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THE GIRL WHO

SAVED THE

GENERAL.

By Charles H. Woodman.

Tar down the Carolina coast lies the lovely
islaiidof St. John, where stood, one hundi-ed years
ifo, a noble brick-built mansién, with lofty pértico
broad piazza. Ancient live-oaks, trembling
sspins, and great sycainores, lifted a bower over it
okecp off the sun. Threading their way through
ange-lrees and beds of flowers, spacious walbs
Ifliycd hide-and-seek around the house, coming
laiddenly full upon the river, or running out of
laghi in the deep woods.

The owner of this place was Robert Gibbes.
IWih his ljeautiful young wife he kept an opcn
Ikill, and drew to its doors many of the great and
lioble pcople of the times; for he was wealthy and
Icjliuted, and she liad siich charming manners that
Ipeoplc loved her very presence. The great house
|«as full at all seasons. Eight children had already
loooie to this good couple, and seven little adopted
Itousins were their playmates—the orphan children
IdMrs. Fenwick, sister to Mr. Gibbes. He him-
Iselfwas a cripple, and could not walk. In a chair
Irtich ran on whcels he was drawn daily over the
Ipleasant paths, sometiraes by the faithful black
jswants, somelimes by the still more devoted chil-
liitn, who tugged at the rope like so many frisky
IWts. In their careless joy he forgot his own suffer-

land would laugh heartily when they deserted
ilimandhid, with shouts, behind the great trunks,
| tiltil every trce in the park seemed to cry out

“Papal” and “ Unele Robert!” The loveliness
lailhespot, and the happiness of its dwellers, suited
I*tll ils iame of “ Peaceful Rctreat,” by which it
I »asknown through all the country.
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But in those troublous times it could not always
remain “ peaceful.” In the spring of 1779, the
British took possession ofall the sea-board. General
Prevost marched iip from Savannah and laid siege
to Charleston. The beautiful city was about to fall
into the enemy’s hands; all night the mcn had
toiled in the trenches, the women had prayed on
their knees in their chambers, expecting every
moment to hear the besieging cannon roar through
the darkness. At daylight the next morning the
housetops were thronged with anxious watchers;
but as the sun carne gloriously out of the sea, it
shone upon deserted fields; not a tent was to be
seen. Hearing that General Lincoln was hasten-
ing on with his army, Prevost had struck his tents
in the night, and was retreating rapidly toward
Savannah. He crossed the Stono Feny, and forti-
fied himself on John’s Island, as the island of St.
John’s was often called.

For weeks now the noise of musketry and hcavy
guns destroyed the quiet joy at “ Peaceful Rctreat."
The children, in the midst of play, would hear the
dreadful booming, and suddenly grow still and
palé. The eldest daughter, Mary Anna, was a
sprightly, courageous girl of thirteen. She had
the care of all the little ones, for her mother’s
hands were full, in raanaging the great estate and
caring for her husband. The children never playcd
now in the park, unless Mary was with them ; and
when the frightful noise carne through the trees,
they ran to her as chickens to a mother’s wing.

After a time, the enemy determined to take pos*
session of this beautiful place. A body of British
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and Hessians quietly captured the landing one mid-
night, and, creeping stealthily onward, filled the
park and siirrounded the house. At day-break, the
inmates found themselves prisoners.

Then caine trying days for the family. The
ofiiceis look up their quarters in the mansidn,
allowing the family to occupy the upper story.
They may have been brave soldiers, but they cer-
tainly were not gentlemen, for they did everything
to annoy Mrs. Gibbes, who bore all her troubie
nobly and patiently. Little Mary had entire charge
of the smaller children, vvhich was no easy task,
for they were continually getting into some sort of
troubie with the troops.

John%s Island was less than thirty miles from
Charleston, and when the American officers in the
City heard that “ Peaceful Retreat ” had been capt-
ured by the British, they determined to rescue it
from the enemy. Two large galleys were imme-
diately manned and equipped and sent to the
plantation, with strict orders not to fire upon the
mansion.

Sailing noiselessly up the Stono River, at dead
of night, the vessels anchored abreast the planta-
tion. Suddenly, out of the thick darkness burst a
flame and roar, and the shot carne crashing through
the British encainpment. The whole place was
instantly in uproar, The officers in the house
sprang from bed, and hastily dressed and armed.
The family, rudely awakened, rushed to the Win-
dows. A coid rain was falling, and the soldiers,
half-clad, were running wildly hither and thitber,
while the officers were frantically calling them to
arms. Mary woke at the first terrible roar and fled
to her mother's room. The excitable negro ser-
vants uttered most piercing shrieks. Tlie poor
little children were too frightened to scream, but
clung, trembling, to Mary.

Mrs. Gibbes was in great distress. She knew
not, at first, whether it was an attack by friends on
the camp, oran assault on the house by the enemy.
She ordered the servants to cease their wailing
and dress themselves. Then her husband and
the children were prepared; and, while the cannon
bellowed in quick succession and the noise around
the house grew louder, the father and mothcr con-
sulted what was best to do. It was now evident
that the attack was by their own friends, and its
object was to dislodge the enemy. But Mr. Gibbes
did not know that the house would not be fired on,
and he advised instant flight. He was carried to
his chair, and the whole household sallied forth
from a back door.

The scene was terrific. The night was pitchy
dark, and when, just as they stepped out, a sheet
of flame belched forth from the vessels, it seemed
to be almost against their faces. The roar shook
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the ground. The troops were too busy
themselves to notice the fugitivos, and theypust¢j|
on as rapidly as possible.

No one was sufficiently protected from the raitLl
Little Mary had the hardest part, for nearly all ihel
children were in her care. The mud was deep,!
Some of the little ones could walk but a short dbl
tance at a time, and had to be carried—btJ
having aiways one, sometimes two, in her araiil
Several of the servants were near her, but noneo
them seemed to notice her or her burdeos. Thel
last horse had been carried off that very day; ihciJ
was no escape but on foot.

Suddenly, a ball carne crashing by them throughl
the trees1 Then a charge of grape-shot cut tliel
boughs overhead. They were exactly in tlie thngel
of the guns 1 It was evident they had tiken tiel
worst direction, but there was no help for it noiv-|
it was too late to turn back. In her agony, thel
mother cried aloud on God to protect her family.l
Mary hugged closer the child in her arms, a»
trembled so she could hardly keep up. Anothed
crash ! The shot shrieked past them, strikingihel
trees in every direction. The assault was fiera,l
the roar was incessant. The frightened familyl
rushed on as swiftly as possible towavd a ftieads
plantation, far back from the shore; but it «
soon seen that they would not have strength td
reach it, even if they were not struck dowii byiM
flying shot. The Araericans were pouring felB
fire into ihese woods, thinking the enemy woud
seek refuge there. The wretched fugitives expectod]
every moraent to be the last. On they pushe
through mud and rain and screaining shot-

Soon they found they were getting more out (
range of the guns. They began to hope; yetno
and then a ball tore up the trees around them, oj
rolled fearfully across their path. They reachei
one of the houses where their field-hands lired)
with no one hurt; they were over a mile fromtha
mansién, and out of range. The negroes said mi
shot had come that way. Unable to flee furilierj
the family determined to stop liere. As soon;
they enteied, Mrs. Gibbes felt her strength leavind
her, and sank upon a low bed. Chilled to ihi
bone, drenched, trembling with terror and oxiisi
tion, the family gathered around her. She openel
her eyes and looked about. She sprang up wildlyj

“ Oh, Mary!” she cried, “ where isJohn?”

The little girl turned palé, and moaned: “Ohl
motherl mother! he'skftlJ" She broke inlocryj
ing. The negroes, quickly sympathctic, began
wring their hands and wail.

“ Silencel” said Mr. Gibbes, with sleia bul
trembling voice. The tears were in his own eyesl
The little child now missing was very dear lo
all, and, moreover, was deemed a sacred chai?ij
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Lfwas one of tlie orphan childrcn of Mr. Gibbes’s
liister, inlrusted to him on her death-bed.

1 The wailing ceased; there was silence, broken
Uly by sobs, and the master asked:

“Who is willing to go back for the child ?”

No one spoke. Mr. Gibbes turned to his wife
Ibrcounsel.  As the two talked in low tones, Mrs.

1Gibbes called her husband’s attention to Mary, who
lias kneeling with clasped hands, in prayer, at the
fod of the bed.  In a moment, the little maid rose
ind carne to them, saying, calmly ;

“Mother, | must go back afier baby.”

“Oh, my child,” cried the mother, in agony, “ |
Bimoi let you ! "

“But, mother, | must,” pleaded Mary.
Itélcarc for me.”

It was a fearful responsibility. The guns yet
roared constantly through the darkness ; the house
might now be in flames; it might be filled with
lornagc and blood. Mrs. Gibbes turned to her
Tlusband.  His face was buried in his hands.
Plainly, she must decide it herself. With strearn-
liogeyes, she looked at Mary.

“Come here, my child,” she called through her
sds Mary fell iipon her mother’s neck. One
ng, passionate embrace, in which all a mother’s
weand devotion were poured out, and the cling-
Igarms were opened without a word. Mary
Isprang up, kissed her father’s forehead, and sped
Itoli on her dangerous mission of love.

I The rain had now ceased, but the night was
Istilidark and full of terrors, for through the trees
IiK saw the ftequent flashes of the great guns.
libe woods were filled with the booming echoes,
Iss ihst cannon seemed to be on every hand. She

“ God
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flew on with all speed, Soon she heard the crash-
ing trees ahead, and knew that in a moment
she would be once more face to face with death.
She did not falter. Now she was again in the fierce

whirlwind ! All around her the shot howled and
shrieked. On every side branches fell crashing to
the earth. A cannon-bail plunged into the ground

ci6se beside her, cast ovet her a heap of mud, and
threw her down. She sprang up and pressed on
with redoubled vigor. Not even //;a/hall could
make her turn back.

She reached the house. She ran to the room
where the little child usually slept. The bed was
empty | Distracted, she flew froin chamber to
chamber.  Suddenly she remembered tbat this
night he had been given to another nurse. Up
into the third story she hurried, and, as she pushed
open the door, the little fellow, sitting up in bed,
cooed to her and put out his hands.

With the tears raining down her cheeks, Mary
wrapped the faabe warmiy and started down the
stairs. Out into the darkness once more; onward
with her precious burden, through eannon-roar,
through shot and shell! Three times she passed
through this iron storm. The balls still swept the
forest; the terrific booming filled the air.

W ith the child pressed tightly to herbrave young
heart, she fled on. She neither stumbled for fell.
The shot threw the dirt in her face, and showered
the twigs down upon her head. Butshe was not
struck. In safety she reached the hut, and fell
e.xhausted across the threshold.

And the little boy thus saved by a girl’s brave
devotion, aftcrward became General Fenwick,
famous in the war of 1s12.

ONE.

By James Richardson.

OVER by the tangled thicket,
Where the level meets the hill,

Whete the mealy alder-bushes
Crowd around the niined mili,

Where the thrushes whistle early,
Where the midges love to play,

Where the nettles, tall and stinging,
Guard the vine-obstructed way,

Where the tired brooklet lingers
In a quiet little pool,

Mistress Salmo Fontinalis*
Keeps a very private school.

Forty little speckied beauties

Come to learn of her, cach day,
How to climb the foaming rapids,

Where the flashing sunbeams play,—
How to navigate the eddies,

How to sink and how to rise,
How to watch for passing perils,

How to leap for passing flies,—
Wlien to play upon the surface,

W hen beneath the stones to liide,
All the secrets of the water,

All brook learning, true and tried

*Brook-trout.
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“*That s a good-for-nothing skipper ;”
“ That’s a harmless yellow-faird; ”
‘*That’s the flicker of the sunshine,
W hen the alder-leaves are stirred ;”
‘That’s the shadow of a cloiidlet;”

“ That’s a squirrel come to drink;”
‘That—Ilook out for him, my darlings 1—
He ’s a fierce and hungry mink;”

"That s the ripple on the water,
When the winds the wavelets stir;”
1 That—snap quick, my little hearties —
That's a luscious grasshopper.”

So the clever Mistress Salmo
Gives her counsel, day by day,—
Teaching all the troutly virtues,
All life’s lessons, grave and gay.

Well she knows the flashing terror
Of King Fisher’s sudden fall!
Well she knows the lurking danger
Of the barb’d hook, keen and small |
Well she tries to warn her pupils
Of all evils, low and high !
But, alas | the vain young triflers
Sometimes disobey—and die 1
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What was that which passed so quickiy.
With a slender shadc behind ?

W liat is that which stirs the alders
When no ripple tells of wind ?

W hat sends Mistress Salmo dartiug
Underneath the stones in fear?—
Crying, “ Hide yourselves, my d-ulings!
Our worst enemy is near !”

1 am bound to understand it,”
Says one self-proud speckle-sidc;

"When | see the danger’s real,
Then, if need be, | can hidc.”

So he waits alone and watches,
Sees the shadow pass again,
Sees a fly drop on the water,—

Dashes at it, might and main.

‘ Missed it!  Well,” he says, “1 never!
That ’s the worst jump made to-day!
Here another comes—now for it!”
Splash! He ’s in the air—to stay!
When the alders cease to tremble,
Silence comes and sun-giints shine,
Mistress Salmo Fontinalis
Calis the roll,—just thirty-niiic!
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ER IS FORETOLD.

By James H. Flint.

In foimer times, the chief herald of the weather
«@s the almanac, which ambitiously prophesied a
rliole year of coid and heat, wet and dry, dividing
wthe kinds of weather quite impartially, if not
jirays correctly.

Butthe almanac, good as it was now and then,
and the weather-wise farmers, correct as sometiraes
ibeymight have been, were not always able to im-
pan exact Information to the country; and they
haebeen thrown quite into the shade of late, by
uewho is popularly known under the somewhat
disrespcciful title of “ Oid Prob,” or “ Oid Prob-
ibilities” He has become the Herald of the
Weather to the sailor, near the rocky, dangerous
coisis; to the farmer, watching his crops, and
vaing for good days to store them ; to the trav-
tler, anxious to pursue his journey under fair skies;
&dto the girls and boys who want to know, before
theystart to the woods for a picnic, what are the
"probabilities ” as to rain.

Every one who reads the daiiy paper is' familiar
»iththe “ Weather Record,” issued from the “ War
Depanmciit, office of the Chief Signal Officer,” at
Washington. These reports give, first, a general
ihtement of what the weather has been, for the
pasttweniy-four hours, all over the country, from
Miire to California, and from the Lakes to the
Souh Atlantic States; and then the *“ Proba-
hlities,” or “ Indications,” for the next twenty-four
lious, over this same broad territory. The annual
nrortsof the Chief Signal Officer show that in only
®iuparatively few instances do thcse daily predic-
*“'s fail of fulfillment.

The rcason these prophecies are so true is a
®ple and yet a wonderful one. The weather
"“Iftells the obscrver what it is going to do, some

time in advance, and the telegraph sends the news
all over the country, from the central signal office
at Washington.

We shall see, presently, how the weather inter-
prets itself to “ Oid Probabilities.” Although it
has proved such a ffuitful subject of discourse in
all ages, yet | am afraid many people who pass
remarks upon it, do not really think what the
weather is made of. Let us examine its different
elements.

The atmosphere has weight, just as water or any
other fluid, although it scems to be perfectly bodi-
less. We must comprehcnd that the transparent,
invisible air is pressing inward toward the center of
the earth. This pressure varies according to the
State of the weather, and the changes are indicated
by an instrument called a barometer. Generally
speaking, the faliing of the mercury in the tube
of the barometer indicates rain, and its rise heralds
clear weather. Sometimes the rise is followed by
coid winds, frost and ice. What these changes
really indicate, however, can be deterrained only
by comparing the barometric changes, at certain
hours, in a number of places very far apart. This
is done by the Signal Service. Observations are
made at about one hundred and forty stations, in
different portions of the country, at given hours, and
the results are telegraphecl at once to Washington,
where our faithful “ weather clerk” receives them,
reasoning out from them the “ probabilities” which
he publishes three times in every twenly-four hours.

But the atmosphere varies not only in weight,
but also in temperature. The thermometer tells
US of such changes.

Besides this, the air contains a great amount of
moisture, and it shows as much variation in this
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characteristic as in the others. For the purpose of
making known the changes in the moisture of the
atmosphere, an instrumeiit has been invented cailed
a “ wet-bulb ” thennometer.

We are thus enabled to ascertain the weight or
pressure, the temperature, and the wetness of the
air, and now it only remains for us to measure the
forcé, and point out the direction, of the wind.
This is done by the familiar weather-vane and the
anemometer. The vane shows the direction, and
the anemometer is an instrument which indicares
the velocity of the wind.

It is by a right understanding of all these Instru-
ments that the signal Service officer is enabled to
tell what the weather says of itself; for they are
the pens with which the weather writes out the
facts from which the ofticer makes up his reports
for the benefit of all concerned. Thus, however
wildly and blindly the stonn may seem to come, it
sends messengers telling just where it arése, what
course it will take, and how far it will extend. But
it tells its secrets to those only who pay strict atten-
tion.

The System of danger signais, adopted by the
United States Government, has proved of great
benefit to shipping. All along the coasts are sta-
tions, at which plainiy visible signéais are displayed,
to warn ship-captains of approacbing storms. The
reports of observers at the stations are required to
give all instances in which vessels have rcmained
in port on account of official warnings given. In
these cases danger was avoided, and statistics shaw
that disasters to shipping have been considerably
fewer since the introduction of the cautionary
signais.

The agticultural interests of the country also
have been greatly benefited by the daily bulletins
sent to every farming district in the land by the
W eather Department- These bulletins are made
from telegraphic reports recelved at appointed cen-
ters of distribution, where they are at once printed,
placed in envelopes, and addressed to dcsignated
post-offices in the district to be supplied. Each
postmaster receiving a bulletin has the order of
the Postmaster-General to display it instantly in a
frame furnished for the purpose.

The bulletins reach the different offices, and are
dispkiyed in the frames, on the average, at eleven
o’clock in the morning, making about ten hours
from the time the report first lefl: the chief signal
officer until it appeared placarded at every center
of the farming populations, and became accessible
to all classes even in the most distant parts of the
country.

The information given on these bulletins has
been found especially valuable to those farmers
who take an interest in the study of meteorology,
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or the Science of weather, and the facts announa

are so plain, that any intelligent person may pn,j
by them. For instance, each bulletin now ail
nounces, for its particular district, what winds j

each month have been found most likely, andwlJ
least likely, to be followed by rain. AlteniJ
given to this one simple piece of information wL
result in iiicreasing the gains and reducing jl|
losses of harvesting.

Warnings of expected rises or falls in the gr«
rivers are made with equal regularity, telegraphctl
bulletined in frames, and also 'published by ihl
newspapers, at the different river cities, The
daily reports give the depths of water at differeij
points in the rivers’ courses, and thus make itea;
for river shipping to be moored safely in anticip
tion of low water, when ignorance might iead ti
the grounding of the boats on sand-bars or mu/
banks. The notices of the probable heights whig
freshets may reach, are followed by preparatioi
upon the *“levees" and river-banks, to gua]
against overflows.

The United States Signal Service is a brancho
the army. No one is admitted to it who isund
twenty-one years of age. Every candidato has!
undergo before enlistment an examination, iH
chief subjects of which are spelling, legible tiana
writing, proficiency in arithmetic, and the _
raphy of the United States, physical and political®

Successful candidates ate regularly enlisted :
the army, as non-commissioned officers, and ;
through a course of very systematic instriiction i|
military signaling and telegraphy. They arei
sigr.ed afterward to different posts, where theys
required to make observations and report the san
by wire three times a day, to the cominandin|
officer at Washington. These observations arf
made by means of the Instruments | have describei
and include the different appearances in the sky|
and at all the stations they are made at the san
hour, according to Washington time. The teld
graph gives to the Herald of the Weather and h|
aids the advantage of hearing from all the hund
and forty-odd observers almost at the same timel
and when all this information has beeu gatberef
up, studicd out, and re-arranged, the same swij
servant takes all over the country, again almost i
one time, the ripe results of the care and watchinl
of more than seven score persons separated by huif
dreds and even thousands of miles from the cena
office.

I should like to describe the Instruments /ull)j
but must conteni myself with telling you wh
remarkable things some of them do. The &f
registering barometer, for instance, is made
actually photograph a storm ; another is made'
draw with a pencil, every hour, figures that shol
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jhcight of the column of mercury and the con-
Biiionof the atmosphere. Even the vane, or weather-
xk, marks down the direction and forcé ofthewind.
The report of the chief signal officer for the year
gives soine idea of the vasl amount of labor
«formed by the Service. The Herald of the
liVeather never rests.  As he says, “ The duties of
litis office permit little rest and less hesitation. Its
liciion must be prompt. * e« ¢ Its orders must
_iae, ils signais of waming be given, and its record
Ifpossible, and subsequent information show it had
lilayed rightly. It is the simple duty of the office
|n act at each present moment as well as it can
|viih the information at that time before it. The
jtepons to come after can only give bases for future
Isction, while exhiljiting the right and wrong of the
st” These points should be borne in mind by
Be who are disposed to find fault with some of
:daily predictions about the weather. If these
Iprtdictions do not always come true, it is for the
jreason given above. Each report must be made
|]al @ given hour. Sudden changes may occur
limraediately after a report has been issued. These
Idiangcs cannot be waited for, and cannot always
lbeforcseen. But the general accuracy of the daily
jitports cannot be questioned, as about eighty per
icent, of their predictions are known to have been
lierificd, and the average of failure grows less.
The method of arranging, comparing, and study-
jgout the meaning of all the differcnt records of
lolKervalions made at all the weather stations, can-
Inot be explained in a short article. But | may add
lihat the weather is, after all, not quite so capricious
las its accusers have assertcd. And it has been
Ifeund that all storms have certain “ habits, move-
Iments, and tracks.” It is by applying these laws,
land clrawing conclusions from them, that the
| prophet of the weather is ablc to tell so nearly what
Ikmd of a day we shall have, and just about where
| adwhen the storm will come.
Nearly all great storms have a rotairy, or cycloni-
lal character. The little whirlwinds we often see
dwindy days, when the dust is caught iip and
«hided around, are miniature examples of great
Islonns which sweep around immense circles.
Alnost all great rain, hail, and snow storms re-
IMiein this manner around a calm center where
demercury is low in the tube of the barometer.
Sometimes two or more cyclones meet, and inter-
1ferenith one another’s rotary inotions; and “ when
ioierferences of this description take place, we have
gjidls, calms (often accompanied by heavy rains),
llilinder-storms, great variations in the direction
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and forcé of the wind,” and irregular movements
of the barometer.

So then, considering all that the Herald of the
W eather has to do, the care and quickness with
which it must be done, and the excellent results he
obtains, everybody who is at all interested in the
changes of the weather ought to be grateful to him
for his faithfiilness and devoted attention to duty.

But why should the Government of the United
States—that is to say, the people as a whole—take,
the trouble and bear the cost of keeping a small-
army of men to watch the weather all over the
country, and to tclegraph their observations three,
times a day to Washington ? Why should the
officials there take the trouble to compare these
observations and telegraph back to each locality
what weather it may expect, and what the weather
will be elsewhere, so that you and | may know
when to stay at Lome, or when to take our um-
brellas with us if we go out?

Hardly- There are more important matters at
stake. Most of you are oid enough to know that
it is unexpected weather that causes most of the
trouble that the weather occasions. The farmer
expects fair weather, cuts his hay or grain, and a
storm comes and spoils it. He looks for rain, and
Icts his crop stand; the bright sun injures it, or he
loses a good chance to harvestit. The ship-master
expects fair weather, puts out from port, and his
ship is driven back upon the shore, a wreck. He
expects a storm, stays in port, and misses the fair
wind that would have carried him far to sea.

Now, a very large part of lhese disappointments
and losses may be prevented, if one only knows
with reasonablc certainty what sort of weather it is
likely to be to-day and to-morrow ; and that is just
the information the Weather Herald fumishes.
The great storms usually come slowly driving
across the country—so slowly that the telegraph
may send word of their coming two or three days
ahead. Thus the farmcrs may know just what
they may safely undertake to do; and so may the
ship-masters.

Since the farmers and seamen have learned to
valué the weather wamings rightly, this service
saves the country every year millions and millions
of doliais’ worth of property, and, it may be, hun-
dreds of Uves. Often a single timely warning has
prevented losses that would have amounted to
more than the entire cost of the weather scrvice
from the beginning until now. And possibly the
yearly saving cffected by warnings of ordinary
“ changeable” weather, may together amount to
more than those in connection with great storms.
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By Fannv M. Osborne.

The king of the island was the father, and the
queen the mother, of the little princess about whom
this story is told. For many generations there had
been but one child born to the royal family; but
goodness and beauty being hereditary, these only
children were beloved by all the subjects of the
realm; and although they ran a great danger of
being spoiled, they never were, but remained all
through their lives as simple, gentle, and unpre-
tentious as though bom to the humblest lot.

Of course, the event of the birth of one of these
children had been, from time immemorial, the
occasion of the greatest and most sincere rejoidng,
and the enthusiasm of the people seemed even
greater at each repetition of these blessed anni-
versaries.

In this happy island crimes were almost un-
known; and so generous and confiding were the
people, that they imagined all the world were as
good as thernselves. It is not surprising, there-
fore, that when the great physician Aigew carne
from a far distant land to attend the grandfather of
the little princess on his death-bed, no one in all
the island suspected that he was anything else than
the best and kindest of doctors. It is true that the
former court physician, now displaced by Aigew,
had his doubts about his successor. But it is best
notto trouble ourselves with what we cannot under-
stand; and whether or not Aigew was as good as
he pretended to be, the king and queen were alto-
gether pleased with their new doctor. Knowing
him to be wise and of great book-learning, they
admitted him to the closest inlimacy in their private
life, consulted him upon all questions of State, and
acccpted his guidance and counsel as that of a
superior being. It was to his influence that the
islanders ovved their great birthday law, by which
it was enacted that, on each recurrence of the
princess’s anniversary, every child in the kingdom
was to be allowed his or her way, without restraint,
from sunrise until sunset; and, during the day,
the use of the word “ no” was forbidden to all
fathers and mothers and nursery-maids, from one
cnd of the island to the other.

Everybody thought this one of the best enact-
mcnts of the reign. “ W hat a beautiful thought!”
said they. “ All the children in the land rejoidng
with their princess1 When they are grown men
and women, they will always think of her with
pleasure, for she will be associated with the most
delightful inemories of their childhood.”

It certainly did seem very charming at first.
the day after was harvest-time for the great phy.l
sician and his assistants, who kept flying hithfri
and thither post-haste.

Still, every one said it was a good law, Itwasi
true the children were not quite so well next day |
but then, what a fine moral effect: and what al
pleasant sight it was to see them all thorou;;liiyj
happy for at least one day in every year! |

Now, just after the fourteenth birthday had been|
celebrated, Aigew was called in to see to the|
princess. He gave her a little medicine, which she|
took in the prettiest way, without jelly.

“ That’s a nice, good girl,” said the grave doc-|
tor. “ I have offered you no birthday gift as yeti|
but it is in my power to give you anything youj
wish. Say—what shall it be, sweet princess?"

“ It is enough to give me your kind care,"an-I
swered the princess. “ Everything else 1 hae. |
The best part of all to me was the enjoyment ofj
the other children. Ah 1 how | wish | could havel
a birthday whenever | choose !”

“ Even that,” said the doctor, “ is possible,"as|
he took somcthing from his bosom, smiling curi-|
ously to himself as he did so. “ | give you this]
little casket upon two condkions,” said he. "Onel
is that you are never to mention the circumstancel
to a living soul j you are not even to speak of ili
me. The other | will tell you after | have ei-j
plained the nature of the gift. Inside this boxarel
eighty crystal figures j each one representa a hirth:
day, and lies, as you see, in a separare compart-|
ment. Begin at the right hand, and wheneverl
you wish to have a birthday, you have only tol
place one of these in your little mouth, and it is[
here.”

The princess, trembling and faint from a strangel
perfume in the air, took the box in her hand.

“ But the other condition ?”

“ It is merely this: that no one but yourselfeverj
tastes the contents of the magical box, Ifanyael
should, the worst consequences would follow; and,l
among others, all these birthdays, with all thaij
they have occasioned and all the pvescnls ihal|
have been given in their honor, will pass aways
become as nothing. Remember this.” And lig|
was gone.

