half
hidden under several folios which he was Consulting
for a history of the steam-engine, the subject of his
next composition.

A white-covered table stood near, with all manner
of dainties set forth in a way to tempt the sternest
principies. Vases of flowers bloomed on the
chimney.piece,—gifts from anxious young ladies,
left with their love. Frivolous story-books and
picture-papers strewed the bed, now shrouded in
effeminate chintz-curtains, beneath which Jack lay
like a wounded warrior in his tent. Butthe saddest
sight for our crippled athlete was a glimpse, through
a half-opened door, at the beloved dumb-bells, bats,
balls, boxing-gloves, and snow-shoes, all piled
ignommiously away in the bath-pan, mournfully
recalling the fact that their day was over, now, at
least for some time.

He was about to groan dismally, when his eye
fell on a sight which made him swailow the groan
and cough instead, as if it choked him a little!
The sight was his mother’s face, as she sat in a low
chair rolling bandages, with a basket beside her in
which were piles of oid linen, lint, plaster, and other
mattcrs, needed for the dressing of wounds. As
he looked, Jack remembered how steadily and
tenderly she had stood byhim all through the hard
times just past, and how carefully she had bathed
and dressed his wound each day in spite of the
effort it cost her to give him pain or even see him
suffer.

“ That ’s a better sort of strength than swinging
iwenty-pounddumb-bellsorrunning races; | guess
1 ’ll try for that kind, too, and not howl or let her
see me squirm when the doctor hurts,”thought the
boy, as he saw that gentle face so palé and tired
with much watching and anxiety, yet so patient,
serene, and cheerful, that it was like sunshinc

JACK AND

JILL.
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“ Lie down and take a good nap, mother dear |
feel first-rate, and Frank can see to me ifl wen
anything. Do, now,” headded, with a persuaj
nod toward the couch, and a boyish relish in sir
ring up his lazy brother.

After some urging. mamina consented to »0lo
her roorn for forty winks, leaving Jack in the cas
of Frank, begging him to be as quiet as possibleif
the dear boy wished to sleep, and to amuse hie
il he did not.

Being worn out, Mrs. Minot lengthened her fon,
winks into a three hours’ nap, and as the “cda
boy ” scorned repose, Mr. Frank had his handks
mil while on guard.

“1°U read to you. Here s Watt, Arkwrighi
Fulton, and a lot of capital fellows, with picturts
that will do your heart good. Have a bit, wK
you?” asked the new nurse, flapping the leases
mvitmgty,—for Frank had a passion for sud
things, and drew steam-engines all over his slaie
as Tominy Traddles drew hosts of skeietons when
low in his spirits.

“1 don’C want any of your oid boilers ad
stokers and whirligigs. | 'm tired of reading ad
want something regularly jolly,” answered Jact
who had been chasiiig white buffaloes with "The
Hunters of the West,” till he was a trifle tired ad
fractious.

“ Play cribbage, etichre, anything you like”
and Frank obligingly disinterred himself froi
under the folios, feeling that it was hard forafel-
low to lie flat a whole week.

“No fun; just two of us. Wish school v
over, so the boys would come in; doctor said I
might see them now.”

“They’ll be along by and by, and I ’I! kil
them. Till then, whatshallwe do? | 'rayourraas
for anything, only put a fiame to it.”

“ Just wish | had a telegraph or a telephone,
I could talk to Jili. Wouid n’t it be fun to ppe
across and get an answer 1”

“1 Il make either you say,” and Frank looked
as if trifles of that sort were to be had for te
asking.

“ Could you, really ?”

“ W e’ll slart the telegraph first, then you en
send things over if you like,” said Frank, pu
dently proposing the surest experiment.

“ Go ahead, then. 1 °d like that, and so woud
Jill, for I know she wants to hear from me.”

“There’s one trouble, though; 1 shall hae
to leave you alone for a few minutes while 1rj
up the ropes,” and Frank looked sober, for ke|
was a faithfiil boy, and did not want to descrthis
post.

“Oh, never mind; | wont want anything. If]|
I do, I can pound for Ann.”
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“And wake mother. 1 '11 fix you a better way

J than that,” and, full of inventive genius, our young
Edison sphced the poker to part of a fishing-iod
in a jiffy, makmg a Ipng-handled hook which
reached across the room.

"There s an arra for you; now hook away and
I let’s see how it works,” he said, handing over the
[insimment to Jack, who proceeded to show its

unexpected capabilities by hooking the cloth off
the tabJe in attempting to get his liandkerchief
| catching Frank by the hair when fishingfor a book’
| andbreaking a pane of glass in trying to draw down
| the curtain.

“I1ts so everlasting long, | can’t manage it
Jlaughed Jack, as it finally caught in his bed
lhangings, and nearly puiled them, ring and all
Idovn upon his head. ’
I “Let it alone, unless you need something verv
I miich, and don’t bother about the glass It ’s just
| whnt we want for the telegraph wire or rope to go
I through. Keep still, and | il have the thing run
Inmgm ten inmutes,” and, delighted with the iob,
I Frank hurried away, leaving Jack to compose d
Imessage to send as soon as it was possible
I “What in the world is that flying acros™ Minot’s
lyard-a browri hen or a boy’s kite?” exclalmed
10d Miss Hopkins, peering out of her window at
Ithe singular performances going on in her opposite
Ineighbor’s garden.
| First, Frank appeared with a hatchet and
Icliopped a ciear space in the hedge between his
lown house and the cottage; next, a clothes line
lwas passod through this aperture and fastened
I»raeivherc on the other side; lastly, a small cov-
1 red basket, slung on this rope, was seen hitching
I ong, drawn either way hy a set of strings-
tthen, as :f satisfied with hU Job, Frank retlred’
Iwhisiling ** Hail Coiumbia.”

children at their pranks again |
ljought broken bones would n’t keep therout of

[ttscWlong,.. said the oid lady, watching with
fcreat interest the mysterious basket traveling up

house to the

TR}
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i rotninf. j , rings, and ] Itnow a messago

“Jack.”

1 "y went the basket, and in fifieen minutes
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“ Hullod is she mad?” asked Jack, as Frank
brought the dispatch for him to examine.
But, at the first touch, the hollow peel opened

ea-nut, Wlth round eyes drawdn at tHe

Two

mad'e "ot a p
end «here the stem formed a funny beak.

likeDr, WIiitmg that both boys laughed at the

fufi if she was
half dead. Let s see what she says,” and lac
read the httie note, which showed a sad neglect of
the spelling-ljook.

school wi*ou a.
JiLu*™

Jack immediately dispatched the book and a
sample of guava jelly, which unfortunately upset
on the way, to the great detriment of “ The Wild
Beasts of Asia and Africa.” JUl prompffy f
sponded with the loan of a tiny black kitten, who
dé'iivhf scratching, to Jack’s great
dehght; and he was cudgellng his brains as to
how a fat white rabbit could be transportad, when
a shrill whistle from without saved JiU from that
inconvenicnt offenng.

yo» want to see them?”
superlorlty

Sor

upra the three eager faces which looked up at

KittliT* promptiy threw the
scorning.to be seen by any

kitten overboard,
manly eye arausing himself with such girlish toys

Bangl went the front door; iramp, tramp,
£Z 1’ ®&Neoted feet up the stairs; and, i
Frank threw wide the door, three large beings

HHIIIfoO{ which is the established greetin %u Y,
boys on all social occasions.

“ Come aiong, oid fellows; I 'm ever so giad to
see you . cned the invalid, with such energetic
demonstrations of the arms th.at he looked as if
about to fiyor crow, like an excited young cockerel.

How are you, Major?”
“ Does the legachemuch, Jack>"

With these characteristic greefings, the gentle
men cast away their hats and sat d~U , ail g I-
ng cheerfully, and all with eyes irresistibly fixed
roved too much for the

johilie™ <i»mties, which
oys.

politeness of ever-hungry
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“ Help yourselves,” said Jack, with a hospitable
wave. “ All the dear oid ladies in town have been
sending in nice things, and | can’t begin to eat
them up. Lend a hand and dear away this lot, or
we shall have to pitch them out of the window.
Bring on the doughnuts and the tarts and the
shaky stuff in the entry closet, Fraiik, and let’s
have a lark.”

No sooner said than done. Gus took the tarts,
Joe the doughnuts, Ed the jelly, and Frank sug-
gested “ spoons all round” for the Italian cream.
A few trifles in the way of custard, fruit, and wafer
biscuits were not worth mentioning; but every
disli was soon emptied, and Jack said, as he sur-
veyed the scene of devastation with great satisfac-
tion:

“ Cali again to-morrow, gentlemen, and we will
have another bout. Free lunches at 5 p. m. till
further notice. Now tell me all the news.”

For lialf an hour, five tongues went like mili
clappers, and there is noknowingwhen they would
have stopped if the little bell had not suddenly
rung with a violence that made them jump.

“ That ’s Jill; see what she wants, Frank;” and
while his brolher sent off the basket, Jack told
about the new invention, and invited his mates to
examine and admire.

They did so, and shouted with merriment when
the next dispatch from Jill arrived. A pasteboard
jumping-jack, with one leg done up in cotton-wool
to preserve the likeness, and a great lump of
molasses candy in a brown paper, with accompany-
ing note:

“Deaj! Sir: 1 mw iheboys go in, and know you are having a
nice time, so | send over the candy Molly Loo and Merry brought
me. Mammy saya | can’t cat il, and it will all niclt away if I
keep it. Also a piciure of Jack Minot, who will dance on one leg
and waggle the other, and make you laugh. 1 wUh I could come,
too. Don’tyou hale grewel? J-p*

Ido.—In haste,
“ Let ’s all send her a letter,” pioposed Jack,
and out carne pens, ink, paper, and the lamp, and
every one fell to scribbling. A droll collection was
the result, for Fred drew a picture of the fatal fall,
with broken rails flying in every direction, Jack
with his head swollen lo the size of a balloon, and
Jill in two pieces, while the various boys and giris
were hit off with a sly skill that gave Gus legs like
a stork, Molly Loo hair several yards.long, and Boo
a series of visible howls coming out of an immense
mouth in the shape of o’s. The oxen were partic-
ularly good, for their horns branched like those of
the raoose, and Mr. Grant had a patriarchal beard
which waved in the breeze as he bore the wounded
girl to a sled very like a funeral pyre, the stakes
being crowned with big mittens like torches.
“You ought to be an artist. | never saw such
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a dabster as you are. That’s the very moralif
Joe, all in a bunch on the fence, with a blot
show how purple his nose was,” said Gus, holdin®
up the sketch for general criticism and admivation.

“1’d ralher have a red nose than legs likea
grasshopper; so you need n’t twit, Daddy."
growled Joe, quito unconscious that a blot actually
did adorn his nose, as he laborad over a briel
dispatch.

The boys enjoyed the joke, and one after it
other read out his message to the captive lady;

"D karlill: Sony you alntliere. Great fun. Jack pretty livtlj.
Laura and Lotwould send love if tlicy knew of the chacee. Fi;
round and get well. Get"

“Dear Giu.ifiiower: Hopo you are pretty comfortable inyov
‘dungeon cell." Would you like a serenadewhen the moOToraB!

Hope you will soon be up again, forwe miss you very much. Slw
be very happy to help in any way | can. Love lo your moiw.
Your inie hiend, E. D"

“ Miss Pecq.

"Diar Miuiam: I am happy to tell you that we are all well, iiJ
hope you ace the same. | gave Jem Cox a licking because heiieei
loyourdesk. You had better soad for your books. YouwomImt
to pay for the sled or the fence. Jack says he will see to it W
have been having a spread over hero.  Firstrale things, ! wooMti
mindbceaking aleg ifl had such good grub and no chores tork
No more now, from yours with esleem, Joseph P. Flirt.

Joe thought that anelegant cpistle, havingcopicii
portionsofit from the “ LetterWriter,” andproudir
read it off to the boys, who assuted him that Jl!
would be much impressed.

“ Now Jack, hurry up and let us send thelotoli,
for we must go,” said Gus, as Frank put the lelttn
in the basket, and the clatter oftea-things ivas heard
below.

“1’m not going to show mine. |t’sprivateand
you must n’t look,” answered Jack, puttingdownai
envelope with such care that no one had a daxe
t-opeep.

But Joe had seen the little note copied, and, wnie
the otherswere at the window working the telegiapli
he caught up the original, carelessly thnist by Jad
under the pillow, and read it aloud before any ae
knew what he was about.

“ My Dear; | wish | could send you some of my good
As | can't, 1 send you much love, and I hope you will uyand®
patient as | am going to, foril was our fault, and we must rol sw
afussnow. Aint mothecs sweet? Mine is coming over lo-rKO"
lo see you and tell me how you are. This round thmgi'
good-nighL

I

“ Is n’t that spoony? You ’d better hide yod
face, | think. He ’s getting to be a regular ir™
coddle, isn’the?” jeered Joe, as the boys laugW
and then grew sober, seeing Jack’s head hiiried #
the bedclothes, after sending a pillow at his t«’
mentor. .

le nearly hit Mrs. Minot, coming in ivunM
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paticnt’s tea on a tray, and, at sight of her, the
guests hurriedly took leave, Joe nearly tumbling
down-stairs to escape from Frank, who wouid have
followed, if his mother had not said, quickly:

" Stay, and tell me what is the matter.”

" Only teasing Jack a bit. Don’t be mad, oid
boy, Joe did n’t mean any harm, and it was rather
soft, now was n’t it ?” asked Frank, trying to ap-
! pease the wounded feelinp of his brother.

“f charged you not to worry him.  Those boys
ivere too much for the poor dear, and | ought not
Ito have left him,” said mamma, as she vainly

«* HELP YOURSIiLLVES! "

jadeavored to find and caress the yellow head,
Iburrowed so far out of sight that nothing but one
|ted ear was visible.

He liked it, and we got on capitally till Joe
jrouglied hira about Jiil. Ah, Joe s getting it now!
jltbought Gus and Ecl wotild do that little job for
jme,"added Frank, running to the window as the
Isound of stifled cries and laughter reached him.
| heard also, and Jack popped up his

to ask with interest:

What are they doing to him ?”

Rolling him in the snow, and he ’s howling
I1Aefun,”

VoL. Vri._is,
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“ Serves him 1ight,” muttercd Jack with a frown.
Then, as a wail ardse suggestive of an unpleasant
mixture of snow in the mouth and thumps on the
back, he Isurst out laughing, and said good-na-
turedly, “ Go and stop them, Frank, | wont mind,
only tell him it was a mean trick. Hurry, Gus is
so strong, and he does n't know how his pounding
hurts.”

Off ran Frank, and Jack told his wrongs to his
mother. She synipathizcd heartily, and saw no
harm Ln the affectionate little note, which wouid
please Jill, and help her to bear her triais patiently.

SAJO JACK."

“ It is n't silly to be fond of her, is it? She is so
nice and funny, and tries to be good, and likes me,
and | wont be ashamed of my friends, if folks do
laiigh,” protested Jack, with a rap of his tea-spoon.

“No, dear, it is quite kind and proper, and |1 d
rather have you play with a merry little girl, than
with rough boys, till you are big enough to hold
yourown,” answeredmamma, putting thecup to his
lips that the reclining lad might take his broma
without spilling.

“ Pooh ! I do n’t mean that, I 'm strong enough
now to take care of inyself,” cried Jack, stoutly.
“ | can thrash Joeanyday, ifl like. Justlookat my
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arm; there ’s muscle for you!” and up went a sleeve,
to the great danger of overturning the tray, as the
boy proudly displayed his biceps and expanded his
chest, both of which were very fine for a lad of his
years. “ If1°d been on mylegs, he would n’t have
dared to insult me, and it was cowardly to hit a
fellow when he was down.”

Mrs. Minot wanted to laugh at Jack’ indigna-
tion, but the bell rang, and she had to go and puli
in the basket, much amused at the new game.

Burning to distinguish herselfin the eyes of the
big boys, Jill had sent over a tall, red-flannel niglu-
cap, which she had been making for some proposed
Christmas plays, and added the following verse,
for she was considered a gifted rhymester at the
game parties;

“ Wh«n jt comes night,
W« put ouc the lighu
Some blow with a. pufT,
Some tuni down and snulT,
But neal folks prefcr
A nice exringulsA~r.
So here | send you bnck
One to pul on Mr. Jack.”

“ Now, | cali that regularly smart; not one of us
could do it, and | just wish Joe was here to see it.
I want to send once more, something good for tea;
she hates gruel so,” and the last dispatch which the
Great International Telegraph carried that day was
a baked apple and a warm rauffin, with “ ]. M’
best regatds.”

Chapter IV.

WARD NO. 1.

Things were notso gay in Ward No. 2, for Mrs.
Pecq was very busy, and Jill had nothing to amuse
her but flying visits from the girls, and such little
plays as she could invent for herself in bed.
Fortunately, she had a lively fancy, and so got on
pretty well, till keeping still grew unbearable, and
the active child ached in every limb to be up
and out. That, however, was irapossible, for the
least attempt to sit ot stand brought on the pain
that took her breath away and made her glad to
lie flat again. The doctor spoke cheerfully, but
looked sober, and Mrs. Pccq began to fear that
Janey was to be a cripple for life. She said noth-
tng, but Jiil’s quick eyes saw an added trouble in
the always anxious face, and it depressed her spirits,
though she never guessed half the mischief the
fall had done.

The telegraph was a great comfort, and the two
invalids kept up a lively correspondence, not to say
traffic in light articles, for the Great International
was the only aerial express in existence. But even
this amusement flagged after a time; neither had
much to tell, and when the daily health bullctins
had been exchanged, messages gave out, and the
basket’s travels grew more and more infrequent.
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Neither could read all the time, games were soon
used up, their mates were at school most of the
day, and afier a week or two the poor children
began to get palé and fractlous with the confine-
ment, always so irksome to young people.

“1 do believe the child will fret herself into 3
fever, mem, and | 'm clean distraught to know
what to do forher. She never used to mind trifles,
but now she fretsabout the oddest things, and I catit
change them. This wall-paper is well enough,
but she has taken a fancy that the spots on it look
like spiders, and it makes her nervous. | Vvem
other warm place to put her, and no money fora
new paper. Poor lass! there are hard times before
her, I 'm fearing.”

Mrs. Pecq said this in a low voice to Mrs
Minot, who carne in as often as she could, to se
what her neighbor needed; for both mothers were
anxious, and syrapathy drew them to one another.
W hile one woman talked, the other looked about
the little room, not wondering in the least that JU
found it hard to be contented there. It was \ery
neat, but so plain that there was not even a picture
on the walls, fior an omament upon the mantel,
except the necessary dock, lamp and match-box.
The paper 7vizs ugly, being a deep buff with a
brown figure that did look very like spiders spram-
ing over it, and might well make one nervous to
look at day after day.

Jill was asleep in the folding chair Dr. Whitiog
had sent, with a raattress 10 make it soft. The
back could be raised or lowered at will; butonlya
few inches had been gained as yet, and the thin
hair pillow was all she could bear. She looked
very pretty as she lay, with dark lashes against the
feverish cheeks, lips apart, and a cloud of curly
black locks all about the face plllowed on one am
She seemed like a brilliant liltle flower in that dull
pjace,—for the French blood in her veins gave her
a color, warmth, and grace which were very chatm-
ing. Her natural love of beauty showed itself in
many ways : a red ribbon had tied up her hair, a
gay but faded shawl was ihrown over the bed, ad
the gifts sent her were arranged with care upon
the table by her side among her own few toys and
treasures. There was something pathetic in Ihis
childish attempt to beautify the poor place, ad
Mrs. Minot's eyes were full as she looked at th!
tired woman, whosc one joy and comfort lay there
in such sad plight.

“ My dear soul, cheer up, and we will help ore
another through the hard times,” she said, witha
soft hand on the rough one and a look that proffl’
ised much.

“ Picase God, we will, memI| With such goM
friends, I never should complain. | try not todo
it, but it breaks my heart to see my little las
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spoiled for life, inost like,” and Mrs. Pccq piessed
the kind hand with a despondent sigh.

“We wontsay, or even think, that, yct. Every-
thing is possible to youth and health like Janey’s.
We must keep her happy, and time will do the
test, I 'm sure. Let us begin at once, and have a
surprise for her when she wakes.”

As she spoke, Mrs. Minot moved quietly about
the room, pinning the pages of several illustrated
papers against the wall at the foot of the bed, and
placing to the best advantage the other comforts
she had brought.

“Keep up your heart, neighbor. 1 have an
ide.iin my head which I think will help us all, if I
can carry it out,” she said, cheerily, as she went,
leaving Mrs. Pecq to sew on Jack’s new night-
gowns, with swift fingers, and the grateful wish
that she might work for these good friends forever.

As if the whispering and rustling had disturbad
her, Jill soon began to stir, and slowly opened the
eyes which had closed so wearily on the duli
i December afternoon. The bare wall with its brown
Ispiders no longer confronted her, but the colored
| pricit of a little girl dancing to the tune her father
lives playing on a guitar, while a stately lady, with
I satin dress, ruff, and powder, stood looking on, well
pleased. The quaint figure, in its belaeed frock,
quilted petticoat, and red-heeled shoes, seemed to
come tripping toward her in such a life-like way,
| that she almost saw the curls blow back, heard the
Inistle of the rich brocada, and caught the sparkle
I of the little maid’s bright eyes.

“Oh, ho'v pretty ! Who sent them?” asked
ljill, eagerly, as her eye glanced along the wall,
jseeing other new and jnteresting things beyond:
lan elephant-hunt, a ship in full sail, a horse tace,
latidaball-room.

“The good fairy who never comes einpty-handed,
iLook round a bit and you will see more pretties,—
lalifor you, my dearie,” and her mother pointed to
la bunch of purple grapes in a green leaf piate, a
lhnot of bright flowers pinnod on the white curtain,
latid a gay little double gown across the foot of the
|bed

Jill clapped her hands, and was enjoying her
|newpleasures, when in carne Merry and Molly Loo,

«th Boo, of course, trotting after her like a fat

indamiable puppy. Then the good times began;
pe gownwas put on, the fruit tastecl, and the pict-
~ts were studied like famous works of art.

It’sa splendid plan to cover up that hateful

1 'd stick pictures all round and have a galleiy,
li'treminds me 1 Up in the garret at our house
sabox full of oid fashion-books my aunt left, |
tenlook at them on rainy days, and they are very
pony, I’ij gg (jjjg minute and get every one.

' «n pin them up, or make paper dolls,” and
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away rushed Molly Loo, with the .small brother
waddling behind, for, when he lost sight of her, he
was desofate indeed.

The girls had fits of laughter over the queer cos-
tumes of years gone by, and put up a splendid
procession of ladies in full skirts, towering hats,
pointed slippers, powdered hair, simpeting faces,
and impossible waists.

“ 1 do think this bride is perfectly splendid, the
long train and val! are so sweet,” said Jill, reveling
in fine clothes as she turned from one piate to
another.

“ 1 like the elephants best, and | ‘d give any-
thing to go on a hunt iike that!” cried Molly Loo,
who rodé cows, drove any horse she could get, had
nine cats, and was not afraid of the biggest dog
that ever barked.

“ | fancy ‘ The Dancing Lesson ’; it is so sort of
splendid, with the great Windows, gold chairs, and
fine folks. Oh, | would like to live in a castle with
a fatber and mother like that,” said Merry, who
was romantic, and found the oid farm-house on
the hill a sad trial to her high-flown ideas of ele-

gance.
“ Now, that ship, setting out for some far-
away place, is more to my mind. | weary for

home now and then, and mean to see it again
some day,” and Mrs. Pecq looked longingly
at the English ship, though it was evidentiy out-
ward bound. Then, as if reproaching herseif for
discontent, she added: “ It looks like those | used
to see going off to India with a load of niissionaries.
1 carne near going myself once, with a lady bound
for Siam; but | went lo Caflada with her sister,
and here I am.”

“ 1 °d like to be a inissionary and go where folks
throw their babies to the crocodiles. 1 ’d watch
and fish them out, and have a school, and bring
them up, and convert all the people till they knew
better,” said warm-hearted Molly Loo, who be-
friended every abused animal and forlorn child
she met.

“We need n't go to Africa to be missionaries;
they have ’em nearer home and need ’em, too. In
all the big cities there are a many, and they have
their hands full with the poor, the wicked and the
lielpless. One can find that sort of work anywhere,
if one has a mind,” said Mrs. Pecq.

“ 1 wish we had some to do here. 17d so like to
go round with loaskets of tea and rice, and give out
tracts and talk to people. Would n’t you, girls?”
asked Molly, much taken with the new idea.

“ It would be rather nice to have a society all
to ourselves, and have meetings and resolutions
and things,” answered Merry, who was fond of
little ceremonies, and always went to the sewing
circle with her mother.
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“We wouid n’t let the boys come in. We d
have it a secret soclely, as they do their temper-
ance lodge, and we 'd have juadges and pass-words
and grips. It wouid be fun if we can only get
some heathen to work at!” cried Jill, ready for
fresh enterprises of every sort.

I Ciin tell you some one to begin on right
away,” said her mother, nodding at her. “ As
wild a little savage as | ’d wish to see. Take her

in hand, and make a pretty-mannered lady of her.
Begin at home, my lass, and you
ary work enough for a while.”

fiod mission-
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long for castles before she Icnows how to do het
own tasks well,” was the first unexpected repiy,

Merry colored, but took the reproof sweetly,
resolving to do what she could, and surprised lo
find how many ways scemed open to her after j
few minutes’ thought.

“ Where shall I begin? | 'm not afraid ofa
dozen crocodiles after Miss Bat,” and MoUy Lo
looked about her with a fierce air, having had prac
tice in battles with the oid lady who kept litr
fether’s house.

“Well, dear, you have n’t far to look for as D

WARD NUMRSR .

“ Now, mammy, you mean me! Well. | will
begin; and I ’ll be so good, folks wont know me.
Being sick makes naughty children behave in story-
books, I ’ll see if live ones can’t;” and Jill put on
such a sanctifiecl face that the girls laughed and
asked for their missions also, thinking they wouid
be the same.

“You, Merry, might do a deal at home helping
mother, and setting the big brotliers a good exara-
ple. One little girl in a lioiise can do pretty
much as she will, especially if she has a mind to
make plain things nice and comfortable, and not

a little heathen as you ’d wish,” and Mrs. P
glaiiced at Boo, who sat on the floor staring|
hard at them, attracted by the dread word “aoc-
odile.” He had a coid and no handkerchief, b
little hands were red with chilblains, his dollw
shabby, he had untidy darns in the kneesofKi
stockings, and a head of tight curls that evidennf
had not been combed for some time.

“Yes, I know he is, and | try to keepli®!
decent, but | forget, and he bates to be fixed.aMj
Miss Bat does n’t care, and father laughs vihenll
talk about it.”
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Poor Molly Loo looised much ashnmed as she
made excuses, trying at the same time to mend
matters by seizing Boo and dusting him all over
with her handkerchief, giving a puli at his hair as
ifringing bells, and then dumping him down again
ivith the despairing exclamation; “ Yes, we're a
pair of heathens, and there ’s no one to save us ifl
don't.”

That was true enough ; for Molly’s father was a
busy man, careless of everything but his milis.
Miss Bat was oid and lazy, and felt as if she might
lake life easy after serving the motherless children
for many years as well as she knew how. Molly
«as beginning to see how much amiss things were
athome, and oid enough to feel mortified, though,
as yet, she had done nothing to mend the matter
exccpt be kind to the little boy.

“You will, my dear,” answered Mrs. Pecq,
encouragingly, for she knew all about it. “ Now
you've each got a mission, let us see how well
you will get on. Keep it secret, if you like,
andrepon once a week. I’ll be a member, and
we’ll do great things yet.”

“We wont begin till afier Christmas; there is
so much to do, we ne\-er shall have time for any
more. Don’t tell, and wc ’ll start fair at New
Year’, if not before,” said Jill, taking the lead as
usual- Then they went on with the gay ladies,
who certainly were heathen enough in dress to be
io sad need of conversiéon,—lo common sense at
least.

“ 1 feel as if | was at a party,” said Jill, after a
pause occupied in surveying her gallery with great
satisfaction, for dress was her delight, and here she
had every conceivable style and color.

“Talking of parties, isn’t it too bad that we
must give up our Christmas fun? Can’t get o1
without you and Jack, so we are not going to do a
thing, but just have our presents,” said Merry,
sadly, as they began to fit different hcads and
bodies together, to try droli effects.

“Ishall be all well in a fortniglit, | know; but
Jack wont, for it will take more than a month to
mend his poor leg. May be, they will have a dance
mthe boys’ big room, and he can look on,” sug-
gested Jill, with a glance at the dancing damsel on
thewall, for she dearly loved it, and never guessed
howlong it would be before her light feet should
| keep time to music again.

“You 'd better give Jack a hint about the party.
Send over some smart ladies, and say they have
oree to his Christmas ball,” proposed audacious
I Molly Loo, always ready for fun.

So they put a preposterous green bonnet, top-
I heawy with plumes, on a little lady in yellow, who
at in a carriage; the lady beside her, in winter
I coslume of velvet pelisse and erminc boa, was fitted
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to a brides head with its ovange flowers and vail,
and tliese works of art were sent over to Jack,
labeled “ Miss Laura and Lotty Burton going to
the Minots’ Christmas ball,”—a piece of iiaughti-
ness on Jili’s part, for she knew Jack liked the
pretty sisters, whose gentle manners made her own
wild ways seem all the more lolaniable.

No answer carne for a long time, and the girls
had almost forgotten their joke in a game of Let-
ters, when “ Tingle, tangi6 !” went the bell, and the
basket carne in laden heavily. A roll of colored
papers was tied outside, and within was a box
that rattied, a green and silver horn, a roll of nar-
row ribbons, a spool of strong thread, some large
needies, and a note from Mrs. Minot:

“DeaSJtill: |think ofhaving a Christmas trocso thatour invalida
can cnjoy it, and all your elcgantfriends are cordially invited. Rnow>
ingihac you would )ike to help. | send some pa”er for sugar>plum
homs and some beads for oecklacus. They wUl brighten the iree
and picase the girls idr themselves or their dolls. Jack sends you a
hom fora paccern, and will you make a ladder-necklace lo show him
how ? Letme know ifyou need anyihing.—Yours in haste,

""Anna MmOT.”

“ She knew what the child would like, bless
her kind heart,” said Mrs. Pecq to herself, and
something brighter than the most silvery bead
shone on Jack’s shirt-sleeve, as she saw the rapiure
of Jill over the new work and the promised pleasure.

Joyful cries greeted the opening of the box, for
hunclies of splendid large bugles appcared in ail
colors, and a lively discussion went on as to the
best contrasts. Jill could not refuse to let her
friends share the pretty work, and soon three neck-
laces glittered on three necks, as each admired her
own choice.

“1°d be willing to hurt my back dreadfully, if |
could lie and do such lovely things all day,” said
Merry, as she reluctantly put down her needle at
last, for home duties waited to be done, and looked
more than ever distasteful after this new pleasure.

“ So would I'! Oh, do you think Mi-s. Minot
will let you fill the horns when they are done? 1°d
love to help you then. Be sure you send for me 1”
cried Molly Loo, arching her neck like a proud
pigeon to watch the glitter of her purple and silver
necklace on her brown gown.

