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My Marsh was five years oid, and lived*"RT
lcowniry village in central New York, where her
kept a store. Her grandmamtna, Mrs.
ISore, lived in the samé Street, four doors away.
llitilc Miss May, as the villagers called her, was a
Idubby little girl, with a round, pink and white
Ikt, a little pug nose, large blue eyes, a pretty
Ikiemouth with two rows of small, white teeth,
ladherhairwas “ banged” all around. All day
Islienes as busy as a bee in summer time, swinging
Ii the yard, playing at see-saw with her sister
lIfell), or skipping upstairs and down, singing—

“ Over ihe hills and far away! *

[*fiich were all the words she knew of a song she
'y heard somewhere. These words seemed to be,
lisrher, quite enough ; and for the othcr lines she

I'ouldlium
*'La, la, la,”

Isiid ihen, with all her little voice, as if breaking
[fcttli airesh, sing bravely out:

"Ovcr the hjlls and y»»* away I”

Soineiimes she would trudge about so gravely,
std with so business-like an air, as to greatly
puse the housemaid, who, suspecting some mis-
pW, would ask:

“Well, what now, little Miss May?”

AOh | is very busy to-day | | 've my doll’s
tkingsand skirts to wash ; they ’re aivful dirty.
15 such a lazy doli that, if 1 did n’t make her
"Pi she would lie right in the dirt on the floor

P tlaylong, so that it takes half my time to keep
Noli looking spectable, it does.”

"Un all her active ways, May was a very good
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child, excepting
fior girl couid evei®
She would sew o *
Not that she cou’
needleful of thread.
forth through a piece oi®

and
she

making very long st.'
never wanted to sev®

Sunday morning breakfas®
give nobody any peace ut®
threaded for her, when she

at her sewing as if she wenl
stress. Her mamma was sorn

girl

sew on Sunday, but said 11"

ing she would cease to care fo.'

But,

fair

as the weeks passed on, !>
way to sew on every Sunday,’

lived. At length her mother deci®
her liaving a needle, and on the folio"
morning, calling May to her, she said

You cannot sew to-day, May.”

“W hy not to-day, mamma?”

“

“

“

Because it is Sunday!”
Well, what ifitbe Sunday ?”
God does n’t like to have little girls sew’

Sunday.”

Who is God, mamma?”

God made you, dear.”

Where is God, mamma?”

He is everywhere.”

Then He ishere, mamma ?”

Yes, dear.”

In this room ?”

Yes.”

Then He is in my pocket, mamma?”

You must not talk so,” said mamma, very
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Jiil, but
May lookS
Drcad and butter
When the meal
nd running into the
kck to the breakfast-
i-gown.
Ka,” she said.
There no mote,” said her

no papa, and inamma
na. You will have to say
/and," when you come here,

She door-laell, and you will be

"cr for that, but stood twirling
At last, turning desperately
he said:

J\. care! Grandinamma will let rae

,/ know ! Wont she, Nelly ?”

e “ guessed not,” whereupon May
~“net over her face and, hugging her
|ht-gown, started for her grandmotlier’s.

fchcd her from the window, laughing at

j figure trudging down the sidewalk, mov-

Ti( she already had begun to battle with the

fthings of life.

We won’t say anything to her, will we, mam-

na?” said Nelly, as May turned in al her grand-

NotheHs; “and | guess she ’ll be glad enough to
come bacl beféte night.”

May wenij.jn without knocking, and told her
grandraamipa t*at she had come to “ Uve with her,
—Uve with,A" /jhvays."

Mrs. Stone, araused at the child’s decided man-
ner, said she would be very glad to have a little
girl to Uve with her. When she asked her why she
had lefl home, May replied ;

“ Mamma ’buses me; | isiired living there.”

papa acted as if he did not knowlicr, anjl

ig down some pink calico, asked heriftlia

would do. She said “ Yes,” and he cut her offt

yard. She put her two cents on the counter, witi

Mr. Marsh told her thatthe moneywas not enoiigliJ

then, looking sobciiy down into her face, he askidj
whose little girl she was.

“1ismy grandmamma’s.”

“ And what is yoiir iame ?”

“ 1 is Little—Little Miss Stone."

“ Ah, yes, | see,” said her father. *“ Well.hml
not acquainled with any Little Miss Sloiu, sol’dd
afraid | can 't let you have the calicd.” 1

May’s lips began to iremble and her brave litilel
stock of bravado to give way, when one oi ilitj
villagers, who hadbeen standing near, slippedaiflil
cent piece into her hand; this she quickly pUctdl
011 the counter, and then, with an air of victotyj
she walked away wdth her calicé. 1

Time passed happily enough at her graic
mother’s until the doll’s dress was inaclc, 'vhkiil
happciied at about five o’clock in the aftemoaii.l
May was then anxious to show it tn Nelly,
of this idea, and forgetting how she had lefl borel

1in the morning, May put on her honret andmi
back with her doli, rushing into the housc wilhout]
ringing and exclaiming:
* See, Nelly, my doll’s new frock!"
“ Ah, what young lady have we here?" asktul

Mrs. Marsh, in surprise. |
“This is Little Miss Stone,"” said Ndif)
roguishly. .
“ Little Miss Stone? Indeed! AndisU

Miss Stone well to-day ?” continued her

Poor May was driven quite to her wit's end
had had the habit, ever since she could talk,oipii*J
tingher hands over her ears when shewishedlosiT
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sometliingthat a third person should not hear. So,

jcitiy clapping her fat little hands over her own
eas, she put her face closc to Nelly’s, and
shouted;

"l js KO/Little Miss Stone;
pjistookened.”

“WIliy, yes you are,” laughed Nelly.
fay Ve forgotten !”

Their mother pretended not to ha\-e heard May’s
itmark, and continued;

“1think, Nelly dear, we will go out pretty soon
lo look all around for a little sister for you.
Perhaps Little Miss Stone can tell
1s ivhere to find a little girl who

glad to Uve here ; to play

iih Nelly, and sleep with her, and
ive the same papa and mamma
|hei Nelly has.”

llwes phin to see that a struggle
i» going on in little May’s heart,
irdie looked first at her mother
llously, then at Nelly; when her

caught sighc of a

lauliful little  round
lumpkin-pie that stood
lire lal)le.  Now, if
lerc was aiiything of
fdiich May was espe-
dlyiond, it was piiin))-
fonrpie, and an aunt of
itrs oflcn sent her a
mdi oiie. The sight
fthe pie drove all her

nows from her mind,

i clapping her hands
|1k wes about to seize

when Mrs. Marsh,

Ives already tying
pellys bonnct strings
ftheirwalk, said:

“That puinpkin-pie was sent to our house

Aunt George for our little gir! who moved
inyihis morning; she got tired of staying here,
went to Uve with her grandmother, so she

Wsew on Sunday! Now, we must go out

look for another little May, to be a sister to

Idy, and to eat the pumpkin-pie.”

Ms. Marsh moved toward the door, when May,

kmger able to control her feelings, burst into

and, hiding her face in her mamma’s frock,
das ifher heart would break.
Dont cry, May,” begged Nelly, soothingly.

Mama’s only in fiin 1 Mamma, this is May;

you is very imich

“ 1 guess

MISS STONE.
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really, mamma, it is May.
she ’'d come back !”

At this momcnt Mr. Marsh carne in, and seeing
his little girl in trouble, caught her up in his hrms,
exclaiming;

«Well!
Stone?”

“ | guess shc's rimned away," answered May,
her eyes shining through her tears, and turning
longingly toward the pumpkin-pie, which she was
soon pcrmitted to eat, while her papa and mam-
ma looked on, with satisfied smiles. In half an

hour, she was quite at borne
again, and singing her oid song;
“ Over

I toid you all along

And what has bccome of Little Miss

hills and/ar away.”

UTTLC MISS STOKE MAKCS A I'UKLIA"

But for a long time the only repronf the happy
little girl needed for asking leavt to sew on
Sundav, or for any othcr fault, waV to veraind her
of Little Miss Stone.
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AI’PLE-SEED

JOHN. [den,

APPLE-SEED JOHN.

Bv Lydia Maria Child.

POOR Johnny was bended well nigh double
Witli years of toil, and care, and trouble;
But bis large oid heart stiil felt the need
Of doing for others some kindly deed.

But what can | do?” oid Johnny said;

* 1 who work so hard for daily bread?

It takes heaps of money to do mucli good;
1 am far too poor to do as | would.”

The oid man sat thinking deeply a while,
Then over his features gleamed a sraile,
And he clapped his hands with a boyish
glee,

said to himself,
mel"

And “There’s a way for

He worked, and he worked with might and
main,

But no one knew the plan in his brain.

He took ripe apples in pay for chores,

And carefully cut froin them all the cores.

He filled a bag full, then wandered away,
And no man saw him for many a day.
With knapsack over his shoulder slung,
He marched along, and whistled or sung.

He seemed to roam with no object in view,
Like one who liad nothing on earth to do;

But, journeying thus o’er the prairies wice,
He paused now and then, and his bag untiedi

With pointed cafie deep holes he would boie,|
And in ev’ry hole he placed a core;
Then covered them weli, and left them tliere|
In keeping of sunshine, rain, and air.

Sometimes for days he waded through gas,

And saw not a living creature pass,

But often, when sinking to sleep in the diV]

He heard the owls hoot and the prairienjopl
bark.

Sometimes an Indian of sturdy litnb
Carne striding along and walked with hin
And he who had food shared with the otherij

As if he had met a hungry brother.

When the Indian saw how the bag wes |

And looked at the holes that the while n¥j
drilled,

He thought to himself 't was a silly plan

To be pUinting seed for some future reaH

Sometimes a log cabin carne in view,
Where Johnny was sure to find jobs lo dd
By which he gained stores of bread and nedj
And welcome rest for his weary feet.



1

JACK AND

He had full many a story to tell,

And goodly hymns that he sung right well;
He tossed up the babes, and joined the boys
Ininany a game full of fun and noise.

And he seemed so hearty, in work or play,

jilen, women, and boys all urged him to
stay;

Bul he always said, “ | have something to do.

And | must go on to carry it through.”

Tlie boys, who were sure to foliow him i‘ound,

Soon found what it was he put in the
ground;

And so, as time passed and he traVeled on,

Bvry one called him “ Oid Apple-seed John.”

Whenever he 'd used the whole of his store,
He went into cities and worked for more;
Then he marched back to the wilds again.
And pianted seed on liill-side and plain.

In cities, some said the oid man was crazy;
While otliers said he was only lazy;

But he took no notice of gibes and jeers,
He knew he was working for fiiture years.
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He knew that trees would soon abound
Whcre once a tree could not have been found;
That a flickring play of light and shade
Would dance and glimmer along the glade;

That blossoming sprays would forra fair bowers.
And sprinkle the gr.nss with rosy showers;
And the little seeds his hands had spread
Would become ripc apples when he was dead.

So he kept on traveling far and wide,

Till his okl limbs failed him, and he died.

He said at the last, “’T is a comfort to feel

I ve done good in the world, though not a
great deai.” *

Weary travelers, journeying west,

in the shade of his trees find pleasant rest
And they often start, with glad surprise,
At the rosy fruit that round them lies.

And if they inquire whence carne such trees,
Where not a bough once swayed in the breeze,
The answer still comes, as they travel on,

“ Thcse trees were pianted by Apple-seed John.”

JACK AND JILL.'

Bv LouiSA M. Alcott.

Chapter XIII.

JACK HAS A MYSTERY.

“What is the matter? Does your head ache?”

Jill, one evening in March, observing that

J*i; sat with Kis head in his hands, an attitude
«iidi, with him, raeant either pain or perplexity.
but | 'm bothered. | waut some money,

adi don’t see how | can earn it,” he answered,

« Copyright, 1879, by Louisa M. Alcolt

tumbling his hair about, and frowning darkly at
the fire.

“ How much?” and Jill’s ready hand went to

the pocket where her little purse lay, for she felt
rich with several preseuts lately made her.

“ Two seventy-five. No, thank you, 1 wont

borrow.”

“What isitfor?”
“ Can't tell.”

All rights rcserved.
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“ Why, | thought you told me everything.”

“ Sorry, but | can’t this time. Don’t you worry;
I sliall think of something.”

“ Could n’t your mother help ?”

“ Don’t wish to ask her.”

“Whyl can’t kno'v?”

“ Nobody can.”
“ How quecrl Is it a scrape, Jack?” asked
Jill, looking as curious as a magpie.

“ It is likciy to be, if I can’t get out of it this
week, somehow.”

“ Well, | don’t see how 1 can help if 1 'm not to
know anything,” and Jill secined rathcr hurt.

“ You can just stop asking questions, and tell
me hosv a fellow can carn some money. That
would help. | ’ve got one dollar, but 1 must have
some more,” and Jack looked worried as he
fingered the little gold dollar on his watch-guard.

“ Oh, do you mean to use that?”

“ Yes, 1do; a man must pay his debts if he sclls
all he'has to do it,” said Jack, sternly.

“ Dear me; it must be something very serious.”
And Jill lay quite still for five minutes, thinking
over all the ways in which Jack ever did earn
money, for Mrs. Minot liked to have her boys
work, and paid them in some way for all they did.

“Is there any wood to saw?” she asked, pres-
ently, being very anxious to help.

“ All done.”

“ Paths to sliovel?”

NO sHow .~

Lawn to rake, then?”

Not time for that yet.”

Catalogue ofbooks?”

Frank got that job.”

Copy those letters for your mother?”

Take me too long. Mnst have my money
Friday, if possible.”

“ 1 don’t see what we can do, then. It is too
eariy or loo late for everything, and yon wnnt
borrow.”

“ Not of you. No, fior of any one else, if | can
possibly help il. 1°’ve promised to do this myself,
and | will,” and Jack wagged his head, resolutely.

“ Could n’t you do something with the printing-
press? Do me some cards, and then, perhaps, the
other girls wiii want some,” said Jill, as a fodorn
hope.

“ Just the thing! What a goose 1 was not to
think of it. I Il rig the oid machine up at once.”
And, starting from his seat, Jack dived into the
big closet, dragged out the little press, and fcll to
oiling, dusting and pntting it in order, iike one
relieved of a great anxiety.

“ Give me the types; | ’ll sort ihcm and set
up my fiame, so you can ljegin as soon as you are
ready. You know what a help | was when we did

“

the programmes? | 'm almost sure the girls W/,
wantcards, and | know your mother would likesore
more tags,” said Jill, briskly rattling the letiets
into the different compartments, while Jack inked
the rolléis and hunted up his big apron, whistling
the while with recovered spirits.

A dozen neat cards were soon printcd, and Jill
insislecl on paying six cents for them, as eaming
was not borrowing. A few odd tags were foud
and done for mamma, who immediately ordered
four dozen at six cents a dozen, though she ivasnat
told why there was such a pressing cali for nmorey.

Jack’s monthly half-dollar had been spent ite
first week,—twenty-five cents for a conceri, ten
paid a fine for keeping a Isook too long fromthe i
library, ten more to have his knife ground, and!
five in candy, for he dearly loved sweeties, andivas'
under bonds to marama not to spend more than,
five cents a month on these unwholesome tetnpta-1
tions. She never asked the boys wliat theydd‘
with their money, but expected them lo keep |
account in the little books she gave them; and,
now and then, they showed the neat pages ivihl
pardonable pride, though she often laughed al the
queer items.

All that evening Jack & Co. worked busily, fa |
when Frank carne in he good-natiiredly ordered
some pale-pink cards for Annette, and ran to tre
store to choose the right shade, and buy sone|
packages for the young printer also.

“ What lio you suppose he is in such a pucker |
for?” whispercd Jill, as she set up tlie ncw fiae,
to Frank, who sat ciése by, with one eye on hisj
book and one on her.

“ Oh, some notion. He ’s a queer chap; fuit1
guess it isn’t rauch of a scrape, or | should knovj
it. He ’s so good-natured he s always proinisir»
to do ihings for people, and has too much plucktol
give np when he finds he can’t. Let him aoe |
and it will all come out soon enough,” ansivciedl
Frank, who laughed at his brother, but loved himj
none the less for the tender heart tliat often gol]
the bctter of his young head.

But for once Frank was mistakcn; the mysteryl
did not come out, and Jack worked like a beaverl
all that week, as orders poured in ivhen JilUndl
Annette showed their elegant cards; for, asevery-r
body knows, if onc girl has a new thing all Iheretl
must, whether it is a bow on the top of her head, al
peculiar sort of pcncil, or the latest kind of ctie*|
ing-gum. Little play did the poor fellow gct, iorj
every spare minute was spent at the press, and nol
invitation could tempt him away, so much ineaf'l
nest was ouv honest little Franklin about
debt. Jill helped all she could, and cheercd sj
labors with her encouragement, reinembering
he stayed at home for her.
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“[iisreal good of you to lend a hand, and 1°m
eversojuuch obliged,” said Jack, as the last order
wasstruck off, and the drawer of the type-box held
apile of shining five and ten cent pieces, with two
orthree quarters.

“1 love to; only, it would be nicer if | knew
ibat 've were working for,” she said, demurel)’, as
ge scaltered type for the last time; and seeing
that Jack was boih tired and grateful, hoped to get
ahint ofthe secret.

“1want to tell you, dreadfully; but I can't,
because | "ve promised.”

“What, never?”

“Never!" and Jack looked as firni as a rock.

“Then | shall find out, for / have n’t prom-
ised”

“Youcan't.”

“Seeifl don’t1”

“You are sharp, but you wont guess this. It ’s
airemecndous secret, and nobody will tell it.”

“You ’ll tell it yourself. You always do.”
< 1wont tell this. It would be mean.”
“Waitandsee; | can get anyth:ng,out of you
iil try," and Jill laughed, knowing her powcr wcll,
for Jack found it very hard to keep a secret from
fer.

“Dont try; please don’t! It would n’t be
righl, and you clon’t want to make me do a dis-
licuiorable thing for your sake, | know.”

Jack looked so distressed that Jill promised not
tomafe him tell, tbough she held herself free to
lidout in atlier ways, if she could.

Thus rclicved, Jack trudged off to school on
Fridsy with tlic two dollars and seventy-five cents
jiigling in liis pocket, though the dear gokl coin
bedto he sacrificed to make up the sum. He did
hislessons badly that day, was late at tecess in the
silernoon and, as soon as school was over, dcparted
inhis rubher boots “ to take a walk,” he said,
ihoughthe roads were in a load state with a spring
i Nothing was seen of him till after tea-time,
«hnhe cante liraping in, very dirty and tired, but
wlharcposeful cxpression, which betrayed that a
kadwasoff his mind. Frank was busy about his
«nafiairsand paid little attention to him, but Jill
»8sdti lenter-hooks to know where he had been,
ytidared not ask the question.

“Merry’s brother wants some cards. He liked
fe so much he wishes to make his lady-love a
fcsent, Here ’s the fiame,” and Jill held up the
«detftom Harry.Grant, who was to be married in
fitautumn.

"hlust wait till next week. | 'm too tired to do
athingto-night, and | hate the sight of that oid
I*ss,"answered Jack, laying himself down upon

ugas ifevery joint ached.

What made you take such a long walk? You
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look as tired as if you ’d been ten miles,” said
Jill, hoping to discover the length of the trip.

“ Had to. Four or five miles is n’t much, only
my leg bothered me,” and Jack gave the ailing
member a slap, as if he had found it much in
his way that day; for, though he had given up the
crutches long ago, he father missed Cheir support
soraetimes. Then, with a great yawn, he slretched
himselfout to bask in the blaze, pillowing his head
on his arms.

“ Dear oid thing, he looks all used up; | wont
plague him with talking,” and Jill began to sing,
as she often did in the twilight.

By the time the first song ended a gentle snore
was heard, and Jack lay fast asleep, worn out with
the busy week and the walk, which had been
longer and harder than any one guessed. Jill took
up her knitting and worked quietly by firelight,
still wondering and guessing what the secret could
be; for she had not much to amuse her, and little
things were very interesting if connected with her
friends. Presently, Jack rolied over and began to
multer in his sleep, as he often did when too weary
for sound slumber. Jill paid no attention till he
uttered a iame which made her prick up her ears
and listen to the broken sentences which followed.
Only a few words, but she dropped her work, say-
ing to herself:

“ 1 do believe he is talking about the secret.
Now 1 shall find out, and be mili tell me himself,
as | said he would.”

Much pleased, she leanecl and listened, but
could make no sensc of the confuscd babble about
“hcavy boots”; “ all right, oldfellow”; “ Jerry’s
off”: and “the ink is too thick.”

The slam of the front door woke Jack, and he
pulled himself up, declaring that he believed he
had been having a nap.

“ | wish you ’d have anothcr,” said Jill, greatly
disappointed at the loss of the intelligence she
seemed to be so near getting.

Floor is too hard for tired bones. Guess | il
go to bcd and get rested up for Monday. 1 °’ve
worked like fury this week, so next | 'm going in
for fun;” and, little dreaming what hard times were
in store for him, Jack went off to enjoy his warm
bath and welcome bed, where he was soon sleep-
ing with the serene look of one whosc dreams
were happy, wl*osc conscience was at rest.

“ 1 have a few words to say to you before you
go,” said Mr. Acton, pausing with his hand on the
bell, Monday afternoon, when the hour carne for
dismissing school.

The bustle of putting away books and preparing
for as vapicl a departure as propriety allowed, sub-
sided suddenly, and the boys and girls sat as still
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as mice, while the hearts of such as hacl been
guilty ofany small sins bcgan to beat fast.

“Yon remember that we had some trouble last
winter about keeping the boys away from the saloon,
and that a rule was made forbidding any pupil to
go to lown during recess ?” began Mr. Acton,
who, being a conscientious man as well as an
excellent teacher, felt that he was responsible for
the children in school hours, and did his best to
aid parents in guarding thera from the few tempt-
ations which beset them in a country town. A
certain attractive little shpp, where confectionery,
base-balls, stationery and picture papers were
sold, was a favorite loafing place for some of the
boys till the rule forbidding k was made, because
in the rear of the shop was a beer and billiard
saloon. A wise rule, for the picture papers were
not always of the best sort; cigars were to be had;
idle fellows hung about there, and some of the
lads, who wanted to be thought manly, ventured
to pass the green baize door “ just to look on.”

A murmur answered the teacher’s qucstion, and
he continued:

“ You all know that the rule was brokcn sevcral
times, and T told you the next offender would be
publicly reprimanded, as private punishments had
no effect. 1 am sorry to say that the time has
come, and the offender is a boy whom | trusted
entirely. It grieves me to do this, but | must keep
my promise, and hope the cxample will have a
good effect.”

Mr. Acton paused, as if he found it hard to go
on, and the boys looked at one another with inquir-
irig eyes, for their teacher seldom punished, and
when he did it was a very. solemn thing. Several
of these anxious glances fell upon Joe, who was
very red and sat whittling a pencil as if he dared
not lift his eyes.

“He’ the chap. Wont he catch it?” whis-
pered Gus to Frank, for both owed him a grudge.

“ The boy who broke the rule last Friday, at
afternoon recess, will come to the desk,” said Mr.
Acton, in his most impressive manner.

If a thunderbolt had fallen through the roof it
would hardly have caused a greater surprise than
the sight of Jack Minot walking slowly down the
aisle, with a wrathful flash in the eyes he turned on
Joe as he passed him.

“ Now, Minot, let us have this over as soon as
possiblc, for | do not like it any better than you
do, and | am sure there issome mistake. |’m told
you went to the shop on Friday. Is it true?”
asked Mr. Acton, very gently, for he liked Jack,
and seldom had to correct him in any way.

“ Yes, sir,” and Jack looked up as if proud to
show that he was not afraid to tell the truth as far
as he could.
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To buy something ?”
No, sin”
To meet some one ?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Was it Jerry Shannon ?”

No answer, but Jack’s fists doubled up of ihem |
selves as he shot another fiery glance at Joe, whoe
face burned as if it scorched him.

“ | am told it was ; also that you were seent
into the saloon with him. Did you?”and iir.|
Acton looked so sure that it was a mistake lliatit
cost Jack a great effort to say, slowly :

* Yes, sir.”

Quite a tbrill pervaded the school at this cot.
fession, for Jerry was one of the wild felicws thel
boys all shunned, and to have any dealings with|
hira was considered a very disgraceful thing.

“ Did you play ?”

“ No, sir. lcan’t.”

“ Drink beer?”

“1 belong to the Lodge,” and Jack stood asi
erect as any little soldier who ever marched undtri
a teraperance banner and fought for the cause!
none are too young fior too oid to help along.

“1 was sure of tbat. Then what took ymij
there, my boy?”

The question was so kindly put that Jack iorgatj
himselfan instant, and blurted out:

“ 1 only went to pay him some money, sir."

“ Ah, how much ?”

“ Two seventy-five,” muttcred Jack, as redasai
cherry at not being able to keep a secret hetter.

“ Too much for a lad like you to owesuchal
féllow as Jerry. How carne it?” and Mr. Acton!
looked disturbed.

Jack opcned his lips to speak, but shutthem!
again, and stood looking down with a little gniveil
about the mouth that showed how much ito
him to be silent.

“ Does any one beside Jerry know of this?”

“ One other fellow,” after a pause.

“ Yes, | understand,” and Mr. Actons ewj
glanced at Joe with a look that seemed to say, “I
wish he ’d held his tongue.”

A qiieer smile flitted over Jack’s face, forJocinsl
not the “ other fellow,” and knew very little abouil
it, excepting what he had seen when helvassent|
on an errand by Mr. Acton on Friday.

“ 1 wish you would explain the matter, Jolid i
| am sure it is better than it seems, and it would
be very hard to punish you when youdon’idesei«|
it.”

“ But | do deserve it; | ’ve broken the rule,i
| ought to be punished,” said Jack, asifag
whipping would be easier to bear than this pu"j
cross-examination.

“ And you can’t explain, or even sayyouai'l
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Sony, or asliamed? ” asked Mr. Acton, hoping to
jurprise anoiher fact out of the boy.

"No,sir; lcan't; 1’tii not ashamed; | ’'m not
jimy, and 1°d do it again to-morrow if | had to;”
aied Jack, losing patiencé, and looking as if he
would not bear inuch more.

Agroan from the boys greeted this bare-faced
dtclaration, and Susy quite shivered at the idea of
liaving laken two bites out of the apple of such a
iHtdened desperado.

+'JACK & CO."

“Think it over till to-morrow, and perhaps you
«illchange your mind. Remcmbcr that this is the
bst week of the month, and reports are given out
nettFriday,” said Mr. Acton, knowing how much
fc boy prided himself on always having good ones
toshow liis mother.

Poor Jack turned scarlet and bit his lips to keep
Inm dtill, for he had forgotten this when he
pkoged into the affair which was likely to cost him
ikat. Then the color faded away, the boyish face
i’t'vsteady, and the honest eyes looked iip at his
kicher as he said very low, but all heard him, the

'vas so still;

Itisn’t as bad as it looks, sir, but | cnn’t say

more. No one is to blame but me; and |
"““Ibnthelp breaking the rule, for Jerry was §oing
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away, | had only that time, and 1°d promised to
pay up, so I did.”

Mr. Acton believed every word he said, and
regretted that they had not been able to have it out
privately, but he, too, must keep his promise and
punish the offender, whoever he was.

“ Very well, you will lose your recess for a week,
and this month’s repon will be the first one in
which behaviordoes not get the highest mark- You
may go; and | wish it understood that Master

AT WORK WITH THE rRINTINOPRRSS.

Minot is not to be troublcd with questions till he
chooses to set this mattcr right.”

Then the bell rang, the children trooped out,
Mr. Acton wcent off without anothcr word, and Jack
was lefi alone lo put up his books and hide a few
tears that would come because Frank turned his
eyes away from tbc imploring look cast upon him
as the culprit carne down from the platforni, a
disgriiced boy.

Eider brothers are apt to be a little hard on
younger ones, so it is not surprising that Frank,
who was an eminently proper boy, was much cut
up when Jack publicly confessed to dealings with
Jerry, Icaving it to be supposed that the worst half
of the story remained untold. He felt it his duty,
therefore, to collar poor Jack when he carne out.
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and talk to him all the way home, like a judge
bent on getting at the truth by main forcé. A
kind word would have been very comforting, but
the scolding was too much for Jack’s temper, so
he turned dogged and would not say a word,
though Frank threatened not to speak to him for
a week.

At tca-timc botli boys were very silent, one look-
ing grim, the other excited. Frank stared sternly
at his brother across the tablc, and no amount of
marmalade sweetened or softened that reproachful
look. Jack defiantly ciunched his toast, with
occasional slashes at the butter, as if he must vent
the pent-up emotions which half distracted him.
Of course, their mother saw that something was
amiss, but did not allude to it, hoping that the
cloud would blow over as so many did if leftalone.
But this one did not, and when both refused cake,
this sure sign of unusuai perturbation made her
anxious to know the cause. Assoon as ten was over,
Jack retired with gloomy dignity to his own room,
and Frank, casting away the paper he had been
pretending to read, burst out with the whole story.
Mrs. Minot was as much surprised as he, but not
angry, because, like most mothers, she was sure
that her sons could not do anything very bad.

“ 1 will speak to him; my boy wont refuse to
give me some explaiiation,” she said, when Frank
had freed his mind with as much warmth as if
Jack had broken all the ten commandments.

“ He will. You often cali me obstinate, but he
is as pig-headed as a mulé; Joe only knows what
he sasv, oid tell-talc ! and Jcrry has left town, or | d
have it out of him. Make Jack own up, whether
he can or not. Little donkey !” siormed Frank,
who hated rowdies and could not forgive his brother
for'being seen with one.

‘“My dear, all boys do foolish things sometimes,
even the wisest and best behaved, so don’t be hard
on the poor child. He has got into trouble, | *ve
no doiibt, but it cannot be very bad, and he earned
the money to pay for his prank, whatever it was.”

Mrs. Mindt left the room as she spoke, and
Frank cooled down as if her words had l)een a
shower-bath, for he’ vemembered his own costly
escapade, and how kindly both his mother and Jack
had stood by him on that trying occasion. So, feel-
ing rather remorseful, he went off to talk it over with
Gtis, leaving Jill in a fever of curiosity, for Merry
and Molly had dropped in on their way home to
break the blow to her, and Frank declined to
discuss it with her, after mildly stating that Jack
was a “ ninny,” in his opinion.

“ Well, I know one thing,” said Jill, confiden-
tially, to Snow-ball, when they were left alone
together, “ if every one clse is scolding him | wont
say a word. It’s so mean to crow over people
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when they are down, and i ’'m sure he hasntdone
anything to be ashamecl of, though he wont tell*

Snow-ball seemed to agree to this, for he went
and sat down by Jack’s slippers waithig for himon
the hearth, and Jill thought that a very touching
proqgf of affectionate fidelity to the little inaster«<ho
ruled them both.

When he carne, it was evident that he had foud
it harder to refuse his mother than all the res!
But she trusted him, in spite of appearanccs, ad
Ihat was such a comfort! for poor Jack's lieari vas
very full, and he longed to tell the whole story, bmke
would not break his promise, and so kept silence
bravcly. Jill asked no questions, affccting to ke
anxious for the games they always playee! iogeiter
in the evening; but while they played, though the
lips were sealed, the briglu eyes said as pininlras
words, “ | trust you,” and Jack was very gtaieful.

It was well he had something to checr himupa
home, for he got little peace at school. He boe
the grave looks of Mr. Acton meekly, took ire
boys’ jokes good-naturerily, and witlisiood te
artful teasing of the girls with patient silence. Bl
it was very hard for the social, affectionate fellowic
bear the general distrust, for he had been sucha
favoriie he felt the change keenly.

