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HANSA.

THE LITTLE LAPP MAIDEN.

By Katharine Lee.

Once upon a time, in a very small village 011
the borders of one of the great pine forests of Nor-
«ay, there lived a wood-cutler, named Peder Olsen.
He had built himself a littie iog-house, in which
he dwelt with his twin boys, Olaf and Erik, and
| their littie sister Olga.

Merry, happy children were these three, full of
lifeand health, and always ready for a frolic. Even
during the long, coid, dark winter months, they
wre joyous and contented. It was never too coid
fot lhese liardy littie Norse folk, and the ice and
FOMwvhich for so niany months covered the land,
they looked on as sent for their especial enjoyment.

The wood-cutter had made a sledge for lhe boys,
| justarough box on broad, wooden runners, to be
| sute, but it glided lightly and swiftly over the hard,
| Iroteii surface of snow, and the daintiest silver-
| hpped sledge could not have given them more
| pleasute.

They shared it, generously, with each other, as
| mherashonld, and gave Olga many a good swift
Inde; but itwas coid work for the littie maid, sitling
11 ~ while, she chose rather to watch
I fboysfrora the littie window, as they took turns
jiiplaying “ reindeer.”

One day they both wanted to be “ reindeer” at
1'?7%- ~egged Oiga to come and drive, but the

and she
|womdnotgo.

letISVT"™ “ '~hatelse could one

Itake E | 1
| wkecel;

n ~ ""onH far rather
he is always ready. Hil Krikell
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come take a ride 1” and he whistled to the clever
httle black Spitz dog that Peder OUen had brought
from Tromsde for the children.

Krikel really seemed to know what was said to
him, and scampered to the door, pushed it open
with his paws and nose, then, jumping into the litele
sledge, sat up straight and gave a quick littie bark,
asiftosay: “ Come on. then; don’t you see | am
ready!”

“ Come, Erik; Krikel is calling us,” said Olaf.
But Olga was crying because she had vexed her
brother, and Erik stayed to comfort her. So Olaf
went alone, and he and Krikel had such a good
lime that they forgot all aboiit everything, till it
grew so very dark that only the tracks on the puré,
white snow, and a littie twinkle of light from the
hut window helped them to find their way home
agaln.

In the wood-cutter’s home lived some one else
whom the children loved dearly. This was oid
grandmother Ingeborg, who was almost as good as
the dear mother who had gone to take their baby
sister up to heaven, and had never yet come back
to them.

All day long, while the merry children plaved
about the door, or watched their father swing the
bright swift ax that fairiy made the chips dance,
Dame Ingeborg spun and knit and worked in the
httle hut, that was as clean and bright and cheery
as a hut with only one door and a tiny window
could be. But then it had such a grand, wide
chimney-place, where even in suminer great logs
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and branches of fir and pine blazed brigbtly, light-
ing up all the cornere of the little room that the
sunbeams could not reach.

Here, when tired with play, the children would
gather, and throwing tliemselves down on the soft
wolf-skins that lay on the floor beforc the fire, beg
dear grandmother Ingeborg for a story. And such
stories as she told them !

So the long winter went peacefuUy and happily
by, and at last all hcarts weve gladdened at sight
of the glorious sun, as he slowly and grandV rose
above the snow-topped mountains, bringing to
thctn sunshine and flowers, and the golden sum-
mer days.

One bright day in July, father Peder went to the
fair in Lyngen.

“ Be good, my children,” said he, as he kissed
them good-bye, “andiwill bring you something
nice from the fair.”

But they were nearly always good, so he really
need not have said that.

Now, it was a very wonderful thing indeed for
the wood-cutter to go from home in summer, and
grandmother Ingeborg was quite disturbed.

“ Ah 1" said she, “ something bad will happen,
I know.”

But the children comforted her, and ran about
so merrily, bringing fresh, fragrant birch-twip fot
tbeir beds, shaking out their blankets of remdeer-
skins, andhelpinghersokindly,
that the good dame quite forgot
to be cross, and before she knew
it, was telling them her very,
very best story, that she always
kept for Sundays.

So the hours went by, and the
children almost wearied them-
selves wondering what father
Peder would bring from the fair.

“ 1 should like a little rein-
deer for roy sledge,” said Olaf.

“ 1 should like a fur coat and
fur boots,” said Erik; “ | was
coid last winter.”

You see, these children did
not really know anything about
toys, so could not wish for them.

“/should like a little sister,”
said Olga, wistfully. “ There
are two of you boys for every-
thing, and that is so nice; but there is only one
of me, ever, and that issolonely.”

And the little maid sighed; for besides these
three, there were no children in the village. The
brawny wood-cutters who lived in groups in the
huts around, and who carne home at night-fall to
cook their own suppers and sleep on rude pallets
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before the fires, were the only other persons whom
the little maiden knew; and sometiraes the Ihq
boys (as boys will do to their sisters) teased ad
laughed at her, because she was timid, and because
her little legs were too short to climb up on the
gieat pile of logs where they loved to play. Soii
was no wonder that she longed for a playmate like
herself.

“Hil" cried the boys, both together; “oe
might be sure you would wish for somethingally!
W hat shouid we do witli t-wo girls, indeed ?”

“ But father said he would bring ‘somethinj
nice,”and | tliink girls are the very nicest things
in the world,” replied Olga, sturdily.

There would ccrtainly have been more serious
words, but jiist tlien good grandmother Ingeborg
calied “ supper,” and away scampered the hungry
little party to their evening meal of brown bread
and cream, to which was added, as a trcat that
night, a bit of goat’s-milk cheese.

During midsummer in Norway the sun does not
set for nearly ten weeks, and only when little lieads
nod, and bright eyes shut and refuse to open, d
children know that it is “ sleep-time.” Soonthb
day, thougli the little hearts longed to wait ior
father’s coming, six heavy lids said “ no,” and soon
the tired children were sleeping soundly on their
sweet, fresh beds of birch-twigs.

A few miles beyond Lyngen, on the north, a

little colony of wandering Lapps had pitche i
tents, some years before our s«ory begins, and

ing there a pleasant resting-place, .
their home, briiiging with them their herds o |
deer to feed on the abundant lichens with'
the stony fields and hill-side trees were cov”®
Somewhat apart from the little cluster o |
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siood onc, quite pretentious, where dwelt Haakon,
(he wealthiest Lapp of all the tribe. He counted
his reindeer by hundreds, and in his tent, half
butied in the ground for safe keeping, were two
Igreat chests filled with furs, gay, bright-colored
| jadets and skirts, beautiful articles of carved bone
and wood, and, more valuable than all, a little
iron-bound box full of silver marks. For Haakon
bad married Gunilda, a rich maiden of one' of the
Lrichfist Lapp families, and she had brought these
110 his tent.

Hete, for a while, Gunilda lived a peaceful, liappy

life. Haakon was kind, and, when baby Niels carne
loshare her love, the days were full ofjoy and con-
tent. She made him a little eradle of green baire
bound with bright scarlet, filled with moss as soft
land fine as velvet, and covered with a dainty quilt
ofhare's-skin.  This was hung by a cord to one of
lhe tent-poles, and here the baby rocked for hours,
I while his mother sang to him quaint, weird songs,
lhat yet were not sad because of the joyous baby
laugh that iningled with the notes.

But, alas 1 aflera time Haakon fell into bad habits
land giew cruel and hard to Gunilda. Though she
spoke no word, her meek eyes reproached him
when he let the.strong drink, or “ finkel,” steal
lanay his senses; and because he could not bear
lhis look, he gave his wife many an unkind word
and blow, so that at fast her heart was broken.
Even baby Hansa, who had come to take Niels’
I place in the little eradle, could not comfort her;
and, one day, when Haakon was sleeping, stupidly,
bythe tent-fire, Gunilda kissed her children,—then
I she, too, slept, but never to waken.

When Haakon carne to his senses, he was sad
| for a while; but he loved his finkel more than
either children or wealth, and many a long day he
would leave them and go to Lyngen, to drink with
I his companions there.

Ah1 those were lonely days fpr Niels and little
Hansa. The Lapp women were kind, taking good
Icare of the little ones in Haakon's absence, and
I wwld have coaxed them away to their tents to play
| »ith the other children ; but Niels remembered his
| gentle-voiced mother, and would not go with those
iTOmenwho spoke so harshly, though their words
I*»ekind, Hansa and he were happy alone to-
Igeiher. Eaeh season brought its own joys to their
| simple, childish hearts; but they loved best the soft,
lhalmy summer-time, when the harvests ripened
lquickly in the warm sunshine, and they could wan-
Iderawayirom their tent to the fields where the
j'npers were at w'ork, who had always a kindly

for the gentle, quiet Lapp children. Here
lhansawould sit for hours, weaving garlands of the
yellow violcts, pinic heath, anemones, and
iMintyharcbells, that grew in such profusién along
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the borders ofthe fields and among the grain, that
the reapers, in cutting the wheat, laid the flowers
low before tbem as well. Niels liked lo bind the
sheaves, and did his work so deftly that he was
always welcome. He it was, too, who made such
a wonderful “ scarecrow ” that not a hird dared
venture near. But little Hansa laughed and said :
“ Silly birds ! the oid hat cannot barra you. Seel
I will bring my fiowers cidse bcside it.” Then
the reapers, laughing, called the ugly scarecrow
“ Hansa’s guardian.”

So the years went by, and the children lived
their quiet life, happy with each other. It seemed
as though the tender mothcr-love that had been
theirs in their babyhood was around them still,
guarding and shielding them from harm. Niels
was a wonderful boy, the neighbors said, and little
Hansa, by the time slic was twelve years oid, could
spin and weave, and embroider on tanned reindeer-
skins (which are used for boots and bamess) better
than many a Lapp woman. Besides, she was so
clever and good that every one loved her. Every
one, alas! but Haakon, her father. He was not
openly cruel; with Gunilda’s death the blows had
ceased, but Hansa seemed to look at him with her
mother’s gentle, reproachfuleyes, and so hedreaded
and disliked her.

One summer’s day he said, suddenly: “ Hansa,
to-day the great fairin Lyngen isheld ; dress your-
selfin your best clotlies, and | will take you there.”

“Oh, how kind, dear father 1” said Hansa, whose
tender little heart warmcd at even the semblance
ofa kind word. “ That will be joyful! But, may
Niels go also? | cannot go withouthim,” she said,
entreatingly, as she saw her father’s brow darken.

But Haakon said, gruffly: “ No, Niels may not
go ; he must stay at home to guard the tent.”

“ Never mind, Hansa,” whispered Niels; “ I
shall not be lonely, and you will have so many
things to tell me and to show me when you come
home, for father wiU surely buy us something at
the fair; and perhaps,” he added, bravely, seeing
that Hansa still lingered at his side, “ perhaps
father will love you if you go gladly with him.”

“ Oh, Niels!” said Hansa, “ doyoureally think
so? Quick ! help me, then, that | may not keep
him waiting.”

Never was toilet more speedily made, and soon
Hansa stepped shyly up to Haakon, saying gently,
“ | am ready, father.”

She was very pretty as she stood before him, so
gayly dressed, and with a real May-day face, all
smiles and tears—tears for Niels, to whom for the
first time she must say “ good-bye,” srailes that
perhaps might coax her father to love her. But
Haakon looked not at her, and only saying “ Come,
then,” walked quickly away.
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“ Good-bye, my Hansa,” said Niels, for the last
time. “I love you. Come back ready to tell me
ofall the beautiful things at the fair.”

Then he went into the tent, and Hansa ran on
beside her father, who spoke not a word as they
walked mile after mile till four were passed, and
‘Lyngen, with its tall church spires, its long rows
of houses, and many gayly decorated shops, was
before them, Hansa, to whom everything was new
and wondcrful, gazed curiously about her, and
many a question trembled on her tongue but found
no voice, as Haakon strode moodily on, till they
reached the market-place, and there beside one of
the many drinking-booths sat himself down, while
Hansa stood timidly behind him. Soon he called
for a mug of finkel, and drank it greedily; then
another and another followed, till Hansa grew
frightened and said, “ Oh, dear father, do not drink
any more!”

Then Haakon beat her till she cried bitterly.

“Oh, cry on!” said the cruel father, who we
must hope hardly knew what he was saying, “ for
never will | take you back to my tent and to Niels.
| brought you here to-day that some one else may
have you. You shall be my child no longer. |
will give you -for a pipe, that I may smoké and
drink my finkel in peace. Who Il buy ?”

Just then, good Peder Olsen carne by, and his
ldnd heart ached for the littie maid.

“ Seel1” said he to the angry Lapp. “ Give me
the child, and | will give you a pipe and these
thirty marks as well. They are my year’s earn-
ings, but | give them gladly.”

“ Strike hands 1 She is yours 1’ said Haakon,
who, without one iook at his weeping child, turned
away; while the wood-cutter led Hansa, all trem-
bling and frightened, toward his home.

At first, she longed to tell her kind protector of
Niels, and beg him to take her back. But she was
a wise littie maid, and curious withal. So she said
to herself: “ Who knows? It may be a beautiful
home, and the kind people may send me back for
Niels. I will go on now, for 1 have never been but
one road in all my life, and surely 1 can find it
again.”

So she walked quietly on beside father Peder,
till at last his littie cottage appeared in sight.

“ This is your new home, dear child,” said he,
and they stepped quickly up to the door, opened it
softly, and entered the littie rpom.

Grandmother Ingeborg was nodding in her big
chair in the chimney comer, but the soft footsteps
aroused her, and, looking up, she said:

“0Oh ! takfursidst* good Peder. Hi, though !
W hat is that you bring with you ?”
Before she could be answered, the children,

whose first nap was nearly over, asvoke and saw
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their father with the littie girl clinging to his hand,
and looking shyly at them from his sheltering arm

“ Oh!” cried Olga, “a littie sister1 My wish
has come true!”—and she ran to the new-comer
and gave her sweet kisses of welcome; at which
father Peder said, “ That is my own good Olga,”

But grandmother Ingeborg, who had put on lier
spectacles, said:

“Ah! 1 see now!l A good-for-nothing Lapp
child I She shall not stay here, surely I

“ Listen,” said Peder Olsen, “ and | will tell you
why 1 brought home ihe littie Hansa, for thatis
her iame,”—and he told the story of the fathefs
drinking so much finkel, and offering to give his
littie girl for a pipe, and how he himself had pur-
chased her. “ Butseel” added the worthy Peder,
turning toward Hansa, “ you are not bound bal
for as long as the heart says stay.”

Hansa looked about, and, meeting Olga’s swecet,
entreating glance, said, “ I will stay ever."

Then Olga cried, joyously, “ Now, indeed, have
| a sister!” and took her to her own littie bed,
where soon they both were sieeping, side by side.

As forOlafand Erik, ihey were still silent, though
now from anger, and that was very had.

Grandmother Ingeborg, I think, was angry, loo,
for said she to herself;

“ Now | shall have to spin more cloth, and sciv
and knit, that when her own clothes wear out w
m ay’clothe this miserable Lapp child” (for thi
good dame was a true Norwegian, and despised
the Lapps); “ and our littie ones must divide their
brown bread and milk with her, for we are too
poor to buy more, and it is very bad altogether.
Ah 1 | was sure something bad would happen,"—
and grandmother fairly grumbled herself into bed.

In the morning all were awake early, you may
be sure, and gazing curiously at the ncw-comer,
whom they had been almost too sleepy to see per-
fectly before; and this is how she appeared to their
wondering eyes.
¢« She seemed about twelve years oid, but no taler
than Olga, who was just ten. She had beautifa)
soft, brown eyes; and fair, fiaxen hair, which hung
in rich, wavy locks far down her back. Shewe
a short skirt ofdark blue cloth, with yellow stripe
around it; a blue apron, embroidered with brighi-
colored threads; a littie scarlet jacket; a jaunty
cap, also of scarlet cloth, with a silver tassei; and
neat, short boéots of tanned reindeer-skin, em
broidered with scarlet and white.

Soon grandmother Ingeborg, yvho had beenout
roilking the cow, carne in, and almost dropped her
great basin of milk, in her anger.

“W hat 1” cried she to Hansa, “
clothes on? That will never do !”

“ But | have no olhers,” said the littie maid.

all yourSunday |

*Thftnks forscekig you again.
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“Then you shall have others,” said grand-
mother, and she took from a great chest in the
comer an oid blue skirt of Olga’s, a jacket which
Oiafhad outgrown, and a pair of Erik’s wooden
shoes.

Meekly, Hansa donned the strange jacket and
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have run away, they will not be happy without
US, —whicb wise remark showed that she knew
boys pretty well; and the two littie maids went
hand in hand, and sat down beside the boys

ni i>-'s bere,” said
Olaf, and he gave poor Hansa a veéry rough push

“hansa'« GUASDIAN.”

but her tiny feet, accustomed to the soft

Iwolsofreindeer-skin, could not endure the hard,
clumsy wooden shoes.

Srandmother, who was watching

Then must you wear my oid cloth slippers,”,

her.

itr’" ))II.I qu.
scissors, that | may cut

neati!-’

And in spite of poor Hansa’s entreaties, all her
g, beautiful, shining l6eles were cut short off.

But Hansa pioved herself a merry little maid
o, afterall, did not care forsuch trilles. Besides’
, she was so helpful in straining the milk pre-
bringing fresh twigs for

'hesS
Ingeborg quite relented toward

her, ani’S j ;
Indeed—for a Lapp child

m could only spin, I'd really like to keep you.”
J-i H”nsa moved quickly toward the ereat
J-g-wheel which stood near the o~n d”of

suiprise fr, Ibat grandmother, in her

L e f “b~nnse she

‘«y they ran A play,-'_and

said Olga to Hansa; “ though they

“ | can tell stories,” said Hansa. “ Listen1”

And she told them a wonderful tale, far better
than grandmother's Sunday best one.

“ That is a very good story," said Olaf, when it
was finished, “ and you are not so bad—for a girl.
But still, if my father had not bought you, | should
have owned a reindeer for my sledge to-day.”

And | should have had a fur coat and boots,
to keep rae warm next winter,” said Erik.

opened her bright eycsvery wide,
and looked”cunously at the boys for a moment,
then Mid: Did you wish for those things f”

We havewished for them all our lives,” said
En£; while Olaf, too sore at bis dfsappointment to
say a word, gave Hansa a rude slap instead.

hat mght, when all were sleeping soundly, little
Hansa arése, dressed, and stole sofily from the hut.
The sim was shining brightly, and it seemed as if
the path over which father Peder had led lier
showed itself, and said, “ Come, follow me, and |
will lead you home 1” And so it did, safely and
surely, though the way seemed long, and her little

R J . niles.
But she kept bravely on, till at last her father’s
tent appeared in s.ght. Then her heart failed her.
i hope father isnot home,” said she, “ else he

wil beat me agam. | only want my Nieis,”
And she gave a curious little whistle that Niels
taught her as a signal; but no answer carne
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back. So she crept gently up to the tent, drew
aside the scarlet curtain that hung before the open-
ing, and looked in,

Meanwhile, let us go back to Haakon at the fair.

As father Peder led Hansa away, he turned again
to the booth, and beingsoon joined by some friendly
Lapps, spent the night, and far on into the next
day, in games and wild sports (such as abound at
the fair) with them.

At last, a thought of home seemed to come to
him, and, heedless of all cries and exclamations
from his companions, he hurried away. The long
road was passed as in a kind ofdream, and, almost
ere he knew it, he stood before his tent, with Niels’
frightened eyes looking into his, and Niels’ eager
voice crying:

“ Oh, father1 where is Hansa ? W hat have you
done with my sister?”

“ Be silent, boy!” said Haakon, sternly. “ Your
sister is well, but—she will never come back to the
tent again 1”

Then, as if suddenly a true knowledge of his
crime flashed upon him, he buried his face in his
hands, and tears, that for many years had been
strangers to bis eyes, trickied slowly down bis
rough brown cheeksf and so, not daring to meet
his boy’s truthful, questioning gaze, he told him all.

“ Oh, father, let us go for her ! She will surely
come back ifyou are sorry,” cried Niels, eagerly.

“ You cannot, for, alas ! I know neither her new
master’s fame fior whither he went,” said Haakon.

Then Niels, in despair, threw himself down on
his bed and wept bitterly—wept, till at last, all ex-
hausted with the forcé of his grief, he slept. How
long he knew not, for in the Lapp’s tent was
nothing to mark the flight of the hours; but he
awoke, finally, with a start, sat up and rubbed his
eyes, and looked wildly about, saying:

“ Yes, there sits father, just where 1 left him,
and there is no one else here. But | am sure 1
heard Hansa whistle to me ; no one else knows our
signal, and Oh 1 there—there she is at the
door !” and he sprang toward her and clasped her
in his arms, crying, “ Hansa, my Hansa! | have
had a dream—such an ugly dream ! How joyful
that | am awake at last! See, father,” he said,
Jleading herto Haakon; “ have you, too, drenmed?”

“ It was no dream, boy,” said his father; and,
turning to Hansa, he asked, more gently than he
had ever yet spoken to her, “ How carne you back,
my child ?”

Then Hansa, clinging closely to Niels the while,
told him all that had befallen her, and of the pleas-
ant home she had found, and added, boldly:

“ Father, let me take these kind friends some
gifts ; we have so much, and | wish to make them

happy.”
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“ Take what you want, child,” said Haakon.
“ And see! here is a bag of silver marks; giveit
to Peder Olsen, and say that each year I will finj|
anew for him, so that be shall never more want”
Then, turning to Niels, he added : “ Go you, too
with Hansa. Surely those kind people will gw
you a home as well. It is better for you both that
you have a happier home, and parej and |—can
lead my life best alone.”

In the wood-cutteris little hut, Olga was the lint
to discover Hansa’s absence.

“ Ah, you naugbty boys!” cried she. “You
have driven my new sister away ! ”—and she wept
all day and would not be comforted.

Bed-time carne, but brought no trace of Hausa
Poor, tender-hearted Olga cried herself to sleep;
while Olaf and Erik were reaUy hoth frightened
and sorry, and whispered privately to each other,
under their reindeer blanket, that if Hansa sliould
ever come back, they would be very good to her.

“ And I will give her my Sunday cap,” said Erik,
“ since she cannot wear my shoes.”

Two, three, four days went by, and still Hansa
carne not; and fether Peder, who was the last lo
give up hope, said, finally;

“ | fear we shall never see our little maid again.”

The children gathered around him, sorrowing,
while Dame Ingeborg threw her apron over her
head, and rocked to and fro in her big chair in the
chimney comer.

Just then carne a gentle little tap on the door,
which, as Olga sprang toward it, softly opened,
and there on the threshold stood little Hansa
smiling at them; and—wonder of wondersl—
behind her was a little reindeer, gayly harnessed,
with bright silver bells fastened to the collar, whidi
tinkled merrily as it tossed its pretty head. Beside |
it stood a boy, somewhat taller than Olaf, balancinf |
on his head a great package.

1“ | have been far, far away to my own hone,” |
said Hansa, “ and my brother Niels has comel
with me, bringing something for you.”

Then Niels laid down the package, and gawel)
opening it, displayed to the wondering eyes rd
gifts from feiry-land, it seemed.

There were the fur coat and boots, and a capi
also, more beautiful than Erik had ever dreamed j
of. A roll of soft, fine blue wool, for grandmoiher, »
carne next; then a veauvtifiitiy embroidereddress,
and scarlet apron and jacket, for Olgaj and last¢, |
all, a fat little leather bag, which Hansa gave »j
father Peder, saying:

“ There are many silver marks for you, and nij
father has promised that it shall never mwekj
empty, if you will give to Niels and me a [
Then turning quickly to Olaf, she sajd; “ AndW j
ismy own pet reindeer ‘Friska’for you.”
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So the children, in the gladness of their hearts
Icissed the httle maid, and Olaf whispered, “ For-
give me that slap, dear Hansa 1”

Fathor Peder stood thoughtfully quiet a moment
then, turning to the children, he said:

“ See, littie ones! | gave my lase mark for
H.insa, and knew not where | should find bread
foryouall afterward; butthe dear child hasbrought
only good to us since. | am getting oid, and my
aniis grow too wcak to swing the heavy ax, and |
ihought, often, soon mustmy littie ones gohungi-y
But \OM we are rich, and my cares have a!l gone'
So long as they wish, therefore, shall Niels and
Hansa be to me .ns my own children; they shaU
lirehere with us, and we will love them well
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cned Niels, “ that is a fine board, but

Ho
no good so; see what/ can do with it1” and he
near by"”
;*Now you littie fellows,” said he to Olaf and
n i S‘ant, but | cannot quite

roll u_pthis other log alone. Come you and help.”
bo the boys together roUed the heavy log to its
plac”® and put the other end of the board upon it.

ha loo the children were 011 che hroad, springy
plank, enjoymg to the utmost this novel pleasure

wood-cutter
o the door of the httle hut, and grandmother

Ingeboig following, caught the excicement, and.

ON THE SPRING-COARD

So the children, first putting Friska, the 'rein

ATM A cCr?ss

%y ghstemng m the sunlight.

chJL

headinb a lite e
- - .NMgs. .e

Except boys," said httle Hansa, slyly.
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JUNO’S WONDERFUL TROUBLES.

<
By E. Muller.

[M«ch

Juno lived in a great park, where there was a her in the park. A lioness died, and left two litile

menagerie, and neither the park fior the menagerie
could have done without Juno. Now, who do you
She was a dear oid black and
brown dog, the best-natured dog in the world.
And this was the reason they could not do without

think Juno was?

lion-cubs with no one to take care ofthem.
poor little lions curled up in a cérner of tlic cagc,
and seemed as if they would die.
of the menagerie brought Juno, and showed her
the little lion-cubs, and said":

The

Then the kecper

“ Now, Juno, heie
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are some puppies for you j go and take care of
them, that’s a gooddog,” Juno’s own puppies had
just been given away, and she was feeling very
badly about it, and was rather glad to take care of
the twoiittle lions. They were so pretty, with their
soft striped fur and yellow paws, that Juno soon
loved them, and she took the best ofcare of them
till they grew oid enotigh to live by themselves
Many people used to come and stand near the big

TROUBLES.
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But Juno knew she had only done as she was told
so she did notmind the wolf. The monkeys cracked
jokes, and teased her, saying they guessed she
would be given another family to take care of—sea-
hons, most likely, and she would have to live in the
water to keep them in order. This had not oc-
curred to Juno before, and it made her qunte un-
easy.

“ It is not possible they would want me to nurse

JUNO IS WARNED By THE FELICAK.

onlyaquiet oid dog,
| andtivo httle bits of lion-cubs shut in it
playingwith the
‘he park
‘hat nursed the
‘h®y grew large enough

ir .
1r i i

10KV wp i
her, and sold to differ--
1 «bt peoes wondered
Pr®“y 2dopted children.
Ipcettv v il ‘heyhad seen her two
l«en £ lion-puppies. No one had
I»ilhinanv T k ® favorite
I="saidit'c  ".he sure, the wolf snarled at her,
Iliniserabl. j thinking that she, a
me dog, could bring up young lions.

“ They are so very

young sea-lions,” said she.
I never could make

rude, and so very slippery,
them mind me.”

You may be thankful if you don’t get those two
young alligators in the other tank,” said a gruff-
voiced adjutant. “

“ Good gradous!” exclaimed Juno.
think it possible?™
_ “ Ofcourse itis possible,
ing hts neck through his cage-bars.
what comes ofbeing too obliging.”

“ We all think you are a good creature, Juno,”
said a crane. “Indeed, | should willingly trust
you with my young crane children, but really, if
you wf/fdo everything that is asked of you, there ’s
no knowmg whose family you may have next.”

Juno went and lay down in a sunshiny place near

“You don’t

” said a pelican, stretch-
“You "2l see
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the elephant’s house, and thought over all these
words. Very soon she grew sleepy, in spite ofher
anxiety, and was just droppiiig offLnto a doze, when
she heard the keeper whistle for her. She ran to
him and found him in the hippopotamus’s cage.

JUNO S WONDERFUL TROUBLES.

[Majo;,

were a dreadful trouble, and besides, they watild
keep trotting after her everywhere, til! the pelicjn

and the adjutant, and the cranes neariy Kkillsi
themselves.laughing at her. Poor Juno feltwontl
and worse, till when one day she heard the kecptr

JUNO TAKE8 CARB OP THE VOUNG HIPPOPOTAMUS.

“Juno,"” said he, “ | guess you Tl have to take
charge of this young hippopotamus, the poor little
fellow has lost bis mother.”

“ Dear, dear!” sighed Juno. “ 1 was afraid it
would come to this. |’'m thankful it isn’t the
young alligators.”

So Juno took charge of the young hippo,—she
called him hippo for short, and only when he was
naughtyshe called him : “ Hip-po-pot-a-mus, are n’t
you ashamed of yourself?” But he was a great
trial. He was awkward and clumsy, and not a bit
like her graceful little lion-puppies. W hen he got
sick, and she had to give him peppermint, his
inouth was so large that she lost the spoon in it,
and he swallowed spoon and all, and was very ill
afterward. But he grew up at last, and just as
Juno had made up her mind not to take care of
other people’s families any more, the keeper carne
to her with two young giraffes, and told her she
really must be a mother.to the poor little scraps of
misery, for their mother was gone, and they would
die if they weren’t cared for immediately. These

say she certainly wouid have to take careoftkl
young elephanl, she felt that she could stand iinol
longer, and made up her mind to run away. Sol
she said good-bye to all her friends, and ran tollitl
wall of the park. There she gave a great jump,[
and,—waked up, and found herself in the snn-l
shiny grass near the elephant’s house.

“ Oh, how glad I ain 1” said Juno.

“What in the world has been the matierl'l
asked the elJcphant. “You've been fcicking ai

growling in your sleep at a great rate. | 've be»|
watching you this long time.”
“ Such dreadful dreamsl” said Juno. *“ Liool

puppies are all very well, but when it comes io|
hippopotamus, and giraffes, and elephant—

“ What are you talking about?” said the ek-j
phant. “ 1 guess you ’d better go to your suppg;p
| heard the keeper cali you long ago.”

So Juno went to her supper, very glad to|
she had,pnly dreamcd her troubles; but she nutltl
up her fcind that ifthe oid hippopotamus si
die, she would run away that very night,



HOW MATCHES ARE MADE.

WISHES.
By Mary n. Prescott.

r wiSH that the grasses would leara to sprout
That the lilac and rosc-bush would both leafout-
That the crocus would put on her gay green frill!
And robins begin to whistie and trill |

I wish that the wind-flower would grope its way
Out of the darkness into the day;

That the rain would fall and the siin would shine
And the rainbow hang in the sky for a sign.

| wish that the silent brooks would shout,
And the apple-blossoms begin to pout;
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And if | wish long enough, no doubt
The fairy Spring will bring it about!

HOW MATCHES ARE MADE.

1By F.

MATCH is a small thing.

We seldom pause to

think, after it has per-

formed its mission, and

we have carelessly

thrown it away, that

it has a history of its

own, and that, like

-some more pretentious

things, itsjourney from

the forest to tlie match-

St safe is full of changes.

