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A TRIUMPH.
By Celia Thaxter.

Little Roger up the long slope rushing
Through the rustling corn,

Showers of dewdrops from the broad leaves brushing
In the early morn,

At bis sturdy little shoulder bearing
For a banner gay,

Stem of fir with one long shaving flaring
In the wind away !

Up he goes, the summer sunshine flushing
O’er hini in his race,

Sweeter dawn of rosy childhood blushing
On bis radiant face.

If he can but set his standard glorious
On the hill-top low,

Ere the sun climbs the clear sky victorious,
All the worid aglow |

So he presses on with childish ardor,
Almpst at the top!

Hasten, Roger! Does the way grow harder?
W herefore do you stop?

From below the corn-staiks tall and slender
Comes a plaintive cry—

Turns he for an instant from the splendor
Of the crimson sky,

Wavers, then goes flying toward the hollow,
Calling loud and clear:

Corning, Jenny! Oh, why did you foliow?
Don’t you cry, my dear1”
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Small Janet sits weeping ’'mid the dalsies;

“ Little sister sweet,
Must you follow Roger?”
Baby on her feet,

Theii he raises

Guides her tiny steps with kindness tender,
Cheerfully and gay,

All his courage and his strength would lend her
Up the uneven way,

Till they front the blazing East together;
But the sun has roUed

Up the sky in the still Summer weather,
Flooding them with gold.

All forgotten is the boy’s ambition,
Low the standard lies,

Still they stand, and gaze—a sweeter visién
Ne’er met mortal eyes.

That was splendid, Roger, that was glorious,
Thus to help the weak;

Better than to plant your flag victorious
On earth’s highest peak 1

ONE SATURDAY.

By Sarah Winter Kellogg.

It was an autumn day in the Indian summer
time,—that one Saturday. The Grammar Room
class of Budville were going nuttingi that is, eight
of them were going,—“ our set,” as they styled
themselves. Besides the eight of “ our set,” Bob
Trotter was going along as driver, to take care
of the horses and spring wagén on arrival at the
woods, while the eight were taking care of the
nutting and other fun. Bob was fourteen and
three months, but he was well-grown. Beside, he
was very handy at all ldnds ofwork, as he ought to
have been, considering that he had been kept at
work since his earliestrecoUection, to the detriment
of his schooling.

It had been agreed that the boys were to pay for
the team, while the girls were to furnish the lunch.
In order to economize space, it was arranged that
all the contributions to the lunch should be sent on
Friday to Mis. Hooks, Clara of that siumame
undertaking to pack it all into one large basket.

It was a trifle past seven o’clock Saturday morn-
ing when Bob Trotter drove up to Mr. Hooks’s to

take in Clara, she being the picnicker nearest his]
starting point. He did not know that slie was al
put off-er. She was just trimming a hat for thel
ride when Bob’s wagén was announced. Shel
hadn’t begun her breakfast, though all the restoil
the family had finished the meal, while the lunchl
which should have been baskcted the previousE
night was scattered over the house from theparlor|
center-table to the wood-shed.

Clara opened a-window and called to Bob thatl
she would be ready in a minute. Then she ap-j
pealed to everybody to help her. There was al
hurly-burly, to be sure. She asked mamma lol
braid her hair; little brother to bring her bluci
hair-ribbon from her bureau drawer; little Lucy io|
bring a basket for the prbspective nuts; big brotheri
to get the inevitable light shawl which mammal
would be suve to make her take along. Snel
begged papa to butter some bread for her, and cuti
her steak into mouthfuls to facilitate her breakhstjj
while the maid was put to collecting the
scattered lunch. Mamma put haby, whom s el
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I VS feeding, ofF her Jap—he began lo scream;
iiille brother left his doughnut on a chair—the cat
began to eat itj littie Lucy left her doli on the
JjuF hig brother stepped on its face, for he did
notleave his book, but tried to read as he went to

:the light shawl; papa laid down his cigar to
I prepare the put-ofFer's breakfast—it went out; the
maid dvopped the broom—the wind blesv the trash
trom the dust-pan over the swept floor. Clara
cODtinucd to trim the hat. As she was putting in
Itiie last pin, mamraa reachcd the tip end of the
heir, and called for the ribbon to tie the braid.
“Here ’tis,” said little brother. “ Mercy !” cried
Clara, “ he ’s got my new blue sash, stringing it
along through all the dust. Goose 1 do you think
;could wear that great long wide thing ori my
I hair?”  Little brother said “ Seat 1” and rushed to
the resefie of his doughnut, while Lucy carne in
dragging the clothes-basket, and big brother en-
| lered avith mamma’s black lace shawl.

“Well, you told me to get a light one,” he
Ireplied to Clara’s impatient remonstrance, while
Lucywhimpered that theywouldn’t have enough
1ittts if the clothes-basket wasn’t taken along.

However, when Bob Trotter had secured Clara
I Hwks, the other giris were quickly picked up, and
I» were the four boys, for Bob was brisk and so
Yere bis horses. Dick Hart was the last called
for. He had been ready since quarter past six,
andwith hisforebandedness had worried his friends
& effectually as the put-offer had hers. When
| tewagon at last appeared with its load of fun and
laughter, he felt too ill-humored to return the
j oy greetings.

“A pretty time te be coming avound!” he
I gnimbled, climbing to his seat. “ 1’ve been wait-
linflhree hours.”

"You houghtn’t to "avebegun to wait so liearly,”
I sdBob, who had some peculiarities of pronuncia-
Itinderived from his English parentage.

“It would be better for you to keep quiet,”
Dk retorted.  “ You ouglit to have your wages
ad, coming around here after nine o’clock. We
I Mphi lo be out to the tvoods this minute.”

“Taint no fault of mine that we haint,” said
IA, louching up his horses.

“Whosc fault isit, ifitisn’t yours?” Dickasked.

Clara Hooks was blushing.

“Let the sparrer tell who killed Cock Robin,”
| «asBob’s enigmaéticas reply.

“What’s he talking about?” said Julius Zink.

“Idunno, and he don’t either,” replied Dick.

'Hedoesn’t know that or anything else,” said
| SrehKetchum.

It wes not possible for Sarah to hear a dispute
| #idtsat become an open partisan.

"lknow a lady when | see ’er,” said Bob.
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"You don’t,”'said Dick, warmly. “ Youcan't
parse horse. | heard you try at scliool once.”

“ 1 can curry him,” said Bob.

“ You said horse was an article.”

" So he is, and a very useful harticle.”

One of the girls nudged her neighbor, and in a
loud whispcr intimated her Opinién that Bob was
getting the better of Dick. At this Dick grew
warmer and more boisterous, maintaining that the
boys ought not to pay Bob the stipulated price
since tliey were so late in starting.

" I-lif folks haint ready | can’t ’elp it,” said Bob.

“Who was n’t ready?" demandad Constance
Faber. "You didn’t wait for me, | know.”

"And you didn’t wait forme or Mat Snead,”
added Sarah Ketchum, “ because we walked down
to meet the wagoén.”

Clasra Hooks’s face had grown redder and redder
during the investigation; but if Clara was a put-
offer, she was not a coward or a sneak.

“ He waited for me,” she now said, "but I think
it’s mean to teU it wherever he goes.”

“| haint told it nowheres.”

"You justthe same as told; you liinted.”

“Would nt ’ave ’inted ef tliey had n’t kept
slappin’ at me,” was Bob’s defense, which did not
go far toward soothing the mortified Clara.

Not all of this party were pert talkers. Two
were modest; Valentine Duke and Mat Snead.
These sat together, forming what the otliers called
the Quaker settlement, from the silence which pre-
vatled in it. The silence was now brokén by a
remark from Valentine Duke irrelevant to any
preceding.

"Nuts are plentierat Hawley’sGrove than at Crow
Roost,” he jerked out, and then locked up again.

“ Say we go tliere, then,” said Kit Pott.

“ Let’s take the vote on it. Those in favor of
Hawley’s say aye.”

The ayes carne storming out, as though each
was bound to be the first and loudest.

" Contrary, no,” continuad the self-made presi-
dent; and Bob Trotter voted solidly " Noi”

“We did n’t ask you to vote,” said Dick, return-
ing to bis quarrel.

Dick was constitutionally and habitually pugna-
cious, but he had such a cordial way of forgiving
everybody he injured that people couldn’t stay
mad with him. Indeed, he was quite a favorite.

"1 ’'m the other side of the 'ouse,” Bob answered
Dick. “ You can’t carry this hidee through with-
out my ’elp.”

“We hired you to take us to the woods.”

" You ’ired me and my wagin and them harticles
—whoa!” (Bob’s "harticles” stopped}—"to take
you to Crow Roost. Youdidn't ’ire me for ’Awley’s,
and | haint goin’ ther’ without a new contract.”



“ W hat difference is it to you where we go?”
Dick demandad. “ You belong to us forthe day.”

“ Four miles further and back,—height miles
makes a difference to the harticles.”

Murmurs of disapproval rendered Dick bold.

“ Suppose we say you Ve ;v to take us to Haw-
ley’s,” he said, warmly.

“ Suppose you do,” said Bob, coolly.

“1°d like to know what you’d say about it,”
said Dick, warmly.

“ Say itand | 1llet you know,” said Bob, coolly,
—so0 veiy coolly that Dick was cooled.

A timely prudence enforced a momentary silence.
He forebore taking a position he might not be abld

to hold. * Say, boys, shall we make him take us
to the grove ?”

Bob smiled. Val Duke smiled, too, in his
unobtrusive way, and suggested modestly, “ We

ought to pay extra for extra work.”

“ Pay him another quarter and be done with it,”
said Kit Pott.

Beside being good-natured, Kit didii’t enjoy the
stopping there in the middle of the road.

“I1t’s mighty easy to pay out other people's
money,” sneered Dick, resenting it that Kit seemed
going over to the enemy.

Kits face was aflame. His father had refused
him any money to contribute toward the picnic
expenses, and here was Dick taunting him with it
before all the girls.

“You boys teased me to come along because
you didn’t know where to find the nuts,” said Kit.

The girls began to nudge each other, making
whisperedexplanations and commentaries, agreeing
that it was mean in Dick to taunt Kit, and Clara
Hooks spoke up boldly ;

“ 1 wanted Kit to come along because he’s
pleasant and is n’t forever quarreling.”

“ Oh !” Dick sneered more moderately, “ we all
know you like Kit Pott, You and he had better
gethitched; then you ’d be pot-hooks.”

This set everybody to laughing, even Dick’s ad-
versary, Bob Trotter.

“ Pretty bright 1” said Julius Zink.

“ Bright, but not pretty,” said Mat Snead, blush-
ing at the sound of her voice.

“Hurrah! Mat’s waked up,” said Julius.

“I1t’s the first time she’s spoken since we
started,” said Sarah Ketchum.

“ This isn’t ihe first time you’ve spoken,” Mat
quietly retorted, blushing over again.

Everybody laughed again, even Sarah Ketchum.

“ Sarah always puts in her oar when there’s any
water,” said Constance Faber.

“1 want to know how long we ’re to sit here,
Standing in the middle of the road,” said Julius.

Again everybody laughed. When grammar-
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school boys and girls are on a picnic, a ihing
needn’i be very witty or very funny to make theml
laugh. From the ease with which this pajty
exploded into laughter, it may be perceived thatinz
spite of the high words and the ]>op-gun fiting
there was no decp-seated ill-humor among them,

“ To Crow Roost and be done with it I’ said Dick |

“ All right,” assented several volees.

“ Crow Roost, Bob, by the lightning express”]
said Dick, with enthusiasm.

“ But, as you were so particular,” said Sarah toj
Bob, “ we ’re going to be. too. We aint going to
give you any lunch unless you pay for it.”

“ Not a mouthful,” said Clara.

“Not even a crumb,” said Constance.

Nobody saw any dismay in Bob’s face.

I don't intend to tell you about all the sayings|
and all the laughter of those boys and giilsonl
their way to Crow Roost. They wouldli’t like tol
have me, and you wouldn’t. Bob Trotter rani
over a good many grubs and way-side stumps, andi
at every jolt Constance screamed, and Dick scolded|
and then laughed. Mat Snead spoke three words. |
She and Valentina had been sitting as though inl
profound meditaciéon for some forty minutes, wheni
he said: “ Quite a ride !”

“Very; no, quite,” she answered, in confusion. |

Sarah Ketchum said everything that Mat didn'tl
say. She was Mat’s coimterpart.

All grew enthusiastic as they approached thel
woods, and when the wagdn stopped they poured]
over the side in an excited way.

* W hat shall we do with the lunch-basket?”

“ Leave itin the wagén,” said Sarali Ketchum,
whose counsel, Kit said, was as free as the waiersj
of the school pump.

Clara objected to leaving it. Bob would cat|
everything up. “ Let’s take it along."

“ Why, no,” said'Julius.

He was the largest of the boys, and, accordingi
to the knightly code, he remembered the catryingj
ofthe basket would devolve upon him.

“ Yes, we must carry it along,” Sarah Kctchuml
insisted.  “ Bob sha’n’t have a chance at Ihat|
basket if | have to carry it around on my back.”

Constance, too, said, “ Take it along.”

“1t’s easy enough for you girls to insisl onj
having the basket toted around,” said Dick, ““‘be-j
cause girls can’t carry anything wheii there arel
boys along; but suppose you were a poor litllel
fellow like Jule.”

“1 wont have to climb the trees with it on myl
back, will I ?” said Julius. * 1°ll tell you,” he con-|
tinued, lowering his tone—Bob had heard all'
preceding remarks—*“ we'll hang our basket on al
hickory limb. It will be safe from hogs, and the|
leaves will hide it from Bob.”
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This proposicion was apptoved, and the basket
»g rarried off a short distance and slyly swung
ijito a sapling. Then the eight went scurrying
through the woods, leaving Bob with the horses.
Wherever they saw a lemon-tinted tree-top against
theskv, or crowded into one of those fine autumn
bouquets a clump of trees can make, there rushed
asquad of boys, each with his basket, followed by
.squad of girls, each with her basket.

Dutin a very short time the girls were tired and

i neuBVE. SHE’s cone ery,” saiu kit."

ire boys hungry. All agreed to go back to the
lunch. So back they hurried, the nuts rolling
about over the bottoms of the baskcts. Julius had
tbe most nuts; he had eleven. Mat had the
aiiallest number; slie had one.

“lhope you girlsbrought along lots of goodies,”
sdDick, “ Seems to me | never was so hungry
iuny life,”

“I believe boys are always hungry,” said Sarah
Ketchum

Val Duke was leading the party. He got along
fclerthan the others, because he was n’t turning
atindevery minute to say sometbing. He made
inekcirifying announcement:

“Acow’s ijn the basketl”
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“ Gee-whiz!” said Dick, rushing at the cow.
“Thunder!" said Julius, and he gathered a hand-
ful of dried leaves and hurled them at the beast.
Kit said “ Ruination !” and threw his cap. Clara
said “ Begone!” and flapped her handkerchief in
a scaring way. Sarah Ketchum said, “ Shew!
Seat!” and pitched a small tree-top. It hit Dick
and Valentine, Constance said "W retchl” and
didn’t throw anything, Mat didn’t say anything
and threw her hickory-nut. Val threw his basket.

[see pack 518.]

and hung it on the cow’s horn. She shook it off’
walked away a few yards, then turned and stared
at the party.

““Lunch is gone, every smitch of it!” said Kit.

“Hope it "L kill her dead !” said Sarah Ketchum.

“W e’d better have left it in the wagén. Bob
couldn’t have eatcn it all,” said Clara.

" | wish Jule had taken it along,” said Dick.

“ | wish Dick had taken it along,” said Julius.

“ But what re we going to do?” said Constance.

"W e might buy sometbing if anybody lived
about herc.”

“ There isn’t any money.”

"Dick might give his note, with the rest of us
as indorsers,” said Julius.
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“We might play tramps and beg something.”

“ But nobody lives around here.”

“Hurrah!” said Dick, who had been prowling
about among the slain. “Here’s a biscuit, and
here’s a halfloafofbread.”

“ But they re all mussed and dirty,” said Sarah.

“You might pare them,” Mat suggested.

“ Yes, pecl them like potatoes,” said Julius.

“ But what are these among so many?
days of miracles are past.”

* W hat shall we do?” said one and another.

* Milk the cow,” said Mat.

Boys and girls clapped their hands with enthus-
iasm, and cried “ Splendid!” *“ Capital!” etc.

“1°U milk her,” said Dick. *“ Hand me that
cup. | ’m obliged to the cow for not eating it."

The cow happened to be a gentle animal, so she
did not run away at Dick’s approach, yet she
seemed determined that he should not get into
milking position. She kept her broad, white-
starred face toward him, and her large, liquid eyes
on his, turning, turning, turning, as he tried over
and over to approach her flanks, while the others
stood watching in mute expectancy.

*“ Give her some feed,” said Mat.

“ Feed! | shouldn’t think she could bear the
sight of anything more after all that lunch,” said
Dick. *“ Beside, there isn’t any feed about here.”

Somebody suggested that Bob Trotter had
brought some hay and corn for his horses. Dick
proposed that Julius should go for some. Julius
proposed that Dick should go. Valentinc offered
to bring it, and brought it—some corn in a basket.

“ Suke! Suke, Bossy! Suke, Bossy! Sukel”
Dick yelled, as though the cow had been two
hundred feet off instead of ten. He held out the
basket. She carne forward, sniffed at the corn,
threw up her lip and took a bite. Dick set the
basket under her nose and hastened to put himself
in milking position. But that was the end of it.
He could not milk a drop.

“ 1 can’t get the hang ofthe thing,” he said.

“ Let me try,” said Kit.

Dick gave way, and Kit pulled and squeezed
and tugged and twisted, while the others shouted
with laughter.

“ | believe she ’s gone dry,” said Kit, very red in
the face. At this the laughers laughed anew.

“ Some of you who are so good at laughing had
better try.”

Kit set the cup on a stump and rctired.

Sarah Ketchum tried to persuade everybody
else to try, but the other boys were afraid of failure
and the girls were afraid of the cow. Sarah said
if somebody would hold the animal’s head so that
it couldn't hook, she ’d milk—she knew she could.
But nobody offered to take the cow by the horns;

The
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so everything carne to a stand-stul except Saiah’
talking and the cow’ eating. Then Bob Trottsr
carne in sight, all his pockets standing out witli
nuts. They called him. Sarah Ketchum expUined
the situation and asked him if he could milk.

“1 do the milkin’at 'ome,” Bob replied.

“Wont you please milk this cow for us? We
don’t know how, and we want the milk for dinner.”

There carne a comical look into Bob’s face, bul
he said nothing. The eight knew what his thoughts
must be.

“We oughtn’t to have said that you couldnt
have any of our lunch,” said Sarah Ketchum.

“We did n’t really mean it,” said Clara
“When lunch-time carne we would have given you
lots of good things.”

“That’s so,” said Dick. * Sarah told usan
hour ago that she meant to give you her snow-ball
cake because she felt compuncted.”

By this time Bob had approached the cow. He
spoke some kind words ciése to her broad ear, and
gently stroked her back and flanks. Then he
set to work in the proper way, forcing the milk
in streams into the cup, the boys watching with
admiration Bob's ease and expertness, Dick won-
dering why he could n’t do what seemed so easy.
In a few seconds the cup was filled.

“ Now, what're you going to do?” said Bob.
* This wontbe a taste around.”

“You might milk into our hats,” said Julius.

“ 1've got a thimble in my pocket,” said Sarah
Ketchum.

“ Dostop your nonsense,” said Constance; “it’s
a very serious question—a Ufe and death matter,
W e’re a company of Crusoes.”

But the boys could n’t stop their nonsense immfr
diately. Dick remarked that if ihe cow had not
licked out the jelly-bowi and then kicked it to
pieces it might have been utilizad. Then some one
remembered a tin water-pail at the wagén. This
was brought, and Bob soon had it two-fhirds filled
with milk. Then the question ar6se as to how
they were all to be served with just that quart-eup
and two spoons. They were to take turns, wo
eating at a time.

“1 don’t want to eat with Jule,”
* He eats too fast.”

The young people paired off, leaving out Bob.
Then they all looked at him in a shame-faced,
apologetic way.

“You needn't mind me,” said Bob, interpreting
their gkinces. “ | don’t want to heat with none of
you. | ve got some wittals down to the wagén.”

“Why, whathave you got?” said Sarah Ketchum.
She felt cheap, and so did the others.

“ Some boiled heggs and some happies and
some raw turnups,” said Bob.

Dick said.
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Eight mouths watered at this catalogue. Sarah

Ketchum whispered;

" For a g~cj*f>u» sHce of hjmip,
1'd lay me down and dfe.”

“I don’t keer for nothing but a hegg and a
bapple, myself,” said Bob. *“ May be you folks
would hcat the hother things. There ’s a good lot
lof happies.”

The eight protestad that they could do with the

milkand bread, but urged the milk on Bob.

“No, I thank you,” he said.

"He’s mad at us yet,” Mat whispered.

“Look here,” said Sarah Ketchum to Bob, “ if

IVviu don’t eat some of this milk, none of us will.
I We’ll give it to the cow.”
I *“No, we wont do that,” Julius said: * we ’ll
I hold you and make you drink it. If you have
I more apples than you wish, we ’ll be glad of some;
| butwe are n’t going to take them unless you ’ll take
| vour share of the milk.”

“And we’ll get mad at you again,” said Clara.

MRS.
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“1’Il drink hall the milk necessary to a make-
hup,” said Bob.

When the lunch was eaten, Mat said she didn’t
think they ought to have milked the cow. The
folks would be so disappointed when they carne to
milk her at night. May be a lot of poor children
were depending on the milking for their supper.
Val, too, showed that his conscience was disturbad.

“You needn’t worry,” said Dick. “ They’ll
get this milk back from the lunch she stole.”

“ But they couldn’t help her stealing.”

“And | couldn’t help milking her,” said Dick.

At this there was a burst of laughter. Then
Mat wrote on a scrap of paper: “ This cow has
been milked to save some boys and girls from
starvation. The owner can get pay for the milk by
calling at Mr. Snead’s, Poplar Street, Budville.”

“Who’ll tie it on her tail?” asked Mat.

“i will,” said Val, promptly, glad to ease his
conscience.

And this he did with a piece of blue rlbbon from
Mat Snead's hat.

PETER PIPER'S PICKLES.

By E. Muller.

HERE s nothing in that
bush,” said one oid crow
to another oid crow, as
they flew slowly along
the beach.

“No, nothing worth
looking at,” answered
the other oid crow, and
then they alighted on a
dead tree and com-
plained that the egg
season was over.

That was because they were fond of sandpipers’
egs, and there were none in that bush. No eggs
«ere there, to be sure, but there sat Mrs. Peter
Sindpiper, talking to two fine young sandpipers,
justhatched.

"Nothing worth looking at!” said she, indig-
uantly. “ Well, anything but a crow would have
inoresensel  Nothing in this bush, indeed! Pe-
t»«l,pe-tweet!”

And truly she might well be angry at any one
snubbing those young ones of hers. Their eyes
kete so bright, their legs were so slim, and their

soSharp that it was delightful to see them.

And they turned out their toes so gracefully that,
the first time they went to the sea to bathe, every-

IN THE LOHG GRASS.

One said Mrs. Peter Sandpiper had reason to be
proud of her children. But just as soon as they



“ THBY TURNEO OUT THRIR TOES SO OnACEFULLV,"

could run they got into all sorts of troubles, and
vexed Mrs. Sandpiper out of her wits.

“ Such a pair of young pickles | never hatchcd
before 1” said she to Mrs. Kingfisher, who carne to
gossip One day.

“Well, well, iny dear,” said Mrs. Kingfisher,
“boys will be boys; by the time they are grown
up they \yill be all right. Now, my dear Pinlegs
was just such ”

OH, MYI

But Mrs. Sandpiper had to fly off, to see what
Pipsy Sandpiper was doing, and keep Nipsy Sand-
piper from swallowing a June beetle twice too

big for him. They were great tridis. Theyl
were always eating the wrong kind of bugs, andl
having indigestion and headaches. They \w I
forever getting their legs tangled up in lonj iweil
grass, and screaming for Mrs. Peter Sandpiper (0|
come help them out, and at night the)- chirped
in their sleep and disturbad Mrs. Sandpiper dread-|
fully by kicking each other. At last she said shel
could stand it no longer; they must take care of|

HE'S COIHG HACKWARDS!"

themselves. So she cried “ Pe-tweet, good-by,"|
and then she flew away, leaving Pipsy and Nipsyl
alone by the sea to take care of themselves. |
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fthis is twice as dbep as Yyou were ik.

It was quite a trouble at first, for Mamma Sand-
Ipiper liad always helped them to bugs and
I*orms, one apiece, turn about, so all was fair.
IBut now Pipsy always wanted the best of every-
I Giingi and Nipsy, being good temperad, had to
| et what his brother lefi. One day bugs were
Ivery scarce, and both little Sandpipers were so
hungry that they could have eaten a whole star-

‘THBSK, IN THB TWILICHT,

fish—if he had come out of his shelter. Suddenly
Nipsy, who was a trifle near sighted, said he saw a
large beetle coming along the beach. They tan
quickly to meetit. But what in the world was it!
It had legs; oh, such legs! They were larger
than Pipsy’s and Nipsy’s put together. Its back
was like a huge shell, and its eyes were dreadful.
The little sandpipers looked at each other in terror.

HB SAW A LONELY FIGURS STANDING ON ONE LBG
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But a mild little voice from the creature relievcd
them.

“1 bcg your pardon,” said he. “ Let me intro-
' duce myself. C. Crab, Esq., of Oyster Bay.”

“ Oh, ah! Indeed!” said Pipsy. “ Glad to
know you, | ’m sure.”

“1 think | must havc lost my way,” said C.
Crab, Esq. *“ Could you oblige me by telling me
if you see any boys near?”

“ Any boys?” said Pipsy and Nipsy, looking at

each other, “ Never saw one in my life. What
do they look like? Have they many legs? Are
they fat? Are they good to eat?” asked both the

hungry little sandpipers.

“ They are creatures,” said the crab, with a
groan,—*“ creatures a thousand times larger than
we are. They have strings. They tie up legs
and puli. They throw stones. If you ever see a
boy, run for your life.”

“ Good graciousme !” cried both the little sand-
pipers. “ Howvery dreadful!”

But there were no boys in sight; so C. Crab
grew sociable, and offered to show them a place
where bugs were plenty. “ Just get on my back,”
said he, “and I’ll have you there in no time.”

So they got on his back. It was very wet and
slippery, but they held on with their toes, while C.
Crab gave himselfa heave and started.

“ Oh, my!" exclaimed Nipsy. “ He’ going
backward 1"
“ He actually is!” cried Pipsy. “ Atthis rate

we ’ll get there day before yesterday, wont we ?”

“ Surely,” said Nipsy. “ How very horrid of him
when we are sohungry ! W hat a slow coach 1”

“ Let’sjump off, quick, orhe "11take us dear into
last week I” cried the silly sandpipers, and then
they skipped off and ran down the beach in the
opposite direction. C. Crab called to them, but it
was no use, so he wenton his way. But as for the
sandpipers, they went on getting into trouble.
The day was hot, and after they had run some
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distance, they stepped into the water to cool offl
Nipsy stepped in first, but the water was up tohisl
breast and it frightened him, so he sto|)ped oiil
again.

“ Pooh I” said Pipsy.
Look at me !

Then he jumped in, and only his head stuckl
out.

“ This is twice as deep as you were in!"
cried, turning up his bili, and rolling his eyes.

“You’te sitting down, you are!” cried Nipsy,!
in scorn.

“1’m not,” said Pipsy.

“You are. | can see your toes all doubled up,l
even if the water ;r muddy,” said Nipsy, andrushed;]
at him to punish him for bragging.

They both rolled under the water, and then outl
on the shore, dripping wet and very angry withl
each other.

