ST. NICHOLAS:

Scribner’s

IllTustrated M agazine

FOR G ir 1l s an d B oy s,

CONDUCTSD BY

MARY MAPES DODGE.

VOLUME V.

NOVEMBER, 1877, TO NOVEMBEB, 1878.

LONDON:
SAMPSON LOW, MARSTON, SEARLE. & RIVINGTON,

CROWN BUILDINGS. 188 FLEET STREET.

1878



- Axiil

AN

o LW i



CONTENTS VOLUME W

Alcott, Miss. (IUustrated from photogcaph).........cc.... F.B S
ALPHABET FRANJAIS, Un. 129
Always Behindhand. Talk witli Girls M.
Annie and THE Balls.  (llbstrated bytheAUthor)...ceeerreee. O =S = T 434
i1's SUNbeam. VEISES o e 205
APFil’s Sunbeam. VeTSES..ooe s Joy Alhson.... 398
Arms OF Gkeat Britain, The. (IUustratedby Alfred Kappes).......conuee. usan e
Atlantic Cable, Secrets of the. (lllusirated byA. C.
AX OF Ranier, The. (IUustratedbyE, B. Bensell).....cininnnienns TMomas E ~uaa'i:.i L
"Baby’s Opera” and Wai.ter Crane, The n
Barbecue The. (lUustrated by Walter Shirlaw)......cccccoeueenee Winl.r Helios 1nmes
Beunda BloNAe. VEISES...e e Laura E.Richanis z
Bei.l-Ringers,fhe Sickleback. (IUustrated by James C. Beard) C F. IMder
Birds and Their Families, (IUUStrated).....ccoiveioiireeiiieesiseseees s \prafcs.or W. A’ 606
Birds Fiy, HOW. (11 Ugtrated) oo Professor H". A\ Brooks.. 754
Born in Pri ; ani 2
orn in Frison. (Jyustrated by Edwin L. Sheppard).... s p. Bai/ani 730
Boy IN THE Box, The. {lUustrated by C. S. Reinharf) .11Ba,j C. Sanmnl 56
Boy s Experience WiTH Tas Marbles, A. (IUustrated by Jessie Curtis) C .f V 9
Boy WHO Jumped on Trains, The. Poem. (lUustrated by L. Hopkius)...Mu,y llartv*U. \ Z
Bruno's Revf.nge. (JUUStrated)...ccooevvieeiicesieesieenns )5|.4iidllwr0/ “AUc’in IVonder-
_ _ N and" . 18
Butterply-Chase, The. POEM..ccevciceiiceines ElLs Gmv ... 545
Butts, A Chapterof. Five Pictures
By thf. Sad Sea Waves. Picture drawn By ... L8NS P/TINX 7 71;
Thaitksgiving Hymn) ..o Mar,. Mapei Bo,lg,-
Canary that Talked too Much,(The g 9y ) Pe A g 68
Carlyle, Thomas. (Crumbs from Older Reading, II1.). ... BuZ e siriln t
CAROL, The Minstrel-s. A Christmas Colloquy. e f Y% TKT At
Charades, Four. Verses Lo a p.oy»iiir 153
406
Charcoal-Borners' Fire, The. (lUustrated by j'. I: Uickinson)'..". .,..David”Zf 490
CIL1ILD-QUFEN, A. (lUustrated by Alfred Fredericks). Cecilia Cleveland
Christmas Card......ens ' !
Christmas-Cifts. a Budget of Home-Made. (IUustrated) >
ChiiRning. Poem. (IUustrated by J. E. KeUY).ccoorrrrcciimrrennees sara AVeaida I/nni 42
i . 676
CoCK AND THE SuN, Tile.  jingje.  (uustrated by F. S. Church) I PB o
COMHON_SENSE_IN THE_HouskhoId. Verses. (IUustrated by Jessie Curtis) Vandegri/i %38
COOLEST Man in Russia, The. jyystrated by J. E. Kelly) .o David Ker. 229
Cricket on the Hearth, The. "poem.  (1yystrated).....o Clam Doty Bates.
Crip’s Garret-Day....oeennn. R 33
Sarah J. Prickard . .. -jio

CROW THAT THE CROW CrOWEM, TI. meermmreroreeroesrsssssssssssisessessseesseeessssssssssssseessssesseneen Conant Pasler.....................



v CONTENTS.

Crumbs FROM O 1der RT.a0INg e ssiens seteessssessessaessens Julia £. Sargent.......
I. Emerson 262
Ll TV TN g e 354

[ O o N IO OSSOSO UTU S PTPTTTPTOTRRTRONE 565
1AB Kinzf.R: A Story Oi a Growing Boy. (lllustrated by H. E. Farney, ? Wiliaui 0. Sioddani. ..553, 620
Geo. Inness,Jr., Sol. Eytinge and H. P. Smilh e ) 679, 744, 798
Derby’s ChristmaS. (IUuslrated by Jessie Curtis) ..Ella A. Drin/nvater 223

DIiCK Hardi.v Away AT Sckool... Lucy J. Eider . 3S6
. 667

Digger-Wasps at Home, The. (lllustrated by R. Riordan). LELALE .
DOG-Sliow, A Visitto a Loiidon. (lllustrated by J- F. RUNQE) .courernincrinirnins Laura SkeelPomeroy......... 420
Drifted Into Poifi. (lllustrated by Sol. Eylinge and Thomas Moran).. ..Edxuin Hodder 342. 425, 494
Easter Eggs. Poem ciara IV. Raymond............ 419
Easter in GrLRMANY.  (HHTUSErATEA) et sssessssssenesnes F.E. Conté.oovonrn. 381
E aster Lilif.s. Picture...

Emergency Mistress, The. (Illustrated). Frank R. Siockton......... 669
Emerson, Ralph Waldo. (Crumbs from Older Reading, 1.) . Julia E. Satgent

ExcitiNg Ride, Aii. Picture drawii by Miss S. A. Raukin..

Fair Exchange, a. Poem m. F. ButtS. . 820
Fathfr CiiiRP. Verses. (Illustrated by L. HopKins) .. S. C. Ritme

Fern-Seed. Poem Celia Tkaxter

FiSHING-BiRDS OF FLORIDA, Some. (1Hustrated) e M n. Maiy 7'reat 282
FORTY, Less One. Poem. (lllustrated by Sol. Eythige) ..James Ruhardson............ 579
“FouR LiTiLE HousEs Blue and Round.” .M. F. B 465
Fox, IHE MONKF.Y, AND THE Pui, The. (lllustrated by the Author)........ Haward Pyle. ... 743
Fox AND THE TuRKF.YS, The. (lllustrated from Gustavc DOTé)...nneen: Susan Coolidge 736
FuLL Stop, A. Silhouette picture drawn by L. Hofkins 387
Gerty. (lllustrated by Frederick Dielmati) Margare! IV. HnmilUm 690
GetUp! GotDown! Silhouettes drawn by.. L. Hopkins 461
GiFTS FOR St. Nicholas, Poem ..Enmia E. Brexuster............... 294
GiRL Wno Saved the General, The. (lllustrated by H. F. Farney) Charles H. Wooilma» 577
GUEST, An Agreeable.... Susan A. Brman 180
Hansa, The Little Lapp Maiden. (lllustrated). ..Kate B. Hartén 305
Happy FIELDS OF SuMMER. Poem. (lllustrated) ..Luey Larcom.. 666
” Happy Little Froggy." Poem. (lllustrated by F. S. Church).. .E. MiUler.... 789
HoRsr. AT Sea, A. (lllustrated by J. E. Kelly) 367
HORSES OF Venice, The Famous. (lllustrated).... ..Mary Lloyd... 89
How BirRDS Fly. (lllustrated).... Fro/essor (V. H. Broeks 734
How He Caught Him. Six Picturcs..

How | WelGHED THE Thanksgiving Turkey Show .. 34
How KITTY got Her Ne%v H.at. (lllustrated byj. E.Kelly).. TV 182

How KiTTY WASLOSTIN a Turkish Bazaar. (lllustrated by Howard Pyle).Sfljri A>a3/« ;"««r 377
How Lily-Toes WAS Caught in a Showzr. (lllustrated I>yJessie C u rtis ) .H. Lelaxtd
How MaNDY WENT Rowing WITH the CaP’N. (lllustrated bythe Author).H allo ek Foote..
How Matches are Made. (Illustrated by A. C. Warren)..eevvvnvnnnnn F.H. Co 315
How SiR WILLIAM PHIPS FOUND THE TREASURE IN THE SKA. (lllus-)

trated by J. O. DaAVIASO0,) i
How Teddy CUT THE Pie. Ver.ses. (Hustrated)....iiins
Hoav THE Pony was Taken. (lllustrated)
How THE Stone-Age Chiliken Played. (lllustrated) .
Plow THE W kather is FORETOLD. (llluslraled by W. H.Gibson).......cccceo.. Tames H. Flint...oenn 581
How TO Keep a Journal
How To M.uje a Telephonf.. (lllustrated)...
HOW TO TTaV EL ottt
How WIiLILY WoLLY tVENT a-Fishixo. Verses. (lllustrated byHoward Pyle) .7. C.
Huckleberry.  (THTUSTFAtea) .ot Frank R. Slockton....
Ick-Bo.at, How to make an.  (Diagrams by the AUthor) ... J. H. Hulhard.....cooninn




CoNTENTS.

“1’M A Little StOEY.” Poem. (lUustrated by Sol- Eytinge).. MargaretEyiingi.
IRVING, W ashington. (Crumbs from Older Reading, JI1.) .. Tulia E. Sargent.

ITALIAN FlIoWKR-MerchaNT, The Little- Picture drawn By .. Mhs E. M. S. Scan
Jack’S ChristmaS- (lllustrated by Jennie Brownscombe)
JapaneSF. "HoUSF- THAT Jack Built,” The. Picture drawn by.

Emma K.
W illiam A”Stfiuga.l

Jingles -.. -
John and His Velocipede- Sketches drawn by..
JOHNNY- (lllustrated by R- Sayre)

B. D— 1/
.Sargenti

JOHNNY’s Lost Ball Lloyd
JUNO’s WONDERFUL TroubleS- (lllustrated by F. S, Church) . E. Mall® '
Kept IN- Picture drawn by- WoolJ"s"
KING AND THE H.ARD Bread, The. (lllustrated) - L.
KiNG AND THF- TIIREE Travelkrs, The. (llliistrated by Jolin Lafarge) Arlo Bates. S-
KiNG CheESE. Poem- Versified from story by Maud Christiani. (lllustrated N

by L. Hopkins)........ i
LaDY-Bird, Fly away Home- PiCture drawn DY . Jkf- fVOCH s
L @Ft QUL VOISR e A.G W .
Letter TO -AMERICAN BoYR, A. George MaeDonatd....
LENNst’s Fee, The.  POEM . Mrs. Annie A. Prestan 79S
LioN-Kili-ER, The. (Illustrated by Alfred Kappes). From the French.... A/uo' Wager Eisher........... 78
LITTLF. Bear. Poem. (lllustrated by Addie Ledyard) Samuel W. Dttffichl............. 726
“ LiTTI.LE Bo-Peep, She WENT TO Sleep.” Picture drawn by.. .M iss JessU McDermot 268
Little Red Canal-Boat, The. (lllustrated) M. A. Edivards...... 541
LIVING  SILV IR coovovvoeveeveevoeveesessssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssssies Mary H. Seymaur.....o. 350
London ChalR-Mendkr- (Illustrated) Alexander VVaimuright... 821
LONDON Chick-Wzed Man, The. (lllustrated) Alexander Wainwright 361
London Dust-Man, The. (TTTUSErated) et Alexander Wainturight 272
London Milk-Wiman, The. (lllustrated) Alexander Wainvmght 694
Long Journey, a. Verses losephinePoltard.. 540
Lord Mayor of London’ Show, The. (1HUStrated) ... lennie A. Owen.. 22
Mackerel-Fishing. (Illustrated by H. P. SMilh) . Robert Amold ... 706
Magician AND His Bee, The. (lllustrated) P'F . 143
Makinc IT Skip. Verse- (lllustrated by Thomas Moran). 15

Making Ready for @ CrUisSf..  PiClUTE e
Ma.n Who Did n’'t Know When to Stop, The. Verse..
M .arbles, Soine lii-door Games of. (Illustrated)....
Mars, THE Planf.T OF W ar. (lllustrated by the Author).
M arshal de Saxi.; and the Dutch Bl.acksmith
M aster Monteeuma. (Illustrated)
M-ATCHF.s are Made, How. (lllustrated by a. C. Warren)..
MaY-DaY, The Story of. (lllustrated by Howavd Pyle)
MeaDOW TalK- Verse. (lUustrated by Jessie Curtis)
Merry MIKE. Poem. (lllustrated byAibert Shults)..
Meruy Rain. Poem

.Fleta Forrester..
... Fleta Forrester..
................................................................ William Cuiten Bryant 88

Mocking-Bird and THE DoNKEY, The. Poem

MoDERN W illiam Tell, A. Pioturedrawn by B- llopkins

M illie’s BoykoOD. (Illustrated by George W hite).... .'larah E. Chester..

Money is Made, Where. (lllustrated by Fred. B. Schell) M. H"

MOoNUMENT WITH A STOTY, A e Fannie Raper Eeudge 364
MooN, From a Frog’s PoINT of Vievv, The. (lllustrated by Il. L. Stephens) Fleta Forrester

Mousie’s Adventures from Garret TO Cellar. Picture drawn by “Spkinx™"
Music ON A Il Fours. Poem. (lllustrated by Sol. Eytinge) .. Joscphinc Poltard........ 200

Mustang, The Wild. (lllustrated) CharlesBaimard.
My Girl. Poem.. .John S. Adams
Mv St. Georgf.. (lllustrated by Alfred Kappes). Altee Maudc Eddy
Nancy Chime. Poem. (THUSErated) e esseees SSESMith e




Vi CONTENTS.

Na.n’s Peace-O ffering. (lUustrated by.C. S. Rcinhart) ...
News-Cakru:r, The. Poem. (lUustrated by Jessie Curtis)
New-Year Card .
NIGHT WITH A Bear, A. (lUustrated by W. L. Sheppard) ... Jane G. AUStiN..nien, 332

NiMBLE Jim and the MaGIC Mf.lon. (lUustrated by E. B. Bensell)........... J. AL JUudSON . 34
No BCHOOL To-Day. Picture. Drawn by F. Opper 146
Now, OR Then? Talk with Girls Gail HamilUm ..o 123

“UH, | 'm MY Mamma’s Lady-Girl.” Verse. (IUustrated by AddieLedyard) U/. Af.
Old Man and the Nekvous Cow, The. (lUustrated by E. B.Bensell). ...
Old Nicolai. (TUUSTIATEA) e es
Old Soup. (lUustrated byj. E. KeUy)
“One Day an Ant Went to Visit Hkr Neighbor.” Jingle..
One SaturdaY. (llhistraled by Sol. Eytiuge)
Only a tGoll. Poem
On THE Ice. Picture drawn DY .
“Open THE Snowy Little Bed.” Jingle e

OuT Fisiiing. Picture drawn by L. Hopkim
Painter’s Scare-Criuvv, The. Poem. (lUustrated by Sol. Eytinge)........ C.P. Cranck
ParisjaN Children. (IUustrated by Fo BIOWN) e Henry Bacon.
Parlor Baj-Liomng. (lUustrated by the Author) L. Hopkins

Parlor Magic. (lUustrated) Professor LeoH. Grmdmi... 811
Perseus, The Story of Mary A. Robinson........... 630
Peterkins are UBLIGF.d to Mive, The . Lncretia P. Hale. 458
PeterKINs” Chabades, The Lucretia P. Hale. 9>
Petek Piper’S Pickles, Mrs. (IUustrated by F. S.Church)..nn E. MUHEr e 519
PoEMS BY Two Little American Girls Elaine and Vom Coodale...
PoiLY: A Before-Christmas Story. (ITUUSErated ). Hope Ledyard

PORPOISES, About the. (lUustrated byJ. O. DavidSON) .. J.

POTTERY, A Chat about, (lUustrated from photographs). Edwin C. Taylor
Primkins’ Suri'RISE, Mrs. (IUustrated by SOIEYtinge) ... Olive Thame. ...

Prince CUCURBITA. (lUustrated by E. M.Richards)
Professor, The
PucK Parker. (lUustrated by J. Wells Champney) .

Quicksilver Mary Il. Seymour........... 350
Raid of the CamanCiif.S, T N e ettt eesneen The Authorof “ IVe Boys" 267
Rain. Poem . . .Edgar Faweetl....nns 613
N Authar of The Schbnbere-
RaVENS and THE Angels, The. (lUustrated by Sol. Eytinge).. . Family" 169, 242
RIiDDLE, A Double. Verses 94
RODS FOR Five. (lUustrated). .Sarah Winter Kellogg 645

ROWING AGAINST T 0 € crireiieeirneieineee ettt Theodore Winthrop.......... 75
Sam’S Birthday. (lUustrated by Sol. Eytinge) JdrwinRussell

Saturday AfterNOO.n. Picture drawn by .Mus S. IV. STtiik. 725
Scrubby's Beautiful Tree. (lUustratedby F. A. Chapmanand Sol. Eytinge) J. C. Purdy 147
Seeing IlimskIf as OtherS Sice Him. Picture drawn by J- Wells Cluimpney 431

Shepherd-Boy, The. Poem .
SiLLY Goose, The. Poem. {lUustrated by F. S. ChUrch) . E. A. Smuller..

Simple Simén. Picture, drawn by. E. B. Bensell
SING-A-SING. Poem- (lUustrated by Alfred Kappes) S. C. Stone

Sing-Away Bird, The., POEM e -¢«O- Lareom

SiNGi.NG PiXS- (lUustrated by A-C. W arren) Harian H. Ballard.

SKAtING. P OBM o Theodore Winthrop....
Sneeze Dodson’s First Independknck Day. (lUustrated by Sol. Eytinge).dfrr. M. Il. W. Jaquith— 613
SOUMIN : A Ship of tlie Desert. (lUustrated) ... s Susajt Coolidge..

SONG OF SfRING, .\ Caroline A. Masén
SOMETHING IN THE OId Clothes Line. (lUustrated). ... Paul FOrta e




CONTENTS. va

Spring and Sommer. Verse... ..Dom Read Goodale
Stone-Age Children Playeo, How the. (Illustrated). .Charles C. Ahbotl
Stork and THE CraNE, The. (lllustrated) Ilhrward Pyle
StorY THat WoULD not be Tolo, The. (lllustrated).. . 1-ouise ST0€ItON ..o 18
SwaLLOW, The. Poem. (lllustrated) ..Nathan HaskellD ole 395
SWALLOWS, THE.  POEBM i setessess bbbt

Sweet-MaRJOR-AM DaY. (lllustrated by E. B. Bensell)
Tale oK MaNY Tails, A. (lllustrated by L. Hopkins)..

Katharine B. Foot.

TalK Over THE H.ard Times, a. Picture drawn by. M. iVool/

Tai.KS Witk G i 1S oo T
Tea-CountRY, a Trip to the. (lllustrated) IVilliam M. Tileston
TeLEPHONE, How to Make a. (1HUSTrated) e M. F

Thanks TO You. Poem. (THUSErated) s e Mary E. Bmdley...ns 733
ThERE Oncewas a Man with a Child. (Illustrated by H. Winthrop Peirce) Frederiek Palmer.. 222
ThERE was an Old PerSo.v OF Ckewd. (lllustrated by H. Winthrop Peirce). .Frederick Palmer 6
TIHREE HOTSE-SNOES, T oottt nas sttt ae s n s s nanees David Ker . 436
Three Kinrs, The. Poem Jlenry V. Longfellcrw 73
ThREE Wise Women, The. Verse. (lllustrated by L. HopKins) .. Mrs. E. 71 Coriett..cvvrneen. 432
“TOLERBUL" Bad Boy Aoain, The. (The Barbecue.) (lllustrated by ) W inter Eelloe” 602

W ATEET SHITTAW ) ot > “
Tommy’S Dream; OR, THE Geography Demo.n. ..Laura E. Richards..
Too Many Birthdays. (Illustrated by W. F. Brown).. Famty M. Osbonu.. .
Tower-MoUNTAIN, The. (lllustrated) .G. Frankensiein.. 134, 214, 288
Tragedy, A Doinestic. Verse. (HHUustrated BY F. O PP EI) e 31
TreaSURE in THE Sea, How Sir William Phips found the. (lllustrated "7 i 9 ii/ Benjamin 278

J, O. Davidson...
Treasure-Trove. Poem

Trip to the Tea-Country, A. (HIUStrated) e W illiam M. Tileston
Triumph, a. Poem Celia Tkaxter....

TroubleS in High Life. Poem. (lllustrated by Addie Ledyard)....... Mrs. J. G. Bumett

Two Kitties. Poem. (lllustrated by Mary Wymau Wallace) ... Joy AUison.......ccoo.

Twi W.AYS. Verses ' .Mary C. Bartlett ...

UxDER THE LILACS. (lllustrated by Mary Halloek Foote) .Lonisa M. Alcotl, 94, 193, 255
319, 388. 466, 523, 589, 653, 716, 780
Venice, The Famous Horses of.  (HTUSErated) s Marj" LIoyd .., 89

VIOLIN ViLLAGE, The. (lllustrated by E. B. Bensell) .Edith Hawkins 769

Visitto a London Dog-Show, A. (lllustrated by J. F. Runge) .Laura Skeel Fomctvy. . 420
VolCano, The Largest in the World. (Illustrated by T. Moran)...... Sarah Coan.....nnnn 13
W ait. Poem S s Dom Read Goodale. 485
W f.ather is Forf.told, How the. (lllustrated by W. H. Gibson) .-James //. Flint.. 581
“We Came,—We SaW. We Left.” Two Pictures DY . E. M. Richards.. . 780
Westminstf.R Abbey. (Illustrated) Charles W. Sqttires......ccocevueen. 335

W hat Happened. Verse. (Illustrated by L. Hopkins)... .llowell Foster 341
W here ? Poem .Mary N. Prescott. . 810
W hicre Aunt Ann HID the SugaR. (lllustrated by William McDougai). ..Mary L. Bolles Branch 317
WHERit MoNEY is Madh. (lllustrated by Fred B. Schell) . 477
Wiio PuT OUT I'HE Tea-Party? (llluslrated by Addie Ledyard). 741

WiLD Geese. Poem . 489
Wild Wind, The. Poem 143
WILLOW W and, The. Poem. (lllustrated by Jessie CUTtiS).irnieinnanne . E. . 16
W inter Fire-Flies. Poem Mrs. W. sV. Clarke .. 189
Wise Catherine and the KaBoUtermanneiieN. (lllustrated by the Author) Hoxvaril Pyle. ... 407
W iskes. PrOBIM o Mary N. Prescott........ 315

WO01.VES, Chased by. (lllustrated by W. L. Sheppard). ..Geo'ge Diidlcy Dnoson 3
WooDS IN W inter, The. (Full-page illustration) LJo L 352
Yankee Boys that Didn’t Number Ten, The. (lllus. by L. Hopkins). .iF. .X. Bieknell.......... 600




vill CONTENTS.

DEPARTMENTS.
Jack-in-the-Pulpit.

Introduction— An Artificial Horse thatcan Go— A Letter from Deacon Green—*“ See How | Help Among
the Craiiberry Bogs— More Crystallized Plorses—A Turtle Cart—Another Turtle Story (jilustrated)— Half-
Sweet, Half-Sour, 66; Introduclion—A Windfall—King Alfred and the Cakes—A Little Schoolma’am—As
Idlc as a Bird—* Own First Cousins Orange Groves on St. John’s River—The Blind Clerk—Birds Caught
by Salt— A Spell upon Kerosene—The Eyebrow Word—Sincere—The Author of "Home, Sweet Home,"
156; Happy 1878!—A Carden in Winter—Ovens in the Ficids— Persian Stoves—Light Through Metal—
Good as An ICxperiment—Edible Nests (illustrated)— Bird Railroad-Travelers, 234; Introduction—Nature’s
Paddle-Boals—Tiny Trees—Birds and Telegraph-Wires—“ Walton’s Kitty > Again—Flint Once was Sponge
—Some Oid Puzzles—The Newest Fashion—To Surprise a Dog— The Kindergarten at Home— Kaffir Ironing
— Slippers for Horses, 298; Introduction— How Cherry Played with Water—Three Spiders— Special Dispatch
— About Parrots—The Writing of the Pulse (illustrated)—A Peruvian Bonanza— Lumber and Timber—Queer
Names for Towns— Answers to Riddles, 370; Hair-Braids in the Olden Time—Knots and the North Pole—
The Trailing Arbutus— Mira in Cetus— A Rare Specimen— A Sardonio Grin—A Poser.from the Little School-
ma’am (illu.strated)—Greenland-The Feast of Kites—About Solutions of Riddles, 438; Introduction—Trim-
mings for Cows—Feet and Wings—Cetus Not Cygnus—A Text—A Remedy for Hard Times—A Queer
Churn Cats in Spain—*“ Sincere ** Statues— Fools’ Caps for Crows (illustrated)— Ancients and Moderns__
Lumber and Timber Again, 506; Introduction-A Rope of Eggs— Conversation by Fisticuffs-A Horse that
Loved Tea-Tongues which Carry Teeth— Dizzy Discances— Land that Increases in Height—The Angered
Goose (illustrated)—A City Uiider the Water—Reflection, 566; Introduction-Ariosto’s Fairy Story—A
Congress of Birds— Midsummer Noon—Pigs witli Solid Hoofs, and Pigs that are not Pigs Jack =« Take
That’—Anis Again (illustrated)—Air that Sings and Talks—Plafiis witli Hair—An Odd Hymn—Ancients
and Moderns Once More—Tlie Incoiiiplete Text, 634; Introduction—Hearing Files Walk—A Crab that
Mows Grass—Washerwomen in Tubs— Mice in a Piano-Rattle-Boxes—A Mother with Two Million Chil-
dren—A Chinese Floating Viilage (illustrated)— Information Wajited—A Bird that Sews—A Bee “ Sold,"
698; Introduction—Moqui-Peekee—Potato-Blossoms as Ornaments—Sharp-Witted Robins—A Very Ilead
Language— A Plant that Walks Upside Down—The Smallest Insect Known—A W ater Spout (illustrated)__
The Uses of Hair on Plants—Dark Suns, 762; Introduction— The Largest Man— Catching Birds on the
Wing—The Bee and the Anemone—Frangipani Scent and Puddings—A Sealed Postman— W ind-Harps-
“The Joy of the Desert’” (lllustrated)-Babies in Boot.s— Rook Coverts and Blackbird Powwows— An
Interval not on the Programme, 826.

For Very Litti.e Folks, (lllustrated.)
Littie Tweet, 64; Baby-Bo-Arthur and His Pony, 158; Three Smart Little Foxes, 232; Tommy’s Three
Horses—The Chickens That Would not be Tame, 296; Ticly and Violet: or, The Two Donkeys, 368;
Tabby’s Ride— Lullaby, 440; Discontenled PoUy,504; “ Fiddle-diddle-dee!’”568; The Story Little Nell
Read, 632; Alice’s Supper, 696; Hiddy-Diddy— The Squirrels and the Chestnut-Burr, 760; Haré and
Hounds, 824.

YouNG Contributors' Department.
Two Young Martyrs (Picture)—" Too-Loo "— Mary and her Lamb—The Death of Prince William—Allie’s

Sunshine— « H’'m. Docs your Mother know you’re out? ” (Picture), 162.
The Letter-BoX . 69, 164, 236, 300, 372, 444, 508, 572, 636, 700, 764, 828
RIDDLE-Box 7, 166, 238, 302, 374, 446, 510, 574, 638, 702, 766, 830
Frontispieces. - “Onward with her precious burden, through shot and shell.” Frontispiece of Volume
—King Richard Il. and his Chila-Queen, i—The Hoiy Family, 73—'rwo Ways of Carrying the Mai),

160— Afler the Snow-Storm, 241— A Horse al Sea, 305— Mandy and Bub by the Nets, 449— Kitty and the
furkish Merchanl, ,i77—A Brave Ctrl, 513— Building the Cheese-Press, 641— Shipwrecked, 705—The Noon
lilicampment, 769.



Ayuntamiento de Madrid



KING

RICHARD

AND

HIS CHILD-QUEEN.



ST. NICHOLAS.

voL. V,

NOVEMBER,

1877. No. 1

[Copynght, 1877, by Scr™ner & Co.J

A CHILD QUEEN.

By Cecilia Cleveland.

| WONDER how many of the little girl readers of
St. Nicholas are foiid of history ? If they answer
candidly, | do not doubt that a very large propor-
tion will declare that they prefer the charming
stories they find in St. Nicholas to the dull
pages of history, with its countless battles and mur-
dered sovereigns. But history is not every bit dull,
by any means, as you will find if your eider sis-
ters and friends will select portions for you to read
that are suitable to your age and interests. Per-
haps you are very imaginative, and prefer fairy
tales to all others. | am sure, then, that you will
Uke the story | am about to tell you, of a little
Frcnch princess, who was married and crowned
Queen of England when only eight years oid, and
who became a widow at twelve.

This child-sovereign was bom many hundred
years ago—in 1387—at the palace of the Louvre in
Paris, of whose noble picture-gallery 1 am sure you
all have heard,—if, indeed, many of you have not
seen it yourselves. She was the daughter of the
poor King Charles VI., whose misfortunes ma”e
him insane, and for whose amusement playing-cards
were invented, and of his queen, Isabeau of Bava-
ria, a beautiful but very wicked woman. Little
Princess Isabella was the eldest of twelve children.
She inherited her mother’s beauty, and was petted
by her parents and the entire court of France.

King Richard Il. of England, who was a widower
about thirty years oid, was urged to marry again;
and, instead of selecting a wife near his own age,
his choice fell upon little Princess Isabella.

“ She is much too young,” he was told. “ Even
in five or six years she will not be oid enough to be
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married.” The king, however, thought this objec-
tion too trifling to stand in the way of his marriage,
and saying, “ The lady’s age is a fault that cvcry
day will remedy,” he sent a magnificent embassy
to the court of France, hcaded by the Archbishop
ofDublin, andconsistingofearls, marshals, knights,
and squires of honor uncounted, with attendants to
the number of five hundred.

When the embassy reached Paris, and the offer
of marriage had becn formally accepted, the arch-
bishop and the earls askcd to see the little princess
who tvas soon to become their queen. At first the
Frcnch Council refused, saying so young a child
was not prepared to appear on public occasions,
and they could not tell how she might behave.
The English noblemen were so solicitous, however,
that at last she was brought before them. The earl
marshal immediatcly kneit before her, and said, in
the old-fashioned language of the time : “ Madam,
if it please God, you shall be our iady and queen.”

Queen Isabeau stood at a little distance, curious
and anxious, no doubt, to know how her little
daughter would answer this formal address. To
her great pleasure, and the great surprise of all
present, Princess Isabella replied;

“ Sir, if it please God and my father that | be
Queen of England, | shall be weli pleased, for I am
told | shall then be a great lady.”

Then, giving the marshal her tiny hand to Kiss,
she bade him rise from his knees, and Icading him
to her mother, she presentad him to herwith the
grace and ease of a mature woman.

According to the fashion of the time, Princess
Isabella was immediatcly married by proxy, and
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received the titlc ofQueen ofEngland. Froissart,
a celebratcd historian living at that epocli, says:
“ It was very pretty to see her, young as she was,
practicing how to act the giieen.”

In a fewdays, KiiigRichard arrived from England
with a gay and rmmeroiis rctinue of titled ladies to
attcnd his little bride. After many grand festivi-
ties they were married and were taken in state to
England, where the Baby Queen was crowned in
the famous Westininsler Abbey.

I miist not forget to describe the magnificent
trousseau that the King of France gave his little
daughtcr. Her dowry was 800,000 francs {$160,-
000); her coronéis, rings, necklaces, and jeweiry
of all sorts, were worth 500,000 crowns; and her
dresses w'ere of surpassing splendor. One was a
robe and mantle of crimson velvet, trimmed with
gold birds perched on branches of pearis and
emeralds, and another was trimmed with pearl
roses. Do you think any fairy princess could have
had a finer bridal outfit ?

When the ceremonies of the coronation were
over, little Isabella’s life becamc a quict routine of
study; for, although a reigning sovereign, she was
in the position of that young Duchess ofBurgundy
of Later years, who at the time of her marriage
could neither read fior write. This duchess, who
married a grandson of Louis XIV. of France, was
older than Queen Isabella—thirteen yearsold; and
AS soon as the wedding festivities were over, she
was sent to school in a convent, to learn at least to
read, as she knew absolutely nothing save how to
dance. Queen Isabella, however, was not sent
away to school, but was placed under the care of a
very accomplished lady, a cousin of the king, who
acted as her governess. In her leisure hours, the
king, who was a fine musician, would play and sing
for her, and, history gravely informs us, he would
even play dolls with her by the hour!

