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KING CREESE.

(A ~ ihe Paris Ex/fibition qf 1867.)

By J. T. Trowbridge.

Where many a cloud-wreathed mountain blanches

Eternally in the blue abyss,

And tosses its torrents and avalanches
Thundering from cliff and precLpice,
There is the lovely land of the Swiss,—

Laiid of lakcs and of jcy seas,

Of chamois and chalets,
And beautiful valleys,
Musical boxes, watches, and cheese.

I Picturesque, with its landscapes green and cool,
Sieek cattle standing in shadow or pool,

i And dairy-maids bearing pail and stool,—

I That is the quaint little town of Nulle.

| There, one day, in the oid town-hall,
| Gathered the worthy burghers all,
Great and sinad,
Short and tall,
Al the burgomaster’s cali.

I The stout and fat, the lean and lame,

From house and shop, and dairy and pasture,
In queer oid costumes, up they carne,

Obedient to the burgomaster.

He made a speech—* Feliow-citizens; There s
To be, as you know,
A wonderful show,
I AUniversal Fair, at Paris ;
I Where every country its product carries,
I Whatever most beautiful, useful, or rare is,
To picase and surprise,
And perhaps win a prize.
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Now here is the question

Which craves your counsel and suggestion—
With you it lies:
So, after wise

And careful consideration of it,

Say, what shall -we send for our honor and profit?”

Some said this thing, some said that;
Then up rose a burgher, ruddy and fat,
Rounder and redder than all the rest,
With a nose like fl rose, and an asthmatic chest;
And s¢ys he, with a wheeze,
Like the buzzing of bees;
“ | propose, if you please,
That we send ’em a cheese.”

Then a lithe little man
Took the floor, and began,
In a high, squeaky'voice : “ | approve of the plan j
But | wish to amend
W hat’s proposed by my friend:
A BIG CHEESE, | think, is the thing we should
send.”

Then up jumped a third,
To put in a word,
And amend the amendnient they had just heard ;
"*A ROYAL BIG CHEESE” was the phrase he
preferred.

The question was moved,

Discussed and approved,
And the vote was unanimous, that it behooved
Their ancient, venerable Corporation,



642

To send such a cheese as should honor the riation.
So ended the solemn convocation;
And, after due deliberation,

P&ASANT GIRL5 BRINGING THE MILK.”

The burgomaster made proclamation,
Inviting people of eveiy station,

Each according to his vocation,

Wiith patriotic cmulation

To join in a general jubilation,

And get up a cheese for the grand occasion.
Then shortly began the preparation.

One morning was heard a mighty clamoring,
With sounds of sawing and planing and hammer-
ing.
The painters, fotsaking their easels and pallets,
Carne to look on, or assist in the labor;
The joiners were there with their chisels and mai-
lets;
Trades of all grades, every man with his neigh-
bor;
The carpenters, coopers,
And stout iron-hoopers,
Erecting a press for the thing to be done in,
A tub big enough to put ton after ton in,
And gutters for rivers of liquid to run in.
March was the month the work was begun in,—
If that could be work they saw nothing ljut fun in ;
'T was finished in April, and long before May
Everything was prepared for the curd and the
whey.

Then the bells were set ringing—
The milking began;

All over the land went the dairy-maids singing ;
Boy and man,
Cart, pail, and can.

And peasant girls, each in her pretty dress.
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From highway and by-way all round, carne brinrJ
ing,

Morning and evening, the milk to the press.

Then it took seven wise-heads together to gues

Just how much rennet, no more and no less,

Should be added, to curdle and thicken the me

So, having been properly warmed and stirred,
The cheese was set; and now, at a word,

Ten strong men fell to cutting the curd,

Some whey was reheated;
1 The cutting repeated;
Each part of the process most carefully treated]
For fear they might find, when the whole «;
completed,
Their plan had by some mischance been dcfealedl

Now the weavers come bringing the web they werJ
spinning,
A cloth for the curd, of the stoutest of linen.
The ten men attack it,
And tumble and pack it
Within the vast vat in its dripping gray jacketj
And the press is set going with clatter and racketl
The great sciew descends, as the long levers playj
And the curd, like some crushed living creatutej
gives way;
It sighs in its troubles—
The pressure redoubles !
It mutters and sputters.
And hisses and bubbles,
While down the deep gutters,
From every pore spirted, rush torrents of whey.l

The cheese was pressed, and turned, and curedj
And so was made, as | am assured,

The rich-odored, great-girdled Emperor

Of all the cheeses that ever were.

Then, everything ready, what should they hav*
else,

In starting His Majesty on his traveis,

But a great procession up and down

Through the streets of the quaint oid town?

