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AN ADVENTURE ON AN EGG-VAR.

By Mrs. C.

Jan lived with his father, Christoph Jansen, Lis
good moiher, Use, and Lis wee sister Use, her
mother’s naincsake, in a littie hut on the Southern
coesi of Iceland.

This hut would Lave looked very odd to the boys
andgitls of New England. It was ljuilt of layéis
j ofstones, up tliree or four feet froni the ground,
uiih turf bctween the layers to keep out the coid.
| Theiiabove this was a sloptng roof of wood covered
mthturf, winch, in these long sumiy days of June,
Ihad sprouted up thick with grass, making it re-
Iserblea green hillock more than a human dwell-
ing. And, indeed, their only ewe—a present to
littie Use frora her Unele Gotthard, who lived-
inland and owned flocks of sheep and cows—
[would often clirab the famiiy mansiéon, and, cling-
ling with her sharp hoofs to the turf, nibble a
I breakiast ivitli niiich contentment.

Christoph Jansen was a fisherman, and spent
| lite grealer part of bis time in bis boat, setting
ishingnets, or galhering in quantities of haddock
[and cod-fish, and preparing them to dry on the
beadi.  And he constantly had to keep a sharp eye
over bis gamo, for if left unwatched, the pilfering

nvens, not unfrequently, would come in large
I flods and devour whole * catches ” at once.

Bul the business from which the fisherman de-
jiivedmostprofit was from his egg-var. And first
Illmustexplain to some of yon just what an egg-
viris.

Al along the west coast of Norway and the
js"thern coast of Iceland there are numerous
j hnds, some of them situated at a considerable
IfAnce from the main-land, but others within a
I "eshot of it. These islands are of two kinds,
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many of them being nothing more than high
masses of rock, while others are flat, or nearly so.
The former are called hobne, the latter viir.

Upon these var the eider-ducks congrégate in
large numbers for laying eggs and rearing their
young; forwhen nesting on the main-land they are
much disturbed by the cunning Arctic fox, who is
as great an epicure in his coid, northern haunts as
is the red fox in New England. It would not be
unreasonablc to suppose that bis appetice, from the
colder climate in which he lives, would be consid-
erably the keener,—and the young eiderS, or the
ricli eggs which he deftly cracks with a stroke
of his paw, make one of the daintiest meais Rey-
natd can procure.

Yet Nature teaches the defenseless bird that she
can, at least, protect herselfagainst this one of her
many enemies by nesting in places impossible for
him to reach.

The high price set upon the feathers of the
eider-duck renders these islands very valuable, and
they have been in the possession of Icelandic and
Danish families for many generations.

More than twenty-five years ago, Iceland ex-
ported between four and five thousand pounds of
eider-down in a single year, and as great care has
been taken to promote an increase of the supply,
the amount sold has probably more than doubled
since then. The true “ down” is worth from three
to four dollars per pound, and it is said that
enough down for a bed coverlet would not weigh
more than a pound and a lialf.

The laws of the country are very strict in rela-
tion to the ownership of the islands, and the
poachcr, if caught, js punished with a fine of thirty



447 AN ADVENTURE ON AN EGG VAR.

[Ajui,

dollars, for the seizure of a single” duck Even length of the feland, he went galloping acrossthe
' . : ) flat on the fartlier side.
an egg cannot be stolen with impunity. : .

Biit the var-owners have other poachers to deal Ah 1 here \{vasla sightfit to setany Yankce boys
with, fot- whom the law has no tcrvors,—ihe raven heart fluttering! The very ground was cowered
and the great sea-eagle. These birds of ptey make with ducks, 'ea.ch on its own nest,' and it «did
sad havoc among the young eiders, in spite of the have been difficult to walk about without treadbg
vigilance used in protecting thetn,—tlie eagle NMPON their great brown bacKs; for the birds sere
sometimes even carrying off the oid ducks them- very tame and would nqt stir at Jaf‘b approach,

| and would even allow him to take ihe cggs ad
selves. - Lo -

Christoph Jansen’s var was but a short distance down from the nests without seeming intheleasi
froin the tnain-land, and was looked after entirely disturbed. . L
by the fisherman’s wife and Jan, now eleven years Hitherto, they had given the boy itnich roubte

» in laying about in any spot thcy chose and in places
oid. . »

“ Now be off, good Jan, for it is getting late, where the eggs frequently were brok_en, findwhere
said Motlicr Jansen, as the boy was about to set the clown was matted and spoilecl with tlie yolksoi
off to the var one evening early in June, “ and be the Proken eggs.

quite sure, my son, not to disturb the oid eiders, To remedy_the evil, he had set hm.ls?lf 0 W]k
and do not forget to cut the notches,” she added before the laying season began, and witli good-sized

“Let little gUse go too, mother " picaded Ja.n stones had built little inclosures, about a foot and
Wh’O did not like always g(;ing alone’ " a half square and one foot high, on the southern,

“A'izf nai.” retuined Mrs. Jansen. * Use is but ©F most sheltered, pait of the island. ble Ilien had
a wce tr;ing" she would stumble 0\‘/er the rocks. gathered moss frgm a bog a Iittle.bac!<from ire
And have ye forgot the raven that perohed on the shorg, on the ma!n-land, and boating it acrosslo
gable only yesterday? | fear, Jan, he hoded us the island, had filled these squaves half full with
LII'” « and she gazed solemnly at the tiny, blue- U'?rrr?eosfj’uacrllg fﬁ;?ega';e':totosr]?ﬁix nestz l
eyedfairy playingwith a string ofblownegg-shells, ' f i g Wif' ?&” v
then away across the dancing waves, whither oug spmeo € youngeran .more imi mas
Christoph had been gone since early dawn to fish. would: still cre}wl far_mto the crevices t_)etween ihc
“ However,” she added, seeing Jan’s disappoint- rocks, V\{here It was |mp035|ble to get t.“e downam
ment, “ thou art a careful boy, my Jan, and, since eggs without t_he asgstaryce of a I'O.OK’” liich
| must go to the beach to help your father when Jan always carried with him—a pole tliree orfour
he comes in, she may go with you. Dut mindand fee.lfrllzngm\gt'ltir:)g gl]ﬂr\ézfa'img at”t]r;eeends. and don
let nothing befall lier; lead her carcfully over the . 9 99
though profitable, would seem to you very cruel.
ja.jegvilt” yesl Iwilll)cried It is this : After lining her nest with the snii dwn
the delighted boy; and, attired in an eider-skin fsre(i/rznhe:eebn()igt))/:b:glsvnelederz;ducllilOlas):)soz:aorn;r?/iIo
jacket and scarlet cloth hood, baby Use went laugh- laid thgn she is taken f%grﬁ her nest and iis::oz
ing and skipping toward where the boat was drawn . .
np on the rocky beach, Jan following, with the tents confiscated. Again the duck plucks ber doxn
basket and big b h" ' té line the nest anew, and contindes laying bis
asket and big bag on his arm. ; ;
Lifting little Use into the boat. Jan rowed across t';‘éeniost sn;;)r:edit:tzrr]bztevgoa%rd tshhr:?s iﬁ mBgtlgi :
the naitow strip of water scparating the island from P . '
the raain-land ng] ar;h'emtp.ty netsht. d b body
: : . . v this time the down on ber own
eighrleo?é:gc\livaisnyi;ehIgCén?rI];hoigz |;Swz:ﬁc’;ea;:l become nearly or quite exhausted, and slie cdis
proached the island they floated amid whole flocks E?sol;]r:aesrt ?;:SS:TOSZS'SS’JI’:;LCZ r;‘: ti]icf:}tf)elll\tﬂy;m
ofthc eider drakes, shiningwhite in the sunlight, " fh hol t?]' g
plunging and flapping, and sending the spray Intustice o1 the whole thing.

. o : Now, indeed, the eider must be Icft to by
sparkling high in thde air. ‘ a0 his b remaining eggs, and pursue her macerna .NSMS

Now, 959' said Jan, after tying his boat to a in quiet, for if the nest should agam be disl rto,
stone, “ cling to my back and | ’ll be your pony,”

it would be abandoned by the discouragcd j
and climbing the path that wound over and about ¢ ¢ th y land g J
the ridgc of low lava cliffs which ran through the or a spot on some other isfand.

”In the Noriinm, or Scandinavian, A tier Ud2difofwhot'w

.vember of tho family i. autoto fo.low
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Jan 'vent froin nest to nest reinoving the ducks,
and filung Ws basket and bag, carefully notcliing
ihe stake of dwarf birch (Belula nana) which
\vis driven down beside each nest to indicate tiie
number of times it had been rifled; for the oldcr
ducks begin to lay eavlier in the season than the

at Civé THE
1 A HAHU uLow
UKOBR THE WING.

|y«mgcr oiies, and so the owner
lofthe egg-var has to know the
| lstaj' of eacli nest.
Ashis load greiv heavier and more difficult to
sat littie Use upon a large, flat, lava rock,
1 ber not to get down whilc he went bis
I™onasto the farther cnd of the island, where the
j ytrducks, disdaining all his atterapts to tame
| lure them to comfortable homes, had
I"Pt inio some large crevices, depositing their
I anddown far beyond tlie reach of Jan’s arm.
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Scarcely had he dragged the eggs out with his
hook and laid them in the basket, and stuffed the
down into the bag,—which, though almost as

light as air, assumed enormous proportions,
and was as elastic as a rubbcr hall,—when
suddenlyhe heard a gieat outcry fvom the
ducks, and saw them

/ all rise from their

nests and go flapping,

f hissing, and quacking

1 toward the water, beneath
which theyall pluiiged in a
great tumult, crying and splashing.

The next moment a huge sea-
eagle, circling low over the island,
swooped down toward ihe red-
hoodcd baby on the rock.

Dropping basket and bag, Jan
ran toward them, swiiiging his hook
and shouting wildly,

Clutching the littie girls clothes
with his talons, the eagle sncceeded
in dragging her off the rock, and
was now flapping laboriously as if
to carry her toward the beach.

Hcr piteous cries of “ Jan !

Oh, Jan!” were muffled liy

the broad wings of the eaglc.

As Jan carne ciése up to
them, he dashed his hook

at the fierce-looking bird,
which loosed its hold, and
lightly lifting itself a few
feet, soared so closely above,

his head, that Jan cotild
hear its great

beak snap ciése

beside his ear.

Sehing littie

* llse’s arm, the

boy made ofF

with her over

the difficult

ground, stopping every fcw steps
to beat off the eagle, now wrath-
fully diving and flapping iipnn
his head, and almost stunning him with the biows

of its powerful wings.

Jan’s onJy thought was for Use. The eagle’s
Sharp talons pierced through his jacket at every
swoop, but he staggered bravely on, hoping to
get over the cliffs to lhe boat and in sight of
home.

“ Gaae skyndepa, Use! gaae skyndepa ! " (rim
faster. Use | run faster 1) cried Jan, striving in vain
to keep the angry bird at bay with his hook.

"Jeg kan ikke,god Jan/” (I can’t, good Jan)
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panted the littie girl, and Jan hastily lifted her
in his arms.
Contesting every step, he had nearly gained the

crest of the ridge when the buffetings of the savage
bird upon his head becarae so furious and bewil-
dering that Jan was forced to stop.

Exhausted, but still brave and determined, he
stood Use beside him, and grasping the hook
with both hands, set upon the eagle desperately.

Back and forth he stumbled over the rocks,
beatingat the bird, which, lightly rising and felling,
adroitly eluded the attack, till at last, as it swooped
down toward him, he gave it a hard blow directly
under the left wing.

It was effectual. The sharp hook clung fast,
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and in the sudden short struggle which i
both boy and bird tumbled to the foot of the diff
on which they had been battling.

Poor, brave Jani1 He was now, indeed, i,
quished as well as his enemy, and could not rmit
to llse’s entreaties to come up to her. *

After a time the child slid down the path»
where he lay, and, conscious that something tem
ble had happened to him, began topatliisfaceami
hands, and cali between her sobs, “ Tale llse, Jan;
Tale Ilse!" (speak to Use, Jan ! Speak to lisei),

It was late when Christoph and mother Ue
returned from the “ drying ground,” and, not fiiid
ing the children at the hut, they were fiiled wtli
alarm. Taking his boat, Christoph hastily st
off to- the island, and before long he carne ym
them; lise, exhausted with crying, lyingasleeprni
the unconscious boy’s neck. Her yellow locksanil
white down jacket were stained with the blood iraa
an ugly wound on Jan’ head, cut by the sharplara
rocks upon which he had fallen.

But Jan did not die. Between mother lies
careful nursing and the ministrations of the Kin
oid priest, living not far away, he was, after raanr
weeks, able to sit in the now waning sunight ad
amuse baby Use; but it was too late for the
var again that year.

I must not forget to mention that, at Jansre-
quest, his father carried the skin of ihe s&
eagle to Reykjavik, where he went to dispose of
his year’s stock of fisli and down, and soid ilfcr
seven rix dollars to an English naturalist at ite
port. The eagle probably spreads its wingsio
day in some London museum.
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THE HAPPY BUD.
By Eidora May Stone.

A EUD droops low on a grassy lea,—
She does not know what her fate will be ¢
So she waits, and longs, and sips the dew.
And sings the song that | sing to you:

I am so smali.

And the world so wide,
The trees are so tall
That whisper and cali

By the brooklet’s side,
That | could not see,
Should | open my eyes,
The siinny lea,

Or the waters free,

Or the beautiful skies.

So foolish | seem,
And the world so wise,
That | cannot dream

W hat flower will gleam
When r greet the skies.

But though I ’m so small.
And the world is so wide,
Though the trees are so tall
That whisper and cali

By the brooklet’s side,—

| 11 do my l)est

To be sweet and brightl
And 1’1l work and wait
For a worthy fate,

Till 1 find the light.”

O happy bud on the grassy leal

Filied with the beauty that is to be ¢
Well may she trust to the sun and dew
As she smgs the song that | sing to you

445
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JACK AND JILL.

By Louisa M. Alcott.

Chapter IX.
THE DEBATING CLUB.

“ LoOKhere, oidpan, \ve ought to have a tneet-
ing. Holidays are over, and we must brace up
and attend to biisiness,” said Frank to Gus, as
they strolled out of the school-yard one afternoon
in January, apparently absorbed in conversation,
but in reality waiting for a blue cloud and a scarlet
feather to appear on the steps.

“ Allright. When, where, andwhat?” asked
Giis, who was a man of few words.

“ To-night, our héuse, subject, ‘ Shall girls go
to college with us?’ Mother said we liad-belter

ibe making up our minds, because every one is

talking about it, and we shall have to be pi ae
side or the other, so we may as well settle it now
answered Frank, for there was an iropression
among the members that all vexed giieslionswould |
be much helped by the united eloqucncc andwis-
dom of the club.

“Very good ; | ’ll pass the word and be there
Hullo, Neddy ! The D. C. meets to-night, A\
Minol’s, seven sharp. Co-ed, etc.,” added QI
losing no time, as a third boy carne briskly raro
the cérner, with alittle bag in his hand.

“1’llcome. Got home an h'oiir earlierto-n"ghi.
and thought | 'd look you up as 1 went by,
sponded Ed Devlin, as he took po“sess'on
third post, with a glance toward the school- 0 |

« Copyright, 1879, by Louisa M. Alcotl.  Alt righis reserved.
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110see if a seal-skin cap, with a long, yellow braid
depeiiding ihefefrom, was anywbere in sight.

“Very good of you, | ’m sure,” said Gus, iron-
ieally, oot a bit deceived by this polite alteiition.

“The iongest way round is sometimes the short-
I {§ \vay libme, hey, Ed ?” and Frank gave him
aplayful poke that nearly sent him off his perch.

Tfien they all laughed at some joke of their own,
landGusadded: *“ No girls coming to hear us to-
1nighi- Doii’t think it, my son.”

I "More s the pity,” and Ed shook his head
regretfiilly over the downfall of his hopes.

“ Caift help it; the other fellows say they spoil
ihefun, so we have to give in, sometimes, for the
| sake of pcace and quietness. Dont mind having
| thema bit myself,” said Frank, in such a tone of
1 cheerful resignation that they laughed again, for
| the "Triangle,” as the three' chums were called,
| alirays made merry music. ¢
| "We miist have a game party next week. The
| girls like that, and so do 1,” candidly observad
IGus, whose pleasant parlors were the scene of
Imany such frofics.

“Andso do your sisters and your cousins and
lyour aunts,” hummed Ed, for Gus was often calied
|Admiral because he really did posscss Ihree sisters,
|t*o cousins, and four aunts, besides mother and
jgrandmotlicr, all living in the big house together.
I The boys promptiy joined in the popular chorus,
1 andother voices all about the yard took it up, for
lihe “Pinafore” epidemic raged fearfully in Har-
Imony Village that winter,

“How s business?” asked Gus, when the song
Itnded, for Ed had not returned to school in the
Jauiumn, but had gone into a store in the city.

“Didl; things will look up toward Spring, they
lay lgeton well enough, but I miss you fellows
Idteidfuily,” and Ed put a hand on the broad
Ishoulder of each friend, as if he longcd to be a
|shocl.boy again.

Belter give it up and go to college with me
I mil year,” said Frank, who was preparing for
IBoston University, while Gus fitted for Harvard.
I No; I've chosen business, and | mean tg stick
[to it,so don’t you unsettie my mind. Have you
Ipnciiced that March ?” asked Ed, turning to a
pfer subject, for he had his littie troubles, lout
Y'Nij'slooked on the bright side of things.

Skating is so good, 1 don’t get much time,

Mwearlyand we’ll have a turn at it.”

Must run horae now.**
Ptetly coid loafing here.™
"Mailis in by this time.”
Adwiih tijegg artiess excuses the thrce boys
off the posts, as if one spring moved them,
*Mupof girls carne cBattering down the path.
te cloud floated away beside Frank, the
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scarlet feather marched off with the Admiral, while
the fur cap nodded to the gray hat as two happy
faces smiled at each other.

The same thing often happened, for twice a-dav
the streets were fuil of young couples walkiiig to and
from school together, smiled at by the elders, and
laughed at by the less susceptible boys and girls,
who went alone or trooped along in noisy groups.
The prudent mothers had tried to stop this guiie-
less custom, but found it very difficult, as the fathers
usually sympathized with their sons, and dismissecl
the inatter with the comfortable phrase; “ Never
mind; boys will be boys.” *“ Not forever,” re-
turned the anxious mammas, seeing the tall lads
daily grow more manly, and the pretty daughteis
fast learning to look demure when certaiii fiames
were mentioned.

It could not be stopped without great parental
sternness and the clanger of deceit, for co-educa-
tion will go on outside of school if not inside, and
the safest way is to let sentiment and study go
hand in hand, with teachers and parents to direct
and explain the great lesson all are the better for
learning soon or late. So the elders had to give
in, acknowledging that this suddcn readiness to go
to school was a comfort, that the new sort of gentle
emulation workecl wonders in lazy girls and boys,
and that watching these *“ primrose friendships”
bud, blossora and die painless cleaths, gave a littie
touch ofromance to their own work-a-day Uves.

“ On the whole | 'd rather have my sons walk-
ing, playing and studying with bright, well-man-
nered girls, thanalwaysknockingabout with rough
boys,” said Mrs. Minot at one of the Mothers’
Meetings, where the good ladies met to talk over
their children, and help one another to do their
duty by them.

“ 1 find that Gus is more gentle with his sisters
since Juliet took him in hand, for he wants to stand
well with hcr, and they report him if he li-oubles
them. 1 really see no harm in the iittle friendship,
though | never had any such when | was a girl,”
said Mrs. Burton, who adored her one boy and was
his confidante.

“ My Merry secms to be contented with her
brothers so far, but I should n’t wonder if | had my
hands full by and by,” added Mrs. Grant, who
already foresaw that her sweet littie daughter would
be sought after as soon as she should lengthcn her
skirts and turn up her bonny brown hair.

MoUy Loo had no mother to say a worcl for her,
but she settled mattersfor herself by holding fast
to Merry, and declaring that she would liave no
escort but faithful Boo.

It is neccssary to dwell a moment upon this new
amusement, bccause it was-not peculiar to Har-
mony Village, but appears everywhere asnaturally
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as the game parties and croquet which have taken
the place of the husking frolics and apple bees of
olden times, and it is impossible to dodge the sub-
ject if one attempts to write of boys and girls as
they really are nowadays. ¢

“ Herc, my hero, see how you like this. If it
suits, you will be ready to match as soon as the
doctor gives the word," said Ralph, coming into
the Bird-Room Chatevening with a neat littie crutch
under his arm.

“ Ha, ha, that looks fine! | d like to try it
right off, but I wont tiil | getleave. Did you make
it yourself, Ral?” asked Jack, handling it with de-
light, as he sat bolt uprigiit, with his leg on a rest,
for he was getting on capitally now.

“ Mostly. Rather a neatjob, | flatter myseif.”

“ | should say so. What a clever fcllowyou are !
Any new inventions lately ?” asked Frank, coming
up to examine and admire.

“ Onlyan anti-snoring machine and an elbow-
pad,” answered Ralph, with a twinkle in his eye,
as ifreminded of something funny.

“ Go on, and tell about them. | never heard of
an anti-snorer. Jack better have one,” said Frank,
interested at once.

“Well, a rich oid lady kept her family awake
with that lively miisic, so she sent to Shirtman and
Codleff for something to stop it. They thought it
was a good joke, and told me to see what | could
do. | thought it over, and got up the nicest littie
affair you ever saw. It went over the mouth, and
had a tube to fit the ear, so when the lady snored
slic woke herself up and stopped it. It suited ex-
actly. 1 think of taking outa patent,” concluded
Ralph, joining in the boys’ laugh at the droll idea.

“ What was the pad?” asked Frank, returning
to the sraall model ofan engine he was making.

“ Oh, that was a mere trifle for a man who had
a tender elbow-joint and wanted something to pro-
tect it. | raade a littie pad to fit on, and his crazy-
bone was safe.”

“ | planned to have you make me a new leg if
this one was spoilt,” said Jack, sure that his friend
could invent anything under the sun.

“1’d do my best for you. 1 made a hand fora
fellow once, and that got me my place, you know,”
answered Ralph, who thought littie of such me-
chanical trifies, and longed to be painting portraits
or modeling busts, being an artist as well as an
sinventor.

Hete Gus, Ed, and several other boys carne in,
and the conversacion became general. Grif, Chick
and Brickbat were three young gentlemen whose
own respectable fiames were usually ignored, and
théy cheerfully answered to these nicknamcs.

As the dock struck seven, Frank, who ruled the
club with a rod of iron, when Chairman, took his
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place behind the study table. Seats stood about ii,
and a large, shabby book lay before Gus, ivhowes
Secretary, and kept the recoi-ds with a lavisb er.
penditure ofiiik, to judge by the blots. The trem
bers took their sedis, and nearly all lilted badc
their cliairs and put their hands in their pockets,
lo keep them out of mischief, for, as every oe
knows, it is impossible for two lads to be near exch
other and refrain from tickling or piiiching.
Frank gave lhrce raps with an oid croquet-mallei
set on a short handle, and with much dignity
opened the raeeting.

* Gentlemen, the business of the club will be
attended to, and then we will discuss the quesiion,
‘Shall girls go to our colleges?’ The secreialy
will now read the report of the last meeting."

Clearing his throat, Gus read the followingbriei
and elegant report:

“ Club met, December iSth, al the house of G. Butlon.Esq. &
jecl; “lisuminer or wiuter best fun.” A livcly pow.wow. About
eventy divided. J- Flintfined five cents for disrespcct to the Oiar.
A colieclion of forty cents taken up to pay for breaking a paik if
glussduring n free fight ofthe members on ihe doonslcp. E. Ddia

waschosen seccetntyfor the coming year, and a new book contiibad
by ihe chairman.”

“ That ’s all.”

“ Is there any other business before the neel-
ing?” asked Frank, as the reader closed the od
book with a slam and shoved the new one axcss
the table.

Ed rose, and' glancing about him with an appeal-
ing look, said, as if sure his proposicién would iV
be well received: “ | wish to proposc the fiame of
a new membet. Bob Walker wants to join, ad
/ think we ought to let hira. He is trying to
behave well, and | am sure we could help hm
Can'twe?”

All the boys looked sober, and Joe, ohervise
Brickbat, said, bluntly: “ | wont. H c’sabadlot,
and we don’t want any such here. Let hiro @
with chaps of his own sort.”

“ That is just what | want to keep him from
He ’s a good-hearted boy enough, only, nooe
looks after him, so he gets into scrapes, aswe shaud
if we were in his place, | daré say. He wantsto
come here, and would be so proudif he waslet in
know he ’d behave. Come now, let’s give hima
chance,” and Ed looked'at Gus and FMuksurt
that if they stood by him he should cany his point

But Gus shook, his head, as if doubtful of tht
wisdom of the plan, and Frank said
“You know we made the rule that the nuni ~
should never be over eight, and we cannot brea i

“ You need n’l. | can’Cbe here half thetiM
so | will resign and let Bob have my |
Ed, but he was silenced by sliouts of, * ,
yousban’t!” “ We wont let you off!” 1 '
would go to smash, if you back out!”



JACK AND

“Let him have my placej, | 'm the youngest,
iind you wont miss me,” cried Jack, bound to

stand by Ed at all costs.
“\Vc mighl do that,” said Frank, who did object

O small boys, though wiliing to admit this par-

ticular one.
“ Better raake a new rule to have ten members,

and admit both Bob and Tom Grant,” said Ralph,

EXCITEMENT IN THE EEBATINa CUUB.

grinned and Joe scowled, for one lad

I f, B i g brother and the other did not.
I Thats a good idea! Put it to vote,” said
I"‘Jf@*’“‘"l‘Bearted to shut thedoor on any one.
| iist, Livant to ask if all you fellows are ready
I» standby Bob, out of the club as well as in, for
| r ! ‘ _her
«t him at school and in the Street,” said Ed

mearnest about the matter.

l,,. eiiecl Jack, ready to follow where his
L led, and the others nodded, unwill-

iTip ' ““done by the youngest member.
QA a hand, we
I n you, boys, it is

r ' wewant to keep poor Bob straight. We
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all turn our backs on him, so he loafs rpund the
tavern, and goes with fellows we don’t care'to know.
But he isn’t bad yet, and we can keep him up,
I ’m sure, if we just try. | hope to get him into
the Lodge, and that will be halfthe baltle, wonc it,
Frank?" added Ed, sure that this suggestion
would have weight with the honorable Chairman.
“ Bring him along; | 'm with you !” answered

fsSKE NEXT PACE)]

Frank, making up his mind at once, for he had
joined the Temperance Lodge four years ago, and
aiready six laoys had followed his example.

“ He is learning to smoke, but we '11 make him
drop it before it leads to worse. You can help
him there, Admiral, if you only will,” added Ed,
giving a grateful look at one friend, and turning
to the other.

“1’m your man 1” and Gus looked as it he
knew what he promised, for he had given up
smoking to oblige his father, and kept his word
like a hero,

“You other fellows can do a good deal by just
being kind and not twitting him with oid scrapes,
and | 'll do anything | can for you all to pay for
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this,” and Ed sat down with a bearaing smile, feel-
ing that his cause svas won.

The vote was taken, and all hands went up, for
even surly Joe gave in; so Bob and Tom were
duly elected, and proved their gratitude for the
honor done them'l)y becoming worthy members
of the club. It was only boys’ play now, but the
kind hcart and puré instincts of one lad showed
the others how to lend a helping hand to a corn-
tade in danger, and win him away from temptation
to the safer pastimes of their more guarded Uves.

Well pleased with theraselves,—for every genu-
ine act or wotd, no matter how trifling it seems,
leaves a sweet and strengthening influence behind,

the members settled down to the debate, which
was never very long, and often only an excuse for
fun of all sorts.

“ Ralph, Gus and Ed are for, and Brickbat,
Grif and Chick against, 1 suppose?” said Frank,
sucveying his company like a general prepaiing
for battle.

“ No, sir! | believe in co-everything !” cried
Chick, a mild youth, who loyally escorted a chosen
damsel horae from school every day.

A laugh greeted this bold declaration,
Chick sat down, red but firm.

“ 171l speak for two, since the Chairman can't,
and Jack wont go against those who pet him most
to death,” said Joe, who, not being a favorite with
the girls, considered them a nuisance, and lost no
opporiunity of telling them so.

“ Fire away, then, since you are up!” com-
manded Frank.

“ Well,” began Joe, feeling too late how much
he had undcrtaken, “ I don’t know a great deal
about it, and | don’t care, but | do notbelieve in
having girls at college. They don’t belong there,
nobody wants ’'em, and they °’d better be at home
darning their stockings.”

“ Youts, too,” put in Ralph, who had heard
that argument so often he was tired of it.

“ Of course; that ’s what girls are for. | dont
mind ’em at school, but | ’d just as soon they had
a room to themselves. We should get on better.”

“ You would if Mabel was n’t in your class and
always ahead of you,” observed Ed, whose friend
was a fine scholar, and he very proud of the fact.

“ Lookhere; if you fellows keep interrupting, 1
wont sit down for half an hpur,” said Joe, well
knowing that cloquence was not his gift, but bound
to have his say out.

Deep silence reigned, for that threat quelled the
most impatient member, and Joe prosed on, using
all the arguments he had ever heard, and paying
off several oid scores by sly hits of a personal
nature, as older orators often do.

“ It is clear to my mind that boys would get on

and
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better without any girls fooling 'round. As for ilieit
being as smart as we are, it is all nonseiise, for sne
of ’em cry over their lessons every day, or gohone
with headaches, or get mad and scold all recess,
because something ‘is n’t fair.” No, sir; dirij
aint meant to know much, and they cant Wse
folks say so, and | believe them. Have n’t gotany
sisters myself, and 1 don’t want any, for tliey don't
seem to amount to much, according to those <0
do have ’em.”

Groans from Gus and Ed greeted the cloang
remarks of the ungallant Joe, who sat down, fetl-
ing that he had made sornebody sgiiirm. W
juinped Grif, the deliglit of whose Ufe was practi-
cal jokes, which amiable weakncss made himthe
terror of the girls, though they had no other fali
to find with the merry lad.

“ Mr. Chairman, the ground | take is this: grs
have not the strength to go lo college with &
They could n’t row a race, go on a lark, or tale
care of themselves, as we do. They are al «J
enough at home, and | like them at parties, but tor
real fun and go | would n’t give a cent for them”
began Grif. whose views of a collegiate life iwe
confined to the enjoyments rathef than the sludi«
of that festive period. ' “ | have tricd them. ad
they can’t stand anything. They scream ifyouldl
them there is a mouse in the room, and run ifthey
see a big dog. | just put a cockroach in MUys
desk one day, and when she opened it she junped
as if she was shot.”

So did the gentlemen of the club, for at thet
moment half-a-dozen fire-crackers exploded uncki
the chair Grif had left, and flew wildly about
the room. Order was with difficulty restored, tlie'
mischievous party summarily chastised and com
manded to hold his tongue, v n 4. penalty ofcject-1
ment from the room if he spokc again. Finidy |
grasping that red and unruly member, Grif com1
posed himself to listen, with his nose in the aira-
his eyes shining like black beads.

Ed was always the peace-maker, and 1
he rose with his engaging smile, his voice fell |i«
oil upon the troubled waters, and his
was full of the becoming bashfulness which afitt6
youths of seventeen when touching upon suchsu 1
jects of newly acquired interest as girlsand o'|
pleasant but perplexing ways.

“ It seems to me we have hardly considered
matter enough to be able to say much. Bul i'M
that school would be awfully dry and disma m 1
out—ahem !—any young ladies to make it |
would n’t give a pin, to go if there was onlyac 1
of fellows, though | like a good game as I
any man. | pity any boy who has
continued Ed, warming up as he thoug 1
own, who loved him dearly, as well they img - |
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abetter lirother tiever lived. “ Home would n’t
| beivortii haviiig without them to look afler a fel-
| 10keep him out of scrajses, hclp him with his
lessons, and inake things joUy for his friends. |
lell you we can’t do without girls, and | 'm not
| ashained to say that | think the more we see of
[heni, and try to be like them iii many ways, the
| better incn 've shall be by and by.”

“Hearl liearl” cried Frank, in his deepest
| tore, for he licartily agreed to that, having talkcd

the mattcr over with his mother, and received much
lighi «pon things which should always be set right
I inyoung hcads and bearts. And who can do this
1sowiselyand well as roothers, ifthey only will ?

| Feeling that his sentiinents had been approved,
| andhe need not be ashamed of the hoiiest color in
| liischcek-s, Ed sat down ainid the applause of his
I sick especially of Jack, who pounded so vigorously
I sidi his crutch that Mrs. Pccq popped in her head
1 Bsee ifanything was wanted.

“No, thank you, ma’am, we were only cheering
|Ed,"sajd Gus, now upon his legs, and rather at a
jloss what to say till Mrs. Pecq’s appcarance sug-
| gesiedan idea, and he seized upon it.