But King Richard’ days of quiet pleasure with
his child-wife were at last disturbed, and he was
obliged to leave her and go to the war in Ireland.
The parting was very sad and affecting, and they
never mct again.

While King Richard was in ireland, his cousin,
Henry of Lancaster, aftciwavd Henry 1V., took
possession of the royal treasury, and upon the
rcturn of Richard from Iris unfortunate campaign,
marched at the head of an army and made a pris-
oner ofhim, lodginghim in that grim Towerof Lon-
don from which so few prisoners ever issued alive.

Meantimc, the poor little giteen was hurried
from one town to another, her French attendants
were taken from her, and the membcrs of her new
houschold were forbidden ever to speak to her of
the husband she loved so dearly. Finally, it was
rumored that Richard had cscaped. Instantly, this
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extraordinary little girlofeleven issued aproclama-
tion saying that she did not recognire Henry IV.
(for he was now crowned King of England) as sove-
reign j and she set out with an army to meet her
husband. The poor child was bitterly disappointed
upon learning that the rumor was false, and her
husband was still a prisoner, and before long she
aiso was again a prisoner of Henry 1V., this time
closely guardad.

In a few months Richard was murdered in
prison by order of King Henry, and his queen's
childish figure, was shroucled in the heavy crape
of her widow’s dress. Her superb jeweiry was
taken from her and divided among the children of
Henry 1V., and she was placed in still closer
captivity. Her father, the King of France, sent to
demand that she should return to him, but for a
long time King Henry refused his consent. Mean-
time, she received a second offer of marriage from
—stfange to say—the son of the man who had
killed her husband and made her a prisoner, but a
handsome, dashing young prince, Harry of Mon-
raouth, often called “ Madcap Hal.” Perhaps you
have read, or your parents have read to yon, ex-
tracts from Shakspeare's “ Henry 1V.,” so that you
know of the wild exploits of the Prince of Wales
with his friends, in turning higiiwayman and steal-
ing purses from travelers, often saying,

" Where shall we lakc a pur®e to-morrow, Jack?”

and finding himselfin prison sometimes as a result
of such amuseinents? Isabella was a child of
decided character, and truly devoted to the inemory
of her husband, and much as she had enjoyed her
rank she refused to continué it by marrying hand-
some Madcap Hal, although he ofFered himself to
her several times, and even as she was embarking
for France.

Poor little Isabella, who had left France so bril-
liantly, returncd a sad child-widow, and al! that
rcmained to her of her forraer splendor was a
silver drink-cup and a few saucers. As Shak-
speare says:

“ My queen to France, from whcnce set forth m pomp,

" She came adomcd hiiher Uke sweei May,
Sent back like Hahowmas or shortcst day.”

She was received throughout France with joy,
and tears of sympathy.

W hen lIsabella was cighteen, Madcap Hal again
offered his hand to her, supposing she had forgotten
her former prejudicc, but although she married
again she was so far faithful to the memory of her
English husband that she would not accept tlie son
ofhis murderer. Some years later, when Prince Hal
was king, he married her beautiful sister Katherinc.

Isabella’s second husband was her cousin, the
Duke of Orleans, whose beautiful poems are con-
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sidered classic in France. Adgain she was the joy
of her family and the pride of France, but all her
happiness was destined to be flceting, for she sur-
vived her marriage only one year. Her husband,
who loved her fondly, wrote after her death:
" Ajas!

Dcalh, made thee so boid,

To wke from me my lovely princess,

Who was my coinforl, my )ifc,

My good, my pleasure, my riches?

Alas! | nm loncly, bercft of my mate—

Adie» ! my lady, my Hly!

Our loves ote forovct severecl.”

And in another poem, full of cxprcssions that
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show how very devoted was his affection for her,
he snys :

“ Above her lieth sprcad a lomb
O f gold and Mpphircs bine,
I*he gold dolh show her ble&sedness,
The sapphires niaik lier true.

“ And round oboui, in quaintest guise,
Was carved— ‘W lIthjn this tomb ihere Ues
The faircst ihing to moriol eyes.* "

Farewell, siveet Isabellal—a wife at eight, a
widoiv at twelve, and dead at twent)'-two,—your
Ufe was indeed short, and, lhough not without
happy days, sorrow blended largely with its joy !

CHASED BY WOLVES.

By George

Some forty years ago the norchern part of the
State of New York ivas very sparscly scttled. In
one of the remdte countics, which for a name’ssake
we will cali Macy County, a stout-hearted settler,
named Devins, posted himself beyond the borders
of civilization, and hewed for his little family a
homo in tlie heart of a forcst that extended all the
way from Lakc Chainplain to Lake Ontario. His
nearest neighijor was six miles away, and tho
ncarcst town nearly twenty; but the Devinses were
so happy and contented ihat the absence of com-
pany gave them no concern.

It was a spicndid place to Uve in. In sumnier
the eye ranged from the slope where the sturdy
pioneer had built his house over miles and miles of
waving beech and maple woods, away to the dark
Une of pines on the high ground that formed the
horizon- In the valley below, Otter Crcck, a tribu-
tari- of the St. Lawrence, wound its sparkling way
northward. When Autumn painted the scene in
brillinnt hues, and it lay glowing iinder the criinson
light of October sunsets, the dullest obscrvcr could
not rcstrain bursts of admiration.

Mr. Devins’s first attack on the stubijorn forest
had been over the brow of the hill, some four miles
nearer Owenton, but his house was hurncd down
before he had takcn his family iherc fiom Albany.
He had regretted that he had not “ pitched his
tent” on the slope of Otter Creek; so now he
began with rcnewed enei-gy his second home, in
which the closing in of the winter of 1839 found
him. He had sLxty acres ofrich soil undcr cultiva-
tion at the lime of which we are to speak, his light-
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hand man being his son Alian,—a rugged, hand-
some, intelligent boy of sixteen.

The winter of '39 was a tenible one; snow set in
before the end of November, and, even in the open
country-, lay upon the ground until the beginning
of April, ivhile in the reccsses of the forest it was
found as late as the middle of June. There was
great distress among lhe settlcrs outside of the
boiinds of civilization, to whom lhe deep snow was
an impassable barricr. The Devinses neither saw
fior heard from their nearest ncigUbors from the
first of Dccember till near the beginning of Febru-
ary, when a crust was formed upon the snow siiffi-
ciently firm lo bcar the iveight of a man, and" a
friendly Cayuga Indiaii broiight them news of how
badly their neighbors farcd.

Mr. Devins was especially touchcd by the bad
case of his friend Will Inman, who lived on the
nearest fann. The poor man lay ill of a fever;
Mrs. Imnan was dead and temporarily buricd, until
her body could Ise removed to the cemetery in
Owenton, and all the care of the family devolved
upon Esthcr, liis daugluer, fourtcen years oid.
Afier a short consultalion, the ncxt morning break-
ing bright and ciear though very coid, it ivas deter-
mined to alloiv Alian to go overthe hill to Inman’s,
bearing medicine, tea, and other little necessaries
for the family. He w.as impressively warncd to
begin his return at so early an hour that he might
reach home befoj-c the short day’s cnd, especially
because of the danger from ivild animals. The
severity of the winter had made the wolves more
venturesome and dangerous than they had becn for
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many years. Mr. Devins had lost several shcep
and hogs, and deemed it unsafe for any of his
family to be caugln far from the house at night.

Alian armed himself with his light rifle, put some
biscuits and coid meat in a pouch strapped to his
waist, mounted one of the strong farm-horses, and
set out on his journey. The road through the
forest was better than he expcctcd to find it, as the
snow had been drifted off, but at the turns, and in
the thickest part of the wood, his horsc floundered
through drifts more than breast high; and more
than once Alian had to dismount and beat a path
ahcad. Therefore, he did not reach Inman’s till
two o’clock, and, by the time he had hclpcd Esthcr
about her work, assisted her young brother to gct
in a good supply of wood, and made things more
comfortable for the invalid, it was almost sundown.
He stoutly refused to wait for siipper, dcclaring
that the lunchcon still in his pouch would serve,
and started just as the short twilight came on.
He was a brave lad, and, with no thought of peril,
went off, kissing his hand gayly to Esther.

It took him an hour to traverso the first three
miles, and then he came to a stretch of compara-
tivcly bare ground Jcading through his fathcr’s old
clearing. and almost to the top of the hill back of
Mr. Devins's house. He was just urging old Bob
into a trot, nhen a long, clear howl broke upon his
ear; then another and another answered from east
and south. He knew what that meant. It was
the cry of the advance-guard of a pack of wolves.

The howling sounded near, and came swiftiy
nearer, as tliough the wolves had found his tracks
and scented their piey. OId Bob trembled in
every limb, and seemed powerless to move. Alian
realized that he could not, before dark, reach home
through the drifts ahcad, and the increasing coid
of the advancing nigln would render a refuge in a
tree-top probably as deadly as an encounter with
the pack.

Presently there came a cry, shriller and shavper
than befote, and Alian, looking back, saw a great,
lean, hungry gray wolf burst from the underbrush
into the road, followed by dozens more; and in a
moment the road bchiiid him was full of wolves,
open-mouthed and in keen chase. Their yells now
seemed notes of exiiltation, for the leader of the
pack—the strongest, fleetest, liungriest one among
thein—was within a dozen yards of Alian, who was
now riding faster than ever old Bob had gone be-
fore or ever would go again. Excitement made the
iad's blood boil in his veins, and be determinad to
show fight. The moon had risen, and the scene
was almost as light as day. Now he could count
the crowding host of his enemies, and just as he
broke from the forest road into the old clearing, he
turned in his saddle and fired. The foremost of
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the pack roUed over and over; the rest gathered
around and tore their leader in pieces.

By the time they resumed the chase, Alian was
a hundred yards ahead with his rifle loaded. He
determined to make a running fight of it to the
hill, where he was sure of meeting his father, or
could take to a tree and shoot imtil help came.
This had hardly flashed through his brain when,
right ahead of him, a detachment of the pack
sprang into the road and answered with double
yells the cries of the rest coming up behind. The
horse wheeled suddenly, almost unseating Alian,
and dashed across the clearing toward the wood;
but he had not taken a dozen bounds when a wolf
sprang upon him. OId Bob reared and fel!, pitch-
ing Alian nearly twenty feetahead, and was covered
with wolves before he could regain his footing.
That was the last of poor old Bob.

But Alian ! What ofhim? When he recovered
frotn ihe effects of the shock, he found himself over
hcad and ears in snow. He had no idea where he
was, but struggled and plunged in vain endeavors
to cxtricate himself, until at last he broke into a
space that was clear of snow, but dark as Erebus,
damp and closc. Feeling abouthim he discovered
over his head logs resting slantingly against the
iipper edge of a pit, and then he knew that he was
in the cellar of the old house his father had built,
and ivhich had been burncd down nine years before!
The cellar was full of snow, except at the comer
roofed over by the fallen logs, and Alian, bursting
through the sirow into the empty cérner, was as
secure from the wolves as though seated by his
father’ fireside. It was not nearly as coid in there
as outside, and he found a dry spot upon which
he lay down to think.

He was in no danger of freezing to death, his
food would keep him from starvation a week at least,
and Alian concluded that, with the first glimpse
of dawn, his father would be in scarch of him, and,
following the tracks, find old Bob’s bones, and
giuckly rescue him from his predicament. He
reasoned wisely enough, but the elements were
against him, Before sunrise a furious storm of
wind and snow had completely obliterated every
trace of horse, rider and wolves.

At home, as the night wore on, the anxiety of
the family liad increased. While they were watch-
ing the gathering storm, they hcard the long, dis-
mal howl of ihc wolves coming over the hill. The
chill of fear that they should never see the boy
again settled down upon all their hearts, until the
house was as dreary svithin as the winter wastc and
gloomy forest were without.

Meanwhile the brave youth was sound asleep,
dreaming as peacefully as though snugly resting
with his brother in his warm bed at home. He
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slumliercd on unconscious of the raging storm with-
out, and did not awake until late the next forenoon.
It took him several seconds to realize where he was
and how he carne there, but gradually he remem-
bered his ride for lifc, the falling of his horse, his
struggle in the snow, and his breaking into the
protected space where he lay.

The storm lasted all day and far into the suc-
.ceeding night. Alian ate slightly, quenched his
thirst with a few drops of water obtained by melt-
ing snow in the palm of his hand, and began cast-
ing about for means to get out. He soon found that

«'OLD liOD P&LL,

todighis way up through the mass ofsnow that fillcd
the cellar was beyond his powers. !fhe could have
made a succession of footholds, the task would have
becn easy; but all his efibrts only tended to fill
his retreat, without bringing him nearer the air.
As soon as he saw this, he gave himself up to
calmly waiting for help from without.

The second morning of his imprisonmcnt broke
clear and cheerfiil, and Mr. Devins set out to search
for traces of his boy. He visited the Inmans' and
Icarned the particulars of Allan’s stay and depart-
urc, then mournfully turned his face homeward, his
heart filled with despair. When he emerged from
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the forest into the clearing, he met the Indian who
had visited him a few days before, and he told
the red man of Allan’s loss. The Indian stood a
moinent in deep thought, and then asked ;

“ No horse, no boy back there?” pointing to the
road just traversed by Mr. Devins.

“ No. | have looked carefully, and if there had
been a trace left by the recent storm | should have
detccted it."

“Ugh! well, me come over the hill;
that way either; then they here.”

“ Why do you think so ?”

nothing

PITCHING ALLAN AHBAD.”

“ Ah! me know wolves. When Alian come to
this place they ahcad ; horse turn; wolves caught
’em this side ivoods; we look there,” and Tayena-
thonto pointed to the very course taken by the
horse and rider.

It so happened when Alian was tlirown from the
horse’s back that his rifle flew from his hand and
struck, muzzle down, in a hollow stump, where, im-
bedded in the snow, it stood likc a sign to mark the
scene of the last struggle of the lost boy. The snow
had whitened all its hither side. When the Indian
carne abreast of it, he cricd:

“ Told yousol See! Allan’sgun! And here
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her hand and surveyed it thoughtfully.
took a thoughtful survey of the scissors in her
work-basket. Then she reached them. She al-
lowed herselfa moment of conscientious refiection ;
then the boy’s naughty spirit crept down through
her fingere and set the scissors fiying, and the deed
was done.

It was not easy to satisfy her mother’s amaze-
ment and vexation in the morning; but Mollie
stumbled through it and went to school. There
opportunities were few. She coaxed her teacher
to let her study book-keeping, and took one dis-
agreeable lesson in its firet principies; but she
accomplished nothing else Ihat day except the put-
ting ofa general check upon weak-minded inclina-
tions tp be frolicsome.

But that evening there was a fair sky, one of the
soft, dccp skies that make imaginative little girls’
brains dizzy; and Mollie trampcd down the gravel
path to the gate and leaned over; then she soon
nestled her head in her arms and looked up and
lost herself. Boyhood was far from her dreamy
fancies, when they were scattered by a tweak at
one of her cropped locks.

“ W hat does this mean ?” asked the voice of the
neighbor ovep the fence. “ How carne it to be
done without.iny leave ?”

“Don’t 1 4bok manly, Mr. John?” said Mollie.

“ W hat does it mean?” said he, severely.

“ That would be telling,” said Moilie.

“ I intend that you shall tcll me,” said he.

“ Oh, it’s a sccret!” said Mollie.

“ All the better ; we ’ll keep it together. Tell it.”

He was a grown-up man, ncarer thirty than
twenty years old, who stooped to take an interese
in his neighbor’s little girl, and flattered himself
that he was bringing her iip in the way she should
go. It amused him in his leisure moments to try
the experiment of rearing a girl to be as unlike as
possible the girl of the period.

From mere forcé of habit, Mollie opened her
mouth and poured out her heart to him. He
seemed quite impressed by the solemn confession.
Mollie studied his face closely wliile she was speak-
ing, and saw nothing but a grave and eamest in-
terest in her project. She could not see deep
enough to discover the indignation that was fuming
over the loss of her pretty locks, and the purpose
that was brewing to cure her of her folly.

“Don’t have any lialf-way work about it, Mollie,”
said Mr. John. “ Do the thing thoroughly, if you
imdcrtake it.” “ Oh yes, indeed !” said Mollie.

“ If you should nced an occasional reminder, |
will try and help you,” said he; “ for of course
it wont do to be off guard at all. But now get
your hat, and we ’ll go for some ice-cream. |
know you need cooling off this warm evening.”

Then she

BOYHOOB.

[Novembbr,

Mollie skipped about to run toward the house.

“ Be careful of your steps,” hecalled; and she
tramped as boyishly as she could.

“ No, don’t take hold of my hand,” as she carne
back and slipped her fingers in his. “ Put your
hands in your pockets.”

“1’ve only one pocket,” she answered meekly,
putting her right hand in it.

“ Difficulties at once, are n’t there?” said Mr.
John. “ Your clothes svant reforming, you see.
You ’ll have to put on Bloomers.”

“ Oh !” said Mollie.

“ I’'m afraid you ’re notvery mi’ch in earnest,”
he said. “ You surely ate not frightened by a
trifle like that ?” Mollie looked up impioringly.

“ Must 1?7 slre asked.

“ Wcll,” he answered, her eamestness making
him fear that she would actually appear publicly in
masculina array, ‘1 don’t know that it is nccessar)-
at present. A few days wont matter; and, aiter a
while, itwill seem to you the natural waytodress.”

He was so faithful that evening in reminding her
of her short-comings that their iHe-a-téte over the
little table in the ice-cream saloon, which usually
was so cosey and delightful, was quite spoiled. She
went to sleep regreiting that she had taken Mr.
John into her confidence and made it necessary for
him to ireat her as a boy.

She did not see him again for several days; and
meanwhile she had taken her iessons in book-
keeping, practiced the writing hours on heavy mas.
culine strokes, Icarned to walk without dancing
little whirligigs on her tiptoes every other minute,
and made some progress in the art of whistling.
She fclt that she had done much to earn his com-
racndation, and was anxious for a meeting.

On the way home from school, one aftcrnoon,
she saw his sister’s baby at the window—the round-
es!, fattest, whitcst and sweetest of all the bables
that had taken up an abode in Moliie’s heart, where
bables innumerable were enshrined. There it was,
being danced in somcbody’s hands before the win-
dow, and reaching out its ten dear little fingers to
beckon her in.

She was quickly in, regardless of her gait. Ina
moment from the time the tempting vision ap-
pearcd she was cuddling it in her arms, glibly talk-
ing the nonsense that it loved to hear, and Kissing
and petting it to her heart’s content. She was so
absorlaed ihat she did not hear Mr. John come in;
and he was ciése by her when she looked up and
saw his face—not the genial, welcoraing look she
had bcen in the habit of meeting since he became
her friend, but one of grave disapproval.

“lam ashamcd of you, Mollie,” he said.
ofyour age don’t pet babies in that way.”

Mollie dropped it—she hardly knew whether on

“ Boys
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the floor or the stove—and flew, When she got
home, she ran into the little back room that used
to be her play-room. She was all ready for a good
cry, and she closed the door. Then she thought,
what if Mr. John were to see her crying like a girl-
babyl—and she marched to the window, and
through the dimness in her eyes tried to see some-
thing cheering. Hér nature was very social, and
her need of companionship great at that moment;
so she turned to the friend who had been brotlier,
sister and child to her through most of her little
girihood—her big doli Helena, who sat in a chair
in the cérner beholding her agitation with fixed,
compassionless gaze.

“ Come here, you dcar,” said Mollte, folding her
tenderly in her arms and finding comfort in the
contact of her coid china cheek. She had loved
her so long that she had given her a soul; and to
Mollie's hcart the doli was as fit for loving as if she
had had breath and speech. She did not play with
her any longer, but Helena was still her dear old
friend—an almost human confidant and crony.

As she held her closely, suddenly she thought of
Mr. John. If he had objected to the petting of
bables, what would he say to dolls? She gave her
a frantic kiss, put her away, and turned her back
on her to reflect; forshe did not mean to sliirk the
most disagreeable reflections in the new line ofduty
she had choscn to follow,

If it had really been a human friend whose des-
tinics Mollte considered, she could not have been
more serious; and if it had been a human friend
whom she at last decided niust be put far from her,
she could hardly have suffered severerheart-pangs.
But she would have no coinpromising with inclina-
tion in this matter. She would be brave and strong,
as it became her roother’s son to be. So to the
lowest depths of the deepest trunk in the garret
she mentally coiisigned Helena. There, beyond
the reach of her loving eyes and arms, she should
lie in banishment until her heart became callous.

But there was something so repulsive in the idea
of smothering human Helena undcr layers of old
garments, that Mollie finally thought of a better
way, Helena should no longer be Helena, dear to
her heart in all her little feminine adornings and
her sympathetic, tender traits of character. She
should undergo a changa, a radical reform. She,
too, should become a boy, and her fiame should
be Thomas. Thenceforth Mollie spent her leisure
moments in manufacturing garments suitable for
the change; and at last she saw a boy-doll, in
roundabout and pantaloons, occupying the chair
where Helena had so long sat in dainty dresses.
The sight was a perpetual offense to her eyes ; but
she bore it bravely, keeping in store for herself a
rewardof merit in Mr. John's approval. She did
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not fail to mention to him Helena’s reform the
next time they met, which was one morning before
breakfast. She was sweeping the front steps when
he came and leaned over the fence and called her.

She shouldered the broom, as she had seen men
shoulder implements of labor,—hoes, rakes, etc.,—
and tramped toward him. Mr. John watched her,
with an expression of disgust under his mustache.

“Well, Bob,”” he said, “ | 'm glad to see you out
so early. Form good habits before you re grown,
and when you come to manhood you 'Umake money
by it. Where are your Bloomers to-day ? Itisn’c
possible your mind ’s not made up to them yet ?”

There was something in Mr. John’s tone and
manner which did not seem quite courteous to
Mollie; but she had hardly hung her head when
he began to talk in his old half-fatherly, half-
brotherly fashion ; and then, in the lively conversa-
tion, she found a chance to introduce Thomas.
Mr. John gave her a long, solemn, searching look.

“ Mollie,” he said, “ | am very much afraid you
wiil never succeed as a boy. It seemsto me that
even an ordinarily masculine girl of your age would
have been dear-headed enough to see the absurdity
of your little farce. It is nothing but a farce, mere
babyishness. You have been playing with yourself
and with your doli. No boy could have done it.”

There was a short pause; then Mollie’s voice
piped out into a humble question as to what course
a boy would have pursued in the matter.

“ Why, that is clear enough,” said Mr. John.
“If you want to do what a boy would do, dispose
of the doli on the sliortest notice. Get it out of
your sight and mind as soon as possible, and then
never give it any more thought than you ’d give
the rattle you uscd to shake when you were a baby,
or the rubber ring you cut your tceth on.”

Could he be made to understand the immense
diiference between Helena and other toys? Could
any words explain to him about the soul that had
grown out of Mollie’s love into the cloth and saw-
dust body ? Mollie looked up to catch a sympa-
thetic expression that should help her to tell him ;
but she did not find it.

“ You don’cunderstand,” she said desperately.

“No?” said he.

“ Mr. John,” said Mollie, not looking him in the
eye, “ when you have a doli as long as | have had
Helena, it is only natural that she should seem to
you like a live person. If 1 did n’t play with her at
all, she ’'d seem real to me, and | should n’t like to
have her go away any more than | would mother.”

“ Which tells the secret that you have some sort
of human fondness for the lifeless bundle ofrags,”
said Mr. John, “ and proves what | feared, that you
are a very weak-minded little girl, Mollie.”

“You wont believe in me at aii,” said Mollie.
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“ You wont think Tain doing my best, and that |
ever succeed. You are not Uke you used to be.”

“ That naturally follows your being differcnt,”
said Mr. John. “ Of course, we can’t have the'
same feelings toward each other now as when
you were contented to be a little girl and to let me
treat you as one. | ’m sorry you don’t find me as
agreeable as before, Mollie; but you must acknowl-
edge that I am acting as a friend in doing all that |
can to help you in your dcar project.”

“Itisn’t dear!” burst forth Mollie, indignantly.
“ 1hate it'—but I ’ll never give it up !”

“ Ofcourse not,” Mr. John said. “ Then | pre-
sume you are all ready to part with Helena.”

“ 1’1l go and get her,” said Mollie.

No one saw the parting in the play-room.
was quickly over, and she was back by the fcnce.

“ Give her to Bessie,” said Mollie, putting Hel-
ena and her wardrobe into Mr. John’s arms. Bessie
was One ofhis many nieces.

“ To Bessie!” said he. “ Where you can feel
that she is away on a visit; where you know that
she will be petted and cared forj where you can
see her occasionally. If you are sincere in this
matter, Mollie, send her offwhere you can no longer
care to think of her. Our ash-man would be very
glad to carry her home to his little girls.”

Mollie’s hands made a wild dive toward Helena
as a vision of the little grimy man who crcpt into
their areas for ashes rose before her.

“ Decide now,” said Mr. John. “ Take your
doli and be Mollie Kelly again, or be a boy and
give her to the ash-man’s children withouta pang.”

Mollie hung her head. There was color coming
and going in her cheeks, her fingers trembled,—
how they longed to snatch Helena!—and her mind
was full of indecisién. Mr. John watched her
closely, and he thought he saw the tide turning in
favor of her girlhood. He held the doli nearer that
it might tempt her fingers ; but, on the instant, she
turned and ran away. He tucked Helena under
his coat and carried her upstairs and locked her in
a drawer, there to abide until Mollie should want
her again.

That was a gloomy day to Mollie. She was out
of humor with her boyhood. She was ashamed of
herself one moment for bewailing Helena, and
furious the next with Mr. John and the ash-man.
She felt cross and discouraged, and was glad when
the darkness carne, and she could go to bed and
sleep. But the next morning she was in no
cheerier, braver frame of mind; and she walked
home at noon, considering plain sewing versus
book-keeping as a means of subsistence. Mr. John
would have rejoiced if he could have seen his “ little
leaven” working.

“The gutters on

It

the roof are full of leaves,
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Mollie,” said her mother as she carne in. “ Stop!
on your way back to school and send MichaeltoS
clean them out. | think we are going to have rain, j
and we don’t want them washed into the pipes.”

“ How much will he charge, mother?”

“ About fifty cents.”

“ That fifty cents shallbuy something for you,”
said Mollie to herself. “ The boy of the family
shall clean the roof.”

There was just enough recklessness in her mood1
to make her rather enjoy than'fear the prospeci.
She left her mother getting dinner, and took a
broom and escaped up the garret stairs and through
the scuttle. The roof did not slope steeply, and
she let herself down with an easy slide to the rear
eaves. She rested her feet on the edge of the
house and swept as far as her arms would reach
east and west. Then she shifted her position and
swept again until the whole length was clean.

She heard her mother caliing her to dinner, but
she had the front gutter yet to sweep, and, climb-
ing up, went down on the other side. There was
a thought which gave zest to her work on that
s'ide,—Mr. John would be coming home that way
to dinner and would see her. Besides, other people
would see her, and no passer-by should say that
she did not do her work as thoroughly and fearlessly
as any boy. She had taken for granted that Mr. [
John’s eyes would be drawn upward ; but when he
had walked alraost by, looking straight ahead, she|
sent him a shvill cali. He looked at the Windows,'
around the yard, and even as far up as the trecs.

“On the roof,” screamed Mollie, and in her|
excitement she forgot her situation and lost het|
balance and slipped,—not far, but one foot went,
out beyond the eaves into the air. The other one;
rallied to the rescue, supported her whole weighl,
and helped her to regain her position. Danger was
over in a moment, but it had been danger of death,
and Mollie’s heart beat wildly, and a faintness carne
over her. Still through it all she was able to see
Mr. John’s approving smile as he lifted his hat and
waved it gayly in applause.

“He wouldn’t care ifl had fallen and been killed,"
thought Mollie, as she recovered herself. “ All he
wants is to have me succeed in being a horrid boy. [
I 've a mind to give it up just to spite him.” |

She could not know—so successfully had he con-
cealed his agitation under that bland smile—how
faint he, too, had been in the moment of her
danger, fior how fast his heart was still beating &
he walked on, nor what resolves he was forming to
put a speedy end to her boyhood.

He stopped on his way back from dinner to tell
her that he had engaged to take a party of his
nephews and nieces nutting that afternoon, and
that he wanted her to come.
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“ It will be so nice to havo a big boy on hand,
Mollie,” said Mr. John, “ cspedally one that is n’t
afraid of heights. We may have some to clirab.”

Not a word about her danger and his gladness
for her safety, and she knew he had seen her narrow
escape. But she felt so gay over memories of Mr.
John’ nutting parties, and the prospect of another,
that she forgave him all, and preparcd to be thor-
oughly happy that afternoon.

School closed at three o’clock, and Mollie flew
to Mr. John’s yard, whcrc they were all waiting.
She carne dancing by the gate, her cheeks rosy,

MOLLIE IS CARED POR DY THfi BOYS.

her eyes shining,—just her old self, as she had
been in the days when no boyhood looraed like an
ugly shadow betwccii her and Mr. John. He saw
it ail, and charged himself to be stony. So he
gave no better response to her impulsive greeting
than he would have given an ordinary boy. Her
spirits fell a degree ; but with those happy children
bobbing around her, cxpecting her to be the hap-
piest of all, they could do nothing but rise again.
Mr. John did not offer to lift her over fences as
he lifted the other girls; he even called on her to
help the little ones over. He held back branches
that carne across other girls’paths; he let her clear
her own way. He carried Kittie and Bessie, and
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Esther and Dora, overthe brook; he let her splash

across on the stones with the boys. He gallantly

made cups and gave the other girls to drink; hé

suggested to Mollie that she should scoop the water
up in her hand, as he was doing for his own use.

She wished many a time before they carne to the

walnut-treos that she had staid at home. She

wished her boyhood’s days were over, or had never

been. She couldn’tbear Mr. John, and all the chil-
dren noticed that she moped, and asked her why.

Wcll, there were no nuts when they got there.

Mr. John had known there would n’t be. They

should have come much

earlier in the day to find

these trees full, and the

next trecs were too far

away. Sothey concluded

to turn their nutting par-

ty into a picnic. They

had a basket of provis-

ions, and Mr. John sent

the big boys into the

next lot to get wood fot

a fire. Then carne his
grand opportunity for
crushing  Mollie. He

called her, and she ran
to him gladly, ready to
take him back to her
favor on his own térras.

“ Please, go and help
the boys bring wood for
ourfire,” hesaid. “ They
have all gone but you.”

She went, but not with-
out giving him a look
that actually made him
blush for his inideness.
She went with the aspect
of a tragcdy qucen, and
by the time she overtook
the boys she had calmly
made up her mind to two

things: never, never again to be friends with Mr.
John, and to give up herboyhood just to spite him.

But One more temptation still held her. There
was a little cliff over in that next lot, stony and
steep, and high enough to make a leap which it
was some credit to aboy to achleve. The boys
stood ontheedge, measuring the distance with
experienced eyes and preparing to go over.

Now Mollie as a girl had always been a very
good jumper, so she resolved at once to try the
leap, and have the report of her valiant deed car-
ried back to Mr. John. She joined the boys, and
seeing that one after another went down safely,
she soon asked fora tum. She was gravely remon-



12 MUI-LIES

strated with. She was overwhelmed with sage
masculine advice, but she swept her way clear and
jumped—with all the recklessness of her reckless
mood. She knew well enough the backward iii-
clination proper for her head, what the relative
positions of her knees and chin should be, and if
she had taken the least forethought might have
redeemed the declining reputacién of her boyhood.
The knowledge flashed across her in her swift
descent that her spine had not prcserved the
proper perpendicular, and that she was coming
down wrong. Chin and knees knocked togethev
as she fell in a heap on the grass below.

It was a caving in of skull, she thought, that
made that horrible crashing pain and that sent
lightning dancing on a black background before
her eyes, then blinded her quite. Nothing but a
general chaos of skull and brain could make such
terrible pain. She wondered if her friends would
be able to recognize one dear lineament in the
jumble of her fcaturcs. She thought what a sad
fate it was to die young. She wondered how Mr.
John would feel now! and then she found that
light dawned upon her and that she had an eye
open. In a moment she discovered that the sense
of hearing, too, had not abandoned her; l'or the
boys had reached her by this time, and she hcard
Mr. John’s nephew, John, saying:

“ She ’s knocked her teeth through her lip, that’s
all. | did it once when | jumped wrong and hit
my chin on my knee. She 11 soon be all right.”

Two eyes open now, and she saw a bloody frock,
and what seemed an army of boys; for there was
something still the matter with her visién which
caused it to multiply.