This Httle bit of white

b'ing before me

| Hudson Bay Teiritory,

"l Lake

A7 - and has been rushed and jammed and

~ inltsjong course through rivers, over cata-
rapids, and across the great lakes.

| i t o 0 f *0 seventeenth

liiF discovered that phosphorus would

“IPP®"™* sulphur; but

Ifiiw ? obtaining fire was notin common use

iTh k ~hundred and fifty years laten
I 'bitien, appears to have been the beginning

H. C.

of inatch-making. Not that kind which some oid
psstps are said to indulge in, for that must have
had Its origin much farther back, but the business
of making those little “ strike-fires,” found in everv
puntry store, in their familiar boxes, with red and
blue and yellow labels.

The matches of fifty years ago were very clumsy
affairs compared with the “ parlor” and “ safety”
matches of to-day, but they were great improve-
ments upon the first in use. Those small sticks,
dipped m melted sulphur, and sold in a tin box
with a small botile of oxide of phosphorus, were
regarded by our forefathers as signs of “ ten-
leagued progress.” Later, a compound made of
chlorate of potash and sulphur was used on the
splinfo. This ignited upon being dipped in sul-
phuricacid, In I829anEnglishchemistdiscovered
that matches on which had been placed chlorate of
potash could be ignited by friction. Afterward,
at the suggestion of Professor Faraday, saltpeter
was substituted for the chlorate, and then the era
of.friction matches, or matches lighted by rubbing,
was fairly begun.

vBut the match of to-day has a story more inter-
esting than that of the old-fashioned match. As
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we have said, much of the timber used in the
manufacture comes from the immense tracts of
forestin the Hudson Bay Territory. It is floated
down the water-courses to the lakes, through which
it is towed iti great log-rafts. These rafts are
divided; some parts are puEed through the canals,
and some by other meaos are taken to market.
W hen well through the seasoning process, which
occupies from one to two years, the pine is cut up
into blocks twice as long as a match, and about
eight inches wide by two inches thick. These
blocks are passed througha machinewhich cutsthem
up into “splints,” round or square, of just the
thickness of a match, but twice its length. This
machine iscapable, aswe are told, of making about
2,000,000 splints in a day. This number seems
immense when compared with the raost that could
be made in the oid way—by hand. The spEnts are
then taken to the “ setting” machine, and this
rolls them into bundles about eighteen inches in
diameter, every splint separated from its neighbors
by Ettle spaces, so that there may be no sticking
together after the “ dipping.” In the operation of
“ setting,” a ribbon of coarse stuff about an inch
and a half wide, and an eighth of an inch thick, is
rolled up, the splints being laid across the ribbon
between each two courses, leaving about a quarter
of an inch between adjoining splints. From the
“ setting” machine the bundles' go to the “ dip-
ping ” room.

After the ends of the splints have been pounded
down to make them even, the bundles are dipped
—both ends—into the molten sulphurand then into
the phosphorus solution, which is spread over a
large iron piate. Next they are hung in a frame
to dry. When dried they are placed in a machine
which, as it unrolls the ribbon, cuts the sticks in
two across the middle, thus making two complete
matches of each splint.

The match is made. The towering pine which
listened to the whisperofthe south wind and swayed
in the coid northern blast, has been so divided that
we can take itbit by bitand lightly twirl it between
two fingers. But what it has lost in size it has

HOW MATCHES ARE

MADE.

gained in use. The littie flame it carries,;
which looks so harmless, fiashing into briefetisi. |
ence, has a latent power more terrible than *
whirlwind which perhaps sent the tall pine-tret
crashing to the ground.

But the story is not yet closed. From ti*I
machine whigh- completed the matches they an
taken to the boxers mostly girls and womeiK
who place them in littie boxes. The speed1
which this is done is surprising. W ith one hani j
they pick up an empty case and remove the cower
while with the other they seize just a sufficmi
number of matches, and by a peculiar shufflinj
motion arrange them evenly, then—’t is donel

The littie packages of sieeping fire are taken i
another room, where on each one is placed a sain
certifying the payment to the governmentofael
cent revenue tax. Equipped with these passestie
boxes are placed in larger ones, and these againh
wooden cases, which are to be shipped to ali part
of the country, and over seas.

All this trouble oversuch littie thinp as malcbesi |
Yet on these fire-tipped bits of wood nijl)ionst(|
people depend for warmth, cooked food and |
They have become a necessity, and tne dayori
flint, Steel and tinder seems almost as faraivaybi
the past as are the how and fire-stick ofthe Indian.

Some idea of the number of matches usedn
North America duringa year may be gainedfftm
the fect that it is estimated by competeiit jiidge
that, on an average, six matches are used esry
day by each inhabitant; this gives a grand totalof
87,400,000,000 matches, without counting ibos|
that are exported. Now, thiswould make as
line, were the matches placed end to end, nu!
than 2,750,000 miles in length! Itwouldtalei
railroad train almost eight years to go fromwe|
end to the other, running forty miles an
the time.

Howapt to oursubject is that almost ivom-Mij
Latin phrase, “muUtipt in raucli ii[
littie ! Much labor, much skill, and rauch wsfil-
ness, all in a-littie piece of wood scarcely one-aglilk|
ofan inch through and about two inches long!
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HID THE SUGAR.
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By Mary L. Bolles Branch.

ITeddy was such a rogue, you see! If Aunt
Innsent him to the store for raisins, the string on
te package would be very loose, and the paper
jeiy much lapped over, when he broughtithome;
J te went to the bakeris, the tempting end of the
&ist loaf was sure to be snapped off in the Street,
Wl a dozen buns were never more than ten when
Jic) readied the table. Boys are SO hungry !
feddy knew every comer of the pantry: if half a
|e were left over from dinner, itcould not possibly
I hidden under any pan, bowl, pail, or cunningly
|dcd towel, but he would find it before supper
f «s of cake disappeared as if by magic, pre-
Ines were found strangely lowered in the crocks,
| Wholesale, gingerbread never

be reckoned on after the first day, and once
ptily onre—did Teddy’s mamma succeed in hid-
|g awhole baking of apple tarts in the cellar for a
f) oysettmg them under a tub, The cellar never
psa safe place again; Aunt Ann tried it with

1/ empty in two days.

LA v, cinnamon on the top shelf in the

"i'"Micine bottles, and when she

L,i N sliver to be

lar, u®" sugar— 1 don’t know but

i his pockets

Lwi's . ? hy the capful ? It

incredible that anything could go so fast.

hdte detectad Teddy behind the
HUOW Cllrlnm . . .

® tumbler so nearly full of

i there N *jck syrup.

'e was reading “ Robinson Crusoe”.and

sipping this delightful mixture. From that moment
Aunt Ann made up her mind that he should “ stop

“ 1 Tl tell him it’s nothing more fior less than
downright stealing—so 1 will, muttered the
good soul 10 herself; “ the poor child’s never
had proper teaching on the subject from one ofus;
he ’s got all his pa’s appetite without the good
principies of our side of the famiiy to save him.”

So, the next day, the sugarbeing out, she bought
two doJlars’ worth while Teddy was at school, and
without even telling his mother, she searched the
house for a hiding-place. She shook her head at
the pantry and cellar, but she visited the garret,
and the spare front chamber; she looked inio the
camphor-chest, she contemplated a barrel of pota-
toes, she moved about the things in her wardrobe,
and at last she hid the sugar! No dangerof Teddy
findmg it thistimel Aunt Ann could not repress
a smile of triumph as she sat down to her knitting.

Unconscious Teddy carne home at noon, ate his
dinner, and ivas off again. His mother and Aunt
Ann went out making calis that afternoon, and as
Aunt Ann closed the Street door she thought to
herself—

“ | can really take comfort going out, 1 feel so
safe in my mind, now that sugar is hid.”

But at tea-time she almost relented when she
saw Teddy look into the sugar-bowl, and turn
away without taking a single lump.

“ He is really honorable,” she said to herself;

he thinks that is all there is, and he wont touch
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it.” And she passed the gingerbread to him thrce
times, as a reward of merit.

There was sugar enough in the bowl to sweeten
all their tea the next day, and so far all went well.
But the third day, in the afternoon, up drove a
carry-all to the gate, with Unele Wright, Aunt
Wright, and two stranger young ladies from the
city—all come to take tea, have a good time, and
drive home again hy moonlight.

Teddy’s mother sat down in the front room to
entertain them, and Aunt Ann hurried out to see
about supper. How lucky it was that she had
boiled a hain that very movning! Pink slices of
hain, with nice biscuit and butter, were not to be
despised even by city guests. She had also a
golden comb of honey, brought to the house by a
countryman a few hours before; it looked really
elegant as she set it on the table in a cut-glass
dish. Then there were,—oh, momentofsuspense !
would she find anyleft?—yes; there enough
sweet crisp seed-cakes to fill a piate.

The table was set—the tea with its fine aroma,
and the coffee, amber-clear, were made. The
cream was on, so was the sugar-bowl, and Aunt
Ann was just going to summon her guests, when
she happened to think to lift the sugar-bowl cover
and peep in. Sure enough, there wasn't a lump
there!

“1 must run and fill it!” exclaimed Aunt Ann,
lifting it in a hurry, and starting; but she had to
stop to think in what direction to go.

“ Where was it 1 put that sugar?” she asked
herself.

In the camphor chest? No. In the potatoes?
N o; she remembered thinking they were not clean
enough. Was it anywhere up garret? If she went
there and looked around, maybe itwould come into
her mind. She did go there, sugar-bowl in hand,
and she did look around, but all in vain—she could
not think where she had put that two dollars”’ worth
of sugar!

And time was flying, the sun was setting—pretty
soon the moon would be up. How hungry the
company must be, and they must wonder why
supper was n’t ready. It would never do to sit
down to the table with an empty sugar-bowl, for

HID THE SUGAR.

[Uajo,

Aunt Wright always wanted her tea extra s«ea
and Unele Wright never could drink coffee without |
his eight lumps in the cup. Dear, dear! Aunt
Ann was all in a flurry. [VAj/ had she ever under-1
taken to hide that sugar!

“ | shall certainly have to send to the storefe |
some more !” she said to herself, “and that'
take so long; but it can’t be helped.”

So she spoke to Teddy, who was sitting in ikel
dining-room window apparently studying liis*
raphy lesson, but in reality wondering what ini; |
world Aunt Ann was fluttering all over the house|
so uneasily for.

“ Run to the store, Teddy 1” she said quickly; |
“ get me, half a dollar’s worth of loaf sugar as sooi
as ever you can.”

“Why, Aunt Ann,” he rcplied, “ what for?
should think you had sugar enough already.”

“So | have!” she exclaimed, nervonsly. “
got two dollars’ worth day before yesterday, andll
hid it away in a safe place to keep it from you,a
now, to save my life, I can’t think where | puti®|
and ! 've searched liigh and low. Hurry1

Teddy smiled upon jier benignly.

“ You should have told me sooner what youweiel
looking for,” he said. “That sugar is on the Lppei|
shelf of your wardrobe, in your miiff-box iniliel
farther corner. It is nice sugar, Aimt Ann!'l

“ Sure enough 1” she cried. “ That is ivhercl|
hid it, and covered it up with my best bonnct;
veil. And then, when | went calling, I wore mfl
bonnet and veil, and never once thought about

sugar. | suppose that was when you found it,)
bad boy.”
“Yes’'m, | found it that time. | was lockinfl

for a strtng,” he said; “ but I should have found ilF
anyhow in a day or two, even if you had n'tktl
sugar crumbs fall on the shelf, Aunt Ann I"

“ | believe you, you terrible boy !" she rejoini
“ Now go cali the company to tea.”

And she did believe him, and would have ji'
up the struggle from that day, convinced ihat
fates were against her, but for her herolc resolvetol
instill straightway into this young gentleman viill
his pa’s appetite the good principies of ¢rr5idtti|
the family.
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UNDER THE LILACS.

By Louisa M. Alcott.

Chapter IX.

A happy tea.

EXACTLY five minutes before six the party arrived
irt great state, for Bab and Betty wore their best
ftocks and liair-ribhons, Ben had a new blue shirt
and his shoes on as fuU-dress, and Sancho’ curls
were nicely brushed, his frills as white as if just
done up.

No one was visible to receive them, but the low
ftbie stood in the middle of the walk, with four
chairs and a foot-stool around it. A pretty setof
green and white china caused the girls to cast
admiring looks upon the littie cups and plates
«hile Ben eyed the feast longingly, and Sancho
mih difficulty restrained himself from repeating his
fonner naughtiness. No wonder the dog sniffed
and jhe children smiled, for there was a noble dis-
Iplayof httle tarts and cakes, littie bisciiits and
sandwiches, a pretty milk-pitchcr shaped like a
white calla rismg out of its gi-een leaves, and a
jollyhttle tea-kettle singing away over the spirit-
lump as cozily as you please.

I “Isn't it perfectly lovely?” whispered Betty
who had never seen anything like it before.

eljust wish Sally could see us now," answered

ib, who had not yet forgiven her enemy.

Wonder where the boy is,” added Ben, feeling
asany one, but rather doubtful how others

"gnt regard him.

Here a rumbling sound caused the guests to look

wrd tte garden, and in a moment Miss Celia

the long legs,
thebigeyes,anda
contented expression made the thin face as un-
jactive as the fretful voice which said, complain-

“ you asked the/r:w for.” see
mi A ‘hey will, ifyou
«wiline miJ them,” whispered the sister,
Ton i" </hair-back as shé
00 add aloud: “ Such a punctual party |
once TK and we will sit down
Thornton, and we

«:00d friends by and by.

K?2" is n't he nice and
R diloli the other boy said,
like

o
P his mind that he should n’t

Him ; and Thorny had declded beforehand that he
would n t play with a tramp, even if he could cut
capers, so both looked decidedly cool and indiffer-
ent when Miss Celia introduced them, But Sancho
had better manners, and no foolish pride; he,
A example by approach-
mg the chair, with his tail waving like a flag of
Ace, and politely presented his ruffled paw for a
hearty shake.
rE and patted
the white head, with a friendiy look into the affec-
honate eyes of the dog, saying to his sister as he

“ What a wise oid fellow he is1 It seems as if
ne could almost speak, does n’t it?”

“ He can, Say ‘How do you do,” Sanch,” com-
manded Ben, relenting at once, for he saw admira-
tion 111 Thorny”s face.

“Wow, wow, wow!” remarked Sancho,
mild and conversational tone, sitting up and touch-

of hr

Thorny laughed in spite of himself, and Miss
pha, seemg that the ice was broken, wheeled him
o his place at the foot of the table. Then seating
the httle girls On one side, Ben and the dog on the
took the head herself and told her /g\juests to

in a

other,
Degin.

Bab and Betty were soon chattering away to
their pleasant liostess as freely as if they had
known her for months; but the boys were still
ratber shy, and made Sancho the médium through
which they addressed one another. The excellent
beast behaved with wonderful propriety, sitting
upon his cushion in an attitude of such dignity that
it seemed almost a liberty to offer him food. A
dish of thick sandwiches had been provided for his
especial refreshment, and as Ben from time to time
laid one on his piate, he affected entire uncon-
sciousness of it till the word ivas given, when it
vamshed at one gulp, and Sancho again appeared
absorbed in deep thought.

But having once tasted of this pleasing delicacy
it was very hard to repress his longing for more!
and, in spite of all his efforts, his nose would work
his eye kept a keen watch upon that particular
dish, and his tail quivered with excitement as it lav
hke a train over the red cushion. At last, a mo-
ment carne when tcmptation preved too strong for
him, Ben was listemng to something Miss Celia
said, a tart lay unguarded upon his piate, Sanch
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looked at Thomy, who was watching him, Thomy
nodded, Sanch gave one wink, bolted the tart, and
then gazed pensively up at a sparrow swinging on
a twig overhead.

The slyness of the rascal tickled the boy so much
that he pushed back his hat, clapped his hands,
and burst out laughing as he had not done before
for weeks. Every one looked around surprised,
and Sancho regarded him with a mildly inquiring
air, as if he said, “ Why this un-
seemly mirth, my friend ?”

Thomy forgot both sulks and

shyness after that, and suddenly
began to talk. Ben was flattered
by his interest in the dear dog,
and opened out so delightfully
that he soon charmed the other
by his lively tales of circus-life.
Then Miss Celia felt relieved,
and everything went splendidly,
especially the food, for the plates
were emptied several times, the
little tea-pot ran dry twice, and
the hostess was just wondering if
she ought to stop her voracious
guests, when something occurred
which spared her that painful
task.

A small boy was suddenly dis-
covered standing in the path
behind them, regarding the com-
pany with an air of solemn in-
terest. A pretty, well dressed
child of six, with dark hair cut
short across the brow, a rosy face,

a stout pair of legs, left bare by

the socks which had slipped down

over the dusty little shoes. One

end of a wide sash trailed behind

him, a straw hat hung at his

back, while his right hand firmiy

grasped a small turtle, and his

left a choice collection of sticks.

Before Miss Celia could speak, the stranger caimly
announced his mission.

“ 1 have come to see the peacocks.”

“You shall presently ” began Miss Celia,
but got no further. for the child added, coming a
step nearer:

“ And the wabbits.”

“ Yes, but first wont you ——

“ And the curly dog,” continued the small voice,
as another step brought the resoluto young per-
sonage nearer.

“ There he is.”

A pause, a long look, then a new demand with
the same solemn tone, the same advance.

LILACS.

“ 1 wish to hear the donkey bray.”

“ Certainly, if he will.”
“ And the peacocks scream.”
“ Anything more, sir?”

Pl*«(

Having rcached the table by this time, theis.
satiable infant surveyed its ravaged surface iluol
pointed a fat little finger at the last cake, left fe|

manners, and said, commandingly:
“ 1wiU have some of that.”

“ Help vyourself;
and situpon the step
to eat it, while you
teil me whose boy
you are,” said Miss
Celia, much amused
at his proceedings.

Deliberately pul-

tingdown his sticks, the child took the cake, M i
composing himself upon the step, answered

his rosy mouth full:
“ 1 am papa’s boy.

him a great deai.”
‘W hat is his fiame ?” «

He makes a paper.

11
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I “Mr. Barlow. W e live in Springfield,” volun-
W d the new guest, unbending a trifle, thanks to
echarais of the cake.
Have you a mamma, dear?”

| “Shetakes naps. 1 go to walk then.”

| “Without leave, | suspect. Have you nobrothers
Isisters to go with you ?” asked Miss Celia, won-
(fring where the little runaway belonged.

“1 have two brothers, Thomas Merton Barlow

d Harry Sanford Barlow. | am Alfred Tenny-
linBarlow. We don’t have any girls in our house,
fily Bridget.”

“Don't you go to school?”

“The boys do. | don’t learn any Greeks and
blinsyeL | dig, and read to mamma, and make
keirysforher.”

1“Could n’t you make some forme ? |’m very
Ind of poetrys,” proposed Miss Celia, seeing that
lis pratlle amused the children.

1 guess | could nt make any now; |

tme coming along. | will say it to you.”

| And, Crossing his short legs, the inspirad babe
jalisaid, halfsung the following poem ;e

made

“ 'tweet are Uie flnwers of life,
Swpl o'er my "appy days ac home;
Sweet aie the flowers of life
When | was a little child.

" Sweet ate the flowers of life
That 1 spent with ray father at home:
Sweet ate the flowem of life
When childmn played about the house.

“ Sweet are the floweis of lifé
When the lamps are Ughted at night:
Sweet are the flowers of life
When ihe floweis of summer bloomed-

“ Sweet are ihe flowers of Ufe
Dead with the snows of winter;
Sweet ara the flowers of life
When the days of spri&g come on.

J“That’s all of that one. | made another one
lhen | digged after the turtle. | will say that. It
M verypretty one,” observed the poet with charm-
Ig andor, and, taking a long breath, he tuned
|b Killelyre afresh :

swe«t days are passing
O®r my happy home,
on swifi wiogs ehreugh ihe vallcy of life.
A are ihe days when \"nicr comes agoln.
my sweet days were passing at my happy home,
were ihe days on the rivulec’s greca brink:
were ihe days when 1 read roy father’s books:
were ihe winter days when bright fires are blaziog.”

'‘Blessthe baby! where did he get all that?”
Celia, amazed, while the children
T«nnyson, Jr., took a hite at the turtle
ofthe half-eaten cake, and then, to prevent

w mistakes, crammed the unhappy creatute
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into a diminutive pocket in the most business-iike
way imaginable.

“ It comesoutofmy head. | make lotsofthem,”
began the imperturbable one, yielding more and
more to the social influences of the hour.

“ Here are the peacocks coming to be fed,” in-
terrupted Bab, as the handsome birds appeared
with their splendid plumage glittering in the sun.

Young Barlow rose to admire, but his thirst for
knowledge was not yet quenched, and he was about
to request a song from Juno and Jupiter, when oid
Jack, pining for society, put his head over the
garden wall with a tremendous bray.

This unexpected sound startled the inquiring
stranger half out of his wits; for a moment the
stout legs staggered and the solemn countenance
lost its coinposure, as he whispered, with an aston-
ished air:

“ Is that the way peacocks scream ?”

The children were in fits of laughter, and Miss
Celia could hardiy make herself heard as she an-
ssvered, merrily:

“ No, dear; that is the donkey asking you to
come and see him. Will you go ?”
“ 1 guess 1 could n’t stop now.

want me.”

And, without another word, the discomfited poet
precipitately retired, leaving his cherished sticks
behind him.

Ben ran after the child to see that he carne to no
harm, and presently returned to report that Alfred
had been raet by a servant and gone away chant-
ing a new verse of his poem, in which peacocks,
donkeys, and “ the flowers of life” were sweetly
tningled.

“ Now rii show you my toys, and we’ll have a
little play before it gets too late for Thorny to stay
with us,” said Miss Celia, as Randa carried away
the tea-things and brought back a large tray full
of picture-books, dissected maps, puzzles, games,
and severa! pretty models of animals, the whole
crowned with a large doli dressed as a baby.

At sight of that, Betty stretched out her arms to
receive it with a cry of delight. Bab seized the
garaes, and Ben was lost in admiration of the little
Arab chief prancing on the white horse, “ all sad-
dled and bridled and fit for the fight.” Thomy
poked about to find a certain curious puzzle which
he could put together without a mistake after long
study. Even Sancho found something to interest
him, and standing on his hind-legs thrust his head
between the boys to paw at several red and blue
letters on square blocks.

“ He looks as if he knew them,” said* Thomy,
amused at the dog’s eager whine and scratch.

“ He does. Spell your iame, Sanch,” and Ben

Mamma might

1 These lineswere actually composed by a six-year-old child.

WL, V.- 22,
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put all the gay letters down upon the fiags with a
chirrup which set the dog’ tail to wagging as he
waited till the alphabet was spread before him.
Then with great deliberation he pushed the letters
about tillhe had picked out six; these he arranged
with nose and paw till the word “ Sancho ” lay be-
fore him correctly spelt.

“Isn’t thatclever? Can he do anymore?” cned
Thorny, delighted.

“ Lots; that’s the way he gets his livin’and mine
too,” answered Ben, and proudly put his poodle
through his weU-learned lessons with such success
that even Miss Celia was surprised.

“Hehasbeen carefully trained. Do you know
how it was done?” she asked, when Sancho lay
down to rest and be caressed by the children.

“ No’m, father did it when | was a littie chap,
and never told me how. | used to help teach him
to dance, and that was easy enough, he is so smart.
Father said the middle of the night was the best
time to give him his lessons, it was so still then and
nothing disturbed Sanch and made him forget. |
can’t do half the tricks, but I’'m going to learn
when father comes back. He’d rather have me
show off Sanch tlian ride, till I 'm older.”

“ 1 have a charming book about animals, and in
it an interesting account of some trained poodles
who could do the most wonderful things. Would
you like to hear it while you put your maps and
puzzles together?” asked Miss Celia, glad to keep
her brother interested in their four-footed guest at
least. . j
“Yes 'm, yes 'm,” answered the children, and
fetching the book she read the pretty account,
shortening and simplifying it here and there to suit
her hearers.

“ “1 invited the two dogs to difie and spend the
evening, and they carne with their master, who was
a Frenchman. He had been a teacher in a deaf
and dumb school, and thought he would try the
same planwith dogs. He had also been a conjurer,
and now was supported by Blanche and her daugh-
ter Lyda. These dogs behaved at dinner just like
other dogs, but when | gave Blanche ahit of cheese
and asked if she knew the word for it, her master
said she could spell it. So a table was arranged
with a lamp on it, and round the table were laid the
letters of the alphabet painted on cards. Blanche
sat in the middle waiting till her master told her
to spell checse, which she at once did in French,
FROMAGE. Then she translated a word for
us very cleverly. Some one wrote fferd, the Ger-
méan for horse, on a slate. Blanche looked at it
and pretended to read it, putting by the slate with

her paw. when she had done. “ Now give us the
French for that word,” said the man, and she in-
stantly brought CHEV AL. “ Now, as you are

at an Englishman’s house, give it to us in English,"
and she brought me HORSE. Then we speltl
some words wrong and she corrected them Biihl
wonderful accuracy. But she did not secm tolike
it, and whined and growled and looked so worricdl
that she was allowed to go and rest and eat cakesi
in a cérner.

“ ‘Then Lyda took her place on the table, anddidl
sums on a slate with a set of figures. Aiso mental!
arithmetic which was very pretty. “ Now, Lyda,"|
said her master, “ | want to see if you understanal
divisién. Suppose you had ten bits of sugar and!
you met ten Prussian dogs, how many lumpswouldl
you, a French dog, give to each of the Piussiansi"!
Lyda very decidedly replied to this with a cipher. |
“ But, suppose you divided your sugar with me,|l
how many lumps would you give me?” Lydal
took up the figure five and politely presented it tol
her master.””

ALFRED TBNNYSON BARLOW

“ Wasn’t she smart? Sanch can't do that,"
claimed Ben, forced to own that the French i
beat his cherished pet. ,

“He is not too oid to learn. Shall1~ « 1
asked Miss Celia, seeing that the boys IiM |
though Betty was absorbed with the doU an |
deep in a puzzle.

“ Oh yes! What else did they do?

“ ‘They played a game ofdomindes A
ting m chairs opposite each other, and touc e
domindes that were wanted; but the manp
them and kept telling how the game wen.
wasbeaten and hid under the sof4, evidentiy
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I vtrybadly about it, Blanche was then surrounded
1 with playing'Cttfds, while her master held another
pack tind told us to choose a card; then he asked
herwhat one had been chosen, and she always took
opthe right one in her teeth. | was asked to go
linto another room, put a light on the floor with
lards round it, and leave the doors nearly shut.
| Thenthe inan begged some one to whisper in the

j’sear what card she was to bring, and she went
lalonce and fetched it, thus showing that she under-
Islood their naraes. Lyda did many tricks with the
liumbers, so curious that no dog could possibly un-
| deistand them, yet what the secret sign was | could
licldiscover, but suppose it must have been in the
| lones of the masteris voice, for he certainly made
Irone with either head or hands.’

“Ittook an hour a day for eighteen months to
ledicate a dog cnough to appear in public, and (as
lyusay, Ben) the night was the best time to give
lihelessons. Soon after this visit the master died,
[and these wonderful dogs were sold because their
Imisiress did not know how to exhibit them.”

“Wouldn't | have likedto see 'em and fir/d out
| howthey were taught.  Sanch, you '11have to study
lup lively for I 'm not going to have you beaten by
Ifrench dogs,” said Ben, shaking his fingerso stern-
llythat Sancho groveled at his feet and put both
Ipaivs over his eyes in the most abject manner.

"Istherea picture of those smart little poodles ?”
lasVed Ben, eying the book, which Miss Celia left
|open before her.

“Notof them, but ofother interestingcreatures;
lalso anécdotas about horses, which will picase you,
Il know,” and she turned the pages for him, neither
Ifuessing how much good Mr. Hamerton’s charm-

;“Chaplers on Animals” were to do the boy
pben he needed comfort for a sorrow which was
|wy near.

Chapter X.
A HEAVY TROUBLE.

“Thank you, ma’am, that’s a tip-top book,
iEcially ihc pictures. But | can’t bear to see these
wfellows,” and Ben brooded over the fine etch-
“|cfthe dead and dying horses on a battle-field,
tpastall further pain, the other helpless but lift-
oghishead from his dead master to neigh a fare-
iltothe comrades who go galloping away in a
|doud ofdust.
"They ought to stop for him, some of 'em,”
BdteredBen, hastily tuming back to the cheerful
tiureofthe three happy horses in the field, stand-
Wknee-deep among the grass as they prepare to
1ohai the wide stream.
'Aintthat black one a beauty ? Seems as if |
seehis mane blow in the wind, and hear him

LILACS. 323

whinny to that small feller trotting down to see if
he can’t get over and be sociable. How | d like to
take a rousin' run round that meadow on lhe whole
lot of '’em,” and Ben swayed about in his chair as
ifhe was already doing it in imagination.

“You may take a turn round my field on Lita
any day. She would like it, and Thorny’s saddle
will be here next week,” said Miss Celia, pleased
to see that the boy appreciated the fine pictures,
and felt such hearty sympathy 'with the noble
animals whom she dearly loved herself.

“ Need n’t wait for that. | ’d rather ride bare-
back. Oh, | say, is this the book yOu told about
where the horses talked ?” asked Ben, suddenly
recollecting the speech he had puzzled over ever
since he heard it.

“No, | brought the book, but in the hurry of
my tea-party forgot to unpack it. I ’ll hunt it up
to-night. Remind me, Thorny.”

“There, now, | ve forgotten something too1
Squire sent you a letter, and | 'm having such a
jolly time | never thought of it.”

Ben rummaged out the note with remorseful
haste, protesting that he was in no hurry for Mr.
GuUiver, and very glad to save him for another
day.

Leaving the young folks busy with their games,
Miss Celia sat in the porch to read her letters, for
there were tsvo, and as she read her face grew so
sober, then so sad, that if any one had been look-
ing he would have wondered what bad news had
chased away the sunshine so suddenly. No one
did look, no one saw how pitifully her eyes rested
on Ben’s happy face when the letters were put
away, and no one minded the new gentleness in
her manner as she carne back to the table. But Beri
thought there never was so sweet a lady as the one
who leaned overhim to show him how the dissected
map went together, and never smiled at his mis-
takes.

So kind, so very kind was she to them all that
when, after an hour of merry play, she took her
brother in to bed, the three who remained fell to
praising her enthusiastically as they put things to
rights before taking leave.

“ She’s like the good fairies in the books, and
has all sorts of nice, pretty things in her house,”
said Betty, enjoying a last hug of the fascinating
doli whose lids would shut so that it was a pleasure
to sing “ Bye, sweet baby, bye,” with no staring
eyes to spoil the illusion.

“ W hat heaps she knows ! More than Teacher,
| do believe, and she does n’t mind how many
questions we ask. | like folks that will tell me
things,” added Bab, whose inquisitive mind was
always hungry.

“ | like that boy first-rate, and | guess he likes
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me, though I did n’t know where Nantucket ought
to go. He wants me té teach him to ride when
he’s on his pins again, and Miss Celia says | may.
She knows how to make folks feel good, don’t
she ?” and Ben gratefully surveyed the Arab chief,
now his own, though the best of all the collection.

“Wont we have splendid times? She says we
may come over every night and play with her and
Thorny.”

“ And she ’s going to have the seats in the
porch lift up so we can put our things in there all
dry, and have ’'em handy.”

“And | 'm going to be her boy, and stay here
all the time; | guess the letter | brought was a
recommend from the Squire.”

“Yes, Ben: and if | had not already made up
my mind to keep you before, | certainly would
now, my boy.”