So they made

A grand parade,
W ith marching train-band, guild, and trade:
The burgomaster in robes arrayed,
Gold Chain, and mace, and gay cockade,
Great keys carried, and flags displayed,
Pompous marshal and spruce young aide,

Carriage and foot and cavalcade;
While big drums thunderedand trumpets braye

And all the bands of the cantén played;
The fountain spouted lemonade,
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Children drank of the bright cascade;
Speclators of every rank and grade,

The young and merry, the grave and staid,
Alike with cheers the show surveyed,

From Street and window and balustrade,—
La(ii<s in jewels and brocade,

Cray oid granclam, and peasant maid

With cap, short skirt, and dangling braid;
And youngsters shouted, and horses netghed.
And all the curs in concert bayed:

Twas thus with pomp and masquerade,
Ona broad triumphal chariot laid,

Beneath a canopy’s moving shade,

By eight cream-colored steeds conveyed,

To the ringing of bells and cannonade,

King Cheese his royal progresa made.

Sto the Paris Exposition,
Hs Majesty went on his famous mission.

At the great French Fair!
| Everything under the sun is there,
I Whatever is made by the hand of man:
ISlks from China and Hindostan,
| Grotesque bronzes from Japan ;
Products of Iceland, Ireland, Scotland,
I Lapland, Finland, | know not what land—
| sorth land, south land, coid land, hot land,-
Froin Liberia,
From Siberia,—
| BEvery fabric and invention,
| From every country you can mention:

‘aa THEY MADE

Prem Algeria and Sardinia;

Piom Ohio and Virginia;

%ypt, Siam, Palestine;

I"'nds of the palm-tree, lands of the pine;
Unds of tobaceo, cotton, and rice,

iton, of ivory, and of spice,
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Of gold and silver and diamond,—
From the farthest land, and the land beyond.

And everybody is there to see;
From México and Mozambique j
Spaniard, Yankee, Heathen Chinee;
Modern Roman and modern Grcek;
Frenchman and Prussian,
Turk and Russian,
Foes that have been, or foes to be:
Through miles on miles
Of spacious aisles,
’Mid the wealth of the world in gorgeous piles,
Loiter and flutter the endless files 1

Encircled all day by a wondering throng,

That gathers early and lingers long,

Behold where glows, in his golden rind,

The marvel the burghers of Nulle designed |

There chatters the cheery bourgeoisie;

And children are lifted high to see;

And “ Will it go up in the sky to-night?”
Asks little ma’m’elle, in the arms of her

raother,—

“ Rise over the houses and give us light?

Is this where it sets wlien it goes out of sight?”
For she takes King Cheese for his eider brother!

But now it is night, and the crowds have departed;
The vast dim halls are still and deserted;

Only the ghost-like watchmen go,

Through shimmer and shadow, to and fro;

A GRAND PARADB.**
While the moon in the sky,
Wi ith his half-shiit eye,
Peers smilingly in at his rival below.

At this mysterious hour, what is it
That comes to pay the Fair a visit?
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The gates are all barred,

With a faithful guard
Without and within; and yet ’tis dear
Somebody—or something—is entering here !

‘ebnctrclhd all day by a wondsring thronc/'

There is a Paris underground,
Wherc dwells another nation;
Where neither lawyer fior priest is found,
Nor raoney fior taxation ;
And scarce a glimmer, and scarce a sound
Reaches those solitudes profound,
But silence and darkness ciése it round,—
A horrible habitation 1
Its streets are the sewers, where rats abound;
Where swarms, unstifled, unstarved, undtowned,
Their ravenous population.

Underground Paris has heard of the Fair;

And up from the river, from alley and square,
To the wonderful palace the rats repair;

And one oid forager, grizzled and spare,—

The wisest to plan and the boldest to daré,

To smell out a prize or to find out a snare,—
In some dark corner, beneath some stair

(I never learned how, and | never knew where).
Has gnawed his way into the grand affair;
First one rat, and then a pair.

And now a dozen or more are there.

They caper and scamper, and blink and stare,
While the diowsy watchman nods in his chair.
But little a hungry rat will care

For the loveliest lacquered or inlaid ware,
Jeweis most precious, or stuffs most rare;—
There’s a marvelous smell of cheese in the air1l
They all make a rush for the delicate fare;
But the shrewd oid feOow squeaks out, “ Beware !
T is a prize indeed, but | say, forbear!

For cats may catch us and men may scare,
And a well-set trap is a rats despair;
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But if we are wise, and would have our sha«
With perfect safety to hide and hair,
Now listen, and we will our plans prepare.”

The watchman rouses, the rats are gone;
On a thousand Windows gleams the dawn;
And now once more
Through every door,
With hustle and bustle, the great crowds pour;\
And nobody hears a soft little sound.
As of sawing or gnawing, somewhere underground. |

At length, the judges, going their round,
Awarding the prizes, enter the hall,
Where, amid cheeses big and small.
Reposes the sovereign of them all.
They put their tape round it, and tap it and;
bore it;
And bowing before it,
As if to adore it,
Like worshipers of the sun, they stand,—
SUce in hand,
Pleased and bland,
Whiie their bosoms glow and their hearts expand.J
They smell and they taste;
And, the rind repiaced,
The foremost, smacking his lips, says: “ Mes-
sieurs 1
Of all fine cheeses at m'arket or fair,—
Holland or Rochefort, Stilton or Cheshirc,
Neufchatel, Milanese,—
There never was cheese,
I am free to declare,
That at all could compare
With this great Gruyerel1”

In short, so exceedingly well it pleases,
They award it a prize over all the cheeses.