“ Boys, boys, nothing but boys 1” tliougiit Mol-
lie, dropping her lids. “ Where did they all come
from, | wonder? There must be a thousand. |
never want to see another. | wouldn’t be one for
the World. | wish they 'd go away.”

Then she fclt some one bathing her face gently,
and when the water had refreshed her, she vent-
ured another peep at the world. Boys around
her still; but she could see now that their number
was only four, and the faces those of friends.

“ Cheer up, Mollie,” said John, jr. “ You gota
hard knock, but you’re coming on. Bob ’s gone for
the phaeton, and we ’ll have you home in no time.”

They propped her up against a tree, and con-
tinued to bathe her head with water from Jerry’s
feit hat, filled at the little btook cidse by.

All this while Mr. John had been accounting for
their absence by supposing that Mollie was taking
some sort of revenge on him, and he would permic
none of the girls to go in search of the wanderers.
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Not until Bob and the phaeton appeared did news
of Mollie’s valiant deed reach him. Then he went
to her at once, and saw her palé and bloody.

But to display weakness now might be to lose all,
reflected Mr. John; so he kept back the words of
sympathy that were on his lips as he leaned down
and offered to carry her to the phaeton.

“ | prefer to walk, thank you,” said Mollie, her
pride giving her strength to rise and take the arm
which John, jr., stood ready to offer. However,
Mr. John forcibly made an exchange, and, in spite
of Mollie, halfled and lialfcarried her to the road.

“ Don’t be discoiiragcd, Mollie,” he said as he
put her in, while Bob was busy at the halter,
“ The next time you ’ll jump like a man.”

“ That nonsense is all over, thank you,” said
Mollie, very loftily, though not very clearl)’, because
of her swollcn lips. “ Think what you please of
me,” she mumbled. “ Itis all ended; and it might
have ended sooner, too, if | ’d taken better advice.”

“ W ith better advice it never would have ended,
you contrary little minx,” said Mr. John to himself
as she drove away.

The doctor came and Mollie was ordered to bed;
but even his opiate did not make her slcep. It was!
soothing, indeed, to lie there in the twilight with
her hand in her niother’, and feel that she was her
little girl entirely, no more to be her boy while life [
should last. And pleasant visions of a Gothic
school-house, where she should some day be mis- ¢
tress of swcet, rosy-cheeked children, rose grace-
fully on the ruins of her manly aspirations.

By and by the bell rang, and her mother broughi
a lamp, and a package which Mollie sat up and
opened. There, with a note pinned on the left leg
of her trousers and a box of Mollie’s best-beloved
candios clasped on herjacket, lay Helena.

“ | have never been to the ash-man’s house.
Mother Mollie,” said the note. “ | have been
visiting Mr. John’s cuffs and collars in the bureau-
drawer. | want my girls' clothcs on lo-morrow, 1
claim it as my right. We all have our rigbts.
Put me in dresses and take me home to the play-
room. You have your rights too, and | would nt”
let any one tell me that | had n’t a right to be a
girl. Itis my opinién that if you had been meant
for a boy you would have been made one. Come, j
mother, cuddle me up, and let’s go to sleep andi
have sweet dreams, and a blithe waking to girihood
in the morning, when we will make up with Mr."
John; for he sends these chocolate-creams to let|
you know that he is sorry.” 1

“ So we will, dcar,” said Mollie, tucking Helena®
head under her chin. “ You were always wiser
than your mother, child.”
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IN THE WORLD

By Sarah Coan.

THB LAKS OF PISE

W hy, itisn’t on the top ofn mountain at all!

What a humbug my geography nuist have becn !”
fellow to a young friend in

So \\Tote a little
America.
Hewasright. It isn't on the topofa mountain,

though the geographics do say, “ A volcano is a
mountain scnding forth fire, snioke and lava,” and
give the picture of a mountain smoking at the top.

This volcano is nothing of the kind; but is a
hideous, yawning bhck pit at the bottom of a
mountain, and big enough to stow away a large city.

Of course you want to know, first, where this
wonder is. Get out the map of the Western
Hennsphere, put your fingcr on any of the Unes
erunnmg north and south, through North America,
and called meridians; follow it south until you

come to the Tropic of Cancer, running east and
west; then “ left-about-face !” and, following the
tropic, sail out into the calm Pacific. After a
voyage of about two thousand miles, you Il run
ashore on one of a group of islands marked Sand-
for that is

wich. We will cali them Hawaiian,
their true fdiame. Not one of the biown, native
inhabitants would cali them *“ Sandwich.” An

English sailor gave them that fiame, out of com-
plinient to a certain Lord Sandwich.

On the largest of these islands, Hawaii—pro-
nounced “ Ha-y-e”—is the volcano, Kilauea, the
largest volcano in the world.

We have seen it a great many times, and that
you may see it as clearly as possible, you shall
have a letter from the very spot. The letter reads:
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“ Here we are, a large party of us, looking into
Kilauea, which is nine miles in circuraference, and
a thousand feet below iis—a pit about seven times
as deep as Niagara Falls are high. We canic to-
day, 011 horscback, from Hilo, a ride of thirty miles.
Hilo is a beautiful sea-shore viilage, the largest
on the island of Hawaii, and from it all visitors to
Kilauea make their start.

“ The road over which wc carne is nothing but a
bridle-path, and a very rough one at that, travers-
ing miles and miles of oid lava flows. We had
almost riddcn to the crater's brink before we dis-
covered, in the dim twilight, the awful abyss.

“ Before us is the iminense pit which, in the
day-time, shows only a fioor of black lava, looking
as smooth as satin; and, miles away, rising out of
this floor, are a few slender columns of sinoke.

“ At night, everything is changed; and you
can't conceive of the lurid, demoniacal efiect.
Each slender column of smoke becomes a pillar of
fire that rolls upward, throbbing as it moves, and
spreads'itselfout above the crater like an immense
canopy, all abUize.

“ Ships a hundred miles from land see the
glow, and we here, on the precipice above, can
read ordinary print by its lurid light.

“ No wonder the natives worshiped the vol-
cano. They thought it the home of a goddess,
whom they named Pélé, and in times of unusual
activity believed her to be very angry with them.
Then they carne in long processions, from the sea-
shore villages, bringing pigs, dogs, fowls, and some-
times human beings, for sacrifice. These they threw
into the créter, to appease her wrath.

“ A small berry, called the ohélo, grows on the
banks of the pit, and of these the natives never
dared to eat until Pélé had first had her share.
Very polite, were they not? And if ever they for-
got their manners, | daré say she gave them a
shaking up by an earthquake, as a rcmindcr.

“ Sandal-wood and strawberrics grow all about
here—and fleas, too 1 wickcd fleas, that bite vora-
ciously, to keep thcmselves warm, | think, for here,
so far from Pélc’s hearth, it is coid, and we sit by
a log fire of our own.

“ The day after our arrival we went inlo the
crater, starting immediately after an early break-
fast. There is but one entvance, a narrow ledge,
formed by the gradual crumbling and falling in of
the precipice. Along this ledge we slipped and
scrambled, making the dcscent on foot—for no rid-
den animal has ever been able to descend the trail.
Holding on to bushes and snags when the path
was dangerously steep, we finally landed below on
the black satin floor of lava.

“ Satin! What had looked so smooth and teinpt-
ing from a thousand feet above, turned out to be a

VOLCANO
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surface more troubled and unevcn than the ocean’s
in the most violent storm. And that tiny thrcad
of smoke, toward which our faces were set, lay
three miles distant—three miles that were worse
than nine on an ordinary road.

“ How we worked that passage ! up hill and down
hill, over hard pointed lava that cut through our
shocs like knife blades; over light, crumbled lava,
into which we sank up to our knees; over bilis of
lava that were, themselves, covered with smallor
hills; into ravines and over steam-cracks, some of
which we could jump with the aid of our long
poles, and some of which we had to find our way
around; steam-cracks whose depths we could not
see, and into which we thrust our walking-sticks,
drawing them out charred black or aflame; over
lava so hot that we ran as rapidly and lightiy as
possible, to prevent our shoes being scorched.
Three hours of this kind of work for the three
miles, and Halc-inan-inau, or “House of Everlast-
ing Fire," lay spitting and moaning at our feet!

“ A lake of boiling lava is what the column of
smoke marked out to us,—a pit within a pit,—a
lake of raging lava fifty feet below us, of which you
have here the picture taken ‘from Ufe.’

“ It was so hot and suffocatingon the brink of this
lake that we cut eye-holos in our pocket-handkcr-
chiefs andwore them as niasks. Even ihen we had
to run back evcry few moments for a breath of
fresher air, though we were on lhe windward siclc

of the lake. The gases on the leeward side would
suffocate one instantly. Oh. the glory! This
Hale-mau-mau, whose fire never goes out, is a

huge lake of liquid lava, heaving with groans and
thunderings that cannot be described. Around iis
edge, as you see in the picture, the red lava was
spouting furiously. Now and then the center of
the lake cooled over, forming a thin crust of black
lav.a, which, suddenly cracking in a hundred direc-
tions, let the blood-recl fluid ooze up through the
seams, looking likc fiery snakes.

“ Look atthe picture, and imaginetheseenormoiis
slabs of cooled lava slowly .aising themselves on
end, as if alivc, and with a stately inotion plunging
beneatli the sen of fire, with an indescribable roar.

“ For three hours we gnzed, spell-boimd, though
itsccmcd but a feiv moments: we were chained to
the spot, as is every one else who visits Kilauea.

“ The wind, as the jets rose in air, spun the
molten drops of lava into fine threads, which the
natives cali Péié’s hair, and very like hair it is.

“ All this time, under our feet were rumblings
and explosions that made us start and run now
and then, for fear of being blown up; coming back
again after each fright, imwilling to leave the spot.

“ Occasionally, the embankment of the Ilake
cracked off and fell in, being immediately devoured
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by the hungry flood. These ledges around Hale-
mau-mau are very dangerous to stand upon. A
whole family carne near losing their lives on one.
A loud report beneath their feet and a sudden
trembling of the crust made them run for life; and
hardly had they jumped the fissure that separated
the ledge on which they were standing from more
solid footing—separated life from dcath—than crash
went the ledge into the boiling lake !

“ Sometimes the lake boils over, like a pot of
molasses, and then you can dip up the liquid lava
with a long pole. You get quite a lump of it, and
by quickly rolling it on the ground mold a cylin-
der the size of the end of the pole, and about six
inchcs long.  Or you can drop a coin into the lava
to be imprisoned as it cools.

“ A foreigncr once imbedded a silver dollar in
the hot lava, and gave the speciinen to a native;
but he immediately threw it on the ground, break-
ing tlie lava, of course, and liberating the dollar,
*hich he pocketcd, exclaiming: ‘Volcano plenty
enough, but me not get dollar every day.’

“ One ofour party collected lava specimens from
around Hale-mau-mau, and ticd them up in her
pockct-handkerchief. Imagine her astonishment
on finding, later, they had bitriied through the
Unen, and one by one dropped out.

“ Terrible as old Pelé is, she makes herself use-
ful, and is an excellent cook. She kecps a great
many ovens heated for the use of her guests, and
no two at the same tcmperature, so that you may
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“ 1 ’LL make it skip !”
Cried Charley, seizing a bit of stone.
And, in a trice, from our Charley’s hand,
W ith scarce a dip,
Over the water it danced alone,
W hile we were watching it from the land-
Skip! skip 1 skip !

IT SKIP.
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select one of any heat you wish. In these ovens
(steam-cracks) she boils tea, coffee .and eggs; or
cooks omelets and meats. You wrap the beef or
chicken, or wliatever meat you may wish to cook,
in leaves, and lay it in the steam-crack. Soon it is
thoroughly cooked, and deliciously, too.

“ She also keeps a tub of warm water always
ready for bathers.

“ She does n’t mean to be laughed at, though,
for doing this kind of work, and doing it in an
original kind of way. After she has given you one
or two sound shakings, which she generally does,
you ’ll have great respect for the old lady, and feel
quite like taking off your hat to her. With the
shakings and the thunderings under-foot, and
now and then the opening of a long steam-crack,
she keeps her visitors quite in awe of her powers,
though she is probably several hundred years old.

“ Not far from the little hut where we sleep, ciése
to the precipice, is Pélé’s great iaboratory, where
she makes suiphur. W e wear our straw hats to the
sulphur banks, and she bleaches them for iis-

“ Well, this is a strange, strange land, oid Pélé
being only one of its many curiosities.

“ 1 only hope you may all see the active old god-
dess before she dies. She has n’t finished her
work \'et.  Once in a while she runs down to the
shore, to bathe and look at the Pacific Ocean, and
wlien there she generally gives a new cape to
Hawai! by running out into the sea,”

Majestic old Pélé 1 Long may she Uve!

IT SKIP.

“ 1’1 make it skip!”
Now, soinehow, that is our Charley’s way:
He takes little troubles that vex one so,
Not worth a flip,
And makes them secm to frolic and play
Just by his way of making them go
Skip ! skip 1 skip !
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THE WILLOW WAND.
By a. E. W,

I HAVE a little brother, Sends all the naughty frowns away,
And his fiame is Little Lewy; By waving it and singing;
His starry eyes are bright as flowers
And they are twice as dewy.
Sometimes the dew o’erflows them.
And trickles down his checks;
And then he cries so hard, you’d think
He would n’t stop for weeks.
Then my other little brother,
A bough of willow bringing,
Drives all the dow-drops far away,
By waving it and singing:

W e’ll send them all off quickly, or they II
climb up to your hair.

And then to-morrow morning you’ll have loB
of tangios there.”

10ne, two, free, fo’, five, six, seven tears!

You ’ll be as old as farver in forty sousand years.

Drate big men don’t have tears, so let me
wipe ’em dry;

In forty sousand years from now you ’ll never,
never cry.”

This other little brother,
Whose fiame is Little Bert,
Frowns in a dreadful manner
Whenever he is hurt;
The wrinkles right above his nose
Look like the letter M,
He keeps them there so long, he must
Be very fond of them.
Then my little brother LEWy, Sometimes our little Lewy
The branch of willow bringing, Loses all his pretty smiles;

IS77.1



THE WILLOW WAND. 17

1877.1

And leading Bertie back to us,
W hile all the time he’s singing:
Do, re, mi, fa, sol, la, si. ¢
You look like a very small heathen Chinee.
Getthe sleep all washed offand hang itup to dry,
And then you ’ll look as fresh as if you 'd just
come from the sky.”

W hen all the stars are shining,
Each little sleepy-head

Is lying in a funny bunch
W ithin the little bed.

Their eyes are so wide open,
They stay awake so long,

They re calling me to tell to them
A story or a song.

So up the stairs again | come,
The magic willow bringing,

And wave it here and wave it there,

He says they 're very far aivay: W hile o’er and o’cr | 'm singing:

At least a hundred miles.
He looks as sober as a judge,
As stately as a king,
As solemn as a parson and
As still as anything.
And then our little Bertie,
The witching willow bringing,
Sends all the smiles safe home again,
By waving it and singing:

“ Sleep, sleep, sleep, sleep;
Sailing away on the dreamy deep;
Sister to watch you and angels to keep;
Sailing away and away and away,
Away on the d-r-e-a-m-y deep;
Sleep, sleep, s-l-e-e-p, sleep.”

iree;
ey I
| want to buy a smile, sir, if you have some
about:
1’1l draw this leaf across your lips, and that
will bring them out.
And if you cannot spare me one, just let me
take a half.
Oh, here they come and there they come, and
now we’ll have a laugh,”

“

On every “ morrow morning,”
This funny little Bertie

Does n't want to have his face washed
Because it don’t feel dirty;

He runs half-dressed ’way out-of-doors,
Safe hidden from our view;

We search and cali, hunt up and down,
And don’t know what to do,

Until we see our little Lu
The wand of willow bringing,

VOL. V.—2.
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THE STORY THAT WOULD N’'T BE TOLD.

By LOUISE

“ Do tell me one more story; just one more !”
said the little boy.

It certainly was gctting late. The fire lighted
the room, the shado”vs danced in the corncrs.
Down in the kitchen they were hurrying with the
dinner, and in a moment nurse would come in to
take the boy to bed. But all this made him want
to stay. He was very comfortable in his mamma’
lap, and he was in no liaste to go lipstairs to Mag-
gie and the nursery.

Then his mamma kissed him right on the tip of
his little nose, and she said :

“ But you must go to bed sometime.”

“ please, mamma dear,” he said, pushing his

STOCK.TUN.

Prince Limberlocks climbed up a cherry-tree into
the giant’s room. That is the story / like !”

“ And it must be the ‘amen story’ to-nigln.
Well: Once upon a time the Princess Thistleblos-
som stood on one foot, whilc ”

“ No, no,” interrupted The Story, “ you need
not tell me! Tell some other story. | am tired
of being said over and over. Every night, as soon
as your bed-time comes, and youare so sleepy thai
you don’t want to go to bed, you ask for me, and |
have to be told. 1 am sick of it, and | want to
rest.”

“But | want you,” said the boy. “ I like you
best of all my stories. | like that part where the

A SCENB IN THE STORV THAT WOULD N'T DE TOLU

curly head almost under her arm, “ just one little
story.”

“ Just one !
onel!”

“ You know what one 1 want. Of course about
the giant Tancankeroarcous, and how he stole the
slipper of the princess for a snuff-box, and how the

You can choose it, but mind, a little

giant comes in and calis out ‘P orter !”in suclu
loud voice that the gate shakcs all the bolts loose. .

“ | suppose you do like it,” said The Storjj
“anybody would. | am a very good story, and vei;
fit to be told last, although | cannot see why timt
isany rcason for callingme the ‘amenstory.’” Thai
is foolish, / think! But at any rate, that is C
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reason for telling me every night. Let your
mamma tell you Cock Robin, or Jack the Giant-
Killer. They ate plenty good enough.”

“ 1don’t want them,” said the little boy, begin-

ning to cry; “ I wantfoa! | wont go tosleep all
night if mamma don’t tell you.”
“/ don’t care!” replied The Story; “ you

before-christmas
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| 've made up my mind. You
That ’s as sure as your

needn’t cry for me.
wont hear me to-night.
fiame is Paul.”

And it was just as The Story said. There was
no use in the boy’s crying, for off went The Story,
and it was nottold that night; but it is my private
Opinidn that the boy did go to sleep after all.

POLLY; A BEFORE-CHRISTMAS STORY.

By Hope Ledyard.

*ANTA Claus!” exclaimed
Ned, half mockingly.
“ Yes,” insisted Mamie,
“ what’s he going to bring
you, Ned?”

“1 don't know, and |

don’t care much,” he an-

ssvered, “ for there

is n’t any Santa
Claus.”

“Why, Ned!”
cried Mamie, in as-
tonishment. “ Even
my big brothei

Harry believes in

Santa Claus. He'’s
coming home from

p school to-night, and
we’re going to hang

up our stockings.”

“ Pshaw!” said

Ned, “ 1 must go

home. Good-bye.”

Mcrry little Ma-

mie stood in amaze-

ment, and then ran

in-doors to her mother with her perplexity.

“Why, mother !” she cried, “ Ned Huntley said
there was n’t any Santa Claus—and he was real
cross about it, too.”

“Well, Mamie,” said her mother, “ | would n’t
take any notice of Ned’s being cross about Christ-
mas-time. The Huntleys don't keep Christmas.”

“Don't keep Christmas!” exclaimed Mamie,
astonished beyond measure.

Seeing that her mother was busy, she took her
doli, Helena Margaret Constance Victorine, in her
arms, and talked the matter over with her.

“ What do you think, my dear,” said she,
“they don’t keep Christmas at Ned Huntley’s
house ! | don’t know just what mother means by
not keeping it, for you know Santa Claus comes
down the chimney, and so he can get in during the
night and leave Christmas there. Oh, yes, but
they don’t keep it. They turn it out, 1 suppose,
just like mother told me they acted about the dear
little baby Savior; they had n’t any room for him,
and | guess Mrs. Huntley has n’t any room to keep
Christmas in. | wonder what she does with the
Christmas things Santa Claus brings? | wonder if
she throws ’em away? | mean' to go and ask
her;” and putting her child carefully in its eradle,
Mamie started,

There was some truth in what Mrs. Gastén had
told her little daughter; the Huntleys did not
keep Christmas in a loving, hcarty way. They
kept it in so far that on this very afternoon
Mrs. Huntley was busy making the minee pies,
dressing the turkcy, and doing all she could to be
beforchaiid with the extra Christmas dinner. Mr.
Huntley had just stepped into the kitchen for a
moment to say to his wife, “ W hat have you settled
on for Ned’s Christmas?”

“ 1 ’ve bought him a pair of arctics—he needed
’cm; and if you want to spend more than common,
you might get him halfa dozen handkerchiefs.”

“ Well, wife, | was thinking that perhaps”—the
farmer tried to be particular about his words, for
Mis. Huntley did not seem in avery good humor—
“ 1 was reniembering how you used to enjoy giving
the young ones candies and toys; so, perhaps "

“ Now, Noah Huntley, | 'm surprised at youl
Buy candies and toys fora great iumbering boy
like Ned ? Why, you must be crazy, man 1 The
next thing will be that you ’ll want a Christmas-
tree yourself!"
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“ Well, and it would n’t be a bad idea,” thought
the father. “ There s my man, Fritz, he has been
to the woods and cut a little tree for his children,
and he seemsto getaheap ofpleasure out ofit. Ah !
if only little Polly had lived !” Strangely enough,
the wife was thinking the same thing, as she sliced
and sifted and weighed. “ If little Polly had lived
it would have been different, but we can’t throw
away money on nonsense for Ned.”

A little red cloak flashed by the window, a little
bright face, just about the age of “ our little Polly’s,”
peeped in at the door, and Mamie asked, “ May |
come in, Mrs. Huntley?”

“ Certainly, child. Here’s a fresh cookie. 1sup-
pose you ’re full of Christmas over at your house?”

“ Oh, yes, ma'am 1 And | 'm so sorry you don't
keep it. W hat ’s the reason ?”

“Don’t keep it! Why, we have a regular
Christmas dinner as sure as the 25th of December
comes round, and Pa gives me a new dress, or
something that | need, and we give Ned a suit of
clothes, or shoes, or something that he needs.”

“Well,” said Mamie, “ but 1like our way best.
May | tell you how we keep Christmas?”

“ Talk away. 1can listen.”

“Well, you see, a good while before Christmas
my mother begins to get ready, and | often see her
hide up something quick when | come in, and then
she laughs, and | think, “Oh, yes, something s
coming,” and then mother takes me in her lap and
tells me how Jesds is coming, and how He did
come. Do you know, Mrs. Huntley?”

“You can tell me, child?”

“You see, He came a long, long time ago as a
little baby. Mamnia says that he began at the
beginning, so that no little child could say, ‘I can’t
be like Jesls, for Jesls never was so little as me.’
That first birthday of His, there was nJ any room
for Him at the tavern, and when the dear little
baby Jests was sleepy, they laid Him right in a
stable manger, and the shepherds found Him lying
there.  Christmas is His Birthday, and | sup-
pose they give all the children prcsents because
JesUs loved little children, and then Santa Claus—
Oh, Mrs. Huntley, that 's what | came about, and
I 'most forgot! |If you don’t keep Christmas—I
mean as we do,” she added, as Mrs. Huntley
frowned, “ andifyou don’t use the things that Sanu
Claus leaves here, can’t | come over and get ’'em?
Only Id rather Ned should have 'em.”

‘““Child alive! How your tongue runs 1
now, take these cookies home with you. i
Ned ’s too busy lo play with you.”

“ Thank you, ma'am. And you’ll remember
about Santa Claus?” said little Mamie, as she
walked away with her cookies.

Mrs. Huntley worked on for a few minutes longer.

Here,
guess
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and then, leaving her dishes, she went to her owti

room and opened a bureau drawer. There laya
bright little dress and pretty white apron,—Polly%'
best things,—the little clothes in which she used to
look so lovely. There were the last Christmas toys

the mother had ever bought,—only a little tin baiik,

a paper cornucopia, and a doli; but she remem-

bered that Christmas so welll Could it be thatit

was only three years ago ? How Polly had laughed

and chattered over her stocking 1 And Ned,—now

that she thought about it,—she remembered thai'
they bought him a pair of skates that year. He

had made a great time over those skates, and had

taken his little sister out to see him try to use them.

Ned was so loving and gentle in those days. And

then the mother’s heart reproached her. Could

she blame her boy because he seemed to care so
little for his parents and his home, when she had

nursed her grief for the loss of her baby-girl, and

taken no pains to be bright or cheerful with him!

She thought how clearly Mamie had told the stur)'

of the Savior’s birthday. Could her boy, who ivai j
six years older, do as well? He went to Sunday-

school sometimes, but she had never talked with'
him about Jesits—never since God took her Polly.

And her eyes filled as she shut the drawer.

Mrs. Huntley went back to the kitchen, but the
room seemed different to her. Ned brought int
the milk, and looked at his mother curiously ai]i
hearing her say, “ Thank you, Ned.” Wonden
would never end, Ned thought, when, after tea, sht
said, “ Father, it’s a moonlight night; could n't<
you and 1drive to the village? Ned will excuse
our leaving him alone.”

“ Excuse !” When had his mother ever asked
him to excuse her? And then, as mother waited
for the wagén to be got ready, she asked him to
read about the Savior’s birth, and surely thére were
tears in her eyes as father came in, just as Ned
read, “ And they came with haste and found Man,
and Joseph, and the babe lying in a manger.”

Mr. Huntley was bewildered, too. To start oflS
for the village at seven o’clock in the evening!
When had such a thing happened ?

On the road Mrs. Huntley told her husband
what Mamie had said to her, and she added,
“ Perhaps, as | tell it, it don’t seem much, but i
made me think of our Polly, and "—the womati'i
voice broke, and the father, saddened too, said;
comfortingly, “ She’s safe, my dear, in heaven.”

“ Yes, father, but 1°’m thinking of the one thai>
left, for all | cried a little. | guess you were neat
right about getting him something nice. Hei
but a boy yet, and he’d think more of Christ-
mas, and perhaps of the child that was born out
Christmas, if we show him that Jests has made our”
hearts a little more tender.”
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W hat it cost that hard, reserved woman to say
that, none knew, but I think her husband feltdimly
how she must have fought with herself, and he was
silent for some time. At last he said, with a tone
of gladness iii his voice, “ My dear, |I'm glad to
get him something. He ’s a good boy, Ned is.”

W hat a pleasant time they had, and how they
caught the spirit of Christmas1 They bought a
sled and skates, a book or two, and candies, and
Mrs. Huntley found a jack-knife that was just the
thing Ned wanted. Then she said to herhusband:

“1°d like to buy something for Mamie. It will
be nice to buy a girl’s present.”

Their hearts ached a little, as they chose a won-
derful little wash-tub and board, with a clothes-
horse to match. How Polly’s eyes would have
shonc at these !

Meantimc, Ned mused over his mother’s tears
and her strangely kind tones, and thought;
“ 1 wonder if she’s going to be as good to me as

A BEFORE-CHRISTMAS
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slic was to Polly! | hated to hear Mamie talk
about Santa Claus. Polly used to talk just that
way, and we did have such good times. | used to
get skates and things at Christmas, but now | get
some handkerchiefs or a lot of shirtsi It makes
me inad.” Then Ned fell asleep, and so the mother
found him. She woke him gently and he went
off to bed, bewildered by mote kind words.

Morning dawned and Ned hurried down to light
the fire in the kitchen, but he went no further than
the sitting-room. There was a sled,—a splendid
one,—a pair of skates, and books! He put his
hands in his pockets to take a long stare, and felt
something strange in one of them. Why 1 There
was a beautiful knife !

Mother carne in and watchcd his face, but at
sight of her the boy fairly broke down. Laying
his head on her shoulder, “ It’s like Polly coming
back," he said.

And so it was, and so it continued to be.

BOCCS SHOULD NOT HAVE HAD HIS PHOTOCSANH TAKEN ON THANKSOIVINO DAY,
AND BATEN A itBARTY PIKNBR AFTBRWARD
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THE LORD MAYOR OF LONDON’S SHOW.

By Jennie A. Owen.

“Aunt Jennie,” said my Utlile godson Willie,
a few days ago, “ wont you go with us to scc the
Lord Mayor’s show? There ’ll be thirtecn ele-
phants and eight clowns, and an elephant picks a
man up with his trunk and holds him there. And
then mamma ’s going to take me to Sampson’s.
Do you know Sampson, Aunt Jennie ?”

“ | know about Samson in the Bible, Willie.”

“ Oh, not that one; our Sampson isa man in a
shop in Oxford Street, and he makes such nice
boys’ clothes, and he ’s the master.”

| have just come home from the Sandwich
Islands, where | have been living; 1 spent a few
years, too, in New Zealand and Tahiti, and so have
seen many wonderful things on the land and sea;
but a Lord Mayor going to be sworn in to his
duties, attended by thirteen clephantsand a London
crowd, would be a novelty to me. | thought, too,
that certain little boys and girls in the Sandwich
Islands and the United States, who also cali me
Aunt Jennie, would like to hear all about it.

This has been an exciting week for the London
children. The fifth of November fell on Sunday,
and Guy Fawkes had to wait till Monday to make
his appearance. All that day he was carried about
the streets in various shapes and fotrns, and the
naughty, ignorant little boys, in spite of enlightened
school-board teaching, sang at our doors:

“A ha'penny loaf feed ihc Pope,
A penn'orth of chec&e lo choke him,
A pint o( bcer to waah it all duwn.
And a jolly good fire lo buni him,”

“ Oh, papa,” said Willie, as he ran into the
breakfast-room for pennies, “ are n’t you glad
you ’re a real man and not a pope?”

At last the ninth, the Lord Mayor's day, carne.
It is also the Prince of Wales’ birthday, so the city
would be very gay-looking with all the flags flying.

Alas! it was a dark, dull morning, and a heavy
fog hung all over the city. Alas for the gilt
coaches, the steel armor and other braveries! and
then the elephants, how could they possibly fcel
their way all round the city in a thick, yellow fog?
But, happily, by eleven the weather cleared, and
the sun shone out brightly. Such a crowd as
there was at our railway dépét! So many bonny,
happy little children never went on the same
morning to the busy oid town before. It was
something new for great elephants to be seen

walking through the prosy business streets. Once
before, tweniy-seven years ago, when Sir John
Musgrave was Lord Mayor, not only elephants,
but camels, deer, negroes, beehives, a ship in full
sail, and Britannia seated on a car drawn by six
horses, had made part of the show; since then,
however, no Lord Mayor had been thougbtful
enough of little and big children’s pleasure to order
out such delightful things, and so this year everj'-
body must go. To quote from the Daily JVews;
“ Since the reign of Henry Ill., when, by that
monarch’s gracious act the Lord Mayor of London
was permitted to present himself before the Barons
of Exchequer at Westminster instead of submitting
the citizens’ choice for the king’s personal approval,
there has been no Lord Mayor’s show at which
so great a concourse of spectators assembled.”

We crowd into the cars and are soon in Cannon
Street. At the gates a boy meets us with little
books for sale, shouting, “ Thirteen elephants for a
penny ! the other boys ’ll only give you twelve, but
I Il give you thirteen. Sold again! Thirtecn
elephants for a penny!” This wonderful book
consists of a series of common gaudily colored piel-
ures, supposed to represent the procession, which
has done service at the show from time imme-
morial, but it is each year as welcome as ever to
the children who each have a penny to buy one.
Through the streets we have passing visions of pink
silk stockings, canary-colored breeches, and dark
green coats and gold lace, also tri-colorcd rosettes
as large as saucers; and pass by shop-windows full
of sweet, eager little faces, in the place of hose,
shirts, sewing-inachines, etc.

At last we arrivc at our dcstination in Cheapsidc,
where, through the kindness of a friend, a window
on the first fioor of a large building is waiting for
US. How impatient we are until we hear the band
of the Grenadier Guards, which he.ads the proces-
sion. After this band and that of the Royai Lon-
don Militia, come the Worshipful Compan)' of
Lorincrs, preceded by jolly watermen in blue and
white striped jerseys and white trousers, bearing
banners; more watermen follow to relieve them;
the beadle of the company with his staff of office;
the clerk in hischariot; the wardens, wearing silk
cloaks trimmed with sables, in their carriages, and
amongst them SirJohn Bennett, the great watch-
maker in Cheapsidc, a charming-looking oid gentlc-
man with rosy cheeks and profuse graycurls; his
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face liglits up with smiles as the shouts of “ Bravo,
Bennett,” show how popular he is.

Then comes a grand yellow coach, in which
rides the Master of the Company, attended by his
chaplain. After the Loriners come the Farriers,
the band of the First Life Guards, banners, beadle
and mace clerk, wardens and master. After them
the Broderers. As these pass slowly along, an
excitement is caused by the behavior of the horse
of a hussar, who is mounting guard. It does not
like the proceedings at all, and still less the greas>’
asphalt on which it stands, dances round, backs
into the Worshipful Master of Broderers’ carriage.
and finally rears and falls, unseating its rider. The
hussar is quite cool and quiet, soon reseats himself,
and rejects the offer of a fussy little man in red to
hold his horse.

