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everyching she saw on this grand trip. She did

I Kirry was a pretty little girl, witli gray, laugh-
Ig eyes, and a dimple in each cheek; but from
petime ivhen she first commenced lo toddle alone
pe began to be dangerously fond of running away
romhome. Leta door be ajar ever so little and
[ut pattered the tiny fect into the streets of the
| City and all sorts of dangers. Papa and
larama had long consuitations of what should be
xne to correct this fault, while Aunt Martiia,
widng over her spectacles, timidly suggested a
Jtie l)irch tea; ljut mamma would not listen to
tat. Kitty was too small for any such bitter dose
e, and papa, wlio rather admired Aunt Martlia’s
I"ion, deciared fiiially that his wife must
pie the matter lierself—he “ did n’t know how to
pina girl.”
po Kitty, left to an indulgent mother, went on
A"ray, andhardly a day passed but the cry went
m cellar to attic, “ Kitty is gone 1” Nurses
|Inout iiuinber carne and went; they could
Miss Kitty’s strange ways.”
IThe little One had reached her fifth year without
notwithstanding her unfortunate
|t vshen thcre carne a time of great anxiety in
prnome, forher mamma was ill, growing paler
~Nveaker every day. The physicians suggested
pnier m Egypt, and a trip up the Ntle; so, one
~8 t October day, the family, consisting of the
"« Md mother, with Kitty and her nurse, sailed
1J irom New York in a steamer bound for
Pwi. Kitty was delighted with the noveltv of
VOL V.-20.

not once attempt to run away during the whole of
the long journey to Egypt, though all the time,
and especially in Liverpool, Maggie iiever failed to
keep her under her eye.”

On a bright, warm November afternoon they
sailed into the harbor of Alexandria, and Kitty
held tightly to Maggie’s hand in open-mouthed
astonishment at the novelty of the scene. Vessels
of all sites and descriptions throngcd the harbor,
carrying crews from many strange nations—Arabs
with long flowiisg robes and swarthy skins, black
Nubians and portly Turks, all screaming, appar-
ently at the top of their voices. Kitty’s mamma
had read to her little girl some stories from tlie
“ Arabian Nights,” and now, as they approached
this eastem jand, they mingled curiously in her
little brain. They were not long in landing, and as
they drove to the hotel on the Grand Square, Kitty
fairly gave herself up to staring about the streets.
Here carne a file of tall camels ladea with merchan-
dise, stalking along with silent tread; titere rodé a
fat Turk on a very small donkey; then followed
several ladies riding upon donkeys, and each wear-
ing the invariable Street costume of Egyptian ladies

a black silk mantle, with a white muslin face-
veil which conceals all the features except the eyes.
Kitty admired the Syce men running before the
carriages to clear the way, and as she looked at
their spangled vests and white, long sieeves waving
backward while they ran, she iiiwardiy wished it
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had been her position in life to be a Syce.
could be more delightful and cxciting!

Thcn there were the palm-trees and the water-
carriers, with their goat-skins of water slung over
their shoulders, and the bazaars—ail most interest-
ing to our travelers. But Kitty was too young to
feel more than a dim surprise at the objects around
her. She knew nothing, of course, of the history
of Alexandria, once the first city in the world,
where Euclid presided over the school in matbe-
matics, and Aristotle studied and gave insti-uction.
Here stood those vast librarles founded by Ptolemy
Soter, which were subsequently destroyed, and
here St. Mark presided over the church of Africa.
Yet all this was unknown to Kitty, who was much
more interested in the good dinner set before her
at the hotel, with its dcssert of fresh dates and
great luscious grapes, and the comfortable bed
which receivcd her tired little form that night.®

«“Maggic,” said the invalid mother the next
morning, “don’t let Kitty go out of your sight.
| 'm so nervous aboiit her."”

‘““Oh no, inum 1” replied Maggie, re-assuringly.
“ Shure andI’ll watch her likeacatdoesamouse,”
and the good Irish girl kepther word, so that the
two days spcnt in Alexandria were distiirbed by no
frights concerning Kitty. At last they were off
again, this time in tire cars for Cairo. On, on
they went, villages on either hand, and such funny
houses, such as Kitty had never seen before, and
mud hovelswith domed roofs, but without Windows
and often without doors.

“ Shure,” said Maggie, eyeing these rude dwell-
ing-places with great disdain, “ it s glad | am that
me mother was not an Egyptian, to bring me up
in a poor hoot loike thim."

For a time Kitty gazed wonderingly on the
swiftly passing scenes, but by and by the little
head dfooped, the eyelids closed, and Maggie took
the sleeping child into her lap, and let her sleep
there until they reached the railroad station at
Cairo and stepped out into the din and confusién
of the motley crowd. With a bewildered look
Kitty leaned back in the carriage which conveyed
thcm to the New Hotel, opposite the Esbekiyah
Gardens; then, as they approachod the entrance,
she looked up at the great building with its many
balconies and columns, and exclaimed: “ Itlooks
just like a big church organ, mamma."

W hat

Many exciting days followed before they left for

their trip up the Nile. The bright sunshine ofthat
cloudless sky appcared to' revive the invalid. It
seemed, she said, as if she could feel itwarm in her
lungs and heart, and she brightened so in the
change that they all gathered hope and courage,
and went about on merry little trips to the many
objects of interest around Cairo, before their float-
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ing honre was ready for their departuvo, Kiityl
made friends of everybody, and had funny panifri
mime conversations with the Arab waiter wi»|
took charge of their rooms, examining curiouslfl
the long blue robe which he wore, and tlie redfal
with its black tassel on his head. “ It’s a«ulj
funny,” she said, “ to seepeople calling thelvailtts|
by clapping tlreir hands instead of ringing at

I think it’s a very strange country!”  So si)-l
ing she would walk up and down the long itomsl
with her hands folded behind her as she had setal
her papa do.

Such donkey rides as Kitty and her papihadj
cd\-er the hard, smooth road leading to tliepyra-j
mids, with the long shadows of the acacias beli)te|
them! And then, how she teased him to buya|
donkey for her to take to America! But hei
smiled in reply, saying, in true Arab feshiODj
“ Bookrer” (to-morrow).

They spent oiie day in’tlrc bazaars buyingjii
sorts of beautiful sashes, in brilliant colors, o(|
Turkish erabroideiy. One bore the Sulian’s naniel
in the Turkish language, worked with gold tlireadsj
and another had the motto, “ God isgooct,” workeiij
in blue and silver. Tiren there were siiawls “ per-r
fectly lovely,” said the little New York girl, boiEsl
of sandal-wood that she longed to be smellingoll
continually, a pair of slippcrs and a gold-embréa-i
dered smoking cap to be taken homo to Unctel
Harry, and a beautiful cloak and tablc-cover fetl
Annt Martha.

But, alas 1 this visit awoke Kitty’s long-slumbei-|
ing propensity, and she determined to watch ioral
good opportunity and go alone to that wonderMi
bazaar. The opportunity soon camc. ltivasjiisl|
after breakfast. Maggie had gone to the laundij
with some of Kitty’s wlrite dresses. Papa na
talking'with a French gentleman about New York!
while mamma was yet sleeping. “ What a sptel
did chance 1” whispered Kitty, and catching upli®
sailor hat she sped away through a side entrann
and down the Mouski, which is the Broadivayo
Cairo. It is a narrow, crowded Street, with
houses, every story projecting a little overthei
under it, so that if you should lean iroro aima
dow of the upper floor you might sliake haiii
with your opposite neighbor. Kittys bump
localitywas pretty well developed, and she foni
the way to the bazaar without any trouble. kw
chubby hand was clasped a little gold five-frn«
piece, whiclr had been given her the previous a
and visions of glittering treasiu-cs which shoul
bought with that tiny gold piece floated ljeio«”
oyes. She hurried on by the quaiiit foua
which are placed at the comers of the
cheer those water-woi-shiping peoplc, and
found hcrselfamid the charmsand mysteneso
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thaiaar, and in fronc of the little shops like bowvv-
Xindows, with thcir owners sitting cross-legged in
jthe midst of their goods, smoking and waiting
Jndifferently for a ciistomer. W alking toward one
L f these Yiirbaned merchants, Kitty said, with a
lueer atieinpt at dignity, “ Please show me some
shawls.”

But this clearly spoken sentence was all lost on
lhe foreign inerchant, to whom English was an
(unknown language.

“Anni mush ariff,” said the man, puffing away
jihispipe, and deliberately settling himself among
Ibis cozy cushions, as if for a long and dreamy nap.
| Kilty, of course, did not understand Arabio, and
lhewords, which realiy signified, “ |1 don’t under-
And,”sounded to hcr unpracticed ears like “ I am

a word which was always associated in
lhe iitie ninaway’s mind with policemcn, a class
leipersons wlio were to Kitty objects of tyranny
land terror.

“01li,dcar,” whispcred Kitty, “ if he is a sheriff,
laybe he’ll &rrest me and lock me up,” So say-
tng she fied from the presence of the astonished
Iraerchani, and darted round a cérner through a
moiley crowd of donkeys, camels, and beggars
fdlind and mahned. And now, her momentary
rriglit over, she entered a still more narrow way,
liliere were stalls of glittering diamonds set in
Bvery imaginable form, and gems of all sorts and
rees, arrangcd in brilliant order. Kitty forgot
jtverything in her admiration. “ | mean to buy a
liianiond pin. I just do!"™ she exciaimed, and,

sting the man, asked thc price of a hugc

[resieiit of gems.

“Allahl” cried the man, rousing from his
languor. And then, in his own language, he said
OKitiy; “ hittie lady, where are you going ? Are
I'our papa and mamma gone ?”

Kitty looked silently and wondcringly at the
pind-liearicd inerchant a moment, and thcn her
p»le mind bogan to realize that she was among a
frange pcople who could not understand a word

shemight say, The tears began to come in
gray eyes, and turning, she said, “ 1 wiil go

«me.” Biit which way? Her little head grew

»ildercd, and, to crown all, an immense camel

Mkmg along with silent tread nearly steppcd on

lilile foot, She cried in earnest now, and the
ptrchant kindly lifted her up beside him on a soft,

‘eitis*™ i» 'he midst of tlie flashing
1QiQ a crowd hacl gathered now, listening
PSfry‘vhile the man pictured in earnest language
A Position of the lost child. But none knew
s Kitty; iiot a soul could speak to her in .all
motley crowd of camel drivers, donkey boys,
milkmen with their goats, merchants and
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clark-eyed women wrapped in their mantles and
veils. There was none to help her. Suddenly,
out from the crowd carne a young Aral) boy, one
of those little fellows who carry about with tliem a
vest full of snakes, exhibiting them for a living in
front of Hotels and other public places.

“ Me know she!” he cried, as his eyes fell on
the little girl sitting there on the rich Turkish
carpet, her soft, golden hair floating around her,
more beautiful than all the merchant’s gold and
jewels.

Tlie boy rapidly addressed the mcrchant, Kitty
catching at the words, and trying in vain to under-
stand them. They seemed to satisfy the merchant,
however, and then the boy, pushing down a rest-
less snake into its retreat, advanced to the troubled
child,

“You Americano,” he said. “ Me see yon in
New Hotel. You want see papa? Me tek you.”

Kitty started up delighted; but at the sight of
that inquisitive snake making itsre-appearance from
the boy’s pocket, she retreated and sat down again
amid the jewels. The merchant laughed. “ She
likes my diamonds, Mahomet, better than your
ugly reptiles.” Then, taking a littie goid ring set
with a small blue turquoise, he placed it on Kitty’s
first finger and lifted her off the carpet, calling as
he did so to a passing donkey boy, and giving
him some hurriecl instructions. Kitty smiled her
thanks for her pretty ring, and seeing the snake
boy looking fiercely at thc donkey boy, who had
lifted hcr into the saddle, “ Come, too,” she said,
“ you can talk, and this boy can’t.” So the two
boys ran alongside of the donkey, watching care-
fully lest the little ridcr shoiild fail; and very soon
they emerged from the bazaar and were galloping
along the Mouski.

Meantime, Kitty’s absence had becn discovered
at the hotel, and great excitement followed. Her
mamma fainted, and Maggie wrung her hands in
anxiety and despair, Her papa alone Was cool and
collected.

“ She has run away so many times,” said he,
quietly, ““that | have no doubt she will come home
safely, as always before.”

Nevertheless, he dispatched messengors without
inimber here and there, and looked anxiously out
into the streets for that dear little yellow head he
so loved, It was nearly noon when he saw it—the
bright sun glaring down on the tired little face
under the sailor hat. He was going to be very
stern as iie lifted his naughty child from the saddle,
but she looked so repentant, putting up herquiver-
ing lips for a forgiving Kkiss, that somehow his
anger fled away and he gave her the pardoning
caress. The two boys were sent away happy, with
a generous baksheesh or present, and the next day



U

I’'m a little story.
380 Y

Kitty’s father souglit out the kind-hearted jesvel
merchant and bought many a gem from his choice
collection. Among them was a locket for Kitty, m
which he then placed his own and her mother’s
picture.

“ Kitty,” he said, gravely, as he hung the pretty
thing about her neck, “ when you are tempted to

do wrong, open this locket, and think how it m
pain two hearts that love you.”

“ Papa,” said the repentant Kitty, “ I ncverwil
run away again.”

And she kept her word. So it carne to ps
that our little heroine lost her evil jiropensity i
the Turkish bazaar at Cairo.

-I'M A LITTLE STORY.”

By Margaret Eytinge.

You 'D never guess what 't was | found
One morning in my basket;

Oh ! such a precioiis, precious gem
For such a funny casket.

Gem, did | say? A wealth of gems;
Sweet eyes of sapphire briglitness,

And, ’twixt two lips of coral red,
Pearls dazzling in their whiteness.

And gold .was thcre on waving hair,
And lilies too, and roses

On rounded cheeks, and dimpled chin
And cunningest of noses.

1In here, mamma,” the darlirg cned.
“ Look! I’'m a little story;

The one you did n’t like, you kno«-
‘Prince Bee and Morning Glory.

‘And Rover, he’s a jingle, lom n
'‘Cause he went wrong— poor Rovw.

But 7 'm real pretty. Wont you late
Me out and write me over?’

| kissed the laughiiig eyes and nuouili.
“ My pet, you need not ask it;
No story sweet as you must stay®

In mamma’s oid waste-liasket.
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By F. E.

‘Oh look! look! all those pretty little Easter
libiHgs in the window already !” exclaimed my {ttle
Isister one day, as we passed one of the largest
jconfectionery stores in Stuttgart; and, true enough,
lihough Lent was but half over, there they were, a
Iprclty show. Eggs, of course, in quantities and of
lall sizes, from that of an ostrich to a humming
Il)ird’s, made of chocolate or of sugar, and gayly
Idecorated ‘with little ribbons and pictures. Then
linttewerc fat little unfledgcd chickens, some just
Icnictging from their shells, some not an indi

g, and others large as life; puré white larabs,
Iiiih ribbons and bells round their necks; paste-
I1fggs, with holes at the ends, and, looking through,
Ibehold, a panorama inside! and eggs with roses
lon one side, which, when blown upon, emit a
linusical sound.

Butodder than all these were the goats playing
lon guitars, or dragging behind them fairy-like egg-
Ishaped carriages, with little hares gravely driving;
1and in others of these carriages were redining one
lor two (generally two) baby hares, or a haré motheY
Irocking her little one in an egg eradle ; there were
liugarballoons, in the baskets ofwhich hares watched
lover their nests full of eggs; wheelbarrows full of
|fggs, and trimdled by a haré; and dainty baskets of
Iflowets, with birds perched upon each handle, peer-
ling down into nests of eggs half hidden amidst the
Iblossoms.  When one knows that each nest comes

AN EASTER

"pand forms the cover to a box of ¢iZBIOTW neatly
AiMiled undcmeath, this pretty structure cer-
inlyloses none of its attractiveness.

kalldirections signs of the approaching season
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begin to appear. Every oldwoman in the inarket-
place offFers for sale a store of liard-boiled eggs,
smeared over with some highly colored varnish,
besides candy chickens,
hares, etc., in abun-
dance. All the various
shop Windows display
pretty emblematic arti-
cles. Besides the sugar
and chocolate eggs,
there are eggs of soap
and of glass; egg-
shaped baskets and ret-
icules; leather eggs,
which really are ladies’
companions, and filled
with sewing imple-
ments ; wooden eggs
and porcelain eggs, and
even egg-shaped lock-
ets made ofsolid gold.

It would bedifficult to explain why these things
appear at Easter,and what they all mean. The
eggs, as every one knows, we have at home, and
svhere they are in such abundance chickens will
not be very far away. For the lamb and the goat
we can find scriptural interpretations, but the
rabbif and the haré—what can they have to do
with Easter? Nine persons out of ten can only

AM BAXTER PANCY,

CARRLAGS

answer, “ The hares lay the Easter eggs.” Q,ueer
hares they must be, indeed, but the children here
believe it as devoutly as they do that the “ Christ-
kind” brings their Christmas presents, or as our



382 EASTER IN

own little ones do in Santa Claus. No one knows
exactly whcnce carne this myth. Many think it
a relie of heathen worship; but a writer named

AN EASTER CRADLE.

Christoph von Schmid, in an interesting story for
children, suggests this much prettier origin:

Many hundred years ago, a good and noble lady,
Duchess Rosilinda von Lindenburg, at a time
when a cruel war was devastating the land, was
obliged to fly from her beautiful home accompanied
only by her two little children and one oid man-
servant.

They found refuge in a small mining village in
the mountains, where the simple but contented
and happy inhabitants did what they could for
their comfort, and placed the best of all they had
at the disposal of the wanderers. Neverthelcss,
their fare was miserable; no meat was evcr to be
found, seldom fish, and not cven an egg; this last
for the véry good reason that there was not a single
hen in the village! These useful domestic fowls,
now socommon everywhcre, were originallybrought
from the East, and had not yet found their way to
this secluded place. The people had not even
heard of such “ strange bivds." This troubled the
kind duchess, who well knew the great help they
are in housekeeping, and she determined that the
womcn who had been so kind to her should no
longer be without them.

Accordingly, the next time she sent forth her
faithful oid servant to try and gather ncws of his
master and of the progress of the war, she commis-
sioned him to bring back with him a coop full of
fowls. This he did, to the great surprise of the
simple natives, and the village children were greatly
excitcd a few weeks later at the appearance of a
brood of young chickens. They were so pretty
and bright, were covered with such a soft down,
were so open-eyed, and could rim about after their
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mother to pick up food the very first day, andwen

altogether such a contrast to the blind, baldj

unfledged, helpless, ugly little birds they someJ
times saw in nests in the hedges, that thel
could not find words enough to express theii]
adrairation.

The good lady now saved up eggs for somel
time, then invited all the housewives of tiie vij-|
lage to a feast, when she set before them eg?
cooked in a variety of ways. She then taugiil
them how to prepare them for themselves, and,|
distributing a number of fowls among ihem.|
sent the dames home grateful and happy,

W hen Easter approached, she was anxious lo|
arrange some pleasure for the village cliildren,!
but had nothing to give them, “ not even aif
apple ora nut,” only some eggs; but iliat, shej
concluded, was, after all, an appropriate offeiJ
ing, “ as an,egg is the first gift of the vevivind
spring,” And then it occurred to her lo boij
them with mossesand roots that would give thert
a variety of brilliant colors, “ as the earth,” said

she, “ has just laid aside her white mantle, ana
decorated herse!f with many colors; for the deaij
God makes the fruit and berries not only gi
eat, but also pleasant to look upon,” and the chil,|
dren’s pleasure would be all the greater.
Accordingly, on Easter Sunday, after the churdl
Service, ail the little ones of about the age oHiei
own met together in a garden; and, «hen Uiei
kind hostess had talked to them a while, she lea
them into a small neighboring woodi Thcre shq
told them to make nests of moss, and advised eaci
to markwell his or her own. All then retumedtcj
the garden, where a feast of milk-soup "ith eg
and egg-cakes had been prepared. ..lftenvanj

AK £ASTER LOAD.
they went back to the wood, and found to ib”

great joy in each nest five beautiful colored eggt"
and on one ofthese a short rhyme was writtea.
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The surprise and delight of the little ones when
ilieydiscovered a nest of the gayly colored treas-
luw ‘'vas very great, and one of them exciaimed;.

‘‘How wonderful the hens must be that can
fsucli pretty eggs! How | should like to see
lilem!”

‘Ohl no hens could lay such beautiful eggs,”
liliswered a liltle giri, “ I think it must have been
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back to their own palace; but, before leaving, the
Duchess set apart a sum of raoney to be expended
in giving the village children every Easter a feast
of eggs. She instituted the custom also in her
own duchy, and by degrecs it spread over the
whole country, the eggs being considered a Symbol
of redemption or deliverance from sin. The cus-
tom has found its way even to America, but

THE OLD SERVANT BRTIIGS A COO? PVLt OF CHICKBNS.

ik liltle liare that sprang out of the jiiniper bush
[**en | wanted to build iny nest there.”
lhen all the children laughed together, and
"The hares lay the colored eggs. Yes, yes!
I dearlittle hares lay the beautiful eggs!” And
Ikykept repeating it till they began really to
Iklies'e it.
|.Ucitlong afterward the war ended, and Duke
»von Lindenburg took his wife and children

nowhere out of the Vaterland are the eggs laid by
the timid haré.

To this day children living in the country go to
the woods just before Easter, and return with their
anns full of twigs and moss, out of which they
build nests and houses, each child carefully mark-
ing his own with his iame. They are then hidden
behind stones and bushes in the garden, or, if the
weather be coid, in corners, or under furniture in
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the house. And on Easter morning what an
excitement there is to see what the good little haré
has brought! Not only real eggs boiled and

GERMANY.

by the peasantry in many parts of the cou
W eddings are often deferred to this day, and mand
village games are reserved for this season. Thd

“ TNB NARES LAY THE CDLORCD EGCS.™*

colored, but sugar ones too, and often wooden ones
that open like boxes, disclosing, perhaps, a pair of
new glovesor a bright ribbon. Heeven sometimes
brings hoops and skipping-ropes, and generally his
own effigy in dough or candy is found trying to
scamper away behind the nest.

Then what fun they have playing with the eggs,
throwing them in the airand catching them again,
rolling them on the fioor, exchanging with each
other, and knocking them! This game is played
by two, each child holding an egg firmly in his
hand, so that only the smail end appears between
the thumb and forefinger, orunder the little finger.
The two eggs then are knocked smartiy against
each other until one cracks, when it becomes the
property of the victorious pavty, who-adds it to
his stock. Those who have never tried to break
an egg in this way will be astonished to find how
many hard taps it is able to stand. But, as the
game called “ picking eggs” is played in some
parts of the United States during the Easter holi-
days, it may be that many of our readers know all
about this matter, and understand very well how
to select the eggs that shall prove strong and
victorious.

In Germany, presents are frequently bestowed
upon servants at this season, and exchanged be-
tween friends ; and on Easter morning the churches
are crowded by many who scarcely ever think of
entering at any other time. On Good Fridayonly,
considered here the holiest day in the whole year,
are they still more largely attended, The music
is usually fine, but one misses the beautiful flowers
which adorn our home altars.

Easter Monday js looked upon as a grand holiday

lads and lassies all appear in their gala costumes;
the girls with short, dark skirts, braided with gold
or silver, snowy aprons and full white sleeves,
bright colored bodices and odd little caps; ihe
boys with knee-breeches, white stockings, iow
shoes, and scarlet or yellow vests, the solid gold or

THe THROWBR.

silver buttons on which are often their irhole ia
heritance. But when they are dancing gayly
together on the green, they look a good deal hap-
pier than if they were little kings and queens.

Games vary in different villages throiighont the
country, but one example will give some idea of
whbat they are like.
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Tho of the leading young men of the place take
laiiire charge of the day’s amusements, selecting
Iliihe purpose as the scene of festivities some iim
L|{IWAI{ir.4fl/?,to which is attached a large garden
lotmeadow.
| For several preceding evenings, when work is
liter they go about from house to house, dressed
K theirbest, and carrying large baskets on their
Ijms. Everywhere they ate kindly received, and
[tread with \vine or eider is placed before them.
Iwhilc tliey cat and drink, the baskets are quietly
Mppcd away by some member of the family, a
| jtncrousdonation of eggs is placed within them,
| adthey are secretly returned to their places. The
I~are not asked for, neither are they alluded to
jiDany way; but the object of the visit is well
| uwletstood and prepared for long beforehand.
| When Monday morning dawns, the inn is found
| jchave been gayly decorated with garlands ofgreen
| adflowers, and fluttering ribbons of many colors.
| Theiree nearest the house is ornamented in like
| ranner, and on it the prize to be contended for,
| ctmspicuously hangs. On the smooth grass hard
| by, astrip, a few feet wide and pethaps a hundred
I hng, has been roped in, and at either end of

ihis nanow plot a large, shallow, round-bottomed
basket, called a jVanne, is placed, one filled with

THB CATCHER.

| ireffaiid the other with eggs, dozens upon dozens,
, ®hed and raw, white and colored.

| The plan of the peculiar game which follows is
thal one player is pitted to run a given distance.
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while another safely throws the eggs from one
basket to the other, he who first completes his task
being, of course, the winner. Accordingly, when

‘HAPPICR THAN LITTI.5 KINGS AND QVBENS.

the young men and maidens have arrived, two
ieaders draw lots to determine who shall run and
who shall thi'ow. That decided, the contestants
are gayly decked with ribbons, a band strikes up a
Gvely air, a capering clown clears the way, and the
game begins. He who throws takes the eggs, and
one after another swifily whiiTs them the length of
the course, and into the chaff-fiUed basket, which
is held in the hands of an assistant. Occasionally
he makes a diversién by pitching a hard one to be
scrambled for by the crowds of children who have
assembled to see the sport. Meantime (while
wagers are laid as to who will likely win) the other
contestant speeds the distance of a mile or two to
an appointed goal, marks it as proof of his having
touched it, and if he succeeds in returning before
all the eggs are thrown, the victory and the prize
are his, otherwise they belong to his opponent.
The game finished, the prize is presented to the
victor with due ceremony and amid the cheers of
the crowd; the hard eggs are distributed among
the company, and the raw ones carried uproariously
into the neighboring inn, there to be cooked in
various ways and eaten.

The remainder of the day is spent in dancing
and inerry-making, and if a wedding can possibly
be arranged to take place on that afternoon the
fun iswilder than ever.
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DICK HARDIN AWAY AT SCHOOL.

By Lucy J.

September gth, 1877.
1don’t feel very well. | want
to come home. 1 am very sick. 1 could not eat
any supper. My throat aches pretty bad. | think
1 had better come home. The boy that sleeps
with me says most all boys feels so at first; but
may be | shall die. | want to come home. 1 will
study good at home. So good-by.—Your son,

P. S.—1 want to come home. Dick.

Dear Mother:

Ociobers6, 1877.

Dear Mother ; Mp and the boy that sleeps
with me put a peace of paper on the dopr, and that
made me feel better. | got the ten cents and your
letter. | had to buy some pop-corn. All the boys
buy pop-corn. A man has pop-corn to sell. Jim
gave me some pop-corn that time my throat liad a
lump in it, and it fclt better. It was red, and all
sticky together. | think that was why.

It’s a buster of a house here, and it’s got abell
on top of it. A boyringsit. It comes right down
in his closet. It comes through a little round hole,
and he pulisit, and he let me puli it once, and that
makes it ring. There’s lots of boys here, and
some girls. There is doves living up where the
bell is. | went up there. They kind of groan,
and that is coon, when they coo. | like the doves,
but I don’t like their coon. Every boy writes their
flames up there. Sometimes they cuts their fiames,
but Mr. Wiseman says you must n’t any more,
Mr. Wiseman is the Principie, and he has got
whiskers, and every boy has to mind him.

He points and he says, “ Go to your rooms!”

and we go. Some boy sent him a paper, and it
made him hoppin’mad. It was about a dock. It
said:

"Half way up th« scair® he stands,
And pointa and beckoDS with his handa.”

Jimmy has a room, and he sweeps it sometimes.
| sleep with Jimmy. There isn’t any woraan to
make up the bedclothes. We fix ’em. It is n’t
very hard. You Just puli them up and tuck'them
down. There isa gong, and that makes you get
up and eat breakfast. The breakfast is good. It
isaround thing, and a girl pounds it. You put
five tea-spoons of sugar in your tea-cup. A girl
sits on the other side. There is lots of tables, and
they make a noise. By and by, one gets through
and walks out. There is a lock 011 the door, and
that makes you hurry up or you can’t have any
breakfast. You can't get in. The ten cents is

Rider.