The princess examined her singular presentriibl
the most intense interest. It looked wonderftli)!
like a pill-box ; but inside, lying in the tiniest coral
partments, were marvelously small and beauiifelj
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| figures exactly like herself in ininiature, exccpt lips. The taste was sweet; but Chat was soon for-
Ithat, beginning at the right, each one was a little gotten in her surprise at the unusual bustle which
oWerin appearance than the one preceding. sprang up immediately in the city. Cannons were

THE DOCTOR PRE86NTS THE CASKET TO THE PRINCSSS.

The next morning, before the rising of the sun, firing; the populace was shouling, “ Long live the
irelittle princess lay awake, with the casket in her princess1" and great vans carne thundering up to
the entrance, laden with gifts. Yes, it was all true;

Shall I ? or shall I not?" said she. “ Ilhink she might have a birthday whencver she chose. It

passed off like the fourteen that had gone before.
And the first figure from the right meltcd on her On the morrow, another was celebrated; another.
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after the interval of one day; and another in a
week frotn that; so that the whole kingdom was
kept in a continual uproar of festivity.

Dr. Aigew sent to his own counti-y for many
more learncd doctors and chemists. He built great
laboratorics, where, all day and all night, pills and
draughts and mixtures (of which | hope never even
to know the fiames) were zealously compounded.

BIRTHDAYS.

“ Cali the first gentleman-in-waiting, and ask him
to tell the page to tell the butler to send a sen-ant
with some wine. Or, stay ! 1°d like to taste the
national beverage, whatever it inay be.”

So the chamberlain told the first gentlonan-in-
waiting to tell the page to tell the butler totella
servant to ask some one for the national bcveracre.
The servant returned from a confectionei’ shop,

THE DOCTOR SUKMOHS OTHER DOCTORS AND CHBMISTS.

The huge chimncys sent forth black clouds of
physic-laden smoke, which began to hang like a
pal! over the city. The fields, once yellow with
corn, were now only cultivated for the production
ofrhubarb and senna and camomile. The children
of the nation grew as yellow and bilious as Aigew
himself. All the wealth of the island was pouring
into the coffeis of the doctor. There were no shops
open but those of chemists and confectioiiers. No
other trade had an opportimity to flourish. The
country was plainly going to ruin.

The oid king saw but one way to save his people.
He must send his daughter away. This made him
very sad, for he loved her dearly, and could not
bear to have her know the truth.

“What shall 1 do?” he asked the queen.

“ It isquite plain,” answered she. “ Marry her.”

This was easily done. The fame of her beauty
and gentleness had reached other lands; and a
marriage was soon arranged between the little
princess and a handsome young prince, who was
the son and heir ofa neighboring king.

In due time, the prince with his retinue started,
in much pomp and magnificence, to visit the bride;
and he made such good speed, in his impatience,
that he arrived in the island several days before the
time appointed. W ithin the city gates, the caval-
cade halted for a moment that the prince might
rest.

“ 1 am very weary,” said he to the chamberlain.

and told the butler, who told the page, who lod
the first gcntleman-in-waiting, who told the diam-
berlain, that the people generally drank Icmonade,
but, on account of the celebration of the princess's
birthday, none was to be had.

“ There is some mistake !” cried the prince, who
was tired and a little cross, and very tinrsty;
“ there is some mistake ! The princess’s birthday
will be the day after to-morrow, the date for which
we were invited. Go and find out the mcaning of i
this riddle."

Soon the chamberlain returned, bringing the |
confectioner with him.

“ My lord,” s.ays he, “ this man tells so sirange |
a story, that | have brought him here lest you
should suspect me of falsehood. He declares that
he has furnished confections, creams, and fruits for |
the princess’s birthday, forty-one distinct individual |
times.”

“ It is the truth, my lord,” said the confectioner.

“ It cannot be!” gasped the prince. *“ Mike
furthcr inquiries. Tell the chamberlain to tell ihe |
gentleman-in-waiting to tell the page to tell the—I
ah! | am deathly faint. Forty-one, and | hut]j
twenty last month 1”

Volees were heard and approaching footsteps.
The chamberlain had brought six reverend men,
dignitaries of the town, all of whom testified
on forty-one several occasions the birthday of the j
princess had been celebrated.
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“Itisenough 1 In fact, too much !” cried the
princc. “ We return iinmediately. This insiiit
shall not pass uiiavenged.”

So all the horses turned their heads where their
lails liad been ; the musicians changed their tune
from*“ See, the conquering hero comes ” to “ Take
me home to die; ” and the prince returned whence
he carne.

The king, his father, was not so wroth as the
princc had expected.

“ | have been wrong,” said he. “ The prince is
‘O%r young to marry yet,” while 1 have been a
«idower for many years, and perhaps should marry
firstand set him an example. If the match proves
unfortunate, | shall not have so long to endure it,
from the difference in our ages. From my expe-
rience, he may learn wisdom. Yes, like a true
father, 1 will sacrifice myself. It is | who shall
marry the lady. You say she is fair and gentle,
and only forty-one ? | will sacrifico myself.”

Tho other king and his court were much sur-
priscd when the news carne that the prince re-
pudiaied all thoughts of the marriage, and that
ihe father proposed to take his place as bride-
groom. They were at first disposed to be indig-
nant; but then something had to be done, or the
kingdoin would soon be ruined. And besides, the
king was already on his way; he was known to be
ofaficry temper; he had at his command a largc
aad powerful standing army; and if he chose to

v/ i*¥moxi®
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®ake war, there was no possibility of resisting
liim for the soldiers of the island had turned their
swords into plowshares, and were engaged in
raang senna.

The princess, as you may imagine, was not
pleased with this change of bridegrooms; but,
M to obedience, she acquiesced in everything,
andtold no one of the bitter tears she nightly shed
apon her plllow. She tried to be as cheerful as
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possible in presence of her parents, and diverted
her mind by having continual birthdays.

The bridegroom king haltcd at the gates of the
town, with great dignity. He, too, arrived on a
different day from the one appointed. It was a
week later, at least. Age (the king was sixty, if he
was a day) travels with more care and deliberation
than hot-headed youth.

While waiting for the gates to be opened, the
king could not foibear smiling at the honor of the
young man when told of his bride’s age.

“ Forty-one is not so oid,” thought he. * Per-
haps this is the very confectioner’s where they fur-
nished the information, but could not furnish any
refreshment.”

Turning to an attendant, he gave the order ;

“Bring me from yonder house a draught of
whatever is mostly used in the city.”

It was not the confectioner’s house, as he sup-
posed, to which he poiiited, but one of Aigew’s
laboratories. His majesty’s commands were carried
thither; and the cheinist, gray and wizen, carne
forth, bearing a goblet filled with a dark liquid of
peculiar odor. He bowed his knee, and held it
toward the king, who took it in his hand, sniffed
his royal nose suspLciously, and said :

“ It has a disagteeable smell!
called ?”

“ Rhubarb and senna, your majesty ; it is the
only drink taken the day after the princess’s birth-

What is it

PRINCH S MESSAGE.

day. Mciry-making and feasting, when indulged
in too freely, are necessarily followed by pbysic
and faslihg.”

“ I’llnone ofit,” cried the king. “ The princess’s
birthday! I thought her birthday had passed
weeks ago.”

“ Of that | know nothing,” replied the chemist.
“1 only know that yesterday we celebrated her
seventy-second birthday. | am an oid man, as
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your majesty sees, and not likely to tell that which
is false.”
The king was purplc with rage.

the one word “ Home

In a few momcnts, he and
his retinue had tarned
their backs, and they speed-
ily disappeared behind the
hills. There was only left
a cloud of dust, and an
occasional strain of “ The
girl | left behind me,"”
borne back upon the wind
from the distance.

This last blow fell heavily
on the father ofthe princess.
He flew into a rage; he
had had too much of birth-
days and bridegrooms, and
determined he would be a
party to no more of either.

*“ Get you gone to a con-
vent 3” he enied to his weep-
ing, frightened daughter. “ Don apparel suitable
to your years, and offend my sight no more !”

He said but

BIRTHDAYS. v,

They placed upon the princess’s yellow cutisa
beldame’s cap, robed her in a plain gown ofblaclt,
and made ready to take her away.

“ 1 cannot understand,” thought she, “ ihe case
of the rnisfortunes that have befallen me anddl
the World. Can it be Dr. Aigcw’s casket?" Se
took it from her bosom.

“ | fear rae | shall waiit no birthdays in the oo
vent,” said she, sadly. “ So there, little birds
take what is left.”

As she strewed the sugary mites, the little birds
caught them up and flew aivay.

A sudden earthquake convulsed the lami, asio-
lent hurricane swept overit. During these changes

THK CHEMI8T PRBSENTS THE EEVEKAGS TO THB KING

1
of nature, everything that had been affected byil'S|
unnatural birthdays returned to its formet suK (
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I Ail reinembrance even, connected with them ever
1so remotely, was wiped from the memory of man.
I am not sure, but | think the prince did afier-

UNDER
Hy LOUISA

Chapter XVI.

DETECTIVE THORNTON.

AFEWdays later, Miss Celia was able to go about
»ilh her arm in a sling, palé still, and rather stiff,
but so much better than any one had expected,
thatall agreed Mr. Paine was right in pronouncing
Dr. Mills * a master hand with broken bones.”
Two dcvoted little maids waited on licr, two eager
pages stood ready to run her errands, and friendiy
neighbors sent in delicacies enough to keep these
fout young persons busily employed in disposing
oithem.

Every aftemoon the great bamboo lounging chair
wes brought out and the interesting invalid con-
docted to it by stout Randa, who was head nurse,
and followed by a train of shawl, cushion, foot-stool,
andbook bearers, who buzzed about like swarming
hees round a new queen. When all were settled,
die little maids sewed and the pages read aloud,
withmuch conversation by the way; for one of the
rdeswas, that all should listen attentively, and if
awyone did not understand what was read, he or
she should ask to have it explained on lhe spot.
Wioever could answer these questions was invited

doso, and at the end of the reading Miss Celia

THE
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WEird visit the island, and was much impressed by
its quiet, sylvan life and the incomparable beauty
of the princess ; and they do say ------

LILACS.

M. Alcott.

could ask any she liked, or add any explanations
which seemed necessary. In this way much pleas-
ure and profit was extracted from the tales Ben and
Thorny read, and much unexpected knowledge as
well as ignorance displayed, not to mention piles
of neatly hemmed towels for which Bab and Betty
were paid like regular sewing-women.

So vacation was not all play, and the little giris
found their picnics, berry parties, and “ goin’ a
visitin®,” all the more agrceable for the quiet hour
spent with Miss Celia. Thorny had improved
wonderfully, and was getting to be quite energetic,
especially since his sister’s accident; for while she
was laid up he was the head of the house, and much
enjoyed his promotion. But Ben did not seem to
flourish as he had done at first. The lossof Sancho
preycd upon him sadly, and the longing to go and
find his dog grew into such a strong temptation
that he could hardly resistit. He said little about
it; but now and then a word escaped him which
might have enlightened any one who chanced to
be watching him. No one was, just then, so he
brooded over this fancy, day by day, in silence and
solitude, for there was no riding and driving now,
Thorny was busy with his sister trying to show her
that he remembered how good she had been to him
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when he was ill, and the little girls had their own
affairs.

Miss Celia was lhc first to observe the changc,
having nothing to do but lie on a sofd and amuse
herself by seeing others work or play. Ben was
bright enough at the readings, because then he
forgot his troubles; but when they were over and
his various duties done, he went to his own room
or sought consolation with Lita, being sober and
quiet, and quite unlike the merry monkey all knew
and liked so well.

“ Tliorny, what is the matter with Ben ?” asked
Miss Celia, one day, when she and her brother were
alone in the “ green parlor,” as they called the
lilac-tree walk.

“ Fretting about Sanch, | suppose. | declare |
wish that dog had never been born ! Losing him
hasjust spoilt Ben. Not a bit offun leftin him, and
he wont have anything ! offer to cheer him up.”

Thorny spoke impatientlj’, and knit his brows
over the pressed flowers he was neatly gumming
into his herbal.

“ 1 wonder if he has anything on his mind? He
acts as if he was hiding a trouble he did n't daré to
tell. Have you talked with him aboutit?” asked
Miss Celia, looldng as if she was hiding a trouble
she did not like to tell.

“ Oh, yes, | poke him up now and then, but he
gets peppery, so | let him alone. May be he s
longing for his oid circus again. Should n’t blame
him much if he was; it isn’t very lively here, and
he ’s used to excitement, you know,”

“ 1 hope itisn’t that. Do you think he would
slip away without telling us, and go back to the oid
life again ?”

“ Don’t believe he would.
sneak, that’s why I like him.”

“ Have you ever found him sly or untrue in any
way? ” asked Miss Celia, lowering her voice.

“No; he’sas fair and square a fellow as | cver
saw. Little bit low, now and then, but he doesn’t
mean it, and wants to be a gentleraan, only he never
lived with one before, and it ’s all new to him. 1"ll
get him polishcd up after a while.”

“ Oh, Thorny, there are three peacocks on the
place, and you are the fincst!” laughed Miss Celia,
as her brother spoke in his most condescending
way with a lift of the eyebrows vcry droll to see.

“ And tv:o donkeys, and Ben ’s the biggest, not
to know when he is well off and be happy:1”
retorted the “ gentleman,” slapping a dried speci-
men on the page as if he were pounding discon-
tented Ben.

“ Come here and let me tell you somethingwhich
worries me. | would notbreathe it to another soul,
but 1 fecl rather helpless, and | daré say you can
manage the matter better than 1.”

Looking much mystified, Thorny went and sat

Ben isn't a bitof a
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on the stool at his sister’s feet, while she whisperej
confidentially in his ear: * I ve lost sorac tong-
out of my drawer, and 1’'m so afraid Ben took it”

“But it’s always locked up and you kcep the
keys of the drawer and the little room ?”

“ It is gone, nevertheless, and | 've had my keys
safe all the time.”

“ But why think it is he any more than Randa
or Katy, or me ?”

“ Because | trust you three as | do myself. 1'we
known the girls for years, and you have no object
in taking it since all | have is yours, dear.”

“ And all mine is yours, of course. But, Celia,
how could he do it? He can’t pick locks, 1 know,
for we fussed over my desk together, and had to
break it after ali.”

“ 1 never leally thought it possible till to-day
when you were playing ball and it wentin at ihc
upper window, and Ben climbed upthe porch after
it; you remember you said, ‘If it had gone inatthe
garret gable you could n’t have done that so well;’
and he answered, “Yes, | could, there isn’t a spout
I can’t shin up, or a bit of this roof | have n't been
over.””

“ So he did; but there is no spout near the little
room window.”

“ There is a tree, and such an agle boy as Ben
could swing in and out easily. Now, Thorny, 1
hate to think this of him, but it has happened
twice, and for his own sake I must stop it. Ifhe
is planning to run away, money is a good thliigto
have. And he may feel that it is his own; foryou
know he asked me to put his wages in the bank,
and | did. He may not like to come to me for that,
because he can give no good reason for waniingit.
I 'm so troubled | rcally don't know what to do."

She looked troubled, and Thorny put his arros
about her as if to keep all wonies but his own anay
from her.

““Don’t you fret, Cely, dear; you leave it to me.
rU fix him—ungrateful little scamp !”

“ That is not the way to begin. | 'm afiaid you
will make him angry and hurt his feelings, and
then we can do nothing.”

“ Bother his feelings 1 | shall just say, calmiyand
cooUy : “Now, look here, Ben, hand over the money
you took out of my sister’s drawer, and we’ll let
you offeasy,” or something like that.”

“ It wouldn’t do, Thorny ; his temper would ke
up in a minute, and away he would go before we
could find out whether he was guilty or not. I wish
I knew how to manage.”

“ Letrae think,” and Thorny leaned his chinmn
the arm of the chair, staring hard at the knocker
as if he expected the lion’s mouth to open wilh
words of counsel then and there.

“ By Jove, | do believe Ben took it!” he brote
out suddenly; “ for when | went to his room this
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morning to see wliy lie didn’t come and do my
boots, he shut the drawer in his bureau as quick as
a flash, and looked red and queer, for : did nt
knoek, and sort of startied him.”

'*He would n’t be likely to put stolen money
tliere. Ben is too wise for that.”

“He would n’t keep it there, but he might be
looking at it and pitch it in when | called. He'’s
hardly spoken to me since, and when | asked him
what his fiag was at half-mast for, he would n’t
answer.  Besides, you know in the reading this
afternoon he did n’t listen, and when you asked
what he was thinking about, he colored up and
multered something about Sanch. | teU you,
Celig, it looks bad—very bad,” and Thorny shook
hishead with a wise air.

“Itdoes, and yetwe may be all wrong. Letus
weita little and give the poorboy a chance to clear
hivisel f before we speak. |°d rather lose my money
ihan suspect him falsely.”

*How much was it?

“Elevendollars; aonewent first, and 1 supposcd
I’"dmiscalculatedsomewhere when | took some out;
but when I missed a ten, | felt that | ought not to
jetitpass.”

“Loolf here, sister, you just put the case luto
myliands and let rae work it up. | wont say any-
thingto Ben till you give the word; but i ’ll watch
him and now my eyes are open, it wont be easy to
deceive me."

Tliorily was cvidently pleased with the new play
oidetective, and intended to distinguish himselfin
thatlinej I>utwhen Miss Celia asked how he meaht
iobegin, he could only respond with a blank ex-
pression; “ Don’t know 1 You give me the keys
andleave a bili or two in the drawer, and may be
lean fiiid him out somehow.”

So the keys were given, and the little dressing-
room where the oid secretary stood was closely
ralched for a day or two. Ben cheered up a trifle,
whichlooked as if he knew an eye was upon him,
butoiherwise he went on as usual, and Miss Celia,
lielinga little guilty at even haiboring a siispicion
ofhim, was kind and patient with his moods.

Thorny was very funny in the unnecessary mys-
kryand fuss he made; his affectation of careless
‘idilTcrence to Ben’s movements and his clumsy
ttteinpts to watch every one ofthem; his dodgings
upand down stairs, ostentatious clanking of keys,
tad the elabdrate traps he set to catch his thief,
fichas tlirowing his ball in at the dressing-room
wndowaiid sending Ben up the tree to get it, which
A did, thereby proving beyond a doubt that he

daecould have taken the money, Thorny thought.
Anoiher deep discovery was, that the oid drawer
so shninken that the lock could be pressed
by slipping a knife-blade between the hasp
Socket.
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“ Now it is as clear as day, and you ’d better let
me speak,” he said, full of pride as well as regret,
at this triumphant success of his first attempt as a
detective.

“ Not yet, and you need do nothing more. |’m
afraid it was a mistake of mine to let you do this ;
and ifit has spoiled your friendship with Ben, | shall
be very sorry; for | do not think he is guilty,”
answercd Miss Celia.

“Why not? ” and Thorny looked annoyed.

“ | ’ve watched also, and he doesn’t act like a
deceitful boy. To-day | asked him if he wanted
any money, or should | put what | owe him with
the rest, and he looked me straight in the face with
such honest, grateful eyes, | could not doubt him
when he said: ‘Keep it, please, i doii’t need any-
thing here, you are all so good to me.””

“ Now, Celia, don’t you be soft-hearted. He’s
a sly little dog, and knows my eye is on him.
When / asked him what he saw in the dressing-
room, after he brought out the ball, and looked
sharply at him, he laughed, and said: “‘Only a
mouse,’ as saucy as you please.”

“ Do set the trap there, | heard the mouse nib-
ljling last night, and it kopt me awake. We must
have a cat or we shall be overrun.”

“ Well, shall 1give Ben a goodblowing up, or will
you ?” asked Thorny, scorning such poor prey as
mice, and bound to prove that he was in the right.

“ 1’1 let you know what | have decided in the
morning. Be kind to Ben, meantimc, or | shall feel
asifl had doneyou harm inletting you watchhim.”

So it was left for that day, and by the next, Miss
Celia had made up her mind to speak to Ben. She
was just goingdown to breakfast when the sound
of loud voices made her pause and listen. It carne
from Ben’s room, where the two boys seemed to be
disputing about something.

“1 hope Thorny has kept his promise,” she
thought, and hurried through the back entry, fear-
ing a general explosion.

Ben’s charaberwas at the end, and she could see
and hear what was going on before she was near
enough to interfere. Ben stood against his closet
door looking as fierce and red as a turkey-cock;
Thorny sternly confronted him, saying in an excited
tone, and with a threatening gesture; “ You are
hiding something in there, and you can’t deny it.”

“ | don’t.”

“ Better not; i insist on seeing it.”

“ Well, you wont.”

“ What have you been stealing now?”

“ Didn’t stcal it,—used to be mine,—1only took
it when | wanted it.”

“ | know what that means.
it back or I ’ll make you.”

“ Stop 1” cried a third voice, as Thorny put out
his arm to clutch Ben, who looked ready to defend

You 'd better give
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himselfto the last gasp. “ Boys, | will settle this
affair. Is there anything hidden in the closet,
Ben ?” and Miss Celia carne between the belliger-
ent parties with her one hand up to part them.
Thorny fell back at once, looking halfashamed

UNDER THE
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another question, notquite sure how to proceed
with the investigation: “ Is it money, Ben ?”
“No’m, itisn’t.”
“ Then what ca7i it be ?”
“Meow!” answered a fourth voice from the

M1B9 CELIA RECOMES EEACB-KAKER.

ofhis heat, and Ben briefly answered, with a gulp
as ifshame oranger made it hard to speak steadily:

“Yes’'m, there is.”

“ Does it belong to you?”

“Yes’m, it does.”

“ Where did you get it?”

“Up to Squire’s.”

“That’s a lie !” muttered Thorny to himself.

Ben’s eye flashed, and his fist doubled up in spite
of him, but he restrained himselfout of respect to
Miss Celia, who looked puzzled, as she asked

closet, and as Ben flung open the door a gray
kitten walked out, purring with satisfaction at her
release.

Miss Celia fell into a chair and laughed till tier
eyes were full; Thorny looked foolisli, and
folded his arms, curled up his nose, and regard
his accuser with calm defiance, while
down to wash her face as if her morning toilette
had been intcrrupted by her sudden afaduction.

“That’s all very well, but it doesn’t mena
matters much, so you need n’t laugh, Celia,” began
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Tbomy, recovering hiraself, and stubbomly benton
Isifting tlie case to the bottom, now he had begun.

“Well, it would, ifyou ’d let a feller alone. She
said she wanted a cat, so 1 went and got the one

they gave me when | was at the Squire’s. | went
earlyand took her without asking, and | had a right
to” explained Ben, much aggrieved by having his
I snrprise spoiled.

“It was very kind of ypu, and | 'm glad to have
| thisnice kitty. Give her some breakfast, and then
Ire will shut her up in my room to catch the mice

that plague me,” said Miss Celia, picking up the
tlittle cat, and wondering how she would get her
lfiCangiy boys safely down-stairs.

"The dressing-room, she means; j'ou know the
Iny, and jrou don’t need keys to get in,” added
| Thomy, with such sarcastic emphasis that Ben felt
Isoreinsultwas intended, and promptly resented it.

“Youwont get me to climb any more trees after
lynur bails, and my cat wont catch any of your
| mice, so you need n’t ask me.”

“Cats don’t catch thieves, and they are what
I'm after!”

“What do you mean by that?” fiercely de-
I manded Ben.

“Celia has lost some money out of her drawer,
lad you wont let me see what’s in yours; so |
fliought, perhaps, you’d got it!” blurted out
I Thomy, finding it hard to say the words, angry as
Irewas, for the face opposite did not look like a
| quilty one.

For a minute, Ben did not seeni to understand
him plainly as he spoke; then he turned an angry
I satiet, and, with a reproachful glance at his mis-
litss, opened the little drawer so that both could
I'seeall that it contained.

"They aint anything; but I 'm fond of 'em—
Itheyare all | 've got—I was afraid he ’d laugh at
nethat time, so | would n't let him look—it was
i Mieds birthday, and | felt bad about him and
1 Sanch 7

Ben's indignant volco got more and more indis-
I hadas he stumbled on, and broke down over the
I hstwords. He did not cry, however, but tbrew

hedk his little treasures as if half their sacredness
I*sgone; and, making a strong effort at self-
1 Wiirol, faced around, asking of Miss Celia, with a
| pieved look;
| “Didyou think | °d steal anything ofyours?”

"1triednot to, Ben, but what could | do ? It was
| pie, and you the only stranger about the place.’

"Wasn’t there auy one to think bad of but

“si”he said, so sorrowfully that Miss Celia made

nplermindon the spot that he was as innocent
I tflhe thefl as the kitten now faiting her buttons,

Motherrefreshment being offered.

~ Nobody, for | know my girls well. Yet, eleven

lhrs are gone, and | cannot imagine where or
Vou V.—so0.
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how; for both drawer and door are always locked,
because my papets and valuables are in thatroom.”

“What a lot! But how could/ getit if it was
locked up?” and Ben looked as if that question
was unanswerable.

* Folks thatcan climb in at Windows for aball, can
go the same way for money, and get it easy enough
when they ve only to pry open an oid lock!”

Thorny’s look and tone seemed to make plain to
Ben all that they had been suspecting, and, being
innocent, he was too perplexed and unhappy to
defend himself. His eye went from one to the
other, and, seeing doubt in both faces, his boyis
heart sunk within him ; for he could prove noth
ing, and his first impulse was to go away at once.

“1 can’t say anything, only that | didn't take
the money. You wont believe it, so | 'd better gol
back where | come from. They weren’t so kind,
but they trusted me, and knew | would n’t steal a
cent. You may keep my money, and the Kitty,
too; | don’t want ’em,” and, snatching up his hat,
Ben would have gone straight away, if Thorny had
not barred his passage.

“ Come, now, don’t be mad. Let’s talk it over,
and if | ra wrong | ’ll take it all back and ask your
pardon,” he said, in a friendly tone, rather scared
at the consequences of his first attempt, ihough as
sure as ever that he was right.

“ It would break my heart to have you go in
that way, Ben. Stay at least till your innocence is
proved, then no onc can doubt what you say now.”

“ Don’t see how it can be proved,” answered
Ben, appeased by her evident desire to trust him.

“ We ’ll try as well as we know how, and the first
thing we will do is to give that oid secretary a good
rummage from top to bottom. 1| ’ve done it once,
but it isjust possible that the bilis may have slipped
out of sight. Come, now, | can’t rest till | 've done
all 1 can to comfort you and convince Thorny.”

Miss Celia rose as she spoke, and led the way to
the dressing-room, which had no outlet except
through her chamber. Still holding his hat, Ben
followed with a troubled face, and Thorny brought
up the rear, doggedly determined to keep his eye
on “ the little scamp ” till the matter was satis-
factoriiy cleared up. Miss Celia had made her
proposal more to soothe the feelings of one boy
and to employ the superfluous energies of the
other, than in the expectation ofthrowing any light
upon the mystery; for she was sadly puzzled by
Ben’s manner, and much regretted that she had
let her brother meddle in the matter.

“ There,” she said, unlocking the door with the
key Thorny reluctantly gave up to her, “ this is
the room and that js the drawer on the right. The
lower ones have seldom been opened since we
carne, and hold only some of papa’s oid books.
Those upper ones you may turn out and invcsti-
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gate as much as you Bless me ! heie’s
something in your trap, Thorny!” and Miss Celia
gave a little skip as she nearly trod on a long, gray
tail, which hung out of the hole now filled by a
plump mouse.

Butherbrother wasintent on more seiious things,
and merely pushed the trap aside as he pulled out
the drawer with an excited gesture, which sent it
and all its contents clattering to the floor.

“ Confound the oid thing 1 It always stuck so |
had to give a jerk. Now, there it is, topsy-turvy |”
and Thorny looked much disgusted at his own
awkwardness.

“No harm done; | left nothing of valué in it.
Look back there, Ben, and see if there is room for
a paper to get worked over the top of the drawer.
| felt quite a crack, but | don’t believe it is possible
for things to slip out; the place was never full
enough to overflow in any way,”

Miss Celia spoke to Ben, who was kneeling down
to pick up the scattered papers, among which were
two mavked dollar bilis,—Thorny’s bait for the
thief. Ben looked into the dusty recess, and then
putin his hand, saying carelessly ;

“ There s nothing but a bit of red stuff.”

“ My oid pen-wiper Why,what’s the
matter?” asked Miss Celia, as Ben dropped the
handful of what looked like rubbish.

“ Something warm and wiggly inside of it,”
answered Ben, stooping to examine the contents
of the little scarlet bundle. “ Baby mice! Aint
they funny? Look just like mites of young pigs.
We ’ll have to Kill ’em if you ve caught their
mammy,” he said, forgetting his own tridis in
boyish curiosity about his “ find.”