Something in Miss Celia’s voice, as she said the
last two words with her hand on Ben’s shoulder,
made him look up quickly and turn red with
pleasure, wondering what the Squire had written
about him.

“ Mother must have some of the ‘party,” so
you shall take her these, Bab, and Betty may carry
baby home for the night. She is so nicely asleep,
it is a pity to wake her. Good-bye till to-morrow,
little neighbors,” continued Miss Celia, and dis-
missed the girls with a kiss.

“Is n’t Ben coming, too?” asked Bab, as Betty
trotted off in a silent rapture with the big darling
bobbing over her shoulder.

“Not yet; |’ve several things to settle with my
new man. Tell mother he will come by and by.”

Offrushed Bab with the platefulof goodies; and,
dtawing Ben down beside her on the wide step,
Miss Celia took out the letters, with a shadow
creeping over her face as softly as the twilight was
stealing over the world, while the dew fell and
everything grew still and dim.

“ Ben, dear, | 've something to tell you,” she
began, slowly, and the boy waited with a happy
face, for no one had called him so since 'Melia
died.

“ The Squire has heard about your father, and
this is the letter Mr. Smithers sends.”

“ Hooray! where is he, please?” cried Ben,
wishing she would hurry up, for Miss Celia did not
even offer him the letter, but sat looking down at
Sancho on the lower step, as if she wanted him to
come and help her.

“ He went after the mustangs, and sent some
home, but could not come himself.”

“ Went further on, | s’pose. Yes, he said he
might go as far as California, and if he did he 'd
send for me. 1°'d like to go there;
splendid place, they say.”

it’s a real
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“He has gone further away than that, toj
lovelier country than California, | hope.” Ad
Miss Celia’s eyes turned to the deep sky, whert
early stars were shining,

“Did n’t he send for me? W here’s he gone!
When ’s he coming back?” asked Ben, quickly,
for there was a quiver in her voice, the meaning o
which he felt before he understood.

Miss Celiaput her arras about him, and answered
very tenderly:

“ Ben, dear, if | were to tell you that hews
never coming back, could you bear it?”

“1 guess | could—but you don’t mean it? Ch
ma’am, he isn’t dead -~ cried Ben, with acrytk
made her heart ache, and Sancho leap up ivithal
bark.

“ My poor little boy, I wish I could say no.”

There was no need of any more words, no nedj
of tears or kind arms round him. He knew hel
was an orphan now, and turned instinctiveiy toibel
oid friend who loved him best. Throwing hiniseffl
down beside his dog, Ben clung about the oirljl

neck, sobbing bitterly: [
“ Oh, Sanch, he’s never coming back againl
never, never any more !” \

Poor Sancho could only whine and lick away thd
tears that wet the half-hidden face, questioning il
new friend meantime with eyes so fuU of dumlj
love and sympathy and sorrow that they seemer
almost human. W iping away her own tears, Ms
Celia stooped to pat the white head, and to strok
the black one lying so near it that the dog"! breas
was the boy’s pillow. Presently the sobbind
ceased, and Ben whispered, without looking up;

“ Tell me all aboutit; 1’1l be good.”

Then, as kindly as she could, Miss Celia
the btief letter which told the hard news bluudfi
for Mr. Smithers was obliged to confess thal |
had known the truth months before, and ren
told the boy lest he should be unfitted for the «t
they gave him. Of Ben Brown the elder’s deaii
there was little to tell, except that he was kiUed id
some wild place at the West, and a stranger
the fact to the only person whose fiame was foM
in Ben’s pocket-book. Mr. Smithers offered t
take the boy back and “ do well by him,” avertfflj
that the father wished his sonto remain where
left him, and foUow the profession to which hes
trained. N

“ Will you go, Ben?” asked Miss Celia, Mp»!
to distract his mind from his grief by speaking
other things. o]

“No, no; | drather tramp and starve. h'l
awful hard to me and Sanch, and he "1 be'
now father’s gone. Don’t send me backi®
me stay here; folks are good to me; there
where else to go.” And the head Ben bad '
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jup with a desperate sort of look went down again
lon Sancho’s breast as if there was no other refuge

kft"‘You shall sts.y here, and no one shall take you
jjway against your wil. 1 called you ‘my boy’
El play, now you shall be my boy in earnestj this
be your home, and Thorny your brother.
lwe are orphaiis, too, and we will stand by one
janoiber till a stronger friend comes to help us,”
Icned Miss Celia, with such a mixture of resolutioh
londtenderness in her voice that Ben felt comforted
once, and thanked her by laying his cheek
tpinst the pretty slipper that rested on the step
side him, as if he had no words in which to swear
itejalty to the gentle mistress whom he meant
Ibenceforth to serve with grateful fidelity.

Sancho felt that he must foliow suit, and gravely
Iputhis paw upon her knee, with a low whine, as if
Ibtsaid; “ Count me in, and let me help to pay my
loiasteds debt if I can.”

Mss Celia shook the offercd paw cordially, and
Ilhegood creature crouched at her feet like a small
Ibén bound to guard her and her house forever
jmore.

“Don't lie on that coid stone, Ben; come here
ptdlet me try to comfort you,” she said, stooping
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to wipe away the greatdrops that keptrolling down
the brown cheek halfhidden in her dress.

But Ben put his arm over his face, and sobbed
out with a fresh burst of grief;

“You can’t; you did n’t know him! Oh,
daddy! daddy!—if 1 ’d only seen you jest once
morel”

No one could grant that wishj but Miss Celia
did comfort him, for presently the sound of music
floated out from the parlor,—music so soft, so
sweet, that involuntarily the boy stopped his crying
to listen; then quieter tears dropped slowly, seem-
ing to soothe his pain as they fell, while the sense
of loneliness passed away, and it grew possible to
wait til! it was time to go to father in that far-off
country lovelier than golden California.

How long she played Miss Celia never minded,
but when she stole out to see if Ben had gone she
found that other friends, even kinder than herself,
had taken the boy into their gentle keeping. The
wind had sung a lullaby among the rustling lilacs,
the moon’s mild face looked through the leafyarch
to kiss the heavy eyelids, and faithful Sancho still
kept guard beside his littie master, who, with his
head pillowed on his arm, lay fast asleep, dreamiiig,
happily, that “ Daddy had come home again.”

(To be continue<f.)
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COMMON SENSE IN THE HOUSEHOLD.
By Margaret Vandegrift.

W hen you’re wrMng or reading or sewing, it’s right
To sit, if you can, with your back to the light;

And then, it is patent to every beholder,

The light will fail gracefully over your shoulder.

Now here is a family, sensible, wise,

Who all have the greatest regard for their eyes;
They first say, “ Excuse me,” which also is right.
And then all sit down with their backs to the light.

But their neighbors, most unhygienic, can’t see

Why they do it, and think that they cannot agree.
And always decide they 've' been having a fight,

W hen they merely are turning their backs to the light.
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By William

[BELIEVE that the youngstersin our family con-
fcder my study a very pleasant room. There are
¢me books, pictures, and hunting implements in
it, and | have quite a large number of curious
pings stored in little tnahogany cabinets, including
Vaiiely oispecimens of natural history and articles
fsavage warfare, which liave been given to me
tysailors and travelers. In one of these cabinets
ihere are the silver wings of a flying-fish, the
loisoned arrows of South Sea cannibals, sharks’
landallig.itors' teeth, fragments of well-remembered
wrecks, and an inch or two of thick tarred rope.

The latter appears to be a common and useless
lobjeciat the first glance, butwhen examined closely
11 isnot so uninteresting. It measures one and
Jrae-eighth of an inch in diameter, and running
librough the center are seven bright copper wires,
Jurtounded by a hard, dark brown substance, the
Inature of which you do not iminediately recognize.
It is gutta-percha, the wonderful vegetable juice,
Irtich is as firm as a rock while it is coid and as

ICtas dough when it is exposed to heat. This is
linclosed witliin several strands of Manilla hemp,
J»iih ten jron wires woven among them. The
lhemp is saturated with tar to resist water, and the
luires are galvanized to prevent rust. You may
ljiidge, then, how strong and durable the rope is,
|bu( Iam not sure that you can guess its use.

Near the Southern extremity of the western coast
lof Ireland there is a little harbor called Valentia,
lasyou will see by referring to a map. It feces the
|Atlantic Ocean, and the nearest point on the oppo-
Isite shore is a sheltered bay prettily named Heart’s
IContent, in Newfoundland. The waters between
lire the storipiest in the world, wrathy with hurri-
lanes and cyclones, and seldom smooth even in the
lalm months of midsummer. The distance across
|0 nearly two thousand miles, and the dcpth grad-
jaally increases to a majcimum of three miles.
iBelwecn these two points of land—Valentia in
jireland and Hearts Content in Newfoundland—a
Iraagical rope is laid, binding America to Europe
I'sitha fiiTObond, and enabling people in London
lio send jnstantaneous messages to those in New
jVork, Itisthe first successful Atlantic cable, and
I®ypiece was cut from it before it was laid. Fig. 2
jen the next page shows how a section of it looks,
ptid Fig, 3 shows a section of the shore ends, which
| drelarger.

Copperisone of the best conductors of electricity
isnown, and henee the wires in the center are made
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ofthat metal. W ater, too, isan excellent conductor,
and if the wires were not closely protected, the elec-
tricity would pass from them into the sea, instead of
carrying its message the whole length of the line.
Therefore, the wires must be incased or insulated in
some material that will not admit water and is not
itselfa conductor. Gutta-percha meets these needs,
and the hemp and galvanized wire are added for the
strength and protection they afford to the whole.

It was an American who first thought of laying
such an electric cable as this under the turbulent
Atlantic. Some foolish people laughed at the idea
and declared it to be impracticable. How could a
slender cord, two thousand miles long, be lowered
from an unsteady vessel to the bottom of the ocean
without break ? It would part under the strain
put upon it, and it would be attacked by marine
monsters, twisted and broken by the currents. At
one point the bed of the sea suddenly sinks from a
depth of two hundred and ten fathoms to a dcpth
oftwo thousand and fifty fathoms. Here the strain
on the cable as it passed over the ship’s stem would
be so great that it certainly must break. More
than this, the slightest flaw—a hole smaller than a
pin’s head—in the gutta-percha insuiator would
spoil the entire work, and no remedy would be
possible. A great many people spoke in this way
when the Atlantic cable was first thought of, as
others, years before, had spoken of Watt and
Stephenson. But W att invented the steam-engine,
Stephenson invented the locomotive, and Cyrus
Field bound Great Britain to the United States by
telegraph.

Early in 1854, Mr. Field’s attention was drawn
to the scheme for a telegraph between Nova Scotia
and Newfoundland, in connectionwith a line of fast
steamships from Ireland to cali at St. John’s, New-
foundland. The idea struck him that if a line
were laid to Ireland, lasting benefit would result
to the world. So he called together some of his
intimate friends, including Peter Cooper, Moses
Taylor, Chandier W hite, and Marshall O. Roberts,
and they joined him in organizing the “ New York,
Newfoundland, and London Telegraph Company,”
which was the pioneer in the movement to connect
the two continents by a telegraph cable, and with-
out whose aid its consuinmation would have been
indefinitely dclayed.

The work was costly and difficult. The first part
consisted in surveying the bottom of the sea for a
route. This was done by taking “ soundings” and
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“

“ dtedgings.” As some ofyou are aware, “ sound-
ing" is an operation for ascertaining the depth of
the sea, while “dredging” reveais what plants and
living creatures are at the
bottora. After much patient
labor, a level space was found
between Ireland and New-
foundland, and it seemed to
be so well adaptad to the
surveyor’s.purposes that it
was called the “ Telegraphic

Plateau.”
Two or three large vesseis
were next equipped, and

sent out with several thou-
sand miles ofcable on board,
which they proceeded to lay.
But the fragie cord—fragie
compared with the boister-
ous power of the waves—
hroke in twaln, and could
not be recovered, A second
attempt was made, and that

failed, too. Brave men can
Overeéme adversity, how-
THB CRAFNSL. ever, and the Uttle band of

scientific men and capitalists were brave men and
were determined to succecd. Each heart suffered
the acute anguish of long-deferred hope, and each
expedition cost many hundred thousands of doUars.
Nevertheless, the promoters of the Atlantic cable
sent out a third time, and when failure met them
again, it seemed to common minds that their
scheme was a settled impossibility. Not so with
the heroes. Each failure showed them some faults
in their plans or machinery. These they amended.
Thus, while they were left at a distance from the
object of their ambition, they were brought a littie
nearer to its attainment.

Guided by the light of past expcrience, they
equipped a fourth expedition, The “ Great East-
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five feet; herbreadth eighty-five feet, and hertu.l
then twenty-two thousand tons. One of the pnj I
cipal causes of failure in previous expeditions i
the inability of the cable to endure the severe sraio 1
put upon it in stormy weather as it passed fren
an ordinarily unsteady vessel into the sea. Dn
“ Great Eastern,” from her immense size, promistd
to be steady in the worst of gales. Herholdivjs
fitled with three enormous iron tanks—a “ foe*
tank, a “ main ” tank, and an “ afier” tank. Thel
main tank was the largest, and eight hundred ad
sixty-four miies of cable were coiled in iL Eght
hundred and thirty-nine miles in addition vee
coiled in the after tank, and six hundred ad
seventy miles in the fore tank, making in ail tw
thousand three hundred and seventy-four milesq
cable. The food taken on board for the longi
voyage in prospect consisted of twenty thousand |
pounds of butcher-meat, five hundred head
poultry, one hundred and fourteen live sheep, eight
bullocks, a milch cow, and eigity
tons of ice.

W hat is called the shore-end
ofthe cable— Le., thatpaitnear-1
est the shore, which is thicker |
than the rest—was first laidbya
smaller steamer. It extended |
from Valentia to a point twerly-!
eight railes at sea. Here itwas |
buoyed, rntil the great ship arrived. On a wei;
day in July, 866, it was joined with the main cable
on board the “ Great Eastern,” and on the sane
day that vessel started on her voyage to New
foundland.

It may seem a simple matter to distribuie ot
“ pay out” the cable, but in practice it is ex«ed-'
ingly difficult. Twenty men are stationed in ilie
tank from which it is issuing, each dressed ma
canvas suit, without pockets, and in boots without
nails. Their duty is to ease each edil as it passes
out of the tank, and to give notice of the mariis

SBCTION OF
CRAPILING UNE.

SECTIONS OF CABLES (REDUCED).

t. Malo cable ofxBjS

em ” was selected, and her interior was altered for
the purpose. She was, and is still, the largest
vessel afloat. Her length issixhundred and ninety-

la. SfiorcYcndiabandoocd cabio of1S5E. 9. Matn cabio of7666.

S]tor«*end, recovered cable of 196$. $.Shore”eod of n
painted on the cable one mile apart. Nearite

entrance of the tank it runs overa grooved whed
and along an iron trough until it reaches that part
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lof the deck where the “ paying out” machine is
Iplaced. The latter consists of six grooved wheels,
leach provided with a smaller wheel, calied a
1'‘jockey,” placed against the upper side of the
Ipoove so as to press against the cable as it goes
lihrough, and retard or help its progress. These
Isix wlieds and their jockeys are themselves con-
lirolled by brakcs, and after'it has been embraced
lbv them the cable winds round a “ drum?” four
lilincs. The drum is another wheel, four feet in

THE "GREAT EASTEBW”

liliaraeter and nine inches deep, which is also con-
lirolled by powevful brakes; and from it the cable
Ipssses over another grooved wheel before it gets to
ItiE “dynamometer ” wheel. The dynamometer is
laa inslrument which shows the exact degree of the
Istrain on the cable, and the wheel attached to it

and lalls as the strain is greater or less.
|Thence the cable is sent over another deeply

1ooved wheel into the sea.

Youwill remcmber what | said about insulation,
-howa tiny hole in the gutta-perch.n would allow
pe electricity to escape. On deck there is a small
fouse, which is filled with delicate scientific instru-
penis. Asthe cable is paid out, it is tested here.

ia«irc or a nail or a smaller thing is driven
poogh it, and the insulation is spoiled, an instru-

called the galvanometer instantly records the
f Nand warning is given at all paits of the ship.
jfne manin charge touches a small handle, and an
pecuic bell rings violently in the tank and at the
laying-out machinery. At the same time a loud
lissirack, at the sound of which the engines
stopped. Delay might cause much trouble or
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total failure, as the injured section must be arrested
and repaired before it enters the water.

The great steamer went ahead at the rate of
five nautical miles an hour, and the cable passed
sinoothly overboard. Messages were sent lo
England and answers teceived. The weather was
bright, and all hands were cheerful. On the third
day after the “ splicing” of the shore-end with the
main cable, that part of the ocean was reached
where the water suddenly increases in deptli from

-- jiiiK/-

ENTERINC THE BAV OF HEART’S CONTENT.

two hundred and ten fathoms to two thousand and
fifty. One of the earlicr cables broke at this place
and was lost forever. The electricians and en-
gineers watched for it with anxious eyes. It was
reached and passed. The black cord still traveled
through the wheels unbroken, and the test applied
by the galvanometer proved the insulation to be
perfect. The days wore away without mishap until
the evening of July 17, when the sound ofthe gong
filled all hearts with a sickening fear.

The rain was falling in torrents and pattering on
the heavy oil-skin clothing of the watchers. The
wind blcw in chilly gusts, and the sea broke in
white crests of foam. A dense and pitchy cloud
issued from the smoke-stacks. The vessel advanced
in utter darkncss. A few lights were moving about,
and shadows fell hither and thither as one of the
hands carried a lantern along the sloppy deck.
The testing-room was occupied by an electrician,
who was quietly working with his magical instru-
ment, and the cable could be heard winding over
the wheels astern, as the tinkiing of a little bell on
the “ drum ” recorded its progress.
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The electrician rose from his seat suddenly, and
struck the alarum. The next instant each person
on board knew that an accident had happened.
The engines were stopped and reversed wLthin two
minutes. Blue-lights were burned on the paddle-
boxes, and showed a knot in the cable as it lay in
the trough.

Two remedies seemed possible. One was to cut
the cable, and support one end in the water by a
buoy until the rest could be unraveled. The other
was to unravel the cable without cutting it.

It is a very intricate knot that an oid sailor can-
not untie, and the oid satiors on the “ Great East-
ern” twisted and untwisted coil after coil until they
succeeded in untying this one. The insulation re-
mained perfect, and in a few hours all was right
again. The accident caused much ill foreboding,
however, as it showed how slight an occurrence
might bring the expedition to a disastrous end.

On July 27, after a voyage of fifteen days, the
“ Great Eastern” finished her work, and her part
of the cable was attached to the American shore-
end, which had been laid by another vessel. Some
of you will remember the rejoicings in the United

ATLANTIC CABLE.

States over the evcnt. It surpassed all othel
achievements of the age, and equaled the invenf
tion of the telegraph itself.

*Thus, after infinite labor and repeatcd failures,!
the brave inen who undertook the work accom|
plished it. A year before, their third cable hadl
broken in inid-ocean, and it was now proposed to|
“ grapple” forit. The “ Great Eastern ” was fitledl
out with apparatus, which may be likered trfanl
enormous fishing-hook and line, and was seni
the spotwhere'the treasurehad beenlost. Thelinel

was of hemp interwoven with wire. PagejtSshc»!
a section of it. Twice the cable was seired »
brought almost to the surface. Twice

from the disappointed fishermen, but the

it was secured. It was then united with tbe f
on board, which was “ paid out” until the®
steamer again reached Newfoundland, and as
telegraph-wire united the two continents.

The scene on board as the black Une app
above water was exciting beyond description’
was first taken to the testing-room, andas?
intended for Valentia was sent over it, 10
whether or not it was perfect throughout its" T



THE

If it Hsd preved to be imperfect, all the
Jjjoor spent upon it would have been lost. The
Ciectricians waited breathlessly for an answer. The
jlerk in the signal-house at Valentia was drows'y
Ifhen their message carne, and disbelieved his ears.
disinterested people, and even some of the
Ipromoters of the cable, did not think it possible to
[tewver a wire that had sunk in thousands of
Ifeihoms of water. But the clerk in the littie
tation connected with the shore-end of the cable
i1865 suddenly found himself in communication
Inch a vessel situated in the middle of the Atlantic.

jigih.
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The delay aggravated the anxious watchers on the
ship, and a second signal was sent. How aston-
ished that simple-minded Irish telegfaph-operator
was! Five minutes passed, and then the answer
carne. The chief electrician gave a loud cheer,
which was repeated by every man on board, from
the captain down to his servant.

There are now four cables in working order, and
the cost of messages has been reduced twenty-five
per cent. The New York newspapers now contain
nearly as much European news as the London
newspapers themselves.

THE CANARY THAT TALKED TOO MUCH.

By Margaret Eytinge.

Annette’s canary-bird's cage, with the canary
lioit, was brought into the library and hung upon
lahook beside the window.

Qul popped a mouse from a hole behind the

«ok-case.

“Why, what are you doing here, canary ?” she

‘1 thought your place was the bay-window
iihe dining-room.”

“So it is—so it is!” beginning with a twitter,
insweted the canary ; “ but they said | taiked too
Buch! —cnding with a trill.

“Taiked!” repeated the mouse, sitting up on
itr hind-legs and looking earnestly at him. |
»ught you only sang | ”

“Well, singing and talking mean about the
ame thing in bird-language,” said the canary.

I'Butgoodness g-r-r-racious I” he wenton, swing-
pgrapidly to and fro in his littie swing at the top
fhiscage, “ 't was they that taiked so much—my
|itiistress and the doctor’s wife, and the doctor’s
se—not me. | said scarcely a word, and yet |
ncalleda chatterbox, and punished—before com-
Ipany, too! | feel mad enough to puli out my yel-
Itntest feathers, or upset my bath-tub.. Now, you
delike a sensible littie thing, mouse, and 111 tell
cali about it—what they said and what | said—
lyott shall judge if i deserved to be banished.
“The doctor’s wife and the doctor’s sister called.
‘k ’sa lovely day 1’ said they.
"A lovely, lovely, lovely day!’sang I. ‘The

" diines bright—the sky is blue—the grass is

green—yes, lovely, lovely, lovely—and | 'm happy,
happy, happy, and glad, glad, glad 1’

“ They went right on talking, though | sang my
very best, without paying the slightest attention to
me ; and when | stopped, | caught the words * So
sweet’ from my mistress, and then | sang again:
‘Sweet, sweet, sweet, sweet, sweet, sweet, sweet is
the clover—sweet is the rose—sweet the song of
the bird—sweet the bird—sweet the clover—sweet
the rose—the rose—the clover—the bird—yes, yes,
yes—sweet, sweet, sweet!” And as | paused to take
breath, I heard some one say, ‘W hat a noise that
bird makes ! how loudly he sings!” ‘How loudly
he sings!’repeated I, “how loudly he sings!—the
bird, the bird, the beautiful bird—sweet, sweet,
sweet, sweet ’ But suddenly my song ended,
for my mistress got up, unhooked my cage, saying,
‘Canary, yon re a chatterbox; you talk too much,’
and brought me in here.

“ And really, mouse, as you must see, | did n’t
say more than a dozen or so words. W hat do you
think about it ?"

“ Well,” said the mouse, stroking her whiskers
and speaking slowly, “ you did n't say much, but
it strikes me you taiked a great deai.”

“ Oh !” said the canary, pulting hishead on one
side and looking thoughtfully at her out of his right,
bright, black, round eye. Butjustthen the mouse
beard an approaching footstep, and, without even
saying “ good-bye,” she hurried away to the hole
behind the book-case.
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A NIGHT WITH A BEAR.

A NIGHT WITH A BEAR.

By Jane G. Austin.

“ Tell you what, Roxie, | wish father and Jake
had some of those hot nut-cakes for their dinncr;
they did-n’t carry much ofanything, and these are
proper nice.”

Mrs. Beamishsether lefthand uponherhip, leaned
against the cérner of the dresser, and meditatively
selected another nut-cake, dough-nut or cruller, as
you may cali them, from the great brown pan
piled up with these dainties, and Roxie, who was

curied up in a little heap on the cdrner of the
looked

settle, knitting a blue woolen stocking,
brightly up and said:
“ Let me go and carry them some, Ma. It’s

just as warm and nice as can be out-of-doors, real
springy, and | know the way to the wood lot. 17
just love to go.”

“Let’s see—ten o’clock,” said Mrs. Beamis'h,
putting the last bit of cake into her mouth, and
wiping her fingers upon her apron. “It’s a
matter of four miles there by the bridg'e, Jake
says, though if you cross the ford it takes off a
mile or more. You ’d better go round by the
bridge, anyway.”

“ Oh no, Ma; thatisn’t worth while, for Pa said
only last night that the ice was strong enough yet
to sled over aU the wood he ’d been cutting,” said
Roxie, eamestly, for the additional mile rather
terrified her.

“Did he? Well, if that ’s so, it is all right,”
replied her mother, in a tone of relief, and then
she filled a tin pail with nut-cakes, laid a clean,
brown napkin over them, and then shut in the
cover and set it on the dresser, saying:

“ There, they 've got cheese with them, and
you ’ll reach camp before they eat their noon
lunch. Now, get on yourleggin’s and thick shoes,
and your coatand cap and mittens, and eat some
cakes before you start, so as notto take theirswhen
you get there.”

“1 would n’t do that, neither; notifl never had
any,” replied Roxie, a little resentfully, and then
she pulled her squirrel-skin cap well over her ears,
tied her pretty scarlet tippet around her neck, and
held up her face for a good-bye kiss. The mother
gave it with unusual fervor, and said, kindly:

“ Good-bye to you, little girl. Take good care
of yourself, and come safe home to mother.”

“Yes, Ma. But | may wait and come with
them, mayn’t1? They ’ll let me ride on oid Rob,
you know.”

“ Why, yes, suppose,

you might as well, I

though 1’ be ionesome without you all day, bey
But it would be better for you to ride home L1
stay.” T

It was a lovely day in the latter part of March, j
and although the ground was covered with snm
and the brooks and rivers were still festbound 61
ice, there was something in the air that told of
spring,—something that set the sap in the rmplt.l
trees mounting through its million little channds
toward the buds, already beginning to jcé&deniorl
their blooming, and sent the blood in little RoxieS
veins dancing upward too, until it blossomed inher
cheeks and lips ftiirer than in any maple-tiee.

“ How pleasant it is to be alivel” said the litle
girl aloud, while a squirrel running up the oid ce
tree overhead stopped, and curling his bushy lait
a little higher upon his back, chattered the sare
idea in his own language. Roxie stopped to lisleol
and laugh aloud, at which sound the squirrel
frisked away to his hole, and the little girl, singinjl
merrily, went on her way, crossed the rirer ontre
ice, and on the other bank stopped and looked
wistfully down a side path leading into the deoser
forest away from her direct road.

“ 1 really believe the checkerberrics must hae
started, it is so springy,” she thought; ‘T'vei
mind to go down and look in what Jake dis
‘Bear-berry Pasture,” though | told him they vweie
not bear-berries, but real checkerberries.” So[
saying to herself Roxie ran a few steps down tre
little path, stopped, stood still for a minute, then(
slowly turned back, saying:

“No, | wont, either, for may be | wouidn’t-..
to the camp with the nut-cakes before noon, ad
then they would have eaten all their cheese. Ny
111 go right on, and not stay there any timeaidl,|
but comeback and get the checkerberries; besides,
mother said she ’d be lonesome without me, sol'dj
better not stay, any way.”

So Roxie, flattering herself like many an ch
person with- the fancy that she was giving up herl
selfish pleasure for that of another, while reallysbel
was carrying out her own fancy, went singing m[
her way, and reached the camp justas lierfatfiefj
struck his ax deep into the log where he meanllol
leave it for an hour, and Jake, her handsomefldffl
brother, took off his cap, pushed the curls’
from his heated brow, and shook out the hay-
grain before oid Rob, whose whinny liad alreadji
proclaimed dinner-time.

“Why, if here isn’t sis with a tin kettie,)
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J be bound some of ma’am’ nut-cakes in it!”
riiciaimcd Jake, who had rather moutned at the
Isaid cakes not being ready before be left home, and
ItheTi he caught the littie girl up in his arms, kissed
jher heartily, and put her on Rob’s back, whence
|slte slid down, saying gravely:

“Jako, Ma says | ‘'m getting too oid for rough
|pU)-. 171l be twelve years oid next June.”

’AUright, oid lady; I'll get you a pair of specs
lind a new cap or two for a birthday present”
tlaughed Jake, uncovering the tin kettie, while his
lhlher said:

“Wewont have you an oid woman before you 're

layoung one, will we, Tib? Come, sit down by me
1and have some dinner. You ’re good to bring us
Ithe nut-cakes and get here in such good season.”
I The three were very happy and merry over their
dinner, although Roxie declined to eat anything
lescept out of her own pocket, and the time passed
Iwiitly until Mr. Beamisli glanced up at the sun
liése, took his ax out of the cleft in the log, and!
|swinging it over his head, said:

"Come, Jake, nooning is over. Get to work.”

“Allright, sin  You can sit still as long as you
iyke, sis, and by and by I'll take you home on
iRob.”

“1’'m going now, Jake,” said Roxie, hesitating
jaliUle,and finally concluding not to mention the
Idieckerbernes, lest her father or brother should
1object to her gomg alone into the wUder part of the
Kmest. “ Ma said she ’d be lonesome,” added she

piurriedly, and then her cheeks began to burn as if
hhebd really told a lie instead of suggesting one.

Well you re a right doivn good girl to come
ohr and then to thmk of Ma instead of yourself,
mdnext day we re working about honie I'll give

Kiagood ride to pay for it.”

And Jake kissed bis littie sister tenderly,
Mer nodded good-bye with some pleasant word
joHbanks, and Roxie with the empty tin pail in her
pi setout upon her homeward journey, a littie
pcitement m her heart as she thought of her con-
pmplated excursion, a littie sting in her conscience
~ shereflected that she had not been quite honest

“ utany part ofit.

Didyou ever notice, when a litie troubied and
pated, how gmckly you seemed to pass over the

and how speedily you arrived at ilie point

t» beryou had not fairly decided to go ?

'A3s sHIl con-

ie SO straight
,shewas alrcadyat the entrance ofthe sunny
glade where lay the patch of bright red
whose faint, wholesome perfume told of

her

[rtrol?K” _ @Ren.
lehfH “P°n her knees, the littie girl
leaves, and

aside the glossy dark-green
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with a low cry of deliglu stooped down and kissed
the clustersof fragrant bervies as they lay fresh and
bnght before her.

“ O you dear, darling littie things!” cried she,
‘how | love to see you again, and know that all
the rest of the pretty things are coming right

Then she began to pluck, and put them some-
times in her mouth, sometimes in her pail, and so
long did she linger over her pleasant task that the
sun was already in the tops of the pine-trees, when,
returmng from a httle excursion into the woods to
pt a spng from a “shad-bush,” Roxie halted
just withm the border of the littie glade, and
stood fora moment traiisfixecl with horror. Beside
the pail she had left brim-full of berries, sat a
bear-cub, scooping out the treasure with his paw,
and greedily devoiiring it,apparently quite delighted
that some one had saved him the trouble of gather-
ing his favorite berries for himself.

