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BUTTERCUP GOLD.

By Laura E.

Onhi the cupperty-buts ! and oh ! the cupperty-
tmis! out in the meadow, shining under the trees,
audsparkling over the iawn, millions and rnillions
ofihem, eacli one a bitof purest gold from Mother
Nalure’s mint.  Jessy stood at the window, looking
atal them, and thinking, as she often liad thought

| before, that there were no flowers so beautiful.
“Cuppcrtj'-buts,” she had bcen used to cali them,
, «henslie was a wee baby~girl, and could not speak
wilhout tumbling over her words and inixing them
winthe queerest fashion : and now thac she was a
veq great girl, actually six years oid, they were
slill cupperty-buts to her, and would never be any-
| lliiagelse, she said. There was nothing she liked
j beiier (han to watch the lovely golden things, and
nodlo tliem as they'nodded to her ; butthis morn-
inghct little face looked anxious and troubled, and
1shegated at the flowers with an intent and inquiring
| lock asif she liad expected them to reply to her un-
| spken thoughts. W hat these thoughts were, | am
|goingtotellyou.

Half.an-hour before, she had called to her

| nother, who was just going out, and begged her
| tocoreand look at the cupperty-buts.
I "llieyare brighter tban ever, mamma ! Dojust
1Wheand look at them! golden, golden, golden!
lloire must be fifteen thousand million dollars’
|«oritof gold just on the lawn, | should think.”

Andher mother, pausing to look out, said, very
I fK* 1if | only had this day a littlc

rJi N happy woman | should be!”
l'fttimother wentout, and there
lio k ~"*°od, gazing at the flowers, and repeat-
I ?lhewords to herself, over and over again:
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“If I only had a little of that gold!”

She knew that her mother was very, very poor,
and had to go out to work every day to earn food
and clothes for herself and her little daiighter; and
the child’s tender heart ached to think of the sad-
ness in the dear mother’s look and tone. Suddenly,
Jessy started, and the sunshine flashed into her
face.

“ Why 1” she exclaimed. “ Why shoiildn’t |
get some of the gold from the cupperty-buts? |
believe | could get some, perfectly weil. VVhen
mamma wants to get the juice out of anything,
meat, or fruit, or anything of that sort, she just
boils it.  And so, if | should boil the cupperty-
buts, wouldn’t all the gold come out? Of course it
would ! Oh, joy ! how pleased mamma will be !'”

Jessy’s actions always followed her thoughts with
great rapidily. In five minutes she was out on the
lawn, with a huge bushel basketbesideher, pulling
away at the butterciips with might and main. Oh!
how smali they were, and how long it took even to
cover the bottom of the basket. But Jessy worked
with a will, and at the end of an hour she had
picked enough to make at least a thousand dollars,
as she calculated. That would do for one day, she
thought; and now for the grand experiment!
Before going out she had with much labor fiiled
the great kettie with water, so now the water was
boiling, and she had only to put the buttercups in
and put the cover 01. When this was done, she
sat as patiently as she could, trying to pay atten-
tion to her knitting, and not to look at the dock
oftener than every two minutes.

“ They must boil for an hour,” she said;
by that time all the gold will have come out.”

‘“and
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Well, the hour did pass somehow or other,
though it was a very long one; and at eleven
o’dock, Jessy, with a mighty effort, lifted thekettle
froni the stove and carried it to the open door, that
the fresh air might cool the boiling water. At
flrst, when she lifted the cover, such a cloud of
steam carne out that she could see nothing; butin
a moinent the wind blew the steam aside, and then
she saw,—oh, poor little Jessyl—she saw a mass
of weeds floating about in a quantity of dirty
greenish water, and that was all. Not the smallest
trace of gold, even in the buttercups themselves,
wastobeseen. Poor little Jessy! she tried hard
not to cry, but it was a bitter disappointrr.ent; the
tears carne rollilig down her cheeks faster and
faster, till at length she sat down by the kettle,
and, burying her face in her apron, sobbed as if
her heart would break.

Presenti)', through her sobs, she heatd a kind
volee saying: “ What is the matter, little one?
why do you cry so bitterly?” She looked up, and
saw an oid gentleman with white hair and a bright,
cheery face, standing by her. At first, Jessy could
say nothingbut “ Oh ! the cupperty-buts 1 oh ! the
cupperty-buts !” but, of course, the oid gentleman
did n’t know what she meant by that, so, as he
urged her to tell him about her troubie, she dried
her eyes, and told him the melancholy little slory:
how her mother was very poor, and said she wished
she had some gold; and how she herself had tried
to get the gold out of the buttercups by boiling

them. “ 1 was so sure | could get it out,” she
said. “ And | thought Mamma would be so
pleased! And now ” Here she was very near,

breaking down again; but the gentleman patted
her head and said, cheerfully: “ Wait a bit,
little woman ! Don’t give up the ship yet. You
know that gold is heavy, very heavy indeed, and if
there were any, it would be at the very bottom of
the kettle, all covered with the weeds, so that you
could not see it. 1should not be at all surprised
if you foimd some, after all. Run into the house
and bring me a spoon with a long handle, and we
will fish ir the kettle, and see what we can find.”

Jessy’s face brightened, and she ran into the
house. Ifany one had been standing near just at
that moment, | think it is possible that he might
have seen the oid gentletnan’s hand go into his
pocket and out again very quickly, and might have
heard a little splasli in the kettle; but nobody was
near, so, of course, | cannot say anything about it.
At any rate, when Jessy carne out with the spoon,
he was standing with both hands in his pockets,
looking in the opposite direction. He took the
great iron spoon and fished about in the kettle for
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some time. At last there was a little clinking
noise, and the oid gentleman lifted the spoon,
Oh, wondcr and delight! In it lay three grcai,
broad, shining pleces of gold! Jessy could hardl)
believe her eyes. She stared and stared; and
when the oid gentleman put the gold into her
hand, she still stood as ifin a happy dream, gagjing
at it. Suddenly she started, and remembered that
she had notthanked her kindly helper. She looked
up, and began: “ Thank you, sir;” bul the ab
gentleman was gone.

Well, the next questioii was, how could Jessy
possibly wait till twelve o’clock for her mother to
come home? Knitting was out of the question.
She could do nothing but dance and look outof
window, and look out of window and dance, hold-
ing the precious coins tight in her hand. At iasi,
a well-known footstep was heard outside the dor,
and Mrs. Gray carne in, looking very tired ad
worn. She smiled, however, when she saw Jessy,
and said:

“ Well, my darling, | am glad tosee you looking
so bright. How has the morning gone with ny
little housekeeper?"

“ Oh, mother I'” cried Jessy, hopping about cn
one foot, “ it ,has gone very well 1 oh, very, wiy,
very welll Oh, my mother dear, what do you
think | have got in my hand ? What do o
think? oh, what do you think?” and she wet
dancing round and round, till poor Mrs, Cray wis
quite dizzy with watching her. At last she sioppcd,
and holding out her hand, opened it and shoned
her mother what was in it, Mrs. Gray was relly,
frightened.

“ Jessy, my child 1” she cried, “ where did ya
get all that money ?”

“ Out of the cupperty-buts, mammal!” su
Jessy, “ outof the cupperty-buts! and it’sal for
you, every bit of it! Dear mamma, now youuD
be bappy, will younot?”

“ Jessy,” said Mrs. Gray, “ have you lost you
senses, or ate you piaying some trick onne
Tell me all about this at once, dear child, and dont
talknonsense.”

“ But it is n’t nonsense, mamma !” cried By,
“ and it did come out of the cupperty-buts I"

And then she told her mother the whole Sd).
The tcars carne into Mrs. Gray’s eyes, hut | ey
were tears of joy and gratitude.

“ Jessy dear,” she said, “ when we say®
prayers at night, let us never forget to ptay|
that good gentleman. May Heaven
and reward him 1 for if it had not *
Jessy dear, | fear you never would have foun |
‘Buttercup Gold.””
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By Kathaeine Ritter Brooks.

«1IThi swan sings béfore jt dies.”— Prmerb.
N 1 . 3, . .
The great old-fashioned dock struck twelvc, but vays is. But come, don’t sit moping there
asyet not one of the boys had stirred. All were Lei Uch:o andFsee who s to be chosen for the con-
: cert. ome, Franz 1”
listcning too intently to what Cari voii Weber was “ No. Cari.” said his friend iotly -+« | 1d
sajmg, to notice the time. The large music-rooin 0, Larl,” sald nis friend, quietly wou
wesa very pleasant room to look at. Around lay rather stgyt h|<|erc. You go and find out, and then
: come and tell me.”
al liinds of instrumeiits—pianos, harps, violins . ) . . . .
comets, flutes, and violoncellos. Along the wall Allright!” replicdthelivelyboy; and, whist-
were arranged shelves upon shelves of music, both h_ng the ~Watch on the Rhine” to the time ofa
sheet and bound. Busts of Handel, Haydn glt%,e?eboglz;pered out of the room, followed bv the
Beeiboven, and Mozart looked out at you from the Tlie Em‘ ress once a vear gave a orize lo the
lops of miisic-cases, and from obscure nooks and pres ay g ap
coiners. Around one of the grand pianos a group schoo), but I.hIS year it was to be finer than usual,
ofboys was gathered. Perchad on the top of ic and her majesty had se'nt to H'err Bach and re-
ras a bright, merry-looking boy of fourteen. He qucsted him to choose five Qf his bes_t boys, each
wes taiking very fast, and brandishing the bow of 0L whom was t(.) cOmposc a piece of his oum. ~ No
tisviolin in a very excitad manner. By his side one was to see it until the end of three weeks, when
satapalé, delicate little fellow, with a pair of sofi :rr;eye;,zlaelref;%q?llayv&;rzt ?og;irt]gngor\]/\fiet:’ tvr\:zlcvr\;htohlg
darkeyes, nhich were fixed in eager attenlion upon pt And y H Bach d hi istaiU
Cals face. Bciow, and leaning carelessly on the court. nd now terr Bach an IS assistalls
pian, «as Raoul von Falkenstein, a dark, hand- were selecting the boys that were to con.tend_for
somchoy of fifteen. He was a great favorite with the pnze. It was a great hon(')r' to g_ct this prize
oWHerr Badi. and his fine ear and wonderful and those who had formerly obiained it were always
: - sure to nse m the musical world. Franz was very
I memory made the master entertain great hopes of . .
im anxious to be choscn, for he wanted the prize very
. . mucli. He thought how pleased the mother would
“Pshaw!” he exclaimed, scornfully, after Cari . -
y be, and lie thought how hard she worked to give

bed finished.  “ Is that all-just for a few paltry . .
| diciers and a beggarly violin, to work myself to her httle boy a musical education, and how many
deait? No | | don’t think | shall trouble myself comforts the thaiers would buy. Oh! he would
labouiii.” ¢ work hard for it. The dear mother would be so

surprised. And he fell into a brown study, from

Franz, the little fellow who : - -

sthy Cari, “ you forget that le is to be the most which he was avyakened by 'fcellng a'palr ofstl;ong

| touiiful vioiin m Germany, and to be given to us arms around bim, and being frantically whirled
about the room, while a volee shouted in his ear :

i the Etnpress herself And the two hundred “ We v {it1 We e ch Gottfried

| thmk ofthat!” and Franz’s dark eyes e vegotitl YVe re chosen—vou, Gottiried,
. . : - Johann, oid hateful Raoul, and | !

| gewbright to think what he could do with tliem. . . . . .

And, having delivered this excited speech. Cari

Keally,” returnedRaoul, insolently, “ youdon’t S .
A losay thath<,« are going to try ! Why, the oragged Franz upstairs into his room, where they
| talked as fast as their tongues could go, and eot

Played you broke down entirely !'” ready for lunch.

lcun into Franz’s face, and the tears -
lomemtohis eyes; and Cari cricd out, angriiy The whole school was in a fer_ment, and a (_je'
) hghtful air of mystery pervaded it all. The five
lonlvfUl.u v*» 't was  hoys put on very important airs, and retired at all

lisifa ®Frat|z fail _Was Dot i £"Ne o415 of the day to their rooms, under the excuse
f composing, leaving the other boys in various
States of curiosity and excitement. The boys

, yes!" they cried, indignantly, for Raoul . .
“¥ y 9 y worked very hard, for tliere was only a short time

,_7 ; i'em. But his hlghness onty given thein. Franz put his whole soul into his
ﬁﬁf—(tu})w[y out of the Synteraptuousiy, and saun- o0 osition, and made himself almost sick over it.
Raoul went about declaring, in his usual contemptu-

ta’t mind him,” said Cari, putting his arm . A . .
sdhisfnend’s neck. “ He is or?ly hatgcfui as he OUS manner, that he did not intcnd to kill himself
' over it, but secretly be worked with great industrv.
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One lovely moonlight night, as he

S y ivelody, so soft and dear.

suddenly springingtotejechr “e cne

coulflwrite anyttog so b e ~ But rtrshaU be

T before yon, and what | play

and the moonlight streaming in at

3«"~5~SIS

r«*NZz STUOD MO-.K.KLEM. LISHEHU.G,"

a fierce stvuggle seemed to take

boy, bctween his good and cv.l sp.nts, ~ut

the evil conquered, and, sitting down, he wrote”
what he had heard, aiclcd by his wonderful mem-
oiy 1 Sd, after an hour, he threw down the p.ece,
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finished Then, with an exulting smilc, he cried,

“ The prize is mine !” and, throwing hitnself on
the bed, he fell into a troubled sleep.

The time had come at last for the great concerl,
and the boys were so excited they could hardiy
keeo stiU; even Franz, whose cheeks glowedwnh
a brilliant hectic flush, and whose eyes were
straneely bright. Then carne the time for Uem
to stLt, and off they went to the concert-hall.
The hall was crowded. The imperial famiy wes
there together with the whole court, and box upon
box tierlipén tier, were filled with the fairest and
loveliest ladies and the bravcst and handsomest
officers of the realm. Tliey we« in full dtess, and
the uniforms of the officers and thebeaut.ful dres»s
ofthe ladies, the sparkling and flashingofdiamonds,
and the waving and flutter of the dainty fans, madt
a very brilliant scene.

The boys pecped out from behind the cortara,
and admired~he beautiful hall, the like of which
they had never scen before.

The concert began with an overture from ik
orchcstra.  Then carne Fraulem the PnmaDonna
of the imperial opera, and then the boys. Crf
carne first, and played a bnlhant, sparkimg liitle
piece and was loiidly applauded; next Gotlfred
L d Johann, and then Raoul. When he step”
out upon the platform, his handsome face and fire
form seemed to make an impression on the md-
ence for they remained perfectly sdent. Raol
cSmmenced. At first, Franz paid no attcnt.onw
him then suddenly he started. The roelody flxed
ofiTlouder and loudcr, dearer andclea«r®?
Frnnz stood motionless, listcnmg m
attention, until at last, overeéme «rth grefa
astonishment. he sank upon the floor and en doui
niteously, with tears streaming down his lace.

“Oh, Raoul! Raoul! how could you, could)o
do it-myown littlc piecc that | » I-
Oh, mother 1 mother !”-and, buijmg te h«dm
his arms, he sobbed in an agony of gnel.

" H. W tte b«r.t of .ppl»s. « J
piece-not Raoul’s; he heard it all, but nowed
not until he heard Cari say: Theva«all

“Come Franz1 It’stimeto go., ™ .

S«
waitingfmyou; but 1amafraid that Raoul”

""w hit should he do, he wondcrcd?
thought perhaps the kind Faihet in
help him. The mother had said n
Him, and he would ask Him. S,
little prayer in his heart, he walked caltniy
upon the platform.

At first, he trembled so.
begin ; then a sudden mspiration seemed
to lilm—a quiukK. ug...
raised the violin to his shoulder, and b g

tknk
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'‘'THE SWEET EACE OE THE

Tlie audicnce at first paid no attention; but
presently all became quiet, and they leaned for-
uatd in breatbless attention. What a wonderfiil
songitwas+—for it was a song. The violin seemed
almost to speak, and so softly and sweetly and with
suchcxquisite pathos were the notes drawn foith,
that the eyes of many were filled with tears. For
ittves pouring out all little Franz’s griefs and
forrows; it was telling how the little heart was
almost broken by the treachery of the fricnd ; it
wsstelling how hard he had worked to win, for the
dear inoiher’s sake; and it was telling, and the
notes grew sweeter as it told, how the good God
hed not fiirs;iken him. The boy sccmed almost
inspired; his eyes were raised to heaven, and his
laceglowed with a rapt delight, as he improvised
his beautiful song. Not a sound was heard; it
searedas if all those great lords and ladies were
lureed to stone, so intense was the silence. His
heart seemed to grow lighter of its buiden, and
the song burst into a wild, sweet carol, that rang
jch and dear through the hall; and then it
bnged and grew so soft it could hardly be heard,

iatlast it died away.

SWAN-SONG

EMPSI'SS BENT OVER HIM.

and bcautiful eyes, and then giving a little sigh,
fell hcavily to the floor.

Cari and the others riished forwavd and carried
the fainting boy into the antcroom. When he
returned to consciousncss, he found himself sur-
roundcd by a crowd of peoplc ; but, what seemed
odd to him, he did not care anything about it, and
he felt very happy to be so fice from the pain that
had always troublcd him. He heard a voice say
“ Poor child I”—it seemed likc Heir Bach’s; and
tlicn he heard Cari say, in a sobbing voice, “ Franz!
dear Franzi” Why did they pity him, he won-
derecl; and then it all carne back to him—the
prize, the violin, and Raoul.

“ Where is the violin ?” he murmurcd.

“ It will be heve in a moment,” some one said.

Then he saw the palé, reinorsefiil face of Raoul,
who said : “ Dear little Franz, forgive me |”

The boy raised his hand and pointed to heaven,
and said, softly: “ Dear Raoul, 1 forgive you 1
and then al! the pain and bittcrness in his heart
against Raoul died out.

Some one said, “ Is there no hope, Hcrr Doc-
tor?”

“ None |” replied a quiet volee.

Then he saw by his side a grand, statcly lady.

Fora moment the vast audience seemed spell-It was the Empress, Franz knew, and the glad
hound; then, all rising with one uncontrollablethought carne to him that he had now the prize at

inpulse, and breaking into a tempest of applause
Iret rocked the building to its very foundations,
Ihcyrained down bouquets on his head.

Butthe boy stood with a far-off look in his large

last, and now indeed the mother would be proiid
of liilm. The sweet face of ihe Empress, made
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lovely by its look of tender pity, bent over him,
and she kissed him and murmured, “ Poor little
one I"  Then she placed the beautiful violin in bis
arms, and the thaiers in his hands.

LONGITUDE

180°. IMBics,

And so, with the famed violin and the biighi

thaiers clasped ciése on his breast, the life-light

died out of his eyes, and little Franz fell asleep.
So the wondrous swan-song was finished.

LONGITUDE ONE HUNDRED AND EIGHTY.

By Johm Kiiii.LER.

The older leaders of St. Nicholas who were
interested in the account of Greenwich, and Lon-
gitude Naught, given in the number for last June,
would probably like to hear of what, with some
reason, inight be tenned Longitude Naughty;
because it oftcn confuses the ideas of the passen-
gers w'ho now cross the Pacific Ocean from Cali-
fornia to China, Japan and Australia, and also
because, in a particular instance, it robbed a de-
serviiig man of his birthday.

Toward the ciése of the year 1859, | shipped as
second mate in the barque “ Moonshine,” of Phila-
delphia, then in San Francisco harbor, bound to
Hong Kong. She was all ready for sea when 1
went on board, and we were off next morning.
We passed in sight of HonolulG on the nineteenth
day, and at the end of another week’s sailing, 1
had the dog-watch on deck from six to eight in the
evening. While the captain and | were conversing,
the cook and steward (the barque carried only One
man to attend to ljoth duties) carne up from the
cabin.  He was a Philadelphia darky who had
sailed with the captain for two or three years in
the Atlantic trade, but this was his first voyage on
the Pacific. As be passed along the deck, the cap-
tain said:

“ Doctor” {the cook always was called “ doctor”
on board),—* doctor, this is Christmas Eve, and

you must remember to give the men a diiff, with
plenty of raisins in it, for dinner to-morruw.” —DJT
is the ship-name for pudding.

Then turning to me, he said:

“You need not set them about any tigging
work to-morrow; we will keep Christmas as wdl
as we can.”

The cook stood looking at the captain fora
minute, then he said:

“ How is dat, Captain Small? Dis is the zjd
by my alm’nack, an’ 1 neber seed no Christmas
Ebe come on de 23d, sar. My burfday is the
24th, and many burfday ebenin’s | 'se been roun’
about Eightli and Chestnut Street seein’ Christmas
Ebe."

“You ’re right, doctor,” said the captain:
“ this is the 23c!, but to-morrow is going to be the
25th if this wind holds, and | rather think that that
fact will make this Christmas Eve."

“ Den whar is the 24-th goin’to come in, Cap-
tain Small?” askedthe doctor, in surprise.

“ Well,” said the captain, “ nowherc, doctor.
It ’s a pity, but | think you are likely to loe
your birthday. You ’ve been a sailor a long tire,
and have n’t you ever heard of the place «hete
you lose a day every vear ?”

“ Yes, sar, | hab,'but I thought it was an ok
sailor yarn, but | ’s sartain dis is de fusl year 1
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neber had a burfday. But, anyways, | Il gib de
liostheir plum duff to-morrow.”

The breeze continued brisk, and we passed the
inetidian of 180° in the first part of the middle
watch, and “ sure sartain,” as our darky said, the
next day was the 25th, and our Christmas Eve
had come on the zjd.

Now, if any young readers have not studied tlie
subject of longitude, they will find it profitable and
interesting to do so, and' find out about this thing.
Longitude is defined by imaginary Unes, called
meridians, drawn lengthwise over the earth’s sur-
face and meeting at its poles, thus dividing the
sutface of the globe into three hundred and sixty
pary, or degrees, of longitude.

Of course, any one of these meridians might
have been taken as the point to starf from in cal-
cnlaiing longitudes; but, since the English, as a
people, held the highest position in astronomy,
navigation, and chart-making, they naturally
chose to represent the first meridian as drawn
through their royal observatory at Greenwich,
and it is now geaerally recognized as the first me-
ridian; so that, as was stated in the article on
Longitude Naught, all longitude is practically reck-
oned east or west from Greenwich. Now, as longi-
[ukeisreckoned fiom the meridian of Greenwich,
» the hours of time may be said to begin again
al ihe meridian of 180°, which is exactly opposite,
onihe otlicr side of the globe.

Longitude is calcuiated by time, and in this way:
When a navigator wislies to know che longitude
his ship is in, he finds (By observation of the sun
or other heavenly bodies) the true time of day at
theship. He then compares this with the time at
Greenwich, shown by his chronometer, and thus
he gels his longitude in time, that is, in hours,
minutes, and seconds, which he tur'ns into degrees
of longitude by multiplying by fifteen; for, as
edi of tlie earth’s 360 meridians of longitude is
tolled dirertly under the sun once in every twenty-
four hours, then 360 degrees of longitude must be
equal to twenty-four hours of time, or fifteen de-
liecs of longitude to one hour of time.

There is no such thing as 24 o’clock, for we
reckon Iwelve hours before noon and twelve hours
dftt noon; and so, also, there is no 36oth degree
oi longitude, but i80° east and 180° west, making
togilher A(yo degrees.

Now, the apparcnt noon, or twelve o’clock ap-
farent time at any given place, is the time when
eliooarth, by her rotary motion from west to east,
tolb the meridian of that given place directly under
Tosun, and therefore the meridian of Greenwich
tores under the sun one hour sooner than the
notidian of 15° west. So, when it is twelve o’clock,
Onoon, at Greenwich or any other place on the
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meridian of longitude naught (for all places in the
same longitude have the same time, no rnatter
what their latitude may be), it will be eleven o’clock
forenoon at all places in longitude 15° west, con-
sequently, only ten o’clock forenoon in longitude
30” west, 9 o’clock forenoon longitude 45° west,
and so on, counting back one hour of time for
every fifteen degrees of longitude. Thus we find
that, when we get across the Western Hem-
isphere to longitude 180°, we are twelve hours
behind the time at Greenwich j or, when it is noon
on January ist at Greenwich, it is midnight, or
just the comniencement of January ist, at the
longitude of 180°. But, for the same reason, by
the rotation of the earth from west to east, any'
place in 15° east longitude will come under the sun
one hour before Greenwich; or, it will be one
o’clock in the afternoon at those places when it is
only noon at Greenwich, and so, counting across
the Eastcrn Hemisphere, one hour ahead of Green-
wich for every fifteen degrees of longitude, we
come lo the longitude of i80°, twelve hours ahead
of Greenwich time.

Now, on January rst, it is midnight, or the end
of January ist, say, for instance, one inch on the
westside of meridian 180°. But we have just seen
that, at that very same time (that is, noon, January
ist, at Greenwich), it is only the beginning of
January ist at, say, one inch.on the east side
of meridian 180°; so that there is twenty-four
hours, or one whole day, difference in time be-
tween two persons supposed to be standing, one
immediately on the east side, the other immediately
on the west side of 180°; and so, while it is noon
of January ist with the one at the east, it would be
within a few minutes of noon, January 2d, with the
one at the west. Therefore, by stepping across the
meridian, the day of the week and the date would
be changed. The one who stepped from east to
west would lose a day, and the other, stepping from
west to east, would have two successive days of the
same fiame and date, and so would gain a day.

But we have here used the words East and West
as you use them every day, that is, as directions
according to the points of the compass, and you
must remember that if we reckon in that way at
the meridian itself, tlien the Western Hemisfihere
lies to the £ast of the line, and the Eastem Hem-
isphere to the Westofit. For, as your geographies
tell you, the Eastern Hemisphere extends Eastfivm
Greenivich over Europe, Asia, etc., to meridian
x80°, and the Western Hemisphere reaches west
from Greenwich over the Atlantic Ocean, the
American Continents, and the Pacific Ocean, to
the same meridian. So, suppose a passenger on a
steamship from San Francisco to China goes bclow,
and “ turns in” or goes to bed, at nine o'clock on
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the evening of February 2ist, the ship being then
in west longitude, and, say, thirty nautical miles
this side ofthe meridian of i80°, and stcamingattbe
rate of ten miles an hour; then, at three minutes
before midnight, she will have sailed twenty-nine
and a half miles, placing her half a mile on the
easi side of i80°, according to the compass, but,
of course, stil in ivcsi longitude. As we have seen,
the time at Greenwich is then twelve hours ahead
of the time in the vicinity of i80° western liemis-
phere; therefore, as it is February 2ist near mid-
night at the ship, it will be February 32d near
noon at Greenwich.

Now, suppose at this same moment a sailing
ship is lying becalmed a mile from the steamer, to
the west according to the compass, but of course
in the eastem hemispliere. The time on board that
sailing ship will be twelve hours ahead of Creen-
wich, or near midnighfFebruary the twenty-sccond,
the whole of February the twenty-second having
passed with them; wliUe on board the steaniship,
February the twenty-second is just about to com-
mence. Now ihe steamship Stearns across the mer-
dian of i80°, and in a few minutes is alongside the
sailing ship, both being in the Eastern Hemisphere.
The steamshlp’s time will now be the same as the
ship’s (for the latter has not moved from her posi-
tion, being becalmed), and that time is the begin-
ning of February the twenty-third, so that February
the twenty-second is dropped from the calendar of
the people on the steamer. In the morning, our
passenger comes on deck, salutes the officer of the
deck, and, being a patriotic American, asks ;

“ Do you make any celebration of'Washington's
birthday at sea?”

“ Yes,” replies the officer; “ when it occurs, we
load and fire the guns, and run the flag up.”

“ Then | suppose you will celébrate it to-day ?”

“No, | think not,” says the officer, “ as Wash-
ington’s birthday comes on the twenty-second, and
this happens to be the twenty-third.”

“ Beg pardon,” says the passenger, “ but this
is the twenty-second.”

“ It should have been, in the ordinary course of
events, but we crossed the Une of i80° cluring the
night, and it is now the twenty-third,” says the
officer.

Our passenger, not having thought on this sub-
ject before, concludes to keep his diary by bis own
date, and, consequently, when he arrives at Yoko-
hama, he finds he has got the wrong day of the
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week and the wrong date. He proceeds to Hong
Kong and finds there, also, that he is a day behind
and, of course, he has to change his date, ivhichhe
should have done when he crossed i80*. Andshould
he return to the United States by the way of the
Pacific Ocean, when he crosses i80° he iinistcall
two successive days by the same fiame and date,
Therefore, it is said, we gain a day Corning from
China, and lose a day going there.

If this is not sufficiently clear to any boys or
girls, let them place themselves on ihe west side
of a table, put a globe on the table in front of
them, and light a candle to represent the sun,
placing it east of the globe. Now, let them sup
pose that time has not yet begun, and that they
are going to mark the very first day, wliidi may
be called January the first, year one. We are
told in the Bible that the evening and the morning
were the first day. So if the evening was the firsl
halfofthe day, time must begin at noon.

Now, let some one place the meridian of iSo”n
the globe directly opposite the candlc, or sun,
having the Nortli Pole depressed toward the Norlh,
and with his right hand on the globe, rcvolve it
from him, which is the way the earth revolves. I
then will be seen lhat the Eastern Hemisphere
comes under the sun first, and as cach meridian
rolls under the sun, all places on that meridian
will have their first noon, or noon of January the
first, year one. Likewise, when the globe has
rolled half way round, the meridian of Greemvich
will be under the sun, making it midnight wherc
we started from, so that a person in, say, longi-
tude 179° 59' east, will have spent half of his first
day.

Now, as the Western Hemisphere is rolled
under the sun, giving all places there tlieir first
noon, it will be'found that when longitude 179° 59
west comes under the sun, a person living there
will have his first noon, or noon of January ihe
first, year one; but it now will be seen that the
earth has only to roll two miles more of longitude,
which occupies about eight seconds of time, to bring
our first personage under tlie sun again, or to gi«
him noon for the second time, which must be Jan-
uary the second, at noon; so that two persons,
although within a mile of each other, if on diffetent
sides of the meridian of 180°, will always havea
different date and a different day of the week
Bul all this, of course, is so only at the meridian
of 180° and nowhere else.
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TI-IE LAZY PUSSY.

THE LAZY PUSSY.

By Palmer Cox.

There lives a good-for-nothing cat,
So lazy it appears,

That chirping birds can safely come
And light upon her ears.

And rats and mice can venture out
To nibble at her toes,

Or climb around and puli her tail.
And boldly scratch her nose.

Fine servants brush her silken coat
And give her cream for tea;—

Yet she ’s a good-for-nothing cat,
As all the world may see.
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THE TEA-KETTLE LIGHT.

IMibch

LIGHT.

(A Trut Story.)

By Flora A. Sanborn.

N a New Hampshire farm-house,
about the beginning of the
present century, there lived a
boy who, according to the
custom of his Bible-loviug an-
cestry,had been namedJoseph.
Joe went to school only in the
winter, after he was ten or
twelve years of age; but he
had learned the ordinary Eng-
lish branches so well, that his
father and the neighboring
faimers thought his education
pretty nearly finished, espe-
cially as he was now seventeen
years ofd. But the boy him-
self was not so easily satisfied.
He delighled in gaininglcnowl-
edge gf every sort, and he

constantly craved time and facilities for study.

Well, Joe was seventeen now, and winter was
just coming on. The district school was about to
begin, with an uncoramonly well-qualified teacher,
and Joe was very anxious to go; but his father
had other plans.

“ Joe,” said he, one evening, “ our bam must be
built larger next year, and the whole roof il have
to be shingled new, and we must get out the shingle
this winter. We must get out enough, while we
are about it, to sell some to buy flour with. We *ve
got to buy for the first time since 1can remember,
thanks to last summer’s drought and the early
frost, which have left us neithcr corn fior wlieat.
1 ’Il shave the sliingles, but you must split them
ready for me. You must get up the wood” (that
big fire-place could consume more wood than a
moderatc-sized township would nowadays). *“ Be-
sides, the fodder for the stock is uncommonly
short, and there s no grain for them; so it will be
a tough job to get them through the winter alive.
Altogether, we shall have a pretty busy winter, |
calculate.”

Joe thought a little béfore he replied. He felt
the truth of all that his father had said, but he
could not rcconcile himselfto the idea of giving up
the winter schooling. He was not easily discour-
aged, and in a few moments he spoke up cheerfully:

“ Father, | bclieve | can do the work and go to
school too.”

“ Then you ’ll have to command the sun and

moon to stand still six or eight hours every day,
and that’s more than ever Joshua undertook."