Imost gone. | hope you will write me again preiEyl
soon.—Your son, ! Dickerson H.
P. S.—The peace of paper has got the days on|
it, and we scratch them off every niglit. There isl
sixty-one more to scratch off, and that will makeitl
vacation. d, H

Novemberj, 1877
Dear Mother : There is ’bout ten pianos here, |
and folks play on them all the while. It soundsl
pretty. You can’t tell what tune they play 'raostl
always. Mr. Wiseman has an noffice, and that's|
where you have to go when you want to dolbirgs,!
Sometimes you have to go when you donk want to|
do things. He sits in a chair and his legs go underj
the table. There’s a square hole where his
go. It has a slate on it, and he writes your namel
onit. Itdon’t feel good. You ought to have seen|
Jim one day, He fell into the river, but he
out. There isa river. He had the cookies in bisl
pocket. They werejust as good, except thesoap,
He had some soap too, and that was n’t very gi
Jim did n’t get dry pretty soon, and he had tkl
neuraligy or the loothache. The side of iiis cheelil
swelled out as big as a foot-ball. He went to liiel
office. He was sicker. | made up the bed for al
week, and he felt better. We went in s\vimniin|l
five times yesterday. W e have to freat. All meni
have to treat. It’s molasses-candy and it’s pop-l
corn. To treat is to pay for what a notlier felleri
eats. The button come off of my shirt. llostit,!
but | sewed on one of the black ones like the onesi
on my jacket. The place to sew it on carne otil
too, but | sewed it one side. It made my tbumb|
bleed.—Your son, DICKERSON Hardin.

November 17, 1877.

Dear Mother : Jim has gota box. His inoibeij
sent it to him. The other boys have hoxes. Wa
have to have boxes, 'cause they have hash Ibal ig
made out of Isoots. It is not good to eat. Thel
soup tastes like a tooth-pick. The biitler isi
thousand years oid. A girl said so. If1
have a box, | think it would be good for mi.
in some cookies and some apples and cake ani
cheese and chicken-pie and a neck-tie and ap
pie and fruit-cake and that other kind of jelly-tal*
and some cookies and stockings and cans of fruij
and fish-hooks and pop-corn and molasses a*
cookies. Jim found a half a dollar in his
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IJoivn to til® bottom. It was for his neuraligy.
P)' lhroat is not quite well yct.

1«ke drawing. There is a nice lady to teach it.
[she wears a white sack with red pockets, and a blue
Iboit. Slie pulis her hair down over her head. She
liavs've must drawJhings, when we look at them.
1;rewa dog, but it carne out a lamb. | can make
Ijvery nice bird. Jira put the feathers on to the
al.

M. Wiseman has got some snakes in some
lliottles, and a frog and a toad. He has got some
1 gBSshoppers with a pin stuck through them, and
aipiderand some potato-bugs. It is the museum,
|Hf ihinks a great deal of them.

There is a foot-ball, and we play it. It is as big
15a pumpkin, but you kick it. Theri you get
kicked and knocked down and your leg hurt; but
I'yaudon't cry. You never cry except when Jim ’s
ljsleepin the night, and your throat aches pretty
[lud.

There is twenty-four more days on the peace of
I
How is the baby?—

D. Hardin.

Give my love to Tooty,
| Your son,

Decembers, 1877.
Dear M other ; It is Jiot a very big town.
| There is one store where you treat. It is Jerry’s.
Youwalk right in. Jerry has molasses-candy and
po[Hxirti and pea-nuts and string and oranges and
anes and brooins and raisins and ginger-snaps and
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apples and fish-hooks and pise. Jim bought a pie
once. It was wet, and you had to bite hard to bite
it He got it for the lock-jaw. A lock-jaw is a
supper, but Mr. Wiseman don't catch us. Itisat
night. We had a chicken, but | promised | would
not tell where it carne from. | will die before |
will tell.  AH the boys will die before they will tell.
It was the big boys, and they put a blanket up to
the window and madc a fire and roasted it. We
had some salt and a iack-knife. John Simms
roasted it. He ’sabig boy. He knows how. He
always roasts things. You just stick a sharp stiek
through it and roast it. It is good, but it makes
your stummuck feel funny in the morning. There
is a nother store, where the girls get things, and
there is a place to get your shoes mended, and a
depot, and a place for horse-shoes, and a church.

The box was very good. So good-by. D.

P. S.—Mr. Wiseman said you’'d feel bad about
these three demerits in my report, but you need n’t.
Jim has got about ten demerits. All the boys gets
demerits. One was a oid bottle | threwin the hall,
‘cause | did n’t want it on the table, and one was
some water | threw out the window, and a boy was
walking under. 1 hadjust waslied me, and he got
wet, and one was a noise. You make it with a tin
tomato-can and a string. | °ll fix one for you when
I get home. The bottom has come out of my
bank. And my trousers, the gray ones. How is
the baby ? Hardin.

P. S.—AH the boys say Hardin.

A FULL STOP,
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UNDER THE LILACS.

By Louisa M. Alcott.

Chapter XI.
SUNDAY.

Mrs. Moss woke Ben with a kiss next morning,
for lier heart yearned over the fatherless lad as if
he had been her own, and she had no other way
ofshowing her sympathy. Ben had forgotten his
troublos in sleep, but the memory of them rcturned
as soon as he opened his eyes, heavy with the
tears they had shed. He did not ciy any more,
but felt strange and lonely till he called Sancho
and told him"all about it, for he was shy even with
kind Mrs. Moss, and glad when she went away,.

Sancho seemed to understand that his master
was in trouble, and listened to the sad littie story
with gurgles of intercst, whines of condolence, and
intelligent barks whenever the word “ Daddy ” was
uttered. He was only a brute, but his duuib affec-
tion comforted the boy more than any words, for
Sanch had known and loved “ father” almost as
long and well as his son, and that seemed to draw
them closely together now they were left alone.

“We must put on mouming, oid feller. 1t’s
the proper thing, and there s nobody else to do it
now,” said Ben, as he dressed, remembering how
all the company wore bits of crape somewhere
about them at Melia's funeral.

It was a real sacrifice of boyish vanity to take
the blue ribbon with its silver anchors off the new
hat and replace it with the dingy black band from
the oid one, but Ben was quite sincere in doing
this, though doubtless his theatrical life made him
think of the effcct more than other lads would have
done. He could find nothing in his limited ward-
robe with which to decérate Sanch except a black
cambric pocket. It was already half torn out of

his trousers with the weight of nails, pebbles and’

other light trifies, so he gave it a final wrench and
tied it into the dog's collar, saying to himself, as
he put away his trcasures, with a sigh:

“One pocketisenough; | sha’n’twant anything
but a han’k’chi’f to-day.”

Fortunately, that article of dress was clean, for
he had but one, and with this somewhat ostenta-
tiously drooping from the solitary pocket, the
serious hat upon his head, the new shoes creaking
mournfully, and Sanch gravely following, much
impressed with his biack bow, the chief mourner
descended, feeling that he had done his best to
show respect to the dead.

Mrs. Moss’s eyes filled as she saw the rusty

band, and guessed why it was there; but she foundi
it difficult to repress a smile when she beheid tliel
cambric Symbol of woe on the dog’s neck. Nolal
word was said to disturb the boy’s comfort in thesel
poor attempts, however, and he went out to do hbl
chores conscious that he was an object of inieresti
to his friends, especially so to Bab and Betty, wo |
having been told of Ben’s loss, now regarded |
with a sort of pitying awe very grateful to his|
feelings.

“ 1 want you to drive me to church by andhy.l

_ltis going to be pretty warm, and Thornyisliajdlyl

strong enough to venture yet,” said Miss Cd4,[
when Ben ran over after breakfast to seeif sliehadl
anything for him to do, for he considered her hisi
mistress now, though he was not to take possession|
of his new quarters till the morrow.

“Yes'm, | d like to, if I look well enough,”!
answcred Ben, pleased to be asked, but jmpressedl
with the idea that people had to be very fine on|
such occasions.

“You will do very well when | have given youal
touch. God doesn’f mind our clothes, Ben, and|
the poor are as welcome as the rich to Him. Youl
have not been much, have you?” asked Missl
Celia, anxious to help the boy, and not quite sure|
how to begin.

“No’m; our folks didn’t hardiy ever go, andj
father was so tired he used to rest Sundays, or i
offin the woods with me.”

A little quaver carne into Ben’s voice as he)
spoke, and a sudden inotion made his hai-briml
hide his eyes, for the thought of the happy timesi
that would never come any more was almost loo)
much for him.

“ That was a pleasant way to rest. | often do)
so, and we will go to the grove this aftenioon and)
try it.  But | love to go to church in the morning;j
it seems to start me right for the week, and if orel
has a sorrow, that is the place where one can)
always find comfort. Will you come and tryit, Ben,
dear?”

“1’d do anything to please you,” muttered Ben|
without looking up, for, though he felt her kind-j
ness to the bottom of his heart, he did wish thatj
no one would talk about father for a little while, ill
was so hard to keep from crying, and he hatcd toj
be a baby.

Miss Celia seemed to understand, for the n«i|
thing she said, in a very cheerful tone, was, "Seel
what a pretty thing that is. When | wasalinl
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ljirl 1 used to think spiders spun cloth for the
Ifeities, and spread it on the grass to bleach.”

Ben stopped digging a hole in the ground with
Ibis loe, and looked up, to sec a lovely cobweb like
h whecl, circle within circle, spun across a corner
loflhe arch over the gate. Tiny drops glittered on
levery thrcad as the light shone through the gossa-
Imer curtain, and a soft breath of air made it
Ilremble as if about to blow it away.

‘It’s inighty pretty, but it will fiy off, just as
Ithe others did. | never saw such a chap as that
Ispideris. He keeps on spinning a new one every
| day, for they always get broke, and he don’t seem
lio be discouraged a mite,” said Ben, glad to
Idiange the subject, as she knew he would be.

“That is the way he gets his living. He spins
I hisweb and waits for his daily bread, or fly, rather,
and italways comes, | fancy. By and by you will
see that pretty trap full of insects, and Mr. Spider
|will lay up his provisions for the day. After that
|hc doesu’t care how soon his fine web blows
|aivay."

‘I know him; he ’s a handsome feller, all black
land yelliw, and Uves up in that cérner where the
shinysort of hole is. He dives down the minute |
toucli the gate, but comes up after | "ve kept still a

miniiie. 1 like to watch him. But he must hate
me, for | took away a nicc green fly and some
| little millers one day.”

“Did you ever hear the story of Bruce and his
Ispider? Most children know and like th'at,” said
MssCelia, seeing that he seemed interested.

“No’m; | don’t know ever so many things
most children do,” answered Ben, soberly, for since

Ihehad lacen among his new friends he had often

Il'his own deficiencies.

“All, but you also know many things which

Ilhcydo not.  Half the boys in town would give a
I great deal to be able to ride and run and leap as
yudo, and even the oldest are not as capable of
laking care of theraselves as you are. Your active
, lithas done inuch in some ways to make a man
loiyou, but in other ways it was bad, as I think
| joubegin to see. Now, suppose you try to forget
lbe haimful past, and remember only the good,
I »hile learning to be more like our boys, who go to
Ischool an4 church, and fit themselves to become
indastriuus, honestmen.”

Benliad been looking straight up in Miss Celia’s
i asslie spoke, feeling that every word was true,

lliough he could not have expressed it if he had
tied, and when she pauscd, with her bright eyes
latiuiringly fixed on his, he answered heartily:

"I'd like to stay here and be respectable, for,
ance | carne, | 've found out that folks don’t think
inuch of circus riders, though they like to go and

'‘em, | did n’t use to care about school and
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such things, but | do now, and | guess ke'dWkQ it
better than to have me knockin’ round that way
without him to look after me.”

“ 1 know he would; so we will try, Benny. |
daré say it will seem dull and hard at first, after
the gay sort of life you have led, and you will miss
the excitement. But it was not good for you, and
we will do our best to find sometliing 'safer. Don’t
be discouraged, and, when things trouble you,
come to me as Thorny does, and |l try to
straighten them out for you. 1 ’ve got two boys
now, and | want to do my duty by both.”

Before Ben had time for more than a grateful
look, a tumbled head appeared at an upper win-
dow, and a sleepy voice drawled out;

“ Celial | can’t find a bit of a shoe-string, and
I wish you’d come and do my neck-tie."

“ Lazy boy, come down here, and bring one of
your black ties with you. Shoe-strings are in the
little brown bag on my bureau,” calied back Miss
Celia, adding, with a laugh, as the tumbled head
disappeared mumbling something about “ bother-
ing oid bags™:

“ Thorny has been half spoiled since he was ill.
You mustn’t mind his fidgets and dawdling ways.
He ’ll get over them soon, and then | know you
two will be good friends.”

Ben bad his doubts about that, but resolved to
do his best for her sake; so, when Master Thorny
presently appeared, witli a careless “ How are you,
Bén,” that young person answered respectfully,

“Very well, thank you,” though his nod was as
condescending as his new master’s; because he felt
that a boy who could ride bareback and turn a
double somersault in the airought not to “ knuckle
under” to a fellow who had not the strength of a
pussy-cat.

“ Sailor’s knot, please; keeps better so,” said
Thorny, holding up his chin to have a blue silk
scarf tied to suit him, for he was already beginning
to be something of a dandy. ,

“You ought to wear red till )'oU get more color,
dear,” and his sister rubbed her blooming cheek
against his palé one as if to Icnd him some of her
own roses.

“ Men don’t care how they look,” said Thorny,
squirming out of her hold, for he hated to be
“ cuddled ” before people.

“ Oh, don’t they; here ’s a vain boy who
brushes his hair a dozcn times a day, and quiddles
over his collar till he is so tired he can hardly
stand,” laughed Miss Celia, with a little tweak of
the ear.

“ 1 should like to knosv what this is for?” de-
manded Thorny, in a dignificd tone, presenting a
black tic.

“ For my other boy. He is goiiig to church
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with me,” and Miss Celia ticd a second knot for
this young gentleman, with a smile that seemed to
brighten up even the rusty hat-band.

“Well, I like that ------- ” began Thorny, in a
tone that contradicted his words.

A look from his sister reinindcd him of what she
had told him half an hour, ago, and he stopped
short, undeistanding now why she was *“ extra
good to the little tramp.”

“ So do I, for you are of no use as a driver yet,
and | don’t like to fasten Lita when | have my
best gloves on,” said Miss Celia, in a tone that
rather nettled Master Thorny.

“Is Ben going to black my boots iDefore he
goes?” with a glancc at the new shoes which
caused them to creak uneasily.

“ No, he is going to black mine, ifhe will, You
wont need boots for a week yet, so we wont wastc
any time over them. You will find everything in
the shed, Ben, and at ten you may go for Lita.”

W ith that, Miss Celia walked her brother off to
the dining-room, and Ben retired to vent hisiré in
such energetic demonstrations with the blacking-
brush that the little boots shone splendidly.

He thought he had never secn anything as pretty
as his mistress when, an hour later, she carne out
of the house in her white shawl and bonnet, Hold-
ing a book and a late lily-of-the-valley in the pearl-
colored gloves, which he hardly dared to touch
as he helped her into the carriage. He had
seen a good many fine ladies in his life, and thdsc
he had known had been very gay in the colors of
their hats and gowns, very fond of cheap jewehy,
and much given to feathers, lace and furbelows, so
it rather puzzled him to discoyer why Miss Celia
looked so sweet and elegant in such a simple suit.
He did not know then that the cliarm was in the
woman, not the clothes, or that mcrely living near
such a person would do more to give him gentle
manncrs, good principies and puré thoughts, than
almost any other trpining he could have had. But
he was conscious that it was pleasant to be thcre,
neatly dressed, in good company, and going to
church like a respectable boy. Somehow, the
lonely feeling got better as he rolled along iDetween
green fields, with the June sunshine brightening
everything, a restful quiet in the air, and a fiiend
beside liim who sat silently looking out at the
lovely World with what he afterward learned to cali
her “ Sunday face.” A soft, happy look, as if all
the work and weariness of the past week were
forgotten, and she was ready to begin afresh when
this blessed day was over.

“ Well, child, what is it?” she asked, catching
his eye as he stole a shy glance at her, one of
many which she had not seen.

“ | was only thinking you looked as I f
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“ As if what?. Don’t be afraid,” she said,
Ben paused and fumbled at the reins, feeling haifl
ashamed to tell his fancy. |

“You was saying prayers.” he added, wishingi
she had not caught him,

“So |l was, Don’t you, when you are happy» i

“No’m. |’'m glad, but | don’t say anythmg,"

“Words are not needed, but they help, sore1
times, if they are sincere and sweet. Did yotl
neverlearn any prayers, Ben?”

“Only ‘Now | lay me.” Grandma tauglit me|
that when | was a little mite ofa boy.”

“ | will teach you another, the best Ihat \vase«r|
made, because it says all we need ask.”

“ Our folks was n’t very pious; they did h’elavel
time, | s’pose.”

“ 1 wonder if you know just what it means to bel
pious?”

“ Goin’to church, and readin’ the Bihle, and|
sayin’ prayers and hymns, aint it?”

“ Those things are a part of it, but, being kind|
and checrful, doing one’s duty, helping olhereand|
loving God, is the best way to show that we are|
pious jn the true sense ofthe word.”

“Then you are !” and Ben looked as if heraels|
had been a iDetter definition than her wovcis.

“ | try to be, but I very often fail, so every Sun-1
day | make new resolutions, and work hard to
keep lhem through the week. That is a greai
help, as you will find when you begin to try il.”

“ Do 'you think, if I said in meetin’, ‘I wontj
ever swearany more,’ that | would n’t do it again?"
asked Ben, soberly, for that was his besetting an
just now.

“1’m afraid we can’t get rid of our faults quite!
soeasily; | wish we could; but | do believe thitl
if you keep saying that, and trying to stop, youl
will cure the habit sooner than you think.”

““1 never did swear very bad, and I did n'tmind |
much till I carne here, but Bab and Betty looked!
so scaved when | said ‘daran,’” and Mrs. Mossl
scolded me so, | tried to leave off. It ’s dreadful
hard, though, when | get mad, ‘Hang it 'don’|
seem halfso good if | want to let off steam.”

“Thorny used to ‘confound !’ eveiything, so1
pi'‘oposed that he should whistle instead, and nowhel|
sometimes pipes up so suddenly and shrilly that il
makes me jump. How would that do, instead ofl
swearing?” proposed Miss Celia, not the leastsur-f
prised at the habit of profanity which the boy could|
hardly help leaming among his former associatcs.

Ben laughed, and promised to try it, feeling aj
mischievous satisfaction at the prospect of. cut-l
whistling Master Thorny, as lie knew he should, |
for the objectionable words rose to his lips a do:
times a day.

The bell was ringing as they drove into toad |
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ljnd by the time Lita waj comfortably settled in her

| people were coming up from all quarters to
Icluster around the steps of the oid meeting-house
lie bees about a hive, Acciistomed to a tent
léere people kept their hats on, Ben forgot all
jjbout his, and was going down the aislé covered
Idien a gentle hand took it off, and Miss Celia
Ifhispercd, as she gave itto him:

‘This is a holy plsice; remember that, and un-
Icoverat the door,”

Much abashed, Ben followed to the pew, where
ItheSquire and his wife soon joined them.
| “Ciad to see him here,” said the oid gentleman
Iwith an approving nod, as he recognized the boy

andremembcred his loss.

"Hopo he wont nestle round in meeting-tiine,”
Ifbispered Mrs. Alien, composing herself in the
Icorner with much rustling of black silk.

“I'il take care that he does n’t disturb you,”
| msivered Miss Celia, pushing a stool under the short
lltgsjnd drawing a palm-leaf fan within reach.

Ben gave an inward sigh at the prospect before
lhiin, for an houds captivity to an active lad is hard
llotear, and he really did want to behave well.
Isohefolded bis arms and sat like a status, with
I nothingmoving but his eyes. They rolled to and
Ifra, up and down, from the high red pulpit to the
jvom hynm-books in the rack, recognizing two
| litlle faces under blue-ribboned' hats in a distant

pav,and finding it impossible to restrain a moment-
ary twinkie in return for the solemn wifik Billy
Bailon bcstowed upon him across the aislé. Ten
minules of this decorous demeanor made it abso-
lutely neccssary for him to stir; so he unfolded his
amisand ciossed his legs as cautiously as a mouse
noves in the presence of a cat, for Mrs. Allen's eye
Iweson hiin, and he knew by experience that it was
lavery sharp one.

The music which presentiy began was a great
Irtllefto him, for under cover of it he could wag
hisfoot and no one heard the creak thereof; and
whenthey stood up to sing, he was so sure that all
| theteys were looking at him, he was glad to sit
doanagain. The good oid minister read the six-
teenth chapter of Samuel, and then proceeded to
pteach a iong and somewhat dull sermén. Ben
[hsiencd with all his ears, for he was interested in

young shepherd, “riiddy and of a beautiful

| counlenance,” who was chosen to be SauTs armor-
hearer. He wanted to hear more about him, and
jhowhe got on, and whether the evil spirits troubled
| Sallagain after David had harped them out. But
hing more carne, and the oid gentleman droncd
l«@about other things till poor Ben felt that he
laiist cither go to sleep like the Squire, or tip the
stooi over by accident, since ‘‘nestling” was for-

Sidden, and reliefof some sort he must have.
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Mrs. Alien gave him a peppermint, and he duti-
fully ate it, though it tvas so hot it made his eyes
water. Then she fanned him, to his great annoy-
ance, for it blew his hair about, and the pride of
his life was to have his head as smooth and shiny
as black satin. An irrepressible sigh of weariness
attracted Miss Celia’s aptention at last, for, though
she seemed to be listening devoutly, her thoughts
had flown over the sea with tender prayers for one
whom she loved even more than David did his
Jonathan. She guessed the trouble in a minute,
and had provided for it, knowing by experience
that few small boys can keep quiet througli sermon-
time. Finding a certain place in the little book
she had brought, she put it into his hands, with
the whisper, “ Read if you are tired.”

Ben clutched the book and gladly obeyed, though
the tide, “ Scripture Narratives,” did not look very
inviting. Then his eye fell on the picture of a
slender youth cutling a large man’s head off, while
many people stood looking on.

“Jack, the giant-killer,” thoughtBen, and tumed
the page to see the words “ David and Goliath,”
which was enough to set him to reading the story
with great interest, for here was the shepherd-boy
turned into a hero. No more fidgets now; the
sermén “vas no longer heard, the fan flapped un-
felt, and Billy Barton’s spirited sketches in the
hymn-book were vainly held up for admiration.
Ben was quite absorbed in the stirring history of
King David, told in a way that fitted it for chil-
dren’s reading, and illustratcd with fine .pictures
which charmed the boy’s eye.

Sermdn and story ended at the same time ; and
while he listened to the prayer, Ben felt as if he
understood now what Miss Celia meant by saying
that words helped when they were well chosen and
sincere. Several pctitions seemed as if especially
intended for him, and he repeated them to himself
that he might remember them, they sounded so
sweet and comfortable, heard for the first time just
when he most needed comfort. Miss Celia saw a
new expression in the boy’ face as she glanced
down at him, and heard a little humming at her
side when all stood up to sing the cheerful hymn
with which they were dismissed.

“ How do you like church ?” asked the young
lady as they drove away.

“ First-rate,” answered Ben, heartOy.

“ Especially the sermén ?”

Ben laughed and said, with an affectionate glance
at the litele book in her lap ;

* 1 could n’t understand it, but that story was
jusfelegant. There’s more, and 1°’d admire to
read ’em, if | could.”

“1’'m glad you like them, and we will keep the
rest for another sermon-time. Thorny used to do
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SO, and always called this his “pew book.” 1 don’t
expect you to understand much that you hear yet
awliile ; butitis good to be there, and after read-
ing these stories you will be more interested when
you hear the iames of the people mentioned here.”

“Yes’'m. Was n’t David a fine feller? 1liked
all about tbe kid and the corn and the ten cheeses,
and kiOin’ the lion and hear, and slingin’ oid
Goliath dead first shot. | want to know about
Joseph next time, for | saw a gang of robbers
puttin’him in a hole, and it looked real interest-
ing.”

Miss Celia could not help smiling at Ben’s way
of telling things; but she was pleased to see that
he was attracted by the music and the stories, and
resolved to make church-going so pleasant that he
would learn to love it for its own sake.

“ Now, you have tried my way this morning,
and we wiU try yours this afternoon. Come over
about four and help me roll Thorny down to the
grove. | am going to put one of the hammocks
there, because the smell of the pines is good for
him, and you can talk or read or amuse yourselves
in any quiet way you like.”

“ Can | take Sanch along? He does n't like to
be Icft, and fclt real bad because | shut him up for
fear he 'd follow and come walkin’into meetin’to
find me.”

“ Yes, indeed; let the clever Bow-wow have a
good time and enjoy Sunday as much as | want my
boys to.”

Quite content with this arrangement, Ben went
home to dinner, which he made very lively by
recounting Billy Barton’s ingenious devices to be-
guile the tedium of sermon-time. He said nothing
of his conversation with Miss Celia, because he
had not quite made up his mind whether he liked
itornot; itwas so new and serious, he felt as if he
would better lay it by, to think over a good deal
before be could understand all about it. But he
had time to get dismal again and long for four
o’clock, because he had nothing to do except
whittle. Mrs. Moss went to take a nap; Bab and
Betty sat demurely on their bench reading Sunday
books; no boj’s were allowed to come and play;
even the hens retired under the currant-bushes,
and the cock stood among them, clucking drowsily,
as if reading them a sermoén.

“ Dreadful slow day,” thought Ben, and, retiring
to the recesses of his own room, he read over the
two letters which seemed already oid to him. Now
that the first shock was over, he could not make it
true that his father was dead, and he gave up try-
ing, for he was an honest boy and felt that it was
foolish to pretend to be more unhappy than he
really was. So he put away his letters, took the
black pocket off Sanch’s neck, and allowed himself
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to whistie softly as he packed up his possessionj
ready to move next day, with few regrcts and nen,
bright anticipations for the future.

“ Thorny, | want you to be good to Ben ao
ainuse him in some quiet way this afteiuoon,
must stay and see the Allens who are coming oweri
but you can go to the grove and have a pleasanl
time,” said Miss Celia to her brother.

“ Not much fun in talking to that horscy feiw!
I 'm sorry for him, but / can’t do anything ti
amuse him,” objected Thorny, pulling himself uj
from the sofa with a great yawn.

“You can be very agreeable when you like, and
Ben has had enough of me for this time, To
morrow he will have his work and do very welll
but we must try to help him through to-dayj
because he does n’t know what to do with himselT
Besides, it is just the time to make a good in|
pression on him, while grief for his father softe
him and gives us a chance. | like him, and T
sure he wants to do well; so it is our duty to hell
him, as there seems to be no one else.”

“ Here goes, then. Where is he ?” and ThornJ
stood up, won by his sister’s sweet earnestness, bul
very doubtful of his own success with the “borsej
fellow.”

“ Waitingwith the chair. Randa has gone oij
with the hammock. Be a dear boy, and | '1ldo:
much for you some day.”

“ Don’t see howj'ou can be a dear boy. YouiJ
the best sister that ever was, so | ’ll love all th|
scallywags you ask me to.”

W ith a laugh and a kiss, Thorny shambled '
to ascend his chariot, good-hmnoredly saluiing hij
pusher, whom he found sitting on the high
behind, with his feet on Sanch.

“ Drive on, Benjamin. | don’t know the «ayl
so | can’t direct. Don’t spill me out,—that5.ilj
| 've got to say.”

“ All right, sir,”—and away Ben trundied dowij
the long walk that led through the orchardtos
little grove of seven pines.

A pleasant spot, for a soft rustle filled theair, j
brown carpet of piiie-needles, with fallen coties fol
a pattern, lay under foot, and over the tops of iha
tall brakes that fringed the knoll one had glimp
of hill and valley, farm-houses and winding
like a silver ribbon through the low green ineadoiis

“ A regular summer house |” said Thomy, suri
veying it with approval. “ W hat’s the mattel
Randa? Wont it go?” he asked, as the stoutmail
dropped her arms with a puff, after valnly tryia®
to throw the hammock rope over a branch.

“ That end wentup beautiful, but this one ivontj
the branches is so high | can’t reach ’em, and 1:
no hand at flinging ropes round.”

“ 1l fix it,” and Ben went up the pine likei
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luuirrel, tied a stout knot, and swung himself down
| lanbefore Thorny could get out of the chair.

*My patience ! what a spry boy!" cxclaimcd
Ininda, admiringly.

sjhat nothing; you ought to see me shin up
ljsmootli tcnt-pole,” said Ben, rubbing the pitch
Tif hisliands, with a boastful wag of the head.

*Voucan go, Randa. Just hand me my cushion
lind books, Ben; then you can sit in the chair
Ithilc I talk to you,” commandod Thorny, tumbling
|;.,athe hammock.

*What’s he goin’ to say to me?” wondered
|Bcn 10 himself, as he sat down with Sanch sprawl-
If."-among the whcels.
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right off. Come now, she wants me to be clever
to you, and 1°d like to do it; but if you get pep-
pery, how can 1?”

Thorny spoke in a hearty, blunt way, which
suited Ben much better than the other, and he
responded pleasantly;

“1fyou wont be grand 1wont be peppery. No-
body is going to boss me but Miss Celia, so |l
learn hymns if she wants me to.”

“ “In the soft season of thy youth ’ is a good one
to begin with. | learned it when I was six. Nice
thing; better have it.” And Thorny offered the
book like a patriarch addressing an infant.

Ben surveyed the yellow page with small favor.

BEN AND THORNY IM TIIK CROVE.

“Now, Ben, | think you 'd better learn a hymn ;
rdwys uscd to when 1 was a little chap, and it is
ligood thing to do Sundays,” bogan the new
Iwclicr willi a patronizing air, which ruffled his
1"pil as much as the opprobrious term * little

ap.”

"'l )c—whew—if | do !'” whistled Ben, stop-

3loath just in time.