One moment of dumb terror, and then a féeling
of anger and recldess courage filled the heart of
the woodsman’s child, and, darting forward, she
Nde a snatch at her pail, at the same time
dealmg the young robber a sharp blow over the
face and eyes with the branch of shad-bush in her
hand, and exclaiming:

You great, horrid thing1 Every single berry
is gone now, for | wont eat them after you. So
now!”

But, so far from being penitent or frightened, the
bear took this interference, and especially the
blow, in very bad part, and after a moment of
blinking astonishment, he sat up on his haunches,
growled a littie, showed his teeth, and intimated
very plainly that unless that pail of berries was
restored at once, there would be trouble for some
one. Butthiswasnot the first bear-cub that Roxie
had seen, and her temper was up as well as the
bear’s. So, firmiy grasping the pail, she began to
retreat backward, at first slowiy, but as the bear
dropped on his feet and seemed inclined to follow
her, or rather the pail of berries, she lost courage,
and turning, began to run, not caring or noting in
what direction, and still mechanically grasping the
pail of berries.

Suddenly, through tho ciése crowding pines
which had so nearly shutout the dayhght, appeared
an open space, and Roxie hailed it with delight,
for It was the river, and once across the river she
felt as if she would be safe. Even in the brief
glance she threw around as she burst from the
edge of the wood, she saw that here was neither the
bridge fior the ford which she had crossed in the
morning; apoint altogether strange arid new to
her, and, as she judged, further down the river,
since the space from shore to shore was consider-
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ably wider. But the bcar was ciése behind, and
neither time fAor courage for deliberation was at
hand, and Roxie, after her raoment’s pause, sprung
forward upon the snowy ice, closely followed by the
clumsy little beast.

At that very moment, a mile further up stream,
Mr. Beamish and his son Jake were cautiously
driving Rob across the frozen ford, and the oid
man was saying:

“ 1 ’'m afraid we’ll have to go round by the
bridge after this, Jake. | should n’t wonder if the
river broke up this very night. See that crack.”

“ 1t would n’t do for Roxie to come over here
alone again,” said Jake, probing the ice-crack with
his stick.

And Roxie,—poor little Roxie,—whom Jake was
so glad to think of as safe at home, was at that very
moment stepping over a wide crack between two
great masses of ice, and staring forlorniy about
her, for a little way in advance appeared another
great gap, and the bear ciése behind was whimper-
ing with terror as he clung to the edge of the float-
ing mass'upon which Roxie had only just leaped,
and which he had faied to jump upon. Shak-
ing with coid and fright, the little girl staggered
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fonvard across the ice untii at its further edge 1
carne upon a narrow, swiftly rolling tide, increasiiij|
in width at every moment—the current ofthe riml
suddenly set free from its winter’s bondage, aDi|
rapidly dashing away its chains.

Roxie turned back, but the crack that she bj|
stepped over was already far too wide for hertol
attempt to repass, and a gentle shaking movemtul
under her feet told that the block on which shel
stood was already in motion, and that no escapel
was possible without more strength and couragsl
than a little girl could be expected to possess, The|

KESCUS
bear had climbed up, and now crouched tiinidly
the edge of the ice, moaning with fear, and seermi
to take so little notice of Roxie that she forgot
her fear of him, and these two, crouching upon
rocking and slippery floor of their strange
went fioating down the turbulent stream.

The twilight deepened into dark, the stan
out bright and coid, and so far away from hnro
need and woe! Little Roxie ceased her use
tears, and kneeling upon the ice put herto
togetherand prayed, adding to the petition she
learned at her molberis knce some sim pie trords
her own great need.
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Avyet more piteous whine from the bear showed
kiSterror as the ice-block gave a sickening whirl,
Indctawling upon his stomach he crept ciése up
, the litde gid. whole air saying as plainly as
terds could have spoken :

“Oh, | am so scared, little girl, aren’t you?

WBprotect each other somehow, or at least, you
rotect me.”

Roxie, with a strangc, light-hearted sense
fsecurity and peace replacing her terror and
Eoubt, let the shaggy creature creep ciése to her

and nestling down into his thick fur, warmed

in freezing fingers against his skin, and with a
mileupon her lips went peacefully to sleep.

She was awakened by a tremendous shock, and
Ismiggle, and a fall into the water, and before she

1see or know what had happened to her, two
song arms were round her, and she was drawn
pinupon the ice-cake, and herbrother was bend-
{ci6ése above her, and he was saying:

'Oh, Roxie ! are you hurt?”

“No, Jake, |—1 believe not. Why, why, what
iitall? Where is this, and—oh, | know. Oh,
[ale, Jake, | was so frightened !” And, turning
fuddenly, she hid her face in her brother’s coatand
nirsl into a passion of tears. But Jake, with one
liurried embrace and kiss, put her away, saying:
“Waltjust a minute, sis, till we finish the bear;
feiber wil! shoot him .”

“No, no, no 1” scrcamed Roxie, her tears dried
;if by magic. “ Don’t kill the bear, father!
Jske, don't you touch the bear; he’s my friend,
Bndwe were both so scared last night, and then |
fraycd that he would n’t eat me, and he didn't,
mdyoumust n’t hurt him.”

"Well, I 'm beat now 1” reinarked Mr. Beam-
Eh aswith both hands buried in the coarse hair
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by which he had dragged the bear to the surface,
for it had gone under when the ice-cake had been
broken against the jain of logs which had stopped
it, he looked up at his little daughter’ palé face.
“You and the bear made friends, and said your
prayers together, and he can’t be hurt, you say?”
“ Yes, father. Oh, please don’t hurt him 1”
“We might take him home and keep him
chained up for a sort of a pet, if he will behave

decent,” suggested Jake, a little doubtfully.
“Welll—I suppose we could,” rcplied the
father, very slowly and reluctantly. “ He seems

peaceable enough now.”

“ And see how good he istome,” said Roxie,
eagerly, as she patted the head of her strangc new
friend, who blinked amicably in reply. “ Oh,
Jake, do go and get Rob and the sled, and carry
him libme, wont you?”

“Why, yes, if father says so, and the critter will
let me tie his legs.”

The ox-sled was ciéose at hand, for the father
and brother liad brought it to the river before they
began their weary search up and down its banks,
not knowing what mournful burden they might
have to carry home to the almost frantic mother.

And Bruin, a most intelligent beast, seemed to
understand so well that the handling, and ride,
were all for his own good, that he bore the humili-
ation of having his legs tied with considerable
equanimity, and in a short time developed so gentle
and gentlemanly»! character as to become a valued
and honored member of the family, remaining with
it for about a year, when, wishing, probably, to set
up housekeeping on his own account, he quietly
snapped his cliain one day and walked off into the
woods, where he was occasionally seen for several
years, generally near the checkerberry patch.

”»

WESTMINSTER ABBEY.

By Charles W.

Have no doubt that most of the readcrs of
Nicholas have heard of the grand oid Abbey
IVestminster, in London, and that they would
to visit this famous historical place. | had
limbeen there in my thoughts and dreams, and
eitenwshed that | might really walk through
ilinictaisles and chapéis, when, at last, | should
uleatrip to Europe. And my wish was granted.
Ives on a November morning—one of those

Squires.

dark, gloomy mornings, peculiar to London, that
| started from my lodgings to walk to the Abbey.
As | said before, I had often been there in iny
imagination, and, as | walked slowly along, 1 could
hardly rcalize that | was actually about to visit it in
person. After a while | carne in sight of West-
minster Bridge and the Houses of Parliament, and
then, on my right, I noticed two tall towers, and
without the help of my guide-book | knew that
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they must belong to the Abbey; so | quickened figures towering high above me. The onguiil
my steps until | had gained the entrance door. Abbey was built many, many years ago, and
W hat a change | experienced as | stepped from been restored from time to time by the succi

INTERIOR OF WESTHTNSTSR ABBEY.

the busy, crowded streets, into this oid sepulcher, kings and queens of England, until we find ituiicl
so celebrated for its relies of the dead ! It almost present condition, safe and sound, and one of
made me shudder, for the interior of the building greatest, if not the greatest object of interestrj
was dark and gloomy, and | saw many coid, white the city of London.
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Wecstminster Abbey may certainly be called a
), for we could spend a whole day in simply
jnting its monumeiits. There were so raany of
lesethat | hardly knew which to look at first, but
thought it best to follow my own inclinations, and
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the Abbey, but which has been much defeced by
persons who were desirous of oljtaining a bit of
stone from this famous tomb. In this chapel 1
saw also the oid coronation chairs, in which
all the reigning sovereigns of Englaiid, since

SHRINB OF EDWARD TIIB CONPESSOR.

plastead of procuring a guide (men with long
I*"** "™ijte take visitors around and point out the
1;”" N Steatest interest), | roamed aljout at my
the first monument that atlracted iny atten-
iirasthe venerable shrine of Edward the Confes-
Ma the chapel of St, Edward, once the glory of
\Vol, V.—23.

Edward I. have been crowned. They are queer,
'old-fashioned chairs, made of wood, and not
very comfortable, I imagine. The older of the

two chairs was built to inclose the stone (which
they cali Jacob’s pillar) brought from Scotland by
Edward, and placed in this chapel. Many other
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interesting tombs are to be seen liere, and the floor
of the chapel is six hundred and fourteen years
oid |

| next visited the chapel of Islip, built by the oid
Abbot of Islip, who dedicated it to St. John the
Baptist. One very interesting monument there

TOM6 OF

was to the memory of General Wolfe, who fell,
you remember, at the battle of Quebec. His
monument is a very beautiful piece of art. It
representa him falling into the arras of one of his
own soldiers, who is pointing to Glory, which comes
in the shape of an &ngel from the clouds, holding a
wieath with which to crown the hero. A Highland

WESTMINSTER ABBEY.

sergeant looks sorrowfully on the dying watria
while two lions sleep at his feet. The inscripticj
reads as follows: “ To the memory of James Woli]
Major-General and Commander-in-Chief of iii
British land forces on an expedition against Qu-b:1
who, after sunnounting, by ability and valor, *

{IAKDSU

obstacles of art and nature, was slain in the merafj
of victory, on the 13th of Sepicmber, I75ft *1
King and Parliament of Great Britain
this monument.”

I now walked on to the north transcpt, ano'
first monument | noticed was one erected » |
Rohert Peel, the great orator and slatesman-
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jsjted myself on an oid stone bench to rest, and"
Itocking around, saw a magnificent statue of the
Igieat William Pitt, who, you iriay remember, was
lalsoa groat statesman, and accoinplislied more for
Itheglory and prosperity of England than any other
j«aiesman who ever lived. In this transept there
Isabeautiful window, which represents our Savior,
lltewelve apostles, and fourevangelists. As | was
lailing quietly in this secluded spot, looking up at
Itlie window, strains of soleran music reached my
Itar, which sounded as if they carne from one ofthe
Igloomy vaults around me. | walked on to dis-
Inner, if possible, whence this music carne, and |
Igv, in the nave of the Abbey, the Dean of West-
lininster conducting a Service, assisted by his choir
iboys. | seated myself until the ceremonies were
ow, and 1thought it was a very odd place to ho!d
iurch—araong so many graves.
After the Dean and his choir boys had disap-
arcd | commenced my walk again, and saw
ny fine oid monuments. One of these was in
lemory of Sir Isaac Newton, and 1 am sure | need
idot tell you who he was. Prominent among the
«numents iii this part of the Abbey is that to
IsjorAndré, the fine yonng officer who was exe-
ited during our Revolutionary War.

By Sarah J.

Crip was having a dismnl—a very dismal time
iit Crip was eleven, it was his birthday, and
Qipwas in disgrace—in a garret.

Was n't it dreadful?

lehappened thus; Crip’s father was a shoe-
rsker. The bench where he worked and the little
plofashop, about eight feet every way, in which
tworked, stood on a Street leading down to the
‘Hidock, and the fiame of the town we will say
isBarkhampstead, on Cape Cod Bay.

fio» and then—that is, once or twice in the year

whaling vessel set sail from the dock, and
T™FEiimes, not always, the same vesseis returned
“tile dock.

[The going and the coming of a “ whaier” made
pP's iather, Mr. John Alien, glad. It was his
J «ason, for when the seamen went, they

ys ivantcd stout new boots and shoes, and,

't they carne, they always needed now coverings
“tMit feet to go home in.

CRIP S GARRET-DAY.
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| next visited the south transept, better known
as the “ Poet’s Corner,” which | think is the most
interesting part of Westminster. A hundred, and
more, monuments to the memory of great men
can be seen here; but | can only tell you of a few
of the most important. The one | thought most
of iserected to the memory of WilUiam Shakspeare,
although his bones repose far away, in the little
church at Stratford-on-Avon. Then | saw the
tombs of David Garrick, the great actorand deline-
ator of Shakspeare's characters; George Frederick
Handel, the eminent composer, the author of that
beautiful anthem, “ 1 know that my Redeemer
liveth;” the great Milton; rare oid Ben Jonson;
Edmund Spenser, author ofthe “ Faery Queene;”
and those of Southey, Dryden, Addison, Gray,
Campbell, and other well-known English poets.

Then, among the fiames of the dead of our own .
day, | saw those of Dickens, Bulwer, Macailay,
and Dr. Livingstone.

Kings, queens, statesmen, soldiers, clergymen,
authors and poets here have equal station. Some
may lie under richertombs than others, but all rest
beneatli the vaulted roof of Westminster Abbey,
tire place of highest honor that England can offer
her departed sons.

CRIP’S GARRET-DAY.

Prichard.

Two years before this dismal time that Crip was
having, the ship “ Sweet Home ” went away, and
it had not been spoken or signaled or heard from
in any way, since four months from the time it left
the dock at Barkhampstead.

The fathers and mothers and wives and little
children of the men who went in the “ Sweet
Home” kept on hoping, and fearing, and feeling
terribly bad about everybody on board whom they
loved, when, without any warning whatever, right
in the midst of a raging snow stoim, the “ Sweet
Home,” all covered in ice from mast-head to prow,
sailed, stiff and coid, into Barkhampstead harbor.

Oh 1 was n’t there a great gladness over all the
oid town then! They rang the meeting-house
bell. It was a hoarse, creaking oid bell, but there
was music in it that time, as it throbbed against
the falling snow, and made a most delicious concert
of joy and gratitude in every house within a mile
and more of the dock.
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Mr. John Alien ruslied down to the “ Sweet
Home,” as soon as ever it carne in. He hadn’t

anybody on board to care very particularly about,
but how he did rub his hands together as he
went, letting the snow gather fast on his long
beard, as he thought of the thirty or forty pairs of
feet that musthave shoes 1

Crip, you know, was to be eleven the next day,
and his mother, in the big red house next door to
the littie. shop, had made him a cake for the day,
and, beside, plum-pudding was to be for dinner.

Before Crip’s father had gone downto the dock he
had said to Crip: “ Now, you must stay right here
in the shop and not go near the dock, until I come
back;” and Crip had said “ Yes, sir,” although
every bit of his throbbing boy body wanted to take
itself off to the “ Sweet Home.”

The snow kept on falling, and it began to grow
dark in the littie shop. Crip had just lighted a
candle, when the shop door opeped, and a boy,
not much bigger than Crip himself, carne in and
shut the door behind him.

Crip jumped up from the bench and said;

“ W hat 27

“You don’t know me, Crip Alien,” said the boy.

‘“Who be you?” questioned Crip.

“Don’t wonder!” said the other, “ for we’ve
all come right out of the jaws of ice and death.
I’'mjojay.”

“ Jo JMy>—Ilooking so !'” said Crip.

“ Never mind ! Only give me a pair of shoes—
o!d ones will do—to get home in. It’s three miles
to go, and it’s five months since | 've had shoes
on my feet. Oh, Crip ! we 've had a badtime on
board, and no cargo to speak ofto bring home.”

“You wont pay for the shoes?” asked Crip.

“No money,” said Jo, thrusting forth a tied-up
foot, wrapped in sail-rags. “ But, Crip, do hurry !
I must get home to mother, ifshe ’s alive.”

“ She’s alive—saw her to meeting,” said Crip,
fumbling in a wooden box to get forth a pair of
half-worn shoes he remerobered about.

He produced them. Jo Jay seized the shoes
eagerly,and, taking offhis wrappings, quickly thrust
his feet, that had so long been shoeless, into them ;
and, with a “ Bless you, Crip ! I ’ll make itall right
some day,” hobbled off, making tracks in the snow,
just before Crip’s father carne up from the dock.

Mr. John Alien retumed in a despondent mood.
There was not oil enough on board the “ Sweet
Home ” to buy shoes for the men.

“W ho’sbeen here, Crip? Socks in and shoes
out, | see.”

“Jo Jay, father.”

“ W here’s the money, Crip?” and Mr. Alien
tumed his big, searching blue eyes on Crip, and
held forth his hand.

CRIP S GARRET-DAY.
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1 “ Why, father,” said Crip, “ he had n’t any, ad

he wanted lo go home. It ’s three miles,
know, andsnowing.”
“ Crip Alien! Do you know what you ’ve done!

You ‘ve siolen a pair of shoes.”

“Oh, 1 haven't, father,” cried Crip, “ and'twas
only the oid, half-worn shoes that you mended ior
George Hifie, that he could n’t wear.”

“ Christopher!” thundered forth Mr. Alien, in
a voice that made the lad shéake in his boots, “@
into the house and right upstairs to bed. Youhae
stolen a pair of shoes from your own father. Yo
knew they were not yours to give away.”

Poor Crip1 Now he could n't get a sight of ite
“ Sweet Home ” to-night, even through the dak-
ness and the snow.

His upper lip began to tremblc and give way,
but he went into the big red house, up the frot
staircase to his own room, and, in the coid, crept
under the blankets into a big feaiher bed, ad
thought ofJo plodding his way home.

About eight of the dock, when Crip was fa
asleep, the door opened, somebody walked in, ad
a hand touched the boy, and left a bit of cakeon
his pillow; then the hand and the somebody vent
away, and Crip was left alone until morning. H
went down to breakfest when called. His falliert
face was more stern than it had been the nigit
before. Crip could scarcely swallow the necdicl
food. W hen breakfast was over, Mr. Alien said:

“ Christopher. Go into the garret andslaytili
I cali you. -I’ll teach you not to take what doesnt
belong to you, even to give away.”

“ Father !” beseechingly said Crip’s mother, "il
isthe boy’s birthday.”

“ Go to the garret!” said Mr. Alien.

Crip went, and he was having the dismal timeol
it referred to in the beginning of this story. Riffl
littie chap! He stayed up there all the momiiij
his mother’s heart bleeding for him, and his sisteis
saying in their hearts, “ Father s awfii! cruel.” I
did seem so, but Mr. Christopher Alien, ihenali»-
known shipping merchant, said, fifty years lato,
when relating the story to a party of friends
board one of his fine steamships:

“That severe punishment was the greatestkind-
ness my father ever bestowed on my beyliooi
Why, a hundred times in my life, when undw titi
power of a great temptation to use money innj
hands that did not belong to me, even for theW
and highest uses, and when | knesv that | «t®
replace it, | have been saved by the power
stern, hard words, the coid, fiashing eyes, and ti*|
day in the garret. Yes, yes, father was right
ought to have takén off my ovJn shoes,
without any, to give to Jo Jay. That washisi |
of giving.”
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WHAT HAI'PKNED.

WHAT HAPPENED.

By Howei.l Foster.

A VERY respectablo Kangaroo

Died week before last in Timiiuctoo;

A lemarkable accident happened to him ;
He was hung head down from a hanyan-limb.
The Royal Lion niade proclamation

For a day of fasting and lamentation,
Which lcd lo a curious demonstration :
The Elephant acted as if he were drunk
He stood on his head, he trod on his trunk j
An over-sensitive she-Gorilla

Declai-ed that the shock would surely kill her;
A frisky, gay and fiolicsoine Ape

Tied up his tail with a yard of crape;

The Donkey wipcd lys eyes with his ears;
The Crocodile shed a bucket of tears j
The Rhinoceros gored a young Giraffe
Who had the very bad tasto to laugh;
The Hippopotamus puffed and blew,

To show his respect for the Kangaroo;
And a sad but indignant Chimpanzee
Gnawed all the bark from the banyan-tree.
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By Edwin Hodder.

Chapter |
THE BOYS OF BLACK.ROCK SCHOOL.

Dr. Brier considered himself the principal of
Blackrock School, but the boys in that establish-
ment often used to say to each other that Mrs.
Brier was really the master.

Not that she intruded into any sphere which did
not belong to her, but she took such a deep interest
in the school that she had the welfere of every boy
at heart, and Dr. Brier was one of those amiable
men who never act except in concert with their
wives, and he had, moreover, good sense enough
to see that oftentimes her judgment was better
than his own.

At the time our story opens, the school was in a
very flourishing condition. It eontained about
eighiy boys, the tutors were men of unquestionable
ability, and so successful had the Doctor been in
turning out good scholars that he had applications
from various parts of England, in which country
our story is located, for the admission of many
more boys than he could possibly receive.

Among the institutions of the school was a
weekly reoeption in the Doctor’s private drawing-
room, when twenty boys at a time were invitad to
tea, and to spend the evening hours in social
cnjoyment.

It was a very good thing, for it gave Mrs. Brier
an opportunity of becoraing acquainted with the
boys, and it enabled them to see the Doctor, not in
his professional character of principal, but as a
kind and gentle host.

At some schools, where a plan of this kind has
been adopted, boys have been inclined to look
upon it as a great bore, and have dreaded the
return of the so-called social evening, when they
would have to be, for some hours, in a State of
nei'vous anxiety, lest they should be catechised in a
corner, or be betrayed into something that they
would be sorry for afterward.

But, with one exception, this was not the case
with the Blackrock boysj the Tuesday reception
was always a réd-letter day with them, and if ever,
through misbehavior, an invitation was withheld,
it was regarded as one of the severest punishments
inflicted in the school.

Several boys were one day standing in a group
under the elms which inclosed the play-ground,
putting on their jackéts to retum to the school-
room, as the recreation hour was nearly over.

FORT. [UABHI
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“W ho’s going to the house on Tuesday”!

asked Howard Pemberton.
“ 1 am,” said Martin Venables.

“ And 1,” added Alick Fraser.

“And | too, worse luck,” said Dighy Moiton,

“Why worse luck?” asked Martin,

“ Oh, it would n’t do for me to enter into Pjf
ticulars with you,” replied Digby, rather tcstilyj
“You 're the Doctor’s nephew, and we all kiim|
that we 've got to be careful of what we say about|
the house before you. The wind might canyit|
around.”

Martin turned as red as a poppy, as he llashed|
up in lionest anger that such paltry ineannessi
should be charged on him.

“ 1 tell you what it is, Digby,” he said, trymgto|
keep liimself cool, “ I can stand a joke aswell a|
anybody, but there is no joking about youri
natured speeches. | tell you now, once forall|
that | never did and nevershall blow upon anyboy|
in this school. You know as well as 1 do thaiil*!
Doctor treats me as a scholar here, and notasa|
spy or a relatlve, and if ever you charge me agak|
with tale-bearing, | ’ll answer you with my fists"

“ Goodl” cried several voices at once, wh
some of the small boys who had gathcred raum
seemed delighted at the rebuke adminisleredt
Digby, who was by no means a favorito mth thenl

“ And now let’s drop it,” said Howard, the bof|
who had asked the question as to the invijtatjoK|

efor Tuesday. “ If Dighy doesn’t like the recepJ
tions, it’s a pity he does n’t stay away. | don'f
know another boy in the school who would lbd
with him.”

“ Nor I, and | can’t make out why any K
should,” said Alick; “ to my mind they arei
jolliest evenings we have.”

“ Oh yes, i should think they would justsaii
you," answered Digby, with his-accustomed sncer,|
“but they don’t suit me. They are precious sin
affairs, and | don’t care much for the socielyt
Mrs. B. She prics into the school affairsagj
too much as it is, and ”

W hat other objections Digby might have:
vanced will forever reraain unknown. He
committed high treason in speaking liglidy‘ll
flame dear to the heart of every boy there, anlj
storm of hissing and hooting greetcd his unfinu
sentence.

He saw that he had trespassed on ground
was too dangerous for him to tread any furri®!
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fjso, 'vith a defiant “ Bah !” hi threw liis jacket

Jethisshoulder and walked sullenly asvay.
iMany of the boys in Blackrock school would
A found a difficulty in stating the exact grounds
Flheir regard for Mrs, Brier. To some of them
je was a comparative stranger; they could not
lace ene direct act in which they were indebted 'to
Ir. Perhaps the merest commonplaces in conver-
Lion had passed between them, and yet they felt
lerewas a something in her presence which threw
Inshine around them; they felt that they were
ioughc about, cared for and loved, and in any
Itle scrape into which, boy-liké, they might get,
ley felt satisfied that if the matter only carne to
It knowledge they would get an impartial judg-
Uion the case, and the best construction that
luid be put upon their conduct would be sure to be
Iggested by her. But out of eighty boys it would
i bereasonable to suppose that all should share
lis feeling alike,—we have seen already one exccp-
bn; yet the disaffected were in a very small
linority, and the majority was so overwhelming,
Id had amongst it all the best acknowledged
length and power of the school, tliat no one dared
Isay above his breath one word against Mrs.
Irier, if he cared for a whole skin.

1 While Digby was returning to the school by ore
pd, Howard and Martin strolled leisurely along
yanother path under the trees.
|"1 can’t understand Digby,” said Martin; *“he

| alteted so very much lately that he hardly

lems the same fellow he was. Have you noticed
fat heciits all his oid chums now? W hat’s hap-
iiedtohira?"

[“I'msure 1 don’t know,” answered Howard,

Ibut he certainly has altered very much. 1wish
7 could be as friendly as we used to be, but it is
lanths since we have been on really good terms
Igether.”
| “Two or three years ago we used to be the best
Ilhends,” said Martin.

1 'Yes, but all that has been gradually altering.
le seems to have taken a dislike to me. | can't
plp thinking that Digby has some secret that

ttieshim,” N

| Ishouldn’t be surprised if he has,” answered
Win; “and it will get him into trouble, what-

F'itis. He has several times been ‘out of
jtnds’foralongtimeatastretch, and if it liadn't

for Alick Fraser and one or two others who

P~screcned him, he would have come to grief
Hnyouguess at all what is wrong with him ?”

A No,"replied Howard, hesitatingly; “ the only
"1 | can think of is that his father has told
ffluiat when he leaves school in September he is
f atlicled to a lawyer, and | know he has made
i mindto goto sea. He iscrazy about piratcs.
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and whale-hunts, and desoiate islands, and all that
sort of stuff. And yet, sometimes, if you talk to
him about them he shuts you up so very sharply
that you feel as if you were prying into his secrets.
Perhaps ”

And here Howard stopped.

“ Well, perhaps what?” asked Martin.

“1 don’t know that it is right lo talk about a
mere notion that may not have any truth in it at
all, so let what 1say be kept ciése between us; but
| have noticed him bring things home after he has
been out of bounds, and carefully put them in his
big box, which he always keeps locked, and I have
sometimes thought—but mind, it is only a passing-
thought, so don’t let it go any further—that per-
haps he has made up his mind to run away to sea |”

“ Howard, | have had this sdme thought in my
mind many a time,” said Martin, “ and | believe
the reason why Digby dislikes me so much is
because sometliing occurred about a inonth ago,
which | would rather not mention, but it led me to
say to him that | hoped he would not be so foolish
as to think of throwing up all his prospects in life
for the sake of a mania about the sea, and he
flashed up so angrily that I was convinced | bad
touched him on a sore point.”

Just then the school-bell rang. There was no
time for further talk, and it was not for many days
that the subject was renewed.

Chapter Il

an evening at DR. BRIER’S.

Every expected day comes at last,— not always,
however, to realize the expectations formed of it;
but the evening of the reception in which we are
interested bade fair to be a most satisfactory one.
The Weather was unusually fine, and the Doctor
and Mrs. Brier were in such good spirits that some
of the visitors made special note of ihe fact.

| hardly know where to begin in attempting to
describe an evening in the House at Blackrock
school.

As to stiflhess and formality, there was not a
vestige ofit. The Doctor was a gentlcman, every
inch of hifn, and ease is an essential quality of
gentlemanly behavior. It is not always an easy
thing to be easy, and all the Doctor’s pupils were
not miniature doctors, but whatever clse a boy
might not have learned at Blackrock, he certainly,
had a chance to leavn to be gentlemanly.

So conversatioii fiowed freely; the boys were
encouraged to indulge in hearty, unrestrained
enjoyment, and no one could have heard the buzz
ofvoices and the sounds of merry laughter, or seen
the beaming faces, without feeling that all were
perfectly at home.
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The Doctor was wise in his generation, and he
did not invite any of the tutors to meet the boys.
He pretty shrewdly guessed that their meetiiigs
were quite as freqgiient as could be desired on either
side, but he always invited a fcw lady friends to
join the party.

The Doctor liad often been beard to say that
whOe be would not declare that either Greek or
Hebrew was absolutely neccssary for an ordinary
education, he was prepared to assert that no boy
was educated unless lie knew how to feel at home
and to behave with propriety in the society of
ladies.

Moreover, the Doctor was a great lover of music.
Many of the boys also loved it, and, when ladies
were invited, those were generally selected who
could contribute to the pleasure of the evening.

Among the guests was one who will meet us
again in the course ofthis story. It was Madeleine
Greenwood, the Doctor’s niece, and Martin Vena-
bles' cousin. | should like to describe her, but |
will only say that she was a young and very pretty
sunshiny girl, and that everybody who knew her
liked her.

After tea, there were portfolios lo examine, and
books to turn over; there was a bagatelle board in

one cérner of the room, a littie group busy upon-

some game of guessing in another cérner, and
another group eagerly arranging specimens in a
microscope, while the Doctor seemed to be at each
group at once.

“ Now, come here,” said Mrs. Brier to a littie
knot of boys who could not find room by the
Doctor and his microscope. “ I will show you
some of my curiosities.”

And she produced a littie case, containing a

curious oid watch, set in pearis; a snuff-box which
had been in the possession of the family for'ages,
and a variety of similar treasures. Among them
was a miniature painting, on :\'ory, of exquisite
workmanship, and set in a gold frame, which was
studded with precious stones. It was as beautiful
as it was costly. The portrait was that of a young
and lovely girl.
“What a sweet face,” said Howard to Martin;
and how marvelously like your cousin, Miss
Greenwood!” And with a boyish enchusiasm
joined to boyish fun, he turned aside, so that Mrs.
Brier should not see him, and pretended to clasp
the image to his breast.

“ Oh, | have caught you, have 1?” said Digbhy
Morton, with his disagreeable sneer, as, turning
away from the Doctor’s group, he carne abruptly
upon Howard.

If Alick Fraser, or Martin, or McDonald, or any
one of half a dozen boys near him liad made this
observation, Howard would n’t have minded the

“
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least in the worid, but coming from Digby, ;t|
made him nervous and confused, especially asiJ
was almost certam Mrs. Brier must have heard it

“ Picase let me see it,” said Alick, who hadonlyl
caught a passing glimpse of it. “ Surely it nusil
be meant for Miss Greenwood?” he said, after bel
had duly admired it,

“ You are not the firstwho has thought so,”s
Mrs. Brier, “ bilt it is reallya portraitof her grami-l
mother, taken in her young days. But look atthijs;|
I think it will interest you all, It is a crtriois|
ivory carving, and is a puzzle which 1 should like|
to challenge any one to explain.”

And so this uncomfortable episode, the only onel
that occurred during the evening, passed quieiljl
away.