“ 1 ’'m afraid you could n't be trusted, you love
sweeties so, and | ’'m sure Boo could n’t. But I ’ll
see about it,” replied Jill, with a responsible air.

The mencién of the boy recalled him to their
minds, and looking round they found him peace-
fully absorbed in polishing up the floor with Molly’s
pocket-handkerchief and oil from the little ma-
chine-can. Being torn from this congenial labor,
he was crarried off shining with oil and roaring
lustily.

But Jill did not mind her loneliness now, and
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sang like a happy canary while she threaded her recipe for sunshine preved successful, and mother-
sparkling beads, or hung the gay horns to dry, wit made the wintry day a bright and happy ore
ready for their cargoes of sweets. So Mrs. Minot’s for ifoth the little prisoners.

(To be couUHutd.)

THE THREE COPECKS.*

By Paul H. Hayne.

Crouched low in a sordid chamber, By the banks of the frozen Neva,
With a cupboard of empty shelves,— In the realm of the mighty Czar.
Half starved, and, alas ! unable

To comfort or help themselves,— Now, Max was an urchin of seven;

But his delicate sister, Leeze,
Two children were left forsaken, With the Crown of her rippling ringlets,
All orphaned of mortal care ; Could scarcely have reached your knees!
But with spirits too ciése to Heaven

To be tainted by Earth’s despair,— As he looked on his sister weeping.

And tortured by bunger’s smart,
Alone in that crowded city, A Thought like an Angel entered
Which shines like an Arctic star, At the door of his opened heart.

* The “copeck " is a Russian coin of about a cent's valué iu our currency.
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He wrote on a fragment of paper,—
With quivering hand and soul,—
'1PUase send to me, Christ! three copecks,
Topunchase for Leeze a roUJ”

Then, rushed to a church, his missive
To drop,—ere the vesper psalms,—
As the surest mail bound Christward,—

In the unlocked Box for Alins !

While he stood upon tiptoe to reach it,
One passed from the priestly hand,
And with smile like a benediction
Took the note from his eager hand.

Having read it, the good man’s bosom
Grew warm with a holy joy:
I""Ah! Christ may have heard you already,-
will you come to my house, my boy ?”

COPECKS.

’But not without Leeze?” “ No, surely,
We Tl have a rare party of three;

Go, tell her that somebody ’s waiting
To welcome her home to tea.”

That night, in the coziest cottage,
The orphans were safe at rest,
Each snug as a callow birdling
In the depths of its downy nest.

And the next Lord's Day, in his pulpit,
The preacher so spake of these

Stray lambs from the fold, which Jesus
Had blessed by the sacred seas;—

So recoiinted their guileless story,
As he held each child by the hand,
That the hardest there could feel it,
And the dullest could understand.
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O’er lhe eyes of the listening fathers
There floated a gracioiis inist;

And oh, how the tender mothers
Those desoiate darlings kissed 1

‘““You have given your tears,” said the pveacher,-
“ Heart-alms we should none despise;—
But the open paira, my children,
Is inore than the weeping eyes !”

THE THREE COPECKS. ANITAIL,

Then followed a swift collection,
From the altar steps lo the door,

Till the sum of two thousand rubies
The vergers had counted o’er.

So you see that the unmailed letter
Had somehow gone to its goal.

And more than three copecks gathered
To purcbase for Leeze a roll!
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THE LAND OF SHORT MEMORIES.

By S. S. Colt.

GeORGIE meant to be a good boy, but he very
seldom did anything that he was told to do. He
nearly always forgot it. Once, when his sister May
was very sick, he was sent after sorae medicine for
ber. So he starled in a great hurry; but he met
Fred Smith with his dog, and Fred coaxed him to
go and coast “ just once ” down the long Red Hill.
Then he forgot all about May and the medicine
until it was quite dark, and he felt so sorry and
ashamed that he ran home, and crept up the back
slair-way to bed, bungry and lonely and coid.

By and by, he fell asleep, and when he awoke he
was in a nesvand strange place. He found him-
self ina house which was only partially covered by
aroof, and the rain carne in through the imcovered
part and dropped upon his bed. Georgie sat up
and looked around him. There was a fire-place in
the room, besides some wood and kindlings, which
the poor, shivering little fellow eyed very wistfully,
lhiiildng that soinc onc might perhaps light a firc.
Itwas very chilly, and his teeth chattered. There
was a wee oid woman sitting in the chimney-corner,

i and Georgie spoke to her.

“What is it you want, Jimmie ?” she said.

“Will you please tell me what your fiame is,
land where | ara ?” he asked.

“ My flame—well, really, | forget it just now,”
Ishe replied, “ but you are in the Land of Short
i Memories—that, | am aware of!”

“ But what shall | cali you ?” asked Georgie.

“ Oh, calime Mite! Thatwill do aswell as any
jother fiame till you forget it, Henry.”

“ My fiame is Georgie.”

“Isit? Well, I will try and recollect it.
ljou said it was, did n’t you?”

“No, | did n’t ! ” retorted Georgie, getting cross
Iwith the oid lady, for he thought she meant to
lleasehim.

“There, there 1” cried Mite ; “ the dqgctors said
lyou must not get excited, or else that you must, |
I forget which. Do you want anything to eal ?”

“Yes, | should like to have some gruel.”

“1will make you some,” said she. “ 1 have a
nice firehere, or | should have, only that | seem to
|.have forgotten to light the kindlings.”

Wiile she was bustiing around, busy with the
|?tne|, Georgie lay quite still, looking out where
I there was no roof, at the blue sky, which he could
I nowsee, for it had ceased raining.

“Why don’t you have the roof cover the whole
1 of your house ?”” asked Georgie of the oid lady.

‘Tom,’

“ The rest of the roof is somewhere around,”
said she. “ 1 guess the workmen forgot to put it
on. Now, here is your nice gruel all ready for
you.”

“Why, it is coid 1” exclaimed the disappointed
Georgie, who was quite hungry.

“ Sure enough ; I forgot to boil it!” said the oid
lady.

“And | don’t see anything in the bowl but
water!”
“Dear me! Dear me1l” said Mite. “ I must

have forgotten to put any meal in it 1”

Georgie now began to cry.

“Don’t cry, don’t cry, Johnnie,” said Mite, “ |
will boil a cliicken foryou by and by, if I don’t for-
get it. Here are the doctors coming to see you
now, and you must sit up and talk with them.”

Pretty soon two doctors carne in, and one of them
asked Mite if shs felt better to-day.

“ Yes, | think | do,” s.nid she.

“ Did you take the medicine I ordered foryou?”
asked the other doctor.

“ 1 suppose | did, but I don’t remember,” an-
swered Mite. Then the doctors felt her pulse,
looked at her tongue, and said she must take some
salts. and went away. When they had left the
house, Georgie began to cry more loudly than
before.

“ What is the matter, Fred ?” demanded Mite.

“ My filame is not Fred, 1 tell you !” screained
Georgie.

“ Never mind; | always forget your fiame, so |
cali you by anything I can think of. But tell me
what makes you cry.”

“ Why, 1 am sick, and 1 thought the doctors
were coming to see me 1”

“ Bless my stars!” exclaimed the oid lady,
“sure enough, I was not the one that was sick!
I meant to have remembered and told the doctors
that they carne to see you; but I forgot it when
they looked at my tongue. | ’ll run after them
and cali them back 17

So, away went Mite, and was gone ever so long.
When she carne back, she said she could not find
the doctorsanywhere, and everybody had forgotten
where they lived, so that no one could go after
them. “ 1 ’m sorry,” said Mite, “ but it can’t be
helped, for you know we live in the Land of Short
Memories.”

Then Georgie cried still more bitterly. “ I wish
I could go home,” he said. “ 1 am sure | shall die
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bere! I wish | could go home1
forget to mind mother again!™

As soon as he had said this, he heard a familiar
voice pleading, “ Ma, may n't | go for Georgie’s
medicine ? | wont forget to bring it!”

Georgie turned slowly in his little bed and saw
his sister May. Next, his eyes rested on his
mother, who looked very palé and thin, but sweet
and srailing.

“ Oh, Ma, have | come back toyou?” he cried,
with a sigh.

“We hope so, Georgie,” replied his mother.
“You have had a bad fever, just like May’s, and
been very sick, but you soon will get well now.”

I would never

CAUGHT.
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“ Did May die, because | forgot her medicine?"

“No. Father carne home and got it for hw
and she is well now, and has helped me take cate
of you; but you have not seemed to know hei
and have called her Mite ever since you were ukco
sick.”

“ Mother,” said Georgie, very earnestly, “lam
going to try not to forget things any more 1”

And Georgie did try. When he became well,
and was sent upon errands, he always thought o
Mite, and the gruel, and the doctors, and the Land
of Short Memories, where he went in his fevs-
dreams, and he was cured of the very bad habitof
forgetting his duty.

THE CATCHBR
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THE PRACTICAL FAIRY.

By Charles Barnard.

ITwas ten o’clock Christmas morning, and the
sun looked in at Jane Brown’s window and found
her fast asleep. The morning half gone, and still
asleep! Jane Brown! you are odcL Though it
wes so late, she slept right on, as if itwas quite the
proper thing. At half-past ten she woke, dressed,
and went down-stairs, and at eleven she sat down
to breakfast. Her father and mother liad their
breakfast at eight o'clock, and this second breakfast
wes for Jane alone. Jane Brown ! you live in a
siyle quite uncoimnon for a ten-year-old girl.

Jacob Brown was a porter in a down-town store.
His wife was a clear-starcher, and their only child
wesa fairy. The wages eatned by a porter are not
very much; clear-starching pays very little; and
so it carne that Jane was oliliged to be a fairy.
Then, father had been sick and lost his wages for
months, and mother had to let the clear-starching
go and attend to him. So it happened that the
Browns were in debt for the rene of the rooms in
East Thirteenth Street. The landlord had been
kind, and let them stay in the place while Jane
helped to make up the arrears of rent by being a
. lairy.

Of course, the moment you talk about fairies
I jouexpectsomethinguncommon. This particular
Ifaby got up late, had breakfast near noon, had
Idinner at four, and became a fairy at eight o’clock
inthe evening. No ! Stop! This is a mistake.
1She was a fairy all the time. All fairies are good.
1 Jane was very good, and as soon as breakfast was
over she took up a white skirt and began to mend
laplace that had been torn the night before, when
1 shewas flying. The material, weare informed, was
called “ illusion,” which was quite proper for a fairy.

At half-past seven o’clock, Jane laid the illusion
Iskirt and a white body, a pair of white shoes and
pinksocks, in a little hand-bag. Then she drew a
warmbrown cloak over her every-day dress, put on
z felt hat and a pair of stout boots, and prepared
for the regular fairy business. She had blue eyes
and reddish-yellow hair and a pretty little nose,
land, altogether, she was quite a nice-looking child.

o, that’s another mistake; not a child, but really
ahiry, She kissed her mother good-night, and
|said to her father:

‘You need n’t come for me till a quarter before
jtwelve, Columbine has a new piece, and Mr.
| Sraitens is going to try his double-basket act.”

Christmas is always a late night,” said her
Ifather, “ Oh, by the way, Jane, the landlord is

coming early in the morning. | have saved a little
something, and you might ask the manager if he
can pay you to-night instead of to-morrow night.”

“ There ’ll be plenty of money in the house to-
night. 1 ’ll ask forsome. Besides, my beltistight
for me and | mean to ask for a new one.”

Then she kissed her father, for she was a good
fairy, and started out alone into the snowy streets.
The stores were ali open and brightly lighted.
Every window was filled with Christmas gifts. In
the Street, sleighs were passing, filled with happy
children, all intenton enjoying the holiday. Some
of them saw a little girl in a brown cloak looking
in at a toy-shop window, but notone of them knew
it was a fairy. Then she walked on, and in a few
moments overtook two more fairies, Sarah Levine
and Catherine Stranmers. She Joined them, and,
gaily chalting, they walked on together till they
carne to a narrow back Street. They turned down
this Street, and presently carne to a tall brick build-
ing having a curious narrow door, two stories high.

Such a remarkable place ! On one side, a lofty
brick wall; on the other, tall wooden screens cov-
ered with canvas; beyond these, a vast space, black
and strange. Everywhere, people, both men and
women, workraen in their shirt-sleeves, gas-men,
and carpenters. The three fairies passed between
the canvas screens and enterad the dim space be-
yond. At the left, was a large green cloth swelling
out in the wind like the mainsail of a ship, and
from behind it carne a confused murmur of voices
and the sound of musical Instruments lieing tuned.
Opposite, were more tall screens, and, to the right,
a monster picture, as big as a house and represent-
ing an ancient castle. Overhead, was a wild tangle
of ropes, machinery, and gas-lamps.

“ Please take my bag to the dressing-room,
Kate j | want to see the manager,” said Jane.

Kate topk the bag, for she was a good-natured
fairy, and Jane turned to the left, passed between
the canvas screens, and carne to a small door in the
brick wall.  There was a man there, on guard, but
he let her pass, and, in amoment, she stepped from
the cool, dim place into the warmth and light of a
large theater. What a great company of children
and ladies! Jane looked out on the multitude of
happy faces, and wondered how it would seem to be
rich and comfortable and to go to the theater and
see fairy pieces, instead of working in them.

No time to think about that now. The con-
ductor was already in his place. She must hurry
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in order to get back before the play would begin.
She walked up the side aislé till she carne lo a little
door near the entrance. She knocked, and some-
body inside said “ Come in.” She opened the
door and stood in the manager’s office. An elderly
gentleman sat at a desk counting a big pile of
bilis, and behind him was a little clerk perched on
a high stooi. Jane waited amoment, and then the
gentleman looked up and said;

“ Well, my child, what can I do for you?"

“1f you please, sir, the landlord is coming to-
morrow, and | should like my money to-night.”

“ Bless us! Landlords are terrible animals.
W e must give you something to scare him away.”

“Yes, sir; but our landlord is real good, and|l’ni
paying up the arrears, and, if I can have it, 1°d
like my pay now.”

“ Oh, certainly! Here, Lawson, give Miss Brown
her wages and the little surprise. Don’tforget the
surprise, Lawson.”

The little clerk opened a drawer and counted
out sixteen silver half-dollai-s, and gave them to
Jane. Then he whispered to her;

“ Here’s five dollars more. Tiie piece has drawn
first-rate, and the manager has given every one,
from me to the gas-man, a Christmas present.”

Jane paused before the oid gentleman.

“1’m much obliged, sir, for the surprise.”

“ Child!” said he, with a grand flourish, (he
used to acttragic paitswhenhe was young), “ You
have my blessing. Be good, and you will rise in
the profession.”

“ So 1do, sir,—every night—up to the flies.”

The manager tried to frown, but he smiled,
instead, and said:

“ We shall have to give you a speaking part
soon. Gol!”

Jane stepped out into the theatcr just as the
orchestra began a merry strain, Her heart was
light, for she knew that a “ speaking part” meant
acting with the real people on the stage. She
tripped down the aislé, a little girl in a big cloak,
and nobody knew she was their good fairy. She
passed the narrow door, crossed the wide stage,
now crowded with knights. and fine ladies, dragons
and mermaids, passed the great curtain, and flew
down the stairs into her own room. Waving the
five-dollar bili over her head, she cried :

“ Girls, see what the manager gave me !”

Girls ? There were no girls there. Only five
fairies in white dresses.

“We all are to have the same,” said Kate.
“Now, hurry, for the orchestra is on.”

In exactly two minutes another fairy was ready,
and then the whole six, laughing and talking to-
gether, ran up the stairs to the stage. All tlie
people were crowded between the various scenes,
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and the great space in the center was bare. The
fairies slipped between the people till they carneto
a clear space between the screens at the backor
top of the stagé. Here they found an einpty box
and, taking care not to tumble their skirts, they
all sat down and began to talk in a half-whisper,

Now, to understand what happened to our far
ies, we must notice that the tall canvas screens ae
called wings or side-scenes, the back scene is
called a flat, and the hanging scenes overhcad,
painted to represent sky, or clouds, or trees, as
called flies. Above the files are gallerics on exh
side, filled with ropes and machinery.  Tliest
galleries the fairies could see from where they s,
though the audience in the theater never see them
These galleries are called the riy galleries. High
above all, seventy feet from the stage, was a loftor
fioor over the stage and full of boles, and through
these holes hung the ropes that supported the flies,
and the gas lamps, called the “ border lights."”
This loft is called the rigging loft. The fairies st
between the two upper wings on the right of tre
stage and under one of the fiy galleries.

Suddenly a bell rang. The orchestia struck yp
louder than before, and the great curtain rolled up,
The play had begun. The fairies were busy tak
ing in whispers and paid no heed to what was going
on. Our fairy once or twice looked out on tre
stage and observed the actors. The manager had
promised her a speaking part, and she watdied lo
see how the others did, that she might leam from
them. Of course, her salary would be raised, ad
then, how fast the debt would disappear 1

In a short time, the first act was over, Ie
curtain went down, and, at once, the stage grou

dark. Instantly, there was the gieatest confusion
everywhere. Men dragged the scenes this way ad
that. The flat parted in the middle and a beauti-

ful palace carne down from above and took the
place of the castle. Some men brought out painted
rocks and set them up by means of iron pirs
screwed to the fioor. The fairies knew exactly
what to do, and stood in a row across the stage,
behind the rocks. Strong iron wires were let dotvn
from the rigging-loft, and to the end of each te
men fastened leather straps and white stirrups
Jane stood near the middle, and put her feet inite
stirrups, and while a man buckled the helt round
her, a boy gave ber a wooderi wand with a tinstai
at the end. Each of the other fairies was sirapped
to a wire in the same way. Then the orchestra
began again. The bell rang, the gas las
overhcad fiared up, and the stage was as lights
day. The curtain rose, but, as the fairies were k&
hind the rocks, they could not be seen, fior codd
the fairies see the theater. They stood there, a
row of plain, simple girls, ready to do their duty &



THE

best they knew, because they were poor. Still
tbey were fairies,— “ practical fairies” they were
called in the theater, because tbey were alive
and could work.

The palace behind them was the home of Prince
CaEchoc. Presently, the Prince carne on and spoke
to ihe Witch Blackcaltia. Then he waved his
wand and cried out: “ Come forth, oh fairies ! and
bie you to your cloudy home.”

“Cloudy home ” was the “ cue ” for the men in
the fly-galleties, so, as soon as they heard the
words, they began to tiirn great cranks. The
«jres tightened, and each faicy felt herself lifted
into the air as she stood in the stirrups.

“ Steady, girls!” said a man standing in the
iving. “ Wave your wands now, and keep them
wavingtill you reach the flies.”

“ My belt hurts,” said Jane.

“Can’t help it now. You should have spoken
ofit before.”

“ 1 forgot ”

“Hush! Don’t talk. Here you go!”

Oiir fairy rose with the others above the rocks
and looked out over the stage to the house beyond.
What a vast throng of people rising tier above tier
to the roof! How many children there were! She

*waved her wand slowly and tried to ease her belt,
and cared no more for the thousands looking at her
Ithan if they were wooden images. She was help-
ling father pay that debt. This was her business,
land that ’s all she thought about it. As the fairies
 moved slowly upward, as if flying, a loud sbout of
lapplause carne from the people. They always did
Ithat every night, and our fairy really hardly heai'd
i Itsce:ncd to be a part of the regular thing,
just like the creaking wheels over her head. Up
rand upand up the fairieswent, and the people only
I cheered the more, and our fairy glanced up to the
Ifilesto see how much farther she must go. Now
Iher head reached the level of the edge of the flies,
land they began to hide the theater as if a curtain
 had been let down before her. The air grew hot
and stifling, and the flaring gas-lamps shone
directly in her face. Now they were nearly up,
landina moment wouid disappear from the people.

Suddenly she felt the wire stop. She had nearly
| passed tlie flies, but her feet were still below. The
other fairies moved on past her and were soon over

I herhead. Somehow, her wire had caught.

“Take me up! Move me up higher 1" cried
ijane to the man in the fly-galleries.

“Yes, miss, in a moment.”

“Goonl Go on!” cried the stage-manager
from below. There was a hush and sudden
pause, as if no one knew what was the mattei-.
1 She could see the people on the stage looking up
and the conductor waiting with upraised baton.
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Then some boys in the gallery laughed. She could
not see the people in the house, bul she heard the
boys laugh.

The idea of a fairy going up to the sky and stop-
ping there, with her feet hanging out of the clouds 1
The audience broke into a louci laugh. They were
laughing at the fairy. Her face fluslied with mor-
tification and misery, and she burst into tears.

“ Oh, sir, cali the manager! Cali the manager,
and let me down 1”

There he was, now, tearing up the winding stairs
to the fly-gallery on her right, where the man was
working over the machinery.

“ For heaven’s sake, man, stop that!
may break. Ring the curtain down.”

The tears ran down her cheeks and fell in shin-
ing drops forty feet through the air to the stage
below, while all the people laughed in ill-mannered
merriment. Then she heard the bell, and knew
thatthe curtain was going down to hide her misery.

“ Don’t cry, Miss Brown,” said the manager,
leaning over the gallery,—for he was only just

The wire

above her. “ The people were very rude; but we
must n’t mind ’em. Send the other girls down,
Mr. Sniith.”

This was the stage manager, who had also come
up on the fly-gallery. The other girls were above
Jane, and they now moved down, passed by her,
and safely reached the stage far below.

“ They werereal mean,” saidKate as she passed.
“ | hate 'em for laughing.”

“ We can’t get you down just now, miss,” said
the manager. “ You must wait a little while. We
will puli you up between the flies till after the
next act. Are you quite comfortable ?”

“ Yes, sir. The belt hurts me, but ” Then
she saw Mr. Smith on the gallery, and she added,
‘1 don't mind it mucb. And, if you please, I ’d
like a drink of water.”

“ Mr. Sinitb, these girls must never be sent up
unless they are quite comfortable. Tell the gas-
man to put a bottle of water on a pole and hand it
to Miss Brown.”

“ Thank you, sir,” said Jane; “ and, sir, you
see, | 'm not high enough in the profession yet.”

“ Good for you, little one! That ’s the right
kind of talk for a rising fairy.”

She saw a man putting together ajointed fish-
ing-pole. A boy brought a bottle of water, and
they lashed it to the pole, and, leaning over the
edge of the fly-gallery, they pushed out the pole
till she could reach the bottle. She took it offand
put it to her mouth and drank, and then the gas-
man took it away.

“ Go on with the next act,” said the manager,
“and send some raen up to the rigging-loft to
puli the girl up a foot or two.”



222 THE

The flies before and behind her moved up and
down. She sawthe men below moving the scenes,
and, presently, the bell rang for the curtain, and the
play went on. There she hung in inid-air, between
two sheets of painted canvas, with one of the rows
of border-lights enclosed in iron cages right in
frontofher. It was terribly hot, and the perspira-
tion dripped from her chin and ran down her bare
arms, as she swung slowly backward and forward
in the hot draftofair that swept through the place.
The leading lady in the play was on the stage be-
low, directly under her feet. She listcned to every
word and noted every gesture, and wondered if she
ever should be a leading lady, and have a good
salary and a carriage and all that.

Ah! Whatis that? A tiny puffof smoke fioat-
ing in the air! She looked about in alarm to see
where it carne from. What if the theater should
take fire, and she up there among the flies and
unable to get down? Her eye caught a slender
stream of smoke curling from the ragged edge of
the canvas fly in front of her. It had been torn,
and the piece had been blown or pushed through
the wire cage that covered the border-lights. The
cloth was already smoiildering in the heat. She
made a movement of her ljody, and found she
could swing herself backward and forward in the
air. Perhaps, by swinging she could reach the
smoking cloth and tear it off before jt took fire.
She swung farther and farther each time. The
smoke was increasing, and she could see the cloth
curling up in the heat. She was tempted to cali
out for help, but was so terrified she could think of
nothing save the bit of smouldering cloth. Ah!
The next swing would bring her in reach. She
dropped her wand, and it fell. She stretched out
both hands and grasped the canvas and held it
tight, and, as she swung back, a yard or more of
the rotten stuff tore off and instantly blazed up,
fanned into flame by the motion through the air.
She swung back against the fly behind her and
dropped the cloth, for it had burned her wrist.
The wand fell straight down, struck the stage, and
bounded off to the right, and the blazing cloth
floated down, swirling round and round, like a
burning meteor out of the sky. She looked along
the border, as she swung forward again, and saw
she had torn the burning portion completely off.
The fire was out.

The crash of the falling wand startied every-
body, and when the burning rag fell down in siglit
of the whole audience, the people looked from
one to another in alarm. The play stopped, and
there was a ferrilile hush, as if a panic was about
to begin. Some person, siily and wicked with
fear, cried out “ Fire !” and everybody stood up.

“It’sall outi It all out!” screamed Jane.
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The child’s shrill, clear voice from the flies went
through the whole vast building, and everybody
heard it and was still.

She looked down on the stage, and saw te
manager, with a white face, wildly looking yp
at her.

“ It ’s out, sir. | tore it off. There ’s no fir"

She saw him run to the wall and take downa
canvas sign on which was marked in big leiters
“No Fire. Sit Down!” She knew he ws
going to the edge of the stage to hold it up before
the people. Suddenly, the border lights all went
out and she was left hanging in darkness, though
the stage below was still lighted by the foot-lights.
She supposed it must be for safety this had been
done, and she was glad of it, for the heat wes
terrible.

Then she heard the people sit down. The
panic had been prevented. Then the bell rag,
and the curtain went dosvn. Suddenly, a man in
the gallery of the theater cried out;

“ Hurrah for the little girl!”

The next moment, the most tremendous roar
carne from behind the curtain. It frighteiied the
fairy, for she did not know what it meant.

“ There s no firel Tell 'em not to nin out"
she cried, as loud as she could.

She heard the manager calling the people on
the stage to their places, and, looking down, she
called to him.

“ Let me down!

“Be quick, men1
house is calling her.”

The wirc started, moved faster and faster, ad
in a moment she stood on the stage. Such a hub-
bub and uproar! Everybody wanted to shake her
hand, and the leading lady ran up to her ad
kissed her.

“ My child, the house is wild for you.
you before the curtain.”

“ No. no. Let me change my dress first.”

“ Hear the girl! Come! I ’ll escort youon."

They were making a fearful din outside the cur-
tain, and, before she knew it, she was standing in
front of the curtain, with the manager Holding ore
hand, and the leading lady the other. All the peo
ple stood up and gave three loud cheers, butshe
only felt that dreadful burning pain in her left
wrist. Then the manager held up his hand, and
the house was as still as a mouse.

“ Ladies and gentlemen. Miss Brown, by het
courage and ready coolness, conquered the devour-
ing element and heroically ”

“ Oh, cut that!” cried a loiid-voiced man in the
gallery. “ Pass thé hat for her. [1t’s Christmas,
anyway !”

With that, he threw a silver half-dollar down on

I 've burned my wrist.”

Let the girl down. The

1 il take
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I jjage, and it struck at her feet and bounced
linto the orchestra. The conductor picked it up
and gave it to her. And then—and then—W ell!
| There are some things you can never tell straight.
But, that night, Jacob Brown and his wife and
daughter spent a whole hour counting bilis and
slver! The next day, the landlord was paid in
full, and Jane—no—it was the fairy—opened an

PIPPETY-POP 1 Pippety-pop!
The redder the fire
The faster they hop 1
Now here, now there,
Now everywhere;
Now up, now down,
Now spinning around,
Now madly turning to left, to right,
Now whirling away with wild delight;
No mortal dance did you ever see
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account at the savings bank with a deposit of two
hundred and forty dollars and seventeen cents.
Jane no longer takes fairy parts. With care
and study she has steadily improved, and though,
like all actresses, she has very hard work to do,
she enables her parents to live in comfort. But
she always wears a wide bracelet on her arm. Some
say it is to hide a scar that will never come out.

So full of jnad ecstatic glee ;

Bright wee fairies in yellow and brown,
The steadiest fairies ever were found;

Till, pippety-pop ! pippety-pop |

Like crazy creatures they skip and hop,
And change to fancies more wild and bold
Than ever poem or story told.

Pippety-pop ! pippety-pop 1
The redder the fire
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The faster they hop!
Silent a moment,
Then off in a flurry,
Pippety-pop, and hurry skurry,
Helter skelter, fiying, frisking,
Swelling, springing, whirllng, whisking,
Skipping and striking, they bound and rebound,
And with pippety, pippety-pop, resound.

Pippety-pop ! pippety-pop |
The redder the fire
The faster they hop!
Silent a moment,
Then hopping and popping,
Jerking and dropping,
Forever a-dancing
With hippety-hop !
Forever a-dinning
With pippety-pop!

Pippety-pop ! pippety-pop 1
The redder the fire

SFIETHERD-BOY

UF VESPICJIJNANO.
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The faster they hop !
SUent a moment,

Then brightly they quiver,
Turning to whiteness

W ith tremor and shiver.

Now gracefully falling.
And awkwardly sprawling;
Now up they go sounding,
And down they come bounding;
Now up they go grumbling.
And down they come tumblingj
Anon they ’re delaying,
Then wcary with staying,
Together a-jumping,
They all go a-bumping,
Now up and now down,
And around and around,
Forever a-spinning,

With hippety-hop 1
Forever a-dinning,

With pippety-pop |

THE SHEPHERD-BOY OF VESPIGNANO.

By Agnes Elizabeth Thomson.

Long, long ago, when the svorld was some six
hundred years younger than it is now, a certain
little boy was born on the sunny slopes of Vespig-
nano-

I daré say you never so much as heard ofVespig-
nano before, and that is not to be wondered at,
because it is only a wee bit of a hamlet, away off
in the heart of Tuscany, of no importance to any-
body, except to the few peasants whose uneventful
Uves are spent there.

Yet, because of this little boy who first opened
his eves within its ragged, rugged borders, the lit-
tle hamlet, no doubt, takes a certain pride in itself,
and when it has time to think about it at all, thinks
it may surely hold up its head with the best.

This little boy’s iame was Giotto Bondone,— or
Bondone Giotto, very likely, he was called by his
comrades, for the Italians have a queer fashion of
twisting round their fiames until one cannot tell
which is the Christian and which the simame !

Giotto was a happy-go-lucky little fellow from
the very first. His father was but a simple farmer,
who worked from carly morning till long after the
sun had gone to bed,—worked with a pair of
patient, white oxen in his master’s corn-fields, and

vineyards, and sheep-pastures, to be paid inte
harvest-time with just enough corn and wine ad
wool to keep himself, his wife and his boy, hapfi
and hearty.

It was not much that Father Bondone could|in|
his little child besides a flame, a sheep-skin witll
the wool still on for a coat, and plenty of sunshiiiel
and puré air. 1

But the child had something of his own betto
than any gift. He had a bright and happy reiut,
and an intelligence so remarkable that even whi
he could just walk and Ulk, it attracted al™»
saw him, and made him his father’s pet.

When he was ten years oid, Father Bondoce
thought it time he should begin to be usefiil,-
time to be eaming at least the salt to his porridge,

so he was sent out to watch a few sheep ntte
fields.

I think he did more than keep the young lan®
from straying.

