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A TALK WITH GIRLS AND THEIR MOTHERS.

By W ashington Gladden.

“BUT there are girls, too, in the cities and the
toivs. Do not they deserve to be talked with in a
iriendly way, as well as the boys? Have n’t you
‘ometliing to say to them ?”

Thus a chorus of girls, and their mothers.

| confess to you, maidens and matrons, that tlie
nsk to which you thus summoned me was one that
1uodertook with sonie diffidence. Whcn 1 was
"lalkingto boys 1 was siire of my ground. Soine-
[fiingabout boys | do know, for | have been aboy;
bat the wisdora of experience fails me when I try
lo disciiss the problems of life as they present
themselves to girls. That | might have something
«orth saying 1 determined, therefore, to seek in-
iSniclion by sending a circular letter to a large
number of thosc who once were girls, but who now
, ate women of experience and repntation, asking
. themto teil me—

“1 What are the inost common defects in the
i tnining of oiir girls ?

2. What principies of conduct are inost im-
Iponaat, and what habits most essential, to the
I (ieiclopment of a useful and noble womanhood ?”

Thiscircular brought me more than forty letters,
jsnditis upon the tvuths contained in these letters
ibai ihis talk will be founded. | only undertake
[toleflect, in an orderly way, some of the advice of
libese wise women. | shall give you their words
1'"““7dimes, and sometimes my own.

Istall find it necessary, now and thcn, to turn
I«i this talk from the girls to their mothers. In-
i'«'i, a large share of wliat is written in thesc
| intendcd for mothers rather than for girls,
r* caanot, therefore, be so freely iised in this
jP'»: as I should like to use it; btit the girls are

Vhi,. VII._35.

generous enough, | am siire, to be wiUing that
their mothers, and their fathers too, should have
some share ofthe advice.

In the fii-st place, then, girls make a great mis-
take in being careless about their health. 1 do
not know that they are any more careless Iban
boys, but their habits of life, and especially their
habits of dress, are generally more injurious to
health than those of boys. The great majority of
our girls take much less vigoious exercise in the
open air than is good for them; those who can
walk three or four miles without cxhauscion are
exceptions.

“ It seems to me a mistake,” says one of my
corrcspondents, “ that boys and girls should be
trained so differently, particularly in regard to out-
of-door sports. W ith a strong love for everything
in nature, | reraember as a child what torture it
was to be Itept ahvays in-doors, in some feminine
employment, while my strong brothers (strong on
this very account, perhaps) could spend all their
leisure time in the open air. | was much inter-
csted years ago in reading a sketch of Harriet
Hosmer’s girlhood. Hcr father, having lost all his
children by consumption, and finding her delicate,
resolved to bring her up as a boy, teacliing her all
sorts of athledc sports, and thus making her a
strong, healthy woman.”

The lack of cxercise on the part of girls is due,
no doubt, in part, to the foolish styles of dress, in
which it is impossible for them to be out in roiigh
weathcr, or to make any considerable muscular
exertion. “ The lack of warmth in ciothing, and
the foolish adjiistmcnt of what is worn.” is said in
one of these letters to be one of tlie chief causes
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that produce “ the peculiar
which women are subject.”

I wish I could ntake you all undevstand how
great a mistake you make when you sacrifice
health, or the physical comfort on which liealth
depends, to appearance or to any other earthly
good; when you neglect to providc, by regular ex-
ercise and wise care, a good stock of physical vigor
for the labors and the burdens of the Corning years.
W ithout this foundation, all that you can learn in
school, and all that wealtli can buy for you, will be
worthless. “ Intellect in an enfeebled body,” says
some one whom | quote from memory, “is Uke
gold in a spent swimmer’s pocket,—it only makes
him sink the sooner.”

Anotlier great mistake that many of oiir girls
are making, and that their mothers are either cn-
couraging or allowing them to make, is that of
spending their time out of school in idleness, or in
frivolous amusements, doing no work to speak of,
and learniug nothing about the practical duties
and the serious cares of life. It is not only in tho
wealthier families that the girls are growing up in-
doientand impracticed in household work; indeed,
I think that more attention is paid to the industrial
training of gii'lsin the wealthiesi families, than in
the families of mechanics and of people in modérate
circumstances, where the mothers are compelled to
work hard all the while.

Wilhin the last week,” says one of my corre-
spondents, “ 1 have hcard two mothci-s, worthy
women in raost respects, say, the first, that her
daughter never did any sweeping. Why, if she
wants to say to her companions, ‘1 never suept a
room in my Ufe,”and takes any comfort in it, let
her sayit; and yetthat mother is sorrowing much
over the short-comings of that very daughter. The
other said she would not let her daughter do any-
thing in the kitchen. Poor deluded woman ! She
did it all herself, instead !’

The habits of indolence and of helplessness that
are thus foi-med are not the greatest evils resulting
from this bad practice ; the selfishness that it fos-
ters is the worst thing about it. How devoid of
conscience, how lacking in all true sense of tender-
ness, or even of justice, a girl must be, who will
thus consent to devote all her time out of school to
pleasuring, while her mother is bearing all the
heavy burdens of the household ! And the foolish
way in which mothers themselves sometimes talk
about this, even in the presencc of their children,
is mischievous in the extreme. “ O, Hattie is so
absorbed with her books, or her crayons, or her
embroidery, that she takes no interestin household
matters, and | do not like to cali upon her.” As
if the daughter belonged to a superior order of
beings, and must not soil her hands or ruffle her

nervous diseases to

AND THEIR MOTHERS.

teraper with necessary house-work! The raothwis
the drudge ; the daughter is the fine lady foruhora
she toils. No mother who suffers such a statcol
things as this can preserve the rcspect of ber
daughter; and the respect of her daugluer n,
motlicr can afford to lose.

The result of all this is to form in ilie inindsof
many girls not only a distaste for labor, but acon-
tempt for it, and a purpose to avoid it as ionj
they Uve by some means or other.

Therc isscarcely one of these forty letiers «bidi
does not mention this as one of the chicf enors in
the training of our girls at the present day. 1jij\
not universal, but it is akogether too prevalect,
And | want to say to you, girls, that if you aie
allowing yourselves to grow up witli such habitsof
indolence and such notions about work, you ait
preparing for yourselves a miserable future,

“ Work,” says one of my letters,—and itisrt- [
ten by a woman who does not need to labor for
her own support, and who does enjoy with a kera
relish the refinements of life,— * work, whichyoul
so plainly showed to be good for our ljoys, is qite
as necessary for our girls.”

Closely connected with what has just been :
is tho mistake of many girls in making dresste
main business of life. 1 quote now from oneof
my letters, whose writer has had unusual ogoi-
tunities of observing the things she describes:

“ From the time when the little one can lotieri
to the raitror to see ‘how swecetly slic looks in her!
new hat,” to tire hour when the bride at lite altai]
gives more thougbt to the arrangeincntufheriraiu
and veil than to the vows she is takiiig upon her-
self, too large a sitare of time and thought isde-I
voted by mothers and daughters to dress." |

“ 1 have heard,” writes one of my correspond-j
ents, “a vain mother say of her beautiful beby,
‘1l 'm so glad it 's a girl; | can dress her so mudi
finer than | could a boy.”” O woman! «onui!
to what depths ofdegradation you have sunkabenl
you can look into the face of a baby lying in yoerj
lap,—the face of a child that God has givenyoutnj
train for the service of earth and the glof dl
heavcn,—and have such a thought as thatfin a|
moment’s lodgment in your mind! 1ho pity“s"il
the pity ofit, that children should ever be givenbl
such women! It is one of the inscrutablc |
Providence. W Itat can such a woman do butde-j
stroy the souls of her children ?

Listen to these strong words of anotber coirt-l
spondent: e ij-rl

“ From the eradle to the casket, and "'~ a1
them both, the important question isnoto i
spirit and its destiny, but of «ne frail houseol («I
soul,—how much money it can be niade to «F |
sent,—what becomes it, and is it allm > 1
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| fashion. The occasional sight of a young giri sini-

Ivand girlishly dressed U like a sight of a white
toedfter a bewildering walk through lines ofholly-
hocks @ simflowers. It is generally conceded
ihatearly tastes leave indelible resiilts in character.
Whatinay l:0 prophesied for the future of our girls
Liili their banged, befrizzed hair, jingling orna-
| menls adother fashions, which some one has Well
Icharacietized as ‘screaining fashions’?”

il is not that there is any harm in thinking
INiout dress, orinwishing to be tastcfully attired;
lilis only that personal appcarance comes to be in
|the minds of so inany of you the one siibjcct, to
[Fhicheverything else is subordinate. This weak-
|oess, if indulged, inust belittle and degrade you.

1do not tliink that the girls, or their mothers,
larcwhollyto lilame for this absorbing devotion to
1dess. Tlic vanity of women is sdmulated by the
foolishness of men. A young woman who is mod-
jestlvand piainly ciad is much less likely to attract
|thc nolice of young men than one who is gorgeous-
llyarrayed, From bright, intclligent, fineiy cult-
] urcd, sensible girls, whose chiefadorning is nol the
ladorning of braided hair, or golden ornaments,
lorofgav ciothing, the young men often turh away
linquest of some creatui'e glittering in silks and
lie\«lry, with a dull inind and a selfish heart. But

; bescech )ou to rememloer, girls, that a young
Imén wlio caves for nothing but “ style” in a woman
lis a young man whose admiradon you can well
lafford lo do without.  If that is all he cares for in
Itou, you cannol trust his fidelity ; when ynu and
I)w fincry have faded, some bird in gaycr fcathers
lilan you are .vearing will easily entice liim away
Ifrom you, and the sacred tics of marriage and
iparentagc will prove no barricr to liis wayward
pncies. The girl who catches a husband by fine
Idress loo often finds that the prize slie has won is
|sbroken hcart.

Ancther mistake that many of our girls are
Imaking is in devoting too inuch of their time 10
Iwvel-reading. The reading of an occasional novel
lof pare and hcalthful tone may be not only an in-
loocciii diversion, but u good mental stimulant;
Ibutihe te.iding of the ligliter sort of novéis (which.
liiibeydo not icach bad morality, do represent life
Imamorhid and unreal light, and awakon cravings
Itliat never can be satisfied), and the reading of one
lornnj or three of them in a week, as is the com-

Iwnhabitofmany of our girls, niust prove gricv-
|"*siy injuiimis to their minds and hearts. It.is
IwnuUlissipation ofavery dangeroussort; itsinflu-
Iwtismore iiisidious than, but | am not sure that
ItiSMtquite as fatal to character as, the habitual
strong drink. Ccrtaii®y the mental dissipa-
T*of novel-reading is vastiy more prevalent than
| dhersort of dissipation, not only in “ the bcst
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society,” but in the second bcst, as well; and five
women’s lives are ruined ljy the one where one life
is wrecked by the other. “ Ruined,” do | say?
Yes; no weaker word tells the whole truth. This
intemperatc craving for sensational fiction weakens
the mental grasp, dcstroys tlie love of good read-
ing, and the power of sober and rational thinking,
takes away all relish from the realities of life,
breeds discontent and indolence and selfishness,
and makes the one who is addicted to it a wcak,
frivolous, petuiant, miserable bcing. | see girls
all around me in whom these results are working
themselves out steadily and fatally.

Anotlier mistake which our giris are making—
or which their parents are making—is a too early
initiation into the cxcitements and fvivolities of
what is callcd society. It .vas formerly tlie rule for
girls to wait uniil their scliool-days were over before
they made iheii- appearance in fashionable society.
Atwhat age, let us inquirc, does the average young
lady of our citles now make her debutt From my
observations, | sliould answer at aljout the age of
three. They are not oldcr than that when they
begin to go to children’s parties, for which they ave
dressed as elaborately as they would be for a fancy
hall.  Front this age onw'ard they are never out of
society; by the time they are six or cight years oid
they are members of clubs, and spcnd frequcnt
evcnings out, and the demands of social diversién
and dispiay multiply with their years.

“ 1 think,” writes one of my corrcspondents,
who loves little girls, “ the grcatcst defect in the
trainiiig of girls is in letting them think too much
of their clothes and of the boys. Little girls that
ought to be busy with their books and their dolls
ave often dressed iip like dolls themselves, and en-
couraged to act in a coqiictlish manner that many
of their ciders could not equal.”

“ It secms to me,” writes another, “ that one
prominent dcfcct in our modevn training of girls is
undiie haste in making them society young ladics,
and cultivating a fondness for admivation Ity lavish
dispiay of dress. Before leaving the nursery, many
a child does penance by being made a figure on
which a vain mamma may gratify her taste in
eiegant fabrics and cxquisite laces to be exhibited
at a fashionable children’s party. This trait easily
becomcs a controiling onc, and girls scarcely in
their tcens, with the blasé manner of a woman of
the wurld, will sean a lady’s dress, tell you at once
lhe quality of the material, the rarity of the laces,
the valué of the jcwcls—even venture an opinion
whethev or not it be onc of Worth’s latest dcsigns,
showing what apt scholars they have bccomc.”

“ It is in the claiins of society upon our girls,”
writes another, who knows them well, “ that their
strength is most sevcrely taxed, and their charac-
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ters endangered. To meet creditably the demands
of this master, our girls must attend day-school,
dancing-school, take rausic lessons, go to parties,
concerts, the theater, sociables; be active members
of cooking-cluj3s, archery-clubs, reading-clubs;
ride, skate, walk, and go to the licalth-Uft. To
do this and to ciress with appropriate anxicty for
each one of the occasions, a young girl runs an
appalling gauntlet of foes to the healthy develop-
ment of lier soul and body.”

1 am sute that the early contact of our girls
with the vanities and the insincerities and the
excitements of social life is doing a great injtiry to
many of them. Girls of from twelve to sixteen
years of age, who ought to be in bed every night
atnine o’clock, are out at parties till midnight, and
sometimes later, thiis destroying their bealth and
keeping their young heads filled with thoughts
which are not condueive to healthy mental or
moral growtli.

And as forthe children's parties to which my cor-
respondenls apply words of siich severity, | cannot
conceive anything more htirtful than they are in
the way that they are generally managed. If a
little company of children could be brought to-
gether in the afternoon or in the early evening, all
plainly dressed, so that they miglitromp and play
to their hearts' content, and takc no thought for
their rairrient—if they could be healthily fed, and
wisely amused, with no resort to kissing-gamcs,
and no suggestions of beatix—that would Ijc inno-
cent enough; ljut to dress these children in silks
and laces, in kid gloves and kid slippeis, with
frizzed hair and jewelry—to paradc them up and
down the drawing-rooms for the foolish mothers
who are in attcndance to comment on their dresscs
in their hearing, saying, “ O, you dear little thing !
Howsweet yon look ! W hat a beautiful dress ! How
that color becomes lier !'” then to cbaff them about
their lovers and sweetheavts, and huigh at their
precocious flirtations,—oh, it is pitiful! pitiful! |1
say to you, mothers, lhat if thcre are any children
forwhom my heart aches it is these innocent, beau-
tiful children who are being sacrificed on the altars
of foolish fashion. The children of the poor,
thinly ciad, poorly fed, rudely taught, are not any
more to be pitied than are many of the children of
the rich; their bodies may suffer more, but their
sotils are not any more likely to be pampered and
cornipted and destroycd.

From this early enirance into fashionable societ
tlie girls go right on, as | have said, plunging*
little deepcr every ycar into the currents of social
life, until manyof them, as my friend has said, are
utterly blasé before they are iwenty. Society is a
squeezed orange; they have got all the flavor out
of it, they have notliing serious fior sacred to live
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for, and you sometimes hear them wisliing (hjr
were dead.

| suppose that many of us who are parents yitld
with many misgivings and protests, to this ked
custom, which drags our children into social li¢
and its excitements at such an early age, Wl
give in to. it because all the rest do, and bccauseit |
ishard to deny to our children what all their coml
panions are allowed. And sometimes | suspeci|
you might go into a company of girls and bojs
who are keeping late hours, and canying their |
social diverstons to an injurious excess, and Sd
there not a single child whose parents did at
heartily disapprove of this excess. Yct the ihingis
allowed, not so much because the parents lak
authority over their children, as because they lak|
the firmness to resist a bad social custom,

I will mention only one more sad mistake |
which some, 1 hope not many, of our girls ae
making, and it shall be described for yon in tre
language of one who has had the amplest oppoi-1
tunities of knowing whereof she speaks.

“ The most common dcfect in the trainmgo(|
girls is, in my jiidgment, the ignoring of thecori-
mand to honor and obcy parents. Frorntheaje]
uf thirtecn, girls and parents alike secm toi
this commandment as a dead Ictter. Thegirloil
thirteen regards hcrself as her own mistress; slel
is alteady a woman in her osvr. estimation, and hes|
a right to do as she likes. If she prcfers to)
parties, sociables, and so forth, threc or foureiw-I
ings in a week, ratlier than spend hereveningsii|
study, slie does so. Both slie and hev parents, 1
ever, expect and dcmand that she is to be rankedl
at graduation as high as the laborious, sclf-detiyini,I
fnithful worker in her class.

“ Again, in one congregation in this city | knoil
of four cases well worthy of thoughtful considm-l
tion. The four families ailarerespectable.suchpeo-I
pie as forra the majority of your own congregadon.|
In each of thrce of these families is only onednld |
Each one of these tliree girls left school ivhensliel
chose to do so, went into sodety when shepleased,®
spent as much time on the Street as she likid,
all three, still undcr twenty, have now beconei|
by-word and reproach among al! who know thcinl
lu the fourth family there were three girls, tnl
of whom cast off all restraint, whilc father ai»l
mother were regularly taking pait in |Jrayer-nW-|
ings. This father and mother excuscd thenisf
by saying they did not know what their girls«
doing, yet the girls lived at home all the tiraca
their neighbors knew all about their conduct

This habit of running loose. of constantly«|
ing the street for amuiement, and even of roa ™
chance acquaintances there, is practiced DyS
of the girls of our good families, and il >s"
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1jil pleasaiit to see them on the public thorough-
liark, and to witness their hoydenish ways. | know
lihai tliey mean no harm i>yit, but it often resulta
lin liarm; the delicate blooni of maiden modesty
lishoited by too much familiarity witb the public
Islreets of a city, and a kind of boldness is acquired
Iwhich is not becoming in a woman.

Such are some of the errors which are frequently
Icommitiediii the training of our girls, and some
lof the clangcrs to which they are exposed; | am
Isure that you will see that none of tbem are
limaginary, and that all of them are serious. |
|kno«' that m.any of you girls, and mothers, too,
late fully awave of them, and on your guard against
Itheui. If | have succeeded in drawing the more
loreiul attention of any of you to any of them, |
lihall not have written in vain.

lhave left myself small space to speak of the
Ipiinciples and habits requisita to the development
lof 3 noble «'omanhood. These, however, have
Ibeen suggested in what | have said already. In
lai-ciding the mistakes to which | have referred,
lyouwill be guided to the right principies of con-
liluci. Let me speak very briefly of some of the
Itlementswhich go to make up a beautiful vvomanly
icliaracicr:

The first is industry, Wilhngness and ability
liOKork lie, as | have said already, at the basis of
Ijll good ciiaiacter. The moral discipline, the
Ifaticnee, tlie steadiness of purpose, the powcr to
iMeccome, that are gained in work, and only in
[»wk, are just as necessary to women as to men ;

1Uie girl who is given no chance of learning
[tliese iraits is sadly defrauded.

Besides, there are certain strong reasons why

s ought to be well trained in that particular
Riad of work which they are most likely to be

Qled to perforra.  “ All women, however situ-

i," writes one of my corrcspondents, “ should
ave a practical knowlcdge of manual labor;
«ld know how to cook, to purchase .household
s, how to avoid waste, how to buy, cut and

S»jarmenls, how to nurse the sick. All these

«ngs should be a part of a thorough education,

1fewwomen can pass through life, no matter

“Itheir means or station, who will not find the

iwhen such knowledge will help others, even if

«ypersonally may get on very well without it.”

“ayagreat many of them, and it is ali true.

“I'wtuild train my daughter,” writes onc, “ lo
‘Swall work, in the broadest raeaning, as lion-
W Whatcver is necessary to be done is
rabie work, for highest and lowest alike.”
industry comes thoroughness. It is not

“'Shtobe busy ; we ought to do we/l whatever

«'oands find to do, else we may lae forced to say

"A'HugoGrotius said when he carne to the end:
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“ Alas! | have spent my Ufe in laboriously doing
nothing.” To be thorough in study, to be thor-
ough in all work, ought to be the aim of every girl,
not less than of every boy. Our methods of fcmale
education have encouraged superficiality rather
than thoroughness; we have given our girls smat-
terings of many things, and mastery of few things.
We teach them a little Latin, and a little Frcnch,
and a iittle Italian, and a little Germéan, and a
little Spanish, and a little English—precious little,
too, generally; we give them a few lessons on the
piano (not often too few, however, of these), and
a few lessons on the organ, and a few 011 the harp,
and a few on the guitar, and a few, pcrhaps, on
the violin or the banjo; we let them uke oil-
painting for a quartcr, and water-colors for a
quarter, and crayons for a quartcr, and china dec-
oration for a quarter, and so on, and so on; and
che poor things, when they are done with it all,
know a little of cverything, and not much of any-
thing. Don’t do it, girls; life is short and art
is long; you cannot be mistresses of all the arts.
It is bettor to confine yourselves to a single branch
and make yourselves proficient in that. It ismuch
better to say, “ This one, thing | do,” than to say,
“ These forty things 1 dabble in.”

After thoroughness, independence, A habit
of reiying on your own judgment, a habit of
thinking for yourself, and caring for yourself, not
selfishly, but in a true womanly fashion—a habit
of taking responsibility and bearing it bravely is
one of the habits that tvomen as well as men need
to cultivate. Your parcnts ought to give you some
chance lo form this habit; it isa great mistake to
shield a girl from all caro, and thcn, by and by,
when the helpers on whom she has leaned fall by
her side, to Icave her with judgment untrained and
powers undisciplined, to carry the burdens of life.

Respect for charactcr, for manhood and woman-

hood, more than for money or rank, or even
genius, is another of the first lessons that every
girl ought to learn. Virtue, truth, fidelity, these
are the shining things that every true woman
honors, and she who valles above these a coat-of-
arms or a bank account, degrades herself. There
is a silly snobbery among some of our girls that is
the reverse of loveiy. | see them now and tlien
spurning association with worthy young men and
women who are poor, and hear them talking in a
large way aliout I)kie blood, when all the bluc
Aood thatisin their veins flowcd into them from
the veins of tanncrs or wood-choppers. Shame
upon the girl who cannot recognize and honor
in others the same quaiities that lifted her father
or her grandfather to wealth and station !

I might speak of many other elements of char-
acter indispensable to the trucst womanhood, such
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as truthfulness, and coiiscientiousness, and purity,
and modesty, and fidelity, but I will only fiame
one more which sums iip much of what my friends
have written, and that is:

Consecration. It is a great word. It means
many things. It means, to begin with, that God
has some purposc concerning you, some good
work for each of you to do. It means that He has
given you the power to serve in some way, and
that He wishes you to devote that power which
He has given you to that Service for which He
created you. W hat kind of work He lias for you
to do | cannot tell; but | know that He has called
every one of you with a high calling, to some
ennobling work. Not to be butterflies, not to be
drones, not to be sponges, has He called any of
you; butto be helpeis, and ministers, and friends of
tillgood; to waitwith readyhandsand loving hearts
for the Service that you can do for Him. Most of
you wiil be called, by and by, to the dignity of wife-
hood and motherliood; there is no greater dignity
than that and no nobler work.

One of the ladies asked me to- describe the
successful woman, There is more than one type,
| answer, but among them all is none more illus-
trious than that of the wife and motlicr; the
woman who builds and rules a beautiful and happy
home; who holds the honor of her husband and
the reverence of her children; who leads those
whom God has given her up to vigorous and vir-
tuous manhood and womanhood, imparting to
them by daily communion with them her own
wisdom and nobleness, and sending them forth
to do good and brave service in the world. The
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woman ivho does such work as this, | say, jji
successful woman; and there is no grandorwok
than this within the measure of a man or ow
of an éangel.

But marriage is not for all of you, and slioud
not be for any of you the chief end. “ Iliry
tcach my daughter,” writes one, *“ that «hilt
happy wifehood is the glory and blessing of evi-
true-hearted woman’s life, and maternit;' the cromn:
of this—more to be desired than giicendoin, slk
should hold herself too puré and deara tliing lo:
marry for home, or position, or becauso it s exl
pected of her.” Many women are living happily
and nobly out of wedlock, and no one is fitforit |
who is not fit to live without it.

To what kind of service our Lord has called vou,
then, | cannot tell; but i know that for you as for |
Him, the joy of life raust be, not in being minis-1
tered unto, but in ministcring. God hclp you lo:
understand it, girls, before it is.too late. Thereis:
so much good in living, if one knows hoiv toliit; |
there is such delight in serving whcn one hasj
learncd to serve, that 1 do not like to see anyot
you going on aimlessly and selfishly, and laying up]
in store for yourselves a fiiture of disqiiietude and |
gloora. There is a better and loriglitcr waythan |
this, a way that has,never been pointed out nore
clearly than in the simple words of our good friend,
Mr. Hale: “ To look up and not down; toM |
forward and not back ; to look out and not in
and to lend a hand.” Set youv feet in that paih, |
and follow it patiently, and you will find itthel
path “ that shincth more and more unto ike|
perfect day.”

FAIRY PHOTOGRAPHS,

Bv H. H.
The sun was shining happily one morning. So
was Tommy’s face.
“ 1’m goin’ strawberryin’,” saLd he.
“ So 'm 1,” said his smail sister Polly.
“ No you aint, neither,” said Tommy. “ Sisters

are always taggin’on to everybody,”

So he went off alone.

He knew where the large red berries grew—
“ thicker 'n hops”—and he could pick a whole
pailful and “ never eat a single one.” He had
to cross a meadow on his way to the hill where
he knew a “ spot that nobody else could find.”

In this meadow lived a black and white bobo-

Ballard.

link. Bobolinks are great chatterboxes, as crcryj
one knows; and this particurar bobolink, assoonasj
he caught sight of Tommy, bubbled up frow "el
grass, and tumbled out of hitnself the queerest
jargon in the world. 1

“ Bobolink, bobolink, what do you thinkj
W here ’s your sister, Tommy? Tell me quic\V
er 'n a wink, wink, wink !” ;o

This made Tommy’s face very red. HaPf" |
up a stone and threw it at the bird. Itstruc |
bivd’s head and stopped all the beautiful misic.

“ 1 wonder what makes everything so cross a
ugly this morning !” thought Tominy.
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HIPI5 a ereat yellow butterfly fluttcrcd past

ARTI” says Toinmy. | ’jl fix you !

Solie striick it with hisbig straw hat, and, pinch-
lingits deliréte wiiigs in his rough fingers, he stuck
1j pinihrougli it and fastened it on liis hat-band.

Nolliiiig else happened until he had come to
I »kre the strawljerries lay dreaming under lhe

sol green leavcs.

He soo11 had his pail filled, and was about lo
| stari fot hoinc, when he spied a little brown rabbit
ating on its hind legs and looking at him with

litofunny little eyes.

“Hi!” said Tommy. “ 1l fixyou!”

Sohe picked up a stick and struck at the rabbit
al his might; but what was his surprise to

** |he stick slip from his hand, nm along the
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giound like a chipmunk and then dart down a
hole in the ground, before he could say “ Jack
Robinson ” !

There stood the rabbit, too—only a little farther
off—and it had one eye shut.

Tommy wondered whether he had put the eye
out when he struck, or whether the rabbit was
winking at him.

“We ’ll see,” said Tommy.

W ith that, he started in pursuit of tli* rabbit,
which, bowever, did not turn around and bound
away as rabbits generally do ; but, still facing the
boy, it began to hop backward so rapidly that
Tommy hardly could keep it in sight.

The pail of bevries was tlirown aside in the
eagevness of the race, and the golden curls blew
all around Tommy's glowing checks as he ran 011
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and on. Prctty soon it began to grow dark, and
then the iittle boy noticed for the lirst time that he
was in the midst ofa lonely forest.

Once he thought he saw a face with tears on it
looking at him out of the branches ofa great oak-
tree; but how could his sister be away out there
and up in a tree ?

“1t’s only a shadder,” said Tom; but he was
growing a trifle uneasy. So he whistled.

No sooner had the first clear notes rung out iii
the woods, than they were caught up and echoed
from a thousand points—only instead of the tune
which he meant to whistle, he heard all around

”

him:

“ Bobolink, bobolink! What do you think?
This boy killed a butterfly 1 Spink, spank,
spink!”

“ Bobolinks don’t live inwoods,” said Tommy;
“ That’s nuthin but a chipmunk—you can’t fool
mel”

But bis legs began to grow quite shaky all at
once, and soraehow or othcrhis whistle died away.
By this time it was very dark indeed.

“Now is a good time to have your photograph
taken, myboy,” said a shriil voice ciése to poor
Tommy’sear. He started, butseeing only the little
rabbit, which he had been chasing so long, he
plucked up courage enough to say:

“H’'m! rabbits can’t take photographs ! No-
body can take ’em when it ’s all darker 'n Egypt,
any how,” he added, emphatically.

“ We prefer the dark for taking bad boys’ pict-
ures,” said the rabbit, who, to Tommy’s terror, was
growing bigger and bigger. “ Jiist you sit down
on this stuinp,” he continued in a rougher voice,
“and I ’ll fix you.”

Tommy felt he must obey. Then the rabbit,
who was by this time as big as a bear, brought a
stouthickory sapling and stuck it up in the ground
behind Tommy, for a bead-rest.

It was n’t very comfortable, though, for the
rabbit twisted a branch around the boy’s hcad so
tight that it made him as fast as the poor butterfly
on his hat.

Then the rabbit went off a little way, and
pointed the end of a hollow log at the boy, put-
ting his own head beliind it and peering through
at him, just as real pliotographers do.

“Look a little more pleasant,” said the rabbit;
but it was all Tommy could do to keep the tears
from flowing.

“ Don’t you wink,” said the rabbit.
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But there was no use in his saying ihjs |u
Tommy could no more wink than he could getjt
from that stump and run home—which is«@'
a great deai. A

“ One done,” said the rabbit;
try again, this is very poor indeed."

Poor Tommy shivered and trembled all ow
for, every time the rabbit looked at him now
fek as coid as ice.

After four pictures had been taken, the rahit
untwisted the branch from his head, pushed hio
offthe stump, gave him the photographs «raoped
up in a big leaf, and bade him run home and ptt
them to his mother, witbout daring to sonmucha
look behind him.

“ If you do,” said the rabbit, “ we ’ll fieyou,"

“ 1 will remeraber,” said Tommy, only loo dad
to get out of that dreadful place.

Then the woods were gone, and the rabbit, ad
the bobolink songs, and right before him Lesa»
his own beautiful home and his mother lookingot
to see if her boy were coming.

Toinmy felt almost like running off to hide, hut
he did n’t daré disobey the rabbit. So he wei
slowly up to his mother and gave her his pictures,
When she opened them, she looked very sad,

The first one showed Tommy just as he hed
looked when he spoke so crossly to his little sster
that morning.

His eyes were all puckered and his nioulh draa
down in anger.

The second was taken just as he was tlironinga
stone at the pretty bobolink, and in ooe corer
was a picture of the little bird with its headhang-
ing all on one side—dead.

Then carne a sorry-looking photograph oi te
pinned butterfly, and last of all Tommy sirikinj
at the little rabbit.

All of them were perfectly black—like lhe sk
houettes ofyour grandfather in mamma’s roomcf j
somebody’s grandfather in some other room.

“ Picase, mamma, burn those horrid piolaresup”
said Tommy, “ and | ’ll never, never, «wrbeso
mean again ’s long ’s | live and breathc.”

His mother told liim that although she M
easily burn those pictures, yet that every time *
said such cross words and did such cruel Ihiugs,a
picture of them was made on his own hcavt—irsd(
of him—which could n’t be gotten lid of so esily.

“ Guess | Il be pretty careful how 1sit forsuh
photographs,” said Tommy.

And he was.

“ bunvemasi
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THE TWO-LEGGED 5TEED.

NO. Il.— AN UNINVITED UALLOONIST.

It onec struck me that ballooning would be the
| pleasaniest way of tiaveling in my business, lifting
me above the sands, beasts and barbarians of the
desert. So | liad a big balloon constructed, with a
| patent rudder, guaranteed to steer against any
oriinary wind. One day, when the breeze blew
inland, 1 embarked, thinking my return voyage
«ouldbo plain sailing, owing to tlie patent rudder
and to the figuring of a man of Science, who
preved quite clcarly that an upper current of air
set steadily from the desert to the western ocean.
But either the upper current of air or the patent
rudder went all wrong, and | was landed at Mo-
nicco, from which city | made my way home by
sa, with the loss of four months' time, ray whole
argo of fcathers, and every cent ! had taken out
| «ilh me.

Fortho future, 1 confined my ballooning to short
1 wyages of cxploration.

On ore of these occasions, my supply of water
A nearly run out, when, noticing a stream, as |
iMught, | descended and made fast the balloon.

"natl fancied was a brook turned out, however,
| beawady—that is, one of the dried-up water-

Blake

Crufton,

[SEE TACE 532.)

courscs of the Sahara. As | turned back empty-
handed, | saw a prettily spotted animal, which
proved to be a baby-Icopard, playing like a kitten
in the wady. | caught the creature and hoisted it
into the car by a rope. Thecn, as no living thing
was in sight, | was leisurely preparing to launch
my air-ship once more. Two of the three ropes
which secured it to the earth were already cut, and
| was turning to cut the third, when | was horrified
at seeing the mother-leopard creeping toward
me, noiseiessly but swiftly, and with a revengeful
gleam in her eyes.

The infuriated beast was now barely forty feet
away, and | had enough presence of mind left to
lose no time in cutting the last rope. The liber-
ated balloon rose majestically in the air—abouta
second too late. While | was severing the rope,
the leopard had reduced her distance, and when |
had finished she was poised for a spring. Up she
bouncled, the embodiment of cruelty and grace,
her paws outstretched, her tai! stiff, her jaws dis-
tended, her eyes flashing. Her fore claws only
just rcached the bottom of the rising car; but they
graspcd it like grim death, and she soon clambered
into the car, nearly capsizing it in the process.
Then she stood a moment over her sprawling cub
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and gave a roar, whether a roar of greeting to tlie
cub or of menace to me | did not even try to
guess. Jiist at that time, | was going iip the ropes
which secured the car to the balloon, in a way
that would have won the prize at any gymnastic
«xhibition.

In a few seconds | was clinging to the nettmg
of the balloon, and glancing uneasily down at the
“ bearded pavd.”

A glance showed me there was no immediate
danger from the leopard. She was quite as
alarmecl as | was. Her first movement, when she
perceived the earth receding beneatli her, was to
seize her cub in her teeth and basten to the edge
of the car, as if about to spring to the ground.
But the height was too great, and, abandoning hei
inlention, she droppcd the cub and whined in
abject terror.

| had now time to refiect. Ev.en.if | wished to
make the balloon descend, in tiie hope that the
frightencd leopard might leap to the ground at
the first opportunity, | had not the means of domg
so from where | was. To go down into the car
while the leopard remained there alive, seemed
like putting my head in a lion’s mouth, and | had
no means of kilUng the beast, for my fire-arms
were also in the car. Meantimc, though | had
secured a foothold in the netting, the slrain on the
muscles of my hands and arms was great, and |
could not support it forever. At Inst | drew my
knifc, which, in my hun-y, | had luckily shoved
into my pocket imciasped, and, climbing around
the base of the balloon, began severing the ropes
which attachcd the car to it. As the car swung
edownward, supported by the last two ropes, the
young leopard fell to earth; but its mother, be-
coming suddenly conscious of wliat 1 was doing,
sprang upward and strugglcd hard to climb the
single rope that remained uncut—for the other,
half severed, had vyielded when she sprang. It
was a trying moment, but the knife was sharp and
| managed to divide the rope in time.

Down fell the car, and the leopard after it, still
grasping the rope with her claws. Sometimes the
car was uppennost, sometimes the beast. In spite
10f my own pcrilous position, | could not help watch-
ing this terrific see-saw in the air, until beast and
car, after shrinking to mere specs, were dashed to
pieces on the ground. Fortunately for me, my eyes
were accustomed to dizzy heights.

| had provided against the too rapid ascent of
theEalloon, when lightened of so great a weight,
ljy cutting a small hole in its side. But this proved
insufficient to stop its upward progress. So |
made other small boles with great caution—for
my only chance of a successful dcscent was to let
the gas escape by slow degrees. My task was not

THE MAJOR’S Blu-TALK STORIES.

W,

an easy one, for the balloon, cut loose from itsha-
last, now lay over considerably on one side, «d,
me beneath. The strain on my hands had cose-
quently grown much greater. However, 1 exsed|
it somewhat by getting one leg inskle the retting,
and soon | was glad to perceive, from the gei
upward direction of the loose ropes, tliat I «is
beginning to descend. The motion greu’ more.
and inore rapid, and though | managed to redue

THE LEOHARD STRIVES TO REACK THE MAN»

its rapidity for a time by cutting off

ine ropes within my reach, | should proba y |
been maimed, or killed outright, had | 1
on the long, feathery leaves of a datc-palm, m
center of a beautiful cluster of these trees.