And now comes the Worshipful Company of
Bakcrs, preceded by their banner, with its good
old motto, “ Praise God for all.” These are really
very jolly and well-favored looking companions,
most of the membeis bearing large bouquets of
flowers. After them the Vintners’ Company, with
the band of the Royal Artillcry; ten Commissioners,
each bearing a shield; eight master portcrs in
vintner’s dress; the Bargemaster in full uniform,
and the Swan Uppers. Tliese are raen who look
after the swans belonging to tlie Corporation of
London, which build their nesis along the banks
of the Thames, and tliey mark the youug sivans
each spring.

The “ Uppers” look very wcll in their dress, con-
sisting of dark clotli jackets slashcd with whitc,
blue and white striped jerseys and white trousers.

After this company had passed, a grand shout
announced the coming of the elephants. These,
as some small boy has observed, are curioiis
animals, with two taiis—one before and one bc-
hind.” First carne a mimbcr of large ones, with
Mr. Sanger, their owner, who was mounted on a
curiously spotted hoi-se. They were gorgeous with
oriental trappings and howdahs. On the forcmost
one rodé a man representing a grand Indian
prince. He had a reddish iniistache, wore spec-
tacles, a magnificent purple and white turban, and
showy oriental costume. He produced a great
impression on the crowd. In other howdahs sat
one, two or three splendid Hindoos, whose dress
was past description. Then carne several young
elephants ridden ljy boys; one of these was seized
witli a desire to lie down, and had to be vigorously
roiiscd; but, on the whole, they behavcd in a
wondeifully correct and dignified manner—now
and then gracefully swinging round their trimks
amongst the sympathizing crowd, in scarch of
refteshment.

The elephants were escorted by equestvians in

“
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State costumes, and followed by six knights in
Steel armor, with lances and pennons, mounted on
chargers. One of these “ wouldn’t go,” and had
to be dragged on ignominiously by a policeman.
Then the Epping Forest rangers carne. They
were picturesquely dressed in green velvet coats,
broad-brimmed hats and long feathers. After
these, trumpeters, under-sheriffs in their State car-
riages, aldermen, the Recorder, more trumpeters,
and then a most gorgeous coach—with hammer-
cloth of red and gold, men in liveries too splendid
to describe, and four fine horses—brings the late
lord mayor, The mounted band of household
cavalry follows. These really look splendid in
crimson coats covered with gold embroidery and
velvet caps, riding liandsome white horses.

There is a stoppage just as they come up.
They are rapturously grceted by the crowd, and
requested to “ play up.” The mayor’s servants,
in State liveries, foUow on foot. After them rides
a very important person, the city marshal, on
horseback. The city trumpeters come now, pre-
ceding the right honorable the lord mayor's most
gorgeous gilt coach, drawn by six horses. In it
sits Sir Thomas Whitc, supported by his chaplain,
and attended by his sword-bcarer and the common
crier.  An escort of the 2ist Hussars brings up
the rear. Policemen follosv, and after them a stray
mail-cart, a butcher’s boy with his tray; after that,
not just the deluge, but the crowd.

“ Oh, mammal!” says Willie, “ the bccfcaters
did nt come I Nine of them there are in my
book, and a grand one going in front, blowing a
irumpet. And the man holding his thumb to his
nose at the shcriffs; and the policeman knocking
a thief down with a staff! And the lord mayor
had no spectades on. Tliat’s not fair! Do beef-
eaters eat lots of beef. mamma ?”

“ Oh, no,” says Charlic, with a superior air,
“ they aro only sideboard chaps.”

Wi illie is still more puzzled, until he is told that
in the olden time servants so costumed used to
stand by the sideboard, or buffet, as it was called,
at feasts, and so got tlie fiame of buffetiers, and
by degrees the fiame became changed into beef-
eaters, which was more easily remembcred by the
people.

From our window' we could not, of course, follow
the procession on its winding way, fior had we
seen it start. On looking at the papcr next morn-
ing, we read that at fii-st it was feared that the
elephants had failed to keep their appointinent.
It was almost time to set out, and no elephants
were to be seen. What must be done? The
people ought not to be cheatcd out of the best part
of the show; and yet, on the other hand, how
undignified for a lord mayor to be kept waiting for
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thirteen elephants! | am sorry to say the police
were rather glad. They had been very miich
afraid that the animals might prove tioublesome
during so long and unusual a waiki or else,
coming from a circus, might, at any siidden pause,
imagine themselves in the arena, and take it into
their grave heads to perform on two legs and
terrify the horses, or possibly annoy the lord
mayor and his chaplain by putting their long
trunks into his coach. But, happily for us, the
pélice were disappointed. Such dignified creatures
could not be expcctcd to come early and be kept
waiting.

Just at the right time they carne Icisurel)’ up,
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and gravely taking their proper place, marched
on with their proverbial sagacity—waiting outside
Westminster Hall, whilst the lord mayor swore to
do his duty, as quietly as though they were at
home—and afterward left the procession at Black-
friars Bridge, to go to their own quarters and eat
their well-earned dinner. It is to be hoped that
the lord mayor ordered something specially good
for them.

The elephants having left, the embassadors, her
majesty’s ministers of state, the nobility, judges,
and other persons of distinction, joined the proces-
sion, and proceededto feast with his lordship and
the lady mayoress at Guildhall.

MY GIRL.

By John S. Adams.

A LITTLE cérner with its crib,
A little mug, a spoon, a bib,
A little tooth so pearly white,
A little rubber i-ing to bite.

little
little
little
little

piate all lettered round,

rattle to resound,
creeping—see ! she stands !
step ’‘twixt outstretched hands.

>>>>

doli with flaxen hair,
willow rocking-chair,
drcss of richest hue,
pair of gaifers blue.

little
little
little
iittle

> > > >

V.

littie school day after day,

“ little schoolma’am ™ to obey,
little study—soon 't is past,
little graduate at last.

>>> >

V.

A little muff for winter weather,
A little jockey-hat and feather,

A little sack with funny pockets,
A little Chain, a ring, and lockets.

VI

while to dance and bow,
escort homeward now,
party, somewhat late,
lingering at the gate.

little
little
little
little

>>>>

VIL

little
little
little
little

walk in leafy June,

talk while shines the moon,
reference to papa,

planning with mamma.

>>> >

VI

little
little
little
little

ceremony grave,
struggle to be brave,
cottage on a lawn,
kiss—my girl was gone 1

>>> >
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MARS, THE PLANET OF WAR.
By Richard A. Proctor.
Not long ago, the planet Jupiter came among urn, called the Greater Infortuno. In the old

the stars of our Southern evening skies. Those
who noted down his track found that he first ad-
vanced from west to east, then receded along a
track near his advancing one, then advanced again,
Still running on a track side by side with his former
advancing track, and so passed away from the
scene, toward the part of the sky where the sun’s
light prevenis our tracking him.

That was a useful and rather easy first lesson
about the motions of the bodies called planets.

We have now to consider a rather less simple
case, but one a great deal more interesting. Two
planets intrude among our evening stars, each
following a looped track, biit the tracks are unlike;
the two planets are unlike in appearance, and they
are also very unlike in reality.

1hope many of my young readers have already
found out for themselves that these intrusive bodies
have been wandering among our fixed stars. |
purposely said nothing about the visitors List
August, so that ibosc who iry to learn the star-
groups from my maps may have had a chance of
discovering the two planets for themselves. If they
have done so, they have in fact repeated a discov-
ery which was made many, many years ago. Ages
before astronomy began to be a science, men found
out that some of the stars niove about among the
rest, and they also noticed the kind of patli trav-
eled in the sky by each of those moving bodies.
It was long, indeed, before they found out the kind
of path traveled really by tlie planets. In fact,
they supposed our earth to be fixedj and if our
earth were fixed, the paihs of the planets about
her as a center would be twisted and tangled in
the most perplexing way. So that folks in those
old times, seeing the planets making all manner
of loops and twistings round the sky, and suppos-
ing they made coiresponding loops and twistings
in traveling round the earth, thought the planets
were living creatures, going round the earth to
watch it and rule overit, each according to his own
fashion. So they worsliipcd the pianets as gods,
counting seven of them, including the sun and
moon. Some they thought good to men, others
evil. The two planets now twisting their way
along the Southern skies were t'vo of the evil sort,

viz.: Mars, called the Lesser Infoitune, and Sat-

* Dct*'k OTi'lcémy eoeuf,
lines, “ Mine is the prison, and the dirty coat."
tckurt's. Notice this word.

always say Charles** Wain, noi Charles' (as is the way Tcnnyson does in ihc

This line was amusingly rendered, by the primerofmy “

It itihe same as the word rende*ed ckaru s's in ihc commun KngUsh fiame fwrriie ni[jjfer-

System of star-worship, Mars ruled overTuesday,
and Saturn over Saturday,—the Sabbath of olden
times,—a day which the Chaldean and Egyptian
astrologers regarded as the most unlucky in the
whole week.

The actual paths traveled ainong the stars by’
these two planets, this fall, are shown in Fig. i
You will see how wildly the fiery Mars, the planet
of war, careers round his great loop, while old
Saturn, “ heavy, dull, and slow ” (as Armado says
that lead is—the metal dedicated to Saturn),|
plods siowly and wearily along. Between Augusi
6 and October i, Mars traversed his entire back-,
ward track,— Saturn, you notice, only a small por-
tion of his much smaller loop. On the sky, too,
you will see that while M.ars shines with a fierce
ruddy glow, well suited to his warlike character,
Saturn shines with a dull yellow light, suggcstivc ol |

ZAq.

FIO. X. Ti«E PATHS OP MARS AND SATVRX.

the evil qualiticswhich the astrologers ofold assigned |
to him. “ My loking.” says Saturn, in Cliaucer’s
Canterliury Tales,” “ is the fader of pcstilence: 1

“ Nfiti bcn also ihe mciladios coHe, 1
The derkc irensons, and (iic cosles olde: i
Min is the dcenclung in the see so wan,

Min is the prison in the dcrke cote,*

Min is the stmngcl and hnnging by ihe ihrote,
The murmure, and the cherlesf rehellini;,

The groyning and Ilic princ cmpiysoning.”

Saturn and jes Sysiein.” in which | Quoted Chaucer's

One shouU
" May Quccn "
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For the present, however, let us consider the
planet Mars, leaving slow Saturn to wait for us
another month.

It has always seemed to me one of the most use-
ful lessons in astronomy to follow the line by which,
long ago, great discoveries were made. Thus, if
the young rcader went out on
every fine night and noted the
changing position of Mars, he
traced out the track shown in
Fig. 1. He noted, also, that the
planet, which shone at its bright-
est about September 5, gradually
grew less and less brightas it trav-
eledoff, after rounding thestation
near October 5 (really on Oct. 7),
toward the east. He observed, then,
that the seeming loop followed by
the planet was a real looped track (so far, at least,
as our observer on the earth was conccrned). Fig.
2 shows the apparent shape of Mars’s loop, the
dates corrcsponding to those shown in Fig. i. Only
it does not lie flat, as shown on the paper, but
must be supposed to lie somewhat under the surface
of the paper, as shown by the little upright a, b,
which, indeed, gives the distance under the paper
at which the part of the loop is supposed to lie
where lowest at m. The other similar uprights at
M, M,, and M, show the dcpression at these places.
You perceive that the part M,, M,, lies higher than
the part M, Mj. If the loop were flat, and, like
E, the earth, were in the level of the paper, it
would be seen edgewise, and the advancing, re-
ceding, and advancing parts of the planet’s
course would all lie on the same line uponJhe sky.
But being thus out of the level, we see through
the loop, so to speak, and it has the seeming shape
shown in Fig. i.*

This is one loop, you will understand, out of an
immense number which Mars makes in jourueying
round the earth, regardcd as fixed. He rctreats
to a great distance, swoops inward again toward
the earth, making a loop as iu Fig. 2, and retreat-
ing again. Then he comes again, makes another
swoop, and a loop on another sido, and so on. He
behaves, in fact, like that “ little quiver follow,” a
right martialist, no doubt, who, as Justice Shallow
tells us, “would about and about, and come you in,
and come you in,—and away again would a go,
and again would a come.” The loops are not
all of the same size. Tlie one shown in Fig, 2 is
One of the smaliest, | have before me a picture
which | have made of all this planet’s loops fiom
1875 to J892, and it fonns the most curiously inter-
iwined set of curves you can imagine,—rathcr

*1 mustre-mcmion that though this csplanaiion is
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prett)’, though not regular, the loops on one side
being much larger than those on the other. |
would show the picture here, but it is too large.
One of these days, it will be given in a book | am
going to write about Mars, who is quite important
enough to have a book all to himself. | want you,

FIC- a ONE OP MARS'S LOOPS.

now, to understand me that Mars really does travel
in a most compiicated path, when you consider
the earth as at rest. If a perfect picture of all
his loopings and twistings since astronomy began
could be drawn,—even on a sheet of paper as large
as the floor of a room,—the curv’es would so inter-
hice that you would not lje able to track them out,
but be always leaving the true track and getting
upon one Crossing it slightly aslant,—just like the
lines by which rains are made to run easily off one
track on to another.

The unfortunnte astronomers of oid times, who
had to explain, if they could, this compiicated
behavior of Mars (and of other planets, too), were
quite beatcn. The more carefuUy they made their
observations, the mote peculiar the motions seemed.
One, astronomer gave up the work in despair, just
like that unfortunate Greek -philosopher who, be-
cause he could not undersiand the tides of the
Eubcean Sea, drowned himselfin it. So this astron-
omer, who was a king,—Alphonsus of Portugal,—
unable to unravel the loops of the planets, said, in
his wrath, that if he had been called on by the
Crcator to assign the planets their paths, he would
have managed the matter a great deal better. The
plates of the old astronomical books became more
and more confusing, and cost more and more
labor, as astronomers continued to

*o * "Build, unbuili, contrivé

Ttt savc app«amnccs, to gjri ihc sphere
W ith ceniric and ecceiilHc scnbbled o’er,
Cycle and epicycle, orb in orb/’

It was to the study of Mars, the wildest wanderer
ofall, that we owc the removal of ail these pcrplex-
ities. The idea had occurred to the great astrono-
mcr, Copernicus, that the complexities of the
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plancts’ paths are not real, but are caused by the
constant moving aliout of the place from whence
we watch the planets. Ifa fly at rest at the middle
of a dock face watched the ends of the two hands,
they would seem to go round him in circles; but
if instead, he was on the end of one of the hands
(and was not knocked off as the other passed), the
end of this other hand would notmove round the fly
in the same simple way. When the two hands were
together it would be near, when they were opposite
itwould be far away, and, without entering into any

flo. 3 THE TATHS OF MARS, THE EARTW, VENUS,

particular description of the way in which it would
seem to move, you can easily seo that the motion
would seem much more complicated than if the fly
watched it from the middle of the clock face.
Now, Copernicus did enter into particulars, and
showed by raathcmatical reasoning that nearly all
the peculiarities of the planets’ raotions could be
explained by supposlng that the sim, not the earth,
was the body round which the planets move, and
that thej' go round him nearly in circles.

But Copernicus could not explain all the mo-
tions. And Tycho Brahe, another great astrono-
mer, who did not believc at all in the new ideas of
Copernicus, made a number of observations on our
near neighbor Mars, to show that Copernicus was
wrong. He gave these to Kepler, another great
astronomer, cnjoining him to explain them in such
a way as to overthrow the Copernican ideas. But
Kepler bchaved like Balaam the son of Bcor; for.

PLANET
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called on to curse (or at least to denounce) the views
of Copernicus, he altogether blessed them three
times. First, he found from the motions of Mars
that the planets do not travel in circles, but in ovais,
very nearly circular in shape, but not having the
sun exactly at the center. Secondiy, he discovered
the law according to which they move, now faster
now slower, in their oval paths; and thirdly, he
found a law according to which the nearer planets
travel more quickly and the farther planets more
slowly, every distance having its own proper rate.
These three laws of Kepler constitute
the Magna Charla of the solar systeni.

Afterward, Newton showed how it
happens that the planets obey these
laws, but as his part of the work had
no particular reference to Mars, | say
no more about it in this place.

Here, in Fig. 3, ate the real paths of
Mars and the Earth, and also of Venus
and Mercury. No loops, you see, in
any of them, simply because we have
set the sun in the middle. Set the
earth in the middle, and each planet
would have its own set of loops, each
set enormously complicated, and all
three sets mixed together in the most
confusing way. It is well to reraeraber
this when you see, as in many books
of astronomy, the oid thcory illustrated
with a set of circles looking almost as
neat.and compact as the set truly rep-
resenting the modern theory. For the
idea is suggested by this simple picture |
of the oid theory that the theory itself
was simple, whcreas it had become so
confusing that not merely young leam-
ers but the most profound mathema-1
ticians, were baffled when they tried to unravel the
motions of the planets. )

1 think the figure pretty well explains itself AL
| nced mention is, that while the shape and posi-1
tion of each path is correctly shown, the size of the
sun at center is immcnsely cxaggerated.
pin point, but shining with star-like splendor,
would properly represent him. As for the figures |
of the earth and Mars, they are still more tremen-
dously out of proportion. The cross-breadth of
the lines representing these planets' tracks is many
times greater than the breadth of either planet on
the scale of the chart.

On Septemoer 5 the earth and Mars carne to the
position shown at E and M. You observe thai
they could not be much nearer. It isindeed very|
scldom that Mars is so well placed for observation,
His lluminated face was turned toward the dark or
night half of the earth, so that he shone bnghUy

A mere |
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in the sky at midnight, and can be well studied
with the tclescope.

When Galileo turned toward Mars the telescope
with which he had discovered the moons of Jupiter,
the crescent form of Venus, and many other won-
ders in the heavens, he was altogether disappointed.
His lelescope was indeed too small to show any
features of interest in Mars, though the planet of
war is much nearer to us than Japiter. Mars is
but a small world. The diameter of the planetis
about 4,400 miles, that of our earth being nearly
8,000. Japiter, though much farther away, has
his immense diameter of more than 80,000 miles to
make up, and much more than make up, for the
effect of distance. W ith his noble System of moons
he appears a remarkable object even with a small
telescope, while Mars shows no feature of interest
even with telescopes of considerable size.

It was not, then, till very powerful telescopes had
been constructed that astronomers learned what we
now know about Mars.*

It is found that his surface is divided into land
and water, like the surface of our own earth. But
his seas and oceans are not nearly so large com-
pared with his continents and lands. You know
that on our own earth the water covers so much
larger a surface than the land that the great conti-
nentsare in rcality islands. Europe, Asia and Africa
together form one great island ; North and South
America another, not quite so large; then come
Australia, Greenland, Madagascar, and so forth;
all the lands being islands, larger or smaller. On
the other hand, except the Caspian Sea and the
Sea of Aral, there are no large seas entirely land-
bound. In the case of Mars a very different State
of things prcvails, as you will see from the three
accompanying pictiircs (hitherto iinpublished),
drawn by the famous English observer, Dawes
(called the Eagle-eyed). The third and best was
drawn with a telescope constntcted by your famous
optician, Alvan Clark, ofCambridge, Massachusetts.
The dark parts are the seas, the light parts being
land, or in some cases cloud or snow. But in these
pictures most of the lighter portions represent iand;
for they have been seen often so shaped, whereas
clouds, of course, would changc in shape.

The planet Mars, like our earth, turns on its
axis, so that it has day and night as we have. The
length of its day is not very different from that of
our own day. Our earth turns once on its axis in

but before reading on, try to complete this
sentence for yourself Every one knows that the
earth’s turning on its axis produces day and night,
and nine persons out of ten, if asked how long the
earth takes in turning round her axis, will answer,
24 hours; and if asked how many times she turns
on her axis in a year, will say 365 times, or if dis-

See item, “M «ns of Mare,”
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posed to be very exact, “ about 365X times.” But
neither answer is correct. The earth turns on her
axis about 366X times in each year, and each turn-
ing occupies 23 hours 56 minutes and 4 seconds

APPEARANCE OF MARS, 1852, MARCH «3, 5 H. 45 SI.,

Gieenwich Mean Tlrae. Poweroi Telescope. 358; 6 1-3 mch objecl-glass.

APPEARANCE OF MARS, X852, FBBRUARV 3, 6 H. 50 M-,

Creenwlchb Mean Tinie. Power of Telescope, 94» »nd 358 on 6 1*3incli
otectlaj&

APPBARANCe OF MAKS, x860, JULY 6, XX H- 33M,j

Oreenwieh Mean Time. Power of Tcltscope, so:; B1*4 inch obj«talase.
Planet very low, yei pretty dlistinet.

and | tenth ofa second. We, taking the ordinary

day as the time ofa turning or rotation, lose count

of one rotation each year. It is necessary to men-

tion this, in order that when | tell you how long

in “ Lelter-Box” Department.
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the day of Mars is, you may be able correctly to
compare it svith our‘own day. Mars, then, turns
on his axis in 24 hours 37 minutes 22 seconds and
7 tenth-parts of a second. So that Mars requires
41 minutes 18 seconds and 6-tenths of a second
longer to turn his small body once round than our
earth requires to turn round her much larger body.
The conimon day of Mars is, however, only abont
39 minutes longer than our common day.

Mars has a long year, taking no less than 687
of our days to complete his Circuit round the sun,
so that his year lasts only about one month and a
halfless than two of ours.

Like the earth, Mars has seasons, for his polar
axis, like that of the earth, is aslant, and at one
part of his year brings his norihern regions more
fiilly into sunlight, at which time summer prevails
there and winter in his soutliern regions; while at
the opposite part of his year his Southern regions
are turned more fully sunward and have their
summer, ivhile winter preiails over his northern
regions.

Around his poles, as around the earth’s, there
are great masscs of ice, insomuch that it is very
doubtful whcthcr any inhabitants of Mars have
been able to penétrate to his poles, any more than
Kane or Hayes or Nares or Parry, despite their
courage and enduraiice, have been able to reach
our northern pole, or Cook or Wilkes or James
Ross our ant.arctic pole.

In the summer of either hemisphcrc of Mars,
the north polar snows become greatly reduced in
extent, as is natural, while in winter they reach to
low latitudes, showing that in parts of the planet
corresponding to the United States, or mid-Europc,
as to latitude, bitter coid must prevail for several
weeks in succession.

The land regions of Mars can be distinguishcd
from the seas by their ruddy color, the seas bcing
greenish. But here, perhaps, you will be disposed
to ask how astronoiners can be sure ibat the green-
ish regions are seas, the ruddy regions land, the
white spots either snow or clond. Might not
matevials altogether unlike any wc are acquainted
with exist upon that remoéte planet?

The spectroscopc answers this question in the
clearcst way. You may remember what | told you
in October, 1876, about Venus, how astronoiners
have leamed ihat the vapor of water exists in her
atmosphere. The same mcthod has been applied,
even more satisfactorily, to the planet of war, and it
has been found that he also has his atmosphere at
times ladcn with moisture. This being so, it is
clear we have not to do with a planet made of
materials utterly unlike those forming our earth.
To supposc so, when we find that the air of Mars,
formed like our own (for if it containcd oihcr gases
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the spectroscope would tell us), contains often large
quantities of the vapor of water, would be as
absuvd as to believe in the green cheese theory of
the moon, or in another equally preposterous,
advanced lately by an English artist—Mr. J. Bren
—to the effect that the atmosphere of Venus is
formed of glass.

There is another theory about Mars, certainly
not so absurd as either of those Just named, but
scarcely supported by evidence at present—the
idea, naraely, advanced by a French astronomer,
that the ruddy color of the lands and seas of Mars is
due to red trees and a generally scarlet vegetation.
Your poet Holracs refers to this in those lines of
his, “ Star-clouds and Wind-clouds” {to my mind,
among the most charming of his many charming
poems) :

The snows ihftt gljltered on the disc of Mars

Hale melted, and the planetas fiery orb
Rolls in ihe crimson summer of iis year.”

It is quite possible, of course, that such colors as
are often scen in American woods in the autumii-
tiine may prevail in the forcsts and vegetation of
Mars during the fuUness of the Martian summer.
The fact that during this season the planet looks
ruddier than usual, in some degree corresponds
with this theory. But it is much better explaincd,
to my mind, by the greater clcarness of the Martian
air in the summer-time. That would enable us to
see the color of the soil better. If our earth were
looked at from Venus during the winter-time, the
snows covering large parts of her surfacc, and the
clouds and mists common in the winter months,
would hide the tints of the surface, whereas these
woukl be very distinct in clear summer weather.

1 fear my own conclusién about Mars is that his
present condition is very desoiate. | look on the
ruddiness of tint to which | have referred as one
of the signs that the planet of war has long since
passed its prime. There are lands and seas in
Mars, the vapor of water is present in his air,
clouds form, rains and snows fall upon his surface,
and doiiblless brooks and rivers irrigate his soil,
and carry down the moisture collected on his widc
continents to fhe seas whence the clouds had orig-
inalty been formed. Rut I do not think there is
raiich vegetation on Mars, or that many living
creatures of the higher types of Martian life as it
once existed still remain. All that is known about
the planet tends to show that the time when it
attained that stage of planetary existence through
which our earth is now passing must be set millions
of years, perhaps hundreds of millions of years, ago.
He has not yet, indeed, reached that airless and
waterless condition, that extremity of intcrnal cold,
or in fact that utter unfitness to support any kind
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of life, which would seem to prevail in the moon.
The planet of war in some respects reserabies a
desofate battle-field, and | fancy that there is not a
single region of the earth now inhabited by man
which isnotinfinitely more comfortable as an abode
of life than the most favored regions of Mars at the
present time would be for creatures like ourselves.

But there are other subjects besides astronomy
that the readers of the St. Nicholas want to learii
about. | do not wish you to have to say to me

STICKLEBACK

BELL-RIN GERS.

what a little daughter of mine said the other day.
She had asked me several questions about the sun,
and after | had answered them | went on to tell
her several things which she had not asked. She
listened patiently for quite a long time,—fully five
minutes, | really beiieve,—and then she said:
‘Don’t you think, papa, that that’s enough about
the sun? Come and play with us on the lawn.”
So, as it was holiday time, we went and playcd in
the sun, instead oftalking about him.

A DOMESTIC TRAGEDY—IN TWO PARTS.

Part i.
“ Mother ! from this moment, behoid me, my
own master!
Yes, madam, | am old enough. | mean just
what | say.”

Part Il
And, but for a sudden and unforeseen dis-
aster,
The puppy might have kept his resolution to
this day,

THE STICKLEBACK BELL-RINGERS.

By C. F.

A CErtain pond in the country was once peopled
with a number of turtles, frogs, and fishes which |
carne to consider my pets, and which at last grew so
tame that | fed them from my hands. Among
them, however, were four or five little sticklebacks
that lived under the shade of a big willow, and
these were so quarrelsome that | generally fed

Holder.

them apart from the rest. But sometimes all met,
and then the fcast usually was ended by the death
ofa minnow. For, shocking to say, whenever there
was a dispute for the food, some one of the little
fishes was almost sure to be devoured by the hungry
sticklebacks.

These sticklebnck-and-minnow combats, after a
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while, carne to be of daily occurrcnce, and the reason
for this was a singular one, which | must explain.
Under the willow shade, and from one of the

la

branches, | had hung a
miniature “ belfry,” con-
taining a tiny brass bell,
and had led the stving into
the water, letting it go down
to a considerable depth,
At first, | tied bait at in-
tervals upon the line, and
the stickleijacks, of course,
seized upon it, and thus
rang the bell. Generally
the rInging was done in a
very grave and proper way,
although sometimes, when
A the bait was too tightly tied,
the quick pedis sounded like
a cali to a fire.
| kept up this System of
baiting the string for about
a week, until I thought they
1understood it, and then re-

placed the woims by bits of stone.

STICKLEBACK

As | expected,
the next morning, as | looked through the grass
and down into the water, tinkle ! tinkle ! rang the

BELL-RINGERS.
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bell, and | knew my little friends were saying,

“ Good-morning !” and expected a breakfast. You

may be sure they got it. | put my hand down,

and up they carne, and got one worm apiece ; and

as | raised my hand, down they rushed, and away

went the bell, in an uproarious peal, that must

have startled the whole neighborhood. | was quick

to respond, and they soon learned to ring the bell

before coming to the surface; in fact, if they saw

me pass, | always heard their welcome greeting.
But to return to the minnows.

| generally fed them first, about twenty feet up

the bank; but one morning | found one or two

had followed me down to the residence of the

stickleback family. They met with a rude recep-

tion, however, and, to avoid making troublc, the

next day 1 went to the willow first. But no sooncr

had the bell loegun to ring, than | saw a lot of rip-

ples coming down, and in a second the two factions

were in mortal combat. The sticklebacks were fight-

ing not only for breakfast, but for their nests, which

were near by ; and they made sad work of the poor

minnows, who, though smart in some things, did

not know when they were whipped, and so kept up

the fight, though losing one of their number nearly

every morning. The bell now and tlien rang vio-

lently, but I fear it was only sounding an appeal

from a voracious stickle.

back whose appetite had

got the better of his rage.

So it went on every

morning. The minnows

had learned what the bell

meant, and though usually

defeated in the fight, they

in reality had their betters

as servants to ring the bell

and cali them to meab.

Finally, they succeeded,

by forcé of great numbers,

in driving away their piig-

nacious little rivals, ano

the bell hung silent; for,

strange to say, they knew

what the sound meant, but

I could never tcach them

to ring it, when they could

rise and steal the woriri

from my hand without.

But | ara inclined to think

it was more laziness than

inability to learn, as they

aflerward picked up readily

some much more difficult

tricks. 1taught them to leap from the water into

my hand, and lie as if dead; and having arranged

a slide of polished wood upon the bank, by piacing
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worms upon it | soon had them leaping out and
sliding down like so many boys coasting in the
winter. That they afterward did it for amusement
1 know, as | often watched them unobscrved when

ON THE

HEARTH.
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there was nothing to attract but the fun of sliding.
This kind of amusement is not imcommon with
many other animals, particularly sedis, which de-
light in making “ siides” on the icy shores.

THE CRICKET ON THE HEARTH.

By Mrs. Clara

O1u Granny Cricket’s rocking-chair,
Creakety-creak, creakety-creak '—
Back and forth, and here and there,
Squeakety-squeak, squeakety-squeak!—
On the hearth-stone, every night,
Rocks and rocks in the cheery light.
Little oid woman, dresscd in black,
With spindling arms and a crooked back,
She sits with a cap on her wise oid head,
And her eyes are fixed on the embcrs red
She does not sing, she does not speak,
But the rocking-chair goes creakety-creak!

Vol.V.—3.

Doty Bates.

Cheerily sounds the rocking-chair,
Creakety-creak, creakety-creak !'—

W hile it swings in the firelight there,
Squeakety-squeak, squeakety-squeak !

Oid Granny Cricket, rocking, rocking,
Knits and knits on a long black stocking.

No matter how swiftly her fingers fly,
She never c.nn keep her family,

W ith their legs so long from foot to knee,
Stockingcd as well as they ought to be;

That ’s why, at night, wcek after week,
Her rocking-chair goes squeakety-squeak !
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WEIGHED THE THANKSGIVING TURKEY,

Bv C. M. Shaw,

“Hkre, sir! Piease take this bird around tu
Albro’s, and see how much it weighs.”

The idea | What would the folks over the way
say, to see the “ professor” walking out with a big
turkey under his arm? That was the way the
thing presented itself to the good-natured collegc-
student acting as private tutor in the family. But
Mrs. Simpson, the portly and practical housewife,
had no such idea of the fitness of things.

It was the day before Thanksgiving, and the
farmer who had agreed to supply her with a turkey
had brought it, but had not weighed it, and, of
course, they could not agree on its weight, all of
which ended in the startling proposition with which
we began.

‘Well, ifyou aint the laziest man I Just as
though it was going to hurt you any to take this
bird to the cdrner and back !” she went on, as she
saw me looking, apparently, for a hole to crawl
into, but, in reality, for the broom, which, when 1
found, | made use ofin putting into cxecution a plan
| had fomied for weighing the turkey at home.

| hung the broora-handle to the gas-jet by a wire
loop, and slid it aiong in the loop until it balanced.
By this time all were curious to see what | was about.

I then fixed a wire to the turkey’s feet and hooked
it so that it would slide on the broom-handlc. Next
1 got a flat-iron and fixed it in the same way.
When the broom was nicely balanced, | hung the
turkey on the broom end of the stick, tsvo inches
from the balancing loop. Then | hung the flat-
iron on the other side, and shoved it along until it

NIMBLE

Bv J. A.