“Mpyhonored friend has spoken so well that |
I kvc littie to adcl. | agrec with him, and if you
Jirant anexainple of what girls can do, why, lookat
ljill. Slie’s young, | know, but a first rate scholar
Iforheragc. As for pluck, she is as brave as a boy,
land airaost as sinart at running, rowing, and so
Imi. Of course, she can’t play hall,—no girl can;
lihcir arms are not made right to throw,—but she
lean caich reraarkably well. 1 ’ll say that for her.
INowy, if slie and Mabel—and—and—some others |
jeould «<ame, are so clever and strong at the begin-
Ining, 1 don’t see why they should n’t keep up and
Igo along with iis all through. | 'm willing, and
Iwilldowhatl can to help other fellows’ sisters as
I I'dliketo have them help mine. Awudi ’li punch
jibeir heads if they don’t,” and Gus subsided, as-
Isored, by a burst of applause, that his manly way
lofsiating the case met with general approval.

I be shall be happy to hear from our sénior
Inecnber if he will honor us with a few rematks,”
|siid Frank, with a bow to Ralph.

Noone ever knew whom he would choose to

II*Ronake, for he never spake in his own character.
I «'kerose slowly, put one hand in his bosom,
| Nis eye sternly on Grif, who was doing
imething suspicious with a pin, gave them a
Pjicli of Sergeant Buzfuz, from the Pickwick trial,
| khe debate ivas not likely to throw

Itk the subject under discussion. In
Il a pp e al to“Meliidand gentle-
Iv-V- siiddenly paused, smoothed

i down upon his forehead, rolled up his
' folding his hands, droned out Mr.
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Chadband’ sermén on peace, delivered over poor
Jo, and encling with the fainous lines;
“ Ob, running streom of sparkiing joy,
To be a glorious human boy.”

Then setting his hair erect with one comprehen-
sive sweep, he caught up his coat-skirts over his
arm, and, assuming a parliainentary attitucle, burst
into a comical mcdley, composed of extracts from
Jefferson Bricks and Lafayette Kettie’s speeches,
and Elijah Pogram’s Defiance,from “ MartinChiiz-
zlewit.” Gazing at Gus, who was convuiscd with
suppressed merriment, he thundered forth :

“ In the narae of our common country, sir, in
the fiame of that righteous cause in which we are
jined, and in the fiame of the star-spangled ban-
ner, | thank you for your eloquent and categorical
remarks. You, sir, are a inodel of a man frcsh
from Natur’s mould. A true-born child of this free
hemisphere. Verdant as the Mountains of our
land; bright and flowin’ as our mineral Licks;
unspied by fashion, as air ourhoundless perearers.
Rough you may be; so air our Barrs. Wild you
inay be ; so air our Buffalers. But, sir, you air a
Child of Freedom, and your proud answer to the
Tyrant is, that your bright borne is in the Settin’
Sun. And, sir, ifany man denies this fact, though
it be the British Lion hiraself, | defy him. Let me
have him here! smiting the table, and causing
the ink-stand to skip,—*“ here, upon this sacred
altar. Here, upon the ancestral ashes ccinented
with the glorious blood poured out like water on
the plains of Oshkosh. Alone | daré that Lioii, and
tell him that Freedora’s hand once twisted in liis
mane, he loils a corsé before me, and the Barra-
boo Eagles ofthe Great Republic scream, Ha,ha!”

By this time the boys were roliing about in fits
oflaughterj even sober Frank was red and breath-
less, and Jack lay back, feebly squealing, as he
could laugh no more. In a moinent, Ralph was as
ineek as a Quaker, and sat looking about him with
a miidly astonished air, as ifinquiring the cause of
such unseemly mirth. A knock at the door pro-
duced a lull, and in carne a maid with apples.

“ Time s up; fall to and make yourselves com-
fortable,” was the summary way in which the club
was released fiom its sterner dutics, and permitted
to imbend its mighty mind for a social half hour,
chiefly devoted to whist, with an Indian war-dance
as a closing ceremony.

Chapter X.
THE DRAMATIC CLUB.
W hile Jack was hopping gayly about on his
crutches, poor Jill was feeling the effects of her

second fall, and instead ofsitting up, as she hoped
,to do after six weeks of rest, she was ordered to lie
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on a board for two hours each day. Not an easy
pénance, by any means, for the board was very
hard, and she could do nothing while she lay
there, as it did not slope enough to perrait her to
read without great fatigue of both eyes and hands.
So the little martyr spent her firsC hour of trial in
'sobbing, the second in singing, for just as her
mother and Mrs. Minot were deciding in despair
that neilher she fior they could bear it, Jill sud-
denly broke out into a merry chorus she used to
hear her father sing :

Faut jouer le mirUton,
Faut joucT le mirlitij,
Faut jouer le nurliter,
M ir—U—ton.*"

The sound of the brave little voice was very
comforting lo the two mothers hovering about her,
and Jack said, with a look of mingied pity and
adrairation, as he brandished his crutch over the
imaginary foes:

“That’s rightl Sing away, and we ’ll play
you are an Indian captive being tormented by
your enemies, and too proud to complain. |l
watch the dock, and the minute time is up |l
rush in and resciie you.”

e Jill laughed, but the fancy pleased her, and she
straightened herself out under the gay afghan,
while she sang, in a plaintive voice, another little
French song her father taught hei:
“J’avais une colombe blanche,

Javais un blanc petit pigeon,

Tous deux volaient, de branche en branche,

JusQu' au faiic de men dongeon:

Mais eomme uo coup de vent d’automne,

S'est abaitu 14, Tépervier,

Et ma colombe si mignenne
Ne revient plus au colombier.”

“ My poor Jean had a fine voice, and always
hoped the child would take after him. It would
break his heart to see her lying there trying to
cheer her pain with the songs he used to sing her
to sleep with,” said Mrs. Pecq, sadly.

“ She really has a great deal of talent, and when
she is able she shall have some lessons, for music
isa comfort and a pleasure, sick or well,” answered
Mi-s. Minot, who had often admired the fresh
voice, with its pretty accent.

Here Jill began the Canadian boat-song, with
great vigor, as if bound to play her part of Indian
victim with spirit, and not disgrace herself by any
more crying. All knew the air, and joined in,
especialy Jack, who carne out strong on the
“ Row, biothers, row,” but ended in a squeak on
a high note, so drolly, that the rest broke down,
So the hour that began with tears ended with
music and laughter, and a new pleasure to think
of for the future.

After that day Jill exerted all her fortitude, for.
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she Hked to have the boys cali her brave, adi
admire the cheerful way in which she endured o
hours of discomfort. She found she could usehet
zither as it lay upon her breast, and every day jht
pretty music began at a certain hour, and alin |
the house soon learned to love and listen for il
Even the ofd cook set opcn her kitchen dom
saying pitifully: “ Poor darlint, hearhowpurtyshe's |
singin’, widthe pain, on that crewel boord. It’s
a little saint she is. May her bed above beaisyl-1
Frank would lift her gently on and off, wiHial
kind word that comforted her iminensely, and!

gentle Ed would come and teach her new bitsof
music, while the other fellows were froUcking
below. Ralph added his share to her amusement,

for he asked leave to model her head in clay, and |
set up his work in a comer, coming to pat, sorape,
and mold whenever he had a spare minute, ans-1
ing her by his livcly chat, and showing her liowt
shape birds, rabbits, and queer faces in the il
clay, when the songs were all sung and her fiageis |
tired of the zither.

The girls sympathized very heartily with hcrj
new trial, and brought all manner of gifts tocheer|
her captivity. Merry and Molly inade a
screen by pasting pictures on the black cambiic|
which covered the folding frame that stood befétel
her to keep the draughts from her as shebyooj
her board. Bright birds and flowers, figures andj
animals covered one side, and on the other ihcyf
put mottoes, bits of poetry, anécdotas, and shoitl
stories, so that Jill could lie and look or read ‘vitli-J
out the trouhie of holding a book. Itwasnolallj
done at once, but grew slowly, and was a soural
of instruction as well as amusement to them ali,|
as they read carefully, that they miglit makej
selections.

But the thing that pleased Jill most was sotMl
thing Jack did, for he gave up going to schoolj
and stayed at home nearly a fortnight after he|
might have gone, all for her sake. Thedaytliel
doctor said he might try it if he would be vcryj
careful, he was in great spirits, and limped aboutl
looking up his books, and planning how he waulill
astonish his mates lay the rapidity of his
When he sat down to rest, he remcmbered JJIj
who had been lying quietly beliind the screegj
while he talked gayly with his mother, busy patj
ting fresh covers on the books. |

“ She is so still I guess sh'e is aslcep,” iboig1
Jack, peeping round the cérner. J

No, not asleep, but lying with her eyes fi«oet
the sunny window, beyond which the
ter world sparkled after a fresh snow-fall.
jingle of sleigh-bells could be heard, 1
of boys and girls on their way to school,a J
pleasant stir of a new day of happy workan fq
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| for the rest of the world, more lonely, quiet, and
«earisone than ever to her since her friend and
| ielloff.prisoncr was set free and going to leave her.
Jack undcrstood that patient, wistful look, and,
«iliout a word, went back to his seat, staring at
tre fim so soberly, that his mother presently
asked; "W hat are you thinkingofso busily, with
thatpucker in your forehead?”
"I've about made up my mind that | wont go
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go to school tiil the first of February?” called
Jack, laughing to himself at the absurditv of the
qucstion.

“ Not much !'” answered a glad voice from be-
hind the screen, and he knew the sorrowful eyes
were shining with delight, though he could not
see them.

“ Well, I guess | may as well, and get quite
firm on my legs before | start. Another week or

JILL MAKtMC TKB BSST OF IT.

joKhool just yet,” answered Jack, slowly lifting
“ cead, for it cost him something to give up the
“ig-cxpecied pleasure.
Whynot?” and Mrs. Minot looked much sur-
pointed to the screen, and making
’sad&ce to express Jill’s anguish, answered in a
tone; “ Well, | ‘'m not sure that it is best.
Mw did not want me to go, but said | might
~fsascd. | shall be sure to come to grief,
F tlien every one wiil say, ‘I told you so,’ and
I ’d rather keep still a week
Had n’t | better?”
mother smiled, and nodded as she said,
much-abused oid Caesar, as if she
W: “ Doas you think bcst, dear. | always
N don’t wonder you are
l,. it after this long confinement.”
Jiil, should I be in your way if | did n’t

so will bring me up if | study hard, so | shall not
lose my time. 1 ’li tackle my Latin as soon as it’s
ready, mother.”

Jack got a hearty Kkiss with the neatiy covered
book, and mamraa loved him for the littie sacrifice
more than if he had won a prize at school. He
did get a reward, for, in five minutes from the time
he decided, Jill was singing like a bobolink, and
such a medley of merry music carne from behind
the screen, that it was a regular morning concert.
She did not know then that he stayed for her sake,
but she found it out soon after, and when the time
carne did as much for him, as we shail see.

It proved a wise decision, for the last part of
January was so stormy Jack could not have gone
half the time. So, while the snow drifted, and
bitter winds raged, he sat snugly at home amusing
Jill, and getting on bravely with his lessons, for
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Frank took great pains with him to show his
approhation of the littie kiiidness, and, somehow,
the mempry of it seemed to make even the de-
tested Latin easier.

February First, fair weather set in, and Jack
inarcbed happily away to school, with Jill’s new
inittens on bis hands, inamma nodding from the
door-step, and Frank ready to give him a lift on the
new sled, if the way proved too long or too rough.

“ | shall not have time to iniss him now, for we
are to he very husy getting ready for the Twenty-
second. The Dramatic Club meets to-night, and
would like to come here, if they may, so | can
help ?” said Jill, as Mrs. Minot carne up, expecting
to find her rather low iu her mind.

“ Certoinly; and | have a baskct of oid fineiT
1 looked up for the club when | was rummaging
out bits of silk for your blue quilt,” answered
the good lady, who had set up a new einployment
to beguile the hours of Jack’s absence.

W hen the girls arrivcd, that evening, they found
Mrs. Chainvoman surrounded by a “ strew " of the-
atrical properties, enjoying herself very much.
All brought such contributions as they could
muster, and all were eager about a certain tableau
which was to be the gem of the whole, they
thought.  Jill, of course, was not expccted to
take any part, but her taste was good, so all con-
sulted her as they showed their oid siiks, laces,
and flowers, asking who should be this, and who
that. All wanted to be the “ Sleeping Beauty,” for
that was the.chosen scene, with the slumbering
court about the princess, and the prince in the act
ofawakening her. Jack was to be the hero, brave
in his mother’s velvet cape, red boots, and a real
sword, while the other boys were to have parts of
more or less splendor.

“ Mabel should be the ‘Beauty,” because her
hair is so lovely,” said Juliet, who was quite satis-
fied with her own part ofthe “ Queen.”

“ No, Merry ought to have it, as she is the
prettiest, and has that splendid veil to wear,”
answered Molly, who was to be the maid of honor
cuffing the littie page, Boo.

“ 1 don’t care a bit, but my fcather would be
fine for the * Princess,” and | don’t know as Emma
would like to have me lend it lo any one else,”
said Annette, waving a long white plurae over her
head, with girlish delight in its grace.

“ 1 should think the white silk dress, the veil,
and the feather ought to go together, with the
scarlet crape shawl and these pearls. That would
be sweet, and just what princesses really wear,”
advised Jill, who was siringing a quantity cf oid
Roman pearls.

“ We all want to wear the nice things, so let us
diaw lots. Would n’t that be the fairest way?”
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asked Merry, looking like a rosy littie bride,
a great piece of illusion, which’had donedutyin
many plays.

“ The ‘Prince’ is light, so the *Princess'muii
be darkish. We ought to choose the girl no
svill look best, as it is a picture. | heard Ms
Delano say so, when the ladies got up the tah
leaux, last winter, and every one wanted lo e
‘Cleopatra,’” said Jill, decidedly.

“ You choose, and then if we can’t agree »e
will draw lots,” proposed Susy, who, being plain
knew there was littie hope of her getting a dance
in any other way.

So all stood in a row, and Jill, from her 3§
surveyed them critically, feeling that the one Jak
would really prefer was not among the number.

“ I choose that one, for Juliet wants tobe'Queen,’
Molly would make faces, and the others aie toohig
or too light,” pronounced Jill, pointing to My,
who looked pleased, while Mabel’s face darkerell,
and Susy gave a disdainful sniff.

“ You 'd better draw lots, and then there ull
be no fuss. Ju and | are out of the fight, butvou
three can try, and let this settie the matter,” sd
Molly, handing Jill a long strip of papen

All agreed to let it be so, and when the hits
were ready drew in lurn. This time faie ives eii-
dently on Merry’s side, and no one gnirbled
when she showed the longest paper.

“ Go and dress, then come back, and we'll pian

how we are to be placed before we cali up tlie
boys,” commanded Jill, who .was manager, sine
she could be nothiiig else.
The girls retired to the bedroom and beganto
rig up,” as they called it; but discontent ill
lurkcd among them, and showed itself in sap
words, envious looks, and disobliging acts.

“ Am | to have the ivhite silk and the featlierl"
asked Merry, delighted with the silvery shimmer
of the one and the graceful droop of the ater,
though both were rather shabby.

“You can use your own dress. | don't see «y
you should have everything,” answered Susy, viio
was at the mirror, putting a wreath of scariei flaf
ers on her red head, bound to be gay sincede
could not be pretty.

“ | think | ’d better keep the pluine, asl Ita« |
n’t anything else that is nice, and | 'm afraid E™
ma would n’t like me to lend it,” acided Amette,
who was disappointed that Mabel was notto betle
“ Beauty.”

“1 clont intend to act at all!” declarad Mabj
beginning to braid up her hair witli a jerk, aut |
humor with the whole affair.

“ | think you are a set of cross, selfish gre
back out and keep your nice tnings justbecae*|
you can’t all have the best part. 1°m as™"
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I of you scolded Molly, standing by Merry, who
1wes Sadly surveying her mother’s oid purple silk,
ffhicb looked like brown in the evening.

‘T 'm going to have Miss Delano’s red brocade
fortlie “Queen,” and | shall ask her for the yellow-
saiin dress for Merry when | go to get mine, and
tell lier how mean you are,” said Juliet, frowning
ander lier gilt-paper crown as she swept about in a
red table-cloth for train till the brocade arrived.

“Perhaps you d like to have Mabel cut her hair
offso Merry can have that, too ?” cried Susy, with
ivhomhair was a tender point.

“Light hair is n’t wanted, so Ju will have to
gire hers, or you ’d better borrow Miss Bat’s fris-

ietie,” added Mabel, witlt a scornful laugh.

‘| just wish Miss Bat was here to give you girls

gooti shaking. Do iet some one else have a
Ichance at the glass, you peacock !” exclaimed
Molly Loo, piishing Susy aside to arrange her own
bliie turban, out of which she plucked the pink
ponipon to give Merry.

“Doiit quarrel about me. | shall do well
inough, and the scarlet shawl will hide my ugly

ress,” said Merry, from the cérner, where she sat
aiiing for her turn at the mirror,

As she spokc of the shawl her eye went in search

itand somethingthat she saw in the otherroom

m her own disappointment out of her head. Jill

lythere all alone, rather tired with the lively chat-

i, and the effort it cost her not to repine at being
ihnl out from the great delight of dressing up and
icting-  Her eyes were closed, her net was off, and
til the pretty black curls lay about her shoulders as
e hand idiy pulled them out, while the other
tsted on ihe red shawl, as if she loved its glowing
:oorand solt texlure.  She was humming to her-
dfihe little song of the dove and the donjon, and
imctbing in the plaintive voice, the solitary figure,
‘Mtstraight to Men-y’s gentle heart.

Poor Jillycan’t have any of the fun,” was the
ref thought, then carnea second that made Merry
prt and smile, and in a minute whisper, so that
P m Jill could hcar her: “ Girls, | ’'m not going
Ing?’t’m Prmcess.” But | *ve thought of a splcndid
J Who?” asked the rest, staring at one another,
liach surprtsed by this sudden announcement.

'Vil' spoil it all.

I km the Bird-Room, and tell me ifthatisn’t a

TI™ “than | could raake ?”
Hi*n i s p o k e , and Merry
PW «i,b sweet cagemess: “ It is the only thing
it would make her so happy,
Ibow p P'®3se every onc,
eousbtt!? 'valk again, so
iThf h very good to her, poor dear.”

| "-ords, whispered with a little quiver in
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the voice, settled the matter better than hours of
talking, for girls are tender-hearted creatiires, and
not one of these but would have gladly given all
the pretty things she owned to see Jill dancing
about well and strong again, Like a ray of sun-
shine the kind thought touched and brightened
every face; envy, impatience, vanity and discon-
tent flew away like imps at the coming of the good
fairy, and with one accord they all cried:

“ It will be lovely; letus go and tell her!”

Forgetting their own adornment, out they
trooped after Merry, who ran to the sofd, saying,
with a smile, which was reflected in all the other
faces: “ Jill, dear, we have chosen another ‘Prin-
cess,”and | know you ’ll Ukc her,”

“ Who is it ?” asked Jill, languidly, opening her
eyes without the least suspiclon of the truth.

“ 1 ’ll show you ;” and taking the cherished veil
from her own head, Merry dropped it iike a soft
cloud over Jill; Annette added the long plume,
Susy jaid the white silk dress about her, while
Juliet and Mabel lifted the scarlet shawl to spread
it over the foot of the sof4, and Molly tore the last
ornament from her turban, a silver star, to shine
on Jill’s breast. Then they all took hands and
danccd round the couch, singing, as they laughed
at her astonishment; “ There she is! There she
is! Princess Jill as fine as you please 1”

“ Do you really mean it? Dut can 1? s it
fair? How sweet ofyou! Come here and let me
hug you aill” cried Jill, in a rapture at the sur-
prise, and the pretty way in which it was done.

The grand scene on the Twenty-second was very
fine, indeed; but the little tableau of that min-
ute was infinitely better, though no one saw it, as
Jill tried to gafher them all in her arras, for that
nosegay of girlish faces was the sweeter because
each one had sacrificed her own little vanity to
picase a friend, and her joy was reflected in the
eyes that sparkled round the happy “ Princess.”

“ Oh, you dear, kind things, to think of me and
give me all your best clothes1 | nevcr shall forget
it, and | ’ll do anything for you. Yes! | ’il write
and ask Mrs. Piper to lend us her ermine cloak for
theking. Seeifl don’t!”

Shrieks of delight hailed this noble offer, for no
one liad darecl to borrow the inuch-covcted mantie,
but all agreed that the oid lady would not refiise
Jill. It was astonishing how smoothly everything
went after this, for each was eagcr to help, admire
and suggest, in the friendiiest way; and when all
were drcssed, the boys found a party of very gay
ladies waiting for them round the couch, where lay
the bcightest little “ Princess ” ever seen. e

* Oh, Jack, | 'm to act! Was n’t it dear of the
girls to choose me ? Doii’t thcy look lovely ? Are
n’t you glad?” cried Jill, as the lads stared and
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the lasses blushed and stniled, well pleased at the
frank admiration the boyish faces showed.

“lguesslam! You are a set of trumps, and
we ’ll give you a first-class spread after the play to
pay for it. Wont we, fellows?” answered Jack,
much gratified, and feeling that now he could act
his own part capitally.

“We will. It was a handsome thing to do, and
we think well of you for it. Hey, Gus?” and Frank
nodded approvingly at all, though he looked only
at Annette.

“ As king of this crowd, | cali it to order, said
Gus, retiring to the throne, where Juliet sat laugh-
ing in her red table-cloth.

“ We’ll have *The Fair One with Golden Locks’
next time; | promise you that,” whispered Ed to
Mabel, whose shining hair streamed.over her blue
dress like a mantle of gold-colored silk.

“ Girls are pretty nice things, are n’t they?

FARMER WHO BECAME

DRUM-MAJOR.

lAran,

Kind of ’em to take Jill in. Don’t Molly look fire
though?” and Grif’s black eyes twinkled as te
planned to pin her skirts to Merry’s at the firt
opportunity.

“ Susy looks as gay as a feather-duster. 1 like
her. She never snubs a fellow,” said Joe, much
impressed with the splendor of the court ladies.

The boys’ costumes were not yet ready, bul they
posed well, and all had a merry time, ending wih
a game of blind-man’s-buff, in which every ae
caught the right person in the raost singular iray,
and all agreed as they went home in the noon
light that it had been an unusiially jolly meeting.

So the fairy play woke the sleeping loeaiity tliat
lies in all of us, and makes us lovely, when ve
rouse it with a kiss of unselfish good-will, fo,
though the girls did not know it then, they had
adorned themselves with pearls more preciousthan
the waxen ones they decked their “ Princess" in

(To  condnued.)

THE FARMER WHO BECAME DRUM-MAJOR,
Pessy i id Meggy iell the jtory i» Bl omi waj/ .

By Joel Stacy.

Our father worked upon a farm,
He wore a linen smock;

Meggy: °'T was gathered to a yoke on top.
And hung down like a frock.
Peggy: Oh, he was very meek,
And mother used to scold him,
Meggy: And he would always do .
Exacily what we told him,—
Peggy; Ex-actly what we told him.

Megiy.- His shoulders had a littie stoop
Which mother tried to cure;
Peggy: She used to say his shambling walk
She scarcely could endure.
But he played the fiddlc well.
And sang on Sunday sweeily;
He beat the time for all.
And knew the tune cumpletely,-
Meggy: Yes, knew the tune Qova-pkUly
. When mother called, “ come, Johnlj
P‘ggy = h
e carne,
And smiling, chopped the wood;
Meggy; He fjrew the water, swept the pal".
Aird helped her all he could.
p . He used to romp with Mcg and ne,
€gay; . -
Meggy: Yes, and with Polly Wenteis,
But oh, my sakes! Thnt wns belore
He put on regimentais!
Meggy: Yes, put on regimentais!
Peggy: For, oh, a big militia-man,
One evening, afier ten,
Meggy: Carne in and coaxcd out father

To join his coinpany.
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For men were very scarce
That summer in our village,
And so they all prepared
They said for war and pillage.
Just think ! for war and pillage !

: Well, after that he dropt the smock,

He stood up sLiff and straight;
And when we called for wood and things,
We always had co wait.

. Stil!, he was rather ineek,

I .Ifcjp'

\Magy--

[%y.-

And mother still could scold him;
He nearly always did

Exactly what we told him,—

Ex-acily what we told him.

i nuistache,
He stalked about the faim;
He went to drill three times a week,
And could n’t see the harm.

At list he told our mother
A thing that did enrage hcr,
" Riri-dic-u-lus ! ” she said,
“for you to be drum-major!’
For him to be drum-major!

He wore a splendid soldier coat.

He bore a mighty staff;
But oh, he iost his gentle ways,

And would n’t let us laugh.

) Peggy:

He grew so very fierce

He soon began to scold us.
And then we had to do

Exactly what he told us!
Ex-acUy what he told us!

Both :

\a\"l_-al-

RECAME DRUM-MAJOR.

M eggy :
Peggy:

M eggy ;
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We used to run and hide away-
You did—not |, dear Peg!
Why, yes, you often did it, too,
Now don’t deny it, Meg!

He scared us 'most to death.
He walked just like a lion;
And when he colghed out loud
He set US botli a-cryin’!
Yes, set us boih a-cryin’!

He wouid n’t play, he would n’t work,
The wecds grew rank and tall;

The pumpkins died : we did n’t have
Thanksgiving Day at all.

The farm is spoilcd. it is n’t worth,
Ma says, a tinker’s wager.
Now was n’t it a drcadful thing
For him to turn drum-major?
A savage, awful, stark and stiff, ridic-
ulous drum-major!
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A DEAD CITY.
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A DEAD CITY.

By Margaret Bertha W right.

THE AMPHITHBATER AT POKI'Sn

Last October a little American boy, named
Charley, with his mother and sister, lived for three
weeks at the foot of a mighty volcano, and just
beside a dead cily, renowned all over the world for
the appalling manner in which it died.

They lived in a queer, rough little country inn,
such as young American readers who never have
been in Southern Europe can scarcely picture to
themselves.

Just across the road from this little “ hotel,” as
it was called, and between itand the dread volcano,
whose smoke ever rises against the blue sky, while
at night its red glare jllumines the darkness, was
the dead city. It isshutin from the road by high
embankments of earth, and is guarded day and
night by quite an array of men, lest some injury of
robbery or fire bappen to the buidings. At one
place in this embankment is the gate of entrance,
where people pay two francs admission fee, and are
then escorted all over the city by one of the regular
guides in a white uniforin. Nobody is allowed to
visit this city without a guide, excepC by permission
of the Director, at Naplcs. But Charley’s mother
had this permission, and the three spent nearly all
their time wandering about and making pictures

among lhe shattered walls and overthrowncoluiii:.;
of buried and excavated Pompeii. It became jif
time as familiar to them as their native city.
Eigliteen hundred years ago. Pompeii wes pt
perous and beautiful, having been nen ly rebuiltaitsi
an earthquake that had thro'va down all Iheold)
time-stained buildings, =« left room for the shoJ
many-columned houses, with inagnificent ititr
pavements and brilliantly ftescoed walls, thatarast
speedily there. This city had been rebatir od
more than sixteen years, and everything in it"«
still bright and new, when the great calamiv
upon it which makes it almost as much spoken
to-day as it was spoken of nearly two thousaiid

One summer afternoon, little children ,
rily at play around the beautiful founiams Iifl
tinkled in every garden; mothers were n
needlc-work in the cool shadow of p"
courts; slaves were prepariiig dinnersinhun
ofkitchens; men were in their offices or thtonjiJ
the public places; and the streets were fiHeti»"
gay and brilliant crowds running in and outo
tempting shops, chatting with one
from the baths, hastening to give or tare e
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lon [be o' purchases,
| jiceas pffiple aré doingin Broadway to-day.....Sud-
[denly,tothe height of this gay scene,aslorm ardse.
|It wvesa more appalling storm than you can imag-
j e for the darkiiess was that of the blackest night,
kwble net rain fell, but showers of red-hot stones,
|andadelugeofblistering ashes. Horrible sulphur-
ifmcs burst forth from the eavth and strangled
Irery people before they could escape, while au
| jwiulthunderous roar, as if the heavens were being
| rffit asnnder, beat and boomed over the doomed
I'nly, Tliis awful storm endured for three days and
Ite nighEs. When it ceased, there was no longer
| anybright, beautiful city, there were no longer any
| laughing children, any happy mothers, and busy
j ooacs.  Notiiing was there, but a great piled-up
«asie of black ashes and stones, with two thousand
leed people buried below.
Forseventeen hundred years this city lay buried.
Ordinary earth gradually gathered over the ashes,
| gass grew there, shrubs, vines and lofty trees.

459

But it chanced, after seventeen hundred vyears,
that a peasant, in digging a well upon his farm,
dug straight down into a house where were many
beautiful statues and valuable utensils of bronze',
which were thus brought up again to the day.
This discovery created much excitement, and the
government officers at once caused excavations to
be made. The work has been going on ever since,
so that now about lwo-thirds of the city has been
brought to view, while one-third is still covered
with green fields and vegetable gaidens.

W hen Charley first walked in Pompeii through
silent and desertecl streets, in the shadow of gaping
and roofless walls, ho was as hushed and quiet as
ifin a church. Scarceiy was he willing even to slip
over the mosaic thresholds, upon which is some-
times an inlaid bear, a dog, or a word of welcome.
“1don’t like to go in. | should think the people
who lived here would object to our prying about,”
he said, when his mother sought the cause of
his unusual reserve. And then his mother knew

OLD GOLD JBWBtRV FOUND IN THR RUINS OF PUMrgll.

nsiM o plowed, sowed and
‘nsny feet
h'UlbU ‘hat it

®he did,-an impression of
nearness m time and sympathy of feeling with the
long, long dead inhabitants, a feeling which she
"«"er liad for the dead dweilers in the imperial
ruins of Rome,-even for those who lived much
nearerto our day than any who once walked the
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streets of Pompeii, for in Rome one sees relies only
of great personages and rulers. In Pompeii we are
brought ciése to the Ufe of people like ourselves.
They wandered about for hours, thinking and
speaking of the Pompeians as if they had died
only a year or two ago, and as if these beautiful
lower rooms, with perfectly preserved Mosaic floors
and still brilliant frescoes upon the walls, these bed-
rooms, these dining-rooms, these raarble courts
with their unbroken pillars and clvy fountains, had
but recently been in the use and service of their
owners. Charley cnterecl the winc and oil shops,
and even dipped his hand into tlie immense jats,
sunk into the marble counters, which once held

A DEAD CITY.

Alu,

peii,—and it was only nccessary for him to kno»
that the oid Pompeians were Pagans, to knowibi
they worshiped beautiful Venuses, Apolles, and a
whole imaginary world of imaginary deities, Hi
was a littie puzzled when he saw the niins in Pora
peii of a templo to a goddess called Isis, wiiii linij
chambers still existing, where the cimning priats,
pulled strings and spoke in disguised volees to
make the easiiy deceived people believe that the
goddess worked miracles. Isis was not a Greek
or Roman divinity, but one worshiped in fg.off
Egypt, where were the pyramids and tlie sphiiw,
and Charley could not understand why her tenple
should be in Italy among the believcrs in other

HOVSEHOUD UTENSTLS AND ORNAMENTS5 DUO UP AT POSIFEI

tlio oil and win.e, but now were half fuU of rain-
water. He tried toread the painted advertisemcnts
upon the street-wall, calling upon the people to
vote for some citizen who was running for office,
and he stood in the midst of a roofiess but tnap
nificent temple, where heathcn deities liad fallen in
the universal ruin.

“ Do you see this table, dear?” said his mother,
calling his attention to a marble Uble in one of
the dwellings, its curved legs sculptured with
snarling dogs. “ Can you realize that this table
has stood here since the story of Christ was new,
and people talked of the new religion perhaps
over this very table ?”

Charley had lived long enough in Italy to have

learned much abo t,th(i: qods of 0]1d Gveece_and
Rome,-thatis, of ofd Italy and, of course. Pora-

eods ; but when he had read Dnlwer’s story, " Tht
Last Days of Pompeii,” he understood thatto
were many Egyptians,—merchnnts and sailo®,
who carne sailing over the Medite.rancan to P«e
peii with the wealth of their land to sell, andtW
theywisbcd to wocship their own goddess in
foreign land, just as the Chinese in California
their Joss-houses and worship their Joss wi |
sound of cburch-bells. .

In other rooms, lie saw tlie pnnls m the
where human skeletons were found
the very stone. In the
standing yet large hand-mills, w.th
ground the wheat into iilour.

kitcheris,-thJ

N o«

He saw, also,

dini; were cooking woen "
tables,-where d.nners were
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jreat darkness fell, and where were found, seven- had been dug out of the aslies, and also skele-
teencenturies afterward, cliarred roasts of meats, tons of horses, donkeys, cats, dogs, and fowls.

A STREET IN POMCfEIl-

buml fowls, loaves of liread, black and hard but Just outside the ancient walls of the city was a
perfect in shape, and blackened fruit and vege- long Street leading away to Herculaneum—another
teblEs, which Charley saw afterward in the museum.. and smaller town buried by the same volcanic erup-

THK IN'i&RIOK OP A POMPElaN HUUbE.