I think he laid himself down on the ground, j
forgot all about the sheep, sometimes, while fi
the blue skies, and green valleys, and brilwi
flowers, and warmly-tinted rocks of oid
he learned how to mix colors on his paletteoil
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and byj spreading branches of the
oak-trecs he learned the secret of forming graccful
arches and checkered patterns.

Awise man once assured the world that there are
«Scrmons in stones, books in the running brooks,
andgoodin everything; the untaught little Gioito

GIOTTO S CAMPANILE,

must have been able to find out the “ good in
leverything” for himself, and not only were his
lsharp eyes quick to perceivc, but his nimble
I fingers were quick to imitate.

He was always trying to draw some picture on
jany smooth bit of rock or slate that carne to hand,
jallhough he had nothing better for a pencil than
|anotherbit of stone sharpened down to a point.

Voi., VII.— 16.
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It happened, one day, that some trifling matter
sent a celebrated Florentine artist up to the regién
of Vespignano, and, as he was riding aleng, having
lost his way, perhaps, he perceived not far from
the road-side Father Bondone’s quiet flocks com-
fortabiy grazing, while their youthful shepherd

OR BELL-TOWEJL

seemed very much engaged about something near
by. The great artist was somehow drawn by the
lad’s intent attitude. He rodé up to the boy,
looked over his shoulder, and saw that he had
been drawing one of the sheep on a piece of stone
which he held upon his knee.

Cimabue—that was the lame of the artist—was
greatly astonished when he beheid the picture on
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the stone. He began to talk to this strange shep-
herd-lad, and, among other things, asked him how
he would like to leavc his hills and sheep-tcnding,
his father and mother, and go away with him to
Florence, and study drawing and ait in earnest.

From the portrait of Master Cimabue that has
icome down to us, one would not think that any
little boy would be willing to exchange father and
mother for such a queer, bonneted gentleman ;
but Giotto loved drawing better than anytling else
on the face of the earth, so he answered joyously
that he would like very much to go to Florence,
inwardly thinking himself, I 'm sure, the luckiest
young sliepherd-lad that ever drew breath.

Father Bondone gave his consent to the scheme
as gladly as Giotto had given his, and so our hero
went forth into the world to seek his fortune with
the stranger from Florence.

And the teaching went on so wisely and so well,
day after day, that in a few years the tables were
turned, and lo! Mas r Cimabue had need to go
to school to pupil Gioi o! Think of that!

Yes, Giotto won great fame for himself in a
short time. He painted picture after picture and
church after church, in Florence and Pisa, in
Arczzo and Assisi, in Siena, and a grcat many
places besides, doing such good Service for art—
which for two hundred years had been going wrong
in Italy-that to this day he is considered a great
benefactor to the world. He was one of the first
to give life to modern art, in.making his works
truly reflect Nature. Painting in imitalion of
Natura was a new thing in that day, and everybody
was surprised and delighted with it. One writer
of the time says of Giotto’s pictures, as if it were a
thing to be wondered at: “ The petsonages who are
in gtief iook melancholy, and those who are joyous
look gay.”

The fame of Giotto’s genius and skill soon pene-
trated to Rome, the greatest city of the civilized
world in those times. In all haste, the Pope sent
off a courier to Florence to see what kind of a
man this Giotto might be, and pass judgment upon
his works, rcasoning that if all were true tftat
people said, it would be well to bring him to the
Eternal City, lo paint the walls of St. Peter’s.

One bright morning, Giotto was busily engaged
in his workshop, when the Pope’s messenger en-
tered, stated the reason of his visit, and finally
requested a drawing which he might send to his
master.

Giotto, who was very courteous, took a sheet
of paper, and a brush dipped in red color; then,
with one turn of the hand, he drew a circle so per-
fect and exact that it was a marvel to behold.

Thisdone, he turned,smilingto the courtier, say-
ing: “ Here, sir, is the drawing you wished for.”

SHEI'HERU-BOY OF VESPIGNANO.

“Am | to hadve nothing more than this?” in
quired the messenger, surprised.

“ That is enough and to spare,” returned Giotto,
“ Send it with the rest, and you will see if it will be
recognized.”

The messenger, unable to obtain anything inore,
went away very ill-satisfied, and fearing that lie
had been trifled with.

Nevertheless, having dispatched other drawings
to the Pope, with the fiames of those who had made
them, he sent that of Giotto also, relating the nodo
in which he had made his circle; from which the
Pope and such of his courtiers as were well verscd
in the subject, conceived the idea that if Giotto
could sui-pass all the other painters of his time in
this way, he could do so in other ways.

And out of this incident grew a proverb, which
the Tuscans make use of to the prcsent day.

“ Tu seipifi tonda che 1’0 di Giotto." “You
are rounder than Giotto’s O,” they say, when ihej
mean you are very dull and stupid, because the
word that means “ round” in Italian means aso
“ dull.”

Of course, Giotto was summoned to Rome, ad
of course he was glad enough to obey the sum

STATUE OF GI1utTO, AT FLORENCB.
mons, and to win new laurels. And it is a comfort
to know that his wonderful talents were fully appre-
ciated by the Pope and the people of Rome.
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Numberless stories are told of Giotto’s wit, as
well as of his marvelous paintings.
When he was studying under Cimabue, it is said

PORTRAIT OP CIMABUS.

that he painted a fly o11 the nose of one of the fig.
ures his masler was then working at,—a fly so
like tlie real thing, that when Master Cimabue
carnein, he tried to brush it away with his hand!
If we may believe their biographérs, a great
many artists have painted remarkably life-like

INO AND
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flies. | saw one of them myself in Antwerp, It
was resting on the foot of a fallen angel, and was
as large as a mouse! | must mention, however,
that the angel itself was of colossal size.

But that work which endears our Giotto to the
hearts of his countrymen, to the hearts of all those
who love beauty, in fact, is his exquisite bcll-tower
in Florence— Giotto’s Campanile.

Our own poet, Longfellow, has sung its praise,
and indeed, of itself it seeras a poem in stone.

It is a tall slender shaft of variegated marbies,
detached from the church, as all bcU-towers are in
Italy, but it is so graceful, so beautiful, so rich in
detail, and so perfect in proportion, that ) ou can-
not wonder men gaze on it with astonishment and
admiration.

And, exquisite as it seems at first, it grows more
exquisite as one becomes familiar with it. Every
portion is worthy of careful examination and study,
and yet, considered as a whole, it is grand and
perfect.

It is many and many a long year since Giotto
folded his hands to rest forever beneath the shadow
of the tower which is such a joy to us. He did
not Uve to finish this, his last and best work, but
from his designs his pupils were able to complete
the building and his fame. And I can wish nothing
pleasanter for you when you grow up, my little
friends, than a month in Florence and a sight of
Giotto’s Campanile.

INO AND UNO.

By JOSEPHINE

iNO and Uno are two little boys
Who always are ready to fight,
Because each wil) boast
That he knows the most,
And the other one cannot be right.

eIno and Uno went into the woods,

Quite certain of knowing the way:
“1 am right! You are wrong
They said, going along.

And they did n’t get out till next day !

T

Ino and Uno rose up with the lark,
To angle awhile in the brook,
But by contrary signs

POLLARD.

They entangled their lines.
And broilght nothing home to the cook |

Ino and Uno went out on the lake,
And oh, they got dreadfully wet!
While discussion prcvailed
They carelessly sailed,
And the faoat they were in was upsct |

Though each is entitled opinions to have,
They need not be foolishly strong;

And to quarrel and fight

Over what we think right,
Is, You know, and I know, quite wrong1
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HOW HAL WENT HOME.

Ry LOUISE Stockton.

The street-car was a long time coming. Much
longer than usual, Hal' Turner thought, as he
stood at the corner and waited, But at last it carne
in sight, drew nearer and nearer, reached the cor-
ner, and stopped, and Hal, books in hand, jumped
in. To his dismay, however, the car was ful! of
people, and he had expected it would be quite
empty. He would not have been so anxious for it
to come if he had known how things really would
be. But Hal was no coward. He had something
to do, he had said he would do it, and he meant to
be as good as his word, people or no people.. So
he tnarched up to the front of the car, taking no
notice of two ladieswho moved to make a place for
him. He stood for a moment looking at the
horses, and then, with a coming of color into his
face, turned and walked back to the other end.
One of the ladies smiled, and half xnotioned with
her hand to the seat.

“No, | lhank you,” said Hal, and, turning, he
walked back to Ihe front again and then once more
to the rear.

“Why don’t you sit down, young man?” said
an oid gentleman, who had drawn his foot up every
time Hal had passed him.

“ Oh, I don’t care to; | ain very comforlable,”
answered Hal.

At this, the oid gentleman smiled.

“Well, I am not,” he said, “ fot 1 have had the
rheumatism in my foot, and | expect you will tum-
ble over it.”

“ 1 will be very careful,” Harreplied, still on the
march, but pressing cidse to the opposite side of
the car.

Just then, the conductor carne in and collected
his fare.

“ There is a seat,” said he to Hal, pointing to
the vacant place by the ladies; but the boy made
no i-eply, and, as soon as the conductor returned to
the platform, he began his walk again.

“ See here, my boy,” said a gentleman in the
cérner, looking up from his newspaper, “ how far
ate you going?”

“ Above Girard Avenue,” answered Hal.

“ And are you going to keep this up all the
way ?”

“ 1should like to,” Hal replied, but feeling very
certain that he really did not like to find himself
such a conspicuous personage.

“Do you always rage up and down

mflnnpr?”

in this

“ No, sir,” said Hal; “ | geaerally sit down.”

“Why don’t you take that seat ?”

“ Because,” said Hal, as boldly as he could,
“ because | told my sister 1 would walk home.”

“H’m !” said the gentleman, “ and why don't
you?—on the Street, where walking is in order?”

“ Because my mother won’t let me. She thinks
it is too far from school to our house, and she says
that | must ride.”

At this, everybody in the car laughed, and Hal
felt his face grow scarlet. He turned from his
questioner and walked down the car, resolving ihai,
as soon as he got home, he would tell Nan she
was a goose.

But his troubles were not yet over, for the con
ductor said sharply:

“ Sec heve, sir ! there is a seat. Ifyouwantit,
take iti if you don’t, stand still or get out!”

" Hal glanced into the car, where he met two rons
of laughing eyes, and, without a word or a rao
incnt’s hesitation, jumped off the car.

He had not meant to give up, but he could not
stand it. He ran up the Street a little way; but,
when the car had passed hiui and was out of sight,
he slackened his speed and walked. He was not
in a yery good humor. =« 1 might have known
just how it would be,” he said to himself, “but
when Nan persisted that 1 could n’t walk hottie,
and at the same time mind mamma, who says1
must always ride, I never thought of a car full of
people 1 | do think Nan is the most obstinate giii
in the whole world 1 Now, here | am, everybody
laughs at me, and | have to bteak my word to
mamma, after all, for | can’t get into another cm
and ride; 1’ve no more money. Botheiitall!”
and with this he kicked a little stone out ofhis
way and felt better. He had quite a long walk
before him ; but he was not sorry for that, as he
felt he needed a little time for thinking the matter
over before he met his inother’s reproofand Nan’s
laughter. It was all very well to blame Nan now,
bul he knew in his heart who it was who wes
obstinate, and who planned the whole affair, ad
that person was not Nan ! So he trudged on, both
hands in his pockets, and his books slung by the
strap over his shoulder, trying to look as if this
walking was a matter of course, and he did it every

Htty-

f&fter a while, he carneto the Ridge Road. This
Street, as all Philadelphia boys and girls know,
runs across the city from south-east to north-west,
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and cuts the corners of the other streets which go
from north to south and from east to west. It
begins at Ninth and Vine streets, and runs on
through the city,—making it easy for people to
lose their way by the cross-roads it creates,—iip by

‘ark, and on past factoties, and milis,

. unlil it gets into the country, and then on and

I on through farms, past iron mines, villages,

; rvoods, and furnnces, until it finds itself among
thehills, miles and miles away from the noisy cor-
aer where it started.

I When Hal reached this point, he stopped to

' consider. He was now on Eleventh Street, but
if he took the Ridge Road he could make a short
cutup to Fifteenth Street and so home. It was a

I nore lively Street than Eleventh, and that was

| another reason for using it. The Philadelphia
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stores present very attractive Windows, and on
the Ridge Road almost every house has a store on
the first floor. Some of them seemed so fuU that
the contents, Hal thought, had spilled out on to
the pavements, svhich were crowded with all sorts

of merchandise, and as Hal glanced in at the doors,
he wondered where all these things could be put,
if they were taken in at night.

But he did not long considerthis question, for
he spied a carpenter’s shop, and that reminded
him of some inquines he wished to make. The
door of the shop was open, and when he had
gone up the two little steps, he could hear some
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one hammering. He looked in; there was the
bench and there were the tools, buthe could not see
the workman. Then he went in, and over in the
corner, where she could not be seen from the door,
was a little girl, standing at a little bench, ham-
mering lath nails into a piece of wood with a little
hammer. Slie had on a large apron, tied around
her waist, and her brown hair hung around her
neck. She looked up and saw, Hal, and laying
down the piece of wood, but keeping the
hammer in her hand, she waited for him

lo speak.

“ Where is the carpcntcr?” he asked.

“ i am the carpenter,” she gravely re-
plied.

At this, Hal laughed.

‘T s this your shop ?” he said.
make dog-houses? ”

“ 1 never llave made a dog-house,” re-
plied the carpenter. “ | never thought of
it- Ofcourse, my papa could. 1 can make
tables and chairs; ] am making a table
now.”

And she drove a nail in so promptly and
firmly, that Hal carne up in admiration to
look at her.

“ Why, you are a real good carpenter !”
he exclaimed ; “ our Nan could n’t do that,
and she is older than you are. | sometimes
miss the head of a nail myself.”

“ 1 never do,” replied the girl, “ my papa
wouid be ashamed of me if | did.”

“ Does he go away and leave you here?

Do you really mean to be a carpenter? ”

“ 1 suppose so,” she answered. “ Papa
said he always thought one of his boys wouid
lake the business, and he has n’t any, and
no girls either, except me.”

“1 never heard of a woman carpenter,”
said Hal, “ and | don’t believe there evet
was such a thing.”

“ May be not,” she answered coolly, tak-
iilig a nail out of her mouth and driving it
into the leg of her table, “ but there will
be one after | grow up. But do you want a dog-
house ? My papa will be home after five o’clock.”

“ | can’t wait that long. Can’t you really make
one?”

“ 1 never did,” repeated the carpenter, “ but
there is the slate. You ’'d better write what you
want on it, and when papa comes home he can tell
me how to make a dog-house. 1 should like to
make one.”

The slatc hung by the door. Hal took it down
and sat on a broken chair to write. He thought,
as he did so, that if he was a carpenter he wouid
mend all the Ijroken chairs in his shop.

“ Do you
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“ 1 don’t know what to write,” he said.

“ Say you want a dog-house,” the carpenter
promptly replied.

SoHalwroce: “1 wanta dog House."

“ Is that enough?” he asked.
« “ Of course nqt,” the carpenter said;
always say how big they want things.”

“ 1 don’t know how big it ought to be,” and Ha
looked doubtfully at her.

* people

"'l AM T«a CARPENTER,* SHE REPLIED."

“Two feet by twenty,” and she held up her
table, which now had three legs, and, with her
head on one side, she looked at it critically.

“ Do you mean twenty feet high and two feet
broad ?”

“ 1 suppose so.”

“ Nonsense,” said, Hal, after thinking a moment.
“You don’t know how high twenty feet wouid
be!”

“ The other way wouid do just as well, tlien,”
said the carpenter. “ Two feet high and tweni)
broad.”

“ Why, this room is n’t twenty feet long, | am
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sure,” said Hal. “ i don't think you can know the
sizesof things very well.”

“1 told you | never made a dog-house,” re-
turned the girl; “ and if you can’t wait until papa
comes, | don’t know what you will do.”

Hal held the slate in his hand and reflected.

Then the carpenter made a suggestion. She

said:

“You might measure your dog, and then the
house would be sure to fit.”

"So I might,” said Hal, *“ Perhaps that would
be ihe best way. | should n’t like to have a house
made, and then find the dog could n’t get into it.”

“Ishe avery large dog ?” asked the girl.

“ldon’t know,” replied Hal. “ I have n’t got
himyet."

At this, the girl laughed.

“Of course, | expect to have him,” said Hal, a
liitle warmly, “ and he will be big, | suppose. |
thought | had better get the house made first, and
tlicn it would be all ready.”

“ But you could n’t know what size it ought to
be,” the carpenter remarked.

“There must be a usual size,” said Hal, “ and
yoiir father would know what that is.”

“ Of course he would,” replied the carpenter,
confidently. “ Suppose you stop here to-morrow.”

“Oh, I can’t do that. To-morrow I must ride
home from school. But | "llcome on Saturday.”

And so it was settled. Hal hung the slate up
again, but he left his message on it, and then he
bid the girl good-bye, and started for home.

Hal never knew how it happened, but the shop
must have stood at the cdrner of some of the
strcets that come together, three at a time, on the
Ridge Road, for, instead of going on the same
Street toward Fifteenth, he soon found ihat he was
walking past private houses, and that the stores,
ihe wagons, and the liveliness of the Ridge Road
were gone. The nextsurprise he had was to see the
flame of “ Le Conte & Haffelfinger” on a grocery
store. There certainly were not two firms of this
flame, and yet one was very near his grandfather’s
house. Then he looked into the grocery store, and
sure enough, there was a man with a red beard
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weighing coffee, and he looked enough like Mr.
Haffelfinger to be his twin brother. So then Hal
went around the cérner, and there, really and
truly, was his grandfather’s house! He was cer-
tainly not near his home, but when a boy chooses,
or happens, to get lost, there are worse places than
the ncighborhood of his grandfather’s house, and
when he goes in tired and warm) a grandmother
tvho gets out the cake-box and a milk pitcher is
not a bad person to meet with.

Hal told his story as he ate. He did not expect
his grandfather to scold him much, for the oid gen-
tleman had no such unpleasant habits, but he
really thought that if a boy could n’t walk home
and ride also, at the same moment, without every-
body laughing at him, the boy was ill-used. But
he felt better when his grandfather had oid “ Lar-
go ” harnessed up, and drove Hal home. His
an'ival in this good company niay have had some-
thing to do with the facts that the boy was not
scolded much, and that the next Saturday he and
Nan were allowed to go to the carpeiiter’s and fin-
ish the arrangements for the dog-house. One
reason—Hal felt sure of this—was because his
grandfather offered to pay for it.

The strangest thing of all, however, was that
Hal never could find that carpenter’s shop again.
He thought he knew just where it was, but neither
he fAor Nan could find it. After this, he often
walked along the Ridge Road. The stores and the
goods on the pavements were all there, but the
carpenter’s shop and the carpenter's girl had dis-
appeared. He used to talk it over with Nan, his
father, and the school-boys; and although some
of the boys went to look for it, sure that they could
find it, they never did, though Hal described it
often, and never omitted the girl, the two little
steps, one broken chair, and the slate with “/
want a dog House™ written on it. The carpenter
had probably moved away, or else Jhe shop was not
on the Street where Hal thought it was. Nan and
the boys always said ought to have put his own
fiame and address on the slate, and then one of
the carpenters might have sent him word; but it
is very easy for some one else to say what you
ought to have done, if you only did n’tdo it.
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‘Tlit RbLAV IX THE DESEKT."

(By "nniusujri o/M esiit.

This picture of a scene in the great desert of
Africa is taken from a picture by the French artist,
Gérome, who is celebrated for his wonderful paint-
ings of Eastern scenes, as.well as for his piclures of
Ufe in Pompeii, in the oid days when that was a
great city, and its people were noted for their love
of luxury and art. Of course, as Géréme is an
aitist of the present day, he can only get his ideas
of Porapeiian lifc and scenery from careful study of
the pictures and sculptures which have been dis-
covered in the ruins of that city; but he has studied
so well, and with such a love for the art of by-gone
days, that he has painted pictures which are prob-
ably better representations of the people and
houses and streets of Pompeii than any of the artists
of that city ever painted themselves. He has done
so much of this peculiar kind of painting, that he is
considered a leader in what is called the Pompeiian,
or New Greek school of art.

Géréme has also painted pictures of Ufe in an-
cient Greece and Rome. Some of you may have
seen engravings of these, representing fights be-
tween gladiators, races, and other such scenes.
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It is, however, in his pictures of Eastern scererj-
and people, such as the one from which our en
graving was taken, that we think Géréme must
be at his best, for he has lived under the biirning
sun of Africa, and ainong the Moors and Iht
Arabs, and has drawn and painted his pictures of
the East from what he saw with Iris own ej'es. Fev
artists have been able to show as well as lie hes
shown, the strange effect of the glaring sunlight G
those regions, and the desoiate and solemn appear-
anee of the wide-spreading and lonely desert
sands.

The picture above given shows one of the pe

culiar methods of hunting in the desert. The
dogs you see are Syrian greyhounds, which .ir
uscd in Africa in hunting the gazelie. In some of

these hunts, thegameruns for such a long disUna
that the dogs become tired, and, as the gazelles
generally take a particular course, according to the
wind perhaps, the hunters station “ relays ” ofdojs
somewhere on that part of the desert which tliev
expect to pass, so that the fresh hounds can l.Ae
up the Chase when the others begin to flag; justa
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I reiays of horses used to be placed on the oid stage-

rouies, in order that the great coaches could always
[ rall along at high speed, with fresh horses every
| ten miles or so.

This “ relay ” business is all very well for the
| hunters and the dogs, but >t seems pretty hard on
| lhe gazelles, who have to run just as fast as they
| canuntil the hunt is over, without any chance of
| getting rested, or of having any fresh gazelles to
| take their places.
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The dogs in the picture are strong and vigorous
fellows, and they are listening and watching, as
well as the man who is holding them, for sorae
sign of the approaching hunters. We pity the
poor gazelles when they come sweeping around
that sandy hill, and these swift hounds are let
loose to dash after them.

The beautifully engraved picture on the oppo-
site page was not copied directly from Gérome's,
but from an etchingmade from the painting.
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A Fatle.

By Paul

There were once two young bears, who were
lerykind to each other. They were brother and
sisier. The brother was named Sigismund, and
the sister was Brunetta. They used often to go
lout and take walks. It was good for their health to

labout in the open air, and they frequently found
Isomething nice to eat, which they would always
divideas nearly equally as possible. One day, as
tliey were wandering through the countvy, they
Isaiva plimi-tree, loaded with fruit.

“Ho, ho!” cried Sigismund. “ Hero is some-
Ithing! Look at those plums! Let us bounce up
Ithistree. | never saw such plums.”

"No, no !” cried Brunetta ; “ don’t try to climb

Ithat tree. The branches are too slender, and
would brcak under the weight of either of us. Let
I LBget the plums some other way.”

“You are too timid,” said Sigismund. “ We

llae often cliinbed trees that were smaller and
I'veakerthan that.”

“That is true,” said Brunetta, “ but we were
l'younger and lighter, then. You forget that we are
|growing every day.”

“That may be,” replied her brother, who could
Intiihelp feding that she was right; “ but we must
|have Ihe plums.”

“Very truc,” said Brunetta. “ Let us think of
Isoraegood way, W e mightthrow stones and sticks
latthem. | have seen people doing that.”

""So have 1,” said Sigismund. “ Butitis a poor
I"ay. Yuugetvery few plums by throwing at them.
|And, besides, girls can’t throw.”

Brunetta did not much like this reraark ; but she
[said nothing, for she knew she could not throw so
ptohit anything.

I"Llell you,” cried Sigismund,
|PI“i!

“ 1 have a good
One of us will climb up the tree a little way,
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andbenddown abranch and then the other one can
pick off the plums. When the one on the ground
has eaten enough plums, she can climb the tree,
and bend down a branch and let the other one
eat.”

“ Then you inteud to climb the tree first,” said
Brunetta.

“ Certainly | do,” replied her brother, and up he
went.

The lower branch of the plum-tree was aslender
one, as Brunetta had said, and Sigismund found
it easy to bend. It carne down so low, as the
young bear threw his weight upon it, that his sister,
by standing on her hind legs, could easily reach and
pick the delicious fruit, which wasso ripc that niucb
of it dropped to the ground as the branch was bent.

It was a pretty picture to see this affectionatc
young couple thus enjoying themselves. Brunetta
was in ecstasies of deiight. She had never tasied
such plums, and she crammed them into her mouth
as fast as she could pick them from the branches.

As for Sigismund, he climg with his fore paws to
the branch, while with one of his hind legs pianted
against the trunk, he waved the other pleasantly in
the air, and looked around at his sister with a jovial
smile.

“ Eat on,” he cried, “ eat just as many as you
want. | can hang on here ever so long. The
branch does seem to be cracking a little, but that
does not matter. If it breaks olT, we ’Il get the
plums all the easier. It wont hurt me to drop.
Is n’t this a good plan? And don't they taste
sweet and juicy? ”

“ Indeed they do,” said Brunetta.

She would have said more than this in praise of
the plums, but she could not stop eating long
enough. She was in a hurry to get through, so
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that she could puli down the branch and let her
brother eat.

But just as she began lo feel thatshe would soon
be nearly satisfied, Sigismund gave a cry, and the
smile fled from his face.

“ Look there 1” he cried; and he pointed to a
field, not far off.

Brunetta raised herself up, ashigh as she could,
and looked. And there she saw a man and two
dogs running toward them |l The man had a
great club and the two
dogs looked very fierce.

There was no time
to be lost. Sigismund
dropped from the tree,
and he and his sister
scampered off as fast
as they could go. They
soon reached the for-
est; butthey got there
none too soon, for the
dogs were ciése behind
them. The man did
not care to venture in
among the thick shad-
ows of the woods,
where there might be
large bears, and so he
cateU off his dogs and
went back to see what
damage had been done
to his plum-tree.

As for Brunetta and
her brother, they did
not stop running until
they reached the cave
oftlieir parents, where
they felt perfectly safe.

As soon as they re-
covered their breath,
they told their story.

“1 think you went
too far away from
home,” said their father; “ considering that it was
inthe day-time when you could be seen from quite
a distance. |Ifthere had been several men and more
dogs, they might have followed you into the woods
and killed you.”

“ That is true,” said Brunetta; “ but the plums
were perfectly delicious, and Sigismund was so kind.
He held the branches down for me, for ever and
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ever so long, so that | could get the plums quit
easily. We had a glorious time.”

“ Yes," said Sigismund; “ it was very pleasant,
and | am glad you liked the fruit. But 1diddl
the work, and did not get a plum, This doesmt
seem quite right. And | am dreadfully liutigry,”

“ Butitis not my fault,” said Brunetta. "H
the man and the dogs had not come, you watld
have had some plums.”

“ 1 know that,”said Sigismund; “ but I didnol
get any, and thereis
something very wonj
about it, soraewhcre.”

“ My son,” said hs
father, “ dklit noigitt
you pleasure to st
your sister enjoyiit|
those plums? Ws
not your heart f
with generous em
tions as you held do*a
the branches for lieri*

“Oh yes 1” said Sip
ismund.

“ And did you mt
feel," contiinied lié
father, “ that you vere
doing a very good &
tion in climbing It*
tree first, and Gllowing |
Brunetta to eat all te
fruit she wanted, befdte
you had any? ”

“Yes, | did,” sid
Sigismund,

“ And did you rd
have an idea that se
would not havebeenso |
ready to do all thisfw

you, and tliat yn
were, in fact, a lilte
kinder and a lilde
cVY' motc generous ten

your sister, and did not this idea make you fed
well satisfied with yourself and happy ?”

Sigismund was obliged to admit that it did.

“ Then,” said his father, “ you ought to be on
teni to go without plums. You can’t have eery
thing.”

Sigismund and Brunetta sat still for a long ting,
and thought and thought and thought.
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THE BOYS' OWN

By John

In ivinter-time, when a great part of a boy's fun
1 must be found in-doors, it is a good thing to know
howto get up amateur exhihitions of various kinds.
In this way, boys, and girls, too, in many cases,
canhave a good time while preparing the shows,
and may also afford a great deal of pleasure to
Ltheir companions and friends, who raake up the
laudienccs.

One of the most entertaining parlor exhibitions
I which can be given at a modérate expense by a
pariy of bright boys, accustomed to the use of
Icarpenters’ tools, is “ The Boys’*Own Phono-
Igraph” invented by Mr. D. C. Beard, who has

Imade the drawings which accompany this article.

The first thing necessary in the construction of

lihis very peculiar machine is a dry-goods box,
| large enough for a boy to sit inside of it, without
Idiscomfort. The top must be firmly nailed on,
land the two sides taken off, thus leaving nothing
Ibut the top, bottom and two ends of the box.
Ilhe sides, each of which probabiy consists of Uvo
lor three pieces of board, are to serve as doors,
land therefore must be firmly fastened together by
Imcans of cleats or narrow strips of board nailed
lacross them. One side of the loox, which we shall
Icailside A, must be very strong, and will probabiy
Irequirc three cleats. The other side, B, which is
lin front when the apparatus is in use, must now be
Ifastened to the box by a pair of liinges, strong
lenougli to sustain its weight. There should be a
lliook on it, to keep it shut, when necessary.

A shelf, wide enough for a small-sized boy, with
la strong voice, to sit upon, must be attached to
iside A, and should be supported by iron braces.
ISIrong Icather straps will do, if a blacksmith is not
lhandy; but they must be very firmly fastened to
Ithesheir and to the back door of the box, as we
Ishall now cali side A. As ihe small boy with a
Isirong voice is to sit on this shelf, it wouid ruin the
i«hibition if the shelf were to break down, not to
ppeak of the damage which might be done to the
pov. Then, this back door must be fastened to the
«X by heavy gate or barn-door hinges.

Twvostrong wooden bars or handles must now
[oesecuredto the bottom of tbe box, and should
poject far enough at the ends of the box, to aUow
pboytostand between them, at each end, when the
«ristobe lifted or carried.

The rest of the necessary work is very easy.
loank, or turning handie (which will turn noth-
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ing), is to be fastened to one end of tbe box; and
two holes—about two inches in diameter—are to
be raade, one in the front door, and one in tlie top
of the box. In each of these, a tin or pasteboard
horn is to be fastened—the one on top to be smaller
than the other.

Then, on the inside of the box, a round stick—
a broom-stick will answer—is to be placed on two
notched blocks fastened to the ends of the box, so
that it can easily be taken out of its place by the
small boy, and put back again, when occasion
requires. A tomato-can is to be stuck on the-
broom-handle, so that it will look like a tin cylinder
containing something or other of importance. This
round stick, with its cylinder, is only for show; but
it must not be omittcd.

Nothing more is now necessary but a pair of
wooden trestles, or horses, such as carpenters use,
on whicb the box is to stand during the exhibition.

Having explained how to make this novel phono-
graph, | have only to tell you how it isto be used.
It is evident, from what | have said, that there is-
to be a small boy in that box ; and the fact is that
he isthe most important part of the whole machine;
for this is only a piece of fun, intended to excite-
curiosity and amusement in the audience, who may,
perhaps, imagine that there is a small laoy some-
where about the apparatus, but who cannot see
where he is.

The phonograph, which should stand in a room-
openinginto thatin which the audience is to assem-
bie, orit may be behind acurtain, must be arranged
in working order some minutes before the time-
fixed for the exhibition to commence.