Music was soon called for, and Madeleine SaN]|
a beautiful song of the sea, Then there wesal
merry glee, and aduet on the piano and violoncelb.l
and the time passed so cheerily that when the ttavsl
with refreshments carne round, betokeniiig thatihel
time to go was fast approaching, everybody instinct-I
ively looked at the dock to make sure that therel
was not some mistake.

One or two of the boys, as they lay awake tliail
night, trying to recall some of its pleasant hounj
littie thought that as long as life lasted the in::.
dents of that reception evening would be stampedl
indelibly upon their memories.

“ Now, aunt,” said Madeleine, after all theguesisl
had departed, “sit down and rest, and let me|
collect the things together.”

Everybody knows how a drawing-vooin lotiksl
when the company has gone. Music here, drav-I
ings there, musical Instruments soinewhere dse.l
and a certain amount of confusién not apparent|
before now apparcnt everywbere.

But Mrs. Brier was one of those who never couM
sit still while anything liad to be done, and shel
began to arrange the cabinet which held hnl
curiosities, while Madeleine collected the musc.l
They were thus employed when Mrs. Briet sirid
denly exclaimed, “ Ohl Madeleine!”

“ W hat is the matter, aunt?” asked the younf|
girl, running to her. .

“ Nothing, | hope, but I cannot find the riinii-|
ture portrait or the ofd snuff-box which >fW
here.” .

“Then they must be on one of the tables!" a»!
Madeleine. )

“ | fear not; | laid everything back in Uiecail
myself—at least, 1 believe | did—before putlingi|
in the cabinet.”

A careful search in every probable and improw
ble place in the room was made, but the missi'Sl
ardeles could not be found. The Doctor
hastily called, and inqulries were made of him
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“No, my dear, | have seen nothing of them,”
’said. “ 1 was busy with the microscopes, and
ineer even saw tlie things during jhe evening.
lei WBlook about—we shall soon find them.”

Seatcli after search was made, but in vain, and
lhere was but one conclusiéon at which to arrive,—
[re miniature and the snuff-box had been taken
bsay.
Butby whom? It could not have been by the
ietvanU, for they had only entered the room to
nngthe refreshments. It could not have been by
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was not removed but rather increased. W hat to
do for the bestwas the question preying upon both
minds. There was no escape from the conviction
that one of the boys, either by accident or with
evil intent, had taken the missing articles. If by
accident, they would be'returned the first thing in
the morning, although there would be no excuse for
not having returned them on the previous evening
as soon as the discovery was made; and if with
evil intent who was the culprit ?

The Doctor wasone of those raen who could best

HOWARD PRbTbNUBD TO CLASP THE IHAGS TO HIS BRBA5ST.™*

Dyofthe lady guests, for they had not been near
ccuriositiesi being oid friends, tbese had often
in shown to them before.
11t was, perhaps, the most trying hour that
lilicr the Doctor or Mrs. Bricr had ever spent.
*were not grieved simply because they had
iptoperty, valuable as it was, but their deepest
"arése from the fear that honor had been
ainthe school.

Chapter Il

THE LOST miniature.

The morning carne, and the anxiety which the
and Mrs. Brier had felt the night before

bear anxiety out-of-doors. If anything unusual
troubled him, no matter what the weatlier might
be, he would pace the garden or wandei- through
the fields, while he thought or prayed himself out
of the difiiculty.

He was a God-fearing man. | do not mean in
the sense in which many apply this tcrm, turning a
good oid phrase into a cant expression. He
believed in God, he believed in the Bible, and he
believed in prayer.

So, after he had paced the garden in the early
morning, long before any others of the establish-
ment were abroad, he turned into the suinmer-
house, and there, quiet and alone, he prayed for
guidance in his difficulty.
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W hen breakfast was over the boys began to
move away to their several rooms and occupations,
but those who had been at the Doctor’s on the
previous eveningwere told separately thathe wished
to speak with them in his lilrrary. Each was rather
startled on arriving to find others there, and a
vague feeling of discomfort prevailed at first. Mrs.
Brier was present, and this added to the mystery,
as she was rarely seen in the library.

“ Now, ray boys,” said the Doctor, when all had
assembled, “ | want to take you all into my confi-
dencc, and shall be glad, in the interest of all, if
what is now said is kept as much as possible to
ourselves. The matter about which I have called
you together is one that has caused me much
anxiety, and 1 shall be thankful if you can allay
my uneasiness. You willremember that last night
Mrs. Brier showed you a casket of trinkets and
curiosities, amongst them a valuable miniature
painting and an antigiie snuff-box. | am sorry to
say that these are missing. Careful and diligent
search has iDeen made for them, Isut they cannot be
found. Canany of you throw light on the subject?
Is it possible that by accident one of you may have
mislaid them, or inadvcrtcntly have carried them
away?”

Anxious glances were exchanged from one to the
other as each answered in the negative. An awk-
ward pause followed.

“ And now,” said the Doctor, “ it is my pain-
ful duty to ask you separately whether you know
anything whatever about the matter. For the
sake of each, and the honor of all, 1charge you to
tell me truth as in the sight of God. Herbert, do

you know anything.about it?"

“ No, sir.”

“ Marsden, do you?”

“ No, sir; nothing whatever. | saw the things
and thought | saw Mrs. Brier put them back in
the 150k.”

“ Do you know anything, McDonald ?”

“1 do not, sir.”

“ Do you, Pemberton?"

“No, sir.”

“ Do you, Morton?”

Digby stammered and hesitated. The Doctor
repeated his question.
“1 know nothing for certain, sir. But I—I

think— ” and he held to the back of a chair with
a very determined clutch as he again hesitated, and
began to speak.

“ What do you think, man?
the Doctor.

“1 think | ought to mention a circumstance,
but | sball prefer speaking to you alone.”

“ Does it relate to any one present?”

“ It does.”

Speak out,” said
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“ Then | must have it told here. But leti
first continué my question to each one present.”

The question went round, and the answeri
each case was in the negative.

“ Now, Morton, | must ask you to state ws
you know of this matter, or rather what you i
pect, and | leave it to your good sense to say m
that which you think it absolutely necessary fotni®
to know.”

There was a dead silence. Every eye wasturaa
toward Digby with intense interest, while he fiia
his gaze steadily upon the fioor.

“ | saw Howard Pemberton putting the minia
ture in his breast coat-pocket last evening, sir|
when we were in your drawing-room. | saidi
him, ‘I ’ve caught you, have I.” He made i
reply to me, but turned away, very red Ini
face 7

“ It is false—wickedly false,
passionate burst of feeling.

“ He States it is false,” coiitinued Digby, “ buill
will appeal to Fraser or McDonald, who saw it,0
better still, to Martin Venables, who also sawit,
and made some remark in apology for him!”

“ Do you know of anything else, direcllyi
indirectly, that you think should come to mj)
knowledge?” asked the Doctor.

“ Nothing more, sir, except that Pember[on,j
whose room adjoins mine, seemed to have sontl
thing on his mind last night, for he was wa&nd
about in his room in the middle of the night, a®®
| fancicd he got out of the window. This is jd|
have to say, sir. | said | knew nothing for ceilainj
and | hope | have not done wrong in telling yoij
this much.”

And now all eyes turned to Howard I’emberson.
He stood speechlcss. He felt as in a horriblj
nightmare, and could neither move body normiik
to break the spell. If he could have known liij
there was not one in the room who beiieved himtd
be guiky, he would have easily recovered from
blow; but with his peculiarly nervous temp
ment, although conscious of perfect innocente i
the matter, he felt that the terrible
which had been made against him had separéis
him from those whom he loved and honorrij
and he was crushed benealh the weight of implis
dishonor.

Happy is the man who has a friend, and Ha>var|
had many, but perhaps none greater than Madil
Venables. Martin knew the peculiarities of H»J
ard’s character better than any one present,
seeing the position in which he was placed he nm
forward to vindicate him.

“ Dr. Brier, there is not a boy in this schwj
except Digby, who does not love and
Howard Pemberton. | hate to be a tale-hearetj

”

cried Hownrd.ina

insinuaiioie
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jjtikno'v that for many months he has cherished
fjreatanimosity to Howard, and has taken every
«rtunity of showing it.  The story which lie has
h*ii)vented is as clumsy as it is false. It is the
(kind of falsehood, for it has just a shadow of
Lhinitas regards one part of the story. When
le. Brier showed the miniature, it pleased How-
asitdoes everybody who sees it. He made a
larkto me that it was very much like my cousin,
Ib Greenwood, and perhaps you know, sir, that
[any boys in the school think her very lovely and
nuble. Howard thought so too, and when he
fiempied to put the miniature in his pocket, as
by untruthfully stated, he metely put it, in
10tbe place where they say the heartis. It
swhatany of us might have done, and, wise or
lotwise, we would certainly have meant no harm.
\'t lam quite certain that afterward the portrait
id into the hands of Alick Fraser, and then
Lio Dighy’s, and after that it was placed in the
ebyMrs. Brier. 1 do not say, sir, that Dighy
Korton has willfully misrepresented facts for the
imose of getting one who was once his most
Itimaie school friend into trouble, but | say that
Illoward Perabcrton is untruthful or disbonest, |
onot believe an honest boy lives.”
| The boys were quite excited over Martin’s
iKh—the first set speech he had ever made—
iihey greeted it with undisguised enthusiasm.
| The Doctor seemed to think that somebody
lughtto say something equivalent to “ silence in
icourt” at this display of sentiment, although
Jilisbeart of hearts he would liave liked to step
foitedand pat Martin on the back for his manly
|dense of his friend. But an interruplion was
:lothe proceedings by a tap at the door.
J “Can | speak with Mrs. Brier?” said a servant,
latiing her head in at the door.
] “No, Mrs. Brier is engaged,” answered the
w, rather sharply for him.
Servanls have a knack of knowing what is going
lina house, and this servant seemed to be in
secret which had called the littie assembly
igtiher, for she would not take the rebuff, but

1 “Ifyou please, sir, | speak to Mrs. Brier.”
| 9 Mrs. Brier left the room for a moment, to
piomagain in company with the servant.
' What is this all about?” asked the Doctor.
| Ifyou please, sir, this morning, in making the
iMr. Pemberton sleeps in, | noticed the ticking
iand | put my hand in, as | felt something
| found this snuff-box."
llae read in books alxiut boys who, under
®*wciling necessity, have started in an instant
I boybood to manhood, just as | have read
people’s hair in time of trouble turning from
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black to white in the course of a night. Howard
Pemberton did not spring from boybood to man-
hood at this strange discovery, fior did bis hair
turn white, but the words of the servant had a
sudden and powerful influence upon liim. In a
moment he turned to his accuser and said:

“ Digby, there is some vile secret underlying all
this, and | don’t know what it is. But | declare to
you, solethnly, that I am innocent of this charge.
If you have spoken against me to-day because you
thought you ought to do it, I can’tblame you, but
ifyou have done it from any wrong motive, | hope
you ’ll confess it before evil is added to evil.”

But Digby raerely shrugged his shoulders, and
turning to the Doctor, said ; “ Have you anything
more you wish to ask me, sit?”

Dr. Brier was fairly nonplussed. The fog grew
denser all around him. Addressing a few words of
caution to those who had been summoned to this the
strangest meeting that was ever held in Blackrock
School, he dismissed the boys, ordering Howard
and Digby to be kept in sepéarate rooms until he
should anive at some judgment in the case.

Chapter IV.

THE VERDICT.

It was all very well for the Doctor to decide to
keep the boys in two separate rooms until he should
fornt some judgment on the case, but toward the
ciése of the day, afier the most searching inquiries
had been instituted, he was no nearer to a final
decision than when he started, and he feared they
might have to remain where they were until
Doomsday, unless he could find out something
positive about the matter.

Howard and Digby were missed from their
accustomed places in the school, and by the mid-
day play-time the secret had oozed out, and great
discussions were being held as to the merits of the
case. There was not a boy in the school who in
his heart believed that Howard was really guilty,
although the evidence seemed clearly against him.
There was not, on the other hand, one who felt
justified in thinking that Digby had willfully ac-
cused his friend falsely, and yet there was an
uncomfortable suspicion that it might be so.

All the next day inquiries went on, and nothing
of importance was the result. The Doctor had
seen the prisoners, and taiked to each sepa-
rately; he had taken counsel from those of the
boys upon whose judgment he could rely, and
in the evening all those who had constituted the
preliminary meeting were again called together.
The first count in the indictment, namely, that
Howard had attempted to pocket the miniature,
was discussed and dismissed as a misconstruction
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of motive. The second charge as to his being
about in hisroom during the night was not so easily
got rid of. Howard pleaded that he liad gone to
sleep as usual, and slept soundJy, but that he was
aroused by hearing, as he thought, some one in
his room. Hé went tosleep again, and was aroused
a second time by the stumbling of some one over a
box, as it seemed to him, which was followed by
the sudden closing ofa door. He got up, went into
Digby’s room, listened by his bcdside, and found
he was breathing hard, and then, noticing that his
window was not fast, he opened it and looked out.
The nightingales were singing, and he sat up for a
long time listening to them. Then, as he grew
chilly, he closed the window and turned into ljed
again, and slept till Digby called him. Beyond
this he knew nothing.

The Doctor summed up. There was guilt in
the heart of one boy at least, but which one there
was no evidence at present to show. That the
fact of the snuff-box being found in Howard’s bed
had at first sight looked like circumstantial evidence
against him could not be denied, but as the links
in the chain had been broken in several places, be
considered that the whole had fallen to piecea, and
he confessed that he did not believe for a moment,
from the facts before him, that Howard was guilty.
From his knowledge of Dighy he must fully exon-
érate him from the charge of willfully implicating
his friend in the matter, asit seemed evident that he
was justified in expressing the suspicions he enter-
tained, considering the circumstances of the case.
For the present the matter must be dismissed, but
he could not doubt that light would soon shine
through the darkness, and the true facts of the case
would yet be known. He would still urge that if
anything should transpire in the knowledge of any
One present that it was important he should know,
no selfish motive should induce him to remain
silent, while at the same time he would deprécate
suspicions of each other, and would remind them
thatas the lawjudged those to be innocent who were
not proved to be guilty, so it must be in this case.
W ith this the Doctor dismissed the assembly.

So'far in our story we have confined ourselves to
the characters in whom wc are immediately inter-
ested, without any refcrence to their previous
history or family connections. But | must pause
here to take a glance into two homesteads, a few
days after the events just described.

In the breakfast-room at Ashley House Mr.
Morton had laid aside his newspaper, and was
reading a letter from Dr. Brier. Itwas the second
or third time he had read it, and it seemed to dis-
turb him. Mr. Morton hated to be disturbed in
any way. He was a hard man, who walked straight
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through the world without hesitating or tumingtol
the right hand or to the left. He was a strong.[
minded man—at least, everybody who got inhisl
way had good reason to think so. But he liad]j
rather weak-minded wife. Poor Mrs. Morton vas
a flimsy woman, without much stamina, mental «1
bodily. She stroked her cat, read her novel, Iay|
upon the sofé, or lolled in her carriage, and initr.l
ested herself in little that was really necessary toa
true life. 1t was insuch an atmosphere as thistb;|
Ethel Morton lived and Digby had been reared,

Their mother had died when Ethel wasavaj i
little baby, and when the new Mrs. Morton (H‘I’El
home the children were oid enough to feel ihatl
they could not hope to find in her what they hadl
lost in their true mamma.

Ethel was a bright, pleasant girl, and, being |
very much to herself, she seAned to live ina «orld|
of her own. As a child she peopled this worldi
with doUs, and each doU bad an individuality,i |
history, and a set of ideas attached to it, whicli
gave her almost a human companionship in it
Then carne the world of fairies and gnomes ad
elves, amorigst whom she held sway as queen, ad
many a plant and slirub in the garden, .ind glace
in the woodlands, was a part of her faity-land,
And, now that she was nearly seventeen, a ne» |
world was dawning upon her; human wanls axd
human sympathies were demanding her thoughl
and care, and every day brought her into contad |
with those in the villages round about, whosel
histories were educating her heart into the Inie|
ideal of womanhood.

As Mr. Morton finished reading the ktter he|
passed it to his wife, merely remarking;

“ You will see Digby has mixed himself iipwiihl
some disagreeable piece of business in the schoti.
It istime he carne home. | shall see Mr. Vickersi
about him to-day, and write for him to return &
soon as this nffair has blown ovei', instead of { |
September, in order that he may commeoce hbl
studies in the law at once,”

Leaving Mrs. Morton to mourn that her anxieties|
and responsibilities were to be increased by Digby’s
retum, and Ethel to rejoice in the fact that her
brother was coming home to be again her coaj
panion, let us nc)w take a glance into a lwmcia|
the suburbs of London.

It is a humbler home than that wc have justl
visited, and a happier one. The breakfast-rooms
elegantly furnished, but it is small; the gardenisl
svell stocked with flowers, but the whole exieni of |
itis not greater than the lawn at Ashley House.

There are three people round the hreakfast
Mrs. Pemberton, a handsoine woman, dressediJ|
the neatest of black and lavender dresses,
wearing a picturesque widow’s-cap. Neilie, I*t|



THE

laughter, a girl about nine or ten years oid, and
>ptain Arkwright, a retired naval officer, the
ibroiber of Mrs. Pemberton.

There is anxiety on each face, and traces of
lecent tears mark that of Mrs. Pemberton, as she
Lrvously turns over and over in her hand a long
jeiterfrom Dr. Brier, and a still longer and more
Mosely written one from Howard.

‘It is an extraordinary and distressing affair,”
lhe said, “and | am at a loss to know what to do.
pVhai would you advise, Charles?”

“ 1 should advise Dr. Brier to choose a lunatic
isylun lo go to. What a wooden-headed oid
fellowhe must be, to have got the affair into such
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a mess. Do? | should do nothing. You cer-
tainly don’t suppdbe Howard is really concerned, in
the affair. Not he; that sort of thing isn’t in
his line. 1t’ll all come right enough by and by,
so, don’t fidget yourself, my dear,” he continued.
‘““There ’s some vile plot laid against Howard, but
if he does n’t come clean out of it with flying
colors, cali me a simpleton.”

That day was spent in letter-writing, and the
same post that brought to Digby the intelligence
that he was to leave school that term, and com-
mence workwith Mr. Vickers, conveyed to Howard
the loving sympathy of true hearts, which clung to
him through evil report and good report.

(7<be amtinueii

THE NEWS-CARRIER.

By Catharine S. Boyd.

"oh no! IT IS NOT I!”’

[Howdo you know?” “ Who told you so?”
I These words you often hear;

| And then it often happens, too,

| This answer meets your ear;

J'Allittle bird has told the tale,

IAnd (ar it spreads o'er hill and dale.”

iNow.let US see if this can be.

| Howcan the birds find out so well,

1 Adgive the news to all?

1*"~ ' *Hey know, why need they tell?
which among the feathered tribe

| we to keep our secrets bribe ?

The busy crow ? As all well know,
He sometiraes breaks the laws;
W e shall regret it, .when he does,
For he will give us cause.
Though slyest of the feathered tribe,
The crow would scorn to need a bribe ;-

Not robin red; he holds his head
W ith such an honest air,
And whistles bravely at his work,
But has no time to spare.
‘I mind my own concerns,” says he;
'They’re most important, all may see;”-
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Nor birdie blue, so leal ~and true;
He never heeds the weather,
But in the lates: winter-days
His fellows fiock together;
And then, indeed, glad news they bring
Of early buds and blossoming.

Might not each ,one beneath the sun
Of all the race reply,

If questioned who should wear the cap,

“Oh no!itis not1?”

For there are none who, every day,

Are busier at work than they.

They chatter too, as others do;
But what it is about,
The wisest sage in all the earth
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Might puzzle to make out.
But | 'm as sure as | can be,
They never talk of you or me.

We hear “ They say,”—oh, every day1
Are they the birds, 1 wonder,

That have such power with words to part
The dearest friends asunder?

Or must we search the wide world through

To bring the culprits full in view ?

The birds, we see, though wild and free,
Have something else to do;

And, reader, don’t you think the same
Might well be said of you ?

It really seems to be a shame

That they should always bear the blame.

SILVER.

By Mary H. Seymour.

The ground was covered with snow, and now it
had begun raining. There was no prospect of a
change in the weather, which made Fred's face
rather glooiny as he looked out of the window.
Harry was turning over che leaves ofa story-book.
You could see they were both disappointed that
the morning was stormy'; .fot when they carne to
grandpapa's in the winter, they expected bright
days and plenty of fun.

“ W hat shall we do ?” said Fred.

“ Let’s go into the garret!” exclaimed Harry.

This plan evidently suited both of them, for they
made a rush toward the door; and the dog, awaken-
ing from his nap, entered into the idea, too.

At this moment, Aunt Carrie carne into the room.
They wished it had been grandmamma, for she
never laid the least restriction on their sports, but
smiled on every request and allowed them to do
exactly as they pleased.

“ Now, boys,” said Aunt Carrie, “ where are you
going?”

“ Only into the garret, auntie.”

“ Be sure to leave things exactly as you find
them,” she replied, with a laugli and a littie groan.

“ We always do, Aunt Carrie.”

Away they went, with Gyp at their heels, and
every footstep resounded through the oid house
until they reached the upper floor.

“ It isno wonder that garret is never in order,'j

said Aunt Carrie; “ but the children must enjof|
themselves." 1

“ Ofcourse, they must, Carrie,” replied granitoal
from the depths of her heart. *

First, the boyre pulled out a box of oid books a»
papers, and busied themselves reading the gneed
flames and advertisements of oid times. Soon therf
tumed from these to a shelf of chcinical insn
ments. Most of them were in pcrfect order, ari
they knew they must keep their hands off, foril"
bulbs and tubes of glass were too dclicate tol
touched by unskilled fingers.

“ Here is an oid broken forrometcr,” exclaima
Harry. “ Let’s ask grandpa ifwe can haveit”

“ You mean thermometer, don’t you?” said Fredl
“ W hat can we do with that?” |

“Don’t you see? There is a great dealofquick-I
silver in this glass ball, and we can play with itj
I ’ll show you how.” And away they went down
stairs to find their grandfather.

“ Grandpa, can we have this?”

Mr. Lenox looked up from his newspnper.

“Let me see it a moment. What do youxi
to do with it?” .1

“ We will break it and take out the quicksiwtj
and then | will show you. Let me ask EHen a
dish to catch the drops.”
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“Not quite so fast; wait a moment, Harry,”
jreplied Mr. Cenox. “ | wish you to notice some-
Itliing about it tii'st. The top of the tube is slightly
lorden, which makes it of no exact use, for to
Imessureheat or coid the quicksilver must be en-
jlireiy protected from the air. If you had noticed
litwhen you first carne in, you would see that the
|*aniith of the room has caused it to rise in the
e This is shown by the marks on the piate to
Irtich it is fastened. Now, if you hold it ci6se to
Ithe stovc, the quicksilver will rise still higher. Let
lil stand outside the window a moment, and it will
lank”

By this time the boys were much interested.

“But what makes it do so, grandpa?" they
| asked.

“Quicksilver is very sensitive to heat and coid.
JIftheweather is warm, or if the room it is in is
|«arm, it expands— swells out— and so rises in the

;tube, as you have seen. The least coolness
lio the air will cause it to contract, or draw itself
linu a smaller space ; then, of course, it sinks in
libe tube.

“The barometer is another instrument in which
|qukksilver is used. It is intended to mcasure the
Iveight of the air, therefore the quicksilver in it
Imust be exposed to the pressure of the air.
ICommon baroraeters have it inclosed in a small
lleaiherbag at the back of the instrument. This
Iwedonot see, but only the fube.which is connected
Iwith it. When the weacher is pleasant, the air,
Icontraryto the general idea, being heavier, presses
lipinst this little bag and the quicksilver rises in
Illie tube. When the atmosphere is damp, the
Ipressute being less, the metal sinks.”

“Grandpa,” said Harry, “ when you think ofit,
lis nTquicksilver a funny word ?”

“Yes; it was so named by people who lived
Imany hundreds of years ago. They called it livin®
ljifoivalo. It is the only metal found in a liquid
Isiaie; and so many strange changes did it pass
Ilhrough under their experiments, that it seemed to
Iferareally a living thing. If they tried to pick it
pp, itwould slip out of their fingers. W hen thor-
lwghly shaken, it became a fine powder. They
pcasted tliat it had the faculty of swallowii>g any
Ictber metal, while powerful heat caused it to dis-
WJppearentirely, It is now known among metéis as
liMrcury.  Can you tell me, Frcd, some of the

[fflftals?"

yes, sirl There are gold, silver, iron, lead
1copper,”

I, is right. But, you know, all these are

I td; some of them can be chipped with a knife,

"* lheycarnet be dipped up in pails, unless they

“refirstbeen melted. Yet mercury can be frozen

aid that it may be haramered out like lead,
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and soraetimes it takes the form of square crystals.
Yet it can be made to boil, and then sends off a
colorless vapor.”

“ Grandpa,” said Frcd, who had scarcely listened
to the last words, “ if mercury can be dipped up in
pails, it must be very easy to getit. | read some-
where that gold and silver are so mixed in with the
rock that it takes a great deal of time and money
to separate them.”

“ That is truc; but mercury is not always ob-
tained easily. It forms part of a soft, red rock
called cinnabar, composed of mercury and sulphur.
The cinnabar is crushed and exposed to heat, when
the metal, in the form of vapor, passes into a vessel
suited to the purpose, where it is cooled. Then,
being reduced to its liquid state, it is puré and fit
for use. When men working in the mines heat
the rocks, the quicksilver will sometimes roll out in
drops as large as a pigeon’s egg, and fall on the
ground in millions of sparkling globules. Think
how very beautiful jt must be, the dark red rock
glittering on every side with the living silver, while
every crack and crevice is filled with it!

“ Visitors to the mines of Idria are shown an
experiment that | think would interest you boys.
In large iron kettles filled with mercury are placed
huge stones, and these stones do not sink.”

“Why, “andpa ! how can that be ?”

“ Did you ever see wood floating O11water?”

“ Yes, sir, but that is different.”

“ But the principie is the same; can you tell me
why?”

Both the boys looked puzzled.

“ It is only because the wood does not weigh so
much as water; neither are the stones as heavy as
mercury, therefore they cannot sink.”

“ | wish we could go into the mines. Can’t you
take US, sometime, grandpa?” said Harry.

“ That is asking rather too much, my child, for
quicksilver is not a common metal. There are
in the world only four important localities from
which it is obtained. These are California, Peru,
Austria, and Almadén in Spain. The mines
nearest us are in California. | think | shall never
go as far as that, but | hope you both may before
you reach my age.

“ It is a curious story how the mines in Per0
were discovered. Cinnabai', when ground very
fine, will make a beautiful red paint. The liidians
used this to ornament their bodies on grand occa-
sions. This caused the country where they lived
to be examined, and the cinnabar ivas found. The
Romans used this paint hundreds of years ago in
decorating their images and in painting pictures.
It is very highly valued now, and we cali it ver-
milion.”

“Fred,” continued Mr. Lenox, “ you spoke ofthe
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difficulty of separating gold and silver from the
rock in which they are found. Did you know that
our wonderful mercury renders valuable aid in
this? The rock that contains the precious metal
is crushed fine, sifted and washed until as much as
possible of the gold or silver is removed; then it
is placed in a vessel with the quicksilver, which
seems immediately to absorb it, thus separating it
entirely from every particle of sand or rock. [Ifthe
metal to be clearised is gold, you will see a pasty
mass or amalgam, as it is called, of a yellowish
tinge. This is heated, and the mercury flies away,
leaving behind it the puré gold.”

“ How did people learn to do this?” asked Fred.

“They did not learn it ail at once. It was only
by years ofpatient effort and frequent failure that
they finally succeeded.

“You know there are many gold and silver
mines in California,” continued grandpa. “ Near
some ofthem large mines of quicksilver have been
discovered. You can imagine that this caused
great rejoicing, for all the quicksilver previously
used was sent in ships to this part of the world,
which, of course, made it scarce and very expen-
sive. Now, we can send away quantitics to other
countries after supplying our own wants.

“ Notwithstanding that this strange metal renders
such sen'ice to mankind—for I could 'tell you of
many other useful things it does—it is a deadly
poison. Its vapor is so dangerous that persons
searching for it often die from breathing the air
where it is found. About seventy years ago, the
mines in Austria took fire, and thirteen hundred
workmen were poisoned, and many of them died.
The water that was used to quench the fire being
pumped into the river Idria, all the fish died

THE WOODS

There is scarcely any place so lonely as the
depths of lhe woods in winter. Everything is
quiet, coid and solemn. Occasionally a rabbit
may go jumping over the snow, and if the woods
are really wild woods, we may sometimes get a
sight of a deer. Now and then, too, some poor
person who has been picking up bits of fallen
branches for firewood may be met bending under
bis load, or puUing it along on a sled. In some
parts of the country, wood-cutters and hunters are
sometimesseen, but generally there are few persons
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excepting the eels. Since that time, spiders aj
rats have deserted the mines.

“ Mercury is carried in sheepskin bags and GsJ
iron bottles. It is so heavy that an ordinary (
would soon be forced out by it, therefore an iioij
stopper mus't be screwed in.

“ Once, some bags of mercury were stored inibj
hoid of a foreign vessel; unfortunately, a fewi
the bags were rotten and leaked. Every petsonc
board was poisoned, and every piece of mee
connected with the vessel received a silvery coatinj

of mercury.”

“It is dreadful! Fred, don't let us toucb iiH
said .Harry.

“Don't be frightened yet, Harry. Did ya)
know that mercury is used as a medicine? It”
given in very small doses.”

“1 am sure | shall never take it,” exclaim«
Fred.

“ Perhaps you may have done so already,”;el
plied their grandfather, laughing. “ Did youera
hear of blue-pill and calomel? They both ae

prepartions of mercury.”

Just then the sun shone into the room so brighill
that every one turned to the Windows. Such;
sparkle ! The evergreens were covercd wMishin|
ing ice-drops, and the tall trees pointed theirdlis
tening branches toward the few clouds that «eij
huiTying over the blue sky.

“ 1 am not sorry it rained, after all,” said Fredl
“ | have eiijoyed the morning so much that I iorJ
got the play we were going to have.”

Two happy, tired boys went to sleep that nighld
and the next morning they startcd for home|
They both agreed in thinking they had rewo
enjoyed a more delightful visit at grandpapa’s

IN WINTER.

.who care to wander in the woods in winter.
open roads for sleighing, and the firm jce fol
skating, offer many more inducements to ptoft
seekers. N’

But young peéple who do not miad tnidgi™
through snow, and walking where tliey mustim
their own path-way, may find. among the gret
black trunks oftheforest trees, and under therd
branches stretching out overhead, manypb»s«°®
nature that will be both new.and intcresting-
cially to those whose Itves have been spent ina»
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By Julia

IRVING.

W ashington Irving has so many things forus,
and we have heard so much that is pleasant of him,
that a good time with him may'be expected ; and
you would not read far in Irving’s books before
learningthat no one beiieved in “ good times "more
than he. The flame of his home on the Hudson
wouid tell you that. “ Sunnyside " is not the flame
a gloomy man would choose.