Miss Celia stooped also, and gently poked the
red eradle with her finger j for the tiny mice were
nestling deeper into the fluff with sroall squeaks of
alarm. Suddenly she cried out: “ Boys, boys,
|1 've found the thief! Look here, puli out these
bits and see if they wont make up my lost bilis.”

Down went the motherless bables as four'ruthless
hands pulled apart their cosey nest, and there,
among the nibbled fragments, appeared enough
finely printed, greenish paper, to piece out parts
of two bank bilis. A large cypher and part of a
figure one were visible, and that accounted for the
ten; but though there were other bits, no figures
could be found, and they were wilEng to take the
other bili on trust.

“ Now, then, am | a thiefand a liar? ” demanded
Ben, pointing proudly to the tell-tale letters spread
forth on the table, over which all three had been
eagerly bending.

“No; | beg your pardon, and I'm very sorry
that we did n’t look more carefully before we spoke,
then we all should have been spared this pain.”

“ All right, oid fellow, forgive and forget. 1l
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never think hard of you again,—on my honor I|
wont.”

As they spoke, Miss Celia and her brotherheldl
out their hands frankly and heartily. Ben shookl
both, but with a difference; for he pressed the softl
one gratefully, remembering that its owner hadl
always been good t6é him ; but the brown pawhel
gripped with a vengeful squeeze that made Thory!|
puliitaway in ahurry, exclaiming, good-naturedly, |
in spite of both physical and mental discomfort;

“ Come, Ben, don’t you bear malice; for youei
got the laugh on your side, and we feel preityl
small. | do, anyway; for, after my fidgets, alli
| 've caught is a mouse !”

“ And her family. 1’m so relieved | 'm almostl
sorry the poor litele mother is dead—she and heri
babies were so happy in the oid pen-wiper,” said|
Miss Celia, hastening to speak merrily, for Benl
still looked indignant, and she was much grieved|
at what had happened.

“ A pretty expensive house,” began Thorny,!
looking about for the interesting orphans, who hadl
been left on the floor while their paper-hangings!
were examined.

No further anxiety need be felt for them, howl
ever, Kitty had come upon the scene; andas judge,|
jury, and prisoner, turned to find the little wit-l
nesses, they beheld the last pink mite going down!
Pussy’s throat in one mouthful.

“ | cali that summary justice,—the whole family|
executedon the spot! Give Kit the mouse also,!
and let us go to breakfast. | feel as if | had foundl
my appetite, now this worry is off my mind,” saidi
Miss Celia, laughing so infectiously that Ben hadl
to join in spite of himself, as she took his arm and|
led him away with a look which mutely asked his|
pardon over again.

“ Rather lively for a funeral procession,” saidi
Thorny, following with the trap in his hand and!
Puss at his heels, adding, to comfort his pride asal
detective: “ Well, | said | ’d catch the thief, and]
I have, though it is rather a small one !"

Chapter XVII.
betty’s bravery.

“Celia, |’ve a notion that we ought to givej
Ben something. A sort of peace-offering, youj
know; for he feels dreadfully hurt about oursu5-|
pecting him,” said Thorny, at dinner that day.

“ | see he does, though he tries to seem as brig ti
and pleasant as ever. | do not wonder, and | «j
been thinking what | could do to soothe his f« |
ings. Can you suggest'anything?” |

“ Cuff-buttons. | saw some jolly ones over at|
Berryville,—oxidized silver, with dogs’ hea”"®'!
them, yellow eyes, and all as natural as coul -l
Those, now, would just suit him for his go-*
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meeiing white shirts,—neat, appropriate, and in
I sifiiioriam.”

Miss Celia could not help laughing, it was such
laboyish suggestion ; but she agreed to it, think-
ling Thorny knew best, and hoping the yellow-eyed

logswould be as balm to Ben’s wounds.

“Well, dear, you inay give those, and Lita shall
I gwvethe little whip with a horse’s foot for a handle,
Iritis not gone. | saw it at the harness shop in
loan, and Ben admired it so much that J planned
togive it to him on his birthday.”

“That will tickle him jmmensely; and if you ’d
I justlet him put brown tops to my oid boots and
sicka cockade in his hat when he sits up behind
1 lie phaeton, he ’d be a happy fellow !” laughed
| Thomy, who had discovered that one of Ben’s
| jmbitions was to be a “ tip-top groom.”

“No, thank you; those things are out of place in
| America, and would be absurd in a smali country
| place like this. His blue suit and straw hat piense
Ime better for a boy, though a nicer little groom,
|'if livery or out, no one could desire, and you may
[ lellhim | said so0.”

“1will, and he ’ll look as proud as Punch; for
lhethinks every word you say worth a dozen from

myone else. But wont“taa give him something?
| Jstsome little triflc, to show that weare both eating
lhumble pie, feeling sorry about the mouse money.”
1shall give him a set of school-books, and try
lioget him ready to begin when vacation is over.
Aeducation is the best present we can make him,
|ind 1 want you to help me fit him to enter as well
sivecan. Bab and Betty, began, little dears,—
lenl him their books and taught all they knew; so
[Ben got a taste, and, with the right encourage-
|®enl, would like to go on, | am sure.”

“That’s so like you, Celia. Always thinking
i the best thing and doing it handsomely. 1l
| kelplike a house a-fire, if he will let me; but, all
liay,he s been as stiffas a poker, so | don’t believe
[heiorgives me a bit.”

“Hewill in time, and if you are kind and patient
Fewillbe glad to have you help him j | shall make
I'tasort of favor to me on his part, to let you see
I lohis lessons, now and then. It will be quite true,
| for1 don’t want you to touch your Latin or algebra
li coolweather; teaching him will be play to you.”

Mss Celia’s last words made her brother unbend
jhisbrows, for he longed to get at his books again,
| «athe idea of being tutor to his “ man-servant”
jdidnot altogether suit him.

1utool him along at a great pace, if he will

Aygo. Geography and arithmetic shall be my

itare, and you may have the writing and spelling;

Hivsmethe fidgets to set copies and hear children
| amessofwords. Shall I get the bookswhen
I Wthe other things ? Can | gothis afternoon?”

“Tes, here is the list, Bab gave itto me. You
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can go if you will come home early and have your
tooth filled.”

Gloom fell at once upon Thomy’s beaming face,
and he gave such a shrill whistle that his sister
jumpcd in her chair, as she added, persuasively:

“It wont hurt a bit, now, and the longer you
leave it the worse itwill be, Dr. Mann is ready at
any time, and once over you will be at peace for
months. Come, my hero, give your orders, and
take one of the girls to support you in the trying
hour. Have Bab, she will enjoy it and amuse you
with her chatter.”

“ As if | needed girls around for such a trifle as
that!” returned Thorny, with a shrug, though he
groaned inwardly at the prospect before him, as
most of us do on such occasions. *“ | would n't
take Bab at any price; she ’d only get into some
scrape and upset the whole plan. Betty is the
chicken for me,—a real little lady, and as nice and
purry as a kitten.”

“Very well; ask her mother, and take good care
ofher. Let her tuck her dolly in, and she will be
contented anywhere. There ’s a fine air, and the
awning is on the phaeton, soyou wont feel the sun.
.Start about three, and drive earefully.”

Betty was charmed to go, for Thorny was a sort
of prince in her eyes, and to be invited to such a
grand expedition was an overwhelming honor.
Bab was not surprised, for, since Sancho’ loss, she
had felt herself in disgrace and been unusually
meek; Ben let her “ severely alone,” which much
afflicted her, for he was her great admiration, and
had been pleased to express his approbation ofher
agility and courage so often that she was ready to
attempt any fooi-hardy feat to recover his regard.
But vainly did she risk her neck jumping off the
highest beams in the bain, trying to keep her
balance standing on the donkey’s back, and leap-
ing the lodge gate at a bound; Ben vouchsafed no
reward by a look, a smile, a word of commendation,
and Bab felt that nothing but Sancho’s return
would ever restore the broken friendship.

Into faithful Betty’s bosom did she pour forth her
remqgrseful lamentations, often bursting out with
the passionate excLamation, “ If | could only find
Sanch and give him back to Ben, | would n’t care
if 1 tumbled down and broke all my legs right
away!” Such abandonment of woe made a deep
impression on Betty, and she fell into the way of
consoling her sister by cheerful prophccies and a
firm belief that the organ-man would yet appear
with the lost darling.

“ | ve got five cents of my berry money, and 1 ’ll
buy you a orange”if | see any,” promised Betty,
stopping to kiss Bab, as the phaeton carne to the
door, and Thorny handed in a young lady whose
white frock was so stiff with starch that it crackled
like paper.
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“ Lemons will do iforanges are gone. | like 'em
to suck with lots of sugar,’”” answered Bab, feeling
thatthe soursadly predominatedin hercupjust now.

“ Don’t she look sweet, the dear!” murmured
Mrs. Moss, proudiy surveying her youngest.

She certainly did, sitting under the fringed canopy
with “ Belinda,” all in her best, upon her lap, as
she turned to smiie and nod, with a face so bright
and winsome under the little blue hat, that it was
no wonder mother and sister thought there never
was such a perfect child as “ our Betty.”

Dr. Mann was busy when they arrived, but would
be ready in an hour, so they did their shopping at
once, having made sure of the whip as they carne
along. Thorny added some candy to Bab’s lemon,
and Belinda had a cake, which her mamina obiig-
ingly ate for her. Betty thought that Aladdin’s
palace could not have been more splendid than the
jeweler’s shop where the canine cuff-buttons were
bought; butwhen they carne tothe book-store she
forgot gold, silver, and precious stones, to revel in
picture-books, while Thorny selected Ben’s modest
school outfit. Seeing her delight, and feeling par-
ticularly lavish with plenty of money in his pocket,
the young gentleman completed the child’s bliss
by telling her to choose whichever one she liked
best out of the pile of Walter Crane’s toy-books
lying in bcwildering colors before her.

“ This one ; Bab always wanted to see the dread-
ful cupboard, and there’s a picture of it here,”
answered Betty, clasping agorgeouscopy of “ Blue-
beard” to the little bosom, which still heaved with
the raptuce of looking at that delicious mixture of
lovely Fatimas in palé azure gowns, pink Sister
Annes on the turret top, crimson tyrants, and yellow
brothers with forests of plumage blowing wildly
from their mushroom-shaped caps.

“Very good; there you are, then. Now, come
on, for the fun is over and the grind begins,” said
Thorny, marching away to his doom, with his
tongue in his tooth and trepidation in his manly
breast.

“ Shall 1+ shut my eyes and hold your head?”
quavered devoted Betty, as they went up the steps
so many reluctant feet had mounted before them.

“ Nonsense, child, never mind me! You look
out of window and amuse yourself; we shall not
be long, I guess,” and in went Thorny, silently
hoping that the dentist had been suddenly called
away, or some person with an excruciating tooth-
ache would be waiting to take ether, and so give
our young man an excuse for postponing his job.

But no; Dr. Mann was quite at leisure, and,
full of smiling interest, awaited his victim, laying
forth his unpleasant little tools with the exasperat-
ing aiacrity ofhis kind. Glad to be released from
any share in the operation, Betty retired to the
back window to be as far away as possible, and for
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halfan hour was so absorbed in her book that poor:
Thoniy might have groaned dismally withoml
disturbing her. |

“ Done now, directly; only a trifle of polisbinil
offand a look round,” said Dr. Mann, at last, andi
Thorny, with a yawn that nearly rent him asunder
called out:

“ Tliank goodness! Backup, Bettykin.”

“1’m all ready,” and, shutting her book witha|
start, she slipped down from the easy-chair in a|
great hurry.

But “ looking round” took time, and before (he|
Circuit of Thorny’s mouth was satisfactorily rmde,|
Betty had become absorbed by a more intcrestingi
tale than even the immortal “ Bluebeard.” Anoisel
of childrcn's voices in the narrow allcy-way l)ehind|
the house attracted her attention; the long 'vindewl
opened directly on the yard, and the gate sivunginl
the wind. Curious as Fatima, Betty went to loolc-|
but all she saw was a group of excited boys peep-l
ing between the bai-sof another gate further down. |

“W hat’s the matter?” she asked of twosmaill
girls, who stood ciése by her, longing but not dar.|
ing to approach the scene ofaction.

“ Boys chasing a great black cat, | Itelieve™
answered one child.

“Want to come and see?” added the otherj
politely extending the invitation to the stranger.

The thought of a cat in trouble would havsl
nerved Betty to face a dozen boys, so she follotved!
at once, meeting several lads hurrying away onT
some importanterrand, to judgefrom their anxiou®
countenances.

“Hold tight, Jimmy, and let ’em peefc, if they|
wantto. He can’t hurt anybody now,” said one (
the dusty huntsmen, who sat on the wide coping dfi
the wall, while two others held the gate, as if al
cat could only escape that way.

“You peek first, Susy, and see if it looks nice,1
said one little girl, boosting her friend so that sha
could look through the bars in the upper partof
the gate.

“No; it’s only an ugly oid dog!” respondo
Susy, losing all interest at once, and descendin®
with a bouncc.

“He’s mad, and Jud ’s gone to get bis gunt
we can shoot him,” called out one mischievous boyj
resenting the contempt expressed for their capturel

“ Aint, neither!” howled another lad from hil
perch. *“ Mad dogs wont drink, and this one il
lapping out ofa tub of water !

“Well, he may be, and we don’t know him, ani]
he hasn’t got any muzzle on, and the police will
kill him if Jud don't,” answered the sanguinar]
youth who had first started the chase after the poM
animal, which had come limping into town, soevij
dently a lost dog that no one felt any hesitation i
stoning him.
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<We must go right home; my mother is
Ifireadful fraid of mad dogs, and so is yours,” said
Isusy: nnd, having satisfied their curiosity, the
lj-oung ladies prudently retired.

But Betty had not had her “ peep,” and could
Lot resist one look; for she liad heard of these
lunbappy animals, and thought Bab would like to
Iknow how they looked. So she stood on tip-toe

got a good view of a dusty, brownish dog,
Ilyingon the grass ciése by, with his tongue hang-

THE STSANGB DOG

lingout while he panted, as if exhausted by fatigue
1Jtd fear, for he still cast apprehensive glances at
I ttewall which divided him from his torméntors.
“His eyes are just like Sanch’s,” said Betty to
iiBdf, unconscious ihat she spoke aloud, till she
“thecreature prick up his ears and halfrise, as
I Hehad been called.
He looks as if he knew me, but it isn’t our
I wiAo; he was a lovely dog.” Betty said that to
jutelitlle boy peeping in beside her; but before he
»ild make any reply, the brown beast stood
tip with an inquiring bark, while his eyes
[wnelike topas, and the short tail wagged excitedly.
Why, that ’s just the way Sanch used to do !”
1®" Betty, bewildered by the familiar ways of this
| *®®iliar-looking dog.

LILACS. 597

As if the repetition of his fiame settied his own
doubts, he leaped toward the gate and thrust a
pink nose between the bars, with a howl of recog-
nition as Betty’s face was mote clearly seen. The
boys tumbled precipitately from their perches, and
the little girl fell back alarmed, yet could not bear
to run away and leave those imploring eyes plead-
ing to her through the bars so eloquently.

“ He acts just like our dog, but I don’t see how it
can be him. Sancho, Sancho, is it truly you ?”

called Betty, at her wits’
end what to do.

“ Bow, wow, wowl”
answered the well-known
bark, and the little tail
did all it could to em-
phasize the sound, while
the eyes were so full of
dumb love and joy, the
child could not refuse to

believe that this ugly
stray was their own
Sancho strangely trans-
formed.

All of a sudden, the
thought rushed into her
mind, “ How glad Ben
would be 1—and Bab
would feel all happy
again. | tnusicarry him
home.”

Never stopping to
think ofdanger, and for-
getting all her doubts,
Betty caught the gate
handle out of Jimmy’s
grasp, exclaiming eager-
ly: “ He is our dog!
Let me go in; 1 aint
afraid.”

* Not till Jud comes
back; he told us we

must n’t,” answered the astonished Jimmy, tfaink-
ing the little girl as mad as the dog.

W ith a confused idea that the unknown Jud had
gone for a gun to shoot Sanch, Betty gave a des-
perate puli at the latch and ran into the yard, bent
on saving her friend. That itwas a friend there
could be no further question; for, though the
creature rushed at her as if about to devour her at
a mouthful, it was only to roll ecstatically at her
feet, lick her hands, and gaze into her face, trying
to pant out the welcome which he could not utter.
An older and more prudent person would have
waited to make sure before venturing in; but con-
fiding Betty knew little of the danger which she
might have run; her heart spoke more quickly
than her head, and, not stopping to have the truth



598

proved, she took the brown dog on trust, and found
it was indeed dear Sanch.

Sitting on the grass, she hugged him cidse, care-
less of tufnbled hat, dusty paws on her clean frock,
or a row of strange boys staring from the wall.

“ Darling doggy, where have you been so long? ”
she cried, the great thing sprawling across her
lap, as if he could not get near enough to his brave
little protector. “ Did they make you black and
beat yon, dear? Oh, Sanch, where is your tail—
your pretty tail ?”

A plaintive growl and a pathetic wag was all the
answer he could make to these tender inquiries ;
for rever would the story of his wrongs be known,
and never could the glory of his doggish beauty be
restored. Betty was trying to comfort him with
pats and praises, when a new face appeared at the
gate, and Thorny’s authoritative voice called out:

“ Betty Moss, what on earth are you doing in
there with that dirty beast ?”

“ It’s Sanch, it’s Sanch 1 Oh, come and see 1”
shrieked Betty, flying up to lead forth her prize.

But the gate was held fast, for some one said the
words, “ Mad dog,” and Thorny was very naturally
alarined, because he had already seen one. “ Don’t
stay there another minute. Get up on that bench
and 1 ’ll puli you over,” directed Thorny, mounting
the wall to rescue his charge in liot haste; for the
dog did certainly behave queerly, limping hurriedly
to and fro, as if anxious to escape. No wonder,
when Sancho heard a voice he knew, and recognized
another face, yet did not meet as kind a welcome
as before.

“No, I 'm not coming out till he does. It is
Sanch, and | 'm going to take him home to Ben,”
answered Betty, decidedly, as she wet her hand-
kerchief in the rain water to bind up the swollen
paw that had traveled many miles to rest in her
little hand again.

“You re crazy, child 1 That is no more Ben’s
dog than | am.”

“ Seeifitisn’t 1” cried Betty, pe.rfectly unshaken
in her faith; and, recalling the words of command
as well as she could, she tried to put Sancho
through his little performance, as the surest proof
that she was right. The poor fellow did his best,
weary and footsore though he was; bul when it
carne to taking his tail in his mouth to waltz, he
gave it up, and, dropping down, hid his face in
his paws, as he always did when any of his tricks
feiled. The act was almost pathetic now, for one
of the paws was bandaged, and his whole attitude
expressed the humiliation ofa broken spirit.

That touched Thorny, and, quite convinced both
of the dog’s sanity and identity, he sprung down
from the wall with Ben’s own whistle, which glad-
dened Sancho’s longing ear as muchas the boy’s
rough caresses comforted his horaesick heart.
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“ Now, let’s carry him right home, and surprisel
Ben. Wont he be pleased?” said Betty, soin
earnest that she tried to lift the big brute jn spitd
of his protesting yelps.

“ You are a little trump to find him out inspitel
ofall the horrid things that have been done toMm:
W e must have a rope to lead him, for he s gol mi
collar and no muzzle. He has got friends thoughJ
and | °d like to see any one touch him now. OuJ
of the way, there, boys !” Looking as commandinj
as a drum-major, Thorny cleared a passage, ad
with one arm about his neck, Betty proudly led herf
treasure forth, magnanimously ignoring his late
foes, and keeping his eye fixed on the faithfnl
friend whose tender little heart had known himitj
spite of all disguises.

“ 1 found him, sir,” and the lad who had beei
most eager for the shooting, stepped forward
claim any reward that might be offered for the row
valuable victim.

“ 1 kept him safe till she carne,” added th"
jailer Jimmy, speaking for himself.

“ 1 said he wasn't mad," cried a third, feeling
that his discriraination deserved approval.

“Jud aint my brother,” said the fourth,
to clear his skirts from all offense.

“ But all of you chased and stoned him, 1 supJ
pose ? You ’d better look out or you ’ll getreportei
to the Society for the Prevention of Cruelly tg
Animais.”

With this awful and mysterious threat, Thotn)i
slammed the doctoPs gate in the faces of tite merj
cenary youths, nipping their hopes in the bud, am*
teaching them a good lesson.

After one astonished stare, Lita accepted Sanclitj
without demur, and they greeted one anothe
cordially, nose to nose, instead of shaking handsJ
Then the dog nestled into his oid place under thi
Unen duster with a grunt of intense conteni, ana
soon fell fast asleep, quite worn out with fatigue.

No Roméan conqueror bearing untold trcasun
with him, ever approached the Eternal City feeling
richer or prouder than did Miss Betty as she rolla
rapidly toward the little brown house with the cap
tive won by her own arras. Poor Bclinda va
forgotten in a coérner, “ Blue-beard” was thrusl
underthecushion, and thelovelylemonwas squeezea
before its time by being sat upon; for ail the chiii
could think of, was Ben’s delight, Bab’s remoneful
burden lifted off, “ Ma’s ” surprise, and MissCelia™
pleasure. She could hardly realize the happy fad
and kept peeping under the cover to be sure tha
the dear dingy bunch at her feet was truly there.

“ 1’ tell you how we’ll do it,” said Thorn)|
breaking a long silence as Betty composed herself
with an irrepressible wriggle of delight after one«
these refreshing peeps. * We Il keep Sanch hid
den, and smuggle him into Ben’s oid room at yoii
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lhouse. Then | Ti drive on to the barn, and not
ay a word, but send Ben to get something out of
thatroom. You just let him in, to see what he’ll
do. 11 bet you a dollar he wont know his own

log"

le don’t believe | can keep from screaming right
loutwhen | see him, but I ’ll try. Oh, wont it be
ipl  and Betty clapped her hands in joyful an-
ticipation of that exciting moment.

Anice little plan, but Master Thorny forgot the
I heen senses of the amtable animal snoring peace- 1
Ifuly ainong his boots, and, when tliey stopped at
the Lodge, he had barely time to say in a whisper,
"Ben’s coming; cover Sanch and let me get him
I ingiiick,” before the dog was out of the phaeton
likk a bombshell, and the approaching boy went
down as if shot, for Sancho gave one leap and the
wo rolled over and over, with a shout and a bark
ofraptiirous recognition.

“Who is hurt ?” asked Mrs. Moss, running out
Iwiihfloury hands uplifted in alarm.

"Is it a bear?” cried Bab, rushing after her,
gg-beater in hand, for a dancing bear was the
| desire of her heart.

*Sancho’s found 1 Sancho ’s found !” shouted
I Thomny, throwing up his hat like a lunatic.

“Found, found, found !” echoed Betty, dancing
Iwildy about as if she too had lost her little wits.

“Where? How? When? Who did it?” asked
[Ms. Moss, clapping her dusty hands delightedly.

“Itisn’t; it’s an oid dirty brown thing,” stam-
Imeted Bab, as the dog carne uppermost for a
ninute, and then rooted into Ben’s jacket as if he
sveit a woodchuck and was bound to have him
I mt directly.

Then Thorny, with many interruptions from
| Betty, poured forth the wondrous tale, to which

and her mother listened breathlessly, while
| lleniuffins burned as black as a coal, and nobody
| Qred a bit.

“My precious lamb, how did you daré to do
I stcha thing ?” exclairaed Mrs. Moss, hugging the
I avdl heroine with mingled admiration and alarm.

'17d have dared, and slapped those horrid boys,
I, 1wish |1 ’d gone 1” and Bab felt that she had
| fdever lost the chance of distinguishing herself.

“Who cut his tail off?” demandad Ben, in a

menacing tone, as he carne uppermost in his turn,
liasly, red and breathless, but radiant.

“The wretch who stole him, | suppose j and he
[itsenvesto be hung,” answered Thorny, hotly.

"Ifever | catch him, | '11—1"ll cut his nose off,”
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roared Ben, with such a vengeful glare tliat Sanch
barked fiercely, and it was well that the unknown
“wretch” was not there, for it would have gone
hardly with him, since even gentle Betty frowncd,
while Bab brandished the egg-beater menacingly,
and their mother indignantly declared that * it was
toobad!”

Relieved by this general outburst, they composed
their outraged feelings; and while the returned
wanderer went from one to another to receive a
tender welcorae from each, the story of his recovery
was more calmly told. Ben listened with his eye de-
vouring the injured dog; and when Thorny paused,
he tumed to the little heroine, saying solemnly, as
he laid her hand with his own on Sancho’s head :

“ Betty Moss, |’li never forget what you did;
from this minute half of Sanch is your truly own,
and if | die you shall have ihe whole of him,” and
Ben sealed the precious gift with a sounding Kiss
on either chubby cheek.

Betty was so deeply touched by this noble be-
quest, that the blue eyes filled and would have
overfiowed if Sanch had not politely offered his
tongue like a red pocket-handkerchief, and so
made her laugh the drops away, while Bab set the
rest off by saying, glooraily :

“ 1 mean to play witb all the mad dogs | can
find; then folks will think I'm smart and give me
nice things.”

“ Poor oid Bab, I 'U forgive you now, and lend
you my halfwhenever you want it,” said Ben, feel-
ing at peace now with all manktnd, including girls
who tagged.

“ Come and show him to Celia,” begged Thomy,
eager to fight his battles over again.

“ Better wash him up first; he s a sight to see,
poor thing,” suggested Mrs. Moss, as she ran in,
suddenly remembering her muffins.

“ It will take a lot of washings to get that brown.
stuff off. See, his pretty pink skin is all stained
with it.  We’li bleach him out, and his curls will
grow, and he’ll be as good as ever—all but ”

Ben could not finish, and a general wail went
up for the departed tassel that would never wave
proudiy in the breeze again.

“1’ll buy him a new one. Now form the pro-
cession and letus go in style,” said Thomy, cheerily,
as he swung Betty to his shoulder and marched
away whistling “ Hail! the conquering hero comes,”
whil» Ben and his Bow-wow followed nrm-in-arm,
and Bab brought up the rear, banging on a milk-
pan with the egg-beater.

{To ht contiHued.)
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THE YANKEE BOYS THAT DID N'T NUMBER TEN.

Bv w. M. Bicknell

“X 18 mornicg, and do boy is sccn Ah>! there comes Sam atoog the lafie,

In all the street, with play aad fup. Wiili searching eyes, and be is one.

The road to school is lone for him; Bul Ben appears just ihere away,

W hat could a single fellow do? And he with book and slate makes two.
s, "1 1'v

Vet not enough for jolly sport; Why, there is Tom, *most out of breath 1

It*s plain more lads there ougbt to be. And DOW, together, they are ihree.

Then on they run and skip and frLsk, Dan trips along wiih joyous shout,—

With eaeer fooks that seek for more: Now reckon. and youT find them four.

They spring and huny o'cr ihe ground,  Mother, there go ihe boys,” cries Ed j

All brave to wade or swim or dlve. No sooner sala thao there were five.
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“Not half sciiool-time/’ tlicy all declare;
*No clock can cbeac us wUh its tricks |

O'cr hcdge aod rocks and field they run;
“ Heliol ” cries Beo, **see, there is Evan!'

As if a hirri had camed word,
like birds the boys thus congregare;

Time quickly flew down by the shore,
When boys and rafb had ren so hne.

Tbe crew had all put out from land,
And out put ceacher, Mr. Glenn,

THAT DID N T NUMBER TEN.

Upon the hill there s waituig FranU | *
Though short and scnnll, yet he made Ux.

And now, SS they rush 00, we see,
Like wonders of the world, they’re seven.

To join the rest leaped merry Wdl,
And, pufhng, sweUed the count to dght.

But haik 1 Too plainly now they heard
The clock | That made the doleful nin&

W ith swing”ng ana and noisy bdl,”
No hoy was he lo nake the teal
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Bad Boy agviH.)

By Sarah Winter Kellogg.

iARLEY carne bolting into Aunt
Silvy’s cabin. This is what he
usually did when things vexed
him.
“It’s mean |” he said, siiatch-
ing off his large straw liat and
wiping the perspiration from his brow.
Aunt Silvy was peeling peaches for dry-
ing—great, luscious Indian peaches, too,
beet-red from down to pit.
“ Seems like yer ’s al’ays fin’in’ somcthin
mean,” she said, as the long peeling dropped into
the pan, and she proceeded to stone the peach,

which looked as though pared by machinery.
“W hat’s de matter now? Somethin’ bout de
barb’cue ?”