Ib tis museum, besides household utensiis and tion. In those days, it was the custom to bury the
I *yi he saw skeletons of men and women that dead, not in single graves in consecrated ccmeteries
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as we do now, but to burn tbe bodies and gather
the ashes into vases, which were then entombed,
whole families together, in splendid marble sepul-

the houses of the dead escaped, They stand s,
ljroken and defaced, upon each side of tlie Street

ofTombs; and there, high up from the lava-paved

A TOMB IN POMPBII OF A BOY TWELVE YBARS OLD.

chers by the public road-side. These torabs were road, is a .uttle sepulcher, «m 5y and brokfen, il
sometimes as large as houses, and Charley has seen & Slab setinto the rubble-worU w .1 belowit>" |
one near Rome large enough to have been used as tells that here was buried

a fortress, and thus to have seen many battles,

although, oiiginally, it was “only a woman’s N. VELASIO GRATO,
grave.” This Herculaneum road was called the VIX ANN XIL
Street of Tombs, and the ashes of Pompeii’s dead

had lested there for many years before Pompeii “ Lived twelve years!” said _
was destroyed. mother translated the inscription for him

When the storm carne, it fell here also. But three yeai's longer than 1 have lived!



CHILDHOOD S GOLD. 463

Ihe died two thousand years ago; but for all that
heseems to hiraself only twelve yet!”
Then he asked, thoughtfully : “ What was
| Aerica like when this littie Italian boy died ?”
“Awide, lonely world toward the setting sun,

where only wild red-men and strange animals
roamed,” answered his mother, “ a beautiful, teern-
ing world of which no white man had ever dreamed,
and of which no white man would hear for cent-
uries upon centurias.”

CHILDHOOD’S GOLD.

By Lucy Larcom.

They need not go so far away,

Through heat and coid, to hunt for gold;
They might beside us sit or stray,—

Our hands are full as they can hold.

Gold? Gold is poured out of the sky
From rise of sun till day is done;
With falling leaves it flashes by;
In liquid gold the rivers tun.

T was scattered all the way from school,
In stars and bells adown the dells;

We children gathered aprons full,
Where littie Dandelion dwells.

And yellow Cowslip to our feet

Carne, like a king, his hoard to bring;
And Columbine, with nod so sweet,

Shook gold upon our path,— gay thing i

W hat goblet glistens with such wine
As the bee sups from buttercups?
What goid beads ort the wet grass shine,
Sparkiing to breezy downs and ups !

Our homes are sweet upon the bilis,
Where love is sure, and life is puré.
And sunshine every season filis:
How can a country cliild be poor?

No robber scares our midnight hours;
No coffers coid our treasures hold:

Dewdrops and sunbeams, stars and flowers,

Gold! Gold1 Who shares our childhood’s gold?
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WHAT HAPPENED TO JANAN.

Bv M. A.

Her fame was really Jane Ann. But you
never would have known it; for every one wdio
called her by any fiame at all, called her Janan,
with a decided emphasis on the last syllable. So
much of an emphasis, indeed, that iC might have
reminded a casual hearer of the “ ca-néan, ca-nan
of the farmers, with which they called home the
flocks of sheep scattered over the hills of the wild
region in which Janan lived.

For her home was upon the western shore of
Lake Champlain,—not the Southern portion oi
it, where the littie towns and villages stand not
many miles apart, and the green shotes of Ver--
mont seem hardly more than a stone’s throw away,
—but farther north, where the lake widens into a
broad expanse of blue, and where the Vermont
shores are so far distant, that nothing can be d|s-
tinctly seen from the New York side, except the
great shining dome of Vermont University, at Bur-
lington, which serves as a land-mark for many
miles around.

The face of the country, at this point, is very
wild and broken. Great rocks, which in almost
any other place would be called mountains, but
which here are dwarfed by the neighbormg
Adirondacks, rise abruptly from the water s edge.
The railroad, completad not long since, creeps
along a narrow road-bed, blasted from the side of
the cliffs, with the wall of rock, rismg a hundred
feet above, on one side, and the water, dashing
against its foot, a hundred feet below, on the
other. This coast is covered with a stubby growth
of timber, mostly pine. Farther inland, a mile or
two, are well-cultivated, prosperous farms. But
the sparsely settled shore is inhabited by wood-
choppers or fishermen, wholive a precanous, hand-
to-mouth sort of existence, in the midst ot the
wildness and beauty of scenery for which this
region is famous.

Janan’s father, Peter Brown, belonged to this
class. He was an American by birth, 'vhat
the country people round about called “ shif less.
The mother bore very much the same character,
and consequently, the large family of tow-headed
children had learned to take care of thernselves,
and to expect coid, hunger, and hard knocks.
There were seven of them, and Janan was the
fourth. Their home was a small, unpainted
house, which had grown gray with age. Originally
it had been surrounded by a fence, inclosmg a
small garden patch, which had been cleared, but

Adgate.

had been only partly cultivated, as shown by i
few sickly corn-stalks and potato-tops; and ibl
fence had departed long ago,—ptobably bweusT
it was easy to split into kindling wood,—and L
solitary fence post, here and there, was the onlj
sign to show that such a fence ever existed. |

The house stood not far from the railroad ttackj
in a littie valley, between high rocks. There veyj
two or three other houses of the same descriptioi
in the valley. Each one poured forth its grouj
of whooping, shouting children, who played, quji
reled, and fought together, almost as ignorant aol
wild as young savages. Sometimes the noisei
their brawlings would bring the mothers of
respective families to the scene of the dislurbana
to punish or sympathize, as the case mighth
Sometimes they fought it out among Ihenselve
until the weaker yielded, after which there
quiet, until some fresh cause of trouble arése.

Janan took an active part in the public affairst
the valley. And Ollthe very morning upon «ha
our story opens, had been engaged in a kdij
with the children of the neighbor who lived jd
below, and the struggle had resulted disastreuslyi
herself. Enraged and furious, she finally spnij
from the others, dashed past her own door, M
heeding the cali that carne to her from wilit
and began to climb the steep ledge, that rosehij
above her. Janan was a good climbcr, andheit]
many minutes, reached the summit of ther
and threw herselfdown upon its fiat surface, 1
ing to uketreath.

Before we go any further, | would like toi
scribe her to you, as she looked tlwt day.
was thirteen years oid, but small for her age. ¢
features were irregular, but not impleasanitok
upon. Her skin was tanned, until she wasaalj
as dark as an Indian. Janan deemed a bflinfj
siiperfluity, and never wore one, exccpt iMei
went where such acovering was absolutelyreq«
The sun, while it had darkened her foce, I"r
duced a contrary effect upon hcr hair, a6
bumt and bleached it, until she rea11y desrrt
flame of “ tow-head.” Her clothing cons"»
littie excepting a dress of faded cahco. He
were bare, and just now she was dig
naked toes viciously into the dry moss at
of the rock, where she had thrown hetseUo»
and was angrily soliloquizing :

“ Them Pickenses aggervate me moR
thing I ever did see ! The chicken ’s deai.
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cneLj'ddy giv’ me to grow up and be an oid lien.
That last stone Jim Pickens threw killed her
| Jeadet n—deader n anything. | hate ’em; |
Ihele 'em all! | would n’t lift my finger to help
| arell eni.  And 1 never willt

Hcrejanan paused, and looked down into the
| rlley, hnt all was quiet, so she went on again:

fie’'llillarfn were carea
Vir homes, he thankfurf

"THB TRAIN WAS . "

| Tothink they should be so mean ! That
I Never hurtone of 'em ! And ’t was.

py Inmg 1 've got that | reely cared for.”
Partan’s tears gushed forth, and she laid her face
*>] talking angrily to herself and sobbing
I"™tcn the words.
.tUndlher sorrow fior anger can last forever,

>esweet inflilence of the moming may have
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had some effcct upon Janan; for she presently
raised her head, and looked about her. It was a
lovely day, in early June,—the most delightful
season in these latitudes, when Nature robes her-
self in new and tender green. The lake spread

a broad, glittering expanse before her. Away to
the north, a white sail danced upon its blue.
cveryti*
I °diik”
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if 1alluslive here? So many of us, wecan’t have
nothin'. If | only looked diff'rentl could do some-
thin’.  Strawberries are 'most ripe. | could pick
’em, and take ’em to the village to sell, | s’pose.
But who ’d buy berries of such a lookin' cretur’ as
me ?”—and Janan looked down at her faded dress
and brown hands, regretfully.

“ How 'm | ever goin’to keep my dress lookin’
any way, | wonder. Pete broke the handle offthe
«flat-iron last week, and how | 'm goin’to iron any-
thin’, I don’t know. | d like to learn somethin’,
too. | know how to read some, a’ready. | know
what | ’d like to do, and | could do it, loo, if |
only had some clothes. 1’d like to go to the village,
and hire out to some lady to take care of her liaby.
I could do that kind of work; | know | could.
But there 1 what ’s the use o’ talkin’? | can’t get
clothes, and | can’t go to the village, and I can’t
go to school1 I wisli I could! 1 wish somethin’
would happen ! Nothin’ever happens to me.”

Janan was fast giving way to her had feelings

_when she saw a carriage driving slowly up
¢way, which wound around the foot
Jer, and yet some distance

along this
bad, to

piook

Kuickly
y rock,
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~“nd taken her position where she rcould
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toward the track. She always liked to be neartlg
trains when they passed. It gave her such anila
of power, to see the long Une of cars draggedbt
the mighty giant, lo-whom time and space soasil
nothing. And then, it was alinost the only lin
connecting her with lhe outside world. Tliebiid
glimpse of a face, which she sometimes obiairei
as the cars were thundering past, was enough M
give her a sense of companionship, which i&iej
for a long time.

Meantime, the carriage Janan had seen readitd
the summit of the hill, and brought into viwth
scene which had so comforted the child,

“ Stop the horses, coachman,” said Miss Paler
(for it was really the lady of numerous and eoow
trie charities of whom Janan had spoken), “and
let US get out and enjoy this.”

The two ladies left the carriage, and idked
slowly along the edge of the bank, on the cape
of thick, green moss.

“ How beautiful all this is !” said Miss Parkers
companion. “ 1 do not believe there is a ftier
scene, even on Lake George.”

“ Yes,” answered Miss.Parker; “ | often Hl
New York people that if Lake George weienols)
near, Lake Champlain would be better apprcdatai.
I, for one, am loyal to my home, and it dvas
pleascs me to bring my friends to the lakfim
such a morning as this, when everything appeus |
it its best.”

(Ve are quite near the railroad trnck,” ai
ed ; “the track is down in that hollw,
;a train which will pass us in a inonii |

was very near them. An instan,
would dash round the short cuie |
from their view. Just then, Ms,
-companion grasp her arra, a&l
horror~strucjj™ze, untilsltl
looked that day.*'slic p
but small for her age. Hei |
JiIrAt-'uficonscious bTlhe ROmbi
l«med certain to overtake him,
can we do?” gasped Miss Parker, i«
iLkner. “ There isno time--——-
A that moment the ladies
Ji.e track, with all the “fw 2
iffram e was capable, a hule girl, «hose bW
P and white hair streamed J
exerting every muscle m a terri

cars pass. , o U» djie]
Looking casually along the track,™
tion of the approachrag ST gone lLi(hK

est of the Pickens familv. who had not g
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L h the rest, after all, stiil at play with his hoiise-
Lildin"- He was ciése by the curve, and could
Ha see'the engine until it was upon him.

Janan forgot her quarrels,- forgot everything,
ixcepl that she must save the unconscious child,
fvho kept on with bis play.

‘1’'m °fraid | can’t !”” she thought to herself,
ishcsprang forwacd, with all the energy within
lher concentrated upon that one purpose. It
emed so far—and the roar of the train was so
herribly near! W hat if she should trip and fali.
The thought made her sick with fear, Why
Ididn't the chikl hear? Would she never reach
him? Stiil, the train had not come in sight around
hhccurve. There might be time. Two minutes
Wo, she had said ; “ | would n’t lift a finger to
help one of 'em!” But now,—oh, she must save
liini—ifshe could! W hat if she should be too
late? She strained onward more swiftly, yet so
tloivly, as it seemed, and called shrilly;

‘Tom! Tom!”

The child turned to her his chubby brown face,

Ismiles and dimples,—as the engine carne thun-
Jdering toward him, A .hoarse whistle sounded in
lquickgasps; and there was the sudden clanging
lofabell.

At last, little Tom saw his danger. With a
Ipiercing cry, he threw up his nrms. He would
Ihave fallen, but Janan reached forward as she ran,
land graspcd him tightly by the shoulder. Then
phcturned to drag him out of the engine’s path.

Too late!

Tlie rushing monster lifted them from their feet,
|and ivhirled them up and off the track.

The enginoer stopped his train as soon as pos-
Jsible, and the conductor and one or two others
Icame up to see what damage had been done, and
Iliai reparation could be made.

When Miss Parker told him she would see that
tre children wore cared for, and were restored to
their homes, he thankfully accepted her offer, and
ttejoined his train with an exclamation of impa-
| lience, in regard to people who let their * young
|uns” run on the track.

AtMiss Parker’s directlons, Johnson, the coach-
litian, set out for the houses, not far off, to find at
kahich of them the children belonged, and to
liffotm their parents of the accident.

1 MssWait ran quickly down to the little brook,
Ihthehollow. and filled a drinking cup with water,
I'hjcK she brought to Miss Parker, who sprinlded
Ahghtlyon Janan’s forehead. Its cool touch soon
jtoduced an appearance of returning conscious-

and before long, Janan opened her eyes, and

*ked wijh wonder at the strange faces above her.

" rooreiil more, and her featurcs contracted with

she closed her eyes.
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“ Are you very much hurt, my dear,” said Miss
Parker, kindly, as she bent over her.

“ 1 don’t know” said Janan, faintly, “ it 'sin my
shoulder,—and iny arm.”

Just then, Johnson appeared in sight, accompa-
nied by the mothers of the children, with as many
others as happened to be within hearing, when he
carried the news of the accident.

At the sightof Janan, lying white and helpless
on the grass, they broke out into noisy exclarna-
tions of sorrow; but seemed to have no idea of
what should be done for her. Miss Parker quietly
assumed the direction of everything, and Janan
was soon carried, in Johnson's strong arms, up
the steep bank, and home, where she was laid upon
her mother’s bed, and then the crowd of iookers-
on was banished.

“ Now,” said Miss Parker, * 1 want you, John-
son, to drive to the village as soon as possible, and
bring back Doctor Miles. Miss Wait can go with
you, and 1 will temain here until the doctor
comes.”

“ Will it not be better for me to stay bere, in-
stead of you ? | am stronger, and more accustomed
to the care of the sick,” said Miss Wait.

“ No,” replied Miss Parker, « 1 shall not leave
her until 1 know the extent of her injuries.”

So Miss Wait and Johnson drove back to the vil-
lage as rapidly as possible, and Miss Parker sat by
Janan’s bedside and fanned her, or occasionally
moistcned her lips with water.

She lay very still, with her eyes closed ; and a
faint moan, now and then, was the only complaint
she made.

Once, as she opened her eyes wide, and looked
at Miss Parker, the lady carne closer to her and
said: “ It was a noble, a brave thing to do1 Not
many of us would be wiliing to risk our Uves as
you did.”

And she stooped, and pressed a kiss softly upon
Janan’s forehead.

The little girl smiled a pleased and happy smile,
and said;

“1’'m so glad1 Butl had to do it, you know.
For | ’d been quarrelin’ with ’'em all the mornin’,
and when | saw little Tom on the track, | thought
if I did n’t save him, 't would be most as bad as if
1’d murdered him.”

“ There, dont try to talk any more,” said Miss
Parker; and Janan closed her eyes, and tried to be
as patient as possible, under the severe twinges of
pain, which would forcé the moans from her in spite
of herself.

After what seemed a long time, Johnson carne
back, bringing the doctor. An examination showed
that Janan’s arm was broken, and her shoulder
badly bruised.
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She bore the painful operation of setting the
arm with heroic endurance, comforted by Miss
Parker’s expressions of sympathy.

After the arm was set, and she was comfortable
inbed again, the doctor told her not to feel dis-
couraged, for she would be well before very long.
That cheered her considerably, for, in her igno-
rance, she had thought, perhaps, she never could
use her arm again. So she' bade Miss Parker
good-bye, with a sraile on her face.

“ I shall come and see you to-morrow,” said the
lady as she left her, “ for 1shall feel very anxious
to know how you are.”

When Miss Parker reached home, she said to
Miss W ait;

“ 1t is wonderful what courage that child has.
She bore that painful operation with more calm-
ness than most grown people would have shown ;
and think of her risking her life for that littie fel-
lowl She isquite an uncommon child, | am sute.”

And she told Miss Wait what Janan had said
of her motive in saving the littie boy.

She sat lost in thought for some minutes, and
then began:

“1 am resolved to do something for her 1 She
shall have a year’s schooling at any rate 1 If her
arm is well enough, when the schools open in the
fall, she shall come here, and board with oid Mrs.
Miller, and go to school for a year. After that,
we shall be able to find something else for her.”

Miss Parker kept her proraise to Janan, and
went back to see her the next day, and the next,
also. And, in fact, there were not many days
during the summer that she did not visit her.
And many were the delightful littie remembrances
which she left behind,—one day, a bouquet of
beautiful hot-house fiowers, of such brilliance as
Janan had never dreamed of; the next, a basket
of delicious fruit, of which the fiame even was
strange to Janan; or a picture of angels, with
great white wings, to hang at the foot of her bed,
and be with her, even in her dreams. And as she
grewstronger, Johnson brought, one day, a bright,
chintz-covered lounge, which Miss Parker thought
would be a pleasant change from the bed, and
which seemed to Janan the most delightful and
desirable resting-place in the world.

WHAT HAPPENED TO
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She lay upon her lounge, one hot afternoon in
August, looking abstractedly at its burches of
crimson rosebuds, and thinking that all thjsf
pleasant evenls in her life must come to an end
as she was fast getting well, Just then, Mb
Parker carne in. She held in her hand a dusier
of white lilies, which filled the room with their per-
fume, as she gave them to Janan.

“You are almost well now, and | shall mt
feel anxious about you any more,” she said, “0
you must not expect to see me here quite ©
often."

The large tears gathered in Janan’s eyes ad
rolled slowly down her cheeks; but she did nt
say one word.

Then Miss Parker, sitting down by the lounge,
took her hand in her own, and told her what plans
she had made. How Janan was to begin sthod
in a few weeks, and how she was to boatd witha
worthy widow lady, whom Miss Parker knew, ax
who would teach her many things she could not
learn in school. How she was to have a whle
year of school, and after that, was to be nssisted to
help herself.

Lost in wonder and delight, Janan could find o
words in which to thank her kind friend, bul Ms
Parker read her joy and gratitude in lier beatning
eyes.

So something really “ happened” to Janan,
after all.  And the June day, which opened with
so many hopeless longings, proved to be the tum
ing-point in her life.

We must have one more glimpse of her. Itis
nearly two years since the eventful June day.
Janan has had her year of school, and has oblainod
a posicion as child’s nursc. And in tlie neat ad
tidy young girl, with brown hair and fair com
plexién, who is known in the village as Jmy
Brown, it would be hard to recognize tlic Janan
of former days.

In her own home, the change in Jenny’ afaB
was regarded with much wonder, And her father
was wont to dispose of the matter by saying:

“ Janan allus was the lucky one of the family;
none of the rest of ’'em would "a’ gone and got mu
over by the engine, with Miss Parker stan’in’ righi
by to pick ’em up.”
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AN EAS5TER CARD."DRAWN BY ADDIB LEDYARD

THE BELL-HUOY.

By Mrs.

Qut in the open sea stood an oid spirit of evil
called General Ledgc, who held his head high
abowe tlie level of the water. He was hard feat-
urcd and cross-grained, and his brow was furrowcd
inloaconstanl frown; which was triily the most ap-
propriate expression he could wear, as his only
object in life was the destruction of sailors and
their crail. To these he was a powerful enemy,
backed as he was by the strongesi of allies,—the
sullen fog, the dark, cloudy nights, the fierce winds
and the raging waves. It was the fog’s business,
andalso the cloudy niglits’, to veil the sailors’ eyes
and cause tliein to lose their way ; it was the winds’
todrivo their vessel toward the rock, who would no
sooner fcel her approach than he would thrust his
long, sharp ribs through her, making way for the
waves to possess themselves of her, and drag her,
together witli her cargo and crew, down into the
hotiom of the ocean. Oid General Ledge and his
wikked army covps liad destroyed in thismannerso
titany human lives, that at last the good light-
Itouse keeper at Fairy Point resolved to put an end
to their mischief; so he moored a bell-buoy near

B. L. Merrill.

the oid rock to ring, whenever tbe storm should
rage, a warning to the seamen to keep off.

A fine sturdy fellow was the bell-buoy, with an
iron body, a loud iron tongue, and long chain arms
with iron hands, that stretched so far they could
grapple the ocean-bed and hold him in one place
upon the water. So soon as the light-house keeper
had found the buoy’s anchors were fast to the spot
where he had cast them off, he addressed to him
these parting words;

“ Bell-buoy, I have made you good and strong,
and able to hold out long and stanclily against the
enemies by whom you are surrounded. Here is
your post of duty ; never flinch from it; whatever
betide, stand fast by the seainen and their craft.”

And the bell-buoy, proud of his daring mission,
ptomised himself that he would.

But, so soon as the man liad left him, he began
to feel lonely and sad. To be sure, the waters were
smiling then in the daylight, but the man at the
light-house had told him they were treacherous;
the winds were absent, but he knew they visitad
often and he must expect them soon; moreover,



470

only a little way off, scowling at the bell-buoy, stood
the wicked oid General Ledge, ever grim and
threateniiig, even while at rest from his naughty
sport in the very face of the cheery oid Sun.

THE BELUDUOY

“ Never mind,” thought the bell-buoy, “ | sball
save many a costly ship, and many a goodly crew,
and the memory of my useful deeds will cheer me
in my loneliness.”

Soon after, the fog-veil spread, and the fiying
winds drove the high waves before them ; then the
buoy bestirred himself and tolled at the top of his
voice, so that every coming ship might hear;

THE BELL-BUOY.
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crouches a wicked oid reef ready to stave you
pieces."
This was the cali of the fog-hom at Mastenheai
“ Ah 1” thought the bell-buoy, “ that is the vace

AND GBNBRAL 1.BDCB.

of a kindred spirit, whose life-work is the same &
mine; if | could only be near it, | would never lie
lonely and sad.”

He leapt frantically on the wave, and looseneii
one of his anchors, making ready to drift ir the
direction whence carne the voice, when, suddenly,
he heard the whistle of a steamer in distress gro»-
ing louder and plainer each moment, as if bearing

THE FOC-HORN GIVES THE ALAEM.

“ Bear away 1 Bear away ! Here stands oid Gen-
eral Ledge ready to shatter you in pieces.”

Strange to say, between his ding and dong, the
strain of a soft voice reached him out of the dis-
tance:

“ Toot1 Toot!” chimed in the distant voice;
“ Keepoff! Keepoffl Hard by in the water

quickly toward the ledge. This woke the betl-buof
from his selfish drearo, he bounded back, m
grappled bottom again with the anchor he ra
dragged, and, rocking wildly, he tolled as lonfl & |
he could till after the steamer’s whistle had o*

been muffled by the distance.
Then

’

he thought of all the cruel nnscb>;y|
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inat might have followed, if he had listened to his
heart and drifted away to the fog-horn, and ever
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after he held quite fast to his post, though he ofteni
feit lonely and sad. “ At least,” thought he, * we
Uve the same life, though apart, our voices chime
often together, and our cfforts unite in the same
good, noble cause.”

But it was so hard for him to keep away from
the fog-horn whenever he heard her voice, that a
littie weak spot in his left side cracked, and though
at first the wound was almost imperceptible, the
wary winds espied it and twitted him with it, and
the passing waves chafed it, till they wore it wide
enough for them to creep through and take pos-
session of the sinking buoy.

But even while the waters were closing around
him, the bell-buoy was happily unconscious of his
fate, for a beautiful vision tilled his mind, in which
all the craft he had rescued passed before him with
their grateful crews looking out at him over the rail-
ings, waving their caps and cheering at the top of
their voices: “ God bless the faithful bell-buoy 1”

“DEAR LITTLE DEER.”

By Olive Thorne Miller.

So THE pnri‘ot called her, and | think he was
right; for, although shaped like a common-sized
deer, she ivas not more than eight inches high.
Youcan see her picture here, and it is a true one;
itwes cirawn from the littie creature herself.

Perhaps it is the most rare and curious animal
tlia was cver brought to our country, and | must
ifil youher story; ljut first I will say that this deer
famlyis not a new discovery. It has long been
kaown lo the loook-makers, though it is so shy and
swiit to fly from men, and so cunning in hiding
among thick grass and shrubs that very littie is
bostn of the habits of the family in its native
ook

They live in India and the islands near, and
ley have almost as many fiames as they have
inches of height. They are called musk-deer,
ihough they liave no musk; mouse-deer, though
treyate not in the ieast like a mouse; and moosc-
te, though stil! less like a moose. AH these
omes are supposed to arise from the different
*)sinwhich people pronounce the Dutch fiame
brmouse. But that is not all. Some cali them

many cali them the pigmy musk, and

'hebookscomplete the lisc with Moschus-meminna.

An oidwriter says of it; “ There is a creature

""hisland(Ceylon) no bigger than a haré, though

every part rightly resembleth a deer; of a gray
color, with white spots and good meat.”

Good meat1 Ah, that ’s their misfortune ! The
good meat which they carry on their bones is the
cause of their being hunted with dogs, caught in
traps, and killed by a stick thrown against their
legs, when they come into a garden at night to
feed on the yoiing sweet-potatoes.

They have no hortis, and the skull is shaped
something like that of a rat, with very long and
strong tusks. It is said by some writers that,
when chased by animais, they wiil leap into the
air, catch on to the branch of a tree by their
tusks, and hang there till all is safe. Whether
this is true or not, it is certain that they do make
wonderful jumps; though when hunted by men
and dogs, they run for a hollow log, or for the
water, where they quickly swim out of the reach
of hunters.

No animal—not even a cat—can be more grace-
ful than these littie creatures; and, like Pussy,
too, they can, if they like, give a sharp bite.
They are of a glossy red-brown color, though now
and then one is found of a snowy white. That
happy deer who is white is at once adopted as a
pet, and never, never thought of as “ meat.”

They have large !>lack eyes, full of expression,
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and liquid as a gazelle’s are said to be, and their legs
are no bigger than a common lead-pencil, with
the daintiest littie black hoofs you can imagine.

The babies of this pretty family are about the
size of very young kitiens; and, if taken before they
learn to be afraid of people, they are easiiy tamed,
and are interesting pets about a house.

Now, | ’ll tell you about the one in the picture,
whose fiame was Joan. She was born in the

“DEAR LITTLE
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hunter. He carefully secured them, and caricd
them off to the city of Singapore, where he hoped
to sell them.

Passing through the Street, an American sailor
whose ship lay in the harbor, saw the pteity
strange creatures, and—after the fashion of silors
—"bought them to carry home, though he had to
pay for them with his watch.

The strange new home of the timid littie fe)ni|;

«IHE LITTILLE DEER.

island of Sumatra, and, when quietly feedingone
day wilh three companions, had the misfortune to
be seen by a dog. Now, a dog is the worst enemy
of the whole deer family, and of course the four
took to their fleet littie heels, and in a few minutes
were all safely hidden in a nice hollow log, where
they crouched in the dark, trembling at the fearful
bark of their big noisy enemy outside.

But, as it happened, the dog had a raaster
behind him, and the master carne up and dragged
the whole party, more dead than alive, out of their
retreat. They are very cunning, and they pre-
tended to be dead; but that did not deceive the

was the ship “ Jaiiet," bound for New York, ad
the hed of the small passengevs was made ins
cozy corner of the captain's cabin, uvnae: liisbunk
—which is the sailor word for bed, you knou.
There were four of tliem, as | said, and their o«er
gave them the not very descriptive fiames, J®
and Jill, Darby and Joan. The vessel sailed, mfl
their long voyage of more than fourmonthsbegan'
There was another resident of the captans
cabin, a pet parrot, who at once stnick up <
intimacy with the new-comers, eviden 1y VelcomitiS
them as society in his lonely life. Finding
they were not to be liurt, tlie deer, afterawwii
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| eitiv quite Rt home, and Poli was on the most
Sclionate terms with them. He delighted to

jchon their backs or their heads, and to talk to
tHT caliing each by its own fiame, or, all together.
Ibis "dear litlle deer.”

Duting the long voyage, there was one tragic
laffair. One day, Poli was much pleased to find
| added to the family of four, two little deer babies.
Ilhg' were about as big as very young Kittens,
Itliough they did not look like Pussy’s babies, hav-
ling long legs, like aJl their family. This was an
Itrent, to be sure, in a dull, tedious voyage, and

Iwas very much interested in tlie little stran-
Joets. He stood nearly all the time perched on a
Ito where he could see them, turning his wise
lhead first one side and then the other, exainining
Itiemcuriously, and calling them also, most affec-
[ticnalely, his “ dear little deer.”

This happy State of affairs carne to-a sad end,
|bt meaos of the bables” father. W hy he did that
Idrcadful thing, nobody knows, of course. W hethcr
Ik thought Ufe in a ship was worse than an early
Ideaih, or whether he was jealous of the attention
lihey had, that strange parent—you ’ll be horrified
Itoheai—put an end to their short lives by biting
|off their legs with his sharp front teeth !

Thisivas a grief to Poli, but it was only the be-
Ipnning of sorrows. W hen the “ Janet” reached
ISiady Hook, it was winter, and coid is fatal to
Icelicate natives of the south. The litlle family
Inie provided with the warmest of bedding, to
llecp them comfortable; but, while the captain
Ins on deck, two of them wandered away from
[tl«ir quarters and died of coid.

Poor Poli took this to heart; he sat disconso-

dyonhis perch and mourned in silence. But
khtn they reached New York, and another of the
pily died of coid, the bird evideiitly made up

smindthat all was over. He retired to his own

merof the cabin, became very low-spirited, and
titdy refused to speak. It did not even arouse
pio seethe last one go away, which she did, in
kniarket-haslcet.  To this green-coated philosopher
|IK»titld seemed, no doubt, a hollow mockery,—
jieeting show.

~he only survivor of the pretty family—the

«edjoaii—had become accustomed to life in

ip; but a basket was new and strange, and

fP Aereached the home of the gentlenian who

I Wght hci-, she was more timid tlian ever.

prdly dared to stand up, but crouchcd, always
"fio run jn an instant.

she had new acquaintances to make.

wtre, first, the dog, of whose intentions

A aways suspicious—with good reason. Per-

"I'tenworse was the cat,—a fearful monster in
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her eyes,—who, it must be admitted, showed the
greatest eagerness to catch her, no doubt with the
desire to make a meal of her, as Pussy’s big cousin,
the tiger, does of the little deer’s cousins, in coun-
tries where they both are wild.

Besides the two animals who made life a terror
to her, there was a new variety, of human kind,
to get used to. On the ship were only raen, and
she had learned that they would not hurt her; but
this new species, with long, rustling skirts, she did
not understand, and what she did not understand
always frightened her. She was in a constant
State of nervous watchfuincss.

When called by her master,—who named her
Nan—she would come to him and allow him to
caress her, even showing her affection by licking
his hand like a dog; but the slightest noise would
send her like a flash across the room behind a
table or chair, to hide, and the slaminingofa door
would make her spring two or three feet into the
air. Her tiny feet made no noise on the carpet,
and her motions were so rapid, she seemed to
fairly glide over it like a spirit.

It was not meant that this beautiful pet should
die, like her unfortunate relations, with coid. So
herhome was made in a basket in the warm room
of the house-mistress, where she could never feel a
chill, not be in danger from dog or cat, however
savage, though she was not confined to this room,
but ran al!l over the house. She lived upon vege-
tables, which her sharp teeth cut like a knife;
parsnips, carrots, sweet-potatoes, and cabbage
were on her bili of fare.

She was the most quiet of pets, though when
fed she had a sort of low whistle; and sometimes
she would utter a whinnying cry, which in Borneo
is considered by the natives an evil ornen, so por-
tentous that a newly married pair, on hearing the
sound, will at once separate, being sure that the
marriage would prove unfortunate.

This attractive little deer lived some days in the
new liéme, and the whole family had become much
attached to her, hopingby summer to make her so
much at home that she would ruii about every-
where, and also to teach the dog and cat that she
was a pet, and not to be touched. But their hopes
were dashed one morning’ to find her dead in her
basket.

It may have been the food, for, in her native
woldsshe ate berries and fiuits; orpossibly a chill,
or some sudden terror which had startled her
sensitive nerves. Whatever the cause, poor little
Joan was at rest,

There is—or there was, a few months ago—in a
window on Maiden Lafie, in New York, a group
of Mouse Deer, stuffed and standing up like life.
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“ Oh, the Spring has come,” clirped the dear
littie birds
| As they opened their clrowsy eyes.
And shook out the fans in their pretty uils,
And tumed up their heads to the skies.

*’T is time now to look for a place to ljuild™—
So Robin engaged an elm tree.
1. The black Crow she spoke for a tall pine’s top,
Where high in the world she might be.

The SpaiTOw took lease of an oid ox-track
With grasses to thatch it all o’er.

I like a low cottage,"” she said to herself,—
“ With a daisy to nod by the door.”