“l could command them easy enough, but lie
lazy fellows are in such a hurry to get to bed this
coid weather, that | don’t suppose they would obey
me as well as they obeyed Joshua. But | \e
been tbinking it over, and | believe I can doitdl
without interfering with the sun and nioon.”

“1d like to know how?”

“ Well, the tiraber is ciése by, and I can gei up
the wood Saturdays, and cut it nights and tnom-
ings, and help take care of the “tock, too, ifve
get up early.”

“ That may all be, but when do you calculate lo
split the shingles for me ?”

“ Oh, I ’ll do that after dark.”

“ But you can’t see to work in the nighi."”

“ I believe | can see well enough to do that, if
mother will let me split them here by the fire
place.”

“W hat!” said his mother, “ and liave jhe
house litcered all over every evening, and all the
racket besides? And you ’d batter the floot dl
up. No, Joe, that never will do.”

“ But, mother, | could keep the shinglc-blocks
here snug in the coérner, and split them on this
flat stone, and | don’t'think the noise will be very
bad.”

“ Well, you can try it, for all 1 care, but I don't
believe you can see well enough by firc-light. 11’s
precious few candles we have this year, and they
must be kept for sickness and company.”

“ Of course he can’t see to split shingles by fire
light,” said his father, “and he could nt slit
enough evenings, s’posin' he coxdd see.”

“ | can split pretty fast, you know, fatlicr,” p«-
sisted Joe; “ and | 1l make so bright a ligbl ni
the splinters and shavings, that we wont 'vanta
candle.”

A score of other objections was broiight agamst
Joe’s project by his mother and sisters, and not>
little ridiciile ; but by his promising, if he faikd m
his plan, to give up school, his father rcluctanlly
consented, adding: ,

“ 1 don’t see any sense in it. You areabea
of all the school now, and what more you«m],
1’m sure | don’t know. And there ’s i
thing about it. If you aré going to school, | z
coal-pit must be 'tended to straight off, unless yo»
think you can do that, too, at night.”
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Tliankful for the ground already gained, Joe
fell equal W almost any undertaking, and asked:
"Cant we go about it to-morrow There s a
I mooi'.”
‘May be we can, if it is fair weather,” was the
I response, and so the matter was settled.
Ch.vrcoal-pits are not now so common as they
. «ere before railroads and furnaces used up the
1 «ood ftister than it grew, and before it was dis-
ooveied what treasures of coal were hid in the
‘PennsylvaEia mountains, and imder the rich soil
| ofilie Western States. Then the great question
1 «dih many fanners was how to get rid of the
joests on tlieir farms.  Clearing timber-lands
jored tbe heaviest labor of many of our fore-
falies. The trees were cut down, and the logs
pest suited for lumbcr were drawn to a saw-mill,
shich was sure not to be far away in that iand of
abandant water-powers. Then, after the wood
Inbichwes desirabie for home use was drawn off,
ire whole tract of land was burned over. The
tiert siep was to cut the logs, which had been
pitliy well trimmed of their branches by the fire,
mi sticks from four to six feet in length, and
I'siind Ihein upon their ends, as closely as possible,
jraiinda tall stick driven into the ground where llie
anter of the coal-pic was to be, and which had
icbiity of birch-bark and other kincllings piled
land ilsbase. Reaching outward from this mass
[oikindling-wood, two sticks, a few inches apart,
jirtre laid side by side on the ground, and upon
I lemwas placed a slab of wood, thus forming a
aarowtuiinel from the outside of the coal-pit to
itscryheart.  When enough logs had been stood
for the ground tier, the remainder were piled
[onlbem aruund the tall pole in the middle, hein-
I bek-boiighs were packed tinckiy about the whole,
ioverall a light covering of earth was thrown.
|Asitiail opening was always left at the top, and
Ikijswere usually laid lengthwise aboul the outside,
I Mrthe base of the pile, with open spaces betweeii
lo give the fire draft enough to insure it a
Islart, The whole structure looked more like
[ibugcsiack of earth than like a “ pit,”—a fiame
I fidchwes given it because sometimes the charcoal
Insbumed in a large hole or broad trench in the
I pound, instead of being piled on the surface.
Trenext day, after the conversation about the
hhter's work and schooling, Joe and his father
Ifroceeded to louild their coal-pit. It was made of
Irtiicbirch trees, which, strange to say, had not
I'/Weven scorched when his father had burned off
Iwclearing, and showed their white trunks as clean
| “fer. li usually is very dirty, disagreeable work
jhbuiid a coal-pit, for all the wood has been
I®rredmore or less on the outside, and the soot
Initches everybody who has any thing to do with
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it. But these white birches grew on a knoll in the
clearing, and the wind, shifting a little, had carried
the fire around the knoll instead of directly over it.

Birch-bark, besides being pretty, and so thin
and white on the outside that it has sometimes
been used for writing paper, contains an oil which
renders it very inflammable, and makes it excel-
lent for lighting fires. It kindles readily, and is
often used for torclies by fishing parties. It can
easily be taken from the trees in large sheets, and
out of these sheets the Indians make canoes, each
light enough to be carried by one man from stream
to stre.im, yet sufiiciently strong lo withstand the
forcé of the wildest rapids.

While we have been taiking about birch-bark,
Joe has made his coal-pit ready to set on fire. To
do this, he found a pole long enough to reach
easily from the outside of the pit to the center, and
having fastened some pieces of buming birch-batk
to one end of it, he pushed it through the covered
tunnel before described, quite to the mass of kin-
dling at the foot of the central stick. The Kin-
dlings, of course, caught very readily, the bark on
the wood caught also, and the whole pile threatened
to buDi to ashes very soon, instead of smouldering
slowly to charcoal, as it oiight to do. Joe saw that
the openings for drafi must all be shut up as soon
as possible. So, having closed Ihe chimney-hole
at the top, he began banking up the base closely
with earth. This compelled him to work on into
the nightj but, as a coai-pit must always be
watched night and day, he did not mind this. A
little hut had been made for him, containing a bed
of the fiat, springy, odorous boughs of the hcm-
lock, upon which were spread some blankets; and
he thought that if the weather was moderately
agreeable and the moon shone, it was not an un-
pleasant eventin a boy’s life to help burn a coal-
pit. After he had once got it to burning properly,
he would only have to see that as the sticks inside
burned off and settled, the earthy covering should
not become brokcn, and fissures be left allowing
too much draft to the fire within; also to watch
that the pit was not stopped up too tightly, so as
to put the fire oiit aliogether. He kneiv how, by
proper openings at the base, to draw the fire into
any particular part of the pit where it might
not be burning sufiiciently. Joe was thinking all
this over, while he was banking up his coal-pit.
He had all the sides nearly done, it was quite dark,
and the great black heap looked gloomy enough,
when suddenly Joe heard a loud puff, and instantly
it was as light as day all about him. He looked up
and saw what seemed burning smoke pouring out
of the apertures 011 the opposite side. These
flanies streamed up over the pile with a wondcrful
brightness. He examined more closely, and satis-
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fied himself that there was no fire ciése to the sur-
face of the pit, but the air around it.and over it
seemed to be on fire, as thpugh the smoke had
burst into a binze after it got out. Convinced that
the inside of tlic coal-pit was in no immediate dan-
ger, he began to marvel at and admire the brill-
iancy of the light; but he could not explain it.
He thought of the iDurning bush which Moses saw
all alone at Mbunt Horeb, and a feeling of awe
crept over him.  Sbmetimcs the flames would
alraost dic away, then shont suddenly far up into
the air; or, fanned by the wind, the unearthly
blaze would leap into all manner of fantastic shapcs,
so that Joe had a most wonderful exhibition of fire-
works all to himself in the dark New Hampshire
forest.

After enjoying it for soine time, he continued his
work, and soon had the last side banked up. Then
the mound of wood and earth seemed disenchanted,
and behaved itself like any other sober coal-pit.
Three or four daj’s of liurning made the pile ncarly
ready to “ keel up.” But, first, Joe had to probe
it herc and there with an iron bar, to ascertain
whethcr it were burning evenly throughout. When
the barstruck hard wood instead of coal, he made
air-holes down through the coverings of earth, and
boughs to draw the fire to that part. Finally, when
satisfied that the wood had all become charcoal, all
the air-holes were closed, and the coal-pit was then
“ keeled up”,—that is, the hemlockwas rakedout,
so as to shake the dry earth down into the fire. This
quickly cxtinguished it, and the coal was now ready
to be taken out and sold to the blacksmith; which
was accomplished just in season to leave Joe at
liberty to go to school.

With the welcome days at school carne the long
evenings of shingle-splitting. Joe worked dili-
gently, and kept up so bright a light with the
shavings and splinters, that the oid farm-house
seemed very cheerful. But he soon discovercd
that so many minutes were consumed in feeding
the fire, that, when bed-time carne, he had serious
misgivings whether, in spite of all his exertions,
there were enough shingles prepared for his father
to shave the next day. On the inorrow, he found
that his doubts were well founded, and the next
night it was little better, though he worked with
redoubled energy, and though his mother occa-
sionally pauscd in her knitting long enough tu
throw a handful of splinters on the tire in front of
the enormous back log. That night, Joe’s counte-
nance was rueful, and his father srailed ominously
as he glanced at the pile of shingles just before
retiring.

Next day, Joe seemed to be in a brown study.
He lost several of his precious school hours m
increasing his stock of shingles. Altogether, he
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fclt that unless light should dawn from some rew
quarter, his school must be given up. |If
were only some way to securc a light which would
cost nothing, and which would not take half his
time to attend to, he could split the shingles esily.
He wondered how the sun had shone with wid.
minished splendor for so many ages, and howths
twinkling sparks of starlight contrived not to get
lost in all the infinite space they shot through,
He thought of the fox-fire and the Jack-o’.Lan
terns which he had often seen in the woods. Then
his mind wandcred to the pillar of fire which
guided a whole nation for years through ilicse
wonderful ancient Arabian nights. He recalled
the story of the burning bush, which burned ad
was not consumed. If his splinters would onlydo
that1 This reminded him of his own unexplaioed
illumination at the coal-pit, and here he pausediti
his work. His brow contixicted, and he studied
over some new thought as he did over the puzes
on the last pages in the arithmetic, which he fiss
trying so hard to finish at school. What eitt
could have caused the beautiful light he saw? He
never had heard of such a thing before. Hehed
asked oid men about it, but nobody could reraem
ber any similar appearaiice, or give any explana-
tion of this. It could not have been smoke which
burned, and it certainly could not have bcen sieani.
It must have been somcthing that he could hum,
if somehow he could got hold of more ofit With
his diminished school hours, and with his abstree-
tion, he did not solve many of the arithmelical
riddles that day, and his parsing was so badly dore,
that the school-master wondered what had cone
over him.

On his way home from school, he had an enand
at the house of a neighbor, named Wheeler. ad
in the course of a friendly chat, Mrs. \Wheeler
found out about Joe’s difficiilty. Her ready inidt-
cst and syinpathy drew him out, and he told b,
also, of his strange night in the woods.

“What sort of wood was your coal-pit madeff,
Joe? ” she askecl.

“ The white birch that grew on that knoll intk
piece we deared in October.”

* Then the bark was all burned off, of couse”

“ No,” Joe rcplied ; “ the wind carried tlie fe
deéan past the knoll, without so much as scorcinnf |
it.  So we had a poor burn, but we had a nicejM,
cutting and piling the birches in their ctean dnte
jackets, so we did n't much care.”

“You are sure the light yo. saw did not aare
from the inside of the pitz ' ‘

“ Oh, yes, quite sure. It was dark ci6selo \
coal-pit, but it seemed as though the steam fw” |
ihe green wood caught fire after it carne out. B, |
of course, steam wont lourn any more than water.
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1«sil itwould. | ’d hang a tea-kettlc of water on
ihe crane, and after it began to boil I coiild set the
sieamon fire, and see to work nicely.”

” Tiiat liglit must have come from the burning
ot Somcthing which chemists cali gas,” said the
sensible woman, thoughtfully.

“And it must be that lhe gas carne from the
giteii birch-loark, and that the heat drove it off,
and set it on fire,” exclaimed Joe, suddenly.
“Nobocly else’s coal-pit ever got bewitched, as
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believe there is a way to do it, ifl only could study
it out,” doclared our hero as he put on his cap.
Tramping homeward thiough the snow, Joc’s
wrinkled brow gradually smoothed itself out, and
when he went in to suppcr, and saiv the tea-kettle
on the crane sending forth clouds of sleam, which
hissed and puffed and made the heavy iroii cover
dance, he was as smiiing and cheerfiil as ever.
His mother thought he smeled the “ flap-jacks”
she was cooking. So he did, perhaps; but his

“HE CARRISC. WITH TREhieLIKC IIANDS, A UGH'BD SHAVIKG TOWAID THE KBTILE”

adM. Clark said this one was, because nobody
ilstevcrcleared a piecc of land and did n’t burn
, lliebircli-bark.”
“Ko” said Mrs. Wheceler, reflectively;
I(‘j‘«ilclies (lon’t infest coal-pits, that ever | lieavcl
»

“Now," rcsiimed Joe, with his brow all in a
1padar, “ ean’t | get a light from bii-ch-bark up at
**»iise somehow, if 1try, as well as down in the
| «hen | did n’t try at all? If | only could
Malitile green birch coal-pit in the house !”

I’ni afraid you would have more coal than
I Ts'if you should.”
I’s, 1 suppose we should, and | ’d have to
I shingles for a house as well as a barn. But |

mind was so full of something else, that he was
scarcely conscious of flap-jacks.

As he was beginning his evening task, his father
said to him :

“ Now, Joe, that’s no kind of use. You can’t
do it, and I Icnew it all the time. | 've had to be
busy a part of the time at something else, so far,
and to-morrow your mother wants to go up to
Unele Gilmore’s, and next day | must go to raill,
so may be you can go to school the rest of this
week and yet keep me in shingles; but then you see,
yourself, that when | get to work in earnest, as |
imist next week, you ’ll have to stay at home.”

“ Perhaps | shall,” Joc replied. “ | ’'ve been
afraid of it. But | want to try one thing more
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first. Mother, is that oid tea-kettle up garret good
for anything?”

“1’m going to sell it one of these days for oid
iron. It is n’t of any use now to any one. It’s
cracked down the sides, and all ready to fall to
pieces. If you want something to put your gim-
cracks in, you 'd better make a box, and let that
smutty thing alone.”

“ No, if you please, mother. | ’d rather have
that oid cracked tea-kettle than anything else |
know of just now.”

“Very well,” said his mother, “ you can have it.”

That night, Joe split shingles with all his speed,
and coaxed his younger brothers and sisters to keep
up the firelight for him, so that at bed-time he had
a good supply prepared for his father. Saturday
he spent in drawing loads of wood to the house.
During these trips he secured a quantity of birch-
bark, which he put carefully away. Just before
nigbt, he carne down-stairs with his tea-kettie, and
the girls shouted that Joe was going to set up
housekeeping by himself, and that'he had an oid
tea-keitle to start with. Little Moses tripped after
him, and whispered;

“ Are you going to make a mouse-trap ofit, or
what? ”

“ Wait a little bit,” Joe whispered back, “ and
we ’ll see.”

His mother looked curious, but said nothing,
until Joc began to stir up a batter in the pan she
had been mixing lier tea-biscuit in, asking, as he
did so, how she made brown bread. This was too
much for the good woman’s curiosity, and she ex-
claimed:

“Why! What in the world, Joe? There ’s
plenty of rye and brown bread, of course; it ’s
Saturday night!”

“Yes, | suppose there is,” Joe answered, quiet-
ly; “ but | want brown-btead crust for a particular
purpose.”

The dough made, Joe carne out of his mystery
enough to reinark that he was going to stop the
cracks in his oid tea-kettle, and then he disappeared
into the wood-shed.

Lois called after him that if he did n’t “ grease
his tea-kettle well, it would stick.”

“ He ’s going to make a tea-kettle dumpling !”
shouted Deborah.

But Joe, out in the coid wood-shed, kept plaster-
ing dough over the cracks in the tea-kettle. This
well done, he began cutting into small pieces the
birch-bark he liad saved, so tliat it could be ctowded
closely into the tea-kettle. By the time he had
filled it, supper was called, and Joe, going in, set
.his patched contrivance ciése by the fire.

“ Well, Joe,” laughed his mother, “ what now?
Are you going to turn blacksraith or baker?”
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“ Joe, Joe,” piped Moses, “ will you be a black
sraith or a bakesmith, mother says ?”

“ 0O, | am a shingle-splitter,” said Joe, srailing |
back. “ And 1 °d like to be a lightsmitli, to
pretty well, if I could.”

After supper was cleared away, and the bi» |
kettle was taken off the crane, Joe liung on histe 1
kettle, bread dough, birch-bark, and all, swimg ji|
over the fire, and sat down to watch the tesulit
his operations.

“ What is it, anyhow, Joe?” asked Moses.

“Why, don’t you see? It ’s an oid tea-kettlt"

“What you dot in it ?”,piped little Jiidith.

“ Birch-bark, sis,” responded Joe, laconically.

“ Maple-bark is best to make ink of; isntit
mother?” queried Debby.

“ Yes, indeed, Joe, and yon don’t have to bura|
it,—only steep it, and put in a little copperas.”

“ 1 am not trying to make ink, mother,"Joe I
answered, “ though | must make some before|
long.”

Then tnrning to his father, he said:

“Yon remember how the coal-pit we burned last |
week got ‘bewitched,” don’t you? Well, | Ihinkit
must have been the green birch-bark, whicli I donf
suppose ever before got piled into a coal-pit, that
caused the light somehow, though | don’t kow
how; and | am trying to see if birch-bark iot|
make a light here as well as there.”

Joe spokc with a deprecadng tone, for he knewl
his father’s violent antipathy toward all "nciv-l
fangled notions.”

“ Well, you are a dunce, to be sure. Don'tyoul
suppose that if birch-bark had been good foratij'-I
thing but a torch, somebody would have found iti
out before this? Young folks, nowndays, thinkl
they know more than their fathcrs. It wasn'tsol
when 1 was a boy. You ’'d better just put Ihattea-|
kettle out ofthe way and go to work.”

The key-note had been struck by his father, andj
every voice in the household joined in making funl
of him and his cracked kettle. Joe was irritated,!
of course, but was so full of his new idea that bel
had n’t time to get angry, and he comforted himj
self with the belief that it might be his turn tol
laugh before long. Yet he knew he never wouldl
hear the last of it if his experiment failed. Hej
watched it very anxiously. At last, his fatlier im
peratively ovdered him to takc his kettle auay;l
but he was so earncst in his pleading for time wj
give his idea a fair irial that his mother interpos«
out of pity, and his father consented to iet hit
alone, thinking he would thus be more convinca
that he was following up a crazy notion.

So Joe, thankful for the respite, kept iiilenin
watching the fiames reach up toward tlie
patched object on the crane, baking the d
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carent harder, and concealing it with a deposit of
gt Soon a trace of steam issued from the spout,
andbecame a new center of interest to him, and a
cwsubject for chaffing by the merry circle of
ssters.

“When the steam passes off the gas will begin to
come," expiained Joe, quietiy. Then there was a
reifcause of alarm. Jane became more and more
Denvos—* fidgety,” as her mother said—because

| conpany was coming, and her brother and his oid
| taketile “ would be town-ialk.”  This nearly
..Jjpped his proceedings, but he managed to save
! hismachine alittle longer, Jane’s “ young man”
diii delaying his expected coming; and as the
dous of steam began to grow less and jess, with
lsirange camestness, that even the thoughtless
leones respected, Joe begged for only ten min-
| tieslonger, and warned Jane and her tongs away
| bm interfering, in a tone so quietiy stern, that
denever thought of answering him, but sat down
inmediately.

The girls went to work on. their grammar lesson,
kt swn got back to the kettie. Everybodv’s
llloughts spun round that black, hissing objéct
| jiistnoir. They talked a good deal about it, but
lj« did not appear to be listcning. The steam
Italstoppedentirely, and he was carrying a lighted
ibardg ivitli trembling hands toward the spout of
| iekettie. A brilliant blaze suddenly lighted up
| lileliouse.

“Hurrah!” cried Joe, *“ Sell yourbox ofcandles
l4jidbuyyourself a newgown, mother. Hurrah for
| igicd and shingles all winter ! Hurrah 1”

"Why, Joe!” cried his mother, something
hparllingin her eyes, “ why, Joe, | did n’t think it

toud burn soy but it does, and | 'm glad of it,

Little Moses and Judith skipped about from one
| omer to aiiother, laughing to know that some-
tbngw™ not hid there to catch them every time
I ventured into the darkness. Joel carne in
jititihen to Jane’s great satisfaction, though, per-
s hedid not help to a correct grammar recita-
«on Monday, Notwithstanding his presence,
edid not seem very seriously alarmed for Joe’s
jitpiitation, Joel looked on the blazing tea-kettie
| nwajement, and with some trepidation.
“% be it ’s bewitched 1” said he to Jane,

“ 0, | don’t know what Joe ’s been doing to it,
I ’'m sure,” said the promising girl; “ but 1 guess
itis light enough to see to play cat’s eradle,” and
so they tried it.

“ Why, Joe, you ’re a genius, instead ofa dunce,
| do declare!” cried Debby. *“*This is an inven-
tion, and no mistake.”

“You are all acting like a parcel of dunces,”
declared their father, preparing to go to bed.
“ "Taint no great wonder that birch-bark should
burn after its got afire, if it is in an oid tea-kettle.
It ’Il all burn out jn ten minutes,”

“ No, Debby, | 'm only a dunce,” Joe replied;
“ but you will soon see that it will burn all the
evening.”

And it did. At bed-time the tea-kettie was
taken from the crane and the blaze cxtinguished.
The next evening it was hung on again,—this time
without opposition,—and lighted after it got hot,
no time being iost in waiting for steam to dry ofF.
Joe split his shingles now without delay, and
never was there a more diligent and happy fellow.
Toward the end of the week the crust burned off
the cracks in the kettie, whereupoii the light be-
came more brilliant than ever, for it streamed out
from every crack as well as from the spout, and the
black, oid tea-kettle was clothed in a mantle of
flickering fire. But Joe was afraid the shattered
constitution of his favorlte would hardly hold to-
gether under so much excitement. So, on Satui-
day, he plastered the cracks over anew, this time
with clay, and fiiled it with a new stock of birch-
bark.

And tlius he worked by his tea-kettle light all
winter.

The fame of Joe’s invention was soon spread
abroad, and everybody wondered, for there were
not supposed to be so many new things under the
sun in those days; and when something extraordi-
nary did faappen, it made a stir. Many were the
inquines from neighijors that Joe had to answer
about his tea-kettle light, and at home, from some
slight indications, which he svas quick to petceive,
he inferred that even his father and Jane were
rather proud of him, as they surely had good reason
to be.

Thus endeth the true history of the first of all
ihe gas factories.
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I3A18IE STUART.

CROCUS.

By CioLiA Thaxter.

O THE dear, delightfiil sound

Of the drops that to the gromid
From the eaves rejoiclng run

In the February sun'!

Drip, drip, drip, they slide and slip
From the icicle’s bright tip,

Till they melt the sullen snow

On the gardcn bed below.

“ Bless me! what is all this drumming?
Cries the crocus, “ 1 ana coming!
Piay don’t knock so long and loud,
For | 'm neither cross fior proud,
But a little sleepy still

With the winter’s lingering chill.
Never mind! 'Tis time to wake,
Through the dream.at last to break !'”
'Tis as qiiickly done as said,

Up she thrusts her goUlen head,
Looks about with radiant eyes

In a kind of shy surprise.

Tries to say in accents surly,

“ Well 1 you called me very early 1”

But she lights with such a smile
All the darksome place, the while,
Every heart begins to stir
Joyfully at sigbt of her;

Every creature gro.ws more gay
Looking in her face to-day.

She is grceted, “ Welcome, dear!
Fresh smile of the hopeful yeav!
First bright print of Spring’s light feei,
Golden crocus, welcome, Sweet!”
And she whispers, looking up
From her richly glowing cup,

At the sunny eaves so high
Overhead against the sky,

“ Now | *ve come, O sparkUng drops,
All your clattering pattering stops,
And | 'm very glad | carne,

And you ’re not the least to blame
That you hammered at the snow
Till you wakened me below

With your one incessant tune.

I 'm not here a bit too soon!”

BABIE STUART.

By AGNES ELtZABETH THOMSON.

She was what the Scotch cali a “ bonme babie.
And when 1 look at those great, wondermg, mno-
cent eyes of hers, 1 cannot help saymg to myself,
over and over,

Surcly she dieamed of many a fair, thing,
Liliea, and snow, and biidlets white of wmg.

1 only wish | knew more about her than | do.
But truth to tell, historians havé a provokmg way
of télling every little thing about all the hofTors of
a nation, the wars, and pcrsecuiions, and execu-
tions, and government jars, and things nobody
can possibly take the least interest m,-nobody
under ten, thatis. It never seems to occur to the
profound gentlemen to enter the palace doors,
march boldly along till they come to the little peo-
ple’s corner; and there keep a strict record of all
that is done and said. ,

But this much that | do know, you certamy
shall hear.

| dai-e say in the good oid times in which irc
“ bonnie babie ” lived,—gohe by this two hundred
years and more, now,—nobody ever tho.ughi o
calling her by a- iame half as familiar or frendiy
as the Babie Stuart. For she was a royal pnnces
of England, Her Royal Highness, tlic Princess

She was born in that great oid London pah»
of St. James, in the year 1637, and on the ssum
teenth day of March, which, as you know, is M
Patrick’s day—in the morning.

A fentieman writing to his friend the
about “ Lunnon-town” at this time, men«
among other things, the birth of the
daughter. * The Irish ought to be P'«”.
says, and perhaps they would have been, a
known what a dear little blossom it was.

Her father was that unhappy King Charles
First. You have rcad about him, no
your history books, and probably have leamn
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jtv liim very much. His life was saddened by
. j sorrow and many a care, and be was forccd
1wpay dearly for the doubtful pkasure of wearing
1cOwvy He was not bad at heart, and he died
,05i royaliy and bravely; still, 1 cannot think his
| character quite as perfect as some people will paint

STUART.
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flames, like any ordinary father. The queen, too,
Hcnrietta Maria, was fond of her childrenj and so
we can look through the palace clouds and fancy
many a happy horae-scene, afler all. Before the
dark days of trial and niisfortune had fallen upon
the king and her, she wrote that she was “ the hap-

BABJ& STUAUT, DAUCHTBR OP CHARLES 1,

toyou. He was sometimes weak, when he

‘Laiild have been strong, and he was not always
i®>e to liis friends and his people as he should
S2Aehoen,

_ Sthcerc is no doubt that he loved his little
and daughters with all the strength of his
loving heart.

hispleasant to think of him bcnding over them,
wling them " Sweethcart,” and other pet

"Ol- Vil,-26.

piest woman in the worid,”—happy as a queen,
wife, and mother; and there isstill treasured some-
where a faded and yellow oid Ictter, which shows
the bliss of the young mamma over her first little
boy. She is extremely proud of “ my son,” and
yet she winces, laughing the while, at his ugly,
sraall face.

“ He is so ugly that | am ashamcd of him,” she
says; “ but his size and fatness atone for his want
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of beauty. 1 wisb you could see tlie gcnlleman,
for he has no ordinary mien. He is so serious
that 1 cannot help deeining him far wiser than
inyseif.”

Whencver she could, she ran away from the
tircsome cereraonies and grandeur of the court, up
to the nurserics of her childten. There she lulled
her bables to rest with true mothcrly joy and
tenderness, and sang out her happiness to these
sleepy little birdies before she laid them down in
their soft, warm nests.

Queen Henrietta Maria liad a voice of wonderful
sweetness and power. It used to fitl the galleries
of St. James’s with melody when she sang the
lullaby songs; but, royal though she was, the rules
of court life would not allow her to use her voice
excepting for her children’s pleasure.

With all their power and distinction, quecns are
not as free in some respects as the commonest
peasant within their realms, and it svould have been
counted a shocking breach of the royal etiquette
had Her Majesty, the Queen of England, ventured
so to humblc herself as to sing for the entertain-
mcent of her Court.

She little guessed the advcnturcs in store for

BABIK STUART.

IH«a, |

some of her nestiings, fior the bitter blasts tijj
were to cncouiiter in their Journey of life.

Not so with our Babie Stuavt, however—aujij*i
little sweetheart! The life of the pretty fledgl
was very short; and being so short, let us hopeh 1
was bright with sunshine, and that it liad plenm
of daisies along the way.

An oid writer has told us, in curious language,
how the “ little lady ” was wise abovc her age, ad
how she died in her infancy when not full fait|
yeats oid.

“ Being minded,” he says, “ by those about herte
cali upon God, even when the pangs of deaih «ee|
upon her, ‘1 am not able,’ salth she, “to sayi
long prayer’ (raeaning the Lord's Prayer), ‘balll
will say my short one, Lighten my eyes, O Lwd, |
lest | sleep the sleep of death !” This done, tlisl
little lamb gave up the ghost.”

Babie Stuart! though you lived so short atin
and so far away, thousands of little ones, geaa
upon your picture to-day, will take you lo iheitl
hearts as a new playmate,—a royal, dainiy litlel
lady of four years, who, nestled in her parenif!
arms, wondered at the sights and suundsaboatl
her, very much as they wonder to-da\-.

's SUCH WORK TO GO UP,—OR,-
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i.—BVT SUCH FUN TO GO DOWN,— DOWN,—DOWH |

GATHERING CAOUTCHOUC

IN NICARAGUA.

By E. P. Lull.

Pcrhafs snme of the young readers of St.
fiCHOLAS who see the many uses to which in-
i riibber, or caoutchouc, is applied would like
lkwiv how it is gathered and brought to the
aoulacturcrs.
I suppose that almost all of you know that it
ffs from a tree. The india rulober tree, like
I"sngar-maple, yields its product in the form of
ppi bulif it were one-fourth as laborious to gathcr
p prepare the sug.iv as it is to gatliev the rub-
«e should see very little raaple sugar. For
[il%cr irees are not found in large numbers to-
phtt,butonc by one scattered tliinly through a
Mlissforest, such as nonc of you have over seen,
"/ YOuhave iaecn in the tropics. At first sight,
einraense jungle seems uttcriy impenetrable,
Kndeed, it often proves so, unless the traveler
P7poned with a strong-bladcd machete, which
jWdescribefarther on.
|J1i! indiarubber luinter generally has to work
«yinto the forest a long distance for each tree
1] “efinds, and, after gathering the rubber, has
P“ttyitonhis back to his camp; and as there

are no roacls through tlie forests, the watcr-courses
are his routes from camp to camp,

If you will get down your atlas and look for
Nicaragua, you will see in the south-westem part
of the country a lako also called Nicaragua, and
from the south-eastern end of the lake a river called
the San Juan, that empties into the Caribbean Sea.
On the banks of the San Juan, and of the little
strcams that flow into it, and on the borders of the
lake at points accessible by canoes, are the camp-
ing places of the india rubber hunters, sometimes a
hundred miles from any town or village. A rubber-
party generally consists of three or more men, one
of whom is calicdpatron, which means the same as
the English word foreman. Those of the hunters
who speak English cali him, by the every-day title
of boss. The canoe is big enough to carry from
fifteen to twenty men.

We will suppose oiivselvcs at Greytown (also
called San Juan del Norte), at the mouth of the
San Juan River, and will walk down to the water-
side, and look at some of the partios of rubber-
hunters who are just leaving.
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A short distance down tlie Street, we suddenly
come upon a gioup speaking Spanish, and gestic-
ulating in an excited manner. Two of the party

seem to be
soldiers, or
policemcen,

being armed with bayo-

nets, and these two ap-

pear to be the cause of

the excitement among

the others, as they are

forcing two men down

to one of the canoes,

which are Jying at the

wharf just ahead of us.

We will go and look at

the boat and its cargo,

and then ask a resident American mer-

chant wliom we meet, for what cause the

two men ai-e being thus handled. Here

we are at the canoe, and now let us see

whata rubber-hunter's outfit consists of Firstthere
is a half barrel of flour from the United States; and
then a bag of beans; a bag of rice; a large lump
of chocolate; a very large bunch of plantains; a
coarse native cheese; some very dirty-looking
brown sugar; a tin can of lard; a giiantity of the
peculiar beef of that country, dried in strips and
sold by the yatd. Each man has a blanket and a
small pillow, and one or two pairs of leather san-
dals. A few cooking utensils, some cups made of
the shells of a curious gourd that grows in Nicara-
gua, two shot-guns, several iarge, shallow, tin pans
and the machete, conslitute the remainder of lhe
outfit.