“ Yes, the committee ’s been ’roun’ here to see
what Pa ’d subscribe, an’ he signed for o-n-e
shoat! Think how it’ll look '—*Wm. Coleman,
one shoat.” An' the paper’ goin’ all over the
county ; everybody 'll see it,—General Bradshaw,
and Mandy, and aE the girls! If | could n’t give
anything but a mean ole shoat, | would n’t put my
filame down 't all.”

“ Neber had no sich puffawmances at yer gran-
paw Thompson’s. He uster su'scribe a heap er
deaf an’ dum’”an’mals. | 'members one FoafJuly
he su’scribed,—lein me see ef | kin ‘'member what
all he did su’scribe. Thar wus two oxes an’ 'leven
inilk cows, an’ -------

“ 1 don’t b’lieve it,” Marley interrupted.

“ 1t 5 de bawn troof,” said Aunt Silvy, solemnly.
“ 1 'members dar wus n’t nuffcows lef ter git miik
fer de white folks’ coffee nex’ mawnin arter dat
barb’cue. But, law, Mah'sr Mawley 1 dat wus n’t
haf’ yer granpaw Thompson su’scribed. Thar wus
fou’teen fat shoats, an>—lem me see how many
tuckies; twenty-fou’ tucldes, thutty-fou’ Muscovy
ducks, fawty chickuns, sebenteen geese an’ganders,
an’ ”

Marley gave a long whistle.

“ Well, if that is n’t the biggest story that ever |
heard sence | was created !”

“ He did so. | could prove it by yer maw, but
her wus sich a little gal when it happened, her’s
fasvgot. | ‘'members we all did n't hab no geese
ter pick arter dat barb’cue, ’cept one ole gander;
an' 1 ’'members goin’ to de hen-house, an’ seein’
not a sol'tary human critter lef’ in dat dar hen-
house cept de ole saddle-back rooster, An’, law |

| fawgot de hams,—a heap er hams,—more n a
hundud; an’ de sheeps—Ilaw | | dunno how many
sheeps dar wus.”

“ An’did n’t he subscribe a team of mules an’a
half-dozen negroes ?” said Marley. *“ An’ 1 want
to know where my gran’pa got all the wagons to
haul all the things to the barbecue ? | reckon it
would take fifty wagons to do it; | ’m goin’ to ask
Pa.”

“ Law 11 would n’t go pesterin’ master ’bout it.
I neber say yer granpaw tuck um ter de bab'cue;
| say he su’scribed um.”

“ Then he did n’t pay what he subscribed?”

“ Shucks! Mah’sr Mawley. | can’t make yer
un’erstan’ nuffin. Yer neber did know nufiin
sca’cely.”

“ 1 know why they keep the Fourth of July.
You don’t, do you ?”

*“ Of cou'se ! Law, chile! I’ ’scended froma
1Rev’lution cullud genulmon what wus presunt at
de fuss Foaf July dar ever wus.”

Marley laughed and laughed at this til! Aunt
Silvy began to sulk. He could n’t afford to have
her offended; he wanted her to do something for
him. So he checked his laughter, and said:

“ You know everybody in the county is invilei
to the barbecue.”

“ Ob couse. De suckit-riders gives itoutatall
de ’p’intments. Ev’ry pusson s ‘vited, cullud pus-
sons an’ white folks. Thar’ll be a heap er folks
thar.”

“ Now, look yere, Aunt Silvy; you b'long to
me, you know. You always said ” !

“Yer b’longs ter me, mow like; an’yer maw j
b’longs ter me, too. | nussed her when she wusa
baby, an’yer too. Law! | owns yer bofe.”

“ Well, then, | 'm your boy, an’ | want you to
do somethin’ for me.”

“ 1’1 be boun’ yer does.”

“ | felt so ’shame ’bout Pa’ one shoat, that |
went out to the front gate, an’ when the committee
carne to go away, | tole ’em 1°d bring somethin'lo
the barbecue.”

“ Mussy ! yer aint got nuffin ter take.”

“1f | had a 'coon-dog, | might catch a ‘coon or
a ’‘possum. Look yere 1can't you borrow Boston’s
ole Rum for me ?”

Boston was Aunt Silvy’s husband, and belonged
on another plantation, and Rum was Boston's
‘coon-dog.
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“Ob cou’se | kin. Boson’s mighty good ter
min’ ine. But, law ! yer aint ’quainted wid ole
Rum! ysr could n’t manage him no more ’n nuffin.
'Sides, ’coons an’ ’possuras aint good now tell arter
pussimon-time. Folks ud duspise yer ‘coon an’
Possum, kase they s so poo’.”

” Well, what can | take ?
ietyou bake me anything.”

“Mussy, no 1 Law | yer oughter seed de roas’in’
an’ fryin’, an’ all de gwyne-ons at yer granpaw
Thompson’s. One Foafwe all tuck—Ilem me see,
howmany cheese-cakes an’ tauts wus it ?”

“But what can | take?” said Marley,
tiently.

“1 reckons some fresh fish would tas’ tolerbul
good.”

“That’s just it,” Marley cried, springing to his
feet; and he went on talking excitedly about a
splendid cat-fish hole, and where he could find
perch, and how he could keep them alive, etc. At
length he said ; “ Pa says | can’t go unless | take
Sukey on behine me. |°d a heap rather walk than
go in that poor folks’way. Mandy Bradshaw ud
be sure to see us, an’ she’d tum up her nose
higher ’n she did when | rolled the mandrake-
apple to her.”

“Need n’t turn up her nose at a ha’f Thomp-
son. | wus 'quainted wid de Bradshaws when dey
wws poo’ es yaller dirt,—had jis fou' ole niggers,
an' dey wus mos’ all womens an’ childuns.”

“ But General Bradshaw ’s tolerbul rich now,—a
heap richer’n Pa.”

He got rich hoss-racin’,” said Aunt Silvy, con-
temptuously.

But Marley was thmking about the hardship that
Sukey was.

“She’s such a coward,” he said, “ in riding.
Shehol’s on to me so hard that she pinches like
sixty, an’ mos’ tears my clothes off. An' if the
horse goes out of a walk, she lioUers that she’s
goin’to fall off. 1 don’t want to go pokin’up to
the barbecue like it was the first time | ever was.on
horseback in my life. But i’ll have to go that
way, or with Sukey cUngin’ to me an’ hollerin’.”

“Reckonl might pussuade herterstaytohum.”

“Ohno !” Marley said, warmly. *“ Sukey must
go; she’d be so disappointed, | 'd a heap rather
san’ Mandy’s gigglin' than Sukey’s cryin’. No;
Sukey’s got to go if she rides on my head.”

“1’ll tell yer,” said Aunt Silvy. “ Bos’on’s got
leave to tote dat little bay raulc uv Patrick's over
herefer me ter ride ter de barb’cue. Her fiame’s
Jimiy, an’ her racks tolerbul easy. | kin take Miss
Sukey in my lap an’ Barb’ry Alien on behine.”

Marley thought this a capital plan, and went
anayto make his preparations for the Fourth. He
brought an immense cotton-basket from the gin-

I know Pa would n’t

impa-
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loft, and nailed it against the side of the little log
spring-house, after having halfsunk itin the branch
that flowed through the building. This is where
he raeant to put his fish to keep them fresh for the
barbecue. Of these he felt sure, for the plantation
lay along a noble “ run,” abounding with creatures.
He captured his fish in a way not sportsman-like—
by nets and night-hooks ; but then there was need
of expedition, for there were only two days to the
Fourth. When he went lo look at his Unes, he
always took his rifle and Rover; he might, per-
chance, encounter some game. The first day he
shot a red squirrel. But the next day—oh, the
nextday! It was late in the afternoon when he
went to the run. He was about descending the
bluffwhich overhung one of his Unes, when he saw
something that made his heart stand still, and then
leap as though it would jump from his body. He
was never so excited in his life. There, with its
nostrils in the water, was a strange animal. In an
instant, he knew it. Rover, too, knew it, and gave
a low growl. Quickly Marley put his hand on the
dog’s head, and whispered, “ Down, Rover, down !
good fellow, down !” But the wary creature at the
drink had heard something. Two antlers were
suddenly flung up, and a face turned to windward.
Marley, with his knee on Rover, hardly dared to
breathe, yetaimed hisrifle. “ Down, Rover! good
dog, down !” he again whispered. Then the sharp
crack of the rifle broke the silence, and Marley,
on his feet, strained his eager eyes through the
smoke. Was that a fallen deer, or was it the
shadow of cypress-knees? He and Rover went
running and leaping to the spot. Yes, he had
killed a fine buck with ten tifies. He was a happy
boy, you may believe. Here was a contribution to
the barbecue worthy of the glorious day. When
he had turned the animal over and over, and won-
dered where it carne from, and how it happened to
be there alone, he left Rover to guard it, and hur-
ried back for help to get it home. He ran every
step of the way. Then, mounted on Islack Betts,
and accoinpanied by Jim, he returned to the heroic
spot, and there found the faithful Rover and his
dead charge. The game was strapped behind
Marley’s saddle, and oid Betts was made to go
galloping back to the house. Then, after every-
body had looked at the deer, and handled it in
every possible way, and wondered about it, and
Marley had told over and over the story of the
shooting, the game was dressed and put down in
the spring-house, to keep cool for the morrow,
which was the Fourth.

Marley rose early the next morning, and waked
Aunt Silvy by firing his rifle into her cabin. Then
he saw the shoat and venison put in the wagon,
and a barrel of spring-water, crowded with darting
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fishes. After breakfast, be dressed-up in his best
clothes, and stuck two cotton-blooms—one white,
the other red—in his button-hole. He did not
wear these for ornaments, as the cotton-blossom,
which opens white and then quickly turns crimson,
is as large and coarse as a hollyhock, which it
somewhat resembles; but among the planters it is
considered an honor to display the first cotton-
blooms.

He was early on the barbecue ground, located
near a fine clear spring, about which were hung a
score of gourd dippers. He found the campers
already humming like a hive. There were coaches
and buggies and lumber-wagons, and scores upon
scores of tethered horses and mules, which had
brought people to the scene; and other carriages
and riding-horses were momently dashing in.
Whole families carne on horseback,—not infre-
quently three riders to a mulé or horse. Streams
of negrees were pouring in, usually on foot. There
were well-dressed gentlemen and gay ladies, and a
fair sprinkling of shabby people; and Marley won-
dered where they all carne from. In a short time
after his arrival, he caught sight of Aunt Silvy; he
knew her by the faded pink satin bonnet which she
had worn ever since he could remember. She had
Sukey on her shoulder, and was tugging up the
hill from the spring. Boston had failed to bring
over “ pacing Jinny” for his wife to ride, so the
faithful negro had brought Sukey all the way on
her shoulder. Marley was quite touched when he
realized this, and he made up his mind that he’d
take Sukey back behind him, if Mandy Bradshaw
should giggle her head off about it. W hy should
he care forher mocking more than for the comfort
of Aunt Silvy, his lifc-long friend ? He went over,
and offered to escort Sukey around to see the
sights, but she preferred to stay with Aunt Silvy;
so he felt free to wander where he pleased. And
he pleased to wander everywhere, and to see every-
thing. He was greatly interested in all the pro-
ceedings,—the spreading of the long, long tables
under the oaks and beeches; the iinloading of the
wagons; the clatter of dishes; the great boiling
kettles down by the spring, where negroes were
dressing shoats and sheep and great beeves—every
animal being leftwhole, but split to the back-bone.

Then there was a rostrum, covered with forest-
boughs and decorated with wreaths and fiags, where
the Declaration of Independence was to be read
and the oration was to be given. *“ Yankee
Doodle" the band was playing from it when Mar-
ley stroUed by, and about it were the Washington
Rifles, in their pretty uniform of blue and white,
waiting to open the programme by a salute and
some special maneuvering.

But to Marley the most wonderful and interest-
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ing of all the sights was the barbecuing. Thwe
were long, broad ditches, floored with coals a foot
deep, over which the great carcasses of hogs and
bullocks were laid on spits, as on a gridiroo
Beyond these. trenches, great log-fires were kept
blazing, that the ditches might be replenishcd with
coals. Ever and ano6n, an immense iron kettle
would be seen, borne between two negro raen, and
filled with glowing coals. Such hissing and sissing
as there was above those Unes of fire! What
savory odors were in the airl How important
and fussy the cooks at the spits ! How splendid
the great log-heap fires1 How grand the high-
mounting fiames and the coluinns of blue smoke!

Marley was in a mood to enjoy it all, for “the!

committee ” had expressed special pleasure with
his contribution; it was the only game on the
ground, and they were warm in their compliments
of his sportsmanship.

But after a while, Marley, in his strollings aboui
the grounds, saw a written placard tacked to atree.
Of course he read it, and then he stood confounded
by the revelation it made to him. Can’t you guess
what it was? An advertisement for an escaped
pet deer! He knew by the description (the ten
tifies, the slashed ear, etc.) thal it was the deer he
had shot. To have shot anjhody’s pet deer, and
to know that it was at that moment over the coals,
would have been mortification enough; butitwas
the flame at the foot of the advertisement which
carried to Marley's heart the sorest dismay he had
ever felt in his life. Whose deer had he killed?
Guess1 Why, Mandy Bradshaw’s1l He was s
chagrined, so bitterly clistressed, that he would
have said he could never smile again. Whatwes
he ever to do about it? Of course, there was hui
one manly thing to do : confess the whole matler
to General Bradshaw. But he felt sure he ’d rather
die than do this. He went over to where Aunt
Silvy was barbecuing the deer, the most melan-
choly-looking boy, perhaps, that ever was at a bar-
becue with a cotton-bloom in his button-hole.
her he told the truth, and felt better the instant he
had spoken it. Butwhen he asked her advice, she
replied:

“ I don’t devize nuffin. Yer granpaw Thompson
uster say thar neber wus no use in devizin’ nobody,
kase a wise man did n’t need no device, an’a fool
would n’t take no device. But ef | wus yer, I'd
jis go tcr Mandy an’ tell her how it happen.”

Marley saw that it must come to this, and wisely
decided that the sooner it was done the better. S
he began to llover around Mandy, lying about on
the grass, sitting on stumps and logs near her, ad
sauntering back and forth. Finally, he saw her
standing alone, her girl mate having run offaftera
yellow butterfly. He walked in a dizzy kind ofway

To;
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wher side. He said, “ Howdy, Mandy?” and she
answered, “ Howdy ?” looking at him with a ques-
cionin her look.

Marley knew she was wondering what he had
come for, and that he was now committed to some
sort of explanation. He bluslied and blushed, till
itseemed to him he never could stop blushing.

“Don’t be mad at me,” he said, pleadingly.

“1’ra not mad at you,” she said.

“ But you will be when | tell you. | did n’t go
todo it. | would n’t have done it for the world,
but I thought it was a wild deer and shot it.”
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“ Well, I ’'m not mad at you. | don’t care much
about that deer; he used to scare me nearly to
dcath, and Pa was going to bring him to the bar-
becue. You've brought him instead of Pa—that’s
all the difference. | should n’t have thought you’d
have told about itwhen you felt so badly. | reckon
you re tolerbul plucky. Why don’t you ever come
over to see brother Bob.”

“ Don’t know; °‘cause he never asked me to, |
reckon.”

“1 know he’d like to have you. Look yere!
He’s got some Roman candles he’s goin’to fire

GOmC TO THB BAKiItBCUC.

Oh! you re talkin’ ’bout my deer; you shot
fiydeer?”

“Yes,” said Marley, hoarsely.
»s going to choke to death. * They are bar-
brtuing it now. | never was so sorry in my life.
I'll pay for it, or 1’ll get you another, or 1’ll do
itything in the world you tell me to.”

Mandy butst out laughing, and said ; “ How ab-
srd lo talk so about that deer. But you would n’t
A anything | tell you. You would n’t go up on
tbetostrum there, an’stan’ on your head.”

“Yes, | would, if it would keep you from being
Mdatme,” said Marley.

He thought he

off to-night; so you stop as you go home this
evening. It right on your way. Can't you?”

“ I reckon so,” answered Marley, his heart throb-
bing with pleasiire.

“ Look here, Marley,” Mandy added, suddenly.
“ Don’t say anything about that deer, and | wont
tell; so nobody 11 know anything about it.”

“ | must tell General Bradshaw. There he is
coming this way now, to take you to ‘the stand.’””
“ Well, tell him, and I ’ll ask him not to tell.”

When Marley had “ owned up,” the General
gave him a hearty slap on the back, calling him a
brave lad and a good shot, and promised Mandy
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never to tell as long as he lived. When Marley
spoke of the antlers, etc., he was told that he
should keep them.

Then they went up to “ the stand,” and not a
boy in the assemblage felt in a better mood than
Marley for applauding the patriotic music, and
the oid “ Declaration,” and Mr. Delaney’s ardent
oration. At every allusion to the star-spangled
banner, Marley cheered; and when the orator
apostrophized the national bird, perched with one
talén on the Alleghany and the other on the
Sierras, dipping his beak now in the Atlantic and
now in the Pacific, preening his feathers with the
mighty Lakes as his mirror, our Marley shouted
in a patriotic transport from a stump, and threw
up his cap, and threw it up till it lodged in a tree,
and he could toss it no longer. He shook it down
just as the marshal of the day announced that he

BIRDS AND TH
By Prof. W.

In this paper we will talk a little about the dif-
ferent ways in which birds bring up their children,
and will say something, too, about the young birds
themselves. There is almost as great a difference
in the domestic habits and custoras of birds as in
those ofhuman beings.

You have all heard how the ostrich lays its eggs
iti the sand, where the sun can shine upon them,
and keep them warm, while the parent birds are
away in search of food during the middie of the
day. The South American ostrich (an engraving
of which is given on the next page) makes use of
the warmth of the sun and sand in the same way.
According to Darwin, the mother does not show
the least affection forheryoung, but leaves the labor
of hatching the eggs entirely to the father, who
attends to it ver>' faithfully, but is, of course, com-
pelled to leave the nest occasionally in search of
food, selecting the middie of the day for this pur-
pose, as the heat of the sun is then sufficient to
keep the eggs from grovving coid.

| suppose most of you know that if a quantity of
wet decaying leaves or straw is raked together into
a large pile, and covered up with a thin layer of
sand or earth, and then lefi exposed to the sun and
rain, the heat given off by the decay of the vege-
table matter forming the inside of the pile will be

would proceed to blow the hom fordinner, to which
everybocly, rich and poor, bond and free, was most
cordially invited—Iladies to be served first, then the
gentlemen, then the colored people. They would
please form by twos, and march to the tables as the
band played “ Hall Colurabial”

Then a great bullock’s horn, decorated with our
blessed colors, was raised to the marshal’s lips, and
he blew and blew and blew such blasts j and whea
he had ended, the multitude—especially the boys—
shouted such shouts as might have leveled the walls
ofanother Jericho, if horn-blasts and shouts could
do such things in these days.

Then the people, in long, fantastic line, wound
in and out among the trees to the tables in the
thick shade; and Marley walked beside Mandy
Bradshaw, keeping step to the spirited music, and
feeling heroic enough to charge an army.

EIR FAMILIES.
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retained until, after a few weeks, the interior ofthe
heap becomes so warm that, when the mound is
broken open, a thick cloud of smoke and steam
will rise from it. The mound-building * brush-
turkey” of Australia, New Guinea, and the neigh-
boring islands, has somehow leamcd this fact; and
also, that the steady and equal heat gencrated is
sufficient to hatch its eggs. So, insiead of making
a nest and sitting upon the eggs until they ate
hatched, this iDird, which has very large and power-
ful feet, scratches up a huge pile of decaying hvigs,
leaves and grass, thus making a mound often six
or eight feet high, and containing enough material
to load several wagons, in which the eggs are
buried. The young lairds are not helpless when
hatched, like the young of most of our singing
birds, but are quite strong and active, and able to
burrow their way out of the mound, and take cate
of themselves immediately.

Some birds provide for their young in still another
way. They neither sit and hatch their own eggs,
fior provide an artificial incubator; but go quielly
and drop an egg into the nest of another bird, and
allow this bird to act as a nurse, hatching the egg
and finding food for the young bird. The most
notable example of this habit among birds isthe
case of the European cuckoo. This bird never
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1 jjuilds a nest, or shows the least love or even recog-
nilion of its young. The cuckoo always selects the
nestof a bird much smaller than itself, and as its

sgsare much sraaller than those usually laid by a
bird of its size, they are no larger than those which

I properly belong in the nest; so that the owners do

' not appear to discover the deception put upon
lhem, but treat all the eggs alike. As soon as the

SOX/TH AMERICAN OSTRICH.

young cuckoo s hatched he begins to grow very
£4,and as he is larger and stronger than the other
tisllings, he manages to get the lion’s share of the
foodwhich the oid birds bring to the nest. It would

asifrobbing his foster brothers and sisters of
petoftheir nest, of the attention and care of their
Psronls, and of nearly all of their food, might be
«ough to satisfy ihe young cuckoo; but it is not.
H wants not part, but everything—the whole
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nest, all the care of the oid birds, and all of the
food—for himself; so, when the oid birds are away,
he pushes himself under one of the little nestiings,
which is of course too small and weak to help itself,
and throws it out of the nest to die. In this way
he murders all his foster-brothers, and if any eggs
are still unhatched he throws them out too. He
now has all the attention ofthe oid hirds to himself,
for they continué to treat him as affec-
tionately as ifhe were really one of their
own children, and go on bringing him
food, and attending to all his wants, long
after he has grown to be as large as
thernselves, or even larger.

W e have two species of cuckoo in the
United States, but each of them builds
a nest of its own, and rears its own
young, although ouryellow-billed cuckoo
is a very bad nest-builder, and is said
often to desert its young, leaving them
to starve unless other birds take pity
upon them and bring them food. Most
of oursmaller birds are very sympathetic
during the breeding season, and are
ready to give food and care to any
young bird which needs it, even if it is

notone of their own species.
Although our American cuckoos have
not, as a general thing, the bad habits
*of those of Europe, we have another
very common bird which is hatched and
brought up by strangers. Every boy
who lives in the country knows the cow-
bird, cow-blackbird, or cow-bunting, for
it is called by all these fiames. Itisa
small bird, a little larger than the bobo-
link and of much the same shape. The
male has a dark-brown head and a bright
greenish-black back and wings, but the
female is so much lighter in color that
you would hardly helieve that they be-
long to the same species. These birds
are very abundant in the spring and
suramer, and may be seen in flocks fly-
ing and feeding in company with the
red-winged blackbirds. They are often
found among the cattle and sheep in
the pastures and bam-yards, and they
derive all of their common fiames from this habit.
Although nearly related to the orioles, which make
such wonderful ncsts, the cow-birds make none at
all, but lay their eggs in the nests of other birds,
such as the blue-bird, chipping-bird, song-sparrow,
yellow-bird, and some thrushes and fly-catchers.
Lik&the cuckoo, thisbird usually chooses the nest of
a bird much smaller than itself, but as its egg is not
small, the deception is at once discovered, and the
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birds whose nest has been selected for this purpose
are very much disturbed. It is necessary for the
female cow-bird to find a nest in which the owners
have justbegun laying, for if the owners have no
eggs of their own they will desert the nest, and if
their own eggs are somewhat advanced before the
cow-hird’s egg is laid, their own young will hatch
first, and the parents will then leave the nest to
hunt for food, thus allowing the cow-bird’s egg to
become coid and die.

When the female cow-bird is ready to lay her
egg, she often has great trouble in discovering a
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nest in her own vicinity, she goes in search of am,
examining every thicket and bush—sometimes for,
a long distance—until she finds one. A gentleman !
once followed a cow-bird along the shore ofastream
for tsvo miles before she succeeded i» finding anest:
which satisfied her. Occasionally, two or more cov-1
birds’ eggs are found i» the same nest. It isnot:
known whether both of these are laid by the sare
bird, but it is more probable that in such a caseas|
this two cow-birds have visited the same nest.

The egg of the cow-bird has one interesting and
important peculiarity. It is necessary, as we hawe

THS CUCKOO

nest at just the right stage. She leaves the fiock
and perches upon some tree or bush, where she
can have a good view of all that is going on.
W hen she discovers a nest by watching the actions
of its owners, she waits for an opportunity when
both the owners are away, when she approaches it
very stealthily, but quickiy, keeping a very sharp
watch, to be sure that she is not observed. If she
finds that the nest is fit for her purpose,—that is,
if the birds have laid only a part of their regular
number of eggs,—she drops one of her own eggs
into it, and then disappears as swiftly and quietly
as she carne. If she is unable to find a suitable

seen, that this should be hatched before the oiher
eggs: for if it were not, the oid birds would stop
sitting and allow it to become coid as soon as theii

own young were hatched. This danger, however, |
has been provided against, since the egg ofthel
cow-bird needs only eight or nine days of incubal
tion, while the eggs of those birds in whose nestsil j
is usually found require from twelve to fifteen

A short time after the young cow-bird is haiclied,

all the other eggs disappear, and they may son™\
times be found on the ground, broken, at . mo-|
siderable distance from the nest,—so far away thalj
the young cow-bird could not possibly have throwij
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| themthere. The way in which they are removed
Ifrom the nest is not known, as no one has yet
1watched dosely enough to say whether the parents
themselves destroy them, or whether the female
1 cow-bird returns to the nest and removes them, to
jve more room for her own young when hatched.
"l have alrcady said that the smaller birds are
| very much disturbed and troubled when they find
lore of these eggs in their nest, and are very apt to
desert it and go to another place if they have not
yet any eggs of their own. Our common yellow-
lhird, however, is sometimes wise enough to find a
Ibelter way out of its troubie. It valles its neatly
llinished nest too highly to desert it, and it is not

SGG OP COW.BIRO.

| strong enough to lifi the big egg and throw it over
ithe edge, so it gathers a new supply of hay and
| hair, and makes a false bottom to cover up the egg.
Ilhen it makes a new lining to the nest, and lays
litsown eggs upon that, so that the cow-bird’s egg
Idoes not receive any of the warmth from its body,
|and never haiches.

| have given you several reasons for believing
Ithal birds are able to think for themselves ; but |
Ido not see liosv anything could prove this more
Ideatly than this expedient of the yellow-bird for
Isaving its young from destruction by preventing
Ilhe hatching of the cow-bitd’s egg.

Before jeaving the subject of birds’nests, | must
ayafewwords aloout the immense number of birds
[which sometimes gather in one place for the pur-

iof raising their young. The enormous flocks
lofwiJd pigeons, which from time to time visit cer-
ltainparts of the United States, have a definite por-
llion of the woods, often several miles in extent,
phere they gather every night. This is called the
r'roost,” and here they build their nests and roar
liheit young. There are so many at these roosts
jlnatitis not always safe to go under the trees, for
llarge branches are often broken off by the weight
|of the birds and their nests.

If you wish to know more about these pigeon-
lioosis, you will find long accounts of them in the
jlwks about birds by those two celebrated men,
jWilson and Audubon. Audubon’s account of a
Itoostwhich he visited in Kentucky is very interest-
li"Sand well worth your reading. It is printed in
I'lie firstvolume of his “ Ornithological Biography,”
h"d also, | believe, in the “ Life of Audubon, the
j«taralist.”

ltithesebooks, and in the otherworksof Audubon
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and Wilson, you will also find much instructive and
entertaining information in regard to all of our com-
mon birds. Most of our sea-birds are very wild, as
they are much hunted by man, and on this account
they build their nests and rear their young on
inaccessible and uninhabited rocky islands, and
the number of sea-birds which gather upon these
islands during the breeding season is almostbeyond
belief; but the following account of Ailsa Craig,
by Nathaniel P. Rodgers (the “ Craig ” is a rocky
island on the west of Scotland), will give some idea
of their abundance at such places ;

It was a naked rock, rising nine hundred and
eighty feet abruptiy out of the sea. A little level
space projected on one side, with a small house on
it. We could not conjecture the use of a habitation
there. The captain of the steamer said it was the
govemor's house. We asked him what a governor
could do there.

“ Take care ofthe birds,” he replied.

“ What sort of birds ?”” we asked him.

“ Sea-fowl of all sorts,” he said. “ They inhabil
the Craig, and ye'll may be see numbers of them.
They are quite numerous, and people have been in
the habit of firing to alarm the birds, to see them
fly."

He ordered his boy to bring the musket. The
boy returned, and said it had been left behind at
Glasgow.

“ Load up the swivel, then,
“ it will be all the better. It will make quite a
flight, ye ’ll find. Load her up pretty well.”

The steamer meanwhile kept nearing the giant
craig, which was a bare rock from summit to the
sea. We saw caves in the sides of the mountain.
W e had gotso nearas to see the white birds flitting
across the black entrances of the cavems like bees
about a hive. With the spy-glass we could see
them distinctly, and in very considerable numbers,
and at length approached so that we could see them
on the ledges all over the sides of the mountain.