"kisnot polite to whistle in company,” said
IHwtny, with great dignity.
| “Mss Celia told me to. 1’1l say ‘Confound it,’
|i!'0u like that better,” answered Ben, as a sly
«“*ktwinkled in his eyes.

L~ilsee! She’s told you about it? Well,
youwant toplease her, you ’ll learn a hymn
Voi,, v,—27.

for the long S in the old-fashioned printing bewil-
dered him, and when he carne to the last two lines
he could not resist reading them wrong ;

“ The earth aiibrds oo
Than a religious youth.*

Jigki

“ 1 don't believe 1 could ever get that into my
head straight. Have n’t you gota plain one any-
wherc round?” he asked, turning over the leaves'
with some anxiety.

“ Look at the end and see if thcre isn’t a piece
of poetry pasted in? You learn that, and see how
funny Celia will look when you say it to her. She
wrote it when she was a girl, and somebody had it
printed for other children- / like it best, myself.”
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Pleased by the prospect of a little fuu to cheer
his virtuous task, Ben whisked over the leaves and
read with interest the Unes Miss Celia had written
in her girlhood;

“My Kincoom

“ A litdc king;dom | possess,
W here thoughts and feeltngs dwelU
And very hard 1 fiod che tiisk
Of govembg it weU.
F ot pa&sion tempes and troubles me,
A wayward wil mUIeads,
And selfisbness its shadow casts
On all my words and deeds.

“ How can | leam to rule myselC
To be che child | should,
Honest and bravc, fior ever tire

Of trying to be good?

How can | keep a sunny soul
To shine along liJé's way ?
How can | Cune my liltle heart
To swcctly sing all day?

“ Dear Father. hclp me with the love

That casiech out my fear|

Teach me to lean on TTiee, and feel
That Thou art very near;

That no temptation Is tinseen,
No chiidish grief too small,

Since Thou, with paliencc infinite,
Doih soothe and comfort all.

" 1 do not ask for any crown

But tl»t which all may win;

Nor seek to conquer any world
Except the one within.

Be Thou niy guide until I find,
Led by a tender hand,

Thy happy kingdojn in uryi4l/,
And daré to take command."

“ | like that 1 ” said Ben, emphatically, when he
had read the little hymn. “ | understand it, and
1’1l learn it right away. Don’t see how she could
make it all come out so nice and pretty.”

“ Celia can do anything,” and Thorny gave an
all-embracing wave of the hand, which forcibly ex-
pressed his firm belief in his sister’s boundiess
powers.

“ 1 made some poetry o'nce. Bab and Betty
thought it was first-rate. / did n’t,” said Ben,
moved to confidence by the discovery of Miss
Celia’s poetic skill.

“ Say it,” coramanded Thorny, adding with tact,
“/can’t make any to save my life—never could ;
"but | 'm fond of it.”

“ Chevaliia,

Pretty crcter,

I do love her

Like a brother:

Just lo ride

is my delight.

Fot she does not

Kick or bitc,"

recited Ben, with modest pride, for his first attempt
had been inspired by sincere affection and pro-
nounced “ lovely ” by the admiring girls.
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“Very good! You mustsay them to Celia, ioq|
She likes to hear Lita praised. You and slie;
that little Barlow boy ought to try for a prize,
the poets did in Athens. | ’il tell you all about
some time. Now, you peg away at your hymn.”J

Cheered by Thorny’s commendation, Ben felU
work at his new task, squirming about in thediaij
as if the process of getting words into his meinor)!
was a very painful one. But he had quick ivits)
and had often learned comic songs; so he smJ
was abie to repeat the four verses without mistakt,
much to his own and Tliorny’s satisfaction.

“ Now we Il talk,” said the well-pleased pic
ccptoi-, and talk they did, one swinging in
hammock, the other rolling about on the pbel
needles, as they relatad their expericnces boyl
fashion. Ben’swere the most exciting, butXhornyi
were not without interest, for he had lived ahroaa
for several years, and could tell all sorts of drol|
stories of the countries he had seen.

Busied with friends, Miss Celia could not helJ
wondering how the lads got on, and, when the leal
bell rang, waited a little anxiously for their rcturni
knowing that she could tell at a glance if they han
enjoyed themselves.

“ All goes well so far,” she thought, as slJ
watched their approach with a smile, for Sancha
sat bolt upright in the chair which Ben pushedl
while Thorny strolled besicle him leaning on;
stout cafie newly cut. Both boys were talkliij
busily, and Thorny laughed from time to time,
if his comrade’s chat was very amusing.

“ See what a jolly cafie Ben cut for me. He]
great fun if you don’t stroke him the wrong way,|
said the eider lad, fiourishing his staff as the|
carne up.

“ What have you been doing dcftvn tliere? Yol
look so merry, | suspect mischief,” asked Mi|
Celia, surveying them from the steps.

“W e’vebeen as good as gold. | talked, ar
Ben learned a hymn to please you. Come, younj
man, say your picce,” said Thorny, with ane|
pression of virtuous content.

Taking off his hat, Ben soberly obeyed, muq
cnjoying the quick color that carne up in
Celia’s face as she listened, and feeling as ifv
repaid for the labor of learning by the pleased1
with which she said, as he ended with a bow;

“ | feel very proud to think you chose that, aj
to hear you say it as if it meant something to
| was only thirteen when | wrote it, but it cart
right out of my heart, and did me good. 1~*1
it may help you a little.”

Ben murmurcd that he guessed it would, but i
too shy to talk about such thin” before ThMj
so hastlly retired to put the chair away, and
others went in to tea. But later in the evenii®
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|lien Miss Celia was singing like a nightingale,
, boy slipped away from sleepy Bab and Betty
)stand by the syringa-bush and listen, with his
full of new thoughts and happy feelings,
never before had he spent a Sunday like
lis. And when he went to bed, instead of say-

ing “ Now | lay me,” he repeated the third verse
of Miss Celia’s hymn, for that was his favorite,
because his longing for the father whom he had
seen made it seem sweet and natural now to love
and lean, without fear, upon the Father whom
he had not seen.

(To b< cvnti/med.)

THE SWALLOW.

By Nathan Haskell Dole.

Of all the birds that swim the air
I'd i-ather be the swallow;

And, summer days, when days were fair,
1d follow, follow, follow

The hurrying clouds across the sky,

And with the singing winds | d fy.

My eager wings would need no rest
If | were but a swallow ;

I'd scale the highest mountain crest
And sound the deepest hollow.

No forest could my path-way hide;

-Noocean plain should lie too wide.

| ’d find the sources of the Nile,

| ’d see the Sandwich Islands,
And Chimborazo’s granite pile,

And Scotland’s riigged Highlands;
| ’d skim the sands of Timbuctoo;
Constantinople’s mosques | ’d view.

1 'd fly among the isles of Greecc,
The pride of great Apollo,

And circle round the hay of Nice,
If I were but a swallow,

And view the sunny fields of France,

The vineyards merry with the dance.

| ’d see my shadow in the Rhine
Dart swiftly like an arrow,

And catch the breath of eglantine
Along the banics of YaiTOw;

I ’d roam the world and never tire,

If I could have my heart’s desire!
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THE WILD

MUSTANG.

MUSTANG.

By Charles Barnarg.

A1 the horses we see in the streets, or along
the country roads, are tame. Such a thing as a
real wild horse is hardly to be found anywhere,
save in certain places in Texas, California, and
parts of South America. Elsewhere, the horse is
tame e'nough, and no one can remember, neither
is it told in any history or story book, when or
where men first tamed him and put a ljit in his
mouth. A long, long time ago, all the horses
were wild, but no one knows when that could have
been, for, as long as men can remember, they
have. had tame horses, dogs, cats, elephants,
camels and caltle.

Now, the curious part of this is that tliei-c are
wild horses both in North and South America at
this day. They do not belong to any one in par-
ticular, and run wild, without saddle or bridle, all
the year round. Yet they are not descendants of
the original wild horses, for there was a time when
their fathers were good cavalry horses, and belonged
to the Spanish armics that invaded México and
Perd. When Europoans discovcred the two con-
tinents on this side of the world, such a thing as a
horse was totally unknowii to the people living
here, and, when they saw the Spanish cavalry,
they thought the horses and riders some new kind
of animal. Seeing the horses champ their brass
bits, the people thought they were eating gold.
So they brought lumps of gold to see them eat it.
The soldievs slyiy put the gold in their pockets,
and said the horses had eaten it up, and the natives
were simple enough to believe this wonderful story.

Many of the Spanish soldiers were killed in the
wars with the Mexicans, and their horses brokc
loose and ran away. Some of them 'may have
been caught again by the Mexicans, but many
others escaped and were never captured again, and
ran wild through the country. The descendants
of these horses grew and multiplied and spread
over parts of North and South America, going
south into the great plains or pampas, and north
into the praiiie lands of Texas and the valleys of
California. These horses still run wild, and are
the only rcally wild horses in the world. At the
same time, they may not precisely resemble the first
real wild horses, for their fathers were tame, and,
perhaps, they still remember something of this,
and have strange legcrids among themselves of the
oid days when their ancestors were good Spanish
cavalry horses.

The early settlers that landed in other parts of

the country, at New Amsterdam, at Jamen,
and Plymouth Bay, also brought tame horsesmitl

them, and these, in turn, spread over Koitf
America, as the settlers moved out toward th|
west. These horses are now called “ Amerio

horses,” to distinguish them from the wild hon
of Texas and California. The American hon
in time, met the wild horses, and then men notic
that they were very different animals, The wilj
liorse is smaller and more muscular, he
strongcr and stouter limbs, a larger head, andl
more bushy mane and tail, His ears are lonp
and more inclined to lie back on his head, hisfel
are smaller and more pointed in front, and Inshail
is rougher and thicker. His color is oftefi cunT
ously mixed in black and white dots and flecks, likl
some circus horses that you may have seen; ax]
if his coloris uniform, it is generally dark red i
dccp gray or mouse color. These mustangs aj
quite wild, and have no fixed feeding-grounq
They scamper in droves over .the rolling prairia
and pampas, and slecp at night in such dry plan
as they can find. They keep in companies
protection against bears or other wild animals, ani
if they are attacked, they put their noscs togcthcf
and form a circle with their heels out. as ifthel
had been told of the oid Spanish fighting da;1
and of the soldiers forming with their pikes solil
squares to resist attacks of cavalry,

They can dcfend themselves against the bearsil
this way, but against ihe lightning and men ihe[
have no protection, except to run away as fasl i
they can. A tbunder storm, or a very high uind!
filis them with terror, and away they go at furioul
speed through the grass, and, at last, disappcar i|
a cloud of dust on the horizon.

Tlie wild horse can rjm away from a man;
this protection fails at times. The horse-catdicrj
—or “vaqueros,” as they are called—are faraoyj
i'iders, and to see them capture a wild muslang i
better than to go to a circus. The vaquero pulj
a Spanish saddle on a tame horse, and starts outii
see what he can find. In front, on the high pororog
of the saddle, he hangs in large coils a leallfi
rope, about a hundred feet long, and called a las
It ismade of strips of raw hide, braided by ha
into a smooth, hard and very pretty rope. Oa
end is secured to the saddle, and the otherend1
a slip-knot making a sliding noose.

The vaquero has not long to wait, for there j
droves of horses cantering or walking about orfj
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the swells and hollows of the prairie, with here and
there a smaller group looking on, or watching a
battle between two horses who wish to be captains
of their bands or companies. Presentiy, there
is a strange sound of trainping hoofs, like the
sound of a sgiiadron of cavalry, except that it has
a grand, wild rush and swing such as no cavalry
ever had, and a cloud of dark heads rises over a
swell of the land. The leader sees the vaquero,
and he halts suddenly, and the others puE up in a
confused crowd, and toss their heads, and sniff the
air, as if they scented danger near. The leader
does not like the looks of Uiings, and turns and
slowly canters away, followed by ali the rest,
tramping in confusion through the yellow grass
and wild barley. Presentiy they become fright-
ened, and away they fly in a dusty throng.

The vaquero’s horse seems to think his chance
has come, and he pricks up his ears, and is eager
for the glorious fun of a dash after the mustangs.
Away they go pell-meE, in a panic, and the taine
horse galloping swiftly after them. Down they
tumble—some knocked over in the confusion,
snorting and flinging great flecks of foam from
their dilated nostrils, trampling over each other in
mad baste, each for himself, and the American
horse sweeping after them. Now the vaquero
stands up in his saddle, and the lasso swings round
and round in a circle over his head. Swish! It
sings through the air with a whirring sound, and
opens out in great rings, while the loop spreads
wider and wider, and at last drops plump over the
head of a mustang. The vaquero’s horse pulis
up with a sudden halt, and sinks back on his
haunches, and braces his fore feet out in front.
Ah! How the dust flies! The mustang is fast,

APRIL S SUNBEAM.

lAm|

held by the slip-knot, and he rears up and [

in wild and frantic terror. The rope strains teril
bly, but the v-aquero watches his chances, anJ
takes in the rope every time it slackens. Itisoll
no use! The poor mustang is hard and fast'
Perhaps another rider comes up and flings anothetl
lasso over his head. Then they ride round him

and the mustang is twistcd and tangled in thél
ropes till he can hardly move. He falls, and roIIs|
and kicks furiously, and all in vain. Panting 1
exhausted and conquered, he at last submiis lohd1
fate. His free days are over, and he seems I0|
know it. A few more struggles, and he recogniies)
that man is his master, and, perhaps, in one or
two days he submits to a bit in his mouth, ad

becomes a tame horse for the rest of his life. |
by any chance, he escapes before he is broken in,

and runs away to join his wild companions, he|
seems never to forget that terrible lasso, and if1

sees the vaquero again, he will stand, irembling |
and frightened, too much terrified to even run |
away.

The wild mustangs of the far West are rapidly
disappearing. As the settlers come in, they capture
them and tame them, so that in places where ooce
the wild horses roamed in great droves, hardly one
is now to be seen, and the much better American
horse has taken his place. This picture shows two
vaqueros in South America just making a capture.
They carne out from the plantation under the palm-
trees, and the powerful white mustang has Just fell
the puli of the lasso round his splendid neck, Poor |
fellow! It is hard, but it will soon be over, and |
then he will one day enjoy chasing others quiteas
much as the splendid black horse has enjoyed the
exciting Chase after him.

APRIL’S SUNBEAM.

By Joy Allison.

“Here’Sa warm sunbeam, Daisy, Daisy;
April sent it to wake you, dear!
How can you be so lazy, lazy ?
Have n’t you heard that Spring is here?”

Daisy murmurad, sleepy and surly:
“ Spring’s too young yet—the air is cool;
| don’t believe in a sun so early,—

He’s just playing at April fool!”
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ZASTER ULIES.

OLD NICOLALI.

By Paul

One fine summer morning, many years ago,
there sat upon a log, in a garden in Russia, an oid
man, who was inending a rake. The rake was a
wooden one, and he was cutting a tooth to take the
place of one that was broken. He was a stout,
liealthy oid fellow, dressed in a coarse blue blouse
and trousers; and as he sat on the log, whittling
away at the piece of wood which was to become a
rake-tooth, he sang, in a voice that was somewhat
llie worse for wear, but still quite as good a voice
as yon could expect an oid gardener to have, a
lilllesong. He sang it in Russian, of course, and
this was the way it ran ;

“ Zvafi raboti n« inafiit
Piitu 2hivu( bes truda
l.iudi TIC 2vcefi ne ptitzi
Liudi rabotoi zhivuc.*’

Expressed in English, this ditty simply set foith
the fact that the beasts and the birds do not labor,
but Man, who is neither a beast fior a bird,
obliged to work,

The oid fellow seemed to like the lines, for he
sang them over several times, as he went on with
hiswhittling. Just as he was about to make a new
slart on his “ Zvceri raboti,” a boy, about fiftecn
years oid, carne out of the house which stood by
the side of the garden, and walked loward him.

"Nicolai Petrovitch,” said the boy, sitting down
enawhcelbatrow, which was turned over in front
of the gardener, “ wliy is it that you are so fond
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of singing that song? One might suppose you are
lazy, but we know very well you are not. And
then, too, there is no sensc in it. Birds don’t work,
to be sure, but what have you to say about horses
and oxen? |’'m sure they work hard enough—at
least, some of them.”

“ Martin Ivanovitcli,” said the oid man, as he took
up the rake aild tried tlie new tooth, to see if it
would fit in the hole, “ this stick will have to be
cut down a good deal more; it is hard wodd.
W hat you say about the beasts is very true. But
| like that song. 1lt may not be altogether true,
but it is poetry, and it pleases me.”

“ You like poetry, don’t you ?” said Martin.

“ Yes, indeed, little Martin, | like poetry.
bad been possible, | should have been a poet
inyself. | often think very good poetry, but as |
cannot read or write, there is no sense in my trying
to make use ofany of it.”

“But how did you learn to like poetry, as you
cannot read ?” askcd Martin.

“Oh 11 heard a great deal ofvery good poetry
when | was a young man, and then 1 learncd to
like it. And 1 remembered almost all | heard.
Now, my daughter Axinia reads poetry to me
every Sunday, but | do not remember it so well.”

“What kind of poetry suits you best?” asked
the boy, who seemed to be tired of studying, or
working, or perhaps playing, and iherefore glad to
have a quiet talk with the oid man.

“ 1 like all kinds, Martin Ivanovitch,

If it

| used to
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sing a great deal, and then | liked songs best.
| think you have heard me sing some of my good
songs.”

“Oh yes !” said Martin, “ | remember that song
about the young shepherdess, who wanted to give
her sweetheart something; and she could not give
him her dog, because she needed him, for her
crook, because her father had given it to her, noc
One of her lambs, because they all belonged to her
mother, who counted them eveiy day, and so she
gave him her heart.”

“ Yes, yes,” said oid Nicolai, smiling; “ I like
that song best of all. | should be proud to have
written such poetry as that. He must have been a
great poet who wrote that. But | do not hear
many songs now. My little Axinia is reading me

alongpoem, It is called the ‘Dushenka.” Per-
haps you have heatd of it?”

“Oh yes !” said Martin.

“ Weli, she isreading that to me. She likes it

herself. | do notunderstand it all; but what | do
understand, | like very much. It is good poetry,
It must have been a grand thing to write such
poetry as that,” and the oid man laid down his
knife and his stick, and took off his cap, as if in
involuntary homage to the author of “ Dushenka,"
which is one of the standard poeras in Russian
literature.

“ You were not a gardener when you were a
young man, were you, Nicolai Petrovitch ?” asked
Martin.

“Onol Butlong before you were Isorn | became
a gardener. When | was a young man | hada'
good many different employments. Being a serf,
| paid a yearly sum to my master, and then | went
where | pleased. Sometimes | was well off, and
sometimes | was badly off. | have been out on the
lonely steppes in winter, often only three or foui-
of us together, with our horses and tarts, when the
snow carne down so fast, and the wind blew so
fiercely, that we could scarcely make our ivay
through the storra; and even the colts that were
following us could hardly keep their feet in the
deep drifts. Sometimes, we would lose our way in
these storms,—when we coukl see nothing a hun-
dred feet from us,—and then we should have wan-
dered about until we died, if we had not given up
everything to the horses. They could always find
their way- home, even in the worst storms. And
then,” said oid Nicolai, knocking from the rake a
tooth that was cracked (for the nesvone was finished
and hammered in), “ | used to drive a sledge on a
post-road. That was harder, perhaps, than plung-
ing through the snow-storms on the steppes, for 1
used to have to drive sometimes by day and some-
times by night, in the coldest weather ; and a wind
that is coid enough when you are standing still, or
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going along the same road that it is taking, is%|
times worsc when you are driving, as fast as yg,|
can, right into the teeth of it. | used to be

enough when we reached a post-housc and I (

crowd myself up against the great brick stove aitjl
try and get some little feeling into my siffentdl
fingers. The winter that | drove a sledge was ibel
worst winter | have ever known. | did not careiol
tr)' this hard life another season, so | wenl tal
Moscow, and there | became servant to a youtil
fellow who was the greatest fool | ever knew-."

“ What did he do ?” asked Martin. “ Whywjsi
he a fool ?”
“Oh! he -was a boy without sense—tlie onlfj

Russian boy | ever knew who had no senseatall
If he had belonged to some other nation, | shonidl
not have wondered so much. This fellow «asi
about fifteen or sixteen, and ought to have knoim|
something of the world, but he knew nothing, Hc|
was going to the university when | was with him,|
but you might have thought he was a pupil al a|
niad-house. W hatever carne into his cracked brain,!
carne out of his mouth j and whatever he wanRii|
to do, he did, without waiting to think whethei it|
would be proper or not. The biggest fool conldj
cheat him ; and when anybody did cheat him, and|
his friends found it out and wanted to punish llie|
rascal, this little fool of mine would come, witbl
tears in his eyes, to beg for the poor wretch, vtho|
must feel already such remorse and such shameatl
being found out! Bali! | can hardly bear to thinlt|
of him. Why, there was once a house aiire, inal
neighborhood where one of his friends lived, anilj
what does this young fool do but jump out of hisj
bed, in the middle of a stormy night, and run tal
this fire, with nothing but his night-clothes on

“ This is very curious,” said Martin, laughing.j
“ Nicolai Petrovitch, do you know ”

“ Well, as | was gping 6n to tell you," saidthel
oid man, who seemed thoroughly wrapped up inj
his subjcct, “ I could n’t stand any such follyasl
that, and so | soon left him and went to livewial
Colonei Rasteryaieff. | stayed there a long, longi
time. There | became a gardener, and there 11
learned almost all the poetry that | know. Thel
colonei had a daughter, who was a little child whenl
I went there; but when she grcw oid enough,shej
became a girl of great sense, and she liked poetry,)
and used to come and read to me, out of the books|
she had. | always tried to get at some work which[
would let me listen to her, during the hour that!
she would come to me in the afternoon. She readl
better than my little Axinia. | used to wish I wesl
a poet, so that | could hear her read some of my[
songs.”

“ But, Nicolai Petrovitch,” cried Martin, hiseyss|
fairly sparkling with a discovery he had made, ““do



OLD NICOLAI.

louknow that | believe that that fool of a boy you
lirtd «'ith was the poet who wrote the songs and
liie poetry that you like best—that he wrote the
iDushenka,” which Axinia Nicolaievna is reading
ivou?”

«What!" said the oid gardener, laying down
| isknifc and the piece of wood lie was cutting.

¢l mean what | say,” said Martin. “ Was n’t
Ibis namc Bogdanovitch ?”

A STORM ON

Bog-dan-ovitch ! ” repeated Nicolai, his eyes
I»idc open in surprise. “ Yes—that was his fiame.
| Hivdid you know him ? It was nearly fifty years
lijosince I lived with him.”

“Ohyes!” said Martin, still laughing, “
IImT been that long ago.
jshort time since, in the edition of ‘Dushenka’
| stéchwe have. It was surely Bogdanovitch whom
| fotlivedwith. W hy, Nicolai Petrovitch, you ought

tobeproud of having had such a master ! He was
loticof our great poets. He wrote the song of the

it must
| read his life only a
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shepherdess, and he wrote the ‘Dushenka.” He
might have acted very simply when he was young,
but he certainly became a great poet.”

“ So he wrote the shepherdess song, did he?”
said Nicolai.

“ Yes, he wrote that, and many other good
things, and he became quite a famous man. Queen
Catharine thought a great deal of him, and the
people at court paid him many honors. They did
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not consider him a fool, as you did. If you would
like to know all about what happened to this young
boy who was such a simpleton, | will lend you the
book with his life in it, and Axinia Nicolaievna can
read it to you.”

“ My little Martin lvanovitch,” said the oid man,
picking up his knife and the yet unfinished rake,
“ 1 do not believe that | ever could have become a
poet, even if I had known how to read and write.
It would have been impossible for me to have gone
to a fire in my night-clothes 1”
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THE PROFESSOR.

By Clarence Cook.

The Professor seated himself at the luncheon-
table with an air of importance. He was twelve
years oid, but he might have been taken for six, or
even for three, he looked so wise. The children’s
nurse poured herself out a cup of tea. The tea-
pot was too full, and a large drop fell upon the
shining mahogany table. The Professor looked at
the drop with evident pleasure.

“ Stop, nurse !” he cried, as she was about to
wipe it up with her napkin. “ Let’s see who can
take up that tea without touching it, and leave the
table dry 1”7

“ Thuck itup,” said Pip.

“ Mamma does n’t like you to drink tea,” said
nurse.

“ Besides, that would be touching it,” said Tom.

“ Take it up with a th'poon,” said Pip.

“You could n'tdoit; itwould spread all over,”
said the Professor.

“ And that would be touching it just as much,”
said Bob.

“ Don’t fink it can be done !” said Pip, shaking
her head.

“ All shut your eyes,” said the Professor. “ You,
nurse, shut yours, too. Don’t any of you look.”

Nurse shut both her eyes, hard. Pip put her
two fat little fists into her eyes, and listened. Tom
laid his head down sideways on the table, and
curled his arras round it. Bob declared that he
would n’t shut his eyes ; he was going to see that
the Professor acted fair.

“ Now open your eyes,” said the Professor.

They all looked up, and there stood the sage,
who had covered the drop with a little blue bowl.
He lifted the bowl, and, on tbe spot where had
been the drop of tea, stood a lump of loaf-sugar
holding up the tea in its paws, or pores, whichever
you please.

Nurse picked up the lump of sugar and ate ia
The table was as dry as a bone.
“ Oh, my !” said Pip.

The Professor walked over to the window,

“ Oh, nurse 1” said he, “ why don’t you makl
Bridget wash this paint off the glass ?”

“ She has tiied to get it off,” said nurse, “bj
she can’t do it.”

“ What loths of little thpots!” said Pip.

“ W hat careless fellows those painters were!|
said Tom.

“Who knows how to get it off? ” said the Pie
fessor.

“ Take a thpunge and thum thope,” said Pip. |
T wont do,” said nurse ; “ Bridget has trktil
“Oh, 1know | ” said Bob. *“ Kerosene!”

“ Thath dangeruth,” said Pip, “ andthn
bad, bethides.”
“ Nurse,” said the Professor, “ what will yt)

give me if I will show you bow to take it off?”

“ 1’1l give you a cent,” said nurse.

“ Give rae a cent and | 'U do it,” said thel
fessor. “ But | must be paid in advance.”
took the cent, “ Now look, all of you,” he:
and, laying it flat on the glass, he held it withl
tips of the first and second fingers, and rubbedj
briskly over tbe pane. Off went thc spots |
buckwheat cakes of a coid winter-rnorning!

“ Oh, how nithe !'” said Pip.

“ Any feller could do that,” said Bob.

“ Yeth,” said Pip, “ if they’d thecn anybodyij
it before.”

“Why, Tom!” cried nurse, “ where did
get that paint on your sleeve ?”
“ There ! | told Fred Masén he’d get

over paint, if he did n’t stop fooling," said To)
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"It th a wewy big thpot,” said Pip.

"It'll never come off,” said Tom ; “ and it’s my

t jacket, too! Mason pushed me against the

ir.”

‘Well,” said the Professor,

TUigover spilt milk.”

‘Oh,” said Pip, “ is it milk in the paint that
Imakth it so white ?”

“Nonsense, Pip! The thing to do now is to
ljeithe paint off Tom’ coat. Who knows'how to
ldoit?”

“Don’t fink anybody duth,” said Pip.

“Hold out your afm,” said the Professor. And,
Ifith the sleeve of his own coat, he briskly rubbed
llhe sleeve of Tom’s; and away went the spot of
Ipaint in a jiffy.

“He’s wubbed
[Pip.

But no; the Professor’s sleeve was as clean as
iTom’s.

“Where ith it went to ?” said Pip.
|lIh n't that thingler 2~

“1say,” said Bob, you could n’t have got it
loUif it had dried on your coat.”

“Perhaps not,” said the Professor.

“there’s no use

it onto his own thleeve,” said

“ Oh, nurse !

Itwas again luncheon-tiine, and Pip, Tom, and
Bbwere in the dining-room, where nurse Char-
lictie, seated at the head of the table, was already
Ipouring herself out a cup of tea. She had cut
llwad and butter for the children, filled their tum-
iNerswith milk, and was ready, when they should
|beready, to help them to the apple-and-sago pud-

g¢—"just the nithest pudding in the world,” as
Imerry little Pip used to say every time it carne on
luble.

All the children were there but the Professor;
lite others did not know where he was. Pip was
litefirst one to see him coming across the lawn.

“How queer |1 ” said Pip. “ He 'th all mud, and
[thathalh he got in hith hand ?”

“It’s a turtle,” says Tom.

“II"lh abird,” says Pip.

“Perhaps it’s a turtle-dove,” says nurse.'

“Should say 't was a mud-turtle by the looks of
fclegs,” said Bob.

“Nurth, do turtle-doves live in the mud ?” said

Hp.

“Nonsense,” said Bob, “ as if birds ever uved

mud!”

“Well,” said Pip, “ thum thwallows, 1 know,

lheir neths of mud, and then they live in
litehneths, and that’s living in mud. But here
Iwnththe Profethor; let’s see what heeth found.
[I>bihunuhin in a glath.”

Ite Professor carne up, walking very slowly

the grass; then stepped carefully up upon
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the piazza, and, as he passed the window, he called
for some one to come and open the front door.

All the children ran together, and opened the
door with such a flourish, the Professor was obliged
to cali out, “ Stand off! Handsoff!”

“ Will it splode ?” said Pip.

“ Will it bite ?” said Bob.

