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THE SHEPIIERD-BOY.

By Emily S. Oakey.

Littlf, Roy led liis sliéep down to pasture, So he led all his sheep to the pasture,
And liis cows, by the side of the brook; And his cows, by the side of the brook;
But liis cows iicver drank any water, Though it rained, yct the rain never patter’d
And liis sheep nei’cr iieeded a crook. O’er the beauciful way that they took.
For lile pasuire was gay as a gavdcn, And it was n't in Fairy-laiid either,
And it giuwcd witli a flowcry red; But a house in a commonplace town,
|But the ineadows had never a grass-blade, Whevc Roy as he looked from the window
And the brooklet—it slept in its bcd; Saw the silvery drops trickle down.
And it lily without sparkic or murmur. For his pasture was only a table,
Nor reflccted tlie ljlue of the skics. W ith its covcr so flowery fair,
But the music was made by the shcpherd, And his broiiklct was just a grcen ribbon
And Ihc sparkie was all in his eyes. That his sistcr had lost from hcr hair.
IOh, he sang tkc a bird in the summer 1 And his cows they were glossy horsc-chestnuts,
AAnd, if sometiines you fancied a bleat, That had grown on his giandfather’s tree;
ffhat, too, was the voice of the shepherd, And his sheep they were snowy-white pebbles
And not of the lambs at his feet. He had brought from the shore 1)y the sea.
And lic glossy brown cows were so gentle And at length, when the shepherd was weary,
That they moved at the touch of his hand And had taken his milk and his bread,
ptr the ivonderful rosy-red meadow, And his mother had kissed hini and tucked him.
" And ihey siood at his word of command. And had bid him “ good-night” in his bed.

Then there enter’d his big brothcr Walter,
W hile the shepherd was soundly asieep,
And he cut up the cows into baskets,
And to jack-stones turned all of the sheep.

VoL, V,—17.
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THE RAVENS AND THE ANGELS.
(A Story o/iht Middk Ages.)

BY THE AUTHOR OF “ Ch RUNICLES OF THE SCHONBERG-COTTA FaMILY.”

Chapter Il

HE next day, Gottiicb began
bis training among the other
choristers.

It was not casy.

The choii'-master showed
his appreciation of his raw
trcasure by straining every
ncrve to make it as perfect

as possible ; and therefore he found more fault with
Gottlieb than with any one else.

The other boys might, he could not but observe,
siiig carelessly enough, so that tlie general har-
mony was pretty good ; but every note of his
seemed as if it wcte a solo which the master’s ear
never missed, and not the slightcst inistake was
allowed to pass.

The other choristers understood very wcU what
this ineant, and somc of them were not a little
jealous of the ncw favorite, as thcy called him.
But to little Gottlieb it seemed hard and strange.
He was always straining to do his very best, and
yet he never seemed to satisfy. The better he did,
the better the master wanted him to do, until he
grew almost hopeless.

He would not, for the worid, complain to his
mother; but on the third evening she obscrved
that he looked very sad and weary, and seemed
scarcely to have spirits to play with Lenichen.

She knew it is of little use to ask little children
what ails them, because so often their trouble is
that they do not know. Some little delicate string
within is jarred, and they know nothing of it, and
think the whole world is out of tune. So she
quietly put Lenichen to bed, and after the boy had
said his prayers as usual at her knee, she laid her
hand on his head, and caressingly stroked his fair
curls, and then she lifted up his face to hcrs and
kisscd the little troublcd brow and quivering lips.

“ Dear little golden mouth ! she said, fondly,
“ that eams bread, and sleep, for the little sister
and forme 1 | heard the swect notes to-day, and
I thanked God. And | felt as if the dear father
was hearing them too, even through the songs in
hcaven.”

The child’s heart was oponed, the quivering lips
broke into a sob, and the face was hidden on licr
knee.

“ It will not be for long, mother!” he said.
“ The master has found fault with me more than

ever to-day. He made me sing passagc after pas
sage over and over, until some of the boys wii
quite angry, and said, afterward, they wished lany
my voice were with the oid liermit who houses ui
Yet he never seemed pleased. He did notevni
say it was any better.”

“ But he never gave you up, darling 1” sliesaii |

“No; he only told me to come early, alo™!
to-morrow, and he would give me a lessoii by mt-1
self, and perliaps | should leam laetter.”

A twinkle of joy danced in her eyes, dinm>id
with so many tears.

“ Silly child ! ” she said, fondly, “ as silly astlj I
poor mother herselfl The master only taasl
trouble, and chastens and rebukes, because k|
thinks it is worth while, because thou art tryhij
and learning, and art doing a little better dayijj
day. He knows what thy best can be, anduSj
never be content with anything but thy veryba’j

“ Is it that, mother? s it indeed that?"saidl
the boy, looking up with a suddeii dawninj«|
hope.

And a sweet dawn of prornise met him inlg|
raother’s eyes as she answecred:

“ It is even that, my own, for thee and for niel’|

Chapter IV.

With a glad heart, Gottlieb dressed the oet
morning before Lenichen was awake, andivaso'
to the choir-master for his lesson alone.

The new hope had inspired him, andhesaijl
that morning to the content even of the masier,al
he knew, not by his praisc, but by his summoniiij|
Ursula from the kitchen to listen, unable toitsis
his desire for the sympathy of a larger audience. 1

Ursula was not exacily musical, fior wasil
dcinonstrative, but she showed her satisfaciionli‘|
appropriating her share of the success.

“/ knew what was wanting !” she said, g
cantly. “ The birds and the blessed angelsm?
sing on cnimbs or on the waters of P.iradise; M|
goose and pudding are a great hclp to the aldvi
here below.” |

“ The archduchess will be enraptured, andwj
Cistercians will be furious !” said the choir-Diaa»if
equally pleased at both prospects.

But this Gottlieb did not hear, for he had
himself of the first free moment to run home
tell his mother how things had improved.

After that, Gottlieb had no more trouble!
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thewster. The olcl man’s severity bccame com-

prcliensiblc and dcar to him, and a loving liberty

jnd coiifidence carne into his bearing toward liim,

iihich "'cnt to the heart of the childless oid man,

sothat dcarcr thaii the praise of the archduchess,
oret'en the discomfitiire of the Cistercians, became
to him tlie success and welfare of the child.

But tlicit, unknown to himsclf, the poor boy
i entercd on a now chapter of temptations.

The otiier boys, oljserving the choir-master’s
love fot him, grew jealous, and called him somc-

[imes *'the niaster’s littie 4ngel,” and soraetimes
" tlic littie beggar of the hermitage ” or “ Dwarf
Hans’ darling."”

He Mas too brave and manly a littie fellow to tell
his mother all these littie annoyances. He would
noi for the « ovid havc spoilecl her joy in her littie
“ Clirysostom,” hcr golden-mouthed laddie. But
once they followed him to her door, and she heard
them hcersclf. The rude words sinoto her to the
heart, but she only said :

“Thou art not ashamed of the hcrmit’s house,
norof beirg oid Hans' darling?”

j " 1lhopc, ncver 17 said the child, with a littie
‘hesitaiion. “ God sent him to us, and | love him.

But it ivould be nice ifdear Hans sometimes washcd
his face! "

Magdahs sinilcd, and hit on a plan for bringing
this about. With some difficulty she persuaded
the oid man to take his dinner every Sunday and
flholitlay with them, and she ahvays set an ewer of
water—and a towel, relie of her oid buvgher life—1
by him, before the meal.

‘Wewcre a kind of Pharisees in our home,”
she said, and exccpt we washed our hands, never
ate bread.”

Hans growled a littie, but he took the hint, for
her sakc and the boy’s, and grndualiy found the
practice so ploasant on its own account, that the
‘'vashing of his hands and face becainc a claily
proccss.

0)1 his patron saint's day (St. John, February 8),
Mother Magdalis went a step further, and presented
himwith a clean stiit of clothes, very humble but
nsat and soiincl, of hcr own making out of oid
hoatds. Not for holidays only, she said, but that
he might cliangc his clothcs every day, after work,
“3her Berihild liscd.

Uainty, biirghcr ways,” Hans called thcin, but
he submittcd, and Gottlieb was greatly coinfortcd,
j'ad ihnught his oid friend a long way advanced in
his transformatiun into an angel.

betwcen the sweetness of the boy’s temper

I of his dcar mother’s love which folded him
’\thlosc Ere hittcr was turned jnto sweet within

ini.

ButUrsula, who heard the mocking of the boys
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with indignation, was not so wise in her consola-
tions.

“ Wicked, envious littie devils 1” said she.
“ Ncvcer thou heed them, my lamb 1 They would
be glad cnough, any of them, to be the master’s
adngel, or Dwarf Hans’ darling, for that matter, if
they could. It is nothing but mean envy and
spite, my littie prince, my littie wondcr; never
thou heed them !~

And then the enemy crept unperceived into the
child's heart.

W as he indeed a littie prince and a wonder, on
his platform of gifts and goociness? And were all
those naughty boys far below him, in another
sphere, liatiug him as the littie devils in the
mystery-plays seemed to hate and torment the
saints ?

Had the “ raven” been sent to him, after all, as
to the prophet of oid, not only because he was
hungry and pitied by God, but bccause he was
good and a favorite of God ?

It seemed clcar he was something quite out of
the common. He seemed the favorite of every one,
cxcept those few envious, wickcd boys.

The great ladies of the city cntreated for him to
come and sing at tlieir feasts ; and all their guesfs
stoppcd in the midst of their eager talk to listen to
him, and they gave him sweetmeats and praised
him to the skics, and they offered him wine from
their silver flagons, and when he refused it, as his
mother bade him, they praised him more than
cvev, and once the host himself, the burgomaster,
emptied the silver flagon of the wine he had re-
fused, and told him to takc it home to his mother
and tell hcr she had a child whose dutifulness was
worth more than all the silver in the city.

But when he told his mother titis, instead of
looking clelighted, as he expected, she looked
grave, and almost severe, and said;

“ You only did your duty, my boy. It would

have been a sin and a shame to do otherwise.
And, of course, you would not for the world."”

“ Certainly | would not, mother,” he said.

But he fcit a littie chilled. Did his mother think
it was always so easy for boys to do their dut)'?
and that every one did it?

Other people seemed to think it a very uncom-
mon and noble thing to do one’s duty. And what,
indeed, could the blcssed saints do more ?

So the slow poison of praise crcpt into the boy’s
heart. And while he thoiight his life was being
filled with light, unknown to him the shadows were
deepening,—the one shadow which eclipses the
sun, the terrible shadow of sclf.

For he could not but be conscious how, even in
the cathedral, a kind of hush and silence fell around
when he began to sing.
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And instead of the blessed presence of God fill-
ing the holy place, and his singing in it, as of oid,
like a happy little bird in the sunsliine, his own
sweet voicc seemed to fill the place, rising and fall-
ing like a tide up and down the aisles, leaping to
the vaiilted roof like a fountain of joy, and drop-
ping into the hearts of the multitude like dew from
heaven.

And as he went out, in his little wliite robe, with
the choir, he felt the eyes of the people on him,
and he heard a inurmur of praisc, and now and
then words such as “ Tliat is little Gottlieb, the
son of the widow Magdalis. She may well be
proud of bim. He has the voice and the face of
an angel.”

And then, in contrast, outside in the Street, from
the other boys; “ Sce how piiffcd up tlie little
princc is! He cannot look at any one lowcr than
the bishop or the burgomastecr i”

So, between the chorus of priiise and the other
chonis of mockery, it was no wondcr that poor
Gottlieb felt like a being far removed from the
common hcrd. And, necessarily, any one of the
flock of Christ wlio fcels that, cannot be happy,
because if we are far away from the common flock,
wc cannot be ncar the Good Shepherd, who always
keeps cidse to the feeblest, and seeks those that go
astray.

Chapter V.

It was not long before the watchful eye of the
mother observed a little cliange creeping over the
boy—a little more impatience with Lenichen, a little
more variablcncss of tcmpcr, soraedmcs dancing
exultingly homo as if he were scarcely treading the
common earth, somctimes returningwith adepres-
sion which made the simple work and pleasurcs of
the homo seem duO and wearisome.

So it went on until the joyful Eastcr-tide was
drawing near. On Palm Sunday thcre was to be
a procession of the children.

As the mother was smoothing out the golden
locks which fell like sunbeams on the white vcst-
mcnts, she said : “ It is a bright day for thce and
me, my son. | shall feel as if we were all in the
dear oid Jerusalcm itself, and my darling had
gathered his palms on Olivet itself, and the very
eyes of the blessed Lord himselfwere on thce, and
His ears listening to thee crying out thy hosannas,
and His dear voice speaking of thee and through
thee, ‘ Suffer the little children to come unto me.’”’

But Gottiicb looked gi-ave and rathcr troiibled.

“ So few scein thinking just of His listening,” he
said, doubtfully. “ There are the choir-master and
the deéan and chapter, and the other choristers,
and the Cistercians, and the mothers of the other
choristers, who wish them to sing best.”

AND THE

ANGELS. [Fsea,, !

She took his hand. “ So there were in Ihatoldl
Jcrusalem,” she said. “ The Pharisees, who«-amtd|
to stop the chiidren’s singing, and even thei
Disciples, who often thought they might be trouble-I
some to the Master. But the little ones sang fotl
Him, and He knew, and was pleased. And that|
is all we have to think of now.”

He kissed her, and went away with a lightensll
brow.

Many of the neighbors carne in that afternoonl
to congratulate Magdalis on her boy—nhis face, hif
voice, his gentio ways.

“ And then he sings with such ieeling,” ad|
one. “ One scesitis in his heart.”

But in the evening Gottlieb carne home verys
and dcsponding. For some time he said noihin|,|
and then, with a brave cffort to rcstrain his tean,|
he murmured:

“ Oh, mother ! | am afraid it will soon be ova.|
| heard one of the priests say he thought they 1
a new chorister at the Cistercians whose voice isis|
good as mine. So that the archduchess may:
like oiir choir best, after all.”

The mother said nothing fora moment, and t
she said;

“ Whose praise and love will the boy ati
Cistercian convent sing, Gottlieb, if he has suchi
lovely voice ?”

“ God’s l—the dear Heaveiily Father and
Savior !'” he said, reverently.

“ And you, my own? Wi ill another little tties
on earth prcvent His hearing you ? Dotheth»
sands of thousands always singing to Him ah
prcvent His hearing you? And what nould |
world do if the only voice worth listening to mri
thine ? It cannot be heard bcyond onc cliurcliiO
one Street. And the good Lord has ten thoiis
churches, and cities full of people who wantt
hear.”

“ But thou, mother !
the bread I”

“ It was the raven that brought the bread,"s
said, smiling; “ and thou art not even a raven-
only a little child to pick up the bread the ra«®
brought.”

He sat silent a few minutes, and then the lenii
doud ofselfand pride dropped off from his to
like a dcath-shroud, and he threw himself intob
arms.

“ Oh, mother, | see it alli” he said.
free again. | have only to sing to the blessed 1®
of all, quite sure He listens, to Him alone, and*
all clse as just a little one of the all He loves.

And after the evening mcal, and a ganie
Lenichen, the boy crept out to the cathednM
say his prayers in one of the little chapéis,:
tliank God.

Thou and Lenichen,:
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Hekncit'" Lady chapel before the image of
lj)ieinfant Christ on the mother’s knees.

And as he knelt there, it carne into his heart
hliai all the next weck was Passion week, “ the still
[teel;," and woiild be silent; and the tears filled his
Les lo lenieraber how littlc lie had enjoyed sing-
IngthaUlay.

“Ho'v glad the little children of Jeriisalem must
bve been,” he thought, “ that they sang to JesUs
jiheii ihc\- could. | suppose they never could

“ 1LOOK AT »IE,"

iPin; for ihc next Friday He was dead. Oh,
ppose He never let me sing to Him again !”
[And icais and rcpresscd solos carne fast at the
Pmgbi, and he murmured aloud, tliinking no one
Jis nc.ir:
1 Dear Savior, only let me sing once more liere
AChurch to you, and | will think of no one but
1p»; not of the boys who laiigh at me, fior the
praise me, fior the Cistevcians, fior the
« wlicss, fior even the dear choir-mastcr, but
f !Qlyou, ofyou, and perhaps of mother and Lcn-

't. You and they lovc me so much more than

A we,and I lovc you really so much moro than all
| asT I>ehevc it, and try me once moro.”

I «nnished, in his earncstness, the cliild spoke
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quite loud, and from a dark co6rner in the shadow
of a pillar suddenly arése a very oid man in a
black monk’s robe, with snow-white hair, and
drew ciése to him, and laid his hand on his shoul-
der and said;

“ Fear not, my son. |have a message forthee.

At first, Gottlicb was much frightened, and then,
vvhen he heard the kind, treinulous oid voice, and
saw the lovely, tender smile on the wrinkled, pallid
oid face, he thought God must really have sent him

”

THE OLD MAN SAID.

an &ngel at last, tliough certainly not becausc he
was good.

“ Look around on these lofty arches, and clus-
tered columns, and the long aisies, and the shrincs
of saints, and the carved wreaths of flowers and
fruits, and the glorious altar 1 Are thesc wonder-
ful to thee ? Couldst thou have thought of them,
or built them ?”

“ | could as easily have niade the stars, or the
forcsts ! ” said the child.

"Then look at me,” the oid man said, with a
gentle smile on his venerable face, “ a poor worn-
out oid man, whoin no one knows. This beautiful
liouse was in iny heart before a stone of it was
reared. God putitin my heart. | planned it all.
I remembecr this place a heap of poor cottages as
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small as thine, and now it is a glorious liuusc of

God. And | was what they called the inaster-
builder. Yct no man knows me, or says, ‘Look
at him !’ They look at the cathcdra!, God's house;

and that makcs me glad in my inmost soul. |
prayed that | might be nothing, and all the glory
be His; and Ilc has granted myprayer. And I
am as littie and as frcc in this house which | built
as in His otvn forests, or unclcr His own stars ; for
it is His only, as they are His. And | am nothing
but His own littie child, as thou art. And He
has my hand and thine in His, and will not jet
US go.”

The child looked up, nearly certain now tliat
it must be an angel. To have lived longev than
the cathedral seemed likc living when tlic morn-
ing stars were madc, and all the angels shoutcd
for joy.

“ Then God will lec me sing here next Easter 1”
he said, looking confidiiigly in the oid man’s face.

“ Thou shalt sing, and | shall sec, and | shall
hear thee, but thou ullt not hcar or see me !” said
the oid man, taking both the dimpled hands in one
of his. “ And the blessed Lord will listen, as to
the littie children in Jcrusalecm of oid. And we
shall be His dear, happ\' children for evermore.”

Gottlieb went home and told his mother. .And
they both agrccd, that if not an &ngel, the oid man
was as good as an &ngel, and was certainly a mes-
senger of God.

To have been the master-builder of the cathedral
of which it was Magdalis’s glory and pride that hcr
husband had carved a few of the stones !

The master-builder of the cathedral, yet finding
his joy and gloi'y in bcing a littie child of God !

Chai'ter VI.

The “silentweek” that followed was a solemn
time to the mother and the boy.

Every day, whatcver time could be sparcd from
the practice with the choir, and from hciping in the
littie house and with his mother’s wood-carving, or
from playing with Lenichen in the fields, Gottlieb
spent in tlie silent cathedral, draped as it was in
funereal black for the sacrcd life given up to God
for man.

“ How glad,” he thought again and again, “ the
littie children of Jerusalcm must have been tliat
they sang when they could to the blessed JesuUs'!
They littie knew how soon the kind hands that
blessed them would be stretched on tlic cross, and
the kind voice that would not let their singing be
stopped would be moaning ‘I thirst.'”

Bul he felt that he, Gottlieb, ought to havc
known; and if ever he was aliowed to sing his
hosannas in the choir again, it would feel like the
face of the blessed Lord bimself smiling on him,
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and His voice saying, “ Suffer this littie onc k
come unto me. | havc forgiven him."

He hopcd alsQ to see the master-builder agaii).
but nevermore did the slight, aged forin appearjn
the sunshine of the stained Windows, or jn te
shadows of the arches he had planned.

And so tile stul Passion week wore on.

Until once more the joy-bells pcalcd out on tlie
blessed Easter morning,

The city was ful! of fcstivals. The rich werein
their richest holiday raiment, and few of tlic poor
were so poor as not to have some sign of fcstivitt
in their humble dress and on their frugal tables

Mother Magdalis was surprised by finding &
her bedside a new dress such as befitted a good
burgher’s daughter, sent secretly the night bciott
from Ursula by Hans and Gottiieb, ivith a paird
enchanting new crimson shoes for littie Lenichen,
which all but over-balanced the littie maiderntift
the new sense of possessing something which niust
be a wondcr and a delight to all beholders.

The arcliduke and the beautiful Italian ardi-
duchess had arrived the night before, and were o
go in stately procession to the cathedral. And
Gottlieb was to sing in the choir, and aftenvard,
on the Monday, to sing an Easter greeting forthe
archduchess at the banquet in the great toii n-hall,

The mother’s heart trembled with some anxiety
for the child.

But the boy’s svas only trembling with the greai
longing to be aliowed to sing once more hishosnn-
fias to the blessed Savior, among the children.

It was given him.

At first the cager voice trembled foi joj-, in the
verse he had to sing alone, and the- choir-mastcrt
brows were knitted with anxiety. But it cleared
and steadied in a moment, and soared with a flJ
ncss and freedom none had ever heard in it before,
filling the arches of the cathedral and the hearis
ofall.

And the beautiful archduchess bent overtosee
the child, and her soft, dark eyes were fixed on tiis
face, as he sang, until they filled with tears; ad
aftei'ward, she asked who the mother of that litik
auge! was.

But the child’s eyes were fixed on nothing earthlf,
and his heart was listening for another voice—thf |
voice all who listen for shall surely hear.

And it said in the heart of the child, thal day-
“ Suffer the littie one to come unto me- Coi"l
peacc. Thy sins are forgiven.”

A happy, sacred evening they spent that Esswi
in the hermit’s cell, the mother and the two 0
dren, the boy singing his bcst for the littie nestJS
before for the King of kings. i

Still, a littie anxiety lingered in the modicft |
heart about the pomp of the next day.
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But she nced not have feared.

When the nrcliduchess liad asked for the mother
of ihe liitle ciioristcr with the heavenly voice, the
dioir-inastcr had told her what touched her much
aboiii the widowed Magdalis and her two children;
andolcl Ursula and the master between them con-
irhed that Mother Magdalis should be at the ban-
qiict, hidilon behind the tapestry.

And ivhen Gottiicb carne ciése to the great lady,
robed in whito, with blue feathery wings, to repre-
seiit a little &ngel, and sang her the Easter greet-
ing, she bent down and folded him in her arras,
and kisscd him.

And then once more she asked for his mother,
and, lotottiieb’s surprise and hcf own, the mother
lias led forward, and knelt before the archduchess.

Then the beautiful lady bcamed on the mother
and the child, and, taking a chain and jewel from
her neck, she claspcd it round the boy’s neck, and
said, in musical Germén with a foreign accent:

“ Remember, this is not so much a gift as a
tokcn and sign tliat I will not forget thee and thy
mother, and that | look to see thce and hear thee
again, and lo be thy friend.”

And as she smiled on him, the whole banqucting-
hall—indccd, the wliolc world—seemed illuminated
lo the child-

And he said to his mother as thcy went home :

“ Mother. suiely God has sent us an angel at
lasi. Rut, even for the angels, we will nevei forget
Hisdear ra\ens. W ont oid Hans be glad ?”

And the mother was glad; for she knew that
God who giveth grace to the lowly had indeed
blessed tlie lad, because all his gifts and honors
Keretransformed, as ahvays in the lowly heart, not
into pride, but into love.

But wlien the looy raii eagerly to find oid Hans,
toshow him the jewel and tell him of the princely
ptotnises, Hans was nowhere to be found; not in
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the hcrmit’s house, wherc he was to have met them
and shared their little festive meal, fior at his own
stall, fior in the hut in which he slept.

Gottlieb’s heart began to sink.

Never had his dear oid friend failed to share in
any joy of theirs before.

At length, as he was lingering about the oid
man’s little hut, wondcring, a sad, silent company
carne bearing slowly and tenderly a heavy burden,
which at last they laid on Han.s' poor straw pallet.

It was poor Hans himself, bruised and crushed
and wouiided in his strugglcs to press thi-ough the
crowd to see his darling, his poor crooked limbs
broken and unable to move any more.

But the face was untouched, and whcn they had
laid him on the couch, and the languid eyes opened
and rested on the beloved face of the child bending
over him bathed in tears, a light carne over the
poor ruggcd features, and shone in the dark,
hollow eyes, such as nothing on earth can give a
wondcrful light of great, unutterable love, as they
gazed into the eyes of the child, and then, looking
upward, seemed to open on a vision none else
could sce.

“ JesUs ! Savior! | can do no more.
of him, thbu thyself, Jesus, Lord 1”

He said no more—no prayer for himself, only for
the child.

Then the eyes grew dim, the head sank back,
and with one sigh he breathed his soul away to
God.

And such an awe carne over the boy that he
ceased to wcep.

He could only follow the happy soul up to God,
and say voicelessly in his heart;

“ Dear Lord Jests! | understand at last! The
raven was the dngel- And Thou hast let mé see
him for one moment as he is, as he is now with
Thee, as he will be evermore !”

Take care
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TEA COUNTRY.

By WILLIAM M. Tileston.

WAS leaning over the tea-room
tablc on one of the lovely
spnng mornings that we
sometimes have in China.

\ ' In front of me the large
window, like that in an art-
ist’s studio, admitted the
north light upon the long
array of littie porcelain tea-
cups andsaucers, and “ raus-

. ters,” or square, flat boxes
of tea-sainples. The last
new “ chop" had been care-
fully tasted and the leaf in-
spected, and | was won-
dering whethcr the price
asked by the tea-man would

show a profit over the latesl quotations from Lon-
don and New York, when my speculations were
disturbed by the entrance of my friend Charlcy,
followed by Akong, well known as tbe most influ-
ential tea-broker in the Oopack province. Charley
and Akong were fast friends, and | saw by the
twinklc in the eyes of each that a prcmeditated
plot of some kind was about being cxploded upon
my imsuspecting self.

But before going further, let me tell you who we
all are, whcre we are, and what we are doing.

Of course | am aware that it is cxceedingly im-
polite to put oneself first, but in tlie present
instance you must excuse it; for besides bcing the
oldcst, | occupy the position of guide, philosopher
and friend to Charley, and my story would scarcely
be intelliglble or complete if | did not begin with
myself. Well, to begin; | am one ofthose unfort-
unate individuais known in China as “ cha-szcs,”
or tea-tastcrs; doomed for my sins, or the hope of
one day getting rich, to pass the time in smelling,
tasting and buying teas for the great mercantile
house or “hong” of Young Hyson & Co. The
place at which you find me is Hankow, on the
great Yang Tsze Kiang, or river, some six hundrcd
miles from its mouth. Ifyou have a map of China,
and will find on it the Yang Tsze, by tracing with
your finger—if your map is at all corred—you will
discover the citiesof Chin Kiang, Nanking, Ngan-
king, Kiu Kiang, and finally, at the junction of the
river Han with the Yang Tsze, Wuchang. Han-
kow wiU probably not be on your map, but on the
north bank of the Yang Tsze, just at the point of
junction with the Han, is this important trading

port, thrown open to foreigners in 1861, after tht
signing of the treaty of Tein-Tsin.

And now for Charley, wliom | have kept talkinj
pigeon-English to Akong all this time. Chatky
was the son of an oid friend, chaplain to the British
consulate at one of the coast ports; his molhet
dying, Charley was to have been sent home torcin
tives in England, but | had prcvailed upon his
father to let the boy, now between twelve and four-
tecn ycars oid, make me a visit before his fina
dcparture.

And now for the conspiracy ;

“ Cliin-chin {how do you do); Akong ?” said I

“ What is it, Charley? Out with it, my boy;
some mischief, 1 know.” Akong gave a chucwWwt
and a muttered “ hi-yah,” and Charley proceeded
to explain.

“ Well Cha,”—the Chinamen called me Cha
tsze and the boy had abbreviated it to Cha—
“ Akong says that he has a boat going up tothc
tea country to-morrosv or next day, and wants me
to go with him; may 1?”