The way to arrange it is as follows: The back
door of the box must be opened, and the small bov
seated on the shelf. The door is then closed, the
boy going into the box as it shuts. The front door
is also shut. If the broom-handle and tomato-can
are in the boy’s way, he can take them down and
put them on one side.

The professor—who is to exhibit the workings of’
the machine, and who should be a boy able to-
speak fluently and freely before an audience— must
now come out and announce that the exhibition is-
about to begin. He should see that the wooden
horses are so placed that the box will rest properly
upon them, and should make all the little prepara-
tions which may be necessary. Then, after a few-
words of introduction, he may cali for his phono-
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graph and the box will be borne in by two boys, as him from the audience, as it stands open. A

you see in the first picture. soon as the Professor announces that he is axn,j
Afler tlie bearcrs have walked around the stage, to open the box, the small boy must put te

DKINOING IN m i; filONOGRAPH

so that both sides of Ihc box may be seen by the Broom-slick in its place, if he has taken it con
audience, it is to be placed on its trestles, or stands, Then the Professor throws open the front door am
with the front door toward Ihe company shows that there is nothing in the box but theiod
The Professor will now cali attention to the fact and cylinder which seem to be attachcd to ire
that the persons present have seen each side of the Crank. What machinery may be concealed in tet
box. and can see under and all around it. thus little tin .cylinder, he does not feel called upon
assuring themselves that it has no connection say. .
with anything outside of it, except the stands on After a few minutes for a general observaron

FRONT VIBW OF PHUNOORAHH WHBN OFISN.

ewhich it rests. He will then proceed to open it, the inside of the box, he closes it,
taking care to open the back door first. The small ful to shut the front'door first. Then e
boy then swings back with the door, which conceals boy takcs down the broom-stick, puts k ou

o
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Ljy and proceeds to make himself comfortable
land ready for business.

The Professor now begins to exhibit the phono-*
jnraph, by speaking into the horn at the top of the
lhox. He generally coramences with a short sen-
lience. pronouncing each word loudly and cleariy,
Iso tliat every one can hear them. He gives the
Iciank a few turns’, and calis upon the audience to
|be very quiet and listen, and then, in a very few
Inomenis, tlie same words that he used are re-
Ipeaied from the horn in the front of the bo.x, the
israall boy within imitating, as nearly as possible,
Ithe voice and tone of the Professor.

The cxhibition may go on as long as the au-
llience continles to be interested and amused.
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tempted. The box-doors should work perfectly,
the small Isoy should be able to sit on his shelf in
such a way that his head will never stick up when
the back door is open, and he should practice put-
ting up the broom-stick when the Professor an-
nounces that the box is to be opened. By the way,
if the box is opened several times during the per-
formance to oil the rod, or to do some little thing
to the cylinder, it will help to excite the curiosity
of some of the audience, but the Professor must
not forget that the front door must never be open
when the back door is shut. The boys who carry
the box should also carefully practice their busi-
ness, so as to set the box down properly on its sup-
ports, and to see that it is finniy placed. It may
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Isorts of tliings may be spoken into the box,
nhich, after a few turns of the crank, will be re-
aied from the mouth-piece or horn in the front
cr. V.irious sounds may be reproduced by
nears of this machine, and an ingenious Professor.
ndasmart small boy can make a deal of fun.
A stariliiig final effect may be ptoduccd, if,
pfter the Piofessor has crowed into the upper horn,
tboy inside can manage, unperceived,—say by
ans of a small sliding panel,—to throw out a
|m, strong-voiced rooster, especially if the rooster
pn be peisuaded to crow as he comes foith ; still
y therooster does n’t crow, the laoy may.
Cutit must not be supposed that an exhibitioii
1this kind will be successful without a good deal
pcareful preparation and several rehearsals. Every
should be perfectly familiar with his duty
lefrea performance in front of an audience is at-

be necessary for one or both of them to sit on the
front handles when the back door, with the boy on
it, is swung back, so as to balance his weight and
prevent an upset. But experiment will show
whether this is necessary or not.

As to the business of the Professor and the small
boy, that, of course, must be carefully studied. It
will not do to rely on inspiration for the funny
things which must be said by the Professor, and
imitated by the boy in the box. The Professor
may bark like a dog, crow like a cock, or make
any curious souiid he picases, provided he knows,
from practice at rehearsal, that the smali boy can
imitate him.

The cost of the box, hinges, braces, etc., will
probably be between tsvo and three dollars, and if
the box is painted, or covered with chcap muslin,
it will look much more mysterious and scientific.
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There was a young lady of Brooking,
Who had a great fondness for cooking;
She made sixty pies
That were all of a size,
And could tell which was which without lookin;:.

THE CHILDREN’S “CLAIM.”

By Mary I-lallock Foote.

From the waters of the Arkansas, a little stream,
like a miniature canal, with a narrow path along
its bank, winds thcough the pine woods, past the
lonely prospcctors’ cabins, the charcoal pits and
camps of the wood-choppers, out into the noise and
dust and glare ofa great miningcanip in lhe gulch
below.

The miners cali this little stream a “ ditch,” as
they cali the noble valley a “gulch”; butswift,
bright, clear water, puré as the snows which gave
it birth, cannot be fouled by an ugly flame. Itis
like a ray of sunlight through the somber pine
wood; swiftly it glances past the blackened wastes
where the forest fires have left their foot-prints, as
if glad to leave such desolation behind it. Inthe
shades of the deep woods it steals along, and seems
to still its ripples as if to listen to the grand music
of the pine-trees’ breath.

It gives a friendly sparkle as it passes the culi;-
ing cabins, where children gather at its brink.

“ 1Viih the current, my little man,” it whispers,
with its merry ripple, to a lad who stoops to fill his
water-pail. “ With the current, if you would nci
lose your pail and your balance, and perhaps your
temper, too.”

“ Carefully, carefully! over those loose, rough
logs,” it murmurs, as it slides under a bridge, ad
glances upward at a pretty young mother »t>
trips across with her baby in her arms. “ My hfd
is smooth enough for me, biitit might be too rough
for the wee girlie in your arms 1 And so herpaps
is living alone on the niountain, digging’a hek
with nothing but disappointment at the hottom
If itis gold he must have, | could tell liim-bal,
would it make you anyhappier, little mother?"

The stream, you see, was both merry and wise
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|t could prattle, and it could keep its own counsel,
1 too.
But its play days endcd, as all our play days end,
Isooncr or later, in the work that is waiting for us.
Sometimes, it is work we wouid never choose for
lourselves. | can hardly believe the little stream
very much enjoyed the work which awaited it down
in California gulch, where the hungry gold-seekers
forced it to help them sift the precious grains from
those of common earth.
It tlid not enjoy it, still it did it without gruni-
bling, knowing that other work, and better, wouid
Icome 10it soon enough. How it may have laughed
toitself, thinking of the treasures of the moiintains
«hose secrets were its own by birthright,—secrets
I these anxious gold hunters wouid give, if not their
own lives, the lives of a good many other people,
perhaps, to know! For our little stream, although
the miners called it a.“ ditch,”—though it was no
itspectcr of persons, and gave water to a worn-out
siligc-horse turned out to die, quite as readily as to
the capiialist who had just put his millions in a
mine; though it lent itself to very common uses,—
leven washing tiie clothes of the camp and the
faces of dirly children,—was of royal birth 1 Its
mother, the Arkansas, was a daughter of the great
snoiv-covcred range, whose calm, white brows are
lifted, ovcrlooking the continent, and telling the
rivera which way to run.
[sil likely they do not know all about the gold
land silver locked in the treasure-chambers of the
raountaiiis? Our little stream may have heard the
Isecret whispered over the tops of the pine-trees,
when the great winds wandered from peak to peale
jal iwiiiglit, and the cloudy curtains sank over the
I heads of the giant dreamers. But now | must tell
lyou what the stream helped two little children to
Their own good hearts told them to do it,
I but when the good thought carne, the little stream
Ives ready to help them turn it into deeds.
These children, like the stream, had known a
;ooddeal of play and a little of work in their lives,
1 but they were not of royal birth. | do not believe
there are any disguised or stolen princes or prin-
csses in tbe woods about that niining camp in the
I gulch; but Nanny Peerie’s eyes could not have
h«n bluer, fior her dark locks more ciirly, fior her
I cheeb redder under the sun-tan, if she liad been
| thedaughter of a hundred earls, instead of the child
of ene not very prosperous teamster called Ben
Ifotrie. Nanny’s brother, Alee, was sandy-haired
ad freckied, with light hazcl eyes, and a broad,
| smile.
They were both stout and tall for ten and twelve
I'tKs, and this was fortGnate, just because Ufe was
I "MHli play-time to them. , Ben Peerie, the team-
|skr, had laid down his “jack-rein " and “ snake-
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whip,” and taken up the miner’s picKk and shovel.
He had built a rude hut on the edge of the timber
Une, where the sparse and stunted firs show how
hunger and coid can cripple the Ufe of a tree, as
well as of a man. Here he spcnt his time and
strength sinking a “ prospect hole,” where he
daily expected to uncover a fortune.

Sometimes, he felt tired and discouinged, and
two or three days wouid pass while he lay around
his cabin and smoked, and the hule grew no

deeper. Sometimes, he tried to “ sell out,” and
lioped for better luck in another spot; but no
one seemed anxious to buyhis prospect. So he

continued to dig, and smoke, and dream of fut-
ure wealth. Meantiine, Jane, his wife,—a slender
woman with Alec’s hazel eyes and smile (both less
bright than they had been a few years before),
took in washing, by which she supported herself
and the children, and supplied Ben with the food,
tob&ceo, and clean clothes on which his hopes
were fed,

The children “ packcd ” water for their mother,
and carried the bundie.s of clothes to and fro
through the town, besides being generally helpful,
and cheery to look at. When they were not to be
seen, the mother was seldom troubled about them.
The pine woods were near, and they spent many
happy hours there. They had their own “ pros-
pect holes,” and their own visions of hidden treas-
tire awaiting the luckytouch; but they faiihfully
performed all the humdrum tasks at home, before
entering the dream-world of the forest.

Now, for days of the dry and windy sumnier,
the forest-fires had been roaming around the hills,
showing like a cloud by day, and a pillar of fire
by night. They were watched by the town in the
gulch, by the mines on the hills, by the outlying
cabins and camps, and as the wind veered to the
South, or west, or north, anxiety sharpened the
watch, Now it was the timber men in Frying-pan
gulch who were threatened, or the charcoal-bitrn-
ers in the Arkansas valley; now the little camp of
Oro in the hills, or the big camp in the gulch, or
cabins west of it, which stood against a redder sun-
set than had lit the pine woods for many a year.

Men were sent out to “ back-fire”; and along
the course of the stream, as it entered the forest,
a picket guard of fires sent up their red light by
night and their smoke cloud by day. All the well-
known camps and cabins were watched and
guarded, but there were many wandering sheep
from that great fold in the gulch. Many solitary
cabins lent their glow to the night fires that lit the
silent stream on its way, and no one but the stream,
perhaps, could have told of the grim watch kept
by some shelterless outcast over the ashes of his
“ last chance.”
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Nanny and Alee had their own “ claim,” as they
called it, alwut half a mile distant in the wcods.
It was a patch of yuung pines, growing thickly to-
gether, where, twenty years before, the larger trees
had been cut. Here and there a fallen leg served for
a seat, where they often sat and listened to the wincl
surging up from the valley, like the surf on a dis-
tant shore. They called the young pines their
Christmas trees, and amused themselves for hours,
gathering such treasures as the woods affordccl,
and hanging them on the branches of their pet
trees, with bits of string, treasured in Alec’s pocket
for that purpose.

Every day, when work was done, they hurried
into the forest to see if their “ claim ” was still safe
from the fires.

One moming, a miner, diiving his donkey
loaded with “ grub” along ihe ditch, saw two
children sitting on a fallen and blackened log,
gazing at the burnt waste around them. He won-
dered what they were doing so far in ihe woods
alone, and, seeing their faces were troubled, asked
if they liad lost their way.

“No, sir,” the girl replied. * Blit this was our
‘claim,” and the fires have burnt it all up !”

He smiled to himself as he passed on, for he had
children of his own in a little prairie town of
Ilinois.

“ Never mind,” said Alee, “ 1 know where there
are lots more Christmas trees just as nice as these.
W e can l6cate somewhere else.”

“ 1 sha’n’t ever like any other place so well as
this one,” Nanny replied, kicking to pieces with
her foot the charred likeness of a slender pine twig.
“ There will be people there, asking questions—
or somethingi Alee, did you ever see that cabin
before?”

It stood just across the log road, which separated
it from the burnt waste, with the heavy woods be-
hind it.

“ 1knew 't was ihere, but there did n’t seem to
be anybody livin’in it. You could n’t see it ’less
you was cidse to it.”

“ 1 wonder if it’s empty i We might live in it
ourselves, if it isi” cried Nanny, springing up with
a brightening face.

“ Here ’s his prospect-hole—guess he did nt
find anything, and quit.”

‘“Who ?” said Nanny.

“ Why, the feller that built the cabin. This
was his hole, don’t you see, and he ’s cleared out
and left’em both.”

“ May be he was afraid of the fires. Oh, Alee !l
Suppose we had a real house of our own, and had
to see itburnt up! Thatwould be worse than los-
ing out claim.”

“ A heap worse. But we re not likely to have a
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house of our own very soon, ’less we jump ihs
feller.”

They were at lhe edge of the prospect-hole,
gazing down into it, and Alee was listening for Uie
thud of a stone he had dropped.

“It's awful deep! He must ’a’ worked hete
'most all summer, if he worked alone. Think ho«
many times he must ’a’ filled that bucket, ad
climbed out, and hauled it up after him, and ewery
time, | s'pose, helioped he ’d find somethin'. Pop
says it wears a man out, this waitin’ and waitin’,”

“What does he do it for, then? ” said Nanny.
“1 don’t believe mother wants him to. Didril
you hear a noise then ?”

“ Heard it before, but I thought you ’d be frighi-
ened, so | did n’t say anything. Sounds like some
one groanin’.”

“ There is some one in the cabin. Alee!
he ’s sick, or hurt, or sometling ! Do you s’poee
he could hear what we said about taking Iw
cabin?” whispered Nanny, as they neared the
door.

“What if he did? ]f he gets well, he wonthc
fraid of us; and if he does n’t, he wont cave.”

“ Oh, luish—do ! He ’s there, and he is sick!”

Nanny was peering through the door, whidli
stood open. A broad beam of sunlight crossed tk
gloom of the low, square cell,—for it could hardiy
be called a room,-and fell with a ruthless glart
upon the face and head of a man lying on ated
of logs, placed side by side on the floor, with a ic*
withered pine boughs and oid blankets tossed owi
them. He had writhed himself about until bs
headrestedon the dirt floor, but still the sunbeams |
pursuedhim. They showed with startling distinci-1
ness the swollen, discolored face, and the nuited |
beard and hair which stragglcd over it. Both ciV"'
dren held back a moment, for the man was a hice-
ous picture of misery. Then Nanny whispered;

“ Shut the door! He don’t like the sun.”

Should they shut themselves in, with dirt ad!
gloom and squalid sickness, or outside, in tlie dear,
puré sunlight, and leave him ?

The little stream turned its bright eye uponwe |
children, as they hesitated a moment at the cor.
Who can tell what secret understanding theie ir®
have been between it and the night winds «hidil
blew up the fires and laid bare the childrens
claim ? For many days and nights it had be«|
telling the story of the sick man, alone in hiscam
in the woods, but few listened and no
stood. The “ claim ” was a waste, and the pidi!
Christmas trees were dead; but Christmas roeins
something better than hanging playthirgs 0"
tree. The real meaningof Christmas had
the children on this hot summer day, as they s
at the sick man’s door. So they shut themse' |

May ke
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1, wilh him. Nanny refolded smoothly the oid tried to move them, and then rolled his head from
coat which served him for a pillow, and together side to side and moaned.
they lifted his head and laid it upon it. He could “ Perhaps he wants a drink,” said Alee. “ That

Whiten his eyes, for his face was fearfully swollen y>ail looks as if it had n’t had any water in it for a
JWeovered with unsightlyred blotches. His lips, week,”
“tere swollen and cracked with fever. He The sick man made an eager gesture toward
VoL VII 17.
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the pail The children took it to the stream. If
they had brought it back filled with the gold he
had sought so long, how hitterly he wouid have
spurned it for one mouthful of the water, which, al
summer, had been flowing unheededpast bis door .
“ Wouid you like us to send for a doctor to see
vou ?” Nanny asked, when they had given h.m a
drink, and set the pail and cup within his reach.
He muttered something about “ pardner and
“ Stray Horse gulch,” he paid no heed to Nannys
second question about the doctor, but continued

hisincohcrentmutterings; the words paidner

and “ Stray Horse,” recurring from time to time.

“ Have you got a partner, and is he at Stray
Horse gulch? Do you want us to send for him.

He shook his head with a fierce laugh which
made his face more hideous than before.

The children could make nothing of Ins mut-
terings, and very soon he seemed to fall asleep, or
into a kind of stupor.-for his eyes were always
closed,—and then the brother and sister stole away,
shutting out the sunlight.

“ Now, see here,” said their mother, when they
had finished their long story, “ it was the nght
thing for you to do. | don’t find any fault with
what have you done; hut you ’ve run a terrible

“We don’'t know what kind of sickness he s
got, it may be measles, there ’s plenty of it 'round,
or it might be something a great deal worse. |
don’t want you both sick on my hands, they’re
full enough as it is, so just keep away from that
cabin after this! | don’t want you lo go any-
where near it! 1’1l tell the doctor ahout him
when | go in town to-night. Now, eat your sup-
pers and be quick about it 1”

She got up with a sigh, and they saw that she
looked worried and tired.

“ Can’t Icarry the basket in for you to-nigbt,
mother? ” Alee asked, “ so you need n’t go? ”

“ 1 've got to go, I tell you,” she answered, with
a sharpness quite unlike her usual manner,
want to get some money for father. She gaye
the quick sigh again, and then kissed thein both,
with a hand on the shoulder of each. Don t
running out and getting coid, and be sure lo go
to bed carly.” j

The forest fires mounted high that night behind
the pines west of the Peerie cabin. The children
watched them from the door, and then chmbed to
the path beside the ditch, from which they could
look far into the heart of the stricken forest.

From the direction of the fires, they saw that the
sick man’s cabin must be in their track, and they
looked at eacli other with terror m their eyes.

“ Mother said we must n’t go there again,
whispered Nanny, a tremor of doubt in her tone.
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“ Mother wouid n’t see a man burnt up ligiors
her face and eyes, | guess; you ’d better not cons
Nan; but | ‘'m going to see.”

Alee ran ahead, and Nanny followed more slowlt,
for the path by the ditch was narrow, and allHt
light carne fi-om the red glare jjefore her, which
half-blinded her eyes.

At a turn in the channel, she carne upon tlie Mi
of fire, extending as far as she could see, along tht
windward side ofthe stream. These fives had been
started for the purpose of laying waste a stripoi
the forest on the track of the advancing fires iron
the valley, so that when they carne to it the;” might
be checked for want of fuel. TJiey were hurryinj
on with a terrible confedérate (the wind) at their
back, while the defensive fires being started against
the wind, were thus prcvented from becoining i
manageable.

There was a guard of men in charge of the firs
lest the wind should shift and turn them into a(e
instead of an ally; they were lounging on ite
wround, watching the leaping, restless flamesin!
silence, like the silence which falls upon people
who watch the motion of a brook, or a fountainor »
a water-fall; a motion always changing, and ;tt
repeating itself. and with a continuous voice otis |
own The fires had a voice, as changcful andviol
lent as their moveraents. It was crackling lag!-
ter when the flames leapcd and clung to adrjl
pine-bough, half-way up the trunk, whirling iis
torch against the darkness, and then droppingiin |
a shower of sparks, while the steadier fiarnos coiH
up the trunk, waiting for another spring; itrysiw
and hissed like a serpent in the underbrusli, i
loaved among the dry, heaped boughs, and mt
tered, as it I)linked and flickered m the embers,
licking up the least morsels of its feast.

The men were verv rough-looking, but tnwj
silence and their quiet altitudes encouragcd Nannr
to ask thein if they had seen her brother pass.

One of them looked at her a moment, and toot
his pipe from his mouth to say ; |

“ There was a boy carne this way with as 91
’bout a sick man down in the woods.

Two 0 o |
fellers went along with him.” |
“ Yes, that ’s Alee,” said Nanny; “ which
did thex 0?” Ttovhadl

y, you can’t foller ’em, sissy . The, 1

to go considerable ways down to git across
fires. Had n’tye better run home ?”

“ Oh no, please! mother’s away and
lonesome !”

She sat down on a fallen log, shwermg
much with coid, as with excitement and a \a
terror ofthe scene. It was mdced a wld
beautiful sight, that long lafe
stream at one side, rciiecting its red splendo,
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forest behind it, and rolling up against the sky,
ihat lieavy cloiid of smokec, lurid with the flames
[lidien in its folds. The tall pines standing oppo-
siie the fire looked as if painted on the black sky in
palé, gray light; the wind rocked them to and fro,
and long, surging sighs swept through aU their
spectral branches; the fire, blown back by the
«ind, reached its baffled hands toward them across
ihe dividing stream and roared hungrily. It was
Saturday night, the minéis and prospectors from
lhe I'ills "vere gaihered into the town in the gulch,
filling itwith discordant noises; iramping of heavy
boots on the board side-walks, hoarse shoutings,
and bursts of music, sofiencd by the distance. A
huge, brilliantiy-lighted tent, called Ihe “ Great
Western Amphitheater,” seemed the center of the
revelry. Nanny thought of the sick man, alone in
his cabin, and wondered if, in all that iioisy crowd,
ihere was no onc who inissed him. It seemed to
her very dreadful that the town should be giving
iiselfup lo merriment, with such a terrible enemy
atitsback. 1f she had been oider, she might have
taken comfort from the thought ihat the empty
I voices are the loudest, and that our ears cannot
hear lhe biisy -silences, which are ful! of help and
I svinpatliy.

“ Here, take this!” the man said, tossing to-
l«wd her the coat he had been lyingon. “ You ’re
[Mrs. Pcerie’s little gal, aint ye? She done my
washin' for a spell after I first come, but | 've got
Imyovn woman along now. It ’s a heap better.
i1Ve got a young one about your size,—only, my

d’saboy.”

“Ishe .any of your folks?”

“Who?'" asked Nanny.

“The sick man,” pointing over his shoulder
I loivatd the woods.

“Oh, no! We just happened to find him ; we
Idon’t even know his fiame.”

“Pretty rough ! My fiame ’s Kinncy ; you ask
ljour ma if she don't remember me; she washed a
ipair o'pafiis for me once; | paid her a dollav, 'n’
ithey wus worth it; never srunk a bit! ”

Black figures were now seen coming along the
Ipaih; bharp touches of light soon began to show
lon their faces, and Nanny recognized Alee first;
ithen Hvo men followed, bearing a burden between
Ithem. Tlicy laid it down near a group of mea
isailing below, ,

The man who called hiinself Kinney got up and
Isirolled toward this group, while Alee, running past
|lhimtomeet Nanny, exclaimed:

“Thero’s aman down there, who knows him,
Isjys his iame ’s Bill Laudcr. Come along and seo
1"hat they ’re going to do with him 1”
| Atall, sandy-bearded man was bcnding over the
Ikndie of blankets, saying in a slow, carelessvoice:
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“ What gits me is, Bill’s pardner up to Stray
Horse told me only yist’day that they’d quit, and
Bill had put out for ole St. Jo to see his wife
and young ones.”

“ Bill aint got any wife, now, fior young ones
neither,” said another voice. “The typhus cleaned
him out more 'n’ a year ago.”

“Wal! 1’lowed ! ’d hecred that myself. This
here ’s a game that needs watchin’. Take him
long to my cabin, boys; I ’ll go in to see the doc-
tor ’bout him.”

“ He ’s terrible sick,” said one of the two
bearers, who stood near. The others liad quickly
dispersed at sight of the face, half concealed by
the blankets. “ He ’s got small-pox onto hira, or
ineasles, anyhow. He don’t know nothin’, does
he 2”7

“ No, he don’tt Take him’long to niy bunk!
1”ve had small-pox, 'n” if I dkl n’t have measles, |
can’t git 'em no younger. Pick him up easy !”

The bearers took up their unconscious burden
and walked on in uncoinfortable silence.

Jane Peerie had very little to say lo the children’s
story that night. She sighed her little, quick sigh ;

“ Well, 1 can’t say as you ’ve done anything but
what ’s right, and if trouble comes of it, | suppose
it ’s our share.”

She carne to them after they were in bed and
kissed them both good-night again.

“Why, mother!” Nanny suddenly exclaimed.
“ It ’s Saturday night i Where ’s father?”

“ He stayed in town to see his partner.”

“Why ! 1 did n’t know he had one i”

“ Well, it’s something new. It was only yes-
terdny they fixed things up between them.”

“Who is he, mother?”

“ 1 don’t know his fiame.
camp at Stray Horse gulch.”

“ 1 wonder,” whispered Nanny, as the mother
turned away, “ ifit could be ”

“ Oh, fudge!” said Alee. “ You ’re always
wondering. | guess there ’s more 'n one man in
Stray Horse gulch !'”

But Nanny continued to wonder, and one day
she wondered with some reason. They had wan-
dered to the dcsevtcd prospect-hole and the heap
of ashes and charrcd logs which had been the sick
man’s cabin. They were poking about among the
fragments of a pine stump, himting for pieces of
charcoal straight and long enough to mark with,
when they carne upon a tin tobacco-can.

Opening it, they found within a stout leather
wallet, which was stuffed with bank-bills, much
soiled and crumplcd, a fcsv gold pieces, a watch,
and some articles of rather common jewelry. It
looked quite a precious store to the children.

“ They nnist belong to him,” said Alee.

He carne from the

They
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often talked about their sick man, and always

This must have been his bank; 't was a pretty

“AThe";t S the wailet home to their molber, and
the next day she carried it to the cabm where Bill
Lauder was being nursed. The tall, sandy man,
whose iame was Keeler, said that B.Il had got well
“ -mazin’ suddcn after all.” He svas resless, n
wanted to put aff somawhdrcs—did n t keer much
where. He war lookin’ for a pardner o ~is-ar~d
fact is, ma’am, 1 could n’t tell you now where Bill
is! Youjist keep that there pile. Mis’ Peerie, and
1°Il Ici Bill know where to go for it when | hea
from him. 1know well enough what be d do with
itifhe was here. He 'd jestsling it at young
ones o’ yourn, what pickcd him out o the fiie,
he aint the kind o’ chap 1 take him for!

Mrs, Peerie laughed in a rather nervous way
She took the “ pile” home with bcr, and put it
ifely away. tL next day, both chddren were
taken sick with the measles. Three weeks of trou
ble followed, and poor Jane was tempted some-
times 10 feel that it was a lictle more than their
share. The children wcrc very lil.  Her woik to”
her away from them a good deal, and m her ab-
sences the firewould get low, and the children took
coid With all this care, there was an added anx-
ietvintbe fact that she had neither seen her bus-
band, fior heard from his canip on the
since the Saturday niglu she had furnished him
with her last earnings, for the partnereliip.

One day, early in the fourth week, he walked
into the cabin. He looked rather haggard, as if
with illness or anxiety; but the express.on of b,s
face was more bewiklered than uiihappy. If Jane
Peerie had ever seen a picture of Rip Van WmKkle
awakening from his long sleep on ihe mountain,
her husband’s face would have remmded her ot it,
as he seated himself by the fire, stretched out his
legs, and looked about him.

“W hat! the children sick, too?”

“Why, yes, Ben1 1 scnl word lo you a week
aso that they had the measles,” , , ,

“ So you did—I remember now—but 1 s posed
they ’d be around before this. Well, | 've et my
last meal in that shanty up there.”

“ What ’s happened to you, Ben?

You look so

westwell 1 feel queer ! 1 ve been feelin” uneasy
for a good while, but thinp have took a m°st
cxpected turn with me. It ’s asif | d got started
on a down grade, goin’ like thunder, an’ the brake
would n’t puli a pound, 'n’ just as 1 was gittin
ready to jump, the whole outfit went sailm round
the turn, every mulé in line and the load as steady
as a church steeple !”

CHILDREN’S CLAIM.

[IANUAUt,

“ Well, 1 can’t see whatyou ’re tryin’ to getal,”

“ Sit down, little woman, and | Il tell you
What 'd you say if | was to quit prospectin’, ad
go back to teamin’ag’in ?”

“Ben! That 'sjust what | 've been praying fot
these six months.”

“ Why did n’t you tell me so, then.

“Well 1did n’twant you to give up your iy
till you vUs sick of it-because, if you did, ad
things went wrong, you might throw it up atmt
that 1 had stood in the way of your doing better.”

*Well | giiess you was about rjght, as you
usually are. 1 'm sick enough of that hoie up there,
anvhow.”

Lo«
‘“*But what ’s bccome of your pardner.

“ That’s more 'n | can tell you. | know it took
iust about what was left of that money you scraped
un to git him to Denver last Monday week. He
wU clean busted, he said,-had n’t but two nickek
of his own.  You see, for every dollar | put rp
he was to go two, because my summecr’s work wu
thrown in, and, if we struck it, he was to have hal.
Well, that looked square; but h.s money was al
in Denver, and he wrote an’ wrote, an’ it ddnt
come He spent most of his time trarapm liack
an’ forth to town. He seemed dreadful uneasy
an’ finally nothin’ would do but he must go n

look after it. He 'd been gone a week Monday o
narv sign from him. | began to feel peculiar my.
sclf!

It was my turn to go trampm’ in lowa ad
stand in the line atthe post-office, | did n’t letdn |
to you, Jancy, ‘cause | knew you ’d be worned-
was worried myself. It hurt me a good denl»
have your money fooled away like that. | nt'cr
1av’ asked for it, only | hated to throw away alil
put into the hole. And | could n’t go on «kh

it alone. You aint in a hurry bout anything,
are you? Seem to be fidgetin’ in your ctait|
wish, Ben, you ’cl tell

me how it ’s all|

“Did n’t1 tell vou we cleaved the curve, jus! uj
I was shakin’ loose for a jump? ’'Twas nhontl
Wednesday noon there carne to the c*b'na J
bony man, rather peaked lookui’, with big |
eyes,’n’ he says:

Kin 1 see your pardner, Cantnpp.

“ “No, you can’t,” ses I, 'n’ thén 1 BidH
about the trip to Denver. .

“ He smiled a curus sort of smile, and 1

‘1 reckon | know Cantripp better 'n you do.dj
vou ?-Ixé)gg%t%ot egnhhmtoﬁ%”r]ﬁe his whole story. rait
tripp 'n’ he 'd prospected together for j
year and had some luck till they stuck on hathj
back there in the woods. He got sick
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Bieaslcs—had ’em awful bad—-crazy with ’em—and
Cantripp left him alone in the cabin there, 'n’ give
outthat he 'd gone home to Missouri. Hooked
his pile, too, 'n” some trinkets ”

“No, they ’re all here! The children found
iheni ci6se by the prospect hole !'”

“Great sign! W hat’ll them young ones do
noxl. Lauder—Bill Lauder, his nainc is—tokl me
al about em.

