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DAME DURDEN AND
By S. W.

ITivas such a queer oid face that lookcd iii upon
linethrough thc opcnwindow; and such a restless
lljlile bodyl | put down the book | was reading
kand walked toivard theni for a closer view.

“Good mornin’,” a brisk voice spoke up, with

lajerkofan uncombed, yellow-whitish head; “ I 've
Iwmetosee Litele Mr. Babc.”
“Oh, you have,” | rcplied, soniewhat taken

laback, as the saying is, at the crisp salutation, and
InoE knoiving what this startling infant meant.
| “But who are you, and where did you come
Ifrom?"

“Goodness,” snapped this young pepper-box
hsam, “ don’t you know that? Everybody ‘'round
lknows niyfatherj he’s asexcum in this'ere cluirch
lacross the ivay, and my inotlier, she takes in wash-
lin” and ironin’, and we don’t have sugar only
ISiindays,'cause you see my mother she says she
|*orks ton hard for me to wear roy best hat, and
| silggrevery day.”

I suppose you help your mother a great deal,”
llsaid, as soon as | was permitted to expresa an
Itpnion, and at the same time wondering to what
liMlherestieSs creature could possibly be put, un-
llessitivere to swing as a pendulum, or twist a gilt
Irtoster on a weather-vane, as she never restcd for
I®traminiitc on either foot, and her yellow head
jiMced like a crazy stmbeam, keeping a sort of
Inodding time to her words, which rattled out like
Iketnsfrora a bag.

"Yep,” she nodded, “ | sing ‘Happy Day,” and
j*Bh my own face” (1 thought very likely), “ and
|scoldjont when he growls too much, and— " with
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asudden stand-still that threatened to upset her,—
“Where ’s Mr. Babe?”

“ 1 am surc 1 don’t know, child,” said | ; “ where
did you leavc him last, and what is he ?”

“ Well, now,” she answered, with a scornful snifF,
“ that is a joke. Why, | say, aint you got a baby
up in this house? | heard you liad from Marthy
Kerru, and while my fnther was makin’ the fire at
the church for prayer meetin’ (he has to make all
the fires, don’t you b'lieve, 'cause he s the sexcum),
| jest run away to see if Marthy Kerru told me a
straight story about it. It was Marthy told me;
mebbe you know herj that dirty-faced little thing
you sec runnin’ for the cow 'round here, with her
stockin’s all down. She said you’d jest moved up
here from New York and brought along a baby.”

I told her | bad not tho pleasure of Marthy’s
acquaintance, and askcd her lo come hito the
house, adding— “ if you are not afraid your mother
will worry about you. The baby is asleep now, but
you roay sitdown here with me and wait until he
wakes.”

“Oh, 1’'mfour orsix years oid,” she replied with
a pitying glance for my ignorance, as, with a brisk
“ Here 1am!” she curled and wriggled over the
window-sill into my room. “ No; my mother
wont worry about It’sjont; he will growl so
and tear his pants, and then you see my mother has
to stop right in the liot suds and mend 'em. He’s
an awful young 'un, that Jont.”

Jont wasn't, then, as | had supposed from her
convcrsation, a bad-tempered dog.

“Is Jont your bvother?”
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“ | should say so. Yon don’t scem fo know any-
thing, do you ? But then yon ’ve jes’ come, and if
you want a good dress-maker, there ’s one lives
down by our house,' that charges awful. 111 speak
to herifyoulike. Why, do you b’lieve she trimmed
ray Sunday hat; not ihis one” (holding up a
very dilapidated red flanncl hood, she had been
swmging by one string), “ and would n’t take no
pa)' forit. Butdear me, | s’pose we ’ll have to do
all her fine clo’es this siiinmer to make up for it,
and the hot weather’s awful tryin'!”

| began to fear that this inteliigent atoin was a
trifle too wise.

“Where’s Tomato?” she went on. “ 1 know
her; she carne and talked to my mother over our
fence. She’s a queer one, aint she? Kin you
make out what she says? She asked my.mother
to give her some of our lylicks to bring home to
you- Did you cver git thera lylicks? 1 s’pose
she thought she ’d git some rosies too, but lylicks
has a pretty good smell to ’em, don’t you think
so?”

1 certainly did think so, and was very much
obliged to her mother for sending them to me.
Témida, or as this precocious one calledher, “ To-
mato,” was my boy’s nurse, and, as she remarked
after her last question, “ ! s’pose she’s upstairs
with Mr. Babe.”

“Yes,” | answered, “ she is taking care of him
now,”

“ He’s waked up then, has he ? Shall I goup?”

“No; lIdo notthink he is awake yet; but Té-
mida sits by his eradle while he sieeps, and rocks
him ifhe stirs.”

“ Flies bite him, | guess, this hot weather. They
say it beats all the weather we ever had 'round
heie. You aint got any little giri ’cept Mr. Babe,
have you ? Marthy Kerru said you had n’t, and if
you like, 1 guess | kin git you one. Mis’ Jones
she s jes’ died about three weeks ago, and left one,
and do you b’lieve they scnt it off to a ’sylum in

New York. | wish | ’d a known you was a-comin’.
| ’d a spoke about it. Mr. Babe mustbe lonesome.
Kin he talk?”

“ No, he is too little lo talk yet; but he crows
sometimes ”

“ Well, | declare; that’sjes’ like our chickens;
they crow till my head is 'most off. He sieeps a
long time though ; don’t you think so?”

| began to think she was gettingtired, as she had
never sat down all this time, and that she was pre-
paring to go and leave her object unaccomplished,
but the next moment she was unburdening her
mind of a new thought, and bombarding rae after
this fashion;

“ Mis” Kerru says you ’ve had more 'n five cooks
since you carne here to live, and you can’t seem to
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keep ’em. W hat’s the matter; dont
'em enough to eat? ”

This was too much ! | replied, with a faint sho*
of indignation, that | had not had five cooks and
1had never heard my girls complain ofhun»er 0
that Mrs. Kerru must have been mislaken,

“ Well, I wouldn't wonder,” was the responsf
from Dame Durden, as | was calllng her lo myseli
«‘for my mother says she ’s a queer one, or sited
never let that Marthy go 'round with the coivs, «j)||
her stockin’s down an’ siich a dirty face. You'd
think she ’d clean her up now, wouid n’t you?”

| nodded, having no chance to speak.

“ An’do you b’lieve that dirty little thing goes
over here to Sunday-school, jes’ all the same, and
don't care. But then it’s the greatest Sunday-
school you evcr knowed, or | would nt say &9
Why, they don’t give nothin’at Christmas, fior no
time, but puncshall ’tendance cards, and vour
fiame on the black-board. Pooh ! Once ne had
a teaclier give us a little book, but she s dead now
Well, they do have a banner class, an’that’sthe
class that gits the inost raoney. | ’d like to know,
now, how they expect our class to git the banner.
Why, my mother has to work awful hard, and ray
father’s the sexcum. We never give the lraraps
that come to our house no biitter on thcir bread.
We can’t afford it; and | ’ve just niade up inv
mind they won’t have me in that Sunday-schoola
great while longcr. Look a here, do you think
this is fair? There ’s that Hattie Hunt, she siis
behind me, an’ puts her feet on my clean dress
that takes my mother so long to wash an’iron, .in
lhen do you b’lieve 1 can’t say nothin’, 'cause she’s
rich, and Mr. Brown, he ’s the ininistcr, of course
would n’t care if | did. He ’d jes’ let her gom
doin’it, an' let me go out. 1 °d lick her, but she's
some bigger than my big brother George, and he
dassent, you see. My, if it aint the queerest Sun-
day-school! Once they had a Christmas tree, oh!
long before you was here, and Hattie Hunt gol
a big doli with opcn and sliut eyes, an’ a
eradle ; an’ every l)lessed thing do you bliee
they give me, was a white apron, an’ not a pocket
in it, an’a little stingybagof candy. Youse
Hattie Hunt’s mother put her things on ilie tree
for her, and the sewin’school give me mire
There, now,” with a siidden spring at the wn
dow, that broke up the Sunday-school, “if
want to see Marthy Kerru, there she goes. Didn't
1 tell you? Look at her stockin’s! Will 1
her in, so 's you can git acquainted ?"

“ | guess not to-day; you can bring her ""h
you some time. | think I hear the babj' no«,
if you wish, we will go upstairs.” i

Tliis we at once proceeded to do. Dame Dur-j
den perkiiig her head on one side likeabii'd,|

you gie
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giving everything she passed Ol1 the way a notice

of some kind.
“My!" she exclaimed, stopping in the hall to

inspect the balsy-carriage, “ I clon’t iike that willow

thing at all.

I Ve seen awful prettier ones. If |

ives Mr. Bahe, ! ’d tumble out of it.”
At this awful threat, the yellow head bobbed
forsc than ever, and then a-top of it, the young
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*jjen perchcd the red flannel liood, which | was

ifraid Hould frighten Baby.

Hflwdo you do, Tomato? ” she at once saluted
J) niirsc. “ 1 've come to see Mr. Babe. Myl

.rou 're a little one j-

touchiiig his nose with
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her little brown hand. “ He aint got no hair to
speak of, has he ? Shall 1 take him ?”

“ You may see if he wil go to you; but be
very careful not to let him fall.”

“ Come along, Mr. Babe,” she said, holding out
her arms. “ | know you, and | ’ll sing you ‘Ring
around a-Rosy-""

But the liaby, whosc stock of words was
somewhat limited, only opened his eyes very wide,
and rnade up a wry face while he tricd to say
something that.sounded more like “ bug” than
anything else.

“ What s that he says?” asked Dame Durden.
“ | s’pose he wants my hat, but you can’t have
that, you know, ‘cause you might put it in your
mouth.”  Then, turning to me, “ | s’pose you ’re
awful fond of him ?”

“ Well, yes; but don’t you think he is a nice
baby?”

“ | should n't say he was so iri*/Zpretty, should
you ?”

“Why, we think he is a beauty up here. Just
look at his bright eyes, and see how cunning he
laughs. And he has six little white teeth.”

“ My, wouid you b’lieve it, and for sure, they ’re
for all the world lilce Marthy Kerru’s rabbit’s teeth.
Did you know Mis’ Kerru is a-goin’ to have that
rabbit fot Christmas ? To eat. My, | d as soon
eat a cat. What ’s the baby’s iame ? ”

“ Alee,” | answered, quite sure she would object.

“ Mygoodness! where did you get that flame?
Nancy is an awful nice fiame, but then, | s’pose
you would n’t like it for liilm. Why don’t you cali
him Charley? That s a splendid fiame. Aint
it, Mr. Babe?”

Mr. Babe had long since sunk into an awed and
submissive silencc.

“1 don’t s’pose you git aiiy dinner here in the
middle of the day,” was her next remark, and, as |
fouiid, her last one for that time. “ Mebbe
my mother 11 wonder where | am, 'cause you see
Irunaway. Good-byc, Tomato. Good-bye, Mr.
Babe ; mebbe I 11 bring you a pair of red stippcrs
when | come up to-morrow. Theve goes that
dirty Maithy Kerru. | Il hurry, and tell her | saw
the baby first.”

Then she literally flung herself down the stairs,
and | saw her a minute later, her hands and feet
and head. and tongue all in wild pursuit of poor
Marthy Kerru.
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By Julia C. R- Durr-

ROLY-POLY honey-bee,
Humming in thc clover,

W ith the green leaves imder you,
And the blue sky over,

Why are you so busy, pray?
Never still a minute,

Hovering now above a flower,
Now lialf-buried in it!

Jaunty robin red-breast,
Singing loud and cheerly,
From the pink-white apple-tree

In the morning early,

Tell me, is your merry song
Just for your own pleasure,
Poured from such a tiny throat,
Without stint or measure ?

Little yellow buttercup,
By the way-side smiling,
Lifting up your happy face,
With such sweet beguiling,
Why are you so gayly ciad—
Cloth of gold your raiinent?
Do the sunshine and the dew
Look to you for payment?

Roses in the garden heds,
Lilies, cool and saintly,

Darling blue-eyed violets,
Pansies, hoodcd quaintly,

Swecet-peas that, like butterflies.
Dance the bright skics under,

Bloora ye for your own delight,
Or for ours, 1 wonder 1

1Jin,
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By C. H.

As | walked along the docks of New York the
olher day, | carne to a very large yard surrounded
bv a higii board fence on two sides, a great shcd at
the back, and several schooners at the froiu along
ihe ivater. The whole yard was filled with what
semed to be oid logs and tiinbers that inigbt have
come from an oid bridge or barn. They all were
tiark and rusty; soine were even rotten in places,
and full of deep checks or cracks. The tiraberwas
of all sizes and shapes: thcre were little short
logs, just right for a fire-place; also piles of stuff
like cord-wood, and thick chunks like the knots
you cannot split up for the kitchen stove; then
halves or pieces of long logs—only the outsidc shell
of trees that had lost their heait by decay; also
crooked logs the size of railroad ties; and larger,
sguared logs, even as big as three feet across the
cod.

Men ivere at work about the yard, hoisting and
piling logs with tallderricks; and some were weigh-
ijgthe wood on steelyards. Teams were hauling
logs ftora the schooners to the yard, by swinging
oreend on chains under the axle of a cart. And
ihevessels were busy, with tackles and men on deck
and down in the daik holds. But the wood all
looked so dull, crooked and worthless, that |
tiondercd why anybody should take the trouble to
storeit. Just then | cauglU sight of seven men
mder the shed working very hard tolift something,
andwhen 1 carne to them, | found that they were
tryingto move a stick only about a foot in diame-
lerand twelve feet long. It was so heavy that they
Qudhardly stiv it. This made me wonder what
Mndof wood it was; and on looking about | saw
hete nnd tliere fresh-cut ends of sticks or logs that
»ete of strange colors. Some were red, some
tello; some green, some black. And all had
figures nnd marks on the end to tell their size and
tventheir weight. 1 soon found out that the yard
«asnot filled with refiise timber, but with rare and
tosilywoods used for making furniture and objects
dari. So those rough, crooked sticks were worth
we than ten times as much clear lumber of
wminon kinds.  Just then the owner of the yard
careup, and told me about the various woods.

“These large square logs of red wood are
usliogany from México, and Spanish cedar. You
A that tnany of them are squared in a queer
dge smaller at one end than at the other. The
htcdoes not grow less by tapering gradually, but
hfdeep stops or notches on each side every few feet.
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The logs must be squared to stow closely ina ship's
hold; but thishewing away of the log wastes a
great deal of wood—often the best part. So we
went to México some years ago, and built a saw-
mill to saw up the logs instead of chopping them.
But the natives were afraid that the mili would take
away their work, and they biirnt it down. We built
it up again ; but as they soon destroyed it a second
time, we had to let them go on in their oid
way. All the costly woods from Africa, South
America, and other wild countries ave still wasted
in this way.”

“ How many kinds of fine wood are there ?”

“ | cannot tell, exactly; but there are several
hundred, and perhaps thousands. New woods are
being found every year, and some of them are made
into furniture as an experiment. People are now
finishing the walls of fine houses with wood
instead of plaster, so that new woods are wanted
to match the new styles of furnishing houses.
Some years ago, we Americans followed the French
fashions in furniture, and used a great deal of black
walnut. One tree, or three logs of it about three
feet in diameter, sold in this city for about $40,000.
Of course it had a very uncommon grain, and was
therefore very valuable. But black waluut is not
a good wood fot furniture; it warps and springs,
and works the joints loose. We now follow the
English taste in household matters, and use more
mahogany, rose-wood and oak. These are very
dural)le and beautiful woods, and solid furniture
made of them lasts many lifetimes. The bes?
mahogany comes from the south side of the island
of San Domingo; but very good wood comes also
from the western shores of the Guif of México,
about Santa Anna, Tupilco and Chiltepec. The
best is worth as liigh as $2.82 per foot in the log;
but | once saw a piece valued at $4 per foot.
Rose-wood grows in Brazil. This heavy wood is
sold by weight in logs, from three to twelve cents a

pound. Satin-wood from San Domingo isworth $2
per foot. Some kinds of oak are very valuable. A
single room in a house in San Francisco is fin-

ished with brown weathered oak, imported in logs
from Eiigland ata costof $10,000. This weathered
oak is turned almost as dark as walnut by exposure
to the weather. The logs are allowed to lie on the
ground for fifty years; and the rain and sun strike

the brown color cleat through them. Bog-oak is
another valuable kind of oak. It is found buried
many feet deep in the bogs of Ireland. The trees
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fell many centurias ago in these swamps, and were
gradually covered by the peat; and after soaking
so long in the black mold they have turned ahnost
as black as coal.”

As we walked about the yard and stopped at
various lols of timber, the horses and men kept at
work hauling'and piling logs that carne out of the
vessels. The yard that at first liad seemed full of
oid rubbish now seemed a very different place to
me.

“ What is the valué of all tliese piles of wood ?”
1 asked.

“ 1 don’t know, exactly; but probably about
$400,000. You would be surprised at the
varieiy of uses of some of these foreign

woods.  This pencil cedar from Florida is
made into closets, piano actions, pencils,
painters’brushes, and into cofiins. There is

a pile of box-wood fiom Turkey; the sticks
look like cord-wood, but they are worth just
now about $250 per ton. It is used for wood-
engraving, for printing the “illustrations of
St. Nicholas and other magazines. The
sticks are all sawed up across the grain, into
little pieces about one indi thick; these are
squared, fitted togetlier very nicely, so as to
leave no cracks, then glued togetlier to make
blocks of any sizc. The blocks are then
planed and scraped till the surface is quite
flat and smooth. The artist draws the pict-
ures on these blocks ; then the engraver cuts
the lines into the wood with sharp chisels,
so that the ink will stick where it is wanted,
and leave the block clean in other places.
Box-wood is the best for this purpose, bc-
cause itsgrain isvery ciése and fine; and the
blocks are made so as to present the ends of
the grain to the surface, because the fibers
in this position do not break or split in cut-
ting or in printing. This granadilla, or
cocus, a heavy, dense wood, almost black, is
used to make knife liandles. It looks like
horn. Cocobolo is another close-grained
wood, in color somewhat like rosc-wood,
used for the same purpose. They are so
dense that they liold the rivcts of the knife
without splitting. Snake-wood, which has a
grain that resembles the marks on some
kinds of serpents, is worth eight cents a
pound. It is usednow and then to decérate
furniture.  Spanish cedar is onc of the
largest trees we import. 1saw, in a Mexican
port, a vessel about seventy feet iong and
eight feet wide, that had been cut out of a cedar
log. She carried two niasts and a bowsprit, and
made quite long voyages. Here, now, is a log just
arrived; it is four feet two inches by tu'O feet five
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inches on the end, and iiineteen feet long; it jj
worth $400. The heaviest wood «'e use is lignum-
vitK, from San Domingo. It is made into dead
eyes for ships, into the sheaves of blocks, boxes for
machinery, and ten-pin balls. It isworth from$l:
to $50 per ton. There is not nuich of itiiiaton;
for that stick, about eighteen inches in diameicr
and three feet eight inches long, weighs 518
pounds.”

“ 1 suppose that, as new eountries are explored
new woods are found that are valuable ?”

“Yes; and some of the new woods are ttitd
now and then, but they are not very valuable until

MEASUIUNG A LOO.

they become fasliionable. The colovs of some'
them are very pretty, such as that of the Colaitido |
wood, like a blood-orange, and the amanlbi_
bright yellow. A very costly wood &m'l
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rom the French walmit buils. They do not grow in
prance, but on tbe Circassian mountains about the
Black Sea. They are called French, because we
Buy them in France. The burlisa wart, or knot,

(hat forms on the side of a young tree; it has
libers and sap-vessels running from its root, or
«nter, to its outcr sidos, or bark, by rvhich it

nourishes leaves and grows as the tree grows.
The consequence is that the grain of the burl is
very much twistcd, and figured with pretty lines
andknots. They often grow larger than the Irunk
of ihe tree which bears thera. You niust have
seen tlteni often on oaks, maples and beeches in
ourfotests. 1 had a French burl last year that was
seven feet high, five feet thick, and weighed 5000
pounds. Some fine burls are worth as much as
thirty-fivc cents a pound. A lumbecr dealer,
Bawveling in Cafiada, saw a man trying to split up
andburn a large burl. He boughc it for $6; took
idoToronto and sold it for $50. From there it
ame to New York, was cut up into veneers, and
on"Mlalf of the veneers were sold for $2500.”
| left the yarcl to visit a veneer mili, where these
bulsand some of the woods are cut into strips so
Ihin that twenty-eight of them together are only
ore inch thick. The logs aro steamed twelvc
hours; then they are fastened in a machine where
1knife shavcs them up in broad sheets. These
tlin pieccs are then put between the shelves of a
hydraulic press heatcd to 400°, and kept there a
fdv minutes to straighten and dry them. The
buls, also, aie shaved up into very thin sheets;
aburl, you see, is shaped like the halfof an apple,
andthe best of the grain is on the outside; so they
meke tho knife take a circular motion over the top
citheburl, and cut off a sheet from the round side,
asyon might cut off a strip of the apple-rind, The
neat cut takes off a sheet from the same place;
and so the knife cuts up the whole burl, always
taking the sheet from the circumfercnce instead of
komihe flat base. Then all the veneers are set
W edgewise in racks that stand out-of-dooi-s,
ttposed to the sun, min and wind. After they are
dioroughly seasoned they are kept in a di-y room ;
dithe veneers that carne from cach burl are pilcd
up together, in iheir natural order, so that cath
pileseems like the burl again, although it is now
wmposed of sheets alinost as thin as paper. And
asthe fibcrs all start from the center or loots of
I**hurland run out to the circumference, all the
ibcetsfrom a burl seem generally alikc,—copies,
s itivete, of one picture, with the same general
lites and colors.
These beautiful veneers are often glued on to
sie common woods of which furniturc is usually
“ttle; butsuch sham-work is neither honest fior
and it would be much better lo make
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expensive furniture of real, solid, fine woods, and
common furniturc of soHd common woods.

After going through all the various changes,
these rare woods from foreign dimes might tell
interesting stories, if our furniture could talk; of

their Ufe in the great tropical forests, where
monkeys and gorgeous birds played in their
branches, and alligators, lions and elephants lived
at their feet; of their death when half-naked
savages cut tliem down; of their burial in the hold
of ships to be brought to a great city; of their
being cut up into pieces by stcam saws; of their
long stay in the workshops, where they were
planed, and carvcd, and polished; of their coming
out again into the world as cliairs, tables and
cabinets; and of the various scenes they afterward
witnessed in society. You see, rare woods hold a
very important position in the world.

But American boys need not I>uy foreign woods
for their workshops; for the forests of their own
country furnish a great variety of pretty grains and
colovs.

You can make a very interesting collection of
them for a little miiseuni by getting a piece of cach
kind of tree, about six inches long and three to
four inches thick; leave the bark on, saw it in two
in the center, and then plafie, sniooth and varnish
the flat wood-side and the ends. You svill tlius
lean) the bark and the grain of every tree from its
heart to its sap-wood. You could make a more
compact collection—a kind of library edition of
trees—by taking short pieccs of boards, cutting
them into the size and shape of small books,
smoothing and varnishing them ; then niark their
flames on the back as books are iabelcd, and place
them on shelves. You might have also a sepéarate
division for foreign woods, and ask your sailing
and tiaveling friends to bring you some pieccs
from distant countries, so that, when peoplc come
to see how much you know about woods, you could
show them many volumcs of practica!, solid worth.
You would get to know and to like all the trees
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and their woods; and if you will take the trouble
to observe the work of wagon-makers, carpenters,
cabinet-makers, you will learn the uses for which
each is best adapted.

Ifyou are a mechanic, you can inake pretty chess-
boards containing a collection of many woods,
—maple, birch, and other light-colored woods for
the white squares, and black walnut, applc-trec,
and other dark woods for the black squares. |If
you have a latlic, you can make vases and cups
showing beautiful colors and lines. If you Uve
where trees are not very valuable, take a saw, an
axe and a mattock, and drive into the forestto col-
lect a store of wood for turning and for making
small objects.

1 need not tell you here what special kinds of
trees to choose, because half the pleasure of the
work lies in discovering for yourself the qualities
of each tree. Bnt | will advise you what parts ofa
tree are the best for your use.

In the first place, then, do not fail to take a
sample of every wood you can easily get; even
the door-yard lilac-bush has a beautiful, ciése grain,
and the common sumac has a rare olive-green
hue; indeed, every tree of a cidse, firm texture
has some peculiar grain, color or gnality. Of
course you are not to cut down large trees just for
thisamuseraent; but )'0OU are to take a branch now
and then,—ptck up pieces of cord-wood, perhaps,—
and collect odd bits from brush-fences, and from
trees already blown or cut down. The grain
is generally prettiest in tbhe most cross-grained
pieces,—as where two branches join, or where a
knot turns the fibers around it,—for in such pieces
the lines and colors are most varied. Knots them-

A LUCKY
By John

TOM MORTON was a young English fellow, who
lived in Australia. He had been there for two or
three years, and greatly enjoyed the outdoor lifc
which he led, for, as his father was an extensive
sheep-farmer, he had plenty of opportunities for
all the open-air exercise the most active and
healthy boy could desire. If anything was wanted
from the town, twenty miles away, or if anything
was to be done at the farthest point of the sheep-
raiige, Tom was the fellow to mount his horse and
ride awav to attend to the matter.
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selves, if sound, are clioice bits for turning; i”.
present dark, rich colors, and ciése, varied grain-
and, being hard, they tiirn smoothly and talt a
fine polish. The roots of some trees have a preuy
grain, very much twisted and crosscd, particulariy
where the roots branch off, and where tlieycrool;
about stones in the soil. Wounded places on the
trunk or branches often show curious linos and
stains. Then the watts or burls gron-ing on ire
trunk make very beautiful saucers or vases; iliok
on maples and birches, when large enough, are
sold to make large wooden bread-bowls or Iras,
because the grain is so crossed and intetwoven
that the wood does not split or crack. The heari,
also, of many trees is very hard, dark, and pretty
for turning.

You will find the search a pleasant excursion,
—climbing trees, cbopping, sawing, and digging
iii banks,—and driving borne again with a loiof
crooked, gnarled roots, forks, knots and burls.
The only drawback is that they should be wel
seasoned before use, and this seasoning is perfecily
secured only by storing them for three years under
shelter, and where the air has a perfectly ftee
circulation. Some will think ihem a worthless lat
of rubbish, but you kiiow that they are rare woods,
and that they hide many beautiful lines and cotas
under their rough bark. You long for the day
when you can take them in hand and make them
into pretty vases, saucers and cancllesticks for
your friends. And the more you study woods ibe
more interest you will feel in them, and the nore
pleasure you will take in the workshop where they
are so useful, and in the forest where the trees are
so beautiful.

STROKE.

Lewees.

One day, he had had a very long ridc, ad
Corning back late in the afternoon, he thought he
would try a short cut. To do this, he muslford
a small river, which was bridged a few miles abose.
He knew that there was a fordable place inthei
stream, somewhere near where he was, and jfhe |
could find it, it wouid save him nearly all jhe ds-
tance to the bridge, and back again. |

He thouglU that he could bctter explore Ihel
bank of the river ou foot, and so he ticd his hone
to a tree, and made his way through the reeds»
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jhe water. There were not many troes here-
about, and he could see better than in the woods
where he had been riding, but he could find no
place which looked as if it had been used as a ford.
He walked quite a distance up the stream, and
iras ahout to give up his search, when he heard a
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tvestern plains. These savages were armed with
spears, and were approaching the river. It is
probable that they had had no idea that any white
person was near by, until Tom so rashly raiscd
his head above the weeds. Then a great shout
gave token that they saw him, and instantly every

HB DID KOT SS& THS BECKLESS PBLLOW BSHIKD KIM/'

sound which startled him. It was like a footstep
«on crackling twigs. He stopped and listened.
Heheard another—many of them 1
He grcatly wondered who could be
along in this way; but as he incautiously
iked up over the reeds, he was amazed and
I"ghtened. It was a band of native blacks, or
“shmen, as they are called, who are often as
ous to meet as the hostile Indians of our

steal-

black rascal of them rushed toward him with
brandished spear and fearful yells.

Poor Tom had not a moment to think what he
should do. There was only one thing that he
could do, and that was to jump into the river. He
threw off his hat and sprang into the water, with-
out hesitating a moment.

His first idea, which he formed as he gave his
jump, was to swim under water to the opposite
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bank, but he soon found that he could not do this.
The tiver was too wide, and he could not hold his

breath long enough.

He soon would be obliged

to show his head above water, and the moment he
did this he might expect to have half a clozen

spears hurled at him.

So, before his bieatli gave

out, he turned and swam back to the bank from
which he started, coming up gently among some

tall reeds growing in the water.

Here he crouched,

with only his head above the water, and watclied
the enemy.

The current had carried him some little distance

down the river, but the blacks were not far from
him, some on the bank and some standing in the

water.

By the attitude of the latter, whom he

could plainly see, he supposed that they all were
waiting with their spears poised, ready to hurf
them at him the moment his head appeared above
the surface.

cries and movements,
ished at this.
did n’t he come up ?

But it did not appear, and, judging from thcir
they seemed much aston-
They had seen him go down, why
Even if he had swinn across

under water, the oppositc bank was in full sight,
and they could have seen him when he reached

it.

But as he did not appear, they must have

concluded that he was capadle of staying under
water like a fish, or that he had struck a stone or
sunken log when he dived, and had been stunned.
Evidently, they thought he was somewhere at the
bottom, for they all waded in up to their waists,
and began thrusting their spears into the water.

they even crossed over,

Some went up the river, and some went down ;
for the water was not

higher than their chins, and wickedly jabbed their
spears down to the bottom. at every step.

so nearly gone,
about him shake a

Poor Tom trembled. Had not the daylight been
they might have seen the reeds
little. At any moment they

might thrust their spears into the very place where
he was crouching!

But tliey seemed tofancy thatbemustbeatsome

distance from the bank, from which he jumped in,
for the water near shore was not very deep, and

they had seen him leap far out; and so, for the
greater part of the time, they kept near thc middle,
and toward the opposite side.

It was not long, however, before a number of

them began to cluster together, very near Tom’s

hiding-place.
throiigh the reeds.

He could see them very plainly,
Some seemed to be infuriated by

their failure and were thrusting about wildly, while
others were talking and gesticulating as if they

were advising some different plan of action.

One

man began to thrust his spear into the reeds, not
ten feet from poor Tom !

STRUKE, oty

At this moment one of the gayages, who wes
blindly jabbing aboutin every direction, apptoached
a man who was calling to some others, apparently
directing them to go up stream. He did not se
the reckless fellow behind him, who, in his tura
did not notice the other, and giving a fierce thrust
downward, he struck the man who was speakin»
fair in the heel. °

The moment he felt that his spear had cautrhtin
something, the man who had made the tlirust
threw up his weapon, by putting his left hand, in
which he held a rude shieid, under the spear, and
giving it a posverfuljerk into the air. As he did
this, up carne the foot he had speared, and down
went the unfortunate owner of the foot, face fore-
most into the water!