Pipsy went home to the oid bush and was vetyl
miserable. He wanted something to eat, and didj
not know where to find anything. Nipsy went|
high up the beach, and found a lot of youtgj
hedge-crickets. But he did not half enjoy them.|
They were fat and smooth, and he was hungry,j
but crickets had no flavor without Pipsy to Itelp eatj
them. Buthe was angry at him yet.

“ He must come to me,” he said, sternly, lothe|
cricket he was eating.

The cricket said nothing, being half-way downl
his throat, and pretty soon Nipsy could stand hisi
feelings no ionger. Catching up the largest,|
smoothest, softest cricket, he ran down to the shorel
as fast as his legs could carry him. There, in thf|
twilight, he saw a lonely figure standing on onel

“ Pipsy !” he cried.

“ Nipsy!” cried Pipsy.

And they flew to each other.

“ Here’s a glorious fat cricket for you.”

“ Forgive me, Nipsy,” said his brother.

And then they were happy.

“ You’re afraid, you arell
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UNDER THE LILACS.

By Louisa M. Alcott.

Chapter XIV.

SOMEBODY GETS LOST.

PUTTING :ill care beliind them, the young folks
Inn down the hill, with a very lively dog gambol-
Bybeside them, and took a delightfuUy tantalizing
arveyofthe external charras of the big tent, But
paple were beginning to go in, and it was im-
possible to delay when they carne round to the
aitrarice.

Ben felt that now “ his foot was on his native

ieaih," and the superb air of indifference with
ihichhe threw down his doUar at the ticket-office,
oielessly swept up the change, and strolled into
te tent with his hands in his pockets, was so
impressive that even big Sam repressed his excite-
neat and meekly followed their leader, as he led
Item from cage to cage, doing the honors as if he
tmed the whole concern. Bab held tight to the
Bl of his jacket, staring about her with round
[fes,and listening with little gasps of astonishment
adelight to the roaring of lions, the snarling of
ligers, the chatter of the monkeys, the groaning
ticamels, and the music of the very brass band
shulupin a red bin.
' Fwe elephants were tossing their hay about in
Hmiddle of the menagerie, and Billy’s legs shook
ander him as he looked up at the big beasts whose
bg noses and small, sagacious eyes filled him
rithane, Sam was so tickledby the droll monkeys
tret they left him before the cage and went on to
«thezebra, “ striped just like Ma’s muslin gown,”
Babdeclared. But the next minute she forgot all
aouthim in her raptures over the ponies and their
finycoalts, especially one mite of a thing who lay
aep on the hay, such a miniature copy of its
lilemouse-colored mamma that one .could hardly
helitte it was alive.

“Oh, Ben, | zwarffeel ofit!—the cunning baby
hotsel” and down went Bab inside the rope to pat
®d admire the pretty creature, while its mother
«oell suspiciously at the brown hat, and baby lazily
tpened one eye to see what was going on.

“Come out of that, it isn’t allowed!” com-
iMded Ben, longing to do the same thing, but
1oindful of the proptieties and his own dignity.

Bbreluctantly tore herself away to find conso-
piitinin watching the young lions, who looked so
hkchig puppies, and the tigers washing their faces
i®as puss did.

“If! stroked ’em, would n’t they purr?” she

asked, bent on enjoying herself, while Ben held her
skirts lest she should try the experiment.

“ You’d better not go to patting them, or you ’ll
get your hands clawed up. Tigers do purr like
fun when they are happy, but these fellers nevet
are, and you’ll only see ’em spit and snarl,” said
Ben, leading the way to the humpy camels, who
were peacefully chewing their cud and longing for
the desert, with a dreamy, far-away look in their
mournful eyes.

Here, leaning on the rope, and scientifically chew-
ing a straw while he talked, Ben played showman
to his heart’s content till the neigh ofa horse from
the circus tent beyond reminded him of the joys
to come.

“ W e’d better hurry along and get good seats
before folks begin to crowd. | want to sit near the
curtain and see if any of Smithers’s lot are round.”

“ 1 aint going way off there; you can't see half
so well, and that big dnim makes such a noise you
can’t hear yourself think,” said Sam, who had
rejoined them.

So they settled in good places where they could
see and hear all that went on in the ring and still
catch glimpses of white horses, bright colors, and the
glitter of helmets beyond the dingy red curtains.
Ben treated Bab to peanuts and pop-corn hke an
indulgent parent, and she murmurad protestations
of undying gratitude with her mouth full, as she sat
blissfully between him and the congenial Billy.

Sancho, meantime, had been much excited by
the familiar sights and sounds, and now was greatly
exercised in his doggish mind at the unusual pro-
ceeding of his master; for he was sure that they
ought to be within there, putting on their costumes,
ready to take their turn. He looked anxiously at
Ben, sniffed disdainfully at the strap as if to remind
him that a scarlet ribbon ought to take its place,
and poked peanut shells about with his paw as if
searching for the letters with which to spell his
famous fiame.

“ | know, oid boy, | know ; but it can’t be done.
W e’ve quit the business and must just look on.
No larks for us this time, Sanch, so keep quiet and
behave,” whispered Ben, tucking the dog away
under the seat with a sympathetic cuddle of the
curly head that peeped out from between his feet.

“ He wants to go and cut up, don’t he ?" said
Billy, “ and so do you, | guess. Waish. you were
going to. Would n't it be fun to see Ben showing
offin there?”
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"1 °d be afraid to have him go up on a pile of
elephants andjump through hoops like these folks,”
answered Bab, poring over her pictured play-bill
with unabated relisli.

“ Done it a hundred times, and 1 d just like to
show you what | can do. They don’t seem to have
any boys in this lot; shouldn’t wonder if they’d
take me if | asked ’em,” said Ben, moving uneasily
on his seat and casting wistful giances toward the
inner tent where he knew he would feel more at
home than in his present place.

‘“1 heard some men say that it’s against the law
to have small boys now; it’s so dangerous and not
good for them, lhis kind of thing. If that’s so.

AT THS

you re done for, Ben,” observad Sam, with his most
grown-up air, remembering Ben’s remarles on “ fat
boys.”

“ Don’t believe a word of it, and Sanch and 1
could go this minute and get taken on, | 11 bet.
We are a valuable couple, and | could prove it
if | chose to,” began Ben, getting excited and
boastful.

“ Oh, see, they re coming —gold carriages and
lovely horses, and fiap and elephants, and every-
thing | cried Bab, giving a clutch at Ben’s arm
as the opening procession appeared headed by the
band, tooting and banging till tbeir faces were as
red as their uniforms.

Round and round they went till every one had
seen their fill, then the ridcrs alone were left cara-
coling about the ring with feathers flying, horses
prancing, and performers looking as tired and
indifferent as if they would all like to go to sieep
then and there.

“How splendidl” sighed Bab, as they went
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dashing out, to tumble off almost before the he
stopped.

“That 'snothing! Youwaittillyouseethebatti
back ridingand the “acrobatic exercises, ’” said Benl
quocing from the play-bill, with the airofonewhj
knew all about the feats to come, and could nevc
be surprised any more.

“What are ‘crowbackic exercises?”’ asw|
Billy, thirsting for information.

“ Leaping and climbing and tumbling; you'nl
see George! what a stunning horse!” andl
Ben forgot everything else to feast his eyes on thtl
handsome creature who now carne pacing intJ
dance, upset and replace chairs, kneel, bow, andl

CiRCUS.

perforra many wonderful or graceful feats, endin|l
with a swift gallop while the rider sat in a chairi
on its back fanning himself, with his legs crossed.J
as comfortably as you please.

“ That, now, is something like,” and Ben’s eyes|
shone with admiration and envy as the pair vanislied,!
and the pink and silver acrobats carne leaping inio|
the ring.

The boys were especially interested in this pan,
and well they might be; for strength and agilityl
are manly attributes which lads apprcciatc, andl
these lively fellows flew about like India rubberi
balls, each trying to outdo the other, till the Icadeil
of the acrobats capped the climax by turning 'l
double somersault over five elephants standingsidel
by side.

‘Tliere, sir, how s that for a jump ?” askedl
Ben, rubbing his hands with satisfactiou as liis|
friends clapped till their palms tingled-

“We’ll rig upa spring-board and Iry it,” saidi
Billy, fired with emulation.
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“Where'llyou getyour elephants?” asked Sam,
Iscorrfully, for gymnastics were not in his line.

‘You 1l do for one," retorted Ben, and Billy and

3joined in his laugh so heartily that a rough-
lidoking man who sat behind them, hearing all they
Lid, pronounced them a “ jolly set,” and kept his
Lj-eon Sancho, who now showed signs of insubor-
Idination.

*HuUo, that wasn’t on the bili1” cried Ben,
Ijsj parti-colored clown carne in, followed by halfa
(dozen dogs.

“1raso glad; now Sancho will like it. There ’s
lapoodle that might be his ownty donty brother—
Ithe one with the blue ribbon,” said Bab, beaming
liiih delight as the dogs took their seats in the
léairs ananged for them.

Sancho did like it only too well, for he scrambled
| atfrom under the seat in a great hurry to go and
hreet his friends, and, being sharply checked, set
| pand begged so piteously that Ben found it very
Ibard to refusc and order him down. He subsided

a moment, but when the black spaniel, who

I scted the canine clown, did something funny and

«@s applauded, Sancho made a dart as if bent on

into the ring to outdo his rival, and Ben

|« forced to box his ears and put his feet on the

Ipoor beast, fearing he would be ordcred out if he
nace any disturbance.

Too 'vell trained to rebei again, Sancho lay
meditating on his wrongs till the dog act was over,
orefullyabstaining from any furthersign of interest
intheir tricks, and only giving a sidelong glance at
lie two little poodles who carne out of a basket to
rnup and down stairs on their fore paws, dance
ps on their hind legs, and play various pretty
pranks to the great delight of all the children in

I Ueaudience. Ifever a dog expressed by look and
latitudc, “ Pooh ! | could do much better than
Itbt, and astonish you all, if 1 was only allowcd
Ito,"tliat dog was Sancho, as he curled himself up
| sndaffected to tum his back on an unappreciative
I t'orld.

I "It’s too bad, when he knows more than all
| thosecliaps put togetlier. | °’d give anything if |
Muiid show him off as | used to. Folks always
liked it, and | was ever so proucl of him. He’s
med now because | had to cuff him, and wont
bke any notice of me till | make up,” said Ben,
ttjtrelfully eyeing his offended friend, but not
daring to beg pardon yet.

More riding followed, <ind Bab was kept in a
dteathless State by the marvclous agility and skill
dthe gauijt lady who drove four horses at once,

throiigh hoops, over banners and bars,
sprang off and on at full speed, and seemed to
ogoy it all so much it was impossible to believe
ilat there could be any danger or exertion in it.
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Then two giris flew about on the trapeze, a
walked on a tight rope, causing Bab to feel tv
she had at last found her sphere, for, young as s
was, her mother often said:

“ 1 really don’Cknow what this child is fit for,
except mischief, like a monkcy.”

“ 1’1l fix the clothes-line when | get home, and
show Ma how nice it is. Then, may be, she ’ll let
me wear red and gold trousers, and climb round
like these girls,” thought the busy little brain,
much excited by all it saw on that memorable day.

Nothing short of a pyramid of elephants with a
glittering gerrtleman in a turban and top boots on
the summit would have made her forget this new
and charming plan. Butthat astonishing spectacle
and the prospect of a cage of Bengal tigers with a
man among them, in imminent danger of being
eaten before her eyes, entirely absorbed her
thoughts til], just as the big animals went lumber-
ing out, a peal of thunder caused considerable
commotion in the audience. Men on the highest
seats popped their heads through the openings in
the lent-cover and reported that a heavy shower
was Corning up. Anxious mothers began to collect
their fiocks of children as hens do their chickens
at sunset; timid people told cheerful stories of
tents blown over in gales, cages upset and wiid
beasts let ioose. Many left in haste, and the per-
formers hurried to finish as soon as possible.

“1°’m going now before the crowd comes, so |
can get a lift home. | see two or three folks I
know, so |’m off;” and, climbing hastiy down,
Sam vanished without further ceremony.

“ Better wait till the shower is over. We can
go and see the animals again, and get home all
dry, just as well as not,” observed Ben, encourag-
ingly, as Billy looked anxiously at the billowing
canvas over his head, the swaying posts before
him, and heard the quick patter of drops outside,
not to mention the melancholy roar of the lion
which sounded rather awful through the sudden
gloom which filled the strange place.

“1 wouldn’t miss the tigers for anything. See,
they are pulling in the cart now, and the shiny
man is all ready with his gun. Will he shoot any
ofthem, Ben ?” asked Bab, nestling nearer with a
little shiver of apprehension, for the sharp crack of
a rifle startled her more than the loudest thunder-
clap she ever heard.

“ Bless yod, no, child; it’s only powder to make
a noise and scare ’em. | wouldn't like to be in
his place, though ; father says you can never trust
tigers as you can lions, no matter how tame they
are. Sly fellers, like cats, and when they scratch
it’s no joke, | tell you,” anssvered Ben, with a
knowing wag of the head, as the sides of the cage
rattled down, and the poor, fierce creatures were
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seen leapiiig and snarling as if they resented this
display of théir captivity.
Bab curled up her feet and winked fast with

excitement as she watched the *“shiny man”
fondle the great cats, lie down among them,
puli open their red mouths, and make them

leap over him or crouch at his feet as he snapped
the long whip. When he fired the gun and they
all fell as if dead, she with difficulty suppressed a
small scream and clapped her hands overher ears;
but poor Billy never minded it a bit, for he was
palé and quaking with the fear of “ heaven’s
artillery ” thundering over head, and as a bright
flash of lightning seemed to run down the tall
tent-poles he hid his eyes and wished with all his
heart that he was safe with mother.

“ ’Fraid of thunder, Bill?” asked Ben, trying to
speak stoutly, while a sense of his own responsibili-
ties began to worry him, for how was Bab to be
got home in such a pouring rain.

“ It makes mesick; always did. Wish | hadn’t
come,” sighed Billy, feeling, all too late, that
lemonade and “ lozengers” were not the fittest
food for man, or a stifling tent the best place to be
in on a hot July day, especially in a thunder-storm.

“1 didn’t ask you to come; you asked me; so
it isn’t my fault,” said Ben, rather gruffly, as
people crowded by without pausing to hear the
comic song the clown was singing in spite of the
confusion.

“ Oh, I'm so tired,” groaned Bab, gefting up
with a long stretch of arms and legs.

“You’ll betireder before you get home, | guess.
Nobody asked you to come, anyway;” and Ben
gazed dolefully round him, wishing he could see a
familiar face or find a wiser head than his own to
help him out of the scrape he was in.

“1 said | wouldn’t be a bother, and | wont.
1’ll walk tight home this minute. 1 aint afraid of
thunder, and the rain wont hurt these oid clothes.
Come along,” cried Bab, bravely, bent on keeping
her word, though it looked much harder after the
fun was all over than before.

“ My head aches like fury. Don’t | wish oid
Jack was here to take me back,” said Billy, follow-
ing his corapanions in misfortune with sudden
energy, as a louder peal than before rolled over-
head.

“You might as weE wish for Lita and the
covered wago6n while you are about it, then we
could all ride,” answered Ben, leading the way to
the puter tent, where many people were lingering
in hopes of fair weather.

“ Why, Billy Barton, how in the world did you
get here ?” cried a surprised voice, as the crook of
a cafie caught the boy by the collar and jerked him
face to face with a young farmer, who was pushing
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along followed by his wife and two or threj
children.

“ Oh, Unele Eben, I ’'m so glad you foundinefl
I walkcd over, and it’ raining, and | don’t ieHl
well. Let me go with you, can’t 1?” asked Bilv\
casting himself and all his woes upon the stroiif
arm that had laid hold of him.

“Don’t see what your mother was about toleil
you come so far alone, and you just over scarletl
fever. We are as full as ever we can he, but we'ilj
tuck you in somehow,” said the pleasant-factill
woman, bundling up her baby, and bidding thil
two little lads “ keep ciése to father.”

“1 didn’t come alone. Sam got a ride, ainil
can’t you tuck Ben and Bab in too? Theyaintl
very big, either ofthem,” whispered Billy, anxiousi
to serve his friends now that he was provided fhr|
himself.

“ Can’t do it, anyway. Got to pick up mothetl
at the comer, and thatwill be all I can carry, It'sl
lifting a little; hurry along, Lizzie, and let us getl
out of this as quick as possible,” said Unde Eben,l
impatiently; fot going to a circus with n yoiragl
family is not an easy task, as every one knows who|
has ever tried it.

“Ben, | 'm real sorry there isn’t room for you.l
I U tell Bab’s mother where she is, and may bel
some One will come for you,” said Billy, hurriedlj|[
as he tore himself away, feeling rather meanto|
desert the others, though he could be of no use.

“ Cut away and don’t mind us. | ’'m adlright,l
and Bab must do the best she can,” wasall Benj
had time to answer before his comrade was hustied |
away by the crowd pressing round the entrantel
with much clashing of umbrellas and sciamblb||
ofboys and men, who rather enjoyed the furry.

“ No use for US to get knocked about in tbll
scrimmage. We ’ll wait a rriinute and tlien gooul
easy. It’s a regular rouser, and you’llbeaswe!
as a sop before we get home. Hopc you Ulite
that?” added Ben, looking out at the heavyrain|
pouring down as if it never meant to stop.

“Don’t care a bit,” said Bab, swinging on ael
of the i'opes with a happy-go-lucky air, for herl
spirits were not extinguished yet, and she ies[
Inound to enjoy this exciting holiday to the ey
end. “ 1 like circuses so muchl 1 wish 1 lived|
here all the time, and slept in a wagdn, as you dd,
and had these dear little colties to play with.”

“ It wouldn’t be fun if you didn’t have anyfolte
to take care ofyou,” began Ben, thoughtfullylook-
ing about the familiar place where the men weit
now fceding the animals, setting their rcfrcshnieni
tables, or lounging on the hay to get such test &j
they could before the evening entcrtainmenl.
Suddenly he started, gave a long look, then tumed j
to Bab, and thrnsting Sancho’s strap into berj
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Iband, said, hastily: “ | see a feUow | used toknow.
Inaybe he can tell me something about fatlier.
loontyou stir till I come back.”

Tlien he was off like a shot, and Bab saw him
Ininaftera man with a bucket who liad been water-
jnig the zebra. Sancho tried to follow, but was
Ichccked witb an impatient;

“No, you can’t gol1 What a plague you are,
Lggingaroimd when people don’t want you.”

I Sancho might have answered, “ So are you,” but,
Ibeing a gentlemanly dog, he sat down with a
Iresigned expression to watch the little colts, who
j«ere now awake and seemed ready fora game of
lbo-peep behind their mammas. Bab enjoyed their
lliinny little frisks so much that she tied the weari-
Isome strap to a post and crept under the rope to
||Ki the tiny mouse-colored one who carne and
lulked to her with baby whinneys and confiding
Iglaiices ofits soft, dark eyes.

Oh, luckless Bab 1 why did you turn your back?
1h, too accomplished Sancho! why did you neatly
liintie that knot and trot away to confer with the
Idisreputable bull-dog who stood in the entrance
Ibeckoning with friendly wavings of an abbreviated
luil? «Oh, much affiicted Ben 1 why did you delay
Iti it was too late to save your pet from the rough
Iménwho set his foot upon the trailing strap and
lled poor Sanch quickly out of sight among the
jcrowd.

Ttal/oi Bascum, but he didn’t know anything.
jWhy, wheres Sanch?” said Ben, returning.

A breathless voice made Bab turn to see Ben
jlooking about him with as much alarm in his hot
|ke asifIbe dog had been a two years’ child.

T tied him—"he’s here somewhere—with the
Iponies,” stammered Bab, in sudden dismay, for no
Isigiiofadog appeared as ber eyes rovcd wildly to
liadfio.

Ben whistled, called and searched in vain, till
|me of the lounging men said, lazily :

“Ifyou are looking after the big poodle you’d
Itaier go outside; | saw him trotting off with
|woiher dog.”

Anay rushed Ben, wiili Bab following, regard-
|los ofthe rain, forboth felt that a great misfortune
IW befallen them. But, long before this, Sancho
Ihid vanishcd, and no one ininded his indignant
|I»wis as he was driven off in a covered cart.

“If he is lost | ’U never forgive you; never,
iMver, never I” and Ben found it impossible to rcsist

ig Bab several hard shakes wliicb made her
lyellowhraids fiy up and down like pump handles.

“I'm dreadful sorry. He’l! come back—you

«dhe always did,” pleaded Bab, quite cruslied
A ter own afflictions, and rather scared to see

Ibcnlook so fierce, for he seldom lost his temper or
lws rough with the little girls.

LILACS. 527

“If he doesn’t come back, don't you speak to
me for a year. Now, |I’'m going home.” And,
feeling that words were powerless to express his
emotions, Ben svaiked away, looking as grim as a
small boy could.

A more unhappy little lass is seldom to be found
than Bab was, as she pattered after htm, splashing
recklessly through the puddles, and getting as wet
and muddy as possible, as a sort of penance for her
sins. For a mile or two she trudged stoutly along,
while Ben marched before in soleran silence, which
soon becameboth impressive andoppressive because
so unusual, and such a proofofhisdeep displeasure.
Penitent Bab longed for just one word, one sign of
relenting; and when none carne, she began to
wonder how she could possibly bear it if he kept
his dreadful threat and did not speak to her for a
whole year.

But presently her own discomfort absorbed her,
for her feet were wet and coid as well as very tired;
pop-corn and peanuts were not particularly nour-
ishing food, and hunger made her feel faint;
excitement was a new thing, and now that it was
over she longed to lie down and go to sleep; then
the long walk with a circus at tbe cnd seemed a
very different affair from the homeward ttip with a
distracted raother awaiting her. The shower had
subsided into a dreaiy dritzlc, a chilly east wind
blew up, the hilly road seemed to lengthen before
the weary feet, and the mute, blue flannel figure
going on so fast with never a look or sound, added
the last touch to Bab’s remorseful anguish.

Wagons passed, but all were full, and no one
offered a ride. Men and boys went by with rough
jokes on the forlorn pair, for rain soon made them
look like young tramps. But tliere was no brave
Sancho to resent the impertincnce, and this fact
was sadly brought to both their minds by the
appearance of a great Newfoundland dog who
carne trotting after a carriage. The good creature
stopped to say a friendly word in his dumb fashion,
looking up at Bab with benevolent eyes, and
poking his nose into Ben’s hand before he bounded
away with bis plumy tail curled over his back.

Ben started as the coid nose touched his fingers,
gave the soft head a lingering pat, and watched
the dog out of siglit thi-ough a thicker mist than
any the rain made. But Bab broke down; for the
wistful look of the creature’s eyes reminded her of
lost Sancho, and she sobbed quietly as she glanced
back longing to see the dear oid fellow jogging
along in the rear.

Ben heard the piteous sound and took a sly peep
over his shoulder, seeing such a mournful spectacle
that he felt appeased, saying to himself as if to
excuse his late sternness:

“ She is a naughty giri, but I guess she is about
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sorry enouph now. When we get to that sign-post
11l speak to her, onlyl wont forgive her lili Sanch
comes back.”

But he was better than his word; for, just before
the post was reached, Bab, blinded by tears, tripped
over the root of a tree, and, rolling down the bank,
landed in a bed ofwetnettles. Ben had her out in
a jiffy, and vainly tricd to comfort her; but she was
pase any consolation he coul|d ofler, and roared dis-
mally as she wrung her tingling hands, with great
drops running over her cheeks almost as fest as the
muddy little rills ran down the road.

“ Oh dear, oh dear! | 'm all stinged up, and |
want my supperj and my feet ache, and | 'm coid,
and everything isso horrid I” wailed the poor child
lying on the grass, such a miserable little wet bunch
that the sternest parent would have melted at the
sight.

“ Don’t cry so, Babby; | was real cross, and | 'm
sorry. | 11 forgive you right away now, and never
shake you any more,” cried Ben, so full ofpity for
her tribulations that he forgot his own, like a gen-
erous little man.

“ Shake me again, ifyou want to; | know | was
very bad to tag and lose Sanch. | never will any
more, and | 'm so sorry, | don’t know what to do,”
answered Bab, completely bowed down by this
magnanimity.

“ Never mind; you just wipe up your face and
come along, and we ’ll tell Ma all about it, and
she ’ll fix us as nice as can be. | should n’t wonder
if Sanch got home now before we did.” said Ben,
cheering himself as well as her by the fond hope.

“1don’t believe / evershall. |’m so tired my
legs wont go, and the water in my boots makes
them feel dreadfully. | svish that boy would wheel
me a piece. Don’t you s’pose he would?” asked
Bab, wearily picking herself up as a tall lad trun-
dling a barrow carne out ofa yard near by.

“ Hullo, Joslyn !” said Ben, recognizing the boy
as one of the * hill fellows” who come to town
Saturday nights for play or business.

“ Hullo, Brown,” responded the other, arresting
his squeaking progress with signs of surprise at the
moist tableau before him.

“Where goin’?” asked Ben with-masculine
brevity.

“ Got to carry this home, hang the oid thing!”

“Where to?”

“ Batcheloffs, down yonder,” and the boy pointed
to a farm-house at the foot of the next hill,

“ Goin’ that way, take it right along.”

“What for?” questioned the prudent youth,
distriisting such unusual neighborliness.

“ She’s tired, wants a ride ; | ’ll leave it all right,
true as | live and breathc,” explained Ben, half
ashamed yet anxious to get his little responslbility
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home as soon as possible, for mishaps seemediJ
thicken.

“ Ho, you could n't cart her all that way ! siijisl
most as heavy as a bag of meai,” jeered the taller!
lad, amused at the pvoposition.

“1’m stronger than most fellers ofmydte,!
Try, if | aint,” and Ben squared off in such sclen
tifie style that Joslyn responded with suddeai
amiability:

“ AH right, let’s see youdoit.”

Bab huddled into her new equipage withouil
the least fear, and Ben irundled her off ata
pace, while the boy retired to the sheltcr of thel
barn to watch their progress, glad to be rid of anl
irksome errand.

At first, all went well, for the way was down 1
and the wheel squeaked briskly round and round;!
Bab smiled gratefully upon her bearer, and
“ wentin on his muscle with a will,” as he expressed!
it. But presently the road grew sandy, began to!
ascend, and the load seemed to grow heavier wit)i
every step.

“ 111 get out now. It’sreal nice, but I guess|
am too heavy,” said Bab, as the face before her gt
redder and redder, and the breath began to come!
in puffs.

“ Sitstill. He said | could n’t. | ’m not goingl
to give in with him looking on,” panted Ben, and!
pushed gallantly up the rise, over the grassy lavnl
to the side gate of the Batchelors’ door-yard, witlil
his head down, teeth set, and every muscieofhisl
slender body braced to the task.

“ Did ever ye see the like of that now ? Ah, hal|

'Lgt vﬁée\;ﬁev‘rde’ aag] éhitlt%ﬁes we[e SO ?}ny)

sung a voice with an accent which made Ben dropi
his load and push back his hat, to see Pat's redi
head looking over the fence.

To have his enemy behold him then and iherel
was the last bitter drop in poor Ben’s cup of humlli-f
ation. A shrill approving whistle from the
was some comfort, however, and gave him spirlttol
help Bab out with composure, though his handsl
were blistercd and he had hardly breath enough ol
issue the coinmand;

“ Go along home, and don’t mind him.”

“ Nice chiider, ye are, runnin’ off this way, sel |
tin’ the women disthracted, and me wastin’ mc|
time comin’ after ye when | °’d be milkin’airlysel
1 ’d geta bit of pleasure the day,” grumbleti PaiT
Corning up to untie the Duke, whose Roman noscl
Ben had already recognlzed, as well as the rciora)|
chaise standing before the door.

“ Did Billy tell you about us?” asked Bab, gh<ii;|
following toward this welcome refuge.

“ Faitll he did, and the Squire sint me to fetclil
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yehome quiet and aisy. When ye found me, I’djist
slopped here to borry a light for me pipe. Up wid

by, and not be wastin’ me time stramashin’
aither a spalpeen that 1°’d like to lay me whip
osir,” said Pat, gruffly, as Ben carne along, having
left the barrow in the shed.