“ Will it fly away ?” said Tom.

“ It wiU splode,” said the Professor, “ and it will
fly away ; but it wont bite.”

“ Oh my !” said Pip, “whatcanit be? 1never
heard of any creature splodin !”

The Professor looked pleased ; his face was red,
his hair was tumbled, his coat was torn, and his
boots and trousers were muddy.

“You look as if you had had a hard time
catching the creature, whatever it is,” said nurse.
“You 'd better leave it out-of-doors now, and clean
yourself, and come and eat your luncheon.”

“ Oh, picase, nurse, let’s see it now !” said all
the children; and nurse, who wanted to see it her-
self, agreed.

“ You can’t see it,” said the Professor; “ it’s

invisible ! You can’t see it till it disappears !”

“ Oh dear,” said Pip, “ 1 just ache to know
about it.”

“ Well,” said the Professor, “ light mamma’s
wax-taper.”

“ | don't see what good lighting a taper will do,
if the creature ’s invisible,” said Bob.

The Professor set his burden down on the table.
It was a saucer filled with water, and in the water
stood a tumbler upside down. There was nothing
to be seen in the tumbler.

The Professor struck an attitude.

“ W hat | have in this tumbler, nurse and chil-
dren, was obtained with great difficulty, 1°ve been
about it ever since lesson-time.”

“Where did you find it ?” says Pip.

“ How carne you to know about it ?” says Tom.

“ 1 should think it would be hard to catch noth-
ing,” says Bob.

“ 1 found it in the water, in the little pool in our
woods. | saw it first the other night in the dark,
and 1caught it to-day when it was hiding. | took
a long stick and gently stirred up the dead leaves
that lie rotting on the bottom, and he began to-
come up—first one, then another—now here, and
now there.”

“Ho ! ho!” says Bob. “ How could that be?
How could he come up in pieces, and in different
places ?”

“ Poor thing!” said Pip. “ He wath dead !”

“Oh, if he’s dead | don’t care about him,” says
Bob.

“ He ’s far from dead,” said the Professor; “ and
though he was in pieces, he ’s all together now, and



404 THE

safe jn thistumbler.” And then, seizing the lighted
taper, he turned up the tumbler, held the taper
quickly to its mouth, and—Pop ! went something,
with a quick flash.

“ Oh, fire-works !” says Bob.

“ Oh, tell UStruly aboutit!”says Tom. “ Where
did you buy it? Let’s liave some for the Fourth !"

“ Children,” said the Professor, “ | have told
you the truth about it. It’s gas. It’ carbureted
hydvogen. J found it in the pond. ‘Carbureted
hydrogen ’is its Science fiame. Its poetry flame is
‘Will-o’-the-wisp,” and there’s another fiame be-
sides.”

“ | should think two fiames were enough for
nothing,” says Bob.

“ W hat 'th the other ilame ?” said Pip.

“ignisfatuus,” said the Professor. “ It means
‘Cheating-fire.” Sometimes this gas, rising to the
top of the water in bubblcs, takes fire (by what
they cali spontaneous combustién, or by mixing
with some other gas, or in some other way), and
then, as one bubble after another takes fire and
goes flickering along, it looks as if some one were
walking through the woods with a lantern.”

“ And thath howit cheat-th, isn’t it said Pip.
“But | don't thee how it is thet afire. Perhapth,
now—perhapth it’s the fire-flyth 1”

“ Oh, good for you !” said the Professor; and
he chajed her round the table, and caught her,
and kissed her.

“ Well, how did you ever get it with that tum-
bler?” said Tom.

“ Well, easy enough. First, | filled the tumblei-
with water. Then | laid the saucer over the top.
Then | plunged the whole under the water, hold-
ing tumbler and saucer with both hands firm, and
turned them over in the water, and drew them out.
The saucer, as weU as the tumbler, was then full
of water, and though the tumbler was upside down
the water could n't fall out.”

“ W hat 'hindered it, | d
Bob.

“ Atmospheric pressure,” said
pushing the words out slowly.
atmosphere weighs down on tlie water in

like to know ?” said
the Professor,
“ The whole
the
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saucer and balances the water in the tumbler jnj
keeps it in."

“ It had all leaked out before you reached haiiiJ
anyway,” said Bob.

“ The gas pushed it out,” said the Professol
“ 1 told you how | stiired up the bottom oi til
pool. It was all covered with dead leaves. Thesi
as they rot give out gas, but it cannot easily escaplL
from the bottom, and stays down among tljl
ieaves and slime till it is stirred up. Then thj
littie bubbles of gas come popping up, and asdip
mount | am ready with my tumbler and sancerl
| slip them both soiliy into the water a little n-aJ
off, draw out the saucer, slide the inverted tutnblej
over ihe bubbles before they break; and tlie
mounts into the tumbler, each bubble of gasds
placing a little water; then over more bubbles,!
and more and more, until all thc water in ihJ
tumbler is out and the gas is in its place; then |
fill the saucer with water again, slide it under theT
tumbler, and bring ithome.”

“ Come to your luncheon, children,” cried nuBe,|
“ The pudding will be coid’”

“ Oh, wait a minute,” said Tom.
the gas drove out the water in the tumbler,
don’t it drive out the water in the saucer?"

The Professor looked punled.

“ Well, it would in time, | suppose. But youl
see, its nature is to push upward, because it's|
light ”

“ Oh, now, it pushes the same every way,” saidl
Tom.

“ There s something we don’t know,” said Bob.|

“ Oh, yeth, I am afwaid we don't knowit all,”|
said Pip.

“ Well,” drawled the Pi'ofessor, “ | dont knoiv, |
only | guess it’s because the water is too dense—
too ciése together, for one thing; and the samel
atmospheric pressure that kept the water in keeps|
the gas in, for another.”

“ There, | do believe that s it,” said Pip. " Oh, |
how nice it did pop off! Like a vewy small fivier.
cracker a great way off. Now let’s have sore
pudding. Apple and sago 1 Just Uic nitbest pud-j
ding in the world 1”

“ You saidl
Why]|

One day an ant went to visit her neighbor;
She found her quite busy with all sorts of labor;
So she did n’t go in, but stopped at the sill,
Left her respects, and went back to her hill.
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FOUR CHARADES.

FOUR CHARADES.*

By C. P. Cranch.

W hen swiftly in my first you glide along,
Naught ruffles up the temper of your mind;
All goes as smoothly as a suitiraer song,
All objects flit beside you like the wind.

But if you should be stopped in your career.
And forced to linger when you fain would fly,

You 'U Icave my first, and, very much | fear,
W ill fall into my second speedily.

Till in some snug and comfortable room
Your friends receive you as a welcome guest,
You 'll owfi thatW inter’s robbed of halfhis gloom,
When on my whole your feet in slippers rest.

MY FIRST.

1 SUNDER friends, yet give to laws

A place to stand and plead their cause.
Though justice and sobriety

Still find their safest ground in me,

| spread temptation in man’s way,
And rob and ruin every day.

MY SECOND.

Success and power are in my fiame,

Men strive for me far more than famc,
One thing | am unto ihe wise,

But quite another in fools' eyes,

Through me the world is rich and strong,
Yet too much love of me is wrong.

MY WHOLE.

My first and second when they meet,
As lawyers’ fees, my whole complete.
And yet my first too oft enjoyed,

Is sure to make my second void.

My whole is good and bad by turns,
As every merchant daily learns.

*The ajiswers will be given in (he “

My first the stout Hibemian wields
On banks and streets and stubborn fields,
To earn the bread that labor yieids.

My second is a flame for one
Whose youth and age together run,
A leader a!l good people sliun.

My. whole in summer-time is sweet,
When youths and maids together meet
Beneath some shady grove’s retreat.

(So simple is this short charade,
That I am .very much afraid
Y ou'll guess at once, without my aid.)

V.

When | was a little boy, how welcome was my|
first;

When tired of play |
all rehearsed.

How soundiy all the night | slept, without a carel
or sorrow,

And waked when sunshine

robins sang good-morrow.

went to bed, my lessons|

lit the room, and|

When | was a little boy, what joy it was to seel

My second waiting at the door for WilUy arid|
for me;

And how we trotted off to bring ripe apples fromj
the farm,

And piled our bags on Nellie’s back, fior feltdicl
least alarm.

But when |
dream,

A huge black bear was
dreadful scream,

And roused the house; they brought in ligitS|
and put my whole to flight,

Since then | made a vow to,eat no supper laig|
at night.

was a little boy, | had an W

in my bed, | gavea|

Lelter-Box ” for May, x8
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WISE CATHERINE AND THE KABOUTERMANNEKEN.

By Howard Pyle.

IINold times, there was once a quaint little
Lrf, vi-ho was known as the Kaboutermanneken
iKaboutermannekensburg.
[la the very ancient times of good King Brodenc
adFrederic Barbarossa, he constanUy lived above
mund and many times was seen trudging along
Ljufh the moonlit forest with a bag over his
«ulder. W hat was in the bag nobody exactly
biew; but most people supposed it to be gold.
Ilhe Kaboutermanneken was a peppery little
low and at the slightest word his rage would
Iréuphotly, Since he was quite able, small as he
, to thrasb the strongest man, he was very
fflietally avoided.
Iltis a ivell-assured fact that, as churches in-
Icase divarfs and elfin-folk diminish; _so, at last,
L n the town of Kaboutermannekensburg was
and a church built, the Kaboutermanne-
livas fairly driven to the wall, or, rather, into
i grouiid. where he lived in the bowels of the
fjih and only appeared at intervals ofa hundred
Us, But, upon the last day that tcrminated
Lchof these series of a hundred years, he would
je-appear in his ofd haunts, and, | believe, con-
inesthe practice to the present day, in spite of
lilroads, steam-engines, and all the paraphernalia
Utogrcess, so destructive to fairy lore.

|.—The Golden Cup.

10nce upon a time, after the Kaboutermanneken’s
idtshadliecome events of such rarity, there lived
i worthy wood-chopper, who had a daughter
mcd Catherine; a pretty little maiden of sixteen,

, yet the wisest woman in the kingdom of
~abouterinannekensburg. Shrewd as she was,
1k had yet the best, the kindest, and the most
nilelessheart in the world; and many a sick man,
Lubled woman, and grieved ,child had cause to
Ness her and her wisdom, One winter, when
»r was cheap and bread expensive, the wood-
j.jpper, whose fiame was Peter Kurtz, chopped
lis hand instead of the stump he was aiming a
po« at, and, in consequence, rendered himself
pfit for work for raany a day. During his sick-
«5the whole care of the fomily devolved upon
htf| for Peter’s wife had died neafly two years
forc; so it was Katc who tended the baby,

ssed Johann, mended W iihelm’s small-clothes,

laltended to the wants of her fatherj for in
| jsedays a sick man was more complaining than
kebiidtwo years oid. Beside these acts of labor,

she had to cook the meadis, wash the dishes, sweep
the house, run of errands, chop the wood, make
the fire, and many other little odd duties of the
kind; so that, upon the whole, her time was pretty
well occupied.

There seemed a probability now, liowever, that
one of these duties would be dispensad with,
namely, cooking the medis; not that there was
any indolence upon Catherine’s part, but because
the necessary materials were not forthcoraiiig. In-
deed, the extent of the larder at present consisted
of half a bowl of coid gravy, and about a quarter
ofa loaf of bread.

W hen Catherine, thatcoid morning, inspected the
woefulemptinessofthecupboard, shewrunghercold
blue hands in despair; but, wring her poor little
hands ever so much, she could not squeeze good
bread and meatout of them ; something must be
done, and that immediately, ifshe would save the
children from starving. At length she bethought
herselfthat many rich people of Kaboutermanne-
kensburg were fond of burning pine-cones instead
of rough logs, not only on account of the bright,
warm and crackling fire they produccd, but also
because of the sweet rcsinous odor that they threw
out, filling the house with a perfume like that
which ardse from the censers in the cathedral.

It was woeful weather for Catherine to go hunt-
ing for pine-cones, The snow lay a good foot deep
over the glossy brown treasures, and she hei-self
was but thinly ciad; yet the children must have
bread. Not having eaten any breakfast that morn-
ing, she slipped the remnant of the loaf into tlie
basket to seive as lunch, and then started to face
the wind toward the forest.

Bilterly coid blew the wind from the bleak north;
tearing through the moaning pine forest, that tossed
and swayed before the tempest, gnawing Catherine’s
nose and fingers, and snatching up, as it were, hand-
fuls of snow, and huriing them in a rage through
the air. Poor Catherine was nearly frozen, yet she
struggled bravcly o011 through the drifttng snow.
Suddenly she cauglit sight of a quaint little cottage
that she had never seen before, nuich as she had
traveled this portion of the forest; but a more
welcome sight still was the gleam of a cheery fire
within, that illuminated the frost-covered panes
with a ruddy glow.

Catherine, stumbling, sliding, strugglmg through
the drifts, reached the cottage at last, raised the
latch, and entered a door-way so low that even she.
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small as she was, had to stoop her head in pass-
ing.

“ Shut the door!” shrieked a shrill voice, with
startling abruptness; and, for the first time, Kate
perceived a very little oid man seated in a very
large chair, and smoking a very long pipe. A
great beard reached below his dangling feet and
touched the floor.

“May | warm myself at your fire, kind gentle-
raan ?" said Kate, dropping a courtesy. The little
oid man grunted without looking at her.

“ May | warm myselfat your fire, sir?" repeated

WISE CATHERINE.

then, after regarding him in silenee for a
minutes, she said, timidly, “ 1—1 have a—apb
of bread in my basket, sir, if you would litei
have it?”

“ Like to have it? You speak as though jo
had no sense. Of course, | should like to havei
Why didn’t you offer it to me sooner?”

Kate, in spitc of her hunger, that had recon
menced gnawing her, now that she was \ran
handed him the piece of bread. The oid
seized it ravenously, opened his mouth to an astol
ishing extent, bolted the large morsel as one doJ

"a very [ITTLS OLD HAN SEATED IN A VERY LARGE CHAIR."

m
o™t
y.
Kate, in a lotider voice, supposing he must be
deaf.

“1 heard you!” growled the oid dwavf, with
sudden rage. “ You don’t suppose 1°’m deaf, do
you? | said yes. You don’t want to argue, do
you?”

Kate murmured her thanks, feeling much aston-
ished and very imcomfortable at the oid gentle-
man’s conduct. Thus they sat in siience for a
long while, the little ofid man smoking like a
volcano. At length:

“ Are you hungry?” said he, abruptly.

“ Yes, sir,” said Kate, bethinking herself of her
bread.

“So am 1!” said the oid man, sUortly, at the
same lime resuming his smoking. Removing his
pipe after another pause, “ | have n’t had anything
to eat forone hundred years; | feel kind of empty,”
said he.

“ | should think so,” thought Kate to herself;

a pill, and then resumed his smoking as thoiigJ
nothing ofany note had occurred. Kate regarda
him with silent astonishmeiit.

“What are yon doing out in this
weather?” said the oid man, suddenly.

“ | carne to gather pine-cones to sell in ili)
town,” said Kate.

“You're afool!” snapped the oid man. *“ Ho)
do you suppose you can gather pine-cones ji|
twelve incites of snow, not to mention the drifts?'1

“ Nevertheless, sir, | have to get thc childreij
something to eat, and father ”

“ Oh! don’t bother me with that story!” sai
the oid man, impatiently. “ I know all about iif
Your father’s Peter Kurtz, isn’t he?”

“ Yes, sir." y

“Umph!" grunted the dwarf. Then, atel
another pause, “ go to the closct yonder, andiaki
one of the cups there, in return for the bread joij
gave me.”

kind o]
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| “ludeed, sir,” said Kate, earnestly, “ 1 do not
eforany return for ”
piDo as | tell you!” bellowed the dwarf, in a

[Kate crossed the room, opened the cupboard,
-what a sight met her eyes! All the dishes,
J|s, cups and saucers were of puré gold.

fi'Take one of the cups?” said Kate, inbreathless

jub!.

[“That’s what | said, was n’t it?” snarled the
ni “You are just like all women, never con-

¢niedwith what you receive.”

ICatherine was far too wise to answer foolish
jsewith useless excuse; she silently took one of
ebeautiful cups and put it in herbasket. She
j so overedme that she did not think of any

nird of thanks until she bad reached the door;
len, turning: “ May heaven bless you, sir,

“Shut the door 1” screamed the dwarf.
Kate hurried home, but before reaching the
*n she wisely covered the cup with snow, that
ogossiping neighbor might catch sight of it; for
;well knew that gossip was like the snow-ball
ul tlie little boys start rolling from the top of a
small in the commeficement, but sure to
| jonbefore it ends its course.
“Where have you been all this time?” whined
iPeter.
When Kate recounted her adventure, her father
lojuld hardly believe ber, and when she had care-
removed the snow from the cup, he could
Itaaily believe his eyes. He placed it upon the
llible, and then, sitting down in front of it, he ex-
Imined it with breathless astonishment and delight.
The cup was of solid gold, heavy and massive;
loived upon it in bold relief was a group of figures
litprescnting a host of little elvesat a banquet. So
Ireiiiistiely were they engraved that they appeared
Ittially lo move, and it seemed as though one
[tt«ildsilniosthear their laughter and talk. A glitter-
liji carved golden snake, curled around the brim
ccup, served as a handle; its eyes were two
lianonds. After Peter Kurtz had feasted his eyes
n this treasure for a long time, he arése sud-
ly, and, without saying a word, wrapped up
llb:cup in a napkin, drew his cowl more closely
limind his face, and, taking his staff, prepared to
ilovethe house.
“Where are you going, fether?” said Kate.
“lam goiiig,” said Pcter, “ to take this cup to
Iw master, the Bar6n von Dunderhead; that will
far more to our advantage than selling it to
jwepelty goldsmith or other?”
“Take care what you do, father1” said Kate,
Ifiidjy. “ | foresee that danger will come ofit, if
Jjwftilfill your intention.”

VoL V.—28.

CATHERINE.

409

“Bah!” said Peter, and, without deigning
another word, he marched out of the house; for
Peter, like a great many men in those days, had a
very poor opinién of the feminine intellect, and a
very good opinién of his own. So off he marched
boldly toward castle Dunderhead.

When Peter presented the golden cup to the
barén, with a low bow, that nobleman could not
find suffident words to exptess his admiration.
He sighed with rapture, and examined the cup
from every side with the ntmost minuteness.

“ Give this worthy man,” said he, “ four bags
of guilders; money is nothing to the acquisition of
such a treasure of bcauty.”

Here Peter secredy hugged himself, and chucklgd
at his daughter’swaming. Meanwhile, the barén
examined the cup with huge satisfaction. Sud-
denly turning to Peter, “ Where is the saucer?”
said he.

“Thesaucer?” repeated Peter, blankly.
you, my lord, it never had a saucer!”

“ Never had a saucer?” repeated the barén.
“You don’t mean to tell me that such a cup as that
was ever made without a saucer to go with it1”

“ Please

"hb bxakined with astonishment and ©eucht,

“ Nevertheless, my lord, / liave no saucer,”
Peter, humbly.

“ You are deceivingme,” said the bardn, sternly.
Then, fixing his eye upon poor Peter, “ Where
did you get that cup?” said he, abruptly. “ Me-
thinks you are rather a poor man to possess such a
treasure.”

“ Oh, good my lord !” cried poor Peter, “ lwill
tell you the whole truth. An oid man in the
forest gave it to my daughter Kate.”

“ Do you expect me to believe such a story as
that?” exclaimed the barén. “ You stole it, you

said
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thiefl” he roared, at the same time seizing Peter
by the collar. “Ho! guards 1l Arrest this man,
and throw him into the dungeon,” cried he to his
attendants.

“ Mercy! mercy, my lord!” cried poor Peter,
falling on his knees, Butthe guards dragged him
off in spite of his cries, and popped him into a
dungeon, where he was left to meditate over his
folly in not heeding his daughter’s advice.

Il.—The Goose that was to lay the

Golden Egg.

Catherine waited anxiously for her fatheris re-
turn, but her fears told her all when night carne
and he carne not.

After she had put the children to bed, having
given them each a piece of bread, which she had
borrowed from a kind neighbor, she threw a shawl
aiound her head and started off in the direction of
Castle Dunderhead, where her fears told her only
too plainly her father was. The bars of the dun-
geon Windows carne upon a level with the ground,
like those of a cellar.

“ Father 1” murmured Catherine.

“ Oh, Kate 1” was the response, followed imme-
diately by the sound of violent crying, and Cather-
ine knew her father was there. “ Oh, Katel if I
—1 had but *listened to you !” sobbed the poor
fellow; for, now that the discovery was too late to
avail him, he felt perfectly sure of his daughter’s
superior intelligence. Then, with much sobbing,
he recounted all the particulars of his interview
with the barén. “ Can’t you do something to get
your poor oid father out?” continued he.

Kate was thoughtful fora moment. “ Il try,
father,” said she, at length; and, bidding him a
hasty adieu, she hurried off. She ran, withoutstop-
ping, to where the little cottage stood in the forest;
but, as you have already probably guessed, the oid
man was the Kaboutermanneken, his day’s visit
was over, and he had descended once more into
the obscurity of the earth; consequently Catherine,
much to her peiplexity, could not discover the
little cottage. After vainly seeking for some time,
she at length saw the liopeiessness of her task, and
wended her way sorrowfully homeward. She lay
awake nearly all night, vainly cudgeling her brains
for some plan by which to deliver her father from
his confinement. At length an idea occurred to
her, and, smiling to herself, she turned on her
pillow and fell asleep until the sun shining in
hereyes awakened her. Then, arising, she donned
her best frock and neatest cap, and proceeded to
the Castle Dunderhead. She was directly pre-
sented to the bardn.

“ My lord!” said she, falling upon her knees.

. to her eyes as she spoke;

CATHERINE.

“Well, my pretty damsel,” said he; fot
looked very sweet in her saucy cap.

“ My lord,” continued she, and the tearsi
“ you have my fatheril
custody.”

“Ha |I” exclaimed the barén, frowning —* Prt,
Kurtz?”

“Yes, my lord.”

“ Bring forth Peter Kurtz 1” cried the bar6n i
the guard, and soon Peter made his appean
crying like a good fellow, “ Now that I have yoi
confronted with each other,” continued the
“ where did your father get that cup ?”

“He did not get it, my lord ; an oid man inthj
forest gave it to me,” answered Catherine.

“Humphl” grunted the barén. * Yourfethel
has taught you prettily,”

“ My lord,” resumed Catherine, “ 1 cametobir
my father’s liberty.”

“Ha'!” cried the bardn,
brought the saucer?”

“No, my lord.” The baron’s countenancefell]
“ But, if you release my father, we have a goose 3
home that I will give you, and every egg it will
lay for you shall be of puré gold.” The baion'l
countenance lifted again. “ This, my lord, | offg
you.”

Peter’s eyes had been opening in wide astonisl
ment as Kate proceeded.

“Why, Kate,” exclaimed he,
about "

“ Be quiet, father 1” said Catherine.

The bar6on thought Peter’s exclamation
from his regret at parting with such a treasure;
his eagemess ardse in proportion.

“ Can you swear to the truth of this?” aske®
the barén.

“1 can !” said Kate, firmly.

Peter could contain himself no longer.

“Why, Kate 1 how can you ”

“ Be quiet, father!” interrupted Catherine|
again.

“ He shall have his freedom,” cried the baiotij
eagerly, “ and the cup to boot.”

“We do not want the cup, my lord,” answereJ
wise Catherine.

“Yes, but we do!” cried Peter; for, asth
prospect of his pardon increased, respect for bl|
daughter’s wisdom diminished in direct ratio.

“ You shall have iti” cried the barén; “reis
him, guards I

“ One thing, more,” said Catherine; *“aprodaj
mation must be issued stating that you will nen
arrest my father again in connection with il"|
affair.”

“ It shall be done 1” said the bar6n: upon whit*
he dismissed them both with the golden cup, whici

eagerly, “ haveyoi

“/ dont knoij
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Ipeierhad accepted in spite of his danghteris prot-
jisiaiions.

That same afternoon the prociamation was
lissued, and Catherine carried a large gray goose to
Icaslle Dunderhead.

"Father,” said she, when she returned, “ since
lyciuhave accepted the golden cup, you must leave
llas place, for the bardn will always look enviously
jupén you. Had you left it with him he would
jliave paid no more attention to you, but now it is
jdifferent.”

“Why so?” said Peter; “hasn't the barén given
jtepromise tbat he will never arrest me or mine
jigain?  And about that goose "

“Never mind the goose, father,” interrupted

"A PAGB WAS APPOINTBO TO ESCORT IT.

Kate. “ | say again that every egg the goose lays
skltbe of puré gold.”

"Well, |’in sure | don’t understand it,” said
feier, testily; “ and, moreover, I am notgoing to
aeKaboutermannekensburg. The idea ofyour
tiying to teach me wisdom 1”

“No, | could never do that,” murmurcd Kate,
»itha sigh,

“No, | should think not, indeedl|” said Peter,
potnpously.

The barén could not make enough of his goose.
Hehad a splendid pen made for it, of ebony tnlaid
Whsilver, the nest was of purest eider-down, and
*spedal page was appointed to escort it every
“eming to the water and back. It was fed upon
fletherbs and sponge-cake ; it grew enormously
b; and, as time went on, its voice, its appetite,

lits healthy condition increased to an aston-

ingextent. Only one thing troubled the barén,
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and that was it did not lay. Every day he himself
went to the nestexpecting to find the much-looked-
for golden egg, and every day he did not find it.
So matters continued for a long time.

One morning, as Kate and her father were at
breakfast, a squad of soldiers, headed by the high-
sheriff, inarched into the house.

“ Peter Kurtz and Catherine Kurtz, you are to
consider yourselves under arrest,” said the sheriff.

“ But the bar6on has issued a proclamation that
he will never arrest me again,” said poor Peter.

“You are arrested,” continued the sheriff,
without paying the slightest attention to Peter,
“in the king’s flame, upon suit of the Barén von
Dunderhead, for obtaining goods under false pre-
tense.”

Catherine said never a word—not even “ | told
you so but submitted, whilst poor Peter cried
like a very child.

They were thrown into separare dungeons, in
default of bail. Not many days elapsed, how-
ever, before they were brought forth to be tried by
the grand tribunal.

The king sat upon a chair of state, with a learned
judge at each side, to decide the extraordinary
cases that were brought before him.

Peter and Catherine were led up to the bar,
the latter calm and collected, the former weeping
bitterly, and continually crying, “if I had but
minded her 1 if | had but minded her 1”

This doleful cry, which was continued in spite of
the violent vocifcrations of “ order in the court!”
at length aroused the king’s curiosity, and he in-
quired what he meant. Amid many sobs, Peter
contrived to tell the king the whole story. “ Had
| minded,” said he, in conclusiéon, “ when she
advised me not to take the cup to the barén; had
1 minded when she advised me not to receive it
back again; or, had | minded when she advised
rae to leave Kaboutermannekensburg, | had never
gotten myself into this trouble—miserable wretch
that | am 1”7 Here he commenced sobbing afresh
with great veheinence.

The king put on his spectacles and looked at
Catherine. “ Faithl” said he, “ thou art much
wiser than most girls of thy age, and—ahem 1 very
pretty, too, I vow I” Thcn, tumlng to the barén,
“ Prefer your charge, barén,” said he. Hereupon
the barén told how Catherine had given him the
goose for her father’s freedom and the golden cup,
and how she had sworn that every egg it should
lay would be of pur? gold.

“ Well,” said the king, “ did she forswear her-
self?”

“ N-no, not exactly,"” hesitated the baré6n.

“ | said that every egg it laid for you should be
of puré gold, did I not?” said Kate to the bardn.
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“Yes, you did,” snarled the whose
anger was commencing to boil.
“ And | say again,” said Kate, calmly, “ that
every egg it lays for you skallhe of puré gold.”
“Well, then, what iS the matter?” said the

king, scratching his nose in great perplexity.

barén,

‘THB KINC SAT UTON A CHAIR OF STATE,

“Why, your majesty,” bellowed the barén,
losing all control of himself, “ii isagander!"

The king burst into a roar of laughter.

“Faith!” said he, turning to Kate, “ thou art
the shrewdest maiden in the world.” Then, to the
barén: VThe maid was right, and every egg the
goose lays shall he of puré gold.” And so Bar6n
Von Dunderhead and his case were dismissed.

CATHERINE.

Catherine had made a great impression upJ
the king, both on account of her shrewdness afl
beauty; so, béing a joliy monarch, he concclvl.
the notion of marrying her to the heir apparenl
The heir apparent had no objection, and so tlJ
ceremony was consummated with great slle

WITH A LEARNED JVIIGE AT EACH SIDE."

Even to this day the good folk of the kingdom i
Kaboutermannekensburg look back with longind
to the time when Catherine the Wise was queenl
and ruled not only her husband, but his ktap|
dom also.

As for Peter, he was appointed lord chiefjustics,!
for One did not have to be very wise to be ajudgfj
in those days.

Opek the snowy little bed,
And put the baby in it;

Lay down her pretty curly head,
She ’ll go to sleep in a minute.

Tuck the sheet down round her neck,
And cover the dimples over,

Till she looks like a rose-bud peeping out
From a bed of sweet white clover.
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HOW THE STONE-AGE CHILDREN PLAYED.

By Charles C. Abbott.

