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I
is- tliosc oid days, in that o!d city, ihey called
Itlie catlifclral—and they ihought it—the housc of
¢God. Tilk>cathcdral was the Father’s housc for
fall, and tliorefore it was loved and honored, and
[tnriclic(l witli lavish treasurcs of wcaith and work,
J)eyond aiiy other father's housc.
Tlie cailiodral was the Father’s housc, and,
hcreforc, ciése to jts gates miglu ncstle the poor
Idivellinga of tlie poor,—too poor to fiiid a shclter
1iMynticrc besides ; becausc the central lifc and joy
lof ihe housc of God was the suffering, sclf-sncri-
Ificing Son of Man; and dearer to Him, now and
Iforcior. as when He was on eartli, was the feebicst
laiidino”t fallen human creaturc He hacl redeemed
Ithan the most glorious heavenly constellation of
Ithc universc He liad made.
t And so it happencd that when Berthold, the
Aone-cancr. dicd, Magdalis, his young wife, and
I hei iwo children, then scarcely more than babes,
I1Gotilieb and littlc Lenichen, were sitffpred to make
I fir homc in the little wooden shed which had
Itmce sheltercd a hcnnit, and which nestled inio
|t reccss cidse to the grcat western cate of the
iKinster.
‘'uside from the lofty aisles pealcd
I i, nigin and day, the anthcnis of the choir,
lose outsiilc, niglit and day, rose also, even inore
~fic\ lo God, the sighs of a sorrowfui woinan and
t oenes of little children whom ail hcr toil could
Wy supply >viih liread. Because, He hears the
though it comes not from a
"oorcven from a harmlcss sparrow, bnt a young
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raven, And He does not heed the sweetcst an-
them of the fullest choir, if jt is a mere ponip of
sound. Because, while the best jove of His meanest
creaturcs is precious to Him, the secofid-bcst of His
loftiest creaturcs is intolerable lo Him. He heeds
the shining of the drops of dew and the rustling of
the blades of grass. But from creaturcs who can
love he cannot accept the mere outside offering
of creatures which can only make a pleasant sound.

All this, or such as this, the young mother Mag-
dalis taught her babes as they could bear it.

For they needed such lessons.

The troubles of the worlcl pressed on them very
carly, in the shapc little children can understand__
little hands and feet nipped with frost, hunger and
darkness and coid.

Not that tlie citizens of that city were hypocritos,
singing the praises of God, whilst they let His
dear Lazaruses vainly crave at His gates for their
crumbs.

But Magdalis was very tender and timid, and a
little proud; proiid not for herself. but for her
husband and his babes. And she was also feebls
in health. She was an oiphan herself, and she had
mnrried, against the ndU of hcr kindred in a far-off
city, the young stone-carver, whose genius they did
not appreciate, whose labor and skill had made life
so rich and bright to them while he lived, and
whose carly death had Icft them all so desoiate,

For his dear sake, she would not complain. For
herself it had been easier to die, and for his babes
she woiild not bring ilic shame of beggary on
them.  Better for them to enter into this life
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maimed of sti-ength, she thought, by meager food,
than tainted with the taint of beggary.

Rather, she thought, would their father bimself
have seen them go hungry to bcd than deserve
that the fingers of otber children should be pointed
scornfully at them as “ the little bcggars by the
church door,” the door of the church in wliich she
gloried to think there were stoncs of his cavving.

So she toiled on, carving for sale little devotional
symbols—crosses, and reliquaries, and lilies and
lainbs—with the skill she liad learnt from him,
and teaching the little ones, as best she could, to
love and work and suffer. Teaching them only,
perhaps, not quite enough to hope. For the lamp
of hope burnt low in her own heart, and therefore
her patience, not being enough the patience of
hope, lacked something of sweetness. It never
broke downward into murmurs, but it too seldom
soared upward into praise.

So it happened that one frosty night, about
Christmas-tide, little Gottlieb lay awake, very
hungry, on the ledge of the wall, covered with
straw, which served him for a bcd.

It had once been the hermit's bed. And very
narrow Gottlieb thought it must have been for the
hermit, for more than once he had been in peril of
falling over the side, in his restless tossings. He
supposed the hermit was too good to be restless, or
perhaps too good for the dear angels to think it
good for him to be hungry, as they evidently did
think it good for Gottlieb and Lenichen, or they
would be, not good angels at all, not even as kind
as the ravens which took the bread to Elijah wlien
they were told. For the dear Hcavenly Father
had certainly told the angels always to take care of
little children.

The more Gottlieb lay awake and tossed and
thought, the further off the angels seemed.

For, all the time, under the pillow lay one pre-
cious crust of bread, the last in the hoiisc until his
mother should buy the loaf to-morrow.

He had saved it from his supper in an impulse
of generous pity for his little sister, who so often
awoke, crying with hunger, and woke his poor
mother, and would not let her go to sleep again.

He had thought how sweet it would be, when
Lenichen awoke the next morning, to appear sud-
denly, as the angels do, at the side of the bed
where she lay bcside her mother, and say :

“ Dear Lenichen 1 See, God has sent you this
bit of bread as a Christmas gift.”

For the next day was Christmas Eve.

This little plan made Gottlieb so happy that at
first it felt as good to him as eating the bread.

But the happy thought, unhappily, did not long
content the hungry animal part of him, which
craved, in spite of him, to be filled; and, as the
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night went on, he was sorely tempted to eai tli |
precious crust— his very own crust— himself.

“ Perhaps it was ambitious of me, after all," ke
said to himself, “ to want to seem like a blessed
angel, a messenger of God, to Lenichen. Perhaps,
too, it would not be true. Because, after all, «1I
would not be exactly God who sent the crust, bdl |
only me.”

And with the suggestion, the little hands which |
had often involuatarily felt for the crust, brougbi ii |
to the hungry little mouth.

But at that moment it opportunely happened |
that his mother made a little moan in her slap,
which haif awakened Lenichen, who murmured, I
sleepily, “ Little mother, mother, bread !”

Whcreupon, Gottlieb blushed at his own wn
generous intention, and rcsolutely pushed back ire
crust under the pillow. And thcn he thought il
must certainly have been the devil who had tempted |
him to eat, and he tried to pray.

He prayed the “ Our Father” quite through, j
kneeling up softly in bed, and lingering fondly, b |
not very hopefully, on the “ Give us our ¢
bread.”

And lheii again he fell into rather melancholy I
reflections how very often he had prayed that sare
prayer and been hungry, and into distracting sec
ulations how the daily bread could come, until &
last he ventured to add this bit of his owntokisl
prayers;

“ Dear, holy Lord JesUs, you were once a litle |
child, and know what it feels like. If Lenichet
and 1 are not good enough for you to sendib
bread by the blessed angels, do send us somch;
the poor ravens. Wc would not mind at all, if joeyl
carne from you, and were your ravens, and broi
Us real bread. And if it is wrong to ask, pleaa |
not to be displeased, because | am such a Ht
child, and | don’t know better, and 1 want to gol
sleep !

Then Gottlieb lay down again, and turned hs
face to the wall, where he knew the picture ofiik
Infant Jesds was, and forgot his troubles and fd
asleep.

The next morning he was awaked, as so dften |
by Lenichen’s little bleat; and he rose tiiurapl-
antly, and took his crust to her bedside.

Lenichen greeted him with a wistful little sk |
and put up her face for a kiss; but her recepum|
of the crust was somewhat disappointing.

She wailed a little because it was “ hardaii
dry,” and whcn Gottlieb moistencd itwithafc*
drops of water, she took it too much, he felt, asi
mere common meal, a thing of course, and lie|
natural right.

He had expected that, in some way, the hunjiT |
hours it had cost him would have been knealW



THE RAVENS AND THE ANGELS.

inlo it, and made it a kind of heavenly manna
for her.

To him it had meant hunger, and heroism, and
sieepless hours of endurance. It seemed strange
inai to Lenichen it should seem nothing inore than
ahard, dry, coinmon crust.

But to the mother it was much more.

She imdcrstood all j and, because she understood
soinucli, she said little.

She only smiled, and said he looked more than
ever like his father; and as he sat musing ratlier
sadly while she was dressing, and Lenichen had
fallen asleep again, she pointed to the little peace-
fulslecping fece, the fiaxen hair curling over the
dimplcd arm, and she said :

‘That is thy thanks—just that the little one is
liappy. The dear Heavenly Father cares more, |
think, for such thanks than for any othcr ; just to
see the flowers grow, just to hear the birds sing to
tlidr ncstlings, just to see His creatures good and
iiappy, because of His gifis. Those are about the
best thanks for Him and for us.” -

But Gottlieb looked up inquiringly.

“Yct He likes us to say ‘ Tliank you,”too? Did
jou not say all the Church services, all the beauti-
ful caihedral itself, is just the peoples * Thank you’
to God? Are we not going to church just to say
‘Thank you,” to-day?”

“Yes, darling,” she said. “ Butthe ‘thank you’
wemean to say is worth little imicss it is just the
blossoin and fragrancc of the love and content
abvays in tbe heart. God cares infinitely for our
loring Him, and loves us to thank Him if we do.
He docs not care at all for the thanks without tlie
love, or wiithout the content.”

And as she spoke these is'ords, Mother Magdalis
wes prcaching a little sermén to herself also, which
made hcr eyes moisten and shine.

Soshe look courage, and contrived to persuade
the children and herself that the bread-and-watcr
brcak/ast that Christmas Eve morning had some-
tbing quite fcstive about it.

And ivhen they had finished with a grace which
Gottlieb sang, and Lenichen lisped after him, she
«0id him to take the little sister on his knee and
smg through his songs and hymns, while she
wraycd herself in the few remnants of holiday
dtess left her.

And as she cleaned and arranged the tiny room,
iier heart was lighter than it had been for a long
time.

“10Qiightto be happy,” she said to herself, “ with
"losic cnough in my little nest to fill a church.”

When Gottlieb had finished his songs, and was

sginning them over again, there was a knock at
« edoor, and the face of oid Hans, the dwarf, ap-
peared at the door, as he halfopened it.
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“ A good Christmas to thee and thy babes,
Mother Magdalis 1 Thy son is born indeed with a
golden spoon in his mouth,” croaked oid Hans in
his hoarse, guttural voice.

The words grated on Magdalis. Crooked Hans
jokes were apt to be as crooked as his temper and
his poor limbs, and to give, much dissatisfaction,
hitting on just the sore points no one wanted to
be touched.

She felt tempted to answer sharply, but the sweet
Christmas music had got into her heart, and she
only said, with tears starting to her eyes:

“ If he was, neighbor, all the gold was lost aifi
buried long ago.”

“ Not a bit of it!” rcjoined Hans. “ Didn’t |
hear the gold ring this very instant? The lad has
gold in his mouth, I say! Give him to me, and
you shall see it before night.”

' She looked up reproachfully, the tears fairly fall-
ing at what she thought such a cruel mockery from
Hans, who knew her poverty, and had never had
from her or hers the rougli words he was too used
to from every one.

“ The golden days are over for me,” was aU she
said.

“ Nay | They have yet to begin,” he replied.
“ Your Berthold left more debtors than you know,
Frau Magdalis. And ofd Hans is one of them.
And Hans never forgets a debt, black or white.
Let the lad come with me, | say. | know the
choir-master at the cathcdral. And | know he
wants a fine high treble just such as thy Gottlieb’,
and will give anything for it. For if he docs not
find one, the Cistercians at the ncw convent will
draw away all the people, and we shall have no
money for the new organ. They have a young
Italian, who sings like an angel, thcre; and the
young archduchess is an lItalian, and is wild about
music, and lavishcs her gifts wherever she finds it
good.”

Magdalis looked perplexed and troubled.

“ To sell the child’s volee seems like selling part
of himself, neighbor,” she said at length; “ and
to sell God’s praises seems like selling one’s own
soul.”

“ Well, well! Those are thy proud burgher
notions,” said Hans, a little nettled. “ If the
Heavenly Father pleases to give thee and the little
ones a few crumbs for singing His matins and
evensong, it is no more than He does for the
robins, or, for that matter, for the veiy ravens,
such as me, that croak to Him with the best voice
they have.”

At these words, Gottlieb, who had been listening
very attentively, gently set little Lenichen down,
and, drawing ciése to Hans, put his little hand con-
fidingly in his.
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“ 1 will go with rcighbor Hans, mother!” be
saicl, clecisivcly. “ The dear Lord himself has sent

“Thou speakcstlikeaprophet,” said the mother,
smiling tenderly at his oracular mannei, ““a prophct
and a king in onc. Hast thou nad
thy will indecd the law of the land ?”

“ Yes. mother,” he said, colonng, “the dear
Lord JesUs has made it quite plain. | asked Him,
if we were not good enough for Him to send us an
&ngel, to send us onc of His ravens, and He has
sent US Hans !” , 1
¢« Hans laughed, but not the gnm, hoarse laugti
which was habitual to him, and which people com-
pared to the croaking ofa ravcn ; it was a hearty,
open laugh, Uke a child’s, and he said :

“ Let God’s raven lead thee, then, ray lad, and
the mother shall see if we don’t bring back the
bread and meat."”

“ | did not ask for mcat,” said Gottlieb, gravcly,
“ only for bread.”

“ The good God is wont to give more than we
eithcr dcsire or deserve,” croaked Hans, * whcn
He sets about giving at all”

a vision ? s

There was no time to be lost.

The services of the day would soon begln, and
Hans had set his heart on GottUeb’s singing that
very day in the cathedral.

The choir-master’s eyes sparkled as he listened
to the boy ; but he was an austcre man, and woukl
not utter a word to make the child think himself of
evalué. G e

“ Not bad raw material,” he said, but very
raw. | suppose thou hast never beforc sung a note
to any one who understood inusic ?”

“ Only for the mother and the little sister,” the
child replicd in a low, humblcd tone, bcginiiing to
fear the raven would bring no bread after all, “ and
sometimes in the litanics and the processions.”

Sing no more for babcs and nurses, and still
less among the bcggars in the street-processions,”
pronounced the master, scvercly. *“ It strains and
vultharizes the tone. And, with training, | don’t
know but that, after all, we miglit make something
of thee—in time, intime.”

Gottiicb’s anxiety mnstercd his tunidity, and he
ventured to say;

“ Gracious lord!

if it is a long time, how can
weallwait?

1 thought it woukl be to-day ! The
mother wants the bread to-day.”

Something in the child’s carnest face touched the
master, and he said, more gently ;

“ 1did not say you might not
must begin this fioiir, this moment.
time has been lost alieacly.”

to-day. You
Too much

RAVENS AND THE ANGELS.

ANIAST,

And at once he set about the first Icsson, scold-
ingand growling about the child setting his leelh
like a dog, and mincing his words like a fine bly,
till poor Gottlieb’s hopes more than once sank
very lo'v.

tut, at tlie cnd of a quarter of an hour’s prac-
tice, the artist in the choir-mastcr entirely ower-
caine the diplomatist.

He behaved like a madman. He took tlio child
in his arms and hugged him, like a friendly bear;
he set him on the tablc and made him sing aic
phrase again and again, walking round and round
him, and rubbing his hands and laughing with
delight; and, finally, he scized liim and bore him
in triumph to the kitchen, and said to his house-
kceper;

“ Ursula, bring out the finest goose and the best
preserves and puddings you have. W-e must fesi
the whole choir, and, may be, the dean and chap-
ter. The archduke and the young arcliduchess wll
be here at Eastcr. But we shall be ready for them
Those beggarly Cistercians have n’t a chance. The
lad has the voice of an angel, and the ear—the car
—well, an car as good as my own.”

“ The child may well have the voice of an angel,”
scolded oid Ursula; “ he is like to be among the
angels soon enough.”

For the .hope, and the fear, and the joy had
quite overedme the child, cnfcebled as he was by
meager faro; his lips were quite palé, and bis
cheeks.

Moreover, the last.order of the choir-masterbao
not been quito re-assuring to him. The fat goose
and the puddings were good, indced; but he would
have prcferred his mother and Lenichen being
feasted in his honor, rather than the choir and tre
chapter.

And besidcs, though little more than sevcn yean
oid, he was too much of a boy quite 10 enjoy bis
position on the master’s shoulder. He felt it to
babyish to be altogether honorable to ihe protectw
of Lenichen and incipicnt brcad-winiier of te
family. And, therefore, he was relicved when te
found himself once more safely on the ground.

But when Ursula set beforc him a huge plate«
bread and meat, his maily composure all but gart
way. It was more of an approach lo a feast thgji
any meal he liad ever participated in, and be ws
nearly choked with leprcssed tears of gratitude.

It was so cvident /low that Hans was altogether
an orthodox and accreditcd raven !

At first, as the child sat mtite and wondenng
bcfore the repast, with a beautiful look of joy a™
prayer in hisbluc cyes, Ursula thought he wassay
ing his grace, and respected his devotion. Buia
themoments passeci on, and still he did notaltempi
to cat, she becamc impatient.
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“ There is a time for everything,” she raurniured,
ut length. “ That will do for thy grace! Now
quick to the food! Thou canst finish the grace,
if tliou wilt, in music, in the church by and by,”

But then the child took courage, and said ;

“ Tlic ravens—that is, the good God—surely do
not mean all this for me. Dear, gracious lady, let
me riin nith the piate to the mother and Lenichen ;
and | wiii be back again in two minutes, and sing
dll day, if the master likes.”

RAVENS AND THE ANGELS.
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seemed to Mother Magdalis when Gottlieb re-
entered the hevmit’s cell, under the stately convoy
of the choir-master’s housekeeper, and with food
enough to'fced the frugal little houschold for a
weck.

The two women greeted each other ceremoni-
ously and courteously, as became two German
housewives of good burgher stock.

“ The little lad has raanners worthy of a burgo-
master,” said Ursula. “ We shall see him with the

THE CHOIR-MASTER IS DRLIGHTCD WITH IilS NEW PUPIL,

Ursula was much moved at the child’s filial love,
euid also at his politeness.

“The little one has discrimination,” she said to
herself, “ One can see he is of a good stock. He
recognizes that | am no peasant, but the daughter
Iofa good burgher house.”

A, jll spite of the rcmonstrances of hcr master,
she insisicd on giving the lad his way.

“1'vill accompany him, myself,” said she.

And, wlihout further delay or parley, she walkcd

* nndcr the very eyes of the master, with the
ho\. and also with a considerable portion of his
I oandinner, in addition to the piate she had already
« t beféte Gottlieb.

intervention it

A very joyful and rairaculous

gold Chain and the fur robes yet,—his mother a
proud woman.”

With which somewhat worldly benediction, she
left the little family to themselvcs, conjuring Gott-
lieb to return in less than an hour, for the master
was not always as manageable as this morning.

And when they were alone, Gottlieb was not
ashamed to hide his tears on his mother’s heart.

“ See, darling mother!” he said, “ the dear
Savior did send tbe raven ! Pcrhaps, one day,
He will make us good enough for Him to send the
angels.”

Then the simple family all knclt down and
thanked God from their hcarts, and Gottlieb added
one especial bit of his own of praise and prayer
for his kind Hans, of whom, oii account of his
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grirn face and rough voice, he had stood in some
dread.

“ Forgive me, dear Lord Jesds,” he said, “ that
| did not know how good he was !”

And whcn they had caten their hasty Christmas
feast, and the mother was smoothing his hair and
making the best of his poor garments, Gottlieb
said, looking up gravely in her face :

“ Who knows, mother, if Hans is only a raven
now, that the good God may not make hira,'his
very sclf, the dngel 2"

PONY WAS TAKEN.
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“ Perhaps God is making Hans into the éangel
even now,” replied the mother.

And she remembered for a long tinie the angelic
look of love and devotion in the child’s eyes.

For she knew very well the cathedral choir fias
no angelic host.

She knew she was not welcoming her boy that
morning to a havcen, but launching him on a voyage
of many perils. But she knew, also, that it is only
by such perils, and through such voyages, that
men, that saints, are made.

{To b€ co7iUnued.)

HOW THE PONY WAS TAKEN,

BY C. W.

One morning, last Atigust, Jimmie Wood was
sitting on the gate-post making a willow whistle,
when a remarkable wagén, drawn by a lean, gray
horsc, carne up over the hill. The wagoén looked
like a big black box with a window in it. In front
was a man driving, and this man seemed lather
peculiar too. He had a long, pointed mustachc
and very cutly hair. He was not a cigar and candy
pcddler, fior a patent medicine man, fior a machine
agent, for Jim could recognize any of these in a
minute. The curly-haired man stopped directly in
front of the gate.

“ Good morning,” said he.

“ Morning,” answered Jim, shutting up his knife.

“ My filame ’s Leatherbee,” continued the cuily-
haired man.

“ Is it?” said Jim, unconcemedly, and then slid
off the gate-post and startcd for the house.

“Hiboy!”

Jim turned quickly.

“ Ask your pa whether he would n’t like to have
his house took !” called out the stranger.

Jim noddcd, and went across the grass-plot
meditating upon what the man meant by propos-
ing to take the house. His father was in the sit-
ting-room writing a lettcr.

“ Papa,” said Jim, leaning up against the table,
“ there ’s a man out there in the road that wants to
take the house.”

“ Wants to take the house!” exclaimed Mr.
\Vood, making a blot in his astonishment.

* Yes,” continued Jim, “ and he has the fun-
niest-looking wagén you ever saw in your life.”

“Ah!” said Mr. Wood, “ | understand now;

he wants to take some photographs, | suppose.
Well, tell him 1don’t want any,” and Mr. Wood
went on with his letter, while Jim proceeded across
the front yard again. He noticed his pony overin
the orchai'd. A thought struck him, and he
wheeled around and went back in the sitting-room
again in some haste.

“ Papa,” said he,
taken ?”

* She wont stand still long enough,”
Mr, \Vood, sealing up his letter.

“ But, papa, can’t the man try?” pleaded Jim

Mr. Wood thought for a minute. Then said:

“Yes. He may try.”

Jim galloped across the front yard in a second.

“ Well ?” said the curly-haired man, raising his
eyebrows.

“ Papa doesn’t want the house taken,” said Jim
with some dignity. “ But can you take my poy
over there in the orchard ?”

The man looked at Baloy, who was eanmly
crimching harvest apples under the trees.

“ Purty little beast,” he said, getting out of his
wagén and leading his horse up to the fencc.

“ Can you uke her?” asked Jim again, ani-
iously,

“ Course | kin,” answered Mr. Leatherbee. Hf
then tied his horse to the fence and lifted his a
paratus out of the wagén, and arranged it inthe
orchard. The pony immediately kicked up her
heeis and trotted off to a far-away cérner. M
Wood carne out of the house and talked to te
photographer, while Jim, after chasing around fe
some time trying to catch the pony, went to te

“can’t | have the pony

answereii
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s(@ble and put a quart of oats in a measure. As
"soon as Baby spicd that round, yellow box under
Jim's arra, she trotted up to him with a gentle
neigh- He caught her by the fore-top and led'her
(owhere Mr. Leatherbee was standing.

't Jest put her there,” said be, pointing to a place
under a big tree. Jim led her to the place and
held lier while Mr. Leatherbee made all his ar-
cangements.

“ Noiv\vc 're ready,” said he.

B.iby looked pleased at this announcement, but
Haved her tail wildly.

Mr. Wood smiled.

“Tell Baby to keep perfectly quiet,” said he to
Jim “ and ask her to lower her chin a little, cast a

‘THE POifv STOOD

pleasant expression around her eyes, and breathe
I genily.”
M. Leatherbee laughed at this. So did Jim;
fot it was exactly what the photographer always
I lold Itipi ivlicn he liad his picture taken.
| The|Kiny thought this all very pleasant, but she
| tranted the oats, and, consequently, was trying to
L1thriist her nose through Jim’s back in her efforts to
let at the measure.
The photographer looked despairing.
said Mr. Wood, stepping up

I N

oihepony. “ No, Jim, stand back; Mr. Lcather-
are you ready ?”
[ A Leatherbee, with one

| Mnd on the velvet that covered his camera.
M. Wood pourcd the oats on the ground and

1 of the pony’s head. For a while Baby
ifw finally she
fw " ground quietly eating.

1 Leatherbee drew asvay the velvet from the
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camera, and looked at his watch for sorae breath-
less minutes. Then he slipped the velvet on again,
and said:

“That’s all right.”

Jim drew a long sigh.

“ Will it be good, do you think?” he asked,
anxiously.

“ Not a doubt.of it,” said Mr. Leatherbee, in
such a cheerful tone that Jim immediately made
up his mind that the pony should have an extra
quart of oats all winter for her fine behavior. He
cxpected the picturc would be done right away,
but Mr. Leatherbee said he would have to send thé
plates to Poughkeepsie to his partner, and the pict-
ures would come soon by the mail. Mr. Leather-
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bee then put all his apparatus in his wagén again,
and jogged on as he had come.

For the next four days Jimmie went to the post-
ofifice about every two hours.

“ Expectin’ a love-letter ?” said oid Mr. Hallo-
way, the postmaster. At this all the loafers who
were sitting on the counter laughed loudiy. Jim
made up his mind that Mr. Halloway was a very
unplcasant oid gentleman, and voived all sorts of
threats against him. His revengeful plans melted
away, however, when Mr. Halloivay handed him a
big envelope, and said; “ Here, Bub, yer letter’s
come.”

Jim tore it open, and six photographs dropped
out all alike, all representing Baby eating under a
tree. He privately showed one to her that after-
noon. She evldently tliought it very handsome,
for she delicately chewed it up out ofJim’s hand, to
his great amazement. He says nothing about this
when telling how the pony's picture was taken.
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By Fleta Forrester.

Merrv Mike, from his door, bounded out to his play,
W ith his hcad in his hat, on a blustcring day;

When the wind, of a siiddcn, carne frolicking down,
And lifted Mike’s hat from his little round crown.
‘He-he !” said Mike, and he said “ Ho-ho !

Do you cali that funny, !'d like to know ?”

Then he made up his mind to return to the house,
But the merry wind pushed itself under his blouse;
And it roared and it roared, as he puffed and he ran,
Till it just knocked over this queer little man.
Ho-ho!” said Mike, and he said “ He-hcl

I TI get up again. Oid Wind, you Tl see |”

[IAJtUidi)
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Then the wind, with a fiurry of bluster and racket,
Went crowding and crowding right under his jacket;
And it lifted him off from his two little feet,

And it carried him bodily over the Street.

Mike laughed “ He-he 1” and he laughed “ Ho-ho!
Do you cali this flying, 1°’d like to know?"

But the wind with its antics was plainly not through,
For fiercer and fiercer and fiercer it blew,

Till making one effort of fury intense

It carried Mike neatly right over a fence.

Mike said “ Ho-ho I” and “ He-he!” together,

“ Do you think I am naught but a little hen’s-feather?”
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He met there a somewhat discouraged oid cow,

That had blown thither too, though she failed to see how;
And he smiled and said, “ Make yourself easy, my friend—
Only keep your mind giiiet, and things Tl soon mend!”
And he laughed “ He-he !” and he laughed “ Ho-ho 1
The wind is just playing, oid cow, you know !”

As he scampcred off home, what above should he see

But the roof of a shed, that had lodged in a tree;

So he laughed and he laughed, till his sides they did ache,
For he said, “ This is better fior wedding fior wake !”
And he roared “ Ho-ho 1” and he roared.” He-he 1”

For he was as tickled as tickled could be.

UAWnNN.
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“ That boy,” say the terrified folks of the town,
“ He would laugli just the same if the sky tumbled down!”
“ Indeed, an’ | would,” fancied Mike, with a grin,
“ For | might get a piece with a lot of stars in!”
And he chuckled * He-he !” and he chuckled “ Ho-ho !”
The very idea delighted him so!

His father complained to the priest, “ Now, | say,

Mike never stops laughing, by night or by day !”

Let him laugh,” spoke the priest; “ he will change by and by.
And 't is better to laugh than to grumble or cry!

It’s the way with the lad; let him laugh, if he like;

And be glad you 've a son that’s as merry as Mike 1”
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By Susan a. Brown.

The longcst visit that we read of in niodern
days was one which {r. Isaac Watts made at
Lord Abney’ in ihc Isle of Wight. He wecent to
spend a fortnight, but they made him so happy
that he remained a beloved and honored guest for
forfy years.

Few of USwould care to make so long a visit as
that, but it might be worth the while for us all to
try and learn the secret of raaktng ourselves agree-
able and wclcorae guests. To have “ a nice time”
when onc is visiting is delightful, but to leave be-
hind us a pleasant impression is worth a great deal
more.

An agreeablc guest is a title which any one may
be proud to deserve. A great many people, with
the best intentions and the kindcst liearts, never
receivc it, simply because they have never con-
sidered the subject, and really do not know liow to
make their stay in another person’s home a pleas-
urc instead of an inconvenicnce. If jou are one
of these thoughtlcss ones, you may be siire that,
although your friends are glad to see you happy,
and may cnjoy your visit on that account, your
departure will be followcd with a sigh of relief, as
the family settle down to their usual occupations,
saying, if not thinking, that they are glad the visit
is over.

A great many difierent qualities and habits go to
make up the character of one whom people are
always glad to see, and these last must be proved
while we are young, if we expect to wcar them
gracefully. A young person whose presence in the
house is an inconvenience and a weaiiness at fif-
tcen, is seldom a welcome visitor in afier-life.

The two most important characteristics of a
guest are tact and observation, and these will lead
you to notice and do just what will give pleasure to
your friends in their diffcrent opinions and ways of
living. Apply in its best sense the maxim—
“ When you are in Rome, do as the Romans do.”

Unless you have some good rcason for not doing
so, let your friends know the day, and, if possible,
the hour when you expect to arrive. Surpriscs are
very well in their way, but there are few households
in which it is quite convenient to have a friend
drop in without warning for a protracted visit. If
they know that you are coming, they will have the
pleasure of preparing for you and looking forward
to your arrival, and you will not feel that you are
disturbing any previous arrangements which they
have made for the day.

Let your friends know, if possible, soon after st
arrive, about ho'v long you mean to stay with them
as they might not hice to ask the question, ad |
would still find it convenient lo know whether yom
visit is to have a duration of three days or tlira
weeks. Take with you some work that you hae
already begun, or some book that you are veadin|.
that you may be agreeably employed when you:
hostess is engagedwith her own affairs, and nothe:
sitting about idle, as if waiting to be entertained,
when her time is necessarily taken up with sone1
thing else. Make her fecl that, for a small part.:
least of every day, no one needs to have anyre
sponsibility about amusing you.

A lady who is charming as a guest and asa
hostess once said to me; “ | never take a napinl
the afternoon when | am at homc, but 1 do when|l
I am visiting, because | know what a relief it hes |
sometimes been to me to have company lie doiwvn |
for a little while, after dinner.”

Try, without being too familiar, to make youi-1
self so much like one of the family that no ae
shall feel you to be in the way;j and, at the sne
time, be observant of those small courtesies ad
kindnesses which all together make up what tte|
World agrees to cali good manners.