But the thing that tried him most was the knoid.
edge that liis report would not be wh.it it wswly
was. It was ahvays a happy moment when ke
showecl it to his mother, and saw her cye brighlen
as it fell on the 99 or 100, for she cared moie for
good behavior than for perfect lessons. Mr. Adn
once said that Frank Minot's moral influeiice in
the school was unusuai, and Jack never forgol her
pride and delight as she told them wliat Frank
himself had not known till then. It was Jacks
anibition to have the same said ofhim, for lie wes
not much ofa scliolar, and he had tried hard sine
he went back to school to get good records in Iei
respect at least. Now, here was a dreadful doan
fall, tardy marks, bad company, broken rules, ad
something too wrong to tell, apparently.

“ Well, | deserve a good report, and thaisa
comfort, though nobody believes it,” lie said to
himself, trying to keep up bis spjjits, asthe dow
week went by, and no word from him had deared
up the mystery.

Chapter XIV.
AND JILL FINDS IT OUT.

Jill worried about it more than he did, for
was a faithful little friend, and it was a great trd
to have Jack even suspected of doing anpliini
wrong. School is a child’s world wiliiie lie is thag,
and its small affairs are very important to himso
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jlll felt that the one thing to be done was to dear
jiviy the doud about her dear boy, and restore
bid to public favor.

"Edwill be here Saturday night and may be
ve Will find out, for Jack tells him everything. |
dohate to have him hectored so, for | know he is,
Ihough he ’s too proud to complain,” she said, on
Thursday evening, when Frank told her some joke
fdayed upon his brother that day.

"1let him alone, but | see that he is n’t badg-
lered loo much.  That ’s all 1 can do. If Ed had
I onlycome home last Saturday it might have done
,sone good, but now it will be too late; for the
I tpoits are given out to-morrow, you know,”
lanswered Frank, feeling a little jealous of Ed’s
linflueiice over Jack, though his own would have
Ibeenas great if he had Ineen as gentle.

“Has Jerry come back?” asked Jill, who kept

lier qucstions for Frank, because she seldom
lalluded lo the tender subject when with Jack.

“No, he ’s off for the summer. Got a place
Iscmewhere.  Hope he Il stay there, and let Bob
jkme.”

“Where is Bob now? | don’t hear much about
bim lalcly,” said Jill, who was constantly on the
look-out for “ the other fellow,” since it was not
1.

“Oh, he went to Captain Skinner’s the first of
Marcii, chores round, and goes to school up there.
Captain is strict, and wont let Bob come to town,
txcept Suiidays; but he don’t raind it much, for
helikes horses, has nice grub, and the liill fellows

| aie good chaps for him to be with. So he ’s all
ligt, if he only behaves.”

“Howfar is it to Captain Skinner’s?” asked Jiil,
suddenly, having listened, with her sharp eyes on
Frank, as he tiiikered away at his model, since he
; wasforhidden all other iiidulgence in his beloved
| pesliire.

1'Itsfour miles to Hill District, but the Captain
livs lilis side of the school-hoiise.  About three
fioinhcre, i should say.”

“How long would it take a boy to walk up
|tb!re?"\veni on the questioner, with a new idea
Imberhead.

“Depends on how much ofa walkist he is.”

, “Supposo he was lame and it was sloshy, and
il"mede a cali and carne back. How long would
lihtiake?” asked Jill, impatiently.
I Well, in that case, | should say two or three
I[“rs. But it ’s impossible to tell exactly, unless
fuwknow how lame the fellow was, and how long
1*iM he made,” said Frank, who liked to be
I Wlrate.

Jackcould n’t do itin less, could he ?”

He used to riui up that hilly road for a

*her, and think nothing of it. it would be a
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long Job fot him now, poor little chap, for his leg
often troubles him, though he hates to own it.”

Jill lay back and laughed, a happy little laugh,
as if she was pleased about something, and Frank
looked over his shoiilder to ask questions in his
turn.

“ What are you laughing at?”

“ CaiTt tell.”

“ Why do you want to know about Hill District ?
Are you going there ?”

* Wish 1 could! 1 ’d soon have it out of him.”

“Who?”

“ Never mind. Please push up my table. |
must write a letter, and | want you to post it for
me to-night, and never say a word till | give you
leave.”

“ Oh, now you are going to have secrets and be
mysterious, and get into a messj are you?” and
Frank looked down at her with a suspicious air,
though he was intensely curious to know what she
was about.

“ Go away till I ’in done. You will have to see
the outside, but you can’t know the inside till the
answer comes;” and, propping herself up, Jill
wrote the following note, with some hesitation at
thebeginning and cnd, for she did not know the
gentleman she was addressing, except by sight,
and it was i-ather awkward.

*ROBEKT WaLKER 1
Dcar Sir:—1 want to ask if Jack Minot carne to sec you last
Friday ai"emoon. He gotinio trouble being seen withJerry Shannon.
He paid b'm some money. Jack wont teil, and Mr, Acton wlked to
him about te before all the school. We feel bad, because we think
Jaclt did not do wrong. | don”t kno%v as you have anytlitng to do
wttli it, but I thought I *dask. Picase answer quick.—Respectfully

JanbPecq.”

To make sure that her despatch was not tam-
pered with, Jill put a great spiash of red sealing-
wax on it, which gave it a very official look, and
much impressed Bob when he received it.

“ There! Go and post it, and don’t let any one
see or know about it,” she said, lianding it over to
Frank, who Icft his work with uiiusual alacrity to
do her eiTand. When his eye fell on the address,
he laughed, and said in a tcasing way:

“ Are you and Bob such good friends that you
correspond ? What will Jack say ?”

“ Don’t know, and don't care! Be good, now,
and let ’s have a little secret as well as other foiks.
1 ’Il tell you all about it when he answers,” said Jill,
in her most coaxing tone. «

“ Supposo he does n’'t?”

“ Then | shall send yon up to see him. | musi
know something, and 1 want to do it myself, if |
can.”

“ Lookhcre; what are you after? 1 do believe
you tliink ” Frank got no farthcr, for Jill
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gave a little scream, and stopped him by crying
eagerly: “ Don’t say it out loud! 1| really do
believe it may be, and | ’in going to find out.”

“ What made you think of him?” and Frank
looked thoughtfully at the letter, as if turning care-
fully over in his mind the idea that Jill’s quick wits
hadjumpedat.

“ Come here, and | ’ll tell you.”

Holding him by one button, she whispered some-
thing in his ear that made him exclaim, with a
look at the rug;

“No 1 did he? | declare | should n’t wonder !
It would be just like the dear oid blunder-head.”

“ 1 never thought of it till you told me where
Bob was, and'then it all sort of burst upon me in
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while she eagerly read it he sat calmly poringover
the latest number of his own privase and par.
ticular “ Boys’ paper.”

Bob was not a “ complete letter-wrifer” byany
means, and with great labor and rauch ink hed
produced thefollowingbriefbut highly satisfactory
epistle.  Not knowing how to address hisfaircor-
responden! he letit alone, and went at once loire
point in the frankest possible way:

“Jack did comoup Friday. Sorry he got Into a li*as
real kind of hicn, nnd 1 shall pay him back $oon. Jack pai4 jmy
for me, and | made him promise noc to tell. Jerry said he'dcok
here nnd makea tow if] dldn't cash up. 1 vra® «frald Tdlose
place if he did, for the Capt is awful sCricl. 1fJack don’c tdi
I will. 1 aist mean. Ulad you wrotc. R.O. W

Jl4U MAKBS A DISCOVERV.

one minute !” cried Jill, waving her arms about to
express the intellectual explosién which had thrown
light upon the mystery, like sky-rockets in a dark
night.

“You are as bright as a button. No time to
lose ; | 'm off,” and off he was, spiashing through
the inud to post the letter, on the back of which he
added, to make the thing sure, “ Hurry up. F.
M.”

Both felt rather guilty next day, but enjoyed
themselves very much nevertheless, and kept
chuckling over the mine they were making under
Jack’s unconscious feet. They hardly expected an
answer at noon, as the Hill people were not very
eager for their raail, but at night Jill was sure of a
letter, and to her great delight it carne. Jack
brought it himself, which added to the fun, and

“ Hurrah !” cried Jill, waving the letter over her
head in great triuraph. “ Cali everybody ad
read it out,” she added, as Frank snatched ii,
and ran for his mother, seeing at a glance thatine
news was good. Jill was so afraid she shouldidl
before the others carne that she burst out singing
“ Pretty Bobby Shafto” at the top of her wice, lo
Jack’s great disgust, for he considered the soiig «tf

personal, as hewrrr ratherfondof"“ cotnbingdo«n
his yellow hair,” and Jill often plagucd hiinbysiag-
ing it when he carne in with the golden quirlsvery
smooth and nice to hide the scar on his forehead
In about five minutes the door flew

carne mamma, making str.-iight for bewilde
Jack, who thought the family had gone
when his parent caught him in her arms, V6

tenderly:
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“My good, generous boy! | knew he was
tiohtall tbe time 1” wliile Frank worked his hand
w and down like a pump-handle, exclaiming
heartily;

“Yon ’re a tramp, sir, and 1’m proud of youi”
Jillmeantime calling out, in wild delight:

“l toldyouso! 1 told you so! | did find out,
ha, ha, | did !”
“Come, | say ! What’s the matter? ]’m all

right. Don't squeete the breath out of me,
picase,” CXpostulated Jack, looking so startled and
innoceni, as he struggled feebly, that they all
laughed, and this plaincive protest caused him to
bereleased.  Biit the next procecding did not
enligliten him much, for Frank kept waving a very
irky paper before him and ordering him to read
it, ivhile mamma made a charge at Jill, as ifit was
absolulely necessary to hug somebody.

“Hullo!” said Jack, when he got the letter
inohisown hand and read it. “ Now who put
Bob up to this? Nobody had any business to
interfere—but it ’s mighty good of him, anyway,”
he added, as the anxious Unes in his round face
smoothed thcmselves away, while a smile of relief
tdd how hard it had been for him to keep his
»0rd.

'T did!” cried Jill, clapping her hands, and
looking so happy that he could not have scolded
herif he had wanted to.

“Whotold you he was in the scrape ?” deroanded
Jsck, in a hurry to know all about it now the seal
»as taken off his own lips,

"You did,” and Jill’s face twinkled with naughty
satisfaciion, for lilis was the best fun of all.

<1didn’ti When? Where? Itsajoke!”

“Yoii did,” cried Jill, pointing to the rug.
“Youwent to sleep there after the long walk, and
taiked in your sleep about ‘Bob "and * All right,
ddboy,” and ever so much gibberish. | did n’t
tkirk about it then, but when | hcard that Bob
*$% up there 1 thought may be he knew some-
tliiig about it, and last night | wrote and asked
Um and that ’s tlie answer, and now it ¢r all right,
J(Iaggou are the best boy that everwas, and | 'm so
lacl”

Here Jill paused, all out of. breath, and Frank
I fe, wiih an approving pat on the head :

It wont do to have such a sharp young person
I iMndifwe are going to have secrets. sYou ’d make
| >|ood detective, miss.”

Catch me taking naps before people again,”
I Jack looked rafher crestfallen that his own

W'tlshadset* FineEar ” on the track. “ Never
CH' N

ital the time, so ! have n’t broken my word.

Hglad you all knosv, but you need n’t let il get

for Bob is a good fellow and it might make

*’ean to tell, though | just ached to'
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trouble for him,” added Jack, anxious lest his gain
sliould be the otheFs loss.

‘| shall tell Mr. Actoii myself, and the Captain,
aiso, for 1’m not going to have my son suspected
of wroiig-doing when he has only tried to help a
friend, and borne enough for his sake,” said inam-
ma, much excited by this discovery of generous
fidelity iu her boy; though, when one carne to look
at it calmly, one saw that it might have been done
in a wiser way,

“ Now, picase, don’t make a fuss about it that
would be most as bad as having every one down
on me. | can stand your praising me, but | wont
be patted on the head by anybody else,” and Jack
assumed a manly air, though his face was full of
genuine boyish pleasure at being set right in the
eyes of those he loved.

“1’il be disc'reet, dear, but you owe it to your-
self, as well as Bob, to have the truth known.
Both have behaved well, and no harm will come
to him, I am sure. 1’1l see to that myself,” said
Mrs. Minot, in a tone that set Jack’s mind at rest
on that point.

“ Now, do tell all about it,” cried Jill, who was
pining to know the whole story, and feltas if she
had earned the right to hear it.

“ Oh, it was n’t much. We promised Ed to
stand by Bob, so | did as well as | knew how,” and
Jack seemed to think that was about all there was
to say.

“ | never saw such a fellow for keeping a prom-
ise 1 You stick to it through thick and thin, no
matter how siliy or hard itis. You remeraber,
mother, laft summer, how you told him not to go
in a boat and he promised, the day we went on the
picnic. We rodé up, but the horse ran off home,
so we had to come back by way of the river, all but
Jack, and he walked every step of five miles because
he would n’t go near a boat, though Mr. Burton
was there to take care of him. | cali that rather
overdoing the matter,” and Frank looked as if he
thought moderation even in virtue a good thing.

“ And | cali it a fine sample of entire obedience.
He obeyed orders, and that is what we all must do,
without always seeing why, or daring to use our
own Judgmcent. It is a great safeguard to Jack,
and a very great comfort to me; for | know that if
he promises he will keep his word, no matter what
it costs him,” said mamma, warnily, as she tum-
bled up lhe quirls with an iriepressible caress,
remembering how the boy carne wearily in after
all the others, without seeming for a moment to
think that he could have done anything else.

“ Like Casabianca !” cried Jill, much impressed,
for obedience was her hardest triai.

* | think he was a fool to burn up,” said Frank,
bound not to give in.
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“ 1 don't. It’sa splendid piece, and every one
likes to speak it, and it was true, and it would n’t
be in all the books if he was a fool. Crown people
know what is good,” declared Jill, who liked heroic
actions, and was always hoping for a chance to
distinguish herself in that way.

“You admire ‘The Charge of the Light Brig-
ade,” and glow all over as you thunder it out. Yet
they went gallantly to their dealh rather than dis-
obey orders. A mistake, perhaps, but it makes
us thrill to hear of it; and the same spirit keeps
my Jack true as steel when once his word is
passed, or he thinks it is his duty. Don’t be
laughed out of it, my son, for faithfulness in little
things fits one for hcroism when the great triais
come. One’s conscience can hardly be too tender
when honor and honesty are concevncd.”

“ You are right, mother, and 1 'm wrong. | beg
your pardon, Jack, and you sha’nt get ahead of
me next time.”

Frank made his mother a little bow, gave his
brother a shake of the hand, and nodded to Jill, as
if anxious to show that he was not too proud to
own up when he made a mistake.

“ Please tell on, Jack. This is very nice, bul 1
do want to know all'about the other,” said Jill,
after a short pause.

“ Let me see. Oh, | saw Bob at church, and he
looked rather blue; so, after Sunday-school, |
asked what the matter was. He said Jerry botlicred
him for some money he lent him at different times
when they were loafing round together, before we
took him up. He would n’t get any wages for
some time. The Captain keeps him short on pur-
pose, 1 guess, and wont let him come down town
except on Sundays.
know about it, for fear he ’d lose his place. So |
promised | would n’t tell. Then 1 was afraid Jerry
would go and make a fuss, and Bob would run off,
or do something desperate, being worried, and |
said | ’d pay it for him, if I could. So he went
horae pretty jolly, and | scratched 'round for the
money. Got it, too, and was n’t | glad?”

Jack paused to rub his hands, and Frank said,
with inore than usual respect;

“ Could n’t you get hold of Jerry in any other
place, and out of school time? That did the mis-
chief, thanks to Joe. | thrashed him, Jill,—did I
menlion it?”

“ 1 could n’t get all my money till Friday morn-
ing, and | knew Jerry was off at night. | looked
for him before school, and at nooii, but could n’t
find him, so afternoon recess was my last chance.
I was bound to do it, and 1 did n’t mean to break
the rule, but Jerry was just going into the shop, so
I pelted after him, and as it was private business
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He did n’t want any one to.
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we went to the billiard-roora. | deciate | ne*er
was so relieved as when | handed over that mongj',
and made him say it was all right, and he wouldrii
go near Bob. He ’s off, so my mind is easy, ad
Bob will be so grateful 1 can keep him sieady, per-
haps. That will be worth two seveiity-live, |
think,” said Jack, heartily.

“ You should have come to me,” bcgan Fank

“ And got laughed at,—no, thank you,” inter-
rupted Jack, recollecting several philanthroiHc
little enterpriscs which were nipped in the hudfor
want of co-operalion.

“ To me, then,” said his mother.
have saved so much trouble.”

“1thought of it, but Bob did n’t want the' _
fellows to know for fear they 'd be down on him 0
I thought he might not like me to tell grosn
people. | don’t mind the fuss now, and Bob isas
kind as he can be. Wanted to give me his b
knife, but | would n’t take it. 1°’d rather hae
this,” and Jack put the letter in his pocket witha j
slap outside, as if it warraed the cockles oi hisheari
to have it there.

“ Well, it seems rather like a tempest in a
pot, now it is all over, bul | do admire your plock, |
jittie boy, in holding out so* well when every one'
was scolding at you, and you in the right al te
time,” said Frank, glad to praisc, now ihnt lie|
honestly could, after his Wholesale condemnalion.

“ That is what pulled me through, 1suppose. 11
used to think if | had done anything wrong, thatl,
could u’t stand the snubbing a day. | shouldhae
told right off, and had it over. Now. | guess, |D
have a good report if you do tell Mr. Acton,” sid
Jack, looking at his mother so wistfully, that el
resolved to slip away that very evening and meke |
sure that the thing was done. }

“ That will make you happier than anythingelse, i
wont it?” asked Jill, eager to have him rewarded|
after his triais. ,

*“ There ’s one thing | like better, though 1 dKI
very sorry to lose my report. It’s thefuuoftellmn
Ed | tried to do as he wanted .s to, and sennij
how pleased he ’ll be,” added Jack, rather beshiull),
for the boys laughed at him sometimes for hislate
of this friend. ”

“ 1 know he wont be any happier about it tiien
some one else, who stood by you all through, an
set her bright wits to work till tlie trouble wesa
cleared away,” said Mrs. Minot, looking at Jins
contented face, as she lay smiling on thern dl-

Jack understood, and, hopping acrosst s'* ’|
gave botb the thiii handsahearty shake ; I
finding any words quite cordial enough A
thank this faithful little sister, he slooped down
kissed her gratefully.

* 1t woud

{To be contiriiud,}
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GRANDMOTHER’S ROOM.

By Harky S. Barnes.

Howmanv happy afternoons we have spent in
ttis cid rooni—* Grandnia’s room,” as it is still
dd though it is many a day since the dear oid

j"Htleftii forever! Nothinghere has been changed
| sce that day, and | can fancy | see her, as | saw
iMlastiSitiing in her oid cliintz-covered arni-chair,
[*>ihher head resting on her hand, reading quietly
lhrm her Bihlc; only raising her eyes now and
11010 gaze thoughtfully into the fire. Ather feet

played Doodles, the cat, and her little kitten. A
bright fire snapped and crackied upon the hearth,
for Grandrnother only gave up her fire at the last
moment, saying that it was such a cheerful com-
panion. She would sit alone for hours, watching
the fantastic, ever-changing picture among the
flames, as the wood turned slowly into embers, the
erabers into dust.

We two children had spent the afternoon “ up
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garret,” a little Paradise as it then seemed to us,
playing all sorts of happy pranks, rummaging to
our hearts’ content araong the accumulated rub-
bish of nearly a hundred years—a rubbish to us
full of delightful surprises. The twilight carne
upon USsuddenly, and all too soon. Though it had
been gradually stealing over us, we had not noticed
it till, looking up, the attic was all dark. We ran
down stairs and sought the Grandmother. As we
carne romping in, she looked up with a smile and
said, “ Well, chicks, what is it now?” Foralways
after we liad been up-stairs, we had some new-fouiid
treasure to inquire about. Now it would be a
curious oid piece of brass, now a pair of antlers,
now the oid flax-wheel,—and about each, Grand-
mother had some little story of the time when she
was young. It seemed so funny to us to think of
Grandmother as young, and visiting her grand-
mother, as we visited her. This time it was a big
leather saddie with a projection behind, the like of
which we had never seen, and whose use we could
by no means make out. We climbed up upon the
arms of her chair, one on either side, and told her
about it.

“ When | was young,” said Grandmother, “ very
few people could afford to kccp carriages, and if
they could have done so | doubt whether they would
have been of much use to them, for the roads were
few and poor. The country was wilder than it is
now. Horseback riding was the usual mode of
traveling, for both ladies and gentlemen. Of
course there were no railroads. W e thought noth-
ing of riding off ten miles to church in winter.
But | am forgetting your question, my dears.

“ This saddie was your grandfather’s (that was
before we were married), and many a long ride
we ve had on it together. Did you never hear of
two people riding together on one horse ? This was
the way we managed: Your grandfather would
sit on the saddie as any gentleman does now, and
I would perch myself up behind on this projection
(* pillion” it ’s called), with my arms about him,
to hold on, you know, and off we ’d go. Itwasvery
coid sometimes, for it was not considered necessary
in those days for girls lo wrap up as they do now.
Why, in the coldest weather 1 used to ride dressed
in a white dimity gown and low slippers, with noth-
ing but a thin shawl thrown over my shouldcrs. It
makes me shiver to think of it now, but then I did
not mind it, for | was only too happy to ride with
your Grandfather. (There hangs his likeness, my
dears, cut out of black paper; it’s hung there
nigh on to forty years.) Well, we used to wish
the ride to church, which we took once a week,
was longer than it was, and even the long, long

grandmother's

room. U»s,|

sermo6n appeared short. We had no stove ihoml
church, and those who lived near were accustomedi
to briiig live coals in small, square tin boxes (suclil
as you ’ll find in the garret) to put undcr theirfeet.|
But the good oid parson preached such long ser.j
mons that the boxes were often coid long befétei|
was time to go home.

“ | told you there were not many carriages in thel
country, but in our church there was ouc ot6 gen.l
tleman who had a light wagén, with two se.nts-I
one fastened, and another at the back, niovable.
must tell you what happened to him one Sunday.l
Church was over and he and his wife were staningl
off quite grandly in their wagdn, he on the frontl
seat, she on the back, when the horse gaveasud-I
den bound, and what do you think !—if thai | bk
seat did n’t turn right over and spill the oid Udy|
into the road ! The funny part was that he, 1
deaf, did not hear her fall, and drove all the vayl
home without her. The first he knew of it «jsi
when he got down to help her out.  Of courseh!l
had to drive back and get her, and well he «asi
laughed at through the whole country round. Thsll
was a long time ago.” And Grandinothenvasl
silent, looking at the fire.

But we had not hcard nearly enough, and|
begged for just one little story more. Grandrt
yielded, finally,—as what Grandmother will not™- |
and asked:

“ Did you ever know what made that hole in|
the sounding-board just above the pulpit? Itwasl
one Sunday, during the revolution, and all thepw-I
pie were sitting in church, when, unexpectedly,!
the British marched into town. One of the soldiers|
opened the church door and fired at the minisierl
as he stood in the pulpit, but luctdly missed hiin,|
and the ball lodged in the sounding-board just
above his head. You may see it there yet. Honl
frightened the people were! But there ivasnomoid
trouble just then, and before night the bluecoat®
had collected and driven the British away. NovJ
Grandmother ’s tired and can’t tell youanyniore.|
I guess if you can find Marnie she knows «en
there are some cookies.”

Marnie was the oid servant who, for fifty yNis
had lived with the Grandmother until every
looked upon her as one of the family. Her axde!
were known far and wide, and to us were especiallw
delicious. So we kissed the Grandmother
went in search of her. As we went out of
door, | looked back and saw the dear oid ladyatj
ting with her book open before her; not
though one finger marked the place, but loobi>|
far away—into the past, as it seemed.

Happy the home that has a Gvandmolherfflit'l
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MY SHIP.

By W. T. Peters.

Oh, once 1 was a melancholy, lonesome little boy,
And i lived alone beside the restless sea;

And evWy mighty vessel that | saw upon the main,
I was positive that ship belonged to rae.

Bul now |’m a contented little, merry little man,
For | do not dwcll alone beside the sea;

And tho’ | know those miglity vessels never can be
I’'m as happy as a little man can be.

mine,
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HOW TO CAMP OUT.

By Daniel C. Beard.

To ME, no longer a young boy,
the next best thing to reaily
living- in the woods is talking over such an ex-
perience. A tbousand little incidents, scarcely
thought of at the time, crowd upon my mind, and
bring back with them the feeling of freedoin and
adventure, so dear to the heart of every boy. Shall
| ever enjoy any flavor earth can afford as we did
our coffee’s aroma? The flapjacks. how good and
appetizing! the fish, how delicate and sweet! And
the wonderful cottage of boughs, thatclied with the
tassels of the pine,—was there ever a cottage out
of a fairy tale that could compare with it!

1 have tried to make a picture from meinory,
and the rcsult lies before you. It is late in the
afternoon; there stands the little cot, flooded with
the light of the settingsun; those who built it and
use it for a habiution are off exploriug, hunting,
fishing and foraging for their-evening meal, and
the small, shy creatures of the wood take the
opportunity to satisfy the curiosity with which they

have, from a safe distance, viewed theerectionoi
so large and singular a nest.

The boys will soon return, eacli with Ins an
tribution to Ihe larder,-a fish, a squirrci, a bir*
or a rabbit, which will be cooked and calen
better appetite and enjoyment than the tnosu*
orate viands that home could afford. And, aihou#
such joys are denied to me now, | can, at lesi,
rcmembering them, give others a"
possess similar pleasures. It shall be raj o]
describe how these houses may be built and
dinners cooked, and that, too, where lie
neithcr planks, fior nails, fior stovcs. .
well informed in woodcraft, | should need *
only a few hints; but, for the bencfit of amieu
we will go more into detail.

Four persons make a good campi gP "
Before arriving at their destmaiion, these P
should choose one of lheiv number as

The captain gives directions and *
the pitclnng ofthe tent or the buildingoftlie W
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AG 1—FRAVEWOK <F COTTACE

lcoltage. The site for the camp should be upon a
Itaoll, mound, or rising ground, so as to afford a

Ifood dininage.  If the forest abounds in pine-trees,
tbeyoungcot-

T tagc-builder’s

taskisaneasy

one. ltolten

happens tli.at
two or threc
trees alrcady
be made to
serve for the
corners of the
proposed edi-
ks, though trees are not absolutely necessary.
Figure | represents part of the frame-work of
Iweofthe simplest forms of rustic cottage. In this

FIO. 2—1IKrHOD OF THATCHING.

Pie. 3.— ROSTIC BEUSTEAO

I®e, two irecs serve for the corncrs of the rear
The upright posts are young trees that
IWSeen cut down and firinly planted at about
*t orfive paces in front of the trees. As shown
P llic diagraiii, enough of the branches have
iefl adhering to the trunks of the upright
1téserve as rests for the cross-bars. To pre-

»t complicaiion in the diagram, the roof is not
To inake this: fasten on an additional
shar or iwo to the rear wall, then put a pole
*“th side, slanting down from the rear to the
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froiit, and cover these poles with cross-sticks.
W lien the frame-work is finished, the secuvity and
durability of the structure will be improved by

FIG, 4 —THE SPRiIKG*MATTI«E8S.

fastening all the loose joints, tying thcni togcther
with wilhcs of willow, grass, or reeds. The next
step is to cover the framc. This is done after the
inethod sliown in Figure 2. From among some
boughs, saved for this piirpose, take one, and hang
it upon the third cross-bar, counting from the
ground up; bring the bough down, passing it
inside the sccond bar, and resting the end on the
ground outsidc the firstbar; repeat this with other
boughs until the roiv is finished. Then begin at
the fourth bar, passing the boughs down inside the

FIG. 5-— MATTRESS COVERED WITH RUBBF-R SHKET
third and outside the sccond bar, so that they
will ovcrlap the first row. Continué in this man-
ner until the four walls are closcd in, leaving spaces
open where windows or doors are wanted. The
roof is thatched after the same method, bcginning
at the front and working upward and backward to
the rear wall, each row overlapping tbe preceding
row of thatch. The more closely and compactly
you thatch the roofand walls, the better protection
will they afford from any passing shower. This
completed, your house is finished, and you will be
astonislied to see what a lovely little green cot you
have built.

The illustration cntitlcd “ No one at home”
diffeis from the one wc have just described only in

RQ 6—THS Drt> GCOMALSIE

having the roof extended so as lo torm a sort of
verandah, or porch, in front; the floor of the porch
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riG. 10.— EiIEE.PLACE OF FEAT STOKEs,

forked sticks, sbarpcn the ends, and drive tliemi
being covered with a layer of pine-needles. firmly into the ground at the spotwhere you «shi
Shoiild you find your hoiise too small to accommo-

date your party, you can, by erecting a ditplicatc

cottage four or five paces

at one side, and roofiiig

KiG. 7.—THE OVEN BEGIi:N

71G- XS-— I{BADY '1*0 COOK

the bed to stand in your room. Two strong polts,!
long enough to reach lengthwise from fork tofotl;,!
will serve for side-boards, a number of short siicksl

Fie S.ATHE OVEN IN A BANK..
over the intervening space, have a house of two
rooms with an open hall-way between.
Before going to housekeeping, some furnilure
will be necessary; and for this ive propose to do

no. 9.—THE OVBN IN AN ARTIFICIAL IIMBANKMENT

our shopping right in the neighborhood of our
cottage. Here is our cabinet and upholstcry shop,
in the wholesoroe fragrance of the pines. FIO- 12— BOILING THE sour
After the labor of building, your thoughts will Wwill answer for slats; after these are fastered ij
naturally turn to a place for sleeping. Cut four Place, you have the rustic bedstead shown iij
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Figure3- A good spring-mattress is very desirable,

md not difficiilt to obtain. Gatber a lot of small

\ green branches, or brush, and

cover your bedsiead with

a layer of it about one

foot thick; thisyon will

find a capital substi-

tiitc for springs.

For your mat-

tress proper, go

to your uphol-

stery shop under tlie

pine-trce, and gathcr

several armfuls of the dry

pine-needles; cover the elastic

- brush “springs” with a thick layer

HCB— of thcsc needles; over lliis sprcad

[@our india-ruhber blanket, as shown in Figure 5,

«ih tlic riibbet side under, so that any inoisture

« dampness there may be in your inattrcss may
e prfvented from coming
Ithrough.  You may now
Imeke up your bed tvith
Uhaterer nraps or blan-
kets you have with you,

OUT.
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weight he intends them to bear, otherwise liis
slumbers may be interrupted in an abrupt and disa-

greeable
manner.

My first
oxperiment

in this Une
proved clisas-
trous. | spent

the greater part
ofonedayinbuild-
ing and neatly fin-

ishingnbed like the
After
it was made up, with
an army.blanket for a

one described.

14.— KNIFE-FIADE AND
HANDLE

coverlid, it looked so soft, comfortable and inviting,

that | scarcely could wait for bed-time 10 try it.
When the evening meal was over, and the last

story told around the blazing camp-lire, 1took off

andyouhave (Figure 6) as Fin. 15 A Hr.STIC KNIFB.

| conplete and comfortable a bed as any forester
Lasd wish for.
I would suggest to any boy who ineans to try

FIG. 16.— FRAMR.WORK OP TABLE

tabinet-making, to select carefully for
I '~ “Posls sticks strong enough to support the

hard ground.

hat, coat, and boots, and
snuggled down in my new
and original couch, curi-
ously watched by my com-
panions, who lay, rolled in
their blaiikets, upon the

It does not take a boy long to fall

asieep, particularly after a hard day’s work in the
open air, but it takes longer, after being aroused

from a sound nap, for
him to get his wits
together, especially
when suddenly dumped
upon the ground with a
crash, amid a heap of
broken sticks and dry
brush, as | happencd
to be on that eveiitful
night. Loiid and long
were the shouts of
laughter of my com-
panions when they dis-
covercd my misfortune.
Theoretically, the bed
was well pianned, but
practically it was a
failure, because it liad
rotten sticks for bed-
posts.