After refresliing myself with some 1
filling my pockets with more, | striick in» |
desert to seek the wreck of the car, 1
my rifle and revolver, without which I " |

hopes of reaching civilization again. M |
balloon did rae a last service, as it

tops of the palms : itenabled me lo tell tne
tion of the wind, which | could not have ds®®
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lothorwise, for it was nearly a dead calm. By
Loing directly agamst the wind, | knew | must
IL wncar the objccts of my search. | found the
Ishattered car and the leopard by it; but rifle and
Ipisiol «ere bent and broken loeyond any possibility
lof use or repair, _

But the way | got home is a story in liself.

NO. I11.- “A TWU-LEUGED STEEU.

So HEKE goes for Story No. IIl.  When |
lutid my fire-avms smashed, | was dumbfounded
fot a minute or so. Then, as the sun was just
jiting, 1 looked over the wreck of the car, and
Ccked out a thin rope, and the skin in which |
bsed 10 carry my watei-, and which still held about
nlia "ullon. 1| built a firc out of the remnants
:the car and its contents, and, stretching my
si loward it, fell asleep almost instantaneously.
lweston tired to make any plans.
Next morning | was awakened by a sharp pain
amy right cheek, and, opening my eyes, | saw a
nilivte perched upon my brcast, and preparing to
»e asecond and more satisfactory peck at my
x, if | should happily prove lo be dead or mor-
lilly <oundcd. | jumped up with a shout, which
scjted the cowardly bird and a whole flock of his
utes Ihat were feeding on the carcass of the
leoperd.
the course of the balloon had been nearly due
feest, and, as well as | could guess at its average
fted, | was not much more than a hundred miles
ram(he coast.  So, after breakfasting on the rest
fthe dates and a small allowance of water, | took
porace Greeley’s advice to young men, and went
itst.
“Hoiv could you tell which side was the west ?”
loo will ask.
J Mdl tlie sun, my dears, \-ery kindly got up
lhat raorning at about the usual time and place,
ifa during the whole of the first day 1 made for
Idistant clump of trees which lay but little out of
jtttoarse.
Ireached the clump half broiled and without a
[water, having used up most of my supply
Iwistening my head to keep off sunstroke.
WiCer, ilic trees were date-palms and grew over
lhioal:, as these trees commonly do. So | found
tabundance of food, drink and fuel, and slept as
fand snfely as the night before.
Ilstarted into the desert early next morning
«beiier spirits, for 1 was some twenty-five railes
“iti .lome, and had not, so far, met a beast
"TO: though | had heard one roaring near
| 5ig
1Yoy nooti | observed an animal behind me,
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but too farasvay to recognizc. Some minutes later
1looked round again, and saw it in about the same
position. This looked as ifit was following me. |
felt uncomfortable, and glaiiced back a tliird time.
It was a little nearer now, and | perceived, to my
alarm, that its color was tawny. Wishing to know
the worst, | halted. To my surprise, the animal
halted, too. Its motion had lueen stealthy and
cat-like; but now its pose was bold and command-
ing, as it raised its head and paused to contémplate
me.

If 1 had any doubts remaining, they were soon
gone, for the beast lifted its head higher, and
proved its identity by roaring as only lions can
roar,

Though much alarmed at this, | had presence
of raind enough not to turn and flee at this
terrible summons. On the contrary, | looked the
lion steadily in the face for some minutes, and
then calmly resumcd my jolirney west.

As | had hoped, he did not charge, but con-
tinued to follow at the same interval. When |
halted again, he halted, too; when | walked, he
walked after me. He apparently meant to attack
me in tlie dark, when lions are boldest.

Several times that day | was on tlie point of end-
ing my fearful suspense by rushing at my pursuer,
and forcing him either to fly, or else to eat me for
his dinner instead of for his suppev. But each time
some new hope would spriiig up in my brcast, and
| would trudge on still. Once | remembered An-
drocles, and hoped that the lion might tread upon
a thorn. Another time | thought of the man in a
similar plight with myself, who, happily combin-
ing presence of mind with absence of body, raised
his cioak and hat on a stick, and induced a deluded
lion to spring at it, and fall down a convenient
precipice. Time and again | hoped for trees, and
time and again | askcd myself the conundnim,
“Why is a lion like an oyster?” and comforted
myself with the answer, “ Because neither can
clirab a tree.” Yes; if | were only up a tree, |
would fcar the lion no more than any oyster of the
same size and weight.

I think I could have climbcd anything just then.
—a branchless palm, the North Pole, a genealogi-
cal tree. Bt:it | could see nothing higher than
myself, except the sun.

At last | carne to a slight rise in the boimdless
waste. From the summit | saw neither rock fior
tree. Two cassavas were in sight, but they were
only stunted slirubs, a few feet high. The sun was
at the horizon, and the lion liad decreased his dis-
tance visibly.

| felt the courage of despair, and was about to
turn and forcé the wild beast to kill me tlien or
never, when | saw sometliing rise out of the long
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shadow cast by the cassavas in the setting sun.
1soon discovered that it was a large ostrich, which
had been frightened by some sight or sound at the
other side of the bushes, for it carne straight toward
me, using wings and legs, as ostriches do when
hurried or alarmed.

In a moment, | had fornied a plan of escape. |
headed the huge bird, and shouted at it. It fled
in bewildermcnt back to the cassavas, where, ac-
cording to its silly custom, it thrust its head into
the Icaves and halted, in the belief that not to see
involves not to be seen.

It was a double chasc; for no sooner did | begin
to run after the ostrich than the lion, echoing my
shout with corapound interest, startcd in pnrsuit.
To a looker-on, the race would have shown
strange contrasts,—the flapping, waddiing, fright-
ened ostrich; the man running silently for life;
the roaring lion, with successive bounds, hastening
after his prey.

| was a good hand at leap-frog when | was at
school. | had often leaped on to the sixth or
seventh back at the oid game of “ High Cock-
aloriini.” But i never had so high “a back”
given me before as that now offered by the uncon-
scious ostrich. Slill, | never had so much encour-
agement to distinguish myself at any game before,
for a himgry lion had never been the next player
behind me!

Mustering all my strength, | sprang into the
air, tipping the ostrich’s tail with my fingers as |
flew over it. In another moment | was seated
comfortably on the back of the bird, holding tightly
to its neck with both hands. The huge creature,
terrified no less by the roaring of the lion, now
hardly fifty yards behind, than by the nlysterious
weight on its back, hastily raised its head from the
cassava bush, and went off at a pace which soon
distanced our pursuer.

We traveled all night, and on the foilowing
afternoon struck the coast, six miles below the
trading-post, which we reached at sun-down.
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“ But what did the ostrich eat on the
Major?” you will say.

Chiefly money.

“ Money?”

Yes; money. | suppose you are aware ik,
ostriches are fond of eating stones and nells
Well, | thought a few coins might be a ggg/\
change for my ostrich, and 1 had a quantitv
gold coins in a belt, to provide against aatidai!
as my habit was when ballooning. So I thrwbi
a sovercign, which he swallowed eagerly; then3
eagle, which he seemed to enjoy slill more, A
least, he ran to it, and stooped for it wiih nen
haste,—whether because it was a laigcr ooin
because it was of American manufacture, laai
able to decide.

“ How did you get him to go in onedireciion
the time ?” | hear.

By making a slip noose on ray rope and Ik
ing his neck, keeping the ends of the ropeinm'
hands to act as reiiis. | put two Icnots
rope, to prcvent tlie noose from gctting too li
and strangling the bird; yet | managed to nia
it mighty disagreeable for him when lie (ried
alter his course. While the coins Uistcd, | hadm
trouble at all; for, whenever he wanied to inrg,
just threw one straight ahead, and by Ihc tire
silly bird had reached it he had quite forgotioi
desire to turn.

“What a lot it cost to feed that ostrich!"(
you say ?

Bless your soul, it did n’t cost a cent. Ii
never got home, the money was no use lo me; if,
did, | knew Tcould get it back. | halcd iodi
that ostrich ; but times were bad, and I conid m
afford to wait and find out whether the bird iri
lay golden eggs.

The feathers of that ostrich wave to diy fd
my aimt’s bonnet. | brought them homeasiii
nesses of my adventiire. The yelloivisli tinge i
them is owing to the large quantity of gold s»
lowcd by my two-legged steed.
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SPARROW.

By Lucy Larcom.

I bubble of music fioats

i Tk slope of the hill-side over,—

I iittlc wandering spavrow’s notes,—

i Onthe bloom of yarrow and clover,

lindihe smell of siveet-fern and the bayberry-leaf
Jnhis ripple of song are stealing ;

lar he is a chartered thief,

iThe wealth of the fields revealing.

:syllable, clear and soft
I Aa raindrop’s silvery patter,
ritinkliiig fairy-bell, heard aloft,
IInthe midst of the merry chatler
frobin and linnet and vvren and jay;—
j Oe syllable, oft repeated.
Hehas but a word to say.

And of that be will not be cheated.

THE STORY OF
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|Oke Monday morning, last June, | drew the
«up lo my office desk, and prepared to begin
ijiveek’s work. First, | opened and read the
15—0ne, two, three, four, five, six, seven,—O |
[inany to count; then I cut open all the news-
1s—there were enough to paper the front of
~bilding; and nt last | carne to a strange round
and wondering what could be in that, |
liiff the pink string and wrappings that sur-
ed ii, when out rolled a tin miistard-box, with
4Ic5 punched in the lid. What to make of
lid n’t know. | trced to twist off the cover,
Aould not ,stir. Tlien | rapped it gently
. euler, when, all of a sudden,—pop ! off
Sl lid, and out sprang a wad of cotton wool.
uccr little drab and yellow thing, three
iches loug, that squatted down among the
Four small iegs, a big tail, a head with
Pk and a coat of many colors : that seemed
Mi] yf it. | waitcd for it to move, but it kept
L ery still that I thought it must be dead.
'ipt it a poke with my pen-handle, when
” away it ran, like a mouse, over papers
s, down to the carpet, across the floor,
.dark corner behind the safe.

LIZBETH AND THE

The singer 1 have not seen;
But the song | arise and follow
The brown hills over, the pastures gi'een,
And into the sunlit hollow.
With the joy of a lowly heart’s content
I can feel rny glad eyes glisten,
Though he hides in his happy tent,
While | stand outside and listen.

This way would I also sing,
My dear little hill-side neighbor!
A tender cavol of peace to bring
To the sunburnt fields of labor,
Is better than making a loud ado.
Trill on, aniid clover and yarrow,—
There ’s a heart-beat echoing you,
And blessing you, blithe little sparrow!

“BABY.”

Houghton.

Thus was | introduccd to “ Lizbeth,” the horned
lizard, or horned toad, which my friend, the Pro-
fessor, had sent me from Colorado.

Tcarried her home with me that night, and in a
few days she carne to be looked upon as one of the
family. She took possession of one of the broad
winclow-seats in the library, where she had a cigar-
ljux for hcr house and a hickory twig for furniture.
Here she spent most of her time. Tn the morning
she iay in the sunshine, orclung to the window-sill to
look out at the ailantus-tree opposite, She showed
only one bad trait,—she would not eat, and for
five weeks she was never known to take any food
or drink. But this did n’t trouble her as much as
it did the rest of us. She continiied to look plump,
and the Professor tellsme that she could have fasted
for six months without starving. One night | put
four beetlcs in the cigar-box with her, fastening
down the cover; in the morning they were gone,
and from that time she had a good appetite,
and devoted most of her waking hours to appeas-
ing it with such flies, ants, or bectles, as carne
svithin reach ofher. | once counted fifty flies that
went into her mouth within as many minutes.

And she alwavs was readv for contributions of in-
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sects, but they muse be alive. If you took a fly by
one wing and licld it, buzzing, two or thrce inches
from her moutli, suddenly out flashcd a small
stubby tongue, with a sort of mucilage on the end
of it, and before you knew just what had happened,
the Ily was swatlowcd.

Lizbeth soon Icarned to recognize the members
of the family, and would often follo\s' us from room
to room. She showed intelligence in many ways;
we taught her several tricks, such as lying on her
back as if dead, and sitting on her haunches with
back against an inkstand, and demurely holding a
tooth-pick in one of her small hands, and when
hungry for a meal, she would come to us with open
mouth, as a sign of rcadiness. She was always
pleased to have her ncck scratched, or to be hcld
in one’s hand, when she would snuggle down into
the warm palm and go to sleep.

Onc day in September, three months after Liz-
beth’s arvival, a very important eveiu happened.
There carne another tiii mustard-box from the Pro-
fessor, who was then with the Whceler Exploriiig
Expedition in California, and in it was a baby com-
panion for Lizbeth,—according to the Professor’s
standard of beauty, the prcttiest cieature alive. It
was three inches long, and had five gold bauds
across its back, black shading Just before each,
and a beautiful white slomacher.

So now there were two heads that peepcd out
from the library window at the ailantiis-tree, and
two hungry months to fill with fiics and beetles.
Baby soon bccame the favorite. The color of her
coat was prettier, and she had no horns on her
head. You may woncler what Lizbeth’s horns were
for. | hardly know, unless as a substitute for a
shovel in digging into the soil, but she used hers
very skillfully to pry open the lid of her cigar-box.

Lizbeth was the livclier of the two. While a lady
caller, one evening, was seated near the ccnter-
table, Lizbeth sprang out of a hat and aliglued on
her hand, uttcring a shrill "PlIsch!” and giving
her a fright and a hatred of the “ beasts” {as she
called them), from which she never fiilly recov-
ercd. A Danish geiUleraan, who t’isits us some-
times, nearly fainted when he first saw her
approaching, and ever aftenvard, when he callcd,
he used to puslt his head through the half-opened
door, askiiig “ Where are dosc reptiles?” and
when tild, he seated himsclf at the farthest cérner
of the room, and on the very edge of his chair,
ready at the first appearance of Lizbeth or Baby
to escape through the door.

It may be you would not have likcd Lizbeth and
the Baby at first sight. You might have thought
them too much like toads. Bul if you could have
seen tlic two as they climbed over my mother’s
sewing, while she sat at work, scrambling in and

THE STORY OF 1.1ZBETH AND THE *“ BABY.

out of her pockets, stopping now and then loniuk|
or scratch their heads with the hind leg, or if
could have watched them follnw her from loomioi
room, scarapering like mice and then fallingasleepl
in a squarc of sunlight at her feet, | fecl surc yn
would soon have been willing to hold tlieir <f,
little bodies in your hand, that you might examint!
their many-colored coats, which were \cry- preny,
lookinglike bits of Persian carpet surrounded'
fiinge.
There is onc queer fact about the horned lizard?
) coals, - they
change col«l
to match ihel
surface oni
which theyl
live, thus
scmbling
chameleons,!
thoiighliavingl
thequeerpot-I
crinal
gree. |Inlrat-1
eling ihroullil
Nevada aoi
Coinradn, onel
may see manJ
color varietiesl

of the same species, the changes in tini
place in accordance with similar shadej
soil. | have seen one that was puré
over—an albino, perhaps. Why do youj
Mother Natiire gave them this singulaj
| think there were two reasons. In
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I jlace, they have no nieans of defense; they can-
LotblGenorstingnorscratch, but theycrouch closely
Lpor ihe soil, and lie so quietly, that, if of the
| ame color as the ground, it is next to impossible
1Dcatch sight of one until it stirs. When dis-
Icovercd, they will generally act as if dead, even
libough roLighly handled. Dr. Coues says that
L ev showspecial fear of dogs. On the approach
lolddog, he says, they will raise themselves to the
Ilength of their legs, puff out the body, open
L e roouth. and hiss violently. There is, no doubt,
Isomc speoial reason for this aversion. It may be
liai lhe coyote, the dog of the plains, includcs
Lrned lizards in his varied bili of fare, and that
| icm this fact they instinctively recognize an enemy
Lall dogs.
In the second place, the gift of color raimicty
llielps the horned lizards to obtain food. Their
aie too short to enable them, like their
lawsins, the true lizards, to run down their prey,
jand knowing this, they adopt a different method.
IIVhen an unlucky fly aligiits a few inches from
lihai appcars a mere bunch of earth, our little
Itknd, with body compressed abd movements so
likmand regular as to be unnoticed, creeps ciése
liothc unsus]:ecting insect, and tvitli a flash of the
ItDiigiie secures the welcome morsel. Beetles it
Icatclies more easily, and when it is at home in the
Idiy, saiidy wastes west of.the Great Plains, and in
iTtxas. these forra its chief food, The agreeable
Itior, Lke innsk, which it emits when warm, is
labianoteworthy fact, and this may have an influ-
lace in attracting insects. Aidcd by this and by
l#ilar sprinkled around them. Lizbeth and Baby
Ikaiid no lack of prey during the warm weather.
Earlyin October, however, the weather changed,
udihere began to be a suggestion of snow in the
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air. They felt the coid keenly, and when the
sun left the window, they would creep under the
curtain tassel and lie there dorraant all the after-
noon, Then we brought them a larger box, filled
with loara and vegetable mold, and as the weather
grew colder, they generally burieci themselves,
after breakfast, in the soft soil, leaving only their
noses exposed, and slept there until breakfast-time
next morning, when, if not too coid, they crept
out to beg fora bug ora fly. And I was so afraid
that before spring carne their coats would change
to the color of dut, that 1 dug them up every little
while to see whether they had changed already.
And they had. Lizbcth’s beautiful white stomacher
became bronn, and those gold spots on Baby’s
shoitlders were gctting to be very dull.

One bleak day in January, | carricd them both,
in my coai-pockets, to the studio of Mr. Church,
the artist. | wantcd him to draw their portraits.
He made some pictures of them, but unfortunately
Lizbeth took Cold, and became quite ill. For two
days she languished. She took no interest in any-
tliing. On the second day | thought I might
divert her by letting her do some of her tricks
with a tooth-pick. She took the tooth-pick in her
little hands, and I)reathed her last,

Troubles never come singly. On the next
morning but one, | found Baby’s box on the floor
of the library; the dirt was scattered over the car-
pet, and, on her back, under the center-table, lay
poor Baby ! The kitten had been playing with
her, had tumbled her about the room, had rolled
on her, and pawed her, and killed her 1

Alas! Though the spring shall come, with
many beetles and bugs in its train, it will bring me
only sad rcmcmbrances of my little fricnds, the
horned lizards.
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By Luuisa M. Alcoti'.

Chapter XI.

down brakes.”

THE greatest people have their weak points,
and the best-behaved boys now and then yield to
temptation and get into trouble,

as everybody
knows.

Frank was considered a remarkably well-
bted and proper lad, and rather prided himself on
his good reputation, for he never got mto scrapes
like the other fellows. Well, hardly ever, for we
must confess that at rare intervals his besetting sin
overcame his prudence, and he proved himself an
erring, human boy. Steam-engines had been his
idols for years, and they alone could lure hira from
the path of virtue. Once, in trying to investigate
the mechanism of a toy specimen, which had its
little boiler and ran about whistling and puffing m
the most delightful way, he nearly set the house
afire by the sparlcs that dropped on the straw
carpet. Another time, in trying expenments with
the kitchen tea-kettle, he blesv hiraself up, and
the scars of that explosion he still carried on his
hands.

He was long past such childish amusements now,
but his favorice haunt was the engine-house of the
new railroad, where he observed the habits of Ins
pets.with never-failing interest, and cultivated the
good-will ofstokers andbrakemen till they allowed
him many liberties, and were rather flattered by
the admiration expressed for their iron horses by a
young gentleman who liked them better even than
his Greek and Latin.

There was not much business domg on this road
as vet, and the two cars of the passenger-trams
were often nearly empty, though full freight-trams
rolled from the factory to the mam road, of which
this was only a branch. So things went on m a
leisurely manner, which gave Frank many oppor-
tunities of pursuing his favorite pastime. He soon
knew all about No. n, his pet engme, and had
several rides on it with Bill, the engineer, so that
hefelt at home there, and privatery resolved that
when he was a rich man he would have a-road of
his own, and nin trains as often as he liked.

Gus took less interest than his fnend in the study
of steam, but usually accompanied him when he
went over after school to disport himself in the
engine-house, inteiview the stoker, or see if there
was anything new in the way of brakes.

One afternoon they found- No. li on the side-
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track, puffing away as if enjoying a quiei smoke
before starting. No cars were attached, and to
dtiver was to be seen, for Bill was off ivitb ibc
other men behind the station-house, helping (ie
expressman, whose horse had backcd down abank
and upset the wagon.

“ Good chance for a look at the oid lady,” said
Frank, speaking of the enginc as Bill did, ad
jumping aboard with great sntisfaction, folloaed
by Gus.

“1°d give ten dollars if I could run hcr upto
the bend and back,” he added, fondly touching
the bright brass knobs and glancing at the fire
with a critical eye.

“ You could n’t do it alone,” answered Gus, s
ting down on the grimy little perch, willing lo
indulge his raate’s amiable weakness.

“ Give me leave to try? Steam is up, andi
could do it as easy as not,” and Frank put hishind |
on the throttle-valve, as if daring Gus to give tlie
"Yord. , )

“Fire up and make herhum! laughedCiis,
quoting Bill’s frequent order to his mate, butmth
no idea of being obeyed.

“ All right; 1 Tl just roU her up to the switch
and back again. 1 ’'ve often done it with Bill”|
and Frank cautiously opened the throitle-valvt,
threw back the lever, and the great thmg nowd|
with a throb and a puff.

“ Steady, oid fellow, or you.Tl cometo
Heve, don’t open that!” f |
that moment Joc appeaved at the switch,
readv for mischief. . .

“ Wish he would; no «rain fot twenty m.nul® |
and we could run up to the bend as well as
said Frank. getting excited «Rh the sense 7
as the monster obeyed his hand so cntir y
was impossible to resist prolongmg the delig »

“Bv George, he has! Stop hcr! «ack W.
Hold on, Frank 1” cried Gus, as Joc only 0i.M
the words “ Open that!” obeyed, withoutt
idea that they would daré to leave

But they did, for Frank rather
a minute, and out upon the mam
Il as quietly as a well-trained horse takmg
iar road. .

“ Now you Vvc done itl | UgYC)
thrashing when 1 getback!’; toavcd”™.b
his fist at Joe, who stood staring, hal p
scared, at what he had done.

M- Alcott.

All righis rescrved.
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“Are you really going to try it ?" asked Gus,
asthey glided on with increasing speed, and he,
too felt the charm ofsuch a novel adventure, though
ihe'consequences bid £air to be serious.

“Yes, 1 mu," answered Frank, with the grim
look he aUvays wore when his stroiig will got the
upper hand.  * Bill will give it to us, any way, so
Ive may aa well have our fun out. If you are
afraid, | ’Il slow down and you can jump ofT,” and
| hisbroivii eyes sparklcd with the double delight of
getting bis heart’s desire and astonishing his friend

1 atIhe same time by his skill and coolness.

JILL. 537

“ Let them yell. | started to go to the curve,
and | ’I' do it ifit'costs me a hundred dollars. No
danger; there ’s no train under twenty minutes, |
tell you,” and Frank pulled out his watch. But
the sun was in his eyes, and he did not see clearly,
or he would have discovered that it was later than
he thought.

On they went, and were just rounding the bend
when a shrill whistle in front startlcd both boys,
and drove the color out of their cheeks.

“ It ’s the factory train !” cried Gus, in a husky
tone, as he sprang to his feet.

"DOWN BRAKES I'r

1“Coahead. 1’1l jump when you do;” and Gus

r f ‘lown again, bound in honor to stand by

lismaie till the sinash carne, though rather dis-
Gie audacity of the prank.

1 w t l'oucali this just splendid ?” exclaimed

[\ { rolled along over the Crossing, past

f:p loward the curve, a mile from the sta-

| "lbad. They are yelling like mad after us.
J'P 'f you can,” said Gus, who was

in spite of his efforts
I ease, not cnjoying the trip a particle.

i'ot. Vil,-36,

“No; it ’s the five-forty on the other road,”
answered Frank, with a queer thrill all through
him at the thought of what might happcn if it was
not. Both looked straight ahcad as the last tree
glided by, and the long track lay before them, with
the freight train slowly coming down. For an in-
stant, the boys stood as if paralyzed.

“Jump!”said Gus, looking at the stcep bank
on one side and the river on the other, undecided
which to try.

“ Sit still!” commanded Frank, collecting his
wits, as he gave a warning wliistle to retard the
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on-coming train, while he reversed the engine and
went back faster than he carne.

A crowd of angry men was waiting for them,
and Bill stood at the open switch' in a towering
passion as No. ii leturned to her place unharmed,
but bearing two palé and frightened boys, who
stepped slowly and silently down, without a word
to say for themselves, while the freight train rum-
bled by on the main track.

Frank and Gus never had a very clear idea as to
what occurrcd during the next few minutes, but
vaguely reraembered being well shaken, sworn at,
questioned, thi-eatened with direful penalties, and
finally ordered off the premises forever by the
wrathful depot-master. Joe was nowhere to be
seen, and as the two culprits walked away, trying
to go steadily, while their heads spun round, and
ali the strength seemed to have dcparted from their
legs, Frank said, ia an exhausted tone:

“ Come down to the boat-house and rest a
minute."”

Both were glad to get ont of sight, and dropped
upon the steps red, rumpled, and breathless, after
the late exciting scene. Gus generously forebore
lo speak, though he fclt that he was the least to
blame; and Frank, after eating a bit of snow to
moisten his dry lips, said, handsomely;

“ Now, doii't you worry, old man. | '11 pay the
damages, for it was my fault. Joe will dodge, but
I wont; so make your mind easy.”

“We sha'n’t hear the last of this in a hurry,”
responded Gus, relicved, yetanxious, as he thought
of the rcprimand his father would give him.

“1 hope mother wont hear of it till I tell her
quietly myself. She will be so frightened, and
think I 'm surely.smashed up, if she is told in a
hurry;” and Frank gave a sMver, as all the danger
he had run carne over him suddenly.

“ 1 thought we were done for when we saw that
train. Guess we should have been if you had not
had your wits about you. | always said you were
a cool one,” and Gus patted Frank's back witb a
look of great admiration, for, now that it was all
over, he considered it a very remarkable perform-
ance.

“Which do you suppose it will be, fine or
imprisonment ?” asked Frank, after sitting in a
despondent attitude for a moment.

“ Should n’t wonder if it was both. Running
off with an engine is no joke, you know."

“What did possess me to be such a fool?”
groaned Frank, repenting, all too late, of yielding
to the temptation which assailed him.

“ Bear up, old fellow, | '11 stand by you; and if
the worst comes, | ’ll cali as often as the rules of
the prison allow,” said Gus, consolingly, as he gave
his afflicted friend an arm, and they walked away,
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both feeling that they were marked men fromtlut‘
day fonh-

Meantime, Joe, as soon as he recovered fromi)k 1
shock of seeing the boys actually go off, ranana; |
as fasl as his legs could carry hira, to prepare Mn
Minot for the loss of her son; for the ideaof ilid
Corning safely back never occurred to him, h;
knowledge of engines being limited. A loud ring
at the bell brouglit Mrs. Pecq, who was guarding
the house, while Mrs. Minot entcriained a paror
full of eompany.

“ Frank s run offwith No. 11, and he’ll bekilled |
sure. Thought 1°d run up and tell you,” siam
mered Joe, all out of breath and looking wild.

He got lio further, fot Mrs. Pecq clappcd o« |
hand over his mouth, caught hira by the collari
with the other, and hustled him into itie anie-roou |
before any one else could hear the bad nco's.

“ Tellme all about it, and don’t shout. What'sj
come to the boy?” she demanded, inaioneihat|
reduccd Joe to a whisper at once.

“ Go right back and see what has happened io|
him, then come and tell me quietly. | 1l vaitforj
you here. | would n’t have his motherstartledrorj
the world,” said the good soul when she knewilL

‘fOh, | dai-’sii’t 1 | opened the switch as Uigl
told me to, and Bill will half kili me when hel
knows it!” cried Joe, in a panic, as lhe mviul an1
sequenccs of his dccd rose before him, showin|l
both boys mortally injurcd and several IraiiH
wrecked.

“ Then take yourself off home and hold yoerl

tongue. | ’ll watch the door, for I wont haitanfl
more ridiculous boys tearing in to disturb mf
lady.”

Mrs. Pecq often called this good nejghbor"mj|
lady ” when speaking of her, for Mrs. Minot irasil
true gentlewoman, and much pleasantcrtolivewithl
than the titled mistress had been.

Joe scudded away as if the constable wes alieij
him, and presently Frank was seen siowly approach-f
ing with an unusually sober face and a pairofvery|
dirty hands.

“ Thank heaven, he ’s safe!” .ond, sofilyopw-I
«ing the door, Mrs. Pecq actually hustled Ihe younjJ
master into the ante-room as unceremoniously!

she had hustled Joe.

“1 beg pardon, but the parlor is full of ccnv-
pany, and that fool of a Joe carne roaringinwl
a cock-and-bull story that gave me quite a jure|
W hat is it, Mr. Frank?” she s« .q eagerly.seEi"?
that something was amiss.

He told her in a few words, and slie wes
relieved to find that no harm had beendone. |

“ Ah, the danger is to come,” said Fraal
darkly, as he went away to wash liis b.inds aiq
prepare to relate his misdeeds.
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Itivas a very bad quarter of an hour for the poor
fellow, who so seldoin had any grave faults to con-
icss; hut he did it manfully, and his mother was
sogratcful for the snfety of her boy that she found
itdifficult tn be severe enough, and contentad her-
self with forbidding any more visits to the too
chaimirgNo. ii.

“What do you siippose will be done tome.'”’

j asked Frank, on whom the idea of iinprisonment
liad made ji deep impression.

“1don’t know, dear, but | shall go over to see
iil. Burton right after tea. He will tell us what
todoand wliat to expect. Gus must not suffer for
your fault.”

“He’ll come off clear enough, but Joe must
take his share, for if he had n’t opened that con-

I wundes SWitch, no harm would have been done.
But when | saw tlie way clear, | actually could n’t
resist going ahead,” said Frank, getting excited
againat the memory of that blissful moment when
heslartcd the engine.

HereJack carne hurrying in, having lieard the
reivs, and lefused to believe it from any lips but
Frank’s. When he coiild no longer doubt. he was

I somuch iuipressed with tlie daring of the dced
lhal he had nothing but admiration for his brother,
liliasudden thought made him clap his hands and
fttiaim exuliingly;

“His run.rway beats mine all hoiloiv, and now
i hecan'tcrow over me ! Wont that be a comfort ?
The good boy has got into a scrape. Hooray !”

This was such a droll way of lakifig it, that they
| liad lo laugh; and Frank took his liumiliation so
meekly that Jack soon fell to comforting him,
insiead of eiowing over him.

Jill Thouyht it a most interesting event; and,
«enFrank and his mother went over to consult
i M. Burlén, she and Jack planned out for ihe dear
culprit a drainatic trial which would have con-
vilsed the soberest of judges. His sentence was
j knyears’ iinpvisonment, and such heavy fines that
Irefaiailywould have been rcduced to beggary but
fc'the sums made by Jill's fancy work and Jack’s

iiKssas a Champion pedestrian.

They found such comfort and aimisement in this
| sensational programme tliat they were rather dis-

nppointed when Frank returncd, reportkig that a
fireivould priibably be all the penalty exacted, as
| m narin had been done, and he and Gus were
| sndi rcspectahle boys. W hat would happen to
| could not tell, but he thought a good whip-
| Pingought to be added to his share.
| wrid aflhir made a stir in the little
| fffi and when Frank went to school,

in? that his character for good behavior was
fnnnd himself a lion, and was
‘nger of being spoiled by the admiration of
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his comrades, who pointed him out with pride as
“ the fellow who ran ofF with a steam-engine.”

But an interview with Judge Kenible,-a fine of
twenty-five doliais, and lectures from all the grown
pcople of his acquaintance, preventcd him from
regarding his escapade as a feat to boast of. He
discovered, also, how fickle a thing is public favor,
for very soon those who liad praised began to teasc,
and it took all his courage, patience and pride to
carry him through the next week or two. The
lads were never lired of alluding to No. ii, giving
shrill whistles in his car, asking if his watch was
right, and drawing locomotives on the blackboard
whenever they got a chance..

The girls, too, had sly nocis and smiles, hints
and jokes of a milder sort, which made him color
and fume, and once iose his digniiy entirely. Molly
Loo, who dearly loved to torment the big boys,
and dared attack even solemn Frank, left one of
Boo’s oid tin trains on the door-step, directed to
“ Conductor Minot,” who, | regret to say, could
not refiain from kicking it into the Street, and
slamming the door with a bang that shook the
house.  Shrieks of laughter from wicked Molly
and her coadjutor, Grif, greeted this explosiéon of
wrath, which did no good, however, for half an
hour later the same cai-s, all in a heap, were on the
steps again, with two headless dolls tumbling out
of the cab, and the dilapidated engine labcled
“ No. Il after the collision,”

No one ever saw that ruin again, and for days
Frank was utterly unconscious of Molly’s existence,
as propriety forbade his having it out with her as
he had with Grif. Then Annettc made peace
between them, and the approach of the Twenty-
second gave the wags something else to think of.

But it was long before Frank forgot that costly
prank: for he was a thoughtful boy, who honestly
wanted to be good; so he rcmembered this epi-
sode humbly, and whenever he felt the approach
of temptation he made the strong will master it,
saying to himself “ Down brakes!” thus saving
the precious freight he carried from many of the
accidents which befall uswhenwe try to run our
trains without orders, and so often wreck ouvselves
as wel! as others.

Chapter XII.

THE TWENTY-SECOND OF FEBRUARY.

Of course, the young ladies and gentlemen had
a ball on the evening of that day, but the boys and
girls were full of excitement about their “ Scenes
from the Life of Washington and other brilliant
tableaux,” as the programme announced. The
Bird-Room was the theater, being very large, with
four doors conveniently placed. Ralph was in his
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element, putting up a Uttle stage, drillmg boys,
arranging groups, and unitlng in himself carpen-
ter, scene-painter, manager and gas man. Mrs.
Minot permitted the house to be -turned topsy-
turvy, and Mrs. Pecq flew about, lending a hand
everywhere. JiU »as costumer, with help from
Miss Delano, who did not care fot balls, and kindly
took charge of the gitis. Jack printed tickets,
programmes and placaras of the most imposing
sort, and the work went gayly on till all was
ready.

When the evening carne, lhe Bird-Room pre-
sentcd a fine appearance. One end was curtained
off with red drapery; and real footlights, wilh tin
shades, gave a truly theatrical air to the little stage.
Rows of chairs, filled «ith mammas and little
pcople, occupied the rest of the space. The hall
and Frank’s room were fuU of amused papas,
Gneles, and old gentlemen whose patriotism brought
them out in spite of rheumatism. There was a
great rustlingof skirts, fluttering of fans, and much
lively Chat, till a bell rang and the orchestra struck
up.

Yes, there really was an orchestra, for Ed de-
clared that the national airs mtist be played. or the
whole thing would be a failure. So he.had exerted
himsslIf to collect all the musical talent he could
find, a horn, a fiddle and a flutc, with drum and
fife for the martial scenes- Ed looked more beam-
ing than ever, as he waved his baton and led
off with Yankee Doodle as a safe beginning, for
every one knew that. It was fun to see little
Johnny Cooper bang away on a big drum, and old
Mr. Munson, who had been a fifer all his days,
blow till he was as red as a lobster, while every one
kept time to the music which put them all in good
spirits for the opening scene.

Up went the curtain and several trees in tubs
appeared. then a stately gentleman in small
clothes, cocked hat, gray wig, and an imposing
cafie, carne slowly walking in. It was Gus, who
had been unanimously chosen not only for Wash-
ington l)ut for the father of tlie hero also, that the
family traits of long legs and a somewhat massive
nose might be preservad.

“ Ahem 1 My trees are doing finely,” observed
Mr. W ., sénior, strolling along with his hands be-
hind him, casting satisfied glances at ihe dwarf
orange, oleander, arbutilon and little pine that
represented his orchard.

Suddenly he starts, pauses, frowns, and, after
examining the latter shrub, which displayed several
hacks in its stem and a broken limb with six red-
velvet cherries hanging on it, he gave a thump
with his cafie that made the little ones jump, and
cried out;

“ Can it have been my son?”
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He evidently thought
tones of thunder:

“ George! George Washington,
this moraent!”

Great suspense on the pavt of the audience, thenl
a general burst of laughter as Boo trotted in, al
perfect miiiiatiire of his honored parent, knet|
breechcs, cocked hat, shoe buckles and all, He|
was so fat that the little tails of his coat stuck oui
in the drollest way, his chubby legs could hardly|
carry the big buckles, and the rosy face displa\-«||
when he took his hat off, with a dutiful bon, «asi
so solemn, the real George could not have lookflll
more anxious when he gave the immortal ansntr, f

“ Sirrah, did you cut that tree?” demanded th
papa, svith another rap of the cafie, and such.
frown that poor Boo looked dismayed, till Moll||
whispered, “ Put your hand up, dear.” Thenl
remembered his part, and, putting one finger iiJ
his raouth, looked down at his squarc-toed shoei|
the image of a shame-stricken boy.