Regulate your hours of rising and retiring bytre
customs of the house. Do not keep your friends
sitting up until later than usual, and do not ke
roaming about the house an hour or two befte
breakfast. If you choose to rise at an carly hou; |
remain in yourown room until ncar breakiasi-iime,
unless you are very sure that your presence inte|
parlor will not be unwclcome. Write in large la
ters, in a prominent place in your mind, “H
PUNCTUAL.” A visitor has no excuse for keepii®
a wholc family waiting, and it is unpardonabk
negligence not to be prompt at the table. Herei
a place to test good manners, and any manifesta-1
tion ofill-breeding here will benoticed andremm-
bered. Do not be too ready to express yourlil»
and dislikes for the various dishes before you. Te
wife of a certain United States Senator once vis-
ing acquaintances at some distance from hcr naw
wilds, made a lasting impression upon the fard
by remarking at the breakfast-tablc that “dil
should starve before she would eat mush,”
that she “ never heard of cooking mutton beiotj
she carne East.”

If you are tempted to go to the other extreit" |
and sacrifice truth to politeness, vead Mrs- OpK
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‘Tale of Potted Sprats,” and you wiil not belikely
[tobeinsincerc again.

It is well to remember that somc things which

1seeni of very little importance to you may make an
unplVisniu impression upon others, in consequence
*of a differeiicc in early training. The othcr day
Itw voiing ladies were heard disciissing a gentle-
[miii 'vlio had a great many pleasant qualities.
“Yes,” said onc, “ he is very handsomc, but he
[docs eat pie with his knffc.” Take care that no
Pifie of that kincl is recalled when people are
jspeakingof you.

Keep yuur own room in order, and do not scat-
[lei your bclongings all over the house. If your
| fnends aro urdcrly, it will annoy them to see your

lliings out of place; and if they are not, their own
| disordor will be enough without adding yours.

Make up your mind to be entcrtained with what
isdesigned to entertain you. If your friends invite
lyou lo jlin them in an excursion, express your
j pleasiire and rcadiness to go, and do not act as
Ithough you were conferring a favor instcad of re-
Jeeiving onc. No visitéis are so wearisome as those
[n'ho do not mect half way whatever proposals are
[tnadcfor their plcasure. ' Be contentcd to amuse
1 youi-sclf quietly in the house, or to join in any out-

: gayeties to which you are invited, and show by
lyour inanner that you ciijoy both.

I1f gamos are proposed, do not say that you will
Inot play, or “ would rather look ou;” butjoin with
the rest, and do the best you can. Never let a
Ifoolish fceling of pvide, lest you should not make so

i an appcarance as the others, prevent your
I tiying.

ifyou ave not skillful, you will at least show that
1you are good-naturcd, and that you do not think
jynursclf inodest when you are only proud.

Iiyou llave any skill in hcacl or fingers, you will
I never have a better time to use it than when you

are visiting; only, whatever you do, do well, and
do not urge your offers of assistancc after you scc
1that ii is not really clcsircd.  Mi-s. Poyser, who is
toneof George Eliot’s bcstcharacters, says: “ Folks
ashave no mind to be o’ use have allays the luck
lo'k out 0’ the road when there’s anything to be
jdoae." If yon do not find any place to be useful,
lyou may he tolcrably sure that it is your own
Thuit.

1hcard a genileman say of a young lady whose
Isinai) affectations were undergoing a sharp criti-
[CBm, - \\ whaicver you may say of her, she is
Icertaialy more ready to make herself useful than
lajiy othcr yming lady who visits here. 1f 1 lose my

newspaper, or want a stitch

slic is always ready.” And | shall never

[ impression wliich a young lady made
jipon me, as 1 saw her sit idly rocking backward

lei

and forward, complacently surveying the young
friends she was visiiing as they were hurrying to
finish peeling a basket of peaches.

While visiting, remember that you meet many
who are strangers to you, and do not seem to you
especially attractive, but who may still be dear and
valued friends of the family; and be cautious about
making criticisms upon them. Be friendly and
cordial toward those whom you mect, and try to
show that you are ready to like them, Whatever
peculiarities you may observe, either in the family
or its guests, which strike you as amusing, be care-
ful that you do not sin against the law of love, by
repeating little things, to their disadvantage, which
you have found out while you were admitted to the
sanctuary ofthe home.

Do not ask questions which people would rather
not answer, and be careful not to speak of any-
thing which will bring up painful recoilections, or
be likely to cause unpleasant forebodings. The
oid proverb expresses this in few words: “ Never
mention a rope in the family of a man who has
been hanged.”

If your own home is in any way betterand hand-
somer than your friends’, do not say anything
which may seem like making invidious compari-
sons, or allow them to see that you miss any of
the conveniences to which you have been accus-
tomed.

Be careful about making any unnecessary work
for others, and do not ask even the servants to do
for you anything which you ought to do for your-
self. The family had their time filled up before
you carne, and, do what you «ill, you are an extra
one, and will make some difference.

Provide yourself, before you leave home, with
whatever small supplies you are likely to necd, so
that you need not be borrowing ink, pcns, paper,
envelopes, postage-stamps, etc.

It may seem unnecessary to speak of the need of
taking diie care of the property of others, but hav-
ing just secn a young lady leaning forward with
both elbows upon the open pages of a handsome
voluine which was rcsting upon her knees, | ven-
ture to suggest that you do not leave any marred
wall, or defaced book, or ink-stains, or mark of a
wet tumbler, to remind your friends of your visit
long after it has cnded.

Do not forgct, wheii you go away, to express
your appreciation of the kindncss which has been
shown you, and whecn you reach homo inform your
friends by letter of your safe arrival.

If you follow faithfully ihese fewsuggestions, you
will probably be invited to go again; and if you do
not thank St. Nichoi.as for telling you these plain
truths, perhaps the friends whom you visit will be
duly grateful.
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HOW KITTY GOT HER NEW HAT.

DY E. P. W.

IT was all bccause of Polly,- and this was the
way of it.

Ma had gone ’‘cross lots to Aunt Man’, lo slay
till milking-time, to seo the ncw things Aunt Man
had brought from Boston, and Polly and | were
alone at home. Polly is our hired help, and she is
Irish, and has got red haiiu liut she’s as good as
gold; and | am Kitty, my Pa’s little chatterbox.

Polly was in the buttery, washing the
dishes, and | was on the kitchen floor, T
Queen Victoria, our oid yellow cat, trying lo 1
her to stand on her hind-legs and beg, like Jo .1
Dane’s dog. But Vic was cross, and wouK 1
learn; and when | boxed her ears, she scrat®l
me on my chin, and bounced over my shou |
and was off to the barn in less than no tnO
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You nced n’t suppose | cried, because | did n’t,
i for I shall be ten years oid next July. | don't ever
icrr.my morej only when | have the earache, and
ihcn 1 caiit help it. Except the other day when
[Torosteppodon myRachelTryphena, andjammed
I her foreliead in, | did. But Tom ’s going to buy
Ibera ncw head with the money he gets from sell-
liag Jake Lawrence sonie of his guinea-hen's eggs,
rsoldon't luind about that now. | was just think-
fing how niuch better | should feel if 1°d had a
Ichance to puli oid Vic’s tail, when Polly called,
*Wliat yer doin’, honey !” and said if | would
(come and 'vipc the plates for her, that by and by,
[«ahcn she had “ set the sponge” for to-morrow’s
baking, she would take her sewing and sit under
the maplc-tvee, and tell rae a story.

1 like I’olly's stories, and | like wiping dishes,
1too, soinetimes—and | can do them first-rate, if
1'miu)tbut nine years oid, and never let one drop,
neither! So Polly gave me a towel, and we both
;wiped with all our might and main, and 'most as
quick as you can say Jack Robinson, we had them
I piled in shining rows on the kitchen dresser. Then
ldidtwclve and a half rows on the suspenders |
Iwas knitting for Pa's birthday, while Polly finished
etlierest of her work.

About four o’clock it was all done, and the table
sel for siipper, and everything j so Polly got her
ineedle and thread, and the pink calicé she was
[making iiito an apron, and we went out through
I'the froiit cntry.

As we were passing the closet door, | saw Pa’s
I newgrecn umbrclla, that he had bought when he
[was in iDwn the day before, hanging inside, and |
ilhought it would be a good thing for iis to carry
"it out with US, because the sun was so piping hot
I'tlwt afteinoon ; so | asked Polly if we mightn’t.
She said, “ To be shure, darlint,” and reached it
1 down for rae.

You know our big maple-tree grows cidse by the
front gate, and stretches its branches all around,
1across ihe fence and into the road; and it’s always
Icool under it, no matter how hot the sun shines
I everywlierc clse.  Polly settled herselfon the bench
Uithe foot of the tree, and | climbed up and sat
| cathe gate-|)ost, where | could see along the road
i asfar as tlie turning by Deacon Stiles’s, and clear
I tothe five-acre lot, where Tom and Jed were hoe-
[ttgcorn.

Then Polly sewed, and told a story about a
[Deaufiful rnaiden in a lonely tower, and an oid

@nehce thnt went about nights, howling, and

siocking at folks” Windows.

And she talked alaout when she was a little girl

m Ircland, and how she and her sisters and Pat
IMaloney used to wade together in the river, that
pasn’tso very much bigger than our “ crick.”
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And then she folded her hands on her work, and
gazed away into the lower meadow, where we could
spy a spot of white moving against the green, that
was Pat’s shirt, with Pat inside of it, mowing, and
began to tell what a fine “ b’y” Pat was (Aunt
Mari’s Pac is the one), and how he had raked and
scraped and gone without ihings ever since he had
been in America, so as to save enough money to
buy a snug little home over here for his oid mother,
and get her everything she wants before she dies.

But just as Polly was saying that she was layiiig
by her money, too, and that when the oid woman
had come she had promised to go and live with
them, all at once | heard an awful racket, and
looked toward the road, and oh cricky | what do
you think | saw? Tearing round Deacon Stiles’
corner, lickety-split, was a span of horses and a
buggy, with the reins dragging in the dust, and
the buggy spinning from one side of the road to
the other, and in itwas a lady with great wide-open
eyes, and a face as white as a sheet, clutching a
little girl in her arms like death !

I knew right off that it was the lady who was
staying at Judge Gillis’s, in the village, because |
had seeti her and her little girl in meetihg, Suii-
day; but my heart flew into my throat and almost
choked me, and at first | could n’t speak a word.
Then | screamed, “ Polly! Polly!"

Polly jumped as if she was shot—for, if you will
believe it, she had been so busy thinking of Pat
that she had n’t heard a sound—and got to the
gate in two leaps, scattering her spools and scissors
and pieces of pink calic6 on the grass. When she
saw the horses, she stood stock-still for a minute,
and stared with all her eyes. Then she gave a
screech like a wild Indian, and stooped and grabbed
Pa’s umbrella from wheie | had throivn it on the
ground, and rushing into the middle of the road,
she opened and shut it as fast as she could work
her arms, and shouted as loud as she could yell |

At that the horses slacked up a bit. The road is
pretty narrow, and they did n’t seem lo know how
to get past the frightful-looking creature that was
blocking their way of a sudden, with a big green
thing flippety-fiopping before her.

Anyhow, they went slower and slower, till they
got to the beginning of our fence, when they tried
to turn. Then Polly dropped the umbrella, and
ran and caught them by the bridles, and brought
them to a dead stop.

They were shaking from top to toe, and their
glossy black breasts were streaked and spotted with
foam. Polly stroked and patted their necks, and
said, “ Be aisy now, me b’ys—be aisyl” and led
them to the hitching-post and made them fast.
Then she lifted out the little girl, whose beautiful
sky-blue hat was all smashed in at the crown, and
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taking tbe poor lady'in her arms as tender as
though she was a baby, sathcr on the bench under
the maplc. The lady lay back so white and still
that | thought she was going to faint, like Miss
Clarissa Lovett, that boarded with us last summer,
did once, because of Tom’s putting a mouse in
her work-box.

Polly was dreadfully scart, and fanned her with
a breadth of her ncw apron.

“ Run, darlint,” said she to rae, “ rim for yer
lifc and fctch a dipper of water 1™

IHow KITTY GOT HER NEW HAT.
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“ And, you good, noble girl, but for you
certainly should have been Killed,” she endd,
squeezing Polly’s hand.

Polly grew as red as fire, and said slie “ musti*
afther a-seein’ about supper.”

At that moraent Ma carne in the kitchen-«-ay,
and, hearing voices in the sitting-room, walked iq
very much surprised, because the sitting-room wis
generally kept shut, on account ofthe flies and tre
new window-shades.

She was more surprised on hearing what lud

JWSIIING INTO THE MIDDLE OF THE EOAD, SHE RAHIDLY OPENED AND SHUT THE UMBEELLA.

But the lady smiled, and said ; “ No, don’t, my
dear. | shall be better prcsently.”

And sure enough she ivas, and in a little while
she lee Polly help her to the house ; and when she
had drunk a tumbler of water, and had lain on the
sitting-room lounge for a spell, she appcared as
sniart as ever.

Tlie horses were some new ones of Judge Gillis’s,
she said, and were very skittish. The judge was
going to drivc her to Mrs. Colonel Givens’, a milc
bcyond the village ; but as he was stepping into the
buggy he noticed there was no whip, so he wcnt to
the barn to get one. Whic he was gone, the
horses shied at something and started “ two-forty.”

been going on, and said the lady must stay1
supper, and that afterward Pa would drive herisBI
the village. And she blew the horn for Tom, adi
told him to saddle Jerry and ride to Judge Gillksj
and say to the folks that the lady and little ~ |
were all right, and at our house, and that Pa »oi
bring them home after supper.

Then Ma hunned to the pantry to open soineci|
her best preserve-jars, and Polly to the bant tos
the cows, and | was left to entcrtain the lady.

I could n’t think how to, exactly, and | thoufiij
it would n’t do for her to talk, being still so jplii|
so | laid the photograph-album on the comere
the table nearest to her, and askcd her little
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lifshe did n’t want to go to the barn and see my
tourcuaning little Maltese kittens.

‘Yes, 1would, dear,"” said the lady.
Ithc little girl"

Soslie put her hand in mine, and we scampered
Idoivn the hill to the barn as tight as we could go,

We 'vere not very long getting acquainted when
we were alone together, and the little girl talked as

iruchas | did.

I asked her \>'hat her iame was, and she said,
1 “ Jessic.”

‘That’s a real pretty fiame,” said I.
iKitiy.”

“Wh)-, is it?” said she. “1Ve got a cousin

Kitty. But she is n't near as nice asj'é6’u are.”
And witli that ive both laughed, and felt as if we
had liral iicvt door to each other all our lives.
1sliowcd her the four kittens, and she said they
I were perfectly ioveiy, but liked most the one with a
Iwtiite bre.ast and a sweet dot of a white nose. |
Itold her she might have it for hers as quick as it
lvas oltl enough to leave its mother, But she has
Itiever sent for it since. | guess she must have for-
Igoiten.

When she had secn the guinea-pigs, and Tom’s
liabbits, and fcd them all they would eat, we clam-
Ibcred into the hay-inow, and had a fine time play-
ling on the hay, till the suppev-hom blew.

rhere was no end of goodies for supper, but
ljcssie’s Ma did n’t' eat scarcely a thing. But she
Idrank two tiiinbiers of Daisy’s milk, and said she
lhad nt tnstcd anything so delicious in a year, But
ljessie and | could eat, and Tom too,—after be had
Ispilt a cup of tea and a pitcher of water, and
Iknocktd a piecc of pie under the table. He said,
~hen Jessic and her Ma had gone, that the lady’s
Iblack eyes “ discombobolated” him so that he had
Inore tBan half a mind to dive under the table
Ihimself.

Soon as we were through supper, Pa brought up
1 the horscs (which Tom had driven to the barn, and
lwicredand fed), for it was growing late, and the
1My wantcd to be home before dark. | put on
Tlessic’s hat for her, and tried to straighten the
icrawn, and pin on the long white feather, that was
|boken in two in the middle.

“h % ’inost spoilt,” | said.

Poh! | don’t care,” saicl Jessie.
IUree more at home, prettier ’'n this.”
1~ said I. “ Truly honest?”

Why, yes!” said Jessie. “ How many've you?”

Just a hotrid oid Leghorn !” said I. “ And
M shbeen pressed over and over, and the trimmings
Vpstied, and | can’t bear it!”

Ilhu dvi chipjockey hat
I aaily Cajroll’s aunt bought her for a birthday
when the buggy carne to the door.
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“1 ve got
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“ Come, say good-bye to the little girl, my love,”
said the lady, smiling down at me.

Jessie threw her arms around my neck and whis-
pered that | was the hest girl she ever knew, and
that she should write me a letter when she got to
Boston, and hopped in.

The lady shook'hands with Ma, and thanked her
for being so kind, and then turned to Polly and
said, softly :

“ You good Polly, I musi do something for you.
Wont you let me? and put her hand in her
pockct.

I never saw Polly so mad but once before, and
that was when Tom chucked Queen Victoria into
the churn, because she would n’t let him have but
aquarter ofan apple-pic to take to school. 1 mean
Polly would n’t. She walked into the buttery, and
banged the door behind her as hard as ever she
could.

The lady did n’t say anything, but her cheeks
were rather pink, and she bent and kissed me as if
to hide them. Then Pa helpecl her into the buggy,
and they drove away,

The next week, Jed went to the grist-mill, the
other end of the viliage, with some buckwhcat to
be ground, and, calling at the post-office coming
home, he found an cxpress-box from Boston, with
“ Miss Mary Ann Murphy, Redfield, Massachu-
setts,” printed on :t in large black letters. He
knew that was Polly’s fiame, he said; and never
having heard tell of but one Mary Ann Murphy in
these parts, he hoisted it into the wagén.

Polly was washing by,the kitchen-door as he
rattied in at the gate.

“ Hullo, there 1” he sang out. “ Heres a box
that's a-wantin’ Miss Mary Ann Murphy 1”

“ GiCalong wid yer nonsinse 1” Polly said, scrub-
bing at one of Tom’ blue gingham shirts. For
Jed is such a fellow for fooiing that you never can
be sure when to bclieve him, and Polly thought it
was a box of starch, or else of soap, that Ma had
ordered from the grocery, and that Jed was only
trying to get her to come and lug it into the
house for him, so he could drive straight on to
the barn.

Ma had set me to picking currants for jelly that
morning, and | was getting over the vegetabie-
garden fence with a heaping pail on each arm when
Jed spoke. In a minute, one pail was this side of
the fence, and one was rolling along the path the
other side, and | was in tlie wagon, reading the big
black letters 1

“ Oh, Polly, %iis/™ 1| hollered.
live and breathe, a box from Boston !
up!”

Polly stopped short in “ The Wearing of the
Green,” that she had commenced to sing at the

“Truc’s you
Oh, hurry
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top of her voice, and whirled about, her mouth
and eyes as round as three pepper-box covers.

“ Heh 1”7 said she.

“ An express-box for Polly, Jed? "called Ma,
sticking her head from the kitchcn-window. “ You
don’t say so ! Fetch it right in here.” And Ma
whisked the dothes-basket from before the door.

Jed thrcsv the lines on Jerry’s back, and shoul-
dered me and the box, and dumped us both on the
kitchcn-floor.

“ There you be, mavm!” he said. “ Want |
should open it? Them nails appear to be driv’ in
pretty tight.” For Jed was on tcnter-hooks to
know what was in it.

“ No, | guess not,” said Ma. “ | 'm afraid Jerry
wont stand. Polly and | can open it.”

“ Oh, bless your soul and body, marm, he’ll
stand !'” said Jed. “ Besthoss | ever see fer that.”

But Ma would n’t hear to his losing the time ; so
Jed had to make himself scarce, looking mourn-
fuller than when his grandmother died last spring.

“ Come, here s the hatchet, Polly ! Be a little
spry!” Ma said. For Polly stood with her arms
akimbo, and did n’t budge an inch.

“ Shure, au’ who sint it?”” she asked. And that
was the only word she had spoken.
“ Why, i don’t know,” said Ma. “ But 1 can

imagine. Can’t you?”

Polly marched to her tub, her head high in the
air.

“ | wont tech the ould thing !” said she.

“ Then | will for you,” said Ma, and had it open
in a jiffey.

Underneath the covcrVas a piece ofpaper, with
this written on it:

wai Polly please accepl tliese fiw anieles in token that she for-
gives me fot having justly offended her by oBering jlay fota Service
which can nevtr bepaidfart Mas. E G. Edson.

When she heard that, Polly wasn’t quite so
riled. She said Jessie’s Ma was a rale lady, any-
way, and she might as well see what she had sent.
So, wiping her hands on her apron, she planted
herself in the door-way, while Ma went to work to
empty the box.

First, there were six calicé dress-patterns,—one
piirple, sprinkled with little black rings, and
another pink, with a criggly vine running through
it, and a black-striped white one, and the rcst
mixed colors.

Then bencath were three more dresses, of some
sheetiystuff,— Macallcdit,—black, purple
and brown, that took every inch of dander out of
Polly. She wiped her hands extra clean, and carne
and twisted them this way and that, and crinkled
them and smoothed them, and puckered the ends
into folds, and laying them across the ironing-

HER NEW HAT.

table, backed toward the wall with her head oodai
sideways, and her eyes squinted logether like M.
Green’s, the portrait-painter, when he looks s |
pictures.

* Shure, the Quanc 'u’d be proud to weartliiml"
she said; and said she should have the purple f«
a wedding-gown.

Then, besides, there was a red and black pl
shawl, and a whole picce of white muslin, sucha
you buy by the yard mostly, and a work-box, iii
cases of scissors and needles, and spools of tMread1
and sewing-silk. And last was a bandbox ticd wiik|
string, and that, Ma said, Polly must open.

" 1 LOOKED IX ONE OE POU-Y’'S BRICHT MILK-PA.NS.

So Polly pulled a pin from her belt and puiieidl
at the knot till 1 'most had a fit. For Mawitl
ever have a string cut; she says it is a sinful \ese
I thought it never would untie. Poliy’s fingic|
were all thumbs, and twice she dropped the
But it did—all knots do if you pick at them |
enough—and in the box was a splendiferous boi-l
net, with green ribbon bows and three pink ross I

“ Well, | declare 1” said Ma. *“ W hat morccai|
you want, Polly ?” ,

Polly put the bandbox on the floor, and fheb« |
net on her head, and started for the sitthig-n)
looking-glass.

* Sakesalivel Here’sanother 1” Ma said, i
held upby one of its bows the sweetest
you everlaid eyes on ! It was light stvaw, A"~ 1
with black velvet and blue silk, and had » j
daisies fastened to the velvet. Pinned to oneof |
streamerswas a slip of paper, and on itwas»*!
ten, “ For Kitty.”
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| just squealed ! It was all | could dol To
Illiink of that beautiful Utile hat being for me, Kitty
fHuzel! Why, | never countcd on having anything
[lialfso fine, unless | got to be the Grand Mogul,
|or something of that sovt!

“The lady is very kind, |’m sure,” said Ma,
Iseeming as pleased as could be. “ Try it on, child.
lyou can squeal afterward.” And she set it on my
Ihead.

]ran and looked in one of Polly’s bright milk-
[pans that were sunning outside the door, and I
hardlyknew myself!

“Aint you smart!”said |, nodding to the girl
ljnihepan. She smiled and nodded back, and
blooked 50 jolly that | carne near turning a summer-
tsel, new hat and all |

I wore it to meeting the next Sunday, with my
inewblue cambric ; and 1 tell you what it is—it’s
lenough sight easier to be good in an olcl hat than
litis in a new one 1 | tried not to feel stuck-up,
jand | kept saying to myself; “ Kitty Hazel, you're
lihe same girl that sat here last Sunday, with an
[oid Lcghorn on.  You aint any different 1”

Butit was n’t much use ; for whenever | 'd raise
I'my eyes there was Phil Gillis smiling at me from
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the judge’s pew, and opposite were Dave and Aggie
Stebbins, staring as though they had never seen
the like of me before, and every now and then oid
Deacon Pettengil, who sits in front of us, would
turn and peer at me through his grecn spcctacles
so funny that once | nearly giggled.

This all happened last summer, but my hat is as
pretty now as it ever was. Ma says she should
have supposed the blue would have faded some by
this time—blue is such a poor color to wear; but it
has n’t a bit. When it does, | shall take it off, and
have it for a sash for Rachel Tryphena, and the
hat will be 'most as nice as it is now.

Kitty Hazel.

N. B.—1 asked Polly how she thought of the
umbrella. She said that when she was visiting her
sister, that works for a dress-maker in Boston, she
saw a picture of an oid lady who was chased by a
mad bull, and just as the bull was coming at her
like sixty, the oid lady turned and opened her um-
brella square in Iris face. Polly said she always
thought it was so cute of the oid lady, and had
meant to do the same when a mad bull chased her,
if*she had an umbrella with her. She said it all
popped into hcr head when she saw the horses.

A PABLE.

By Howard Pyle,

I- AStokk and a Grane once frequented the same
iBiarsli. The Stork was a quiet, dignified individ-
lual, «iih a philosophical countenance. One would
wever have thought, from his deepiy reflective look,
HT lhe ruimber of frogs and pollywogs, eels and
Ismall fish, that had disappeared in his meditative
imouth. For the Stork was like many another
milosopher, and in spite of his supernaturally wise
loternal appcarance, inside he was just as sclfish,
| andjust as voracious, as all the rcst of his kind.
Although he never mentioned the subject, he
sassecrctly very proud to recall the former gran-
|®m of his anccstors, one of whom, in oid Greek
I"ajs, had been a famous king over the frogs, eels,
JAdsnakes, in a Spartan marsh.
|Thc Crane was a lively little fellow, and not at all
pdosophical. He ate his dinner without moral-
Bngorcrit, and felt thankfiil when he hacl cnough.
L had not a particle of aristocratic blood in his
JNins, and, in consequence, rather ridiculed the
"e'ssKsion of that indescribable material by the

Stork. Ridicule as he would, howevcr, he was
really secretly proud of his acquaintance with the
other, and used to say to his friends and reiatives
sometimes:

“ There isno one inthe world that more despises
pretentiousness than myself. One only too fre-
quently hears an animal boast of its aristocratic
acquaintances- | never do that. Now, there is
John Stork, of one of our highest families, and
although | am not only on friendiy but intimate
terms with him, and even have been invited to cali
upon his estimable family, and make the acquaint-
ance of Miss Stork (I have never had an oppor-
tunity to do so yet), one never hears me boast of
his friendship and intimacy.”

To tell the truth, the conversations he held with
the philosophical Stork were frequcntly so deep,
that he found himselffloundering beyond his dcpth.
For instance, “ Do you always stand upon one
lcg ?” said he, one day.

The Stork reflected so long over this question
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that the Grane thought he had gone to sleep.
Finally, however, the philosopher said:

“ No; | do not. | always stand upon the other.”

The Grane meditated for a space over this, but
as it was completely beyond his comprehension, he
gave the matter up and changed the subject. His
respect for the Stork’s wisdom was vastly increased
by such conversations, for one often takes for wis-
doni what one cannot understand.

These two friends, however, did not always dwell
together in perfect amity. The Stork was so proud
that he frequently galled his humblcr companion,
and bitter disputes often arése. It was under the

“ THC STORK

influence of such a feeling that the Grane burst
forth one day:

“ And what are you that you should boast?
You have blue blood in your veins, indeed 1 Per-
haps it is that blue blood that makes you so slug-
gish and stupid.”

The Stork meditated a long while over this
speech; finally, he said ;

“ When you accuse me of sluggishness and
stupidity you judge by external appearances, and,
consequcntly, by deductive logic. Beside, you do
not take coliateral matter into the case from which
you draw your inference. You have never seeti
me when my physical encrgies have been aroused,
consequently, your conclusién is both hollow and
baseless—Q. E. D.”

The Grane was rather taken abackby this speech,
and, not comprehcnding it, he felt somewhat hum-
bled. At length he said;

“/ am no philosopher, but as they say ‘the
proof of the pudding is in the eating of it,” | am

UAIUmI

willing at any time to run a foot-race with you, ad
so prove who is the more agte.”

“1 do not know," answered the Stork, medi-
tatively, “ whether my family would altogether
approve of my cntering into the lists with suchi
vulgar crealure as yourself.” Here he shut ae
eye, and looked reflectively with the other ata irag
that sat on a tussock near by. “ Still, I veooloct
that one of ray ancestors proved his valor uponi
turbulent duckling once, so | see no logical reasw
why | should not compete with you.”

And so the matter was settled.

All was hubbub and excitement among the hirds

WAS ahead!”

when the coming race was announced. The rao-
course was so constructed that the largcr hirs
stood upon one side, and the smaller hirds ail
animals upon the other. This was so arrangti,
chiefly at the request of a deputy of frogs, becaust,
at a roass mecting once, an albatross had eatn
twenty-seven of these animals in a fit of dwdii-
mindedness, as he said. Still the frogs desired i
prevent the recurrence of so painful a scene.
The Gassowary was chosen director of the rag,

chiefly because he was a famous traveler as well®
a pedestrian himself, and so was a judge of sirt
matters. He was the same of whom the Gandcr, ik
poct-laureate, had written the poem commencing-

was a noble cassowaiy,

On ihe plains of Timbuctoo,

That gobbled up a missionary
Body, boncs, and hymn«book loo.

All were assembled. The champions stoodnsk
to neck, while the spectators looked on, breathiS
with excitement.
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“Go!” cried the Cassowary, and they went.
Foralong lime they continued neck and neck,
ljndthc exciiement rose to fever heat. At this
juncture a mouse attempted to cross the race-
course, and was instantly devoured by an owl, who
scted as pélice of the course. At length the two
racers re-appeared coming toward the grand stand,
-lliat is, the place where the Cassowary stood with
ihesignal-gun or, rather, pistol. The shouts and
aiesbecame more agitated and violent; there was
rodoiibt about it,—ihe Stork was akead! It was
invainthat the gallant little Crane strained every
sirelv; tlie Stork carne into the stand a good three
llengihs abead of his adversary. Bang! went the
Jpisiol, and the Stork had won. His adherents
Ictowded around him cheering vociferously, and
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raising him aloft upon their shoulders above the
ctowd. Even the Cassosvary carne forward and
shook hands with him.

“ Recollect, hereafter,” said the successful Stork
to the poor Crane, who stood dejectedly to one
side, “ not to scorn and undervalue qualities in any
one, because they are not fiaunted in the eyes of
the world.”

The Crane’s adherents maintained that it was a
foul start, while the Stork’s friends answered that
when two birds ran a race, it could not well be any-
thing else.

The frogs, the mice, and most of the small birds,
were divided among the successful bctters; and,
altogethor, it was a day of rcjoicing, except to the
frogs, the inice, and most of the small birds.

WINTER FIRE-FLIES.

By Mrs. W.

N. Clarke.

One by one appearing
In their lower sky.
Come a host uncounted
Like the stars on high,
Flashing lights uncertain,
Ever changing place,—
Tricksy constellations
That we cannot trace !

Throbbing through the elm-trcc-
Little heart of fire —

One in lonely longing
Rises ever higher;

Flits across the darkness,
Like a shooting star,

While the changeless heavens
Calmly shine afar.

When the flaincs are lighting
All the chimney dark,

When the green wood hisses.
And the birchen bark

In the blaze dofh redden,
Glow and snap and curl,

Fire-fiies, freed from prison,
Menily dance and whirl.

Childven on the hearth-stone,
Peering up the flue,

See a mimic welkin,
Lights that twinkie through,-
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Sparks that flash and flicker,
Little short-lived stars,

On the sooty darkness
Glowing red as Mais!

Eager eye? a-watching
Fain would have them pause.
Catch these fire-flies—can you?-
In a web of gauze!
Ever upward flyiiig
Toward the chimney’s crown-
Up to meet the snow-flakcs
As they flutter down !

THE ARMS OF GREAT BRITAIN.