Don’t you wish you could? You need n’t wait
Iforme; |°ll comewhen | ’'m ready,” answered Ben,
ldodging round the chaise, bound not to mind Pat,
lithe spent the night by the road-side in conse-
Iquence.

“Bedad, and | wont then. [It’s lively ye are;
)it four legs is better than two, as ye ’ll find this
night, me young mon !”

With that he whipped up and was off before Bab
oould say a word to persuade Ben to humble him-
slffor the sake of a ride. She lamented and Pat
cliuckled, both forgetting what an agliie monkey
lieboy was, and as neither looked back, they were
iinivare that Master Ben was hanging on behind
among the straps and springs, making derisive
pimaces at his unconscious foe through the little
jlassin the leathem back.

At the lodge gate Ben jumped down to run
«forowith whoops of naughty satisfaction, which
jiought the anxious waiters to the door in a flock;
soPat Could only shake his fist at the exulting little
fascal as he drove away, leaving the wanderers to
xwelcomed as warmly as if they were a .pair of
mocel children.

Ms. Moss had not been very much troubled
aficrall; for Cy had told her that Bab went after
B, and Billy had lately reported her safe arri-
tal among them, so, mother-like, she fed, dried,
jiod warmed the runaways, before she scolded

Even then, the lecture was a mild one, for when
[tey tried to tell the adventures which to them
ed 50 exciting, not to say tragical, the effect
listonished them immensely, as their audience went
[iMvgales of laughter, especially at thewheelbarrow
bisodc, wliich Bab insisted on telling, with grateful
Ininuieness, to Ben’s confusién. Thorny shouted,
|®d even tender-hearted- Betly forgot her tcars
rer the lost dog to join in the familiar melody
ben Bab mimicked Pat’s quotation from Mother
'00SC.
Wemust not laugh any more, or these naughty
atéren will think they have done something very
Irunning away,” said Miss Celia, when the
I®subsided, adding soberly, “ 1 am displeased,
llwill say nothing, for 1 think Ben is already
psnisredenough.”

Guess | am,” muttered Ben, with a choke in
®%ice as he glanced toward the empty mat
[eteadear curly bunch used to lie with a biaght

I')"'«inkling out of the middle of it.
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Chapter XV.
BEN’S RIDE.

Great was the mourning for Sancho, because
his talents and virtucs made him universally ad-
mirad and beloved. Miss Celia advertised, Thorny
offered rewards, and even surly Pat kept a sharp
look-out for poodle dogs when he went to market;
but no Sancho or any trace of him appeared. Ben
was inconsolable, and sterniy said it served Bab
right when the rfij*-wood poison affected both face
and hands. Poor Bab thought so, too, and
dared ask no sympathy from him, though Thorny

BEN ANU CITA AT THK BROOK

eagerly prescribed plantain leaves, and Betty kept
her supplied with an endless succession of them
steeped in cream and pitying tears. This treat-
ment was so successful that the patient soon took
her place in society as well as ever, but for Ben’s
affliction there was no cure, and the boy really
suffered in his spirits.

“ 1 don’t think it’s fair that | should have so
much troublc—first losing father and then Sanch.
If it wasn’t for Lita and Miss Celia, | don’t believe
1 céuld stand it,” he said, one day, in a fit of
despair, about a wcek after the sad event.

“ Oh, come now, don’t give up so, oid fellow.
W e’ll find him ifhe’s alivc, and if he isn’t | "1l try
and get you another as good,” answered Thorny,
with a friendly slap on the shoulder, as Ben sat
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disconsolately .imong the beans he had been.
hoeing.

“ As if there ever could be anothcr half as good 17
cried Ben, indignant at the idea; “ oras if |1’d ever
try to fill his place with the bestand biggest dog
that ever wagged a tail! No, sir, there’s only one
Sanch in all the world, and if | can’t have him |’U
never have a dog again.”

“ Try some other sort ofa pet, then. You may
have any of mine you like. Have the peacocks; do
now,” urged Thorny, full of boyish sympatby and
good-will.

“ They are dreadful pretty, but | don’t seem to
care about ’era, thank you,” replied the moumer.

“ Have the rabbits, all of them,” which was a
handsome offer on Thorny’s part, for there were a
dozen at least.

** They don't love a fellow as a dog does; all
they care for is stuff to eat and dirt to burrow in.
I ’'m sick of rabbits.” And well he might be, for
he had had the charge of them ever since they
carne, and any boy who has ever kept bunnies
knows what a care they are.

“So am |I! Guess we’ll have an auction and
sell out. Would Jack be a comfortto you? Ifhe
will, you may have him. | ’m so well now, | can
walk, or ride anything,” added Thorny, in a burst
of generosity.

“Jack couldn't be with me always, as Sanch
was, and | could n't keep him if I had him.”

Ben tried to be grateful, but nothing short of
Lita would have healed his wounded heart, and
she was not Thomy’s to give, or he would probably
have offered her to his afflicted friend.

“Well, no, you couldn’t take Jack to bed with
you, or keep him up in your room, and | 'm afraid
he svould never learn to do anything clever. | do
wish | had something you wanted, |°d so love to
give it to you.”

He spoke so heartily and was so kind that Ben
looked up, feeling that he had given him one of
the sweetest things in the world—friendship; he
wanted to tell him so, but did not know how to do
it, so caught up his hoe and fell to work, saying, in
a tone Thorny understood better than words:

“You are real good to me—nevermind, | wont
worry about it; only it seems extra hard coming so
soon after the other

He stopped there, and a bright drop fell on the
bean leaves, to shine like dew till Ben saw clearly
enough to bury it out ofsight in a great hurry.”

“ By Jove | I'’ll find that dog, if he is out of the
ground. Keep your spirits up, my lad, and we ’ll
have the dear oid fellow back yet.”

W ith which cheering prophecy Thorny went off
to rack his brains as to what could be done about
the matter.
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Half an hour afterward, the sound of a liand
organ in the avenue roused him from thebromi!
study into which he had fallen as he lay onfe |
newly mown grass of the lawn. Peeping overfe |
wall, Thorny reconnoitered, and, finding tlie organ|
a good one, the man a pleasant-faced Italian, andl
the monkey a lively animal, he ordércd them a|||
in, as a delicate attention to Ben, for music and[
monkey together might suggest soothing metnories|
uf the past, and so be a comfort.

In they carne by way of the Lodge, escottedbyj
Bab and Betty, full of glee, for hand-organs wert|
rare in those parts, and the children deiightedin|
them. Smiling till his white teeth shone and his|
black eyes sparkled, the man played away wiile
the monkey made his pathetic little bows, and|
picked up the pennies Thorny threw hira.

“ It is warm, and you look tired. Sitdownand|
1 ’ll get you some dinner,” said the young ni2Sier,[
pointing to the seat which now stood near tlit|
great gate.

With thanks in broken English the man gladiyl
obeyed, and Ben begged to be allowed to matal
Jacko equally comfortable, explaining that he kne»|
all about monkeys and what they liked, Sol
the poor thing was freed from his cocked hatandi
uniform, fed with bread and milk, and allowed to|
curl himselfup in the cool grass for a nap, lookingi
so like a tired little oid man in a fur coat that the|
children were never weary of watching him.

Meantime, Miss Celia had come out, and ms|
talking Italian to Giacomo in a way that delightedi
his homesick heart. She had been to Naplcs, andl
could understand his longing for the lovely dlydl
his birth, so they had a little chat in the hnguagtl
which is all music, and the good fellow wes sol
grateful that he played for the children to dancel
till they were glad to stop, lingering afterivard asi
if he hated to set out again upon his lonely, dttstyl
walk.

“1°d rather like to tramp roung with himforsi
week or so. Could make enough to Uve on asVsyl
as not, if I only had Sanch to show off,” said Ben,is|
he was coaxing Jacko into the suit which he detesleil

“You go wid me, yes?” asked the man.nodJ
ding and smiling, well pleased at the prospeetoj
company, for his quick eye and what the boys»
fall in their talk showcd him that Ben was not<
of them.

“I1f | had my dog |’d love to,” and withi
eagerness Ben told the tale of his loss, fori
thought of it was never long out of his mind. ~

“1 tink | see droll dog like he, way off in
York. He do leetle trick wid letter. and dancfj
and go on he head, and many tings to make laugQOi:
said the man, when he had listened to a lis"|
Sanch's beauties and accomplishments.
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“Who had him ?” asked Thomy, full of interest
latonce.

“A man | not know.
Ihimwhen be do letters bad.

‘Did he spell his iame?” cried Ben, breath-
I lessly-

“No, that for why man beat him. He fiame
I Generale, and he go spell Sancho all times, and
cywhen whip fall on him. Ha! yes! that iame
true one, not Generale?” and the man nodded,
waved his hands and showed his teeth, almost as
I'much excited as the boys.

”Its Sanch 1let’s go and get him, now, right
| off!” cried Ben, in a fever to be gone.

‘A hundred miles away, and no clue but this
I man'sstory? W-e must wait a little, Ben, and be
I sure before we set out,” said Miss Celia, ready to do
i almost anything, but not so certain as the boys.
I “What sort of a dog was it? A large, curly,
Iwhite poodle, with a queer tail?” she asked of
| Giacomo.

“No, Signorina mia, he no curly, no wite, he
Iblack, smooth dog, littel tail, small, so,” and the
 manlield up one brown finger with a gesture which
Isuggested a short, wagging tail.

“There, you see how mistaken we were. Dogs
lareoften ilamed Sancho, especially Spanish poodles,
1fat the original Sancho was a Spaniard, you know.
I Thisdog is not ours, and | 'm so sorry.”

The boys faces had fallen dismally as their hope
I Bss destroyed; but Ben would not give up, for
Ihim there was and could be only one Sancho in
Itheworld, and his quick wits suggested an expla-
I natioa which no one else thought of.

“It may be my dog—they color’em as we uscd
I'to paint over trick horses. | told you he was a
Ivaluable chap, and those that stole him hide him
Ithat way, else he ’d be no use, don’t you see,
| because we’d know him.”

“Butthe black dog had no tail,” began Thorny,

bnging to be convinced, but still doubtful.

Benshivered as if the mere thought hurt him, as
, hesaid, in a grim tone:

“They raight have cut Sanch’s off.”

“Oh,nol no | they mustn’t, they wouldn’t1”

“How could any one be so wicked?” cried Bab
lind Betty, horrified at the suggestion.

‘Yondon’t know what such fellows would do to
| take all safe, so they could use a dog to earn their
I kving for ’em,” said Ben, with mysterious signifi-

quite forgetting in his wrath that he had
1JM proposed to get his own living in that way
I hirreelf,

‘He no your dog? Sorry | not find him for
1 Addio, signorina 1 Grazia, signorl Buon
| parti6, buon giorno,” and, kissing his hand, the
| idian shouldered organ and monkcy, ready to go.

Cross fellow what beat
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Miss Celia detained him long enough to give him
her address, and beg him to let her know if he met
poor Sanch in any of his wanderings, for such
itinerant showmen often cross each other’ paths.
Ben and Thorny walked to lhe school-corner with
him, getting more exact information about the
black dog and his owner, for they had no intention
of giving it up so soon.

That very evening, Thorny wrote to aboy cousin
in New York giving all the particulars of the case,
and begging him to hunt up the man, investigate
the dog, and see that the pdlice made sure that
everything was right. Much relieved by this per-
formance, the boys waited anxiously for a reply,
and when it carne found little comfort in it. Cousin
Horace had done his duty like a man, but regretted
that he could only report a failure. The owner of
the black poodle was a suspicious character, but
told a straight story, how he had bought the dog
from a stranger, and exhibited him with success
till he was stolcn.  Knew nothing of his history and
was very sorry to lose him, for he was a remarkably
clever beast.

“1 told my dog man to look about for him, but
he says he has probably been killed, with ever so
many more, so there is an end of it, and | cali ita
mean shame.”

“ Good for Horace! | told you he’d do itup
thoroughly and see the end of it,” said Thorny, as
he read that paragraph in the deeply interesting
letter.

“ May be the end ofiAai dog, but not of mine.
I’lIl bet he ran away, and if it was Sanch he Tl
come home. You see if he doesn’t,” cried Ben,
refusing to believe that all was over.

“ A hundred miles off? Oh, he couldn’t find
you without help, smart as he is,” answered Thorny,
incredulously.

Ben looked discouraged, but Miss Celia cheered
him up again by saying:

“Yes, he could. My father had a friend who
kept a little dog in Paris, and the creature found
her in Milan and died of fatigue ncxt day. That
was very wonderful, but true, and | ve no doubt
that if Sanch ts alive he will come home. Let us
hope so, and be happy while we wait.”

“We willl” said the boys, and day after day
looked for the wanderer’s return, kept a bone ready
in the oid place if he should arrive at night, and
shook his mat to keep it soft for his weary bones
when he carne. But weeks passed, and still no
Sanch.

Something else happened, however, so absorbing
that he was almost forgotten for a time, and Ben
found a way to repay a part of all he owed his best
friend.

Miss Celia went off for a ride one afternoon, and
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an hour afterward, as Ben sat in the porch reading,
Lita dashed into the yard with the reins dangling
about her legs, the saddle turned round, and one
side covered with black mud, showing that she had
been down. For a minute, Ben’s heart stood still,
then he flung away his book, ran to the horse, and
saw at once by her heaving flanks, dilated nostrils
and wet coat, that she must have come a long
way and at full speed.

“ She has liad a fall, butisn't hurt or frightened,”
thought the boy, as the pretty creature rubbed her
nose against his shoulder, pawed the ground and
champed her bit, as if she tried to tell him all
about the disaster, whatever it was.

“ Lita, where’s Miss Celia?” he asked, looking
straight into the intelligent eyes, which were
troubled but not wild.

Lita threw up her head and neighed loud and
clear as if she called her mistress, and turning,
would have gone again if Ben had not caught the
reins and held her.

“ All right, we’ll find her;"and, pullifig off the
broken saddle, kicking away his shoes, and ram-
ming his hat firmly on, Ben was up like a fiash,
tingling all over with a sense of power as he felt
the bare back between his knees, and caught the
roll of Lita’s eye as she looked round with an air of
satisfaction.

“Hi, there! Mrs. Moss! Something has hap-
pened to Miss Celia, and |’m going to find her.
Thorny is asleep; tell him easy, and |1l come
back as soon as 1 can.”

Then, giving Lita her head, he was off before the
startled woman had time to do more than wring
her hands and cry out:

“ Go for the Squire 1 Oh, what shall we do?”

As if she knew exactly what was wanted of her,
Lita went back the way she had come, as Ben
could see by the fresh, irregular tracks that cut up
the road where she had galloped for help. For a
mile or more they went, then she paused at a
pair of bars which were let down to allow the carts
to pass into the wide hay-fields beyond. On she
went again, cantering across the new-mosvn turf
toward a brook, across which she had evidently
taken a leap before; for, on the further side, at a
place where cattle went to drink, the raud showed
signs of a fall.

“ You were a fool to try there, but where is Miss
Celia?” said Ben, who talked to animals as if they
were people, and was understood much better than
any one not used to their companionship would
imagine.

Now Lita seemed at a loss, and put her head
down as if she expected to find her mistress where
she had lefl her, somewhere on the ground. Ben
called, but there was no answer, and he rodé
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slowly along the brook-side, looking far and «tle
with anxious eyes.

“ May be she wasn’t hurt, and has gone toilm:
house to wait,” thought the boy, pausing for a last
survey of the great, sunny field, which had ro
place of shelter in it but one rock on the other side |
of the little stream. As his eye wandered over it,
something dark seemed to blow out from ljehind
it, as if the wind played in the folds of a skirt, ora
human limb moved. Away went Lita, and ina|
moment Ben had found Miss Celia, lying in uie
shadow of the rock, so white and motionless he
feared that she was dead. He leaped do«n,
touched her, spoke to her, and receiving no answet,
rushed away to bring a little water in his leaky hat
to sprinkle in her face, as he had seen them do
when any of tiie riders got a fall in the circus, or |
fainted from exhaustion after they left the ring,
where “ do or die ” was the motto all adopted.

In aminute, the blue eyes opened, and she recog-
nized the anxious face bending over her, saying |
faintly, as she touched it:

“ My good little Ben, | knew you’d find rae—i
sent Lita for you—I 'm so hurt I could n’t come.”

“ Oh, where? Whal shall | do? Had | better
run up to the house?” asked Ben, overjoyed lo
hear her speak, but much dismayed by her seeming
helplessness, for he had seen bad falls, and had
them, too.

“ | feel bruised all over, and my arm is broken,
I 'm afraid. Lita tried not to hurt me. She
slipped, and we went down. | carne here into the
shade, and the pain made me faint, | suppose.
Cali somebody, and get me home.”

Then she shut her eyes, and looked so wliite that
Ben hiirried away and burst upon oid Mrs. Paine,
placidly knitting at the end door, so suddenly that,
as she afterward said, “ it sca’t her like a dap @
thunder.”

*“ Aint a man nowheres around. All down in
the big medder gettin’in hay,” was her rcplyto |
Ben's breathless demand for “ everybody to come |
and see to Miss Celia.”

He turned to mount, forhe had flung himself off
before Lita stopped, but the oid lady caught his
jacket and asked half a dozen questions in a breath.

“Who’s your folks? W hat’s broke? Howd |
she fall? Where is she? Why didn’t she come |
right here? s it a sunstroke?”

As fast as words could tumble out of his mouth |
Ben answered, and then tried to frce himself, bul »
the oid lady held on while she gave her directkns,
expressed her sympathy, and offered her hospitality
with incoherent warmth.

“ Sakes alive! poor dear! retcn herrightim
Liddy, get out the camphire, and Melissy, \
haul down a bed to lay her on. Falls is dre “ |
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uncert’in things; sliould n’t wonder if her back was
biokc. Father’s down yender, and he and Bijah
will see to her. You go cali ’em, and | ’il blow the
honi to start 'em up. Tell her we’ll be pleased to
seeher, and it wont make a mite of trouble.”

Ben heard no more, for as Mrs. Paine turned to
take down the tin horn he was up and away.

Severa! long and dismal toots scnt Lita galloping
ihrough the grassy path as the sound of the trumpeC
excitesa war-hovse, and “ father and Bijah,” alarmed
bythe signal at that hour, leaned on their rakes to
sutvey with wonder the distracted-looking little
borseman approaching like a whirlwind.

“Guess likely grandpa’s had ’nother stroke.
Told 'em to send over sooij s ever it come,” said
the farraer calmly.

“Shouldn’t wonder efsuthing was afire some’r’s,”
conjcctured the hired man, surveying the horizon for
1cloud of smoke.

instead of advancing to meet the messenger,
both stood like statues in blue overalls and red
flannel shirts,. till the boy arrived and told his
tale.

“Sho, that ’s bad,” said the farmer, anxiously.

“That brook always was the darndcst place,”
added Bijah, then both men bestirred themselves
betpfully, the former hurrying to Miss Celia whie
the latler brought up the cart and made a bed of
hay to lay her on.

“Now then, boy, you go for the doctor. My
iporen folks will see to the lady, and she ’d better
keepquiet up yender till we see what the matter
is,”said the farmer, when the palé girl was lifted
inas carefully as four strong arms could do it.
"Hold on,” he added, as Ben made one leap to
Litas back. “ You’ll have to go to Berryville.
D, Mills is a inaster hand for broken bones and oid
Dr. Babcock aint. T is n’t but about three mile
from here to his liouse, and you '11 fetch him *fore
there’s any harm done waitin’.”

“Don’tkill Lita,” called Miss Celia from the cart,
asitbegan to move.

But Ben did not hear her, for he was off across
the fields, riding as if life and death depended upon
his speed.

“That boy willbreak his neck 1” said Mr. Paine,
standing still to watch horse and rider go over the
'raillas if bent on instant destruction.

“No fear for Ben, he can ride anything, and
Dta was trained to leap,” answered Miss Celia,
hlling back on the hay with a groan, for she had
lavoluntarUyraised her head to see her little squire
Nahaway in gallant style.

T should hope so; regular jockey, that boy.
Kewsr see anything like it out of a race-ground,”
| farmer Paine strode on, still following with his
tlt the figures that went thundering over the
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bridge, up the hill, out of sight, leaving a cloud of
dust behind.

Now that his mistress was safe, Ben enjoyed that
wiid ride mightily, and so did the bay mare; for
Lita had good blood in her, and proved it that day
by doing ber tliree miles in a wonderfully short
time. Peoplejogging along in wagons and country
carry-alls, stared amazed as the recldcss pair went
by. Women, placidly doing their afternoon sewing
at the front Windows, dropped their needles to run
out with exclamattons of alarm, sure some one
was being run away with ; children playing by the
roadside scattered like chickens before a hawk, as
Ben passed with a warning whoop, and baby-car-
riages were scrambled into door-yards with perilous
rapidity at his approach.

But when he clattered into town, intense interest
was felt in this bare-footed boy on the foaming
sfeed, and a dozen volees asked, “ Who ’s killed?”
as he pulled up at the doctor’s gate.

“ Jest drove off that way; Mrs. Flynn’s baby’s
in a fit,” cried a stout lady from the piazza, never
ceasing to rock, though several passers-by paused
to hear the news, for she was a doctor’s wife, and
uscd to the arrival of excited messengers from all
quarters at all hours of the day and night.

Deigning no reply to any one, Ben rodé away,
wishing he could leap a yawning gulf, scaie a
precipice, or ford a raging torrent, to prove his
devotion to Miss Celia, and his skill in liorseman-
ship. Butno dangers beset bis path, and he found
the doctor pausing to water his tired horse at the
very trough where Bab and Sancho had been dis-
covered on that ever-memorable day. The story
was quickly told, and, promising to be there as
soon as possible, Dr. Mills drove on to relieve
baby Flynn’s inner man, a little disturbed by a
bit of soap and several buttons, upon which he had
privately lunched while his mamma was busy at
the wash-tub.

Ben thanked his stars, as he had already done
more than once, that he knew how to take care
for a horse; for he delayed by the watering-place
long enough to wasb out Lita’s mouth with a hand-
ful of wet grass, to let her have one swallow to
clear her dusty throat, and then went slowly back
over the brcezy hills, patting and praising the
good creature for her intelligence and speed. She
knew well enough that she had been a clever
little mare, and tossed her head, arched her glossy
neck, and ambled daintily along, as conscious and
coquettish as a pretty woman, looking round at
her admiring rider to return his compliments by
giances of affection, and caressing sniffs ofa velvet
nose at his barc feet.

Miss Celia had been laid comfortably in bed by
the farraer's wife and daughters, and, when the
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doctor amved, bore the setting of her arm bravely.
soon nelai, o) gen was sent home to comfort 'Ibﬁl(')'rsr%§
with a good report, and ask the squire to drive «p
« lus b.g carry-all for her the next day, if she w
able to be moved.

Mrs. Moss had been wise enough to say notliing,

ut quietly made what preparations she could, and
waiced for t.d.ngs, Bab and Betty were away
berrying so no one had alarmed Thorny, and he
had his afternoon nap in peace,-an unusuallylong
one, owmg to the stillness which prevailed in the
absence of the children; and when he awoke he lay
mading for a while before he began to wonder
where every one was. Lounging out to see, he
fr“h t NU side by side on the
fresh straw m the loose box, WhICh had been made
for her m the coach-house. By the pails, sponges
shf about, it was evident that
Sbhfn -ePreshed by a careful washing and

M fLlep d,S"b; “ 1

: °P aH queer boys you are the queerest
to spend this hot afternoon fussing over Lita iust
fhd withfmuch amusement. ‘ookinrin at

“ If you knew what we 'd been doing you ’d think
I ouglu to fuss over her, and both ofus had a right
futto,; up as bnght afa
button for he Ionged to tell his thrllllng tale, and
had with difliculty been restrained from bursting in
on Thorny as soon as he arrived.

He made short work of the story, but wasn,,,
satufied with the sensation it produced fo? "
hstenerwas startled, relieved, excited andcliam i
m such rapid succession, that he was obliS?;";
upon the meal chest and get his breath i S i
could exclaim, with an emphatic demonstraiiono
bis heeis against the bin; "“«onof
fA V" P-s1never forget what you *ve don.

“ George! | felt as if I had ~ legs whea».
were gomg the pace. We were all one pil
had a jolly spm, did n’t we, my beauty ?’? anri »
chuckied as he took Lita’s head in his lap.

“ Like the fellow that brought the good rews
from Ghenc to Aix,” said Thorny, surv®.ng S
recumbent pair with great admiration

“What fellow?” asked Ben, wondering if e

1d n t mean Sheridan, of whose ride he had heard

rlmol Give it to you now; seém(t@n is 'Ta rousteral

And, glad to find a vent for his exciteraeat,
Thorny moun ed the meal-chest, to thunder
ha stirnng bailad with such spirit that Lita pridred
up her ears, and Ben gave a shrill “ Hoorayi” a
the last verse ended.

“And all I rememher is friends floekine round

As | sal with h.s liead «twixt my kn«s on ihe ground,
And no vaco bul was praising ihis Rola,,d ofmi,.e

Mfeh h= Burgesses voicd by common consen.f Vi™"
Was nc more iban b,s duewho brought good nev;, ftomGhmf

(Te ii mitimicd.j
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MASTER MONTEZUMA.

Juwernti,»® ccfM /nm Mema,, HieevgiyfUcs.)

By C. C.

iNoTE-Monieiuna ., ke last of the Astee {omaiive Mexicsl

.ho oommandor of tho Spanish army which oonquored M es*o*TAdT\h7LoT,f

Haskins.

by Hontando
«hich had aHsen among

bE fennor subjects, ho ooosemed to addross then, from the walU~f hU prison S,0, i !k"®
f 'T VvV r - 'T® "td rU.et HeVr f desorbn of ihcir leader to thf
.d ied from the efleols m a few days. The illasnations are iroe cooies oTiIH M " Y “I<= 0<i>e «onca
“'Pnally in .he

Celkeuoa of Mendosa,

The Emperor Montezuma was a great man,
I and historians have recorded much about him, but
I ofhis earlier life, when he was plain Master Monte-
2uma, comparatively little is knojvn of this rising
I young gentleman.
J Master M. commenced his earthly career as a
cryingbaby, in ihe year * one cafie,” which, when
I BBJeRl figired HOWR aoecuitiiigTko thi%e Greg6rras
[ @ﬁﬁﬁg@weulﬂ be aheut the yearefeur Lerdvse.

M%ster M: reached the fourth
| day of his existence, than the nurse, under instruc-
llionsfrom his anxious mamma, took off what few

clothes the poor boy had on, and repairing to the
llaptismal font in the yard, sprinkled coid water
upon his naked breast and lips, presentad his ere
il jn MEv ap- fferis sTrAAAAAAA
lods of war, agriculture, etc.,vhose /arSs you
I find further along in this history, repeated a
prayer ,n which “ the Lord was implored to wash
anaythe-sm thdt was giveii mim before tfie founda-
nonof the worid, so that tie €hild might .be born
anew and told the three little boys who sat near
by, what Master M.’s iame was to be. The three
L 'I'®* Parched com and
Wed beans, repeated the fame, and the little
baby was chnstened.

Now if Mas”r M. had been a girl-which he
*asnot—the offerings would have been a mat, a
R HralHIRs and a Yreem, &fl of witich would

[ tove been buried ungler ‘tﬁ metaU, {lig stone Wﬂerg
®m was ground. As it was, the offerings wére

mplements of war, anides of metal, pottery, etc

Uim i tr = they either hoped or feared
[tamm,ght some day be a battle with their

Sm h days longer, his parents took
m<o the pnese, and to the teacher, and promised

[Ttlemennn'*n theseVvorthy
IEcts of™" P~fdcs, religion, and other
JS - - S— 2 EHUEAIBA: T*h%y premised

I f 1

fvequently refemd to by all writers on anci-nt Ale,ricfTAC mT '’

was impossible to foresee the futura Emperor of
México, wliose fiame has since beco.ne familiar to
the civilized world.
Young Master M. worried along pretty well, and
p to six years of age had done nothing remarkable.
At this age he was granted one and one-halfrolls at

ﬁ’é%ﬁ}\;dﬁrﬁd commenced doing«lli‘ttlg 8frands and
fuez; Wﬁ@‘ﬂ”E'AWHaE {rTc* Mexicans called the

market-place.