Once upon a time, in a snug little cottage by a
brook under a hill, lived an old widow and her only
child. She was a tidy, plcasant-faced dame, was
“ Old Mother Growser ;” and as to her boy, there
was n’t a brighter lad of his age in all the village.
His real ilame was James, but he had always been
so spry and handy that when he was a little bit of
a chap the ncighbors called him “ Nimblc Jim.”
At work in the cottage garclen, or at play on the
village groen, even at his books and slate, he was

balanced the turkey. Next I nicasured the dis-
tances of the turkey and flat-iron from the balancing
loop, and found that the turkey hung two inches
and the flat-iron eight inches from the balancing
loop. Thatwas all. | had found the weight oi
the turkey, and told them: Twenty-four pounds.

“ Do you s’pose 1'm going to believe all thai
tomfoolery? It does n’t weigh more’n twenty, |
know. Here, Maggie | Take this out and ask
Albvo to weigh it for you.”

“1’'m blamed if he has n’t hit it about right,”
said the farmer who had brought the turkey,
“ How did you find out?”

“ Well, you see,” said I, “ the flat-iron has a
figure 6 on it; that shows that it weighs six pounds.
Now, if the turkey had not weighed more than the
flat-iron they would have balanced each other at
the same distance from the balancing loop ; but
the turkey was the heavier, so | had to move the
flat-iron out further. At the same distance from
the loop as the turkey (two inches), the flat-iron
pulled six pounds” weight, and at every addition of
that distance it would puli six pounds more. Thus;
ai fourinches it pulled twelve pounds ; at six inches,
eighteen pounds ; and at eight inches, twenty-four
pounds. At that distance it just balanced the
turkey, thus proving that it weighed

Well, Maggie, what does Albro say ?”

“ Twenty-four poun’, mum,” rcplied Maggie,
coming in.

“ Well, 1 give up,” said Mrs. Simpson ; and she
did, and so do I—till next time.

JIM AND THE MAGIC MELON.

JUDSON.

ever the same industrious, active “ Nimble Jim,”
and always a comfort to his mother.

His father had been the village cobbler, and when
he died the folks said ; “ Who ’ll mend our shocs
now, and auld Jamie gone ?”

Then up sprang the boy, saying: “ I ’ll mend
them, now father’s dead.”

The simple folks laughed at him. “ Hootl toot!
lad,” said they ; “ ye canna mend shoes !”

But he answered bravely: “ Am 1 not fifteen
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years oid, and e’en a’most a mon ? Have n’t | all
fatheris tools ? Have n’t | seen him do it day after
day eversince | was a wee boy ? It’s time | was
doing something besides jobbin’ and runnin’ and
prctendin’to work ! | may take to th”auld bench,
and e’en get my father’s place among ye in time,
so | be good enough. Mother canna allus be
a-spinnin’, spinnin’, spinnin’. The poor oid eyes
are growing dim a’ready,”—and Jim gently stroked
her thin gray hair.

“Ye’re a brave darlin’, and my own handy
Nimble Jim,” said the fond mother, smilingly.

“ Ah, well, boy,” the neighbors said, “ be about
it if ye will, for there’s no cobbler hereabout now,
and the shoes must be mended. But ye’ll do the
work fairly, mind, or we’ll no’ pay ye a penny !”

“1’ll try my best, and bidé your good favor,
neighbors,” was Jim’ cheery answer.

And 50 he siiccceded to his father’s oid bench by
the window, the lap-stone and hammer and aivl;
and as he waxed his thread and stitched away,
singing the oid songs, the country folks passing by
would listen, look at each other, smile and nod
approvingly, or say:

“ Harktothat, friend 1 One might think auld
Jamie back again, with the whack o’the hammer
and the blithe song, though the voice be n’t so
crackit like as th”auld one.”

“ Aye, it’s a bit clearer, but no happier.
cobbler Jamie was a merry soul,” says one.

“ And the lad’ll prove worthy his father, | war-
rant. Listen to the turn of that song, now; | ’ve
heard Jamie singin’ it many a day,” says another.

Auld

“ Whack ! whack t iimmp.pct*(y crack !
In go ihe $hoc-nails with many a smack.
Zu! 2u! puli the thrcad through;
. Soon will tli shoe b« done, ma»tcr, for you!

“ Nayf nay ! there'$ nolhin’ lo pay.
If ji is not mended as good as | say,
| do my work bonesily—that is the ihing;
Then Jamie the cobbler’s as good .is ihe Jcing! ™

And the folks passed on, or stopped to leave
shoes to mend. .

Jim prospered in the oid stall. and they callcd
Em “ Nimble Jim. the Cobbler,” for soon he was
fairly installed as cobbler to the whole country-side.
He was happy, and his oid mother was happy, and
proiid, too, of the success of her boy, who was the
light of her home and the joy of her heart.

All day Jim worked away at his bench.
evenings he read his few books by the firelight;
Jhc cool of the summer days, or in the early morn-
His
vegetables were his pride, and for miles around no
one had so trim a garden-patch, or so many good
things in it, as Nimble Jim.

Only One kind of all his plants failed to come

Winter
in
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to anything,—his melon-vinos,—and these always
failed. This began to grieve him sorely, for he
was fond of melons ; and, besides, he thought if he
could only raisc fine ones, he might sell them fora
deal of money, like gruff, rich oid Farmer Hum-
midge.

“ Oh dcar! my melons don’t grow like other
folkscs. They don’t come up at all, or if they do
they wither or spindle away,” he said, losing his
temper, and tcaring up some of the vines by the
roots. Then he went into the cottage, angriiy,
and began to pound away, driving in big hob-nails.
With the twilight, his mother called him to the
simple ineal, but he was sullen and silent.

“ What be the matter with ye, my Nimble Jim ?"
asked the good dame, cheerily.

“ Matter enough, mother! My melons wont
grow; there ’s somethin’ the matter with them.
Faith, | believe some imp has east a spell over 'em.
I do, mother,” quoth he, thumping the table with
his fist until the dishes rattled.

“ Softiy, softiy, boy ! Where ’s thy good nature
gone?” said Mother Growser, staring at him in
wonder.

“ It be well enough to say ‘Softiy, softiy,” ” said
he, “ and | don’t want to grieve ye, mother; but
it’s naught with me but hammer, stitch, dig,—
hammer, stitch, dig,—the day in, the day out,
when | might be raisin’ fine melons and selin’’em
for mints of gold in the great city. Yea, mother,
sellin” ’em e’en to the king and queen and all the
grand jords and ladies at the court, like oid Farmer
Hummidge.”

For almost the first time in his Ufe Jim was un-
happy.

“ 1 would you had your wish, Nimble Jim ; but
then we 've a neat bit garden besides the melons;
and the home issnug, and you ’rc a good boy and
the best o’ cobblers. Can’t you be happy with
that, my lad ?”

But Nimble Jim shook his head, for the spirit of
discontent had takcn possession of him.

Now, for many days, Nimble Jim neglected his
cobbling and let the weeds grow in his garden,
while he moodily watched his melons as they
withered away. Soon he carne to idle about them
in the evening, too, until, one bright moonlighc
night, as he was grieving over the wrctched, scraggy
vines, he heard a tiny, silvery voice quite near him
cry, tauntingly :

“ Helio, Nimble Jim ! How are your melons ?”

Jim would have becn very angry at such a ques-
tion could he have seen anybody lo be angry with ;
but, though he looked and looked with all his eyes,
not a soul could he scc.

“ Helio, Nimble Jim !
Ha, ha, ha! Melons!

0

How are your melons?
melons 1 Ha, ha, ha!”
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And the sweet little voice sang, in a merry,
ing strain:

mock-

" Nice swcct iDclon.«!
Round rlpc melénst
Nimble Jim likes them,
Mean sour melons,
Crooked ~cen melons,

I know.

Nimblc Jim only can growl

Ha, ha, ha! How are your melons, Nimble Jim?”
“Who are you? What
are you? Where are you ?'
cried Jim, hardly know-
ing whether to be angry,
amused, or frightened.

“ You ask a good many
questions at once, don’t
you ?” said the silvery
voice. “ WYioaml? What
am | ? Wheream | ? Eh!
I 'm theQiieen ofthcEIfs,”
said hertiily majesty, “ and
if you look sharply you’ll
see where I am.”

Just then a moonbeam
streaming through the
trees overliead fell across
his path, and, dancing up
and down on it, he saw
the tiny elfin queen,—a
lovely little crcature with
long, bright, wavy hair,
and glittering garments
ftuttering in the brceze,
wings like a butterfly, a
mischievous smile on her
face, and in her hand a
wee wand Uppecl with a star. But the brightest
thing about her was the twinkle that played hidc-
and-seek in her eyc.

Nimble Jim took offhis hatand made a lew bow.

“ Now, what is all this about 2—and why are you
neglecting your work, sir?” demanded shc,sternly.

Jim trembled beneath her royal gaze, little as
she was, and replied humbly :

“ May it please your majesty, | wish | ’d some
melon-seeds that 'd grow like magic. | am dead
tired of being nothin’ h\it a cobbler. | want to
be a melon-merchant, and raise the finest, largest
melons cver seen,—supply the whole kingdom with
them, and grow to be as rich as the king himself.

“ Oh, you do, do you ?” she answered, laughing
her mcny little laugh, and capcring up and down
the moonbeam. “ Oh! quite a modcst youth!
Well, 1°ll make a bargain with you; and if you
will do something for me, you shall
wish,” said the quccn.

Nimble Jim was about to pour out his gratitudc,
when she interrupted him, saying: “ Now, Nimble

have your

THE

THE ELFIN QUBEN.
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Jim, listen to me. Your wish is a foolish oue, anj
| warn you that if you gain it you will be sorry
W hy will you not be content as you are ?”

“ Your majesty,” repUed the obstinate youth.
cannot be content as | am.”

“ Well, since you insist on having your o»i'
way, we’ll make ourbargain. Here,”—and, sittinj
down on the moonbeam, she pulled off a shoc,

here, sir, 1 want you v
mend my shoc. | trippei
just now on a rougl
place in this moonbeam
Mend the rip; show im
you are a good cobblet.
and | promise tliat yo
shall llave your wish.”

“ But, your majesty,’
bcgan Nimble Jim, takiq
the shoc, which was n
bigger than a bcan,
can’t sew such a little shot.
my fingers are "

“ There, there! Stip|
I 'm a queen, and peopb;
don’t say ‘can’t’or ‘won:

wA

to me, sir," interrupla,
her majesty, with imic
dignity. “ Take the sliof

and find a ivay to nicit.
it, | will come for it &
morrow night at this sar.
place and liour,” and d
she went up the mnm
beara, half skipping, haf
fiying, while Jim stoei
stupidly staring until she had entirely disappeaiec
Then he began, slowly: “ Wcll,—I—never—in-
all—my—Ilife—saw—such—a

He said no more, but went in, and sat up i
night, thinking how and where he could find necd®
and thread fine enough to do such a piece ofcolj
bling as this. About dawn,a thought struck liiitj
His mother thought he liad gone crazy when &y
saw him chasing bees and pulling down spide
webs. Hours and hours he worked, and thou»:
his fingers were big, they were nimble, like Ig
flame; so, by and by, with a iieedle made oi?
bee’s sting and thread drawn from a spider-weo, i f
sewed up the rip in her fairy majesty’s dainty sho

He hardly could wait for the liour of mectin' t
but went into the garden, with the shoe in!
hand, long before the time. At length, the que
carne sliding down the moonbeam, laughing ac
siiiging:

“ Helio, Nimble Jim 1 How are your melons.

But he was not angry now; he only laugto
respectfully, made a profound bow, and

san

37741

chat

see
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“ May it please your majesty, | have meiided
your majesty’s shoe.”

The merry little queen took it from him, looked
at it closely, saying to herself; “ Humph ! I did n’t
think he could, but he did,”—and, turning to Jim,
said, much more graciously than before: “ I siip-
pose yon think yourselfquite a cobbler; and so you
are—for a mortal. Since you have done your work
so well, 1 will do as 1 said. Now,” she continued,
handing him a little package about asbig asa baby’s
thumb, “ plant these melon-seeds, and ”

“ Are these little things melon-seeds? They
look too small,” interrupted Jim,—for he had made
no ceremony, even in the queen’s presence, about
peeping into the package,—and it must be con-
fessed that they were very small indeed.

“ Certainly they are, or 1 would not tell you so.
They are the magic melons of fairy-land. As |
was about to say when you rudely interrupted,
plant 7

“ 1 beg your pardon, your majes "

“ Will you keep still? Was there ever such a
chatterbo-x ! ” said she. “ | say, plant these melon-
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of melons and wealth, she skipped away up the
moonbeam, singing ;
Nimble Jim is quite denwuted,—
W ants to be a melon-king!
SiUy morcal! not contenied
With ihe fiches home-joys bring «
Oh! ho!
Oht! hol
He will be sorry lo-morrow;
To-morrow wiH bring only sorrow.”

But Nimble Jim heeded her not. This night
also he could not cidse his eyes, and in the early
morning he hastencd to tell his mother their good
fortune. She looked grave, and said ;

“ Ah, my lad 1 1°d rather you mindcd the cob-
bler’s bench, for trafficked with fairies. | fear me
they’re uncanny folks to deal with.”

“ Never fear, mother; we’ll be rich yet, and 1 ’ll
make you a queen yourself, and then you need
spin no more,” said Jim, wild with hope and ex-
citement.

“ 1 don’t mind the spinnin’, my boy.
be ”

Jim hcard no more, for he dashed off at once to

i ’d rather

BEFORE NIMBLE JIM COULD GET BACK TO THB HOUSE, THE YA8D WAS FULL OF MELON VINE.

seeds to-morrow at sunrise, and you will have your
wish, fooUsh boy.” And, while Jim was thinking

the garden to plant his precious seeds just at sun-
rise. W ith furious energy, he tore up all his old
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vines, flung them over the fence, and, after that,
spaded up the meion-bed with the greatest care.
Then he opened the paper and poured the magical
seeds into his hand.

Tliere were only four—four wee secds, each no
bigger than a pin’s head ! His first impulse was
to fling them away in wrath, for he thought such
little things could n't possibly make as big a fortune
as he wanted. But then he reflected, “ Fairies are
little, so 1suppose their sccds are little, too. 1’
try them, anyhow.” And with that he put them in
the ground and carefully covered them.

In an instant, the ground burst open in four
places, and up shot four sturdy melon-vines, that
grew east, west, north, south !

Grew f No ! they raced, they tore, they dashed
through the country far and wide 1 In no time,
before Nimble Jim could get back to the house
door, the whole yard was full of melon-vine, and
one great big meldn, bigger than the cottage itself,
blocked the door-way.

“Ohl ohl oh!” roarcd Jim. “What have 1
done? What shall 1 do?” And with his spadc

THE

MAGIC MELON.
It grew like mad. On ! on! Stem, branch,
leaf, tendril, fruit—on, on it went! The melons

grew— great, round, smooth, rich, ripe, juicy mel-
ons, as big as houses—at the cross-roads, on thf
roads, in the fields, filling barn-yards and door-
)'ards so people and cattle could n’t pass, or goin
or out, till they had eaten their way through tht
melons, or got ladders and climbed over, or dug
trenches and crawled under! On, on it went, sur-
rounding the king’s palaces and choking up his
forts! Down, down it grew into the brooks and
rivers, and out into the king’ harbors, where the
tendrils seized and wound about his ships of wat
riding at anchor, and climbed up the masts, while
melons grew on the decks till the vessels sank to
the bottom I It choked up and dtank up all the
rivers and jakes in the kingdom, or dammed then
up so the waters overflowed the land, drownin»
people and cattle, and sweeping away houses and
barns!

On, on it grew—melons, melons everywhere
Ruin and starvation stared the nation in the face
while poor, poor Nimble Jim, hid within the rind

THE MAGIC MFU3N OVEHIWNS THE COUHTRY.

he cut a hole through the melén. It took him a
whole hour, and when he got into the house he
found that his poor mother had fainted from fright.

And all the time the i-ine and melons kept grow-
ing—east, west, north, south.

Nimble Jim was frantic !

But the vines did n’t mind Jim. On they went,
growing like mad, a inile a minute, faster than any
railroad train. The big antis filled up the main
roads ; the smaller one.s crammed themselves into
the lafies and by-patlis, while the tendrils embraced
the tail trees, the houses, and the church steeples,
and snarled up everything. The leaves grew so
large, thick and green that they covered the whole
face of the country, shutting out the sun from the
fields so the crops could n’t grow; and the whole
kingdom became so dark from the awful shadc of
Nimble Jim’ magic melon-vine, that the people
had to burn candies day and night.

of the melén he had dug out, shivered, cried ant
bewailed his folly.

“ 1’1l be killed 1 1’1l be killed 1 The pcopli
will murder me!” he shrieked. But no one d
them all save his mother knew he had had any-
thing to do with bringing on the dire calainity
that had befallen the kingdom.

Then some of the people proposed : “ Let us gt
immediately to our king, and ask him to maket
law that the vine shall stop growing ere it ruin is
forever.”

But when they had eaten and hewed their wayw
the palace, they found the king had gone to couni
his soldiers; and while he was gone the vine carat
galloping along, and an cnormous meldn grew anil
blocked up the palace gate. So they had to lielp
the king and his guards forcé their way through m
the hall of audience.

W hen they all were in, and the king had «i
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the melon-juice off his robes and Crown, and was
fairly seated on his throne, surrounded by his
guards and courtiers, the trumpets sounded, druins
beat, banners waved, and the people fell on their
knees and said;

“O mighty king ! We, thy liege subjects, have
come to tell thee of the tuin and desolation this
fearful vine maketh in all thy great kingdom, and
to entreat thy majesty to enact a law forbidding
it to grow any more, and coinmanding it to wither
away.”

“Alas!” answered the troubled king, what
cnn 1 do? No law of mine can stop this awful
thing. It is an enchanted vine sent to torment us.
Hear me, my people ! Proclaira it, ye my heralds !
| pledge my kingly word to give up my crown and
kingdom, and change places with any one of my
subjects who will wither and instantly sweep away
this direful vine. I, your king, am as helpless as a
child to stop it.”

And the king, who was a good old man, shed
tears for the iniscry of his people, and commanded
the queen and all the court to dress themselves in
mourning and fast night and day.

The people got home as best they could, and
each fell to lhinking how he could stop the vine
and so be king. Even Nimblc Jim heard of this.
So, every night, he watched, hoping to see the
elfin queen. At last she came, as before, on her
moonbeam footpath, saying: “ Helio, Nimble Jim !
How are your melons by this time?”

But he was in no mood to be facetious now. He
only said, humbly :

“ May it please your majesty, what can | do to
stop the growth of this horrible vine, and instantly
S'veep it from the face of the earth? Help me, 1
beg your gracious majesty!”—and Jim knelt be-
fore her.

“Ha, ha! Nimble Jim clon’t seem to like mel-
ons! 1 told you you’'d be sorry,” laughed the
little elfin queen. “ 1 siippose you still want to
be as rich as the king? Or perhaps you woukl
like to be the king himself?” said she, tauntingly.

“ Of course 1 would, your majesty,” said Jim,
“ if the vine can only be stopped.”

“ You are a very good cobbler, Nimble Jira,"
she answered, “ and since you mended my shoe so
nicely, and as the king has promised to exchange
with any one who will wither and dcstroy the vine,
and as you might as well be king as another (and
as you need a good lesson,” said she to herself),
“ | give you the means to do itall 1”

And the tiny quccn pulled off the mended shoe,
and cried: “ Here, you silly boy! Take this and
run to the palace. Once there, you need touch but
a tendril with this magic shoe, and the vine will
wither and disappear, and the crown and kingdom
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will be yours. | wish you joy of both. Good-bye 1
You will learn contentmcnt yet, poor Jim, | hope,”
she added, as lie ran out of hearing, with the
precious little shoe in his hand.

Leaving his poor mother behind, for he had for-
gotten all about her during these days, Jim set off
for the palace. It was a long, hard journey, on
account of the melon-vines, that not only blocked
the road, but even chased him. Many a narrow
escape had he from being crushed to death in the
embrace of some young tendril that would shoot
out, wriggling and writhing toward him like a great
green serpent.

At length, he arrived at the palace gate, which
in old times was tnarble, but now was only a hole
that had been cut through a melén.

“ Halt | Who goes there 1” shouted a sentinel,
thrustiiig his spear in front of Jim’s panting breast.

“ 1t s only Nimble Jim, the Cobbler. | want to
see the king,” said the boy.

“ Be off, you feilow !” shouted the sentry. “ Our
noble king don’t hob-nob with cobblers 1 Be off, |
say, or ” And he shook his spear at our hero
ominously.

“ Hold, there 1” shouted the king himself, strain-
ing out of a window to look between the melon-
Icaves. “ Hold, | say 1 W hat do you want, young
cobbler?”

“ | svant your crosvn and kingdom, sire,” boldly
answered Jim. “ | ’ve heard of the new law, and
I1’ll stop the melon-vine.”

“ Let him pass, guards,” shouted the Kking;
“ and send him hither.”

A little page dressed in black led Jim to the
throne-room. The king and his court no longer
blazcd in gold and jcwcls. Black covered every-
body and everything, cvcn the golden throne itself,
and griefand dismay were on all faces.

Then said the king, in a hollow tone: “ What
know you of this vine? Spcak 1”

And Jim, trcmblingly, told the whole story.

“Wicked boy 1” groaned the king. “ You well
deserve punishment for the ruin you have brought
on the land. But | have passed my royal word,
and you shall try to destroy the vine. if you suc-
ceed, bad as you are, you then will be the king and
| the cobbler. But if you fail, you shall be put
where you shall have nothing but melons to eat for
the rest of your days. Guards, take him away !”

That night, before the king and quccn and all
the assembled court, when the moon was fairly
risen, Nimble Jim touched with the toe of the
magic shoe the end of a tendril that was running
rapidly up a tovver.

In an instant, every vestige of the vine vanished
throughout all the palace grounds; and in the
morning the people all over the country shouted
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for joy and cried with one voice ; “ Let us all go up
to the coronation, for to-day we have a new king
who has delivercd us from the horrible vine.”

And on they carne, in bordes, till the capital was
full and the country about the palace was one vast
camp, while throughout the kingdom not a trace
of the vine was to be seen.

Then the nobles and prelates prepared for the

JIM AND THE

MACtC MELON.

Meanwhile, the poov, faithful old king, who
cheerfuliy had given up all for his people, was
hammering and stitching and digging away on
Jim’s cobbler-bench off in the villagc; and Jim's
mother, whom the naughty boy, in his strange
elevation, had forgotten all about, tcndcrly carcd
for the humbled old monareh.

Before long, the elfin queen saw how patient the

MAKING AN UNTRANCE POR THE KING THROUGH THE SIELON IN PRONT OF THE PALACK CATE.

coronation. It was magnificent. They girt Jim
with the sword of stale, clothed him in the imperial
robes, placed the scepter in his hand, and, as the
goldcn Crown descended upon his head, all the
people shouted;

“ Hall, KingNimblejimble, our deliverer!
live the king 1”

And the silly boy was happy.

Long

old king and Jim’s mother were, and how badl;
Nimble Jim was behaving now he was king, forIr
was given up to all sorts of wickedncss and tyraiiny,
was fast becoming hated by every one, and himself
was beginning to see that he was not nearly a
happy as he had been while he was a cobbler.
Jim was really good at heart, only his unreasoD
able discontent with his lot had got him into al
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ihis misery. At last, he began to repent, and, one
'moonlight night when he was walking alone on the
-palace terrace, he said :

“ | wish I could see that little elfin queen, and |
would ask her to let me go back home again.”

“ Well, here | am !” said the silvery voice ; and,
sittilig on a moonbeam beside him, there she was.
“Tired of being king, Jim ?” she asked.

“ Yes, your majesty, indeed I am,” he replied.

““Want any more melons, Jim?” said she,
laughing.
“ No, no, no !” groaned Jim. “ No more!”

“ How isyour mother, Jim ?” asked her majesty,

“Alas ! 1 don’t know,”—and he hung his head
in shame.

“ Are you ready to go and see her, Jim?” she
asked, gently. “ And will you be contented now ?”

“ Yes, yes !” was his eager reply.

Now, the oid king had been mending shoes all
day, and was at this moment resting in the cottage

‘Oh1
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porch, when, suddenly, he was whisked away on a
cloud and landed in his palace again. His crown
was popped on his head, and the scepter thrust in
his hand, while his oid chamberlain tcnderly tucked
him up in bed.

At the same instant, another cloud brought back
Nimble Jim to his bench and his faithful mother,
who at once made him some oat-meal porridge
withouta murmur or word of reproach.

“Therc !” said the elfin queen to herself.
boy is cured of his silly notions.”

“ That

“ Mother, | think | don’t care much for melons.
| wont plant any more,” said Jim next morning.

“ 1 don't like 'em myself, lad,” said the mother.
“1°d a deal rather you ’d stick to the bench, like
your auld father.”

“ 1 will, mother dear,” answered Nimble Jim.
And he is mending shoes there to this day, as
happy as happy can be.

I’'m my mamma’s lady-girl

And 1 must sit quite still;

It would not do to jump and whirl,
And get my hair all out of cuti,
And rumple up my frill.

No, I'm my mamma’s lady-giri,
So | must sit quite still.”
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Hints for Girls and Boys,

JHO is it that every year
invents the thousand-and-
one new and pretty things
which hangonChristmas-
trees, and stuff the toes
of Christmas stockings ?
Who is it that has so
wise and watchful an eye
for the capacities of little
people, and the tastes of

bigger ones, providing for each, planning for tiny
purses with almost nothing in them, as well as
for fat wallets stuffed with bank-bills, and sug-
gesting something which can be made, accepted
and enjoyed by everybody, large and small, all the
wide world over? Who can it be that possesses
this inexhaustible fertilityofinventionand kindness
of heart? No ordinary human being, you may be
sure. Not Father Santa Claus! He has enough
to do with distributing the presents after they are
made ; besides, fancy-work isnotinaman’s Une,—
not even a saint’s| But what so likcly as that he
should have a mate, and that it is to her we are
indebted for all tliis? What an immense work-
basket Mother Santa Claus’s must be! What a
glancing thimble and swift necdle and thread!
Can’t you imagine her throwing aside her scissors
and spool-bag to help the dear saiiu “ tackie up ”
and load the sledge? And who knows but she sits
behind as he drives over the roofs of the universe
on the blessed eve, and holds the rcins while Santa
Claus dispenses to favored chimneys the innumera-
ble pretty things which he and she have chuckled
over together months and months before the rest
of us knew anything about them ?

This is nota fact. It can’tbe preved in any way,
for none of us knows anything about the Santa
Clauses or their abode. There is no telegraphing,
or writing to the selectmen of their town to inquire
about them; they have n’t even a post-office ad-

dress. But admitdng it to be a fiction, it is sureiy
a pleasant one; so, as the children say, “ Let’s
play that it is true,” and proceed to see what

Mother Santa Claus has in her basket for us this
year. We will first puli out some easy things for the
benefit of little beginners who are not yet up to all
the tricks of the needle; then some a little harder
for the more advanced class ; and, at bottom of all.

Little and Big.*

big girls not afraid to dive will find plenty of elabd-
rate designa suited to their taste and powers.

Here, to begin with, is something nice for papa's
pocket;

A Postage-Stamp Holder.

Cut two pieces of perforated board, or of still
morocco, two luches long by one and a half wide,
and stitch them together, ieaving one end open.
If you choose the board, a little border in cat-stitcli
or feather-stitch should be worked before putting
the pieces together, and, ifyou like, an initial in the
middle of one side. If the morocco is chosen, dj
initial in colored silk will be pretty, and the edges
should be bound with narrow ribbon, and over-
handed together.

Cut two other pieces ofthe material a quarter of
an inch smaller than the first. Bind the morocco

with ribbon. Make
a fastening at one
end with a ribbon
loop ; place the
stamps between the
two, and slip the
iittle envelope thus
filled into the oiifei
case, the open end

down. It fits o
snugly that it ‘il
not fall out in the
pockct, and is cas-

ily drawn forth by
means of the loop
when papa wants w
get at his stamps.

A letter-case for papa’s other pocket: This can
be made either of morocco, oiled silk, or rubbet
cloth. Cut an envelope-shaped piece, about an
inch larger all round than an ordinary letter enve-
lope. Bind the edges, work an initial on one side,
and for a fastening use a loop of elastic braid.

A postags-staaii* holoek

Sand-Bags for Windows.

These are capital presents for grandmammas
whose Windows rattle in winter weather and let coid
air in between the sashes. You must measure the
window, and cut in stout cotton cloth a bag just &
long as the sash is svide, and about four inches
across. Stitch this all round, leaving one end

' The present papcr will ciinble our young friends tq inake over seventy dlHereiit articles for Christmas gifts, While a few familiar thinii

may be found among them, a %reat majoriw of the objects are an’gteIfy

forstill further hintsin regacd

novel, and are here describcc! for_the first time,  All who may wi*

0 home-made Chnsimas presents will fiod very many useful suggelslillons lii the pnper  One Hundred i’

mas Presents, and How to Make Them,” puhlishcd inst. nichotas for DeCembef, 1875—V'
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¢pen, and stuffit firmiy with fine, dry sand. Sew
up the open end, and slip the bag into an outer
case of bright scarlet flannel, made just a trifle
lavger than the inner one, so that it may go in
easily. Lay the sand-bag over the crack between
tlie two sashes, and on cold nights, when you ate
asleep, grandmamma will rejoice in the little giver
of such a comfortable bulwark against the wind.

Rustic-work.

This is very simple, but it is pretty as well. Cut
tno straight spruce twigs, each having two or three
Ilittle branches projecting upward at an angle of
forty-five degrees. These twigs must be as much
Ulike in shape as possible. Place them six inches
‘apart; lay two cross-twigs across, as you see them

Rack for Tooth-Brushes, in

A RACK FOR TOOTH-BRUSHES.

in the picture, and tie the corners with fine wire,

01 fasten them with tiny pins. Two diagonal braces
ill add to the strength of the rack. Hang it to

|tiie wall above tlie wash-stand by a wire or ribbon.

AThe tooth-brushes rest on the parallel branches.

. For further particulars concerning spruce-wood

work, see St. Nicholas, Vol. IIL, pp. 114and 115.

Miniature Hanging-Shelves.

Boys wlio have learned to use their pocket-
knives skillfully may make a very pretty set of
hanging-shelves by taking

three bits of thin wood (the

sides of a cigar-box, for in-

stance), well smoothed and

oiled, boring a hole in each

cérner, and suspending them

with cords, run in, and knot-

ted underneath each shelf

as in the picture. The wood

should be about eight inches

‘IINIATURE HANGINC.
long by three wide, and the
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shelvcs, small as they are, will be found convenient
for holding many little anieles,

Paper-Cutters.

Another idea for these graduales of the knife is
this falchion-shaped paper-cutter. It can be made

A FALCHION-SHAPED PAPER.CUTTER,

of any soit of liard-wood, neatly cut out, rubbed
smooth with sand-paper, and oiled or varnished.
It has the advantage that the materials cost almost
nothing. Suggestions for more elabdrate arricies
in wood wiil be given further on.

A W all Letter-Holder.

This is something which quite a little boy could
make. Cut out three pieces of thin wood, a foot
long by six inches wide; smooth and sand-paper
two of them, bore a hole in each comer and in the
middle of one side, and fasten them togcther with

fine wire, cord, ribbon, or the small brass pins
which are used for holding manusciipts. The
pieces should be held a little apart. Cut one end

of the thiid piece into some ornamental shape, glue
it firraly to the back ofone of the others, and sus-
pend it from the wall by a hole bored in the top.
It will be found a liscful thing to hold letters or
pamphlets. A clever boy could make this much
handsonier by cutting a pattern over the front, or

A WALL LETTER.IIOLDER FOP PAPA,

an initial, or monograni, or fiame in the middle.
The wood should be oiled or shellacked.

Shoe-Cases.

These cases are meant to take the place of paper
when shoes are to be wrappcd up to go in a trunk.
They are made of brown crasli, bound with red
worsted braid. One end is pointed so as to turn
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over and bucton down, or the top has strings over
the braid to tie the mouth up. There should be

A SHOE-CASB FOR TRAVELINO.

three or four made at a time, as each holds but one
pair of shoes; and you will find that mamma or
your unmarried aunts will like them very much.

Skate-BaGS.

A nice present for a skating boy—and what boy
does not skate?—is a bag made much after the
pattern of the shoe-case just described, only larger
and widcr, and of stouter material. Water-proof
clotli or cassimere is best. Sew it very strongly,
and attach a string of svide braid, or a strong elaslic
strap, that the bag may be swung overthe shoulders.
A big initial letter cutoutin red flannel and button-
holed on will make a pretty effect.