We had passed the skirt of the Craig, and were
withinhalfa mile, or less, ofits base. W ith the glass
we could now see the entire mountain-side peopled
with the sea-fowl, and could hear their whimpering,
household cry, as they moved about, or nestled in
domestic snugness on the ten thousand ledges.
The air, too, about the precipices seemed to be
alive with them. Still we had not the slightest
conception of their frightful multitude. We got
about against the center of the mountain when the
swivel was fired, with a reverberation like the dis-
charge of a hundred cannon, and what a sight fol-
lowed! They rose up from that mountain—the
countless millions and millions of sea-birds—in a
universal, overwhelming cloud, that covered the

said the captain;
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ENGI.ISH PHEASANT AWD YOUNG.

. flight in every direction off to seal The sighl
whole heavens, and their cry was hke the cry ofan

X o startled the people on board the steamer, who M*
alarrned nation. Up they went,-millions upon

o . . often wilnesscd it before, and for sonie min »
millions,—ascending like the smoke of a furnace, .
l Ih d th h ful there ensued a general silence. For ouro
goundfeslsfas el _sar; s on i eh sea-hs Iore,—aw UL we were quite amazed and overawed at the P 1
rea (;J olr mu .t'tu e|"f as 'dtl.e P:N ° edmogr;]tam ele. We had seen nothing like ic before. 1
were dissolving into life and light; an ,' WIth an — hever witnessed sublimity to be compared to uwj
unearthly kind of lament, took up their Imes of
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|risiiig of sea-birds from Ailsa Craig. They were
lofcountless varieties in kind and size, from the
largest goose to the small mavsh-bird, and of every
conceivable variety ofdismal note. Offthey moved,
inwild and alarmed rout, like a people going into
ljxile; filling the air, far and wide, with their
|Iepi0'achfu| lament at the wanton cruelty which
lhaddriven them away.

Tilia la only one of these breeding-places, but
loiost of the rocky, inaccessible cliffs and unin-
Ihabited isfands of the northern and Southern shores
Irfboth continents are visited, at certain seasons,
i’liysea—birds in equally great numbers.

No subject connected with the history of birds
llumishes more interesting material for study than
lihat of instinct.  Young birds of different species
Ishow that they have very different degrees of in-
ljinctive knowledge. Some are able to take the
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can do anything for thernselves, except breathe, and
swallow what is put into their mouths. The young
chicken, a short time after it leaves the egg, knows
how to take care of itself nearly as well as the young
moimd-bird, It can run after its mother, use its
eyes, pick up food, and answer the cali of the oid
hen j and it does all this without instruction. How
different it is in all these lespects from the young
barn-swallow ! This is blind, and unable to run,
or even to stand, knowing only enough to open its
mouth when it liears the oid bird return to the nest,
and lo swallow the food placed in its open bili. Far
from knowing by instinct how to use its wings, as
the young chick does its legs, it does not learn this
until it is well grown, and has had several lessons
in flying; and even then it flies badly, and im-
proves only after long practica. After ithasleamed
to fly, itis still very helpless and baby-like, and very
different from the active, bright-eyed, independent

MALLARD DUCKS.

(“firecate of thernselves, and do not need a mother
|"»iich o\-er them; others, on the contrary, are
IWfctl)' helpless, and need teaching before they

little chick ofthe barn-yard; and, indeed, the young
of all the Rasores, or scratching birds, such as the
hen, the quail, the partridge, the pheasant and the
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turkey. In the admirable picture of an Enghsh
pheasant and its brood, on page 6io, you will see
how very much like young cbicks the young pheas-
ants are. , -,

The scratching birds are notthe only ones wh.ch
can take care of themselves at an early age. i his
is true of the running birds, such as the ostrich;
and the same is the case with many of the wadmg
birds, such as the woodcock; and among the swim-
ming birds, there are several kinds that take full
care of themselves soon after leaving the shcll.

In the picture on the preceding page you have
a pair of mallard ducks ivith three young ones,
which are all able to swim and dive as well as their
parents. You all know that, far from standing in
need of instruction, young ducks take to the water
by instinct, even when they have been brought up
by a hen; and tliey know that they are perfectly
safe upon it, although the anxious hen tries in
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every way to restrain them and to cali them back.
There are many ways in which some of outl
young birds show their really wonderful instincts,
but there is nothing more curious in this respect
than the hahits of the little chickens, which mostof |
US have opportunities of noticing,—if we choose tol
take the troubie. These little creatures, almost asi
soon as they are born, understand what theiri
mother “ ducks” to them; they know that they
musthide when a hawk is about; they often scratch
the ground for food before they see their mother orj
any other chicken do so; they are careful not tol
catch bees instead of flies; and they show their
early smartness in many ways which are wellivorth
watching. |

But, sometimes, a brood of these youngsters findi
something that puzzles them, as when they meetl
with a hard-shelled beetle, who looks too htg to catj
and yet too small for a playmate.
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RAIN.

Bv Edgar FAWCETT.

On, the Rain has many fitful moods
Ere the merry summer closes,—

From the first chirp of the robin-broods
To the ruin of the roses!

Through the sunshine’s gold her glitter steals,
In the doubtful April weather,

When the world seems trying how it ieels
To be sad and glad together.

Now and then. on quiet sultry eves,
From her low persistent patter,

She ivould seem confiding to the leaves
An extreraely solemn matter.

Then, again, you see her from the sky
Such a mighty flood unfolding,

That you wonder if Oid Earth knosvs why
It receives so hard a scolding!

Yet we learn to fancy, day by day,
As we watch her softiy shining,

That she has no cloud, however gray,
But it wears a silver lining!

For in autumn, though with tears she tells
How the lands grow sad and darken,
Yet in spring her drops are tinkling bells
For the sleeping flowers to hearken 1!

And her tinted bow seems Love’s own proof.
As it gleams with colors seven,—

Like a stately dome upon the roof
Of her palace, high in heaven1

SNEEZE DODSON'’S

By Mrs.

The usually quiet town of Greenville was in a
buriy-burly of excitement on this Fourth of July
iMming, because of the great Stmday-school pic-
ric which was to take place on a fine ground, two
niksdistant In the fervor of patriotism and the
bustleofpi-eparing for the picnic-celebration, almost
tvtryhouse in the village resounded witli shouts
idnoises j and all the children were on the tip-
leof expectation and delight. Deacon Ebenezer
Wson sat in the arm-chair in the “ spare room,”
Mingout of the window, and trying to think up
ikspeech he was to make that day. For he had
ken chosen by the town-committee to open the
'®icises upon the stand with an appropriate ora-
iw; and though he had mused and muttered and
*iiied over it, from the day when he was first re-
Ned to “ perform” until this eventful morning
W, he had not yet succeeded in composing a
which satisfied him.

FIRST

INDEPENDENCE DAY.

M. H. W. Jaquith.

“The flies bother the horses so, 1 can't practica
on it in the field, and iny only chance is 0’ nights,”
he had often explained to his wife ; but his nightly
meditations on it had been disturbed by such
foreign remarks as this :

“ 1 say, Eb” (that was her family fiame forhim;
away from home she always said “ Deacon ”), “ you
haint gone off to sleep, be you? | should feel
masterly cut up ef my cake should be heavy, an’
everybody on the grounds will know it’s mine from
the marks o’ my fiame | ’'m goin’to put on the

frostin’,”—by which she meanther initials done in
red, white, and blue powdered sugar.
And again:

“ Do youremember Mis’Deacon Pogue’s pound-
cake at the d’nation party las’ winter? She d
bragged on it to every livin’soul, an’, when they
carne to cut it, there was a solid streak of dough
right through the middle from eend to eend. She
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did n’t happin to be ’tound when ’t was cut, an’ |
thought it was my duty to let her see a piece, so
she’d know how to better it next time, and she
was so mad, she ’s turned up her nose at me ever
sencc.”

The Deacon here murmured something begin-
ning “ Ninthly,” for he had arranged his speech in
heads; but she kept on with such inspiring mem-
ories, that he had poor chance to get up that
“ Speech by Deacon Dodson,” the sight of which
legend on the printed prograrame had aroused in
him a fixed determination to do or die. But it
seemed to him, as he sat there, that it would be
die; fornotone “head” could he cali up clearly,
and ever and ané6n his wife would cry out for wood
or water, or to State some fact concerning her cake
or chickens.

Just now her rusk was the all-absorbing topic of
thought. More than twenty times she had looked
at the dough andreported its “ rise” to theunsym-
pathetic Deacon, who was pumping his arms up
and down, and trying to disentangle his “ firstly”
and “ secondly.”

“ The procession is going to form at nine o’clock
punctial, and march to the grounds, and so there’s
no use of dressing Bubby twice,” Mrs. Dodson had
.said, so that youth of three summers was wander-
ing around in his night-gown, and had taken so
active an interest in the proceedings that Mrs.
Dodson had several times sent him to his father,
coraplaining, “ I never did see him so upstroferlous
before.”

Sneeze—so called because he was named for his
father, and it was necessary to distinguish them—
was hurried in from the batn j his ears were boxed
for “ not bein’ round to take care of Bubby,” and
then he was sent with him to the bam.

Deacon had been duly badgered and pestered
about household troubles. He had helped to put
on Bubby’s shoes—now far too small—and tried
to hook Mrs. Dodson’s dress—similarly outgrown.
But he was at length exasperated into saying:

“ By George ! | can’t think of a word of my
speech, you bother me so 1”

“ You fairly make myblood run coid to be sayin’
sech words as that on this Fourth o’ July mornin’,
which you always said was nex’ door to swearin’!”
replied his wife; but her stream of talk was frozen
up for the time, and they were at length dressed,
packed, and rattling over the stony hills in a lum-
ber-wagon.

“ Wal, this seems quite like Independence Day,”
she said musingly. “ 1 remember once goin’ to
a reglar picnic when | was about the bigness of
Sneeze there, an’ we had an awful good time.
Mother 'd plegged herself to gitup somethin’ that
nobody else ’d have, an’ finally she made a lot 0’

FIRST
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figger four doughnuts to stand fot Fourth o July,

you know, an” Aunt Jane, she that was a Gteea, |
Unele Josiah’s first wife, was kind o’ jealous causc|
people noticed them more’n her cookm’, an’ shel
said they was shortened with toughening till no-I
body could n’t eat 'em. It come right straight back |
to mother, an’ they never spoke for better’n al
year—no, ’‘twas just a year, come to think, fori
mother took sick in bed very nex’ Fourth, an' thenj
Aunt Jane confessed hurnble enough, and iheyj
made up.”

Sneeze had been listening, and while his motherj
paused for breath, he asked, “ What do we keepl
Fourth of July for, an’ what makes ’em cali itl
Independence Day? | heard Reub Blake say that]|
was the true fiame ofit.”

“Why, Sneeze, | 'm ’shamed of you that youl
don’t know that much. It is because George Wash-1
ington was born on that day, or died; which wasi
it, father? An’ he fought for our independence.!
Besides, he never told a lie, as it tells about in Ihej
speLlin’-book.”

“ Yes, it was something of that natur',” said thel
Deacon; “ you ’ll know all about it to-day wlienj
we come to speak and make our oiations.”

“ Yes, Sneeze, an’ Cynthia Ann, your father is|
goin’to be a speaker on the stagc; butyou mus'n’l
feel set-up over the other girls an’ boys who
fathers an’ mothers aint app’inted as speakers an'j
on the table committee. You must I*ten towhatf
father says.”

They promised faithfully, and this is what Sncezej
would have heard if he had kept his pledgo; bui
to tell the truth, he was at that time going arouni|
with another boy looking into the baskets, and
speculating on the length of time before dinner.

“ Deacon Ebenezer Dodson, the first speaker oii
the prograrame, will now address the assembly,”
announced the chairman in a stentorian voice, afteJ
the procession liad formed, marched, settied downJ
and were ready for the *“ exercises of the day.|
The Deacon stepped forward, and, with very evil
dent shaking ofthe knees, with coughs and ahemsj
glancing to the right ofhim and to the left ofhimj
to the heavens above and the earth hencalh, wirtj
trembling voice he began ;

“ Firstly, my friends and fellow-citizens of tnij
great country, this institution which we have comi
here to celebrare was instituted a great many biral
dred years ago,—leastways, if not quite so lona
since this institurion was instituted all men are frw
and equal”—(a long pause); “ and since tJ
institution was instituted in this great country, vi|
have Sunday-schools and can go to church.
Another pause. .rn,

“ Secondly, little children, friends and leiw"
citizens of this great country, let us all use rig
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and not abuse the advantages of this institution
which has been instituted for us, and go to chdfcb
and Sunday-school, and—and— 1 see Deacon Pogue
iswaiting to make some remarks, and my friends
and fellow-citizens of this great country, | will
detain you no longer to dwell upon this institution,
which was instituted to—to ” Here somebody
benevolently thought to cheer, and the “ Hip, liip,
iurrahs!” were taken up so Instily by the small
loys, that the magnetic sound warmed the Deacon
into “ Thirdly;” but Deacon Pogue had stepped
briskly forward, and sowithabow, and “ Good-by,
myfriends and fellow-citizens ofthis great country,”
he descended to his delighted wife, who received
himwith many proud and joyful congratulations.
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caUed this Fourth of July an “institution.” That
was a novel and happy idea. It is an ‘institution,’
and upon it are foundcd all of our institutions,—
free schools, free religion, free speech, free press,
free ballets, free action: freedom everywhere for
all men free and equal is founded on this glorious
‘institution,” the corner-stone of which was laid
Fourth of July, 1776,"

At this pointso great was Mrs. Dodson’s conjugal
pride, and so fearful was she that her husband was
not attending to the speaker’s fiattery, that she
poked him with her parasol till the Deacon was
“ fain to cry out,” as Bunyan says. When quiet
was rcstored, the speaker continued :

“ Another gifted orator has said,”—and, quoting

DEACON DOOSON’S ORATION.

Deacon Pogue was more ready and noisy, but
spoke quite as much to the point as Deacon Dod-
sn He was followed by several others, none of
whomcould be omitted without giving offense, and
atlength, with a great flourish, the chairman an-
nmnced “ The orator of the day, Captain Buzwell,
franThornton, who has kindly consented to honor
@ etc.

Hewas a lawyer with a gift of tongues, and his
Sislfevwords brought all the hitherlo indifferent
ssembly quietly near the stand. After a few well-
patanécdotas, he said ; “ But to come back to the
sobject in hand ; one of your eloquent speakers has

something from Deacon Pogue’s pointless remarks,
he made them also seera full of meaning ; and so
on through the list of “ distinguished speakers,”
till each one felt that he himself had spoken most
effectively.

Having thus pleased and interested all parties,
he followed with an instructive, histérica! speech,
to which Sneeze, doughnut and cheese in hand,
listened so intently, that he found out at last “ why
they kept Fourth of July.”

After the speech and “ appropriate instrumental
music by the band,” which consisted of adrum and
a bass-viol, the people dispersed to amuse them-
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selves as they saw fit, till dinner should be an-
nounced.

Mrs. Dodson, as “ Table Committee,” was dis-
posed to magnify her office. She kept the Deacon
standing guard over her basket till nearly all the
rest were emptied, having reservad conspicuous
places on the table for her goodies. Taking advan-
tage of her rival’s presence, smiling sweetly, she
said as she opened the basket, *“ Mis’ Pogue, your
vittles look so nice, | 'm real shamed to bring mine
out at all.”

“ But all the while I knew she was proud as
Lucifer over ’em, and thought she ’d throw me
quite in the shade,” Mrs. Pogue told her next
neighbor that afternoon. “ Her big cards of rusk
did look nice, but her minee-pies had stipped over
into the custaxds, and they had dripped onto her
cake so it looked just awful! and that red-headed
Sneeze had squeezed her jelly-cake into flap-jacks,
most likely by settin’ on the basket. | never see
anybody so cut up in my life; her face was redder
than a bcet.”

And Mrs. Dodson said to the Deacon that night,
“ | did feel despritly morterfied over my squashed”
vittles, with Mis’ Pogue a-looldn’ on. with all her
eyes.”

But when “ the orator of the day” ate of her
rusk, and said, * Mrs. Dodson, these rusk have a
peculiar taste, just such as those my dead mother
used to make for me when | was a boy, and | want
you to give me the recipe formy wife," and he took
it down in his note-book, there was full compensa-
tion for all her triéis.

When all had eaten all they could, the young
folks and children swung, playedball, or “ chased
the squirrel,” with the delightful penalty of kissing
it when caught, or rambled about at will, while the
mothers gathered the dishes together, and ex-
changed recipes and confidential remarks on some-
body’s cookin’.

By four o’clock the bables were fretful; children
of Bubby’s age complained that their shoes and
clothes were too tight; somebody suggested going
home. In vain the young people protestad—an
hour from that time the grounds were deserted;
the lumber of the stage, made sacred by such ora-
tory, had been gathered up with the seats and
tables, and where so much of life had been, all was
silence.

A neighbor's hired man was riding home with the
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Dodsons, hut as Mrs. Dodson did not mind him
she at once began to congrattlate her husband on
his maiden speccU. * Cappen Buzwell said you
made the best oration there was made to-day,
Deacon. Did you pay ’tention, Sneeze, an' hear
what he said ’bout your father’s speakin’?”

The Deacon modestiy put in a faint, “Now,
mother, don’t,” but she interrupted him; “Yis 11
shall, for it’s so, father, an’ 1’m goin’ to say my
say. Besides, he told me, with tears in his eyes,
that my rusk tasted just like his dead itintheds.
But efyou ’d only seen him tryin’ to eat one o' Mis’
Pogue’s doughnuts as if they was real good, when
I could see they was half chokin’ of him 1”

“ That there man from town did make a purty |
considerable speech,” said the Deacon; *“ not so
hefly as some | 've heard, but real instructing. It
made me feel as though | wanted to fight some- j
body—purty much as | used to when | was a boy,
and heard my father tell how he fit in tlie warof;
eighteen hundred and twelve, and his grandsirin
the Revolutionary war.”

“ 1 guess you wasn’t in any o’ them wars?”
stated the hired man, inquiringly,

“No; | wasn’t born then, and o’ course 11
couldn’t; but my father used to tell us aboutiton
trainin’-day nights. Trainin’-day was a great time,
with its uniforms and feathers; my father was a |
sarjint, and we had gingerbread and federa! cake.” |

“ Well,” burst out Sneeze, “ if ever | geta;
chance | 'm goin’ to be a soldier, an’fight for my |
country, as George Washington did. | justwishi
we ’d have trainin’-day now, and that Fourth of
July carne every day. Then, too, when I'm al
man, | ’m goin’ to marry Eliza Johnson, for |
she 7

“ Shut up, Sneeze 1” putin Mrs. Dodson. *“ Lit-1
tle boys like you ought to be seen and not heard;
when your parents make speeches and rusk atl
Fourth o’ July celebrations that them that was good
judges says was most interestin’, you had oughi to
be listenin’ to their talkin’ and learnin’ o' them
Here’s Bubby a tunin’ for somethin’ to eat; give |
him one of them rusk out of the basket, an’stop|
your nonsense.”

Sneeze’s face was as red as his hair, and nol
another word did he say; but his dreanis that night |
were a mixture of feathers, soldiers and pound-|
cake, Eliza Johnson, mother and speeches, andj
thus ended his first memorable Independence Day-
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MEADOW TALK.

By Caroline Lesue.

A BUMBLE-EEE, yellow as gold,
Sat perched on a red-clover top,

When a grasshopper, wiry and oid,
Carne along with a skip and a hop.

* Good-morrow ! ” cried he, * Mr. Bumble-Bee!
You seem to have come to a stop.”

“ We people that work,”
Said the bee with a jerk,
“Find a benefit sometimes in stopping;
Only insects like you,
Who have nothing to do,
Can keep up a perpetual hopping.”

A BOY’'S EXPERIENCE

The grasshopper paused on his way,

And tlioughtfully hunched up his knees;
Why troubie this sunshiny day,”

Quoth he, “ with reflections like these ?
| follow the trade for which | was madei

We all can’t be wise bumble-hees.

* There’s a time to be sad,
And a time to be glad;
A time both for working and stopping;
For men to make money,
For you to make honey.
And for me to do nothing but hopping.”

WITH TAR MARBLES.

By C. S. N.

Almost all boys, at some period of their lives,
Inie their spare time to playing with marbles,
I certainly was not unlike other boys in this
I"spct.  Ily fondness for marbles began very
| and when | was about seven years oid led
liKinlg a curious experience, which | am about to
tisic. A great rivalry for acquiring marbles had
| arisen at that time among the boys of the
1 and to possess as many of the little round

beauties as my oldest brother owned, soon became
the desire of my heart and the héight of my
ambition.

I had already obtained a large number, when
one day | overheard my oldest brother telling one
ofhis schoolmates that he had made the important
discovery that marbles could be formed from coal-
tar, of which there was a large quantity on a certain
Street in a distant part of the town. He did not
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condescend to explain the process of manufacture,
but Jie showed the marbles he had made,—black,
round, and glossy. The sight inspired rae with
ardent desire to possess an unlimited quantity.

My brother told rae just where the coveted
treasure was to be found, and, in the afternoon, |
started off, without confiding fo any one my inten-
tion, to find the spotand lay in a supply ofthe raw
material, which | could convert into marbles at
my leisure. Delightful visions of bags filled with
treasure, dancing through my brain, hastened the
rate of my speed almost to a run, before | arrived
at the goal of my hopes. It was a very hot July
afternoon, and | was in a violent heat; but the
sight of the heaps of coal-tar put all thoughts of
anything unpleasant quite out of my head; it
caused me to forget also that | had on a suit of new
clothes, of which | had been cautioned by my
mother to be extremely careful.

I need hardly remark that | was not very well
acquainted with the substance | was handling, and
my only idea of its qualities was, that it could be
molded into any shape | pleased. | was not aware
that it has all the qualities of ordinary tar,—melts
with heat, and becomes the toughest, stickiest,
most unmanageable of substances with which a
small boy can come into contact.

1 fell to work to collect what | wanted to carry
home. 1 filled the pockets of my pantaloons, and
of my jacket, and lastly, when these were stuffed to
their utmost capacity, | filled the crown of my hat
so full that it would hardly go on my head. The
place was at some distance from my home, and | did
not wish to have to return immediately for more.

With a heart filled with triumph, | started off
toward home. By this time | began to rcalize
that the weather was not cool. It had been a
long walk, and | was pretty tired, but | was also
in a great hurry to begin making marbles, so 1
walked as fest as | could. Afier a little time |
began to be sensible of a disagreeable feeling of
stickiness about my waist, and a slight trickling
sensation in the region of the knees.

A cloud not bigger than a man’s hand flittcd
across my horizon,—perhaps coal-tar might melt ?

I resolved to ascertain; and, like the famous
oid woman with her “ yard of black pudding,” |
very soon found it was much easier to obtain what
| wanted, than to know what to do with it when |
had it. A’very slight inspection of my pockets
satisfied me that coal-tar was capable of becom-
ing liquid, and, if | needed further evidence, the
sable rivuiets that began to meander down the
sides of my face gave ampie corroboration of the
fact. | tried to take off my hat, but it would not
come.

I looked down at my new trousers with feelings
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of dismay. Ominous spots of a dismal huewerel
certainly growing larger. | tried to get the tar oui|_

of my pockets, but only succeeded in covering my|
hands with the black, unmanageable stuff, whichl

‘1 LOOKED DOWN AT MV NEW TEOOSERS WITH DISMAY."

at that moment 1 regarded as one of those inven-1
tions of the devil, to entrap little boys, of which Il
had often been wamed, but to which | had giveni
no heed. If it wasa trap, | was certainly canghi;\
there was no doubt of that. But I was notwithouil
some pluck, and in my case, as in that of manyl
another brave, my courage in facing the presenti
calamity was aided by my fear of another still morel
to be dreaded.

That 1 should get a whipping for spoiling niyl
new suit, if I could not manage to get the t.ir off, 11
was quite certain, and | had had no permission tol
go from home, and on the whole the outlook wasi
not cheerful in that direction. Quite driven to|
desperation, | seated myself on the ground, and
tried to scrape off the black spots, which had nowl
extended to formidable dimensions; while I coiiMl
feel small streams coming down inside of the collari
of my shirt, and causing rather singular sugges-f
tions ofa rope around my neck. My labor wasaill
in vain. | got a good deal off, but there seero”j
to be an inexhaustible quantity on. | gaveitupm
despair, and burst into uncontrollable sobs. Thd
flow of tears thinned the lava-like fluid, and it noiv|
resembled ink, which covered my face like a veilil
but in the extremity of my anguish a hope dawnedj
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upon me. | found that | could wipe off with my
hand this tliinner solution, and if water would do
i w-ater was plenty, and | would wash it off. A
cousin of mine lived not very far off, and | knew
that in the yard of her house there was a pump.
Inspircd by this idea, | set off at a run, and did
notslackcn my pace until | reached the spot. Here
another difficulty met me. | could not reach the
handle of the pump so as to get the feenefit of the
siream from its mouth, and it was only a complete
shower-bath that would restore me to respectability.
Isetto work to find a rope, and fastened together
quite a complicated piece of machinery, as |
thought, by which I managed to pump the ice-cold
ivatcr upon my devoted head. The effect was not
asimmediate as | had lioped. But |l liad faith if a
little was good, more must be better. Creak—
creak—creak—went the pump-handle, which did
morework that afternoon than in half a dozen days’
mshing.

Creak—creak—creak ! But the tar only became
hardcr and harder, until | was cncased in sheet-
annor, like the famous Black Knight. Presently,
my cousin Jenny, an especial friend of mine,
hcaring such continual pumping, and becoming
anxious for the family supply of water, carne out
tosee what was the matter. Seeing a small figure
nirled up under the spout of the pump, drenched
tothe skin and black as Othello, she stooped down
toinvestigate the phenoraenon. Oh, what was my
despair when she discovered who it was, and in
what pUght 1

Tosay she laughed would be to give a feeble idea
of the peais of laughter that succeeded each other
ashe stood and looked at me. She would try to
control her merriment for a moment, only to break
forth afresh, until she was obliged to sit down from
sheer exhaustion. Every time she glanced at my
Boe-begone countenance, and drenched condition,
srewould go into fresh convulsions of fun. At last
ge recovered breath enough to inquine into my
ca, and to assure me she would do what she could
for me; but she soon found, to my despair, that
Bhatshe could do was not much to my relief. The
clothes could not be got off, and certainly they

1jCould never be got clean. She did manage, with a
strong pair of shears, to cut off the pockets in my
bieeches, and then, fearing my mother would be
ahrmed, she bade me go home, and she would
ptomise to secure me against a whipping.

| fancy she thought this last promise would be
«sily kept.

Somewhat comforted, | took up my line of march
tward the paternal roof, but, as | went along, my
licat began to sink again; visions of a rod, with
*hich iny not too saintly character had made me
somewhat familiar, loomed up before me; but
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worse than all, the thought of my brother’s ridicule
made my sensitiva spirit quail. | thought | would
evade all for that night, however, by going quietly
up the back stairs, going to bed, and “ playing
sick.” Fortune favored me. | reached the bed-
room without being seen ; and, just as | was, with
my hat on, for it could only have come off with my
scalp, | got into bed, and covered myself entirely
up with the bed-clothes. It was now dusk, and 1
felt for the moment quite safe. Presently my aunt
carne into the room to get something for which she
was looking, and | could hear her give several
inquiring sniffs, and as she went out | heard her
say; “ I certainly do smell tar; where can it come
from?” An interval of peace followed, and then in
carne my mother. “ Tar? Smelltar? Of course
you do; it’s strong enough in this room. Bring a
light.”

It was the sound ofdoom !

My mother soon carne ciése up to the bed, and
held the light so that it fell full upon me as she
tried to turn down the becl-clothing. Probably, if
it had not been for several previous scrapes in
which | had been involved, she would have been
much frightened; but as it was, the sight of her
young blackamoor had luuch the same effect upon

THB SHDWER'BATH.

her as upon my cousin. Her exclamations and
shrieks of laughter brought every member of the
liousehold successively to the room, and as one
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after another carne in, fresh zest seemed to be given
to the merriment of which | was the unfortunate
victim.