The Swallow she fancied the comer lot
Of the barn, ’neath the sloping eaves;
The Oriole sought for a graceful twig,
Where her eradle could rock with the bteeze.

“ The Spring has come,” said each littie flower
As she stirred in her damp, brown bed;
V. First Snowdrop peeped in her neat white cap,
Then raodestly hung down her head.
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“ Do | hear Sir Robin?” said Crocus white,
“{ am certainly late,” cried she;
Then popped out her head fiom under the clothes,
And looked straight into the tree,

The May-Flower woke, and she drew from the moss
On which she had pillowed her head,

Her small waxen phials of odorous sweets
To perfume her soft, lowly bed.

ML

“ T is darksome down here,” moaned Violet blue;

VIl . . .
She had to slip back just behind a green leaf,
'T was so bright for her tender young eye.

" These rich, golden beams,” said Buttercup gay,
“ | will take to my dairy brown,
And citurn them and pat them in bright littie balls,
The green of my young buds to Crown,”

“ O, there is a hee !” cried Miss Clover, so red,
“ He ’s buzzing because | 'm not up;”
So she sprang into sight with her sweet honey jars,
And asked Mr. Bee in to sup.

A busy time is this fresh, bright Spving
. For Birdie and Bee and for Flowers;
Tliete ’s work for each in its own littie world.
And joy just the same as in ours.



476 THE

THE

MAJOR S BIG-TALK

MAJOR’S BIG-TALK STORIES.

STORIES. [‘UB.

No. L

By F. Blake Crofton.

o k-l

" MANGO SeiZzSD THE UEAK FIRMLY BY THE TAIL."

In this story, the Major recounts an incident of
his Africa.n travels, which is just nothing at all
compared with certain other matters and events
which have come to the knowledge of that remark-
able man.

My negro gardener carne to me one evening in
great alarm, and stated that his twin sons, Mango
and Chango, had taken out his gun that morning,
and had been missing ever since. 1 atonce loaded
my rifle, loosed my Culjan ljlood-hound, and fol-
lowed the man to his hut. There | put the dog
upon the boys’ scent, following on horseback
myself.

It turned out that the young scamps had gone
on the trail of a large bear, though they were only
thirteen years oid, and their fathér had often
warned them not to meddie with wild beasts.
They began their adventure by hunting the bear,
but ended, as often happens, in being hunted by
the bear: for Bruin had turned upon them, and
chased them so hard that they were fain to drop
the gun and take to a tree.

It was a sycamore of peculiar shape, sending
forth from its stem many small, but only two large,

branches. These two were some thirty feet from
the ground, and stretched almost horizonfally in
opposite directions. They were as like cach ather
as the twin brothers themselves. Chango lok
refuge on one of these, Mango on the other.

The bear hugged the tree till he liad elimbedas
far as the fork. There he hesitatcd an insunt,
and then began to creep along the branch iidi
supported Chango. The beast advanced doKkly
and gingerly, sinking his claws inlo the bark
every step, and not depending too much upon his
balancing powets.

Chango’s position was now far from pleasint.
It was useless to play the trick—weil known lo
bear-hunters—of enticing the animal out to a part
where the branch would yield beneath jts gi«<
weight, for there was no higher branch wilhi
Chango’s reach, by catching which he could sn
himself from a deadly fal!,—thirty feet sheer.

Three more steps, and the bear would be upa
him, or he would be upon the ground- Brivc
the boy was, his teeth chattered.

At ¢is moment, Mango, nerved to heroism

his brother’s peril, moved rapidlyfrom theopp*
site lirab of the tree. stepping behind thebcai
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liegrasped with one hand a small higher bough,
fhich extended to whbere he stood, but not to
. riere liis brother lay; wilh the other hand, he
jezd the animal firmly by its stumpy tail. The
bear turned to punish his rash assailant; but,
logryas he was, he turnee! caiitiously. It was no

| osytask to right-about-face on a branch which
jlready had begun to tremble and sway beneath
. bis weiglit.

Cliango was saved, for the bear evidently had

liansferred his animosity to Mango, whom he pur-
| ssd step by step, toward the extremity of the
ollifrlimb. But Chango was not the boy to leave
bis brother and rescuer in the lurch. Waiting
uttil Ihe enraged brute was well embarked upon
Hango's branch, he pulled its tail, as he had seen
bis brother do before. Again Bruin turned awk-
Kirdy, and resumed the interrupted chase of

[ Crenco.

The twins continued their tactics with success.
| Whenever the bear was well advanced on one

ib,and dangerously ciése to one twin, the other

ntinwould sally from the other limb and puli his
@l The silly animal always would yield to his
latest impulse of wrath, and suffer himself to be
| dirarted from the enemy who was almost in his
| dutches.

After two hours of disappointment, he learned
[hismistake. He was now, for the tenth time, on
| Cnangos btanch, and very near Chango. In vain

Magodragged at liis hinder extremity; he kept
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gnmly on till Mango, forced to choose between
letting go the brute’s tail or the higher branch
which enabled him to keep his feet, let go the
former.

Chango could now retreat no farther, and he
was hardiy a yard beyond the beaFs reach. The
branch was swaying more than ever, and the beast
seemed quite aware that he might tax its strength
too far. After a pause, he advanced one of his
fore feet a quarter of a yard. To increase the
beav’ difficulty in seizing him, the terrified boy let
himself down and swung with liis hands from tlie
bough.

He was hanging jn suspense between two fright-
ful deaths. His heart was sinking, his fingers
were relaxing.

Then the deep baying of a hound struck his
ear, and his hands again closcd firmly on the
branch. In a moment, a blood-hound and a horse-
man sprang through the underwood.

Chango held on like grim deatli,—held on till
he heard the sharp reportofa rifleringing through
the air; held on till the falling carcass of the bear

' passed before his eyes; held on till | had dimbed

the tree, crawled along the branch, and, grasping
liis wearied wrists, assisted him to get back to the
fork of the tree, and rest a bit.

If that bear only liad understood in time tbat a
boy in the hand is worth two in the bush, he
might have lengthened his days and gone down
with honor to the grave !

HOwW BO-PEEP-S SHEEP WERE FOUND.

By Geo. J. Varney.

It drifted even full between the top of the
u and the sheep have n't come1”

j»ied Johnny, as he looked into the house, after
| taking a path to the barn.
| "Sheeps in big snow-d’ift, | dess,” wisely as-
IwiedlitUe Janiie.

I'm afraid they have run off and got lost, so
l«lineversee ’'em again,” mourned Bo-peep.
1. “y*6'key have found a sheltered place in
1“' Wies somcwhere,” replied Johnny.

| shelter out-of-doors from such a
| asthis has been,” said the mother, softly, as
M glance out upon the snow-cov-

J™lossoftheir sheep, or even of three or four
TQiiid be a serious matter to this fatherless

family; for the sale of the lambs and wool, and
of the butter and eggs from one cow and a score of
heiis, was all they had to live upon, excepting what
Johnny and Bo-peep earned picking blue-berries
on the plains, in summer, and cranberries on the
incadow, for a neighbor, in the autumn. They
had a few acres of land, from ivhich Johnny usu-
ally raised vegetables enough for the family, and
cut hay sufficicnt for the cow and sheep. But the
flock had iiicreased, and this season the hay was
falling short.

Only late in the day, before tlie storm, the sheep
had been let out to nilsble the coarse, green herb-
age that appeared in numerous patches, where the
snow had nielted away lietween the pines on tlie
neighboring plains. It was usually Bo-peep’ busi-
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ness to watch them, and so it was on this occasion.
But a little before dark she carne running into the
house, very much out of breath, exclaiming:

“ Mother, the sheep are just as ugly as they can
be 1 They would n’t follow me, and when | tried
to drive them home, they ran back, every way,
and | could n’t get them home, at all,—not one of
em.”

“ Don’t worry yourself, dear,” said her mother ;
“ sit down in the rocking-chair and rest. Johnny
will go after them as soon as he comes.”

Johnny did go after them, but—as we have
aiready learned—without success; and so the
sheep were out in the greatest snow-storm of the
season.

“ All this comes because Bo-peep got vexed
with the sheep, and left 'em,” said Johnny.

“We hope that she will learn to be more
patient,” replied their mother, stroking Bo-peep’s
head.

“ Had n’t you better run over to Mr. Brown’s,
Johnny, and see if the sheep did n’t go in there?”

After shoveling a path to the well, and preparing
more wood for the fiie, Johnny went.

“ No,” said Mr. Brown, in reply to Johnny’s
question; “ the sheep have n’t been here, and |
have n’t seen or heard anything of ’em. When ’d
they go away ?”

Johnny told him how they happenedto be lost.

“ Don’t you worry about ’em. They ’re in the
bushes, somewhere. They ’ll trample the snow
down around ’ein, so as to get at the bushes. If
twas only among birch and beech bushes, now,
those sheep would get along well enough,—but
among these saplin’ pines—I1 don’know. | hope
that the wolves, they tell of clown river, wont be
prowlin’ around this way. They ’re drefful ere’tur’s
to kill sheep.”

Johnny started for home, feeling more hopeless
and sad than when he had come. It was now cer-
tain that the sheep and young lambs were stuck in
the snow somewhere on the woody plains. Johnny
had intended to search the thickets on his way
home; but when he left the ridge along which
the road ran, the deep snow so clogged and bound
him, that he made but little progress, and was at
length forced to go home without the least token
of the missing flock. Bo-peep cried when she
heard Johnny’s report, and her mother could
scarcely keep back the tears when she thought that
ifthey should lose their flock, they could not make
the payments due on their little homestead.

The larger part of the next day was spent by
Johnny in going from hill to hill, and in climbing
trees, where he peered into every vista, and lis-
tened to every sound,—if, by good fortune, he
might catch a glimpse of a fleece, or the faintest

HOwW BO-PEEP’S SHEEP

WERE FOUND.
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bleating of sheep or lamb. Severa! times hedd
hear bleats, but so smothered that he could n«
tell whence they proceeded, or so distant thathe
supposed they carne from a neighbor's flock.

The day after the storm had been warm, ad
this was warmer still, melting the snow awnay in
some spots ; but toward night the wind changed
and the air grew very cool; and Johnny hastened
home to do up the evening chores.

By day-break the next morning he was aut-of.
doors. He found, as he had expected, a owsi
upon the snow firm enough to bear him. Having
milked lhe cow and fed the hens, he s.it down witi
his mother to their breakfast; then, after brief
devotions, he sallied out upon the piny plains.

The poor birds, which had come in mimbets
during the warm days when the snow was off, e
now chillecl and nearly famished. Johnny coud
see them, now and then, searching about in tlie
great trees and in the thickets for the least moral
of food. Several times he caught sight of rabbits,
hopping about the copses, or sitting, with long cis
erect, and large, wondering eyes, as if to inoirc
and hear “ why in the world the hoy was staring,
about in these woods.”

Now a fish-hawk sailed slowly over, liigli inl
air ; and, yonder, a straggling flock of croOT hui-
ried toward some unseen point, for some unknofii |
purpose.

Everything looked so cheerful when he staiied, |
that Johnny had confidently expected success;
but, as noon drew nigb, the softening crust yieldd |
more and more under his feet, and he grew teeatvl
and despondent. He had searchcd in an ewer
widening circle about the spot where the sheepl
were last seen,—but not a track fior token of them(
had yet been discovered.

Hungry and weary, he turned toward honie,wiilil
a choking feeling in his throat, and sometimes|
with misty eyes.

Though he now broke through the crust at evcrjl
step, the snow was rarely more than knee-deepij
but there was a snowy gully to cross, in the bot-f
tom of which ran, usually, a small rivulet, noval
deep stream. A fallen tree enabiedhim tocrossthisl
without a wetting. The top led him intoa spnrdl
the main gully,—deep, narrow, and shaded bjl
great pines. This had been drified full of sno®l
which, owing to its shaded position, had thav«l
but little. Johnny threw himself flat upon WI
mass, and began to crawl along, thinkingthatt
he would not sink, as he must if he stood upon
feet. _

Between him and the fringe of bushes sonl
twenty feet distant, marking the edge of the a j
the snow had sunken away in a saucer-like caub'|
and in the very center of this appeared a 4l |
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oening. Johnny feared therg was a spring, or
~gmire, underneath, into which he might fall; he

iherefore turned to make a wide Circuit of the

Toolate! He suddenly found the snow breaking
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creatures under the loose snow his fall had thrown

over him.

Lambs bleated in affright j and Johnny

perceived that he had tumbled into the midst of a

flock of sheep.

They had come into this shady hollow for shelter

JOHNHY BRINGS THE SHBB»* OPT OF THE GULLV

angybeneath him, and before he could throw him-
ssliupona finner part, or grasp a bough, he found
ftathe was falling rapidly down, together with a
gretmass of snow. Confused and blinded, amid
te snowy avalanche, for some moments he could

discern where he was. He was not in the
weter; but there was rapid movement of living

from the storm, and been buried under the drift-

ing snow.

The warmth of their bodies had soon

thawed away a cavity, the snow had settled, and a

large breathing-hole had formed above them.

So here were the lost sheep and lambs, all hud-

dled together in the gully,

snug and warm.

The snow had melted from the mossy and porous
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soil, and the shmbs and herbage were all gnawed
ciése. The sheep might still be hungry, but they
were not starving.

Pretty soon all had shaken themselves out from
the fallen snow, so tbat each one could be plainly
seen. Johnny counted them ; none were missing,
except one wcakly lamb. How to get them out,
now, was the question. He trod steps for himself,
up the bank of snosv, but the sheep would not fol-
low; so he went home, rather late for dinner, but
with a heart so merry, that It was as good as a feast.

After dinner, he repaired again to the gully,

EASTER
By Lillian

In the oid days of Rome, when the Pope was
absoluta ruler, and before the present King of Italy
lived there with his sweet, young wife, HolyWeek,
the last week in Lent, whicli ends with Easter Sun-
day, used to be celebrated so prettily tbat strangers
went from far and nearto see the spectacle. There
were all sorts of processions in the streets, fine
inusic in the churches, ceremonies in the great
basilica of St. Peter, and everybody looked happy;
for the Itaiians seem a great deal more like grown-
up children than like men and women. They are
fond of all bright, pleasant things, and though it is
their religién to observe the rites of Hoiy Week,
the doing so gladdens them, for other reasons.

But all these ceremonies cease at the cidése of
Easter Sunday, which is made a sort of beautiful
climax to the week of celebrations. Everybody
who can get there hurries to St. Petcr’s, the largest
cburch in the world, you know, and the one you
see illuminated in the picture. There all the most
importan! ceremonies take place, and everybody
wants to see them. St. Peter’sison the right bank
of the muddy Tibor, which flows swiftly through
Rome, dividing the city somewhat as tlie river
Seine divides the city of Paris. The largest por-
tion of the town, where most of the people live, is
on the left side of the river; sowhen they go to St.
Peter’s—and that is very often—they have to cross
the bridge of St. Angelo, as the picture shows.
The Castle of St. Angelo is the big round fortress
you see at the right; and from there a Street leads
directly to the great place, or piazza, as the Itaiians
cail it, before St. Peter’s.

At each corner of the front of the church begins
a grand covered walk, calledacolonnade. Forsome

IN ROME. oo

carrying a dish of salt, agreeable to flocks aliet
green forage. He gave each of the sheep alase
then put a littie on each step, and the ewesallfd
lowed him up, and the lambs after them,—onb
he had to bring two or three. One, the weakest
he carried all the way home.  So they went hore
in regular procession; first Johnny with the st
dish in his hand and a lamb in his arms; iren
two ewes and a lamb ; then a ewe and two lants

It was a pleasant sight to this humble family,—
who certainly ate their bread and milk that night
witli gladness of heart.

IN ROME.

Gilbert Browne.

distance this covered walk, which has four rownsof
handsome pillars to support the roof, comes straight
from the front of the church. Then it curves cu
into an oval form, and nearly surrounds the open
place, which would othersvise be a squarc. Look
ing down from the roof of the church, the colon
nades seem like great stone sickles, the handlesjoin
ing the boilding, and the bladcs—the points toward
each other—inclosing the piazza. The colonnades,
favorite places for the Romans to walk in when the
piazza is sunny and hot, are always crowded when
the people are waiting to see or attend any of le
famous ceremonials of the church.

St. Peter’s itself is so big, so much bigger than
any church youand | have ever seen in this country,
that | am afraid you would get very littie ideaof it
if 1 should say it was 696 feet at its longest part,
and 4.50 feet at its widest. It is built, like most
Roman churches, in the form of a cross, and just
over the part where the arms of the cross, ortran-
sept, sepéarate from the body of the cross, ot naie,
rises the great dome, which is 403 feet from the
floor to the top. Beside this great dome, are o
lesser but not littie ones, and six, | think, redly
small ones; and it was the lighting of all of them
which made St. Petcr’s so magnificent on Easter
Sunday evening.

On Easter Sunday morning, there used to bea
Service in St. Peter’s, in which the Pope took pat
The great interior was crowded with ladies ad
gentlemen, the ladies all w ¢aring black dresscsami
veils, and the gentlemen, evening dress or handt
some unlfbrms. There was beautiful music, ad
chanting by the priests; and after it was ower, te
Pope was lifted in his great chair of stale, ad
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borne on the shoulders of men in a long procession
from the church. Abdut noon he appeared on the
gallery in front of the big dome and over the great
door of the church, and looking down on the crowds
in the piazza below, gave them his blessing.

This was a very pretty sight. The place was full
of people; fathers, mothers, girls and boys, babies
held up in their mothers’arms, and little bits of
toddling children, all dtessed in their best, with
bright-colored garments and shining chains and
rings—the Italians lovejewelry, and wear all they
can get—all looking bright and happy, waiting
patiently for the Pope to come. Even the strangers
who did not think as he did were glad to see him,
for he was a gentle, kindly oid man, and looked
very handsome, standing above the people in his
white robe and rich, red cloak.

But the most splendid part of the festival was
when, just at dusk, the whole church of St. Peter’s
was illuminated, as you see in the picture, by forty-
four hundred lamps. These were hung on all the
pillars of the pértico, the comers of the walls, the
angles of the domes—wherever, in fact, the line of
light could bring out the shape of the building.
Even the great cross on the big bronze ball at the
top of the largo dome looked like a cross of fire.
If the evening were dark, the “one walls of the
building seemed to disappear, and a monster cage
of flame to stand in its place.

“DAFFY-DOWN'DILLY.

[An,

About an hour and a quartor after sunsei, when
the people had begun to grow tired of this sp«.
tacle, 250 workmen would, ir? almost as littie time
as it takes to tell it, cliange ithe lamps for blazino
torches. This was the most imposing sight of tit
day, and the people waited for itpatiently forhouts.
It was well worth seeing, too. Travelers slood in
the streets, side by side with the Romans, thaiihej-
mightwitnesswhat they could never witness in their
own countries. Perhaps the sight will never ke
observed in Rome again, because for some yeas
before the gentle oid Pope, Pi6 Nono, died, and ewer
since the new Pope, Leo X., was chosen, the auistom
of illuminating Sc. Peter’s has been discontinued.

Those who have seen it know how beautiful
was, and how delighted the Roman people wete
after spending the day in idly wandcring about tre
city; whole families together visiting, chatiering,
and enjoying the sunshine, with the illuminations,
and the fire-works that sometimes rose high oer
the gloomy castle of St. Angelo, and fell inlo ibe
dark, hurrying river.

The castle of St. Angelo was built by ire
Emperor Hadrian, for a tomb for himself and liis
descendants, and for a long time their remains
were placed there. But when the Gnths cant
down from Germany, they turned it into a forress,
without asking anybody’s leave, and a fortress ii
has remained ever since.

“DAFFY-DOWN-DILLY.”

By Susan Hartley.

POOR littie Daffy-down-Dilly!
She slept with her head on a rose,
When a sly moth miller kissed her,
And left some dust on her nose.

Poor littie Daffy-down-Dilly !
She woke when the dock struck ten,

And hurried away to the Fairy Queen’s ball,
Down in the shadowy glen.

Poor littie Daffy-down-Dilly !
Right dainty was she and fair,

In her bodice of yellow satin,
And petticoat green and rare.

But to look in her dew-drop mirrot,
She quite forgot when she rose.
And into the Queen’s high presence
Tripped with a spot on her nose.

Then the littie knight who loved hcr—
O, he wished that he were dead,
And the Queen’s maid began to titier,

And tossed her saucy head.

And up from her throne so stately,
The wee Queen rose in her power,

Just waved her light wand o’er her.
And she changed into a flower-

Poor littie Daffy-down-Dilly'!
Now in silver spring-time hours
She wakes in the sunny meadows.
And lives with the other flowers.

Her beautiful yellow bodice
W ith green skirts wears she still,
And the children seek and love her,
But they cali her Daffodil.
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KITTY'S MOTHER.

By a. G. Pilympton.

I WONDER if any one thinks how tiresome it is
I ljea'little girl, and how perfectly horrid a girl’s
Lother can he, if she chooses? No; that’s the
wret about grown people, they never seem to sus-

[ that there is anything out of the way about

They are saints in white, of course. Ah,

|hu| Kitty’s mother: She is perfectly splendid.

1 don’t know Kitty’s mother very well, but they
llive in a “ splendiferous” big house next to ours,
and | often hear what goes on at the other side of
I Ihe fence.

My motlier makes me wait on her all day long.
|[Its*“ Mary Jane, just put on your hat and run
doan to Bennet’s, and see why they don’t send the
ccal ; or, “ Mary Jane, step 'round to Hazleton’s,
and tell them to send me a peck of potatoes.”
\erynice, to be sure. Why don’t she “ just run
round to Bennet’s,” or “ step into Hazleton’s”
herself, ifit ’s such a trifie.

Kitty's mother says; “ Don’t wear yourself out
| carrying that heavy parasol. Let Eliza hold it
o-er your head, love.” | heard her as they were

Iwalking in the garden.

Imagine my mother thinking that | could wear
linyself out- No, not though 1 ran errands and
Itendedhaby, and ran up and down stairs all day

Andoh, once 1 was in the toy-shop, and Kitty
land her mother carne in, and her mother did
lactually say, “ Don't you see anything here that
youwouldlike, Kitty, dear?” And “ Kitty, dear,”
i likeasimplcton, said, “ No, mamma.”

Iwish my mother would let me cali her “ mam-
Itng” it sounds so stylish, and makes you feel just
lhkeagirl inabook; but she says “ mother” isthe

most beautiful iame in the world. | 'm sure, |
1dont think so.

People say that 1 'm not a good littie girl, and |
I linkit’s because | ’'m not brought up judiciously.
J It spoils a child’s disposition to be constantly
Lilwaned, and that ’s why | do a great many things
] thet ate bad. That ’s why | tear my clothes so
I dten, and make up faces behind people’s backs.
Il’'maggravated. If my mother was not so strict
I about my going to school, | think | should be a
. mub better girl. 1 Il tell you how | have to
| loetiagewhen | don’t want to go, 1 get the twins,

jttdbegin the most interesting play that ever was.

Jstaswe get all ready to have the party, or get
I>0thecars fora joumey, or something exciting, |

shpshortand say : “ | can’t play any more now;

it’s school time.” Then Lucy sets up the most
awful howl, and as she has been sick, it is n’t good
for her to cry, so if mother ’s pretty busy, and
can’t ’tend to her, she says: “ Perhaps you had
better stay at home to-day, Mary Jane. Lucy is
so fretfu!, and will have to be amused.” And then
| get them into the yard, and run away and have a
good time by myself. | know it is n’t right, but
I ’'m aggravated to it.

But what 1 particularly like about Kitty’s mother
is that she is so interested in everything you do,
and is so encouraging. Now, there is that compo-
sition | wrote, and mother snubbed so. At least,
she said | had better try something more simple,
and would n’t let me give it in. It begins: “ It
was a beautiful spring morning, and all nature
seemed to blend with one accord into each other.”
Well, | always thought it was real good, and when
I read it to Kitty’s mother, she said she thought it
was beautiful, and that | would turii out a famous
authoress.

All this | wrote one day in my Journal. It is
dated May Zist, 1879, a year ago, so now | can
tell you what happened aftcrward when | had a
chance to compare Kitty’s mother with my osvn.

One day, Kitty’s mother carne to see mine. |
supposed that she had come to make a cali, and |
thought that was splendid, 'cause | believed that
she might influence her to bring me up as she did
Kitty. But, oh, she had an object in coming that
I never should have dreamt of. She wanted to
adopt me for a companion for Kitty. | was in the
room when she told my mother so, and my heart
bounced, | can tell you.

1 thought mother looked amused at first, and
she put her hand under my chin to hold my face
up to hers, and said: “ Do you want to leave your
mother, dear?” | really believe she thought |
would n’t want to go.

When | said, “ Oh, mother, do let me,” a great
blush carne over her face. “ I will think it over,”
she said, quietly, to Kitty’s mother, “ and | ’Il let
you know my decision.”

She had a long talk with father when he carne
home. | don’t think he approved of my going,
but after the twins were in bed and baby asleep,
she carne into my room, and told me that she had
concluded to let me try it for a raonth, while she
and the children paid a visit to grandpa.

I could hardiy believe my senses, for | never
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supposed she would let rae go, and | was wild with
delight. “ Kitty’s mother is a perfect love,” | de-
clared, and mother Idssed me gently and left me.
In just a week, 1 began to be Kitty’s mother’s
little girl. My trunk was carried over to the big

MARY JANE AND THE TWIKS.

house, and | kissed my mother,—my firs nother
you know, and the twins, and carried the b, by to
the caniage that was to take them to the station,
and after seeing it drive away, | followed Kilty to
my splendid nev/ home.

I had never been in the house before. When |
had seen Kitty and her mother, it had always been
in the garden or the little summer-house near our
own home. That Iswhere | read my composition
to them, and learned to think Kitty’s mother per-
fection. But now | entered the tiled hall, and
walked through the elegant roonis on either side
of it. It just turned my head to think of living
there.

“ Now we ’ll go upstairs, and you shall see the
room that has been prepared for you,” said my
mamma.

“Yes, mamma, said Mary Jane, tossing her
golden curls as she glode down the marble hall.”
This | said out loud, but | intended to say only
“ yes, mamma,” the rest carne out before | knew
it. You see, | was pretending | was in a book.

MOTHER. 1A, |

Kitty’s mother laughed oi'tright. “ You areihe
most amusing. child,” said she; “but | shouij
think being called Mary Jane would take the poetry
out ofanything.”

“ It does,” said I, eageriy. “ Iwant tobecallea
May Jetiiiie instead. "~hen . would be happy,"

So May Jennie | became. jn tno or thr«
days, « almost forgot that | ever had been clled
Mary Jane at all. My new mother was just de
gant, | thought, and there were no errands and o
baby. + did n’t know just what to make of Kitiy,
She was n’t a bit like me or any girl | knw,

When | played with herit
always retninded me of lie
day | was shut up inire
spare chamber, and nede
believe that my image in
the glass was another liitle
girl and tried to play «iil
it. She would do just wet
1 did, but she would tew
do anything first. Shedd
n’t care to play much, awy-
way. Her mother said thet
she was too delicaie, and |
felt that | ought to be to
delicate, too. Al first, it
was great fun to prelend to
be too feeble to move, ad
cali a servant every time |
wanted anything; but!got
very tired of lltat sortd
thing, by and by. One day | said to Kitty'snuother;

“ I should like to just go and splash around in
a mud-puddle as | used to do when | wesVaiy
Jane Huni."

i thought she never would let me, on accountof
my fine clothes, but she said “ amafraid youcan
find a mud-puddle, there has been so litlle ran
lately: but you can tell Thomas to take the hoe
and make one for you:”

i could n’t help laughing at this plan. *“ I soud
feel pretty cheap to do that. 1think I'H *
book and read instead.”

“ There,” said she, “ that just proves mytredyj
You never would have cared to do such things, Ii
your mother had not been so strict.
she doesn’t know how to bring up children. WA,
my dear, how warm you look 1”

1 suppose | did look warm. 1 fclt mad. nq
should she'go and talk in that way about n y moiBet
To be sure, | had complained about hertoniys
when . was Mary Jane Hunt, and grumbled
cause she made me run errands, and amusc1'
baby, and piclc up threads off the carpet, bul

About this time | began to think it weswg
queer | had received no letters from mother. ~’
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(élhad no* asked her to write to me, because 1
hedn't thought anything about it then. | longed
tohearwhat they were doing at grandpa’s. So
ceeday | sat down and wrote:

Mothbr: Why don’t yo'.i'write to me? | -wantto know if
ik MiMcty « « “'h Rodif the baby ia as cross now that
lisiKiihaibrens"- | 'm having a splendid time.

Tlien this | scratched out and wrote instead:

fliE isi very liandsoRie house indccd. Does graiidpa lot the
JpdtGride oid Wliitey, and does AuntPnie make many dough.
ojis” | can eatjuai as much cake as | want to, here; but ihey
<)on'tbaveaiiydoughnuts. | don't seewhy. Do write soon lo your
Mary Jane.

When the answer carne, it wasa real short one.
Jlothet said the children had all gone huckle-
berrying—(Ohdon’t | like to gohuckleberrying 1)—
sndshe never wrote a word about seeing me again.
I iliought she would say when she was coming
hone, and how glad she would be to see me when
te month was over. Could it be that she ex-
pected me to live with Kitty’s mother always ?
1right down and cried at the thought of it.

| made my eyes so red, that Kitty’s mother
dedarecl that 1 should reccive no more letters.

“It just upsets you,” said she, “ and besides,
ilieii a person adopts a child, she does n’t expect
therclalives to meddie with it.”

Meddie! | began to think
Biolher.
1told llie truth when | wrote that | could have
dHthe cake | wanted, for Kitty and | used to have
lasoiit. | don't believe it agreed with me, for
before Iliat inonth was over | became real ill.
Nt 1 knew why Kitty did n’t care to play, and
preferred to loll all day on the lounge. | couldn’t
h"dmyhead up, and | felt as cross as a bear. Oh,
howl did snap at people if they spoke to me !

Of coiirsc, | would not take any of the medicines
ptescribed for me, for | never do until my mother
ocakes me.  And Kitty’s mother only laughed
«benlflung them away. She did n’t seem to try
todoanything to make me more comfortable; but
W e entirely in Eliza’s hands. | began to feel
devalué of the mother | had left. All day long

aied for her, till that hateful Eliza said; * Lor’,
dis lwould n’t be crying for her, she isn’thalfso

%nt asyour new ma.”

Chdear, 1 did feel so mad and so sick, | could n’t
thirkof anything half horrid enough to say to her.
i@ldonly lie there and cry.

Isuppose | must have been pretty sick. | know
Ifelthottid. How | wished | was healthy Mary

I hated Kitty’s
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Jane Hunt again, with the baby and the errands,
and the strict mother thrown in.

* She is a hundred raillion times better tharr
Kitty’s mother, after all,” | sobbed to the pillow.

W hen the doctor carne, and inquircd for Miss
May Jennie, | screamed out that my fiame was
Mary Jane Hunt, and | suppose he must have
thought | was raving.

But Eliza explained that that was my real fiame,
and May Jennie only my new fiame | had taken,
and all about my coming there to live.

He was n’t the regular family doctor, for he had
gone out of lown, but | thought this one must be
just as good, and better, too, when he took my
hand and said: “ Oh, ho ! so that ’s the trouble, is
it?  Well, Miss Mary Jane, we must get you back
to your own mother. That ’s the kind of medicine
you need.” And so a telegram was dispatched
that very night to Mrs. Deborah Hunt, and the
next morning | was lying in her dear, kind arras.

1had to take my medicines regularly after that,
and | got well, but | think the reason was Isecause

I SAT RIGHT DOWN AND CRISD

I had got back to my own mother again, and the
doctor thinks so, too.

And now, if any one wants to make me real mad,
they have only to cali me May Jennie, or ask me
if | don’t wish my mother was like Kitty’s mother.
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LI Banu, Sheik of
Alexandiia, was tini-
versally beloved and
respectedforhis great
riches and generous

charities. But the
Sheik was not a hap-
py man. Ten years

before the beginning
of our story, he had
lost his oiily son, a lad
iwelve years oid. It
was at the time when
the French wcrewag-
ing war in Egypt,
under the leadership
of Napoleén. Ali Banu was a wise and prudent
man, but his sympathies ivere with his brethren
in the faith, and one day his son, Kairam, was
taken prisoner and held as a hostage of the Sheik’s
good behavior.

Soon after, the French, or Franks, as they were
called, unexpectedly left the country, and, it was
supposed, carried Kairam with them.

Ali Banu was nearly broken-hearted, but he was
a pious Mussulman, and instead of wrapping him-
self in his gloom, he went about, though with sad
heart and downcast mien, doing good. Every
year, on the anniversary of his soii's abduction, he
gave away much money to the poor, and freed
twelve of his slaves.

One day, a Dervish foretold that on the same
day of the year as that on which Kairam had been
lost, the lad would once again be found.

Henceforth, Ali Banu would always gamish his
house on this sad day, invite his friends, and await
his long-yearned-for son. And upon the tenth
anniversary the following events occurred.