“ My son, do not deceive me. If you have (
this deed | shall chastise you, for it is my dutynoi
to spare the rod, lest | spoil the child. Biii if yoij
lie about it you disgrace the fiame of Washingtoi
forever.”

This appeal secmed to convulse (leorge lli
inward agony, for he squirmed most cffcctiveiyal
he drew from his pocket a toyhatchet, which «oulir
not have cut a straw, thcn looking sinight upini|
the awe-inspiring countenance of his paren!, |
bravely lisped:

“ Papa, | tannot tell a lie.
little hanchet.”

“ Noble boy,—come to my arms ! | hndrallu
you spoilt all my cherry trees than tdl oneliell
cried the dclighted gentleman, catching hisi
in an embrace so ci6se that the fat legs kidu
convulsively, and the little coat-tails wavcd intbl
breeze, while cafie and hatchet fell with adrimst|
bang.

The curtain descended on this affccting labtal
but the audience called out both Washingtons,si®
they carne, hand in hand, bowing with tliec»
hats pressed to their breasts, the eider
blandly, while the younger, still flushed
exertionsy nodded to his friends, asking, wit»'
gaging frankness, “ Was n’t it nice ?"

The next was a marine piece, for a bMl ,
seen, surrounded by tumultuoiis waves oi ilj
cambric, and rowed by a pavty of stalwari meqj
regimentais, who with difficult)’ kept
for the boat \vas only a painted board, andJ
sat on boxes or stools behind it. But fewj
the rowers, for in their midst, tall, straigit
steadfast as a mast, stood one figure ino'
with folded arms, high boots, and, undei

it was, for he called, m

come liitherl

I did tut it with mj
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[tiimcd-»P hat. a noble countenance, stem with
lindopitable courage. A sword glittered at his
Iside, and a banner waved over him, but bis eye
Inslixedon the distant shore, and he wasevidently
Loconscious of ihc roaring billows, the blocks of
lice, the (liscouragement of his men, or the danger
(inildeaEli that might await him. Napoledn cross-
5the Alps was not half so sublime, and with one
jraicé the audience cried, “ Washington Crossing
libe Deiaivare !” while the band burst forth with
"Seetheconqueringhero comes!!" all out of tune,
ibul bound to play it or die in the attempt.
Itwould h.ive been very successful if, all of a
Isudden, one of the rowers had not “ caught a
with disastrous consequences. The oars
|«tie not nioving, but a veteran, who looked very
luch like Joe, dropped the one he held, and in
biing to turn and punimel the biack-eyed warrior
hind him, he tumbled off liis seat, upsetting two
fober men, and pulling the painted boat upon
lem as they lay kicking in the carobric deep.
«uisof laughter greeted this mishap, but George
IVashington never stirred. Grasping the banner,
eslood firm when all else went down in the gen-
rilwreck, and the icy waves engulfed his gallant
», kaving him erect amid a chaos of wildly
ssingboois, eiUangled oars and red-faced victims.'
tiidi god-like dignity could not fail to impress the
itrelos crowd of laughers, and the curtain fell
radaround of applause for him alone.
1 "Quite exciting, was n’t it? Did n’t know Gus
isomuch presence of mind,” said Mr. Bunon,
Kl pleased with his boy.
J"If\ve did not know that Washington died in
lis betl, December 14, 1799, | should fear that
i'dwn the last of him in that shipwrcck,”
' "an old gentleman, proud of his memory
I chtes.
[liucb confusién reigned behind the scenes;
alphtvas heard scolding, and Joe set every one
fagainbycxplaining, audibly, that Grif dckled
iB, and he could n’t stand it. A prettv, old-
pioned picture of the “ Daughters of Liinertj®
Iforihc girls were determined to dg
Ilc brare and patient women whg
'ikeirp.nrt in the struggle, yet zx
Botwhen ihose days are celebrj
"“ erecliarining in the big ca
*lbgh-heeled shoesof theiy”rig
I'l't.satal3out a spider-ledj~af
“to,and pledging the~Bid.
"I' 'vas taken ofi*B sit and
“Liberty fi*suliar mt
“Vtojudge fro.JBpttention. e
."“"«gg-shell cutjfcing to noticd
E~bdrinlcthetoJ*; and, as
'“Y hand on,
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“ Sage,” ready to fill again when the patriotic
ladies were ready for a second “ dish.”

This was much applauded, and the curtain went
up again, for the proud parents enjoycd seeing
their prettv girls in the faded finery of a hundred
years ago. The band played “ Auld Lang Syne,”
asa gentle hint that our fore-mothers should be
remembered as weli as the fore-fathers.

It was evidcnt that something very martial was
to foilow, for a great tramping, clashing and flying
about took place behind the scenes while the tea-
party was going on. After some delay, “ The
Surrender of Cornwallis” was presented in the
most superb inanner, as you can believe when 1| tell
you that the stage was actually lined with a gliiter-
ing array of Washington and his generais, Lafay-
ette, Kosciusko, Rochambeau and the rest, all in
astonishing uniforms, with swords which were
evidently the piide of their lives. Fife and drum
struck up a march, and in carne Cornwallis, much
cast down but full of manly resignation, as he
surrendered his sword, and stood aside with averted
oyes while his army marchecl past, piling their
arms at the hero’s feet.

This scene was the delight of the boys, for the
rifles of Company F had been secured, and at least
a dozen soldiers kept filing in and out in British
umform tili Washington’s august legs were hidden
by the heaps of arms rattled down before him.
The martial music, the steady tramp, and the
patriotic memovies atvakened, caused this scene to
be cnthusiasticaliy encored, and the bovs would
have gone on marching till midnight if Ralph had
not peremptorily ordered down the curtain and
cleared the stage for the next tablean,

This had been artfully slipped in Iljetween two
bnlhant ones, toshow that the Father ofhis Country
had to pay a high price for his glory. The dark-
ened stage represented what seemed to be a camp
inasnow-stormAn~teirHANSANNANG
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“ Valley Forge,” said some one, and the room
was very still as oid and young looked silently at
this little picture of a great and noble strugglem
one of its dark hours. The crust, the wounded
feet, the rags, the snow, the loneliness, the indom-
itable courage and endurance of these men touched
the hearts of all, for the mimic scene grew real lor
a moment; and, when a child’s voice broke the
silence, asking pitifully, “ Oh, mamma, was it truly
as dreadful as that? ” a general outburst answered,
as if every one wanted to cheer up the brave fel-
lows and bid them fight on, for victory was surely

next scene itdid come, and “ Washington
at Trenton ” was prettily done. An arch of flowers
crossed the stage, with the motto, “ The Defender
of the Mothers will be the Prcserver of the Daugli-
ters«" and as the hero with his generdis advanced
on one side, a troop of girls, in old-fashioned mus-
lin frocks, carne to scatter flowers before him, sing-
ing the song of long ago :

"Welcome, miglity chief.
Weleome to this gratcful shoce;
Now no mercenary foe
Aims agaiu the fatal bluw,—
Aiins at thee the faul blow.

" Virgins faii and matcons grave,
Those thy conqucring ana did save.
Build for thee triuraphal bowers;
Slrew, ye lair, his way with flowers,—
Sljcw your hero’s way with flowers.

And they did, singing with all their hearts as
they fiung artificial roses and lilies at the feet of
the great men, who bowed with benign grace.
Jack, who did Lafayette with a limp, covered hirn-
self with glory by picking up one of the bouquets
and pressing it to his heart with all the
of a Frenchman; and when Washington lified the
smallest of the maids and ki*ed her, the audience
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wear a niglu-gown in public. I can’t tell secreu,
but | think they have got a very clever little finade
for the first part,—a'pretty compliment to one per-
son and a pleasant surprise to all,” answered M,
Burton, who was in great spirits, being fond of
theatricals and very justly proud of his children,
for the little girls had been among the Ttenlon
maids, aiid the mimic General had kissed his own
small sister, Nelly, very tenderly.

A great deal of interest was felt as to what this
surprise was to be, and a general “ Oh!" greeted
the “ Minute Man,” standing motionlcss upon his
pedestal. It was Frank, and Ralph had done his
best to have the figure as perfect as possible, fot
the maker of the original had been a good friend
to him ; and, while the young sculptor was dancing
gayly at the ball, tliis copy of his work was doing
him honor among the children. Frank looked it
very well, for his firm-set mouth was full of resolu.
tion, his eyes shone keen and courageous under
the three-cornered hat, and the muscles stood out
upon the bare arm that clutchcd the oid gun
Even the buttons on the gaiters seemed to flsh
defiance, as the sturdy legs took the first step from
the furrow toward the bridge where tlie young
farmer became a hero when he “ fired the sha
heard ’round the world.” .

“Thatis splendid 1” “ Aslike to the original & |
flesh can be to bronze.” “ How still he stands!”
“He 11 fight when the time comes, and die hard, |
won’the?” “Hush! You make thestatueblush!" |
These very audible remarks certainly (lid, fot the |
color rose visibly as the modest lad heard hirf
praised, though he saw but one face m all jre
crowd, his mother’s, far back, but full of love ad
pride, as she looked up at her young minute jren
walting for the battle which often « "fM
we least expect it, and for which she had done her |
best to make him ready.

If there had been any danger of imnk
puffed up by the success of his statue. it wascoun-|
teracted by irrepressible Grif, who, Just

interesting moment, when all
e-ave a whistle, followed by a
1" 1”7 and “ All aboard!” so naturallyl
.M mistake the joke, especmlly
voice added, “ Now, then,
down the house and the cni-l

Gt was vcerydifficultMke?j
iLv Jtie last sceue of al. 1

Echin pM >c volees callb

stood'o»n

Ihth
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about his pedestal were Washington and his gen-
erdis, the matrons and inaids, with a background
of iroops shouldering arras, Grif and Joe doing
such rash things with their muskets, that more
than one hero received a poke in his august back.
Before the full richness of this picture had been
taken in, Ed gave a rap, and all lourst out with
*'Hail Columbia,” in such an inspiring style that
tives impossible for the audience to refrain from
joining, 'vhich they did, all standing and all sing-
ingwilh a heartiness that made the walls ring.
The fife shrilled, the horn blew sweet and clear,
the fiddle was nearly drowned by the energetic
boomof the drum, and out into the starry night,
through open Windows, rolled the song that stirs
irecoldest heart with patriotic warmth and tunes
everyvoicc lo niusic.

“*Americal” We must have ‘America 1’ Pipe
up,Ed, this is too good to end without one song
more," cried Mr. Burton, who had been singing
like a trumpet; and, hardly waiting to get their
breath, off they all went again with the national
I yniD, singing as they never had sung it before,
| for somehow the little scenes they had just acted
| orbebeid secmed to show how much this dear
Americaof ours had cost in more than one revo-
limion, how full of courage, energy and virtue it
tas in spite of all its faults, and what a privilege,
awell as duty, it ivas for each to do his part toward
j ssaiety and its honor in the present, as did those
I braemen and women in the past.

Solhe “ Scenes from the Life of Washington ”
l«re a great success, and, when the songs were
owr, pcople were glad of a brief recess while they

tad captures, and refreshed themselves with
I lemonade.
The girls had kept the secret of who the

| “Princcss” ivas to be, and, when the curtain rose,
lihumof surprise and pleasure greeted the pretty
Ifroap, Jill lay asleep in all her splendor, the
Ibonny “ Prince” just lifting the veil to wakc her
I nihakiss, and all about them the court in its nap
jefa hundred ycars. The “ King” and “ Quee_r
:comfortably on the throne; the tm

Iboutir, like a garland of nodding fldwérs”
jtouch; the little page, unconscious
pbout lo fall, and the fool dre”
jtaouth wide open.

ltwesso'pretty, people did
Itilljack'slame leg began toJ
\m : “Drop her or |

tecurain; but it rose

|»Bthe court after thq i“S;: ;:Su]
|«d“5ton” lookh” .
L [ttention.
*), the maids inu to noticei
IlI*fool gtinning froj )
and, as

l«s”holdin|out
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glad to welcome the right lover when he carne at
last.

Molly got the laugh this time, for she could not
resist giving poor Boo the cuff which had been
hanging over him so long. She gave it with
unconscious energy, and Boo cried “ Ow!” so nat-
urally that all the children were delighted and
wanted it repeated. But Boo dcclined, and the
scenes which followed were found quite as much to
their taste, having been. expressly prepared for the
little people.

Mother Goose’s Reception was really very funny,
for Ralph was the old lady, and had hired a Iepre-
seiitation of the immortal bird from a real theater
for this occasion, There they stood, the dame in
her pointed hat, red pctticoat, cap and cafie, with
the noble fowl, a good deal larger than life, lueside
her, and Grif insidc, cnjoying himself immensely
as he flapped the wings, moved the yellow legs,
and waved the long neck about, while unearthly
quacks issued from the bili. That was a great sur-
prise for the children, and they got up in their
seats to gaze their fill, many df them firmly believ-
ing that they actually beheld the blessed old woman
who wrote the nursery songs they loved so well.

Then in carne, one after another, the best of ihe
characters she has made famous, while a voice be-
hind the scenes sang the proper rhyme as each
made their manncrs to the interesting pair. “ Mis-
tress Mary,” and her “ pretty maids all in a row,”
passed by fo their places in the background ;
“ King Colé” and his “ fiddlers three” made a
goodly show; so did the royal couplc, who followed
the great pie borne before them, with the * four-
and-twenty black-birds ” popping their hcads out
in the most delightful way. Little “ Bo-Peep ” led
a woolly lamb and wept over its lost tail, for not a
sign of one appeared on the poor thing. “ Simple
Simo6n” followed the pie-man, gloating over his
wares with the gnrirg  t Bp lirrlf wife carne
trundlir
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very properly, did not appear after stealing the
barley-meal, which might be seen in the pan tied
up in a pudding, like a cannon-ball, ready to fry.

But Tobias, Molly’s black cat, covered himself
with glory by the spirit with which he acted his
partin

“ Sing, sing, whai shall I sing?
The cac's run away with tiie pudding-bag striog.”

First he was led across the stage on his hind legs,
looking very fierce and indignant, with a long tape
trailing behind him; and, being set free at the
proper moment, he gave one bound over the four-
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fat “ King Colé” with the most ragged of ihe
beggar-maids. “ Mistress Mary,” in her preity
blue dress, tripped along with “ Simple Simén”
staring about him Ilike a blockhead. Tlie fire
lady left her horse to dance with “ Bobby Shafto”
till every bell on her slippers tinkled iis tongue
out. “ Bo-Peep " and a jolly fiddler skipped gay.
ly up and down. “ Miss Muffet” took ihe hig
spider for her partner, and made bis many legsjy
about in the wildest way. The little wife gotout
of the wheelbarrow to help “ Boy Blue” along, ad
Molly, with the frying-pan over her shoulder, led
off splendidly when it was “ Grand right and left"

PEtAWARE.

M lady and her goose were the besi of
»’s shoe-buckles cut the most asiar
and to see that mammmili
middle witb its wings half
¢dling, and its yellowlegsii
tsied to its partner, «ssa
A0 intensely funny.
laughed till he criedl
he applauded so av
een bcatthedustoet
own, as they aied;
il over!" whente
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curtain went down at last on the flushed and pant-
ijig pariy, Mother G bowing, with her hat all
'aivry, and the goose doing a double shiiffle as if it
I didnot know how to leave off.

Bol they could not “ do it all over again,” for it
I *as growing late, and the people felt that they ccr-
I [ainly had veceived their money’s worth that even-
ling-
So it all ended merrily, and when the guests
I dcparted the boys cleared the room like magic,
and the promised supper lo the actors was served
inhajidsome style. Jack and Jill were at 6ne end,
Ms. Goose and her bird at the other, and all be-
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tween was a comical coliection of military heroes,
fairy characters and nursery celebrities. All felt the
need of refreshment after their labors, and swept
over the table like a flight of locnsts, leaving devas-
tation behind. But they liad earncd theirfun; and
much innocentjollity prevailed, while afew linger-
ing papas and mamraas watched the revel from
afar, and had not the heart to order these noble
beings home till even the Father of liis CouiUry
declarad “ that he 'd had a perfectly splendid time,
but could n’t keep his eyes open another minute,”
and very wisely retired to replace the immortal,
cocked hat with a night-cap.

(To becoHtinued.)

ORIENTAL

JUGGLERY.

By Fannie Roper Feudge.

The narrow, shaded streets of an Oriental city,
Ithronged by crowds of sedate-looking men, with
Itag beards and turbaned heads, though seldom
Ishowinga woman or child to vary the monotony,
llook odd enough to unaccustomed eyes.  Still
Inore strange seein the huge gates that lead to
Iprivaie dweilings ; for the gates are always closed,
lind ilie houses, with their high, narrow Windows,
lappearto have been built backwards, facing inward

lacomi, instcad of toward the Street. These

«risare adorned with bright, tropical flowers and

«l founiains, and they form the usual lounging-
hlaces of households, where indolent nabobs retire
rom the noise and dust of the outer world to
tnjoy, in ihe society of the family, the quiet and

rposc in which orientdis so especially delight.

father is generally too dignified or too listless

»care for amusements ; but his lively wives and
Ibildren indulge in various exciting pastimes.
TOic and dancing, .fencing, leaping and other

hkcf agility, and, above all, juggleiies, serve to

liletuin ilie secinded houschold; and actors in

Allhesc sports can be readily obtained by calling

P ore of the bauds of traveling jugglers met at

r«y turn in the large cities of the East. For

isnever a wedding fior a funeral, a feast fior a

Wthe consecration of a priest fior the crosvning

king, where these “ magicians,” as they cali

PciBselves, are not found. Even on tlie public

p“™>6l'fares, they will sit and ivait for an audi-

| “@i (Ironing their peculiar inusic, or throwing out
tning lo attract attention. Scarcely can one
«wiiotit stopping to notice weird faces and
1“ tic decorations; and, as one trick follows

another, each more wonderful than the last, every
pedestrian becomes a patrén, heiping to till the
pockets of these dexterous knaves. They are be-
lieved by their countrymen to possess supernatural
powers, to act under the influence of evil spirits,
and to be able, by a mere glancc of the eye, to-
makc weli people sick and sick people well without
so much as touching them. Of course, you know
that this is not really true of them, and that their
marvelous performances are only seeming, not
real, rairacles; but the exhibitions of their art are
strangely fascinating, nevertheless. Often have |
sat watching the feats of these jugglers, and trying
to find out the sccret of their strange power, but
not a single success rewarded my effbrts. The
longer onc looks, the more he is bewildered; and,
though perfectly aware that he is being imposed
on, eyes, cars, touch and taste, all attest the truth
of what is absolutely false !

On One occasion, quite a famous band of Indian
jugglers was in attendanccat a great national festi-
val; and, for their use, beautifully decoratcd
booths and tents had been erected, and supplied
with tanks of water for the numerous ceremonial
ablutions for which the Hindoos are famous. Be-
fore eating, before sleeping, before praying, as an
“ open sesaine” alike to palace, theater and temple,
as part and parcel of their religién, their busingsg”
and their pleasures, como always and everywlié”e
the inevitable bath and shaving ofthe head. Apé
these jugglers, one could see at a glance, carne
always to the arena fresh from their ablutions and
robed in snow-white muslin. On an occasion of
such general festivity, with its thousands of wor-
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shipers who helped lo pay expenses, of course
everything that could add to the comfort of the
performers would be provided,—everything but the
barbcr, who, in this land ofcaste, is quite a “ pecu-
liar institution.” A Brahmin may be shaved by
none but a Brahmin; and a coolie or Sudra barbev
must not, in any circumstances, shave a Vaisya or
a Kschatryah.

Let me tell you something of the difference be-
tween these classes, or castes, as they are called in
India. The Hindoos believe that the Brahmins
sprang from the head of the Creator, and so¢ it bc-
came their birthright to be the priests and lawgiv-
ers of the nation. Kschatryahs, they say, sprang
from lhe shouldcrs, and in right thereof they
fill the kingly, magisterial and military offices.
Vaisyas are said to have sprung from the body of
the god, and henee are the merchants and traders,
whom the Hindoos regard as superior to mechanics,
butin no wise fit to mingle with princes or soldiers.
Sudras, deriving their origin from Brahma’s feet,
can be nothing but artisans and servants to the
three higher castes. Lower than all and despised
by all are the Pariahs, who have no caste at all,
and are held in such detestation, that it would be

JUGOLE RY. «,

leaving only a small tuft of hair on the crown. |j
the picture you see the inanner of perfortning ilk
operation, barber and customer being alike
pendent of operating chairs, while the razor isa
clumsy tool of the commonest metal, the bladt
being not more than four inches long. Tohidj
their shaved heads turbans are worn by the people
of Hindostadn; and by the form and color ofihee
coverings a practiced eye reads readily the rai;
and caste of the wearers.

The first trick at the festival | have memioticd
was known as the bamboo-trick;” and, though
repeated several times, the audience did not sem
to weary of it. Amid the beating of tomtons
and the music of many Instruments, the jugglers
smooihed a place on the hard, dry sand of the
arena. We were invited to examino llie ground,
but we could find nothing like an opening, norewii
that the soil had been recently diig up, fior did»e
discover any concealed apparatus of any soit
Presently, a large basket of coarse wieker-work
was laid down and carelessly covered with aliiilc
square of gauze flannel. Both basket and flarel
were passed arotind, so that all who chose might
satisfy themselves that these articles were quite

THE COOLIE 9ARDEE.

death to a Pariah if he should so much as touch
the garments ofa Brahmin, a Kschatryah,.a Vaisya,
or a Sudra,

So, at all the festivals, and wherever they go,
every little squad or company takes its own barber,
as the Hindoos keep their heads shaven closely,

empty ; while in the single waist-cloth .md
parent muslin jacket, of which the dress of «ci
actor was coraposed, no large article could hae
been concealed. Yet, five minutes latcr, when
basket was lifted, there appcared growing inIe
hard, sandy b'ed a flourishing bamboo plant more



ORIENTAL- JUGGLERV.

[lij,, a foot in height 1 W hen the basket had been
nised tho second time, the tree was three feet high,
and in twenty minutes more our wondering eyes
betield a live twelve-foot bambo6 clothed
,iihverdure, while from its top blossoms
jndfmit budded out luxuriantly! One
Atheconjurors then drew from his mouth
some twenty yards of strong silk cord,
vhicli he adroitly knotted, and attachcd
to half-a-dozen liooks that had been
dtami from the same roomy place. By
lite aid of these he gathered the bamboo
ftit, and then, without once having left
thearena, he passed it around to be han-
dledand tasted by all who wished.
Another of ihe conjurors took from a
tiny bag a single handful of paddy, which
is rice with the hiisk still on. He first
lighiened tlie soil of about two square
;i of the floor with a two-pronged forfc,
andscattered on it the handful of paddy ;
thenpouring on it a cup of water, he said:
“Now you will please to wait until my
oop grows, and see whether | ain not
the best farmcr you know.”
He lurncd a basket over his little plan-
tation, and sang a simple air, so sweet
and piaintive that we were not surprised
»hen a bird scemed to answer his cal!.
He lifted the basket, and sure enough,
ihere were the rice-plants, grown six
inches high in as many minutes, and in
their midst a nest of real live rice-birds,
amother and four nestlings| The old bird fiut-
tered and flapped her wings, as if frightened,

then cooed softly to her little ones, and folded
oer them her downy wings. Meanwhile the
basket had been lying sideways on the floor

«herc the juggler had thrown it a few minutes
before.  Now he picked it up without leaving his
seet, and carelessly replaced it over the rice-plants
indbirds, Act the next time this mysterioiis bas-
tawas raised, nothing was to be seen but a pair
of dcadly sun-snakes, writhing and twisting them-
stives as if in a frenzy at having been pinned in
stdi ciése quarters. They darted their forked
tingues and siiappcd their fiery eyes at one and
Mother of the spectators nearest them, to the no
®dl terror of al!. But the conjiiror had only to
atinysilverwand, and, in a droning. caressing
tospeak to the serpents,'when they sprang
ittobis arms, one coiling itself about his neck, the
*ber kissing his very lips and the tip of his tongue,
finiihin hiriingits hideous form in iiis bosom,
Theivonderful power these conjuiors gain over
"“rob animals is well proved by the tricks they
Ptffom) with tortoises, perhaps the most sluggish
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and unpromisingsubjects that could be chosen. A
juggler produces from the bosom of his muslin
vest eight or ten tortoises; some full growii, the

THE TORTOJSE-DANCB.

othcrs in various stagcs betwecn babyhood and
youth. Having placed them all on the floor in a
heap, he gently strikes his cytnbal, when the tor-
toises begin at once to disentangle themselves, and
to file into a long line, in Jhe order of their sizes,
the largest being at the head of the column and
the baby-tortoise bringing up Ihe rear. Around
and around the small soldiers march, moving faster
or slower to keep time with the music, and halting
the very instant it stops. Thcn, in obedience to
half a dozen words of command spoken by the
master, the whole company put theroseives into
position for getting upon a table some ten inches
high. And queer enough they look, as each, with
his mouth, lays hold ofthe hinder part of the shell
of the one before him. When all are ready, the
leader puts out a paw; the juggler lays hold of it,
and helps him to get up on the table, whcre the
knowing tortoise sturdily plants himself, until the
entire column has gained the top. Their spirits
seeming to rise in proportion to their eievation,
the tortoises turn to dancing, tumbiing, fighting
mimic battles with tiny wooden swords, and per-
forming a varietyof antics as wonderful as ludicrons.
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Tliey end the series of maneuvers by this very
qucer one : Putiing their outstretched heads ciése
together for a moment, as if in consultation, the
entire band convert themselves into a pyramid in
the center of the table, the largcst tortoises nniting
to form the base, while the little one at tlie top
then dances a regular four-footcd jig. As soon as
the tiny Terpsichorcan stops, the tortoises at the
bottoin crawl a.vay in opposite directions, thcn off
go the next, and so on, till of this whole living
structure only the top one remains. The little
fellow glances aiound with a bewildered air, and
then runs to his master for protection.

Another trick was pcrformed on the occasion
referred to. A tall, muscular man threw himself
on his back, with both feet pointing upward; and,
at a single bound, a ten-year-old lad, clothed in
long, tight drawevs of silver shcen, a conical cap,
and silvery wings, leaped upon the upturned soles,
and began to smoke a cheroot. Then entered a
Coolie, upon whose slioulders, head and arms one
saw only wooden buckets. These were of the
liglnest construction, and all of different sizes; and
the Coolie piled them up by the side of the man and
boy. The lad, reaching over, seized tlie top one,
which was the lavgest of the pile, and nimbly as
a cat he placed himself upon it, the top of the
bucket being turned downward, and resting on the
man’s feet. The second bucket was secured in the
same way and put upon ihe first; the third had to

THE

ADVENTURES

OF MISS MORIARTY.

My,

)c handed to him ljy one of the attendants, as it
was too far off to be reached by the little fellow
but he readily placed it in position upon the sm-
ond, stepping with all case upon it; and so he
went on until he had used the entire heap. There
were a dozen in all, I should think; and tliewee
knight, seated on this queer pile of buckets, looked,
at that dizzy height, more like a shining statue of
ebony and silver than a real live boy. Siiddenlyihc
man at the bottom gave a dreadful yell and leaped
out of the avena at a bound, while the buckets fell
pcll-mell in every direction; but out of this diaos
rose the graceful little gymnast, not only unliuri,
but evidently quite amused at the looks of constev-
ation on every face but his own. Bowing grace
fully he disappeared, followed by shouts of appiause.

More wonderful still, a juggler will appear lo
kill his son, cutting off the legs and arms iviiha
swoi'd, and throwing a piece of blankct over the
remains. At the same time he plafiis a inelon-sced
in a flower-pot fillcd with earth. Presently, o
lifting the blankct, the body has vanished, and a
large melén occupies the place on the ground
where the flower-pot has been, After the melon
has been looked at and handled by all who ivish,
the blankct is again Ihrown over it. Ou Lcing
iifted, a few minutes later, the meldn is goue, bul
the boy, who had seemed to be killed, and whose
body had been so terribly cut to pieces, sils ihere
alive and well, without a wound.

FULL-DRESS ADVENTURES
OF MISS MORIARTY.

By Eleanor Kirk.

Miss M oriarty

W as dressed for lhc party
and ribbon, and lace.

She called in the cat,

And inquired, “ How is that?"
And the cat laughed out in her face.

In satin,

Miss hioriarty,

All dressed for the party,
Went out to get into the gig.

She was white as a sheet,

For there on the seat
Sat the widow McGafferty’s pig.
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Miss Moriarty,
Complete for the party
In fardingale, bodice and frill,
Then gazed at her clothes,
Till she fell in a dore.
And dreamed that she led the quadrille.

Miss Moriarty,

Drcssed up for the parly,
Inquired of a froggy the way.

The frog, with a griii,

Said 't was “ time to go in,
For the chickens were raking hay.”

Miss Moriarty, Miss Moriarty

Too late for the party, So dreamed of the party
With her laces and satin and silk, She danced herself all out of breath;

Was ready to cry; And ere it was day,

But an owl said, “ Oh, fiel” The inoon heard her say:

And an elephant soothed her with milk. “ Why, bless me | | 'm tired to death!”
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A TERM AT THE DISTRICT SCHOOL.

(/) Sitjuclti emK lty, M ithir "

From thefea o/M,i>yJam.)

Bv A. G. Plympton.

‘tjldy's komb.

To be sure 'Tildy was an uncommon scholar for
Tuckertown, but everybody said that she was too
young to teach scliool. “ A galo’that age," said
Deacon Fisher, “ can’t be expected lo hev much
discipline, and | wonder the cummittee should
hev elected her.”

It was the second summer after the one in which
| had been adopted by Kitty’s mother, and | had
become older and wiser since those foolish days. |
had broken myself of all my bad habits. | never
intcrrupted people any more, and never answered
back. | was reformed. That spring, Lucy had
come down with tlie scarlct fever, and Dot and I
were sent to gvandpa’s to escape the contagion, and
that is how ] carne to go to school to 'Tildy Joy.

Before | had been in Tuckertown five minutes,
in carne Beth Hall. We had always been bosom-
friends, but I reinembered how she used to niock
grandpa’s limp, and Aunt Jane’s cough, and the
way Deacon Fisher sang through his nose, and |
wonderecl if 1 ought to go with her now that | had

reformed. While | was making up iny mind, slit|
bounced up to me, saying:

“You dear eiegant Mary Jane, |'m so
you 've come,” and she kissed me, and | tod to
kiss her, of course, and after that tlicre was nouse
holding back. | thought at first 1’d try and
form her too, but she is so full of fun, and sucl |
a liarum-scarum thing that ! concluded lliat il|
would n’t be any use to try.

The minute Aunt Jane went out of the wra, |
Beth told me that 'Tiidy Joy .vas going to teachil«l
district school. J

“ Just think of our having to mind M8, shej
said, scornfully, “ and only last yearshe.vasnothT
ing but a scholar herself, and piayed tag'longol|
uUs, recesses.”

“ Well,” said I, “ I sha’n’t mind a .vord she §'1"j
nnd you mustn’t either, Dot.”

“ Land, | pity the schoolma’ain that has jnul
for a scholar,” said Betsy, .vho had
unstrap our trunk. She did n’t know that
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teformed, you see. “ You Te a perfect iinp and
always were.”
”{don't care,” said I, “ 1think it’s real mean of

Aunt Jane to send us to school when wé come
visiling her.  "Tis n’t polite, any how.”

1remembered 'Tildy perfectly. She was a reai
gieen-looking giri, and wore the biggestsunbonnet
ill Tuckertown, and that’s saying a great deal.
The Joys were poor, and they lived in a curious
od black house, with a roof which sunk right
In the middie, and folks said it would tunible in
some time on their heacls. Aunt Jane said lhat she
liad heard that 'Tildy meant to fix the old house
up, ii0v that she had a salary.

It secmed queer enough, | can tell you, to see
Tildy in the teacher’ seat that next morning, when
Beth and Dot and | went into school. She had
had her dress made long, and braided her hair
behind; and as she sat at the desk, she looked as
stilfasa stick. | could see she was trying to be
very dignified, but I remembered how she used to
lease for my cores, and | was n’t going to be ré-
spedful.

“Howd’ye do, Tildy ?” says I.
foot this year?”

Everybody giggled except 'Tildy, and she looked
bouncing mad.

“ Going bare-

“Take your place, Mary Jane,” said she. “ The
seat next to Beth Hall.”
Did you ever hear of such a goose ? The idea

ofputting Beth and me together. After | had had
all the iroiible of reforming, too; for | knew, the
minute | slipped into my seat, that | never could
keep that up, with Beth giggling at my side. You
seeshe had a bad influence over me. She Just set
meon. She would have made a saint in white
cal up capéis, | do believe. | wonder why it was
that no one saw how she set me on; but they
fiidn't; ihey thought poor innocent me was at the
bottora of evcrything; and her mother even told
AuntJane that Beth thought she must do just as |
dy, ‘cause | lived in the city. Now | am sure that
she started all the raischief. It was she who pro-
posed putting the toads in 'Tildy’s lunch-basket,
and it was she who wrote that letter. | believe |
toldlicrwhat lo say, but then that’s nothing. We
liadlotsof fun about the letter. You see, we pre-
tonded it was sent by. the cpmmittee, and we ad-
wissed it to Miss 'Tildy. Joy, and said that her
~arywas going to be raised, and signed it Deacon
toan, He is one of the committee, you know.
¢ watchcd her through the keyhole when she
tnd it, and 1 reraember how happy she looked all
‘rooming, and how we giggled because she_jv,as
“ mucli more amiable than usual.
J «asareal queer school. It was n’t one of the
* ctkind, at all, Whcnever any one missed, in a
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lesson, they flung a bit of paper at the wall behind
'Tildy. She had to dodge ’cin. It was such fun,
| often missed on purpose. Tildy said it wasn’t
dignified, but nobody cared. There is no kind ofa
trick that we did not play on 'Tildy. At least, |
never heard of one. | never saw such a school
before; but it was n’t my fault.

But the worst thing of all happened one day
toward the end of the term. We had been expect-
ing the commiltec all the morning, and had been
on our best behavior. | don’t know how it carne
about, but they liad all got an inkling of how
things went at school. Perhaps the mothers found
out and told 'em. | know i/iey did n’t want 'Tildy
to teach next term, and they all seemed to think
that she liad n’t any discipline. | don’t suppose
she had. Jane Fairbanks, wlio lived next house to
'Tildy, said she had seen Deacon Brown go in there
once, and thought, from the tone of his voice, that
he was complaiiiing about something. At any
rate, she began to look palé and u'orricd. Aunt
Jane said she hoped | was not troubling 'Tildy with
my shines. Shines, indeed! It was all very well
to feel kindly to her, but what was the use of hurt-
ing my feelings, 1 °d like to know. | wasso mad,
or ralier grieved, that | made up a face al lier
every time she turned her back.

Well, the committee did n’t come, and it was
recess time.

“ 170l tell you what,” said Beth, “let’s climb
upon the roof, and let 'Tildy luint for us." (I hope
you notice that it was Beth and not | who said
this.)

“ Let ’s,” said I, and we all made a riish for the
shed. We liad got up on the roof before, and
knew that it was easy enough to boost each other
up from the top of the shed. There we sat, wait-
ing for the bell to ring. Pretty soon it did ring. 1
heard the door open, and, by liolding on to the
edge of the roof and leaning over, | could just see
'Tildy’s hand with the bell in it. Then slie went
in, and we waited. In a few minutes she rang it
again, furiously. We were all giggling by this
time, and if I had n’t held on to Dot, she would
have rolled offthe roof. Then it sounded from one
of the side Windows, and then from a back window,
and then at the door again, and then 'Tildy called
and called, and finally she stepped out, and, still
ringing the bell, walked toward the woods. | shall
never forget her look when she turned round and
saw us.

Oh, my 1 Butwasn’t she mad! She stood at
the foot of the shed and called us to come down,
in a voice that fairly shook with rage. | don't
know why, but we insisted that we were not com-
ing down, that we were going to say our lessons up
Ihere, and she could bring a chair out and sit down
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and hear ’em. While we were still there, and
Tildy stood entreating us, we heard the sound ofa
wagén, and the first we knew that old.committee
had come. As we hopped down, one by one, from
the roof, they stood talking with 'Tildy and watch-
ing us Beth said she thought she caught the

“ how d*ve do, said i.

words “ too young,” and “ discipline.” 1 know |
heard 'Tildy sigh as | passed her to go into the
school-house, and her eyes were full of tears. We
tried to do our best in the examination, but it was
plain that 'Tildy had lost her hope and courage. |
wondered, as | walked liome, if she would lose her
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position, too, and that night 1 dreaint that tht
old Joy house had tumbled dosvn, and folks sjjj
that it was my fault.