But every renewal ofthe fun was an added agony
to me, for | clearly foresaw that it would be re-
hearsed hy Jack and Tom to all the boys in the
neighborhood. Beside this, | was not in a condi-
tion to be hilarious. Piastered with tar from head
to foot; streaming with perspiration at every pore;
my clothes drenched; my hair matted together, and
my straw hat, soaked with water, fastened upon it,
and falling limp and wet about my eyes; | was not
rendered more comfortable by the fact that I could
not move without taking pillow and bed-clothes
with me, as, in my desperate desire to conceal
myself from view, | had become enwrapped in the
bed-clothing like a Caterpillar in its chrysalis; and |
was conscious of a dim fear that if | sat up, with
the pillow stuck fast on the top of my hat, the sight
of me might produce fatal results upon the already
exhausted family.

At last the point was reached where | thought
patience ceased to be a virtue, and | rebelled
against being any longer made a spectacle.

| declared if they would all go away but mother,
I would tell her all about it. The crowd retired,
commissioned to send up a crock of butter, a tub
of hot water, and a pair of shears. Maternal love
is strong, but | doubt if it was often put to a
severer test of its long-sufferiiig than was that of
my mother that night.

Suffice it to say that, after my clothes had been
cut to ribbons, the sheets torn up, my head well-
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nigh shaved, and my whole person subjected lIrst
to an African bath of melted butter, and afterward

| COVSRED MY&ELP WtTH THE BED-CIOTMES.”

tooneofhotsoap-suds, | had had my fillofbathing
for one day, and was, shortly hefore midnight, pro-
nounced to be tolerably clean.

P. S.—I never made any marbles of coal-tai.

BOY.

By William O. Stoddard.

Chapter V.

During the week which followed the wedding-
day, the improvements on the Morris house were
pushed along in a way that surprised everybody.

Every day that passed, and with every dollar’s
worth of work that was done, the good points of
the long-neglected oid mansién carne out strqnger
and stronger; for Mrs. Kinzers plans had been a
good while getting ready, and she knew exactly
what was best to be done.

Before the end of the week Mr. Foster carne over,
bringing Ford with him, and he soon arrived at
an understanding with Dabney’s mother.

“ A ver_y business-like, common-sense sort of a

woman,” he remarked to his son. “ But what a
great, dangling, overgrown piece of a boy that is
Still, you may find him good company.”

*“ No doubt,” said Ford, “and thus I can bel
usefui to him. He looks as if he could learn if be |
had a fair chance.”

“1 should say so,” responded Mr. Foster,
thoughtfully; “and we mustn’t expect too muchof |
feliows brought up away out here, as he has been.” |

Ford gravely assented.

There was a surprise in store for the village |
people; for, early in the following week it wes |
rumored from house to house, “ The Kinzets are |
all a-movin’ over to Ham Morris’s.”
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And ljefore the pubiic mind was settled enough
10inquire into the matter, the rumor was changed
into “ The Widder Kinzer’s moved to Ham?’s
house, bag and baggage.”

So it was, although the carpenters and painters
and glaziers were still at work, and the piles of
Kinzer furniture had to be stowed around as best
could be. Some of them had even to be locked
up overnight in one of the barns.

The Kinzers, for generations, had been a trifle
iveak about furniture, and that was one of the
reasons why there was so little room for human
beings in their house. The little parlor, indeed,
had been filled till it put one in mind of a small
“furniture store” with not room enough to show
the stock on hand, and some of the other parts of
the house required knowledge and care to walk
about in them.

Bad for a small house, truly, but not so much so
when the same articles were given a fair chance to
spread themselves.

It was a treat to Dab to watch while the new
carpets were put down, one after another, and then
to see how much at home and comfortable the
furniture looked as it was moved into its new
quarters.

Mrs. Kinzer took care that the house she Icft
should speak well ofher to the eyes of Mrs. Foster,
when that lady carne to superintend the arrival of
her own Household goods.

The character of these, by the way, at once con-
vinced the village gossips that “ lawyer Foster must
be a good deal forehanded in money matters.”
And so he was, even more than his furniture indi-
cated- Ford had a wonderful deal to do with the
settlement of his family in their new home, and it
wesnot until nearly the ciése of the week that he
found time for more than an occasional glance over
thenorth fence.

“Take the two farms together,” his father had
said to him, “ and they make a really fine estéte.
Ilearn, too, that the Kinzers have other property.
Your young acquaintance is likely to have a very
goodstart in the world.”

Ford had found out nearly as much on his own
account, but he had long since learned the useless-
cessoftrying to teach his father anything, however
welhe might succeed with ordinary people, and so
hehad said nothing.

“Uabney,” said Mrs. Kinzer, that Fridayeven-
iag, “ you 've been a great help all the week. Sup-
poeyou take the ponies to-morrow moming, and
ssk young Foster out for a drive.”

“Mother,” exclaimed Samantha, “ | shall want
theponies myself. 1 ’ve some calis to make, and
tome shopping. Dabney will have to drive.”

“No, Sam,” remarked Dabney; “ if you go out
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with the ponies to-morrow, you'll have my oid
clothes to drive you.”

“ What do you mean?” asked Samantha.

“ 1 mean, with Dick Lee in them.”

“ That would be just as well,” said Mrs. Kinzer.
“ The ponies are gentle enough, and Dick drives
well. He ’ll be glad enough to go.”

“ Dick Lee, indeed !” began Samantha.

“ A fine boy,” interrupted Dab, “ and he’s be-
ginning to dress welL His new clothes fit him
beautifully. All he really needs is a shirt, and | '11

give him one. Mine are getting too small.”

“ Well, Dabney,” said Mrs. Kinzer, “ | *ve been
thinking about it. You ought not to be tied down
all the while. Suppose you take next week pretty
much to yourself. Samanthawont want the ponies
every day. The other horses have all got to work,
or 1°d let you have one ofthem.”

Dabney got up, for want of a better answer, and
walked over to where his mother was sitting, and
gave the thoughtful malron a good, sounding Kiss.

At the same time he could not help thinking,
“ This comes of Ham Morris and my new rig.”

“ There Dabney, that’ll do,” said his mother;
“but how ’ll you spend Saturday?”

“ Guess | ’ll take Ford Foster out in the bay
a-crabbing, if he’ll go,” replied Dabney. “ 1l
run overand ask him.”

It was not toq late, and he was out of the house
before there was a chance for further remarks.

“ Now, he muttered,” as he walked along, “ Il
have to see oid lawyer Foster, and Mrs. Foster, and
I don’t know who all, besides. | don’t like that.”

Just as he carne to the north fence of his former
residence, howe\'er, he was hailed by a clear, wide-
awake voice: “ Dab Kinzer, is that you?”

“ Guess so0,” said Dab; “ is that you, Ford?”

“ | was just going over to your house,” said Ford.

“ And | was just coming to see you. | ’ve been
too busy all the week, but they *ve let up on me at
last.”

“1've got our family nearly settled,” replied
Ford, “and | thought 1 ’d ask if you would n't like
to go out with me on the bay to-morrow. Teach
you to catch crabs.”

Dab Kinzer drew a long, astonished sort of
whistle, but he finishedit with, “ That’s about what
I was thinking of. There’s plenty of crabs, and
| 've got a tip-top boat. We wontwant a heavy
one forjust us two.”

“ All right, then. W e’ll begin on crabs; but

some other day we ’ll go for bigger fish. What are
you going to do next week ?”
“ Got it all to myself,” said Dab. *“ We can

have all sorts of a good time. We can have the
ponies, too, when we want them.”
“ That’s about as good as it knows how to be,”
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responded the young gentieman from lhe city,
“17°d like to explore the country. You re going
to have a nice place of it over there, before you get
through. Only, if I 'd had the planning of that
house, | ’d have set it back further. Not enough
trees, either.”

Dab carne stoutly to the defense of not only that
house, but of Long Island avchitecture generally,
and was fairly overwhelmed, for the first time in
his life, by a flood of big words from a boy of his
own age.

He could have eaten up Ford Foster, if properly
cooked. He felt sure of that. But he was no
match for him on the building question. On his
way home, however, after the discussion had lasted
long enough, he found himselfinquiring: “ That’s
all very nice, but what can he teach me about
crabs? We ’ll see about that to-morrow.”

The crab question was one of special importance,

beyond a doubt; but one of even greater conse-
quence to Dab Kinzer’s future was imdergoing
discussion at that very hour, hundreds of miles
away.
. Quite a little knot of people there was, in a hotel
parlor; and while the blooming Miranda, now Mrs.
Morris, was taking her share oftalk very well with
the ladies, Ham was every bit as busy with a couple
ofelderly gentlemen.

“ It’sjustas | say, Mr. Morris,”, said one of the
latter, with a superfluous show ofenergy; “ there’s
no better institution of its kind in the country than
Grantley Academy. | send my own boys there,
and 1°ve just written about it to my brother-in-law,
Foster, the New York lawyer. He ’ll have his boy
there this fali. No better place in the country, sir.”

“ But how about the expenses, Mr. Hart?” asked
Ham.

“ Fees are just what | told you, sir, a mere noth-
ing. As for board, all | pay for my boys is three
dollars a week. AH they want to eat, sir, and good
accommodations. Happy as larks, sir, all the time.
Cheap, sir, cheap !”

If Ham Morris had the slightest idea of going to
school at a New England Academy, Miranda’s
place in the improved house was likely to wait for
her; for he had a look on his face of being very
nearly convinced.

She did not seem at all disturbed, however, and
probably her husband wasnot looking up the school
question on his own account.

That was the reason why it might have been
interesting for Dab Kinzer, and even for his know-
ing neighbor, to have added thernselves to the
company Ham and Miranda had fallen in with on
their wedding tour.

That night, however, Dab dreamed that a gigan-
tic crab was trying to puli Ford Foster out of.the

DAB KINZER.

(aT,

boat, while the latter calmly remarked ; “ There!
did you ever see anything just like that before?"

Chapter VI.

T hat Saturday morning was a sad one for poor
Dick Lee1

His mother earefully locked up his elegant ap-
parel, the gift of Mr. Dabney Kinzer, the previous
night, after Dick was in bed, and, when dajlight
carne, he found his oid clothes by his bedside.

It was a hard thing lo bear, no doubt, but Dick
had been a bad boy on Friday. He had sold his
fish instead of bringing them home, and then had
gone and squandered the money on a brilliani
new red neck-tie.

“ Dat’s good nuff fot me to w’ar to meetin’,”
said Mrs. Lee, when her eyes fell on the gorgeous
bit of cheap silk. “'Reckon it wont be wasted on
any good-for-nuffin boy.
wid yer fish. You’s gettin’ too mighty fine, any-
how.”

Dick was disconsolate for a while, but his Inimiliiy
took the form of a determination to go for aabs
that day, mainly becaiise his mother had long since
set her face against that tribe of animals.

“ Dey ’s a wasteful, stravagant sort ob fish," re-
marked Mrs. Lee, in frequent explanation ofhet
dislike. “ Dey ’s all clo’es and no body, like some
w’ite folks I know on. | don’t mean the Kinzers.
Dey’s all got body nuff.”

And yet that iniet had a fiame of its own for
crabs. There was a wide reach of shallow water
inside the southerly point at the mouth, where,
over several hundred acres of muddy flats, tlie
depth varied from three and a half to eight feet,
with the ebb and florv of the tides. That waes a
sort of perpetual crab-pasture, and there it was
that Richard Lee determined to expend his ener-
gies that Saturday.

Very likely there would be other crabbers on the
flats, but Dick was not the boy to object to ihat,
provided none of them should notice the change in
his raiment. At an early hour, therefove, Dab and
Ford were preceded by their colored friend, they
thernselves waiting for later breakfasts than Mrs.
Lee was in the habit of preparing.

Dick’s ill fortune did not leave him when he got
out of sight of his mother. It followed him doim
to the shore of the inlet, and compelled hiin to give
up all idea, for that day, of borrowing a lespeelablc
boat. There were several belonging to the neigh-
bors, from among which Dick was accustomed to
take his pick, in return for errands nin and other
Services done for their owners; but, on this par-
ticular morning, not one of them all was available.
Some were fastened with ugly chains and padlocks.

I ’Il show ye wot to do .
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Tivo "ere hauled away above even high-water
mark, and so Dick could not have got them into
thewater even if he had dared to try; and as for
the rest, as Dick said, “ Guess dar ownets must
habburrowed ’em.”

The consequence was that the dark-skinned
joung fisherman was for once compelled to put up
*i(hhis own boat, or rather his father’s.

The three wise men of Gotham were not much
;wotse off when they went to sea in a howl than
«@s Dick Lee in that rickety little oid flat-bottomed
punt

Did it leak ?

Well, not so very much, with no heavier weight
ihan tiick’s; but there was reason in his remark
that “ Dis yer’s a mean boat to frow down a fish in,
«en you cotch ’im. He s done gone suah to git
Eownded.”

Yes, and the crabs would get their feet wet and
Isowould Dick; but he resigned himself to his cir-
ramstances and pushed away. To tell the truth,
rehad not been able to free himself from a linger-
iof fear lest his mother might come after him,
I hefore he could get afloat, with ordei-s for some
I dntyor other on shore, and that would have been
, «rse than the little oid “ scow,” a good deai.

“Reckon it’s all right,” said Dick, as he shoved
Idi. “It’d be an awful risk to trus” dem nice clo’es
iode ole boat, suah."

Nice clothes, nice boats, a good many other nice
things, were as yet beyond the reach of Dick Lee,
bu he was quite likely to catch as many crabs as
hismore aristocratic neighbors.

AS for Dabney Kinzer and his friend from the
| dty, they were on their way to the water-side at an
I hour which indicated smaller appetites than usual,
lorgreater speed at the breakfast table.

“Plentyofboats, | should say,” remarked Ford,
ishesurveyed the little “ landing” and its vicinity
""ith ihe air of a man who had a few fleets of his
lon “Allsorts. Any of’em fast?”

"Not many,” said Dab; “ the row-boats, big
1Jiid little, have to be built so they’ll stand pretty

I raugh water.”
“How are the sail-boats?”
“Same thing. There’s Ham Morriss yacht.”
“That? Why, she ’s as big fis any in the lot.”

"Bigger, but she don’t show it,” said Dab.
"Cant we make a cruise in her?” said Ford.
“Any time. Ham lets me use her whenever |
'lie. She’s fast enough, but she’s built so she’ll
“nd most anything. Safe as a house if she’s
“odled right.”
“Handled!”
“Ford Foster’s expression of face would have done
Ithe Secretary of the Navy, or the chairman
INaval Affairs Committee in Congress, or any

623

other perfect seaman, Noah included. It seemed
to say: “ As if any boat could be otherwise than
well sailed with me on board.”

Dabney, however, even while he had been talk-
ing, had been hauling in from its “ float and grap-
nel,” about ten yards out at low water, the very
stanch-looking little yawl-boat that called him
owner. She was just such a boat as Mrs. Kinzer
would naturally have provided for her boy,—stout,
well made and sensible,—without any bad habits
of upsetting, or the like. Not too large for Dabney
to manage all alone, the “ Jenny,” as he called her,
and as the fiame was painted on the stern, was all
the better off for having two on board.

“The inlet’s pretty narrow for a long reach
through the marsh,” said Dabney, “ andas crooked
as a ram’s-horn. | ’ll steer and you puli till we re
out o’ that, and then I ’ll take the oars.”

“ I might as well row out to the crab-grounds,”
said Ford, as he pitchcd his coat forward and took
his seat at the oars. “ All ready?”

“ Ready,” said Dab, and the “ Jenny” glided
gracefully away from the landing with the starting
push he gave her.

Ford Foster had had oars in his hands before,
but his experience must have been limited to a class
of vessels different from the one he was in now.

He was shortofsomething, at allevents. It may
have been skill, and it may have been legs, or dis-
cretion ; but, whatever was lacking, at the third or
fourth stroke the oar-blades went a little too deeply
below the smooth sucface of the water; there was
a vain tug, a little out of “ time,” and then there
was a boy on the bottom of the boat and a pair of
well-polished shoes lified high in the air.

“ You ve got it 1” shouted Dabney.

“ Gotwhat?” exclaimed an ail hut angry voice
from between the seats.

“ Caught the first ‘crab,”” replied Dabney,—
“that’s what we cali it. Can you steer? Guess
| ’d better row.”

“ No you wont,” was the very resolute reply, as
Ford regained his seat and bis oars; “ | sha’nt
catch any more crabs of that sort. | ’m a little out
of practice, that’s all.”

“ 1 should say you were, .alittle.
hurt you. T isn’t much ofa puli.”

Ford would have pulled it, now, if he had blis-
tered all the skin off his hands in doing so, and he
did very creditable work, for some minutes, among
the turns and windings of the narrow inlet.

“ Here we are,” shouted Dabney, at last. “ We
are in the inlet yet, but it widens out into the bay.”

“ That’s the bay, out yonder?”

“Yes; and the island between that and the
ocean’s no better’n a mere bar ofsand.”

“ How d’you get pastit?”

Well, it wont
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“ Right across there, almost in a straight Une.
We Tl run it, next week, in Ham’s yacht. Splen-
did weak-fishing, right in the mouth of that inlet,
on the ocean side.”

“ Hurrah 1” exclaimed Ford.
Is the bay deep ?”

“ Not very,” replied Dabney, “ but it gets pretty
rough sometimes.”

Ford was getting red in the face, just then, with
his unaccustomed exercise, and his friend added ;

“You need n’t puli so hard. W e’re almost
there. Hullo 1 if there isn’t Dick Lee in his dry-
goods box ! That boat'l drovvn him, some day,
and his dad, too. But just see him putl in crabs 1”

Ford carne near “ catching” one more as he tried
to turn around for the look proposed, exclaiming:

“ Dab, let’s get to work as quick as we can.
They might go away.”

“ Might fly?”

“ No ; butdon’t they go and come ?”

“ Well, you go and drop the grapnel over the
bows, and we ‘il see 'em come in pretty quick.”

The grapnel, or little anchor, was thrown over
quickiy enough, and the two boys were in such an
eager haste that they had hardly a word to say
to Dick, though he was now but a few rods away.

Now it happened that when Ford and Dab carne
down to the water that morning, each of them had
brought a load. The former had only a neat little
japanned tin box, about as big as his head, and
the latter, besides his oars, carried a seemingly
pretty heavy basket.

“ Lots of lunch, I should say,” had been Ford’s
mental comment; but he liad not thought it wise
to ask questions.

“ Plenty of lunch, | reckon,” thought Dab at
the same time, but only as a matter of course.

And they were both wrong. Lunch was the one
thing they had both forgotten.

But the box and the basket ?

Ford Foster carne out, of his own accord, with
the secret of the box, for he now took a little key
out of his pocket and unlocked it with an air of

“ Look at this, will you ?”

Dab Kinzer looked, and was very sure he had
never before seen quite such an assortment of
brand-new fish-hooks, of many sorts and sizes, and
of fish-lines which looked as if they had thus far
spent their lives on dry land.

“ Tip-top ! he remarked. “ Isee alotofthings
we can use one of these days, but there isn’t time
to go over’em now. Let’s go forthe crabs. What
made you bring your box along?”

“ Oh,” replied Ford, “ | left my rods at home,
both of 'em. You don’t s’pose |I’d go for a crab
with a rod, do you? But you can take your pick
of liooks and lines.”

“1’m in for that.
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“ Crabs? Hooks and lines?”

“Why, yes. You don’t mean to scoop ‘emupl
in. that landing-net, do you ?”

Dab looked at his friend for a moment in blank
amazement, and then the truth burst upon himfor
the first time.

“Oh, 1 see! You never caught any cras.
Well, just )ou lock up your jewelry-box, andIf
show you.”

It was not easy for Dab to keep from laughing in
Ford Foster’s face j but his mother had not given
him so many lessons in good breeding for nothing,
and Ford was permitted to cidse his ambiiious
“ casket” without any worse annoyance than hs
own wounded pride gave him.

But now carne out the secret of the basket.

The cover was jerked off and nothing revealed
except a varied assortment of clams, large and
small, but mostly of good size ; tough oid customers
that no amount of roasting or boiling would ewr
have prepared for human eating.

“ What are they for,—bait ?”

“ Yes, bait, weight and all.”

“ How % that ?”

Dabney’s reply was to draw from his pocket a
couple of long, strong cords, bits of oid fishing-
line. He cracked a couple of clams, one against
the other; tied the fieshy part firmly to the ends
of the cords; tied a bit of shell on, a foot or ©
from the end, for a sinker; handed one to Ford;
took the other himself, and laid the long-handied
scoop-net he had brought with him down between
them, saying:

“Now we’re ready. Drop your clam to'the
bottom and draw it up gently. You ’ll get the
knack of it in five minutes. It ’s all knack. There
isn’t anything else so stupid as a crab.”

Ford watched carefully, and obeyed in silence.

In a minute or so more the operation of the
scoop-net was called for, and then the fun began.

“ The young black rascal | ” exclaimed Dabney.
“ If he has n’t gone and got a sheep's-head 1”

“ A sheep’s-head ?”

“ Yes; that’s why he beats us so badly. Itd
better than clams, only you can’t always get one."

“ But how he does puli ’em in 1"

“We re doing well enough,” began Dabney:
when suddenly there carne a slirill cry of pain from
Dick Lee’s punt.

“ He ’s barefooted,” shouted Dab, with, it musi
be confessed, something like a grin, “ andoneo:
the little fellows has pinned him with his nippersd'

There need have been nothing very serious
that, but Dick Lee was more than ordinarily aei
to anything like physical pain, and the crab whid
had seized him by the toe was a very muscular an
vicious specimen of his quarrelsome race.
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The first consequencc was a momentary dance
upand down in the punt, accompanied by vigorous
howling frotn Dick, but not a word of any sort from
the crab. The next consequencewas that the crab
let go, hut so, at the same instant, did the rotten
board in the boat-bottom upon which Dick Lee
had so rashly danced.

Itlet go of the rest of the boat so suddenly that
poor Dick had only time for one tremendous yell
as it let him right down through to his armpits.
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the shrill whistle of the engine announced the
arrival of the morning train at the little station in
the village.

A minute or so later, a very pretty young lady
was standing beside a trunk on the platform, trying
to get sorae Information of the flag-man.

“ Can you tell me where Mr. Foster lives?”

“ That’s the gimlet-cyed laryer from Yark ?”

“Yes, hes from New York,” said the young
lady, smiling in his face. “ Where does he Uve?”

DICK LEE IN TROUBLE.

| Trewater was perfectly smooth, but the boat was
bll in an instant, and nearly a bushel of freshly
ought and ill-teinpered crabs were maneuvering
| uisUdirections around the woolly head which was
Altheir late captor could now keep in sight.
I “Up with the grapnel, Ford,” shouted Dab.
| “Take an oar ! We Tl both row. He can swim
likeaduck, but he might split his throat.”

“Or get scared to death.”

"10r eaten up by the crabs.”

Chafter VII.

Atthe verymoment when the angry crab closed
Jitnippers on the bare big toe of Dick Lee, and
| “Sshrill note of discomfort tang across the inlet,
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“ He’s got the sapiest boy, thin. Is it him as
took the Kinzer house ?”
“ 1 think likely it is.

get there ?”

“ Thim Kinzers is foine people. The widdy
married one of the gurrels to Misther Morris.”

“ But how can | get to the house ?”

“ Is it there ye 're afther goin’? Hey, Michael,
me boy, bring up yer owld rattiethrap an’ take the
leddy’s thrunk. She ’ll be goin’to the Kinzer place.
Sharp, now 1”

“ I should say it was !” muttered the young lady,
as the remains of what had been a carry-all were
pullcd up beside the platform by the skinny skele-
ton of what might once have been a horse. “It’s

a rattletrap !”

Can you tell me how to
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There was no choice, however, for that was the
only public conveyance at the station, and the
young lady’s trunk was already whisked in behind
the dashboard, and the driver was waiting for her.

He could afford to wait, as it would be hours
before another train would be in.

There was no door to open in that “ carriage.”
It was all door except the top and bottom, and the
pretty passenger was neither helped fior hindered
in finding her place on the back seat.

If the flag-man was more disposed to ask ques-
tions than to answer them, “ Michael” said few
words of any kind except to his horse. To him,
indeed, he kept up a constant stream of encour-
aging remarks, the greater part of which would have
been hard for an ordinary liearer to understand.

Very likely the horse knew what they meant, for
he carne very near breaking from a limp into a
trot several times, under the stimulus of all that
clucking and * g’lang now.”

The distance was by no means great, and Michael
seemed to know the way perfectly. At least, he
answered, “ Yes’m, indade,” to several inquiries
from his passenger, and she was compelled to he
satisfied with that.

“ What a big house itis1 And painters at work
on it, too 1” she exclaimed, just as Michael added
a vigorous jerk of the reins to the “ Whoa !” with
which he stopped his nag in front of an open gate.

“ Ate you sure this is the place ?”

“Yes’'m, indade. Fifty cints, mum.”

By the time the trunk was out and swung in-
side the gate, the young lady had followed; but
for some reason Michael sprang back to his place
and whipped up his limping steed. It may have
been the fear ofbeing asked to take that trunk into
the house, for it was not a very small one. The
young lady stood for a moment irresolute, and
then left it where it was and walked straight up to
the door.

No bell; no knocker. The workmen had not
reached that part of their improvements yet. But
the door was open, and a very neatly furnished
parlor at the left of the hall seemed to say, “ Come
right in, please,” and so in she went.

Such an arrival could not possibly have escaped
the notice of the inmates of the house, and, as the
young lady from the railway carne in at the front,
another and a very different looking lady marched
through to the parlor from the rear.

Each one would have been a puzzle to the other,
if the eider of the two had not been Mrs. Kinzer,
and the widow had never been very much puzzled
in all her life. At all events, she put out her hand
with a cordial smilé, saying:

“ Miss Foster, is it not? | am Mrs.
How could he have made such a mistake ?”

Kinzer.

KINZER.
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“ Yes, Miss Annie Foster. But do please ex-
plain. Where am I, and how do you know me?"

The widow laughed cheerily.

“How do | know you, my dear? Why, you
resemble your mother almost as much as your
brother Ford resembles his father. You are only
one door from home hei-e, aiid | 'H have youi
trunk taken right over to the house. Please, sit
down a moment. Ah ! my daughter Samantha,
Miss Foster. Excuse me a moment, while 1 cali
one of the men.”

By the time their mother was fairly out of the
room, however, Keziah and Pamela were also inil,
and Annie thought she had rarely seen three girls
whose appearance testified so strongly to the healthi-
ness of the place they lived in.

The flag-man’s questions and Annie’s answers
were related quickly enough, and the cause of
Michael’s blunder was plain at once.

The parlor rang again with peéais of laughter, for
Dab Kinzer’s sisters were ready at any time to look
at the funny side of things, and their accidental
guest saw no reason for not joining them.

“ Yourbrother Ford is outon the bay, crabbing,
with our Dabney,” remarked Samantha, as the
widow returned. But Annie's eyes had been fu-
tively watching her baggage, through the windoiv,
and saw it swinging up on a pair of broad, red-
shirted shoulders just then, and, before she could
bring her mind to the crab question, Keziah ex

claimed: “ If there is n’t Mrs. Foster coming |
through the farm gate 1”
“ My mother?” And Annie was up and out of

the parlor in a twinkling, followed by all the ladies
of the Kinzer family. It was really quite a pro-
cession.

Now, if Mrs. Foster was in the least degree sur-
prised by her daughter’s sudden appearance, or by
her getting to the Kinzer house first instead oftol
her own, it was a curious fact that she did not say|
so by a word or a look.

Not a breath of it. But, for all the thorough-
bi-ed self-control of the city lady, Mrs. Kinzer knew
perfectly well there was something odd and un-
expected about it all. If Samantha had noticed
this fact, there might have been some questions
asked; but one of the widow’s most rigid rules m!
life was to “ mind her own business.”

The girls, indeed, were quite jubilant over anl
occurrence which made them at once so well ac
quainted with theif very attractive new neighbor; |
and they might have followed her even beyond the
gate in the north fence if it had not been fortheirl
mother. All they were allowed to do was to gol
back to their own parlor and hold a “ councuo |
war,” in which Annie Foster was discussed fnint|
her bonnet to her shoes.
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Mrs. Foster had been abundantly affectionate in
vreeting her daughter; but when once they were
alone in the wee sitting-room of the oid Kinzer
homestead, she put her arms around her, saying:

“ Now, my darling, tell me what it all means.”

“Why, mother, it was partly my niistakc and
partlythe flag-man’s and tire driver’, and | 'm sure
Mrs- Kinzer was kind. She knew me, before | said
nword, b)' my resemblance to you.”

DAB KINZER.
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would come home. | had just one pair left white
to wear home, and | traveled all night.”

Poor Mrs. Foster!l A coid shudder went over
her at the jdea of that ink among the spotless con-
tents of her own collar-box.

“ What boys they must be 1
did they say ?”