Charley knew that | could refuse him nothing,
but the trip ofseveral hundred miles into a disirict
rarcly, if ever, visited by foreigners, involved more

THE BASDCU.
of a risk than | cared to assume. Charley seeing
that | looked unusually solemn, turned to Akoig
for support.
“ W hat for you no go too, Cha-tsze ? Ju*
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ov ihinkci; no got ncw chop come inside two
«et; get hack plenty time.”
Aketig's pigcoii-EngUsh perhaps requires cxpla-
Lih wliuui all forcigncrs transact biisincss, instead
fiearning corrcct English have a lingo, or patois,
itbcirowii, ascribed, but | think erroncously, to
tcarelessness of tlieir first English visitors, who
uUressed ilicm in this manncr, tliinking to make
ihcmsulves more casily undcrstood. The fact is,
Ilijt pigcon-English, besides having many Portii-
Tiec«ords mixed up with it,—the Portu-
Tie, you know, were establishcd in China
>carly as the seventccnth century,—is in
unv inswiiccs a literal translation of Chi-
iciciiuopcrverted English.  In the present
lojiaiKC, Akong suggested that as there
xuldbc no more tea down for a fortnight,
Iwould 1)0 well for me, too, to go. The
eopositiou ivas quite agrccable to me, and
tharley scampered off to tell Ahim, the
fook, aii<l Aho, my boy, to make the neces-
ary prepajations.
The jie\t morning, at an carly hour,
hkong’s groat mandarin, or house-boat,
~sgsraoorcd at the jett>’, and the boys were
ucking aivoy the provisions and the char-
loal for cooking, and long strings of coppcr
j'cash”to "o uscd in the purchasc of eggs
indchickens, and the mats of rice that would form
eprincipal article of “‘choiv-chow ” for the crew.
Everybody in China has a boy, and Charley had
p; aregular yuung imp of a fellow of about his
«nage. Aling was his fiame; Charley uscd to
lhim Tiiig-a-ling, and would jabber horrible
pincsc to him by the hour. Aling jumped
Bwn the stops, two at a time, with Charley’ trav-
fling bag; but Alio, more sedate and dignified,
urched afiur him; Charley and | joined Akong
uhefront of the boat, and with achorus of‘‘chin-
|hins” from the coolics and liousc-servants left
Khind, and the explosién of a pack of firc-crackers
Jpropitiato the river dragdn, the boat was shoved
|im the jctty, the sail hoisted, and we were soon
«i)' sicmming the broad current of the Yang
[m. Onoiir riglit was Hankow, with its million
pilote inhabitants, the hum of the great city fol-
ming Wformiles; and the mouth of the Han, its
furihccso coveved with jiinks that thcir masts rc-
«inbled a forost, and only a narrow lafie of water
sleft for the passage of boats. Just bcyond the
pan'vas H.in Yang, once a fine city, but now in
Nins, one 6f the rcsults of the Tae-ping rebellion.
tho Yang Tsze, here a mile wide, was
i uchang, the resideiice of the viceroy of the
pupch province. This place was supposed to be
to foreigncrs, but Charley and | liad maclc
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many a secret visit, and had some rare sportamong
the curiosity shops, with occasionally an adventure
of a less pleasing descviption, about wliich 1 sliould
like to tell you if I had time.

Rapidly we passed the siibiirbs of these cities,
and drawing over to the soutli bank, as the wind
was liglit, the crcw were ordered ashore, and
stretching tliemselves along a tow-rope extending
from the mast-head, the boat was soon mov-
ing quite rapidly. And that reminds me that |
have not yet described our boat. Thesc boats,
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used liy the gentry in transporting themselves
about the country, are almost Hke Noah’s ark on a
small scalc—a boat with a house rumiing almost
the entire Icngth of the deck, with little latticed
Windows on the outside, and tlie interior dividecl
into rooms for eating and sleeping. The crew all
lived aft on the great overhanging stcrn, wlicre the
cooking was done, and wheie the liandle of the
great "yuloe,” or sculling oar, protruded. In
front of the cabin was a little piece of deck-room
wliere Charley and | had our camp-stools, and
wliich gave us an excellent place from which to
observe everything goiiig on aliead.

The boat coolies were straining on the tow-rope
a hundred yards alicad. Frequently we passed
sorae fisherman sitting in his little mat liut, with
his fect on the windlass that raised his great squarc
net; but never did we see them catch' a fish,
aitliougli 011 our retuni the same men were working
as assiduously as ever. The country prcscnted the
same compact system of farming, the hills in many
places being terraced to their very summits, and
planted with waving crops of wheat and millet,
beans, and vegetables ofovery description. Toward
noon we passed the " Ta” and “ Lao Kin Shan”
(great and little golden mountain), and by the
time Aling had announccd “tiffin” (luncheon),
we were abreast of Kin Kow, a picturesque village
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in the neighborhood of which | generally found
some excellent shooting. After tiffin we again
resiimed our camp-stools. | lighted a cigar, and
Akong smoked his hubble-bubble, a small copy
of the nargileh of the Tuiks. The rivcr was alivc
with junks, soinc going in the same direclion as
ourselves, and others loadcd wilii tea, charcoal,
vegetable tallow, oil of various kinds, and gypsum,
brought, most of them, from tlie far western
province of Sze Chucn.

Thcre was but little variety in tho journcy until
the following day, when we approached the great
bend in the Yang Tsze, and Akong told us that, if
so inclined, we could land from the boat, and by
walking six or eight miles across the countryjoin
the boat again, the bend rendcring it necessary
for her to go around somc thirty or forty miles.
This we gladly assented to, and taking my gun,
in hopes of meeting with some snipe in the padcty-
fields, and with Aling and a coolic for interpreters,
we landed.

Charley and | both expcricnced a rather queer

sensation as we watchcd the boat snil off, and found
ourselves with no other white man vvitliin a hundred
or more miles. The country ahead was one im-
mcnse rice-field, divided by dykes or banks paved
with slones and forming paths for walking. At
some distance we saw a large clump of bamboos
with tall elms bcyond, indicating a village, called,
as a coolie at work in a ditch informed us,
Fi-Loong. Soon we saw a broad creck with
a haudsome stonc bridge overit, and on the
other side an unusually large house of two
stories, which turncd out to belong to the
Te-poy, or loca! magistrale of the place.
The oid gentleman himself was sitting out-
side of the house liaving his head shaved by
the village barber. He politcly invited us
to wait, and after the shaving was over re-
galed US with a cup of tea,—rather weak,
but refreshing,—and after chin-chin-ing we
resumcd our journcy.

Can you see our party trudging along?
Beyond the village were more paddy-ficlds,
from which occasionally a great white paddy-
bird arése. | shot one of them, to the
great delight of our coolic, who pronounced it
No. | good chow-chow; but Charley and | were
much more pleased at the sight of several English
snipe. Rcaching an oid lotus-pond, a shot scared
up these birds almost in myriads, and a good
bunch of them promised a very welcome addition
to our dinner. Meanwhile we had been follow-
ing a creek, which wc now needed to cross. But
before long Aling espied a man in the distance
at work with a huge buffalo, and cxclaiming,
“Hi-yah ! belly good walkee now,” rushed off in
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that direction. He soon rcturned with the huffalo
and his owner, and inclicatecl that we could cross tm
the back of the former. The huge, ungainlybeasi
threw up his head and snorted whcn he cauglit
sight of the ' ‘fanquis,” or foreign dcvils, bula
puli at the ring through his nose soon brouglu
him to subjcction.

“ Hiw much does he want, Aling, to carrv s
over?”

“ He say ten cash can do.”

As this sum (onc cent) was not an unrcasonuble
ferriage, wc nodded; and the buffalo being kd
inlo the water near the bnnk, | mounted first
then carne Charley with his arms around me, tlien
Aling, who had climbed up behind. Wlieii u
were half-way over, Charley laughed so hcartih-ji
the ridiculous figure we made that the buffalo gast
another snort, and threatencd to roll us off, intotht
muddy water, but wc landed safely, and giving Ire
man his ten cash, went on again. The restof ike
walk was without adventure, and we finally arra-ed
at the river-bank just as the boat was coinijg
around the point below us.

Tliat evening we lefl llic main river and tracked
up a tributary stream until we carne to a broad
canal, which Akong informed us led direct toour
dcstination.

Turning out of our becls the next morningm
found the boat moored to the bank of tlic canal.

BORTINC THE TEA.

opposite a long, rambling, onc-storied buildit?,
which proved to be the “ hong” of the teamer-
chant to whom the neighboring plantations be
longcd. We were really in the tea country at last
On every side of us, as far as the eye could react,
the dark-grecn tea-plants were growing in

beds of rcddish sandy soil. Notwithstanding d»
cook's urgent appeals to wait until chow-chowivS
ready, we jumped ashore and into the niidstofa
crowd of noisy coolies moving in every directm
each with his load slung at the ends of a bamW
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lacross his shoiilders, and singing a monotonous
rrAho, Alio, Alio!” which appears as necessary
110tiic Chinesc carricr as the “ Yo heave ho!” to

itilesnilor. Long, nariw junks were lying at the

Ibank, and being rapidly ioaded with the

| familiar lea-cliests j crowds of men, women

| and children were coming from tlie planta-

(tion, each with bags of the freshly pickcd

I leaics. orwilh baskets on their heads in which

| e more dclicate kinds were carefully car-

Iricd. We stcpped into the building, and

|thercwitncsbed tlic entile operacidn of assort-

I ing, lirilig the teas, and even the manufact-

luringof tlie cliests. W e would gladly have

| rcmaincd, but Aho came up and iiiformed us

r'lhatlircukfast hab got spoilem,” so we dc-

[fcrred further iiivestigation until after the

| meal.

Akong juined us at brcakfast, and partook
lofour curry and rice with great gusto, for
lica-brokcrs as a rule are by no means averse
lioforcign cliow-choiv, and handle a knife and fork
jwith almost as much case as they do the native
jcliop-sticks.  Charley plied us both wili questions
jregatding tea in general, and probably the follow-
jing siimmary will prctty well reprcscnt the result
lofhisquiTies: *

The culiivation of the tea-plant is by no means
Iconfincd to an\' onc district cr spot, but is scattered
laboutthrough the different provinces, eachproduc-
ling itspeculiar doscription known to the trade by its
Idislifictii’c iame. We were now in the Hupeh or
10o0pack country, and the tea we saw being gathered
land prcparcd was the heavy-Kquored black-leafed
Idescription. known in England and to the trade as
ICongou. This Congou forms the staple of the
Itnixltire known in that country undcr the gcneric
1same of “ black,” and sometimes finds its way to
los undcr tlie guise of “ English breakfasc tea.”
irrotn Foo-chow-foo, on the coast, half-way between
IShangliae and Hong Koiig, is shipped another
Itécription known as red-leaf Congou, the bulk of
Wichgocs to England aiso, although we are grad-

hally absorbing an increasing quancity. Kiu Kiang,
N i the Yang Tsze, some one hundred and forty
Pnilesbelow Hankow, shares with the latter port in
| e trade of tlie Hupeh country, and is, or was
I'iniil rccenlly, the point of shipment for the fine
I~ n teas grown and manufactured in the Moyune
|di5trict, a very large proportion of which is shipped
I "iscountry, Firstin importance as a point of
P ipnicnt is Foo-chow-foo, whencc are exported, in

lhiiw ted-leafed Congous, or Boheas, the
iba ™ 'Bc Oolongs. Still further down the coast
Ibo-hT" "'Bich point inferior descriptions of

[Jp!- &7 ®Bipped, bugevherwith some scented
| the bulk of the latter, known as Scented
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Capers, Orange Pckoe, etc., are exported from
Cantén and Macao. These, togethcr with a pecu-
liar descripcion of green, are manufactured at tliese
ports from Icaf grown in tlie neighborhood. Al-

MO&IMC AND WAIBRINC THE PLANIS,

though no tea is grown near Shangliae, much of
the Congou grown in the Hupeh province is sent
thcre for sale, and thence shipped to England.
The green teas from botli the Moyune and Ping-
Suey countries are also shipped from Shanghae.
Brcakfast over, we jumpcd ashore again, and,
desiring to conduct our sight-seeing systematically,
staited for the fields. First we walked to the foot
of a hill a littie distance off, whcre some men in
short cotton trouscrs and jackets were laying out
a new plantacién. The ground was accurately
markcd off, and in one place the littie plants, only
an inch or two in height, were just showing aboi’C
the ground. In another, the scods—littie round
balls they looked like—were being planted in the
rows. Passing another field, where some men were
at work with their hocs in truc Chincse style, stop-
ping every few moments to smoke their pipes, we
carne at last to where the plants had attained some
size and the actual picking was going on. The
plants themselvcs were from two to six feet high,
according to age, and from repeated cuttings down
had grown into dense inasscs of small twigs. Many
of them were covered with littie ivhite flowers,
somcwhat similar to the jasmine, and sccds inclosed
in a casing not unlike that of the hazel-nut, but
thinner and full of oil. Charley thought they
looked like littie laurel bushes; to me, those that
had been well picked were not unlike huckleberry
bushes, only the leaves were, of course, a much
darker green. The first picking, usually in April,
is when the leaves are very young and tender, com-
manding a much higher price than those subse-
quently plucked. The sccond is a month later,
when they have attained matiirity j and as unpro-
pitious weather would be likely to ruin them, great
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expedition is used in gctting in the crop, the entire
population turning out to assist. A third, and even
a fourth, follows; but the quality rapidly deterio-

I>KYING riJL TIHA
rates, and but a small proportion of these last pick-
ings is prepared for export.

The plantations were filled with a merry crowd,
composcd principally of women and children, all
engaged in stripping the bushes as rapidly as pos-
siblc, yet with great care and dexterity, so as not to
bruise the leaves. They looked up from thcir work
and screamed to cach other in thcir harsh guttural
tones, casting glances of astonishment at the bar-
barians. Following some of the coolics, who with
filled bags were trudging off to the curing-house,
we saw the most interesting operation of .all. Here,
at least thirty young girls were engaged in assorting
the leaves, picking out all the dead and yellow
ones, and preparing them for the hands of the
rollcrs and fircrs. Our entrance excited quite a
comniotion among the damscls, as we were prob-
ably the first barbarians they had seen, and we had
the reputation of living entirely on fat babies. A
word from Akong, who had joined us, re-assured
them, and in a few minutes Charley was aiiing his
little stock of Chinese, more, | thought, to thcir
amusemcnt than their edification. Leaving this
room we went into another where the curing was
in progrcss. On one side extended a long furnace
built of bricks, with large iron pans placed at equal
clistances, and heated by charcoal fires below. Into
these pans leaves by the baskctful were poiircd,
stirrcd rapidly for a few minutes, and then removed
to large bamboo framcs, where they were rolled
and kneadecl iintil all the green Juice was fieed.
They were then scattered loosely in large, fiat bas-
kets, and placed in the sun to dry. Subsequently,
the leaves were again carried to the furnaces and
exposed to a gentle heat, until they curled and
twistcd themselves into the shapes so familiar to
you all. Some of the finer kinds often prepared
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for exportation are rolled over by hand before being

fircd. The great objcct appears to be to prevent

the leaf from breaking; henee, in the commoner
kincls and those intended for home con.
sumption, which do not receive the sarae
care, the leaves are found to be very iimch
broken. In fact, the prcparation of this
latter sort is ver)" simple: a mere dryingin
the sun, after which it presents a dry, broken
appoarance, like autumn leaves.

Green tea, although grown in particular
districts, receives its peculiar color by being
stirrecl with a mixture of gypsuni and
Prussian blue during the firing, but is pre-
pared in a more laborious manner, ihc
leaves being selected and dividcd to fora
the cliffercnt kinds known as Imperial, Gun-
powder, Young Hyson, Hyson, HysonSkin
and Twankay. An aggregation of these
kinds, proportioned according to thcir valug,

forms what is known as a " chop,” whercas a chop
of blaek tea comprises all of one grade or qualit)-.
Chinamcn wonder at the taste of “ outside bar-
barians” in preferringa teacolored grccn, butwouH
provide them with a leaf of yellow or blue if there
was a market for it.

The entire operation pertaining to the business
appcared to be carried on in the cluster of liiilc

ONB OF THE SING-SONG GIRLS.
buildings with court-yards between, but ancst
under the same roof, and afibrded occupation tos»
immense number ofpersons. And yet the paym®
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Itould not have bcen very large; from six to ten
Ijjnts per day being about the wages they received.
i Inone rooin men were engaged in making boxes;
IInanoilier, hning them with thin sheets of jead.
i furtl'cr on, tlie outsidcs of the boxes were being
| pasted over with paper, o.n which was stamped the
flame of the tea and the maker’s business-title.
Finally, ilicy were being filled, soldercd up and
lani«l off to the boats, not to be opened again
nntii ihey rcaclied the shop of some London grocer.
Tlic principal object of our friend Akong’s visit
|« I0cutnoy witlj liis mandarin-boat a fleet of tea-
junks to Hankow; so that but one day was given
WBfor uiir visit. The boats being ncarly ready, it
I Ms arraiiged that we should start on our return the
folloiving inorning. The evening was devoted to
adinner .ind " sing-song” given for our entertain-
meni by the tea-men. Alio asked if he should
take our knives and forks, a proposition which we
indignniitly vejected. As it was to be a Chinese
jdinner, we dctermincd to do it in Chinesc style,
jchop-sticks and all.  Such a dinner! We were
seaicd at littii sc)uare tablcs holding four persons
Itacli, tlie Cliinamcn all dressed in their official or
[satecosEiimes. First carne little dishes of sweet-
linMisaiKI then bowls of bird’s-ncst soup, with the
ljelly-like stibstance floating about in it in company
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with little pieces of chicken. This was very nice,
although we did all eat outof the sanie bowl, using
little povcelain spoons. Then carne more sweet-
meats, followed by dishes of bécke de mer, or sea-
slugs and fat pork; this we passed, but not until
an ovei'-pollte Chinaman took up a gristly piece of
somei/ling with his chop-sticks, and, after biting off
apiece, passed the rest to Charley. The chop-sticks
wc couid not manage ; the mcat would slip out of
them, and had it not been for the sotips, of which
there were several, and the rice, which we could
shovel into our mouths, we should have had no
dinner. Tea was passed by the servants contimi-
ally, as were little bowls of *'samsliu ”—a liquor dis-
tilled from rice. During the dinner, the sing-song
girls playee! on the native iwo-stringed fiddles, and
sang in falsetto volees a selection of music, which
was undoubtedly very fine ifjudged by the Chinese
standard, but «hich we could not appreciatc.

The noise soon became almost intolerable, and
we slipped off to the boat and sought our beds.

W heii we awokc in the inorning the whole fleet
of tea-boats was under way, and with a fair ivind
we ran rapidly down the creek and were once more
011 the broad Yang Tszc. On the third day we
reached Hankow safely, and well pleased with our
trip to the tea country.

TREASURE-TROVE.

By Olive a. W adsworth.

A DILIGENT Biddy was scratching one day,

And pecking at morseis that carne in her way,

Whecn all of a suddon she widened her eyes,

And the fcatliers stood up on her head with surprise

A strange-looking trcasure Dame Bidcly had fouud,
"Twixt a brick and a clani-shell it lay on the ground;
The hen with a peck turned it over and over,

But the longcr she looked the less could discover.

Cluck, cluck !” said the hen, “ as sure as 1 stand,

This never was grown upon solid dry land;
1 ’ll take it along to Dame Duck and her daughtcr,
Theye wisc about things that come out of the water.”

So she can-ied the thing in her beak to the brook,

And called to Dame Duck to come quickly and look,
And the dame and her child relinquished their pieasure.
And waddled ashore to examine the treasure.
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“ Alack!” said the duck and “ A-quack!” said the daughter,
“ We 've never seen objects like ikis in the water!
Suppose wc submit it to oid Mrs. Ewe ?
She ’s wise about wool, and has seen the world, too .

So the duck took it carefully up in her bili,

And the duckling and hen followed on to the mili,
Where the miller’s fat sheep was placidly grazing,
And there they displayed this treasure amazing.

Ah, bah 1” said the sheep, “ what a queer-lookmg piece |
This never was parcel or part of a fleece !

Our flock would disown it —but take it, | pray,

To Brindle, the cow, she’s wise about hay !”

So the sheep and the duckling, the duck and the hen,
W ith the treasure set forth in procession again,
To where the cow stood,—in the shade, as she ought,
A-chewing ber cud and a-thinking her thought.

Bless my horns !'” said the cow, “ I really must say,
| 've ne'er seen the like in straw or in hay 1

Why don’t you ask Dobbin, the farmer’s gray mare?
She’s traveled so much, and she’s wise about hair.’

So the hen and the ducks, the sheep and the cow,
W ent seeking for Dobbin, just loosed from the plow;
They all talked at once, to make things explicit,
And finally showed her the cause of their visit.

But Dobbin gave snorts of dislike and dismay;

Why don’t you,” said she, “ pass it on to oid Tray?
He hunts for his food where the refuse is thrown,
And he ’s wise about cinders, and rubbish, and bone.”

So Dobbin and Brindle, and fat Mrs. Ewe,

And the duckling and duck, and the Biddy-hen too,
All eager for knowledge, went down the wide road

To the kennel where Tray had his pleasant abode.

Now Tray was a dog with a gift for dctecting.
He never would bark without briefly reflecting;
He snuffed at the treasure and turned it about,
And soon would have uttered his sentence, no doubt,—

But just then our Tommy ran up to the crowd.

Where did you get those, sir?” he cried out aloud.

They re my new Sunday gloves! They fell out of my hatl
| took them to school.to show them to M att!

And, you see, Matt and | had some liquorice candy,
Our fingers were sticky, the gloves were just handy;
And then, when the teacher said, ‘Tom, wash your slate,
My sponge was all lost, and the class could n’t wait.
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*And 'cause | was hurrying, what do you think?
That bothersome ink-bottle slopped out the ink!
You can’t expect gloves to look nobby and new
W hen they have to be used for a slate and ink too.

1Now, that’s reasons enough !” said poor Toramy, “ 1 guess|
And the company bowed a unanimous “ Yes,”

And the horse, cow and sheep, duck, duckling and hen,
Complacently turned themselves homeward again.

UNDER THE LILACS.

By Louisa M. Alcott.

Chapter VII.
NEW FRIENDS TROT IN.

Next day Ben ran off to his work with Quacken-
Ibos's “ Elementary History of the United States”
lin his pocket, and the Squire’s cows had ampie
| time to breakfast on wayside grass before they were
I put into their pasture, Even then the pleasant
llesson wns not endcd, for Ben had an errand to
Itoivn, and all the way he read busily, tumbling
lover the hard words, and leaving bits which he did
|not understand to be explained at night by Bab.

At “The First Settlements ” he had to stop, for
liheschool-house was reached and the book must
Ibe returned. The maple-tree closet was easily
liound, and a little surprise hidden under the flat
laone; for Ben paid two sticks of red and white
Icandy for the privilege of taking books from the
Inewbbraty.

When recess carne great was the rejoicing of the
Ichildren over theirunexpected treat, for Mrs. Moss
lhadfew pennies to spare for sweets, and, somehow,
Itliis candy tasted particularly nice, bought out of
Igtatcful Ben’s solitary dime. The little girls
|shared their goodies with their favorite mates, but

1nothing about the new arrangement, fcaring it
[»ouldbe spoilt if generally known. They told their
«iher, however, and she gave them leave to lend
peirbooks and encourage Ben to love learning all
could, She also proposed that they should
paich-work and help her make some blue
*for Ben. Mrs. Barton had given her the
aienals, and she thought it would be an ex-

Ptot lesson in needle-work as well as a useful

T't lo Ben—who, boy-like, never troubled him-

self as to what he should wear when his one suit
ofdothes gave out.

Wednesday afiernoon was the sewing time, so
the two little B’s worked busily at a pair of shirt
sleeves, sitting on their bench in the door-way,
while the rusty needles creaked in and out, and the
childish volees sung school-songs, with frequent
stoppages for lively chatter.

For a week, Ben worked away bravely, and
never shirked fior complamed, lthough Pat put
many a hard or disagreeable job upon him, and
chores grew more and more distasteful. His only
comfort was the knowledge that Mrs. Moss and the
Squire were satisfied with him, bis only pieasure
the lessons he leamed while driving the cows, and
recited in the evening when the three children met
under the lilacs to “ play school.”

He had no thought of studying when he began,
and hardly knew that he was doing it as he pored
over the different books he took from the libraiy.
But the little girls tried him with all they possessed,
and he was mortified to find how ignorant he was.
He never owned it in words, but gladly accepted
all the bits of knowledge they offered from their
small store; getling Betty to hear him spell “ just
for fun;” agreeing to draw Bab all the bears and
tigers she wanted if she would show him how to do
sums on the flags, and often beguiled his lonely
labors by trying to chant the multiplication table
as they'did. 'Whecn Tuesday night carne round
the Squire paid him a dollar, said he was “ a likely
boy,” and might stay another week if he chose.
Ben thanked him and thought he would, but the
next morning, aiter he had put up the bars, he
remained sitting on the top rail to consider his



256

prospects, for he felt uncommonly reluctant to go
back to the society of rough Pat, Like mostboys
he hated work, unless it was of a sort which just
suited him j then he could toil like a beaver and
never tire. His wandering life had given him no
habits of steady industry, and while he was an un-
usually capable lad of his age, he dearly loved to
loaf about and have a good deal of variety and cx-
citement in his life.

Now he saw nothing before him butdays of patient
and very uninteresting labor. He was heartily
sick of wecding: even riding Duke before the
cultivator had lost its charras, and a great pile
of wood lay in the Squire’s yard which he knew
he would be set to piling up in the shed. Straw-
berry-picking would soon follow the asparagus cul-
tivation, then liaying, and so on all the long, bright
summer, without any fun, unless his father carne
for him

On the other hand, he was not obliged to stay a
minute longer unless he liked. W ithdcomfortable
suit of clothes, a dollar in his pocket, and a row of
dinner-baskets hanging in the school-house entry
to supply him with provisions if he did n’t mind
stealing them, what was easier than to run away
again ? Trainping has its charms in fair weather,
and Ben had lived like a gypsy under canvas for
ycars, so he feared nothing, and began to look
down the leafy road with a restless, wistful expres-
sion, as the temptation grew stronger and stronger
every minute.

Sancho seem ” to share the longing, for he kept
running ofF a little way and stopping to frisk and
bark, then rushed back to sit watching his master
with those intelligent eyes of his, which seeraed to
say “ Come on, Ben, let us scamper down this
pleasant road and never stop till we are tired.”
Swallows darted by, white clouds fled before the
balmy west wind, a squirrel ran along the wall, and
all things seemed to echo the boy’s desire to leave
toil behind and roam away as care-free as they.
One thing restrainedhim,—the thought ofhis seem-
ing ingratitude to good Mrs. Moss, and the dis-
appointment of the little girls at the loss of their
two new play-fellows. While he paused to think of
this, soraething happened which kept him from
doing what he would have been sure to regret
afterward.

Horses had always been his best fnends, and one
carne trotting up to help him now, though he did
not know how much he owed it till long after.
Just in the act of swinging himself over the bais to
take a short cut across the fields, the sound of ap-
proaching hoofe, unaccompanied by the roll of
wheels, caught his ear, and pausing, he watched
eagerly to see who was coming at such a pace.

"At the turn of the road, however, the quick trot
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stopped, and in a moment a lady on a baymaitl
carne pacingslowly into sight,—a young and prittjj
lady, all in dark blue, with a bunch of dandeiile|
like yellow stars in her button-hole, and a silvit-l
handled whip hanging from the pommel of btrl
saddle, evidently more for ornament than mt|
The handsome mare litnpcd a little and shooktol
head as if something plagued her, while hermii.!
tress leaned down to see what was the matter, s
ing, as if she expected an answer of some sort:

“ Now, Chevalita, if you have got a stoneit|
your foqt, | shall have to get off and take it oni
W hy don’t you look where you step and save ih|
all this trouble?" _ .

“1°U look for you, ma’am; 1°d like to!” s&dl
an eager voice so unexpectedly that both hotseandj
tider started as a boy carne down the bankuitiiil
jump. |
“ 1 wish you would. You need not be afraid;!
Lita is as gentle as a lamb,” answered the yon*l
lady, smiling, as if amused by the boy’s eatnesl
ness.

“ She’s abeauty, anyway,” inuUeredBen,liftiiij
one foot after another till he found the stonc, a
with some trouble got it out.

“ That was nicely done, and | 'in much ohligef
Can you tell me if that cross-road leads toth
Elms ?” asked the lady, as she went slow!yoii«iill
Ben beside her. I

“No, maamij |’'m ncw in these parts, andll
onlv know where Squire Alien and Mrs. Mosl
Uve.”

“ 1 want to see both of them, so suppose;
show me the way. | was here long ago, adi
thought I should remember how to find the o*
house with the elra avenue and the big gate, bul 1
don’t.” o

“ 1 know it; they cali that place the Lajtok
now, 'cause there ’s a hedge of ’em all do«n ikl
path and front walL It ’s a real pretty place;
and Betty play there, and so do I.”

Ben could not res'train a chuckle at the
tion of his first appearance there, and as lil
merriment or bis words interested her, the
said, pleasantly ; - <1 me all aboutit. Arel
and Betty your sisters?”

Quite forgetting his intended tramp, Ben plus,
into a copious history of nimseir and nev.-
friends, led on by a kind look, an
and sympathetic smile, till he had told evet) M
At the school-house comer he stoppeci an
spreading his arms like a sign-post;

““That ’s the way to the Laylocks, and this
way to the Squire’s.” N

“ As | ’'m in ahurry to see the oid house, i s
this way first, if you will be kind enough to gW
love to Mrs. Alien, and tell the Squire Misst
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coming to difie with him. | wont say good-by,
because | sliall see you again.”