~Ahow Itselfm the embryo warrior, and, by
the tune he had reached his eighth year, discipline
became necessary to curb his growipg inclination
to despotism. MHe was fast b.%ﬂmingo%? 8“ at

Hhe tii/” «ood
ing tSars* W lith
haldoz
1”eing

pricked with tb~” 7
“’°se terrible thorns of the aloe with

rnid b’ or is crying because he is
coid who shall tell.* It is bard, sometimos, to tell

hat eight-year-old boys are crying for, whether
they hve m the United States or in México.

Master M. may have been better than most
boys, and it may be that his father was a better
dnver than leader for his little ones. Some fathers
3f8 tjl any event, when Master M. was ten ¥Rafs

oHporcumtylgryeeptng

aﬁjd wﬁlilﬁg, ‘aild rMa}’(er M. was submitted to' the
mortification of lymg on the damp ground all day
while he listened to a paxental lecture; and thig
too, aiter he was twelve years oid 1

Then Master M. rcformed, and became an in-
dustrmus, faithful boy. | have sometimes ques-
tioned whether he was n’t hungry, and if he had
been better fed whether he would not have done
better. At fourteen years ofage they gave him two
roPs at a meal, and he was instructed in the art of
fishmg with a net. You can tell how oid the boy

lid »! number of round marks in the picture,
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M. had no trouble with him. It is curious—the
more we have to do, ihe less liable we are to do
something wc should not, and—Iet us all study on
that half an hour, some day, and see what we can
make of it.

He had two teachers, the priest and the military
professor. It seemed as if everything was to be
learned. There was arithmetic, he learned to
make figures. A round, blue dot stands for one.

MASTER MONTEZUMA.

Urat,

Then ihere were lessons in time. He had tor
learn that five days make a week, four weeks makel
a month, and eighteen months make a year; and]
as all that footed up only three hundred andsixtyl
days, they threw in what they called the five u+
lucky days that belonged to no month, to fill p
before they commenced a new year. 'And thcc
~e found another arrangement for doing what vel
do with our leap-year, for, once in fifly-two years

IHASTSK MONTB2UMA*S PARENT8 TAKE HIM TO THB PRIBST AHD THE TEACHSR

Five of them make five, and 00000-0 (five and one)
is six, and in that way it runs up to ten. |If he
wanted to say “ twenty” he made a fiag, and for
forty he made two flags.

Just imagine such a multiplication table as this:
Five times four is one flag. Flag times flag is one
plume. Flag times plume is one pursc! Let’s
see; a purse, then, would equal s,000. Yes, and
if he wanted to write 4,000 he would draw only
halfa purse. All the examples in their arithmetic
were worked by such tables as these.

they put in twelve and one-half extra days, which
is something like setting the dock ahead when
you find it is too slow by the town bell or the fiie
alarm.

He learned that this kind of calendar had beenl
in use a long time, and was the result of careful
study and calculation by the wise priests of the
olden time; and, when he wanted to know how
long, he counted up the bundles of reeds which
represented centuries, and found that it had been
in use over four hundred years. And all this, yo*
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[LLASTBR KONT82UMA MUST BE PUNiSMED,

| mustreinember, was before San Salvador wasdiscov-
leredby Columbas. Then he had to study all about
ihe naming of the years and the dyeles.
Hov, if this year was “ one rabbit,”
next year would be * two cafie,” the
third “three flint,” the next *“ four
house,” and these four elementa, repre-
seniing air, water, fire, earth, would be
thusrepeated up to thirteen, and then
irey ivould commence at one again,
othat the fourteenth year would be
"one cafie,” etc., and in four of these
I cydes of thirteen they would reach a
cyde of fifty-two years, or, as they
cdled it, a “ bundle,” and as the
twelve and one-half days additional
would end one cycle of fifty-two years
aimidday, and the next at midnight,
they bundled two of these together
andcalled it “ anold age.” The num-
| her My-two was an unlucky number, and these
1Mexicans believed that at the end of a cycle

XASTBR MONTEZUMA IS TALKED TO BY KIS FATHER.

MASTER MONTEZUMA.
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of that number of years, at some time, the world
would be depopulated, the sun puC out, and, after
death and darkness had reigned awhOe, it would
all begin afresh with a new race of people.

So, when a cycle or bundle was completed, all
fircs were extinguished and not rekindled during
the five unlucky days. Household goods which
could no longerbe of any Service, dishes, house-
hold articles, etc., were broken j every one gave up
all hope, and abandoned himself to despair while
awaiting the expected ruin.

On the evening of the fifth day of sorrow, the
priests gathered the people together in a procession
and marched to a temple, about two leagues from
the city. Here they would sit like bumps on a log
until midnight, and then, when the constellation
which we cali the Pleiades carne exactly overhead,
the danger was over. Two sticks were nibbed
together over the breast of a captive who had been

MASTBR MONTEZUMA IS TAUCHT HOW TO FISH.

selected for the sacrifice, until fire was produced
by the friction, the funeral pile was lighted, the
body bumed, and messengers, many of whom could
run long distances, at the rate of seven or eight
miles an hour, would light their torches and spread
the joyful news of danger averted, while carrying
the “ new fire" into all parts of the empire. Then
would follow a regular old-fashioned frolic, some-
thing like a centennial,—a jollification few had ever
seen and most would see but once in a life-time.
There must be no drunkenness, however; that was
a high crime, in some instances punished by death.
If the intemperate party, man or woman, was over
seventy years ofage, however, no notice was taken
of it,—they were oid, and had rights and privileges
not granted to younger members ofthe community.

Master M. had much to learn about deities. At
the head of these stood one, infinite, supreme ruler.
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“ the unknown God,” and next beneath him carne
Tezcatlipoca, the “ son of the world,” supposed to
be the creator of the earth. Huitzilopotchli was

\Hi/

CARRVINC THE PRIPE.

the god ofwar, a sort of Mars, but with very much
more filame. Then there was the god of air, Quetz-
atcoatl, who controlled vegetation, metais, and the
politics of the country. Here is something Master
M. was taught to believe ofhim;

When this god, whom we will cpll Q, was on
earth, vegetation was so wonderfully prolific that
a single ear of corn was all a man could carry.
Everything the people needed grew spontaneously.
Cotton grew more beautifully tinted iban the dyers
of the present time could color it. Richest per-
fumes loaded températe breezes, and everywhere
the gaudiest-colored birds filled the air with most
entrancing harmonies. Q had some little difficulty,
however, with the rest of the gods, and was obliged

MONTEZUMA.

one day return and bless the land as he had dore,
and ihat they would be like him,—tall, fine looking,
with dark hair, while skins, and flowing beank
Alas ! this belief was in no small degree the cause
of their ruin; for the invading Spaniards quiie
nearly answered this description of Q’s desceiidanis.

There were thirteen of the principal deities, &
Master M. learned, each ofwhom required sacrifices
more or less horrible. For instance, there ivas the
“ soul of the world,” | forget his other fiame. He
must be propitiated now and then. A year before
the fatal day, a tall, beautiful, weU-formed, unblem-
ished captive was selected to play the part of this
god for one year. He must have all these qualifi-
cations to make the resemblance as perfect as
possible. He was now treated as a god. Every-
thing he could wish, everything it was thought
could possibly conduce to his pleasure, comfort, or
happiness, was furnished without stint. He slept
on the softest of couches in the most gorgcous of
chambers; his raiment was profuse and expensive,
and the whole surroundings were, asfar as possible,
in keeping with his high and holy estate. Birds
and music, flowers and rare perfumes pleascd every
sense, and everything, save liberty, was bis. This
happy-go-lucky sort of life continued until the day
fixed for the sacrifice. Then joy gave way tn sad-
ness, pain, death 1 Stripped of his costly raimeiii,
he was taken by a procession of priests to a royal
barge, thence across a lake to a temple about a
league front the city, where, as he mounted ihe
weary steps of the huge edifice, he flung aside ihe
garlands of flowers and broke the musical Instru-
ments which had been a joy to him in his past days.
At the summit of the temple, in full view of ihe
assembled multitude below, he was barbaroiisly put
to death by a priest, in order to propitiate the

THS WEDDIKC OF MOMTCZUMA.

to leave his little paradise. When he embarked in
his wizard siiake-skin canoe on the shore of the
gulf, he told his friends that his descendants would

cruel god to whom the temple was dedicnted. And
Master M. was taught that the moral of all t
savagery was, that human joys are transitory, an
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Ithe partition between sorrow and happiness is a
|,ery thin one, or words to that effect.

| Masts” learned that there were many other
| inferior gods, each of which had feslivals, sacrifices,

A PEACE-OFFERINO IN THB YEAR OSE SABBIT.

i «c.| proportioned to his rank and power; that
neatly every hour of the day was dedicated to some
lorother; but | cannot tell you all he learned

| oithese slrange deities.

Hestudied the history of the temples, and learned
whythey were four or five stories high with the

I slairson the outside, and why he had to go entirely
round the temple to find the next flight of stairs as
heivent up or down; and why each story was
analler than the next lower, and learned that some
of these buildings were over one hundred feet
squareand as many feet high, and had towers forty
oififtyfeet high on their summits; and all about
ire evedasting fire which burned on the tops of
lbeetemples, and that there were so many of these
tkithe whole country for miles around was always
linlliantly illuminated.

1 must pass over a long period in the life of
Mesior M. with the mere remark that he graduated
®hothhis military and religious classes with the
liighest honors, and acquitted himself to the most
pofect satisfaction of both the alfalquis, or priests,

the leachcauhs, which is nearly the same as
<*twotd teachers.
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Master M. had, fora long time, cherished a hope
that some day he might press the throne as king
of México. So, like the Yorkshire lad who begged
salt of a stranger eating eggs near him, so as to
have the salt ready in case any one should ask him
to accept an egg, he prepared himself fully for the
possible emergency, andbecame notonly a military
general, but a leading alfalqui.

And then he married. | have not room to give
you the whole picture, but here is the way it was
done. (See pictures, page 538.)

A lady whose position in society requircd her to
negotiate the match, having previously made all
the necessary arrangements, one evening, hoisted
the happy damsel on her back, and accompanicd
by four young women (I have drawn only one) each
bearing a torch, headed the joyous procession and
marched to the houso of Master M., where she
dropped her cargo of precious humanity. Then
the alfalqui asked them if they were mutually
agreed on matrimony, and of course, they said
“yes,” when he proceeded to tie their clothes
together. Then two oid patriarchs and two good
oid grandmothers {one of each of which | have
copied for you) delivered little sermons suited to
the occasion. The new couple walked seven times
round a blazing fire, partook of a feast with their
friends, heard a final sort of a “ ninety-ninthly
and to conclude " parting word from the four oid
people, and then, just as all married people do,
went to liousekeeping, and having their own way
as much as possible. One thing they could not do.
There was no jaw of divorce to appeal to then;
death was the only judge who could entertain the
question of separation.

Master M. will now disappear, to re-appear as
the Emperor. In the year “ ten rabbits,” or A.D.
1502, the monarch died, and the electoral coliege
selected Master M. to supply his place. In the

PROTECTIKG THS GRAIM FROM BATS, IN THE YEAR ONE RABBIT.

household of each monarch there was an electoral
board of four nobles, whose duty it was, on the
death of the ruler, to elect his successor from
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among the sons and nephews ofthe crown. Hav-
ing done this, and so notified the successor, they
selected four nobles to fill their own places, and
vacated their electoral chairs. Master M. when
waited upon to be notified of his election to fill his
uncle’s place, was very busy
sweeping down the stairs in
the great temple dedicated
to the god of war !

Four years after becom-
ing emperor, Montezuma,
to appease the gods, made
a sacrifice of a young gentle-
man captive by transfixing
him with arrows. This, you

THE EMPE8OR MONTEZUMA,

A LONG*

JOURNEY.

see, was in the year “ one rabbit.” (See firstpini
ure on page 539.) It isrecordad that inthisyj
the rats overran the country so completely ti®
the inhabitants had to stand guard at nigiu wij
blazing torches to prevent their devouring tU
grain sown in the fields,
With the last npicture,
take pleasure in introducinj
to you Master M. in
new position as Emperoro
México, seated in the royal
halls.
For further panicularsl
read “ The Conques! o1
México," by Prescott.

SEATED IN THE ROVAL HALLS.

JOURNEY.

By Josephine Pollard.

‘We sail to-day,” said the captain gay.
As he stepped on board the boat that lay
So high and dry. “ Come now, be spry;
We ’ll land at Jerusaiem by and by 1”

Away they sailed, and each craft they hailed;

While down in the cabin they bailed and
bailed;

For the sea was rough, and they had to luff

And tack, till the captain cried out “ Enough 1”

They stopped at Perd, this jolly crew.
And went to Paris and Timbuctoo;
And after a while they found the Nile,
And watched the sports of the crocodile.

They called on the Shah, and the mighty Czar,
And on all the crowned heads near and far;

Shook hands with the Cid—they really didi
And lunched on top of the pyramid!

To Airic’s strand, or northern land,
They steer as the captain gives command;
And fly so fast that the slender mast
Goes quivering, shivering in the blast!

Then on to the ground with a sudden bound,!
Leaps Jack—'t was a mercy he wasn’t drownedll
The snil is furled, the anchor hurled,
"We ve been,” C17 the children, “ all round tiiej
world 1”7

By billows tossed, by tempests crossed,
Yet never a soul on board was lost1
Though the boat be a sieve, | do not
They sail on the ocean of “ Make-believe.”
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THE LITTLE RED CANAL-BOAT.

By M. A. Edwards.

The morning sun had not mounted high enough
lihe sky to send his tays into Greta’s room, when
;was awakened by a noise. She listened. It
ijsthe sound of a boat grating against the side of
1canal Who could be coming to their back
er so carly? She sprang out of bed, and ran
luickiy to the open window. A disappointment
Inaited her. It was only her father’s boat, which
niaid-servant Charlotte was pushing along,
lonly making her way to the landing-stairs.

“Where have you been so early, Charlotte?”
lalledout Greta.

“Ate you there, youngsters?” said Charlotte,
joniigup at the two bright faces at the window;
rthe little Amelia had been roused by her sister’s
kdjumpfrom the bed, and. had also run to the
lindow.

“Bad Charlotte, to wake us so early!” cried
aelia.

Charlotte laughed. “ You would n’t think me
ad, Minchen, if you knew all the good things | *ve
icn buying at market. Have you forgotten your
jjusins are coming to-day, all the way from over
isea? |’m sure they ’ll be hungry enough.”
“What you got?” asked Amelia {usually called
Minchen).

Fine Beemster cheese, sweet butter, fresh
alad, and plenty of frult. And there are lots of
Ithings at the bottom of the basket. | Tl leave
lou to find out what they are.” And Charlotte
ude the boat fast, and carried the heavy basket
lito the house.

It was not necessary for Charlotte to remind
dezlittle girls of the cousins who lived in the city
iNewYork, in the far-off land of America. For
elast month little else had been talked of in the
[Van Sehaick mansién besides the expected visit of

: Chester"family. Mrs. Van Schaick and Mrs.
Xlieslerwere sisters, and this ivas but the second
|réitthe latterhad paid her oid Holland home since
termarriage. On the first visit her children were
liotwith her; but now Mr. Chester was coming,
mithe two boys. Many were the wild specula-
Jbois the girls indulged in with regard to Ameri-
Inns,—what they would look like, and what they

say and do.

Great, then, was their surprise, when the trav-
pi5 arrived, to find that their aunt Chester was
'« like their mother in appearance and dress.
iMi. Chester did not in the least resemblc their
Inttier, but he was not unlike many other men they

had seen, and he did not dress in wild-beast skins.
As for the boys, Greta poured her tale of woe into
the ears of the sympathizing Charlotte. “ They
are just like English boys I " she said, conteinptu-
ously. Greta had often seen English boys, and
there was nothing uncommon about them.

This was soon forgotten, however, when Greta
discovercd what pleasant companions tlie boys
were, and that they could put the Dutch words
together almost as correctly as Greta herself Will
Chester, who had reached tlie dignified age of thir-
teen, had felt much troubled at the thought that he
would have “ only girls ” to play with at Zaandam,
especially as Greta was a year younger than him-
self. But when the two girls, instead of bringing
forward their dolls and tea-sets with which to enter-
tain their visitors, produced from their treasures
two good-sized toy canal-boats, fully equipped with
everything a canal-boat needed, he admitted to
himself that girls who liked to sail boats might be
good for something.

Secretly, however, he thought that a canal-boat
was a poor kind of vessel to have, and wished his
cousins owned such beautiful ships as he and Mar-
tin had; foramong the last thinp bought before
leaving New York were two little sailing-vessels—
the “ America” and the * Columbus.” Mr. Ches-
ter said Holland was full of water, and these were
proper toys to take there.

The two canal-boats, being precisely alike, were
distinguished from each other only by their fiames.
Gceeta’s had “ Wilhelmina” painted on the side in
black letters, while Minchen’s had “ Gouda ” in red
letters. They were similar to American canal-
boats in shape, and of a dark red-brown color.
Will thought them sturapy and heavy-looking;
and he did not admire tlie red salis with crooked
gaffs, and smiled at the blue p~nants, stretched
out on stiff frames tliat turned with the wind. But
when Greta showed him a tiny windlass on the
deck, by means of which she easily raised and
lowered the mast, he carne to the conclusion that a
Dutch canal-boat was not to be despised.

“ 1 do this when we pass under bridges,” she
explained.

“Where are your mules for clrawing your boat?”

“ My boat sails 1” she said, proudly. *“ If there
is no wind, | drag it along myself. That is lhe
way we do in our country.”

The American vessels were now unpacked and
displayed. W hen the girls saw these sharp-prowed.
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graceful ships, with their tapering masts and pretty
sails, their eyes glistened, and they declared that
never before had they seen anything so lovely.
Their pridc in their canal-boats suffered a wofiil
downfall. The boys proposed to try all the vessels
on the canal at the back of the house, but Greta
objected.

“ Mother never lets us go there to sail our boats,”

she said. “ It isa dirty place, and she iSafraid wel
will fall in.  But there is a beautiful strcam by ihtl
mili where we are going to-morrow, and tlicre « 1
can try our boats, and see which goes the fastesl. |

“ Let us take a walk, then,” said Martin. “H
want to look at this queer place.”

The Van Shaicks lived in Zaandam, and il isj
indeed a qgiiccr place to American eyes. h’S
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|ar®e town, with but two streets, one on each side
ofthe Zaan River; but these two extend for a long
distance, and are crossed at frequent intervals by
canals, so that Martin soon got tired counting the
little bridges the children passed over in their walk.
Will was not quite sure whethcr the brick-paved
street Was all road-way or all sidewalk-

“ 1 don't see any carriages,” he said, afier study-
ing this matter for some time.

“ People don’t ride much here,” said Greta.
“There are plenty of carriages in Amsterdam.”

“ How do you get about, then ?”

“On our feet and in boats. Look at our fine
river, and there are ever so many canals! What
do we want with carriages?”

“ It must be jolly going everywhere in boats,”
saidWill.  “ | should like that 1”

“We have some very pretty boats,” said Greta,
much pleased. “ Oh! would n't you like to go
(ishing? 1’1l ask father to take us some day soon.
I sawa net in the market-boat this morning.”

“Well, if that is n’t funny !'” cried Martin, with
a burst of laughter. Will joined in the laugh,
and Greta looked around in vain to discover the
cause of their merriment.

“ Looking-glasses on the oiilside of the houses 1”
explained Martin, pointing to one opposite. “ |1
guess they re put there for the girls to look in as
theywalk along,” he added, mischievously. “ They
can’t wait to get home to admire themselves.”

Sure enough,' there was a mirror outside the win-
dow, set at such aii angle that the persons inside
the house could see who was passing up and down
the Street. And there was a mirror on the next
house, and ihe next.

“Why, they are on all the houses!” said Will.

“To be sure!” said Greta. “ What is there
funny in that ?  And the girls don’t look in them
anymore than the boys, Mr. Martin. Don’t you
ever want to know what is going on in the Street ?”

*“ Ofcourse | do.”

“How are you going to do it without the looking-
glass to tell you ?”

“Use my own eyes, to be sure !”

“Whose eyes do you use when you look in a
glass?" said Greta.

Martin looked puzzled, and had no reply ready;
and Will thought his cousin Greta very clever,
.although she was a girl, and a year younger than
hirrself.

But Martin soon recovered his composure.

*“hVhat lots of lowers 1” was his next comment.
“They are everywhere, except in this brick pave-
roant, and nothing could grow here, it is so clean.”
V\;;IAnd such pretty houses in the gardens 1” said

“But they are so small,” said Martin. *“ It
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would take a dozen of them to make a New York
house.”

“ My goodness 1” said Greta, turning her head
back as far as she could, and looking at the sky.
“ How do you ever see up to their roofs?”

“ Divide Martin’s twelve by four, and you will
come nearer the truth,” said Will, laughing. “ But,
at any rate, the houses are pretty—painted green
and yellow, with red-tiled roofs.”

The next thing the boys obseived was the loneli-
ness of the streets. In America a town of twelve
thousand inhabitants would have more of an air of
bustle, they said. Waiil liked the quiet, “ for a
change,” as he expressed it, and because it made
him feel, somehow, as if he owned the place.
Martin declared it to be his opinién that the people
kept out of the streets for fear that their shoes
would soil them, and that accounted for the almost
spotless cleanliness everywhere.

The streets were not deserted, however; for, at
intervals, there were row-boat ferries across the
river, and occasionally a man or woman would be
seen in one of these boats.

There were also a number of children, and some
women, in the streets. These apparently belonged
to the pooter classes. Hats and bonnets were
scarce among them, though all the women, and
many of the little girls, had on close-fitting muslin
caps. They wore short, loose sacques, and short
dress skirts, made up without triramings. The
boys were dressed in jackets and baggy trouscrs.
All wore clumsy wooden shoes.

The Van Schaick family followed the French
fashions, as we do in America; the difference
between the two countries being that here every
one attempts to follow the prevailing style, while in
Holland this change of fashion is confined to the
wealthy; the middle and lower classes preserving
the same style of costume from generation to
generation.

A good many of the children in the street were
carrying painted iron or stone buckets, with a tea-
kettle on the top. After proceeding some distance
up the Street, Will and Martin saw some of them
coming out of a basement door-way, still with tbe
buckets in their hands ; but clouds of steam were
issuing from the tea-kettle spouts |

“ W hat place is that ?” asked Will.

“ It is the fire-woman’s,” said Greta.

“ And who and what may she be ? | have heard
of water-women, sometimes called mermaids, but
never before did | hear of a firc-woman."

* She don’t Uve in fire,” said Greta ; “ she sells
it. Whatdo the poor people-in your country do
in summer without a fire-woman? Come and
look in.”

By this time they had reached the place. Over
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the door was the sign “ Wateren vuur te koop." *
It was not necessary for the children to go inside.
They could see the whole apartment through the
wide-open door-way. An oid woman stood by a
stove, or great oven, with a pair of tongs, taking
up pieces of burning peat and dropping them into
the buckets of the children, and then filling their
tea-kettles with boiling water from great copper
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better,” said Will. “ It burns slowly, and pws
out a good deal of heat for a long time.”

“ And the smell of it is so delicious," added
Grqta.

A little further on, the children carne out ona
open space, which gave them a good view of ire
surrounding flat country, and of the wind-mills thet
stand about Zaandam—a forest of towcrs. It to

AT THE FIRE*WOMAN S.

tanks on the stove. For this each child paid her
a Dutch cent, which is less than half of one of
ours.

“ | understand it,” said Will, after they had
stood at the door some time, amused at the scene.
“ This saves poor people the expense of a fire in
the summer-time. They send here for hot water
to make their tea.”

“ Yes,” said Greta, “ and for the buming peat
which cooks the potatoes and the sausage for their
supper.”

“ Why don’t they Gse coal ?” asked Martin.
is ever so much better.”

“ No, the peat answers

It

their purpose much

a marvelous sight.
beating the air,
invisible enemies.

Greta was proud and pleased that her cowsins
were so impressed with the great numbers of towes »
and the myriads of gigantic whirling spokcs.

“ My father says there is nothing giander then
this in all Holland,” she said. “ There are fon |
hundred of them, and more, but you cant se|l
them all from here. Do you see that mili oier |
yonder ? That is my father’s, and we are go
there to-raorrow.”

The boys could not distinguish one towerfrcni |
another at that distance.

Hundreds of giant arms weit
as if guarding the town from|

« "Water and fire to seli/'
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*What kind of mili is it?” asked Will.

“ A flouv-mill."

“ Are all these flour-mills ?”

“Oh nol There are saiv-mills, colza-oil milis,
Imiistard-mills, flax-mills, and other kinds | don’t
liemember.”

It \vas now nearly supper-time, and the little
group retumed home.

The next morning, the whole party—four grown-
|up people, four youngsters, and four boats (the

‘Wilhelmina,” the “ Gouda,” the “ America," and
|lhe “ Columbus”)—were all taken up the Zaan
River in a row-boat for about three miles, and then
| pa small stream to the mili where they wecrc to
| spend the day.

The first thing in order was the inspection of the
| mili, which was unlike anything they had ever seen
inAmerica. The tower was of brick. It was three
stories high, over a basement. In the basement
were the stables and wagon-house ; over this was
thegranary, and flour and meal store j above this
were the boiting-rooms, the ground wheat running
| through spouts to the storc-rooms below. On the
next floor above'were the mill-stones, and the
| simple machinery that turned them. And, above
| all, at the very top of the tower, was the main shaft
lofthe great wings outside. These wings caught
I ihe winds, and compelled them to work the ma-
| chinerywith such forcé as to make the strong tower

Iremble.  There were balconies around the first
and third stories of the mili. It was quite a pict-
luresque object standing among low trees on a
pretly, quiet stream, the banks of which were
higher and more uneven than was usual in that
| part of the country.

The miller lived in a small house near the mili
Iwilh his wife and his little daughter Hildegarde,
the latter of whom was near Greta’s age.

The boys did not take as'much interest in the
miller’s house as their parents took; but when they
fcre shown into a large outer room, and were told
| itwas the cow-stable, they had no words with which
loexpress their astonishment. They would have
said itwas the show-room of the place. There svas
not a spcck on the whitewashed walls; the pine
ceilingwas so clean it fairly glistened; there were
Lerisp, white muslin curtains at the windows. The
nised earthen floor was covered wiih puré white
and, arranged in fancy designs. There were some
Ismell round tables standing about, and on them
| vere ornaments of china and silver, and a variety
[oi knick-knacks.

During the summer the cows were in the pasture

and night, but in the winter they occupied this
[n»m.  Then the tables were removed, but the
I place was kept very neatly. This was necessary,
the stable adjoined the house, and the party

VoL. V.—37.
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passed into the barn through a door in the cow-
stable.

All except the two boys. 'Will hung back and
raotioned to Martin notto go into the barn.

“ 1 ain tired of this sort of thing,”” he said.
us go and sail our boats.”

“1Very well,” said Martin, “ | ’Ucal! the girls.”

“ No,” said Will; “ there are too many of them.
They ’il only be in tlie-way. They ’ll have a good
time together, and we ’ll have some fun by our-
selves.”

Martin seldom dissented from Will’s decisions, so
the two boys went back into the house to get their
ships, and passed out ofanother door to the bridge
and across the stream. They had gone but a short
distance when Martin, who had seemed very
thoughtful, stopped opposite the mili.

“ There isa man in the balcony,” he said. “ 1ll
ask him to cali to the girls to come. It isn’t fair
to go without them. You know Greta thought so
much of sailing her boat with ours.”

“ Nonsense,” said Will. “ She has got other
company now. | don’t believe they know how to
manage their boats, and we will have to help them.
Girls always have to be taken carc of.”