A Scallop-Shell Album.

Young folks who are fortinate enough to have a
pair of good-sized scallop-shells (picked up, per-
haps, at the sca-side during the last summer vaca-

A SCALLOP-SHBLL ALBUM

tion), can make a very pretty
album in this way :
Take a pair of well-mated scallop-shells.

little autograph

Clean
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them with brush and soap. When dry, paint them
with the white of egg to bring out the colors, and
let them dry again. Now insert between the shellj
a dozen or more pages of writing-paper, cut of the
same shape and size as the shells, and very neatli
scalloped around the edges. Then secure the whole
looscly, as shown in the picture, by means of3
narrow ribbon passed through two holes previouslv
bored in the shells. Ofcourse, holes also must ke
pierced in the shcets of paper to correspond wiib
those iti the shells.

A Little Nun.

This droll figure is cut out in black and whiie
paper. Fastened at the end of a wide ribbon, it
would make an odd and pretty book-mark. The
black paper should be dull
black, though the glossy will
answer if no other can be pro-
cured. Fig. i ofthe diagrams
is cut in white, a rosary and
cross being put in with pen
and ink, and is folded in the
middie by the dotted lines,
the head and arms being
afterward folded over, as in-
dicated. Figs. 2, 3,4, 5and
6 are cutin black and pasted
into place, leaving a narrow
white border to the bonnet,

a mite of white band at the

end of the sleeve, and a sug-

gestion of snowy stocking

above the shoe. Fig. 6, cut

double, forms a book, which can be pasted to loo!
as if held in the hand.

UTTI8 NUTF

Bean-Bag Casks.

Are there any of you who do not know the gara
of bean-bags ? It is capital exercise for rainy day
besides being very good fun, and we would advia
all of you who are not familiar with it to make ase
at once. Usually, there are four bags to a set, bd
any number of persons from two to eight can pUy
at bean-bags. Each player holds two, flinging»
his opponent the one in his right hand, and rapidl;
shifting the one in his Icft to the right, so as »
leave the left hand free to catch the bag whiché
thrown at him. A set of these bags would be;
nice present for some of you little girls to make f«
your small brothers; and there are various way
of ornamenting the bags gayly and prettily. Th
real bags must first be made of stout ticking, owi-
lianded strongly all round, and filled (not too fu)
with white baking-beans. Over these are drain
covers of flannel, blue or scarlet, and you can worl
an initial in white letters or braid on each, or mato
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each of the four bags of a different color—yellow,
blue, red, green; anything but black, which is
hard to follow with the eye, or white, which soils
loo soon lo be desirable.

Baby’s Shoes in Cashmere.

Bables who can’t walk are pnrticiilarly hard on
ihcir shoes! We once heard of one who “ wore
out ” nine pairs in two months ! In these circum-
;stances, it seems very desirable to have a home
shoe-maker, and not have to frequent the shops too
often; so we will tell you of an easy kind, which
almost any little sister can make. You must take
an old morocco shoe rvhich fits, and cut out the
shape in paper, first the solé, and then the upper.
Then cut the same shape in merino or cashmere,
Iline the iktle solé with Cantén flannel or
Isilk, and bind it with very narrow ribijon.
Line and bind the upper in the same
Iway, and feather-stitch round the top and
down both sides of the opening in front;
sew on two ends of ribbon to tie round
the ankle, and the shoe is done. It will
look very pretty on baby’s pink foot, and
he will thank you for your gift in his
own way, by kicking his toes joyfully,
and getting the shoes into his mouth as
soon as possible.

A Hemlock. Pillow.

It is rather late in the year to make
these pillows, but you can try them for
next Christmas. Thoy must be prcpared for
Ibcforciiand by gathering and drying a quantity of
' llie needles of the hemlock, the fine ones from the
ends of the young shrubs being the best. Make
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a large square bag of cotton, stuff it full of the
needles, and inclose it in an outer case of soft thick
silk or woolen stuff. The one from which we take
our description had “ Reve du forct” embroidered
on it in dull yellow floss, and we don’t believe any
one could help dreaming of the forest who laid a
cheek on the piilow and smelled the mingled spice
and sweetness of its aromatlc contents.

Sachets for Linen-Closets.

If you have any old-fashioned lavender growing
in your garden, you can easily make a delightful
sachet for mamma to lay among her sheets and
pillow-cases in the linen-closet, by cutting a square
bag of tarletane or Swiss muslin, made as tastefully
as you please, and stuffing it full of the flowers.
Another delightful scent is the inellilotte, or sweet
clover, which grows wild in many parts of the
country, and has, when dried, a fragrance like that
of the tonquin-bcan, only more delicate.

Tissue-Papkr Mats.

We like to be able to tell you about these mats,
or they cost aimost nothing at all, and are so
simple that any little boy or girl can make them.
All the material nceded for them is three sheets of
tissue-paper,—a light shade, a médium shadc, and
a dark shade, or, if you like, they can also be made
of one solid color, ljut are not quite so pretty then.
Cut a piece of each color nine inches square, fold
it across, and then across again, so as to form a
small square, and then fold from point to point.
Lay on it a pattern, like the firstdiagram on next
page, and cut the tissue paperaccording to the lines
of Utc pattern. Opening the paper, you will find
it a circle, with the edge pointed in scallops. Now
take a common hair-pin, bcnd its points over that

A TISRUS-PAPER MAT.

they may not tear the paper, slip itin turn over each
point, as shown in the diagram, and draw it down,
crinkling the paper into a sort of double scallop.
(The second diagram on next page svill explain this
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process.) Treat your tliree rounds in this way, lay
them over each other like a pile of piales, stick a

DIAGRAM FOR PAPRR MAT, SIIOWINC MODC OF POLDIMC
AND SHAPIKG.

small pin in the middle to hold them, set a goblet
upon them, and gently arrange the crinkled edges
about its base, so as to give a full ruffled effect, like
the petdis of a dahlia, although less stiffand regu-
lar. These mats are exceedingly pretty.

A Work-Basket in Vanilla Grass.

Ifany of you Uve where the sweet-scented vanilla
grass grows plentifully, you can make a delicious
little basket by drying the long wiry blades, braid-
ing them in strands of three, tying the ends firmly
together to make a long braid, and coiling and sew-
ing as in straw plaiting. Two circles the size ofa
dessert piate should be prepared, one for the bottom
of the basket, and the other for the top of the lid
(the latter a trifle the larger). Then draw the braid
tighter, and form a rim to each about two inches
deep. The lid, which is sepéarate, fits over the
bottom, and lhe scent of the grass will impart
itself to everything kept in the basket.
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So much for the dear little people. Our nexi
dip into Mother Santa Claus’s basket brings out ik
big handful for girls (and boys) who are a trifiJ
older,—say from twelve to fifteen. f

H.air-Pin Holders.

On the next page isa picture of the hair-pin holdeiC
when finished; and above it you will find a diagram
of it when cut out and not yet put in shape. Itk
cut, as you will observe, in one piece. The mate-
rial is perforated card-board, either white or “ gl
ver.” The dotted lines show where to fold it.

a, a and B, B are lapped outside the end pieces,
D, D, and held in place by stitches of worsted, iong
below and very short above, where the sides join,
A little border is worked in worsted at top and
bottom before the sides are joined. The insideis
stuffed wiih curledhair,
and topped with a little
cover crocheted or knit
in worsted—plain rib-
bing or the tufted cro-
chet, just as you pre-

DIAGRAft: SHOWING THE MANNER OF CRIMPING EACH SCALLOP
OF TH» PAPER MAT OVER A HAIR-PIN.

fer. A cord and a small worsted tassel at either
end complete it, and it is a convenient little thing
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to hang or sta” on mamma’sor sister’sloilet-
table. It will be an easymatter to enlarge
pattern. if th:s liatr-

pin holder would be

too small.

A Crib-Blanket

FOR Baby.
The prettiest and
shnplest crib-blanket

"which we have seen of

late, was made of thick

(whitc flannel, a vyard

wide, and a yard and

aquarter long. Across

each end were basted

tivo lows of scarlet

worsted braid, four

inchcs apart, and be-

twcen the two a row

of bright yellow braid.

These were cat-stitched

down 011 both edges

with black worsted, and

between them were

ro.'-s of feather-stitch-

ing in blue. Above, in each cérner, was a small
wheel made of rows of feather-stitch—Dblack, red
yelloi®*nd blue. Nothing could be easier to make,
out the citect was extremely gay and bright, and

A HAIR-PIH HOLDUR,

we advise some of you who are lucky enough to
“belong to a baby” to try it.

i Another Baby’s Blanket.

, lor this you must buy a real blanket—one of the
small ones which come for use in a baby’s crib.
Nosc with blue stripes and a narrow bindingof
bhic siik are prettiest for the purpose. Baste a
narrow stnp of canvas between the stripes and the
binding, and with blue saddler’s silk doubled, work
m cross-stitch a motto, so arranged that it can be
m d when the top of the blanket is folded back, If
the stnpe is red instead of blue, the motto must

m red silk, and it should, of course, have
recrence to the baby. Here are some pretty
ones m various languagcs: “Mun guien ruh, die
avgen zn ” (Now go to sleep, and shut your eyes).
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" Caf-a-pie"(From headto foot) “Ad omi

the ucello, suonido ébello"(To every birdits L n

nest is beautiful). And here isone in English:

The same idea can be beautifully applied to a pair
of large blankets, but this is rather a considerable
gift for young people to undcrtake.

Summer Blankets.

A pair ofthin summer bkinkets, ofthe kind which
are scarcely heavier than flannel, can be made very
pretty by button-holing them all round loosely with
double zephyr wool in large scallops, and working
three large initials in the middie of the top end.

A Work-Basket for “ Sister."

For this, you must buy a straw basket, flat in
shape, and with-
outa handie. h
can be round,
square, oval, or
eight-sidcd, just
as you prefer.
Vou must also
buy a yard of
silk or cashmere
in some pretty

color. Line the
whole basket,
first of al, cut- A" 1N holdkr whbn folded.

ring the shape of the bottom exactly, and fasten-
ing the lining down with deft stitches, which shall



48

show neither inside nor out. Make four little
pockets of the stuff (six if the basket is large), draw
their tops up with elastic cord, and fasten them
round the sides at equal distances. These are to
hold spools of silk, tapes, hooks-and-eyes, and such
small wares, which are always getting into disorder
in a pocketless basket. Between two ofthe pockets
on one side, suspend a small square pincushion, and
on the other a flat needle-book hung by a loop of
ribbon. At the opposite ends, between the pockets,
fasten an emery bag and a sheath ofmorocco bound
with ribbon to hold a pair of scissors. Finish the
top last of all with a quilling of ribbon, and you
have as dainty and complete a gift as any younger
sister can wish to make, or any older one receive.
It will cost time and pains, but is pretty and useful
enough to repay both.

A Fancy Wheelbarrow.

This cannot be made easily by any boy or girl
who is not already acquainted with fancy wood-
sawing, and to such the illustration gives all the
hint that will be nccded. We would simply sug-
gest that the body of this barrow is about six inches
long, that it is lincd with crimson silk, and that
standing upon a dressing-bureau, writing-table, or
mantel-shelf, it makes a very pretty receiver of

A PANCV W «B RLEARROW.

cards or knick-knacks. Many beautiful Christmas
gifts can be made by boys or girls owning one of the
little bracket-saws, which, with books of directions,
can now be bought in almost any hardware shop.
For further particulars on wood-carving, see illus-
trated articlcs in St. Nichcilas, Vol. i-, pp. 84,

215, 346, 592.

A Set of Tea-Napkins.

There hardly could be a nicer gift for a girl to
make for her mother or married sister than a set
of tea-napkins, with a large initial letter in white,
or white and red, embroidered on each. The
doily should be folded in four, and the letter out-
lined in lead pencil in the comer of onc of the
quarters. If inkcd very black on papcr, and held
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dry to the window behind the linen, the initii
is easily traced. The pattern is then run ay

“ stuffed” with heavy working-cotton, and the let
ter embroidered in finer cotton. Another nice
isa long fringed towe!, with three very large lettei
in white, or blue, or crimson, worked half-wa;
between the middle and the side edge. Folde
over lengthwise, it is a convenient thing to lay o
a bureau-top or the front of a sideboard, and tht
large colored letters make it ornamental as well
Patterns of initials can be bought in any fancy shop
If desired, they can be bought already worked, re
quiring only to be transferred to the napkin.

Napkin-Bands.

Any of you who have mastered cross-stitch, am
learned to follow a pattern, will find these band,
easy enough to make. Their use is to fasten
napkin round a child’s ncck at dinner, and take th
place of that disobliging “ pin,” which is neverst
hand when wanted. You must cut a strip of Ja~
canvas, two inches wide by a foot long ; overeas
the edges, and work on it some easy little vino i
worsted, or a Grecian pattern, or, if you like,;
short motto, such as “ More haste, worse speed.’
Line the strip with silk, turn in the edges, owr-
hand them, and finish the ends with two of tht»

gilt clasps which are used to joq
up ladios’ dressGs.

A RUSTIC Vase.

It is very easy to get the mate-

rial out oi which this vase is made

You iiecd only go to your wood

pile, or, if you have none, to ib

wood-pile of a neighbor. Choos

a round stick four inches in diam

eter and eight or ton inches lonj

with a smooth bark. If you fin

the stick, and itistoo long, you

easily saw off an end. Now come

the difficult part of the work: The inside of ik

stick must be scooped out to within four inchesd

the bottom. The easiest way of accomplishing thi
will be to send it to a turning-inill if there is onei

hand ; if not, patience and a jack-knife will in ib
end prevail. Next, with a little oil-color, paint

pretty design on the bark, if you can,—tiailinf
arbutus, partridge berry, sprays of linnea,—an

wood thing which can be supposed to cluster nat«

rally round a stimip. Set the stump in a fiownct
pot saucer, filled with earth, and planted \ii
raosses and tiny fernsj fit a footlcss wine qr chai
pagne glass, or a plain cup, into the hollow cni
and, with a bunch of grasscs and wild flowers,
autumn leaves, you have a really exquisite v
prettier than any formal article bought in a sho|
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nd costing little more than time and patience, with a touch of that rare thing—taste ! which, after all,_"
s not so very rare as sornc people imagine. Any friend will prize such a vase of your own making.
A Table-Cover.
A really charming cover for a small table can be made in thisway: Cutasquare—or oblon~
isthe case may be—of that loosely woven linen which is used for glass-towels, making it r
iljout four inches larger all round than the table it ismeant to fit. Palé yellow or brown
s the best color to select. Ravel the edges into a fringe two inches deep; then, begin-
ling two inches within Ilie edge, draw the linen threads all round in a band an inch
nd three-quarters wide. Lace the plain space thus left with dark-rcd ribbon
of the same width, woven in and out in regular spaces, and at each comer
lie the ribbon in a graceful knot with drooping ends.

Another Tabi-e-Cover. /

This cover is made of pale-brown Turkish toweling. Cut a piece”
cf the size to suit your table, and baste all round it, first a row of
scarlet worsted braid, then of olive, then ofyellow, leaving spaces

ach an inch and a half wide between the rows. Cat-stitch the

iraids down on both edges avith saddlers’ silk, and

ptitch between them in silks, choosing colors which har-

inoiuze, and turning the whole into a wide stripe bril-

ant and soft at the sarne time. The choice and /

)hcingofthe colors will be exeellent practica for

eour eye, and after a liltle while you will be

ible to tell, as soon as a couple of inches

ire done, if you are putting the right tint

into the right place. It is infinitely /

niorc interesting to feel your way /

thus through a piece of work

than to follow aiiy set pat-
teni, however pretty, and it ' S noA

ar more cultivating to the taste.

A Paper Transparency.

Take a piece of white, or tinted, or \
siivor paper, exactly ten and a half inches
square. Fold it double diagonally. Fold it

Chooi~'cloiible again. Fold it double once more.
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You will now have a triangular-shaped fortn
eight thicknesses. Now lay this folded piece
pine table, or on a smooth piece of pine board.
lay eveiily over it, so that it will fit exactly, tht
oftransparency,” or an exact tracing from it. W hen so placed,
scciire them firmiy to the board by pins driven in at each cérner,

Now, with a very sharp pen-knife follow and cut through to the

hoard the lines of the pattern, so as to cut out all the portions that

'show black in the design. When this is all done, puli out the pins,

open )our folded paper, and you will have a square fonn beautifully

figured in open-work. It should be laid between two sheets of white paper

and carefully pressed with a hot iron, and then it can be lined with black or
faiicy tissue paper, and hung against a pane in the window as a “ transparency:
or)ou may use itas a picture-frame, inscrting an engraving or photograph in the center.

Tlie original, from which our pattern is taken, was cut during the late war by a young'
Union soldier while in Libby prison.

Shawl-Bags.

These bags are capital things to save a shawl from the dust of a journey, and, if of good size,
can be made to serve a useful purpose by packing into them dressing materials, etc., for which’
there is not room in your hand-bag. The best material for them is stout brown Holland. Cut two
round end-pieces eight inclips in diameter and a piece half a yard wide by twenty-four inches long.

Vol. V.—4.
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Stitch these together, leaving the straight seam
open nearly all tlic way across, and bind its edges
and the edges of the end-pieces with worsted braid
(maroon or dark brown), put on with a machine.
Ciése the opening with five buttons and button-
holes. Bind with braid a band of the Holland two
inches wide, and fasten it over the biitton-holcd
sidc, leaving a large loop in the middie to carry
the bag by.

By way of ornament you may eriibroidcr three
large letters in single-stitch on the side, iising
worsted of the color of the braid, or may put a

pattern down eithcr side
of the opening and round
the ends in braiding, or
a braided incdnllion with
initials in the center.

A JAPANESE Basket for

Grandmother.

You will never guess
what the top of this droll
little basket is made of,
unless we tell you. U is
one of those Japanese
cuffs of brown straw
which can be bought now-
adays for a small price at
any ofthe Japanese shops.
You may embroider a lit-
tle pattern over it—diag-
onally, ifyou wish to make
it look very Japanese-y ;
line it with silk or satin,
and fasten a small bag of
the same material to the
boitom, drawn up with a
ribbon bow or a tassel.
A band of wide ribbon is
sewcd to the top. Grand-
mamma will find this just
J1i(, thing tOnhsug oH hCcT
arm for holding her knit-
ting-ball, or the knitting itself if she wishcs to lay

JAPANESE HANOING.BASKKT OF
STRAW AND SILK

it aside. This sort ofbasket also is uscful as a
“ catch-all ” when hung at the side of adressing-
bureaii.

A Catch-all, Made from a
Single Square.

This is very pretty, and very easily made. Take
a piece of silver (or gold) perforated paper, eight
inches squai-e, and ornament it with worsted or
silk, as in the diagram, all in one direction. To
make the cornucopia, it is only necessary to join
any two edges (as a and n) by first binding each
with ribbon and then scwing them together. Line
with silk, and put box-plaiting at the top. A
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worsted tassel might be put at the top (in front) as|
well as at the bottom, and a loop at C.

If silver paper is used,
the triminings would bei-
ter be all red. AIl blusj
would look wcll with goidi
papcr. Butthe colors mayl

aitirejEJcLrejEfsjErajui

CIAORAM OF PATTERN TO BE i
WORKED ON rERPORATED PAPU
FOR A CATCH-ALL.

be wvarled according lo
taste. If your friend isa
brunette, you «ill find tliai
he or she will be moa
pleased with the red, wliile
a blonde will prefer blue,

A W all-Pocket of Splits.

Splits, or cigar-lighters as they are sometimci
called, are to be had at any of the fancy shops

wall*ocket of splits

They are an inch wide and about seven inelit
long, and come in various shades of brown aix
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"straiv color, and their flexibility inakcs it easy to
eweave them in and out like baskct-work. For the
ivall-pockct you must weave two squares, each con-
taining six splits each way, but one made larger
than Uie other, as seen in the picture. A few
stitches in cotton of the same color will hold the
strips in place. Line the

smaller of the squares with

Isilk, and lay it across the

face of the other in such

1a way that the four points

Ishall make a diamond,

itouching the middle of

Leach side of the square.

jFastcn it to the wall by

Stwo of the splits crosscd

ijand United by a bow of

Lnbbons, and fill the pockct

I with dricd autumn leaves

‘and ferns gracefully ar-

ranged.

SILHOUF.TTE LIKE-

NESSES.

This is rather a Christ-
raas game than a present,
jbut will answer well for
either; and young folks can get much fun out of
an evening spent in “ taking " each other. Each in
turn must stand so as to east
a shaip profilc shadow on the
wall, to which is previously
pinncd, white side out, a large
sheet of paper, known as sil-
houette paper, black on onc
side and white on the other.
Soniebody draws the outline
of this shadow exactly with a
pencil; it is then cut out and
pasted neatly, black side up,
on a sheet of white paper.
Good and expressive like-
ncsscs are often secuied, and
droll ones very often. Try it, some of\-ou, in the
long evenings which are coming.

UIACaAM OF WAL1.
POCKUT.

A Leaf Pen-Wiper.

Your pattern for this must be abeech-leafagain,
—along one this time,—or you may trace the shape
from the illustration. Outline the shape as before,
and from the model thus sccured cut six leaves in
flannel—two green, two brown, and two red, or
red, white and blue, or any combination )-ou like.
Snip the edge of each leaf into very tiny points,
and chain-stitch vcins upon it with gold-colored
floss. Attach these leaves together by the upper
ends, arranging under them three triply pointed

HOME-MADE
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leaves of black broadcloth or silk to receive the ink,
and finish the top with a small bow of ribbon.

A Birds-Nfst Pen-Wiper.

Girls are always trying to find something which
they can make to delight their papas, and a gay little
pen-iviper with fresh un-

inkcd leaves rarely comes

amiss to a man who likes

an orderly writing-table.

Here is a pretty onc which

is easily made. For the

pattern you may boiTOw a

modcratcly large beech-

leaf from the nearest tree

(or botanical work) ; lay

it down on papcr, pencil

the outline and cut it out

neatly. Repeat this six or

eight times in black cloth

or velvet, and sew the

leaves round a small oval

01 drcle of black cloth.

Knit and ravel out aquan-

tity of yellow worsted or

floss silk, and with it con

struct a nest in the center

of the oval, putting a hcn into the nest. This hen
may be made of cantén flannel, stuffed with cotton-
wool and painted in water color, with a comb of
red flannel, two black beads for eyes, and a tuft of
feathers by ivay of tail. But better still and mucl
casicr, buy one of the droll little Japanese chick.
which can be had at the shops now for twenty w
twenty-fivc cents, and fasten it in the middle of th

A LEAF FSN-WIPER

A JAFANESE PEX’WIPF.R,
nest. Three plain circles of cloth are fastcned
underneaih for wiping the pens.
Japanese Pen-Wiper.

A nice little pen-wiper can be made by cutting
three circles of black cloth, snipping the edges or
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button-holing them with colored silk, and standing
in the middle one of the droll little /npanese birds
just raentioned. Of course it should be secured
firmiy at the feet. There are long-legged birds
and short-legged ones. A tiny stork is very pretty.

Bleached Grasses.

Some of you who have been pressing autumn
leaves for winler use may like to hear of a new way
of bleaching grasses to mix with them. The proc-
ess is exceedingly simple.
Take a few of the grasses
in your hand at a time, dip
them into a pan of water,
shake gently, dip into a pan
of sifted flour, and again
shake gently. Allthe supcr-
fiuous flour will fall off, but
enough will remain to raake
the grasses snowy-white.
When dry it is perfectiy
firm, and you would never
guess whab proccss ptoduced
the effect. A bunch ofthese
white grasses in a coral-red
basket is a vivid objcct.

Colored grasses, to our
thinking, are not half so
pretty as the same grasses
when left in their own soft
natural browns and yollows.
Still, as some people like
them, we will just men-
tion that the same proccss
can be used for them as for
the white grass, by mixing
with small portions of flour,
a little dry paint powder,
vermilion, green, etc. A
bunch ofthe deep red mixed
with the bleached grass has
a gay and uncommon effect.

A NUBE IN Two Colors.

A novelty in knltting is a
nubé in Shetland wool of
two colors—pink or crimson or blue with white.
The skeins are opened, and the two strands, laid
side byside, are wound double in a large ball. The
nubé is then knit in the usual way with large
needles and common garlcr-stitch, and isvery fine.

JA?ANBSe

Lamp Shades.

Plain white porcciain lamp-shadcs, such as are
used on the Germéan student-lamps, look well when
decorated with wreaths of autumn leaves put on
with mucilage. We read lately in the Tribune
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that leaves treatcd with cxtract of chlorophyl be.

came transparent.This would be a fine experi.

ment forsome ofyou to try, and a garland of the

transparent leaves would be much more beautiful
around a shade than the ordinary dried ones.

There are other styles of lamp-shades that can

be made with little difficulty, for instance: A

very pretty shade is easily formed by cutting in

thin drawing-board fine scalloped sections, which,

tied together with narrow ribbon, take the forra

of a shade. Leaves are

glucd to the under side ol

these,and a lining of thio

tissiic-paper is pasted on lo

hold them in place. dlill

another is made in the same

way, with doubled sections

of card-board, between each

pair of which is laid a steel

engraving or wood-cut, m

an unmounted photograph,

The pictures are invisible

till the lamp is lighted;

then they gleara forth witi

something of the soft glov

ofa porcelain transparency.

A Glove-Box.

In any of the fancy shops
you can now buy tlic slendn
frames of silvered tin o
which these hoxes are made.
Cut out double pieces d
pale-tinted silk to fit the
top, bottom, sides and ends,
and quilt tach separately
with an interlining of coitoo
batting, on which sacliel-
powder has been lightlf
sprinklcd. Slip the picces
between the double rods o
the frame, sew over and
over, and finish with a
plaited satin ribbon dj
round, adding a neat little
loop and bow to lift the lid

The small tin boxes in which fancy biscuits an
sold can be utilized for glove-boxes, covered as yoi
ehoose on the outside, and lined with wadded silk

PEN'WIPEK.

Another Glove-Box.

This box can be made in very stiff card-board
but tin isbetter if yon have the pieces which form iu
shape cut by the tinman, and punched with hole
in rows an inch and a half apart. If you use caid-
board, you must punch your own holes, measurinj
the places for them with rule and pencil. In eithe;



case, you will need the same number of pieces and
of the same size, namely; two strips one foot long

SILK CLOVE-BOX.

and five inches wide, two strips one foot long and
three inches wide, and two strips five inches long
and three inches wide. Cover each piece with a
layer of cotton wadding, sprinkled with sachet
powdcr, and a layer of silk or satin ofany color you
prefer. Then catch the silk firmly down through
the holes in the tin, making long stitches on the
wTong side, and small cross-stitches on the right,
so as to form ncat regular tufis. A very tiny but-
tnn sewed in each depression has a neat efTect.
When the inside of the box is thus tufted, baste the
pioces together, cover the outside with black or
dark silk or satin, embroidcred or ornamented in
any ivay your fancy may dictate, overhand fhc
edges daintily, and neatly finish with a small cord,

Square boxes made in the same way are pretty
for pocket-handkerchiefs.

A COAL-SCUTTLE PIN-
CUSHION.

This droll little scuttle
is made of black enamel
cloth, cut according to the
di.igrams on next page.
Fig. 1 is cut double and
folded over at G. The
t'vo sides marked Band E
in Fig, | are bound with
black galloon; also the two
sides marked with the
same letters in Fig. 2.

Before binding over, cast
a jAt of wire around the
top and One around the
bottom of the scuttle, and
bend cach into its proper
shape. Figs. 3 and 4 are
bound all round, and sewed over and over to the
places indicated, Wrap two bits of wire, one four
inches long and the otheran inch and aquarter, with
black worsted, and insert them through little holes
made for the purpose to serve as the handles of the
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scuttle ; sluff the inside firmly with hair or cotton-

wool, cover the top with flannel, cut after Fig. 4,
and button-hole the edges down all round
with worsted of the color of the flannel. If
you like to add a needle-book you can do so
by cutting three leaves of differently coiored
flannels, after the shape of Fig, 4, snipping
the edges into points, or button-holing
them, and fastening the leaves to the back
ofthe scuttle above the pincushion.

A Bit of Plain Work.

There &re notable little sempstresses even
in these days of machines (“and | am
thankfiil to know that there are,” says

Mother Santa Claus) who set their stitches as
swiftly and as precisely as ever their grandmothers
did before them, and have the same liking for what
used to be called “ white seam.” To such we would
suggest, what
anice and use-
ful Christmas
present would
be a beauti-
fully made un-
der - garment.
It need not of
necessity be a
shirt, though in old days no girl was considered
cducatcd who could not finish one all by herself,
from cutting out to the last button-hole; but an
apron or petticoat or dress-
ing-jackct or night-gown,
over whicli little fingers
had labored dcftly and
lovingly, would, it seems
to US, be a most wonderful
and delightful novelty for
mamma or grnndmamma
to find on the Christmas-
tree this year. A set
of handkerchiefs nicely
hemmed and marked (girls
used to cross-stitch the .
marks in their own hair !),
or a soft fiannel petticoat,
cat-stitched at the seams,
scalloped with coavse work-
ing cotton,—which grows
whitcr with washing, in-

PIAGRAM SHOWIKG THE MAMNER OF TI FT-
INC THE LINING OF SILK CLOVE-BOX,

stead of vyellowing like
silk, —with three pretty
initials on the waistband, would be other capital

ideas. Try them.
Work Aprons.
The great convenience ofthese aprons isthat the

work can be rolled up in them and iaid aside for
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white floss. Stitch the veins in the leaves with thel
floss, held tightly, so as to depress the lines a little |
Cut three leaves of flannel in the same shape, bui-I
ton-hole the edges, lay them between the leaves,!
and fasten all together at top with a bow of ribbon. |
A tiny loop and button should be attached to thej
point to hold the needle-book together.

Fig-4.—Top of Coal-ScutUo

UIACRAMS OF COAL-SCUTTLB PINCCSHION AND NEEDLE-BOOK.

use. They are made of brown Holland trimmed
with black or blue or crimson worsted braid. Little
loops of doubled braid ornament the edge, and are
held in place by a plain row of the braid stitched
on above them. The lower and largest pockct
should be made full and drawn up with a cord at
top, so as to hold rolls of pieces, worsteds and pat-
terns. The little pockets are for spools of silk and
thread, tapes, buttons, and so on.

A Leaf Needle-Book.

For this needle-book you will need ihe following
materials: One-eighth of a yard of criinson or
green velvet, one-eighth of a yard of lining silk to
match, one-eighth of a )'ard of fine white flannel,
two skeins of white silk floss, a bit of Bristol-board,
and a half yard ofnarrow ribbon.

Cut in the Bristol-board a couple of leaf-shaped
pieces like the illustration. Cover each with the

DIAGEA» or WORK AARON.

velvet, turning in the edges neatly, line with the
silk, and button-hole both together all round with

Book-Mark.

A large lace-like cross hanging from the end ofa
wide ribbon makes a handsome and appropriaiel

PATTERN OF LEAF NEEDLE-BOOK.

mark for a big bible or praycr-book. Thi
materials cost almost nothing, all that is &
quired being a bit of perforated card-board,
a Sharp penknife, and—patience. Trace the
form of the cross on the card-board, and oul-
line the pattern on one side in pencil. Yot
will observe that the one given as illustration
is made up of small forms many times re
peated, and this is the case with all patterns
used for this purpose. The easiest way to outline it
regularly is to do a square of eight boles at a time,

[NovEMBee,B,672.]
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marking the places to be cut, and leaving the un-
lcut places white. W hen all is marked, place on a
smooth board and cut, following the markings

j exactly with your knife. The work cannot be hur-
ried: it must be done slowly and very carefuliy if
iyou hope to succeed.

And now we will turn niit the more difiicult
I'lhings from the bottotn of the basket, and you big,
icle\er boys and girls who can do what you like
jwith your fingers and knives and needles and
[pamt-brushes, can take your pick from them.

Autumn-Leaf Work.

Jf you have an old work-box, or desk, or table-
top, or screen, which has grown shabby, and which
you would like to renew, we can tell you how to do
so. First, you must take those generous friends,
the woods, into your counsel. Gather and press
every bright, perfect leaf and spray which comes
in )our way this autumn, and every graceful bit of
vine, and a quantity ofsmall brown and gold-colored
fcrns, and those white feathery ones which have
blanchcd in the deep shadows. These ready, paint
your box, or whatever it is, with solid black, let it
dry, rub it smooth with fine sand-paper, andrepeat
the process three limes. Then glue the leaves
and fcrns on, irregularly scattered, or in regular
bougiicts and wreaths, as suits your fancy. Apply
acoat of isinglass, dissolved in water, to the whole
surface, and when that is dry, three coats of copal
‘arnish, allowing each to dry before the next isput
#n. The effect is very handsome. And, even
'vithout painting the objects black, this same style
0l leaf and fern-work can be applied to eaithen
vases, wooden boxes, trays and saucers, fot card-
leceivers. For these, you may get some good
tints from the illustrarions on subsequent pages.
The same illustrations will apply to the “ novelties
in fern-work ” given further on.
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A Window Transparency.