“ Unele Joe laughed till he cried, and Aunt
Maria said boys will be boys, and | half believe

But, Annie, what

“*THE ONLY PUBLIC CONVEYAHCE AT THE STATION.

“Oh, I don’t mean thatt How is it you are
here so soon? | thought you meant to make a
longvisit at your Unele Hart's.”

“1would but for those boys.”

“Your cousins, Annie !”

“Cousins, mother I You never saw such young
lwrs in all your life. They tormented me from
morning till night.”

“ But, Annie, | hope you have not offended' ’

“ Offended, mother! Aunt Maria thinks they’re
porfect, and so does Unele Joe. They’d let them
polithe house down over their heads, you ’d think.”

“But, Annie, what did they do, and what did
yousay ?”

“Do! | could n’ttell you in all day; but when
lheypoured ink over my cuffs and coilars, | said |

they were sorry; but that was only a sort of a
winding-up. | would n't stay there another hour.”

Annie had other things to tell, and, long before
she had finishcd her story, there was no further
fault to be found with her for losing her temper.
Still, her mother said, mildly:

* | mustwrite to Maria at once, for itwontdo to
let those boys make trouble between us.”

Chapter VIH.

Dab Kinzer and his friend were prompt enough
in coming to the rescue of their unfortunate fellow-
crabber ; but to get him out of the queer wreck he
had made of that punt was a tough task.

“ 1 is n’t drownin’,” exclaimed Dick, heroically.
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as the other boat carne up beside him.
take yer scoop-net an' save dem crabs.”

“ They wont drown," said Ford.

“ But they ’ll get away,” said Dab, snatching the
scoop. “ Dick’s head is level on that point.”

The side boards of the oid punt were under water
halfthe time, but the crabs were pretty well penned
in. Even a couple of them that had mistaken
Dick’s wool for another sheep’s-head were secured
without difficulty.

“ What luck he ’d been having | ” said Ford.

“ He always does,” said Dab. *“ I say, Dick,
how 1l I scoop you in?”

“ Has you done got all de crabs ?”

“ Every pinner of 'era.”

“ Den jest you wait a minute.”

They were quite likely to wait, for the shining
black face had instantly disappeared.

* Sunk 1” exclaimed Ford.

“ There he comes,” replied Dab.
ashore from here, and not half try.
swim twice as far as that, myself.”

“ Could you? 1 could n’t.”

That was the firsttime Dab had heard his new
acquaintance make a confession of inabdity, and
he could see a more than usually thoughtful ex-
pression on his face. The coolness and skill of
Dick Lee had not been thrown away on him.

“If I had my clothes off,” said Ford, “ 1°d try
that on.”

“ Dab Kinzer, you s de best feller dar is. Wot’ll
we do wid de ole boat?” burst out Dick on coming
to the surface,

“ Let the tide carry her in while we re crabbing.
She isn’t worth mending, butwe’ll tow herbéme.”

“ All right,” said Dick, as he grasped the gun-
wale of Dab’s boat and began to climb over.

“ Hold on, Dick.

“ 1is a-holdin’ on.”

“ | mean wait a bit.

“ Ob coursé | ’s wet.”

“Well, then, you stay in there till you get dry.
It’s well you did n’t have your new clothes on.”

“ Aint | glad about dem!” emphatically ex-
claimed the young African. “ Nebber mind dese
clo’es. De water on ’em ’s all good, dry water, like
de res’ob de bay.”

And, so saying, Dick tumbled over in, with a
spatter which made Ford Foster tread on two or
three crabs in getting away from it. It was not the
firsttime by many that Dick Lee had found himself
bathing without time given him to unclress.

And now it was discovered that the shipwreckecl
crabber had never forone instant loosened his hold
of the line to the other end of which was fastened
his precious sheep’s-head.

It was a regular crabbing crew, two to puli up

* Jest you

“He’d swim
Why, | could

Aint you wet?”
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and one to scoop in, and never had the sprawling
“ game ” been more plentiful on that crab pasture,
or more apparently in a hurry to be captm-ed.

“ What on earlh shall we do with them all?”
asked Ford.

“ Soon’s we’ve got a mess for both our folks,
we’ll quit this and go for some fish,” replied Dab,
“ The claras are good bait, and we can try some
ofyour tackle.”

Ford’s face brightened a good deal at the siigges-
tion, for he had more than once cast a crestfallen
look at his pretentious box. But he replied;

“ A mess1 How many crabs can one man eat?’

“ 1 don’t know,” said Dab. “ It depends a good
deal on who he is. Then, if he eats the shells, he
can’t take in so many.”

“ Eat de shells? Yah, yah, yahi Dat beats
my mudder ! She’s allers a-sayin’ wot a waste de
shells make,” laughed Dick. “ I jest wish we migh!
ketch some fish. | das n’t kerry home no crabs"

“ It does look as if we’d got as many as wed
know what to do with,” remarked Dab, as he looked
down on the sprawling multitude in the bottom of
the boat. “ We Il turn the clams out of the basket
and fill that; but we must n’t put any crabs in the
fish-car. We ’ll stosv ’em forward.”

The basket held more than half a bushd, but
there was a “ heap” of what Ford Foster called
“ the crusties” to pen up in the bow of the boai,

That duty attended to, and "Dick was set at the
oars, while Dab selected from Ford’s box just the
very hooks and Unes their owner had made leasi
account of.

“ W hat’ll we catcli, Dab?”

“ Most anything. Nobody knows till he ’s done
it. Perch, porgies, cunners, black-fish, weak-fish,
may be a bass or a sheep’s-head, but more cunners
than anything else, except we strike some floundeis
at the turn of the tide.”

“ That’s a big enough assortment to set upa
fish-market on.”

“ If we catch ’em. We ’ve got a good enough
day, anyhow, and the tide 11be about right by ihe
time we get to work.”

“Why not try here?”

“ ’Cause there s no fish to speak of, and because
the crabs ’ll clean your hook for you as fast asyou
can put the baiton. We must go out to deeper
water and better bottom. Dick knows just where
to go. You might hang your line out all day and
not get a bite, if you did n’t strike the right spot.”

Ford made no answer, for it was beginning to
dawn upon him that lie could teach the “'long-
shore boys,” black or white, very little about fish-
ing. He even allowed Dab to pick out a line fot
him and puton the hook and sinker, and Dick
showed him how to fix his bait, “ So de fust cur
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nerdatrubs agin it wont knoclc it off. Dem ’s awful
mean fish. Good for nuffin but steal bait.”

A nierry party they were, and the salt water was
rapidly drying from the garments of the colored
oarsman, as he pulled strongly and skillfully out
into the bay and around toward a deep cove to the
nortli of the inlet mouth.

Then, indeed, for the first time in his life, Ford
Foster leamed what it was to catch fish.

Not but what he had spent many an hour, and
evenday, in and about other waters; but he had
never had two such born fishermen at his elbow to
take him to the right place precisely, and then to
showhim what to do when he got there.

Fun enough, for the fish bit well, and some of
them were of very encouraging size and weight.

Ford would have given half the hooks and lines
in his box if he could have caught from Dick or
Dab the curious “ knack” they seemed to have of
coaxing the biggest of the finny folks to their bait
and then over into the boat.

“ Never mind, Ford,” said Dab; “ Dick and |
arebetter acquainted with ’em. They ’re always a
hule shy with strangers at first. They don’t really
mean to be impolite.”

Still, it almost looked like some sort of favorit-
ism and there was no danger but that Dick would
leable to appease the mind of his mother without
making any mention of the crabs.

At last, almost suddenly, and as if by common
«insent, the fish stopped biting, and the two “ ’long-
jAore boys ” began to put away their lines.

“ Going to quit ?” asked Ford.

“Tlme's up and tide ’s turned,” responded Dab.
“Not another hite, most likely, tOl late this even-
ing, Might as well puli up and go home.”

“Mus’ look for wot’s lef’ ob de ole scow on de
wayborne,” said Dick. “ | ’se boun’to ketch it for
dat good-for-not’in’ ole board.”

“We’l find it and tow it in,” said Dab, * and
perhaps we can get it mended. Anyhow, you can
gowith US next week. W e’re going to make a
cruisein Ham Morris’s yacht.  Will you go?”

“Willl go? Yoop1” almost yelled the excited

boy. “ Dat’s jest de one t’ing 1°d like to jine.
Wont we hab fun 1 She’sjest de bes’ boat on dis
hllbay. You aint foolin’ me, is yer?”

He was strongly assured that his young white
atsociates were in sober earnest about both their
purpose and their promise, and, after that, he in-
sistedon rowing all the distance home.

On the way, the oid punt was taken in tow; but

629

the tide had swept it so fer inside the mouth of the
inlet, that there was less troubie in pulling it the
rest of the way. It was hardly worth the labor,
but Dab knew what a tempest the loss of it might
loring around the ears of poor Dick.

When they reached the landing and began to
overhaul their very brilliant “ catch,” Dabney said:

“ Now, Dick, take your string home, leave that
basket of crabs at Mr. Foster’s, then come back
with the basket and carry the rest to our house.
Ford and | 1l see to the rest of the fish,”

“ 1 have n’t caught half so many as you have,
either of you,” said Ford, as he saw with what
even-handed justice the fish were divided, in three
piles, as ihey were scooped out of the “ fish-car.”

“ What of that ?” replied Dabney. “ We follow
fisherman’s rules down this way. Share and share
alike, you know. All the luck is oiitside the boat,
they say. Once the fish are landed, your luck’s
as good as mine.”

“ Do they always follow that rule ?”

“ The man that broke it would n’t find company
very easily, bereabouts, next time he wanted to go
a-fishing. No, fior for anything else. Nobody ’d
boat with him.”

“Well, ifit’s the regular thing,” said Ford,
hesitatingly. “ But I ’ll tell who really caught ’em.”

“ Oh, some of yours are right good ones. Your
string would look big enough, some days. Don’t
you imagine you can puli’em in every time like we
did this morning. Crabs for fish, either.”

“ No, | s’pose not. Anyhow, | 've Icarned some
things.”

“ 1 guess likely. We’ll go for some more next
week. Now fora tug I”

The boat had already been made fast, and the
two boys picked up their strings of fish, two for
each, after Dick Lee had started for home, and
heavy ones they were to carry under that hot sun.

“ Come and show the whole lot to my mother,”
said Ford, “ before you take yours into the house.
I want her to see them all.”

“ All right,” replied Dab. But he little dreamed
ofwhat was coming, for, when he and Ford marched
proudly into the sitting-room with their finny prizes,
Dabney found himself face to face with, not good,
sweet-voiced Mrs. Foster, but, as he thought, the
most beautiful young lady he had ever seen.

Ford Foster shouted: “ Annie! you here? Well,
I never!”

But Dab Kinzer wished all those fish safely back
again, swimming in the bay.

QV  continHedy
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THE STORY OF PERSEUS.

STORY OF

[y,

PERSEUS.

(Adaltfii/rom ihe Germéan.)

By Mary A. Robinson.

Pany gods and goddesses were
worshiped by the ancient
Greeks and Romans, but, be-
sides these, they also believed
in demigods, so called because,
according to tradition, their
parentage was half divine and
half human. Tliese beings
were generally distinguislied
for beauty, strength, valor or
other noble qualities. The
stories of their adventures told
by ancient writers are as in-
teresting as fairy-tales, and
are so often represented in
painting and sculpture, and
mentioned in books, that it
is well for every one to know

something about them.
Perseus, one of these demi-
gods, was the son of Jupiter,
the highest of the gods, and of Danaé, a mortal
woman. It had been prophesied to Danae’s father,
Acrisius, king of Argos, that a grandson would
take from him both his throne and life, and he
therefore caused Danaé and her child to be shut
up in awooden box and thrown into the sea. The
box was caught in the net of a fisherman of the
isle of Seriphos, by whom its inmates were put
safely on-shore. The king of the island, whose
narae was Polydectus, aftenvard took Danaé under
his special care, and brought up her son as if he

had been his own.

When Perseus had grown to be a young man,
the king urged him to go in search of adventures,
and set him the task of bringing him the head of
the terrible Gorgon named Medusa. Perseus
asked the aid of the gods for this expedition, which
he felt obliged to make, and in answer to his
prayers, Mercury and Minerva, the patrons of ad-
venturers, led him to the abode of the Gnes, the
woman-monsters, so called because they had been
born with gray hair. Perseus compelled them to
show him where lived the nymphs who had in
charge the Helmet of Hades, which rendered its
wearer invisible. They introduced Perseus to the
nymphs, who at once furnished him with the hel-
met, and gave him, besides, the winged shoes and
the pouch, which he also needed for his task.
Then carne Mercury, and gave him the Harpe, or

Curvad knife, while Minerva bestowed upon him
her polished shield, and showed him how to use
it in approaching the Gorgons, that he should not
be tumed into stone at the sight of them.

Perseus donned his shoes and helmet, and flew
until he reached the abode of the Gorgons. Thcse
were three hideous daughters of Phorcus, and sis-
ters ofthe Grtese. One only of them. Medusa, was
mortal. Perseus found the monsters asleep. They
were covered with dragén scales, and had writhing
serpents instead ofhair, and, besides thcse charms,
they had huge tiisks like tliose of a boar, brazen
hands and golden wings. Whoever looked on
them was iinmediately turned to stone, but Perseus
knew this and gazed only on their refiection in his
shield. Having thus discovered Medusa, without
harm to himself, he cut off her head with his
curved knife. Perseus dropped the head of Medusa
into the pouch slung over his shoulder, and weni
quickly on his way. When Medusa’s sisters awoke,
they tried to pursue the young demigod, but the
helmet hid him from their sight and they sought
him in vain.

At length he alighted in the realm of King
Atlas, who was of enormous stature and owned a
grove of trees that bore golden fruit, and were
guarded by a terrible dragén. In vain did the
slayer of Medusa ask the king for food and shclter.
Fearful of losing his golden treasure, Atlas refiised
the wanderer entertainment in his palace. Upon
this Perseus became enraged, and taking the head
of Medusa from his pouch, held it toward the
huge king, who was suddenly turned to stone. His
hair and beard changed to forests, his shoulders,
hands and bones became rocks, and his head grew
up into a lofty mountain-peak. Mount Atlas, in
Africa, was believed by the ancients to be the
mountain into which the giant was tiansfonned.

Perseus then rose into the air again, continued
his journey, and carne to Ethiopia, where he beheid
a maiden chained to a rock that jutted out into the
sea. He was so enchanted with her lovelincss that
he almost forgot to poise himself in the air with his
wings. At last, taking orrnis neim e SOtbatheand
his politeness might be perceived, he said; “ Fray
tell me, beauteous maiden, what is thy country,
what thy fiame, and why thou art here in bonds?

The weeping maiden blushed at siglit of the
handsome stranger, and replied;

I am Andrémeda, daughter ofCepheus, kingo
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this country. My mother boasted to the nymplis,
daugl'ters of Nereus, that she was fer more beauti-
ful than they. This roused their anger, and they
persuaded Neptune, their friend, to make the sea
overflow our shores and send a monster to destroy
W Then an Oracle proclaimed that we never
should be rid of these evils until the queen’s daugh-
ter should be given for the monster’s prey. The
people forced my parents to make the sacrifice,
and 1was chained to this rock.”

As she ceased speaking the waves surged and
boilcd, and a fearful monster rose to the surface.
The inaiden shrieked in terror, just as her parents
carne hastening to her in hopeless anguish, for
[bey could do nothing but weep and moan.

Then Perseus told them who he was, and boldly
proposed to rescue the maiden if they would
promise to give her to him as his wife.

The king and queen, eager to save Andrémeda,
at once agreed to this, and said they would give
him not only their daughter, but also their own
kingdoin as her dowry.

Meanwhile, the monster had come within a
stone’s throw of the shore, so Perseus flew up into
ihe air, put on his helmet, pounced down upon
ihe creature, and killed it, after a fierce struggle.
He then sprang ashore and loosed the bonds of
Andrémeda, who greeted him with words of thanks
and looks of love. He restored her to the arms
of her delighted parents, and entered their palace
a happy bridegroom.

Soon the wedding festivities began, and there
wes general rejoicing. The banquet was not yet
over, however, when a sudden tumult arése in the
court of the palace. It was caused by Phineus,
brother of Cepheus, who had been betrothed to his
niece Andromeda, but liad failed her in her hour
of need. He now made his appearance with a
host of followers and clamored for his bride.

But Cepheus arése and cried:

“Brother, art thou mad? Thou didst lose thy
bride when she was given up to death before thy
fae Why didst thou not then win back the
priz? Leave her now to him who fought for her
andsaved her.”

Phineus held his peace, but cast furious looks
bothat his brother and at Perseus, as if hesitating
whichto strike first. Finaily, with all his might, he
threw a spear at Perseus, but missed the mark.
Thiswas the signal fora general combat between
the guests and servants of Cepheus and Phineus
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and his followers. The latter were the more
numerous, and at last Perseus was quite surrounded
by enemies. He fought valiantly, however, strik-
ing down his opponents one after another, until he
saw that he could not hold out to the end against
such odds. Then he made up his mind to use his
last, but surest, means of defense, and crying, “ Let
those who are my friends turn away their faces,”
he drew forth the head of Medusa and held it
toward his nearest adversary.

* Seek thou others,” cried the warrior, “ whom
thou inayst frighten with thy miracles |”

But in the very act of lifting his spear he grew
stiff and motionless as a statue. The same fate
carne upon all who followed, till at last Phineus
repented of his unjust conduct. All about him
he saw nothing but stone images in every con-
ceivable posture. He called despairingly upon his
friends and laid hands on those near him; but all
were silent, coid and stony. Then fear and sorrow
seized him, and his threats changed to prayers.

“ Spare me—spare my life |” he cried to Per-
seus, “and bride and kingdom shall be thine 17

But Perseus was not to be moved to mercy, for
his friends had been killed before his very face.
So Phineus shared the doom of his followers and
was tumed to stone.

After these events Perseus and Androémeda were
married, and together they joumeyed to Seriphos,
where they heard that the king had been ill-treat-
ing Danaé. When, therefore, the tyrant assembled
his court to see how Perseus had done his task, tlie
son avenged his motlier’s wrongs by petrifying the
assemblage—king, courtiers and all1 Then he
gave back to the nymphs the helmet, shoes and
pouch they had lentto him, returned the knife to
Mercury, and prescnted Minerva with Mednsa’s
head, which ever after she wore upon her sliield.

With his mother and his wife Perseus then
sought his timid grandfether Acrisius, and found
him, not in his own realm of Argos, but at Larisa,
the city of King Teutamias, looking on at some
public games. Perseus must needs meddle in the
exercises, and so managed to fulfill the oid prophecy
and accideiually slay his grandfether by an unlucky
throw of the discus, a kind of flat quoLt.

Perseus, who deeply mourned his grandfather’s
fate, soon exchanged the kingdom of Argos for
Tiryns, and there founded the city of Mycence.
He lived very happily with his wife, and ruled his
kingdom long and wisely.
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THE STORY LITTLE NELL READ.

Nett’s mother had gone away for a long visit, and had left her Iittle|
girl with grandma, who loved her so much and was so kind to her that
Nell was very happy and very good,— except sometimes. Her naughty
times were lesson-times. Grandma, who lived in the country, far away
from schools, taught Nell herself; and Nell did n’t like it.

That was queer, too, for she dearly loved stories—when grandma read |
them— and could lie down on the soft rug before the fire, and play|
with the kitty, and just listen. But when she had to sit up in a chair by|
the table, and read for herselfi— out loud, so that grandma could be sure|
she got all the long words right,—she would look so cross that it made |
grandma sad to see her, and long for a way to cure her little girl’s naughty|
temper.

She did find a way. One day, she carne home from the store with a
beautiful new book, all red and gold outside, and full of pictures within.
“There!” she said to Nell, “you’ll surely like to read that!” But Nell
did n’t think so, and, when grandma opened the book and asked her to|
read the middie story, she looked crosser than ever.

“Why, it’s the story of “A Naughty Girl!”” she said. “ 1 don’t believe
Il like that, grandma.” But grandma said nothing; only looked as if
she were listening very hard, and Nell read on:

“Once up-on a time, there was a naught-y lit-tle girl. She had been

naught-y so long that two lit-tle frowns had grown quite fast to her eye-
brows, and the cor-ners of her mouth turn-ed down so tight that she on-ly |
had room for a lit-tle bit of a smile, which did not come ver-y ofcen,
be-cause it felt so crowd-ed ; and, when she was ver-y an-gry, it just slip-ped
a-way al-to-geth-er ”

“Stop there 1” said grandma, in such a funny tone that Nell looked up
to see what she meant. Grandma stood beside her, holding a little mirror
so that Nell could not help seeing her own face in it

She looked and looked, and her face grew as red as the cover of her
book, and she wanted to cry, but at last she thought better of it, and,
looking up shyly, said :

“Grandma, | know! I’'d do for a picture to put to this girl’s story!
My face is just like that! But see now I”—and she opened her eyes very,
wide, and raised up her eyebrows so far that the two little frowns in them

got frightened and tumbled off, and the wee smile that carne to her lips,
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found so much room that it stretched itself into a real good laugh, and
grandma laughed too, and they were very merry all that day.
Grandma’s little mirror taught Nell a lesson, and now, when she feels

‘THE {FROWNS TUMBLEU OPF.”

jitre frowns coming back, she lifts her eyebrows almost up to her hair, and
nins for her red book, and she and grandma both laugh to think how
Nell was made into a picture to fit the naughty girl’s story.
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

W ell, here ’s July come again, warm and bright
and happy, and the children of the Red School-
house are as busy as bees getting ready fot the
Fourth. | suppose you are, too, my dears. Have
as good a time as you can, and help sorae other
body to have a good time, too. But don’t blow
yourselves up, for that is not the proper way to
rise in the world.

For my part, | don’t quite see the use of bum-
ing so much gunpowder by way of celebrating the
Fourth of July. From all I can make out, the
mere maldng sure of that day burned up quite
enough of it.

But then, | ’m only a peaceable Jack-in-the-
Pulpit, and, of course, | can’t be expected to under-
stand all these things.

Now, to work 1 But take it coolly and quietly,
my dears. Don’t treat business as though :l were
a lighted fire-cracker with a short fuse.

First comes a message from Deacon Green about

ARIOSTO’S FAIRY-STORY.

The Deacon sa>-s that, as preaching is warm
work just now, he will do no more than give you
a text, this time, and you can have a try at the
sermo6n all by yourselves. Here is what he sends
you as the text:

Ariosto, the Italian poet, tells a story of a fairy,
whose fate obliged her to pass certain seasons in
the form of a snake. If anybody injured her during
those seasons, he never afler shared in the rich
hlessings that were hers to give ; but those who, in
spite of her ugly looks, pitied and cared for her,
were crowned for the rest of their lives with good
fortune, had all their wishes granted, and became
truly blessed.

“ Such a spirit,” adds the Deacon, “ is Liberty.
And neither we fior our country can be kept safe
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without her. Since, too, Liberty cannot be kipt
safe without sincerity and manhood ” '

There, my dears, this gives you a good stan,
Now go on with the sermdn.

A CONQRESS OF BIRDS.

Brooklyn, N.Y.

Dear JaCK-in-the-Pulpit; ! have something lo leil y«i >«
some of your friends the birds, and perhaps your ohicks can }i*
answer the questions the anccdote raises.

One summer evening of 1846, at Catskill Village, vast numbersd
whip-poor*wills and swallows began to gathcr from all direciioH
about an hour before sunset, and in a few minutes the sky wagdad
with their wines. They assembled above a high hill, and onetib
cemetery whicn was on this hill they dmled ana wheeled and oiiral
togelher, calling and Iwittering in a’stale of great excitement. 1Jej
were so many that, standing anywhere in the cemetery, which ar-
ered about forty acres, one might have knocked them down by e
dreds with an ordinary fishing-rod.

The birds, though of suoh opposile natures, mingled in a fricaifir
way, and seemed to be trying to settle some ﬂuestion of linponaaa
to both parties. Soon, lhe sun sank bchiud the mountains, aod,
while his last rays were fading. the birds went off in squeds, as dey
had come, and all quickly disappeared.

Whence they carne, whither they went, and why they asseinUed, \
aie yet mysterics to, your friend, ' 2.RU

MIDSUMMER NOON.

Here are some Unes 1 heard a summer ortwol
ago. It seems to me that John Clare—the men
who wrote them, 1 believe—must have made ihom
when he was near my pulpit, for they tell justho» |
things are here these sultry noons.

*The busy noise of man and bruto
Is on a sudden hushed and itiute;
Even the brook that leaps along
Seems wean> of its meny song,

And, so soft its waters sleep,
Tired silence anks in slumber deep.

” The tailer grass upon the hili.
And spiders threads, are standing still;
The feathers, dropp” from moordien’s wing,
Which to'the waieds surface cling.
Are stcadfasc, aod as heavy seem
As stones beneath them in the stream.”

PIGS WITH SOLID HOOFS, AND PIGS THAT ARE
NOT PIGS.

In Texas there are pigs whose hoofs are notl
divided like those of ordinary pigs, but are eachinl
one solid piece; at least, so | 'm informed in aj
paragram fresh from England.

If this is true, it is a strange thing; but herc's|
something that seems even stranger still:

The Guinea-pig is not a pig, and there are rol
Guinea-pigs in Guinea. However, there are plenty
in Guiana, and, as the fiames of these places arel
very much alike, perhaps people got mixed wl
calling them. The places are far enough apart,
though, 1 believe; but this you can see by yout|
maps.

t any rate, the Guinea-pig is a sort of cowsinl
of the squirrel and rabbit, and is fond of
and apple peelings, carrot-tops, parsley, and cab-l
bage; but he likes best the leaves from the fea-pot-1

JACK.

W ell, welll How much the dictionary nifa
have to answer fort1 Now, who, without them
ever would have thought that the fiame “ Jack -jj
my flame—is sometimes used in an offensive sense-j

For instance, as | ’m told, these fellows mede
out that “ Jack Frost” means a mischievous My.l
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ligfi; Towel ” is a servants’ towel; and a “ jack”
amachine to do the work of a conimon work-
ljnan, to lift heavy weights. Then there’s a “ Boot
llack ” talcing the place of a servant; a “ Smoke
ilack" another servant, to turn a spit; a “ Jack-
la-Napes,” or saucy fellow; “ Jack Tar,” a conimon
Isailor; and “ Jacket,” a little Jack or coat.

No»', 1 'm half inclined to take this ill of the
Idiciionary men. But perhaps |’m misinformed
libout them.

"TAKE THAT!"

This is not slang, my dears ; not a bit of it. It
labut the translacién of an inscripcién on an ancient
kgyptian ball, a leaden one, used as a kind of
bullel and thrown from a sling. Sometimes the
fiame of the slinger was put on the ball,—so that
lrewounded could tell whom to thank, perhaps.

The phrase “ Take that!” has not entirely gone
tt of fashion,' | believe ; and yet the world ought
ittbe oid enough to know better, by this time.

ANTS AGAIN.

TalkiNG about ants last month put me in mind

rfa scrap, written long ago by the Little School-
iBiaam, and which one of my chicks sent to me.
iHere it is, with the picture that belongs to it;

“and away went THB PIBCB OF BREAD!*’

“Hurrah !” said an ant to her sister,
“1've found a nice piece of bread j
We may push and puli, to carry it home,
Where the little ants wait to be fed.”

So one pulled till she fell over backward,
And the other pushed with her head,

When down carne a thief of a sparrow,
And away went the piece of bread 1

AIR THAT SINOS AND TALKS.

No doubt, my dears, you think that it is only
|">tnand phonographs and such things that talk
sing; so did | until lately. But I ’ve Just
i"Std that ihere are some places in the world
| rtete tlie air itself sings and talks. This fact, 1 'm
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told, is as oid as the hiils and woods j and it is easy
to prove, too. All you have to do is to go into the
open air and blow a horn, or cali Eiloud, or sLng in
a strong clear voice, among the hills, or by the
edge ofa wood, or even near a big empty barn.

Give this a good trial, my chicks, and let me
know the result. Even if you don’t succeed, there’s
no doubt the experimentwill prove Interesting, and
you’ll do no harm. Don’t be afraid ofdisturbing
the birds j they ’re friends of mine, as you know,
and, if you tell them you are doing it for me, they
will gladly put up with a little extra noise.

PLANTS WITH HAIR-

SoME plants have hairs on their leaves, making
them feel rough to the touch, as | 've heard. This
can be seen very plainly by looking at a comraon

mallow-leaf through a microscope. And there is
the mullein, too, with very stiff hairs.
Now, what are these hairs for? | have been

wanting to know this for some time, and should be
glad if some of you clever chicks would look into
the matter, and tell me what you find out.