With a nod and a smile the young lady cantered
asr-ay, and Ben hurried up the hill to deliver his
message, feeiing as if something pleasant was going

could not help hearing a word now and then, as
the Windows were open, and these bits of conversa-
tion filled him with curiosity, for the fAames
“Thorny,” “ Celia,” and “ George” were often re-
peated, and an occasional merry laugh from the

TAKE8 THE STONE FROM LtTA'S FOOT.

happen, so it would be wise to defer running
1B for the present at least.

Alone oclock Miss Celia arrived, and Ben had
6delight of helping Pat stable pretty Chevalita;
'1, his own dinner hastily eaten, he fell to work
rtiedetestcd wood-pile with sudden enevgy, for,
Mworked, he could steal eps into the dining-
an, and see the curly brown head between the
~pay ones as the three satround the table. He

VOL V.—18.

young lady sounded like music in that usually
quiet place.

W hen dinner was over, Ben’s industrioiis fit left
him, and he leisurely trundied his barrow to and
fro till the guest departed. There was no chance
for him to help now, since Pat, anxious to get what-
ever trifle might be offered for his Services, was
quite devoted in his attentions to the mare and,her
mistress till she was mounted and off. But Miss
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Celia did not forget her little guide, and spying a
wistful face behind the wood-piie, paused at the
gate and beckoned with that winning smile of hers.
If ten Pats had stood scowling in the way Ben
would have defied them aU, and vaulting over the
fence he ran up with a sliining face, hoping she
wanted some last favor of him. Leaning down,
Miss Celia slipped a new quarter into his hand,
saying: i . e i,

Lita wants me to give you this for taking the
stone out ofher foot.”

“ Thanky, ma’am; 1 liked to do it, for | hate to
see 'em limp, ’specially such a pretty one as she is,”
answered Ben, stroking the glossy neck with a lov-
ing‘touch. . j o, . u

The Squire says you know a good deal aDout
horses, so | suppose yoU understand the Houyhn-
hnm language? | ’'m learning it, and it is very
nice," laughed Miss Celia, as Chevalita gave a little
whinny and snuggled her nose into Ben’s pocket

“ No, miss, | never went to school.”

“ That is not taught there. I’ll bring you a
book all about itwhecn I come back. Mr. GulUver
went to thehorse-country and heard the dear things
speak their own tongue.”.

“ My father has been on the praines wbere
there ’s lots of wild ones, but he didn’t hear ’em
speak. | know what they want without talkin’”
answered Ben, suspccting a joke, but not exactly
seeing what it was.

“ 1 don’t doubt it, but I wont forget the booh.
Good-by, my lad, we shall soon meet again,” and
away went Miss Celia as if she was in a hurry to
get back. .

“ If she only had a red habit and a streamm
white feathcr, she ’d look as fine as Melia used to.
She U 'most as kind and rides ‘'mostaswell. Won-
der where she ’s goin’ to. Hope she wi7; come
soon,” thought Ben, watching till the last flutter of
the blue habit vanished round the cérner, and then
he went back to his work with his head full of the
promised book, pausingnow and then to chmk the
two silver halves and the new quarter togcther in
his pocket, wondering what he should buy witli
this vast sum.

Bab and Betty meantime had had a most excit-
ing day, for when they went home at noon they
found the pretty lady there, and she had talkcd to
them like an oid friend, given them a ridc on the
little horse, and kissed them both good-by when
they went back to school. In the aftcmoon the
lady was gone, the oid house all open, and their
mother sweeping, dusting, airing in great spints.
So they had a splendid frolic tumbling on feather
beds beating bits of carpct, opening closets, and
racing from garret to cellar like a pair ofdistracted
kittens.
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Here Ben found them, and was at once ow
whelmed with a burst of news which excited Linmes
much as it did them. Miss Celia owned the house,
was Corning to live there, and things were tote
made ready as soon as possible. All thought ib{
prospecta charming one; Mi-s. Moss because lift
had been dull for her during the ycar she hi
taken charge of the oid house; the little girls had
heard ruinors of various pets who were comini,
and Ben, learning that a boy and a donkey wirt
among them, resolved that nothing but the arival
of his father should tear him from this now deeply |
interesting spot.

“l’m in suc/t a hurry to see the peacocks ad
hear them scream. She said they did, and that |
we’d laugh when oid Jack brayed,” cried i
hopping about on one foot to work off her im
patience.

“Is &ayiun a\iind of abird? | heard hersy
she could keep it in the coach-house,” asked Bl
inquiringly. .

“1t’s a little carriage,” and Ben roUed inthe|
grass, much tickled at poor Betty’s ignorance.

“ Ofcourse it is. 1 looked it outin the dic.,;
you must n’t cali it apayton though it is spell «di |
a p,” added Bab, who liked to lay do«n the lat |
on all occasions, and did not mention that she had |
looked vainly among the f’s till a school-mate o
her right. !

“You can’t tell me much about carriages. Butl
what | want to know is where Lita will stay?" :
Ben. |

“ Ob, she 'sto be up at the Squire’s till tbmpj
are fixed, and you are to bring her down. Suuiie|
carne and told Ma all about it, and said you werei
boy to be trusted, for he had tried you.”

Ben made no answer, but secretly thanked bsi
stars that he had not proved himself untrustwonby I
by running away, and so missing all this fun.

“ Wont itbe fine to have the house open alth
time? We can run over and see the picturcs andl
books whenever we like. | know we can, JIsj
CeUa is so kind,” began Betty, who cared forlto
things more than forscreaming peacocks andcori-1

caldonkeys. ,ul
*Not unless you ate invited,” answcred tw i
mother, locking the front door behind tiiU

“You'd better .begin to pick up your

away, for she wont want them cluttering roundbf

front yard. |If you are not too tired, Ben, y*

might rake round a little while | shut the blind-

want things to look nice and tidy.” .
Two little groans wentup from two |

girls as they looked about them at the shadybo”I

the dear porch, and the windingwalks

loved to run “ till their hair whiscled m then'ino, p

as the fairy-books say.
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"Whatever shall we do! Our attic is so hot
and the shed so small, and the yard always ful! of
Jiens or clothes. We shall have to pack all our
| things away and never play any more,” said Bab,
| tragically.

J “May be Ben could build us a littie house in the
orchard,” proposed Betty, who firmlybelieved that
Ben could do anything.

I “He wont have any time. Boys don’t care for

baby-houses,” returned Bab, collecting her home-.

less goods and chattels with a dismal face.

I " Wesha’n’t want these much when all the new
itbings come; see if we do,” said cheerful littie
| Betty, who always found out a silver lining to every
| doud.

Chapter VIII.
MISS CELIA’S MAN.

Ben was not too tired, and the clearing-up began
Ithat very night. None too soon, for, in a day or
liHU, things arrived, to the gieat delight of the chil-
Idren, who cousidered moving a most interesting
Iplay. First came the phaeton, which Ben spent
lall liis leisure moments in admiring, wondering
Iwith secret envy what happy boy would ride in the
lillle seat up behind, and beguiling his tasks by
Iplanning how, when he got rich, he would pass his
linie driving about in just such an equipagc, and
Inviting all the boys he met to havc a ride.

Then a load of furniture came creaking in at the

1 gate, and the girls had raptares over a cot-
jage piano, several small chairs, and a littie low
kble, which they pronounced just the thing for
pem to play at. The live stock appeared next,
freaiiliga great siir in the neighborhood, for pea-
xks were rare birds there; the donkey’s bray
artled the cattle and coiivulsed the people with

Bughtcr; the rabbits were continually getting out

bbutrow in the newly made garden; and Cheva-

Ih scandalized oid Duke by dancing abput the
Able which he had inhabited for years in statelv
bliiade.

[Last, but by no means least, Miss Celia, hcr

pung brothcr and two maids, arrived one evening

f that only Mrs. Moss went over to help them

tule, The children were much disappointed, but

Fe appeased by a proinise that they should all go

Ny lheiricspects in the moming.

I ej'were up so carly, and were so impatient to

1° Moss let them go with the warn-

K at they would find only the servants astir.

|e «as mistaken, however, for as the procession

ed, a voice from the porch called out:
""*“%ning, littie neighbors !” so unexpect-

K’ nearly spilr the new milk she car-
;« “y gave such a start that the fresli-laid
“1“>e skipped in the dish, and Ben’s fece
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bioke into a broad grin over the armful of clover
which he brought for the bunnies, as he bobbed
his head, saying, briskly:

“ She ’s ail right, miss; Lita is, and | can bring
her over any minute you say.’;

“ I shall want her at four o’clock. Thorny will
be too tired to drive, bul | must hear from the
post-office, rain or shine; ” and Miss Celia’s pretty
color brightened as she spoke, either from some
happy thought or because she was bashful, for the
honest young faces before hcr plainly showed their
adiniration of the white-gowncd lady under the
honeysuckles.

The appearance of Miranda, the maid, reminded
the children of their errand, and having delivered
their offerings, they were about to retire in some
confusion, when Miss Celia said pleasantly:

“ | want to thank you for helping put things in
such nice order. | see signs of busy hands and
feet both insidc the house and all about the grounds,
and | am very much obliged.”

“ 1 rakcd the becis,” said Ben, proudly eying
the neat ovais and circles.

“ | swept all the paths,” added Bab, with a re-
proachful glance at several green sprigs fallen from
the load of clover on-the smeoth walk.

“ 1 cleared up the porch,” and Betty’s clean
pinafore rose and fell with a long sigh, as she sur-
veyed the late summer residence of her exiled
family,

Miss Celia guessed the meaning of that sigh, and
made haste to turn it iiito a smile by asking, anx-
iously:

“ W hat /tas become of the playthings ?
see them anywhere.” '

“ Ma said you would n’t want ourduds round, so
we took them all home,” answered Betty, with a
wistful face.

“ Butl do want them round. 1 like dolls and
toys almost as much as ever, and quite miss the
littie “ duds” from porch and path. Suppose you
come to tea with me to-night and bring some of
them back ? | should be very sorry to rob you of
your pleasant play-place.”

“ Oh yes'm, we’d love to come!
bring our best things.”

“ Ma always lets us have our shiny pitchers and
the china poodle when we go visiting or have com-
pany at home,” said Bab and Betty, both speaking
at once.

“ Bring what you like and 1I'll hunt up my toys
too. Ben isto come also, and /its poodle is espe-
cially invited,” added Miss Celia as Sancho came
and begged before her, feeiing that some agreeable
project was under discussion.

“ Thank you, miss. | told them you ’d be will-
ing they should come sometimes. They like this

I don’t

and we’ll
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place ever so much, and so do I,” said Ben, feeling
that few spots combined so many advantagcs in the
way of climbable ti-ees, arched gates, half-a-dozen
gables, and other charms suited to the taste of an
aspiring youth who had been a flying Cupid at the
age of seven.

“ So do I,” echoed Miss Celia, heartily. “ Ten
years ago | carne here a little girl, and made lilac
chains under these very bushes, and picked chick-
weed over there for my bird, and rodé Thorny in
his baby-wagon up and down these paths. Grand-
pa lived here then and we had fine times; but now
they are all gone except us two.”

“ We have n’t got any father either,” said Bab,
for something in Miss Celia’s face made her feel as
ifa cloud had come over the sun.
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the rings upon the white hand that held her oan
But Betty put her arms about the new friends
neck, and kissed her so softly that the hungry fcst
ing in Miss Celia’s heart felt better directly, foritis
was the food it wanted, and Thorny had mt
learned yet to return one half of the affection ke
received. Holding the child cidse, she played tvitl
the yellow braids while she told them about te
little German girls in their funny black-silk cgs,
short-waisted gowns and wooden shoes, whom se
used to see watering long webs of Unen bleadiing
on-the grass, watching great flocks of geese, or |
driving pigs to market, knitting or spinning as ther |
went.

Presently, “ Randa,” as she called her stoutmajd,
carne to tell her that “ Master Thorny couldn't |

MISS CELIA AND HER LITTLE FUIENDS.

“/have a first-rate father, if 1 only knew where
he ’d gone to,” said Ben, looking down the path as
eagerly as if some one waited for him behind the
locked gate.

“ You are a rich boy, and you are happy little
girls to have so good a mother; |’ve found that
out already,” and the sun shone again as the young
lady nodded to the neat, rosy children before her.

“ You may have a piece of her if you want to,
‘cause you haven’t got any of your own,” said
Betty, with a pitiful look which made her blue eyes
as sweet as two wet violets.

“ So | will 1 and you shall be my little sisters. |
never had any, and | ’d love to try liow it seems,”
and Miss Celia took both the chubby hands in hers, ¢
feeling ready to love every one this first bright
morning in the new home which she hoped to
make a very happy one.

Bab gave a satisfied nod, and fell to examining

wait another minute,” and she went in to brdkia-i
with a good appetite, while the children raed
home to bounce in upon Mrs. Moss, talkingallr
once like little lunatics.

“ The phaeton at four,—so sweet in a bcauni"
white gown,—going to tea, and Sancho andall
baby things invited. Can’t we wear our Snd)
frocks ? A splendid ncw net for Lita. And!K
likes dolls.  Goody, goody, wont it be fun!”

With much difficulty their mother got ad«l
account of the approaching festivity out of
eager mouths, and with still more difficuity {«
breakfast into them, for the children hadfe'vp”I
ures, and this brilliant prospect rathcr tutnedl.e
heads. ,

Bab and Betty thought the day would never"?
and cheered the long hours by expatiating®
pleasures in store for them, till their pa®"
were much afflicted because they were not
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| dlso. Atnoon their mother kept them from run-
ning over to the oid house lest they should be in
the ivay, so they consolad themselves by going to
| the syringa bush at the cérner and shifiing the
savory odors which carne from the kitchen, where

K,,. .= coot,

like satin, then drove her gently down to the coach
tose,w
her “ all his own self.”

“Shall I go round to the great gate and wait for
yon there. miss-?” he asked, when all was ready,
looking up at the porch where the young lady stood
walchmg him as she put on her gloves

“No. Ben, the great gate is not to he opened
il, « Ocober. | .h,lI i
ge, and Icave the avenue to grass and
liions, meantime,” answered Miss Celia,
Istepped in and took the reins, with a sudden smilc
| Bul she did not start even when Ben liad shaken
lout the new dustcr and laid it neatly over her
iknecs.

“lIsii'tit afl riglu iiow ?” asked the boy anx-
liously.

“Not quite; |1 need one thing more. Can’t you
|gu«s what it is?”—and Miss Celia watched Hjp

I,
dandc-
as she

todiscover what had been omitted.
- N . uch
mmorlified to think he had forgotten anything,
I “Would n’t a little groom up behind improve
1Uie appear,ynce of my tumout?” she said, with a
I"kwhich left no doubt in bis roind that /« was to
1De [he happy boy to occupy that proud perch.
1 He giew red .with pieasure, but stammered, as
e h«itated, looking down at his bare feet and
R/\ueshirt:

lothes'* A

Miss Celia only smiled again more kindlv thar,
in a tone which he Lder-
r«>1 better than her words ¢

“A great man said his coat-of-arms was a pair
'fshirt sleeves, and a sweet poet sung about a
«footed boy, so | need not be too proud to ride
f - Up with you, Ben, my ma$S, and ~[*2

I-.f""f «c shaU be late for our party ”
Vahoncbound the new groom waTin his place

-
F Bor.re?hi: f

Umanner.thougrheLurnotsuTprer:
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broad grin of delight, which deepened into a

chuckle when Lita went off at a brisk trot alone
the smooth road toward town.

It takes so little to make a child happy, itisa
pity grown people do not oftener remember it and

«xpress his gratitude for the

o
NboA i — ~
smie when the floating
lo" ° 1 ANainst his face, and
hug do ~ boyish
very good to him
chu o, -
specta$S Vo
“ fe'' S "2
superb rndifference with which that young man

legarded the vulgar herd who went afoot. He
could not resist an affable nod to Bab and Betty
for they stood under the maple-tree, and the inein!
ory of their circulating library made him forget his

dignity in his gratitude.
“ We will take them next time, but now | want
Lita climbed

My brother has been ill, and | have

iK
the hill.
| want to do all

brought him here to get weU,

ﬁ%rts\(}nf thmgs to amuse him, and | think you can
a - ..

e Would you like to work

for me instead of the’Squire ?”

“ 1 guess | would !” ejaculated Ben, so heartily
Uiat no furthcr assurances were needed, and Miss
Celia went on, well pleased :

“ You see, poor Thorny is weak and fretful, and
does not hke to exert himself, though he ought to
be out a great deal, and kept from thinking of
his little troubles. He cannot walk much yet, so |
have a wheeled chair to push him in, and the paths
are so haiff it wiil be easy to roll him around.
1hat will be one ihing you can do. Another is to

Xi himself,
tohta"”oT “"d talk
" can taJk to a boy. Tliat will
n~vefl t > Mut |
runnLi h if’
Lt fft f Aow does
“Fothi" iJ i
ii,i, r,f o care of the
m i\ c A ANow to please

bytTnriw S -™ his ardor

LrhL™,-LrH?2iSAAA
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to get taller and taller every day. He seems like a
child to me, ljecause | am nearly ten years older
than he is; but you need n’t be afraid of his long
legs and big eyes,—he is too feeble to do any
harm,—only you mustn’t mind if he orders yon
about.”

“ | ’ih used to that. | don’t mind it if he wont
cali me a ‘spalpeen,”’and fire things at me,” said
Ben, thinking of his late tridis with Pat.

“ 1 can promise that, and | am sure Thorny will
like you, for I told him your story, and he is
anxious to see ‘the circus boy,” as he called you.
Squire Alien says | may trust you, and 1 am glad
to do so, for it saves me much trouble to find what
I want all ready for me. You shall be well fed and
clothed, kindly treated and honestly paid, if you
like to stay with me.”

“ 1 know 1 shall like it—till father comes, any-
way. Squire wrote to Smithersright off, but hasn’t
got any answer yet. | know they are on the go

FROM OLDER
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now, so may be we wont hear for ever so long,”
answered Ben, feeling less impalient to be off than
before this fine proposal was made to him.

“ | daré say ; meantime we will see how we get
on together, and perhaps your father will be wil-
ing to leave you for the summer if he is awnay.
Now show me the bakcr’s, the candy-shop, and the
post-office,” said Miss Celia, as they rattled down
the main Street of the village.

Ben made himself useful, and when all the other
errands were done, received his reward in the
shape of a new pair of shoes and a straw hat with
a streaming blue ribbon, on the ends of which
shone silvery anchors. He was gjso allowed to
drive home, while his new mislress read her letters.
One particularly long one, with a queer stamp on
the envelope, she read twice, never speaking a
word till they got back. Then Ben was sent off
with Lita and the Squire’s letters, promising to get
his chores done in time for tea.

CRUMBS FROM OLDER READING.

By Jui.ia E.

Emerson.

“ W ho everheard of Emerson ?” | asked a room
of third-reader pupils. Nearly every hand carne
up, and the bright faces were full of interest.
W hat a delightful surprise! 1 did notexpectto see
more than two hands, and here all were as inter-
ested as if 1 had said, “ Who ever heard of Hayes
or Tilden?” AIll at once | remcmbered that, for
more than a week, every fence about the school
had been covered with circus-bills, bearing the
fiame “ Billy Emerson.”

Sute enough he was the only Emerson those
pupils knew about; for when | said Ralph Waldo
Emerson, one by one the hands carne down. No
one had heard of him. Now I know no more of
“ Billy Emerson” than the children knew of Ralph
Waldo Emerson, but I am not afraid to say that
the one | know is better worth knowing.

For in papa’s library, or on mamma’s center-
table, |1 have no doubt you can find more than one
book which he has written. When in his sermén
the minister tells what Emerson has said, you may
be very sure he does not quote “ Billy.” Papers

Sargent.

and magazines all have something to say concern-
ing this man, whose books grown people read and
talk about.

Who is he, then? His flame is Ralph Waldo
Emerson, and he writes books.

Very good; and what are people who write
books called? Then Mr. Ralph Waldo Emerson
is an author. He lives in a republican country
which has Washington for its capital He ws
bovn in the Bay State, in the largest city of Ne*
England. He dwells now in a little town where a
battlc was fought a hundred years ago, and ire
flame of this town means “ harmony.” You knc*
where that is, do you not? He was born in 183
and, as this is 1878, every one of you boys ad
girls who can subtract can tell just his age. Qe
of the books he has written tells about EnglM
another about such famous men as Shakspeate
and Napoleén, and others talk about wealth
friendship, prudence and power.

That does not sound as if he meant themw
you? Well, one thing he did mean for you,
that is a dear little poem—*“ The Squinel andte
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jMouninin.” Every one of you will want to read it,
ianda When you have read it you will want to learn
lit, and when you have learned you will want to
Ipeak it. 1 need not have told you he ineant that

«em for you; you would know that the minute
Uausaw it. But you could not tell so soon how
.mythings he says for you in those famous essays
) often quoted. W hat do you think 1 can find
(br you in this dry-looking book, “ Conduct of
ife,"” with “ Emerson ” printed just under the
lita

Did you ever see an oid hen with her littie walk-
ing bundlcs of feathers in the soft garden soil ?
few she does scratch and bjistle for something to
lat! Why, she is eating every bit herself! Per-
lups she thinks that taking care of the chickens’
Lther is very important work for her; but by-
uid-byshe will cali the littie folks to share what
ftebas found.
| You may think of me as of an oid hen who has
m bocn scratching in the soft garden soil of
kalph Waldo Emerson’s writings. She has found
huch for herself, with now and then a bit for the
piickens.

Here, the very first thing, is something about
kls. “There is always a best way of doing
lerything, if it be but to boil an egg.” | hope
py litlle friends are never cross when Bridget has
lot boiled the nice breakfast egg in the best wly.
Eore than that; | hope they themselves'know
lhai isthe best way of doing it; just how hot the
pier must be, how long the egg should boil to
lake it hard or soft, and, what is well worth know-
Ig, howto get it in and out of the hot water with-
iit breaking the sheE.

IHete is another bit, It is like an egg, for the
leaning is wrapt in words just as an egg hides in
se Shell, “ The tell-tale body is all tongues.”
lhat does the tongue help to do? W:ill no one
fcow that you are cross unless you say, “ | ara
jossthismoming?» Can | find it out although
ludo notsay a word ? Yes, indeed; that puck-
|ea mouth and ugly littie scowl tell, all too quickly,
|d even if 1 could not see your face, that littie
|k and twist would tell the story, Do you not

‘3e dog is sick or tired, or full of fun?
liis hnght eyes, eager litie nose, lively body
1 "bisking lail, tell no more surely than your
1" fece and body.

| The tell-tale body is all tongues.”
"> we think that is true.

r'l

Mr. Emer-
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“ How can | be beautiful ?” Every boy and girl,
man and woman, wants to know that. Here is
Mr. Emerson’s beauty recipe: “ There is no
beautifier of complexién, or form, or behavior, like
the wish to scatter joy and not pain around us.”
Do you suppose that recipe will work? Think of
the most beautiful people you know. Ah, | knew
some one would say “ mother.” Do you not think
these people are those who tvy very hard to make
others happy ? [ know very many beautiful people
who would have remained very plain had they
sought only to please themselves.

We want to try Emerson’s rule for becoming
beautiful, so it will not do to forget that “ There
is no beautifier of complexién, or form, or be-
havior, like the wish to scatter joy and not pain
around us.”

“ Every man takes care that his neighbor shall
not cheat him. But a day comes when he begins
to care that he does not cheat his neighbor. Then
all goes well.” Yes, Mr. Emerson, that is the only
way to have things go well,—following (he Golden
Rule.

_“You cannot hide any secret. T is as hard to
hide as fire.” Perhaps you think that itis not so;
but you just try how long you can keep 3 secret
that even your dearest friend does not know. |
should not wonder if Emerson were right once
more.

“ There is much you may not do.” True again.
W e do not need Emerson to tell us that. “ You
must not do that, you must not do this,” the litle
folks hear so often, that sometimes they wonder
what they may do.

But we would
things last longest.

He is all teady to tell whoever wants to know,
“ Beauty is the quality which makes to endure. In
a house that | know, | have noticed a block of
spermaceti lying about closets and tnantel-pieces
for.twenty years together, simply because the tal-
low-man gave it the form of a rabbit; and I sup-
pose it may continué tobe lugged aboutunchanged
for a century. Let an artist draw a few lines or
figures on the back of a letter, and that scrap of
paper is rescued from danger, is put in a portfolio,
or framed and glazed, and, in proportion to the
beauty of the lines drawii, will be kept for cent-
uries.” And there are beauties of heart, mind
and character, that do not meet the eye, but are
none the less powerful in “ making to endure.”

like to have him tell us what
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THE NERVOUS COW,

By R. E.

“ There was an oid man who said ‘How
Shall | ’scape &om chis horrible eow ?
I witl sit on the stic,
And continué to smiic,
Which may softeo the heart of the cow.””

The oid man was walking thoughtfuUy through
the field, with his hands behind him, when the
nervous cow saw him. She was n’t ordinarily a
bad-natured cow, but she was mad just then. An
aggravating fly had been biting her halfthe mom-
ing, and, just as she was drinking at thb brook, a
frog had jumped up with a cry and bitten her nose.
These things had completely unsettled her nerves.

She was ready to run at anything, and the oid
man being the only living thing m sight, she
plunged toward him.

W hat could he do? He wasa short, stout oid
man, and could not run very fast, and, though he
tried his best, he only just managed to reach the

“1 WILL srr Oli THE S5TILE,

stile and plump down on it, all out of breath, as

the cow nearcd him.

Then he suddenly remembered reading some-
where that if you looked right into an animal’s
eyes, it would run away from you. n

“ Ah !” thought he, “ 1’1l look straight at Her,

and if | smile at the same time, she wont have tre |
heart to hurt me.”

So he put on a smile (of course it was notawry|
beautiful one, fot he was in a hurry, but it wasihe
best he could do), and stared straight into tre
cow’s eyes. She saw that smile, and it so touclied
her that she stopped short. Then she sauntered |
back a little way, but the thought of that ag|
vating fly, and that awful frog, was too much fati
her poor nerves, and tuming around, she dashal
inadly on again.

In another minute, the poor oid man—c¥
little legs, smile and all—was up in the air.

He alighted in the top of a hickory-tree. Owl
branch grazed his eye, two ran into his legs, while|
another held his smue stiff and straight.

Thus he stayed until an eagle caught sigb! (
him, pounced right down, and flew off with hioil
to her nest, which was on a huge rock that toel

A>ID CONTINUE TO SMILE/

straight up into the coid air and made the sun

of a mountain, i:,,|p oid
W hen the oid eagle plumped the little ow

down into the nest, just

astonished the eaglets were! They opene

beaks as well as their eyes, andcnedout.
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“What ’s this, mother ? W hat ts this?”

“Ohlit’s onlya man,” cried the oid eagle. “I
Ifourd him roostifig in the top of a tree. Don't
kjoivhow he got there. Suppose he was trying to
M, and could n’t. Tell us how it was, oid man.”

“Can he talk? ”

“Talk!” said the eagle. “ Of course he can
alk. And he can tell stories, too, | warrant you.

1So, if you like, you may keep him to tell you
fories.”

“Oh, wont that be nice 1 Tell us a story, right
i,” they all screamed, jerking the oid man down
into the nest.

“But it’s so dirty here,” said he, looking around,
[rith his nose turned up a littie. “ Let me sit on
theedge of the nest, wont you ?—and | ’ll tell you

lithe stories you want.”

“You’llfall over.”

“Oh no, I wont. |11 hold on with iny cafie
bnd my legs. Now just shut your beaks, so you
Bont look so savage, and listen.”

So lhe oid man perched himselfon the edge of
lhenest. The eaglets took hold of his coat with
lheir beaks, to keep him from falling; and he
pid them the story of “ Ali Daba and the Forty
Sievcs”; and when that was ended, another, and
[hen another.

J Hedid n’t eat much supper that night, for they
nad n't any convenience for cooking. And he
lid n't siccp well, either, for whenever one of the
Jagletswoke up in the night, it always pinched him
liih its beak, to niaka sure he was there. So he

lesolved to get away as soon as he could,

1 Buthedidn’t seem to have any chance ; so there
kestayed and told stories till he longed to wring
ihenecks of the gaping birds that kept asking him
p more.

I Now, al! this time the cow had been getting
pare and more nervous. Every day she thought
*fthe poor oid man and his meek littie legs and

is sweet ofd smile, and just how his coat-tails

»ked as he went up ; tiU at last she laid her head
lo'vnon a tuft of grass by the brook, and cried—

tulatly boo-hooed.

i Having thus relieved her feelinp, she became
p , and, rising, said :

J I'll go to his house and find out how and
preheis, ifican.”
| n *wWwxAZarted. But the house was shut up,

|i there ivasno one there except the cat.

| erymuch frightened the cat was, too, when the

the pantry window with her horns,

r'pe'syour master?”

| "Iknow,” said the cat, relreating to a far
'[i with his back up. * I liave n’t set eyes on
"«"Mlast Sunday.”
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“ Oh dear !” sighed the cow, dropping the win-
dow with a crash that broke out two of the panes
of glass. ‘““What shall | do?”

“ W hat’s the matter with you?—and what do

ASHI*-,.

“ THE POOS OLD KAN WAS UP JN THE AIR."*

you want of the oid man ?” asked Tabby, bound-
ing out through one of the broken panes.