Another pretty use for autumn leaves is a trans-
parency for a window. Arrange a group of the
leaves upon a pane'of giass, lay another pane of
same size over these, and glue the edges togcther,
first with a strip of stout muslin, and then with
narrow red ribbon, leaving a loop at each upper
cérner to hang it up by. The deep leaf colors
seen against the light are delightful.

SIDE-LIGHT TRANSPARENCIES.

Any of you who happen lo live in a house which
has, like many old houses, a narrow side-light on
either side of its front-door, and a row of panes
across the top, can make a pretty-effect by prepar-
ing a series of these transparencies to fit the door-
glasscs, and fastening them on by driving a stout
tack into the sashes so as to support the four corners
of each pane. The transparencies could be pre-
pared secretly and put into place overnight, or on

PATTERN OP CROSS FOR UOOK-MARK.

Christmas morning, before any one is up, so as to
give mother a pleasant surprise as she comes down-
stairs.
A Frame ok Autumn Leaves.
Procure an oblong bit of tin, eight inches by ten,
or ten inches by twelve, and have a large oval cut
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out in the middle. Paint the tin with two coats of

black, glue a small group of leaves in each cérner,
with a wire spray
or tendril to con-
ncct them, varnish
with tsvo coats of
copal, and put a
small picture be-
hind the oval.

A Frame of
Matden-haiu.

Cutapasteboard
frame three inches
wide of the size
you need, and sew
thickly all over it
little sprays of
maiden-hair ferns,
prcssed and dried.
It is fastened to
the wall with a
pin at each cor-
rer, and of course
does not support
a glass. The effect ofthe light fern shapes against
the wall is very delicatc and graceful, and unsub-

stantial as it may seem, the
frame lasts a long time, es-
pecially if, when the maiden-
hair first begins to curi, the
whole is takcn down and
re-pressed for two or three
days under a heavy book.

VA8B {AUTUMN-LEAF WORK).

Novelties in Fern-

WORK.

W e hope some ofyou have
collected a good supply of
ferns of the different colors,

A SHOB<HAIR, WITK COVER (OR SEAT) REMOVED.

—deep brown, yellow, green and white,—for by
means of a new process you can make something
really beautiful with them. It rcquires cleft fingers
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and good cj-es, but with practice and patience ,iny
of you could manage it. Supposing it to bea
table-top which you wish to ornament, you proceed
as follows : Paint the wood all over with black or
very dark brown; let it dry, and i'ub it smooth
with pumicc. Next vamish. And here comes the
point of the process. While ihe vamish is wcd.
lay your ferns down upon it, following a desigt
which you have arranged clearly in your head, or
marked beforehand on a sheet of paper. A pin
point will aid you to move and place the fragilt
stems, which must not be much handled, and musi
lie perfectly flat, with no little projccting points to
mar the effect, which when clone should be like

mosaic-work.  As soon

as the pattern isin place,

vamish again immedi-

ately. The ferns, thus

inclosed in a double wall

ofvarnish, will keep their

PATTERN OF EACH OF THE FOUR
SIOBS OF SCRAP-DAC.
places perfectly. Next
day, when all isdry, var-
nish once more. Small
articlcs of white holly-
wood decorated in this
way are very pretty, and
a thin china piate with an
overlaying of these var-
nished ferns becomes
a beautiful and orna-

mental card-receiver.

A Shoe-Chaik.

An oid caue-seated
chair will answer per-
fectiy to make tliis, pro-
vided the framc-work is
strong and good. Cut away the cafie and insertis
its place a stout bag of twilled linen, the size of tki
Seat and about ten inches deep, Around this ba;
sew eight pockets, each large enough for a paird
shocs. The round pocket left in the middle «is
serve to hold stockings. Have a bit of tliin nooc

SVRAP-nAG IN TURKISH
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cut to fit the seat pf the chair; fasten on this a
"cusliion covered with crctonne, with a clcep frill all
laround (or a narrow frill, provided )Ou prefer to
fasten the deep riiffie around the chair itself, as
shown in the picture), and a little loop in front by
wliich the seat can be raised like the lid of a box,

when the shoes are
wanted. This chair
is really a most con-
venient piece offurni-
ture for a bcdroom.

Scrap-Bags in
TURK.ISH TOWEL-

ING.
These are conven-
ient little  affairs.

Hung on the gas-
fixture bcside a look-
ing-glass, or on a
hook above the work-
"table, they will be
found just the things
tf) catch odds and
ciids, such as hair,
burnt matches, ravel-
ings and shreds of
cloth, which are al-
ways accumulating,
and for which many
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stitched in blue and white lines, C feather-stitched

in white and yellow.

The daisy-like fiower above

is white, with a yellow center and a green stem,
and the long lines of stitching on either side are in

red and black,

Some of these bags are very pretty.

This bag could be simplified by using no cash-

CARD-RECIiU'KH [AL'TUMN.LEAF WORK),

)ciiy bedrooms afford
The materials needed are three-
quartcrs of a yard of pale-brown Turkish toweling,
six yards of red worsted braid, four stcel rings (to
liild the strings), one-eighth ofa yard each ofblue,
ivliite, and scarlet cashmere, a skein each of blue,
fcd, green, yellow, and black worsted, and a small
red tassel in chenille or silk.

Cut four pieces of the toweling, twelve inches

no receptacle.

long and six and a half wide,

, according to diagram.

Bind each around with braid.

and shape them

Cut out a shape

in cashmere of the three colors laid one over ihe
other, and button-hole it on with worsted, contrast-

mere, and feathcr-
stitching each quar-
tcr diagonally across
with altérnate black,
red, and yellow lines.

Another Scrap-
Bag.

The upper part of
this bag is made of
silver perforated pa-
per. Buy a strip a
foot long and six
inches wide, and em-
broider it all over in
altérnate linesofcross
and single stitching,
using single zephyr
worsted, blue or rose-
colored. Cut a piece
of stiff card-board of
exactly the same size,
and line it with pink
or blue silk to match
the worsted. Sew the

two ends together to form a circle, lay the silver
paper smoothly over it, stitch down, and trim both
edges with plaited satin ribbon three-quarters of

an inch wide.
This is the top of your bag.

The bottom is

crochetcd in worsted by the ordinary long stitch,
and sewed to the silver-paper top piece under the
A worsted lasscl finishes the lower end.

satin ribbon.

Artistic Embroidery.

Just here a word to the girls about embroidery.

In old days,

when

embroidery svas the

chief

occupation of noble dames and demoiselles, the

PAPBR*CUTTER (NuVELTIES IN FERN*WORK).

ing the shades in as gay and marked a manner as

possible.

Hred, and C blue.

B with black,

and C with yellow,

n

In the design given, A iswhite cashmere,
A is button-holed with green,

is chain-

needle was used as a paint-brush

might be, to

make a picture of some real thing or some ideal

occurrence.

For instancc :

the Bayeux tapcstry,

worked in the eleventh centiiry by Matilda, wifd*
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of William the Conqucror, and her ladies, is a
continuous series of pictures, two hundred and
fourtcen feet long by about two feet wide, which
represent scenes in the
invasién and conquest of
England. Oldasitis, the
colors are stillundimmcd
and brilliant. Even so
lately as the last century,
ladies designed their own
patterns, and embroid-
ered court dresses and
trimmings with flowers
and birds copied from
nature. But for many
years back fancy-work
has degenerated into the
following of set models,
without exercising any
“ fancy " of one’s own at
all. Now the old method
is come into fashion
again, and it means so
much more, and is so
vastly more interesting
than copying a cut-and-
dried pattern from a
shop, that we long to set
you all to trying your
hands at it. For ex-
ample, if you want a
cushion with a group of
daisies, gather a handful
of fresh ones,—take a
bit of linen or china
crape, or fine crash or
pongee, and, with green and white and gray and
gold-colored silks, make a picture of the daisies
as they look to you, not using any particular kind
of stitch, but employing long ones or short ones,
or loose or tight ones, just as comes most easily in
giving the effect you want to gct. This is much
nicer than counting the stitchcs on a paper pattern
and a bit of canvas, and when done, produces a
much better effect. Even in winter, a real flower
or a fern-spray, by way of model, can ahvays be
found in the flower-shops or greenhouscs. Prac-
tice will stimulate invention and suggcst all sorts
ofdevices and jdeas. Bits of pretty stuffs will catch
your eye as adaptable for use, and oddly tinted
silks (tbe old, fnded colors often work in better
than fresh ones), patterns on fans, on rice paper,
on Japancse pictures—all sorts of things—will serve
as material for your fancy. And when your work
is done it will be original, and, as such, more
valuable and interesting than any shop model, how-
ever beautiful jn itself, can possibly be.

ANOTHER  SCRAPBAC (SILVER
PERPCRATBD PAPER AND
CROOHBT.

A BUDGET OF HOME-MADE

CHRISTMAS GIFTS.

[NoVEMBei, |

Oriental W ork.

Very gay and quaint effects are produced with
this work, which is an adaptation of the well-kno»n
Eastem embroideries. Its ground-work is pialo
cashmere or flannel, red, black or blue, on which
small fantastically shaped figures in varioiisly col.
ored velvets or cashmeres are laid and button-
holed dosvn with floss silks. All sorts of forms art
employed for these figures—stars, crescents, circles,
trefoils, shieids, palm-leaves, grifBns, iinps; and
little wheeis and comets in feather-stitch and cat.
stitch are inscrted between, to add to the oddity o
the whole. These forms can be bought at a low
Drice in almost any fancy shop. A good deal
of ingenuity and taste can be shown in arranginj
and blending the figures richly and brilliantly,
without making them too bright and glaring,
Table-covers in this work should have falls o
deep points, pinked on the edges. Smaller points
of white cashmere are sometimes inscrted betiveeo
the deep ones, and similarly decorated. Brighi
little tassels are swung between the points ly
twisted silk cords. The tassels are made of strips
Uf scarlet and white flannel, cut almost across, in
narrow fringes, rollcd into shape, and confined b>
a tiny heading of flannel embroidered with silk
Sofa-pillows in this Oriental work are bright and
effective, also wall-pockets and brackcts—in fact, il
can be applied in many ways. The biacket shapa
must be cut in wood, and topped with flannel, the
embroidered piecc
hanging across the
front like a mini-
ature drapery.

Bedside RugS. '

Thepreltiestbed-
side rug which we
ever saw was made
in part of a snow-
white lamb’s-wool
mat. Thiswas laid
in the center of
a stout burlap,
which  projected
six inches beyond
the fleece all
around, and was
bordered with a
band of embroid-
ery on canvas six
inches wide, the

whole being lined vask, wainted black and ohnaments»
with flannel and (autumn-lkak wobk).

finished with a cord and a heavy tassel at each cor-
ner. A simplerrug is made of brown burlap, with
a pattern in cross-stitch, worked in double zephji
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[r worsteds of gay colors. Initials, or a motto, can
be embroidered in the middle. The burlap can
be fringed out around the edges for a finish.

A Rag RUG.

An effective rug can be made in this way: Cut
long inch-wide strips of cloths, flannels, and vari-
6os kinds of material (widening the strip, however,
in proportion as the fabric is thinner- Sew the
ends together so as to make one very long strip,

»wliich, for convenience’ sake, can be loosely wound

up in a ball. Then, with a very large wooden
[crochet-needle, you crochet a drcle, a square, or
[oblong mat of this rag-strip, just as with cotton or
worsted. It makes a strong, durable, and, with
bright and tasteful colors, a very pretty rug.

A SCREEN.

A folding clothes-horse with two leaves, such as
isused in laundries, makes the foundation for this
screen. The wood is painted solid black, and
covered inside and out with very yellow unbleached
cotton, stretched tightly over the frame, and held
down by black upholstery braid fastened on with
Aflf nails. A design in flowers, leaves, birds,
double circles, crescents, and parallel bars, to imi-
tate the Japanese styie of decoration, is painted in
oii colors on the cotton, and a motto on the wood
along the top. If the motto is arranged to read
backivard, the foreign effect of the whole will be
enhanccd. W e have seen a striking screen of this
sort made by a little girl who, as she could not

laint in oil colors, decorated the surface with
igurcs nf various kinds cut from Japanese picture-
papcrs, such as are now sold for from ten to twenty
tents in the Japanese goods shops. Her figures
ivere so well pasted and arranged, that the screen
>@s one of the prettiest things in the bedroom.

Screens covered with pictures cut from maga-
lincs and illustrated ncwspapers are very much
iked by boys and girls, and by some of their elders.

A COUVRE-PIED.

This is a large oblong in loosely knitted double
zephjr wools, and is made double, dark brown on
One side, for instance, and palé blue on the other.
The two are united with a border in open crochet
«ofthe brown, laced through with light blue ribbon,
which is finished at each cérner with a loosely tied
‘bow and ends. The cottvre-pied, as the fiame
indicates, is meant to cover the feet of a person
who lies on a sofa, and is an excellent present to
make to an elderly or invalid friend.

Tile or China Painting.

Don’t be fiightened at the word, dears. China-
painting is high art sometimes, and intricate and

ITOME-MADE
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difficult work often, but it isquite possible to pro-
duce pretty effects without knowing a great deal
about either china or painting. Neither are the
materials of necessity expensive. Allthatyou need,
to begin with, are a few half tubes of china or min-
eral paints, which cost about as much as oil colors,

WOODEN LOX, ORNAMESNTED WITH FCRNS (AUTUMN-tEAP WORK)

four or five camel’s-hair brushes, a palette-knife, a
small phial of oil-of-lavender, and another of oil-of-
turpentine, a plain glazed china cupor piate or tile
to work on, and either a china palette or another
piate on which to rub the paints. For colors,
black, capuchine red, rose-pink, yellow, blue, green
and brown are an ampie assortraent for a novice
and for purposes of practice. We would advise
only two tubes, onc of black and one of rose pink,
which are colors that do not betray your confi-
dence when it comes to baking. For the chief
difficulty in china-painting is that to be permanent
the work must be “ fired,”—that is, fuscd by a
great hcat in a furnace,—and it rcquires a great
deal of expcrience to learn what the different tints
are likely to do under this test. Some colors—
yellow, for instance—eat up, so to speak, the colors
laid over them. Others change tint. Pinks and
some of the greens grow more intense ; white can-
not be trusted, and mixing one paintwith another,
as in oils, can only be done safely by experts. It
is well, therefore, to begin with two simple colors,
and you will be surprised to see how much may
be done with them. (See “ Hollcnbcrry Cup,” in
St. Nicholas for May, 1877, page 458.) A cup
of transparent white china, the handle painted
black, a Japanese-looking bough with black foliage
and pink blossoms thrown over it, and a little motto,
has a really charming effect. But be sure to put
on the pink very palé, and the black, not in a hard.
solid streak, but delicately, to suggest shading from
dark to light, or the result of the baking wiU be
disappointment.

The method of preparing the colors is to squeeze
a very little paint from each tube upon your palette
or piate ; take a tiny drop of oU-of-lavender on the
palette-knife, and with it rub the paint smooth. It
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should be thinned just enough to work smoothly;
every drop of oil added after that is a disadvantage.
Use a sepérate brush for cach color, and wash them
thoroughly with soap and hot water before putting
them aside. The painting should be set away
where no dust can come to it, and it will dry rapidly
in forty-eight hours or less. Elabd6rate work often

TAQLB-TOP (NOVELTIBS IN FERN*WO0BK).

requires repainting after baking, the process being
rcpcatcd several times; but for simpler designs
One baking is usually enough. There are bakeries
in Boston, New York, and others of our largo citics,
to which china can be sent, the price of baking
being about ten cents for each article.

Other Modes of Decorating China.

The picture-books which are to be found at the
Japanese stores nowadays suggest numberless ex-
cellent designs for china decorating. So do the
“ Walter Crane Fairy-tales.” A plain olive or
cream-colored tile with a pattern in bamboo-boughs
and little birds, a milk-jug in gray with leaves and
a motto in black, a set of tiny butter-plates with
initials and a flower-spray on each, are easy things
to attempt and very effective when done. Pie-
dishes can be ornamented with a long, sketchy
branch of blossoms or a flight of swaliows across
the bottom, and we have seen those small dishes
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of Nancy ware, in which eggs are first poached and
then served on table, made very pretty by a paini-
ing on each of a chicken, done in soft browns and
reds, with a little line to frame it in and run doi-ii
along the handle. What we have mention:d
here are only suggestions; a little patience and
practico will soon help you to other patterns of
your own, and we can’t help
lioping that some of you wii
be tcmpted to try your hands
at this delightful art.

DRAWING AND PalINTIXG
ON W ood.

Artlcles in plain white u cod
can be bought almost any.
where nowadays. Pen-trays,
letter-racks, easels, paper
knivcs, photograph-frames,
watch-cases, needle-books,
portfolios, glove-boxes, fans,
silk-winders—there is no end
to the variety which can be
had, and had at a very mod-
érate price. Now, any gl
or boy among you with
paint-box and a little tasto for
drasving, can make a really
pretty giftby decorating somt
one of these wooden things,
either in color or with pen
drawings in brown or black.

The pattern need by m
means be elab6rate. A
wreath of ivy simply oui-

lined in sepia or india-ink, of

a group of figures sketched
with the same, produces a very pleasing and liar-
monious effect. “ Prout’s Bro'vn,” a sort of firieni
ink of a burnt-umbecr tint, will be found excd-
lent for drawing purposes. For designs, our o«n
St. Nicholas will furnish excellent exampies
Scarcely a number but holds something which a
clever artist can adapt to his purpose. The “ Miss
Muffett" series, for example, or the silhouettes, o
the sea-side sketches, or the ornamental borden
and leaf-and-flower headings. Look over your
back numbers, and you will see how rich they are
in subjects for copies.

Here is a suggcstion for such of you as live by
the sea, and who know something about drawing.
Search for clam-shells on the beach, and select tbf
whitcst and most perfectly formed. Separate thi
two shells, cleanse them thoroughly, and make m
the smooth pearly lining ofeach a little drawing in
sepia. It will sen-e as a receiver to stand onJ
lady’s toilet and hold rings and trinkets, or it can
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be used as an ash-holder by a smoking gentleman,
|or to contain pens on a writing-table.

A Shoe-Chair Made of a Barrel.

Another shoe-chair as nice as that pictured on
page 56 can be made out of a barre! by any girl
»ho lias a father or big brother to help her a little
Iwith the carpentering. The barrel is cut as in
Fig- | below, so as to form a back and a low front.
: The back is stuffed a little, and covered with chintz
nearly down to the floor. The front has a deep
frill tacked on all around the chair. Four blocks
are nailed inside the barrel lo support a round of
iwood, stuiTcd and cushioned with the same chintz,
Ito sen’c as a seat.

A straight shoe-bag, with eight pockets, is made
"in the same chintz, and tacked firmiy all around
Ithe inside. A loop of the chintz serves to raise the
| seat- Four castors screwed to the bottom of the
Ibarrel will be an improvement, as the chair without
them cannot easily be moved about. About fivc
I'yards of chintz will be requircd forthe covering ; or
lyou might use the merino of an old dress.

A Muslin Tmy.

Three-quarters of a yard of clear French muslin
ivill be needed for this- Lay a large dinner-platc
down on the muslin, draw the circle made by its

I. SHOWS MAKNBR OF CUTTING RARRRI-
I-NTERJOR OF DARRBL SHOB-CKAIR

[*OCKBTS FOR BARKEL SH «CMA

1edge with a pencil, cut out, and lightly whlp it
round, pulling the thread a little to keep the circle
perfect. Measure the circle, and cut a straight

1 Scc St. Nicholas,
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muslin rufflc, five inches wide and a little less than
twice as long as the measure. Roll one edge finely.

A MUSLIN TIDV TRIMMED WITH LACE FOOTING.

and overhand on a plain lace footing an inch and a
half widc. W hip the other edge, and sew it round
the circle, gi-aduating the fullness equally.
Baste a bit of lace footing three-quarters of an
inch wide in the middle of the circle, giving it the
form of a bow-knot with two ends.
The lace must be bent and, folded
into the form, but not cut. Run
the edges with embroidery cotton,
and button-hole all round. Then,
with sharp scissors, cut away the
muslin  underneath, leaving the
bow-knot transparent on a thicker
ground. Dry-flute the rufflc. This
iiltle affair is very dainty and odd,
one of the prettiest things which we
have seen lately.

An Illuminated Border for a
Photograph.
St. Nicholas has given us of

late such precise diiections for the
process of illuminating in color,*
thatitis not needful to repeat them ;
but we should like to suggest an idea
to those of you who have begun to
\ practico the art. This is to illu-
minate a borderor “ mount ” around
a favorito photograph. The picture

must first be pasted on a large
shcet of tinted card-board, palé
crcain or gray bcing the best tints to sclect. You
then measure the spaces for your frame, which

should be square if the picture is oval or round.

\ol. 1v ., page 379.
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and outline them lightly in lead-pencil. Next you
sketch and paint your pattern,—flowers, leaves,
birds, butterflies, or a set pattern, as you prefer,—
putting the designs thickly together; and, lastly,
you fill all the blank spaces in with gold paint,
ieaving the pattern in colors on a gilded ground.
The outcr edge of the frame should be broken into
little scallops or trcfoils in gold, and the card-board
should be large enough to leave a space ofat least
three inches between the illiimiiiated border and
the frame, which should be a wide band of dull
gilding or pale-colored wood, with a tiny Une of
black to relieve it. The ornament should, if pos-
sible, chord in some way with the picture. Thus a
photograph ofa Madonna might have the annuncia-
tion-lilies and passion-flowers on the gold ground.

A Book. of Texts.

Another choice thing which can be done by a
skillful illuminator is a small book, conlaining a
few favorite texts, chosen by some friend. Half-a-
dozen will be enough. Each text occupies a sepéa-
rate page, and is carefully lettered in red or black,
with decorated initials, and a border in colors. A
great deal of uiste can be shown in the nrrange-
ment of these borders, which should be appropriatc
to the text they surround. A title-page is added,
and the book is bound in some quaint way. A
cover of parchment or white vellum, illuminated
also, can be made very beautiful.

A Carte-de-Visite Receiver.

For this )Ou must procure from the tin-raan a
strip of tin three times as long as it is wide—say
six inches by cighteen—with each end shaped to a
point, as indicated in the picture. Measure off
two bits ofcard-board of exactly the same size and
shape; cover one with silk or muslin for a back,
and the other with Java canvas, cloth, or velvet,
embroidered with a monogram in the upper point,
and a little pattern or motto in the lower. Lay
the double coverings one on each side of the tin,
and cross the outside one with narrow ribbons,
arranged as in the picture. Overhand finnly all
around ; finish the top with a plaited ribbon and a
little bow and loop lo hang it by, and the bottom
with a bullion fringe of the color of the ribbon.

A Pair of Beilows.

There seenis no end to the pretty devlces which
proficients in paintingcan accomplish. W e saw not
long since a pair of wooden bellows which had
been decorated with a painting of a tiny owl sitting
on a bough, and the motto “ Blow, blow, thou
bitter wind.” Why should not some of you try
your hands at something similar? Wood fires,
thank heaven, are much more common than they
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used to be, and most of you must know a cozy
chimney corner where a pretty pair of bellows
would be valued.

A Door-Panelt.

A great bunch of field-flowers, or fruit-lioughs,
or Virginia-crecper, painted in water-paints on thf
panel of an ordinary door, is another nice thing fot
you young artists

to attcmpt. Per-
haps you will ob-
ject that a pict-

ure on a door can
hardly be callcd
a Christmas pres-
ent; but wc
don't know.
Anything
which loving
fingers can make,
and loving hearts
enjoy, isa giftwor-
thy of Christmas
or any other time.

A sachet in

W ater-CutlaRS.

Another dainty
idea for you who
can paintisa small
perfume-case of
white or pale-col-
ored silk or satin,
onwhich ispainted
a bunch of flowers
or a little motto.
The flowers must
be smallones, such
as forget-me-nots
orpurpleand white
violets. A great
deal of white paint
—body color, as it
is called—should
be mixed with the
color, to make it
thick enough not
to soak and stain
the silk along the
edges of the pattern. Some people paint the wholil
design in solid white, let it dry, and then put ool
the color over the white. Others mix a little ovf
gall with the paint.

CARTB-DB.VISITE BBCEIVER.

Decorated Candles.

The large wax or composition candles, of a finul
texture, are best for purposes of decoration. Water-I
color paints can be used, or those powders whiclil
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[come for coloring wax flowers. In either case it
Iwill be necessary to use a little ox-gall.to give the
[paint consistency, A band of solid tint—crimson,
(black, blue or gold—is usually put around thé
jniicldle of the candid, with a pattern in flowers br
(sinall bright points above and below. Spirals of
jbluc forget-me-nots all ovor the candle are pretty,
|lor sprays of leaves and berries set :n a regular
Ipaitern. These gay candies are considered orna-
Inientai for a wiiting-table, and look well la the
Ibrass candlesticks which are so much liscd just
laow, though we confess to a preference for un-
lornainentcd candios of one solid tint.

A RUSTIC Jardinikre.

Boys and girls who live in the country hardly
now how lucky they are, or what mines of mate-
eigis for cicver handiwork lie ciése by them in the
uiiful, generous woods. W hat with cones and
aves and moss and lichens and bark and fungi
nd twigs and ferns, these great green store-houses
iat all the fancy shops for variety and beauty, and
heir “ stock™” is given away without inoney or
ihcc to all who choose to take. Most of you know
imething of the infinite variety of things which
an be made out of these wood treasures, though
lobody knows, or can know, all. Now, we want to

you of a new thing,-not at all difficult to make,
lid which would be a lovely surprise for some one
hiscoming Christmas.

Itisa rustic jardiniére, or flower-pot. The first
itep toward making it is to find a small stump
iboiit ten inches high, and as odd and twistcd in
ihiipc as possible. It should have a base broader
an its top, and three or four little branches pro-
ieciing from its sides. Carry this treasure home,
iriisli off any dirt which may cling to it, and orna-
ent it with mosscs and lichens, glued on to look
[5natural as possible. Make three small covnu-
'pias of pasteboard; cover them also with mosses
nd lichens, and fasten them to the stump between
iC forks of the branches, using small brads or
acks to keep them firm. Stuff the cornucopias
fitli dry moss, and arrange in cach a bouquet of
irasscs, autuinn leaves, and dried ferns, dipping
the end of each stem in floitr paste, to make it
ccure in its place. Sprays of blackberry-vine or
nicbolla, and the satin-white pods of the old-
ashioned “ honesty," make an effective addition.
“hcn done, we have a delightful winter-garden,
»hich will keep its beauty through the months of
nowand sieet, and brighten any room it stands in.
“oris its use over when winter ends, for, inserting
mull glass phials in the cornucopias, fresh flowers
an be kept in them as in a vase, and the grays

HOME-MADE

CHRISTMAS GIFTS.

and browns of the lichened wood set off their hues
far better than any gay vase could.

ANO'fHER

Another rustic floiver-holdcr can be made by
selecting three knotty twigs, two and a half feet
long and about an inch in diameter, and nailing
them together iu the form of a tripod, one half
serving as a base, the other to hold a small flower-
pot or a goblet whose foot has been brokcn off.
The lower half should be strengthened with cross
pieces nailed on, and both halves with twists of
wild grape-vine or green briar, wircd at their cross-
ings to hold them firmly in place. When the frame
is ready, melt together half a pound of bees’wax,
a quarter of a pound of rosin, and enough pow-
dered burnt-umber to give a dark brown color;
and pour the mixture on boiling hot. It will give
the wood a rich tint. Fill the pot with saiid, place
over the sand a layer of green moss well pulled
apart, and in that arrange a bouquet of dried
leaves, ferns and grasses, or, if it is summer-time,
wild flowers and vines.

Jardiniére.

Now, dear fancy-workers, little and big, surely
Mother Santa Claus has furnished you with ideas
enough to keep you busy for more Christmases
than one. Just one thing more, and that is the
manner in which the presents shall be given.
Nothing can be droller than to hang up one’s stock-
ings, and nothing prettier or more full of meaning
than a Christmas-tree. But for some of you who
may like to make a novelty in these time-honored
ways, we will just mention that it is good fun to
make a “ Cliristmas-pie ” in an enormous tin dish-
pan, with a make-bclieve crust of yellow cartridge
paper, ornamented with twirls and flourishes of the
same, held down with pins, and have it served on
Christmas Eve, full of pretty things and sugar-
plums, jokes and jolly little rhynies fastened to the
pareéis. The cutting should be done beforehand,
and hiddcn b)' the twirls of paper ; but the carver
can pretend to use his knife and fork, and spooning
out the packagcs will insure a merry time for all at
table. And One more suggestion. Little anieles,
wrapped in white paper, can be put inside cakes,
baked and iced, and thus furnish another amusing
surprise for the “ pie ” or the Christmas-tree.

W e are iudebted to Mrs. L. B. Goodall, Mrs. M.
E. Stockton, Mrs. Tolles, Miss Annie M. Phcebus,
Miss M. Meekcr, and Miss M. H. D., for designs
and suggestions in aid of this anide; and to the
“ Ladies’ Floral Cabinef’ for some valuable hints
on “ Leaf-work.”
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LITTLE TWEET.

There Were once some nice little birds who lived together in a greatl
big cage. This cage was not at all like the bird-cages we generally see|l
It was called an aviary,
and it was as large as
a room. It had small
trees and bushes grow-
ing in it, so that the
birds could fly about
among the green leaves
and settle * on the
branches. There were
little houses where the
birds might make their
nests and bring up their
young ones, and there
was everything else that
the people who owned
this big cage thought
their little birds would
want. It had wires all
around it to keep the
birds from fiying away.

One of the tamest
and prettiest of the THE OTHER BIRDS ORING SEE0S TO POOR TWEET
birds who lived in this place was called little Tweet, because, wheneverl
she saw any of the family coming near the cage she would fly up cidse td
the wires and say, “ Tweet! Tweet!” which- meant “ Good-morning ! how|
do you do?” But they thought it was only her pretty way of asking fal
something to eat; and as she said “ Tweet” so much, they gave her tlia
for a fame.

One day there was a boy who came to visit the family who ownedl
the birds, and very soon he went to see the big cage. He had newell
seen anything like it before. He had never been so ciose to birds thail
were sitting on trees or hopping about among the branches. If the birdsl
at home were as tame as these, he could knock over lots of them, he thoughtl

There was one that seemed” tamer than any of the rest. It came ufi
ciose to him and said: “Tweet! Tweet!"
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The boy got a little stick and pushed it through the wires at little Tweet,
and struck her.  Poor little Tweet was frightened and hurt. She flew up
to a branch of the tree and sat there, feeling very badly. When the boy
found he could not reach her any more with his stick, he went away

Tweet sat on the branch a long time. The other birds saw she was
sick, and carne and askedhow she felt. Some of them carried nice seeds
to her m their bilis. But little Tweet could not eat anything. She ached
all over, and sat very quietly with her head down on her breast.

She sat Ol that branch nearly all day. She had a little baby-bird.
who was in a nest m oneof the small houses, but the other birds said
she need not go and feedit if she did not wish to move about. They
would take it something to eat.

But, toward night, she heard her baby cry, and then she thought she
must go to it. So she slowly flew over to her house; and her baby. who
waes in a little nest against the wall, was very glad to see her.

In the morning, two of the birds carne to the house to see how little
Tweet was, and found her lying on the floor, dead. The little baby-bird was
looking out of Its nest, wondering what it all meant. How sorry those two
birds were when
they found that
their good little
friend Tweet was
really dead!

“PoorTweet!”
said one ofthem,

She was the
gentlest and best
lof U5 all. And
that poor little
dear in the nest
then-:, what will

become of it ?”
Become of
replied the
other bird, who ' IVILL BE A KIND «OTHEI TO IT. KOR T,R SAKE O BOOR LITTIE
wes sitting ,by poor Tweet, “Become of it! Why, it shall never want for
anything. | shall take it for my own, and | will be a kind mother to it

lor the sake of poor little Tweet.”
Now. do you not think that there were good kind birds in that big

cagef But what do you think of the bov*
Voi.. V.—5,
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Hukrah for the new volume '—Volume V.,
1 bclicve it is to be called. That reminds me of
the flames of Japanese children, lumdreds of years
ago. Instead of being known by the Japanese for
Tom, Henry, or John, it was No. i, No. 3, No. 3,
and so on, through a whole family of little folks.

Once you had an article* on Japanese Games
by a native of Japan, Ichy Zo Hattori. Well, this
flame, as you wiil all admit, is a fine-sounding ap-
pellative enough, but in English it means simply
No. 1 Hattori.