The guests were all assembled, and the group
of slaves who were to he freed sat upon a carpet
in the center of the great hall. After refreshments
had been handed about, the slaves, according to
custom, drew iots as to who should entertaiii the
guests with story-telling. The lot fell upon a
youth, who had attracted much attention by his
noble bearing and manly beauty. He had been
purchased at a great price a few days before, but
as he was at about the age at which Ali Banu’s son
should have arrived, the Sheik gave him his free-
dom at this early day. He ar6se, and having
bowed low to the company, began as follows:

Dodge.

“ Oh, masterl On the vessel of that Algern
slave-trader from whose hands your generous
purse freed me some days since, was a young men
ofabout my own age, who seemed out of place in
the slave’s dress which he wore. He fas called
Almansor, and as we passed a great deal of our
time together, 1 became familiar with his hislory,

* Almansor, whose father was a man of note in
a large town in Egypt, had passed his youth in
happiness, surrounded by all the comfort wliidi
wealth procures. His father had taken specia
cate with his education, and he had enjoyed the
instruction of a sage, of great reputation, wo
taught him everything which it becomes a young
man of his position to know. Almansor was about
eleven years oid, when the Franks carne across the
sea and made war upon his people.

“ The boy’s father must have been considered
a great enemy to the Franks, for one day ihey
burst into his house, seized upon his son, and ca-
ried him away to their camp as a hostage.

“ No harm happened to young Almansor among
the Franks; he was treated well, as far as food
drink, and clothing went, but his homcsick prayers
and tears to be scnt back to his father werein
vain ; he was told that he must remaiii as a hos
tage ofhis father’s good-will.

“ All at once, orders carne for the troops to
march toward the coast, to re-embark and leae
the country. Almansor now expected to be liber-
ated, but he was obligcd to embark with the ainiy.
He was told that it had not been possihle to send
him home from the place where they had em
barked, and that if he had locen left behind re
would have perished miserably; and they pron-
ised that if he was a good boy, he soon should see
his home again.

“ But Ihc Franks did not keep their word, ft
after many days’ sailing, when they finally landed,
they were not in Egypt, but in Frailee, and tre
poor lad’s heart sank within him. For two weds
he marchad with the army into tire interior.
Finally, the army arrived at a great city, which
the end of their march, and Almansor was handed
over to a doctor, who took him to his house.

“.The doctor obliged him first to put on Fank
ish clothes, which were a poor exchange for te
flowing robes worn in Egypt. Then he wes I»
longer allowed to cross his arms over hisbre’k
and make the usual salutation of the loelievers;
when he wanted to address any one, he was laug
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lift the detestable, stiff, black hat that all Franks
«ear, and bow his head. Nor was he allowed to
silivith his legs crossed beneatli him, as was the
custom at home; but he had to use high-legged
cuairs, and let his feet hang down to the ground,
aposition whioh cost him much discomfort. And
eating was a matter of no less difficulty; for every-
thing he ate be was obliged to convey to his mouth
onanimplement ofiron, as awkward as it was dan-
gerous.

"It is probable that he would liave entirely for-
gotten his native tongue, but for the kindness of a
certain oid Professor.

" This oid man was very learned, knew many of
the languages of the East, and was paid much
money by the Franks for teaching them in the
public schools. He was an intimate friend of the
doctor, and ohtained permission for young Alman-
sor to visit his house twice a week and spend the
day. When, on these occasioiis, he arrived at the
Professor's vesidence, the oid man would give him
'L suit of Egyptian clothes to put on, and being
himself similarly attired, he would take him by the
hand and lead him to a great room, where all kinds
of Oriental trees and plants were growing in large
boxes, and where there were carpets spread for them
to sit upon, with soft and luxurious cushions, such
as Almansor had bcen used to have at home. A
servant in eastem dress would wait upon lhein
with sbcrbet and other eastern delicacies, while
another would stand beside his master with a dic-
tionary, to aid the Professor when a word failed
him; and tlius they would spend the aftenioon,
chattingiii the beautiful eastern tongues thathe and
young Almansor were in common acquainted with.

“My poor comrade had lived in this way five
years or more in the great city, when a circum-
stance happened which greatly infiucnced his
futute. These Franks had chosen for their Em-
peror that leader with whom Almansor had so
oftenspoken in Egypt, when he was fiiet taken to
thecamp. Almansor was not aware of this fact, for
he had only seen tlie coronation processions and
ceremonies from a distance, and had no idea that
soyounga man as he remembered this leader to
have been could riso in so short a time to so emi-
iient a position. But one day, as he was going
stressoiic of the bridges of the city, he saw a man
fresed in a plain imiform such as soldiers wcar in
thatcountry, leaning on the parapet, and looking

ihoughlfuily over into the water. No sooner did
Almansods eye fall npon this man, than he recog-
itiicd him 5s an officer of the Franks who had been
toykind lo him in Egypt, and who, he had always
*ft sure, would have sent him home if he had
Wwnofbis detentioii after the embarkation of the
stniy. So the youth at once approached the man,
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crossed his arms upon his breast, and addressed him
by the iame he had gone by in the army. ‘Salaam.
alaicum, Petit-Caporal I’ said he.

“ The soldier turned about with an air of much
surpvise, looked at the lad, bethought himself a
moment, and then exclaimed:

““ Heavensl is this possible ?
sor! How is your father? How go matters in
Egypt? What has brought you here ?’

“ Poor Almansor could not restrain his emotion.
He began to weep bitterly, and said to the manr
*So you do not know what your wicked country-
men have done to me? Don’t you know that |
have not seen the land of my fathers for many
weary years ?’

" ‘1 hcipe,” replied the man, and his brow
cloudcd up, ‘1 hope they did not carry you away
from Egypt with my army, Almansor?’

“ “Why, to be sure they did,” answered Alman-
sor, amid his tears. ‘On the day your soldiers
embarked, | saw Egypt for the last time; since
when | have Iceen servant 10a hard-hearted doctor.
But, look you here, Petit-Caporal,” he continued,
and a smile of hope broke through the gloom upon
his face; ‘it is very lucky that | have found you
here. You will help me, will you not?’

“ The man smiled, and asked in what manner
he could help the boy.

“ “Why, don’t you see,” said little Almansor,
‘1 cannot ask any money of you, for I know you
are poor, you wear such plain clothes; but you
are a soldier, and, | daré say, you know some of
the officers of this Emperor the Franks have
chosen. Now, could n’t you say a good word for
me to some of them, so that | may get sent back
to Egypt? My fatherwiil pay you handsomely for
it, 1 know.’

“ “Come witli me, then,’said the soldier,
perhaps 1 can aid you at once.’

“ “What, now?’ cried poor Almansor, fright-
ened. ‘Oh, no! | can’t come now, else | should
be late, and the doctor would beat me; | must
hurry and get back home.’

“ The soldier seemed touched by the boy’s sad
story. “Never mind the doctor,’ said he; ‘come
with-ine, and be of good heart; the doctor shall
not hurt you again.” With which words he took
Almansor by the hand, and led him through many
streets; and although his heart bcat fast when he
thought of his cruel master, there was an air of
assurance in the soldier’s face which comforted
him not a little. But he could not explain why
every one bowed so low to the soldier, and so many
would stand still and gaze after them. He spoke
of this to his companion, but he only laughed.

“ At last, they arrived at a beautiful palace, into
which the man led Almansor.

here, Alman-

‘and
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“ ‘Do you live here, Petit-Caporal?’ asked the
boy.

“ “Yes, | live here,” answered he, “and | will
take you to my wife.’

“ “Oh, what a beautiful place 1 | suppose the
Emperor gives you some rooms here, does n’t he,
Petlt-Caporal?’

“ “Yes, itisthe Emperorwho lets me live here,’
said the man, and led him into the palace. They
mounted a broad flight of steps, entered a large
anteroom, and thence proceeded along a beauti-
fully decorated hall, to a small butrichly furnished
apartment, where, seated on a divan, was a lady.
The soldier said a few words, in a foreign tongue,
to her, whereupon they both indulged in a hearty
laugh, and then the lady moved to Almansor, and
asked him, in the Frankish language, many ques-
tions about Egypt, whlcli the boy answered with
alacrity and intelligence. Finally, the soldier
interrupted them : *“Perhaps, after all, Almansor,’
said he, ‘we may as well go and see the Emperor,
now, and | will spcak for you, myself.’

“ Almansor was quite startled at the idea of see-
ing the Emperor in his prcsent shabby guise, but
he bethought himself of his wretchedness, and tho

chance ofonce again seeing his home. ‘1 will go
with you,”he said. ‘But say, Petit-Caporal, what
must | do when | see him? Must | kneel and

touch the ground with my forehead, as they do in
the East?’

“ Both the soldier and his wife laughed immod-
eerately at the question, and assured littie Alman-
sor that no such prostration was at all necessary.

“ ‘But what does he look like? Has he a long
beard, and stern, flashing eyes? And does he
look awfully grand and majestic ?’ asked Alman-
sor, treinbling at the idea of seeing the Emperor
face to face.

““1 Il leave you to guess who he is, from his
looks,’ replied the soldier, taking him by the hand.
‘But | will tell you how you may recognize him.
Everybody will take off his hat in the Emperor’s
presence, while he alone remains covered.’

“ With these words, he led the boy toward a
saloon, where a morning business reception was
being held. The nearer they got to the place, the
faster poor Aimansor’s heart beat, and his knees
smote together with excitement and dread. A
servant threw open the door of the hall, and they
entered. There stood some fifty officers, ail splen-
didly dressed, with stars and broad ribbons on their
breasts, and Almansor thought it strange that his
companion, who was dressed so piainly, should be
allowed to be among these great personages. All
had their heads uncovered, and Almansor began to
look about fox one with his hat on, for this must be
the Emperor. But in vain; every one carried his
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hat in his hand,—the Emperor could not be amons
them. He turned to ask the soldier when the
Emperor would arrive, when, lo 1 the Petit-Caporal
had not removed his hat from his head 1

“ Almansor was stupefied. He regarded bis
companion for a moment with a vacant stare, «hile
a kindly smile stole over the latter’s face; when
suddenly remembering that in his excitement he
himselfhad retained his own cap, hehastily pulled
it off, made a low bow, and said; *Salaam, alai-
cum, Petit-Caporal! You are the only one who
is covered—tell me, areyau the Emperor?'

“ “You have guessed right,” answered his com
panion; ‘and, moreover, I am your friend. Do
not think you were brought over here with my
knowledge or consent. The first sliip that sails
from here to Egypt shall take you home to yout
father.’

“ Thus spoke the Emperor, and Almansorfell
down before him, kissed his hand, and begged his
forgiveness for not recognizing him at once, saying
that he could scarcely have thought from his looks
that he was the Emperor.

““ That’s true,” replied the Emperor, with a
laugh. “In our country the head of the nation
has not his rank emblazoned in his face and man-
ners.” Almansor retired with a servant, and fioai
that day lived in the palace, in joyful anticipation
of his return to the home of his ancestors. He
revisited the oid Professor once or twice, but never
again saw the hard-hcarted Doctor. After the lapse
of several wceks, the Emperorsent for him and told
him that a ship was lying at anchor, on board of
which he would be sent home. Almansor washe-
side himself for joy. A few hours sufficed to make
his preparations, and with a heart full of thankful-
ness, and boxes laden with presents, he took
leave of the Petit-Caporal, and journoycd toward
the sea.

“ But it so happened that in those days anotlicr
Frankish tribe, who lived on an island in the great
sea, were at war with the Emperor, and captuied
all ofhis ships they could find at sea. Andoén the
sixth day of the voyage the vessel upon which
Almansor was sailing was shot at byacruiserof
the Britons (so is this other tribe called), and com
pelied to surrender. The crew were placed upona
smallcr vessel, which followed in the wake of tbe
cruiscr, and the captured ship was set on fire
But the sea is no more secure than the desert,
where caravans are so ofien attacked by rob-
bers: a pirate from Ttinis captured the smaller
vessel, which had been scparated from the laige
one by a storm, and putting all on board in tbs
hold of his own ship, carried them to Algeria, and
sold them into slavery.

“ To be sure, Almansor did not fall into as liard
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slartry astheCliristiaiis, forlie was a goodMussul-
jan; but yet all hopes ofagain seeing his home
=001 fatlicr were dashed by this new calainity.
Helived in Algiers, as gardener to a rich man, for
{rtlong years. At the end of thistime his owner
ilid without heirs, his property and siaves were
sdand Almansor was again cast into the hands
of a slave-trader. About this time the trader
lird a vessel, and placing his slaves, Almansor
amongthenumber, on board, sailed from Algeria.
Il wves in Almansor’s own country that the slave-

‘“aRB VOU THB SHPERORt"

r determined to sell his cargo; it was the
Idavt-matket ofhis native town iu which Almansor
|«offered for sale, and it was his own, his
| Moved father, who purchased liim !”

kad listened with rapt attention
iJsdriang excitement to this strange talej his
I wst heaved, his eye giistened, and he was ofien
lofihe”iniof interrupting the narrative ; but at
| lermination the youth could no longer restrain
Itun"""” weeping for very joy, he fell at
| “'Siieik’sfeet, exclaiming:

Vrvi.vil.-33,
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“Itisyourson, Kairam Almansor; for you are
he who bought him 1”

“ Allah 1 Allah ! A mivacle ! A wonder !” cried
the guests, and crowded about the prostrate youth,
wliile the Sheik, bereft of speech, stood intently
gazing into the face which was lifted up toward
him.

“ My oid friend, Mustapha,” said he, at last, to
a venerable dervish, who stood near him, “ before
my eyes there hangs a mist of tears, and | cannot
trace his features. Tell me, is this my son?”

EXCLAIMED ALMAKSOK.

The oid man stepped up, looked long and earn-
estly at the youth, who was now standing, laid
one hand upon his forehead and the other on his
shoulder, saying:

“ Kairam, what was the proverb that in that
luckless day when you were carried into the camp
of the Franks, | gave you to rcmember ?”

“ My beloved teacher !” answered the youth,
pressing the hand of the aged dervish to his heart;
“ it ran thtis; ‘I1fa man but love Allah, and have
a good conscience, he will never be alone, even in
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the desert of misery; for there go with him two
companions, who steadfastly walk at his side.””

The oid man lifted up his eyes, and led the youth
to the Sheik;

* Take him, Sheik Alt Banu,” said he; *“ as
surely as you have mourned him ten long years, so
surely is he your son 1”

The Sheik’s heart overflowed with joy and con-
teni; he scarcely could remove his eyes from the
face ofhis newly found son, whose features grew to
him every moment more like those of the young
wife he had loved, and he well remembered how
Kairam had resembled his mother. All present
joined him in his rejoicings; for the Sheik was so
universally beloved, that each guest felt as if he
had a large share in the father’s joy.

THE' GAME OF

By F.D.

wiSH to tell the boys about

a garoe | learned to play

when | was a boy. | hope it

will not be thought a very

rough game, for if it is played

fairly there is a great deal of

funin it. It isa game played

with kites, by Mexicans and

Cubans. It was abright afternoon in March when

| first found out about it. |took my kite and went

out to fly it | crossed the San Pedro Creek to a

hill west of the town of San Antonio, Texas, where
| then Eved.

There were dorens of other kites flying there.
In faci, it was a favorite place for kite-cutting, but
1 knew nothing of that then. | had been in that
partof Texas some time, and pickod up enough
Spanish to get along pretty well with the neighbor-
ing Mexicans, who all speak that language, but as
it had not been “ kite-tiine ” since | carne | knew
nothing of “ cutters.”

1 soon had my kite high above ail the others.
The other fellows were running about a good deal,
but 1thought that was because they did not put
up theirkites high enough to catch asteady wind.
Presently a Mexican boy whom | knew carne
toward me with his kite about twenty yards up
in the air.

“ Tiene usted navajas” (have you any knives) ?
he sang out as soon as he carne within heating.
1 thought he wanted to borrow my knife, as | did

KITE-CUTTIN G.

Kairam explained that he had not made himselfi
known immediately on his arrival at his oid home,!
because he had heard of the prophecy of theoid
dervish, and of his father’s custom of reniemberiDg
the anniversary of his son’s loss, and so hadl
thought it well to wait until that day to tell hisi
story. Mirth and feasting once more rang through|
the halls of Ali Banu’s house. Again and again!
the youth was entreated to tell his story inallits|
dctails, and each one praised the oid Profes.sorand!
the Emperor, and all who had taken an interest isj
Kairam's welfare. The company remained togetheif
till late in the night, and when at last they sepa-j
rated the Sheik presentad each friend with a cosllii
gift by which he might remember the happy daJ
ofthe retum of his only son.

KITE-CUTTING.
Clakke.

not notice he had said “ knives,” so Isaid*“‘yes.|
Just then 1 caught sight of a Kkite which kdl
broken its string, as 1 then thought, and 1wes so|
much interested in watching it fall that | fog
all about my Mexican.

When | looked at him again he had gol, as i
sailors say, “ dead to windward” of me, with hg
kite a short distance over my string. Suddenly|
letting out a few feet of cord and running &k
ways, he brought the tail of his kite down acn
my string, and gave a quick puli on liis &*bl
which caused his kite to rise rapidly, dragging itz|
tail across my string.

I had watched all these movements without an|
idea of what he meant by them, and was :
astonished to see my string come in two asifitW
been cut with a sharp knife, and my kite go slig
off with the wind.

I thought my Mexican friend must have e
something to do with it, but | could iiot seejust
how. | had no time, however, to waitfore
nations, but started off after my Kkite, which «a
cairied so far that | had a run of nearly anili
before T recovered it.

As 1 was windiiig up my string, Alfred, oneo
my school-inates, a boy who had been boinri »
town and knew all the customs, carne up ar*
with a laugh : .

“ So you got cut, did you? You were l®
to let your kite go up so high.”

“ What do you mean?” | asked, in
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| “Dd that Mexican cut my string? How did he
liojt,then?”

"Of course he cut it. Have n’t you cutters on
ljourwe?"

"Cutiers on my kite !'” | exclaimed. *“ What
liccciittci-s?”

“Why! Don't you know ? Cutters are things

lujjf of glass, you know. You fasten them on
Ipur kilos tR" Rf*? other feliows’ htrings with
livm”

Isuppose | showed by my looks that | was con-
InJerably puzded, for Alfred added ;

“Windtip your string and come back where the
Imberfellows are and | will show you. It was not
Iffirm Santiago to cut you if you had on no cut-
Iks a kite without cutters is considered out of
|tkganic."

When'te reached the Mexican boy, Alfred trans-
lted my deinand to know why he had cut my
llile.

"Why," he anssvered, “ | asked him if he had
T*1cutiere, and he said “ yes.””

“No, he clidn’t,” | said. “ He asked me if |

ida knife and | said “yes,” and was waiting for
llimto come and get it when he cut my Kkite-
Istnng.”

Whei! | had got this fari noticed that Alfred was
llughing. He said a few words in Spanish to the

iMeacan, and he began to laugh too. | anxiously
|«éted for Alfred to tell me the jokec.
"You did not understand,” he said. “ When

ISmiiagosaid “iieite usted navajas’ (have you any
lliirts), he meant “ have you any cutters on your
Ikite?” When you told him ‘yes,” you declared
liwralfready to fight, and he had a right to cut
lwifhe could.”
Isoonhad my kite up again, and, while we were
latingi'atching it, Alfred explained all about cut-
lrae. His explanation must have been good,
[ferlsoon becanie one of the most expert cutter-
ttsinthe lown.
Aswsat and talked, several boys carne up with
*itkitsand cried out to us, “ TieMie usted nava-
"or'eGot on any cutters,” according to their
BiMdit. When they found that we had iione,
kt' slways went off, though | know their hearts
Kthave ached at the sight of my tempting kite
up that I would have had no chance to
admysHf,
Inmv | raust tell you how cutting is done,
"'tie best way for me to tell you will be to
ibeone of my cutting-kites.
["Tiisveteran war-kite was a six-sided one, about
eand a half long. The frame was made
Niti pieces of Southern cafie, and while very
W5 very strong. This was covered with
*tcambric. Paper would have been lighter.
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but this was a cutting-kite, and one fail into a bush
would ruin a paper kite, but would not hurt one of
cloth. The tail was made of pieces of soft cloth,
about one inch wide and eight inches long, securely
knottecl in the middle to a strong twine string.
The end of the tail was finished by a neat tassel.

| took great pride in this kite, so | had each foot
or two of her tail made of a different color. Just
above the tassel was the place where | put the best
set of cutters | could get. Half-way up the tail
was another set. Some boys would have many
more sets of cutters, but | always thought two sets
were enough ; in fact, | often only used the set at
the end of the tail.

These cutters were made of glass. | would get
a thick glass bottle and a case-knife. The bottle
was broken off below the neck, and then 1 would
begin to chip off the glass by tapping the bottle
with the back of the knife. Pretty soon off would
come a long, keen splinter of glass, thick and
strong on the back, which had been the outside of
the ljottle, l)ut as sharp as a razor on the inside.
This was a cutter, They were usually shaped like
a scythe-blade. Some of the boys made them by
tapping the bottle against a smooth stone, but |
had better luck with a knife.

When | had made as many of these cutters as |
needed, or had used up ail the bottles | co.uld get,
| would go home to mount them. This was the
hardest part of the work. | took four short pieces
ofreed, shaved so thin that they would bend easily,
and put them together lengthwise, with two cut-
ters between each two, at right angks to each other
and to the reeds. Each cutter would then pointin
a different direction. The piecesof reed were then
wrapped with string, so that they would hold the
cutters firmly; and where there was any danger of
the string coming against the edge of a cutter, a
little raw cotton was used to protect it. This made
what we called “ a set of cutters.” Then this set
had to be fastened to the tail of the kite in such a
way, that when the tail was dragged across a kite’s
string there would be no danger of the string slip-
ping between the pieces of reed and the tail of the
kite. If it did this, instead of cutting the string
your kite woulcl soon be hanging from it, head
down, perfectly helpless. | used to managc this
by pulting the upper ends of my reeds between the
ends of one of the pieces of cloth that formed the
tail, and tying all smoothly down to the reeds.

Now you know how the cutters are made and
fastened on, the next thing is to tell you how to
use them.

With a good, steady breeze, you must put your
kite up about twenty yards, and have your hall of
string so arranged that you can let out or puli in,
as you wish. Your object is to bring your kite’s
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tail across the stving of your opponent, and so cut
it, letting his ldte fly off. You have the nght to
cut every other kite that carries cuttcrs, and you
are fair game for any of them ; but you are ljound
in honor, of course, not to interfere with those
who you know ave not armed.

iss® f

KITE-CUTTING. 1Aeei,

A certain bend of the creek was usually
farthest point to windward that we could reachin
our “ kite-ground." Sometimes the cutiing wod
be fast and furious there. It was thought a geat
honor to keep your kite flying there, wheneven
otlrer one was down.

KtTB-CUTTING.

Your best plan is to get what the sailors cali
“ the weather-gage ” of the other kite. If the
wind is blowing frora your kite to his string, you
have him at your mercy, for you can raake your
kite fall to his by letting out string. If you are
to leeward of a kite, with the wind blowing to you
past it, you can hardiy hope to get at it.

On one occasion, | had been
after cutting half a dozen kites and
narrow escapes myself, only mine f* ® t
were left. We were both on the bank of
and the only chance left foroneto culte i
was to get one kite over the other’s
by making the kite go straighier up, or tiy
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yp and putting one string over the other. He
toda little more string out on his kite than | had,
ljathewas taller. | ran off down the bank, and
fe followed me. He thought that he would cut
ne soon, for there was a high fence that would
corapel me either to stop or to turn off and give
him tho chance he wanted. But | had a plan of
myoivii- As | ran, | gradually pulled in about
ihirt- feet of string and coiled it in my right
rad
When | reached the fence, | turned to lee-
sard a dozen feet, and then, when my enemy was
not more than five yards off, 1 wheeled round,
ihretv myball of string over his string, caught it
I onthe other side, let loose the string in my hand,
| and started back, pulling in with both hands. Be-
foemy adversary knew what | was doing, his kite
@scut, and 1 was alone on the battle-field, my
I Uesoaring up in triumph.
Sometimos we would make up sides and have a
regular battle. One of these, between a dozen
I boys on each side, was very exciting. We would
agtee not to go out of a certain field; but there
«ould be more leaning over fences and throwing
1 opof balls than you ever saw in all your life.
Besides cuiting kites, we had other less warlike
fjMts with them. A favorite one of these was to
Isedupa kite, at night, with a paper lantern on it,
Soe of the boys would put the lantern on the end
ofthe kite's tail; others would tie it in front where
trestring was fastened to the kite. | liked the end
oithe tail best, because there the lantern was less
| apitoget tangled with the tail.
Huinmers were another thing that we put on our
Ikles. A huinmer was a thin piece of ivood, bent
likeabow, holding a piece of silk ribbon, stretched
1ligt, instead of a bow-string. It was fastened to
teupper part of the kite, so that the ribbon would
Icatdi the wind.  You would be surprised to hear
ho«much noise they make. Sometimes we would
e two or three hummers of different sizes, one
| dihinthe other, and the mingling of the different
I toesmade a curious effect.

THE CUBAN “ WAR-KITE.”

Thiskite is different from the Mexican kite, and
|Ihfknife is a more effective and costly weapon.

Thesport in Cuba is not confined to boys alone,
Ihiit youths and men take part in this exciting and
1htalih-giving pastime.
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TO make THE cuban KNIFE.

Take two pieces of whaleloone four inches long,
whittie them to a point at each end (see diagram),
and, inserting a piece of cord at cach end, tie
firmly.

The knife, made of a.pm-kHi/e blade or piece of
clock-spring, ground to the right shape, is placed
between the whalebones and lashed firmly with fine
brass, copper, or artificial flower-maker’s wire, and
the whole is bound together with wire or silk. To
the lower end of knife add one yard of tail (heavier
than the rest). This serves to keep the knife from

entangling its own tail. The knife is now com-
plete.

You now know how to make different kinds of
“ cutters ” and how to play this game; but always
be very careful never to “ cut” a kite that is not

armed like your own, and ready for the fray.
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ST. GEORGE AND THE DRAGON.

By Mrs. E. W. Latimer.

Long back in the far-off ages, when low lay the might of Rome,

When the Crescent had not yet risen, and Mohamnied had not yet come,

A knight crossed the desert of Egypt, riding slowly at ciése of day,

His good horse drooping and weary, as he toiled his trackless way.

Just then, far over the sand-hills,—for daylight was almost done,—

He saw three palm-Irees standing dark on the rim of the setting sun,

And his horse, with a joyful quiver, threw his weary head up high,

For he sniffed the hope through his nostrils, that his master saw with the eye,
On over the shifting ridges, they strained and struggled their best,

To the water under the date-trees, and the grass where they longed to rest,
Under those trees lived a hermit, who, many a year ago,

Had shaken off tbe dust of his feet on a world of evil and woe;

And into this hauntcd desert, where no servant of Christ had trod,

Had come to pray for the world he had left, and to dwell alone with his God.

Kindiy the hermit received them,—cool water and dates and corn.

He set before weary man and beast, and he bade them rest till morn.

But himself all niglit kept vigil,—kept vigil and wept and prayed;

All night Sir George heard him crying, “ Dear Lord, help my Christian maid,—
The only creature that loves me! Ah, God | so pleasant and good !

When late she was here to see me, | made her a cross of wood,—

Two poor littie sticks together, just tied by a sackcloth thread;

But she knows the blessed story of Him who lives and was dead.

1 put the cross in her bosom; 1 told her there it must stay,

For fear that the heathen should find it and scorn it and fling it away.

My Sabra! My Sabra! My princess! That thou art dead or distrest,

I know, my love, for thy littie white dove carne flying into my breast.

I know that the dear Lord sent it as a sign | must wrestle in prayer;

Oh, God ! make the cross or temptation no more than the child can bearl”

All night he prayed; and when early dawn began to redden the sky,
The knight, at the médmcnt of parting, besought him to tell him why.
And who was the Christian princess, so fair and so good, in distress,
And how she carne to honor the fiame of our Lord in Heathenesse.

* She is the king’s own daughter; she dwells in yon city of On,
Whose porphyry columns and golden gates are lit by the rising sun.
There reigns the king,—her father,—there blossoms in heathen shade
My Lily, my Rose of Shaion, iny Sabra, my Christian maid !
Nine weeks ago a dreadful curse oii the king and his people fell;
I know not whethcr ’t was sent frora God, or whether it carne from helL
A ravening dragén, with blood-shot eyes and a mouth that vomited flame,
W ith gaping jaws and sharp-curved claws, from the sliine of the river carne.
He raged and ravaged the growing crops, the baiiey, the rye, and the wheat,
Tore the grazing kine, uprooted the vine,—for he spoiled what he could not ea
The people fled, destruction spread, the king, from his royal city,
Sent nobles great, in splendor and State, to implore the dragon’s pity,
And the way to show (if he would but go) to the lands of some other kmg,-
To Goshen fair, or Nubia where soft rains make the valleys sing.
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-Not so, my lords,” growicd the dragoén, “in these reeds | mean to abide;

1 like my lair, and | like my fare, by your ancient river’s side;

But if you will bring me a maiden each day,—rosy, and tender, and good,—
And tie her fast where the lightning blast has stricken yon oak in the wood,
I will take your maid, as tribute paid, and refrain from other spoil.

And your land may be at peace for me, and your peasants resume their toil’
So every day a virgin is torn from her mother’s embrace,

Each noon a fresh, fair victim they lead lo the fatal place,—

Lead to the place and leave her to horrors that none may know,

While the city’s pent-up wrath bursts forth in bilter pleading and woe.”

How carne the little white pigeon to fly to the hermit’s breast,
And bear him a sign, from the Lord divine, that his Christian maidwasdistrest ?

That evethere had risen a wailing from every house in the city,

The mothers flocked to the palace gales and implored their kingforpity.
The king on his throne sat weeping. “ O women !” at last criedhe,
‘Do you believe | have htirdened my heart till your grief is nothing to me?
All know how | love my Sabra. But what other thing can be done?

Must we let the monster ravage and waste tdl he levels the walls of On?”

No woman made him an answer. Only more wailing and woe.

Then a loved voice sent a thrill to his heart; a chid’s voice, tender and low.
‘O father! The wondrous story of One on a throne | ken

Who forsook all His power and glory, to perish for other men,

And | think if a royal maiden be given the dragdn to-morrow,

The Lord above, in pity and love, may send us help in our sorrow.”

She stood at the edge of the dais, and she strained her hands to her breast,
Where, hidden away, the rude cross lay, that the hetinic had made and blessed.
‘| offer myself to the dragén,” she said, “ in the fiame of my Lord who died,
That these may be absolved through me, and the curse be satisfied.

0 father, dear! If all now here will pray to Christ in Glory,

And you let me do as He prompts me to when | think of His wondrous story,
1 seem to see, by an inward light, how blessed ray death may be.

O father, spare those shrinking hearts, and visit the curse on me!”

"Nol!” cried her father, “ Never!” But the Chief Priest’s voice arése.

Fling a nesting pigeon into the air, and watch which way she goes.

If she fly North, or South, or West, this thing may not be done,

But IT SHALL if the dove fly straight to the East, in line from the setting sun.”

They brought a brooding dove from her nest. The tumult and wailing ceased.
She soared; she circled thrice in the air; then winged her flight to the East.

Mio pricks so fast through the golden gates? Who seeks the ivoi-y throne ?

kkherc, in sackcloth—mourning his daughter’s fate—now groans the king of On?

\ho huuibly craves permission to lay his lance in rest,

And go to the ground where she stands fast bound, with her hands still clasped on her breast?
Aldread to anger the dragd6n; but they bid the knight good speed;

A sivift from Ihe ground, he springs with a bound to the back of his steel-clad steed,

lint yet to the wood he rideth, but down by the flowing tide,

Where thvells a caulker cunning in boats, in a hut by the river side.

Ati 1obeyed?” the good knight said, as he galloped along the shore,

Adrappcd with the point of his glittering lance on the caulkor’s humble door.
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The lance they pass tlirough a pitchy mass that looks like a human fist,
Ugly and black, like a giants hand, lopped short from a giant’s wrist.

Then high his spear did the knight uprear, and fast he rodé to the wood,
Where under the blasted oak, ciése bound, the martyr princess stood.

She heard the tramp of his horse's hoofs; she deemed the dragén drew near.
She pressed her cross to her faeatmg heart, but she showed no sign of fear.

“In the Aame of our Holy Savior, who died for thy sins and mine,”

Cried the voice of the knight, as he carne in sight, “ | bear thee help divine;

For 1 know, sweet fellow-Christian, by the wonders wrought fo-day,

That | bring thee good deliverance,—and shall the dragén slay.”

She heard his words; her heart beat fast; she gazed at his lion-crest.

And joy and surprise carne into her eyes, as she saw the Cross on his breast.
But loud through the wood carne a roaring before they could utter more,
And fiercely out of the brushwood the furious dragdn tore.

Presumptuous knight! Out of my sight! Daré trouble no prey of mine.
Get henee! For know, on no pretensa may mortal see me difie!”

1 challenge thee, my gauntlet see! Vile reptile, take thy stand!”

The thing he bore from his lance he tore, and poised it in his hand.
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And, as the m.onster gaped his jaws, he, with good aim and true,

Into their mhJst the sticky mass of pitch and oakum threw.

The furious 'dragén leaped with rage. His teeth stuck fast together.