The cow told him.

“ Weii,” said Tab, stroking his whiskers reflect-
ively, “ I guess | ’ll go with you and Jielp you look
for the good-natured oid creature.”

So they journeyed 011, asking everybody they
met about the oid man. But nobody knew, until
finally they came across an oid crow who knew
everybody’s business.

“ An oid man ?” said he. The eagle took an
oid man the other day. Did he have very siender
legs ?”

“ Yes, yes ! ” said the cat and the cow together.

“ And a sweet smile on his face ?”

“ Yes, yes 1” cried the cow. “ He went up with
that smile, and it has been haunting me ever
since,” and she burst into a flood of tears.

“ Well,” said the crow, “ he ’s in the eagle’s nest
teOing stories to the eaglets, and if he is n’t tired
of the business by this time, | 'm mistaken.”

“ Where is the nest?—and how can we get
Hiere ?”
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“ Up at the very top of the mountain yonder.
Go.straight ahead, and you can’t miss it.”

So straight ahead they went till they carne to the
rock where the eagle’s nestwas. Then what should
they do? They could hear the oid man’s little,
thin voice telling stories to the birds, but they knew
he would n't daré come where the cow was, even
ifhe could clamber down that steep rock, At last,
Tab suggested that the cow should hidc herself,
while he climbed up into the nest and persuaded

THE NERVUUS COW.

[Febusn,

As soon as she had gone, the oid man looksj
all about him, and called “ Tabby, Tabby," very
softly. Tabby carne out from under the roois ofa
tree and bounded on bis shoulder, and told him
how sorry the cow was, and how she was ygting
in a thicket ready to carry him home, if he wanted
to go.

Of course he wanted to go, and in less than a
jiffy the cow had come out from her hiding-place,
h8id cried a little, and had taken the oid man mn

THE 01.D MAN TBLUNG STORIES TO THE RAGLBTS.

the oid man. So the cow hid, and puss scrambled
up to the nest and carefully poked his head in.

“ Ah, master 1” he whispered; “ climb down the
rock to-night, and I ’ll show you the way home.”
And he disappeared.

This visit braced up the oid man’s couragc, and
when the mother-bird carne home he calmly told
her he thought he ’d sleep at the foot of the rock
that night; and she unsuspectingiy took him in her
talons and dropped him gently on the ground.

her back, and started full speed down the mountain,
with the cat tearing after her.

It was a long way to the oid nian’ house, ad
they reached it just tired out. Of course, they gl
something to eat, and then they went to bed ad
slept right through two days; but on the morainf
of the third day they got up as merry as crickets,
and, after a hearty breakfast, they agrecd to lie
together for the rest of their lives. » And they hawe
lived ever since in perfect harmony.
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THE RAID OF THE CAMANCHES.

By THE Author of “We Boys.”

IIRED Hart, who was the eldestson ofa country
leroman, and preparing for college at Whitford
Jevi’Academy, was known at that classical insti-
liion as a “ dig,” because he “ dug” into his
Dds and studied hard. His room-mate, Neai
1owe, an oi'phan, dependent upon his own exer
Ins, wasstyled a “ digger;” and as both lads
treraiher dark, it was but a step for those wicked
Iper-siory boys to stiginatize them, “ Die”er
Idians!”
Ilhis Ipm was gradually extended to include all
Y boysin the second story, for they were all liard
tdents. The “ Diggers” retaliated mildly by
Ibgiheir upper-story neighbors, “ Camanches ”
iThe Camanches perpetrated all sorts of school-
Iratrocities on the Diggers, but, above all things
k they burned for a pillow-fight. In vain thly
Jallenged the Diggers to combar. Those law-
Iding savages declined, though well aware of
|[reby falling into contempt on charge of cow-
Jlice.
IlUmnistakable indications were soon apparent
% the Camanches meditated an attack
m nonh n-ing was intended to be fire-proof
Weach story «-as separated from the main build-
| Qyiron doors which usually were fastened back
istaples Tlie Camanches reasoned that thesc
bn might be as effectual in shutting off teachers
l«re; and the Staples in both the second and
1wstons were one day withdrdwn, so that tliese
IScould be easily closed.
»udng parties reported that the Camanches
geiting ready the war-paint.—f. the burnt
IIy gh!o’u}d spare neither/age fior sexI ntimated that
tamediatelyheld in Fred Hart’s
fl, ndFred unanimously chosen chief.
on a pillow-fight they
ffhp Ty remarked that warrior.

Let21m"" using their own piliows
Ane ,msonly, and the next day any number

be might have been seen scouring the

hs«oukIT errands, which the house-
L o as an effort to buy up

Ilhavel”i'

“pensive," said Chief Fred,

I'«iina
Iccorri

f

M
“ ucilage, and then basted it un
c boys aiwa’;
fAW licermng*“ basting.” A
r aftor nine o’clock, when the lights had

AMtther made the nightly
th~ron tI'Tietly closed and boltcd
the iron doors and relighted the "hall lamps. Then
with ha.r-starting wai-whoops, the savages begafi
dropp.ng down through the trap-door, whi1?h
rrSsXx “ "AMomAmONnN_N_phecapacity

The Diggers, peacefully studying in their rooms
were summanly ordered into the hall to batUe
toTarir“" A N “«lanch f
tg pa?rfé{/. TTh(I;n, seizing theirweaﬁ(o%rs],ctﬁtse arseséﬁeeg
marched forth to the field of carnage,

Thwack ! went the blows of the Camanches.

Thwack i the Diggers.

Thwack | the Camanches.

Tliwack i the Diggers.

Camanches and then a wild

affmy>""

Crack | crack! go the Diggers’bastings. Crack’
feathers fly over the heads and into the eyes of the
Camanches, and there many of them stick. The
disadvantages ofunprovoked

before-

R rlI'
iS
® drops his arms and
fliesio the farther end of the hall, only to fumble
unavaiimgly at the fastenings of the iron door
while a victonous Digger belabors him with the
weapon he hasjust east aside.
n “@'ried in the dim light of
the hall the boots and never-to-be-mistaken striped

laptri through the
‘l drUl-sergeant and professor of

ti, s«n years of army service,

and s thoroughly imbued with the military spirit
The boys are more afraid of him than of the presi-
dent and entire board of trustees,—as afraid as they

In a flash every Digger had disappeared into his
own room and locked the door after him, and the

leathers, the captain in their midst.

There isa moment of bewilderment followed by
a wild stampede towaid the iron door, but the Can-
tam has cut offthe retreat.

“ Young gentlemen, you wiU remain and dear
up the hall. Williams, go to the coal-cellar and
bring up the two-bushel basket ”

Williams is “ nobbiest” of third-story boys.
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bravest of Camanche warriors, but Williams does-
n't daré refuse to go for that basket. During his
absence his fellow-savages express strong doubts as
to his ever re-appearing upon the baitle-field, but
he doesreturn, like Regulus to bis barrel of spikes.

The Captain has borrowed a number of brooms
and dust-pans from the Diggers who, to a man, had
retired and been snoring sweetly.

“ Now, gentlemen, dear up these feathers |
orders the Captain, as if he was crying, “ Forward,
march!” . j

Clearing up those feathers was a tedious and try-
ing proccss. Any one who has ever chased a
worn-oui but still lively feather up and down a long
hall can imagine the scene with hundreds of them
fIyinq_ about. Ly

“ They’re the meanest lot of feathers,
much all fuK,” said one exhausted brave.

W hcn tbhe last handful had been crowded into
the basket, Wiliams attempted opening the door.

“ No; you're to make your exit the same way
YOU made your ingress,” announced the Captain_

W illiams Mared blankly at the trap-hole m the
ceiling.

Droppi

prett>’

ng down through a trap-door and going
up through the same, with no visible means of sup-
port but the floor, are naturally different exercises.
“You ’re fertile in expedients; can’t you devise
some good way of getting out?” coolly asked the
Cagtain. . ! , - "
We might stand on each others shoulders.

“LITTLB BO-PBEP,

THE
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suggested one small savage, whom the blood-'
thirsty Williams afterward confessed he longeai
scalp at this juncture.

“ Very well, do so,” ordered the Captain.

Then one of the noble savages stood undenls
trap-door while one by one the others sprang yo
his shoulders, caught the edges of the opendi
above wriggled, writhed, contorted his limbs, aol
finally succeeded in drawing himself up to hiso*i
story, while all down the hall, on either side, thenl
appeéred at the open ventUators over the doorsihe
eyes of pairs of miserable Diggers, and for ewj
Camanche that wriggled up there resounded a suc-1
cession of groans.

The Camanches thought, with a thnli of exllj.
tion, that the Captain would be obliged to profel
his shoulders for the last man, and would then bel
left pondering alone, like the goat in the wéal
Thatwould be something of a revenge, at anyde|

But when only one boy remained, who, to be
exasperation of the entire tribe, was the idento
smaU savage who had proposed gomg up intlial
ridiculous style, the Captain quietly opened theii»
door, and he and the small savage retired nd|
dignity. . - |

he Captain, who had his “ good streaks, n«(tl
reported the Camanches, but they manifeted al
disposition thereafter to settle quietly upontol
own reservation and cultivate the peaceful aris.sMl
they always treated their neighbors, the Digge
with respect, though unmingled with affecuon.

”

SHB WENT TO SLBEI..
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A SHIP OF THE DESERT.

By SUSAN CUOLIDGE.

| ASKED a party of children once the meaning
lofthe wotd “ desert,” and all but one shouted out,
illricepudding and oranges !” having in their minds
Ithe dinner which we had just eaten, That one,
biDivas older than the rest, said, rather shyly,
| “A big piece of land, aunty, isn’t it?” but even
lhedidn’t know how big,—or that there is a differ-
lencc in spclling between the dessert which people
leat and the desert which sometimes eats people,
Idosingitsjaws ofsand, and swallowing them up as

isly as a boy swallows a cherry.

The biggest desert in the world is in Africa, and
icalled tlie Sahara. It is almost as large as the
Atlantic Occan, but instead of water it is all sands
¢ndrocks. Like the ocean, it is visited with storms;
Jdreadful gales, when the wind scoops up thousands
jof tons of sand and drives them fonvard, burying
bnd crusbiiig all tliey meet. And it has islands,

jioo—small gieen patches, where springs bubble

Ithrough the ground, and ferns and acacias and
olni-trees grow. When a traveler sees one of
hese fertile spots afar off, he fcels as a tempest-
tossed sailor does at sight of land. It is delightful
lquit the hot, baking sun, sit in shadow undcr
ilnc trees, and rest the eyes, long wearied with

EUng sands, on the sweet green and the dear
fpring. Gases, these islands are called. Long
dislances divide them. It is often a race for life to

across from one to the other. - Sometimes
ople do not get across ! In 1805, a caravan-of
J2.000 persons dicd niiserably of hcat and thirst in
[the gi-eat desert, and the sand covered them up.

Do you wonder at my saying that the desert eats
nen?

Now, you will be puzzled to guess what sort of
pip it is which swims tliis dry ocean. It is the
arael—an animal made by God to endure these
ilreadful regions, in which no other beast of burden
an liveand tvavel. | daré say many of you have

encaméis in menageries. They are ugly animals,

«itverysti-ong, swift and untiring. W ith a load
pi 800 pounds on his back, a camel will travel for

laysal the rate of eight miles an hour, which is as
pasan ordiiiary ship can sail. More wonderful
pi, he will do this without stopping for food or

“tr. Nature has provided him with an extra
[“niach, in which he keeps a store of drink, and
pha hump on his back, made of jelly-like fat,
F“", intime of need, is absorbed into the System
jid appropriated as food. Is it not strange to

“hof a creature with a cistern and a meat-safe

. desert, where no oats or grass can be had;

inside him ? A horse would be useless in the
but
the brave, patient camel goes steadily on without
cximplaint till the oasis is rcached : then he champs
his thorn bushes, filis himself from the spring,
allows the heavy pack to be fastened on his back
again, and is ready for further travel.

Now you know what sort of a ship it is that
I am going to tell you about. It was a camel,
naméd Solimin. He was of a rare and valuable
brced, known as “ herie,” or coursers, because
they are so much swifter than ordinary camels.
Solimin’s master, Ahmed, was a poor man. He
never could have afforded to buy a full-grown
camel of this rare breed; and Solimin had become
his through a piece of good fortune. W hen a littie
foal, Solimin was found in a lonely place in the
desert, standing over the dcad body of his mother,
who had fallen and perished by the way. Led to
the brown tent which was Ahmed’s home, the
orphan baby grew up as a child of the family, lay
among the littie ones at night, and was their pet
and plaything all the day. Tlie boys taught him
to kneel, to rise, to carry burdens, to turn this way
and that at a signal. The girls hung a ncckiace
of blessed shells around his neck, saved for him the
best of the food, sang him songs (which he was
supposed to enjoy), and daily kissed and stroked
his gentle nose and eyes. As he grew big and
strong, the pride of his owners gresv with him.
Not another family of the tribe possessed a herie.
Once and again, Ahmed was offered a large price
for him, but he rejected it with disdain.

“Would I sell my son—the son of my heart?”
he said. “ Neither will I part with Solimin. By
the Prophet, | swear it.”

Of all the dwellers in the brown tent Solimin
loved best Ahmed himself, and his eldest son, Mus-
tapha. With them he was docile as a lamb; but
if strangers drew near, or persons he did not like,
he became restive and fierce, screamed, laid back
his ears, and kicked with his strong hind legs. A
kick from a camcl is no joke, | can tell you. All
the desert guides knew Solimin, and, for his sake,
Ahmed was often hired to accompany caravans.
Nay, once, at Cairo, Solimin was chosen to carry
the sacred person of the Khedive on a day’s excur-
sién up the Nile bank, which cvent served the tribe
as a boast for months afterward.

It was the year after this journey to Cairo that
Ahmed met with a terrible adventure. He and
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Mustapha, making their way home after a long
journey, had lain down to sleep away the noontide
hours, according to che custom of desert travelers.
Their camels were tethered beside them, all seemed
secure and peaceful, when, sudden as the lowering
of a cloud, a party of Arabs, belonging to a wild
tribe at enmity witli all men, pounced upon them.
Ahmed and his son defended themselves manfully,
but what could two men, surprised in sleep, do
against a dozen? In five minutes all was over.
The assailants vanished in a cloud of dust, and
Ahmcd, who had been struck down in the rush,
recovered his senses, to find camels, baggage, belt,
money, everything gone, and Mustapha wounded
and motionless on the earth beside him.

Ahmed thought him dead. They were alone
in the desert, a hundred miles from home, witljout
food or water, and with a groan of despair he sat
down beside his sonsbody, bowed his head, and
waited until deatl) should come to him also. An
Arab believes in fate, and gives up once for all
when misfortune occurs.

But Mustapha stirred, and Ahmed at once sprang
up. There was nothing he could do for the poor
boy, except to chafe and rub his hands; but this
was something, for presently Mustapha revivad
enough to speak.

“ Are they gone ?” he asked.

“ Yes, the accursed ones, they are gone, with all
our goods and with Solimin! The Prophet’ curse
light upon them 1” And passing from despair to
fury, Ahmed threw sand upon his head, and flung
himselfon the ground in helpless rage. Mustapha
joined in with groans and lamentations.

When the father and son grew calmer, they
began to discuss their situation. Ahmed knew of
a small unfrequented oasis, about twenty miles
away. It was their only chance of safety, but could
they reach it?

“ 1 think I can walk,” declared Mustapha, tying
up his wounded leg in a fold torn from his turban.
But he hmpcd sadly, and his tightly pressed lips
showed pain as he moved. He was faint with
hunger beside. Neither of the men had eaten
since sunrisc.

Suddenly Mustapha uttered a joyful cry, and
Hfted something from the earth.

“ The Prophet be praised 1” he cried. “ My
father, here is food. The robbers have dropped a
bag of dates.”

Sure enough, there it lay, a heavy bag of dates,
shaken off from some camel’s pack during the
struggle. Heavy as it was, and hard to carry,
Ahmed would fain have had it larger. It was
their safety from starvation. A handful of its
contents satisfied hunger, and gave them strength
to begin their walk. What a walk it was!

the desert.

[Febit],1

Poor Mustapha lay down every half-hour from
and weakness; the sand was heavy, the darkn”l
puzzled them. When morning broke. theyhjjj
notaccoraplished more than half the distance. /n|
through the hot day-time they lay panting onbd
ground, eating now and then a date, tormenteil
with thirstandheat; and when evening carne,ibl
ciragged themselves to their feet again, and récoin.!
menced their patnful journey. Step by step, (]D*l
by hour, each harder and longer than the la,j
moment by moment they grew more feeble les|
able to bear up, till it seemed as though theycmiul
no longer struggle on. At last, the morning bro, [
Ahmed raised his blood-shot eyes, seized Misis1
pha’s arm, and pointed. There, not a hundrtti
yards away, was the oasis, its trees and busheso
lined against the sky.

Poor Mustapha was so spent that his father luil
todrag him across the shortdividing spacc, Itnsl
a smaU oasis, and not very fertile; its well wassU.1
low and scanty, but no ice-cooled sherbet ewl
seemed more delicious than did its brackish ratns|
to the parched tongues of the exhausted men.

All day and all night they lay under the shadoil
of the cactuses and the acacia-trees, rousing onlfl
to drink, and falling asleep again imraediatelv.I
Shade, and sleep, and water seemed the onlyf
things in the world worth having just then.

The second day they slept less, but it was neailyl
a week before they could be said to be wide-awkel
again. Such a pair of scare-crows as they looked![
Ahmed was almost naked. Therobbershadiatral
part of his clothcs, and the desert thorns the restl
Haggard, wild, blackened by the sun, they]
at each other with honor; each thought, “ Dell
look like that?” and each tried to hide from dii
other his own dismay.

They could never tell afterward how long
remained at the oasis. It seemed vyears, bul 1
suppose it could not have been more than ucdsl
All day long thcy looked wistfully toward the boti-l
zon, in liopes of a caravan, but the caravaii ne«i|
carne. Slowlythe dates dwindled in the bag; slonlyl
the predous water diminished in tliéwell; aliiikl
longer, and starvation would be upon them. TIufl
scarcely spoke to each other those last days, bulsall
cach by himself in a sort of dull despair. All
night, when they fell asleep, they dreamed offiwl.j
and woke in the morning to feel thciiiseh'es i
hungry. It was horrible!

Then carne a morning when they rose to
the hard desert outline, which they knew so wdll
vanished and gone, and in its stead a smoolh,shii-I
ing lake, fringed with trees and dotted with feallienT
fairy islands. So near it seemed, and soreal, M
it was as though they heard the ripple of the
and the rustling of the wind in the tree-bougts.!
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iMustapiia stared as though his eyes wouid burst
Jfrom his head; then he gave a wild cry, and was
Inishingaway; but his father held him fast.

“Stay, my son! Stay, Mustapha! It is no
|laie,-it is a device of Satan. W hat you ljehold
lis the mirage, spread by deviis for men’s destruc-
Ition."”

“Let me go | ” shricked Mustapha, writhing and
|struggling. .

But even as he strove, the soft water-outlines
Ishifled and tiembled; the lake rose in air, melted
land sailed off into curling mists ; the trees, the
luiiole fair picture, dissolved, and the weil-remeni-

"THEV SAW THE TORM

;red Mnds and black rocks took its place. With
oy of horror, Mustapha slid through his father’
lild b's lace, and cried like a

Next morning, only one date was left in the bag.
put it in his son’s hand with a mournful

' Allali il Allah 1” and then wewiu

AIongSi,,,, followed; there seemed nothing

A Mrs the tinkle ofabeil.
«wilpha raised his head.
sit the mirage again, my father?” he asked.
ckofs """ ‘bat | hear the bell from the
f «oibolimin, our camel.”
iillookL".? bstened. Again the bell tinkled,
5 bushes, they saw, floating
as it seemed, the form of a gigantic

of the desert.
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camel Soundless and still, it moved rapidly along.
Behind, but much farther away, other forms could
be seen, still clim and indistinct, veiled by the mist
ofdriving sand.
Suddenly Mustapha gave a start.
“h “l an excited whisper,
it is Sohmm ! 1 do not mistake 1 W hat other
camel ever resembied Solimin? Do you not see
hiti t ui . “9"bed neck?
Dell tinkle as with the voice ofhome ?
Then, half raising himself, he gave, with all the
power of his voice, the weli-knowii cali,
Sohmin—for it was indeed he—paused as the

Does not the

OF A GIGANT.C CAMEL

sound caught his ears, and snuffed the wind
Agam carne the cali; he wheeled, plunged, threw
his rider, dashed fonvard, broke through the
bushes, and in a second was on his knees before
his oid master.
there is no time to lose
cned Mustapha, grown stronger in a moment.
Up, up . for the robbers are ciése upon us 1”

that the foe had taken the alarm, and were Lurry-
mg on. But already Alimed and Mustapha were
rnounted, and Solimm. like a ship at full sail, was
speedmg away with them. And where was the
camel could overtake him, even when he was
oaded double? Fast and swift his long, swinging
tiot bore them onwarcl, and before two hours werf
gone, all traces of the pursuers had disappeared
behind them, and they were free to turn their
course toward the brown tents where rest, and food,
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and welcome had waited so long for their com-
ing, and where, afier a littie time, their hardships
and sufferings seemed to them only like a bad
dream.

As for Solimin, he hardly could be more tenderly
treated or beloved than before this adventure; but
if the freshest water, the pftckliest furze,—if bowk
of sour milk,—if a triple necklace of shells,—if

BELINDA

By Laura E.

Belinda Blonde was a beautiful doli,

W ith rosy-red cheeks and a flaxen poli;

Her lips were red, and her eyes were blue,

But to say she was happy would not be true;

For she pincd for love of the great big Jack

Who lived in the box so grim and A>lack.

She never had looked on the Jack his face,

But she fancied him shining with beauty and
grace;

And all the day long she would murmur and
pout,

Because Jack-in-the-box would never come out.

Oh, beautiful, beautiful Jack-in-the-box!

Undo your bolts and undo your locks !

The cupboard is shut, and there’s no one about;

Oh, Jack-in-the-box! jump out, jump out!”

But alas, alas for Belinda Blonde !

And alas, alas for her dreamings fond !

There soon was an end to all her doubt,

For Jack-in-the-box really did jump out!

DUST-MAN.

brushing and grooming,—if soft pats from childish

fingers, and sweet ilames murmured in his eatsby

girlish volees can make a camel happy, thenij|
Solimin the happicst of heries. Solimin no longet,

however. His flame is cTianged to “ The Blessed,"

in memory of the day when, like a stately ship, h 1
carne over the desert sea, and bore his staivinj |
roasters to home, and life, and liberty.

BLONDE.

Richards.

Out with a crash, and out with a spring,
Half black and half scarlet, a horrible thing;
Out with a yell and out with a shout,
His great goggle-eyes glaring wildly about.

“ Alas! alas!” cried Belinda Blonde;

“ Is this tlie end of my dreamings fond?
Is this my love, and is this my dear,
This hideous, glowering monster here?
Alas ! alas !” cried Belinda fair.
She wrung her hands and she tore her hair,
Till atlength, as the dolls who were witnessessaj,!
She fell on the ground and she fainted aitay. J

Moral.

Now all you dolls, both littie and big,
With china crown and. with curling wig,
Before you give way to affection fond,
Remember the fatc of Belinda Blonde;
And unless you wish to get terrible knocla,
Don’t set your heart on a Jack-ui-tne-box.

THE LONDON DUST-MAN.

By Alexander

THERE he goes! A dusky gloom hangs over
the roofs of great London City; a similar gloom
filis my room and seems to have touched all the
furniture with smoky age, and as | look down from
the window into the glooray Street, | see him com-
ing along slowly, and crying in a voice hke a p ea
for help in affiiction: *“ Dust-oh !'—dust-oh .—
dusl-oh X—dust~oh 17

Not one of the many citizens who are passmg

W ainwright.

notices him,-or finds anything strange inthatpl |
ive cry. The people who live in the citys
day afier day, and remember how, n
hood, they had terrifying notions of his
for kidnapping and other mystenous wick an
They know better now, and hurry past 1
scarLly a glance; but to Ihe Amencait
issomething of a curiosity. .
W hen the London fog is gray we caniiots«
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“DUST-OH !'m

from head to foot low, shod with enonnous Blicher shocs (the soles

*jtof A appi-oaehes us he comes of which are bright with nails), and ciad in a loose

(ein A phantom, though in reality blouse and trousers, that are tied up about the

y ' su staatial, square-built, deep-chested fel- knecs. The blouse is open at the chest, and is
V.-19.
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lifted to the waist by his big, brown hands, which
are tucked in his trouser pockets, and his head is
covered by the kind of hat that saiiors cali a sou’™
wester. His only ornament is a pair of ear-rings;
and with his head thrown back he saunters along
the Street I5y tlie side of his cart, repeating in
measured tones his cry, “ Dust-oli-oh I dust-oh !”

Now and then he stops at a house, and his mate
—he has a mate who is as much like him as pea is
like pea—descends into the cellar, bringing forth
the ashes and refuse that have accumulated in
twenty-four hours, and when the cart, which is a
square, box-like affair, is filled he staru for home
with his load.

W hat a quecr home itis| It is on the outskirts
of the city, far away from the finer streets and
buildings. A large space of ground is as gray and
dusty as an African or Western desert, and is
tirokcn by raounds of ashes, some of which are
only a few feet high, while others are almost as
high as houses,—quite as high, in fact, as the dis-
mal littie shanties on the cdge of Che reservacién in
which the dust-man and his fellows live. Other
carts and other dust-men are constantly coming and
going, dumping one load and then returning to
the city for another, and as soon as a load is
dumped it is attacked by a crowd of men, women
and children, who with shovels, rakes and hooks,
turn it over and over, and raise stifling clouds of
dust.

The reader may think that the collections made
by the dust-man are valueless, but such is not the
case.

There are more than 300,000 inhabited houses

HUCKLEBERRY.

lEirJ

in London, consiiming more than 3,500,0001,
of coal a year, and besides the ashes from thisj
quantity of fucl, the dust-man gathers tlie,
refuse of the houses. He is employcdbyac
tractor, who agrees with the Corporation to rdiin
the ashes, etc., out of tlic city, and the contra»
divides every load into six parts, as follows::
or fine dust, which is sold lo brick-makcrs forn
ing bricks and to farraers for manurc; brieze!
cinders, sold to brick-makers for burning brd|
rags, bones and oid metdis, sold to marinea
dealers; oid tin and iron vessels, sold to
makers for clamps; bricks, oyster and other g
sold for foundations and road-building; andi
boots and shoes, sold to the manufacturetso
Prussian blue.

Soraetimes much more valuable tliings
these are found, and the reader may rencitte
the romance that Charles Dickens made outt
London dust-man—*“ Our Mutual Friend."

It isin sifting the different parts of a load 1
the raen, women and children, are employed;il
are as busy as ants; mere bables and wiiill
oid dames take a part in the labor, and all oftliet
are so covered with dust and ashes that theyj
anything but pleasant to contémplale, thougk,J
a rule, they are useful, honest, and industraij
members of society.

“ Dustie” is what the Londoners familiarlyt
the dust-man, and only a few know in what ip
ranee and poverty he Uves. One would thlakll
he would work himself into a better occupaticn,!
his family havc been dust-men for gencrations,:
the gencrations after him are not likely to chanjtl

HUCKLEBERRY.

By Frank

More than a hundred and sixty-eight years ago,
there lived a curious persohage called “ Oid Rid-
dler.” Hisreal iame was unknown to the people in
that part of the country where he dwelt; but this
made no difference, for the namc given him was
probably just as good as his own. Indeed, | am
quite sure that it was better, for it meant some-
thing, and very few people have iames that mean
anything.

He was called Olcl Riddler for two reasons. In
the first place, he was an elderly man; secondly,
he was the greatest fellow to ask riddles that you
ever lieard of. So this fiame fitted him very well.

Stockton.

Oid Riddler had some very peculiar chaniad
istics,—among others, he was a gnome.
underground for the greater part of his tinei
had ampie opportunities of working out ai>
and artful riddles, which he used to try on1l
fellow-gnomes; and if they liked them, he"WJ
go above-'ground and prcpound his conundm?j
the country people, who sometimes guessed
but not often. .

The factis, that those persons who wishedu
on good terms with the oid gnome never gt®
his riddles. They knew that they would pk»
him better by giving them up.
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| He took such a pleasure in telling the answcrs to
L fiddles, that no truly kind-hearted person would
Lptive him of it, by trying to solve them.

Jiiyou see,” as Oid Riddler used to say, when
llked to on the subject, “ if | take all the trouble
1 make up these riddles, it’s no more than fair
L Ishould be allowed to give the answers.”

fso tlte oid gnome, who was not much higher
lan a two-year-old child, though he had quite a
fcnerahle head and face, was very much encoiiraged
litlie way the people treated him, and when a
lerson happened to be very kind and appreciative.