“'Peerie," says he, ‘their fiame was,” looktn’
al me with that queer smile of his.

‘My fiame ’s Peerie,” says |I.

“*So | 've heered,’says he. *“’T wouid be queer
now, wouid n’t it, if you should turn out to be the
| father o’ that boy and gal." So we shook hands
lonit."

"They 've got the measles of him, you know.”

“Yes! 1 concluded as much, but I did n’t let
lonto him, as they was anyways the worse for what
iney'd done. He ’s made it all square, | guess.
He '5 bought me clean out; give me a clieck on
ihe baiik for a clean fifteen hundred for the oid
cabin, and the hole, and what ’s to come out of it.
Il'say I ’'ni well quit! What do you say, little
tsomali? And | aint goin’ to shove it down no
nore prospect holes neither.”

One day, a few months later, when Mrs. Peerie
Iwathanging out her “ wash,” the shadow ofa man’s
Ihatand shoulders crosscd the white sheet she was
ipinning up. She turned quickly and saw a tall,
Ibtiny, black-eyed man,— “ rather peaked-lookin',”
Ishe said to herself, remembering her husbaiid’s
|description ofBill Lauder.

‘Hopo 1 did n’t scare ye, nia'm ! My fiame’s
Ibiider. P’r’aps you ’ve heered it before.”

“Yes, indeed !” said Jane Peerie, with a quick
Ismile. “ Come in, Mr. Lauder. We ’ve got some
loiyour property waiting for you here.”
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“ T was on account of that same property |
come here to-day, ma’am.”

He took the chair Mrs. Pecric offered, and tilted
himselfabout on it i-aiher uneasily when he talked.

“You see, my pardner ivas a keerfiil man.
He knew 1 could n’t look after my ti‘'uck, bein
sick, so he ’lowed he 'd put it in a safe place,—
only, ye see, he forgot to tell me where 't was.
Howsomever, them young ones o’ your'n found it.
So 1 've heered”---—---

There was silence a moment.

“ 1 dunno as them child’n °d be any better off if
they had monej’, but if they wouid, 1 wish my pile
was bigger.”

He rose and stood by the door, dravving his large
forcfingcr up and down a crack in the panel.

“'Cause what 's mine is theirn, you know,
ma’nm, after what they 've done for me. | aint no
famiiy of my own. Them rings and the locket,—
I dimno but I ’ll take them ‘'long with me. They
belonged to my wife. But the money ! aint no
partic’lar use for, and the watch | 'd like that boy
o’ yourn to pack round when he gits big enough.
The money ’d better go to the girl. Boys ought
to earn their own money.”

The children running in, a few minutes later,
mct Mr. Lauder on the door-step. He took hold
of the boy’s shoulder with a hard grip, and looked
in his face a moment, but the little girl’s hands he
held in his, slroking them softly.

He did not speak a word to either, and when he
had gone, the children questioned their mother
about the stvanger.

We have just heard all that she told them. The
little stream could have told the story and finished
it much better than any one else; but its stories
are very long,—so long that most of us think we
are too busy to listen to them.

’
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SOW, SEW, AND SO,

By Rosa Graham.

Sow, sow,
So the farmers sow!
Busy, busy, all the day,
While the children are at play,
Stowing, stowing ci6se away
Baby wheat and rye in bed,
So the children may be fed.

So, so, so.

SOsV,

1 Sow,

Sew, sew, sew.
So the mothers sew i
Busy, busy, all the day,
While the children are at play,
Sewing, sewing fast away,
So the children may have frocks,
Trowsets, coats, and pretty socks,
So, so, SO,

sew, so.

So they sow and sew;

S, and O, and W,

This is what the farmers do;
Put an E, in place of O,

This is how the mothers sew,—
So they sow and sew for you,
So without the W,

So, so, so.

A STRANGE MUSIC.

By Louts C Eison.

N THAT one evening, Maud
and Arthur were tired of
their music lessons. It was
not thatthey wereeitherlazy
or incapable, but they had
reached an era in their prac-
ticing which comes at least
once to every boy and girl,
in studying piano music,

when the work loses its flavov, and can i>e pushed
further only by real perseverance and “ gnt.
Besides, a rcaciion had set m. They had been
studying with great zeal to be able to display theii
newest pieces to their Unele Herbert, on his re-
turn from China; Maud had learned the whole of
Schumann’s first Album, and Arthur had almost
learned Kullak’s ' Kinderscenen." Unele Her-
bert was very fond of music, and, though he had
not seen them since their babyhood (Maud was
four and Arthur two when he went away), he had
sent a sum of money to their mother, askmg her
to apply it to their musical studies ; and that was
why they had overwotked since they had heard,
four months before, that he was coming home.

“ 1 am getting tired of practicing,” said Arthui |
confidenlially to his sister. “ | ’ve been ciamming |
awfully on that Kulink set, and our oid pianos
getting almost ‘tin-pan-y.” Every time 1 pinytol
Harry Somcrs, he asks me if | can stand the toe
of that piano all the time.”

“ 1 know that, Artie,” said the
Maud “ Edith says something very mao" ® .
same to me, but 1 don’t mind it-much. SuM
know | shall be dreadfully nervous, after all nf
practicing, when | play to Gnele.”

“Pooh!” answered Arthur, “you ve got H
easy enough. You stretch an octave, and M|
Lichtenstein lets you use ihe pedal, "

Ict me do, and he always praises you, and calis ne
‘careless.” | 'm the onc to be scared.’

But neither of tliem was scared, when, mscM
of a severe oid man, they found
heavty, young-looking, good-humored
never said a word about music the first few <
was with them, but entered mto N
gave Maud a pair of Chinese ladies sltp”®
which she scarcely could cram even her toes j |
made an enormoiis dragén kite for Arthu,

y o

Unele
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infact, in ever so many ways, was a lovable, story-
telling tnele, full of fun and cheer.

When they did playto him (he asked them ifhe
should “ sitwith them while they practiced ”) they
enjoyad it as much as he did, which was very much
indeed.

But one day, while they were out to try the new
kite, Artliur suddenly said;

' There !it’s striking five, and I must go home
[Opractice. 1t awful work,”

“Why, Arthur,” said Unele Hcrbert, “ you
dor’l liave to work as hard at your music, as a
Chinaniaii does at his, when he studies it.”

a'Do they have music away oif ihere?” asked
ihe aslonished Arthur.

*Hni! well, it ’s not what we might cali music,
but ihcy cali it so, and love it very much.”

“Oh, do tell us about Chinese music,” cried
Mnud, who had come out in search of her Unele
l'and bi*Otlicr.

“Well, !l make an agreement with you both;
1 we’lldip into musical history together, after you 've
(inishecl practicing, every day.”

“Oh, that s jolly ! ” shouted Arthur.
Iwe begin to-night ?”

“Ves. After supper we ’ll see what wc can fiiid
lintcresting in the music of the Chinese.”

That cvening tlic faraily gathered to hear Un-
Ide Herben’s tales of strange music. Mother
brought in her sewing, and improved her mind
and the children’s stockings at the same time,
for, since their father died, it had been necessary to
economizo, and she did so in time as well as in
1 money.

But the children sat on the lounge, one on
leachside of Unele Herbert, devoting their entire
lattention to tlie new story which they felt sure
Iwould be tlie best of all he had yet told them.

“l snppose we ought to begin at the begin-
Ining,” said he, “ since Chinese music is said to
illave been invented by a person whom yon have
joften read about. He was Emperor of China
jabout 2950 15, C,, or nearly 5,000 years ago. The
iChinese called him Fo Hi, but some of our own
Ipeople suppose that he really was Noah, who
llived about that time. The Chinese also hold that
Imuch of their music was bruughtto them
Iftom heaven loy a bird whicli they named the
I'Foang-Hoang.” This was supposedto be a
Ivciy fortinate bird, which never appeared any-
|*liere else but in China, and, whenever it carne, it
Ibroaglit good luck with it. It appearccl whenever
1* goodemperor was born, and its nesi was wrapped
pmysiery, for no one knew where it dwelt.”

~Why, that’s something like the Phcenix, that

'Crecks used lo believe in,” said Maud.

Yes, there is a reserablance; perhaps

“ Shall

the
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Greeks borrowed their bird from the Chinese one.
This bird appeared with its mate, when Ling Lun,
by the ordcr of the Emperor Hoang-Ti, was mak-
ing his first inventions in music. It sang to him
in six tones, while its mate also used six different
ones, making a scalc containing twelve notes, just
like our chromaiic scalc. But the Chinese only
use five of these, and cali the others ‘female tones.’
In China, everything female is thought tobe use-
less.”

“ Have n’t they got topsy-turvy ideas !” said
Maud.

“ VWVell, in this case they aro open to that suspi-
cion. The singing of the * Foang-Hoang' was such
beautiful music that it caiised absolute goodncss in
every one who heard it, and its songs had the beau-
tiful fiame of ‘Tsie-ven,’—*‘Temperance and
Mercy.” After Hoang-Ti, carne an emperor named
Chao-Hao,'who invented a new mode ofmarking
time. He had large clrums beat at various hours
of the night, to tell what o'clock it was; he com-
posed, also, many songs. The carliest emperors
all studied music, but it was with a view of teach-
ing their subjects good manners and mordais. The
songs were sometimes only directions when to
plant seeds, how lo catch fish, how to behave in
company, and so on. Sometimes, the words are to
keep the emperor's own duty in mind. Thus, one
begins: ‘The breeze of mid-day brings warmth
and dispeis soirow; may it be the same with Chun,
may he be the joy and consolation of his people.’

“ Another emperor,:—Yu, the great,—used mu-
sical instruracnts for a very good purpose. He
placed before his palace a large and a small bell, a
druni, a tamtam, and a taraboiirine, and any per-
son having business with him would be admitted
on striking one of these.”

“What’s a ‘tamtam,’Unele?” asked Arthur.

“ A kind of gong. By the various sounds, he
could tell, before seeing him, the nature of his visi-
tor’s business. The large bell meant that the person
was coming to complain of an injustice j the small
one was for private visitors; the dium told that
lhe business was about the manners or customs of
theempire; the tamtam, a public raisfortune ; the
tamboiirine asked for the emperor’s judgment in
regardto some crime. China possessed some very
patriotic songs at this ancient date, and when, at a
later pcriod {245 B. C.), a usurper won the throne,
he was more afraid of the music than of anything
else. He thought that, by rcniinding the people
of their good enipeiors, they would be encoiiraged
to resist him. Do you recollect anything like this
in your English history, Arthur ?”

“ Edward 1. killed the Welsh bards because he
was afraid their singing rnused the people against
him,”said Arthur, freshfrom a recent history lesson.
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“ Well, Tchi-chi did n’t have any bards to kill;
but he ordered all the ancient books to be burned.
Especially he tried to destroy all the works of the
great philosopher, Confucius. All the Instruments
of music were to be Isroken up and new ones
and in every way he tried to root out all the oid
songs and tunes, Those who tried to conceal any-
thing were punished with death. And yet, many
people- risked their lives in hiding their instru-
ments and books in the walls of houses and in the
ground.”

“What a monster he must have been.
Maud.

saicl
f

“ Notin all respects; he built the great wai o

China, which was a good thing for the coimtry,”
replied Unele Herbert.

“ But did the Chinese have many books about
music ?” inquired Arthur.

“ They had and have
nation. They have whole libraries of musical
books. Fn the library of Pekin, there are four
hundred and eighty-two strictly musxal books, and
hundreds which are partially musical. I dont
mean books of music, but histories and essays.
Hundreds of years after Tchi-chi {A. D. 640), tte
Emperor Tay-tsung scarched vigorously for the
books and musical Instruments which had been bur-
ied and concealed, and tried to recover some of tlie
oid style of music. He did n’t succecd altogether,
and the Chinese have very little of their ancient
music nowadays. They think that the oid music
must have been very beautiful, and use at their
greatest feasts whatever they have of it.’

“ Oh, nele! did you ever hear any of it?
cried both the children.

“Yes. | even tried to copy one of their oid
tunes, which they sang at a ‘feast of ancestors.’
They hum it, very gravely and slowly ; and to me
it seems very monotonous. Play it to us, Mau<i.

And Maud took the scrap of paper which Unele
Herbert gave to her from his memorandura-book,
and, going to the piano, played this:

more than any other

Yery stow.

‘Oh ! how dull,” said everybody in a breath,
even mother, from her cérner, joining in the cry.
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“ Well it ’s not exactly lively, but recollect that
this is their sacred music; their popular songs are
sung in quicker style.”

“ But do they really enjoy such tame stuff!”
asked Arthur.

“Oh ! yes. Itis associated with their parents,
their childhood, their whole lives, and that me.uu
a great deal; then, also, it has poetical and nora
poetry attached, which ismore. 1 'l tell you ho*
much they like it 1 in the last century, a number
of raissionaries went to China from France, aod
one of these, Father Amiot, was a good musician.
He tried to win their good opiniéon by his skill on
the clavichord, the piano of those days. and te
flute. But, after playing to them the best pieces
of European music, he found that they had m»
effect upon his audience, and, finally, he asked ae
ofhis most intelligent friends, a Chinese mandarin,
if he thought that the music of Europe was not ihc
fiiiest in the world. To his astonishment, the repy
was; ‘It may be so, butitis n’t made for Cliincsc
ears; our melodics reach right to the heart.” S
you see that what we think monotonous, is to
them of the greatest beauty, while what we thrk
iDeautiful, fails to delight them. But their pop
ular tunes have some melody; only the people
insist on singing them through the nose, andas
‘caterwauly *as possible, besides making al! kindsol
din with gongs, drums, etc., so that the real inclodf
scarcely can be distinguished. If it were not for
this, the Chinese tunes wouid be very much like
the Scotch. Here is one for you to play, Ardiiir;
with one hand, without accorapaniment, for, you
know, the Chinese don’t use harmony.”

Arlhiir took the paper and read the folloiving
tune :

0 —P-

I like that better thait the other,” said
emphatically. ,
“It’s a qucstion whethcr you wouid, as w.
sing it  The other is sung with far more inipr»
sive ceremonies. The rules are very stncta ™
the performance of the ancestral music; e
player and singer has to stand rn a parucn;
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A CHINESE DRUMMER, ANP THE hiuen-koii.

place,—one at the Southwest, another at the north-

east, another at the north, and so on.”

“But what instruments do they use?” asked

ent raother.

“ That is the most curious part of ail. In their
instruments they seem to have anticipated the
invention of many of our instruments, by some
thousands of years, but, having once inventad
them, they never seem to have tried to perfect
them. It is characteristic of these people to
pause at the thrcshold of great discoveries. Take
the oigan, for example; the Chinese knew the
principie of the reed-organ 4,500 years ago, and
to-day know no more than they did then.”

“ What is their organ like?” eagerly asked
Arthur.

“1 TI show you. But don’t expect to see a
large church-organ.” And Unele Herbert went
upstairs to his room, whence he immediately re-
turned with a bundle of papers. “ Here is a draw-
ing of the Chinase organ or ckmg. It has usually
twenty-four pipes of bamboo, which are inserted in
the gouvd of a calabash. In each of these pipes is
a reed or tongue of gold or coppei-, which, by its
vibration, causes the sound, as in our cabinet
organs; beneath this reed a hole is made in the
bamboo, and when this hole is left open the air
rushes out through it without making any sound ;
but when it is closed, by placing a finger upon it,
the breath is forced up the tubc, compelling the
reed to vibrate, and give out an agreeable sound.
It secms incredible that, with such an instrument,

A CHINESE BEUL'RINGER PRACTICING ON THE kIHg.

“Are they at all like ours ?”

the Chinese should not have added harmony to
their melodies, but they never have.
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CHINESE ORGAN, OR cktHg.
o A )
“Do thex use pianos rofies are
“ They have an instrument whose “ones are
somewhat iike those of a
I1tS S bri"~ S

of
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this instrument, the largest of which is called the
che; it is soraetimes nine feet long, and has
tweiity-five strings. Here is a picture of a per-
forraer on the che." o

“ What is the other man domg with the litile
box?” asked both of the children, with much

is n’t a box,” reolied Unele Herlert;

INTLS tao-ksu, OR DRUM ON A STICK

it is asort of drum called the po-sou, and heis
playing it, in the customary manner, with his
hands ; it is filled with grains of rice, which maeke
it sound somcsvhat like a baby’s mlitle when ilis
struck.” .. ,

“Well I think the Chinese dont touch us on
drums,” said Arthur. “ Our smallest toy druns
would beat that.”

“ Wait a bit,” said Unele Herbert. You hawe
only seen one kind. These ‘celestials ’ have eight
sorts, some of which are, in every sense of the
word, hard to beat. Here are two m this oid pict.
ure,.which was made by a missionary, a hundrri
and fifty years ago. The large drum is called the
Hiuen-Kou, and is to be struck heavily; two small
ones are suspended from the sides and are stnick
lightly, as accompaniment to the big ore
They have different flames, accordmg to the side
they hang on. The little drum onastickist”®
little Tao-kou, and has a string running ihrougl
it which hangs down on each side, endmg m knots
or balls. It is played at funerals, and also m con
certs, to announce the end and begmmng of vari-
ous divisions of the music. Somelimes, it is heili
in the left hand and struck with the ngbt, an
sometimes it is tivirled in tlie hands, and this canses
the knots to rap against the faces of the drum.

“ Do they play in church the organ that )oa
showed us?” asked Maud.

“ Ob no! They like the organ to dance cy
best Their grandcst religious ceremony is usualiy
accompanied by several instruments; but the no
imporiant of these is an expensive mstrume”
called the King. It is made of stones cut in prope
simpes and finely polished ; these are hung on
frame and struck with a wooden malleh "
Stones, which are very valuable and of beaut
colom,” a"e found near the river-banks in the po*

The picture of a man ptacuc-
might remind one of the S..

bell-ringers and their apparatus.”

i‘e
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“Why, all these instruments seem
andmusical,” said mother.
“They wouid be, if they were played

ingenious

in our

“ But

MUSIC.

do the Chinese ever use any of out in-

strumcnis?” said mother, now greatly intcrested.
“ The violin they are rather fond of, and the

rastoRMCRS om the che and po<on.

| style; but the Chinese love to add all
datier and din to the tune.

gMi-komin, OR CHINESE CUITAR

possible

Gongs, drums, trum-
I pets, and bells, serve to drovvn the melody.

At

[the beginning and end of each piece, a meaning-
llessclattcrofsticks and wooden utensils is kept up.

| Hete, for instance, is the Tchu, which is
lenly a mallet fastened in a wooden box,
lind which is sounded by a pcrson put-
Itinghishand through the hole and giving
I'lapull. It only gives an irregular ‘rat-
Itat-tat' against the sides_of the ,box ; but
Ilini increases the noise, and therefore
Ipkasesthe audience. In addition to this,
ladiof these instruments is dear to them
lonaccouiit of the legends and symbolical
Ixieanings which have been attached to

I*t Even this wooden box, the Tchu, is supposed
Itoiypify the advantages of social intercourse.”

flute.
so much

But they like our music-boxes best of all;

so, that the manufacturers in Switzerland

make boxes with Chinese tunes, expressly for that

market, and great numbers are sold in
China. Some Chinese are fond of the pi-
ano ; and so are the people of Japan,where
many music-lsoxes and pianos are sold. the
empress herself being a very good pian-
ist. But, after all, music-boxes are liked
evcrywhere; even in the very heart of
Africa, iravelers have found that it is a
sure road to the favor of a chief to give
him a music-box.

“ Then, too, they have gut-komm,
which is the Chinese guitnr, andis notvery

differentfrom some of our own stringed instruments;
and here is the samm-jin, or sainm-sin, which, as

you see,

OR CHINESE BANJO.

is a much more primitive instrument.

It appears to bear about the same relation to the



252

gut-kotnm that our banjo does to the guitav. As
the picture indicates, it has three strings of catgut.

“it is probable that neither of these two instru-
ments is of Chinese origin, but that both camc to
China from India. The samm-jm is also a favorite

iy, 0B CHINESE ALUTS,

in Japan, and it is certainly to be found in the
wedding outfit of every bride.

“ The (y is a good exaraple of the kind of flutes
used by the Chinese. It is made of bamboo, and
has three embouchures, or breathing-holes, instead
of one, as our flute has.

“ One of the harshest of allChinesc instruments,
whosc sound is sufficient to set one’s teeth on edge,
is the fiddle of two strings. It had, like the samm-
jin, an Indian origin. The small sounding-board
is made of the skin of the gazelle, and the strings
are made of the intestines of that animal.

“ All of you will remember the excruciating toy
which the boys invented a short time ago, and
which consisted of a waxed string drawn through a
tin box, Well, the small sounding-board of this
instrument looks like that unpleasant toy, and its
tones bring it to mind yet more forcibly.”

“ How do they write their music?” asked Arthur,
memories of the difficultics in reading bass notes
coming over him.

“ They have one of their letters or hieroglyphs
for each note.”

“ And wont they ever like our beautiful compo-
sitions?” was Maud’s pitying question.

“ It ’s not very probable, though occasionally an
enthusiast rises among them. In the year 1678 or
79 the emperor, Kang-Hi, became infatuated with

FIDDLE OF TWO STRINGS.

European music. He studied it himself from the
missionaries; he made his courtiers study it; he
wrote a book about itj and he made his musicians
play it; but at last he saw that everybody was

A STRANGE
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bored, and desisted from forcing our gentle music
upon the poor Chinese.”
The dock here joined in the conversation by
striking ten.
“ Why, we are an hour beyond bed-timel’
anxiously cxdaimed rao
gj ther; *“ shall we hear the
rest to-morrow ?"

“ There is no ‘rest,™
said Unele Herbert. “ | have given you alli
can think of on the subject, that the young heads
can take in ; so thisevening’s history is done.”

Tliat night, Arthur dreamt that he was entertain-
ino the emperor of China with variations of “ Pina-

THE fchu.

fore” played on the king, and his mother wes

aroused late at night by his pounding on the wal

during his imaginary performance. But the n+

sic lessons improved, and many an evening te

party gathered in the library to hear the iiiusicof

various nations, as Unele Herbert had heard itin
his travels.

The crisis of diillnessio
the musical studies soon
passed away, and, before
Unele Herbert went back
to Hong-Kong, he sawhs
niece and nephcw woik-
ing with zeal and pleisure
at a study which, foro
short time, had bccome
irksome.

Yet it did fret lirem
both, a little, that their
piano was nol a better
one. Their mother dd
not feel able to piitchn»

a new one for them.. However, tlieir affectionad

good sense would not allow them to complain.
The week before their uncle’s departurc wesa

busy one, musically, for them both ; there wes o



BLODGET S ORDERS.

be a school exhibition in the town-hall, and

jlatd was asked to perform the sixth of Mendels-

johris “ Songs without Words,” and Arthur,

Moziirl’s Sonata in C inajor. How they felt as
tbey camo before the large audience! but, as
bliud said: “ 1 saw Unele Herbert looking at
me nervously, and | inacle up my mind that I-
«ould show him | had been studying hard, at
least.” And both pieces went gloriously; so that
| their playmates, Edith and Harry Soiners, asked;
i “'Did you practice those pieces altogether on your
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own piano?” Neither of them heeded much
the implied slur on their little upright; but they
cared mucli less for the rcmark when, after a day’s
ramble with their Unele, they carne home hurriedly
to practice, and found the oid piano gone, and in
its place a new grand-piano, with a large card on
the music-rnck, which bore the inscription:

“To Maud and Arthur Parkboumc, in Mem-
ory ofthepleasant musical chats ivith
"Unele Herbert.”

BLODGET'S ORDERS.

By George

Grand Auntie had ordered the
j great family coach and partakcn of luiicheon, and,
lat one by the dock, sat wrapped in her lippets and

flappeis, for her grand nieces, the darlings, the
treasures, had put their pretty heads together, and
Ifor«<hat ? Why, that the great family coach, with
I Viiecn and Spanker, should be ordered to take
lihem a ride.

What a lour they wouid make! Since Grand
lIAuniic von Tiezle carne in possession of the great
jcoach, no such inarvclotis route had been projected.
jIn fact, why should it have been? Were not
iSpankerand Vixcn creatures of blood and mettle ?
iWas not the coach a marvel of laeauty and polish ?
iWas not Grand Auntie von Tiezle herself given
ilo cramps and stitches, and were any of the three
|,to be trifled with ?

Bul it was plain there was a new loaf to be
iturned with the coming in of the new year. Noth-
jingwas surcr than that Grand Auntie von Tiezle
ihad ordered the coach for one o’clock, and that
iBradiey, tlic butler, had been given to understand
Ithai nobody need be expected till the clock struck
|h*"e—and who could tell what to make of it ?

Grand Auntie von Tiezle and her nieces were

ushioned in the great coach. Each heart was in
|a flutier; cach tongue was all a clattcr; each horse

»as ata scamper, and the wheels flew round.
Grand Auntie von Tiezle was not certain about
pheiimeii wouid take to reach Crimpton; it was
psiially considered a drive of an hour ; everybody
jthoughtan hour was not long, and bcgan glanc-
itothe right and lo the left, to the left and to
tight, lo note the progresa on the roacl.
Tverybody glanced carelessly, then more carefully,
oaleaned forward in astonishment. Everybody

yon Tiezle

Klingle.

turnee! to look at everybody, for the coach, at that
moment, was dashing past Grand Auntie von
Tiezle’s own mansién, which they had left with
Bradley and the inaid servants, and had believed
to be a mile asvay !

“ It is strange! It is odd! It is past under-
standing ! ” chirncd three young voices.

“ Quite remarkable,” said Graiid Auntie von
Tiezle, lying back in the flying coach ; and they
whisked around a coérner; went a block and
whisked again around a comer, and, in a trifle of
time, were again dashing past Grand Auntie von
Tiezle’s own mansion!

Astonishment sat on every face.

“What can be ihe matter? What can the
driver be doing? What can he be dreaming of? ”

Impatience raingled with dismay as the horses
flew along, clust blew up, and the sashes were
at a clatter, and Blodget sat, tall and serene,
driving Spanker and Vixen on apace.

Wouid Grand Auntie von Tiezle ever speak to
him? Wouid she ever ask him ? Wouid she ever
do anything Init say: “ It is rather odd !~

“ It is vexatious ! It is outrageous I”

Grand Auntie von Tiezle looked in perfect dis-
may as she heard the exclamations from her nieces.

“ You are on the way to Crimpton, are you not,
my dears? It seems you are in need of palience.”

“ In need of patience ? On the way to Crimp-
ton ? Why, Auntie von Tiezle, we are this minute
but passing, for the fortieth time, the house from
which we started.”

“ Ah !” said Auntie von Tiezle, looking provok-
ingly through her glasses. “ Possibly, it is all
right, my dears. Blodget has his orders : he un-
derstands the lines-------
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. “ Oh, you wicked, tcasing Auntie 1” chimed iht
“ But tbc road, Auiitie dear, the road !” voices. “ You mean to show us "
“The road? Ah, yes, it is all corred: it is .

some miles to Crimpton; ! told Blodget to dnve
as fast as he dared.”

“ But he has not started; he

door!”
“Yes?
ment.

is yet at your

Well, he will tura the comer m a mo-
You sec, the roads are poor a mile beyond,
and | told Blodget to drivc the proper number of
miles around the block, for I wanted him to get to
Crimpton by a smooth and easy way.”

Nobody could speak. Astonishment was giving
way to fear. Had Auntic von Tiezle and the dnver
on the box gone mad? But she continued, quite
sanely: “ It is foolish, you know, my deai-s, to do
things by hard ways; it is silly to dnve over rough
roads when you can fly over smooth ones.’

“We have lost our New Ycar’s frobc! We
have lost our ride to Crimpton ! ” cried the voices,

“ Silly dears I We are riding right along.

“ But the road; there is a right road; there is
only one way that leads to Crimpton i”

“ There is only one way? Ah! How. The
real road, the right road ! Thenwe must take the
right road, must we? Then it will not do_to go
by easy ways, smooth ways, our own ways.

“ That if you mean to do anythin.; this ycaryoo
must not think about it, talk about 1.

“ We see it al! now—we understand it all noH”

“ Do you want to acquire knowlec ge ? Tliendo
not talk of books, and sigh over tl.e covers, ad
glance at the first page and the last page, ad
hope to get over the difficulties, simply by riding
around the block. Great men havi found ithatd
to tug overl Choosc wbeie you wisli to go ths
year and get on the road. Do you want lo leam
to be pntient, gentio, Christlike? make haste ad
geton the road,—not some easy, smooth, round
the-block road, but the real, right road; beivart
this year of riding round the block «hen you «ant
to get to Crimpton.” .

Then everybody understood nll about it, od
Auntic von Tiezle was not mad, and the girls po-
tcsted that they would not ride aroimd llie block
this year, but get on roads that led somewhere,
Then Blodget had new orders, and the \vhcelsfle¥
around and the diist blcw about, and on beféte
went Spanker and Vixen, -md cveiybody knons,
of course, that they were at .ast 0., the right toed
to Crimpton, and what ’s more, they got there!
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NE Christmas, there was a
great scardty of holly in
that part of tlie country
where Colin and his little
sister Dora lived. Ev-
erybody decorated their
houses with Christmas
greens, and as holly-
branclies and berries were

particular favorites that year, Colin

and Doia wished very much to

get some to put up among the

cluslers of evergreens which their

father had arranged over the big
fite-place in their parlor at home. But not a leaf
or sprig of holly could they find.

“1 tell you, Dora,” said Colin, “ we are too late.
All the people have been out here, and have picked
every hit of holly they could see. We ought not
to have waited so long. It isalmost Christmasnow,
ard of course the persons who wanted holly carne
andgot il a good while ago. | know one thing: I'm
not going to put off picking holly, next year. |'m
coming out into the woods before anybody else.”

" Yes, indeed,” said little Dora.

They wanted so much to find some holly, that
they did iiot give up the search, althougli they
had beeii wandering about so long. They had
found an evergreen bush with some berries on it;
but it was not holly. All at once, Colin saw a
fine twig of holly, with several grcat leaves and
some berries as red as ripe cherries, waving gently
about by the side of a great tree. It seemed as if
itmust be the only sprig on some little bush.

Without saying a word, Colin dashed forward
lovrard the loig tree, followed closely by little
Dora; hiiC when they reached the holly, tliey
found that itwas not on a bush at all, but was held
Ibya little dwarf, who had been waving it over his
liead to attract their attention.

“Helio ! ” cried the dwarf.
I rice sprig of holly ?”

Colin did not answer at first. He was too much
lastonished, and as for Dora, she just stood ciése to
ber brother, holding tight to his hand. The dwarf
1did not appear to be big enough to do them any
| bami, but he was such a strange creature that it is

nowonder Colin hesitated before speaking to him.

iHewote a high cap, a funny little coat, and his
Ibreediesand shoes and stockings were all in one
ipiece and fitted very tightly indeed.

“Don’t you want a
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“ You do want some holly, don't you?” he said.

“ Yes,” said Colin, “ 1 want some very much.
W e have been looking everywhere for it, but could
n’t find a bit.”

“ There is n’t any more than this,” said the
dwarf. “ This is the last sprig in the whole forest.
And it ’s splendid, too. There s been no holly
like it in this country for years and years and years.
Look what big leaves it has, and see how bright
and sliiny they are, and what a fine bunch of ber-
rios is on it! It ’s very different from that piece of
bush you have in your hand. That ’s not holly.”