FIRST, ONE RAT/

That prize is the pride of the whole Swiss nation
And the town of Nulle, in its exultation,
Without a dissenting voice, decrees

To the poor of Paris a gift of the cheese.
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| Parfs, in grateful recognitlon
| Of this munificence, sends a commission—
I Four stately ofRcials, of high position—
I To take King Cheese Prora the Exhibition,
IAnd, in behaif of the poor, to thank,
With speeches and toasts, the Swiss for their
gift.
I The speeches they made, the toasts they drank;
Eight Normandy horses, strong and swift,
At the entrance wait
For the golden freight;
And all the porters are there to lift,
Pryjared for a long and a strong embrace,
l'In moving His Greatness a little space.
I They strain at the signal, each man in his place;

| “Heave, ho !”—when, lo ! as light as a feather,
Down tumbles, down crumbles, the King of the
Cheeses,

Wiih seven men, all in a heap together!
Up scramble the porters, with laughter and
sneezes;
While sudden, mighty amasement seizes
The high officials, until they find
A curious bore
In the platform-floor,
And another to match in the nether rind,—
Just one big rat-hole, and no more;
Bj which, as it seemed, had ventured in
One rat, at first, and a hundred had followed,
And feasted, and left—to the vast chagrin

R FIVE.

DOWM TUMBLES, DOWN CRUMBLES, THE KINO OF THE
CHBESES."

Of the worthy burghers of NuUe—as thin
And shabby a shell as ever was hollowed;
Now nothing but just
A crushed-in crust,
A cart-load of scraps and a pungent dust!

So the newspapers say; but though they cali
King Cheese a hoax, he was hardly that.

And the poor he fed, as you see, after all;
For who is so poor as a Paris rat?

RODS FOR FIVE.

By Sarah Wintkr Kellogg.

Not birch-rods ; fishing-rods. They were going
Sshing, these five young people, of whom | shali
ireat “ under four heads,” as the minlsters say,—
|, iames ; 2, ages; 3, appearance ; 4, their con-
Mtion.

1 Their fiames were John and Elsie Singletree,
RssLeek, Luke Lord, and Jacob Isaac; the last
kedno simame.

2 John was fifteen and a few months past; Elsie
Ms thirteen and many months past; Puss Leek
«sfourteen to a day ; Luke Lord crowded John so
dosely, there was small room for superior age to
dimprecedence, or for the shelter which inferior
" makes on certain occasions ; Jacob Isaac was
‘thmteen, gwyne on fou'teen.”

3 John Singletree was a dark-eyed, sharp-eyed,

wiry, briety boy. Elsie, of the same, fiame, was
much like him, being a dark-eyed, sharp-eyed,
wiry, briery girl. Her father used to cali her Sweet-
brier and Sweet-pickle, because, he said, she was
sweet but sharp. Puss Leek had long, heavy,
blonde hair, that hung almost to her knees when it
was free, which it seldom was, for Puss braided it
every moming, the first thing,—not loosely, to give
it a fat look, hinting of its luxuriance, but just as
hard as she could, quite to Elsie’s annoyance, who
used to say, resentfully, “ You’re so afraid that
somebody ’ll think that you are’vain of your hair.”
Puss’s ears were over large for perfect beauty, and
her eyes a trifle too deeply set; but | °’ve half a
miiid to say that she was a beauty, in spite of these,
for, after all, the ears had a generous look, in har-
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mony with the frank, open face, and the shadowed
eye was the sofiest, sweetest blue eye | ever saw.
She had been called Puss when a baby, because of
her nestiing, kitten-like way, and the odd name
clung to her. Luke Lord was homely ; but he
did n’t care a bit. He was so jolly and good-
natured that everybody liked him, and he liked
everybody, and so was happy. He had light hair,
very light for fifteen years, and a peculiar teetering
gait, which was not unmanly, however. It made
people laugh at him, but he did n’t care a bit.
Jacob Isaac was a “ cullud pusson,” as he would
have said, protesting against the word “ negro.”
“ Nigger,” he used to say, “ isde raos’ untolerbulis
word neber did year.” It was the word he applied
to whatever moved his anger or contempt. It was
his descriptive epithet for the oid hen that fiew at
him for abducting her traipsing chicken; for the
spotted pig that led him that hour’s chase; for the
goat that butted, and the cow that hooked; and
for gray Selim when he stood on his hind legs and
let Jacob Isaac over the sleek haunches.

But to retum to No. 4. John and Elsie Single-
tree were brother and sister. Puss Leek was Elsie’s
boarding-school friend, and her guest. Luke Lord
was a neighboring boy invited to join the fishing-
party, to honor Puss Leek’s birthday, and to help
John protect the girls. Jacob Isaac was hired to
“ g’long” as general waiter, to do things that none
of the others wanted to do—to do the drudgery
while they did the frolicking.