There was a iremendous splash, and a great el
oftriumph. Everybody hastencd to the spotwhere
the exulting spearman held upthe footof his victim
But the surrounding savages had barcly time tosee
that it was a black foot and a naked one, aiidtlierc-
fore could not be that of the white boy who had
jumped into the river, before the foot, which wes
only held by its tough, thick skin, was jerkcdaMy
from the spear,and thesubmergedsavage arésefrom
the laotlom, dripping with water, but with flisliing
eyes and cries of rage. Raising his spear, whicli
he had never dropped, he glared aroiind for an
instant, to see who had done this oulrageous deed.
It was scarcely possibie to make a niistake. The
man who had speared him stood there, with liis
weapon in almost the same position as when it
held the unfortunate foot in the air.

Instantly the angry savage dashcd at him, and
as instantly the blundering spearman ficd as fasias
he could through the water.

The pursued man dived to escape the spearwliich
ivas hurled at him by his assailant, and then,
foUowed by the whole party, yelling and shouting,
the two savages made their way toward Ihc oppo-
site shore. Bounding up the bank, lhc injuied
man only stopping for an instant to pick iip his
spear, the band of howling blacks disappeared in
the woods.

Tom waitecl until the sound of their harsh wices
had died away, and then he crept out of his hiding-
place, so chilled and stiff that at firsi he could
scarcely walk, but with a heart full of joy and |
thankfulness for the great escape he had made.
He pushed along down the river, about asfaras |
he thought he had come up, and then turned j
iuiand to look for his horse. It was now so dark
in the woods that he could not see for any con-1
siderable distance, and after wandering about fm
some time, he began to fear that the animal hed
broken away and that he might yct be left in these
lonely woods, to fall a victim to his black pursuers.
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who might rcturn at any time, or to some other
bandofeqtially savage bushmen, who miglit come
nrowling in that direction.

But siiddenly he heard a whinny, not far from
lim and hurrying toward the joyful sound, he
found his horse, tied just as he had left him, and
leapingon his back, dripping, shivering, and with-
odl a hat, he rodé away, at full gallop, for the
bridge, the iiappiest boy in all Australia !

No more short cuts for him, after sundown, in
that wild part of the country!

He never hcard whether the fellow who had had
his foot stuck succeeded in catching the fellow who
stuck it, or whether the blacks 'ever carne back to
look for the white boy who had disappeared in the
river; but he never ceased to believe that no one
could have made a more lucky stroke for him than
that made ljy the blundering Australian savage.

By Mrs. C. A. Wyckoff.

Jacky, Jacky, always naughty,
Said unto himself one day,

Guess | Il make a jolly scarecrow
Of my sister’s dolly,—May.”

Down with eager steps he huriies
Out into the glowing morn,

W liere the sun is brightly shining
On the fields of springing corn.

Then he ties poor Dolly safely
To a pole in merry glee,—
Such a pretty little scarecrow
'T was a funny sight to see !—

Plants the polc down very firmly,
Gazes at the cloudless sky,
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Lauglis to think how it would frighten
Every crow that circled nigh,

Well content he is, and happy,
Though pursucd by unseen wratb,

For behind comes Unele Arthur,
Softly walking down the path.

Unele Arthur, shocked and awful 1
Cariied home the sister’s pet.

Jack went, too, in anxious silence;—
And the crows are laughing yet.
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By LoOulSA M. Alcoti.

Chapter XV.

SAINT LUCY.

saturday Was a busy and a happy time to Jack,
for in tile morning Mr. Acton carne to see him,
having heard the story overnight, and promised to
keep Bob’s secret while giving Jack an acquittal as
publicas the reprimand had been. Then he asked
for the report which Jack had bravely received Che
da) before and put away without showing to any-

“Thecre is one mistake here which we must
riciify,” said Mr. Acton, as he crossed out the low
figures under the word “ Behavior,” and put the
Biuchdesired 100 there.

“But | did bteak the rule, sir,” said Jack, though
his face glowed with pleasure, for Mamma wjs
looking on.

“lovcrlook that as | should your breaking into
d) house if you saw it wason fire. You ran to save
ifriend, and | wish I could tell those fellows why
fouwere there. It would do them good. 1 am not
going to praise you. John, but 1clid believe you in
spite ofappearances, and | am glad to have for a
ppil a boy who loves his neighbor bettcr than
hinseif.”

Then, having shakeii hands heartily, Mr. Acton
wentaway, and Jack flew off lo have rcjoicings with
Jill, who sat up on her sofa, without knowing it, so
Muger was she to hear all about the cali.

Inthe afternoon, Jack drove his mother to the
Captiin's. confiding to her on the way what a hard
tinehe had when he went before, and how nothing
hutthe tliought of cheering Bob kept him up when
be slipped and hurt his knee, and his boot sprung
Jleak, and the wind carne up very coid, and the hill
seenedan endless mountain of mud and snow.

Ms. Minot had such a gentle way of putting
thitigs that she would have won over a much harder
tow than the strict ofid Captain, who heard the
S«y with interest, and was much pleased with
ibeboys’ efforts to keep Bob straight. Thatyoung
penon dodged away into the barn with Jack,
Mtionly appeared at the last minute toshove abag
ufchestnuis into the chaise. But.he got a few
lidwords that did him good, from Mrs. Minot and

Captain, and from that day felt himself under

"ds lo behave well if he would kcep their
Aifidence.

“'shall give Jill the nuts; and | wish | had

she wanted very, very much, for | do

think she ought to be rewarded for getting me out
of the mess,” said Jack, as they drove happily
home again.

“ 1 hope to have something in a day or two that
luill delight her very much. | will say no more
now, but keep my little secret and let it be a sur-
prise to all by and by,” answered his mother, look-
ing as if she had not much doubtabout the matter.

“ That will be jolly. You are welcome to your
secret, Mamma. | ve had enough of them forone
while,” and Jack shrugged his broad shoulders as
if a bui'den had ljeen taken off.

In the evening Ed carne, and Jack was quite
satisfied when he saw how pleased his friend was
at what he had done.

“ 1 never meant you should take so much trouble,
only be kind to Bob,” said Ed, who did not know
how strong his influence was, fior what a sweet
example of quiet well-doing his own life was to all
his mates.

“ | wishetl to be really useful; not just to talk
about it and do nothing. That isn’t your way,
and | want to be like you,” answered Jack, with
such affectionate sincerity that Ed could not help
believing him, though he modestiy declinad the
compliment by saying, as he began to play softly,
“ Better than 1 am, | hope. 1 don’t amount to
much.”

“ Yes, youdo 1and ifany one says youdon’t Il
shake him. | can’t tell what it is, only you always
look so happy and contented—sort of sweet and
shiny,” said Jack, as he stroked the smooth brown
head, rather at a loss to describe the unusually
fresh and sunny expression of Ed’s face, which was
always cheerful, yet had a certain thoughtfulness
that made it very attractive to both young and
oid.

“ Soap makes him shiny; | never saw such a
fellow to wash and brush,” putiii Frank, as he carne
up with one of the pieces of music he and Ed were
fond of practicing together.

“1 don’t mean thatl” said Jack, indignantly.
“ I wash and brush till you cali me a dandy, but |
don’t have the same look—it seems to come from
the inside, somehow, as ifhe was always jolly and
clean and good in his mind, you know.”

“Bornso,” said Frank, rumbling away in the
bass with a pair of hands th.it would have been the
better for some of the above-mentioned soap, for
he did not lovc to do much in the washing and
brushing Une.

All righls rescrved.
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“ 1 suppose that’s it. Well, | like it, and 1
shall keep on trying, for being loved by every one
is about tlie nicest thing in the world. Isn’t it,
Ed?” asked Jack, with a gentle tweak of the ear
as he put a question which he knew would get no
answer, for Ed was so modest he could not see
wherein he difiered from other boys, fior believe
that the sunshine he saw in other faces was only
the reflection from his own.

Sunday evening Mrs. Minot sat by the fire, plan-
ning how she should tell some good news she had
been saving up all day. Mrs. Pecq knew it, and
seemed so dclighted that she went about smiling
as if she did not know what trouble meant, and
could not do enough for the family. She was
down-stairs now, seeing that the clothes wereprop-
erly preparad for the wash, so there was no one in
ihe Bird-Room but Mamma and the children.
Frank was reading up all he could find about some
biblical hero mentioned in the day’s sermén; Jill
lay where she had lain for nearly fourlong months,
and thoiigh her face was palé and thin with the
confinement, there was an expression on it now
sweeter even than health. Jack saton the rugbeside
her, lookingat a white carnation through the magni-
fying glass, while she wasenjoying the perfume ofa
red one as she talked to him.

“ If you look at the white petdis you’ll see that
they sparkie like inarble, and go winding along
way down to the middle of the flower where it grows
sort ofrosy ; and in among the sinall, curly leaves,
like fringed curtains, you can see the little green
fairy sitting all alone. Your mother showcd me
that, and I think itis very pretty. 1caliita ‘fairy,'
but it is really where the seeds are hidden and the
swect smell comes from.”

Jill spoke softiy lest she should disturb the
others, and, as she turned to push up her pillow,
she saw Mrs. Minot looking at her with a smile
she did not understand.

“ Did you speak, 'm ?” she asked, smiling back
again, without in the least knowing why.

“ No, dear. | was listening and thinking what
a pretty little story one could make out of your
fairy living alone down there, and only bnown by
her perfume.”

“ Tell it, Mamma. It is time for our story, and
that would be a nice one, | guess,” said Jack, who
was as fond of stories as when he satin his mother’s
lap and chuckled over the hero of the bcan-stalk.

“ We don’t have fairy tales on Sunday, you
know,” began Jill, regretfully.

“ Cali it a parable, and have a moral to it, then
it will be all right,” put in Frank, as he shut his
big book, having found what he wanted.

“ | like stories about saints, and the good and
wonderful things they did,” said Jill, who enjoycd
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the wise and intercsting bits Mrs. Minot oitai |
found for her in growti-up books, for lill
thoughtful times, and asked questions whchl
showed tliat she was growing fast in miiid if notin
body._

“ This is a true story; but | will disguiseitai
little, and cali it ‘The Miracle of St. Lucj-,""1
Mrs. Minot, seeing a way to tell her good ne*s|
and aniuse the children likewise.

Frank retired to the easy chair, that he mighij
sleep if the tale should prove too childisli for im
Jill settled herself among her cushions, and Jad
iay flat upon the rug, with his feet up, so thai e
could admire his red sippers and rest his foee
which ached.

“ Once upon a time there was a quecn who |
two princes ”

“ Was n’t there a princess?” tiskcd Jock, inW1
ested at once.

“ No; and it was a great sorrow to the queea]
that she had no little daughter, for the sotis «ere!
growing up, and she was often very lonely.”

“ Like Snowdrop’s mother,” whispered JlL

“ Now, don’t keep interrupting, children, oriej
never shall get on,” said Frank, moro anxiousio]
hear about the boys that were than thc girlthaj
was not.

“ One day, when the princes were out,—ahemlj
—we 11 say hunting,—they found a little damsdl
iying on the snow, half dead with coid, thefl
thought. She was the child ofa poor womanwhol
lived in the forest,—a svild little thing, alwaj'sdanc-I
ing and singing about; as hard to caicli & a|
squirrel, and so fearless she would dinih the |
est trees, leapbroad brooks, or jump off thesteepl
rocks to show her courage. The boys carried heil
home to the palace, and the quecn was glad lol
have her. She had fallen and hurt heiself, sosliej
lay in bed week after wcck, with her mother io|
take care of her "

“ That ’s you,” whispered Jack, throwing thel
white carnation at Jill, and she threw back iheicdl
one, with her finger on her lips, for the tale nas|
véry intercsting now.

“ She did not sufTer much after a time, butskl
scolded and cried, and could not be resigned,!
because she was a prisoner. Tlie queen tried tol
help her, but she could not do much ; the priticsl
were kind, but they had their books and plaji.aiidl
were away a good deal. Some friends slie li»|
carne often to see her, but still she beat herwinjsl
against thc bars, like a wild bird in a cagc, aodl
soon her spirits were all gone, and it was sadlo|
see her.”

“ Where was your St. Lucy ? | thought il«”l
about her,” asked Jack, who did not like to ha”l
Jill’s past troubles dwelt upon, since his were Mtl
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"She is coming. Saints are not born—they are
Inicide after many tridis and tribulations,” answered
Ibis mother, iooking at the fire as if it lielpecl her to
|spin lier iitlle story. “ Well, the poor child used
It» siag sometimes to while away the long hours—

idsongs mostly, and one among them which the
Iqueen taught her was ‘ Sweet Patience, Come.’

'This she used to sing a great deal after a
|thile, never dreaming that Patience was an &ngel
|«'lio could liear and obey. But it was so; and one
jnight, «lien the girl had lulied herselfto sieep with
Jilml song, the 4ngel carne. Nobody saw the lovely
|spirilwith tender eyes, and a voice that was like

1 No one heard the rustle of wings as she
ibovered over the little bed and touched the lips,
|llie eyes, the hands of the sleeper, and then flcw
|jny, leaving three gifts behind. Tlie girl did
lget know why, bul after that night the songS grew

ayer, there seeraed to be more sunshine every-
Iuhere lier eyes looked, and her hands were never
liitedof hclping others in various pretty, useful or
Iplnsaiii ways. Slowly the wild bird ceased to
llwiagainst the bars, but sat in its cage and made
Imusic for all in the palace, till the queen could not
|do witliout it, the poor mother checred up, and
|UK princes called the girl their nightingale.”

" Was that the mlracle ?” asked Jack, forget-
liibg all al:out his sippers, as he watched Jill’s
le)es briglnen and the color come up in licr white
Idiceks.

" That was the mlracle, and Patience can work
|6rgreater ones if you will let her.”

“And the girl’s iame was Lucy ?”

“Yes; they did not cali her a saint then, but
likii‘as trying to lae as clieerfiil as a certain good
l<oman she had heard of. and so the queen liad

I flame for her. though she did not let her know
litiora long time.”

“That ’s not bad for a Sunday story, but there
Imiglithave been more about the princes, seems to
laie,” was Frank’s criticism, as Jill lay very still,
jrtng to liide her face behind the carnation, forshe

inowords to tell how touched and pleased she
I*B lo fid that her little efforts to be good had
jbeen scen, rememiaered, and now rewarded in this
|<ay.

“Tliere is more.”

“Then the story is n’t done? ” cried Jack.

Oh dear, no; the raost interesting things are
|»come, if you can wait for them.”
1see, this is the moral part. Now keep

«ljand let us have the rest,” commanded Frank,

the others composed themselves for the

"«d, suspecting that it was ratlier nice, because

mme’ssober face changed, and her eyes laughed

looked at ihe fire,
The eider prince was very fond of dviving
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dragons, for the people of that country used these
fiery monstevs as horses.”

‘“And got run away with, did n’t he ? laughed
Jack, adding, with great interest, “ What did the
other fellow do ?”

“ He went about fighiing other people’s battles,
hclping the poor, and trying to do good. But he
lacked judgment, so he often got into trouble, and
was in such a hurry tliat he did not always stop to
find out tlie wisest way. As wlien he gave away his
best coat to a beggar boy, instead of the oid one
which he intended to give.”

“ 1 say, that is n’t fair, Mother | Neither of
them was new, and tlie boy needed the best
inore than 1did, and | wore the oid one all winter,
did n’t 1?" asked Jack, who had rather exulted
over Frank, and was now taken down himself

“ Yes, you did, my dear; and it was not an easy
thing for niy dandiprat to do. Now listen, and
I ’ll teit you how they both learned to be wiser.
The eider prince soon found that the big dragons
were too much for liiin, and set about training
his own little one, who now and then ran away
with him. Its flame was Will, a good servant,
but a bad master ; so he learned to control it, and
in time this gave him great power over himself,
and fitted him to be a king over others.”

“ Thank you, Mother; | 71l remember my part
of the moral. Now give Jack his,” said Frank,
who liked the dragén episode, as he had been
wrestiing with his own of late, and found it hard
to manage.

“ He had a fine example before him in a friend,
and he followed it more reasonably tiil he grew
able to use wisely one of the best and nolglest
gifts of God—benevolence."”

“ Nou- tell about the giiT. Was there more to
that part of the story ?” asked Jack, well pleased
with liis moral, as it took Ed in likewise.

“That is the best of all, but it seeins as if |
never should gct to it. After Patience made Lucy
sweet and cheerful, slie began to have a ciirious
power over those about her, and to work little
miracles herself, though she did not know it. The
queen leaificd to love her so dcarly she could not
let her go; she clieered up all her friends when
they carne with their sinall iroubles; the princcs
found bright eyes, wiling hands and a kind heart
always at their service, and felt, without quite
knowing why, that it was good for thera to have a
gentle little creature to care for; so they softened
thcir rough manners, loud voices and careless ways,
for her sake, and when it was proposed to take her
away to her onm home they could not give her up,
but said she must stay longer, did n’t they?”

| °’d like to see them saying anything else,” said
Frank, wliile Jack sat up to demand, fiercely :



696

“ Who talks about taking Jill away ?"

“ Lucy’s mother thought she ought to go, and
said so, but the queen told her how much good it
did them all to have her there, and begged the
dear woman to let her little cottage and come and
be housekeeper in the palace, for the queen was
getting lazy, and liked to sitand read, and talk, and
sew with Lucy, better than to look after things.”

“And she said she would?” cried Jill, clasping
her hands in her anxiety, for she had learned to love
her cage now.

THE STOHV

“Yesl” Mrs. Minot had no time to say more,
for one of the red slippers flew up in the air, and
Jack had to clap both hands over his mouth to
suppress the “ hurrah!” that nearly escaped.
Frank said, “ That’s good !” and nodded with his
most cordial smile at Jill, who pulled herself up
with cheeks now as rosy as the red carnation, and
a little catch in her breath as she said to herself:

“It’s too lovely to be true.”

“ That ’s a first-rate end to a very good story,”
began Jack, with grave decisién, as he put on his
slipper and sat up to pat Jill’s hand, wishing it was
not quite so like a little daw.

“That’s not the end,”

and Mamma’s eyes
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laughed more than ever as three astonished Ibe
turned to her, and three voices cried out;

“ Still more?”

“ The very best of all. You must knowihji*
while Lucy was busy for others, she was not fo.
gotten, and when she was expecting to lie on her
bed through the summer, plans were being nmad
for all sorts of pleasant changes. Firstof all, se
was to have a nice little brace to support the backk
which was growing better every day; then.asthe
warra weather carne on, she was to go om o

on ST, LUCY,

lie on the piazza; and by and by, when stod
was done, she was to go with the giiecn and the
princcs for a month or two down to the seaside,
where fresh air and salt water were to builti her “P
in the most delightfiil way. There, now! isn'tlhaj
the best cnding ofall? ” and Mamma pausedloread
her answer in the bright faces of two of the listcreri,
for Jill liid hers in the piliow, and lay quite still, &
if it was too much for her.

“ That will be regularly splendid! | Hra*
all about—boating jsso much easier than riding, an
| like it on sak water,” said Frank, going to sit®
the arm of the sof4, quite excitccl by the charmso
the new plan.
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“And | Tl teach you to swim, and voll you over
I iliebeacli, and get sea-weed and shells, and no end
f nice things, and we Tl all come homc as strong
| 1, lions,” adticd Jack, scramisling up as ifabout to
| Si, offat once. c ., r

“The doctor says you have been doing hnely ot
laie and tlic bracc will come to-morrow, and the
first really mid day you are to llave a breath of
[resliair. Wont that be good ?” asked Mrs. Minot,
hoping her story had not been too intercsting.

“Is she crying?” said Jack, much concerned,
js |,c patted the pillow in his most soothing way,
wiiite Frank lifted one curl after another tosee what
«rasliidden underneath.

Not tears, for two eyes sparkled behind tho
finoers, then the hands carne down like clouds from

| before the sun, ?nd Jill’s face shone out so bright
and happy it did one’s heart good to see it.

“1’m not crying,” she said, with a laiigh which
«as fuller of blithe music than any song she sung.
"Biit it was so spiendid, it sort of took my breath
mmyfora minute. | thought | was n’t any bet-
ter, and never should be, and | made up my mincl
livaiild n’t ask, it would be so hard for any one to
lell me so. Now 1 see why the doctor made me
stand up and told me to get my baskels ready to
go a-Maying. | thought he was iii fun; did he
really mean | could go ?” asked Jill. expecting too
much, for a word 01 encoui-agement made her as
hopeful as she had been despondent before.

“No, dear, not so soon as that- It will be
inonihs, probably. before you can walk and iiin,
asyou.iiscd to; but they will soon pass. You
ncedn’l niind about May-day; it is always too
coid fot flowers, and you will fincl more here ainoiig
iw own plants than on the hills, to fill your
inskets," answered Mrs. Minot, hastening to siig-
oesl something pleasant to bcguile the time of
ptobnlion.

“lean wait. Months are not years, and if | 'm
truly getiing well, everything will seem beaiitiful
and easy to me,” said Jill, laying hei-self down
again, with the patient look she had learned to
war, and gathering up the seattered carnations to
enjoy their spicy breath, as if the fairics hidden
therehad taught her some of their ssveet sccrets.

“Dear little girl, it has been a long, hard trial
Iwyoii. but it is coming to an end, and | think
'Mwill find that it has not been time wasted. 1
d't want you to be a saint quite yet, but | am
surca geiitler Jill will vise up from that sofé& than

ireonc who lay down there in December.”

“How could | help growing bettei’, when you
«teso good lo me?” cried Jill, putting up both

as Mrs, Minot went to take Frank’s place,
aadhoretired to the fire. there to stand surveying
‘hescene with calm approval.
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“ You have done quite as much for us; so we
are even. | proved that to your mother, and she
is going to let thc little house and take care of the
big one for me. while | boirow you to keep me
happy and make the boys gentle and kind. That
is the bargain. and we get the best of it,” said Mrs.
Minot, looking well pleased, while Jack added,
“ That s sol” and Frank observed, with an air
of conviction, “ We could n’t get on without Jill,
possibly.”

“ Can 1do all that? 1did n’t know | was of any
use. 1 only tried to be good and graleful, for
there did n’t seem to be anything else 1 could do,”
said Jill, wondering wliy they were all so fond of
her.

“ No real trying is ever in vain. Itis like the
spring rain, and flowers are sure to follow in good

time. The three gifts Paticncc gave Se. Lucy
were courage, cheerfulness and love, and with
these one can work the sweetest miracles in the

world, as you see,” and Mrs. Minot pointed to the
pretty room and its happy inmates.

“ Am | really the least bit like that good Lucin-
da? | tried to be, but 1 clid n't think | was,”
asked Jill, softiy.

“You are very like her in all ways but one.
She did not get «cll *nAyoji will.”

A short answer, but it satisfied Jill to her heart’s
core, and that night, when she lay in bed, she
thought to herself; “ How curious it is that I 've
been a sort of niissionary without knowing it!
They all love and thank me, and wont let me go,
so 1 suppose | must have done something, but |
don’t know what, except trying to be good and
pleasant.”

That wasthe sccret, and Jill found it out Justwhen
it was most grateful as a leward for past cflbrts,
most helpful as an encouragement toward the coii-
stant well-doing which can make even a little girl
a Joy and comfort lo all who know and love her.

Chafier XVI.

UP AT MERRY’S.

“ Now fly round, child, and get your sweeping
done up smart and early.”

“Yes, mother.”

“ | shall want you to help me about the baking,
by and by.”

“ Yes, mother."

“ Roxy is cleaning thc cellar-closets, so you'1i
have to getthe vegetables ready for dinner. Father
wants a boiled dish, and | shall be so busy | can’C
see to it.”

“ Yes, mother.”

A cheerful voice gave the three answers, but it
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cost Merry an effort to keep it so, for she liad
certain little plansofher own which made the work
before her unusually distasteful. Saturday always
was a trying day, for, though she liked to see
rooms in order, she hated to sweep, as no speck
escapcd Mrs. Grant’s eye, and'ouly the good okl-
fashioncd broom, wielded by a pair of strong arms,
was allowed. Baking was another trial: she loved
good bread and delicate pastry, but did not enjoy
biirning her face over a bot stove, daubing her
hands with dough, or spending hours rolling out
cookies for the boys; while a “ boiled dinner”
was her especial horror, as it was not elegant, and
the washing of vegetables was a job sbe always
shirked when she could.

However, having made up her mind to do her
work without complaint, she ran upstairs to put
on her dust-cap, trying to look as if sweeping was
the joy of her life.

“ It is such a lovely day, | did want to rake my
garden, and have a walk with Molly, and finish my
book so | can get another,” she said, with asigh, as
she leaned out of the open window for a breath of
the unusually mild air.

Down in the ten-acre lot the boys were carting
and spreading loam; out in the barn her father
was getting his plows ready; over the hiil rose
the smoke of the distant factory, and the river that
turned the wheels was gliding through themeadows,
where soon the blackbirds would be singing. Oid
Bess pawed the ground, eager to be off; the gray
hens were scratching busily all about the yard;
even the green iMngs in the garden were pushing
.through the brown earth, softened by April rains,
and there was a shimmer of sunshine over the wide
landscape that made every familiar object beautiful
with hints of spring, and the activity it biings.

Something made the oid nursery hymn come
into Merry’s head, and humming lo herself—

" In worli« of labor or of skiH
1wou|d be busy too/'

she tied on her cap, shouldered her broom, and
fell to work so energeticaily that she soon swept
her way through the chambers, down the front
stairs to the parlor door, leaving freshness and
order behind her as she went.

She always groaned when she entered that apart-
ment, and got out of it again as soon as possible,
for it was, like most country parlors, a prim and
chilly place, with little beauty and no comfort.
Black horse-hair furniture, very slippery and hard,
stood against the wall; the table had its gift-books,
albums, worsted mat and ugly lamp; the mantel-
piece its china vases, pink shells and dock that
never went; the gay carpet was kept distressingly
bright by closed shutters six days out of the seven,
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and a general air of go-to-meeting soleninity per |
vaded the room. Merry longed to make it preity
and pleasant, but her mother would allow oi o
chaiige there, so the girl gave up her drcmus o
rugs and hangings, fine pictiires and tastcful oma- |
mcents, and dutifuily aired, dusted and shut up this
awful apartment once a wcek, privatelv resolvinj
that, if she ever had a parlor of her ow-n, it should|
not be as dismal as a tomb.

“ OVBR THH HILL ROSE THE SMOKE OF THE >ACTO»V."

The dining-room ivas a very differeni place, ior |
here Merry had been allowed to do as she liked,
yet so gradual had been the change, that she would
have found it difficult to tell how it came about
It seemed to begin with tlie flowers, for her father |
kept his word about the “ posy pots,” and jol
enough to make quite a little conservatory in liie
bay-window, which was sufficicntly laige for three|
rows all round, and hanging baskets ovethead,
Being discouraged by her first failure, Merry gae |
up trying to have things nice everywhcre, and con+
lenteci herself with making that one nook so pretty
that the boys called it her “ bower." Even busy
Mrs. Grant owncd that plants were not somessyas
she expected, and the fitrmer was never tired of
watching “ little daughter” as she sat at woh
there, with her low chair, and table full of hooks.

The lamp helped, also, for Merry set upberowD, |
and kept it sowell trimmedtbatitburneci clearand
bright, shining on the gi-een arch of ivy ovcrliead,
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andoén the nasturtium vines framing the oid glass,
and pecping at their gay little facesand at the prei-
iyyoung girl, so pleasantly that firsther father carne
lotead his paper by it, then her mother slipped in
110rest on the ugly ioungc in the cornci-, and finally
ireboys hovered about the door as if the “‘settin’
room” had grown more attractive than the kitchen.

But the open fire did more than anything
(ise towill and hold them all, as it seldom fails to
liowhen the black demon of an air-tight stove is
banished from the hearth. After the room was

ned till it slione, Merry begged to have the
;jirssandirons put in, and offered to keep them as
| bridit as gold if her mother would consent. So the
Ap¢ilogs 'vere kindled, and the flames went danc-
ling up the chimney as if glad to be set free from
lheir prison. It changed the whole room like
megic, and no one could resist the desire lo enjoy
its cheery comfort. The farmer’s three-cornered
leathern chair soon stood on one side, and mother’s
locker on the other, as they toasted their feet and
draed or chatted in the pleasant wannth.

Tbe boys’ slippers were always ready on tlie
hearth; and when the*big hoots were once off, they
aaturally settied down about the table, where the
lalllamp, with its pretty shade of pressed autumn-
leaves, burned briglitly, and the books and papers
layready to their hands instead of being tiicked
outofsight in the closet. They were beginning to
s« that “ Merry’s notions” had some sense in
ibem since they were made comfortable, and good-
nalutedly took some pains to please her in various
was. Tom brushed his liair and washed his
hands nicely before he carne to table. Dick tried
lolower his boisterous laughtcr, and Hai-ry never
smoked in the sitting-room. Even Roxy expressed
her pleasuré in seeing “ things kind of spruced
w” and Merry’s gentle treatment of the hard-
workmgdrudge won her heart entirely.

Tlie girl was thinking of these changes as she
watered her flowers, dusted the furniture, and laid
irefireready for kindling; and, when all was done,
skesiood a minute to enjoy the pleasant room, full
ofspring sunshine, fresh air and exquisite order.
ltseemed lo give her heart for more distasteful
kibore, and she fell to work at the pies as cheerfully
asifshe liked it.

Mrs. Grant wasflying about the kitchen, getting
ikcloaves of brown and white bread ready for the
liigoven. Roxy’s voice carne up from the cellar
singing “ Bounding Billows,” with a swashing and
stnibbing accompaniment which suggcsted that
die was actually enjoying a “ Ufe on the ocean
*3w.” Merry, in her neat cap and apron. stood
®iling over her work as she deftly rolled and
dipped, filled and covercd, finding a certain sort
"ipleasure in doing it well, and adding interest to
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it by crimping the crust, making pretty devices
with strips of paste and star-shaped prickings of
the fork.

“ Good will giveth skill,” says the provevb, and
even particular Mrs. Grant was satisfied when she
paused to examine the pastry with her expetienced
eye.

“ You are a handy child and a credit to your
bringing up, though | do say it. Those are as
pretty pies as | ’d wish to eat, if they bake well,
and there ’s 110 reason why they should n't.”

“ May | make some taris or rabbits of these
bits? The boys like them, and | enjoy modeling
this son of thing,” said Merry, who was trying to
mold a bird, as she had seen Ralph do with clay to
amuse Jill while the bust was going on.

“ No, dear; there s no time for knickknacks to-
day. The beets ought to be on this minute. Run
and get ’em, and be sure you scrape the carrots
well.”

Poor Merry put away the delicate task she was
just beginning to like, and taking a pan went
down cellar, wishing vegetables could be grown
without earth, for she hated to put her hands in
dirty water. A word of praise to Roxy made that
grateful scrubber leave her work to poke about in
the root-cellar, choosing “ sech as was pretty much
of a muchness, else they would n’t hile even”; so
Merry was spared that part of the job, and went
up to scrdpe and wash without complaint, since it
was for father. She was repaid at noon by the
relish with which he enjoyed his dinner, for Merry
tried to make even a boiled dish pretty by arranging
the beets, carrots, turnips and potatoes in contrast-
ing colors, with the beef liidden under the cabbage
leaves.