By Susan Archer Weiss.

My young readers have doubtless often observed
upon familiar objects, such as books, china and
steelware, etc., the device of a lion and a horse
(sometimes represented as a unicorn) supporting
between them a shield, surmounted by a crown.
On the shield are certain divisions called “ quarter-
ings,” in one of which you wiil observe two lions
and a horse. Atiached to the whole is the motto,
Dieu et mon droii,— Yxe.\\6.\ words, whose meaning
is, “ God and my right.”

If you inquire, you will be told that this device
is the “ coat-of-avms” of Great Britain,—as the
eagle, shield and olive branch is that of the United
States,—and that all articles thus marked are of
British manufacture.

In oid times the national symbol of England was
the rose, of Scotland the thistle, of Ireland the
Shamrock, or clover. When England claimed Ire-
land and Scotland, these' thrce were united on the
British royal shield, as we find them in the time of
Queen Elizabeth. On a victory over France, the
Symbol of Frnnce, a unicorn, was also addcd, the
Unicom wearing a cbain, to denote the subjection
of France to England. This explains the nursery
rhyme which you have no doubt often hcard

1" The lio» and lhc iinicom flgliling for ihe crown ;
The lion whippcd the unicorn all around the town."”

The sovereignty of Great Britain is by law
hereditary, but sometimes there are disputes and
wars for possession of the crown, and it passes
into a new family. Thus some of the kings and
queens of Great Britain have belonged to the
family of Plantagenet, others to that of Tudor,

and still others to the Stuarts. George the Frst
of England was of a family named Guelpli, ad
all the sovereigns of Great Britain succeeding liiin,
down to Queen Victoria, have been of this famly
and fiame.

When a new sovereign succeeds to the cro«,
he has aright to place his own family coat-of-arms
on the royal shield of Great Britain. George the
Firet did this. The two lions and the white horee,
which you see on one of the quarterings, is ite
coat-of-arms of the Guelphs, who were dukes of
Brunswick and Hanover in Germany. It istliert
fore called the arms of the House of Brunsvick,
and it is about this that | now design to tell you.

In order to begin at the beginning, we imist g
far back into past ages—almost to the time when
our Savior was upon earth. At that period ire
whole northern portion of Europe was inhabitcdby
wild and barbaroiis tribes who had never beaidoi
Christ, but were Pagans and worshiped imaginary
gods, of whom Woden was cbicf. Among iree
races were the Saxons, a fair-haired, fair-com
plexioned people, of great size and strength, «l»
inhabited that portion of country now knowii &
north Germany. They have never been perira-
nently driven out of this country, which is to ths
day occupied by their descendants, the Gerroans
This latter fiame signifies a “ war-like people.”

Now, according to the pagan belief, the g»
Woden had a favorite white or ligbht-gray ho«h
created by magic art, and upon which he bcsto»”
the power ofassisting and protccting warriors. Ths
horse was regarded as sacred, and shared in tnf |
worship given to Woden. The pagan priests 1



THE ARMS OF GREAT BRITAIN.

ldo temples; the art of biiilding was unknown to
Itheni; hut, instead, their religiousceremonies were
jerformed in thick groves of oak which were set
lapart for the purpose. In these gloomy woods
Ithepriests rcared beautiful white horses, which no
Iman «asever permitted to mount, and which, being
Iftora their birth solemnly dedicated to Woden,
were belleved to be gifted by him with the power
fforetelling cvents by means of certain signs and
Before going into battle these
Isieeds ivcro consuited, and occasionally one was

rificed to Woden or to his white horse, and the
Ibloodyhead was then raounted upon a pole, and
iborne aloft in the van of the Saxon army, they be-
Ilieving timt it possessed the power of vanquishing
We read
[in liistory that when the great emperor. Charle-
imagne, conquered the northern countrics, one of
[the Saxon leaders, named Waittikind, refused to
[submit to him, and that, in consequence, many
bioody batles were fought, wherein the Saxons
fbore in tlicir van a tall pole surmounted by a
iHooden horsc’s licad. This was their ensign;
Iwhen they afteinvard became more civilized, they

noiions. sacred

libe eneniy and protecting themselves.

and

iretamed the same emblem,—a white horse painted
ilipébn a black grouud,— which remains to this day
Ithe standard or banner of the little kingdom of
iSaxony,

la the ycar s61,—just about one thousand years

go—Bnmo, the son of a Saxon king, founded a
Iciiy in Saxony which he callcd after himself,
iBrunoiiis I'icus, now known as Brunswick. He
iKlained as the standard of Brunswick the white
lhorse of Saxony, and thus it remained until the
[end of the three succeediiig centuries. About that
Itime the reigning prince of Brunswick was a certain
[Henry Guclph, a leader in the Crusades, noted for
Ihisstrength and daring, which acquired for him
Ithetille of “ Henry the Lion." This prince refused
i lo own allegiance to the great Emperor of Ger-
Imany, Frederic Barbarossa. He declared himself
litdepcndent, and as a token of defiance set up a
|greai stone lion in Brunswick, and had the same

ymbol placed upon his standard, two lions sup-
loning a shieid bcncath the white horse.

Thus you now know the origin of the Brunswick

iwt-of-arnis. But how carne the banner of a srnall
IGerman country to be adopted on the arms of
iGreai Britain ?  This | will now explain.

About the year 1650, the then reigning Duke of
IBrunswick, afterward also Elector of Hanover, mar-
Inedihe granddaughter of King James the First
[d England. Their eldest son was named George
jUuis. When, on the death of Queen Anne, the
iEiglish were in want of a successor, they looked
libout among those nearest of kin to the royal
Ifcnily, and decided to choose this great-grandson
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of King James I. Thus it was that George Louis
Guclph—a Sajcon-German—carne to be King
George the First of England, and this was how
the “ lion-and-horse” arms of Brunswick and Han-
over carne to be also part of the arms of Great
Britain. His succcssors were George the Sccond,
George the Third (against whose rule the Ameri-
can colonies rebelled), George the Fourth, Wil-
liam, and lastly Victoria, the present queen, who
is granddaughter to George the Third. Thus you
understand how Queen Victoria is descended from
the princes of Brunswick,—how she happens to be
of Germén instead of English blood,—and why
her fiame is Guelph.

Now, whenever you look upon “ The lion and
the Unicom fighting for the crown,” you will
reflect how strange it is that this grcat and
enlightened Christian nation should bear on its
proud standard a Symbol of pagan superstition.
You will think of the bold Crusader, Henry the
Lion; of Wittikind, the brave Saxon duke who,
after a twenty years’ resistance, was finally con-
quered and baptizad into Christianity; ofthe wild,
half-clad Saxons, with their bioody horse-head
ensign; of the Druid priests, who sacrificed human
beings as well as white horses; and so, far back
to the god Woden himself, who was probably
merely some great liero or warrior who lived in a
period so remote that we have no record of it in
history.

And yet, while you are wondering at England
and herrelie ofWoden-worship, shall | tell you that
here, in America, we too possess relies of this very
pagan god to which some people accord a supcrsti-
tious regatd ? Look on the threshold, or above the
door of some cottage or cabin, and you will see
nailed there a comraon horse-shoe as a protection
against evil. Examine your grown-up sister’s watch-
chain, and you will find attached to it a tiny gold
horse-shoe, studded with diamond nail-heads, which
some friend has given her as a “ charm” to secure
“ good luck.” These are simply remnants of the
oid pagan Woden-worship which we inherit from
our English ancestors, who are partiy descended
from the Saxons, as you have probably learned
from your school history. And the word Wednes-
day is a corruption of Wodcn’s-Day, a fiame given
by our Saxon ancestors to the fourth day of the
week in honor of their god.

When | was recently in Germany, | noticed upon
the gable-end of every cottage and farm-house in
Brunswick and Hanover a curioiis ornament, con-
sisting oftwo horses’hcads, roughly carved in wood,
mounted upon polcs, and placed above the entrance-
doors, in the form of a cross. This was first done
by order of Wittikind, who, upon professing Chris-
tianity, changed the pagan symbols above the
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doors of dwellings to the sign of Christianity—the cross, Tre
ignorant peasants do not know the origin of the ciistom, hui Hu
tell you that the crossed-heads are placed there “ to keep outed

i Fr spirits, amd to bring good luck to the house.”
n Brunswick the great stone lion which Henry Gudpk
seven hundred ywrs ago; and in Hanovcr, the dd
y- palace m which Gecrge the First was bom, wiih the llon dl§

the horse above the entrance. Once, too, in the Hartz mount-
N visited a grand-looking ancient castle of the old dukss

BNTRANCE GATS TO THE OLD CASTLE OF THE nUKKS OF BEL'NSWICK.

of Brunswick, in which was born the wife of George the Second
ofEngland. It stood on the summit of a lofty precipice, up which
wc had to climb ; then Crossing a deep inoat by a tiarrow bridge,
we entered through a great avched gate-way, surmounted by tbe
Brunswick coat-of-arms, cut in the stone wall. The moat was dry,
and ivy and tail tices growing in it far below, thrust the tips of
their branches over the walls. | stopped and took a sketch of
the old gate-way, which | here present my young rcaders.
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By Louisa m. Alcott.

Chapter iv.
HIS story,

“i RAv away from a circus,” began Ben, but
I got no further, for Bab and Betty gave a simul
taneous bounce of deliglit, and both cried out at
tonce—

“Woc've been to one ! |i was spiendid

"You would n’t think so if you knew as much
about 1t as | do,” answered Ben, with a sudden
froan and wnggle, as if he still felt the smart of
Jhe blows he had received. “ We don’t cali it
splendid; do we, Sancho.?” he added, making a
quee, noiso, which caused the poodle to grqwl and
bang the door irefully with his tail, as he lay dose
jlo his inastcr’s feet, getting acquainted with the
Kw Sloes they wore.

“How carne you there?” asked M«. Moss
ratlicr disturbed at the news. ’

1P the ‘Wiid Hunter of the
flains. 1),d nt you ever see or hear of him ?”
said ticn. as if surprised at her ignorancc  *

[ “Bless your heart, child, I haven’t been to a
Arcus diis ten years, and | 'm sure | don't remem-
Iher «has or who | saw then,” answered Mrs, Moss

evident admira:

.i'S e S r
tumbiing men, and the
i S A~ r f n and
leves W-,:"r a pony with blue
i 1°t. He
W horses to oncet,
I&Lr A t“ | Sot too big. My
fc ,r =>° trnythfng b S
Lia ifv" asLch
“c a President.
?” asked Mrs. Moss.
IPvc a n tind poor Ben
t d him fose in his throatand
iting oot «here he**y we can
['® ‘= sliiny clark”i ,
p'Mhcdofi ' suddenly bent

-th an

"“"iWecfhis stry.
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“ Father was always good to me, and | liked
I lived with her

bem with him after granny died.

T

rgiirpef‘irhr a rider. You jest oughter haveI RS
me when | was a little feller all in white tights and

shoulder, or hangm' on to oid General’s tail and
him gallopm' full pelt, or father ridin' three hotses

clappMV i o -
BeH° quirg i rm Tm 20?ghf
Not a bit. | liked it.”

‘“So should I 1" cried Bab, cnthusiastically.
chari??7”i, ‘he little
sat oo th P~faded,” continued Ben, and |

he great ball up top of the grand car

sat on
drawed by Hannibal and Nero. But I dtdn'i like

that, cause it was awful high and shaky, and the
sun was hot, and the trees slapped my face, and
my legs ached holdin’ on.”

BettjTAMN* neroes?” demanded

‘“Big elephants. Father never let 'em put me
up there, and they did n’t darst till he was gone ¢
then | had to, else they’d "a’ thrashed me.” ’
Moss e

“ Yes 'm, ‘most all the ladies did; they ivere very
good to me, ’specially 'Melia. She vowed sh?

-r'i og° *n *e Tunnymunt act if they

help oid Buck with the bears. So they had to

other ladies rodé half as well as 'Melia.”

“ Bears ! oh, do tell about them !” exclaimed
Bab, in great excitement. for at the only circus she
had seen the animals were her dclight.

“ liad five of ’em, cross oid fellers, and he

/un, and he thought it would make a hit to have
me show off mstead of him. But they had a way
of clawin and huggm’that wasn’t nice, and you

gr read) Eoﬁ)ite your head off. Buckgv(\)/gsdéna(wesr
scars where they’d scratched and bit him, and |

M«s St. John s standm’by me like a good one.”

W ho”ar Miss St. John?-asked Mrs. Moss

lathcr confused by the sudden introduction of new
flames and people,
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“ Why, she was ’'Melia,—Mrs. Smithers, the
ring-master’s wife. His rame wasn’t Montgomery
any more ’'n hers was St, John. They al!l change
’em to something fine on the biUs, you know.
Father used to be Sefior José Montebello, and |
was Master Aclolphus Bloomsbury after | stopped
beiiT a flying Coopid and a Infant Progidy.”

Mis. Moss leaned back in her chair to laugh at
that greatly to the surprise of the little girls, who
wcré much impvessed with the elegance of these
high-sounding fiames.

“ Go on with your story, Ben, and tell why you
ran away and what became of your Pa," she said,
composing herselfto listen, really interested in the

““Well, you see, father had a ‘quarrel with ol
Smithers and went off sudden last fall, just before
the tenting season was over. He told me he was
goin’ to a great ridin’ school in New York, and
when he was fixed he ’d send for me. 1 was to
stay in the museum and help Pedro with the trick
business. He was a nice man and 1 liked him,
and ’Melia was good to see to me, and | didn’t
mind for awhile, But father did n’t send for me,
and | began to have horrid times. If it had n’t
been for 'Mclia and Sancho | would have cut away
long before 1 did.”

“ What did you have to do?”

“ Lots of things, for times was dull and | was
smart. Smithers said so, anyway, and 1 had to
tumblc up lively when he gave the word. 1did n’t
mind doin’ tricks or showing off Sancho, for father
trained him and he always did well with me. But
they wanted me to drink gin lo keep me smah, and
I would n’t, 'cause father did n’t like that kind of
thing- 1 used to ride tip-top, and that just suitcd
me till 1 got a fall and hurt my back; but 1 had to
go on all the same, though | ached dreadful, and
used to tumble off, | was so dizzy and weak.”,

“ What a brute that man must have been!
Why did n’t 'Melia put a stop to it?” asked Mrs.
Moss, indignantly.

* She died, ma’am, and then there was no one
left but Sanch, so | run away.”

Then Ben fell to patdng his dog again, to hide
the tears he could not keep from coming at the
thought 6f the kind friend he had losi.

“ What did you mean to do?”

“ Find father; but 1 couldn’t, for he wasn’t at
the ridin’ school, and they told me he had gone
out West to buy mustangs for a man who wanted
a lot. So then | was in a fix, for | couldn’t go to
father didn’t know jest whcre he was, and |
would n’t sneak back to Smithers to be abused.
Tried to make ’em take me at the ridin’ school,
but they did n’t want a boy, and | traveled along
and tried to get work. But I’d have starved if it
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had n’t been for Sanch. | left him tied up whenl
ran off, for fear they’d say | stole him. He%sa

very valuable dog, ma’am, the best trick dog levo

see, and they ’d want him back more than they

would me. He belongs to father, and | hated lo
leave him, fsut I did. 1 liooked it one davk night,

and never thought I ’d see him ag’in. Next morara'

| was eatin’ breakfast in a barn miles away ad

dreadful lonesome, when he carne tearin’in, all mud!
and wet, with a great piece ofrope draggin’. Hed

gnawed it, and carne after me and wouldn’t @

back or be lost; and 1’ll never leave him again;

willl, dear oid fellcr?”

Sancho had listened to this portion of the tale'
with intense interest, and when Ben spoke to liim;
he stood straight up, put both paws on the boys|
shoulders, licked his face with a world of dumb
affection in his yellow eyes, and gave a littic whine
which said as plainly as words—

“ Cheer up, little master; fathers may vanish
and friends die, but /never will desert you.”

Ben hugged him ciése and smiled over his curly,
white head, at the little girls who clapped theii
hands at the pleasing tablean, and then wentlo
pat and fonclle tlie good creature, assuring him
that they entirely forgave the theft of the cakeand
the new dinner-pail.  Inspired by these endear-
ments and certain private signdis given by Bn
Sancho suddenly burst away to perform all his best
1antics with uniisual grace and dexterity.

Bab and Betty clanced about the room with nf
ture, while Mrs. Moss declared she was almost
afraid to have such a wonderfully intelligent animal
in the house. Praises of his dog pleased Ben trcrt
than praises of himself, and when the confuaco
had siibsided he entertained his audience witlia
liveiy account of Sancho’s cleverncss, fidelity, gid
the various adventures in which he had nobly bomi
his part.

While he talked Mrs. Moss was making up tn
mind about him, and when he carne to anendd
his dog’s perfections, she said, gravely;

“ If 1 can find something for you to do, wouM
you like to stay here awhile?” |

“ Oh yes, ma’am, |’°d be glad to !” answerri
Ben, eagerly; for the place seemed
already, and the good womau almost as motWfl
as the departed Mrs. Smithers. 1

“Well, I'’ll step over to the Judge’s
to see what he says. Should n’t wonder if « 1
take you for a chore-boy, if you are as smartij
you say. He always has one in the summer,
I have n’t seen any round yet. Can you " |
cows ?” g

“ Hope so;” and Ben gave a shrug, as » « |
a very unnecessary question to put to a person»
liad driven four calicé ponics in a gilded chanoi.
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"Itmay n’t be as lively as riding elephants and
llaiin" "itli bears, but it is respectable, and 1
reessyou 11 be happier switching Brindle and But-
nip ilian being switchcd yourself,” said Mrs.
U, shaking her head at him with a smile.
“[guess | will, ma’am,” answered Ben, with
tidden meekness, remembering the tridis from
*ichhe had escaped.
J Verysoon after this, he was sent off for a good
||»hi’sslcep in the back bedroom, with Sancho to
laichover him. But both found it difficult to slum-
jtr till the racket overhead subsided, for Bab in-
laedon playing she was a bear and devouring poor
(til)'in spite of her wails, till their mother carne
)and put an end to it by threatening to send

i'i% r

UEN AT THX WELL.
jtli and his dog away in the morning if the girls
Ididn't behave and be as stil! as raicé.”
[Thisthey solemnly promised, and they were soon
aming of gilded cars and moldy coaches, run-
sy boys and dinner-pails, dancing dogs and
fidiitg ka-cups.

Chapter V.
BEN GETS A PLACE.

I'Mhen Ben awoke next morning, he looked about

fora moment half bewildered, because there
sneiiher a canvas tent, a barn roof, fior the bhie
|y sbove him, but a neat white ceiling, where
|"enil flies buzaed sociably together, while from
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without carne, not the tramping of horses, the lwit-
ter of swallows, or the chirp of early birds, but the
comfortable cackle of hens and the sound of two
little volees chanting the multiplication table.

Sancho sat at the open window watching the old
cat wash her face, and trying to imitate her with his
great ruffled paw, so awkwardly that Ben laughed,
and Sanch, to hide his confusidon at being caught,
made one bound from chair to bed and licked his
master’s face so energctically that the boy dived
under the bedclothes to escape from the rough
tongue.

A rap on the floor from below made both jump
up, and in ten minutes a shiny-faced lad and a
lively dog went racing down-stairs—one to say,
“ Good-morning, ma’am,” the other to wag his tail
faster than ever tail wagged before, for ham frizzled
on the stove, and S.nncho was fond of it.

“ Did you rest well ?” asked Mrs. Moss, nodding
at him, fork in hand.

* Guess | did1 Never saw such a bed. [|’m
used to hay and a horse-blanket, and lately nothing
but sky for a cover and grass for my feather bed,”
laughed Ben, gratcful for present comforts and
making light of past hardships.

“ Clean, swcet corn-husks aint bad for young
bones, even if they have n’t got more flesh on
them than yours have,” answered Mrs. Moss, giving

the smooth head a motherly stroke as she went by.

“ Fat aint allowed in our profcssion, ma’am.
The thinner the better fortight-ropes and tumblin’;
likewisebareback-ridin’and spryjugglin’. Muscle ’s
the thing, and there you ave.”

Ben stretched out a wiry little arm with a clenched
fisl at the end ofit, as if he were a young Hercules
ready to play hall with the stove if she gave him
leave. Glad to see him in such good spirits, she
pointed to the well outside, saying pleasantly:

“ Well, then, just try your muscle by bringing
in some fresh water.”

Ben caught up a pail and ran off, ready to be
useful; but while he waited for the bucket to fill
down among the mossy stones, he looked about
him, well pleased with all he saw,—the small brown
house with a pretty curl of smoke rising from its
chimney, the little sisters sitting in the sunshine,
green hills and newiy planted fields far and near,
a brook dancing through the orchard, birds singing
in the elm avenue, and all the world as fresh and
lovely as early summer could make it.

“ Don’t you think it’s pretty nice here?” asked
Bab, as his eye carne back to them after a long
look, which seemed to take in everything, brighten-
ing as it roved.

“ Just the nicest place that ever was. Only
needs a horse round somewhere to be complete,”
answered Ben, as the long well-swecp carne up
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with a dripping buckct at one end, an oid grind-
stone at the other.

“ The Judge has three, but he ’s so fussy about
them he wont even let us puli a few hairs out of oid
Major’s tail to make rings of,” said Betty, shutting
her arithmetic, with an injured expression.

“ Mike lets me ride the white one to water when
the Judge isn’t'round. It’s such fuuto gojouncing
down the lafie and back. | do love horses !” cried
Bab, bobbing up and down on the blue bench to
imitate the motion of white Jenny.

“ | guess you are a plucky sort of a girl,” and
Ben gave her an approving look as he went by,
taking care to slop a little water on Mrs. Puss, who
stood curling her whiskers and humping up her
back at Sancho.

“ Come to breakfast 1” called Mrs. Moss, and for
about twenty minutes little was said as mush and
milk vanished in a way that would have astonished
even Jack the Giant-killer with his Icalher bag.

“ Now, girls, fly round and get your chores done
up; Ben, you go chop me some kindlihgs; and
I 'l make things tidy. Then we can all start off at
once,” said Mrs. Moss, as the last mouthful van-
ished, and Sancho licked his lips over the savory
scraps that fell to his share.

Ben fell to chopping so vigorously that chips flew
wildly all about the shed, Bab rattied the cups
into her dish-pan with dangerous haste, and Betty
raiscd a cloud ofdust “ sweeping-up,” while mother
seemed to be everywhere at once. Even Sanch,
feeling that his fate was at stake, endeavored to
help in his own somewhat erratic way,—now frisk-
ing about Ben at the risk of getting his tail chopped
off, then trotting away to poke his inquisitivo nose
into every closet and room whither he followed
Mrs. Moss in her “ fiying round” evolutions ; next
dragging off the mat so Betty could brush the
door-steps, or inspecting Bab’s dish-washing by
standing on his hind-legs to survey the tablc with
a critical air. When they drove him out he was
not the least offended, but gayly barked Puss up a
tree, chascd all the hens over the fence, and care-
fully interred an oid shoe in the garden, where the
remains of a mutton-bone were already buried.

By the time the others were ready, he had worked
off his superfluous spirits and trotted behind the
party like a well-behaved dog accustomed to go out
walking with ladies. At the cross-roads theysepa-
rated, the little girls running on to school, while
Mrs. Moss and Ben went up to the Squire’s big
house on the hill.

“ Don’t you be scared, child. 1°’ll make it ail
right about your running away; and if the Squire
gives you a job, just thank him for it, and do your
best to be steady and industridos ; then you’ll get
on, | have n’t a doubt,” she whispered, ringing the
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bell at a side-door on which the word *
shone in bright letters.

“Come in !” called a gruff voice, and feeljJ
very much as if he were going to have a tootli 00j
Ben meekly followed the good woman, who puij
her pleasantest smile, anxious to make the
possible impression.

A white-headed ofd gentleman sat reading;
paper, and peered over his glasses at the net.l
comers with a pair of sharp eyes, saying in atesiJ
tone, which would have rather daunted any mJ
who did not know what a kincl heart he had undol
his capacious waistcoat:

“ Good-morning, ma’am ! W hat’s the nutol
now ? Young tramp been stealing your chickensi'l

“ Oh dear no, sir!” exclaimed Mrs. Moss,asi[|
shocked at the idea. Then, in a few words, 4
told Ben's story, unconsciously making hiswroiiB
and destitution so pathetic by her looks and tone,l
that the Squire could not help being interesitll
and even Ben pitied himself as if he was sam|
body else.

“ Now then, boy, what can you do ?” askeduiej
oid gentleman, with an approving nod to Mal
Moss as she finished, and such a keen glance |
under his bushy brows that Ben felt as ifhet
perfectly transparent.

“ ’Most anything, sir, to get my livin’.”

“ Can you weedf”

“ Never did, but | can learn, sir.”

“ Puli up all the beets and leave the pigutei!,!
hey ? Can you pick strawberries ?”

“ Never tried anything but eatin’ ’em, sir."

“ Not likely to forget that part of the job. Gs
you ride a horse to plow ?”

“ Guess | could, sir!”—and Ben’s eyes begar B
sparkle, for he dearly loved the noble animals «kl
had been his dearest friends lately.

“ No antics allowed. My horse is a fine fellw|
and | ’'m very particular about him.”

The Squire spoke soberly, but there was a iwintlil
in his eye, and Mrs. Moss tried not to smile, fortkl
Squire’s horse was a joke all over the torra,
about twenty years oid, and having a pcculiarg®|
of his own, lifting his fore-feet very high, «itliil
great show of speed, though never going oultl'l
jog-trot.  The boys used to say he galloped bdiBl
and walked behind, and made all soi Gof funo(Ui|
big, Roman-nosed beast who allowed no libefij
to be taken with him.

“1’m too fond of horses to hurt ’ein, sir. ~1
for riding, | aint afraid of anything on four If?|
The King of Morocco used to kick and biiel
fun, but I could manage him first-rate.”

“ Then you’d be able to drive cows to pad" |
perhaps ?”

“1 ve driven elephants and camels, osincl¥
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dgrizzly bears, and mules, and six yellow ponies
lliMonct. May be | could inanage cows if | tried
Lri.” ansaered Ben, endeavoring to be meek and
ItiIKQrul * ben scorn fiiled his soul at the idea of
I mbeing ablc to drive a cow.
1 The Squiie liked him all the better for the droll
lGiure of indignation and amusement betrayed by
|he Sie in his eyes and the sly smile round his lips;
|nd being rather tickied by Ben’s list of animals,
Ic.inswcicd, gravely ;

We don’t raise elephants and camels much
btindhere. Bears used to be plenty, but folks got

“ 1l make inquines concerning your father,
boy; meantirae mind what you are about, and
have a good report to give when he comes for
you,” returned the Squire, with a warning wag of
a stern fore-finger.

“Thank y’, sir. | will, sir. Father’ll come just
as soon as he can, if he isn’t sick or lost,” mur-
mured Ben, inwardiy thanking his stars that he
had not done anything to make him quake ljefore
that awful finger, and resolving that he never
would.

Here a red-headed Irishman carne to the door.

THB VISIT TO THE SQUIRE

of lhem, Mulos are numeroiis, but we have
tu-n-legged kind, and as a general thing prefer
ranghnc fiwls to ostriches.”
got lio farther, for Ben laughed out so infec-
lusly that both the others joined him, and some-
"nihat jolly laugh seemed to settle matters better
_ mwords. As they stopped, the Squire tapped
mwe windoiv behind him, saying, with an attempt
«tile former gniffness:
'Vc'll try yon on cows awhile. My man will
j®yon where to drive them, and give you some

jobs through the day. 1'll see what you are
p.’ te-tiight. Mrs. Moss,
o house, can't he ?”

indeed, sir, He can go on doing it, and

p.““P his workjust as well as not. 1 can see

imthen, and he wont be a care to any one,”
Ms. Moss, heartily.

and stood eying the boy with small favor while the
Squire gave his orders.

* Pat, this lad wants work, He’ to take the
cows and go for them. Give him any light jobs
you have, and let me know if he’s good for any-
thing,”

“ Yis, your honor. Come out o’this, by, till |
show ye the bastes,” responded Pat; and, with a
hasty good-bye to Mrs. Moss, Ben followed his new
leader, sorely tempted to piay some naughty trick
upon him in return for his ungracioiis reception.

But in a moment he forgot that Pat existed, for
in the yard stood the Duke of Wellington, so named
in honor of his Roméan nose. If Ben had known
anything about Shakspeare he would have cried,
“ A horse, a horse —my kingdom for a horse !”
for the feeling was in his heart, and he ran up to
the stately anima] without a fear. Duke put back
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his ears and swished his tail as if displeased for a
moment; but Ben looked straight in his eyes, gave
a scientific slroke to the iron-gray nose, and uttered
a chirrup which made the ears prick up as if recog-
nizing a familiar sound.

“He’ll nip ye, if ye go botherin' that way.
L’ave him alone, and attind to the cattle as his
honor tould ye,” commanded Pat, who made a
great show of respect toward Duke in public, and
kicked him brutally in private.

“ 1 aint afraid 1 You wont hurt me, will you,
old feller? See there now!—he knows |I’'m a
fricnd, and takes to me right off,” said Ben, with
an nnn around Duke’s neck, and his own cheek
confidingly iaid against the aniraal’s, for the intelli-
gent eyes spoke to him as plainly as the little
whinny which he understood and accepted as a
welcorae.

The Squire saw it all from the open window, and
suspecting from Pat’s face that troublc was brew-
ing, called out;

“ Let the lad harness Duke, if he can. |’m
going out directly, and he may as well try that as
anything.”

Ben was delighted, and proved himself so hrislr
and handy that the roomy chaise stood at the door
in a surprisingly short time, with a srailing little
ostler at Duke’s head when the Judge carne out.

His affcction for the horse pleased the old gentle-
man, and his neat way of harnessing suited as well;
but Ben got no praise except a nod and a brief
“ All right, boy,” as the equipage went creaking
and jogging away.

Four sleek cows filed out of the barn-yard when
Pat opened the gate, and Ben drove them down
the road to a distant pasture where the early grass
awaited their eager cropping. By ihe school they
went, and the boy looked pityingly at the black,
brown and yellow heads bobbing past the windows
as a class went up to recite, for it seemed a hard
thing to the libeity-loving lad to be shut up there
so inany hours on a morning like that.

But a little breczc that was playing tniant round
the steps did Ben a service without knowing it, for
a sudden puff blew a torn leaf to his feet, and see-
ing a picture he took it up. It evidently had fallen
from some ill-uscd histoiy, for the picture showed
some qucer ships at anchor, some oddly dressed
men just landing, and a crowd of Indians dancing
about on the shore. Ben spclt out all he could
about these interesting personages, but could not
discover what it meant, because ink evidently had
deluged the page, to tlie new readcr’s great dis-
appointment.

“ 1’1 ask the girls; may be they will know,”
said Ben to himself as, after looking vainly for more
stray leaves, he trudged on, enjoying the bobolink’s
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song, the warm sunshine, and a comfortable sci«
of friendliness and safety, which soon set himk
whistling as gayly as any blackbird in the meado,

Chapter VI
A CIRCULATING LIBRARY.

After supper that night, Bab and Becty sat ja
the old porch playing with Josephus and Beib
and discussing tiie events of the day, for the g
pearance of the strange boy and his dog liad b«a
a most exciting occurrence in their quiet lim
They had seen nothing of him since morning, &
he took his mcals at the Squire’s, and was ativorl
with Pat in a distant field when the children passei
Sancho had stuck closely to his mastcr, evidenii, |
rather bewildered by the new ordcr of things, ad
bound to see that no harm happened to Ben.