“ 1 know it is n’t,” said Colin, “ but I thought it
might do, perhaps, if we did n’t find any real
holly.”

“ But it wont do,” said the dwarf. “ Nothing
will do for holly but holly. That s been settled
long ago. You can have this, if you 'll pay me
for it.”

“ How much do you want ?” asked Colin.

“ One year of your life,” said the dwarf.

If Colin and Dora were astonished before, they
were ever so much more astonished now.

“ Why—what do you mean by that?” stam-
mered Colin.

“ 1 mean,” said the dwarf, “ that for one year
you are to belong to me, and do everything | tell
you to do.”

“ I wont do that,” said Colin, who had now re-
covered his spirits.  “ It ’s too much to ask.”

“ Yes, indeed,” said little Dora, clinging closer
to her brother.

“Well, then,” said the dsvarf, “ what do you
say to six months? | will let you have the sprig
for six months of your life.”

“No,” answered Colin, “ that’s too much, too.”

“How would a montli suit you?” asked the
dwarf. “ That ’s not a long time.”

“ Indeed it is a long time,” answered Colin. “ |
should think it was a dreadfully long time, if I had
to do everything you told me to do, for a month.”

“ Yes, indeed ” said little Dora.

“ Well, then,” said the dwarf, “ suppose 1say a
week. Nothing couldbe more reasonable than that.
I Il let you have this splendid sprig of holly,—
the only one you can get anywhere,—if you will
agree to belong to me for only one week,”

“No,” said Colin.

“ A day, then,” said Ihe dwarf." “ 1 ’ll let you
have it if you ’ll be mine for one day.”

Colin did not answer. He stopped to think.
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What could the dwarf want with him for one day?
He might tell him to do something very hard and
very wrong. Perhaps he wouid make him cotnmit
a burglary. Thatcould be done in less than a day.

While this conversation was going on, two little
dwaifs, much smaller than the one with the holly-
sprig, were crouching behind a raoiind of earth on
which the larger dwarf was standing, and endeav-
oring, in all sorts of ways, to catch Dora’s eye.
They had a doll-baby, which they held up between
them, trying to raake her look atit. They seemed
unwilling to show themselves boldly, probabiy be-

“ THIS IS THB LAST SPRIG

cause they were afraid of the larger dwarf; but
they whispered, as loud as they dared :

“ Oh, little girl, don’t you want this doli? It’s
a splendid one, with wiggle-y legs and arms. You
can have it for just 0110 year of your life. Or, if
you will be ours for six months, you can take it.
Lookatit! You can have it for just one month
of your life. Or a week—a short, little week !'”

But neither Dora fior Colin saw or heard these

earnest little creatures, and directly Colin looked
up and said:

“ No, 1 wont agree to it for a day,”

“Well, then,” said the dwarf, “ | wont be hard
on you. W:ill you agree tp an hour ?”

Colin thought that in an hour he might be raade
to do something he did n’t like at all. Nobody
could tell what these dwarfs could set a boy to
doing. So he said :

“ No, not an hour.”

“ A minute, then,” said the dwarf.

Colin hesitated. That was not a long time, bul
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he might be made to fire a gun or do something
very dangerous in a minute.

“ No, sir,” said he.

“ A second? ” cried the dwarf.

“1 might strike Dora in a second,” thought
Colin, and he sung out;

“ No, | wont.”

“ Well, then, will you take it for nothmgi
asked the dwarf.
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“Oh, yes, said Colin. "1 il take it for
nothing.”

“Here it is,” said the dwarf, “and | am very
glad, indeed, to give it to you.”

*Well i " exclaimed Colin, in surprise. “ You
are a curious fellow! But 1 'm very glad to get

thehoUy. We ’re ever so much obliged.”

“Yes, indeed,” said Dora, and she faiiTy jumped
forjoy.

The two little dwarfs were now nearly frantic in
their endeavors to make Dora look at their doli.
They still were afraid to cali out, but they whis-
pered as loud as they could ;

“Oh, ho! little girl! Look here! You can
have this doli for one short week of your life. For
aday! For an hour! One minute! A second!
Half a second ! For one millionth part of a

second! For the twenty-millionth part of a half
second! Or for nothing atall! You can have it
fornothing! ”

But Dora heard not a word that they said, and
never looked at them.

“WIliy are you so glad to give me the holly ?”
said Colin to the dwarf. “ And if you wanted me
tohave it, why did n’t you give it to me at first?”

“Oh, I could n’t do that,” said the little fellow.
“We always have to try to get all the work we can
out of the boys we offer that holly to, and I 'm
glad you did n’t make a batgain, because, if you
had, 1 don’t know what in the world | should have
setyou to doing. | offered it to a boy last year,
and he agrecd to do what | told him for six
months- He would n’t engage for longer than
that, for his summer holidays would jDegin at the
end of that time. And | know he thought he d
rather work for me than go to school. Well, 1!
had a dreadful time with that boy. After the first
week or two, | could n’t think of a thing for him to’
do. He had done everything that | wanted. 1
would tell him to go and play, and he would come
back in an hour or two, and say, ‘I 've done play-
ing; what shall 1 do next?” And then | 'd have
to shake my fist at him, and look as cross as |
Muld, and tell him that if he did n’t go play and
stay playing, | would do something dreadful to
him But of course that sort of thing would n’t
dovery long, and so | had to find work for him
until his time was up. It nearly wore me out. |
think that if he had agreed for a year, it would
have driven me crazy.”

“But how did you come to have the holly-sprig,
ifthis boy earned it ?” asked Colin.

""Oh, the fii-st thing | told him to do, after his
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bargain was made, was to give me back that holly.
We have to do that, or else we could n’t keep on
hiring boys.”

“ | cali that cheating,” said Colin.

“ Yes, indeed,” said little Dora.

“ | suppose it is,” said the dwarf, “ if you look
at it in a certain light. But we wont talk about
that now. You have tire holly-sprig, and | have
no right to ask you to give it back to me. You
can take it home, and I shall never see it again.
Hurrah! Good-bye!”

And he made one jump backward, behind the
big tree, and was gone.

Colin and Dora now hurried home, very happy,
indeed, for no such sprig of holly had they ever
seen as this which the dwarf had given them. It
would look splcndidly over the fire-place !

The two little dwarfs ran after them as fast as
they could.

“ Where had we got to?” said one to the other,
just as they caught up to Colin and Dora.

“ We were at ‘ nothing,”” said the other.

“ All light, then, we wont go back on the bar-
gain.”

Then they both ran in front of the children, and
holding up the doli between them, they called
out:

“ Little girl! will you have this doli for nothing?”

Colin and Dora stopped short. This was truly
a most astonishing sight.

“ Look at its legs and arms,” said the larger
dwarf. “ See how they wiggle ! You can make
it sit down. W.ill you take it for nothing ?”

Dora did not hesitate.

“ Yes, indeed,” said she.

Thrusting the doli into her hands, the two little
dwarfs gave a wild shout, and rushed away, with
the little tails which they liad to their bonnets
waving in the wind as they ran.

The children then hurried home as fast as they
couid, and when they had told their story and
shown their gifis, great was the surprise and de-
lighl of everybody; for no one had ever seen such
a large-leaved and bright-berried sprig of holly as
the one the dwarf gave Colin, or so fine a doli,
with such remarkably wiggle-y arms and legs, as
the one the little dwarfs gave Dora.

“ The thing that pleases me most about it all,”
said their father, “ is Colin’s steady refusal to
make a rasli bargain, even for a very sbort time.
Colin, my boy, 1 think you are to be tnistcd.”

“ Yes, indeed,” said little Dora, hugging her
doli, and fooking proudly into her brother’s face.
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Chapter VII.

“ 1t 'S only a good svvim, Unele Liph,” Piney
shouted, as he struck out vigorously toward the
drifting boat that held the little ones. “ I ’ll push
them ashore all right. It ’s fun.”

“ Piney s comin’,” laughed Chub, in great glee.
“ He ’s s'iminin’. See Piney s’im !”

“ 0O, Roxyl” exclaimed Susie; “he wont be
drowned, will he ?"

“ Oh no,” said Roxy; “ Piney learned how to
swim, ever so long ago. Before he ever went into
the water. He wont get drowned.™

There was reason to doubt a part of that, but
Roxy’s confidence in her big brother was almost
unbounded, and her little face gre\v serene and
smiling as he carne nearer and nearer.

“ 0O, Piney,” she said, “ why didn’t you bring
the oars? Then | could have rowed the boat.”

“ 0,” said Piney, “ you can row 'most as well
without them. Sitstill. T’ll take you home safe.”

It was easy enough to turn the head of the scow
toward the shore, and to shove it along over the
water. Even Susie began to think it was a very
nice bit of fun, and Chub shouted at the top of his
voice. As for Roxy, there was a thought creeping
into her mind as co what she should say to her
mother and Aunt Keziah, and she did not uttcr a
word till they reached the landing.

“ Here they are,” said Piney, as he shoved the
scow to place and booked the chain to the post
again. “ 1 guess | 'd better put the padlock on,”

“1'E never do it again,” said Roxy. “ 1 just
wanted to teach Susie how to row.”

“ And so you did n’t take any oars,” said Grand-
father Hunter.

Piney's mother had caught Chub in her arms,
and Aunt Sarah was hugging Susie, and poor
Roxy looked so crest-fallen that Aunt Keziah said to
her: “ Come, dear, get out of the boat. You ’re a
naughty girl; but I wont scold you. You and
Susie may go to the garden and pick some straw-
berries for supper. Aint you glad Piney was at
home?”

“ O, Aunt Keziah, Piney always comes just m
time.”

“ After all,” said Unele Liph, “ it ’s a good sort
of a lesson in more ways than one. Bayard, you
must go in swimming every day while we ’re here.
| want to see you outS'vim Richard.”

D.AB KINZER,” ETC.

“ He 'l never lcarn with his clothes 011,” sad
Piney, merrily. “ Now, I think 1’ll go and changt
mine.” It ’s the best kind of fun. Is n’tit, Bi?"

“ Yes,” said Bayard, doubtfully ; “but youfe
the wettest boy | ever saw.”

Piney hurricd away into lhe house, to put m
his other clothes, and Roxy’s mother scoidcd her
a little before she let her and Susie go to te
kitchen for their strawbervy baskets, accompanied
by Aunt Keziah.

Grandfather Hunter was pretty tired, after his
long ridc, especially as he had hurried a good cdl
when he lieard the outcry about the children, ad
he and Unele Liph went and sat down on tlie frat
piazza. As for Aunt Sarah and Cousin Mary, lhy
set out for a walk along the lake shore and camed
Chub with them, so that Bayard was left alone
He stood, for a few minutes, looking at tlie boat.
Then he threw a stone, as far as he could, into tre
water, and said to himself:

“ | wonder how far Cousin Richard could thro»
a stone. That is, without a sling or anything like
that. There isn’t any chance to throw stonesin
the city. No more than there is to swim.”

Then he looked all over himself, and there ws
no-denying that he was a much neater-looking ad
much better dressed boy than Piney Hunter.
Especially, considering that he was dry from head
to foot.

It is not easy for one boy to give up that anotner
is his superior in any way, and, certainly, Bayard
Hunter had not been used to having a small opin-
ion of himself.

He turned away from the shore and sauntered
across the lawn.

There was a boy coming along, just then, from
the other way, and the first that Bayard knewof
it was;

“ Htillo!”

“ Htillo ! ” said Bayard, as he turned around ad
looked at the new-comer, and he could not kep
saying to himself:

“ If Cousin Richard is too fat, this fellow s &
thin as a chicken. What a peaked face !

“ | say, are you Piney Hunter’s cousin? Fren
the, C\I(teys? My namc is Bayard Hunter. ’N.uuhel\ll
is my cousin.”

“Yes, that’s his namc. Only we all (|
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piney, Is that the kind of hat they wear in the

riiy?"

“Well, yes, it s my hat.”

“1guessed it was. | 'm Kyle Wilbur. 1 live in
that house over yonder. Our farra joins on lo Aunt
Keiiah’s. Have you heard Piney speak his piece?”

“ Speak his piece?”

“Yes, for the Academy Exhibition. If he does
nt forget the last half of it he ’ll do it iip tiptop.
Don’t you wish you was as good-lookin” a fcllcr as
heis?”

“ Cali him good-looking ?”

“1’d sayso. | ’d give anything to weigh what
he does. Did you see the pickere! he killed ?”

“With his bow and arrow ? Yes, | saw that.”

“Its a big one, aint it? Tell you what, I
helped liim do that. | paddled the boat. You
ought to have seen him go over into the water.
But he never let go of that pickercl. He 'd have
got away from a feller like yon in a jiffy.”

“ Could you have caught him ?”

“Course | could, if I ’d have shot him and got a
good hold on him. That ’s the trouble. Piney
always seems to get a good hold when he goes for
anything.”

“Does he ?” asked Bayard.

“Yes, he does. How long are you and your
folks going to stay here ?"

“Oh, I don’t know. A good while.”

“Hope you will. Piney ’s just the kind of teller
1d like to visit with. .Spccially if 1 ’d been
brought up in the city and did n’t know much.
!l see you ag’in. | 'm goin’to the village, now.

*If you go after Piney’s cows with him, you just
llook sharp after that brindlcd heifcr of his'n. She
I does n't take kindly to strangers.”

And, so saying, Kyle Wilbur shut his mouth
| bard, as if to keep himself from talldng any more,
land hurried away down the road.

Bayard laughed, and then walked toward the
lake, Piney carne there also, and before long he
wes giving his city cousin a puli in the oid scosv.

“We wont forget to put tho oars in,” he said,
I & they pushed away from the landing. “ There

isn't anybody handy to swira out after us. It
toolate, or we might try for some fish. But then
IweI'have plenty of that while you re here.”

“Next week?"”

“Yes, and more the week afier. School does n't
jdosetill a week from to-day. It ’ll be Examina-
I don next Ftiday. You know what thatis, 1 sup-

“Guess | do.
linl”

What are you to loe examincd

Piney told him, and Bi's respect for his cousin
Itoseagood deal before they finished their mutual
Itccountoftlic books thev were at work on.
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Still, it was comforting to Bi to find that he was
“ ahijad” in the study line. There was more of
some' things to be had, ready made, in the city
than in the country. All of Piney’s advantage was
likely to be in the sortof things he had not learned
at the academy.

The supper-hour carne, and the boys were back
in time for that. So were Roxy and Susie, with

their strawberries, and the former gravely re-
marked, shortiy after they were seated at the
table :

“ 0O, Aunt Kcziah, 1! 've something dreadful to
tell.”

“ What is it, Roxy?”

“ It ’s a hornet’s nest.

“ That ’s so,” said Piney.
tree at the further end of the garden; 1 saw it.
a hanging nest.” '

“1’'m glad they ’ve never stung any of you,”
said his mother. *“ Is it a very large one ?”

“ Pretty large. But nobody ever goes up there.”

“ What will you do with them ?” asked Grandpa.

“ Let 'em alone, unless they get troublesome. |
want to get the nest whole.  It’s a splendid one.”

“ 1 oee. | see,” said his grandfather. “ Get it
without breaking it and send it to me.”

“ That s what | meant to do.”

“1°d as lief have it as a fresh pair of deer-horns,
or almost anything else. But you must n’t let them
sting you.”

“1 wont, if I can help it.
had better keep awa;’ from it.”

“ Do you hear that, Roxy?” asked Aunt Keziah.

“ Yes, ma’am,” said Roxy ; “ but if Piney does
n’t shoot the hornets, they wont let him have the
nest.”

“ He ’d better shoot fish,” said Unele Liph, who
was eating one of those Piney and Kyle had caught
in the morning. “ When are we to have his big
pickerel ?”

“ Oh,” said Ruxy, “ Aunt Keziah said we were
to have that for breakfast. Only it wont be
enough, and we 've saved some of the little fish to
go with it. You ’re to eat the pickcrel.”

“ What, the whole of him ?”

“ Oh no; his head ’s been cut off

“And 00 must n’t eat de bones,” said Chub.
“ Dey’ll toke '00.”

“ Choke me, wouid they? Well, then, I 1! be
careful. What are you going to do after supper,
Richard ?”

“ Go for,the cows, sir.”

“ Shall I go witll him, father?” asked Bayard.

“1’m not too tired.”

“ Yes, certainly,” said his father; only be
careful how you approach the brindled heifer that
Roxy has been telling me about.”

Only think ofit!”
“ It ’s in the apple-
It’s

But Roxy and Susie

@
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“ Guess | 'm not to be scared by any cow,”
proudly replied Bi, his.face flushing a little.

Chapter VIII.

There were woods and rocks on the hill, away
back behind the farm-house, the barns and the
hay-ricks. Through the barn-yard back gate and

AMONG THE

LAKES.

JAiiijAN,

“ They don’t do any harra in the lafie,” he sad
in answer to a question of Bayard’s, “ but they
are a great bother in some parts of the farm.”

“ Can’t you Kkill them out? ” asked Bi.

“ They don’t die easy. If you killed them d),
this year, they ’d come up again next spring, jua
as if nothing had happened.”

"WH&T A TOSS THAT WAS|"”

up the hillside, running along the edge of the
woods till it turned up and went over the hill, was
a sort of lafie, with a fence on each side. It led
over the hill to a great, green pasture-lot beyond,
sloping down to the bank of the little river that
joined the lakes.

It was good pasture land, as Piney told Bi, but
there were great boulders of rock scattered here
and there over it, and it would not have done so
well for wheat, or corn, or potatoes.

The sun was still more than half an hour high
when, after supper, the two boys set out for the
pasture. It was Piney’s regular business, but it
was all new to Bi, and he enjoyed it more than he
would have said anything about. The long lafe
was not kept up at all like a city Street. Just back
of the barn-yard it was lined, for several rods,
with “ choke ” cherry-trees. There were none of
them very large. Hardly more than good, tall
bushes. Beyond that, were some sumac bushes
with their bright red ornaments. Burdocks and
big bull-thistles grew everywhere, and Piney pointed
out milk-weed and scoke-root and a dozen other
plants. He seemed to know them all and what
they were good for.

They had been walking along past the woods
as they talked, and liad stopped a dozen times to
look at things, but just now they were ciése by tre
bars leading into the pasture. Some of the cos
were in sight, but instead of quietly feeding, they
were beginning to move around and even to tra
along towards lhe bars.

“ Co’boss! Co’boss1 Co’boss!” shouted F-
ney, at the top of his voice, as he let down the bais.
“ Do they come when you cali ?” asked Bi.

“ Patty does, and Lady Washington, and te
rest follow. There they come, Where ’s Pattyi
There comes the oid lady ; but how queeriy sheis
acting ! Well, | declare !'”

“ What ’s the matter ?”

“ Matter? Why, it ’s Bill Yoiing’s yellowdog.
He just loves to worry cows. | believe he 5a
sheep-killer, too. I ’ll give him a charge of bum
shot some day, if he does n’t keep out of our pest
ure. See him, now1”

Some half a dozen cows were coming rdlif
hm-ricdly along the hill-side, towards the bars,
two more were coming more slowly in the rew

“ Come on, Bi,” said Piney, as he started d-
ward, “ Patty has turned on him. She never rfil
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from a dog ir> her life,—fior from anything else.
She s my pct hcifer; | raised her from a calf.
She Il follow me anywhere.”

Piney did not add, as he might have done, that
he was the only living being of her acquaintance
towhom “ the farindled heifer” did not sometimes
showsigns of her uncertain “ temper.” She was,
very deddedly, not a cow to be trifled with.

It may have been that one of the reasons why
Lady Washington herself, the best and most peace-
ful of milkers, walked on so composedly, was
because of her confidence in Patty.

A noble-looking cow was the “ Lady,” with a
mild, motherly face and a dignified manner of
matching, as if she knew her owner would not
have traded her for any other four cows in the
valley.

Piney and Bi hurried forward.

“Hush 1” said Piney, “ let ’s see what he ’Il do.
He is trying to dodge past Patty.”

A big, ungainly, mongrel sort of dog was that
of Bill Youiig, Nobody in the world would have

“rATTV HAU GIVBN THE MH-K-STOOt

given five cents for him ; but he was just the kind
dog to make trouble, for all that.
He was barking furiously at the brindled heifer,
wtiowes facing him with her head down, and her

H
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sharp, black horns moving to and froin a very dan-
gerous-looking way.

“ 1 would n’t care to have her hook me,” said
Bi.

“ Guess you would n’t,” said Piney. “ That
dog wont, either, if she gets a chance at him.
There !'”

“ Hurrah for her ! ” shouted Bi.

The yellow dog had made a sudden jump and
rush, as if he meant to make a charge on the other
cows, especially the Lady, but Palty was tooquick
for him. Bi had never imagincd any cow could be
so quick as that.

Her horns did not strike him with their points, or
it would have been very bad for him indeed, but
they passed under him as he jumped.

W hat a toss that was !

The next instant the yellow dog was flying
through the air, clean over the back of the brindled
heifer, and he fell crashing into a clump of huckle-
berry bushes. Perhaps he would have been worse
hurt if the bushes had not broken his fall, but the
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moment he was on his feet he ran as if for his life,

yelping piteousiy. .
Bi sent after him a stone he had picked up, but

the dog was running too fast for even Piney to
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have made a good tlirow at him. Still, it helped
Bi to express his feelings and show which side he
was on.

Piney hardly looked after the dog, but walked
uptoPatty, saying; *“ So, sol Patty. You’'rethe
cow for me. Come, now, stop shaking your head.
He ’s gone.”

Patty answered with a sort of subdued bellow,
that said a good deai for her state of mind. She
was evidently quite ready for another dog, and did
not care a wisp of hay how soon he should come to
be tossed. Still, she submitted to be paited and
praised by her young master, and even allowed Bi
himself to make her acquaintancc. He certainly
compliraented her warmly, and she wouid have
been a very ungrateful cow to have shaken her
tapering horns at him.

The brindled heifer wasa much more slender and
graceful creature than Lady Washington, but, as
Piney explained; “ Nothing like so good a milker.
We ’'d have sold her, long ago, if she had n’t been
a kind of pet.”

“ Then, too,” said'Bi, “ she s wonderfully good
for stray dogs.”

“ Guess that dog does n’t think so.
Young had seen him fly. Come, Patty, the Lady
is at the bars. The rest are half-way to the barn.”

Patty was a brisk walker, and they soon caught
up with the others; but nothing more happened
until they reached the barn-yard.

The sun was down, it wouid soon be dark, and
all those cows were to.be milked.

Ann and one of the hired men were waiting to
attend to the business, and there, too, were Roxy,
and Susie, and Chub.

“rwont milk, Susie,” said Roxy. *“ 1’ll stand
with you and show you how they do it.”

“ Do you ever milk the cows ?”

“ Oh, 1 milked one, once, but | did n’t get any
milk.”

“ Not a bit, did n't you?”

“ No, not a bit. Ann said it was because that
cosv 'd been milked.”

“ Does she know all alDOut cows ?”

“ Guess she does. She ’s milking our Lady
Washington, now. That’s the biggest milk-pail
we 've got.”

“ Aunt Keziah said we were to have all wC
wanted, when they brought itin.”

“ Just as much as we can drink.
any cows, do you ?”

“ No, but tbe milkman comes."

“ Does he bring it in a pail ?”

I wish Bill

Youdon't have
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“ No, in awagén. He comes early in the moro-
ning, before we re up.”

“Isitreal milk?”

“ Yes, father says so. That is,
guessed there was milk in it.”

“ Ours is real milk; ‘cause we 've got the rea
cows. They ’re all real.”

So they were, but the hired man was trying
get Patty to stand still for him, just then, and «as
not succeeding any too well. At last the brindled
heifer quieted her angry mind a little, and the pail
was filling rapidly when Roxy said to Susie;

“ That s.Piney’s pet heifer. She doesanything
he wants. She likes me, too. Just see me speak
to her.”

Roxy tripped forward and put her little hand on
the heifer’s neck, saying;

“ Pretty Patty. Good cow. Nice cow.”

But Patty not only shook her head in an unpie.j-
ant sort of way, she struck out vigorously with her
hind feet.

Before Roxy could jump back and scream, the
hired man was rolling on tho ground with a shower
of new milk flying all over him. Patty had given
the milk-stool one kick and the pail anotlier; but
nobody was hurt.

“ Did she take him for a dog ?” asked Bi.

“ Guess not,” said Piney. “ 1 ought to hawe
milked her, to-night. Sometimes she wont stand
still for anybody else.”

“ Oh, Roxy,” exclaimed Susie,
hurt?”

“ Not a bit,” said Roxy,
over the milk.”

“It’s your fault,” said Ann. “ If you’d hawe
let her alone she 'd never have stirred.”

“ I just touched her.”

“ Come, Roxy,” said Piney, “ you and Susie
and Chub had better come in with Bi and me.”

“ What for, Piney?”

he said he

“are you

“ but she’s kicked

“ Oh, it s time. - Besides, we can’t have ay
more pails kicked 6ver. The cows are cross to-
night.”

“ Do take 'ero in,” said Ann.

“ Yes, Roxy,” said Susie.
horns a bit.”

Chub had kept very still, ever since he came
into the barn-yard. He had seen the cows milked
before, and not only was' he tired, but he knew
that the loest part of the whole business, the milk
drinking, wouid come to pass in the house.

“New milk is good, that’s a fact,” reinarked
Bayard Hunter, less than halfan hour later.

“ 1 don’t like their

(TV be cotUinued.)
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.SNOW-BALL

By Daniel

No season of the year can boast of more healthy
ounioor games, brimful of fun and excitement
(han «inter, and there is no sport among winter

F10.Jt HOW TO NAIL THR CROSS-PIECES ON.

games mdie exciting and amusing than siiow-ball
varfare.

Ali the boys must join in building the fort, se-
lecting the highest point of the play-grounds, or,
if the grounds are level, the cérner of a wall or
fence. Supposing the top of a mound has been
sclected, as the place where the works are to be

FIG. 2. TOP 07 SLED.

Bailt, lhe first thing to do is to make out the plan

fflhe fnundations. The dimensions depend upon

hit number of boys. A circle, tweive feet in diam-

7>fr, or a square with sides of ten feet, will make a

it ihat will accommodate a company of ten boys.

' Bbetter to have the fort too small than too

engineer must set his men at

rolling large snow-balls, the snialicr bnys can

1 “"™"snce and the larger ones take them in hand

1 * tn Ihe balls have gained in size and become too
fi'v for the younger ljoys.

WARFARE

WARFARE.
C. Beard,

Make these balls of snow as large and dense as
possible, then roll them in place upon the lines
traced out for the foundation. We will suppose it
to be a square. In this case, care must ftie taken
to have the corners of the square opposite the most
probable approach of the enemy. This will leave

FiC. 3- BSD OP SLED; WITH ENDS ATTACHED,

the smallest point possible exposed to the attack,
and the inmates of the fort can, without crowding
each other, take good aim at the foe. After the
four sides of the square are covered by large snow-
balls, as in Figure 7. all hands must pack the
snow about the bottom, and fill up each crack and
crevice, until a solid wall is formed. Then with
spades and shoveis the walls should be trimmed

FIG. 4, BED 07 SLCD, DOX COftIPLRTE.

down to a perpendicular onthe inside, butslanting
upon the outside, as shown in the last picture. The
top of the wall may be two feet broad and the base
four feet. When the wall is finished, prepare a
mound ofsnow in the ccntcv of the square for the
flag-staff. This mound will be very usefu!, as a
reserve supply in case the ammunition gives out.
A quantity of snow-balls should next be piled up,

FIC. 5. SLED COMPLETE

inside the walls, at the four corners. This done,
tile fort is ready for its defendcrs, and it only re-
mains to equip the attacking forcé.
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The building of a fort generally uses up all the
snow around it, making it necessary for the besieg-
ing party to carry their ammunition with them,
npon sleds made for that purpose.

The construction of these sleds is very simple,
the material and tools necessary consisting of a
flour-barrel, a saw, a hammer or hatchet,
shingle nails and an oid pino-board.

To make the sled, begin by knocking the barre!
apart, being careful not to split the liead-boards,
as they will be needed afterward. Pick out the
four best staves, as nearly alike in breadth and
curve as can be found, and saw two or three of the
other staves in halves. Take two of the four staves
first selected, and nail the lialf staves across, as
shown in Figure 2. These must be naiied upon
the convex, or outside, of the staves, and this will
be found impossible unlcss there issomething solid
under the point where the nail is to be dnven,
otherwise, the spring of the stave, when struck,
will throw the nail out, and your fingeys will prob-
ably receive the blow from the hammer. To avoid
this, place a block, or anything that is firm, under

some

FIG, 7. THB WG SNOW'DALLS IN POSITION.

the point where the nail is to be driven (see Figure
1), and there will then be found no difftcultyin driv-
mgthenailshome. When thisisdone, youwillhave
the top of your sled as shown in Figure 2 ; on this

SINOW-BALL

WARFARE.

U anvahy,

you will need a box, or bed, to hold the snow-balls;
this you can make of two pieces of pine-board
and two staves, thus,: Take a board about the
same width as, or a little wider than, a barrcl-stave.
saw off two pieces equal in length to the width of
the sled, set them upon their edges, reversing the
top of the sled, place it across the two boards, as
in Figure 3, and nail it on secutely. Then
take two staves and nail them on for side boards,
and you have the top portion of your sled fin
ished, as in Figure 4.

The two staves remaining,-of the four first
selected, are for runners. Fit on first one and then

THE USB OF THE SHIBtO.

the other to the staves of your top. Nail-holes
will probably be found near the ends of the staves
where the nails were that held the barrel-head in,
through these drive -nails, to fasten your riinMis.
to do this you must rest them upon some su®
port, as was done before ; this will hold
together, but to make it stronger, take four bloct6
of wood and slide them in between the runnersand
the top, as shown in Figure 5, and nail these fimlj
in place, from above and below.
If all this has been properly done, you now

made a sled which it will be almost impossibK
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to break; and you need but a rope to puli by.
Ore boy can haul snow-balls enough for a dozen
| companions.

The shield is made from tlié head of a bai-rel.
I Lay the barrei-head upon some lIcvcl surface, so
thal nails can loe driven in without trouloic.

Froma strip of boa.rd, half inch thick and two
landone-half inches wide, saw. off two pieces long

STORMfKC

jt 'Mch to faslen the parts of the barrcl-head to-
Ituher, as you see them in Figure 6. Fasten
Itlitie strips on firmly with shingle nails.
Lay your left arm upon the shield, as shown,
i"uilr s place for the arm-strap, just in front of
and another for the strap for the hand.
Ttam an oid trunk-strap, or suitable piece of
J.'Jlier, cut two strips, and nail them on your
Ishtlil al |)oiiits mavked, being careful that the
jrrristrap is not too tight, as it should be loose
for the arm to slip in and out with ease.
Tt.i done, you have a shield behind which you
Ph'defy an army of unprotected boys.
B Therulesof warfarc goveriiing a snow-ball battie
1 asfollows:
| T.rocommandcrs, or captains, must be elected.
Jibeforces engaged are very large, each captain
v*appoint one or two assistants, or iieutenants.