Not long since | wandered along a pretty brook
Ithat rippled through a narrow valley. | was on
llitiookout for whatever birds might be wandering
liBtway, but sawnothing of special interest.  So,
|I(«liie away the time, | commenced geologizing;
ji,asl plodded along my lonely way, | saw every-
libere traces of an older time, when the sparkling
Iriwlet that now only harbors pretty salamanders
lias adeep creek, tenanted by many of our larger
lishes.

How fast the earth from the valley’s slopes may
liuvebeen loosened by frost and washed by freshet,
lud carried down to fill up the oid bed of the
liOMni, we will not stop to inquire; for other traces
Ititliis older time were also met with here. As |
liomedover the loose earth by the brook-side, and
Igathered here and there a pretty pebble, I chanced
lipon a little arrow-point.

Whocver has made a collection, be it of postage
Istamps or birds’ eggs, knows full well how securing
lofiecoveted specimen but increases eagemess for
lotiiers; and so was it with me, that pleasant after-
lioon. Just one pretty arrow-point cured me of
Iny laziness, banished every trace of fatigue, and

i me with the interest of eager search i and |

'and sifted and washed the sandy soil for

THB HATCHET.

| jirisalong the brook-sidc, until 1 had gathered
| “kastascore of curious relies of the long-departed
I®I'nen, or rather of the games and sports and
Ipstimesofthered men’s hardy and active children.

For centuries before Columbus discovered San
Salvador,the red men (orIndians, asthey are usually
called) roamed over all the great continent of

ARROW'HBADS.

North America, and, having no knowledge of iron
as a metal, they were forced to make of stone or
bone all their weapons, hunting and household
implements. From this fact they are called, when
referring to those early times, a stone-age people,
and so, of course, the boys and girls of that time
were stone-age children.

But it is not to be supposed that because the
children of savages they were altogether unlLke the
youngsters of to-day. In one respect, at least,
they were quite the same—they were very fond
of play.

Their play, however, was not like the games of
to-day, as you may see by the pictures of their
toys. We might, perhaps, cali the principal game
of the boys “ Playing Man,” for the little stone
implements, here pictured, are only miniatures of
the great stone axes and long spear-points of their
fathers.

In one particular these old-tirae children were
really in advance ofthe youngsters ofto-day; they
not only did, in play, what their parents did in e«

earnest, but they realized, in part, the results
of their playful labor. A good oid Moravian
missionary, who labored hard to convert these

Indians to Cliristianity, says; “ Little boys are fre-
quently seen wading in shallow brooks, shooting
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sraall fishes with their bows and arrows.” Going
a-fishing, then, as now, was good fun i but to shoot
hshes with a bow and arrow is not an easy thing to
do, and this is one way these stone-age children
played, and played to better advantage than most
of my young readers can.

Among the stone-age children’s toys that |
gathered that afternoon, were those of which we
have pictures. The first is a very pretty stone
hatchet, very carefullyshaped, and still quite sharp.
It has been worked out from a porphyry pebble,
and in every way, except size, is the same as hun-
dreds tbat still are to be found lying about the
fields.

No red man would ever deign to use such an
insignificant-looking ax, and so we must suppose it
to have been a toy hatchet for some little fellow
thatchopped away atsaplings, or, perhaps, knocked
over some poor squirrel or rabbit; forour good oid
Moravian friend, the missionary, also tells us that
“ the boys learn to climb trees when very young,
both to catch birds and to exercise their sight,
which, by this method, is rendered so quick that in
hunting they see objects at an amazing distance.”
Their play, then, became an excellent schooling for
Uiem; and if they did nothing hut play it was not
a loss of time.

The five little arrow-points figured in the second
picture are among those | found in the valley,
The ax was not far away, and both it and they
may have belonged to the same bold and active
young hunter. All of these arrow-points are very
neatly made.

The same missionary tells us that these young
red men of the forest “ exercise themselves very
early with bows and arrows, and in shooting at a
As they grow up, they acquire a remark-

mark.
able dexterity in shooting birds, squirrels, and
small game.”

Every boy remembers his first pen-knife, and,
whether it had one or three blades, was proud
enough of it; but how different the fortune of the
stone-age children, in this mjttcr of a pocket-knife.

PLINT KNIFR.

In the third picture is shown a piece of flint that
was doubtless chipped into this shape that it might
be used as a knife.

I have found scores of such knives in the fields
that extend along the little valley, and a few
carne to light in my search that afternoon in the

CHILDREN PLAYED.

[Aotn,

brook-side sands and gravel. So, if this chipMH
flint is a kmfe, then, as in inodern times, the chli
dren were whittlers.

Of course, our boys nowadays would be puaiej

PISH'HOOKS

to cut a willow whistie or mend the baby's °o-cait
with such a knife as this; but still, it wiil not doto
despise stone cutlery. Remember the big canoe at
the Centennial, that took up so much room in the
Government building. That boat, sixty feet long,
was made m quite recent times, and only stone
knives and hatchets were used in tlie proccss.

| found, too, in that afternoon walk, some curi-

,ously shaped splinters of jasper, which at first
did not seem very well adapted to any purpose;
and yet, although mere fragments, they had ever)
appearance of having been purposely shaped, and
not of accidental resemblances to a hook orsickle
blade. When | gothome, | read that perfect
spedmens, mine being certainly pieces of the same
form, had been found away off in Nonvay; and
Professor Nilsson, who has carefully studied the
whole subject, says they are fish-hooks.

Instead cf my broken ones, we have in the fourih
illustration some uninjured specimens of these fish-
hooks from Nonvay, Two are made of jlint, the
largest one being bone; and hooks of exactly the
same patterns really have been found within half
a mile of the littie valley | worked in that after-
noon.

The fish-hooks shown in our picture have been
thought to be best adapted for, and really usd
in, capturing cod-fish in salt water, and perch and
pike in iniand lakes. The broken hooks I found
were fully as large; and so the little brook that
now ripples down the valley, when a large stream,
must have had a good many big fishes in it of
the stone-age fishermen would not have brought
their fishing-hooks, and have lost them, along this
remnant ofa larger stream.

But it must not be supposed that only children
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| inthis by-gone era, did the fishing for their tribe.
| Justasthe men captured the larger gaine, so they
lodcthe bigger fishes; but it is scarcely probable
| that the boys who waded the little brooks with bows
and arrows would remain content with that, and,

n’T KNOW WHEN

TO STOP.
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long before they were men, doubtless they were
adepts in catching the more valuable fishes that
abounded, in Indian times, in all our rivers.

So, fishing, | think, was another way in which
the stone-age children played.

THE MAN WHO DID N'T KNOW WHEN TO STOP.

By M. M. D.

A very fair singer was Mynheer Scliwop,
Except that he never knew when to stop '
He would sing, and sing, and sing away,
And sing half the night and all of the day__

This “ pretty bit” and that “ sweet air,”
This “ little thing from Tootovére.”

Ah ! it was fearful the number he knew,
And fearful his way of singing them through.
At first, the people would kindly say:

“ Ah, sing it again,

Mynheer, we pray”__
[This “ pretty bit,” or that “ sweet air,”
This “ little thing from Tootovére”].

They listened a while, but wearied soon,

And, iike the professor, they changed their tune.
Vainly they coughed and a-hemmed and stirred;
Only ihe harder he trilled and slurred,

Until, in despair, and rather than -grieve

The willing professor, they took their leave.

And left him singing this “ sweet air,”
And that “ pretty bit from Tootovére;

And then the hostess, in sorry plight,
W hile yet he sang with all his might,
Let down the blinds, put out the light,

With “ Thanks, Mynheer1

Good-night! good-

night 1”7

My moral, dear singers, lies plainly a-top:
Be always obiiging, and willing—to stop.

The same wiul apply,

my dear children, to you;

W henever you Ve any performing to do,
Your friends to divert (which is quite proper, too).
Do the best that you can—and stop wken you ’re through.
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By Lizzie W. Champney.

" Boom-sr-oom, r boom-ciWjeuTi, r boom, boom, boom|
Zim-er-oom, a zim-cr-oom, a zim, zim, zim!”

iT was a familiar sound, that of the great bass-
drum. Puck Parker and Snarlyou and Kiyi had
all heard it, time and time again. These little
friends lived in Paris during the late war between
Germany and France, when the Germéan army was
besieging the city, and soldiers were always march-

“PUCK WAS LKANING OVER THE LI!TTLE CATE DJ THE
KITCHEN DOOR,"

ing about to the sound of the drum. This morn-
ing all three of them were at the kitchen door that
opened into the corridor, which led into the court
where you.had a view of the street. Snarlyou was
a little white Angora cat, and she puffed out her
tail and waved it angrily over her back as she
snaried fiercely at Kiyi, who was a litele Prussian
pup. Unlike the army he representad, he was
getting the worst of the fray, and stood yelping in
a cowardly way behind the scraper. Puck was
doing all he could to encourage the dog by waving
his porridge spoon at him, but it was ofno use.
Puck Parker was a fat-faced little boy, who was
leaning over the little gate in the kitchen door.
He had been very naughty this morning, having

run away with Kiyi, giving his nurse, Augustine
a regular hunt for him. She found hini at lay’
wandering quite independently iu beautiful Park
Monceaux, a favorite resort for nurses and bahie-
where she had often gone with him before; a,?|
she could have forgiven him easily enough forrun
ning away. had he not sprawled himself upon the
walk and kicked and screamed so that she could
scarcely get him home.

This Augustine was a peasant woman, and when i
a little girl she had tended the sheep in the mount-1
ains of Auvergne, wearing the picturesque peasant
costume and caiTying her distaff with hcr. She
now had two children of her own, and every mom-
ing early before they were up she would kiss them |
good-bye, leaving them in her sister’s charge whlLe |
she went to take care of the little American hoy, |
of whom she became very fond. She would ofteii |
tell stories to him and sing funny songs.

As we have said, Puck was leaning against the
little gate which had been placed across the door
to keep him from running away, though it ivasof|
no use now, for he was big enough to clitnb overit,
Augustine, to punish him for his naughtiness, as
well as to guard against such a thing happening
again that morning, had undressed him, knoivingj
that he would not be likely to run away with
nothing on but his little shirt,

At first, Puck was at a loss for amusement, and |
so waiidered disconsolately upstairs into his mam-j
ma's room. She was seated at his papa’s wtitinf-
desk, while in front of her lay lots of littie cards,
like this, “ Mr. and Mrs. Franklin Parker, P.P-C.”

Some of these she put into small envelopes, i
directed to people that she knew, and the rest shel
shut up in her card-case.

“ What are those ?" asked Puck.

“ These are cards,” said his mother, “ whiclil
your papa and | are sending to our friends, tolet |
them know that we are going away from the city.
The letters ‘P. P.C.” in the cérner stand for 'Pmr |
prendre congé,’ which is French for ‘To take
leave.””

“1s 00 doin away,” asked Puck, “ an’ me too?”

“Yes, you are going with us,” replied hiSi
mother,

“ Den me wants some tards, too,” said the liltle
fellow; and Mrs. Parker, taking a »umber ofblank
cards, wrote upon them, “ Puck Parker, p.P.C”

Cramming his mother’s work-basket upon bis |
comical little head, he seized his cards and tnidged
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away to distribute them among
his friends. If he could only
have gone out-of-doors, he could
have found friends enough to
have given them to; but he
knew that Augustine would not
relent so soon, and so contented
himselfwith carrying them down
to Snariyou and Kiyi. But they
were both out in the court, and
would not come to him, even
when he dropped porridge on
the steps to tempt them.

Puck did not have many op-
portunities todistributehis cards,
for the next day, while he was
at dinner with his father and
mother, they all heard a sound
which went

‘Boom~x)oin, a boom-er-oom 1
A boom! boom! boom!"

It sounded as if some one was
playing an immense bass-drum,
a long way off, and playing very

slowly.
“ Listen 1” Puck’s father ex-
plained. “ It is time we were

off; there are the cannon again,
outside of the city.”

And so that very afternoon
they left Paris. Can you guess
how ? Not by the railway, or
by boat, or by 6mnibus, or by
any ordinary means of travel.
Guess again—something queer
this time. Not perched on the
back of a dromedary, or sent by
express labeled “ This side up
with care, C. O. D.,” or tele-
graphed, or shot through the air
in a bomb-shell, though the last
is something like it. Yes, you
are right now; they i/tig go by
balloon.

There were Puck and his father
and his mamma, and an accom-
plished aeronaut to guide the
balloon, which was one of the
best kind, and, as the professor
said, perfectly easy to manage.
You know, perhaps, that during
the siege of Paris it was almost
impossible for any one to leave
the city unless he went up in a
balloon, and fioated off above
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the besieging army. A great many persons escaped
from Paris in this way.

Poor Augustine was very soiTy to lose little Puck,
who gave her one of his cards when he hade her
good-bye j and Kiyi set up a doleful howl when
they all left the court, as though he knew he should
never see them again.

W hen everything was ready, the balloon rose
into the air, and Puck nestled down in his mcthePs
arms and watched the ground and the roofs of the
houses sink away beneath him. That is, he looked
over the side ofthe car once, and saw them falling;
but it made him dizzy, and he did not try it again.
His mother saw the sick look about her little boy’s
mouth, and said, pleasantly :

“Isn’t it nice? It’s better than having wings.
And then you can make believe you are in a big
ship | see all those ropes stretching away up there;
they look just like cigging.”

Puck gave a quick, frightened glance up, then
shuddered and said, faintly :

“ Yes, it’s awful nice; but me’s *fraid, and SO
coid.”

The coid was, indeed, intense; and his mamma
wrapped Puck as warmly as she could in a shawl,
and held him tightly, and very soon lie was fast
asleep. When he awoke, he found that his mother
was also asleep, and his father was holding him.
He had forgotten all about the balloon while he
was asleep, and so looked dazed and startied when
he opened his eyes ; and his father, to keep up his
failing courage, sang cheerEy ;

“Up in a balicen, boys,
Up in a ballooo,

All among che UtUe stars
That tvpinlic round ihe moon.™»

“Don’tseeany stars crinkle,” said Puck; “ nuffin
but ugly gray fog.”

. His mother awoke just then, and she caught her
breath with a gasp as she looked up, for all the
rigging of the imaginary ship had disappeared, and
a dense fog was folded ciése around them. The
balloon seemed, too, to have met with a new cur-
rent of tvind, for it was rushing along with fearful
velocity, whlther,—even the professor himselfcould
not guess. Looking downward, they saw the same
impenetrable fog, and the professor concluded to
let the balloon drift on in its course for a while.

Presently, Puck exclaimed; ‘“Mamma, don’t oo
hearze bears g’owl?” For some time, the others
had heard a low menacing grumble. It sounded
like the roar of machinery, with the falling of a
heavy trip-hammer at regular intervals, and it
seemed possible that they were in the vicinity ofa
manufacturing town. There was a little light in
the eastem horizon, and Puck suddenly exclaimed,

“ T’ere’s anoder b’loon1” It was the full mogn,
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instead, that tose majestically, and the fog seemJ
to be disappearing. Looking down, the professj
thouglu he could see the land, and he allowed iH
balloon to slowly descend. By and by, they coui
all see that the ground was marked with whia
streaks and spots, which they dupposed to be snoJ

Lower and lower sank the balloon, and sti]
Puck’s bears continued to “ g’owl,”

Suddenly, the professor uttercd an exclamaiol
of horror—only two words, “ The sea!” But thel
sounded like a sentence of doom to the travelerj
They were floating over a wide and angry sea!

The professor threw overboard a bag of ballas)
and the balloon darted upward again into spaca
W here were they ? Was it the Bay of Biscal
the North Sea, the English Channel, or the opei
Atlantic ?

Very soon, the balloon began to descend again
The roar of the waves was louder than ever, anj
they beat the same tune that the great bass-drug
and the cannon had played :

“ Boom-eP“Oom, a boom”r-oom J
A boom ! boom! boomI”"—
for they were striking against a rocky wail, and tbi
white cliffs of Dover rose ghostly in the innonligh:
before them.

The professor threw overboard his last bag o]
bailast; Puck hid his face in his mother's dres;
whiie she, in the presence of that mighty dangei!
sang a hymn. Mrs. Parker was one of th|
singers in the choir of a church at Paris, and hef
voice had been much adraired; but she had nevd
sung before as she sang now. Her voice was siia
tained instead ofdrowned by tbe roar of the sea
and was re-echoed back from the rocky cliff maij
velously clear and puré, as she sang“ Save me
O God, from waves that roll.”

Slowly the balloon seemed to climb that sheeij
chalky precipice, frightening the sleepy sea-guU
from their nests, but never grazing against the wall|
as it seemed as if it inevitably must. Slowly
reached the summit, paused a moment poised o]
the edge, then swept landward a little way, whei
the guide-rope (which had been dragging in thj
water) caught on the rocks, and it stopped. Thl
professoropened the escape-valve, and theyalightel
from the car, and then walked to the brink of thj
abyss and, silendy and solemnly, looked down.

This was the last of aerial navigation that anyoj
the party ever indulged in. The professor packe
up his balloon and went to the United States t|
exhibitit. Puck Parker left one of his “P. P.Cj
cards in the car of the balloon, and his parentf
were glad enough to get to a land where they dij
not forever hear the “ Boom-er-oom, a boom-e:|
oom, aboom, boom, boom,” and the “ Zim-er-oon
a zim-er-oom, a zim, zim, zim.”
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EASTER EGGS.

By Clara W. Raymond.

Dear Grandpa Lee, witli little Grace,
Followed lite path-way to the mili;

Bright daisies starred the shady lafie,
And now and then a bird would trill.

Once, when a birdling spread its wings,
She said, “ All things are feir and gay,—
The sky so blue where birdie sings1”
Said grandpa, “ This is Easter Day.”

Thus happily they onward went,
Till Grace cried, “ There is little Katc,
And Frank and Nellie, too—and oh 1
Nell’s swinging on the garden gate!”

As Gracc and grandpa carne in sight,

The little ones to meet them sped,—
Their eager, prattling lips apart,

Eyes flashing bright and cheeks rose-red.

‘Oh. grandpa! in the liedge we’ve found
Four Easter eggs, all colored blue;
They ’re in the sweetest little nest;
We want to show our prize to you 1”

Said grandpa, “ Touch thera not, my dears;
Those eggs God dyed with colors rare;
The inother-bird will soon come back.
And guard her nest with loving care.

' These Easter eggs, in leaf-hid nests,
Imprison countless song-birds bright,

That soon will break the tinted shell
And rise and sing in joyous flight.”
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A VISIT TO A LONDON DOG-SHOW.

By” aura Skeel

Some years ago | went to see a great dog-show
at the Alexandra Palace, in the north of London.

My friend Charley, a bright boy who knows the
way all over this part of the city, was my escort.
We concluded to go to the show by the under-
ground railroad, and at half-past one o’clock we
were at the station called South Kensington. We
bought our tickets there, and passed through gate-
ways where men in unlform examined our tickets,
allowing but one person to pass at a time, then
descended two long flights of stone steps, and went
down, down, into the subterranean station.

Although it is nearly forty feet below the sur-

A BLACK AND WHITE SETTER-

face, daylightis let in from above at this station,
as in many ofthe others on the line.

Before and behind us we could see the great
black-mouthed tunnels, through which the trains
were constantly passing.

W hen 6ur train arrived we quickly found seats in

Pomeroy.

a car, or carriage, as they cali them here, andwetel
soon rushing along underground.

Now and again we carne out into thc openaitl
for a while; soon we were at Bayswater, thenatl
King’s Cross, at which station we got out oftiiel
car and climbed up the iron stairs to the earth's|
surface again.

From King’s Cross to Alexandra Palace \Kisa|
ride of about twenty minutes more, this time onal
railroad which ran, for some distance, above
face of the earth. We sped above the tops ofsmok;|
houses, by sooty walls, througli egg-shaped tun-|
neis, beyond all these to the open country, where|

were smooth green grass, groupsofj
picturesque trees, and tangled hedges. |

The train stopped at thc station|
called hluswell Hill, on which ist
the new Alexandra Palace—a la
red-brick building at the top of thtl
hill. It is not so extensivo as
Crystal Palace at Sydenham, but, likel
it, is covered over with glass, and ar+
tains tropical plants, many palm-Irees, |
several theaters and lecture-rooms,;

a large bazaar with gay booths, dj
which you can buy almost anything|
you wish for.

As we approached the central pat|
of the hall, a deafening chorus ofdt
yelping, barking, growling and how-1
ing, assailed our ears. The stalls il

which the dogs were chained were airangedto|
form several aisles. They faced each other, witha
wide passage-way between, for the crowd of specta-1
tors.The stallswere open, and each one had from|
one to five animals chained in it.

The persons who exhibited dogs numbered o*
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Lousand and thirty-nine, and, as each exhib-
lor sent several of his animals, you can roughly
iiimate the immense number of dogs brought
Lether.

It made my heart ache at first to see the poor
Tsalures jumping and pulling at
fieir chains. Some looked worried
,nd excited, and some of them

‘cmed bored to death, surly and
A.ntemptLious, as if saying, “ Go
luay, or I will bite you if you stare

me a moment longer; ” and some
.erc suiky and tumed their backs,
fidirg their noses in the straw.

The little puppies slept uncon-
iciously through it all, while the
jolhcr dogs struggled with their
:hains and barked furiousty.

There ivcre greyhounds,—great,
lall,slender creatures, that looked as
,they could run a mile a minute,—

Jeer-houiids, beautiful pointers, set-

tets, retrievers, and otter-hounds. These last were
lingerous, and were kept in wire cages. There
leere bull-terriers, fox-terriers, spaniels, white and
black Ncwfoundlands, shepherd dogs, mastiffs, and
fioree bull-dogs that looked as if they would be
adto eat you without ceremony.

There was every variety of lap-dog, and among
themthe tiniest little Italian greyhound,—not more
libaneight inches long. This last was like a por-
Icclain toy dog, and looked brittle, as if its thin
tlegswould snap if much handled. | did not think
litapretty pet; it seemed too fragiie to play wi,th.

A very different creature was a Siberian grey-

A BLACK AND WHITB POINTBR-

lhound, about four feet and a half tall, with a long,

| Wif-shaped nose, and covered with bluish, short,
| tarty hair
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The pet dogs called “ pugs” had short, black
noses, turned up in about as much of a curl as
their tails. Their faces were sooty-black, and
shone as if polished with a brush. They curled up
their black lips, showing two small, very white

AN IRISH SBTTF.R.

teeth, with the tip of a pink tongue banging out
of the mouth, the most comical, and at the same
time, the ugUest little beasts one ever saw.

They were straddled upon showy vclvet cushions,
with their forc-paws wide apart, and their round,
black eyes looking straight at you, snarling all the
time, but not changing their position, being too
fat and lazy to move.

All the black-and-tan terriers had their ears so
cut as to make them very sharp and pointed.

There were beautiful spaniels of all shades, and
little Maltese terriers. One of these was a perfect
beauty. Its hair was like spuu glass, of a bluish,

pinkish gray, snow-white inthepart-
ings. When it trotted about, it
looked like an opal, or a piece of
live Venetian glass. Its fiame ought
to have been “Jewel,” for it looked
like one.

The King Charles spaniels were
very like lovely English blondes,
with their golden-brown ears hang-
ing like long curls on each side of
their innocent, milk-whice faces.
They had soft, hazel eyes, of niclt,
ing tendemess, like those of the
prettiest little giri-baby.

Most of these lay upon hand-
somely embroidercd cushions, with
the dog’s fiame neatly worked in
front. One faiiy'-like specimen had
the fiame “ Pixie” worked in silver

letters on a sky-blue velvet ground. Another tiny
creature looked like a snow-white ball of floss silk,
rolled up in a basket of quilted blue satin.
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Ladies’ maids were seated in chairs beside these
dainty pets, with ivory-handled brushes and tortoise-
shell combs, to arrange their curls; for many of
them wore each a little top-knot curl, tied with a
scarlet, pink, or blue ribbon, as best became the
wearer’s complexién.

I could think of nothing but a dancing-school
exhibition or a chidren’s ball, where niirse-maids
sit by their charges, to keep their pretty finery in
orden . So choice were some of these doggies that
they were covered with glass cases, open at the top.

The grandest of all the dogs—the one | would
have liked best to have—was a fine St. Bernard,
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not bitten, for every little while you would sef,i
sudden falling back of the crowd, and hearashaml
growl from some angry animal who was beii
teased, or was impatient to go home.

The bloodhounds were the fiercest and roosjl
sullen-looking of all. They did not join jntgel
general barking and uproar, but kept their heads|
buried in the straw. Once, as we were watchinfl
them, away offin a remo6te end of the building, aa
acrobat began his performance of walking on
rope and jumping through rings, high up in tie
air. Then these hounds suddenly lifted themselves
erect, and, fixing their sharp eyes on that llitle

HSAP OF ULOODMOUND,

of a tawny color, with white spots, and a grand,
noble head. He sat up on his haunches and
allowed every one to come and pet him, lifting
his big, honest paw, as if to shake hands with the
little children, and wagging his tail slowly back
and forth in a very dignified manner. W hat deep
brown eyes he had, and what a soft, warm breast!

The Prince of Wales sent two black and brown
Thibet mastiffs from the north of India. They
had long, black lips, and vs-ore a very stern, dark
exprcssion.  The Princess of Wales, also, sent a
snow-white Russian wolf-hound.

Some of the dog-stalls were labeled “ danger-
ous,” and | wondered that many of the persons
who poked at the inmates with their canes were

red and blue speck of a man suspended in the air,
set up a loud, long, unearthly howl, which all lhe i
other dogs'took up, and for a few minutes the
sounds shook the whole palace, like the roar ofall,
the wild beasts of the forest.

By and by four o’clock carne, and the oivnersoi |
the dogs carne in to take thcm home. Hoivg
they were to see them ! They jumped up, rold |
about, licked their keepers’ hands and fae
whining and yelping for joy. One dog, who had i
not been sent for, was jealous to see his neighbor |
petted. He growled at every loving caress, and sai |
snarling in bis cérner, discontented and soiir, till he
sasv hb own master, when he broke into a howl cf |
intense delight and tugged furiously at his ohain.
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A FAIR OR SRANIELS.

When the loig hampers were brought to confine
the dangerous ones, and the collars and chains
«ere being unfiistened, what a rollicking, rushing
timeitwas | The glad creatures jumped and gal-
loped all the way to the station.

The train was full of dogs—they were every-
where. Eager to be off, they were hurrying up
aod down the platform, dancing about the ticket
offices, racing over trunks, for all the world like
boys let out of boarding-school going home for
ihe holidays.

Wesaw their impatient faces pushing outofevery
car-ynndow, their tails wagging out of every door.

Agentleman in our carriage had two little mites
otterriers in his overcoat pockets. One, he said,
las a Skye, and the other a Yorkshire, terrier.
Uile Skye was tired and sleepy, and showed just
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the tip of his nose and one ear above the pocket;
but little Yorkshire was perfectly wild with fun.
He had on a small brown blanket, bound with
scarlet braid, which his master said was his new
Ulster coat.

He began his pranks by putting his nose in
Cliarley’s pockets, looking for a shilling. Not
finding one, the gentleman sent him into his own
coat pocket, whence, after burrowing and tugging
for a while, out he carne, with a coin between his
teeth, which he held tight and would not give up.
His master said that when the dog found a piece
of money he went alone to the cake shop, and
the baker would give him a cake, which he would
run home with and eat up immediately, being par-
ticularly fond of sweets. He was two years and a
half oid, ten inches long, with yellowish hair, which
hung in a fringe over his mischievous black eyes.
He was elastic as a ball of wool, and looked very
much like one.

But we had to part company with him at King’s
Cross Station, where his owner put him in his
pocket again, and bade us good-bye. We could
see the tip of the little tail wagging till we lost
sight of him in the distant crowd.

It would take a long tiine to even mention all
the handsome dogs, and many ofthe young readers
of St, Nicholas will not need to be told more
about them, as there have been several dog-shows
in America since the time .when Charley and | saw
the one in the Alexandra Palace at London. The
boys and girls who visited any one of the dog-

shows held recently in New York, Boston, and
other American cities, will no doubt remember
many interesting and curious sights. But they did

not have a greater treat than Charley and | had,
all for the small price of one English shilling.

SKYE TBRRIEE

d
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MERRY RAIN.

By Fleta

SpRINKLE, sprinkle, comes the rain,
Tapping on the window-pane j
Trickling, coursing,
Crowdingi foreing
Tiny riOs
To the dripping window-sills.

Laughing rain-drops, light and swift,
Through the air they fall and sift;
Dancing, tripping,
Bounding, skipping
Thro’ the Street,
With their thousand merry feet.

Forrester.

Every blade of grass around
Is a ladder to the ground;
Clinging, striding,
Slipping, sliding,
On they come
W ith their busy zip and hum.

In the woods, by twig and spray,
To the roots they find their way;
Pushing, creeping,
Doubling, leaping,
Down they go
To the waiting life below.

Oh, the brisk and merry rain,
Bringing gladness in ils train1
Falling, glancing,

Tinkling,

dancing

All around,—
Listen to its cheery sound !

DRIFTED
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By Edwin Hodder.

Chapter V.
A CATASTROPHE.