“ Now, I ’ll rest and read for an hour, then [l
rake my garden, or run down town to see Molly
and get some seeds,” she thought to herself, as
she put away the spoons and glasses, which she
liked to wash, that they might always be dear and
bright.

“ If you ’ve done all your own mending, there ’s
a hcap of socks to be looked over. Then 1"l
show you about darning the table-cloths. 1 do
hate to have a stitch of work left over till Monday,”
said Mrs. Grant, who never took naps, and prided
herself on sitting down to her ncedie at three P. M.
every day.

“ Yes, mother,” and Merry went slowly up-
stairs, feeling that a part of Saturday ought to be
a holiday after books and work all the week. As
she braidcd up her hair, her eye fell upon the
reflection of her own face in the giass. Not a
happy fior a pretty one just then, and Merry was
so unaccustomed to seeing any other, that invol-
untarily the frown smoothed itself out, the eyes
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iost their weary look, the drooping lips curved into
a smile, and, leaning her elbows on the burean, she
shook her head at herself. saying, half aloud, as
she glanced at Ivanhoe lying near.

“ You need n't look so cross and ugly just
because you can’t liave what you want. Sweep-
ing, bakiiig and darning are not so bacl as being
plagued with lovers and carried off and burnt at
the stake, so | wont envy poor Rebecca her jewels
and curls and romantic times, but make the best
of my own.”

Then she laughed, and the bright face carne
back into the mirror, looking like an oid friend,
and Merry went on dressing with care, for she took
pleasure in her own little charms, and feit a seiise
of comfortin knowing that she could always have
one pretty thing to look at if she kept her own
face serene and sweet. It certainly looked so as it
bent over the pile of big socks half an hour later,
and brightened with each that was laid aside.
Her mother saw it, and, guessing why such wistful
glances.went from dock to window, kindly short-
ened the task of tnble-cloth darning by doing a
good bft herself, before putting it into Merry’s
hands.

She was a good and loving mother in spite of
her strict ways, and knew that it was better for
herromantic daughter to be learning all the housc-
svifely lessons she could teach lier, than to be
reading novéis, writing verses, or philandering
about with her head full of giriish fancies, quite
innocent in themselves, but not the stuff lo live on.
So she wisely taught the hands that prcferrcd to
pick flowers, trim up rooms and mold birds, to
work well with needle, broom and rolling-pin;
put a receipt-book before the eyes that lovecl to
laugh and sveep over tender tales, and kept thc
young head and heart safe and happy with whole-
somc dutics, useful studies, and such harmless
pleasures as girls should love, instead of letting
them Waste their freshness in vague longings, idle
dreams and frivolous pastimes.

But it was often hard to thsvart the docile chile!,
and lately she had seemed to be growing up so
fast that her mother began to fcel a new sort of
tenderncss for this sweet daughter, who was almost
ready to take upon herself the cares, as well as
triumphs and delights, ofmaidenhood. Something
in the droop of the brown head, and the quick
motion of the busy hand with a little burn on it,
made it difficult for Mrs. Grant to keep Merry at
work that day, and her eye watched the dock
almost as impatiently as the girl’s, for she liked to
see the young face brighten when the hour of
release came.

“ What next?” asked Merry, as the last stitch
was set, and she stifled a sigh on hearing the dock
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strike four, for the sun svas getting low. and ihe
lovely afternoon going fast.

“ One more job, if you are not too tired for ji
| want the receipt for diet drink Miss Daives prom.
isetl me; would you like to rim down and get it for
me, dear ?”

“Yes, mother!" and that answer was as blithe
as a robiu’s chirp, for that was just wheje Merr
wanted to go.

Away went thimble and scissors, and in fie
minutes away went Merry, skipping down the hill
ivithout a care in the woild, for a happy henrlsai
singing within, and everything seemed full of
beauty.

She had a capital time with Molly, called onjill,
did her shopping in the village, and had jusl
turned to walk up the hill, when Ralph Evans
carne tramping aloug behind her, looking s
pleased and proud about something that she could
not help asking what it was, for they were great
friends, and Merry thought that to be an nriist wes
the most glorious career a man could choose.

“ |1 know you 've got some good news.” she
said, looking up at him as he touched his hat and
fell into step with her, seeining more conlentedthan
before.

“ | liave, and was just coming up to tell you.
for 1 was sure you would be glacl. It is only a
hope, a chance, but it is .so spiendid | feci asif
1 must shout and dance, or fly over a fence or uro,
to let off steam.”

“ Do tell me, quick; have you got an ortler?"
askcd Merry, full of jnterest at once, for arilsiic
vicissitudes were very romantic, and she likedto
hear about thcin.

“ 1 may go abrond in thc autunm.”

“ Oh, how lovely 1”

“Isn’c it? David Germdn is going to spcnda
year in Rome, to finish a statue, and waiils me w
go along. Grandina is willing, as cousin Maria
wants her for a long visit, so everything looks
promising and | really think | may go."”

“ Wont it cost a great deal ?” asked Merry, who,
in spite of lier little clegancies, had a good deal of
her thrifty mother’s common sensc.

“Yes; and |’ve got to earn it. Butl can—
| know | can, for | *ve savccl some, and | shall «ork
like ten beavers all summer. | wont borrow ifl
can help it, but 1know some one who would lend
ine five hundrecl if | wanted it,” and Ralph looked
as eager and secure as if the eariiing of twice tliai
siim was amere trifle when all ihe longingof his
life was put into his claily tasks.

“ [ wish | had it to give you. It nnist he
spiendid to feel that you can do great iliings ii
you only have the chance. And to traveh and see
all the lovely pictures and statues, and people and
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places in ltaly- How happy you must be !” and
Meriy’s wistful look they always wore
wlien she dreamed dreams of the woild she loved
Dlivc in.

“1am—so happy that | ’ra afraid it never will
liappeii. If 1 do go, | Tlwrite and tell youall about
the fine sights, and how 1 get on. Would you like
meto?" asked Ralph, beginning enthusiastically
Bpd ending rather bashfully, for he admired Merry
very much, and was not quite sure how this pro-
posal woidd be received.

“Indeed 1 should! 1'd feel so grand to have
Ictters from Paris and Rome, and you ’d have so
much to tell it would be almost as good as going
my-sclf," she said, looking off into the daffoclil sky,
asthey paused a minute on thehill-top to get breath,
forboth had ivalked as fast as they talked-

And will you answer the letters ?”” asked Ralph,
satchiiig the innocent face, which looked unusually
kind and beautiful to him in that soft light.

“Why, yes; 17d love to, only I shall not have
anything interesting to say. What can | write
about?" and Merry smiled as she thought how
(bt her letters would sound after the exciting details
liswould doiibtless give.

"Write about yourself, and all the rest of the
people 1 know. Grandmii will be gone, and | shall
vent to hear how you get on.” Ralph looked very
anxious indeed to hear, and Merry promised she
would tell all about the other people, adding, as
sreturned from the evening peace and loveliness
Dlhe house, whence carne the clatter of milk-pans
and the sincll of cooking :

“1never should have anything very nice to tell
aliout myself, for | dor.t do interesting things as
yau do, and you would n’t care to hear about
school, and sewing, and messing 'round at home.”

Merry gave a disdainful little sniff at the savory
perfume of ham which saluted ihcm, and paused
wiih her hand ou the gatc, as if she found it
pleasnntcr out there than in the house. Ralph
seened to agree with her, for, leaning on the gate,
e lingered to say, with real synipathy in histone
Jidsomething else in his face :

“Yes, | should; so you write and tell me all
tboutit. 1did n’t know you had aiiy worries, for
yaualways seemed like one of the happiest people
Dthe world, with so many to pet and care for
yau and plenty of money, and nothing very hard
« haieful to do. You ’d think you were well off
ilymiknewas much about poverty anri work and
‘e'er getting what you want, as 1do.”

You bear your worries so well that nobody
htoivsyou have them. | ought not to complain,
"dlwont, for 1do have all I need. | 'm so glad
I<are going to get what you want at last,” and
'Iwyheld out her hand to say good-night, with
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so much pleasure in her face that Ralph could not
make up his mind to go just yet.

“ | shall have to scratch 'round in a lively way

before | do get it, for David says a fellow can’t
Uve on less than four or five hundred a year,
even living as poor artists have to, in garrets and
on crusts.
all right.

here,” he added, as if some excuse was necessary.

I don't mind as long as Grandtna is
She is away to-night, or 1 should not be

Merry needed no hint, for her tender heart was

louched by the visién of her friend in a garret, and
she suddenly rejoiced that there was ham and eggs
for supper, so that he might be well fed once, at
least, before

he went away to feed on artistic

e crusts.

1'Being here, come in and spend the evening.
The boys will like to hear the news, and so will
father. Do, now.”

It was impossible to refuse the invitation he

had been longing for, and in they went,. to the
great delight of Roxy, who instantly retired to the
pantry, smiling significantly, and brought out the
most elab6rate pie in honor of the occasion. Merry
touched up the table, and put a little vase of flowers
in the middle to redeem the vulgarity of doughnuts.
Ofcourse the boys upset it, but as there was com-
pany nothing was said, and Ralph devoured his
supper with the appetite of a hungry boy, while
watching Merry eat bread and creara out of an old-
fashioned silvcr porringer, and thinking it the
sweetest sight he ever heheld.

Then the young people gathered about the table,

full of the nesv plans, nnd the elders listened as
they rested after the week’s work.
evening, for they all liked Ralph, but as the pareiits
watched Merry sitting among the great lads iike a
little queen among her siibjects, half unconscious
as yet of the power in her hands, they nodded to
one another, and then shook their heads as if they
said:

A pleasant

“ | ’ra afraid the time is coming, mother.”
“ No danger as long as she don’t know it,

father.”

At nine the boys went off to the barn, the farmer

to wind up the eight-day dock, and the housewife
to see how the baked beans and Indian pudding
for to-morrow were getting on in the oven.
took up his hat to go, saying, as he looked at the
shadc on the tall student-lamp :

Ralph

“ What a good light that gives! | can see it as

I go home every night, and it burns up here like a
beacon.
fails to be burning.
know. when 1°’m tired or low in my mind."

| always look for it, and it hardly ever
Sort of cheers up the way, you

“ Then | ’'m very glad | got it. 1liked the shape,

but the boys laughed at it as they did at my bul-
rushes in a ginger-Jar over there.

I’d been reading
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about “houseliolcl art,”and I thought | ’d tryalittie,”
answered Merry, laughing at her own whims.
“You’'ve got a better sort of household art, |
think, foryou make people happy and places pretty,
without fussing over it. This room iseverso mucii
improved every time | come, though | hardly .see
what it is except the flowers,” said Ralph, looking
from the girl to the tall calla that bent its white cup
above her as if to pour its dew upon her head.
“Isn’t that lovely? | Criedto draw it—the shape
was so graceful | wanted to keep it. Butl could n’t.
Isn’t it a pity such beautiful things wont last for-
ever?” and Merry looked regretfully at the half-
facled one that grew beside the fresh blossom.
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like that
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“Thank you, | y much.
Take the real one as amodel—please do; tliereare
inore coming, and this will brighten up your room
for a day or two.”

As she spoke, Merry cut the stein, and, adding
two or three of the great green leaves, pui ite
handsome flowcr in his hand with so mudi good
wiil that he felt asifhe had received a very precious
gift. Then he said good-night, so gratefully thai
Metry’s hand quite tingled with the grasp ofhis,
and wentaway, often looking backward through the
darkness to where the light burned brightiy onthe
hill-top—the beacon kindled by an uneonscious
Hero, for a young Leander swimming gallantly

“ I can keep it for you. It would look well in against wind and tide toward the goal of his
plaster. May 1?” asked Ralph. ambicion.
(To GEcontiKUifi/
A SUMMER STORY.

By Mrs. Annie A. Preston.

A BLUEBIRD mct a buttcrfly,
One lovely summer day,

And sweetly lisped, “ | like your dress,
It ’s very bright and gay.”

There was n’t any butterfly
When bluebird flew asvay!
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Our biack cat inet that shy bluebird
When going for a waik,

And mewed, “ My charming, singing friend,
Let ’s have a quiet talk.”

But there was n’t any bluebird
When puss resuraed her walk!

IN COURT DRESS,

By William E. Griffis.

The Japanese pay great attention to rank and
etiquette. They have thirty-one grades of rank,
and the ambicién of every noble and gentleman is
to get one stcp higher, and highcr yet. Very few,
irrdeed, ever reach as high as the third or second
rank, and none reach the first till after their
cleath.

They make a great fuss about their dress, for
every rank has a special costume. A reception at
the court of the emperor, called the Mikado, is a
wonderful scene of rustling silk robes of every
imaginable color and design of embroidery. A

Japanese dandy is prouder of his floiving sieeves
and trails than a peacock of its feathers.

This exquisite in the picture is of the fifth rank,
and is dressed all in hemp. The long silky fibers
of tliis plant, in Japan, are the finest in tlie «orld,
and when woven into cloth, and dycd blue w,
green, itreserables satin. A tremcndousamounioi |
starch is used to stiffen it. When ready lo
it is like sheet-iron. You may imagine lio™ 'h’'
dandy in the picture feels in this strait-jackei.
When he walks, it rustles like ten oid ladies in
black silk, or a breeze in a row of poplai-trees.
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But he doos n’t walk. He waddles. A goose could
JO more gracefully- American ladies have one
Gail to their skirts; this dandy has two. In some
cases his loose trousers trail two feet behind him.

THE CUVRT ORG5S OF A JAPANRSB MIUTARV NODLS OF

When he sils down—which he does on his knees
nnd licels—he will need four feet square to sprcad
timself upon. .

The reason is this: In Europe, when you are
presented to the king, or kiss the queen’s hand,
youmust walk out backward, so as to show your

not back, to royalty. So, in Japan, at the

Mikado o court, it was not proper to let the feet be
BN The people take off their sandals, and tread
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the soft matting iii their stocking-feet; the long

trains covering the feet.
You canimagine how hard it is to waddle grace-

fully forward and

THE FIKTH RANK.

then backward, without falling

on your nose. 1 warrant,
the nobleman in the picture
had practiced well before he
risked the disgrace of a
tumble at court.

Out-of-doors, the Jap-
anese gentlemen always
wore two swords, one short,
the other long. In-doors,
or on ceremony, only the
short one remained, and
was stuck in the center of
the girdle, with the goid
and silk-wrapped hilt where
it could show best. The
wearer is more proud of
a handsome and costly
sword than a New York
dandy is of watcli and chain,
or scarf-pin. The cap on
his head, which looks like a
trowel without a handle, or
a triangular piece of pie-
crust, or a brick-bat, is
made of black, varnislied
paper. It is held on by
his top-knot, and a white
silk string round his neck.
It also marks his rank.
The middle of his scalp is
shaved according to fash-
ion. On his sleeve and
breast the crest or coat-
of-arms of his family s
stamped.

He is not extreme in
fashion. Nobles of higher
rank wear a still longecr trail
from their coat, and | have
seen Japancse high lords
with ten feet of gold and

silver laced satindragging after them. This was

in-doors,at court,

of course. In the streets, |

have seen themin gold-embroidered satin longandv
loose enough to cover a horse al! over nearly to his
knees. The horse andthe rider looked like one

animal,—a pyramid ofsilk on four legs, topped'by

a black brick.

These fashions in dress and swords

have now passed away. The Mikado and his
nobles dress like gentlemen in Europe and America.
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I’EDRO.

PEDRO,

By \Ym.

Pedro is a dog, to begin with ; so, ifany rcader
thinks this story is to be about an emperor, or
even a Portuguese grandee, and wishes to lead
that kind of a story, and isn’t wiiiing to rcaci just
an every-day kind of a dog-story, he had better pass
by tliis article altogether.

Pedro .began life under difficulties. His moilier
did not move in good society. It may have been
on account of her color, for she was very black.
It may have been on account of her educacién— for
she had n’t any worth speakiiig of. It may have
been because her mother or her mother’s mother
or grandmother, or ever so many gveat-grand-
motheis, did n’t go into good society. They were
a very common fainily of dogs, who woidd lick the
bones they ate, and make a noise with tlieir mouths
when they drank,

Pedro was born in a barn; that wasagainst him.
And it was a rag-dealer’s barn al that, and bis first
bed was a pile of very smelly rags, andas his mother
liad five other little dogs of cxactly his age to look
after, she could n’t ivash and dress him properly, or
tie his tail up in papers to make it curi gracefully,

or do any of those things that well-bred
dog-mothers are in the habit of doing
for their dog-babies.

Pedro optencd his eyes one morning
and looked about him. What do you
think lie saw? A big hoy with a basket
and six stones in it. The boy took a stone and
began tying it to Pedro’s neck with a piece of
cord. He did the same thing to all of Pedro’s
brothers and sisters. (id Pedro think it straiige?
Not a bit of it—he was so jouiig and ignorant

M.
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that he thought that w.is what boys and stones
and covds were for. But Pedro’ mother, poor
thing, slie knew what it all meant. She kreic
that of all the diseases incident to puppyhood,bo)-s
and stones, complicated witli cords, was ihe moa
fatal. Pedro's inoiher had lost seventeen oflier
darlings in a similar way. Talk about scatta
fever, or the croup, or diphthcria after tliai! She
kissed her precious children, moanecl over them a
little, and ivhcn they were taken away in a baskei
was so Overeéme that she had n’t even strengli
enough to lift her drooping tail and wag thema
good-bye.

The boy took the liasket to a lividgc, and lifiing
lhe puppies one by one, sent them over theparapct
—down—down to an anchorage at tile bottom of
the river. Pedro did n't iike it. It made him
dizzy going down; the weight of tlie stone raade
the cord cut liis neck, and the water was coid. H
ivent straight to the bottom, and would hawe
drowned there like the rest if the cord liad been
stronger. But the cord broke. Pedro fuimd oul
that he could swim—and he made for tlie shoic.

He was very coid, very wet, very niucli
discouragcd. He did not like to go bad
where that specklcd-faced boy was; be
sides, he did n't know the way. Sohe
made up his mind that he wouid sel up
for a tiamp j—and started at once on his
travels.

He was a little fellow, but lie gre«<—
grew in s'pite of the kicks and cuffs thar
he inet, in spite of the stonings that lud

boys gave him, in spite of being only hali W
Grew to be a big, black, shaggy dog. with a kind
eye, and one of the most fiiendly and wagifciw.:
tails |1 ever knew. And could n’t he swim?

just ploughed right along in the water, stecnng
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| tiiniself with his shaggy tail, and winkiiig and
I'gnking at the waves, that in ihe sunlight winked
landblinked at him.

But he had no home—poor dog. He slept in
ireby-ways and hedges, and droppcd in at wagon-
‘sheds and crept under road-sidc carts, and some-
Itimes he liad to slcep in the great broad fields
among the clover and the daisies. He wanted a
t«nne\adly enough—every dog does. But nobody
fjould take him in. He used to get driven off
of premises ivith sticks and wUips and
stones. Nobody seemed to want him, and

vivould have looked upon this world as
lavery hard world on dogs had he not
I'seen, now and then, some boys and girls
iliai were treated quite as badly as he was.

So things went on for two years. It
| Htothe ciése of summer. The golden-rod
lad begtin to blossom on the road-sides,
and Pedro know that frost would be along
eremany weeks. He wasin a sea-sidc
loffn, for he loved the occan, and he
al down on the beach to think him-

Isli over. He was getting to be
I shifless. He would wear burrs in

lisshuggy coat for days and days,
adwhen a dog gets to this point of
. shiitlessness he must either turn over
lanew leaf, or go to the had pretty
rapidly. He did not want to get
linto low-lived ways. He was a dog
ofexcellent intentions regarciing hini-

#i—but it somehow seemed to him
ththe had had no kind of a chance
,loUe. He almost wished iliat the
sionc had n’t slipped off his ueck

»hen he had hecn thrown over the
Ibridge. He came very near being in
despair.  The horrid thought crossed liis mind to
1J0and bite somebody in the village and get shot
[for niad. It takes so little trouble for a dog to
I pul himself out of niisery in this waj-. | think he
I*ould have gone and thrown himself off the

ge. but that he knew what an excellent swiin-
| tierhe was, and that it would lie of no use.

He was getting almost miserable, when a
Eenilenian passed by who seemed so well fed. so
| *dl contented with himself and the world, and so
bsppy, that Pedro really cheered up, and wished
1leihe had such a inan for a master ; and when a

¢ behind him came a well-comhed, well-kept
| bule bine skye-terrier, whom this gentleman spoke
gnilyto—even tenderh’, Pedro yearned to get up
h"! adopt the gentleman for a master at once.
| hardly dared to do it. He knew that that

hile bine skye-terrier would fierceiy resent such a

proceeding. Perhaps, however, the gentle-
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man might be willing to give him just a second-
hand bone, and a far-offcérner of a stable to slcep
in for a night or two. That much he would try, at
any rate. So he rose up, and followed the gentle-

GET OUT WID YB 1’

man and the blue skye-terrier at a little distance.
Once the blue skye caughtsight of him, and turned
and gave him a fierce look, as if surmising his in-
teiitions, and then cutled up his aristocratic little
black nose and troited on, as if, after all, such a
matter was quite beneath liis notice.

The gentleman at last walked home, and Pedro
stood at the garden gate and saw them go in.
They had such a welcome, especially the little blue
skye-terrier.  Two pretty children carne out to
meet him, one was a boy of ten years or so, and
the other a young lady of fifteen. The young
lady caught iip the terrier and embraced him, and
even kissed him, and talked softly to him, and
carricd him off at last into the house, where a'
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saucer of milk and dainty bits of coid chicken were
awaiting him. That Pedro knew, for he heard
the little hoy tell him that much.

“ My!” said Pedro, “ if they give him chicken
and milk, they surely can’t grudge me a bone,”—
and so saying, he pushed open a gate and trotted
straight across an elegant flower-bed, and round
the house to the kitchen door. There was a bone,
to be sure, and a very ineaty bone too. Of course
the little dog inside would n’t want it, and of
course nobody .would object to his having it—it
was evident that it had been thrown away, and so
Pedro first sniffed at it, by way of whetting his appe-
tite, and then fell to, and began to gnawblissfully ;
it was about as good a bone as Pedro had ever
had. He had almost forgotten his misery, and
was beginning to feel that the world was n’t such a
bad worid after all, when the kitchen door was
flungopen by a red-faced Irish cook, who bouncea
out with a pan of dirty water and flung it into
Pedro’s face and eyes, saying angrily, as she did
SO;

“ Go ’long wid ye, yer great black feller of a
dawg. You ’re a thavin’ baste to come eating
poor Blitzen’s” (Blitzen was the skye’s fiame, it
seems) “bone. Getout wid ye !” and she seized a
broomstick, and flew at Pedro like a fury.

Pedro was surprised; he hung his tail with mor-
tification and shame and turned to leave, when
out flew Blitzen, barking and yelling, and seized
him by the heels. Pedro might have shaken the
life out of Blitzen in a minute, but he always pridcd
himself upon never turning upon a dog smaller
than himself,—he only started to run, with Blitzen
at his heels. He had nearly reached the gate,
when out rushed the benign gentleman, with a
thick cafie, and said:

“ Oh, you low-bred mongrel cur, | '11 teach you
10 run across my flower-beds! How carne you out
of the pound, you miserable scamp ?” and coming
up to Pedro he deait him such a successiou of
blows as made him stagger, and left him half-bind
with pain.

At last Pedro reached the gate, which fortu-
natelv had been left open, and, darting into the
Street, he freed himselffrom the yelping Blitzen, and
ran as hard as he could toward the bcach. He
had a very bitter feeling in his heart. He was not
conscious of having done any hann, and yet every-

body and everything had turned against him.
Surely it was a hard world.
He lay down on the beach, and began looking

himself over. He was bruised from the tip of his
nose to the tip of his tail. One of his eyes was
half-closed. His heel was smarting where Blitzen
had bitten him, and he was dripping with the
cook’s dirty water. He had n’t energy enough to
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wash himself and dress his wounds. He just [jy |
there and moaned. W hat was he, anyway? Ani
outcast from puppyhood, homeless, hungry, all'
his brothers and sisters drowned, and cvetybixiy

dog and man, beating him. He wondered how
long it would take him to lie there and dic. Hb
made up his niind that he would never nieve on -

one place was as good as another. He couldnt
even solace himself by a swim, because the water
was salt, and would give him pain where he «as
bitten and bruised. So he just stayed still, forlom

and hating himself and everything and everybody. i
He had lain there for houts, and seen ihe tide!
come up, and people go walking along the beach.

Nobody even noticed him, except one boy, wol
flung a pebble-stone at him, and tlien laughed

because he gave a cry of pain.

It got to be afternoon, and, as the tide was high, |
people carne out té6 baihe. Prcsciilly he sawihe
boy and the young lady from the house where he had
beensobadly treated. They had Blitzen «iih them
and a servant who brought towels and bathingj
suits, and a silk cushion. The first thing iheyalli
did was to see that Blitzen had his bath. Howl
carefully they bathed him, and then dried him oni
fine towels, and then the servant pul down iliel
cushion in a warm nook, and spreading a sefli
towel over it, put Blitzen down for a nap. Thenl
the children prepared to bathe. They carne outl
of the bath-house all dressed for the sea, andal
very lovely couple they looked as they dimpled
the smooth sand of the beach with ilieir preiiyl
pink feet. They plunged into the surf. andhadal
glorious time of it. The boy could swim, and hcl
was trying to teach his sister. Pedro almosil
enjoyed seeing them, in spite of himself. Tlieyl
had been in quite a good while, when ihe servanil
called them to conie out.

“ All right,” shouted the boy; “ Floience may|
go out, and | il take one more swiin and tlien Il
come.” So heturned his face toward the horironl
and struck out boldly, and made glorious heads-ayl
against the waves. He was pretty far out, wbeni
there was a cry, he threw up his hands, and ilie|
golden head disappeared beneatli the waves.

Pedro was on his feet in a moment, and liad mu
half-way down the beach. The boy was drowningj
He had iieard that same kind ol u cry oncd
before. He wonld plunge in and save the b",j
That was his first thought. Then he stupp f
“No,” he said, “ I ’ll have my revcnge. TW
boy’s father ill-treated me—his dog bit me; le" |
little cur save him—it is no business uf mine,” ax
he turned to go up the beach again.

“Help! help!” carne from the waier.
sister heard it, and ran out of the bathing-houKI
followed by the servant. They screamed, too, “1
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tielp, but no help was at hand. The pretty sunny
jleadcarne in siglu once more, and was gone. The
women wrung lheir hands in agony. Pedro could
nol stand it—he turned, plunged down the beach,
inthrough the surf, out on the rising and fail-
ing waves, I>attling tliem furiously, as he swara.
Now there are two heads side by side—a
Unck shaggy head, a sunny head and a paie
face. There is no cry now, the poor iittle
blanched lips are too weak for that. Pedro
gires a little moan of desperation, seizes the
balhiiig-jacket by the neck, and turns.
hehav-estrength
jogct this heavy
leight to the
shore? He feels
bis strength is
going fast. The
feilicr has heard
the cry of his
daughter, and is
llpng to  the
beach.  lilitzen
hes waked and
suntis  si.aring,
ifonderiiig what
ilall mcans.
Onewave neat-
eishore. nowon
the crest of an-
(xher, now inthe
suf, now on the
«hilebcach! Pc-
dtodragstheboy
won the sand,
sndliesdown be-
akhim. Hcis
alnost  exliaust-
td. Tiicy don’t
toe him away now. Pcrhaps they
bimin this awful moment. They
orer the boy. Oh, the blanched
father, and the tearful face of the sister! The
scifani has run for blankets. They are rubbtng
thechild and trying to detect some signs of life.
Nrwthe mother comes—she secs her ioov lying
theresdfr and palé—and gives a quick cry of pain,
>ndihen stoops over him and puts her hand anx-
kwsly on his lieart. Yes—yes—it beats, but so
toly! jll a minute it may stop. She ciasps the
We hands and prays—oh, how she prays !
Yes, he ’s alive ; he s opening his eyes. Pedro
« tested a little, and comes and looks 011,
¢hile ihoy wrap the boy in a blanket, and then
htsays to himself: “ Well, | can’t do anything
&te. 1guess | 11 be going ;” and he goes and

P&DBO
hardly notice

are working
face of the
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touches the little hand with his tongue to be sure
there is some life there, and turns to go away.

W hat is this we see? Yes; a strong man falUng
on this dog’s neck and kissing his shaggy head,

IS AN OUTCAST Kr> LONOBK |

while the great tears roil down his cheeks;—a pair
of fair young arms thrown about poor Pedro’s black
and dripping body, while a rare palé face buries
itself in his shaggy fur and weeps for joy. Pedro
isan outcast no longer! The sunshine is coming
in upon his life now. It carne tlirough doing a
simple duty, as raost sunshine comes.

Pedro has a home now. No bed is too-soft for
him,—no food too choice! He might have che
whole roast off the table any day he' chose to ask
for it. He wears a silver collar, and he sieeps in
the fainiiy sitting-room, and they pet him, and taik
to him, and sometimes the gentleman whom lie fol-
lowed that morning will lay his hand on his head,
and tears will fall on the black fur, and the dog will
hear him say, in a voice that trembles a good deal:

“ God bless our Pedro, that saved my boy !'”
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ELIZA WRITES A PAPER.
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WRITES A PAPER.

By Lucretia P. H.ale.

Elizabeth Eliza joLned the Circumainbient
Club with the iilea that it. would be a long time
ljefore she, a riew member, would have to read a
paper. She would have time to hear the other pa-
persread, and to seehow it was done, and she would
find it easy when her turn came. By that time
she would have some ideas; and long before she
would be called upon, she would have leisure
to sit down and write out something. But a year
passed away, and the time was drawing near. She
had, meanvvhile, devoted herselfto her studies, and
had tried to iiiform heiself on all subjects by ivay
of preparation. She had consulted one of the oid
members of the club, as to the choice of a subject.

“ Oh, write about anything,” was the answer;
“ anything you have been thinking of.”

Elizabeth Eliza was forced to say she had not
been thinking lately. She had not had time.
The family had moved, and there was always an
exciteracnt about something, that prevented her
sitting down to think.

“ Why not write out your family adventiires? ”
asked the oid member.

Elizabeth Eliza was sure her mother would think
it made them too public, and most of the club
papers she observcd had some thought in them ;
she preferred to find an idea.

So she set herself to the occupalion of thinking.
She went out on the piazza to think; she stayed in
the house to think. She tried a corner of the
china-closet. She tried thinking in lhe cars, and
lost her pocket-book; she tried it in the garden,
and walked into the strawberry bed. In the house
and out of the house, it seemed to be the same—she
could not think of anything to think of. For many
weeks she was seen sitting on the sofd or in the
window. and nobody disturbed her. “ She is tlunk-
ing about her paper.” the family wouldsay, but she
only knew that she could not think of anything.

Agamemnon told her lhai many wiiters waited
lili the last moinent, when inspiralion eame, which
was miich finer than anything studied. Elizabeth
Eliza thouglit it would be terrible to wait till the
last mom.eni, if the inspiratiun should not come!
Sbe might combine the two ways; wait till a few
days before the last, and then sit down and write
anyhow. This wouid give a chance for inspiration,
while she would not run the rislc of writing nothing.