There was going to be a huckleberry party ihji
next day, and we all begged in vain to stay anj.
from school and go. | did n’t feel near so bed

about 'Tildy as | had in the night

have noticed that | do most of nf

repenting, and make most of my

resolutions, in the night; and Ifhink
it’s a real good plan, 'cause it leaves the days dl
clcar to do what you please in.

“1 think it ’s real mean,” said Beth; "1
mother never wants me to have any fiin. Ohil
school only would n’t keep. If onty the sthod-
house had blown down, or 'Tildy was sick ”
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"Oh>| wish she were,” said . “ 1jiistwish she
741 | hope she ate lots of phim-pudding and

Ve.,..VIIl.-37,
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mincc-pie tlie last thing before she went to hcr
little bed last night.”

“ And currants and inilk,” snggcsted Dot.

“ And lobster,” said Beth.

Just then, Jane Fairfield carne running
to."avd us.

“ No school. ’Tildy ’s sick,” sakl she, and
flew past us like a flash.

We all looked at each other, and Dot began

to cry.
e “ 1 did n’t mean it at all,” said I. '‘1—I
only just said so.”

Beth actually looked palé. “ Our saying

so did n’t make her sick,” said she. Then she
barst out: “ Mary Jane, you ’'ve behaved
awfiilly the whole tcrm, and | don’t think you
are a good giiT for me to go with.”

That was a preity idea, was n’t it? | just
got niad with Beth Hall. “ It was your fault
more 'n mine,” said |I. “ | liadreformcd, and
yon are a --—--—--—- ”

But Beth was gone.

“ | would n’t mind,” said Dot. “ Her con-
Science is a-pricking hcr.”

“ 1 hope it is,” said |I. fiercely ; “ and yours,
too, miss,” and 1 turned from the road and
flcd into the woods. 1don’t know where Dot
went.

"Way down behind the school-honsc was a
cavc, wheic wc oftcu piayed house, Beth and

| wentthere because | would be sure of sceing

no one. There | sat all the forenoon, and thought
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ofall the tricks we had played on "Tilcty, and called
myself and poor little Dcit and Beth all the hard
flames 1 could think of. | know | must have felt
real sorry, for I made up my mind to go and tell
'Tildy so, and promise to be a better girl in the
future.

As | carne out by 'Tiidy’s house, what was my
surprise to find Beth sitting on the old stone wall
by the toad.

“ Well, if I ever,” said 1.
here for ?”

“ I'ra going to see’Tildy,” explainecl Beth. “ My
conscience has been pricking me till I feel like a
pincushion, and I'm just going to tell 'Tiidy how
sorry | am, and that | shall behave like an angel
when she comes back.”

“ Well,” said I, “ that’s what I carne for. Lct’s
go together, for, yon know, folks say we always set
each other on. Now, Beth, you begin and set me
on pretty quick, ‘cause aunt Jane will be as cross
as a bear if ! don’t get home in time fordinner.”

“ But you must set me on, too," said Beth.

*1°'m trying, but you don’t go,” | answered.

Beth sniffed, “ It’s all bosh about my setting
you on, Mary Jane. You don’t budge an inch.
1°lIl bct | could />m /i you along a lot faster,” and
before | knew what she was about, | was right in
front of the door. | meant to knock and then slip
round the cérner, leaving Beth to face the music;
but the door opened suddenly, and Mrs.
'Tildy's mother, stood upon the threshold.

“ What do you want,” said she, in, oh, suil/i a

“ What did you come

Joy,
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tone of voice. “ You’'ve about killed my
with your capers, and now | won’t have youtiaii.j
ing round the house. If you don’t clear out ihijl
minute |11 set the dog on to you.”

We ran every step of the way home.

“ Oh, my,” gasped Beth, “ was n’t she anfuH

That afternoon we went huckleberrying.

The summer passed and there was no didii|
but 'Tildy was getting better slowly before 11
Tuckertown. | went up to bid her geod-bjeifel
day of the county fair, when Beth said her rao
would be sure to be out, and | told her hows
I was for everything | had done to annoy
'Tildy said that her Gnele had invited her tosped
the winter in New York, and she was going lowjit|
till she was a little older before she iriedtot
school again.

| add a letter which |
after 1 got home.

received about a nontlil
It was from Beth, and read:

**Pear Maryﬂ'ane: You know | promiscd cowriieyouiblbl
new icacher was like. Well, sheisaD RAGON. |

"TheCominiitee was deiennined lo have no noresuch<leii(ig
we had while 'Tildy was hete, and they put an adweiiisercniBK|
papcr for the crosseat woman in America. Guess vouwniJiu |
they had found her, if you were herc now. She begins ibEniii;!
exerciseshy whipping all the big boys. | doa'i mind tbi:»ir«ll
as snroe other things, though. She has got picnryotilisdilial
We don't climb on the roof, rcoosses, any more. We dorli pdm*|
in ier lunch basket. | don't like her. I dont thinksbtisjmjl
good teacher for she don't ejcplain things clear. 1 dod'tifalnl

get on as well as we did when we had 'Tildy. 1 told TeacofiQfll
50. Helaughed. All the moihera like her,
" Your atTeotionate friend, EtUASEMHIL |

“P, S— don't know for ccrtain that ihcyadvenised6t)tl
Clarke, but everything else isjust as | have said. Honestisia”

CONCERNING ANTS.

By E- W. Olney.

Did any of you ever happen to see the swarming
of the winged ants some afternoon in late summer ?
Those of you who have never thought of ants but
as the wingless little creatures wbo run about the
gardens, may be startled by such a question. But
when it gets to be July or August, watch the ant-
hills and ncsts, and you will see, one day, that they
secm alive with niillions of tiny creatures, all in a
State of bustling activity ; and, presently, there will
emerge great numbers of insects in such constant
motion that, at a little distance, they resemble
glittering silver and jet ribbons interlacing and
intertw-ining.  They slowly mount into the air,
vibrating 1-anguidly up and down as tliey fly; they
never rise higher than ten feet, but move on. at

that distance from the ground, until scattered hl
the wind or rain.

These swarms are causecl by the young
coming to their full growth.

There are three sexes among ants,—
feraales, and neuters or workers. The nalesi
females alone have wings, which ey enjoyfon
day oftheir lives, Comparatively few surviic,s
these are the motlier-ants, who are deslinwl
form new families. They cast off their
once, and sometimes find dsvellings fot tli*
selves; but, oftener, the neuters seex homs”
them, clip off their wings, and leati them w>,
cells. In some families of ants, more lIm»,
female is allowed in the nestj but as a usual
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Ibere is only one inother-nnt, who is sometimes
Itrmed the quecii. The neuters, or working anis,
1liersiibjccts: but she might almost be called
Ilidt prisoner, for she is constantly watched and
Indcd by them; they even feed her, and stand
Ivei her iviien she rests. As soon as she begins to
L. iier eggs, each one is the olsject of the most
ljihfiil care on the part of the neuters, and the eggs
Ireborne away and carefully piled in little heaps,
Lii watched and guarded until they hatch. When
Ibc shell is first broken, the infant ant is perfectiy
jdplcss and not unlike a tiny worm ; it is fed by
ilieneutei-s with jiiices gathcred for the purpose,
Ind it is carricd about lo obtain warmth and
fight. One of the chief duties of the neuters at
Mis time is to bear the small larvs (as the newly-
fitched anis are called) out into the sunshine ; but
(the licat is too great, or if rain threatens, they at
¢ncetake the larvs and carry them into the in-
Le rooms- After the larvre have remained in
Ibis licipless State for a time, tliey spin them-
[cli-escocoons, but they still depend on the neuters,
jihoat Icngth break each cocoon and releaso the
Ij-mptia, or pupa, which is the fully developed ant
: Aswe have said before, these young ants are of
jbree kinds, males, females and neuters, and as
inas the wings of tho first two kinds have grown,
ley leave the nest and fly away. The males never
(etun. Tho neuters and the queen-ants alone
nhabil the cclls until the next yeai-, when the new
pmily is ready to swarm.
1 Such is the eonstant system going on in the ant-
liils and nesis we see all about us. We have
pttial varieties of ants in our fieldsand gardens,—
tred, brown, yellow, and black ants,—and each
liad has its own method of obtaining food and
luilding its habitation. Some of them construct
fee little conical mounds which we cali ant-hills.
Ihtse are the outlets to vast subterrancan abodes,
pd, on being carefully laid open with a spade,
kctied gallerics, domes, pillars and partitions are
<d, all bcautifully smoothed and finished, and
«tone-fifth of an tncli in height. The ant is
[tolably the most enlightened buiider of all the
iiiderful spcdes of insects, birds and animals who
"tHuct their own homes. Ants have been
ved to use straws and sticks, which they
ppptiled to come across in their excavations, for
kws tosupport the ceilings of their domes.
| Oher ants raise a structiire above the surface of
:poutid, and carefully buiid one story above
p'W, containing large rooms with arched ceil-
Stiil others make their homes in decaying
iiti 'vhich they burrow hundreds of tiny gal-
nesandchambers.
I Tlitir muscular power, their perseverance and
ptity for steady endurancej are simply won-
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derful; and no such rapid and perfect workers
exist; for man, with all his scientific skill and his
tools, could never begin to accomplish in a day
what these tiny creatures achieve without imple-
raents and against all manner of obstacles. Coin-
paring the size of an ant with the size of a man,
and making the same proportion in the amount of
their work, not tvventy men could begin lo accom-
plish in one day the work of a single ant, for the
interior of each one of their tunnels is perfectiy
finished; each pellet ofearth is prepared almost as
carefully as we prepare the bricks that line our
own excavations.

In Central and Southern America is to be found
a variety called the Saiiba ant, and in pavts of those
tropical regions these ants exist insuch numbers that
they sometimes take posscssion of the country, and
almost drive away the population. They were for-
merly called the Parasol ant, because immcnse
columns of them were seen marching along, each
one carrying in its jaws a circular piece of leaf about
the size of a dime, which they held by one of the
eclges; and it was supposed that the little creatures
thus endeavored to ward off the burning heat of
the sun, which sometimes kills ants. But a careful
naturalist, stiidying their habits, discovered that
these leaves were used to thatch the domes of their
habitations. Strange to say, nowhere is division of
labor more complete than in the building of ants’
homes, for the laborers who galher and fetch leaves
do not place them, but merely fling them on the
ground and start at once for more, while other
workers take them up, place them, and carefully
cover them with minute globules ofprepared earth.

But, although the neuter ants as a general thing
are such admirable workers, we find among other
varieties totaliy difierent customs: and, instead of a
family of ants being composed of faitbful co-workers
and females, we occasioiially find something resem-
bling an aristocracy. Peter Huber, a renowned
naturalist, who devoted his life to the observation
of the habits of ants, relates the foilowing story :

The afternoon of the lyth of June, 1804, he was
walking in the suburbs of Geneva, when he saw a
regiment of large red ants Crossing the road. They
nrarched in good order, with a front of three or four
incites, and in a column eight or ten feet long.
Huber followed them, crossed a hedge, and entered
a pasture-ground where the grass was tliick and
high, and presently carne upon a nest belonging to
another species of ants, blackish or ash-colored.
A few of these little creatures were guarding the
entrance, and, as soon as they pcreeived the red
ants, some of them darted angrily upon them,
while the others rushed inside to give the alarm.
The besieged ants carne out in a body; the enemy
dashed upon them, and, after a short but spirited
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strugglc, succeeded in driving them back into their
holes, and followed them in. Huber, who was
usedto seeing baldes among ants, siipposed that

CARKYIMG THE LABVAi OUT IUTO THE SUNSHINE

the red ants were slaughtering ihe black oncs
inside the nest; but not so. What washis surprise
when, five minutes later, the red ants emerged,
each holding between its mandibles an egg, or
cocoon, of the conquered tiibe ! They retook the
same road they had come, and made their way
I>ack to their homes slill loaded witli their prey.
This expedition—showing such fierce, waiTike
qualities and determined kidnapping on the part
of the red ants—naturally inspircd IML Huiaer to
study their characteristics by watching their ant-
hills.  I-lc discovered that ihe red ants (which he
at once named the Amazons, from their warlike
attributes) never worUcd, but that their solé duly
was to fight, and carry off these eggs and cocoons
from the black ants; and that the work was per-
formed entirely by those black ants which had, in
fact, been takcn prisoners before they were hatched.
The Amazons are quite helpless, and the black, or
negro, ants, named by HuiDcr “ auxiliaries,” pevform
all the labor which among other specics is per-
formed bv the neuters of the same family. They
open and ci6se all tlie outlcts and inlets to the nest;
they go afier food and fecd the helpless larva: and
pupse, both the young of the Amazons and those
which have been stolen; they also fecd their mas-
ters, ihc Amazons, and, in fact, carry on the entire
establishment. Huber made an experiment which
very piainly shows the dcpendence of the Amazons
upon their auxiliaries. He incloscd thirty Amazons
with several of their own nympha: and larvs, bc-
sides twenly of the black ant iiympli«, in a glass
box, the bottom ofwhich was covered with a thick
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layer of earth ; honey was given to tlicm, sot8t
they lacked neither shelter fior food, alihoughihct
were cut off frora their auxiliaries. At firsitiip.
paid some littie attention to ihc yoting, andcanicd
them about here and there; but tlicy soon Ié
them. They did not even know ho»- to povce
themselves with food, and several died of Lunjer‘
r.t the end of two days, althoiigh tlic lioney-dti
were ciose bcside them !

The others were w'enk and languid, and notae
of them had made the slightcst uffott lo huld
a home for himself in tlie earth. Hiilier «asi
son-y for them, and put one black auxiliaiy anth '
the glass box. The faithful liiile workt-t at oce |
established order and comfort, built a house intre |
earth and gathcred together the infaiit larva; and!
placed them inside it, aud preservei! tlie livesof
the helpless Amazons about to perish oflmnger,

In order to more perfectly get at the fadso
their ways and doings, Huber opened and ds1
ordered an ant-hill where both Amazons ad
auxiliaries lived together, and so confiiscd tie
boundavies that the Amazons could not fiad ihé
way about. The auxiliaries, however, seemed lo
be much better able lo detcct the oid pis,
Huber writes; “ An Amazon was frequentlysecol
to approach a black ant and play upon its W
with its antennie, or fc-elers, when the hlack antii
once scizedits master in its pincers and laiditail
one of the cntrances. The Amazon ilieii uiitolhdj
itself, carcssed once more its kind friend,
passed into the interior of tire nest.”

Thosc remarkablc organs, the antcniis, «iili
which the Amazon touches the auxiliary. seemtol
be their principal Instruments of tonimu)iicaiiw.l
and to take the jalace of voice and words. Whentliel
military ants are to set out for a foray, or abattic,!
tlicy touch each other on the trunks «ith tlit|

KEJOICINOS in THE QOKEN'S CELE. (SEE NEWV

antenn® and forchead; and this IN
marching, for as soon as any onc has re

he is instantlv in motion. If a

wants to be féd, he touches with Ins hvo

sthe auxiliary from whom he expccts
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The heipless larvse, too, ave tlius touchecl when it

lime for them to open tlicir mouths and receive
iheirfood- Ants show great kindness to inraates
ofiheir own iiests tliat happen to be in trouble.
I1SirJohn Liibbock relates that in one of his nests
ofa certain spccies there was a poor ant which
had come into the world without antennse.  Never
ihai-ing previously met with such a case, he watchced
lifr«'ith great interest, but she appeared never tu

THE DKIVSE ANIS OF AFRICA

pw flienest. At length, one day, he found her
Mering about in an aimluss way, apparently not
A*ing ivhither to turn.  After a while she fell in
|ili somespcciinens of diffei-ent ants, who directly
liadcj lier. He rescuod her, but she was evi-
f'II'- mdlv Moiindbd, and lay helpless on the

e After some time an ant from her own
p Mre that way, exarained the poor suffercr
p'' y,and jhen picked her up and carried her

I" many ways these tiny creatures shoiv their
1 , i'ffection and tenderness toward
r r. “Inwhatever apartment,” says Goiild.
lanH G j”' "“undescends to be present, she coin-

“pedience and respect. A universal glad-
|” "Preacs throughout the whole coll, and is
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cxpressed by motions of joy and exultation. They
have a peculiar way of skipping and leaping, stand-
ing upon iheir hind legs and prancing with the
others. These frolics they make use of both to
congrattlate each other when they meet and to
show their regard for their queen.”

Let US rccount another expcriment of M Hu-
bev’s: He took an ant-hill from the woods and put
it in his glass hive. Finding that he had too many

(SEB NEXT PACE.)

ants, he let some of them escape, and fhcy made a
nest in his garden. He kept the hive in his study
for four months, thcn put it in his garden, some
forty feet from the nest the others had formed.
The ants in the garden nest at once recognized
their formcr companioiis, whom they had not seen
for four months. They entered the hive and
carcssed their old friends with their antcnnze;
and taking them up in their mandibles, borc them
to their own nest.

Not only have these insects strong affections, but
they have strong passions as well, and often indulge
in long and bioody wars. At first, two combatants
scize each other, tearing off each other’s legs and
antcnnze, and injecting their acid poison into the
wounds. Others take part on each side till long
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chainsare formed, each column struggliiig for the
maslery. Thus, myriads of them fight for days,
until violent rains, or other causes, separate them,
they forget their quarrel and peace is restored.
' Some statements regarding ants, although well
authcnticated, almost pass belief; for instance, it
is affirmed, both by LinntEus and Huber, that four
or five species of ants milk the aphides—those little
plant-licc which deposit the honey-dew on the
leaves of trees in summer and autumn—in order to
obtain the siveet fluid with which their bodies are
fillcd. These aphides, or plant-lice, are called by
naturalists the milch-cows ofthe ants, and nothing
is more highly prized as food by the ants than the
honey they obtain from them by pressing the
bodies of the insects with their antennie. These
aphides have often been found in the nests of the
yellow ants, apparently domesticated. They were
evidently highly prized as domestic animals by
their masters, for on the slightest appearance of
danger they took them wup in their jaws and
carried them to a more secure spot. During
autumn, winter and spring, many varieties of ants
keep aphides, and rely on them for food, for the
aphides can live upon the roots of plants which grow
down into the nests. In northern climates ants do
not ocherwise lay in a stock of food for winter, for
they are torpid under the cffects of coid, but in
warmecr countries they store away their winter sup-
ply of nutriment carefully.

In the tropics these little creatures exist in count-
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they drive before tbhem any living creature for

animal can withstand them. They destroy ce™ |
thing that crosses their path,—even tlie -u!
monkey,—for once let them muke a lodgmenToJ
the body of any living creature and they atios,
it. Even reptiles fall victims to these ants-u,,

large lizards of those countries and snakes. Tber
manner of attacking snakes is to hite the eyes jsi
this causes them to vvrithe and flounder sieivis |
one spot instead of gliding away; andlheraasscsl
of insects which at once settle upon the icipiesi
prey soon finish it.  The natives say ihat«tini|
the great python has crushcd its victim «itniniisi
deadly folds, it does not devour it at once, |

makes a careful examination of the landatlcaal
half a mile on every side to discover if an antivf
of these Driver ants is on the march, Ifso,if]
rctreats, leaving its dinner to them; butiftiiel
coast is clear it returns to its prey, swallon-s it, andl
gives itself up to repose until the meal is digestid |

So great is the dread of these Driver .intsamonjl
the human inhabitants, that, as their anniesap-l
proach, whole viilages are deserted.

But in South America is found a species caliedl
the Ecitons, or Foraging ants, which the peiipledil
those countries hail as delivercrs. Foriichouies|
ate oveiTun with venomous little creatures oi alli
kinds,—all of them ugly and many of Ifienl
dangerous, as their fangs are full of poisotl
There ate scorpions, ccntipedos, lizards, besidfsl
armies of disgusting cockroaches and everj' variestl
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less varieties, and many of them are of such fierce
characterand stronginstinets thatthey are ascourge
to the human population of the countries they
inhabit. Among thcsc species is the Driver ant, of
Western Africa. They are called Drivers because

of smaller insect and vermin which can infef
habitations of man.

Against all such torments the Ecitons «age»*!
These foraging ants sally forth in vast
columns of at least two hundred feet inki'S*’°
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ihe outside ol‘ tlie columii are officers liks ser-
pjiiis, who fiicessantiy run backward and forward
tosee that every one is in his place.

The adventof these fierce little foragers is known
bviitimbers of birds called pittas or ant-thrushes
ifhicli fl)' above them ; and as soon as the Central
Americans perceive ihc ants, they rojoice in their
expccted relicf, and at once open their houses

| forthem; not only doors
IandWindows biit every
j box and tlrawer, every
closet and cupboard is
opened lo its widest; this
dore, the inhaloitants re-
tire from the preinises
I until the ivar is over.

Presently the Ecitons
| approach.  First they
send their vnngiiard to
| inspect the houses nnd
| sec if iliey 'vill repay
| the trouble of a search.
| TTien the long ant-col-
| uinn pouis in, .and pcnc-
| tales each crack and
| comer and entcrs every
| tiok and cninry. Not
| alore the smaller ver-
| rain, but cockroaches,

Ints and miro fall spcedy
and

jiiciinis to them,

leven the scorpion and
|ceii|ipede are powericss
| againstthem. Inawon-
|derfni|y shurt time the
jlimiseiscleaiicdout, and
jthearmypasseson laden
| «ith spoils, leaving the
1lno intrudcrs upon
| their comfort—no scor-
| pons in tlieir shoes, fior
Iwckroachcs in their food. But even our own
Iwmon ants wiii not hesitate lo attack reptiles
ti pravoked, as is proved by the following interest-
ingaccountby Dr. J. T. Payne:
| «"""Pmg in Alabama, cluring the late
«Mwiines.sed an attack of a band of black ants

lthu" * snakc. One evening, while | was
Ingto p to sieep after a long day’s march, |
Lr,r"f L " "V | lifted one
Ithr~'?j'r  'dankct and found a snake between

I «and foiic feet jn length. | quickly hit it with

snakc hardly seemed to be

lanw i
lupn J rloY, for he coiled himself up,
ifiittfn f' stick. | threw liim aboiit

X away, and he landed upon a larc'c ant-
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hill.
their nest, which was underground, and began

vigorous attack upon the intritder, who soon

covered by scores of his small assailants, biijngl/g'*="r "'

fearfully. | thouglic the snake would move aw*
quickly, but he seemed resolutely detennincdiS”
fight. The battle raged with great fury, and

few minutes there was formed about the spot

A HATIVB AKBICAM BESTROYING A HOUSE OF TBKMITKS, OR WHITK ANTS

circlc of human observéis, who had been called
together by the unnsual sight. The contcstseemed,
at first, to be an nncqual onc; for ihc snake was
rapidly thinningout his persecutors. But, on the
other hand, the ants were very numerous, and quick
«in their aggressive inovements. The active little
creatuies fought with a desperation wonderful to
bchokl, while the snake, by one blow of his power-
ful tail, would kill or wound a long line of ants.
It so happened that the soil was soft and sandy,
and the snake soon workcd himself bv his twistings
several feet from the nest. When he struck the
ants, many were forced into the sanci, stiinned for a
moment or two, but then they jumped up and
foitght as vigoroiisly as before. i was astonished

Almost instantly the ants cante forth fron/”i

e

\

4

*
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beyond measure to see the tactics of the ants.
When they perceived that their numbers were
being lessened, they despatched couriers for rein-
forcements, which appeared on llie scene in due
time, to replace the killed and woundcd. Several
hours passed, and the fight still raged. The moofi,
after a time, lit the scenej but as there appeared
10 be no signs of a ncar termination of the strug-
gle, one after another of the spectators sought a
comfortable place to sleep, and | myself at length
felt my eyes grow heavy, and again stretched my-
self on my blanket.

“ Before moving away from the scene, next
morning, 1 thought | would take a look at the
field that had interested so many spectators during
the previous evening.

“The battie betwecn the ants and the snake
had endcd, and on the ground were evidences that
the stiuggle had been severe indeed. The slain
insects were scattered in every direction; but there
were six or seven watchful ants upon the back of
the snake, which lay stretched out near the ant-
hill—dead.”

By far the most wonderful of all varieiies of
the ant.-triije are the Termites, or white ants of the
East Indics and Southern America, but ihey difler
in so many respects from the ocdinary ant that
some naturalists do not chiss them among ants,
but among the neuropterous insects. Their fam-
ilies are composed of males, females and neuters;
they live in communities and construct hills and
lurrets, and so much resemble the true ants, or
Formicida:, that, outside of scicnlific rules, they
seem to be of the same general family. They
swarm at ccrtain seasons like true ants, in tlie
manner that we have described, but in such pro-
digious numbers thatthey form the cliief food ofthc
liirds, reptiles, and even of the men living near,
who are on the lookout for them as they fall to the
ground after their short day of aerial life. Few
survive this swarming, for they are devoured as a
great delicacy by all sorts of ant-eatevs. But it is
probably a law of nature that only a few queen-
ants should live, as each one lays eggs to the
amount of some thirty millions. The working
ants, after gaining a queen, inclosc her in a sort of
cell, to preserve her from her enemies, it is sup-
poscd—forhcrlarge, soft body renders her incapa-
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ble of taking care of herself. In this cel ae
small holes, to enable the workers to pass jnsy
and gather the eggs, which she lays more repidy
than one can crcdit; sixty a minute,—upwards of
eighty thousand in twenty-four hours.

The houses built by Termites are, compated
with the builders’ size, the highest in tbc scdd
Man, in order to compele with these inseas, ms
mise an edifice two thousand eight hundrtil
feet in height; for one of these while ants isbula
quarter of an inch long, and one inch, forit s
cqual to twenty-four feet for a man. These resis
are ten and twelve feet alaove tlic ground, ad
laeneath are large galleries, extending hundreds
of yards under the earth; and tlic roads fran
these lower chambers wind in spirnis up to il*
top of the hill. The view of these liabiatioiii ’
from a distance much resembles an assembla'i
of luits, and the hiils are composed oi a sovi cf |
clay which in time bcars grass an” other plafiis.

The principal food of these creatures is woi.
although they will work through almost .amiliin;
they are minera in their tactics, and Uhvajsui |
first tlirough the interior of what they atak
leaving the outer siuface apparently iintouclieil
Their obvious place in the economy oi ihcunivosl'
System of things is to absorb the consiaiitiy deay.
ing vegetable matter which encumljurs liopiol

forests. They devour enormous fallen treesina
few weeks.
Anis’ instincts are eertaiiily most wonderful,

and their tcnacity of life, when attncked by llaren

agencies, at limes showsabsolute powe'sofieam

Nothing in animal or insect life can siirptiss their |
perseverance, their industry, fior their atiachmeni |
to their young, althougli, strange lo say, it |
attachment is alone displayed by the sexlessnel-

ters, while the mother-ant seems to lie a mere lia-1
chine for laying eggs.

Ants have always been and continué tobtai
torraentto the human race, but, ncvenhelcss,ntiiall |
lhe discomfort at times arising from their depre-1
dations has ever lessened the ciiriosity and patirai |
study of those who have spenttheir lives chrmiclin?
their habits and instincts, their fornys and weo:
the activity, barmony and cheerful cnergieswhioi |
reign in their swarming but tiny communities-
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Barbara Bright, Barbara Bright,
Toiled for the wretched and poor;
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DOROTHY DUMP.

DoROTHY DuMP, Dovothy Dump,
Sat in her palace, forlorn ;
She ate her honey and counled her inoney,
And moped from morn to morn.
W hat a dolorous world !” said Dorochy Dump ;
“ 1 wish | had never been born !”

She gave them money and fed them with honey,

Aikl taught them how to be truer.

Whai a beautiful world 1” said Barbara Bright;

"Tis good to be living. 1'm surel”
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Chapter |I.
RINGING THE BELL.

In Fairport, every boy slept with some other
boy on the night before the Fourth of July. Jf
any boy did sleep in his own bed, it was because
he had a playmate with him. But, for the most
part, the boys of that period ihought il poor fun lo
slccp at home on that cventful night. They all
prcferred to sleep in barns, hay-mows, or some
other out-of-the-way and unusual place. It was a
sign that a fellow was a milk-sop if be slept ina
real bed on that night, except under such cireum-
stances as have just been referred to. For there
was a great deal to be done on the night before the
Fourth. In the first place, there was a bonfire to
be built on the common. There was a large, bate
spot in the middie of the common where the grass
refused to grow from one year's end to another,
because the bonfire was built there on the night
before the Fourth. And to feed that fire, it was
necessary to gather much fuel from various and
distant places. Spare barréis, store-boxes, and
occasionally a loose board from off some carcless
person’s fencc, were to be brought in. The boys
did not take gates off their hinges to kindle the fire,
as tradition said that their older brothers did, when
they were boys. The time of which | write was a
great improvement on that eider period. No boy
fed the bonfire with abything more valuable than
the few loose things that could be picked up with-
out alarming the neighbors. The neighbors were
easily alarmed, anyhow. There was a class of old
ladieS in Fairport who never remembered from one
Fourth of July to another that, on the night before
it, the boys, ever since there were any boys, built a
bonfire on the common. So, when the bright
fiamos began to rise up in the darkness, one or
more of these timid women wonid be sure to come

out on her .door-step and cry;
W hat are you doing?
you pesky boys!”

Jo Murch ( his whole filame was Jotham Augus-
tus Murch) used to be very much mortificd idieti
his mother carne out like that, and he would say,
“ Now, Ma, don’t be so foolish. Thcre isn'tay
danger of our setting anything a-firc !” Once.oiie
of the Selectmen of the town, a very dignified axd
truly awful person, carne upon the common tosté
what the boys were at. It was nearly midnight.
and it seemed as if something alarming fias abcui
to happen when the great man carne out atthat
time of night. But he only looked the partyoi
boys all over, as if to be sure that he would knov
them again, if anything happened, and then he
went away, telling them to be careful of the sparks.

“My! Was n’'t | afraid he would scc d¢
Snelgro’s wheelbarrow 1” said Ned Martin, wen
the Selectman was gone.

At midnight, as near as they could guess, itOTS
necessary that the meeting-house bell should bt
rung. At least, every Fairport hoy ilioughi it
was necessary; and it was rung. Tliere «s a
bell on the scliool-house at the righi of the coa
inon, only, as nobody but the nearest nciglibon
objected to the ringing of this hell, the boys dd
not much enjoy ringing it. They look a pril
at it, once in awhile, for fear that tlic foks
around would notknow that the glorious Fouti
had an-ived. Tlie folks usually found it out beféte
day-break. The town bell was on the
meeting-house, below the school-housc, an 0'G
the Street which skirted the bottom ofte o
mon. To ring this bell was notonly nece. j
but it was also agreat feat. The selectmen
forbidden that the bell should be rung n
body but the town sexton. except in case 0 '«
From time immemorial, Old Fitts had been

* Uovs! Bop!
You '11 set the town alire,
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lown scxion, and if any man really hated boys,
Oid Fitts did. Probably he never was a boy. it
seemed absurd to think that he ever could have
been a boy. Boys were his natural enemies.
Xhsy used to shin up the lightning-rod of the
church and catch the pigeoiis which he reared in
the belfry; and they used to ring the bell on the
night before the Fourth of July. Generation after
.eeiieration of boys had done this; but, somehow,
Old Fitts could never bccome reconciled to it. On
ihe particular night about which I am going to
\mic, Old Fitts had not only nailed up one of the
two church doors and put an extra padlock on
ihc other, but he had carried away the bell-rope.
The Fairpori boys were a curioiis set. They
Itnghed among themselves when they saw him
going hume, after he had rung the nine o’clock
bell, “ith the long bell-rope coiled up on his back.
But when they flew to the doors, after he was well
ati of sight, and beheld the defenses which he
bad put on them, they began to think tliat, for
ihetirst lime in the history of the world, the bell
would not be rung on the night before the Fourth
of July.

As the boys scaltered to the barns and hay-mows
ivhere they had choscn lo sleep, Ned Martin said
tohiscrony, Sam Perkins :

“l1uring that bell before daylight, you see.”

1Tiuihow, Ned?”

Now, Sam was the leader of the boys in almost
auof the mischief that was afoot, and he was, bc-
side all that, the captainof the FairportNine. For
Fairport had a base-ball nine, and it was the terror
of the surrounding villages. Of course, Sam did
not want any other boy to lead off in a feat of this
kind unles.s he had a hand in it himself. But Ned
Martin knew a thing or two, and Sam was sure
that he would ring the bell, if he said so. And_
*hen the boys, three ofthem, for Hi Hatchbunked
inwith them that night, were safely hidden in the
hay, Ned unfolded to them his plan. It was a
good schcme, and all agreed to it.

In all the world, probably, there is no stillness
like that which comes between nine o’clock and
the time when the Fairport boys get iip to ring
lhebell and build their bonfire, on the night before
theFourih of July. Atleast, Hiram Hatch thought
so Ihat night, as he lay awake in the hay in his
father's barn, listening to the heavy breathing of
his mates. The spears of hay tickled his ear so
ihathe could not get to sleep; and the stillness was
o, He aimost wished that he was snug in his

bed, and he wondercd why Ned and Sam
should go to sleep so soon, and he should be so
hioad awake. There was a sound of something on
fiitbacn floor below. It was a tread ! Then he
heard a ghostiy whisper, and he felt the hair rising
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on his head.
he whispered:

“ There is something climbing up the ladder !”

Sam bounced up and cried; “ What's—what’s
that!”

There was a scrambling and arush of feet below,
and all was still again. But Mirara was loo badly
scarcd to go to sleep at once, and wlien, tircd out
by his long vigil, he did drop off into slumber, he
slept so soundly that Sam had hard work to wake
him, as he shook him and shouted in his ear:

“ Rcmember you have got to play second base,
to-day.”

“ What do you s’pose that was in the barn, just
now ?” shivered Hiram, for the midnights in Fair-
poft are cool, seeing that the town is on Penobscot
Bay, on the coid coast of Maine.

“Oh bother!” said Sam. *“ Let’s get out of
this as still as we can. If your father should hear
us, as likely as not he 'd tire that double-barreled
shot-gun at us.”

Hiram held his peacc, for the double-barieled
shot-gun was a sore subject with him, since he had
promised to carry it off on the sly and have it for
firing the usual micinight sélate. He was com-
foited now by the rcflcction that he had not the
responsibility of that gun on his mind; and Ned
assiired him that the noise in the night was prob-.
ably only made by some of the other boys who had
intended to steal a place to sleep, without waking up
the rightful tenants.

Silently, and as if bent on some dreadful deed,
dark forms now stole in from all around, and clus-
tered in the middle of the common. A crockery
orate, filled with straw, and stuck all around with
pickets from some slothfiil man’s dilapidated fence,
was set on fire. The cheerful blaze, ascending,
lighted up the fionts of the houses on the edge of
the common, and shed a lurid glare on the tall
elms which stood tremulously in the midnight air.
The flames wartned the boys, and revived their
spirits, somewhat damped by coid and lack of sleep.

“ Hurrah for the Fourth of July ! ” shouted Bill
W atson, a biirly little chap, the right fielder, and
better known as “ Chunky.” Then every other
fellow cricd “ Hurrah for the Fourth of July!”
And it was felt that the fun had begun.

Ainidst great enthusiasm', Pat Adams now fired
off his gun. It was only a single-barreled one, to
be sure, but it spoke well for itseif. Pat’s fiame
was James Pattevson Adams, buche was known,
forshort,as Pat Adams, and, when the boys were not
irt much ofa hurry, he was called Jim Pat Adams,
to distingiiish him from another Jira whose fiame
was not Adams. When the bang of Pat’s gun rent
the air, there wasa sound of opening Windows, and
tlie boys knew that angry looks were directed

Desperately poking Sam in the back
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toward them from some of the houses roundaboiit.
There was a wild hurrah when Sam Black, assisted
by Billy Hctherington, staggered up to the firc
with the better part of a tar-barrel, wliich thej- had
hidden away some days before. There is no aris-
tocracy among real boys, and itwas an evidence of
this truth that Sam Black, who was the only negro
boy in Fairport, was a crony of Billy Hetherington,
whose father was the county judge, and had been
to Congress. Ifany boy had a right to be “ stuck
tip,” it was Billy, whose family held themselves
very high in Fairport. But Billy never once
thought of such a thing. If he had, his mates
would have cut him at once, and he would have
found himself alone in the village of boys. It was
curious that the only black boy in the town should
be Black by narac. So Sam, who was a great
favorite with his comradcs, was wusually called
“ Blackie,” a term which carricd with it no idea
of contempt. Blackie was the best fellow of the
boys of that generation, and, morcover, he knew
more of the habits of the birds, beasts, fish, and all
manner of living wild things, than most of the
naturalists who («rite tiiick books alDout the animal
kingdom. The times and seasons when birds
come and go, and when they mate, and where they
build their nests, as well as tlie secret lairs of the
small game of the woods and fields, were all as
familiar to Blackie as if he had been born in the
wilderness, and not in a house on stilts at the har-
bor’s edge.

“ Three cheers for the left fielder 1” cried Jo
Murch, as Blackie, his face shining with satisfac-
tion and prids, helped Billy Hetherington heave
the tar-baiTcl on the blazing pile. “ And now,
boys, for the bell,” he added, for it was already
past twelvc, one of the boys having reconnoitered,
through the kitchen window of a neighboring
house, to ascertain the time of night.