They were ail on horseback,—John riding be-
side Puss Leek, protecting her; Luke riding beside
Elsie, and protecting her j Jacob Isaac riding beside
his shadow, and protecting the lunch-basket, car-
ried on the pommel of his saddle.

“ | keep thinking about the ‘snack,’” said Puss
Leek’s protector, before they had made a mile of
their journey.

“ What do you think about it?” asked the pro-
tected.

“ 1 keep thinking how good jt’ll taste. Aunt
Calline makes mlghty good pound-cake. | do love
pound-cake!”

"Like it, you mean, John,” said his sister Elsie,
looking back over her shoulder.

“ 1 don’t mean like,” said John. * If there is
anything | love better than father and mother,
brother and sister, ic’s pound-cake.”

“ But there is n’Canything,” said Puss.

“ My kingdom for a slice !'” said John, with a
tragic air.  “ | don’t believe | can stand it to wait
till lunch-time.”

“ Why, it has n’t been a half-hour since you ate
breakfast. Are you hungry ?” Elsie said.

“ No, | ’ra not hungry; |I’m ha'nted.” John
pronounced the word with a flatness unwritable.

FOR
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“ The pound-cake ha’nts me; the fried chicke)
ha’nts me; the citron ha’nts me. | see Zitili
John glared at the vacant air as though he sawJ
apparition. “ | taste 'em ! | smell 'em ! |

moved to cali on him ” (here Jacob Isaac was indiJ
cated by a backward glauco and movement) “#
yield the wUlles or his life. Look here ! he added
suddenly reining-up his horse and speakifig inde»
earnest, “ let’s eat the snack now. Halt!” hecria
to the advance couple, “ we re going to eat.”

* Going to eat?” cried Elsie. * You Te notij
earnest ?”

“Yes, lam. | can’t rest. The cake and thbi
ha’ntme.”

“ Well, do for pity’s sake eat something, and 1
done with it,” Elsie said.

“ But you must wait for me,” John peisistedl
“ 1’1l have to spread the things out on the grasil
| keep thinking how good they ’ll taste eaten offf
the grass. There’s where the ha’ntin’ comes in"|

“ Did you ever hear anything so ridiculous?"
said Elsie to the others. “ But | suppose we had
better humor him; he wont give us any resttill,
we do ; he ’s so persistent. When he gets headedj
one way, he ’s like a pig,” Elsie began to puliall
the bridle to bring her horse alongside a stump,|
“ Puss and | can get some fiowers during ther6|
past.” |

“ 1 cali this a most peculiar proceeding,” saidl
her protector, leaping from his horse, and liaslenJ
ing to help her to “ ’light.” |

Jacob Isaac gladly relinquished the lunch-basket,|
which had begun to make his arm ache, and soonj
John had the “ ha’nting things” spread. Thenlit|
sat down Turk-like to eating; the others stood|
around, amused spectators, while chicken, beaienj
biscuits, strawberry tart, pound-cake disappearedj
as though they enjoyed being eaten. |

“ | believe | 'm getting “ha’nted,’ too," said Lultel
Lord, whose mouth began to water,—the thin|s|
seemed to taste so good to John. |

* Good for you !” John said, cordially. * Comel
alongl Help yourselfto a chicken-wing.” |

“ Why, Luke, you aint going to eating !” Elsiel
said.

“Yes, | am; John’s made me hungry.”

“ Me, too,” said Jacob Isaac. ,

“ Ofcourse, you re hungry,” said John. “ Comel
alongl Hold your two hands.” f

“Let’s go look for sweet-Williams and blue-
flags,” Puss proposed to Elsie.

“No; if we go away, the boys will eat every-
thing up. Just look at thcm 1 Did ever you segj
such eatists ? You boys, stop eating all the lunch.'i

*“ Aintyou girls getting *ha’nted?’” Lukeaskd.|
“ If you don’t come soon, there wont be anylhingl
lefi for you.”
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‘1 believe that s so,” said Puss confidentially to

Isie. “ 1 reckon we’ll have to take our share
how, or not at all. We ’ve got to eat iii self-
tiefense.”

And so it carne about that those five ridiculous
Ichildren sat there, less than a mile on their journey,
knd less than an hour from their breakfast, and ate,
kie, ate, till there was nothing of their lunch left
[ixcept a half biscuit and a chicken neck. John,
Ifertile in invention, proposed that they should go
jljaclt home and get something more for dinner;

el Puss said everybody would laugh at them, and
IElsie thought they would n’t be able to eat any-
Ithingmore that day, and, if they should be hungry,
llhey could have a fish-fry.

“Aint no use totin’ this yere basekit 'long no
Imawr,” Jacob Isaac suggested, “ | ’ll leave it hang
lin Ibis yere sass'fras saplin’.” When it was inti-
Imated that it would be needed for the remainder
leithe lunch, he said there was n’t any “ ‘mainder.”
r'wWhat’s lef’” need n’t pester you-all; 1’0 jis
Itat it.”