So, welcome to the lovely new child, No. 5 St.
Nicholas !—and that he may grow to be a brave,
bright volume, beautiful to look at and useful to
this and many a generacion of little folks, is your
Jack’s earnest wish.

Of one thing the little fcllow may be sure,—Jack
and the Deacon, and tlic dear, blessed Little School-
ma’am, will stand by him to the end. And so will
you, my chicks, Jack verily believes. He ’ll be a
good friend lo you, bringing you any amount of
fun, and telling you more good things every month
than you ’ll remember in a thousand years.

Now we ’ll take up our next subject.

AN ARTIFICIAL HORSE THAT CAN GO.

Werttl, welll The birds must be Joking, for
who ever heard of a bird telling a delibérate lie?
And yet it may he true. There have been artificial
men,—manikins, autémata, or whatevcr they are
called,—so why should n’t there be artificial horses ?

Come to think of it, it was not the birds who
told me about them. It was a letter ; and “ arti-
ficial horses ” the letter said, as plainly as could be.
It told how a fine specimen had just been exhibited
in the capital of Prussia. The thing must look
like a horse, too, fot itis a hobby between two high
wheels (the rider sits on the saddle), and it travels

IX-THE-PULPXT.

[Novbu&Al

about as rapidly as a trouing horse. As | under-,
stand it, tlie rider moves his lcgs to make thl
machine go, and yet it is n’t a bicycle. It goal
over stony roacis, turns corners, and, for auginl
Jack knows, rears and kicks like an)' ordinan
charger—that is, when it’s out of order.

| should like to see one among the boys of tht
red school-house. Horv they would make it go!

A LETTER FROM DEACON GREEN

Dear Jack*in-the*Pulpit: 1wish some of ihe boys and 94
who thinl< they never have any chance (o cead could know a jink
fellow of my acquainiancc, namcd George He is fourteen yearsdc
and employed as errand boy jn n business house in New York. f[
day long he runs, runs,—uj)clown, down-lown, across town,— uait
yoQ would suppose that lu< little 'egs would be wom out Bn
always on tho aleri as he >s, and ready to do bis duty whether lira
ur not, he still keeps ccnsiantly before his luind the idea of ig.,
improvemecnt, in businessand out Through a friend he has nf
been able to procure books from the Meccantile Library. Alihrii
histime during the day, as 1 have said, is wholly takeii up wiih
duties, yet lie nianagcd, during the cvenings 01 last fall and wintr;
{in ive moniUs), 10 read twelve books, some of ihcm quite long
and son®e ofihetn in two volumea, all sclecied witti hisfiiend’s «issi‘i
anee. From ihe list, I fancy the litllc fellow had an eye to cnjoy.
mentas wcll as profii, for ihcy are Dolall whatare called insiniciii)
books, although every onc of them is a gr>od book for a boy tu ivad
and (icorge i~ls me fieenjoyed them all hcartily.

As many of your youngstere, fiiencl Jack. may like to know jus
hat books the litile fellow hasfiead, 1 wil) give you the Hst that
wrulc out at iny rcqucst. It doefl uot seetn a very long lisi, perhafR,
but I think very lew hard*working boys in New York have rea

more than George in the same space of time, Hepe is ihc Ibt:

“ Robinson Crusoe;" “ Benjamin Frankiin, ﬁvols.; “ Life
Napoleén,” 2 vols.; “ Schoolmastcr Storius “Hans Brink
“ Sszs"F‘a‘mily Rolrins’gn‘:“‘ “ Dickcns”s Cbild"s’ “Histor¥eoglf &
gland: Kenilwonh; The Scottish Chiefs: Tho E®.
grufiis: " “ Sparks' Life of Washington;” “ Glaisher’s Acriai Naw
galon.”

This letter, dear Jack, is sent, not by way of pufRng George, ba
as a sortof spur to »tu<hons boys and girls who may follow his o
ampie, ifsocnebody puis them up to fi.—Yuurs tnily,

bILAS GiFKs.

*SEE HOW | HELP! ’

One of Jack’s good friends, L. W, J., semis ya
this new fable :

See how | help !” said a little mouse
To the reapers that reaped the grain,

As he nibbled away, by the door of his htmse
W ith al! of his might and main.

See how 1 help !” he went on with his talk;
But they laid all the wide ficid low
Before he had finished a single stalk
Of the golden, glittering row.

As the mouse ran into his hole, he said;

“ Indeed, | cannot deny,

Although an idea | had in my head,
Those fcllows work better than I.”

AMONG THE CRANSERRY BOGS.

Ncwjciscy

Diiar Jack-in-the-Pulpjt: You would not think, from I«
rituncs, thaC cnmbecrry bogs are pleasaat places, but 1 cnjoyci
much a visitlo ooe bstyear in irc fall Seen merely from the itui
a bog doesn'tshow very well, forihc Icsivcsare small, and ihc vi«
are crowded in heavy maases: bul. when you get neart ihc
and red berries look pretty among tne dark-green leaves.

The meadow is chccquercd wuh liiile canals by means of wht
the whole surface Is flouaed in winter*time. so as to protecc iheviK
from the dlelTects of frosts and ihaws, In the spring, the wats*
drawn offat low tide through the Rood-gates,

W hen the ctanberry”~picitcrs are at work, ihey make a cu™*
sight, forthere are MOpie of all ages, odd dresses, and both
among them, and often a lottcring old man may be seen worii
beside a smallchild. The little onescan be trusted to gaihu

* See St. Nicholas forJanuary, 1874
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beirits forthcfruit is not Basily crushcd in handllne. W hoie eran-
berries gro»- thickly, one can almustlilione's hand ata grasp

The ovtreeers one-rpomed shaniy, wlicre he cooks, eais and
siceps, isonaknoll, and nearitare lhe baircis in which ihe herrics
are packed, afrer they have been soried according lo size and qualitv

Picking cranbernes may be pleasantenough in fine weaiher, but it
mitstbe miserable work on a cold, dnzzly day

| hope this short accountwillhe newa 10 some of your chicks
dearJack; and | remain yours truly, H. S

of

whoni | am one,

MORE CRYSTALLIZED HORSES.

DRAKIACK-iM-THe-PuLfiT: You ask in lhe M ~rernTrnlir o”ihe
St.Nicholas ifany ofusMiveseen orystallized horses 'twiihourown
We (Wiliie and 1) have seen them many dmes; so has
everybody else who lives here: that is, we have seen somethine verv
mijch hke it, ihough we do not call it the same. W hen ihe thcr
momcier is from ihiriy to thirty.six degrees below zero, horses and
nrtu are all covered wilh a white frosl, so you cannoi tell a bbck
forcan you tell young men from old
ones. Thbhcir whiskers eychrows and eyelashcs, are all peifccilv
white I ve piten had n,y ears frost-biiten in going to the scliooU
house, which is only aboutas ftras two blocks ir a oitv.

CORNHR

Aishls Jack Frasi cannotpainthisdelicate pict-

muihm ar ' ot
"<'tY much, and cvoii our liiilc sister,

"un'sre lack r,h | p‘. >fmtshe wisl.cd shg

Bifr1,.” W e |r||end Io introduce her ne*i siim.

I'«= by the big brook We live
*b-'vcsl of Cpncord, ?n the Conneclicui

fteifow h
S v nbonrh.i?

A TURTUE CART

“ I'#ex" g over the fence into niy neighbor's yard last

simm~
« Mini 7 “ Lilipuiian”ad of hay in a tiny
frini L sfiThi- h . Whaiever power drew ii, was hidden

motion of the cart made me half cxpecl to
® rnomenis, a small

malﬂnﬂqﬂanﬂ t#awmg bohind
liked Ihc bus!.

acav<ilfA f
turtlcInDiA 1?2-~

ifm |heu ?t T

W.1Sassured by my little noighbor t

TP e loisurel
ad seen which was very

that ihe turlle

IN-THE-puLPI'l.

‘heS-P, C.A., | felt obliged to

linie, aad fp'~nd

¢;sshouid”sri-oen.”

hey will be as genile as he in che trcacnent of their tunles.—Yours

E.F L
ANOTHER TURTLE STORY.

e'd?/' n ! I'fo if rossible
~riM'the'h~sr dr*Te
warhrmaftinar: o "Hat do you ihink

NVhy, she xvas screaming ata &urlle!

IN TURTLES-

don’t know how fniiny il did seem but wc capturod the

Yon
dreadful monstur (?) and comfotted her as weli as we could

as you .and the Litile Schoolina’am cando cverythmg

bow, jack,
wont yoii ple.ase get St. Nicholas to show us a picture of ilul
scene ? | do believe Sis would lau” as hard as any of us if she
could tee Il,—Yours affectionately, N fd G P
HALF SWEET, HALF SOUR.

The birds tell me that iii a certain country
grows an apple one half of which is sweet and the
other half sour. | don’t think | should like that
sort of apple. The sweet side might do very well,
as far as itwent; but if you happened to bite on
the other side,—ugh 1

like things that are good all through, so that |
can be sure how to take them. Don’t you?
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"yi'TLE CHILD,

A THANKSGIVING HYMN.

. n
W ords by MARY MAPES DODGE. Music by V*iM. K

BASSFORD.
With Spirit
~9~ ’ . 5
1 Can a it - lie child, like me, Thank ihe fa - ther fil - Cing - 1y
2 For the fruit up - on the tree, For the birds thai sing of Thee,
rit.
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Yes, oh yes! be good and true, .. *
Eor the earth in beav « ly dvesk(  Fa - ther, moth er and the_ resl.
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a icnipo.- rit. - p slow.
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thank Thee ! Fa-ther, we Uiank Thee ! Fa-ther in llcav-en, we than Thee]
- # * —] _N*x -
P+ r— An _j - “Tﬂﬁ—m'ﬁnj’ ~ EfB ot -
er P-p - S-BT 1—*- M kh—Db J— L
Musicand words copyrighlsd, 1877, by W m. K. B assford.
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“THE BABY'S OPERA"

Ok llie maiiy great artists of England, Walter Craiie
Is accouiited among the ablest and most gifted. As
a painter on the canvas he stands liigh with critics;
and in this country he s most widely known by his
(lesigns of colored picture-books for children. Tliis is
nhai one critic says of hira in this regard ; “Walter
Crane has every cliarm. His design is rich, original,
and fiill of discovery. llis drawing is at once manly
and swcet, and liis color is as delightful as a garden of
roses in June. And with these accomplishments he
comes full-lianded to the children,—and to their parents
and lovers too !—and malees us all rich with a pleasure
none of us evei knew as children, and never could llave
looked to know,”

After this, it is very discouraging to learn, from a
leiter of Mr. Crane’s lo the Editor of Scribxer’s
MoxTHLV, that one may be deceived in buying Mr.
Craiie's books.  This is particularly the case with “ The
Baliy’s Opera.”” So nosv we tell the readers of St.

LETTER-BOX. 69

AND WALTER CRANE,

Nicholas that every true copy of “ The Baby’s Opera”
bears on its title-page the fiame of Messrs. George
Routledge & Sons, the publishers, as well as Mr.
Crane’s, and that of the engraver and printer, Mr.
Edmund Evans. To a purchaser, it would matter liltle
that there were two editioiis of a work as long as the
unauthorized one was exactly like the original; but Mr.
Crane says that “ Ihe pirated edillon giossly misrepre-
sents his drawings, both in style and coloring; that the
arrangement of the pages is difTerent; and that the full.
page colored piales are complete travesties, and very
coarse ones, of the originais.” And it does not at all
improve the false copy that it is to be bought for less
than the true one costs. It would be bad enough merely
to deprive Mr. Crane of the profits of selling an exact
imitation of his book, but it is far worse to puta 6ad
sham before the people as the work ofa true artist. This
not only lessens his gains, but also takes away from his
good flame, !>esides spoiling Ihe taste of the youngsters.

THE LETTICR-BUX.

UIRLS AND Bovs: Vou \vill all be v*ry sorry, we know, lo Icam
iJiai Ihe beginning of Miss Alcolt's serial siory, “ Under the Lilac*,”
hj« been posiponed lo Ihe December nnmbcr; but in place ofii, wc
pcml ihis monlh ihc capital short siory of “ MolUe’s Boyhood,"
ulillH. wec feel sure, will go far toward rcpaymg you for the disap-
piiinimenl, We trujst ask you 10wait a month longer for the opening
chapwrs < ihc scriil, and we mean lo gjve you ihen a much longer
insiallment of ii than could have been prinied in ihe present issue.

Meanwhile. you wiU find tho-t the splcndld anide on Christmas
Gifis, which occupies tweniy-two pages of ihis number, coniains
novelties, hinls, pintes, and directions enough to keep your ininds so
busy planning, and your hund* so busily at work, during iho nexi
lew weeks, thai the December St, Nicholas will come before you
ilifiikofc,\pectingiC, and perhaps before you have half finislicd your
prvuy gjfiN

ib'/AR ljtti.e Schoolma’am ; Plea'e will you tell me Ifii is wami
« C*fd, and if li Is dark orllj-ht, 1Ji the places between the stars?__
\ culs affeciionately, Constance Dubivac.b,

lhe Liide Schoolmn’ani respcclfully hands over this question to
other liltle schmilma‘ams.

Uhak St. NiCHOLAs: T inakc so many of ihe “ Thisiie*Pufis *
spokCT of in the Sepreml>er number that i ihoaght | would let you
know how i fix mine. Afier | get ihc ihisiles 1 cut off all ihe green
cxceptiny a little al the botiom: theti I puli oul all the purplc, and
i«\-e ihem oul in the sun lili they are perfecily round white balls.
~cy are very preliy in hats. Please pul me down a* a Bird-
defender—Y "ur con«tant readcr, Adce Gertrude Bexepict.

Exmouih, Kugland, Augusc ayth.
kiE'R St. Nichotras: | have read ihe siory of the “ Blue-Coal
J7y,” and like it. | am in Bngland, and almost every day sec a
Hint*Coat boy pass our house. J ihink he looks Uke the picture in
«he Si, Nichota” | should not Hke to wcar the long coai, because
Alcouldn’t runin ii; and I should think he would get a sunsiroke,
f viiboui a hal, if he ever goes lo ilie beach. Aunt Fanny is like my
Ramnw; she never asks for the right ihjng ai ihc shops, | likc the
1 YT, Nichotas, and wish another one wouTd come. My uuniy gave
11 to me for a Christmas present for a whole year.—Your friend,
Brnedict Crowfli-

\Vr are very glad to see the iniertst which our readers have taken
in ihc subjecr of “ School*lunchcons.” Many boys and girls have
scntin letiers, ihanking us forihe areicle in our Scptember number,
and filled with sage bits of evperieucc. \Ve should like lo acknowU
edge ihese separately, and princ some of them, but can do no more
here than exprcss our thanks 10 our young corrcspoiidenCs, one and
all, for their kind and hcany words.

Il will iiiicrcst them all to know, however, that the article has
aitracied atceniion, and aroused eiiihusia-sm among the older people
100,—their faihcrs and moihcrs, and tcachers, and even their favorite
wriicrs. For berc. among Ihe many letiers iChas brought us, is one
that is pccuHarly wclcome. Our readers will have Hale difficulty in

gucssing who ihc writeris:
Augusc 76th.

Deab Little.Schoolwa’am; Being much interesied, as well as
amused. by the limcheon ariicle In St, Nicholas for Sepiember, 1
should likc lo add one more to ihc listof odd lunclieons

A preity liltle ilisk of botcd rice, with a cakc of molasses, or pre«
serve of some sort, in the niiddle. ‘'lhis, fitied inio a basket, and
covered with aplate, goessnfely, and, wiih the addiifon of a napkin
and two spoons, makes a simple meal for hungry children.

Il may find favor in the eyes, or raiher moulhs, of the young
readers ofST. Nicholas, not dnly because i is good, but because ii
was the favorite lunch once upon a time of two hule girU who are
now preity well known as "Meg and Jo March.” It may be well
to add chai ihc'ie young per&ons never had dyspcpria In their Uves,—
pie and pickios. cakc and candy being unknown “ goodle« ™ to them.

WIih ljcst wishes for the success of ihis much-nceded reform In
schuohchildren's diei, | am, yours truly, 1 w. a.

The .Moons of Mars,

SINCL Professor Procter wroic the paper cntitled “ Mars, ihe
Planet of War," published in ihjs number, there ha.s been made, in
rclalion lo its subject, a dl&covery that the scientists say will rank
arnong llie most brilliant achievemcnts ofastronomy.

A great diffcrence once thought 10 exlIst beiwccn Mars and the
other plancis was thai he had no muons: but during the nighi of the
téih <f Augusi, Professor Hall, of ihc . S. Naval Observatory al
Washington, D. C., aclually saw through his teicscopc ihat Man>
has a moofi. On ihe tSth ofAugusi anoiher was scen, smaller iban
the first and nearer lo ihe planeL The larger satolllie Is belicved lo
be not more than len mile» in diameter: fi s less than 12,000 miles
distnni frum Its primar)’, and Its perind nf rcvolnnon about 11 is
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30 hours 24minutes. 'I'he distance of ihc snialiet mtton U 3,300 miles,
and it< period 7 hours 38 minutes, There fic no doubt that these
newly found celestial bodies are t))C smalle.st known.

From mcasurcmcnts made by Professor Hall, ii U found, with a
near approach lo certainiy, ihai the mass tf Mars Is equal to
)-3,090,000ih part of tlic mass of the sun. TIlus result was arrived at
afteronly ten minutes ofcalculaiion, and is believed to be more nearly
accuraie than that t.biaincd by M. Le Verrier, ihc great French
astronomer, (rom observations continued through a century and after
seveml years of jaborioiw caiculation by a corps of computcrs. This
wonderful difference in the expcndiiure of lime and labor is due to
the vigtiance of Professor Hall and to the admirable ciualilies of his
instntmenl, the grcai twenty*six inch refracUng telescope made by
Alvan Clark & Sons.

Onkland, Cal,
Dear St. Nicholas: |do notwlsh to make you any troublc,
but | would like it very much if you could find room In some
number lo give a good explanation of the great war In Europc. |
can’t understand Ii in the ncwspaper, but | am pretty sure you can
make It plain and d&mplc enough for oU of your young r¢«jers.—
Yours truly, Nsn.

The Turco>Russian war is panly a conflict of ndigions and
partly one of poUtics. The Turks carne into Europe as the rcligious
eniissaries of the Mohammcdan religién. In all ihc provinces o
Turkey in Europe wliich they conquered, the Chrisljatx of the Greek,
Armenian and Caihollc churches were the viciims of n bitler persecu-
lion, The Caar of Russia is the head of the Greek church. He
has made rcpcatcd wars In deiensc of ibc children of his faith  lhete
have bcen many wars and long sieges which, like the present, were
said lo be only in defense of the faiih of the Greek church—a crusade
and a holy war, 3

But if “ Ncb” will only look at the inap of Russia, he will sc<, If
he will study climaie a litele, that the vast erapite of Russia has one
thing lacking. Ir has no good ouilct lo the Atlantic Occan, no powcr
upon ihc seas. The Balilc Sea is closed half the year by ice. The
grcal wheat trade of Russia conccntrates at Odessa, on ihe Black
Sea, and 10get her grain 10 market she must pass through the Turk-
ish lafies ofthe Bospborus and the Dardunelles. Russia is a prisoner
as toacccss to the Mcdhcrranean, and so 10 ihc Atlantic, and so to
the worid ai large. Ifshe is at war, she cannot float her fleets. If
she is ac peacc, she cannot sell her grain without going nnmdabmu
through her neighbors' lots. Turkey srands ihc tollman at the tnm-
pike-gate, controlling and usurping the highway of oli naiions.

Maps are fascinatmg rcadiug. “ Neb” must not think that
rcligious faiih ever occasit>ned a war, Russia smcerely desires the
proiection of (>rcck Chrisifans iu Ruumauia and Bulgaria in Europe,
and Armenia In Asia, but she wants also to send her ships free to the
winds through from the Black Sea to the Mediierranean. Look atthe
map once more. “ Neb," and see how much of a great country, fer-
tile, slrong, and industrious, is closed and shui against the outer
woHd by the absolulc Turkish control of the Bosphonis and the
Dardanellcs.

Indianapolis, 1877.
Dbar St. Nicholas: 1 have taken every number of your splen-
did magazine, and | will now uy 10 do my share to entenain the
uthers.
My papa was a soldier In ihc great civil war, and | was bom m
camp just after ihc cidse of the war, and am now nearly rwelve years

old.

General Shcrraan, who madu the great “ march to the sea,” wrote
me a letter, whieh is verv much too [*x)d for one boy alone, so | send
icto you 10 publish, so tiiat other children may have the beneiit of It
too.—Your reader, Berhib M.

" Head*quarter.s Army of the United States,
“ Washington, D. C,, April 21, 1877.
* Master Berkir M.
"Indianapolis:

“ | have rcceived ihc handsome phowgmph sent me, and recognu'e
ihcfeatures of a fine young lad, who has bcfoit him every oppor-
tunity lo grow up a man offine physique, with a mind cultivaied to
meet whatcver vicissiiudcs and opportimiues the future may present.
Many boys in reading hiscory have a fceling of regrct that their liyes
had not fallen in some former period, replete with cvcnts of siirring
intetesi, such a« our Ruvohitionary War, or that in México, or even
the Civil War, wherciii they feel that they might have played a con*
spicuous part.

“ Don'l you make this mUtake. The nexthundred years will pre-
sent more opportunities for distinction than the past, for our country
now contains only foriy millions of people, which will probably double

LETTER-BOX.
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cvery ihirty-three years, so that if you Uve eo three score yean>and
ten you will be a citixen of a republic of two hundred milions of
people. Now, all changcs are attended by conflictof mind or ofarms,
and you may rest easy that there will be pbn” for you lodo, and
plenty of honor and famc if you want them. The true rule of lifeis
lo prepare In advanee, so as to be ready for the oppoitumty whenu
presents Itself.

" 1surely hope you will grow In streng”b and kiiowledge, and do
Afull mau’i: share in buildmg up the future of this country, which
your fathers have prepared for you, “ Truly your friend,

“W. T. SHP.nMAN, General

No doubt mauy of our readers have read some of the poemsoi
Charles and Mary Lamb, and all who have will be Inierestcd in ihe
r>l)owiiig news conceming one of their books. In 2809 they pub>
lished 3 little volume of “ Poetry for Children,” bul only a few copiet
were printed, and these were soon out of prini, so that the book
lias long been considered lost to the world. It was recenily dii
covered, however, ihai the little book had bcen reprinted in Bui)lgg
in i8x2, and the only two copies of this ediQon known to exi®t i
chis cuiintry have laiely come into possession oi Messrs. Scribaer,
Armstrong Se Co., who jmend 10 republish the volume this fall. TT«
hiiok contains many delightful little poems forboys and giils, prertily
riiymed, and full ~the quainthumor and conceits whiuh mark the
otifer wriiings of th« aulhors. We should likc lo print several of
them, bul have only room for these:

The YOiiNC Lbttrr-W ritrh.

J?iar Si'y, Dear Madam, or Dear Friend,
With ease aro written at the top:

When ihcsc two happy words are pcnn'd,
A youthfnl wHier oft wi) stop,

And bitc his pen, and lift his eye.s
As if he thinks W find in alr

The wish’d-for foliowing words, or tries
'1*0 fix hib ihoughts by fixed stare.

Bul haply all in vain—the ncxi
Two words may be so long before
They '11 come, the wriicr, sore perpiext,
Gives in dcspair the matter o'er;

And when maturer age he sees
With ready pen so swlft indiling,
W ith envy he beholds the «ise
O f long-accusiom'd letter*»riting.

ljourage, young friend, the time may be,
W hen you atcain maturer age,

Some young as you are now may see
You with like ease gUdc down a page.

Ev’n then. when you, lo years a debior,
In varied phrase your meaningR wrap,

The welcom si worés in all your letter
May be those two kind words ai top,

Crumbs to thr Birus,

A Urd appears a thoughilcss thing,
He's ever living on the wing.
And keeps up such a carolling,
That Hiele else to do but sing

A man would guess had he.

No doubt he has his iirtic caros,

And veiy hard he oficn farcs:

The which so patiently he bears,

That, listening to those clieeKul ain>,
W ho know’s but he may be

In want of his next rneal of seeds?
I think for ikai his sweet song pleads:
1f so, his pretty ari succeeds.
I 'Il scatter there aracng the weeds
All the small crumbs | see.

W very seldom take up a book only to brcak the tenth commaiwl* |
ment; but Bayard Taylor's recefii volume, “ 'The Boys of <*l«l
Counliies,” pubUshcd by the Putnams, always has cbaieifectupon us‘l
forwe wish that every one of the stories in it had been wriRen fi>'
St. Nicholas. our boys and girls, » |
a book so wcll described by its tillo, is that it contains “ Jon of Ira |
land/’ which originally appeared o chis magasine, and that each”1
the stories is as good In Us way as “Jon ” Itself.

The best thing wc can say
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THE RIDDLK-ROX,

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

The iitilals iame a noted philosopher, and ihe final» an emlIncnt

2. A bcauriful flower. 3. A

4. A small marine animal. 5 A

7- Atraciof land,
ISOLA\.

i. A naiTOw arm of ihe sea.
iivuHy erowin” in moi'ft land.
riw inine Gniced Siaies. 6. A cone-bearingtree.
snrrounded by water. 8. A metal.

ISUOKEN WORD.S.

Find a word 10 fill ihe single blank, and divide :c into smaller
words (wiihoul transposing any letters) to fill che other blanks. Thus:
Such /orases have gone on In that forestfor am .

I. You must not think the whole were because he
2. Onc of this bt*'s mrnor is his constant cUmbiug .

When 1 gavo him a pledgc, ihc toper said with a look, “You

64 The aldcr was piciurcd ngainst the -
every branch, leaf, and - standing cui dear)y.

PICTORXAI. NUIHEIUCAL REPUS.

FiHD thu sum expressed jn each horizontal row, and add together the
four numbers thus found, to form the compete sum
expresa” by the rebus.

THOU
THOU L

THOU™
THOU 9

¥1TiB g8&,

HOUR-GLASM PUZZLE,
i. UNCfiAstm;. 2. Of litile wonh. 3. Habitaiion. 4. Andeiii.
% A vowcl. 6. Devoiired. 7. To muse. 8 A maker of arms.

Q Small fl,u fish. The centréis read downward fiame the act ofun-
Wding. GBOBCE CHIKN.

I"IRTAILINGA.
). Ci'RTAiL a disgrace, and Icavc an impostura Dehead, and

leave oneofNoah's sons, Cunail, and Icavcan exclsmation denoiing
surprise, joy, or grief. Behead again, and leave a vowcl.

BEHEAPINGS ANU

. — e — ...—...e producunn, and leave a giri's namc.
Bencad. and leave an ancrent coin.  Curiail, and leave a conjunciion.
Henead, nnd leave a consonant

4. Behead a part of the body, and leave a kind oftree. Curteil,

ieave an arbcle used in toilets. Bebcad, and Icavc a prepositioD.
tunail, and leave a pronoun,

5 Curcail a sweet juice collected by bees, and leave a stone for
*narpening raeors. Behead, and leave a number. Ciirtail, and leave
4 preposmon. Curtail, and leave an invocation. n.t, m.

NUMEItICAL ENIGMA,

Aftrr handing a mug of 9, a, 3 10the man who was at the 7, 4,
| ol the 1, 6, 8, Frank resuined rtadiog the lifc oi 1, a, 3, 4,5, 6, 7,
isoLA

EA»Y PIA>IONU PUZZX/J3.

3. A giri's

r. In dwelling bul m>l in house. 2. A Spanish poem.
6. An In-
o'd.

flame. 4. A precious stonc. 5. A lerm in F.nglUh law.
sect. 7. In bird but nol in beast.

CHARAPE.

UUT on the hilUsidc, bleak and bare,

In wintcr's chill and summeFs glare,

Down by the ocenn's rugged snore,

Where the icstiess billows loss and roar,

Deep in gloomy caves and mines,

Where nusis are foul and the sun nc'cr shines,
Man scudies my fin>t and second well,

To learn what story they have to tell.

n.

Oo co the depths of the fachomless sea,
Go where the dcw-drop shines on the lea,
Go where are gathere” In lands afar

The Cre.asurcs of earth for the rich basaar,
Oo 10 the crowded baU-room, where

AH that is lovely, and young, and fair,
Charms che souf with beaucy and gracc,
And my third shall mcct you face lo face.

.

When war’s red hand was ralsed to slay,

And front lo front great armies (ay,

Then, oft in the stent midnight camp,

When naughi wa« heard but ihe seniry's uamp.
As he paiiently paced his loncly round,

My whole was sought, and yet when fouiid,

It sent fuH many a warrior brave

To his last long test, in a soldier’s grave. e.

}. .

PUZZLE BOUQUET.

j. A cuNKING anim.Il and a covering for the hand. s. A vcracious
bird of prey and a useless plant. 3. A pipe and a flower. 4. A
swectmeai and abunch of hair. 5. A noun meaning aqiiick breaking
and a wingcd serpent. 6. A stone fence and the blossom ofa plant.
7. Fragrantand a vegetable.. 8. An enteriainmcnt of dancing and
a boy*s nickname. 9. Vapor frozen in flakcs, and to let fall. xo. To
enter mto (he conjugal state, and a precious metal.

GRORGS CHIKN.

TRANSPIiiSITIONS.

Fill ihe firscblank with a certain word, and then, by transposing
che final letCcr to the place of ihe initial, forma woi”to fiU the second

blank. Example: In cheaajcs of her anccstors shesaa.itread wich.
onc fcar.
t. There isnoton a person of larger — . s. On the banks
of the the iravcler alune. As the chought of her kind-
.up in my heart, it causes it to with gratitudc. 4. Ic
was with no intent ihai destroyed his firstwin. 5. | nonced
on the — ofthe pond quantitics of

LETTIIR ANA<iRAMS

W riik a line in each case dcscribing ihe position of the letters
toward each other, and Iranspose the letters used in ibis descrié
lion to make a word which wiU answer ihe dcfiofrion given. Thus :

M. 57 R. on M. (iransposed) Mom.

1. ~p"~ Akind of bird.

a. S. R. Parts of a house.
3. S. T. A piece of furnicure.

d« {p,] pillage.

5- | Fe. 1 Ni» rhylhmical.

HIDDEN DRES!® GOODS.

1. Seuikg the ra&cal | con”™llcd him to clve up the money. 2
Aunt Nell is fond ofsinging iamburg. 3. Belle Prescotl on)y failed
once lastyear. 4. Eveline never leamed lo control her”If, 5. >VT)erc
isTowser, Gerdet 6. Thiet Homcr in.Oregon. 7. Where did you
find such a queer fossll.Kennetht 8 Tom Thumb isa tiny specc-
tmhenf_ofohuraanltyA 9. Did Erastnus Lincoln lose all his prbperty by

e fire?
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PICTORIAL PROVERB-ACROSTIC.

Arrange ihe words represetiicd by ihe numbertd pictnrcs in ihcir ordor, The initials and finais (reading down ihe former and continumg
down ihe latter) Ibrm a familiar proverb, the sentiment of which is suggested by the central picture.

DoiBLK Diamond PUZZW-—B\S R iddik.— l.incst, Iclets, Enlist, Tinsel, SUeni, listen.
Diaconal Piizzle.— Grand, Prate.
MAPLE CLARE
Ly CRATN
RLATE
) CRANR
AV&AR PLA 1D
TAK COMBiNATioK ?2U2ZI.E.— P—rive—T
E —ptid—E
Squarr-Word,—Midas, Ivory, Donor, Ardse, Syren, A —lid—A
Charads,—Dilapidatcd. C—ape—S
Nump.ricat Enigma.— Handsome. E—lor"—£
Dol/BLR AcRoSTic —Centcnnial Exposition.—ClovE, EsseX, Easy Diamond Puzzie.— I, Asa, Isola, Ale, A,
NaP, TaDyhO, EplgloiliS, Neroli, NahanT, lital, ArnO, LcmoN. Puzzie.— Goitdolo.
Allie
Pcckham, "
. ulia Klrene Ladd, Gmce Austin Smith, Arthur C. Smiih, George Herbcrt White, WIHiain A. Crocker, Jr , Georgiana Mead, A G
.ames Ir~ell, Lizzic and Anna, Agnes E, Kennedy, Anna E Maihewson, C. S. Riché. Edith McKeever, Nessie E. Slevens, Caf"
Irving Spenccr, Edith Heard, M. W, C., Mary C. Wanr

.awson. Charles G. Todd, Ella and Klttie Blanke, w. Crelghion Spenccr, W.
Lena and Annie, Annie Stceckewaid, Hattie Pecl” Jcnnio Passmorc, George J. Fiske.
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