She was much discouraged; perhaps she had
better give it up. But no; everybody wrote a pa-
per, ifnot now, she woiild have to do it some time!

And at last the idea of a subject came to her!
But it was as hard lo find a moment lo sviite as to
think. The morning was noisy, till the little boys 1
had gone to school, for they had begun ayainupon|
their regular course, with the plan of taking up die
study of eider in October. And after the littlel
bois had gone to school, now it was onc thing, nowl
it was another; the china-closet to be cieaned. a
one of the neighbors in to look at the semng-
machine. She tried after dinner, lout «ould I
asleep. She feit that evening would be the Irne|
time, after the cares of day were over.

The Peterkins had wire mosquito-nets all overl
the house, ai every door and every window. Tlicjl
were as eager to keep out the flies as llie raosqui-l
toes. The doors were all furnished with sirongl
springs, that pulled the doors to as soon as lhcyl
ivere opened. Tlie little boys had practiced run-l
ning in and out ofeach door, and slammingitafieri
them. This made a good deal of noise, fot tlicyj
liad gained great success in making one door slauil
directly after another, and at times would keep upi
arunning volley ofartillery, as they called it, niihl
the slamming of the doors. Mr. Pctcvkin. ho«ewr.|
preferred it to flies.

So Elizabeth Eliza felt she would veniurelowiite|
of a summer evening ivitli all the windovs open.

She seated herself one evening in the bbraiy,!
betwcen two large kerosene lamps, with |xiper, p |
and ink before her. It was a beautiful night, «iitif
the smell of the roses coming in through the noi
quito-nets, and just the fnintest odor nf kerosend
by her side. She began upon herwork. BuHvbi
was her dismay ! She found herself immeddiiel)|
surrounded with mosquitoes. They altacked hs
at every point. They fell upon her Iwnd assha
moved it to the inkstand; tney hovered. buninfl
over her head ; they pianted themsclvcs under th)
lace of her sleeve. Ifshe moved her left hand tJ
frighten them off from one point, anothct bann
fixed themsclves upon her right hand. Nci
only did they fliitter and sting, but they saiig i"*
heathenish manner, distractingheraitentionns”
tried to write, as she tried to ivaft them off.
was this all. Myriads of June-bugs and milleil
hovered round, flung themselvcs into the hmpsj
and made disagreeable funeral pyres of ihcmsehe
tumbling noisily on her paper in their “j
pleasant agonies. Occasionally one darted wihj

rush toward Elizabeth Eliza’s head.
If there was anything Elizabeth Eliza hadaiw'?
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jf itwasa June-bug. She had lieard that they had
j jendency to get into the hair. One had been
taught in the hair of a friend of hers, svho had long,
iuxuriaiit hair. But the legs-of tlie June-bug were
Iciught in it like fish-hooks, and it had to be cut
out. and tlie June-bug was only extricated by sacri-
Ilicing large masses of the flowing locks.

Eliiabeth Eliza flung her handkerchicf over her
litd. Couldshe sacrifice what hair she had to the
| daiiTisof literature ? She gave a cry of dismay.

The little boys rushed iii a moment to the rescue.
|1 The)' llappfitl ucwspapers. flung sofa-cushions, they
offered to stand by her side with fly-whisks, that
iliemight be free to write. But the struggle was
tDoexciting for her, and the flying insects seemed
Dijaerease. Moths of every description, large
bro«n moths, small, dclicatc white millers whiricd
ibout licr, while the iiTitating hum of the mosquito
kepi 011 more than ever. Mr. Peterkin and the
liet of thc family carne in, to inquire about thc
luwible. It was discovered that each of the iittle
llayshad been standing in the openingof a wire-
liioor forsome time, watching to see when Elizabeth
IHiza ivoLikl have inade her preparations and would
Ibtgiii to write. Countless niimbcrs of dor-bugs
ladd winged creatures of every description had
lideu occasion to come iu. It was found that they
litrc inevery part of the house.

“We might open all the blinds and screens,”
laggested Agamemnon, " and make a vigorous on-
libughl and drive them all out at once.”

Ido believe there are more inside than out.
|iHw,"5uid Solomou folin.

"Tlie wire-nets, of course,” said Agamemnon,
|' ‘keep them in now.”

“Wemight gooutside,” proposed Soioinon John,

I “jnddrive in all that are ieft. Then to-morrow
luormiig, nlicn they are all torpid, kill them, and
liatecollections of them .”
I Agamemnon had a tciU whicli he had provided
ladasclie should ever go to thc Adirondacks, and
Iktproposed using it for the night. The little boys
|«w«ild for this.

lits. Peterkin thought she and Elizabeth Eliza
Iwild prefcr tryiug to sleep in the house. But
prnaps Elizabeth Eliza would go on with her paper
[»iiliinore comfort out of doors.

Astiideiu’s lamp was carried out, and she was
Ifioblished oii the steps of the back piazza, while

were all carefully closed to prevent the
Itequitoes and insects from flying out. But it was
I*ause. There were outside still swarms of
1 ~ creatures that plunged themselves about
l«,and she had not been there long before a huge
himself into the lamp, and put it out.

P"eup for the evening.

the paper went on. "How fortinate !”
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exclaiined Elizabeth Eliza, “ that 1did not put it
off till the last evening !” Having once begun, she
perseverad in it at every odd moment of the day.
Agamemnon presented her with a volume of “ Syn”
onyms,” which was of great Service to her. S
read her paper, in its various stages, to AgamemnaiO
first, for his criticism, then to her father in ata
library, tiren to Mr. and Mrs. Peterkin togeth
next lo Solomon John, and afterward to the whtte
family assembled. She was almost glad that tW
lady from Pliiladelphia was not in town, as slwW.»
wished it to be her own unaidecl production. S h\y U
declined all invitations forthe week before the night
of the club, and on the very day she kept herroom,
with eau sucre, that she might save her voice.
Solomon John provided her with Brown’s Bron-
chiai Troches when the evening carne, and Mrs.
Peterkin aclvised a handkerchicf over her head, in
case of June-bugs- It was, however, a cool night.
Agamemnon escorted her to the house.

The club met at Anu Maria Bromwich’s. No
gentlemen were admitted to the regular meetings.
There were what Solomon John called “ occa-
sionalannual meetings,” to which they were invited,
when all the choicest papers of the year werere-read.

Elizabeth Eliza was placed at the head of the
room, at a small tablc, with a brilliant gas jet on
oneside. ltwasso coolthewindows could be closed.
Mrs. Peterkin, as a guest, sat in the front row.

This was her pap*er, as Elizabeth Eliza read it,
for she frequently inserted fresh expressions:

“The Sun.

“ It is impossible that much can be known about
itt. This is why we have taken it up as a subject.
We mean the sur, that lightsiis by day, and leaves
USby night. In the first place, it is so far off. No
mecasuring tapes could reach it, and both the carth
and thc sun are itiovLng about so, that it would be
difficult to adjust ladders to reach it, if we could.
Of course, people have wrilten about it, and there
are those who have told us how itiany miles off it is.
But it is a very large number, with a great many
figures in it, and lhough it is taught in most, if not
all, of ourpublicschools, it isa chance ifany one of
the scholars renienibers exactly how much it is.

“ It is thc same with its size. We cannot, as we
have said, reach it by ladders lo measure it, and if
we did reach it, we should have no measuring tapes
large enough, and those that shut up with springs
are difficult to use in a high place. We are told,
it is true, in a great many of the school-books, the
size of the sun; but, again, very few of those who
have learned the number have been able to
remember it after they have recited it, even if they
remembered it then. And almostall of the scholars
have lost their school-books, or have neglected to
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carry them honie, and so they are not able to refcr
to them. | mean after leaving school.
that is the case with me, | should say with us,
though it was different. The oider ones gave their
school-books to the younger ones, who took them
back to school to lose them, or who ha\-e destroyed
them when there were no younger ones to go to
school. | should say there are such families.
W hat 1 mean is, the fact that, in some famiiies,
there are no younger children to take off the school-
books. But, even then, they are putaway on upper
shelves in closets or in attics, and seldom found if
wanted—if then, dusty.

“ Of course we all know of a class of persons called
astronomers, who might be able to give us Informa-
tion on the subject in hand, and who probably do
fumish what Information is found in school-books.
It should be observed, however, that these astrono-
mers carry on their observations always in the night.
Now, it is well known that the sun doesnot sliine in
the night. Indeed, Ihatisoneof the peculiarities of
the night, that there is no sun to light us, so we have
to go to bed as long as there is nothing else we can
do without its light, unless we use lamps, gas or
kerosene, which is very well for the evening, but
would be expensive all night long; tbe same with
candles. How, then, can we depend upon their
statements, if not made from their own observa-
tion? | mean, if they never saw the sun.

‘“Wecannotexpect that astfonoraers should give
us any valuable Information with regard to the sun,

| must say

which they never see, thcir occupation corapelling.

them to be up at night.

It is quite likely that they
never see it.

For we should not expect them to
sit up all day as well as all night, as, under such
circumstances, their lives would not last long.

“ Indeed, we are told that their fiame is taken
from tlie 't/oxdaster, which means ‘star,’ the woi'd is
‘aster—know—more." This, doubtless, means
that they know more about the stars than other
things. We see, tlierefore, that their knowledge is
confined to the stars, and we cannot trustwhat they
have to tell us of the sun.

“There are other astcrs which should not be
mixed up with these,—we mean those growing by
tlie way-side in the fall of the year. The astrono-
mers, from their nocturnal habits, can scarcely ije
acquainted with them; but, as it does not come
within our province, we will not inquire.

“We are left, then, to seek our own information
about the sun. But we are inet with a difficulty.
To know a thing, we must look at it. How can
we look at the sun? It is so very bright that our
eyes are daizled in gazing upon it. We have to
turn away, or they would be put out,—the sight, |
mean. It is true, we might use smoked glass, but
that is apt to come off on the nose. How, then, if
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we cannot look at it, can we find out about it:
The noonday would seem to be the better bour,
when it is the sunniest; but, besides injuring ihe
eyes, it is painful to the neck to look up fora long
time. It is easy to say that our exaitiination of
this heavenly body should take place at. sunrise,
when we could look at it more on a level, witliout
having to endanger the spine.
people are up at sunrise? Those who get up
early do it because they are compelled to, and
have somcthing else to do than look at the sun.

“ The milk-nian goes forth to carry the daily
milk, the ice-man to leave the daily ice. But eithei
ofthese would be afraid of exposing their vehiclesto
the heating orb of day,—the inilk-inan afraid ot
tuvning the milk, the ice-nlan tiinorousof meliing
his ice,—and they proinably avoid those directions
where tliey shall meet the sun’s rays. The siudenl,
who might inform us, has been burning the mid
night oil, The student is not in the mood lo
consider the early sun.

“ There remains to us the evening, also,—llie
leisure hour of the day. But, alas 1 our housesare
not built with an adaptation to this subject. They
are seldom made to look toward the suiiset. A
carefiil inquiry and ciése observation, such as have
been called for in preparalion of this paper, hae
developed the fact that not a single house in Uis
town faces the sunsetl There may be windoivs
looking thiit way, but, in such a case, there is
always a barn between. | can testify lo this from
personal observations, because, with my I>others, i
we have walked through the several strcels of Ihis |
town with note-books, carefully noting e\ejy house |
looking upon the sunset, and have found noe
from which the sunset could be studied. Sometimes
it was the next house, hometimes a row of houses.
or its own wood-house, that stood in the way.

“ Of course, a sludy ofthe sun might be piirsued
out-of-doors. But, in summer, sun-stroke would ke
likely tofollow; in winter, neuralgia and coid. Ad
hosv could you consult your books, your diclionl
aries, yourencydopeciias? There seems cobemo
hour of the dav for studying the sun. You mig"l
go to the East to see it at its rising, ot toil>
W est to gaze upon its setting, but—you don .

But how many

Here Elizabeth Eliza carne to a pause,
written five different endings, and had
them all, thinking, when the moment carne, sK-
would choose one of them. She was pausmg
seiect one, and inaclvertently said, to citse
phrase, “ you don’t.” She had not to'
the expression, which she wouid not have t ouOT
sufficiencly imposing,—it dropped out un
sciously,—but it was received as a cifse
rapturous applause.

She l
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iSb1
She had read slowly, and now that the audi- PeterWin j oci
eace applauded at such a length, she had time to others,-and demanded admissrn'”"™"
feel sbe was much exhausted and riad of an end “ogjine» it n . , !
m, .0. stop .tare, .housh ,he' we, ”,e Mari. R
Elizabeth Eliza j ,

pages more ? Applause, too, was heard from the

Some of the gentlemen had come,-Mr. with her applauding friends.

ouiside,

THE LITTLE MODELS.

By R. E. Francillonl

The sjtters""throne"o?";,
The metal ljox behind, where he tk 1 fittmg-
A

The painter, keeps hU brushes Of . i L
Of patience while they ’re sitting.
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They -ve sat for hours-three weary whiles-

Wi itli limhs for frolic aching,
And naught but stolen, quick-sent smiles

Toease such picture-making.

W hat ’s Art to them ? what’s e’en its fiame

To Tina, here, and Beppo?
Though here 's the Atlantic in a frame,

A desert from Aleppo;
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A French chateau, an English huy,
A cataract from Norway—
They ’d rather see that water-fall
Come tumbling through the door-wsyi

The painter does his utmost pait
To reach to glory’s stature;
These sit, 'mid all the stram o
Two little scraps of Nature.
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And never heed, for dream, fior cate
That, when their picture made is,

They Tl be held worthy of the stare
Of crides, lords and ladies;

Who now would pass them by, as
Till painted, nothing matters—

So much of glory Art can give
To Natures rags and tatters !

Not less their picture's good to greet
Because 't is all so common:

He eats—she likes to see him eat,
Like grown-up man and woman.

Between their eyes, the colors blent
Around lhe walls grow fainter,

Till love, the puré and innocent,
Becomes their portrait-painter.

I ’d wish this
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He sees but her: she sees but him:
And, though he TI clean forget her
When Change and Growth her picture dim,
They TI never paint a better.

Perhaps—who knows?—small Beppo there
W ill catch from paint and plaster

The inspiration of the air.
And grow, himself, a master ;

Perhaps—But who can read ‘mayhap ’?
And who can fathom ‘whether’?

If I could buy a wishing-cap
| 'd wish them kept together,

As puré in heart, in thought,
As simple in their story,

As if there were no Art to try
To thrust them into glory.

in eye,

love to last them still,

Our grown-up hearts reproving—
To take all else that Heaven may will

So that it leaves them

TOM’'S ANTI-FIRE-CRACKER

loving.

LEAGUE.

By Mary W ager Fisher.

"Mother, mother, why does Miss Scott wear
tlioe horrid green goggles?” asked twelve-year-
dMTom Dixon one summer’s day, after the
(lepariuro of that lady from a visit to his mother,

"Because her eyes are very sensitive to the
igt. She is nearly blind, my chitd.”

“And what made her so, mamma?
1straysso blind?”

“No; she had as bright and as good eyes as
irahave, Toinmy, when she was six years oid.”

"But what put 'em out, mother?” puvsued the

W as she

"Fire-crackers.”

"Fire-crackers? How funny !”

'Ciése your eyes, Tom, so that you can’t see.
| Ifiere, do you find it “ funny ’?” asked his mother.

TNo; I—I did .n’t mean funny. May be |
| Msit quter.  Any way, how did fire-crackers do
| «.iticiihei?"

Tt was on a Fourth of'July. A boy in the
|Sieet wanted to ‘ frighten the little girl,'—so he
»—and he threw a lighled bunch of fire-crackers
| They exploded in her face and eyes. And
Voi. VII.—47,

now, the doctor says that at the end of"another
year she will be entirely blind, and can never,
never again see the sunshine, fior anything.”

Tom sat with a scared and solemn look on his
little face. He could imagine nothing so terrible
as to be blind.

“ That was an awful, abominable thing to do;
was it not, mamma?”

“ Most abominable, indeed,” she replied, srail-
ing to herselfat Tommy’s large word.

“ And what did they do to the'boy, mamma? ”

“ I never knew, Tom, that anything was done
to him. His father, | believe, pald quite a sum of
money to Mr. Scott to pay doctors’ bilis, for the
little girl was for a long time under the care of an
oculist, which is a person who treats diseases of the
eye. But the boy’s family soon after moved away,
and it was said to be on his account, for he was
never happy after that. Every time that he saw
Susy Scott, with her scarred face and her eyes shut
in behind green glasses, and felt that he was the
cause of it all, he could not bearit. Then, too,
the boys and girls at school taunted him with it.
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After he left thc village | heard nothing more of
him. | daré say that he never agam wanted to
see, or hear, a fire-cracker.”

Now Tommy, only the day before, had been
tcasing his papa for a supply of fire-crackers for
the coming “ Fourtb,” which was little more than
a week off, and this story of Susy Scott was mak-
ine his busy btain think of what it bad never
thought of before. And when a boy thinks, he
asks guestions. _" )

“ Mamma, did you ever hear of fire-crackers
hurting anybody else ?” he asked.

“Yes' a great many people. A fine, large,
beautifulcity in the State of Maine was destroyed
some years ago by a fire kindled by a fire-cracker,
and hundreds of people had their homes and all
they possessed burned up. Suppose, Tom, that
we look at your papa’s files of daily papers and see
if we can find a list of the accidents caused by fire-
crackers on the Fourth of July last year m the c.ty,
for the family lived in a liitle village not far fiom
Philadelphia. .

So upstairs went Tora and his mother, to the
very top of the house, where the papa had a large
room with books and great piles
and magazines. Finally, they found the Philadel-
éhia Daily Trumpel for July, 1878-

“ Now, we will look in the paper of July 5tn,
said the mother. *“ Here they are,Fourth of
Tuly Casualties," ” and Mrs. Dixon glanced down the
long list of shot, burned, maimed, bruised petsons
with broken bones and broken heads, all resuliing
from Fourth of July powder. Bul as they were
chieflv interested in fire-crackers,—those little red-
coated, long-tailed powder-barrels that the Chinese
so deftly make,—his mother said;

“ 1 will make a skip, hop and Jump down the
Une, Tommy, to read what the fire-crackers did,
and you can follow me with your two ears.

“ “A boy had his hands badly burnt-

“ “A horse frightened, ran away—wagén broken
—a man thrown out and his arm broken.

‘“ Another runaway—driver’s shoulder

hirst.

dislo-
cated.

«“ A child frightened, and, while runnuig ex-
citedly across the Street, was run over by a horse
and wagén and horribly inangled.

““ A girl’s dress seton fire; girl badly burned.

' “Another runaway. Lady thrown from her
carriagc—taken up for dead—carried to a hospital
—Nife despaired of. 1 e C j

“ “Another boy burnt about the face—dishgurea
probably for life. .ch

“ ‘A young womau burnt to death. A nre-
cracker thrown at her feet set her hght cbthing
on fire, and in a moment she was m

flames.
She died, two hours later, in great agony.’
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At this point Mrs. Dixon glanced at Tom. He 1
sat with his face white as a sheet, his great black
eyes shining wide with horror. |

“ 1 think I 've read enough, Tommy," said bis
mother. ) 1

-“ And as much bad happened m all the other
large cities as in Philadelphia asked the boy.

“ Yes; and ifi some places much more. Ifall
the accidents in the whole country from fire
crackers on the Fourth of July were put together,
they would make a large book. Then, too, you
must remember that many sick and nervous people
ai-e made worse by the noise and excitemenl, and
sometimes die because of it. Don’t you thinkit
verystrange, Tom, that boys are always waning
fire-crackers for the Fourth of July ?” -0

“Didn’t you ever hear of fire-crackers doing1
anybody good, mamma?” asked Tommy, not|
heeding his mother’s question.

“ Never, Tom.”

Then Tom thought deeply for a moment.

“ Do you s’pose, mamma, that anybody could
have a

regular Fourth of July without firel
crackers ?” .
“ Certainly, Tommy, | think so. It seemsto

me a very stupid way for American boys to cde-
brate the independence of their country hy touch-
ing off Chinese powder. They ought to have mt
enough to invent something themselves,-some-
thing more American, and that will not be a
nuisance. W hat would you thmk of using flre
crackers on Christmas?”

“ That would be funny 1” laughed the boy.

“ But there are boys and girls,” said bis mother, |
“ who would think Christmas a very poor Chnst-
mas without fire-crackers. At least, *ey di a|
few years ago, in some of the Southern cities. Bn
for a great many years after the of Jj I
was born, nobody celebrated the day
crackers. They carne into fasb.on “ecau” me-J
chants could buy them very
Chinese, and could make a I
bringing them to this country and s"limg |
American boys to make a noise with. Anfl j
afmid that some boys, if they could would tia”l
their heads for a noise machine. But you .1
Tommy, that the Fourth ofJuly lived a good
years without the fire-crackers, and the boy "
girls had just as fine a time then asn
nobody hurt with powder.”

“ 1 should n’t think that childrens J
mothers-es would let them have fire-ctacl. is, 1
observed Tommy, shrewdly.

“ Neilher should 1,” laughed his moHier.
wonder why they do? | wish you would aK
boys that you know, how it happens.

And Tom began that very day.
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Ashe was going tothe post-office for ihe mail, he
met two of his schoolmates, Jack Thompson and
Frank Jones, and they began at once to talk about
ihe Fourth

“Father ’s going to give me seventy-five cents to
buy fite-crackers,” said Jack, “ and Frank ’s goiitg
tuhave a lot, and Jim Barnes and Kit Lawson ’s
goinj to put their funds into torpedees,”—and he
said “ funds ” as though they had a million or two
ofdollars to spend. “ And what ’ll you contribute,
Tom? We re all going to meet in the square and
meke things zip. There ’ll be a regular swell time,
I youbetter believe.”

“What makes your fathers-es give you money to
I iny fite-crackers ? ” asked Tom.

“Buy fire-crackers? And the_ Fourth o’ July

| coming?" exclaimed Jack, in astonishment. “ You

doviknow what you ’re talking about, Tom Dixon!
IWhy, a Fourth o’ July without fire-crackers would
| belike a—a—a—"

1Yes, it would,” added Frank, gravely, but
liith a twinkle in his merry brown eyés. “ We
fiould never survive it!” at which the looys roared
I filh laughter.

“But who ever heard ofa Fourth o’ July without
|crackets?” persisted Jack.

“lhave,” said Tom, a little proudly.

“And 1, too,” remarked a voice behind them.
1“Ifyou Il come over with me to the square, boys,

sit aivhile on tlic bench, | ’ll tell you all
I about it.”

The speaker was good oid Squire Lewis, who,
|Ik boys thought, was the oldest man in the
iMild. He was eighty-six, and he .remembered
Irery well when the boys and girls he knew, who
Ictlebraledthe Fourth of July, had never heai-d of
|Srs-crackers.  And after telling the boys about

is be went on to tell them how thé clay was cele-
jbiitedwhen he was a boy—of the picnics in the
|w«ds—how the prettiest girl was dressed as a

issof liberty, and the smartest boy delivered
laooration; how they had flags and drums and a
h(t,and shouted and hurrahed until they were tired
liiul hoarse, and glad enough, when night came,
Itotamble off into bed, and wait until next day to
libinkwhat a jolly, jolly time lhey had liad. And
luobody was scared to death, fior burnt with pow-
Ite “We thought there had been enough peo-
llkpeppered with powder in the Revolutionary
I'a’; and why should we burn up any more in
|®kbraling our victory?” concluded the Squire,
licding at each of the three boys inquiringly.

I I'ni down on fire-crackers and powder,” said

sioutly, rising to his feet and stuffing his

I"wds inthe side pockets of his linen coat. “ That’s
I® «ay Miss Scott got her eyes hurt,” and he
Ithiedbow it happened.
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This sad story, as Tom told it, seemed to make
quite an impression upon the boys, although Jack
contended that a boy must be a “ born fool” to
tlirow a bunch of liglited fire-crackers at a little
girl in that way,

But Tom did not stop with the Scott story, He
stood in front ofthe bench and repeated all he could
remeraber ofwhat his motherhad told him and read
to him out of the last year’s newspaper in the
morning, and then the boys remembered having
heard of the young woman who was burned to
death by her dress having lueen set in a blaze by
a fire-cracker.

Then, for-a long time for boys,—fully a quarter
ofa minute,—nobody said anything. At last, Tom
said:

“ Say, s'posin’ we get up a Union League on the
cracker question ?”

“ A nesv Declaration of
served Frank, with a laugh.

“Very good ! very good !” said Squire Lewis,
thumping with his cafie on the bench for applause.
“Independence from China, this time !” with more
applause.

“ But what’ll we do with our
Jack, financially.

“ Put ’em into ice cream,” said Frank, and then,
as if catching at a brand-neiv idea, he hopped up
and stood by Tom. “ 1 Il tell youwhat! Let’s
say nothiiig to*our folks about it, only make sure
of our money—the money for the fire-crackers,
you know. Then let ’s take that cash and give a
Fourth of July ice-cream party and invite the—the
girls.”

“But where’d we have it?” asked Jack, who
was ahvays seeing lions in the way.

“ Let me fix that,” said the oid Squire. “ You
invite your girls and order your ice cream, and
come around to my house on the morning of the
Fourth,—say halfa dozen of you. Trust me that
you ’ll llave the best Fourth of Jul)' that ever you

Independence,” ob-

funds?” asked

had. And | ’ll keep your secret, boys.”
“ And where ’ll we get our half-dozen? All the
other boys ’ll want to have fire-crackers. They U

never give them up. You ’ll see.”
was Doubting Jack who said that.

“ Cali a mass mceting of the boys !” said Tom.
“ That ’s the way big folks-do. Get the boys lo-
gether, say, to-morrosv afternoon. We can meet
behind papa’s carriage house. Nobody ’ll hear us
talktlierc.”

“ .And we ’ll have Tom, here, to be our Daniel
Webster of the meeling,” said the ever-ready
Frank. “ He can tell 'em what he got off to-day
to US about fire-crackers, and that we propose to
strike out in a new line this year and use our fire-
crackcr and torpedo money for something else,

Of course it
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and that every boy who wants to join iis can do so,
by twisting our two tliumbs and putting his Fourth
ofJuly money into our bag. Then we ’ll 'point a
committee, and there ’s where we U get out half-
dozen. | know as many as eight boys who | ’'m
pretty sure will join.”

“ Exactly,” said Tom, as if feeling sure that
Frank’s argument was a “ cUncher.” Then, after
some fuither arrangements for the “ mass meet-
ing,” and more encouraging words from oid Squire
Lewis, the boys separated, and Tom, remembering
that he had lefthome to go to the post-office, ran
off at full speed.

To tell the story of the next few days would take
too long. The mass ineeting was quite a success,
and Tom’s speech sounded better than ever. Most
of the boys agreed to the new pian; they were
willing to try it for once, at least, to see how it
would go; for no boy, however full oflife and fun,
takes pleasure in doing what causes hann, and
often great suffering. No really manly boy, |
mean—only the cowards do that. A manly and
truly brave boy always has a tender heart, and is
thoughtful, too. Several of the boys who did not
join the League that day, joinedafterward in time
for the “ Fourth.”

The “ Fourth” was a lovely day, as it proved,
and the “ committee,” with Squire Lewis, ar-
ranged chairs and tables under the wide-spreading
apple trees in his garden. This “ committee”
proved to be a very wonderful committee, for,
after it began to think, it thought of a great many
things,—of begging bouquets from the ladies of
the village, of wheedling mothers and sisters into
baking sponge cakes for an affair that must be
kept a profound secret, and Mrs. Dixon was waited
upon to know if she would kindly traiii ten boys to

ANTI-FIRE-CRACKER
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sing some patriotic pieces, for Tom could play ihe
organ, you see. So, when the day carne, the time
had been so well improved that the committee had
everything “jusl spiendid,” as the girls said-
flowers and music and everything. Tom had his
organ there, and the boys sang really very well-
at all events, they made a respectablc noise and
were loudly cheered, and the cake and ice crean
were all right.

The girls, who were invited to come to Squire
Lewis's garden gate at four o’clock P. m, «ere
half afraid of a hoax, and were - dying" to kno»
what it all meant. But when the flag went up jj
the garden, the secret of the week began to leah!
out, and a very nice secret everybody thoiighlit,
too. The “ fathers-es ” and “ mothers-es,” asTon
respectfully called the parents, declared it was the |
mostrespectable “ Fourth ” they had ever known.
And when they carne to know aioout thc Anti-Fir” |
cracker League, then every one declared thatin
future they would double the young folks’ Founhl
of July money as long as they put it to sucha|
cliarming use.

And that was the way Tom’s reform began, i
This coming “ Fourth,” the Anti-Fire-crackcpl
League-Fourth-of-July party is expectccl to beal
great deal better than the one of last year.

It will be held in the large garden of ihel
Dixons’ house, for good oid-Squire Lewis isnol
longer alive to invite the boys fo his garden.l
One of the last things he talked about ivas ihatl
Fourth of July party. He was glad that be hadl
lived to see it, and by his will he gave a ive-l
dollar gold piece each to Toin Dixon, Frankj
Jones and Jack Thompson.

But | don’t think Jack deserved his so niud|
as did the others. D.oyou?



BUTTONS AND

BUTTONS

By Laura

h tum about, turn about, whirlv me uet'

Ad .hat svill my little one be when hel’big?
iHhow many buttons has baby to show?

|forihis is the way baby’s fortune to know.

Arich man-a poor man—a beggar-a thief—

Adwor-a lawyer-a merchant—a chief;
. what a great one my baby might be
yne boasted eight buttons, you see!

wn

d )
«ven would make him a merchant—but

has not seven buttons to show!

AND

FORTUNES.

FORTUNES.

Ledyard.

i ,
Nor fivei nL W r
’ N

frightened.  Four mwould

|
- N
be a fix|

Because, if it should be, he could be a thief
But no—he's not four, even, What a relief!
And now if a beggar my baby should be,

1 ’ll count—but he wont, for he cannot show three!

A poor man? Well, well,-can it really be true?
My poor pmned-in darling has not even two!
A rich man. perhaps,—but the child has n’t one,—
Of fortunes and buttons my baby has none!

But baby and I,—why, we don’t care a feather,
The buttons and fortunes will all come too-ether.
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By Geo.

The river that forms the outlet of Lake Cham-
plain has many fames, taken from the towns
through which it passes; and various book-makers
have chosen different ones, so that confusién must
often arise in the minds of hasty readers. For
convenience, 1 will cali it Sord; and tbe readers
of St. NiCHOLAS can readily find out from the
map what rrrust be the others.

In the parish of Chambly, which lies south-east
of Montreal, the Sorel widens to a broad basin,
with pleasant islands, and just above are rapids.
Another point of interese at this place is the oid
fort, or castle, on the west bank of the river. It was
builtby the Frencb,in 1711, when “ Queen Anne’s
war” was raging between England and France.
But the interest which my readers will find in it
must come chiefly from the fact that, in the Revo-
lution, the inhabitants of the parish of Chambly,
joining ourpatriot forefathers, captured thetr own
fort from its British garrisoii, and gave
possession ofthe Federal government.