Having provided bed
and shelter, it is high
time to look after the
inner boy; and while
tlie foragers are off in
search of provisions, it

svill be the cook’ duty to provide some method
of cooking the food that wil! be brought in.
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One of the simplest and most practical forms of
bake-oven can be made of clay and an oid barrel.
Remove one head of the barrel, scoop out a space

y in the nearest bank,
and fit the barrel in
(Figiirey). Ifthemud
or clay is not damp
enough, nioisten it,
and plaster it over the
barrei to the dcpth
of a foot or more,
leaving a place for a

AQ J7—RAMVE CF cHAR chimnev at the back
end, where part of a stave has been cut away;
around this place build a chimney ; Figure 8. After
this, make a good, rousing fire in the Ivarrel, and
keep adding fuel until all the staves are bumed out
and the surrounding clay is baked hard. This
niakes an oven that will bake as wellas, if not better
than, any new patented stove or range at home.
To use it, build a fire inside and let it burn until
the oven is thoroughly heated, then rake out all
the coal and einbcrs, put your dinner in and ciése

A DINNBR IN TKB WOODS

np the front with the head of the barrei, presevved
for this purposc.

If there be no bank convenient, or if you have
no barrel with which to build this style of oven,
there are other methods that will answer for all the
cooking necessary to a party of boys camping out.
Many rare fish have 1 eaten in my time. The
delicious pompan®© at New Orleans, the brook-trout

HOW TO CAMP
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and grayiing, fresh from the coid water of nothem
Michigan, but never have | had fish taste better
than did a certain large cat-fish that we boysonct
caught on a set-line in
Kentucky. We builta
fire-placc of flat stones,
—a pictureof which you
have in Figure lo,—
covered it with a thin
piece of slate, cieaned
the fish, and placed it
upon the slate with its
skin still on. (Figure
11.) When it was done npon ore sideweiumedl
it over, until it was thoroughly cooked. Wihl
green sticks we lifted off the fish and placed iti
upon a piece of birch-bark; the skin adheiedioj
the stone, and the raeat carne off in sirokin|,[
snowy pieces, which we ate «ith the aid of mil
pocket-knives and rustic forks made ofsmall gteail
twip with the forked ends sharpencd.
If stones cannot be had to answer for this siost,!
there still remains the oid, primitive camp-fireaiidl
pot-hook, shown inFifi
ure 12. The verysigdlil
of this iroii pui swingj
ing over a hlazing litt,|
suggests snup, to cali
which, with anycomiditl
spoons are neossary.l
These are quickiy at
easily made by ihrastind
clam or mussel ded
into spUis made inik|
ends of sticks; figue
13 A shows a shlliiK
stick; Figure 13Biej
resents a spoon
firm by bindingiheshfl
in its place. Aspl
butter-knifecanbem»
from the shellofawl
oyster in a similar menf
ner, with a liule caigj
see Figures i+andis.
Ifyoustay any linreil
your forest hong,
can,byalittleingeiiuii]
add many comforts;
conveniences. | have drawn some dagars,
hints in this direction. For instance, FHgurel
shows the mannerof making an excellent
chair. A and B are two stout poles; EandF”
two cross-poles, to which are fastencd the endio’§
piece of canvas, carpet or leathcr (Figure
which, swinging loose, fits itself exaclly o
form, making a most comfortable easy-chair

FIG. tS.ACAKI"CKAIIL
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I whicli 10 rest or take a nap after a hard day’s tramp.
Llii often liappens that the peculiar formacién of
| some stump or braiich suggests new stylcs of
sedis. A tabie can be very readily made by driv-
jng four forked sticks into the ground for lcgs,
and cxjvering the cross-sticks upon the top with
pieces of birch or other smooth bark; Figure 16
shoswsa table made in this manner, with one piece
ofbark removed to reveal its construction. In the
illustration entitled “ A Dinner in the Woods,” the
young cmnpers are sitting at one of these tabies,
| eating.
Asngeneral rule, what is taught in boys’ books,
| though correct in theory, when tried, proves im-
practicable. This brings to mind an incident that
Inppened to a party of young hunters camping out
ii Ohio. Early one morning, one of (he boys pro-
cured from a distant farm-house a dozen pretty
little white bantain eggs. Having no game, and
only one small fish in the way of fresh meat, the
party congratulated themselves upon the elegant
breakfast they would make of fresh eggs, toasted
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crackers, and coffee. How to cook the eggs was
the question. One of the party proposed his
plan.

“ | have just read a book,” said he, “ which tells
how some travelers cooked fowls and fish by rolling
them up in day, and tossiiig them into the fire.
Shall we try that plan with the eggs? ”

The rest of the party assented, and soon all wei-e
busy rolling rather large balls of blue clay, in the
center of each of which was an cgg. A doren were
placed in the midst of the hottest embers, and the
boys seated themselves around the five, impatiently
waiting for the eggs tocook. They did cook,—with
a vengeance 1 Zip, bang 1 went one, then another
and another, until, in less time than it takes to tell
it, not an egg remained unexploded; and the hot
embers and bits of day that stuck to the boys’ hair
and ciothes were all that was left to remind them
of those nice, fresh, bantam eggs. It was all very
funny, but ever after, the boys of that party showcd
the greatest caution in trying new schemes, no mat-
ter how well they might seem to be indorsed.
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BESSIE AINSLEY DOCTORS THE DODDSES.

By Mrs. M.

ESSIE AINSLEY’S mother
was one of the women
who always keep in
the house a remedy for
every human aiiment;

the rafters in the garret

were adorned witli every

variety of medicinal root

and herle to be found in

the neighborhoodjwith many

moreprocured from abioad,

all tied up in bunches and

duly labeled; ljesides thcse,

the opening of the door to

the china-closet revealed, on

the iipper shelves, rows and rows of boxes and

bottles, all containing “ doctora' stuff,” the

| greater part of it belonging to the class of
remedies known as patent medicines.

The hcrbs in the garret and the medicines in
the dosct were not there merely to be looked at;
it was intended that they should be used, either
internally or externally, by inmates of the Ainsley
vesidence; and used they weie I>y every one who
was so imforiunate as to be smitten with a pain or
an acbe, or to receive a scratch, a biirn, or a
bruise, however slight.

Of the wisdom of Mrs. Ainsley’s System, and its
effect upon members of her family other than
Bessie, | will leave you lo judge. Bessie, at the
time of this story, was cight years oid, and a
reniarkably healthy child,—no thanks to the hcrbs
and patent medicines; for it really was a matter of
regret to her mother that Bessie should stand in so
little need of these; not that she wanted her little
girl to be sick, but it was “such a comfort to
doctor folks up.”

The effect of liearing so much about medicines,
with perfect immunity from taking them, was to
inspire Bessie with a profound respect for cure-alls
and for her mother’s knowledge concerning them;
and what she thus learned at home she did her best
lo teach her playmates at school. She could tell
them the fiame of any weed they could find, and
what it was “ good for”; the geography lessons that
most delighted her were those in which were men-
tioned the drug producis ofthe countries described,;
and she was also deeply interested in all of the
little achcs and bodily ills of childhood. The play-
mate with the nose-bleed, the boy with a stone-
bruise on his toe, the girl with a’headache, and the

L. Evans.

one with the ache that comes of eating too much |
green fruit,—all found in her a sympaihizing !
friend; and, though occasionally a sauce-box would
cali her “ Mother Fillbags,” as a general thing her
ministrations and advice were most gratefully
received; for if there is one thing that all children
crave it is sympathy. But ihcre carne ai lasta
case in which Bessie’s sympathies carried her a|
little too far.

One day, early in the winter, Mrs. Ainsleycamel
home with a new kind of cough-mixture,—sliel
always bought every new medicine as soon asitl
carne into the market,—this was called “ Thel
Great All-Healing Recuperative Lung and Broa-1
chial Discovery,” and it was accorapanied by anl
almanac most fearfully and wonderfully gotten upi
in the way of illustrations, and containing inniiincr-1
able testimonidis to the virtues ofthe ‘'Discovery,"l
though it had been but just discovered,

Mrs. Ainsley was very enthusiastic over herpur-1
chase, and quite anxious for some membcr of thel
family to “ catoh coid,” that she might tesi itsl
powers. Bessie was, as usual, much interested, [
and studied flie almanac with great care, particu-|
larly the illustrations.

The next day she carne to bcr mother withasa(i|
tale of the little Doddses, Addie and Jimmie, ’
liad come to school, she declared, with ihe worstj
cough sheeverheard. “ And ftold them, niamma,”!
added she, “ about your new medicine, and thail
they had better tell their mother to gol some andi
cure them up, but tlicy said tiiat she always saisl
she hasn’t any money to throw away on doctors’l
stuff, and ’inost always lets them get well wiihout|
any.”

“ Well, now, that’s what I cali downright criini-I
nal carelessness. “No money to throw awayoni
doctors’ stuff," indecd! She may have to pay fiH/
times the cost of that bottle of medicine, in dociot’s]
bilis, for neglecting that cough. s 1 tnere iSNOUSE|
in talking to such people, Bessie, you waste )aj
breath,” and Mrs. Ainsley shutneiips Very tightlyl
indeed, as if she, for one, liad no breath to waste. f

*That nfternoon was a half-holiday, and aftej
dinner Mrs. Ainsley went out, leaving Bessie lolien
own devices. The little girl fell lo.thinking atouj
the little Doddses, with that dreadful cough, aiidiiti
kind mother like liers to buy medicine fot they
She did not know that the children she so pi»
were in the first stage of wnooping-cougn. adise
more annoying than dangerous, and upon whiclin
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jllitie medicines in her mother’s stores would have
hed effeci, or she would not have been prompted
iodo ihe absurd thing she did; forshe soon decided
Dtake the new medicine to Mrs. Dodds and sec if
se could not prevali
hci to test 1ts nier-
is upon the children,
ad 10 buy a bottle for
fiittier use.  So she took
Iheboitlefrom the closet,
lok off the wrapper,
loosencd the cork, and
ws about starting with
itwlien slic lwppened to
Ihiik that she did not
thow how much of the
nedicineto administer at
aetime.  Yes, now she
ame to think about it,
dewes sure her mother
sad a table-spoonfiil was
idosc. Now, theDoddses
tere poor, and Dessie
Uoitgt very likely they
lid no sjsoons in the
hose but brnss or iron
Mies, and she had often
kard her mother say
thet nothing was fit to
tdemedicine from but a
akr spoon; so she took
fram ihc tray a silver
hbk-spoon, and with the
Qeat All-healing, etc.,
jw the nlinanac with
Hliichto fonify her argu-
renls in its behalf, she
daied out to play the
good Samnriian.
Arriving at the Dodds
itsidence, she found that
M. Dodds had gone
fran borne, and left
Aide a girl of the same
&s lier,-.clf, and Jim-
"it, aged six, to take
“It of the liouse and a
fdy ten inonths oid.
tesie was soon saluted
Mlte COUgh that Ilad BEBSIB IHI'EKDB TO
®troubled her, and she lost no time in making
Wn lier errand. Although, as the children
“ said, theirmother was not in the habit of giving
Mllmuch medicine, still lliey had had sufficient
“fiMinlance with it to acquire a hearty dislike to
tRiythingthat bears the fiame; they flatly refused
"s“ken spoonful of Bessie’s cough-mixture, and

eyed the bottle with great disfavor. Bessie’s
strongest argument, namely, that the cough inight
grow worse and worse and the children finally die
of it, was met by Addie with the unanswerable
statement that they had
had bad coughs before,
and had n’t died oftheni
either.

Bessie was nearly in
despair, when she hap-
pened to think of the
alnianac; opening it, she
said;

“ See here, Jimmie,
look at this boy. It says,
under the picturc, ‘be-
fore taking,” and the
reading about him says
that he has had a bad
coiigh all winter.  See
how poor and thin he
looks. He ’s got only a
little bit of hair, and that,
all hangs down aronnd
his face as if it was going
to fall off, and his clothes
are all poor and oid, and
they hang on him just
like bags.”

“ But | don’t look like
that,” said Jimmie.

“No; but you may
before spring, if your
cough isn’t cured,” an-
swered Bessie.

“ Don’t believe jt,” re-
turned Jimmie, stoutiy.

“ Weil, now, look at
this picture on the next
page,” said Bessie; “ it
is the same little boy after
he took the medicine.
See how nice and fat he
looks. How beautifully
his hair curls 1 And what
a nice jacket he has on,
all covered with but-
stons!”

Here Bessie had, un-
consciously, touclied Jim-
mie’s wcak point; of the many things in the world
that he wanted very much, a jacket covered with
buttons stood the foremost; but he could not, for
his Ufe, exactly see how taking the medicine would
bring it.

While he was pondering this question, Bessie
had turned the leaf to another “ before taking.”

CURE THE DODOSSS
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“ O, do just look at this woman !” said she to
Addie. “ She ’s just what my mother- would cali
a bag of boncs, and she stoops as if she was going
to fall over on her face. See that gieat wait, or
mole, or something on her chin, and how sorry she
looks about being so sick! Now look at this “after
taking.” How straight and fat and jolly she is.
And j declare, if the wart is n’t all gone ! Why,
Addie,” lifting up a face all radiant with a bright,
new idea, “ | should n’t wonder if the medicine
would take that great mole off of your nose, that
the children plague you so much about.”

Addie was now as much interested as Bessie.

“ Well,” said she, “ I would n’t mind taking
'most anything if 1 could get rid of that, the girls
do laugh so much about it. 1say, Jim, | Il take
a spoonful of the dose if you will.”

Jimmie had already decided within himself to
make the effort to get those buttons; so both swal-
lowed the medicine that Bessie now pourcd out for
them, with no protest other than that expressed by
very wry faces.

“ But the baby has the cough, too; she ought
to have some of the medicine, oughtn’t she ?” said
Addie.

“Why, ofcourse,” said Bessie, and immediately
poured out another spoonful, which, as it was not
necessary to consult the helplcss little innocent that
lay kicking and crowing in the eradle, she pro-
ceeded to administer without delay. But the baby
proved not so helpless, after all; she made quick
work of taking the medicine ; one sudden slap at
the spoon sent the dark liquid in every direction
but the one that Bessie intended it should take.

“ Mother. alsvays holds her nose when she gives
her medicines,” said Addie. * You see, she has to
open her mouth to breathe, then mother just
chucks the stuff in, and she has to swallow it or
choke, you know.”

Bessie thought that a queer way in which to
treat a baby, and concluded that, if the older chil-
dren were thus taught to take medicines, it was
little wonder that they did not like it; but she
measured out another spoonful, saying nothing.
Then Addie firmly grasped the baby's nose, Jim-
mie held its hands, and, when it opened its mouth,
in went the medicine; but just then the poor.
struggling little creature pianted such a vigorous
kick on Jimmie’s chest that he dropped the hands
with ahowl; the liberated members flew up and sent
the spoon spinning across the room, but not until
the child had swallowed nearly three times what
was intended for a dose of the medicine, because,
you see, Bessie had made a mistake,—her mother
had said a tea-spoonful, not a table-spoonful.

Now, the medicine contained opium,—a drug
which every one knows produces sleep,—and if one
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takes more than a certain quantity ofit, he goesso
soundiy asleep that nothing can ever again arddn
him.

Happily for the Doddses, and no less for Besj(
there was not enough opium in the spoonful ihjt
each had taUen to produce such a sad resuli, ihoudi
in less than an hour the stupefying effcct oi«gi
they had taken became apparent. Bessie did mt
return honie immediately; she sat talking wth
Addie about their school, their playniates, and jre
approaching holidnys. Addie taiked with anime
tion for a while, but seemed, gradually, jo e
interest; she yawned and rubbed her eyes oog-
sionally, then her replies to Bessie’s rematks, frait
being few and brief, became confused and indisiinct
Jimmie, too, who had been buzzing around itc
room at a great rate, grew strangely quiet, Beac
turned to see what had become of him, and foud
him curled up in a large arm-chair, eyes dosd
and head nodding. She watched him a minue
laughing to herself, for he did look comical wiii
his poor little head bobbing about so lielplessly
Pretty soon she said:

*What is the matter with Jimmie'
take a nap every afternoon ?
too oid for that.”

Addie made no reply, and Bessie turned tavad
her. Behold, she was nodding, too!

Bessie sat bolt upright in amazcment. Hre
were two children who, without apparent resui,
were falling asleep in broad dayliglit; and, loddng
into the crib, she found that the baby, too, ivesfasi
asleep. What could it all mean? Justlhenher
eye fell upon the bottle and spoon on the ldde
and they at once suggested the answer; for Bk
knew that there are medicines which put peopit
asleep, and she instantly decided that this musite
one ofthe kind. “ And may be,” said she tohe-
self, “ that is why it is so much bctier jhanay
other cough medicine j the people who takeit judl
go to sleep, and forget how bad they fed,
when they wake up again perhnps ihey find iret
they are all cured.” But, as she thought nte
about it, certain vague doubts darkened soreiviei
this hopeful view; the only thing that retrairgi
perfectlv clear to her mind was that she ought ra
lo go home and leave these three children akp
and alone; she must stay with them until jhq
awoke, or until their mother returned. Sode
settled herself in her chair, with a long aul
again fell to thinking uneasily about what shei
done. She liad taken the medicine from hoiK
without her mother’s permission, and had gi'f |
to these children without their mother’s pertniss®-1
Now, what would both mothers say ivhenl'fl
knew the truth ? Besides, Mrs. Dodds mightrctwi
home at any moment, and Bessie knew thats |

Does te
Seems to me, heis
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had the reputation of being a high-tempered
«oirfan.  What might she not do if she found her
children in this condition? At this stage of her
rsiiections, Bessie really began to tremble for her
oivnsafcty.  Still she waited bravely, hoping that
inc children would soon awaken; but a half-hour
pessed and they gave no sign of i-eturning con-
sciousncss; then Bessie could stand it no longer;

doci®rim;

I diehad hecome so alarmed tbat she dcterrained to
Inde an effort to arouse the children, and tlicn
| «tape from the wrath to come, by running home.

S she wont over to Addie and sliook her
lsoody, The little girl so roughly handled half-
loptred her eyes, inurmured some indistinct words,
l ai'ddropped heavily back. Bessie shook her again
1"d again, but Addie would only give a helpless

"hard fall soundly asieep again. Then, drop-
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ping Addie, the poor little doctor ran to Jimmie,
and repeated the performance,—with a like rcsult.

Bessie was now rcady to cry in despair. “ What
have | done! What can | do!” gasped she,
looking from one to the other of the sleepers.
Then, like an inspiration, carne the recollection of
how inischief-loving Aunt Siic had awakened
brother Tom one morning, when every one else in

ths iiahy

the house had failed to get him up for breakfast,
by dasliing a little coid water into his face. She
ran to the bucket and brought a whole dippcrful
of water; she intended to use but a little of it, but
in her nervous cagcrness the dipper slipped from
her fingers, and a quart of ice-cold water was
tlashed into Jimtnie’s face. In the twinkling of an
eye be was awakc, as wide awake as he could be
and be neariy drowned. But Bessie was too
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anxious to awaken the other children to stop to Was.
help him; she left him choking and spluttenng
while she got some water for Addie, whom she
treated to a much smaller quantity, findmg that . : .
- . which was falling asleep again.
it answercd the purpose quite as well- It was now

the baby’s turn, but Jimmie had found his voice,
and was howling so pitcously to be wiped off and
have a dry jacket, that Bessie turned her attenlion

to him.

, jor. th , with the sick feeli bout ber bean
By the time she had dribd his face, change{j his crept home, wi & sick Teeling abollt her
jacket, and seated him by the fire, Addie had
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“ 1’1l take care of her,” answered Addie.
do it if | was a good deal sicker, before 1°d Ici you
touch the dear little soul again.

Uce,

Now you just go home, and | ’I! tell notlier
the instant she comes back 1”
Bessie was almost crusbed.

“ But the behy,"
said she, faintly, glancing at the child on heram

“Pd

And Bessie took up the bottle and spoon, ad

become thoroughly awake, and had joined him at know so well.

the stove j and now they wailed, and scolded Bessie
They were coid, they were dizzy, their
heads ached, and they * felt sick all over,” and
Addie declared that Bessie had tried to poison
them with her dreadful medicine.

in chorus.

“ There, |

that many an older philanthropist has leamed lo

Going into the house, she found her mother in
the sitting-roorn, and, setting the bottle domn
the table with a rap, she said, with all the forccsho
could summon;
of that medicine, anyway 1”

don’i think niudi

Bessie could hardly keep back her tears, but felt

that she must make some defense.

“ Well,” said she, “ it ¢ra queer kmd of medi-
cine to put you to sleep so, but | meant to cure
you of your coughs, and | guess it will; when your
hendaches go off, you will find yourselves all well.

But this consoling reflection did n’t seem to have
much effect upon her patients; they were m a
most limp condition of body and uiisatisfactory
State of mind, so she turned her attention to the
baby, which was still asleep. She took it up, shook
it gently, and wetted its face with coid water; it
was bcginning to awaken- when Addie, who had
been looking on in sullen silence, suddenly thought

of something.

“ Bessie,” said she, “ bring me that little i0ok-

ing-glass that hangs under the clock. | am so

-dizzy that | know | ’d fall over if | tried to go for it

mMlsﬁlef' looking-glass was immediately It')rougt\fi.
Addie took one look into it, and turned on Bessie,
furiously; “ You mean thing! You story-teller!
You said it would take the mole off of my nose, and
you have made me sicker than 1 ever was in my
Ufe, and there is the mole yet, as big as ever it

“Why, whatever in the world have you been
doing wilh it?” said Mrs. Ainsley,

Then Bessie briefly related her adventure, end-
ing with a burst of miserable tears. Serious as the
matterwas, in one aspect, Mrs- Ainsley had much
ado to keep from laughing; but she inanaged lo
say, soothingly i “ Well, there, don't cry about it;
they will soon get over the headache, and then, o
doubt, will be the better for the medicine, and |
will make it right with Mrs. Dodds, ifsbe everhes
anything to say about it.”

Mrs Dodds carne the very next day, wilh a good
deal on her mind “ to sayabout it,” butshe weso
mollified by receiving a present of a new dresslbr
Addie a coraforter for Jimmie, and a warm sak
for the baby, that she entirely omittcd tbe highly-
seasoned lecture which she had pvepared yon
“ people minding their own busincss.”

About Christmas time, too, jimmie recewed a
present of a new jacket which, for Inuions, rvaled
that worn by the boy in the almanac; bul I re”'
to State that Addie still candes the mole on her
nose.

Do you wonder that Bessic’s faith in patent
medicines grew weaker after this ?
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THE DAISY MAIDENS.

By Mary a. Lathuury.

W hat a flutter in the clovcr!
Did the South-wind pass ?

No.—a dear oid woman’s garments
Brushed it, and—alas !'—

Six unmannerly young Daisics
Giggled in the grass!

Alice, singing through the meadow,
'‘Called to Grandma, “ See!

What a chance for daisy-faces !
Trust the dears to me;

I will make them caps and ribbons
Neat as neat can be."

While she defily dipped and pcncilcd
Frill and frowning face,

Six uncamiy Daisy Grandams
Blossomed out apace;

But the naughty Daisy Maidens
Died of the disgrace.

TWO FAMOUS OLD STONES.

By Fannie Roper Feudge.

“What is the Rosetta Stone, mother?”
jsked an inielligent lad of fourteen years. |
bart jusl been veading that, by its help, the
inscripiion on the coffin of a newly arrived mummy
msreadily deciphered, showing it to be the body
ofarenowiied priest who lived inore than three
thousand years ago. I do not see what the
RKetia Stone had to do ivith deciphering the
bieroglyphics on a coffin.”

“lamsorry, my son,” repUcd the mother, “ not
tobe able to give you the information you desire;
fe 1, loo, have been curious to know in what
aosiss the great valué of this wondcrful stone.
\H, «hile others have been talking so glibly of its
@ttits, 1 haie shrunk from betraying my igno-
m”bv askine what | have been longing to

!

Pethaps some of those who spoke “ so glibly”

‘fthe Rosetta Stone were not better informed than

this gentle lady, whose constant cares in her kitchen
and nursery left her little leisure for the study of
books; and perhaps some of the boy and girl
readers of the St. NichOlas, also, have been puz-
zlcd to know just what this wonderful stone is.
We see frequent allusions to it, in the sketches of
Eastern tourists and in descriptive accoimts of
Egyptian antiquities, new spccimens of which are
being frequently brought to Euvope and our own
country ; while it is taken for granted that every-
body knows all about the Rosetta Stone. Well,
perhaps the groivn folk do, iiut ! ara wriling for
the boys and girls, who, | feel sure, are not asliamed
to ask the mcaning of what they do not understand.
Nobody knows everytbing ; fior is there any dis-
gracc in not knowing what one has had no oppor-
tunity of learning ; but there isboth sin and shame
in remaining ignorant in order to appear wise.
Now let me tel! you in what the great valué of the
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Rosetta Stone consists, so that you may the better

understand its use. The art of writing was very

early known to the Egyptians, and they had books

before most other naiions. This is proved by the

writing jmplemenis found on monuments that are

supposed to have existed before Moses was born.

Clemens of Alexnndria, wlio lived about seventeen

centuries ago, States that in bis day there were still

extant forty-two sacred books of tlie Egyptians.

They were all written in the oid Egyptian charac-

ters that we cali liicroglyphics, and most of them

have been lost; while the manner of reading those

strange characters had been entirely forgotten, so

that the few fragmenls that remaincd seemed of

little valué. *
So it was, also, in regard 10 the inscriptions on

the monuments and tombs and coffins—

nobody could rcad'them, or tell any-

thing of their history ; not even

whether the hieroglyphics were

mere symbols of religién

and mythology, or

whether they were

a real written

language ap-

plied to the

things

OLD STONES. o

the Nile. Then, with new zeal and hope, scholars
applied themselves lo the task of deciphcring these
strange, inystifying symbols. But alas 1thekey was
still wanting. If they had only had an auiheniic
translation ofjust one ancienl Egyptian inscripiion
into any language known to modern scholars
they might, by analogy, have continued to workout
the others. And this is prcciscly what the Rosetia
Stone carne forth from its grave to furnisli.

In Aiigust, 1799, Mons. Boiicharu, a Fencli
officer ofartillery, indiggingthe foundaiioD Ofare.
doubt, at Rosetta, which
stands ai the
mouth of
the

THS ROSETTA 5TONB.

of every-day life.  Scholars all over Europe had
been puzzling over the problem for two or three
hundred years, trying to find out some way
of reading these wonderful hieroglyphics; but for
a long time with very little success. At length a
Frenchman, named Quatremére. found out tbat
the Coptic was the language of the ancient Egyp-
lians, but the books that have come down to our
times are mostly written in the Greck characters,
with the addition of seven others from the demotic,
or common language of the country. This was,
however, one step toward Icarning how to decipher
the mysterious writing on the toinbs and monu-
raents; and the famous expedition of Napoledn
to Egypt furnishcd a second. The savants, or
learned men, who accompatiied his army, brought
home exact copies of many inscriptions from
Egyptian monuments ; and, after that, the country
was thrown open to the investigation ofthe learned,
and the various museums of Europe began to be
enriched with the spoils taken from the banks of

western branch of the Nile, found this slone. liis
inscribed with various characters, which proved lo
be in three different languages,—that is, the ae
legend is inscribed three times, once in fhe dH
hieroglyphics, again in demotic characters, and tre
third time in Greek.

This stone, svhich is now held as a pricelea
treasure in the British Museuni, is of a kindknown
by the learned as black scroite basall. It is ioor
feet long by three feet broad, with one corner brden
off, so that no one of the inscriptions was etire

although the larger part of all remainel’
Scholars saw at once its importance & a
probable key to the reading of liierogljphtei
and the Antiquarian  Socicty causcd iht |

inscriptions to be engravcd and copies gre-
ally circulated ainong the learned wen o
Europe. Their atlention was, of course, W
turned to the Greek, which was found » htei
recognition of the royal honors

Ptoiemy Epiplianes by the Egyptian priesrt



assembleci at  Memphis;
and tlic concluding scn-
e.ce directed that the de-
nje should be engraven
1m a talilet of hard stone,
In thrce ways—in hiero-
Aphics. in demotic, or
oidinary characters of the
ctiiiniry, and in Greek. So
«ilhthis key, coupled with
ianuntold aniount of study.
theinscriptions on those oid
lorahs and inonuinents have
I IxMine intelligible, and we
Imay now learn the fAames,
‘agis, condition, and fre-
| quenty something of the
\history, of those shriveled
mummies that are ex-
Ilhmed and placed before
| § after their biirial for
| fhousands of years.

This is ivhat the Rosetta
Store has done, and can
. tou «onder that it is so
| iijhly prized ; or that the
Ibrned men who have so
|rej0ioed in its discovery,
| sligiild take it for granted
it everybody else lias been
I engrossed with it, like them-
sives, and of course has
! leamed all about it?

The Moabite Stone, an-
oiherfaraoiis relie of nncient
Ilimes, was found in the year

S by Mr. Klein, a mis-
donary traveling in the
counlry of Moab. It was
| athick slal) of basalt, ineas-
uing about three feet five
Iladhes higli and onc foot
nire luches ivide. The in-
Iscription upon it is the
oMt existing wriiing in
Mphebetic characters, as it
tes fromahout nine hun-
te years iiefore Christ.

h records the doings of

Mse, king of Moab, dur-

the days of the Israel-
iihprophct Elisha. and of

)dioram and Jehoshaphat,

"“*SS of Judah and Israel,
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"IEtened in the Bible in the third chapter of
htcond book of Kings. A full translation of the

4
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writing is given on page 32 of the second vol-
ume of SCRIBNER’s Monthi.Y magazine.
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LAST CRUISE.

By Frank H. Converse.

Jerry and | are twins, and, if we live till the
twentieth of next July, wc shall be sixtcen years
ofd. We are as much like each other in looks as
two peas in a pod, but the likeness does n't go any
fuvther than our faces. | am hasty and quick-tem-
pered, as they say father used to be, when he was
young, while Jerry is a cool, steady-going sort of
chap, as good,as gold. The fellows cali him my
balance-wheel. He is more like what mother was.
She died years ago, but, somehow, | never hear
little Boler, in the next room to us, talking about
his mother, and praising her up to the skies, with-
out a lump comes up in my throat, and | have to
make believe | see a fellow out of the window that 1
want to speak to. | guess, if our mother had lived,
Jerry and | would not have outgrown hei-, as some
chaps do theirs. *“ Honor ihy father and thy
mother,” the Bible says, and you don't catch me
going back of that. Dr. Burton told us, one Sun-
day, that he “ never knew of a boy that turned out
bad who began by falling in love with his mother.”
And | think he is right.

Dr. Burton is the Principal of the “ College
Institute,” where Jerry and | are at school. He
was mother's brother, but he has been, and is, a
regular father to us. We have lived with him ever
since mother died; and as for Aunt Burton,—
well, she can't be improved on much, I tell you.

You see, father is captain ofthe ship “ Adelaidc,”
and, like his father and grandfather before him,
he is never contented ashore. He was home four
years ago, for a day or two, and, oh, did n’t Jerry
and | beg ofhim to let us go just one voyage 1 But
no, he would not.

“ Stick to your books till you are eighteen years
oid,” said father; “ get geography and mathe-
matics and navigation at your fingers’ ends, and
then,"—he said with a kind of sigh,—* if you are
still of the same mind, you can try a voyage.”