“'DON’'T vou SES?* asked THE OLD FKLLOW,

pd gave a good deal of attention to one of his
trandnims, that person would be pretty sure,
Jtfore long, to feel glad that he had met Oid
tddier.
| There were thousands of ways in which the
lemes could benefit the pountry-folks, especially
tosewho had little farms or garclens. Sometimes
|té Riddler, who was a person of great influence
lhis tribe, would take a corapany of gnomes
««the garden of some one to whom he wishcd
Noafavor, and they would put their little hands
ptirough the earth and puli down all the weeds,
‘t-foremost, so that when the owner went out in
I itioming, he would find his garden as dear of
«sastiie bottom ofa dihner-plate.
course, any one who has habits of this kind
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must cventualiy become a general favorite, and
this was the case with Oid Riddler.

One day he made up a splendid riddle, and, after
he had told it to all tiie gnomes, he hurried up to
propoimd it to some human person.

He was in such haste that he actually forgot his
hat, although it was late in the fall, and he wore
his doak. He had not gone far through the fields
before he met a young goose-girl, named Lois.
She was a poor girl, and was barefooted; and as
Oid Riddler saw her in her,scanty dress, standing
on the coid ground, watching her geese, he thought

to himself; “ Now | do hope that girl
has witenough to understand my rid-
dle, for I fcel that I would like to get
interested in hei'.”

So, approaching Lois, he made abow
and politely asked her: " Can you tell
me, my good little girl, why a ship full
of sailors, at the bottom of the sea, is
like the price of beef?”

The goose-girl began to scratch her
head, through the oid handkerchiefshe
wore instead ofa bonnet, and tried to
think of the answer.

“ Because it’s ‘low,””
a minute or two.

“Ohno!”said the gnome. “That’s
notit. You can give itup, you know,
if you can’t thifik of the answer.”

“ 1 know 1” said Lois. “ Because
it’s sunk.”

“ Not at all,” said Oid Riddler, a
little impatiently. “ Now come, my
good girl, you’d much better give it
up. You will just hack at the answer
until you make it good for nothing.”

“ Well, what is it ?” said Lois.

“ 1 will tell you,” said the gnome.
“ Now, pay attention to the answer:
Becausc it has gone down. Don't you

see ?” asked the oid fellow, with a gracious smile.

“ Yes, | see,” said the goose-girl, scratching her
head again; “but my answer was nearly as good
as yours.”

“ Oh, dear me |” said Oid Riddler, “ that wont
do. It’sof no use at all to give an answer that is
nearly good enough. It must be exactly right, or
it’s worthless. | am afraid, young girl, that you
don’t care much for riddles.”

“Yes | do,” said the goose-girl; “ | make ’em.”

“ Make thém ?” exclaimed Oid Riddler, in great
surprise.

“ Yes,” replied Lois, “ 1 'm out here all day
with these geese, and | haven’t anything else to
do, and so | make riddles. Do you want fo hear
one of them ?”

said she, after
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“Yes, | would like it very much indeed,” said
the gnome.

“ Well, then, heve ’s one : Ifthe roofs of houses
were flat instead ofslanting, why would the rain be
like a chained dog ?”

“ Give itup,"” said Oid Riddler.

Because it couldn’t run off,” answered Lois.
Very good, very good,” said the gnome.
“Why, that’s nearly as good as some of mine.
And now, my young friend, did n't you feel pleased
to have me give up that riddle and let you tell me
the answer, straight find true, just as you knew it
ought to be ?”

“ Ob yes !” said the goose-girl.

“ Well, then," continued Oid Riddler, “ remem-
ber this: W hat pleases you will often please other
people. And never guess another riddle.”

Lois, altliough a rough country girl, was touched
by the oid man’s eamestness and his gentlc tones.

“ 1never will,” said she.

“That’s a very well-meaning girl,” said Oid
Riddler to himself as he walked away, “ although
she has n’t much polish. 1 ’Ucome sometimes and
help her a little with her conundruins.”

Oid Riddler had a son nained Huckleberry. He
was a smart, bright young fellow, and resembled
his father in many respects. When he went home,
the oid gnome told his son about Lois, and tned to
impress on his mind the same lesson he had taught
the young girl. Hucldeberry was a very good little
chap, but he was quick-witted and rather forward,
and often made his father v'ery angry by guess-
ing his riddles; and so he needed a good deal of
parental counsel.

Nearly all that night Huckleberry thought about
what his father had told him. But not at all as
Oid Riddler intended he should.

“ What a fine thing it must be,” said Huckle-
bcrry to himself, “ to go out into the world and
teach people things. | ’m going to try it mpelf.”

So, the next day, he started off on his mission.
The first person he saw was a very small girl play-
ing under a big oak-tree.

W hen the small girl saw the young gnome, she
was frightened and drew back, standing up as ci6se
against the tree as she could get.

But up stcpped Master Hucklelierry, with all the

airs and graces he could coramand.
“ Can you tell me, my little miss,” said he,
why an elephant with a glass globe of gold-fish
tied to his tail is like a monkey wiili one pink eye
and one ofa masarine blue ?”

“ No," said the small girl, “ I don’t know.
away 1”7

“ Oh,” said Huckleberry, “ perhaps that s too
hard for you. | know some nice little ones, in
words of one syllable. Why is a red man with a

m

Go

HUCKLEBERRY.

IFautu

green hat like a good boy who has a large duckj
a small pond ?”

“ Go away !” said the small girl. “ 1 carnel
to pick flowers. 1 don’t know riddles.”

“ Perhaps that one was too easy,” said Hud
berry, kindly. “ I have all sorts. Here is
with longer words, divided into syllablcs. 17 _
it slowly for you ; W hat is the dif-fer-ence betatel
a mag-nan-i-mous ship-mate and the top-mostlt
let on your grand-mo-ther’s bar-ber-ry bush?"

“ | have n’t got any grandmother,” said she-

“ Ob, well! Any grandmother will do,”;
Huckleberry.

“ | can’t guess it,”.said tbe small girl, whoi
nowbheginning to lose her fear of the funnyiul

fellow. “ 1 never guessed any riddles. 1'm
oid enough.” .
“Very well, then,” said Huckleberry, I1htl

you what 1°ll do. Let’s sitdown here under thf
tree, and | ’ll tell you one of father’s riddles, andgiJ
you the answer. His riddles are better than mi»
because none of mine have any answers. Ic
put answets to them, for I can never think of jU
good ones. | met a boy once, and told himali
ofmy riddles; and he learned them, and wentdw;j
asking people to guess them, and when the p«f
gave them up, he couldn’t tell them the asEr
because there were none, and that madcevetybo
mad. He told one of the riddles to his gtanl
mother,—! think it was the one about the pin
eyed monkey and the wagon-load of beans—

“ No,” said the small girl; “ the elephanta®

THE BOV AHO HIS fiRAWDMOTHEK.

the gold-fish was the other part of the pm'f:
monkey one.” J
‘“Oh, itdon’t make any difference, said #
berry. “ 1don’tjoin my riddles together |
way every time. Sometimes |

UK

use tne
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udelephant with the last part of one riddle, and
Ljniccimes with another.  As there ’s no answecr, it
matter, | begin a good many of my best
tedies with the clephant, for it makes a fine open-
liir But, as | was going to tell you, tliis boy told
lirtofmy riddles tohis grandmother,
indslielikeditverymuch: but when
| ikfound out that there was no an-
l«cr lo it) she gave him a good box
1tie eir, and tbat boy has never

Ime since. But now 1 Il tell
lon a story. That is, it’s like a
jiory, but it’s really a i'iddle. Father

Lde it and everybody thinks it’s
loe of his best. There was once a
bit lady of rcnown who was engaged
Tobe married to a prince. And when
ire n\'ddiiij-clay came round—they
lere to be married in one of the
Inucc'i palaces in the mountains—
lie «as so long getting dressed—
loo see she dressed in one of her
icfs paiaces, down in the valley—tliat she was
raidshe would be late, so as soon as her veil was
linncd on, she ran down to the stables, threw a
roli-ikinon the back of one of the fieriest of the
lhigers, and springing on him, she dashed away.
iieivasrit used to hamessing horses, and was in
ljdi.riiurn that she forgot all about the bridle,
Indso.as she was dashing away, she found she
Luldnt steer the anima!, and he didn’t go any-
Ihcrc near the prince’s palace, but galloped on,
pdon, and on, every minute taking hcr farther
: lartlier away from where she wanted to go.
ccouldn’t turn the charger, and she could n’t
kophim, though she tore off pieces of her veil, and
lifd to put them around his nose, but it was no
d. Sowhen the wedding-party had waited and
[aitedandwaited, the prince got angry and mar-
lanother lady, and nobody knows where the
'lady of renown went to, although there are
;people who say that slic 's a-galloping yet,
1trying to get her veil around the cbarger’s
[ Now, why was it that that fair lady of re-
mnever married ? Answer ; Because she had
obtidal. You can say either bri-d-a-1 or bri-d-l-e,
Ko U they hoth sound alike, and if she had had
one of them, she would have been married.
|bk isa pretty long riddle, but it’s easier than
bccause it’s all fixed up right, with the
‘3rtt lo it and everything. You Uke it better
|-terome, don’t you?”
1 Thestiinll girl did not answer, and when Huckle-
jey looked around, he saw that she was asieep.
1 Tcor littie thing 1” said Huckleberry, snftly, to
“1 guess | gave her a littie too much rid-

;inwith, Her mind isn’t formed enough
#3
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yet. But it’s pretty hard on me. | wanted to
teach somebody something, and here she ’s gone to
sleep. 1 wish 1 could find that goose-girl. If father
could teach her something, | 'm sure | could.”

So he went walking through the fiejds, and

THE FAIR LADY OF RCHOWH, -

pretty soon he saw Lois, standing among her geese,
who were feeding on the grass.

Huckleberry skipped up to her as lively ns a
cricket.

“ Can you tell me,” said he, “ why an elephant
with a glass globe of gold-fish ticd to his tail is like
the Lord High Admiral of the Britsh Isles?”

“ Was the globe of gold-fish all the elephant
owned ?” asked the goose-girl, thoughtfuUy.

“ Yes,” said Huckleberry. “ But | don’t see
what that ’s got to do with it.”

“ Then the answer is,” said Lois, without notic-
ing this last remark, “ because all his ptopeny is
entailed.”

“ Well, I de-clare!” cricd Huckleberry, open-
ing his eyes as wide as they would go, “ if you
didn’t guessit1 Why, | didn’t know it had an
answer.”

“ 1 wish it hadn’t had an answer,” said the
goose-girl, suddenly stamping her foot, “ I wish
there had never been any answer to it in the whole
world. It was only yesterday that | promised Oid
Riddler that I would never guess another riddle,
and here | ve done it! It’stoo bad!”

‘1 don’t think it is,” cried Huckleberry, waving
hisHule cap around by the tassel. “ It’sall very well
for father not to want people to guess his riddles,
because they 've got answcrs and he knows what
they are. But | would never have known that any
of mine had an answer if you had n’t guessed this
one. If you had had a riddle like this one,
would n’t you have been glad to have some one tell
you the answer? ”

“Yes, | would,” said Lois.

“ Well, then, my good girl, remember this: If
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a thing gives you pleasure, it’s very ILkely that it
will give somebody else pleasure. So let somebody
else have a chance, and the next time you hear a
riddle that you think the owner has no answer for,
gucss it for him, ifyou can. Good-by !”

And away went Master Huckleberry, skipping
and singing and snapping his fingers and twirling
his cap, until he carne to a wide crack in the
ground, when he rolled himself up like a huckle-
berry dumpling, and went tuinbling and bouncing
down into the underground home ofthe gnomes.

PIIIPS FOUND THE TREASURE.
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“ Get out of the way !” said he to the gnomeshe
passed, as he proudly strode to his father’s apan-
inents. “1’'m going to make a report. For lhe
first time in my life | 've tauglit somebody some-
thing.”

W hen Huckleberry left her, the goose-girl stuod
silently in the midst of her geese. Her brow wes
overcast.

“ How’ anybody to do two things that cant
both be done ?” she exclaimed at last. “ | 'Uhawe
nothing more to do with riddles as long as | Kwe.”

HOW SIR WILLIAM PHIPS FOUND THE TREASURE
IN THE SEA.

By S. G. W. Benjamin.

There is scarcely anything more exciting to
the imagination than tales of hidden trcasure,
especially treasurc lost at sea. The mystery, the
wonder, the adventure, the tragedy, the seemingly
boundless possibilities connected with riches lost by
shipwreck or war, and yet not gone beyond the
hope of recovery, have given rise to a multitude of
romantic stories, some of them puré fictions, but
many founded more or less on fact.

lhave knowii several cases in which treasurc lost
by piracy or shipwreck has been rccovered after a
century or moie. Sorae years ago a company of
men from Boston made two cruises to the shoals of
the Silvcr Key on the Bahama Banks, a spot notecl
for shipwrecks. They had some clue to a treasure-
laden ship which had foundered there long ago.
The firsttrip was unsuccessful, but on the second
voyage the wreck was found. Divers, armed with
modern apparatus, spont several days in the quest,
but in vain, until, finally, just as the last diver was
about to give the signal to be drawn up, he leaned
against what seemed only the barnacle-encrusted
end of a beam; but suddenly it gave way, and
numbers of golden doubloons rolled out at his fecL
Considerable sums rewarded further search in the
sand-filled and decaying carcass of the oid ship;
but exactly how much was realized is known only
to the discoverers, who kept the matter secret, and
thus evaded paying a great part of the share due
to the British crown, in whose dominién the treasure
was found.

To Boston also belonged, some two ccnturics

ago, the celebrated treasure-hunter, William Phips
He was one of twenty-one sons, and was born at
Woolwich, Maine, in 1651. Of a bold, adveniur-
ous spirit, his first and last passion was to follow
the sea, although until he was eighteen years of age
he was forccd to tcnd sheep. He then appreiiliccd
himselfto a ship-carpenter for four years, tnldaga
trip down the coast now and then, and watching
his chance for the next move. He issaid to have
been inspired by an idea that celebrity and foriune
were to be his destiny ; and when his apprentii*-
ship was over, he went to Boston and worked a
ship-building for a year, until he had the good luck
to win the favor of a rich widow. Her he married,
and, with the increase of means thus obtained,
Phips launched into various enterprises, which did
not always turn out well. But he never lost faith
in his guiding star, and often told his good \ife
that “ he should yet become commander of a king's
ship, and owner ofa fair brick house in the Green
Lafie of Boston "—at that time the Beacon Street
of the plucky little town.

Ten years went by, and Phips seemed but liiile
nearer the realization of his drcams than while
tending shccp on the hill-sides of Maine, when the
prospect suddenly brightencd in an unexpectcd
quarter. This was the time when Spanisli ad
Portuguese galleons were Crossing the occan laden
with silver from Potosi and diamonds from BraziL
Pirates and privateers scoured the seas to robthe
treasure-ships, and great expe'ditions were sentoui
by England in war times for the same purpcse-
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TKeimaginations of men ran riot during this fever-
U jiateof things, and people were ready to believe
pniost any yarn “ spun ” in the forecastle.
piiips was just the man to be moved by sucli
Lies and, 'vhen he learned ofa certain rich wreck
linllieBaharaas, he atonce fitted out asinall vessel
mdwent in search oi it. He found and recovered

;treasure, but the amount was small, being only
large enough to whet his appetite for more. *

While al the Bahamas, he was told of another
bpanish vessel, wrecked off Puerto Plata more than
Jfty ycars before, with a much larger treasure.
|Hismcans not being sufficient for this oxpedition,
Phips sailod for England and made direct applica-
¢onlo the Admiralty to aid him in his search. So
lably did this true son of the sea represent his

3use, tliat he was given command of the “ Rose
IAlgicr," a ship ihounting eighteen guns and carry-
Ting a luindred men. Thus Phips’s first dream
ame to pass; he was now captain of a king’s ship,
|nith a roving commission.

The exact position of the wreck was unknown,
Jjnd the untnistworthy character of the crew added
igreat difficullies to the undertaking. It should be
Irtraembered, also, that diving-bells, diving-annor,
land the like, were then unknown. But the courage
land indomitable perseverance of Phips now carne
lintoplay, and he had a capital chance to show the
Isiuffof which he was made.

Soon after they had sailed, the crew carne aft,
jarmed, and dctermined to forcé Phips to yield to
liheirwishes, which probably were that they should
lall turn pirates. W ithout giving them time to
Ideliberate, Phips flew at their leader, hurled him
Itothedeck and dispatched him on the spot—adeed
|soproinpt and daring that it awed the mutineers
linio submission for the time. One who has never
Iscei) a mutiny at sea can form but little idea of its
Idespcrato character, and the rapidity of action and
Innflirching nerve required where men are shut up
likme on the wide ocean with a quairel so deadly
lin lis nature that no compromise can be thouglic
loi for a moment, and no quarter can be allowed
jxith safety to him who gives it.

Bulthe next plot to seize the ship was even more
ldangerous. The “ Rose Algier,” being in need of
Irepalis, was taken to a cove in a small uninhabited
lidaad, and careened on one side in order to reach
Iftidamaged place. Most of the storeswere moved
iMshore, the ship was hove down, and a bridge
I»as laid between the deck and the land. Under

pretcnse of pastime, most of the crew now
I'wook themselves to the woods, and there plotted
at seven in the evening, seize the ship,

1~ Phipsand eight faithful men on shore, leave
juiemihere to perish, and themselves sail away on
ppiratical cruise. But the carpenter was oncof the

FOUND THE TREASURE.

few who stood by the captain, and yet they could
not risk putting to sea without him. Thcy sent for
him, therefore, on some pretext, and, having him
in their power, offered him the choicc of instant
death or of joining his fortunes with theirs. He
begged for halfan hour to think about it, and said
that at any rate he should have to return on board
for his tool-chest. They granted his rcquest, and
sent two men with him to watcli his movements.
Soon afterward, he was suddenly taken with a pre-
tended cramp or colic, and in great seeining agony
rushed into the cabin for medicine; thcre he found
Phips, and in a few rapid words revcalcd the plot.

In less than two hours the mutineers would be
marching on the ship. Not an instant was to be
lost. Immediately the guns were loaded and

trained to command the shore and all the ap-
proaches to the stores; the bridge was taken in,
and when the mutineers appeared they found
themselves caught. In tones of thimder, Phips
bade them not to stir or he would mow them down
with his batteries; filor did they daré to disobcy.
The bridge was again laid down, and the eight
loyal men brought back the stores to the ship.
W hen all was safely on board again, the mutineers
were told that they were to be left to the fate they
had intended for their commander. In despair at
so terrible a prospect, the miserable raen threw
down their arms, and protested their willingness to
siibmit if Phips would but relent and not sail away
without them. After a long parlcy, he agreed to
let them come on board, they having first given up
their anns. But, with such a crew, further search
after the trcasure was useless. Phips, therefore,
sailed for Jamaica, changed the crew, and again
weighed anchor for Hispaniola. There he was
lucky enough to find an oid Spaniard who told him
that the wreck was somewhere about a reef a few
leagues north of Puerto de la Plata. Phips imme-
diately went to the spot. But his search for the
wreck was long and unavailing, the scason was
changing, and the “ Rose Algier,” now but half
manned and in unseaworthy condition, was unfit
to prowl around a dangcrous reef in the hurricane
season. So, without having accomplished the object
of so much exertion and anxiety, Phips was obliged
to return to England, a bafflcd but not a discour-
aged man.

Very naturally, it was impossible for our advcnt-
urer to obtain another English ship-of-wéar, al-
though he received much credii for tlie courage
and skill shown in controlling the mutineers, and
one would conclude that the trcasure of the oid
Spanish galleen would after this have remained at
the bottom of the sea, the exclusive posscssion of
the sharks, the turtlcs and the barracadas. But
with rare pertinacity Phips returned to the charge.
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and at last persuaded the Duke of Albemarle and
several otherwealthy noblcmen to his views. They
formed a company and obtained a patent from
King James Il., giving them the solé right to all
wrecked treasure they might find during a certain
number of years. Then they fitted out a ship and
tender, the latter to cruise in coves andshoal water,

I'HIPS ROUND THE TREASURE.

reef, and the men then rowed slowly in [he boat
around it, carefully examining the deptlis belo»
for signs of the wrecked gallcon. Thewatersin
the West Indies are very dear, and during acaltn
objects can be seen at a considerable depth. The
rocks were of singular form, rising nearly to ibt
surface, but with sides so steep tjiat any yesal

CAPTAIN FHIPS THSEATSIIS TO SAIL AWAY FROM T!1B MUTINKEIIS.

and Phips invented several rude contrivances for
dragging and diving, for inferior to the means now
used for such purposes. Thus prepared, he sailed
once more for Hispaniola. There a small, stout
boat was built, and with it and a crew of Indian
divers the tender was despatched to the reef where
the wreck was said to be. The tenderwas anchored
in good holding-ground at a safe distance from the

striking them would be liable to go down many
fatboms below the reach of the most expert dwer.
The only hope was that the wreck might haw
lodged on some projecting ledge. But theclosesi
observation, long continued, failed to reveal aay
sign of the object so eagerly sought, although 1«

water was perfectly calm.
At length, a curious sea-plant cropping outo a
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crevice in the sides of the recf caught the eye of
one of the crew, and he sent down an Indian to
bring it up. When the diver returned to the
snrfacc he rcported tliat he had seen a number of
brass cannon lying tangled ainong the sea-weed on
a ledge. That was enough. |Inspired with the
greatest entliusiasm, diver after diver plunged
belowto be the first to discover the treasure, and
ere long one of them brought up an ingot of silver
worih several hundred pounds. Transported with
success they left a buoy to mark the spot, and
made all sail to carry the glad tidings to Phips. He
would not credit the tale until he had seen the
ingot, when he exclaimed, “ Thanks be to God,
weare all inadc 1”

Every man was at once enlisted in'the service of
fishingforthetreasure. The bullionwasdiscovcred
UBt; after that, in the bottom ofthe hold, the sca-
miners found the coin in bags, which had been so
long under water that they were encrusted with a
slony Shell, hard as rock. This was broken with
crowbars, i-evealing gold, jewcls, and “ pieces of
eight,” in glittering abundance. The last day’s
wutk brought to light twenty massive silver ingots,
and the whole amouiU recovered was somewhat
over three hundred thousand pounds, a suin equal
in lhe valGes of our time to five millions of doilars.
Nor was this all the riches concealed in the wreck;
but Phips was obliged to return to England before
completing the business. Provisions had run low,
and the prcsence of so vast a treasure 011 board had
sliiriulated the cupidity of the crew to a dangeroiis
degree, so that each day of delay in reaching port
wes full of hazard. Every precaution was taken to
gusrd the treasure, but what probably prevented
the crew from rising was jlie promise piiips gave
them, wlien inatters had become most suspicious,

they should each receive a share of the
profits in addition to his wages, even if his own
porticn were thiis swallowed up. Phips reached
England without mishap, thus bringing to a suc-
cessful terinination one of the most daring exploits
ofiis sort that tvere ever attempted.

When tlie profits were divided, Pliips received as
his sitare a sum that would now be equal to two
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hundred and fifty thousand doilars. The Duke of
Albemarle presented Mrs. Phips with a magnifi-
cent gold cup worth fifteen thousand doilars, and
King James expressed great pleasure at the honesty
and ability of Phips in the conduct of such a .ditS-
cult undertaking, and as arewardforbringingsuch
a treasure into England granted liim' the honor of
knighthood, and offered him important employ-
ment in the royal service. Fortune had indeed
smiled on the shcpherd-boy of Maine.

But Phips was never ashamed of his humble
origin, fior in all his wanderings did he forget his
native land. And now, instead of reinaining to
enjoy further honors near the throne, he returned
to his family, bearing the important commission of
High Sheriff of New England. He now built the
brick house on Green Lafie which he had promised
his wife fifteen years before. The fiame of this
street Was eventually changed to Charter Street, in
memory of his efforts to have the charter of the
Massachiisetts colony restored.

Sir William Phips afterward engaged in the wars
between the American colonies of France and
England, and at the head ofan expedition of eight
ships captiiied Port Royal. A subsequent entcr-
prise against Quebec failed from a eombination of
causes, some of tbem beyond the control of Phips.
After this Sir William went again to England,
where he was appointed Captain-General and Gov-
ernor-in-Chief of the New England colonies; and
his return home with these new honors and titles
«'as madc the occasion of a day of solemn thanks-
giving.

His governorship having ceased, Sir William
Phips sailed for England, and was meditating a
fresh expedition in search of shipsvrecked treasure
when he was taken suddenly ill, and died at the
age of forty-five. While his adventurous career
affords us littie hope that any of us will ever, like
him, discover shipwrecked wealth, it gives us a fine
examplc of what perseverance combinad with intel-
ligence, courage and honesty can accomplish in
the face of great difficulties ; for it was a unién of
all these qualities which enabled SirWilliam Pliips
to wrest fortune and honors from the occan depths.
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SOME FISHING-BIRDS OF FLORIDA.

Ry Mrs.

A 11 along the St. John’ River, during the win-
ter, may be seen birds catching fish for a living.
They are more numerous here in winter than in
summer, because, upon the frcczing of the waters
at the North, they flock to Florida to carry on
their fishing in the St. John’s, which, never freezing,
contains an abundance of fish.

The belted kingfisher comes cidse to the house,
where | can watch'him fishing as | sit at the win-
dow. Tlie river is five miles across here, and for
several yards from the shore it is quite shallow, so
that a wharf two hundred and fifty feet long was
necessary to make it easy to iaunch our small row-
boats. A railing extends along the side of the
wharf, and upon this railing the kingfisher perches,
watching for his prcy.

He understands fishing much better than most
boys, for he seldom misses his gamc. He takes
his position 011 the railing, and fixcs his eyes upon
the finny tribes below, and when a fish that suits
him comes within hisrange, he dives into the water

THE BHLTIID KINGPISHBK.

and brings it up with his stout beak, and then
beats it upon the railing to make it limp and tender
before swallowing.

It is not so very surprising that be is such an
cxpert fisher, for during the winter it is his only
occupation; he has no family to look after now,
and he is so very selfish and quarrelsome that he
will not ailow any of his brothers to fish near him.
He considers the whole length of the wharf his

Marv Treat.

fishing-post, and his brothers must not trespass
upon his grounds ; ifthey do, he chases them aivay
with a rattling, clanging noise, enough to frighten
any fisher not stroiigcr than himself.

In the spring he takes a partner in his faiisiness,
for now it istime to raise a family, and he knoire
he can never do this alone. He is very good ard
kind to this partner, and helps her dig a hole ina
clayey bank for the nest, and then takes histurn in
sitting upon the éggs. Afterthe eggs are hatched,
they both catch fish to feed the young until they
are oid enough to feed themselves.

The American flamingo, with his gorgeoiis scar-
iet feathers, is a superb fellow. He is very shy,
and peculiarly afraid of man. On account ofiis
fine apparel, it has been more closely pursucd than
almost any other bird. It does not go north like
some ofthe herons, but Audubon says it has occa-
sionally been seen in South Carolina. Its constan
home, however, is in the Southern part of Florida
and along the Gulf coast-

Like the herons, of which | told you in St
Nicholas for May, 1877, the flamingoes are soci-
able, and live in flocks. They have weblacd feet,
which give them an advantage over the herons in
enabling them to swim as well as to wade. | have
never Ineen able to get near enough to these birds
to gain any personal knowledge of their habits.

The nest of tite flamingo is a curioiis affair;
usually built in a marshy, muddy place, in the
forin of a inouncl. It is made of sticks and grass
and mud to the height of two or thrce feet, witha
hollow in the iniddJe to hold the eggs. The inalc
is said to assist in the construction of the nest, hiii
this is probably mere conjecturc, for | think no one
living at the present time lias been able to get near
enough to these birds to watch their habits, and
their nests can be reached only with great difficiilty.

The female lays two white eggs about the size of
those ofa goose. It issaid that she sits astride the
nest in an ungainly fashion, and that the young, as
soon as they are hatched, take to the water like
young ducks.

If a law only could be passed to protect these
birds, what a granel sight the waters of Florida
would soon present! These great, brilliant, scarlei
birds, dallying and playing in the water, or wading
near the shore in quest of game, would be a siglii
never to be forgotten. Can it be possible that
Florida does not care for such glorious creatures,
and will allow, year after year, these niaraiiders
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IfioratheNorth to kiil them withouta single protest ?
lunless something is done for the protection of
litese splendid creatures, they must soon become
(nilnct; for their range is quite limited, and | fear
jthe hoy and girl readers of St. NichOLAS, by the
jtime they grow to men and women, can only read
|ofthese as “ gorgeous birds of the past.”

Almost every morning, the osprey, or fish-hawk,
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beibre it reaches the water, and canies it to some
retired spot where he devoui-s it.

And now the poor defiauded osprey must go to
work and catch another fish before he can have his
dinner. Here you see the bald eagle with his ill-
gotten prey.

Great fiocks of ducks often come to fish in the
shallow water closc to the shore. | suppose the

THE UALD EAGLE.