He lost the-'power to use his fangs. Sir George 1 Sir George forever!

With skilL and might on carne the knight, his good horse swerved and quivered;
His stout.” lance struck on the monster’s hide; and with the blow it shivered.

A muffleld roar, like waves on a shore, from the dragon’s throat there carne.

He reare d his head; his nostriis spread; they snorted living flame.

Into his horse’s heaving sides Sir George the rowels prest,

And urged him, till he seemed to stand ciése under the dragon’s breast.

Then, cite the curved and cruel claws or man or steed could harm,

The knig ht uprose, and dealt three blows, with the strength of his good right arm.
One spot there is in a dragon’s throat,—one spot,—and only one,—

Where a deadly thnist may do its worst. The dragén dropped like a stone.

Blood gughed from his throat, like a tushing stream when river freshets are high;
Like a prjisoned wave in a fissured cave, it spouted up to the sky.

And Sabra sank at the foot of the oak, all faint at the reptile’s blood.

But her cjiampion raised her swift to his horse, and rodé from the darkcning wood.

V.

‘Watchman ! Who comes !” cried the king of On; and his voice his anguish showed.

‘No man, my lord,” was the watchman’s word; “ all’s quiet along the road.”

‘Watchman ! What comes?” “ A rising dust | see in the distance now;
A littie dust,—and | see a horse . . .” “ His master is slain, | trow.”
‘I see a knight on the steel-clad horse . . .” *“ He has ’scaped the wood in fear:

Ho, portéis 1 look to the city gates, for the dragén will soon be here I”

‘| see the knight, and he waves his sword: a maiden lies on his arm . . .”
‘1’ follow the faith of the Christian knight, if he bring her safe from harm.”
"1 see her now; but her robe of snow is draggled and red with blood .
‘Alas! alas! For he rodé too late,—too late he entered the wood.”
‘Nay,—nay my liege, for she waves her arm ! | see a cross in her hand.”
‘Now, God be praised,—the Christians God,—and this be a Christian land!”

V.

He bore her in through the golden gates. Too happy to speak she lies

Cidse to the breast of her father pressed, and gazes into his eyes.

And the mother dove sits cooing love, with two eggs under her breast,

For the hermit gray, at the ciése of day, has brought her back to her nest.
Now round him, eager and fervent, flock crowds who beg him to preach

Of the wondrous Christian story the maid would have died to teach.

And hundreds (yesterday Pagans) to-day God’s praises are singing,

And into the river, to reptiles and fish, their household idols are flinging.

And Sabra has seen her father coimt his glory and crown but dross,

As down in the river lowly he took the sign of the cross;

Now thousands out of the city flocked to look at the monster dead.

And the burghers buried the dragdn lest a plague should arise and spread.

St- George became patron of England: the master of English knights.

There the queen bears his cross on her bosom: there brave men. wear it in fights
No honor more great in that Christian State can be paid to a hero this day,
Than to give him the right to the cross of the knight who did the dragén slay.
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A BURIAL AT SEA.

(See J*rontishitxe.)

iNthe greatannual art exhibition of France, the
Paris Saion, a picture by Henry Bacon, an Ameri-
can, attracted a great deal of attention last season.
Many lingered before it to admire the fine skill of
the painter, and because it was known that the
figures in the group were actual likenesses of young
American artists and writers. But perhaps a
greater number were attracted by the subject
itself, so full of mournful interest.

Through the kindness of Mr. Bacon, we are en-
abled to give you a good engraving of the picture.
It is a sad scene to present to our happy young
readers, but sometimes it is well to contémplate sad
scenes, and rest in the shadows for a moment.

Few persons excepting those who have had the
experience of witnessing a burial at sea, know
how much more solemn and impressive such a
Service is than a funeral upon land.

It is not necessary, on the ocean, to carry the
dead body of a friend or relative to some distant
cemetery or grave-yard. A great cemetcry, large

enough to contain the bodies ¢ || |he people \t
the world, is beneath the feet jf those who nmua
attend to the burial, and all that s necessary lo b
is to perform the proper relig jous Services, ad
then to gently drop the corpse g the bottom of
the great ocean.

With a heavy weight at its fi gt to make itsirk
quickly, it goes down,»and dow 1 and down, andi>
forever lost to the sight of hum %ii beings.

There is no mark to show the place of the waieg
grave,—no tombstone, no gras: ymound; nothing
but the same tossing, heaving |vaves that tossad
heave for hundreds of miles onicvery side.

But, although the man who ,dios at sea is buried
deeper than any one for who'in a grave was est
dug on earth, and although she exact spot of his
burial is lost forever as the ship nioves on, hs
body is of as little worth, and just as iisdes
and his soul is just as immortal, as those of tre
men who lie beneath the grisen sod of any gae-
yard in any land.

Tt
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AMONG THE LAKES.

. (A Fartu.hofi9€ Stery.)

By William o .

Chapter XVII.

That Friday had been looked forward to, as all
Lcli days must he, by the academy school-boys
irihmingied feelings of fear and hope;

Fearof the examination, hope of getting through
IIfairly well, and that it would not be a very long
lay after alL

Al the academy a good deal of tribulation was
sused by what Bill Young and Kyle Wilbur
Idedarcd was: “ Just the meanest kind of trick.”

Insie.idof calling up the boysin the order of their
Inames on the roU-book, which always had been
Idone before, beginning with A and on to Z, their
liumes werewritten on slipsof paper and folded up,
loneby onc, and tumbled together in a box.

Then the teacher of the class picked up one
Ipaper, just as it carne, and read the fiame on it,
|.ind the boy with that iame had to begin.

”1sn’l it rough ?” said Bill Young, but, ljefore
lhe could say more, his fiame was called out and
|he had to go forward.

That was in geography, and Bil was better
|posted in that than in almost anything else.

Indeed, if the cxamining teacher had stuck to
Ithe text-book, and asked him the questions in the
lprinted fonn, Bill might possibly have come off
Jiriih credit to himself.  As it was, he did fairly well
|tniil he was asked:

"What is the boundary line between North and
|Souih America ?

*“The Ohio river,” said Bill, without a moment’s
lhesitation, and he was not a little flustered by the
|bulh that followed.

Hehitthe mark again once or twice, however, and
lihen carne the question: “ Where is the equator ?"
| Bill knew, and he was as prompt as lightning,
|Gi spite of the nervous condition he was in.

“Rightin the middle of the map !

I “That will do, Master Young,” said the exam-
liner, "You may take your seat.” The teacher
Ipicked up another slip of paper, and read : “ Mas-
jitrkyle Wiibur.”

Poor Kyle! He had heard all the laughter at
Ihsfriend’s expense, and it had not at all improved
jre condihon for his trial. He ar6se to his feet
jwh a dim wish in his mind that he could see
I ‘i'syHunter’s pet heifer making a chavge on the
H'A*™) “faculty,” but when he wasmerely asked:
|,y IRF Britain ?” he said, quite correctly:

' Rlarge island near the coast of France.”

Stoddaru, Authorof “

Dab Kinzer,” etc.

“ Not a doubt of that,” remarked the exam-
inev, “ but how is it separated from the United
States?”

“ Bythe Revolutionary War and the Declara-
tion of Independcnce.”

“Well, yes; but the Atlantic ocean has some-
thing to do with it, has it not?”

“ No, sir,” said Kyle; “it does n’t keep them
from holding on to Cafiada.”

Hefelt that he was getting adrift somehow, and
the brindled heifer carne to his mind again just as
the cxaminerrccoveredfromasharp spellof co'ugh-
ing, and asked him: “ Who were the human
inhabitauls of this continent at the time of its
discovery ?”

Ofcourse he knew. He was sure he ought to
be able to answer that question, but the right
words were slow in coming. He looked at the
ceiling and hesitated just an instant, and then he
heard the voice of Roxy Hunter, prompting him,
in a loud whisper, from the front seat where she
sat between Mr. Sadlerand Aunt Keziah :

“ Pilgrim Fathers, Kyle, Pilgrim Fathers!” And
Kyle mechanically repeated it after her :

“ Pilgrim Fathers.”

And then the laugh was louderthan it had been
over Bill Young’sreply to the equator question.

“ That will do, Master Wilbur. The young
ladies in the audience will please show no favor-
itism.”

“ | can recite the whole ofit,” whispered Roxy
to Mr. Sacller, “ but | don’t believe Kyle Wilbur
can.”

When the bell called them in, after recess, the
class in algebra was the first one examincd. It
was a large one and the largest room in the
academy was a little too small to hold both the
scholars and their anxious fricnds.

Piiiey thought he had never seen anything wear
quite so threatening an expression as did the great
blackboard which covered one side of that room.
It seemed to say : “ Here | am, stupids| 1 ’ve got
you!”

And just then the academy principal himself
held up aslip of paper and read, in a loud, sonorous
voice: “ Master Richard Hunter!”

All the peonies in Aunt Keziah’s tub were
hardly so red as their namesake’s face when he
walked forward and picked up his piece of chalk.

Another slip of paper was given to him, with
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the problem on it, which he was expected to work
out before that crowd, on that awful blackboard.

For almost a minute it seemed to him as if he
never before in all his life had seenany such letters
or figures as those. Some of them stood for
“plus” and some for “ minus,” and there was a
hint of that dreadfully ridiculous and impossible
thing a “ square root.”

“ There never was one,” said Piney to himself,
as he stared at the paper, but somehow the inarks
and signs were beginning to look more and more
like oid neighbors andacquaintances. Somewhere
or other, he had seen those things before.

He knew very well that his mother and Atint
Keziah and the rest were watching him anxiously.
He could feel their e®es on the back of his head,
and he,would not have turned around fot anything.

“ 1 declare,” he suddenly said to himself, “if it
is n’t the very problem 1had such a fight with, the
other night. Why, it ’s just the freshest thing in
the whole book. | ’ve gotit on my finger ends!”

His heart gave a greatjump, and the blackboard
itselfseemed to put on a more cheerful expression
of countenance as Piney’s piece of chalk began to
skip along over its surface. He worked with an
almost nervous rapidity and his mother turned and
looked very proudly in Aunt Keziah’s face.

Roxy whispered to Mr. Sadler; “ It ’s just like
Piney. He ’ll use up all the chalk.”

Not quite that. But he solved the problem.

It must have been a littie tiresome to Mr. Sadler,
and he deserved credit for sitting it out. Unele
Liph himself was not half so patient, and Grand-
faiher Hunter did not come back at all after the
noon recess. Bidid, howeverj thatis, he managed
to come in time to hear Piney recite in grainmar.
As for Greek, and all that sort of thing, jt had not
yet got into that academy.

There were to be prizes, but they were not to
be given out until the ciése of the exhibition, next
day, and as soon as Piney’s last ciass was dis-
missed, he and his friends set out for home.

Chapter XVIII.

That evening, Piney took a whole boat-load of
his visitors for a moonlight ride on the lake. Roxy
and Susie were allowed to go, but Chub was put
to bed in spite of a very vigorous protest on his
part.

The lake was very beautiful by moonlight, and
theystayed out on the water for nearly an hourand
a half, and when they got back to the landing there
were Aunt Sarah and Aunt Keziah waiting for
Susie and Roxy.

Saturday was to be Exhibition, and it was to be
held in the afternoon, because if it were held in the
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evening a good many of the country-peopie cod|
not come.

Just before noon, Piney saw Kyle Wilbur coin i
ing along the road from the village, and wentc
to meet him, asking, “ What on earth tookv™I
over before dinner?” Tt

“ Oh,” said Kyle, on whose face there wasj
glooniy sort of look, “ | ’ve got a new idea.”

“ A new idea? W hatisit?”

“ 1’1l show you before the day's over. Thcfl
wont laugh at me to-day as they did yesterday"

“ Oh, they wont laugh at your piece; it 'ssoer|
enough.”

“ Well, it is. And I guess they ’ll have alltht]|
‘burning deck’ they want, too.”

But Piney was unable to get out of Kyle tel
particulars of his “ new idea,” and Kyle seeredi
unusually anxious to get home.

“It ’s a pity Roxy can’t wear the ihingssbel
practiced in,” Piney said to himself, *‘Howi[|
would bring down the house 1”

He hardiy thought they were likely to get any1
thing quite so funny at the academy that day, boil
he did not know what was in the troubled mind
of Kyle Wilbur.

Nobody else did, for he had concealed hispur-I
poses from even Bill Young.

The upper story of the academy building «ssl
more than halfof it thrown into one greatroom|
with a raised platform at the west end, and with|
seats all around like a church.

There was a small gallery, too, but that *asj
occupiedby a brass hand on such great Gecasioisi
as Exhibition day and Fourth of July orations.

The young gentlemen and young ladies whol
were to recite alwayscarne upon the stagetliroujbJ
a door at the side, from a stair-way that led tothej
room below. On the stage at one side wesij|
piano, at the other were some arm-chairs for |
principal and the teachers, and in the iniddlews)
a wide, open space, for the speakers.

The hall was well filled at an early hour, and!
was quite crowded by the time the recitalionsl
began. All sorts of people were there, andBil
Hunter said to Mr. Sadler that he “ wouldn't harg|
missed seeing that crowd for a good deal.”

Piney was to be one of the first speakers,justj
after a dialogue between some young ladies,andl
his mother and Aunt Keziah thought that dialogej
never would come to an end. s .. it did, andtbe|
young ladies walked off, and Piney walked on.

“ Mercy sakes 1” exclaimed Aunt Keziah,ina
whisper to Mary Hunter.

“ What is it?”
“ Don’t you see? Piney’s palé.”
“Soheis. Poor fellow!”

It was only for a moment, however, aiidlusj
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color carne again as he went on and found himself
1 temembeiing the piece perfectly. He recited fairly
isell, too, and Bill Young whispered to Kyle
‘Wilbur;  *“You can’tbeat that.”
"Wont I, though?” said Kyle. “ You’llsee,”
Therewas a sort of rumor among the boys that
| Klemeant to try on soraething uncommon, but
I his turn was not t0 come for
I afood while yet.
Therewere piano-musicand
Isingiugi and more dialogues,
andother boys, and then the

RDXV'S ORATION,

hitie arrived for Roxy to say “ The Brcakini

Coesin Mary had gone with her as far as the
| dorihat opened upon the stage, although Roxy
Iknewthe way well enough, and did not seem one
jhitafraid, Then Mary stood at the door, with it
loptnjusta litlle, to see how Roxy got along.

1 Sebegannicely, after she had made her bow,
jwh only a slight tremor in her dear, childish
I'Dice, and everybody was delighted, especially her
liTi Keziah and Aunt Sarah and
I ndehiph and Grandfather Hunter. Stanza fol-
| wisianza, justas if she had been at home, till
iskewsmorc iban half through.

I kenlhe first line of the next stanza seemed to
I 'fgol away from her, and she hesitated. It
I*« 1dreadfu! moment for her.

THE
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“ “What sought they thus afar,”” whispered
cousin Mary, through the crack of the side door.

“That s it! 1 remeinber nowl” said Roxy,
triumphantly, and she went on to the end amid
a perfect storm of applause.

And now carne Kyle Wilbur’s turn, and all the
boys nudged one another with their elbows.

“ Something ’s coming,” said Piney to Bi, as
he crowded into a seat beside him.

And so there was. Kyle Wilbur was coming
and bringing something else with him. It had
cost him halfthe money he had saved up for his
next Fourth of July fire-works, and he stepped
behind the door, when his fiame was called, just
long enough to scratch a match on the top stair.
Then he marched on, carrying in each hand one

of those queer fire-works called *“ flower-pots,”
of the largest sizc he had been able to find.

Each of those “ flower-pots ” was aiready begin-
ning to fin a little on top, but Kyle gravely set
them down on the floor, one on each side of him,
at arin's length, and plunged into the recitation of

'The boy stood on the buming d«ck
Whence all bul him had fied.”

Before he was into the third stanza his fire-works
began to throw out their showers of fire and stars,
and the audience was shouting and stamping most
enthusiastically. The boys yelled with delight,but
Kyle went steadily on, regardless of the astonished
looks of the teachers on the other side of the stage.

Just before he got through, one of the fire-works
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carne to the loud “ hang" they all make at the
last, and the other went off as he was saying:

“ There carne a burst of thunder sound
The boy, O, where was he.”

Nothing could have worked better, and the
academy principal hardly knew what to do till
Kyle made his bow. Then, just when he ought
to have walked off, he exclaimed : “ There, Piney
Hunter, isn’t that better than birch-bark ?”

Of course there was more stamping and cheer-
ing, and by the time it was over, Kyle Wilbur was
outside of the academy.

Chapter XIX.

There probably was not a more popular boy in
or about Parable Centre, for the rest of that Satur-
day, than Kyle Wilbur, but for some reason or
other he did not stay'to enjoy it. He preferred
to walk home with Piney and Bi Hunter.

“ Kyle,” said Piney, as they strolled along,
“1°’ve got an idea about our oid scow. W e’re
going up through the lakes next Monday, if the
weather’s good, and it’ll be a long row.”

“ Rather long, that’s a fact,” said Kyle.

“ Now, if we hada mast and sail—"

“ Just the thing,” exclaimed Bi. “ She’llbear
it. |’vesailed in ayacht. 1°ve seen all sorts of
boats.”

“ Can you show us how to rig up a sail for the
scow ?”

“ Ofcourse | can. You1i want a keel first.”

“ But how about the mast and sail ?” said Kyle.

“ Easy enough,” answered Piney. “ | ’ve gota
piece of straight spruce sapling that’ll make a
good mast. It’smore’n ten feet high. We can
bore an auger-hole in the middle seat.”

“ No,” said Bi, “ in the seat next to the front
end, ifthere ’s any front end to a scow like that.
1’ll show you how to step it,—that is, how to fit
it in. Then there’ll have to be a boom and a
yard.”

“To rig the sail on?” asked Kyle.

“Yes. Piney, how about the sail ?”

“ Gotan ofd sheet that’ll do. We cancut it out
and haveit hemmed. There ’slots of ropearound
the house.”

“ And we can put in stones for ballast.
rah 1”7 shouted Bi. “ W e’ll make her go.
hurry to the house.”

The Exhibition was forgotten sooner than any-
thing like it had ever been forgotten before, and it
was wonderful how soon those boys got home.

The boat was hauled outon the grass, and tumed
bottom upward, and then the work began.

It seemed nothing at all to them to make the

Hur-
Let’s
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keel, and then bore an auger-hole in one of
seats and to nail a block of wood with a hole ini
just under the hole in the seat, on the bottom.

“ The rudder puzzles me a littie,” said PineJ
* How about that? "

“ Putina couple of thole pins in the middlea
the stern, and we can steer with a paddle.”

“1see. Thatll do,” said Piney. *““Noivin|
shove her into the water.”

Nobody would have known that the oid scowh
a keel now, to have looked at her. She satonlU
water just as quictly as usual, without a wordj
say about it.

When they stuck in the mast, however, itmadj
her look a littie queer, and just then the bellian|
for supper.

“We can fix up the sail this evening,” saj|
Piney. “ Mother and Aunt Keziah’ll help ws."

And sothey did, and Cousin Mary, too, and i
sail was cutand fitted all the better for that

It was pretty hard to keep from “ talkinghoatl
that Sunday, and Piney and Bi retired to theirtu
rooms at night a littie earlier than usual.

Piney and Bi could hardly eat their breakfd
next morning, and carne near going off iiitfia
the basket of luncheon which Aunt Ketiah
prepared for them.

The mast was put in its place, the boom ao|
the yard, with the sail between, were filied:
theirs. Bi took the steering paddle, Kyle sow
away the luncheon and bait, Piney shoved
boat off, and then, as the breezc filled Ihei
they heard a sound of cheering from the house,

The whole family were out, waving their tg
and handkerchiefs, and Roxy and Susie
running across the lawn toward the landing :
fast they could not even say “ Hurrah !"

As for the oid scow, she really made a
cat-boat ” and slipped along pretty fast

“

Chapter XX.

That Monday promised to be for Susie;
Roxy the very best since Unele Liph and his fami!
carne to the fatm-house. Not only uas
weather out-of-doors all that could be asked,
everything else seemed arranged to suit the
girls. Aunt Keziah had taken a notion to e
Chub with her all the time. Unele Liph
Grandfather Hunter were plannitig a ride *ij|
Aunt Sarah and Roxy’s mother. Piney ax
were gone off a-sailing. Mary Hunter and
Sadler were playing chess in the front perlor.
fact, the two girls were left to take care of H
selves, and what more could they have

That was the way it seemed to them, and Itl
did not ask for anything.
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piiey just took their dolls, put on their wide-
lijilied sun-bonnets, and marched out through
«frant gate and up the north road.

THERE s A DARNjNG*NEEDLB!”

“Tre farther north you go,” said Roxy, “ the
*rilis;”and the next moment, she added, with
SWof surprise ; “ O, Susie, there ’s a darning-

lilon your sun-bonnet!”
Adatning-needle ? Lit on my bonnet
Uoxy?"

esvoice sounded a littie scared, for Roxy
"vijtching tho great, brilliant dragon-fly which

pused on her cousin’s hat, with a look that
FSedsome dread ofit.

Tae It off and look at him. There he goes.
[** sliisneedle. Is n’t he beautiful ?”

W hat
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Susie had snatched off her sun-bonnet and she
gazed after the dragon-fly with wide open mouth

and eyes.
“ Let s go home, Roxy.”
“What for?”
“Why, | don’t like those flies.”
“Itisn’t afly.”
“lIsntit? Isitasortofbird?”

“ Now, Susie, they don’t hurt anybody They
don’t even sting. They only scare you a littie.”

Susie looked at her bonnet carefully, but it was
unharmed, and she decided not to go back to the
house for a while.

There were plenty of thistles at the roadside, here
and there, with large, red flowers, and Roxy and
Susie stood by a patch of them for some minutes,
watching the bees, wasps and hornets that flew
by or settied near them.

Indeed, as they walked along, Roxy was able to
point out to her city cousin quite a number of
insects and birds. A crow, a robin, a cat-bird, a
meadow-lark, a bobolink, a blue-jay, one after the
other, were made the subject of admiring comment.

“ Are there any snakes ?” asked Susie.

“ Yes, but they don’t live in the road. They re
over in tlie swamps and among the rocks up on.
the hill where we pick huckleberries.”

“ O, | w'ouldn’t go there for anything.”

“eSnakes don’t hurt anything. Aunt Keziah
says there used to be more of ’em, but the country
is too poor to raise snakes, nowadays.”

Neither of them had any idea how far they had
walked, they had been so busy witli their birds
and insecls, and their talk; but they were begin-
ning to fcel a littie tired, and they were about to
have a real “ scare.”

“ What noise is that?” asked Susie, turning
her head the way they had come.

“ That? Don’t you know? That’s cows.”

“ But how loud itis!”

“ So it is,” said Roxy.
must be a drove of cattle 1”

“ Oh,-ohl Wontthey run over Us?”

“ Ofcourse they will. Cattle ate just dreadful 1”

“ 0, Mother! Mother!” exclaimed poor Susie.
“1 wish | was home !”

“ Come, now, Susie,
putting her littie arms about her cousin.
good deal better just to climb the fence.”

It was a nice rail fence, easy to climb, even for
such littie girls as those two were, but they were
not on the other side of it any too soon. The
drove of cattle was a large one, and some of the
great oxen in front acted as if they were angry.
The road was crowded, and if the girls had been
in it they would surely have been hurt.

They were safe behind the fence, but it made

“ 0, dear me, there

don't cry,” said Roxy,
“It’s a
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them a good deal frightened to hear so much
noise, and to see so many pairs oflong, dangerous-
looking horns.

There were some men on horseback and one or
two on foot behind the drove of cattle, and a man
coming from the other way, in a lumber-wagon,
with two horses, stopped right in frontof where the
girls were. He had driven through the drove
slowly, and he seemed angry.

“ There ort to be a law agin’it,” he shouted to
the men on horseback. *“ Drivin’a drove like that
on such a traveled road as this, at this time o’ day !
Somebody might be killed.”

“ Got any critters to sell?” returned one of the
horsemen. “ Beef’s goin’down.”

“ S’posesoinebody’s children,—1 declare, ifthere
aint two little gals, now,—tbey might have been
just trampled 1™

“ Why, Susie, it sDeaconSimmons,” exclaimed
1IRoxy, and then she shouted at the top of her
voice; “ Deacon Simmons! Deacon Simmons !

“Is that you, Roxy? Well, if you aint a pil-
grum to-day, wuss’n you was a Saturday ! How ’d
ye git so far from home ?”

“We walked,” said Roxy.

“You did, did ye? Why, it’s a good four mile.
Well, you 11 just git in with me and ride home,
you will. Did the drove scare ye ?”

“ It scared Susie, but we remembered to chmb
the fence,” said Roxy.

“1t’s well ye did.”

Roxy and Susie climbed back into the road, and

the good deacon ceased scolding the drovcr and
helped them into the wagén.
“ What could have got into Keziah Merrill,” he
said “ let alone your mother, tohave let two such
bits of things rarable off alone? If my wife was
here, she’d give her a piece of her mind, Don’t
know but I will myself”

For all his indignation, however, Deacon Sim-
mons chatted with Roxy and Susie all the way to
the front gate of their own home.

There stood Aunt Keziah and Roxy’s mother
and Cousin Mary, looking up and down the road,
and Mary exclaimed: “ There they are, sure
enough ! Dear me, | sent Mr. Sadler the wtong
way !”

Chapter XXI.

Somebody or other said, a great while ago, that
the funniest thing about a river was that its head
andilsmouth were sofar apart. For all that, every
river seems to know just whereto go. You never
heard ofone tryingto climb overa hill. Even such
a little bit of a riverasthe Ti-ough-ne-au-ga, that
ran through those little lakes and on down the
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valley, was wise enough to pick out theeasiestcouw
torun in. For that reason the hanks of it «&
quite low, exceptin one or two places where ithsd
made or found a channel through a ridge of
ground. Here it was narrow, and there wereledges
of rocks on one side or the other; but they helped
make the scenety beautiful.

The three boysthought they had nevcr seenay
thing finer in their lives. Kyle Wilbur and Pirey
Hunter bad seen it all before, and hadvisited.illof
it in that very boat. But then the cid scow dd
not have a mast and saii in it until that moming,
and thatmade a great difference in everything dse

They narrowly watched Bi in his managementof
the sail, and their respect for the city boy was \ary
much incteased. The curiosity was that while the
wind blew from the south-west all the while, ad
the river made any number of crooks and turas,
Bi kept the boat in motion in the right dreditra
by changing the position of the sail. Nowit vas
right over the boat, then it would swing out alittle
on one side or the other, and then he would let it
awayout at right angles, or even farther.

They soon carne out into the middle iake. Il
was about as large as the one by the farm-homre,
but a little wider.

As the scow moved swiftly on from the narwf
place where the river went out of the kke, Bil
noticed that both his friends were busy with tirii|
fishing-tackie.

“ O, boys,” he exclaimed, “ let’s sail.
stop to catch fish.”

“ No,” said Piney, “ we wont stop. Onlyl'vel
always thought how | could troU for pickerelifll
had a sail-boat, 1 ve got the neatest kind oia|
spoon-hook, and here ’s one foryou, aiready rig_

“ A spoon-hook!” shouted Bi, “ that’s sle
did. Why, | 've often trolled for blue-fish on Longl
IslandSound. Hurrah !” he continued. “ri|sel|
the boat steady right upthe lake, and we'llaUlol
our hands.” . |

The *“ spoon-hooks ” were just what theirnanel
indicated. They were of pretty good siie.mtlij
what was shaped like the bowl of a spoon justabotel
them, and when they were pulled through riel
water the shining metal twirled and glittered in
way to make a pickerel think he saw the preHi»
kind of a “ shiner,” justready to be eaten.

In the course of two minutes or so there
three of those hooks leaping and flashinga ng H
little waves in the wake of the oid scow. |

It was inagnificent fun. No wor® ao“ h
No rowing to do. Nothing but to he t"'®
stem ofthe oid scow and watch for hites, w
light breeze carried the boat northward.

Piney could have sung something, »
have thought of a song that would not scare

Don'il
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(sh and Kyle Wilbur’s sallow face began to look
Iredand earnest.

The first bite carne to Bi’s hook, and he * struck
j,:’as fishermen say, in a way that told a story for
hisblue-fishing. That is, the other boys saw that
neknew NOW to do it, and again they wondered
ihatacilyhoy, and a bit of a dandy, too, should
tnow50 much about some things when he knew so
little aboiit others.

“Guess he might say the same of us,” thought
Pirey, “ if h® city.”

But Bi pulled in his pickerel hand-over-hand,
andlanded him safely in the bottom of the boat.

Just then there was a tug at Piney’s line that
alnost took it away from him.

“You've got one |” shouted Bi.

“Mbltoo hard, Piney,” said Kyle, coolly. “ You
inijhi puli it out of his mouth.”

“Orbrcak myline,” exclaimed Piney, his face
blazing with excitement.  “ | say, boys, this one’s
aregular cod-lamper, Seehimjumpl”

“Give him line,” screamed Bi. “ That one
icnl hold him on a dead puli.”

It was not very easy for Bi and Kyle to keep
ilier eyes away from Piney’s fight with that big
fd, and it took a good while to master that pick-
ed nith that tackle. If Piney had been in too
muh of a hurry he would surely have lost his
prac, but he stuck to it bravely and patiently,
adat last he pulled him alongside the boat.

“Hold him steady,” said Kyle, “ till I give him
aliit.”

“Quick, now,” shouted Piney.

AndKyle was quick, and in an instant more the
piderd was in the boat, the biggest fish either of
Ihehad ever seen caught in those lakes.

B Hunter lost a capital bite while he was
icokingat that pickerel, and Kyle Wilbur said:

“Now it’s my turn. | guess | ’ll catch some-
hing"

*Adso he did, only it was not a pickerel but a
|Sre, large yellow perch.

“They don’t often strike a spoon hook,” said
iPirev, “ but they do, sometimes—the larger
loiCS”

Four or five more fish were pulled in, before
|IW reached the end of the lake.

Tlie river between the middle lake tliat they
I**rc in and the upper one, was merely a short
["tail,” hardly half a mile in length, windings
[indal|,

“Noi so many farms around this lake,” said Bi,
lisine)'sailed in. “ More woods. Hullo, Piney,
prilhatan island?”

“Rockiest kindof one,” said Piney.
latmir luncheon there.
[1"1ljswe go.”

L VIL—34.

“We ll
Let ’s sail all around it and
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That may have been a “ better fishing-ground,”
and it was true that they pulled in a grealer
number, but neither of them caught a match for
Piney’s big pickerel. The island looked wonder-
fully attractive, with its tall trees rising among tire
rocks, and the boys soon began to feel hungry.

“ It’s like going into the wilderness,” remarked
Bi, as he lowered the sail and the boat put her
nose against the shore.

“That ’s a big word,” said Kyle, “ for an island
that is n’t more ’n an acre ’'n a-halfof land, and
that nobody *d live on if you 'd give it to 'em.”

“ | brought some matches,” said Bi; “ we’ll
have a fire in less than no time.”

* And we ’ll cook some of our own fish,” said
Piney. * Soon as 1 ’ve put ’em on a string | 11
wash some stones to cook fish on. It’s the way
the liidians did. Heat youi stones good and hot.
Use fiatones, you know. Bcatsabrotuerall hollow.”

His first care, however, was to “ string ” all his
fish, except the few small pickerel which he meant
to cook, on a stout piece of twine, and then he
lowered the whole string into the waterand fastened
it to the boat to keep them fresh.

“ Now for dinncr, O, butl 'm hungry !”

Kyle Wilbur had gathered bark and dead
wood and started a fire, and Bi had helped him
actively, Then Kyle said: “ Now, Bi, you’tend
fire, and | ’ll help Piney clean fish.”

Aunt Keziah had put up a liberal luncheon and
a nice one, but nothing in the basket tasted half so
good as those fish.

“ Best picnic | ever heard of,” exclaimed B;.
“I1f I lived out here | ’d come to the island once a
week.”

After dinner the boys spent nearly an hour in
rambling over the island and climbing among the
rocks, till Piney said, at last:

“ Well, let ’s go for some more fish, for we d
better be starting for home pretty soon.”

The scow was right there waiting for them, and
the heavy “ string” of pickerel and perch was
lifted out of the water and into the luoat.

“ Boys,” said Bi, as he raised the sail, “ shove
her off. But | just hate to leave that island.”

“ So do 1,” exclaimed Kyle and Piney, almost in
the same breath.

Chapter XXII.

At the very tiipc their fviends at home were
talking with Dcacon Sinimons about the girls,
Piney, Bi and Kyle were pushing away from the
island. There was just about wind enough to fill
the sail, at first, but the oid scow went along very
slowly, and before they had gone far, the water
was as still as a wash-tub, and the sail hung limp
and idle.
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“What a dead calm !” said Bj.

Never mind,” said Piney, “ we can’t troll, but
we ’ve plenty of bait. We can just anchor and
fish.”