Blackeock School could never be the same
pg>into Howard.  Although he had “ the answer
lconscience” in regard to the matters im-
against him, -he could not but feel that,
dieress he once could challenge all the world
lijsmst holding a suspicion of his jntegrity, now
Itoe might be many who were in a state of doubt
Isio whether he were trustworthy or not.
| Hegrew dull and somber, and, although he had
lsatisfaction of knowing that no cloud of distrust
IWed over his home circle, he could not shake
I"that uneasy feeling which haunted him, and
| none know how to appreciate save those who
[“«been wrongfuUy suspected.
I'wes the early summer season, and the time
I**coraing round for those school sports which
ItSMIly sink everything else into forgetfulness.

VoL, V.—29.

The cricket matches were planned, the bathing
and boating season had comraenced, the woods
were green with summer verdure. In former years
Howard and Digby always had thrown themselves
heart and soul into all the sports, as leaders of the
school. But now neither took much interest in
things of the kind. Digby was morose and sullen,
while Howard was sad, and unusuaily depressed.

| have said that the bathing season had com-
menced at the school, notwithstanding the fact
that the weathet was so changeable as to be one
night as coid as October, and the next morning as
hot as July. But 1 have not yet described the
ljathing-place, and, perhaps, | should have done
so at the commencement of the story, as it accounts
for the somewhat singular iame of the school.

The river ran Just at the end of the school
grounds, within a stone’s throw of the favorite
lounging-place of the boys, under the elms. The
river bar.k at that part was very steep, and just
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under the clump of trees a huge black rock, fern-
grown and slippery, stretched out into the river.
At one side of this rock the bank shelved down,
gradually and cvenly, into a large basin or hole,
partially overhung by the trees, and quite out of
the rapid current of the river.

This was the bathing-place, and it was one of the
best | have ever seen. The boat-houses were
about halfa mile down the river, and bathing and
boating were two of the spedal features of Black-
rock sports. The Doctor maintained (as every
sensible person ought), that while cricket and foot-
ball are desirable, swimming is essential, and he
laid it down as a rule that everybody should learn
to swim, and that on no account should a boy be
allowed to enter a boat until he was a sufiiciently
good swimmer to get safely to shqre, should his
boat be upset.

Monday morning was as bright and warm as the
previous evening had been coid and miserable.
Lessons were studied in the grounds instead of in
the class-rooms, and when the breakfast bell rang,
there were not a few who were talking about the
forthcoming bath and the evening rosv.

At prayers, Dighy was absent. Not for the first
time, within tlie recollection of many; ljut as he
had not sent in any excuse for non-attendance,
Howard and McDonald, who occupied the rooms
next to his, were asked if they knew what had be-
come of him. Neither ofthem did, but McDonald
remarked that he was up earlier than usual, which
was not considered at all remarkable, as the morn-
ing was deliciously warm and bright.

The Doctor looked displeased, but no furtlier
notice was taken before the boys, although he had
made up his mind to administer a serious caution
to Master Digby for irrcgularities, which latterly
were becoming so frequent as to cali for special
notice.

The time for bathing was fixed for an hour after
breakfast, the doctor holding that while the weather
was unsettled, and the water coid, bathing was
more bcneficial a little while after a light meal
than before.

A rush was made to the clump of trees, and a
pell-mell scampcr down the steep bank. When
Mr. Featherstone, one of the masters, carne up
two minutes after with some of. the older boys,
amongst whom were Martin and Howard, he was
surprised to hear his iame called loudly by severa!
of the boys.

“Wh.at 's wrong?” he asked.

“ Digby Morton’s clothes are on the bank,”
cried Aleck Fraser, excitedly, “ but we can’t see
bim anywhere.”

Mr. Featherstone had all his wits about him.
He knew the rough stepping-places up to the head
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of the Blackrock, from which he could sean thc
river up and down. In a moment he was standing |
on the rock, carefully taking within his vieiv ewty |
yard of ground within range; but he couid sg |
nothing of Digby. v

“ Martin Venables,” be shouted from the rock
“run to the house, and ask the Doctor tocome'
here at once. Howard and Aleck hurry down to
the boat-house, and inquire about Mortoii. Send
the boatman up at once with boals and nen
McDonald and Marsden, go up to thc meadow *
dell and search. Look sharp, all of you!”

Swiftly sped the boys on their exciting errands,
while Mr. Featherstone remained upon tlie rock
and the other boys with hushed whispors talked
together in little groups, or looked into the watet-
holes with half-averted eyes.

Howard and Martin were the first to return, both
fiushed with anxious excitement. Thcn carne the
Doctor, sadly out of breath, and much distressed.

“But Digby is a good swimmer, is he not?”
asked the Doctor.

“ Few better in the school,” answered Mr. Feath-
erstone. “ | don't like to think of thc svorst, it
there are strong eddies in the pool this inorning,
and the river runs at a furious rate after the heavy
rain. My fear is that he left the pool, and wes
caught by an eddy, and swung upon the rocks.
In that case he may have been rendercd insensible,
and so have been drowned.”

The boys returned one after another, and each
unsuccessful.  The boatmcn soon arrived.

“Have you heard or seen anything this morn-
ing of Mr. Digby?” asked the Doctor of Mason,
the manager of all the boating arrangements oflhe
school;

“No, sir; but my man, who was agoing out to
see after his Unes, about six this morning, said as
how he see something dark floating down the river,
but he did n’t pay much heed to it, till he called it
to mind when the young gentlemen carne down
just now, and said as how Mr. Digby were missing.”

“Then, should we not commence the search low
down the river ?” asked the Doctor.

“ T aint no manner of use,” answered Mason;
“ with the current runnin’ like this, he’d be Bn
mile away and more, by this time, if it 'vas him
or more likely out at sea, as the tide 'vould hae
met the river by this time. But you see, sir, it
might n't have been him after all, for there s lolso
snags and things floating down this morning afw

But Dr. Brier would leave no stone unturneo.
Messengers were sent on horseback to every toni
and village on either side of the river, for twenty
miles down; the riverwas dragged; boatmenwere
sent out to search; everything that could be dore
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wescionc. But the afternoon carae and no tidings.
Messengers were sent early to Mr. Morton. All
ihetowns and villages around were in excitement,
but notliing came of il, and by evening the convic-
lionwas lidme home to every heart, too clearly for
hope lo set aside, that Digby Morton was dead.

Chapter VI.
a break-up.

Pacing up and down the riverbank in a terrible,
excitement, or sitting in some solitary place with

IN A MOMKIIT,

W eyes staring vacantly, or with head buried in
bistrembling hands, through which the tearswould
trickle, a man might have been seen haunting the
nagliborhood of Blackrock. It was Mr. Morton,
so aliered that those who knew him best almost
hiled lorccognize ii* him the same man.

let Snot inquire too navvowly into the causes
of thisrcmarkable' cbange.

It was not until all hope with regaid to the
tccQuery of Digby’s body was abandoned, that it
*3Sso strikingly apparent. At first there was the
Kbellious cry from his heart, “ It cannot be true;
Itshall not be true,” and then a gentler and more
subdued frame of mind ensued, as he prayed, “ Oh
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that it may not be true,” until at length it was use-
less to hope against hope, and the strong man
bowed down his broken heart, as he said, “ O God !
itis true.”

And what of Ethel ?

It was her first loss, poor child, and her first con-
tact with a great appalling sorrow. She ivas pcr-
plexed and stunned with the dreadful blow. She
seemed utterly alone now; whether or not she
really could have relied on Digby in the past for
advice and guidance, does not matter—she felt she
could, and now this source of rebanee had gone.

MR. FEATHtRSTONE WAS STANOING ON THE ROCK.

Her father was changed, so changed that hc'seemed
almost a stranger, and now in this crisis of her
need she felt that he could yield neither help fior
sympaihy to her, while she was impotent to minis-
ter to him.

It was well for Ethel that at the time of her sad
visitto Blackrock, Madelcine Greenwood was there,
for in her she found »i companion of her own age,
and a comfortcr as well as friend.

As the time drew near for Mr. Morton to return
to Aslilcy House, the attachment which had sprung
up bctween the two girls became closer and more
intimate, and when Ethel returned to Ashley House,
it was a very great satisfaction to her to have
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Madeleinc with her fot- a lengthened visit, a con-
cession which Mr. Morton could not deny to her
earnest entreaties.

The clotlies of pooi- Digli)', liis books and school
treasures, were packed up and sent away. The
Doctor held a funeral service witli the boys on tbhe
Sunday after the catastrophe, and addresscd them
briefly, but with great earnestness and emotion, on
the loss they had sustained, and the awful sudden-
ness of death, urging upon all the nccessity of
preparation, as none knew the day fior hour when
the changc would come.

A week later a marble column was raised upon
the spot where the cidthes were foimd, bearing this
simple inscription: “ In loving memory of D. M.,
who was drowned while bathing, June 18, 18 — .
aged 17 years.”

On the evening of the day when the stone was
raised, Martin and Howard sat together beside it.

Howard was very palé, and looked as if he liad
gone through a severe illness. He sat for some
time gazing at the monumecnt, unti! a tear tliramed
his eye.

“ My good fellow,” said Martin, “ why do you
give way toso much useless regret? You ave so
morbidly sensitive that you seem. to blame yourself
as though you had been guilty of poor Digby’s
death.”

Howard made no reply to liis friend’s remark,
and for some moments remained quite silent. Then
he said: “ Martin, | shall never forgive myself
about poor Digby. | fear | have wronged him.”

“You wronged him ? What do you mean ?”

“ 1 mean that in that miserable affair about the
miniature, 1reflected the blame in somedegree upon
him; | could not at the lime help tliinking that
he knew something about it, and | fear | caused a
wrong suspicion to rest on him.. It is useless to
give way to regret, but 1 do so srish | could speak
to him just once-again, to say tliat 1 now feel that
I wronged him by my suspicions.”

“ Are you quite satisfied in your own mind, that
you did wrong him?” asked Martin.

“Yes; something has happened which | have
not mentioned to a soul, and shall not, except to
you. Since poor Digby’s death, | have lost my
overcoat. | wore it on that coid Sunday night,
and afterward hung it up in my room. | should
not have missed it, but tliat I had left in the pocket
my Bible—you remember the one, jt was given to
me by my father when I firsf left home for school.
| have searched everywliere for the coat, and can-
not find it. It isa great loss to me, for | would
have parted with anything else in the world rather
than lose that Bibic.”

“ Have you not incntioncd it to my Unele?”
asked Martin, his face taking on a sharper look.
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“No; he isworried and sad as it is, and | hate
the idea of reflecting upon fellows in the school.
It will turn up in time, perhaps, but I can’t helpi
thinking that there must be some thief in the
school, and that the coat has gone where the minia-
ture went.”

“ 1 really think it would be well to tell the Doc1

tor,” said Martin. »
“Well, I may do so yet; but we break up next |
week, and if the truth should not be distovered,

eevery boy will leave with a suspicion resting upon

him,—for this is not confined to the t'venty,—and ii

will do the school a great injury. But I tell it lo

you, Martin, because as | shall not return after this |
term, you know, you can keep youreyes openin.
case anything should turn up about it.”

“Whata wretched break-up we are having, alto-
gether !” said Martin, after a little pause, in which
he was thinking whether to take Howard’s tiewof
the case, or to still pfcrsuade him to make the matter |
known. “ A break-up of Mr. Morton’s home; 3
break-up of the Doctor’s health, | fear, for all this I
anxiety has distrcssed himsadly; and a break-up
of our little fraternity here, for now that you are
going, and Digby gone,'and Aleck Frascr is on
the move, our ‘set” will never be made up again.
I hope, though, that our friendship will not be
broken up.”

‘It never shall, if 1 can help it,” said Howard;
“and now while we are talking about it, will you
promise to write to me, and tell me all'about the
school, as long as you stay in it, and about the
Doctor, and Mrs. Brier, and especially all about
yourself?”

The promise was duly made, and imlike many ,
promises of asimilar natuve, was faithfully fulfilled.

The day before the brcaking up, Dr. Brier asked
Howard lo speak with him in the library.

“ My dear Howard,” said the Doctor, putling |
bis hand oit bis shouldei-, “ |1 cannot let you leae
the school without telling you how deeply I regret
parting with you. Yourcondiict has always been
cxemplary, and vyour iiifluence beneficial in the
school. | am sorry that the clouds have gathered .
round us so darkly lately, but some day we shall |
see through them, if we cannot at preseni. Iwant |
you to know that throughout, | consider youto 1
ilave held a manly and a Christian couise, and |
you have my unqualified approval of your conduci,:
as you have my sincere belief :n tlie uprightness I
and integvity of your character. God blessyn,
my dear lad, wherever you go, and make those 1
principies which have distinguished you in |
school-lifc, nseful to the svorld, in whatevcr partot 1
it your lot may be castl And now | wish togi't [
you this little present, as a token of friendship-
and let it serve as a reminder to yon, that as iooS
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& | Uve, | shall be glad and thankful to serve
you." .
Itwas a handsome set of books the Doctor gave
and more than all his other treasures of
prizesand friendly presents, was this one preserved,
(britassured him that the Doctor, who never said
«hat he did not believe, regarded him with the
same trust as ever.

Chapter VIL

A LETTER, and a fatal CHASE.

Three months had passed since the break-up
al Blackrock school, and Martin had faithfully ful-
fiillcdhis promise to keep up a brisk correspondence
irithhis oid friend. Butno Ictter gave Howard a
keener pleasure, than thc one from which the fol-
lowing cxtracts are taken, and which will connect
lhe history of events;

To Howakii Pembbrton.

Mv UEAR O Id Chum ; Every day | secm lo miw you more and
nore, acia 1 only wish the dme had come ibi me lo chrow off schoo]
and lake luy plunge, as you have done, iiiio the great stienm of life.
| doft’t lakc an Interest in aoyihlng now; even cricket is a bore, and
Ou caiks aboui formIng: for foot*bali fall to start me up. The Doctor
<vidently mUses you, and very often inquires after your wel&re. He
i8nothiinselfatall. 1 ihink ihe end of last term shook him a grcAt
daL Mn” Brier is as she always was. | don’t know what some of
WBwQuld do without her.

Is Dci my cousin speuding a very long time at Abhley House? |
ihink1lold you 1 was inviced to go and see her thcrc, and I could
wriceyou 2 doren pages or more about ihe vUU, Iftime allowed”but
i(doesn't Madeleine and Eihel are as thick as ihieves. | can
quitebelieve (hat my couslo has cheered and helped them all very
ainchin this time of their great tifal, and | doo't wonder atany girl
krring her, for she is afirst*mte companion, and,as good as she is
bnuuful,

lhatia iong chat wiih Mr. Murtén, and he appeared lo be much
ioteiesled fii hearing me lalk of poor DIgby's ways and doings
snongstus. Bul you hardly know sometines whether he s awake
orsskep wheu you are lalking to him, for he keeps his head buried
iohb hands. He seems rcgularly smittcn down, poorman ! He is
alkiegoi going abroad for some months, and 1 ihink it will do him
gooi If he goes, Itwillonly be upon the condition that Madeleine
sbys wilh F.thel. 1 should u’t be surprised if she wcrt to become a
pennanent rcsldent iheie.

I don'tknow If you ever heard Madeleine's history.
larone, like myown. Hecr father and my father were partnccs in
bjancsi A fire rulned them both: and, as you know, an accident
«oikertlway occurred which proved fatal to both. My poormother
liKverkncw, and she knew ncihing of these troubles; but Made-
tdnehnoilicr had to bear them all, aod thc wcight was too heavy:
site died brokeo>hcarted, thc life«rushcd out ofher by ntsfortune
v|OgnusTortune. So, up to the present time, Madelcine and 1 have
17, loa very great evlent, depcndcnt upon others; and as our
onuosunco m Ufe have been so strangely similar, we are more Ilke
hwW and sister ihan cousins. | shall be very glad, for hcr sakc,
‘fshefindsin il\e Mortona more than is ordinarlly found in chance

And | shall be glad, formy own sake, when | can release

'l«dearold Doctor from the burden wich which he wilUngly shaclicd
lGiaselfwhen he took me under his care.

lviid) j could have a good long talk wilh you, my dear old boy,
® thisand a hundred other subjects; butl can’t And now | must

offforto-night, as the Doctor hasjust sent for me.
Martin Venables

P S—I wriie lu a viblent hurry. The Doctor has read some
Awdijiary news in the papcrjust in from London. It Is about
* missing miniature, found on a prisoner. He will leave here for

the 7.45 train In thcmomiIng. | want ihis to catch the

Icis a singu*
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post, so cannotwriie more, except that the Doctor wishcs me to say
he wilt be sure to see you before he has been long in London.

This PostScript threwthe little household at Rose
Cottagc into a great fiutter at the ljreakfast table
the next morning.

““W hat can it mean asked, Howard. Have
you seen anything in the paper, imcle, to which it
refers? 1have notseen the paper for a week.”

‘““’Pon my word, | don’t know,*’ said*Captain
Arkvvright.  ““It can’t be—yes, it may, though.
Just wait a minute.”

The Captain jumped up, snatched the paper of
the day before from a side-table, and began to
search for a particular heading, which, of course,
was not 011 thc pagcs he had first opened.

Here itis1” he cried at length. *“ It isheaded,
‘A Fatal Chase.”"

“Let me see it," said Howard, almost trembling
with anxiety, as he ran his eye hastily over the
report.

It ran on this wise:

A robbery wascommiltcd a few days ago on the firm of Robinson
& Co., of this city,a repon ofwhich appeared lo ourcolumns. From
Information recclved by the pélice, a person who had taken a passage
on board the “ Ariadne,” for New York, was suspccied, and warraiits
were issued fur liis apprehenslon. The arrest was made, butas the
pélice were bringlog the prisoner from the veasel to thc quay, a vjolent
struggle ensued. Polict*onstable Janson was hurled by thc prisoner
over the edge of the quay into the wnter, while he, quick as Hght-
niiig, made a rush to escape. He fled as faras iheend of the quay,
and was making for thc draw-bridgc. where he would soon have
gained ihe opeii road, when las foot caught lo a rope, which thicw
him with fearful violence overthe wharf Into the pool- 1o Ihlling, he
uppears to have come ioto collisoo with a boac, and when bl& body
was rccovercd he was found to be quite dead. The deceased was «
young man of powerful build, and had taken his passage under ihe
flame ofJames Williams; but oo clue has beeo obttined al presentas
to his nntecedenis. Upon his person was found a bundle ofbank-
Dotes, a soverelgn, and some silver, and in a side*pocketwas a minia*
ture portiaitof a young lady, of very beautifui workmaDship, sel in
gold and srudded with preciuus stones. The poélice are making
scarithing inquines, and as it is thought ihac chis valuable porirajt
must have becn stolcn, it Is believed that it will lead to furtber dis-
coveries

How Howard got through his work at the office
that day, he was at a loss to know, for nothing
remained on his mind fora moment at a time,
except the vague and curious report about the
Fatal Chase, and the anticipated visit of the Doc-
tor with further particulars. No sooner had the
dock struck six, than he sped away from the office,
trusting to his lcgs to carry him more quickly than
the émnibus or car.

Before he liad time to ask, “ Any news of the
Doctor?” a well-known voice was heard, and the
outstretched hand of his old friend grasped his.

“Well, my dear boy, how are you? You see, |
need no introductions. Here | am, quite at home
in your family circle.”

“ And what news, Doctor Brier?”

“ A great deal, satisfactory and unsatisfactory.
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But come and sit down, and | will tell you the
whole story.”

The whole story took a long time to tell, but it
may be summed up in a few words.

The unfortunate man, who met his death so
violently, was identified as a person who had once
been in the evnployment of Messrs. Robinson &
Co., ship-owners. The notes found upon him
were traced as notes he had received in payment of
a cheque forged intheir namc. Butno Information
could be obtaincd as to his antcccdents, fior the
series of events that had brought his career to so
pitiful a ciése. The greatest mystery hung about
the fact of the miniature portrait; no clue of the
fainlest kind could be obtained as to how it carne
into his posscssion, but the Doctor had identified
it, beyond the ieast shadow of a doubt, as the one
stolen from Blackrock House.

It was necessary for the Doctor to remain in
town for some days, and Mrs. Pemberton would
not hear of his making a home anywhere else than
at Rose Cottage. To this he was nothing loth;
and to Howard, the presence of his oid friend and
master in the house, was a source of unqualified
satisfaction.

Many a time tliey speculated about the strange
secrets which lay iocked up in that little miniature,
and wished they could devise some means to extort
them.

“ But we must watch and wait,” said the Doctor.
“ | seem to feel satisfied that we shall clear up the
mystery,some day.”

The “some day” was very far ahead. Meantime,
a verdict of “ accidental death ” was returned upon
Wi illiams. The miniature was formaliy'made over
to the Doctor, and when he had completed all the
inquines which could be instituted, and was nearly
worn out with visits to and from the pdlice and
inquisitors generally, he bade adiéu to the little
circle of friends, and once more the veil, of which
only a comer had been lifted, fell over the cir-
cumstances.

Chapteu VIII.
LIKE SEEKS LIKE.

Howard Pemberton had thought often of his
future, even in early school-boy days, and many a
time he and Martin had talked together about the
great battle of life, and how to fight ii.

They both were indebted to dear oid Doctor Brier
for one thing; he had ahvays insisted that the basis
of all achievement worth achieving was in charac-
ter, and that the basis of character must be a dis-
ciplined and cducated sense of honor; the utter
despising from the heart of everything mean.

Howard was certainly one of those of whom it
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might be predicted, that he was sure to succeed.
And he acceptcd*tbe responsibilities of siiccess
and determined to make the best he could of his
life. From his first start, he had thrown his heart
into his business, and common figures,’and duH
routine, were to his mind invested with a power
which could help him in his pursuit,—not the mere
pursuit of making money, but of being something.
Before a twelvemonth had passed, he had made
himself master of every detail in his busines.?; a
the end of his second year, he was so invaluable
that he was intrusted with duties which the fim
liad never before placed in the hands of any clerk;
and, at the end of his third year, the pcriod of
which 1 now write, he had been told that on the
retirement of the sénior partner he would be taken
into the concern.

! must, for the purposes of my story, relate some
of the principal incidents, which in the three years
that have elapscd, have helped to make up ihe
true life of Howard.

In the fii-st place, his friend, Martin Venables, has
been his constant companion. Growing weary of
schooi-life, and longing to plunge, as he had said,
into the great stream of life, he had happened to
mention his wish, on his visit to Mr. Motton, and
that gentleman, having taken a great interest in
Martin, had been successful in procuring for him
a good government appointment, in an office where
he found scope for honest labor, with vistas of
future promotion, dcpendent upon his own exer-
tions, and he was as happy as the day was long in
his new sphere of work.

He took up his abode near to Howard, and
scarcely an evening passed, except when he wasal
the Mortons, which they did not spend together.
Madeleine was still at Ashley House “ on a visit,"
but with a few intervals, it had lasted for three
years, and Martin was a frequent visitor there,
especially after Mr. Morton’s return from Italy. A
strong friendship had sprung up between the tiw,
and Mr. Morton certainly looked forward as eagerly
to the visits as did Martin.

And Howard, too, was a visitor at Ashky House.

At first, there was a great prejudice against
Howard in the Morton fainily. Ethel could not
bear to hear his fiame, for it was painfully asso-
ciated in her mind with poor Digby’s death.

But after a time, through the quiet infliience of
Madeleine’s conversations about Howard and Mar-
tin’s evident affection for him, this prejudice died
away, and Martin was invited to bring his friend
to Ashley House.

Acquaintancc ripcned into a true and earnest
friendship, and, under the influence of the young
people, Mr. Morton found sources of happiness
which he never had dreamed life could yieid tohim;
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leven Mrs. Morton had so far thrown off her
lisllessness, as to be able to take an
Leir Plans and purposes.
| ihvas a lovely summer evening, toward the end
Liulv that the party of friends were all together

r i the lawn; they had drawn the garden chairs

r and, after the game of croquet in which
Madeleine and Howard had succeeded in beatmg
Ethel and Martin, were prepared to devote the
remainder of the evening to chat. Seeing this,
| M Morton had put away his book, and drawn up
kischair beside them, while Mrs. Morton, regard-
lIBSoffallingdewsandrismg damp, had followed
theexainple of her husband.

“Now," said Mr. Morton, “ short holidays, like
thisSaturday afternoon, are good ; butare notlong
holidaysbetter ? And now.that everybody is think-

ling of taking a trip somqgwhere or other, should
noiwc ‘do as Rome does,” and think of the same
thing?”

“ I stippose, sir, we all have been thinking ofit,

I more or Icss, for the past year,” said Martin; “ and
I forone must think of it seriously, for my holidays
are fixed by official rules, and begin very soon.”

interest in
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“ And yours, Howard?” inquired Mr, Morton.

“ | can take a holiday now, or later,” he an-
swered. “ But | do not generally get a month
straight off, as these govemment ofiicials do. How-
ever, | shall try for a longer holiday this year than
I had last.”

“Well, now,” said Mr. Morton, drawing up his
chair more closely to the group, “ don’t you think
we might make up a party, and all go somewhere
together?”

A burst of assents went up like a flight of rockets.
It was just the very thing that all the young
people wanted. And then began such a storm of
questions; such a variety of wild and improbable
suggestions; such a catalogue of countries as would
take years to explore, and such merry banter and
repartee, that even Mrs. Morton caughtthe enthu-
siasm, and threw herself into the proposal with a
vigor that caused her husband to open his eyes
wide in a gratified astonishment.

After discussing places, from Siberia to the
Sandwich Islands, the votes were unanimous in
favor of a tour to the North of Scotland, including
Skye and the Shetland Isles.

{To be continued.)

SBBING KIMSSI-F AS OTHERS.SES HIM.
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THE THREE WISE WOMEN.

By Mrs. E. T. Corbett.

Three wise oid women were they, were they,
Who went to walk on a winter day,

One carried a basket, to hold some berries e
One carried a ladder, to clirab for cherries;
The third, and she was the wisest one,
Carried a fan to keep off the sun!

‘Dear, dear !” said one. “ A bear | see!

| think we 'd better all climb a tree1”

But there was n’t a tree for miles around.

They were too frightened to stay on the ground e

So they dimbed their ladder up to the top,

And sat there screaming, “ We’ll drop 1 we’ll drop !”
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But the wind was strong as wind could be.
And blew their ladder right out to sea!

Sonn the three wise women were all afloat

In a leaky ladder, instead of a boat!

And every time the waves rolled in,

Of course the poor things were wet to the skin.

Then they took tlieir basket, the water to bail;
They put up their fan, to make a sail;

But what became of the wise women then,—
W hether they ever got home again,

W hether they saw any bears or no,__

You must find out, for / don’t know.
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ALWAYS BEHINDHAND.

By M. D. K.

UPPER was ready and wait-
ing. Our guest had not
arrived, but thcre was an-
other train an hour later.
Should the family wait for
my friend, or should |
alone, who was the per-
sonage. especially to be
visited ? My father paced
the floor nervously, as was
his wont when he felt dis-
turlied. He had the even-
ing papers to read, and he
never opened them until
after tea. This was a habit
of his. He was very fixed
—or, as some express it,
‘‘set”—in his little ways.

It was Bridget’s evening out, and she had begun to
show a darkened visage. Bridget was no friend to
“company,” and it was policy to conciliate her. So
the family seated themselves at the table, and | sat
near, waiting until brother John should be ready
to accompany me a second time to the station.
 What about this young lady friend of yours,
Nelly ?” asked my father. “ Is she one of the un-
reliable sort—a little addicted to tardiness, that is ?”

“ 1 am obliged to confess, papa, thatat boarding-
school, where | longest knew Jeannette, she was
inclined to be dilatory; but that was years ago. It
is to be hoped that she has changed since then.”

“ 1 should wish to have very little to do wilh a
behindhand person,” said my father, shaking his
head very gravely.

“Oh, papal” | remonstrated, “ you will not con-
demn a dear friend for one single fault. Jeannette
is beautiful and accomplished, sensible and good-
tempered. Everybody thinks she is spiendid.”

“ She may have very pleasant qualities, but I tell
you, girb,” he added with sudden emphasis, “ that
a want of punctuality vitiates the whole character.
No one is good for much who cannot be depended
upon; and what dependence is to be placed on a
man who is not up to his engagements ? In busi-
ness, such a man is nowhere; and in social life a
dawdling, dilatory man or woman is simply a pest.
But mind, my child, I am not charactcrizing your
friend ; we cannot tell about her till we see.”

The later train brought my friend. She was pro-
fuse in her regrets; she had been belated by a
mistake in the time ; her watch was slow. As she

was pouring fordi a torrent ofregrets and apologies,
| observed my father bestowing glances of evideji
admiration at the fair speaker, while the rich color
came and went in her cheeks and her eyts kindled
with animation. Truiy, beauty covers a multitude
of faults. Sister Bell, wlio was as punctual as ny
father, was appeased, and promised to tako care of
the tea-things and let Bridget go out. My feihet
good-naturedly offered to regtlate the halting waich
by the true time.

To her chamber we went together, to talk a
girls do talk when they meet in this way, aftera
long separation. Folding me in her arms, she told
rae™li about her rccent engagement to George
Allibonc; showed me her engagement ring, and
her lover’s photograph. It was a noble head linely
posed, and a most engaging face, and my ready
and cordial admiration was a new bond of syra
pathy. It took until nearly midnight to say dl
that .we girls, aged twenty, had to say to each
other; and this, in addition to the fatigues of travel,
was accepted as an excuse for Jenny’s tartlinessat
breakfast. She really had meant to be early.