265

These ofiicers, after being elected and appointed,
ave to give all orders, and should be promptly
obeyed by their respective coinmands. Tire cap-
tains decide, by lot, tho choice of position.

In choosing sides, the comniandcr of the fott has
first choice, then the two captains fiame a boy,
alternately, until two-thirds of the boys have been

chosen. The defenders of the fort then retire to

their stronghold, leaving the boys unchosen to join
the attacking army, it being supposed that one-
third behind fortifications are eqiial to two-thirds
outside.

Only the attacking party are allowed shields and
ammunition sleds.

At least thirty yards from the fort, a camp must
be establishccl by the outsiders or attacking army,
and stakes driven at the four corners to ldcate the
camp. Imaginary lines from stake to stake raark
its limits.

The colors of the attacking army are erected in
the center of this camp.

Each party will have its national colors, in addi-
tion to which the attacking party have a battle-
flag which they carry with them in the assault.

The defenders of the fort must see to it that all
damages to the fortifications are promptly repaired.



266

SNOW-BALL WARFARE.

ALK

DRAWIKC THE AMMUKITION SLED-

Any soldier from the fort who shall be carried
off within the limits of the camp, becomes a prisoncr
of war, and cannot leave the camp until rescued by
his own comrades.

Any one of the attacking forcé pulled into the
fort bfcomes a prisoner of war, and must remain
in ihe fort until it is captured.

Prisoners of war cannot be made to fight against
their own side, but they may lie employcd in mak-
ing snow-balls or i-epairing damages to fortifica-
tions.

Any desertor recaptured nuist suffer the penalty
of having his face washed with snow, and being set
at work with the prisoners of war.

When the outsidcrs, or attacking army, can
replane the enemy’'s colois with their battle flag,
the fort is captured, the battle is won by the

attacking party, and all fighting must immediately
cease.

But if, in a sally, the soldiers of the fort en
by any means take the colors of the opposite
party from the camp and bring them inside ter
fortificalions, they have not only successfully d*
fended their fort, but have defeated tKe attacking
army; and this ends the Inattle, with double honois
to the brave defenders.

INo water-soaked or icy snow-balls are alloned.
No honorable boy uses them, and any one caught
in the wungentlemanly act of throwing sub
“ soakers,” should be forever ruled out of the
game.

No blows are allowed to be struck by the hand,
or by anything but the regulation snow-baU. axd
of course, no kicking is permitted.

THE FORT COHFL”B



THE SLEEPING PRINCESS. 267

THE SLEEPING PRINCESS.

By John V. Sears.

INTRODUCTORY NOTE.

41 oroducing this piece» sp<cial atteotion shcuid be paid to the choruscs and the lablcaux. The choniaes should he given with aswinging
Irt(4 ice srryngry marked, even to a llille sing*song fault. This will keep the volees well togetlier and make scudy easler. Two parts
INisu)lice hutsoprano, alto, tenor, and bass, will be better. Uneles and auitis behind the scenes can )end jadlcious aid in ihe singing, An
of, say» iour siringed instruments, is deslrahle, bul a plano will do very well. The lableaux wiU need careful rehearsal, the mana-
-\he part oi audience. Pose each abouthalf a minute. Group the smallcr children Iu front, the taller toward the back of stage.
denimporcantscenic efTocts, depeod on draperies, curlalns» lablc-covers, shawls, drcss-siufis, etc., deep and rich in color. FotUie
lll’faéikand ih« priiicess's couch, use white draperies» cotton or Unen, with bread borders of vines and scrollg, cut from gilt paper and pasted
Fimbtage, drop-curtain. etc., sec books on Parlor Theatricals. The roofand rafters of the garret may he reprcsented hy sheeis of dark
| brisare pasied together and stretched tenl-wise across a ridge-polc, exiending from (xont to back of stage. For ihrofies, use large
Iduin ihtnwing draperies over seacs aod arms. Kuund<topped, gilt mliror frames» with cloth tackcd across the openings» can be used for ene
Ibaclis' Over ihese nanga canopy, formed of curiains cr piano*covers. The tlirofies should beon a platfonn, with two steps, covered with
lich wgs.

Whecc ¢ “cucncs are provided from home wardrobes, courC-manUes may be ihe main feature for both lords and ladies. The sklirta of
evesisfsl'k iircsse& nct pul on over the head but thrown across the shoulders, will answer this purpose, Fasten the belt, doubled, around
(he and cover ic with a large collar or a rulf cin from tissue-papor. The royal mandes, trim with bauds of ermine, made of coiiol
Ibatting ~kilh spots oiblack. Tnc Jadieswill want (rains,—the longer the better. The lords should wear long hose and straight swords, the
| biter msde fr<m sticks, covered wUh gilt or blackpaper. The faijy irain should be dressed In white, with wnnds and crowns of silver, and
| of whiie ii$sue«paper pnsted on whatebonu frames. Distinguish Titania by wings, crown and wand of gold. Mallclna's dress should
| bexarlei, inclitding sboe« and gloves. Her wand, crown, and wmgs, should also be scarlet, the latier erect and potntcd, made from glaaed
pa;<r. Priiice Cbarming shcuid be in gorgeous army, conrisdng of velvet doublet, short cloak, trunks, embroidered hose, plumed cap and
rapte. Thi' paremay m played by a girl, A bright, wee girl cao alsoplay baby Arabella, ifsure not to cry at the wrong time: otherwise,
| issm this pnri (o a large doli.

1 Any with ITdrical lactcan adapt pretty alrs for the voiccs, andarrange suitable accompanimenls; but, ifderired, the full score of the
| cipfictB can be had, at the cost ofcopylng, addxessing the auchor. No. 304 Chestaut Street, Philadelphia.

SCENE Assembling near the throne,
The Roval Court of D ileam-land, Our royal Chaniberlain to you
DRAMATIS PERSON A Will make our pleasure known.

IS)ySIEM™***, King of Dream*land. {Heralds sound trmnpets.\
IFsinckss.SrI\I/e:t?lolfa, an jnfant Subscqucotly a mald of eighteen Chamberlain \advancing—redtative.']
lcpamger.’_w‘ Cutrtisrs, Pagbs, Hkralps, etc, Nobles of Drcam-land, pillais of the State,
:Tpi';";f;i‘?*‘a":/gtmiesgmedame_ Hear ye the message of our mighty King.
ITiia.su, Quecn of ihc Fairies. \Readsfrom large scroll.”»
IRokist With joy we give the tidings ye await,
EJI\:!EUA‘L, i”‘e Fairy Train. With joy receive the happy news we bring.
ITiactta J The fairies who attend the fortunes of our Queen

I Haicoinu, The Wicked Fairy. Have brought a princess to our consort fair,

A lovely babe, the sweetest ever seen,

Act i. - .
To be our comfort and the kingdom’s heir.
TABLEAU.
| ITbrate-ro"cn in Royal Palace of Dream-land. King and Queen Chorus, \Courtiers.\

sfaied, cerner. Counicrs, Lorda, and Ladies grouped righl and All hail

kfl Heialisand Pagcs on sieps of throne. Grand Chamberlaio ail our Queen,

fishi, Ironi. i throne! The best e’er seen,
chorus, \CourtieTS.\ All hail, all hail, all haill
All hall tlie King The fairies have brought her

' . .e

Whose pi‘aise we sing, A beaL.JtIfLH da|!ghter, .
All haII, and hail again, All hal|, all hal|, all hail !

Long may he live

. ueen \rising and bowing—recitative\.
Our land to give N g g

A peacefu!, happy reign. ' No babe so beauteous e’er before was seen ;
We gladly meet Her voice is gentle as a cooing dove,

our King to greet Her eyes are blue, her hair of golden sheen;
And wait upon his will; Her winning smile will captivate your love.

From far and near
We galher here,

His mandates to fulfill. May happy fate
Attend her state,

All hail, all hail, all hall 1
With heart and voice

Chorus, \Courtiers."\

kint. [rising and bowing— recitativ¢\.
IHostloyal subjects, kind and true.
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Let all rejoice By fiame herewith, forever and a day,
All hall. all hall. all haill As follows, to wit, that is to say:
Arabella, Bertina, Luella,
kKinc [kecitafivé]. Carolina, Amina, Corella.
Our loyal friends, it is with pleasure chorus [Couriifrs\.

We listen to your wishcs kind;

We seek a fame for the little treasure,
And ask you each to speak your mind.
Each give a fiame, that it may prove
A bond with each of faithful love.

Our priiicess hail!

No fairy-tale

Is told of one more dear.
The flame we give

‘TITANIA AND MALICINA CROSS WANDS OVF.It TIIK ORADLE." (SEE END OF ACT Il.)

Eirst Ladv. In fame shall live
| offer Arabella. For many and many a year.
First Lord.
. kinG [recifative],
| speak for Bertina. ' [ ]
A. splendid feast we do proclaim
Second Lady. Upon the christening day,
I tender Luella. In honor of our daughter’s narnc.
Let all attend who may.
Second Lord.

Pray cali her Amina. chorus [Courliers].

A feast! A feast!
Wi ith joy increased
We hear and will ohey:
Third Lord. Let every courticr
And | Corella. Come, and bring
KiNG. A gift to grace the day.

That ’s a plenty; I am sure

She can’t another fiame endure.
Our Chamberlain will nosv proclaim
Our little baby daughter’s fiame.

Third Lady.

I prefer Carolina.

KinG \recitative\.
And furthermore we do ordain
The fairies’ favor to obtain,
That Queen Titania and her train
Chamberdain. Shall be our guests.
By proclamation from the throne, Sir Chamberlain 1
The royal Princess shall be known Attend to these behests.
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Chamberlain [bowing to Hing].

Each kindly fairy in the land

Shall duly be invitedj

And with your majesty’s comraand,
Will doubtless be delighted.

Chorus [Courticrs].

The fairies hail!

They will not fail

To come with pride and pleasure.
And from all harrns,

Their magic charms

Will guard our little treasure.

CURTAIN.

Act I,

TABLEAU.

[Statt Cliamber, Canopied eradle with infant Princess, right front
Kiflgand Queen ccnier. Courders and Fairies, left front.]

ChOrus [Fairies and Couriiers'].
Happy the day
Hastens away
Blithely and merrily,
Lightly and cheerily,
Laughing and joyous
Pleasures employ us;
Naught can annoy us,
Happy the day.

[Fairies cross stage to eradle.\

SeMI-Chorus [Couriiers].

Fairies from Elf-land
Welcome to Dream-land,
This to our Princesc
Fortune evincés;

Your gracious bearing
Our pleasures sharing
Favor declaring.

Happy this day !

Semi-Chorus [Fairies],
Mortals of Dream-land
Fricndly ye seem, and
Happiness is it

With ye to visit.
Kindly your greeting,
Pleasant our mccting,
Joyous though fleeting
This happy day.

K ing [recitative].

Fairy Titania, Queén of the Elves,

And you, our fairy-guests,

Thanks for the honor to our royal selves,
Vour presence here your friendly will attests,
In belialf of our baby Princess, too,

QOur ivarm acknowledgements are due.

PRINCESS. 269

Queen Dormina.

W e seek your favor for our child
And beg you to watch over her,

To make her gentle, sweet, and mild,
And let no harm discovcr her.

Semi-Chorus [Fairies],

. Your majesties have been most kind,

We are not ungraleful you shall find.
To your royal court we brought her
And we will guard your baby daughter.

Titania [recitative],
If your majesties approve
We will leave with Arabelle
Each in token of our love,
A charmed gift, as our farewell.
Let each fairy come and show
The choicest gift she can bestow.

[Advances a?id waves her wand over the eradle,

I, Titania, your queen,
Will confer a gracious mien :
A dignified and sweet address
Arabella shall possess.

[The fairies in lum advanee and wave their wands over the eradle.|

Eltfinella.
I am the faiiy Elfinella,
And | will give to Arabella
The gift of beauty. In form and feature
She shall be Ihe loveliest creature
That ever in the world was known.
As heiress to the Dream-land throne.

Rosaline.
I will to our charge impart
A faithful, truc, and loving heart.
It is a precious gift I ween
From the fairy Rosaline.

Lucina.
Lucina, daughter of the light,
I will give our baby bright
A brilliant mind and mothcr-wit,—
Endowmonts for a princess fit.

Melodia.
| am Melodia, child of the air,
The Princess's voice shall be my care.
Low.and clear shall its toncs be heard,
Soft and sweet, as the song of a bird.
All shall listen when she speaks,
And none cleny whatc'cr she seeks.

VIOLETTA,

Violetta me they cali;
My gift shall be the best of all.
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Moclesty, the grace of maicls,
Beautiful when beauty fades,
Arabella shall possess,

In rneek and gentle lowliness.

All are scartied Baby cries.

Enter MaUciiia]

MALICINA.

Mighty fine, upon my word !
Perhaps of me you never heard.

A fairy feast is here, I’in told.

And all my sisters | behokl.

Every fay has been invited,

Except myself! | have been slighted!

Titania.
Malicina, dreadful sprite,
W hy hast.thou retuvned to light?
Hie Chee liack to thy lone cell;
Work not here thy wlcked spell.

M alicina [¢o Titania\.
In thy absence | have gained
Liberty, and power obtainetl;
For to-day my wand is strong

Over all who do me wrong.
KinG \io Chamberlaili].
Sir Chamberlain, ’tis your clefect

Has been the cause of this neglect.
Answer, how has this arisen?

Chamberlain.
Sire, Malicina ’s been in prison
So long, |-

M alicina

\to Chamberlain"].

Silence, slave !

( Turns U>King.;
Your Somnolencc,

I hold you jDound for this offensc :
Yours is the fault, and yours shall be
The burden of the penalty.

King as you are, | ’ll teach yon how
To treat a fairy. Hear my vow!
This puling chick shall never live
To know the gifts my sisters give.
Beware the day she learns to spin,
For then shall my revenge begin.
Upon the flax my chann shall lie, ¢
And by the spindle she shall die !

QUEEN DORMINA.

Oh, Titania, save thy ward !

Break the chann, or turn it toward
The mother. This | crave;

Let me die; the Princess save.

Titania.

W e cannot break this hatefiil charm,

SLEEPING
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But WC can turn aside its harm.

The child shali live; but yet your tears
Must fall for her. A hundred years
Under the spell she must remain,
Sleeping till we can wake her ayain.

King, and Queen Dormina.

A hundred years! Oh, sad, sad late!
Long ere then our court and state
May pass and fade.

When she wakes, our little maid.
Strange among a host of strangers.
Still must mect a thousand dangers.

Titania.
Guard her well and keep her fast
Until maidenhood is past.
Let her never see a wheol;
Flax and yarn from her conceal.
Let no spindle reach her hand,
Though you burn ah in the land.
But when, after all your care,
Fate descends, then straight repair
Unto her chamber, where wc ’Il spread
A fairy chann about her bed.
A hundred years she there must slecp,
The while a fairy watch we ’ll keep.
Then a prince shall come and wake her,
And to fairer fortune take her.

TABLEAU.

(Titania and Malicina cross wands over the eradle; M. in ihtesisD.

ing, and 1'. in a prolecling, attiiudc.]

CURTAIN.

ACT IIL

A penod of eighiecn years is supposed to have elapscd.
[Scene; a gatrei, poorly fiirnished.

spinning.]

Dame T. [stngmg].
Spinning ’s forbiddcn,
Spinsters are banislied,

Spindles are hidden,

Lone is my labor,

I am forgot.

Never a neighbor
Cheering my lot.
Working alway in
This bare oid garret,
Day out and day in,
No one to shave it.

My poor oid wheel!
In secret I turn it
Should you reveal

It, soon wouid they biirrit |

No one comes near me;
Even in pain

No one can hear me
When | complain.

Within the borders
uf all the land,
By royal orders,
This the commancl:
(Enter PrincBss Arabella,
mime of mutual snrprise.]
Dame T. [reciiative].

Good-morrow to yon, my pretty dear!
Who may you be, and how carne you here!

Iwioin,

Dame Tabicha u.cevertd |

Wheels have all vnnislied.

a beautiful maiden of «ghteen; (oM»
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Princess.
Noiv 1 carne | do not know,
For | have iost my way.
i am ihe Princess Arabella;
And now, where am I, pray?
And what is that curioiis-looking wheel ?
And that turning thing in your hand?
[Takesuptheflax.]
How soft this woolly stuff does feel 1
What is it? | would understand.

Dame T.
This is flax, my pretty gid,
And 1 am spinning my thread.
I give my spindie a twist and a twirl,
And wind it up on the head.

Princess.
Oh, is n’t that nice?
Let me try now,
1think I can if you show me how.

(She lakes spindle, twiHs it, wound« her hand, and falls, left. Ta-
bkiha scrcams. Enter Malicina, center; waves v\'and over A. in

Diunipli  Enier KJng, Queen, and Couniers, riglit. Consternaiion
ajiddisliess.j

TABLF.AUX,

CURTAIN.

Act IV.

TABLEAU.

[PtiiiMss's chambct: Araboll.i tBclining on conch, cemet. Titania
and her fairies grouped about conch. King, Queen, and Cham*
berlainnglit; Coiirtiera leftj

K ing [recitative— vejy sacily].
Sleep, my gentle daughter, sleep;
Fairies near their watch shall keep,
Shielding thee from hann and fears,
Till time shall coiint a hundred years.

[wecping].

May thy sliimber only seem

Onc unbroken, happy dream;

Till thy clestined Prince shall wake thee
And to fairer fortune take thee.

Queen D.

chorus, [Fairies and Couriiers].

Thy lovely eyes
In slumbers deep;
Time swiftly flies;
Sleep, Princess, sleep !

1Skep, Princess, sleep;
Sivectly repose !
1Rr sigh fior weep,
But softly cidse
Titania [recitative].
Lest the Princess should be lonely
Lest she wake '‘midst strangers only,
I Vill charm her loving friends.
And bid them sleep till hev slumber ends.

I lI%h« each in turn with wand, inclnding King and Queen, and
iluylsll asleep.]

curtain [toplaintive music].

SLEEPING

[He approachcs couch, kisses Princess, who awakes.

Oh, chaiming Prince!
And am | awake ? and is it true ?

[He gives his hand, and Princess flriscs.
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Act V.

A hundred years suppused to hsve elapsed.

[Princess and attendaols discovered as at ciése of last scene. Tab-

leau, to low but theerful music. Entei fairies.]

chokis [l'airies].

A hundred years have passed away.
And still our watch keep,

But now has come the happy day

To wake our charge from sleep.

The promised Prince is drawing near
To leani his earthly bliss.

Come, welcome Prince, appear, appear!
And wake her with a Kiss.

[Fairies beckon with wands. Enter Prince.]

Prince [recitative].

All fast asleep! how strange it seems

To find a court in the land of dreams.
Music, sweeter than words can say,

Hath guided me upon my way.

A royal court here greets my view,

And oh, what a lovely Princess, too !l

Now, ere this beauteous maid awake,

A stolen kiss | Tl boldly take.

Attendanis
.wake and rise.]

Princess.

| was drcaraing of you !

Prince.

You, in drcaras, | oft behold.
As my promised bride to be.
My fairy godmother foretold
That you, dear maid, awaited me.
Pray, arise, my Princess sweet,
Our fairer fortune let us seek.

King and Queen awaken
and embrace Princess, who presenes lo them ihc Prince.]

chorus [attendants].

Hail Prince and Princess fair |

Joy and gladncss may you share.
Peace and plenty fill your days,
Health and hope attend your ways.
Fairies kept our Princess’ sleep,
May they still their watches keep.
May he be brave, and she be good,
The Sleeping Beauty in the wood.

TABLEAU.

[Prince and Prtiice?» center. Fairies right Attendants

behind the King and Queen, left.]

CURTATItN.
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TROT, DOT, AND BUNNY.

Trot, Dot, and Bunny lived in a large town. Trot was a nice hoy,
only five yearS oid, and Dot was just the dearest little girl in the world
She was nearly four; as for Bunny, she was only two years oid.

Papa sometimes put the children to bed, when he was tired studying,
so that mamma could rest, or patch Trot’s trowsers, which she generally
did, instead of resting. When papa put the children to bed, he always told
them a story. Just one story, that was all he knew; but as it was the
only one the children cared to hear, it did not so much matter about his
not knowing any others. And this was the way the story began;

“Some time, when papa gets enough money, he is going to buy a
COW.

“A cow named Star, papa,” says Trot. “’Es, cownamed 'Tar, papa,”
Bunny wouid echo. “ With a white ’pot in herfowad,” Dotwouid always
add. Then papa wouid go on: “ Yes, a nice cow, with a white spot in
her forehead, and wewill fiame her Star.”

“And a little calf-fy,” says Bunny.

“Named Forget-me-not,” says Trot; “so we won't forget to feed her.”

“1 Il give her some gwass, | will,” says Dot, “dear little bossy cli."

“Well,” says papa, “we will cali the calf Forget-me-not, so we wont
forget to feed her. Then Trot will puli down some hay for the cow, and,
I will make her a nice bran-mash, and while she ’s eating it | 11 milk.”

“No; I'’ll milk her, papa,” says Trot.

“No; I milk!” cries Dot.

“ Me milk,” says little Bunny.

“Yes, we all will milk her,I guess,” says papa, and mamma laughs.,

“Then, when weare all done milking, we will come in to break-1
fast, and Trot and Dot and Bunny shall have some nicenew milk, and|
mamma and | will have some nice cream forour coffee. After break-
fast, | will say: ‘Come Trot, and Dot, and Bunny, you must take the
cow to the pasture.” So Trot will get his hat, and Dot and Bunny will get
tlieir bonnets, and you each will get a long stick to drive the cow with
I will open the gate, and start the cow, and you all will follow, driving her.

“Go long,” says Trot.

“No, Il drive,” says Dot.

“Me drive,” says Bunny.

“Yes,” says papa, “you all willdrive her. And by and by, as th|
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oid COW goes walking quietly along, Trot will stop to see how far he can
throw a stone.”
“l stop to pick daisies,” says Dot. “1 ’‘top to get a drink,” says-

Bunny. “1 want some water,” says Trot. “ I want some, too,” says-

Dot. “ Me want drink,” says little Bunny.
So papa gets the large tin dipper full of water, and the thirsty little
ones take a drink all round, and then papa goes on with his story:
“When the oid cow casts one eye round, and finds that you all have
stopped, she will think it just as well to stop a little herself and gather
a mouthful of the sweet green grass that grows by the roadside; and

there she will stay till Bunny takes up her stick and touches her gently
on her leg, and says: ‘Go ’ong, Tar.’

"Ster moves on. By and by they come to the brook. Trot finds such
splendid pebbles there, that he stops again to throw stones. Dot and
Bunny sail little sticks, and Star stops to take a drink of the cool, clear
water.”

“Me want dink,” says Bunny, half asleep.

“l want a drink, too,” says Trot, sitting up in bed.

“1 defful firsty,” says Dot.

Papa passes round the tin dipper again, and then three little heads
sk back on the pillows, and Trot, Dot, and Bunny are asleep.

VoL, VIL— 19.



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Oh, now, here comes a hopeful-looking yoimg
chap, Eigliteen Hundred and Eighty by fiame;
but why in the world he must needs come skipping
in among us, is more than your Jack knows. For
my part, | was well enough pleased with Eighteen
Hundred and Seventy-nine, and | should n’t mind
if we could have the jolly oid fellow keep right
along. However, that would n’t satisfy you young-
sters, | suppose; so, when this gallant New Year
comes your way, give him Jack’ bestcorapliments,
and say that, if he expects to do better than our
oid friend svho is leaving us, he will have to behave
himself, and keep us aU very particularly pleasant
and busy.

Let’s set him a good example, my dears, and
get to work at once. Heve s something about

MINERAL WAX.

| HAVE heard of a bed of wax about twenty feet
thick, and stretching underground sixty railes one
way and twenty miles the other!1 Ah, you may
well open your eyes 1

But, if you go to Southern Utah, you will be
able to see it there for yourself,—and almost see
through it besides, for I 'm told that, while ihe wax
is black in tlie lump, light shines through thin slices
of it. There is another place, Galicia in Spain,’
where rock-wax is found. It is a sort of paraffine,
if vou can find out what that is, and at one time
must have formed part of vast underground stores
of rock-oil, or petroleum, which, having disap-
peared, left the waxy deposit behind. Perhaps
some day you will meet a man who has studied the
subject of mineral wax, and can tell you all about
tbese beds.

WHAT PLANTS BREATHE OUT.

Your Jack has told you already about the won-
derful weeping Miningo-ttee, which in the sunniest

JACK.-IN-THE-PULPTIT,
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weathersheds tears. But now comes informationjti
more startling, concerning the famous Washington
Elm at Cambridge, Massachusetts. The tree in
high June, used to have about two hundred thou
sand square feet of surface on its leaves, and
besides, it had the habit of brenthing out, during
tweive hours, every clear day, nearly eight tons in
weight of watery vapor |

All plants breathe out more or less vapor, | 'm
told, and tliat is why people keep them in roons
that are heated by stoves or hot-air fiirnaces.
When well watered, the plants breathe out the
water again, in the form of unseen vapor, and this
helps to keep the air in a room from becoining too
dry to be wholesome.

So, you see, iny dears, it will pay you to giw
my relativos a cordial welcome to your «am
bornes, and to treat well those you persuade lo
visit you for the winter.

SLEEVE-STOVES.

Dbar JACK-iM.tHB.PuLPiT: | «<member reading jn iho Apeil St.
N(CHOLAS of last year, about Puritan liitie boys in tlie ofd limes,
how (hoycamed small stoves to church for their mothers and ~ten
to keep their feet warm wiih through the long scrvicc.  Bul 1 ha%
justl”en told thal ages before the days of (he Piiritnns, the Chinese
had foo(>stovcs, and, whut is more, hand>stovcs; and ihat they haré
them even now! They are small earlhenware (hings wiih oii and
wicks, Iikc lamps.

No Chinaman in hisnative land ever thinks of setiiog up astcne
in the house mcrely to warm himselfand hisfamily: but, durfuedld
weather, both Chlnamen and Chinawomen, who are well off cany
their tiny oll*s(oves about wiih them, in their «leevefi, jii>i to Uep
thdr hands comfortable! Why, it mustbe dangerousl—Yourfajih>
ful rcader, R.J. M

SEA-SILK.

Ho, girls! What do you think the dear Litlle
Schoolma’am says ? Why, that a kind of shell-fish
found in the Mediierranean Sea,—a miissel,—
contains in each shell a little hank of stringy stuff
that glistens like golden yellow or olive-brown silk!
That is, after coinbing and washing, it looks so;
but at first it is dirty and muddy and covered witli
odds and ends of dead sea-weed.

This sea-silk can be made into stockings, gloves,
and neckties, and even into the finest lace.

I wonder if your Jack could have a coat of itlo
wear when the fairies dance aloout him on iiiooii-
light nights ?

COOKED BY COLD.

My Dear Jack: Wliatyou said ioDecemterabout “ JheColii»
Coid,” makes me want lo lell you wliai I have just beeii nading:
Hungarian chemist nam&d, Dr. Sawiczevosk”, subjectcd frtsn wat
to a dcgrec of coid which completely cooked xt, and'ihcn he
in aiT'Qght caris, When (akeo out some lime after, ihe meat lookcij
delicious,—just the thing fora "coid collalion”—and was as 50M w
eatas Ifit had been cooKedin the ordinaxy way by bcal.

Already, thereis InHim ga” a faciory where meat Is,cooked
canncd according lo Dr. Sawicsevosky's coldprooess. don i kiw*
if his terrible iame helps the process atall, but I have heard of c'f*
Uve people being froscn with terror at sounds Icss dreadru).--»”

truly, 3o
CHAMPION WALKERS ANO JUMPERS.

Of course you have all heard of the walking-
matches in England and New York. And nmany
of you boys, no doubt, liavc been trying your legs,
too, and the Champion walkers among you ae
looked upon as araazing fellows.

But 1 know of a little insect that beats all ite
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ivalkiiig or running ever done by mortal man or
boy. Even the “ Seven-Leagiie Boots” wouid
have been left behind in a match with this wonder-
ful pcdestrian.

It is a small fly, about as large as a grain of
jand; and it runs three inches in half a second;
and in that space, makes five hundred and forty
steps- If 2 ttian were able to walk as fast in pro-
...tion to his size; supposinghis step to measure
iivwfeet: he wouid run in one minute, more than
twenty miles,—twenty times as fast as the fastest
lailtoad train. Think of that, my dears!

Then, as to leaping; why, many of you have
heard 0fSam Patch and his wonderful feats,—how
he jumped down a wvvaterfall, and off a church
,0,,,6,-"_biit think of standing down on the ground,
near the Custom-House in New-York city, leaping
right over Trinily church spire.and landing two
blocks ihe other side,—about four hundred yards
inall! That is how a man could jump, if he were
2Sgood in leaping as fieas or locusts. They jump
two hundred times their own length.
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I 'm a hungry, hatd-shel turtaloo,
And | 'm going to eat you up I”
“ Oh, ha!” said the other, with courage
meet,—

The long-legged gungaboo,—
“ Let’s see you stand on your two hind feet!”
And then he swallowed the turtaloo.

SNOW-SPECTACLES.

H- J. F. reports: “ The Eskimos have cuiious
spectacles with which they save their eyes from
the ‘snow-blindness ’ that is caused by the dazzling
sunlight reflected upward from the snow. Each
pair of these spectacles is made of two bits of thin
wood or ivory, shaped to cover the eyes. Lcngth-
wise in each piece, a very narrow slit is cut, aslong
as the eye, but not all the way across from side to
side. The pieces are joined over the nose, and are
kept in place by strings tied at the back of the
head.

“ These eye-savers are of use also in the place

TfT! GUNGABOO ANO THE TUPTAI.OO

THE CUNGABOO AND THE TURTALOO.

Here is a hit of verse, witli a Icsson in it, which
toyboys inay find or not, just as they please.

b, the gungaboo and the turtaloo
Met on a ionely shore !

Said the turtaloo to the gungaboo:
“ This coast | wouid fain explore.

And ! really must say that for something new,
You bcat the biigs, fluffy gungaboo!

Ndw, draw in your liead and legs, oh, do!
For my time has come to sup,

of spy-glasses, and, after a little practice, a man
can see to a very great distance with them.”

Some ofthis wisdom from the ends of the earth,
you may be able to turn to use, my dears, even
although you liavc fully made up your minds not
to go in search of the North Pole this winter.

A HINT FROM DEACON GREEN.

The Deacon sends bis hearty good wishes, my
youngsters; and he says: “ All the piesents that
were not given at Christmas ought to be given on
New Year’s day; so as to start the year well.”
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WAYS OF CUTTING ORANGES AND APPLES.

HOW TO CUT AN OPANOB

flow TO CUT AN APPLE.

To cuT th« orange, make two parallel cuts, throufth the sVin only,
leaving a continuous band about an incb wide round the body of tne
oiange. RemovethertstofthepeeL Cut (hrough theband once,just
over oncof the natural divisions, and gently forcé the whole open,
and out, as in the fllusttation, leaving each section dciached from ihe
«thers, but still fast co the band of peel.

The apple is cut by sctting the blade of a narrow, ebarp-pointed
knifc in the oblique position of theintended cuc,and pushing it, point
Afiert, direcily to the core. When all Che cuts are so made, the apple

come apartin the above curious manner. Care must be taken
tiotto let the knife slip through the apple, into the hand.