Something like an hour went by, and the lake
and the rocks and woods were a perfect picture of
peace and quiet. It was enough to make the boys
feel sleepy, and not one of them had thought to
notice the sk)'. To be sure, there were not many
clouds to be seen, only a sort of misty cloud-bank
in the east, but pretty soon Kyle looked up from
putting a bull-head on the string and remarked:

“ 1 say, boys, there ’s some wind a-comin’. We
wont have to row home.”
“Wind?” exclaimed Bi. “ So there is. [1t’ll

be here quick, too. Let ’s have up the anchor.”

He began at once to puli on the anchor-ropc,
and Piney and Kyle, just to be good sailors and
help him, hoisted the sail.

“ Hold on !” shouted Bi.
ready. It looks like a squall.”

There had been a ripple on the water, away
toward the eastern shore of the lake. Just a littie
rough patcli at first, but it grew and spread, and
darkencd with sudden swiftness, and carne sweep-
ing on toward the boat while Bi was lifting the
anchor.

“ It ’s coming,” shouted Kyle, as he gave an
extra tug to the halliards of the sail

“Here it is!” exclaimed Piney, as the cool
breeze blew shaiply on his cheek.

“ Kyle, drop that rope,” shouted Bi, excitedly,
and Kyle dropped it;buta knot on it caughton onc
of the seats and held it firmly, just as the sail
swelled out with the full forcé of the fierce gust of
wind which followed.

It seemed, for a moment, as if ihc mast would
break, but it was a tough, well-scasoned piece of
spruce, and itbent without brealdng.

If it had ljroken then, the boat would not have
been upset; but as it was, the wind seemed to tako
hold of the sail more and more fiercely, and forced
it over furthcr and further, till one of the flat stones
they had put in for baliast slipped out of its place,
and over went the oid scow, and Piney, Bi and
Kyle went over with it.

The next moment, they were al! puffing around
in the water, and Bi was especially glad of the fact
tbat he knew fiow to swim.

*“ Shall we strike for the shorc or the island ?”
he asked. “ The island’s ncarest. Guess | could
swim asliore, though, with one of the paddies to
help keep me up.”

“ No, sir-ee!” shouted Piney.
right the oid scow and bail her out.”

“ Can we do that? ”

“ Course we can,” said Kyle,

“We ’re not half

“ We il just

“if the water
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isn’t too rough.
her, lots of times.”

Bi had not thought of that, but he took hold |
manfully with the other two.

“ 1 see what ’s the matter,” he said, after thty|

We ’ve tipped her and righijd 1

had worked in vain for a few minutes. “ It ’sihe 1
sail. We must manage to get it down.”
“ Of course,” said Piney. “ What a stupid |

am, not to have thought ofthat.”

There was nothing very difficult about it, and!
before long they had the oid boat riglucd, hutshe
was nearly full, and her sides were only an indjot |
two above water. Half the waves that carne «ni
right over into her.

Still the boys worked away with their lints, and|
were gaining pretty fast, when Piney exclaimed;

“ Look here, Kyle, don’t you see ? Bi ’s geiiing |
tircd out. He can’t swim like you and me."

“What ’'llwedo?”

“1 could hold on awhile,” began Bi, veq
bravely, although his face was a littie palé, hutl
Piney interrupted him with :

“ No, you can’t. You go lo the end of thebret |
and climb over in. Slic ’ll cany you, all doe"

Bi did so, for ha felt pretty well exhausted, ad
he was delighted to find that his weight onlysank
the boat down to about where she hatl been Mien|
they began.

“Try to pul! in the anchor,” said Piney. "We'll |
help you. But don’t upset her again.”

It was what Kyle Wilbur called *“ mighty tid<:
lish business,” but the anchor was lifted in andH|
began to bail as fast as he could with his hat.

“ Work away,” said Piney, “ while Kyle andl|
tow her toward the island.”

“ Pity we ’ve lost all our fish,” said Kyle, mount-1
fully.

“ Lost em?” said Piney. “ Notabitofit, Buij
| ’'d forgotten ’em. We never can tow the l |
with those strings of fish dragging alongside.”

“ They ’re hitched to the boat|” edanedl
Kyle. “ So they are! Why, we can thrt»eni|
right in.”

“ Careful!” said Piney.
have the boat over. Bi ’s bailing like ai
fellow. Ifit was n’t for the waves wasbhingmhe'dj
get ahead fast. Now, Kyle.”

Bi helped them put the fish in, and his facenmitl
a sort of mortificd expression as he saw F'w)j
strike out toward the shore, with tho hitching-ctaj
of the boat fastened to his coat-collar, while Ki ]
Wilbur pushed with all his might at the slem.

Bi envied them their strength and skill &
mei-s, but he tried to do his share of the |
his hat. The paddies and seats had dl
saved, and the fishing-rods. As for the t®"f|
lines, they had been tied to the thole-pias

“ Take it easyornell|
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‘ liiouglit, until Piney turned over in the water and
lesclaimed: “ The luncheon basket!”

Botioin of the iake,” replied Kyle.

“That ’s too bad,” said Bi.

"Aunt Keziah ’ll think so,” said Piney, ruefuily.
“Basket, napkins, piales, forks, knives, spoons,
‘pcpper—box and pickle-bottle, all drowned.”

"Can’i be helped,” said Kyle. “ It wastoo deep
Iwdivefor'em.”

Altogcilier too deep, and the boys worked their
| «@y manftiliy to the shore.

Once there, it was easy enough to drag the
| beat half out of the water on a sloping beach, and
tun her up on one side to drain. It was easier
(hen bailing in that hot sun. Some more stones
«ere put in for ballast wlien they launched her
aggin, bul the afternoon was pretty well used up
«en they started for home.

Sowere the boys, but then the wind was fair and
I strong, so that tiicy had no more hard woik before-
1thera,

Chapter XXIII.

Late that afternoon Unele Liph Hunter carne
Iheck ivilli tlie cairy-all.  Of course be lorought the
I 'mal, but tliey were all a little suiprised to see
Giandfather also, and both he and Unete Liph
«eremore than usually bright and smiling.

“What makes you look so happy ?” said Aunt
| Kezish

“O, because wc ve some news for the family,”
Isaid Unele Liph.

“News! What can jthe?”

“I’iltell you. They ’ve been giving the prizes
Ifor Ine Exhibition. The teachers, of course, re-
Iported who were best in all the classes, but they
Iselected a commitlee of gentlemcn in tlie audience
|to decide on the prizes for declamation.”

“That was fair,” said Aunt Keziah.

"Fair!” said Unele Liph. *“ Yes;
|.vo»think got the prizes?”

“Doicll us,” said Aunt Keziah.

‘Well, the report of the cominittee says, “First
Iptm for excellence in declamation, Kyle Wilbur,””
I “l'oudon’t say!" exclaimed Aunt Keziah. “ His
|nre.»orks did that.”

'The teachers said as much, and | think they
lwyhalf liked it, But there ivas a second prize.
| tfirtisabig dictionary, and the second, a fine
|®pyof ‘Stockton’s Roundabout Rainbles.””

J'*1” cxcLiimed Susie.  “ Who got it?”

Ayoung lady named Roxy Hunter.”

, shout there was from all the aunties

PWCousin Mary, and Mr. Sadler picked up Roxy
| heralmost to the ceiling.

i>ey and Bi and Kyle are out sailing yet,

but who do
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but it’s pretty near time they were home,” said
Aunt Keziah. * | do hope nothing has happened
to 'em. They ’re gone clean through lo the upper
lake.”

Another hour went 1)y, however, and another,
and the people at the farra-hotise began almost to
feel uneasy, as tea-time drew near and there were
no signs of the return of their young saiiors.

Just then a tali lady carne in through the front
gate, and Aunt Keziah exclaimed:

“1f there is nt Kyle’s mother!
she ’s alarmed about him ?”

Mrs- Wilbur carne in and was introduced to the
visitorsfrom the city.

“ Didn’t ray Kyle go a-boatin’with your Piney?”
she asked of Piney’s mother,

“ Yes, and with his Cousin Bayard.”

“ Well, don’titseem to you as ifthey ‘dbecn gone
long enough ? Kyle’s gothis cows to go for, and
there’sthe pigs to feed and lots of other chores. But
then it’s vacation, and boys are boys.”

“ Your boy seems a very promising one,” said

Wonder if

Unele Liph. “ Have you heard from the village
to-day ?”
“ Notaword. Doyoumean from the academy ?

Now, | do declare I | know that caper of his on
Exhibition day ’ll get him into a scrape, but I
could n’t help laughin’.”

“ Everybody laughed,” said Unele Liph. “ And
what ’s more, the committee awarded him the first
prize.”

“You dontsay ! The first prize to my Kyle ?
Now, ifthatis n’t somethin’ worth while. It Il be
the makin’ of liiin. All he’s been a needin' this
ever so long was a little settin” up.”

“He’ got it now,” said Grandfather Hunter.
“ It’sa dictionary. Largest sizc that s printed.”

“ He’ll read it through, then, he will. You see,
he and Piney are neighbors, and they 're good
friends ; but Piney ljeats him too bad on books and
such things. Dut now he ’s won a prize right over
Piney’s head, 1 declare!”

They all sympathized too much with Mrs. Wil-
Inir’s pleasure to say anything just then about
Piney’s school record. Even Aunt Keziah shut
her lips resolutely, ljut Roxy marched forward with:

“ Kyle got one prize, Mrs. Wiibur, but I got the
other. 1did n’t forget a word of iny piece.”

“ You got a prize, my dear ?” said Mrs. Wilbur.
“1’m glad of it. But, Mrs. Hunter,—Keziah,
don’t you think those boys ought to be home by
this time ?”

Mr. Sadler and Mary had walked out on the
lawn while the rest were talking, and just at that
moment they heard him shout: “ Here they are !
All three of them. Boat and all.”

There they were, indeed, and they rapidly sailed
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in toward the landing, where their friends carne
hurrying down to meet them. But they were not
the neatly dressed party of young fellows that had
sailed away that morning. To be sure, they had
been pretty well dried by the sun and wind on the
way home, but there was no rieed for them to tell
that they had ail been in the water. And then,
such looking hats! It does not improve a straw
hat at all to bail out a boat with it.

The boys were in splendid spirits, however, and,
as they carne in, they lifted their strings of fish and
swung them proudly around, and then the next
half hour was taken up in telling the story of the
upset and in answering questions.

Chapter XXIV.

The evening after what Bi Hunter called “ the
cruise of the scow” was by all odds the brightest
one he had had at the farm-house. Not only were
he and Piney better acquainted, so that they undcr-
stood each other, but there were no school-books
fior lessons in the way; that is, Piney was free, and
vacation had really come.

It was a beautiful evening, and Piney’s mother
and Cousin Mary played on the piano and sang;
and, after the children were in bed, Grandfather
said he was tired and went too, and Bi and Piney
got out the chess-board.

Then Piney’s mother carne and sat down by the
boys, and Unele Liph and Aunt Sarah went and
sat on the front piazza. All of a sudden, Aunt
Keziah looked up and said to Piney’s mother:

“ Elizabeth, where are Mary and Mr. Sadler ?”

“ They ’ve gone for a walk, Keziah. To-mor-
row ’s the last day he can stay here.”

“Isit?” exclaimed Piney. “ Then, we must show
him some fun in the hay-field. The men say there
are more bumble-bees’ nests than they ever knew
before. Someof ’em are in the grass where they Te
mowing. The mowing breaks up the nests, any-
way, and we might as well have the honey.”

W hether Piney was right about that or not, he
had always considered bees’ nests fair prey, as ali
country boys do; and he and Bi awoke the next
morning with a sort of a buzzing in their ears.

“ Let’s go and practice with my bow and arrows
till breakfast,” said Piney.

“ All right,” said Bi. “ | want to go for some
pickerel, while 1 'm here, and | might as well learn
toshoot.”

It was easy enough to set up a target out on
the lawn, but Bi very quickly discovered that, as he
expressed it, he was “ not one bit of an Indian.”

“ Hullo 1” he added, turning about: “ Mr. Sad-
ler and Mary are coming. Let him try a shot.”

That was what they were coming for, and Cousin
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Mary stood, with hcr beautiful new white sira
hat swinging from her hand, while Mr. Sadler tock
the bow and one of the blunt, wooden-headej
arrows, to see what he could do with them.

* Oh, Susie,” shouted Roxy, on the piazza, “‘thy |
are bow-and-arrowing out on the lawn !” '

“ And Mr. Sadler ’s going to shoot!” said Susk
“ Let’s go and see.”

Mr. Sadler had fitted the arrow on the string |
just then, and was beginning to puli on it; bt |
the bow was harder to bend than he had oqecied
and, just as he was beginning to raise itand *as|
turning toward the target, his finger slipped fram
the end of the arrow. Cousin Mary had ben
looking hard at the target, as if she expected o
see that arrow sticking in the middle of it the re¢
moment, but Mr. Sadler exclaimed : * Well, nov!”

And Roxy, who was running across the lawn lile|
a littie deer, in a short dress, shouted:

“ Oh, Cousin Mary, he ’s shooted your newbal!”

Bi and Piney tried hard not to laugh, but trel
more they tried the more they looked as if Ikeyl
wanted to. There was no mistake about it. Thenl
was the hat, ten feet away, on the grass, wiibthe|
arrow sticking through the middle of the croan!

“ Oh, never mind!” said Mary; *“theairow|
isn’t hurt a bit.”

“ But the hat is,” said Roxy, as she breatblesdy |
picked it up.

“ Take another arrow, Mr. Sadler,” said Frey.|
“ You made a center shot that time.”

Poor Mr. Sadler’s face was pretty red, and bel
hardly knew what to say; but Cousin Maty's facti
wore so kind and smiling a look, that he jusEiookl
the fresh arrow from Piney and turned toward Ui
target. Such a puli as he gave that bowsstring!

And, when he let go, the arrow never stoyel
to make a dent on the target. It went twenty ieeil
above it, and on, on, on, till itwas lired out am|
tumbled into the lake.

“ Never mind,” said Piney. * It ’ll floatasliwl.|
We ’ll find it. There goes the breakfast-bell.”

After breakfast, they were all soon ready fot Ik
hay-field and on their way through the brmysi
and into the lafie.

About half-way up the lafie they carne to saa*
bars in the fence, and Piney let them down,:
they could all walk through. He led themrg
across that field and a littie way down the hiHs*
and through some more bars, and then they
in the hay-field.

It certainly was a fine field of hay, hut o«ti
the mowers motioned to thein to stay wlierithtj
were. He shouted to Piney that they had ‘jif
been clean driven away from that casierly
by the biggest nest of bumble-bees ever stiira
up. They ’reall mad, and they'ligo forye
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“Huriah, Bi,” shouted Piney. “ There ’s Kyle
comrag across the meadovv. Do as | do.”

Qutcarne his handkerchief. He spread it over
the back of his head and down over his ears, and
lucked it under his shirt-collar, and put his hat on
| hetd

“They wont get in through that,” he said, as
lhesaiv Bi .md Mr. Sadler imitating him. Then
hegathered a haiidful oflong grass and weeds.

“Get a good brush, like that,” he said to Bi.
“Dont mind em unless they ’light on a place
where they can sting through,”

I Cousin Mary and Aunt Keziah and the children
Iremaived where they were. They even took up
jnkes and made believe “ make hay,” but they
| «uld not help watching Piney and the rest as they
| «enl for that ncst of bees and honey.

| The bec-hunters had no difficulty in finding
| about where that nest was. Not only the mowers
| poinied it out to them, but both Kyle and Piney
| «ere familiar with the business they were on. As
| Gieydrew nearer, more than one angry bee made a
Idssh attheni, but Bi and Mr. Sadler followed the
lesample of the two country boys, and merely
| brashed their enemies away.

The trouble was that the insects did not seem to
Iknoiv what fear was, and charged again and again,
I mmatter how often they were knocked into the
| gess.

“Hereitis,” shouted Piney. “ It’s a big one.
INow, Kyle, keep ’em off while | take it out.
iThey re coming.”

He stoopcd down as he spoke and dug with his

bete fingers in the grass at the side of a large,
I roud sionc.  Not many boys would have had the
Inm-e to pry out that nest and pick it up, but
jPincy Hunter did, and all the while Kyle Wilbur
Iras lhrasliing away like mad in all directions
lagainst a swarm of angry bumble-bees. Bi and
IMr. Sadler carne running up, and they, too, were
lcompelled 10 work with their bunches of grass and
I»eeds,as if they were earning very large waaes,
Mecd.

“Had n’t we better run?” asked Bi.

‘Run, then. That ’s what | 'm going to do.
IMkeep Al whipping. They’ll follow you.”
| liras good advice, for the bees did follow, ever
I®"“ "l them. Piney held the nest in one
jUad and fought with the other, and somehow he
IMKjle got off without a sting. Perhaps it was
they ran along together and kept a good
routon each other.  1f a bee aUghted on either
he was instantly brushed away.
I" unién there is strength,” and Mr. Sadler
““lgot separated as they ran.
el*sarvthem running, and exclaimed: *“ O,
r  wahl The bees are after them.”

“ Ofcourse they are. But look at Piney. He’s
got the nest.”

Mr. Sadler should have been wiser than to have
run in the direction he took. To be sure, he had
whipped himself free of his enemies, cxcept one
tilat managed to settie for a moment on his nose,
but another dashed on ahead and, while poor
Cousin Mary was thinking of anything but her
own safety, she suddenly felt something terribly
hot on her under lip.

“ Oh, Aunt Keziah, | 'm stung !”

“ Are you, my dear? | 'm sorry for that.
Where did he sting you ?”

“Onniylip. Oh, dear!”

It really pained her very much and Roxy said,
as Mr. Sadler carne up: “ There, Mr. Sadler,
you brought a bee with you, and he % stung
Cousin Mary on her lip. It ’s awful.”

He, too, seemed to think it “ awful,” for he took
his hand away from his nose and began to say so,
but Aunt Keziah exclaimed: “ Nonsense! All
that fuss about a bee-sting. Put a littie mud on
itand and let ’s go and see ein mow.”

In a few minutes Piney carne in with his prize.
It was indeed a large nest, with several table-
spoonfuls, more or less, of the most delicious honey
any of them had ever tastcd. Sothey all said, but,
not long after, Mr. Sadler and Cousin Mary walked
back together toward the bars.

By that time, however, Piney and Bi and Kyle
were fighting with another lot of bumble-bees.

Ch/pter XXV.

The fun of the hay-field, for Cousin Mary and
Mr. Sadler, had been spoiled by two angry bum-
ble-bees, but that was no reason why all the rest
should give it up, and they did not.

The bees of that next nest managed to get a
good sting at all three of the boys, and Bi Hunter
learned more respect for them than he had had
before. His handkerchief had got out of his neck
and a very angry bumble-bee liad stung him.
Piney and Kyle had each been stung too, but it
was an oid story to them and they did not seem to
mind it much.

As for Aunt Keziah, she was more interes’ted in
seeing what a good crop of hay she was to have,
and Roxy and Susie began to turn their attention
to it also. They had brought their dolls with
them, of course, and it was capital fun to put them
to sleep and make houses for them in the low, soft
mounds of hay, where it had been pitched into
hay-cocks. And then they kicked the hay about in
the “ winnows,” where it had been raked together.

“Isn’t hay nice ?” said Susie.

“ Of course it is,” said Roxy, “but they ’re
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going to load a wagdn pretty soon.
have a ride to the barn.”

“ That Tl be splendid !”

A good deal of the hay in that field was suffi-
ciently cured to be carried hoine, and before noon
a great wagon, drawn by two horses, with a wide
woodcn fiame on top of the wagon-box, was slowly
pulled along from one heap of hay to another.

Piney and his two friends were getting pretty
warm over their fun, by this time, and Bi was
troubled liy a feeling that it was not exactly right.

“ The bees own the nests,” he said to himself,
“and it ’s their honey.”

He had to give up making Kyle and Piney see it
in that way, however, for Kyle told him :

“ The bees own the honey till haying-time, Bi,
—then it ’s ours. Why, even ifthey sting a fellow
they leave their sting in him.”

Bi put his hand gently on the back of his neck,
where a hot lump was growing, and he had very
littie pity for that particular bee.

“ | say, boys,” he exclaimed, as he looked across
the field, “ they 've loaded that wagoén and they re
lifting the children on it for a ride. Just hear cm
scream. S’pose we go and ride in with ’em.”

“Allright,”said Piney,”‘butwhoshriekedthen?”

Not Roxy fior Susie, decidedly, and the next thing
they saw was Aunt Keziah, running across from
where she had been standing, and whipping her
head with her apron.

“ There ’s a bee after her |7 said Kyle.

“ That’s too bad,” said Bi.

Piney was already on a run to Aunt Keziah’s
assistance, but before he reached her she stopped,
stood still a moment, and then walked slowly back
toward the hay-wagon.

“ What is the matter, Aunt Keziah?” asked
Roxy, from the top of the hay-wagon. * Did they
ti-y to lift you up ?”

She and Susie had enjoyed being lifted, but they
had screamed pretty loudly, all the same.

“ Did he sting you?” shouted Piney at the same
moment.

“ Sting?” said Aunt Keziah. “ Whatdo | care
for a bee-sting? 1 ’'m going back to the house,
along with this load. | 've been fooling around
here long enough.”

Somehow or other, though, her right hand went
up to hcer ear just then, for all the world as if some-
thing was smarting there.

“Come, boys,”shouted Piney, “ let 'sclimbup 1”

The «agon was soon in motion, and it tilted this
way and that over the rough places of the field, on
its way to the bars, in a veiy exciting way.

How the two girls did hold on to their brothers !

“ Does hay ever upset ?” asked Susie.

“ Does it, Piney?” said Bi.

Then we TI
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“ Oh, sometimes, but not on a straight, «y
road like this. We ’re all safe enough, Hid
light when we go down the lafie, that s all,"

Roxy and Susie screamed with delight and fear
as the load of hay climbed the ascent to the keis
Icading into the lafie, and then bogan to rollsloniv
down to the barn-yard. Right in front ottheividé
barn-doors, the horses stopped.

“1 see now,” said Bi, “ why barn-doors ae
made so high. Why, the load can but just getin"

“That ’s so,” said Piney; “ we must all &t
down, or we 'H be scraped off. Slip down iht
back end, Bi; | ’ll let the girls down to you.”

Bi did so, and Roxy and Susie clarabeiid dve
behind him. They were trembling a littie, bu
Roxysaid: “ Piney knows, Susie. h ’sawful high
but we'll get down.”

Aunt Keziah was right there, with her liand
her ear, telling one of the fami-liands—a tll.
strong man—to “ help down those children, » |
,they wont break their littie necks.”

Could she have been angry at that bee for sing1
ing her ? She would not have said so foraiiything,
but she was piainly in a hurry to gei to ihe house,

Bi took hold of Roxy’s hand, and let herdip,
slip, slip down the smooth surfacc of the hay, il
the man below could reach up and touch he.
Then he let go, and just as she was screaming,. |
“ Oh, Aunt Keziah !” she was caught in a pairof
strong hands and landed safely on the groimd.

* Come, Susie,” she said at once. " Come (0 |
Don’t be scared. It just isn’t anything atalL"

Susie thought differently, but she took Pi's hand1
and began to slide; and then, almost before ge|
could believe it, she was standing beside her cosin

Kyle Wilijur was there, too, for he bad sangi
himself down from the fonvard eod of the svagn

It was easy enough for a pair of active boys likel
Piney and Bi to come down without help. Ther|
would have scorned asking any.

Chapter XXVI.

Aunt Keziah did not go back to tho hay-i
that day. None of the older puople did, :ns
Roxy and Susie were prevailed upon to playi"Ili
iieighborhood 6f the house, where there were ol
nests of angry bumble-bees.

When the boys carne back from the hayliek
they were hot and tired, and that evening wesii
quiet one at the oid farm-house.

The next day Mr. Sadler had to return tote
city, and very littie could be done till afler 11
carry-all carne to the door to take him away. 1
Liph and Aunt Sarah and Cousin Mary went oitij
to the village with him, and when they camne bdl
Unele Liph said to Piney’s mother that he shonld
have to cut short his visit.
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»J may have to spend a week in the city, on
busincss, and tlicn we are all going down to the
sea-shcre,” said he.

About noon the boys carne marching in a slow
procession toward Unele Liph, who sat upon the
tront piiizza.

“Wliai?” said he, as they handed him some
curiotis objects. “ Six new arrow-heads! i declare,
tbere'sonc big enough for a spear-head. That war-
cubisa noble one, and so is the stone hatchet.”

's Kyle found them. There are picnty of such
things sctittered alsout the oid fields near here,”
jairi Piney.  “ Thbey’re his present to you.”

“Kylo? Well, now, | thank him very much,”
said Unele Liph, and then he seemed to be lhink-
ing for a moment before he added:

“ Kyle, ivould you like to visit the city ?”

0, yes, sir. | guess | would. Why, I never
u-isinonc in all my life.”
"Well, I'’in going home next Monday, and | 'm

1kke Piney and Roxy with me, to stay a week.
I'dbegiaci 10 have you come and visit me with
them”

Poor Kyle I It was almost too much to conte at
once. He blushed and staminered and did not
kMWVwhat to say, for it sounded very much as if
heh.tdbcen promised a pecp into fairy-land.

"Ask vyiiiir mother when you go home. 1’
sowyon all my curiosities and Bi will show you
thecity. You can see the houses and streets and
Ihesliips in the harbor, and the forts, and we "Il all
gosome day and have a look at the ocean.”

Kyle’s eyes seemed to be growing bigger while
Uele Liph was talking. But that was the first
Pirey liad heard about the visit to the city, and
Aut Keziah exclaimed : “ Do look at that boy !
Pirey, you aint going to burst, are ye ?”

"I'd Ukc to do something. Mother, are you
goinglo let USgo ?"

“Yes, niyson. You and Roxy too.”

“0, Clnib, 1’'m going to the city,” shouted
Roy, as she hugged her fat little brother.  “ I ’'m
goinglo the city where the oshung is, and Piney’s
oMy too, and Kyle Wilbur, and Kyle nevcr was
Heebefore, and it Il scare him half to death,”

"I1lask my mother,” said Kyle, as he began
b odge away toward the door. “ | guess she’ll
eitinego. U's only for a week, and Bill Young 11
goforiny cows while | ’ni goue.™

I Ms Wilbur was glad enough to let Kyle make
ad nvisit as that, and Mr. Hunter promised to
I iMihim liomc safely at the end of the week.
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“ That s what comes of his speakin’so well at
the Exhibition,” she said.

The boys dié all they could to make Friday and
SiUurday pleasant for Bi, but it was hard to talk of
anything but the city, and poor Bi had to answer
an eiidless string of questions. Then carne Sun-
day, and Piney and Roxy thought it was the longcst
Sunday thcy had ever heard of.

Aunt Keziah and Piney’s motherhad been doing
everything they could to get him and Roxy ready,
and Mrs. Wilbur had been over to see them about
Kyle’s clothes again and again, until Aunt Keziah
exclaimed: “ Ovcrcoat! Yes, and he’d better
take his skates, too, so ’s to i)e ready if there sa
summer fveeze while he ’s there.”

“It’s a tryin’ piece of business, Keziah.
never traveled any.”

“ Well, he must learn,” said Aunt Keziah.

It was indeed a trying piece of business to get
Roxy and Susie off in proper shape, that Monday
morning; but Piney had become, as he said,
“kind o’ settled down to it,” and Kyle Wilbur
was trying his i)est to imitate him.

Such a grand start they made, with the older
people in the carry-all, and the trunks and the
children in one of Aunt Keziah’s farin-wagons.

Piney and Roxy looked a little sobcr when thcy
kissed their mother good-bye, and Mrs. Wilbur
carne to the front gate with Kyle’s dictionary
under her arm ; but for all that, the three boys
inanaged to stand up in the wagdn just after it
started, and give “ three cheers and a tiger” for
Che oid farm-house and the lakes, and the dear,
good friends who were gazing after them from the
front piazza.

He ’s

We could tell our readers the pariiculars of this
happy visit to town. Of the sights the boys saw
and the sights they did n’t see, of the wisdom thcy
found and the ignorahcc they lost—of how life
seemed to widen before them when they saw the
vast workings of business, trade and manufacture
in a great city—and how, after they returned
home, they never were quite the same that thcy
were before. But the story would have no thrilling
eiiding after all—not even ifit carried them out of
boyhond into manhood and oid age. The lives
of the great crowd of human beings about us are
more jnteresting in the living than to those who
look on. You have looked on while Piney and Bi
and Kyle were passing through some happy weeks
Uf boyhood, and if you have been interested and
pleased, the author is satisfied.

THE END.
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NED’'S STILTS.

in tlie
room un-c was  ak-ened
one morn- thump!

thump! o-ver her head, and a
heav-y buinp, as if Ned’s fou-
post bed-stead had sud-den-ly
be-gun to dance a reel and bed

fall-en a-part in tXe at-tempt. In a few mo-ments Ned called to her to
come in-to the gar-den aid see him walk on his stilts. At first he
found it hard, for his legs went just where he did not want them to. He
had al-most a hun-dred tum-bles and a-bout twen-ty bru.s-es be-fore e
could walk firm-ly. “Hur-rah!” he cried then. " These st,lts nmake
me as tall as my fa-ther! | can see as much as he can, with-out uait-
ing to grow up. Hur-rah ! 1 can see the world!”

While walk-ing a-bout, he carne to an oid ap-ple-tree. His head wes
high up a-mong the branch-es. There was a great flut-ter a- ou
head, and a low cry of “ Peep ! peep ! peep!” just un-der
found him-self ciése by a nest with some lit-tle new-born rob-m t
“Oh'” he cried. “Here is some-thing | nev-er should have .seen wth
out my stilts. | knew those two birds that come to our kitch-~ *
ev-er-y day had a nest near by, and here it is. How the poo A
cry' They think I am a great big stork. with my stilt-legs. aip
am go-ingto eat up their young ones this ver-y mm-ute. )
fun-ny, lit-tle snip-per-snap-pers1 You need not thmk can a Pj
big fel-lowon stilts, not if you split your heads a-part, «'PA" A
bis so wide! And Iwill just tell you one thing be-fore | A
not so bad as you think they are. I dori be-lieve there e” |
boy who could look three lit-tle young rob-ins straight in the
then do them a-ny harm at all. Tell that to your pa-rents. Good-ty 1,

is
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Ned went a-way on his stilts, and be-gan at once to tell his sis-ter
what he had found; and soon she, too, had a peep in-to the nest.

NAUGHTY JACK.

Jack stole and ate an ap-ple-pie.
And said it was the cat.

To hide his theft he told a lie!
Oh, what is worse than that?

Up in the gar-ret he 1is locked,
And cry-ing, as you see,—

Two lit-tle mice are great-ly shocked
At such bad com-pa-ny.

W a-ter and bread he has for food,
No cake, fior jam, fior cheese,

Un-til he says: “ I will be good,
For-give me, if you please.”

And he must pray that God his sin
Will par-don, if he try

Nev-er to steal—not e-ven a pin,
And nev-er tell a lie!
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JACK-TN-THE-PULPIT,

Your Jack has several things on his mind this
time to talk over with yon, although he feeis the
awkwardness of liaving to do so much of the talk-
ing himself.

In the first place, he would like to make sure
tliat every sizable boy in the land has read, or will
read, Brother Gladden’s paper about city boys in
the March St. Nichoi.as. The dear Littie School-
ma’am says it is “ perfectly splendid,” and Deacon
Greene declares it is “invaluable.” Now these
two always mean what they say; and it stvikes me
that a perfectly splendid, invaluable paper must be
well worth reading, if only for the oddity of the
thing.

Bgsides this matter, there ’s a dubious bit of
school news,—then some funny things ! have heard
about beavers, and cats, and swallows, and water-
worms, and villages on house-tops, besides an in-
sectivorous letter from that wonderful Littie School-
ma’am, to be delivered, and a choking story, that
is appropriately hard to swallow,—and,—and—

Well, the only way is to begin.

I'NO MORETRUANTS."

A LITTLE scliool-ma’ain writes from a town
in Massachusetts that soon there are to be no
more truants from schools. The reason is that
there is to be a new way of teaching, in which the
scholars are to ask the questions and the teachers
are to answer them, or show the scholars how to do
so. And, besides, the rcading-books are to be full
of pretty stories, fairy-tales and poems. What do
you think of that, my cliicks ? Mind and let your
Jack know just as soon as the new, happy times
begin with you—ifever they do.

BEAVERS COASTING.

One of my friends in lowa sends word that when
her brother—now a General jn the United States
Army—was a boy, he was very fond of hunting,

JACK.-IN-THE-rUGLPIT.

IAh ii,

and a great favorite with the growii-up hunters

One of these took him on a bright ntooiilight night
in winter to see a strange sight.

The pair crcpt through the cokl, clcar air tothe
home of some beavers. At tlie dain which irc
beavers had buili, the moon was retlectcd fromtre
ice with a great glare, and, in this light, the look-
ers-on saw the beavers have a splendid game of
coasting down a long slide, from the top of the
dam to the icc-covered stream below, Tbe dd
beavers gave the young ones rides oa their broad,
flat tails; all slid down as gtavely as judges, ax
then climbcd up to have another. They kept it
up until one of the watchers sneezcd. At this, the
beaver sentinels sounded the alarm, and then dl
was still—excepting that the lookers-on went anay
laughing heartily at what they had seen.