Some of these very Canadians were with our
army when it took possession of Montreal, and
accompanied the Federal forces down the St. Law-
rence to join in the siege of Quebec. Had not our
army received this aid, it must have rolled back
in disaster from the strong position of the British
at St. John’s, and never have gained possession
of the St. Lawrence, and the control of the lakes.
It will be my pleasant duty to tell the story of

it into
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this brilliant campaign, and of the bnef caretr (
its hero, the noble young Irishman, Gener
Montgomery. .
Richard Montgomery was born in the norlli ol
Ireland, of respectable parents, in 1737, enieiiDj
the army when he was fifteen yea.-s of age, Asi
youth, he was virtuous and studious; and Ui?
with other good qualities, caused his early promd
tion. In 1757 he served, under the celebraid
General Wolfe, agaipst the French in Nova Scoll
and Louisburg, and thus became acquainied ml|
America. Being unjustiy refused promotion,
sold the commission of captain which he h(
and, in January, 1773. carne to New York tomab
hishome in the New World. Thus thc uafne®
liness of the government lost Great Bntain ano
soldier, and what she lost America gamed 1
thefollowing July he marned the ®West-JangH
of Judge Roben R. Livingston, and, abandon |
ail purpose of a milltary life, he <~cvoted lwn |
to agricultura! pursuits. Fixing upon RhineMi
as his rcsidence, he built there a luill, stocteo
farm, and laid the foundations of a new hoiise_
W ith every prospect of happincss, bis inra
ever tinged with melancholy; and be woul |
sav: “ Myhappiness is not lasting, butyet s
enjoy it as long as we may, and leave the

Thus the Revolution found him.
his appointment of brigadier-general, he
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jnllybade adieu to his “ quiet life,”—* perhaps
[ocever,” he said; “ but the wiU of an oppressed
ocopie, compelled to choose between liberty and
slavery, must be obeyed.” Soothing the fears of
bisivife for his safety by cheetfulness and humor,
he parted ftom her, finally, at Saratoga, with the
itards: “ You will never have cause to blush for
yourMontgoraery.”

Joining his chief, Major-General Schuyler, at
Ticondcroga, be never ceased to urge an advance.
Having such a capabie second, Schuyler, who was
odand infirm, left to him the charge of the army,
and, aliandoning the camp, sought his needful case
at Saratoga.

Montgomery disliked this inaction, and desired
ofhis superior instructions to advance. “ Moving
Kilhciutyour ordevs,” says he in one ofhis messages,
“ldonot like; but the prevention of the enemy
Eof the utmost consequence; for if he gets his
wvesseis into the lake, itisover with us for the present
summer.”

Hetherefore went forward down Lake Champlain
fillitwelve hundted men ; but, by reason of head
Ifinds and rain, it was the 4th of September when
theyreached IsU aux Noix, in the Sorel.

The next day, a declaration of friendship was
I droilated among the inhabitanls; and, on the 6th,
teamiy, under the iead of General Schuyler (who
| hednow overtakeii it), advanced against St. John’s.

Alarmed by a slight attack which had been easily
repulsed by Montgomery, Schuyler ordered a re-
I treal; and without having made even a reconnois-
I saeeof the fort, he led his troops back to Isle aux
\ Alsir-

Here he was soon confined to his bed by illness,
| lad everything went wrong. At length, Mont-
gorely eiitreated permission to retrieve the late
liisasters; and Schuyler set out in a covered laoat
fo Tkonderoga, “ relifiquishing with regret, but
«lhout envy, to the gallant young Irishman the
condwei, the danger and the glory of the
timpaign.” 1

The day after his departiire, Montgomery moved
tearmy against St. John’s, arriving on the lyth
dSeptember. The next morning he led a corps
hifive hundred men to the north side of the fort,
Ming in with a detachment of the garrison, which,
tfer a brief skirmish, retreated into the fort. He
| leifestablished an intrenched camp of three hun-

1men at the junction of the roads to.Montreal
I Chainbly, thus cutting off Communications
jlwiteeii St. John’s and its siipporting posts.

Thebold and restiess Ethan Alien, the captor of
| Titoiideroga, had attached himself to the army as
' >'olunteer. To make his activily useful to the
“«se, Montgomery sent hira with tliirty men to
MPrairie, a patish lying between St. John’s and
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Montreal, to associate with the inhabitants, in order
to secure their friendship, and induce them to join
the American standard. Having speedily obtained
aboiit fifty lecruits, and, dazzled by vanity from his
former success, without Consulting his commander
he altempted to surprise Montreal, but was himself
defeated and captured by the British.

As the Americans had a very slight stock of
ammunition, no assault upon St. John’s could be
attempted, and the hope of fovcing the garrison to
surrender from want of provisions was fading away.
The weather was coid and rainy, and the giound in
the camps became very wet, so that there was
much sickness. The men were iil-tempered, and
so rebellious that, when the general would have
erected a battery nearer the fort, it was manifest
his orders would not be obeyed.

“ 1did not consider,” said he, “ that | was at the
head of troops who carricd the spirit of freedom
into the field, and think for themselves.”

Yet the confidence of the men in their leader
steadily grew. A little later, the battery was
erected, and with the co-operation of those who had
at first opposed it. The sick, the wounded, and
even deserters, passing home, praised him at every
halt upon their way.

But adversities and delays added greatly to his
weariness and anxiety.

“ The master of Hindostan,” he wriies, “ could
not recompense me forthis summer’s work; | have
envied every wounded man who has so good an
apology fot retiring from a scene where no credit
can be obtained. O fortlGnate husbandman 1would
| were at my plough again.”

But difficulties only bring out the resources of a
courageous mind. It was so with Montgomery.

One James Livingston, a nativa of New York,
who had resided in Cafiada for some time, wasvery
popular with the inhabitants; and, at the request of
the general, he made use of his infiuence to raise a
company of Canadian troops. General Gariton,
the Britisli governor of Cafiada, 'had hoped to suc-
cor St. John’s by arming the rural population ; but
nearly the whole miiitia of the district refuscd to
march at his command.

The inhabitants of the parish of Chambly soon
gave in their adhesion to the American cause, and
sent messengers into other parishes to induce them
to do likewise. eLivingston had soon recruited some
hundreds of those, of whom he was made major;
and the capture ofthe fort of Chainbly was iimne-
diately planncd by the Canadians, who were familiar
with the place.*

Avtiliery was placed in bateaux, which, during a
dark night, were run down the river past the fort at
St. John’s, andlandedattheheadof Chambly rapids,
where it was mounted on wheels and taken to the

Garoeau’s Kist. ufCafada, vol. 2, p. 133.
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point of attack. The forcé consisted of three
hundred Canadians under Major Livingston, accom-
panied by fifty Federalists under Major Brown.
The fort was firmly built of stone, was well sup-
plied with cannon, and garrisoned by a detachment
of the Royai Fusiieers under Major Stopford. The
Chambly villagers joined their countrymen under
Livingston; and on the 18th of October, after a
siege of a day and a half, the fort, with its walls
unbtoken and its stores unharmed, was surren-
dered to the patriots.

The prisoners, one hundred and sixty-eight in
number, were marched to Connecticut, and the
fort was garrisoned by the Americans. In it were
found seventeen cannon, a hundred and twenly-
four barréis of powder, with abundant other ammu-
nition, and a great stock of provisions.

The powder and cannon enabled Montgomery to
press the siege of St. John’s with vigor. When
General Gariton heard at Montreal of the success
of the patriots, he perceived that the Sorel could
be saved only by his- taking the field against the
Americans. He accordingly ordered Colonel Mc-
Lean from Quebec to St. John’s, with three hundred
militia; and, on the 3ist, he himselfset out tojoin
him with a forcé of eight hundred men. Colonel
Seth Warner, with three hundred Green Mount-
ain boys, met and defeated him on the shore of the
St. Lawrence.

At the same time McLean, moving up the Sorel,
found the bridges broken down, and the inhabitants
preparing to resisthim ; and he retreated, perforce,
to the mouth of the river. Towards evening of the
day of Céarlton’s repulse, Colonel Warner reached
St. John’swith his prisoners. Montgomery imine-
diately sent a fiag of truce to the fort, jnforming
the commandant of the defeat of his chief, and
demanding the surrender of the fortress to prevent
further effusion of blood. The commandant
requested four days for consideration, but it was
refused. There was no alternative; so, on the
3d of Novembet, after a siege of six weeks, St.
John’s surrendered. According to terms granted
out of respect to their bravery, the garrison, con-
sisting of five hundred British regulars and one
hundred Canadians, marched out with the lionors
of war, and stacked their arms on the neighboring
plain.

The coid season was beginning, and the raw
troops, weary of the privations of the field, and
yearning for home, clamored to be dismissed, fot
the term of enlistment of many had already
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cxpired. Having gained possession of the Sorel,
they at first refused to go a step further; but the
patriotic zeal, the kindness and the winning
eloquence of Montgomei-y prevailed with them,
and all but a small garrison left at St. Joho’s
pressed on to Montreal.

On the 12th of November, the patriot army took
unopposed possession of the town, the people declar-
ing themselves sympathizersin the American cause.
McLean had already retreated toward Quebec, and
Colonel Easton, of the Massachusetts militia, occu-
pied a position at the mouth of the Sorel com
mancKng the St. Lawrence; and the' British fleet,
consisting of eleven sail of vessels, with General
Prescott and one hundred and twenty-six regulars,
fell into the hands of Montgomery.  General
Carlton, disguised as a villager, got into a row
boat and dropped down the river in the night,
and thus escaped.

In the midstofhis successes,ourhero, nolessthan
his soldiers, longed to return to his family, his
books, and the pleasant occupations of the fam
He earnesily entreated General Schuyler to pass
the winterin Montreal, adding: “ | am wearyof|
power. | must go home this wintcr, if | walkby
the side ofthe lake.”

But Quebec was not in our hands, and, until thai |
was accomplished, Cafiada remained uiiconquered |
from foreign tule. Men, money and artillery were |
wanting for the task, but honor forbade the leader
to turn back without attempting the capture of
the last post held by Great Britain in Caflada. In
the face of a Canadian winter, lie set out with such
forcé as he had to accomplish this desperate bul
glorious object. 1

Well-known histories narrate the siege ofQuebecl
with sufficient clearness, and | need not attemptl
the repetition. There; againstvast difficulties,andi
in great privation, with yeta good hope of succes®]
the brave and noble Montgomery fell, in the iulll
tide of assault, at the head of his troops. The|
single chance of success was lost at that monient,
and our forces sustained a disastrous defeat.

In a few months all the ground we had gainedhil
Cafiada was wrested from us, and the new nationj
seemed to have suffered a great misfortune, |
certainly appeared very desirable that Canaij
should join the federation of American Statesj
and become a sharer of their independence, uj
the God of Nations ruled otherwise ; and nwnfl
now believe that they see reasons for thinkingi a|
all happened for the best.
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NOW, BUMBLE-BEE!

NOW, BUMBLE-BEE!
By Nellie W ood.

Now, Bumble-bee, you just keep still,—you need n’t jump and buzz;
I "'ve liad such a time to catch you as never, never wuz.
I 've chased you round the garden, and, 'cause | did n’t look,
| almost fell right over into that drefful brook;
And | 'm going to put you in it, tho’ | s’pose you think you ’re hid,
For last week you stung my pussy,—you know very well you did.
Yes, and you made us ’fraid that she was goin’ to have a fit;
She jumped up so, and tried to catch the place where you liad bit.
Yesl 1 shall surely drown you!__

But, p’riaps you 've got a home,
And your little ones will wonder why you don’t ever come;
And | think, p’r’aps, you Te sorry you went and acted so,—
If you ’ll only wait till I run away,—I1—b’lieve—I ’ll—let you go.
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ONE-TREE
By Frank R

Near the head of a small hay on the coast of
South Carolina, there is a small, sandy island,
which, at the time of this stoiy, bore the fiame of
One-tree Island, from the fact that a single tall
palmetto was the only tree upon it. The island
belonged to a family named Barclay, who had a
house there, which was used as a summer resi-
dence; and although the island was not very
shady, the air was puré and healthful, and there
were broad piazzas around the house where shade
and coolness could always be found.

The family consisted of a father and mother, a
son of fourteen, named Charley, and two younger
children, both girls. Besides these white people,
there were generally a dozen or more colored
servants; for this was long ago, la the days of
slavery, when most Southern families had a great
many house-servants.

Mr. Barclay was a lawyer, and in the winter he
lived near the small town at the head of the bay,
where he had a plantation.

One moming in August, the whole family had
gone over to the town in a sail-boat. The weather
had been cooler than usual for some days, and it
was a pleasant sail from the island to the town.
Mr. Barclay managed the boat, assisted by an
oid negro, called Daddy July, who sat in thc bow
and attended to the sail.

Mr. Barclay had business in the town, regarding
the sale of some property iri which he was con-
cerned; but the rest of the family procured a car-
riage and rodé out to the plantation, where Mrs.
Barclay spent the day in attending to some domes-
tic matters. In lhe evening, when they found
themselves again at the wharfwhere the sail-boat
—the “Anna ”—wasmoored, they were niet, not by
Mr. Barclay, but by a messenger with a note. In
this, Mr. Barclay stated that he liad been obliged
to go out of town to meet some important parties
to the business in which he was engaged, and that
Charley, with Daddy July’s help, would have to
take them home.

Charley could sail a boat very well, as his father
knew, and he was delighted at this chance of tak-
ing command of the “ Anna,” and showing his
mother aud sisters how well he could manage her;

for they had never been out with him alone
before.
But Mrs. Barclay was not delighted. She had

not her hushand’s confidence in Charley’s seaman-
ship,—indeed, she knew very little about such
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things herself, and had an idea that no boy of
fourteen should be trusted with a sail-boat inwhich
there were ladies or children. As to Daddy July,
she was sure he knew almost nothing about sailing,
as she had heard Mr. Barclay say so.

But Charley was urging her not to be afraid, but
to get into the boat, which would be just as safe
with him at the hebn as if his father were there;
and the two little girls were very anxious to get on
board and have another sail, and Daddy July wes
in the boat, artanging the cushions and making
ready for a start. And then, too, she began lo
think that her husband ought to know whether
Charley was to be trusted or not, and so, after a
little more hesitation, she went down the steps a
the end of the wharf, and Charley helped heron
board.

The sail home was very pleasant, and devoidof
any accident whatever. The svind was fresh, bul
not too strong, and Charley steered his little crafi
with steadiness and good judgment. When they
ran up alongside of the ianding platform, at the
back of the house, Charley turned to his mother
and said:

“ There, mother |
safely enough ?”

“ Indeed, you have, my boy,” said Mrs. Barclay.
“ 1 had no idea you were such a good sailor."

“ And wont you be willing to take a sail with
me,—with me alone, | mean,—some other time?”

“That is another matter,” said Mrs. Barclay,
laughing. “ You know how afraid I am when I'm
on the water. But we shall see.”

The little girls and their mother went into ihe
house, which stood quite near the water’s edge,
although it faced the other way, so that from thc
front piazza there was a view across the island and
down the bay. Thisisland might have been called,
with truth, “ one-house island,” for Mr. Barclay's
residence was the only house upon it, if we except
the small buildings which were used as giiarters
for the servants, and for various domcstic purposes.
These were all clustered together on one side of
the house, and not far from the solitary palmen»
which gave its fiame to the island.

“ Daddy July,” said Charley, before he went
into the house, “ be sure to anchor the bwta
good way out from shore. Father aiways wishs
that clone, you know, or when the tide runs outit
may leave her aground. You can take the lid.
bateau out with you, and come back in her 'vit"

Have n’t | brought you ower
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you've anchored the sail-boat.” And then Charley
hurried in, for he was hungry and it was quite

“Whar s dat at bateau?” said oid Daddy
July, iooking on both sides of the piatforra.

“She s done gone. Dat ar boy Cium ’s been,
an' come, an’ done gone an’ took her fur to go
fisliin’, an’ jist as like as not he ’s lei’her at de
udder end ob de isian’. Dat ’s jist like dat boy,
Clum,—knosvin’ we was all away. | wonder ef
Mahs'r Chasvles tinks | 'm a-gwine to take dat ar
sail-boat out dar, an’ den swim ashorei 'Cause
1’'5not a-gwine to do it. I ’ll jist push her out as
far as | kin wade, an’anchor her dar, an’tie her
to de landin’ with a good long rope, an’den, ef
she s lef”agroun’, | ’ll get up early in de mawnin’
an’push her off.”

And so Daddy July rolled up his trousers, and
anchored the boat some Ihirty feet from the pier,

That night, about tweive o’clock, or perhaps ,a
little later, Gracie, the younger of the little girls,
fell out of bed. This was a favorite trick with her,
as she was a great roller and tumbler, but she
never before had had such a curious feeiing when
she had fallen out of bed; For this time she wenl
plump into water half a foot deep !

As she struggled to her feet, dripping and fioun-
dering about in the water, her wild screams awoke
her mother and sister; even Charley, who was a
heavy sleeper, was aroused. Mrs. Barclay sprang
out of bed, and when she found herselfover ankle-
deep in water she could not refrain from a scream,
and this loroiight up Charley, who juinped on to
the floor of his room with a tiemendous splash.

“ Helio 1” cried Charley, and fora moment he
tliought he was dreaming. 'Then he heard his
tnolher calling him, and'he spiashed over to tlie
bureau for a match, and iighted his lamp, By its
lijht he saw that the floor was covered with water.
HasUly slipping on a few clothes, and without
stopping to roil up his trousers, he ran into liis
mother’s room.

“Oh, Charley!” cried his mother, holding the
dripping Gracie in her arms. “ There is a flood !
Weshall all be swept away.”

Charley did not answer. He ran to the ivindow.
It'vasamoonlight night, although the sky was now
cloudy, and he could see nothing but water spread-
mg out around the house. The surface of the
sland had disappeared. The sea had certainly
"wo, and was sweeping up the hay. The water,
"thichhad come in under the doors, seemed higher
«lon the piazza than in the room where he was.
llwas evident that it had been rising for some time,
* bad risen very rapidly, for although the bed-
tMuis were all on the first floor, the house stood
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on piles which raised it five or six feet from the
ground.

His mother again called To him:

“What are we to do?” she cried. “ We shall
certainly loe washed away. Where are all the
people? Why did n’t they come and tell us?
W hat shail we do ?”

“ 1don’t believe they know of it,” said Charley,
quickly. “ The quarters are on higher ground
than the house. Perhaps it hasn’treached ihem.”
He then ran through the water to another room,
where there was a window which looked out in the
direction of the quarters. He could see that all the
houses must be surrounded by water; but a build-
ing, which was used as a kitchen, stood between
him and the quarters, afid he could not see what
was going on there. He put his head out of the
window and shouted, but received no answer.

As he hurried back to his mother’s room, he
heard a knocking at the back of the house. He
stopped to listen, and then quickly made his way
to the dining-room, the Windows of which looked
out upon the back piazza. When he reached a
window, the first thing that he saw was the sail-
boat, bumping and rubbing against the outside of
the piazza railings.

Charley was astounded How did that ljogt get
there? But there was no time to consider ques-
tions of this sort. He raised the window and sprang
out on the piazza. The water was nearly up to his
knees, but he waded to the railings, climbed over,
and gotinto the boat. As hejumped in, it floated
away from the house, but he seized an oar and
drew it up again to the railings, where he made it
fast at the bow. A rope ran oi:t from the stern
and went down under the water.

“ Daddy July has tied her to the end of the
platform,” said Charley, *“ and she's floated
around.”

This was tnie. As the water rose, the boat had
pulled up the anchor, which was attached to a chain
that the oid man had made much too short, and
then, being caught in an eddy which the waters had
made in sweeping around the house, she had drifted
back, still held by the long rope. This Charley
quickly cut,—he found his knife in his pocket,—
then he drew the stern also ciése to the piazza.
He made it fast and hurried back into the house.

There he found lhe water much higher, and his
motheralmost frantic. She thoughthe mustbe lost,
insome way, for he had not answered her calis, and
yet she was afraid to leave the other children to
go and look for him.

“ Mother 1” he cried. “ We 'reallright! The
“Anua ’ is right here, at the back of the house.
Get ready and we ’ll all be off. We mustbe quick.
1 will carry Dora.”



724

ONE-TREE

“ Stop one minute,” said his mother, hurriedly;
“1 must get them some clothes,” and she set
Grade ou the bed.

“ And yourself, too,” cried Charley. *“ Can't |
help ?”
Mrs. Barclay quickly opened some bureau-

drawers, which were luckily above the water, and
seizing some of the children’s frocks, she handed
them to Charley. She then grasped some of her
own clothes, which were hanging in the room, with
a shawl or two, which himg by them. Picking up
the wet little Grade, she said she was ready to go.
Charley took up Dora, and they all made their way
to the dining-room. Being now better used to
the dim moonlight that carne through the Windows,
they did not need a lamp.

Charley put Dora and ihe clothes on the window-
seat, and climbed out upon the piazza. Then, as
quickly as he could, he placed the children and
the clothes in the boat, and helped his mother
out of the window, and over the railing. When
she was safely seated with the children, Charley cast
loose, stern and bow, and pushed the boat away
fiom the house.

W hile Charley wasat work hoisting the sail, Mrs.
Barclay took the wet clothes from little Gracie and
rubbed her dry with a towel she had brought.
Then she slightly dressed both the children and
wrapped them in shawls. When this was done,
she put on a wrapper and a shawl and drew the
little girls ci6se to her, one on each side. Fortu-
nately, it was a warm night, and although they_all
were so slightly dressed, and none of them had on
any shoes or stockings, they did not feel coid.

The boat had been lying in the lee of the house,
and they had not felt the wind, but when Charley
put her about, so that her sail caught the strong
but steady breeze that was coming up the bay,
she quickly got under headway.

“ Oh, Charley!” cried Mrs. Barclay, asthey rap-
idly sailed away from the house, “ what can have
become of all the people? It seems dreadful to
go away and leave them; and yet we could not
take them all in this little boat. There are other
boats, are there not?”

“Oh, yes!” said Charley; “ there ’s the big
fishing-boat. | reckon they could all get into
that. And the little bateau could carry three or
four of them, ifthey crowded.”

“ But were the boats near at hand ?” asked his
mother.
“The big boat was,” said Charley. “ It was

anchored ciése to the quarters.”

“ But why did not some of them cometo us?”
said Mrs. Barclay. “ I cannotunderstand it.”

“ It must be as | said, mother,” said.Charley.
“The quarters being higher than the house, they
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may not have known of the flood until it was too
late to come to us.”

“ Well, I hope, from the bottom of my heart
that they are all safe,” said Mrs. Barclay, “(
wish we could have sailed near the quarters,
that we could have found out something about
them.”

“ Well, 1ll try and sail near enough to see (it
quarters when we come back,” said Charley,
“ Come back !'” exclaimed his mother.

don’t mean to say we are going back?”

“ Not exactly back,” replied Charley, “ but, you
see, with this wind we have to tack across the bay
so as to get up to town. | ’d be afraid torun
before such a strong breeze as this, with you all ;m
board. And when we go on the other tack, | cn
run down pretty near the quarters, and then ir we
can pick up anybody we '11do it. It don't matter
about losing time. We ’re all right, now we 're
safe aboard the “Anna.’”

But Charley did not go near the quarters on his
back-tack. When he putthe boat about, and his
mother and sisters had changed their seats to the
other side of the vessel, it was not long before he
saw ahead of him what he thought was a boat. S
he steered straight for it, and soon saw that it ws
full of people, with two men rowing as hard &
they could. When they came nearer, he kneivit
was his father’s big fishing-boat. He ran up ahead
of her, lay to, and hailed her.

As soon as the fishing-boat drew up, Mrs. Bar-
clay called out to kno'v if everybody was on board.
Halfa dozen darkies spoke at once, but she under-
stood that all were on board,— men, women and
children,—excepting Clum and two other boys,
who were in the bateau.

“ And dar’s the bateau!” called out a negro
man at the bow. “ Sée de bateau ! Darshecum,
wid Clum a-scullin” her wid a rail.”

And then another man explained that thereason
why Clum was sculling with a rail, was because
they could n’t find the oars of the big boat, which
had pvobably been lying on the sand and floated
off, and so they had to take the bateau oars forthe
big boat, and give Clum a rail, which fovtunaiel)
happened to be in one of the houses. A'ndasCum
was supposed to be able to propel a boat with
almost any kind of a stick, this was considered to
be all right. And, sure enough, the batean wis
coming along quite rapidly.

The negroes furchermore informed Mrs. Barclay
that they had rowed to the house as soon as they
had got the big boat started. but had seen te
“ Anna” sailing away, and were quite sure the
family was on board ofher; and they were mighty
glad, too, for there was not room for another pet-
son in their boat.

“Vou
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Much relieved to find that everybody was safe,
Charley brought the “ Anna ” around to the wind,
ind away she went on a long tack. It was day-
light when she was gently run ashore, high up in
afieid in the outskirts of the town. The negrees,
seeing where the sail-boat had landeci, made for
the same spot. Mrs. Barclay and the children
ivere quickiy conveyed to a neighboring house,
and it was noc long before they were joined there
by Mr. Barclay, who had heard of the great flood
in the bay, and had hurried into town, that he
might go to thc assistance of his family. But it
woald not be easy to describe hisjoy and thankfiii-
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and Clum was sure he had not been in his bateau.
The fishing-boat was searched, to see if he had
crawled under anything and gone to sleep. But
there was no sign of him. It was pretty evident
that he had been left behind.

Mr. Barclay was greatly grieved. Daddy July
was a favorite oid servant, and he could not bear
to think that he had been left to drown. The
water had risen so high that the quartcrs must
have been carried away, and the house had prob-
ably shared the same fate. But Mr. Barclay did
not stop to conjecture in regard to these things.
The flood had now ceased to incrcase, and there

‘DADDY JULV WAS IN THB TOP OP THE OLD PAtMETTO

nessto find them all safe in the town, or his pride
inhis boy Charley, who had so manfully brought
them away.

" But, after all, father,” said Charley, “ we ought
bbe particularly obliged to oid Daddy July; for
ifhehad anchored the “Anna’ where | told him
to, she would have dragged her anchor and been
hlonn far away from us. It was tying her to the
pblfotm that made lier swing around co the house,
“here I got hold of her.”

“Where is Daddy July?” asked Mr. Barclay;,
hui this ivas a question not easily answered. The
Mher negroes were ail sitting about in the sun,
wtside; but the oid man was not among them.
™ one could remember seeing him in the big
*‘1, though all thought, of course, he was there.

might be a chance of doing some good by visiting
the island, or the place where the island was sub-
merged, and so the “ Anna" was launched, and,
with two trustworthy negro men and Charley
(who, having had his breakfast, felt as lively as a
lark and ready for anything), Mr. Barclay set sail.
Long before they reached the spot where their
happy summer home had stood, they sasv that
every building had been swept away. The house
would probably be found, in pieces, along the
shores of the bay. But one thing was standing to
show the exact location of the island, and that was
the solitary palmetto-tree, which, with its branch-
ing top and half its triink out of water, still stood,
gently waving over the island which bore its fiame.

Charley was sitting in the bow of the boat. As
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it approached the tree, he sprang to his feet and
gave a shout.

“ Helio 1” he cried. “ Look there 1 There he
is!  Tiiere ’s Daddy July, in the top of Ihe oid
palmetto !”

Sure enough, there he was, snugly
araong the branches at tlie top ofthe tree |

Everybody shouted at him, as the boat was
brouglit around and made fast to ibe tree, and a
happier oid darkey never slowly slid down a
palmetto trunk and dropped into a boat.

“ How in the world, Daddy July,” said Mr. Bar-
clay, as the oid man sat down in the stern of ihe
boat, “ did you ever come to climb that tree?”

“Why, you see, Mahs’r George,” said the oid
negro, “ dey was so long findin’ de oars an’ gittin’
ready, dat 1 was jist afeard dey neber would git off
at ali, an' 1jist cluin’ up dat tree, as quick as eber
I could, for de water was a-gittin’ wuss an’ wuss;
but I did n’t b’lieve it would eber git ober de top
ob dat tree. An’ when Mahs’i' Cliarley went off
in de sail-ljoat, 1 hollered at him ; but de wind
took away de holler, an’when de fellers in de big
boat sot out | hollered at dem, but dey did n’t hear,

ncstled

what’s THAT NOISE!

an’ when Clum come along Helio! whai's
dis?”

And he sprang to his feet, with his hand in his
trousers-pocket.

“ Dar’s somethin’mighty soft an’ wariii in dar”
he said, as he pulled out a big rat, which had hesn
cuddled up in his pocket. He put his hand iu
again, and pulled out another, These he threw
into the water, and putting liis liand in lite other
pocket, pulled out three more.

The poor creatures were driven by the flood 10
man’s pockets nice, warm places in which tonesiic,
Some were found even in the folds ofhis shitL*

“ Dar now i Mahsr George,” said Daddy July,
as lie threw away the’last of thera, ‘‘if you wanis
any more rats in de island, you got to fotcb 'em

over. | ’se done gone an’brung ’em all away, dis
time, shuah.”
Mr. Barclay did not build another house on

“ One-tree Island,” but chose for his next summer
residence a higher and a safcr spot. And Ms,
Barclay was never again afraid to take a sail «iih
only Charley lo manage the boat.

This incident is a fact.

Hark, hark ! What ’s that noise ?
Somcthing ’s the matter with the toys.
Scrulj, scrub I Swish, swash !

The biggest doli is trying to wash.

The other dolls are making cake-

The new cook-stove is beginning to bake;
The table is setting itself, you see;
They must be expecting friends to tea.
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CHEERY ROBIN.
By B. Lander.

Robin in the April time
Biithely sings of summer prime,
Every mellow note outwelling
Sweetly telling of his giee;
How his merry Carol rings!
As he sings,
In the budding April time,—Cheefily !

Robin in lhe summer prime,
W hat cares he for autumn rime!
Prcscnt care and present pleasure
Fill the measure of each day;
And his merry carol rings,
While he sings,
In the golden summer prime,— Cheerily !

Robin in the autumn rime
Singeth of a sunny clime,
W here the bowers glow witli flowers,
Where the hours brim with glee.
Still his merry carol rings!
Still he sings,
In the chilly autumn rime,— Cheerily!

Robin to the aged Year
Sings a parting note of cheer;
Happy heart of sunshine, Robin,
Ever throbbing merrily.
Sweet contentment Robin brings,
W hen he sings,
W ith a cadenee loud and clear,— Cheerily |

)b



PAPER

PAPER
By Daniel

Din you everwatch a beautiful soap-bubble dance
merrily through the air, and think how closely it
resembled the iminense silken bubble bencath
which the daring aeronaut goes bounding among
the clouds? When a school-boy, the writer used
to attach one end of a small rubber tube to a gas-
burner and the other to a clay pipe, and thus let
lhe gas blow soap-bubbles, which would shoot up
into the airwith the greatest rapidity.