Icomes in front of the window and fishes in the
|shallow water near the house. He does not seem
Irabe as expert as the kingfisher. | have seen him
Jdiveadozen times or more into the water before
jbringing up his prey. He sails around and around
lititheair; at last fixing his eyes upon a fish, he
IsTCopsdown, making the water splash around him.
iHisfeet are large and powerful, and he arranges
Ibis long toes in the form of a scoop as he plunges
jintolhe river; this scoop is his fishing-tackie with
Irhichlie bvings up his finny food.

libink 1should not like to be an osprey, for he
Iswms to have such a hard time to get a living, and
liit be is an honcst, well-disposed laborer. After
jbe has succceded in catching a fish, a bald eagle
laten swoops down from some tall tree, where he
Iris beenwatching him, and by main forcé compels
nlis bonest fisher to give up his liard-won prey.
libe eagle is considerably larger than his victim,
Ibeingabout three feet in length, while the osprey
lisonly about two feet.
| itisquite a grand sight to see these two large
| 'tdswheeling through the air—the osprey trying

elude the eagle, diving first one way and then
ISMtber, until at last, when he sees the unencum-
Irired eagle must overpower him, in a fitof desper-
jsbon he lets the fish drop, and the eagle catches it

reason that they come so near is that they find
smaller fish here than in the deep water; and
another reason, they are never shot at near the
shore, for no fire-arms are allowed to be discharged
within the town limits, except under the penalty of
five dollars for each discharge.

This place, in winter, corresponda to a novthem
watering-place in summer. There is a warm sul-
phur-spring here, and people come from all quar-
ters for hcalth and for amusement. At first the
great numbers of birds all about attracted many
sportsmen, but I am very glad to tell you that the
Florida people did not like this reckless shooting
of birds in their midst, so they made this beautiful
little place— Green Cove Spring—a city, and elected
a mayor and a marshal, and other officers, to keep
the men straight, and to protect the birds.

So this is why the birds tfiat live about this little
city are so tame, and why the ducks come so ciése
to US; they have learued that they are quite safe
from guns here.

Several species of ducks may sometimes be seen
inoneflock, fishing together in perfect harmony.
It is quite astonishing how long they can stay under
water, and when they come up their feathers are
not wet at all.

The most beautiful of these fishing-ducks is the
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hooded merganser. Its plumage is most elegaft,
and it has a large chick tuft or crest of feathers
covering the whole head, which gives it a sort of
militarv look 1 and, indeed. it seeras to be a com-
mander for it leads all of its relatives. It some-

peace-offering.
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times stays so long under the water that | begin
to fear something hashappened,—that analligaiw,
or some other huge beast, has got hold of it; but
it always makes its appearance after a while, oflen
at quite a long distance from where it went under,

NAN’S PEACE-OFFERING.

By Katk W. Hamilion.

“ | JUST wish | was properer, and everything—
so there !” said-Nannie, sitting disconientedly down
upon the green grass by the road-side, and survey-
ing herself witli a pair of very serious brown eyes.

It was a forlorn littie self, surely, with wet
dress, muddy shoes, inky apron, and crumpled
sun-bonnet.

“Aunt S’mantha’ll think |’'m dreadful. She
says | never have any forethoughtj but J have lois
of after-thoughts, and | s’pose folks can’t have both
kinds. It don’t do any good, either. Oh dear!”

There was a whistled tune coming up the road.
Tommy Grey was attached to it, but the whistle
seemed much the older and more important of the
two, and was first to reach the tree where Nannie
was sitting. When Tommy caught up with it, he
stopped in surprise.

“ Helio, Nan Verling ! Is that you?”

“ | suppose so, but | wish it was n’t,” answered
Nannie, dolefully.

“ W hat for?” questioned Tommy, in still further
astonishment.

“'Cause | wish | was somebody else that wasn’t
all wrinkled and mussed up. | don’t see how folks
can keep nice and have good times, anyway,” de-
clared Nan, in a burst of confidence. “ You see, |
just helped sail boats in the brook, and | did n’t
know my dress was wet a bit till | came away ; and
then Lizzic Sykes taggcd me, and course | had to
tag her back again. | don’t know what made hcr
'run right through the mud, where | could n’t catch
her without getting my stioes all muddy. Should
think she might have known better ! My oid Lnk-
stand at school is always upsetting itself, and it had
to spill on my clean white apron this afiemoon.
Then my sun-bonnet "

“ Looks as if you ’d hung it up in your pockct,”
suggested Tommy.

“Well, I did n’t; I only rotled it up for a rag-
baby when we played keep house at recess. |
s’pose it’s bad for bonnets, but it made the beau-

tifulest kind of a baby,” said Nannie, a littie ray
(if enthusiasm gleanjing through her despond-

ency. “ But Aunt S'mantha does n’t 'preciare sudi
thinp,” she added, mournfully.

“No,” answered Tommy, sympathetically.
“ She ’ll scoid, may be ?”

“ P’r'aps so. May be sbe ’ll send me to bcd with-
out any supper.”

“Whew ! That a’nt any fun, | tell you!” d-

clared Tommy. “ Why, a feltow just tumbles and

turables, and gets hungrier and hungrier, aiidwon-

dei-s what the folks have got for supper, and looks
at tlie stars, and tries to say ‘Hickory-dickoiy-
dock’ backward, and wishes it was morning. It
just feels awful 1”

“1did n't ever try it, and | don’t s’pose | could
stand it,” said Nannie, shaking dejectedly the cutly
head in the fiopping sun-bonnet. “ I ’ve a good
mind not to go home at all, but just run away off
somewhere, and be a foundling. Foundtings haw
pretty good times, 'cause | ve read about ’em in
books. They get adopted by some great lady ina
big house, and grow up rich, and get to be rel
hadndsome.”

“ 1 don’t believe you would,” declared Tommy,
more honestly than politely.

Nan raeditated a minute, and then said, witha
sigh:

“ Well, | guess 1’1l have to go home, then.”

“ Scoldings don’t last very long, anyway,” urged
Tommy, consolingly.

“ Butif you sort o’ think you ought n’t to hawe
done things, and did ought to be more cariful-
and everything—it makes it seem more worse, yn
know,” remarked Nannie, in a.hesitating, haf-
penitent way- “ 'Cause | do like Aunt S’mantha.

“ Yes,” admitted Tommy, knitting hisbrowo«r
the coraplications of the case, and searching his
own experience for a suggestion of relief. “ If)®
only had something nice to carry home to her—
something she wants. Once | got wet as a rad
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playing round the pond, but | ’d caught two fish—
realar tip-top trout—and | took ’em home to
moilier; held’em up where thcy’d be seen first
thing, you know. And she said, ‘W hat nice fish !’
and (lid n’t scnld a wink.”

“1 could n’t catch anything if 1 tried a week,
andAunt S’mantha would n’t care, anyway. Why,
she’sa real grown-up woman, and could have tea-
patties and make molasses candy every day if she
«aniedto I | don’t beliave she wants anything,
unless it ’s ban—bananas—whatever that is. |
heard her say she ’d like some, this inorning.”

"*Bandanas ?” questioned Tommy, with bright-

ening eyes.

‘1Y-c-s, | guess so,” answered Nannie, rather
doiibtfiilly.

“Ho! 1 know what they are as well as any-
thing. Why, they ’re silk handkerchiefs—red and

yellow, with spots on ’em.”

Nnnnie’s hand dived into her small pocket, and
re-nppcared with two nickels and a copper.

“Do you guess | could buy one at Carney’s
store for 'leven cents ? 'Cause 1 have n’t got any
more."

“| s'pose so. Why, yes;
much ‘count, you know. | always lose mine—only
ihey a’nt liandanas. | guess women-folks tliink
more about ’em, though,” said Tommy, with the
air of one superior to such trifles.

Nannie was convinced, and started from her seat
aiiha little sigh of relief.

“1’ll go and buy ber one, then. And 1 think
you'rc a pretty good boy, Tommy Grey,” she
added, gratefully, as she trudged down the road,
leaving Tommy to take up his whistling and his
homeward roqte again.

Il was quite a long walk to the store—the store,
because the village only boasted one. That did
aoi raatter inucli to the inhabitants generally, as
the town was so near. Befitleyvile and Bentley
were connected by a straggling line of houses that
made it liard to tell where the village ended and
the town began. Ainbitious young villagers look
adi-antage of this to talk about “ we city people,”
while the older ones contentedly spoke of them-
selvesas “ plain country-folks.”

Nannie did not care in the least which she was,
neither did she greatly mind the walk, though the
feet rtiat had done so much running begaii to grow
lired. 1f only she could carry a peace-offering to
Aiuit Samanth»! That would make all right, and
bct small world bright again, she was sure.

“1can’t have any candy or slate-pencils for ever
” long; but I don't care, 'cause | do like her, and
she'll know jt—course she will if 1buy her a hand-
"sthief; and she wont think | got all musscd up
"ipurpose,” she soliloquized.

handkerchiefs a’nt

peace-offering.
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'it required some heroism to pass by the fresh
pop-corn balls at the store door, and to turn away
from the boxes of figs without a second glance;
but Nannie did both, and, walking straight to the
counter, made known her errand.

“ Bandanas? Yes, a prime lot of cm,” said
bustling little Mr. Carney, bringing out his whole
stock.

His small customer, standing on tiptoe to reach
the counter, gravely examinad them. Would Aunt
Samantha like a red one or a yellow one best, she
wondered. It was a perplexing question to decide.
If only she could take her one ofeach ! And that
rcminded her to ask the price.

“ Seventy-five cents apiece,” said the oid gentle-
man, briskly.

“ Seventy—five—cents |” repeated Nan, faintly.

“ Yes, sissy ; cheap at that, too.”

“ |—thought—1 did n’t know,” stammered Nan-
nie, in a sore disappointment. Then rallying her
faltering courage, she asked; “ Don’t you ever sell
any fot 'leven cents ?”

“ Eleven cents ? Bless me, child! Why, they
cost Oh ! may be you mean cotton ones?
Look a little like these.”

Nan nodded, glad to think it even probable that
she had meant anything.

“Well, I don’t keep that kind, you see,” ex-
plained Mr. Carney, condescendingly.

Discouraged and forlom, the little woman turned
away. She walked until she was quite out of sight
of the store, and then paused to meditate. W hat
should she do ? It seemed dreadfully hard to give
up her plan now when she had thought it all nicely
settled. There were plenty of stores in Bentley ;
some of them might sell handkerchiefs for eleven
cents. She glanced dubiously along the road lead-
ing to the town, and notlced that the sun was nearly
out ofsight Ijehind the hills.

“ Butitstays light ever and ever so long after
the sun sets,” she murmured, “ and it did n’t seem
a bit far when | rodé to town with Aunt S’raantha.
I guess this store is most part way. Anyhow, |
just must have a bandana!” she added, as she
once more caught sight of her soilcd apron and
muddy shoes.

She straightened her sun-bonnct, and started
resolutely forward again. She had grown to feel
that the proposed purchase was in some way a
reparation duc to Aunt Samantha, and she could
not give itup. On and on trudged the tired little
feet, aching wearily at last, but never hesitating
fior turning back. It seemed a long way, though.

“ Wonder if | wont ever and ever come to where
the houses get thicker,” she murmured. “ When
| keep a store | ’ll build it on the edge somewhere,
so folks wont have to walk so far to get to it.”
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After atime, the buildings did nestle more closcly
together, and, somewhat comforted, she stopped a
moment to rest. But she started suddenly to her
feet as a light flashed upon her from an oppositc
window. People were really beginning to light
their larops, and the dayiught was almost gone.

W eariness was forgot-
ten in the thought that
night might fall before
she could return, and
she ran as fast as her
light feet would carry
her—so swiftly and so
far that she had nearly
passed a small store with-
out seeing it.

She checked her steps

at this discovery, and
entering, asked, breath-
lessly:

“ Oh,— please,— have
you any ban-banners?”

“ What? any what?”
deraanded a severe-look-
ing lady, coming fonvard
and eying Nan suspici-
ously through her spec-

tacles.

“ Bandaners, — hand-
kcrchiefs,” cxplaincd
Nannie, less confidently.

“ Bandanas? No; |
don’t keep them,” re-
sponded the lady, very
stifBy.

“ Should think she

might have been more p’lite, if | did n’t cali it
right,” commented the young traveler as she hur-
ried along the Street once more. “ Hcre’sanother.”

This time there was only a boy in attendance.
He was head of the establishment when the pro-
prietor went to supper, and he enjoyed his impor-
tant position.

“ Do you keep ban-ban-banners?” asked Nan-
nie, growing confused again.

““Which ? | hope you don’t mean any disrespect
to the flag of your country, nia’am?”

“ No sir; | mean handkerchiefs,” said Nannie,
innocently.

“ Ah 1 yes, | understand.
article in question.”

A number of the red and yellow silks were pro-
duced, and while the brown eyes scanned them
in some perplexity, the mischievous young clerk
surveyed the comical littie figure before him, and
gravely asked:

“Is that quantity sufficient for the exercise of

I think we have tlic

PEACE-OFFERING.

[Febbuar, i

your predilections ? orwould you like an additional
supply?”

“ 1 would like ’lcven cents worth,” stammered
Nannie.

“ Eleven cents worth of silk handkerchiefs?
That’s a novelty now laughed the boy. “ Wiy,

‘&VENTV-FIVE CENTS AFIECE,” SAID THE OLD UBKTLSH»"

you see that would n’t be a seventh part of oncof
these bits of magnificence,—not a scrap toS*
enough for a rcspcctable doli. W e really coiin™
do it, ma’am. The owncr of this esublishment
has a nonsensical way of always selling his ham-
kerchiefs wholé.”

Then, at sight of the disappointed littie face, ®
fun yielded to an impulse of kindness, and from”
far-away corner he produced an oid box with ite
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dust of disuse lying thickly upon it. It contained
some small cotton handkerchiefs, gayly printed,
ivith border, pictures and verses, in briglit colors.
Nannie's eyes brightened. They were much pret-
tier thaii the others, she thought, and they were
only ten cents ! She wavered uncertainly between
apjnk and a blue one, and finally appealed to the
derk for advice.

“Wliich is the nicest? Couldn’t really say,
ma'am. If you want it for winter use, the blue
would probably match best with your nose; but if
you kcep it specially for fits of weeping, the red
miglit be nearest the proper tint.”

Nannie looked at him solemnly, but not under-
standing him in the least: she decidcd upon the
blue one, and turned away with the precious pack-
age in her hand. It was certainly growing late.
Therosy glow had all vanishcd from the west, and
one star was peeping out dimly.

“ A good deal after supper-time,” murmured
Nannie, anxiousiy. Then, glancing down a side
sweet, She caught sight of a baker’s sign. It was
huta few steps, and she was very hungry, so she
deiermined to invcst her remaining cent in a piece
of gingerbread. Eager to be on her homeward
«ay she waiked rapidly, and this did not suit the
fancy of a large dog in a ncighboring yard. He
bounded toward the fence, barking furiously, and
inamoment Nannie discovered that he had pushed
open the gate and was upon the Street. She fled
at full speed away beyond the shop and down
another Street. At last a corner hid him from
vieiv, and he did not follow her. She dared not
lelrace her steps for fear of meeting him, and-
she abandoned ail hope of a visit to the bakery.
, Theremust be other ways back to the road, though,
I she thouglit, and she wandered up one Street and
down another without coming to any building that
looked familiar. She had lost her way entirely,
and grew inore and more bewildered as she wan-
Ideted. The stars carne out thickly in the sky,
landitseemed to her that she had been traveling
Ifor hours.  Finally she found herself in a quiet,
i unirequentod part of the town, and then the bravo
1Hule heart failed utterly, and friglitened, home-
sick, and terribly weary, she sanie down by the
road-side, sobbing bitterly. She did not hear the
sound of wheels, fior notice the horses drawn up
| bKide her, until some one called:

" Helio, little one ! what ’s the matter ?”

She had heard that ncighborly voice too often
| "otto recognize it now, and she sprang up in wild

“ Oh. Captain Hoyt! Take me home!
bh, please sir, wont you take me home ?”

“ Home; chick-a-biddy ? Why, who—little Nan
Verling, | declare ! Well, if it isn’t lucky that |
did n’t sell my apples till late to-day, and am just
going out! How in the world did yon get there ?”

“ 1 lost my way,” fakered Nannie, trying hard to
conquer her tears when she was safely in the
wagén. “ | carne to buy a baiidana handkerchief
for Aunt S’'mantha.”

“ Baiidana? Well, she’ll need it, and a few
cambric ones thrown in, if she don’t know where
you are at this time of night,” declared the captain,
whipping up his horses.

He was quite right; Miss Samantha was nearly
frantic. She had sent to every house in the village,
and had learned from Tommy how her love of
neatness and carelessly expressed desire for ban-
anas had together worked mischief. But as a visit
to the store revealed the fact that Nannie had been
there and had gone, Miss Samantha could think of
nothing but that most improbable resort,—the
pond; and she had gathered a parly with ropes
and lanterns, when Captain Hoyt drove up and
deposited the small raaiden in their rnidst.

“1've got the handkerchief, Aunt S’mantha!
and 1’in so glad; but my clothes are all spoiled,
and | 'm so sorry,” began Nannie.

“ Clothes, child 1 Do you think I care so much
mote for your clothes than for you that I want to
hear about them first ?” exclaimed Miss Samantha,
with an embrace so long and cidse that Nannie was
quite astonished.

“1didn’t know,” she answered.

And Miss Samantha said not a word, for she
thought if the child really did not know, there
must have been something wrong somewhere.
She smiled a little grimly when she saw the won-
derful handkerchief, but she laid it away as if it
were a treasurc. Nannie had a nice supper and a
good night’s slcep, and felt quite bright when
Tommy looked in upon her the next morning.

“1 had an awful time; but your way is a real
good one,, Tommy, ’cause she did n’t scold a bit,”
she informad him, confidentially.

“ But | guess,—I s’pose,—anyhow, mother says
that the best way to please folks is to do as they
want you to, instead of buying ’em things,” said
Tommy, feeling that, as he had led her into trou-
ble, he was in honor bound to give her the benefit
ofthe moral that had been impressed upon him.

“ Y-e-s,” answered Nannie, rather vaguely.

But, as the weeks went on, and Aunt Samantha
grew so much more gentle that she could n’t help
being more careful not to trouble her, she thought
that handkerchief must be a very precious article.
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THE TOWER-MOUNTAIN.

By Gustavus Fkankenstein.

1 WANDERED about for what seemed to me days
and days, but always cautiously, and never wiihout
some hope of escape. At length, becoming weak,
| suppose, 1 missed my footing from a ledge of rock
and fell to a great distance. | was stunned and
bruised, but soon recovered; and considering the
course | must have come, and this last terrible
descent, | felt almost sure that | was far below the
surface of the earth, and that | must try to go up,
and must search and search until 1 should find
some way of ascending. | accordingly moved on,
with greater care than ever, and soon found that |
was in a sort of rocky passage which rose at a slight
inclination. | need not say how this discovery re-
vivad my spirits, fior how | was cheei-ed yet more
when, after a time, | carne to a level surface again,
and discovered that beyond it the passage con-
tinued as before, but much widened.

Keeping ci6se to the wall of rock on my right, 1
slowly ascended in what seemed to me a spiral
curve. Sometimes 1 would take a step to the left,
to ascertain if | still had a barrier on that side ; by
which | found that there were many openings in
the wall on that side, probably similar to the one
through which | had reached this apparently con-
tinuous passage.

Up, up | wentj gaining courage though feeling
weaker and weaker. Having the wall on my right
for so long a time, and seeming to be always
ascending, | began to think that | was in a sort of
circular honey-combed cavern.

It must be borne in mind that my progress was
exceedingly slow, consequent upon the necessity
of feeling my way, step by step, apprehensive of
going overthe brink ofa precipice in some moment
of undue confidence. How many times | lay down
to sleep, how many times | rose to continué the
task, 1 cannot tell; but, having been immured so
long, without food and without light, | began to feel
stealing over me a weaviness of exhaustion which
required the utmost power of the will to battle.

All this time | kept ascending. Suddenly the
passage seemed to open wide, and, all at once, a
bright light shot into the cavern. For the moment
| was blinded; a painfu! sensation struck me across
the brows ; but | determined to behold the light at
whatever cost. 1 opened my eyes; and now, the
shock of the dazzling brightness having passed
away, 1 saw the most beautiful effect 1 had ever
beheld in my whole life.

A ray of sunligh't fell in a round spot, briglit and
warm, on the wall at the left. It entered by a small
aperture higher up—in the wall at the right. For
a moment | looked around. | stood in a vast,
rock-bound charabcr—an immense hall—fainily
illuminated by reflection from the direct sun-tay
which fell upon a vein of quartz, and sparkled,
lively with flitting rainbow-colors. | could see the
openings in the inner wall, many of them a hun-
dred feet high, nearly all very narrow, and for the
most part vertical. On the right, the wall wes
unbroken, with the exception of the little hole
through which the blessed sunlight streamed, in
the pit ofa broad, deep, conical sort of depression.
Far behind me, | could just make out the mouth
of the passage from which | had emerged into this
spacious chamber, and before me the opening juo
another also adjacent to the wall on my right.

| felt now more assured than ever, for | was cer-
tainly above-ground. For a moment, | forgol ny
forlorn condition, and paused to admire the spien-
dor of the scene. A few minutes only, and it ives
gone. Ilingered. Should I wait to see this lowely
sight renewed? Twenty-four hours must elapse
before the sun’s return to the same position. But
iwould it come to the same point again on ihe
morrow ? | knew it could not, and that the leasi
deflection from its course that day would allowmno
ray to fall into the darkness of that mysterious
diingeon. | knew, further, that itwas either mom
ing or evening, about nine or tbree o’dock, by te
direction of the beam of light. This fact was im
mensely encouraging; my heart throbbed rapidly;
the blood carne tingling to the finger-entis; | fell*
warmtli, an energy, a hope, an animaliou of spints
| had not known for a long time. It had all along
bcen but one unending night, when often | would
wonder whether, outside, under the broad blue sky,
it was then night or day; but now | knew that il
was day.

| soon reached the passage which I had sen
ahead ofme, and found it in some places not nmore
than two or three feet wide. The ascent became
steeper, though not at all difficult, except at ae
place, where for about ten yards | was obliged M
use both hands and feet to make sure of not dip-
ping back. , .

About two hours after passing this point me i
seemed to change; there was a warmth and d*
granee to it which was very grateful; | fancieda j
that | could see somewhat indistinctly.



THE

“Surely,” ! thought, “ this seems like coming
dayiight.” vV e ot u
Warmer and sweeter grew the air; | could see
[ilewall of rock on my right; and then | suddenly
encountered a volume of air blown toward me,
-hand with a most delicious odor—for it seemed

WE SAW HIM CLIMDINO THROUGH A SQUARS OEENINS OF UCHT.”

*5if the sweetest perfumes of the earth were min-
Ninthathreath ofair. | knew | wascoming to
“ Hght! Another turn, and there before me
the grand snow-capped mountains suffused
lhe last rosy flush of the setting sun 1
bh, indescribable glory!
I'wamoment, my eyes swept over the horizon,
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—1 was far above tbe earth,—then back to the
beauteous snow in its sunset splendor. The rosy
tinges lifted and vanished, and a cool twilight glow
rested on the mountain summits. | looked upon
the plain below. Far beneath, it lay in the even-
ing shadow, with its thousand fading tints of tropic

[SEE FACE SQI

foliage, with one spot of blue, almost immediately
below, in all that mass of verdure—the lake. |
knew then that | was almost exactly above the cave
| had so long inhabited. And Pippity—Grilly—
were they there now?

| was about to cali with all my might; but what
ear could hear at that great distance ? «
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Three thousand feet at least of space separated
my friends from me. How could 1 get down that
almost perpendicular rock, and how could they
get up to me? How could they know that | was
there ?

And now the specter of starvation rose up before
me in strongest forcé. Should 1 try to find my
way back again ?—once more attempt the dark-
ness? No ! no1 Too precious was the daylight.
It would not do. And what could be gained? |
could not possibly live to reach the bottom !

The twilight restcd serenely on the encircling
range of mountain snow, then faded sweetly from
the darkening sky.

The stars are beacons of hope and faith. Under
them | lay down and slept.

It was a refreshing slumber that | had beneath
an unclouded sky, and when | awoke it was early
dawn. The cool"air was grateful; and so charm-
ing seemed all nature that | forgot my hunger and
the isolation of my position. | began, too, to ex-
amine the situation. | had emerged from the
cavern into open day by reason of the sudden termi-
nation of the wall which I had had so long on my
right.  There was left the inner wall as before,
now exposed and forming the exterior of the
mountain. | stood on a platform of rock about
four feet square. Beyond was an angle in the wall,
and just then a step to a higbcr grade of flat rock
also. Then a considerable steepness of the nafrow
floor, and a bending to the left, when it was lost to
view behind the mass of perpendicular rock. As
the sun rose, | looked down toward the lake, which
seemed to lie almost directly beneath, so nearly
perpendicular was the mountain on that side.
About six or seven hundred feet below me, 1
observed a bird flying from point to point up the
mountain. Soon it disappeared from vicw. It had
flown to the other side. Presently it re-appeared,
still circling and rising, now pcrching at one point,
and now at another higher up, then passmg out
ofview again. At lcngth it seemed to come more
directly upward; it rose more rapidly, and was con-
tinually in sight.

It was a parrot. | heard its cry. | could see it
distinctly.

“ Pippity, PLppity !” I cried, “ is that you ?”

He gave one joyful scream, alighted on my
shoulder, and then on my hand, talking as fast as
his tongue could run : “ How d’ye do? How d’ye
do ? Frank, Frank !”

“ Food, food, Pippity!” ! begged; and before
I had finished the words he flew down the abyss,
screaming as he went. | followed him with my
eyes until the precipice below prevented my seeing
him any longer.

Itseeme(4to mea full hourbefore he re-appcared,
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and as he came nearer | saw something in hisbeak,
itwas a bunch of grapes. He flew toward me, |
held out my hand to receive him, and witli a heart
full of thankfulness | took the precious fruit from

his beak.

Thank you, thank you, Pippity 1" | said, But
Pippity did n’t wait for such littie expressions of
civility. Immediately, be flew away again, ad
soon returned with other fruits, and nuts of various
kinds ; and, as he could bring but littie at a ting,

of course | could eat but littie at a
a happy circumstance, for that is
starving man should eat.

il1 about four or five hours | to
had enough.

“ And now, Pippity,” said I, *
long have | been away ?”

He promptly answered, “ Three

“ Are you sure ?”

“ Three days—one, two, three.”

I was almost sure he was right

time, whichwss
just tlie waya

Id Pippity | had
“ tell me,—how

days !"

. But how te

bird had found me | could not make out. | ques
tioned him in many ways, but could get no stis
factory answer. By my not returning the day|
went down into the hole, and not the next, mo
doubt my friends began to be alarmed for ny

safety, and set to work to find

me, if possible,

W hat Grilly did in the matter | could not conjeci-
ui-e:. but Pippity, being able to fly, probably mede

excursions round the mountain,
might possibly come out at some p

thinking that |
lace, and hopiof

thus to be able to find me and com'e to ray relici.
During the afternoon, Pippity madc a number
of trips down into the fertile plain, every tine,
bringing back something good to eat, whilsi |
rested quietly, amusing myselfwith looking at te

pleasant scenery that everywhere

surroundéd ne

talking with Pippity wheaever he was present, ad

sometimes sleeping pleasantly.

A short time before sunset, Pipp
flight down, and, not long after t
appeared, | saw him returning
twilight. Again he brought me fr

“ Go down to Grilly now,” | sa

ity took his l«i

he sun had ds1
in the beautiful

uit.

id; “ 1 will sy

up here until moming, and then you cometone

again.”
But Pippity did n't want to le

ave; and | tda

him that as he was so desirous of keeping me
pany, he might remain with me through the night

The next morning, at the first glimmeri®
dawn, | awoke, feeiing well, hearty and chediL
Pippity was offimmediately to bring rae breaktast
and about ten o’clock we set out in high

make further ascent of this sing

ular A

went well for about an hour, when,

absent after food, | came to a pl
where the walk suddenly ended.

ace in ther
A uttle |
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onand higher up it was as good as any part | had
yetgone over; but the interveningspacc ofscarcely
more ihan a .dozen feet was very steep, and, what
iies reiiiarkable, loose stones lay upon its surface
as though they had slid down from above. This
slideseemed to have been occasioncd by a softness
of the rock in that part, causing it to scalc off in
thin pieces, which the slightest disturbance would
send rattling down the mountain. Just beyond
ihese loose stones was a smooth surface of very
steep rock, over which it would be necessary to
pessin order to reach the path beyond.

| paused here; and after Pippity had brought
the ftuit and | had finished my dinner, | began
seriously to discuss' the question whether or not |
ought to attempt the passage of this dangerous
inierval. Pippity seemed to understand my inten-
tions quite well, for he grew very uneasy, and in
his queer ways, with snatches of singularly appli-
cable speech, he remonstrated most strcnuously.
Butwe now were not very far from the top, and so
fascinating seeraed the prospect of reaching the
'ICT)'pinnacle, that | could not withstand the im-
pulse of making the effortto get there. Over the
loose stones | scrambled, clinging with hands and
feet as best | could, whilst an avalanchc of rocky
fragments slid, tumbled, and rattled ominously
down the declivity.