Ned Martin looked around on the little group of
lads in bis superior way, and said :

“ Which of you fellows is the best on shinning a
lightning-rod ?” There was a great laugh when
John Hale stoutly answered : “ 1 am 1” for John
was so big and lubberly that he was never called
anything but the “lob.” In Fairport, the’long-
shoremen cali any craft which is clumsy and
unsvieldy “ lob-sided-,” meaning, perhaps, that it is
lop-sided, a phrase which may be found in the dic-
tionarles. If one but stuck out a fist at Johnny
Hale he fell over. And when the schoolmaster
tried to get him up on the tall stool where it was
the custom for boys to be hoisted for punishment,
the master and Johnny invariably carne down in a
heap togefher on the floor, the “ lob" was so very
clumsy and so very heavy. Nevertheless, the “ lob,”
for all his awkwardncss, was the Champion catcher
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in Fairport, and the envy of the While Bcars inc
rival club from the south end of town.

The “ lob” was rejected as the Champion climbc,
however, and little Sam Murch, Jo’s brother «as
selecled for the feat of shinning up the lightning-
rod of the church.

As an aid, in case of nccd, the voliintecreti sei
vices of Blackie were also promptly accepted fot
the Fairport Nine rever did anything tliat «asnot
“ ship-shape and Bristol fashion,” or, oihemise
according to rule and discipline.

*SAM HAD SKACHSD THE EDGE OF THE FFOJECTINt*/

Old Major Boffin’s house stood so near the nieei-
ing-house that one could toss a biscuit from ihe
roof of one to the other; and the Major’s grawi-
son, lke, was a member of the party, though not
of the famous “ Nine.” This was lucky;
also lucky that the roof of the m ajor's nouse «s
nearly flat, and that it had at each of the anglesof
said roof a big, square chimney, so big that i«oor
three boys might liide behind one of them withoui



THE

fear of dctectioii. And wheii it was remembered
ihatthe roof of the Major's house could be reached
byalightning-rod, much easier of ascent tliaii that
onihe meeting-house, it was evident that fortune
faiored the brave when it was necessary for the
brave to ring the bell on the night before the
Fourth of July. The testy old Majov, calmly
sleeping in his bed, could not have dreamed how
rauch his propeit)’ was contributing to the celebra-
tion of the glorious Fourth, wlien, in addition to
all [his, Ned Martin, carefully stripping the sheets,
shiris and pillow-cases from the cloilies-line in the
Major's garden, took the line and making one end
[ist to the ankle of little Murch, gave him a hoist,
indiold him to “ go it” up the lightning-rod of
the meeting-house.

The projcction of the eavcs of the building set
therod OLit from the side of it a great way, and,
as lhe rod was jointed in two or three places, it
suayed fearfully while Sain laboiiously shinned up
it Now and again, he would be flung round and
round by the swinging rod, as he passed over the
claiiking juints, the clatter of which threatened to
bring the choleric Major down upon them at any
inoment.

“Hold fast, little one,” hoarsely whispered Cap-
lain Sam from below, for Sam, with his usual
jrility for lalcing command, had now assumed the
direction of things. “ Hold fast, or Blackie will
beon your hccls. *  And Blackie, dancing up and
dirvn with iiiipatience, was ready to make a spring
alihcrod when little Murch should be out of his
«jy.

"Diiiiyfor Sam,” half sholUed Ned Martin, for
ihe little fellow had reached the edge of the far-
projeciing caves, and was now struggling to get
o«rilie most difficult part. The boys below held
their breath, for it was a perilous place. The light-
ning-tnd, after turning up the edge of the shingles,
«Bfastened to the roof hy strong Staples which
heldit firmly down and afforded almost no hold to
vhich even a boy’s small and hook-like fingers
«tild ding. But little Sam was “ clear grit,” as
his hrother proudly rcmarked in a suppressed
«hisper, and while the silent spectators below all
koked up, with their hearts in their mouths, he
tomed the edge of the caves and went picking
hisway up the roof, hand over hand. It was now
Blsdic's turn to go up, but Captain Sam intcrferecl,
Jnddeclareil that if both of thé best climbers went
‘pintothe meeting-house belfry, there would be
Mbody tu shin up to the roof of the Major’s house
Mdcarry the rope from the bell, wlien it was made
y ; Hnlf-a-dozcn boys volunteercd to go up the
% r% lightning-rod, but lke Boffin agreed to

onkin” by the back door, steal up the stairs to

“roof, and take care of the rope when there.
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“ So, then, you are to have all the fun of ringing
the bell, are you?” demanded Captain Sam, sar-
castically.

“ Well,” said lke, “ you pick out four other
fellows, and | will undertake to get them up on
our roof, if they will promise to be mighty stilL
about it.”

Accordingly, Captain Sam, Ned Martin, Hi
Hatch and Chunky were chosen to go up on the
Major's roof, guidcd by lke, who, with a quaking
heart, opened ihc back door and let in these mid-
night conspirators. No cat could have climbed
the stairs more softly than ihe five boys, Ike at the
hcad. Barefoot and breathless, they stole by the
door of tlie sacred chamluer where the old Major,
snoring manfully, was sleeping in happy uncon-
scioiisness of what was going on around him.
Drawing a long breath, the five boys found them-
selves out on the roof at last. To their great
delight and relief, they saw little Murch just shin-
ning up the part of the rod which led from the
roofto the belfry, not a very difficult job, in com-
parison with that which he had just finished. In
a moment more he was in the belfry, and pausing
on the balustrade which decorated the rim, he gave
a noiseless chcer, dropped over to the inner side,
and made fast to the clapper of the bell the end of
the line which he had brought up with him. Ned
Martin now dropped down from llie roof of the
Major’s house one end of a mackerel line which he
had with him. To this the boys below fastened
the end of the line from the bell-clapper, and it
was drawn up to Captain Sam, who took it up be-
hind his chinmey with great joy. The boys on the
ground now scattered to all parts of the common,
at a whispered command from Captain Sam, and
then the big bell stnick a peal of mighty strokes,
pulled by the sinewy hand of Sam. The night
air quivered with the blows on the bcU. Old Fitts’
pigeons, affrighted by the midnight booming of
the bell, flew out in crowds, scaring Sam Murch
as they dashed in his face. The brave little lad
swung himself over the balustrade, and, sliding
down the roof in a hurry, was soon on the long
and swaying rod below, and on firm ground once
more, and then safe among his comrades.

“ Those pesky boys,” sighed Grandinother Bof-
fin, as she turned uneasily in her sleep, but awake
enough to know what was the cause of the hor-
rible din which rent the air. The Major got out
of bed, and, putting his hcad out of the window,
addressed the darkness, commanding all in sound
of his voice to disperse and go home, or take the
consequenccs. But the old Major never forgot
that he had been a boy once himself, although
that was a great many years ago; and when he
went back to bed, smiling grimly to himselfas the
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bell answered his warning with a yet louder peal,
he said; “ Well, mother, boys will be boys, yon
know. There s no law ag’in ringing the meeting-
house bell on the night before the Fourth.” The
Major, althoiigh a hot-tempered ma,n, rcmembered
that he had foughtin “ the lastwar”—that of 1812
—and something was duc, he thought, to the day
we celébrate.

A sudden idea struck the good grandmother.
She crept out of bed, stole to the bedroom of hcr
grandson, passed her hand over the vacant bed,
and then going back to her chamber-window, cried
into the air, as the Major had done, “ You, lke,
wherever you are, don’t you daré to come into the
house for your breakfast!” Ike, who was now
taking his turn at the clothes-line, laughed to him-
self. He rcmembered that he had a share in a
boiled ham, a basket of apples and a papcr of
icrackers, stowed away in Hatch’s barn, under the
hay.

Suddenly there was an alarm of “ Fitts 1 Fitts !”
from the boys stationed on the court-house steps,
from which post they could see all the way down
Howe’s lafie, up which the old sexton must come
to the defense of his precious bell. Fortunately
for the boys, Fitts never stirred out of doors, no
inatter how light the night, without his lantem.
And the rays from that familiar lantern, “ like a
lightning-bug,” as Billy Hetherington declared,
now bobbed along the ground as Fitts climbed the
hilly lafie.

Warncd in time, not a boy was in sight when
the old sexton, grumbling to himself, reached the
top of the hill and went across the bottom of the
ecommon toward the meeting-housc. The bell
econtinued to ring, much to the delight of the boys
hidden behind the chimneys and stowed away in
various nooks and corners below. With infinite
trouble, Old Fitts got the door open, and with
many a hard word for the boys, toiled up the long
:stairs which led to the belfry. “ Now, then, Ned,
give her a good one,” whispered Captain Sam, as
the old sexton’s lantern, shining through the bel-
fry wihdows, showed that he was almost up to the
bell, and, sure enough, as Fitts put his head out
of the scuttle which opened to the deck of the
belfry, a tremendous and audacious peal booined
directly over his head.

The old man walked all around the big bell.
Not a boy was to be seen. The rope, he knew,
was safe in his own house, and there was no sign
of anything by which the bell could be rung. The
light line leading to the roof of the Boffin house
was too small to be noticed as it iny on the slanting
deck of the belfry. The boys chuckled to them-
selves as they watched the puzzled old manwalking
.around the bell, again and again peering over the
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balustrade, as if to see jf some small bov «jn
circling around in the air with the scared pigeos
which silently flew about their raaster’s head. |t
was very queer, so it was.

Just then, the “ lob,” who was never known jo
stand up when he could fall down, slipped onire
roof behind the Boffin chimney that hidhim. H
might have slid off to the ground below if hehed
not put out his hand to save himself by grabbing
at the boy next to him, which happened lo be Sam
who tried to shake the “ lob ” from him. It wssin
vain, and the two boys carne down in a heapbt.
hind the chimney, Sam pulling the rope with hra
As he fell, the bell, of course, was given another
peal, and the rope in the belfry fiew up before jte
astonished eyes of the old sexton. Fitts stooped,
cut the line, and, sbaking his fist in the directiM
of the Major’s house, cried, “ I've sloppcd yor
fun this time, yott young varmints;” and sote
had. When he had carcfully locked the scuttled
the belfry, descended the stairs and gone hore
hislight disappearing in the distance, the foiirbop ,
on the roof, somewhat crestfallen, silently sliddmu 1
the Major's iightning-rod, and made theirwayw 1
to the bonfire. The “ lob” was overwhelmed«iy, |
ridicula for his share in the failiire of the bell-rinf. |
ing feat. “ And he wanted to shin up the meetin|. |
house lightning-rod!” said Captain Sam, derisively,

Blackie, however, soon found a way to remedy
the mischief. He went up the lightning-rod a
with the agility of a cat, spliced the line, then, ds-1
daining to go np through the Major's house, fen
shinncd up its lightning-rod and spcedily hed:
the bell a-ringing merrily. Meantimc, the boii |
about the bonfire were doing their best tocelebratt |
the night by firing the few pieces of small-aras |
which they had ; and their fire-crackcrs wete es
ploded—sparingly, however, as it was bomeinl
mind that the Fourth was yet to come, and noe|
noise would bé needed for the day.

Hiram Hatch, rcturning from a visit to Ibchack
of Major Boffin’s house to encourage Blackie, wh»j
was pulling away lustily at the bell-rope, cast
eyes on the fire, and, to his horror, spied the 1|
mains of the leaching-tub which he knew o
to be standing on his father’s barn floor. *“Whete
did that come from?” he demandcd. Nohok
knew, but Chunky guessed that Jo Murchaadj
George Bridges had thrown it on the fire.

“ That carne out of my father’s barn,” sad
stoutly, “ and the fellow that took it is 2 ""*“1
sneak, and | don’t care who he is.”

“ 1 don’t see that it is any mcancr totake» |
leaching-tub out of Deacon Hatch’ barnto |
is to steal old Boffin’s clothes-line, or Judge- |
son’s chicken-coop, so there,” said Jo Murch.

As the Judge’s coop had been ravished ,1
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| Hiram. he fclt condemned ; but he replied, hotly,
ihal there was a big difference between taking an
old chicken-coop, only fit for kindlings, anyhow,
lardstealing a leacliing-tub out of a inan’s barn.
1Then, stiddenly remembering the mysrerious noises
«tich he had heard while he svas trying to go to
slcep, he cxclaimed, with his small fist before Jo
Murcli’s nosc, “ And you carne in there and stolc
that lub while we were in the hay-loft. | heard
jou”
“Yes, and mighty scared you were, too,” Jo
| replied, with an unpleasant sneer.
There were syraptoms of a fight, when one of
| the scntrics on the court-house steps shouted
rFitisl Fitts!” Then all the boys, in theiranxiety
| for the bell, scattered to points about the meet-
| ing-house from which they could see the fate of
J Blackie, who, perceiving the lantern of the old
Iseston coming, improved the time by giving the
iell as many and as vigorous strokes as possible.
Gnimbling and groaning to himself, the sexton
Isiotvly climbed the bclfry stairs once more, and
|nas soon on the upper deck. “ Why, oh why,
in't 1 nail down that scuttle?” groaned little
iBlackie, as, /rom behind his chimney, he saw the
loid man emerge upon the belfry deck. Blackie
Icoasoled himselfwith the reflection that he would
Idothis the next time the coast was clear. But he
Iredoomed to disappointinent. Fitts, as soon as
| hehad cut the Une, for the second time, gave it a
Istroagpull, andasudden puli, and poor Blackie,
laotfot a moment dreaming what was going to
lhappen, was jcrked out from behind the chimney,
laDd. still holding on, across the scuttle, which had
lheea left open.
1Ahal It ’s you, isit; you, you black lirab, is
lii!" cried Old Fitts, exultingly, as the boy carne
Jdimly lato sight from behind the chimney. *“ Major
iBoffinl There ’s a burglar on your roof!” shouted
Ithe oldman, as he tugged at the line which Blackie
|siur(lily rcfuscd to let go.
“Shame! Shame! Old Fitts! ” shriekcd several
Id the boys below, in their conceaimeiit. “ He ’s
|noburglar, and you know it.”
lo lhe midst of the racket, Majar Boffin, with a
lléra smilc on his face, put his head out of the
Irindow, and, after shouting “ Thlevcs! Thieves !”
Isllhetop of his voice, fired into the sky a horse-
Iphiol which he kept loaded for the entertainment
1% llie midnight cats that sometimes disturbcd
| sdumbcts- A profound silence followed this
i'0't! Old Fitts was quiet in his belfry;
14 advantage of the lull, dropped
1t mewhich he haci held, and softly crept dou-n
t«f, diitched the lightning-rod, slid to the
17" «ld made off in the darkness.
loatch those pesky boys around here again

FAIRPORT NINE.

567
to-night,” said the angry sexton, “ I il puta load
of buckshot into some o f’ein.”

“ Never you fear,” answered the Major, “ you
will never catch them. Sooner catch a lot of
weasels.” And the old man shut down his tvindow
with a bang.

Fitts descended into the little loft below the
belfry, and, though the boys waited for his appear-
ance beneath, his iantern did not shed its beams
again on the outside ofthe ineeting-house.

“ He ’s camping in the steeple !” cried the boys,
in alarm. And so he was. Determined to stop
the ringing of the beli, and afiaid to leave his post
of duty, the old man lay down on the floor of tlie
loft, secure in the knowledge that no enemy could
scale the roof without awakening him. The boys
gathered in a knot below, examined the ground
and confessed that, for once, they were circura-
vented.

It was growing toward morning. The east was
palé with the first streaks of dawn. It had been a
tiresome night. The great base-ball match was
coming off on that day. The bell liad been
rung. The Nine went to bed, and Fairport was
quiet at last.

Chapter Il
THE GREAT MATCH.

Between the White Bcars and the Fairport
Nine there was, in the opinién of the older people,
a great gulf fixed. The White Bears were, for the
most part, the sons of fishermen, ’longslioremen,
and men who, in the expressive language of the
place, “ did chores” about town. This was the
social gulf which separated the famous Nine and
the White Bears. Then the boys who called
themselves W hite Bears were noted for their rough
mischief. If an unfortunate cow was found with
her tail cut off, it was the work of a White Bear.
And when the oid revolutionary cannon which had
stood for years, with its breech in the ground, an
upriglit landmark, on tlic cérner of Main Street,
was dug up and pitched off the end of Adams’s
wharf, evcrybody knew that the White Bears had
been out on an errand of malicious mischief. The
boys of Fairport, who were represented by the
famous Nine, were not goody-goody youngsters;
indeed, some of the older folies thought that they
ought to fae a great deal better than they were, but
they were never accused of being niffianly or cruel,
or destructive ; and all these traits were justiy set
down to the credit of the White Bears. Besides
all this, the White Bears lived in the scattered and
dingy groups of houses at the south end of the vil-
lage; and this, until they took for themselves the
liame by which they were better known. gave them
the title of tlie Southenders. To be a Southender
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was to be a rough fellow, with small respect for
law, order, or the rights of others.

The White Bcars, with all their muscle, were not
very much better in the ljase-Isall field than the
Fairport Nine. They were trained, many of them,
in the cod-lishing fleet, which used to sail to the
Grand Banks, before the fishing business went into
the hands of our Canadian neighboi-s. And, ex-
posed as they all were to the hard life and rough
iisage of those who pick up a scanty living on the
coast of Maine, they were as tough and rugged as
ihe polar bear, whose fiame they took in a spirit
of boasting and bravado. Sam Booden was their
captain, and he was the roughest and the toughest
ofthegang. Sara had regularly “ walloped ” the
village schoolmaster, as fast as a new one carne to
town; and, as he was as regularly turned out of
school, his education was none of the best. He
never staid in school any longcr than to have his
first chance at the master, and, as boys of his class
were not often at home during the summer, his
acquaintance with the inside of a school-housc was
very limited.

But Sam was at home long enough to make a
tolerable base-ball piayer, and at the third base he
was perhaps the very best in all Fairport. Jake
Coombs was the pitcher of the White Bcars, and a
first-rate pitcher he was. He had been two voyages
as cook on a mackereling schooncr, and was prob-
ahly the most quarrelsome boy in Fairport. Usu-
ally, he had a black eye, the mavk of one of his
latest fights. Of course, all of his fingers were
more or less out of shape. But that is the proper
badge of an aecomplished base-ball player. Eph
Weeks was the catcher of the White Bears, and
Joe Patchen was the first base. George Bridges,
their second base, was the decentes! boy of the
gang. He was in full fellowship with the Fairport
Nine, and, although he was sometimes obliged to
do dirty work at hog-killing time (for his father
was the town butcher) about the houses of some of
the more favored boys of the place, be was a crony
and a companion to many of the favorite Nine.

As | have said, Sam Booden was the third base,
aswell ascaptain of the White Bears. Eph Mullett
was their short stop, and as Eph had an unfortunate
defect in his speech which made his words scem to
come from his nose rather than his mouth, he was
usually known as “ Nosey ” among the boys of
Fairport. In summer time he wore a parti-colored
tunic, or cooler, from which circumstance he was
sometimes called “ The Turkey,” or “ Turk,” as
it suited the fancy of his dear rrienas and associates.
With Dan Morey in the left field, Joe Fitts in
center field, and Peletiah Snelgro in right field,
the Nine ofthc White Bears is complete.

Whenever Sam Perkins met one of the White
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Bears he was wont to say, as if addressing ihc uj.
verse;

“ The Fairport Nine is the Nine ihat 1 bdonj
to, and | am not ashamcd to own it either.”

No While Bear ever dared to take tliai up,
the saying is, and as Sam never had the luckb
encounter more than one of the Bears when he«b
alone, he was always safe in his dcfiance. Bl
Sam was deeply mortified wlien his Xincplaiti
wltat he called a scrub game with the White Bean.
and were conscquently defeated with great &
grace. For this defeat, Sam always Idamed jo
Murch, who was playing center field that day, ad
not at first base where he usually beloiiged. O
that momentous occasion, he made a niuffd j
high fly ball, far out in the left center, inik
eighth inning, which allowed the White Bearsio
score thrce runs. To tell the whole truth, it
White Bears were considered the woi st enemiesd
the Fairpons on the base-ball field, as they lad
defeated all the other clubs in the small tors
roundabout, and had held the chanipionsliip for
the last two seasons, but were hard-ptessed f«
this particular season by the White Bears. Ths
was tbe reason why this game on the Fourthd
July was so iraportant. It was to decide ihccham+
pionship of Fairport, and of North Fairport, Ro
obscot, and Riversville.

Now, every boy knows why Sam Perkins ras
anxious when he tumbled out of bed on Fourtlioi
July morning, at the cali of his mother. Hadkbkel
been left to hiinsclf, he would have slept util
noon. A boy who has got up at midnight, ad
has gone to bed again at dayught, might bere
sonably sleepy at so early an hoiir as seven o'dod. |
Buthard work was lo be done. |

The White Bcars had beaten the Fairpoilsisl
the latest, or second, game for championship,jlBI
true, but jhe first game of the series wns «onb)
the Fairports by a score of eight to ene, atremen
dous victory, to be sure. Now had core
momentous day when the third and decisive g
was to be played. And when Sam looked as
iously at the sky, he was tioubled to notice thatil
dark cloud hung low down in the West, just o«r|
the old fon in which the match was to be pg

“ Just our luck,” he grumbled, wlienheiitKl
his tnisty lieutenant. Ned Martin, on the “ rom
where he was hunting around in the ashcso |
nigbt’s fire for a lost jack-knife. “ Justout w |
I ’ll bet it rains to-day and spoils all our fun.
fellows are all in first-rate shape. -
legs, no broken fingers, and herc it »rmes P |
rain, as sure as a gun. It ’s too bad, » it |

“ Oh, never raind,” said the inore cheerlu -J
“ If it rains, the Bears will be as badly dTas
are ; that 's one comfort; wont they ?”
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Tlut we want to have this thing over with,”
teplled Sam. “ The Bears have been poking
(hat last garae at us ever since they beat us. But
ihevsha’n’t have a chance to crow over us after to-
day, as sure as my fiame is Perkins,” he added,
mote hopefully. “ I Jl play my position at short
stop for all it is worth, you just be sure of that
now, Ncddy, my boy,” and Captain Sam Perkins
treiched himself, with a tremendous yawn, wishing
¢at he had had a good niglit’s rest by way of
preparation for thc-day’s work,

Fairport is built on the sunny side of a oenin-
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buik by the British the war of the
Revolution.

Once there was a brick barrack in the fort, and in
one corner is still shown the entrance to adungeon
dug into the thick mass of earth, stone .and tim-
her which forms the fort. The barrack has
disappeared, and the incloscd space is as smooth
and level as a ljall-ground should be, Laying off
the field against one of the anglcs of the earth-
work, they had a grassy field under foot, while the
slopes of the fort furnished seating-places for the
spectators, as well as a screen for the catcher. It

troops in

THE GREAT MATCH.

pula which juts out into Penobscot Bay. To the
| “hhand west, the land slopes sharply down to a
‘ttic cove, known to the youth of the village
s lite Rack Cove.” To the east and sonth, the
Wfallsoff more graclually to the harbor’s edge,
N on the gently falling slope is nestled the
P® loun sliaded with elms, horse-chestnuts
1iw meplcs.
| Qnthe tidge which forms the hackbonc of the
Amontory is the old fort. a huge, high earth-
”r'dwing about three acres of ground, and
Vou Vir,_38.

is not likely that the British commandcr, General
McLean, when he built this fort, in 1779, and
called it Fort George, after his royal master,
George Ill., of England, ever thought what a serv-
ice he was doing for the boys of Fairport. But it
is true that no base-ball field in this or any
other country.can be compared with that which the
British avmy left for generations ofboys at Fairport.
And when, on the memorable Fourth of July, the
Fairport Nine met the White Bears for the fight
for the cliampionship, the old fort presented a
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brilliant sight. On the grassy slopcs of the ram-
parts, commanding a good view of the field, were
all the nice girls of the village, some of whom had
concealed aboutthem the gay rosettes, made of the
Nine’s cherry-colored ribboii, with which each
purposcd to decorate a certain favorite player, in
case all went well with the Nine of Fairport. The
boys who were not of the Nine, but who hoped
to be, some day, were scattered about among the
bright groups on the slopes, or crowded together
just outside ofthe limits of the field. It was a
pretty sight and a momentous day.

Captain Samuel Perkins placed his men thus;
Pitcher—Ned Martin; catcher—the “ lob”; first
base—Jo Murch; second base—Hi Hatch; third
base—Pat Adams j short stop—Sam Perkins;
left field—Samuel Black, colored member, and
better known as “ Blackie” ; center field—Billy
Hetherington; right field—Bill Watson, othcr-
wise kfiown as “ Chunky.” The captain surveyed
his team with mingled pride and anxiety, looked
at the sky, which was dark with clouds, and then
calmly tossed up the copper with the Captain of
the W hite Bcars, Samuel Boodcn, to decide which
should go first to the bat. The toss was won by
the proud captain gf tlie Fairport Nine, who yellcd,
“ W e 11take the field !”

They always thoughtitan advantage to go first to
the field, and as the White Bears took up tlie bat,
a smile of satisfaction ran over the faces of the
illustrious Nine of Fairport. The Bcars did not
find it very easy to hit the skillful pitching of Ned
Martin; and Semantha Sellers, sitting on the grassy
rampart beside Mary Aun Martin, said, with a
chuckle of delight, « 1 s’pose Pei Snelgro thinks
he can play hall, but just see him whang the air
every time Ned fires that ball. Ned has got the
curve down fine, has n't he, Mary Ann ?”

“ Do hush and look at that catch,” for at that
moment Peletiah Snelgro seut a hot liner to Pat
Adams, at third base. Pat made an extraordinary
catch, taking it with one hand, and with a light
spring in the air, which won him a round of ap-
plause from the girls sitting on the slopes of the
fort; and even tlie boy spectators, outside of the
field, murmured their approbation. Pat took off
his cap and bowed low to the ladies in reply to this
compliment. Jake Coombs was the next striker
for the Bears, and he sent a foul tip behind the
bat which struck the “ lob,” catcher for the Fair-
ports, square on the nose. The “ lob” doubled
himself up in pain, and a perceptible shudder ran
through the sympathizing crowd of girls on the
rampart. “ Whata shame !” cried Phcebe Noyes,
who had a tender heart, and adinired very much
the rosy face and blue eyes of the “ lob.” But
John stoutly declared that it was “ nothing,”
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although the blood dropped freely from liis ¢
flamed pug-nose. Coid water was brought W
the spring, half of the boys of Fairport volunteer
ing to sop the “lob’s” face, and run a coid KN
spoon down his hack, or hold his nose at the
bridge, or do any of tbose things which any hrijij
boy knows are sovereign remedies for ihe noe
bleed.

This diversién over, Captain Sam Booden vert |

to the bat. “ Now look out forsquails, youstucl;.
up Fairport Niners,” said Nance Grindle, with
Nance was a Southender and

witbering sarcasni.
was “ second girl” in the family of the Hoket-
ingtons, and cordially hated all aiistocrats, Sue |
chough, Booden sent a daisy-cutter toivaix H‘
Hatch, at second base, but Hi pickcd it up firdy,
and so Captain Sam Booden retired at first liasg
and tlie White Bears also retired without a score

“ A goose eggl A goose egg!” shouted tlie
filends of the Fairport Nine. Captain Sinl
Perkins, too glad to speak, walked overto Hram
and wrung his hand in silence. It ivas non lie 1
first inning of the Fairports, and they did sore
very heavy batting, and scored five runs befoe
their side was put out, three of them beinghore
runs. But there were no special fcatures of Irel
game, and the girl-champions of the Fairports
were not sorry when their friends were out coc
more. “ They do so much better in the field”
they said, innocentiy.

But the Fairport Nine had a dccidedlead, andi
the chances were that they would have kept ii lof
the end and have won the game, but, just as ike
White Bears were going to their second iming,
great drops of rain began to fall, and the siorml
which Captain Sam had been dreading all dayiras|
upon them. The girls put up their paraseisandf
umbrcllas, and expressed their intention tostayl
and see the game through, rain or shine. Biittiiel
umpire, Mr. Sylvanus Tilden, of Nortli Fairport,
called the game, which was accordingly postpored
until next day. “ Just our luck! " grtimbled Cp
tain Sam, as the Nine went down the hill ino
town. It was a dismal ending of a Foiirth whdi
had begun so noisily, with the pealing of bells, liit
firing of guns, and the flaining of bonfires, propli-j
esied by one of the revolutionary forefathers.

“Just our luck!” grumblcd Sam, next day,.
ivben he saw that the sky was cloiidless, nndiliatl
the silvery waters of the bay reflecicd Naulilusj
Island, Gray’s Head and Hainey's Pointasiiiml
looking-glass. “ Some days it rains, and thenl
again, some days it don’t rain.  Yesterday, jnstj
as we were making ready to wallop the Whiiel
Bears, and had a lead of 5 to o, it upsand daSj
and so puts a stop to the game. To day nota«!|
cloud shows its face in the sky. You look overttej
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| Ibrtsnd yon can see the wiiole of Brigadier’s Island
reflected in Penobscot Bay, just as if it was on the
boliom of a new tin pan. Before this game is
i ow, boys, you TI wish a long sliower would come
I and save the feelings of the buliy Nine of Fairport;
I iwivyou see.”

“Sam is always croaking,” said Blackie, who
| «as al'vays iooking on the bright side of things, as
l'ii hisspirit was much lighter than his face. But
I «hen Sain lost the toss and the White Bears took
| the fieid and their opponents went to the bat first
| tilings did look a little gloomy for the Fairports!
Iand when their first iiming was finished without
Iscoringone nin to their credit, even the calm and
Iswlid "lob" felt a sinking at the heart.

“It’s too bad,” said pretty Alice Martin, shak-

ngher yellow curls with emphnsis.  “ It's too bad
oranything, and if | was Sam Perkins | ’d give that
ICwmbs boy an awful whipping. Every time one
lar the White Bears makes a base hit, he just grins
jlikea chessy-cat, and makes up a face as if to say
llbathe didit all. He’s perfectly horrid !”

Biit serious business was now in hand, for the
iBearsiventtothebat in high spirits. It was the
ISrsl time that they, or any other nine, had pre-
Ireated the Fairports from making one run. They
lhad a right to feel pleased. “ Mightily tickled,”
jSarah Judkins confidentially said they were, when
Ishe leaned over and whispered her opinién into
iPhcebe Noyes’s sun-bonnet.

Before the Fairports went té tlieir places, Cap-
liain Sam went among his forces and warned them
Idul the Whilc Bears were playing at their very
1tet that day, and that if they would win it must
th Hith hard work, cool heads, and, above all, no
inonsense, The game went on rapidly to the cidse
|d lhe eighth inning, and, up to that time, the
fairport Nine had not been able to make a single
«n,and their score stood exactly where it did at

decoMof their first inning of the day before.

[t6 White Bears, however, crept up, nmking a

N M a time, until, when their opponents went to

P bat Q11 the eighth, and the Fairports’last, in-

thescorc stood 5 to 5. Sam Perkins was the

f stnker, and uhile he was selecting his bat, his

noticcd, with some surprise, that the

ilie Bears had quietly changed their pitcher.
tétedouhlahlcEph Mullett, otherwise “ Nosev ”
othenvise “ Turkey,” went to the place'of

r td<and Jake Coombs took the left field, whilc

"Morey went to short stop, whcre “ Nosey”
" This move did not disconcert

7
lwm'lfvV strongest
1 Then. almost always safe.

U i ljaUr* sound, Even the chattering
r 2 « onthe slopes of the rampart ivere as

« niany mice. They watched the game

FAIRPORT NINE.

571

with the most intense interest, and, as for their
friends m the Nine, they did not daré to speak,
and hardly to breathe, for fcar they might losé
some point m the style of the new pitcher Then
carne the uinpire’s question; “ Where will you
have the ball ?” n

{/ f inside of the fort.
i-ph Mullett dehvcred the ball; jt went like light-
nmp Sam did not even make a motion to strike
at it, and his fellows, who were waiting their turn
on the bench near by, looked at each other in
specclilcss amazcment. But the gallant Captain hit
the next ball and sent it whizzing along the ground.
and made the first base. Cheery little Blackie
was next at the bat. “ See the darky !” scoffed
Nance Grindle “Thinks he is as good as a white
man, don the ? Sostuck-up along with Billy Heth-
ermgton ! Sakes alive! What s he at, anyhow !”
For Blackie made two attempts to hit the ball de-
hvered by Mullett, and in vain.

Meantime, however, Sam Perkins had stolen to
his second base, and Blackie, with a mighty effort,
gave him his thiid base by a masterly stroke that
sent the ball to center fieid, Now it was Ned Mar-
tin s turn to distmguish himself. W ith two players
on the bases, it required very delicate plaving
Ned playee! cautiously until he got a ball'that
almost everybody thought would bring home the
tivo men on the bases. Alas | it went straight into
the hands of the first base, who returned it with
surpnsing dexterity to the catcher at home base
just intime to put out Sam Perkins, by a hair's’
breadth. A

A double play for the “ White Bears,” two out
on the side of the “ Fairports,” .and not a run
scored,—lbis prospect was not bright for the
famous Nine. Fleet-footcd Blackie was at second
and Billy Hetherington, next to

base, however,
Sam Perkins the best striker of the Fairport
Nine, was the next man at the bat. Billy was

tall ~nd hmk, for his years, and was sometimes
called Crane,” by way of joke. But he had an
uiiernng eye, and was as cool as a cucumber under
any and all circumstances. Billy struck the first
ball, and Blackie was off like a deer for third base
Rut, contrary to all expectations, Billy’s ball was a
foui, and, fortunately, as it turned out, went away
out of the catcher’s reach, among tbe thistles which
grew at tlie base of the bastién, And so Blackie
had time to resume his position at second base
once more. Billy’s next hit was a high-flyer, and
as his comrades saw the center ficlder move back
to get ill range of the descending ball, their hearts
almost stood still.  They saw the ball go right
through his hands, and then they breathed a long
sigh of relief which was echoed among the very
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nicest girls on the side of the fort.

FAIRPORT

Sara Perkins

treated the spectators to a few steps of his favorite

war-dance.

But the joy of the Fairpoits was short-lived.

The “ lob,” their next batsrnan, sent a foul
straight up over his head, and it fell plumb
the hands of the catcher. This ended the
inning of the Fairport Nine, and they had
made one run that day.

ball
into
last
not

Their only hope now was

to “ skunk ” the White Bears, who were coming
to the bat with their faces aglow with satisfaction

and anticipated triumph. This, at least,
prolong the game, which could result in a tie.
When the Fairports went to tlie field in

might

the

ninth inning, it was evident that their spirits were

a little drooping.
“ | don’t see our way out of ibis pickle,”
Biliy Hetherington lo his sable chum,

said

as they

passed each other on their way to their respective

stations.

“ Keep a stiffupper iip, Billy,” replied his hope-

fiil crony.
well.”
Billy thought to himself that, though a cat

“ 1 've seen sicker cats than this get

may

have nine lives, the Fairport Nine did not have
more timn onc chance in a thousand to beat the
W hite Bears in this match j and then all would be

over.

The sympachies of the spectators were unmis-
takalrly with the Fairports, and when Pat Adams,
.at third base, took a hot ball straight from

with one hand,

Joe

almost precisely

as he had done the day'bcfore, there was abreezy

ripple of appiause all along the side of the
where the girls were the thickest in a group.

Morey was their next striker. He sent a
straight over to little Blackie, at left field.

fort
Dan
ball

Blackie

was watching the ball as it described a beautiful

ascending curve in the air, but his quick eyq

had

also markcd the tall thistles on the top of the fort
nodding in the wind, which was now rising some-

what.

He took a position a little to the right of

the place where everybody thought the ball should

fall. Captain Sam, at short stop, saw this

and

ground his teeth with rage, .and inwarclly groancd

*1the ’ll make a muff!”
the Nine knew what he was about.

Butthe colorcd mcmber of
The wind took

the ball a little to the north; it then descended
with a rush, and droppcd directly into his tawny
hands; and good Blackie hcld it like a vise, doub-

ling himself over in his anxiety to grip

it.

A

scream of delight went up from the rampart where

the girls waved their sun-bonnets with joy.
Fairports winkcd encouragingly at

The

each other,

and Captain Sam muttered an apology to Blackie,

as he was in the habit of talking to himself.

The

W hite Bears had not made a run yet, and they

NINE. _
Pili,

had two playe'rs out,
better.