I don’t know whether | should better describe
the machete as a huge butcher-knife or as a
short heavy sword. It has a blade about two and
a half feet long, v-ery wide and heavy toward the
point, the hilt usually made of hovn and so shaped
as to give the hand a good grip upon it. Itis the
inseparable companion of every Central American
in the field or forest, or upon the road, and it
reaily takes the place of many tools and imple-
ments that we should think almost indispensable.
It is axe, hatchet, hammcr, saw, hoe, rake, and
scythe, and even spade and shovcl and if occa-

GATHERINO CAOUTCIIOUC
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sion requires, it is a formidable weapon. | Jia{
often wondered that it was not liiought inio usein
our own country, particularly as nearly ali ihj
machetes that are found in Central America are
made in the United States.

While we are looking at the canoe, the paSm
having disposed of liis cargo lo liis
satisfaction, lays over it a sort of water-
proof cover, made by smeaving tubbei
over common cotton drilling, and tliis

by the way, is the only
direct use tlie nathw
have everlearned to put
rubber to, not an arlicie
of any sort, evenashoc,
being made of itin ilie
Nicaraguan country,
The two policcraen
now approacli with the
two men incuslody,and
the latter, looking nat
too amiable, getintothe

canoe, talk-

ing as rap-

. ENCOONTENrNC WIUU HOGS.
idlyasever,

while the policemen, and indecd rnost of the
other men and women in the canoe and on te
wharf, are also conversing excitedly, the aly

silent one being the patrén, who quietiy a-
ranges seats to his taste, and then gives the wod
to shove off the canoe. Now comes a gerera
exchange of hand-sliaking and good-byes k-
tween the crew and the men and women m
shore; and we are surprised to see that the leart-
taking between the policemen and their latecap-
tives is quite as cordial as that bctween any ofthe
others. The party are soon off; ench man difs
his large cedar pad'dlc into the water, and thecM
darts out into the stream, the volley of “ g«"-
byes ” continuing until she disappears into the 3
gtass that borders the channel leading uptheriw
We now turn to our new acquaintancc, iw
American merchant, and walk with him to
store. He tells us that the canoc which hasj
started is his property, and that the men are in
cmploy,—that theyare “ matriculated” tohishon»
That long word, as you possibly know, js,
country, associated with enteringcollege, and wan)
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ofyouboysaiid gids aie getting ready for that now;
»ur «cfind that in Nicaragua it mcans bound to
sftvice for a certain time, or until a certain indebt-
etincss is worked out.  Tlie merchant informs us
that tlie piu-ty carne in from the woods three weeks
asowith a good lot of nibber, that they have spent
all their money, and have gone in dcbt quite as
muchas they will be aléle to repay with the pro-
cteds of this trip. So he has furnished them a
réiv outfit, the valle of which is also charged to
them Thu boat has been ready for three days,
theywould start tlie next, and each time faiiing to
kfep ihcir promise; and at last he has had to
send the pélice after two of them and compel them
tago. Once falily off, the patrén will have no
difficiiliy in controlling them, particularly as they
; have no money left.
Many of the mcrchants make it part of their

re«ular husiness to keep rubber-huntcrs always at
"wrk, it bciiig a singular fact that these fellows
1raely work in their own interest, but almost
imnably in the empioy of others. They are like
a gtcat many sailors who work hard and endure
al sorls of privations to earn their money, and
« then, when paid off, spend ii all in a few days in
« oroiising and gam-
" bling As it costs a

large sum for canoe,

pnivisions, &c., and

& few of ihein ever

e a cent of their

noney, they would be

usableto go back into

| ibe noods if the mer-

| chats did not fit
" ibcin out for the pur-

pose.  liiducd, after

i spendingali they have

nmece, they generally

%0 in debt lo their

enployer, until he re-

fusis them another

pery, and they are

thusforced to start on

j the newtrip,

As we enter the

\ dore, ihe merchant

| donsus some of the

lubberwhich has been

" brougnt in, Part of

I'b we observe, is in

\ round, flat

bundles made of ragged-looking strips of rub-
bcr; this is what flows down and solidifies on
the bark of the trees, and is called barucha. He
tells US that the bargain with tlie men is that
all the tortillas they bring go to pay their indebt-
cdness to the house, and should there be more
than enough for that, they are paid in money for
the surplus; but for the barucha they are paid in
money, however much they may be in debt, and
whether they have enough lortillas to pay ali or

these he tells THE RUBBES-HUHITIR MUKTS AN ENEMV

ate called torliUas (the Spanish for cakcs),
are the portions caught in the pans which
tt the canoe. He next shows us some

not. This arrangement is neeessary, because it
very often happens that they do not get enough
tortillas to pay off all they owe, and if they had no



382

hope of receiving money, they would sell their
rubber to some small tvader along the river, and
run away, rather than return without money or a
daim forit. Indeed, they often do sell aportionof
their tortillas, and pretend not to have been as fort-
Gnate as they really have been. The small traders
regard it as quite a piece of proper business enter-
prise when they can induce somcbody else’s men
to sell them part of their “ find,” though | have

THB MACHeTtt,

observed that the most of them thought it a piece
of shameful rascality wlien any one else practised
the same thing upon them.

Having seen the rubber-hunters stavt upon their
trip, we will now follow them to their camp j but
as there isa comfortable stern-wheel steam-boat, of
the American river type, that will carry us up the
San Juan, we will take passage in her, say, to the
mouth of the Poco Sol, where our particular party
ace going to hunt. This river empties into the San
Juan from the Costa Rica side, about twenty miles
from the head of the San Juan. When we rcach
the Poco Sol, we shall have to take a canoe, as the
steamer cannot carry us as far up as we shall prob-
ably have to go to overtake our party.

After several hours’ paddling, we come to the
sought-for camp, though none of you will suppose
it to be one when you first see it, so little does the
hut look like anything you can imagine as a home
for a number of men during a whole fortnight at a
time. There is a sort of thatched roof, supported
by four forked stakes driven into the ground; the
thatch consists of the branches or fronds of palms
and of wild plantains. The sides of the hut are
all open, and there is not a sign of a bed. The
rubber-hunters, as a rule, roll themselves up in
their blankets, head and all, and. sleep on the
ground. As the nights are almost always quite
chilly, the blankets are very necessary, and serve
not only to Iceep the men warm, but aiso to protect
tliem from mosquitocs. Sometimes, particularly in
the rainy season, a bed is made by driving four
short, forked stakes in the ground, laying short
sticks across the head and foot, and, lengthwise
upon these, poles side by side, until they form a
very rough spring bottom, such as you would think
very uncomfortable, particularly as there is noth-
ing to take the place of a mattress. For cooking,
they simply build a fire on the ground, sometimes
setting three stones so as to support their kettle.
Their beans, rice, dried beef, and any game or fish
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they can obtain, are boiled, and the plantains,
while they last, are roasted in the ashes. These
operations, with making chocolate, or coffee ifihfy
have it, and something which serves as breadwiih1
the flour, consCitute their entire cooking. | am
afraid it would take you a good while tolearniol
eat any of their messes, especially if you sawthem|
prepared. The woods supply plenty of gant,
some of it very good, indeed. Wild hogs, tapies
deer, armadillos, iguanas, squirrels, wild tiirkeys
ducks, pigeons, wood-hens, and numcrous alliei |
animals and biids abound. The rivers coniam
many varieties of fish, and occasionally a manaiee'
is caught, when the nacives think they have a great |
prize. So you see that the rubber-hunters are |
in no danger of starvation while in tiie woodk,
though some of you boys would think their oid-1
fashioned shot-guns very poor things to hunt «iL |

On our arrival, we find one of the men just &-
ting out for a tree that he knows the loeation d
having found it on a former trip; and those ofydi |
who don’t mind scrambling through the thickeifa |
three or four miles, can go with him. Het
not mind showing it to us, as he knows we hae|
come for cuviosity only. He wears only a par
of stout, coarse-linen tronsers, and even thesere
rolls up above his knees. On his feet he hes
sandals, and a cotton handkerchief is tied aroud
his head. His machete in one hand and, proh1
ably, a staff in tlie other, complete his prepara
tions.

We, in order to be comfortable, must be dressd|
in strong laut light clothing, stout shoes, with
vas leggings, and we shall be wise toeachwearal
soft hat that we can puli well down over ouremn,
It will be well for edch of us to carry a staffanda]
machete, too. We Can cut the former aswe|
We must also be very careful not to toiichwilhoorj
hands any tree, branch, vine, or plant, as we nayl
grasp some stinging insect, or thorns which tnayl
not only be very sbarp, but poisonous as well 11
remember once, to keep from falUng, seingjj
bush called chichicaste, which filled my hard wilhl
minute thorns, each producing a sensation likethel
stingof a wasp. The severe pain lastedforaboi|
a quarter of an hour, but it was wceks before tK
thorns ceased to annoy me, being so small thet
could not extract them. We may see on
some wild animals and some very beautiful bi
Monkeys are in great abundance. One "1
called howling monkeys, make a noi« »
sounds more like the roar of a lion or tigei M
anything else, and is quite startling tliefiratii
you hear it, though the monkeys themselvess i
hannless enough. Parrots, macaws,
toucans, and many other birds, are lo —
almost any day. There are also pumas (cdi

* S« illustrated anide “ The Maeatee,” Sr. Nichotas, February, 1874.
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American or manefess lion), ounces, and two or
three varieties of tiger-cats; but ali these are afraid
ofmen, and generally keep well out of sight. We
may come upon a hand of wild hogs, which, if in
any considerable number, will hardly deign to get
out of our way; but instead of grunting like the
domestic liog, will express their dissatisfaction by
champing tlieir jaws together.

We «jl! let the hunter take the Icad, as he has
akeen eye for snakes. We shall find numberless
insecis, any amount of briers and thorns, and
altogether it will be anything but a pleasant walk.

We shall not have gone fer without realizing
that the journey is a very difficult one, and without
opening our eyes with amazement at the wonderful
forest.  Tiiere are multitudes of different kinds of
trees growing ciése together, and some of them
ateenormously large, so large that in this country
each one would be an ohject of curiosity. The
resi of the trees range from these huge fellows
down to tlie merest shoots, and from them hang
perfect net-works of clinging vines of all sizes,
from tliat of a Kite-string to that of a good-sized
cable. | have seen the vines from fifty to a hun-
dred feet long, no larger than one of your fingers,
bul so tough and flexible that they ate used by tbe
netives for all purposes for which we would use
topes, cords, or string.  They also are used for sev-
ctal other purposes, hoiise-building, for instance,
being one of them, though you might think it
jstretch of the imagination to cali their structure
ahouse. But it is, at least, a habitation, and in
the bililding of it there is not a single nail used,
-the side, the ridge-poles and the rafters being
tiedin place with vines, and the thatch tied on to
themwith tlie same.  The natives declare that the
vireswill last and be as good as ever after a nail,
intheir damp chinate, would have rusted away.
Whether that be true or not, it is well that they
thinkso, for vines are to be had for the gathering,
»hile nails are very expensive. Worse, if any-
thing, than the vines in the forests, is the under-
Saivih consisting of canes, bushes, weeds, sev-
ad varieties of cactus and other thorn-bearing
ponts, Spanish bayonet and numerous plaiits very
miich like it. Some of tliem are very valuable
hir their fibers, but all are very difficult to travel
~Nough, being interlaeced and matted together.

lou can readiiy believe it is no small labor to

"Thyour wayalong, to say nothing of the snakes,
MpionSi tarantulas, and other disagreeable things
thet you may meet.

Mutvouid imagine that few men would be will-
undertake quite such severe work, but so
are the returns in money when a man is

t*narily successful, that plenty are ready to go,

’ indeed large numbers malte it their only occu-
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pation, going into the woods, and remaining one,
two, and even three months at a time, according
to the luck they have.

All this we find out on our way through the
tangie, following as closely as possible at Ihe heels
of our rubljer-hunter. W e are very hot and tired
by the time we reach the tree, but we will sit down
on anything we can find,—a stump or log,—while
Juan, our hunter friend, proceeds to tap his trce,
which, by the way, is tlie kind known to botanists
as the casiuloa-elastica.

Juan inakes with the machete, low down upon
the trunk of the tree, two deep scores, inclining
downward, and coming together at a very obtuse
angle, just ljelow which he secures a little gutter
made of a piece of split cafie. He now makes,
higher up, other scores, all Icading into the first
two. Taking hold of some of the pendent vines,
he manages to climb twenty or thirty feet high,
scoring and mutilating the tree most fearfully.
We concliide that with such treatment as this
the tree will not last many seasons; judiciously
tapped, it would yieid twice a year for many years,
butin order to get a littlc more each time, these
improviclent people cut the bark up so badly, that
in a few seasons the tree is ruined.

The sap, or milk, begins to ooze out at once, and
runs down into the pan placed to receive it, though
we observe Juan is likely to obtain considerable
bamcJM from the manner in which he has arranged
his scores, and particularly from the height to
which he has extended them. The appearance of
the sap is like that of thick cream, and, if left to
itself, it would be days before it became solid; but
Juan soon finds a vine called alchuca, and sap of
this vine he mingles with the milk; this has the
effect of coagulating it, or making it solid, in a
short time, so that in the course of a day it will be
ready to be removed, though it will be some time
longer before the bamcha is hard enough to be
stripped from tbe tree. Slowly the rubber, by
exposurc to the air, turns black, as you generally
see it.

Each day the huntcrs look in all directions for
new trees, sometimes succeeding and sometimes
not. When they are satisfied that they have
gathered all there is to be found within four or five
miles of their camp, they seek a new camping-
ground higher up the stream, and continué the
same coui-se until they have coilected several hun-
dred pounds apiece. Ifthey are very fortinate, they
may not be more than a month on the trip, which,
however, often has to be extended to two or even
three months. And duiing that time, the hunters
see no one but themselves and, possibly, an occa-
sional party of other hunters going lo or coming
from their work. And they have no amusements
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except smoking and, perhaps, card-playing among
themselves.

When they have collected a sufiicient quantity,
or when their provisions give out, part of ihe rub-
ber is loaded into the canoe, and part tied by vines
and towed after it. With the curreut of the river
in their favor, the journey is made in good time.

IN THB JUNOLE

and without much labor, the party stopping occa-
sionally to cook their meais, and tying up at night
at any wood station or hut they may come to.
Arrived at Greytown, their cargo is soon landed,
their accounts settled with their employer, and
a new season of carousiiig begins, which will soon
Tob them of all they have made. Meantime, the
india rubber is being shipped off to the United
States or to Europe, to be put to uses of which
the men who gather it have no conception, and to
be so changed into various forms, that they would
never recognize it as the same material.

Let any city boy or girl try to fiame all the
things, made of india rubber, that he or she can
recall, and the list will quickly lengthen out to a
surprising number. There are the boy’s baius and
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foot-balls; tbe girls’ dolls; the baby?* rattle, axd
a score of miscellaneous toys; rubber boots, ad
overshoes; water-proof cloaks, coats, lcggins; in;
and pencil erasers, ink-stands, paper-knives, ax
elastic bands for the desk; combs; bat and un
brella covers; garden hose, gas-tubing for t?
drop-light, and so on. But these are onlya fe»

of the articles that you see every day, and intij
rubber is applied, in a hundred other ways, wilhti
the household alone. And ifyou undertook tocouol
up its uses in the great business world, you nidii
almost reckon them by tbousands, for there areiw
branches of trade or manufacture in which inda
rubber is not employed in some form. Thereae
rubiaer ammunition-bags, haversacks, gun-covers,
bandages, and blankets; belting for inachineiy;
rubber springs for cars ; sheet-rubber for packinj,
and for use, also, in valves, pumps, etc.; pao-
covers; matting forfloors; rubber beds andbA
tubs; cushions and pillows ; rubber trousers,sto«-
ings, and jackets for sportsmcn; rubber gloKs;
and even a rubiDer gymnasium and health-lift-
And so, we see that while the thousands oi bwf
people in New York or London, who use in*
rulaber every day, never think of it as Ibe fw*
or barucha of the lonely worker in the jungk
yet our Nicaraguan Juan, as he ciits ,
some way to and from his rubber tree, ahun
miles from the smallest town, is doing a partm
great world’s work, of which he, also, little dteaw
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JACK AND JILL.*

By Louisa M. Alcott.

Chapter VII.
JILL’S MISSION.

The good times began immediately, and very
little studying was done that week in spite of the
virtuous resolutions made by certain young persons
on Christmas-day. But, dear me, how was it pos-
sible o settle down to lessons in the delightful Bird-
rooiu, with not only its own charms to distract one,
but all the new gifts to enjoy, and a dozen calis a
day to occupy onc’s time ?

“1 guess we ’d better wait till the others are at
school, and just go in for fun this week,” said Jack,
whowas in great spirits at the prospect of getting
up, for the spiints were off, and he hoped to be
promoted to crutches very soon.

“/shali keep my ‘speller’by me and take a look
atitevery day, for that is what |1 ’'m most backward
ir, But | intend to devote myself to you, Jaclt,
and be real kind and useful. 1've made a plan to
doit,and | mean to carry it out, any way,” an-
swered Jill, who had begun to be a missionary, and
felt that this was a fieid of labor where she could
disiingiiish herself.

” Here s a home mission all ready for you, and
yaucan be paying your debts beside doing your-
self good,” Mrs- Pecq said to her in private, having
found plenty to do herself.

NowJili made one great mistake at the outsct,—
she forgot that she was the one to be converted to
good manncrs and gentleness, and devoted her
effots lo looking after Jack, finding it much easier
locure other peopie’s faiilts than her own. Jack
wes a most engaging heathen and needed very
little instruction; therefore, Jill thought her task
would be an easy one. But three or four weeks of
pettingand play had rather demoralized both chil-
dren,sojill's “ speller,” though tucked under the
sola pillow every day, was seldom looked at, and
Jackshirked his Latin shamcfully. Both read all
thestory-books they could get, held daily levees in
the Bird-room, and all their spare minutes were
spent in teaching Snowdrop, the great Angora cat,

lobring the ball when they dropped it in their
pme. So Saturday carne, and both were rather
theworsefor so much idleness, since daily duties
*’d studies are the wholesome bread which feed
themind better than the dyspeptic plum-cake of

sensational reading, or the unsubstantial bon-bons.

offrivolous amusement.
stwesa stormy day, so they had few callers, and

devoted themselves to arranging the album, for
these boolts were all the rage just then, and boys
met to compare, discuss, louy, sell and “ swap”
stamps with as much interest as men on 'Change
gamble in stocks. Jack had a nice little collection,
and had been saving up pocket-money to buy a
book in which to preserve his treasures. Now,
thanks to Jill’s timely suggestion, Frank had given
him a fine one, and several friends had contributed
a number of rare stamps to grace the large, inviting
pages. Jill wielded the gum-btush and fitted on
the little flaps, as her fingers were skiliful at this
nice work, and Jack put each stamp in its proper
place with great rustiing of leaves and comparing
of marks. Returning, after a brief absence, Mrs.
Minot beheld the countenances of the workers
adorned with gay stamps, giving thera a very curi-
ous appearancec.

“ My dears ! what new play have you got now ?
Are you wild Indians ? or letters that have gone
round the world before finding the right address ?”
she asked, laughing at the vidicuious sight, for both
were as sober as judges and deeply absorbed in
some doubtful speciraen.

“ Oh, we just stuck them there to keep them
safe; they get lost if wc leave them lying 'round.
It ’s very handy, for | can see in a minute what |
want on Jill’s face and she on mine, and put our
fingers on the right chap at once,” answered Jack,
adding, with an anxious gaze at his friend's varie-
gated countenance: “ Where the dickens is my
New Granada? It ’s rare, and | would n’t lose it
for a dollar.”

“ Why, there it is on your own nose. Don’t
you remember you put it there because you said
mine was not big enough to hold it?” laughed Jill,
tweaking a large orange square off the round nose
of her neighbor, causing it to wrinkie up in a droll
way, as the gum made the operation slightly
painful.

“ So | did, and gave you Little Bolivar on yours.
Now [ ’il have Alsace and Lorraine, 1870. There
are seven of them, so hoid still and see how you
like it,” returned Jack, picking the large, palé
stamps one by one from Jill’s forehead, which they
crossed like a band.

She bore it without flinching, saying to herself
with a secret smile, as she glanced at the hot fire,
which scorched her if she kept near enough to Jack
to help him, “ This really is being like a mission-
ary, with a tattooed savage to look after. | have

" Copyright» 187 by Louisa M. Alcott.  All 4ghts reservad.
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to suffer a little, as the good folks did who got
speared and roasted sometimes, but | wont com-
plain a bit, though my forehead smarls, my arms
are tired, and one cheek is as red as fire.”

“The Roméan States make a handsome page,
don’t they ?” asked Jack, little dreaming of the part
he was playing in Jill’s mind. “ Oh, | say, isn’t
Corea a beauty ? | 'm ever so proud of that,” and
he gazed fondly on a big bluc stamp, the solé orna-
ment of one page.

“ 1 don’t see why the Cape of Good Hope has
pyramids. They oughtto go in Egypt. The Sand-
wich Islands are all right, with heads of the black
kings and queens on them,” said Jill, feeling that
they were very appropriate to her private play.

“ Turkey has crescents, Australia swans, and
Spain women’s heads, with black bars across them.
Frank says it is because they keep women shut up
so; but that was only his fun. | °d rather have a
good, honest green United States, with Washington
on it, or a blue one-center with oid Franklin, than
all their eagles and lions and kings and queens put
together,” added the democratic boy, with a disre-
spectful slap on a crowned head as he settied
Heliogoland in its place.

“ Why does Austria have Mercury on the stamp,
| wonder? Do they wear helmets like that?”
asked Jill, with lhe brush handle in her mouth as
she cut a fresh batch of flaps.

“ May be, he was postman to the gods, so he
is put on stamps now. The Pnissians wear hel-
mets, but they have spikes like the oid Roman fel-
lows. | like Prussians ever so much; they fight
splendidly, and always beat. Austrians have a
handsome uniform, though.”

“ Talidng of Romans reminds me that | have
not heard your Latin for two days. Come, lazy-
bones, brace up, and let us have it now. | 've
done my compo., and shall have just time before |
go out for a trarap with Gus,” said Frank, putting
by a neat page to dry, for he studied every day
like a conscientious lad as he was.

“Don’t know it. Not going to try till next
week. Grind away over your oid Greek as much
as you like, but don’t bother rae,” answered Jack,
frowning at the mere thought of the detested
lesson.

But Frank adored his Xenophon, and would not
see his oid friend, Cssar, neglected without an
effort to defend him; so he confiscated the gum-
pot, and cffectually stopped the stamp Business by
whisking away at one fell swoop all that lay on
Jill's table.

“ Now then, young man, you will quit this sort
of nonsense and do your lesson, or you wont see
these fellows again in a hurry. You asked me to
hear you,and | ‘m goingto doit; here ’sthe book.”
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Frank's tone was the dictatorial one, which Jak
hated and always found hard to obey, especialy
when he knew he ought to do it. Usually, «en

this patience was tried, he strode about the rooi
or ran off for a race round the garden, coming back
breathless, but good-tempered. Now both these
vents for irritation were denied him, and he hed
fallen into the way of throwing things about ina
pet. He longed to send Caesat to perpetual han
ishment in the fire blazing ciése by, but resisted
the temptation, and answered honestly, though
gruffly: “ 1 know I did, but | don't see any usein
pouncing on a fellow when he is nt ready. |
have n’t got my lesson, and don’t mean to wory
about it; so you may just give me back niy thinp
and go about your business.”

“ 1’1l give you back a stamp for every perfect
lesson you get, and you wont see them on ay
other terms ; ” and thrusting the treasures into his
pocket, Frank caught up his rubber boois, ad
went off swinging them like a pair of clubs, feeling
that he would give a trille to be able to use them
on his lazy brother.

At this high-handed proceeding, and the thieai
which accompanied it, Jack's patience gave o,
and catching up Cassar, as he thought, sent him
flying after the retreating tyrant with tlie deliani
declaration:

“ Kccp them, then, and your oid book, loo!
I wont look at it till you give all my stamps beck
and say you are sorry. So now!”

It was all over before Mamma could interfete,or
Jill do more than clutch and cling to the gum
ljrush. Frank vanished unharmed, but the poor
book dashed against the wall to fall half open m
the floor, its gay cover loosened, and its smooh
leaves crushed by the blow'.

“1t’sthe albuml OlIi, Jack, how could youf"
cried Jill, dismayed at sight of the precious bookso
maltreated by the owner.

“ Thought it was the other. Guess it isn' hiir
much. Did n’t mean to hithim, any way. He des
provoke me so,” muttered Jack, very red ad
shame-faced as his mother picked up the book ad
laid it silently on the table before him. He dd
not know what to do with himself, and was thank-
ful for the stamps still left him, finding great iclicf
in making faces as he plucked them one byone
from his mortified countenance. Jill looked m
half glad half sorry that her savage showed suh
signs of unconverted ferocity, and Mrs. Minot'veni
on writing letters, wearing the grave look Btrso«
found harder to bear than anotlier person’s swd
ing. No one spoke for a moment, and the Siler
was becoming awkward when Gus appeared ina
rubber suit, bringing a book to Jack from Laura
and a note to Jill from Lotty.
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“ Look here, you just trundle me into my den,
please. | ’m going to have a nap, it’s so dull to-
day | don’t feel like doing much,” said Jack, when
Cus had done his errands, trying to look as if he
knew nothing about the fracas.

Jack folded his arms and departed like a warrior
borne from the battle-field, to be chaffed unmerci-
fullyfora “ peppcr-pot,” while Gus made him com-
fortable in his own room.

“1heard once of a boy who threw a fork at his
brolhcr and put his eye out. But he did n’t mean
lo, and the brother forgave him, and he never did
so any more,” observed Jill, in a pensive tone,
whliing to show that she felt all the dangers of im-
patience, but was sorry for the culprit.

“Did the boy ever forgive himself?” asked Mrs.
Minot.

“No, 'm; | suppose not. But Jack did ’nt hit
Frank, and feels real sorry, | know.”

“He inight have, and hurt him very much. Our
actions are in our own hands, but the consequences
of them are not. Remember that, my dear, and
ihink twice before you do anything.”

“Yes, 'm, | wOl,” and Jitl composed herself to
conskler what missionaries usually did when the
natives hinled tomahawks and boomerangs at onc
anoiher, and defied the rulers of the land.

Mis. Minot wrote one page of a new letter, then
slopped, pushed her papers about, thought a little,
and finaliy got up, saying, as if she found it impos-
sible to resist the yearning of her heart for the
naughty boy:

“1am going to see if Jack is covered up, he is

sohelpless, and liable to take co'ld. Don’t stir till
Icome back.”
“No, 'm, | wont.”

Away went the tender parent to find her son
stuiiying C$sar for dear life, and all the more
amiable for tlie little gust which had blown away
ire lemporary irritability. The brothers were
often called “ Thunder and Lightning,” because
Frank lowcred and growled and was a good while
clearing up, while Jack’s temper carne and went
likea flash, and the air was all the clearer for the
«cape of dangerous electricity. Of course Mamma
hedto stop and deliver a little lecture, illustrated
Wsad tales of petulant boys, and punctuated with
“sses which took off the edge of these afilicting
narratives.

Jiilmeantime meditated morally on the superi-
«nb'of her own good temper over the hasty one
oiherdcar playmate, and just when she was feeling
“nusually uplifted and secute, alas ! like so many

“s, she fell, in the most deplorable manner.

Gbncing about the room for something to do.
* sawa sheet of paper lying exactly out of reach,
*steit had fluttered from the table unperceived.
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At first her eye rested on it as carelessly as it did
on the straystamp Frank had dropped; then, as
if one tliing suggested the other, she took it into
her head that the paper was Frank’ coraposition,
or Inetter still, a note to Annette, for the two cor-
responded when absence or weather prevented the
daily meeting at school.

“ Would n’t it be fun to keep it till he gives
back Jack’s stamps ? It would plague him so if it
was a note, and | do believe it is, for compo’s
don’t begin with two words on one side. | ’ll get
it, and Jack and I will plan some way to pay him
off, cross thing !”

Forgetting her promise not to stir, also how dis-
honorable it was to read other people’s letters, Jill
caught up the long-handled hook, often in use
now, and tried to puli the paper nearer. It would
not come at once, for a seam in the carpet held it,
and Jill feared to tear or crumple it if she was not
very careful. The hook was rather heavy and long
for her to manage, and Jack usually did the fishing,
so she was not very skillful, and just as she was
giving a particularly quick jerk she lost her bal-
ance, fell off the sofa, and dropped the pole with a
baiig.

“ Oh, my back !” was all she could think or say
as she fell the jar all through herlittle body, and a
corresponding fear in her guilty little mind that
some one would come and find out the double mis-
chief she had been at. For a moment she lay
quite still to recover from the shock, then as the
pain passed she began towonder how she should get
back, and looked about her to see ifshe could do it
alone. She thought she could, as the sofd was
ncar and she had impioved so much thatshe could
sit up a little if the doctor would have let.ber. She
was gathering herselftogether for the effort, when,
within arm’sreach now, she saw the tempting paper,
and seized it with glee, for in spite of her predica-
ment she did want to tease Frank. A glance
showed that it was not the composition fior a note,
but the beginning of a letter from Mis. Minot to
her sister, and Jill was about to lay it down when
her own fiame caught her eye, and she could not
resist reading it. Hard words to write of one so
young, doubly hard to read, and impossible to
forget.

“Dear Lizzie: Jaik conrinues to do vety well, and will soon b«
iip agnin. But we begin 10 fear that the little girl is permanently
injuredin Ilie b.ick. She is hore, and we do our best fot her; hut |
never look at her without thinking of Lucinda Snow, who, you re-
member. was bed-ridden for twenty years. owing to a fall at fifteen.
Poot litile Janey does not know yet, and | hoi>e

There it ended, and “ poor little Janey’s ” pun-
ishment for disobedience began that instant. She
thought she was getting well because she did not
suffer all the time, and every one spoke cheerfully
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about “ by and by.” Now slie knew the truth,
and shut her eyes with a shiver as she said, low, to
herself:

“ Twcenty years!
could n’t bearit!”

A very miseralile Jill lay on the floor, and for a
while did not care who carne and found her j then
the last words ofthe letter—*“ | hope”—seemed to
shine across the blackness of the dreadful “ twenty
years ” and cheer her up a bit, for despair never
lives long in young hearts, and Jill was a brave
child.

“ That is why Mammy sighs so when she dresses
me, and every one is so good to me. Perhaps

I could n’t bear it; oh, |

Mrs. Minot does n’t really know, after all. She was
dreadfully scared about Jack, and he is getting
well. | ’d like to ask Doctor, but he might find out
about the (etter. Oh, dear, why did n't | keep
still and let the horrid thing alone !”

As she thought that, Jill pushed the paper
away, pulled herself up, and with much painful
effort managed to get back to her sofa, where
she laid herself down with a groan, feeling as if
the twenty years had already passed over her
since she tumbled off.
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“ | 've told a lie, for j said | would n’t stir. 1\e
hurt my back, | 've done a mean thing, and 1've
got paid for it. A nice missionary | am; |
better begin at home, as Mammy told me to,” and
Jill groaned again, remembering her mother’s
words. “ Now | ve got another secret to keep all
alone, for | 'd be ashamed to tell the girls. 1 guess
I Il turn round and study my spelling; then no
one will see my face.”

Jill looked the picture of a good, indiistrlous
child as she lay with her back to the large table,
her book held so that nothing was to be seen but
one cheek and a pair of lips rooving busily. Fort-
unately, it is difficiilt for little sinners to acl a

part, and, even if the face is hidden, something in
the body seems to betray the internal remorseaiid
shame. Usually, Jill lay flat and still; now her
back was benC in a peculiar way as she leaned over
her book, and one foot wagged nervously, while n
the visible check was a Spanish stamp wiih a
woman’s face looking through the black bars, 'ety
suggestively, if she had known it. How long the
minutes seemed till some one carne, and what “
queer little jurap her heart gave when Mrs. Minois
voice said, cheerfully: “ Jack is all right, and, | de
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clare, so is Jill. I reaily believe there is a telegraph
still working somewhere laetween you two, and cach
knows what the other is about without words.”

*| did n’t have any other book handy, so |
thought 1 ’d study awhile,” answered Jill, feeling that
she deserved no praise for her seeming industry.

She east a sidelong glance as she spoke, and see-
ini' that Mrs. Minot was looking for the letter, hid
her face and lay so still she coulcl hear the rustie of
the p.tper as it was taken from the floor. It was
ivell she did not also see the quick look the lady
gave her as she turned the letter and found a red
stamp siicking to the under side, for this unlucky
littlc witness told the story.