Arrived at the water, the boys baited the hooks,
lalwhich the girls gave little shrieks, and hid their
Ityes, demanding to know of the boys how they
Ifould like to be treated as they were treating the
|«'orms.

“The poor creatures |1” said Puss.

“So helpless !” added Elsie, peeping through
Iber fingers at the boys. “ Are n’t the hooks ready
ly«?”

“Yours is,” and Luke delivered a rod into her
Ihandi.

“And here’s yours, Puss,” John said.
litin.”

Soon there were five rods extended over the
|»ater, and five corks were floating which might
Ibve told of robbed molasses-jugs and vinegar-jugs,
Ilwd five young people were laughing, and talking
Inonsense by the How is nonsense estiraated ?
IEverybody kept asking everybody else if he had
liad a bite, and everybody was guilty of giving false
lahrms. As for Elsie, she shrieked out, “ A bite !”
lu every provocation,—whenever the current hore
luiusually against her line, when the floating hook
|dragged hottom or encountered a twig.

"Jupiter 1” said John, growing impatient at the
lidiedrifting of his cork. “ | can’t stand this, Elsie.
IYou girls stop talking. You chatter like magpies;
lyott scare the fish. Girls ought n’t ever to go
Ifehing."

Jacob Isaac snickered, and remarked sotio voce:
|"Heialks hisse'f maw ’n the res’ of the ladics.”

Elsie did not heed John’s attack. Her eye was
|Meled on her bobbing cork; her cheeks were
g with excitement; her heart was beating

There was a pulling at her line.

“ Drop

[»ildly,
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“ Keep quiet 1” she called. “ | *ve got a bite.”

“ You would have, if | could get at your arm,”
said John, who did n’t believe she had a bite.

“ | have, truly,” she said, excitedly. “ Look 1"

All carne tramping, crowding about her.

“ | feel him puli,” she said, eageity.

“ Well, get him out,” said Luke.

“ Shall I puli him or'jerk him?”
nearly breathless.

“ If 1 knew about his size, | could tell you,” said
Luke. “ If he’s big, give him a dignified puli;
if he’s a little chap, jerk him; no business to be
little.”

“ Oh ! I ’m afraid it will hurt him,” said Puss.

* Out with him 1” said Luke.

“ 1 ’'m afraid the line will break,” said Elsie, all
in a quiver.

“ No, it wont,” said John.

“ The rod might snap,” said Elsie.

“ Here, let me take the rod,” John proposed.

“ No, no; | 'm going to catch the fish myself,”
Elsie said, in vehement protest.

“ Thenjerk, sharp and strong,” herbrother said.

Elsie made ready; steadied her eager brainj
planted her feet firmly; braced her muscles by her
will; and then, with a shriek, threw up her rod,
“as high as the sky,” Puss said. There was a
fleeting visiéon of a dripping white-bellied fish going
skyward ; and then a faint thud was heard.

* She’s thrown it a half-mile, or less,
bushes,” said Luke.

“ And there ’s her hook in the top of that tree,”
said John. “ What gumps girls are when you take
them out-of-doors 1”

All went into the bushes to look for the aston-
ished fish. They looked, and looked, and looked;
listened for its beating and flopping against the
ground.

After a while, Luke said he thought it must be
one of the climbing fish described by Agassiz, and
that it had gone up a tree.

“ 1 mos’ found it twicet ; but it was a frog an’ a
lizat”, ’stead uv the fish,” said Jacob Isaac.

To this day, it remains a raystery where Elsie’s
fish went to.

Jacob Isaac climbed -the tree to rescue Elsie's
hook and line, while the other boys went down the
stream to find a cat-fisii hole that they had heard of.

“ Don’t puli at the Une that way,” Puss said to
the thrasher in the tree-top; “you’ll break it.
There, the hook iscaught on that twig. You must
go out on the limb and unhitch it.”

“ Lim’ hangs over the watto,” Jacob Isaac said ;
but he crawled out on it, and reached for the hook.

Then Elsie shrieked, for crashing through the
branches carne Jacob lIsaac, and spiashed back-
foremost into the water. Then there was con-

Elsie was

in the
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fusion. Jacob called to the girls to help him; they
called to the boys to help; the boys, ignorant of
the accident, shouted back that they were going on
towhere they could have quiet, and went tramping
anay. Then Elsie tried to tell Jacob Isaac how to
swim, while Puss Leek darted ofF to where the
borses were tethered. She mounted the one she
had ridden—a gentle thing, aged eighteen. Then
she carne crashing through the bushes and brush,
ducking and jerking the bridle, dashed down the
bank, and plunged into the stream.

Elsie held her breath at the sight. The water
rose to the flanks, but Puss kept her head steady,
sat her saddle coolly, and, when Jacob Isaac ap-
peared, put out a resolute hand, and got hold of
bisjacket,—speaking, meanwhile, a soothing word
to the horse, which was now drinking. .She got
thehoy’s head above water.

“111 hold on to you ; and you must hold on to
the stirrup and to the horse’s mane,” she said.