“ But,” persisted Martin, “ you said that Greta
was real smart and a first-rate fellow—girl, | mean.”

“ She is well enough for girls’ plays; but what
can she know about boats? Come along!”

Martin said no more, and the boys proceeded for
some distance up the stream.

“1f we go around that bend,” said Will, “ we
will be out of sight of the mili, and can have our
own fun.”

Aroundthe bend they found a bridge, and a little
way above this the stream widened into a large
pool, the banks of which were shaded by willows.
There they launched the schooner “ America”
and the sloop “ Columbus ” with appropriate cere-
monies. The sails and the rudders were properly
set for a trip across the pool. The ships bent
gracefully to the breeze, and went steadily on their
course, the little flags waving triumphantly from
the mast-heads. They moved so gracefully and
behaved so beautifully that Martin expressed his
sorrow that the girls were not there to see them.
Will made no reply, but he felt a twinge ofremorse
astie remembered how Greta had looked forward
to this sail as a great event. He tried to quiet his
conscience with the consideration that it was much
better for her not to be there; for she would cer-
tainly have felt mortified at the contrast between
their pretty vessels and the poor canal-boats.

The boys crossed the bridge, and were ready for
the arrival of their vessels in the foreign port.
Tlien they started them on the return voyage and
recrossed the bridge to receivc them at home.

“ Let
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This was done several times, but at last there was
anacddent. Waillsschooner, the “ America,” from
some unknown cause, took a wrong tack when near
the middle of the pool, and going too far up, got
aground upon a tiny, grassy island. She swayed
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“What a beautyl” *Is n’t it just lovely!”
“Pretty! pretty! pretty!”

These cxclamations carne respectively from Greta
Hildegarde, and Minchen, and had reference tothé
“ Columbus,” which was gliding up to the banl;

THS BOYS WITH THBIft BOAT3.

about for a minute, and the boys hopcd she would
float off, but soon the masts ceased to quiver. The
“ America” had quietly moored herself on the
island as if she intended to remain there forever.
What was tobe done? The longest pole to be
found would not reach the island from either bank,
or from the bridge, and the pool was deep. Will
began to think it was a pretty bad case.

where the boys stood, with its salis gleaming inthe
sunshine, while it dipped and courtesied on the litik
waves. The girls were coming around the benii.
Greta and Minchen had their canal-boats, ad|
Hildegarde carried a great square of gingerbread.
“That’s the most beautiful thing I eversa«!
cried Greta. In her admiration of the vessel, se
had forgotten her wounded dignity. For she bed
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arranged with Hildegarde that, afier giving the
bg’S their share of gingerbread, they should walk
proudly and silently away.

As Greta had broken the compact by speaking,
gildegarde entered upon an explanation: “We
have been down the stream looking for you
But here she was interrupted by a frown from
Greta, who suddenly recollected the slight that had
been put upon them.

“ Naughty boys to run away !” said little Min-
chen. “You sha’n’t see my boat sail!

“My ship is aground on that island,” said Will,
ffilling to change the subject. “ | have no way of
getting ber off. 1 wonder if the boat we carne in
istoo large to be got up here.”

“The boat was taken back to Zaandam,” said
Hildegarde, “ and our boat is away, t00.”

“The “‘America’ will have to stay where she
is then,” said Will, trying to speak cheerfully.

“Pretty ship is lost! Too bad !” said Minchen,
pityingly. Then brightly; “ I ’ll give you-mine —
my be,” she added in a doubtful tone, as her glance
fdl lovingly upon the boat she was hugging under
her atm.

Meantime, Greta had been studying the situation.
Slie now turned to Will. “ I can get your ship
off,” she said. “ Take care of my boat till I come
back, and don’t sail her on any account. | wont
be gone long.”

She handed her boat to Will, and was around
lhebend in an instant; and it was not very long
before the anxious group heard the sound of her
rapid footsteps returning, Will thought she had
gone to the mili to get some one to help them, but
shecaine back alone, and all she brought with her
rmsa large ball of cord.

Martin and Minchen asked her twenty questions
while she made her preparations, but she would
not teveal her plans, although it was evident from
the way she went to work that she had a very clear
ideaof what she intended to accomplish.

In the first place, she said the whole party must
oo further up the bank, so as to get above the
“America,” which was on the loweredgeofthe little
island.  When they had gone far enough, she tied
oreend of the cord to the rudder-post of her canal-
hott, Then she turned the cunning little windlass,
Mdslomy up went the mast to its full height. The
next thing was to unfurl the sail, set it properly,
2nd set the rudder,—all of which she did defdy
and correctly, making Will feel ashamed of what
tebad said about the ignorance of girls.

Sbe placed the boat on the water. The sail
liiied and off went the “ Wilhelrnina” with a slow,
hLE steady motion, her red sail glowing in the
Sffisbire, and her stiff little pennant standing
toight out in the wind. As the boat crossed the
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pool, Greta played out the cord carefully, so as
not to impede its motion. When it reached the
other side and had gently grounded on tUe shelving
shore. Greta gave the liue into Will’s hand.

“If you will hold this,” she said, “ 1 will go
across the bridge.”

“ Don’t trouble yourself to do that,” said Wil,
“ 1 will go over.”

“ No,” said Greta, “ | wish to go. | am captain
of my own crafi, and | know how to manage my
‘Wilhelrnina.””

“1 had no idea she was so pretty,” said Will.
“ She is a true, stanch little sailer.”

* She don’t show off unti! she is on the water,”
said Greta, smiling, “ and then she sails like a real
boat. Do you know what | am going to do when |
get to the other side ?”

“ 1 can guess. You will send your boat back to
me from below the island while | hold this end of
the cord. That will bring the line around my ship
and puli her off.”

“ 1 thought of tliat, but it !s too risky. If any-
thing should go wrong with my boat, the line might
gettangled; or there might be too great a strain,
and the ship would come off with a jerk and be
tumbled bottom upward into the water. | intend
to untie the cord from the boat, and you and | must
walk slowly down toward the ‘America,’— 1 on
that side, and you on this. We must hold the cord
low so as to catch the mast under the sail, if we
can.”

“ All right,” said Will.

Greta walkcd quickly down the bank, across the
bridge, and up the other side until she reached Che
“ Wilhelrnina.” Placing the boat on the bank for
safety, she took the cord off, and, holding il firmly,
walked slowly down toward the island. Will did
the same on his side of the pool. The cord went
skimming over the surface of the water, then it
passed above the tops of the long grass on the
island. This brought the line on a level with the
top-sail. This would not doj for a pressure up
there might capsize the schooner. Both of the
workers saw that they must slacken the line a little
to getitinto the properplace. Now was the critical
time ; if the line was too much slackened it might
slip under the Vessel and upset it that way. Gently
they lowered it until it lay against the mainmast
below the sail.

* Take care !” screamed Will to Greta.

* Go slow !” screamed Greta to Will.

Gently they pulled against the schooner, and,
inch by inch, she floated offinto Ihc open water.

“Hurrahl” shouted Will, as the * America”
gave herself a little shake, and, catching the wind,
sailed slowly and somewhat unsteadily for the home
port, which, however, she reached in safety.
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“Wind up the cord!" shouted Greta, just in
time to prevent Will’s throwing it asido. He won-
dered what further use she had for the cord. It
might go to the bottom of the pool foraught he
cared, now that the ship was safe. But he wound
it up as directed. It would have been quite a grief
to the thrifty little Dutch girl if so much fine cord
had been wasted.

Thus ignominiously carne in the stately ship
* America,” which Will had set afloat with such
pride ! And it is doubtful whether she would havc
come in at all, but for the stanch Dutch canal-
boat that he had regarded with a good deal of
disdain.

If Will had been a girl, he would have exhausted
the complimentary adjectives ofthe Dutch language
in praise of his cousin; but being a boy, he only
said, “ Thank you. Greta.”

The children remained at the pool until called to
dinner; and after that mea], they went back again
and stayed until it was time to return to Zaandam,
so fascinated were they with sailing their vessels.
These changed hands so often that it was sorae-
tiroes difficult to tell who had charge of any par-
ticular boat, and a good deal of confusién was the
result. In justice to the “ America,” it must be
stated that she cut no more capers, and was the
admiration ofall.

Will had his faults, and one of these was the
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very high estimate he placed on his own opinions 1
But he was generous-hearted, and he admiited to
himselfthat Greta had shown more cleverness tlian
he in the “ America” affair. “ She was quicktr \
anyway,” he thought. “ It is likely that pbji
would have occurred to me after a time, but she
thought of it .first. And it was good of her to help
me; for she knew that | went away so as not to
play with her.” Itwas not pleasant tohim toknow
that a girl had shown herself superior to him in
anything he considered his province; but he mag1
naniraously forgave her for this, and he said to|
Martin, after they were in bed that night:

“ | *ve pretty much made up my mind to givenyi
schooner to Greta. | believe she thinks it the|
prettiest thing ever made.”

“If you do that,” said Martin, “ I ’il give myl
sloop to Minchen.”

This plan was carried out, and the girls werel
more delighted than if they had had presenis of
diamonds. But they insisted that the boys should |
accept their canal-boats in exchange, the result:i |
which was that the Chesters, on their return to
America, produced quite a sensation among their |
schoolmates. For American-built vessels could be |
bought in many stores in New York, but a Duich
canal-boat, with a red sail, and a mast that ives
raised and lowered by a windlass, was not lo be |
found in all the city,

CHASE.

By Ellis Gray.

Dear little butterfly,
Lightly you fiutter by,
On golden wing.
Drops of sweet honey sip,
Deep from the clover tip,
Then upward spring.

Over the meadow grass

Swift as a fairy pass,
Biithesome and gay;

Toy with the golden-rod,

Make the blue asters nod—
Off and away 1

Butterfly ’s dozing now,

Golden wings closing now,-
Softly he swings.

Tiny hands fold him fast,

Gently uncidse at last, —
Fly, golden wings 1

Quick 1 for he s after you,
With joyous laughter new,-
Mischievous boy !

Swift you must fiutter by;
He wants you, butterfly,
For a new toy I
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A TELEPHONE.

By M. F.

What is a telephone ?

Up go a hundred hands of the brightest and
| shaipest of the readers of St. Nicholas, and a
I hundred confidént voices reply ;

"Ll instrument to convey sounds by means of
| eleclricity.”

Cood. That shows you have sonic definite idea
ofit; but, after all, that answer is not the right

loe. The telephone does not convey sound.

“What does its iame mean, then ?” do you ask?

Simply, that it is a far-sounder; but that does

not necessarily imply that it carrUs sounds afar.
Slrictlyspeaking, the telephone only changes sound-
wawes into waves of electricity and back again.
When two telephones are connected by means ofa
wire, they act in this way,—the first telephone
changcs the sound-waves it receives into electric
impulses which travel along the wire until they
leach Ihe second telephone, here they are changad
backto sound-waves exactly like those received by
Ue first telephone. Accordingly, the Jistener in
I New York seems to hear the very tones of his
| (iend who is speaking at the other end of the line,
I ay, in Boston.

Still you don’t see how.

Itis not surprising, for in this description several
| scientific facts and principies are involved; and all
I bosand girls cannot be expected to know much
I ibcm the laivs of sound and electricity. Perhaps
| >little explanation may make it clearer.

I The most of you probably know that sound is
I Muced by raptd motion. Put your finger on a
11~0 wire that is sounding, and you will feel the
| or touch your front tooth with a timing-
| «Athat is singing; in the last case you will feel
I 7distinctly the raps made by the vibrating fork.
I “iasounding body will not only jar another

«y which touches it, but it will also give its

I®WVion to the air that touches it; and when the

air-motions or air-waves strike the sensitive drums
of our ears, these vibrate, and we kear the sound.

You all have heard the windows rattie when it
thunders loudly, or when cannons have been fired
near-by. The sound-waves in the air fairly shake
the Windows; and, sometimes, when the windows
are closed, so that the air-waves cannot pass readily,
the Windows are shattered by the shock. Fainter
sounds act less violently, yet similarly. Every time
you speak, your voice sets everything around you
vibrating in unisén, though ever so faintly.

Thus, from your every-day experience you have
proof of two important facts,—first, sound is caused
by rapid motion; second, sound-waves give rise to
corresponding motion. Both these facts are in-
volved in the speaking telephone, which performs
a-twofold office,—that of the ear on the one hand,
that of our vocal organs on the other.

To serve as an ear, the telephone must be able
to take up quickly and nicely the sound-waves of
the air. A tightened drum-head will do that; or
better, a strip of goidbeaters’skin drawn tightiy
over a ring or the end ofa tube. But these would
not help Professor Bell, the inventor of the tele-
phone we shall describe, since he wanted an ear
that would transiate the waves of sound into waves
of electricity, which would travel farther and faster
than sound-waves could.

Just when Mr. Bell was thinking how he could
make the instrument he wanted, an important dis-
covery in magnetism was made known to him—a
discovery that hélped him wonderfully. You know
that if you hold a piece of iron ciése to a magnet
the magnet will puli it, and the closer the iron
comes to the magnet the harder it is pulled. Now,
some one experimentiiig with a magnet having a
coil of silk-covered wire around it, found that when
a piece of iron was moved in front of the magnet
and ciése to it without touching, the motion would
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give rise to electric waves in the coil of wire, which
waves could be transmitted to considerable dis-
tances.

This was just what Mr. Bell wanted. He said to
himself, “ The sound of my voice will give motion
to a thin piate of iron as well as to a sheet of gold-
beaters-sldn; and if 1 bring this vibrating piate of
iron dose to a magnet, the motion will set up in it
waves of electricity answering exactly to the sound-
waves which move the iron piate.”

So far, good. Butsomething more was wanted.
The instrument must not only transiate sound-
waves into electric impulses, but change these back
again into sound-waves; it must not only hear,
but also speak!

You remember our first fact in regard to sound:
it is caused by motion. All that is needed to make
anything speak is to cause it to move so as to give
rise to just such air-waves as the voice makes.
Mr. Bell’s idea was to make the iron piate of his
sound-receiver speak.

He reasoned in this way ; From the nature of the
magnet it foUows that when waves of electricity are
passed through the wire coil around the magnet,
the strength of the magnet must vary with the
forcé of the electric impulses. Its puli on the piate
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the motion setting up the electric waves in the firt
place; in other words, the sound-motion ia oe
telephone must be exactly reproduced as sound-!
waves in a similar instrument joined to it by wire.

Experiment proved the reasoning correct; and!
thus the speaking-telephone was inventad. Butit
took a long time to find the simplest and best way
to make it. At last, however, Mr. Bell’s telephone
was perfected in the form illustrated below, Fig, i
shows the inner structure of the instrument. aél
the spool carrying the coil of wire ; b, the magnet; [
¢, the diaphragm; E, the case; F, F, the wires lead-1
ing from the coil, and connecting at the end ofthe]
handle with the ground and line wires. Fig. sj
shows how a telephone looks on the outside.

So much for description. You will understandl
it better, perhaps, ifyou experiment a little. Yon
can easily make a pair for yourself, rude and imyj
perfect, it is true, but good enough for all the tesis
you may want to apply.

Fot each you will want; (I) a straight magnet; |
(2) a coil of silk-covered copper wire; (3) a thinl
piate of softiron; (2) a box to hold the first threel
articles.  You will also want as much wire as youl
can afford, to connect the Instruments, and twoj
short piecesof wire to connect your telephoiies wilh|

bsll’s tblepkonb.

ofiron near it mustvary in the same manner. The
varying puli on the piate must make it move, and
this moveraent must set the air against the piate in
motion in sound-waves corresponding exactly with

the ground. (Two wires between the inslrumenBl
would make the ground-wires unnecessary, butUusf
would use up too much wire.) The magnetan |
the coil you will have to buy from some dealerol
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|e|ectrica| apparatus. They need not cost much.
I small cigar-box will answer for the case.

In one end of the box cut a round hole, say,
ihree inches across. Against this hole fasten a
diskofthin sheet-iron for the vibrator or “ dia-
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phiagin.” For a mouth-piece use a small can,
sudi as ground spices come in, or even a round
paper box.

No'v, on the inside of the box, place the raagnet,
theend carrying the coil almost touching the rnid-
deofthe diaphragm, and fix it firmly. Then, to
theemls ofthe copper wite of the main coil fasten
[wo wires,—one for the Une, the other for the
*“ground-wire."

This done, you will have an instrument (or
rather two of them) very much like Fig. 3. A'is
the mouth-piece ; B, the diaphragm j C, the coil j
Dthe magnet; E, E, the wires.

The receiving and sending Instruments are pre-
cisely alike, each answers for both purposes; but
ihete inust be two, since one must always be hear-
bg while tlie other is speaking.

When you speak into the mouth-piece of one
telephone, the sound of your voice causes the
"diaphragm” to vibrate in front of the magnet.
Thevibrations cause the magnet’s puli upon the
diaphragm to vary in forcé, which variation is
answered by electrical waves in the coil and over
inewires connected with it. At the other end of
the wire the puli of the magnet of the speaking
telephone is varicd exactly in proportion to the
strength of the electric impulses that come over
the wire; the varying puli of the magnet sets the
diaphragm in motion, and that sets the air in motion
inwavcs precisely like those of the distant voice.
When those waves strike the listener's ear, he seems
lohear the speaker’s exact tones, and so, .substan-
tially, he does hear them. The drcumstance that
electricwaves, and not sound-waves, travel over the
«ires,does not change the quality of the resulting
sound in the least.

| think you now understand Bell’s telephone.
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The telephones of Edison, Gray, and others, involve
different principiesand are differently constructed.

One invention very often leads to another, and
the telephone already has an offspring not less
wonderful than- itself. It is called the speaking-
phonograph. It was invented by Mr. Edison, one
of the gentlemen just mentioned.

Evidently, Mr. Edison said to himself; “ The
telephone hears and speaks; why not make it write
in its own way; then its record could be kept, and
any time after, the instrument might read aloud its
own writing.” Like a great genius as he is, Mr.
Edison went to work in the simplest way to make
the sound-recorder he wanted. You know how the
diaphragm of the telephone vibrates when .spoken
to? Mr. Edison took away from the telephone
all except the mouth-piece and the diaphragm,
fastened a point of metal, which we will cali a
“ style,” to the center of the diaphragm, and then
contrived a simple arrangement for making a sheet
of tin-foil pass in front of the style. When the
diaphragm is still, the style simply scratches a
straight Une along the foil. When a sound is
made, however, and the diaphragm set to vibrating,
the mark of the style is not a simple scratch, but
an impression varying in depth according to the
diaphragm’s vibration. And that is how the phono-
graph writes. To the naked eye, the record of the
sound appears to be simply a line of pin points or
dots, more or less ciése to each other; but, under
a magnifier, it is seen to be far more complicated.

Now for the reading. The impression on the
foil exactly records the viljrations of the diaphragm,
and those vibrations exactly measure the sound-
waves which causecl the vibrations. The reading
simply reverses all this. The strip of foil is passed
again before the diaphragm, the point of the style
foUows the groove it made at first, and the dia-
phragm follows the style in all its motions. The
origina! vibrations are thus exactly reproduced,
setting up sound-waves in the air precisely like those
which first set the machine in motion. Conse-
quently, the listener hears a minutely exact echo of
what the instrument heard; it might have heard il
a minute, oran hour, ora year, or a thousand years
before, had the phonograph been in use so long.

W hat a wonderful result is that! As yet, the
phonograph has not been put to any practical use
indeed, it is scarcely in operalion yet, and a great
deal must be done to increase lhe delicacy of its
hearing and the strength of its voice. It mimics
any and every sort ofsound with marvelous fidelity,
but weakly. Its speecli is like that of a person a
long way off, or in another room. But its possi-
bilities are almost infinite,
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ONLY A DOLL!

By Sarah O. Jewett.

PoLLY, my dollyl why don’t you grow?
Are you a Uwarf, my Polly?
I’'m taller and taller every day;
How high the grass is —do you see that?
The flowers are growing like weeds, they say;
The kitten is growing into a catl
Why don’t you grow, my dolly ?

Here is a mark upon the wall.
Look for yourself, ray_Polly |
I made it a year ago, | thiiik.
| 've measured you very often, dear,
But, though you ve plenty to cat and drink,
You have n’t grown a bit for a year.
Why don't you grow, my doUy ?

Are you never going to try to talk?
You ’re such a silent Polly !
Are you iiever going to say a word ?
It isn’t hard; and oh ! don’t you see
The parrot is only a little bird,
But he can chatter so easily.
You’re quite a dunce, my dolly!

Let’s go and play by the baby-house;
You are my dearest Polly!
There are other things that do not grow;
Kittens can't talk, and why should you?
You are the prettiest doli I know;
You are a daxling—that is true!
Just as you are, my dolly!



DAB KINZER.

DAB KINZER:

By WILLIAM

Between the village and the inlet, and half-a-
nile from the great “ bay,” lay the Kinzer farm.
Ifyond tlie bay was a sand-bar, and beyond that
ltte Atlantic Ocean; for all this was on the southerly
Jiote of Long Island.

The Kinzer farm had lain right there—acre for
tre, no more, no less—on the day when Hendrik
Hudson, long ago, sailed the good ship * Half-
feloon” into New York Bay. But it was not then

own to any one as the Kinzer farm. Neither

,there then, as now, any bright and growing
liiiiage crowding up on one side of it, with a rail-
Ly station and a post-oifice. Nor was there, at
iret lime, any great and busy city of New York,
iy a few hours' ride away, over on the island

iManhattan. The Kinzers themselves were not
liere then; but the bay and the Inlet, with the fish
ud the crabs, and the ebbing and flowing tides,
itre there, very much the same, before Hendrik
Hudson and his brave Dutchmen knew anything
lihatcv'er about that comer of the world.

The Kinzer farm had always been a reasonably
| “fat" one, botb as lo size and quality, and the

|ood people who lived on it had generally been of
isomewhat similar description. Itwas, therefore,
Iway corred and becoming for Dabney Kin-
ids widowed mother and his sisters to be the
|[Junip and hearty beings they were, and all the
Inore discouraging to poor Dabney that no amount
Id regular and faithful eating seemed to make him
ireemble them at all in that respect.

Ms. Kinzer excused his thinness to her neigh-
llorsi to be sure, on the ground that he was * such
lagrowingboy;” but, for all that, he caught hiin-
lalf «ondering, now and then, if he would never
Ibe done with that part of his tridis. For rajjid
litowlli has its tridis.

“The fact is," he said to himself, one day, as he
lltaned over the north fence, “ | ’'m more like Ham
IMonis's farm than | am like ours. His farm is
piger than ours, all round; but it’s too big for
lid fences, just as 1’m too big for my clothes.
IHam% house is three times as large as ours, but it
lhoks as if it had grown too fast. It has n’t any
Ipint, to speak of, fior any falinds. It looks a good
pilas if somebody ’d just built it there and then

i®etjtitand gone offand left it out-of-doors.”

Dabney’s four sisters had all come into the world
porehim, but he was as tall as any of them, and
Iwsfrequently taken by strangers for a good two
ll«B older than he reaily was.
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It was sometimes very hard for him, a boy of
fifteen, lo live up to what was expectcd of those
two extra years.

Mrs. Kinzer still kept him in roundabouts; but
they did not seem to hinder his growth at all, if
that was her object in so doing.

There was no such thing, however, as keeping
the four girls in roundabouts, of any kind; and,
what between them and their mother, the pleasant
and tidy little Kinzer homestead, with its snug
parlor and its cozy bits of rooms and chambers,
seemed to nestle away, under the shadowing elms
and syeamores, smaller and smaller with every
year that carne.

It was a terribly tight fit for such a family, any-
way i and, now that Dabney was growing at such
a rate, there was no telling what they would all
come to. But Mrs. Kinzer carne, at last, to the
rescue, and she summoned her eldest claughtér,
Miranda, to her aid.

A very notable woman was the widow. When
the new railway cut off part of the oid farm, she
had split up the elice of land between the iron track
and thevillage into “ town lots,” and had sold them
all off by the time the railway company paid her
for the “ damage ” it had done the property.

The whole Kinzer family gained visibly in plump-
ness that year,—except, perhaps, Dabney.

Of course, the condition and requirements of
Ham Morris and his big farm, just over the north
fence, liad not escaped such a pair of eyes as those
of the widow, and the very size of his great barn
ofa house finally settied his fate for him.

A large, quiet, unambitious, but well brought up
and industrious young man was Hamilton Morris,
and he had not the least jdea of the good in store
forhim forseveral months after Mrs. Kinzer decided
to marry him to her daughter Miranda. But all
was soon settied. Dab, of course, had nothing to
do with the wedding arrangements, and Hani’s
share was somewhat contracted. Not but what he
was at the Kinzer house a good deal; fior did any
,of the other girls tell Miranda how very much he
was in the way. He could talk, however, and one
morning, about a fortnight before tlic day ap-
pointed, he said to Miranda and her mother:

“We can’t have so very much of a wedding;
your house is so small, and you ’ve chockcd it so
full of furniture. Right down nice furniture it is,
too ; but there’s so much of it. |’m afraid the
minister ’ll have to stand out in the front yard.”
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“ The house Tl do for this time,” replied Mrs.
Kinzer. “ There Tl be room enough for everybody.
W hat puzzles me is Dab.”

“ What about Dab ?” asked Ham.

“Can’t find a thing to fit him,” said Dab’s
mother, “ Seems as if he were all odd sizes, from
head to foot.”

“ Fit him I" exclaimed Ham. “ Oh, you mean
ready-made goods 1 Of course you can’t. He'’ll
have to be measured by a tailor, and have his new
suit built for him.”

“ Such extravagance !” emphatically remarked
Mrs. Kinzer.

“ Not for rich people like you, and for a wed-
ding,” replied Ham ; “and Dab s a growing boy.
Where is he now? 1°’m going to the village, and

| ’Utake him right along with me'.”

There seemed to be no help forit; but that was
the first point relating to the wedding concerning
which Ham Morris was permitted to have exactly
his own way. His success made Dab Kinzer a fast
friend of his lor life, and that was something.

There was also something new and wonderful to
Dabney himself in walking into a tailors shop,
picking out cloth to please himself, and being so
carefully measured all over. He stretched and
swelled himself in all directions, to make sure
nothing should tum out too small. At the end
of it all, Ham said to him ;

“ Now, Dab, my boy, this suit is to be a present
from me to you, on Miranda’s account.”

Dab colored and hesitated fora moment but it
seemed all right, he thought, and so he carne
frankly out with:

“ Thank you, Ham. You always was a prime
good fellow. 1’1l do as much for you some day.
Tell you what 1°ll do, then. 1°ll have another
suit made, right away, of this other cloth, and have
the bili for that one sent to our folks.”

“Do it!” exclaimed Ham. “ Do itl You've
your mother’s orders for that. She’s nothing to
do with my gifl.”

“ Splendid !” almost shouted Dab.
don’t | hope they Il fit1”

“ Vit.>” said the tailor. “ Vill zay vit? | dell
you zay vit you like a knife. You vaitund zee.”

Dab failed to get a very clear idea of what the fit
would be, but it made him almost hold his breath
to think of it.

After the triumphant visit to the tailor, there was
still a necessity for a cali upon the shoe-maker, and
that was a matter of no small importance, Dab's
feet had always been a mystery and a trial to him.
If his memory contained one record davker than
another, it was the endless history of his mis-
adventures with boots and shoes. He and leather
had been at war from the day he left his creeping

“ Oh, but
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clothes until now. But now he was promised af
pair of shoes that would be sure to fit.

So the question of Dab’s personal appeoranceatl
the wedding was all arranged between him andl
Ham; and Miranda smiled more sweetly than evetl
before upon the latter, after she had heaitl hetl
usually silent brother break out so enthusiasticallvl
about him as he did that evening. |

It was a good thing for that wedding that it locj
place in fine summer weather, for neither kitli, kin i
fior acquaintances had been slighted in the inviia\l
tions, and the Kinzers were one of the “oldestl
famiies.” '

To have gathered them all under the roofofUiail
house, without either stretching it outwidcr orboil-I
ing the guests down, would have been out of thel
question, and so the majority, with Dabney in hisl
new clothes to keep them countenance, stood ori
sat in the cool shade of the grand oid trees during|
the ceremony, which was performed near the openj
door, and were afterward served with the \vedding|
refreshments, in a style that spoke volumes forl
Mrs. Kinzeris good management, as well as forher|
hospitality. |

The only drawback to Dab’ happiness that day|
was that bis acquaintances bafdly seemed to ktioy
him. He had had almost the same trouble withl
himself when he looked in the glass that morning.