George Bridges was their next baisman, andi,
was always to be feared. As he stood in p«ijon
wearing his usual pleasant expression, but«iil|,
look of dogged deterniination on his bron'n faa
everybody knew that he “ megnt business,” asite i
Fairports were saying to themselves. If hecme|
got a good blow at that ball, tbc chances «ere |
that it would go at a tremendous rale somefthett.
Silently, Captain Sam motioned his fieldersto i
back. The precaution was well tiken. Brices|
had a square hit at the ball, .and stnt itarayto |
the head of Billy .Hetherington al center fidd
Before he could get it and throw it to Ned Mutiii
the pitclier, George Bridges had made his thiri |
base. Joe Fitts was the next man to stand iip
before the pitcher of the Fairports, andtohimik
W hite Bears now, looked for success. He inuUhit|
the ball so as to bring George home, and ifre
could only do this, the game was «on. Itwasjl
thrilling crisis. A hush fell on the field. Thefloo-er.j
bed of sun-bonnets and paraseis on the rsmpani
and the side of the fort ceased its fliiiteringisl
the wind and sunshine. Even tlie boy friendsofitel
1IWhite Bears did not speak, althoiigh theysho«tdl
by their looks that they had coiifidence in Juehl
ability to do something great. And then JeiniiM
Pcgg, a long-lcggcd girl who worked in the loster-1
packing factory, stood up and waved herl»nnfl,|
crying out, “ Co it; Joe 1 Now s ver chance!”

Joe struck at the ball twice, but missed it. All
the third attempt, however, he was luoiefonunafcl
.He sent it \vhizzing through the air over lo Pai|
Adams, at third base. Joe went for the first |
as fast as his legs could carry him. George Bridgcs|
clid the same in the direction of the home |
and, to the confusiéon and grief of the Fairportsl
and their fair friends, Pat Adams muffedihalbal
“ Oh, Patsy ! Patsy | How could you do 'l
groanecl Captain .Sam. For that nniff virtuail)!
lost the game, and the crisis was i‘ast. Bul, befe|
tlie White Bears’ third playcr «as put o,
score-kecpers had to allow them a home runf)J
Jake Coombs, which, with Joe’s onc, made '6”
scorc five to eight in favor of the While
and tlie iicxt striker was put out by <fonl

The great match was over, and preiiy Alto
Martin, rising from her seat on the turf, sarij
“1t’s too awfully mean for anylhing fot ily
Southcnders to get the pennant. Butitu"F
splendid.” Alice was always a little niixed inkj
ideas, but she mcant that the game «as spiend®
And so thought and said a great many of lhe1
personally interestecl spectators, as theywentw'j
to the village. But so did not think Captain
when he saw the umpire hand the |)cnnant over |

The prospect vas dscicdli

N
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:QMI;IUTP?ah:hBOOd?n’ of;he Whltet:ealr.it.l Tth-at rage, but bold little Blackie called after the depart-
erofoox 1LVIth a grin, and, waving the 1ittie strip ing victors—* You had to work for it harder than

Iof r'edand white. bunting olver.hi.s-head, baw!ed,—’ you ever did before the mast | So, now !”
%I.ts not so b'g. as the *Williain and Saily’s N Hush iip, Blackie,” said Billy Hetherington.
Ibuigee, boys, but it s our "n. “ They 've won the championship, and the great

Sam and bis roates turned away in speechless atch is over.”

(Tff he coHtinueti,j
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SALLY’'S SOLDIER.

(A DfcoratioHe-day Sio>y.)

By Christine

Two little
girls were going swiftly
through Squire Blossoin’s

yard, taking a shortcuthome
from school. It was late in
the May afternoon. The
school had been out some
time, and the little girls were
hurrying along and talking
so busily that they did not
notice even the old white
sheep who pushed his nose
at them through the bars for
his usual petting.

One of the children was
listening with a sympathizing
face to the other, who wore a
pink sim-bomiet and a blue-
checked apron.

“ Of course, you don’t
mind,” said the little girl with
the pink bonnet; “ of course
you don’t, for your GUnele had
One arm shot off, and died,
and you can always say he
was in the war and was awful
brave, and shot off ever so
many guns, and waved flags,
and dnimmed awful hard,

and slashed his sword about, and cut things all
up.”

“ Oh, did he do all that?” asked little Mary,
quite elated. “ 1 did n’t know it; whotoldyou?”

“ Oh, of course he did,” said Sally ; “ all the men
were very brave that went from our town. Mother
says father was too sick to go to the war, and 1
feel awful ashamed about it. My Gnele went, but
he never lost one of his fingers, even, and never
got shot one bit; so it’s just the sameasifhe’d
never been !”

“ 1 should think you’d be glad he didn't get
hurt,” said little Mary, who could not follow Sally
in her patriotic flight. “ Perhaps your unele
fired and druramed just as hard as mine, and per-

Chapliv Brush.

haps he shot the enemy so' fast that nobody »oi a
chance at him.”

“ Weil, 1’'mreal mad and ashamed, too,” repligj
Sally. “ Tuesday is Decoration-day, and there
isn’t one grave that’s any relation to me indl,
that grave-yard, and there isn’t a flame aii Hlal\
monument in Martinsville that 3¢ Oﬂgs lo ourl
folks 17

But, whea Sally took her seat in school tlie neii |
morning, her face wore a cheerful and determineiJ |
air; and at rccess, when the little boys andj
were discussing the glories of Decoration-day, shel
joined in the conversacién as freely as if she hed
owned all the soldiers in town.

“1’'m going to walk to Martinsville and heat]
the speeches, and see the monument iriramed
up,” said a big boy. “ Seven of those fames Ik-|
long to ourvillage. | wish | had been a soldier.”

“ So do I !” cried Sally. “ Why, whenlliear|
the crackers on Fourth of July, | feel a«ful p
triotic! Oh, | wish I had lived in the Revoluiion11
When 1 study about those brave women | jisi
wish | had been one of them. | °d have keptal
little gun in my kitchen, and if | 'd seen a red-coatj
coming, | ’d have popped him off.”

The boys laughed at Sally’s warlike spirit,butj
the girls were rather startled.

“ Why, Sally Barnes,” said little Mary, "1 rewerj
knew you hated folks so, before; wliy, 1 bvel
taken a rcd-coat in, and hid him in our garret, upi
behind the old spinning-wheel and the chests. rdj
have tied up his shot places and taken his diiinerj
to him. 1would n’t be so unkind to aiiybody.”

“ 1 guess you would n’t have done that if he'ii
been shooting your father, would yon?” asked|
Sally, to bring the matter home.

“ Oh, but | did n’t mean one that had sholj
father,” said little Mary, in dismay.

“ They are going to decorate tho giavcs inourj
village first,” said the big boy who had spokenj
before. “ Therc ’s only seven, you know, and thenl
they ’Il all go over to Martinsville ; you girls 'voni.P
of course, you can’t walk three miles and back.

“ 1 can,” said Sally, “and 1 'm going

“ Why, Sally!” cried one of the big girls, "
need n’t be so interested; you were n’t
the war closed, and none of your relations
it, and if they had they 'd never know whetw
you tramped over that hot, sandy road ori
Whose grave are you going to weep over.
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Sally was siient.

"1 guess she’s going to weep over my uncle’s,”
| said little Mary, anxious to sliare her blessing with
lheritiend. “ My Unele used to live next door to
|te house, you know.”

"lI'don’t want to borrow anybody’s relation’s
lorave," said Sally, “ for | 've got one of iny own,

mow it never did belong to anybody, and 1 've
|adopted it; sol’ve gotaright to go to Martinsville,
liflwantto!"

The big boys and girls burst out
“Whose grave is it, Sally?” they asked.

“|t’sJohnAnderson’s,” said the little girl, “ andit
ldoesn’t belong to any of you, for | asked my father,

he said it did n’t. He was a Swecle, and
Iwerked for the doctor, and went to the war, and
I cameback sick and died, and did n’t belong in this
Iltown. So | said | 'd have him for my soldier, and
I my father says | can.”

Everything Sally took hold of was done thor-
loughl)-.  “1°’d rather have one hour of Sally’s
Inrk than three of Katy’s,” her mother used to
Jily.

The family, when she told them of “ her grave,”
lotlj'laughed ; they were used to “ Sally’s ways.”

Early on Decoration-day morning, Sally went to

he grave-yard, which was lying fcesli and green in
|ihemorning sun. It was a place where one might

ilorest after a sad and weaty life. It lay on a
| Itle rise of ground, and was surrounded by a low
I sote wall, tintcd by licliens in green and gold.

Itwisuncarcd for, except as Nature tended it.
iThe blackberry-vines ran at will over the low
jstones, the bees hummed in tlie long grasses,
Nhich waved, and blossomed, and died, untouched
|bythe scythc.

Violéis blooined thickly in the spring-time, and
Ithedaisies bent and swayed in the sweet summer
14 Far off lay the blue sea. Quiet was always
| ihere and rest belonged to the place.

lilooked very bright on this May morning; and

Si), inher pink sun-lvonnet, stcppecl resolutely
lakiiguntil she carne to “ her grave.” She cut the

Igwscarefuliy from it with a large pair of scissors,
|andlieaped the mound with flowers.

Whenthe little procession turned into the yard,
1~ people were all surprised to see the grave of

Wr Sivede, who had lived for so short a time
|f»|igiliem, carefully trimmed and decorated.

Atar the simple ceremony was over, the people
jyjied, most of them returning to their homes.

f however, followed the men and boys who

«""“goingto Martinsville.

| "“'ster and his wife rodé in a buggy.
| hentheysaw Sally trudging along in the hot

they offered to tuck herin between them, and
*15very glad to accept the invitation.

lauglling.
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“ Why were you taking this long walk, my
dear?” asked Mr. Raymond.

“ 1 want to hear the speeches, and go to Decora-
tion-day, and see the monuments. Besides,” said
Sally, “ I want to hear what they are going to say
about John Anderson.”

“ Who isJohn Anderson ?” asked the minister.
“ Do you mean Major Anderson of Sumtcr?”

“1don’t know, sir,—I| mean a man who died in
the war, for us. He was a Swede, and need n't
have gone to our war at all, only he was so polite,”
Sally replied.

“ 1 rcmember the poor fellow, now; he carne
here as a sailor on one of our ships, and stayed—
worked on the doctor’s farm. He was an honest,
hard-working man; he little thought he had come
among us only to find a grave.”

“Why did n’t they have him buried near his
rclations ?” asked Sally.

“ No one knew, | suppose,
lived.”

“ And perhaps,” said Sally, “ his mother islook-
ing out for him all the limo, and thinks he has for-
gotten her,” and tears carne into her large gray
eyes.

where his friends

Sally tukl Mrs. Raymond about adopting the
grave, and the lady was much amused and
touched.

W hen they carne into Martinsville, the scene was
quite exciting to the little girl.

The stvcets were filled with people, and, on the
little squavc where the moiUD'nent stood, the band
was playing slow and mournful music.

Sally’s heart thrilled with the sound.

Mr. Raymond tied his horse to a tree near the
square, and then they walked on to the “ green,”
to be within hearing of the speakers.

Sally listened attentively, as one after another
named the brave fellows who had given their lives
for their country.

When Squire Barnard rose, Sally never took her
eyes from him; he was from her village, and would
speak of the soldiers wlio belonged there.

He nained and praised one and another, briefly,
and thcn satdown; he never mcntioned John An-
derson ! Sally’s cheeks grew red,—she pulled Mr.
Raymond’ slceve.

“ 1did n’t think Mr. Barnard was so unkind and
mean,” she whispered; “ he never said one single
word about John Anderson; and | ’ll never play
with his little girl again j When | 'm big enough,
I ’ll carve a head-stone for my soldier.”

A gentleman now spoke to Mr. Raymond, and
the two walked off together toward tlie platform.
The minister rose to say a few words.

He said he wantcd to tell a little story. So he
told them of Sally’s adopted grave, and spoke very
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tenderly of the poor stranger who had cast his lot among
them 1 and of the little girl who wished to keep his
memory frésh," and who had felt hurt that the Squire
had forgotten to inention hira.

“ Let ’s see the little girl,” said a voice; and before
Sally knew where she was, a man had lifted her on to
the ¢latform. She looked upon the crowd; and then
she held down hcr head, the tears in her eyes. The
people all laughed.

“ | propose,” said Mr. Raymond, “ that we give money
enough to this little wom-
an, to buy a simple head-
stone fér'the grave ofJohn
Anderson.”

The people clapped
their hands, and a man
passed his hat around
among the crowd. Pen-

nies rattled, and bits of paper fl¢-
tcrecl into it; and soon he camelo
the platfonn, and told Sally to how
out her apron. It was quite hear)-
with pennies, and there were o
bilis among them ! , .
Sally smiled and quite forgot
sclf, thinking o fthc pcoplc’skiMaesi
“ Oh,thank you,”she said, hereyessparkling. And then she added, suddenly, m a grateu
of voice:* | ’ll put some flowers on yourmonument the nexttime we nde over.
Then everybody clapped their hands, and stamped and laughed; and Sally was h p
took her seat again by Mrs. Raymond.

SALLY ON THE PLATFOSM.
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The Squire said the speakers ought to ride home

tosether- so he put Sally into his carriage, which

Hned with blue cloth, and had a rice stuffed
back, and springs in the seat.

Sally’s mother was quite surprised to see her
Ultlc girl getiing out of Squire Barnard’s carriage.
She bad worried about her all day, for she never
dreamed that she really meant to go all the way to
Martinsville.

Sally told the family all about her day, and how
she had been on the platform; and she showed the
inoney; and her father, when he had heard all,
said he should never worry about that girl,—she
always icU feet down !

The story of Sally’s patriotic zeal soon spread
around the firesides of the county, and several
gendemen and ladies, who were not preseiit at
thecelebration, sent her money lo help in buying
ihe head-stone.

When she had thirty dollars, Sally began to
grow impatieiit to have the work done. So she
drcssed herself very neally one afternoon, and
calledon Mrs. Squire Barnard. The lady smiled
kindly on her, and said;

“ Oh, this is the little girl who made the speech
at Martinatilk-! | am glad to see you again, dear.
Can | do anything for you ?”

“Ves, nia’am,” replied Sally; “ | carne to ask
you if you would take your nice carriage some day
and go shopping with Mrs. Raymond and me, for
ahead-stone for my soldier, | don’t want to buy
just any one that happens to be left over at the
Center.”

Mrs. Barnard said she was going on Monday to
the county town, where there were two or three
marble-yards, and that she would be vety happy
lo take Mrs. Raymond and Sally with her in the
carriage.

That was a proud and happy day when the little
girl climbed into the fine carriage and took her
seat oppositc the tivo ladies,

But ivhen they rcached the marblc-yard, Sally
«as very much disappointed not to find a stone
al ready and waiting for her, with dniins and
fifes, and swords and guns carved on it.

Mrs, Raymond said that, as there was no more
wat where her good soldier had gone, some cm-
hlem of peace would be better.

Sally then turned her attention to the doves and
bmbs she saw on head-stones,. but, after some
‘ffort, the ladies diverted her from these; and
s»n they ali agreecl on a beautiful white marble

The price of this was thirty-five dollars; but
"henthe owncr heard the story of Sally’s soldier,
h«said he would sell it for thirty.

577

If ever you should visit Sally’s town, you would
see a well-kept grave in the church-yard, with a
scroll at its head, on which is carved in bold relief:

“ Joh» Anderson,
A Naiive oi Sweden,
Aged a8 Ycats."

And beneath this a grateful acknowleclgment of
the sacrifice the young stranger had made for iinion,
justice and liberty among ns.
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T his little old man

1695 . May,

lived all alone,

And he was a man of sorrow;
For, if the weather was fair to-day.
He was sure 't would rain to-irorjow.

A. U.

By Mrs. D.

Almost all boys and girls who read this paper
will have either read or studied at school some
history of England, and will remember that while
they can recall the fiames of King John, King
Stephen, Kings Edwatd, Henry, and many others,
and can think, too, of queens who have reigned
alone, it is only in one reign that the fiames of
both king and queen are always mentioned to-
gether—namely, those of William and Mary.

Now, after the good queen Mary’s death, and
while Williara was reigning sadly alone, there was
something done of great importance in the king-
dom,—not always told in small histories,— which
may be of interestto our young readets, and well
worth remembering. This event of importance
was a new method of coining money. Before this
time, for centuries, money had been shaped in
just one rude way. The metal, after being pre-
pared of a certain thickness, was marked and cut
by hand with shears into pieces ; these were then

1695.

G. Bacon.

hammered as nearly rflund 95 possible, the pieces
having around them no rim for inscription such
as we are used to seeing on coined money non
Made in this unskillful way, the coins in use could
not be of exactly the same weight and valué, and
it was found to be very easy to clip off little pon
tions of them, without very much reducing Iheii
valué or changing their appearancc. These dip-
pings, although very small, when collected from
many pieces and melted together, were found to
be of much valué. Butin time, the clipped coirs,
after passing through the hands of many dishonest
persons, who each took a little paring, become
so much lessened in size that a shilUng wes m
weight worth no more than a sixpence or ec"
less, and all pieces became reduced in the sane
proportion.

Some boy interested in tradmg may asK
clipped shilling passed for a shilling,
buy a shilling’s worth of any thing, what dineren
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didii make?” It made this difference: Shillinp
and crowns being of all sizes, those who labored
for money demanded to be paid in good-sized
pieces, and there were continual wranglings and
disputings between the laborer and his employer,
and beiween buyer and seller, as to what sort of
poney should be receivcd in payment. These
irniiuents took much time, gave rise to ill feeling,
and sometimes ended in fights and bloodshed.
Then, if money were to be sent to France or any
foreign couiitry, where its valué must Ise decided
according to its weight, tifty pounds, face valie," in
dipped English money would hr umd -be
«tth, perhaps, no more than Iwcnty pounds.
Toreinedy this very unhappy state of affairs, it
I3Sthought isest that the government should have
nftf money coined, hoping that it would in a short
dmedriveout thcoldaltogether. So, in 1558, a mili
w@sset up in the Tower, by which means the new
pieces were shaped of uniform size, each with a
taisedrim and cross-fluted edge, so that it could
notbe dipped without showing the cut. Coin from
lhenewraillwas callcd “ milled” money, and people
liked it, for it was the best then coined in Europe.
The horse in the Tower went round and round
(for irachinery then was nol much like ours), and
beapsof bright new pieces wei'e continually being
nade. However, very little of the new coinage
«sin circulation, and dishonest persons still grew
richfrom the clippings of the old coins, and the
sare giiarreling and dissatisfaction existed. The
wn money was either hoarded or sent out of the
country,—the poor coins still passed from hand to
! band in trade.
| Then very ses-ere laws were made lo punish
those who should be found guilty of mutilating the
looncy.  Tire offense was punished with as much
swverity as counterfeiting. Some persons proved
to have dipped money were hanged, and one
vomen, we are told, was burned alive. Still, the
business was so profitalole that even these severe
h*s could not check it, and the wisest men in the
kbgdom tried to find some better plan.
Thiswas what was done. Good men thought
tetthe government ought to make good the loss
00thedipped money to each person who should
boeit in hij possession. If a poor man should
boesaved a hindred pounds, they said, and a law
«retobe passed that each individual must give
'Phismoney to be melted down and coined again,
laspoor man would receive for his one hundred
ptihapsonly forty or fifty pounds in exchange. So
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it was resolved to cali in after a certain day all the
old money and pay its full face valué in exchange.
To do this, twelve hundred thousand pounds
would be needed, and the next question was how
the government could raise so large a sum.

It was decided at last to put a new tax upon the
people. The inmatcs of every house were re-
quired to pay a certain tax upon each window in
the house. This was cailed the window-tax.

Then many furnaces were employed 10 melt the
oid money and make it into ingots. These were
made into milled money in the Tower, and after a
certain day in the year A. D. 1695, none of ihe
old dipped money could be legally used. Finally,
then, this gre.it evil, which had lasted a very long
time; was cured.

The two double jlictures represent a dipped coin
and amilled coin, both faces of each. Thodipped
coin is an unusually well-preserved specimen, and
is a very rare English shilling, minted in 1549,
during the reign of Edward 'VI. Besides showing
the marks of clippings, it isof interestas being an
example of the first appearance of a date upon
English money. The milled coin is an English
shilling of the reign of Charles Il., and was minted
in 1663, two years before the Great Plague. The
third picture represents a coin lying flat, and
shows the milling, or cross-fluting, upon the edge.
The specimens from which these pictures were
takcn were kindly loaned to ST. Nicholas by
Gastén L. Fcuardent, Esquire, of New York.
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TOPSYTURVY'S DREAM.

By Edgar Fawcett.

TOPSYTURVY liad lived

all his life in a
great old-fashioned
house, not far from
the sea. He was only

eight years old, and
he had big, inusing
blue eyes, and airy yel-
low hair, that seemed
to hold the flash of a
buttercup in it. His
father and mother
were both very fond
of him, and very kind

to him; but often,
when the neighbors
admired his lovely looks, both parents would
shake their heads sadly, and say ; “ Oh, yes, but

he is always getting everything wrong.”

And he was. <Yet in his lessons and his daily
life he made mistakcs, not from stupidity, but
from absent-mindedness. He was a dreamer.
Everybody, who knew him well, agreed that if he
would only stop falling asleep and dreaming with
his eyes wide open, he w”uld be a clever child,
and a shining credit to those whom his grotesque
errors now sorely tried. As might be supposed,
in a little boy of his temperament, he was very
fond of fairy-tales. He was never tired of rcading
about the marvels which they narrated, and he
knew a number of them by heart. These he
would recite to himself while he walked along the
pleasant pastoral roads. They were an immense
comfort to poor Topsyturvy, these quaint, fan-
tastic stories. Just to murmur them aloud as he
did would soothe him wonderfully after the tor-
ments of school-hours. “ I suppose | like them,”
he would say, “because the people who are in
them are all queer, just as I am. Only, | wish
that I could manage to find a few more books of
them.” ,

At first, Topsyturvy’s parents encouraged his
love of fairy-tales; there seemed no harm in such
a taste, and it was certainly better than the lawless
pranks of most boys. But by degrees the good
people began to suspect that ibis fanciful reading
only made their son more self-forgetful and pecul-
iar. At length an awful edict went forth. Topsy-
turvy was to read no more fairy-tales. The little
book-case in a coérner of the sitting-room, that
held his favorites, was mercilessly locked. Poor

Topsyturvy gazed at the gilded scroll-woA m
some of their backs till his eyes grewdim, He
felt as if his heart had been taken from liis breaa
and shut behind those cruel glass panes. “Ifs
no comfort to look at them,” he said, ivoefully,
one afternoon; “ they only make me feel all (lie
more that | 've lost them.”

He went out and rambled along a road ibt
swept away past the homestead in which lie lived
frequented by few vehicles, and leading straiglit
toward the sea, It was now Septcnibcr, and ire
margins of the road were gay with junglcs ofblos-
soming golden-rod, or richly purple -with the
feathery blooms of astcrs. The afternoon ligt
gave a kind of silvery-blue glitter to the sky, ad
the fresh Aiitumn breeze had the least hint ofwin
ter in its soft kecnness. 1 A crcepcr wound abeui
the trunk of a somber ccdar had begun tobmm
witli vivid scarlet tints, Already the calm splen
dor of the sea, behind black ovcvhanging oas,
had broken upon Topsyturvy’s sight. He bi-ed
the sea dearly. The melodies of its incoming cr
to him. Not far away there was a sortofrocky
bluff, with a cavernous holc in it, whose edges tls
waters had draped years ago in ljeaded lichens
From this rough alcove, when the tidc was lo»,
Topsyturvy liked to «atch the spacions gr.indcut,
of the sea, while seated on a certain sun-dried |
ledge. He clambercd up into the leclge now, and |
let his eyes roam across the silent, mcasureless
expansc. A few sails glearaed here and there,
faint as the white wings of far-away gulls. Fes1
ently he turned his sight toward tlie interior of ile |
cave, leaning his bushy gold head againsi the ood,
firm wall of rock. He was longing for one oi te
fairy-tale books. He had so often read iheia
before, just in this very spot1 The place semed
thronged with the people whom be loved, aid
whose lives and fortunes he bad read about «ih
such affectionate wonderment. A strange ida|
entered his sad, distressed brain.

“ They say that | get everything wrong,
sighed, wistfully * « *" “ | hope 1 have nt|
made any mistakcs about the stories * *
hope I unclerstood Z/wjif all right * 7

It seemed to him only a very little ivhile
ward that the interior nf the cave grew folio a|
palé, doubtful Kght, as though the earliesi i
of raorning were filling it. His eyes wwi -
turned away from the sea, but he did nol changRl
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liis posture.- He was not at all frightened. It
occurrcd to him thathe somehow.ought to be, and
jel he was not.

He could no longer recognize the spot where he
liad seated himself. Tlie swarthy. sea-weeds had
dl faded away. He seemed surrounded with a
calm, whitish mist, such as he had seeu clothe the
shore on foggy days, when the sun had touched all
ine flcecy, vaporous masses with a sweet, dull glory.
Byand by the mist partee! very slowly, and he per-
ceived several obscure, confused forms. For some
time he could make none of them out at all dis-
tincilly. But by degrees one of them became very
plain to him.

It was a beautiful, princely figure, ciad in a
doublct of velvet that glistencd with gems. It .had
on acap from which curved a long white feathef,
ihatpartly shadowed the handsome, deiicate face.

*'Oh, dear,” murmured Topsyturvy, admir-
ingly, ” hoiv splendid you are ! Who'can_y,?rz be ?”

The vision gave a light, musical laugh. “ 1?7~
he said. “ Oh, 1am the person whom yon have
atays thought Cinderclla’s prince. But you were
itry much mistakcn.  You are forever getting
thingstvrong, you know. | marry a poor, ignorant
littlecreature who constantly sat among the cinclers!
Nota bitof it!”

Another Laugh, in a very ferainine voice, sounded
iramcdiatcly afterward. A beautiful lady, in a bro-
cadeddress and with powdered hair rolled high off
her blooming face, stood at the Prince’s side. But
her lip had a proud curl, and in her white, jewelcd
neck was the haughty arch that we see in a sailing
siran’s. Somehow, Topsyturvy knew this lady
Ire moment that he looked upon her. He feit
surethat she was one of Cihderella’s wicked sisters.

“Yes,” cried the brilliant creature, suddenly
spreadingout an jminense fan, that was almost the
sieof a pcacock’s tail, and painted over with pink
dwrubs firing roses at one another—* oh, vyes,
everybody knows that Topsyturvy is all the time
setting things wrong.  The slippcr fitted me per-
*My. See there1”

Andshe held out the dainticst and neatest of feet,
cnishich sparkled a small glass slipper.

Topsyturvy felt like utteriiig a shout of aston-
kliment; perhaps he would have done so if a very

foice, and a very sad face as well, had notboth
~cklyclaimed his attention.  And now Cinderella

Itetsdf stood before him, with a wan, tired look,
“d dark, mournful eyes. She had silky flaxen
| Mr, bm Ibis, like her ivrctched, ragged garments,

‘“te lliick powdery traces of the cinclers among

Mchshe had dwelt so long,
| Indy is quite right,” murmured Cin-
I*ella, looking straight at Topsyturvy with her
A "Pimelancholy eyes. “ You are always getiing
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things wrong, remember. My sisters just went to
the ball without me, and that was the end of it. |
staid at home and satin the cinders, as | shall no
doubthaveto do until my othersister getsmarried—
which | hope will be soon. Nobody knows who
dropped the glass slipper on the ball-room floor.
It is said that there were several foreign princesses
there, that night, with whom our Prince danced,
but he was certainly more aitentive to my sister
than to anybody else. And the' next morning,
when he appeared with the slipper, he knew per-
fectly well that it would fit her; he had seen her
foot before j he recollected how pretty and small
it was.” .

The low, dreary voice in which she spoke, died
slowly away. And then Cinderella’s form died
away with it, and that of the Prince and the fine,
cruel sister likewise. Once more it seemed to
Topsyturvy that the cave was filled with mist.
But though the visions had vanished, the impres-
sion left on Iheir observer was still a strong one.

“ 1 am so sorry for poor Cinderella,” laroented
Topsyturvy, “ Perhaps | may be always getting
things wrong, butit would have been a gi-eat deal
better, | am very sure, if the whole affair had been
managed my way instead of hers!”

Just as he finished these words, it seemed to him
that some strange power lifted him genlly upon
his fcct, and that he was borne along for quite a
distance without walking a step. And now, as if
magicaUy conjured up from nowhere, a high,
dense, thorny hedge rose before him. Its prickly
sharpness, mingled with the ciose-growing leafage,
looked picturcsque enough, but it nevertheless
made Topsyturvy think, with a little shiver, what a
very hard time any one would have ivho might
attempt to scramble through it. There was a
door, however, or a vine-girt opening that resem-
bled one, and beside this sat a queer, sleepy old
man, in a dull, wine-colored jerkin and a faded
taffetas cap. He looked up drowsily as Topsy-
turvy drew near. He wore his gray beard cut in
a peakcd form, and the toes of his shoes carne to
a Sharp point, and fell a little sideways because of
their limp length.

“ Oh,” he said, seeing who had arrived,
only you.”

And he lowered his old eyes toward the ground
again.

“ Were you expecting anybody else?” asked
Topsyturvy.

The old man looked up once more. This time
he gave his bony shouldcrs an impatient shrug.

“ Oh, | suppose the Prince will come, one of
these days. They say that he will. It ’s been
over five hundred years now stnce he was cxpected.
My father watched here before me, and my grand-

“
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father, and my grandfather’s father, and so back
for many generations.”

A light began to break in upon Topsyturvy.

“ Oh," he said, softly, “ this door leads to ”

“The Sleeping Palace,” said the oid man. Then
he looked at Topsyturvy a little keenly out of his
dreamy eyes. “ 1 daré say you thought it liad
waked up long ago. But then, you know, you
are always getting things svrong.”

“ Yes,” said Topsyturvy, ruefully,
to say that | ara.”

“You can go in, if you please,” said the oid
man, staring down at his pointed shoes, ‘“and see
for yourself.”

Topsyturvy felt himself gently borne through
the leafy aperture. He stood presently in what
seemed to him the court-yard of a magnificent
raarble palace. But the marble was all sallow and
stained with time, and faint films of velvety iiioss
clung to it here and there in greenlsh patches.
An immense flight of steps led upward to a vast
colonnaded balcony, and bcyond this rose a froiit
of spacious windoivs, all overhung liy thick masses
of sculpture, in which he saw griffins' heads jut-
ting forth in bold relief. Across the balcony
hung great embroidered banners of silk and satin,
that must have been gorgeous in their day, but
were now tarnished and tattercd. Along the
stately stairs lay niiiner6us forras of pages and
vassals, some brawny, grown raen, and some slen-
der, pretty boys, with cuvly golden heads. But
each form worc the listless apathy ofdeep slumber,
and every face among them had its eyes tightl>’
'shiit.  Topsyturvy had never before been in so
still a place. The silence was perfectly brcathless.
High grass had grown through the crevices of the
court-yard flags, and from the big carvcd unis that

“
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flanked the majestic pértico, rank growths of
untended fiowets trailed in tangled festoons,
making the air heavy with their perfumes. One

of the little pages was half smothered by a profu-
sion of ivy that had puslied itself through the stonj'
balustrade, and wrapped him in its dark luxiiri-
ance.

Half of his own accord, and half because some
hidden forcé still urged him, Topsyturvy mounted
the lordly steps. He trod very softly, as though
afraid to rouse the sleepers. But none of them
stirred. At length he passed along the broad bal-
cony, and entered a superb archway that led through
an enormoushall. Here, at various intervals apart,
sat men in rusty armor, but their helmeted heads
had fallen stdeways. and though theirmighty hands
still grasped tall halberds in slanting positions, all
were fasl asleep, Presently Topsyturvy found
himself in a new apartment, and now his blue eyes
opened very wide indeed with wonder.
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The room was hung witli many moulderiQi
tapestries, where gleameddim shapes ofhuntsmeni
with leaping hounds at their sides, and someiimpJ
a ladyon horseback, with a hawk flutieringupHjrJ
from her wrist. But in the chamber itself wesjl
raised throne, and here, on a huge chair that seeicedl
made of dragons, all twisted together, sat a vcn,|
erable figure, with a high golden crown and
flowing white beard that swept nearly to the fiwi I
This was too piainly the King, but a full, mello»
snore, regular as the strokes of a dock, told ttutj
he, too, was sleeping. At his side stood ap
with drooped head, also aslccp, but holding inone|
hand a burnished flagon, and in the other a go
The King had put forth his own hand, as ifinaal
to receive the goblet, but his outstretched fingeisj
lay drooped upon the gilded frame-work of tbe|
chair. AIll about him stood lords and reiainers,!
but upon each had sunk the same benuinbingspellj

After this, Topsyturvy wandercd about the wholej
palace, seeing many strange sights.  In oneroml
he found a gray-haired lady, whose moth-eateii|
robe clung round her with brittle diyncss. She|
tended a skein toward a young girl wlio had 1
arrested by sleep, like herself, while in act of|
unwinding it. But across the skein waswoven al
heavy brown colaweb, in which even the craiil
spidei-s that had wrought it did not stir. Thenl
again he found a dog, in act to bario at an eiderlyl
dame, who held a. silver-raounted staff in air; butj
the dog and the old woman were alike inutcin|
slumber. * And so on, tlirough manyl
separate chambers, till at last, in a rein6te ponionf
of the palace, Topsyturvy reached thc cndofhis|
curious journey.

Here the lightcarne through a large oriel window; |
and struck full upon a couch, whose covetlel |
once been some costly purpie fabric, sown with'larsl
and lilies; but although this rare cloth was no»l
dull and raveled, she whose form it overspreadl
almost dazzled yon with her lovelincss.  Siumberl
had given a damask tint to her cheeks, like ihail
which a peach will wear on the side that hasbeeal
turned nearest lo the sun; and her lips, half un-l
closed, had the curl of rose-petals. Her darkbairj
fell in plenteous folds about the pillow, for thoughs
jcweied net had once confined it, the meshes badl
rotted apart and loosened their glossy burden.f
This was the Sleeping Beauty. Topsyturryki)C«j
her the moment his gaze fell upon lier.

Grouped about the couch of the Princess «Hij
many slumbering damsels, some who stood upriglib|
others who reclined in languid altitudes. A fc»|
had lutes in their laps, but the lute-strings
quite shriveled away. One lady had her "hkj
throat stretched out like a bird when it sings,
her mouth piainly parted; her aniber tressesi

*
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j puré, saint-like face seemed to tell you how
Isiteetthe song might have been, hundreds of years
Another damsel had ljeen reading from
Isome sort of volume with fretted golden clasps,
lbut all the leaves of the laook had fallen (o dust;
ya single shred of one yet lingered beneath
sightiess look. Topsyturvy leaned over her
liouider, and glanced down at it; only one line
Iremaiaed there, and this somehow seemed like a
;ofpoetry; but the language was now forgotten,
|i«nby the wisest men !
As Topsyturvy gazed on the sleeping Princcss,
ipitifl murmur left him. “ 1 may lje always
| gettingthings wrong,” he said, touching a lock of
edatk, coiling hair, “ but it surely would have
| benbetter if the Prince had come and waked you
lip, What if / kiss heri” he whispered to him-
Iself, and then he l)ent forward and pressed his
lipsagainst the Priiicess’s cheek. He felt his heart
. ftightenedly all the while. He would have
liked lo put his arms about her neck, just as he did
Inery night and morning with his dear mother;
yshe looked too grand and queenly for that.
. Topsyturvy was not the Prince whose Kiss
Imust awake her.  And so she still slepton. And
)nsoon afterward, the damsels’ fonns grew quite
lili, and the whole chamber faded away. A palé
Isiist once more cnvcloped Topsyturvy; the en-
Ictanted palace and all itsinniates had mvsteiiously
Wi
And now, while Topsyturvy marveled over all
liiie strange and sad things that he had seen, a
lloteriose up out of the mist, built of gray, rugged
Isone; and on the top of this tower stood a palé
lywhowrung her hands, and wailed in heart-
lhoken tones.
“Dear, dear!" said Topsyturvy;
|hpeattrouble. Who axtyouf"
Then the lady turned her tearful look upon liim.

“you seem
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“ Don’t you know me?” she moaned. “ lam
the sister of poor Fatima. 1--—-—-"
“ Oh, | know. You ’re Sister Anne,” said
Topsyturvy.

Now, of all his favorite stories, Topsyturvy had
always loved “ Bluebeard” the best. It was his
special treasure—the apple of his eye. He felt his

cheeks flushing hotly as an wunhappy thought
struck him.

“ Yes,” answered the lady, still wringing her
hands, “ | am Sister Anne ; true enough.”

“ Then why are you so sorrowful ?” asked Top-
syturvy. “ I thought "

“ Oh,” interrupted lhe lady, petulantly, “ you
are always getting things wrong, you know. Do

you reraember why my poor sister sent me to the
roof of this tower?”

“ Yes, indeed ! It was to watch for the brothers
who carne and saved her from Bluebeard.”

There was a little silence. The'big tears were
running down Sister Anne’s cheeks.

“ You ’re always getting things wrong, Topsy-
turvy,” she began, in a broken voice.

But here a wild, mournful ci-y cut short her
fiirther words.

“ Oh, don't tell me that the brothers did n't
come at all!” exclaimed Topsyturvy, despair-
ingly. “ 1 know | get everything wrong, but
don’t tell me | 've made that mistake ! Don’t tell
me that poor, sweet Fatima has been killed!”

But the loudness of Topsyturvy’s own cry
awoke him. And there he sat, alone in the cave,
above the tawny, glistening sca-weeds, while the
risen tide plashed against the crags below, and the
darkening water had turned rosy with twilight.