We felt pretty blue about it, for Jcrry and | both
meant to follow the sea, yet we felt father was
right. But it was a bit aggravating that he should
have taken Dick Newell, who is but three years
older than Jerry and me, away with him, and made
him second mate before he had been gone a ycar.
And when Dick carne home, how he did brag!
You ’d have thought that father coukl n’t sai) the
ship without him ! And he told everybody in
Rivermoulh that he was going first mate wilh
Captain Harris on his next voyage.

But just before father sailed from Savannah, he

wrote to Jerry and me that he would rather na
take Dick with him again. * He is a tolerable navi.
gator,” so the letter read, “ and an excellent ‘fgjr
weather' sailor, yet in any emergency 1 cannot
depend uponhim. But he thinks himself ANb. i
and in an argumcnt would try to prove that the
Nautical Encycloptedia was wrong and be right
He has once or twice kindly atteinpted to give ne
a little advice as to the shortest ways of meking
and taking iu. sail; but that, of coiii-se, 1dont
regard. If he lives to be forty years oid, he will
learn what an ass lie was at twentj', as a grea
many others have done.”

1 tell you, Dick felt pretty blue when jerp' let
him know that father did n’t want him again. Bl
he went to New York a few days aftci-, and woe
home from there that a rich fellow had engaged
him as sailing-master for his new yacht. W
found out afterward that this was a fib, for Le v
only one of the crew, which makes quite a diier-
ence. But this was the last we heard of Dick
Newell for ever so long.

Aunt Joe is falher’s only sister, and though It,
seems funny to say it about a lady, she isahm
sailor, like all the Harrises. She is pretty wellm
in life,—thirty-four or thirty-five, | think,—andfa |
all she has so much money, she is not maried
She has & nice house in Oldport, but she doesnt |
stay there much. Suinmers, she'just misesd
the coast in her yacht. And there wasn't abetter 1
sea-boat anywhere than the “ West Wind.” Why,
almost every winter she took n trip South—|
round Hatteras, you know,—and two years;
she took a party clear to Havana, as coinfortably:
and safely as though the “ West Wind” wasathou-
sand-ton Cmiarder. Jerry and | always went vili
her in summer vacalion, and Aunt Joe sas, her-1
self, that either of us can work the yacht aswela
Cap’n Morrison, an oid coast pilot 'vlio used log
as sailing-master.

“ Generally speaking,” says Aunl Joe, inhai
blunt way, “ I don’t fancy boyson board. Theyhl
apt to be rudc, and sure to be sick. But ymWj
are exceptions,—owing to belonging to the H®)
family, probabiy.”

Last summer holidays, Aunt Joe madeupanrac
party for Moimt Desert, and, good soul thats
invited Jerry and me. . J

Well, wc carried our traps abo.nrd, bngh 2 1|
early, the morning we were to sail, and who 0)0 I
siippose was the firstperson we saw? You nig |
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heve floored me wiih a feather duster! For, lo
jnd behold! in place of oid Morrison, with liis
jjocoichbroguc, there was Dick Newell, with a cigar
milis mouth, giving off ordgrs lo Sailor Dan, as
imporiant as though he were the Right Honorable
Sirjoseph Portcr, K, C. B.

-lidio, bovs!” he said, and shook hands very
«ndescenclingly; but | could see that he did n’t
feelvery glad co find us of the party.

'sSo you've left the *Vesta,” eh, Dick?” says
Jerry, as oool as you please, for he never seems
taken .iback at anything.

‘Cap’n Newell," if you please,” answered Dick.
hindmg on his dignity; and | laughed out,—I
coiAt hdp it, to save me, but Jerry never so
Iwdi as smilcd.

Yes,” Dick went on, pretending not to notice
"igrin; “ ’twas too rriiicli responsibility, having
«lookaftereight men aboard of a racing yacht,
W Mly getting a hundred dollars a month. |
Iwnteda hundred and twenty-five, but the ownei*

ciése, he clic?n’t want to give more

Itislucky for Dick’s conscience—if he has one—
|t«the siglit of Aunt Joe’s party on the wharf,
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with luggage enough for a voyage to Europe, cut
bis story short just at that moment. But he began
to help the ladies aboard very politely; so Jerry
and | went below to stow away our traps.

Oh, but the “ West Wind” was a beauty, from
her loyal truck clear doivn to her keelson! She
measured about sixteen tons, and was schooiicr-
tigged. She drew as much water as a pilot-boat
of twciity tons, and Cap'n Morrison said that was
what made her such a dry and safe boat in heavy
weather.

The ladies’cabin was all finishcd off in bird's-eye
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maplc and walnnt. There were six bevths; the
lockers all had ctishions on them; there were a
center-table and an easy-chair, both made fast to
the floor; and, on one side, was a littlebath-room,
There was a store-closct between the ladies’:md gcn-
tlemen’s cabins, but you could pass right lbrough ;
for the table was generally set in one end of the
boat. The cook-room and pantrv were forwiird,
under deck, and oid Dinah, the stewardess, kept
things as neat as wax, and you ’d Imve laughed to
see how carefiilly she stowed away the crockery
and everything, in the rncks back of the ice-room.

“ | guess Aunt Joe shipped her new sailing-
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master in too much of a huriy to look at his refer-
ences, eh, Jerry?” | whispered, while we weie
fixing our mattrcsses. For oid Dinali tuld iis,
when she was sctting the table, that Cap'n Morri-
son had disappointed Aunt Joe at the last moment.
That was why she had taken Dick Newell, on the
strength of his own story, for we found out after-
ward that he had boasted of having sailed a gen-
tleman’s yachc for years.

“ May be,” answered Jerry, in his quiet way;
“ but don’t you go to making a noise yet awldlc;
keep your mouth shut and your wecatlier-eye open,
my boy.”

“ good,” | answered, for Jerry is almost
always right, and | generally mind him pretty
well; “ but suppose he iuiis us ashore, or------

“ Never trouble trouble till trouble troubles
you,” interrupted Jerry, and | knew it was just as
well to keep quict.

For, after all, Dick could work up latitude and
longitude, and we had good charts of the coast.
Resides, it would seem kind of mean, running to
Aunt Joe with stories, when, like as not, lie could
gol along as well as any one else if the weather
held fair, And, if it carne to the worst, Jerry and
I knew two chaps who would do their level best,
any way.

Oh, it’s just lovcly, sailing out of Oidport, as
we did that day, with a fair wind and summer sky!
The harbor is shaped like a big letter U. The
town lies in the bend, and an island, which reaches
half-way across the open part, separates it from
the ocean. We ran through the ship channel,
round Light-house Point, and there wc were, right
out to sea, with nothing betwecn iis and Europe
but steamers and vessels.

Aunt Joe has such a nice way of making people
around her feel at their ease, that, in a little while,
you ’d have thought we liad known one another
always. There were Mr. and Mrs. Mayfair, from
Boston, who had been inarried but a little while,
and kept calling one another “ dear,” and “ love.”
She was a very bright, pretty young woman, and
he was dressed like Ralph Rackstraw in “ Pina-
fnre.” His nobby little hat blew overboard before
we got fairly outside. He had a big pair of
opera-glasses strapped to him, and you would have
laughed to hear him answer everybody *“ Ayc,
aye,” and to see him hitch up his beli-muzzled
trousers just like a mariner bold.

Mr. Tliorpe and his wifc were from Cliicago.
They were trcmendoiisly rich, and neithcr of them
ever had smelt salt svater before. You could n’t
help liking him, he was so jolly, and was always
saying something to make one laugh. So was
Mrs. Thorpe, only she did n’t do it on purposc.
Jerry said that, in spite of her diamonds, she was
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a near relation to Mrs. Parlington. Professor Hit
was last, but not least, and just a splendid nin
He did n’t talk much, but what he said e
listening to. Aunt Joe told us afterward thatht
used to sell papers in the Street, and had wakd
his way up,—educated himself, as you might 3.
—and was now Pfofessor of Mathematics atR !
University. “ God helps him who hclps hiinself*
my copy-book says, and | believe it, dear dovii 6
the bottoms of my boots.

After we were well dear of the land, Dick-l6rl
sha’n’t cali him Captain Newell—gol oat a ciut
and after considerable floui-isliing round with com
passes and parallel ruler, he told Dan, «ho «@sa
the wheel, to keep her E. S. E., and tlien, | ges
he turned in, for j did n’t see him again till toned
evening.

Jerry and |
and watch, “ four hours on and I'our hours of;
as the sailors say, so we got along swinuningl;.
The wind was right astern, and | don't thinl: i
ever knew the sea so smooth as it fias that thy,
and all night, too, for that matter.

Jerry, who is always noticing things, said iliit
the sun set in a cloud-bank, and tlie baronnterj
was falling; but, for all | could discover. te
weather looked well enough. Besidos, itwas ite
sailing-master’s business to ivatch the weather-
not the sailor’s.

Next morning, everybody ivas 011 dock ealy
to see the sun rise. It was so cloudy thatw |
could only now and then see the sun itsdf, but te
colors in the sky and sea were beautiful, 1tll jou
Up among the cloiids, there was every shade of
the rainbow, and the reflcctions un the inving
water were a sight to see.

All that morning the brecze kept ftcsheningand ,
working round, till by nooti it was abotit north-1
cast. By that time wc were close-hauied onte
wind, and the sea was “ getting up,” as Dan &M
All the time we were heading our coiitse; bul, for 1
all that, we were edging away from the land liilk |
by little, till, what with the haze and tlie distana,
it was shut out altogether.

Aunt Joe herself did n’t like the looks of the |
weather, and began to talk about running jn.'l
“ that is, if you ’re sure of your whereabouts, Gp1
tain Newell,” she said to him.

“If you say so, we ’ll go about, nnim,” nsreif |
Dick, “ for Cape Elizabeih lies just two poinlso” 1
the weather-beam; but it ’s a pity to lose ibs|
wind because it looks a little cloudy.”

“ But the barometer is falling,” said Aunt jee,
sort of undecided.

“Which it is apt to do in the fincst weatier,
during the summer,” was hiS' answer. 1bold
brass. So Aunt Joe said no more for the tiirc,

always stand our legular iatli
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Bul about two o’clock that afternoon it carne on
Ljavj-, and, | tel 't blackencd up in the
(aonli-west lively.  And even our gallant sailing-
Inijjier, who had been asleep below since dinner,
jalloived th;™ sborten sail and run in
lioriaiid- So the four of its got the “ West Wind”
lunderrceis, and, if yon 've never had a hand in it,
jyoudon’t know what exciting work it is. But the
jtfomeii-folks seemed to think, wilh the slatting of
lihe sails and all, that the yacht was going to
liuniblc overboard, or something.

Bul after we got under weigh again, if the
"'West Wind” did n’t walk Spanish! The big
Igreen seas would cockle and crest half as high as
iher inast-hcad; but sbe went topping over them
lIKf Mother Carey’s chicken. Oh, but the

*West \Aintl" was a bonny boat!

1 Barometcr going down,—dinner coming up,”
Isaid Jerry, with a grin, as he staggered along
lihete | siood at the wheel. He is one of those
llijlii-hearted chaps who never seem to vvorry, and
liliat always inakes me feel plucky. But Dick
[yewell, 1 am free to confess, looked flustered, and

lidn'lseem to have much to say, anyway.

Poét Mr. Mayfair! | can see him now, hanging
lover Ihc Icc-iail, wet through and bare-lieadcd,
Igioaning and sick. And Mr. Thorpe was inoan-
ling anay in the lee scuppers, where he rolled
laround like a cask.

About eiglit bells in the evening, things looked
Ipreuybliie; Iliere was never a sign of light oniand,
lind tlie “ West W ind” was fairly flying over as
Isiommy looking a sea as you ever saw in a marine
| painiing.

Final!), we decided to take in the reefcd niain-
pil and lie-to under a balance-reef forcsail and
Istomjib until inorning. “ We 'll be carryin’ the
Istids out of lier if we don’t !” shouted Jerry; for,
litlial with the wind and sea, we could hardiy hear
| Mselves speak.

He had n’t the words well out of his moutli
Idien, wilh a roar like a great tornado, the wind
I'buist all at once out of the north-west, ten times
llurder than ever! | thought we were gone, sure,
I'indl reineniber I thought of father, and tried to
|proy, al in a second. The “ West Wind” went

nonher beain ends in the sea, and an awful
| that boarded USs, swept boat, water-casks,
linlaspare inpmast smash through the biihvarks

“mboard! Dan liad his wheel hard up, but the
h>dit would n’t pay off till, all at once, there was a
|«1; likeacannon, and the mainmast, snapping

>idoscto the deck, went over the side.

Hooray!” sings out Jerry, who was hanging
Olothe weathei- side of the house wilh Dick and
P ' For, the minute the mast went, the yacht
1"S led—ihe fore boom Jibed over with a bang,
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and thcii such going ! It makes me hold my
breath to think ofit. One minute we ’d be almost
becalmed in an awful gulf, with a black mountain
of water ahead and ustern; the next wc were spin-
ning down a long descent, scooping up tons and
tons of green sea at every plungc,

Dick was in a regular daze. At one time he d
think we ’'d better hcavc to. Then he guessed
we 'd better scud. And, finally, he said he didn’t
know what to do, and thought wc d better all
pra)',

You can—no, you can’t, either,—imagine what
an uncomfortable time it was. The men-folk sick
and frightened, the ladies frightened and sick. All
but Aunt Joe and the Professoi-, Trumps, both of
them. They handed us out some luncheon, and
the Professor lent me his iilster. Evei-y one of us
on deck was a little wetter than a drowned rat.

Finally, the weaiher bcgan to modérate. Now.
before Jerry and | had cut the mainmast dear of
the side, the hccl of it had given the “ West
Wind ” one or two awful pokes under the quarter.
And when | saw Jerry with the sounding-rod in his
hand, | knew what he was thinking of

While he was watching his chance to get at the
pump-wcll, Mr. Mayfair and Mr. Tiiorpe crawled
on deck.

“ We can’t—er—anchor, or, or—anything?”
asked Mr. Mayfair. Poor man, he was frightened
nearly to death, though now the wind and sea
were going down, and there was a sort of break in
the clouds.

Dick Newell had just bcgun to spruce up and
talk in an important kind of way about rigging a
jiiry-mast, when Jerry carne al'i, as white as a
sheet, with the sounding-iod in his hand.

“ Aunt Joe,” he said,—and the brave fellow’s
voice shook just a little,—* it ’s a pretty hard show
for us; there are two feet of water in the hold,
and 1°'m afraid that a butt is started, where the
mast striick.”

Weil! How I felt about that time, is neither here
fior there. But 1 watched Jerry, and as he did n’t
show the white feather, | made up my mind that |
would n’t.

“ Oh, Lord,” gioaned Dick, *“
we ’re lost!”

“We ’ll rig the pumps, anyway,” muttered Dan,
who was a whole crew in himself; and be went to
work at once.

Poor Mr. Mayfair took his young wife right into
his arms before all of us, and fairly blubbered.

“ A feller don’t care a copper for himself, Viola,
dear,” he said, “ but when he ’s got a wife ”

I always respected Mayfair after that, if lie ivas a
bit soft, and lslapped him on the back, half ready
to cr)' myself.

we ’re losl,—



636 THE

“ Good for you, oid chap,” | said.
it, too.

Just then it was, that the Professorcarne out in a
new light. You should have seen him pump !
His long arms went like a perpetual motion. And
when Dick Newell began to cut up rusty and say it
was no use—ju was n’t going to use himself up for
nothing, the Professor, wlio is as strong as a young
steain-cngine, just collared him and walked him to
the pump.ljrake, whcre he kepthim working lively
for a time. It was Professor Hart, too, who went
around cncouraging everybody, beginning at Aunt
Joe and cnding with oid Dinah. You see, wc kept
the yacht jogging along before the wind, barcly
hoping to meet a vcssel, which was better than
lying-to and sinking without trying to do anything.
And while the Professor was ciphering out on the
corapanion-way siide how long she could keep
afloat,—so many cubic feet of air, to so much dis-
placement of water, to such an amount of buoy-
ancy, all at once he looked up, threw down his
pencil, cuta regular pigeon’s-wing, and shouicd at
the top of his voice:

“ A sailr A saill”

Sure enough! It had been kind of thick and
hazy round the horizon, but all at once it lifted, the
sun shone oiit bright, and there was a full-riggeel
ship under top-gallant sails bracccl sharp up on the
wind, headlng right for us.

We set our flag union-down, and the ship ran up
her ensign, so we knew that she saw us. “ When
| saw the steeple of the little church,” says Mark
Tapleyin Martin chuzztemii, * | thoughtit would
a’ choked me.” Which was the way | felt when |
saw the ship.

“ *Fellev ’s a—a—rfool,” said Mr. Mayfalr, “ that

er—says there ’s no—a—Providence and all that
sort of thing.” His wife did n't make any answer,
but her eyes were full of tears.

I tell you there ’s no finer sight in the world than
a big vessel under sail, especially to anybody situ-
ated as we were. No painter ever painted any such
pictiire as that ship made. She ’d heel over, as
the windfreshcnced a bit, and you’d see th® briglU
copper below the wiiter-line glisten through «l'c
green seas; then she’d vise to her bearings and
plunge forward with a great sheet of white foam
round her bows—oh ! it was just grand. 1 sha’ii’t
forget it—never.

By the time she ’d run past us and hove to, our
deck was level with the water. And, if you’ll
believe me, her boat had n’t fairly got alongsidc,
when that sneak Dick Newell made a break for
it, the very first one ! But Professor Hart reached
for him. “ Wait your turn, you coward,” he said,
and the way he set him down on deck was beau-
tiful.  He waited.

And | roeant
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No one made much talk after we were fairlvin |
the boat and were pushed off. Aunt Joe dreivha
hand across her eyes as she looked back and sav
the ©* West Wind” give a lurch and disappeai.and |
I carne nigh sniveling, only for Jerry.

“ She ’ll have another one bulli insideofajear” |
he whispered, and Jerry generally knows whatheis
talking about, so | kept a stiff iipper lip.

“Tight squeak for you, mum,” said ihe nate
who was slecring. | guess he was n’t much wsd|
to ladies, for he never opened his inoutli aggin|
lili we got on board.

The bo.1t was hoisteci up and the ship got undcr |
way. The captain stood with his back to s
all the time, watching a sail through his gm‘
as indiffereiu as a monument, just as IlioLghsav-|
ing a pleasure party from a sinking yacht wes to]
comnion a thing to mind much.

We all stood round on the quarter, awkwerdif|
enough, till Aunt Joe stepped forward.

“ Captain,” she said, touching bis arm, “ \woxel
our lives-------- ”

“ Bless my soul!”exclaimed thecaptain
ing round as ifsomebody baclstruck

«hed-1
liim; “ dij

You should have seen all our faces—espedily|
Jerry’s and mine ! | guess the sailors thoughi Aut|
Joe had found a long-lost lovcr, as people doinl
story-books.

For Aunt Joe scrcamccl, “ Oh John, Jon’1
and fainted dead away in his avmsl So, «iihl
Aunt Joe and two fellows aboutthesirenfjertyandl
me, who boltcd at him at the same time, ilie capl
tain was all struck aback.

When a couple of chaps have not seen thcirfitliHI
for four years, and are thinking he is three orfonrl
thousand miles off, and when all of a suddentlieyl
are plumped right down before him Ql a shpil
deck in mid-occan, as one might say, they\esj
right to be a little hystericky, liare n't they?

“ Mr. Marlinc,” said father to the mate, quiitl
helplessly, "w ill you have the goodness to W
the watch sway up the fore to’gallant lialjarisll
That will wake me up | guess,” we heard himl
mutter, as he rubbed his hand across his eyes aidl
looked at us all by tums, as if he wcrc inadraiml
But he did come to, at the boatswain’s whslle!
and then it seemed as if he d never stop asl;iiig
questions and wondering.

You see, the “Adelaidc ” liad been orderedfroni|
Liverpool to Boston, instead of making a
voyage as father had expected. And soii”l
that he had got off our coast, just in tune toji«|
us up, as the event preved. "

Well, we arrived in Boston twn days .ifier« \
safe and sound. ..

“ Viola and | are much obliged for hospiB'I
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land ihat sort of thing,” said Mr. Mayfair, as he put
I h i s w h a r f , and turned to
Ibid U5 good-bye; “ but | guess we sha’n’t go to
Isea any no*® Felier whose liver’s out of order
jtiettersiay home,” he added.

'i’in going to retire as far away from the blus-
lieringbillows as ever | can,” were Mrs. Thorpe’s
llast «ords when they startcd for Chicago, and her
lhusband said that aftcrthis his pleasure trips would
It bv land—he was too nervous, he said, for sea-
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going. Dick Newell sneaked off without saying
anything, andafterwardshipped in the “ Rainbow,”
before the masl.

Auntie Joe is going to have another yacht built,.
and she has invited Ihe Professor to be prcsent at
the launching. This he said he would do with
pleasure, as long as he could witness it from fiini
land. But father says Jerry and | have shown
ourselves to be such good sailors that wc shall go
witli him next voyage. Hurra!

LO.

By Robert S. Talcoi-i'

A MKRCHANT of China, one sunshiny day,

Sat sipping his tea in a leisurely way,

And thoughtfully twisted the end of his queue,

While he pondered the question of what he should do.

Ah Lo was his liame, but, ah '—high was his station ;

His wealth gave him

rank with the first of the nation.

His wealth had increased to so great an amount,
His houses and stores he no longer could couiit;

So.—redring from business,—relieved from all care,

He resolved upon travcl. The question was,—where?

He had been a large reader of traveleiV books:

Had read about “ Stanleys.” and “ Franklins,” and “ Cooks”;
But ambition, like theirs, made him wish to explore

Entirely new countries, ne'er heard of before.

He thought on this subjcct by day, and night, too,
But the deeper he thought the more piizzled he grew,
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Till—sad to reflect on '—the pressure and strain

Of continual thinking subverted his brain.

Since he could not on Earth, what he wanted, espy,
He looked for his goal in the slar-dotted sky,

And, gazing at “ Japiter,” “ Venus,” and “ Mars,”
Became fully convinced he could get to the stars.

This notion grew stvongcr,—at last he declared

There was nothing a man could not do,—if he darcd:
He would travel as no other man had yet done,

By shooiing himself from the moulh of a gun.

The gun was procurcd, and loaded with care;

Then placed in position, the muzzle in air.

Ah Lo took his seat, with a smile on his face,

Then a flash,—and a bang !—and he started through space.

Some few of his friends, who knew his sad*plight,
Still meet in his summer-house, night after nighi;
And, softiy and silently sipping their tea,

Wonder often, but quietly, where can he be?

We know he ts gone, for we saw him depart;

In fact, we were present, and helped him to start;
But w iiere In the bustle and hurry of going

He forgot to prévida any means for our knowing.”
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THE GOOD SHOT.

(A Skcrt TaU m SAort j'Voriis/or Boys both Talland Shorf.)

%

Bv JOSEPH Kirkland.

Once tliere was a boy who was a good marks-
man'vitli a stone, or a sling-shot, or a bow-and-
arrow, ora cross-bow, or an air-gun, or anything
helook aim with. So he went aljout all day, aim-
ing at everything he carne near. Even at his
medis he ivotild think about good sliots at the
dock, or the cat, or the flics on the wall, or his
fflother’s Icft cye-glass, or anything he chanced
losec.

Neat where he lived there lived a little bird who
hada nest and five young birds. So many large
mouihs in small heads, always wide open for food,
kept her liard at work. From dawn to dark she
fiev here and there, over ficlds and svoods and
toads, getting worms, arfci flies, and bugs, and
seeds, and such things as slie knew were good for
heryoung birds. It was a great wonder what lots
of food those five small things could eat. What
se brought each day would have filled that nest
fulup to ihe top, yet they ate it all and asked for
nore before daylight next morning.

Though it was such hard work, she was glad 10
doii, ond went on day after day, always flying off
»ith1gay chirp, and back quick with a bit of some
had of food. And though she did not eat much
herself, except what- stuck to her bili after she had
fcdthem, yet she never let them want; not even
ihesmallest and weakest of them. The little fel-
laTcould not ask as loudly as the others, yet she
disays fed him first.

Oreday, when she had picked up a worm, and
petched a minute on a wall before flying to hei
red, the good marksman saw her, and of course
lioied at her and hit her in the side. She was
muhliiirt and in great pain, yet she fiuttered and
linpod, and dragged herself to the foot of the tree
»here her nest was, but she could not fly up to her
"«l, for her wing was broken. She chirped a little

the young ones lieard her, and as they were
bungrythey chirped back loudly, and she knew all
ineirvoices, even the weak note of the smallest of

all, but she could not come up to them, fior even
tell them why she did not come. And when she
heard the cali of the small one she tried again to
rise, but only one of her wings would move, and
that just turned her over on the side of the broken
wing in a droli way. | think the boy would have
laughed if he had seen her iiimble over.

All the rcst of that day the little mother lay
there, and when she chirped her children answered,
and when they chirped she answered, only when
the good marksman clianced to pass near by ; then
she kept quite still. But her voice grew fainter
and weaker, and late in the day the young ones
could not hear it any more, but she could still hear
them.Some time in the night the mother-bird
died, andin themorning she lay there quite coid

and stiff, with her diin cycs
still turned up to the nest
whei'c her young ones were
dying of hunger.

But they did not die so

soon. All day long they
slept, until their  hunger
waked them up, and then

called until they were so tired

they fell asieep again. And

the next night was very coid,

and they inissed their moth-
er’s warm breast, and before day-dawn they all died,
one after theother, excepting the smallest, which
was lowest down in the nest. .And in the morning
he pushed up his head and opened his yellow
mouth to be fed; but there was 110 one to fecd
him, and so he died, too, at last, with his mouth
still wide opon and cmpty.

And so, the good marksman liad Kkillcd six birds
at one shot,—the mother and her five young ones.
Do you not think he must be a proud boy?
Should you not like to do the same?

If you know him, please read this little tale to
him. He may like to hear it.
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Bv Sphinx.

This queer-looking page of queer-looking heads
| looksstrangely like a puzzle ; and perhaps it might
ki‘ow where they all carne from, and

They come from different countries

Ipuale yoii
Ifho thej’ are.
lon (be continentof Europe, and you would see just
Isocb lieads, with just such hats and head-gear, if
)0« iraveled there now. The one np in the ieft-
I limdcérner need not be explaiiied, as he looks the
Ipictare of a jolly Irishman, with a spi-ig of shain-
Icockand a pipe tuckcd in hia hat, just coining
licoma foir; while the man with a mask, looking at
ihim, comes fitiin sunny Naplcs, where he acts tlie
jpsrioi acli'vn, and is always scen at the.carnivals
|iDd mciTi-niakings. Very unlike is he to his two
|ii0"libors on the right,— the one a solemn Spanish
jpricst, witli a long shovel-hat, and the other a still
[inore solemn oid English guardian of the Tower of
ibndoii, dressed in acostume of the time of Hcnry
|fcEiglith; be feels his dignity and position, but
inotas much as does the officer just below him,
j«ho is one of the Horse Guards, and is used 10
ibtingsiarcd at by every one. The three in a row
jjustin front of him are ail from tlie British Isies,
|»d livc a long distance from the strange, odd-
iljoting oid man in the row bcneath, who is a dig-
iniiari' oi Pcisia, and has to bow liis tall, fur liat
:ihc Shah, his master. | do not think you
Iraild find his neighinor, who is just opposite to
n,soservile and obedicnt, for he comes from the
Inouniains of the Tyrol, and much pi-cfers his free
llife-wandeniig over the hills with his gun—to iiv-
jin any court, however gorgeous. The Tyrolosc
ilmior seems to be poking his gun into a very
ilUiilindividual ivith a large cocked hat. He looks
Ifiilie ivere a very grand personagc, and, in fact,
Ikfeeishimself to be such, for he is the coachman
|d alJeipoliian princc, and fceis much proudcr
lbis master as he sits 011 his coach with his
jbslivery. He looks down with contempt 011 the
Ipo» fislierman, his countryman, below him; but
Indishcrnian, with his red cap, does n’t seem to
Itw. forhc sings all day long as he pulis in his net
jroibafeav sardines, and is as happy as a king.
IHssinging is very different from the singing of
«dd, fat mork, who goes about begging'in a
oid rusty-lorown gown, and who chants his

prayers two or three times a day through his nose.
The only hat that he has is the long, peaked hood
at his back, wliich can be drawn over the face at
plcasure. He
Zonave, with

to be staring at a French
and bronzed face, who has

seems
turban
been in the wars in Algieis; and also at an Italian
sharp-shooter, who seems wcighed down bencath
his load of cocks’ feathers; in fact, these plumes
are so large that they seem to covcr the entire side
ofhis hat and shoulder; he is very vain, however,
of his liead-dress, and he would not exchange it
for the inonk’s oid Isrown hood for any money.
The only ornament the little Bretén baby has on
his cap is a big worsted tassel, and that is the way
they dress the ljoy-babies in Brittany; the girls
have a similar cap, but no tassel, so the queer
little head put by the solclier is a little Bretén boy.
Down in the left-hand cérner is one of the French
gendarmes, who are scen all over Paris, and they
maintain orcler and quiet, as the pélice do. He has
a very picturesque hat, and he knows how to put
iton in a very Frenchy way; and when he throws
the end of his cloak over one slioulder and waxes
out his moListaclies, he thinks he is a perfcct mar-
vel of beauty. But he is not really so handsome,
fior so picturesque, as his Italian neighbor, who is
Italian peasant, and comes from a little
mountain town, where he sleeps and dances all
summer, tends a few olive-trccs and vines in the
aiitumn, and sits as a model to the artists at Rome
in the winter; for he has very large, dark eyes, and
long hair and beard, and looks very well in a pict-
ure; better, you think, than the little man with a
pointed cap, who is a French student listening to
a very dry lecture; or the Bretén peasant with his
low-crowned, bioad-brinimed hat; or the man
with a large head and curly hair and an astonisli-
ingly littic cap perched on top of it over his fore-
head. He is a Germéan student, and the little cap
isvery important, as it shows to what society he
belongs ; itis more for ornament than for protec-
tion. He is fond of fighting duels with a little
narrow sword, and sitting by the hour with a big

only an

pipe in his mouth and a large glass of beer by his
side. His queer face and odd little lound cap
finish our page, bringing us to the last cérner.
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By F1L.ORENCF

On the South coast of England
village of Swanston,
men’s cottages.

is the httlc
consisting chicfly of fisher-
The few houses of any preten-
sions it possesses are built along the front, facing
the sea, and this part of the village is called the
Marine Parade. In the summer these houses are
let to the few families who come to enjoy the puré
air and good bathing, without the noise and dress
of more fashionable seaside places.

In one of the cottages lived a fisherman, named
Jem Price. He was not a native of Swanston,
having come there about six or seven years before,
with his wife, and one
Mrs. Price was a neat,
Jem’s cottage,
cheerful;

child about a year oid.
industrious woman,
in her time,

and
was very bright and
the little child was well clothed and fcd,
and Jem always looked happy. Unfortunately, his
good wife died about a year after their arrival, and
poor Jem, feeling very lonely, and with the baby on
his hands, married again. His second wife was a
careless, untidy woman, who did not take very good
careof herown children, and paid still less attention
to little Jacky, who, at the time our story begins,
was abouteight years oid. He was a pretty, bright
little fellow, with fair, curly hair and dark bine

SCANNFLI.

eyes, and, in spite of his poor hume, would sma
and play inervily enough with the other cliikircn
on the beach, and was always rea.ly to do a;
errand for any of the neighbors, who would dfici:
cali him in and give him a dinner und a seathy
their fire in the winter.

Everybody liked Jacky, and soimnimvs lie "'ss
fortinate enough to earn a sixpence byholdiagi*
horse for some gentleman.