Ordinarily, his wrists were several inches Ihrou”j
his coat siecves, and his anides made a perpetual!
show of his stockings. His neck, too, seemcdj
usually to be holding his head as far as possible!
from his coat collar, and his butténs had no farorl
to ask of his button-holes. I

Now, even as the tailor had promised, he had|
received his “ first fit.” He seemed to himself, tol
tell the truth, to be covered up in a prodigal westel
of niCe cloth. Would he ever, ever groiv too bigj
for such a suit of clothes as that? It was a very!
painful thought, and he did his best to put |tars—ayl
from him.

Still, it was a little hard to have a young Iady,l
whom he had known before she began to walk|
remark to him : ““ Excuse me, sir, but can youteIII
me if Mr. Dabney Kinzer is here ?”

“No, Jenny Waiters,” sharply responded Dab
“he isn’t here.” )

“ Why, Dabney 1” exclaimed the pretty Jenny,!
“is that you ? | declare, you ’ve scared me outoi]
a yearis growth.” .

“ 1 wish you’d scare me, then,” said Deb
“ Then my clothes would stay fitted.” |

Everything had been so well arranged before-l
hand, thanks to Mrs. Kinzer, that the wedding badj
no chance at all except to go off well. Ham Mom'i
was rejoiced to find how entirely he was relieved di

every responsibility.
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“Don’t worry about your house, Hamilton," the
widovsaid to him the night before. *“ We Tl go
tiver there as soon as you and -Miranda get away,
and it’ll Le all ready for you by the time you get
I back.”

“All right,” said Ham. “ | Tl be glad to have
Iyoutake the oid place in hand. | ’ve only tried to
iiein: comer of it. You don't know ho'v much
| loomtliere is. | don’t, | must say.”

Dabney had longed to ask her if she meant to
have it moved over to the Kinzer side of the north
I fence, but he had doubts as to the propriety of it,
and just then the boy carne in from the tailor’s
with his bundle of new clothes.

Chapter |IlI.

Hamilton Morris was a very promising young
man, of some thirty summers. He had been an
“orphan ” for a dozen years, and the wonder was
ihat he should so long have lived alone in the big
square-huilthouse his father left him. At all events,
Miranda Kinzer was just the wife for him.

Miranda’s mother had seen that at a glance, the
moment her mind was settied about the house.
Asto that and his great, spreading, half-cultivated
fann, all either of them needed was ready money
andmanagement.

These were blessings Ham was now made reason-
ably sure of, on his return from his wedding trip,
and he was likely to appreciate them.

As for Dabney Kinzer, he was in no respect Over-
edre by the novelty and excitement of the wed-
ding. All the rest of the day he devoted himself
lo such duties as were assigned him, with a new
and grand idea steadiiy taking shape in his mind.
Hefelt as if his brains, too, were growing. Some
i1 his mothers older and more intimate friends
remained with her ail day, probably to comfort her
i the loss of Miranda, and two or three of them,
Dab knew, would stay to tea, so that his Services
would be in demand to see them safely home.

All day long, moreover, Samantha and Keziah
and Pamela, seemed to find themselves wonderfully
hiisy, one way and another, so that they paid even
tes attention than usual to any of the ins and outs
of their brother.

Dabney was therefore able, with little difficulty,
lolake for himself whatever of odd time he might
require for putting his new idea into execution.

Mrs. Kinzer herself noticed the rare good sense
*iihwhich her son hurried through with his din-
serand slipped away, leaving her in undisturbed
possession of the table and her lady guests, and
"either she fior either of the girls had a thought
dfollowing him.

Ifthey had done so, they might have seen him
&awa good-sized bundle out from under the lilac-
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thicket in the back yard, and hurry down through
the garden.

A few minutes more and Dabney appeared on
the fence of the oid cross-road leading down to the
shore. There he sat, eying one passer-by after
another, till he suddenly sprang from his perch,
exclaiming: “ That’sjust the chap. Why, they’ll
fit him, and that’s more 'n they ever did for me.”

Dab would probably have had to search along
the coast for miles before he could have found a
human being better suited to his present charitable
purposes than the boy who now carne so lazily
down the road.

There was no doubt about his color, or that he
was all over of about the same shade of black.
His oid tow trousers and calic6 shirt revealed the
shining fact in too many places to leave room for a
question, and shoes he liad none.

“ Dick,” said Dabney, “ wasyou ever married ?”

“ Married 1” exclaimed Dick, with a peal of very
musical laughter. “ Is | married ? No! Isyou?”

“ No,” replied Dabney, “ but | was mighty near
it, this moming.”

“ Dat so ?” asked Dick, with another show of
his white teeth. “ Done ye good, den. Nebber
seen ye look so nice afore.”

“You’d look nicer ’n | do, if you were only
dressed up,” said Dab. * Just you put on these.”

“ Golly 1” exclaimed the black boy. But he
seized the bundle Dab threw him, and he had it
open in a twinkling. “ Anyt’ing in de pockets?”
he asked.

“ Guess not,” said Dab;
room.”

“ Say dar was !” exclaimed Dick.
dese t’ings be warm 1”

It was quite likely, for the day was not a cool
one, and Dick never seemed to think of pulling off
what he had on before getting into his unexpected
present. Coat, vest, and trousers, they were all
pulled on with more quickness than Dab had ever
seen the young African display before.

“1’s much obleeged to ye, Mr. Kinzer,” said
Dick, very proudly, as he strutted across the road.
“On’y | das n’t go back fru de village.”

“ What’ll you do, then ?” asked Dab.

“ S’pose | 'd better go a-fishin’,” said Dick.
“Wm de fish bite?”

*“ Oh, the clothes wont make any odds to them,”
said Dabney. “ | must go back to the house.”

And so he did, while Dick, on whom the cast-off
garments of his white friend were really a pretty
good fit, marched on down the road, feeling grander
than he ever had before in all his life.

“That’ll be a good thing to tell Ham Morris
when he and Miranda come home again,” muttered
Dab, as he re-entered the house.

“but there’s lots of

“ But wont
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Late that evening, when Dabney returned from
his final duties as escort to his mother’s guests, she
rewarded him witli more than he could remember
ever receiving ofmotherly commendation.

“ | Ve been really quite ptoud of you, Dabney,”
she said to him, as she laid her plump hand on the
coibr of his new coat and kissed him. * You Ve
behaved like a perfect gentleman.”

“ Only, mother,” exclaimed Keziah," he spent
too much of his time with that sharp-tongued little
Jenny Walters.”

“ Never mind, Kezi,” said Dab, *“ She did n’t
know who | was till | told her. 1’'m going
to wear a label with my fiame on it, when |
go over to the village, to-morrow.”

“ And then you ’il put on yourothersuitin
the morning,” said Mrs. Kinzer. “ You must
keep this for Sundays and gieat occasions.”

When the morning carne, Dabney Kinzer
was a more than usually carly riser, for he
felt that he had waked up to a very impor-
tant day.

“ Dabney,” exclaimed his mother, when
he carne in to breakfast, “ did | not tell you
to put on your other suit?”

“ So | have, mother,” rcplied Dab ; “ this
is my other suit.”

“ That 1” exclaimed Mrs. Kinzer.

So itis !” cried Keziah.

* Soitisn’t,” addedSamantha. “ Mother,
that's not what he had on yesterday.”

“He’s been trading again,” mildly sug-
gested Pamela.

“ Dabney,” said Mrs. Kinzer, “ what does
this mean ?”

“ Mean !” replied Dabney, “ Why, these
are the clothes you told me to buy. The
lot I wore yesterday were a present from
. Ham Morris. He ’s a splendid fellow. 1 ’'m
glad he got the best of the girls.”

That was a bad thing for Dabney to say, just
then, for it was resented vigorously by the remain-
ing three. As soon as quiet was restored, how-
ever, Mrs. Kinzer remarked:

“ | think Hamilton should have consulted me
aboutit; but it ’stoo late now. Anyhow, you may
go and put on your other clothes.”

“ My wedding suit ?” asked Dab.

“ No, indeed! | mean your oid ones; those
you took off night before last.”

“ Dunno where they are,” slowly responded Dab.

“ Don’t know where they are?” repeated a
chorus of four volees.

“ No,” said Dab. “ Bill Lees black boy had
’em on all yesterday afternoon, and 1 reckon he’s
gone a-fishing again to-day. They fit him a good
sight better 'n they ever did me.”
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« If Dabney had expected a stonn to come fran
his mother’s end of the table, he was pieasasil,
mistaken, and his sisters had it all to themselve
fora moment. Then, with an admiring glancea
her son, the thoughtful matron remarked :

“ Just like his father, for all the world. Itsnol
use, girls. Dabney’s a growing boy in more was 1
than one. Dabney, | shall want you to goovertol
the Morris house with me after breakfast. Then
you may hitch up the ponies, and we ’ll do sore |
errands around the village.”

Dab Kinzer’s sisters looked at one another in

CIVUS mete JfIS OLQ CLOTHES.

blank astonishment, and Samantha would have leA
the table if she had only finished her breakfast

Pamela, as being nearest to Dab ,in age ad
sympathy, gave a very admiring look at her
brother’s second “ good fit,” .md said nothing.

Even Keziah finally admitted, in her own miad,
that such a change in Dabney’s appearancc mighl
have its advantages. But Samantha inwar(llyd®
clared war.

The young hero himself was hardly used to tlial
second suit as yet, and felt anything but easy in it

“1 wonder,” he said to himself, “ what Jenny
W alters would think of me now? Wonder ifshe'd
know me?”

Not a doubt ofit. But, after he had finished his
breakfast and gone out, his mother remarked:

“ It really all right, girls. 1 almost fear I\Ve
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Ibten iieglecting Dabney. He is nt a little boy

“He isn’t a man yet,” exclaimed Samantlia,

rand he talks slang dreadfully.”

“Butthen he does grow so 1” remarked Keziah.

“ Mother,” said Pamela, “ could n’t you get Dab
liogive Dick the slang, along with the oid clothes ?”

“Woc Tl see about it,” replied Mrs. Kinzer.

Il was very plain that Dabney’s mother had
Ibegun to take in a new idea about her son. It was
Inot the least bit in the world unpleasant to find out
Ithat he was “ growing in more ways than one,”
[and it was quite likely that she had indeed kept
[ tiimtoo long in roundabouts.

Chapter IlIl.

Dick Lee had been more than half right about
|Itie village being a dangerous place for him with
such an unusual amount of clothing over his ordi-
|naryuniform.

The very dogs, every one of whom was an oid
| acquaintancc, barked at him on his way home
that night; and, proud as were his ebony father
[and mother, they yielded to his earnest entreaties,
firit, that hé might'wear his present all the next
day, and, second, that he might betake himself to
le “bay,” early in the morning, and so keep out
I ofsight “ till he got used to it.”

The fault with Dab Kinzeds oid suit, after all,
I'hed iain mainly in its size rather than its materials,
for Mrs. Kinzer was too good a manager to be
really stingy.

Dick succeeded in reaching the boat-landing
Ititliout falling in with any one who seemed dis-

ed to laugh at him; but there, right on the
I wharf, was a white boy of about his own age, and
I hefelta good deal Kke backing out.

“Nebber seen him afore, either,” said Dick to
lhinself. “ Den | guess | aint afeard ob him.”

The stranger was a somewhat short and thicfc-set
I but bright and active-looking boy, with a pair of
I verykeen, greenish-gray eyes. But, after all, the
histword-he spoke to poor Dick was :

“Hullo, clothes | where are you going with all
Ibthoy?”

“I knowed it1 | knowed it!” groaned Dick.
IBUl he answered, as shatply as he knew how:
"Isgoin' a-fishin’.  Any ob youah business?”

“Where’d you learn to fish?” the stranger
rwked  “ Down South? Didn’t know .they had

nythere.”

“Nebbah was down Souf,” was the surly reply.

“Fauier run away, did he ?”

“He nebber was down dar, nudder.”

“Norhis father?”

T aint no business o' your’n,” said Dick;

“hulwe’ allers lived right heah on dis bay.”

557

“ Guess not,” replied the white boy, knowingly.

But Dick was right, for his people liad been
slaves among the very earliest Dutch settlers, and
had never'™ lived South” at all. He was now
busily getting one of the boats ready to push off;
but his white tormentor went at him again with—

“ Well, then, if you've lived here so long, you
must know everybody.”

* Reckon I do.”

“ Are there any nice fellows around here ? Any
like me ?”

“ De nicest young genelman ’‘round dis bay,”
replied Dick, “is Mr. Dab Kinzer. But he aint
like you. Notnuffto hurt’im.”

“ Dab Kinzer I’ exclaimed the stranger. “ Where
did he get his fiame ?”

“In de bay, | spect,” said Dick, as he shoved
his boat off. “ Caught ’im wid a hook.”

“ Anyhow,” said the strange boy to himself,
“thats probably the sort of fellow my father
would wish me to associate with. Only it likely
he’s very ignorant.”

And he walked away toward the village with the
air ofa man who had forgotten more than the rest
of his race were ever likely to find out.

At all events, Dick Lee had managed to say a
good word for his benefactor, little as he could
guess what might be the consequences.

Meantime, Dab Kinzer, when he went out from
breakfast, had strolled away to the north fence, for
a good look at the house which was thenceforth to
be the home of his favorite sister. He had seen it
before, every day since he could remember; but it
seemed to have a fresh and almost mournful in-
terese for him just now.

“Hullo!” he exclaimed, as he leaned against
the fence. “ Putting up ladders? Oh yes, | see!
That’s oid T.ommy McGrew, the house-painter.
Well, Ham’s house needs a new coat as badly as |
did.  Sure it’ll fit, too. Only it aint used to it
any more’'n I am.”

“ Dabney !”

It was his mother’s voice, and Dab felt like
minding” very promptiy that morning.

“ Dabney, my boy, come here to the gate.”
“Ham’ having his house painted,” he re-
marked, as he joined his mother.

“Is he ?” shesaid. “ W e’ll goand see aboutit.”

Asthey drew nearer, however, Dabney discovered
that carpenters as well as painters were plying their
trade in and about the oid homestead. There were
window-sashes piled here and blinds there, a new
door or so ready for use, with bundles of shingles,
and other signs of approaching “ renovation.”

“ Going to fix it all over,” rdmarked Dab.

“ Yes,” replied his mother ; “ it’ll be as good as
new. It was well built, and will bear mcnding.”
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When they entered the house, it became more
and more evident that the “ shabby” days of the
Morris mansién were numbered. There were men
at work in almost every room.

Ham’ wedding trip would surely give plenty of
time, at that rate, and his house would be “ all
ready for him ” on his return.

There was nothing wonderful to Dabney in the
fact that his mother went about inspecting work
and giving directions. He had never seen her do
anything else, and he had the greatest confidence
in her knowFédge and ability.

Dabney noticed, too, before they left the place,
that all the customary farm-work was going ahead
with even more regularity and energy than if the
owner himself had been present.

“ Ham’s farm Il look like ours, one of these
days, at this rate,” he said to his mother.

“ I mean it shall,” she replied, somewhat sharply.
“ Now go and get out the ponies, and we’ll do the
rest of our errands.”

If they had only known it, at that very moment
Ham and his blooming bride were setting out for a
drive at the fashionable watering-place where they
had made the first stop in their wedding tour.

“ Ham,” said Miranda, “ it seems to me as if we
were a thousand miles from home.”

“ We shall be further before we get nearer,” said
Ham.

“ But | wonder what they are doing there,—
mother and the girls and dear little Dabney ?”

“ Little Dabney!” exclaimed Ham. “ Why,
Miranda, do you think Dab is a luaby vet ?”

“ No, nota baby. But ”

“Well, he’s a boy, that’s a fact; but he’ll be
as tall as | am in three years.”

“ Will he everbefat?”

“ Not till after he gets his full length,” said Ham.
“We must have him at our house a good deal,
and feed him up. | ’ve taken a liking to Dab.”

“ Feed him up !” said Miranda, with some in-
dignation. “ Do you think we starve him ?”

“ No; but how many medis a day does he get ?”

“ Three, of course, like the rest of us; and he
never misses one of them.”

“ | suppose not,” said Ham. *“ | never miss a
meal myself, if | can help it. But don’t you think
three medis a day is rather short allowance for a

boy like Dab ?”
Miranda thought a moment, but then she an-
swered, positively : “ No, | don’t. Notif he does

as well at each one of them as Dab is sure to.”

“ Well,” said Ham, “ that was in his oid clothes,
that were too tight for him. Now he’s got a good
loose fit, uith plenty ofroom, you don’t know how
much more he may need. No, Miranda, | 'm going
to have an eye on Dabney.”
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“You're a dear, good felloly, anyway,” aidi
Miranda, “ and | hope mother ’Il have the housel
all ready for us when we get back.”

“ She will,” replied Ham. “ | shall hardly bel
easy till |1 see what she has done with it.”

Chapter V.

“That’s him!”

Dab was standing by the ponies, in front ofal
store in the village." His mother was making some
purchases in the store, and Dab was thinking how
the Morris house would look when it was finished
and it was at him the oid farmer was pointing inl
answer to a question which had just been askei

The questioner was the sharp-eyed hoy whohed|
bothcred poor Dick Lee that morning,

At that moment, however, a young lady—aite|
young—carne tripping along the sidewaik, and|
was stopped by Dab Kinzer with :

“ There, Jenny Waiters, | forgot my label!”

“ Why, Dabney, is that you? How yon startled|
me | Forgot your label ?”

“Yes,” said Dab i “ I’m in another new suit to-1
day, and 1 wantto have a label with my fiame on|
it.  You’d have known me, then.”

“But | know you now,” exclaimed Jenny, |
“ Why, | saw you yesterday.”

“ Yes, and | told you it was me.
Jenny?”

“ Why, what a question !”

“ Because, if you can’t, it wont do me any ;
to wear a label.”

Can you read, |

“ Dabney Kinzer,” exclaimed Jenny. “ There'sl
another thing you ought to get?”

“W hat’s that?”

“ Some good manners,” said the little lady, |

snappishiy. “ Think &f your stopping me in the|
Street to tell me | can’t read.”
“Then you mustn’t forget me so™quick,” saidj

Dab. “ If you nieet my oid clothes anywhere yoni
must cali 'era Dick Lee. They’ve had a changel
of iame.”

“ So, he’s in them, is he? | don’t doubt lheyj
look better than they ever did before.”

And Jenny walked proudly away, leaving her oid|
playmate feeling as if he had had a little the worsti
of it. That, was often the way with people whcj
stopped to talk with Jenny Waiters, and she «as!
not as much of a favorite as she othenvise iniglit|
have been.

Hardly bad she disappeared before Dab «as|
confronted by the strange boy.

“Is your iame Dabney Kinzer?” said he.

“ Yes, | believe so0.”

“ Well, I 'm Mr. Ford Foster, ofNewYork.”

“ Come over here to buy goods?” sug
Dab. *“ Or to get something to eat?”
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Ford Foster was apparently of about Dab’s age,
Lul a full head less in height, so that there was
more point in the question than there seemed to
be but he treated it as not worthy of notice, and
jsked; “ Do you know of a house to let anywhere
abouthere?”

"House to let?” suddenly exclaimed the voice
ofMts. Kinzer, behind him, much to Dab’s surprise.
“Areyou asking about a house? Whom for?”

If Ford Foster had been ready to “ chaff” Dick
Lee, or even Dab Kinzer, he knew enough to speak

DAB KINZER.
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Foster to himself as they drove away. “ | must
make some more inquines.”

“ Mother,” said Dabney, “ you would n’t let 'em
have Ham’s liouse?”

“No, indeed; but I don’t mean to have our
own stand empty.” And, with that, a great deal
of light began to break in on Dabney’s mind.

“ That’s it, is it?” he said to himself, as he
touched up the ponies. “ Well, there’ll be room
enough for all of us there, and no mistake. But
what’ll Ham say?”

>S5 YOUR NAME DABNEV KIKZBR?"

respectfully to the portly and biisiness-like lady
rowbefore him.

“Yes, madam,” he said, with a ceremonious
hon “ 1 wish to report to my father that I ’ve
hundan acceptable house in this vicinity.”

“Youdo!”

Ms. Kinzer was reading the young gentleman
toough and through as she spoke, but she followed
h« exclauiation with a dozen questions, and then
»ound up with;

, “Goright home, then, and tell your father the
wly good house to let in this neighborhood will be
®dy forhim next week, and he’d better see me
*once. Get into the huggy, Dabney.”

‘A very remarkable woman 1” rauttered Ford

It was not til! late the next day, however, that
Ford Foster ccmpleted his inquines. He took the
afternoon train for the city, satisfied that, much as
he knew before he carne, he had actually learned
a good deal more which was valuable.

" He was almost the only person in the car.
Trains going toward the city were apt to be thinly
peopled at that time of day, but the empty ears
had to be taken along all the same, for the benefit
of the crowds who would be coming out, later in
the afternoon and in the evening. The railway
company would have made more money with full
loads both ways, but it was well they did not have
one on that precise train. Ford had turned over
the seat in front of him, and stretched himself out
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with his feet on it. It was almost like lying down
for a boy of his length, but k was the very best
position he could have taken if he had known what
was coming.

Known what was coming?

Yes, there was a pig coming.

That was all, but it was quite enough, consider-
ing what that pig was about to do. He was going
where he chose, just then, and he chose hot to turn
out for the railway train.

“What a whistle!" Ford Foster had just ex-
claimed. “ It sounds more like the squeal of an
iron pig than anything else. | ”

But at that instant there carne a great jolt and a
shock, and Ford found himself suddenly tumbled,
all in a heap, on the seat where his feet had been.
Then carne bounce after bounce and the sound of
breaking glass, and then a crash.

“ Off the track 1” shouted Ford, as he sprang to
his feet. “ I'would n't havemissed it foranything,
but 1 do hope nobody s killed.”

In the tremendous excitement of the moment he
could hardly have told how he got out of that car,
but it did not seem ten seconds till he was standing
beside the conductor and engineer, looking at the
battered engine as it lay on its side in a deep ditch.
The baggage car, just behind it, was broken all to
pieces, but the passénger ears did not seem to have
suffered very much, and nobody was badly hurt, as
the engineer and fireman had jumped off in time.

“ This train ’ll never get in on time,” said Ford

to the conductor, a little later. “ How’ll | getto
the city?”

“Well,” replied the railway man, who was not
in the best of humors, “ | don’t suppose the city

could do without you ovemight. The junction
with the main road is only two miles ahead, and if
you re a good walker you may catch a train there.”

Some ofthe other passengers, none ofwhom were
very much hurt, had made the same discovery, and
in a few minutes more there was a long, straggling
. procession of uncomfortable people marching by
the side of the railway track, under the hot sun.
The conductor was right, however, and nearly all
of them managed to make the two miles to the
junction in time.

Mr. Ford Foster was among the very first to
arrive, and he was likely to reach home in very fair
season in spite of the pig.

As for his danger, he had hardly thought of that,
and he would not have missed so important an
adventure for anything he could think of, just then.

It was to a great, pompous, stylish, crowded,
“ up-town boarding-house,” that Ford’s return was
to take him. There was nowonder at aii that wise
people should wish to get out of such a place in
such hot weather.  Still, it was the sort of a home
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Uva,!

Ford Foster had been best acquainted wiihalltiisl
life, and it was partly owing to that that he;
become so prematurely “ knowing.”

He knew too much, in fact, and was only to(l
well aware of it. He had filled his head witii an|
unlimited stock of boarding-house information, asi
well as with a firm persuasién that there was litile|
more to be had,—unless, indeed, it might be scrapl
of such outside knowledge as he h.nd now biil
picking up over on Long Island.

In one of the great “ parlor chambers” of ihtj
boarding-house, at about eight o’clock that evei.]
ing, a middle-aged gentleman and lady, with a fair, [
sweet-faced girl of about nineteen, were sitting neai
an open window, very much as if they were waiiin||
for somebody.

Such a kindly, motherly lady 1 She was onedl
those whom no one can help liking, after seein||
her smile once, or hearing her speak. Whatevet|
may have been his faults or short-comiiigs, Ford|
Foster could not have put in words what he thoughtl
about his mother. And yet he had no eliliiciilty]
in expressing his respect for his father, orhisun.|
bounded admiration for his pretty sister Annie.

“ Oh, husbandl” exdaimed Mrs. Foster, “art|
you sure none of them were injured?”

“ So the telegraphic report said. Not abonel
broken ofanybody but the pig that got in the way.”|

“But how | wish he would comel” groanedi
Annie. “ Have you any idea, papa, how he can|
gethome?”

“ Not clearly,” said her father, “ but you canl
trust Ford not to miss any opportunity. He’sjust|
the boy to look out for himselfin an emcrgency.”

Ford Foster’s father took very strongly aftertlel
son in whose ability he expressed so much conli-l
dence. Hehad justsuch a square, active, bustlinfl
sort of body, several sizes larger, with just suchl
kcen, penetrating, greenish-gray eyes. Anybodyl
would have picked him out, at a glance, foralaw-|
yer, and a good one.

That was 'exactly what he was, and if any onel
had become acquainted with either son or father, |
there would have been no difficulty afterward in|
identifying the other.

It required a good deal more than the tekgrapbicl
report of the accident or even her husband’ assur-l
anees, to relieve the motherly anxiety of good Ms.1
Foster, or even to drive away the shadows fromthel
face of Annie. |

No doubt if Ford himself had known the sate Ofl
affairs, they would have been reiieyed earlier; fej
even svhile they were talking about him he wasl
already in the house. It had not so much as«-I
curred to him that his mother would hear of thej
accident to the pig and the railway train until 1
himself should tell her, and so he had made sutel
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lofhis suppsr down-stairs, before reporting himself.
lile might not have done it, perhaps, but he had
Icome in through the jower way, by the area door,
land that of the dining-room had stood temptingly
Iwide open with some very eatable things ready on
ithe table.

That had been too much for Ford, after his
Icar-ride and his smash-up and his long walk. But
Inow, at last, up he carne, brimful of new and
livonderful experiences, to be more than a little
laslonished by the manner and enthusiasm of his
Iwelcome.

“Why, mother!” he exclaimed, when he gota
Ictiance for a word, “ you and Annie could n’t have
Isaid much more if | ’d been the pig himself.”

“Thepig?” said Annie.

“Yes, the pig that stopped us. He and the
Ithgine wont go home to iheir families to-night.”

“Don’t make fun ofit, Ford,” said his mother,
Igently; ““it’s too serious a matter.”

Just then his father broke in, almost impatiently,
Iwith, “ Well, Ford, my boy, have you done your
lerrand, or shall 1 have to see about it myself?
IVou've been gone two days.”

(To
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“ Thirty-seven hours and a half, father,”
Ford, taking out his watch.
account of my expenses.

replied
“ | Ve kept an. exact
W e ’ve saved the cost of

advertising.”

“ And spent it on railroading,” said his father,
with a laugh.

“ But, Ford,” asked Annie, “ did you find a

house »—a good one ?”

“Yes,” added Mrs. Fostcr, “now | ’m sure
you ’re safe, | do want to hear about the house.”

“It’sall right, mother,” said Ford, confidently.
“ The very house you told me to hunt for. Neither
too large not too small, and it s in apple-pic orden”

There were plenty of questions to answer now,
but Ford was every way equal to the occasion. His
report, in fact, compelled his father to look at him
with an expression of face which very clearly meant,
“That boy resembles me. | was just like him at
his age. He ’ll be just like me at mine.”