From these soap balloons, his ambition led
him to make balloons of more iasting material, and,
after numerous experiments and disasters, he suc-
ceeded jn building paper balloons of a style which
is comparatively safe from accident, and seldom the
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cause of a mortifying failure. If you do nol wanil
to disappoint the spectators by having a foi
instead of an ascensién, avoid models with sraalj
mouth openings or narrow necks. Expcriencel«s
also taught the writer that balloons ofgood, subslanl
tial, portly build, go up best and make theirjouine|
inastately, dignified manner, while the sliin,nan
balloon, on the contrary, evenifit succeedsing
a safe start, goes bobbing through the air, turnuil
this way and that, until the iame from the fire-Wj
touches and lights the thin paper, leaving onlyf
handful of ashes floating upon the summer breo«l
The readet can see here illustraied sotne <
the objectionable shapes as well as some ef
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safe styies.  For large bailoons, strong manilla

| paper is best; forsinaller ones, use tissue paper.
When you build a bailoon, decide first what
height you want it, then make the side-pieces or

A

AQ X—UNSAFE SHAPBS FOR RALLOONS

| gores nearly a tliird longer; a bailoon of thirteen
fores, each six feet long and one foot greatest width,
mekes a bailoon a little over four feet high. For
sach a bailoon, first make a pattern of stiff brown
paper by which to cut the gores. To make the
Ipalletn, take a strip of paper six feet long and a
litte over one foot wide; fold the paper in the
center Icngthwise, so that it will be onlya little over
i half foot from the eclges to the fold. Along the
|b0rtom measure two inches from the fold, and mark
tepoint- At one foot from the bottom, at right
langlesfrom the foldcd edge, measure three inches
aodone-half, and mark the point; in the same man-
|ser, mark off five inches from two feet up the fold.

no. 5-- SAFE SHAPES FOR BALLOCKS

pointthree feetfourinches from the bottom,

decreases. At the fourth foot,
a point five inches and one-haif from the

?0L v|].—48.
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fold; about three inches and a third at the fifth
foot; nothing, of course, at the sixtli foot, or top,
where the gore will come to a point. With chalk
or pencil draw a curved line connecting these
points, cut the paper along this jine and unfold it
A You Will have a pattern the shape ofa cigar, four
mches wide at the bottom, one foot greatest width
and six feet long.

After pasting your sheets of manilla or tissue
paper together in strips of the rcquired length,
cut, by the pattern just made, thirteen gores-
lay one of these gores flat upon the floor, as in thé
highest diagram in Fig. 3 ; fold it in the center as

in the middle diagram, Fig. 3; over this lay
another gore, leaving a margin of the under
gore protruding from beneath as in the lowest

diagram, Fig. 3. With a brush, cover the pro-

AG 3—THE OORES, QUT AND FOLDED,

truding edge with paste, then turn it up and over
upon the upper gore, and with a towel or rag press
it down until the two edges adhere. Fold the
upper gore in the center as you did the first one,
and lay a third gore upon it; paste the protruding
edge; and so on until all thirteen are pasted. It
will be found that the bottom gore and top gore
have each an edge unpasted; lay these two
edges together, and paste them neatly.

Next, you must make a hoop of rattan or some
light substance to fitthe mouth opening, which will
be about one foot and a half in diameter. Fasten
the hoop in by pasting the edges of the mouth
openmg around it. In very large paper bailoons
it IS well to place a piece of string along the edge
of each gore and paste it in; letting the ends of
the stnngs hang down below the mouth; fasten
the hoop in with these ends before pasting the
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paper over it. It wiU be found next to impos-
sible to tear the hoop from a balloon strengtbened
in this manner.

Should you discover an opening at the top
of your balloon, caused by the points notjoining
exactly, tie it up with a stfing if it be small, but, if
it be a large hole, paste a piece of paper over it.
W hen dry, take a fan and fan the balloon as full
of air as you can, and while itis inflated make a
thorough inspection of all sides to see that there are
no accidental tears, holes or rips.

Fig. 4 shows the cross-wires that support the
fije-ball. The latter is best made of old-fashioned

lamp-wick, wound rather loosely
-in the form of a ball, the size
depending upon the dimen-
sions of the balloon. The
sponge commonly used

soon burns out and the

balloon comes down in

a very hule while, but

the wick-ball here de-
scribed seldom fails to
propel the little

air-ship upward

. and onward out
of sight. A
short, fine wire
should next be
quite

MAKING THE BALLOON.

through the wick-bali, so that it can be attached
to the mouth of the balloon in an

instant by
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hooking the ends of this wire over the cross-wires
at the mouth.

If you use a little
care, you will have no
difficulty in sending
up the balloon. Place
your wick-ball in a pan
or dish, put the coiked
bottle of alcohol beside
it, and about thirty feet
away make a simple
fire-place of bricks or
stones,overwhich place
an oid stove-pipc. Fill
the  fire-place  with
shavings, twisted pieces
of paper, or anything
that will light readily
and make a good blaze.
In aloop of string fast-
ened at the top of Che
balloon forthat purpose
letone of the party put
the end of a smooth stick, and, with the otherend
in his or her hand, mount some elevated position
and hold the balloon over the fire-place. Before;
touching a match to the combustiljles below
expand the balloon as much as possible by fanning |
it full of air; then light the fire. Be very care-
ful, in all the process tliat follovvs, to hold ihe
mouth of the balloon directly above and not too
near the stove-pipe, to prevent the hlaze from set-
ting fire to the paper, which would easily catch.
At this stage of the proceedings one person must

take the bottle of alcohol, uncork it, and pour|
the contents over the wick-ball in thel
basin, and the ball must be niadel
to soak up all it will holdofl
the spirits. The ballooni
will become more andi
more buoyant as the airi
becomes heated inside!
and at length, when dis-l
tended to its ulmost, iti
will begin pulling to free!
itself. Holding the hoopi
at the mouth, walklocnel
side of the fire and ffithf
all speed have the hall at-l

tached securely in
Touch a light lo jl, «"tj
it will blaze up. Atthel
words “All right," let 1"J
At the same instant th|

stick musi be shd

the loop on top, so as not to tear the paper,
away will sail the balloon upon its airy voy2ge,|

FIG, 4.— SHOWINO THE FJBE-HU
AKD THEf MANNM OF
ATTACHING IT.



Never attempt to send up a bal-
| loonupon a windy day, for the wind
vill be sure, sooner or later, to blow
the blaze aside and set the paper
on fire, and, if once it catches, up
iithe air, there is not much use in
trying to save it.

After you have made a balloon
like the one just described, and sent
il up successfully, you can try other
slapes. A very good plan in experi-
menling is to make a small work-
ling model of light tisstc-paper, fill

[ it with coid air by means of an
|ordinary fan, and, when it is ex-
Ipoded, any defect in form or pro-
Iportion can be readily dctected and
Inmedied. 1f it be too narrow, cut
litopen at one seam and put in
Janotlicr gore, or vice versa, until
lyou ai-e satisfied with the result;
Iiilh this as a pattern, construct
| yarlarger balloon, Such a model,
| eighteen inches high, lies upon the
Iniler’stable. He has sent it up in

ehouse several times, by holdincz
lili feiv mnments over a burning
I|»iet. It rapidly filis with heated
liirand, when freed, soars up to
llheceiling, where it rolls along until
Ifeaircools, then falls gently to the

lhe parachute shown in Fig. 10
Bsinply a square piece of paper
astring at each of the four
I»wrs, meeting a short distance
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underneath,
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FILLINC THE BALLOOH WITII HEATED AIR.

These parachutes are attached to a wire that

rk'reaweight is attached. Fig. 5 shows how té ? .
i one that will not tear. It is made of two hangs from the balloon, in this manner ; From
INuarepieces of paper. Two pieces of string are the ce_z.nter and top of the par.achute.ls a string,.
we wiil say, a foot long; this U tied securely

| 0? PASTIKG PAPER

i mches from the other end of

. |s without disturbing them 1 the ends nf pH»r .
«"d and fastened to the

‘«""gsco.ne out at the corners.

N

wire. Just as the balloon starts, the free end of the
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UF AUD away!

- . . . upper. part of a paper bailoon, to J
fuse |s.I|ghted, when it has burned itself away past net-work. A pasteboard balloon-car, made
the point where the upper stnngbas been fastened,

it of course severs the connec-
tion between the parachute and
the bailoon, and the parachute
drops, but does not go far, for
the airbeneath spreads it out,
the weight at the bottom bal-
ances it, and it floats away
slowly (Fig. 13), settling lower
and lower, but often traveling
miles before finally reaching
the earth.

All manner of objects may
be attached to a parachute,—
notes addressed to possibie

the mannershown
in Fig. 6, and
holding two paste-
board men cut out
as shown in Fig.
7, may be hung
on by liooking the
wires attached to
the car over the
hoop at the mouth
of the bailoon.
W hen the bailoon
and car are a lit-
tle distance up in

stal ) J',“*ptiQi'il
. . the air, it takes a sharp eye to detect the P
finders, letters, or figures of R . ]

imal he | look dd in the ai because distance in the air cannot be eas yJ *

men oranimals. The a.tter ook very odd in the air. But, so far, we have dealt only w.th day 1
A real passenger bailoon may be pretty closely . R

L | for night, you must attach some luminous
imitated by paintlng crossed black Imes upon the
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Alantern made like the one described in “ Kite-
tinie," St. NichOLAS for March, 1880, may be
fastened to the balloon by a long string and wire,
and when it goes swinging after the larger light

above, it has a curious appearance.

In a similar

manner, a long string of lanterns may be hung on
toa large balloon, or packs of Chinese crackers
may be exploded in mid-air by means of a fuse.

The writer has
ecperiinented in
other fire-works,
bul found them
vety dangerous
to hancUe. Mr.
Stallknecht, of
ine Hat, Cap
tnd Fur Trade
Rniew, howev-
er, showed the
autbor how to
meke a simple,
afe and heauti-
[u pyrotechnic
out of a romén
candle with col-
oredballs.apiece
d wire and a
feee. The fuse

FK. XI.—ILLUMINATED

KICKT-IALLOON.

used can be bought in
almost any city or town ;
it is sold to miners for
setting off blasts. W ith
the wire, make a sort of
wheel, with two or three
spokes ; cut open the

‘oitian candle and extract the powder and balls;
Mep up each ball with some of the powder loosely
“apiece of tissue paper and tie the paper at the

AN

¢Uwn jn Fig, 8.

upon tire spokes or cross-wires of the wheel, as
Run the fuse spirally around,

Pasing through each parcel containing a ball, and
fiwthe long end of the fuse to trail down beneath

BALLOONS.

from the center or side.
the wire-wheel attach

(Fig. 9.)
several

wires
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To the lim of
of equal

FiG. 13.— BALLOON WIiTH PAStBBOARD CAR AND MRM.

lengths, with hooked ends; hook these on to the
hoop at the mouth of the balloon, just before
letting it go, and light the trailing end of the fuse.
As the fire creeps slowly along, the balloon mounts

FIG. B—THE PARACHUTE 7ALLllC

higher and higher.

Suddenly, the whole balloon

glows with a ruddy, lurid glare1 The fire has

reached the first ball.

In another instant, you see

a floating globe of pale-green light, then blue, and
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SO on, until all the baUs are consumed. Showers
of pretty, jagged sparks are faliing constantly dur-
ing the illumination, caused by the burning pow-
der. By the time all is over, the tiny light of the
solitary ball in the balloon looks like a star in the
sky above, traveling where the wind has a mind to

THE
By F.

A 5EE-SAW IN AN ELEPHANT PIT.

Some miles from the company’s trading-post was
It was thirty feet
it was over

a four-sided cut in the ground.
long, by twenty broad. In depth
tweive feet, and its sides were perpendicular.

had been an elephant pit when elephants were

plenty and the ivory tradebrisk in the district.

BIG-TALK

MAJOR'S BIG-TALK STORIES.

STORIES. NO. IV.

Wivd
blow it. For the mostexperienced aeronaut hasbull
very little more command over the actions of hisi
immense silken air-ship than has the young ama.l
teur aeronaut, who builds his balloon of tissuel
paper, and sends it skyward, with a ball of fire forl
its motive power.

No. IV.

Blake Crofton.

At the time | speak of, it was no longer in use,l
A couple of planks, covered with withered sodsantf
brambles, were all that remained of the false roofl
which had served to lure unsuspecting elephnntsl
to their downfall.

In this cut | was once forced to take refugebyl
an infuriated keitioa, or black thinoceros, at whiclil
| had rashly fired. | was obliged to throw awayf
my rifle in my race, and had barely time to leapj
blindly into the pit, whose bottom 1 luckily reachef
without any injiiry beyond a slight shock. Here,!
seating myself on a pile of broken pianks, whiclf
in times past had yielded beneath the weiglitoll
elephants, | began lo reflect. | had enough limEJ
indeed, | feared | might have a good deal to(
much time for reflection. A wounded rhinorera

is a stayer, and no mistake.

That | could climb out hy piling ud
ruiabish seemed likely; but I didn'l
want to climb out while the keitioa «aa
on duty there. That he couldjumpiij
was certain; and | fanded | could tea
him into risking a leap. But 1 wesial
from wishing him to do so, unless 1ranla
go up and out at the same instant; ani
this, | thought, was siraply impossible.

At last | hit upon a scheme—a dan!
gerous one to be sure, but not so dani
geious as waiting to be starved to deathl

I constructed a see-saw. A strong, imbrckeif

plank made my moving-beam ; for a st2tionary|
or supporting board, I put several broken plary
on top of one another and bound them, as beg
| could, with bits of oid rope. This rope
fornicrly served to bind the false roof, and i'Qj
lay among its ruins at the bottom of the pit |
One end of the moving-beam was iminediadl
under that side of the pit where the rhinoceros a|
taken his stand. Across the beara, from tiiisf"!
to where its center rested on the fixed suppoftj
tied branches and covered them with witiiet
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pass—knowing that a rhinoceros is never remark-
jble for smartness, and is especially easy to deceive
nhen angry.

I then took my seat on the other end of the see-
san thereby, of course, tipping up the extremity
jiearestthehuge brute, atwhichibegan popping with
my revolver. | also, in imitation of the natives,
called him various abusive filames, and reflected in-

saltingly upon his ancestry. At last he screamed,
wperhaps | should say grunted, with rage (wheth-
n at the bullets or the abuse, | cannot say) and
villilirew a few steps for a charge.  Notwithstand-
‘igaslight sinking sensation, | fired my last car-
16Jgeand shouted out the iame which | had heard
*3 most offensive to a sensitive keitloa. Then |
shutmy eyes and nervously awaited his descent.

MAJOR S BIG-TALK

STORIES. NO. 1V.
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If he touched the see-saw with any part of his
ponderous body, | should be shot up—where, |
could not exactly tell; if he missed the see-saw, |
should stay down, and it would be all up with me.

Bang! carne his forefoot on the raised end of
the beam, cutting short my refiections. Whiz 1
up went the lower end, and | with it, like a rocket
| fortunately alighted outside the pit, having been

THS RHINOCEROS

OOBS INTO THB PIT.

consLderably above its brink at the height of my
flight.

The rhinoceros was now a captivo himself.
Indeed, | believe he continGes one to this day, for
an agent of Barnum’s shortly afietward visited our
station in search of new attractions for his menag-
erie, and | sold my prisoner for , but I must
not let out trade secrets.
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By Mr

It is summer,” says a fairy,

Bring me tissue light andairy;

Bring me colors of the rarest,

Search the rainbow for the fairest—
Sea-shell pink and sunny yellow,
Kingly crimson, deep and mellow,
Faint red iii Aurora beaming,

And the white in puré pearls gleaming;

ROSES.

ROSES,

s. M. F.

CAUGHTI

[My,

Butts.

Bring me diamonds, shining brightly
Where the morning dew lies lightly;
Bring me gold dust, by divining

W here the humraing-hird is mining;
Bring me sweets as rich as may be
From the kisses of a baby;—

With an art no fay discloses

| am going to make some roses.”



THE

THE

FAIRPORT NINE.

FAIRPORT NINE.

By Noah Brooks.

Chapter V.

THE NINE IN M.ARTIAL ARRAY,

“If Jake Coombs goes to the mackerel grounds
with Captain Kench, | .s’pose Pei Snelgro will go
too; he always does what Jake does, and then we
shant have another hack at ihe White Bears until
next fail, and that’s too bad.” Sam Pcrkins said
thisas he lounged at full length on the hay-mow.

Jo Murch, who was emptying some hay-seed out
of his shoe, looked down from his perch on the
beamand said; *“ Say, feiiows, I Il tell you what,
—let’s start a military company.” The other boys
looked at Jo with amazement, as ifunable to grasp
hisbold idea. Jo was famous for his bold ideas.
But Sam Perkins sat upon the hay and cried:
“The very thing; let’s organize a miiitia company
and cali it the Hancock Cadets.” Now the fiame
ofthe local militarv company was “ The Hancock
Cuards.”

“Where shall we get our guns ?” asked Billy
Hetherington, doubtfully. “ A miiitia company
Filhout any guns would be of no account, and we
Muidn’t muster more than three altogether, even
counting in my father’s doulnie-barrelcd shot-gun,
and I am no way sure that he would let me have
lliat."

“Say, fellovvs,” said Sain Black, “ Icanfife, you
know, and that will be some help, and there is
Ceorge Rridges, he ’s gota drum, or his father has,
andthat s all the same, and George drums first-
taic; sothere’s the music, anyhow.”

Jo Mtirch, with some little scorn in his face, re-
plied “ Oh, yes, Blackie has got his place in the
»mp.my all fixed, but he don’t show the way to

the arms and ‘couterments.”

“What are couterments, anyhow,” asked Billy,

‘lgnorance!” sneered Jo. “ Why ‘couter-
j*nis are the things a soldier is obliged to carry.

11lhe miiitia cali say, ‘armed and equipped as

elaw directs, with musket, knapsack, priming-

*ire,brush,” and all that sort of thing? And the
Asand equipments are the accouterments. Now,

another hard question, will

Here Sain Perkins interposed in the interest of

“l never saw such a disagreeable chap as
“«w, Jotham Murch; always trying to be too

oranything. Why don’t you invent some-
"gforthe arms and ’‘couterments? Say,” he

added, asa new thought struck him, “ we might
have wooden swords and guns, you know. ldon’t
ioelieve they would cost much. Charles Fitts is a
great dabster in cutting and carving things, and
perhaps he would get us itp some for next to
nothing.”

“Pooh!” cried Jo, “ who wants to tiain with
wooden guns and broom-handles ? Why, the W hite
Bears would laugh at us, and | should n’t blame
them, either, if we were to turn out in a rig like
that. Andsay,” hesaid, turning upon Blackie, “ you
have a great deal of brass to say tiiat George
Bridges will be our drummer. Why, he is the
W hite Bears’s second base. A nice lot we should
be with one of the best baseinen of our hereditary
foes beating the drum for us,” and Jotham ieaned
over the edge ofthe hay-mow and jabbed at a stray
hen with a pitchfork, in an absent-ininded sort
of way,

It was explained that George was the only boy in
town who had a drum, or a chance at a drum, and
that it was necessary that he he invitad into the-
proposed company for his drum; besides, as Sam
Perkins explained, George was a good fellow, and
it was not his fault that he was a member of the
W hite Beai-s’s Nine.  So it was agreed that he be
asked to join the company, when it should be made
up, and Sam Black, being a neighbor of the absent
Georg-e, was instructed to give him a chance to
come into the organization.

Jo, who had been striking at imaginary heredi-
tary foes with the pitchfork, exclaiined:

“ | have it! Lances are the thing! When I was
in Boston, last summer, | saw the Boston Lancéis,
and they were just prime. Each man was mounted:
on a big hoi-se, and he carried in his hand a long
lance "

“ But we can’t be mounted on horses,” inter-
iTipted Sam Perkins, derisively, “ Besides, where-
are you going to get your lances, any better than
your guns ?”

Sam Perkins did not, as a rule, approve of
anything suggested by Jo, and Jo was apt to rebel
at the petty tyranny which Captain Sam exercised
over the rest of the Nine. And, more than all this,
Jo svas fond of saying, “ When | was in Boston, last
year,” which was unbearabie to boys who liad not
been in Boston; and mostofthe Fairport boys had
not been so fortinate. So, when Jo proposed!
lances, and added insult to injury, so to speak, Sam
was ready to quarrel with him. The good-natured.
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rosy-cheeked “ Lob” poured oil on tbe troubled
waters, by retnarking that lances could be made of
long, round sticks, painted and varnished to look
like the lances which he had seen in the picturesin
Scott’s novéis.

“ But what are you going to do for heads?”
demanded Sara Perkins. “ Make ’em of cast
iron? That would be too costly, and there is no
iron foundry in these parts.”

“ Make ’em of tin,” explained Jo, who had
recovered his good temper. “ Make ’em of tin,
and fasten them into the ends of the poles. Tin
looks enough like Steel to be a lance-head,
anyhow, and we can put on some little strips of
red bunting to look like the pennons that the
Boston Lancers had on theirs.”

This, it was agreed, was a feasible plan, and it
was settled that the boys should talk the matter
over among the members of the Nine, and that
they should have a meeting in Hatch’s barn, next
Saturday afternoon, and at once organize.

The entire Nine, with George Bridges added,
met as agreed upon, and it was further and
formally agreed that the arms of the company
should be lances made as suggested by Jo Murch
and “ the Lob.” The question of the fiame was
not so easily settled. Sam Perkins wanted the
flame to be “ The Fairport Cadets,” but Pat
Adaras said that that was the fiame of the militia
company at Ellsworth. “ Why not cali it the
Fairport Nine?” he cried manfully, mindful of
the honor of the base-ball club.

“ Why, there will be more than nine of us,” said
Hi Hatch. “ 1 wouldn’t belong to a company
with only nine fellows in it, and we are ten now,
counting George, and he isa member of the other
Nine, besides. | vote for the narae of ‘The Han-
cock Cadets.” Ellsworth is a long way off,
anyhow, even ifthe Captain of the Cadets did say,
in his toast, when the Hancock Guards gave them
a dinner on the common, last year, that it was no
furtber from Fairport to Ellsworth than from Ells-
worth to Fairport. By the way,'fellows, that was
a first-rate toast, wasn’tit?”

“ All in favor of calling our company ‘The
Hancock Cadets,” hold wup their hands till
counted !” called out Captain Sam. Four hands

went up, George’s being one. “ Contrary minds 1”
Six hands went up. “ It aint a vote,” said Sam,
with some appearance of disappointment.

“ Now, then, all you fellows who are in favor of
calling it ‘The Fairport Nine,-” hold up your
hands till you are counted.” Six hands went up.
“ Oh, this is too ridiculous 1” cried Sam.

“ Cali the contrary minds |” shouted George
Bridges. “ Declare the vote,” said Jo Murch,
who had voted for the fiame of the Nine, just to
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spite Sam Perkins, as he afteiward explained. So
Sam declared the iame adopted by the company
was “ The Fairport Nine”; and “ a very ridicu-
lous ilame it was, too,” as he added, for the liencfit
of those who had voted against him.

The election of officers being next in order, Sam
Perkins was naturally chosen captain, though jo
Murch whispered to ‘“the Lob ” that there wasno
sense in making the skipper of a schooner itie
captain of a full-rigged ship, which figure of
speech “ the Lob” understood to be a refiection
on the policy of choosing the Captain of the Nine
as captain of the militia company. “ Silence in
the ranks!” thundered Captain Sam, as well &
his somewhat thin voice could thunder. *“Don'
begin to puton airssosoon,” said Jo. “We'
not in the ranks yet, and, when we are, there will
be lots of time for you to put on frills.”

Captain Sam wiselyoverlooked the impcrtinence,
and the election of officers went on, Billy Hetber-
ington being chosen standard-bearer, and Ned
Martin first-lieutenant. It was voted not to have
any second-lieutenantuntil the company wasbigger.
As it was, the rank and file of the company con
sisted of only five men, or boys, | should say,—the
other five being the captain, first-lieuEenanl,
standard-bearer, fifer and druramer.

“ Billy Hetherington ought to have been the
captain,” said Jo Murch to Blackie, as the boys
sauntered homcward, after the election w;is over.
“ His father is a judge, and his grandfather wes a
general,” he added, by way of clinchiiig the argu-
ment.

“ And his mother makes the best doughnuts of
anybody in town,” added Blackie, with a merry
grin.  “ Isn’tthatreason enough ?”

The first parade of the Fairport Nine took place
about two weeks after the organization of the com
pany. It is needless to say that the appearance of
the little band was hailed by those of the White
Bears who were at home with shouls of derision.

If Captain Sam Perkins’s appreciation of niililary
discipline had not been very strong, he would hae
left the ranks and attacked Eph Mullett with histin
sword, as that unpleasant young man put his head
out of the hearse-house door, shouted, “ Goose
egg 1” and shut himself in again.

As it was, Ned Martin, who was not wrapped «p
in his dignity as he should have been, hawled oul:
“ Nosey 1 nosey 1” to the mortification of the cap
tain, who shouted: “ Silence in the ranks " until
he was red in the face.

Drawn up on the Common, the “ Nine"
tered fourteen in number, the original ten having
been reinforced by four other boys, the smallest®!
whom was little Sam Murch, whose servicesin
climbing the meeting-house lightning-rod, ontbe |
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night before the Fourth of July, seemed to deserve
some such reward. The lances were resplendent
in varnish, and the tin tops, cut out according to a
pattern furnishcd from a picture in Ivanhoe were
as good as the best lance ever put in rest by any
of ihe heroes of that delightful story,-at least so
Billy Hetherington thought, as he glanced proudly
at the array. The little strips of red bunting fiut-
tered m the breeze from the heads of the lances
and the general appearance of the troop as ]6
Murch remavked, was quite like that of the Boston
Lanccrs. The manual of arms, to which the boys
were somewhat accustomed, after haying watched
ihe militia company of the town at drill, was gone
through very creditably, excepting that *““ the Lob ”
when told to ground arms, would persist in throw-
ing his weapon on the ground, instead of droppin?
the iower end to the ground, as was the customarv
fchion m the oid-time drill.  And Jo Murch, who
wes dearly in a mutinous spirit, kept his lance at
theshoulder, when theorder “ Present armsl ” was
shouted by the captain. Captain Sam looked at
ihe inalcontent for a moment, as if in doubt what

good-naturedly said:
it isnt any matter, Jo.” Whereupon Jo
having gained his
“ take Water,"

Wel,
unmediately presented arms,
ponit, which was to make the captain
as the boys were wont to say.

Another difficulty occurred when the company
wes niarching to the house of Pat Adams, where
lhestanchrd was to be presented to the company
Gwrge Bndges, so intent on beating his drum
Ja he could not keep in line, was continuallv out

toir the rest of the

e AN u
of th n grass-grown gutter by the side
d the road, Captam Sam carne down upon him
«lhhis tm sword, and, drawing it from an imag-
map scabbard, shrieked:

“if you don’t keep in line, I ’ll assassinate you t -

V hl " drummei_who
W about as much idea of the meaning of the

rd used as Sam liad, replied, with a drawl:

Il you sassinate me, | wontdrum.”

®magnificent affair, made by

tho

2 ? n Noyes and some of the other girls. who
gh they could not lay out the work, were glad

hanner It

imad T
Tano t f with nine red stars
ofFaSr illustrious Nine

=westars thA" r*l ®

"“nber of fhe

tdc L t i of hright-
v S dangled from the top of the
and tr' by a tin spear-head,

* “*0 "hole was a most gorgeous affair.
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Flaxen-haired Aiice Martin, Ned’s sister, had
So. with

been selected to present the standard.
the company drnwn, up before the frontdoor ofthe
house, pretty Alice, with the flag in her hand, aud
surrounded by the big girls and the little girls who
had had a hand iti this business, delivered the
following address;

* of illustrious Nine 1 | am cominis-
Sioned by the ladies of Fairport to present to you
this beautiful banner, whereon are sown the stars of
the thirteen colomes of our beloved land. W e know
we could give it into no more honorable and safe
keeping than j-ours. You are the first to form a
company of soldiers among the youth of our beau-
tiful village, and to you belongs the great honor of
being fte fimtto receive the flag of your country
from those who, though they may not mingle in
the fray where you are to win laureis imperishable,
may, at least, look on from afar with the sinceres!
admiration for your prowess, and the most tender
wishes for your success in the strife. Take this
banner, and, in the words of the poet,

“Forever float that standard sheet |
W iere breathas the foe hut lalls before us,
Wiih frcedom’s soil beneath our feet
And freedom’s banner screamdig o’er us.'”

This beautiful and elogiient address, it should be
said, was composed by Sam Perkins’s big sister
Sarah; and the reply, by the same industrious
young lady, was delivered by Billy Hetherington
who, advancng from the ranks, when Alice said

Take this banner,” thus delivered his speech ;
nr ‘banks, dear madam,”—and here
Ahce blushed deeply,—*“ in behalf of myself and
my fellow soldiers, for this elegant testimonial of
the interest which the ladies of Fairport take in the
welfare of the muUary service of the Republic
We receive it with pride; we shall bear it forth
with a firm determinaron to die, if need be,”—and
here Billy dropped a furtive- tear and his voice
quivered a little,-“ in defense of the banner thus
confidently intrusted to our keeping. WJien, on
the field of battle, or in the lonely bivouac, we
shall look upon its shining folds, shining with the
stars ofour beloved country, we shall think of this
day, when we were reminded by you that, though
you may not participate in the strife in which
muse engage, you look at the carnage from a dis-
tance, and give us your fervent wishes for our suc-
cess. And, whatever shall befall, we know that we
may depend, m the words of the poet, on this:

" 'Ah ! uever shan the I.md forget
Hotv gushed lhe life-blood of her brave-

Gushed, wann with hope and courage yet,
Upon the soil they sought lo save."’

This address so touched the tender hearts of
some of the smallest girls that they choked down a
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little sob, while Captain Sam, turning to his gallant
band, shouted: “ Three cheers for the laches 1”
The cheers were given with a will, the new banner
being waved enthusiastically by the proud and
happy standard-bearer.

“ Three more for Miss Alice Martin 1” shouted

"THRBB CHEIIRS for THB ladies!’

the first-lieutenant, her bcolher. A disorderly and
somewhat irregular cheer ardse, when Captain
Sam, brandishing his sword in air, cried: “ Nobody
has a right to give orders in this company but me;
so, now. Now, then, fellow soldiers ! three cheers
for Miss Martin, the sister of yourbrave lieutenant,
and the presenter of our flag, svhich she has done
in a beautiful speech.” To thislong and elabérate

FAIRPORT
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command there was an imraediate response, and
Ned's anger at being reproved melted away.
There was a collation of calces, pies, and berries
and milk laid out in the wood-shcd of the house on
the hill, and, once more saluting the ladies with
three shrill and hearty cheers, the marcial Nine

shouted CAPTAIS SAM."

filed out into the Street, and with fife and 1
colors flying, and lances glittering in the sunighVj
they marched up the hilij an admiring tbrongoi

girls accompanying them on the sLdewalk, ihty» |
too, being invited to the feast.

It was a great day for the Fairport Nine, ani
even Nance, who remained stanch to the proness
of the White Bears, with whom her sympatliitt
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naturally belonged, confessed. as she brought out
platefui afterplatefulof Mrs. Hetherington’s famous
doughnuts, that she was having “ an awful good
time,” the fact that “ that black boy was in it all”
being the only drawback to her complete eniov-
ment of the festivities.

Chapter VI.