AN ODD HYMN. . .
Philadelphia, Pd.
Dear Tack-in-the-Pulpit: Will you please ask the Little School-
ma’am, Oeacon Green, and all your yuuog folks, If they know aod
can tell me where to hod che rest of the verses that go wiih chU one?

“ The Choctaw and the Cherokec,
The Kickapoo and Kaw,
Likewise the Pottawatajitle,—

O teach them au ihy Jaw!”

| think it is part of an old-fashioned misaonary hymo. | once
heard a boy repcat the whole of ic, but this is ihe only verse 1 can
remember.—Yours truly, L. M. B.

ANCIENTS AND MODERNS, ONCE MORE.

F.’S question, in the May number, about when
the Ancients left off and the Moderns began, has
been answered by Charles J. Brandt, E. L. S.,
Stevie B. Franklin, H. J. W., “ Amneris,” S. B. A.,
Edward Liddon Patterson, A. R. C., C. C. F., and
Bessie P.

They all say pretty much the same thing, which
is, that Ancient history left offabout the year A. D.
476, with the fall of the western Roman Empire;
that then carne the Middie or Dark Ages; and that
the Moderns began about the year A. D. 1450, or
a little while before the discovery of America. But,
of course, if you don’t feel quite sure that tliese
chicks have given correct answers, you 'd do well
to look farther into the matter.

THE INCOMPLETE TEXT.

My dear Jack : Tho lelter E isthe oneto be added to ihat church-

wall text wiuch you gave lo your chicks m May. If this vowel is set
in acthe right places, the text will read:

" Persevere, ye pcrfect men;
Ever keep thcsc precepcs ten I

This refets, of course, lo the Ten Commandments thal came through
Moss. |r npostscript you will find the fiames of the bright chicks
who sentin the whole text in its complete form. Picase mve them
my good wiihes.—Yours shcerely, Sitlas Grbbn,

P. S—Fred S- Mead, Citarles  Filts, Mary H. Bradley, Lou D.
DeoisoR, H. J. Wj Amold Guyot Cameron, "Nane,” A. R. C,,
“Daisy,” Nellie Emerson; Beasie_and Charlie Wheeler; Maiie
Armsifong. Neils E HanseR, Kaiie Bumeit, Liicy V. McRil»
U.K. H,, Bessie Dorsey, 5.C., Edward A. Page, Bessie P.: Gladys
H. Wiikinson, of MancKester, England; and Lafie MacGregor.
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Boston, Mass., Maya” 1878. immediately begpi to wash off the dust of travel, just $heo

Dear Saikt Nicholas: Will you give me room to rectify a sHp
of the p«<n? My “ Sing*aw” Bird," in your May number, isnota
thrtish, biit a spajTOw; and | ought to bé ashamed of che mbtake,
for | knew he was a sparrow, and had aJready spoken of him, ina
stoty in verse, publUhed three or four years ago, as

“Only a sparrow with a snowy throat.”

Not only thai, 1 hear his music every year, when | go into the White
Mountain regién, and consider it one of the chief charros of the wild
scenery there. rie sang (hisparticular sonc to me last auCumo, on
the banks of the Androscoggin at Berlin Fus.

| ask his pardon and yours for the blunder, and send the stanza as
| have corrected it to make it tell the truth:

'T was the wbice-throated spanow, that sped a light arrow
Of sODs from hb musical ouiver;
And the lingering spell sud tlirou” every dell
On the banks of the Runaway River.
"O_singi ang-away ! sing-away!”
And the inll of the sweet singer had
The souod cf a soul that b ~ad.

I hope there are plenty of the St. N ichot1as children who know
ourwild bi”*s well enougn to see for tbemselves that 1 must have
meant the one commonly known as Ute “ Peabody-bird," so styled
because his song seems always to be calling some human estray of
that fiame, who never comes.

But, indeed, | am afraid that nene of us know our musical litde
frieads of the fields and woods as well as we should and might know
them, ifwe studied into the matter,—Truly yours,

LucY Larcom.

The slory of Perseus, in thU number, has been sel in a frame of
smrs by the oid astronomers. In Professor Proctor’s sky-map in
St. Nichoras forJanuary, 1877, you will Gind the constellation.

New Yorit.

Dbar St. Nichoras; | find in SwifFs “ GuJUverisTravels" that
he speaks ofa "voyage to the count” of the fiouyhnhnms.” Here
are six consonante all'in a row, and | would like to know if such a
word can be corrcctly pronounced-

If itis ptonounced ~hoy-nims,"” and 1 doubt the possibllity of pro*
noundng il any other way, is there any need of so many consonants ?
—Yours truly, Chartes A. Kbbd

The word “ Houyhnhnms" Is the flame given by Dean Swift to an
imagioaiy race ofhorses endowed with reason. It is in two syllables,
hou-yhnhnms, and may be pronouoced “ hooinmz,” with the accent
on dther syllablc, but the volee ought to be quavered in sounding
the " n." Itis likely that Swift spelled the word so as to gei a set of
sounds as nearly as posdble*like the genlie whinoy of a horse when
plcascd.

AinCab, Norihem Syria.
Deas St. Nichoras: | saw a litlie piece in your magazioe, in the
department of “ Jack*in*the»Pulplt,” endtled “ i~erann Stoves," and
1 thought you would like to know that Gte nadve people in Turkey,
right here, dojust the same; and, to tell the truth, it is very comfort-
able sometimes. They cali it tandoor. 1 have a brother in Constan*
6nople studying, also a younger brother, and a dear little sbter named
Isabelle, here. We have taken your magazine ever since it started,
and | think | at least shall never tire of jt. Love lo Jack and the
IAttle Schoolma'am, Deacon Oreen, and all our oid fnends.—Your

loving friend and reader, Etizabbtk M. Trowbruoob.

Portsmouth. N. H.

Dear . Nicholas; | am sure you will Uke to hearhow a cat
adopted a mouse, so here is the whole story for you.

A mother cal, named Tabby, had all herldtiens taken away except
one, and she loved and petted ihis one litde kitten as much as one
liide lateen could be loved and Eetted. But she had a heart so fuU
of love ihat she could not possibly uso it all up oa one kitten; sojone
day, she broughthome the cunmngcst litde mouse | ever saw. That
litde mouse, when she found heiself in the cat's mouth, must have
thought there was not much more fun for her, but that T”rs. Cat was
taking her home to make a luncheon upen her. But Tabby carried
her very carefully, so as not to riimple her smooth coat of fur fior
break any of her tiny bones. When Tabby reached home, she
dropped the mouse into che warm nest where lay her kittcn, and

baihed Kitty. Mousey Uked this so well that she remiined 1
<)uietand quickly dropped asleep.

Tabby’s mistress soon became interested in the happy familv a
supplied bits of cheese and other things that mice Uke toeat \o>
and then she saw this mouse ?erched 00 the back of the steepvi?
kiuen, and nibbling a bit of cfieese held between her two fronina«
Oid Tabby would rabe her head from her naf), to see what ihe~tS
one was doing, and Mousey would hide her lunch in onechttk a
look so innocent that Tabby would go to sleep again. Then M)s.
would out with her cheese and go on nibbling. Thus, cdkTU
and mouse lived happily together untU, one unfortunate day, Taw
had_company; and before she could introduce the company 10hg
family, che company had incroduced che pet mouse Miisclf, and lik
swailowed her at one mouthful. T&bby tried hard to act as ify
company were welcome, but she wore a very sad look durine 1

whole visit. This is a truc story.—Y ouis ¢ncerely, JT

*Thb St. Nichotas C1ub, 0f Philadelphia,” a company ofyoujii
puzzlcia, have sent us four clever metrical answers lo Mr. Cranchl
poetical charades published in the April number. We art sorry di»
we have not room to pdnt all these answers, but here are iwo ¢
then :

First Charadb.
When swiftly in ihe <ar you glide,
With friend or lover by your sidc,
All fear or danger you deride.

But should the car be oversct,
You surely wU be In a
Alihough no ill betide.

When safely in your home you rest,
With foot upod the carpet pressed,
You hecd no gloom ouidde,

Third Charadb.

A man named Nicholas, with heavy pick. *

On bar of steel scarce made a dent or
“ Pick, Nickl” a pasdng jcster criedj in f)leaiam part
“ 1 wish it were picnic" “said he, “wilh all my heait"

A 11 the UlusOanons lo the ardele called * Easter in Gennany,|
printed in the April number, were credited in the table of coolata
to Mr. J. F. Runge. Bul the pictures enlitled * An Easter Farcy,]j
“ An Easter Carriage,” and “ AnEastcr Load," were drawn by Mia
Fanny E. Come, the author of the ardele, and should have beca
crediied to her.

A cobrespondent, H. F. G., sends us the following novel \
audacious comparisons ofwords!

Comparisons of Words
(P. stands for Posirive; C., Comparadvej S., Supcriaiive.)

. A part ofthe foot,.,, Solé P. A personal pronoun.. Ye
. Pertaloins to the sun.Solar C. A division of dme. ..Year

. Comforted......cccccuene. Solaced 5. Is used in making
bread ..o Yeas|

. Arriver In Scotland.. Dee

. An animal............. Deer P, Aknoln. Bow

wOoT vwOT

C A tedious person. . .Bfirt
S. To make great pr«
teodons........cccevueee Boad|

. One who does nol be*
lievein Inspiraiion. .Ddst

P. A negative......... i
C A Bible worthy....... P, A personal pronoun..\bi*
S. Doslknow.............. Knowest C. Apitcher.......c...... (<]
S. Accustomed Used
P. Te divide......ccceernnee Halve L i
C. A portofFrance,.. .Havre  P. Alifie of ihbgs ~ Rw
S- The ;meofntherin C. A loud, deep voice ol
grain and frult....... Harvest sound.. .
S. To cpok
P. Agraln... ..Com .
C. Anangle .Comer P Tomovewithalew P7
S. With an upper mold- . C. DUB ..
ing . Comised S. Appraised....



THE

' Aseaetleés«n'. A part ofthebody...Neck

It 450 " A river ofSouch-west
L Staso™s!.. Gcimany Neckac
Ncaresh...n Next
ibodyofwater.......Sea
;Aptophel.... Ariverin Italy......... Po
5 A0 Ceasea To examine steadily
and earnesiy......... Pore
A»n A pillar .. Posl
|e Asuatim

11FtiUi'cd witha com. Lacea

A spikcofcorn.........Eai

p Aloeadow.................. A point of compaas East
‘e Ore Uf Shakspeare’s

. roytlcharacters  Lear A wol....
[T I Leascd Whitish Hoar

An army Hosi

.p. Aninsect.. . Fjca
leTomock.. J«r

A personal pronoun.. 1

I Sheaied.... leeced Anger.......... Ire
Co”ed wlih ice
Ip. Apaih.....cccoooiriecins Way .
I'l Oewhoweighs ~ Weigher ~ Compensaticn
h Desolog.......ccooveeen..... Waste Terror-. .. .F
An enteriainment... .Feast
| P A very cofnmon ab-
brevlation. To clothe. .Indne
CTbeccnter... To auffer. .Endure
1 S Border of the sea.... Coast Persuaded.. .loduced

Brattleborough> V't
Dear St. Nicholas: 1 have been trying to siarl a fresh.water
\qufrﬂumwhich shall be self—suﬁportmg I have failed, so far, because
ikwebeeii unable to procure the ptoper oxygen- produang pltuns
Thcliitie brook-plants | have tried do not aos>ver the purpose.
% I?)e where | can find the foUowing plants, or their seeds:
| St traU (or lapc-grass), C alliiriche venta (or water-star-
1 rxtl, and A nacAaris aUviairum (or water-thyme) 72— p

lagencrrvl terms, the first aod third plants named by E M. P- are
| tdesought for in very quiet streams, or in poods: but, as ihey are
I submetged, they may escape attention, Callifricke Is to be
| knd floaiing on the surfaces of small ponds or pools. But perhaps
IE M?. is a litiic too fai north for ValUineria. A nacharisis jo
| Corah, and should, by rights, be in Vermonl.
Ho*cver, E M. P. need not be restricted to these. In quiet fresh-
I fnerstreams, and espedally in ponda, there are Myriephyllums (or
| nto*nwifoil), Cerntoi) kyllInme (or homwort), the aqunlic Ranuncv-
1 ~M,and the Uiricnlarias (or bladderworts), aU of which naturally
| Dwsubmerged and are quite as good forprodudng oxygen as those
| @redby E M. P. Waicr-cresseswiQ do to get along with until the
| plantacan be found.

| Dear Si, Nickolas: PaUie and me thought we would rite You a
| Bl and tell you that we did the ansers to some of your puzzles in
14eMaynumber. We did ihcm mostall our own sclf. We are iwin-
I nrs, and we are bothjust as oid as each other. We go to skool
1 noyday So good by.—From you« Uttlc &ends,
D oma AND Daisie.

P.S—Wec both send our love lo your litlle girls and boys.

New York.
Deas St. Nicholas : | thought you might like to know how to
I jmsflowers. The firstthing to do, after you have gathered them,
I'snbyihcm smootKly between tissuc.paper; then you must have
| ladr~rg.paperto puteach side of the cissue.paper. The felt must
| hdiangcd e v ~ day. The (Issuc-papermustnotbechanged at all,
I chefelt. Ilien you must have two pieces of smooth board, to
| WAepapcrs between, and a box full oi stones fora prcsser. We
commonsoap.box, and put in stones to the w~ght of about
| Efiy-fivc pounds. The handieswere made of rope, | have fouod
I 'ié asplendid way to press fowers, as it absorbs the moisture from
[ lloverand does notleave ic at aU britile.
fil! you publish this, so that all the little girlswho téke St
iASmay lkavc the opportunity of pressing flowerst”ind
% may enjoy itas much as 1 did,— Y ourlitlle friend,
Rosis S. Palmsr.

. Nich-
I hope

have reccived lettcrs in answer 10 Frank R. M.'s question

| English palnicr, printed in ihe May “ Letter*Box,” from

lanif Johnson, M. S. Pagley, AUce Lanigan, Lillie M- Sutphen.

| Humphrey, Hnnnah 1- Powell, Frank R. Bowman, James
| Ropes, Grant Beebe, Itabclle Roorbach, and H. A- M.«

A sayihe fiame of the painter is Sir Joshua Reynolds; others

LETTER-BOX.

trated.

trated.
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say itis John Ople, who, also, was a great painter; and one or two
thiik lhat while F»dk R. M/s anecdote about the reply “ With
brains, sir) ” belongs to Opte, all the rest of the description concems
Reynolds only. And this last seems to be the fact.

John Opie was bom at St. Agnes, near Truro, in the county of
Cornwall, Eogland, In the year 1761; and died lo the city of London,
April gth, 1807,

sbverat Of our young correspondents seem lo bave taken to
writing poetry of bte. The two following Ictters and poems—printed
justas they carne to us—wiil serve as sacnples of those rcceived;

Winchester, Tenn.
Dear St.Njcholas, Seein? so many wriling to you of myage
| thought | would send you a letter. 1 am ten years oid, and am
advanc” for my age. | like to read you very much, &c.—Your
constant reader Albert MarKs.
P, S.—Please publish this poetry. which | wrote.

I, | looked o*er the
Place where Xerxes
Massed his millions
Before the grecian army,

s. 1 looked where Xerxes
Massed his hundred of shlps
Before the small gredan
Navy. | looked o’er the place

3, Where Xerxes reared a mighty
Throne. | looked where ambitious
Casar fell benea ihe assassin's dagger.
I looked where brave Leonidas braved
The miHions of Xerxes.

4. 1 looked where Vesuvius laid
Pompe!i under ashes and Lava. 1 looked
Where Marco Bozzaris bled for the
liberty of Greece.

Brooklyn, N. Y.
Dear St, Nichotas | have taken an idea lately, of writing
poetry, and indeed, when 1 find myselfat a loss to know what to do,
| take out my little blank book and begin some little vCTses, some
pretty good and others 10 my dissapolntment, the opposice. 1 first
wriie my poem on paper and if thought good, put it in mybook.
The following is a little picce on

Spring.

Oh, 1ook! The grass U getiing grecn
The buds begin to sprout

The blossoms_on the oak-trcc
Are beginning to come out

But hark) Who is that singing?
Il is the robin ny

He has come back to greet us
Upon this happy day

But when we see the strcamlet
Released fiom ico and snow.

And down ita pebbly roudne
In music sweet and low.

And when at last the may fiowcrs
Their sunn¥ faoes bring
It makcs us feel so happy

And rcminds us it is spring R*S. F-

BOOKS RECEIVED.
From the American Tract SoaETYt

Yvsur IN Eqypt: ana nis Frirnds. By Sara Keables HnnL
Eight full-page illusiradons. Yusufis a boy donkey*iriver of Cairo,
ill Egypt In lelUng ihe story of this brave liltle fdlow’s ups and
downs in the world, the author describes many interesting scenes and
incideots of modem Egyptian Ufe, and conveys in an altracdve way
much joformation about the couniiy and its people, customs, ancient

temples and history.

Nan*S T nanksoivthg. By Hope Lcdyard. Large type;
A bright and sweet Uiile story ofa gW's unselfishness.
satisplsD. By Catharmc M. Trowbridge- IlUistrated.
Lou's SCRAP.BoOK. By HarrietB. McKeever. Large typc:

By Mrs. O. F. Walton.

illus-

Aunt
illus-

Ancel's Chbjstmas Ilustraced.
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DIAMOND RE£.IUINDER S8i. . GEOQRAPHICAI. SD.GI,P
EASY *ANNITERSAIliy” PUZZLES. ACIIOSTIC.

BsHEADand curiaiU in che order given,
words having the iollowing significa-
tioos: I, Ario; 2, torun away; 3, cattle-
drivers; 4, to consuine; 5, to eodeavor,
—and leave a complete diamond readiog
horizontally as fbllows: 1, A coosooant:
8, to cuC oif; 3, a wanderer; 4, an in-
scrument for wrtding; 5, a consonant.

CVniL DEAHE.

A CONCEAIND BILL-OF-
FAILE.

In each ofthe following sentence.<:, fill
the blank with a word lo be found con*
cealed :n its senience;

X Lei each guesc have some .
2. faiing some will be eflécrual in
satisfying hiinger 3, Nothing but terri-
ble starvatloD could make one eat such

i 4. Ah1n iDorsel of will tasic
good. s* Give me, i beg, good brawn
bread and a welbcooked 6.Dont
take coid ham; eat some of lhis freshly
cooked, hot , 7. Stop! 1 entreat

These lhrec pictures rcpresent three annuaJ anniversaries, the fiames of which are to be found
is appropriately symbollzed in its picture.

youl Don’t give ihe chUd any more 8. What it 1 should
eat_more 0. e has had quite enough © ro.
whisper to you. Tnere rita a lady who, it seeras to me, is very fond
of- ... ri. You willtake, I hope, a spoonful of ? 12. She has

helpcd me twice to o*B.

SQUARE>WORD.

z. An aiticle used cveiy day as human food. 2. A current report,
gencrtily unauthoiized. 3. A mineral much used in polishiag ractals.
Part of the most important organ of the human bod%/. 5. A myth.
ical being, supposed by the ancient Grceks to inhabltlonely woo?s.

ANAGRAM DOUBLE-DIAIHOND AND INCLOSED

DDUBLE WOKD-SDUARE.

F rom the sentence “ Mad at perl hens,” form a doubte-diamond
ofwhich the center shall be a double word*square.

The diamond must read, across: I. In proficable. a. A covering
forthe head. 3. Paired. 4. An implement used in writing. 5. In
prchiess.

The word-square must read, downward: t. A casual event 2. Par.
took offood. 3. A spelled number.

(Three Anniversaries.)

Lee me

T he initials wiil give one of Ensl.nd)
principal sea-ports. 1
1. A river of lieland. 2. A rrr»jal
Farther India. 3. A river In Franctl
4. The largest nver ia Wesiem Asi
5. A liverin France. 6. Ariverinluly
7. Anvctin Pru&sb. 8. A riverin Ne'™
America. 9. Ariverin Slberia, s

EASY HIBDEN LATIN
PROVERB.

Fino in the following sentenccaLatiftl
proverb in common use: f
The sachem seized a garmenton whkiJ
was embroidered his tétem, pusM t
Imlian, Orfugi, lo the ground, and pn-I
cipilaiely flc s. t

DROP-LETTEIl PUZZLE.

M-K-H-y-H-L-T-e-I'-S-1-E-,
Eveev other lelter is omitted; theanj
swer is a welVknown proverb.
J. M.and |

The character of eacli annivosaiy |
CHARU

EASY BEHEADINQS.

1. Behead an indicnrion of sieepiness, and leave an artificial
3. Behead another indication of sieepiness, and leave an aoitad]
3. Behead need, and leave an insect, 4. Behead an arocle n
acking crockery, and leave a reckooing. 5. Behead an awkwa”
ow, and leave akind ofclolh. 6. Behead a locality, and leave wij
work. 7. “head to lolier, and leave a doli. 8 Behcod sudoeij
blows, and leave paris of a horse. 9. Behead lo nim, and I»ve |
Eeg 10. Behead a staln. and leave a piece of land. 11 Behadt

ough, and leave a farm in California. i«, Behead loose, antlj\ kaH
want.

SHAKUNMPCAREAN ENTGhIA. |

Mv first is In Proleus, also In Thurio;

My second in Thurio, also In Proleus;

MYy third’s in Alonso, also in Sebastian;

My fourth In Sebastian, also In Alonso:

My fifth is in OUver, also in Sylvius;

My sixlh in Sylvlus, also in Ofiver;

MYy sevenih is in Ferdinand, also ia"* Dumam;
My «ehth In Dumain, also in Ferdmaod;
My wRole is in Shakspeaie's “ As You uke IL
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w saewasthcrougW yconveraantwith the
B(l)eis fond ofstyUng poUte Hierature.
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the salve, and
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NUMERICAL PUZZLE.

CHARAPE.

fisSNSATH his lady's window,
In hopeless mood,
A minstrel stood.
As, passionaie, he smcte my first,
From his sad
And from my nrsi rang out my

erst,

A sudden joy posseased his soul.
As dowQ the night air swcetly stole
A soaln responsivo from my whole.

SYNCOPATIONS.

square column, and leave an
leave a
imd leave a prayer, A ladies’ a

again, and icave a meal A

RIDDLE-BOX.

FK'TDRXAL PUZZLE.

letters of (he word which describes the central picture,
the border pictuics.

shown in

1250, vt

Ijps my second passed.
last.

adhesivo salve;

erson found in a bindery; synco>
rimentin a seragUo,
rough fasiening,

L. E.

Ths
animal,
offruit

spell words which fiame

ACRO8T1C.
initials and findis fiame
A surorDer luxury.

A shortpoeoi.

DOUBLE,

639

the sixtecn otgecu

r.

fragrant flower. x

. Azfomesuc
A troublesome insect A kind

ISOLA.

REVERSED ACROSTIC.

A LITTLE vcrb used every day,

W hose letters spell the same
My uext, which means to

each way;

lcngihen out,

T iUSenigma i$composed of iweniy-one

ofonewh
I. The

BB

Spells just ihe same if tuincd about;
At ciose of day you’ll find my third,—

Reversed. you have the selfrsame word;

My fourih, implying “ held supreme,”
Tlie same caen way, though strange
An act, thesc four initials flame,

Backward or forward spelled the same.

ENIGrMA.

letters, and

ic seem.

b

is the fiame

8Th65

The

aéedg;uwz:uasands Kgl'”i'de(:lelli(fsumia.
ur face. %The 7]?"14 gjgare parts of hamess. i
c.

si i$ a girl's nlckname

n s
‘fhe
D.
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KASY EN1GS5IA. HOtTI-GIIASS FVZZXE.

doi , ive. 2-Ki i 's i Al
My 6 54 15wrong'doing. My 321 jsan anide of femnJe dress 1. To perceive. 2-King of Persia. 3. A boy's nickname, ]
somelimes wom over the hair. My whole is a lively ball-game, noi ~ consonanL 5. An enemy- 6 Aches. 7. SutdecUto a feudal lid. |

now so popdar as formerly. Centrais, read downward, an Alpioe animal. a. c. csetr.
BIOGRAPHICALI DOUBLE ACKOSTIC. lIEVERSALS.

f'l;]h ehiniliﬁls and finais rjjame a noted Amelgiccaim.f 1. A naval officer brildgsezx]%itsisvceu;g?iqt’oéfir;dc?g;e a3wi'l?de32:$a:1, S\?\[-ﬁﬁg\‘/’\fr%gqrﬁgg:

of high rank. a. Brigands. 3. A singine-bird of America. 4 ! L s s ¢ ) a

ofa e?rde, 5 A bravgo man. 6. A blacksmilhs unplemeot. «7. A stopple. 4. Fgeverse to praise, and “ve consisang of two, j. Revcf{<l

small wild animal somcwhat like a weasel. i a an obuque View, and givc a lively dance. »«la.

ANSWERS Ti PUZZLES IN JUNE NUMBER.

Easy Benbadinos.—Heart, tear, car, a. Accidental H toingcs. - Metrical Coinposiiions: Pean ho/riwd):|
LABYRINTH. The dotted line and arrows show the route to the glce (Caﬂ/r rye), ode {gol\ moth)- Portions of Time: g’(OUf ('AllT
center: rove); eon / @ra (towrr<>,>nd;.< o
) Anaorakis.-X. Rhapsody. 2. Xitmefieal)

p. Depredadoo. 4. Exonemtes. 5. DenjigJ

fiCTORIAL PvzzLB.—An ox. Tum L,
picture so that the right*hand udge ImooiJ
the bottom.

MbLANCE—i. Clover, lover. 2. Ofivr
clove. 3. Clover, cover. 4. Cbvc, log)
5. Lover, lore- 6- Cove” over, 7, Coet
core. 8. Over, rove. 9. Rove, roe.

Easy Classical Acrostic,—Denme
thenes.

Enigma,—* A stilch in time savcs nine.” |

Easy Diamond Puzzle—

A

ELr
ALTEE
FEW
R
Charadb.—CaCacomb; cat, a, cob.
NUMERICAL P uzzle.—L evi Nathan;

athan.
Fole-Lbtter Squabe*Wopd.—
king
I Do L
NOTE
G LSS

Easy Cross-Word Enjgma,—Ohio.

Metagram.—1. Balter- 3. Fatter, 3 T
ter, 4. Matter, 5. Patwr, 6. Tatter, 7. Rgj
ter.

Easy AcroSTic.—Consianiinopic. X

Blank W ord-Syncopatjons.—i. Sigjinj
—Ilag, ring, a, Sporting—port, sing. 3,
Ictle—let, route.

Charape,-W oman; wo, man.

Transfositions of Proper Navfs.
X Pensacola, clean soap, a. Taxea, Tetnj
3. Carolina, an ofl-car. 4, Colorado, cool rc
5, Washington ; saw nothing, thb wap
6. Load fir. Florida. 7. New York, woml«j
8. Bailimorc, broil meal. o. Daniel; nal
denial. 10. Catherine, In tnc acre.

Square-Word.—

LIMES
ideal
MERCE
EAGLE
SLBEP
Additions.—i. Imp, ale: OTpafe* «
eye} buH's-eye. 3, n, kcen; Nankj
4. P, age: page. 5. Mark; Deninai*
é. Asp, jre; aspire.
Answers to Puzzles in tne May N umber were recdved, before May 18, fiom/'Pans™?
and Charlie Pray; Bessie Hard. Harry H. Wolbert, “ Bessie and her Ooumq, Nessie E. Stevens, * lie
Alke Lanigan, I'i. E. Bagley, Kalie Bumetc, Bessie Dorse{" ‘ Hard and Tqugh, E.L.S., StcllaN. Stoae, Andoloh « Joba f
X.Y.Z., and Bob White; Anhur Stowe, R. T. French, Lizzie Folso” Lizzie C-I*iwrence, B e Taylor,
Cress, M. R. Cress, and W. S. Eichclberger; CarneJ. Willcox; Frank and Ralph gowman: ~ellie®ereon, * n
and Ch,Mi« >Vheler; “h”™hyr S. V. Clilber,, Kufu, B. W H -

Beeeh-Nui't E. M. Fergusson, Julie Baker, Msry H. Bradicy, Alftsd C. Bceb” CharlesN. CoKwdl. C ~. Humer anu
Prebo and trcbo’s Uncfc,” “ ;osy Oub," Gisorgine C. Schmus”n; V.and G. S-; Hoy and Lrllie Brown, Auslin M.
Eddie Vultoe, Bessie L. Bames. Louisa X RiedeT; and Gladys H, Wilkinson, of Manchester, Bngland.
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