Jacob Isaac, withouta word, got hold as directed.
Pusshcld on with a good grip, as she had promised,
and the careful oid horse pawed through the water
10the bank—only a few yards distant, by the way.

“Thankee, MissPuss,” is what Jacob Isaac said,
ashe stretched himself on a log to dry.

“Puss, you re a hero,” is what Elsie said, add-
ing immediately: “ Those hateful boys! Great
protectors they are 1”

John had found up-stream a deep hole in the
shade of some large trees. Just above it the creek
lumbled and foamed over a rocky bed. John said
toLuke ; “ It just empties the fish in here by the
basketfuls. AIll we 've got to do is to empty ’em
out'—and he kneic on the bank to fix his bait.

But Luke was not satisfied. *“ You ’ll never catch
ayfishthere,” said he. “ Tliecurrent’s tooswift.”
And off went he, to look for a likelier place.

Yet neither of the boys had better luck than
»hen with the girls, and both soon went back to
them When Elsie’s vivid account of the rescue
had been given, the boys stared at Puss with a new
ijterest, as though she had undergone some trans-
fermation in their brief absence.

Then somebody suggested that they must hurry
tpand catch something for dinner. So all five
dropped hooks into the water, everybody pledged
k silence. Fishing was now business; it meant
dinner or no dinner;

For some moraents, the fishers sat or stood in
jbtuesque silence, eyes on the corks. Then Jacob
Issec showed signs of excitement.

"I' s got a fish, show’s yer bawn,” he called,
dancingabout on the bank.

‘Let me see it,” John challenged.

FOR
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“ Aint pulled it out yit,” said Jacob Isaac, jump-
ing and capering.

“ W hat’s the matter with you ? W hat are you
cavorting about in that style for ?” John asked.

“ Playin’’im 1” answered Jacob lIsaac, running
backward and fonvard, and every other way.

“ Is that the way they play a fish ?” Elsie said,
gazing. “ | never knew before how they did it.”

She went over to where the jubilant fisherman
was yet skipping about, and asked if she might
play the fish a while.

“ Law, Miss Elsie | he’d puli yo’overboa'dl Yo’
could n’t hol’ ’im no maw ’n nuffin. He’s mighty
strong; stronges’ fish ever did'see.”

But Elsie teased till Jacob Isaac gave the rod
into her hand, when she danced forward and back,
chassé-ed, and executed other figures of a quadrille,
till Puss Leek carne up to play the fish. She wasn’t
so much like a katydid as Elsie, or so much like a
wired jumping-jack as Jacob Isaac. She played
the fish so awkwardly that John carne up and took
the rod from her hand. He had no sooner felt
the puli at the Hne than he began to laugh and
“ pshaw ! pshaw!” and said that all in that party
were gumps and geese, except himselfand Luke.

“ You would n’t except Luke,” Elsie interrupted,
“if he was n’t a big boy. You’d cali him a gump
and a goose, if he was a girl.”

“ If he was a girl, he would be a gump and a
goose,” said this saucy John. “ This fish,” he con-
tinued, “ which you’ve been playing, is a piece of
brush. Oh 1 how you did play it1 This is the
way that Jacob Isaac played it.” John jumped and
danced and hopped and struttcd and plunged, till
everybody was screaming with laughter. “ And
this is the way that Elsie played it.” He got hold
of his coat-skirts after the manner of an affected
girl with her dress ; then he hugged the rod to his
bosora, and capered, fiitted, pranced. Then, hav-
ing reproduced Puss Leek’s “ playing,” he said,
grandly : “ | shall now proceed to land this mon-
ster of the deep.”

‘ He made a great show of getting ready, and
then pulled, pulled, pulled, pulled,—when out and
up there carne, not the brush everybody was ex-
pecting, but a fine, beautiful fish.

You ought to have heard, then, the cheers of
those surprised boys and girls1 Jacob Isaacdanced,
turned somersaults, walked on his hands, and for
one supreme half-second stood on his head.

“ Looks like he was playing a whale or a sea-
serpent,” said Luke, betweenhis bursts of laughter.

“ You ’re all playing a fool that you *ve caught,”
said John, who had joined in the laugh against
himself, “ and you’ve a right to.”
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JOHN AND HIS VELOCIPEDE.

JOHN AND HIS VELOCIPEDE.

I.—H5 OETS A GOOD START,

HOW TO

3.HAS A PIHE RUN DOWN'HIIX,

3.—ANO COMES TO A SUDOEN STOP

TRAVEL.

By Susan Anna Brown.

This article does not refer to the journey to
Europe, toward which almost all young people are
looking. When the opportunity for foreign travel
comes, there are plenty of guide-books and letters
from abroad which will tell you just what to take
with you, and what you ought to do in every situa-
tion. This is for short, every-day trips, which
people take without much thoughtj but as there is
a rightand a wrong \vay of doing even little things,
young folks may as well take care that they receive
and give the most pleasure possible in a short jour-
ney, and then, when the trip across the ocean
comes, they will not be annoying themselves and
otbers by continual mistakes.