One day, as the season was just beginning,
on the look-out for jobs, was waiking do«n the
High Street on his way to the Piiracle.
one of his playmatcs, Molly, a child
vcars ofd, struggling with a boy much bigger
she was. Molly was the daughter of a poorI'L;
fruit-woman, who had often been kind to '
he ran quickly to see what was the niaiier.

he carne up, the boy ran away
which he had taken from Molly.

ncsn

The «
was selling fruit for her mother, f

she cried bitterly as the boy maclc off
one quarter of her stock of apples. Jack>
was a brave boy, and strong and active o ?
was after the thief in a minute, and, soon " * '

|
him, he threw him down and took the app



I.OST ANU

him; he retiirncd with them to MoUy, flushcd
and panting.
.\Vcll done, my boy,” said a voice, “ you’ll

make a good soldier some day.”

lacky looked up in astonishment and saw a tall
..entleinaii, with a brown beard and moustache,
iooking kindly-at him. The boy colored witli
pleasure at tlie praise, and gave his front bair a
puli in saluie. The gentleman tossed hiinashil-
ijng and walkecl on, amused with the incident.

‘“Who’s that gentleman?” said Jacky.
never saw him before, Molly ; did you?"

Oh,” answered Molly, “
come aud look Mrs.
the summer.

1

it ’s the ossifer what’s
Hawkins’s wliite house for
He and his wife have got a little

down to batiie every movnin’in
the sea, and sometimes she gocs out on a pony;
and just look, Jacky,
noiv.”

Jncky turned, and saw a pretty little girl, with
large blue eyes and soft golden hair, coming up
ihe street on a white pony, led by a groom. She
turned inio the Paradc, and the children, follow-
ing quickly, saw her stop at one of the
houses.

The door opened, and the tal!, bvown-bearded

dirl whn comes

there she is comin’ along

largest

‘ Qssifer,” as Molly called him, carne down the
slcps and lifted the little girl from the pon)".
She rail into the house, gathcring up her long

Whe skirt. but soon appeared again with pieces of
sugar for ilie pony, who looked intelligently at his
Hule mistrcss and rubbcd his nose against her.
The pretty child looked pityingly at the ragged,
fiirbrn little creatures, and brought out some
biscuils to give them.

When the pony was led off, Molly and Jacky
«alked slowly away. talking about the little girl
and her wonderful horse; btit they soon parted,
and Jacky went home.

Thai evening, when he had finished his siipper,
he sat leaiiing his head against the door, looking
out toward the sea; his thoiights full of the tall
gentleman who had spoken so kindly to hira, and
ol the beautiful little He roughly
atitkencd from his reverie by a box on the car.
“Get oui of my way,” said his stepinothcr, who
ras jitst going out. “ You've had your supper,
tonow go to bed and don’t be settin’ in the door
lotrip people up, as if I had n’t plenty to do with
nyowni diildren without being bothered by olker
peuple’s.” Jacky, knowing from experience what
¢ might expect if he did not obey, was glad lo
t'ipoffto his hard little bed.

The next morning,

girl. was

Jacky went up the High
fttetuntil he reached the baker's shop, and stood
therelooking atthe tempting fresh rolls and loaves
“thewindow. He liad had a poor breakfast, and
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had given his shilliiig to his stepmother. He
watchcd the people going in and out of the shop,
looking wistfully at the bread they carried away.
At last a stoiit, motherly-looking woman, accom-
panied by a youngcr one, coming out of the
baker’s, stopped and looked at him.

“ W hy, little boy. you look as if you’d like a
roll, eh 1 1°’d sooner give you that than money,
fot [ don’t approve of beggars,” said she.

“ Picase, ma’am, I'm pretty hungry,” said Jacky.
The kind woman boughta roll and gave it to him,
Jacky thanking her warmly.

“ Well, Susan, it’s a pleasure to see him so
grateful. What nice cycs he ’s got, just like Miss
Lillie’s, | declare. W hat’s your nanie, child?

Illave n’t you got a mother to mend your clothcs a
little 27

Jacky told her he had only a stepmother, and
she looked pityingly at him and then walked on,
saying to Susan: “ Ah, what would the Colonel
give for a boy like that ! His own son would have

been just about that size if he had lived. Such
a beautiful babe he was, and so proud and
happy as they were when lie was born ! | thought

the mistress would have died when tlie iiews carne

of that dreadful shipwreck, and the Colonel was
like to go out ofhis mind with grief.”
“ Now, do tell me all about it, Mrs. Hunter. |

never heard tell of it before,” said Susan.

“Well, Susan, you must know India has a very
bad climate, and the little English children don’t
thrive there at all.  So when Miss Lillie, who was
born tliere, was about two years oid, she began to
pine away, and had n’t a bit of color in her cheeks,
and at last the mistress sent her over toher mother
in England, and for some time they thought she ’d
never live, so delicate was she. Tiien, when the
other child was born, about six months after Miss
Lillie had Icft, the mistress said she would n’t risk
his precious life, aud as soon as he was a year okl
she sent him, with his black nurse. the ayah, ang
a family she knew, thatwasgoing home to England.
It nearly broke her heart to part with him, but she
would n’t leave her husband, and she knew it was
saving the life of the children. Well, the voyage
seemed to be got over pretty well, but just as they
were nearing home an awful storin carne on, and
something. | don’t know what, got wrong with llie
steamcr, and it foundcrcd on some rocks, in a fog ;
and though they said the sailors worked hard and
did their best, still some of the lives of the passcn-
gers were Inst, and ainong them poor Mrs. Sey-
mour’s swect baby, and the ayah, too. The mother
seemed as ifshe could never get over the loss, and

though it ’s more than six years ago,
tries to be gay and chcerful with the
and Miss Lillie, I oftefi see her eyes fill

even now,
and she
Colonel
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with tears when she looks at the sea, or atsome little
boy, and she says to me: “Ah, nurse, if only my
little Cecil had How could | have
sent my darling from me ! ”

“ Poor lady !” said Susan, no wonder she can’t
bear Miss Lillian out of her sight- How she must
have longed to see her after the other one was
lost.”

“ Yes, indeed; but soon after the dreadful trial
oflosing their little boy, the Colonel gave up the
army, and they left India; which I really think was
the saving of the mistress’s life, for it was a great
consolation for her lu have the other child with

lived! ever

her.”

Chatting thus, the two servants soon arrived at
the house Colonel Seymour had hired for the sum-
mer; the puré air of Swanston havingbeen recom-
mended for his little daughter, who, like many
other children born in India, was very clelicate and
required great care.

In the conrse ofthe morning Jacky strollcd down
to the beacli, and he had not walked far, befojc he
saw litlle.M olly, the fruit-girl, jying asleep on the
sand. She had been out for some hours with her
fruit-basket, and had now come down to the beach
for a little play. But she was so tired, that after
gathering a few shells she lay down and soon feil
asleep. Jacky saw that the tide was coming in,

and that the water would soon leach the sleeping

girl; and he was just about to awaken her, when a
very interesting sight caused him to forget all
about her. Colonel Seymour, his wife and little

daughter were walking on the beach, at a short
distance, evidently looking for a boat in whicli to
take a sail.

“ Boat, sir? Nice day for a sail, sir, and you d
find the ‘Fairy ’ is about the best boat here, sir,”
said a boatman approaching the party.

“Very well, tny man,”
her ready. We ’ll see

mamma, Lillie."

Tile little girl clapped her hands, and the fishci--
man lifted her into the boat very carefully, as if he
were afraid such a dainty little
break in his strong hands. Then the others got

said the Colonel, “ get
if we can catch some fish

creature would

in and they pushed off, sevcral boys running up
to help, among whom was our little friend Jacky,
who gazed with great admiration at the
party, particularly at Mrs. Seymour, whose face,
in some way, seemed familiar to him.

He wandered off by himself, not feeling inclined
to play, and puzzling his brainstoremember where
and when he could have seen Mrs. Seymour before.
He scrambled upon a rock from which he could see
the boat; he heard the langhter of Lillie, as she
dippcd her hands in the water and splashed her
father, and saw the Colonel shake the drops off

sailing
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his beard and pretend to
little sprite into the sea; and he saw her mamma
lean forward, half in play and half in fear, lo sty
such wiid pranks.

Jacky felt sad, and the tears rose tohiseyesas
he thoughtof his miserable home and unidnd sijp.
mother. He ivondered if that gentleinan wanted
a boy to help in the stables or anything; he wodld
be so happy if they would take him. He sal on
the rock for a long, long time, and then, all ofj
sudden, he reraembercd Molly, and ran off tothe
place where she had been lying. She wits not to
be seen, and for a moment Jacky was frightened.
““I wonder ifshe is clvowned ! ” lie said to himscK
“ 1l run up to her house and see if she’s there.”
But just as he started he happencd to sec tlie fish-
ing-boat come in. This attraction was too strong
for him, and he ran down the beach, rcachiiig the
boat just as the party stepped ashorc.

“Hallo, here’s the Champion of the iiljplc-giti
again,” said Colonel Seymour.

Ilirow the mischieious

“ Here, boy,come
and carry this basket up to the house foi us.”
Jacky ran up, charmed at bcing einploycd, ad
walked up after them, listening to their meir;
talk. Liliie turned round now and then to swif
lhe precious basket of fish was being safelycarried,
looking at the ragged little boy with ciiriosiiy.

“ Tell rae about him, papa,” she said, jind ilie
Colonel related the story of Jacky’s light for the
apples.

Mrs. Seymour then, also, turned and loolfcd at

him with interest, and when they arrived liéme
she slipped an extra shilling into bis hiiid, besides
the one her husband had given him. Jacky,

astounded at such sudden riches, thankcd the lady
very earnestly, but still stood standing bythe door-
step.

“ Is there anything else you want? ” said Ms.

Seymour, kindly, as she was about lo cnter te

house.
“ Oh, please, ma’am,” cried Jacky, looking am-
iously up into her face, with his wistfui bine eyes.

“ do, do take me for a servantboy; lean helpin
| doo't
want no wages, only please let me come, sir,”I'c
added, turning lo the Colonel, "ho
answered:

“Why, my boy, you are very anxious to »orl.
At your age', 1 should have thought yon would
have preferred making mud pies, or toy bonts
Why do you want so much lo come to us,

“ 'Cause— 'cause you spcak so kind, sir,andi d
like to be one o’

the stables and do anything you tell me.

imploringly,

your soldiers, sir, when |

growed up,” said Jacky, hanging his re"™d
lolushing.
The Colonel asked Jacky his fiame and after

promising to think about the matter, and perliap®
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sec his fether on tlic subjcct, he sent Jacky to have
atocl dinner in the kitchen, promising not to for-
Nt him, and the boy went home full of hope and
cspeciation.

"Hiigh, | like that. boy’s face so much,” said
Mrs. Seymoiii-, “ | am sure he is a good little fellow,
We i-eally must see after him, poor child, he looks
so neglected, and secras quite devoted to you. He
must have a good heart to be so grateful for a few
kind ivords.”

That afternoon, as Colonel Seymour was walking
ihrough the village, he inquircd for Jem Price, and
some boys, who were playing at ball,
oiit Jacky's father standing on the beach.

pointed
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Dover, and one night as was awful foggy and dark,
besides a bitof agaleblowing, the men carne crying
out that there was a steamer struck agin some
rncks out there, and u’as agoin’ down. Some of us
tried to go out and help, but the fogwas that thick,
we could n’t do no good. Early the next morning
we was all out, but nothing was left ofthe ship but
pieces floating about all over the sea, and bales of
goods and baggagc of all kinds was being washed
up. Well, sir, | was out in my boat seeing what |
could pick up, when | see a barrel floating toward
me. | know’d by the way it floated that there was
something weighty in one end of it, and so | pulled
it near and lifted it into my boat, and what should

ASLEEP ON THE SANO

Colonel Seymour went up to the man and spoke
l«bm. He was a rough, good-luimorcd looking
I Woiv, and seemed jjleascd when tlic gentleman

Yeto him of Jacky. Colonel Seymour said he

dihc boy, and was willing to find some good

‘uplovniciii for him if the father wislied it. The
Uerman looked thoughtfu!, and, after some hesi-
| Ifflon, said:

‘Yell, sir, jt’s rather a curious story, but he
inioiyclhld at all, fior [ don't know whosc he is ;
liitiiad n't been for my first wife, poor Mary,

Ilaﬁl))’ °n

Jdl me all about it,” said the Colonel.

the parish now, most

I. ay, sir, Well, about five or six yearsago,
| femy wife Mary, that was, sir, were living near

I fiiid hut a baby lying in the bottom of it, seem-
It was rolled up in a queer sort of
1 rowed quickly back

ingly dead.
fasliion, witli a silk scarf.
and took it to Mary. She undrcssed it, and we
found it was n’t quite dead, though very nigh ; so
she waimed and coaxed it like, and at last it sat
up and llegan to cry. Itwas too little to talk much,
being about a year oid, but the few word.s it did
say were a strange sortof gibberish— Mary thought
French. Anyhow, itwasn't English, and itsciothes
looked furrin, too. Mary would n’t hear of my
taking it to the parish folks, and said if its parents
was alive they would be sure to come and look for
it, and if they were n’t, Ilierc was n’t no good taking
it to the parish, as it was a furrin child. So, as we
had n’t got any of our own, and Mary begged hard
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to belet keep it, 1 gave in, and nobody ever carne to
look for the child, fior we never heard ofany adver-
tisements about it, so here he isstill; for when poor
Mary died, 1’'d taken a fancy like to the little fellow,
and would n’t part with liim, though I 've got plenty
of niy own now.”

Colonel Seymour gave great attention to this
story, and he asked Jein what was the ilame of lhe
steamer and where it carne from.

“ They said itwas bringing soldicrs from abroad,
sir. I don't remember the fiame. It was just six
years ago this June, and my Mary died the year
after. She made me promise always to be goodto
the boy, and to keep his clothes, for some day his
relations might turn up; but they never have, and
| don’t expect they ever will, now. None of the
folks here knows but he’s my child, for we carne
here as slrangers and never told anybody about
it.”

“ Have you the clothes now? Can you show
them to me? ” asked the Colonel, eagerly.

“ Yes, sir, certainly |1 can.”

“ Come on, then,” said the Colonel, and to-

gelher they walked lo Jem’ cottage.

Jecm Price went into an inner room, and after
scarching some time, and turning out an uld sea-
chest, he brought The wife and
children gathered round in a State of great curios-
ity, as the bundle was untied, and a little faded
pelisse was brought out; it was cmbroidered all
over with silk, that had been white bnt was now

in a bundle.

discolored by time and sea-water.

The Colonel’s eyes sparkled and his voice was
quite hiisky as he asked if he might take it to show
to his wife. It was possible that he knew the
parents of the child, he said. Jcm agreed, and
Colonel Seymour slipped a sovcrcign into his hand,
and taking the pelisse rolled up, walked quickh’
home. He now felt convinced that their long-lost
boy was found, but hardly knew how to break the
news to hiswife, fearing that the shock, although one
ofjoy, would be almost too much for her.

However, he gave the little bundle
Hunter, telling her to bring it in when he rang the
bell. His wife had come home from a walk, and
was taking her afternoon tea with Lillie.

He sat down to the table, and, in as natural and
easy a manner as he could coramand, he told the
story ihat he had heard from Jem Price. Mrs.
Seymour turned palé, her hand trembled as she

to nurse

put down the cup.

“ Hugh !” said she, “ can 1 see those clothes ?”
The Colonel rang the bell,
cntered with the little pelisse.
started up and snatched it from her. With trem-
bliiig hands she turned it over. On one end of it
she saw her child’s initials, embroidered by herself.

and nurse Hunter
Mrs. Seymour
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“ It is Cecils !” she cried, and fell backfainiing
W hen Mrs. Seymour had been restored to con
sciousness she insisted upon being taken jinmcdi-
ately to her son, but the Colonel had sent fot |

Jacky, and in a few minutes he was wiili them.

W c shall not try to describe the sceiie. Thectc |
JACKy
was no doubt about Jacky’s identily. The 109

child was found!

Poor Jacky was in such a state of bcwildermeni
that lie was almost incapable of understandingubai
they said to him. Only after his real parentage
had been explained over and over again (lid tie
truth slowly begin to dawn upon his mind, axd
then his joy seemed to Overeéme him. " Thit
beautiful lady his mother! That gentleman his
father! and Jcm, who was he? How coulditbfl™
At last, he was taken off by nurse llutiter, vli),
after he had enjoyecl a warm bath, put liimintoa
soft, white bed, and ihe lady, his moiher, carne ax
leant over him, kissing him and talking Inviii|lyio
him.

And she brought him nice things to cal, siichas
lie had never tasted before, and while he ivas sitting
up in his bed and eating, hoping he ivas not going
lo wake out of this delicious drcam just yet, the
tall, kind gentleman carne and kissed his forehead,
and Lillie sat on the side of his bed and chatiered
to him, until nurse carne and took her off. Ad
then, Jacky, who had never had so many kises
since he was a baby, soon fell asieep.

Tlic next morning, Jcm Price arriveti.
father and mother asked a few more quesiionsas
to the time and place of the wreck, and found ite
“ gibberish,” that Mary took for French, wasiAy
much like a few words of Hindostance that te
Colonel repeated, and that “ Ghitah, Ghitah’
what the baby had oftcn cried at first, which. «

Tlie

Seymour recognized as the fiame ofhis ayah.
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Jeni was rcwarded liberally, and went off con-

fraiulaiinS himself 6n his good luck. His cioss
jife 1bough, upbraided him bitterly for not having
ild'her before that Jacky was a gentleman’s child,

. jfie rnight have come in for the good graces of
lhehdv and gentleman.

Mrs Seymour went out with nurse Hmiler to
1fi some clothes for her boy, and bought a pretty
lailor suil.  “ W e will have some niccr things sent
Vrom London as soon as possible, but for the pres-
said'the mother. “ Wc must
pioperly, poor little fellow; he

Ksn't even know his letters ; but we must not

ni these will do,”
«ach him ‘o

wkorri hiin.” she added, “ for he has been running
Imld so long, and the first thing he must learn is to
ibe happy.™

[acky, or Cecil, as he was now called, felt very

lin liis new clothes, and at first found his shoes
litn uncomfortable, and he couldn’tget over his awe
loi james the tall footinan, whom he often called
“sir” Buleverybody in the house wasvery gentle
land paticnt with him, and, in a week or two, ihc

' rag.iiniifiin would hardly have been rccog-
In«d jn the tidy, little boy, with
Ibis golden prettily by his
|mother's own slender fingers.

Lilliecould not help laughing al his first attempts

well-dresscd

curls arvangcd so

|«iih liis knife and fork, but he was very quick to
lleam, eagcr to improve, and he soon became
Iquite a lifirle gentleman in his manners and habits,
lishc had aiways been in natiire.

FOR POOR CHILDREN.
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He was devoted to his father, would trot about
after him like a little ;o0g, and the Colonel said,
laughingly, that at Icasl the stepinother had saved
them the trouble of teaching hini obedience, if
her other lessons had not bccn so good.

Mrs. Seymour wcnt to see all the svomen who
had been kind to her child, and thaiiked them so
swcetly that she svon all their hearts.

One of the first waiks that Cecil took, after he
little Molly’s house.
He had heard nothing from her, and he was afraid
that perhaps she had been drowned when the tide
carne in, but he found her quite well and hearty ;
alid Mis. Seymoui', who was with him, compen-
sated for Cecil’s foigetfulness by a handsome pres-
eiu to his little friend.

W hen thefamuy left Swanston to retuvn to town,

got bis new clothes, was to

Mrs. Seymour had quite regained her health and
clieerfulness; and Lillie, enchanted at having a
brother of hsr own, went back with the roses of
health in her cheeks. She read all the wonderful
stories about “ Bliie Beard,” “ Cindcrella,” “ Hop-
o’-my-Thumb,” etc., to her brother, who was very
much intcrestecl, although his papa’s histories of
tiger and bear hunts pleased him rathcr better.
And here we will leave him in his happy home.

True, there are many other children whose homes

are just as happy, hut few of ihese liave liad
the experiences of neglect and poverty passed
through by our little hero, and so can never

valué their advantages as he grew to valué his.

A SUMMER HOME FOR POOR CHILDREN.

By Oi.ivF, Thornk Miller.

Maccie lias two homes.

First, there is the home she has always lived in,
Imib her parents and brothers and sisters. It is a
Ibickbasemcntroom, with scarcely a piece of wholc
iWlure in it; a broken-down kitchen stove, a
ipile of rags for a bed, a dilapidated table, the
Itemains of a few chairs, and a floor always damp.
|Tke children palé,
jpiimt, ragged, silent, often coid and'hungry, and
ljiererin the least childlike. In ahome of this sort,
I"L child falls 111, it lies unnoticed in the cdrner,
I*'Ih not One of the comforts of a sick-room, no
|*fi bed, no cool driiik,
I*sr«; but with the

look as you might expect,

no dainty food, no kind
noise and confusién of the
jteily and iieiglibors in tlie crowded house, and

the heated stove, with cooking or whatever house-
work is done, ciése to the sufferer.

Tiiree hundred and fifty-nine days of every year,
Maggie lives in this dreadful place, and only six
days in the pleasant homeyou are to hear about. But
those six long siininier days are packed so full of
happlness and pleasure that they bring color to her
face, lips, and strengthen her for
In truth, tbe effects of that one
like her, seem like
magic,— they are the inagic of sunshine and fresh

smiles to her
another long year.
week on Maggie, and others

air-

Turn from the sad picture of Maggie’s home in
the city and hear about the other home, which
all thelong summer through, is filled with girls like
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Maggie, from the
uncomfortable attics,
and horrible cellars,
from the dark back-
rooms, and crowded
dens ofthe len-
emcnt houses;

one hundred

and fifty

girls at a

time, and

for each

one adc-

lightful

week.

that hcips the poor -
little creature to be good and
patient all through tbe long, dreary winter.

In the first place, it is in ihe country, with a big
grassy yard, full of trees and swings, and everything
that s nice; in the second place, it is on the beach,
with delicious sca-breete and delightful sea-bathing ;
and last—and best— there live in it a real fairy-
godmother sort of a woman, with a big motherly
heart for suffering children, and a kind-lienrtcd
gentleman who must have a perfect giant of a
raarket-basket, so full of good things does he keep
the pantry and cellar, for the children’s bcnefit.

Ah,—good air, good beds, good food {and?plenty
of it) and good times are the real doctors fd?’ little
people. You would n’t know Maggie after she
has spent that iiappy week in the Summer Home.

And she has had something else as well as a
good time. She has had the benefitof gentle dis-
cipline free from hardship and pain. She has for
once had the satisfaction of undressing at night, of
climbing into a pretty lidie bedstead, lying
between nice smooth sheets. The poor little thing,
tossing afterward on the heap of rags, may long so
much for a return of these comforts that she will
resolve to leam all she can, and so better her con-
Ways of learning to be
good scholars and good workers are now open in
our cities to all poor lidie girls,” so lhat even the
most destitute may hope to be able, in time, to
earn comforts and even luxuries for themselves.

and

dition. Thank heaven |

FOR POOR CHILDREN.
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Rut now, at the Summer Home, Maggiejsgkjji
over wholly to enjoyment. It is a charmingsijin.r
a hundred and fifty poor children, so liappyilL.j
hardlyknow how to believe in it, romping androll |
ing on the grass, playing croquet, beanb
“ tag,”singiiigmorningandeveningsoiigs,clriiigiijl
delicious milk (a hundred quans a day), frolickinjl
in the big play-room,— like a ciean, sweetbam-I|
and jumping and screaming with delight intheaut|

At first, as you may suppose, hard.workinjl
and ignorant fathers and mothers in the hot diy |
back there, could hardly believe their ears «beJ
the children were invited to spend a wcck inihel
country, whcre thcrc were plenty lo eat and fiiel
times to be had. They wondcred why it was (Imii,|
and suspected that there was some bad rcason iij[|
this nice-seeming plan. “ These people mLSi»sti|
to carry off our children,” they thought, “ords-l
turb their religién, or do something else bad, orilwi
would not be taking our ragged girls into tl¢]
country at their own expense.”

They loved their own children perhaps ns «ellail
happier parents, and most of them refused 10 con-l
sent to what they decided must be a tvap of SDoel
sort; only a few, who had known the dty niission.|
arios for years, would let their children go. Noihinjj
more was needed, W hen litése vounj-I
stcrs carne back, fat and rosy, and full to nveiflovinjl
of the “ splendid times ” they liad had, there «erel
in faci, ;he refiisalil

however.

no moro refusals of invitations;
carne from the other side; the kind managers,»!»!
easily could fill a house twice the size cif ihc Summerl
Home they have, were forced to refuse ihcdiildrtn.|

Each year, as charitable people have found onil
about it, and given the socicty inonc) to do so, thtl
Home has been made largcr; now, ore wiiig |
for a dining-room, with big bcd-room overhcad.byl
the kindness ofone lady; and then aiiother.iviiliJ
pleasant play-room below and another big I>cd
room above, by another lady; till last summer tlicyl
coukl eiUertain a hundred and fifty at once. Hap-l
pier people delight in helping 011 the good ivort;]
cliildren empty their savings banks, and Sunday-T
school classes unite their pennics to sead one or|
more unhappy little creature from the city. If
does not cost much either; two dollars "ill
one girl this long week, make her happicr for:
year, and better for al! her life.

Girls, 1 say—and 1’'m sorry to say il, fot M
included in the plan by its Kkiiid-hearte®
founder,—a lady on Staten Island,—aiidat firsiiteyi

were

were taken out every other week as the girls «tref
but alas! the boys could not be satislied togei”
oossible fun out of the Home itself; theycarriw

their habit of lawless mischicf with thcin. Thtn
overran the neighbors’ gardens, llicy piA«* ']
flowers and camed off the fruit; they brokci

See “ Liflle Huuseniaids,” in St, N tcholas for Aprll, 1879.
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Inianagers ‘vere obliged to decide that they never long-continued *“ Mo0-0-0-0.”
Icoulti spend a week in the Summer Home, and Three car-loads of boys 1 and
Ithat ore day's picnic in the season nnist sutiice whatever one of
Ifor each boy. them started the
So now, after tlie girls have gone home, and others
Inore than two thousand of them have enjoyed
itheir week, the hoys come dosvn in parties of
lonc ot two hundred at a time, and return the same
jday. They are a queer picnic party, you may be
Isore. Two hundred boys gathered from the
Istreets, and regular little ragamuffins, such as
Irou see in the city hanging on wagons at n?
likrisk of their lives, scudding across the
Istreets under the feet of the horses after
stiay dog, holding out a dirty
jhand forsome pennies, making
hgly faces, or doing any
|soti of a prank you can
lihirikof;—boys who have
ldo home, but sleep
liti boxes, allcy-ways,
|»asons, or any lidle
jthey can creep into,
land many of "wbom
Icanbe made to go to
|sdiooi only by the
| bribe of a good din-
.
Twohundred small
boys, off for a frolic,
Iridi bats of all kinds
[aiid sizes, and in all
Istiges of sliabbiness;
lhois wearing their
| tihers' pantaloons
Iculofl; boys with so
Inany patchcs that
I lcoriginal garment
I wild not be guessed
Isi; boys with men’s
jetais, and boys with
iMCoalsat .11l; boys
jmh dolhes tied on with
jstrings; boys with pockets
ging outside, boys with
Ipintaloons pinned on; bare-
jfcMed, ragged, shock-headed, and,
jitiDUsibeconfessed, not very clean-

Butthey were a happy party, as
lwnbyyoiir repdérter one day last
jjutumn.  Every one of their faces

a smile, and every eye was bright

«id «dde-awnke. You surely would have READY FOR A FROLIC IN THE WAVES.
1 so if you had heard them shout and immediately joining in,—saluting goats with a
Itall as they passed through the suburbs of chorus of “ Ma-a-a-as,” and hens with “ crosvs”
‘«klyn, groeting each astonished cow with a and “clucks” to drivo them wild,

VIl,-43.

and- whistling
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and calling to dogs, till the sagacious creatures
hardly know whether to be insultad, and bark
furiously, or to regard it as a polite attention, and
wave their tails for thanks.

These entertainments were varied by whistling
the “ Mulligan Guards,” every boy bcating time
with his feet; and then by singing, first the Street
melodies, “ Little Buttercup,” “ She ’s a Daisy,”
“ Grandfather's Clock,” and others, and then fall-

FOR POOR CHILDREN.
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None of them know what a comfortable
home is like, and most of them know very well
how it feels to be hungry and have no food.

But to go on with the picnic.
Street and steam cars for about an
stops at Bath, on the Southern
Island, and, in about ten seconds, evcry boy isout
of the cars. They'forin in a line, two by two, but
they ’'re a regular mob for all that, as thcyrushon

houses.

Aftcrarideon
hour, the train
shore of Long

ing into the airs they leained at school, “ Hold the after the gentleman who leads, little ones falling
Fort,” “ Pulifor the Shore,” and— greatest favorite down, struggling up and trudging on ngiji,
ofall— “ SweetBy-and-by.” V. stopping to pick every weed that has a bbs-
Poor boys! one could som. even a tempting great purple
scarcely hear that from . « ’ thistlc  (which s dropped
such lips, without m without Ilie cry ibat
a tear ’ happicr children
wav-i-7'Tiec d i v "= " " w o u | d give),
- >, A shoiiting |
at thel

school- .
1 grawingcotn,!
boys, though . . o
you would not “ scuffing” their feet as theycrossitej
think it, uniess you road, to raise a cioud of dust, and, mi

have seen the Mission this scrambling, noisy way,

Schools which gather at last, the big white gate of tM|
the children in, from THS GIRLS AT PLAY. Home. I

streeis and alleys ef New Yerk, and try to elvilize
and teach them something. They are all from
such homes as Maggie’s, in the dreadful tenement

Here Hhere is g divisien : a goentleman stans |
the gate, and grves each boy
them turn away wrth a shout, and luti
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ihe Street, while perhaps fifty go through
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iiith an expectant, solemn air.
What is the magic

wrd that sends
:ro«d so eagerly
It is
Tlie choice is
neen swimming

Che
on ?

“swimming.”

he-
and

scupping,—whatthat
queer but venerable

oid Dutch
means, you

find out; it is a

word
’E soon

“siinv-ivgil ” from New

Anisterdaradays,

—if

you understand that.

Wiien the

last

smmmer has joined

the yelliiig mob

011

theway to a secluded

beach, and the
scupper has
peared behind

gate, the grown-

last

disap-

the
ups

Ibllow, and discover
that scups are noth-

ling more fior

less

the gatc

ibanswings, and that about forty of

them are now

*ith one boy, many with two,

in full

motion,

some
in all

posilions possible for a human being

(oassume.
Passing this
buildings.

happy crowd,
The picturcsque oid cottage facing the

one comes

to the

seq, ifith wings bigger than itself, is Maggie’s, and

al other poor children’s

“Summer Home”;

and

bthe long dining-room are now at work several

Mies, ivith Mrs.
preparing lunch

Holt at their head.

for the boys.

They ave

W hat piles of

wtei.melon, clothes-baskets full of sandwiches,—
afapted in size to a boy’s appetite,—immense cans

ditesh milk, and rows of white miigs!

Pretty

sonthere will be a curious scene here.

Butnow let us go through the house, into the

Ireni yard, with its pleasant seats undcr awnings,
feie little invalids can get the sea air without
feofihe sun, and, best of all, its lovely sea-view,

fe gently sloping beach and stretched

ropes,

feretroops of poor little girls have bathccl and

and shoutcd,

Looking

up the beach,

wey Island appears, with its hoteis, and towers,
Ifemgs; and looking down, past the distant view

itsny piles of ciothes on the bank, and many

Ms bobbing about in the water,

the two forts

Wiug the cntrance to New York liarbor.

there comes asound of voices, and

Sprocessionmarching toward the dining-room.