“ 1 wish they’d come. [It’s sun-down, adi
heard the cows inooing, so | know they have
home,” said Betty, impatiently j for she legarded
the new comer in the light of an entertainingbook,
and wished to rcad on as fast as possiblc,

“1’m going to learn the signs he makes wda
he wants Sancho to dance ; then we can liavefm
with him whenever we like. He ’s the dearestdyl
I ever saw?” answered Bab, who was fonderof
animais than her sister.

“ Ma said—Ow, what ’s that I” cited Betty, wii
a start as something bumped against the gate at1
side, and in a moment Ben’s head peeped overtht |
top as he swung himself up to the ivon arch, inti!|
raiddle of which was the empty lantern frame. |

“ Picase to l6cate, gentlemen ; picase to locatt
The performance is about to bcgin with the grat
Flyin® Coopid act, in which Mastcr Bloomsbui,
has appeared before the crowned heads of Euroft |
Pronounced by all beholders the most remaibble
youthful progidy agoin’. Hooray i here weart!" |

Having rattled off the familiar speech in M
Smithers’s elcgant manncr, Ben bcgan to cutp
such capers that even a party of dignificd hes |
going down the avenue to bed, paused to lefu\
with clucks of astonishment, evidently faQIB{
that salt had set him to fluttering and tumblingas
it did them. Never had the old gate bohcldsudj
antics, though it had seen gay doings in ils ling
for of all the looys who had climbed over it, nol ov
had ever stood on his head upon each of the |
balls which ornamentcd the posts, huiig by i
heels from the arch, gone round and round
wheel with the bar for an axis, played atattoo«M
his toes while holding on I>yhis chin, walkcd ab«
the wall on his hands, or closed the entertainmti
by festooning himself in an aivy posturc over U
side of the lantern frame, and kissing his liaik® |
the audience, as a well-bred Cupid is sup
do on making his bow.



UNDER THE

The little girls clapped and stamped cntliusiasti-
Icaiiv, «hile Sancho, who had been calmly survey-
jnf'thc sho'v, liarked his approval as he leaped up
|lo°snap at Ben’s feft.

“ Como down and tell what you did up at the
Squire's. Was he cross? Did you have to work
hard? Do you like it?” asked Bab, when the
I noise had subsided.

I “It's cooler up here,” answered Ben, compos-
ling himself in the frame, and fanning his hot face
i wiiha grecn spray broken from the tail bushes
lusiling odorously all about him. “ I did all sorts
ofjobs. The oid gentleman was n’t cross; he gave

mea (lime, and 1 like him first-rate. But | just
fiiifr* Carrots”; he swears at a feller, and fired a
tstick of wood at rae. Guess | Il pay him off when

I geta chance.”

Fumbling in his pocket to show the bright dime,
1lie found the torn page, and remembered the thirst
forinformation which hadseized him in the morning.

” Look here, tell me about this, will yon ? What
lerethese chaps up to ? The ink has spoilt all but
the picture and this bit of reading. | want to know
Iwhat it means. Take it to ’em, Sanch.”

The dog cauglit the Icaf as it fluttered to the
Iground, and carrying it carefully in his mouth,
| depositcd it at the feet of the little girls, seating
himseif before them with an air of deep intcrest.
1 Bab and Betty picked it up and read it aloud in
I unison, while Ben leaned from his perch to listen
land learn.

” *‘When day dawned land was visible. A pleas-
lant land it was. There were gay flowers, and tail
1trees with leaves and fruit such as they had never
I'seen before, On the shore were unclad, copper-
tolored men, gazing with wonder at the Spanish
Iships. They took them for great birds, the white
l ails fot their wings, and the Spaniards for superior
I beingsbrought down from heaven on their backs.””

“WIliy, that ’s Columbus finding San Salvador.
Iponl you know about kim ?” demanded Bab, as
ifshe were one of tho “ superior beings,” and inti-
Imaiely acquainted with the imraorta! Christopher.
1 ‘No, 1don’tt Who was he anyway ? | s’pose
Ilku’s him paddlin’ ahead; but which of the
jlajuns is Sam Salvindoor?” asked Ben, rather
Isshamed of his ignorance, but bent on finding out
ifo'vhehad bcgiin.

My gnicious! twelve years oid and not know

Qiiackenbns,” laughed Bab, much amused,

Ital rather glad to find that she could teach the

I "nirligig boy ” something, for she considered
hiiti a remarkalde creature.

I don’t care a bit for your quackin’ boss, who-

INa he is, Tell aljout this fine feller with the

I like/(/>;:,” persisted Ben.
with frequent interruptions and hints
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from Betty, told the wonderful tale in a simple
way, which made it easy to understand, for she
liked history, and had a lively tonguc of her own.

“1°d like to read some more. Would my ten
cents buy a book ?” asked Ben, anxious to learn a
little since Bab laughed at him.

“ No, indeed! 1’ll jend you mine when |’m
not using it, and tell you all about it,” promised
Bab, forgetting that she did not know “ all about
it” herself yet.

“ | don’t have any time only evenings, and then
may be you ’ll want it,” begun Ben, in whom the
inky page had roused a strong curiosity.

“1 do get my history in the evening, but you
could have it mornings, before school.”

“ | shall have to go off early, so there wont be
any chance. Yes, there will,—1 Il tell you how to
doit: Let me read while | drive up the cows.
Squire likes ’em to eat slow along the road, so ’s to
keep the grass short and save mowin’. Pat said
so, and | could do history instead of loafin’ round !”
cried Ben, full of this bright idea.

“ How will I get my book back in time to re-
cite ?” asked Bab, prudently.

“ Oh, iU leave it o1 the window-sill, or put it
inside the door as | go back. | ’ll be real careful,

and just as soon as | earn enough, I ’ll buy you a
new one and take tbe oid one. Will you ?”
“Yes; but 1’1l tell you a nicer way to do.

Don’t put the book on the window, ’cause teacher
will see you; or inside the door, 'cause some one
may steal it. You put it in my ciibby-house, right
at the corner of the wall nearest the big maple.
You ’ll find a cunning place between the roots that
stick up under ihe flat stone. That’s my closet,
and | keep things there. It’s the bestcubby ofall,
and we take turns to have it.”

“ i1 find it, and that’li be a first-rate place,”
said Ben, much gratified.

“ I could put my reading-book in sometimes, if
you’d like it. There’s lots of pretty stories in it
and picturcs,” proposed Betty, rather timidly, for
she wanted to share the bencvolent project, but
had little to offer, not being as good a scholar as
bright Bab.

“17d like a ’rithmetic better. | read tip-top,
but I aint much on ’rithmetic ; so, if you can spare
yours, | might take a look at it. Now 1’m going
to earn wages, | ought to know about addin’’em
up, and so on,” said Ben, with the air of a "Vander-
bilt oppressed with the care of millions.

“ 111 teach you that. Betty doesn’t know much
about suins. But she spells splendidly, and is-
always at the head of her class. Teacher is real
proud of her, 'cause she never misses, and spells
hard, fussy words, like chi-rog-ra-phy and bron-
chi-iis as easy as anything,”
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Bab quite beamed with sisterly pride, and Betty
smoothcd down licr apron with modest satisfaction,
for Bab seldom praised hcr, and she liked it very
much.

“ | never went to school, so that’s the rcason |
aint smart. | can write, though, better 'n some of
the boys up at school. | saw lots of fiames on the
shed door. See here now,” and scrambling down,
Ben pullcd out a cherished bit of chalk and flour-
ished off ten letters of the alphabet, one on each of
the dark stone slabs that paved the walk.

“ Those are beautiful! 1 can’t make such curly
ones. Who taught you to do it?” asked Bab, as
she and Betty walked up and down admiring them.

“ Horse blankets,” answered Ben, soberiy.

“ W hat!” cried both girls, stopping to stare.

“ Our horses all had their iames on their blank-

ets, and | used to copy ’em. The wagons e
signs, and | learned to read that way after feihet |
taught me my lettevs offthe red and yellow posters,
First word | knew was lion, ’cause | was alwep i
goin’ to see ofd Jubal in his cage. Father wasrd |
proud when | read it right off. 1 can diaw at
too.”

Ben proceeded to depict an animal intended ol
represent his lost friend; but Jubal wouid not hae
rccognized his portrait, since it looked much moe
like Sancho than the king of the forest. The ch-
dren admired it immensely, however, and Ben g2
them a Icsson in natural history which was so ftite-
esting that it kept them busy and happy till ke
time; for the boy described what he had s
in such lively language, and illustrated in sucha|
droll way, it was no wonder they were charmed.

(To be continued.)

MUSIC ON ALL FOURS.

By Josephine Pollard.

A PUSSY-CAT and a Black-and-Tan
Were shut in a room together,
And, after a season of quiet, began
To talk of the change in the weather,
And new spring fashions, and after that
They had a sort of musical chat.

Said Puss: “ To me it is quite absurd—
But tastes and opinions vary;

And some have declared that no beast or bird
Can sing like the small canary,—

Who, if it be true as | 've heard it told,

Is really worth more than its weight in gold !”

Said the Black-and-Tan, with a pensive smile;
“ | ’ve wanted to cali attention
To this bit of scandal for quite a while,

And, if not amiss, to mention
That my daily allowance of bark and w(h)ine
Has greatly improved this voice of mine.”

It has,” said Puss, with a comic grin;

“ The words of truth you have spoken;

A namc for ourselves we must strive to win
At once, now the ice is broken;

For one or two doses of catnip tea

Have had a wondrous effect on me!



"OL V..

MUSIC ON ALL FOURS.

“ T was only the other night I strayed
Whero a silvery moonbeam slanted,
And gave such a beautiful serenade
You’d have thouglu the place enchanted.
It roused the neighborhood to a pitch
Of praise, or envy—I can’t tell which.”

Said the Black-and-Tan, “ Why should n’t we try
To sing a duet together?”

Said the Puss, “ | see no reason why
We can’t; and we’li show them whether

To bjrds and bipeds alone belong

The gift of singing a pleasing song!”

THE I>UET.

They sang—and they sang; but oh, my dears!
If you had been anywhere near them,

You ’d have shut your eyes and stopped your ears,
And wished that you could n’t hear them.

T was a brilliant effbrt, upon niy word.

And nearly killed the canai7 -bird.

The Pussy-cat and the Black-and-Tan
With the music were so delighted,
Tliey will give a concert as soon as they can,
And perhaps we may be invited.
Boiv-wow !” “ Miaow 1” 'l 'm sorry, you know,
| 've another engageinent—and cannot go !
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A LETTER TO AMERICAN BOYS.

By George MacDonald.

My DEAR CousiNS: Shall | really be talking
to you as | sit here in my study with the liver
Thames now flowing, now ebbing, past my win-
dow ? | am uttcring no word, | am onlywriting;
and you are not listening, not reading, for it will
be a long time ere what | ain now thinking shall
reach you over the millions of waves that sweil and
sink between us. And yct 1shall in very truth be
talking to you,

In like manncr, with divine differences, God
began to talk to us ages before we were born;
I will not say before we began to be, for, in a
sense, that very moment God thought of us we
began to-exist, for what God thinks of, ¢(s. We
have been lying for ages in his heart without know-
ing it. But now we have begun to know it. Wc
are here, with a great beginning, and before us an
end so great that there is no eud to it. Rut we
must take heed, for, clse, the very gi-eatness will
turn to confusién and terror.

Shall | explain what made me begin my lettcr
to you just this way?—! was sitting in my room,
as | am now, thinking what | should say to you.
And as | sat thinking after something wonh saying
and fit to say, my room spoke to me,—that is, out
of its condition and appearance carne a thought
into my mind. And that you may understand ho'v
it carne, and how it was what it was, | will first
show you what my room at this moment is like.
For the thought liad nothing to do with the sun
outside, or the shining river, or the whitc-sailed
boats, neither witli the high wind that is tossing
the rosy hawthorn-bloom before my Windows, or
with the magnolia trained up the wall and looking
in at one ofthem ; it had to do only with the inside
of the room.

It is a rather long room. The gi-eater part has
its walls filled with books, and | am sitting at one
end quite surrounded by them. But when 1 iift
my eyes, | look to the other end, and into the
heart of a stage for acting upon, filling all the
width and a third part of the length of the room,
It is surrounded with curtains, but thosc in froiU
of it ave withdrawn, and there the space of it lies
before me, a bare, empty hollow of grecn and blue
and red, which to-morrow evening will be filled
with group after group of moving, talking, shining,
acting men and women, boys and girls. It looked
to me like a human heart, waiting to be filled with
the scenes of its own story,—with this difference,
that the heart itself will determine of what sort

tliose groups shall be. Then there grew up innifl
mind the l6Uowing little paiable, which, lo tlose
who do not care to understand it, will be dark,-
but to those who desire to know its meaniiig, man
give light;

There was once a wise man to whom was grantei |
the powcr to send forth his thoughts in shapes that|
other pcople could scc. And, as he walked abroad |
in the world, he carne upon some whom his ivisdoral
might serve. One day, having, in a Street of ihel
city where he dwelt, rescued from danger a boyl
about ten years of age, hé went with him tohisl
mother, and bcgged that he might take him tohis|
house for a week. When they heard his nars,
the parents willingly let their son go ivilh himi
And he taught him many things, and the boy loed!
and trusted him.

When the boy was asleep in bed, the wise mani
would go to his room at midnight, and lay histari
to his ear, and hearken to his dreams. Then bel
would stand and spread out his arras over him adi
look up. And the boy would smile, and his sleep|
was the deeper.

Once, just an hour after the sage had thus visilai 1
him, the boy woke, and found himself alone in (
middle of the night. He could not get to skcpl
again, and grew so restlcss that he rose and werti
down the stair. The moon shone in at cvery west-1
crn window, and his way was “ now in glirmntr
and now in gloom.” On the first landing hesafj
a door wide open, which he had never sccn openj
till now. It was the door of the wizard’s room [
Wi ithin, all was bright with moonlight, and thehboi |l
first peeped, then steppcd in, and peered timidlyl
about him.

The farther end of the room was hidden by a onl
tain stretched quite across it, and, curious toses|
what was behind, he approached it. But erel
reached it, the curtain slowly divided in the midaj
and, drawn back to each side, revealed a place «iill
just light enough in it from the moonshinc tosho'l
that it was a dungeon. In the middle ofit, u
the floor, sat a prisoner, with fetters to liisfeel,amlj
manados to his hands; an iron collar wasroundl
his neck, and a chain from the collar had its la*!
link in an iron staple deep-fixed in the stone flar.f
His head was sunk on his bosom, and he sat abjectj
and despairing.

“What a wicked man he must be!" tliougwj
the boy, and was turning to run away in t«r«J
when the man lifted his head, and his look caugkt |



A LETTER TO AMERICAN BOYS.

aa held liiin. For he saw a palé, worn, fierce
loiinieiiaiice, which, somehow, through all the
nied years, and all the dirt that defiled it, he

"ogiiized as his own, For a moment the prisoner
ued at liiin raournfully; then a wild passion of
njtand dcspair seized him ; he dragged and tore
Ithischains, raved and shrieked, and dashed him-
Mfoii the ground like one mad with imprisonment.
Fora lime he lay cxhausted, then half rose and
al as beforc, gazing helplessly upon the ground.

By.md by a spider carne creeping along the bar
lihis fetters. He put out his hand, and, with the
anacle on his wrist, crushed it, and smiled. In-
bntly tliroiigh the gloom carne a strong, clear,
feft sirangcl)' sweet voice—and the very sweetness
lad in it something that made the boy think of
e, And the voice said ;

“So!in the midst of misery, thou takest dclight
atetinction ! Is it not well thou art chained?
Bfitiou «ast free, thou wouldst in time destroy the
lwld. T;une thy wild beast, or sit there till |
bme him.”

i The prisoner peered and stared through the dusk,
ui could see no one; he fell into another fit of
Junlius i.iving, but not a hair-breadth would one
fokof chain yield to his wildest endeavor.

“Oh, my mother !'” he cried, as he sank again
juotlie grave of exhaustion.

"Thy mother is gone from thee,” said the voice,
I'ouu’om by thine evil ways. Thou didst choose
)ha>e ihysclf and not thy mother, and there thou
|nsi thysclf, and she is gone. 1 only am left to care
or jhee—not with kisses and sweet words, but with
Idungcon.  Unawares to thyself thou hast forged
hifie own chains, and riveted them upon thy limbs.
jiMHercules could free thee or himself from such
opnsnnment.”

The man burst out weeping, and cried with

“What thcn am | to do, for the burden of them
Bmiolcmhle ?”
r “Whai | will tell thee,” said the voice; “ for so
ftall thy chains fall from thee.”
I« 1will do it,” said the man.
“Thy prison is foul,” said the voice.
“Itis," answered the prisoner.
| “Cleansc it, then.”
1 “Howcan 1 cleanse it when | cannot move 2~
1 'Cannot move | Thy hands were upon thy face
inoment gone—and now they are upon the floor !
jhoncof those hands lies a dead mouse; yon-
inéan opon window. Cast the dead thing out
ftoihe fiirnace of life, that it may speedily make
Prad lhurcof.”
1 Withsuelden obedient resolve the prisoner made
wdearor to reach it. The chain pulled the
™taid, and the manacle wrenched his wrist;
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but he caught the dead thing by the tail, and with
a fiercc cffort ihrcw it; out of the window it flew
and fell—and the air of his dungeon seemed already
clearer.

After a silence, carne the voice again;

“ Behind thee lies a brooin,” it said; “ reach
forth and take it, and sweep around thee as far as
thy chains will yield thee scopc.”

The man obeyed, and, as he swept, at every
stroke he reached farther. At length,—hojv it
carne he could not tell, for his chains hung heavy
upon him still,—he found himself sweepiiig the
very foot of the walls.

A moment more, and he stood at the open win-
dow, looking out into the world. A dove perclied
upon the window-sill, and walked inquiringly in;
he caught it in his' hands, and looked how to ci6se
the window, that he might secure its coinpany.
Then carne the voice :

“Wilt thou, a prisoner, make of thyself a
jailer?”
He openecl his hands, and the dove darted

There it fluttered and fiashcd
for a moment, like a bird of snow; then re-
entered, and flew into his very hands. He scroked
and kissed it. The bircl went and carne, and was
his companion.

Still, his chains hung about him, and he sighed
and groaned under iheir wcight.

“ Set thee down,” said the voice, “ and polish
thine irons.”

He obeyed, rubbing link against link busily with
his hands. And thus he labored—as it seemed to
the boy in the vision—day after day, until at last
every portion within his reach, of fetter, and chain,
and collar, glittercd with brightness.

into the sunlight.

* Go to the window,” then said the voice, “ and
lay thee down in the sunshine.”
He went and lay down, and fell asleep. When

he awoke, he began to raise himself heavily j but,
lo! the sun had melted all the burnished parts of
bis bonds, the rest dropped from him, and he
sprung to his feet. For very joy of lightness, he
ran about the room like a frolicking child. Then
said the voice once more:

“ Now carve thee out of the wall the figure of a
man, as perfect as thou canst think and make it.”

“ Alas!” said the prisoner to himself, “ Iknow
not how to carve or fashion the image of any-
thing.”

But as he said it, he turned with a sigh to find
among the fragmcnts of his fetter.; what piece of
iron might best serve him for a ckisel. To work
he set, and many and weary were the hours he
wrought, for his attcinpts appeared to him nothing
better than those of a child, and again and ever
again as he carved, he had to change his purpose.
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and cut away what he had carvcd; for tlic thing
he wrouglu would not conform itself to tlie thing
he thought, and it seemed be made no progress in
the tabk that was set him. But he did not know
that it was because liis tliought was not good enough
to give strength and skill to his hand,—that it
seemed too good for his hand to follow,

One night he wrought hard by the glimmer of
his wietclicd lamp, until, overwcaried, he fell fast
aslgpp, and slcpt like one dcad. When he awoke.
Jo! a man of light, lovely and grand, who stood
ewhere he liad been so wecarily carving the unre-
sponsive stone ! He rose and drew nigh. Bchold,
itwas anopeningin the wall, through which hisfiee-
dom shone! The man of light was the door into
the universe. And he darted through the wall.

As he vanished from his siglit, the boy felt the
wind of the morning lave his forehead; but with
tlie prisoner vanished the visién; he was alone,
with the moon shining through the Windows. Too
solemn to be afraid, he crept back to his bed, and
fell fast asleep.

In the morning, he knew there had come to him
what he now took for a strange dream, but he rc-
membcred little of it, and thought lcss about it,
and the same day the wizard took him home.

His mother was out when he arrived, and he
had not been in five minutes before it began to
rain. It was holiday-time, and thcre were no les-
sons, and the scliool-room looked dismai as a new
Street. He had not a single companion, and the
rain carne down with sloiv persistence. He tried
to read, but could not find any cnjoyment in it
His thoughts grew more and more gloomy, until
at last his very soul was disquieted within him.
When his mother camc home and sought him in
the schoot-room, she found him lying on the floor,
sullen and unkind. Although he knew her step
as she entered, he never looked up; and when she
spoke to him, he answered iike one aggrieved.

“ | ara sorry you are unhappy,” said his mother,
sweetly. “ 1 did not know you were to be homc
to-day. Come with me to my roora.”

He answered his mother insolcntly;

“ 1 don’t want to go with you. | only want to
be left alone.”

His mother turned away, and, without another
word, left the room,

The cat camc in. went up to him purring, and
rubbed herself against him. He gave her such a
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blow that she flew outagain, in angry fright, Ki,!
her back high above her head. And the ijjil
rained fastcr, and the wind began to blow, andilJ
misery settied down upon his soul like lead. All
last he wept with his face on the fioor, quite ovemiarl
tered by lhe most contemptible of all passions-|
self-pity.

Again the voice of his mother carne to hbil
The wizard had in the meantime come to seel
and had just left her.

“ Get up, my boy,” she said, in a more cool
manding tone than he had ever heard from1
before.

W ith her words the visién returned upon hiul
clear, and piain, and strong. He started in tenotl
almost expccting to hear the chains rattlc a)aiil
him.

“ Get up, and make the room tidy.
you have thrown the books about!”
mother.

He dared not disobey her. He sprungtolul
feet, and as he reduced the little chaos arounahicl
to ordcr, first calmness descended, and then siue|
arése. As he fulfilled her word, his mothers
and looked on. The moment he had finished, ki
ran to her, threw his arms about her neck, kiixl
into honest, worthy tears, and cried:

“ Mother!”

Then, after a while, he sobbed out;

“1 am sony | was so cross and rude Mi
mother.”

She kissed him, and put her arms around Kg
and with his mind’s cye he saw the flap off
white dovc's wing. She took him by the handa
led him to the window, The sun was shining,i
a grand rainbow stood against the black atHd
of the receding cataract.

“ Come, my child,” she said; “ we will goo
together.”

It was long years ere the boy understood
mcaiiings of the visién. | doubt if he undersu»!
them all yet. But he will one day. And
say no more for the wisest of the readers,ori
the writcr himself, of this parable,

The Father of ail the boys on earthandi|
heaven be with the boys of America! and'
they grow up, may they and the men of Eva»
understand, and love, and help each oto|
Amen! Your friend,

George MacDonaii. |

See WI
said b|
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v Story/or tke KincUrrten Children®

By H.

ALimE ANNIE had been quite ill, and her
uaniina tliought best to keep her at home from
pie Kindergarten ; laut she was now almost well
hpin, and liad been promised she should return
[tohet lilile companions in two more days. Two
dysseems a long time to a little girl, and Annic
seered so sadly to miss all the pretty amusements
/ (e Kindergarten, that mamma tried to think

hbtslic could do to interest her. At last a very
Ibnghuhought carne into her head, and she nin
|Dto tlie hali and whispered it to papa, who was
I®iputting on his hat and coat to go out,

V He carne b.ick very soon, and brought Annie a

rini! colored balls in it.
l. ¢ silo cried, “nowl can play Kindergar-
p "b' dolls, for they are really growing up

Ignorant, cspccially Arabella Louisa, who

' _rae, only ycsterday, to cut her appic iiito
piHialvcs."”

eCu stools ill the house were soon coi-

A nnj brnuglit to the nursery, where they were

Sej'L Kindergarten fashion, and the dolls

leui' p™ together and toes turned
Kosie ivas there with her beautiful golden

E. H,

curls, her bright blue eyes, and arms and hands
which would move quite as Alice couid move her
own. Then there were foiir younger children, and
even old Peggy—the rag-baljy—was made to sit up
very stiffand straight with the aid of a jittie string,
and the lesson began.

Annie took out tbe yellow ball and ai“ed the
babies to point out something in the room the same

color. Rosie managed, with a little hiip from her
teacher, to raise her kid arm and point with her
dainty finger to the canary-bird.

“ Point to something round like the hall,” said
little Annie, and Arabella Louisa made herself very
cross-eyed looking down at her golcl beads, but was
too bashful to spcak. Next Annie brought out the
purple hall and laid it down. Then the red and
green oncs carne out, and, lastly, the orange and
blue. Now the teacher began to look very duil,
even dullcr than her scholars; her eyelicls began
to clroop, and she spoke very slowly, and said;
“ Children,—can—you—count—the—balls ?” but
not hearing any answer. she loo”~d up and found
they had all disappeared, and that she was no
longer in the nursery. Before her was a beautiful
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green field dotted all over with buttercups and
daisies. After she liad steppcd around carefully
on the soft grass and smeit the flowers, she heard
some one cali her fiame, and, looking up, she saw
a beautiful castlc standing quite alone by itself in
the air, while a little fairy in a ycllow, gauzy dress
beckoned her to come up.

“ O h!” thought Annie, “ how 1 should like to
go and make her a pretty courtesy, but 1 have no
wings and cannot fly !'”

The kind fairy seeing the sad look on the little
girl’s face, cried out: “ Wait a minute till we get
our fairy pipe.”

Ann”oukl butwoncler of what use a pipe would
be, but she had been taught to be paticnt and wait
until things were explained to her; so she stood
very quiet, and soon saw the fairy in yellow come
floating down to the earth. Behind her carne
another little creature all in red, and still behind
her a thircl in a beautiful blue dress. Between
them they carried a long pipe, much like the one
Roger, the gardener, smoked; and whcn they were
in front of tho little girl they began to biow through
it very hard, and Annie soon found herself inside a
a large soap-bubble, and felt.that she was gently
floating upward in her fairy balloon. When she
reached the castle she touched the thin wall with
her fingers and it melted away, and left her stand-
ing in Fairy Land!

Her three companions—the fairy in yellow, the
one in red, and the one in blue—crowded around
her, and cried “ Welcome1” three times. Then they
made a place fot three more, who tried to smile and
say “ Welcome!” also, but could only look very
sad and wipe a tiny tear from their little eyes.

Now, Annie was a kind little girl, and she asked
them in her gentlest voice what made them sad,
and they all replied: “ Oh, we want some dresses
so badly; these are only our little skirts made out
ol cobwebs.”

“ What color do you want? ” said Annie.

“ Well,” ~aid the flrst, “/ want one of green,
like the beautiful grass and the leaves of the trees.”

“ Ah 1” sighed Annie, “if | could only remem-
ber how our teacher told us to make green, but |
am afraid | have forgotten.”

Away ran one of the fairies, and soon carne back
with a little white cap, which she placed upon An-
nic’s head, saying; “ This isour thinking-cap, and
as soon as it touched.the child’s brown curls, she
cried ; “ I've thought! If you mix yellow and
blue together it will make green ; but how can wc
do it?”

“ Oh, %eknow |” all the six cried together, and
they brought a lily filled with dew, and the fairy
with the yellow dress and the one with the blue
dress dipped their little skirts in it, and they stirred
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the dew around with a tiny wand, and took outil
lovely grecn robe, which was put on the fairy»!»|
had chosen that color, and she began lo smilewen|
sweetly.

Now, the next one stepped up, and said: ";[
want a dress of purple like the beautiful s«|
violets which gvow in our little gardens.”

As Annie still had the thlnkiiig-cap on, stul
quickly told them that red and blue must be misdl
together, and another lily was brought and ihenil
and blue dresses dipped in it; and after someair-1
ring, out carne a beautiful purple frock, and :
fairy who had chosen this smiled even more sivedl)|
than the other one.

Now, Annie turned to the last one and askedhr|
what color she wanted, and she replied: “ /«a»|
a dress of orange.”

“1 do not need the cap this time,” said AnnéJ
“ for 1 remember that red and yellow will raitt|
orange.”

So a third lily was brought by the fairies,
when the red and yellow dresses were dippetl inii,!
out carne one ofan orange color, and the fairy*lit|
put this on really laughed aloud. Then i
hold of hands, all the little things began to danal
gayly around Annie, who was quito tired fromIlw
long joumey, and had asked permission to lieul
the soft bed of moss.

She noticed that wherever the red fairy wenttlii|
grecn onc followed ciése behind. The blue jiit|
and the one with the orange dress kept closet
gether with their arms around each other, aril il
yellow and purple fairies kissed, and seemedloajl
such very pretty things of each other that Aaiil
thought they must be the compUinentary coloretal
she had heard her mother talk about. Justnwi
grew quite dark, and as Annie looked up al ikl
clouds she felt a rain-drop on her cheek, and ladj
ing at her companions she saw that everyi
clung to their clothing, and looked like beafflij
diamonds and pearls. The shower lasted oniyil
little while, and thcn the sun carne out, anda:|
fairies all called out: “ Good-by, kind LadyAaml
we are wanted now away up in the sky !” andilwl
floatcd up one above the other, and strctchedtb»!
selves out quite long, and arched their bodies w?l
graccfully; and as Annie turned her face a«l|
from where the sun was setting, she saw in
opposite direction a beautiful rainbow, and *|
knew why the fairies had been called away.

“ Annie!  Anniel!!” ,

“ Why, that is my fiame,” thought the liltkF1
and she gave a jump andopened ner eyes, ana Cal
you hclieve me, she was back in the
balls were lying on the floor just as she ha |
them, and the dolls were all staring at her*'|
their round glass eyes.
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A MODERN WILLIAM TELL

“he»E, CkaHDPA, LET's play WILLIAM TELL. [I’1L DE MR. TKLL, AMD YOD MAY PLAY VOU'RE MY SON, AND STAND OVER THERE
BY THE HIRBOR WHILE | SHOOT THIS APPLE OPP YOUR HEAD."

THE KING AND THE THREE TRAVELERS.

By Arlo Bates.

Three travelers, who had been found asleep in
Jre royal parle, weie once brought before King
Jollimon.  In answer to inquiries, they said that
they were story-tellcrs, who earned their living by
[relating tliose tales and Icgends of which the in-
lliabiunts of Jolliland are so exCravagantly fond.

Ii that be so," said the king, “ and if you can
lell sioriuj worth licaring, you are indeed welcome.
[The court story-teller has just been lIsanished for
IpKsuming lo tell the same story twice, and his
iPsce isunfiiled. It would be a right royal idea to
I hwe three story-tcllers instead of one.”

So the three travelers, after having been re-
| '""Hed «iih food and drink, were bidden to seat

themselves at thei august feet of King Jollimon,
that they might prove their power to please the
royal fancy by strange and unheard tales.