As packing a trunk is usually the first prepara-
tion for a trip, we will begin with that.

It is a very good way to collect what is most im-
portant before you begin, sothat you may rot leave
out any necessary article. Think over what you

will be likely to need; for a little care before you
start may save you a great deal of inconvcnience

in the end. Be sure, before you begin, that your
trunk is in good order, and that you have the key.

And when you shut it for the last time, do not leave
the straps sticking out upon the outside. Put your!
heavy things at the bottom, packing them tighlly, |
so that they will not rattle about when the trunk|
is reversed. Put the small arricies in the tray.

Anything which will be likely to be scratchcd orj
defaced by rubbing, should be wrapped in a hand-I
kerchief and laid among soft things. H y&'|
must carry anything breakable, do it up carefully,

and put it in the center of the trunic, packing!
clothing closely about it. Bottles should have thel
corks lied in with strong twine. Put themnearl
articles which cannot be injured by the contents, |
if abreakage occurs. Tack on your trunkacardl
with your permanent address. As this cardistol
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I])e consulted only if the trunk is lost, it is not
|necessary to be constancly changing it. Take in
Ithe tiaveling-bag, pins and a needle and thread,
Isotliat, in case of any accident to your clothes, they
| canbe repaired without troubling any one else. A
posial-card and a pencil and paper take up but
jitileroom, and may be very convenient. The best
way to carry your lunch is in a pasteboard box,
which can be thrown away after you have disposed
of the contents.

Put your money in an inner pocket, reserving in
your purse only what you will be jikely to need on
Ee way, so that you may be able to press your way
through a crowd without fear of pickpockets. Your
purse should also contain your fiame and address.

Try to be ready, so that you will not be hurried
atthe last moment; and this does not mean that
it is necessary to be at the station a long time
before the train leaves. To be punctual does not
mean to be too early, but to be just early enough.

Try to find out, before you start, what train
and car you ought to take, and have your trunk
properly checked. Put the check in some safe
place, but first look at the number, so that you
may identify the check if lost by you and found by
others. Have your ticket where you can easily get
it, and need not be obliged to appear, when the
conductor comes, as if it was a perfect surprise to
youthat he should ask for it.

Ofcourse, you have a right to the best seat which
isvacant, and, if there is plenty of room, you can
put your bundles beside or opposite you; but re-
member that you have only paid for one seat, and
beready at once to make room for another passen-
ler, if necessary, without acting as though you
*ere conferring a favor.

I If you have several packages, and wish to put
| anyof them in the rack over your head, you wil
I beless likely to forget them, if you put all together,
| thanyou will if you keep a part in your hand.
I If you mtist read in the cars, never in any cir-
| Cttitstances take a hook that has not fair, clear
t)pe; and stop reading at the earliest approach of
tifilight. If, as you read, you hold your ticket, or
soe other plain piece of paper, under the line you
are reading, sliding it down as you procced, you
»Ufind that you can read almost as rapidly, and
vithmuch less injury to your eyes. A newspaper
istheworst reading you can have, as the print is
osuallv indistinct, and it is impossLble to hold it
silL

You may not care to read in the cars when in
roolion, but it is convenient to have a book with
yad in case the train should be delayed.

If your friends accompany you to the station, be
tarefufthat your last words are not too personal or

boloud, Young people are apt to overlook this.
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and thus sometimes make themselves ridiculous
before the other passengers by joking and laugh-
ing in a way which might be perfectly proper at
home, but which before a company of strangers is
not in good taste.

If you meet acquaintances, do not cali out their
flames so distinciy as to introduce them to the
other passengers, as it is never pleasant for people
to have the attention of strangers called to them in
that way. If you are alone, do not be too ready
to make acquaintances. Reply politely to any civil
remark or offer of assistance, but do not allow your-
self to be drawn into conversation, unless it is with
some one of whose trustworthiness you are reason-
ably sure, and even then do not forget that you are
talking to a perfect stranger.

If you cannot have everything just as you prefer,
remember that you are ina public conveyance, and
that the other passengers have as much right to
their way as you have to yours. If you find that
your open window annoys your neighbor, do not
refuse to shut it; and if the case is reversed, do
not coraplain, unless you are really afraid of taking
coid, and cannot conveniently change your seat.
Above all things, do not get into a dispute about
it, like the two women, one of whom declared that
she should die if the window was open, and the
other responded that she should stifie if it was shut,
until one of the passengers requested the conductor
to open ita while and kill one, and then shut it and
kill the other, that the rest might have peace.

There are few situations where the disposition is
more thoroughly shown than it is in traveling. A
long journey is considered by some people to be a
perfect test of the temper. There are many ways
in which an unselfish person will find an oppor-
tunity to be obliging. It is surprising to see how
people who consider themselves kind and poUte
members of society can sometimes forget all their
good manncrs in the cars, showing a perfect dis-
regard of the comfort—and even the rights—of
others, which would banish them from decent
society if shown elsewhere.