I got my hands upon the smooth rock, but at
lray feet the loose stones were slipping rapidly
laway; this, in @ moment more, would leave me
I without support and mercilessly let me follow them.
| But Pippity, who had been flying around me in the
greatest excitement, got just above me, and plant-
ling his toes firmly against the rock, seized me by
i theshoulder. Then, holding on with a most deter-
I'mined grip of his bili, he pulled like a Trojan;
andi do verily believe the bird saved my life. By
dini of his pulling and backing upward, seconded
hymy own frantic efforts to shuffle up the rock, |
succeeded in gaining the foothold beyond. At
leasthe inspired me with fresh resolution and con-
| ddence in hciping myself.

After a little rest, we went on, winding around a
I succession of short spirals, and at last reached the
I highest point of this magnificent mountain !

What a sensation!

Perched here on the extreme point ofa pinnacle
jwre than four thousand feet above the vast plain
jMncn fertility einbosomed among the snow-clad
punutains. The lake was a spot of beautiful blue,

*A inthe center of this lovely picture.

Suddenly, we heard a rattling of stones beneath,

pMashriek.
‘Stars! What’s that —Gritty !”
r'duphc carne bounding, as lively as a cricket.

He danced around us in the greatest delight, threw
his arms around me, ran wildly here and there,
and danced and danced again.

“ Grilly, Grilly !” shrieked the parrot, “ how in
the world did you get up here ?”—and his staid
demeanor contrastad strangely with the monkey’s
antics.

But Grilly danced and danced. The fact was
that, even if he could have spoken, he was too
much excited to make reply. Grilly was great in
action; in words deficient.

The afternoon was now far advanced; and Grilly
at lastbecoming tranquil, and in keeping with the
peaceful scene around us, | said to him ;

“ How you carne up here | do not know; but
of this | am certain, that you were not as long get-
ting up as | was, for you arrived fresh and active,
whilst I was almost dead. Now, that makes me
think that although | cannot find the way back,
you may. Therefore, you shall be guide. But it
is too late to start to-day. Besides, | wish to behold
another sunset from this glorious height.”

The night was very pleasant; and as | lay upon
a fiat rock, looking out upon the stars from my
high and silent perch, the round earth looming
like a shadow far below me, | thought it would be
delightful to make a long stay on this interesting
pinnacle, especially at this time, as the weather
was very fine; but the getting of food presentad
itself as an obstacle. As Grilly was now with us,
it would be too great a tax on Pippity to supply us
both. Besides, we could not do v~ithout water. |
resolved, therefore, to set out earlyin the morning,
and that | would re-enter that dungeon, as there
was clearly no other way of getting down.

Before the sun was up, we already were descend-
ing; and when we arrived at the dangerous slide,
where the day before | had nearly slipped off the
mountain, we halted. Pippity was dispatched for
food, whilst Grilly and | sat down and conCemplated
the sunrise splendor. Four times Pippity descended
to the plain, and brought thence something to eat.
Noon was fest approaching, and it behooved us, if
we would accomplish anything that day, to press
forward without delay. As before, Pippity showed
considerable anxiety, calmly remarking, however,
as | translated his jargon, that he would, as on the
previous day, hold fast to my shoulder with liis bili.
He made Grilly get down below at the same time
and hold on to my feet; and when | began to
crawl and wriggle along the best way 1 could, | was
assisted very materially by the parrot above and
the monkey below.

Notwithstanding the perilous situation, | could
not but be amused at the ludicrous singularity of
the performance.

Above stood the sure-footed bird, aU gravity,
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pulling away at my shoulder; below was the mon-
key, holding me fast by the heels, jumping and
capering as the treacherous stones rolled from under
him. Of course, in less than a minute the whole
thing was over, and | was safely landed on a good
broad walk.

We arrived at the opening of the dungeon.
Descend into it? Again be lost—perhaps perish ?

| hesitated. | shrank from entering; and yet,
down into it I must go !
“ Pippity,” said I, to my trusty parrot, “ we will

linger here another day. You must bring us all
the food you can between this and night; and
to-morrow morning, with the first peep of dawn,
be ready to go down again, and make as many
trips before noon as you can, so that we shall be
able to undertake that dark and uncertain journey
with at least a small quantity of provisions."

Grilly ran in and out of the dark passage quite
frequently, both that evening and the next morn-
ing, evidently evincing a desire that the descent
should be made without delay, which convinced me
that he had come through all the darkness which
yel lay between us and dcliverance.

The sun had reached the zenith when I at last
bade farewell to the light and resolutely determined
to proceed.

“ Good-bye, Pippity 1 We shall meet you below.
Fly down, get everything ready for our reception,
and have the table well supplied with the choicest
fruits that you can find.”

But Pippity dlung to me, and would not leave.

“ I will go with you! | wantto go 1” implored
the bird.

No expostulation could deter him from accom-
panying us.

Grilly led the way ; and when we lost the light,
he squealed and chattered, and frequently ran back
to make sure that Pippity and I were following him.
| kept cidse to the wall on my left. We passed over
the steep place. Still | kept cidse to the wall.
The wall was on my left—still on my left. We
were going at a pretty pace, as the monkey was
continually urging us forward. We could not go
fast enough for him. AIl at once he squealed
significantly. He ran back to me. He took hold
of my hand, and Icading me slowly forward a few
paces, | found there were three diverging passages.
He drew me into the middle one. Then we re-
sumed our quick gait, and, for some little time, all
appeared to be plain sailing again.

It may be asked, why did | allow myself to be
guided by a thoiightless monkey ? But here, in
this darkness, was not reason entirely at sea?
Might not instinct be superior to reason and avail
something ? | abandoned myself entirely to its
mysterious power. | had faith in it. Grilly pro-

TOWER-MOUNTAIN.

[Feituak

ceeded with such confidence that I could not hut
trust him.

We had been plodding our way through the
darkness for about four hours, | thought, whtn
Grilly gave a loud shriek, and, running back lo
us, led us hurriedly forward; light became faintly
visible; we ascended a few steps through a ety
narrow passage; we carne abruptly to a stop; tlu
monkey grasped something that hung down from
above, and sprang upward with the agilityofhis
nature. We saw him high above our heads clitnb-
ing through a square opening of light. Intrne-
diately, he was descending again.

“Why, Pippity,” | cried, “ we are at the bo-
tom ! Up there is our palace !”

“ Ofcourse it is!” shrieked the parrot, in atonc
which sounded more like a shout of joy than te
voice ofa bird; and, clinging to one of a niiinbet
of long grass stems that could now be distinctly 1
seen hanging from the top, he climbed up withMI |
and daws as bandsomely as any parrot ever 1
the like, crying as he went:

“Come along, Frank I W e’re all riglit1”

Grilly was now down, too . and, reachiug me his,
hand, he would fain have tried to puli me tothe,
top. But | gave him to understand that 1 coud,
very well take care of myself, and up 1 wenthy:
means of hands and feet—the monkey all cupcrs.
the parrot all talk, the man thankful—and whenw |
stood in ourgrand oid palace once more, three nore
thoroughly delighted creatures never were seen.

“ Now, Pippity and Grilly,” said I, “ bring some-1
thing to eat. Search our broad garden for thej

besL Let us eatand be merry. While the 1
yet glows, let us enjoy ourselves.”
Away went the faithful anitnals. WIlten theyl

were gone, | walked forth and stood under Ae
beautiful trees, surrounded by all the adornini
verdure. How glad was | to be once more ontel

ground, once more in the world !

Presently, | saw Pippity and GriEy retuming. |
The latter had an immense load of Juscious i
strung over his back, besides what he dragged after |
him in a large basket. It may well be imaginei |
that we had a most delightful meal.

After this, | made frequent visits to the topofi
the pinnacle, always taking Grilly with me, R
pity, as a general thing, being content to lake dej
short cut and meet us at the aperture above.

But before taking these trips, | made Gilly
stretch a line of the long silken cords (which
found in abundance) from one end of the daiu
passage to the other, so that I could find
back, if the monkey should fail me. 1 also «™
strong ropes, made of these strands, to get |
the dangerous slide.

These trips afforded us an agreeable divereion-1
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We had now, it might be said, entire command of
ourmountain palace—our magnificent had below
andour splendid look-out above. Months passed
aitay in this happy abode. Sometimes we visited
ihe distant mountains, ever exploring, ever learn-
ing, ever rejoicing; but always returning to our
happy home with a renewed relish of its rare com-
fortsand matchiess advantages.

During one of the excursions to the neighbor-
ing mountains,—Pippity alone accompanying me,
Grilly having gone to assemble his tribe for a fresh
supply of cocoa-nuts,—we were leisurely contem-
plating the great expanse of loveliness that lay be-
, foreus, in the canter of which our noble dwelling
Icomed up superbly.

“What a splendid domain is ours !” | said to
Pippity. “ We have everything that man need
wish—and, for that matter, parrot or monkey
either. How bountiful, here, is nature, and withal

| so beautifull And our palace ! Was ever any-
thing in the world like it?”

Asthe parrot made no answer, | looked toward

] him, for 1was certain that he would join in praise
ofall our precious blessings.

There was a troubled look about him. His
wiiigs moved convulsively. The feathers stood
riiffling from his body. He was in a state of the
| greatest agitation.

Iwasalarmed. “ W hat’s the matter, Pippity.?”
1cried. But Pippity replied only with a succession
| of loud shrieks growing ever louder and louder.

The air had laecome as still as death.

My body appeared to move from side to side.
INo, no1 The ground was rising, falling! It
seemed no longer solid. Like a wave it rose and
fll- The foot-hills below us separated, reft into

| anfl chasms. | looked toward our home. Just
thencried Pippity:

“Oh, our palace ! Our palace 1”

"Ah, ah! It falls1 It falls1 See, see, how

I Ihcliuge rocks rive and crumble!”
I What a fall was there ! A crash that echoed
I terribly in that circle of mountain wildness !
Adoud of dust rolled in fearful mockery where
Qemoment before had stood the proud pinnacle.
Anenormousmass of rocks fell into the lake below,
| lie vapors rose in a rival cloud. High in the
fanainent they curled and twisted, their wreathing
together telling a woful tale of destruction.
We forgot our own danger in watching all our
| ?raitdeur dashed to nothingncss.
Destruction as it was, it was grand !

But Grilly! Where was he? “ Ah, Grilly,
0% 1" cried I, “ 1 fear he is lost!”

Come, come!” said Pippity. “Where’s
1 Find Grilly ! Quick, quick !

ti there was some rough country to get over.
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Gaps, masses of uprooted trees, rocks, earth and
vcgetation mingled in confusién.

At last we arrived at home—no,
Nothing but a heap of niins !

And where was Grilly? Wc searched, but found
him not. We called, and called again; but an-
swer there came none.

Pippity, with a shriD and deafening cry uttered
ceaselessly: “ Grilly I Grilly! Grilly! Grilly!”

But answer there came none.

And all the next day we sought, and still poor
Pippity cried, “ Grilly! Grilly!”

But the dead, the lost, answer not.

* . * « > » «

A home we had no longer. Where once stood
magnificence, ruin now stared us in the face.

“ Pippity!” I said to poor Polly, “ we will leave
this once glorious spot. Our home is desofate. It
is home no longer. Let us seek new scenes in
other lands.”

“ Where shall we go ?” asked Pippity—and if a
parrot could shed tears he would have shed them.

“ Wewill go to the abodes of men. We will
go among civilized people.”

“1, too, Frank. I, too! CaliGr [

“ Say no more, Pippity 1 Strive to forget.”

For seventeen days we traversed the mountains,
picking up a scanty subsistence by the way. Pip-
pity was considerably frightened by the condors
that really seemed to threaten us when we reached
great elevations; and | was astonished at the re-
uiains of the once stupendous works of the ancient
dwellers in this land. Bridges stretching from
mountain to mountain, over immense, deep val-
leys, attestcd the knowledge and powcr of that sin-
gular race. *

Later, we began to meet people ; a hut here and
another there, with miles between. Pippity was
quite at a loss to know what to make of such per-
sons as we met. W hen two or more happened to
be convei-sing together, it was utterly incompre-
hensible to him how they could understand one
another.

“ W hat jargon isthis?” he evidently tried to say,
“ that these people are all the time jabbering ? It
is nothing but an unmeaning chattering of mon-
keys. Can it be possible that they know what they
are babbling ? And you understand that gibberish,
t00?”

| bad taught Pippity no language but my own,
and it was no wonder that he was surprised when
he heard people so like me talking quite differently.

W e soon reached the sea-coast; and if Pippity
was surprised at what he saw in tl*e towns and
cities, the citizens, many of whom were familiar
with the English tongue, were still more surprised
at his wonderful gift of language.

not home !
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My own appearance until I bought myself some
decent clothes, created quite a sensation among
the people I met. During my long stay in my
mountain home, | had been obliged to mend and
darn ray garments with the fibers of plants until
there wasscarcely a vestige of the original fabric re-
maining ; and | looked like a veritable scarecrow.

But 1 was not poor. In a little, home-made
wallet, | carried a small handful of diamonds,
which | had, from time to time, found in my wan-
derings about the Tower-Mountain. These now
did me good service. | easily converted'them into
money, which gave me the means of living and
traveling as | pleased.

W e took ship, Pippity and I, and sailed away to
my oid home in the north. On the voyage, the
gifted bird was the hero of the vessel. Ladies,
gentlemen, children, and even the officers and crew
of the ship, were glad to gather around him and
talk to him. No such parrot had any ofthem seen
before. | had magnificent offers made to me, if |
would consent to sell him, but | refused them all,
and, after awhile, Pippity himself relieved me of
the duty of declining to sell him. When an offer
of parchase was made, he would say, “ | can’t be
bought1”—or, if the proposal carne from a lady,
“ Madam, your offerismostrespectfully declined !”

The
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At last we reached my native city, and here a
great misfortune happened to me.

In walking about the streets with my nparrot,
Pippity was constantly obliged to inhale the fumes
of tobadceo. He could not endure it, and frequently
asked me in his own fashion why people persisted
in puffing such sickening smoke from their mouths.
1 explained the matter to him, but he never could
see any sense in it. It was known on board ihe
ship that Pippity disliked the fumes of tobaceo, and
he was such a general favorite that no one smoked
in his presence.

But in the city streets he met with no such con
sideration. He was incessantly compeUedtobreaihe
tobaceo smoke, and it made him ill. In avery few
days he was seized with a painful choking sensa-
tion, caused by the irritation of the smoke, and in
a short time he died. His last words were:

“ That detestable tobaceo !”

And so | lost this good friend. 1 had his dch
stuffed, and presentcd it to our society of natural
history.

There were people to whom | told this story of
my adventures who did not believe me, but I'm
always sure they would have credited my word if
only I had had my monkey and my parrot with
me to corrob6rate the truth of my strange history.

End.

GIFTS FOR ST. NICHOLAS.*

BY Emma E.

Grieve not, o Santa Claus, who filis
Each stocking, box and tree;

Nor think, most desofate of saints,
None bring good gifts to thee.

W e place no candles in thy crypt,
No gold upon thy shrine,—
Thou bringest us the frankincense,

The tapers and the wine.

But rarer gifts, good Nicholas,
Than these, thy children bring,

W hen up and down an echoing world
The Christmas bells all ring.

W e bring our brightest, truest leve
To crown thy happy brows;

No monarch wears a coronel
So light as holly-boughs.

1 An answer co “ Left Out," pub

Brewster.

We bring our gayest, fairest hopes, '
W ith smiling memories spun;

So rich a robe has never shone
Earth’s proudest king upon.

We bring our trust, our childhood failk
And place it in thy hand;

No jeweled scepter has such power
To rule on sea or land.

Then stay, O-dear St. Nicholas1
Look on thy heaped-up shrine;

Our hearts, our hopes, our memories,
Our trusts, our faith are thine 1

There ’s not in all the calendar
One saint whose altars shine

W ith such gay throngs of worshipefs>
Such precious gifts, as thine!

lished in ihs December number.
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One or two of the following gamos of marblcs
may be known to the readers of St. Nicholas, but
wethink tliey all will be new to a great many boys.

The Arched-Board Count-Game.

Astrip of board, half an inch thick, five inches
ivide, and twenty-two inches long, has notches cut
p one side, two inches wide at the bottom, and

/"1 Y /

tapering as shown. Short bits of board nailed
upon each end keep the strip upright. Then itis
placed upon the floor within two feet of the wall.
Each pInyer is provided with the same number of
marbles (from three to five, or as many as the
players wish), and from the opposite side of the
room he rolls at the board, the object being to roll
through the arches, which have numbers immedi-
ately above them in the manner shown. The one
making the most counts after rolling all the mar-
blesis entitled to one game. Or, if you have but
fiveor six marbles, each party rolls the whole num-
ber by himself, and should there be a tie between
those who make the highest aggregate number,
theymust roll again, the one then having the high-
esttally winning the game.

Turee-Arch Discount-Game.

This board is as wide and thick as the other,

butisonly eighteen inches in length. The ccnter

arch is four

inches wide,

the two small

ones three

incheseach. In playing, each boy rolls from four

téten marbles ench, every marble that passes under

thecenterarch counting forty; if the marble goes

lbrougheither small arch, twenty is deducted from

thecount, or, as the boys say, is “ counted off” each

lime, So, if you are not a good shot, it is likely

you will lose more than you will gain. In this, or

theprevious game, if you fail to pop your marble
through any arch, it is lost.

The Ten-Block Count-Game.

Vou are to make ten blocks ofwood, each about
® inchsquare; upon one side of each you mark

IN-DOOR GAMES AT MARBLES.
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tbe figure o j on the other sides the numbers 10, 20,
30, 40, and 50, tho 50 lieing upon the side oppo-
site the 0. The blocks are placed upon the floor
or carpet in the form
of a half diamond, as
shown. The o in each
case being placed up-
watd, each player rolls
four marbles singly at
the blocks, tbe objecd;
being to hit as many of
them as possible. When done, count the numbers
on the upper sides of all the blocks, and replace
them for the next player. It is a lively game.

-fgot

Swinging-Block Count-Game.

This is but a modification of the block-game just
described. A common pin or tack is driven partiy
into one side of a block, which is connected by a
string with a little strip ofwood above. Instead of

making side-pieces for supports, two chairs can be
used, letting the strip rest upon the seat or lower
rounds. Each block has the same number upon
every side, and is hung so that the bottom is
about one-quarter of an inch from the floor. When
a marble strikes a block it swings a jittle and soon
is quiet. This saves considerable work in replacing
overturned blocks. For each block hit, tally the
number upon it. '
Circle-Game.

Mark upon a piece of paper three rings, the
largest from eight to fiffeen inches in diameter, the
other two considerably smaller. W ithin the rings
mark the numbers 10, 20, and
;0, as shown. Lay this paper
upon the carpet or floor, and
roll your marbles, the object
being to have them stop upon
the paper and asnear the center
aspossible, each personto lethis
remain where they stop until all
ofhisbe rolled. Should a marblerestona line, tally
for it the number in the largest circle adjoinmg.
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TOMMY'S THREE HORSES.

The first is a pony without any head,
T is a wonder, indeed, how the creature is fed.

The second, you see, is a steady oid chair;
Very gentle is he, and he needs littie care.

And here is another—the third one, of course;
But the driver’s Tom’ brother, and Tom?’ his own horse.
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THE CHICKENS THAT WOULD NOT BE TAME.

in a small village there lived an oid woman who kept poultry. One
day this oid woman went to see a little girl, who had some chickens which
were so tame that they would eat corn and crumbs out of her hand.

“That’s nice,” said the oid woman; “ I shall teach my chickens to do that.”

So she went home, and got some corn and some crumbs, and went
out into the yard and called the chickens ; but they would not'come to her.
They were afraid of her, because she used to shout at them, and throw
sticks at them, every time they carne
into the garden, or near the house.

When she saw that her chickens
would not eat out of her hand, this
oid woman was very angry, indeed.

“You bad chickens!” she said,

"1'1l catch you and make you eat
out of my hand.” So she ran after
them and tried to catch them, but
some ran one way and some another,
and she could not lay hold of any
of them.

The next day she went again to
the house where the tame chickens
were, and this time she saw the little
girl’s mother, and told her about the
trouble she had, and how her chickens would not let her come near them.

“l don’t see why they are not nice, gentle chickens like those your
litle girl has,” said the oid woman.

“Well,” said the little girl’s mother, “ perhaps they would be tame if you
had always treated them as well as my little girl treats her chickens. She
has been kind and gentle with them ever since they carne out of their
shells, and they have learned not to be at all afraid of her. But | think I
have seen you throwing sticks at your chickens and chasing them about
the yard. If you do that, they cannot help being afraid of you, and they
will never come to you and eat out of your hand.”

What the little girl’s mother said was very true, and if any of you have
birds or animals which you wish to tame, you must always treatthem so
kindly that they will never have any reason to be afraidtd cometo you.
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“ Thirty days has September, April, June and
November; all the rest have forty-three, except
February, which is leap-year every four months.”
I may not repeat this correctly, but | heard a littie
boy saying something of the kind. Perhaps you
all know the jingle better than | do, so | ’U say no
more about it.

NATURE’S PADDLE BOATS.

A LITTLEbird hastold me such a strange thing!
It’s about a kind of jelly-fish which he called a
“ Globe-Beroe,” | think; but you can find out for
yourselves, if | caught the fiame aright or not.

This jelly-fish looks like a tiny ball of the clearest
jce. All around it, much after the fashion of the
lines of longitude on a geographical globe, are
eight bands a littie less transparent than the rest
of the body. On each of these are thirty or forty
small paddies, in shape like the floats upon Ilhe
paddle-wheels ofa steamboat; and it is by means
of these that the littie creature pushes itscif along
in the water. The paddies are alive, and inove either
swiftly or slowly, one at a time or all together.

Not only can this natural paddle-boat send itself
along, but it can aiso cast anchor. It puts forth
very fine threads, which gradually lengthen, unfold-
ing from their sides transparent tendrils like those
of a vine. These catch hold of and twine around
some fixed tfiing, and moor the crafi; and when
the Beroe is about to be roving again, they unwind
themselves, and all slip quietly back into the littie
ice-ball out of sight.

There are countless millions of Beroes in the
Arctic regions, where the sea is in some parts
colored by them for miles and miics. Ifthere were
not such immense fleets of these tiny paddle-boats
there would be littie chance for us to wonder at
them, because they .choose for their moorings just
the places where whales love best to feed and play
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theirrough games, and where, too, their own prcj.
ence in the sea makes it into a kind of 5oup of
which wiiales are very fond.

TINY TREES.

Onty think of trees, full-grown trees, so smll
that several of them,—roots, stems, branchcs and
ali,—piled one above another, would not be as ldf
as | am !

W hat kind of birds would stoop to roost in siidi
littie, littie trees, | °d like to know ?

They tell me that such tree-lings do really grow
away up, on high mountains, near where the sncnt
stays all the year through, and also in very coid
countries near the polar circles.

| do hope the words “ polar circles™ wili bring
clear ideas to you, my dears. They ’ve quite tar
gled up my notions. Wont some of you explain
the things to me ?

BIRDS AND TELEGRAPH-WIRES,

The Littie Schoolma’am has been talking aboui
snow-birds, and she says there was a poem aboui
them in St. NicholaS$S for April, 1875, and aisoa
picture ofthe dear littie fellows comfortably pcrched
on a telegraph-wire, out in Colorado, somewhere.
| daré say you ’ll remember them, my chicks.

Well, she went on to say that telegraph-wires
are not always such good friends to birds, forshe
had heard that, along the great railroads jn tht
W est, kirge numbers of prairie-chickens are kiled
at certain seasons of the year by flying against the
wires. Sometimes this may happen in the dark
but more often in the day-time when the windis
very strong.

Ofcourse, this can’t very well be helped; butij
does seem dreadful, does n’t it, my dears ? How
ever, the secrion-men, who have charge of the
railroad tracks, get some good from it, for they
make a regular business of gathering the falco
birds, which are then cooked and eaten.

WALTON’S KITTY AGAIN.

Deas JacX: A”while ago 1 told in St. Nicholas somethiD
about “Walton’s Kjtly," ihat lovis music and clinibs upon anace
who rings to her, puthn” her head as clcae as can be to (he lipsof
the singcr. Kow, here » another true story about thU aame cat:

lo the summer, Walton'a aunt used (o set the mllkin a cool Geao,
in a pitcher with a long, narrow ncck* but day after day, wheo »
time came, every drop of that milk was gone, Nobody N
nobody used it, nobody spilled Il. “ Walton’s Kitty" and aUk:
descendanls were clear of susplcloc, because of the long,
ncck of that pitcbcr.  So everybody watched and waiied lo find®*
how ihe milk weni.

And ihis BBwhatthey saw: There sat Walton's Kitty," dipptffi
hcr paw deep down into the pitcher,'taking ic out, and (fien Uppél
che milk (romit! Ifshe dropped the smallest drop, she stnpped
deaned that up® and then wecnc on. As ihe dwindJcd
bottom of the pitcher she shook her paw around; and she never«
offuntil overy drop of mjlk was gone!

Since then, the milk for tea aunds in a covered pitcher, but “W*
ton's Kitty” has hcrsin a tall, narrow goblet. It Isa very rifaw
sight, and people laugh tiU they cry as they watch her.—YousiWi

CcSs

FLINT ONCE WAS SPONGE.

You reverwould think it, would you, mydearsj
But the Littie Schoolma’am says that it was; "
she ahvays is right.

She says that flint really is nothing more fior les
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uiap Sponge turned to stone. Once the sponge
orew at the bottom of the sea, as other sponges
orow nowj but that was ages and ages ago, and
since then the sponge, turned to flint, has lain
covered by rocks and earth of many kinds piled
thick above it. Seen with a microscope, flint shows
themake of sponge in its fibers; and sometimes
ron can see, bedded in it, the shells of the tiny
creatures on which the sponge had fed. Now and
then, inside a flint, will be found bits of the sponge
not yet changed.

That last proof settles it; but I must say it’s
| hard to believe;—bard as the flint, almost.

SOME OLD PUZZLES.

Here are two letters, with oid puzzles in them,
Ithat may amuse you for a while on one of these
shivery cvenings, my chicks. 1 ’ll tell you the an-
I swers next month.

Michigan.

DcARJack*in-thb-Pilpit: The othermght one of my brothers
1 he did not believe we could pronotioce a certajii word afcer he
1 ¢otild have spelled it. 1 will telj you what it is, though you oiay
| laveheaid iboutil already:

A cross, a circle complete,

An upright where two semhcircles do meei,
A trianglc standing upon two feet,

Two scmUcircles, a circle compleie,

Vours truly, Cora.
Oswego, N. Y.
B&ASJack: | send you a riddle which 1 found. 1 take St.
KiCHOLAsand like it very much. 1 have all of che volumes from
1874

| am a word of plural Dumber,

A foe to peace and human slumber,

Yei, do but add the leiter S,—

Lo! what a metamorpbosis!

Whai plural vas, is plural now no more.
And sweet ’s what bitter was before.

Yours truly, KIiTTIE.

Talking about riddles, reminds me of one that
:wes made hy Richard W hately, an archbishop of
1 Dublin, as | 've heard. This isit;

"*“When from the Ark's capacicus round
The beasts carne forth in pairs,
Who W the first to hear the sound

Of boots Upon the stairs?™

I’'m told that it never has been guessed right by
lanybody; yet the archbishop said there was an
IJnswer, although he did not say what it was. May
I beyoucan solve the riddle, my dears, if you brush
upyour wits a bit? Let me ftnow as soon as you
Uiinkyou have the right answer.

THE NEWEST FASHION.

The girls of the Red School-house often talk
labout new fashions, especialiy when the Little
| Schoolma’am is about, for she is pretty sure to
rirop some useful hints. Well, one day she told
Jiem among other things, about the *“ latest
Iwveliy" in ladies” ball-dresses at Upernavik, in
Gteeniand.

As ncarly as | can remember, sliq said that the
I cwiume consists of a little jacket, made of bright-
| Mlored calic6 or flannel; long pantaioons of seal-
\ Irimined like the jacket and sitting ci6se to the
"pJte; and white, red or blue boots: the whole
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set off by gay ribbons and all the beads the wearer
can get.

A jaunty suit enough, nodoubt; but, if she wore
only that, the wearer must have been obliged to
dance, merely to keep herselfwarm.

By the way, | wonder what ever possessed them
to cali that frozen country Green-land ?

TO SURPRISE A DOG.

This is the way a man among the Himalaya
Mountains once astonished a stranger dog. He
put on a pair of huge goggles and walked steadily
and quietly toward the dog, without speaking a
word. The dog bristled up and stared hard for a
moment, and then, all at once, he seemed to wilt,
and away he slunk as if ashamed of himself.

1 heard about this only the other day, my dears,
and | tell it to you merely to warn you not to try
the little trick, unless you ate sure your dog will
not get angry and jump for you.

It would not look well for you to slink off as if
you were ashamed of yourself.

THE KINDERGARTEN AT HOME.