Mrs. Minot remembered having seen the stamp
lying ciése to the sofa when she left the room, for
she had had halfa mind to take it to Jack, but did
not, thinking Frank's plan had some advantages.
She also rccollected that a paper flew off the table,
but being in haste she had not stopped to see what
itwas. Now, the stamp and the letter could hardly
have come together without hands, for they lay a
yard apart, and here, also, on the unwritten por-
lion of the page, was the mark of a small green
ihumb. Jill had been winding wool for a stripe in
iier new afglian, and the green ball lay on her soféa.
These signs suggested and confirmed what Mrs.
Minot did not want to believe; so did the voice,
atlitude and air of Jill, all very unlike her usual
open, alert ways.

The kind lady could easily forgive the reading
ofher letter since the girl had found such sad news
there, but the dangers of disobedience were serious
inher case, and a glance showed that she was suf-
fering either in mind or body,—perhaps both.

“ 1 will wait for her to tell me. She is an honest
child, and the truth will soon come out,” thought
Ms, Minot as she took a clean sheet, and Jill tried
to study,

1Shall 1 hear your lesson, dear? Jack mcans
torecite his like a good boy, so suppose you follow
hisexampie,” she said, presently.

“ldon’t know as | can say it, but | ’ll try.”

Jilldid try, and got on biavely till she carne to
Iheword “ pcrmanent there she hesiiated, re-
membcring where she saw it last.

"Do you know what that mcans?” asked her
tlzafi]er, thinking to help her on by defining the

* Always—for a great while—or something like
toat; does n’t it ?” faltered Jill, with a tight feeling
roherihroat, and the color coming up, as she tried
tospeak easily, yet felt so shame-stricken she could
oL

Are you in pain, my child? Never mind the
lell nie, and 1 ’il do something for you.”
he kind words, the soft hand on her hot cheek,
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and the pity in the eyes that looked at her, were
too much for Jill. A sob carne first, and then the
truth, told with hidden face and tcars that washed
the blush away, and set frce the honest little soul
that could not hide its fault from such a friend.

“ | knew it ail before, and was sure you would
tcll me, else you would not be the child I love and
like to help so well.”

Then, while she soothed Jill’s trouble, Mi-s.
Minot told her story and showed the letter, wish-
ing to lessen, if possible, some part of the pain it
liad given.

“ Sly oid stamp! to go and tell on mé when |
meant to own up, and get some credit if | could,
after being so mean and liad,” said Jill, smiling
through her tears when she saw the tell-taie wit-
nesses against her.

“ You had better stick it in your book to reinind
you of the bad consequences of disobedience, then
perhaps this lesson will leave a ‘permauent’ im-
pression on your mind and memory,” answered
Mrs. Minot, glad to see her natural gayety coming
back, and hoping that she had forgotten the con-
tents of the unfortunate letter.

But she had not; and presently, when the sad
affair liad been talked over and ibrgiven, Jill asked,
slowly, as she tried to put on a brave look:

* Please tell me about Lucinda Snow. If 1 am
to be like her, 1 might as well know how she man-
aged to bear it so long.”

“ 1 ’'m sorry you ever heard ofher, and yet per-
liaps it may help you to bear your trial, dear, which
I hope will never be as heavy a one as hers. This
Lucinda | knew for years, and though at first |
thought her fate the saddest that could be, I carne
at last to see how happy she ivas in spite of her
nffliction, how good and usefui and heloved.”

“ Why, how could she be? What did she do ?”
cried Jill, forgetting her own troubles to look up
with an open, eager face again.

“ She was so patient, other people were ashamed
to coniplain of their small worries; so cheerful,
that her own great one grew lighter; so indus-
trious, that slie made both money and friends fay
pretty things she worked and sold to her many
visitors. And, best of all, so wise and sweet that
she seemed to get good out of everything, and
make her poor room a sort of chapel where people
went for comfort, counsel, and an example of a
pious life. So, you see, Lucinda was not so very
miserable after all.”

“ Well, if | could not be as | was, | 'd like to be
a woman like that. Only, | hope | shall not!”
answered Jill, thoughtftilly at first, then coming
out so decidedly with the last words that it was
evident the life of a bed-ridden saint was not at all
to her mind.
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“Sodol; and 1 mean to believe thafyonwiU
not Meantime, we can try to make the waiting as
useful and Eleasant as possiblc." This painful little
B3&K will be a sort of onsclence to remind you r(‘)f‘
what you ought to do and leave undone, and ¢0
you can be learning obedience. Then, when the
body is strong, it will have formed a good liabit to
make duty easier; and my Lucinda can be a sweet
example, even while lying here, ifshe chooses.”

“ Can 1?” and Jill’s eyes were full of softer tears
as the comfortable, cheering words sank into her
heart, to blossom slowly by and by into her life,
for this was to be a long lesson, hard to learn, but
very useful in the years to come.

When the boys returned, after the Latin was
recited and peace restored, Jack showed her a
recovered stamp promptly paid by Frank, who was
as just as he was severe, and Jill asked for the oid
red one, though she did not tell why she wanted it,
fior show it put away in the spelling-book, a little
seal upon a promise made to be kept.

Chapter VIII.
MERRY AND MOLLY.

Now let US see how the other missionaries got
on with their tasks.

Farmer Grant was a thrifty, well-to-do man,
anxious to give his children greater advantages
than he had enjoyed, and to improve the fine place
of which he was justly proud. Mrs. Grant was a
noUble housewife, as ambitious and industrious as
her husband, but too busy to spend any time on
the elegancies of life, though always ready to help
the poor and sick like a good neighbor and Christ-
ian woman. The three sons—Tora, Dick and
igarry—were big fellows of seventeen, nineteen and
twenty-one; the two first on the farra, and the
eider in a store just setting up for himself. Kind-
hearted but rough-mannered youths, who loved
Merry very much, but teased her sadly about her
“ fine lady airs,” as they called her dainty ways
and love of beauty.

Merry was a thoughtful girl, full of innoccnt
fancies, refined tastos and ronaantic dreams, in
which .0 one .. homo ttoug» «h. « s
the pct of the family. It did seem, to an outsider,
as if the delicate little creature had got there by
mistake, for she looked very like a tea-rose in a
field of clover and dandelions, whose highest aim

in life was to feed cows and help make root beer.
When the girls talked over the new society, it

pleased Merry very much, and she decided not
Snly to try and love work better, but to convert her
family to a liking for pretty things, as she called
her own more cultivated tastes.
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“ 1 will begin at once and show them that 1
don’t mean to shirk my duty, though | do wantto

be nice,” thought she, as shesat atsupperonemgh,
and looked about her, planning her first niove,

Not a very cheering prospect for a lover of ilie
beautiful, certainly, for the big kitchen, though &
neat as wax, liad nothing lovely in it, except ared
geranium blooming at the window. Nor were lhe
people all that could be desired, in some respecis,
as they sat about the table shoveling in porkand
beans with their knives, dtinking tea from their
saucers, and laughing out with a hearty “ Haw,
haw,” when anything amused them. Yet, thebo)s
were handsome, strong specimens, the farmer a
hale, benevolent-looking man, the housewife a
pleasant, sharp-eyed matron, who seemed to fiad
comfort in looking often at the bright face at her
elbow, with the broad forehead, dear eyes, sneet
mouth, and quiet voice that carne like music in
among the loud masculine ones, or the quick
neivous tones of a woman always in a hurry,

Merry’s face was so thoughtful that evening that
her father observed it, for, when at home, he
watched her as one watches a kitten, glad to see
anything so pretty, young and happy, at its play.

“ Little daughter has got something on her
mind, I mistrust. Come and tell father all about
it,” he said, with a sounding slap on his broad
knee as he turned his chair from the table to the
ugly stove, where three pairs of wet boots steamed
underneath, and a great kettle of cider-apple sauce
simmered above.

“Wlien 1 ’ve helped dear up, | 11 come ad
talk. Now, mother, you sit down and rcst; Roxy
and | can do'everything,” answered Merry, patiing
the oid rocking-chair so invitingly that tlie lired
woman could not resist, especially as watcliingthe
kettle gave her an excuse for obeying.

“ Well, | don’t care if Tdo, for | ’vc been on ny
feet since five o’clock. Be sure you cover llungs
up, and shiit the buttery door, and put tho cat doan
cellar, and sift your meal. | ’ll see to the buc-
wheats last thing before 1 go to bed.”

Mrs. Grant subsided with her knittmg. for n«
hands were never idle; Tom tilted his cliair back
against the wall ang pickecl L%s }ge}fga\/yleth ggsr%%

N
the boots water-tight; and Harry sat down atm
small table, to look over bis accounts, with an
important air,—for every one occupied thisrivim
and the work was done in the out-kitchen e i

Merry hated clearing up, but dutifully di ev »
distasteful task, and kept her eye an
till all was m order; thens g n
on her father’s knee, n n
her the s.lent welcome they always
“ 0"®-

faces about
fo, fte
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"Yes, | do want something, but | know you
ifl say it~ silly,” she laegan, as her father pinched
her blooming cheek’, with the wish that his peaches

would ever look half as well.

IIShould n't wonder if it was a doli now,” and
M Grant stroked her head with an indulgent
srile as if she was about six instead of nearly
fifieen

“Why, father, you know | don’t. | have n’t
plajed with dollies for years and years. No; |
wanl to fix up my room pretty, like Jill’s. 1 ’ll do

it al myself, and only want a few things, for |
don't expect it to look as nice as hers.”

Indignation gave Merry courage to state her
I wishes boldly, though she knew the boys would
llaugh. They did, and her mother said in a tone
I of surprisc ;

"Why, child, what more can you want? | ’m
Isure your room is always as neat as a new pin,
‘thankstoyour bringing up, and | toid you to have
lafire there whenever you wanted to.”

“Let me have some oid things out of the garret,
| and1 1l show you what | want. It is neat, but so

bete and ugly | bate to be there. | do so love
something pretty to look at!” and Merry gave a
litleshiver of disgust as she turned her eyes away

| franthe large greasy boot Dick was holding up to
lesure it was well lubricated all round.

“Sodo 1, and that s a fact. | could n’t geton
| titbout my pretty girl here, any way. Why, she

loaches up the oid place better than a dozen fiower-

pasir full blow,” said the farmer, as his eye went
framshe scarlet geranium to the bright young face
| sonear his own.

"l ivish | had a dozen in the sitting-room win-

aB  Mother says they are not tidy, but | ’d keep
Itbem neat, and | know you ’d like it,” broke in
1 g'nd of the chance to get one of the long-
| desiredwishes of her heart fulfilled.

“1 7l fetch you some next time | go over to

Bllads. Tell me what you want, and we ’ll have
pposybed somewhere round, see if we don't,”
jaidlier father, climly understanding what she

1'\\Ded

"Now, If mother says | may fix my room, |
[t">llhesatjsfied, and | ’ll do my chores without a
hitoffuss, to show how grateful I am,” said the
|pil,ihanlting her father with a kiss, and sniiling
|«lier mother sa wistfully tiat the good woman
|®tddnotrefusG.

"Mumay have anything you like out of the

Iwcchest. There ’s a lot of things there that the

got at after Grandma died, and | could n’t
"toihrow or give ’em away. Trim up your
ojs you like, and mind you don’t forget your

IPMoftbe bargain,” answered Mrs. Grant, seeing

Ipoftiathe plan.
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“1 wont; | ’il work all the morning to-morrow,
and in the afternoon | ’ll get ready to show you

what | cali a nice, pretty room,” answered Merry,
looking so pleased it seemed as if another flower
had blossomcd in the large bate kitchen.

She kept her word, and the very stonny after-
noon when Jill got into troubie, Merry was work-
ing busily at her little bower. In the blue chest
she found a variety of treasures, and ignoring the
motil boles, used them to the best advantage,
trying to imitate the simple comfort with a touch
of elegance which prevailed in Mrs. Minot’s back
bedroom.

Three faded rcd-moreen curtains went up at the
Windows over the chilly paper shades, giving a
pleasant glow to the bare walls. A red quilt with
white stars, rather the worse for many washings,
covered the bed, and a gay cloth the table, where
a judicious arrangement of books and baskets con-
cealed the spots. The little air-tight stove was
banished, and a pair of ancient andirons shone in
the fire light. Grandma’s last and largest braided
rug lay on the hcarth, and her brass candlesticks
adorned the bureau, over the inirrot of which was
festooned a white muslin skirt, tied up with
Merry’s red sash. This piece of elegance gave
the last touch to her room, she thought, and she
was very proud of it, setting forth all her small
store oftrinkcts in a large shell, with an empty
scent bottle, and a clean tidy over the pincushién.
On the walls she hung three old-fashioned pictures,
which she ventured to borrow from the garret til!
better could be found. One a mourning piece,
with a very tall lady weeping on an urn in a grove
of willotis, and two small boys in knee breeches
and funny little square tails to their coats, looking
like cherubs in large frills. The other was as
good as a bonfire, being an irruption of Vesuvius,
and very lurid indcc'd, for tbe Bay of Naples was
boiling like a pot, the red sky raining rocks, and
a few distracted people lying flat upon the shore.
The third was a really pretty scene of children
dancing round a May-pole, for though nearly a
hundred years oid, the little maids smiled and the
boys pranced as gayly as if the flowers they carried
were still alive and sweet.

“ Now I ’ll cali them all to see, and say that it
is pretty. Then I ’ll enjoy it, and come here when
things look dismal and l)are everywhcre else,”
said Merry, when at last it was done. She had
worked all the afternoon, and only finishcd at
supper time, so the candles had to be lighted that
the toilette might look its best, and impress the
beholders with an idea of true elegance. Unfort-
unately, the fire smoked a little, and a window
was set ajar to dear the room; an evil disposed
gust blew in, wafting the thin drapery within reach
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of the light, and when Merry threw open the door
proudly thinking to display her success, she was
horrified to find the room in a blaze, and half hei
labor all in vain.

The conflagration was over m a minute, now-
ever for the boys tore down the muslim ancl
stamped out the fire with much laughter, wh.le
Mrs. Grant bewailcd the damage to her carpet,
and poor Merry took refuge in her father’s arms,
rcfusing to be comforted in spite of his kind com-
mendationof* Grandma’sfixin’s,”

The third little mtssionary had the hardest time
of all, and her first efforts were not much more
satisfactory fior successful than the others Her
father was away from morning till mght, and then
had his paper to read, books to keep, or a man to
see down town, so that after a hasty word at tea,
he saw no more of the children till another eve-
ning, as they were seldom up at his early break-
fast. He thought they were well taken care o,
for Miss Bathsheba Dawes was an energeuc, mid-
dle-aged spinster when she carne into the family,
and had been there fifteen years, so he did not
observe, what a woman would have seen at once
that Miss Bat was getting oid and careless, an
everything about the house was at sixes aiu
sevens. She took good care of him, and
she had done her duty if she got three comfortable
medis, nursed the children when they were .11,
and saw that the house did not burn up. So
Maria Louisa and Napoledn Bonaparte got on as
they could, without the tender cares of a mother
Molly had been a happy-go-lucky child, contented
with her pets, her freedom, and little Boo to
love; but now she was just beginning to see that
they were not like other children, and to feel
ashamed of it.

“ Papa is busy, but Miss Bat ought to see to us,
she is paid for it, and Goodness knows she has an
easy time now, for if | ask her to do anything she
groans over her bones, and tells me young folks
should wait on themselves, 1take all the jare o
Boo off her hands, but | can’t wash my own things,
and he has n’t a decent trowser to his blessed little
legs. | d tell papa, but it would n’t do any good,
he ’d only say, ‘Yes, child, yes, | 1 attend to it,
and never do a thing.”

This used to be Molly’s lament when some
especially trying event occurred, and if the girls
were not there to condole with her, she would
retire to the shed-cliamber, cali
her, and, sitting in the oid two-bushcl basket, pul
her bair about her ears, and scold all alone. The
cats learncd to undersUnd this habit, and nobly
did their best to dispel the gloom which now and
then obscured the sunshine of their little
Some of them would creep mto her lap and purr

till the comfortable sound soothed her irritation;
the sedate elders sat at her feet blinking witli such
wise and sympathetic faces, that she felt as if half
a dozen Solomons were giving her the sagest
advice; while the kittens frisked about, ciiiting up
their drollest capers till she laughed in spite of
herself. When the laugh carne, the worst of the
fit was over, and she soon cheered up, dismissing
the consolers with a pat all round, a feast of good
things from Miss Bafs larder, and the usual specch;

“ Well, dears. it’s of no use to worry. | guess
we shall get along somehow, if we don’t frei.”

With which wise resoUition, Molly would leae
her retreat and freshen up her spirits by a rowon
the river or a romp with Boo, which always finished
the case. Now, however, she was bound to try
the new plan and do something toward reforming
not only the boy’s condition, but the disorder and
discomfbrt of home.

“ 1’1l play it is Siam, and this the house of a
native, and 1’m come to show the folks how lo live
nicely’ Miss Bat wont know what to make of it,
and 1 can’t tell her, so | shall get some fun outof
it, any way,” thought Molly, as she survcyed the
dining-room the day her mission began.

The prospect was not clieering; and, if the
natives of Siam live in such confusion, it is high
time they were attended to. The breakiast-tabie
still stood as it was left, with slops of coffee onthe
cloth; bits of bread, egg-shells,.and potalo-skins
lay about, and one lonely sausage was east anay in
the middle of a large platter.  The furtiuure was
dusty, stove untidy, and tbe carpet looked as d
crumbs had been scattered to chickens who dechn®
their brcakfast, Boo was sitting on the sofa, iMh
his arm through a hole in the cover,
some lost treasure put away there for safe keep.n”,
Itke a litie magpie as he was. Molly fantned s
washed and dressed him well enough ; but
she seemed to see more clearly, and sigh” s
thbught of the hard job in store for her ifsh
him the thorough washing he needed, and combed
out that curly mop of hair. , N k» |

“ 1l dear up first and do that hya s
ought to have a nice little tub and good
M rl Minot, and | will, too, if I buy
she said, piling up cups with an energy
ened destruction to handles.

Miss Bat, who was trailing about the
with her head pinned up m a httle p ®
so surprised by the de™nnd for a pan ofl n
and four clean towels, that she neary
snuff-box, chief comfort of

“ What new whimsey now?
dishes stand ’tound till | have tune P
and you are off coastmg
Well, this tidy fit wont last long, so

-a
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meke tbe most of it," said Miss Bat, as she handed
outthe requircd articles, and then pushed her spec-
Bcles from tlie tip of her sharp nose to her sharper
black eyes for a good look at tlie girl who stood
prinily before her, with a olean apron on and her
Lair braided up instead of flying wildly aljout her
ahouldeis.

"Umph!” was all the comment that Miss Bat
mede on this uuusual neatness, and she went on
scrapingher sauccpans, while Molly returned to her
wrk very weil pleased with the effect of her first
step, for she felt that the bewildennent of Miss
Wl would be a conslant inspiration to fresh effoiTs.

MULL\ LOO ENJOVINU A

Anhour of hard work produced an agreeable
drange intho abodc of the native, for the taléle was
dared, room swept and dusted, fire brightened,

the holes in the sofa covering were pinned up
tlliimecould be found to mend them. Tobe sure,
fdboflint lay in corners, smears of asiles were on
stove hcarth, and dust still lurked on chair

"SinBand table Icgs. But too much must not be
**|>tttedofa new convert, so the young missionary
. Sitdown to rcst, well pleased and ready for anoiher
tbmptassoon as she could decide in what dircc-
I~ i should be made. She qiiailcd before Boo

Voi. VIl.— 27,
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as she looked at the unconscious innocent peace-
fully playing with the spotted dog, now bereft of
his tail, and tlic lone saiisage with which he was
attempting to feed the liungi7 animal, whose red
mouth always gapetl for more.

“ It will be an awful job, and he is so happy J
wont plague him yet. Guess | ’ll go and put iny
room to lights first, and pick up some clean clothes
to put 011 him, if he is alive after 1 gct through
with him,” thought Molly, forcsecing a stormy pas-
sage for the lioy, who hated a batli as much as
some ]yeople hate a tnp across the Atlantic.

Up she went, and finding the five out felt dis-

SLfLK.

couragcd, thought she would rcst a little more, so
reiired under the blankets to rcad one ofthe Christ-
mas books. The dinncr-bcll rang while she was
still wandering happily in “ Nclly’s Silver Mine,”
and she van down to find that Boo had laid outa
railroad all across her neat room. iising bits of coal
for sleepcrs and books for rails, over whicli he was
dragging the ycllow sied laden with a disinayed
kitten, the tailicss dog, and the remains of the sati-
sage, evidciitly 01 its way to the tomb, for Boo
took bitcs nt it now and then, no other lunch being
ofiered him.
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“ Oh dear ! why cau’t boys play without making
such a mess,” sighed Molly, picking up the featheis
from tho dustcr with which Boo had been trying to
make a “ cocky-doo ” of the haplcss dog. “ i Tl
wash him right after dinner, and that will keep him
out of mischief for a while,” she thought, as the
young engineer unsuspiciously procecded lo oma-
ment his already crocky countenance with squash,
cranberry sauce and gravy, till he looked more
like a Fiji chicf in full war-paint than a Christian
boy.

““1 want two pails of hot water, please, Miss Bat,
and the big tiib,” said Molly, as the ancient liand-
maicl emptied her fourth cup of tea, for she dined
with the family, and enjoycd her own good cooking
in its prime.

“ What are you going to wash now ?”

“ Boo—I 'm sure he needs il enough,” and Molly
could not help laughing as the victim added to his
britdiant appearance by smearing the colors all to-
gether with a nil5 of iwo grimy hands, making a
fine “ Turner” of himself.

' Now, Maria Louisa Bemis, you aint going lo
cut up no capers with that child! The idea of a
hot bach in the middle of the day, and him full of
dinaer, and croupy into the bargain ! Wet acoérner
of a towel at the kettle-spout and polish him off if
you like, but you wont risk his life in no balh-tubs
this coid day.”

Miss Bat’s word was law in some things, so Molly
had to submit, and took Boo away, sa)ing, loftily,
as she left the room :

“ I shall ask father, and do it to-night, for I will

have my brother look like a pig.”

“ My patience | how the Siamese do leave their
things round,” she exclaimed, as she surveyed her
room after making up the fire and polishtng off
Boo. “ I Tl put things in order, and then mend
up my rags, if I can find m)' thimble. Now, let me
see,” and she went to exploring her closet, bureau
and table, finding such disorder cverywliere that
her courage nearly gave out.

She had clothes enough, but all needed care;
even her best dress had two I:f.ttons off, and her
Siinday hat but one string. Slioes, skirts, books
and loys lay about, and her di-awers were a perfect
chaos of soiled ruffles, odd gloves, oid ribbons, boot
lacings and bits of paper.

“ Oh, my heart, what a muddle ! Mrs. Minot
would n’t think much of me if she could sée that,”
said Molly, recalling how ihat lady once said she
could judge a good deal of a little girl’s character
and habits by a pecp at her top drawer; and
Molly went on, with great success, to guess how
each of her school-mates Irept her drawer.

“ Come, missionary, clear up, and don’t let me
find such a glory-hole again, or I ’ll rcpoit you to
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the society,” said Molly, tipping the wliolc draucr-
full out upon the bed, and beguiling the tircsome
job by keeping up the new play.

Twilight carne before it was done, and a great
pile of things loomed up on her table, with o
visible mcans of repair,—for Molly’s work-basket
was full of nuis, and her thimble down a liolein
the shed-floor, where the cats had dropped it in
their play.

“ | ’ll ask Bat for hooks and tape, and papa for
some money to buy scissors and things, for I dont
know where mine are. Glad | can't do any nore
now ! Being neatis such hard work !" and Molly
threw herself down ou the rug beside the oid
wooden eradle in which Boo was blissfully rocking,
with a cargo of toys aboard.

She watched her time, and as soon os jler father
had done supper, she liastened to say, before he
got to his desk;

“ Please, papa, 1 want a dollar to get sorat
brass biittons and things to fix Boo’s clotheswiih.
He wore a hole in his new trousers coasting doan
the Keinblcs’ steps. And can’t | wash him? He
needs it, and Miss Bat wont let me have a lub.”

“ Certainly, child, certainly ; do what you likc,
only don’t keep me. | must be off, or | shall miss
Jacisson, and he ’s the man | want,” and, tluowing
down two dollars instead of one, Mr. Bcinis hunied
away, with a vague irapression that Boo had snal-
lowed a dozen brass buttons and Miss Bat had been
coasting somewhere in a bath-pan; but calcliing
Jackson was iroportant, so he did not stop lo
investigdte.

Armed with the paternal perraission, Molly car-
ried her point, and oh, what a dreadful evening
))oor Boo spent! First, he was decoyed upsiairs
an liour too soon, then put in a tub by main focé
and stemly scrubbed, in spite of shrieks that
brought Miss Bat to the locked door to condole
with tlie suffcrer, scold the scrubber, and dcpart,
darkly prophesying croup before morning.

“ He always hovvls when he is wasbcd; but 1
shall do it, since you wont, and he must get used
to it | will not have people tell me he ’s ncglecled,
if 1 can help it,” cried Molly, working away wilk
teai-s in her eyes—for it was as hard for licras lor
Boo; but she meant to be thoroiigh for once mlier
life, no matter what happcned.

When the worst was over, she coaxed bim w
candy and stories lili the long task of combingou
the curls was safelydone; then, in the clcan nigtu-
gown with a blue button newly sewed on, slie laia
him in bed, worn out, but sweet as a rose.

“ Now, say your prayers, dar.ling, and go
sleep, with the nice red blankct all luckc rou
so you wont get coid,” said Molly, rather doubttui
of the effect of the ivct head.
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“No, 1 "ont! Going to sleep now!” and Boo
shut his eyes wearily, feeling that liis late tridis liad
not left liiiti in a praycrful mood.

“Then you ’li be a real little heatheii, as Mrs.
Pecq callee! you, and 1 don’t know what | shall do
with you,” said Molly, longing to cuddie rather
than scold the little fellow, whose soul needed
looking tiftcr as well as his body.

““No, no; | wont be a heevin! | don’t want to
be fro'ved to tlie trockindiles. | will say iny
pnycrs! oh, 1 wiil!” and, rising in his bed, Boo
did so, ivitli the devotion of an infant Samuel, for
lie remcmlicred the talk when the society was
jormed.

Molly tnought her labors were over for that
niglk and soon went to bed, tired witli her first
attempts. But toward morning she was wakencd
by Ihc hoaise breathing of tlie boy, and was forced
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to patter away to Miss Bat’s room, liumbly asking
for tlie squills, and confcssing that the propheey
had come to pass.

“1 knew it! Bring the child to me and don’t
fret. | 11 see fo him, and next time you do as |
say,” was the consoling welcome she received as
Ilie oid lady popped up a slecpy but anxious face in
a large fiannel cap, and sliook the bottie wiili tlie
air of a general who had roiitcd the foe before and
meant to do it again.

Leaving her little responsibility in Miss Bat’s
arms, Molly retired to wet her pillow with a few
remorseful teai-s, and to fall asleep, wondering if
real missionaries ever Killed their pupils in the
process of conversion.

So the girls all failed in the beginning; but they
did not give up, and succeeded better next time,
as we shall see.

(To Occoul/inncti.)

RTDING ON

By

CUCKETY, clackety, how the wheels run ! o

Crickety, crackety, isn’t it fun

“shing through bridgcs and over the streams,
the country like so many dreamsi

®™Pity, bumpity, bapg, on each rail!

owlhe car sliivers tlirougli mountain and vale i
the hill-side, and now on the piain,

omning tlic same in the sunshine or rain.

H, F.

THE RAIL.

KiNG.

Chunkcty, chuiikety, chunkety, chunk !
Bnndbox and passenger, bundie and trunk,
All on the single train spccding away
Faster than antelopcs bounding in play.

J'RSlety, jogglety, bumpity, bump,
Crickety, crackety, humpity, hump,
Rntilety, battlety, clickety, clang,
Whistlety, ringity, here we stop, bang!
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SNOW-FLAKES.
By Mary N. Prescott.
Come,” said the Snow-flakes, “ it’s time we should rally,

To tuck up the roots of tlie grass,

To shine on the hill-top and whiten the valley
And touch the world up as we pass.

All the huts that are ruined and ugly
Let US change into marble halls,

We will cover the naked hedges up snugly,
And festoon the ragged stone walls.

We will build our drifts on the king’s highway,
Mimic the shape of star or feather,

We will silently waltz the livelong day,
Or sculpture garlands together.’

Never, outside of the spider’s loom,
Shall be spun such laces as ours.

And never, after the siimmer’s bloom,
Shall be seen such wonderful flowers.”

CHY LUNG, THE CHINESE FISHERMAN.

By Fanny

Chy LUNG lived quite alone by the sea, in a
small hut left him by his father, who, with his
mother, had died long ago, full of years, honest
and kindly people, but never well to do. Chy
Lungfollowed in his father’s footsteps, and in bis
granrifather’s, and bis grandfather’s father’s, and,
like them, was a fisberman.

He had been carefully reared, and was avirtuous
youth. He performed all tlie religious rites which
had been taught him ; he observad all feast days,
and he never yet had allowed the new year to find
him with debts unpaid. Though toiling for their
daily bread, and used to ratoy privations, bis
parents had found some time for the education of
their only son. He knew something of Chinese
literature, was a good arithmetician, and was scl-
dom without his volume of Confucius, of whose
life and maxims he was exceedingly fond.

His occupation was a never-ending pleasure to
Chy Lung. While he was waiting to draw Ins
nets, he sat on the shore and listcned to the sound
of the waves, and watcbcd and wondered at the
craft in the dim distancc, and sometimes even
made verses about the strange lands he could
almost see; for Chy Lung was a bit oC a poet,
and liked composing verses almost as well as read-

M.

Osbornk.

ing them; and when lie drew in his nets, ke
watched for the haul with the same eagcr diiricsity
he had felt as a child. Such strange creatures
carne from the clepths of the sea; great fishesfii
for the inarkct; things with big eyes, and ugly
wide mouths, which it was neeessary to kill, &
they devoured everything that cante in their «ay
sinallcr than themselves ; thousands of little avery
ininnows that were either dried on stvings ad
hung in festoons on the walls of the hut, or tliromn
back into tbe water until tlicy should atiain a
larger growth. )

The pleasant monotony of Chy Lung’s lik 1
mained unchanged for a long while, unlll oel
morning, for the first time, the sea failed him, nd
refused him her treasures. The first failureony
occasioned surprise; but when the secoiid mora
ing Cby Lung cast his nets in vain, things began
to wear a more serious aspect, for it was each nys
gain that supplied each day’s food.

The third morning he rose setim e s and hastcne
out to try once moro. With the H
he drcw in his nets; it was easy work-for m,|
were cmpty. 1

Chy Lung sat for a long time, looking j
lately at the empty nets, and apparenlly deep |
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thought. He liad need for reflection, for he had He looked up and down the Street; no door
only two small fishes wlierewitli to stay tlie pangs 4 open; there was no cross strect; and yet

of hunger, wliich by this time had begun to
nake tlieinselves felt most unpleasaiitly. At last,
he rose, and lianging out his nets to dry, went
hamcivard.

Scraping together the last of his fuel, he cooUed
andate tlie snialler of tlie two fish with a ravenous
appctite.  In tlie preparation of the other he took
greater pains. When it was browned to a niccty
heplaced it upon his best disli, and after changing
his bloiise for a fresh one, he stavted for the tem-

| pie, there to jay the fish as an offering before the
' idol called llie God of Plenty.
As he entered tlie door of the temple a piingent
I and aromaiic smell of incens6 mct his nostrils,
I mixed with the odor of sceiited woods, and of the
I luked meats, which hatl been brought as offerings.
Cutioiisnncl elabérate carvings aclorned the walls;
stken banncrs heavily embroidered hung from the
| criling. The idols sat jn a row on a dais beneath
acanopy. Some held faiis, some had double faces;
| alhvere liidcous, and none sliowed the least con-
| com when tiie savory dishes were carried away
| froin beneatli their very noses for llic entertaiii-
| mentof the priests in an iiiner apartment. They
| sil kept their scats, and moved neither hand, foot,
| foreycbrmv, and there they are still sitting to iliis

Chy Lung pushed impatiently toward the God
| oiPlemy, before whom he laid liis humble offering.
| He prostrated himself before the idols, and then,
Irising, he threw what are callcd the lucky sticks!
iHefrowncd, and murmured to himself that his
lilandliadslipped, threw them again, and, stooping
| lipdnliis liands and knees, studied them anxiously.
17 dielucky sticks that day provced most unlucky
IforChy Lung; they prophesied naught but grief
|and disaster.