Perhaps you will like best to hear that many of
you often stand where Irving stood, and walk the
streets he knew so well, for New York City was
Irving’s birthplace, and there many of the seventy-
six years of his life were spent. One of his books
is a funny description of his native tosvn in Ihe
days of its oid Dutch governors. He does not cali
it Irving’s, but “ Knickerbocker’s History of New
York.” And as only Irving knew anytlaing of
Diedrich Knickerbocker outside this book, we will
let him tell you that “the oid gentleman died
shortly after the publication of his work.” Of
course, Irving can say what he chooses about
Knickerbocker’s book, so he gives it as his opinién
that, “ To tell the truth, it is not a whit better than
it should be.” But Sir Walter Scott, in a letter to
a friend, says of these funny papers of Irving’s: “ |
have been employed these few evenings in reading
them aloud to Mrs. S. and tsvo ladies svho are our
guests, and oursidcs have been absolutely sore with
laughing.” All Irving’s histories are not “ raake-
believe,” and some day you will read Irving’s
“ Life of Colurabus,” and “ Life of Washington,”
completed just before his dcath in 1859, without
thinking of them as histories. He wrote the “ Life
of Columbus™ in Spain. Can you tell me why that
was the best place to write it?

Would you like to know where the boy Irving
might often have been seen when he was not de-
vouring the contents of some book of travels?
“ How wistfully,” he wrote, “ would | wander about
the pier-heads in fine weather, and watch the part-
ing ships, bound to distantdimes!”

Not many years after, he wrote from England, '‘I
saw the last blue line of my native land fade away
like a cloud in the horizon.” He was then in Eng-
land, where he visited Westminster Abbey, Strat-
ford-on-Avon, and many other grand and famous
places. Of these, and much that is neither grand
fior famous, he has written in the “ Sketch-book,”
giving this reason for so naming word-paindngs:

OLDER READING. JU«Cl,l
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“ As it is the fashion for modern tourists totravri|
pendi in hand and bring home their portfolics
filled with sketches, | am disposed to get up aieq
for the entertainment of my friends.” Isit noti
good as a picture to hear this man, who had 1
little ones of his own, tell of “ three fine, roswl
cheeked boys,” who chanced to be his companicisl
in a stage-coach ? This is what he writes:

“ They were returning home for the-holidays idb
high glee and promising themselves a world o(|
enjoyment. It was delightful to hear the gigana
plans of the little rogues. * Theyweitl
full of anticipations of the meeting with the familJ
and household, down to the very cat and dog, ad
of the joy they were to give tlieir little sisters by|bC|
presents with which their pockets were crammed;!
but the meeting to which they seemed to looll
forward with the greatest impatience was milii
Bantam, which | found to be a pony.” When |
had heard what a remarkable animal this pony ves

said to be, Irving gave his attention to othei
things until he heard a shout from the iitt
travelers. Let him tell the rest of the story.

“ They had been looking out of the ccech-l
Windows for the last few miles, recognizing esen|
tree and cottage as they approached home, an
now there was a general burst of joy. ‘There'sl
Johnl and there’s oid Cario! and there’sBan-I
tain !’ cried the happy little rogues, clapping ibei®
hands. At the end of a lafie there was an
sober-looking servant in livery waiting for Ihem;l
he was accompanied by a superannuated pointerj
and by the redoubtable Bantam, a little oid rato
a pony, with a'shaggy mane and long, rusty UilJ
svho stood dozing quietly by the roadside,
dreaming of the bustling times that awaited himj
Off they set at last, one on the pony, 'vilh'
dog bounding and barking before him, and ikl
others holding John’s hands, both talking atonce.|
* o We stopped a few momeiits aftenvaidtf
water the horses, and on resuming our rouiei|
turn of the road brought us in sight of a
country-scat. | could just distinguish theformsg|
a lady and two young girls in the poértico, and 1
saw my little comrades with Bantam, Cario,
old John trooping along the carriage-road.
leaned out of the coach window in hopesof'dtn»!
ing the happy meeting, but a grove of trees s tij
it from my sight.”

“ If ever love, as poets sing, delights to visita
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IntiagS) it must be the cottage of an English
IpcMini," Irving thinks, and gocs on to write in
lhis o®" pleasant fashion of many pleasant things
In English country life, saying; “ Those who see the
|IEnglishiTian only in town are apt to fc~ an unfa-
lionble Opinién of his social character. « * *
Ivhcieier he liappens to be, he is on the pqgint of
l«oing somewhere else; at the moment'wheri.he is
lulkirig 011 one subject, his mind is wandering to
ljnoihcr; and while he is paying a friendly visit, he
liscalculating how he shall economize time so as to
sy lhe other visits allotted in the morning.”

The “Legend of Sleepy Hollow” is a genuine

;host story. It is not very startling, but very,
Irery funny, when you know what scared poor
liclwbod Crane on his midnight ride that last time
Ihewent courting Governor Wouter Van Twillev’s
lonly daughter.

You must read for yourselves the famous story
dofRip Van Winkle and the nap he took. It is too
llong forme to give in Irving’s words, and “ Rip
IVan Winkle” is jiist such a story as no one but
llrving knows how to tell.

Inanotherofhisinteresting storiesin the “ Sketch
iBnok,” told, he says, by a queer oid traveler to as
lilieera company gathered in a great inn-kitchen,
lin'ing describes the busy making-ready for a
luedding. The bride’s father, he says, “ had in
liruth nothing exactly to do.”

Do you suppose he was content to do nothing
[“«lienall the world was in a hurry?”

This is the way in which he helped; “ He
lirarried from top to bottom of the castle with an
lait of infinite anxiety; he continually called the
Iservants from their work to exhort them to be
Idiligen!, and buzzed about every hall and chamber
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as idly restiess and importinate as a blue-bottle fly
on a warm summer’s day.” The book of Irving’s
that some of you will like best of all is “ The
Alhambra.” The Alhambra is the ancient and
romantic palace of the Moors. When he was in
Spain, h-ving spent many dreamy days amid its
ruined sple~dors, whence the last of the Moors
was long since driven into exile. We have good
reason to be glad that Irving saw the Alhambra,
for this book is what carne of it. We shall a¢
want to go where Irving went, after reading what
he says of the Alhambra by moonlight. “ The
garden beneath my window is gently lighted up,
the orange and citron trees are lipped with silver,
the fountain sparkles in the moonbeams, and even
the blush of the rose is faintly visible. . «
The whole edifice reminds one of the enchanted
palace ofan Arabian tale.”

These, you know, are only crumbs, and crumbs
which show Irving's “ wann heart” more, perhaps,
than his “ fine brain.”

To learn of his literary talent and well-deserved
fame, of his rich fancy and his wonderful ability
for story-teUing, you can better afford to wait than
to miss knowing how healthy, happy, and truly
lovable was this man’s nature. Now, with only
one of the many sober, earnest thoughts, we must
lay aside his books.

“If thou art a child, and hast ever added a
sorrow to the soul, or a furrow to the silvered brow
ofan affectionate parent; if tliou art a friend and
hast ever wronged in thought, or word, or deed,
the spirit that generously confided in thee, then be
sure that every unkind look, every ungracious
word, every ungentle action, will come thronging
back upon thy memory, ”
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By Helen C. Barnai

“You haven’t any more.ambitiimJhan a snail,
Joe Somerby!” said energetic Mr&'Somerby to
her husband, as, with sleeves rolled to the elbow,
she scoured the kitchen paint.

Joe, who was smoking behind the stove, slowly
removed his pipe to reply:

“ Wal, if I haint, | haint;
on’t!”

“ What would become of us if I was easy, too ?”
continued his spicy partncr. “Why can’t you
have a littie grit?”

Joe puffed away silently.

“ Now, you pretend to carry on the rag business,
you spend all your money a-buying and a-storing
of ’em away; the back room ’s full, the attic s full,
the barn ’s full,—1 can’t stir hand or foot for them
rags! Why on earth don’t you sell 'em ?”

“ Waiting for ’em to rise, inarm 17~

“ Always a-waiting!” retorted Mrs. Somerby,
thrustingher scrubbing-brush and pail into a closet,
and slamming the door upon her finger. “ Before
you get through, the chance goes by. Joc,” in a
coaxing tone, “ | 've had a pcesentiment.”

Joe evinced no interest, but removed his pipe to
say:

“ Now, wife, don’t get imeasy.

fortable.”
e “Yes, | feel a presentiment about those rugs;”
the littie woman whisked into a chair beside her
lord. “ They say the paper roanufacturers are
giving a big price now, husband. W hy can’t you
take a load to the city to-day ? 1’ve been thinking
of it all the morning.”

“1'1l do my own thinking, marm,”
with dignity.
asvav.

Mrs. Somerby said no more, sure that she had

and that’s the end

Let’s iie com-

said Joe,
He rose, however, and laid his pipe

She wound
Joe up t'o tho starting-point, just as she did her
kitchen-clock, and he kept upon his coui-sc as
steaSily as that ancient tirae-piece. She was just
the wife for ease-loving Joe, whom her brisk ways
never wounded, for he knew her heart was full of
tenderness for him.

An hour later Joe drove into the yard. Mrs.
Somerby flew out with a lump ofsugar for a jaded-
looking horse, bought by Joe to speculate upon,
and who ate everything he could get, including his
bedding, and never grew fat.

“1 Il make a trottcr of him in a month, and sell
him to some of the grandeesl” Joe said,but his

systMV failed or the material was poor,—oid Jad |
sloiS”ed along as if each step was likely to be Wsl
last. But despite this, Jack had become very derl
to the childlcss couple, and they were as blind asi
doating parcnts to his defects.

“ Bless bis heart!” cried Mrs. Somerby, as jack
whinnied at her approach, and thrust his ugly nose
into her hand.

Mr. Somerby felt of Jack’s ribs with a piofes-|
sional air, and said:

“1’m trying a new system with this ‘ere beast;
| think he’s picking up a grain.”

“He’ll pick upthe grain, no doubt,” playiully
retorted his wife. “ Now then, 1’ll help you oE
Those paper men ’ll have all they want if you're
not on hand. 1 ’in glad | put you up to sortinglhel
stuff last week.” |

“You’ll “putme up’till I 'm clean gone,” said
Joe, winking to himself, as he followed his lively
wife. “ Let them bags alone, marm. Youcanl
putting me up a big lunch.”

“1t’s all ready, under the wagon-scat. |
good rights, Joe, you 'd ought to have a boy to|
help you.” A .

“It is n’t a woman’s work, | know,” said he, |
kindly. “ You just sit here and look on.”

Joe swimg her up on a bale as if she had beenal
child. Inspirad by her bright eyes he worked «jth
a will. The wagén was soon loadcd. Mrs. Joe ro
for his overcoat and best hat, gave him a wifdy
kiss, and watched him depart from the low broral
door-way. \

“ She ’s the best bargain | ever made,” thoughil
Joc, ashe jogged toward the city. “ I ’m not quiiej
up to her time, 1 know,” continued he, and there
was a tender lookin his sleepy eyes. “ Howsome-]
dever, | 'l make a lucky hityet|”

The prospect was so cheering that Joe acluahr
snapped the whip at the “ trotter ” who was niedi-
lating with his head between his knees. Jack, no»J
ever, did not increase his gait, lout plodded on. |
was bitter coid, ahd Joe had to exercise hirasell loi
keep warm. It was aftcrnoon when the laden |
entered the city. Hungry Jack had stopped twinij
and gazed around at his master in dumb reproacn
Joc was hungry, too; so he hurried into a
in the business part of the city, covered isP j
with an oid quilt, and giving him his food, wen
dispose of his cargo. But Joe’s
gone to dinner, so he returned, mounted
and began upon his own lunch.
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"Now, if they don’t want my stuff, my wifc’s
” said the elegant Joe,
|[rjndI’ve had this coid trip for nothing.”

Just here a remarkable event occurred. Jack
“p nieditative head, shied, and
ljced upon his hind-legs.
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“ It’s the hermit ails him !” cried one, pointing
toward a huge box from one side of which some-
body’s head and shoulders protruded.

“ Quit scaring my horse ! ” cried Joe.

The face was startlingly palé, and the eyes had
a troubled, eager look—the look of anxious care;

“ THB BOY WAS OK HIS KNSBS.

"Heytherel ” cried his master, delighted at this
“Yer a trotter, after ati2”

| “Ver oid nag scart, mister?” asked several
~Alhoys, who hovered about.

I ‘He’s a leetle lively!” said Joe,
| dear of his heels, boys.”
1 )Mksuhsided, but eyed a pile ofboxes in a court
A fee lefi.

1 “What ails ye, Jack ?”

proudly.

but Joe- knew their owner was a boy, although
he quickly disappeared in the box. Mr. Somerby
resumed his lunch, but kept the reins in case Jack
should be startled when the boy carne out. But
he did not nppear; there was no sign of life in the
box. Joe thought he was either up to some more
inischief or afraid ; the latter seemed most likcly,
as he recalled the white, still face.

Joe got down from his cart and quiedy pecped
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in. He was somewhat astonishecl at fii'st, for the
boy was on his knees. The sight stirred his sym-
pathies strangely. The pallid lips were moving j
soon, low words carne forth;

“ 1 don’t know how to speak to you, dear Lord;
but please help me. Mother prayed to you, and

you helped her. Oh! help me, 1 pray, for Jesus’
sake. Amen.”

The listener drew back to brush the tears from
his eyes.

‘“’Minds me o’ Parson Willoughby’s sermén—
‘Help, Lord, or | perish!” | wish my wife was
here. | declare | do. The little chap must be in
trouble 1”

Joe peeped in again. The boy did not see him
as he was partly turned from the opening. He
threaded a rusty needle, and proceeded to patch
his coat. Joe could see the anxious puckers in his
face as he bent over the task.

“ 1 do wish she was here!” Joe cried, aloud.

The boy turned quickly.

“Why don’t you go home, lad?
to death here.”

“This ismy home.”

“Sho! Do you mean to say yon live here ?”

“Yes.” The lad hesitated, then asked, “ Are
you from the country, sir?”

“ Wal, yes, | be. Though folks don’t generally
mistrust itwhen I’'m slicked up. But | don’t stand
no quizzing.”

The boy appeared surprised at this sudden
outburst, .and said, with a frank, manly air that
appeased Joe:

Y ou’ll freeze

“1 thought if you lived a long way off I
would n’t mind answeting your questions. |’'m
English, and my flame’s John Harper. | don’t

mix with the Street boys, so they cali me the her-
mit!”

“Don't you
ther 1”7

“ They were lost at sea in our passage to this
country,” was the low reply. “ Sometimes | wish
I ’d died with them, and not been saved for such a
miserable life. Can’t get work, though | 've tried
hard cnough, and 1°d rather starve than beg. |
can’t begi” he cried, despairingly. “ 1 ’'mordered
off for a vagrant if | warm myself in the depots,
and | don’t suppose the city o” Boston’ll let me
stay here long.”

“Don’t get down at the mouth—don’t!” said
honest Joe, in a choking voice, as the extent of
this misery dawned upon him.

“ There, you know all,” said the boy, bitterly,
“ | scared your horse, or I would n’t tell so much.
Besides, you look kinder than the men | meet.
Perhaps they're not so hard on such as me where
you live?”

‘mix * with your own folks, nei-
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But Joe had gone, his face twitching Mthal
pressed emotion.

“ 1’1l take the hunger out o’ them eycs, anJ
how 1”7 He grasped the six-quart luncli pail, i
liastening back, cried, as he brandishcd jtalgj
the lad’s head, “ Just you help a feller eat thatul
chap, My wife 'ud rave at me if | broughi acja
ithome, Help ye’self1”

Hunger got the better of John Harper’s prii
He ate gladly. There wasn’t a cmmb left
he returned the pail. The light of hope began
dawn in his sad eyes,—who could be brave whjj
famishing!

Meantime, Joe had been puzzling his witsaii
wishing his wife was there to devise some planS
the wayfarer.

“1 wonderifyou ’d mind my horse a spell, ubi
| go about my business ?”

So the palé hermit crept out of his box, ax
mounted the wagon, well protected by an
coat that comfort-loving Joe always carried.

“He’ll think he’s earned it, if | give
money,” was Joe’s kind thought. “ H e sproodj
and don’t want no favors. | ’ll give the lada®
and then 7

After “ the lift,” what was before the homclEs
boy? Somehow he had crept into Joe's syit
pathies wonderfully. He could n’t bear to
fonvard to the hour when Jack and he must leal
him to his fate. A chance word from the pap
manufacturer put a new idea into Joe’s brain. H|
bought all the cargo at a good price, and engagi
the stock at home.

“ 1’1l bring it in soon,” said Joe, putting |
purse in a safe place, “ 1 don’t keep nohelpl
sort my stuff, or 1°d be on hand to-morro«'.”

“ Ah,” said thebland dealer, little thinkingivb
a train of events he was starting. “ You are doinj
a good business; why don’t you keep a boy?
know one who is faithful ahd needy !”

“Yes, yes, he’s in my cart, done up inni|
coat1” cried Joe, suddenly. He beamed upont
bewildered dealer, and rushed for the door, dm
crazy with thg new idea.

“ My wife said | ’d ought to have a boy, too,"li
thought, almost running toward the spot whereb|
had left the cart, Jack, and the solitary figuie'
the great coat. Joe grasped the boy. “I\ei
a plan for you, John Harper. | want a boytoli
me; the dealer says so, my wife says so, and Is
so. You must go home with me to-night ~'1
carry this load to the store-house; then pitehl
your baggage and start for a better place than ibij
my lad !” *

It was, indeed, “ a better place” for “ ihehcyj
the box,”—a place where he found rest and fwdaj
shelter. After a little, he so grew into the &



THE COCK AND THE SUN. 359

ihe childless couple that they called him their
fn, John went to school winters, and helped
|[[ Somerby summers, and got ahead so fast in
L happy surroundings that arabltijais Mrs. Som-
Itby had him educated. He is now a prospetous

merchant, and a text for oid Joe to enlarge upon
when his wife gets too spicy.

“You wan’t nowhcres around when | found our
John,” he often says; “ and he s the best bargain |
ever made, next to you !”

THE COCK AND THE SUN.

By J. P. B.

A COCK sees the sun as he climbs up the east;
“ Good-morning, Sir Sun, it’s high time you appear;
I 've been calling you up for an hour at least

]1’m ashamed of your slowness at this time of year!”

The sun, as he quietly rose into view,
Looked down on the cock with a show of fine scom;
“ You may not be aware, my young friend, but it’s true,
That | rose once or twice before you, sir, were born !”
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By Alexander W ainwright.

Birds and flowers do much to enliven the dusky
»us”«'i*dows of the London streets, and both are
Jitended to with great care. The birds are treated

j some luxuries which our American pets scarcely
01017 ofat all, in their domestic state, and among
hese are two small plants called chick-weed and
Aundsel, which grow abundantly along the
fcdges and in the fields on the outskirts of the
moky city. Both chick-weed and groundsel are
isignificant little things, but the epicurean lark
bnary, or goldfinch finds in it a most agreeablé
Ind beneficial article of diet, quite as much superior
% other green stuffas—in the minds of some boys
kd girls-ice-cream and sponge-cake are superior
b loast-beefand potatoes.
J On Sunday afternoons and holidays, the lafies
lhere the groundsel and chick-weed grow are
huenled by the citizens of the laboring class,
lho, although the city is quite near and its sinoké
llackens the ieaves, cali this the country and enjoy
lassuch, It ISa pretty sight to see them, when
lie/ are well behaved ; and should one notice the
kys and giils, many of them would be found hunt-
g imder the hawthorn hedge-rows for chick-weed
jad groundsel to be taken home for the pet birds.

| But all the birds of London do not depend on
lie industry of their owners for these luxuries
Vaie mea make a trade of gathering and selling

plants, and the picture which is opposite this

Hge will give the reader a good idea of how they

Their business has one decided advantage
and a strong pair

wnfith oHo'vers reall

want. Berhaps it is on this account that hg
groundsel and chick-weed seflers are all very poor
and the raggedness of some is pitiable in the ex’

. . shoes are
owing to their iong dailv

and the rest of their

look.
It needs no capital or tools,

7hnT- 2 if .
shockingly dilapidated,
marches into the country,
clothes are nearly as bad.
The one that we have illustrated isa fair example,
but despite his poverty-stricken appearance, his
loose sleeves and useless boots, he is not at
His face tells of want and toil; he
shabby oid basket over his shoulders,
n which he carries his load, and, with a bunch i
his hand, he saunters along the Street, proclaiin-
mg Ins trade, “ Grun-sel, grun-sel, grun-sel 1”
Besides the groundsel and the chick-weed, he lias
small pieces of turf for sale, of which larks are very

torn
aUrepulsive.

The birds in their cages at the open Windows
chirp and put their pretty little heads aside when
they hear him coming; they know perfectly well
who te IS and what he brings, and their twitter
shapes Itself mto a greeting. The oid raven perched
on the edge of the basket feeis like a superior being
and wonders why other birds make such a fuss over
a little green stuff, but that is only because he has
coarser tastes.

JOH NN Y .

By Sargent Flint.

<Drandma " had set

| yornew was in disgrace.
«lch nu m”~ve
Iihimt iK°V cante back; she also
pdav K,, townaughty he had been
seemed easier just then
IHp 1ML 8*Mandma’s short-comings.
«siiveri His tears at the candie in the
M T r. halfshutting his eyes

three candies, and by blinking a

S colors; but amusement
teiHs to dry tears, and Johnny wanted to cry.
watched his tears
slide off her smooth fur, but when he held her
head on one side and Jeta large round tear run into
ler ear, she left him in indignation. Then he
looked out of the window. The snow was falling
last, as it had been ali day.
“Drandma 1” he cailed, but the oid lady was
Dusy in the next room, and could not, or would



362

not hear him, so he walked to the door and said:
“ Drandma, may | sweep a path fordrandpa?”

This time “drandma” did hear and see him
too. He was brought back and reseated, with
marks of flour here and there on his little checked
apron.

We must not blame grandma too much; it was
a very long time since she was a child, and Johnny,
to use her own words, “ had almost worn her soul
out, ofher.”

When Johnny’s mother died, his home was in
New York, and while Johnny sat in his little chair
by the fire-place, he was thinking of New York,
wondering if he ever should see it again,—the great
stores with their bright Windows,—and, above all,
hear the never-ending bustle and hum that would
drown the noise of twcnty great docks like grand-
pa’s. Then he thought how he had been deluded
in coming to Plbwfield; stories- of bright green
fields, butterflies, hay-carts piled high with hay,
and 'way up on the top a little boy named Johnny.

A horse would be there, a cow (wrongly sup-
posed by city people to mean always a plentiful
supply of milk), and a blue checked apron; butno
one mentioncd the apron, and no one said that
winter carne in Plowfield; not that they meant to
deceive Johnny—they could n’t remember every-
thing, but it carne allthe same, and the bright green
fields were brown andbtire; then Johnny did n’t
like them ataU, and when the snow carne, grandma
said ifhe went out he ’d have the croup,

The butterfiies forgot Johnny.

He did have one ride on the hay, but grandpa
did n’t have much hay.

The horse was not such a great comfort after ail;
he never drove except taking hold of what reins
grandpa did n’t use, and the cow—yes, Johnny did
like the cow—she was a very good cow, but, if
Johnny could have expressed himself, he would
have smd that she was a little monotonous.

Johnny couldn’t remember his mother, which
ivas fortinate then, or he would have cried for her.
He saw his father only once a month; he was
making money very fast in the dingy little office
away down town in New York, and spending it
almost as fast jna house away up town for Johnny’s
new mamma, and, with Plowfield so far away, it was
no wonder Johnny’s father was always on the move.
He ought to have been there that very day; tlie
heavy snow perhaps had prevented; that was one
reason why johnny had'been so naughty.

He sat quite still after he was brought back.
He was too indignant to cry; he felt as if there
was no such thing as justicc or generosity in grand-
mothers.

Aftera while he feltthathe had thought of some-
thing thatwould do justice to his feelings.

JOHNNY.

[Maici, !

“Drandma,” he cried, “ | wish I 'd siriashedtbel
bowl to-day when | spilt the cream 1”

Grandma didn’t say anything for fear Johnajl
would know she was laughing. |

He grew more and more indignant; he nei-criil
his life had felt so naughty. He thought ofallth!!
rebellious things he had ever heard of, and malltijj
a few choice selections, mentioned them tolisj
grandmother, and she, laughing, stored them aay, |
to tell grandpa, consoling herself with the idea that|
if he was bad he was n’t stupid.

Suddenly, araong other brilliant ideas, carne tl»|
thought that sometimes boys ran away; Mikril
boy Jerry ran away (Mike was tbe man ivhoworktdl
for grandpa), and he did n’t have any money, aadl
Johnny had fifteen cents; besides, when he gol«|
the cars he could tell .the conductor to chargei|
to his father; of course, he knew his father; |
carne from New York every month.

He listened till he heard grandma go to theshedl
for wood, and before she carne back her smilll
grandson was some distance from the houseinilel
deep snow, putting on his coat and tyinghis ctiml
forter over his ears.

As he looked back and saw the shadowof gand1
ma as she put down the wood, he said; “Ij
I Il make hercry pretty soon.”

After the wood, grandma seemed to fini! 1
a number of things either to take up or pul|
down, so for a little while Johnny was forgi
Did you ever notice that grandmothers, andl
mothers too, are always begging for a little quidj
yet, if they ever get a bit, nothing seemstoi
them more uneasy?

Grandma thought Johnny was unusually still-|
he never was still except when asleep, so gra-™
naturally supposed him asleep.

“ Poor little fellow 1 he has left his chair,”a«|
thought, “ and is asleep on the lounge.” Soskij
was not alarmad when she saw the little emptfl
chair, but when no Johnny appeared on the louspl
or anywhere in the room, she felt worrled. |

“Johnny !” she called all through the houseasil
wood-shed. Then she missed the little coat, c%|
and comforter. .

“1f he has gone to meet his grandpa, heil
freeze to death. Oh, why didn’t | amusehimfli
his grandpa carne,” she thought. She opened”l
door and tried to cali,but a cloud of snowbeatw |
back. Wrapping herself comfortably, she staiBll
downthe white roadshe thoughtionnny haritatol

She called and called his fiame, and
excitement expected every moment to fiod
frozen. She promised the wind and
they would only spare her Johnny, to' .1
daughter's baby, that in place of his impati®l
grandma there should be one as patientas]»



JOHNNY.

She had nearlj' reached the depot. She heard
lihe evening train, she saw the glare of the great
lamp on the cngine though the glass that covered
|it was half hidden by ihe blinding snow, She
licard a sleigh coming toward her, and said to
litrsclf, “ No matter who it is, | will stop him, and
|he shall help me.” The bells carne nearer and
liearer, and the sleigh stopped. “ Where are
Ivon going, niy good woman? It is a rough night,
tsn’lit, fora woman to be out?”

Any other time, how grandma would have
|laii"hcd =—grandpa did n’t know his own wife !

“Take her in, father,” said another voice. Poor
"randma! It was Johnny’ father who spoke.

JOHNNY STARTS TO RUM AWAY

'Oh, Johnny s lost!” she cried, as she tottered
lato the sleigh. “ He will freeze before we can find
liim.”

The oid lady was taken home, and grandpa and
ffohnny’s father started off, quite naturally in the
Ptong direction, for Johnny.

| For awhile, Johnny went on manfully ; but soon
pis littie fingers and toes began to beg him to go
Pack. He refused to notice their petition, and
f ishedgrandma could see him, as the wind whirled
pitn round and round and almost buried him in
snow. He thought he had gone about ten

Niles, when he heard bells. He turned to one side
Pt the sleigh to pass, when he heai-d a voice he
mew,

“Oh, Jerry,” he cried, “ please take me in !”

J«ry stopped, and asked, “ Who are ye ?”
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“1’'m said our small
meekly.

“ And where may ye be bound to, Johnny?”
said Jerry.

“ To the depot, |1’in going to New York,” said
Johnny, who thought this a mild way lo tell Jerry
he was running away.

“ This road niver took any ene to the depot,
Jacky. If I liad n’t come this way, yer 'd breen
froze stiff in the mornin’.”

Here Jerry rolled his eyes in a dreadful rtianner,

and trembled like one terribly frightened. Johnny

Johnny,” hero, quite

would have cried hard, but he rcmembered how
brave Jerry was when h'e ran away, so he winked
hard to keep back the tears, and said:

“ Do you think I shall “froze ’ now, Jerry ?”

Jerry thought not, if he minded him. So he
lifted him into the sleigh, and they drove on.

“ Is this the depot? ” asked Johnny, when they
stopped.

“Ye be hard on the depot. This is my house,”
said Jerry.

As he opened the door, his mother said, “ I *ve
looked afther yez since the dark, and what have ye
there ?” as she saw Johnny.

Mike; Jerry’s father, sat by the stove, and there
was a baby on the floor, Johnny thought he never
had seen such a funny place.

He liked the baby best, although its yellow
flannel night-dress was dirty; but it was n’t quite
his idea of a baby.

“ W hat shall we do wid him, Mike ?” said the
lady of the house, as she saw Johnny’s head bob-
bing and his eyes closing.

“1 thought ye’d kape him here till the next
traifi for New York,” said Jerry, laughing.

Mike laid down his pipe, and began to put on
his coal.

“ Is it to go out again that yez will, this arful
night, Mike ?” said Maggie.

“ Lay him out on the bed; lave him to slape
here to-night, Maggie. 1°ll go and make it aisy
wid the oid folks,” said Mike.

He found grandma sitting before the fire-
place. Bottles of all sizes stood on the table, and
lilankets hung on chairs by the fire. The oid
lady’s face was palé, and Mike afterward told
Maggie, “ The hands of her shook like a lafe, and
she had the same look on her that she had when
they tould her Johnny’s mother was dead. And
when | tould her the boy Was safe wid yez here -------
Ah, Maggie, she s a leddy 1” said Mike, lowering
his voice.

“ Well, what did she say ?” said Maggie.

“ She said | bctther sit down an’ate some sup-
per, to warm meself,” said Mike.

Poorgrandma |l Shedeclared afterward shedidn’t
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know Mike was such a good-looking man, and so
kind-hearted, too. Butshe did n’t keep him iong
to praise him, but hurried him offto find grandpa.

Mike found the brilliant pair, going over and
over the same ground. You need not laugh, little
reader; that’s just what your father would do, if
you were lost.

Five minutes after they had learned where Johnny
was, they were standing over him in Mike’s house—
standing over him, and the baby in the yellow flan-
nel night-dress, for they were both in one bed, and
Johnny’s father saw them about as clearly as Johnny
had seen the candle.

The family were thanked individually and col-
lectively, from Mike down to the baby, who, when
Johnny left, was covered with sweetmeats and toys,
brought from New York to Johnny.

The next morning, at breakfast, Johnny learned
many things, among them that it was very wrong

to run away, and he must be punished, and
grandma should decide how severely.
“ 1 will punish him myself,” said grandma, “ by

removing all temptation to do so again.”

A MONUMENT WITH A STORY.

[Naki, i

Johnny is too young now to appreciate his pleaj.|
ant sentence, but in after years, when his sins are
heavier, he will miss his gentle judge.

He was to leave Plowfieid the next day for Ne»|
York; but he was to come back again 'vithtliel
summer, and many were the promises he made of |
good behavior.

W hen the time carne for him to go, he clung|
to his grandma that his father said;

“ You need not go, Johnny, ifyou would raihal
stay.”

“ No,” said Johnny, “ 1 want to go; but wwl
don’t they have drandmas and fethers Uve-in the
same house ?”