65T

Lunch!—for two hundred hungry Street boys !
Let us seé how these experienced ladies manage it

without a riot.

The dining-
room doots
open into the
yard at each
end. As the

proccssion en-
ters one door,

it passes bec-
A BIO FUOT-DALL FOR LITTLE tW CentW obas -
kets of sandwiches, with
Each boy coming in rcceivcs

through the room,

BOYS
ladies to serve them.
the food, and at
once passes on, to the other
side of the house.

There the rough Street training comes out; as
soon as the boy gets through the door, he starts
on arun around the house, to join the Une again,
and get another sandwich. But the managers

know ail thcse little tiicks, and at each passage
stands a man who orders the young “ repeaters”
back. S6 the hungry, happy fellows crowd to-

gether, and have to devour their bread and meat
peaceably in the front yard.

No sooner is it swallowed than gates are forced
open, or fcnces climbcd, and before onc can wink
fifty boys’ heads appear on the surface ofthe water
below.

“ Here ! ” shouts one. “ This is n’t the place to
bathe. You must n’t go But, alas!
too late,— they are in, and a good'-frolic they have

in here!”
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for a half-hour, til the magic word “ lunch” salutes
their ears. Then, in a twinkling, rags and duds
are huddlcd on, and the boys, hungrier than
before, join the procession forming for another
march through the dining-roora.

FOR

POOR CHILDREN. [n

The next course—in lunch—is water-melon, anj
over the low half-door dozens of hungry faces hai-a
been hanging, with longing eyes turned toward iha
mimense pans of cut melén, each piece a bigsemil
circle—cool, tempting and beautiful, with its riclj

a narev HTEDS party.

The foriner scene is repeated, and now each one

has had four slices of bread and two of meat.
Again the “ scups” have a turn, two or three boys
in each, and the croquet balls get some hard

knocks, the bcan-bags take extraordinary flights,
and the trees are full of clambcring boys hunting
for fruit; another rusli is made to the great salt
bath-tub outside, and another fifty come out some-
what cleaner, and much meriicr.

pink and green. But the word goes round,ir.ij
the third time the eager procession comes m
Perhaps you think that to give two hund~
boys each a piece of melén, two hundred picto4
enough, but the oid hands, used to the bu«Ki4
always provide two hundred and fifty-
melén is a treat, and so sly and so ill-taugl"™’
these young rogucs, that they will take a pien
the right hand, hide it bchind their back, aw,
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I telefE hand out on the oiher side for a second
A

Itis funny to stand outside and see the boys come

[N; some with their melén already eaten, and

leady to throw the rind,— which seems to be half

others with theirs carefully hoarded

illtbeycan sit down. The common way of eat-

it down, the quicker the better.

Dey eat as if they were used to having their food

aiatched away,.and perhaps they are,— poor boys.

jog is to cram

The last course is now announced,— peaches,
cikeandmilk. Once more the long line passes
ibtCLigh the room, but more slowly, for each child
lasapeacb, a cake, and a mug of milk which he
tastodrink before passing on.

Soon after this, the order is for “ home,”
jogéalhe long string passes through the gate-
ny ivith cheers and good-bys, and is soon
packed into lhe waiting cars and whirled off
nthe city again.

Thisdelightful charity isunder the careful
1anagement of the Children’s Aid Society,
wth Mr. Charles L. Brace — “ the children’s
M. Brace ”—at its head. There seems to be
mlimit lo his noble work in behalf of poor
itildren. The Society, of which he is the founder
ad leader, has for years been turning young lives
tampoverty and even degradation, into paths of
All the gi'eat
ffestcan be found to-day, honorable hard-working
joang men who were taken from city docks and
areetsby the Society; and every year it sends new

erfulness and happiness. over

FOR

crowds of boys to

POOR CHILDREN.
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ood countfy homes.

It has its schools, where dinners,
and often clothes, are provided
for the scholars, and where
big sister can take “ the
baby” if neces-
sary, and Lodging
Houses
where,
for a

few cents, newsboys and

girls, and others, with sinall

eaniings,

can get comfort-

able medais and lodging, besides

helpful

instruction.

These are

all supported by the charity of

UEFORE BRSAKFAST. kind-hcarted

people, and it

could help twice as many children if it had twice

as much money.

TKK SUMMSfi HOME AT

BATH, 1 I
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WILD-FLOWERS.

By Margaret Bourné.

ifi U-

A TINY vase of tangled flowers,
Ciover and daisies white,

Stands on the table at iny side:
A very common sight.

But to my eyes they have a grace
Unknown to blossoms rare,
Because | see the sunny face
Of her who placed them there.

I hear again the little feet,
Bounding in childish glee;

I hear the voice, so dear and sweet,
Say, “ Pretty flowers1l See!”

“And they are all for you !” she said,
Her face a radiant sight, _

She raised her eyes, then drooped her head,
“ 1 want to be polite.”

‘May be you 'd be politer, too,”
She lisped with questioning gaze,

"If you would give me back a few,
Mamma, for my own vase.”

W e shared the gift: her little hand
Arranged these blossoms wild,
And placed them here, where now they stand,-

My precious little

child!

THE FAIRPORT NINE.

By Noah Brooks.

Chapter Ill.

THE HOUSE ON STILTS.

The Black family lived in one of the houses on
stilts. There was no good reason why there
should have been any houses on stilts in Fair-
port. There was land enough everywhere to
furtiish room for the building of houses on the
solid ground; yet, here, at the edge of the harbor
and overhanging a steep bank, supported by tall,

upright timbers, just like stilts, were built for
houses. They were the delight of boys who vwee
so unfortunate as to live in less picturesque dwel-
ings. From the rear Windows one could dropa
fishing-line direetly into the water, at high tice
and from these Windows the tenants were aos
tomed to throw all the refuse and slops which les
favorably situated people were obliged to carryoat
of doors. Then, too, from these same wndows
the boys who lived within could, at low tide, dop
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j handful of stones, or a bucket of water, on the

of the passenger beneath. Such
advantages as these were fully appreciated by the
I»ys of Fairport, every one of whom envied Sam
Black the extraordinary facilities for fun which he

casual

had in one of the houses on stilts.
in the house at the end of the row, next to the

paihwhich led down to the shore from the village
street, dwelt the father and mother of Sam

THE KOUSB
Black. Nobody knew the real fiame of the
paternal Black. It is not likely that he knew
it himself. When he was a young lad, he had
heen stolen from the coast of Africa and sold

into slavery in Brazil.
warehouses of Rio de Janeiro,

Employed about the coffee
he managed
®nceal himselfon board of a Fairportbrig loading
there, and so was brought to Maine, where he
foand-a wife on Plum Island, in the person of

to
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Thankful Snow, then the-only colored woman in
those parts. The fugitive slave from Brazil
known as Tumble Black, nobody knew why, but
it is likely that his queer first fiame
echo of his African fiame. In his life of slavery
he was only known as Mumho, a filame which was
so hateful that he dropped it as soon as he was a
free man. The one only child of Tumble
Thankful Black was

was

was a faint

and

Sam, originally named

ON STILTS-

Samuel Peleg Black, thus bearing, as a token of
his father's gratitudc, the fiames of the first and

»

second mates of the brig “ Draco,” in which craft
Tumble made his escape from South American
slavery.

The houses on stilts were inhabited by the
families of men who followed the sea as foremast
hands, the clam-diggers,

sawyers and wharf-kecpers of the port.

wood-
Tumble

or who were
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Black was whitewasher, wood-sawyer, and muslcian.
In the Fairport Guards’ Band, consisting of bass-

drum and fife, Tumble played the fife; and very
well he played it, too. He likewise played a
French horn, chiefly for his own amusement.

And on calm and still nights, when the moon was
at her full, people on the water, gliding up the
harbor, sometinies rested on their oars to listen to
melancholy notes of Tumble’s horn as they
bay from the window where he
in plaintive
she

the
floated over the
usually sat and poured out his
strams. A lady from Boston
thought that he was playing a lament for the lost
land and home ofhis youtii on Afric’s coral strand.

Ofd Tumble was a prime favorite with the
boys. He not only knew all the things about the
sea, and shore, and the woods, which a boy
admires in anybody, but he was full of strange and
mysterious information about charms and witch-
craft. It was said and believed that he could
charm a bird from offa tree jjy awild and peculiar
whistle which he produced by making a sort of
pipe of his thick lips. And it was notorious that
he could bring the fish out of the sea by a motion
of his hand. If this was not so, how else could
any one account for his wonderful luck in fishing at
times when nobody but he could catch anything?
W hen the fishermen of the port carne in, empty-
handed®and discouraged, ofid Tumble would put
out in the bay for a little while, alone, and come
back in the nightfal! witli a great haul of cod,
haddock and hake. The fishermen sliook their
heads, and, glancing up at the house on stilts,
would say that it “warn’t for no good that oid
Tumble-bug has been singing to himself out on
the bay, after dark. ”

The oid man was full of story and anecdote
about his youthful life in Africa. He lived, he
said, near a great river which was called Quorra,
and when some of the boys looked into the map

soul

once said

of Africa and found that this was the native
flame of the Niger, they felt as if they had dis-
covered the river for themselves. Ofd Tumble,

also, delighted his small liearers with scraps of the
dialect which was his native language. He had
wcll-nigh forgotten the words which he had used
when he was a youngster in his own land, so ovei-
laid were they with Spanish, Portuguese and
English; but the boys of Fairport were delighted
to talk enough Congo to mystify the older people.
“bomba, ” and for water
“ gaigai”

To ask for bread as
as “ slee,” or to say that they were
when they were hungry, was very great fun for
these young. linguists. Sam, ic should be added,
did not seem to take kindly to these little reminis-
cences of his father’s pase life. His own language
was as puré as that ofany of his playfellows, who,
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I am sorry to say, used more slang than Sam din
But, as has been intimated, Sam had ail of r
father’s khowledge of the secrets of the seaad
the wilderness. He was never thought to be abT
to charm the fish or the birds, but he w.is on mo
friendiy terms with these shy creatures tli-m

other boy in Fairport. 1 )

Ofid Tumble, too, had the reputation of beinv
what was called “ a raoney-digger”; not tbat be
actually spent his time, or any partofii, i, dist.jng

for money, but it was supposed that he could lel!
ifhe chose, how and where to dig for buried treas’
uré. Fairport was full of stories and traditions of
buned pots and chests of monej-— the spoils of frce-
booters and buccaneers who once sailed tlie seas
and who put in to these lonely harbors to lude in
the earth their ill-gotten gains. It was believed bv
many people that there was a magic by which lii/
den treasure could be found, if only one knew how
to use the magic. There were charms, diviiiin».
rods, and various species of witchcraft, all more or
less requiring the aid of necromancy, by which
money hiddcn in the ground, or in the sea, conld
be discovered. It was always necessary that such
a search should be made in the darkest of tlienigbi,
when no moon was shining, when the tide was out'
and when the planets in the heavens were in &
peculiar positlon as to the fixed stars. Nobody
knew just how all these signs were to be observed
but ifany man did know, it was supposed that oid
Tumble was that man. He was black; he had
been born in a land where magic, necrora.incy and
the black art were understood, if anywhore. So,
by general consent, it was agreed that if oid Mr!
Black chose to tell, he could guide anybody to hid-
den treasures of Captain Kidd and the rcst of the
bold buccaneers who hid their money in the earth
aud never carne back for it. Nobody seemed to
think th.atif oid Tumble, who had had a hard time
in the world because of his poverty, could find lhe
lost treasures for othei-s, he couid find them for
himself; and yet he had never been lucky enough
to find anything more valuable than an oid copper
piate, bearing a Latin inscription, and supposed to
be a relie of the French Jesuic mission, establishcd
here in the seventeenth century, when the Sieur
D 'Aulncy tuled this land under General Razillai.
Billy Hetherington, sitting in the sunny kilchen
ofthe house on stilts and looking over tlie hay,
often wondered if oid Tumble could really raise
ghosts and spirits, as the gossips said he could.
But he never mustered up the courage to ask hira
fior even to ask his crony, Sam, for he saw that
such a question would not please the boy, who had
none of the superstitions of the ignorant ’longshore-
men and toilers of the sea. Once, taken off his
guard by his strong imagination, Billy, seeing Sam's
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father put an odd-looking frying-pan on the fire,
asVed: “ Isthat your storm-pan?” This was an
unfortunate question. There was a foolish belief
among the sailors of the bay thal oid Tuinble had
1lpan by which he could raise a storm at any time,

TUM&LE

‘lyinerelyputting it on the fire; and when Billy
«W the oid man if that was the storm-pan,
put into words the idle superstition which had
Itoraany a man, when out in a gale at night,
|»I;"'Iropkin, “Oid Tumble has got on his storin-
Black looked angrily at the boy for a moment,
turned away his face, as if in reproach.

“I' nian’s features softened instant,
wsaid, “ No, my little gentleman, there is

in an
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no storm-panj at least, not that I know of, and
they are bad and wicked people who have filled
your head with such iionsense as that.”

Billy felt reproved, and he very much

relieved when oid Tumble took down his fife and

was

BLACK,

played for liim an African melody, sad and wild,
which, he explained, had been taught him by his
mother, in their ofd home, years and years ago,
and which he had not forgotten and could not
forget. “ Sometimes, when the fishcrmen hear
this tune,” he said, “ they think that I am doing
something to charm away the fish from the seine,
or to bfing on a spell If ihey
knew how my poor oid mother, dead and gone, |
s’pose,

of bad weathcr.

these many years, learned me this tune.
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they would laugh at themselves because they ave
so foolish.”

Emboldened by the oid man’s
dence, Billy had the courage to say “ And they do
say, Mr. Black, that you know how to dig for
buried money, and how to find a spring of water
that is hid in the ground.”

“ All nonsense, child, all Nobody
knows~vhere to dig for hidden treasure, unless he
has been told where itis. Anybody can dig if he
knows ivhere to dig.”

“ And can’t you find
father said you can.”

“ Yes, child, I can find a spring of water,
widing the dew is off the it is airly
morning, and my divining-rod is in tune.” And
here the ofid man took down a green wand of
witch-hazel, forked at one end. Holding it with
onc prong in each hand, he added, “ And when 1
walk over the ground, holding this upright, so, 1|
can see it bend down whenever | pass over aspring
hid in the ground. But the dew must be off of
the grass, and the sun be up, but not up too high.”

Sam was a little impatient at this, and he signed
to BiUy to go 6ut with him on the beach below.

“ That is mighty curious, Sam, is’nt it?” said
Billy, as he skipped a stone across the waves. “ |
wish | liad a divining-rod, I would find a spring
nearerourcamp in the fort pasture. O 1say, Sam,”
he exclaimed, a bright idea striking him, “ suppose
you get your father to go down back of the fort,
some day, when the dew is off the grass, and the
sun is not too high, and have him find a spring
for us; it is so far to go for water to the gully
from the camp, every time we go a-Maying.”

Sam dug his haré black toe thoughtfully in the
sand before he replied.

“Well, you see, Billy, I don’t think that your
mother would like to have any such doings, for
she is awful particular, you kiiow, about ’stitions
and things. Don’t you remember how mad she
was at you and me for listening to ofd Ma’am
Heath ’s stuffabout digging for money in the full
of the moon, down behind the block-house ?”

This was a sore pointwith Billy, for he had been
seriously reasonedwith by his mother when he had
come home, full of a new project for money-dig-
ging, in which he and Sam were to be aided by
Vene Snowman, a step-son of Ma’am Heath, the
They were to find a toad with

burst of confi-

nonsense.

springs of water? My
pro-

grass, and

village seeress.
seven warts on his back, a field-sparrow with seven
white feathers in his tail, and procure a crooked
four-pence-ha’penny, and seven tallow
and several other things, and Vene, whose full
flame was Sylvanus, was to be prompted by his
step-mother with all the information needed to
Captain de la Tour hid his money

candles,

find where
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behind the block-house hill, when he was drivml
away from Acadia and never-came back again ij
was darkly whispered that the oid Capuin éjl
come baclcu.» i‘farmy nights, in the time oftl»|
spring tides, whe t the storm winds biew shtitt,!
Over the peninsux.-, and when the night skyitasl
full of wild-driving clouds. At such times, it «jj |
said, the oid Captain -night be seeiiby anyboiiyl
who was brave enougl. to be out in such a aigh, f
walking ainong the spruce-trees behind theblod!!
house hill, muttering to himself, “ Where did|l
putit? Where did I put it?”

But, as nobody ever was brave enough to goooil
to the lonely spruce-covered hill, on such a\tiu|
night as | have deseribed, nobody ever did see ilkl
ghostly captain. Neither did anybody everhuitl
in eariiest for the treasure which he ivas supposflil
to have buried there.

The expedition of Vene Snowman, Biliy andl
Sam failed, because of au interdict put on it bt
Mrs. Hetherington. And when Sam’ motlwl
caught him hiding three tallow candics under hisl
jacket (these being his contribution to the monef.|
digging outfit), and made him confess what he<nil
about, she took him by'tlie ear and led him into|
the little bedroom overlooking the hay, and (
him that he should not stir a step out of the hotsel
until it was time for him to go "o the pasture afterl
Judge Nelson’s cow. And, a prisoner there alllbtl
bright afternoon, he was taiitalized by the sighirfl
Billy on the beach below, wondering why Sini,|l
to go away, but would give jio answer to hisoft.
repeatet' whistle-call. <Aitd all this was reas»|
enough why both boys, should remember that thei
was somebody who did not approve of their haviod
anything whatever to do with incantation5andotliw|
such nonsense.

Nevertheless, Billy secretly resolved lhai
would find some of Captain KLdd’s money ivhen tdl
grew up, ifit was anywhere buried on the Fairp
peninsula.

Chapter 1V.
THE HOUSE ON THE HILL.

H etherington was a tall and siaidyl
the boys of Fairport stood iil

M rs.
lady, of whom all

great awe. She never told Billy to put ivood »«l
the fire, but said: “ William, yoii may replenislj
the fire.” Nor was she ever known to refer t«l

Billy’s tnele, oid Reuben Stover, who lived ‘ofil
To her, at leasi,l*|
was Andtberaiim*

which existed between Billy and Sam Black «wj
according to her, “ adistressing social complirah*'l
with a young person of color.” If Mrs. Hetfe|

the Neck,” as a rich farmer,
“an opulent agriculturist.”
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igvton had not been famed through all the regién
Uund Fairport for her kindness to the poor, her
Ufailing charity to the sick and the distressed, and
, tj-uiy wonderful doughnuts, made by her
ivhite and aristocratic hands, these peculiarities
insufferable.
romdn who knew—as everybody did— of her great
liwdness, cotiid think twiceof her exceedingfastid-
fiuiness. And no boy who once tasted of those
Jniirable doughnuts, which were given with a
jbeial hand, could be brought to think that the
ijywho made them,
iiyihing but a perfect woraan.
jittosay, with a certain appearance of shame-
icedness, “ Those are better doughnuts than my
Inottier makes, but then, my mother makes the
ssiaip-cakes of anybody in the worid.” This was
ttribute to the genius of Mrs. Hetherington.

The Hetherington house the hill
roraed by the oid fort. One of the Hetherington
retors, in the Revolutionary war, had been a
uerai, and he had been brought back here by the
iintislii to his own town, while they held possession
in the barracks in

muid have been But no man fior

and gave them away, was
Sam Perkins was

stood on

ilit, and had been imprisoned
lheiort. The story of his escape and flight across
Ilhecouiitiyto the Pcnobscot river, accorapaniedby
ICaptain Wadswortb, of one of the
Ipiatest of American poets, may be read in the
Icbronicleso f Fairport. The home of Billy Hether-
jingionwas cmbellished with many curious reliesof

an ancestor

oid days. There were the silver-mounted
|pijtois| brought from France, which the Revolu-
oary hero carried in the holsters of his saddle,
Ithere hung over the ,uantel-piece th® jdentical
fotd which General Knox, Washington’s trusty
|beuienanl, gave General Hetherington, with the
urk that no braver man than he ever drew
Jdin defense of his country’s liberties. And in
abigmahogany press upstairs, an heirloom in the
idilv, hung the blue eoat faced with buff, and the
fknee-brceches, which the great man wore for
Ihsimiform when he was at the head ofhis troops.
Ilhe boys of Fairport, admitted to the Judge’s
Ptey when that awful personage was absent, and
~ ) hadthe courage lo pilot them in, gazed with
K 3nd admiration on a portrait of Brigadier-
IlkimlHetherington, atremendous person, indeed,
F~infull uniform, wearing a haughty look and a
K queue, or pigtail, tied with a bow of black
pten. Itwas said that the Hetherington family
wd racense before this work of art, night and
but I do not believe this; and itiscertain

I, hero stared at the opposite wall with a
stid stony gaze, entirely unmindful of the
™jraiion of the boys and of the Hetherington

the days of which | am writing, slavery still
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existed in a portion of the United States, and it

had not bgen long since some of the people who
then lived in Maine could say that they had seen
people who had owned slaves in New England.
And there were dark hints that some of the ances-
tors of Mrs. Hetherington, whose flame was Stover,
had made a great deal of money by bringingslaves
from the coast of Africa to Oldport, Rhode Island,
where they were landed secretly, years and years
ago, slave-tradiiig and smuggling were
regarded with so much abhorrence that nobody
liked to be caught at it. In the library of the
Hetherington mansién was a small collection of
queer things from the coast of Africa, a stuffed
parrot, a shield of wire-grass, a knobby club of
iron-wood, and a frightful-looking spear. These,
ranged against the north wall of the room, like a
trophy of arms, were supposed by some to have
been part of the spoil of the African captives
brought from their native land by that wicked and
remoéte ancestor of Billy Hetherington, known as
“ the 'Black Stover.”

None of the Stover family before Mrs. Hether-
ington had ever in the house on the hill.
They had lived in an oid and tall house on Main
Street, and a straightening of the Street, years ago,
had so changed the location of that house that it
was no longer used as a place of residence by any-
body. the more prosperous times of
Fairport, a portion of the Stover house had been
occupied as a carpenter’s shop. But the carpenter
was dead and gone, the Windows of his shop were
boarded up, and timid children, looking in through
che chinks of the boarding, saw, or thought they

when

lived

Once, in

saw, strange shapes and monstrous things within,
partly revealed by the few straggling rays of sun-
light that found their way inside. And at night,
only the bravest of the small boys of Fairport
dared to pass on the side of the Street where the
oid Stover house stood. . There were stories that
“ Black Stover ” had buried money in the cellar of
the oid house, and that, on certain nights in the
year, at the time when the nights were the longest
and the days were the shortest and coldest, the
ghost of “ Black Stover” used to come and try to
find where his ill-gotten wealth was buried. This
fable delighted and horrified the smaller children
very much, and they were never tired of hearing
about the shadc of the wild sea-rover and of his
vain attempts to find his hidden treasure.

But, though some of the tragic romance of
“ Black Stover ” was found about the Hetherington
house on fhe hill, there was a look about the man-
sion which was so wholesome and hearty that
nobody could long remember the idle stories of the
gossips when the real comfort of the Hetherington

place was in view. The tall Lombardy poplars,



660 THE

that stood like sentries in front of the house, the
trim flower-garden inside the paliiigs, bright with
hollyhocks, marigolds and china asters, and the

long rows of red and black currant bushes that
stretched in the rear of the mansién, and the lilacs
and seringas that were clumped together before
the front Windows, were not at all suggestive of
anything so uncanny as the uneasy ghost of a dead
It was a fine oid home,
Hetherington

and gone slave-trader.
and we may well wonder why Mrs.
should be afraid that her son Billy should like any
other place so much better as to be willing to live
elsewhere. But it did really seem as ifshe thought
that Billy would, some day, go off into the wide,
Sam, the colored fielder of the
Fairport Nine. It seemed strange that the poor
mother should worry so about her boy; but if
Blackie had been a rapscallion, instead of the
bright and well-behaved youngster he was, Billy’s
mother could not have been more troubled about
her son’s intimacy with the only black boy in the
village.

“Why, mother,” Billy would say, “ | don’t see
why you object to my playing with Blackie.
Everybody says that he is the best of all the boys
in town, and the schoolmaster, only the
day, said that he was facile frincefis in the school-
room, and in the woods and fields. I don’t know
what facile princeps means, but I know it must be
something good, for Oid Potter thinks Blackie is a
bully boy, I am sure. He ’s always praising him
up to the rest of us fellows.”

“ My son! my son! what slang!
frequently told you that these low associations
would so debase your character and conversation
that your family would be ashamed of yon.”

Mrs. Hetherington did not object to Billy’s play-
ing with poor Sam, but she did object to bis being
so much with the black boy. And so when Billy
went out into the back-yard, murmuring to himself,
and puzzled as to the reason of his mother’s aver-
sion to Sam, who was the most entertaining boy in
nothing of the Fairport

wide world witli

other

Have | not

the whole place, to say
Nine, he was a little glad to see the object of his
thoughts sitting on the fence which skirted the
Hetherington place next to the fort pasture.

“W hat’s up, Sam ?” asked Billy.

“ answered Blackie,

“ Leastsvays, | am up on this fence,
three of the boys are coming up to see us try the
walk on the ceiling.”

The boys bad been to a circus, lately shown in
North Fairport, and‘one of the attractions of the
had been the feat of “ Professor
This wonder-

am,” sententiously.

and two or

performance
Rinaldo Rinaldini, the human fly.”
ful man had contrived some apparatus by which

he had actually walked on the under side of a
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plank flooring, head downward, like an enorraonsl
two-legged fly, as Sam Perkins had remaikedi
W hile the boys had been talking over thisindi
other admirable things which they had seenl
Blackie had kept up a deep thinking, and n
that the great base-ball match was over hj
announced that he was ready to do the feat™J
good as the Professor.” |

Jo Murch and Sam Perkins soon scaled tlie|
fence, and the four boys found *“ the Lob” inihel
barn waiting for the arrival of the pcrformersl
The mow was selected as the scene of operationsif
| suppose all country boys know that the mowofal
barn is the part of the barn which is fenctdl
from the rest by a deep screenl
nearly as high astheeaveso

real
off, as it were,
or fence, or plank,

the building. The upper part of this screenis|
open, but the lower part is solid boardingi
planking. The mow, or, as some cali jt, the luy,|

is filled with hay away up to the eaves, wheni

hay crop is gathered' in the fall. In the summer,!
however, the mow is only partly full of hay, andit|
is great sport to jump from the beanis which cioss

it, high in the roof, to the soft and fragrant hal
beneath. In the great barn of the Hetherington!
place, it was a tremendous leap from the upperT

beams to the top of the now half-filled h.-iy-iiww.l
But Saiii was equal to this, and Billy was never &f
behind him.

On this occasion, however, leaping was not in|
order. The game was higher. Professor Rinaldi
Rinaldini was to be imitated. Sam Black hed
gathered all the martingale rings that he conldl
find, and selecting two of the stoutest of these,|
he fixed them on the bottom of his haré feet,;
he would have fastened his skates. and he nst
his skate-straps for this purpose. Bucklingthera
tight, he had a ring on the bottom of each ioot,l

strong enough to hold up a boy of twice hii
weight; and Sam was not a very light boy, either.l
Meantime, the other boys, under his diieciion,!

had nailed along the under side of one of ihff
beams that crossed the hay-mow, high up in thd
roof, hooks, once used to drive into th

window-frames of the Stover liousé, to support th

blinds of that mansién, but now drawn out by tha
ingenious Sam. These, driven about a foot apara
on the under side of the beam, were to hold Saml

on bis voyage across, in his character as Professoif

several

Rinaldo Rinaldini, the human fly-

Sam Perkins, being the captain of the Nine, ng
not able to see this performance proceed withouj
his direction, so, as ring-master, he superiniendei
the driving of the hooks, and, having exarain'i
the rings and skate-straps on Blackie’s feet, to sej
that they were all right and tight, he gave ibq

word of command:
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.*Mow then, Professor Bliraldo Blinaldinio, you
I please mount the fiery and untamed hay
““Gétme a couple ofhalters first,” said Blackie.
[TE halters were brought, and Blackie, neatly
*n g them together, climbed up to the topmost
twm and his halters were thrown up after him.
Ilhen’ placing the rope over the beam, he tied the
I w ’ends underneath, thus making what the
|X s caU “ the bight of the rope” below the
lliam Next, he slid cautiously down the rope,
L d ihroivmg up his feet, he caught the ring on
I~ rivht foot into the first of the row of hooks.
iTlitiivV slipped the other ring into the next hook,
Ilago of the rope, and was off on his walk across
Itbcbeam, head downward and feet in the air, pre-
Itsely like Professor Rinaldo Rinaldini, the human
jr The boys in the mow below felt their hearts
joup into their throats as they watched Sam
IfainWly ino*'e on from hook to hook.
| “what if a hook should puliout?” asked Billy,
jmlhasinking of the heart. He had not thought
julialfsodangerous a feat until now, when he saw
hhblack crony hanging high in the air from those
1iBi)" blind-hooks.
I “Never you fear that,” said Sam Perkins,
Istoutly, bul with a little quaver in his voice; “I
| diivcthose hooks in, and | guess | know a thing or
iwo about (Iriving things, ’specially when a fellow
[ iigoing to walk on them.”
1 “Hold 011 for dear life, professor of the human
hy!”shouted Jo Murch, unpleasantly, for he did
I sol like to see anybody do anything which he had
| mi himself done first.
| taming.

But Sam did not need
He was now half-way across the dizzy
1 t6jlil, as it seemed to the boys,
| myhigh places.

unused to any
At that point, a hitch occurred,
I oneof the hooks being so much bent that it held
licering firmly, The boys all sliouted out their
| idrice at once, and Nance Grindle, liearing the
| iicket,’ carne in through the cow-stable, and,
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unperceived by the excited boys, gazed scovnfully at
their antics. She was about to give her advice,
too, when Blackie disengaged his foot and passed
on his perilous journey.
across,

Slowly he worked his way
and in a few minutes more he was on the
other side, his left foot in the last hook at the end
ofthe beam, and his face against that side of the

barn. Here a new difficulty arése. Sam could not
get down ! The rope was at the farther end of the
beam. His feet could not be taken from the

hooks without letting him fall head foremost on the
hay, and that would certainly break his neck.
Sam Perkins, without knowing why, climbed the
joists leading up to the loof, like a cat, and there
Blackie hung helplessly in the air, unable to stir,
To letgo with his feet was almost sure death, and to
stay longer, after such a hard feat, was irapossible.

Then Nance Grindle, bouncing out of the stall
where she had been hidden, cried out;

“You, Sam Perkins! Get up there and carry
Sam Black that rope on the otherend of the beam!
Don’t you know anything scarcely ?”

Sain was already on the beam, and, without a
word, he took the rope, slid it along the beam to
Sam, who, grasping it with both hands, held liim-
self firmly for an instant, then, pulling himself
upward, loosened his feet from the rings and, turn-
ing a somersault, dropped safely, feet first, into the
hay-mow below.

“ That ’s the luckiest escape | ever saw,” said
Captain Sam, from the beam.

“ Yes, and you had to have a gal tell you how
to get out of it,” said Nancy, contemptuously, as
she fiung out of the barn, half-provoked with her-
self forhaving been the means of getting Blackie
out of a bad predicament.

“ Ever so much obliged to you, Nance | ” cried
Blackie, as the girl flew off.

“ No matter about anything,” she replied, with-
out looking back. Then the boys sat down on the
hay and taiked it all over.

AT'o ¢ff continued.)
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MORE CHRONICLES OE THE MOLEOS,*

THE LEGS.