TROUBLE IN THE CAMP.

IT was necessary that the first experience of the
new niihtary company should be as much like that
of real soldiers as possible. It was, accordinglv
agreed that there should be what the boys knew
a“ muster.”

Now, a rnuster in New England, in these

was hke the annual trainings which are
heldin some other States. The annual master in
theregion of Fairport was held at Orland, a smail
town a few miles from Fairport. To it resorted
all the m.iitia companies from far and near Thev
were dnlled and put through the exercises of war
m the most approvcd fashion.. As the muster
lated for three or four days, it was needful for the
soldiers to camp out during their stay; and so it
came to pass that many of the visitors also spent
he nights m tents and booths rented for the fiime
byenterprismg Yankees of the neighfaorhood
The muster was the great annual festival of the
country, nvaling the annual circus in its attrar
jons There were traveling jugglers. peep-sho::;

and the

ighBfor theentertainment ofthe visitor;
coid

booths, at which pies, cakes, baked beans

hteat and dnnk were sold, were to the boys like a
~on of fairy iand. To go to muster was m have
Irat cxcelled only by a visit to Boston
Obviously, one lone company could not have a

Kif- Bul the Fairport Nine did not care very much

"m What does a fiame signify?
Itwas late in the summer, and the wild rasp-
tri« were ripe, when the looys held their fir3
muster in the block-house pasture of Faii-
This pasture was on the hillside sloping
Penobscot Bay. The highesf

m
S if

ed by a block-house, built by the British at
fe eginnmg of the Revolutionary war. From

A 7" descended
MuffvaiA ® the water was
But, here and there among

«ya d precpitous.
spruce-covered hilU, were clear spaces level
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enough for the Nine (who were really fourteen) to
foim 1l line and m platoons of two and three- but
It was not a good place to match in. The real
business of tbe occasion, however, was the muster.
time fo "P@=tt all their spare
rime m the woods, bmlding the camp. It had been
their custom to spend the Fourth of July jn camo-
ing out, taking a picnic with them. This had been
made impossible this year, on account ofthe play-
ng of the great base-ball match. The muster

attempted, as the soldiers were to spend the night
in camp,

calk resounded with the shouts and
calis of the busy boys, who worked harder, as Nance
Gnndle gt.mly said, at the building of a camp in

tasks, which they regarded with so much disgiist
and horror as the very hardest kind of work fver
put upon any human being. From the shore was
many a back-load of drift-wood—Ilong

brought

rirr/ir"'"" ~"iheranddtypoies, to form thf
Inri fi i oih~rback-loads of spruce
and fir boughs were brought from the adjacent

groves, to thatch the roofand.weave into the sides
ot the structure.

five standing as

Four or small-sized trees,
Z square, were
selected as the corner-posts of the camp, and on
these were nailed the strips of wood and the poles
gathered on the shore, leaving a space for the open

door-way. When the frame-work was all nailcd in

But when the fragrant boughs ofthe firand spruce
were woveu into the frame, concealing the white-
bXiri h *"f bleached drift-wood, there was
eheid an arbor of verdure which might well have

been the green nest ofsome huge bird, so com]glete
and tnm was it. ’ =
Inside, the camp (for of course no Fairport boy

soft twigs of .hemlock, and a rude bench of rocks
and shore-worn planks was constructed for the con-
ven,ence of the girls, who were to visit the camp
late in the day. No boy was ever allowed to sit on
these benches, as it was a tradition with the Fair
port boys that this would have been cffeminate
Righc merrily worked the boys, the chatter of
their voicesand thermgmagof their hatchets making
music ,n the depths of the forest. Occasionally a

to look down with wonder at tbhe busy creatures
who were making such a strange din in the inidst
ofhis haunts; ora garruious blue jay perchad itself
at a safe distance and scolded violently at the in-
tuders. And once, an inquisitive mink, one
of the most timid of animals, stole up from the
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rocky shore to discover the cause of all this com-
motion in the usually siient woods.

“Amink! a mink1” shouted Jo Murch, and
away he flew after the beautiful little creature.
The mink darted into the mossy crevicesofaledge
near at hand, and was gone like a flash. Jo dug
his hands into the rough cracks of the rock, as if
he would tear them apart and dig out the animal.

“Ho | what a fool jo Murch is to think that he
can catch a mink after it has got into that ledge 1”
cried Pat Adams.

“You 'd better come here and fix up that brace

JO MURCH 18

you burst off when you started after that critter,”
said Captain Sam, angrily. Now, it must be con-
fessed that Jo was more partial to running after
birds and animals than he was to work, even when
his labor was that of camp-building, so he replied
surlily and threw himself at full length on a heap
of spruce-boughs and yawned wearily:
“My!how my back aches !”

“That’s nonsense,” said Hi Hatch. “ My
fether says that a boy’s back never aches. He
thinks it aches, but it does n’t.”

“Well, I don’t care,” grumbled Jo. *“ It feels

just as bad to me as ifitreally did ache, and | am
not going to work any more this afternoon, any-
how. That last back-load of lumber that I lugged
up from the shore finished me for to-day i”

“ Ifyou don’t do your share of work, you can’t
come to the rauster,” cried Sam Perkins, who was
boiling with anger at this breach of discipline.

FAIRPORT NINE.
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“Ho 1” sneered Jo, “ who made you my master
| ’d like to know ? You can’t play petty tyrant on
me, now, so don’t you try it.”

The other boys were aghast atthis direct defiance
ofthe captain. As for Sam, he felt that his author-
ity must be matntained at any cost, so he jumped
down from the roof of the camp, where he liad
been arranging the covering of boughs, and clench-
inghis brown and pilch-covered hands, he advanced
toward Jo, stretched at ease on tlie bed of boughs,
and before Jo knew what was coming, dealt him a
smart blow under his left ear.

INSUBORDINATE

“ Now, then, | ’ll give you another, if you cai
me ‘petty tyrant’again.”

Jo, recovcring from his surprise, for it was very
seldom that Sam resorted to violence in the main-
tenance of discipline, was on his feet in an
instant. He gave Sam a blow between the eyes
that made the sparks fly in his brain. But Sam,
in an instant, got Jo Murch by the collar ofhis
shortjacket with his right hand, and his left aim
was twisted about Jo’s waist; his right foot wes,
meantime, busy with Jo’s legs, trying to trip hira
to the ground. But Jo was wary and wiry, and it
was several seconds before he fell heavily to the
ground, Sam on top.

The other boys looked on admiringly, but with
a certain sense of alarm, for this was a real fight,
and their gallant commander was not always equ¢,
tojo Murch, who wasknown «s tne vest “ wraslki

in the village.
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There was more or iess pummeling and scratch-
#gm the heap of gpruce-ljoughs argmnd wivch the
tfst of the boys gathcred at a respectful distance
The tivo boys fought each other into the open
ground and then into a clurap of low-growing
juniper, m which they struggled with each other
Dlhe midst of a cloud of dust which they raised
fromthe dry mass of growth. When the combat-
Misemerged from the confusion and obscurity of
the jumper-bush, Sam had Jo’s head under his
sim, and was pelting thc blows into the back of
his neck, Presently, Jo, unable to endure this
piinishment any longer, cried; “ 1 begl” This
wesregnrded among tho Fairport boys as an equiv-
alentfor ' | surrender,” and it was not so difficult
»say,

Samunloosed his hold, and, with a farewell kick
OTung loose of his late adversary and looked at
hm Somehow, Jo had parted with the greater
portion of his jacket, and the only part of his cot-
ton sliirt left on him was a stout neck-band of
inbleached cloth which was buttoned about his
ack His aspect of sudden raggedness was sur-
pnsing. But Sam had not come out of the
«ocotinter unscathed. He had been working with-
out his jacket, but his shirt was now open behind
«weU as before, and his satinet waistcoat was a
Blackie picked up the fragments
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and laid them on a convenient rock, while Sam
cooled his flushed face at the spring.

“ He s got a licking that he ’ll remember for
the rest of this season,” spluttered Sam, as he
spiashed the coid water into his face. And 1l
give him another whenever he wants one.”

“ Oh, don’t let ’s light any more,” said Ned
Martin, with a mingled feeling of awe and admira-
tion for h:s gallant commander.

Jo Murch, gathering up the ragged wreck of his
prments, after wiping the blood from his face,-for
he had had a blow on his nose,—scrambled up the
lutside from lhe camp, and, shaking his fist at the
group below, cried: “ Youfellows may be bullied
pound by that petty tyrant of a captain of yours
rwonL and that ’s all | 've got to say to him. You
can fill my place m the Fairport Nine just as soon
as you please! So, now!” And with that, and a
big rock which he sent erashing through the trees
a moment afterward, Jotham Murch was out ofthe
campmg ground, and out ofthe Fairport Nine.

That iiigM, when Sam had gone to bed in dis-
ipe, and liis mother had told the whole sharae-
ful story to bs father, as she tried to put together
the wreck of Sam’s satinet waistcoat, 'Squire Per-
kins only said: “ Boys are young animals, Polly.
1spose they must fight the brutality out of them
some time or another.”

STORIP:s.

In the middle of the causeway, among other wreck,

lattered ruin.
(Tt> ie coniiuueci,)
TWO GUNPOWDER
By J. 1. W.
I bL ® Nicholas who were inter-
E."” Coolest Man in

«p.., pnnted in the number for January, 1878
exploit which, for pluck

Jd | feif
fully epaled that of the young Russian
This incident occurred in 1847, during
iz A Aoy
3 "o *TM '
army was obliged to take firstthe own

#'_l? t T

Kpw, \% APPtoach was by a large
tm each side, and, at ofa
i * bndge. So the American forces,
Ii«tlle the r at one pointin the
Il parf of h f himself separated from

«t'ofh.s troops, whom he wished to rejoin.

stood a baggage-ivagon, on fire, and, as the General
and his staffapproached the blazing cart, they sud-
denly discovered that it was laden with gunpowder 1
lhey drew up with a start, and waited results very
anxiously. In a moment, however, Sergeant A. M
Kenaday, then of the Third U. S. Dragoons, mo-
tioned to three of his comrades, and without a word
the four brave men dashed 011 to the wago6n
Although they could not tell how soon one of the
powder boxes might explode, these men determinad
to dear a passage for their chief. The gunny-bag
covers of the boxes were smouldering, and somf
of them were alieady aflame, but Kenaday and
another soldier mounied into the midstofthe blaz-
ing boxes, and fell to workin dead earnest-quicklv
tossing them one by one to the two other troopers,

ditch. Each wooden case, moreover, weighed about
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seventy pounds, so that to empty the cart was no
light labor.

Within a few minutes, the cover of the wagén
had burned entirely off, and the gallant four,

THE BURHING

almost exhausted with heat and exertion, were
soon after stopped by General Worth, who rodé
up to the wagoén and ordered them out. This
ecommand was instantly obeyed, and then the Gen-
eral and his staff spurred Iheir horses and made a
rush pastthe wagén at full gallop, while the sergeant
and his comrades followed at a pace that soon put
them out of danger.

But they had not yet caught up with the Gen-
eral’s party when they heard a loud report behind,
and looking back, saw no trace of the wagdn, even
when the smoke had cleared. It had been blown
to atoms by the few cases of powder which they
had leftin it.

And this was not the only act of bravery per-
forraed that day by the young sergeant, for later
in the same afternoon he joined in the famous

TWO GUNPOWDER
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charge, led by General (then Captain) Philip Keat.
ny, on the San Antonio gate of the City of México
In this reckless onset, twenty resolule dragoons
cut their way into the city through six thousandof

POWDBR-WAOON.

the enemy’s panic-stricken soldiers. General Scott,
the American commander-in-chief, said it was the
bravest charge he had ever seen or read of, and s
full account of it may be found in almost ertiy
bistory of the Mcxican War.

Very different from the young sergcant’s ponder-
exploit, but quite worthy to be ranked with itfot
courage and seli-sacrifice, was the other deed i
have to tell about, and which you will find ills-
trated in the frontispiece. This time, the act of
bravery was performed by a girl instead of a boy,
and the powder, instead of making the danger,
was the very thing which she riskcd her life
save. And the heroine of this story belonged not
to an invading party, but to a small garrison WO
were besieged and making a desperate defense.
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This is the way it happened:

Among the important border outposts of the
Americans, during the war of the Revolution, was
Fort Henry, situated on a bank of the Ohio River,
near Wheeling Creek. In 1777, it was suddenly
ittacked by a band of Indians, under the command
of Sime6n Girty, a white man and a Tory, noted
for his cruel hatred toward the Americans. The
Indians numbered nearly five hundred, but the
garrison in the fort were only forty-two, and, soon
after the siege began, some thirty of these were
caiight in an ambush outside of the fort and slain.
Only tweive men were now left to Colonel Shep-
heid, the American commander; but all these
weregood marksmen, and knowing that surrender
meant death for their wives and children as well
as for themselves, they resolved to fight to the
1 last.

But, alas | bravery availed them little, for it was
jot long before the small stock of powder in the
fotwas almost exhausted, and only a few charges
| remained to each man.

In despair, the Colonel called his brave iittle
band together, and told them that at a house
sone sixty yards outside of the fort, which their
eneoiics had not yet dared to approach, ihere
Imu keg of gunpowder. Whoever should try to
bring it into the fort would be in peril of his life
ftom the rifles of the Indiang. He had not the
I tear! to order any man to such a task, but the
| powder was their only hope, and, therefore, it was
| bis duty to ask if any one of them was brave
inowen to volunteer the undertaking.

Instantly, three or four young men avowed
| femselves ready, but only one man could be
Ispred  And while they were generously disputing
wong themselves for the perilous errand, Eliza-
W Zane, a girl of seventeen, approached the
Colorel and begged that she might be allowed to
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go for the powder. Her request was promptly
refused, but she persisted eamestly, even against
the remonstrances and entreaties of her parents
and friends. In vain, they pleaded and reasoned
w.th her, urging more than once that a young
man would be more likely to succeed, through his
power of running swlftly. She replied that she
knew the danger, but that, if she failed, her loss
would not be felt, while not a single man ought to
be spared from the little garrison. Finally, it was
agreed that she should make the first trial.

W hen all was ready, the gate opened and Eliza-
beth walked rapidly across the open space toward
the house where the powder was stored. Those
inside the fort could plainly see that the eyes of
the Indians were upon her, but, either from curi-
osity or mercy, they allowed her to pass safely and
to enter the house.

Her friends drew a breath of relief, and, watch-
ing even more anxiously for her re-appearance,
saw her come out soon, bearing the powder
in a table-cloth tied around her waist. But this
time the Indians suspected her burden, and in a
moment more, as she was hastening toward the
fort, they sent after her a shower of bullets and
arrows. These all, however, whistled byher harm-
less, and with wild, startied eyes, but an undaunted
heart, she sped on with her treasure through the
deadly missiles, until at last she bore itin triumph
inside the gate.

By the aid of the powder and the enthusiastic
courage which Elizabeth’s self-sacrifice inspirad,
the little garrison was enabled to hold out until
relief carne to them. And so this noble act of a
young girl saved the lives of aij within the fort,
and vanquished its five hundred dusky assailants.

You will find a fuller account of the incident in
Mrs. Ellet’s IVonien of tke Revolution, from which
the main facts of this story are taken.

LUCK.

By Margaret B.

| don’t know how it carne about—
| put my sack on wrong side out;
lcould n’t change it back all day,
Because | ’d drive my luck awa”.

And when | went to school, the boys
Began to shout, and make a noise;
But while they plagued me, | sat still,
And studied spelling with a will;

Bo, when our class the lessons said,

I did n’t miss, but went up head !
WL VII.—49,

Harvey.

As | carne home, | looked around

And soon—a four-leaved clover found 1

| wished, and put it in my shoe.

And, don’t you think? niy wish carne true!
It was that | might overtake

The team, and ride with Unele Jake.

And so, you see, the livelong day,
That | was lucky, every way;
And Grandma said, without a doubt

T was ’cause my sack was wrong side out.
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SAVED HER MOTHER.

By Kate Brownlee Horton.

Grandfather Warne kept the little inn in
Bakewell, and Patty lived with him. Of course,
Grandmother Warne lived there, too, for nothing
would have gone right if she had notbeen at hand
to keep the maids busy, and to see that clean,
fragrant beds, bright fires, and good, wholesome
food were always ready for the travelers who carne
knocking at the little inn door at all hours of the
day or night.

Dame Warne was a famous housekeeper. The
inn fairly shone within and without, it wasso clean;
and ohl what beds! they really were fragrant.
The puré white linen sheets and pillow-slips were
kept in a great oaken “ chest of drawers,” where
were always fresh bunches of lavender, rose-
mary and sweet-marjoram; and sleeping at the
“ Rutland Arms” seemed almost like sleeping on
a bed of sweet fiowers in some dainty old-time
garden, only the great feather-beds and pillows of
eider-down were softer than any fiower-beds, and
the fine rose-blankets warmer than rose leaves
would be.

Summer nights in England are rarely too warm
for a blanket, and sometimes—at the watering-
places, or near the sea-coast when the night
breezes blow cool—even a soft, down coverlid is
needed, in addition.

Now, you all guess that Bakewel! is in England.
So it is; a quaint little town in Derbyshire, and
very, very ofd. It is built partly on a hill sloping
down to the left bank of the river Wye, one of the
prettiest, most tranquil little rivers in all England.
It never foams and tosses along, fior fusses about
getting to the sea, but turns a laughing, sparkling
face up to the sun, and ripples so softiy and gently
on its way that it makes one peaceful and happy
just to wander beside it, as it slips quietly along,
and watch it kiss the soft, grassy banks that hold
it between them.

That is a wonderful hill, too, where the little
town lies; there are so many things inside it.
Black marble, and coal, and lead, and limestone,

all are quarried there; and at the foot of the hill
are warm chalybeate (look in the dictionary for
that big word) springs, whose waters cure many
diseases.

On the opposite side of the river are thc ruins of
an oid, oid castle, built in A. _D. 924 by Edward
the Eider. Only think of it1 More than five luin-
dred years before our country was discovered, that
oid castle was built, and yet there are traces of it

still to be seen! i think workmen in those days
wished their work to last.

In the very heart of the little town is a curious
oid church, built in Saxon times, hundreds of years
ago, but as strong and perfect yet as if it intended
to last forever. It is of dark stone, in the form of
a cross, and in the niches and corners mosses and
vines cling closely.

Within are many ancient and strange nora-
ments; some like great stone cliests, and lying ;
them, with clasped hands and uptumed faces, are
life-size stone figures of many noble people wto
died long years ago. Perliaps it would frightena
little American girl to go into such a church, but
little Patty loved nothing better lban to play
among the oid stone figures, as her mother had
played when she, too, was a merry little tnaid.

There were two figures that Patty iiked
especially, and used to talk to as if they could
know what she was saying.

These were pretty Dorothy Vernonandherlovet |
husband, Sir John Manners, and they were not |
lying down, but kneeling near a little iron-harred |
window, through which the sunlight fell, making
soft shadows and playing around them, touching
their faces as if it, too, were whispering to them|
like Patty.

Beneath this window was a carved wooden desk,
with a curious oid book of stone lying open uponit |
Patty said it always made her feel like sayingheri
prayers, to go into this little cérner, and sometimesl
she did say them there. Sometimes, too, se |
used to kneel on one cérner of the stone chesl,!
beside pretty Dorothy, and clasp her own littiel
hands before her,—“ just to see,” as she said,(
“ how it must feel to stay there always."

if 1 had time | would tell you how, when theyl
were alive, pretty Dorothy and handsome Siijohnl
dearly loved each other, but were cruelly kepij
apart; and how, one night—when there wes al
grand ball at Haddon Hall, where the Dukedi
Rutland lived—pretty Dorothy stole through
ofthe long Windows out to the balcony,
lover was waiting, and, all in her beautful bJJ
dress of lace and satin, rodé off with hitn lo
married; how they never were orqiven, bul ew
to this day their stone figures, instead of yi"S
calmly sleeping, seem begging for forgiventé- |

But it is too long a story to tell now; itiso
because something very strange happened M *
Patty, just beside them, that | tell you this Mmoo,
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The little river Wye, and its neighbor, the Der-
went, are capital fishing streams; so, between the
anglers who went there to fish, and the patients
who went to be cured at the springs, the little inn
«as not often empty, And what busy times there
were when both kinds of visitéis happened to be
there together 1

Grandmother was not quite so quick on lier feet
asshehad been once upon a time, but her tongue
wasas nimble as ever, and her eyes were as bright.
She seemed to see everything at once, and woe to
the maid who left dust jn the corners, or who
lagged when the good dame said, “ Hasten !”

There was always a blazing fire in the kitchen,
and bacoo and eggs, delicious fresh fish, and the
dainty crumpets, for which the little inn was
fimous, were soon forthcoming, no matter how
many hungry mouths were to be filled.

Little Patty used to like the “ hurries,” as she
called them, for cook was always best-natured
when she had the most to do, and was sure to bake
heracrunipet all for herself as often as she sent a
dishful in to the guests; and Patty loved crumpets
dearly.

But you must not think she was a greedy little
girl, who did nothing but eat. No, indeed!
Grandmother used to cali her her “ little feet," she
«as always so ready to wait on her, and run quickly
wherever she was sent. Her little scarlet cioak
awayshung liandy on a peg behind the kitchen
door, and when anything was wanted, Patty would
puton this cloak, draw up its little hood over her
culyhead, and be ofT to the river bridge to buy
fresh fish from the fishermen, or out to the barn-
%ard to look for eggs. She loved to do errands
to grandmother, and, no matter how short a time
she was gone, on her return grandfather would
alweys show her into the * home-room ” as politely
“u n Suest; then grandmother
«wud I~ her, and hold her hand while she told

been and what
had seen.

fesides, she was the only one whom grand-

mother would trust to bring the silver spoons,

««mjugs and sugar bowls from the great iron-

»und chest m grandfather’s room, wliere thev

«te always kept locked up for safety
IV\/Fvalre as neatly as the maid, and as quickl)'/"

» She always liked to hear grandmother say,

Jow, little feet, just run and tell Jane you are

yfirst.” And grandfather would say, “ Hasten,

H 'vas his pet fiame for her.
was Martha,—
13 7?"' bermother’s iame,—but grandfather

sifrl; 3*® A®San to toddie
im. her iittle footsteps on the stone-fiagged
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hall and up and down the stone stairway always
sounded like “ pit-a-pat, pit-a-pat"; so he called
her httle Pit-a-pat, and when that seemed too long
to say, he shortened it to Patty, and' that was her
flame ever afterward.

Perhaps you wonder where Patty’s father and
mother were all this time. Well, I must tell you
of them, Her molher, who was grandfather
Warne s only child, had married—against grand-
mother’s earnest wishes—a sick gentleman named
Mr. Grey, who had conie to Bakewell to drink the
spring waters, and when he had grown ljetter she
went to hve in London with him. But he soon
became ill again m the ci6se, noisy city, and when
Patty came, a tiny baby, to live with them, he just
took dae look at her dear little face, kissed his
wife, and then closed his weary eyes forever. It
almost seemed as if Patty were a little angel who
had come from heaven to tell him God was ready
for hira, and, when he had gone, to stay and com-
fort the poor mothen And, oh 1 how this mother
longed now for her happy, peaceful home in quiet
Bakewell 1-longed to ky her baby in grand-
mother’s kind, sheltering arms, and her own tired
head on grandfather’s shoulder !

Was n’t ic strange that, when she was wishing
this so earnestiy, grandfather Warne should
walk into her little room ? Strange, but true, for
he really did, and, seeming to read at one glance
ail the sad story, he kissed his daughter and bade
her be comforted: he would do all that was need-
ful, and then take her home to her mother.

He was true to his promise. Before very long
the httle home in London had been closed, the
tireseme journey home was over, and late one
summer day, when the sun was just kissing the
hill-tops “ good-night,” and the little birds had
sung themselves fast asleep, the one solitary Bake-
well “ fly ” rattled up to the door of the litie inn,
and in a moment the poor, sad young mother, and
the wee, sleepy, pink-faced baby were both held
ciése to grandmother Warne’s loving heart,—as
closely as ifshe never meant to let them go.

For a while poor Mrs. Grey was contented, but
then she grew restless and unhappy, and at last,
one day, she said, “ | must go back to London and
v/iotk—ivorh, or | shall die."

Grandmother, looking at her, knew she was
right, so said, “ Go, dear child; we will keep the
baby and bring lier up well for you; only remem-
ber this is home, and come back to it if the world
is hard to you."

So Mrs. Grey went back to London; and the
years rolled on. There were occasional letters, and
one or two short, hurried visits, when little Pit-a-pat
toddled after her mother, holding her gown and
lisping pretty baby words to her. But the oid rest-
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lessness alsvays carne back, and even the loving ioaby
bands could not hold theirmother when an invisible
cord seemed drawing her back to London, where,
amid all the’noise and turmoil, her dear husband
was sleeping so peacefully.

PATTY SAVED HER
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when she was in pain the quaint country ballad]
and songs she had learned when she was a blitha
little country maiden.

Grandmother was very glad to receive such j
tidings; especially glad because there was a checl)

PATTY IN THB HOMB-ROOSt AT GKANDPATHBR 5-

Atlastcarnea letter, saying she had found a good
home as companion and nurse to arichlady, whose

riches could not make her happy, though, for she
was always ill. But Patty’s mother was a good

nurse and helped the poor lady, and sang to her

for five pounds in the letter, and now little PaJ
who was growing out of all her clothes so fast,cMJ
have nice new ones.

“ 1l make this dress long enough,” said
mother, who was very old-fashioned m her io®j
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ifshe did make the pretty new brown dress down

ule very tops of the little low button-shoes; but

Dwas nothing, for, as Patty said, her oid one was

«ong that it did not matter whether she wore

arstockings or not. But she did wear stockings

inys,—nice warm scarlet ones that grandmother
bfor her.

fcsides, she now had a new scarlet cloak, for the
olSone was entirely too short. | wish you could
bavtseen her in that new cloak, with its pretty
hood. She had a cunning little way of holding her
head on one.”e and iooking up out of her bright
eyes,and of hopping along when she was in a hurry,
that made one u'tnk of a robin red-breast, and if
her iame had not been Patty, it should certainly
have been “ little red-bird.”

After the money-letter carne, there was no news
fromMrs. Grey for a long time. Grandmother be-
gan to grow worried, and grandfather would have
gone at once to London to see what the matterwas
ifhehad not been so lame with the rheumatism that

| hiskneeswere allswollen outofshape, and he could
I onlyjust hobble around with the help of his cafie.
At last, one day, spme dreadful news carne flying
| from London. It seemed that the rich lady with
fhom Mrs. Grey lived had missed a curious, old-
fesbioned bead purse, with ten guineas in one end
and some silver half-crowns in the other; and,
bavingnooneespedallytoaccuse,shedeclared that
| Palty’s mother had taken it; and appearances were
a much against her-that poor Mrs. Grey was put
idprison till the money should be paid back,

Ofcourse she could not pay it, and although she
«as really and truly innocent, she couid not prove
Nandsowas too heart-brokcn and ashamed to write
tt grandfather Warne and ask him to help heru
ud the news that carne to Bakewell was that
| fttty’s mother had stolen a great deal of money
I trmher mistress, and was in jail for it.

I “lthappened ever so long ago,” said the neigh-
hrwho brought the illtidings; “ she has been
12weary while in the prison, poor lass.”
I What dreadful news to enter that happy little
| ome, Grandmother was made so wretched by
Dlthatall that day she sat in her big chair in the
pmney cérner, moaning as if her heart would
imak, while grandfather wandered through the
| «se m spite of his aching knees, and grieved
helpless to aid Patty's poor
believe their chiid
anything so wicked, but thev were

I 7™ because they could not help her.

Vi"'® to tell her

lim /I'"PP~ned: only cook caught her in her

1 asshe was running through the kitchen, gave
70 fresh crumpets, and kissed lier, saying:

An, poor little one ! Thy mother will be a sad
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shame to thee now; she has done a dreadful
thing.”

“You naughty cook!” cried Patty, ablaze in a
moment; “ how daré you say bad things about
my dear, far-away mother?” and she threw the
crumpets down on the freshly sanded floor, and
ran away sobbing to the oid church, to tell her dear
Dorothy ail her trouble. Then she kneit by the
old™desk, and, folding her little hands, said:

“ Dear God, please bring my mother home, so
| may be like the little girls who have their
mothers all the time.”

That made her feel better, for she believed her
prayer would be answered soon.

But she could not help sobbing a little as she
thought how unhappy she wouid be if anything
happened to her dear mother; and thought, too,
that she never, never could forgive cook for speak-
mg so; but, even as she was thinking, she fell fast
asleep, with her head pillowed against her Dorothy,
and in happy dreams forgot her sorrows.

When she awoke, the sun was taking his last
look m at the little window, and Patty knew by the
shadows in the corner that it must be past tea-
time. She was rubbing her eyes wide enough
open to see the way home, when the little door at
the other end of tlie church opened, and some one
entered softly. For a moment Patty was fright-
ened, and her heart went pit-a-pat so loudly she
almost thought some one was calling her, and she
crouched down behind Dorothy’s stoite chest, trem-
bling, as siie heard footsteps approaching.

Looking out from her hiding-place, she saw a
woman’s figure1 A large gray shaw! completely
covered her dress, and on her head was a silk hood
thatshaded her face so Patty could hardly see it
As she reached the little desk, she kneit, and, push-
mg back her hood impatientiy, as if it choked her,
she clasped her hands before her and sighed bit-
terly. Then Patty saw her face and oh | what a
great jump her heart gave as she saw it was her
mother! But how sad the face was! So palé and
care-worn, and the eyes so wild that Patty was
fnghtened and could not speak, but oniy looked
and wondered if that was really her own dear

mother. Soon she knew, for the mother sobbed
out: “ Oh! for one look at my darling Patty’s
face! | want my little one just to hold and kiss,

as | used to, long ago;” and she covered lier face
in her hands and cried bitterly.

Just then she felt two soft arms creep around
her neck, while a warm littie face was pressed cidse
to hers, and a sweet voice whispered in her ear:

“ Look up, dear mother! Here is your little
Patty, waiting to kiss you 1”

Then, you may be sure, the mother looked up,
took Patty in her arms, and heid her so ciése to
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her heart it was almost painful, while she said, as
she kissed the little upturned face: “ My child,
will you turn from me when you know | have
been in piison? They know | am innocent now

"AT THB LITTLE DESK, SHE KNZLI

that the purse is found, those cruel people, but |
can never be free from the taint of that dreadful
prison till 1 wash it away in the river. | must go
now, my baby,—the river is calling me; kiss father
and mother forme; | cannotsee them 1”

Then she kissed her child again and again as if
she could not part from her, while her eyes grew so
wild that Patty trembled; but she clung to her
mother, and said, bravely:

“ Come, mother, we '11 both go and see poor
grandmother, who has cried all day.”

SAVED HER

MOTHER.

Pty

So the sweet voice coaxed, and the little liands
drew the almost frantic mother down the aislé out
through the church-door into the quiet streei’that
led direct to the little inn.'