Hetose, left tlic temple, and stood for some time
jwtside the door lost in thought. An oid story
Jeme iiitohis mind, told by his mother, of a time
IMiGi tho fisheries liad failcd altogetlier, when
Ishong men starved to death, and little children
iPWshed m their mothers’arms. He was faint and

imagination ivas fevered.

I «rd mies of bis childhood i-eturned to his mem-

and that of the Sorcerer of the Sea was as

| 7clearto him as when he heard it first at his
pndfathcr's knee.

Street with a

I am so young to die, so young and
ir what | feel is but the beginning of

widi, > hat must be the final pangs? Would
ikv.l Sorcerer of the Sea! 1would

f his feet, and besecch him until he should
""Pitieforpity’s sake!”

I 1 bl

suddenly, a ragged oid man appeared before him!
lean and bent with age.

“ Who art thou, oid man cried the fislierman,
with an inviluntary shiidder. “ Why do you stop
and look at me.j> Go on! | have nothing for you.
But, no, no !” and he fell at tlie beggahs feet. “ |
meant not what | said. Forgive me, forgive and
help me, or | diel”

For he knew him now! Tliere was a certain
air about him which showed him to be lhe Sorcerer
of the Sea!

“ Rise, strange youth,” said the oid man. -‘I
understand you not. li is for rae to ask, and for

you to give. What can any but a madman expect
from a beggar like this?” And lie sliook his rags
in the air. 7

“ Give me something to eat. Give rae some
good fortune, 1 implore you!” cried Chy Lung;
“ see, | cling to your i-obe, and here | shall cling
until you have gi-anted my petitioii.”

“ You are a bold youth,” said the beggar, and,
even as he spoke, he was gone. Chy Lung looked
up and down the Street, rubbed his eyes, and
looked again; but no living thing was in sight. It
seemed a dream until bis eyes fell upon his hand,
in whicli he still held a piece of the beggar’s dress,
which, thiii and rotten, liad given way in his fiantic
grasp. At least he had this.

He siept that night with the rag in his breast,
but his sleep was troubled and full of ugly dreams.
At day-break he rose to go down to the seato throw
his nets. “ | will drop with them a bit ofthe rag ”
he thought. As he did so, he felt his heart beat
thickiy, and his blood quicken with excitement.

When it was time to draw the nets, they pulled
heavily ; he forgot his hunger and his weakness,
and hauled with an energetic forcé that soon
brought them to land. They might well have
taxed a stronger arm than his; for they were full
of the largest and finest of fish !

When he liad joyfully loaded his baskets, and
balanced them at each end of a long pole which
he slung across his shouldcrs, lie started for tlie
market-place with a long and swinging trot.

Though it was early morning, many people
were already there, who liad come betimes that
they might have their choiec of the fresh vegeta-
bles and fruit with the deiv yet upon them, and
the fish still flapping the sea-water from their glit-
tering sides.

Cliy Lung was at once surrounded by a crovvd
of purchasers, and disposed of his fish without
clelay. He returned home joyfully, his money in
his bosom, Never before had he earned so much
in a single day. He began to consider himself a



398 CHY LUNG,

prosperous man, and fell to building castles in the
air. As he laid awa)’ his' rice and provisions, he
glanced about the hut which had been his home
for so long. It looked smaller and raeaner than
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market-place, and again the people crowded aboui
him; but not to buy. On the contrary, ig-
began to scold and abuse him in the most dreadful
way, and every moment the noisc increased.

CHY LUNG URISGS AN OFFERIHG TO THE TRMPILB.

he had thought. He determined to lruild a new
One, soon. It should be made of bambeo, and
there should be matting on the floor, and he
would have many other things which he felt, for the
first time, to be necessary.

In the morning he went early to east his nets;
but now he had no misgivings, and threw in the
sci-ap of rag with an air of confidence. Again his
ncts were filled to bursting; again he went to the

“ Whatisit? 1 do not undcrstand,” he criej,
in astonishment; for at first the angry lium of |
voices confused his liearing.

A hefivy-browed woman stepped forward.

“ Thief and deceiver that thou art 1” criedsbe-,
“Webring our money, good and hardly earn .1
webuy of thee food for our famiiies and ourlifel
children; »u« our children go hungry lobed," |
we are beaten by our liushands because there isnoi
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nieai prepared at their return; we trudge home

[hrough the sun and dust; we open our baskets;

iviet do we see? Nothing! They are empty !

The fisli *’C bought have vanished! Now make
our loss, or it shall fare badly with thce !”

" The fislierman was deeply troubled.

“It is some strange mistake,” said he. “ To
each who ycsterday bought of me a fish which
sftenvard disappeared, | will now give another,
and a better, and a finer one, for | have had a
good haul to-day.”

Still threatcning, and but parlialiy appeased, a
number of the villagers carne forward and had
Eeir baskets lefilled. Chy Lung’s panniers were
tmpiied as quickly as before, but he carried home
nomoney in his blouse, and buiit no castles in the
airthat night.

When daylight carne, he tried his nets once
nmore, with the same result. As he approachcd
ihe markct-place his steps bccame slower, and his
airdoubiftil. He trembled as he listened to the
angry ronr of a multitude.

The moment he appeared, the crowd ruslied
forvard,

“Thouhast tricked us again 1” they cried, “ thou

jifarvows libhenuan ! We will touch no more of
tliyvile and bewitched fish! Return to us oitr
money!”

Chy Lung, amazed and terrified, emptied all the
Roaiey he had left, upon the ground, but it fell
I shoil of the amount required.

The cromd moved nearer with menacing gest-
aes, and, as he dropped his pole and ran for his
| lif it followed him with raging fury. An oyster-
sl struck him on the temple, foliowed by a
I slone; missiles of every sort carne flyingfroin every
direction

9Ah, | am lost!” he cried. * Thoti Sorcerer of
Ithe Seq, it is to thee | owe my dangcr; why com-
«stthou not to save me ?”

Suddenly an ofd man, in beggar’s rags, was
I wavingback the multitude with an air of authority
I »hidi none seemed ablc lo dispute. Tliose fore-
| fiostin the ranks were thrown to the ground by
I fe «ld rusli of the mob behind. In a second
jfeywere all sprawling upon the ground, a con-

insdheap ofarms, logs, baskets and qiieiies.

rSae yourself while you may,” said the
| stratger, “ j «jl amuse the fools fora moment.”

Ashespoke, he dipped bis forefinger into some

bythe way-side and drew upon a white wall
g»'csinoutliiie, The people who had arisen to

Brfeet fell Ijack appalled; for now a wonderful

i"**" Plitce: asthe oid man's hand was raised

1, thedrawing of each figure, it moved, a living

'i grimadng and gesticulating at the open-
"“Nieil cromd of astonished gazers.
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One figure after another became thus possessed
of vitality, each more grotesque in shape than the
last. Tliey leaped, they nodded, they bowecd, tiiey
seemed to crack their shadovvy fingers in the air;
and every moment their gestures became swifter
and more extravagant, until a cry of fright burst
from the mob, and they turned and fied like one
man; for one of the figures, crowded off the end
of the wall, showed iii strong relief against the
bright sky, still capcring madly.

The beggar smiled, took a handful of rags from
liis brcast, wiped away the remainiiig figures, and
disappeared as sticldcnly as they.

All this time Chy Lung liad stood spell-bound ;
now he, too, turned to fice; but not alone. For,
as he fled, the outline figure fied with him; when
he stopped, it stopped; when he hurried on
again, it was still beside him, against a white wall,
or the ljright sky, showing ciése behind him and
throwing its arms aloft in derisive rairth.

From that time it accompanied him in all his
wanderings- For now he became a wanclerer.
Chy Lung, who had been so proud of his honest
indcpendenee, bcggcd his bread from door to door,
while the figure foliowed and laughed at him.

Some weeks liad elapsed when he found himself
far from his native town, hungry, foot-sore and
As he stood in the street a lahorcr passed
The

sveary.
by, from whom he begged a handful of rice.
man looked at him in surprise.

‘1 wonder,” said he, “ that a man like you,
Strong and able, should so demeaii yourself. Why
do you not work ?”

“ That | would do gladly,” said the fishemian ;
“ but what work, and where ? 1do not understand
tilling the soii; | am only a fislierman.”

“ In that case,” cried the man, “ there is some
hope for you. You see the tops of tliose pagodas
in the distance ? Well, just beyond lie the estates
of a great mandarin, and | heard but this morning
that his steward was inquiriiig for a fislierman.
Make liaste, that you may be the first to apply,”

Chy Lung did make haste, and was engaged
upon trial. Here, surroiinded as he was with all
the comforts of life, pursuing an avocation that
suited him, he might have passed many years of
peace and quiet, but for the annoying presence of
the outline figure, which still continiied to show
itself to liim whenever it had a chance. He soon
began to long for any changc that might distract
his thoughts, and was quite pleased when tlie time
drew near for the Feast of Lantcrns.

Preparations liad already begun. Acrobats, jug-
glers, and tlieatrical performers were journeying
toward the mandarin’s residence from all parts of
the einpire. Immeiise paper dragons, with fire
spouting from their nostrils, guardcd the garden
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gates; the trees bore strange iuminous fniits; gro-
tesque lanterns hung froin every projection ; a dis-
play of fire-works tliat shouid rival the sun was near
complction; singing kites, cunningly devised with
lanterns at their tails and stdngs strctched across
their bodies, through which the wind played, sent
down strains of harmony, now here, now there,
now low, now high; flowers bloomcd, and tinkiing
fountains cooled the air. Everything was arranged
upon a scale of the utmost magnificence. ]n the
store-housc were pigs ready for roasting wliole,
dried oysters, piles of curious-looking fungi, ediblc
birds>nests for soup, packages of tea beyond all
price, sweetmcats of every kind, preserved ginger,
melons, clelicious and of great variety,—everything,
in fact, and much more than was necessary for the
feast of a great mandarin.

The day arrived at last. Guests began to come
in, the road was filled with coolies carrying sedan
chairs curtained with silk, and numbers of gayly
dressed people walked about ihe beautiful and
extensive gardcns, admiring all they saw.

It was with clifliculty that Chy Luiig could tear
himself away from the eiitraiicing siglit; but he
needs must, for time was flying apaee, and there
was still the fish
to be caught for
the eveningbaii-

quet. When he
drew in the nets.
to his horror

they were quite

light and empty.

He dared not go

back without the

expectedfish. He

sat looking at his

nets, as they lay

upon the sands,

in helpless dis-

tress. Unwonted

gestures on the

part of the outline

figure at last attracC-

ed his attention. It

was scen against a white

chalk cliff, and was gesticu-

lating violently, and seemed
pointing toward his heart. Ho
remembered the sorcerer’s charm,
and wondered vaguely ifhe had lost

it. No; there it was, still in his
busora.  The figure pointed to the
nets. The temptation was too great to

be resisted, His life would be forfeited if
he failed, so he hmriedly threw back the
ni-ts, with a piece of the beggar’s rag in them.
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Now the nets carne up heavy indecd. He pnllei
harder and harder until they were landed. What

“THE HKTS CAME UP HEAVY."

ivas his amazement and dismay, instead of figli, lo
beliold two beautiful mermaidens stvuggling in the
meshes. He unloosed one, who sprang ino
the sea with a flap of a shining lail. Se
soon rose again, and swimming to a rocka
short way distant, wept aloud and caled
piteously to the fishei man to relea»
her sister. He was at fiist inclined
to doso; but he remembered, with
a thrill at his heart, liow late i,
had grown, how his liead
would surely be cut offifhe
failed to bring a fish for
the great feast in the
evening. “Slie is
half fish, anyway."
he said. “ i«
take her, ad
then tliey cannat
say | brouglit
them nothing.”
In vain ire
mermaidcn  im
ploredhlsmctcy,
and told of hot |
mother waiting |
for her in ts
gardens of itej
sea; in vaini
she picad her|
youth and s i
and offer hiwal
ransoro inpeC

THE OUTLINE FIGURE FLEO WITH HIM." |CSS jewcClIs ftom |
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iler mother’s treasury, if he would put her back “ Have you fish enough ?” said the cook, when-
intothe sea from which he had taken her. Cliy Lung found him.
“You cannot,” she said, “ I)e such a monster as “ Oh, yesl” said the young fislierman. *“|

lowisli to have me cooked as a fish! No man could have a fine, one, and it is so large and heavy that
besohard-hearted as to condemii me lo such afate.” half of it will be quite enough for the feast.”

I'am indeed sorry,” replied the fisherman ; But when they carne into the kitchen, the bag
yoti must know that my own life is at stake. was empty.
| J*veit,| must take you to the kitchcn. 1don’t “ Where is the fish ?” cried the cook.
: M _will cook you, but I am bound to take “ 1 do not know,” said Chy Lung, frightened.
sivIning. “ Some one must have put it into the pot which is
i»saying, Chy Lung put the mermaiden in a hoiling over the fire.”
ptai bag and carried her to the kitchen. There “ We shall see,” said the cook: and he raised

*®soonethere, and he laid the bag on the floor the lid. A gust of steam escapad which he blew
sil «eni to look for the cook. away with his breath, while he plunged a long
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pointed stick several times into the cauldron; it
contained nothing bwf Rot water. TUFAiIRY upen
the fisherman, he struck at him savagely with the
stick, crying : “ Ah, ha ! dearly shall you pay for

AH, HA'I" SAID THE COOK.

this practical joke ! | will see to it that your head
is not upon your shoulders by this time to-morrow.”

The raermaiden was safe enough, but very
unhappy. She had rolled out of the bag, and
through the kitchen door upon a smooth little
lawn, which sloped down to a fish-pond. Into this
pond she plunged, and concealed herself beneath
the water.

Now, indeed, Chy Lung looked upon himself as
doomed to die ; but owing to the cook’s multiplicity
of duties, no charge was brought against him until
the following morning, when a formal complaint
was made. He had already made his escape, but
it was impossible for him to get very far away, as
he would be instantly apprehended if he ventured
outside of the mandariii’s grounds, for a cordon of
guards surrounded them, with orders to allow no
one to pass either in or out, except at the public
gates.

The beach, which was within the grounds, was
a bleak and lonely place, for which none cared to
leave the gardens; besides, it was whispered that
strange noises mingled with tlie sound of the
waves. Some imagined they heard groans and
sobs, as ofa strong man weeping; others declared,
on the contrary, the voice was plaintive, and of an
unearthly sweetness, and that it seemed to be sing-
ing the sadclest of songs.

To these superstitions the fisherman osved his
safety; it was not by ghosts the shore was

haunted. In a cleft under the chalk cliff Chy
Lung had hidden himself, venturing out only at
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midniglit to feed upon the scraps thrown aside by
careless hands. Every night,too, the mermaidensai
on the rock, and beinoaned her sister, Hcrpitifoj
lamentations showed a griefso intense and endur-
ing, that Cby Lung’s heart was soon wun»
with remorse. Throwing himself uponihe
sands, he joired his sobs with iiers. Her
gentle heart was touchecl by his sorruas.
She spokc to him, and asked why he «s
hiding like a wild beast. When slie heard
his story, she felt compassion for his misera-
ble State, and though she could not forget
the sister she had lost, this gcntle creaiiire
forgave her murdercr, and sought in her
fashion to amelioratc his conditinn. Sre
often swam to the beach wiih beaufiful ihings
from ber garden to adorn his little cavem;
sea-weed braided into baskets, and filledwitli
pearls and amlicr; golden coins that hed
been brought her from sunkcn ships, wih
which she paved the dainp rock under his
feet; branches of coral, both red and while,
and shells and pebblcs of bvilliant hucs.
Sometimes she sang, but in so melanclidy
a strain that ber voice pierccct to the fishar.
man’ssoul, and made liiui sadder than he .vas before.

After a while her visits grew rare and brief, for
her mother was lonely without her, and would nt
let her go. At these times, Chy Lung fell into tre
habit of crawling up to the garden to hide under
the shrubbery, hoping to find at least momeniary
forgetfulness of his miseries by watching the hap-
piness of others.

One evening, after the guests had retired. ad
the lanterns were extinguished, so that the fidie-
man could wander at will without fear of nolcsta-
tion, he was leaning listlessly against a tree, rear
the fish-pond, when he was startled by a voice rear
at hand.

“ Fisherman !” it said. “ Listen to me!

He turned hastily toward the pond, and, as ite
words were repeated, he peiceived lhai they care
from some one speaking just lieneath the suface
of the water.

“ What is it you want of me, and who are you.
he asked in a whisper.

“ | am the mermaiden you caught in yoiirmnei.
and cruelly tore from her family,” the woice rel
plied. “ Escapingbymerechancefromthccapmi' |
in which you placed me, | managed to reach ilB
pond, where | have been concealed for many a i
Do you wish to keep me here, or is your
hard than it was when you draggcd me i
the sea?” A

“ My heart is not hard at all,”

I:HHQ: « 41 have suffei-ed greatly on
mjury 1 did to you. and | am sur
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hearlily, for myself as well as for you and for your
poor Sister, who continually mounis your loss.”

“Youdo repent it!” exclaimed the mermaiden,
"If ihat is so, why not repair the injuvy ? why not
tKtore me to my home and to my family ?”

“1will do it!” cried Chy Lung, “ I will do it
[nis very instant,"” and, svading a short distance
intotlic poiid, he seized the outstretchcd hands of
themermaiden and drew her'ashore; then, seating
htr upon liis shoulder, he lan rapidly to the sea,
and soon the sad song of the sister could be heard,
asdliesat upon a rock near the ioeach.

*Itis my sister | my dearest sister!” cried the
mermaiden on Chy Lung’s shoulder. “ Throw me
iniothe sea, that | may join her !'”

Chy Lung accordingly ran into the waves and
(sed the incniiaiden into the water. She swam
rapidly to the rock, and in a momciit the two
sislets were folded in each other’s arms.

“Who could have hoped for such happiness ?"
aied she who had been carried away. *“ Come,
ny sister, we must leave this place, never to
return; all the unhappiness of our lives we have
irund here." And she turned away, without a
glance toward the fisherman, but her gentler sister
¢esought forgiveness for him.

“He is hunted for his life,” she explained.
"See! his only home is this darap cave. All his
wrong-doings have been caused by the Sorcerer of
theSea, Yonder creature,” pointing to the outline
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figure, which was grinning and skipping on the
white side of the cliff, “ stays with him ai the
time and puts selfish ideas into his head.”

“ As to that,” said ihe other, “ I know enough
of the habits of mortals to feel sure that the con-
tentsof the cave will buy any man’s life, and place
him in what station he chooses. As for this creature,
behold!” and she smiled rather contemptuoiisly
as she swam near the sliore and erased the outline
figure from the ciiff with a handful of dainp sea-
weed; then, clasping her sister in her arms, they
both floated out to sea, and Chy Lung never saw
them again.

The mermaiden spoke truthfully when she fove-
told that the treasuro of the cave would pay for a
man’s life. It did that for Chy Lung, and more;
it made him a man of wealth and standing besides.
And when he saved the mandarin’s daughter from
drowniag, and it was discovered that she had long
cherished an affection for tbe handsome fisherman,
her father offered him her hand in maniage.

Some of Chy Lung’s day-dreams carne to pass,
after all. He had a fine house and everything he
needed; and, when children grew up around him,
he often amused himself by fishing, and listened
to the voices of his boys and girls as they ex-
claimed at the wondei-s of the sea. He told them
niaiiy stories of his youth, but he never mentioned
the Sorcerer of the Sea, fior told how he caught
a mermaiden when he expectocl to puli in a fish.

“they EYCLAIMRD at THR WOWDKRS of THE REA,"
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A NAUGHTY

And how bitter when our rest
Is broken by unwelcome guest!

Horror ! They have tumbled all!
In the water-butt ihey 1l fall 1

BOY.

BOY

‘1 ain coming, children, dear.
Shiver not, for help is near."

Here we go, dear, up 1up ! upl
Safe | ’ll bear each precious pup."

I'iiarog
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THE DISADVANTAGES OF CITY BOYS.

By Washington

NuT having imich else to do, 1 have taken to
lihinking much of late about the boys of out cilios.
iForoneivho Uves in acity, that is not a very strange
| thingto do ; a good many boys ai-e in sight as one
| *asiksabout; you find them not only in the school-
lhousesand the school-yards, but on the comers of
Jitic streeis, and in the alleys and the vacaiit lots;
land whenever a ball-inatch is aboiit to begin in
1lhe Paik, you see crovyds of them faring eageriy
|that way.

Hete and there you find lioys at work: there are
Icash-boys ancl news-boys and office-boys and mes-
Isenger-boys ;md sliop-boys and boot-blacks and
jfaibage-boys,—some very honest and manly little
Ichaps, too, in that unpoctic branch of business.
lindeed, there .iie quite a good many boys in every
Iciiy wlio are liard at work every clay, helping to
Isuppori thembclves, and peihaps their mothevs,
1too.

Bu, beskies these boys who work, there are not
la ioviMiohave a great dcal of time on their hands.
ISone of the scliool boys study out of school, but

1DCelofirem | fear, do not; and tbcse, especially
ehighschool boys, have mucli the largcst por-
mof their waking hours to spcnd cither in play
in idieness. or in what is much worse than
fiiher play or idlciiess. Many of these are the
sonsofwealtby or well-to-do people; many others
pie children of tlie poor, They sleep say eight
INunoftlie tweiity-four, and this part of their time
fc idl iinproveci; when they are asleep they are
IUvely good boys. Then they are in school four-
Pdabif or five hours; that makes, say chirteen
1“Ht, and they spend, perhaps, two hours at
liaTmedis, and on their way to ancl from school,

“ung fifteen hours; and that leaves ninc hours

dith itivc of them who do not study out ofschool

« tospentl in amusing themselves. One whole

d-day m every week is a holiclay, and that is

“lactl wholly 10 play or idleness. About thirteen

of every year are vacation weeks, and in

r « ihete .s nothing at all to do, Now let us

Oiie-quajter of the working tiine of
year 5vacation time.  Of the three-quarter.s
i*one.sixih 1hoiidaytime, and one-sixth  of

I elT"* ; a quarter added to
f 1, Of the five-eighths

~ tome left, about thrce-fifths is
hefibh-c and three-fifths of

to the
r k Bs«c had before makes thrce-fourths,—

Gladden.

three-quarters of the working time of every year
spent in fun or in idleness.

Even those boys who study an hour or two out
of school, on school days, but who have no other
work to do, have fully halfof the working time of
every year for their own amusement.

Now, | like to see boys playing, and | would
deny myselfa great many things rather than have
my boys forced to work as constantly as | did, and
with so little respite for fun as 1 had when | was a
boy; but, after ali, it seems to me that It isa grave
question wlietlier a boy who spends three-quarters,
or even half, of the working time of every year iii
arausmg himself is not carrying it a little too far;
whether, indeed, such a life as this is the kind of
life that a bgy ought to be leading from his tenth
to his eighteenth year; whether this is the best
way for him to fit himself for the serious work of
life. And because this seemed to me so grave a
question, | thought | would see what light couid
be thrown upon it by experience. “ If this is the
best kind of life to fit a boy for success,” | said to
myself, “ thcii, doubtless, we shall find that the
men who now stand at the head of affairs lived this
kind of life when they were boys.” And | thought
| would try to find out whether this was true ofthe
men in my own city who stand at the head of
affairs. The city of Springfield, Massachusetts, in
which 1 live, is a fair sample of American cities. It
is not one of the largest class, but is one of our
oidest towns; it was founded only sixtcen years
after the Pilgrims landed, and we who live here
think that in wealth and enterprise and respect-
ability and culture it compares favorably with the
other cities of the land. And | thought that if we
could find out how the active and prominent men
of this one city were trained, it might lielp to solve
the question we are considering. Accordingly, |
prepared the following circular : ’

I desire to find oui, lor che benefii of the boys

“My Dearsir
Will you be

how the leading men of this city spent their boyhcod.
Kjnd enough lo tcll me,

*'1. Wliciher your borne diiring the first fifteen years of your life
wa>* oij a fartn, in a viflage, orin a ciiy; and,

"5. Whether you wereaccuslomod, diiring’miypon ofthatperiod
tocDgage in any kind ofwork when you were not in school?

«'l should be glad, of conrse, to bave you go into p.-iriiculars as
fully as you are disposed lo do; but I do nol wish to tas yon,
paitence, and | sholl be greatly obliged for .o simple answer to these
two question

| sent out one hundrcd of these to all the presi-
dents ofthe banks and of the insurance companies,
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to the chief managei-s of the railroads, to the heads
of the most importaiit manufacturing companies,
to the leading merchaiits in the principal linos of
trade, to icading lawyers and physicians, to tlie
chief editors of the newspapers, and to the princi-
pais of the schools. | tried to pick out one hun-
dred men who could fairly be said to stand at the
head ofthe financial, comincrcial, professional and
educational interests of the city, and to them | scnt
my circular. No less than eighty-eight of these
busy gentlemen were kind enough to answcr my
questions,—some of them briefly, most of thciu
quite fully. And it turned out, as | suspected,
that these men did not in their boyhood live the
kind oflife that we have been taiking about. Here
isa summary of the returns:

Of these eighty-eight men, twelve spent the first
fifteen years of their life in the city, twelve in vil-
lages, and sixty-four were farmers’ boys.

But of the twenty-four who lived in villages and
cities, six were practically farmers’boj’s, for they
lived in small villages, or on the outstérts of citics,
and had the same kind of work to do that farmers’
bovs have. One of these village boys says;

“ 1 iearned to hoe, dig, and mow; in fact, | was
obiiged to work, whether | liked it or not. In
wintcr | went to school, and worked nights and
mornings for my board.”

Another says; “ 1 usedto work away from home,
some on a farm in Che summer and fall. In the
wintcr, when going to school, we three boys used
to work up the wood for winter use.”

One of the city boys says; “ Up to my fifteenth
year, | was required to do the chores of the house,
mik and drive cows to pasture, saw the wood, etc.,
which occupied nearly all of my hours and gave
me little time to play.”

Another says: “ My father kept many horses,
and several cows, and out of school hours | was
expected to do chores, look after the cows, cut
wood, and, in vacations, lend a hand at taking
care of horses and teaming, which | did.”

Two others tell substantially the same story.

Now these, wc shall all allow, werealiout the same
as farmers’ boys, and we may as well add them to
that list, and that will make it up to seventy, so
that seventy out of eighty-eight,—almost four-fiflhs
of all these men,—had the training of farm-life.

And what is farm-life for a boy? If you could
read all of these letters, you would get & pretty
clear idea of what it is like. | can tell you veiy
shortly about what it means. It mcans work,
steady work, hard work, all the year round, with
few holidays and few leisure hours. From about
seven to ten years ofage, these farmers’ boys, who
are now bank presidents and mevchants and law-
yers 'and doctOTS, were accustomed to go to school
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about three months in the winter and three montlis
in the summer; but out of school hours, ad
during vacations, there was always work for them
to do; gardens to weed, cattle and sheep and pigs
and chickens to care for, fite-wood to saw and split
and pile and carry into the house, hay to stiraxd
rake, corn to husk and shell,—plenty of work, ad
they were set at it and kept at it, most of them
from the time that they were seven or eighi yeais
oid. After they were about ten, they stopped
going to school summers; they were wamed a
hometowork; sothat, from about ten to fiftccn, they
had three or four months of schooling every winter,
during which time they did many chores mornings
and evenings, while all the other nine months of
the year were devoted to work, with little respite,

I am permitted to give you one or twu extracts
from these letters, which will show you liow these
farmers’ boys spent their time;

“ For the first eighteen years of my life," a5
one of them, “ | lived on a farm, and, as soon &
I was oid enough, attended school for about fie
months during the fall and winter, and, until 1«es
ten years oid, a summer school, taught by a lady,
about three months. When attending schoal, |
had work to do, both night and moming-
what was called chores; and when not attending
school, 1worked with my father on the farm, com
mencing early, and working without any let-up,
except for medis, until sunset, frequently staying
in the field as long as we could see during te
hayiiig season. The only holidays or vacationsi
knew anything about were Thanksgiving and tre
Fourth of July.”

Another writcs; “ | worked from siinrise tosu+
set, when out of school. When in school, niom
ing, noon and night | had to feed the cattlcand
cut the wood, and Saturdays | went into the woods
to chop wood, for which,” he adds—and perhaps
it is easier for some of us older ones than itisfd
the boys to feel the forcé of his devout tvords-
“ for which | thank my Heavenly Father.”

“ 1 was born and reared on a farm,” ‘«iles
another, “ svorking summers mos.tly, and goingt» |
school winters, from the time | was cight yearsc
until I was fifteen. After that, | worked uponti* |
farm with my father and brothers, when at lton* |
vacations, unti! | commenced the practice of la»

“ | think | began to weed in the garden,"
another, “ when not more than eight yearso ¢
1ldrove the co'v to pasture, and, at the age"
or t'velve, milked the co'v, carded the
fed the pigs. | think we burned twenty cords |
wood a year, and it was my business aways b
winter to have a good stock on hand, pileo epi |
the back room. Shelling corn |
iron shovel was also one of the duties tobe pn-j
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for.ucd, frcquently as a stint (generally pronounced
sieni) in tbe half days when there was no school.
With riding horse to piow in the summer, before
scliool hours, | liad a busy life of it."

Another of these gentlemen says; “ 1 had very
lilile time for play or recreation, My school was
inorethan halfa inile disiant, and when | was twelve
or thiricen years of age, | was always required to
come homo lo dinner if the weather and the going
«erefair. We had just one hour’s intermission,
and in that hour in winter | would travel home and
doabout ten to fifteen minutes’ work at the barn
ivheii tliat was needed; if tliat was not needed i
wes required to spend about tlie same length of
lime chopping wood at the door. After travcling
that mile and a quartei-, eatiiig dinner, and work-
ing ten ininiites, 1 would get back to the scliool-
house, and have sometimes five or eight minutes
forsnow-balling or other play before the afternoon
scssion began.”

Some of these boys knew what it was to have a
dayoralialfclay,once in a great w-hile, for fishing
or hunting. or berrying. During the long wintcr
cvermngs, there was sport for them in coasting or
Il) skaiing, wiih now and then a friendly game of
*“Ispy,” with neighbor boys, after dark, around
lhe barn and the straw-stacks, and occasionaily
irerarc excitement of a husking-bce, or a spelling-
metch, or a smging-school. It was not all drut
gary, and for these occasional hours of fun tiiey
had a keen relish. Bul, after all, life with them
meam as | sa.d at first, hard and steady work from
tliebeginning lo the end of the year

Now, how «-as it with the eiglueen city and vil-
lage lioysthat are m our list? Did they have an
asy tune of t? Five of them did, as they testify;

o i fi particular to do, but

a school, and that was not exactly play Tlic
«tof the eightcen were poor boys,-not Jaupers

ma yof them in narrow and needy circumstances,
| though they hved in cities or villages thev

/W as generally employed,” says one, “ durin-"

| I
1J1i'z ‘0 snys
“NZvail'iz,'n"m™ " A «"gaged in work.”
i" when

|w i ie school!™

k/lenTolZchool!™
father’ print-
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*“ After twelve years of age | attended school in
the umter only, working in a woolen-mill the rest
oi the time/

These are sample cases.

Four of the city boys were newsboys. One of
them says: “ The last year | was ‘connected w if
breakzZu”

Another: “ | have paid my own way since eight

years of age, without any assistaiice except my
board from my eighth to my eleventh year ”

. . N
{err]mrlng sc7hotl)l wmters, paying for thesgcrﬂgqoelri%g %ty
fvacations |did any odd
Jobs | could find to do, eaniing sometimes a dollar
a day, and sometimes tiiirty to fifty cents, but
never refusmg to work on account of price think-
ing halfa loafbetter than no bread. | would leave
play any time for a paying job, although | was
very fond of play, and good at it, too. | recall
that, on the morning | was to go lo lake my first
lesson in the business that was to be my occupa-
lon for eighteen years, | dmve to pasture the cows
which | had engaged to drive for ten cents a week,
and then, donning my best clothes, reponed for

I think that you can now see pretty cleariy what

head of affairs m Springfield. Sevcnty of them
weie country boys, tramed by the severe discipline
of farm hfc; thirtcen of them «-ere city and village
JO)s who found it necessary to work when thev
were not m school, and who had but little leisure
foi play; five only of the eighty-eight were boys
wlio liad nothing particular to do.