HOUSES ON THE ROOF,

Not bitd-houses, but real clwcllings (if incn; ad
the roof on u'hich they are built is that of the vest
Cathedral of St. Peter,.in Rome. The Iraeler
who tells about this says that the houses neke
quite a littie village, and that the persoiis wholive
in it are the workmen who take care of the great
building beneath them.

HAVE rNSECTS HEARTS?

Dear Jack:—Plcaw BV me if spiders and ot)i<r irnclL< taie
liearca. AILC

Here is the Llttlc School-ina’am*s letter inrcpiy:

Mv Dkar Jack:—At your requcst, and for ihc benefitof dl
your in"L"*hn" youngsiert, | ssnd my answer to A, F- C.'s qe«wu

Of course spiders nave hcaris.

The hcan, you know. is I kind of sinall fcne-pump. Th»
are muscics around it which keep squceeingand leilini“go, squceti
and letiing dgo, all life through. These miisclc® act without
wUbing or direction by thdr owner. Every lime iheylno*»
>fraep on ihe hcan, ihe blood rushe.% in to fillic, nndu b?conesa
liny reaervoir: every lime iliey squecze, ihe blood i« ibrced out inu
ihe artcries with a throb, and sltits on its long and windmgjouw
ihrouffh the body. Finallv, having done ils erninds by wivini dl
along iis palh the malcridis for building up b»* and iksh, ad
skin, and every other i)art of ihc brdy. ihe blotkd gathered in
thousanghdeticnte veinleis, and .al length finds il« »a> i»
slrem he lung«. where the ujchausted blood is re’tscj andinixca
with air and sent back lo hearl-headquarCcrs lo stan on a i**
joumcy wiili a newbnrdcn of j«uppUes. This ie th« «avc/sftrt
of animal lives, and cach a_heart,. though, In some
shapelcBS creatures tbai dweil iii ihc water, and whose bloodisd™
nnd white.iihe hcart Is not easy to find. .

Tlie spider’s hcart is large,’and shaped more Hkc aban.anatna
anything else. It lies a lltile way under ihe skin uf ihe
thé Inrgeai part of the body, and from each nfll «fti w
branches thmugh which ih« b”ood flows to ihe head, tl«le» a»
the rest of the body. Although other iusects are not formeap™
cisely like lhis one, yet all have hcarts.

Bul now, why is the ~ider callcd an
should like to have A. E. C. or sornebody icll me n

THE UTTII SCHOO>MAA*«

WELL BEHAVEO SWALLOWS.

Of course, your Jack knows very well tliat birds
.are not quite as good as human bein"s—are tney-
You need not answer, iqy dears, until you baw
read tlie following paragram :

“Up in the Rocky Mountains, parent sivalow
take tender care of their broocl. After Ibeiut
oncs ave grown up and can look well after Ibfui-
selves, the mother-bird lavs more eggs, and, » *
these are hatclicd, theoldcrbrothersaiidsistersjcin
with the father and mother in getting »
new littie ones. The young birds 1,7
go hunting for grasshoppers, moths, ands j
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Hcarry these to their tiny broihers and sistcrs
Attie nest, feeding them as carefully and lovingly
~ifthey were their parents.”

AWATER-WORM THAT BUILDS A HOUSE.

"THERK is a curious little fellow called a caddis-
orm"s.ij'sD. C. B., “ and he lives in the water

fodbuilds his own house. The picture shows him
in the bottle of water swimming among plants.
liitpicce of paper leaning against the gl.ass gives
jwiisiopasidc view of him, without his house;

ii'cte is a front view of tliis dwelling, and.
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next, a back view ofthe little chap with the bumps
and hooks that dove-tail him securely in bis home.
At the corner of the paper is a pian showing how
he builds,—Crossing the straws and splinters near
their ends, and binding them together with a fine
silk, which he spins from himself.

“In the circle you see him floating along in his
house, which isvery light and gives him no trouble.
This is lucky for him, bccausc, if he were td be long
without his covering, some hungry fish would
surely eat him up. But thbe house looks too prickly
to be coinfortably swallowed.

“In time, the caddis-worm comes to anchor,
closes up his front door with a strong silken net,
and becomes a pupa, with hcoked jaws. These
jaws bite through the net, and the pupa gayly
swims away. By and by, it rises to the top of the
water, where its stiff skin bteaks open and forms a
kind of boat, and in the boat appcars a slender
little fly with beautiful wings. One ofthcsc flies is
shown on the table-cloth in the picture, near the
foot of the bottle.

“ | once had a cacldis-worm in my aquarium, and
gently took away his house. Then 1 gave him
some tiny bright-hued straws. At the ciése of
that same da)-, when | looked at him, | found that
the busy little fellow had built himself a new
house Vith the tinted straws, and it was as ga\-
and bright as Joseph’s coat of many colors.”

Now, my hearers, wlio has seen a live caddis-
wonn ? Look sharpiy fot one in future, and, when
found. let your Jack hcar about it.

BRUNEL’S MOST IMPORTANT .JOB.

DC.41i M k. Jack : You may be inicrcsicd in hearing about a curi-
ouR piece of «ngineering, by Isanibaid Kinydum Bruncl. (he great
Engtah bridee-bititler and enginccr, bywhotn tliC Box I'nnnel and
the " Cireat tastern’’ sicam.ship were made. These were great
achicvcaieiits, ina what ] am gcilig to tell you may be coiiiilcd ihe
mostimportant work of his tife, for ifichad failed he would have Icsl
his life.

Ore day, he was amnsinj; his chUdren by naking a gold coin <!is-
appear and rc-app«r by slcightof hand. At lengih. he to&sed llie
co»n with a sudden «wjfi muvenienc Into his tnouih: it went a ¢real
deal farlher Ih«n he had rreant, Jir.wcver, and hUpped inio his wind-
pi«, and almost choked him.

‘Whtie ihe surpeons uere hcsiialing, and caiculatine as lo the
best point for ciuiing jmt* the wlirdpipc, Mr. Rninel fiuddenly took
his case into his o\mi hand.*!. as a mere picce ofeneineering. ne had
fourd, while coughirg and rhoUnc. when his body and head
were in a certain pi%siilon, ihe coin lay edgewise In tbe windplpe; so
he caused a plaiform lo 1c made or which he could lie in ihai posi*
tlon, hishead doun, On thi” xilalfotro he streiched himself, ord had
his body riBid)y fixed. Then he ruada an as.sisiane strike blow after
blow shfirpTy <nihc foot of the platforro. As he had andcipntcd, each
stivke jerkra the gold*piece. and it sUppcd by its own weight along
ihe windplpe. It ruciufred many haninicr*iaps, biii ai ler*"Ih ihe
coin rolled through ihe ihroni, tnlo the niouih and uiil upon ihe floor.

0. sI. K.

A CAT-TELEGRAPH.

In a certain Belgian town, cats are being trainccl
to run with mcssagcs, after the manner of can-ier-
pigeons; only, of course, the cats go afoot.

Your Jack is glad that a nc«- way has bcen found
to keep puss out of mischicf. and give her some-
thing to do instead of catching birds. And there ’s
another encouraging side to this scrap of news;
boys in Belgium must be growing gentler in their
ways with cats, for people would nevcr trust a cat
alone with a messagc where the boys were ordinary
boys—or, at least, like some boys | 'vc heard of.
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1. Bye, b,i-l)y, day is o -ver. Bees are diws-ing in the clo-w:

2. Bye, ba - by, binls are sleeping; One by one the store are iwp-ing;

3. Bve, ba-by, moth-er hokls tbee, Lov-ing, ten-Oer care en - foldsfteg;
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*- O cmmme
la- by, bye! Now tlie  sun to bed is gliii *ing
ba- by, bye! In  the lar oH sky tliey liviii - ke
ba- by, byel An -gels in thy dreamsca- ress thes
# O
~f
[
All the pret-ty flow'rsare hiel-Ing—Bye, ba-by, bye!
While the cows come, tin - kle, tin - kle,—Bye, ba-by, bye!
ba - by,

Tlivo’ tbe darkness guard and bless thee—Bye,
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BYE!

BYE, BABY.
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LETTER-BOX.

THE LETTER-BOX.

«aLTES and RnbertLowryaslc; " Will you please tell us how lo
Ittlaiivailfromawoodcoelt, by the markings?" Who will answer

| tcquediwit

9y NICHOLAS; A poem in ihe January number, entiiled
"M0|tII|eS|m 'Good-Nighl"in Lapland,” says the sun seis in
iJiitiid and docs not rise agajn for scvcen or cighl months. Is that

lilvparenisand leachers say le Is not itue; and | read that
NOvagnibla which is ftrther notth than Lapland the nights are
lifltoeemnnthslong. 1am eleven years oid— Y outs triy, AN~

Htreiswhal the auihor of ihe poem says in reply;

Uitioomnch icsay of Lapland in general that lis people do not
Istediesun "for moro than half a year.” Butwe know there ate
| siaBypbces. evenamong ihc While Mountains of New Hainpshire,
| «herethe sun rises so laic and sets so early that the day is much
lihotcriban in oidinaiy localilies near, and we can easiiy conceive
lhov b a time when the sun risesbut a litlle way above ihe horizoii,
lind'thalfcroiily a few hours out of the Iwenty-four, a tange of hills,
1 Aibediiecrion where jtrises, must prevent ils bdng seen from ihe
Idabside oi the liills. and from the valleys, “ for mote than halfa

irarlick in “ Chambers’ Jounia] ” entltlcd “ A W'intcr fo Lap*
W " onwhich ihc poem was based» says: “ A Night ihal begins
meafly October» and ends o June,” and ” | had acCually sucn Che
Migodown incoan obscuricy that was te lase che better part of a
Tév/' This was writien of KubHcz, a village where the writer
nmeioed chrongh one of these wbter nights, and his accounc of 1t U
tfceedifigly Intcrescing. Joy Allison.

iikii M. B.—Your question abouc ihc truth of the siory, *
iFaidiiiul I'riend,” prmted in che Febraary number, is answered |n
IUK " Uiier-ikwb” of the same i&sue.

The AirasiPNONK— M. E Manmng audi*
Ipcsie IhnMwonierfu) insirument described by Aunt ranny In the
Lreomr; nujnber, docs cnable deaf people to hear. Tho Inventor’s

ics are Messrs. Csswell, Hazaid & Co., zo99 Broadway, New

[Yek

and othériv— The

Dcax st. Nichotas: Last spring papa gotsister and me four
|paim-doB& They like sweet cake, and mamma gives us a piece
I Mvuvd then fw ihe dogs. They eat  just as sister and 1 do, sit
1 vn~biio, and pul it into their mouths with their fore-paws. They
| coDieai Eiizel*nuts, because their teeth are not stron$” enough, and
1 Ato, (00, hateUnuts don’t grow near western prairiedog towns.
ITWt never drink water, but appear to be afraid of it, and never
1 liefrhotes nn damp or rainy days. They pile the din around-
1 Pflmedogs look ju«t Ilkc wec hears, but they don't stay In their
1 budcssall xrinler.  Up to ihU time, ours have I>eeo out every pleas-
1 au day, Uiai It, 'most every day, because our Nebraska winter days
| veneulyall frfeasanL.  From your fijend,

George H. Palmer.

Wsltfve recclved a lcuer from a good friend of Sr. Nicholas
Najfaiili wilh our Frontisplecc In the January number, saying
1 ihiawlcd illusirates ihc meanIng which is usually given to the oid
I losery Jingle—

Ha!ll(l)jhgrk! The dogs do bark: the beesare are cuining to

‘telorags nod some in jags,
I "d cs ftotillusirate ihc historicalmcaning of the rhymc.

and some in vclvct gowns,”
He addA:

J descripilve of a band of ordiiiary mendicant.s.
I »«l«CTtiance Into a town of a company of English strolling
| E ai rhymc was made, and long after, were In
| only classed as vaeab'mds, bul were debancd the rites
afttaUn buria).

| MsfwOTthy wriicrs upon the drama have used this

| N i(')‘LL‘Jslinile the low condllion of those eoriv actors of oid
i, «

7. " X UCSsVIIh'C til ilic la”i IIMC, «I>U «lIC  VCI*
~siinctlyfiidicateslhat the wearer was no ordinary alms-
|Uese strolling actors, of the early period indicated by ihe

couplet, stroilcd from town tf>town, played in bams, and charged nc>
regular price foradmlssion to che play, Suc acceptedgifts, or, in other
words, ” took upa collcccion” from the spectators,

Both by the scatcuory law and ihc unwntten law of custom, these
strollerswcrc ” vagabonds” and " v.agrancs,” and they were as wide)y
known by ihe flame “beggars” as by any other. Yet they were
not maimed, hait, blind, fior wretched, bul very merry “ vagabonds,”
and ihe memory ofthem is very pleasant to me. I-C, D

The letier is pAntcdasan act oCjusUce to ihe strolling players, and
because it will interest our older rcadcrs.

Dear St, Nichotas: Mamma and Papa, and all of us children,
have fine times making words for cach other to spcll. Rach letieris
on a lictie piecc of cara, and we shuflle them all together. Herc are
some that wc had the most fun over—my aunt brought ihcm to us
from North Elba, In the Adirondack Mountains: L A S E | : Papa
madeoutthiswon. NC O TAE SR S: mybrotherfoundoutthis
one. And here Isanocher which they say was made by the Earl of
Keaconsfield one evening for the Queen, and whichshe was delighted
with ajierf,hne made It outt. BALYERTA. We haven't got
itoutyet. | send these to you, because | think some of the boys
and girls may ke to try ihcm. Th”arc jood Ensiisli words in
common tise. | wish »omc of the St. Nichoras boys and girls
would send some good ones tothe ” Letter*Box.”—\Vourafiectlonate
reader, C.D.

Ella B. ana Others.—All rcadcrs of 5r. Nicholas, whether
they are subscribers or not, are wcicome to acnd Ictiers to the
“ Letier-Box.” But there is room only for the best of those leiiers
which are likely lo fiitcrest ihc grcatest number of reoders.

Duak St. Nichoras: This evening the girl turned the”™ bracket
80 that the fiame carne ciése to the sash and under the window.shadc,
ihrowing a bright light Into the yard. And then she went intu the
yard to lake down the clothes from ihe Une. Of course, the g>*
fiame set fire co the shade, which blazed up. Our Beta, a litele girl
often years, was in a frontroom and saw me blazethrough the door-
way. Sosheran, gotupon a tnblc, lorc down the shade, threw Iton
the floor, and poured water on the shade untU the lirewasout When
asked how she carne to think ufdoing this, shesaid: 1 read about
the Practical Fnlry In the January “s¢, Nicholas. and ihouglit 1
could do as she di;,.” We all think it w*is brave ofher. and (hat the
other St. N ichoras eirls will like 10 know about I1—Yours iruly,

B. T.

Dear St. N ichoras: Picase tell me whether or not the story of
“ How the Elcphanis iiimed back " jn the December number of St.
Nichotas Istrue, and where an accouni of it can be found.
Lotus L. curtis.

Tlie story is glven in McClintock and Slrong’s “ Cyclopasdia of
Biblical, Theologlcal and FA:clegjasdcaj Literaturc,” under the head
of “ Maccabees—Third Book.”

Drar St. Nichotas: In looking over your pages | saw in the
March number of 1876, nn account of the “ Man in the Iron Mask,”
and that his iiaine had never been found oui. Not long ago, | saw
in a paper an account that at last he had bcen found out, In this
Hanncr:

One day, it is said, a few days before his death, the door of his
ccll being open, a certain Jean Aumont rec«ved furtively, during a
ikw moments' absence of ihe jailcr, a letterfrom ihe “ Iron Mask.”
whicli, for precautlon’s snke, doublless, had been wriiten in indc*
cipherable characters, The prisoner, on remlitsng jt ro Aumoiu,
began coexplaln the meihod of readinglt, when suddenly the jailer
returned. Jean Aumont kept the letter until his deaih, being unable
tn read fi, and then it passed into the hands of his son Augusto
Aumont, who, afler great labor, managed to read i  This is the
lelter: “ 1fmy sad capdvity Is necessary fot the happiness of France,
grant me, Lord, the strength to endureit Louls Louvals and ye,
meir accompbccs, whose fiames 1 ma” not mcntion, God will onc
day judgc”oit most severely. What cnmc have | commitiod, unl&ss
that of being born a French prince? 1 have ofTcred you lo qult
Francc, to go and live and die far away, nnknown. ‘'Vas It not
enough? AKkisl royaliy seems 10 me very terrible, when it thus
renders Kkjiig.s criminais. Oh, louls, hast thou then no rcmorse
when thinking of the siiflcrings that 1 endure? May these lines

escape one day from my prison and belong lo history. From my
tomb, 1 will bfess him who will have transmiiied them. May Goa
bless the beloved Francc—such will niy prayer ever be. You who*
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will read thcs« Unes, pUy ihe poor ‘Iron Mask/ and pray lo God
for him- From the Baslilie, ihc aolh of June oi the ye» 1703.

He died on ihe 10lh of Novembcr, C7031 wm buri®, und«
4he narac of “‘Morchialy,” in ihe cemetery of St. Paul, h« pansh-
He died on Monday antfwas buncd on lucsday,

Yourreadcr and uicnd,

Carrolt L, Maxcv.

Dear St. Nicholas; One day, a liitlc Western boy had his put
dog photographed, and, when he saw the porfraiw, he said lo his

*“May n’l | send one lo the man in America who loves dogs the
hest’?

“ Ccrtainly,” said his falher LCF o
After a dmc, they senl the piclure lo Mr, James H. Beard, r»,
1said they, *he could not paint dogs so wdl if he did not love them

wery much,™

boy and Iir- Beatm,"® L
|ngythe phlotogra tey6y. P daré say, too, ifiat it wild surprise e

I hopeyou Wi“ﬁ%”m this and the piclure, for it wiU surpnsc the
dog, who was a smart Utile chao when iaai I «iw him. —\Enluatmly,
11

The remarkable dock meniioned in ihe artide about * Wonderfiil
Autoémata," in Ibe Febncary number, was ihe first of its kind made
iii America; butJ. Willie Stone scnds a description ofa latet Amen-
can dock, oven more wonderful than this, and made in Hasleton,
Pcmisylvania, by Stephen D. Engle. The dock has fociy-ei”t
moving figures; butils description Is printcdat great length, and so
only the gistof it can be given here. The whole machine looks like
the from or fafade of a cathedral, with three square towers, ihc
middle tower being the talicst, about ten feet liigh-

Tlie towers spring from a base, which is eight feet wide and tather
more than four feel high. Tl.e sides of this lower part are orna-
mental, but the middle has a small globe rcpresenting the earth and
some complicaied tislronomical mechanism.

In the lower halfof one uf the side towersis an o~ n, and, when-
ever this plays, two figures appear, with harp and pipes, in ihe upper
half of the towor.

In the lower partof ihc other side tower a mcchanlcal fife |s hid,
and in the upper scciion are twenty figures of soldiers of Revolu-
tionary limes, induding Moli Pilcher. %Vlien the fife P'ays;
troops march boldly on to take part iii some battie—that of Mon-
mouth, perhaps,

The middle tower contains in the lower parta dock, to ahow We
time the tides, the seasons, the dianges of the moon, the months,
and the days of lhe week Al ihc top of this tower, a Roman -sen-

LETTER-BUX.

(At

tind keeps marching to and fro behind batilemcms, fadeg jInj, j,
each end of his beat.

In the middle paris of tho tower aic more figures, some la
some shutin by doors that lead intoa small open coun, and «ka
upon a balcony. These figures act as follows:

When the hour-haad approacbos the first quaner, Failier
reverses his liour-glass and strikes “ onc"en a bell viihlsscjibt,i
bell inside the dock tespooding, and Y outh appeats. Thtee minaui
pravious 10 the holf-hout a bell strikes, followed by the music
oigan. At the half-hour. Time reverets his glass and suikom n
the bell, a bdl inside responding. Then Youth passes aad Jim
hood appeoia- One minute after this, a chime of bells G htatii
foldingdoor opeiis in the lower porch and anotherat ihc lijhicfj,
court, and the Savlor comes out. Then Ao Aposdes appearinpn,
cesdon. Peten in the center and Judas ih therear As ihelini»;
apprnachcs ihe Savior, a folding door opens in the balconyaban
and the three Marys come out in single file and stand—Juary, ilt
sister of the Virgin, on tho left, the Virgin Mary in the center,aj
Mary Magdalene on the right. As the Apostles come oppcskeiie
Savior, they turo toward Hini. The Savior bows te tlicm, estcpie
Peter, who mrasin theopposiie direction; then a ct>ckoiitbeii{l«
flaps his wings and ctows, and Satan appcars abmo atasidn,
and a figure ol Justice raises her scalca Judas, as he ndvancei,*»
not look upon the Savior; Satan follows immediaiely afiei eo fad.
and goos back the same way he carne, to appear again atroe a
anoiher window. Salan appears six limes at dilfcreni placo. u
ihc tlard quarter, Father Time strikes lhrce wlih his scytneind
tutus his hour-glass, when thtee bells respond.

Tlien Manhood passes and Oid Age comes inm rierf. Tue
minutes previousto the hour, the organ pedis again, and as ihekou
arrives, the skelcton figure of Death strikes its number widii hiima
lhigh bone oii a skull. One minute after, the piwessioii ofiht
Apostles again takes place. Besides these two regular moveimi.
the Apostles” procession may be made lo occur twice on ilieim
quarter, and twice again on llie third, making, in all, sis pnxeuiw
each hour.

P J. H—Tho “ Legendorthe Oround-hog,” which yoiiasklbouL
is explained in the following lettcr from the anlhornflhe poemiii ibt

Match nunihcr:

The ground-hog, a bright, wary little rodeni, nhlefly abocrikii
the Southern States. He makes his winter giiarim ma deep Mi
which he burrows into the ground, and in this he slceM ttjlou\Wut
the coid season, far below the reach of frost, His mdy sustoisM
during this liméis Ihesucking of his paw, which, cunouslyenoijb.
isalways the leftone. On February s, never sooner, heam« »
from his hole, and, if the day should happen to b: a linghl ooc,«
that he sees his shadow, he is frightened, and humes hac): low
hole, ihero to stay shiweeks longer. |f lhe day is dull, and hetm-
not see his shadow, he kccps out until the coid weatherseisisa”

Now. as 10 his foretolling the wealher. February SecoiitlB tJiv
dlemns Day, and tradition says that if Candleinas
sunshioy, six weeks ofhard wioterweatherare s'ttu t*
contrary, winter will speedily break up. This
with the habits nf the ground-hog, and what is caM tana”

Day, according to Enghsh tradition, is called
this coimtry. WiniAti si. r
A ICTTLI! boy of ten _years, who has Iived all h'* N

perhaps, never saw .areal Uve ox or cow close by, wmtetheW»TM
“composition” about “The Ox:"

Kingdom Typ Class.
Amiimal, Vertobratop-- Mammal,
The 0)fhas a long and tound_body, it has a

its tail is made into sotip, its hair is put
leathoi fot our shocs. The ox hasacloven IvoG ."" "'

Onitr. Fi»->
Ciid-chewlitB, Os

glue. The female ox is calM tho cow, from r,t
the young ox la called the calf. *
Bear 5t. Nicmoi.as: My cousin had "pX E*t

few weeks ago, that | thought I wo

ould N hfp«|ae tltl
She dreamt there was a sign on the moon clln g

the earth was weanng out and that they ¢, c,dlra>
told them to raake feather belts and fasten them a

so they could fly. She G
coiisin's bcUhroke, she fell to tfie earth °y "GBpox, J-
years oid, and so ara |— Your readcr, « P
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EAHY S«HIARE-WOKI>.

1«MvTin ihe heavens, dlrecdy under ihe place where we stand.
I TrliihiD 5. Birtis of the pigeon family. 4- An fcmpress of
¢ S To pu>into place agam.

DITICTILT DOEBLE ACROSTIC.

Tiif heads iiitied spell a poet's flame:
‘I'he lalls sel forth  work that eamcd him fame,

Fir’t cUe an aciress greai, Oid England’s pridc;
A f.mied phlbsophcr set by her side.

Add to the pair a fiery Spanish saint:

A erwt lialian, next, who loved to paint.

Ch"N« then a holy and a fesMve day;

And fiame a king oi France long passed nway.
A Vankce chicf cali next, who, long ago,

Fouijhl oft and bravely ™inst ihe Tirilish f<-
Takc what can notbe paired howc'eryou smve;
And what is never less than fifby-fivc,

For tenth a Jew who bears o'er England away;
Elevenih, a propbct*priesi of David's day;

Fot tuclfth, a wriier oid, a wonder, too;
Thineenth, a Queen in “ fourteen ninery-lwo. "
The nc.Ti is less than noihing and yet mure ;
The 1«8t a Romén baid in days of yore.

PICTURE PUZZIME.

| ""an’s raeo is to be found, and then the lelter.
| arelo be re-arrangcd so as to spcil the fiame ofan East
1 deep blue color, and the filame also ol a space set
| "W lusspwal piirpose.

.HETACIRAM.

| Iciter<. and ain welcomcd once every yenr.
I «r»m: 1 The oocan that onwrapi the earth. s.

In me
A slight

ilincss, 3. A couple. 4. What two persons tried to carry up-hill.
5, \NWhat one of them received on his head, 6. That on which he
perched, betnoaning his ilKluck. 7. WbaC tbe other found in her

dress. 8. Where she sat while her mother southcd her. 9. Many a
jar hasit. zo. One who de(ies conscience through fear. t
DIAMON®Y».
I. In accuraie. 2. A pole. 3. A pleasant beverage. 4. The
female of the fallow-deer. 5. In acre. A

DDOP-LETTEK WORDS.

E ach of the following examples give? part of the flame of some
mouuiain orrange oi mountains; every otherleiierbeing rcpresenied
by a dash, With each example is given the nanie of condncot
or country lo which the flame belongs.

1. i i arj— ; Eastcm Africa. 2. —r—r—t; Armonia,
3. Western Africa. 4.—t—a—: Algeria. 5. ——s; Central
Eiirope. 6,—r—1; Russian Fmplre. 7.—o0—i—a—; Afghanislan.

JACK.
I.LETI'EU SYNCDPATIONS,

|T o SYNCOPATE is to shorten a word by taking away from ihe middle
ofiita icttcr, or letters, or a sylJable ]

1. Syncopate kiogly and leave genuine. 2. .Syncopate a sualdier's
rewaru, and leave a neccssary part of every day's tiving. 3. Sync<v
paie firm, and leave oid. 4. byncopate speedy, and leave an Inva«
sion, 5. Syncoliale a ditch, nnd Icnvc a European fresh-water fish.
6, Syncopate gnm and leave n siibstance that oozcs out of tices,

HOVU-UEAJSS PUZZI.K.

Across,—I. A seai forone. 2. A short poem, 3. In adUmbrate.
4. A beverage of English people. 5, Wante, Crrtral Perpendicular,
To render comipt. Diagonals (downward): From left lo right,
bystems of laws; from right to left, Part of a fortification.

c. D.

BVRIED CITIEM.

Ths balmy Spring iii bcauly re*appears.

Sweet April, eitnec smiles or tenrs, has come.
Pausing to kiss ihe earth, she disappe”.

T'hen May doth wander by to cnax it into bloom.

Down by the brook whose water looks so dear,
Now uom each bank ihc gxncning willows sweep
To kiss the litilc eddles drcling near,
And lean ns though enuanced above the sparkling deep.

The srream, aU dimpling at ihosc kisset, slides
Past many a grassy knoll and dari<ling cave,

Till clearer, deeper than before, It gltdes
Into the waiting lake, whcimed in a vratery grave.

Tho crocus wakes lo keep its tryst wi»h Spnng,
Kissed and caressed 10 Hfe by Aprir.A sun.
Laden with swcets, soon June will roses bring.
And May repose because her work is done.

EASV ROTULE ACUOSTIC.

*I'H« initiols name a ciiy of Scollsiid, ihe firals a city qf England.

CroM-words: i. A tille of nobility- 2. A cuy gqf Hindopn. 3,

Part of a church. 5. A shieU. 6- Rise! 7. A famous

brides iri Vefiicel ¢- An itafian v<iio planned a beautiful tower,
which he did not Uve 10 finish. 9. A .h.ri d. w.

EASY ENUIJ.1IA.

\|Y firat Is in come, hm not in go;
Mv second in arrow, not in bow;
My third is in mountain, not in hollow;
My fourth is iii paiii, hut n,ot iii sotrow;
My fifih is in rosin, not in gum;
Mv sixth is in toy, but not in drum.
Of a bird of song here find the fiame.
And ihe isle from which the song-bird carne.
CORDON L. WARNSa.

XU-MEKTtAL KMfiMA.

W e are two words ofien heard al this scoson, and we have twelve
Iclters in all. A iittle girl once said of us that, if she should happen
to he caught in any i, a, 3, 4,3 6,7, 8,9, 10, 11, 12, they and the
tniid ihey make would be .sureto 12,8, 4,s 7.to, n 9>3."1 »e
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PICTOKIAIli ANAtiRAMS.

[An anagram U made by laking [he letlere of some word or words, and re-arranging them in such a way as lo spell anoihcrwoH,
hjch of the following anagrama is made up of just the same lelters, no more, no (ewer. which soell ibe fiame of some okij»..
mtheaccompanymgpiciure. The “'ti telrtax»|
problem is to fiame the objects
cerrecciy.

Here are the anagnims: t.

Charon. a. Saw lier. 3. Hold
pin! 4. Holdsurel $.Oh, musi!
6. Fringcs. 7. Yes, we rob! 8.
Blew so. 9. Boisrer. lo. Red
tint. zt. Land, eh? :a. A list.
AUNT sus.

ol

JUDOLE.

W ho is the first small boy men>
tioned m American History?

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES
IN MARCH NUMBER.

Easy Bbheadincs.— i. I-rea>
son. 3. T”nck. 3. S-oak. 4.
W-eighL 5. S-word. 6. D-ice.

Thkbb Squarb-Words.—

n. 1.
L RING H O

»wwo -

LEAP G NAT T O s
Anacrams for Otder H baos.
—1. Coagregadonal. 2. Fredes*
tination. 3. Independeuce, 4,
Exclomalions. 5. liemisphere. 6.
IdolalOfS. 7. DeDOmioatbos.
ItTtustratbd Metagrak. —
AlinUier, Minster, Misier, Miser.
Diamond Rbmainders.— T be
five words: z. Ale. 3. Grate. 3,
Piayers. 4. Stsam. 5. Err, Dia-
mond: 1. L. 2. RAt. 2 LaYcr.
4. TEa. s- R-
W hat a« i 2—Yard-stick,
pouBLE ACKOSTic.— Initials:
Paris. Finab: Helen. Cross-
words: i. PlougH. ». AriadnE.
3. RilL. 4. IrenE. 5, SaladiN.
Squarr-word.— X, CrailL 3,
Raaor. 3, Azure. 4. Fonzis. 5.
Tress. — Amputated Agros-
tic,— March winds.
PICTORI >kt Puzzte.— Easy o isentancibments.— 1. Aloppo. 2. Garden. 3. Sop®
Some boys love a top, and some love a gun, 4. Yelps. s. Arbutus. 6. Spaniel.
6t you must love your books, my son. N umericatl Enigsta. - United we stand, divtded we biL

SO many Solutions have b e~ sent that there is room only for tbe solvere* infiials,—excepting where the solver has answered ail 1

P u 3—P-c. H.,,0-A. H.C,, 3-A. M. i, 6-F. W.C,b-FT,|
A ’-«.J:. J-T,i-M, K.G., i-E L.B,4-N.S.F.6-G...H.1
A1) A,s_E.S.G.,4-P.C. K, 5G. Y.andj. C.,ic—r. W.N., i—E. M. B.,10-C.H. P."ii-A"l
dE.v,h .j-C, ﬁ i-M.and L,j-J. W., j-S. and fl, D., 8-F . L. K, -S. H.,4-S.C, |-l
> n Wl i—a. N oa-X S, .i-H'. B W,a-5. M?and I."£. L. 7"t
" J— w.o.. . Sl _i»6 w Ta
—
E.
T.
rvi Crx « * - < 1 —n. ri., auu i,. r. 1., Il—ivi.ana I., i—e». js. n., 5— '~ Moreana more, 12—j. * r-
“idClovcr, 1—B. W. cK., 10—T. P. 1—W. D. D., 7—E.A. , 7—E M. K., 4—KW.. 14—L. H.,2a
oV R andCu., 7-C H. E, 5—*“ CTuveRnV,"ij-F J
e i M2 L.C,la-J. I.N., 15—-E.A.G.,3-0.B J-, ii-H.B.H , 6 7- R
| N-, fi-E. T.W 3_A. M.P,8-R. L.M..d-C. ti H.,,6—R.B,8-E. F-J., n"W . MeD., 3—M. M. D .'i- ,
A -ft’"-J- E-P., 6-G. A. N, is-F.. L, K., s-H. and B, -G .and C, V.JI
H. hlcC.. lo-N. H., 15-M . and D. S., 7—M. W. P, 4-D . A. i-lImpalieus, 14-0- C. T., 14-K. H. K, 7--. ... 2
and «isler, 5—L. and J. 13, 4—N. A., 12—M. and M., 11— H. R. M., 13. The numeréis denote ihc number of puzzles sel™ -