But this was only the beginning. Throughoul
the whole three weeks of her visit, she was scarcely
punctual in a single case where. time was definitely
appointed. She was late in rising, late at meis,
late at church and for excursions, and, to our pro-
found mortification, late for dinner appoinimenis,
even when parties were made especially on herac
count, She seemed sorry and mortificd, but on eadi
occasion she would do the same thing over again,

“ W hat can she be doing?” my mother sol™
times asked in perplexity, when my sister and 1
were ready and waiting.

“Doing her hair, mother,” we answered, “ andshe
will do it over until it suits her, be it early or late.”

“ Oh, these hair-works I” sighed my molher.
“ How much tardiness at church and clsewhete is
due to over-fastidioiis hair-dressing ! What is Ihat
line of good George Herbert’s? * Stay not for the
other pin.” Ithink he must have meant hair-pins.”

My sister and | sometimes agreed hetween our-
selves to compel her to readiness by standing by,
to help herin her preparations; but in vain. She
must write a letter or finish a story before making
her toilet. W hy not accomplish the toilet firsl, lo
be sure of it—any time remaining, for the other
purposes? She did n’t Alé? to do so. Nophiloso-j
pher could tell why. It is an unaccoiintable, mys-
terious something, rooted deep in some people's
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L~ ires—this aversidn to being beforehand. | have
itin other people since the time when it so
tand troiiblcd me in Jenny. It marred the

lileasurc of the visit raost miserably. | was con-

Itinually fearing the displeasure of my father and

lihe discomfort of my mother. The whole house-

lholdwere disturbed by what seemed to them down-
liight tudeness.

“Now, Jenny,” | would plead, “ do be early,
Idear, when papa comes with the carriage. It an-
Inoys'liim drcadfully to wait.”

She would promise to “ try.”

“But pray, Jenny, why need you have to try.
lltiseasy enough. Fot my part, 1 never will make
lanv one'wait for me. | go without being ready, if
Ineedbe, or | stay behind.”

| had come to talk very plainly to her, out of
llove and good-will, as well as, sometimes, from
Ivcsalion of spirit. For the twentieth time she
l«ouldtellme how truly she had meant to be punct-
Lal in some given case, and.that she should have
been so but tliat she was liindered when nearly
ready by some unforeseen occurrence.

'But, my dear, unforeseen hindrances will often
I ficcr, and you must lay your account with them,
and give yourself extra time. You will run the

liskof iiieeting some great calamity by trusting, as
lyoudo, to the last minute.”

And the calamity did befall her. Mr. Allibone
spent a day with us. We were anticipating with
Igreat plcasure a socond visit, when a telegram
larrived requesting Jenny to raeet him in Boston on
lbe succeeding morning. A business emergency
hedsiimmoned liiin abroad very suddenly, and he
l«asto etnbark for Liverpool in the evening.

We all sympathized with Jenny in the startling
| effet of this sudden announceinent, and offered
| her every sort of help when the hour for her de-
I parture was at hand. She had only to compose
herself and prepare for the journey. Sister Bell
iUvould arrange her hair and bring her dress, and
Ishewould be spared all effort. She seemed grate-
IM, but was sure she could be. ready without
iroubling any one. She drcaincd not how mucli
diewas, even then, troubling us, for we were b°gin-
tihgto tterable lest she should somehow manage
tobe late for this, her only train.

Shekissed us all twice over when the hackman
arived at the door ; but, suddenly glancing in the
toirror and observing how ashen was her usually
brilliant complexién, she declared against wearing
'be gtay cashmere in which she was dressed, of a
i bue so like her face. George must not meet her
ihws. She seized her Il)lack silk, with which, in
| fpitoofremonstrances, she procceded to array her-
| There was time enough ; the carriage must
| surelybe too early. Alas ! for the ripping out of
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gathers, in the violence of her haste, and for the
loopings of her skirt, not to be dispensed with !
Horses could not be made to do the work of five
minutes in three.

She saw the cars move off without her 1

No words were called for. My mother carried a '
glass of elderberry wine to the poor girl, and left
her alone to her tears. They would do her good.

We ourselves needed rest, after tlie troubled
scene of hurry and excitement, and we sat down,
feeling as if a whirlwind had passed.

“ It is beyond my comprehension,” said my
father, when he carne home to dinner. “ I can
understand tardiness,” he continued, categorically,
“as the result of indolence. Lazy people dread
effort and postpone it. There is a man in my
employ who contintes to work sometimes after
hours. The men tell me that he is actually too
lazy to leave off work and put away his tools. But
Miss Jeannette seems active and energetic.”

“ She miscalculates, papa,” | said. “ She always
imagines there is plenty of time until the last min-
ute.”

“ Butherein isthe mystery,” persisted my father.
“ Whence this uniformity of dereliction? Why
not sometimes too early and sometimes Just in the
right time, instead of always and everywhere late,
and making others late ?”

“ Poorgirl!” said my mother, whose compassion
was uppermost. “ 1 pity her with all my heart;
yet it is not a case of life and death. This trial
may be attended with beneficial results. We will
hope so0.”

1am sorry that this hope was apparentiy not to
be rcalized. The Icsson failed to be read aright.
Jeannette recovercd her serenity, and resumed her
tardy ways. A yet severer lesson was needed, and
it carne.

The steamer in which, after an absence of ten or
twelve weeks, George Allibone was to embark for
home, was jost, and not a passenger saved.

My father took me at once to my poor stricken
friend, in her distant home. Palé and dumb with
grief, yet with tearless eyes, she let us take her
almost lifeless hand. From her bloodless lips carne
only the low, anguishcd cry, “ If only | had said
farewell!”

W hat comfort in words? W e offered none. My
father’s eyes brimmed over, and my heart was
breaking for my poor Jeannette.

But relief carne speedily. The joyful news was
received that George was safe, having made a
necessary change in his plans, and would arrive in
a fortnight. Jeannette carne up from the depths.
W hat should lier thank-offering be? She made
the resolution to become at once faithful to her
appointments, prompt and reliable. It was not
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that she would t?y—she would speak the com-
manding words “ | wiU.”

She has kept her resolution. Writing to me,
after a lapse of years, she said: “ You will hardly

know your dilatory friend. | remember and prac-
tice your advice of former years, to be first ready
for my appointments, and to reserve other work for
the interva! of waiting after I am ready. It is sur-
prising how often | find not a moment left for
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waiting. Still, | feel the old tendency to procra-I
tifiate, and | am obliged steadfastly (o resist iti

‘Delays are dangerous,” as our old writiiig.cope
used to lun; the sentiment is hackneyed buj
oh, how true! .George says he owcs you lal
thousand thanks for your faithful counsel, and«el
shall speak them when you make us the visii ofl
which we feel so sure, because your promises, asi
well know, are faithfully kept.”

MARSHAL DE SAXE ANd|

THE DUTCH BLACKSMITH.

By David Ker.

M aurice de Saxe was a son of the King of
Saxony, and a fine lad he was—tail and strong and
handsome, and as brave as a lion. But the King,
like a certain old woman of whom you may have
heard, had so many children that he did n't know
what to do ; and so, as Maurice had such a lot of
eider brothers as to have not much chance of in-
heriting the crown, or anything else that would
keep him in bread and butter, his father sent him
out to seek his fortune, like many another prince
in those days. So he went over to France, and
entered thc army of King Louis XV.

Now, at that time there was always a war going
on somewhere or other, and the French armies
were fighting ih every part of Europe; and the
king cared very little who his officers were, or
where they carne from, if they were only brave
men and clever fighters, and ready to go wherever
he liked to send them. So, as you may think, it
was not long before out friend Maurice, who was
quite as brave as any of them, and a good deal
cleverer than most, began to make his way. First,
he got to be a lieutenant,. then a captain, then a
major, then a colonel, and at last, while he was still
quite a young man, he carne out as Count de Saxe,
and Field-Marshal of the Army of Flanders, with
fifty thousand men under him ! That was pretty
good promotion, wasn't it?

But, although he had got on so fast, no one
could say that it was more than he deserved ; for
he was by far the best general that France had had
for many a day. He beat the Gennans, and he
beat the Flemings, and he beat the English, though
they fought against him as stoutly as men could;
and, at last, his soldiers got to have such faith in
him, that wherever he appeared the battle seemed
to turn at once, as if the very sight of him brought

good fortune along with it. And a gallaiit sightitl
was to see him prancing along on his fine blackl
horse in front of the line of battle, with his plumedl
hat and laced coat glittering in the sunshine, Md|
his sword gleaming in his hand, and his daikl
handsome face and large black eyes kindling likel
fire the moment the first gun was heard. Every!
picture-shop in Paris had liis likeness in thewin-I
dow; and King Louis himself had the marshalsl
portrait hung up in his cabinet, and likcd noihingl
better than to invite him to dinner, and hcat himi
tell of all the hattlcs that he had won. IndeedJ
such a favorite did he become at court, thatatlastl
nothing would serve the king but he must go lol
the war too, and see how hi? friend Monsieur del
Saxe disposed of the enemy. Saxe gained lhel
victory, as usual; and after all was over, there «asi
a great supper on the battle-field, and the kingl
himself hung the Cross of St. Louis around thel
marshal’s neck, and the marshal sat at his rigbtl
hand in triuinph, and thought himself the finesll
fellow in the whole world.

But, curiously enough, the one thing that ihisi
great general spccially prided himself upon ‘vail
neither his skill in warfaré fior his fovor at court,|
but simply his strength. There was nolliing hej
enjoyed so much as showing off the power ofhisi
muscles, and astonishing the people about him byl
bending an iron bar, or felling a horse with onel
blow of his fist; and he was fond of saying that hel
would give his purse and all the money in it toanyl
man who was stronger than himself, if he couldl
ever fall in with him.

Now, ithappened that, one day, while theFrenctil
and German armies were lying pretty ciése tocad'l
other, Marshal de Saxe sent a message to ttel
enemy’s camp, asking some of the German oliiceisl
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Itotiine with him; and after the meal he began to
Iboast ofl’is strength, as usual, till at last an oid
tomn general, who sat at his left, said that he
|frodMiiKB 18 s8e & specimelf of what his Excellency
coulddo. Saxe madc no answer,-but took up a large
Lverdisb, which was standing before him, in his
strong «hite fingers (for, big and powerful as his
hands were, they were white and smooth as any
dv’s, and he was veryTroud of them), and, with-
lout more ado, rolled it'up like a sheet of paper!

“Can your Honor unroll that dish again ?” asked
handing it to the German ; and, although the

rtheral was a strong man, and tried his best, he* Come,” said

| found the task too hard for him, and was forced to
lown himself beaten.

‘YourExcellency’sstrength is very great.” said
[he, “ but, ncvertheless, | ventare to think that
there is one man in Flanders who can match it.”
“And who may he be? ” asked Saxe, frowning.

"A blacksmith in the village of Scheveningen,

IDirk Hogan by filame. All the country around
lhowsofhis exploits; and when | met with him
I myself, 1 saw such things as 1 should have thought
limpossible, had my own eyes not witnessed them.”

When the marshal heard this, he looked blacker

thanei'cr; and the first thing he did next morning
1«@s to scnd off messengers in every direction to
inquire for a village called Scheveningen, and a
mannamed Dirk Hogan. And, sure enough, some
,ofthem came back with news that there was such
ahllage, and that Dirk Hogan, the smith, had
beenliving there till quite lately ; but that now he
had sold his forge and gone away, and nobody
krew«hat had become of him.

This was a.decided disappointment for our friend
Saxe, but he had something else to think of just
iren. The enemy’s army had lately received strong
re*nforcements, and seemed inclined to attack
him; and he was riding out one morning to recon-
noiier their position, when suddenly his horse
stnmhled and cast a shoe.

“There ’s a village Just ahead of us, your Excel-
iency,” said one pf his officers. “ Shall I ride on
andsee if 1 can find a blacksmith ?”

"Doso,” anssvered Saxe ; and the officer came
hsck presently to say that lie had found what he
TOtcd, So the horse was led up to the door of
ihcsmithy, and the smith himself came out tohave
slook at it.

The moment he appeared, the marshal fastened
hheyes upon him as if he would look him right
ihiougli. And well he might; for this smith was
sicha man as one does not see every clay—very
itarlyas tall as Saxe himself, and cven broader
ttross the shoulders, while upon his bare arfris the
lingemuscles stood out imder the tanned skin like
«ls of rope. The marshal felt at once that he
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could never be comfortable till he had had a trial
of strength with this sturdy-looking fellow; so he
bade him bring out one of his best horse-shoes.

The smith did so; and Saxe, looking at it, said
quietlv: “ This ware of yours isbut poor stuff, my
friend; it will not stand work. Look here1”

He took it in his strong hands, and with one
twist broke the iron like a biscuit.

The smith looked at him for a moment, and
then, without seeming at all taken aback, brought
out a second horse-shoe, and a third; but Saxe

brokethem aseasily as he had broken the first.
he, “ 1see it’s no use pickmg and

choosing among such a tx&shy lot; give me the
first shoe that comes to hand, and we 'l cry quits.”

The smith produced a fourtli shoe, and fitted it
on ; and Saxe tossed him a French crown—a coin
about the size of a silver dollar. The Dutchman
held it up to the light, and shook his head.

“ This coin of yoursisbut poor metal, mynheer,”
said lie, saying the words just as the marshal had
spoken his. “ It wont stand work. Look here !”

He took the coin between his finger and thumb,
and with one pinch cracked it in two like a wafer.*

It svas now the marshal’s turn to stare; and the
officers exchanged winks behind his back, as much
as to say that their Champion had met liis match at
l4st. Saxe lirought out another crown, and then a
third ; but the smith served them in like manner.

“ Come,” said he, imitating the marshal’s voice
to perfection, “ | see it’s no use picking and choos-
ing among such a trashy lot. Give me the first
Crown that comes to hand, and we’ll cry quits.”

The Frenchman looked at the Dutchman—the
Dutchman looked at the Frenchman—and then
both burst into a roar of laughter, so loiid and
hearty that the officers who stood by could not
help joining in.

“ Fairly caught 1” cried the marshal, suddenly,
and added, “ W hat's your lame, my fine fellow?”

“ Dirk Hogan, from Scheveningen.”

“ Dirk Hogan I” cried Saxe. “ The very man
| 've been looking for,! But | 've found him in a
ivay 1did n’t expect!”

“ So it scems,” said the smith, grinning. “ |
need ii't ask who yon are—you ’re the Count de
Saxe, wlio was always wanting to meet with a
stronger maathaii himself. Does it seem to you
as if you had met with him now ?”

“ Well, | rather think it does,” quotli Saxe,
shrugging bis shoulders; “ and as 1 promised to
give him my purse wliencver | did meet with him,
here it is. And now, if you ’ll come along with
me, and serve as farrier to my hcad-quartcrs’ staff,
| promise you that you shall never have cause to
repent of having met with Maurice de Saxe.”

And the marshal was as good as his wo”d.

*John Ridd, the "Dcvonshire Hercules."” is Kiid to have nchieved a simibr feal more than once.
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

It is beginning ,to feel something like spring.
However, we must n’t be too certain, for April is
the month for little tricks of all kinds. Let us be
careful and not be caught by make-believe spring
weather.

HAIR BRAIDS IN THE

1’M told that, eight centuries ago, girls and
women wore their hair in braids. Each woman
had two braids, which she slipped separately into
long, narrow cases ofsilk, or some other material,
and wound with ribbon. They hung like base-ball
bats. On the statue of a queen of those times, the
braids, cased in this style, reached lower than the
knees.'

Years ago, every British sailor dressed his hair
in a pigtaii at the back, so that it hung

OLOEN TIME.

"Long and bushy and thiclc,
like a pump-handlc stiick on the end of a stick,”

| heard of one sailor whose mates did his hair so
tightly that he could n’t shut his eyes, and he
nearly got punished for staring at his command-
ing officer,—a hair-breadth escape, as somebody
called it.

KNOTS AND THE NORTH POLE

My feathered friends tell me ofa bird called the
knot, something like a snipe in shape, whose color
is ashen gray in winter and bright Indian red in
summer. They say he is very particular about the
weather, and likes best fine bracing days with suii-
shine and a modérate breeze; so, in winter he flies
South, but in summer he goes farlher north than
man has yet been able to go.

Now, | 've been told that the farther north you
go, the colder is the climate; but this bird, who
likes pleasant weather so much, goes beyond the
coldest places known ! Perhaps he has found a
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cheerful and comfortable summer home, btit-h
and bracing, somewhere near the North Pole, *
which somebody will find him, may be, onejfl
these days, quietly perched, preening himself,!
looking at a distance like a bit of red clolh ona I
broomstick. If he /tas found a cozy spot awayup
there, he ’s smarter than an)' Arctic explorer | ciw 1
heard of.

THE

TRAILING ARBUTUS

Johnstown, Pa., March, 16;.,
D rar Jack-in.thb-Pulpit; Som”of your other chkks nuy lib
10 h«ar wiiat my Gnele has loid me otioul the mayflov.cr, orual.
ing arbutus, so as to know where to hunt for jt as soon as udnj
comes. It grows chiefly in New Eogbnd, New York, and faia.
sylvania, and is aJways to be fouod among mountains, hiils, and Ingh
lands. Late in Match orearlyin Ajnil, under the brown and whhend
leaves of last year, you will find it—coo), shiny, fragrant, wib cw
ters of star-like blossoms, the color being of all shades of pink ihn
very deep to a pinkisb white. Yet farther under che leaves you«”
find the trailing siems. | hope many will join in the search forUa

first sweet flower of spring.— Your truc friend. Amanda S. K

MIRA IN CYGNUS.

On clear nights, during the first half of this
month, my dears, the star called Mira, in the con
stellation Cygnus (or “ The Swan”), can be seen
in full luster. Tliis is what the owl tells me; and
he adds that it is one of those strange stars which
vary in brightness. It shines for about a fortnight
very brigbtly indeed; then by degrees it fades
away, until, at the end of three months, it cannot
be seen. After remaining five months out ofsight,
it gradually brightens up again. May be you\e
heard all about this before ; but now is your lime
to see Mira twinkle her bright eye at you. Il
take a peep at her from my pulpit, myself, it I can
manage to catch sight of her.

A RARE SPECIMEN.

Braokiine, Mass.
Dbar Jack-in-thb*Pu(,fjt: Did you ever hear this swryabwt
Agas?ir? If not, please show it to the other boys and girls.—Y«in
NeixiB Chase

One day, a man pul togetber parts of vanous insects and subniitd
them to Agnssiz as a raie spedmen. He also pretended not tékBov
to what spedes it belonged, and askcd the professor to tell him. »
was Apri) Foob' Day. Agassia *vc a single glancc at tne objefl
ahd, looking up, said “ Mum-bug."

A SARDONIO GRIN.

Here’S a bit of advice wbich Deacon Green
once gave to the boys of the red school-liouse. It
carne back to me all at once the other day &
I was watching a plump little darkey eating a sour
pickle, and making very wry faces.

The Deacon said : “ Whenever you come across
a word that you don’t understand thoroughly,
don’t rest until you have found out all you can
about it.” ,

Sometimes words grow out of queer tliings and
in very odd ways. There’s “sardonic,” for in
stance. As applied to a grin, it means one tnata
man makes ifhe isforced to laugh when hedoesnt
want to, or tries to smile when he really is ready lo
cry out with pain. ,

Now, the birds teli me that in the island caleo
Sardifiia there used to grow a plant with a very
disagreeable taste; and whenever a piece of itwes
putinto anybody’s mouth, it made his face pucUer
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l ntn 1broad, unwilling smile—made Inm ““Imigh
rom nSdeof Ws mouth,” as 1Ve heai-d boys
r wfll m course of time, the fiame of the
H eiven to the plant, and tljen, with a

S m ctongl it was used to describe thc wry face

“'sétou ™y dears, some words aie like puz-
1 Rvthe way, |d like to know what you yqui-
Tréscan find out about this same word “ sardonic,

Ihey've done.

4 POSER FROM THE LITTLE SCHOOLMA'AM

THIS letter. and the picture | give you with it,
ha« justcU e to me. Now lct’s see what your
witsare worth, my dears.

school-hous..

»d  thni. tt give yon *= word which * ' «Pt".V w
IMoing of ic You can teU ihera, M a due, If you ikc, *at 7

IWM of what the picture means they can find ]
Ttsl, your ftiend, f»® SchOOLMA am.

GREENLAND.

Letters have come from Andrew A. Baternan,
Frank Polley, M. E. Andrews, Edward Lidaon
Patterson, Bessie B, Roelafson, and Horatio War-
KD all telling much che same story—that a man
hamed Eric sailed from lIceland in the year 903,

and, reaching the west coast of Greenland, saw
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there large herds of teindeer browsing on the
meadows. This pleased Inm, and he called the
countrv “ Greenland. A

The Little Schoolma'am says that this is corree”
and adds that in some parts Greenland is much
colder than it used to be, She wants to know if
you can give any reason why.

THE FEAST OF KITES.

IN Tapan, the 23d of April is 'a splendid day for
boys, 1should think. |’m told that
Kites is held on that day, with kite-fights and kite-

dances, and all sorts of good fun. Who knows
anything more about this ?

ANSWERS to the “ Tobacco” and “ Care”’rid”les

were sentby W.P., N.E., W. L. and F. H Amer
man, NellieJ. Towle, A. B, Easton,

Ned, L.C.D,
E. E. B., Nessie E. Stevens, Mione,A_ M a” .
Barnett, “ Bessie,” “ Lucy and Anme, A.R. b,

-indWm V F. Several sent amended versions of

both riddles, but no one has given a satisfactory
answer to Archbishop Whately’s rhymed puple.
“Lucyand Annic” send this verse as the solution.

“ To him who cons the matter o’er.
A little thought revedis,—
He heard it first who went before
Two pair of scUs and <fu.

I 'm afraid it is not the right answer, and | ’rn
beginning to think that the archbishqp made the
riddle on the First of April!
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TABBY'S RIDE.

T abby was a great traveler. She knew every spot about the house—,
from attic to cellar— and just where everything that she liked was kept,
There was hardly a rat or a mouse on the place that could hiele from
her. She crawled into every dark cérner of the barn; could tell the nuiti-
ber of eggs in each hen’s nest; and often she took long walks through
the fields, creeping through every hole in the fence that was as big as’
her body.

Besides all this, she rodé about the farm-yard a great many times. She
had merry rides with little Harry in his baby-carriage, with Johnny :.s
Fred as horses; she had lain curled up on the great load of hay when
Mr. Dorr and the men drove in from the fields; and she had traveled
ever so many miles in the empty wagon, when the boys played it was a:
train of ears. She liked this railroad journey best; but Fred always waked|
her up at every station by his loud Too-o00-00-t! At other times, she
did not know that they were moving, even when Fred said they were dash-
ing along at a terrible rate !

But such a ride as the one | shall tell about, she never had had before in
all her life! Indeed, she would never have taken it—but she could notl
help it. Ponto made her go. You see, Ponto and Tabby were
friends. They lived and ate together; they ran races and played all sorts
of nice games; and they liked eaeh other very much. Sometimes they hadl
little quarrels; but they soon forgot their anger and were friends again.

Every evening, when Ponto carne into the yard, the two friends would
run down one little hill from the house and up another little hill to the
barn where Mary was miiking. Ponto would keep the pigs out of thel
yard, and Tabby would watch every hole in the barn floor for a rat or al
mouse. Then, when Mary was done miiking, she would pour some fresh
milk into a pan for Tabby to drink.

But, after a while, there came a long rain-storm. Ponto had to stayi
in the yard for two or three days. Tabby did nothing but doze! IM
seemed as if it never would stop raining ! But it did at last; and whenj

Ponto and Tabby ran down the hill again, they saw at the bottom—a|
pond deep enough to drown them both !

Tabby did not know what to do. In all her travels she had neverj
crossed a pond of water. She was frightened, and would have gone back
to the house, but she looked toward the barn, and saw Mary and thepani
of milk waiting for her beside the door.
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Ponto did not care for the water, for he could swim. So when they
came to the edge of the pond, he plunged in and was soon across. Then
he looked back to see what had become of Tabby. He thought she would
be at his heels.

But no! There she was on the bank where he had left her. Her
back 'was curled up till it looked as if it were broken, and her tail was

waving over it! What in.the world was the matter ? She never looked
0 except when she was angry. .

Now, Ponto thought Tabby was a wonderful cat. He had seeri her
cach rats, and he knew that she could do some things that even he could
tict “Surely she can cross that pond,” thought he. He did not know
't to make of it

He called to her, with a bark. to “Jump in and swim across.” But she

voL. v.— 30.
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only replied with a cross “ Meouw,” which he did not hear. Then he sd
again, “It’s easy to swim across—come on !”

“As easy as for you to climb a tree,” said Tabby, in an angry way,

This was too much for Ponto! He could not climb a tree, and Tabby
knew it. When he was too rough in his play, she would run up into the
apple-tree, and there she was safe. So this reply made him angry. Tabby
should not have said it—but then, she wanted the milk !

“1It is so easy that | can swim across and carry you, too,” thought Ponto, |
and then he plunged into the water again. When he reached the shore’
he seized Tabby by the back of the neck with his teeth, and rushed back
into the water. Poor Tabby ! She thought she certainly would be drowned f

But Ponto knew better. He held his head so high that the water hardly
touched her pretty little paws. s. she kept quiet and did not struggle. It
was not so bad after all! And besides, there was the milk !

W hen they landed, Tabby had a stiff neck for a while, and Ponto hadto
shake his great shaggy sides until they were dry. Then they ran up the|
hill as fast as they could go, and into the barn,— and almost into the milk-
pail before they could stop. .

Tabby was very thankful to Ponto for this ride. She said to herseli
that she would help him to climb a tree tlie next time that he tried. But
as she drank her milk, she was glad that they both could follow Mary home
by the long path through the orchard.

Tabby did not forget her strange ride. But she has never taught Ponto
how to climb a tree! She has not even helped him up to the lowest limb.
Do you think she ever will?

LULLABY.

Little boy John is sleepy,
Little boy John can rest,

Now that the sun all its labor has done.
And gone to its bed in the west.

Rattle goes into the closet,
Letter-blocks go there too ;

W ait till the morn for the cow in the corn,
And the horn of the Little Boy Blue.
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Into the crib with Johnny,
As soon as his prayers are said;

Tuck him all in from the toes to the chin,
Alone in his soft, downy bed.

Then in the morning early,
Soon as the sun shall rise,

Little boy John, with the coming of dawn,
W ill open his pretty blue eyes.

Butterflies in the garden,
Roses, and lilies fair,

Birds in the trees, and the big bumble-bees,
Shall welcome our little one there.

Yet if the day be rainy,
Dreary and dark the sky,

Still there is fun for our own little one,
In the nursery cozy and dry.

Beat a big drum all morning,
Build a card-house till noon,

Play after that with the dog and the cat,
Will keep little Johnny in tune.

Little boy John is sleepy,
Winks with his two Httle eyes,

Nods with his head—so we put him to bed
And under the cover he lies.
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THE LETTER-BOX.

THE LETTER-BOX.

The readcTS of St. Nicholas are so “miliar, by this time, wilh
thc new coverof ihe magas!ne, that ihcy cao understand, better per.
haps ihan at first, how much this cover, which Mr. Walter Cranc has
so carefully and thouglufully drawn, is meant to express. The girl
or boy who will take thc iiouble to study the meaiung of che many
distinct parts of wWch the deslgn s coroposed, will sec that pretiy
much every subject that St, Nichotas ihinksitwell cotalk about,
is, io some way, symbolized In the smalJcr pictures.

The depanrocnt “ ForVery Liille Folks" js rcprcsenied by a baby
in a eradle, with ayouthful nurse reading to it Below this scene,
“Jack*in-lhe.Pulplt" isholding forlh to his heaicrs: and, in the next
piciure, the poetry of the magasine is posonified by a boy mounted
on Pegasus, che fablcd wioged horee that poets ride. A young
hunter, who shakcs handswith a fiiendly gorilla, indicaics that stories
of travcl, in strange and distant countries, are to be found wiihin.

In Cheupperpicture, on ihe oihcr side, two youngsiera with tele-
scope and globe show that sclentific subjects may be treaced of in
such a way as lo interest boysand girls; and a young aiiisl, hard at
work, illustrates how industrlously and camestly our ardsts work to
make good pictures fot the magazioc. Sports and gantes are rcprc-
sentcd by lite Utde fellow playing cricket, which, as well as base-
ball, isan excellent gante, and often played in this country, though
iiot to so great an exient as In England, where W alter Crane Uves.
The young sailor in his canoe, starting out on thc wide ocean in
searcli of adventure, gives a good idea of how che readers of St-
NiCHOLAS go aJl over ihe world and see strange rights, In company
with the wrilers ofouistories of fun and advcnture.

There are still other things to be noliced on this cover. At the
vefy top, you wUl see a figure of young Time, probably ihe son of
oid Tempus, who holdsouta tablet to let us know what monih the
numberis for; and, at ihe tKitlom, are two round faces, like young
worlds, which show that children, in both thc casiern and western
liemispheres, aic always on ihe lookout for the coming of St. Nich-
OLAS.

Al the top are the musesof Litcratuie and Art, who see to it that
we have plenty ofgood articlesand pictures; whileal the bottom are
the two giiffins, who keep outeverytling that Is bad.

In the centcris S1 Nicholas himself, the good old patrén of giris
and boys.