But ivhiie these boys were groiving and working.
hoeing the corn, tcnding the lathes, carrying the
new«papers, a great many boys were growing up in
tliis same city of Springfield. They ivere the sons
of the merchants and the bankers and the lawyers
and the doctors of that day. They went to school,
and they spent the time out of school in amusing
heniselves, as boys of tlieir class are apt to do
Where are they? Only five boys of this class are
heard from among the eighty-cight solid men of
mycity. Where are the restofthem? Thev were
here on the ground; they ought to have stepped
uno the places of influence and p.-ominence in

1S

“ Perhaps,” you are saying, “they are leading
men m other cities. A prophet is not without
honor save 111 his own couiUry; perhaps they have
found better openings elsewhcre than they could
find at home, and are as successful and prosperous
as iheir fathers were,” Some of tliem aré, no’
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doubt, but the number of tliesc must be very small.
For you notice that we find in Springfield only five
men out of cighty-eight itihdcarnefrom this class.
Ninety-four and a half per cent, of these men from
whom we have heard were eithcr farmers’ boys or
poor and hard working town boys. They did not
come from rtch or well-to-do families anysvheie.
They are not the sons of merchants or bankers in
Hartford, or Worcester, or Northampton. If we
found at the head of affairs in Springfield a goodly
number of the sons of such men, who had come
from other cities, then we might easily believe that
the boys of this class who were raised in Spring-
field, were in similar positions in other cities; but
this isjust what we do not find; and since we hal'e
no reason to suppose that Springfield is at all ex-
ceptional, we must believe that a very small num-
ber of boys of this class are in leading positiod”
anywhere, and that those Springfield boys whose
fathers stood where the men from whom we have
been hearing now stand, have stepped down and
out; that they are either occupying subordinate
positions to-day, or else—and this is truc of many
of them—that they have gone to ruin.

Now, why is it that these farmers’boys and these
poor men’s sons have gone right up to the front,
and taken the places that by inhcritance belonged
to the others? |Is it because farmers’ boys have
more brains than city boys? |Is it because poor
mcn’s sons are smarter than rich men’s sons? No;
we are not going to admit anything of the kind.

Is it because the farmers’ boys and the poor
men’s sons are morally superior to the sons of the
well-to-do people in the cities? No; | do not
think that this is true either. The class of boys of
which | am talking are not, in their early years,
exceptionally immoral. There are bad spccimens
among them, of course; but there are quite as
many, in proportion, in those classes out of which
these successful men have come. There is a great
deal of vice, and animalism, and iniquity, among
country boys. And many of these fellows who
grow up in the homes of<the well-to-do people of
the cities are as manly and ingenuous and right-
hearted as any boys in the worid. Why is it, then,
that the great majority of them fall behind in the
race of life?

The reason is a very simple one. They are not
trained to work when they are young, and there-
fore they are beaten at every point by the boys
who are trained to work. Pretty nearly all the
prizes of life are carried off by the men who have
learned to work. And the boys who are compelled
by circumstanccs to learn this lesson, are perfectly
sure, in this country, to outstrip those who have
not learncd it.

| heard, the other day, not from him, but from
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one who knew him well when he was a boy, a ven
good story bf one of lhe best known and nuost
prosperous of these business men, He «asa
facmer’s boy; and when he was aboi.t ten yeds
oid he went out for the firsttime with the men juo
the potato field to help in hoeing the potatoes, It
was a large field, and the soil was stony, and tlieit
were many weeds, and the progresswasslow. Aftci
they had been at work for some time, the boy
lifted himselfup, and looked around upon tlie fe»
rows that were hoed, and then over the nido field
upon which so smali a beginning had been mede
and said, with a sigh:

“ Can this field of potatoes ever be hoed ?”

Well, the work went on, and after a good whle
the last row was finished. It had been a longad
tcdious job, but it was done. By and byit ws
necessary to hoe the potatoes the secon” time, ad
the boy was summoned to help. He had not boen
at work very long when he straightened up, ths
lime with a very different comment:

“ This field of potatoes,” he said, “ has ben
hoed once, and it can be hoed again.”

There ic is—the whole philosophy ofit, The
boy had learned a most salutary and precios
lesson. He had learned that it was possible o
accomplish a long and difircult and disagreeable
task bjrettling right down to it, and kcepingatit,
hill by bili, and row by row—hour after hour, ail
day after day—until it was done. He had ieanred
the valué ofpatience and persistence and steadinss,
That is the lesson that a fatmer’s boy has agood
chance to Icarn, and that every looy is likelyto leara
who has any grit in him, and who is forced lofae
the hard fact ofpoverty, Any boy who hasleamed
that lesson well has good promise of the futuro; W
any boy who has not learned jt, the educationol
the schools is worthless, and money is a curse.

You see, then, boys, that those ofyou whohdog
to the class of which I first began to speak,—thoe
ofyou who are not obliged to do any regular watt,
and who have half or more than half of ali jor
working time in wiiich to amusc yoiirsclves-irr
not, after all, in a very favorable position. Youiit
sometimes talked to about your advantages; td
thefact is that you are laboring under greatdis
advantages.

It is an immeuso disadvantage to you ibat jm
are not learning, in these years when the habiisd
life are formcd, the habit of steady, patient, pi
ding work.

It is a disadvantage to you that you bave»
much time for play; manv ofyou get the idealia |
the staple oflifeis play: your heads are: ' ll2
it that you cannot do justice to your studies; gif |
task becomes irksome to you ; and you lo» >
powev of application and the habit of peisisieo™
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miie abuiidance of amusements within reach of a
cily boy wTicse parents are jll fair circumstances is
a great obstacle in his way. Such amusements,
indulged in to the extent that they are ijy the
mejority of boj’s of this class, deloilitate the mind,
instead of refreshing it, and unfit the boy for the
serious business oflife.

The free access to the city librarles and the cir-
culatiog librarles is, | fear, a great disadvantage to
many of you. It need not be, if you make the
right use of them ; but if you read almost whoily
for .imusement, as many of you do—if you read
only novéis, and sensational tales of travel—then
youri-eading has exactly the same effect upon your
mind that your other amusements have ; the i-esult
of it is, that you lose your mental grip, and find
yoiirsclves unable to do any patieiu, vigorous
mental ivork.

Anocther of your disadvantages is, that you have
loo much money to spend—or, if you have not
much, that what you have comes easily—with little
or no effort or sacrjfice on your part. You have
notmuch chance of learning the cost of money
Morey costs n'ork, and any large amount of it costs
prudence and frugality ; that is the rule, to which
ihcre are few exceptions- You are not likely to
prove exceptions to the rule when you go out into
Ihe «<wld, and it is a pity that you should seem lo
hecxceptions now. You think, perhaps, that your
fathers get considerable money without seeming to
wrk very hard; but you forget that it was by years
ofhard work, with small earningsand small savings
tbatj“ourfathers, most of them, gained the power
and the knowledge, and the credit. and the capital
irH cnable them now to reap large rewards with
coniparauveease. Youarenotgoingtodo, off-hand,
>hat I. has QOB them a life-tirae to learn how to do
Ana li is a great misfortuue to you that vour
«ey, be It much or little, is so easily gotten;'you
donoi realize the price that must L paid for
noney, andyou throw itawayin areckiess fashion;

man says, it comes lightly, and is soon

~gentlemen from whom
« have been hearmg writcs thus to me -

iworkrr''ttv At earned.
t/o dolian. " '1""g farmer six months for

f summer days 1was sometimes

J little dif
wuid be sreat reward which
six m I am now inclined to

months since, while

* «rk for orf,
engaged in business 4 my-

, °'hcrs or
"fL. vir,_28_
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self any remuneration which seemed quite equal
to that | then received.”

That boy learned a lesson that was of incalculable
valué to him ; it is a lesson that country boys and
poor boys are very often compelled to learn, and
ttat many of you do not seem to have the chance
of iearnmg; and this is a tremendous disadvantage

So, then, you see that what people cali your
advantages are really your disadvantages; for
wliile you are having a good time here, hanging
011 the fences, sunning yourselves in the vacant
lots, watching the bail-games, or joining in lauch-
mg over the miiistrel shows or the Pinafores, read-
ing the novéis and the story papers, spending your
moncy for httie luxtiries, the poor boys and the
country boys are learning to work, jearnincr to
put themselves right down to hard tasks, learning
that disagreeable things can be done by sCicking
10 them, learning, in their small gains, whatacostiy
thing money is, learning the great and profitable
lessons of labor and patience and frugality and
steadfastness. And so, when you and they start
out together 11 the great arena of the world’s work
they go right past you, and the first you know you
are nowhere, and the work of the world and the
piTzes of industiy and skiil and power are in their
liands,

You often see two young men beginning together
11 business, with equal chances and equal abilities
the only difference between them being, that one
ofthem has learned during his boyhood what work
means, and tbe other has n6t. Presentiy, this kst
one finds that tliere is much that is disagreeable
and confimng and tedious about his work; that
much 15required and little is given for it; and he
gives it up and is off in search of something
pleasanter. It is not easy to find; and so he tries
one thmg after another, sticking to nothing long.
and getting no inastery of anything. His .mins
are therefore small, but his wants are inany"” his
expenses exceed his income; he is always in dcbt,
and by and by he gets utterly discouragcd. Luck
IS all against him, he says, it is no use to try, and
he sinks down into heipless poverty, or perhaps
plungcs into vice or crime, A great many of the
forgers and defaultcrs come from this class. The
other young man, meantimo, sticks to iiis work.
He knows that work is not always agreeable, but
he is not going to let the task conquer him; he
will conquer the task. He has done it before, and
can do it again. Success does not come all at
once, but he can wait as well as work. And it
comes to him by and by. He does not need to
ID search of it; promotion seeks him. ProsperiTy
does not need to be run after; it follows.

Now, boys, you are thinking by this time that,
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for those 6f you who are so unlucky as not to be
obiiged to earn your own living, there is a dubious
Outlook. Wocll, | have only been giving you the
facls. 1 did not invent these facts; 1 have simply
rcportcd them as honestly as | could, and you cer-
tainly can afford lo look them in the face. 1want
to guarci you, however, against one or two wrong
inferences.

You must not infer that all the country boys who
come to the cities become ricli and influential men.
There are tens of thousands of them who become
paupers; there are tens of thousands of them who
come to the city because they do not like to work,
and because tliey imagine that city folks have an
easy time of it. They come to grief, of course,
and it serves them right.

Neither must you infer that all poor boys in the
cilics become leading merchants and leading law-
ycrs.  Tens of thousands of them are growing up
to be paupers and criminais.

Neither are you called upon to believe that these
boys from whom we have heard liked the severe
and confining labor at which they were kept in
their boyhood. Some ofthem disliked it less than
others dicl, no doubt; but most of them did hard
work, not because they enjoyed it, but because they
were compelled to do it.

W hat these facts and figures teacli is simply
this: that a boy in city or in country, who is trained
to work, who gets the discipline of will that comes
with that training, has eighteen chances of suc-
ceeding in life, when Ihe boy who has not had this
training lias one chance.

They teach also, and this is the fact that | want
you al! to notice, that you cannot afford to go with
the majority of your class, unless your class greatly
changas its habits; that if you do about as the
other fellows of your class do, you will come out
about where the other fellows of your class come
out—and that is nowhere—crippled, beaten, dis-
tanced in the race of life.

Well, then, is there no chance for you? Yes;
there isa splendid chance, if you will only seize it.
Here are five men who have succeeded—who have
come up to tell you their story. They had your
clisadvantages, but they have made men of thein-
selves—successful, worthy, influential gentlemen.
All honor to them ! What they have done you can
do. And if the boys of this generation will look the
facts in the face, and see what the conditions of suc-
cessful raanhood are, the next census, thirty years
from now, will tell a different story.

Can anything be done to give boys in the city a
better chance?

Y es: -there are some things that can be done,
and that must be done. Our system of education
must be modified so as to provide industrial as well

THE DISADVANTAGES
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as mental training. The education of ihe hands,
the education of the eye, the education of lhejudg
ment, the education of the will, that a boy getsbv
learning to work, are of moro consequence to him
in future life than arithmetic and gcography ad
grammar. These last are of great iniponancc
but those first are of greater importance; and ith
a poor system of education that makcs no prevision
for them.

Itis habits rather than methodsofindusirv.hoiv.
ever, that you need to learn ; and many ofjoufful
find some opportunitics of learning these ahoni
your own homes, if you will look for them. There
is considerable work of one kind or another that
boys can do—that some boys do—in conneciioii
with the house or the garden or the grounds; ad
if you will shoulder this, and do it well and faith-
fully, the exercise and the training will be ven
profitable to you, and may be very helpftil lo your
parents.

Furthermore, there is plenty of chance foryou lo
do faithful, mental work; and this, if you will take
hold of it with a will, raay be almost as valuable
training for future usefulncss as manual labor
coutd be.

To begin with—there is your every-day school
work, to which some of you might give a good del
more time, with great profit. If you will take the
studies that you like least, and go at them with the
determination to master them—ifyou will put you-
selves right down to the disagreeable parts of jout
school work with steady patience, and hold you-
sels-es to them till they are ihoroughiy done, you
will get in such victories as these a discipline of ul!
that is almost as good as you would get in hoeinga
stony potato-field.  Besides, there are linos of
reading or of study that you could take up in oo+
nection with your school work in whicli you ivouJ
find the best kind of discipline. If the boywho
now spends almost all his afternoons in the park
or visiting boy-friends, and almost all his evenings
at his club, or at the music hall, and who filis inthe
intervals of leisure with Fireside Lihi'ary stories,
will make up his mind to give at least two sdid
hours ofeveryday to the reading ofsome insiructive
book—doing it of his own accord, doing jt lho-
oughly, not fooling around two hours with the hook
in his hand, but holding bis attention riglittoit,
whetber he is specially interested in it or not, fill
he comprehends it, and fixes it in his mind—thet
will prove to him a most valuable training. The
boy who can do a thing like this can make amen
of himself. He is not the kind of chap that willz*
clbowed off tbe track by country boys, fior by an;-
body else.

Of course, you ought to have a chance to plap
A boy likes to play, and a school-boy necds to
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pay. [slioiild wish ray boys to have at least tWwo \po reaily expect to hold their own in the great
houfi every day of good, wholesome, vigorous out-  ¢ompetitions of the worid must give less time to
doorsport; so much as that would not hurt them, jqjeness, and play and foolish reading, and put
lamsure—though that is a greatdcal more than | thejr minds and their wills in training for the
hed But | am eqiially sure that all those city boys serious work of life.

THE LEGEND OF THE GROUND-HOG.

By W ittiam M. Pegram.

A Ground-hog climbeci up to the mouth of his hole
Just to take a sly peep at the weather;

And right careful was he not to venture too far,

For he said “ | ’ve some foes, and | know who they are;”
But he thought he would like to know whether

The long, checrless winter svas certainly o’er,

Or whether 't svould linger for six weeks or more.

He peeped slyly out—’t was a dull, cloudy day,
And the prospect svas dismal and glooniy ;
But it suited him svell, for he bolted right out,
And the svay that he frolicked and gainboled about
Shosved a liking for places more Tooiny
Than the ciése and contracted, though snug little hole,
In svhich he ’d been sleeping as blind as a mole.

What a queer look he had! You ’d has’e thought so, | 'm sure,
Had you caught but a glimpse of the fellow;

Out of four little paws, you ’d have noted but three

That were black, for the fourth was as white as could be,
While his fur was of mixed gray and yellosv;
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And right lanky was he with a famishing maw,
For he could n’t eat dirt and he would n*t eat §traw !

He rose with an appelite, doubtless you ’ll think,

T was exactly his own way of thinking;
So he made up his mind that he ’d soon have his fill,
To a garden hard by started off with a will,

And the sight that he saw set him blinking;
For a splendid repast to his taste there he found
In the winter fruit scattered all over the ground.
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He had only just taken a nibble or two
When he noticed a cliill wind a-blowing;
And lo, and behold I he could scarce trust his eyes,
For a clear azure streak showed itself in the skies.
And soon the bright sun, too, was showing;
His shadow he saw, and with piteous dolé

—And foi' six weeks thereafter ’t was snowing!

By W ]Ll]AMO.Stoddard, A tdthorof =

Chapter X111,
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He cried, “ Out too soon! | must back to my hole!”
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Qab Kinzer,” etc.
heathen Chinee, and didn’t know any better. But

It city or country, it is all the same, Monday is
|al«ays "wasliiiig day.”

Aunt Keziah Merrill was a person who was
lapttobegin that sort of work early in the morn-
liBy, and on that particular Monday she had a
|«i)man come over from the village to help Ann,
I» thet, )y the middle of the fotenoon, all the Unes

Ivete stretched between the trees and fence-
Ip«ts in the back yard were white and pink and
Idicck ivith the fruit of the wash-tub.

"k s a big washing,” said Susie, as she stood
lon diE piazza with Roxy.  “Are all those little
Isiockings yours, Roxy ?”

“No,"replied Roxy. “ Some of’em are Chub’s.

day ihere was a chair left under the Une and
|fe Shanghai vooster jumped upon it and he
IHWallmy stockings off the Une.”

r'Fhaidid he do that for?”

I dont know. Piney said he was a poor

then, he crowed about it.”

“ Are we all going walking this morning ?”

“1 guess not. Unele Liph and Mother and
Grandpa are going out riding, by and by. But
Aunt Keziah and Cousin Mary are going with us.”

“ | ’am glad of that. Only | hope we wont meet
any bad sheep.”

“ There aint any.
there is.”

And Roxy seemed almost inclined to be proud
of the fact.

It was not long before Aunt Keziah called them
in to see if they were ready for their walk, and
then, with Chub toddling on ahead of them, they
all marched through the fiont gate and up the
road for a little stroll.

They had not gone far when they saw a strange-
looking group in front, who seemed to be friends
to Chub, for Mary exclaimed;

We ’ve got the only one
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“ Where is Chub running to? What queer peo-
ple! Does he know them ?"

“ Those? Oh, they ’re Indians from the Reser-
vation. It’s Piney’s friend, Hawknose John, that
he was talking of. The little one is The Wood-
chuck, and the two women are squaws.”

“ The tall man has picked up Chub.
hurt him?”

“ Hurt him? Nol |1 only hope he has n’t any
maple sugar in his pocket. He’s always giving
the child something of the kind.”

They had quickened their pace, and were pretty
near the little squad of Onondagas. Roxy, herself,
tripped on ahead, but Susie was quite contented to
take hold of her grown-up sister’s dress and walk
beside her. The two squaws had each a burden to
carry, for on each pair of shoulders, tightly held in
a blanket, in spite of the hot day, there nestled a
brown-faced bit of a baby.

“ Oh, the pappooses !” exclaimed Roxy.
them, Susie.”

“ How funny they are !

* I should think they ’d melt under those blank-
ets, this hot day,” said Aunt Keziah, “ but they
don’t. Indians take naturally to blankets.”

Mary was reaily intetested in the pappooses,
and the two squaws smiled very pleasantly, but did
not say a word, as the ladies patted their dusky
bables.

“ How boy like new bow?”
John. “ Break window yet ?”

“ No, John,” said Aunt Keziah, “ but he shot a
pickerel. Biggest one | 've seen in a year.”

“ Good. Boy make Indian, some day.”

“ What will you take for your pappoose, John ?”
said Aunt Keziah, with a sly look at Mary.

“ Potatoes,” said John, gravely. “ All
carry in big bag.”

“Thats what you made me give you for

He wont

“ See

said Hawknose

can

Piney’s bow,” laughed Aunt Keziah. “ | wont
make any more bargains with you. You might
carry offthe farm.”

“ Good,” said Hawknose John. “ S’pose did.
Indian own him all once. Trade him to Aunt
Keziah’s grandfather for blanket and oid gun. All
tree, den. Plenty deer. Plenty Onondaga. In-

dian no pick berry and trade bow for potatoes.
Keep bow to kill deer.”

“He isn’t so far wrong, Mary. Your great
grandfather used to trade a good deal with the In-
diana.”

“ But, Aunt Keziah,” said Roxy, “ we don't
want any Indian babies at our house, do we?”

“Why not, Roxy?” said Mary. “ That’s a
real pretty one.”

“ Oh, yes,” exclaimed Susie, “ buy it and we ’ll
take it with us to the city.”

AMONG THE
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“ We never could grow it up at our house, any-
how,” objected Roxy.

“ Would n’t it eat?” asked Susie. “ Notewen
if you gave it milk ? Could n’t Piney tame ii fat
you ?”

But Hawknose John’s squaw had been listening
and she now broke out into a merry fit of laughtera
she shook her head and pulled her Izlanket tighter
around her little one. She had not said a wod
for that would have been contrary to ludian as
toms, in the presence of her husband, but both e
and the other squaw started off down the road, fd.
lowed pretty quickly by Hawknose John and The
Woodchuck.

It would not do to make too long a walk ofit, jf
only for Chulo’s sake, and after Aunt Keziah hed
lcd them to the top of a little hill, and showed
them the next lake, in the distance, they made the
best of their way home. The children, indeed,
were glad enough to follow Chub’s example ad
have a nap, for they had been up and busy since
early that morning, and it was now almost noon.

Chapter XIV.

That Monday afternoon, Grandfather Hunter
and Unele Liph and Aunt Sarah and Pineys
mother went for a drive in the carry-all. My
Hunter went back to her room, after dinner, for
another look at her papers and magazines.

Aunt Keziah had a great dcal to do about the
house, and Roxy and Susie got hold of some dd
picture-booles, a great heap of them, more than
they could have gone through in one day.

Bi wvas left to himself, therefore, for Piney «onld
not be home till nearly four o’clock, and so he loo!
his cousin’s advice, got out his rod and fishing:
tackle, and started for the lake. When at last
Piney did come home, he asked where Bi wes, ax
when Aunt Keziah told him, he said; “ | niglad
of it. | 'm going right upstairs to my room.”

“ Why, Piney, you ’re not sick ?”

“ Almost sick of algebra. One of these prob-
lems has just about stuck me. 1 cant meke
it go, and i wont give it up. Wliat if it was given |
to me on Examination day ? Bcsides, 1 wont be |
beaten, any way, by a lot of mere cquations ad |
roots and things.”

“ That’s you, Piney, myboy,” said Aunt Keziah,
earnestly. “ Never do you give up, so longasyaw
live.”

Aunt Keziah was one of the people whodo ol |
give up very easily, and Piney’s rosy face lookedaj
good deal as if he were another.

But all that while Bi had been having the boi |
to himself, and the lake, too, for that matter.

Somehow, after he found himself floating "
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alone, he did not seem to care whether he caught
anv fish or not.

“Don’t believe they bite much at this time of
dar," he said to himself, as he ieaned over and
looked down into the water. “ Besides, it ’s bet-
jerfun to paddie along and see things.”

li was a quiet kind of fun, but there was plenty
ofii and it did not cali for any very hard work.
The scow slipped along over the water quite easily.
.Vowand then, Bi stopped rowing entirely, and just
iether float. Away up over his head, a great hen-
hawk was sailing around in wide, slow circles,
«atching the earth for prey of some sort. Some
croivs were cawing from the opposite shore. On a
dead Uinb of a tree, that leaiied from fhe nearest
bank, a kiiigfisher sat peering down into the water.

little farthcr on, he could see three good-sized
snapping-turtles, sunning themselves 011 the same
halfsunken log. Twice, already, he liad seen a
rausk-rat put bis nose above water, and he liad won-
deretl what it could be.

“There,” he suddenly exclaimed, “ tlint pickerel
sprangclear outofthe water. Must have been after
afiy, Isn’i this great, now? Why, | 'm drifting
airay duwn the lake.”

Sohe was, and that did not mean going very far,
for lhe lake was but little more than a ralle long,
and bardly inore than half as wide. It was very
irtegular in sliapc, and there was quite a strctch of
mrsh, with hushes and flags growing all over it, at
ibc Southern end.

Tliai was where Piney had told him there was
avas good rabbit shooting in winter, and he
pulleti away to have a look at it.

Pretty soon he carne to a sort of opening, and
hesteeredthe scow rightin. It grew nairower, till it
irasliiiie more than a hundred feet wide.

”1know what it is,” he exclaimed, at last.
"This iswhere the river goes out. | ’ll push right
0down."

h wes grand fun. Bi had hardly ever felt

nuteexcited. It seemed to him a good deal as if
| * had discovered that river, and he thought of
Hffldiick Hiidson, and De Soto, and Christopher
Colurws, and John C. Fremont, and a great many
I Jjerexplorers.

“What fun itwould be to find the north pole ”
| iKszid 0himself “ Only 1 ’d like to go there on
‘I. . day, and be sure of getting back in time for

Alitwas soon very plain to Bi that he had got
| 1"'er, for the water now ran pretty fest,
| '"“spocially in some places.

Wonder if this would n’t be a good place to
he said to himself. “ I "Il try it, anyhow.

1 “~wonderfiilly lonely place.”
'liad hitit. That was one of the best fishinH-
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grounds around the lake, at that time of day, and
he was fairly delighted with his success. To be
sure, he caught a great many shiners, n6t more
than eight inches long, and bull-heads and pump-
kin-seeds. Then, up carne a sucker that weighed
more than a pound. Then, some very good yellow
perch, and the largest bull-head he had seen since
be carne. And tlien he was puzzled, for his next
capture was an eel. Such a wriggler !

Hardly was the eel over the side of the lioat be-
fore it had itself all tangled up in the line, and it
seemed to have no idea of lying still to have the
hook taken out of its mouth,

“ I never want to catch another,” said Bi. “ Be
quiet, wont you! There,—I ’ve got my foot on
him.”

That was about the only way he could have done
it, and the moment the hook was out, the eel
seemed to get over all the bottom of the scow,
every which way, in a twinkling.

“ They ’re good to eat,” he said; “ but | wish I
knew how to bait my hook so they would n’t toucli
it.”

That was one thing he did not know, however,
and it is to be doubted if even Piney could have
told him j and three times more, before he pulled
up the anchor of his boat, he had to bother ever so
long in taking off an eel. He hurt his fingers a
little, too, on some of his bull-hcads, but he did not
mind that much.

About five o’clock, Bi started home. Roxy and
Susie wcerc at the landing, waiting for him. They
had wearicd of their picture-books, and had come
out for a romp.

“ Cousin Bi!” shouted Roxy, * it’s almost siip-
per-time, and | was afraid you ’d lost yourself.”

“ O, no,” said Bi, as he pulled to ihe landing,
did n’t lose myself 1 caught some fish.
What do you think of that?” asked Bi, as they
looked into the boat.

“Why, you caught some eeis,” said Roxy.
“ Look at ’em, Susie; they ’re just like snakes, and
they ’il slip right away from you.”

“ They ’re dreadftil creatures,” said Susie.

“ Walt, Bi,” said Roxy; “ 1’ll run to the kitchen
for a pan.”

“ O yes, please do,” he said; but she was off
like a little curly-hcaded flash, and was back again
by the time he had fastened his boat, and began to
pick over his fish.

“ How can | ever pick up those eeis!” he ex-
claimed.

“ 0, Piney picks ’em rightup,” said Roxy.
just as easy.”

* How does he do it, | ’d like to know ?”

“ Why, anybody knows that. He just gets his
hands all covcred with sand, and then the eels

“

“1ts
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don’t slip. It ’s because they slip so, that you can’t
catch ’em. That ’s all.”

“Sand! And 1 never thought of that- Of

course it ’ll do.”

And it did, biit, even with sand to help him, Bi
declared he wouid rather be set at some other kind
of work than picking up eels.

“ The horrid things,” said Susie, “ they wont lie
still tiow they ’re dead.”

Chapter XV.

TuESDAY and Wednesday passed pleasantly, but
very quietly, at the farm-house.

The older people from the city had come there to
rcst, and were inclined to take it, now they were
there, while tlie younger ones found plenty to amuse
themselves with, out-of-doors.

Every now and then Roxy wouid say, “ W ait till
Piney’ vacation comes,” but just what would hap-
pen then, she never attempted to tell.

He, himself, was wrestling ail the while with his
preparations .for Examination. So much, that he
told Kyle Wilbur be had had no chance to practice
his piece at all.

“ 1 ’ve worked at mine,” said Kyle, “ i dreamed
I was blown up, last night, and what do you think
it was?”

“ Can’t guess,” said Piney.

“ Why, | ’d looked around for my father, toaskif
I ’d got to stay on the burning deck, and 1 rolled
out ofbed, thuinped my head on the floor, andwoke
up the folks.”

A good many calculations had been made on
what was to be done svith that Thursday. Piney
had determined to give up his books, at last, and
devote himself to his cousins, all day long.

“ We ’d have a haying time,” he said to Mary,
“ but the ciover field is all in, and they wont
begin cutting the big meadow till next week.
Then | ’ll show you some fun. Biand | are
going to the upper lakes. May be gone allday.”

But when the people at the farm-house awoke
on Thursday morning, itwas not the sunshine that
awakened them. Not a bit of it.

It was tbe heavy patter of rain on the shingles of
the roof, and the moment Aunt Keziah looked out
of her window, she said:

“ 1 thought so. It wont clear up before the
middle of the afternoon, if it does then.”

And, at the breakfast table, Roxy said to
Susie:

“ 1 don’t know what on earth we’ll do with you
ail to-day. Aunt Keziah says it’s awful to have
so many people rained in at one house.”

“ So it is,” said Aunt Sarah. *“ Elizabeth, what
shall we do with the children? Picture-books?”

LAKES.

“1’lIl fix ’em,” said Piney.
good day ofit.”

“ What can you do?” asked his inother,

“Do? Why, Mother, there s the gaei
There’s more fun in it than sve could tiseupina
week. May we have the garret, Aunt Kczlalii*

“Haveit? Why, you may turn italloiitoii
the roof, if you ’ll only keep the children outoftlit
kitchen and out of mischief. Take Bi and Man
up there, too, and find them something to pav
with.”

Both Biand Susie had looked at the rain ruefullv
enough, that morning, and Roxy had been inna
distress about her guests, but the mention of ic
garret set their spirits all in motion again, Ben
Cousin Mary liad seemed a little blue, till she heani
her aunts and her mother discussing the reliesof
ancient times, whicli Piney invitad them all toex
plore.

“ You 'd better wear your oid clothes,” he sid
“ The garret has as much dust in it as there s
on the south road. We ’ll be a nice-looking Im
before we get through with it.”

Roxy was inclined to wonder, a little, for ire
garret had been a sort of forbidden ground lote
and Chub. Il was an enchanted island that llior
were rarely permitted to land on, and then, notio
stay long.

“ Oh, Susie,” she exclaimed, “ | ’d rather play
in that garret than anywhere else in the wald
W e must take our dolls up there.”

“ Ourdolls? What for?”

“ Oh, to dress ’era up. There ’s just the spkii-
didest lot of oid clothes you ever saw!”

And so, not a great while after breakfast, Piney
led the way, and called on the rest to folio»
Back, through the dining-room and sitting-room
and into the kitchen.

“This is the oid part of the house,” he said »
Bi. “ The stairs go up into the garret from itei
door in the cérner.”

“ Why, is it only in the second story 1”

“The house has n’t more than that, anywhcie.
But you never climbed steeper stairs in your life"

“ That’s a fact,” said Bi, when the door ws
opened. “ They ’re more like a ladder.”

“ 171l look out for Chub,” said Cousin May.
“What a pokerish flight of stairs! Were they
always as bad as this ?”

“ Great-grandfather Hunter had nothing biiu
ladder,” said Piney. “ The oid log-house Ih«
stood here was a kind of fort. The Indians aitackfd
it once.”

“In the Indian war ?” asked Mary.

“ 0O, no, it was n’t war, exactly, but they quY-
reled with him. They were pretty near neighboB
then. All around him, and no Reservation."

“ W e’ll make j
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If ihc stairs were pokcrish, so was the garret.
ITo be sure, there were two windows at the back,
Imd there had been two more in front, but the lat-

ir had been darkened forever when the front part
Ilithe hoiise was built, and the others had not been
l«shedfor many a long day, and were glazed with

THE PRQHS?IO\I FROM THE GARFET.

I smell panes of greeiiish, old-fashioned glass. The
, caling was the roof, with the rafters all uncovered,
andtherain was now pattering dismally on theshin-
fles.

“Cousin Mary," exclaimed Roxy, “
spin? Aunt Keziah can.
«heel.”

“Why, there are three or four of them,” said
Mry. “ And that must be part of an oid looro.
Moilier says grandmother Merrill, that ’s Aunt Ke-
dsh’s mother, made all the linen and woolen cloth
sreused till she was forty years oid.”

“Yes,”said Roxy, “ and she made the beautiful
tog-carpet in the dining-room. Piney saysit’s a
ftpilarB’uslles carpet.”

“O,but, Bi,” shouted Piney, as she pulled some-
tingout of a cérner, “ do you see that?”

can you
That ’s a spinning-
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A Why, it ’s a cavalry saber, le’s a good deal
gookeder than they make ’'em now.”
“ Crooked as a scythe. That carne from”
trooper in Burgoyne’s army,” | &l

“ Did he have any cavalry ?”