There was really very good reason to approve
of the manner in which the young gentleman had
performed his errand in the country, and Mr.
Foster promptly decided to go over, in a day or
two, and settle matters with Mrs. Kinzer.

COfIUHN(fd.)



502 HOW WILLY WOLLY WENT A-FISHING. O,

HOW WILLY WOLLY WENT A-FISHING.

By S. C. Stone.

One day, on going fishing
Was Willy Wolly bent;
And, as it clianced a holiday,
Why, Willy Wolly went.

Now, Willy Wolly planned, you see,
To catch a speckied trout;

But caught a very different fish
From what he had laid out!

In view of all the fishes,—
Who much enjoyed the joke,

With many a joyous wriggle
And finny punch and poke,—
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Young Willy Wolly, leaping
A fence with dire design,
Had carelessly left swinging
His fishing-hook and line.

How Willy Wolly did it,
He really could not tell,
But instantly he had his fish
Exceeding fast and well!

He hooked the struggling monster
Securely in the sleeve;

And, all at once, he found it time
His pleasant sport to leave;—
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T was not a very gamy fish
For one so large and strong,

That Willy Wolly, blubbering,
Helped carefully along.

The giggling fishes crowded to
The river bank to look,

As Willy Wolly, captive, led
Himself with line and hook !

When Willy Wolly went, yon see,
To catch a speckied trout,

Why, Willy Wolly caught himself!
And so the joke is out.

His mother saved that barbéd hook,
And sternly bid him now

No more to clare a-fishing go,
Until he has learned how 1



CRUMBS

FROM OLDER READING.

565

CRUMBS FROM OLDER READING.

By Julia E.

Ill.—Thomas Carlyle.

" Shakspeare Says we are creatures that look
before and after, The more surprising, then, that
vt do not look around a little, and see what is
passing under our very eyes.”

So writes Thomas Carlyle.

Although he politely says “ we,” when speaking
ofpeople in general, that part ofthe “ we” known
a Thomas Carlyle certainly keeps his eyes wide
opeii. So wide, indeed, that much that is dis-
agreeable comes imder his notice, as always will
be the case with those who choose to see every-
ihing.

1 once watched the round, red sun as it crim-
soned the sparkling waters in which it seemed
already sinking. When, at last, | turned my
daaled eyes away, all over lake and sky | saw
dancing black suns. Perhaps it is through dwell-
ing long on one idea that Carlyle sees only spots
of bliickness on what others cali clear sky. The
great want of that foggy, smoky city where he Uves
ispiire, health-giving light, and this we also miss
in liis writings, which, like London, have not
enough sunshine.

But, whatever people may say, when Carlyle
speaks the world is quite ready to listen.

Who is Thomas Carlyle ?

He is a Scotchman, a philosopher, an essayist,
anhistorian, a biographer, and an octogenarian.

What has he done to be so famous ?

He has written twenty books. But you might
lietobe an octogenarian yourself without meeting
«enly persons who would have read them all. It
twould not be a hard matter, though, to find those
woo have read one of his books twenty times;
I perhaps this very green-covercd book with “ Sartor
| Resartus” on the back.

I What does it mean, and what is it all about ?

" Itmeans “ The Tailor Re-tailored,” and Carlyle
ssitisa book about clothes. But you need not
look for fashion-plates ; there are none there. You
=11 hear nothing about new costumes; for this
i"»k is full of Carlyle's own thoughts, clothed in
suwchwords that you will surely enjoy the book.

Hearhow he tells us that nothing that we do is
leally “ of no matter,” as we so often think :

‘1say, there is not a red Indian hunting by
lakeWitinepeg can quarrel with his squawbut the
*ole World must smart forit: will not the price
, ofbeaver rise?”

Sargent,

You think it would not make much difference if
the price of beaver should rise? Let us look at
the matter. First, Mr. B. Woods, the trader, must
pay a larger price for his beaver, and therefore
must sell for more to the firm of Bylow & Selhi.
These shrewd gentlemen do not intend to lose on
their purchase, so they pay a less sum to Mr.
Maycup, the manufacturer. This reduccién in his
income causes Mr. Maycup to curtail family ex-
penses. So his subscripcion to St. NicholaS$ is
discontinuad, and the youthful Maycups are over-
whelmed with grief, because of that unfortunate
quarrel which raised the price of beaver.

But why should the price change because ofthat ?

Really, Mr. Carlyle should answer you. Perhaps
the Indian in his quarrel forgets to set his traps, or
the whole neighborhood may become so interested
in the little affair that beavers are forgotten.

“ Were it not miraculous could | stretch forth
my hand and dutch the sun? Yet thou scest me
daily stretch forth my hand and dutch many a
thing and swing it hither and thither. Artthou a
grown baby, then, to fancy that the miracle lies in
miles of distance, or in pounds avoirdupois of
weightj and not to see that the true miracle lies
in this, that | can stretch forth my hand at,all?”

What is it that Carlyle thinks so wonderful?
See how quietly my hand rests on this table. Why
should it move any more than the table on which
it rests? Is not Carlyle right when he calis every
movemcnt of my hand a wonder? You never
thought of it before? That is as Carlyle says:
“ We do not look around a little and see what is
passing under our very eyes.”

It was this great oid man whose hand brushed
the dinging mud from a crust of bread, and placed
iton the curbstone, forsome dog or pigeon, saying,
“ My mother taught me never to waste anything.”

Here is a word for those who are always planning
what great things they will do—who think so much
aioutdoing that no time is leftfor the doing:

“The end of man is an action, and not a
thought, though it were the noblest.”

Now, for our final crumb, comes a well-dothed
thought that | like better tlian quarreling Indians
or familiar wonders. It is the reason why selfish
people are never really happy. Carlyle thinks they
have only themselves to blamc, for he says:

“ Always there is a black spot in our sunshine;
it is even, as | said, ¢he shadotv o fourselves.”
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Hurrah for June —bright, rosy June 1 “ Joy
rises in me like a summer’s morn 1” as one of
those pleasant people, the poets, has said.

Let eveiybody te glad 1 But most of all, you,
my youngsters ! The month properly belongs to
you. Don’t | know? Was n’t it set apart by
Romulus, ages and ages ago, especially for the
young people, or “ Janiores,” as they then were
called? And has n’t their ilame stuck to it ever
since? Yes, indeed 1 So, be as merry as you can,
my cliicksj but, with all your fun and frolic, be
thankful, and make June weather all about j'ou.
June time—any time—is full of joy when hearts,
brimming over with thankfulness, carry cheer to
other hearts, making

“ A noiM lik« of a hidden brook
In the jeafy month oiJune,

That (o the sieeping wodéds all nighl
Singeth a quiet tune,” —

like the little stream that bubbles by the foot of

our meadow.

Now to business. First comes a letter about

A ROPE OF EGGS.
Brooklyn, N. Y.

Just think how queer lewould seem to buy eggs by tho ya#l
Amy M.

CONVERSATION BY FISTICUFFS.

After being flurried by clouds of paragrams

about sphygmographs, and phonographs, and
pneumatic tclegraphs, and scoies of other extra-
ordinary scientific ways of communication, I 'm not

in the least surprised to learn that ants converse
by one tapping another’s head.

| ’'m told that an Englishinan named Jesse once
put a small Caterpillar near an ants’ nest, and
watched. Soon an ant seized it; but the Caterpillar
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was too heavy to be moved by one ant alone w
away he ran until he met another ant. Thev
stopped for a few moments, during which exh
tapped the other’s head with his feelers in a \ev
lively manner. Then they both hurried off to te
Caterpillar, and together dragged it homo.

A HORSE THAT LOVED TEA.

Roxburv. Mn«

Dear Jack-ik*tkb*Pulpit: T hjsisa iru€story of MarysISv
He wasjustas black as a coal all over, except a pretty v,hile i
his forchead-

Once in two or three weeks Mary had him ukc tea wlih herami
her liitle brother ajid sisters. She went to the swble where he liw |
wich Kaie and NclL two prelty twin ponles, and said M him*

“ Come,Jack | Don'tyouwantsome lea?"

Atthat, he carne right up to her, and found out the biitionsoqgW |
dress, and tned I0 puli them off) and then untled her apron strirrffs |

* Now, Jark,” Majy said, “ teais all ready. Comealongl " " j
he followed her along ‘the walk to the back door and ui>the thr"
steps into the house.

W hataclalterhis iron shoes made along ihe «ntry to ihc diniof |
room | Harry and Annie and Fanny rushed out, crynig!

"Oh, mammai Hete'sJack coming lo tea!

Then mamma fijled a laree bowlwilh lea, put in plemyofioilk\
and ihree or four pieces ofwTulc sugar <forJack had a swecci tooSi)
and cuta slice of bread into pieces, and pul them on a piate, wilig
doughnut or piece of gingerbread. And Mary said t

“Now, Jack, come up to ihe table !"

You «e, he was too big to sitin a chair; but he camc ciése | |!!
the table and stood there, and draok his leawhhoui sloppiar any
over, and ate up his bread and cakc. And when he had done, wii«
do you think he did? Why. he wentup to the plano thatstood ioa
comer of the room and sraelled che kcys, and looked round atMaiy,
Thatwastoa” her to play him a tune before he went home.

ITicn she said, “ Oh, you deaiJack 1 | kuow what you wanl|!" \
And she sat down and played sone me Wnc, eh
hisears and pul bis nesg-d-gwn %ﬂ #eyr fingers, %kl i ‘(F ‘(& ﬂ
Then he rubbcd her shoulderwith hIS nose, and Mary played! Mm i
tune for him. .

' Now. Jack," manma said, ' you *vc had a nice time; bui "
mustgo back coyour slable. Kate and Nell will tniss you if [ U ‘
stay longCT."

Ilicn Mary opened ihe dining-room door, and Jad-
down the long entry and out lo the stable, just "¢ adog,—Youn |
iruly, DP.

TONQUES WHICH CARRY TEETH.

You "VE heard of folks with biting tonpes, 11
daré say, and very disagreeable they are, no doubi,
though, of course, they do not actually bite with i
their tongues. However, there really is an un-l
pleasant fellow whose tongue carries twenty-sis |
thousand eight hundred teeth ! A capital one for
biting, you ’d suppose. He is nothing butaslug, [
though, and his army of teeth only scrape, not bite,
I'm told. Then, too, there is a sort of cousinof |
bis, a periwinkle, who has a long ribbon-iike
tongue, armed with six hundred crosswise rowsof |
hooks, about seven in a row.

You can make sure of these surprising facts, my |
dears, with the aid of patience and a microscope.

DIZZY DISTANCES.

The other day, one of the school-cliildrcn said
to a chum, “ The Little Schoolma’am foldusihis
morning that some parts of the ocean are more [
than four miles deep ”

That’s easy to say, thought I, but try to tliiokl
it, my dear ! Fix on a place four miles away fromj
you, and then imagine every bit of that distancel
stretching down under you, instead of sttaighij
before you. Perhaps in this way you maygainani
idea of the deptli of the ocean; but just considerl
the height of the air—which, 1 ’'m told, isa sortofj
envelope about the earth—more than nine limesl
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thedcpth of the ocean ! Yet, what a wee bit ofa
toward tlie moon would those thirty-six miles
take B1 And from the earth to the moon is only
avery little step on the long way to the sun.
Ohdear ! Let’s stop and take a breath 1 Why
did I begin talking of such dizzy distances ?
LAND THAT

INCREASES IN HEIGHT.

Here is a letter in answer to the Little School-
naain’s question which 1 passed over to yon in
April, and it raises such startiing ideas, that, may
be, you ’d do wcU to look farther into the matter;

DsAR Jack : We suppose ihat the Liltle Schootma’ajo and her
wiittTSon Greenland wil] concede its accidental discovery by Gunn-
1¢rD, as narralcd by Cyrus Martlo» in his“ Vjkingsia America”
jST. Nichulas, Vol. XIIm page . We have fuways thought
lochnd appropriately named» and Greenland the reverse.

And now about thai question of temperature, |If portions of
OreenUnd are colder than formerly, may icnotbe because less heat
Odies through its crust from subterrdnea» fires, as well as because
tite surface is constanlly gaJning in height, as some repon ?— Very
inl/yours, Ned and Will Whitpord.

THE ANOERED GOOSE.

The picture of which you here have an en-
gtaving formed at fii-st a kind of panel ofa wall,
and occupied a space beneath one of the cartoons
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A CITY UNDER THE WATER.

IN past ages, as the Deacon once tokl some of his
oldev boys in my hearing, the people of some parts
of Europa used to live above the surfaces of lakes,
in huts built on spiles driven into the water.

Well, now | hear that some one has found, under
the water of Lake Geneva, a whole town, with
about two hundred stone houses, a large public
square, and a high tower j and, from the fooks of
the town, the shape of the houses, and the way the
stones are cut, some say that the place must have
been built more than two thousand years ago !

Now, | can understand how men were able to
live in the way the Deacon described, but it slrikes
me that this other story has something in it that's
harder to swallow than water.

Who ever heard of men living in cities under the
watei-, as if they were fishes?

REFLECTION.

The Red Schcol-house.
My dbar Jack«n*ths*Pulpjt ; any ihanks for puuing inlo
r(l.rApriI sermon the picture and |C&b'whicli I sent to you. Now,
must |t you know shout the explanalions that some of'your bright
chicks have given.
Amold Guyot Cameron, S.E.S-, O. CTurncr, Loulse G. Hins-
dale, and the paitners £. K. S. and M. G. V. gueased ibe right word.

THE AHGERCD COOSS.

of Rapliael, the great Italian painter, whose grand
licture of “ The Transfiguration ” is thought to be
lis chicf work.  This panel-picture, also, was
painled by Raphael, as some say, though others
tWikit may lie the work of one of his pupils.

A curious thing about the picture is this: the
gooe is so excited, and scolding its tortoise so
angrily for going slowly, that it has forgotten its
oanwings, when, if it would only use them, it
could fly fo its journey’s end long before the tor-
toie could crawl there. Now, there are other
t»0-kgged geese who let themselves get angered
wd excited easily, and so lose many chances of
tctring others and helping themselves. Perhaps
yo~ay know some of them.

TTiat is what the Deacon says; but, for my part,
1"cver knew a goose that had n't two legs.

which is “ Reflecuon’*; and, ofcourse, it needvd some “ reflection”
to find itout. The lady in the picture is absorbed in “refiecdon”
upon something she has been reading in her book; but, besides this,
the water is represenled as seoding back a **refleciion” of nearly
every other objeci in ihc picture.

Several others of your yoiin«tcrs uto», but they were not so
fortlnate In their accempts. “ hilgnon ” suggeststhe word "Hcads,”
for the reaiion that the guessing has given etnploymcnt to many
heads. John F.Wyaltihinks ihat “ Ueauiiful” is the word. AUrca
Whirman, C. H. Payne, and NelUe Emerson, though wriilDg from
thrcc places ~  apare, agree in giving the word "Revene” as their
notlon of therightone. GeorgeA. Miichell ihbks jcis "Study":
Archur W. James guesses “ Meditatlon ™ ; and HalUe quietly hlnis

“Calm.” “P.,” however, bclieves that the word Is “ MiAtepre-
sented,” which he inclines 10 wriie, ” Mlss represented.” But
Nathalic B. ConkUng puts forward the exclamaiioa Alas!” as the

proper solulion, spelfing it “ A lass.”

Now, puns are not always good wlt, and these two are not puns oT
ihe best kind: but ihey, as well as the other guesses, show chat your
chicks have Uvcly minds, able to see a thing from more than one
point of view, even although their corrjectuies do not hii the very
center of the mark In every instance. 1 am much obitged to them
all for their letters, and to you, dear Jack, for your kindness.—5in>
cerely your friend, The Little Schoolma'am.
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FIDDLE-DIDDLE-DEE!”

Little Davie ran through the garden,—a great slice of bread and butter
in one hand, and his spelling-book in the other. He was going to study
his lesson for to-morrow.

You could not imagine a prettier spot than Davie’s “study," as he called
it. It was under a great oak-tree, that
stood at tlie edge of a small wood. The
little boy sat down on one of the roots
and opened his book.

“ But first,” thought he, “ 1l finish
my bread and butter."

So he let his book drop, and, as he
ate, he began to sing a little song with
which his mother sometimes put the

baby to sleep. This is the way the song began:

“| bought a bird, aud my bird pleased me;
I tied my bird behind a tree;
Bird said

“Fiddle-diddle-dee !” sang something, or somebody, behind the oak
Davie looked a little frightened; for that was just what he was about to
sing in his song. But he jumped up and ran around to the other side
of tlie tree. And there was a little brown wren, and it had a little golden
thread around its neck, and the thread was tied to a root of the big tree.

“Heliol"said Davie, “was that you?”

Now, of course Davie had not expected the wren to answer him. But
the bird turned her head on one side, and, looking up at Davie, said;

“Yes, of course it was me! Who
else did you suppose it could be?”

“Oh yes!” said Davie, very much
astonished. “ Oh yes, of course! But
I thought you only did it in the song !”

“Well,” said the wren, “ were not you
singing the song, and am not | In the
song, and what else could | do?”

“Yes, | suppose so,” said Davie.

“Well, go, then,” said the wren, “and don’t bother me.”

Davie felt very queer. He stopped a moment, but soon thought that
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he must do as he was bid, and he began
to sing again:

“1 bought a hen, and my hen pleased me;
| tied my hen behind a tree; '
Hen said

“ Shinny-shack ! shinny-shack !” in-

terrupted another voice, so loudly that

Davie’s heart gave a great thump, as he

turned around. There, behind the wren, stood a little Bantam hen, and

around her neck was a little golden cord that fastened her to the wren’s leg.
“l suppose that was you?” said Davie.

“Yes, indeed,” replied the hen. “I1 know when my time comes in, in
asong. But it was provoking for you to cali me away from my chicks.”

“1?” cried Davie. “ 1 did n’t cali you!”

“Oh, indeed !” said the Bantam. “ It was n’t you, then, who were sing-
ing ‘Tied my hen,” just now 1 Oh no, not you!”

“I'm sorry,” said Davie. “1 did n't mean to.”

“Well, go on, then,” said the little hen, “and don’t bother.”
Davie was so fuil of wonder that he did not know what to think of it
al He went back to his seat, and sang again:

“1 had a guinea, and my guinea pleased me;
I tied my guinea behind a tree

But here he stopped, with his mouth wide open ; for up a tiny brown
path that led into the wood, carne a little
red man about a foot high, dressed in
green, and leading by a long vyellow
string a plump, speckied guinea-hen!
The little oid man carne whistliing along
util he reached the Bantam, when he
fastened the yellow string to her leg,
land went back again down the path,
ad disappeared among the trees.
Davie looked and wondered. Presently, the guinea stretched out her
Ineck and called to him in a funny voice:
“Why in the world don’t you go on? Do you think | want to wait
dl day for my turn to come ?”
Davie began to sing again : “ Guinea said 7
“Pot-rack! pot-rack !” instantly squeaked the speckied guinea-hen.
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Davie jumped. up. He was fairly
frightened now. But his courage soon

carne back. “1’m not afraid,” he said
to himself; “ 1’1l see what the end of
this song will be!”—and he began to
sing again :

“1 bought a duck, and my duck pleased me;
I tied my duck behind a tree;
Duck said

“Quack ! quack !” carne from around the oak. But Davie went on:

“1 bought a dog, and the dog pleased me;
| tied my dog behind a tree;
Dog said

“ Bow—wow !” said a little curly dog, as Davie carne around the spread-
ing roots of the tree. There stood a little short-legged duck tied to the
guinea’s leg, and to the duck's leg was fastened the wisest-looking Scotch
terrier, with spectacles on his nose and a walking-cane in his paw.

The whole group looked up at Davie, .who now felt perfectly confidént
He sat down on a stone ciése by, and continued his song:

“1 had a horse, and my horse pleased me;
| tied my horse behind a tree.”

Davie stopped and looked down the little brown path. Then he clapped
his hands in great delight; for there carne the little oid man leading bya
golden bridle a snow-white pony, no bigger than Davie’s Newfoundland dog.

“ Sure enough, it is a boy!” said the pony, as the oid man tied his
bridle to the dog’ hind leg, and then hurried away. “ 1 thought so!

Boys are always bothering people.”

“Who are you, and where did you
all come from ?” asked delighted Davie

“Why,” said the pony, “we belong
to the court of Her Majesty the Oueen
of the Fairies. But, of course, when
the song in which any of the oourt
voices are wanted, is sung, they 4l
have to go.”

“1’m sure |’m very sorry,” said Davie. “ But why have n’t | ever seen

you all before ?”
“ Because,” said the pony, “you have never sung the song down here
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before.” And then he added : “ Don’t you think, now that we are all here,
Iyou'd better sing the song right end first, and be done with it?”

“Oh, certainly!” cried Davie, “ certainly!” beginning to sing.

If you could but have heard that song! As Davie sang, each fowl
or animal took up its part, and sang, it, with its own peculiar tone and
manner, until they all joined in.

“1 had a horse, and my horse pleased me;
| tied my horse behind a tree.
Horse said, * Neigh ! neigh!’
Dog said, ‘Bow-wow !’
Duck said, “ Quack ! quack !’
Guinea said, ‘Pot-rack ! pot-rack !”
Hen said, ‘Shinny-shack! shinny-shack!’
Bird said, ‘Fiddle-diddle-dee I"”

Davie was overjoyed. He thought he would sing it all over again.
But just then he w”s sure that his mother called him.

“Wait a minute!” he said to his companions. “Wait a minute! 1’m
coming back! Oh, it’s just like a fairy-tale !I” he cried to himself as he
bounded up the garden-walk. “ 1 wonder what mother’ll think?”

But his mother said she had not called him, and so he ran back as
fast as his legs would carry him.

But they were all gone. His speller lay on the ground, open at the
page of his lesson; a crumb or two of bread was scattered about; but
not a sign of the white pony and the rest of the singers.

“Well,” said Davie, as he picked up his book, “ 1 guess | wont sing it
again, for | bothered them so. But | wishthey had stayedalittle longer.”
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LETTER-BOX.

THE LETTER-BOX.

A BRAVE GIRU

One summer day, in Union square, New York City, a beaulTul
deed was done, which our fcondspicce tells so well as alJmost to leave
no need ofwords. A “orhllnd man siaiced lo cross the Street just
as a car was rapidly apprcmching. He heard il coming, and, grow-
ing confused, stood sul]—his poor, blind face turned helplessiy,
palhedcally up, as if imploring aid. Men looked on heedlcssly,
rcgaidlcss of his danger, or the voiceless appeal in hU sighdess eyea

Suddenly, from among the passers*by, a young girl sprang to hJs
side, between him and the great horses which were so near they
almost touched her, 'aid her dainty hand on his, and led him saiely
over the Street, and with gentie words that brought a smile to his
wilhered oid face, set him safcly on his way.

It was a brave, kindly act, and one may be sure it was neither the
drstfior the last, of the bravo giil who did it.

I'f ChaHcs Dudiey Warner had never been a boy, it would have
been imposible for him to write the very interestng liide volunie he
calis "Being a Boy,™ for it is evident that he knows well, from
experienee, all that he >vrites about. Il may be that many of our
young readers have sccn this book, for il has already reached several
editions; bul if there are any of them who have notread il, and who
take an interest in the life of boys who are born, and brought up, and
have fun, and diive oxen, and go fishing, and tum griodstones, and
eat pumpkin-~e, and catch wood-chucks, al! on a New Kngland
faim, they would’do well to get the book and read it.

Ifany of those who read il are boys on a iarm in New Eogland,
they will see themselves, as if they looked in a mirror; and if any of
llieiii are cliy boys or giils, orlivc in the South or West, or anywhere
in tlie world but in New F.ngland, they wil! see what sort of Umes
some of the smartest and hrightest men in our country had, before
they grew up lo be govemors, book-writers, and other folks of im*

portance.
There is a particular reason why readera of St. Nicholas should
see this book, for Id it they wiil mcct with some cid friends.

Vlilliamsburgh, L. I.
Dear St. Nicholas: | read in ihc May “ Leiter-Box” your
answer to Slella G. about long and short words. It reminded me of
what | read once about Count Yon Molike, tlie great German gen.
eral. TTtewriter described him as “ the wondeiful sient man who
knows how to hold his tongue in eight different lan~ages.”—Y ours
cnidy, WILLIE M. D.

Santa F6, N. M.
Dear St. Nicholas: The donkeys here are cal"burros.”
They are very tame, and do not get fnghtened at anything. A few
days ago, the boys in ourschool ticdabuoch of fire'Crackers to the
taiiofone, and nred them ofC We all thought he would be very
fnghtened at the noise, but he justwalked offand began eating grass.
My brother Barry ba; one of these Httle burros, wheo we were in
Texas, and every evenloe he would go to a ladv's house for som”
thing to eai, although h e~ d more than he could eat at home; and
ifshe did not come to the window soon, he would bray as loudly as
he could, and she would have to come out and give him something,
even if Itwas only a lump of sugar. Good-bye.—From your affcc*

tionate friend, Bessie Hatch-

Coldwatcr, N. Y.

Dear St. Nicholas: Havjngread in ihe March number an ac-
counc ofthe “ Great Ekslem,"” | thought perhaps your readcrs would
like to hear something of the history of tier captain, which | read a
short lime ago.

When he was a Uitle boy, he went to sea. As he left home, his
mother said: " Whcrcver you are, Jamic, whether on sea or land,
recmcmber to acknowledge your God. Proraise me thatyou will kneel
down cvcry morning and night and say your prayers, no matter
whether the satiors laugh at you or ooL”

Jamie gave his promise, and soon he was on shipboard, bound for
India. They had a good captain; and, as several ofthe sailors were
rcligious men, no one laughed at ihe boy when he knelidown to pray.

Un the return voyage, however, some of the former sators having
run nway, their places were filled by others, and one of these proved
to be a very bad fellow. When he .saw little Jamie kneeling down,
(his wicked satiorwent up lo him, and, giving him a sound box on
the ear, said, “ None of that here, sir!”

Anoihet seaman, who saw thja although he himself swore some*
times, was indignant that the chifd should be so cruelly treated. He

told the man to come upon deck and he would give him a ihradaar
The challenge was accepted, and ihe welhdeserved beating wasdjb
bestowed. Boih then reCurnedto ihe cabin, and the swcaring uS
said, “ Nowj Jamie, say your prayers, and if he dares to louch you. |
I will give him another dre&sing. |
The next night, Jamie was tempted lo say his prayers in hdliam.
mock. The moment that the friendly sailor sawJamic get inte
hammock without first saying his prayers, he humed co the spotu i
dragging him out, said, " Kneel down at once, sir! Do you thinkl

am going to fighi for you, and you not say your prayers, you yo«u |

rascal?” Durmg the whole voyage back lo London ihjs gae
waichcd over the coy as if he were hb father, and every night sa«
chat be said his prayers. |

Jamie soon began to be tnduscnous, and duriiig his spare Kaurs |
studied his books; he leamed all about ropes and rigging, and bfiame
familiar with latitude and lcnglgude. Some Yo&9% after, lie becanig
captain of th*e “ Great Eastem On returning to England ailcra
successful voyan, Queen Vicioria bestowed upon btm the honerd
knighthood, and the world now knows him as Sir James ."*ndenoe,

M adel R,

B. F. R.—Perhaps the Httle book called “ Album Leaves/’ byik,
George Houghton, published by Estes & X.auriaC, will help )*ouu
some verses suitable to be writen Irt autograph album.”.

MobiJe, Ab.
Dear St. Nicholas: The “that” quesuon in your recefii du»
bers brings to mind some “ ihats ” | had when 1 went tosch” log
ears ago, and which some of your young grammarians may new
ave seen. | would like lo have ihem, especially C. P. S., of Cliicm,
parse them. E,; 17

Now thai is a word which may often be joined”

For that that may be doubled is clcar lo the mind,
And that that that is right, Is ns plain to (he view
As that that that thai wc use is nghlly used too;
And that that that that that Une has in ii, is righi®
And accords with good grammai, is plain in oiir sighc

Dear St.Nicholas: lwant to Icll you about my eunlHallie
She is only nlne years older than 1am, bcing twenty-one, and sedis
more Hke a sister than an aunt. ‘When she was about iifieen sh:
was thrown from her pony and hur( her spine, so ihut she hasn'i
laken a siep since.