Down at the bottom of ihis central picture, in thc left-hand comer,
just behind the girl's foot, there is a curious litlle derigo. Tliac is
the artist's distincrive mark, which he often puls on his pictures.
INV. siands for invented, or designad, and under this are two V*s.
Zn Old-English, V is the same letterasU, and these rwo V’s stand for
douhlou, or W—forW alier- Then there is a liltle ~cture ofa crane.
And so we can easily see that ihe meaning ofthe sign “ Designed
by Walter Crane."

Thus we have shown that this cover lells quite a story, and, ifwc
study it longer, we may sec more in itthan is mentioned hete.

Roxbury, Mass.
Dbah St. Nichotas: We have fonned a club forplaying battle*
doorand shutllccodk, Our higbest scores are 5084, 4556, 3545, and
3496- Wil you ask your subscribers, through the *Letter-Box,” if
they know ofany higficr scores ?—Yours rniify,

The Brothers of the Battledoor,

Cincinnati, Ohio,

Dear 5t. Nicholas: | am very busy now putting pictures on
Easter ef?s, the insides of which have been blown out and replaced
by very fine caiaway*seed candy, put In through a irtlc hole at one
eod and then covered by a picture, The money | getforthese eggs
is formy Easter oficring. iltick-eggs are the prettiestto use, because
they are of such a lovely gTeeQish*S)ue tini. May be some of your
other readera may like to make some of these Easter eggs. Mamma
saya she could scarcely keep house without thc St. Nicholas now,

and | think so too.—Vour friend, George M. A-
Oticago, 111
Dear St. Nicholas: WiU you be so kind as to tell a little Scot-

tish girl where to find the dnte when Englaod claimed Scoiland, as
Mrs, Weiss says, in herstory aboutthe “ArmsofGreat Britain," in
the January number of your magazine? | cannot find any such

date. King Edward I., | know, claimed it, but Roben thc Cmctl
disputad it so successfuUy that none have ever claimcd it «jnce-.
Yours respectfully, Aggib NicoL

M’Uliam ihe Cooquetoi, In A, D. 1072, subdued Makolm Il1,d
Scoiliand, and received his homagc. Thiswas the first time Enghid|
claimed, and excrcised, sovereigmty over Scodand.

Stbila C,—Homeris the "Blind Man of Smyrna.”

Dbar St. Nicholas: Wil you please princ this poem? li««l
written for my brother Bertie, by a well-known authoress, mihin 6t
mioutes, by my fatheds watch, and with ihe alterariorv of but gml
word. 1must tell you we gave ber the subject. Hoping you wD|
print this poem, | remnln youre truly, Charuis iL M.

BERT’S FUTURE W IFE.

Do you wish to see hcr—
> Bertie*s future wifc,
The maid wbho'll sbarc his fortune,
Brighten all his life?

This is how 1 see her,
In my fancy's eye:

Tail ano fair and slender,
Cheerful, good and spry;

Eyes as deep as pansies,
Lips like cherries red®
Aod a wealth of sunshtiic
Growing on her head.

Kind her voice, and gentle,
Sweet her merry laugb,—
There, | ’vc told you wonders,

Yet not told you half.

Nothing could be better
Than this lovely maid.

Now let's see him get her;—
Hard work, 1'm afraid.

Monroerille, 0.
Dear St. Nichotas: | have for some time been anxioustoi” |
thc St. Nicholas, but did nothave the money. | was loUl thatii Il
would gather hickory*nuls enough to amouot to the sum, | mjlht|
take it. 1 galhcrcd three busheis, sold them, sent for thc masaaM,i
and, last evening, received two numbers, witli which 1 was vciy|
much pleased.'—Y our iaiibfijl readcr, Clara Ljndslbi.

Danbuiy, Ci.
Dear St. Nichotlas: A partyof usboysread about '"*Hartairil
Hounds" in the Octobernumber, and we tried the game thc Snur-1
day after. W e all spentthe day at my cousin's; he livk on
where there is plenty ofroora for us to run. Our “ luiré" got
start, and srough we ran hard and followed up the “’scent”
did notcatch him. We caughtournext “ harc" though. Wetre9t|
to apples instead ofcandy. W e think the game is great fun. |
lhavetaken Sr. Nichotas for twoyearsand I think it isspieroid 1
I liked the “ Bass Cove Sketches,” and mamma Jaughcd hearar|
wlien I read them to her. 1 am ten ycais old, and | hope 10w «|
vou till I am twenty.—Your constant reader,
A WILLIE H. AlE(t

A coRRESPOKDENT scnds US the following account of some ina*|
dents of the greatflood in V i*nia last Novcmber:

Afier several days of rain, ihe James and other rivere rose va*
suddenly, and caused greatdestruction of lifcand propcrcy,
away houses, bridges, crops, and catie, and covenrg large «coo h
of thc country with water. A B

There were no Uves lost where the flood carne dunng
thou|di many famiies lost food, clothing, aod their homes; *
the sudden rage of the waters burstforth at night, many peopjc
sweptaway and drowoed. R

Some one saw among thc poor animals strugghng w*tn im *
a poor, frightened litile rabbil, on a plank, nmnmg from suie » 4
as it tossed aod pitchcd up and down on the waves.

A queer Instance of characteristic naiure

in an animal s



THE LETTER-BOX. 445

nling. although ihe creature could scarcely be considered a
ihc food Oneman, whose housewas swcpt away and
I"ed on an emkKrnkmcnt lower down, had a pet hog, ™ose
15 , had beenunder the house. Ofcourse the man imagmecdhim
| 35no one had ihougbt of him in the haste of ine flight.
| ¢jy after, when ¢e fury of the waters was somewhat spent,
I Lpen and his sonjjaddled out to the house to see if anything had
| fiowd. 0O going m through the upstairs window, they found that
I*1i” had coollywalked in and up .ihe stalia® and, selecdng a
Ifail»ef-Vd, was now recUning very comfortably in the very mwidle
|jieoturcly uahuril
|"st only iliis gentleman of ease and the wreckers profiled by
lik fieat flood. To others it carne like a cruel and stealthy foc,
li~ne all before its merciless nish. One Ultle girl, two ye”
| Jsnatchcd from her bed and bardy saved, said the next day, wiA
| iliide ;ce BUllsunshiny, as she pointed to ihcir roof, just seen, wilh
ibeupperwiudows above the waters: "Dess seet The flood carne,
| andicdess took everysing—dolliesand all)" M.

RgvTaAi. correspondeots write kindly correcting an error in ihc
1Fdmry “'Letter-Box,"” page 301, ia the item about “ King Alfred
| vi the Cakcs/” It was "Prince WiUiam, son of Henry 1.," not

“fifHenrv I1.,” who was drowned.

Alhcns, Ohio.

Dear St. Nicholas: Reading what Jack said in February
¢out ihc little birds being IdUcd by flying against the Iclcgraph
1thought| would wntc and say thatwe oficn pick them up.
Tlicylook s<mand pretty, as if they were asleep, as they are not cut
aidilieiricaihers are not rumpled. | also wantlo tell you about my
catajy*birds. My little Toppie hatcbed three Httle singers, which i
aoied Tutn, Dick, and Harry. 1 aold Hany lo pay for my St.
Skhous. We sent Dick to a litde girl who bad been praying for
1 flegd. Shewas so glad 10 gctit that she said she must » a good
I balegirl. We stll have the other one, who is sinmog neatly all the

fwie. | wastwelve on Washington's birthday. | have one sister
I and three broibera, and wc all love the St. Nicholas.—Youi affec-
* lionattrcader, H attie F. Noirse

Db\r St. Nicholas : | have a doUy twenvy«fiveyes” oid. | am
|oifil totocc her to Saratoga this summer. t think it wiil do her
pOi | a«isevenyears oid. | like St.Nicholas ever so rauch. >

M attie Wyckoff.

Providence, R. 1.

Dea» St. Nichotas : In thcDecembernumbcrofSt. Nichotas,
b“AChat About Potleiy,” 1 find on pagc 105 the question, “ Who
mesaw a blue dog ?” and the answer, “ In Iife, no one, my dear.”
Piihng the past month 1 have seen, several rimes, a dog as blue as
A skyon a summer’s day. He is of the " Spitz’* breed, andj as
he otasicr keeps a dye-house, we think he is used as an adverttse»
aail

He suracti ti good deal of attendén whenon the Street.— Yours

Edwin S, X.

Shawangunk, N, Y.
Dea» St. Nicholas: My Uneles have taken the St. Nicholas
bf Olefor ¢ tree years, and 1 like it very much.
Iseein your " Leitcr*Box " a letter from Alma Aylcsworth asking
hl_ﬁ/?ppleswcco made to grow sweet 00 one side and sour on the

Theytake a sproutofthe sweetand another of sour, just as near the
S)K size as possible, split each in two at the middie, press one-half
ofochto a half of the other, put grafring'Wax up the cracks, and
Rlitin like any other graft

rora fewyears, this limb will bear apples sweet on one G&ac and
w Qlthe other; butwlieo the tree gets oid, the apples will be of
Mefiavorthroughout—1 remain your faithful leadcr,

Mamib C. Coces.

Franklin, Pa.

St. Nichotas: | would like to have you tctUmewhat Cleo-

. needle is. | read about its voyagc in the papers.—Yours
erir, N ® B.L.F.

THe obclbkknown as Clcopatra’s needlc, presenled by the Khedlve
“Injland, U a great stone ihat was cut out in one piece from the
9résof Syene, Egypt, itissupposed in the time of Thothmes I11.
1*M1 téoo years B- C.), when, also, itwassetup in the temple of
at Thebes. It is a tall, rectangular piliar, tepcring from the

be ttnearthe top, where itis poioted Hke a fiaticned pyramid: its
are in~cribed with hleroglyphlcs. The obelisk was taken to
yuandité by Queen Cleopatra, and was named after her. Some

think that Oeopatra’s Needle was another stcne, quarricd by order
of Rameas Il-, and setup in Heliopolis, ihe City of the Sun: but
several obeisl® havé borne the fiame, and this may have caused
uncertainty aboutthcm. The formeraccountis bdieved to becorrect

Ashland, Wis.
Dear St. Nicholas; 1 saw, in yourjanuary number. two ways
plctured for carrying the mails. Here, where 1 Uve, on th~hore of
Lake Superior, wc see both ways at the present Ume. The inail
from Bayfield comes on the backs of packers, and on the nnlroad the
raails come from Milwaukie and other poinis south of us.
W e have a jolly fire*place. It is large enough' for Santa Uaua to
come right down without any trouble; and be filled our stockings
full lastyear.—From your constant reader, Estellb W itmartk

W e have received the foUowing letters in answer to AUcc Ointon's
question, in the February " Letter-Box,™ asking for a lisl of books
pleasanl 10 read: « . .
OgdeDsbuig, N. Y.

Dbar St. Nicholas: Will you please fell AUcc Ofithot? if she
wants some IDleresting and instrucdvc books, to r ~ Dickcoss
" Child’s History of England” and Higgmson’s "Histoyof the

United States.”—Truly yours, LULtE J ames.
Brooklyn.
Dbar St, Nicholas: | have taken you ever since you were

bom, and 1 like you better all the while.

I think AUce Clinton would enjoy "About Oid Slory-tcU” by
Ik Marvcl: "America lllustratcd, edited byj. David W illi*s:
and Paricy’s "Universal History,” as they are all very mee.—Your

Cora Ecobnia Atwyn.

Dear St. Nicholas: Inclosed you will find a short story whwh
my little brother wrole, as he smd he wanted lo wnte something for
good St. NiCitOLAS.—Youfs truly, J. b. H,

The Fishbk.

Once there was a hoy who did not obey his mother and went fish-
ing and fell into the water how frighten was the mother when she
found outthat herhoy was drowned and the fatherand motherbegan
to cry and one day a man carne to comfort thcm. But he could not
and they never found that boy.

W e have received the following Unes as an answerto the geograph-
ical puzzle in the Fcbhiuary numher:

QuesH Charlotte the fair

To a ball did repair

In the city of A iré,

And met all the Adams carousing there,

S'Mtci AiexnndriOj Sydney the swell,

And noble young ElUvarth, who pleased her nght well.

They praised hct fine Ctuhviert, with Brtaseh to inm il,

But found it TffMlon(g) and T&ulouse the next minute.

Her shoulders were Chili, she thought she should fteese,

But a warra Paisily shawl put her quite at her case,

Her rich Diaviond jewclry sparkled and shone:

Her shoes were M<rroceo, of smallneas unknown;

And her kerchiei diffiiscd a sweet smell of Colagm.

A Suprior dancer, she floated around,

W ith IVashingioH great or Columbus was found.

With Madton flirtiog or dantins a jig,

Montgomery, RaU i*, she carcd not a fig

Fot them, Or for Jncksan, who slared in surpnse

When she said she was Hungary, coolly did rise,

And was borne ofFby Quincy from under his eyes.

At Table. £1k, Sanadudch, and Oranp she ale,

Sat drinlang MoselU and M adeira tilT late;

Then, after an evening quite Pleasant, she said

FarevjfU to her hostess, and went home, they said,

W ith gallant Prince Edward, a gentleman brcd.
LIMIE E. T.

Dear St, Nicholas: | awin theJanuary number a recipe for
"chocolate cr<cams.” 1havea very good recipe fot chocolate cara-
mela It is: Half a pint of rich milk, a square and a half (oran
ouncc and a half) ofBaker's unswoetcned chocolate, softencd on the
fire. Let the nulk boil; then slir in the chocolate very hard; add
half a pint of best whlie sugar, and three lable-spoonfuls of molasses.
Boil until very thlck, taking care not lo buin it. Poui on butterea
lins, and, when nearly coid, cut in squares.

Ii you think thisis a good recipe (which Xam sute you will, as i
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havi tried it many times, and have neverknown «to fail), pleascput
itin ihe “ Leiter-'ilox/” and obligCy your inieresied reader,
arv Wharton W adsworth.

Butte Creek, Cal.

DcAC St. NiCHOLAs: | Bin ten years oid, and Uve in the Sierra
Nevada Mountains, and my papa oelongs to a mining company”
miitog for gold 1 havea hydfiulic mine of my own, but i don't
getany gold out ofic. | have a dog whose name”is Flora, and a
wooden eword and daggjer, and | play soldier with her and get
cicaned out sometimes.

We have do school here, but | study my lessons every day, and
papa hears me recite atoight 1study aficlimeiic, geography, spell-
fng, U- S. history, and writing. | may write lo you agatn some
lime.— Yours truly, SCOTTIE H anKIHS.

Philadelphia, Pa,

Dear St. NICMOLAS5: | wantto tell you abouta girlwe had. She
was a Germéan girl, aad she asked my father, who is a druggist, ibr a
label. She wantea to send It lo Germany, so her frieods could direct
the letters. On the label was printed, “ Dr. Siddali, Mantua Dnig-
store, TincL of Myrrh, No. 35%6 Haverford St., W. Phila."* She
sent this label. and whco ihe answer came, the direction read, “ Care
Dr. Siddall, Mantua Drug-store, Tinct. of Myrrh, No. 35*6 Haver-
ford SI1, W. Phila.”

We had a good laugh overit, 10 think that anybody would put

Tinct. of Myrrh™*on the direction of a letter.

I thought | would send you this to put in the St. Nicholas, so
that everybody who retids this could nave a laugh over it—Very
respectfully, J« Siddall.

Dora's Holisekespinc, by the anihor of “ Six LittleCooks,” is
ahandy Utile book that leUs about ihe iroubles and triumphs ofa
girt Jiftccn years ofd, who is left unexpectcdly to take charge of a
house and provide daily medis for its six inmales. The story itself
is pleasant, and it Introduces usefttl hints about houachgld duoes—
such as bed*making, sweepbg, care of lamps, etc. The book is
adapted to beginncrs, for its rompes contain fiiller detailed direcuons
than cook4300ks usually give. Sollds and sweets are treated of m
common-sense proporiioo, and waste is guarded againstwilh lasty
dishes prepared from remnants. The book is illustrated, and is pub-
lished by Messrs. Jaosen, McClurg St Co., Chicago.

Child M arian Abroad, by Willam M. F. Round, is a Htilc book
with eight fidl-page pictures. It gives a lively and interestingaccount
ofa bright little girl’s advcntures during a tour in Europe with her
tnele and aunt She sees many greatpeople and grand dghts, plays
wilh a princesa, geis into comical scrapcs,—some with ihe hclp ofa
litie American boy named Hany,—and, altogether, has a deligbtful
trip, very pleasant to read about

RIDDLE-BOX.

A coRSBSPONDBOT, having

read

[Arii,

in the November numberilu

poera “ My Girl,*” by Mr. Adams, sends us this cleverimitaiioo:

MY BOY.

little
little
iittle
litde

>>>>

little
little
litie
litele

>>>>

little
Uttie “
little
litde

>>> >

little
little
litde
little

>>>>

little
little
little
little

little
Hctle
little
litie

>>>> >p>>

little
little
litde
liule

>>>>

little
Ultle
Klile
ifrdc

>>>>

crib in
&cc with baby bloom,
head with curly hair,
woolly dog, a chair.

"molher*s room,"

while for bumps aod cries,
while to make “
doubtiDg wonder when
pair of bands Is olean.

mud jues/.'

ball. a top to s”,
Uister’™ belied in,

pair of pants, some string,
bit of everything.

blustering, bolscerous air,
spiril of “ don’t care*’
tramping off to school,
shrug at woman's rule.

odor of dgar,

Cwilight talk with Ma,
earnest study, then—
coun6l grave again.

talk ahout “ my giry
soft mustache to iwirl,
time of jealous fear.

hope the way to clear,

knowledge of the world,
self'conceit down hurled,
manly purpose new,
woman, waiting, true.

wedding gay at eve,
pang ine nome to leave,
mother lone at dawn,
sigh”my boy was gone!

LRI

JZ,1, S.—W ebelieve that some consider It notquice certain wheihif
“thumbs up” or “ihumbs down*’ was the Mgn of racruy. But
Appleton’s “ American Cyclopsedia” saya that, when, in a Roto»
amphitheater, a gladiator was overeéme in dght, he was allowed to
appeal to the spectaiors; and, if they pointed downward wiih ito
thumbs, his li/c was spared,—but Ifupwaid, his opponent dispaccHd

him on the spot

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

NUMERICAL ENIGHIA

I AM composed of thirteco letters in two words that form the fiame
ofaking lately dead.
My 6 5 b 718 the capital of his realm.
My 4 zt 6 a xo is the cily of his birth.
My 17 xo a3 12 i5a noced port in his kingdom.
My b a 13 0 10is a cathedral city in his domlInions.
! L.H,V.H, +.

BASY DIAMOND PUZZLE.

X A CONSONANT.
the body.

artof

2. A wager. P
B. S.

3. A city in ltaly. 4. A
5. A vowel. N.

WORD SYNOOPATIONS.

Rekovbone word from another, and leave a complete word.

1. Take a crimetom a clergyman*s house. and leave an attcn”nt
2. Take a summet luxury from worthy of observauon, and Iw «
remarkable. 3. Take savagc from to pu«le, and I*vc a dnnk.
4. Take suflrage from a bigot, and leave a river iqg Great Dritain.
« Take lo lean from a glass vc&sel, and Icavc an anunal.
CVRIL DFANE.

ANAGRAMA.

Each anagmm is formed ftom a dngle word, and a due to tlic
mining of It6tword b given, between brackets, afier us anagram.

r. Any onecan (iroubie). 2. 1anointcombe (jomings). 3"?'®
DOsin (chance). 4. A nide song (perilous). 5. I'm no cereal jnM®
6. A mad girl (song). 7- Real blue ant (fixed). 8. An egg oie
(libérate).

DROP-LKTTER PUZZILE.
Every other letter is omitted.
H- D-T- M-C- W-O -O-H -B-L -H-T -E -A-H -0 -0. CD
EASY 1UIOMBOID PUZZLE.
Across: i. Overeight a. Clean, 3, Tofall. 4. Tojuica
Down: t. One hundred. 2. An article. 3. A color.
5. A partof the body. 6. A petfiame fora parcnu 7. A
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PICTOKIAIl ANAGRAM PUZZLE.

From Ihe letlcrs of ihc word which describas the cenlraj picture, form words describiog the remaiuiDg lcn pictures. H.s. s.

SEXTUPI.LK AVORU-CKOSS.

lio” letter, o, is given in the diagmm, and fisuscd forboth
I fe»™ “«pcndiculai ai>d the Full Horifomal; butthe ceniral letter
1 wrt ofthe words that make the limbsand armaoi*the cross.

Pk'*phndicular, eight letiera: An American singing>bird.

K<*520 ntal, scven ieiters: Aniosirumcnt ofwar.
three letters: A short, jerking action.
LiKB, four letters: Part ofa thain.
bl 7 ihree letters; A small gulf.
1*W Abm, three letters: An luscrument for catching fisb. b.

PRESIIIENTIAL DI8SCOVEKIES.

in the full iames of the nineteen presldents of the United States,
find the following hidden words, each of which ts soiccted entire from
the fiame of some single president, although in one or two cases the
spelling merely gives the sound of the wom that Is lobe found:

1. An insect. 9. A household task. 3. Two birds. 4. A faithful

woman. 5. A forest tree, familiar to schooUboys. 6. Two Ofd Testa-
ment men. 7. Four New Testnincnt men. 8. A product oi the
mine. 9. Two products of the ptg. 10. The thousandth part ofa
dollar. XI. A beavy weight. s« Aninhabitant ofihowestern part
of Europe. 13. A Camoiis spy, executcd during ihe Revolutionary
war. 14. A Ime of soldiers. 13. One of the supportsof a bridgc.
16. Dexterity. 17. A river crossing and river obstructions. 18. Fish
eggs. xp. Affirmalive votes, ao. A noted Philadelphia philosopher
and statesman. si. An old*tiiae Crecian hero, as. A uscfiil dmber.
33. An English statesman whose head wascut ofC 24. A tlie-deed
to lands orestates. 25. Three musical svllafales. s6. A tilie of the
Deity, mentiooed in the Blble. 27. A delicious sweetmeat 28. A
domestic fowl. 29. A lirVs fiame. 30. Something added 31. One
of tbc members of a family. Ck marvin



4438 THE RIDDLE-BOX.

EAST DOUBLE ACIIOSTIC. A fUIEULEY.
i. PtEASING. 2. The ocean. 3. “A Uttle house fuU oimeaL wjth
ao doorto goin and caL” 4. A harofwood, 5, A thought. 6 A A WORD that means 10 cleansc, behead.
tnbe. Pieased. And leave of doth a kind:
The initials aad finais, read downwaid, spell ihe fiames of fwo Behead _agalm, andfl_ee;ve a seed
powerful countries. pel. Canarios love to fin
Behead again, and itwill leave

. An animal behind.
NUMI4RICAX PUZZLE,
! Transpose my first, and it becomes
3 4 5 A set of aotics gay:
7 Then cuttail twicc, and leave what oft
Ptojects into a bay;
Cuital again, and leave what boys

Zi—iy345I'sloobsirucL My 14 7is to bend under weighi. Mv
«4 61 ®
Will put in mothcr's way,

Sacamage.
Place tbe letters in the positions indicated by thc figures oflhe
Agraoi, aod read therefrom my whole, which is thc iame ofa faree

HHD Transpose again, and find a word
. To horses may apply;
A PEOVERB AMONG PROVBIimS. Curtail it twice, and leave a step
. . ) . That one can measure by;
ansovyeenword taken from each sentence in succeasion wiH form ihe Beh_ead it,,and you have a card
X “ Likeness begets Jov” yetproud men hale one anolhct.*" [liat orcen counts for high.
2. “They that hjde can nnd.” .
3. " Trade knows neilber friends fior kindred." Transpose again, and bring to light
4. *T tis better to be happy than wise.” A well-known proper fiame;
5. “ Gold may be bought too dear.” And io the very Center find
6. “ Ifyou would have a good servant, take neither @ kinsman fior Ascrpent k_nown to fimc,
2 friend.” That caused ihe death of one,—a qucen,—
W ho laid to beauty claim. ma c

?. “A "1 long waited forissold, notgiven.”
8- “It 5tlne to sitwhen the oven comes lo dough.”

9. " Only thatwhich is honesily gotis gain.” -

xo. “ Prudent people always ask the price ere they purchase.’* HALF WORD-SQUAKE.

E “ S(?Odda(:]\.“c.e '.Sh"everfouF,Ofp;alw' " bil A MSIHBER of a legisladve body; a plant: new; periods of darJ
: riendsnip is ihe perfeccion ot fovc. Cybil deane to allow, reversed; a preposition: a consonant. a.c.casn.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN MARCH NUMBER.

ﬁifsya’\/rl?lNEAn?;mg;’: WU begun is halfdone. An Old Maxim —* Light cares speak; greatones are durab."
. . . Rhomboid Puzzie.— e ?0de
“Sweetwas thc souod when oftatcveoing's cidse 0FeRA
ip yonder hill the village mulrnuﬂr rose early
GoldstHUk™T “Deitrud ViliAtg." NoTfibD
I Euripides. 2. Tasso. 3.Sonthey. 4. Hume. 5. Irving, 6. Carfyle ROSES"
IZ. WMoargrs]wonh. 8. Hawthome. 9. Lyell. 10.Davy. ij, Emerson! DoUBLB Cross-word Acrostic.—Steam, Smokc. i. SclssorS|
. 2. TeaM, 3.Echo. 4. ArK. 5. MandrakE. |
Transpositions.—>. 1 pass no. passbo, 2. Glare, large. 3. Let Easy Diamond Puzzle.—i. T, 2. Era. 3, Trout 4, Auii. 5TI
this, thistle. 4. United, untied, 5, inccadet, anecdote. d. Towels, M altsse-Cross Puzzle,
lowest. y, Notimpan, imporUnt 8. Lambseringe, clamberiogs ?R E8H
Easy Rjsvbrsals.—t. Drab, bard. 2. Rccd, deer. 3. Door. rood. 6A S A 1
4. Yard, dray. 5. Keel, leek. d. Loop, pool, 7. Tram, mait. 8,t)oom, s s A D
mood. 9.Pan, trap. to. Room, moer. 1N TE N SE
GaDtgeurilJrl\_gE Duamcnd—Perpendi;ular: Ponderoua Horizoatal: N N N HA
) C AC TL
poD cLsSAB
V1NES POETICAL RsBuS.—*“ Oh, whata tangled web we weave
GARDENS W acn first we practice 1o cfvc.”
GAT HER i'nO é:f?/i%‘l_\mw'
CASRISD N iH BRieAL Enigm a—Nigbtingale. Nigh, tin, gale,
s TSloJé/ s DoUBLE Acrostic—Louisa M. Alcoit, Ralph W. Emers
5. LumbcR. 2. OpheliA. 3.UsuaL. 4. ImP. s. SumacH. 6
. S drew. 7. MoosE 8. AsyluM. 9. LakE xo, $ondoK. ii.OI}"*
CuBTAILMENTS AiiD Beheadings.—P oe, poel Raven rave puS. xa. TO, 13.TeN. 1
Bells, ells . . . X W ord Svncopations.—x. La-wren-ce; wren, lace. 2. K-nov-I
Easy Nuuerical Enigma.—Robinson Crusoe. Robin, cross mg: now, king. 3, De-fin-ed: fin, deed. 4. Re-finc-d: fine.
ounec. R S«W -ant*-ed; ant, wed. d. F-um-ish; um, fish.
_PicroRiAL Anacram Provers.Plizzle.—" A new broom sweeos Ckabade — Wedgwood. N
ciean. Abbreviations.” i. Beryl, b~. 2. Crowo, cow. 3. Fain', Ib.|

Easy Unions.— 1 Rest-o-ring. restoring. 2. Sweet-e-ned, sweet* ,  Grape, Mp. k, Steam,sea. d. While, wit 7. Halts, hat 8. Hoiiey,f
encd 3. Inier-e-stmg, interesing hoe. 9. Bevel, bee. 10, Pcnce, pen. |

An$wers to - -
Doyie, Josie Brown

K/I' HJ'XAr r w’ Frank Haughion, Aljce Siedman, KitiiePeny, Aimiel, Zleber, Georgine C. Schnlixspahn, A
RicharfMn, H. W anen, Co"BnM G"i-Pierro and Sarah Duffield, W. Eichelbergcr, “ Adelaide and Regsie,” Masan Rom ,
T T m Latimcr, Eugcne L. Lockwood, “ Bob W hile,” "Medca.” Roben H<nmd
Vv Eager, Abbic G. Weed, ArlhurC. Smith, Addie Campbell, “ Bessie and *
a n T'a? | "Liltle Eaele,” Edith Wilkinson, Graee Van Wagenen,
A ' Maihewson, Cora B. Dunster, Ben Merrill, C, E. Sands, John Taylor. Jennie Taylor, HarryCimi
NdlieA, Hudson Leonicc B, Barne” Brookline," Bessie L, Bames, Loiiise G, Hinsdale, UaaieK Clark, Liriic M. Dow,
T?2. nTtH ew'r “ Th«o Cousins" “SL Nicholas Club.” Lizeie E. T., Anna F. Robinson, Floie™ceR|

? “"d L«nie &raud, “ New Friend,” GeorgeJ, Fiabe, Florence Wilcox, Fted M, Pease; No flame, Cas
bndgeport, EdJic Vuitee, Milly E. Adama, PerryAdams Maude Adams and Anna R. Stratton.