“ Can’t say. But, then, there ’s the sw
Here ’s another.”

This was a straight-pointed sword, with a
cornered blade and no edge.

* It ’s a sticker,” said Bi.
“ It ’s what the British infantry sergeants used
to wear. Tip-top for toasting bacou on,”

“ But, Piney, what a gun thatis! | rever saw
such a long barrel. And the end fiares out like a
young bugie.”

“That.s a bell-muzzled fowling-piece. Our
folks used them on the British at Bunker Hill.
They ’re great for ducks and geese.
amount of shot.”

“ 1 ’d say you could,” said Bi.

Roxy was whirling one of the great, wooden
spinning-wheels, to Susic’s intense dclight, and
Chub was pulling all sorts of queer things out of
odd corners.

* What ’s in those chests ?” aSked Bi.

“ Grandmother’s clothes,” said Roxy, “ and my
great-grandmother’s, and lots of other things.
Some of them are pretty nice, too.”

“ O, Piney!” shouted Roxy, “ opeu them all

Put in any
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right away, please, and let Susie and me drcss
our dolls.”

“ All right,” said Piney, and in a few minutes
more the floor was covered with ancient treasures
of millinery and dress-making.

Mary Hunter had quite enough of her father’s
liking for antiquities to take an interest in such
matters, and she helped the children dress their
dolls in a way that might have made a cat laugh.

There were cases of oid account-books and papers
of all sorts. Busliols of oid letters. Oid hats and
bonnets. One large, hair-covered trunk, was al-
most full of oid tools, and Piney and Bi ransacked
them with a will. Hour after hour went past, till
Piney suddenly exclaimed; “ Now, cousin Mary,
let ’s all dress up and go down-stairs.”

“What fun!” said Mary. “We ’ll dress the
children, too, and carry the dolls with us.”

So they did| and a wonderful set of Guys they
made of themselves. Perhaps the funniest figure,
except the dolls, was Chub, in an oid array uniform
coat, that almost covered him up.

As for Mary,—in a green silk dress of her great-
grandmother’s and a coal-scuttle bonnet, and with
a yellow sash around her waist, and huge, dirty
“ elbow-gloves ” on,—all she needed was a pair of
liorn-rimined spectaclcs, that Piney fished up for
her out of the tool-chest. When they were all
ready, the one remaining difficulty was to get down
those steep and narrow stairs without falling- Bi
and Piney managed it for them, however, in spite
of the queer toggery they had on, although Bi had
girded himself with the saber, and Piney was armed
with the straight sword and the big fowling-piece.

Mary carried Roxy’s great cag-doll in her arms,
and there had never before been such a procession
seen in that house, as they made when they went
through the kitchen into the dining-room.

Nobody was there, and Mary said, half choking
with iaughter:

“ They must all be in the from parlor.
match rightin.”

“ Forward march,” said Piney.

They were all there, sure enough.

Grandfather Hunter and Unele Liph and Aunt
Sai-ah and Piney’s mother and Aunt Keziah, and.
besides them, there was a tall, pleasant-looking
gentleman, who sprang to his feet as the proces-
-sion entered, exclaiming:

“ Blessmel”

There was no help for it; everybody had to
laugh. Even the strange gentleman laughed,
although Roxy said, afterward, she was sure she
saw him trying not to.

But Mary Hunter forgot she was carrying the
rag-baby, for she dropped it on the floor, and said;
“ Mr. Sadler ! when did you come ?”

Let’s

AMONG THE
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And he stepped forward very politely, and said-
“ | wanted to see your father on some iinporiant
business. Carne in by the stage, and had myself
driven right over. It ’s a rainy day, Miss Hunter"

Chapter XVI.

Mary Hunter said something or other, not
very distinctly, as she stooped to pick up tlie rag-
baby : but when she arase, she stepped fonvard in
a very stately way, with it in her arms, and st
down in a big tocking-chair.

All the rest were in fits of laughter over the dil-
dren. Roxy said;

“ Unele Liph, don’t you see?
both our grandmothers.”

“ What a iness you must have made in that
garret,” remarked Aunt Keziah, but Piney said;

“ Yes, it’s dreadful. The dust wont settieina

Susie and larc

week. Bi, how does that hat feel ? It is n’l ex
actly a city hat.”

“ No,” said Bi. “ 1 wonder where it wes
made ?”

“ It must feel like a helmet,” said Unele Liph.

“ What ’s a helmet ?” asked Roxy.

“ 1t ’s an iron hat. When you come to see re,
1 ’Il show you one.”

“ An iron hat 1” exclaimed Roxy.
must have hurt.”

“ But then they did n’t wear out,” said Ssie,
and they did n’t bend if anybody sat do'vh
em.”

“ It ’s pretty near dinner-time,” said Aunt
Keziah. “ Mary, my grandmother never carnelo
dinner with her bonnet on.”

“ Then | ’ll go and put mine away,” said Mar;.

“ Come on, Bi,” said Piney. “ If niy faceisas
dusty as yours, ive 'd both better try some soap
and water.”

That was what the children needed, too, ver;
much, indeed, and they were all marched out of
the parlor, not forgetting the dolls.

Piney and Bi were back in the parlor hcfore irc
rest, and when Mary Hunter carne in, Piney wiis-
pered : “Is n’t she pretty, Bi? | never saw her
look so well before.”

That was a merry dinner party, in spite of tre
rain that was still pouring down over ewerything
out-of-doors. Unele Liph seemed to be in high
spirits, and Grandfather Hunter told a story of
how the ladies and gentlemen were dressed onhis
weddingday.

The people around the table seemed ready to
laugh at anything, but Piney was a little sobet
over the prospects for the rest of the day.

W hat should he contrive for amusemcnl?

He need not have troubled himself about ROT

“ Hoiv the;

“
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and Susie and Chub, for they were almost ready
10 leave their pie, to get back to their dolls and
itieir wonderful new, ofd dresses.
beganto help them, after dinner, but Aunt Sarah
mede her stop and go to the parlor to play and

"«CKV KAS WHIRLING ONE OF THE SPIKNIMC-WHKELE."

M?. That was after Mr. Sadler had had a talk
"“business” with Unele Liph.

“Is it anything serious?” Aunt Sarah had
“fed, when Unele Liph met her in tlie hall, and
"hadsaid, with a queer smile :

Atrifle serious, my dear, ljut not very bad.
jhinkwe must keep Sadler here for a few days.
"Wk with you about the business, by and ljy.”
AuntSarah smiled, too, as if she were glad there

AMONG THE
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was nothing serious, and glad to have Mr. Sadler
visit at the farm-house.

‘e Bi,” said Piney, as soon as he saw how nicely
everything was going on without his help, “ let us
have a game of chess. | ’ve a set of men, and a
board.”

‘1 'm ready.
rainy day.”

So they played, in a comer of the back parlor,
until, about the middle of the afternoon, there was
a sound of giggling and ofrustiing silk on the hall
stairs, and Piney said :

“ Checkmate in two moves, Bi.
what ’s up.”

“ All right,” said B\. “ You can beat me, any-
how. | must get me a liook and study up my
garaes.”

Something was about to liappen, and Ro.\y was
at the bottom of it. Piney felt sure of that, but
he could not have guessed what it was. A little
while before, Roxy had suddenly dropped her doli,
exdaiining; “*Oh, Susie, | have n't practiced my
piece since you carne.”

“ Your piece ? What s that?”

* Oh, for the exhibition, next Saturday I Did n’t
you know | went to school to the academy?”

“ Why, you don’t go with Piney?”

“ Sometimes | do; but not in the last week. |
don’t go rcg’lar, but 1 'm to speak my piece
reg’lar.”

That was about it, for Roxy lind arrangcd tlie
matter for herself a few wccks before with the
young lady “ principal” of the girls’ department
of tho academy.

“Well,” said Susie, “ speak it now, and Chub
and 1’1l hear it.”

“ Yes, but | don’t mean here. | ’ll dress up and
go and speak it in the parlor to all the folks.”

“ How will you dress up? Is itthat kindof a
piece ?”

“It’s *The Breaking Waves,”” said Roxy, “ and
it ’s the best piece in the world. Aunt Keziah
wanted me to learn another, but I wanted ‘The
Breaking Waves.””

“ | never heard it,” said Susie.

“Didn’t you? Don’t they know it in the city?
Well, Cousin Mary left that green silk dress on the
floor in ber room, and she threw the big bonnet
away into the cérner.”

“ Are the spectacles there ?”

“No; they ’re scattered out in the hall, I guess.
But | don’t want them ; | only want the di-ess and
the bonnet.”

Susie was quite ready to lielp in an affair of that
kind, and Chub danced ail around them while
Roxy was putling on the things. She was almost
hidden under so much dress and bonnet, and Susie

Chess is just the thing for a

Let ’s see
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said: “ Long traiis are just the fashion, but you U
have the longest trail in all the worid.”

Very likely she had, for a lady ofher size.

The older people had once more seated them-
selves in the front parlor, just as Roxy and Susie
and Chub carne down the stairs, and Mr. Sadler
was spreading out some new musié on the piano.
It was some lie had brought with him, and he was
saying;

“ That ’s oid, but it ’s pretty. It ’s ‘The Rainy
Day’—” here he was interrupted by the voice of
Roxy, in the middle of the room behind him;

*The breaking wavcs daahed high,
On a siern and rock*bound coast,
And the woods ngalnst a stonoy sky
Their giant branches tossed:
And the heavy nigh tongue dark,
7’he hiiis und waters sorc—

But at that point poor Roxy was inteirupted by
pcals of laughter all around the room.

Roxy looked behind her.

“ Chub, you naughty boy, get off from my trail.
You make them all laugh. [It'11spoil my piece."

For there he was, “ tetering” on the skirt of the

LITTLE

PEASANT. Mixh

green silk on his tiptoes, and pokiiig out his littfe
hands in imitation of.Roxy’s gestures.

Then she turned around and tried to go on hut
Chub only stepped off the train to come in fromoi
her, and put his fat littie face away inside of the
scoop-shovel lionnet. And then, all that the resi
could hear, was something about “ the wild New
England shore.”

Then Roxy herselfbegan to laugh, for it was dl
too funny for anything, but she was a little vexed
about her piece, and she said; “ Mamma, | could
say it if Chub would keep away.”

“ Come here, Chub,” said his mother.

“ 0, yes,” exclaimed Cousin Mary, “ do let s
have the whole ofit. Go on, Roxy, dear.”

“1 Il go on,” said Roxy, “ but | guess yu
could n’t speak very well, with somebody poking Im
face under your bonnet.”

Still, Roxy felt encouraged to go on, and die
recited the whole of “ The Landing of the Pilgrira
Fathers,” with only here and there a few changcs
in the words. And | think that if one of the \eri-
table Pilgrims had tried to recite it, with that dress
and bonnet on, he probably would have skipped
some of the words, or changed them.

(To becontinued.)

THE LITTLE PEASANT.

By R. S. Chilton.

(See Frontapkce.)

Unstrung by her heart’s first sorrow,
In the dawn of her life she stands,
W ith listless fingers holding
A vacant nest in her hands.

The grass at her feet no longer
Is bright with the light of the skies,

As downward she looks through the tear-drops
That stand in her heaven-blue eyes.

For the nest, so coid and forsaken,
Has taught her the lesson to-day,

That the dearest of earthly treasures
Have wings and can fly away.

Yet she clings to the empty casket.
And sighs that no more is left,—

As a mother clings to the eradle
Of its dimpled treasure bereft.

Alas for the early shadows
That fall about our way,

When the beautiful light has vanished,
And the hill-tops are coid and gray 1
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Bv Daniel

It 15a pleasant sensation to sit in the first spring
Isnnshinc and feel the steady puli of a good Kite
luponthe string, and watch its graceful movements
I asit sways from side to side, ever mounting higher
land higher, as if impatient to free itself and soar
| angi- ainid the clouds. The pleasure is, however,
grently enhanced lay the knowledge that the olaject
1skimming so bird-like and beautifiilly through the
air j5a kite of your own manufacture. | propose
tolell you how to make some new kinds of Kites,
adthe first and chief of these is the

MAN KII'E

Man Kite.

Jo make this you will require four sticks, some
| snand some tissue paper. In regard to his

TIME. 421

TIME.

C. Beard.

size, | would suggest that the larger the man is,
the better he will fty. Now let ussuppose you are
going to make this fellow four feet high. First, cut
two straight sticks three feet nine inches long;
these are to serve for the legs and body; cut
another straight stick two and one-half feet in
length for the spine, and a fourth stick, three feet
five inches long, for the arms. For the head seiect
a light piece of split rattan,—any light, tough wood
that will bend readil\’will do,—bend this in a circle
eight luches in diameter, fasten it securely to one

end of the spine by binding it with strong thread,
being careful that the spine runs exactly through
the center of the circle. Next find the exact center
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KITE TIME.

of the arm-stick, and with a pin or small tack
fasten it at this point to the spine, two inches be-

PRAMB OF LAKTERN

low the chin. After
wrappingthejoint tight-
ly with strong thread,
lay the part of the skel-
eton which is finished
flat upon the floor, mark
two pointsupon the arm-
sticks for the shouldcr-
joints, each sevcn inches
from the interscction oi
the spine and arm-stick,
which will place them
fourteen inches apart.
At these points fasten
with a pin the two long
sticks, that are to serve
for the body and legs.
Now cross these sticks
as shown in diagram,
being careful that the
terminationsoftlielower
limbs are at least three
feet apart; the waist-
joint ought then to be
about ten inches below
the arm-stick. After tak-
ing the greatest pains to

see that the arm-stick is perfectly at right angles
with the spine, fasten all the joints securely. Upon
the armsbind oblong loops of rattan, or of the same

material as the head-frame.

These hand-loops

ought to be about three inches broad at their
widest paris, and exact counterparts of each other.
The loops for the feet must approach as nearly as

FHAMS OP WOMAN KITB

issB PAGE 45)

WOMAN KITB

possible the shape of feet, and these, too, must be
exactly alike, or the kite will be “ lopsided,” or

[Maikb

unequally balanced. Now cut two sticks thrf
inches long, and two others four inches lone J
the ends of sieeves and bottoras of trousers; fasten
ihcm on as shown in the illuslration.

FROG KITK FPAME OF FROC KIIE. {SRR PACE

Now the strings must be put on, as sliom
by the dotted lines in the diagram, at equal ds
lances from the spine and about seven luches

Sk

PRAME SHOWINO CONSTRUCTION OF BAILOOS KITE.
apart. Tie two strings to the ann-sticks, extend
them slantingly to the head, and fasten lheo.
Take another thread and fasten to the top ofacs
stick of right arm, pass it over and take a "«P
around the spine, continué it to top of aoss-siidr
upon left arm, and there tie it. Fasten anoife
string to bottom of cross-stick on right arin, dra*
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BAT KITE A/YO FRAMES.

it figfitand «rap it on spine four inches below in-
leneciion of arm-sticlc, pass it on to the bottom of inches from the intersection of spine, extend it
ci*snck on left arm, draw taut and fasten it down m a straight lina to inside end of crot'Sck
. of left linib and fasten it there. Tie another string
. shoulder-joint. . -
10 the thread down to a point exactly opposite ata pom one inch and a half to the left of spinf
fe termination ofspine upon the right leg, take a upon nght arm-stick, extend it down in a strailht
iine to outside end of cross-stick of left limb  Go

*>-UNTILE KITE.

| . poi.,
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coat, and black, or some dark color, for the feet. allow a candle to fit bctween them firmiy, Mlj
In pasting, do not make tbe seams, or overlaps, of of rattan or wire a light hoop of the same diargicr
the paper more than haifan inch wide, and measure a5 the bottom-piece; fastcn these to a sirap
the paper sothatthe coatwilljoin the trousers at the handle of wood, or wire,
right spot, When you are satisfied that this is all as shown in the diagram
right, lay the paper

smoothly on the floor,

and place the frame of

the kite upon it, using

heavy books or paper-

weights to hold it in

place. Then with a pair

of scissors cut the paper

around the frame, leav-

ing a clear edge of half

an inch, and making a

slit through the margin

at each angle; cover tbe

margins with. paste, turn

them over, and with

towel or an oid rag press

them down. After the

kite is all pasted and

dry, take a large paint-

brush, and with black

marking-paint or india

ink, put in the buttons

and binding on coat

with a good broad touch.

The face and hair must

be painled with

broad lines, so

that they may

be seen clear-

ly at a great

height. Follow

this rule wher-

everyouhaveto

use paint upon

any kindofkite.

The Moving

Star

isa paper lan-

tern attachecl

to the tail of

any large Kkite.

A Chinese lan-

tern willanswer

this  purpose,

although it is

generally so long and narrow that the motion of on page 422, and cover the body of tlie laiLf

the kite is apt to set fire to it. with red tissue paper. .
To make a more suitable Inntern, take a circular This lantern, fastened to the tail of a )

piece of light board five inches in diameter, drive that is sent up on a dark nighl, will golx>I'b-?

three nails in the center, just far enough apart to around in a most eccentric and apparently«" V
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countable manner, strikingwiih wonder all observ-
asnot in the secret-

The Woman Kite,

ihough differing in form, is made after the same
netliod as the man kite, and with the aid of the
diagramon page 422, any boy can build one if he is
areful to keep the proper proportions, making the
nidili at the hips a little less than half the height

The costume given in the illustration may be
laricd according to fancy, with the same frame-
Bak. A Dolly Varden or a Martha Washington
costure can be made. A blue overskirt and waist
cowered with stars, and a red and white striped
I skirt, give us Columbia or a Goddess of Liberty.

If you have bcen successful in making the fore-
joing kite-patterns, you can try your skill in the
mamifacture of the

Frog Kite.

lhis should be at least two feet high It
hardly necessary to go into the details of this kite
| & liie diagram on page 422 shows Mr Frog's
anaioray complete. By carefullv following the
mnsiniction according to the diagrams. the aver-
aeboy will, with a little ingenuity, be able to build
&b, or m fact any of the Kites here given, for ac-
campanymg each illustration is a complete plan of
(e frame.work,-the solid lines represeuting the
tés, the chotted lines the strings, Care must be
téea to seicct pliable wood, and make the parts
liul lequire bending thinner than the rest ofthe
hticL nsome parts of these new-fashioned kites
| especially j( they be made on a small scale, thin
| taps of ratian or whalebone will answer better
| Inwood, By the last diagram on page 422 you
| catmake akite which will carry up five air-balloons,

is

Kite.Tails.
Kites can be made without tails, but it is not

Aedivithtas.- f--
.. of
toed at regular inteivals

lliaMiiy to beco ANA account of its
"’\ome tangled with the klte string or

laifel"cobrefl
Jrr

and practica!

«iwinehcs m o'®
I"'- Thismi T r to the size of the
tC Sm n "My, .building
«fe»3 kite, seven feet high. It was a
s, blue 11’ 'lod nose and

coat, ancl stnped trousers.
"“i- Vir,-2g.

TIME.
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As you may imagine, | was nervous with anxiety
and exc.teinent to see it fly. After severa! experU
mental tridis to get the tail rigiitly balanced, and
the breast-band properly adjusted, and having pro-
cured the strongest hempeii twine to fly it with |
went to the nver-baiik for the grand event.

THB MOVIKG STAR

My man flew splendidly ; he required no run-

hulf” "O 'loistmg, no jerking ofthe string to assist
h.m, 1 had only to stand on the high bank and
fot out the stnng, until my fingers were almost
blistercd,so fast did the twine pass through 1y
hands. People began to stop and gaze at thi
queer sight, as my man rose higher and higher,

hen, suddenly, my intense pride and enjoyment
w;a changed into something very like fright.

The twme was nearly all paid out, when | found
thatmy man was stronger than his mastcr, and 1
could not hold him ! Imagine, ifyou can, my dis.
may. | fancied myself being pulled from the
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bank into the river, and skimming through the
water at lightnmg speed, for, even in my fright,

THE I£ING*CRAB KITE GRAMS-WORK

AL -A f,..- -
thidea offethg go ofthe stnng did not once
occurtome. However. to my great relief, a man
sMandmg near carne to my ass.stance, just as the
stick upon which the twme bad been wound, carne

TRAME OF FISH KITE,

dancing up from the ground toward my hands.
So hard did the kite-giant puli, that even the friend,

who had Kkindly come to the rescue i, a
siderable troubie to hold it. The Y"at

swinging high in the'hhiei
attracted quite a crowd, andi
felt very grand about my ne»
flying-man; but my tAmpi
was short-hved. Theuilnt?
of rags was too heavy jo b«r
Its own weight, and brenkiuc
off near the Kkite, it fel
the ground, while my kK
freed from this load, shot wp
hke a rocket, then turned, ad
carne headlong do«m witli suh
forcé, that dashing through te
branches of a tliorii;- fooue-
tree, it crasbed to the ground,
a mass of broken sticks ad
tattered paper. So you see, kite-tails shoud
be strong.

The Decorative Chinese Kite,

This kite is a most resplendent affair, ad
glitters in the sunlight as if it were coered
with jewels. It is rather compiicatcd tolook
at, but not very difficuit to make. The onei
have before me was made in China.

he top or horizontal stick (B, 1-2) isthree

feet Io-lr-lg, haifan inch  wide, and onetighth
inch thick. The face can be simplified by me |
a loop, as in the man kite. Two more loops, |
shown in the diagram (B), will serve as framesfor

FISH KITE

the wings. Paper is pasted upon this, and han?
loose like an apron in front below the cross-std|
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|B, 2-2), cut long enough to coverTlie firstZkW 1

Thi. . k" ® ‘ stAng to the onno,!-"

[hetai|.piece,as5ho>vninthefinishedbite(A)
n cross-strings, being

«BERTr-SHmLD K.TE AND
STAR RITE AND ERAME.

ofiooking-glass pasted on orattached with «t
0 ihat they dangle loosely, etc « this 1.1
lop rather heavy, as, in fart it u

then it serves to balance the taji®””~h” u®
instance, actually is the kite. This| |||
of/circularkites,ten imsisa succession
inches in diameter,

and thirteen in

number, connected

dilh One another

hy strings.  At-

P

tached. B 4 is a
side view of two
disks, showing the
way in which they
tached to each of aire connected by
1 fiiM paper disks strings, six and a
Jialf inches space

being left between

| iaaslenderpieceof
reed or grass with a
each two disks. A
5 is a front view of

' 'rtedhead; asimi-
finished Kkite.
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THE CITY CHILD.
Words by A Ifbed T ennyson. Music by Mrs. Alfksd T enbyson.
« AlUgretto.
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Dain-ty lit - tie mald - en,

vvhith.er would you wan -der,
Dain-ty lit - tie

W hither from this pretety home, the
maid - en, whith-er would you wan -der, W hither from this pret-ty house, ihis
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“ Far and far away,” said the dainty Ut-tle maid”e ;
] cit ey house of ours ?

Far and far away,” said the damty lil-tle miud-en,

_S_’
Ir

U-v—y-
"Farandfar a-way,” said the dain -ty lit-tlem aid - en. “ All a-mong Uie gar < dens, au-
“Farandfar a-way,” said the dain-ty Ut - lie maid - en, “AU
-
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clo-ver and the clem -a-tis, Dais - ies

and king-cups, and hon-ey-suck-le flowers.
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GOATS WITH LONG HAIR.

By L. G. Morse.

Did YoUu ev-er see goats climb the mount-ains? They run up the
[rock-y sides and a-long such lit-tle, nar-row places, that it seems, ev-er-y
miin-ute, as if they would sure-ly roll off and be Kkilled at the next step.
Iyhev will stop high, high up on a spot, where there does not seem to

ee-nough ground for their feet to rest up-on, and look a-round them as
|qui-ct-ly as if they were stand-ing in a field, and be-gin to nib-ble the
Ibits of grass near by. They are not at all a-fraid.

Little boys and girls, who Uve near, look up at them a-way up—ever

high—and wish that they could climb as fast and well.  Some-times,
lif you saw a goat in such a place, you might won-der how he could
Inowe at all; but, sud-den-ly, you would see him draw back his horn-y
had, bend his fore legs un-der his bod-y, and spring through the air from
lore rock to an-oth-er, com-ing down, at last, safe and sound, up-on a

e as nar-row as the one he had left. But it would be more fun for
lyou to see them in the fields, where they can skip and play near you.

They are in a field in the pict-ure; but one of them is look-ing at
jtoe mount-ains, | think, You can see how long and thick their hair is.
rhose goats ly-ing down would make nice, soft pil-lows for your heads.

But these goats are not like those that you have seen at home. You
iwoud have to go far a-way, to the oth-er side of the world, to a place
phd An-go-ra, to find goats with long, silk-y, curi-y hair like that
Tre hair of the cats, dogs and rab-bits, as well as of the goats that Uve

.that place, is very fine and soft.

Itis ea-sy to make any goat tame and gen-tle. If you were to pet

feed one for a few days, it would soon fol-low you a-bout, like
"Matys lit-tle lamb.” They are al-most al-ways ver-y po-lite, too ; if
ljauof-fer them e-ven an bld piece of pa-per, they do not sniff at it and
fun a-way their heads, as dogs, or cats, or most oth-er pets would; but
hey take it pret-ti-ly and eat it up, as if they were much o-bliged to
Ba for it

Did you ev-er taste goat’s milk ? It is ver-y nice, and good for lit-tle
Nhbies, Sick peo-pie oft-en drink it, be-cause it is bet-ter for them than
ws milk. ~ Once | knew two lit-tle girls, named An-nie and Ma-rie,
"lowent a-cross the big sea in a ship. Their pa-pa bought two goats.
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THREE ANGORA GOATS.
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which were put in a pen on board of the ship, and so went all the way
ffith the lit-tle girls. An-nie and Ma-rie had some of their milk ev-er-y
day, and they fed their pret-ty goats with bread.

The goats were named “ Muff” and “ Tuf-ty,” and they were so glad
when the lit-tle girls carne to see them, that they would lick their hands
ad frol-ic as much as they could in the lit-tle pen. When An-nie and
yia-rie left the ship, they gave Muff and Tuf-ty to a poor wom-an, who
led them home for her own lit-tle chil-dren to pelL

BABY’'S JOURNEY.

By Laura E. Richards.

op-PET-Y, hop-pet-y, ho!
W/iere shall the ba-by go ?
O-ver dale and down,
To Lim-er-ick town.
And there shall the ba-by go.

Hop-pet-y, hop-pet-y, ho!
How shall the ba-by go ?
In a coach and four.
And pos-si-bly more,
And so shall the ba-by go.

Hop-pet-y, hop-pet-y, ho!
When shall the ba-by go ?
In the aft-er-noon,

. By the light of the moon,
And then shall the ba-by go.

Hop-pet-y, hop-pet-y, ho !

Why shall the baby go ?

To learn a new jig,

And to buy a new wig,

And that s why the ba-by shall go.
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

* March,” said one of the Red School-house
children, in a composition which I afterward heard
the Littie Schoolma’am reading to Deacon Green,
—*“ March is a windy month, because it is the
month for flying kites.” And he wasright. March
is more interested in kites than you think, my lads.
It loves a good tussle with one as much as you do.
It plays with it, and teases it, at first, but that is
only its way. In a inoment, if the kite is worth
anything, and the boy at the other end is alert,
you ’ll see business.

“ Look sharp, there!” says March,
string, telephone-fashion.

“ Ayel ayel” says the boy; and off goes the
kite—up, up, up, higher, steadicr, with a long,
finti sweep, and a resolute puli, which grows stead-
ier as she grows smaller in the bluc distance—
steadicst and strongest when she is a mere speck.
And dear oid March jerks at the boy’s coat, knocks
his hat off, rolls and laughs with joy in the dry
oid grass, and, in every possible way, shows its
honest interest in the sport.

Yes, the school-boy was right. Now for our
budget. Talking of flying things makes me feel
like giving you a bit ofa sermén on

along the

THE DAT7-FLY.

Deacon Green sends this little tale about a
day-fly, which is an insect that lives but one day.
He says: “ There ’s something in it for your am-
bitious youngsters, ifthey look carefully.”

At the court oi Kaliph Musa.alHadilived an Arabian Sage who-
uodcrstocd the languagcs of all animala. One fine evening, he ob-
served on the leaves of a bush a colony of day-fliea. One of these
liitic oreaturcs sat on a leafapart, tliinking aJoud and sayiog:

“ The wisest andents of our race have handed down the propheey
that the woHd would not last longer than eighteen houis. | fear
they spoke the truth. For even dunng my lifuime the sun has sunk
nc-arcr to the sea. Soon he mustfall into the flood, his light will go
out, the earth will be in darkness, and all things wil! perish.

JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.
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“Yetwhat a long life mine has beeni
tions rise, flourish, and pass away-

" And what have | gaincd by all my care and labor? W hajj.
ic profic me that | fought for my race, freed ihem, counselled ihco
trained them? Nothing remains to me but fame. They idi
inde”, that my fame isvery greatand glorious; but of what isTs
glory ifthe sun is to he putout so soon, and if the World is fo rew™
presently, to chaos? Ah 1" sighed the venerable day.fly,
then the light of ihc sunset flashed upon him a niby
couid butcounton a fame thacshould last thirty or forty houis___

Here the Arabian Sage interrupted him, saying; “ Asifthc»
would not rise upon another day!” and he laughed softiy at iht
strain in which the short-lived insecthad been talking; but, giscti»
checking himself, he added; " Yet, after all, ic ismuch the saroevkl
mankina; and what great difference is there, in the cad, betmn
hours and years? ™"

I have seen whole geom.

WHISTLING BUOYS.

T hese whistlers are never still, and they do little
else but whistle.

Yet they are not two-leggedboys; indeed, thev
have no legs atall. They are merely fioais moored
near to rocks or shoals, or along channels, ad
fitted with whistles. The up-and-down inotion of
the waves sets agoing a little machine that fortes
air into a ciése box. From this box the airean,
not escape without blowing the whistle, and lhis
warning shipmen ofdanger. This it does in night
and fog, as well as in bright weather; and te
rougher the water, the more surely will the me
chine work.

So, nowadays, storras which used to have noth
ing but peril for the sailor, may be used to nae
less doubtful his safe entry into port.

PIGEONS THAT HELP DOCTORS.

Here ’s pleasant news about my friends, the ca-
rier pigeons.

It seems, there is a country doctor in England
who takes several of these wise birds with him
when visiting his patients. If medicine is needed,
he writes on a piece of paper what is wanied, giving
tlie patient’s address; then he ties the paper totht
pigeon, and letsit go. The bird flies right to tht
doctoris house; the physic is made up then ad
there, by an assistant, and is sent off at once toire
sick person, thus saving a deal of precious time.

I f the doctor fcars there may be a serious change
in his patient’s condition before the time setforihe
next Visit, he leaves a bird, to be sent back tohim
with a message in case of need.

Usefui creatures, these carrier pigeons,—a son
of winged and feathered telegraph |

RED RAIN.

SCARCELY had your Jack closed his Febniaiy
budget, in which there was mention of red sof,
when one of his gray-beard scientific “ youngsters
sent in this Information about red rain;

Says he: “ There is red rain as well as red
snow, and it has been known to fall upon vestis
sailing near the west coast of Africa, and also, bul
seldom, upon countries in the south ofEiirope. lIlis
a grayish and reddish dust, mingled wilh rain, ad
the color seems to be due to oxide of iron, whichis
iron rust, But where on earth this comes frommo
one has found out, and men who know aljout audi
things, think it does n’t come from any'vticre m
earth, but from somewbere beyond,” ,

Headds: “ Once, when red rain was falin?
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My ted snow was falling on the Alps.” Now,
iliray account for our Sierra Nevada red snow
o but then, again, it may not, and in a matter

n' ihis it is

“

m mind that “ one

ts n’Ealways know what he has n’t found out.”

KEDREVNIK.

The Trailing Cedar, my polite young friends, is
example of “ handsome is that handsome does.”
¢ Riissians cali it Kedrevnik, and of all queer

ts, it is about the
lieciest, for it never
kds etect, but grows
ider the snow, cover-
|i>lhe ground with a
|°.»ork of gnarled,
listcd and interlock-
itrunks.andgeneral-
}choosing to grow on
iie mMost desoiate plains
imountain-sidcs. It
lalmost the only fire-
in its cheerful
frne, norlh-eastern Si-
Iria, and without it
Sencouldn’t Uve there.
What puzzles your
Bckis, that men should
ler even try to Uve in
Icli a drcary country
i lnai must be.

A aOBINS.