At last, he was all tucked in the sleigh, ad|
grandpa had started.

“ Stop! wait!” said Johnny, “ I forgot somel
lhing.”

He jumped out of the sleigh, ran back to grand-1
ma, clasped his arms around her neck, and whis-1
pered in her ear ;

“1’m sorry, drandma, ’cause | spilt the cream
and | 'm awfil glad | did n’t smash the bowl.”

A MONUMENT WITH A STORY.

By Fannie Roper Feudge.

Many times have | heard English people say,
as if they really pitied us: “ Your country hasfno
monuments yet; but then she is so young—only
two hundred years oid—and, of course, cannot be
expected to have either monuments or a history.”
Yet we have some monuments, and a chapteror
two of history, that the mother-country does not
too fondly or frequently remember. But 1 am not
going to write now of the Bunker Hill Monument,
fior of the achievement at New Orleans, fior of the
surrender of Lord Cornwallisat Yorktown. | want
to tell of another land nearer its infancy than ours,
with a history scarcely three-quarters of a century
oid, but with one monument, at least, that is well
worth seeing, and thatcannot be thought of without
emotions of loving admiration and reverence. The
memorial is of bronze, and tells a story of privation
and suffering, but of giorious heroism, and victory
even in death.

Everybody knows something of the great island,
Australia, the largest in the world, reckoned by
some geographers as the fifth continent. | might
almost have said its age is less than one-quartcr of

a century, instead of three. It was visited bythe|
great adventurer, William Dampier, aboiit the year
1690, and again, eighty years after, by Cook, onj
his firstvoyage around the world. It is only withii i
the present generation that we have come to knom
it well. England's penal colony there, and CooKsj
stories of the marvelous beauty and fertility of the

land, were never wholly forgotlen; but anostj
nothing was done in the way of exploration, e5p*

cially of the interior, and the world retaained

ignorant of both its extent and its resources utilj
1860, in August of which year two brave-heartedj
young men, by iame Burke and Wills, determined [
to find out all that they could of the unknown

central regions. It is in memory of these menthalj
Australia’s first monument has been erccted. LetJ
me tell you their story.

Burke was in the prime of life, a strong, brae
man, who delighted in daring and even dangerons j
exploits. Waills, an astronomer, was younger,;
not so ardent, but prudent, wise, sagacious, atd
thus well fitted to be the companion of theadi'ent'l
urous Burke. Their object was to trace a couisj
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| froasouth to north qf Australia, and explore the
| interior, where hitherto no European had set foot.

Fifteen liardy adventurers were induced to form
Itfieliltle company; twenty-seven camels were im-
Iporied fi'om India, for carrying the tents, provisions
ljjid iinplcments needed upon such a journey, a
Isiieen-months’ snpply of provisions was laid in, and
Ilirje vesseis were provided for Holding ampie stores
joiwater, whenever the route should lie through
|srid regions.

Tlius burdened with baggage and equipments,
lite explorcrs started out. Their progrcss was
InecEssarily slow, but tire greatest difficulty with
Iwhicli the ieaders had to contend was a spirit of
lenvy and discontent among their followers. This

i loan entire change in Burke’ plans, and per-
lhaps also to the sad catastroplie which ended
lihern.

instead of keepiqg his men together, as at first
linlended, he divided the company into three squads.
IAssigning the command of two of these to Lieu-
Itnianls Wright and Brahe, and leaving ‘them
Vhind at an early stage of the journey, together
Juith most of the baggage and provisions, Burke
liodk Wils, with two otheis of the most resolute of
V company, and pushed boldly forward, deter-

mined to reach the northern coast if possible, but,

Many rato, not to return unless the want of water
wd provisions should eompel him.

Avplace called Cooper’s Creek, about the center

rfthe Australian continent, was to serve as a rendoz-
lous forthe entire company; one of tlie squads was
firecled to remain at this point for three months,
Jnd longer if practicable; another squad was told

arcst a*ivhile at Menindie, and then join the first;
piule Burke, Wills, Gray and King were to prose-
A their journey northward, do their utmost to
pmplish the main object of the expedition, and
Wtfti to Coopers Creek. Had this plan been
aithiully exccuted, all might have gone well. But
lisrily liad Burke taken his departure when quar-
p fot pre-eminence broke out among the men
I' had left behind; then sickness and death
pnned tlie ranks and disheartened the survivors,

H tlicy failcd to carry out the programme Burke

jadhicl down. W right stayed at Menindie until

"hsl of January before setting out for the

Mnvous; while Brahe, who had charge of most

p e provisions, instead of remaining for three

ihsat Cooper’s Creek, deserted that postlong
wcihe time arranged, and left behind neither
|17 fior provisions.

| imwo months Burke and his companions

KWd ihc borders of the Gulfof Carpentaria, at

wireine north of. the continent, having solved

lifjr ¢ N pathway to the North
1t Then, worn and weary, they set out to
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return. Their forward march had been exhaust-
ing, as the frequent attacks of bands of savage
natives and the many deadiy serpents had made it
dangerous to halt for rest either by day or night.
The heat, too, was excessive, and sometimes for
days together the travelers were almost without
water, while but spaiing use could be made of the
few provisions they had been able to carry. Feel-
ing sure of relief at Cooper’s Creek, however, and
jubilant at their success, the four almost starving
men turned aboutand pressed liravely on, but they
arrived'only to find the post deserted, and neither
water fior provisions left to fill their pressing need.

In utter dismay, they sat down to consider what
could be done, when one of the party happened
to see the word “ dig” cut on the bark of a tree,
and digging below it, they found a casket contain-
ing a letter from Brahe, which showed that he had
left the post that very morning, and that our
travelers had arrived just.iw «i hours too late!

Imagine, ifyou can, how terribly tantalizing was
this news, and how hard it must have seemed to
these heroic men, after having suffered so much,
braved so manydangers, and tasted the first sweets
of success, to die of starvation just at the time
when they had hoped rclief would be at hand to
be so nearly saved, and to miss the cerfainty of
rescue by only a fewhours ! Eagerly they searched
in every direction for some trace of their comrades,
and called loudly their fiames, liut the echo of
their own voices was the only answer. As a last
effort for relief, they attempted to reach Mount
Despair, a cattie station one hundred and fifly
leagues away, Init they finally gave up in complete
discouragement, when one more day’s march
might have brought them to the suinmit and saved
their lives.

For several weeks these Ijrave feUows fought off
their terrible fate, sometimes hoping, oftener de-
spairing, and at last, one after another, they lay
down far apart in the dreary solitude of the wilder-
ness, to die of starvation.

All this and more was Icarned liy Captain Howitt,
who comraanded an expedition of search sent out
from Melbourne, some nine months after the de-
parture of Burke and his company, not a word of
news having been received concerning them, and
many fears being felt for the safety of the littie
band. On Hbwitt’s arrival at Cooper’s Creek he,
too, found the word “ dig,” where the four despair-
ing men had seen it; and beneath the tree was
liuried, not only the paper left by Brahe, but
Burke’s journal, giving the details of the journey
to the coast, discoveries made, and the terrible last
scenes.

At every step of Burke’s pathway new objects of
interest liad elicited his surprise and admiration.
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Not only were there fertile plains and beautiful,
flower-dotted prairies, but lagoons of salt water,
hills of red sand, and vast mounds that seemed to
tell of a time when the regién was thickly popu-
lated, though now it was all but untrod by man.
A range of lofty mountains, discovered by Burke
in the north, he called the Standish Mountains,
and a lovely valley outspread at their foot he
named the Land of Promise.

Butalas! Great portionsof Burke's journcy had
to be made through rugged and barren regions,
edestitute of water, and with nothing that could
serve as food for man orbeast. Driven to extremi-
ties by hunger, the pioneers devoured the veno-
mous reptiles they killed, and on one occasion
Burke carne near dying from the poison of a snake
he had eaten. All their horses were Kkilled for
food, and all their camels but two. Perhaps these
also went at a later day, for toward the last the
records in the Journal became short, and were
written at long intervals.

Once the party was obliged to halt with poor
Gray, and wait till he had breathed his last, when
the three mouming survivors went on in silencc
without their comrade.

A letter from young Wills,
father, is dated June 2gth.
but they are full of meaning.

“ My death here, within a few hours, is certain,
but my soul is calm," he wrote.

The next day he died, as was supposed by the
last record; though the precise time could not be
known, as he had gone forth alone to make one
more search for relief, and had met his solitary
fate calmly, as a hero should. Howitt, after long
search, found the remains of his friend stretched
on the sand, and nearly covered with leaves.

addressed to his
The words are few,

TWO WAYS.

The closing sentence in Burke’s Journal is citc
one day earlier than young Wills’s letter, Itrunsl

“We have gained the shores of the ocean,buj
we have been aband "

It is not, of course, known why the last wi,
was never finished. It may have been that hele
too keenly the cruelty of his companions’ desertii»
ofhim to bring himself to write the word; orpe
haps the death agony overtook him before
could finish it. At any rate, it speaks a wb*
crushing world of reproach to those whose C-
regard of duty cost their noble leader's life, Itt,
its lessons for us all.

Burke’s skeleton also was found, covered wa
leaves and boughs that had been placed there, iii
supposed, by the pitying natives, who found
dead hero where, in bitter loneliness, he heawe
his dying sigh, unflinching to the last.

Howitt wrapped the remains in the fiag ofhi
country, and left them in their resting-plact
Then he returned to Melbourne, and madeprei
arations for their removal and subsequent bui;
They rest now in that beautiful city near the d
beneath the great bronze monumecnt. There d
two figures, rather largar than life, Butke siard|
ing, Wills in a sitting posture. On the peticsl,
are three bass-reliefs, one showing the retum
Cooper’s Creek, another the death of Burke, di
the third the finding of his remains. This i
fitting tribute to the memory of the brave oxploron
but a far nobler and more enduring raenioii,
exists in the rapid growlh and present pngei
oiis condition of that vast island, resiilts that &
largely the fruit of their labors and devotion.

King survived, but he was wasted aimost lo
skeleton, and it was months beforc he could
the story ofsiiffering he alone knew.

TWO WAYS.

By Mary C. Bartlett.

If i had a fortune,” quoih bright little Win,

“1’d spend it in Sunday-schools.

Then, don’t you see,

Wicked boys would be taught that to steal is a sin,
And would leave all our apples for you and for me.”

If / had a fortune,” quoth twin-brothcr Will,

“1°d spend it in fruit-orchards.

Then, don’t you see,

Wicked boys should all pick till they’d eaten their fiU,
And they would n’t wanl apples from you or from me.”
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* A HORSE AT SEA.
[Ser Frontispiece.]
Hi3 iame is Charley. A common fiame for a motion. Poor Charley did n’t appreciate the

e, and yet he was a most uncommon horse, of
Isifeet and cheerful disposition, and celebrated for
siravels overthe sea. This is his portrait, taken
le day before he left America, for the benefit of

sowingfriends. He looks as ifhe thought he was
hingabtoad. There is something in his eyé and
eexpressive flirt of his tail that seems to suggest

P"ge doings. Charley is going to Scotland, over
‘Sea, and he is having his feet cared for by the
ttor. He standsvery steady now, even on three
t Wiieu he afterward went aboard the good
>nishjp” California” it was as much as he could
iakeep steady on all four.
Poor Charley ! He was dreadfully sick on the
‘s He had a fine state-room, but the motion
e ship was too much for his nerves, and he
Averyil). So they had to bring him, becl and
liwdeck. The steamer was rolling from side
171 fotthe waves ran high, and the tall masts
thisway and that with a slow and solemn

beauty of the sea, and thought the whole voyage a
most unhappy experience. Then he had to be
hoisted out of the hatchway in a most undignified

manner. The frontispiece shows you how this was
done. They put him in his box and put a rope
round it and fastened the rope to the donkey

engine, a little steam-engine which is used for

hoisting and such purposes. How humiliating for
a horse to be dragged aloft by a donkey engine !
The captain stood near to give the signal when the
steamer rested for a moment on a levcl keel. The
donkey engine puffed, and the sailors stood ready
to steer the patient upward, just as you see in the
picture.

Charley grew very serious as he rose higher and
higher, but a man held him by the head and
whispered comfort in his ear. At last, he reached
the dock in safety, and they gave him a place in a
breezy nook beside some other four-footed passen-
gers, and he immediately recovered.
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TIDY AND VIOLET; OR,. THE TWO DONKEYS.

There was once a little boy who was not very strong, and it vg
thought right that he should be a great deal in the open air, and therg]
fore it was also thought right that he should have a donkey.

The plan was for this little boy to take long rides, and for his mammi]
to ride on another donkey, and for his papa to walk by the side of bdli
The two donkeys that were procured for this purpose had belonged
poor people, and had lived hard lives lately, out upon the common, becasi
the poor people had no employment for them, and so could get no nonel
to give the donkeys better food. They were glad, therefore, when th

gentleman said that he wanted to buy a donkey for his little boy, and
he would try these two for a time, and then take the one he liked bef]

So the gentleman and the lady and the boy took their excursion
after day with the two donkeys.

Now, one of these was a thin-looking white donkey, and the other wai
a stout black donkey; and one was called “ Violet™ and the other “Tidy.l

The little boy liked the black donkey best, because he was bigger a
handsomer. “ 1 like Tidy,” he said; “dear papa, | like Tidy.”

“Stop!” said his papa. “Let us wait a bit; let us try them a little longer.l

The party did not go out every day ; sometimes the gentleman and lad
were engaged, and the donkeys remained idly in the gentleman’s field

And then, when they had done eating, they used sometimes to talk,

“1s not this happiness?” said the meek white donkey. * Instead of th]
dry grass of the common, to have this rich, green, juicy grass, and thl
clear stream of water, and these shady trees; and then, instead of doin|
hard work and being beaten, to go out only now and then with a
lady and gentleman, and a dear little boy, for a quiet walk:—is it noti
happy change, Tidy ?~”

“Yes,” said Tidy, flinging his hind-legs high in the air,

“Oh ! said Violet, “ 1 hope you will not do that when the young gtle
man is on your back.”

“Why not?” said Tidy.

“ Because,” said Violet, “you may throw him off, and perhaps kill hwj
and consider how cruel that would be, after all his kindness to us.

“Oh,” said Tidy, “people always cali us donkeys stupid and lazy a
slow, and they praise the horse for being spirited and lively; and so tIf
horses get corn and hay and everything that is good, and we get nothnj
but grass. But | intend to be lively and spirited and get corn,”
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“Take care what you do> Tidy,” said Violet. “The gentleman wishes
tobuy a quiet donkey, to carry his littie boy gently. If we do not behave
ourselves well, he surely will send us back to the common.”

But Tidy was foolish and proud, and, the next time he went out, he
began to frisk about very gayly.

T fear,” said the gentleman, “that the good grass has spoiled Tidy."

--1ulfer -

['IBWiVA,

Tidy heard this, but, like other young and foolish things, he would not
leam.  Soon, the littie dog Grip passed by, and Tidy laid his ears back
on his neck and rushed at Grip to hite him. )

'Really,” said the gentleman, “Tidy is getting quite vicious. When
“e get home, we will send Tidy away, and we will keep Violet.”

Tidy, as you may believe, was sorry enough then. But it was too late.
YOwas sent away to the bare common. But Violet still lives in the gentle-

field, eats nice grass, goes easy journeys, and is plump and happy.
VOL V— 25,
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

POETS have a great deal to answer for, and they
should be careful what they say, for they *ve no idea
what an influence they have. Now, | 'm told that
about one hundred and fifty years ago, one by the
name of Thomson (Thomson without a”) sang:

genUe Spring! Elhcreal mlldneas, haJl!"

and made no end of trouble, of course. March
being the first spring month, was the first to hear
the command, and so, ever since, she lras been
trying her best to hail. Failing in this, as she
nearly always does, her only recourse is to blow;
and blow she does, with a will. So don’t blame
her, my chicks, if she deais roughly with you this
year, blows your hair into your eyes, and nearly
takes you off your feet. It’s all the fault of that
poet Thomson.

| suppose if he had sung to our great American
cataract, he would have told it to trickle, or drip, or
something of that sort; and then what would have
become ofall the wedding tours? Mrs. Sigourney,
my birds tell me, was a poet of the right sort.
She sang, “ Roll on, Niagara!"—and it has rolled
on ever since.

Talking of fluids, here ’s a letter teliing

HOW CHERRY PLAYEO WITH WATER.
A GOOD friend sends Jack this true horse-story :

Al my summer hMMne, the very coolest and pleasantest spot » be
found on n hol day is a grassy knoll, shaded by a great tree. Cidse
by is the horstrough, which'is supplicd with water frora the well a
féw rods off. One sultry da){, m¥ IUe boy and 1 went to play
undor the shade of this tree. 1'he trough was full of olean, sparkUn
water, and 1 lingered ihcre even _after ine Iwo hnrse», "Chcrry™ an
“Dasli,” had been brought oui and tied to the tree; fot ibéy, loo,
had found their house uncomfortable, and had begged with thcir ex-
presivo eyes lo be cakeo out-of-doors. .

the water in the |rou3h_|ooked very lcmoilng, and soon my
boy Willy put his Jittle hand in, and then rolling up his slecve,
plinged in hisarm and began lo spiash the water, thfowing it around,
wetung LB all, horses included. ~We Ieft the tree, and were goin
inte the house, when we beard a loud chumping, and splashing:

JACK-IN-TIIE-PULPIT.

turning round, we saw Chcny, with his fore-leg in th< uoiiA |
knocking his greatiron shoe againstihe side of il, sending the
Hying in all directions, and making ihc water in the iroiigb ajjl
black and inuddy. Now, these horses had drunk from ihi& Iro(i»bl
three limes a day fortwo months, and spent many a morning
that very tree, and it had never occurred lo either of them loph?|
auch a irick until they bad seen Willy do it. |
Willy was so much pleased Ihat he gave Cheny seveni lujaps of |
sugar lo reward him for his naughtiness! butJames, ihe ccachuiaji |
to” adjffcrent view, and gave him a sound scolding, and | amafid |
whipped him; although 1 protesled that Willy was more tobiatti
(han poor Cherry, who had only imitated his htlle masier.

ccs
THREE SPIDERS.

Another enemy to my friends the birds! Thisl
time it’s a spider. He lives near the Atnaionl
River, they tell me, builds a strong web across a)
deep hole in a tree, and waits at the back of the
hole until a bird or a lizard is caught in the meshes,
Then out he pounces, and Kills his prey by poison. |
And yet this dreadful creature has a body onlyan |
inch and a halfin length 1

Then there’s a spider named Kara-Kurt, <hol
lives in Turkestan; and, though he is no bigger
than a finger-nail, he can jump several feet. He
hides in the grass, and his bite is poisoiious; ljui
I 'm glad to say be does n’t kill birds.

In the same country is a long-leggcd spider,
who has long hair and a body as big as a lien's

egg. When be walks he seems as large as a man's
double fists. W hat a fellow to meet on a narro»
pathway! | think most people would be polite:

enough to let him have the whole of the wak
Little Miss Miiffett would have been scared outof |
her senses if such a huge spider had “sat doan
beside her.”

SPEOIAL DISPATCH.

The Little Schoolma’am says Thomson didn't
sAy “Hail, gentle Springl” He said, Come,
gentle Spring !” Dear, dearl 1 beg his pardon.
But, like as not, some other poet said it, if Thom
son did n’t.  Or perhaps they 've sung so mudi
about Spring that March, taking it all to herself,
thinks she may as well blow her own trumpet, too

Poor March 1 In oid times she used to bethe
first month of the year,—and now she is only the
third. May be, that is what troubles her. Nobod)
likes to be put back in that way.

ABOUT PARROTS.

Deacon Green was talking about parrofs the
other day. He said he once knew a parrot thatwes
not as polite as “ Pippity,” the one mentionM na
story ciled “ Tower-Mountain.” The parrol thaine
knew would swear whenever he opened his bilL H
had been taught by the sailors on board the shipi»
which it had come from South America. Wheo
the deacon knew it, it belonged to the widowol *
very strict minister. It had been broughtlo O
by her oephew, a raidshipman, as a
present. It was lucky for him, just then, thal
oid lady was stone deaf. She was very
the neighbors when they told her what wio
words the bird used. It was a great pet, ani
would not believe anything bad aboutit- °
last it swore at a visitor who was a bishop, i
soon after, it was no more.
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Since the Deacon told that story | have had a
atap-am about another parrot; onc that lived in
iPdinbursh, Scotland, five yeavs ago. This one
JfAid laugh, weep, sing songs, make a noise like
f'smacking the lips,” and talk. His talking was
ict merely by rote; he would speak at the right
Unes and say what was just right to be said then
1and ihere. He spoke the words plainly, bowed,
InMided, shook his head, winked, rolled from side
Itaside or made other motions suited to the sense
lor what he was saying. His voice was full and
Idear and he could pitch it high or low, and make

Jieseem joyful or sad. Many curious tales are told
Icfhim, but the most remarkable thing about him
j (hat he actually lived and really did the things

\named.

That’s what the paragram says. Stop—let me

Ithinka moment. May be that parrot himselt sent
Butno; he wasn't smart enough for |

Iremember, now, the signatura was *»Chambers.”

THE WRITING OF THE PULSE.

Did you ever hear of a sphygmograph? Of
icourse not.  Well, in its present improved state, it
lis sometliing new and very wonderful. It takes its
iDame from two Greek words, sphugmos, the pulse,
landgrapho, | describe. It is an implement to be
wsed by physicians, and forces the patients pulse
Ito tell its own story, or, in other words, make a
iMIconfession of all its ups and downs and irregu-
llaiiiies. Notonly make a confession, my beloveds,
lhiil actually write it down in plain black and

while |

So you see that a man’s pulse in Maine may

wiiie a letter to a physician in México, telling him
justwhat it’s about, and predsely in what manner
iisowner’s heart beats—how fast or slow, and, in
fact, ever so much more.

Now, isn’t that queer? Should you like to see

somespecimens of pulse-writing? Here they are:

No, 1, according to the doctors, writes that he is
cdepulse of a strong, healthy boy, and that bis
mneris getting on admirably. No.-2 writes that
ka proprietor has trouble with his heart. No. 3
idbasad story of typhoid fever; and No. 4 says
|Inat his Qwner is dying.

lamonly a Jack-in-the-Pulpit, you know, quite
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depcndent upon what the birds and other bipeds
tell me, so you cannot expect a full description and
explanation ofthe sphygmograph here. Ask your
papas and friends about it.

There ’'s a great deal going on in the world that
you and | know very little about; but such things
as the sphygmograph give us a hint of the achieve-
raents of science in its effortsto help God’schildren
out of their many ills and pains.

The deacon says that, wonderful as the sphyg-
mograph is, the pulse itself is more wonderful still

a fact which no good St. NiCHOLAs child will
deny.

A PERUVIAN BONANZA.

You 've heaixl, | suppose, that they expect
soon to open up a new and wonderfully rich deposit
of silver in tlie mines of Peri? No! Well, then,
it’s high time you were warned about it. Take
your Jack’s advice, ray youngsters, and be very
careful about things. Why, if they go on finding
big bonanzas in this reckless way, silver will be too
cheap for use as money! And thenwhat will they
do? They 'll have to use something in place of it,
of course; but there’s no telling what it will be.
Only think, they might choose double-almonds, or
sometliing of that kind |

But don’t allosv yourselves to be cast down about
it, my dears, Try to keep up your spirits, and
remember that, if the worst comes to the worst,
good children will never be so plenty that people
will cease to appreciate a good child. That’s a
bit of solid comfort for you, any way.

LUMBER AND TIMBER.

W hich of you can state the exact distinction, if
there is any, between luraber and titnber, without
Consulting the dictionary ?

aUEER NAMES FOR TOWNS.

Now, what am | to do with this? If the Little
Schoolma’am sees it, she may want to give the
boys and girls of the Red School-house a new sort
of geography lesson, or perhaps a spelling task to
her dictation. That would be a little hard on
them; so perhaps | ’d better tum overthe letter to
you just as it is, my chicks.

W ashioeton, D. C.

Dear Jack-in-the-Pulpit: Here are ih« flames of sometowns
io lhe Um «d Siatcs. They are so funny ihal | seod mem to ~u,
and 1 hope you will Uke it Do you think ihe Liltle Schoolciiaam
would know where ah these places are ?

Toby Guzzle, Oumy, Klckapoo, T. B., Ono, O-Z.,
1IRun, Omio. Nippenose. Eau GalUe, Need More, Kandivohi, Nobob,
Cob Meo Sa, Wo Ka, Ty Ty, Osakis, Why Not. Happy fack,
U Bet, Choptack, Fussville, Good Thimdcr’s Ford, Apopka, Bumc
Ordinary, Crum Elbow, Busii, Chceklowaga, Yuba Dam, Dwus-
hurgh, Chuckatuck, Ni Wot. Buck Snori, What Cheer, Forks of
Uide Sandy, Towash, Sopchoppy,Thiry Daems, Vicars Swtich,
Oraph Ghen” peculiar.

I have found a great many more, but these are thcqueeresticouia
pAick out.—Yours truly, Wiltiam B.

ANSWERS TO RIODLES.

Here are two answers, out of the three, to the
riddlcs | gave you last inonth: TOBACCO, and
Cares (Caress). The archbishop’s puzzle has been
too much for you, I 'm afraid, my dears. | °'U give
you until next month. Then we 'll see.
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W ashington, D. C.

Dear St. Nichotlas: Not long I «ad in your delightiul
magasine a poem, emitled "Red Kiding Hood,” by John G, Whit-
tier. It recailcd co me some visits whicn | made co thogrcal aod
good poet, my friend ofmany ycnrs. .

My acquainiancc with him began when | was a school-girl tn
Salem. tlhen hclived in Amesbury, on the ““shining Merrimack,”
as he calb IC, with his sister, a most beauiiful and lovablc person.

1 remember disiincily my first visit to Gicm. Xhe Uctle white
house, with groen blinds. oii Kriend suoel, looked very quifec and
horaolike, and when | received the warm Avelcome of ihc poct and
his sister i felt that peace dwelc ihcre. At one side of the house
there w&>a littie vine'W reathed porch, upon which opened the glass>
door of the ‘“garden room,’ the pocc's favorite aitting room, the
Windows of wluch looked out upon a pleasant, old-fashioned garden.
Against tho walls were books and some pictures, among wluch were
" W hilticr's Blrihplace in Havcrhill/* and "T he Baiefoot Boy,” the
lattcriliuscrating ¢ e sweet Uttle poem of that fiame.

In the parlorhung a pictiire of the loved aod cherished mother,
who had dicd some yeaia before, a lovely, aged face, full of strengih
and sweet repose. In a case were some specimens oi Uie biid
referred lo jn " The Cry ofa LostSouV *pocm which so pleased
the KmpcrorofBraril that he sent these birds to the poec.

At ihe head of the staircase hung a picturcd clusierofpanaes,
painted by a fady, a friend of the poet. He called my attention to
their wondcrful resemblancc to human faces. ~ In the ch”ber
assigned to me hung a large portrait of Whilder, painted in his
Youth. Itwasjustas | had heard him described in my childhood.
fhcrc were the clustering curls, the smooth brow, ihc briJliant dark
eyes, the firm, resolute mouth.

We spent a very pleasant evening in clie Uulc garden room, in
quiet, cheerfulconversatioji. The poetand his &ster lalkedcf their
hfe on the oid (4im, which W hitiicr has described in " Snow Bound, *
and he showed me a quaint ofid book wriiten by Thomas ©wood, a
friend of Millon. 1t was the only book of poeiry that W hlttier had
been able to get to read when a boy.

U ke all disringuished writcrs, W hitlierbas a laige numherof letters
from pemons whom he doesnot know, and many strangers go to «c
him. MissW hiirier said thatoneevening the bell rang, and W hituer
went to the door. A wung man in omcer's uniform stood there.
"1s this Mr. Whhticrf** he asked. "Yes,” was the answer. I
only wanted to shake hands with you. sir,” and grasping the poet's
hand he shook it warmly, and hasccned away.

Someyears after my firstvisica great sorrow befell WhitKerin che
loss ofhis sister. After thar, a niece kept house for him. She ts now
mamed, and he spends mosc of his rime with some coudnsat *Oak
Knoll,*" a delighiful piace near Danvers. It was there that 1 last
had tie pleasure of seefiig him, onc golden dayio October. The
house is situated on an emtnence, surrounded by fine erees, which
wecrc then dad In theirriche~trobes ofcrimson ano bronsc and gold.
Through the glowiog leaves we caught gimpses of the deep blue sky
and the distant hiJls. W c had a pleasantwalk through the orchard,
in which lay heaps of rosy applcs, and across fields and nieadows,
where we gaihered gnisscs and wild fiowers. And we saw the pigs
and cows and hoiscs, and had the company of chrcc splendld dogs,
grcal lhvoritcs of the host. We had also fora oompanion adear,
bright Uttle girl, a cousin of the poeu She is the "uttle lass,” the
" Red Riding Hood " ofhis poem.

After a most enjcpyable day | carne away reluetanlly, but happy at
leaving my friend in such a picnsaot home, and among the charming
and r~reshing colintry sceocs that he loves so well.—Yours truly,

C. L. F.

Agnbs’s Mother. whose letter was prinicd in the "Leiter-Box™"
for Januaiy last, will obiige the Editora bysending (hcmAgnes*s
addre&s.

Uxbridge, Mass.

D bar St. Nicholas: Lastsummer, we stayed a week on Prudence
IsUnd, in Narraganselt Bay, where the blackbemes sprinkie thickiy
the ground, and mosquitoes, in some parts of che island, sprinkfc
thickiy the air, Pnidence, Palience, Hope, and Despair are four
islands near together; they were named by ihe owner afrer his
daughcers. Prudence has some twelve or fifteen houses: but in
Revoluciénary limes there wecrc, it is said, seventy fnmilics on tho
island. The British set fire to everything, and the island was devas*
tated. One oid hombeam-tree is pointed out as ihc only tree that
escapad descruclinn. The wood of chiskind oftree is so hard that it
does not burn cadiy. This tree is sometimos called "iron wood,”
and "lever wood.” as chewood is used to make levers. This oid creo
has all fis branches at che top, umbrelb*vvise, as if chclower branchos
had been destroyed in some way, for it isnot the nature of tho tree to
grow in this fasnion. | could barely reach one Uttle twig of palé.

discolorcd leaves, to bring home as a memento. Prudeice ist"|
largest of the fourislands. Padcnce, next in slze, lies a linle sical
ofic. Hope, on the west side, is a picturesque mass of rock* adi
Despair lfesjust north of Hope, a sohd rock, nearly or qutie ci'«etdl
athigh tidc. Addv L. FAtsua

Dear St. Nicholas: | have aquesdon to ask you,andifTe|l
will answer it you will grcatly oblige me. This is the questloD: *
leavesbe ofany 4se lo make a folioor quario 2—Yours truly,

A shcetofpaperofany size, folded in “vo cqual parts, makesin|
leaves of folio sUc: folded cvenly once more, four leaves orgqim |
size. Butbook-pubiishers use these words arbicrarily. WiJttbootl
sheec about iq by 24 inches is supposed to be tlie propersise, u
otherwise spedfied. A foUo Icaf is, consequenily, about 12 bfi*l

incbes; a quarto Icaf, about 9 by 13 inches: no octavo leaf, a~tl
d by 9 inchcs.
Fordham. NY.
Dear St. Nicholas: lhaveaPolish roosier. | wonderifpoil

have ever seen one? Ifnot, 1 will describe it. It ha§ a veryhiiil
top'knot, very much larger than a duck's, alihouglt liis n«ai”l
likeil, WILLIE A. RICHASDSIW. |

Heretsa lelCer that was sent to Santa Qaus, last Chrisunas:

M r. Santa Clausbs,

New York City.
r don*tknow your nnmher, but I gestyou will gctit,

My dear Ot-D Santa Clal'SBs: | know you are awfulpMcfcil
Mama sed & -bul I do waoc so Many thjngs and when 1 Commucel
to WTitUng (Oyou L feel like crying Cause you know mv papaisl
dead and mama isauful poorto but 1do wanta Dolly so ba; notlibl
they give of the Christmas tree but a real Dolly that open anddul
it eyes but O 1 want so many other things buc 1 wont ask forthcal
foryou will Think 1 am auful selfage and want co Take evydUBI frmi
others lltrie Girls but when you ben all around ifyou haveonepicntl
Book left pleas sciid it lo me Dear Santa Clauses plcsc don’t brici
me because | Uvein Perlh Amboy From Gracs L. T.