It had all proved a dream, and Topsyturvy
sighed a great sigh of relief to find it so. There
was such comfort in thinking that for once, after
all, he had not been “ getting things wrong !”
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By Margaret Vandegrift.

(A livw<? s/nry in rhymc.)

1 SUPPOSE ihey heard
the reading-lesson

Which their older
brother read that
day,

For | was not asked to
tell them 1'Some-
thing

New and funny, Mam-
ma, to play.”

But when | happened into the nursery,
Both were reclining in regal State,

By a table furnished with two bananas.
And a vast amount of gilt-paper piate.

Johnny was looking anxiously upward,
But May, apparently quite at ease,
Announced, from a shawl and two sofa-pillows,
“We are Mr. and Mrs. Damocles !”

And | never, certainly, had encountered
Such a sword as hung above Johnny’s head;
It was six feet long, and swayed, suspended
From a cap-pin, by a single thread.

I must admit the horror was lessened—
Though it seemstoo bad their romancete spoil-|
By the fact that the pasteboard sho'ved in placesT
Through its lavish covering of tin-foil!

Johnny and May were dressed in togas,

Each composed ofa single sheet,
Draped in a highly classic manner,

And pasteboard sandals adorncd tlieir fest-

I took my work to a distant window.
And began to sew at a rapid rate.

And the revelers, not at all embarrassed,
Went on with the banquet in all theirsu
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My dw - y* A of peacock?”
Said Mrs. Damocles, tenclerly,
| hi5 Higliness, groaning deeply, answered:

1There ’s no use offering peacock to me!

1Do you think | can ever enjoy my dinner,
When that old sword may drop any minute ?”
jsaid Mrs. D., in her gentlest accents;
-Do take some pudding, there ’s raisins in it!”

[adDamocles made heroic answer,
‘ Well, give me some peacock, and pudding,
and all!
|l spose | inight as well cat my dinuer,
If Ihat old thing is going to fall !'”

Voi,, Vi1~
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A light hreeze wandered in at the window,
And swayed the ssvord on its single thread;
The treacherous cap-pin left the ceiling,
And down carne the sword on Damocles’ head.

| laughed at myself for being startled.
And May gave a horrified little squeak,

But Damocles, as became his station,
And heroic soul, was first to speak.

He eyed the sword with conteinpt and angcr,
Then—* 1 don’t even know where the
thing hit!
1 °Il not play Damocles any longer__
Why, it didn’t Inirt me a single bit!”

old
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HOW TO CARE FOR THE SICK.

By Susan

Y almost all the civilized
world, the fiame of Flor-
ence Nightingale isspokcn

with love and adinira-
tion. Any suggestions
upon the care of the

sick, cannotbegin better

than by her story, which

always brings to every

one who hears it a thrill

of longing to do some-

thing great and good for suffer-
ing huraanity.

Many girls think ihat all they
lack is the opportunity, and if
they only had the chance, they
could win the love and rever-

ence of thousands of their fellow-beings just as
she dicl: but no one can stavt outof an aimless, use-
less lifeinto aheroic one. The beginning of the path
of glory is narrow and difficult, and often very dull.

Florence Nightingale had been nursing among
the poor tfenaiits on her father’s estate, for many
years before the.Crimean war began; so that she
was all ready for the opportunity when it carne.
When, in that fearful time, soldiers were dyingby
thousands for want of proper carc, England, at
last, was aroused to a sense of her own responsi-
bility in the matter, and it was decided to send
nurses. Mr. Heibert, the Secretary of War, who
had charge of the expedition, knew that he could
never send a band of women to that foreign land
to care for the soldiers, unless some one woman
could be found who uttderstood the whole inatter,
and could take charge of the entire company.
There was no time to train a person for this posi-
tion. She must be found, all ready for the work.
He reinembercd that, in Derbysliire, there was a
woman who had been working among the poorin
their own homes, and had visited hospitals and
studied the art of nursing for years. Who could
doubt that she would undertake the great charge
of carrying help and comfort to the dying soldiers?
He wrote and asked hev, and his letter crossed, on
its way, onc from her, offering her Services as an
army nurse. So this company of brave women
smrted, with Miss Nightingale attheirhcad. Whcn
they reached the seat of war, they found such sick-
ness and suffeving as they had never dreamed of
finding. No “ Sanitavy Commission” had pourecl
in boxes of supplies, as in our late war. The hos-

Anna Brown.

pitals were dirty and comfortless, and, even«hn |
food was abundant, the men often suffcred, hocause|
there was no one whose business it was to seeibjij
it was given to them. An order had lo phi!
through so many different officers, tliai tlie menj
might die before they could get what ihcy necdeit |
On one occasion, soon after tlic nurses airiftd.f
the sick were suffering for the want of somcibin»!
which was locked up among the stores from Eng-l

land. No one could get it until the proper officel
carne. | must have it now,” said Miss Nighin-I
gale. “ You cannot, until you have n properper-I

mit,” said the guavd. She said nn inore, buil
simply called some Turfcs to help her, aiidutnil
straight to the building where the storeswctc kepi.l
“ Knock the door down,” said this resolute «onuii;l
and down wont the door. She took wliai njsl
needed, and went back to tire hospital, .Vicrl
that, the officers kne'v tliat though most scri.|
pulous in obeying necessary orders, slie misi

one who would sit still and let men die, while mii j
ing until aregular form had been gone tliroiish.

You all know the story of how the soldiers lowii|
her, “ the lady with the lamp,” and howtel
turned to kiss her shadow, as it fell upon their pil-|
lows ; and how, when she carne back to Enjii
she met the gratitude of the nation; the Quectl
herselfsending her a beautiful locket. blazingirthl
gems, with “ Blesscd are ihc merciful” upon n,|
and underneath, the word “ Crimea."” Her coiiiv
Irymen desired to offer hcr some lestimonirl of|
their gratitude, and a fund was raised for Ihatpiii-|
pose, but Florence Nightingale declined nni'perl
sonal reward for her labors, and the nioneyral
devoted to the founding of an instiiuiion fof
training nurses.

One heroine is sure to make others. Whcnool
war carne, hundreds of women, reniembering«kl|
she liad done, were ready to give tlicir tirac
strength to the work of nui-sing ihc sick
wounded. Day and night they toiled, nnd 'l«|
notall bathing aching heads, fior reading aloudsikl
vriting letters for the soldiers; there «'ered“MT
ful wounds to be dressed, and tiresonie rubbirf>i|
and wedrisome watchings. But they learncd t
even the most distasteful details may be enaf
if one only has unselfishness and courage. '’
be hoped that none of the readers of ST M
LAS will ever be needed as army nuisesi butiM
almostcertain that every one of the girls, andnur
of the boys, will have to caro for the si»



HOW TO CARE

limes in the course of their lives, either in their
‘obuhomes or in the homes of others; and unless
iheyknow how to do it in the best and easiest way,
for the best is always really the easiest, they may
do mere harm than good. The best intentions
and kindliest feelings, in order to be successful,
nusi be intelligently applied. Experience is, of
course, the best teacher, but it is not pleasant for
i sickpeople to be experimented upon, and mistakes
oromissioiis in such matters are sometimes fatal;
soperhaps a few simple dircctions may be the next
best thing to experience.

In the first place, rememloer that, in cases of
i severo illness, a friend’s life may depend upon care
i and watclifidncss on your part, and that the duties

Mthe sick room are made up of a great variety of
liltle things, which may seem trivial, but which are
relllyw j important.

Keep the air of the room fresh and puré always,
landdo not try to do it by opcniug the door now
land then. It was one of Miss Nightingale’s rules,

lliat “ windoivs are made to be open—doors are
I mede til be sInit.” Puré air must come from out-
Do not be afraid to open the window unless
| the physician lias forl)idden it, but be sure that you

)not cool the air too much in trying to freshen it.
| There is nu csscntial connection between coid air
landpvre air. In admitting fresh air, be very care-
I fu that it cannot blow directly upon the invalicl.
Ashaw spread across two high-backed chairs will
| takethe place of a screen in keeping off the draught.

Keep everything about the patient as sweet and

| cleali as possible. Have the room neat and plcas-
laniand ordcriy. A row of sticky bottlcs, with two
lorthree spoons in which medicine has been meas-
jured, a bowl from which gruel has been scrved,
lanunlidy grate, a littcred floor or table, will make
anysick person fecl discoiiraged. A few flowers
hytlie bcelside, a eonstant supply of fresh, cool
water, hed-clotlies frequently smoothed and pillow
1 changed, tho light carefully shadecl from the weak
ieyes,—atienlion to little things like these will
i meke a great cllfferencc jn tlie comfort and spirits
| of the sick person.

Write down all that the physician tells you bc-
I bre yon furget it, and pin the paper where you
i cinconsult it casily ; and look at it frequently, that

yw may not let the time for giving medicine slip
iiywithout knowing it. This will save you the
| Itouble of remembering everything, and if some
orecomes to take your place, you will not have to
| tepeai the dircctions.

Bo not «ait until sick people ask for what they
wat, but try to anticipate their wishes. Some
Poople, with the kindest intentions, annoy by con-
startly asking the sick if they do not wish this and
*™, and how they feel, and other similar ques-

| side
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tions, until they are quite worn out by answering,
and are tempted to give the ungracious reply, that
all they want is to be let alone.

In sickness, people ave sensitive to small annoy-
ances, which can hardly be appreciated by a person
in health. The crackling of a ncwspaper, or the
rustle of a silk dress, may become a sonrce of seri-
ous discomfort to them. Learn to avoid all unnec-
essary noise, but remember that there is a sort of
laborious quiet, more annoying still, Walking .nbout
on tiptoe,.or whispering, are sure to disturb a nerv-
ous person more than an ordinary step or tone. .
If the fire neecls replenishing, it can be done very
quietly by having the coal in paper bags, which
can be laid on with no noise at all. If you are
c.areful, every time yon leave the room, to remember
to take something with you which is to go down
stairs, and, when you come back, to bring some-
thing which you need, you will save yourself many
steps, and the invalicl the annoyance of hearing you
go out and in five or six times, when once would
have done as well.

Ask the physician what food a sick person may
have, and be careful to follow his dircctions in this,
as in everything else, exactly. Whatever you take
to the invalid, make it look as attractive as possible.
Marién Harland has told you, in St. Nicholas,
how to make beef tea, and “ always put it in the
prettiest bowl you can find,” which is a very im-
portant part. Do not take too much of anything.
as a small quantity is much more likely to tempt
the appetite. Spread a clcan napkin over your
salver, and if you have nothing more to offer than
a toasted cracker, and a cup of tea, jet everything
be good of the kind, and neatly scrved. A slop ot
tea in the saucer, a burnt side to the cracker, a
sticky spoon, may spoil what might have seemed
an attractive brcakfast. If the invalid can sit up in
a chair to eat, so much the better; but if not,
spread a large napkin, or towel, over the sheet,
that it may not bccoine disfiguied by drops spilled
upon it. Have something always at hand to throw
over the shoulders while sitting up in bed, and see
that the pillows are so arrangecl as to afford a com-
fortable support for the back.

If you can procure some little dclicacy, it will
taste much better if it comes as a surprise than it
will if you have been foolish enough to mention it
beforehand. Food should never be spoken ofin a
sick room, unless it is absolutely necessary.

If you read alouci, be sure to read distinctly,
and not too long at a time, because sick people are
easily tired. This must be remembered when call-
ers are admittcd. When they ask leave to come
in, you must say, frankly, that your charge can
only bear short visits ; and when you yourself are
calling on invalids, remember that time seems
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longer to them than it does to you. Last of all,
but by no means least, talk only of pleasant things.
The baby’s last funny speech, the good fortune of
your friend, Ilie pleasant letter, bringing good
news from a far country, the amusing anecdote,
the entcrtaining book,—never of the worries, and
pain, and care, which come to your knowledge.
Sick people do not necd to hear of others” misfor-
tunes. They know enough of their own, What-
ever of weariness or anxicty you may feel, never
betray it by word or look, and do not let them feel
that the time which you devoce to them is given
grudgingly. | have said nothing of kindness, and
forbearance, and paiience, and good temper; but
all these graces will be needed, since invalids often
are very provoking. Let all their little peevish

ways give you a hint of something to avoid «hen
your time of sickness comes, and )ou aie minis-
tered to by others,

These few suggestions, of course, do not rahausi
the subject. They may seem to you quite unneccs.
sary, and only what ought to be familiar to eierv
one; but they are not always acted upon, as itiany
suffereis can tcstify.

Dr. Holnies, who knows something, from educa-
tion, observation, and cxpcrience, about ii ski;
room, says that '

* —Simple kindness kneeling by ihe bed
To shift the pillow for the sick msn’s hcad,
Give tlie fresh drau”c lo cool Che lips ihat burn,
Fan che hoi brow, the weary freme to iumj
Wins back more sufferers wilb her voice and smUe,
Than all the tnimpery in the druegisi's pile.*

MY LADY IS EATING HER MUSH.

HUSHABY, hushaby, hush,

My lady is eating her mush.

Her little black servant, alas 1

Is bobbing in front of the glass—
Bobbing now, just think upon it
Drest in my lady’s best bonnet!

The cat on the pantry shelf

To lhe cream is helping herself.
A little grey mouse, at her easc,
Is nibbling away at the cheese.
Each slyly her own way pursuing,
Sees not what the other is doing

But wait till my lady is done 1
Wait, if you wish lo see fun!
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THE BOY AND THE GIANT.

By Susan Coolidgk.

O/iCE upon a time there was a giant, a real irue
dant; nota made-up one, such as we read about
fairy tales. He was nearly twelve feet high, as
lall as tivo ordinary men, and his head and hands
and body were big in proportion. Also, he was
enormously strong. W hen he went oiit to fight
hecarried in his hand a spear which weighed three
hundred pounds, and wore a huge bvazen helniet,
ad a coat of mail so heavy that a horse was
hardly able to drag it along. But the strong giant
boreit easily, and it clanked with a terrible noise
ashe stalked about. In all the land where he lived
wes no man so strong ns he, and when his country-
people prepared for battle he was always set in
front of the other soldiers, because the very look
of liiin was enough to make the enemy tremble
jiiid run away.
In anotlier country, ciése to that in which the
jiant dwcit, there lived at lhe same time a good
od farmer who liad eight sons. Seven of them
*cre tnll, stalwart feilows, of whom their father
«s jiislly proud. The youngest was a slight,
adive lad, with a fair skin and pink cheeks, whom
hishig brothers, as big brothers often will, looked
.opon as almost a baby, and treated accordingly.
| Theydid the hard and heavy work on the farm,
i andset him to watch and tend the sheep, of which
lheold fainier had a large flock. Tending shcep
inthose days, however, was not so easy a task as
| dibns, for there were wild beasts in the land, and
l ocQsionally they attacked the flocks in their past-
Iring grounds. Onc morning the little shepherd
| taneinwiili an exciting story. A lion with a bear;
| kesaid, liad fallen on the sheep during the night;
lindhe liad fought and killed them both. The old
| fitnenvas pleased at his boy’s prowess, but the
hrothers laughed provokingly, and “ guessed ”
litmust have been a very small lion and a very
Iamdl bear, nnd that little David was making a
Sreaideal outof a small matter. Did | tell you
ItaDavidwas the youngest brother’s iame?
Cfcourse, David did not like this treatment, but
fevas of n happy, cheerful temper, and bore it
I"easartly, returning no sharp words, but going
*witli his daily work and biding his time. “ All
'hiigs come to him who waits,” says the old prov-
"h. Much was coming to David.
The country in which these persons lived ivas
time by a young king, who had been
s™ed by lot a few years before. He was taller
| baridsomer than any other young man in the

land; a great fighter, too, and the people were
very proud of him at first. But he was not as
wise as he was handsome, and latterly had done
many wrong and foolish things, and offended the
Lord God, who was lhe real head and king of the
nation. God had, therefore, resolved to give the
people another king, and had signified this to a
great prophet who, in those days, dwelt in the
land, and was much feared and respected by every-
body. He told the Prophet to take the horn of
oil with which tlie kings were always anointed,
and go down to the part of tlie country where the
old farmer lived, and anoint a new king from
among the eight sons.

So, horn in hand, the Prophet went. The peo-
ple of the village were frightened when they saw
him, for they-feared it was to predict some misfor-
tiine that he 'was come to them. But he smiled
and said No, it was no misfortune; he was there
to offer a sacrifice, and everybody must attend and
help. Among the rest carne the old farmer and
his seven eider sons. Little David stayed with his
sheep,—nobody thought of him. | daré say they
did not even let him know that the Prophet was
there.

'When the Prophet saw the seven tall, splendid
young men, he rejoiced in his heart.

He looked on the eldest as he carne forward,
and thought, “ Surely the Lord’s Anointed is be-
fore me !” But the voice of the Lord within the
Prophet seemed to say: “ | have refused him, for
the Lord seeth not as man seeth, for man looketh
on the outward appearance, but the Lord looketh
on the heart.”

Then the second son carne forward, and the
tUird and the fourth, and each time the Prophet
thought, “ Surely this is he !” But still the voice
of the Lord within the Prophet said, “ Neither
have | chosen this.”

W hcen all the seven had tried and failed, the
Prophet asked of the farmer, “ Are here all thy
children ?”

The farmer replied:

“ There remaineth the youngest, but behold he
keepeth the sheep.”

Then said-the Prophet, “ Send and fetch him.”

Pretty soon, fresh, rosy and active, his shepherd’s
staff in his hand and wonderment in his eyes, caine
the little shepherd through the crowd; and the
Prophet knew that this was the chosen of the
Lord, So he poured the 6il on his head, and
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cried, “ This is he «lio shall
people!”

1have an idea that ihc big brothers stared at
this scene, and afterward whispered among them-
selves, that the Prophet was getting old and did
not seem to know what he was about, else why did
he choosc that boy? Little David did not take on
any airs because of these new honors, but ivent
back to his sbeep-cote, did his work faithfully, and
when he had leisure, composed music and played
on a'harp which he had, singing with his fresh
voice. In all the country round, no one played so
well as David.

Not long after, the young king was scized with
a strange mental illness. He became raoody and
fierce, could not sleep, and daily grew worse.
Nothing seemed to soothe him cxcepting the sound
of music, and his attendants sought far and wide
for a skillful harpcr who could play Isefore the
king and brighten'his mood with sweet sounds.
Some of them heard of David, and one day they
carne and carried him and his harp to the court.
David was not frightened, and played so bcautifully
that the king loved to hear him better than any.
one else, and when he recovered, he keptthe dear
boy near him as an armor-bearcr, or page. Before
long, however. a great war broke out between the
people ofthat land and the people of tlie fearful
giant. The king had to rouse Himself and take
command of the artny, so he sent the little page
home again to his father and the sheep.

All the active fighting men were wantcd for the
war, and among the rest went David’s seven brotli-
ers. Tlie two armies encainped on two opposlte
mountalns, «’ith a valley between, and every morn-
ing and cvcry evening the great giant, in his
shining armor, with his spear in his hand and bis
enormous shield borne before himbyaman, strodc
down from the hillside into the,valley, and called
out, insultingly, “ I defy you 1 Send down a man
to fight me, if there is one among you. If | con-
qucr, you shall all be my servants, and if you con-
quer, we will be youi-s.” But the people knew very
well who was likely to conquer, and no one dared
answer the challenge, because the giant was so big
and terrible.

So things went on for several days, the giant
becoming louder and more insulting in his tone,
and no one venturing to descend into the valley to
meet him. One morning tho old favmer loaded
an ass with corn and cheeses and loaves of bread,
and told David to drive it to the camp; for he
feared the brothers there would be in want of food.
| fancy David must have lieen glad to go—boys
like to see what is going on, and it is not pleasant
to be left at home as too young to help, when all
the others set forth to fight giants.

be king over die
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So David fed his sheep, gave dircctions forth;
care of them to one of the serving men, took j
last look at tlic quiet fold, and set forth. The
Bible, which gives the rest of this lieautiful story,
does not tell us anything about David’s joumeyto
the camp, but among thbe people of David thercis
a pretty tradition, which | will give, not as ine
but only as curious :

“ As David went be passed over a pcbbly bit of
soil, and a stone cried to him, ‘Pick me upand
take me with thee.” He stooped and picked wp
the stone and placed it inhispouch, Andahcn
he had taken a few paces, another stone cried lo
him, “Pick me up and take me with tliee” H
did so. And a third stone cried in like manner,
and was in like manner taken by David. The lirst
stone «as tliat wherewith Abrabara had divn
away Satan, when he sought lo dissuadc tlie paih-
arch from offcring up his son; and tlic second
stone was that on which the foot of Gabrielrested
when he opened the fountain in the desert for
Hagar and Ishmaol; and the third stone ivasthii
wherewith Jacob strove against the angel «liora tiis
brother Esau had sent against him. It ivasmtb
these stones that David afterward vanquishcd tlic
Philistine.”

David rcached the camp Just as a great haiile
seemed about to ljegin. His brutlicrs were «ili
their “ ihousands ” in the trenches. He kfi te
provisions with the tcnt-keepcr, and searched lili
he found the brothers. As they stood talking,
down from the opposite mountain stalked tre
giant, shaking his spear and clattcring his irn
armor. The very earth trcmblcd as he mercliei
along. In the valley below, he halted, andagaio
rang the insulting challenge ;

“ Give me a man and let us fight together.”

W hen David heard this, the hot blood blatedu
his cheeks, and he spoke passionately.to those iwr
him: “ Who is this unholy Philistine iliat I«
should defy the armies of the living God? "ta
will the king give to the man who killcib hm|
and taketh away the reproach from Israel?”.

The others replied : “ The man who killcili iV
giant the king will cnrlch with great ridies, aal |
will give him his daughter, and make hisfathc*
house free forever.”

But David’s oldest brother was vexed at W
he considered the boastful spirit of the quesinsr
and he said, severely, “ What did you corachw
for, and who is taking care of your sheep wink!™*
are away ? | know what a conceited feile» f* 1
are. You have run away to see tlic battle, a j
ought to be at home."

But meantime somebody had repeated Dai i
words to tlie king. 1suppose, after the i
they had been in, it was refreshing lo haveso
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10, speak in a different strain, for the king sent
for Gai'id, and asked him svhy he had said thus.
And David answered, “ Let no inan’s heart faii
liini, / '«'1 go Phiiistiue.”

“Bill,” said d’Oking> y°* "Ot able; you
are oniy'a boy, and he is a man of war from his
voutli up."

1 Bul David said: “ Thy servant kept his father’s
shecp, and thcre carne a lion and a bear and took
lalamb out of the flock.

‘And | went out after him and sinote him, and
i ilelivered him out of his mouth ; and when he
arése against me | caught him by the beard, and
smote liini and slew liim.  Tliy servant slew both
the iion and the bear, and this unholy Philis-
iine shall be as one of them, seeing that

iiehas defiecl tlio armies of the iiving God.
The Lord ihat delivered me out of the
piiv nf the lion and out of the paw of the
hear, He will dcliver me out of the liand
1 of ihis Philistinc.”

And when the king heard this and
 marked Dnvid’s clear eye and brave bear-
iiig he snid, “ Go, and the Lord be with
iihee Then he offered to Icnd David his
i mni lielmet .and s'vord and coat of mail.
lililwhen David tried them, he found that
i he could not move easily because he was
iiniised lo ihem ; sohe took them off again,
land in liis simple shepherd’s coat, with
I his staiT in his hand, and his sling and
laivallfit full of smooth stoncs by his side,

I setoff down the hill to meet the giant.

When tlic giant saw the slender boy
I roitic forili to meet him, he was full of
i anger and conteinpt, and said: “ Am | a
1dog ilwt \()ii come to me with a staff?”
llebegan to curse and swear. “ Come
Iliete, antl | will give tliy flesh to the
1Wsofllie air and the beasts of the field.”

Tlien snid David; “ Thou comest to
Ime win a sword and with a spcar and
| shieid, but | come to thee in tlie fame of
ine Lord of hosts, the God of the armies
1 of Israel, whom thou hast dcficd.

“Thisdaywill the Lord deliver thee into
ny hand, and I will smite thee and takc thy hcad
fromthee; and | will give the carcasses of the host

«flhe Philistinesthis day to the fowls of the air and
tothc beasts of the field, that all the earth may
IWv that Hiere is a God in lIsrael.

“And all this assembly shall know that the

Lord savcili not with sword and spear, for the bat-
lik is the l.ord’s, and he will give you into our
i liHds."

When the giant heard these daring words he
| 'tarcd loucler than ever, and made liaste across the
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valley that he might seize and crush the boy
between his finger and thuinb. David made haste
too, and as he ran, slipping his hand into the
poudi, he chose a pebble, put it into his sling,
and, taking good aim, hurlecl it straight at his foe.
So truly was it aimed that the pebble hit the giant
exactly in the middie of his vast forehead, and
struck so heavily that be was stunncd, and fell to
the ground. Then David, svho had no sword,
ran, jumped on the giant, plucked the hig sword
from the sheath, and with it cut off the giant's
head, which he liekl up that the people on both
hillsidcs might see. Oh, what a shout arése from
the army of Israel 1 while the Philistines, seized
with sudden panic, scattered and ran like sheep,

the Israelitcs pursuing and slaying thousands of
them before they could escape Cutheir own land.
This was the end of the giant, but not of little
David. He never went back again to the sheep-
folds. Tlic Lord had greateru'ork forhim lo do, and
put, instead of the fiocks, a nntion into his keeping.
He liad lieen faitliful over a few things, and was
faithful also over the larger charge when it carne.
Israel never liad so wise fior so great a ruler as her
Shephevd King and Sweet Siiiger, who, when he
was a boy, foiight with and overcame the giant.
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CHRISTMAS EVE.

By Lucy G. Morse.

Mam-ma WAas put-ting Gre-ta and Mi-mi to bed the night be-fore
Christ-mas; and she told them this story: “ Af-ter the chil-dren are fast
a-sleep, the good Sant-a Klaus climbs down the chim-neys with his great
bag of toys. Then he goes to all the lit-tle beds and looks at the faces
of the sleep-ers, and he has seen so man-y of them that he has grown
ve-ry wise. While they are at rest he can tell if the lit-tle shut eyes look

an-gry when they are o-pen, or if cross words are apt to come out of

the mouths. He will look at my Gre-ta to-night, and will say; ‘There
are no marks of tears on her cheeks; her mouth is sweet and ros-y,—1
am sure it has been a smil-ing, hap-py mouth all day. Her hands are
fold-ed, but they are bu-sy hands,— | am sure they have picked w

Mi-mi's toys and Mam-ma’s .spools. They have tak-en hold of Wi-mi’sfa
hands and helped her up and down the steep stairs, and they have giv-en
her a big piece of the cake which Grand-ma sent Gre-ta for her own.
“Then Sant-a Klaus will see Mi-mi and say: ‘I think Mi-mi% fae
looks as if she loved Gre-ta,— her mouth looks full of Kkiss-es, and lier
hands will soon learn to be bu-sy, like Gre-ta’s.’ Last of all, Sant-a
Klaus will go to Mam-ma’s bed, and will say: ‘Mam-ma’ face would
not look so hap-py and so full of peace if her lit-tle girls were not very
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aood and sweet. I must put some of my pret-ti-est toys in their stock-
ings, and | will leave two pict-ure-books on their lit-tle chairs.””

Then Mam-ma hung up the stock-ings and kissed her lit-tle ones
good-night. Gre-ta and Mi-mi were so hap-py that they laughed soft-ly
un-der the bed-cov-ers, and they had to winkand blink their eyes a
long time be-fore they could go to sleep.

And in the morn-ing the sto-ry carne out true.

LITTLE SPECKLE HAS LAID Ax\ EGG.

By E. T. Alden.

ITTLE Speck-1e has laid an egg,—
IN “ Kik, kak, kik-a-kee, koo !”
Bob-by Shang-hai lifts his leg
i And mut-ters a low “ K ’1-doo !”
II'v The gray goose stretch-es her neck to'hear,
The pig-eons o-ver the barn-eaves peer,
iT The ducks wad-dle out of the mud;
The pig-gy grunts at the door of his sty,
The cow looks up with a won-der-ing eye,
For-get-ting to chew her cud;
Baa 1” bleats the goat by the hay-stack tied,
The po-ny stamps in his stall,
The par-rot, perched by the win-dow wide,
Be-gins to scream and cali,
The kit-tens un-der the ta-ble hide,
“Bow-wow!” barks Frisk in the hall;
And lit-tle Char-ley comes run-ning out
To see what the fuss is a!l a-bout.

It’s on-ly Speck-le,— “ K’kak, k’kee !"—
She ’s laid an egg as sure as can be.

It’s on-ly Speck-le— “ K’kak, k’koo !”"—
So proud she does n’t know what to do.
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

“ Now tlic briglit morning-star, day’s harbinger,
comes dancing from the east, and leads with her
the flowcry May,” as somcbody’s Jack said, ever
so long ago.

Talking of “ long ago,” my youngsters, you
ought to be truly thankful tliat you don’t live in
the times of the old Romans, for they gave up the
whole of May to the old folks, the “ Majores.” as
they called them. It is from this that the month
takes its iame, the Little Schoolma’am says. She
might tell you more about it, perhaps, but, just
now, she is busy cleaning house;—which reminds
me, since it is moist spring wcather, to give you a
few dry facts from another schoolma’am about

CARPETS,

“ Hundreds and hundreds of years ago, when
Europeans were living with floors bare or strewecj
with rushes or twigs, carpets were in use in China,
India and Egypt. The first carpets were simply
rugs to sit upon in place of chairs. In the time of
Homei-, the blind Greek poet, either plain or em-
broidered carpets were spread before the couches
ihat guests reclined upon at medis; and later,
when the Greeks grew more fond of rich and gay
furniture, they imported from Babylon gorgeous
carpets with raised figures of men and animals.

“ The early Romans were stern warriors and did
not mind bare floors; but, when Rome became
mistress of the world, her chief men grew extrava-
gant, and bought the richest carpets the Orientais
could make.

“The first attempt to make carpets in Western
Europc was the plaiting of rushes into matting.
Before this, Queen Mary I. of England had her
presence chamber, where she received company.
strewed with rushes. But Elizabeth, when she
carne to the throne, had the rushes cleared away
and fine Turkey carpets put in their place.

JACK-IN-TIIE-PULPIT.

(ut,

“ It used to take a man a life-tiine to makea
carpet large enough for a small room, because car-
pets had to be made by hand; and Uiis caused
them to be very costiy, so that only ricli jrersons
could afford to buy them. Europeans at lensth
succeeded in weaving them by machinery, and in
course of time even poor families could Imve «arm
and pretty coverings for the floors of their roons.
But still, nowadays, in Pcrsia, Turkey and India,
whole families are employed in making carpets
hand, and some persons consider these far finer
than the best that machinery can wcave.”

PHOTOGRAPHS UNDER WATER.

NUBODY yet has opened a studio for iakinj
pliotograpliic portraits under water, | belicre,—
unless some of you hasty young inventors hae
liecn getting ahead ofyour Jack’s paragrains, Bi
somebody has succeeded in taking a few plioio-
graphs deep in the sea, near the coast ofSccthiuL

So, now, any one who is burning to distinguish
himself'may rcjoice in a cool way of becoming
famous. AIll he has to do is to dive well doan
under water with a weigliicd photograpliing ma
chine, and take portraits all day long of wondetful
fishes and cordais and shelis, and weedy and udy
nionsters in their hative haunts. It would bewell
for him to choose a time after the big fishes hair
dined, or they might mistake him for dinner. Q
he might go down in a diving-bell, or oven airange
to do the work frorn a boat on the surface ofthe
water by means of clectricity.

Well, any way, you ’d better think lliese hinis
over pretty thorougbly before you pul them ino
practice, my youngsters.

THE GEMSBOK ANO ELAND.

My Dbar Mr. Jack-in-thb-Polpit: Ir answerto S. W. K'sJ
question in your Februajy budsct, I round in “ Wold's XauralRia |
lory” that although ihc Gemsbolc is nearly indcpciidetitof wm.a |
needs some m,Msture; and itwould perish in the nrid deseiti, «<re s
not thatit finds therc cetiain plauts which atiraci andteiarn tim 1|
particle of moisiiire that may happen to scttic near. YoumeiH'WW |
onc ofthese plantsiii September, 1879. CoreAdou |

l1didnotcome across anything about the Oryxor tncDtirikCii bst, |
concerniiig the Eland, Wood says that in some ‘irange Rsyn» |
trives to livc for months together without drinkins;, snd '1'“’#
the herbage is so dry that it crumWes 10 powdor tn the 1 ~ M|
Hand keeps in good coiidilion,—Yours truly, betu «iNC

THE TWO BIGGEST TREES,

ifouR Jack has just received tho stariling ncssl
that, in 'Victoria, Australia, two trees havelwM
found larger than the biggest trees of Califormal
They are of the Eucalyptus family, and onerfl
them is four hundred and thirty-five feet high, tlifl
other four hundred and fifty. |

W hat will the giant California trees say to |

ABOUT SOME TEA-LEAVES.

Dear JACK-iN-THn.PuLPiT: 1 believe you wwld liI*
‘'kboui ihis, so 1 will teU you, and thcn you can tell ili* Al
wiah lo. , I

One cvcning, a nice lady, someihinii like ihe iM f fOT
phia whom ihe Peterkins Knew, asked us al suppcr-tinje«

“Doyouknow ihe .shapc ofthe tca-leaf?”

Ofcourae, wc all said “No.”

“ Bulvou cao very easily find out,” said she. .

I said. “ 1 don’l see vety well how." And none of * 1
knew how. Wc had no booisthat told about the shape oi
and, as for dried les, of course ihal would n't help.



JACK-1N-TaE

“Vou have some soaked tca-leaves rigtjt by you," said the lady.
"Taliea fc'v nul ufibe tM-po( and spread thein ¢lat.”

fvesaid, " 0 | psbaw: " bul very soon hadaiolof lea-lcavcaspread
,uHaL Some nf them were torn, but the whole oncs were very
jnd, aflet'vard, | picked out a number, and armnged ihcm on
bhiiedaoer. The lilile girls from near by all carne in lo see, and

2id,Vylo.kedveryprclty. n

Ciod-ljye, dear Jack, with loi'e from your littic fnend,
M asiis L bwis.

ROOTS EIOHTY FEET IN AIR,

]y ihe East Indies there are trees whose roots
suiiii sovent)' and even eighty feet in the air,—
more than twelve times the height of a tall man.

Adiicd of lilis kind generally groivs from a seed
dropped by a bird in a fork of some other lofty

i ircc. The young plaiu lives for a time on the sap
oftiic fricndly giant that supports it, but, in a little
«hile, it sends out roots which grow toward the

A TREE WITH ROOTS THIRTY FEET IN AIR.
|« and at last strike there. Whcn the older
t , ("vdfalls to pieces, the olhcr is held up
¢ 'O 'vn roots, from the top of which, as
fiw  Py-vniid of intevlacing tnmks. it rears

eadand spreads abroad its leafv branches.
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The pictures show a young tree with its roots
already grown part of the way down, and also a
well grown tree, though not one of the tallest, for
its roots reach up only ihiriy feet, or about five
times the height of Ihe man standing beside them.

THE CUCKOO.

I HJt ctickoo bird is like the cow-birtl in onc
thing— it lavs eggs in the nesis of other birds, and
lets them hatch the eggs and take care of the
strange young ones, Its iame comes from the cry
it makes, which is just like the sound of the word
“ cuckoo.” In England, this bird’s note, when
heard for the first time early in the ycar, is siip-
posed lo tell that spring is coming.

Your Jack reminds you of all Ihis, my dears, so
that you may better undcistaud
these verses which V. H. G. sends, as
a_transkuion, by himself, from the
German:

Once from ihc vmvn a slArliiis flew,
Aikl on lile road ihcre mel bis vicw
A cuckoo, who lo hiiii did say:

* W hat is iho iicws fttun town lo.day?"
~d Jie: "The iiightingule’s sweet Uys
Recave from nll ihc greatest praisc.
The thrush, ilie binckbbd and tlio wren.
Are slightiy mentioncd now and iben.”
Tlien said the cuckoo, anxiously:

“ Pray tell me what they say of me.”
The siarling falleced, tlien replied.

W liat gieally hurt the cuckoo's piidc :

“ Tliat is a tliing | cannot do;
liecause none ever speak of you."

The cuckoo tossing, then, bis head
In aiiger lo the stariing said:

" | Tl be rcvenged, and will from spiw

Sing of myself from moni till night."

BAMBOOZLE.

Tmsisaword which ihc Chinese
and gypsics gave us, the Little
Schoolma’am says. And she adds
that ittakesitsmcaning from an old,
common joke in China—that of
clressinga man in bamboos in order
to tcach him to swim. lint it does
n’t tcach him, and, if he has been
dull enough to submit to the joke,
he finds he has been foolcd about it.
So, nowadai's, the word means
“ dcceived by a transparent trick.”

FOUND BY A LOST COW.