They were all old and withered; and the first
had a crooked back, the second a crooked nose,

.and the third a crooked mouth. He of the crooked

back began, and told the tale of

The Rayen Maiden.

There -once lived a young and accomplished
prince called Orea. His father was king over all
the country and the neighboring provinces, and
Orc.n was his only heir.

The prince was a daring hunter, and went often
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to the royal forests, sometimes in company with
the lords of the court, but oftcncralone. For it so
happened that the gamckeeper had a young
daughter, Sipclie, who was as fair as the morning,
and as modest as she was fair; and tbe prince.

having seen hcr, of course fell over head and ears
in love with her, forgetting all clifTcrences of wealth
and station. As for Sipelie, having no mother to
tell her better, although she took good care to wait
a modest while before showing it, siie gave away
her whole heart to him. Nor was this so much to

THREE TRAVEI.ERS. UaHUAL,
be wondcred at, for Orea was every inch a princt,
and a fine, manly fellow bcside. And so | wanam
thcre was billing and cooing enough at the gam®
keeper's lodge, for when the prince carne the ga®®
keeper kept discreetly in the backgroiind, and

Sipelie had no brothcrs or sisters to be in the wy.
But the course of truc love is never without u
rapids, and it was not long lieforc Orca’s visiist» i
Sipelie began to be talked about among the [
So at last the news camc to the ears of the .|
Ildca, the prime minister’s daughter, who hop«
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ignPrince Orea herself. The Lady lldea’s temper
d-asccrtainly none of the best, fior was her beauty
alantove coinpared with that of the gamekeeper’s
dattkliter.  She had long iaid siege to the heart of
Ire prince, and she was now convinced that it was
only on account of the peasant maiden that she
‘'made so little progress.

The Lady lldea was not unskilled in magic, and
by consiiltation with divers not very respectable
spinis, she found means to transform the beautiful
Sipelie into a raven. Thus it happened that when
the prince went as usual to visit his beloved, he
found the cottage empty, and no living thing in
sigtit but a raven, which croaked dolorousiy from

neighboring tree. When the gamckeeper ap-
peated, in ans'ver to Prince Orca’s eager questions,
be could only say that his daughter was missing.
Together, ilie two men searched the whole night
fotthe lost maiden; but neither then, fior in any
after scarch, could a trace of Sipelie be discovered.

Itis needless to speak of the gainebeepePs gvief,
or the prince’s dcspair. Both refiised to be com-
(b)ied, and the unhappy prince became so palé and
Uiinthat it was pitiful to see.

In all his grief and anguish, the Lady lldea
shoived a deep sympathy, encouraging him to tell
herall his woes, and if she could not comfort him,
sheat least wept for him, and that was something.

And so0 it went on until the prince was taken
tiolently ill. The wise men gathered about his
bed, and at last conciuded, after many long and
tedious days of consultation, that his sickness was
causcd by an evil influence, which they ascribed to
araven that had been noticed fluttering continu-
allyabout the palace Windows. They farther an-
nounced that the prince could only be cured by
thcjuice of ccrtain wild herbs, which were exceed-
bgly rare, :md which only grew in wild and dan-
gerous places in the mountains. Messengers were
dispatched tbroiighout the whole country in search
of the precioiis herbs, but the third day a bundle
ofthe plafiis was found on the ledge of the prince’s
window. No one knew whence they carne, fior
did any one notice that the raven sat on a dis-
hntirce, and watched until the herbs were taken
B, but then flew silently away, to retum no more.

The prince now rapidly recovered, and was soon
iBelogo again into the open air. The lady lldea
had been most attentive throughout his illness, and
dti the first day on which he went to the hunt, she
" «by his side. She was outwardly calm enough,

utinwardly she was nol at all at ease. Only one

oy retnained of the cluration of the magic spell
wichensnared Sipelie, andP  ce Orea had not yet

“fsotlen Ihe peasant maiden, or bound himself to

«@. As they followcd the hoiinds through the
Pkasant forest, the sharp eyes of the lady espied a
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raven fluttering along from branch to branch, always
keeping ncar the prince.

She pointed it out to her companion, saying,
“ Do you see the bird ofill ornen? It is the same
which brought you illness. Now is your time to
dcstroy it.”

Prince Orea raised his bow, but lowered it again,
for something within stayed his hand, and he said:
“ Let the poor blackamoor live. | have been too
near death myseif to feel like harming it.”

“If you do not care for yourself,” said Lady
lldea, “ othcrs do. It might bring you harm
again.” And with unerringaim she sent an arrow
fiying through the air. The raven fell, uttering a
last mournful cry. But Lady lldea was not satis-
fied. Hastily dismounting, she ran through the
grass to where the bird lay, and found the body of
the maiden Sipelie, pierced to the heart, a'nd cov-
ered with blood. Horror-struck, she turned away,
but at that instant she trod upon an adder, which
suddenly darted its fangs into her foot, inflicting a
mortal wound.

“ And served her right,” quoth King Jollimon,
as the crooked-backed man ended, “ The prince
is left to bury the dead, | suppose. Well, 1°ve
heard worse tales, | 'm sorry to say; but | generaOy
hear better ones. What have you to tell?” he
added, nodding, to the man with the crooked nose.

“ Mine is a fable, and very instructive,” said he;
“ And the moral 7

“ Moral me no moréis,” interrupted King Jolli-
mon. “ Tell your fable, if you please; but |11
draw my own moral as mild as | please.”

Thus admonished, he of the crooked nose told
the tale of

The Wise Cat.

A certain cat set out to seek his fortune, and
traveled through the whole world. At last he carne
to a country where a cat had never been seen be-
fore. The inhabitants ivere at first friglitened by
the strange monster, but having observed Puss
killing the mice with which the country was over-
run, they pluckecl up courage, and approaching
him, requested that he should follow them before
the king. Puss complied willingly enough, and
the end of the matter was that he was installed
rat-catcher to the king, and a large salary besiowcd
upon him. The faithfulness with which Puss dis-
charged his dutics raised him high in the royal
regarcl, and a circumstance soon occurrcd which
advanced him siill further. The king look his
naps by an open window, and had a piate of cher-
rics placed beside him that he might eat them
when he awoke. A crow from the neighboring
forest constaiitly stole the fruit, fior had all the
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efforts of the king’s servants succceded in destroy-
ing the bird, The cat, however, concealed himselt
in the vvindow-hangings, and pounced upon the
unlucky marauder, and broke his ncck. The king
was full of gvatitude, and ordered that Puss’s salary
be increased. Soon after, a bear carne and ravaged
the king’s flocks. His majesty conffnanded Puss
to kill him. *“ 1 can only do what I am able,
pleaded the cat; but the king insisted. While
Puss was coming, Bruin attacked the storem a
swarm of bees, and was stung to death. *“ You
have done as | knew you would, my dear cat,” said
the king, and would listen to no explanations, The
cat received the Order of the Royal Shoe-string.

Next an elephant carne and ravaged the crops.
The king sent the cat to attack him. “ Alas | |
can only do what | am able,” again pleaded the cat,
but there was no moving the king. While the cat
was coming, the elephant fell into a pit and was
killed. ;

“ You have done as 1 knew you wouid, said the
king once more; and the cat received the Order
of the Royal Penknife, and the care of the Royal
Shoe-brush. .o, N

A great army marched to subdue lhe kingdom.
The king gave himself no uneasiness. “ Have we
not the cat hete?” he asked. *“ My dear, go and
put these troublesome fellows to flight.”

“ Alas 1 your majesty,” said the unfortunate cat,
“ 1 can but do as | am able, and luck will turn at
last;” but the king was stubborn as ever. And
while the cat was coming, a band of the enemy fell
upon him and destroyed him; and they overthrew
all the kingdom. The king was taken pnsoner
and compelled to feed cats all his life. “ That un-
grateful cat!” he continually exclaimed.

“ And do you cali that a fable?” asked King
Jollimon. “ I should have let you tell the moral,
that there might have been some good to it. Come,
you fellow,” he said to the crooked-mouthcd man,
“ speak quickly. I long to hear another tale, that
I may forget this.”

And this tale was that of

Hans and Peter.

Hans and Peter met one fine morning on the
way to market. Hans was large and stout; the
world always went easily with him; he troubled
himself as little as possible about the cares of lile,
and seemed to grow pluinper every day.

Peter, on the othcr hand, was thm and sUm.
He was continually worrying himself about some
trifle, and his face grew more and more care-worn
every day.

“'Good”™orrow, friend Peter,” said plump Hans,
in a hearty tone of checr.
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“ Good-day,
emnly.

“ Why are you so downcast ?” asked Hans.

“ Downcast! Have you no troubles,” returted
Peter, “ that you cannot understand why peopls
look downcast?”

“ 1 ?” said jovial Hans. “ 1 've only one trouble
in the world, and that does not trouble me, M/
wife complains because | bave become so stout,”

“ Happy man !” exclaimed Peter. “ My friends
complain because I am so thin.”

“ My friends say it makes me move too sloMy,’
said Hans.

“ My wife upbraids me,” returned Peter, “ke
cause | move so very quickly.” n

“ Suppose we change bodies!” said they bothin
abreath. And they changcd.

Again, in a few monlhs, Hans and Peter ni|
one fine morning; and Hans was a'gain large ad
stout, while Peter had become thin and slitn.

“What have you done to my body?” asked Hars.

“What bave you done to my body?” aked
Peter.

“ 1 was puzzled at first,” said Hans, to ko»
whether | was Hans or Peter; but it soon care
right." :

“ At first,” returned Peter, “ | knew not whelber
| was Peter or Hans, but as you say, Ltsoon care |
right.”

* Then the difference,” remarked Hans,
my body.”

“Nor my body,” put in Peter.

“ But,” said they both, “ ourselves !”

neighbor !” answered Peter, ml

isnot

“ Worse and worsc,” said King Jollimon, atthe |
conclusién of the remarkable legend. * If thee|
were four of you, | shudder to think what al
story the fourth one would tell 1”

“ It is because we did not know your |
taste,” said the man with the crooked back.
you would hear us once more, we should i
you better.” . .

“ 1 have heard enough,” said the ~ng; S'
upon second thought he consented that they sho»
try again ,

And first the crooked-backed man told the tai

The Egg-Shell.

A boy once met a roagician, who gave liini asi
egg-shell, telling him to place it in his
orno account to break it. The boy was as f«ti |
as boys usually are, so he instantly obeyed m
without at all stopping to think what the @
quences might be, Immediately his head sst»
up Uke an enormoiis balloon, so that 'he
nearly blew him away. He managed to catcliw
of a post and save himself from this fate. a
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croivd began to gather around his head, His body
«gs quite out of sight tmderneath, and only the
huge head was to be seen.

As everybody stood staring at the wonderful
sicht, 1fiy It on the boy’s cheek. He could not
rcach it himself, for his arms would not reach a
jenth part of the way to his chin; so he asked one
of the In-standers to kill the troublesome insect.
The boy’s voice was so smothered by the egg-shell
that it was long before he could make himself un-
derstood; but at last the man got an idea of what
g wanted, and aimed a severe blosv at the fly.
The inscct flow away unhanned, but the boy started
so0 suddenly that he bit the egg-shell in two, and
his head collapsed to its natural size. So there was
alittle boy in the middle of the place, holding on
bya post, and a crowd of people looking at him
froma distance.

“What a disappointment!” said the boy’s
mother. “ He was fast becoming remarkable 1 But
then, what a sum his hats would have cost! After
all, it is best as it is.”

“And besides,” added a neighbor, “ how could
you have got at him to punish him ?”

“To be sure !” answered the mother.

“This is better than the first,

because it is

sliorter,” said the king; and the man with acrooked *beheaded three times over.

nosc began the story of

The Crooked-Nosed Philosopher.
“Thcre was once a man,” he said, “ with a nose
solong that it reached half way round his head,
and thus the point was continualiy behind him.

SOMETHING IN THE

By Paul

When | look at pictures of people of oid times,
| ofien think what a curious thing it is that the
only apparent difference betweeii them and the
people of the present-day is to be seen in their
' clothes.

Ii we could take a dozen or so of ancient Greeks
and Romans; some gentlcmen and ladics of the
I middle ages; a party of our great-grandfathers
Iond moihers, and some nice people who are now
ILing in the next Street, and were to drcss all the
l«onicn in calico frocks and sun-bonncts, and all
'she men iu Unen coats and trousers and broad
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This not unnaturally caused him a great deal of
trouhle, but in the end was the means of his good
fortune, as you shall hear. For once, as he sat
reading, he felt something on the end of his nose,
and turning round his head he saw a fly sitting on
the point of it.”

“ Saw a fly on the point!” interrupted King
Jollimon. “ What cio you take me for, that you
thus try to impose such storieson me? Can a man
see what is behind him ?”

“ Certainly, if he turns round,” answered the
traveler, quite unmoved.

“ If he tunis round!” repeated the king, in a
rage, “ can onc see the back of his head ? 1 have
turned round, but 1 never could see my back.”

“ That is because your majcsty always loolts
away from it,” replied the othcr. “ If you would
turn round and look toward the back of your head,
you would undoubtcdly see it.”

“ Do you presume to dispute withme ?” screamed
his majesty, getting very red in the face. He felt
sure he was right, but he could not answer the
traveler’s argumcnt. “ Do you presume to dispute
with me?” he repeated. “ Get out of my sight,
and ifone of you three vagabonds, with your trump-
ery stories, is found in all the kingdom of Jolliland
by siinset to-morrow, | 1l have every man of you
A man see his back,
indeed 1”7

And thus it happened that the tale of “ The
Crooked-Nosed Philosopher” was never concluded,
which was the greater pity, since, if the end was
like the beginning, it must have been a very mar-
velous tale.

OLD CLOTHES LINE.
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straw hats, with their hair cut short; and were
then to jumblc them ail up together, and make
them kccp their tongues quiet, it would be very
difficuit, if not itnpossible, for a committcc, unac-
gtiainted with any of the party, to pick out the
ancients, the middlc-agers, or the moderns.

Lady Jane Grey, or Cornelia, the mother of the
Gracchi, or Hclen of Troy, would not look unlike
the other womcn in sun-bonnets and calicé frocks;
and while there would be a greater diffcrencc in
the men, whose nationality mightai*how more
strongly, Christopher Columbus, Nero, and Marco
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Bozzaris would be pretty much the same kind of
fellows as the other men of the party.

It is certainly a face that there are a great many
more points of strong resemblance between the
people of past ages and ourselves than most of us
suppose. It is often very surprising, when reading
of the domestic life of the past, to see how precisely
similar, in some respects, it was to our own. And,
as | have said, the people looked, with the excep-
tion of their clothes, very much as we do—mean-
ing by “ we” the people of ihc present day, all over
the world.

In 1876, at the Centennial Exposition, | saw
a marble bust—life size—which was a portrait
of a lady of ancient Rome. There was only the
head and neck, the hair was dresscd very plainly,
and it was astonishing how well that bust would
have answered for the portrait of a lady of Tliirty-
fourth Street, New York, or the wife ofa gentleman
in Springfiekl, Ohio. The head and face were just
such a head and face as | had often seen, and tbe
countenance even seemed familiar to me.

But dress makes all the difTerence in the world.
Had | met that lady attired in her flowing Roméan
garments, with her golden head-dress and her san-
daled feet, 1 should have had no thought of Thirty-
fourth Street, or Springfield, Ohio.

And so down the whole Une ofages you can tell,
pretty nearly, when a man ora woman lived, if you
can but get an idea of his or her clothes.

The next thing which strikes most of us when
looking at the pictures of old-lime people, is a feel-
ing of n'onder how they ever could have bcen will-
ing to make such scarecrows of themselves.

To be sure, we are willing to admire the flowing
robes of Greece and Rome, although we feel quite
sure tbat our style of dress is much more sensible,
and we have an admiration for a soidier ciad in
armor, as well as for the noblemcn and gcntry who
figured, some hundreds of years ago, in their splen-
did velvets and laces, their feathers and cocked
hats, and their diamond-hilted swords.

But, as a rule, the garments of our ancestors
appear very ridiculous to us. If we ciid not have
good rcasons for belief to the contrary, we should
be very apt to consider them a set of fools.

It even sccms a little wonderful that people
should be able to invent such curious fashions of
dressing themselves.

Think, for instance, of tlie wife of Jean Van
Eyck, a celcbratcd oid Dutch painter, who was
willing to dress her hair so that she looked like a
cat, and, raorcovcr, had her portrait lakcn in that
style, so that future generations might see what a
guy she was 1

Yes, the picture paintecl over five hundred years
ago hangs to-day in the Academy of Briigcs, and
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the staidest little Bclgians laugh when they looltat
it. You may see it yourseives some day, but if
not, you can at least enjoy this excellent copv
which has been engraved for St. Nicholas fiom
a photograph of the painting. If you look a
her face, you will see that in fcature she is ver;
much like an ordinary woman of the present day,
There is nothing at all distinctive about licr coun
tenance. As far as that is concerned, she miglit
just as well have lived now as at any other time.
But if she were to appear in an ordinary evening
coinpany dressed in the style in which you see her

THE WOMAN WHO LOOKED LIKE A CAT.

in the picture, the difference between her and ire
other ladies would be very striking, lo say the lesL

The curious mcthods of dress in olden times ivere
so many, and were of such infinite variety, tiiatl
cannot even allude to them in a little article like
this; but you cannot look at very many pictures
of the people of by-gone days without sccing sore
costume which will appear quite funny, if not aso-
lutcly absuid.

You need not go very far back eithcr. Whai
could be queercrthan the high coat-collarsofsome
of your great-grandfatheis, which carne up under
their ears, while their throats rverc wrappcd in fod
after fold of long cravats—or else encircled b; e
hard, stifT stock,—and the liind-buttons of their
coats were away up in the middle of their backs!

But perhaps your great-grandmothers, with ire
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«aists of their gowns just under their arms, with
iheii funny Jong mittens and their great calash
boam-ii., »ere just as queer as their husbands.

Noiv the question comes very naturally to us:
\Vh)’did these people, as well as the peopie who
carne before them, drcss in such ricliculous fashions?
Wec know that many of them were very sensible
jolk- ‘vliti knew how to do many things as well as
wecan do them, and some things a great deal bet-
ter. Mentally and physically the most of them are
not smpasscd by the people who live now. Then
why dici iilt they know enough to dress sensibly
and btnuiiingly as we do ?

Inreply lo this | will say that your great-grand-
faihcr and your great-grandmother, unless they
belongcd to some religious scct which regulated
the clotites of its menibers, would have dressed ex-
acily as .vour father and mother now do, if it had
been llic lashion in their day.

And if J)ou had seen their portraits, dressed in
cloihes of the present day (which, had thosc old
people worn them, would have been out of fashion
long before you were born), you would have thought
they looked perfectly ridiculous.

The truth of the matter is, that with a great
I iMnj of LB the attractive and desirafale qualities of
dothes depcnd cntirely upon their relations to the
current stj'les or fashions. Wc think everything
I mbccoining and ugly excepting those styies e+ and
no matter how absurd the present fashion may be,
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there are not ten persons out of a thousand who «
wrhen they become used to them, do not admire
them and follow them to the extent of their ability.

There are few of you who are not old enough to
remember fashions of dress, which at one time you
and every one else considered very stylish and bc-
coming, and which now wouid make a perfect
fnght of any one who would be boid enough to
wear them. °

Indeed, were a fine lady to make her appearance
m the streeis of one of our large cities dressed in the
hoops and wide skirts in which she was so fashion-
abie and attractive a few years ago, the Street boys
would hoot bcr, and she might walk about all day
w.thout meeting a single peison who would think
that there was anything whatever to be said in
favor of such a costume.

Of course, some fashions are uglier and more
absurd than othcrs, and it is not strange that we
wonder how sensible people couid have endured
them; but if these very styles were to become
fashiouable agam, most of us would adopt them.

If, in a few years, it should become the fashion
for ladies to dress their hair like that of the good
wife of Joan Van Eyck, | feel quite certain that
nearly all the fashionahie ladics you know would go
about looking very much like cats. This may seem
a libeious assertion: but if you will keep a watch
on the fashions, | think you will find I am correct,
provided the Van Eyck style comes up.

DEMON.

By Laura E. Richards.

1 HATE my gcography lesson !

It 3 nothing but nonsense and fiames;
JO bother me so every morning,

It 5 really the greatest of shames.

Tilo l)roliks, they flow into the ritidrs.
And the rivers flow into the sea;
bope, for my part, they enjoy it,
°“t 'vhat does it matter to me

OOate, even more | Ve disliked it,
And more disagreeable it seems,
ler since the sad evening iast winter,
"tn | had that most frightful of dreams.

| thought that a great horrid monster
Stood suddenly there in my room—

A frightful Geography Demon,
Envclopcd in darkness and gloom;

His body and head like a mountain,
A volcano on top for a hat;

His arms and his legs were like rivers,
With a brook round his neck for cvavat.

He laid on my poor trembling shoulder
His fingers, coid, clammy and long;
And fixing his red eyes npon me,
He roared forth this horrible song ¢



214

“ Come 1 come 1 rise and come
Away to the banks of the Muskingum !
It flows o’er the plains of Timbuctoo,
With the peak of Teneriffe just in view.
And the cataracts Icap in the palé moonshine,
As they dance o’er the cliffs of Brandywine.

Flee ! flee ! rise and flee

Away to the banks of the Tombigbee!
Wc ’ll pass by Alaska’s flowery strand,
Where the emerald towers of Pekin stand;
W c’il pass them by, and wiil rest awhile
On Michilliraackinac's tropic isle;

While the apes of Barbary frisk around.
And the parrots crotv with a lovely sound.

* Hie ! hie! rise and hie
Away to the banks of the Yang-tze-fci 1
There the giant mountains of Oshkosh stand,
And the icebergs gleam through the faliing sand ;
While the elephant sits on the pahn-trce high,
And the cannibals feast on bad-boy pie.

“ Go! go! rise and go
Away to the banks of the Hoang-ho
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There the Chickasaw sachcm makes his tea
And the kettle boils and waits for thee.

W e’ll smite thee, ho! and we:u lay thee W
On the beautiful banks of the Hoang-ho I"

These terrible words were still sounding
Like trumpets and clrums through my head,

When the monster clutched tighter my shouldcr,
And dragged me half out of the bed.

In terror, | clung to the bed-post;
But ihc faithless bed-post, it broke.

i screamed out aloud in my anguish,
And suddenly—well, | awoke.

He was gone. But | cannot forget him,
The fearftii Geography Sprite.

He has my first thought in the morning,
He has my last shudder at night.

Do you blamc me for hating my lcsson?
Is it strange that it frightful should seeinf

Or that | more and more should abhor it
Since 1 had that luost horrible dream ?

THE TOWER-MOUNTAIN.

By Gustavos Frankenstein.

1.

W hen | reached the crowd of monkcys who
were inaking stich a noise and were evidently in
such tvouble, | soon saw what was the matter, A
very large monkey had his claws fastened in the
back of a much smaller one, and was biting liim in
the shouldcr—the little fellosv shrieking, and the
others dreadfully cxciced, yct hesitating to come to
the rescue.

W hat are raonkeys compared to a man ? | rushed
in, seized the ruffiau by the throat, which loosencd
hishold upon the weakcr party, and hurling him
with all my forcé against the ground, broke his
ugly skull upon the rock on which it struck.

Then, such a ycll of delight as went up from
that motley monkey crcwai It was simply in-
describable. This was immediately followed by an
immense amount of jabbering, as they gathered in
little groups, no doubt disctissing the merits of the
action and the valor of the hero. Doubtless the
monkey | had slain was a great tyrant over the

others, by reason of his superior size and strength,
and they were congratuiating one another ymn
their dcliverance from his hated rule.

His last victim—poor little fellow !—1 raiseS fron
the ground, washed his wounds, and, gatherin»
some plantain-lcaves, placed them carefuily on
the laceratcd flecsh, and bound them on snuglyanJ
firmly with strips of palm-leaf.

The little creature looked at rae very affecliim
ately, evincing by his expression the deepest gnii-
tude.

As he was in a very sacl plight indeed, I nuisel
and pctted him until quite late in the aftemoon,
his companions not far off observing my mo\\i
ments with great interest. At iast 1 said to 0* |
woimded monkey:

“ Now, littie fellow, go your way in peace. Tah |
care of yolirself, and you will get well God:
byel!”

| took my basket and started up the hill. Cco1
sionally | looked back to see what he was diofp
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ljjid efich lime liis gaze was fixed on me j and when
] lind entirely lost siglu of liim, 1 began to regiet
thail liad not taken him with me and cared for
hira uiuil he should get well.

Pippiiy, as | returned, was overjoycd to see me.

he had ccrtainly grown anxious at my Jong ab-
I

"Pippity,” | said, “ I shall not go down again
[into the vallcy for a long time. We have had
Icocoa-niits enougli lately; let us enjoy that which
[isaritmd us.”

Biit, afior a couplc of months had passcd away
lknoiving that Pippity was very fond of the cocoa-
Imiis(and J, too, liked very much the milk they
tcoiii-imed), | determincd to go and get some more

lwns gctting the nuts down from the trees as
[ best1 could, when, all at once, | was surprised at
j thcirMing around me fastand thick, and on look
jiiiY up, there was a little monkcy throwing them
Idoivn ! At first, | thought he was throwing them
18lnic; but he stopped when he saw me looking
lup, and | went on gathering and pucting them in
Ifte biskci. Notone of them that had been thrown
Idoivn had hit me, so | conciuded that the monkey
lhad no cml design, bm that, on the contrarv, he
|vas trvm<; to lo me a good turn.

“That’s a pretty good sort of monkey,” |
Iftoaglu. “ and | would n’c mind meeting hiin any
IUffle 1 come down. He lias saved me to-day con-
|sidcrable irouble.”

Then, up Uie mountain | went, and got back

| The ne.fl time | went down, tbe same thing hap-
agaii,; and so on for a number of times.

Il Once after taking up my basket and starting for

I ncticed a little monke). (1 thought it was

llixi very one timt had so kindly tlirown me the

Koa-nuis) folilwmg me at some distance, The

aeuzZ-e"\ ’'rn And this time
fit i meneareratid nearer,
17N "V Aslight squeal
N nlo*kmg around there was the little creLre
‘«ilyo::s'ma
rotiei? 17 somewhat, | thonght;
* first - biii N '"°As a lude frightened,
»ncd h i n | gertly
«lien * 1r " jn front
N N

~Miis'diouider  ~
“Thenit’syou
been throwing me the cocoa-nuts all this
[ ki liim'on A fAvor.”
and «l “ ‘wo.jom your com-
""CAcver you feel disposed to throw

r
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me cocoa-nuts, 1 shall always accept the kindness
as a very great favor.”

But monkey would n’t go and join his comradcs,
and persisted m following me. 1did not want to
speak iinkind words or use harsh measures toward
iira. although | tried everything | could think of
to induce him to leave me; but all my efforts to
get riel of him failcd. He followed me home.

Fippity was a little surprised to see two individuais
mstead of one approaching, and eyed the stranger
with much curiosity.

After we had partaken of refreshments, | ad-
dressed our guest in the following words:
‘iMonkey, since you have followed me, and

seem mclmed to join our socicty, 1 shall not object
to your remammg, providecl you behave yourself
pioperly; and | have no doubt that my worthv
fnend to tvhom | have had the liigh honor of intro-
ducing you, will heartily second me in any effort
ookmg toward your comfort and general well-
bemg, You may make this your home, if it so
picases you. Ifyou want to leave us to-moirow, go.
If you would hke to'remain with us until death
shall us three part, you are welcome.”

| 'vas eurious to see ho'v Pippity would treat the
new-comer. It was to be expectecl tli.at he would
show some signs of jealousy, but his was a noble
nature, and scorned to descend to such mean con-
cluct. He and the monkey were almost immedi-
ateiy on the best of terms, at 'vhich | ivas much
pleased, for | would not fora moment have endured
any quarrelmg in my household.

When our cocoa-nuts were neady all gone |
went down for some more. It was not long after
this that, one fine day, the monkey was missing.
Neither did be come back the next day, About
noon, | said to Pippity ;

Pippity, we llave but few cocoa-nuts Icft. To-
niorrow | shall go down and get another supply -
and who knows but |I may meet our friend thé
monkey. Although he ivasat any time at liberty
to eave us if he liked, yet | confess | have a desire
to know what has become of him, Perhaps some
accident has befallen him."

While | was yet speaking, a cocoa-nut roiled into
our house.

“Why, what’s that?” | exclaimed; and
mgout, there was the little monkey, just without
the entrance, in the very act of throwing a cocoa-
nut meo the cavern! Going toward him, | saw
him catch one thrown to him by another monkev

Now, here was a most singular performance,
and one which certainly demanded investigation!
Where did the second monkey get h¢s cocoa-nut?
[ went toward hira, and found that he caught a
cocoa-nut thro'vn to him by a third monkey about
firteen feet bcyoncl hiin.

look-
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As the niits kept coming all the time, the sight
was highly interesting.

To asceitain the truc State of the case | went
farther; found a fourth monkey, then a fifth, then
a sixth; and as | proceeded | leftonc monkey only
lo find another farther on, all about fifteen feet one
from the other, some perclied on rocks, somc on
trees, forming a zigzag line down tbhe mountain,
all busily catching and throwing the cocoa-nuts in
the most remarkably systematic fashion. There
must have been sixty monkeys or more engaged in
this dclightful occupation.

| went back and found a large pile of the fruit
in our house; and thinking we had enough for a
long time to come, | «ould have liked to be able
to make our little monkey understand that we
wanted no more. The paiTOt had learned to dis-
cover my wishes very well, but with the monkey |
supposed it would be a matter of some difiiculty to
make him comprehend me. He seemed to divino
my thoughts, however, or else his own good sense
carne to his aid, for, almost immediately, he gave
a little shriek, which the next monkey took up, and
which went along the line until the sounds clied
away in the distance. After this a few more nuts
rolled into the house, then the throwing and catch-
ing ccased, and the monkeys which had been in
sight disappeared, with the exception of our little
friend, who sprang, all elasticiiy and aniination,
into our domictle.

“ Now, come, my little friend, sit up and have
something to eat,” 1 said. “ You must be hungry
after the éxpcnditure of so much energy. W e had
given you up for lost; but now, after this evidence
of your good-will toward us, we are satisfied that
you really intcnd to rcinain with us.”

1 wishecl tlic monkey was able to relate to us how
he managed to asserable so many of bis friends,
and to get them to act with such perfect accord;
and how, in the first place, he could make them
understand what he wished them to do. Of course,
not being able to talk, he could give us no explana-
tion of how the thing was brought about. 1 could
theicfore only forra an opinién in the matter,
which svas as follows :

Our little friend was undoubtedly a great favorite
with his fellows, and although he was as gentle as
a kitten he was not without power, and his coni-
panions were ever ready to serve him out of sheer
good-will. When, therefore, after he had been res-
cucd from the ferocious monkey, his appreciation of
a kincl action naturally enkindled in him adesirc to
return the favor in some way, he threw me the
cocoa-nuts from the trees; and, although | believe
that from the first he felt an ardent dcsire to be
near his benefactor, his natural modcsty prevented
his thrusting himself npon me without consideaible
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prelirainary skirmishing. His fellow nonltey, |
kecnly sensible of his noble qualities, and happyij
having got rid oi the odious despot who liadji]
long oppressed them, were only too glad to aid hm
in any reasonable and honorable project widi
might bencfit the Itero who had slain their haisi
ruier. But by what queer signs and by uhat sn
of jabbcring our little monkey had made hs
wishes known to his companions, only he and liief
knew.