New York Cin. |

Dbar St. Nichotlas: | am reading a hisiory of the lateCidl
W ar, and often come across flames ofdiBerent parts of an arm;. I]‘l
would like lo ask you two quesrions:

1. How many meo usually are there in a corps, d|V|S|on,br|po,!
and company?

2. How many guns are there in a field-batlcry ? 1

ir you will answer these, you will greatly cblige yourfr«roanl
reader, Urant Squwss.

In the United States Service, the “ company,” in tune ofwar.co-|
tains 98 non*commissioncd officers and privates, and 3 office»; wiJ,1
101. Theregimont consUw of ten companics. A brigade laip”l
ccnsists of four regiments, and, if the ranks are full, should
about 4,000 men, It sometimes happcns that five or six regioaBl
may be comprised in one brigade. A divisién contains usoallyik”I
sometimes four, brigadcs, and with full ranks would nuoibcr in»!
ta,oco to 15,000 men. A corps contains three dividoas, and shM|
number, say, 45,000 men. In actual conflict, these figures A**1
course, widely varyj regiments being reduced bylosses to,po!Ufr|
an average of 300 tnen each, and the brigades, divisoas, cg, |1
Dumbers correspondingly smaller. A field-baltery has
six guns, in the United States senrice usually the latternuraw»*®!
from 150 lo 250 men. The English and French armies aw
dissiroilar from our own in the matter of
Germéan army the company contains 250 raen, and the
3,000, and they have buttwo regiments in a brigade.

PiRsbv»&*1
Dear St.Nicholas: | want to tell you wbatam « 1
in vacaiion. | eojoyed the holidays so much thatitmam
to tell everybody. Our Sunday-school gave a
night, and iKe church was very handsomely decorated.
center, in amone” the cvergreen wreaihs, was a shining
by Jets of gas. The pastor, Mr. Vincent, said thiswas » iv |
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e Starof Bethlehcm. Then the laigc Chrisunas-tree was loacicd
ilrds, aad when Ughted up | pretty near thought 1 was going to
ujUaddio’s wonderful iamp and Cinaerella from fairy-land. 1 am
s ttery one felt happy, and we sang tlie Christmas carois loudcr
A ever, so loudiy that the church Demoled. But may be u was
KorfU fflade ii trcmble. Lillib S.

IUe. Edwin Hodder, che auihor of Ilie new serial, '‘Drifted
jPoft,” wliich bcgins in lhis number, is an EngUs)i gentleman,
¢ hewrote thb story, not only to tcU the adventures of his heroes
bb heroines, but to give American boys and girls an idea oi Ufe
jiEaglish school. We think that the dofings of Howard, Dighy,
bine, and the rest, will be greatly Interesting to our readcrs,
echlly as thescyouog people leave the school after a while, and
fcreadrentures ofa novel kind in some romantic, sea>girt islands.

iBessie G —Your letier is not such a oue as we are apC to answer
I A~ Lccter-Box.” But tlie best possible message we cao send
190d one ihatyou will understand, and apply to your own case,
akautifii] little poem which will inceresi all rcaders, W e shall
eiiioyou cntire. We lake it from a Deasured oid newspaper
sodrcgrei ihat\vt do not know the auchoris namec.

THE SINGING-LESSON.

A nightingale made a mistake;

She sang a few notes out of tune,
Her heart was ready to break,

And she hid from the moon.

She wTung lier claws, poor thiog,
But was fej too proud to spe”.
She tucked her head under her wing,

And pretended to be asleep.

A lark, ann*in<irm with a dirush.
Carne sauntcring up to the place;

The nightingale f¢t herself blush,
Though feathcrs hid her face.

She knew they had heard her song,
She fe1t them snicker and snecr,

She thought this life was too long,
And vyished she could sklp a yenr.

'O nightingale 1" cooed a dove,
“ O nighting”o, what's che use.
Yon lkrd ofoeouty and love,
Why behave Uke a goose?
Doo”t skulk away from our sight,
Like a common, contcmpdbfe Ibwl:
You blrd ofjoy and deligm,
Why behave like an owl ?

" Only think of all yon have done;

Only think of ail you doj

A fkise note is really fun,
Froiu such a blrd as you!

1jfi up your proud li«le crest?
Open your musical bcak:

Other birds have to do iheir best
You need only speak.”

The nighlingalc shyly look
Her head from under her wing.
And, giving ihe dove a look,
Straightway began to sing,

There was never a biid could pass;
The night was divioely calm;
And ihe people stood on the grass
Xo hear that wonderful psalm |

The nightingale did not care,
h)ic only sang lo the 4 des;
Her song ascended there,
And ihert she fixed her eyes.
The people that stood belmv
She knew but little about;
And this story 's a moral, | know,
Ifyou'U try to find il out!

fUi5 V.- *. _ Northern Vcrmonl.
Pflld biii't 5"?~® « Liitle Jonnna” Isonly tliree years and a
raoihcriakc the St. Nichortas for her;
P Sirfi.i L ychung. she cnjoys il as much as che older
“Cncketon ihcHearth,” and
» repcai some ofit In the Decembcr number she Uked

ihc poem about the teackettle; she cries evciy time she hears about
poor “ LittleTweec”" and laufihs at lhe “ biagician and his Bee,™
and at Poll/s stoppmg the hornos wiih the big green uoibrella. But
she laugbs the hardest ac ibe picture of the liltic girl who was so
afraid oT che turlle, and Edn:i~ the klichen-girl, told her if the turile
shouifiigei hold of ihe little girl’s loe, he would n’i Icl go till it thun*
dered. After “ UtUe Joanna” has seen tbe piciures and heard the
siories she can understand, her mamma scnds the St, Nicholas to
some little cousins in Massachusetis, who in their turn fcrwaid it to
some more cousins in faraway lowa. So we all feel the St, Kich-
OtAS meriis the hoartiesc welcome ofany magaane.— Yours,
" littlr Joahka's" AUNTIS,

v NV Dayton, O.

Dear St, Nicholas: 1 Uke your *'Letter-Box ” so much, and 1
alwaysread it first My brother and I fight which shall red St.
Nicholas firsL He always speaks for it 3ie inonth before, Then
sisier reads jl out loud to keep us quict. | wish we had had more of
the Patiikins. | liked them real well

The bigg:est thing In Dayion is the Soldiers* Home, three miles
from town. Itis the largcst of all the Homecs, though they have a
small one at Milwaukec, Wia., and several othcre. They have three
ihousand disabled soldien liere, and a big hospital, a chur” bulli of
stone, bairacks, stores, dInfag-room, Hbrary, and eve”thbg just like
a little town, Iben tovcly Tawns, gardens, lakes, fountains, nisitc
bndgcs, etc. Lots of people say it is much pretlicr than Central
P a” and | think so, t:o. The soldiers have most all of them lost
their legs or aims, and some boih. Lols of blind ones lost thar
sight in balde, from the powder. They get tipsy, too,—I guess
because they get lired and fccl sick, Nobody cares, only they get
locked up and fincd. Papa saya he don't believe blue ribbon will
keep them sober. Everybody weais blue ribbon here, but I don’t,
because | don't wantto get lipsy anyhow.

General Butler Is ihc big boss of the Home, He comes cvcry
fall, and waiks around. They always have an arch forhim. Colonm
Brown la Govemor. He only has one arm, and was in Libby
Frison. | wish the b”s and girls could all come and spend the day
here. They have abig deer-park, and lols of animals of all kinds,
as good as a show, and a splendid band that dves conceris, and
they have dress parades by tnc Brown Guards. 1 asked Papa how
much it COSI to nm it a year, and he wrote down forroe, ao |1 would
not ibrgeL $360,740.8x, last year. Hope you will find room to
{rublish this. Harry says youwonL Harry is my brother.—Your
fiend, Clarehcb Snvdbr.

Trenton, N.J.
Dear St. Nicholas: | have read a great many Icilers fit your
St. Nicholas, and | always liketo read them, for théy are so funny,
So | thought | would vmte you a letter and lell you about my poor

liltle cat. It given me when two weeks oid, and | only had Ita
monlh bcforo jt died—and, do you believe, | saw it dio! It was
taken sick, and | cried awful. 1 donT know what was the maiter

wicliit, but 1 think It had the collc, for it lay as quiei as a mouse;
and then le~cd. Oh, how sorry | was| bly friend gota Uide box
aod buried h rightunder my window, so | could often dilnk of It
So | hopeyou wiU all wish me better luck wiib my cais. Be sure
and give my love to Jack.—From your liltle friend, Jehnis H, *

_ San Francisco, CaL

Db.Ar St. Nicholas: | have oficn read io the “ Lotier-Box”
some other Uitle stories which boys and girls have written.

| will DOWwrite about the wire-cable railmads of ihis city. ITie
first one constructed was on Clay Street, belwccn Kearnw strcetand
Lcavenwonh Street. The road has now been cootinuwioutlo Van
Ness avenue.

The second was constructed by the Sutter Street R. R. Company
from Sansom sireet to Larkin strcet, a distance of one mile.

The best of all the railroads in the ci” is on California Street,
betweeo Kearuey and Fillmorc streets, a distance of two miles. 1t s
considered the best built wire-cablc road in the United States, and is

stnng, :gnpping
attachmentis my own. R. H. Basford.

Dear St. Nicholas: Will you please, for a few momenis,
imagine yourself blind, deaf and dumb, so that you may have a Gar
ide.aoftnc boy aboutwhom 1 want to lell you ?

His namc is Jfamcs Calén. He is fifteen years oid and Uvesin the
Deaf Mulé Instituiion, on the Hudson River, near New York. He
was bgm deaf and dumb, and two years ago a severa slckness left
him blind. Before ihis he had learned lo read and write, and talk
with his fingcrs. He usesa pcncil and his fingers to ask for what he
wanLi, and tell you how he fcels. People can talk to bim by spelling
words with iheir fingers against the palm of his hand, and he is so
bright and quick that they cannot spell too fastforhim. He is fond
ofhis lessons, but sometimes, in adding a long column of figures, he
makes mistakes ihat vex him sadly. Only thiok how hard it mustbe
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co add twentv or thirty large numbers that you caonot sed But
when James n.nds his temper lising he puta it right down, calis back
his paticnce, and gues to work more sfrcDuously than ever. One day,
hts tcacher, a lady, told him the Bible stoiy of Cain, who kllled his
brother and became a wandcccr. Some bme after, she asked him
*Who was Cain?” and he answered, *'Cain was a tramp 1™ 6hc
takes oains to leU him about the great events of the day, such as the
dreadlul war between Russiaand Turkey, and he undersiands this so
well that he can describe It with wonderful efléct He siands outon
the floor like an orator, and with the most graceful. animated and
expresaive signs and gestures, gives the posltions of the annles, their
meeting, the oeadng of the drums; the waving of ihe Ha”, and the
firing of the caonon. W atching hun, onc see the baltle-field and
all itspomp and horror.

James was in the country during the summer, and there he lay on
the soft grass, smeUcd the sweet flowers, and liied to remember thdr
forros and colors. He leaned against the strong cree trunks and
measured them with his arms, and the sweet, cool breezes from the
river carne to refrcsh and strengthen him.

James hasa chum, Charles McCormick, who is almostas badly off
as hUTiself—perhaps you will think hito worse off He wasbom deaf
and dumb, and wnen three years oid he fell oo the railroad track and
the earscutoffbothbisarms1 These twoboys loveeach otherdearly.
They go Into the woods together to gather flowers. Charles gocs
first"cause he hasthe eyes,and when he finds che flowers he stoops
down and touches them with the stucnp of his ano, while James
r ses hish~rddawn hb friend’s shoulder and plcks them| So tliey

together wbac neither could do alone, and both are as happy as

birds)—Your friend, E. S. MtLLKB.

Hampstead” England.

Dsar St. Nicholas1l lam eleven years oid, and lIns Is the first
time | have ever wilttcn to you, so | am going to tell you about my
dear ditle squirrel, “ 6ob.” He Isbeautifully sofc, and his back and
head are gray, but his legs and tail are red; lie has four long tecth,
and he bitesvery much, Ifwe vex him. He eats nuts and fruit, and
he isvery fond ofbread and railk. When we had him first, he used
torun up the curcains and bicc them all into holca. Every Sunday
he would be brought downstairs while we were at dinner, and papa
would give him nuts; but he got so cross that papawould not let
him come down again. In the summer, we broughtout hiscage Into
tic garden; but.one Sunday papa opened the cage door, and out
jumped Bob. He ran to the wa)i (which was all covered with ivy),
and began to cllmb it; but papa caught him byhls hind*!eg and
stopped him. and he gave papa such a bite en hisnand. So I would
soc lee him go out again. X"asr summer, mamma took us all down to
W ales; butitwas too far to take Bob, so wc left him to my gnvem-
ess, who took him home with her. Butone unlucky day she lethim
out in the conservatory, and did not shut the wlodow; so he gota
chance and ran away out Into the road, and he did not come back.
SheoSeredarewarci, and two days afterward he was found outside

RIDDLE-BOX.

Soon after that we all cano boevi
Tbu~rl

the wndow ofan empty house.
and | was very glad to fee Cob again, naugbty as he was.
ave” funny ihrng which 1 oughtto have told about finf;
iily Ecb was broughtup by a cai, and notin the >vood6 at aJ) 1,ul
notthink there tsanything more to tell you about him I1%inyoLl
Uttle reader, Laura B. Lsv&

HOW TO MAKE A FAJRY FOREST.

In the first placo, you must Uve in the country, where voucul
find that early spring Hower, the blood-root or SANQUINAIa. \Vhsl
everit grows it generally rs seen in great abundance—Howerjnrél
the Miadle States about the first of April. The roots are tulxn)e,l
rcsemblmg Madéra vines, and they do not penétrate very
into the eanh- Therefore, when ihc ground fis not frozen cefcl
surface, these tubcrs can be quite easily procured. In ihe Iatterpnl
of March, afterremoving a laycr of dead (caves, ora light coNnorl
of leaf mold, the plants may be found, and, at ihat dine wii
brge brown or greenish brown buds m great abundante, allvori
ncadywrapped up in conleal roUs. A basket should be carcflfl
filled with these tubers, without shakiog all the earth from them.a”l
some of the flakjestand greencst pleccs of moss that can * ;uall
adhering to the rocks mustalso be put loto the basket.

When you rcach. home, take a large dish or pan and i
these tubcrs upon It first having sprinkied it ever so lighclywilhl
the carth found in the bottom of Bie basket. Place the rooisgiKf
closc together, taking care to keep the large, pointed. llve>locl;io]
buds on the top, pack them closely, side by side, uijill the 6Am
full, then jay your bits of moss dainiily over them, or bctwteaibgil
when the beds are large, setthem in the sweetspnng sunshiK,6 si
South or east window, “rinkle them daily with slightly tepd wwgl
and on some fine monung you will find a little Hed of puré «hltel
flowers, that will tell you a tale of che woods which wiU chana ~ovl
young souls. |

Sanguinaria tieated in this way wlU geoerallv so fararitidpattiisl
natural time of fiowering as to present you the smlUng, ptifuiceél
faces of Its blossoms while the fields may yet be covered witlisao*. |

But this is not the end. After these soowy blosson”s have]w.|
formed thdr mistion ofbeauty, they will drop off upon ihecarpeieil
moss, and, In a short time, wiU be succecded the Icaves of thil
plant, which are large and irregular, but very beautiful, and csal
leafis supported by a stem which comes direclly from (he ¢Tcend,!
giving the impression of a miniature tree. A large dish of thsl
Uitle trees spriRging from the moss makes the Fairy Forest, ud aol
imaginative girl, or postibly boy, well steeped tn fairy lote, iu;l
Imagine many wonde”iil things to happeo hereni. |

Ityou have Uttle friends or relativeswho Uve in the cityand canwl
go into the woods to look for the sanguinaria, you can eaaly padal
pasteboard box full of the roots and moss, and send it tothen
express, or, ific is oot too heavy, by mail.

G&ANOHOTHCB OHKEY.

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

A COniniON ADAGK.

UTEIIARY ENIGIOA.

1. My 26 39 66 55 40 4Z 44 tx la isa poetofancient Greece.

8. My 95 24 33 1143 is a poetofancient Italy.

3.My 6936J451j6341 U a poetofEngland.

4. My 22586537pby §9 21532247 28tsa German poem.

$. My 47 6a 64 38 isa historian of England.

6. My 3046 5448 IS 3ais a pcrular Am~can writer.

7, My 34746 57 41 5©70 is a Scottish wtlict.

8. My 6 13 ;7 10 z 27 6s 63 558 U an English poet.

9, My 47 24 223 1068 6343 4 isan American wriler of fiction.
16. My 49 41 19 56 ~5is an emloent geologisL

11. My 16 24 27 4< ts a sciecdstof England.

22. My 45 61 60 67 37 13 32 isone of America's living writers.

13. My iz 720 29 j8anoliier American wriicr.

The whole is an extract of two Unes (scvcnty letters) from a noted
English poem. h, r,

TRANSPOSITIONS.

In each of the following senlences fiU the blank or bbrks bt
firstpart with words whose letters, when iransposed, wjU suiuM)'fu
the remaining blank or blanks. .

t. words with a man Ina — a. Did yons«1
eyes? 3. McDonald said:
remind you of Scotkmd.*" 4. 'lhe knois mav
more easily than - — . 5. —-eemmmeeemeee told me an — < which
allin histent 6. | hung the on the round of tMi» J
7. The witness jsofsmall valué if he can — ¢ informalMO u

more than this. 8. The —  ------as they look over UdN
pioesin thmr stéep

tiger— on me with his
ragged

JSASY BETERSAIIS.

X. Revebsb a color, and give a pocL 2. Reversea
and give an animal. 3. Reverse an entrance, and gi«a
sur&cc. 4. Reverse an inclosurc, and give a vehicle 5 p
partofaship, and give an cdiblc plant fi
give a small pond. 7. Reverse a land of rail, and giv" P<«
publicsalc. 8. Reverse sentence passed, and give
9. Reverse a portion, and give an igneous rock. le*
apartmeni, and give an upiand.
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nOUBI/E DIAMOND.

TuEfiKland nirth words, togeiher, make vegeiables that srow :n
IfeifCOBil upon The ihird ui the fburch: ihc eighlh, a girJ, after per.
ituogihenfth upon thn first and ninth in the fourth, pulUng the
jjiid ihe while. ofd ih'; sixch to z<jtthem inlo the house; here the
B|bihsoon hai theo» i'.pon the seventh, cooking for dinner.
rpepefidicuUr, heavy; horizontal, picking, c, I, c.

CUIhTAILMENTS AND BEIIEADINGS.

To the fiame of a gjfted man,
Affix a letter, if you can,
Aod find his avocadon.

Curtail n piece of work he did,
Yotrii find a word tbac now is hid,—
A Riadnian*s occupaiijn.

Behead another, you vriH find

Mcazures of a certain kind
Used by ihe English natiun, g. 1. c.

EASY NUIYIERICAIL ENIGMA.

| TVthoIe, composed of fourteen lettcre, flames the heio ofa well-

wn book, The i 7 3 4 8 is a singing-bird of America. The
736 12xsa religious cmblein.  The 13 ri 59 14 isan Oriental
ISDLA.

FICTOKIAL ANAGRAM PROVERB-PUZZUB.

niréral benMth

ipittiiraJdn i
ifinumSni  "It® indicatri
Iw B iW . A dcscrihes cach picture and contains as manv

«o0 flamarais boncath tita pictarc itself, This is the

s 4 75" fih'IK ap«t. Ilie figures i, s, 3,4, 5, to
c ° Group beneath figure4

Imaunui,!- * Vv car numbering bcnealh
1 ““«veral fh-1L 'T®'1? *1?7@%; AES dengnatod
giagmonTIFX 1 Pr'"«W - You will

Al'at tbhe fourth word contains, and

Iranspose those letters in order to form the

‘"« |rat,m«6ltion
MU

rh
T~ *U i
Pisdl Follow t>1

che lelters are set apart

- e
pnp«|miips. 3.0,
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AN OLD MAXIM,
BsHEADBD and CURTAItED.

—rea— —nNe— —r— —um__. C-D.

— iGH— —are---—-- ..pea—,

EASY UNION’S.

i, JOTN ease and an ornamcnt, by a vowel, and make recovering—
thus: rest-o-nng (resioring), a. Tom piensant to the taste 10a boy'a
nicknamc, by a vowel, and inakc honeyed. 3. Join to bury to a bite
ofan insect, by a vowel, and make what pleasantsiories are. c.d.

RHOMBOID PUZZLE.

.té6oss: 1. PortioD of an ode, 2. A rauscal drama. 3. Soon.
A

4.Marked. |. Flowers,

Down. K |A @ cave. s. A nver. 3. To undoso. 4, Thesecond
digiiitaryofadiocesc. s. Amisteke. 6. High. 7. An affirmarive.
8. Aprefix. 9. In a shop. CVBII. dkame.

DOUBLE CROSS-WORD ACROSTIC.
Tan Wholb.

Brothers are wc, alikc in form and mien.
Sometias apart, but oft together seen,
One labcrs on, and toils beneath his load
The other idly foUows on ihc road.
One paris the sieeping infant's rosy Hps;
The other veUs the sun in dark eclipso.
One riscs on the breaih of mom, with scent
Of leafand flower in Ihi*rani incensé blent;
ihe other’s wavering nspiration dies
falls where situl the murky shadow lies.
At bospitable boards my first atlends,
And peeis weU pleased the»social group of friends:
gui if my second his crim face ehail show,
How dire the maledictions sent below |
Yet there are those who deem his presence blest,
A miing joy to crown the sqcial feast,
malee for him a ~quiet, calm retreat,
Where inends with friends in loving concoutse meet.

CftOSS-WosDS.

*e ANQ brothers ever keeping side by side,
ihe closer ihey are pressed the more do they divide.

@ again unite their ponderous sirengtb,
loiimg all day ehroughout its tedious length.

3- | never inct my sister: while she flics
I can but foUow, calling out repUes.

4. A casket ~r, whose closehr covered lid
A mother's hope, a nacién s promisc, hid.

5. A plani once used lo drive .*harp pain away,
Not valucd greatly in thU latcr day,
Except by ihosc who fly when they a« ilJ
Ao test the virtues of a pateoc pill. s. A.B.

EASY DIAMOND PUZZLE.

fryjt, bul notin flower; a pcriod of time; a fresh-water fish: a
aea-bird: m strengch, but notin pcwer. isola-

I"NTALTESE.OROSS PUZZLE.

eiven in the dlagrara, The centréis form

two words, and are road ftom top toboltom and from side eo.side. in-

“rrds Thatfbrm llic li.mbs ofthecioss

G the cerner, ihose forming the lop

and bottom hinbs Ueing read honrontally, and those that form the
arms, downwnrd.

Central Psrfendiculah ; Perfume.
Central Horiiontal: Sirained.
t-New. a.Abey-snome. 3. A consonanL
Bo® m Lihb: t, piain. a-Adeed. 3. A consonant.
feu a ' *s A lavera. 3. A consonant
jeht Arsij |. Unteady. a. A tree. 3. A consonant.

A. C. CBETT.
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POETICAL KEBUS. I>~ODBLE ACROSTIC.
T ks answeris a coupletin Sir Walter Scotc's poem " Mannioo.” Z. W hat woo!. Is sometimes callcd. a. A character in “Hasél
3. Customary. 4. An underling of Satan's. 5. A comiuo i
6, A boy's ilame meaning “ raanly.” 7- An animal. 5 Ap~-

security. 9. A body ofwater, jo. A large Wrd of the vuliuk hei]

Il. The home of ihe gods in Greck mychology. la. A prep-~

13. A spellcd number. j
The uliriaJs iame a female author, and the finais a male aut%

WORD 8YNCOPATIONS.

t. TAKsabird from a sainC’s fiame, and leave someihjn|h
wear. a. Take the present from understandlng, aod leavead
3. Take part of a fish from explained, and leave a will 4 T"tl
forfeic from cultivated, and leave a color. 5. Take an losectb
needed, and leavejoined. 6.Take avessel from to supply, It
toangle. cvaiLDEAVil

CHAKADE.

My first may be made of my last,
And carries mechanical fbrce.
My last both Uves and dyes for man,
May ofreo be seen as a horse,
And serves him by day and by night
In ways very widely apart,
My whole s the fiame, well renowned,
Of a chief in the poiCcr's art. u V,x

ABBRBTIATIONS.

1. Syncopats and eurcail a grcenish mineral, and leavea T.r.J
officer. 8. Syncopale aod curtail a roya! ornament, and

domestic animal. 3. Syncopare and curtat a fablcd spirit, and \t

a coniferous tree. 4. syncopate and curtail a small frult, andk

an opening. $. Syncopate and curtail a motive powcr, andle”;
body ofwater. 6. Syncopate aod curtail colorless, and leavea Ins"
- . ousmnn. 7. Syncopate and curtail stops, and leave a I"ad covir,%;!

NUIUEIICALI ENIGMA. 8. Syncopale and curtail a swcct substance, and leave an agrbiiij

The wbole, eleven letters, is a songster. The i 234 isadjacent impfemenL 9. Syncopate and curtailaca”nteris too),andbrel
The 36 7isa metal. The8 9to :xisacunentofair. (sola. insect. 10. Syncopate aod curtail coins,and leave an bclosoie. *

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN FEBRUARY NUMBER.

Easy Doublb Cross*Woito Acrostic,— InitiaU, Birch: finais, ing a Pleasant evening, she badc Farewell (31) 10 her

Maple: horizontais, BeaM, IdA, RomP, ConaL. HousE. and was escoitec home by Prince Edwaid (32).
Squarr-Woro,—Ruler. Unilc, Lithe, Elliel, ReeU. NuMRRtCAL ENIGMA.~Cliinamen (chin-amen).
NuMERiCAL Puzzle,—Vivid. IU.USTRATSD PuzzLB.— 1. Haré (hair). 2, Beholder (b«-
HiDDEM AcROSTtc —MiDnchaluu ihe hive). 3. Ear. 4. Clause (claws). 5. Wiiigs. 6. Ccch
Easv Decapitationr.—1. Foil, ofl. 2. Spear, pear. 3, Fecl, eel. combon the ground). 7. Branch. 8. Leaves. 9andie. BI'

4, Sledge, lcdge. 5. Stag, lag. 6. Mace, ace. 7. uoats, oais. Oye), IX. Tongue. 12, Pause (paws).

Draw, raw. 9. Galley, alley. Curtailments.—|. Tcascl, xeasc, leas. 2. Planct, plafie,?

T rahspositions.—J. éubtle, bustic. 2, Shah, hash. 3. Shearer, 3. Marsh, Mars, mar, ma. 4. Panel, pane, pan, pa

hearcrs. 4. Sharpcr, haipcrs, 5. Rcsortcd, restored. 6. Negus, Complete Diagonal.—Diagonals from left 10 riglu ao*n*i

genus. I.L. 2 Ed. 3.8Sir, 4. Avcr. 5 Eager. 6. Dale. 7.Uw, I 7
Charade.— Manhattan (Man>hat-tan). 9. D Horizonuls: & a s b i
Geogpaphical Puzzle.—Queen Charlotte (x) wentto Cork (2) to DAVID

attend a hall. She ihcre met Three Sisters (3), named as follows: L ACKR

Alejandria (4), Augusta (5), and Adelaidc <o). in whom she was PAILBR

much incerusted. Her dresswas Cashmerc (7), and though elegantly LOWER

irimmed with Brussels (8), itwas, unfortunately, Toulon and Toliouac Easy NUMiFiCAL Enigma.—H elen’s Batnes.

[too long and too looscj ~9), As she felt chilw [Chili] (10), she wotc Square-Word.—Czar, Zcro, Arms, Rose. .on

around her shoulders a Paislcy (xx) shawl. Her jewelry was cxclu- Anacrak Double*Diamond and Concealed DocsiF ?C5j

sively a Diamond (xa). Her shoes were of Morocco (>3), and her
liantikcrchiefwasperfumed wiih Cologne {14). Being a Superior (x;)
dancer, sho had dL<iinguished parmcrs, whose fiames were Washing-
ton (id), Columbus (x7), Madison i18). Montgomery (x9), Jack-
son (so), and Raingh (sx). Having boldjy said that she was hungry | m
[Hungary] (zs), she was escorted by La I*ayette (23} to a Table (24), . . . X

where she freely partook of Salmén (25), eome Sandwiches] (20), PiCTORIAL P roVERE P uzzle.— " Let Herculeshjmsdfdo”|
Orange (27), Champagne (38), and some Madeira (29). ATter pass* may,TTiccat will raew, the dog will have hia day.

ate
Doublc Diamond! s P A R B Conccaled Square:
ERA

Answers to Puzzles IntheJafiuary number wctq eceived, before lanuary x8, from Jas,J. Ormsbce, Fred M, sj
SusicHermanee, M, W .Collci, Eddic **ultce, A.B.C,, “ M’sieur B, M.”, Alice and Mamje Taylor, CqnsMnceCranflMc 1 a
Duffield, Wjmue Rrookllne, Charlie and Carric Movses, O. A. D.. Bar6n P. Smith, F. U.. Mary B. Smkh, Milly h-Aflap . 1
Adama, W.H. C, Aiiila O. Ball, “ Bessie and her Cousin,” Georgie law, K. L. McD., Mary Whaiton Wadswcnth, We»

Ine* Okey, Nellie ~ker. E. Farnham Todd, Daby Breaux, Lillie B. Dear, Mary C, Warren, Georgictta N, Confin. Anfi
Nellie Emerson: 25! Indiana Street, Chicago: Bes'le Cary, Heniy D. Todd, Jr., Finda Uppen, Jennie Beach, M"j7 V™ jil
Maihewson, Nellie Kellogs, Lucy E. Johnson, Charles Behrcns, Clara H. Hollis, Nellie Dennis. E. S. P., Bessie nnd HougQ" j
May C. Woodruff, George Herbert White, H. Howell, Lizzic B. Clark; Bessie T, B. Bencdict, of Ventnor, Isle of Wighl, hDg*™»
aod Jennie Wiison.

“Cridle” answered all the puzzles in the January number.
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