Dear Mr. Jack: When my father was a
boy, be w&** lost jn a forest haiuitcd by wud
heacL«. The hftrder he tried to fiitd hiis way,
ihe deeper he got Into thc woud. liist as lughi
caiae on, he reached a strcam, and or, its edge
were tiacks ofwild anunals wiio carne (here lo
drink,—bears, winthers, dccr and elk.
bcrides the.ee, taerc was (he Iresh printofa
cow's hoof He (hought this inusi be the fa.
Yorite COW tiunbcd front a neighbor’s farm ntany
months befoie, and suppoaed tohave rtiii wUd.

So he hid himucir *and wultcd, hoping she
woiild come there again te drink,
She did come; and, es she wa« <iUc(ly

wahdng awav, the boy took a sin»n|i grip <f
her tai!, struck herwith a stick, and halloocd ai
her. This .scared hcr very mnch, and she ran .su fasl (hat ii was all
he eonld do (a keep liold. When she s(opped, tliey were in n cle.'ir*
ing nenrhome. She was guclled by that (ime, and he easily got her
into the barn,
Ofc4)iirse. he fult proud at having recovered a valuahle animal, biit
the folks only laughed a( him, becaitsc, they $ald, *'he had wen
found by a lost cow ™ —Yours tmly, L. H.
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THE TRUE AND SAD BALEAD OF SIR CHRISTOPHER WREN.

T his pathelic bailad, now prinlcd fot the first time, was writteo thircy yearsago by a liltic girl for tbc enier®'iiment of her
Toeethcrthey had |usl witnessed the ciiactmentof this truc history, and had sorrowcd over ihe iragtc fbtes of Chnsue SlsterC hlre AI
Hop And the ™swcci ladye?”” We can imagine the meéianchdly saiiafaciion di iR {[g rra-AMn === tiehAniiMy
bliiig, lo their ears, the b~llads In ihcir beloved book, “Percy’s Rclignes.”  Miss «.

sketch of Sir Chrislopher and lis family, showing Iliem ii\ ihefr pretty home just buféte thcir troubles began

*

SiA Christopher W ken was as brave a bird
As ever sang in a tree,

And when the norchem summer was come,
Up from ihe soiuh carne he.

He siolo the heart of a birdic small,
And raade her his Lady Wren,
The happiesi bird for miles around
Was our Sit Christopher then.

O long fs tlie early suoimer day,
Ana long was ific way they went,

Over meadow and garden and wcx>dland wid,
To look for & place 10 rent.

At last they camc to a calabash
Wilh a large, round hole for a door,
A huuse that was to be had for a song,
And so they looked no more.

Ah, he was a skiliful .->rch:tect
That raiaed ihc great Su Paul;

Bul our sir Chrislopher Wren could make
~Vhat the other could not at all.

And afler a while there were dear llitle eggs,
Four round eggs in ihe nesi,

And the mother Wren spread oul her wings,
And ssttied herself co rcsr.

Oh, day by day did her true knight fly
})er clainiy ineals 10 bring;

And day by day, tu please ms ladye,
Would hop on ihe roof and sing.

At last out carne the litlle ones.
As hungry as they could be:
Sir Chrislopher never jn all his Ufe

Had seeii any birds so wee.

And proud and happy w'ds he,
And his evening song was "v,
Although he was oAen tired wilh fiytng
Aboui for food all day.

Oh, sad and drear is the I sfiig.
And U that it were not truel

One day ihey both went out to search,
To look fox a worm or lwo.

Then up and s**ke younc Chrisiie Wren,
*0h, Msier Chirp/” «id he,

I ihlnk I =1 look oulside.this door
To find what | can see.*'

Oh no, oh no, our brothcr dear!"

Cried out hig sisiers ihrec;
You might fall down and brcak your bones.”
" Oh, 1+ takc care,”*said he.

Bul, sure enough, away he went,
His sistcrs heani him go:

They tned to piill him hack again,
But saw him fnll below.

Oh. when Sir Christopher and hjs wife
Carne back in the evening gray,

And saw ihcit son so dear and dcnd,
How sad, how sad were they,

W ith hearts of gcief they wenl, ne:<t day,
To get some food for the rest; ’
But the poor Uule birds had been so fngKteoed
They never slirred from the nest.

This time thw brought in food enough
To last al least a week:

But liHle Pick she ate so much
She could fior move Dor speak.

They could not do her a bit of good.
And pretty soon she died;

They laid her on the ground so low.
And bitieriy they sthed.

Oh, sad and drear is ihe norihern whid.
And sad is ihe lalc | wriiel

One night the northem uind blew coid,
Though il was In the summer nighl.

And Lady Wren she covered her daughurs;
But liltic Hop Uid say:

'1 wont have covers! | wont have covcis!**
And thrcw ihem sil away.

So when the morning sunllght carne,
Poor Hop WAS coid and dead:
They laid her on ihe ground so low,

And many a lear was shed.

Poor litlle Chirp sat all so lonely
Beneaih her moiher*s wing,

She would not hop aboui fior play.
Nor eat a single thing.

They sometimos left her all alone.
Alone in the cmpty nest,

So, al last, she plnea herself away,
And went with all the resi.

And yet more sad my tale musi be,—
For, oh! il carne to pass,

Next day the poor litlle Lady Wren
Was hopping among ihc grass.

She was trying lo pick a liitle dinner,
Though grief was on her mind,

And she did nol seo the old gray puss
Come creeping on behind.

He pounced upoo ibe Htiic lady
Before she turned her hcad:

She hardly even feh his paw,
She was so quickly dead.

And poor Sir Chrbtopher hopped in ihe tr«
Till the evening shades grew dicn,
Looking about for his litlle lady
Whc never carne back to him.

He left the home where he once had b«n
As happy as any prince:

Slowly ar.d sadly he flew away.
And has never becii heard of oiiice.
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THE LETTER-BOX.

C. KICHOIAS: There isa young lady in Boston, who asks
feimuid not unbulton my drc-ss” when | was caught in ray
r? j* .Bdouiofji,"—«utofniy dress, she means. THAfWa§
K iu lrouJdnol “ stipout" ofanylhing I ined I8 $lip out
r but could notreach them (for 1 could nol move).

1“S tny °‘95S.“ M ;‘d;Ss‘;a7 S.ught-rndheld me
riSno "'slip o”t> orture. anywhere, f wUhed I could
¢ r' kswould notsnap to, so, when you sit on them, and yet

R W napr "
Tmidirichdiff ygu donl.—Respogttiilly o Euza psTEaicin

, i—Theyoung lady might iiy.

iw .Sr NiCHOCAs: My coudn, who is in a ship coming from
i SLieihlsabout @ monhey which ihey had on board: He
I ‘'yiof raischief as he can be. Once a sailor was taking a leiter
tto caoiain lo he mailed, when up jumped.Jack, for that is the
Mine, snatchcd ihc letter and tote it up. This was the
G e lhe poorsailor had wrilten home for more than three yeare.
teténre, he wrote, and a parrot lore up lhnt lelter. He would
ClLeaihird; soJack did more harm than he meant lo, perhaps.
IkTrerigtwd friend to the ducks; but hedoesnothke cbickens,
I¢p.llsoul their fcathets whenever he gets a j

ITUHi Etsitox.—From your descriplion, we should say the coin

Isfirish piece of lwo “ reais.” Il isofsmallvalué as money, and

|u «lte fora collection.

ral St Nicbolas; Sister Kaiy lold me this story about a pair
I1Srkt' A lady bought a pair of ducks, and after a wliile one of
K mimuovctby a cart and died. The onethatliy” would not
lanlisit not do anything. One day it found a lirfe piece of
‘lir«lw 01lthe bam floor, and looked inw ; and itsat down
-jsd nobody eould gctit away. Fora long liiiiejhey couW not
tiriisiwas ihe matter. But at last they found it out, lheni
B,its«.nrafleclion, butitthought itwns the otherdiick. | think
Eitoired that it did not forget, buc loved siill.
tta tfue sioiy.—From your loving re”er,
i LjzztE 0. H i

IwiCLU NiCHOLS.—*“ St Kiu’s” b the loca! lame of "Si.
flsicjiHer's’’ one of ihe Caribbee lalands, and a posaession of Great

ktiSr. NiCHOCAS; 1 like my gnme of “ Solilaire much better
I tiKone spoken of by Benjamin T. Dclafieid m the March
unn-Bo»" My father made me a board, five or sia yeais ago,
I Imangmlet hole in place of Delaficld’s numbers; and we use
Msfig forevery hole exceptthe center one, which is left tojump
taiki liisimove. W e ace notallowed tojump dbgonally at all.
tpaecondits in leaving but one man: it is vety diffitmltj.but it

V. D*0.S.5.

«St. Niciiotas: The other day | saw in an articlc in a
. pipo ihrfollowing ftem :
|TVde;ad« of ihe eighiem hundred and seventies is now a
lke [0.11, and we have entered upon ihe momentous decade
/irmifiredand eigAites,"
PW"B (0 me ihai the wrilerof ihia has made a mlstiikc in
iKcdecade. Did n't the firstdccade begin with theycar
fcadend *jih the year ten f A nd did n’t ihe second begin with
and end with the year flfenly? And so did n’t the
hundred and seveHiies be?in wilh che begin*
hundredand sevcnly~ons. and does r*t Itend wtih
IPA~Ny'™~r? | have heard il said that Washington died in
i ™® day of the hst cenlury. Rut he died a
T~~'am ghi on ihe i4th of Decembecr, itm And be*
P lait century ended wilh lhe end of the year j8oo.
loknow what other NichOLas rcaders think aboul
fhwieroied reader, M. A.G.C.

wTlies, saying: “ One of our teachcrs, ihe other

“Plo>osed ihh riddlc, which, she satd, broke Homer’s heart:
went fishing. \\Tiat they caught ihey ihrew away,

iHeydid n't caich they carried with ihcm.* There is no

one here smarienough 10 guess it, and if any of ihe rcaders of ihe
‘Lelter-Bos’ can solve it, | shallbe very glad."

D&ar St. Nickolas: | have hcaxd thai, in Australia, the leaves,
instead orexposing their fiat surfaccs to the sun, turn thdr cdges to
hisray5. Wny is ihisV—Your friend,

Carrie Snbao

Those oiourolder rcaders who were interested in the Algébrate
problem printed in ihe Letter*Box fnr July, 1879, may like to
test ihc following solurioii, for which the author holds himsclfre-
spotisiblc Several other “ soluiions ” have been sentin, bul there is
not room for more thaii one

Doyiestown Scminary, Doy)estown, Pa.

Editor “St, Nichotas” : The followingUa tnie solulion of ihc

algébrale problem discussed in your magazme:

(1)) X»-1-7=7

(2.) x-|-y*= 1l

(3,) x*-t*xy" = nx (multiply (2) by x)

(4.) xy" —y = lix — 7 [sublract (1) from (3)]
15.) 2x -1-2y* = 22 [multiply (2) by 2]

(6.) xy"-|-2y"-t-2x —y=1iix-i-i5 [add (4) and (5)]
(7.) (x-1-2)y" —y= 9x-|-rs (factoring and reducing)
(8.) y"— (dividing by coefiicient of.y*)
(9-) y’'~ ¢+ C i;T .)'=s W + U A (completing
the square) y— - ==V 35<«+iP!_ "iti!

(10.) y=_%<12 (transpose)

y:

X-[-9= 11

X 2. M. K. SCHEIbNER.

Rorert T. asks the *
first said

Lelter-Box ” rcaders lo let him know who
“Be sure you ate right; thcn go ahcad; *and when and

why he said it.
SEVEN,

ELEVEN, AND THIRTEEN.

M any young studenis who enjoy occasiona!
cal play*grounds u illbe jntcresied
frooi Mr. Hale:

pastiroc in arithmeii-
in the foliowlog comraunicadon

The arithmetics in common use generally contain rules for finding
out by inspection whether numbers are divisible by 2. 2, 4, 5, 6, 8,
oor 10 but make no altempt at all, or at best an impcrfoctattempl,
10dve a rule for 7and siop short with the decimal number. Bulit
happens ihal there isa simple ruli which answere perfectly as regards
aU numbem exceeding 1,000, nol only for 7 but dso for two other
ugly looking prime numbers, namely 11 and 13 It is an objeclion
10 this rule tlial il does not apply to numbers less than 1,000; but
neiiher does the rule ordinarily given for finding oui whciher a num*
berisdivisible by 8, appiy when the hundreds are «ven.

T)ierule for finding whether a number is divisible bv 7, ri. or 13
is this: Sepdarale the number into two parts by detaching ihclasi
three figures from the rest: sublract the smallcr of these two parts
from the larger: rcpeat the orocess, if necessary, until a rcmaindcr
less than 1,000 is obiained; Ifihis remainder be divisible by 7, or 11,

or 13, the original number is divisible by ihe same divisor; olner-
wlse, not ™ L 1
Forexample, suppose we have ihe number 054.73»; “»* pte*

wc separale It Into iwn pnrts, 654 and 731.
731 and find the remainder to be 77- Thi* we easily s« is divisible
fiiy 7, and also by ii, but not by 13- We concludc, Iheicfore. ihat
the number «54,731 is divisible by 7 and >zy “F
and this Isirue- - v

The reason why ihis rule hdds, liesin this, that ihe numberi,ooi,
celehraled in the famous Arabian N ights'F.ntertammcnis, isnotca-
priciously obiained by the addiiinn ofa single unit to the mund thou-
sand. on the principie upon which is bascd lhe phrase foreverand
a day”; butistho continued produclofthe three numbers T.it, and
13. Seven times eleven isscvonty-seven, and thirteon umesseventy-

We sublract 654
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Kven is one thousand and one.

Accordingly, any number divisible
bv looi

is divisibleby all thteeof iisfaciors, 7, 11, and 13; .and, if
whatis left of the number after the division by_j,00i is; divaible by
any hi these faccocs, the whole number is divisible by the same
factor- othccwise, not. The separacion of the number into two
uaits. and the subtraclion of one of these from the other, is a short
wav ol ascertaining the remainder aficra division hy 1,001, when the
fotiner partis less than the latler, and is subsianlially the same ihing,
as faras oiir purpose is concemed, when itis greater. ,

For finding oiit whether numbers less than 1,000 ace divisible bj> 7,
11 Ot 13, there are certain rules, differing, however, for each divisor.
Aeaiii. we must separate the number mto two paits, lhisume by de-
lachine the lasi tvm figures. For 7, we double the formcr pan an’d
add it 10 the latler; fot 11, we add the formerpart 10 the latter with-
ontchange: and for 13, we niuiriply the formcrpan by 9 Ufore add-
ine. In every case, if the sum obiained by the addition is divisible
by 7, 11, ori3, Uie original number U divisibleby the same; omer*

‘“AforrinMance, the number 1,876, which roarked the Centénnialycar,
seen 10 be divisible by 7, when we sepamte it inio two parts, s8
and 76, and, after doubling the fonncr, add 36 to 76, obiainmg ixe.
whbicli is divisible by 7. But 1,876 is notdmsiblc by 11, since U and
76 added together give which is notdiv”ible by it ; flor is ii
divisible by 13, as the application ofthe rule will show- In 1,870, wc
find a number divisible by xi, since 18 and 70 together make 88.
which is a multiple of u; and in 1,872, one divisible bj; 13, since 9
imes 18, or i6«, added 10 7a, gives us 334, which is divisible hy 13.
U may no doubtbe suggcsted that these rules sue of no particular
use since theirapplicalion in the caseofthe smallernumbers may be
as troublesomc as the trial of the divisoritself. Butthw ~ "*6lthe
less intcresring as ghowiug not only that “ figuresn w r lie, butmay
be made to belray theirown sccrets, and they may be made of use in
verifvine compulations into which any of the ward

numbers to
whiA they relitc eoters as a factor,

Charles Hale.

A VBRYV, very little boy sends in a litlle
very little boys to find out.

letler ihis puzzle for other
Il speaks for fisclf.

£fpib.—W e cannotshare the enthtisiasm of those dcluded person*
who hoard up defacod and iised U- S. postage-stamps. in the vague
hope that a large number of choiisands of the wonhlcM
things wiil bring a tremendous price Scmeiow and jomcmhert. The
postal authorities say that these old stamps aro worth simply iheir
weight in old paper.

certain

M any boys and girl.s wrote answers to the question prinled
March

in the
“ Lcettet-Box’—W hat becomcs of the eailh which ihe chip-
munk throws outofhis burrow, orthat he doesnol throw out? The
letters were forwardcd to the lirm of book-publishers who promised a
volume to the writer ofthe best answer. I'hcsc gentlemen, however,
found that two writers equally deserved the prize: and so. although
they had promised btitone volume, sdll, ratherthan disappointeiihcrin
seltling the choice by lot, they sentone to each ofthe two winners:
Edgar A. Small, Hagersiown, M d.; and willic W. Greenwood,
Newark, Wayne County, N. Y. The successful answers agcee
Inuying that the chipmunk carnes in his cheek-pouches the eartn
dug in buiTOwing, and dropsitat some distance from the hole

Answers were rcccived, before March ao. from N. L Heixog—NV.
H. Meniatn-C. Davis-M. L. Willels-1. and W. P-
M. Kcilfe—B. Sauerwein-D- A. Ham*on-W . P Woodward-A.
Ward—A. M. Gordon-E. K. H .al”-L. Menliat, Jr— H. M.
Carson-R E. Carson-S- Oascy-R. A" Gally-A. ,Macmm-iC
L. Spencer-A. H”"s-F. E.Harndon”. B. Hoopm*. Y. A"
bott-A, G. BiiuU—C. H. Bnell—G. T. Hiidson—S. Hawkms—K. R.
Spencer-N- Granbery-L. H. Fostcr-S. SpjMue-A. R Leo”
N. Ludiow, Jr.—J. V. I.. Pierson—W ~A, Calkins-;J. O- Fagc—
H. Pagc-M . H. Tatnall-H. R. M. Thom-=. H. Robbius-F. G

LETTER-BOX.

Lafie—L. H. U. St. Vrain—M. Bunten—C. Du Puy—N, iVr-
—C. A. Home—C- D. Cook—V. Wiison— C, L. TheniiUii 't
Goodhue—O. M, Slbley-M. W. H. Thurston—F. W. n
M- Conc—S- Vankéuren—H. M. “ap i~ E . Dolbcar—i(.

G. Poner—E. L. Casweil—E. Bon”"—E, B. Halsey-L
cort—E.*Hunt—B. {oriner—E. S- Cilbert—J. F. Haallp?,
Byms—B. Lynn—G. T. Ttembly—W. M. Gibson—N HaL.
L. Hughes—ii. H. Gregory-W . C. Grant—M. Robinsoa-Cl.
Cnmer—F. Johnstor—W . Kennedy—G. L. Hawkecs—J, Ttinld
R» S. EDiotl—G . H. Stiiart—H, G. Hanna—S. j)auchY-u jf
Jorddn—S. M. Coe—W. T. Mandcvilic—F. Thompson™t
Lind-J. B. McCoy—A,C. Beeb”W . D. Hulbcrt—G1J, aal-
—A. L Tucker—L. Frye—L. Weld—W. D. SamniLs—C, Kiwl
—L. H, Allyn—J. P. Montross—H. D. Thompson-G. Pafc.
Bradlev—C. Thompson-J- R. Blake—F. B. Warren—E 0.L j
—N. Holloway—0. WUUaros—E. WUliams—H. ] . Kc~fela
Giffoid—C. K. Linson—A- P. Burt—B. M, L.—b. il Frsjitiit,*
E. Owens—M, E. Hotchkiss—E. Bridge—7. G. Fjsirtar.J
Thompson—S, M. Hough—G. F- Jester—W. T. (Ullinder-* hJ
—E- Hills—K. Birks—W. Wells—H. tGenneti—H. U. W illb"{
L. Feiiimore—R. B< Deanc—H. Redficid—L. M. Foikit-H.Cld
man—N, W. B.—B. Jackson—1. Criicheit—A, A, JacksoMfa
Wright—J. M. Francis—Mina Gomph,—A. Tweedy, of Byatnl
England.

DtAif St. Nichotas : | nni a little girl cicla vean 1
sisteris six years old, and lier iame IsHelen. We inkeywiiL"
My oldesl sister Susie told me lo ask the children what tailL
oldest country in ihe world, she says ii is Fnrther India, 'Tate|
India, you know.— From your friend tiirsiE Fravill

D b\r St. Nicholas: We have at our house a fowl
changed lescolor, The firstyear ue had ic, It was a bn*htiednil
the second year itwas spcckled with whiie and red, and iw« 10|
puré white.— Yours trulj, K FE(

Dear Sr. Njcholas : Can aiiy of your readers lelltae «liaiistfi
only green fiower in the woHd And what is iliu naioe dakill
belUsbhaped dower thatis first greon, bul snon tiicns lo a rirkiwT.|
The second has a deliclous fruil, something likc n banaji\a\.—erf

Ell

Lofis P. B.—A vague outline of land in the SouihcmC
near where Australia proved to be, appeat.s upon mapsmaikfof
tugliese sailorsin A. D. isez. McCullcch's “ Gengraphicil |
ary" tells us that the Dutch vcssel, “Duyfken, " in tW, ijliel
the Auslraliah coast. From " Early Voyagcs to .hiistralia” (
by R. H. Major) we learn that Australia was reached

ken" in March, :606, and that, aboutfive months later, asliipcieii
sioned by the Spanish goverament of Peni, and comoaiuW I(
Torres, sailed through the slrajifllafnow bears bis n.iiiic,.'mil nudo
at Australia. |Itis probablt® however, that the Chinese, whoteeai
have been ahead in nearly everything else. knew nbmitlhs“iia®
conlinent" long beforeinc Eiiropeans “ discovered" ii.

ANSWi taS were rcccived, beféte March 20, from J. Barri
—Anna McEwcn—May S. Wilkinson—R. B. Sah", J,'r-'i".. 1
Embick—G. Meade Emory— Guy T. Trembly—Klira C. Mtjati
Chas. P. Juhnston—W. M. P.—" Chenery —S. 1>-S.Jr.-
Ethel A. W.—Genie Lalhrop—Inllian Roche—BenaK r.--iia
Williams— Graham F. Putnam —Kaiy Flemraiiig-B.».
Boyd—Florence E T.—Clara M. Pheips— Helen (,. Wallsa-Lat
Skeen— “ Georgie" — Ben Ames— and Margniet Erento.
Guildford, England.

Carotina M. Catdweu. asks: "W ill you please
orphan asylum thatreally noeds dolls and pictuie-bcnks?

In answer to this, "Aunt Fanny" writes: “The
instituiions are well supplied, but there is the ‘ Ihct
of Ninth Avenue and Thiiiy-foutth Street, New Verk,
cine and food are given 10 poor babies and child® w
how gladly the mothers would take home toys, to ainn«
sufferers! And ifyourgood people are broad-lic.id“ i“ '
esiants should be, and do not refuse toys to
their parents may hold a diffcrtnl religién, there isoo
children which needs help of all kinds so much as rae q
Home, at Pcekskill. The toys can be sent 10 their hoete
Thiriy-firsl sircet, between Sixth and Seventh avcnuet, n* J
the church. There are eighiy children in their cnuniiT
they are very p(X)r-
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LrnoKE inizzLEs fok yocng si-eli.krs.
J s k-,1rliv DUt a Slroke through one aimyleneri, and |
ritfiaeoeepiisfikc ,, | ain a spacious room; draw a

|SiS~'".~« oneofmy letters. and | beeomc a commandw eto.c
6ay a march. dyce.
A PUZZLE OE X>KONUNCIATION.

Four parta have | of varied sounds;

The powct of kinga in me abound”

My nrat ta felc cf lod above,—

A kind of fear that malea with jove:

My second ’s seen in melting snowa;

Mv thittl a hatdy cereal grows:

My fourth is callcd - chcenng cup:

Now tell my whole, or gire me up s. L.

SdVAUE YVOBD

..cuamso. a. A sUatp tool. 3. Blue. 4-Shapes. 5-A ringleL

ISAISY I'ICTOJUAL KIBDI.E.

W hat animallisihls,and whatisthe

animal doing! W hat flowers are
these! W hat pans of what animal 5
head are here? These three ques*

tions can be answered with one word;
whatis the word?

CYSIl. OEANf*.

: (itANDMA’'S AXAGRAI»!
I Tueame eleven letiers, naming an old spring-time custom <f
| lie* Eagbnd, nrce>iuiLted from each sianzAi
Ten lioy.s and girls,—a mcny ¢**"* —
Long v«ars ago we went a*****"

Calhcriug flowers in the lanc,
And o'er the siinny hill«side sUaying.

Myv iiiemr’y lingets,—well i’
O'er relies of the past rernalninj’,
Dried blae<ioms of that fareotF day,

That knew no cloud fior hint of

The «kies were bright: how could i* * «'?
Ohl 't was a joyous, blissful seee'* |
YtiHr Grandpa sought ¥y lovc lo Rain,
And we were wcd ere time of haying.

W« look no weddtng tour,—no, no!
That custom has of late bccn galning;
Bul we were well conteiu lo RO
Among the crowd lo see livan.
TANGI.ES TO IINRAVEI».

| "acKof (he foilowing examplcs is formed from a piccc of P Irv,
l«*wdsbcinB misplaced, but otherwise corred. The problem B
I*P«lbewor” from which ihe piece is quotcd, and to arrangc the
|-"111ihdrprcper order. Each quotalGon
I or»e sei ktence.
| y«eno' (he sUrs, and Queen o* the night-winds

is from n wecll-knowii

, mothercome

there May be a pass: | 'm the whole of the happy dcop of tlie
meadow-grass, as will seem to them above lheraiiiaad they to M.iy .
be brighten lo be day, and mother, 1 in notupon 'b"

Il abear of greatresoluuou, from Ihe country with the fiame of
something that puzzles the nativo cow.irds is cast to the ctirrenis 01
nalc huo rather than have these and the sickW iraveler sweal and
wcarv irunt, and thus lose the undisooveted conscience. .b
know w? lhough!—thus does this dread bear of pith with hfc Who
makes usdeath and ills, reiurna notothers after thnse that would make
fhm-r kidels intn o'er io us, all of whose willand moment of acunn
flv boumawry—and under no regard of enterpnses .

T il vender ihc sighiless laik becomcs a loud and lovelier nuc,
Now'drowii’d in a long blue woodland the liv.ng distance nngs and
lakes tho song.

WORD-ILTLUISQ.

Each of ihe foilowing puzzles is to be solved by forming a series
of words, building the words by adding onc leitor at a lime, and
sometimes chanpng the order of the leicers. For example..tho
words tea. tape, prate, tapéis, repeats. would form nne such senos,
aas, seas, seams, sesame, measles, would make another,

I. Inflammoble air,
By one letter, witli en”,
You may make inUf clolhcfi
Old and wora, If you pleasc.
These to sojnelhinK s*v€CI+69Siing,
Now change in like manner;
Tlint, nest, 10 a squadron
Uftroops wiih a banner.

Il. Framc now fot me,

U f letters thrce,

vow'd in single Ufe to
Now add ofic more—
So niaking four—

And change her lo a substantive.

A woman,

One more to this—
A vowel 15—
rind you 'll get s joming,
Change and add one:
W hen this is done,
You ha\*e a mcssenger scnl by the Pope.

Joln, as | hope

(AR A knock at the door
I change, il I wish,

W ith one letter into

A long-living fish.

Then that, in liku manner,
U yon have a mind,

To what mnumers wecar
Can be changcd, you find.

W ith n consonant now
Make what covers ihe floor, .
And a part of a book
Out of that and onc more. F

(JIIOGKAPnRIiIGAI- AUUOSTIC.

T he initioN iiame no impurlaiu commercial ciry.of Northeru F.ic
rope, thefinalsname the country in which tbe e.™ 15siiuated.

Cross Words; i, An important City ofPennsylvania-
Turkey in Europc. 3. .An island of Africa.
Enropo 5 A cuy oi New York.
Y. A iity jnd bay of Ireland.

2 Aoiyol

4. AsniallkingUom 01

6. A nver ,ind bay ot New Jersey.
»e T. aURHS.

PIAGONAT. PUZZI-E.

HiikizoNTALs; i. An ancient cliesL ,2. To nim around swifily.

Penainingtn the mountnnisof a cenara small wumry 1M k. urope

To lender Ilnsn suf. §- U f profit. 1)'*
!rdero vome DiaEonal!, fribni Uefttuntgﬂhmdnrwnvwaurdf Tlm'aamwni
liame oia celebrated tsland of the Mcditerranean &ea.

ENTGIIA

Great fear 1 cause :
My wildness draws.
From crowds, applause

Ip j:aught occur to fuil,

I coil, uncoh and coil

In never ending loil,
Dk>%vn from the hiH's hush, hold
Down to the slream's rush,
My lunely way 1 push,

My gracious reign |
Vnien dafibdiis unfold
Their tender grcen and gold.

SQI ARE WUUI).

t. A I'Auior support. a.

Part of a r.rtificntion.  3-
4, Aleap, a pickled biiil.

5. A se:jirael dceapiiated, an entrance.
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HISTORIO SCENES. niilk, and leave to crowd and crush. 6. Syncopatc sordid sndu
a kind of meat, 7. Syncopale augered, and lcavc fiftecn ng}nKﬂM
81,c

N aue ihe persons and places mentioned jn ihe foUowing scenes; The syncopated letters spell the iame ofa flower.

and pive chcdales, where these nre known:

I. A venerable man, drcsscd in a costiime of ancient times, holds
iT his hand a bowl ofsome ligiiid which he isaboutto diink. As he
raises ilie bowl to his Ups, a smile lighisup his &ce; butthe persons

EASY FItENCII AiVIPI TATIONS.

gathered about him are sheddlIng tears.,

Il. In a casile on the banks ui the livcr Loire, a king of France

is gaaing wi(li (error upon the
body ofa manpust kiiled by his
order. The king cries: “ How
tall he is! He looks taller than
when he was alive I"

Ill. A king oi ancient times,
unable tn untle a very compU-
cated knot, cut it throagU with
a blow of his sword. This he
did (hat hemight fulfilla certain
(*rophecy.

IV. X man, moved by some
deep feeling, is leaning upon a
eross'boWf while a boy runs to
him holding an apple cut in
pieces as ifan arrow had passed
through ii.

V. A Northinan, just made a
duke, and thoreiore a vassal of
u king of France, prescnts him*
seirto do homage oy kissing the
king’s foot according to the )aw
nfthe time. Being too proud to
do this, the duke hasliidden one

his warriois perform the act
for him, But the man, remain-
ing bolt uprighl, takes hold of
the fool and raises it to his
mouth, thus ihrowing the king
baekward.

V1. A gladeiiia forest. Na-
tives of tile land are gathered
ub.mIHgruup ofthrce persons;
onc of these kneels, his hands
bound: anotherisin the act of
throwing herselfupon him; the
third has swung up above the
two a heavyclub,which is about
to fall. T.

KAIifY ENIGUAS.

1. My X, 2, 3is a camage.
My 4*Siis to confine, my
7, 8, 9 is to luake an eiTort.
-\ty I, 3, 3,4,s5,6,7,8,9is a
asefnl trade. H, My i, a, 3 is
unweil. My 4 is a numeral.
My 5.6, 7 is a lickname given
to a dweilerin a city, My i, a,
f 4* 5» A i*unlawful. 111

ly z,2,3 is a luscious irulL

4 isa letter which Sounds
ike the fameofa trce. My 5
6. 7 is an animal that goaws.
My 8, 9 is a Roméan numeral.

My 10, ri, 18 isaeathedral town of England. My i, 2,3, 4,5,6,7,

8,9, 1o, Il, 12 isin a metaphorical sense,

CENTRAD «M I88TONS, OR SYNCOPATION.S.

. Syncopatr n story, and leave an oid iiame for Christmas.
Syncopate to beguile,and Icave to converse iu a friendly way.
Syncopace a sea-sione, and lcavc a mineral.

ILLUSTRATION TO BASE-BAU. I*fJ2ZLT

4. Syncopate a mu-
uneer. and Icavc ;< kind of dancing. 5. Syocopate a part of new

j. Behsad ihroat, and Icavc harlty. 2, Behead and einail

number, and leave a king. 3. Behead punislied, and leave
4. Babead zflcr, And
5. Cum.l miQer, jndla,,,
hair-pemiy, 6.Cuiuiljtw
province, and kaveal,md ,1
Beheada ewipiecenfbnd |
teave wool. D yrhead adxL 1
and Itovc a smnl! village a|
Lurtail 8 blow, uoJ leavca neck |
xo0. Curtail a cm*, and | J
wager. n. Kcheid
pleasure ground. and o
bow. 12. Behead a ciiy, and
leave a bear. j-T.h

BABE-BALL PI ZZLE.i

In the accompan>iiig picruili
are represented t™cnt>".IHf«ob. |
jects, which, whtn suiu%J
naiDcd, denote Iwerty.tliT«|
terms and arricies penainin|ic|
(he game of Base.BnU. *

J. U. NOCBT.

ANSWERS TU PuzzLES|
IN APRIL NUMBIIR.

Easy Square Woi»o.-i, |
Nadir, a. Adore 3, Doval
4, Irene. 5. Relel

DIAMOND.—1, A. 3. KU4 |
3, CoCoa. 4. DOe, 5 A

DimciLT DoifiLE Actos-1
Ttc.—Oliver Coldsmiih—Dwit* |
ed Village. Crwfi-words: Ul*f
fielD, L6ckE, IgnailuS, Veroii.
esE, EasteR, RobeiT, UrMsE, |
O0dD, LV, IUsiaell, Samud,
MarvellL, IsabellA,ThinG,Hci« |
acE, PicnuB Pumx.-
Moor. Room.

DROP-LBntK WOBDS.—i. |
Kilimandjaru 2, Aiarat.
Kong, 4. Alia». 5. Alp»,
Ural. 7. Soliman,

SVNCOPATIONS.—1, Re-g-al |
2, Me-d-al. 3. Su»-b-k. 11
Ra-p*id. q, 7-i-cnch. f.G*|

. M kiacfau,—Apnl [

Hour-Glass.— I, Chair. s. Udt. 3.D. 4. Ale. 5, |

BUuRIED CiTiEs.—One in each line: Tyrc, Leith, Pau, Dabj, I
W aterloo, Rome, Lee, Gbcnl, Gaih, Agm, Pcnli, Ke»', Stolr,
Sedan, Aden, Ayr. Easy Enigma.—Canmy. L

Easy Dodliilr Acrostic,—Ediiiburgh— Liverpo<l Cross ®0r%1
—FarL, Dcihl, IV.. NavE, BuckleR, UP, RialtO, GsotiO, Horol- |

NUKBRICAL E nigma.— A pril showcrs. - RmDLfc.-Cbap. I.

P1CTORIAI. Anagrajus.— I, Atchix. 2. Hawser. 3. Uptun 4
Shoulder. 5, Moulhs, 6. Fingers. 7. Fyebrows. 8, Elbovs. 9
Lobster. 10. TridenL 11. Handle. 32. TaUs. '

‘Two littlebees “send from Fontainebleau, France, five correct Solutions of Fchruary puzzles, too late for acknowledgment In ApnL

Answersto Puzzles inthe March Nukdrr were received, before March 20, from H. S. M., i—S. D, C, 2—D, I-. V., 3-"V. R,,i
1—E. M. K., 7—1-C.," 5—W . aiidL., 4—“ H.," z—G. L and L.R, 2—F. McC,i—P. T,3—W, T. B.,, s—H. U, R B. MO
B—O.L.C,Il—W.D.B, —A.C. W, 3—L. L.VanL, 7—W.F.S.,2—"*B.,”4—C. M. T, ii>-L. and N. C.,5-0. 1. 5-J'-.3
L.H., 6-"HalKc¢,”3-A. P. B, i-M.T.K., i-A.G.B.,i-D. E.E-,s—W.H.W..8-W.R. L, 8-*Blankes,”

F.and E.W. 8-C.A.,i—B. I. K, i-B. j—W..3—A, M ,i—M,S. Mcl.. jo—B. T, s—V.D'O. S.

M.L,F.,2-H.and B .,n-"B. O.E. M.C.."" 6—R. H. R, .and C-"0-C. H. E., s-

H.L.and Co., “B. and Cousin," 11—B. H. W., i—M., 2—W . and L-, 8— * Riddlers,” 4—W . d. s
T.H.,7-0,C.T..ic*"L.P.,3-F. W, 7-C. H. McB.,6—B.C. B-,4-A. A.J, 4-C J. F, 3—A.

5—L. G. S.,, F. D. R.,, i—L. C., 5—M.N. A, 8—E,and J. B,P., 7—A. H. G., 6—H. C. B-, p—M. an(iC. L Lo 2-w
—L. A.and R M P 4—-A D.R,i—E. V. 8—“HalHe,” i—A. M. P, 6—0.G.V, 3—M. F. H. D., 11—C. and M. 3, 4-
Wis.,” 3—C. B. H.. Jr, I—J. P., 6—J. W. K., 5—C.I. N., 4—W. S- |-, 5—H.E, W., 5—C. and 6. H., 11—0. B. and C.
H.P.M., 7—C. &Co.,,y—A.L.S., 4—D. W., 4—T.B. and } B. H., 7—and J. S., 4, Numerais denote nuinber of putllcs 50l«o.
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