“Look at me, mother,” the child said, asthev
neared the foot-path that led down to tlie river
Her wise little head told her there was danger
there; and her bright eyes looked up withali her
loving heart shining out through them, andalveid
the mother’s glance till the river lay hehind-ifcn
and the little inn wasciése at hand. Just afew steps
more and it was reached. Still holding .her mother
closely, Patty opened the door, and they stood before
the poor oid weeping couple.

Before any words could be spoken, Mrs. Grey
fell, ill and fainting, at her mother’s feet. Fortu-
nately, there was a wise doctor from London stay-
ing at the little inn. Grandfather called him
quickly, and the sick mother was well cared fot,
The doctor whispered “ bratn-fever” to grand-
mother, and sliook his head as if it were very had
indeed. But he was wise and skiilful, and after a
time had his patient better, and up again, weak
but in her right mind, which was the best of all.

Little Patty was a devoted nurse; her mother
could not bear to miss her even for a few moments,
so it was many weeks before she had a chance lo
run down to the oid church and tell prettj' Dorothy
how happy she was now; how her dear mother wes
well again, and was never going away, but that
they—four people, grandfather and grandmother
Warne, little Patty and her mother—were going
to live happily together forever in the little inn.

That wasa good many years ago. Patty isgroivn
upnow—a pretty, sweet-fnced maid ofeighteen; and
when | wasat the “ Rutland Arms,” not so very long
ago, lslept in one ofthe sweet, fragrant beds, and
in the morning | had' crumpets for breakfast that
Patty herselfhad made. While she waited on me,
she told me how happy they all were in [be little
inn, and what care her mother took of the i'vo oid
people, who were too feeble to do anything but sil
in theirbig chatrs, one at each side of the fire-place,
and talk and nod cheerfully to each other.

After breakfast, we went to the oid church, and
Patty showed me pretty Dorothy, and the desk
where her mother had knelt that sad night.

“1f | had not been there,” said Patty, gravely,
“ | fear my mother really would have drownedher-
self. The doctor said she was wild with the fever
then; ” and she added, shyly, “ | often come yet
and talk to my Dorothy,” and she looked loviiigly
at her stone friend.

Then | had to say “ good-bye,” and | have
never seen her since; but | +.v. no doubt thatto
this day Patty Uves in the little inn, and still goes
and tellsher ioysand sorrows to “ pretty Dorothy. '
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One da)
gar-den-er
and some-thing'

Is it a ripe blaSl

“No; it s ev-er scT
gar-den-er.

Fred-dy could n't think of au”
looked ev-er-y day at the hlack-her-ries "a?”

& if they nev-er would get ripe, and he had prom-iST
his mara-ma nev-er to eat a green one.

But the gar-den-er took Fred-dy to a great li-lac
bush, and pulled aside the hranch-es, and there, hid-den
a-mong the leaves and flow-ers, was a lit-tle nest with
young birds in it! Fred-dy could see each lit-tle feath-er-
less bird with wide-o-pen beak, when the gar-den-er lift-
ed him up.

“Where's the mam-ma bird?” said Fred-dy, look-ing
dl a-round the bush.

“There she is, on that tree,” said the gar-den-er.

"She is watch-ing for her mate, who has gone to get the
young birds’ din-ner. See her now; here she comes
fly-ing and cry-ing. We ‘e fright-ened her. We d
bet-ter go a-way.”

“You go a-way,” said Fred-dy, “but let me stand here ver-y still
by this tree and watch for the pa-pa bird. | want to see him, too.”

As Fred-dy was stand-ing watch-ing for the pa-pa bird, he heard a cry
from the mam-ma bird, and, look-ing up, he saw a great hawk in the
air and sweep-ing down to-ward the nest

Fred-dy thought of the pict-ure in the book, and as he had n’t any
gyn to shoot the hawk, he be-gan to scream and throw stones at it.
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Lit-t1e Pop-ple-de-Pol-ly
Said; “See my new Dol-ly!

With her boo-ti-ful, pop-o-pen eyes;
But | can’t make her speak,
Though | *ve tried for a week;

And when-ev-er | hug her, she cries!”
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He set down his bas-ket, took the milk a-way from the oid cat and gave
itto the kit-tens. Tab-by did not care, for she smelt the fish. She tipped
the bas-ket o-ver, rolled out the ap-ple which a man had giv-en to Tim,
and took the fish in her teeth. She did not like the flow-ers which Tim
hadpicked for his moth-er. She kept her eyes fixed on him, hop-ing to get
a-'vay with the fish be-fore he saw her. But Tim caught her just in time.

When he told his moth-er, she said that Tab-by had a right to what she
found on that step, for that was the cat's sup-per-ta-ble. Then she gave him.
afish-bas-ket for his own, and told him to try not to be so care-less again.



fod6d times are here,
w3s rest from books and
fiearts a freer chance to grow sweet

110ving
My meadow never was fresher fior brighter
than now. By the way, the birds have made

frifendswith the bumble-laees, | think. At any rate,

here ’s a message that | found on my pulpit this

morning, from E. S. C., whose real fiame seems

to be Sit Bumble-Bee. But what is this he says

about growing smaller as he became

Does n’t Sir Burable deceive himself?
Only listen now to this:

" SIR BUMBLE-BEE’'S STORY.

“ HUP4-K-M! | was far from home, good ar»—
Hum*m-m —in some HUes busv working,
When ( felt a sudden shock—
On my back an awful knock—
And my poor head went a*jerking!

Hum-m-m! °T was an upstart humming-bird,—
Kum>m-in -—who gave me that hard ihumping,
Wi ith tlie great long lance, his bill.
Bul he '9 only roused tny wil;
Andl soon 1’ll set him jumpiog.

‘Hum-m-m) When | 'm strong” some sunny day,-
Hum-m-m —1 * prick him quick as winking |
He shall have a chance lo see
That a knightly Bumble-Bce
rtan do some powerful ihlakingl

*Hum-m-m ( I"ady Bumble waiis for me,—
Hum-m-m I—So now | 'm off—no moping—
Or my_children, plump and tall,—

J’ve ffrown it? oid and
May plue Wirh Rnxiou” hoping.

Hum-m-m!

Good-day !”

HOW THE BECHUANAS SMOKE.

“The Bechuanas of South Africa don’t carry
pipes and cigars about with them,” says Deacon
Green ; “ but when they want to smoke, they make

older ?

R
ies,
Tice,
‘ran toiny
mYit0,"
rjry manner;
TT an American
That can be recom

RAG-PICKEBS.

Ance saw in Italy, on the ground,

Todked like a little nest of spiders’ eggs, mov-

ing along. A sharp glance, however, showed an
untidy, fluffy ball, the size of a large pea, carried
by some creature about a quartev of an indi long.

But, my dears, you need n’t go away to llaly lo
find insect rag-pickers. Look in your raspberrj
patches, when the red-caps, black-caps and yellow
caps are ripening, and you will see some. They
gather and carry scraps of filier, gauze of fly-wings,
dried flower-petals, and other ragged shveds, hold
ing them on with the long hairs that grow upoit
their bodies.

Ordinary persons khow these insects hy ihe
flame “ raspberry geometer,” but if you are par-
ticular about calling them by their book-name, you
must say Syncklora rubivoraria.

Now, why do these little fellows go about dis
guised in that way? It surely cannot be because
they think the rags and tatters will hide them from
the birds who might eat them ? Why, a bird from
a tvee-top will see a hair in the road-dust, and pick
it up to fill some remembered chink in its nestl

May be, these rag-pickersbundle up so as tomake
themselves disagreeable morsels for birds to swal-
low? And may be they do it just to tease, and set
everybody to asking questions about them.

keepINe CUT FLOWERS FRESI.

Dear Mr. Jack: Once | cutoutfrom a newspaper a Hule (wa
about keeping cut flowers fresh for a long liiac, and | fii
dircctions and succeeded beaulifully, only the hcljocrope did nolxeep
well. But mignoneite slayed fresn for ever and ever so l10"? 1
have the oewspaper surap yet, and | send it lo you for oclwr \- ¢
giils to try-—Your irue fncod, Sadib Huntéx-

Pour water into a flat dish. Stand a vase Ofi
cut flowers in the dish, and over it put a bell-glass.
so that its rim comes beneath the water and rests
on the dish. The fiowers will rem ain fresh fora
long time, because the air about them, being sW
in by the bell-glass, is kept moist by the vapor tnal
rises from the water. The vapor turns to 'vatei
again, and runs down the sidcs of the bell-gbss

Kl'les’l
acr.sl
Giinll
Sliii;)
deni
irrtsl

I

o
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DOIKG CREOn

DJdwwiher. It "Hs pasture lots of twenty thousand acres, wuh
Diks and miles of fencing, lis flower gardens cover acres upon
ams: all the cardena and yards in your town put together will not
aaioneof its verbena beds in she. Even the spidcts in ihis great
Fttieare glanl spidcrs, some of them being as large as a tea-cup or
wo Rsaucer, This giantb so rich that it has cighiy-ninc miUion
aues ofland to give away. . .

Ili$ onc ofthe United States; butit was not bought from some-
becir. not was it ceded, ihat is, given by someboay, as were ttie
other States, excepting the onglnal thitieen. It carneinto the Union
diis own free will.

Giatus, you know, make long strides and accompUsh great thmgs
inashortdnje. So this one builds ciues as by magic. You may
sundononc of its prairies and see noihmg but wavmg grass, far to
irtierethc sky meets earth; retuming in six months to the sarac spot,
youwill find a city, with stores, hoteis, churches and schools; tind
W people hunyiog to andfro merry children on their way to
*chMt, all looking as though theirhome had been there for years.

The fiame of this giant State significs, according lo some persons,
"reef” ot “ roof-tikes’; aceording to ethers, * fRemdks.'

ITie fiame itself | have not meo ioned, because | want to let your
«deis guoss it. Mab.

Ulue (Philadblphia), Anna H. Wierum, and sverybody

jist.*"Always send your full postal address when wriiing lo St.
KtfHOLASnNot to be printed, but so that, if there should be no
»MBin lhe “ Letter-Box" for an answer. a wrilien reply inay be
RKtio you by mail.

Dsar St, N1CHOJ.A8: In reading the AprilnunMor ofthe maga-
lioel was much inierested by the account of “ The dear liiile deer,
Uidthought | would like lo get one, Could you tell me if they can
ke rol anywhere in New York,- nr if they are very expensive? |
«tildnoi even mind the brown instead of white, if only I could get
QMofthein for a pet. | suppose those men who sell cunous birds
wdanimais would not keep ftiem?—Y our very devoted reader,

R hita Handcock.

To ihis letter Mr. D. C, Beaid, who owned the “ Dear LitUe
D«r” al the rime ofits death, replies:

There jsnot, | belicve, a single Uve specimen ofthe pigmy” musk or
tnome-deer now in ihc United States. The one 1had, a picture of
*lwh 1 made for St. Nicholas, is the only living one lhave ever

White ooes aie exceedingly rate, and one of them would cEx»t
axdygreatdeal of money- There isnow, orthere wasafew months
?hcs,aspecimenofa ¢ rger specics ofthts decratthe Zoological Garden
inPliiladelpilla. The captain of the shlp “Janet Furgcson ' has
fQWsed 10 bring me over some more of ilie mouse*decr upon his

trjp from Singapore, though il js extremely doubtful whether
t'ootiliey will Uve untU t”e ship reachcs America.

Déab St. Nicholas:

Alligators' eggs are a llttic laiger than
Kits’ eggs.

Not long ago a newspaper said that a woman found

some in a ficld, ano
were boih very much sur.
Your little friend,

'seu

W. H. P- sends word that the dog whose p
April “ Lettet-Box" is a black Irish setter, calu-d "i
property of Mr. C. C. G., a gentleman in Eldom, lowa, a,
Eithct of the boy tefened to in the letier ptinted with the pio. -
The dog in the picture had onMr. G’s hat and ulsterand the photog-
rapher's spectaeles. W. H, P. adds: “Every orre who knows
‘Bobbienr recognized his portraitin the ' Letter-Box."”

Galveston, Texas..

Dea» St. Nicholas: In answer to the question of Miss Carne
Snead in che " Lelcer-Box ™ of your May number, | reph that the
leavesof Ihe trcesin Australia do not expose their flatsuriaces ro the

§HH H%%aausée is rays are tao burning, and the leaves would dlyup
very quickly fﬂ'é’v % @%BB’H CowW

Dbar St. Nicholas: | am going to tell you about a wolf. The
other day a man brought to a livery-stable in ourcity, Lincoln, Neb.,
a Httle baby prairie-wolfthat did not have its eyes open- An oid cat
that had her kiliens up in a hay-loft heard it crymg, came”w n,
oicked Il up, carried it in her mouth to the loftand putit with her
kiitens, and has nursed and lakeo care ofiteversmce. The bshy
wolf and kiltens are Uving happUy together, but | expc« thete wiU
be trouble after a while; what do you thiokt Daisv C.

L. M- P, AND OTHERS.—In answcr to your letters about the
June frontispiece, entilied “ The Home of the Hetons,”
tell you a little about the birds ihemsclv».

The specics represented in ihc picture is the largest of the beron
family,—the Great Blue Heron (Ardea /ieratiaa),—{ound in almost
all paris of températe North America.

The average height of the Great Blue Heron is aboiit three aod a
half to four feet, and its «xpanded wings measure from lip to tip
nearly six feet, The tail is compararively short, aod is almost hidden
by the folded wings.

The Great Blue Heron is of rather darkcr colors than the other
members ofits group, of which lhe chief colorisa sieel-gray. The
head is black, with a while spot at the base of Ihe bili; and protrud-
ing several inches behind isaplume oflong, sleiider feaihers, rwo of
which aro much longer than the others. Grayish-whiie, siender
feathers are also seen upon the lower neck, breast and shouldoj
The long neck is cnvercd with soft, light-brown foathers, and cxtend-
ing down its entire front is a puré white slreak or stripe. The edges
ofthe wings and the upper portions of the legs are of a beautiful nch
brown, and the under parts are almost entirely black, with streakings

we will



. rthe \vater
7>six hours without

A all the way down.
drag chiogs down his hole.

| Uve at Cheyenne Depot Your
JuUA G-
A>osed that the prafife-dogs dig these holee down lo

Who Can i6olve T his Puzzle?
Nickolas: Never having seen ihe inclosed puzzle
| send it to you.

Dear St.
printed,

The square contains thirty-six smaU squaics. The object U to
place six dois, ooe in a square, so that no two of thetn will be in the
same Une verdcally, horizontally or dbgonally.~Y ours truly,

"Crow.”

Nettib Stsvehs,—Celluloid is the fiame of a palé yellow, trans*
parent substance resembling some kinds of giim. It is Ughl, hard
and eUstic, and is inaolublcio water. The method of making it was
discovercd about ten years ago, and it began to be manufactured
about six years ago, and is now made in very great quantities both
here and in Europe. It is made by treating a certain kind of soft
lissue-paperin adds till i( Isreduced to a soft pulp. Itis then ireatcd
with cacnphor by a Chemical process, and the material when finished
is the celluloid so rauch used in place ofivory. It may be colored to
resemble coral, tortoise-shell, malachite and many other natural aub*
siances, and in the form of piano keys, billiard balls, handles of all
kinds, cufis and collars, jewelry, hamess mountings and hundreds of
other ihiogs, it may be seen lu almost every store in the country.
It was thoughtat ooe dme lo be explosivo, but il isnow said to be no
more dangcrous Dor infiammabie than the paper and camphor out of
which itis made. Celluloid is one of the most remarkahie irfiumphs
of chemislry in imitating natural siibstances like shell and Ivory.

Dear St. Nicholas: In the February anicle 011 autémata, the
author desoribes a wonderful dock made by a German; Xwant co
tell the readers of Sr. N(cholas of a still more wonderful dock, of
which | have read. It was made by one Drez, of Geneva, “On i
were seaied a negro, a shepherd, and a dog. When checlock struck,
ihe shepherd played six tunasen his fiute, and the dog approached

AND M rs. Ho51
spondent lay on the i

"box which she held io her?

her eyes halfclosed, occasion
ing a sigh.

At last, she said: *'I can’l doit.’*

“Then/' said Mis. Hospitallty, *do putTP
about itany more.”

*Bul] iHitifdo it | cannot leave it thU way!
poor Miss Despoudent, “ | do not kaow how.*'

It was the “ Game of Fliteen," -

Miss Despondeni, in an evil moment. had bought one. Shehadl
now gothall right but the last Une, which carne bel
had been at it for twohours without speaking, which was uot poIAeI
in a guest, but then, one must make every allowance for the sla\«|
of 13—14—te. Lo

Mr, and Mrs. HospitaUty Uved in Boston, and Mhs DoroQiyl
Despondent was viaCing them. It was siic o*clock wlien Musl
Despondenl said she could n*Cdo it,—half an hour before dinnet.wl
and it was getting dark. The eas was then Ughted, and Uiu|
Despondentstill went on shifhng the Mttle wooden blocks, but nenfl
seeming to getany nearer the end. She had just put the boxdoni
on the table, saying she would have nothing more lo do withii, I
when in wall*d young Mr. Henry fiospitality, who took jtup lol
about ten minutes, he said: “ I have done it. If you inm theél
upside down, and the q upside down, thus making a 6 ofthe 9, aadal
9 ofthe d, you can do it.”

Miss Despondent never has any trouble now with *Thc Ganeail
Fifleen.”” She can always do it.

In a short time, she is to become Mrs. Henry Hospital)t\’(_.

And yet," sadl

W. H. Brown.—The earliest date when chocolate wa« used, isi
England, as a drink, is 1657. A London newspapcr of that vesrl
says: “In Bishopsgate street, in Queen's Head alley, at a Freocli'l
man’s house, isan exceUent West India drinjc called *chocolate* totel
sold, where you may have it ready at any' lime, and also unmade,»!
rcasonable rares.*'

Ernbst T. Capen ana J, W. J.—In this letter, from ihcaiitwl
of the story of "The Tea*Kettle Light,” you will find answers » |
your qucsiiona :

Dear St. Nickolai”: In respOnse to Emest T. Capen’.i intpafyl
as lo how Joe kept his birch.bark from buming, 1 can add buifcvl
pariiculars to the account given in Marth.

Joe himself, now a white*haired man, sitling by my sidc, ulb dkl
that the tca>kcttle he used was packed full of the thick oui«rU”I
taken from ihc trunk of the vjHiie birch-iree. He dkl not uscihcl
lilinncr bark of the branches and iwigs, for it would have cirasu™!
faster. He also says there are other soris of birch, especlallT”l
bbck and gray birch wjth their spicy inner bark, neiiher ofwhwl
would probably have answered his puipose. It was easy to keephisi
kettlc just hot enough.

Ithungonacrané >nan old'fashionedfire>place, juatasreprtsenudi
in the engraving which accompanied the story; and. by the Wfi 11
would like to thank Mr. Redwood and yoursdf, also, dearst. Ne”|
OLAS, for that same good lllusiracion. So, of course, the drail<ai"t“|
all smoke and odor up the chimney.

Joe says, too, that ofcourse the gas mustbe U ~kud when it”
to jssue from the spout of the tea-ketlle, just Uke any gas. Th«l
was no difRculty at all with his light, except that indlcaied mtDe|
story. To pul out ihe light, he Ufted the ketile off the crone,r
when il became cool, the Hame went out. j

Wi ishing success to any future attempt to reproduce |h|" 0Id«cu*»|
home-made gas*Ughc, | remain yours truly, Fiora A. SashcW'
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THE RIDDLE-BOX.

ture him to deaih. Bul the captive’s Ufe is saved by a FrcnchmaD i
FOUK EASY SQDARE WORUS. and the American afterward fought at Bunkeris Hui., o, .
| . Sdunp. a- Parched. 3. Dainty. 4- A paradisc. I1. On the bank of a noble nver, three men search a fourth, anrf

ii 1.To pursne- a One of the United States. 3. Part of lite find papers lo hU stockings.

I1l1. A conventionis in sesalon. A tall, spare man is saying: 1
1 *je i ' 2. Asign. 3.Paitofapbnt. 4-Terminales. know not whai course others may take, but as for me [
V' I. AsmaUpardcle. 2. An emblcm. 3- A preciousstone. 4- IV. lo South Carolina, a British and an Amencan oracer sit down
Ifedisaolve to a dioner consisting of hut one kind of vegetable. w.

CONNECTED DIAMONDS.

TRANSPOSITIOXS.
I, JMprocrastination- a- A large cask. 3- A sweet sulistancc.

iuitllhorse. 5, In predeatinalion. . |

Il. 1. Incowsip. e. A beverage. 3. A kind offniit. 4. A kind
| ftsirich, 5 1% idiMyncAry-

Cmirals Across: A Kind of gweetmeat.

In each of these puzzles, but one word Is necdcd to fill the blanl®
properly, only the letters of the word must be arranged diflereoly
for each blank.

1. The

. . u
were well learned, the nch and cicar, but the »
of a ___ thrown through the window took away frora our
ENIGMATICAIi FABLE. eojoyiDenc of the murie. .
2 Three , lounging on the gunwale, were garmg at a
THE problem is to fiame the tools and teaching each other thc various of navigauon; but there
. : were holes in th«r books, gnawed by ; so the lesson was short.
Some shtubs and vines for years had grown 3. 1took and to buy a . bektie jacKSOM.
In a stony. tocky pJace,
And DOW ihcir roois were sadly ctampcd:
How should they get more space? DIAMOND.
They called a council, and agreed l. iN octoroon. 2, Part of an ape. 3. FoundJn temples. 4- A
A’certain rock to split, singing bird. 5. Aninhabliant of a part of the East Indies. 6. A
With powder or wiih dynamite, fish. 7. In octoroon. jwla.
Could'they bul manage iU
But who will drill thc holes?” was asked BIBLICAIi ACRO8TIC RIDDLE.
wp U1 fear we are but foolst”): = This puzale is based on fiames found in th~e books of the Ofd
The grape-vine will, of course,” said one,— Teslaroent which are called *“Joshua,” “ Chronicles, and 10ngs.
“1i always has the tools.” AUNT sua.

Each cross-word spells thc same backward and ioward, but the word
formed by the initials oi the cross*words in the givcn order is spellea

CHARMNU>E. downward only.

| Hyﬁrdis a govemor. My second a biped. My whole is a beau-

X 'A pass, by which an enemy carne
Ittillwd named in honor ofa king who once reigned for his father.

To fight with Judah, but met with shame,
Backward and forward spelling the same.
BIOGRAPHICAL ENIOIA. 2. To rank with princes my next could claim;

lau composed of iwenty*three letters, and am che full Dame of a With men of valor is classed his fiame,
laied Amcnesn artist and mveaior. ) Which backward and forward spells the same.
My 14, 80, 22, I is a flower. My ti, 2, ig is a rool used by man .
E kod. My 3, 4, xo, x6 is a four-foored ammal. My 8,13 a 3. The/atksr of one, of Scripture fame .
Mzlion. My x2,’s, 8, 0, 23 is a fish-net. My 18, 15 “Ta ftsh. l&%hg;‘:‘f\yﬁ"rg ;ﬁ%‘"f%ra/';’fg pratsc, OILE';’T‘“Z):
IMji, 23,11, 81is a propnet. margaret pottef. p 9 .
4. To the sons of Elpaal we offct no blamc
TELEORAPIIIC PATRIOTIC VERSE. For rearing a temple whose musical flame
Thb telegraphiccharaciers arranged in the accompanying frame Backward and forward reads ever thc same.
litpescni the title and first stanza of a hymn wcU known to ¢ v A S %fn(;]neB;vbholoﬁaEI; }ﬁlé]:nr:]salﬁgjxt”i;"iehc fiame
II ﬁ%ﬂ The charactcm used are those of the Morsa Telegraphic Backwardyand fo’r)ward sli¥] spelling thc same.
A town in Assyria next you may flame
SCENE9 IN AMERICAN HISTORY. Where, brought by the king,gewéh capives once carne.
Tfb probiem is to fiame the chief persons mentioned as havmg And backward and forward it spells Just thc same.
1 Wtin thc scenes describcd. iriai f f i
1 Ad American noted for courage is captured and bound lo a tree, g?ea I‘(])é:,:lailssh otfow:sei,n '2 \t/gleller Or?heé’ ﬁv;/;rlllefracne
BWethe Iwttle stillragesaround him. Hjs captors, forced to reireat, ! Y, :

IWyhiD with them and again bind him to a tice, intending to tor* And which backward and forward does not spell the same.
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PICTORIAL ENIGMA.

The answer tothe enigma conialns five words.
same letters that are contained in the answer,—noc one more fior

words of the answer, as they stand in the proper order of reading them.

To solve the puzzle: findwordsthatdescribe the pictures properly,
as there are numerais under its pioture.
own set of numerdis; the firsi numeral under the first letter, the
letter, and so on.
set down all the letters under whicn you have writteu that numeral;

bave that numeral under it;

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES

The pictures represent words spdled with jusl the

When ail the words have been found, write under each its
Now write down, some distance apart, the numerdis 2,9, 3, 4 and 5.

and so on until al! the letters have been distributod mié groups.

DLE-BOX. Uni,

On prMerly arranging fe le, |
of group mto a «orf S |
reading oir she words io
order «f.their numberins 7!l
answer will appcar. |
GEORGE CHIXN.

less. The numerais refer to the five

A “REVOLUTIOSAEY

PDZZLE.u

(for OldtrPj,i2lcri.)

i YOHRPL ORRY i
uiar patnouc song,
mg the Mrly partofauraji®l
hislory, by a Southern p«i

My revcred 1a, 7,6,n,it .
ro, I, 23, 3, 2! ser\cd iadil
palnot 17, 39, s8, 301 Hcai.l
ned a 16, 34, 30, aa, {8,,, .1
fixed lo his 53, 3t, je, »
He had also alarge 9,a= 33,4,1
36,72-41,47, 7,19,011 whickveiil
38, 26, 27, ai. 29, 35 ,j, 41
both hia 9, 37, 7, 32, 53, ,,,j, |
49 and his 45, 56, 64, 75as will
as the 1S, 73, 68, 70 of the0411.1
ingoflhewar. Thcre werecsil
on it, besides, some linesespreis|
ing his 46, SI, 74, 66,59,31,Sil
55 lo the cause of 67, 3" j+35"1
S8, 82, 64. 'He 43.M ,35,3ii|
tne 40>34*0, 27 of his CdueiTf)
whether h were a taiiered 61,45,!
8, 31, 12, ad or anew 7144,hJ
57* was a a, 14,7,8il
tu 50. 36, 6, 53, 49, and.wtieil
victory came to Uk* .iniG«ti|
Congrtss, bis 60, 31, t2, 69,551
| 5 and best 69.73,9.,3, 1 *

19 country were re"llzcd

singse,
inesof

each word to have as many letters
second numeral uoder e second

Below figure t
below ngure s, all the letters which

IN THE JUNE NUMBER.

Two Easy Squabe Words. |. i. Ship. 2. Hlde. 3. Idea. 4 PiCTORIAL N umerical E nigma. *“ Sermons in stones. booksia|
feak. Il. 1. Save. s. Area. 3. Veer. 4. Ears. ruoning brooks; and good in everything."
NuMBRicAt Diamond, t. C. 3. CAb. 3. CaBul. 4. BU). 5. D rop-1bttbr Verse.
[ MATHEMATICAt P u22Lg, 1881, Come ye into the summer woods j
Celsbratsd Namesakes. I, St-John Chrysostom. 2.John of There enterech no annoy;
Frocida. 3, John of GaunL 4, John the Feaiiess, Duke of Bur- All greenly wave the cheslnut leaves,
gundy. 5. DonJohn of Austria, son ofthe Emperor Charles V. fi, And the eaith is full ofjoy.
John Knox. 7John EUot. 8. John Milton. g-John Bunyaii. 10. M ary Howitt, in Suwwecr IFadi
Tean Racine. ix. John ChurthJIl, Duke oiM arl*ough. 13. John Dourlb Cross-Word Enigaia. June-Rose.
Howard. 13. Johanu Mozart. 14.Johanu Wolfgang von Goethe. Easy Numerical Enigma. In the Chicago fire.
15. Sil John Franklin. Easy Diamond, j.l. a ATe. 3. liAly. 4 ELm. 5 Y-
PicroRLAL Puzzle, x. A pipe, smokiog. 2. Adore; a gay beUe. Mbtamorphosss.” i, Dusk: i. Ausk. ~s. kusi. 3. Rml 41
(A door, a gable.) 3. A miss (U as good as a mile). 4. High C.  NesL 5.Neat. 6.Seat. II. House: z.Horse. 2 Corsé. 3l
5. Small sales {sajia). 6. Stand at your {cwer) posL7. An L (ell) Curse.  4.Crust. 5. Burst. 6. Bumt. 7. Bums. 8.fiams 4|
and a yard. Bares.10. Borcs. 11. Cores. 12- CoveE 13. Cover. 14 Hora!
Dwihdlbs. i.i. Reduce, a. Cured. 3. Curd. 4. Cud- 5, Du, ij. Hovcl,Ill. W.-xrm: x. Worm or Ward. 2. Word, 3. WoMifl
6.D. [II. 1. Decretal. 2, Declare. 3. Cradle. 4. Laccd. 5. Dale. Cord, 4. Coid. IV. Curd: 1. Cord, 2. Com. 3. Cob. 4 Cysl
6, Lad. 7.La. 8. L.IIl. x. Menander. 2. Meander. 3. Demcan. 5. Thin. d. Then. 7. Wheo or They, 8. Whcy- V. Uce: ||
Medea. 5. Deem. 6. Dee. 7. De. Don, 2. Den. 3-Hen. VI. Clothr i. Clots. 2. <ioois. 3.Copsl
St. Ahdrew's Cross of Diamonds. Upper Left*hand Diamond: 4. Copes, 5. Capes. 6. Capen 7. Papen VII. Pond: 1. Po*!
X R. 3. Rob. 3. Robin. 4. Big. 3.N. Upper Right-hand Lone, 2. Lafle. 4. Lake. VIH. Coal: i. Cool. 2 Wool yi
Diamond: x. N. 2. Hat. 3. Kames. 4.Sea. 5 S Cenwbod iX. Awake: i- Aware. 2. Sware. 3. Swart. 4. Si»I*|
Diamond: 1. N. s Gas. 3. Nails. 4. Sly. 5 $. lower left- S Swept. 6. Sweet. 7, Sweep. 8. Slcep, a. Boy: i. Toy. i>|
hand Diamond: 1. N. 2. Yes. 3. Nesis. 4.Sty. 5 S. Lower Ton. 3. Tan. 4. Man, XI. Se'is: 1 Leas. s. Less. 3171
RJght'handDiamond: 1. S. 2. Vet. 3. Sever. 4. Ten. 5 R, 4. LenL 5. Lend. 6. Laod.
*IK, K *I |iak ¢gla., 4 i .Aq ib.,
G.T-T., —E M., xa C. McD.. 14'and 3 tangia: Sowes xa"—W. C MclL,, 2— “T.D. & Co,”

*J).2BaRd,
A. M, A-,xs—B. C.B.,8—F. W.C,4—L.C. F, 7

sE"N—ah €& o8, &=
1Thc numerdis denote the number of puzzles solved,

) _ et
i% #nd xa—* 2 Great Fnends’\” «JOhfﬂha@