But in spite of her great suffering she is the brigluest, liappa '
one io ihe house, brimful and runrung over with fun and spinii .
Papa calis her our sunbcam, and no one can grumble wheo ihey see
how paticntly aad cheerfully she bcara her paiu. Her bright ba
and mcr” laugh will cure llie worst case of "blues.”
me to tell you how much she enjoysSr. Nicholas. Icisagrai
comfort to her, and helps to pass away many an hour of painand
ioneliness when 1 am at school and mamma Is bnsy. She saysse
doesn’t know what she could do tvithout it.

Aunie says you must make allowance for what 1 say of heras!
am a parcialjudge: but she r> the dearest, best auiitic in ihewcdii
and Pm noc the only ooe who thinks so. Everybody lovc; her, ad
1 shall be satisfied if 1 ever learn to be halfas good and pitienivid
unselfish as sheis. | don't scc how she can be so good and peoesi
and happy when she has to He still year aficr year and su«r M
much, 1should getcross and fret about it, for 1 can't bear tobead
aday. But she never thinks of her own troublos, bul is soskad
she will make us care or trouble. When the paln is vciybad”
likes lo hear music or poelty. Ic sooihes lier better (han anyihiw
else. Whittier's poem on “ Patience,” is a favorite with her, aw
so is Mrs. Browning's “ Slecp.” —Ever your true friend,

Alue BcertMw,

Salem, Mass-
DsAR St. Nicholas: ! wantto tell you aboul my Hnk (~
got him up in the counoy last suoimer, and have had him abow su
monihs. J keep him in a bowl of water, wilh a Shell in IL n
roer | feed hun wilh flies, and in winter I givc him pleccs oi a«W
meat about the sire of a fly. My turile's Shell is nearly rouM.am
heis small eoough lo be put jn a tumbler, and then he can”
round as he likes. | named him “ Two*forly” (a funny naort
because, when you put him down, he stands silH, looks *
minute, and thcQ starts olTod a run.—Your friend and reader,
JOHKNY P. W

Camp Graol, Aruoos
Dear St. Nicholas: Your coming‘every monih filh 1
delighL  Wc cannotwait lo read you separalcly, so mamiM |
you aloud afier ihc lamps are lighied, the first evening you are
irapalays aside his pen lo listen, just Hke any boy, and sowes

ShewsAis {
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your pages at once. 1 have one litlie sisier, but no brother.
I \7iive in camp, in far>away Arbona; and, atchough the “ buck«
brings Ilie mail in every other day, it takes a long while fora
letier to come from ihe East

There is a pet deer here. He comes out to “ guard mounting™ od
uapam ‘ground, and trou af~” the band when the guard passes in
reviev- Every one iakind to hun; even the does know tltey must

rotchasc him.—Y our true friend, M ollis Gordon.

New Brunswick™ N. J.

DearSt. Nicholas: | would like lo lell you of the mee limes
that the country children have, although they have no pa~. 1d
juBLDxibey cao go on picnics, and they have a nice garden to play
io. And mostoftnc children have Uttb gardens of theu own to plani
intftgs in,—oue for flowers and the other for vegetables. Then. in
ibewinier*rime, they can go coasting, slidingand skaiing; thcn,iast
biitiioi kast, sleigh-riding on the lovely, puré white snow.

1, for one, would not be a city child. 1f1 Uvedin the cicy, 1 could
Dt have my oid pet heru Good-by, dear St. Nicholas.— From
f«ir friend— M athilde VVeybr,

P. S—I have a cat by the fiame of Pussy Hiawatha.

Covington, Ohijo.
Would you like to know how Zcarne to get
| worked fbr you. My brother made a bank for me out ofa
cilar*b(Mj and said if | put ten cents into it eveiy week, | could
b7io tnkingyou in Kovember. Thatwas in March. Sometimes, |
coud not get the ten cents, but | made it up the nextweek, and
nore, too, a ] could; and before July, 1 had more than enough to

Dear St. Nicholas :

juyforyoii.  After that, | saved nearly enough to buy me a suit of
elothea: 1am working for you for another year. My age is twelve.
-Prora your constant reader, W.H. Perry.

The following b sentto us fromJoueC H.,
| hn own composition:

aged eleven years, as

So0SiE T hiscs which we Expbct in Years to Come,

Some boys, when they go to school, expect lo learn. When they
area little older, they cxpect to go co coliege: and then, lo learn
I ndes and professlons, and co hecome men. The farmer, when he
Dishis seed in the spring, expccls a harvesL The merchant, when
buyshU goods, expects to sell them at a prohc. The srudent ex-
| pKis to become a lawyer, minister, etc.
en. We often expect things that never happen, but what we ex-
piCTwecannot always get; yetwe can liy for them, which Isa good
nieto go by.

The True Story op “M arv's Littlb Lame."

Saratoga Springs, N. Y.

DearSt. | want co tell you what | read latcly in a
| about Mary and hct lamb. Mary herselfis now a delight-
| racild lady of ihreescore and ten, and this is her stmyr
| | was nine years oid, and we lived on a farm. i used to go out
| 0 U« batn every raoming with fether, to see the cows and sheep.
| Oaecold day, we found that during the night twin lambs had been
| MI). Youknow th « sheep will often disown one of twins, and this
| oeniTig One poor little lamb was pushed out of the pen into the
| inx starvcd, and almost frozen, and father told roe
11 Bight haven if | could kccp italive, So | took it into che house,
1 'i A blanket. and tcd it on peppermint and milk all day.
|
|
|

Nicholas:

“ight carne, | could not bear to leave it, for fearitwould die.

Amuhernude me upa little bed on the settle and | nur” tbe
ni¢ht, feeding it with a spoon, and by mornlné;
| Knd stand. After thw, we broughtit up by hand, until'it leame
I Wme~rw much, and would stay with me wherever 1 went, unless
| | used, before going to school in the roorniog, to see
uvujk securely fastened for the day.

iLi v’ p~oniipg, whcD my brother Nat and | were all ready,
V L  found, and, suppostng that it had gone out to

| cows, we started on. | used to be very fond of sing-
| «t ma lhe lamb would follow the soynd of rny voicc. This moto-
some dislance, lbegan to stng, and the lamb

lui"® 7*' ai'd ovettook us beforewe got to schooL As it
| SPrl Quwtly» and look the

where it went lo sleep, and | covered ic up with
I r Anker and the rest of the scholars camc, ihey

1™o t iV\Hioe anytliing amiss, and all was quiet until my spelling.
1£1¢ kad | lakca my pfacc when the pattcrof
| “Aas heard coroingdown the aisle, and the lamb stood beside
| word. Ofcourse, the chiidren all laugh”, and the
1 i*ughed loo, and the poor creature had to be lumed out-of-

lwoLk bopt coming back, and at last had to be tied in tho
| ~ntil school was out. Now, that day, there was a young
| ter H John Roulston by flame, who fiad coroe as a spcc*

* a Boston boy and son of a riding*school master, and

I'm #;
I "Uing for Harvard Coliege. >le was very much plea.sed over
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what he saw in ourschool, and a few days after §ave us the firstthree
verses of the song, How or when Ugot Into pnnt, | don’t know.

"1 look great care of my pet, and would curl its long wool over a
suck.”A Finally, it was Kkilled by an angry cow, 1have a pair of Utiie
stockings, knilted of yani spun from ike lamb's wool, the heels of
WhICh have been mvelcd out and given away pieccmeal as memcn-

toes.”’—Yours truly, j, M, D.
Bolinas, Cal.
Dear St. Nicholas : Werethe " Atablan Nights” wriltcn by an

Hnglishman or tmnslated from the Arable ? In either case can you
tell us che fiame ofthe author?—Y ours sincerely,
ESTHBR R- DE P bRSE AND JIMMIB MOORE

The " Arabian Nights " were collectcd and tmnslaied into English
by Edward William Lafie, an Englishman; butdo one ever has found
outwhere orby whom ihe tales were first told- On page 4* of st.
Nicholas for November, 3874 (ihe first number), Is an atlicle on the
subjectby Mr. Donald G. Mitchell, which you would do well to read.

_ e. Geneva, Swicserland.

Dear St, Nicholas: Perhaps some of your American readers
have viaiied this far.away city, and «ven aitended school here. Pupils
come hete for schcM”iing from all parts of the woHd,—”~m America,
Cuba, England, Germany, Russia® Greece, and even frocn Egypt.
But many of the st. Nicholas children never have been here; so |
will tell them about the country and the people.

In the first place, Switrerland isarepublic, with presidentand vice-
presidenc, as m the United States, but chosen everyyear. Swicaer-
land is made up oftwenty-two cantons, or States, each of which has
two representatives: and, besides these, there are 128 members of ihe
National Assembly, and seven tnembera of the Federal Council, each
ofwhich last is chosen once jn three years. Ilie couolry U only one-
third as large as the State of New Vork, being 200 miles long and
156 btoad; and two-thirds of it is composed of lofty mountains or
deep ravjnes. The people are apparcody such lovere of law and
orderas to needdo rmcrsatall. 1 think there must be propriety in
the air they breaihe. They have honest faces, and honesty beams
out of their clear blue ~os. The schoohboy even, instead of stop-
ping to throw scones or climb feoces or wrestle wich another boy,
walfcs along 1o, school, at eight o'clock id the mornme, with his
square halr-covered saichel on his back, as ordcrly as If he were the
teacher setting an example to his puplls The uborers, In blouse-
frocks of blue or gray homespun, make no nojse, no confusiéon. All

All boys expect to becomels done quietly, orderly and correctly; each one knows his duir and

Although Bemc is the capital, Geneva is the largest cicy; and |
think If you could see it as itis, with grand snow-capped mouncains
al both aides, the clear blue lakc.~not always blue, fcr sometimes it
is green, and then the blue Rhone can be discincily seen flowin
through it,—che prelty green parks and gardens, clean streets, an
oddly dicsscd people, you would think, as | do, that it jsa very nice
place to be in.

There are several little steamers which piy on the Jake, and num-
beriess little sail and row boats, and beauiiful white swans, with dny
oUve-colored cygneis, swiraming and diving for food. On ihc banks
of the rapid river, which leaves the lake at the city, are the wash.
houses—a great curiosity. But my letter is geiling 100 long, so |
must stop.—Yours Uuiy, S. H. RecriELD.

_ - Easion, Pa.
Dear St. Nicholas : | sendyou an acrosdc which | have mnde,
and | hope you will printit—Youis inily, B.

ACROSTIC.

My first has a hcan that has ne'er throbbed with pily;
My next has siiong arms, buc ne'er strikes for the rigbc;

My third has a head, but is not wise or witty;

My fourth, a neat foot but in country or dty
Is never seen walking, by day or by night;

My fifth, wich a mouth that is surely capacious

Enough for a lioo, is never voracious.

Guess from these five infdals my whole, tf you can;

T b a path ever uscd, yet unirodden by man.

Aut. Orwt. Oak, Reel, Barrcl, lambio, Tunnel.
City Children's Country R bst
Brooklyn, E D-
Dear St, Nicholas: Hcrc isnews todo your heart good. Last

summer, a Brooklyn lady, who herselfhas been bcd*riddenand in pain
for many year», felt very sorry for Uiechildren ofthe tcncment houses,
who are unablc lo get relicf or a chance lo enjoy ihc frcsh air and
bright suolightof tnc counuy, She longed to help them, and said
so lo Mr. P., a clergyman iii northcm Pcnnsylvanku He spoke of
it to his congregaiion, and asked them if they would invite some of
the poor city children lo visil their fann-houses and coitages for a
week orso; and they gladly said they svould, and told him nc mighc
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bring alnng as many as he could get to come. This generous reply
he told 10 the lady, and she let olhers know, and the resuh was that,
although late in tlic season, more than sucty children from the poorest
neighborhoods of BrookJyn”pale, deformed, city-wom, and ilUfed—
spenta happy forinight In the country.

The chiliaren were ferreted out, and their parents persuaded. They
were then taken to the railroad depoc, and there given in charge of
Mr. F.. who went with them, and sorted them among his people;
and, when the time was up, brought them back, ana tumcd them
over lo USat ihe depoL  Then wc took them lo their homcs. The
total expense of carryingall (he childmn there and back in thrcc lots
was about $i80, aotf more moncy could have been had if il had been
wanted. In faci, the minute the subject was broached every hcarcr
wanted to help. The railroad company chaiged only haif f*s, and
the employés got to know Mr. P. and his ratches of children, and
did all they could to make things easy and cheerful for them.

lcan &ncy how glad you would have been, dearoid St. Nickolas,
to see the happy, hearty, bright-eyed boys and giils that carne home

. in nlace of the pale>faced, dead*and*alive children that Icfl two weeks
betore I They Ulked of nothing but the good times they had had.
One little fellow, thinking to surprise us, said, 1seco a cowl” AH
of them far” well, and pardcularly eojoyed the *'good country
milk." When they carne back, many wore better cloth” thari they
had gone in, and all were laden with good things for the home folks.
Oneboy carned under each aim a “live” chicken,—$pecial gifis ibr
his mother!

No>”" ifsome ofyourrtadcrs in the country foHowthe example of
these fAennsylvnnia people. they will know what it Isto be downright
happy; forevery person who has had anything to do with this enter*
prtse feels liappy aboutit,and longs to do it again, and morebesides.
—Yours cruly, C- B.

Answbfs to Ms-Chanchas Poctical Charades, pubHshed on
page 406 of che April number, were rectived, before April 18, from
N eils® Hansen, C. W. W-. Amold Guyol Cameron, Heleo and
Frank DjUcr, “Sadic,” “ Marshall,” Emma Lathcre, Anhur W.
James, LouiseG. Hlusdale. Ada C. Okell, E. K. S. and M. G. V..
“ Sunnywde Seminaiy,” “ Persephone,” M. W. C.. Genevicve Allis
and Kutic Brewstcr, Flovence Siiyker, “Coscy Club,” Mary and
Wiliie Johnson, and Jeanie A. Chnstie.

Erratum .—The answer to No- In “ Prcsidential Discoveries”
s “ More” (Sir Thomas), not “ William Hcnry,” as given in the
May number.

Answers to Puzzles in the April number were rccelved bd».
April z8, from R. H. Marr, Grace eumner, “ Prebo,” MarionAwlri
Maxwell W. Tumer, Willie W. Cooper, “ Cosey Club,” Sa»2” |
Holmcs, “ Three Sisters,” Charles G. Todd, W. M,, M.t Adanil *
Mamie G. A., W. Thomas, Jeanie A- Christie, T. Bowdoio,

M. Webb, Allie Bcrtnun, Wiliie Wilkins, Maggie Simén, KltnP
Norton, M-W . Collet, Benton, “ Kaween,” Morris, M ifiA
Leoile Giraud, Catherine Cook, Willlc B. Dess, Wj)lieCline Fnnm
M, Grifhtts, Nellie J. Towle, “ Isola,” Mary C Warren, Flérenc”
Turrill, Charles Frius. “ Angeline,” Sam Cruse, John V. L Pieiji*
"Oiiie; ” Tillie Powies and May Roys; Tylcr ROilieid, Grac”
Jarvis, Bennie Swlfc; Saiah Duffieid and "No Name” anii Gdt
slanceF. Graj>d*Pierre; “ Romeo and Jullet,” “ Jupiter,” O.CTit.
ner, Jessie D. WorsteU, Melly Woodward, R. Townsend McKeextr
Elcanor N. Hughes, Ben Merrill; Annle and Lucy Wolla*on; W
liam EichelberCTr aod John Crcss; “ Oover«leafand Pussy.wik»"
AUce Getty, Hctbert D. Udey; Bertha and Cari Heferetein w\i
....................... - F. Speidcn; Ancliwa,

, Gemmill, Jennie ilcCliire,

w. l««., Es. 114U1S01., ..icua Dunsier, Bessle L. BarrcL

Wiliie B. McLean” Bessie T., LauretCa V. Whyte, HatticM. Heubj
Charles W, Huccbins and Abbie F. Hulchins; Bclle Murray, Hairr
A. Garfield; Helen and Prank DIller; Gcrirude A. Pocock, Hdas
W. Chamberlalo, “ Al Klhall,” Wm. F. Tort, “ Uzrie and ADra,”
Kiilie Tuers, TaylorGoshom Emma Lathers, Majshall " Atbia
W. Fames, Otto A. Dreier, “ O- K.,” Ada B- Baymond,
Ct., *“ Three Coustns " “ HaiUe,” AI]ce Lanlgan Alfred Wnurrau
“Golden Eagle;" E. K.S.and M. G-V .; H. B. Avcrs. FredCliii,
tenden; William McKinlcy Cobband Howeil Cobb, Jr.; INiieHack.
etl and Helen Titus; “ 33 E. 38th Si.,” W. D. Utley, MaryLeui
Parlington, Louisa L. Richards, James Bartcn Longacre, Ndb
Emerson, Chas. B. Eberl, Jennie A- Carr, W. H. Weimore, Maaie
Olmsted, Arthur W. Hodgman, E. H, Hoeber, A. H. Peircc; Kiide
Brewster and Genevieve Allis; Fannie B. Bate& Lotilse Eglcstoji,
Florence Siryker, Hattie H. Dwle, Mattie Doyle, Mabel CIrsW,
Alice N. Dunn® A. R., Mary F. Johnson, M, Alice Chase, Alio
Aftderson, Bessie T. Hosmer, “ Hcach Hill Club,” Anna E. Maibe*.
son, 1. Sturges, Addie B. Ticmann, Hamet A- Clark, Clarcnce H
Young, B. P. Emery, ViciorC. Sanbom, “ Persephone,” EddkVcl.
tee; M.,” Staien Island; Fred M. Pcase, C. Harke, G».
J. Fiske; and George H. Nisbeu, oiLondon, England.

CorrectSolutions of all the puzzles were recdved Trom Amold Gtiyn
Cameron, “ Bessie aod her Couain,” Louise G. Hinsdale, LucfC
Johnson; and L. M. and Eddie Waldo.
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EASY BEHEADINGS.

The whole, most animals possesa; bchcad It, and transpose, aod
ihcic will appear an emblent of grief: behead again, and see what all
men hsve; hehead and curtail, and fmd an article. iLr.s.

ACCIDENTAL MIDINGS.

FiHD concealcd in the foliowing quotadons three fiames for
MeTRICAL COMFOSmMONS

“ As hope and fear altérnate chase i
Our course through llfc’s uocertain race.”—Scoil

“ Trained to the chase, his cagle eye
The pcarmigan in snow could spy/'—Scoit,

““ Well-drcsscd, well*bred,
Wclbcqtiipaged, is ticket good enough.”—

Find coocealed in ihe following quotations three fiames for
PoRTioNS OF Time.

* From better habitations spumed, B
Reluctant dost thou rove.”— Celdsmiik-

“ As ever ye heard the grecnwood dell i
On mom of June one warbied swcll.”— JvaMi.

" Each spire, cach tower and dilf sublime,
W as hooded in the wreaihy rime.”— b

IVIELANGE.

z. Behgad a plant, and leave a friend. 2. Curtail ihc pbnt,aiH!l
give a pungeni spice. 3. Syncopate the plant, and hnd an env«[o
4. Behead me spice, an¢, leave aHeclion. 5. Syncopate and iransposel
the friend, and fod leaming. 6. Behead the envelope, and leavel
above. 7. Syncopate and cranspose the envelope, and give the idoo |
parL 8. Transpose above, and find to ramble. 9. Syncopate lol
ramble, and leave a wild animal, isola.

EASY CLASSICAL ACEOSTIC.

My first is in deaf, but not In hear;

My second in doe, and also lo deei;

My thiid is in May, but not to June;

My fourth is in song, but not in tune;

My fidh is in house, and also in shed;

My sixth is in cot, bul not in bed;

My seventh Is in chair. but not in stool:

My eighth is in lake, out not in pool;

My irinth is in pencii, and also in ink:

My tenth is in blue” but not in piok:

My eleventh is in dish. but not lu pan;

My whoie was a Greek and a wcLapoken ouo.
A\FAQ)

ENIGMA.

1 AMa common adage frcqueniiy used by good liousewi”Sj “'1
am composed of twenty-two letters. 1
My$ ts 38 i6 22Is pertmning 10 the place of birih. v
1+are ihdigs used to cook wiih. My d i 5is a domesiie ananal.
iz 21 is a preposition. My 18 T7 1352 is to appear. My74*®"
pronouD.
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ANAGRAMS.

£ack snagram Is fbrmed from a single word, and a clue lo the
piesliingofthatword is ~ven aiVeritSanagram.
A dry shop; rambJing composicion. 3. lclean rum; belong.
lo number. 3. Poet in dread the act oi making inroads.

I f, Oxenare set; clears frotn blame. 5. Gin danger: dispfacing.
'
ttL

PICTORIAL PUZZLE.

beaides tlie dog and cat, U to be found io lhe

above picture ?

SVbl animal,

EASY DIAMOND PITZZLE.
i.Avowel. 9, A faiiy. 3, Change. 4. Not many. 5. A con.
| WILUE F.
CHAIIAIIE.

| ®& ce worshiped, now filis a lowly place,
| Ttoulh someames raised to favor by ihe wayward human race.

| Uf *«nd, leads a goodly company.

| numbers march In colunins, hice knighis of chivaliy.

| *ry USat our bidding, yet we are in their power,

| that they carry may wound us in an hour.
| upodly Jcads the ages, as iheir cycles onward roll,

I vi its presence.lo my shadowy. fearful whole.
I £2? ~ ancieni romance, il floats upon the sur,

I And nowcr-deck’d May wiihouc it would not be half so feir.

a bold captgin,

1 h umblle office, a servant at your will,

| eolan losirumeot of torture jf "tis nol used with sklil.
mirror studies Its use with care,

I AMflejgns, perchancc, lo choose il an ornament to wear.

V.

| y« people, what my strtmge whole may be:
liiy t'")'"aj'd awful, and full ofmysfery

| tit! i® human_sin and w
| iw to hisionc pages, if you its name would know

| licads have rested, a-weary of che crown.

1 couchcs, though not of juk or down.

| teven-hilled city may boast her ancient birth.

I SL hoary ere she had place on earth.

I| hA itsts would explore,

sh
they seek its mysic lora.
A, M. w.

‘W, peenng through ics shadows,

NTJIMEINICAE PUZZLE.

*234 s678pro ihougbt it singular he should

’ ktotif\/  “ r®“4ler as a 1834678910 by dropping |hc flrst
« nitsumamo.
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FOUR-LETTBR SQUARE-WORD.

The base is a litle. Fill the blanks in the following sentence with
words which can be arranged in order, as they come, to form a word-
square:

M1 made an («) of his minstrci, and yet he hirnself

gld not lell one 13) from aoother, or dislinguish a dirge frogl a

.

EASY CROSS-WORD ENIGMA.

X Ik road, but nol in Street;
2. In hunger, not in eat;
3. Ininn, but not in lavem;
4- In grot, but not in cavem'.
T he whole ts the fiame ofone ofthe United States.

RLHE

»IETAGRAM.

change my head, and | become, io suc-
i4) substange {5! to sprinkle, (6) to

crett.

Whole, (i) | am Io beat;
i*? 13) final,
rend, and (7) a temer crfa much prued k a.c.

EASY ACRpSTIC.

Mv first is in can, but not in may;

My second in opera, not in play:

My third Is in shine, but not irt brighl;
My foiirth Is in string, but not in Kiie;

My fiflh is in tea, but not in cofiée;

My sixth in candy, also in tafly;

My seventh ts In rain, but not in hall;

My eighth is in bucket, but not in pail;
My ninth is m ice, but notin snow;

My tenth is in run. but not in go;

My eleventh is in hop, but notin run;

My iwelfch in powder, bul notin gun;

My thirteenth is lo bell, but not In ring;
My founeenth Is in scrcam, bul not in sing.
My whole is a nolcd city of Europc. gold elsie.

BLANK WORD-SYNCOPATIONS.

Firn thefint blank, in each sentence, wllh a certain word; tfae
second, with a word taken out of the word chosen for the first blank;
and the third with the letters of that wOrd which remaio aher filling
the second blank.

X On the wec firetplayed —

s. While — on the whart, we saw a vessel come into
made us again.

3. The game of

- to the fair.

, and then we all began to — .
i , which
I will = -you play, if you will show me the
CVRIL DBANE.

CHARADE.

My first embodies all despair;

My second fain my first would fiee,
Yet, flyiag to my whole, full ofi

Flica but to life*long misery.

Still Holv Wric doih piainiy show

My whole, though causing, cureth woe.

K. o'b. p.
TRANBPOSITIONS OF PROPER NAMES.

1. At ——, Fia., may be obtained - for washing purposes.

3. Arenotthe public small in the State of

3. In — you may not see though you eerCninly
see many in Pennsylvania.

4.  Amid che mouniains of there js doubiicss many a

5. Having occasion to visil the ciry of to my surprise | «
«except a few wom-out

6. If you wish to find or to « «-irees, you need notgo to

7- When in—  City | saw an oid- which was quite a relia
8-In the cuy of—  the ccoks surely know how to

9. — , fnyhrother. the falsfthood by giving it a flace

10. My aunt > . planted a ro$e*bush - ollotted to

fhiit trees. w.
SQUAHE-WOUD.

I. SouR fruit. 2. Imagioary. 3. To immerse, 4. A large bird

5. Unconscious rest.

ADDIT10NS.

I. Add some Hquor to a spirit, aud make to fix on a slake. a. Add
something belouging to anioiaU to the animals themselves, and make
3. Add Sharp to a girl's flame, and make a kind of doth.

a lanierxi.

4. Add an era to a vegetable, and make a boy-servant, 5, Add a
boy’s flame to a cave, and make a foreign country. 6. Add anger to

a serpent, and make 10 long after. cvsil deahb.
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Trace a. way to the cepter of this labyrinth without crosriog a Ure.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN MAY NUMBER.

Hour-GlaSS Puz S—CCHUSJ Greyfg)und Across_i, Alll- - HiDDIK Frsnch Sentench.—Maville de Plerre—

tor. Enem D e” 9 H. @ Fop. 7 *ude: or " " A f
rEvan . glA% b y. Y/ p. stone,” or “ My city of Peter; ” 1. & St. Pae is™burg. '\['%fg%

means “.Peter” aswe)l as * St
Iar Blag Sm—x Raﬁers rafr. 2 Rushlight, rush. 3 Larder, PCTQQ.ALAnagra)m B rovors Puzzte—" Itii goodtobermn>|

and wise.
Frakr Puzzle— E Three Easv &iarb-Words—
HEA D D AVD l——ﬁDOE I_plIR 1H.— Aw
KE L
E?e%rlzs?t'ﬁg%aﬁ)ll%n&amond and Concsalbd Worp- Squal"l
CH/?x\l P L TAIN EeE)endl Iars Rcvel horisontals, Lever. Word-squarc: i. Ten,

T Eas ncqpations.—x Brass, bass, _a. Breftd, bead. 3ImAil
Easv Berﬂeadlnqs ?t eat. agdg Odgf 3 she, he; Xc%vqu g, %Crane cafie. % Farce, face. » Hcaribart]
your, Tabl Pink, |nk cent, cent ./ Brain, Horse hose Mouse, muse Peon
rain. %Orange rangﬁs o Skate Kij jo, He)m, ¢ Crow, PICTORIAL ansposmon zL )e/ Iﬁmnes (ten Iu«) -
row. Hash, ash Scare, care. 1D Brush, rush.  Raja (ajar). j Palm amp) ﬁtrays)3
Easv_Triple. Acrostlc —Prlmals centr ar: finais, éasv Square*Wo %A
Nag

Cro ab,
Gnat. X ComBinG. a. RevcrbEratioN. é’OmAhA %WORST Easy Diamond,— o 4(

Water. 4Gem XA

[Fot the fiames of those who sent answers to puzzles fo the April number, see the " Letier-Box,” page S4J