I now took occasion to tell our four-handed frien |
that he must have a flame.

“ “Grilly” you shall be called,” I said; “ay,
although you cannot utter our fames, como!|
politeness requires that j-ou be informed of ihem
There is Pippity, the parrot, and ltere am 1, Fank |
the man.”

As Pippity was a good scholar, whilc Grillyitij
remained uneducated, it was a source of gritfiil
me that the monkey continued in his dcplombii!
ignorance in the midst of such enlightened sodeiv. |

What was to be clone ?

Talk he could not. There was not the slighiwl
use in making any effort in that direction, hccausl
nature had failed to furnish him with the orgaisl
necdcd for speaking articulately.

| had noticed frequently, when going down ji
the valley, a ccrtain rock which fell in pieccsb;!
splitting off in smooth platas; and another bidj
which lay scattered about in small fragiiients Uaij
would make marks like chalk-marks. Tliissulh[
stancc was ofa redclish color, and, on the purpW
surface of the thin slabs of the hardcr rock «|
made very clear, distinct lines.

On one of these slabs | wrote the alpliabeldl
large letters, and began by teaching Pippitylrél
A B C’s. The next step was to instruct GrillylwJ
to hold the pencil. Taking his hand in mint,!
giiided it in making the letters. He was raixtl
slow at first in coinprchending the scienceori |
qulring the knack of tracing the letters; butc»|
tinuecl application will accomplish wonden
with a monkey; and in a few wceks' lime Grlitl
would make any letter at command. | got Pipn‘l
to cali out the alphabet whiic Grilly wrotc. TI»l
they taught each other—Pippity addressing ikj
monkey’s ear, and Grilly appealing to the parrofi|
eye.
yAfter they were thus well grounded in the alpbl|
bet, I made them spell short and familiar
I would spell the words to Pippity, and he
repeat them in a loud, clear voice to Grilly, "
provincc of couise it was to write them ina’
legible hand, whilst the parrot kept his eyesha]'i)j
on the writing; and if, perchancc, the inaiill|
should make a mistake, it was expected of
cali out immediately—*“ Error 1”
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AsPippit)' hacl a great many plirascs and a vast
Inumbcr of nouns at command, and began pretty
Irapidlv tu comprehcnd the Science of English or-
jtliography, he 'vas soon able to give out the words
lio Grilly "ithoiil my hclp; though he did make
Isomc fiiiiny mistakes, for which, ho's-evcr. the poor
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we found in our dominions. The two agréed very
wcl], and the onc furnished what the otlier lacked.
The parrot could talk btit jiot write; the monkey
could write but not talk.

But it occurs to me that two such extraordinary
characters deserve dcscription.

TEaCMINO urilly to write

birtl Kes 11 1,0 way rcsponsiblc, but which made
laugh at him nevcrthcless.
moy sccm strange to some tlmt a monkey
“*“ld be taught to write. With such pcrsons |
‘illholdnoavgument. All | Imvetosayis; Get
*"onkc;, and try it.
Gtilly as :is pjppity became in course of
rae quite a fine scholar, and he, loo, learned the
“racsofiln. j)lants and maOy othcr objccts which

Fii-st come, first scrvcd. The cxternal appcar-
ancc of Pippity was gorgcous in the extreme. His
wings, grcen, rcd-spoticd, were tipped with golden
yellow, while the masi delicatc flash of iiidescent
colors suffused his back, ncck and breast; his loes
in pairs, two fonvard and two back, like those of
all other p.-irrots; a bili and tonguc cxactly formed
for spcech; eyes in observation kecn; and a bear-
inMlignificd and commantling.
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Grilly, of course, had not so gay an exterior; yet
he had a handsome clothing of sofl, fine hair; a
gentle, intelligent eye; a head exceedingly well
formed, round and full, with prominent fovehead;
handsome moustache and full stylish whiskers; an
expression winning and full of animation; a car-
riage elegant and graceful; and, witltal, he was
astonishingly expcrt with tail and hands and feeh

The time now coursecl smoothly and happily
along, Pippity cntertaining us with his lively prattle,
and Grilly, full of his antics and his learning,
affording a ncver-failing fund of amusement. Nor
did he ever omit, when the supply of cocoa-nuts
was about cxhausted, to go down and assemble his
triijc, who forthwith took their places up the height,
passcd the nuts one to another, and, when they
deemecl we had enough, dispersed to their own
wild homes of sylvan shade.

One day Grilly was amusing himself turning
over some stunes that lay in a little heap in one
cérner of our vast chamber. 1had always thought
it strangc tliat tliey were the only loose stoncs to be
found either in the cavern or in the neighborhood,
but had never troubled mysclf any further about
them. Seeing Grilly busy with them, | ihoiight 1
would join him in his work or sport, and in a little
time we had the pile rcduccd lo the floor. There,
| saw, was a square slab, having on it ccrtain char-
acters and a drawing of a scrpent hcld firmly in
the talons of a condor. These symbols excited my
curiosity not a little, and 1 noticed that the stone,
which was about thrce feet square, was loosely rcst-
ing in its place. | managed to pry it up, and
found a dark cavity beneath. It was nearly square,
but of its depih | could not judge, owing to the
darkness. To satisfy myselfon this point, | got a
very long stcm of one of those gigantic grasses that
grow in the tropics, and, Ictting it down, found the
hole to be about forty feet deep. | felt a great
desire to descencl into this pit, but dared notventure
for fear of the foul and deadly air that might have
to be cncounterecl below. Such things as matches,
of course, we had not, fior any fire whatever.
I therefore delaycd the experimcnt for sevcral
days, with the expcctation that the air would im-
prove considcrably in that time. Then, by bracing
my hands and fcct against the sides, | descended
slowly, and found the air good enough to brcathe
freely, which cmboldencd me to go to the bottom.
There was Just light enough to perccive that on
one side was an opening about six fcct in height,
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and somewhat more than a foot in width; and]
could see rough steps leading down a slight d&
scefii. | followed them cautiously, until 1 caincte
a lcvel place, which | found to be a passage ,ibail
three feet wide and higher than | could reach,

It was so dark here that | could no longcrsee, |
when, feeling the rock on either side, I carne loal
place where there was a recess about thrce [cal
above the floor of the passage. Raising nj-elf
into this recess, | found it to be about four feetin|
height. This led back a considerable distance,-
how for I never discovered,—and as | was gropin| |
aljout, being obliged to stoop all the time, | sum
blecl over something that rolled and rattied likeal
bone. 1 felt for it, and found it to be one, andl
with it were a number of others. As far asll
could judge in the darkness, they were the skeleical
of a human being.

Hov/ carne these there ? Was this a tomb?.

1 felt about for more relies, going hiiliet atd|
thither in the earncstness of quest, but found i
more.

1 had now been in this dungeon upward ofa
hour, and felt inclinecl to return as speedily .ts g5
sible to the daylight. | scarched for the pte
where 1 had got up from the narrow passage. |
gropocl this way and that; and this had to bedoiK
with precaiition, for who coiikl tell where 1 inigatl
not step off suddenly and fall to some great depttdl
Yet | eoukl find nothing that promised toleadral
to the passage by which | had come. |

Where was 1?7 What was | to do? Remainiofl
still-would never do ; to keep moving, moving, rol
the only course to pursuc. | had, | knew nothw,
emerged from that low-roofod recess, and sail
now in what seemed to be a vast chambcr «heel
there were ncithcr sides fior roof. | hallooed toj
I might hear the echo from its walls, and perhafsj
in that way find them. | was staitlcd, alni«]
frightencd, at the solecmn mocking sounds
rcverberated through the loncly cavern. 1 g»*
fearful of my own voice.

At last | sank down exhaustecl, and slept. Il
awoke, and gropcd about once more. Tliis«]
curred again and again. How often | lay di<Bn|
sleep | cannot tell. Sometimes | thoughtoi i
skeleton | had stumbled over, and wonderedifm'l
boncs, too, would here find Ihcir resting-plattf
Then | thought of the grand, lofty mountam
hcad. What a stupendous monument! Butnl«l
would | not have given for dcliverance fromit!

{To be co7ZiHnned.y
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HOW TO MAKE AN ICE-BOAT.

The sport of sailiiig on the ice has swithin a few hOl_” with a good wmd' nge Iar'ge ones,. strangt!
years attractcd considerable attention on our north- S it may seem, can sail, with a wind on tlic beam |
ern rivers and lakes, and seoms likcly to increpe. actuz-illy faster than the V_V'nd Wh'?h I.St.)|0WII’]-g..j|'|LB|
Itisan amusement well adapted to big boys, being fact is attested bv the highest scientific autlioritics

. L . . Having seen some unsucccssful attcinpisal*
exciting, reqiiiring skill, and certainly not more boats by b . . | | .
dangerous tlian skating. It is even more fasci- oash yt Ogs_;g varlouts p acelsl, i J
naiing than yachting, without Uie danger which you how 1o bulld one, at a small expense, s

- . sail well, and give you a great deal of sport.
always attends the latter pursuit. A small ice-boat . -

. . . , . The dircctions and measurements here

that a boy can build will sail ten to t'venty miles an
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lihc resuli of careful experiments and some failures.
[Fio. 1 isan clcvation, Fig. s a ground-plan oftlic
[frame. and Fig. 3 a scction of a riinncr. Get
fj spriice J)lank, A, 12 feet imig, 6 inches wide, 2
inchesthick.  This is the backbone of Ihe stiuct-

Inre. Cut ncar one end of it a holc two inches
|squarc to rcecivc tlic foot of the mast.
Take tivo (lak cross-bars, E E, 8 feet long, 4 inchcs
letp, 2 inchcs thick, The cross-bars are bolted
lio A oiic fulit aliavt, the forward onc a foot from
Imesi-holc-  This distance is best.
Mest got onc oak plank, ¢, 16 inches long,
indiesdeep, 2 inches thick.
1 The hard-nood piece, D, is for tiller, 4 feet long,
lincites 'vide, i inch thick. This is to be set into
topof plank ¢, and fastened there with screws.
~oe,icli end of it is attached a rope, which runs
wer.ishcave fistcned to the cross-bar. Cd, and
1ie roiks, / /, constitute the slecring apparatus.
IHoboards, r.F, c.ach 11 fcct long, 8 luches wide,
ihick, are planed, and the edges matchcd
Shdicr, at tlie stern, Thc)- are nailecl to the
and tlic cross-bars, E ic, as shown in Fig.
" Pont hlueks, each 3 inchcs thick, must be put
them «here they lie over thc cross-bars. A
foot long, ~-inch thick, must also be put
f f niihc stern.
slais, (j ¢, as long as may be needed, 2

o fs «ide, Fa-inch thick, are uailcd over A, and
Pier X F.
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The mast is a natural sprucc stick, 13 feet long,
shavcd down to 33" luches at butt, 2% inchcs at
the lop.

The boom is 13)" feet long, 2 inches thick at each
end, and a little thicker in the middle. It is fast-

ened to the mast by an iron eye, screwed into the
mast, and a hook in thc end of the boom. The
sprit is 10 feet long, inches diameter, shaved
to )i'-iuch for 3 inches at each end.

The iron collar, i, through which thc mast is
inserted loosely, stands two feet above the top of
plank, A. It is supported by three iron braces, /j h
h, and is bolted to the tops of them. The braces
are X-'nch round iron, and bolted to the frame as
shown.

The hind-nmncr block, C, is fastened to A by a

strong iron, as shown in Fig. i. It allows the
runner to rock up and Top of
down, and to be turned Runner.

sidewise by the tiller.

A must be platcd with

iron top and bottom

whcei'c vt gocs through, ice.
that the runner may not

“ wobble.”

The construction of thc runners, j j j, must be
attencled to ivitli the greatest care, as upon these,
in a great measure, will depend thc succcss of your
boat. Get a square bar of cast steel, 6 feet long,
cut oir 22 inches for third runner, and divide the

KIG. 3.
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rest in lialves, across. Shape two forward run-
ners and one hind one as shown in Fig. i. The

hearing surface is a righi-angled cdgc, as shown in

Fig. 3. This sharp cdgc holds the ice finiily with-

out much friction. Holcs are bored two inches up

into the cross-bars, near their ends, and the run-

ners driven in and fastened with rivets. A fter the

runners are forgcd, they should be finished with a
file and cinery paper if not perfectly smooth. The
front turn must be long and gradual like a skate,
two-thirds the length, however, flat on the ice.
The running edges should not be too sharp. They
will project or three inches below the bottoin

of the wood.

For the sail get twenty yards, three-quarters of a

yard widc, of heavy drilling. The diracnsions are :
Head, 5 feet; foot, 13 feet; forelcach, 10 feet;
afterleach, 14>~ feet. M ake these measurements

on a floor, and mark the outlines with a chalk-line.
Cut the after-breadth first, and the others to match.
Lap the brcadths i indi allaround
The breadths should be bastcd before

Put

inch. Allow an
fora hem.
stitching. rows of

breadths

two
Look

stitching where the

lap, out for puckering. Put a
Then
Make a

into.

narrow hem clcar around the sail-

4r-inch

stitch a

rope around lhe hem. loop at

the peak to put the end of sprit Draw the

ICE-BOAT. [eviic,

rope tight along the boom, and fastcn it throughjl

holc in the end. Fasten tlie throat of sail tightbl

tbe top of the mast. Cutanumber cfshort pi«ts|

of heavy twine, and lace the sail, at inteivals ofi|

foot, to the boom and mast. Fastcn a becket«]|

loop of rope at a stiitable position on the mDsi,i

set the heel of the sprit into. Rig inain-shcctoral

two sheavcs, as shown ; it brings less strain on tlitl

boom, and clears the skippcr’s head in tacking.'

M ake a good, large wooden cleat to belay it to,

The cost of materials will be about as folloii-s:

Boards, planU and mast «l

Iroa work

T\v«niy yarda DrilHng.....

Four singl«*sheave galvaoized pullcy>block$ at 35 c.
{May be omittcd by using lealher slraps.)

R pes, etc 31

Total $t6«l

A boat built as above will sail nearly as ciéselol

the wind as a good cat-boat. It is managed mudl

the same. Don’t turn too short in comingaboutl
Jibe when you like without fear ofcapsizing. Yoial
ljoat will carry three persons in a light wind-I
more if it blows frcsh. Rig it neatly, and tryttl

make a finished thing all through- Y our ice-bojll

will then be more than a boy’s plaything, andi

be admired by oid and young.

There once was a man with a child

W ho,

the neighbors said,
But the father said,
Smile in this way,

never had smiled;
“ Seel
like me,

And then folks will know when you’'ve smiled.”



DEBIiY S CHRISTMAS.

DEBBY'S

By Ella a .

Mosr young pcoplc’s Christmas commences the
Inight beforc; so did Debby’s. She had just settled
Idcmn in Blanket Street, and fallen

[tired, licaltliy girlhood, whcn she was aroused by

Fliermoilier's irritable voice scrcaming up the stair-
iv.iv.
«Dchbhy !

And help me

Debby !” she called. “ Getup quick

pick these turkeys. Your father’s

dead weight, and

he

nade up his niiiicl to scll them

can take

Do

wVe got lo pick them to-night, so

Itlicm lo Ilic hotel early in the morning. you

|[/i,ntrme. Debby 2"~

'Yes, nia'am,” answered Debby, scrambling
loul of her warm ncst to the square of rag carpet
fbefoic her bed.

Four minutes latcr she felt her way down-

Istiirs and opened the kitchcn door irito a room
ifilled with steam, and the peculiar smell of scalded
Ifowds.

1“Tiictc’s seven to do,” bend-
to draw from

Go

her mother said,
linjorer tlie brass kettle on the stove
[iladripping turkcy. “ Yours aro all scalded.
lio work.”

Dcbby buttoned on a large apron, seated hcrscif
juitli a lili pan in her lap containing a turkey, and
I liten began ([uicklyto pluck off its feathers, laying
[tlieiii to dry on a rcligious newspaper spread on the
}ublc beside her.

Mrs.

I of tlic tnblc, and bogan

ihe side

talk as fast as

lil.incharcl soon sat down at other
to pick and

I fingers .ind tongue would allow.

h hat did possess Mr. Blanchard to change his
Inimd, and give them so much extra trouble, she
jcoulj jlut ctinceivc; and selling them to Tate, too,

I'ben he might have made a quarter ofa cent more

«pound iI‘hO had let Morris have them. And then
Ilk'ae lioup-poles! He might have made she
lilKIn't know liow much ifhe had taken hcradvice,

[tndkcpt them a week long Cl%
had out

that

turned S0

the

-Ls for the potaiocs, they

imall, and the corn was so short in ear,

[thec land Giily knew where the nioncy lo get them
Not

all

Isoiiicihing to wcar was to come from. that

ifrcared for dress, for had n’t she woim tlie same

‘«nnctand shawl to church until she was ashamcd
there ? As for lhc sewing socicty,

hand

jbsliow

I* f'vas a master at cutting and phmning,

now that
of the

well not,

take

Ij* ~"1 K'iild go too,

I bby wiis quite

as
oid

as

enough to c.nrc

ready for her father and

to sit next

Iht '
| iwys;

supper
but not a step was she going

into the sleep of.
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Mrs. Williams with her black silk, and Mrs. W hite
with her handsome alpaca, although their lius-
bands’ fanns were no larger than Mr. Blanchard’s ;
and for the life of her she could not understand

wh)' she should not dress as well ndien she worked
twicc as hard as they clid.

To all of which Debby listcned with a sinking

heart and great sobs in her throat, wondering why

tliey should be such an unhappy family whecn every

one around them appeared so glad.

Did itreally make people so happy, this Christ-
mas-day that they talked so much about in Sunday-
school? That was a beautiful hymn that they

sung last Sundny; she rcpeatecl onc verse softly to

herselfwhile the strcam ofhcr moiher’s talk raiion;

“ Jesls is our chUdhood’s pattem,
Day by day, uke us, h« grew;
He was llcilc, wcak and helpless,
Tcars aiid .sinjles, like us, he knew;
And be fecicth for our sadnéss,
And iic sharcih in our gladncss.

I>ack her
that

W ith she pushed

hair with her feathery hand,

a comfoned feeling
heartily wishing
all the people who ate their turkeys would be com-
fortable, and have clothes to wear and go to sewing
liked.

ioiidly, the fire died away whiie

societies wlicncver they

The dock ticked

Mrs. Blanchard cnlarycd upon tlie tridis of her
life, and, despite the refrain in her heart—

“ And he fceleth for our sadncss,

And be shaicth in our gladiiess"-"
Debby’ oyes ‘'veie as licavy \\'jth tears as with
sleepincss when the last plump turkey lay on the

talDle plucked ofi his feathers, just as the dock was

striking eleven.

“ Go to bed, child, and I "Il clear up the mcss,”
her mother saicl, when Debby sprang up and
slraiglitcnccl herselfwith a long sigh. “1’'m sure

)Our father ought to give you something for kccp-

ing out of your bcd so late, whcn he is slccping as

innoccnt as the baby this minute, | Il warrant.”

As Debby had a way of only thinking her replies,

her answer was to wash her hands at the sink and

run with joyiul feet, thinking, How

splendhi it will be if he
I can spcncl it at the Fair to-morrow night.”

upstaii-s

givcs me some money;
then

But even rosc-colorcd visions could not keep the
she was not conscioiis of toudi-

thought the

weary child awake ;

ing the pillow, and of nothing imtil

dock with a

striking six awoke her to remember,
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thrill, that it was Chi-istmas-day,— tlic day of tiic floor with a dish of potatocs in her hand, waiting
Fai to hear her father say that tlic extra monc)’sliould
air.

Butthere would be no presents or merry greet- be hers; but he mcrcly asked if dinnerwcrereadv,

ings in licr home, for she could not remember cver and why she moved soslowly; guessed thatsil’iing‘
hearing cither faihcr or mother wish any of thec up 50 late made her lazy.
| . o .
family “ Merry Christmas !” and a little cancly oii Al her caslles built of ice-cream, candy, pit
thas day was among thc dinimcst pictures of her cushions, and fancy necdlc-books, fcll to the gtounj
. wiih a crash as slie set the dish on the talile, Icjy.
childhoocl.

“ 11l make the firc, so that mother can sleep .ing her with no appetite for dinner, not cvenfot |

a little loiigcr,”” she decided, lighting her candle, the first pumpkin-pie of ihe scason.
and beginning to drcss with shivering alacrily. She sat at thc table absently tasting tlie savcij |
“ And I Il be as hclpful as I can all day and povk stcw, bolicving that no onc clsc was even

perhaps father -ivill give me some of the lurkcy miserable its she, and that she should never fa
Y like laughing again, when suddenly she remem-1
money.
W ith shaking fingers she kindled the wood fire, bered that she had twenty-four cents change 1
and had the kcttle boiling and thc griddic hcated from the dellar that her father gave her to bu |

for the cakes, when her motlicr carne out of the school-books, and she would— yes— she would gin

bedroom, asking her what had wakeiied itcr so itto him as she was starting for the Fair, and per
early, and telling her to drcss the baby while she haps lie would say that she might keep it
finished getting thc breakfast ready So she was all ready to laugh when Jim askedii |
Debby willingly brought the scrcaming baby out the little boys in thc big cities uore muzzles likethe
to the fire, ivhcre she washed and dressed him, dog he had sccn in town this morning, and ivhei
sootliing him with many motherly little airs. Sain her mother asked if she would take pie, her “y
and Jim ran down-stair.s to hover over the rcd-hol was empliatic, for aworld of trouble had roiledoi |
stove: the father carne in, bringing the ptiil of milk, herheart, and she was her hopeful selfagaiii,
stamping his feet, his bcard white with his frozen After the dinncr-dishes were ivashcd, and the

breath: then thc>- all sat down to brcakfast by baby trotted away to drcara-land, Debby stoleupli
candlo-light, and no one would have supposed, lier room to look over the dress she was to wca:ii
from their conversation, that they had ever heard the evening; as the rufiles in neck and wrisls iwie
. . fresh, slie found there was nothing for liertois

of Christmas-day.
Immediately after brcakfast Mr. Blanchard hur- but brush it and lay it out on the bed. Slill se
ried away to dispose of bis turkeys, taking the boys lingered with an iindcfincd feeling that it na
with liini: Mrs. Blanchard hcated thc brick oven Christmas-clay cverywlierc else, and if slic could|

prcparatory to a morning’s liaking, and Debby flew 0Ny —-mmee

about as busily asthe bee she represented. washing All the weck, while scciiig and hearing aboiii |
dishes, making beds, peeling vegetables, and tend- the presents the scliool-girls were making, shehai
b full of | i to d itietliini bt
ing the baby, liglitcning her labor with the thought een tu ot vague longings to o sottietitint
someone | butshe had neither money fior material,
of the money her father might possibly give her. ! y
. . . and was not at all siire how a present from Nij
W hen it was time for him to return, she deter-

miitecl to keep in sight, as a kind of hint that some would be reccived by her father and moitati
of the money should be given to her; not ihat she “ Perhaps I might make a pin-ball,” she tlioughti |
would ask him for it,—her askings were only for beginning to search through the old chesi
favors to thc boys, made in much fear and inward drawers that stood at the footof her bed.
shrinking; but she would just wrait around and In thc lowest drawer were odds and ends tlal
remind him by her presence that she had helped she had been collccting for years, and fromcixl
corner, carefully wra ed up, she clreiva$§ vartif |

ick the turk y pp p
pic c turkeys.

Gut, with no undcrstanding of thc fcverish anx- black cloth in which was wotkccl in wool a buixll
jety that filled thc heart of Ihe little maiden who ©°Ff rosc-buds. pink, white and yellow, S”'mu"ddll
was moving briskly about thc pleasant kitchen PY their groen leaves. A lady who had boari<i
dishing up the clinner, Mr. Blanchard thrc'v open with them the last summer had begun it fotapail
the door with a chuckle. “ Totik every onc of of slippers, but after making two or three mista® |
them and paid the money down,” he announced, °" It had givenitlo Debby. II
Corning to the fire- “ Got more than | cxpected, Pwonder if 1 could make itinto a cushionn
too, for his scales made them weigh more than mother?” soliloquized Debby, turning itaround™l
ours, so 1 gained just thirty cents.” her red fingers. “ Mrs. Williams said old

Debby thought that her heart stopped beating was good to sluff them with, and I can bina |

while she stood bewildered in thc middle of the «eith she leanccl forward and picked ani»!



iif faclcd ribbons.

slic sighed;

tit'l top ,,fhair-eovered

“but

“Thecre
this

trunk,

is nothing

green

cidse

will

r.iijpin.. lu rsclf in a quilt she sat down on the

lo the

frosiy svindow. and ciitting the cloth in the shape
of a diamond, she sewcd it together like a Ijag,
filled it willl flnnnel, and htirricdly stitched on the
faded green ribbon as a binding.

Thcsc roschiids were a wonderful work of art to
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Dchby,

have been a

and one of her great trcasui-es, it would

perfectly lovely cushion,” she thought,

if the binding had only been new and the silk with

which she stitched it green instcad of blue; and it

was SO dclightful to make prcsents. Ne.xt jcar she

would have a present for every one in the

had

house ;

she wondercd why she never thought of it

beforc.
“And He feeleih for our sadness,
Aod He bharcth in our gladncss,”

sprang from her heart lo her lips, and she humnied

itover and over all the tliree-quartci's of an hour
that she was at work. W hen the cushion was fin-
ished, she held it out in different positions, trying

to decide in whichitwould look best whcn she should

present it; and then she ran down-stairs, possessed

with such avariety offccHngs that she could scarcely
speak whecn she opened the kitchen door.

Her mother was ironing, « ith her back toward

her. Dcbijy was glad that no one else was there.

I ’'ve made you a Christmas present, mother,”

laying
So //iOi'j what you have been doing in ihc coid

she said. timidly, iton the ironing-board.

so long,” her mother answered, wiihoiit pausing in

her work. “ Miss beautiful

did fuss

But you mightjust as well have made it some othcr

Holmcs was a liaiid

with her ncedlc, and how she over that!

day; lwas inno luirry forit. Put itin my bureau-

drawer, and come and mend these blankcts your

father has just broughtin. He thinks that we have

so little to do that we can scw for the horses right

in the midst of everything.”
So Dcbby laid Ihe cushion away, glad that it had

metwith no worse rcception, and satdown in a cér-

ner near the stove to mend tlic coarse, clirty horse-

blankets. She usually dislikcd it exceedingly ; but

her little attcmpt at making Christmas prcsents had

so warmed licr heart, and her head was so full of
the Fair, that itdid not now seem so uncongcnial,
and she was really surprised whcn the last stitch

was taken.

You are almost as handy with your needle as
your mother,” her fathersaid, throwing the blankets

over his shoulder to carry them to the barn.

“ Now spring to, child, and set the tablc,” her
inothcr added, “ and 1 ’ll rest a few minutes, for |
feel as ifevery bone in my body was broken.”

W hile Dcbby scwcd, the bright sunlight on the

green field ofwhcat and the brown, ridgcd field of

corn-stublili visible through the one largo window,

liad fadccl quickly away; and as she paused a

moment to pick somc shrccis off her dress and

glance out at the weathcr, all she coukl scc was the

dim outline of the woods, the dark forms of the

hills rising behind them, and the coid, black wind-

clouds piled high above them all.

Tea was ready and over at l.ast, and then Mrs.
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Jauiui,

Blanchard said, while she tried to quiet the scicam.
ing baby :
“Go and get ready for the Fair, child, and 11

wash the clishcs. | have a dreadful sidcaclie, and 1
| expect this young one wiil cry for an hour or lho, |
But ‘every dog must have his day,’” and yours «B |

be short enough.”
W ith the cloud on her heart that always folluwed‘

her mothcr’s glooiny sayings, Debby went sloivl

up to her room to array herself in her last year's‘

jliuc merino, But it was a pleasant figure to look

upon that she tiptocd up to the glass to survey, and

a round rosy face, with a little frown over the ligiii |

eyebrow, that looked out at lier wilh wistful eyes.

Drawing on liood and shawl, she went down-1

stairs and stood beforc her father with the money

in her liancl. He was seated at the table, bending

over a large account-book, with

of his

Debby’s frown
deepened at tlic corner bushy eyebrow, and

his fingers in his ears to shut out the baby's cries

that reached him ftom the bcdroom. A's soon as
she caught sight of what he was doing, Dcfabrisl
hopcs fell, for rcckoning up the yearly expenses|

always made him cross for a wcck.

“ W here are you off to now ?” he asked, glancinfl

up at her.
“ To the Fair. The boys are there to come home |
with me. And here,” her voice faltcring, “ isthel

change fiom the school-books.”

Don’t stay late,” he replied, turning away and |

dro|jping the precious money into his vest-pockci.

W ith a bursting heart, Debby stumbled out inioj

tlic windy starlight and walked i'apidly along iliel

rough road,.with her inittened fingers in her mouth [

to prevent her crying aloud.

How Iljittcrly she wished she had never heard of |

the Fair! She was ashamcd to go back into thel

liouso with no rcason for retiirning, yet thethoughtl
of attending the Fair with

no money to spend wasj

torturiiig to her.

“ There’s Debby! Merry Christmas! Ridij
wilh us ! Jump in, Dcbby !'” caliccl severa! voices.|
as a wagoén full of boys and girls stopped Ixsidcj
her.

“ 1 don’t want to; 1’d rather walk,” ansiver(d|

Dcbby, swallowing her sobs.
“ IVa/h, then !'” replied Harry Williams, snap-I

ping liis whip, “ 1 guess you got a swilch in youri

stocldng this morning !”

Laughing thoughtlessly, the party rattied

her, leaving her crying liarder than before. But"j

walk full ofdread comes to an end some time,andl

Debby soon found herself at lhc cntrancc totlie|

Fair- .
Slipping in behind a group of men, shestoiM]|

confused by the light and noise.

It was a grand and exciting scene to the litflt]
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country inaiden, this long, low room, trimmed with

U-ctgiceiis and flags, and illuminated by all the

I laiiips in tlie neighbothood.
A table extended

across each of three sides of

I the coont. One, used for a supper-table, was filled

iriih pcoplc eating and drinking noisily; on another

Ms displayed the handiwork of thc sewing socicty
forthc past year; and the third, which appeared
the most attractive, was laden with cake, confec-

lionery, and icc-cteam.
Debby rubbed'her S'vollen cycs, and was gazitig
labout her in admiring her

astonishment, when

neighbor, Annie Williams, shouted “ Merry Christ-
I'mas" in lier ear.

“Oh1l Thank you,” replied the startlcd Debby.

“Come and take off your things,” suggested
I Annie.  “You may put them with mine behind
thc apron and necktie end of the table. Mother
I tcnds that. you know .”

Annic tucked the wraps carefully away, and then

the

screencd off in the cérner behind

drew Debby through crowd over to thc stove,
the suppcr-table.
Aere tlic good auntics of thc vilhige were heating
their faces and spotting their Sunday dresses while

cooking oysters and making coffce for the benefit

of tlic cliurcli.
the

Gut these ladics looked so annoyed

by seeing girls stand around the stove that

Debby luirticd away. Possibly they thought that

the cbiirch would not be benefited by Debby’s
I sarniing her fingers and toes.