A NUMBER of Molbos once sat down on the
ground in a circle, but when they wanted to get up
again, their legs were soint,erminglcd that no one
could make out which were his. They remained,
therefore, sitting quietly, fully convinced that they
could never get up again. A traveler passing by,
they called him and asked him to tell them how
each man might find his own legs again. The
man first showed each one where his feet were,
and wanted him to draw up the legs and getup;
but as thisonly increased their confusion, he thought
of another remedy. He took his stick and struck
firstone man smartly over his legs, then another,

then a third, and so on. As soon as each man felt
the stroke, he became aware of which were his
legs, and moved them quickiy out from the heap.

THE CHURCH BELL.

The Molbos were once greatly scared by a report
that the enemy intended to invade their country,
and they determined to save what they could from
falling'into the hands of the invaders. W hat they
prized most, and wouid save first of all, was their
church bell. After a great deal of trouble, they

succeeded in getting it down from the helfry; bu |
it was still harder to determine how and where it
should be hid away, so that the enemy should not
find it. At last, they agveed to sink it N the dtep |
ocean. They therefore dragged the telldowi lo
their big boat, rowed far out on the ocean, ad
threw the belloverboard. After it haddtsappcared
the good Molbos began to reflect, and said toeact i
other: “ The bell is now truly safe from the enemj" !
but how are we to find it again when the cnettij'
has left us?” One of them, who thoughth|m59H|
wiser than the rest, sprang up and cricd; “ Thata
is easy enough; all we have to do is toCUIamﬂ”:'
where we droppcd it!” He snatched a knifefrom|

his pocket and cut a deep notch in that side oi the |
boat where the bell had been thrown overboard, |
and said: “ It was here we threw it out!" Dis
done, they rowed back, fully assured they wouldbe |
able to find the bell again by the mark.

THE WATCH.
W alking along the road, the Molbos foimd a |
watch, lost by some traveler. They took itupufbl

looked at it with the greatest surprise, as noneof
them had ever seen such a queer thing. Butsud |

' See St, NiICHOLAS for December, 1879, page 180.
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dnly one of the party
noliced that a ticking sound
came from the inside of the
«atch. He no sooner heard
iithan he said that it must
be possessed by the Evil
Spitit, and, very much
frightened, he threw the
vatch away. No one else
dared toiich it. But the
ddest among them, more
plucky than the rest, bent
doivn and picked up a large
picceofrock and-hammcred
a«ay at the watch until it
«as entirely stnashed, and
of course stopped beating.
Havingperformed this great
featjtho man kneeled down,
hid his ear to the watch to
listenif it ticked any more.
Hearingnothing, he proudly
said to the others: “ Do
)tiu seo—did n’t 1 teach
li'nlokeep quiet?’” Then
“yall rejoiced that they
I‘d destroyed this eneray,
®d went away, leaving the
«atch on the ground.

MOLEOS.
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SOMETHING ABOUT MUSICAL DUCKS

THB OLD

iN the autumn, when the birds are migrating,
we often see flocks of wild ducks swimming past
our cottage, and there is one kind that we cali
the musical duck, on accountof a strange, wild cali
that it has. It is like a fragment of a song, and if
you can.strike thcse notes
upon the piano-forte,
you can know just how
the little tune sounds;

The fisher-boys say that the words are, “ He got
no gun,” This is repeated over and over again,
especially if they catch sight of a man who might
have had agun; and as we watch the litie creatures
we can see them shaking their heads and hurrying
up to each other with the good news that really
n “He got no gun.”

U m run |

4 fun
they dive
under water before

A
vy o4 a gun,

you can wink.
only see the

No one ever sees them go,—you
place where they were a minute

SQUAW.
before. Then what fun it is towatch the water
untU they bob theirheads out agaiii j

The fiame given, them by the people living

along shore” is Okl Squaw, and you must be
sure to proiiounce it with the acceiit ,on the Gid
and not on the Squaw, as if there might be plenty
of young squaws, perhaps, but very differeni
creatures from these ducks.

They are very shy birds, never coming near our
cottage until the
played in the sand all summerlong, have gone
away from the sea-shore, and are safely shut up in

noisy boys and girls, who haw

school.

Their color is yellow, brown, black and white,
and thin white feathers hang over their black wings,
giving a very peculiar effect, as if the white piumes
were made of silver. s

They sleep on the sand, with their heads tuckrt
under their wings, looking like balls of down;an ,
when disturbad, hurry off to the sea, makingte

sand fly in their efforts to escape.
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MARION’S STORY.

By Elizabkth W- Denison.

don’t know
»liyitis, but they never cal! cats or dogs Bunny,

dothey ?
Ves, he was a rabbit, and just as white as he

Of course, Bunny was a rabbit. 1

could be all over, except his eyes and the linings
of hisears. They were pink.

But he was wild, and never would be caught
fior held. Once, 1 remember, | was feeding him
withsome little birch twigs. He liked them better
than anything else, and would come ci6se up to
jet them. Well, he was nibbling away as fast as
htcould, and | thought it would be a good time to
tame him. So | put my hand on his back, and
patted him'very softiy.

The bad little thing! He turned right around
mth his back to me,— which was n’t very polite,
you know,—and hopped offacross the garden with
bislong ears fiapping. He did n’t stop at all till
hewas out of sight in the bushes by the brook.
Buti think we iiked him all llie better, because he
would n't be held like the For when he
wild let US come near, it seemed such a favor 1
And we could have the cats all the time, for there

cats.

vere six of them.

But thisis n’t a cat story- It’s a rabbit story,
and, oh yesl—a dog story, too.

For there WaS a dog,— a little, shiny, black fel-
low, natncd Trip. His real lame was Triptole-
mus; but we never called him that, unless we were
angrywilh him.

There was a little red table in one comer of the
kilchcn, and whenever we said in a loud, rebuking
jone; “ Triptolemus,— little table ! ” he would put
bistail between his legs, and hang down his head,
and crawl under that table to the very ferthest
corer.

And then, if we said “ Good doggie, Trip,” out
bewould come, wagging his tail, and jumping up
« everybody. But that has n’t anything to do
*ilh lhe story; only, | wanted you to know that

Wp was really a nice dog. My brother, Ned,
®td lo cali him a mongrel, and a cur of low
~pee, whatever those are. But we children

if he had been a
peal greyhound, or a Newfoundland dog,
teeliitle terrier, always snapping at people.

thbought he was just as good as
or a

Fo, Tripwas a dear dog, and neverdid anything
™hut once in his life. And, O dear me 1 that’s
story is about.
liked to be petted, and he always would
Pori when he saw us trying to coax Bunny with a
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bunch of twigs. He would look at us with such
funny bright eyes, as if he wanted to say: “ What
do you bother with that dreadful rabbit for, when
here | am, so black and handsome, and ready to
do anything for you ?”
after Bunny, and chase him till the rabbit got into
some little hole or cérner where he could n't be
found.

Sometimes he would run

*Well, we children went away over to Grandpa’s
and spent a week. We.had such a splendid time
that, when Father carne for us, we did n’t want to

go home. There were ever so many more things
we were going to do. | had just got on Gran’ma’s
big aprpn; it was tied around my neck, and carne

clear down to my feet. But this was n’t all.
standing on a box by the kitchen table,
rolling out a great piece of dough. And

There were two cunning

I was
it was
going to be cookies 1
little cutters, a heart and a st”,
Susy and 1 might have all
home.

and Gran’ma said
the cookies to carry
As for Sue, I don’t believe you can imag-
ine what she was doing. She was at the other
end of the table, and had on a towel for an aproh.
She was picking over raisins, and putting them in
a china bowl. Gran’'ma told her to save out every
tenth one for us to eat when we got through our
work. The rest of them were going into a pudding
for dinner.

Ofcourse, we could n’t talk mach; for Sue had

to count, and I was trying to get my sheetofdough

even, so that | could cut out the dear little hearts
and stars. But Sue did, n’t know how ni'ce she
looked. | am going to say that, ifshe is my sister.

She was bending down over the raisins till her
curls almost touched the dish, and her cheeks were
like two red apples.

Her mouth was opcn a little, she had a
funny way of putting out her tongue, the least bit,

and

when she was busy about anything. Once in a
while she looked up at me, and then we both
laughed. All at once a wagén drove into the yard.

I ran to the door,
floury. They always laughed at me for getting
flpur on my face, but somehow 1 could n’t help it.
Well, Tran to the door, and there was Father !

In a minute Sue carne out with her great towel
on, and Father took her up in his arms.
years older than Sue, and, of course, it would he
perfectly ridiculous for Father to take nie in his
arms.

with my hands and face all

I am four

But 1 kpow he loves me just as well, and
sometimes he does hold me.
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W eil, Father had come fot us, and he could n’t
wait. So Gran’raa put some raisins in npaper bag,
and promised to send the cookies by. Unele Jim.

Andl puton iny things, and Father put on Sue’s,
and in about a minute we were in the wagén. |
climbed in myself first, and oh ! how they did laugh
Jjtmel

For I was in such a hurry that | forgot to wash
my liands or take off my bigapron. 1putmy sack
right on over it, and there the ofd thing was,

tangled at my feet, when | tried to climb over the

TBIPTOLEIIUS LOOKRD

wheci. And when | had put on my sun-bonnet, |

had pushed my hair out of my eyes with iny
floury hands.

As soon as we drove out of the yard, Father
looked around and said: “ Why, where is Trip?
He carne with me.” Then we all looked back, but
could n’t see him. 1 called,
Trip,” and then | thought I
under the wagén.

lbent down so that I nearly turabled over, to scc
what it was. Andj if yon ’il believe it, Trip was
there. He would n't come out at all, but kept
under the wagén as much as he could all the way

“ Good doggie,

heard a little iioisc
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horae. And as soon as he got there he ran into
the kitchen, and crawled under his little red labk.

We wondered what made him bcliave so, bm
there were so many othcr things to see, and wt
were so glad to get home, that we forgot all ahoui
bim presently. There was Mother, and brother
Ned, and dear little lame brother Robbie.

He ’s so patient and good, | ought to have told
you about him before, but I could n’t-

Then out we scampeved into the barn and garden.
Oh ! how those specks of piggies had grown. The

DREADFVLLV ASHAMED.

cats were all around in different places, anddidnij
seem to care much about us, and Buiiny—“rell|
where ivas Buimy ? 1

Sue and | called him and called him,
to be afraid we never could say anylhingelse. An |
so | began to cal) Susy, and Susy bcgan tocalimol
for fear. But still wc looked for BU”ny, and we»il
down, to the brook, by the birch-tvce, ﬁV\égoI i
nicest twigs and fresh Icaves we could find.

W e laid some of them all about in the aml
hoping he would smell them and come out rom|
somewhere. |

Then they called us to dinner, but We couianij
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I'much, and | kept asking Mother if she did n’t
I'suppose Bunny had come by this time.

Ildome? No,” said brother Ned; “ nobody has
1seenhim since day before yesterday.”

‘Oli, dear!” Susy and | took hold of hands, and
I*eni and sat down on the barn-floor and cried.
Something dreadful had happened lo him, and the
wrst of it was that we did n’t know what. And
(herc've had been having such a good time at
Giandpa’s, just as if we did n’t care at all.

I couldn’t bear to see the ljirch twigs lying there,
)dwe picked them all up as fast as we could, and
lihrew them into the pig-pen.

for what was the use !

We went into the house, and sat down by Rob-
|b’e’sbig chair. Everybody always did when they
I «re sorry and felt badly. And Rolobie began to
sbowUSsome chairs and a table that he had been
livaking for our big dollies, and we all got to talk-
linj,and the afternoon did n’t seem so very long
lallerall.

Whben supper was over, Father said he was going
luptinihe hill to see about some sheep, and told
|Sfiecaadme to put 011 our bonnets and come witli

We ahvays liked to go wiili Father, and that
Inlk lo the liill was the best of all, for there were
|somany things to see.

Thete was a path near tlie edge of a very high
I berkthat went down to the river. The earth and
Isloneswere always shelving off and falling down
ifeavalanches. Once Father took fast hold of my

d, and let me piish off soine stones with my-
Ihui. Biithe said we never must go near the edge
liben he was n’t there. And we could look away
lioin and see brother Ned’s island covered with
| pape rifies, the school-house,
piDgS.

and aiid lots of

Preuy soon we began to hear the sheep baa-ing,
limiwhen chey saw Father they baa-ed loudcr than

They made such a noise that Susy and I
ght we would go on farther. For | hcard a
|bdyiell Mother once that when people were in
Iboublc, they liked to be quiet. And if WC weren’t
I+ lionble I don’t know who ever was. There wasa
hisilield next to the sheep that liad been plowed
Ibebre we went away. 1 should have liked nothing

| Nerthan lo walk on the little hills and vallcys,

I»ei.
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and see what strange new kinds of bugs and things
had been uncovered by the plow.

But | was taking care of Susy, and | knew Mother
would n’t likc lo have her there." So we stood at
the bars looking in at the field.

“ Whatisthatwhite thing, away offin the cérner,
that looks like a piece of paper ?” said Susy.
it, too, but I thought it Looked more like a feather
tlian a piece of paper.

Father was just coming from the sheep, and he
said he would go and see. W e watched him as he
went with great long steps over the ficld. Then
we saw him stoop down a minute, and then he
began to laugh.

Oh, dear ! he s the best Father that ever was, but
1don’t know what he laughed for. He scratched
the earth away, and then held up something big
and white.

I saw

“Oh,” whispeyed Siie,
together, " BunnyJ"

| forgol all about Suc and Mother and everything.
lclimbed over that stone wall and was across the
ficld in a jiffy.

Poor Bunny ! He was n’tvery ciean, ofcourse,—
nobody could be with dirt all over them that way.
Bul I did n’t care.

I look him right in my arms and carried him
I felt all the way as if it waswrong forme to
hold him, for I knew how he never would he held
when he was alive.

putting her little hands

home.

And goingdown the hill Father
said that Trip,—just think of it, our Trip !'— must
have Killed him and put him there.

If you could have seen Tiip you would have
thought so, too.

He stayed under his little table,
in the cérner, nearly all the time.
dreadfully ashamed.

It was some comfort to )iave Bunny in a pretty
grave, right in the middie of a flower-bed. 1 think
he liked violets and honeysuckles.

There was a ciean new shingle with his fiame on
it, that Robbie painted, at one end, and a while
stone that | found in the brook, at the other.

All lhat brother Ned did to help me in my
trouble was to ask, “ Why don’t you have a muff
made of his fur? ”

A muff, indeed |

with his nose
And he looked
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MV DEAR OLD

FRIENDS.

MY DEAR OLD FRIENDS.

By Alice Wood.

Here they are in this olcl, low book-casc,

npposite the broacl, sunny window—our books-
ldonot mean the family books,— poetry, history,
novéis,—ranged upon the down staivs,
thougb many ofthem are my true friends now and
will be my true friends always.
those which were called,
dren’s Books,”
loved them

shelves

I am speaking of
“The Chil-
and which I love to-day because 1
then. Our books— for on raany a
merry Christmas they carne to all of us, to Jeanie,
Kate and me.

Let us see whether any of your friends and mine
are the same.

Poor oid Robinson Crusoe |
sorrow for him.

years ago,

I went through much
It was very safe and bright in our
parlor, and I, awee girl, satciése by Mother’s knec,
and listened, with breathless interest, while Kate
read his story aloud; but afterward, when
my bed, in the dark,
him 1

My dear Swiss Family Robinson I You, in your oid
worn cover, caliup only pleasant mcmories.
an anxious thought you gave me, but never a throb
ofpain. My days on that island were all happy
ones, and Fritz, and Jack and Ernest could hardly
have felt more interest than 1 in Tent House and
Falcon’s Nest.

Here is Rosamond,— kind,

I lay in
how my heart ached for

good friend!—and
“ Sunbeam Stories,” with the real heart’s sunshine
in them.

How |
Tales i

used to delight in these “ Wonderful
Sometimes when 1 see a palé flower fad-
ing, or one looking as though it had an exquisito

secret hidden away in its rosy cup, or, in summer

Many-

twilight, svhen a toad goes hopping by in hiseen
ing walk, I wish for Hans Christian Andcrscn lo
tell me their story. “ The Nighlingale,” “Tiu
Ugly Duck,” “ The Littic Mermaid'—tlieyhauni
my memory like strains of lovely music.

My beautiful, loving Undine, and poor, s-uSn
tram ! Only now the red lisht
shone upon my wall, I thought of the Pilgi™>

just when
song.

Bvit we shall not have time to spea!; of all, thotsli
there are many that we might talk over; so lelus
only take a few which 1 used to love lhe kol
This book bears on its blankleaf;
Father.” Dear'Father, you

“ Alice; fiou
little knew whatjoii
were bringing to your daughter, on that ereiiai!
long ago, when you brought home *“ Mitisleiiii*
Children” from town. You brought me hr-
hours among the green English fields and m
cottages of thevillagers, for it was like livingin
beautiful quiet country with littic Rose andMe”
pleasant times at the Farra with Farmer St
family, sympathy in their troubles, and gladjioi»
that glad day when Wailliara rodo Black Beati
home. More than all, you brought me low»
Herbert Clifford and his sister. When, m '
still summer night, d'cath carne to the sweetiouj
lady at the Hall, I felt as though my best
too, were gone. | mourned with the villagctn,
heart was very sore for Herbert. | did
resolvc that | would be a better girl. 'I'*" *j
would try and be a ministering child.
sadly, the fault was in me, not in the
book. | would have others read it, and do
Do you not love “ The Wide, Wide

n >
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li ihink some of ihe best influences of my life were
Ibitalhed forih from those two facled green volumes.
Il «<onder if you followed Elleii Montgomery tlirough
lher tridis and pleasures with the
litiJt 1 felt- “I®

Lben | was with her;

intense interest
more sorrow than rejoicing
but the happy times were so

cottcnt only to be with her,
Oh 1 did not Aunt Fortune

Imakc your blood boil many times, and did you not
the
|I,[loht afternoon, the work was at last fiiiislied, and
loiénfree to speed up the mountain-path to Alice?
|po you remember the visit to Mrs. Vawse, the
italk home through the snow-storm, and the cheer-
Ifulgleain of Mr. Van Brunt’s lantcrn? The Bee
|»ab as great a novelty to me as to Ellen, and
Ichristmasat Ventnor seemed very pleasant; butthe

lvciy fiappyj ~”1 ~
lind Alice and John.

L~jysfeela sense of glad release when, in

licn'dyi quiet times at the Parsonage, in the sitting-
|In»m with the glass door—they were the happiest.

li) those tld times, a story had to seem very real
llobiiDg the tears to my eyes, but, when the daysof
liroublc carne, 1 did cry with Elicn. | could not
Itear to have Alice diei The white house seemed
Ivtry desofate without lier. W hen the bitterness of
linaiiy partings hatl been gone through, and Ellen
liras lar away in Scotlancl, 1, too, liomesick
1and heart-sick to think of the moonlight strearaing
lihrough the glass door into the empty sitting-room.

MyEllen! I thought I loved you truly. Why
Idii) 1 not love you well enough to follow then in
Ifour small Ibotprints,

was

copy then your gentleness
lind patience, and try to do my duty as well as you
|(liil yours ?

Tliisworn, brown book in the cdérner is one of
I never look at it without wish-

lisg that 1 were braver and better.

Iray Iruest friends.
1 am sure you
tloveitjust aswell as I'; 1 am sure you gave Tom
|Bro»ii your warm and ready sympathy through all

libése ** School Uays,” dark and bright. Through
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the perils and advcntures which he and Harry East
shared together, through the tridis and victorias of
that better time, when, thanks to the Doctor and
Arthur, “ the lide turned,” and Tom took the side
of Right, up to the chapter in which, the brave and
worthy captain of the Eleven, he plays his last
match at Rugby, And were you not truly glad

that he grew up such a noble fellow? Did it not
give you a tender and reverent admiration for
Doctor Arnold? Did you not sLncerely thank

Thomas Hughes for writing such a book?
Sometimes, when everything seems to be going
wrong, and | féel tired and discouraged, if I chance
to pass by the book-case, | stop and open the brown
doors, and look, fora moment, at my friends stand-
ing quietly there. | need not take down a single
The beauti-
The voices that
whispered lo me then of lovely, lofty things, breathe
to me now encouragementand cheer:
And |

volume; the ofd backs speak to me.
ful oid days come back to me.

“ Be strong!
Try again to be good.”
feeling comforted.

Dear, 1 want to say something to you. You
read many books—Mrs. Whitney’s, Miss Alcott’s,
and numbeiless others.
them the

go down stairs,

'fyou would receive from
good they have to give you, take the
lessons they teach to yourself, into your own heart.
Be good and puré, like Faith Gartney; unselfish,
likc Leslic Goldthwaite ; truc to what you know? to
be right, like the Marches. Struggle with your
faults as bravely as Tom Brown foiight his school-
focs first and his temptations afterward. It is, it
must be, a struggle j but you can, if you V)iU.
Then, when you stand some day, as | do, before
your oid books, it will be with no sad thought of
what might have been, if you had carried out the
good impulses they awakened; but gladly, giate-

fully, saying: “ They were true friends. They

helpcd me to he good.”
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ABOUT A BIG DOG.

some bOySs and girls are ver-y much a-fraid of a “big dog,” but there is
not al-ways a good rea-son for this. While some big dogs are cross
and sav-age, there are oth-er large fel-lows who are as gen-tle as any lit-tle
dog who ev-er wag-ged a tail. And there are smail dogs, such as bull-dogs,
who are oft-en very sav-age in-deed.

The New-found-land is one of the most com-mon of our large dogs. You
know what a big, shag-gy fel-low he is, and how he likes to go in-to the
wa-ter, and swim a-bout.

Then there are man-y big dogs which are used for hunt-ing, such as
hounds and set-ters and point-ers, though some of these are not ver-y large.
Blood-hounds are a-mong the ver-y big-gest dogs. They are ver-y strong
and sav-age, and are some-times used as watch-dogs where there are
large yards to be guard-ed. The St. Ber-nard is an-oth-er ver-y large
dog  You may have heard how some of them have saved the Uves of
peo-pie lost in the deep snow.

But the big dog which I am go-ing to tell a-bout is a mas-tiff, and there
is apict-ure of him on the oth-er page. There are not man-y mas-tiifs in
this coun-try, and | nev-er saw but one. But in Eng-land there are a great
many of them, and they are al-ways watch-dogs.

There is no bet-ter watch-dog in the world than a mas-tiff He is not a
ver-y hand-some fel-low, but he is ver-y brave, and has a great deal of sense.
Amas-tiff will oft-en take al-most as good- care of a house as a man will,
ad on dark, coid nights, such a dog would be more like-ly to at-tend to
hisdu-ty than most watch-men.

I have heard of a mas-tiff who would go a-round his mas-ter’s house at
night, af-ter ev-er-y-bod-y had gone to bed, and look at all the doors and
loner win-dows, to see if they were shut up. If he found one o-pen, he
would stand be-fore it and bark un-til some-bod-y carne down-stairs to
hst-en it.

Oth-er mas-tiifs have the sense to know that if they catch a rob-ber on
tlier mas-ter’s place, they need not al-ways bite him. | have heard of
ooy of this kind who would spring up-on a rob-ber and throw him down,
ad then, hold-ing him fast, would bark un-til some one carne to se-cure

And when the man got up it would be found that he had not been
liut at all. Some dogs—e-ven big ones—would never catch a man with-
dtbit-ing him.  They would think it was all right

bis this good sense which makes the mas-tiif one of the best of dogs
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to own. He is large and strong and ver-y brave, but there are dogs
that are as large and as brave as he is, and some of these could e-ven bedt
him in a fight.

But there is no big dog who is so strong, so brave and so wise, a:
in one. E-ven the best New-found-land dogs will some-times for-get
them-selves, and chase chick-ens or Kkill sheep.

But a good mas-tiff would not do this. He knows he has a du-ty tody
and he thinks a-bout it. He is al-ways at home. If a stran-ger comesto
the house, he does not rush at him bark-ing, as if he would fright-en hm
a-way. He waiks down to meet the man, and goes with him to the dur,
There he waits un-til the man is let in; or, if he is not let in, the inesHiff |
walks with him to the gate.

If the stran-ger be-haves him-self, all goes well, but it would not do forl
him to try to steal.

I think you will a-gree with me that, though the mas-tiff is not as hand-
some as some oth-er dogs, he is as fine a fel-low as any of them.

THE BIRD AND ITS MOTHER.

(A Dialogue for Baby to Learn ivitk Mamma.)

Mam-ma. Here We are in our nice warm nest—I and my lit-tle virda:
I won-der if he is a-wake? | must list-en.

Ba-by. Peep ! peep!

Mam-ma. Oh, yes. He is wide a-wake. What do you want, little
bird?

Ba-by. ' Peep! peep! peep!

Mam-ma. Oh, you want your break-fast, do you? Well, | must fiy
a-way and find you some-thing nice.

Ba-by. Peep! peep ! peep ! peep!

Mam-ma. W hat! Do you wish to go, too?

Ba-by. Peep!

Mam-ma. Very well. The sky is blue, and it is a nice bright cad
Let me see if your lit-tle wings are strong.
Works ba-by's arms gent-ly up and down.) Yes, i
wings are strong. Now, come! (Mam-ma takes hat
of Ba-bys hands and lets him skip with her a-crosst
room.) '
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UiD you ev-er go on sun-ny days the pret-ty flow-ers to puli,

And, kneel-ing in the mead-ow, fill your llt-tle a-pron full ?

Did you ev-er see the dai-sles shine, and hear the bird-ies start,

Tili you some-times found it hard to tell the flow-ers and song a-part?
And did you ev-er feel the breeze steal light-ly to your cheek,

As if it loved you ver-y much and had a word to speak ?

WEll, if you have known all these things so beau-ti-ful and wild,

I m sure the birds and flow-ers and breeze have known a hap-py child.
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J JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Grf.at poles have lately gone up irv my meadow.
They have wires stretching along letween thetops,
and there the birds settie and gossip in fine style,—
dozensofthem, sometimes, in one shining, bobbing
row.

Yesterday morning they held a meeting there.
Some of the birds thought there were too many
wires, others thought the place was too public, but
on the whole they were deKghted, and passed "a
unanimous vote of thanks to the kind unknowns

who erected this splendid perching-ground for
them. One oid bird said:

“ My friends! This is at least a hop in the right
direction, and it is sung on good authority that

one of our race known as The American Eagle is

at the bottom ofit.”
Then they all piped

cheers, and flew away.
Now you shall hear about

three tremendous little

EARTHENWARE MOCCASINS.

Mv pear FRIiBNO Jack; w ¢ havc had senttous a pairof Jlcte
«anhenwaio noccasins. To ihink of a little child patterin® ahout in
li'gh crockery slippers without heeH! They are fough in~de, but
Amooth outside: one is of a dark red color, and so is The other, but
)t has, besidcs, a broad black band where it was burned biack by the
Jire. They are Riadc of a dav that has what look Iike gold specks
in it, and thc«ie shine and sparkie in the light.

IfAur children had that kind of clay to play with, they could
build dolUhouseswith it, and lee them barden m the sun, and cveii
make tiny moccasins for the dolls.

Our clay moccasins are only large enough for a big doli, I should
think; but they really were woin Gy a little girl, one of the Pueblo
Indian children. ‘Incse Indians are undersized people who live
now in New México; but whether they lived there always, or
whether they went from the North andaré dcscendanis of the ancient
race called Mound-butiders, 1 do not know.—Truly youra,

e Lizzis.
QIANT ANIMALS

Somewhere near Newark, Ohio, | 'm told, there’s
a bird whose body is one hundred and fifty feet
long, whilé each of his wings is one hundred and
ten feet across1 A tremendous fellow! Who
measured him, | wonder, and how big must a little
boy be to safely put salt on the monstePs tail ? 1

JACK-IN-TIIE-I’ULPIT.

[Jrai,

hope he wont try to perch on my pulpit,—evenb
a friendly way.

Most birds will not meddlc with you, iflet alone
mydears, and 1suspcct this.one is not very activé
justnow ;buthere is news that looks ratlierserious-
Word has come that in Wisconsin there are ani-
mais as large as this bird, and that look like elnt
bears and tigers.

This is startling, | must say. But who fonnj
them ? and how is it that nothing was heard of
these enormous creatures when they carne to ibis
country,— if they are foreigncrs,—or while they
were growing to their prcsent size, if ihey are
American born?

Please inquire into this matter, my youngster,
especially those of you who are in tlie thrcaleneij
districis, and letyour Jack know what you find out.

A FLAME AS A WATCH-DOG

Those of you who have picked deep lidles in
the mill-stoncs of Science, my painstaking young

investigators, know os well as anybody else thala

long, thin fianie, when allowed lo rise through a
tulle of glass or metal, can be made to roarnnd
sing very loudly, and even to give out lwrking

noises, keeping silence, however, until blown upon.

Well, a flame strait-jacketed in this curious
way can be placed near a window at night. Then
if any person who ought n’t to happens lo open
the window, or a door, or to break a liéle so that
a draught makes unsteady the air aboiit the fiaroe,
the barking begins, and the iinpropcr person goes
off in shame and haste,— unless, of course, he
iilready knows about barking flames, fur then he
just turns out the light, takes what he wants, and
goes away in silence.

THE HORSE THAT FED HIS FRIEND.

L. H. sends this true story about a horse;

Thcrc were two horses, one of tlieiii blind, be-
longing to a country doctor out West, who fot
eighteen years drove them on his rouiidsofvisit-
ing, generally harncssing them together.

One evening, the doctor took out his blind hoise
alone, and drové him until late. On his return he
put the horse into a stall next to that of its niite,
there being a tight board partitioa beiwcen them
from floor to ceiling. Then he threw some ean
of corn into the manger and went ir-doors.

By and by, the doctor was startled by curious
sounds from the stable, and he took a Innternand
went lo see what was the matter. As he dren
near, be heard the two mates calling and aiiswcr-
ing each othcr in clieerful tonesj and, when he
looked into the stable, there was the blind lioise
piishing ears of corn to bis friend through a big
knot-hole in the partition! The two oid cliunis
were having a brotherly chat, and erjoying ii uD
the more because they were going halves in some
thing good to eat.

RA8BBITS IN CALIFORNIA

Dbar Jack: Our neighbors here in Fan Jos4, Califoraia,
great manyrabbiis of diHwent varictief, and fidy-dre vciv®«*
not to give them water, even wipine off the moiMure ire" y
cnbbage’icaves before feeding ihem. Tihe Chiddien say A
get the "wet‘Vtouih,“ as they cali il, If ihev drank j'
always seemed vury slninge to useidecs, and we were very letre»



JACK-IN-THE-PUI.PIT.

aboui it nt firsl, bul know jtis really truc. | read ihe commiiit*
laLfon oi 5 A Fcbruary budgct, and it remindod me
5fliee rtbbits. They nave their houses too higli from the ground
(offetanv water for themselves, so of course they nctually Uve with-
Utiluld, exccpring the water thst may exisi in ihc vegetables they
al ida»oi know whccher ihis peculiarfiy is confined to California
labWs or not  Yo*J know thcrc are a great nfany moitths iu ihe
vtarwith us in which the sireams are all dried up and no rain falL*,
50itis lucky foe any nnimaJds hcrc who can Uve withoui Watzr. h

THE CROW THAT STOLE FISHES.

Some friends of mine had one of the first aqua-
riain lowa. The boys of the family put the fishes
they brought from country streams into a well-
profected tank in the ljack yard of tlieir home.

Every day the little fishes would be missing.
Whcre could they go ? If a fish loses even onc
scale it shows in the water; if many scales are
ruhhed off he gets siclr; if he dies, he turns over
and lloats on the water. But to have tlie fishes
ulterly disnppcar from a deep tank was a mystery.