IA sea ROBIN is—
|1t what is a sea robin,
profound young
jiithj'ologists?
*Whyi,itsahird, of
fursc, Mr. Jack,” says
uicr Johnny So-and-
Jijumpingupsinartly.
|Bul yoiir jack once
urdtlie Lililc School-
Bdam say to Deacon
Ttttn; ” Little Johnny
|niciimes knows more
«y than he will
Havto-morrow. ”
ISo, ny plodders, let
iRcarcful. And, now,
|)k atthis pictiiie.
|In it you can see
froe sea robins, and
3vone ivinged creat-
that iive in the
But tho qucstion
I'Which are which?

BUTTSRFLIES AND SEA EOBINS

For there seem to be

wesS" I\ f in the air!

nha’ robins ate fishes, and
il K U™ Pectoral fins, marked
WhI " yellow; so,when the creat.
kefine  "a

L have thelook of butter-

seen end first. Some of them
Zasrobins, and perhaps that is why they

got their fiame. They like to stay at the bottom
of the sea, where they find the shell-fish, on which
they Uve; and there you probably will find them,
if you pay them a visit. The Little Schoolma’am
says that, some time ago, she saw some sea robins,
with other fishes, in a big sea-water tank, which
was in the great Aquarium at New York.

SOME PRETTY "HOW D' YE DO'SP"

Dbar Jack: Your olh«r chicks moy lik« to know this, which |
have jusi read. about queer
wajbofgccciing among foreigo
naDons.

Moors gallop or their horses
to nieet a stran”er, as if ihey
were going to ndc h»m down;
then they siop suddenly, and
fire a pistol over lGs head.
Arabs of high rank ki$" each
other on iKe cheek, inquire
many times aboutthe health of
one another, and then kus their
own hands. In the deserc, The
Arabs, when tliey nicet, shake
banda six or eighC times.

In the Society and Fncndly
Islands, it b the pohte thing to
rnb noses together. Insomeof
the South Sea Islands, where
people dress very scaotily, ¢e
mostcouneous diing a man can
du to his friend, on meeting, is to
throw a little coid wateroverhim,
—a cool, but cordial, ~eting,

In Japan, the infenor, meet*
ing a superior, cakes off hid
sandals, knecls down, and rocks
slowly back and fonh, saying:
“Augh | augh!" which meaos

Do not huri me! In Sinm,
iTan inferiormeeis oneofhigher
rank, hethrows himselfprostrate
on the ground. An atiendant
then goes to see If there is any*
thingcisagreeablcabouthim. If
there is, he is kicked out of the
great mao's road; but, if there
is not, the attendant raises him
and lets him go on his way.

In America, onc says, “ How
d'ye do?” The oilier, with*
out ansnering, says, “ How d’
ye doT” And they pass on.

K. ». B.

FLOWERING WITHOUT
ITS ROOT.

On the mountains of
Califomia growB a very
wonderful flower. Itisa
twining hyacinth which
climbs up some bush or
other til it has reached
the top, and, after rest-
ing a whiie to make sure
it has a good hold,
breaks loose from its
root, and goes on to
spread out its lovely
pink blossoms just as though nothing curious
had happened. It carries on the business by it-
self, in fact, blooming and sccding all alone for
weeks and montlis, in spite of the sun that burns
by day and the air that chills by night. This
seems a little strange, my dears, but the infor-
mation comes from a géod source. However, it
will do no harm to look further into the matter,
especially if you happen to be on the spot.
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MISS MOFFAT’'S DREAJML

Miss Mofkat saw a spider»
Who come and sat beside her,
And it ixighcened Miss MofTat away.

Bul she dreaioed thal nig]it of a sdU grcater frighL

For the sjfider gtew and g~c’v and grewd,

Till at last a youth beside her stwxl

Poor Miss Mofiat
Awoke with a scream ;-
And that was the end
Of her terrible dreain.

THE LETTER-BOX.

To tHosk of ourrcaders who ore surprised at scring the song of
“The City Child” printed a second imem St- Nicholas, we must
explain that the presentis the correcled orrevised versién, which was
rcccived from Mr. Tennyson after our Fchbruary number was printed.
He writcs us that the musié iscomposcdby Mrs. Tennyson; so, you
seo, this pretty little song is scnt you, as it were, direody from tlie
poei’s own lircside,—the words of the Lauréate set to musié by his
wife.

Our "open-airpaper” this month will, wc hope, provea source of
practica! pleasure to bolh boys and girls, for who does not enjoy fly-
ingor watching a graceful kiie? Mr. Beard, who wrote the articlc
and drew the pictures for you, says that he himself has made and
praclicaHy tested all the kites described, and that he beiicves a bright
boy can easily make any one of them, Wc hope that ali the boys

and girls to whom the"Snow Fort" and “ Snow

brought real delight in January and Febniary, w.Il find W J

Time" arricie exactly the thing for this windy mmin
There are othergood papera in preparatnii, and esch
when you are ready for the particular kind of work or play

desckbe&:

A New Shost DiaLOGUE.-To all the boys and 8i>k

asked fora good piece to speak as a dialogue, we ww ~ J

think you will find what you want in the poem
History/' printed on page 348 of our Febrtiary numw
ing "Philandcr” to Amanda™ you make ibe
suitable fora giH. The chances forgcsturcand

The speakers might be dressed in old*limc costures,
thé punctuatioD and ibe sense where each spcech begi»

Jil
~
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U , st.is'icHOLAs: In the January Leiter-Box " | saw a
itfiiiQon offl foux'lesgcd chicken, and, as | had one, two summers
: that you might like lo hear about it, loo. | think
iifitvaicven mure wonderful than R. H. 5's., because it had”~thc
frum one joini, which carne from under fes wing, and
legs on one side, and one on che olher. It died a mei-

I"Viiv dcadi, beiiig stepped on by one of ité relaiives. G. S. W,

Monlolair, N. J.
Deas St. Nicholas: Will some of the readers of the Letter-
A *pifjue lell me when Australia was discuvcred?— Yours afTcc-
LouisB. P.

ItessIBC. Barnbv nsks wherc orfgiiiaced ihe expressions **asbo)d
Icirtss," "atabes and sevens,” and “ ducks and drakes." Who
|<Liri?Tef her?

iRaiswerlo M. V. D.'s question in ihe January “ Leltcr-Box,”
lo C Tnmer«n<l«seven words,—Cj«n, Coercién, Epinicion, Inter.
Osfracion. Pcnlcion, and Suspicion. Agnes L. Taylor, J,
|w.,anl A H. S. ."end each six ofthese; “ Wilmington,” G- Meadc
|£-0i)", KmcstW. Clarkc, and Gco. G. Hall, send each five of lliem:

IDji< t Fasdakc, " Tranquillity,” A C. Averill, and Mary and
|tente Oiamberlaine with Etta WiHiaiiis, send thrcc cach; and
-f_sflcli and Juily.” S. G. C., and Bcssic and her Couén,” send

iHfczd)

BE.AN-BAG GAME.

Divifs ihe parly into pairs, all standing in two opposite Knes, as
liinYirpnta Reel” or "Contra Dance.” Each side choosesa cap-
|ait, sfid ihe capiaius choose an uinpire, who siis at the eod of the
|be»bys lablc belwceo ihe caplains.

Eadi side lia? Ave Ixau.bags. The bags are of two colors:—say,
|6u roland Ave blue. All thored bags are piled on the Cable before
IcefcftiKcapiafiis, and Ihe blue ones are heaped in from of iheoiher.

Atasord ofcomiuand from che umpirc, each captmn picksup I>ag
i‘hrbijirom his for her) own heap, and passcs them one by one lo
|hfﬂﬂf pbyerof the Kne, who takes it with one hand, and with the
|u'«passcs it on to ihe third player. In this way, every bag is
IfBisaldown tij« linc, from player to player, iintit it i'eachcs the end,
I<Ken u must be laid on a chair, picked up, and passed back again,

Scein ihe captain, who throws it on ihc table. When ihe
lo~iis recaves back the lasi bag, he holds it up high, for ihe umpi«

Tfeside «hieh first gets all its bags back to its captain scores ore
|W 5; andthcrc are ten points to a game. The interest is increased
Ibrolkflig i priw lo the winning side.

Htais anepiuph wrilten by a liltle boy of NiNe years

I Rett Kc Ihe bodies Of three ladpoles

I Uyou go 10 the pond you can caicli them :n shoals.
jiCT were ireatcd as welJ as tadpoles could be,
Aid yet tlicy all died ungratefuKly f

" pretty little chine
*4 of daihly freshness to any room in cily or
7 tunng the days of winter and early sprine, when we

i pecnness. So | thought other readers of
Ifetifi 1" Shl hke to know of it also. Perhaps mosi of
T3«™ 1 grass seed ina pme cone sel in a wine-glass

riT! successfuliy, too; but chis plan is difiéteot.

plaic,—any sue desired,Aput eiiher sand or moss

L place m the center ihc largest cone, group.

» whcr cones, graded according lo sire. 1f all are aJike

“t “5 fordation in the middle, Jetting it slope down

bti w ~en thecones are in plice, spnnkic sand care-
stoisS 7 the uny ones, should there be any. Then
fd scaltcrfreely over it eiiher grass or fiax-
KaiT, If put on Ihe manee), above tho furnace
Jivw J >siove, and turned, now and then, .eo that all sides
hefce;.a»ni>unt of heac, the seeds will soon sprout, and

1?7 1'"~heaullful when the cone has bccome a
planté grow so rapidly, ifkept warm and moUt,
Ail? A more saHsfociory than many more

W fehap p e n to have a rather flat banging-basket, and
MV.. ay,—always mounding up the sand
1 ]u|| plantmg chopodlum between the coues and
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around ihc edgcs, to be twined according to taste, | am sure it would
make a loveljraddicion to a library or “ living.toom.*"

Ofcourse, in the city, the difficully is to obtéin the cone.?, bul there
may be some whjch have bcen gathered in summer ramblings; «r if
there are no "country cousins'*who would take such slight Erouble
as tomail aboxofthem, chere are generally some of the markei people
who, fora mere iriflc, will furnish such things.

A city friend of mine geis che prctliesC partridge-berry viues (mic-
chella) m this way, and these very vioes would make abrichi edeing
for our piale.

My " dish-garden," —forwhich | senenrecipe to the " Leiter-Box"
last year,—has done wonderfully this season, so many new ferns have
«prung up, and the partridge-berries ate as fresh-looking as posible.
1 believe the "seciec” is in putiing the piate near the stove every
iiighqg so that the roois are kept warm, wfiilc the glass prevenis the
inoisture from cscaping. And, before many weeks, | cxpcot to be
rewarded for my cate by the puré, snowy bl6&?oms on the mitchella.

H aknaii Sheppw?d.

Faskie E. Lrwis.—The piano-forie was inveiued early in the
eighteenih century, but by whom is not certain. The honor ofbeing
ihe firsrinventor isclaimed for Hartolomeo Cristofali, of Padua, llaly,
some time before ihe year 1711; forMarius, a Frenchman, in 17x6;
and for Sclirotcr or Schrader, a Germéan, tn 1717.

Trie Brotiieh SuBScniOBR: "Bricad*brac" is pronounccd
in English as if spelled " brick*a-brack,” and ihis is according lo
Webster. In French, the proniinciation is similar; but the i is like

ee, short, and ihc lasta is like a in faiher, also short

of a

De? St. NiCKOtrs: Please ask in the "Letler.Box" whyis ii
ihac when a flat-iron is hot it sniooths the clothes better ihan when

it18 coid?— Your coastant readcr, Joshua C. Huddard.

SIDNEV steinbr : The original 1imiis of Virginia were not exactly
defined. The namc was first given, by Queen EUsabelh, to the
region (now North Carolina) discovered in J584, by persons senl out
by Sir Walter Raleigh. Later, all the country in North America
between 35" N. and 45® N. was known as Virgioia. In 1607, the
firstcolony was foundcd on ihe James Kiver, by pci-sons belonging
to "The London Company of Merchant Advenlurers.” In 1609,
thb Company’s lerritory, named Vliginlu, was described in the grant
as comprising all that iracl of country which extcnds from two hun-
dred miles north of Oid Point Comfon, to two hundred miles soulh
ofit, and from the Atlantic Ocean lo the Pacific-

_ Knoxvllle, Tenn.
Deaii St. Nichotas: | wish to ask, through the "Letier.Rox,"
fora good book to loach me to draw, and where | cad get ic. | have
had bul one drawing.book iu my life, and it was a small onc.—Youm
J. B.

A good guide in learning to draw U the "Vere Foscer Ck>mplete
Course.” Il isarmged in easy grades through lhe various kinds
ofdrawing, and the dedgns given to copy were made by some of ihe
best arcistd of Great Britaiiv. These drawing.books are soid separ*
aicly, and can be ordercd ihrough any bookseller, The American
publisliers are Charles Scribner's Sons, New York.

A LiTTtu sends the "Letter*Box" ihis composU

tion, tviittcn by a Httle boy ten years ofd, all by nimself:

Schoolma’am

This compouiion is going to be about a five-gallon crock, thac 1
fell into. 1 fell inio itlastnighl. Itstood inthe comeroflhc kitchen,
and ihey were going to pul ihrcc thousand pickicd onions init,-ifit
would hold 'em, butitwould n't. It would n't hold more than three
hundred. | wentinio the kitchen wiih Wallacc to read. | was go-
ing to sit on the crock w read. | was n’t looking, because | was
reatling, so | ihought ihe crock was botcom”slde up. Rut when | sat
down, 1wentrightin, and my knees went up lomy forehead. | was
near smothcrcd,"«Il that was out of the crock was my arms and
hecls 1 could n't scream, forniy coat was overmy face; but | strug-

d and kickcd a gocxl deal. I could n’t see, eit*cr; bui one ofmy

nds cnitghl tho pump.handie, and it made so much noise thiit
Mamma heard it. She wa.e standing on the olherside of the kitchen,
sf>she tunied around, and saw my necis kicking. She waified awhile
— 1 should think about fifieen minllles—before she carne to help me,
and | could hear her laughing, Thco, when she camc to me, she
could n't puli me out. So she Gpped over the crock, and I carne out
upon the floor, Then | stood up, and picked up niy book. When |
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fell

choughc

after

wenl

himabout how I i«ll

T he publishers of a capiul book, full of informallon for boys and
girls, wislt to be ablcto g:ve, iniia futuro editioii, a satisfactory answer
to a simple qucstioR, and have requested us to say that they will pre-
scnt a copy ofthe book to the boyor giil who first scnds the required
satisfactory answer to St. Nicholas- The question is this: What
bccomes of the dirt which the cbipmunk throwsout of bis hole, or
that he does not throw out? No dirt can be found, and yet, how
does he make his hole without throwing outdirt?

Now, yoimg folks, who will be the first? We leave tlie decisbn
in the hands of those who make the offer; but, as this magasine is
publishcd iii the interest of boys and girls and not of the pubUshcts
rcferred to, we shall print neilher ihe lame of the book fior of the
house thatissucs it The question is worth answering, though, and
the book isworth the trouble. As Jack*in*the-Pulpit would say "
the matter is worth looking into.

Dear St. Nichotas: | would like to tell you about my wlute
mice and a cat. My Unele brought me seven white mice, and | lee
foem run around in a large box. Next door, a little girl has a cat,
and it comes over here very often. One day | ralssM some of my
mice and thought that the cal had ealcn them. 1 pul the restm a
glass box, aod let them nm about the room very often. Two weeks
after 1 missod four more, and was sure of the caL 1 gave the other
mousc away. One day, the litlie girl carne running over and told me
to come and see her kittens. | wentwith her, and there in the gar*
rct, in an oid basket, lay the cat and my six mice! Wlien I look
them out, the catcried aod mewed so thatiho IlUle girl gave me the
catto lake home with me. And now pussy and her mice Uve :n a
basket by che stove, and Gnele has ptoraised the girl dx mice like
mine.—évcr a reader, A. M,

Dear St. Nichotas: Perhapssome of your rcaders will be inier-
ested in the following truc story-—Yours, A.L A. Shith.

Once an Englishraan and a Frenchroan were boasting about their
native languagcs. One safid EnglUh was best, and had most word*
from the same loot, and most words with similar meanings. Bul the
Frcnchman objected, and made the following verse in ptoof:

" Quand un cordier, cordant, veut corder une cordc,
Pouc sa cor” co”er, Crois cordons il accordc;
Mais, si un des cordons de la corde décorde.

Le cordon décordant fait décorder la cotde.”

The Englishman then set his wits lo work, made a trausiation of
the Frenchrnan'srhym” and, adding two seanzason the same subject,
went offtriumphani. Herc is the EngUshinan's rhyme:

“ When a twister a-twistjng will twist him a twist,
For the twisilng his twlst, he three twiues doth enlwist;
Bul if one of the iwlInes of the twist do untwist,
The twine that unlwistcth, untwisleth ihe twist

Untwisting the twine that untwisted between,

He twiils with his twister the two iq a «twine;

Then twice having rwisied the twincs of the twine,
He twisteth che twine he had rwisted in twain.

The twain that in twining before in the twine,

As twines were intwisted, he now doth entwine;
'Twixc ihc twain iniertwisting a iwine more bctween,
He, twirling Ws twister, inakes a twist of the twine.”

The answer to Geo, H.'s question in the January “ Leiier-Box"
is that “ Maoris” isa New Zealand word, meaning “ naiivc,” and s
the flame given to themselves by iheinhakutants the carliest European
discoveruis found there. Answers were received from Nclliu De
Graff—Charlie W. Jerome— Maiy H. J.—Lamira G.—Alia D.—Paul
A- Conn—Huberc S. W.—Maude A-—Arlhur Mcggett—L. B. P.—
LoitlcDurand—Frank Skinner—Annic M. Foulks—Susie N. Swain
—Annie H. Wright—Rlanchc Howardi"Hany M. Edwards—R-
Townscnd McKeever—Alice C.—Nelllc Nlcoolls—C- M- Andrews—
Virgic R. F.—A. H. S.—Codsiancc M. Gerry— Louise G. Hinsdale
Carrol L. Maxcy—J- T. K.—W. F,—Agnes E. Kennedy—Gerirude

Abbott L. P- Waddcll—* Pickwick"—F. J.—Amia McEwcn—
Marrin W. Sampson—Gertic Gaylord—Martha H.— “ A Reader"—
Chas. P. Johnston—Chas. Emest Hall—Netu Van Antwcrp—S.

Fanny Warerhouse—Louisa Jackson—M. F.—Edith Chubb— Gussic
A. Smllh—*“ Fannie"—Bertha D. Alien—Maria Hoydcl—Jas. A.

LETTER-BOX.

T his lettercomes to us from a youngniembcr ofthe onlyAiwifitn
family in Polticrs:

Poitiers, Praxe,
Deaf St. Nichoras: | thoughtperhaps you would like
something about this oid town of Potticrs, as ic is quite interestisr

The cathcdral is very la”~e, and one side of it bejjs ihi nurH
which Coligny's cannon made, when he fircd upon ihc city ifor«
hundred yearsago. On the side of ihe hill, oppofiic ihe cuicdnl
there is a high, pointed rock, behind which CoLgny stood to eca®
mand the Protcstant xrifiy.

Notrc Dame is n very oid church, on ilie Place dii Marckc. U
thb church there is an image of the Virgin, of whicb ihis curaw
story is told, which your readers may believe or not, as they ch««'

One night, when the English were encampod around the ciiy,
kceper of one of the gates mnde nn arrangcmcnt wiih an Ejinisi
oiTicer to give him chek s of the city at midnight, and let dieafniT
in. Butwhen the gate-keeucrwent to get the keys, they w«ren®
where to be found. When aayllght camOj and people went to (Bj«
they saw the keys in the hands of this image of ihc Virgin, hu
said that in the night the Virgin appeared to the enemy, and
ened them so much, that they began to kill each ouier, and iie
Prcnch marched outand won the bacile. In memo”* of ihisddiltr.
anco, there Is, every year now, a procession, Id which the Isuiges
carried to thac gate, where there are rcUgious ceremonies. Neaiihe
Cathcdi” there Is a very oid building, called the Temple of St
John, said to have belon”d to the Knights Templar.

The Blossac is a park siiuatcd on the ancient ramparts, conmuad-
ing a fine vicw of the river Claln, and the hills beyond, Tberets
much more to cell about thJs strange ofid city, but Il would md< ny
letter too long. so I muse closc.

From your friend and constant reader, P. K

Dear St, Nicholas: Being much pleased with a called
“solitaire," 1 thoughtsome of your other friends might like apxib.
lem, and | send you one, as 1 owe much for che plcasure youkm
given me.

The game is played on a board morked as wllows;

2 2 3
o4 5 6
;s 8 9 10 xt 2 3
3 3 16+ 03 20

*9

21 22 83 84 85 s6 27
28 «9 3f

33 32 33

Problem: Place pennies or checUers oo ihe numbcre 3,4*5»
18, 24 and 21, and procecd lo move dther at righl angics m oag»
ally, jumping .aman at each move, so 0os 10 Icnvchiil one

Answer: 4 to 6, takes y; 3 10 xi, tak'esfi; uto 25. uikcsie; «
10 «3, takes 24; 8 lo 24, ukea 16; 24 to 22, takes 23: 2 cofj, «kb
se; and leaves Bagk BeHJ. T. DELAriSli

The following Icttcr comes from a Western Sute, whert ik
must go into business very early in life, if G. H. M. fsa

Dear St. Nicholas: 1 am a little boy, ten years cJd: aw.*”
I was four, my mother and | went to New-York to ™sll my
father, and he gave me one dollar. When 1 fflme hnrae m?la*
told rae he woiltkd eive me 4 hcifcr for Keddollar anda ysaf*»®*
for five cents a day. | said.allrighl; and, after ihe
dejpw, my father sold the cow, and, giving me the riong? IW j«
four-year-old cow. After a while the cow had a calf;
a yearllns. By this time the cow had another calf. 1TWJ™ -
erew to be a two-year*old, and | traded him fotanothe cow
first c'iw had a cafr again, and he grew to be a rL -
second cow had a calf. 1 sold two of ihc yearlmgs
dollars. and, besidcs, | had six dollars. | put thts money
for ten cents on a dollar a year. Aftera while my A i
me six dollars. 1 bought liie fincst cow and calf my
sold the first cow for twenty*scven dollars, | bought two PJ
three dollars, and now | have traded my st«k so**'
cows, two calves, two pigs, a pony and saddle, ana y
iars besides,—all inax years.-Yours tnily, i
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TIIKEE SQUARE WOKDS.

| . A FrReEcIOLs stone of many hues. s- A valuaUe timber tree.
. Tte nzme ofa gi.l, rneaoing " Grgce. 4- EAt.of>"ook. . 1I. i.
jLlc . A metal, j. Another fiame for a _g.rl. a. An msect.
iri , Alatee asMtnblage of persona, generallv m regular order. a.
Che¢ihe United Sutes. 3. li«l doeds. 4. A throw.
GRACItAND HER COUSIN.

EA.ey UEHEAIMSGS.

BiHsAp disloyalty, and leave the pride of mankind. 2. Eehead
ecoersc, and leave fo spetch and strain. 3. Eehead to drench, and

ame ofa certain kind. 4. Eehead a quahty bclonging to all
Sistances which can be weighed, and leave a num ~t. 5- Behead
W"polcment of warfaie, and leave a sign ofa thought. 6. Behead
soiaU numbcred cube», and leave a product ofhard frost. .

AN.IGKAMS FOR OLDER HEADS.

iNeachofihcfollowinganagrains, ihc letters used are just those
which >pell tbe words deKned, neiiher more fior fewcr,

I A”nlgger on a colt; definidon| pertaming to a rcl!gll\QU,,Sc

assgrobly. 2. Anointed priest; definiuon, the act of foreotl”™IN
tiil «vene. Ended in
peoce; de”nlnun, self-maiu’
icnance wiihoul control or
itisstsnce. 4. Mix clean
cats; dcilniliou, outcrie». s*
Here is Hemp; defintion,
lulfthe globo. A Oiled rats;
ddinlion, pag.m: . No
Bionied» Int; defiiGiiion, gen*
aalcUsses. (A

ILLT78STUATED METAGIIAM.

Tus four tictures :n the above illusirarion stand for four words,
tu* of which, tcoding in the orderofihc pictures from left loright, is
spdkd with all bul onc of ihe letters that make up the precediog

wocd. W batare ifie four words? cykil deans.

nisITHOXD RE3IAIXnBUS.

Beheao and curuil ihe five words first defined. and leave a
QUAOFKI

I A Uverage, 8. A place where a fire may be made. 3. Pcr-
ww inifcpeTisable to iheaters,—even without tbe second letter of
IK ~tiired Word 4. Vapor. 5. Whatall men are aptto do.

DeoMid: 1. In elcphanl. a. A small animal much disliked by
A Qwiscwives. 3. A person who puts things down carefuUy.
<Mpantwhose chief use was first made known tn China. gxIn

H. H, D.

A DOIIRLB ACKOSTIC.
Initials,

T iRv carne from Oriental realms

Am from the far Pacific slraod,

In~' carne from England’s casties cA§,
And from ihe vine*clad Southern Land.
Monarchs proud and slaiesmen hoaiy,
bludcQtt grave and wairiors bold,
wveiy Anglo-Saxon maidens

rtoJ*? locks of gold ;

I'ajr Cohimbia's happy chUdrtn,

Pilgrims from the golden West,

One and all co we carne bfinging
Every mrest gifi and best

And they gased upon my temples,
And they wocshiped at my shrincs,
And they bent beibre my columns
Flashing with hislonc Unes:

And they viewed my gallanc armies,
Saw their banners proudly wave,
SliU rccalling that Great Leader
Who his laws to Europe gave;
Then 1 dccked ihem with my colors
Ere they took ihcir homeward flight,
And adorned each child of genius

W ith a gfiltering order bright.

Finals.

! vanished, and my people wepl |
A fair land mourned i(s queen,
Kihgs threw aside their coronets,
And shield and helm were seen.
Then crowdcd vcssels slowly sailed
Fonh (owaxd the rising sus;

Cross-W ords

I. WUEN the sun is high,
And the snow.drifts He
No longer in ihe vale;
When the blue*bird sings
As she plumes her wings,
Or spreads her asure safl;
When blossoms fair
Heyond compare
W ith rose-mist v«l the earth,
When all rej«ce
That Winter’s volee
Is hushcd in glad Spring's mirlh;
Then / come, ever pltiless,
With keen and shinmg blade,
O, violet bine and daisy bright,
Your grave loo o/l 1 'vc made.

a. A lovely girl wtih strange, dark eyes,
Stands by the lonely shore,
Awailing fondly, tendcriy,
Onc who rciums no moro.

3. Drops as diamonds bright,
Widcning wavces of light,
Gleaming and glancing,
Singing and dancing,
Then finduig rcst
In Occan’s breast.
A famous Empress of ihe Oricnt
Who curious che.<;s>men once lo Charlemagne sent

5. With elmeter, and liirban green,
Adorned with jewel bright,
/ dash forih 10 encounter him,
Proud England’s bravest kniglit. m.i, s
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PICTOKIAL PUZZLE.

T hbsb ihrec pict-
urcsrepresenia coup-
leiwhicK urges abo/
to bescudious.

WHAT A>1 1°?

| HAVE feet, biit no
legs and no toes. My
feet are in constant
use, yetl can neither
run fdor walk; and |
amneithcrquadrupcd
fior biped, ihoiigh 1
have I»en_known lo . -
stand uprlghl I have hands, fingers, and nails, but no anos.
Part of me is atiached lo nearly every dwclUng-house, lo a jinson
ora church: and part of me, nay, my whole also m former timcs,
too oficn beat a lad. Men might use me as an arm of ofrcnsc, ipr
want of a sioulcr weapon, but my nght place and use are m
peaccful cominercc.

EASY DISEXTANGLEMENTS.

I'h each oi the follovi'ing groups, all lhe leitere given are lo he ai.
ranged so as to spell the word defined- Thus: caehsu: foundon a
cea-table. Answer, saucer.

1 Papolb; a city of Turkey in Asia. s.

NEURAN; a hoch lor
beautiful, silent friends.

3. mgspink; a fevorite pasUme among girls.

ANSWEKS TO PUZZLES

GsoGRArHICAL PuzZLE.—Tnpoli. (Tnple-E.)

PICTORIAI. R tddle.—Onc shows the leavcs, and the other leaves
the shows.— Numerical Enigma.—Mango*lree.

Enigma.—Ta.s$el.----- F-asv E-nigma-—Boy. s

Easy Word-Square.—i. Cora. a. Ohio. 3. Riol. 4*"?je.

A Pkoverb amono Provbres.—Beilcr eat gray bread in your
youth than in your age.-——-- ARjddub,—A fencc.

Triple Ackostic.—fnirials: Neap. Centrdis:
Tidc. Initialsand Finals connected: Neap*Tide.
2. Eli- Aid. 4. Po

Sqvare Word.—1. Tomalo 2. Orator.
S, Toilel. 6. Ornale. Chakaue.—Omclcl.

NuuERicAL Diamond.—i. C. a. CUb.

Oho.
Across: 1. Not,
. . .<
3, Mnrtm. 4« AtUla.
(O-me-leL)

3- CuBii. 4. Bit 5, 1.

frcnnFlorenc»E.Pra«,2=-PierrcJay.5-W aiiamC.McLeod,5-A.M .C

THE RIDDLE-BOX. [ lekar

4 SLVPB; ahurtdog does it. 5.
hunted fiower. 6. I'BKISai.;

rudasut; a swcei-ftceii«d,

adogofacertam kind.

AMPUTATED DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

— AL LO —
— I, 1 SH | EK—
AVE -
A R th —
A R T —_
Iy ihis example. the initials and finalsare lo u found ani addrf,
to compicic Ilie cross-words, each of which”ls given wiihoui d«bs

ginningor the ending letter. When read in connecilon wiih«*a
other, tbe words spcDed DY the initials and finals luime [>cculiaT hu
ures of ihe weather during late winter or early spnng

KUMERICAL EMOMA

1AVHtinos»
to nnd cuntain i«tsrr
sixleitBTs.
453,56 K L'eeg
My?.8.13U, On
iHbound. Afv 5,10,
11,36,22b oli
31, 34, is.sjbilw
objeci i8.,i5/b.
isa |nnt1:'lvthj
ofthree numeols {0
alikc. Myt?, uk
in certainly. t
IN FEBRUARY NUMBER.
Word Syncopations.—i, M-use-um. 2. S-top-ped. 3 T*
hank-cd, 4. No-ma-d, 5. Mo-nit-or. 6. Car-can-et
' Anagram.—St. Valcntmec. tsc Stansa: Lmnei, suvt aso
Sianza : Taicnts (di) vine, srd Sianta: Neillcs, vam. 4hban».
S1 Valeiiline.-— -Puzzle.—Love.
Two Squares-— camb p uo p
AMEN TT (o v 2
M E N D I) PR N
ENDS P P\J
Gbograpnical DouitLK ACROSTIC.—New York, hcv Vert, t

NankiN, « EriE 3. WareaW.

RochesleR. 7. KcokuK. j
pROVERU Enigma.—Faint heart never won falr Iady

4. YoughloghenY &

.ai.dL.L.C..,24- Xew, S izcisy
oth« Puzzles m the Jahuaev N umeee were «ceived, before j ™
Adler, ,-Jcnnie, Cyddie, Edd.e, i-Eddre C. Smith, 8-Barrcy A-endcl Hollinan,5 / «
Han7 S. Mycre. i - “ Unele Ned.” i -Virgime Caliraeyer, «-Elliel Bangs, <i”nce ” c-Jcnnk

S.,I-A.

Castle Postley, a-M ollie Marcus, 8-Geotge and Joe Lalhrep,
Genrude and Wallie H., i—Gustav and AIbertTaska 2—J. B. Cooke,

Townscnd, 3-Carroll L. Maacy, 6-W eston Bayley, ?i-Lizzie L. Van Liew.7 -H » K

1- Diamo” and Pcar”n Hcvnolds,
i—De WictC. Weld. yn

-".Blanke Farai]y," O-Oate, j-O»"

i-Canieand,”

Van Antweip, s-M R.B., i-F. W. S.,a-Grace, ,-l,ancelot M. Berkdey, 6 - 6-~Uie? Dii,3'V;""
H PitErev 1i-Tcssie K. Bancroft, i —Charles Howes Hammond, *—W allcr'E 1Awis, o—Asa 1. MasMiijO F..

f __1-I>-k Fanev =ad MUIler. 8—Alele H.avden. a—Belle and A. H. Lnidlaw, 7—*1111301 C. Me .3 _ NieenUi-H
Conant, io -“ Kcw,” 15-“ Impaiieus,” 14. The numerdis <~notc”e number

Answeks to December Puzzles were recfiived late from D/cie Wuidcn, and S. Moon, England, ana irom

Tom Spear, OakUnd GI-