Elboiving thcir way back, with arms clasped
iaround cach othcr’s waist, they encountered and

| stepped im lite toes ofa big German boy, who con-

nilscd tlicm by pointing'down at them with both
I ferefingcis, cxclaiming; Scc the two craz-z-z-y !
See thc two cmz—z-z-y 1"

if she

And Debby’ laugli was

lasliglit-lieartcd as could buy everything in

I the looni. and her mother had nineteeii silk dresses.

”"Now come and get some ice-cream,” urged
I Annic, na tlicy were pushcd toward it. “ 1 have
I bad ihrec .saticers, and think it is lovely. ' ought
I tobe ajiidge, don’t you lhink so ?”

“-Not now,” said Debby, hastily. “ 1 want to
Ibokat tlic nccdle-books yoiit mothev made.”

‘li's pukcy over there ! Gut 1’1l humor you,
I beausc ii is Christmas,” laughed Annie.

i> ihcy dodgcd under elbows, and slipped bec-
It'ten joimg men and their swccthcarts, until ihcy

I toached ilic other end of thc room, where Debby

admircd pon-holders with spidcrs and mice on them,
the old

1 and ncedlc-boolts

I nishioiis icpresonting lady who lived in a

made like wheelbarrows,

lwndcring if there liad been anything at the Cen-

I'toanial more beautiful than these. But when a

poupnfpiisclaimed Annie’s attention, she eagerly
tosed thc opportunity to slip away and sit on the

K-hind Mrs. Williams’s table.
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“Tiredsosoon ?” inquired Mrs. Williams, kindly.
“Butwhy didn’t your mother come ?”

“ She did n’'t have— | don’t mean— | mean she

did n't speak of coming,” stammercd Debby, with
burning cheeks.

Nevermind,” replied Mrs. Williams, “ you will

have a good time, 1 know ; and you must be sure

to ride home with us.”
Soothed by hersympathetic words, Debby almost

forgot her troubles, and sat watching the moving

picture with great amuscnicnt, until she espied her

brothers helping Mr. Williams pass the saucers of

cream.
“Oh, | hope they wont be tempted to iaKEany,"
she thought, her heart full of a wordless praycr for

them . But her anxiety was soon relieved by see-

ing Sam forciiig his way toward her with a piate of

cream.

He gave it to me for helping,” he whispered;

but you take it. Jira ate his right up.”
“Eat it
back the

don’t

yourself, Sammy,” she
hand had
so Very much

)-ou know.”

said, drawing

she stretched out for it. “l

care about it, because | am-

olcler,

Duii't you, now, “truly, iruly, black and bliiely,

lay me down and cut me in twoly?’” lie asked,
with the air of a magistrate about to “ swear” a
witness.

“ 1 would very much rather you should eat it,”
cvadcd Debby.

“ Then | will,” he answered, brightly, “ for | do
want it awfuliy.”

“ Eat it, then; but don’t be tempted to take
any,” she cautioiied.

“_Catch me taking— 1 'm not a thief!” and he

liastened away.

Dcbiiy was thirteen years old, but she could have
cried for that ice-cream.

“ Oh, here you are at last 1” cried Annie, run-

ning up to her a‘ few ihinutes afterward. “

could n’t imagine where you had gotto. Now, just

read my lettcr,
hand. “

end of the

placing a tiny sheet of pink paper

in her That box ail trimmed

the

up at the

candy-table is post-office,” she ex-

plained, “ and we give them fivc cents and ask for

a lettcr. Just read mine.”

Debby read, written in a large, clcar hand

“ And shouldsi thou ask myjudgment of iliat wlilch haih most
profit in ibc world,
For answer take ihou ihis; The prudcnt penning of a letter/*

“It’s lovely!” was Debby’s commciit. “OIfod

should have one, 1 wonder what it would be !”

I’ ruu and get you ouc,” voluntcered Annie.

“No, no!” cried Debby, “

in terror. I have no

money to pay forit.”

Have you spent it all so soon ?” asked Annie,
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curiously. “But we must go now and getour ice-

crcam for, do you know, Mr. James has promised

to treat all our class. So come along, for the moi-c

we eat lhe richcr the church will grow.”
“No,”rcfuscd Dcbby, shaking off Annie’s hand,
I wontdo any such thing,” and she shrank back
into her cérner.
Ilow qiicerly you act! You wontdo anything

| ask you,” pouted Annie, turning away.

I could n’t take it,” Dcbby excuscd to herself.

lwant itso inuch that | 'd fccl like a beggar in
taking it from him. Annie can’t understand, be-
cause she has bought it for herself, and will only

eat it notv for fun. I wish there was something for

me to do.”
Her thought was scarcely finished before it 'vas
answered by Mrs. White, in the handsomc alpaca

Debby’s mother so acimired.
“ W hat am this child 2”7
stopping before Mrs. Williams with a sleeping baby

I to do with she asked,

in her arms. Phil wants me to go to supper with
but what can | do ?”

I’ll hold her,”

him,
said Debby, cagecrly. “ 1 have
a nico quiet place here.”

“ Much obliged, I 'm sure,” answered Mrs. W hite,

placing the baby carefully in her arms.
W ith

something to take care of,

Mrs. W hite

Debby grew so

comfortablc that when retiirncd from

supper she bcgged to keep the baby longer.

Every one is so busy here that I ’d like to have

to do, too,” she said,

the

something arranging a paper

so as to shade baby’s eyes from the light,

remembering with a throb of gratiiude the orangcs

Mrs. W hite sent lier whecn she was sick last fall.

If you don’t really carc to run about, it would
be a great favorto me,” returned Mrs. W hite, “for
thcrc are so many people here that I shall not see
again for a year, and | «-ant to speak to tliem all.

But a baby is not the most convcnient article to

carry in a crowd.”

The handsome alpaca disappeared, and Dchby

young
people who visitcd the post-office or jokecl over the

kept her guard for an hour, watching the

necktics and aprons.

Horc’s an industrious young lady who has had
no supper,”declared a bald-headcd oid gentleman,

stopping beforc her with a large bell in his hand.
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“ | ’ve had my supper,” quickly answered Debby |

“ | don’t remember counting you at the tablc"
he replied, wiping the perspiration from his for" |
head as he passcd on, loudly ringing the bell,

“ | clicl n’t tell a story,” sighed Debby, ““furlMi
had my supper; but I°d like people to think 14l
had it here. It looks so nice to sit at the talile"
she added, catching a glimpse of Annie’s bine rib1
ljons as she sat at the table ne.xt her brothcr,

“ How thoughilcss | /iave bcen 1” cricd Mn
White, returning in a fluster. “ | forgot all aboti
you : you must be tired to death.”

“ Only a little tired,” said Debby, “ and 1 ainso |
glad to do anything for you.”

“ Well, you must come and see me,” inviied |
Mrs. White, with her mouth full of pins, as st
rolled the baby into a large shawl, “ and perhapsll
can find something for you to read.”

But when Dcbby stood up she felt more stiffaad |
tired than she had acknowlcdgcd, and, fcaring tei
she had stayed too late, she hurried on her waps, |
and with much persuasidn induced her brotlieisU |
go borne with her.

“ It would n’t do USany good to stay and seethe |
auction,” she 1easoncd, closing the door upon tre
noisy scene with a heart lighter than when she hed
entered it. ““ Now let us see how fast wc cantrd |
home in the moonlight.”

Giving a hand to each of the boys, they walked |
swiftly toward the little red farm-housc, i
although their pareiits had retired, a lamp ad|
a bright fire asvaited them.

The kitchen seemed very quiet after tlic hubbub |
they had left, with the dock on the stroke of nint|
and the cat asleep in the wood-box.

There were thrce pieces of pumpkin-pie onil* |
table, left as a lunch for them, and these theyde
talking in whispers; and thcn Debby unfastened |
the boys’ neckties, and followed them upstairs, lo1
tired and sleepy to be very glad or very sorry about |
anything.

But as she snuggled down under the blankets,
with the “ merry din ” still ringing in her ears, dte|
thought;

“ | have not made much Christmas for any o« |
to-clay, but, when 1’m grown-up, wou/ 1 nae]|
Merry Christmas for little girls 1”
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THE COULEST M AN I'N RUSSIA.
(An Oid Snildieds Ketiunlscetici;,)
By David Ker,

'VE seen many a brave “ He said lilis so oftcn, that at iast he gOt the
man in my time, nickname among us of ‘Ne-Boisya’ (Don’t fear),
sute ciioiigh,” said and he deserved it, if ever man did yet. W hy,
oid lvan Starikoff, Father Nikolai Pavlovitch himself (the Emperor
reinoving his short Nicholas) gave him the Cross of St. George t with

pipe to pufT out a
vilume of smoke

froin bencath his

long white inous-

tache. “ Manyand
many a one have |
thank

chil-

for,
the

seen ;

Heaven,
dren of holy Russia
are never wanting
in //tal way; but
all of them put to-
gether wotild n’t
make one such man
as our oid colonel,

CountPavel Petro-

vitch* Scverin. It
Isasn’t only that he faced danger like a man,—
lall tlie others did that,—but he ncvcr sccmecd
lio know that thcre WaS any danger at all. It
Iras 13 good as a re-enforcement of ten bat-
lulions lo h.ave him among us in the Ilhick of a

ICght, and to his tall

Ito its full hcight, and his firm face

see grand, figure drawn up

and keen gray
leve lunivd straight upon the smoke of the cncmy’s

llirie, as ifdefying ihcm to hurthim. And when the

Ivery eartlt was shaking with the caiinunadc, and

jballs wero Ilying thick as hail, and the hot, stifling

like the shadow ofdeath, with a
through it

ismoke clused us in

iflash and a roar breaking every now

1and then, and the whole air filled with the rush of

luicshoi, like the wind sweeping through a forest
Jinﬂutiimii,—then Pctrovitch would light a cigarette
Iwd huina snaich of a song, as coolly as ifhe were
|atadinncr-party in the English Club at Moscow.
Aod it really seemed as if the biillets ran away

Ifram iHJ,instead of his running from them; for

jht oever got hit. But if he saw any of us begin-

| “iogto waver, he would cali out cheerily : “Never
bds—remembcr what the song says !’ For
those days we had an ofid camp-song that we

|»erefond of singing, and the chorus of it was this;
Ilicn fear not swords that brighily slinc,
N'or towers that gfimly frown;
Ood shall march bc/bre our line, .
And tread our fo«mcn down.*

“vJ'he hun of Pcter.

This is ihc usual form ofaddress in Russia, cvcn from a scr\‘anc.

his own liand (the St. George from the cmperor’s
of that!) at the
You

the

own hand—think sicgc of Varna,
see, our battery had been tcr-

Turkish

in the year'28.
up by
wcte only about half a dozcn of us

ribly cut fire, so at iast thcre
left on our feet.
It was as hot work as lever was in,— shot pelting,
carth-works crumbling, gabions crasliing, guns and
gun-carriagcs tiimbling over together, men faliing
like

through

lcavcs, till, ail at shot

flag-staff,

on every side once, a

went slap our and down carne

the colors |
“ Oiiick as lightning, Pavel Petrovitch was up on
the parapet, caught the flag as it fell, and he/d it,

right in the face of all the Turkish guns, while 1

and another man spliced the polo with our belts.

You may think how the unbelievers let (ly at him

when they saw him stancling there on the top of
the brcaslwork, just as if he 'd been set up for a
mark; and all at once | saw onc fellow (an Alba-

nian by his drcss, and you know what deadly shots
I/iey are) crccp along to the very angle of the wall,
and take stcady aim at him !

“ I made a spring todrag the colonel down (I was
and whoevcr hurt him hurt

his servant, know,

VZejy but before | could reach him 1 saw the flash

you

of the Albanian's piece, and Pavel Petrovitch's cap
wcentspinning into the air, with a hole right through
itjust above tlie forchcad. And whatdo -you think
Why,

and called outto him, in some jibber-

the colonel did ? he just snapped his fingers
at the fellow,
jabbcr longiie only fit to talk to a Turk in:

“ “Can’t you aim better ihan that, you fool ? If
1 ’'d give you lashes for

! were your ofliccr, thirty

wasting the govcrnincnt ammunition !’

“ Well, as | said, he got the St. George, and of
course everbody congratulated him, and there ivas
a gieat shaking of hands, and giving of good
wishes, and drinking his health in Mmavro tckai,—
that s a horrid mess of cggs, and scraped chccse,
and sour milk, and Molclavian wine, which these
Danubc fcllows have the iinpudcnce to cali “black

tea,” as if itwas anything like tho good oid tea that

wc Rtissians drink at homec ! (I 'vc always thought,
in Russia; for

should

for my part, that tea otight to grow

it’s a shamc that those Chinese idolaters

have such grand stuff all to themselves.)

t The highest Kossian dccuration.
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“ Well, just in the height of the talk, Pavel
PctrovitcU takes the cross off his neck, and holds
it out in his hand—just so—and says ;

“ ‘Well, gentlemen, you say | 'm thc coolest man
in thc regiment, but perhaps evcrybody would n’t
agrce with you. Now, just to show that | want
nothing but fair play, if I cvcr meet my match in
that way, 1°ll give him this cross of mine !’

““Now, among the officeis who stood around him
was a young fellow who had lately joined—a quiet,
tnodcst lad, quito a boy to look at, with light curly
hair, and a face as smooth as any lady’s. But
when he heard what thc colonel said, he looked up
suddenly, and there camc a flash from his clcar
blue eyes like the sun striking a bayonet. And
then | thought to myseif:

“ ‘It wont be an easy thing to inatch Pavel
Petrovitch ; but if it can be done, here’s the man
todoit!’

“ 1 think that campaign was thc hardest | cvet
served. Before | was enlisted, 1 had often heard it
said that thc Tuiks had no winter; but | had
always thought that this was only a ‘yani,’ though,
indeed, it would be only a just judgmcnt upon the
unbelievCrs to lose thc linest part of the whole
year. But when | went down there | found it truc,
sure enough. Instead of a good, honest, cracking
frost-to freshen everything up, as our provcrb sa)s,

" *Na iimni kholod
Vsiaki inolod—

(in winter’s coid every one is young), it was all chill,
sneaking rain, wectting us through and through,
and making the hill-sides so slippcry that we could
havdly climb ihcni, and turning all the low grounds
into a regular lake of mud, through which it was a
terrible job to drag our cannon. Many a time in
after days, when | vc heard spruce )'oung cadcts at
home, who had never smelt powder in thcir lives,
talking big about ‘glorious war’and all that, 1°ve
said to myseif, *Aha, my fine fellows ! if you had
been where / have, marching for days and days
over anides in mud, with nothing to cat but stale
black bread, so hard that you had to soak it before
you could get itdown ; and if you’d had to drink
water thi-ough which hundreds of horses had just
been trampling; and to scrarable up and down
stecp hills under a roasting sun, with your fcct so
swollen and sorc that cvcry step was like a knife
going into you; and to lie all night in the i'am,
longing for the sun to rise that you might dry
yoitrself a bit.—perhaps then you would n’t talk
quite so loud about “ glorious war!”’

“ However, we drovc the Turks across the Bal-
kans at last, and gotdown to Yamboli, a little town
at the foot of thc mountains, which commands
the high-road to Adrianople. And there the un-
believers made a stand, and fought right well. 1

THE COOLEST MAN

IN RUSSIA.

[Binmn,

witt say that for ’ent; for they knew that if
Adrianople were lost, all was over. Biu Qd
fought for US, and we beat them ; though, indeed,
with half our men sick™ and our clothes all in rags,
and our arms rusted, and our powder mixed wiii
sand by those rogucs of army-contractors, it ivaa
wonder that we could fight at all.

“ Toward aftcmoon, just as the enemy wercl*.
giiining to give way, | saw Pavel Petrovitch Wo
was a general by this time) looking very hard ala
mortar-battery about a hundred yards to our riglii;
and all at once he struck his knce fiercely withhis |
hand, and shouted,

“ “What do the fellows mean by firing like that! |
They raight as well polt thc Turks with poiatoesi
/ ’ll soon settie them ! Here, Vanya (lvan)!”

“ Away he went, | after him ; and he biirstino |
the battery like a storm, and roared out;

“ “Where s the blockhead who commands this |
battery ?”’

“ A young officcr stepped forward and saluled;
and who should this be but the light-haircd W
with thc blue eyes, whom | had noticed tliai nighl |
a: Varna.

“ “Well, you wont command it to-morrow, rgj i
fine fcllow, for 1°ll have you turned out iliisvc® |
day. Do you know that not a single shell ilm
you ’ve thrown since 1°’vc been watching you ha |
exploded at all ?”’

* “With your cxcellcncy’s leave,” said the youii' |
fellow, respectfully, but pietty firmly loo, ‘tte
fault is none of mine. Tlicse fuses are ill-madc, |
and will not burn down to the powder.’

“ “Fuses !’ roared the general. ‘Don't talklol

of fuses ; |1 'm too old for that rubbisli! Isnl
it enough for you to bunglc your work, but vl
must tell me a lie into thc bargain ?”’

“ Atthe word*lie,”the young officcris face seeed |
to turn rcd-hot all in a moment, and | saw bsl
hand clench as if he would drive his fingers tlirougb!
the fiesh. He made one stride to the heap of
bomb-shclls, and, taking one up in his arms, sliuck;
a match on it.

* “Now,’ said he, quietly, ‘your excellency caj
judge for yourself. 1’in going to light thisfuse; if
your excellency will please to stand by antl waid
it burn, yon will see whethev | have “ licd” orn«.'

“ The general started, as well he might. Nottbsi
he was afraid—you may be pretty sure of thet;
to hear this quiet, bashful lad, who looked n
had nothing in him, coolly propose to hokl aligbtw
Shell in his arms to scc if it would go off, anda®
him to stand byand watch it, was enough tosiaiiM
anybody. However, he was n’t onc to think t"i«
about accepting a challenge; so he folded liisanB
and stood there like a statue. The young o®fr|
lightcd thc fuse, and it began to burn.
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f Asfor inc and the other men, you may fancy
ifinta'i’ foh I'ke. Of course, we could n’t run whilc
lo.irofScers were standing their ground; but wc
kes tLat if the shell did go off, it would blow
fUO man of us to bits, and it was n’t pleasant lo
imetostaiicl stili and wait for it. | saw tlic men
id llieir lecili haitl as the flamc caught the fuse;
andas for tnc, | ivished ivith all my heart and soul
liut if there loere any good fuses in the heap, this
.nli'litttini Gul to be one of the bad ones 1

-liut no—it burned away merrily enough, and
arc (Inwii, and down, and down, ncarcr and
riivd tu tlic powcler! The young officer never
nimed a iiniscle, but stood looking steadily ai the
genial. and the general at him. At last, the red
spirkgot cliise to the metal of the shell; and then
Jsliut my eyes, and prayed God to receive my soul,

«Jast al that moment, ! hcard the man iicxt me-
pie aquick gasp, as if he had just come up from
i piviigc under ivater; and | opened my eyes again
jint in timo t0 see the fuse out, and the young
Diicer letting drop the shell at the gencral’s feet,
ifitliait a vord.
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“ For a moment, the general stood stock still,
looking as if he did n’t quite know whether to
knoclc the young fellow down, or to hug him in
his arms like a son; but, at last, he held out his
hand to him, saying-:

“ “Well, it’sa true proverb, that cvcry onc meels
his match some day; and 1’ve met mine to-day,
there s no dcnying it. There ’s the St. George for
you, ray boy, and right well you deserve it; for if
I ’'m “ ihe cliolcst man in the regiment,” you re the
coolest in all Russia !”

“ And so said all tho rest, when the story got
abroad; and the commander-in-cliief himself, the
great Count Diebitsch, sent for the lad, and said a
few kind words to him that mude his face flush up
like a young girls. But in after days he became
one of the best officers we ever had; and | ve seen
him, with ray own eyes, complimcntcd by the
cmperor himself, in prescnce of the whole army.
And from that day forth, the whole lut of us,
officers and men alike, never spoke of him by any
other fiame but Khladnokrovui the cool-blooded
one

1 X atifcr vereitiis of this story, differing soiricwlirit in detoil, are current in tlic RusMtm army; bul the one in the texl| Is ihe
mote probable, as well as the more generally received.

SKATING.

By Theouore W inthrop.

[Never before printed.]

A BOUNDING g.tllop is good
Over wide plains;

A wild free sai! is good
’Mid gales and rains;

A dashing dance is good
Broad lialls along,

Clasping and whirling on
Through the gay throng.

But better than these,

Whcen the great lakes frecze,

By the clear sharp light

Of a starry night,

O’er the ice spinning

With a long free sweep,

Cutting and ringing

Forward tvc keep !

On 'round and around,

With a sharp clcar sound,

To fly like a fish in ihe sea I-

Ah, this is the sport for me !
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THREE SMART LITTLE FOXES.
There were once three little foxes who lived in a hole in a bank.
was a large, comfortable hole, and these three little foxes (two of thenl
were brothers and one was a sister) could lie down and put their heads

out of the hole, and see what was going on in the neighborhood
One afternoon onc of the brother foxes slipped out by himself for

little walk, and when he carne back he called the other two,

and said:

" Oh, come here ! I will show you something, and tell you ali about it"

So they all lay down ci6se together, and looked out of the hole.

“Now then,” said the brother fox who had been out, “ you see that
fence down there ?7

“ Oh yes,” said his brother and sister.

“ Well, on the other sido of that fence is a splendid <chicken-yard, |
went down thcre and saw it myself. | peeped through the fence. M

in that yard there is a row of chickcn-coops, all with chickens in.’

“ 0O h!” said the others. They began to feel bungry already.

“ Yes, idl with chickens in, and | heard a little girl say that tbe roil
of coops was called Pullet Row, Chicken Avenue, and that all the house
were taken. The first coop had an oid hen and eleven little puffy chickeits
in it, and the seconcl one held a whole lot of small chickens who \vért
big enough to take care of themselves ; and the next coop had in it
oid rooster who had hurt his foot, and who had to be shut up. I thinl
it’s funny that ncither mother fdor father ever found out this splendH
chicken-yard, so near us too ! As soon as it gets to be a little dark m

must go down there and get some of those chickens.”

“ All right,” said the sister fox : “ we Il go, and I ’ll take the first coopl

with' the little chickens.”

“And ril take the coop with the young chickens who are big enougl
to take care of themselves,” said one of the brother foxes.

“ 1’1l take the big oid rooster,” said the other brother fox. “
lots of chickens when | tat any.

At the back of the hole the oid M other Fox was lying down. hal
children thought she was asleep, but she was not, and she heard all
they had been talking about.

She now carne forward and said: “ That is certainly a very nicep
that you see down there, and you, my son, were very smart, no clouk|

to discover it. But when you go down there, this evening, take a

at a small house near the chicken-yard. A dog lives there— a big W
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and vliite fellow— named Bruce. He is let into the chicken-yard every
think that he wont see you, when you go inside,

night at dark. If you
you, it might be a wvery good

or that he can’t run fast enough to catch
idea for you to go down there this evening and get some chickens.”

THE THRICK SMART XJTTtB FOXES.

looked at each other, and

The three little foxes
would not go. It was a long time after that before they were heard
their father and mother.

oast of being smarter than

VoL. V ,-i6

conciuded that they

to
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3 JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Happy 1878! Happy New Year to all Jack’s
little friends! And now let us begin our years
talk with something about

A GARDEN IN WINTER.

Deacon Green took a ride early last rtionth,
my dcars, and he tells me of a wonderful garden
which he saw from a window as he went whirling
by on a railroad.

Can you guess what was growing in a garden in
Deccmber?

No it was not in a Southern State; so your
guess of orangcs isn’t right—though they tell me
that oranges do grow in winter-tirae in Florida.

It was a garden of Christmas-trecs, set out m
even rows, and looking as spruce and gay and
happy as if tlicy knew that they were almost oid
enough to hold a candle in each of their thousand
hands, and a bright gift or token of good-will on
each of their thousand arms. | fancy that the gar-
dener who has his mind filled with the cave ol a
garden of Christmas-trees must be a very cheery,
kind-hearted fellow indeed. Don’t you ?

OVENS IN THE FIELOS.

IN Mecklenburg, Northern
told fuel is scarce and dear ;
are very poor,
It is this;

Each V|I|age has one or two large ovens in which
the baking for a number of people can be done at
onc time These ovens look from a little distance
as if they were small hillocks, and they are built in
the open fields. W hy they are placed away from
che viliage | was not told; but | would hke to
know. Thev have very much the look of under-
ground daiiy-ccllars, and are built of great stones

Germany, as I'm
and, as the pcasants
they take an odd way to save wood.

JACK-IN-THE-I'ULPIT.

(Jakuaiji,

covered with turf. One or two men can go intoan
oven quite comfortably.

In each oven a great fire is made, to licai tho
stones, and whcn these are hot enough the fireani
ashcs are swept out, and the bread is put inlo|
bake. Then a stone door is put over the mormnli
until itis time to take out the loavcs. Thercismo
chimncyor opening, and the heat stays in well-
even for somc time after the bread has been tnken
out; so that it is no strnnge thing for a belaied
traveler to use the shelter or warmth of one of thise
empty ovens on some coid and stormy night whm
far from his home.

So much for firc-placcs out-of-doors.
word about

Now fora

PERSIAN STOVES.

| 'VE just heard of the queer way the Peishns
have of kecping themselves warm
during coid weathcr. They place in the middle o
the room a pan of burning cnarcoal under asm
of table or frame which holds up a large waddtd
quilt that reachcs the floor on all sides, like a leni
This must look almost like kecping the fire warm,
Then the family sit around the droll store, «i4
their legs and arms under the quilt;

; and when iher
wish to go to sleep, they put themselves h.ilfundet

in their tliousis

the quilt, and so keep nice and warm until ik
morning. That’s easy enough for Persianstody
because, as | 'm told,

they never undress at nighi,
but just roll themselves in coverings and lie do«t
anywhecre. |

Perhaps you would not find such avrangcmenBI
in your homes quite as comforUblc as soft beks
and cozy blankets in well-warrned rooms. Ho-1
ever, the Persian winter is not as coid as ours,!

suppose.
LIGHT THROUGH METAL.

s an odd thing ! My wiseold widc-arffl
friend the owl tells me thata Yale College prote”

has found out a way to make a layer of incds»’
thin that it will readily show the color of a ligh

beam sent through it. That professor wil te
showing US how to see through a mill-stone nesi:
may be.

Here

GOOD AS AN EXPERIMENT.

Dbar Jackt | hovc a li.tlo friend, cdled Jack too whe«”
ally tlie most sweet-icmpered boy | know.
play in my rooms, as iisiml, fot 1"always kee hls lojs |hcre|n" |
L d order. He soon grew 'tircd ofihom, and rame lo me Ier |
f | s busy with reading, and ref.isod, ull. ng o wa.l ™
leisure  Then he grew impatieni, and put my f)ook dcwa ™
ooax ne “Viorr, I'rod.” Icould not humor inm ihen, ande“*
lold him to stop. Then-1 am soiry lo s. |y

a
MG gaveitic @ blow in my face Nt'w, Jack, B
lencc yet-remember, it was the firshi and ou/y act of 1
Buess what | ki< ravidil

did-
I's tooped over him and kissed him, s- |y|ng

boy?" 'He looked at me and wont into » fomer- a*" I
weepi ,Jg Was not that a sweet victoty ? sari
S et? woulil try il Vou may bei.eve me ihis .s iruh -

futuro day | will tell you how | made him somc toss-'n “i |~ '

EDIBLE NESTS.

Did you ever hear of such an article of
bird’s-nest soup? Well, this son? does not «K
namc from its looks, as bird’s-nest |
titlc, but it is actually made from real hifos-" 1

In the island of Java, | 'm told, there isaspe®
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Cisea-swallo'v which makes a nest much like that
ofour chiinncy-swallow, and fastens it to the rocky
These nests are made almost en-
lirclvof a glue-like substance, mixed with a little

erassnr liair and a few sticks, and they are carefuily

«alls of caves.

gatl'crcd and sent to China, where they are sold
as food.
Tlie ncsts are soaked in svater until the glue

becornes soft, when the sticks and straws are picked
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China at the present time, many things little
thought gf now will be turned to use as articles
of food. But at present thcre is no need of rob-
bing the birds; so let them keep cheerful while
they may, poor dears !
BIRD RAILROAD-TRAVELERS.

Now that we 're talking about birds™-nests, |

may as well tell you some news that has come to

outand ihrown away. The jelly which remains is me all the way from East Cosham, in Hampshire,
lhen (irietl and preserved, to be used in making England.
ibe bird’s-nest soup. This is considered a great On a small piece of frame-work under a third-
* -
L::- Iftivfdiyv.'
t-W'v.-m'teV ;b
JAVA SEA*SWALLOWS AND )«ESTS.

jdeliacy, and the nests are sold in the Chinese class “ smoking" carriage on the London and
pinarkcis for twenty-five dollars a pound. O fcourse, South-W cstern Railway, a water-wagtail built her
«i ’'ras Ptke, nono but rich folks can indulge in nest and reared a young and thriving family of
I"ni, and they are therefore a very fashionable four. The train traveled regularly about forty miles
Although they are usually made into soup, a day, and the station-mastcr at East Cosham says
“yaresometimes cooked in other ways. that, during every absence of it, the inale bird
" m\ upinion that the nest of ttie chimney- kept ciése to the spot, awaiting with great anxiety

Fw i Lt"tr "sed as food in the same way; the return of his wayfaring family.
I.. ®™“gh it has more sticks and hay in it than Now, in my opinién, that water-wagtail mother
O::()ﬂ:ile nest, There »iS a gf"’d deal of glue, too, maclé a queer choice for her home-place. »But if
Mnest might yield quite a large pot ofsoup. the little ones get no other advantage from it, they
"ythal\'lrge sliall gyer come when our own country are sure to be well trained. W hat do yon think

many people in it as there ave about it, my chicks ?



THE

LETTER BOX.

1Jakitri,

THK LKTTKR-BOX,

The following is Dr. J. G. Holland-s nnswcr 10 his *Double

Riddie," publishnl in uarlasi niiinber;

U, man! ! soc your liltle gome.:
T is “U" itself in song or ano

lhat piercing dear Maria's namc
Transforma it lo Malaria.

And "la" itself, as all men know,
Raiscs the sol to ji and do.

Dear St. NiCHOLAst.I have made up a nice little story, and |
want Viu to know it- Itiscalled " Lazniess.

Once upon a time there wns a little boy and lus fiame "»*
He was vérv bzv. Une day he was going out 10 play when his
moth« cahe” him back. " James ¢ said she “ | A «0iSis
room to make your bed, for tbe maid was too busy, f.
very disorderly. Unless you pcomise to keep it in order, and hav
in order by neat week, | wiil send you from home. | am vety mot
to sav this; bul it musi be said. Now you may go. th.a is au 1
wanted yon for." Neat week carne ve” soon, and the * m was
Slill in disorder. The mother went up and looked in,

self on her knees, and prayed that Heatmn would not let

send
her boy away.

james went away, and his mother never saw him

“®Now, children, learn a lesson from this, and don’t be dtiven from
m

"Tam eleve" years old, and | wantyon lo g|Ve y
the- Pulpll and the School-misireas. JI.NNIE MOORE.

The R1ind-Clrrk's Puzzle-

T his is what the “ Blind-clcrk “ made of the putiling ~drcs« that
M- B. T. gave lii a lettcr lo Jiicksin-ThcePulpi® pubhshed last month;

”” Servan! Girl, No. 40 Qiiecn's parade, London”

And that turned outtobe the rightaddress, too. Another fnend says
that this same blind-clerk once had referrcd to him a leiter addressed
like this: . "

“To my uncle tom, london.