The boys had a pet crow naincd Jack, who was
fondof flying about when the family were at the
[ahle, eating; thecn he would perch on their fingers

and shouluers and coax for criimbs. When he
had his inouih and the pouch in bis cheek full
of crumbs, he would fly away. No one knew

«hete he went, and, he was so sly, it was long
beféte any one found out.

One day at dinner the mother happened to go
to a back window. There was naughty Jack,
dropping crambs upon the water of the tank so
that the fishes would jump up to the top for them,
and, as they did this, he gobbled them up.

After that, no crumbs were given him, and the
fishes were carefully protected.

THE TWINS

STRANGE THINGS IN COLORADO.

OnAK Bovs AND G irls: Your dcnr Lilile Schoolma'am has
*?7nie in icll you somothing about the wondcrtul roclr ligures in
“*««0,and | ain very alad to cninply.
~V lhines in iliai strange ooiiniry aro the sandslone

Ilhcyareofbrightcolors—red.white, yellow, and pink, and
“ Tare of such queer, quaint shapes that you would tliink sonic-
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body must have moided them for fun.  The gcologisis think that it
was al[ done by the action of water, ages ago. »

Here is a picturc of some of these queer rocks. The rwo that
stand side by side aro in a beautiful park, about ten miles north of
Colorado Springs. This Park  called Monunienc Patk, because it

THB PHRENOLOGIST

is full of rocks i,v)iich look fi$ if they had been cut and carved inlo
shape. These iwo are huge figuresy and are called “ The TwinA*"
6r“Th« Two Brothers,” or, ~ some people, “ The Two Duich-
men.” | (hink the L.Tst iame is the besi.
The olher rock is called “ The Phrenologist,” You scc, itreally
*does look a ~ood deal like Ihe head and upper part of the body of a
person who is feeling anoiher person's hca4, and ihai, you know, i$
what phrenologisis always do. This Isor * Ausan's BlufTc,” about
Hve miles east oi ihe wvn of Colorado Springs. These blu”s are
several huadred feet higher than the plains about (hcm, and from ihe
lop there is a most beaurihil view of several ranpes of mounlaios, and
che town of Colorado Springs lying below. All the rocks on thcse
bluffs are of n palé yellow color, and they look b~utifol among ihe
dark plne tr«es. 1 liflnk youwill find piccures of other Colorado rock
figures in the second volume of St, Nichoras. Yours iruHI_)/c.

CACTUS PAPER.

Did you ever see a cactus? In the great West,
beyond the Rocky Mouiitains, there are cactus
thickets, oiitlandish, tanglcd and thorny, but bear-
ing beautiful flowers which travelers prefcr to
admire at a distance. Well, the Californians have
discovcred a way of making good writing-piiper out
of these cactus plants. Is n’t that news? It seems
to me that good, strong, sweet poetry might be
vvriton such paper.

GROWTH OF KNOWLEOGE IN BUTTERFLIES.

If you watch, you will find that a buttcrfly,
when about half an hour oid, is not shy of your
coming near to it; but when three or four hours
oid, it seems already to have learned that, as a
general thing, it is not safe for a butterfly lo trust
to the kindness of human beings.

No doubt it learns, during the rest of the one or
two days of its short life, a great many things
more happy and pleasant for it to know ; butitis
a pity to have itbegin to fear while yet so young.
And | 'm told that matters are much the same with
other insects, poor things!
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YOUNG CONTRIBUTORS”’

DEPARTMENT. Ui,

THE STORY WRITTEN.

Of the many hiindreds of siorie* sentin by Ibe boya and giria m
geapon”~trourrenes,on*rge3.6 cf i . Febru” numwW n 1-6=
oroDOrlion are really good, considenng the ages of Uie wrirers. Only

re irte contributora ore over fifteen years of age, aod ,h=

"7Tw ¢'~"diSo~t'to aeleot the one bes. amry hrom som ~y, and
tiereforewe have concluded topriot tie followinR thrce-and 10g.w
in onelong Roll of Honor the naces ofall .he o.her young ~lks
ien.in cr5 i.able a.orica, We are glad h, rro.e .he good handwrr.tng
and careful speUing of the comnmnicanons.

THE PARDON.

Arthe rimeofii.e French Kcwolution, Countde
aoeuscd of rreaaon, and thrown iCo pnson. .
inisrv servant in whose chargc he had lefthiswifcand ohild- Fierro
was”~eeolv gneved to see his master thrown tolo pnson, and was so
lirgeni lo his entrearies lo be allowed 10 visit him there, that he w.as
Genph perraitted todo w: but. as dte keeper sa.d, he was only to
itar~"th the Count for one haff-hour. He enlered the low, dark
room, and kissed his master'.s hand, dropping hot j
snonaalheirUretemocions were over, the Count sard-
ufreid there is nohope forme! 1 do notknow who
i« hiit he is SOcfieer in Ws eflbrts to have me ktUcdjihat 1cannotdc

was falaely

«aVed tVmorrow 1 shaU be tried.” Then the Coimi
insunctcd him as lo his wife and child, “2
BLP 430816 83Ve, LD 1M 1t (ot hen

nré mas.et would die on the glu. ot. e"frh
the night he had fomied a plan, the success of winch i w. I relate.

Fierre'had go'ne re the Con.mit.ee of Public Safe.y h ~ "”"SThad
natdoii for hté master. and was hurrying to the pris-m.
?pent four days iu obreining it, havine

pa” four?Ind'T,itheTa” farawaT froS”

He nw

Atirté Tbhm

Sk?!~hief:agreathole isin the wallet. Nowthe moments flyby

nuobserved by the almost haniic Pierrc. He hoarsa resilmg; Oim
lies the patdon under his foot! He rushes up to thepiiMn,heaj
the place ofexecmion, and hismaslcrisaW st en lhe.guiUtLse Ht
shouts, shows and waves tl.e patdon, and Count de Barty ,sa.oj!
lda OiMBitiay aged 11

THE RING’S LETTER.

A STORV TOLO IN RHYME.

'TWAS a leclcr, a wonderful Iclter,
Thai was sent to a wise oid kmg,
To tell how to get rich in one mmutc,

And all that sort of thing.
So the king sent forlh a butler,
A servant of b»gh degrec,
T’o get that wonderful leitct,
Aod see what the messagc could be.
The builer got ihc treasure,
Aod siowed it &way with care,
And hurried off along the toad,
Then eUmbed ihe casle sinir.

I hftvc it! " he cried, and every onc

Stood gaping to sec what next would be done;

Bul his face grew white. and he dropped hi» hal,

And gasped as he felt in hU oocket “ That

R dscal has foiiled us! ” cned the king; n

Let him stand where he is aU we fiad,*e ihmg.

« Lost’ Lost!~ moaned the men, as they huuted eachia»
Said ihc king, “ In ihe castle wc Tl meet agam:

W c¢’U question the man where ihe etier can be,

And if ne donT know, he shall d:e, quuth he.
So the men trooped up ihe «stic .
And called lo the butier, “ Where, oh, wheic

Is ihe wonderful letter we long to s~ r
Where, oh, where cao ihe letter uct

Then n Hule child ran into the room,
LaughlUR and crowing wilh delight,

Fot on ¢he builci’s shoc-buckles big

Shone a siinhcam golden and bnght.

Down dropped the little onc, to s«

W hat the bright shiniog thmgs nught be:
And lo and hehuld! benct.th ihc shoe

or ihc builer, she spicd a paper too!

Il.  amasement lhe child drew a leirer out.
And then tlie wise meii set up a shout.—
‘sI'was ihe wonderful letter, as sure as could be.
Each man rau up, to try and .see

Before the rest whai the messagc m.ght be,
And each grabbed the paper. and, sad re say,
liach wanted to uke it a dtfferenl way;

And by the time it reached ihc king

There was noihiug l«i' «f wunrierfuj “r"K-
So Ihe king and his wise men never w.Il know
W hat the wonderfnl

aged te
SAM'S LDSS-
Kate al the same time, borrow her slipP<?-P=«J"
«liat
Snap for washbig, as she musthave ;t righl ' X.one. Pw

that pea-green delsine at Cheaprnan s A,

Sam was so afraid he might forg« some of Snap *f Lhts k
decided tiend to them first, He A er is pochu.
saw the sgrspool tidd Uﬂ;"'sﬂb Mg B marellf s O'Héhle ,r%““ Eol?'d’
and started fot lhe posboffice; but die Utlie =7 MdfcUi»

M adehim so tired that Re satdown by @)ﬂFQﬁE.”Eﬁ’oo’k'ing mm]»i

Nleep! When heawoke he saw two ".oarf
going oiilofsighl: he thought at once of if),aid«
wliicl he had carefully placed m one wrapper. Put J
his pocket, he found .tgmc/ Hejumped loh s feetan

ockM, laitl down " tm ne solw . . linallf
ggam:'tlhen took offhis hatsOhe could think fasier, ano
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ROLL OF HONOR.

N\

="

L H

uasfKtonlyexplo.n«<it‘ndd «fe"'ijf’
-Uveieportof ihe judges says. "

o NewYorh by
pme tie Sr. N.cholas, a mon.hly pubUshed

New Yorh, by

«'iy gbd if .hese pages have been of ind~nce i” ai"mg
»,»bleatausc; n,d .he hear.y m.etes. and co-opetanon Ae”~toy”
adjiifehave shown is a happy promae ihat ®
,«n”f Americawill sus.ain and carry on .he goodw "k
ins damb animala So long as horses, ca.ie, dogs, cata
«dase »be our coorpanions, sl.arioR, .0 some «Y -
te «ll be coaslant opportunity of befr.endmB and
md~cansider every St. N.cholas reader who shovrs
w«ens a cruel.y .0 any dumh etea.ute, as a shater m the honor
flftkSftciety s awatd.

b."s

G. S., AND SEVERAL OTHER CORRBSPONDENTS: ThC StOiy
-Napoleén and lhe Litde Egyptian™ originally was roninbnied
O«r YnHg FolMs. It carne into our hands sevcral years ago. w
amdiy other unpubliahed MSS. accopted by that magazine, and te-
pirehised by Rcrihner & Co. at the time of its consohdauon '«'h » ~
Nibous ‘fhe authoFs correspondeoce with ih"s A
y>»i M ultad not been preserved with the MS., and the latier
tareceivod by us) hore no acknowledgment whatevor that the story
«aitansbnon. We thcteforc prioted it in our Apnl numoe ,
«EhepiotoredrawntorusbyMr. Roinhart. But almost as »on
“ iieiipeated, we discovered the coincidence upon wh.ch te [wess
t«s8b« very properly cxprcssed ils opimon. It was loo
~«xplain in our May issue, as tbal number was already being

nHE A SR E S

T T K R - B 0 X

plo,e4 We give now CoL T. A, Dodge's reply .0 our letter of

Brookline, Mass.. April as. '8»0-
F.ditorof St. Nicholas; since 1 «enl the

srtMIANLAffér-i'~fa'ioiéooaTd "rg” K gyp.fan " th

Ko«r, "
- tSfiof
tenory.'anh «P'i"*vrrTaTsUnérihat rnlthérTS.hé;.

§ 3 § i fos §

5 1 § f
probably show n

sé""N-icHOLAsLur mostuwelcume monlhly,

coreespondenoc are s.i’l
evtant, they wHU speah for themseNea

Theo.a. Doixb.

THE following, from T. ti. G., of BaUimore, may comfortsome ef

S £ jiX “i = 55 £
ihat they do not always, or 6 A wfether they do not
weallh; but in lowet posilions inerous
“A“fiiitr'rnL 3~ 'ITav% had ic
iifh""Thfirgi"pCeEL Tiocce ful

cated in the country. _ Vours, wnn tesp ’ j- r q.
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one of my Telations, when she was a litie girl. She lived in one of
ihe islands of the Pacific, where ihe people are mild and quict, or
she might not have been so brave. She wns sleeping in a bed that
stJod near a door, when slie was awakened by a noise in the room,
and drew the blaokct over her head. The door was fastened with a
bolt, and in trying 10 push it back the burglar sai on tiie edge of her
bed. Then the fittle girl stuck » pin into his flesh. You cughl lo
gfen him! He jumped, and | guess he thought he ’d bericr get
outofihatplace. . L
rhea she ran into the next room and told her brolher, who had a
Uide lead cannoo in his room. He said he could frighlen the burglar
best by firing it off; bul he was so long about it that the burglar got
away very easily. Only, he dropped his handkctchief, and so wm
caughtafterward. 1have a sniali cannon, too, that carne from Parfs,
and | mean to shoot the firsl buiglar | see,—Your constanl rcnder,
P. L. Weavbr, Jr.

C. H, Fleming -=and OrHERS,—Sec Dr. Sanford B, Hunt's
“ Talk about Swimming,” printed in St. Nicholas for July, 1877,
and illusfrated wilh eight descriptive picturts, prepared by Mr. J. E.
Kelly and approved by Dr. Hunt. The ariicle glves plain directions
h'»w to swim, both off ihe sea-beach and in fresh water.

Read ihe following letter, rocelved by ihe Editor early in Marcli,
s880, fiom Columbus, Indiana;

. Dear 5t. Nicholas: Wc thought we would lell you how you
cnabled our brother 10 save a boy from drowning. He, logether
wilh several of his friends, was in baihing, when one of the boys,
who could not swim, slipped from a log into the water. Rroihcr
Charlie had read yout anide on “ swimroing ™ in the July number
of i8?7> and saved llie boy’s Ufe by foUowing your direcnons —
Voura, very rcspectfully, F..and W. P.

DearSt. Nicholas: Anotherboy and | are goingtobuilda boat,
and we ate :n a muddle how to pp 10work, | thoughtthatyon would
try to help us about this, by having anide on ihcsubject-— Youre,
respectfully, J n

In St. Nicholas for July, 1875, is a long. jllustrated anide,
cniitled “ How 10 make a Boat,” which avill enahle any boy who is
hanty witb carpcntcrs’ tools lo bufld a serviceable and safe row-hoat,
at a reasonablc cost. W e shall soon print a paper on “ Small boats:
AHow to rig and sail them.”

WiLu the gentleman who, some time ago, forM~arded the beautiful
paper sleigh and reindeer mnde by a Htile boy, picase
fiame and address, as his letter has been mislald ?

send his

New York, i880.
Dear St, Nicholas: 1am six years oid and have an alligaior.
It will not cat anything and 1 am afraid It will die. 1 lef it crawl
all over me and am not afraid of ii. 1 lakc the St. Nicholas, and
like it very much. W alter F. Woop.

ITiis is nota loi of alligators,

It jsonly onc alfigaior in a dilTcr-
ent place all over me.

\ Waltbr 11 W,

Dear St. Nicholas: In answer lo the cuestion of Joshua C.
Hubbard in the March “ Letter-Hox,”—” Why i4 il that when an
iron is hot it will iron belter than when iiis coid?” — _

Roll a piece oipaperaboutanylhing thatis round, and ue it with a
string: after dipping all into water, put it in the sun to dry. When
dry, unlie the string and you will find’that the paper will remain
rolled, because it was dried rolled. So, when you ir.in a picce of
dampcned dolJi wilh a ftaidron, ihc hcat of the iron dries theclolh
very qutckiy, and the smoothness of the jron keeps che surface of the
cloth sino’oth while it isdrying.conscquenily the smoothness remains.

LETTER- BOX.
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But it isnot lhc Acatof ihc Iton that tnakes ihe cloih siay sidooid
afier il is froned; u >sihc drying of It while smooth. If youwwta
hold a coid fi'on over one place on a damp cloth, and keep it [|kk
pressed down hard uniil the cloth should become dry, ihe cJoih*ni]|j
rcmain smocth, But you would have to hold thé jron for scved
hours If it werecold. 1f the jronishot, however, itwilldry ihccl«ha
once,—Your constant rcodcr, " Hope."

KiTE'STRING WINDERR.— Willic Hubner send« a drawing 5 j
handy kitc-stniig winder, which he invenicd, and by which heavAg
blislering his fingers. Mr. Beacd says he has used a winder or red
very Uke Willie’s, besides many olhers moro or less ingenious; bui,
after all, he prcfers Uie old-fashioned method shown in ihe accoe.
panying fllu<trations. He adds: “ Sometimes, In ralsing a kite, i«

siick is dropped upon the ground for the sake pf cooveitiHice; ikn,
ifthe wind catches the kiie, the string is npt to sUp between Uie Bs
gers, as shown in the lower picture, and bUstcrs are the rcsuir. Bui
if the stick 18 held in the manner shown in ilie upper picture, tix
fingers will not be blistcrcd.”

Dea» St. Nicholas: In answer 10 Walter and RoUrt Uwry's
iiuesiion abcut the markings of gnail and woodcock, I i'ul sayiliu
ih~ axc as foliows:

The Woodcock—The forehead is of a direy brown, with t«
black bars across ihe back of ihc head, and two narrow r.n«in it
on the neck: a narrow dark Une rufie the whole lengili <f the head,
under ilie eyes and down to the bili, which s Ibng and "*IMclcr.

Three broad bands of brownish.black pass from the slioiiliicrtotk
tall. The breast U ofa warm fawn color.

AiL.—On the back the gnail is of a beautiful brown: imdtftk

the feathers are almost white, with black bars. The toalla
“ Bob White,” has a puré white spot over each cye and a wate
ihroaL The bili is short and curved. Quail go tn cove>s or docks,
woodcock in paira. Jihssv A

W alter N. Burns.—1'hc best answer that can be given be» id
your question is lo refiryouto the March ““Letier-Box, ' )BSo,«i>ih
voii wjll find a reply lo a similar inquiry from J. B.

Dear St, Nicholas: Some Simdays ago, our Sunday «bcd
supcrinlendenl announccd thal ihere would be a Nl
the afternoon, and the icachcrs would addrcss the children, fty
little brother carne home and reponed to u4 that there voulo k*
“niask mecling,”*and ihc teachers would “dress all the cnildrer

He was aniicipaiing much pleasure at the roasqueralc, ario, «ii»
Mamma explained mat he had not heard arighi, te w;is gmiedisa®
pointed.-Y ours truly, Josi? U lvest.

ILAvvsoH Y, Perkins.-Y ou will find “Packard’s Iniroductwn o
the Siudyoflnaccis” a serviceable elcmeiitary workon Kniomology

Dbak St. Nichoias: | have an amusing game
called AppleDumplings Take a sioui cordt siieich ic
ofthe room lo the other, lying it so that it will not come loose
has lo be aboul an arm's length above your head.
apple: punch a hole through it, so that il will not be
sinngto be pul ihroiigli: iie a small piece of wood to a.
through the apple, so that the string will not come out:
other end 10 the cord, so that ihc apple will hang even wuU" >
mouth. Ask some onc to lie your hands behind you, and iMn 0_
bite ihr. apple, Ttjis was iried at the Opcr.a House. A d%»IK
offered to iJie ene that first should biic the apple. !
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TWO EASY SQUARE-WOROS.

I Avehicleofcommerce. 8- To putoutofsiglu.

I ‘rheiob or sutnoiic. H- 1. To preserve. 8. A broad surface. 3.

wZr, and changc about. 4- Animala, gtajns and pitchere have
I lien i >

3. A noiion.

NIJMERICAL DIAMOND.

Uv 1i5in acknowledge. My x, 2, 3 isa vehicle of hire, comaion
| 4Londw. My i, 2, 3. 405 « a much besieged C15?in Asia. My 3
. ti*Afish ofa certain kind. My 5 «*«' California.

1 SRNBST D. t.

CELEBRATED NAWESAKES.

Kunt the distinguished peraonsrcferred coin Ilie foliowingdescrip*
lii>& The j'crsons all bear the same Christian namc.
j. The “ Golden Mouth.” 2. The instigatorofthe massacre called
" (heSidlian Vcspers.” 3- “ Time-honor’d Lancaster/” 4- Assas-
| sitawdonthe bridgeof Monicreau, France, The heroof Lepante,
| ai Rmperor'sson. 6. The great Scoitish religious reformer. 7, The
lawicof the American Indians. 8. A blind poet, p, The “ Inspired
Tiiker." 10. A great French dramnlist. ii, The Victoroi Ramillies-
i; Anoted philanthropist. 13. A celebrated musical composer. 14-
| iiij greatestaulhorof Germacy. 15- An unfortunate Arcticexplorer.

PICTORIAL PUZZLE.

Fi40in thv picture appropriate correspondcnccs wiih the followjug

| Whai a tramp liad, and wimt he was dulng wnh ic. 2. How
young men admire, and the

object of their admiration.

Though not two yards

ong, it is as good as a milc.

4. A note hard for bas«*

*»cuto reach. 5. Whai hard times cause ill trade.

6. A good
| wtMfof faint hearted people.

7- *J*wo measures of broadcloib.
Lucios Goss,

DWINOLES.

h A fullowing puzzles, each word ts part of a word,
| couT?e ihc first wotd, Is less by one letter than the word
| before it. Somciiines, after dropping ihe one letter,

r* ronaipbf leiters stand in uiichangcd orcer: but, in other
1 rcmaining letters are re-arranged to form the word

~atiple; i. A word conjured with in onc of the .~rabian Nights*

Tales: sr$ame. 2. A river of western Europe: maese,
5sAM. 4. A boy’snickname
A Roméan numeral: M.

Solve the followjng dwindles tn like manner.

1. I. 1 o makesmaller, 2. Raw. 3. 1'hc thickcned part ofa pleas*
ant drinking fluid. 4. Kood of a ruminunt animal. 5- A French
articlc in tlie possessive form. 6. A Roman numeral. 1. z. A letter
ofa pope on some point of church law, 2. To make known. 3, A
piecc of family fumirurc. 4. Closed wiih strings orcords. s- A
green and lovely depre&sion. 6. A young and growing animal of
much valué. 7, Half a woman ofi Ifigh degree. 8. In enlighter-
menl. I1l1. i. Afamous Greek comic poet 2. A winding liver in
Phrygia, Asia Minor. 3. Tobehave. 4. Aféuiale magician, daugh-
ter nfa king and niece r” Circe. s, To consider. 6. A river of Great
Britnio. 7. A nlckoame ota boy. 8. In accord.

3. Aridgec:

sam. 5. An endearmg tille: ma. 6.

DROP-LETTER VERISE.
‘i'ke answer isa sInnza ofa poem by an EngUsh poeiess:

—E —N—o0 — H—

S~ M—B— W—

H—n— tt—T—R—T— N— A— N—Y;

_L— ¢c—S—N—y —A—E —H— c—E—T— L— A—E—,
A—D —H— E—R—H —S —U—L —P — 0. P. T.

?ST. ANDREW 'S CII0O.SS OF DIAMONDS.

T his cro«s is formcd of five diamonds, as indicated bythe diagram,
the outer letters of the central dlamond being used also in forming
ihc adjacent diamonds, which would be incomplcte without ihem.
Each ofthc fourpoinis of the cemral diamond is used three times;
onceas a poini ofits own block of stars, and once as a point of each
of the two iiefghboring diamonds. The words ofeach diamond read
ihe same acro&s as np and down.

I. Upper Left-hnnd Diamond: i. In nrithmeiic.
3. A familiar bird. 4. LarM. 5. In iron.

Il. Uppcr Righl*hand Dlamond 1 1. In monogram.
aji auxiliary verb, 3. Tilles.
master.

I11. Central Diamond; i. In grand.
3. Parts of the fingers. ~ Slinking. 5. In gestutc.

IV. Lower Left-hand Diamond: i. In pairoris. 2- An ararmauve.
3. The homesofsometwo*lcgged animaU. 4, An inflamed swelUng
un the eyelld. 5. In distribuie.

V. Lowecr RIght-hand Diamond: 1.
cut a.sunder. 4. A spelled number.

2, To piunder.

«. Part of
4. A large body of water. 5. In

2. Air of a pecubar kind.

In pleasant
5. In crimson.
BEssIE TAVLOB.

a. Sull. 3. To

DOUBLE UROSS-WOIID ENIfi-MA.

firsts are in Joker, not in saize.
Our seconds in youth, but not in lad.
Our thirids are in soo, but not in page,
Our fourths in cbcerful, not m glad.
Summer finds us both together,
And gayest In the sunniest weather,

BAftY NU>tERICAL ENIGMA.

The answer is composed of four words, or sixteen letters.

The-
X 2, e, 4is a ineasure of length. ‘I'he xi, ti,

10» 3 is a homed

animal with ashaggy coat The 9, 7, 14, xfi, 13 is pnncipal. The
8, 1S, s isanger. 'Ine wholc is where and how 1 lost my home.
tOHB.

A MATIIEMATKIAL PUZZLE.

T hkhb U a number which reads from rinht to left, and from left to
right Uie same. Its first two figures” if dlvided by a certain number,
give a Giiodent of9; itstensand uniis (or ihc two numeréis at the
right) if divided by a certain number, givc a gnoiteni of 9. If the
whole number be Jivided by 9, the quoticnt coniains a nine.  Zf the
whole number be muUipHed hy o, the produce conlains two ninea.
And If ihc two numerdis ai ihe feft be placed under the two at the
right, and added to them, thcsum will beone-ninclecnlh of the whole
number or answer. W hat isthe number? hallib.
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RIDDI-E-BOX.

pu.

iho number of letters being always ihc same, and the leiten rea;.
ing always in the same otder. bomeiimes the mctemorphosBou/i
made in as many moves as theie are leticrs in each given wwj u
sometimes mote moves are requlrud. Here Is an exacnpU sho«iM
how to solve puzzles of tliis kind: Chingeunru
PIRB, id foui movcs: First move, 1asie; snondaow

kamb; third move, farr: last move, fire
Solve the following eleven puzzles jnasimilarsut

-

ner: i. Change dusk to ssat, in Ux muvi, ,
Cbange house to hovbl. iu Hfieen morn. \ |
Change wark to cold, in lour movcs. 4, Citéte
CURp to WMEvla
o moves. j |
r Change 00c
three
sV owoe™!
This purzlc diflers from .
an ordinary numerical enig* e
ma only in that is gives piciures
in place of the usual enigmatic ded-
nltious. The answer, an oft-repeated
quotaifon, has hfty-seven letters, and Is indi-
cated as a whole by the small landscape at
the righi of the illustration.
In each of the thirtecn divitons of the
lollowing statement, tbc Arabic numeréis
represenc letters of the answer as these stand
in the proper order of jis words; the Romnn
numeral rcfers to the picture that is descnbed
by the word which the represented letters
speil. Thus,—*'111. 36, 9, at, S az, i”
means that the picture niarked with the
Romén numeral Til. Is described by a word
«pelled with the 361b, oth, «tst, jth, szd, and xst letters of the
complete answer, namely—o, n, i, o, n, s,~~d this will be found
correct
1. 4,17, 27, X1, ii, 39, S, flB. 26, 30, 6, 32, 2, 1l. 16, X4, 50, 54.
.6,49.48." 111.'36.9,ii.5 82, 1. IV, 30, M, 37. V. 57, 27, 47.
Vi. 51, 24, 52. 4, 14. Vil. 45. 35,43, 34. VIII. 10, 27,_40. IX.
3. 44.7.25- .5.31, 56. XI. 15, 19, 39, 53. a, 20. X II. 33, 34,
55,41. 43, 50" 33. 18. =3.38. If, H, D. Change
CLOI'H to
EASY J)IA310SII. FAFER in sev-
en moves, 7.
X In ibex. 2.Dideat 3. A Europeancoun”, 4 A iree. 5 Change i'OND to
In wbey. BBSSIE.. i.aks, in four movcs,
METAMORPUOSES. 8. Change goal to
woQo, la three moves. 9. Change’aw ake w sikbj, ib >
T hb problem fsto change one given word to another given word, moves. 10. Change BOV to man. In four moves, i:. CluBfe |
by altenng one letter ai a time, each allemtion making a new word.  SEAS to XAND, in SIX mOvCS, ttKSOl
ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE MAY NUMBFR.
Strdks Puzzles.— t- Hale, hato. a. Dale, date. 3. Hall, hall. prophccy was tbat only he who should unmakc ihc kfiol CMUh |
Proninciation Puzzle,— Authority, awe, thaw, rye, tea. master of Asia. 1V, WiHiam Tell, after shooting with an arw u |
Squarb W ord.—1. Craft, 2. Razor. 3. Azure. 4. Forms. apple placed on his .son's head. V. Rollo, Duke of NormaiMh, Mi |
5, Tress. Charles U, of France, a. d. 91X. V1. Pocahontas saving thel* |
Tangi.es to Unravbl.—i. The May Quecn, Pnrt I., sianza 9. ofCaptain John Smith, a. a. z&o7. . o
Il. Hamlet Act Il!l., Soene t. Ill. in Memoriam, Canto cxv,, Easy Enigmas. - i. Carpentry. TI Illicii. TU. FigunCivHj"
Slanra «.——pictorial Puzzie,— Cowslips. Central omissionr.—Verbena— i. Novel, Noel. s |
W ord Building.—I. Gas, rags, sugar, guarda. II. Nun, noun, 3. Cora), coal. 4- Rcbel, reel. 5. Cream, cram. 6. Venal. 7h*"|
UQIOD, nuncio. 111, Rap, carp, crape, carpet, chapicr, M. D. Gfanpha's Akagrasi,-May Traioing |
G eographical Acrostic.— Hamburg—Germany. Cross-words: Easy French Amputations,—x. G-orge. a. T-r-s- 3- 1
T. HairisburG. a- AdrianoplE 3, MadagascaR. 4. BclgiuM. 5. 4 A-pr«s. 5. Sou”. 6. Main®. 7. P-laine. 8. C-liaiB». >1
UticA- d. RaritaN. 7. Galway. fcou-p. xo- Farj-s. xx. P-arc. xa. Tn”gra. |
Diagonal PuzzLE.-Diagonal; Cyprus. Cross-Words: i. Cof- Base-ball Puzzle.—1. Muff. 2. Bal. 3. (Bati Outonalir, 41
fer. 2, GYrate. 3. AlPine. 4. SlaRch. 5. UscfUl. 6- AhbesS. Game (rabbit) 5. Foul (fowl.) 6. Piate. . 3 1
Square W ord,—1. Braco. 2, Redan. 3. Adapl. 4, Caper. 5  Skyrockct 10, Daisy-cutter (acylbe). ix. Baitcr gn thig-U 1
Entry. EnjomA.—Spring. xa. Club. X3 Nine (ix on card). 14. Ycore (xx onwrdj. (5" 1
Historio Recsnrs.— |. Sncxatcs drinking tbe hemlock, b, c. 390.  stop (comma after “ paste,” on bowl). 16. Match (beuoeJMiujJ |
1I. Henry Ill, gaziog on the Duke of Guise lying dead jn iheCastle Diamond (keystone), x8, Ball. xo, Bounds (fcnces), ™~ ™ |
ofBlofs. 111. jQexanderof Macedén cut the Gordian Knot. The  2t. Catcher (spider). 22. Base (ofpillar). 23. Three balls
0— 1*1.. 1—L*L, V,1...B—m. Il..i— lu.rt.rw Ii.— *X>, .— “ Hope, 4—M. A J., I—U J. V.A,, ,
R. A. S.,3-R-G.S,3-P. A. B-,x-H. B.W, 3-R. S. Mcl-, 7-J; T. K,5—M.S,,s-L-U C, xx— Tom, iH.1
‘Besae »nd her Cousin,” i2-F. D.S..8-R T.S-,4-S. S..1~-B-.C,B., 6-W C.McL.,8-H andB., , «
* 8—B- S, 0—A. C, R.,, o—D. E., 0—B.W., 3—E. S.,,3—“ Wjnme,” 8— “ Riddiers, 5—R. A. G., 8—
faxnily,” x«— F. W ., 7—*“ Bab and Betty,” s—“ X. Y. Z.," 9— “ Arthur and Rob,” 7- Numerals dciiOte number of putzic’sonw.