DcAR Jack : Will vou picase tcll yourolder boys and girls thal in
good Systems of Kiiidcr*len teachin® they will find a many
means of amusing invalia brothers or sisters wiLhout wearying them,
and many games and much fun for tbe younger ones, v*o wili
leaio at Clicsame time things that they oughc co know. To carry
out these melhods one wants sticks, blocks, ates, "ats, colorad balls,
and other things easy to make and chcap (o buy, (he use of whieh b
pleasant to teach as well as to leam and practice.

| bought lately a fuUset of Eindeigarten apparatus such as Thave
oamed, and seot It to a litde niece of mine in California, and the
dear little one writes to me ihat she has had much happincss and
enjoymentoutofit | hopesomeofyouryoung friendswtl tiy the
experiraenc and let me know whai succcss they bave.—I am, dear
Jack, youts afiectionately, A Little Schoolma’am.

KAFFIR IRONING.

YOiu all know how ironing is done here—with
flat-irons, | think somebody said. Well, the birds
tell me that the Kaffirs of South Africa don’t use
flat-irons, but bave quite another way. They make
the clothes into a neat flat package, which they
lay on a big stone. Then they just dance on the
package until they think the clothes are smooth
enough 1 It must be good fun to them ! Luckily,
Kaffirs don’t wear cuffs and frills.

SLIPPERS FOR HORSES.

W here do horses wear slippers ?

Now, my chicks, this is not a conundrum. So
you need not be chirping out, “ On their feet, of
course j” or some foolish answer of that kind. The
real answer is, “ Japan,”—at least, so | 'm told,
and there are such numbers of other queer things
there, that | don’t wonder it is so.

Well, Japanese horses wear straw slippers,—
clumsy-looking things, | should say. But, besides
that, they stand in their stablcs with their heads
where American horses’ tails would be I Perhaps
Japanese horses like to see for themselves what is
going on ?

“ Where is the food put?”

Why, in a bucket hung from the roof, of course.
W here else, would you suppose ?
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FuirHaven, Vi, 1877.

Dear St. Nicholas: Two of roy ~slers and myself have token
your maffA21Q0 over since ic waspublishcd, and Ukcil voy much. |
am glad ML?$ LouUa M. Alcoltis writing o story for your magasine,
as | am very fond of her stories.

| have read “ Eight Cousios,” “ Rose la Bloom/ " Liule Men,”
“ Hospital Sketches, “Aunt To’'sScrap*Bag/'and “ Little Women,”
with aU of which 1 was deli~ted. | have three sUters, who, with
myself, have been called “ Meg, Amv, Beth and Jo.” My oldest
sister, Alicc, who Is twcnly years oid, has been called “ Meg” ; my
sister Ada, who is sixteen years oid, Is the “Amy” of our famil”;
my little sister Stclla, who is eleven years oid, is well skiilled jn mustc,
and we think she is very much Ukc *Bcth” ; and | am thirleen, and
have been caUed “ Jo.”

So, you see, 1 was grcaily interested in “ Lirtle Women,” as |
could appreciate ic so well: and it seemed to me as if Miss Alcolt
must have seen tis four giris before she wrote tbe story.

1 have four first cousins, and they are all boys, and with my sisters
and me we are “ eight cousins.” One of my cousins is a littie baby,
a lirtic over ive weeks oid. He makes the eighth cousin.

I likcd ihc piece abouc Miss Alcott in the December number very
much. We expecttotake your magazine undl we are young women.
1 think it llie best pubU”hed for young people.—Your fricod,

Ahnie Adams.

By letters just received from Eogland, wc leam that the pretty
Chiisiinaaand New-Year carda in our Pecember and January iasues
were haidrawn by Miss Greenaway, though a friend had mUtakenly
sent them tous last summer as specltnens of that Udy’s work, cuc
from a scrap*book. We, therefore, hasten to correct the error, wish>
Ing, at che same time, that we knew to whose hand to credlt che
drawings. To our sdll greatcr regret, we now leam that Marcus
Ward & Co., of London, had published chese as Christmas cards,
and counled upon havinga large sale for thern in America. Had we
known chis in time, we certainly should not bave copicd chc pictures
without previously reférring to the publishers. The best reparadon
we can make at the present date is chiaacknowledgmentand atfit of
honest advice to our readers: Hunt the shops for che beautifully
colored cards from which these pictures were copied, and buy them
fornext Christmas. They are far better than our printed enes.

Brooklyn, N. Y.

D kai? St. Nicholas5 | am twelvcycars oid and very fond of read-
ing, and as | never can find an interesting book of history, | read
stories. But mamma and other people tell me | oughttorad some-
thiog inslructive, but as | never can find anything I like, | would be
muca obliged if you would help me a Uttie by glving me a IUt of
pleasant books. I have taken you for chree years and enjoy you very
much indeed.—Your very affecdonate rcader, Atlicb Clinton.

“ Greene’s Shorter History of the English People,” a new work,
is very interesting. H- M- D. in the “ Leitcr-Box,” October, 1876,
says that “ The Life and Timcs of Sir Philip Siduey” is such a picas-

anf book that you cannot help havinga good time when you are reat
ing ic,and will not think it is history unless you know bcforelunL
“Scven Historie Ages,” by Arthur Calman, is another ailracilvcb»l;,
and, if you are Hke most smact girls of your age, you wil) find Pr«.
coci’s “ Ferdinand and Isabella” as interesting as many stoty bont.
It is a history of Spatn in its most prosperous times. It is loof; ki,
once begun, few find it hard to finish.

Geneva, N. Y.

Dear St. Nicholas: Picase tell “Jack™ that apples tliatan
partsour and part sweet grow in the beautiful State of NewYwl
| have usted of sucb fruic and am sure it is so. Who cantdl i
more about tbis wondcrful fhiit? And how manv have cvcraun
such apples?

Can any one tell me what causes them to grow one side "veetad
the other sour? Koping Co hear more on this subject, I mrii,

yours tnily, AU.IA A yieiswobth

Mobile, Ala.

Dbar St. N ichoras : | wish lo tell you of Fanny, our llitk ok,
who cannotbe Torced to work on Sunday. She is gentle, obedlest
and faithful on week days, but on Sunday Fanny wili not be aait
to move.

Ilon't think us heathen, dear St. Nicholas, for the boysjustuw
to make her carry a load ofhay as a test, and to tease her, also: b*
when papa saw what they were up to, he puC a stop to it, and nev
Fanny enjoys her Sundays in peace. My little sister says, "sheisa
irligious mulé." Do you thmk ihat the mulé really knows «ica
Sunday has come?—Y our wclUwisher, Ernestine Hauuoto.

KING ALFRED AND THE CAKES.
(Jack-iti-ttu-Pulpii's Siory ik ihe “tceruher Nuniher,
Siraightened Out)

KING Alprct) THE Great, having been driven by thePariKr
scek safeCy in fllght, disgulsed hunsclias a peasant, and look rdic*
in tbe butofa cow-berd, where he was told to watch the bakiog @
some cakes. Buthe forgot the calces and leCthem burn: aud
the berdsman’s wiié carne in, she gave him a souod scolding  bs
carelessness.

Charles . ofEngland was defeated at Maratén Moor; andbes*
Charles 11., after losing the batde of Worcesier, barely cscapedeaf™™
ure, by hiding In Uxe leafy branches of an oak-tree.

Rol~rt Bruce lost many baldes, fighdng fot the ScoiDsb ibr».
Atlength, he lay down disheartencd on a hcop of straw in anoldl*
W hile be was thinking over bis troubles, he saw a spidcr tOB*
get from Oneraftcr to another. It failed many times, but atlas*”
ceeded, and Bruce, taklng courage al the jnsecc’s cxample, a
hghting undl he bad sccured his kingdoni.

Sirlsaac Newton hnd on h:s lablc apile of papers uponwbkh'
written calculadons that had taken him tweiity years lo mske
evening, he left the room fora few mioutcs, and when be caiDch»**
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" te found ihat his dog “ Diamond” had overtumed a candle
jfldselineto the precious papen, ofwWch nothing was left but a
bopofashes. Itwasthenthathe cried, “ Oh, Diamondi Dbmond!
*ou litile knowcst what mischief Iliou hast done! ™

It js said that George Washington, when a I>oy, descroyed his
6lher*s favorite cherry-tree, and, being asked about il, repUed: “ |
opaoi lell a lie; 1 did it with my litie hatchcl.”

{~ver Cromwell, when dispcrsing ParUament, saw ihe Speakeres
nax upon the tablc, and, pointing lo it, said, “ Takc away ihat
teobfel”

Jusi after Lord Nelson's great naval viciory off Cape Trafalgar, as
kvas dying ftom a wound received in the battle, he kept repeating
Hawords, " Thank Heaven, Xhave done my duly 1”

Piiwe ivilliam, son of Henry 11, of England, was dxowned on his
wayhome from France. The king was so affccted by his loss that

benever »ailed again.”

[Psnnie ?. scods n complete and corred version. Willie H. Paul
gfd Beriha Paul suaighiened out all of the story exccpt the part
¢outLord Nelson. The verrions sent by E J. Smith, Charlic W.
Jerome, Lulu Way, and John N. L. Pierson, were correct, as far as
(bey«eni, but they «xplalned only the paits that referred 10 King
Alfred hirnself.]

Hhsr i< a litiie story sent lo St. Nicholas as a companton to
“The Story that Would n't be Told,” in the November number:

The Story Nobody Khew,

Once ihere was a lillle story that nobody knew, and nobody could
tellit, bccause nobody knew ic, and yet this Uttie slory wanted dearly
ittbe told. 1t used to wait about where people were telling stories,
andwhen a story was ended and the merry laugh went round, Il
wWsay coitself, “ Now ihey will certainly lell me,” but ihcy never
dd. Soat lase this Uttle siory got quite low”pihled and wandered
ofThy itselfoutof the house, and through the garden into the orchaid,
andibere jii the orchard, under an apple-cree, there was a Utlie girl
I"gfost asieep among the butiercups and dalries. The lillle slorv
looked all around to see that no one else was there, and then it cud-
dU down beride the sleeping child and whispered itselfinto her ear.
](wes80exciciog. so charming, ihac the lictle %irl awoke, and thought
ibehad drcamea it all, and rao to tell ber motherthe beautiful dream.
Wheo she saw her mother, she cried out, “ Mother! molbert” and
«»just about to ceU the littie story, when suddenly she forgotit all,
sndnow the littie story can never be told, but lestill comes to good
childrentn iheir drcams.

A UTTLE GIRL, eleven years oid, sends these verses of her own
oaipotiiion to the “ Letter*Box™ :

VALENTINE

I am a little Cupid,
And | come to virit thec,
To lell you that 1 love you,
And lo know if you love me.

And if you'il be my Hltle wife.
And come along with me,
1’1l lake you to a lovely place,

And pretty flowers you'll see.

And when you have been there a day,
You'Ube a Utde Cupid,

With no hard lesson-books to Icam,
That aic ao duU and stupid.

Eul iryou will not come and be
My pretty Uttie wife,
You'll go straight back to school again,

With lesson» all your life. K. Unhiacke

Two Rivera, Wis,
Dba* St. NICHOLAB: | am not quite ten years oid, but I am one
~ pur olde«i subscribers. We havc every number from the very
éRt lhave a brothcr Fred, two years older than I. We have
lived on the shorcs of Lake Michigan,

biuifig ilie summer months, the steamer comes in from Chicago
_ moming. Fied and 1like 1o get up early in the moming, and
1Doo*n to ific beach, bdbrc breakrast, lo see the steamer go out:
~ mterward, the moming irain, for tlie station is near the beach-
‘“nnlydywn ihctc carly In the moming; wedlg weclls, sail boace,

Wi waves that chase us back again.

Welove the lake, and spend many happy hours down there, But
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sometimes it's a very wicked lake. Three wccks ago it blew vety
ha” all night, and in the morning the waves were roiling up like
mountains, and near ~e harbor pler there lay a wreck. Although
they were so cidse to the town, and several cthec vessels were lying
atanchor near, no one had heard. or seen, or knew anything abouc
how it happened. It proved lo be the * MageUan,” of St. Cathe-
rincs, Ont. Sincethen ninebodies have washed ashore, among them
the captaio and hisbroihei, the mate, both of them fine-looking young
men, and not like ordinary rough saUors. The capiain was a Knight
Templar, and the Masons took chaigc of the body and sent it home,
and some Jadies made a beautiful cross of natural flowers, which they
laid on his breast But 1 will leave this sad subject, and tcU you how
we apprcciatc se. Nichotas. . L.

Lasi week we had aconcert. U crc were several recitauons from
St. Nichoras, berides the "M other Goose Opcretta” jn the Tanu-
aiy num ~r (1877)- Itwasvery pretty. There were fifteen children,
ali in handsome peasant cosiumcs. 1 was Marie.

Last summer, when we came from the Centennial, in our Pullman
@Twere two boys just Frcd's age: one was from San Francisco and
one from Chicago. Of*course, tne three were soon well acquainted,
and had loté offun together. And what do you think? They soon
found out that cach was a aubscriber to St. Nichotras | And how
they eojoyed talking over the stories togetheri “ Fast Friends”
seemed lo be the favorite; but I like “ Eight Cousins” better.—
RcespectfuUy yours, Nettie

Conine.

Paulsboro’, N. J., 1877.
Dear St- Nichotas: 1 had jMgeonsat the Woodbury Fair both
this year and last, and took the first premiums for best display:
another littie fellow, about my age, had lourwhen I had rix, and had
eight when | had mne; how maoyhad 1 bettertake nextyear? You
are intereted jn this question, for the two doilars premium helos pay
formy St. Nichoras, and | don’t want to be wjthoui ¢Ani. 1 lake
the “ Scatlcred S¢eds,” but Uke St. N ichoras better, Please stop
scnding my magarine lo Wm. E. Grant. | am no relaiionto General
Grant, put am a Deroocrat, and for General McClellan. | am nice

years ofage.—Y our constant reader, w irtrie E. Gaunt.

You have done so well already, Willie, that wc ihbik you can best
answeryourown question; butwc should take ofour besiplgeons.

New York.
Will St. Nicnoras please tell “ Sdonie "if the ‘trade doUar” is
made entirely of stiver?

Itis not. There are 900 parts of puré silver and 100 pans of cop-
pcr in the “ trade dollar.” The copper alloy is added tomake the
coin hard, so that itwill wearwell, assilver by itself would be too soft.

Chicago, IlI.
Dear St. Nichotas . 1, for one, think ic is all nonsensc about
those "that” sentences. Anybody can put more than eight “thats”
in a sentence; but if he, she, orit, can parse them, | would Uke to
havc them doiL | don’t believe it can be done. Let them parse
the sentence in the August number, for instance: and, if they can
putin twelve “ thats” and then parse them, why, then, and not ll
then. will I believe iu Please put thisin the Lelter-Box, and oblige

C.P-S.

Louisville, Ky.

Dear St. Nichotas : | thank you very much for tbe many beau-
tiful designa which you have given forChristmas preseots, and for
the pictures and silhouettes which you havepublished. from which we
have ccmied In tabUAux vivafits and shadow pantomimes. We
“"The Modem and Mediaval Bailad ofMary Jane" (pubiished m
January, 1877) In our church cnicrtathment, and it'‘Mook” im-
mensely. *The Stalwart Benjamin™ and " Lord Mortinicr" were cut
from pastehoaid, and fastened up by wires, and, of course, no one
knew that ih A~ wcrc not people. The “Bailad” was read behind

the scenes.—Truly yours, Kitty B. W hipple

Boston.
Dear St. Nichotas: Papa has bought me every number of the
St.Nichotas You have ever pubHshed, and as | have seen several
letters asking you about difTerent things, | thought 1 would ask you
about something | do not understand. |f itis not really known who
wrote the pbys “ 'Htus Andronicui " and “ Pendes, PrinceofTyre,”
what circumsianccs Icad people 10 think Shakspeare wrote them ?
| have «njoycd yon extremely, and as the Littie Schoolma'nm
seems always 10 answer such questions, 1 wriie to you homng you
will ask hcr.—1 am your fond admirer, Ethet Davis
The Liltlc Schoolma’am says ii is uot absolutely certain who wrote
the plays you fiame, but this is about the way the mattci stands:
The play “ Tilus Andronicus” is not Dowbelieved to have bccn
origiiially written by Shakspcarc. It is consldered too horrible and
repubive lo be his work. However, it may have been brought to
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him cobe retoucbed and made ready fbr Che siage. Henee U it, per>
haps, that some passages of his are found in i1

“ Pendes,” as well as “limén of Athens,” is believed to have
been ihework ofsome otherwriter, afterward completed and partlally
aitered by Shakspeare. Icis thoughc tliat mostof che last three acts
of “Pendles” are Shakspeare's, though some of their prese scenes
and all che chonises are by another hand.

NEW PUBLICATIONS,

All Around a Patette is adelightful bock fc*rboys and girls,
espedally fér those who love good picturcs and odd and sprightly
stories with something in Cméu besides the fun and sparkie. Mr. J.
Wells Champoey has put a picture or a sketch wherever there was a
chance, and Mrs. Lazzie W, Champoey has made tiie scuries very
bright, swect and interesting The book is publiahed by Messrs.
Lockwood, Brooks & Co-, Boston, and is one of the “ Children's
Art Series.”

Messrs. Porter & Coates, of Philadelphia, send us T ne
by Harry Castiemon, a brisk scory of adventure on the
There are

Bov
Traders,
sea, in ihc Sandwich Islands and among the Boers.
several striking pictures.

AYork and a Lahcastbr Rose, Dy Anne Kearney, authorof
*Castlc Daly,” “ Oidbury,” etc.; pubUshed by Macmillao Se Co.,
Ncw York. Thisbook isby an English aulhor, and is a charming
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picture of family lifc, which will intcrest girls of ihirteen and fiftee,
years ofage. The storyjs of two giHs, each named Rose, theoneel
and the other poorj and tells* how they were brought together
theinfluence they excrcised upon cach other, ahd rdaics, ina\ot
pleasant way, the various adventure?, sayings, and doings ofiU
brothers and sisters.

The Cuckoo Clock, by Ennis Graham, author of “ Carros"
and “ Tell me a Story™; published by Macmillan & Co. This
ume U well illustraied by WaJter Crane. The cuckoo in an owdod
makcs ineods with a lonely little girl, and causes her to have a ged
dme, and to seo many wondcr/ul things. One of the prettiest paits
of Ihc story jsthe account of ihc making of the dock In ihe Gema
home of the Utiie girl'a grandmother.

SucES op M other Goosb, skkvbd w ith Sauce bv
is the title ofa set oflarge cards, admimbly printed in black andrc®
and giving new funny vereions of Mother Goose rhymes, byAHa
Parkman, illustrared with capital pictures and sUhouetCcs by Ut
Cbampney. Messrs. Lockwood, Brooks & Co., of Boston, are tk
publishers.

Six Sinnbrs, by Campbell Wheatoti, has lo do chieily with oned
the six desa Httle “ anners,” Dora Maynard, whom girl rcade«vi
loveright off It tellsall about her schoobdays, her praoksand fi,
her troubles and how they were overedme, and tells it inavraya
lively and absotbbg that you will want to read all of it at onc sittirp
The book is clearly printed io large type, and is published by Mesas
Puiuam, New York.

“ Ciiam?"

THE RIDDLE~BOX.

IEA$Y DOVBLB CRO0SS*>WQ1U) ACKOSTK~"

T ne iniiials and findis, read downward, form the fiames of twu
kiods of Crees.

X The width ofa vessel. s. A mountain of Crete. 3. A Tom-boy.
4. An inclosure. 5. To harbor. willib pettinos.

SQUAKK-WORD.

1. A GOVERNOR. s. To join. Flexible. 4. A girl's carne.

5. Quick dances.

NUIIIERICAT. PUZZLE.
| Au a word offive letters, the sum ofwhich ($5x2.

My 1 X my3==_ ofmyb5;
My 2 X my4= jofmy3;
My 5-i-my i —ray 3 X 20.

SEDGWICX

HIDDEN ACRDSTIC.

At the top of a mountain,
Within a clear light;

In the niidst of a fountain,
At edge of the night;

In fieid and in meadow,

In suQshine and shadow,
On land and oq sea,

At the end of the earth,
Or in air, we may b&

Now put us together,
And, if you guess right,
You 'll discover a wa(er>fall

Sparkling and brighL W. p. b.

EASY DE("AP1TATIONS.

1. Bbhrad a kind ofsword, and leave a fluid for burning. 2, Bu*
head a sharp.pointed weapon, and leave a fruit. 3. Bchead to touch,
and leave a Kind of fish. 4. Behead a veblcle used lo winter, and
lenvc a shelf 5, Behead a kind of decr, aod leave a game that b”s
play. 6. Bchesia an ancient war Implement, aod Icave a uniL 7. Be-
head aniraals ofa commoo kind, and leave a sortofgraio. 8. Behead
to puli, and leave sore. 9. Behead the iame ofa vessel, and leave a
oarrow passage. walter a.

TRANSPOIisTrlIONS.

3 Change a Persi.Tn kinginu
4. Change a cheat
6. Change a dinb

cybil ueans

1 Chance artful luto a confuton.
a mixture, 3. Change a cutter Into Usceoers,
into musicians. 5. Chaixge repaircd into hcalcd.
into a class embraciDg many species.

CfIABADE.

In war, and 10 councU, my first ofb appears.

My second is that which my fIKt often wears,

Very strong U my last; 'tis a baik, not a bite;

That from which it is taken s soUd, not lighL

Three joioed in one, if my whole you should find.

Aa island well known it would bnng to your minc'ivI
ALY

GEOURAPIIICAL FU2ZLE.
(Composed by Mary V. and Willie K-, each aged thirteen.)

An island westof Bridsh Columbla (i) went to the lightest citéis)
in the world co atlend a ball. She there met a peak in Oregoo
named as foliows: A dty in IE~pt (4), a city io Mame (shaodi
avy in Australia (d), in whom she was much inlercsted.

Her dress was a valley among the HimaUya Mountabs (7), sd
though elegantly trimmed with a city in Belgium (8), it ws” wfor*
unately, two ciqcs id France (9). As she a country m Seath
America (lo), she wore around her shoulders a city in Scotland (n)
shawL Herjewelry was exclurively a peak in Oregon (12). Hif
shoes were ofa coun”in Africa (13), aod her handkerchicfwas =<
fumed with a city in fArussia (14),

Bdng a lake north of the Umted States <ts) dancer, ahe had 4°
tinguished partners, whose flames were t*e capital of the Uniud
States (i6>, the capital of Ohio (ry), the capital oi Wiscojisin
capital of Alabama (19), the capitxil of MUsusippj (ao), and the cspia
ofNorth CarolloB (ai).

Having boldly said that she was a country in Europe (22), shewes
escorted by a oUy in Indiana (23) to a bay in South-west AlHcals"k
where she freely partook of a nver in Oregon (25), some isfaads f
llic Pacific Ocean (26), a rivcr in South Africa (27), a dismci b
Franco (28), and some islands In the Atlantic (39). After passiop
river of Mainc evening (30), she bade a cape m Iceland "31)wha
hostess, and was escorted home by an isiand in Nova Sculia (ja).

NUTFIIERICAL ENIGMA.

Mv z2 34 isundoubtedly possessed by every one of the wholenct
uf12345678 (my whole), while my 5678 ends a prayer. ("
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ELLUSTIATEIl PUZZLE#

IWELVB things may be found in che pkcure above,
Not clearly perceived by the cye,

Bul with Icecn observation and witty conceit,
You wtll find ihem, I know, if you try.

Fi”t point out (x) an animal (other than bear),
i*) A spcciaior, (3) a poriion of coro,

(4} One part of a sentencc, and (5) parts of a hird.
And (6) what may your fair head adom.

CURTAILMENTS.

ague; curtail again, and leave

P
wts. 2, Uurall a celestial body, andleave to make sinoolh:

again,

acjh "*ir* 3 2 low, wet ground, and leave a planee;
[[{GARY j ™® mjurc again, and leave a parent. 4. Curtail a
li.J A glass; again, and leave part of a gun-loclc;
| »P<<| Md Ieavea parent. cykil dbahe.

COMPLETE DIAOONAI.

nght, downward: 1. Fifcy. 2. A boya
wa»e. 3 A tille of rcspect. 4. To affinn. 5. Ardent,

6. A

Arule of acuon. 8. A river In Italy. 9. Fhonedcally, a

j*®"wia)ly: X Used by paiolers. a. An IsmelUish king.
t. m

6eer. 4, More dim. 5. To reduce, n.

3. A

Now (7) part of a river, and (8) parts of a book,
Aod now, if you please, ukc ine Irouble

To pick out (o, 10) two letters, which, righily combioed,
In classical language mean “ duuble.”

The remaining rwo thIn” in the picture above,
To which 1 would cali your attention,
Are (ix) part of a carriagc or part of a boy,
And (12) a sort of a stop or su»pccsion. aust suil

EASY NUIInSRICAL ENIGMA.

| AM composed of twclvc letters, My a xi 3 isa fish, My x4325
isa girvVs lame. My 738 105 Isan Americao poUdcian, My X28
6 Xis pretty fora child's wear. My 98 12 105 is a necessaiy domes*
tic ulensil. My 48d 2 Isvery pleasanL My wliolc is the title ofa
popularbook. u.c.r.

SiilITARE-WOUI).

1. An emperor’s title. 2. Nothing. 3, Weo])ons. 4, A flowcr.
n

ANA(SUA31 DOTIiBLE DIAMOND AND CONCEAJ.ED
DOUBLE SQIIAKK.

From the sentencc Secreats a pear*’ form a double dlamond, the
center of which will be a double word-square. cyril d&akb.
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FICTOKIAL PROVEIIB VuZZIiE.

The answer iS @ well-kiiowd couplet

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES

Double Accostic.—lnitisll?ST Russl$ finais, Tujkey; across,

U —nit— E
S -ac— K
S—ura—R
1 _0_ U
A —n— T
HouA-GtASS Puzzle. —Dlegunals hones sends; central inner-
honzonuls, a i
ONE
N
C E B
SORES
D ecaritations.—Acom, corn; brook, rock; drake, rake; flule,
luce: peaxl, cari; plafie, lafie; whccl, heel: spine, pine; trouc, rout:

pnine, ruae.

Diaconal Puzzle.—Diagonal, January; horironlals, Tolliry, sAd-
nea, kiNdlcs, ensUme, compAny, appeatls, holidaY.

DouBLi? PuzzLa.—Central Syncopadons: Rabid, raid; staii, sdt*
bastedbate: sieep, step; Tiber, der; m o, grin; holes, hoes; liles,
tics, The syncopated lettere, B,A, S, E, B, A, L, L, foim che answer

to the Cros$>wotd Enigma.

Gbomarhical TRANSPOsmoKS,—i held, Delhi; panels, Napias;

IN JANUARY NUMBER.

Omnibus Woru.—Crale;
I. Hour-Glass Pussle,—Central,
a, act, cater.
Il. Square-Word.—Ace, car, era.
111, Prefix Pussle At, cal; are, tare; art, cart; ear, fear.
1V. Another Prefix Puzzle.—Ace, tace, trace; ale, rate, creta
Hidincs.— E sther, molEST her ; Theresa THus

re-act; liorizonlals, cara, la

Acodental

sal: Ada, AbAmsel; NOra, no RAy: Emesta, siernest Age
% .

IS, plant; id, tclcgmadc; 17, prefcnaent; ii,‘govemabit Di
agoHn/s: 19, dry; 20, bop; ai, met; 22, peg; 23, toe: 24 «t;
25, Eve

Easy SquAre-W osd. 7Dal inca, acid, lade.

N umerical Enlgma—FOresl ail, forestaIL

F rame Puzzle.-S lock*dove, broorn-com, anooymoiit, inodoroA

Charade.—CalL

Words Enigmaticatly Expressed — Potatoe [IIE?M]
lasses, molasses; whisky; gulnea-pig; ftise-hood, falschoo
wartyrs, tomatoes; pike-rust, pie cmstj capdve'atm capuvatbii
barbcr-us, barbarous; tum-pjke; butier; 1V, ivy,

PtCTORtAi- Christmas P uzzle,—At Chjunas ﬂWand oab

I'lum, Tunn; pains, Spam; puré, Perd; ercct, Crete: more, Rome.  gcod checr.

te , wWWcri& *Bess.n™d her Cce 4 '=y|

Arthuf” SnTh w Y 'heOecember number were received, before Decembel r8, from Charlas l.othiop, R. T. McK«,
& 'n E j- R“"nek, G. L., “Jennre,"” Bancel ;a Fargo, Neilie KolKer Allic BotiM,

iid Anri~r'd T ‘He Cousin." A. G.damero.., “Lir*

“ BlotolS_and Blunderer ™ W , ~dward H|II Carne HeIIer Besae L. Bames, Helea E Bli»-

A H, WhiM “ “'deter 1 W. Siddall, Ahce Masoén, Fred M. Pense. NCSSje . Stevens, P. Hill, Katio E. Earl, M- W. CoUet sid

Puzzle," in Jack.in-lho-PuTpit for December, were received before Decembet rS from K.C.R,

Hasflnlrrt 'H” AdL;S“Leg"ir/srebbl
Caroliae 1.

" Linch 1. Berg/™ 1, Vehee, K»

Lockwood. of Tuubndge Weils, England, sends an answer lo apuszle in a forrner number.