Thatwas too much. The letter never reached " my uncle tora.”

Dkar St. Nicholas; | have mken St. Nicholas for several
years, and like it better every year. | often read over the old num.
Lrs, and find many things that seem almost nw *
ihesé was " John Spooncrs Human Menagenc, in the number lor
April .875,ind | have been trying to getup a ’menagenc hke
l6im’s | can make most of the wonderful hviiig cqnosincs, but |
do nol know how lo make a cuiiain t*hatwill ”’go up with a flounsh.
| have made one 10 draw sidcway;s, but | wantone lo go uP- P

inform me how to construol it—Yours truly, Fred K. Martin.

*Hete U a lolerabiy easy way to make a alage-cu”m that will
eo up with a flourish," and come down either quickly or slowly,
as may be wished. It is easily kept in order, and teadily repaired
when damaged. .V

Above Uie stage, at the f*on” set up a stout cioss- beaci. l-et the
curtaiii be of some opaque stuffthat will fold well.  Fasten ils upper
adEc firmly to the front of the cross-boam. Weight the lower edge ef
thc curtain with a long roller some inches wider than the cnrmm.
Sew to the curmln, on its wrong side. perpendicular rows of nngs
sel at suiiablc dislances aparl, and in Icvel lines across. The more
rows thc more evenly will thc curtain fold. Tic nstrong ihin cord
about the roller in a line with each perpendicular row of rings, and
pass each cord through its proper lings. On the bottom of the cross-
bcam above tlie several r.uvs of rings, fasten large smoiuh rinp to
be used instead of ptiHies. Pass thc cords up through lite la”e
rings and galherthem at one end ef thc beam. lhcn fasmn the
ends of the cords to a rope, taking care while domg this that the
curtain is down. and hanging prepcrly, and ih-it all thc corta are
drawn equally tense. There should be a stout pin or hcok at me sidc
of the curtain. te whieli llie rope is to be fastened when the curtain
is drawn up. Take notice that thc cords are of difTercnt lengths and
must be frec from knots. T'hc curtain should not much the stage,
and may be kept in place by fixing the ends of the roller in irun nngs
Orbecrween pe’s.

TWO W ays of Cahrvinc the M ail.

The froniispiecc to this number of St- Nichoraj shows bavi®
inails were carried in winter over the Rocky Mounmins and ik
Sierra Nevada before the Union Pacific Railroad was finished (18%),
and how they are carried now. In 1867, «o the penis of ihe (l1»
and wind and of mountain itavcl, were added dangers fti.mdesfoj.
docs, white as well as red, ?o iliat mail dclivciies were few sad Ir
belwten. and very irregular, whiio loo often both the ciiineis ind
iheii packs were lusL  Slow as thc old way was, however, ihesm
somedmes makes thc new way even slower. In spite of milesai
miles of snow-sheds and snow-fonces, and ever so many stcam mk.
plows, the milruad is blocked now nnd then until a way canbelij
through huge hcaps of drill. ~ Thiis, someiimes, whole days ate la
on the sieam road, when a man might he apeeding and cnasiiog ce |
his qucer fool-goar, over the snow”rust like the wind, to rcadiibi '
destination perhaps a week ahead of thc snoriing snowed-uf. m»
sier. However, year by year, as sheds and fenccs and other preus-
lions are muiiiplied, railroad delays caused by snow bccMne Irre
and fewer.

Gceorgcluwn, D.C
Dkar St Njcholaa: | was so much pleased with Uic liiilefigm |
fa nun in thc November number, that | made eight like it, Him |
een lakinc the Nicholas everMrcc u carne out, and chinki |
peis nicer everv time H is publishcd. 1 am M t qulte seven ycancH |
it | compos”d all of this iclter. John Wm. Mitchell

Mv Verv Deak St. Nichulas: We really don 1knoiv vluin
should do without you. We teok the.”” Young toiks fei
manyyeats, and have taken you cvcrsmce you were firstc s u »

Weweni, sshort time ago, to see aman who swallowed S"«l>it
aprofesrion. Now. can any of our St. Nicholas frnendsd . |
whether he really swallowed them or not, and expiara how iiisiici«!
—Your lov.iig Kends and dcvoted rcaders, Fannie Chanwsi,

iflAIlY VWHITt

Paincsville, Ofiq
Dear St. Nicholas: My children learn the fiames ef M

kings and giicens, the bnoks of the Old Icsmmeni in
other matiers of imponance lo remember. through havrag
cominitted to memory ccrutn rhyines conlaming them. 1na«ia
sSImbodying”e btxiks of the New Testameat, buttoi
have been too diliicult or long for children to Icani. 1 mcl»*
easy onc, written for my own childrer which may prove iiseWi
your lajgc family of young folks.

Books of the New Testahent.

In thc New Tesmmecnt wc find
Matthew and Mork leading,
With St. Luke and St- John
The books next succceding-
Acts and Romana have place
Before Corinthians and G.alatians:
In them we can trace
Good news for all naoons.
Ephcsians and Philippians
In ordcr are iicxt:
Colossians, Thessalonians.
With hard fiames and good texL
Timochy, Titus, and Philemcn
Fill up some pagos.
And with Hcbhrews conunue
The lc.tsons of ages.
James, Petcr, and John
Finish then the good story
With Judc, and Revelaiions
To add to its glory.

Moyntlk?l
Dear St. Nicholas: | have seen a good
in tlte ’lariter-Hox," lint not one for 9 =
1have tried a great many nmes, and Pem*;!
Two cups <fsilgar lo half a cup of boiling ».wdl

stove, and let it boil ten minutes. Gra

ra iile; kr*'
Baker’s chocobie. Place ihis 011'thc mp of a steanung
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1" ihereuiitll soft. Meaowhilc, take off the creani and beat it ujitl
r'firh'white. Roll into Imic round balls, and dip ihcm lii the
fiffijte Putllie balls inio a dish, and « | them away lo cool
y mine \ou will prliH ihiaiccelpt, 1 remoln your devoced admirer,
Carolinf G. Blodgst.
p 5—The jugar must be powdcrcd.

MoLLih—We do not know. One always lias lo make sure, too,
I ihitpo Heckofenvy lurks In the wish to have justice done.

\ FRIENO «ends us the tollowing Kinde”arten bong:
THE TIME-TARLE.

Yh-- - -F="
[ —
------- [ W
—_— e —]—
M # AT
One, two, thrce!
bTow picase lisien to me:
\ minute Is sixly seconds long:
Sixiy minules to an hour bclong.
One, two, three 1
Learning is easy, you see.
Four, five, six 1
'T is cas/ as picking uF sticks.
Twenly-four hours make one long day;

Seven days in a week we say.
unc, two, ihrcc!
{.eaming is easy, you sec.

Seven, eighl, nine!

Never cry or whine.
The years are only twcivc months long;
There is no time for doing wrong.

One, two, three!

Learning is easy, you see.

Tick, tack, tock I
Only look at the dock.
Uc works away the whole day long,
And every hour he stngs a song.
Ding, dong, dingl

So wc'll work and sing. A.E. L-

Ellsabcth, N. J-
Mv Db/ r St. Nicholas: Would you piense tell me something
awjt inc Pmwifig Classcs of the Sctiool of Design al the Cooper
( liBOtic: and what fonus have to be gone ihrou” before a pupil
enicr: and how oid a pupil has lo be? Gwd*by, dear Srr.
|h»Cf»L.ss— Your faiihful reader, sarah D. O.

Tke“Woman’s Art School” of the Cooper Union, about which
D. 0. mnkes inquiry, is for pupils between ihe ages ofsixteen
iwl ihiny.ftve.

Applieadijns fnr udmission should be made, personally or in writ-
| v>ihe Principal, Mrs. Sar.tli N. Cérter, giving a rcsponsiblc
| reference as lo character, ficne.ss, etc.

AThi fregeh,.,] holds ses&ion from 9 a. in. lo x p. ro, There is a
* mcets three limes a week In ihe oftcnioon, un-
| cfthe first assislant in draiving of the “ Woman’s Art
friklwor aj,d of Ihc clerk of the school, and the general supcnntcnd-
| »ceof ihe principal, But the “ paying ” class is only for ihose who
| »Tslitosiudy art morely as an accomplishment.

Istri. 1T I ihought you woukl Uke to hear about a
whoi* very fond ofyou. fihe always took st. Nicholas
1a iLen ihe times were so hard we were unable lo gcl
sick’ re-read the oid ones. Mamma has
gtcai dea! for two years, and Agises, who is ten years
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old and the oldcst of ihe family, has leamed lo do a great many
ihiiigs. She can make bread, biscuic, pies and cake,—but her chief
accomplishraentis (oasMnaking. Last fall, when baries wcrc npe,
she picked and dried some currants, raspberries and blackberries, and
put them carefully away. Ever since, when any one is wck, she
puls somc of her Mrries in a cup and cooks Iliem nicely; ihen she
makes such a nice piecc of loase, so deljcate, never scorched or raw,
She has no frulc~closet of delicacies to go 10, but the common things
she has are so nicely prepared that they become luxurious, and ofica
make mamma think of Bayard TayloPs Uitle rhymes about mush and
milk, a couplet ofwhich réads:

“ And common things that seem most nigh,
Bolh purse and h”rt may satisfy,”

Her lirtle brother, eighteen months oid, claims much of her carc,
and in leturo leves heras much as he does mamma. He calis her
Toe, and misses her sadly if sho Isout of sight an hour.

When Agnes was three yeais oid, she said one day:

“ Papa, how I love you I

“ What makes you love him?
answered mamma.

The litele one took a good look at papa, and throwing her arms
around his neck again” she said:

“ Well, he’s pretty in his hearl.”

hlamma thinks the little girl who can be so thoughtful forever-
tired mamma, so kind to the slck, and so tender of Uirle baby
brother, muse be prelty in her heart, Acnes’'s Mother.

See how homcly heis,” tea*ngly

Here isan enigma made by « little girl eight years ofage:

Cross-word Enigma.

Mv first is In spin, but not in weave:

My second in pan, but noi in leave:

My ihird is in rain, but not in stcrm;

My fourth In chilly, but not in warm;

My fifth in hen, but not in coop;

My whole is a country of Europc.
Answer: Spain.

Easton, Md.
Dear St. Nicholas : Will you picase lell n»e from wlich of
Shakspeare’s plays the following quotaiion is taken ?

Sweet are the uses of adversiry,
Which, Jike the toad, ugly and vcnomous,
Wocars yet a preciou®i jewel In his head,”
—Yours lruly, Marv H. W jlson.

The quotaiion b from “ As You Like It,” Act Il,, Scene r.; and
ihe whole passage reads:

“ Sweet are tho uses of adversity,
Which, like the toad, ugly and vcnomous,
Wocars yet a precious jewel In his hcad;
And this our Ufe, exempt from pubHc haunt,
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,
Sermons in stones, and good in everything.”

The bcauty tsmarred, and the aptness of che illustradon is lost »ght
of, by omitting tlie second halfof this admirable sentcnce; therefore
we quotc it entire.

“ Fairfax,” San Rafael, Cal.

Dear St. Nichotas: | have seen leltera from San Frandsco,
Oakland, and other places in California, but 1do not think any one
has wriiteo lo you from San Rafael, a bAudful litde town near San
Francisco.

“ Fairfax” is about three miles from ihe loum. The ride here is
very pleasant, especially in winter and spring time, when ihe hllls are
green and ihe Id flowers are in bloom.

The house rcsemblcs the oid F.Airfax house in Viritinia, called
Greenway Court, except that this is perhaps more rambimg and the
oiher laciis our wide>spreading bay«trees. It faces the garden and
orchard, and beyond tliesc I$ the hill, a mine of wonder and beauty.

W all enjoy climbing that hil) and looking for fcrns. In some
parts we hanlly daru step, for fear of cruslung somclhing beautiful.
We look down upon a bank ofgreen moss, ano find snowy. shcIMIkc
fungi, so delicale that we hold our hreaih lest they should float away.
Farther on are oranffe*colored ones, and somc shaped likc callas,
translucent, and lii coior a palé pink carnelian. Wandcring on, wc
cnter a grove ofpine*trees, in ihe midsi of which n spring is bubbling
up, and che ground is covered with a carpci of fcrns, mosscs, and
wild flowers. By the time we are ready to go home, our baskeis are
well filled; and then, after we gci home, we have the dellglic of
aiTTinging the flowers and fems, cxamining the fungi with ihe micro-
scopc, and prcparing imposing baskeLs of specimens to send lo two
delightful mcmbers of the Academy of Science In San Francisco, who
are making fungi a specialty in their researches,

Oneday last summer my brother carne running into ihc house,
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«aying, in a very loud wh”iper, “ Thcre's a deer in the crcckl
ifierc i adecr in the creek 1”7 We all nished out in time to seo
Unele George, up to his waist in water, struggling with an immense
buck. The dogs were there, too, barking as loudiy as they could.
It was very e*cuing. My sympathies were cntltc® v»ith the deer,
who made a noble hght before he was conquered. Deer are pleniiful
around here. Oficn wc are awakencd by the baying of the deer-
hounds, and wc can see the hunring partics on their horses galloping
over thehili, and the dogs running to and fro.

The boys catch a good many large fish in our aeek, aod my imcle
once caught a len*pound salmon-trout that was very pretty: it had
two delicate pink bands running along its sides.

The hills are crimson, a Uide before Christmas, with a hoUy pecu-
liar to Calirornia: and we have many merry excursions In a wagoén
that we children cali our “chariot,” in whicfi we go to gacber holly
for our Christmas fesovirics.

I have written too much, and yet 1 would like to tell more, our
days are so full of pleasant change.—Your aflécdonate readcr,

May D. Bioelow (fifieen years oid).

ANSWERS to PLT22LBS IN THE NoVEMBER NiMDBR W e« rcccived,
previous to Novembcr x8, from Annie Longfellow, “ Kess,” “ Isola/*
" Bessie and her Cousin,” “ Helcn of Troy,* W, M. B., Nessie £
Stevens, “ Winnlc,** Florence L. Turrill, James J. Ormsbee, Annie
Forbush and Emma Elliotc, Crace G. Chandler, Carne Speid~""d
Mary F. Spelden, F. A. G. Carocron, Fred M. Pease, Geo- J. Fiskc,
Geo. Hcrbert White, “ Sldonic,” LouiseGlIman, Ocha Duel Moshcr,
Mamie L. Holbrook, Ellie Hewitt, Fannie W., “Croghan, Jr.,"'
Anna E. Maihewsun, Eddie Bryan, and Alhe Bcrtram,

BOOKS RECEIVED

AUHT Jo’s Scbap*Bao, Vol- IV. (My Giris, etc,), published by
Messrs. Roberis Brothers, Boston, is the fourth book In thisdeservedly
popular seiics of short stories by Miss Louisa M. Alcott The tales
are full of freshness, humor, and wholesome thought, with Inimitable
touchesofplayful fancy and tendemess such as have establishcd Miss
Alcou’s loving rule over (ho hcarts of her readers. Boysm wellas
girls will find plenty to enjoy In thcse twelve delightfal scraps frooi
AuntJo's bag, and,—but readers of St. Nicholas need do pccom*
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mendadon to them ofanything that Miss AlJcott has written. Tlio»
are some pretty illustracions lo the book, and Gie piice is one doll«

From the same publishcrs we have received also: Toii, attoas.
Story, by George L. Chaney, illustrated, $1.25: A Great
ofiNCY, AND Other Tales, by Juliana Horada Ewlng, fllustniai
$1.35: Jolly Good Times at Schooi® A Iso Somk Times voi
QUITE so Jolly, by P. Thornc, illusimied, $1.25.

A ncw book by the author of “ HelJen's Babies” is now tob«9b
tained. Itiscalled Budce and Toddie, their Hj* sand Mishaps,
and is an lllusirated cdidon of “ Other People's Children/' Thei&
signs are by Lucy G. Morse.

Boys wUl be glad to hear ofa good book, Every-dav Ejcperiences
AT Eton, by a present Eion boy, published by George R, Lockwflud
ofNcw York. It is a hcartyand amusing story, giving, withvoj
sKght exaggeration, a faliiiful account of Ufe in the EnglUh public
school at Elon.

Spbnser for Children, published by Chatto & Windus,
don; Scribner, ArinsCrong & Co., New York. A beauiiful bai,
Illustrated with severa! fine colcred platee, and rclaiing b sinpk
prosc the chicf incidents of Spenser's great poem.

From Messrs. Baker, Prait & Co., Ncw York, we have LtuteiT
Lakd; or, The Chilorsn's Pbbp.Show. Thb is a cohecticmtf
sellis, short stories, poents, music, and pictures, adapted to inKns
and instruct young folks. It is edited by the author of'lil)i(iM
Lcvee/' Pnce, $1.25.

Messrs. Porter Se Coates, Philadelphia, send us HAP?yBAvs,a
very pleasant book, full of pictures, tales and verses, for bo)i ad
girls.  Several of the ardeles aro by wclUknown wriiers, and ite
contenis, as a whole, are bright, whclesome, and enteruining.

From ihe American Tract Sociely, New York, we have recasd
DoLLv's New Shoss, and Some ofthb Praces they woittta
pnce 30 cents, postage 2 cents; Daughtbrs OF Armenia, byuis,
S. A, Wheeler, Mlssinnary in Turkey, price 90cents, postagc 6rans;
Almosta Man, by S-Annie Frosl, with illusCrations by ArihurBuf.
deti Frost, price $r, postage 8 cents; Grace ASHLBiIr.ii's Lert
W ork, llluscraied, price $1, postage 8 cents: and D rar Oi.i> Stoiies
TOLD Once More, forry Blble stories, in large lype, and wiihifles |
trations by “ Falth Laitaer.”
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DOUBT.E ACROSTIU.

T he iniGals read downwaid and the finais upward wili give the
flames oi two couniKcs in Eiirope.

I. A beain oflight. s. To join.

3. To pillagc. 4. An amele of

food. 5. What mcrehaiits wriie. 6. An insecu A n
UOUU-t:i,.ASS PUZZLE.
Across: i. Calis. 2. A number. 3. A consonani. 4 A river.
5. Wounds. Diagonals: Sharpens and transmits, Central: In-

CYRIL DBANE.
DE<‘APXTATIONS.

j. Behead a kind of nut, and leave a kind of grain.
small scream, and leave a bud. 3. Behead another bird, and leave a
gardencr's Implemont, 4. Behead a musical insirumeiit, and leave
another musical insrrument. 5. Behead a carpentcr’s lool, and leave
a narrow passai;e. 6. Behead part of a wagdn, and leave a part of
the body. ;. Behead another part of the body, and leave a trec.
8, Behead an edible fish, and leave the defeaiofan army, 9, Behead
a driod frtiil, and leave an ancient alphabctlc letter. isOLa,

2, Behead a

DIAGONAL VIV//ZLB.

Diagonals, from left 10 right, a part of the ycar. Sevcn words.
Fill theblanks in the sctUeiice with approprbic words; and wntten
under each other in ihc order given, they will glvc the diagonal.

As - is more abundant than In thb season when l-ove —
her altar fircs ancw, may thb joy go (hrotigh ihc year, beanng
you constant ; so that, looking back at its closc, you can say:
e $"8 to have bcen one prolonged J

DOCBLE-PDZZX-E.
Central Syncoi'ations

i, Syncopatr mad, and leave what soldicrsoften make. « &m1» 1
pato partof a houso, and leave to move. 3. Syncopaic sjwd, >
leave anger. 4. Syncopatc lo sonk, and Icaveagaii. 5
a river, and leave a ranlc 6. Syncopaie a particle, and icsivea bn|t
7. Syncopate openings, and Icavc faoning iinplements, 8 Synccpa
oaked clay, ané leave fasienings. s

The letiere that have bcen .«ivncopated, read downward, wiUw«
lwo words which you must find in the foUowlIng

Cross-WOKD Enigma.

In brook, but not In sea;

In slave, but not in free;

In lose, but not In find;

in heed, but not in mind:
In barn, but not in shed;

In black, bul not in red;

In hill, but not In mound;
In held, but not in bound.
Whal's ihc answer 2—can you say ?

'Tis something boys much like 10&%
LyeAL
GEOtiKAPIIICAL TRAN.IirOlilTHIXS.

ONTOTEww

-a good post at 2. 13d you
in thai oid caihedral dooriu ? 3 .
from Geneva, for——. 4. | lonk grcat towitt!C'stht! 0«®®]
games, when in----. 5,1 found — gold in a mine i" *
could stand - — in ihc entrance to the cave In — A i
interestin than lii any other foreign ciiy.
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OMSinvS WORD.

iKSwtwd of live letters find r isi. An hour-gla$s thc central
ljugi™yf vhich, read downward, signify te pcribrm agajn; horiron-
|gg”."sycab<>i often used in writing, a bevecm”, a vowel, a perform*
ljjcvl lo provrdc. ad- A word*sc]uare coniaimng a unit, a vehlcle,
naiiepoch, jd. Words to each of which one letter may bcprefixed
Iffl as to for™ another word: a preposicion, an animal; a verb, a
f«erfi a study, a vchiclc; a part of the body, a slgn of sorrow.
lidi. Word» t;, fiil appropriately the blanks in each stanza below, by
larfiiog a Icticr to che first word, when foimd to fonn the second’,

dbyprefixing a lettcr te che second to form the third;

| wuuid not iiced so small an —u
“Vhen dealing with one of his s
ir of my lemper leave a — —

Wc asked him in; he sat and ___
Of clic ripe friilt nt such a s
He lowered wcU che heaped up —-

ACCIDENTAL IIIDINGS.
%jhcsc quouii ¥ find five girls* mimes, without traiisposing
lagi'kilers.
“(V «uch as wandering near her sccrci bowecr,
Molesc her ancient sojjury nign.”—Gmy.
‘s Where olive-fcaves were iwinkiing In every wind ih»ii blew,
rherc sat Iwjiesth thc pleasant snade a damscl of Pgrl]f'w
all.
“ Sloviy she raised her form of grace; ry
Her eyes no ray conccpiive flung.”—
“ Siainless worth,
Such as ihc stemest age of viriue szw.” £ fy ftfii.

IH2R.SPECT1VE-CROSS PUZZLE.

7 -
to 1
li
4.
2S
i0 11
to
sh'«ili i words is formed of five lellers, excepting
tikaicirni.. Ihe peipeiKliculars. Nos. i5 17 and
«liti |3 R S| ‘2 has three lellers; and each of the
o’r The alanling words have each
®Yety word that radiales
1""- Diffehknt Words.—//;irviariir/r." i, Sub.
| 2iwL ~®"dh : 4, occnrrence; s, a ccrtain form
. LT OAC L el s 9 conciso. Per.
[iaif i." «ij'cle ofdress; ix, solemn : ;7. hitherro; 13, lo
airaocfinlm imsifrudon; JSs toesiablish; 16, ma”cal;
a; diH ’ Diagouah: 19, Sarcasfic; 20, to

23, a partofthcbody:
I 35,a pri s namec. ij. H. D.

EASY SQUARE WORD.

1. An insirument for mcasuriiig time. s. A ticlcamong theanclcot
Peruvians. 3. Sour. 4. To)on¢. pluto.

NUMERICAL ENKS.IIA.

W hgn wewenttothe 123456 789, ihe oihers had conulved to
183456789 «s in picking nuts. CyRiL deanb.

PRA>IE PUZZLE.

Make the frame of four words of ninc lefiera each, so ihat tKc”,
sI~llbe the same Iciicr of the .ilphabec at coch of the four comera,’
where the words intcrseci. That letter being indlcaicd (o, in this
puzzle), gjves the clue.

Upper hcrUontal linc, a plgecn ; lower horizontal linc, a kind of
grain. Left perpendicular uue, withouta filame; right perpendicular
ime, without fragrance. b.

fIIARADE.

My first of Romén origin you see,

Whose purpon i)lustrales ihe ceniiiry;

Means light for blind men; restlcss as a spriLe;
The sailor’s trust; the prelatc's dear delighi.

My second heads a small but mighty band,
Wiiose power pecvades and devales the land:
Indefiniie enough, yet, once dcfined,

It Is a thing no Gnguagc leaves belnnd.

My third consoles, and cheers in anguish deep,

And oft, like great Macbeih, hath “ murdercd slccp.”
Dear to the maiden’s heart when dry and dead,

Its beauty and its bloom forcver fleci.

Yct even then what lips its charm rehearse!

W hat pools cliant It in their genial verse!

My whole how soft, how silent and how fleei!

Femalc, yet mascullne, its aspecc sweei.

IHated as fair as clouds that dock the sky,

Or stainless as the snows that round us lie;

Bright as thc salTron tints of dawning Ught,

Or darker than the stormy depihs ornight,

A prince’? bride: the treasure ofa lad;

And yei biographer li never had.

For he who wntes its )ife must ever use

Volumes to celébrate each separate muse.

Flerce, fond, and ireachcrous, full of .songs and walls,

The hero of a thousand fights and tales;

The love of ladles and the ?corn oi men:

The shame of England's arms. Oh guess me then!
ROSE TEBSY COOKE.

WOitbS KNIGMATICALLY EXPRESf'ED.

T hese are a source of great amusement, whether written or acted.
To illastraic the latier, you will, for inslance, throw your muiT under
the table, and ask, “ What word does that represenl?” |’erhaps
some one wlH suggest “ Muffiii.” “ No—*fur-below.™ Tic your
h~rdkercliief tlghtly around the neck of some siatuette—* Arii-
choke etc. Inwriilng or sy»eaking a sentence lo tlusiraie a word,
thc most ndiculous will sometimes provoke the most mirth ~ Wc will
give an illusiration of onc prctp” far-feiched, but allowablei “ Mlstcr.
picase come here and make this .ehell stand up on edgc Clrcum*
stanlial iSir.come-scan’shcll).” “ 1cncountcrod the doctorto-day”—

Mctaphysician With this introduction, 1 propose a few words
for your consideration.

I. Put an exiremity into a jar. 2. Young ladies from Missouri.
3. A cow s tail in fiy-time. 4. Thatyoung sow cosi iwenty.one shil-
lings sterimg. 5. A sham head.dress. 6. Victlms lo coms. 7. OxU
dizcd imn on a weapon. 8. ®*Where’s the prisoner, Pat?” * Sure,
your honor, hc's taking hisbrcakfast.” 9, ““Come and cut our hair.”
10. Deviate, fish. 11. A goat xa. Four. aunt sue.
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PICTOIUAL CHIUSTIIAS PUZZLE.
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Ths puzzle is an Anagrani Eniipna, ratlier difficuli, and meam
for experienced puzzle-workers. The answer is the first line of a svell-
known couplettelatinc to Christmas. N

Each of Ihe numeral» underncath ihe pictures represents a Ietter
beloneinir lo that word of the answer indicaied by the numeral,—
(thus 3 mdieaces a letter of Ihe third word; 7, a letter of tho ~enth
wordi etc.),—and each collection of numerdis represents aword which
WI|| descrlbe the picture ahove it

solvc the puzzle, find a word to descube each picture coniaimne
as many letters as there are numeréis beneath the ptclute. Afiorall
the seven words havo been thus found, soled from ihem and group
together all ihe letters thatin the iilumbenng tenoath the mcturM are
desianated by the same numeral (for, as already sttted, all ths
bearing the same aumemi belong to that word of the answer which 15

ANSWERS TG PUZZLES

Chbss Puzzle.—Begin at thoword " Bind." The stanza road»:
" Bind rae, ye woodbines, in your twmes;
Curl me aboui, ye gadding vines;
And oh, so ci6se your circles lace,
That | may nwer leave this place:
But lest your felters prove too weak,
Ere | your silken hondage break.

Do you, O brtunblos, chain me too,
And, courleous briais, najl me through. —M arvell.
(Quoted by Elia in essay enriticd “ Blakesmootm H shins )

rAS5YNUJERICALENIGMA .-Lcwell. low, owo,we, wd.
A Plea for Santa Claus.—Merry Chnstmfts. Take ihe third
letter from the beginning of each lioe, and read downward.

M agic Domino SQUARE.-The diagram shows one meihod of

arranging ihe domindes.

Kut the puaalc can be solved by rwo or
three othetairangcmenls.

9 «* * 9 9 9
° .
9 99 99 99
9 9 9 99 9
9 9 9 9
. 9 9 9 9 9
e 9 999 9 9
9 9
9 0 999 9 ~ 9
9 9 9 9 99 9
9 9
e 99 9. .

Broken Worps-—i. Inquircs—in quites. 2. Western—we stem.

ural Cave. Uuder cound.
EL.

r Lady %' AURoRA " 3 GGAC’ 6 MeaL T . 7 I0dide
r'uari 8 TrJAmT, o FiNVelopE 10. Spaitb. * e
“fhristihas Enigsiaa-3* He has more bus.ness than an ngllsh

oven at Christmas.”
s 4 o2nsyTile

Fot flames of solvers of Novembei puzzles, sec

syt B taNTeTo6 AT DA,

6520577

indicated by the numeral), and each group of these letters ictak|
rransposed to form the word of the answer which cotTwpcmds <651

the umeral of ihe grou |
us the WOTB “ghayp has ihrcc letters aan Wlﬂ léescnbe |hebs|
plcture After words have been found to descube the olher pimro,|

lhe seleciion must begin. «nd “ h,” the llret letter cf "hay, Acdll
be placed in a group with all the other letters hearing the nurarjil
in the numbeiiag beneath the pictures; “a should be griped . ti
all the oiher letters designated hy s, and " y ” wiih all those deusetihl

bvwsﬁe%nsdllsghoe letter» have been properly separated and grospti,
transpose all dioso letters belonging to group No. i intoJ «riel
form the firsfword of ihe answer; those belonging to group No.Bal
the second wemlJ of the answer, etc. 1

IN DECEMBER NUMBER.

Rcade (Charlea read). 6. Ruskin (ruskinn).
S.Halc. 9. Macaulay(Maeawlay).
ti. Prescott (press cot).

7 Gasltell (gasKd |
10. Victor Hugo (vu:larhu{ I
ta. Whiiney (whit Mirii)-

(braddon). 1,. Alcoll (Alcol). 15. Disraeli (D Israel D). ik t>1
seiri (Rose Em a |
A MLESS ‘hhel.—I. P.arapet. z. Manakjii. 3. Falunat|
Rubadub. la, par; si, pei; au, man; ah, lun; 3a, Un; jS,»,!
'"biAcCONAL Puzzle.—Santa Qaus. St Nicholas, p.3wtas.|

coNfidence, conTribute, compArable, teconCiles, immacuLate, icji'!
imAte, miraculoUs, schoolboys.

|
Proverb Puzzle.—“ Chnstmas comes but once a year tUi|
sabols, chimney, mouse, trace.
Sextuple AcROSTic.—Mop«, Abaft, Larva, Mmr
Easv Diamond Puzzle—R, Dog, Robin, Gig, N
NUMENICAL Enigmas— I. Wiisome—w i some. bdtrr. "Jl

or 3 Wind-flowers—wind fiowers.
Will 5. Parents—Paienls.

(are—Well! faiewcll.

4 Whip-poor. WIU -winp
6. To-moriow—Tom 0L row. 7. »tt|

. - N
JACK.iN.THE-FuLPir.-Thta"]

NS te T a4 vrfirpfisis "
Lettct-Bo», page 238.
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