Here tsa good though not a new wayto cutan apple so that it will
look whole and unmarked while in the dtsh, but, when pared, will
fall to pieces without beiog cut with a knife :

Take a fine needle and a thin strong thread: inseri the needle at

the stem of the apple in such a way that the pofot will cone cvi
again away from the stem and a short distance from ihe first iaser*
tion; puli the needle and thread through very carefully, so as n«
to break the skiu or enlaige the holes, leaving a few ioches of thoead
hanging atthe stem. Then put the needle back into the second hole.
thrustitin the same direotion as before. bringiog oul the point still
farther from the stem, and again puli (he thread through. Go onim»
this way straightaround the apple, and, when the thread comes oui
at the stem, puli il by both ends very carefully, until It has cut «f
tirely through, and comes out of ihc apple. If pared now, tbe freii
would fall m halves; but, by working the ihroad round uod»
the sktn as before, ut right angles to the first cut, and anin puli-
intz ihe thread quite through ai the stem, the apple wllif fall low
quarters.

After a little practice, the cutring can be done so skillfuDy that wli
a very kecn eye will be able to find out how it was accomplished.

THE LETTER-BOX.

Amherst, Mass.
Dear St. Nicholas: Will you please ask some ofyour readersif
they can tell me whether Adam and Eve belonged lo the Caucasian
race, and, If not. the one they did belong 10? | should like to know
very much. | have tried in many ways to find out, butas yet | have
not been able to.—Your consiant reader, H, P

Dear Sr. Nicholas : Please tell Jackon«the-Pulpit that | saw in
his Ociober budget that sweet*potatoes and moming”~lories are
related to each other, and | have Keard something that proves it. On
ihe Southern sborcofLake Ontario, in the sandy soil, there grows a
kind of wild moming-glory that has a root which looks like a small
sweet-potaio aod Castes a good deal Hke one, too.—Your faiihhrl
reader, E. Frank \V.

Dear St. Nicholas: | want to tell you about my bird. 1 read
iStories about cats, dogs, chickens, and nearly everytbing but Hrds.
Aly bird’s fiame is Charry, and when 1 lethim oui he will fly straight

to my pin-cushion, pulf all the plns out and throw them away. Dks
he will twist his cunning little head and sing, as much as losay: 1
love to get into mischief."—Good*bye, L AE

T he following intcresting lettei comes from the jinior editor of tk
*Petite Anse Amaleur,” the bestamateur paperwhich we have seco.
It is publishcd on Petite Anse Islaod, Lcuisiana, once a mnnih, sk
the number for November, 1879, contains twelve pages, three jnche
high by two inches wide. besides a supplemenc of cight extra
The paper la wrilten, edited, and printed by boys and girls of Iwiu
scven to fourtecn years ofage, Here Is the letter;

Jack-in-the-Pulpit,* in the October number of St-N ichulas,
wanlM 10 know something about a curious reptile that oneof
respondents had wrilten him of; so | have thought that | would
him through this médium what | have 'seen wirt my eyes andhort
with my ears.”

We have a glass*snakc in Loulsiana. Papa has one, Inakow*
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iJiai Btwenty*s«ven inches long and five~eighihs ofan inch indiameter
Isheadis smaller ihan its neck, IUard-iike,and its back U Ught browii
witK whlie spots, The sides are of dark browo, with two light-blue
ithpes dividing the brown into ihrce strjpes; undemcath, I't is an
aihy whiie. Jhese snakes are called glass-snakes because they are
«briitlc ihat when struck. evea with a small switch, they break in
(«oormore pieces below ihe viuls. The muscles in theonewe have
are Dotover aa eighlh of an *lich long, and they are doveiaUed to-
«iher. ihe negroes believe that when the soake is b«)ken, i1 has
Sie power lo re*unjte the broken pieces: but ihis is not so. I*hey
have the same habits as ihe fisard, and are classed with ihem, feeding
Olinsecis. Although on the snake there are 00 indications of Iegs
jetinihc skeleion the undevcloped legs are plainly visible

“Thbe glaas-snakc is evidendy the conneciing link between the
snakeand lieard fajailies, as it partakes of botli naiures.

“J.A. Mcl."
Bear St. Nicholas 5 | have never written to you befoje as 1
lave always been ralher afraid to, but 1 have finally done 50- Will

you please be so kind as to'iell me m what book I can find out about
iM clouds, besides the physical gcography f—1 remain, respectfully
M. R, T.
Professor Tyndal’s book, called “ The Forms of Water,” will tell
youa great many interesiing things about the clouds.

Dear St. Nicholas: | saw m the Novembcr number, directions
fot loakmg lujr-pin b ~ . 1 found it better to crochet toward the
poiotsof ihe hau-pm, iDstead of loward the bent end, as your direc-
UHis said: for, instead of cakiog the crochet-ncedle out of the loop
totum ihc hair-pm, 1 only had to pass the needJe between the ends
oTtlie hmr.pin, so ihat, when the hair-pin was turned, thecrochet-
iMcdic carne next to me. When t had worked the haii-pIn full |
pushed tlw braid ofj and put on again only the last two loops, one
00 fcicn side ofthe hair-pin, and went on crocheljng as before | keot
thebiaid clean by wrapping paper about it— Your interesied reader

J. 0. B-

lkanswerto H. F. H.’s queation in the Novoniber “lLerter<liox *
E A Kclley, Jr, quoCes the Actof :30a. According 10 this, the son
ofacliizen of the United States, no macterin what other country the
sonmay be bom, is also a citiren of ihc United States,—thal is, aa

American.
T c W Ruiherford, N. J.
«l, ? Will you please ask your readers where
Alaons is? Several of the larger scholars In our school, seeiog it

amoDg oiher geographical fiames, became so interesied as to search
«ch map in the gcography; but they could not find it. We do not
kww whether it is a hay, a town, a river, or a range of mouniains.
Hoping ihat some of vour rcaders wil find it and let me know |
roMin, your inierested reader, Geo. H

A MORNING CALL.

Lear St. Nicholas: The bright holidays now on their wav
A nd in<ofan incidentthat brighiened last New Year’s morning
fWDK. And 80 | send your children this little account of it, think*
log Uiiai some of them may hke tocarry out the ideain theirowo wav
aoflin iheir own homes.—Yours truly, Eve Lvhh,

In the early dawn | hear

Childish whispers, faint and sweet,
Meny bughier, quickly hushed,
Pattering of Utllc feeL

Presently a little knock:

Then the door (lies open wide!
Like a lovely picture, stand

Oid and New Year, side by side.

As he Icans upon hb siaiT,

Oid Year strokes his beard of snow;
But beneath che quaint disguise
Shine two bright eyes that | know.

Oid Year, kneeling, asks to stay;
Bcgs the gift of one moiuh more,
New Year siamps his litele foot,
Puiois him sieinly lo the door.

Says my liiile Gotdilorks,
“ Go away, you Ofd Year, youl
We don t want you any more:
You 're tlie Oid Year, | 'm the New.”

Sundry giggles, heard outsiUe,
Spore the need of further knocks;
And che Seasons come in vicw,
Bending hieatli the croquet-box.
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Oid Year iherein scais himself,
Trying, vainly, not to laugh,
As the New Year tucks him in.
Piclung up his hal and sUfF.

Take him ve>y carefully!

Poor Ofd Year U dcad and gone,
Chants the New Year, to a lune
That must surely be his own.

Auttimn” cover him with Icaves;
Bnng hitn roses, June and May,”
(All my flowcr-box goes on)

W inter, keep the wmd away.”

Slowly the processicn muves,
Chubby W inter at the head,
In my bese urabrclla hid,

Save his little stockings red.

Theuy 1 really have to laugh,
And, Jilee spartows at the souiid
O f the mother-birdie’s voice,

All the six come flocklog rouod,

la the midst of noisy fun
Ti”rt would stronger nerves appall.
W nh a hug” says Goldilocks,
Did you uke your New Year cali?"

Dear St. Nicholas ; H. M. M., in ths October “ Lei.«.Box,"
ha “2 I*°=)=4 a small pnce topay for iie isbnd of Manhatoi.
Butinat *34, at 7 per cent, corapouod inierest, wouid now amouni |
-1l . «al estate in che City and
Coung. New _ Yours very irulj-, John M. Stahl.

B.b.says. H. M. M. s Iciter remiiids me that it isnotao verv

where lhe Tomba prlson now stands.
mg who remembered tliiA very well.
“ Perfiapasomc ofthe “Letler-Box’ readers maylihe to know how
1twss that Madlen l.ane, a crooked little Street m the very busieat
pm of New York cicy got its senOmenial iame? It was called
Mmdens Path at licsl, because it was the paih whicli lhe city
washerwomen took lo reach a bnle stream of spring water ihai
'Hine' was a very

in 1877088

shorislep”

Dear St. Nicholas : | thought| wouid write and tell vou of a
wonderful eunosity wo have at home. i ia a four-legeed chicken.
Itwalks on Cwoofits legs, and holds the other two oulbchind. As

| am nol vorygoodal drawine, this is the bestportrait| could make.
lheohjcken hM a very ~ciJiar appearancc when roosnn?g Its two
extra feet standing out behind IL—Tm ly youis,

1 Nicholas: In marking oui designs, | have tried trac-
mg the lines with a lead penal, which obscuros tlic dcsign, so as to
8 small stick catches and jerks badly, a slate pencil tears the

Joil it;
design; and so | am at a losswhat lo use,—Your friend,
W. L.S.
A fine, smoolh, sleel or bone point should be used. Such poinls—

—used by artists in tcansferring Iracings,—are to be bought; but a
smart boy might make one from a crochet needie, or somelhluff of
the soilL

Bric-A-Brac —The following is in answer to several inquiries
about ibis word: The supplement to ihe laiest edition of Wchsier's
“ Unabridged Diclionary spells ihe term thus, “ bric.i.brac,” and
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ddines it as a mbcellancous collection, particularly of antiquarian
or arastic curiosliies-™* Stfc~a-6rac originally French, and ihc
highest two authorities in thatlanguage.~Littré's “ Dicionary " and
the " Dicdonnaire de [’Académic Fian*aisc,”*—give its inoaoing as
"oid and chance ol*ects, such as cabinets, articles of cid iron and
copper, picturca, sialuetce*' Both dicdonaries limit the familiar
French use of the term to the tradc title marckandde bnc-4-brac,
“ dealcr in bric-A-brae,” pcihaps translatable, too, as "marine-store
deaier” and "junk merchant”; but neither of them points out
decidedly the origin of the term, although each makes a reference to
the common phrase de M e eide broc, as though it were beheved to
be related, in some untraced way, lo brk-it-breu. "And this seems
not unlikely: for the mcaoing of ihe phrase is, "from here and

ihcre,” “ by this means and that,” "by hook and by crook™; and,
certainly, the stock jn tradeof a dealer in briCa’brae, of whatever
kind, is gaihered "from here and ihctc,” " by this means and that,”

and sometimes "by hook and by crook.”

Chicago, Hls.
DeAK St. Nicholas : | have made a collection of butteriiies and
moths this summer, and would like to leam about them. Will you
please prini in the next " Leiter-Box ” the flame ofsome book that
will lell me about them? 1am eightyenrs oid, aad my flame is
Paul
"Insect Lives; or Bom in Pnson,*' by Julia P. Ballaxd, a con*
tributor to St. Nichoras,is a prettily illustrated book ihac tellsa good
deal very clearly, and ina very intcrcsting way, about butterfiies and
moths. The book is published by Kobert Clarke SI Co., Cindnnati.

Flov.—Send as many of the so'utions of puzzles as you can.
Yournaene will be put in the Gst, and against it the number of puz-
zles you solve correcily.

ihought | would wrirc and tell about
it is a game of our own invention,

Dear St. Nichotlas: |
a game we play 10 the road

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

and we have great fun playing it We caliil “Polo.”
Hke grown>up Polo, only wit*ut the horses.

First of alf, you measure about fiftv feet on the sidewalk, andn
cach end drive two sricks (we generaily use the handles of brooms,
sawed off about two and a hall feet from the top], set them in tiw
ground about three feet npart, then find the middle of the groued
(which will be twenty-five feet from either end) and draw a Miun
aboutsix inches each way. Now you must choose sides, anlescil
side must have a captain. You must each have a croquet nulla.
and a croquet hall should be placed in the square above meniion”
Then a boy who is not playing must be chosen judge. He musiuke
a stone and ask each side if they are re.idy If they answer "Ves,"
he must drop the stone, and then each party must lun and try co set
to the ball Hrst and knock irthrough the goal, that is, between the two
sticks on the enemies* side," thus wioning the game. We think Itis
great, aod | hopo the rcadersofSt. Nicholas will think so, coo.

From your fncnd and constant reader, F.¢. B

P. S.—If the boifl roHs into the road, the judge mustcry, “Out-
side.” Then he must pick up the ball and putit back io thc sqiurc
and the game begins again.

Ilis e«cchr
A

M. V. D, would like te know, through the " Letter-Box," «lai
five words in ihc English bnguage>~it issaid there are only fkve-.«D(j
in cioN. W ho will tell her?

Huben, Isclihal, Tyrol,

Dear St. Nichotas: | am nine yeais oid, I Uve in Califomia,
but am traveling in Europe with my papa and mamma.

We are in Tyrol, and *Hubcn is a very pretty place. They haré
dreadful avalanches here. Last winter onc carne down near where
we are slaying, and carried away a house with five persons in fi.
They all were kUled, but the goat and the cat were found alivc
There are a great many crucifixes and slatiiesof saintt here. the
people put them up by the roadslde, and pray before them «Hen
patsing by. They hope the crucifixes and statues will keeptbe
avalanches off, and thty are very good people,—all but one mu.
He put up a statue of S| Flcrian, butan aval~che carne and cartied
off bis field, leaving nothing but the unage of the saint He wasso
mad, he lore up the atalue and cut il up luto IiLUe piecesand Uirev
it down where the avalanche went, which was very steop:—Your
loving reader, Alus,
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NnOUBLE CROSI*"VVORD E.VrOIlA.

In Sibs, not In Fred:

In Lucas, not in Ned;

In Adam, not in Bill:

In Nathan, not in Will;

In David, not in Sim;

In Edgar, notin Tim;

In Charlotte, not in Jane;

Two things that always leave a stain.
CYRIL DBAKE

COMPARISONS, DECLENSIOKS, AN1> PItINCIPAL

PARTS.
CoMPARisoNs: T. Posliive, an eotrance to a narrow lafie: Com-
narative, a repiile. 2. Compare Uke “*much™: Posilve, a rabbit
house: Comparauvc, a kind of frost; Superlarive, a great company .

Positivc, a Kind of fuel; Comparativo,
4_Compare Hke
a solemn

3.Compare fiike *~good":
more moi*it: Superlative, a point of the compass.
“bad™: Pos!tive, past pencct of have; Comparative,
vehicle: Superlativo, an English fiame fora grovc.
DECLRHStONs: i. Dcclinc Ifike a pronoun of the firstperson : Sin-
gular— Nominative, purchase; Possessive, a vine or near; Objccc-
ive, exisL Plural._”~Nominative, an insect; Possessive, an arbor or
arbors: Obfecdve, a vchide. 2. Decline Hkea pronoun of the second
person: Plutal.— Nomfnatlve, a tree; Possessive, a pitcher or
piichers: Objetive, a sheep. 3, Decline likea pronoun of the third
p ~on ; Singular.— Nominative, a meadow; Possesrive, a girls
nickname; Objcctivc, a branch. Plural.— Nominative, a song;
Objective, a boy*s fiame abbreviated-
Like theverb "go-"- 1. Present, an exclama-

Possessive, a den;
Principal Parts:

don; Past, a fast: Pcrfcct, a grass t>lot 2. Prej?ent, unbaked bread:
Past, a nick: Perfect, day-break. Like theverb " sec."- 3-Present,
a wharf; Past, a bird’s note; Perfect, acule. Present, the shcl*

5. Present, an
6- Present, a

tCTcd side; Past, rule of action; Perfect, 10 incline-
English river; Past, a bird: Perfect, a church olficial.

note of inusic: Past, a mouth; Perfect, caniagc of the person. Like
the verb "fly-"—7. Present, elevated; Past, color; Perfect, a sume
forsharpening. b. Present, ashesmlxed with water; Fast, u ;ame
oi cards; Perfect, without company. g. Preseiu, belonging 10 im:
Past, a kitten’s cry; Perfect, a sound o tpain. h. h e

FRA.IIE PUZZLE.

In ihb puzzle, the leiter 1 occurs in each word forming the frajoo
at the place where the letteris set m the diagram. Ufcacli upriglii
word, Ihe first letter w that which occursin the sloping word wheie
it touches an uprlghi word.

T*

Left slope, reading upward: Entrandng, Right slopc, rea<"g
downward: A fomess, Left upright: A high “round” nuro>n«
Right upright: Government. Bottom, readiogfoom left lo right: le
fudce. L, C ».
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£ASY PROVERN KGBUS.

Mhat isboih ho(and coid
at th«same rime?  c. f). i2

Oke f'Cgy day, a well-
kfiown f)irU went out for a
«alkwith herhusbhand. An
npress-train came along Just
« tlev 'vert Crossing the
nilroad, oncl, alafil she lost
bertailand he lost his liead.
Their remabs being uniied,
first nnd he next,—
made another bird. W hat js this otlicr bird's fiame?
fiad icjllusirated in W ebster's dicifonaiy.

SQUAUE-AVOUI),
I. A covKRINC formerly wom on the head. 2. A prefix. 3 The
naiBc ofa iiibe of unciviliscd Americana. 4. Smaller. bertha.

DOuUBLB ACROSTIC.

THEinilialsand finah of the words describid In ihe followioB
lincs,forra i»-0 olher »ords which suggcst cake and minee pies:

~ 0 first is governed by Vicloria’s hand.

Ilic next describes her far-obcycd command,
Tlic ifiird is hard for fighdng.inen to be.

Fc-iinh is a shell-fish, floaier on the sea.

Ihe lifih you must be every now and then.
Sixth, of the Easl were wisest of wise mea.
Scvonth is ao acid ofa common kind;

And eighth, a number, ball-players cali to miad

EAST NUMERICAJL ENIGIJIA.

| HAVE iliirteen letters, and | mean appendages. My i, a, ra ir

si‘aself,rcarr>mg liquids. Myfi, lo, 3, j is a stnnged instru-
«0lofmusai. My 13,9 , 9,a, aplace where men contend for
’Kioiy in aililetic sporia iSOLATr

WOKD.MARING.

Tw¥b who play the game of " Word-raaking and wotd-iakine ™
Koraivowsmisiaciory itis to draw from the pool a leiter which will
reiwe inem to capnire a word from the enemy, especially if he have

Many a time one of his ten words

siLy -l £ ietlOTflrawn, if his opponent only Itnew how

'“P' To show how tomakc use ofthe leitor drawn, a
itwpracuce it here given in the sliape ofa puszlc.

lhiig,fit, may, win, and you

imK o yof afid It to any one of his words? You cannot
“ Mary," because proper nouns arenot allowed
fin "M riody of Wcbster’s dictionary. Rutyou can turn
tmz) “P** npptopriato it. If you had drawn an S you
diinl__j * fsken a word by merefy adding the S to make it
osle Jir® permilled to make a word into a past parti-
stnl;. ,2 ""P "f® compound wotds, These rules
'P p m ihis pnssie.
eoci'i"" *'® Following examples are giveii the list of
lodisri."» the letter drawn byyou; and you are

J.'r*"iich of his words you can capture.
“Piofwords,—curale, if, cow, roiling, he, booL Letter drawn,

1 “fitig, when, glad, lyra, miich. Letter B.
Vust,-.Un, sand, bal, of, dream, lalud, bishop. Letter C.

Lei'tcrAD’™” "AUAY ««ld, plough, safety.
ANSAHst,—settie, smothcr, pie, my, is, grade, wagén. Lei-
6. List,—Ileaf, leader, ekc, site, leirace, buiter. Letter F

7. List,—bee, tone, largo, play, vex, peculiar, sweei, law. Let-
CcT i,

8. List,—bqunty. many, fix, dray, slray.thirdly. LetterH
LeticTr’ “ mmerce, liorse, cat, cieed.

~10. List,—currant, diet, acule, parce!, debi, fortune, sour. Let-

Le'ttérn*'~«*” mando, grief, raoon, noble.

IS. List,—gig boid, c;;r<l, thcme. bulton, mongrel. l.eticr L
13- List,—fool, crown, iheir, lool, no, virtue. Letter M
14- L|st,—gold, man, hynm, iceth. htilc, oars. Letter N
15. Lisb—bonnet, glovc, it, stream, pnrk, pie.ichers. Letter O.
16. List,—brindie, lenemeni,
roan, brown, naii.es, dentist. Lei-
ter B¢

17. List,—true, blue, surely,
iircst, suit, suspense, tirclure
eiicr Q.

x8. List,—grindstone,obit, iota,
'O, judge, néctar, caadid. Letter

iq. List,—stone, round,sllarks
enougli,lusi, ihete, reasons. Let-
ter S

A 20. List,—Loan, vow, wages,
jute, toctli, enemy. toiality. Let-
ter T.

, 21. List,—pipes, guns, build-
ing, between, ogre. Letter U.

ter V streets, troce, voice, tin, miig, perpétrate, addcr. Let-

L ®3"F,rat,—liaste, modest, raaideii, températe, persecuie, accuse.

Lei?érn*x~ "2 fnnlioe, courtesy, oval, yeast.

~25, List,—bad, foo, stnooih, laulter, waiit, futiere, rcmark. Letter

26. List,—dreaiy, polar, bears, mero, shocking, occult. Letter Z.
AUNT SUE

INDDEY WORD.SQI7ARE.

The base isa word of four letters, ihe naraeof a girl. In each of
the following seniences, find coacealed One of tio words of lhe
square:

I. Tell Anna to cali the harvesters, and have them make haste in
10 supper 2. The mulé appearing very mad—1 hatea mad mulo—
1 at Once leit hia neighborhood»

3. The lory lad excuscd hiinseli;
He had a nind to sinrk.
4. Said teachcr, glving him a slap:
" Excuse you? No, siv! Work!"
“UTTLa BRUKBTTE,”

DOr«LE DIAMOND.

Acrosst i. In open. a. Part of a wheel. 3. A boy'sfiame. 4
A dra”g on cardboard. 5. A large screaming waier-fowl. 6. An
tbbreviation o f“ mamma.” 7. Inany.

D own, beginning at the left; i, In ocoan. An iiiterjection of
surprise. 3. The home ofa Turk's wives. 4. To set forth by Unes
orcolors. 5. A w.kl eveigreen shruh, with yellow, white or purple
nowrs. 6. Ata distance, bul within view. 7, In many, dycie.
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EA7”y PICTUKjR ANAGRAIH.

T kb answer is one word of nine letters, and is indicated by the
largest piciute In the illustmlion. Each cf the small picturesrepre-
sents an object the iame ofwhich may be spelled from the letters of
che answer.

UlI>Dt.E.

T hb sound ofa word appropriaie for (he middle blank is to be so
spelled as to fin iKe other blanlcs, and make sensc.
The natives of Java say thatif- ------the nighcunder a -—-------

tree, the result must be that-----—-- way beibre morning
JBNNY YOUNG.

NUMERICA!. EMOIKA.

I AM aKne from AlJexander Pope's "Essay on Criticism,’*and 1
contain twenry*seven letters.

My 80, 6, 27, 13, 9, 27 is moral exceilcnce. My 35, 25, 18 is a

RIDDLE'BOX.

fruic. My lo, 16, xt, 96 is a low cry of pain.
herb eaiing animal. &ly ss, 19, 34, 83,
j is to decay-

My a, 4,7,21 isa#
la, 3 U go<dhke. My 3

isou, *
CHAUADE.

My first is rigid, formal, coid

And never pleasing 10 behold.

My second’a fragrance filis the air
Wiien summer days are bright and fair.
My whole has never had its birth

Till gladsome Spriog’s rctumed lo earth. o, 1

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN DECEMBER NUMBFR.

Two Easy Diamonds.—I. i- L. 2-SOd. 3.LoYal. 4
5 L. II, 1. M. a LAG. 3. MaGic. 4. GIn. 5.C.
Pi.—In a primary school, nol long ago, the teacner undeiiook u,

convey to her pupit an idea of the uses of tho hyphcn.
on the blackboard, ” Birds’-nests,”
the school: “W hal's thatfor? ” After a short pause alfule chaj
piped out: “Please ma’am, that *s for ihe bird lo roost un,”
UIFFICULT T ranspositions.— X. Any crest, anccsiry, 3. pall.
ated, dial-plate. 3. Requlsiie, it is queer. 4- One dates, rcasoned
&BHBADINGS.—1. T>Hames. 2. N-Early, 3. U-Rally. 4, p.
Laycr. 5, R-Educe. 6, R-Elapse.*— Riddlb.— M.iicli-safc,
EOUR Easy Square*Words.—
PIG oOwWE
. ICE . WHY
OEM BYB EBB SEO
Cross-Wobd Enigma — Stove.— - E asy Chabade.— Seal-skiiL
Puzzte.—i. Condiment 2- CHallenge. 3. MeRri-
aliSfied. 6. ImposTure. 7. TradesMas.

She wjue
and poinring lo the hyphcna®ed

ORE
ROB ROE

ORB

. AV

Diaconal
menL 4. Satirical.
8. MntutinAl. o. LiicidnesS. Christmas.

Christmas Central Acrostic.—Children ~gins Cbnurras
caxoUt z. FaCes; ofchechildren. 2. AsHes; sprinklcd by the mher.

3. Spirc: of church. 4. HoLly: on arch of gaie. 5. Rcl»«j ii
frontofhouse 6, ApRon; on Htcle girl, 7, SIEps: of church. i.
PaNes; of Windows.A— 9. BaSes; of porch plllars. 10. Dclfi;of
snow, by stepa 11. ViNes: on church- 12, SiGns; on fence. ij,
Chink; in fence. 14. FeNccj in frontof hedge. 25. LiOht;m
aich of gate.-"16. LoCks: on gates, 17. OsHer; sprinfciiaj
ashes. 18. GiRlIs: singing. 29. Silck? in peddlcr’s hand. «
VaSes; on ihe fcnce. 8X. GaTes; of the fence. 22. LaMps; oa
the church. 23. FIAgs: of.~idewalk. 24. MuSic; in childten’smof

AN—85."CKks;
of the church.

on peddlcr.
28, CrOss;

26. StAxst in the sky. 27. PoRcV
in porch gabic. 89. BeLUj iti thebelirr.

30. PoSts; ofthe fence.

D oudle AcRDSIiTC.—Sanla-Claus. i. SaranaC. s. AbeL. j
NiagarA. 4.TU, 5. Ailas.

E asv Mbtagram.—Romeo, Rome,'more, ore, or, 0.

Word Syncopations.—i. Ho-me-ly. a- A-mica-bJc. 3. Dh
urn-al. 4. Ar-dcn-t- 5. B-all-ee. 6- Boo-fir-e.

SCATTSJMED SquARB-WoRys-—t- Ache, coil, bili, Ella. i. Add,
care, iron, dcnt 3. Cafie, area, near, earL 4. Chit, haré, iroa, ie\i
5. Ciad, lace, acre, deer. 6- Clan, lace, acre, need. 7. Dawn, ajw,
wear, naid. 8. Hand, area, near, dart. 9. Hait, atea, leer, tan. la
Epic, pare, jron, cenL xi. Hail, acre, iton, lent. 12. Jade, arca,
dear, earl. 13.Jaih acre, tron, lend. 14. Wait, acre, iron, lend. ij.
W hat, hate, area, tear. 16. Wall, arca, lead, lade,

Picture Anagrams for Young P uzzlkrs,—i. Arch«ry,ach«fT)!

2. Tens, uesL 3. Wings, swing- 4. Roes, rose.

Answtts$ TO PuiZLBS IN THE NovEHBER NUMBER wcie rcceived, bsfore November o, from The Blank Family,—Oulagjskil,—B«!i!

and her Cousin,—Jlory L. Otis, all of wbosesolurions were corred;
Helen M. Duncon, a—E. Farrinston,
Edith Chase, | —Susie A. Kachline, 3—M. irfcB.,
Spaldme, 2—W aller Docsef Parks, | —R. A. A.,
Carroll L Maxcy, 5—Grace Ashlon Crosby, 13-Charlie H.Jones,
W Buirilt, 2—Mario Motris, 2—Claire H. Pingrey,

and from John Smnh Jr,
i—Mar» L. Shipman, a—MamieM. Burney, J—Mary L. Umprey,
1—Charles Fitis, 5—h-lhel Bangs, 2—Meta Moore,
i—“Punch and Judy,” 6—No Naine,

i —Willie F. Dix, i —Milly li i
i —Robert B. balter, jr.,,
s —Mauch Chunk, 8M.atn»x

i—"Sciub, 2—Einina and Netia McCSJi,i

i-NetUe Comne, 2—Nora O Neil, 7—Eleanor N. Hughes,
9—B. E. and H. E. Meivin, 2—Sallie R. Marshall,

i —Rufus B. Uar\, 3—E

Thomoson. i —Bessie and Tommy Hotchkiss, 2—Ida Mullcr, 2—L. L. Van Liew, 2—Lillian Baker, Gerlrude H ., 1—Buiicicup, n
- 24V, «m LT o T Tf tk £ Al — Uala.* JarvA -« (1 HintAlles.

Charlotte*B."

bell Murdock. 10—juna t- rouon o— essica. woouruu, x—Luoy . -r--

J. Hany Anderson, 3—1J. Slade r, 2—Netia M. Van 4—Benjam|n c. Brown jl' 7—John V. L. Pierson, 6 —R ’

10—F C. C.,
and Russell, a— Vee Cornwell,
Yocum 2— Nellie KcUoBg,g

a—Theodore Poits, 3 —Morris Tuik, 2—Russel Duane, 6 —H- F.
H. 3" Yohk 9= ..Fa’d‘pile«u," he-Beirie S. Work§f i-H

7—Bella Wehl, S—Bertha

3—Florence Wilcux, 12—IdaCohn, 6—Alien T. Treadway, 10—Jim Crow 6—Ilhomas:

Harweed, I—EFQH@@& Marpw

Pglis 6 —Lillie Burlin|, ( —Emmiel.-Alien aud Aammla ARna
—Arthur P. Summers, 4—No Name, 7—Marién and Henry, 4—\Villie B, Geeiy, 6—n... ......-——

, 3—Edward Vultee, 13—Pumbleand Sam, 3—Gousins, 10 s.

' W Blake 0| EdS dhney Ggr tm0||1m7a?2d [\Jlle r¥'1]|\e%e&lalty léEJh ?U{Io%nssgnel_-_

12—Bessie Taylor, 5—Jennie Mondschein, 3—-"Winoie, * 9 —K- iLeiiy, 3—v,nariie w. j-ower, a—raarry ni. leorm, o.
denote lhe number of puzzles solved. L . . —Estfi
nswers to J. s Puzzle in November “ Lettcr-Box were reeeived, before November 20, from h, famngton, —nessw

and N eta McCall,—Anoa Houghlon,—“ Pumble andSam ”—Annie E. S1 John
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