To return to particular directions: Do not enter-
tain those who are traveling with you by constant
coraplalnts of the dust or the heat or the coid.
The others are probably as much annoyed by these
thinp as you are, and fault-finding will only make
them the more unpleasant to all. Be careful what
you say about those near you, as a thoughtless re-
mark to a friend in too loud a tone may cause a real
heartache. Many a weary mother has been pained
by hearing complaints of a fretful child, whose cry-
ing .most probably distresses her more than any
one else. Instead of saying, “ Why will people
travel with babies ?” remember that it is sometimes
unavoidable, and do not disfigure your face by a
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frown at the disturbance, but try to do what you
can to make the journey pteasant for those around
you, at least by a serene and cheerful face. A
person who really wislies to be helpful to others,
will find plenty of opportunities to “ lend a hand ”
without becoming conspicuous in any way.

Do not ask too many questions of other passen-
gers. Keep your eyes and ears open, and you will
know as much as the rest do. If you wish to in-
quire about anything, let it be of the conductor,
whose business it is to answer you, and do not
detain him unnecessarily. Remember what he tells
you, that you may not be like the woman Gail
Hamilton describes, who asked the conductor the
same question every time he carne around, as if she
thought he had undergone a moral change during
his absence, and might answer her more truthfully.

If you get out of the car at any station on your
way, be sure to observe which car it was, and which
train, sothat you need not go about inquiring where
you belong when you wish to return to your seat.

A large proportion of the accidenta which hap-
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pen every year are caused by catelessness. Young
people are afraid of seeming timid and aiixious
and will sometimes, in avoiding this, risk their lives
very foolishly. They step from the train before il
has fairly stopped, or put their heads out 6f the
window when the car is in motion, or rest the elbow
on the sil] of an open window in such a way thata
passing train may cause serious, if not fatal, injury,
Sometimes they pass carelessiy from one car to
another when the train is still, forgetting that It
may start at any moment and throw them off their
balance. Many similar exposures can he avoided
by a litele,care and thought,

These are very plain, simple rules, whicit it may
be supposed are already known to every one; but
a little observation will show that they are not
always put in practice.

A great deal has been left unsaid here on the
advantages and pleasures of travel; but, withouta
knowledge of the simple details we have given, ciie
will be sure to miss much ofthe culture and enjoy-
ment which might otherwise be gained by it

AN BXCITING BIDE
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SWALLOWS.

By Dora Read Goodale.

Dear birds that greet us with the spring,
That fly along the sunny blue,
That hover round your last year’s nests,
Or cut the shining heavens thro’,
That skim along the tneadow grass,
Among the flowers sweet and fair,
That croon upon the pointed roof,
Or, quiv’ring, balance in the alr;
Ye heralds of the sutnmer days.
As quick ye dart across the lea,
Tho’ other birds be fairer, yet
The dearest of all birds are ye.

Dear as the messengers of spring
Before the buds have opened wide,

Dear when our other birds are here,
Dear in the burning summertide;

But when the lonely autumn wind
About the flying forest grieves,

In vain we look for you, and find—
Your empty nests beneath the eaves.
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By Louisa M. Alcott. =

CHAPTER XVIII.
BOWS AND ARROWS.

Ir Sancho's abduction made a stir, one may easily
imagine with what wannth and interest he was
«elcomed back when his wrongs and wanderings
lete known. For several days he held regular
Issees, that curious boys and sympathizing girls
might see and pity the changed and curtailed dog.
Sanch behaved with dignified afTabillty, and sat
“pon his mat in the coach-housc pensively eying
bis guests, and patiently subraitting to their ca-
lisses; while Ben and Thomy took turns to tell the
It*tragical fiicts. which were not shrouded in the
elttpest mystery.  If the interesting sufferer could
"nly have spoken, what thrilling adventures and
bair-breadth escapes he might have related. But,
das1 he was dumb, and the secrets of that memo-
rdblemonth never were revealed.

The lame paw soon healed, the dingy color
slowly yielded to many washings, tlie woolly coat
began to knot up into littlg curls, a new collar
handsomely marked made him a respectable dog,
and Sancho was himself again. But it was evident
that his sufferings were not forgotten; his once
sweet temper was a trifie soured, and, with a few
exceptions, he had lost his faith in mankind.
Before, he had been the most benevolent and hos-
pitable of dogs; now, he eyed all strangers suspi-
ciously, and the sight of a shabby man made him
growl and bristle up, as if the memory of his wrongs
stil burned hotly within him.

Fortunately, his gratitude was stronger than his
resentment, and he never seemed to forget that he
owed his life to Betty,—running to meet her when-
evershe appeared, instantly obeyinghercommands,
and suffering no one to molest her when he walked
watchfully beside her, with her hand upon his neck,
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as they had walked out of the almost fatal back-
yard together, faithful friends forever.

Miss Celia called them little Una and her lion,
and read the pretty story to the children when they
wondered what she meant. Ben, with great pains,
taught the dog to spell “ Betty,” and surprised her
with a display of this new accomjilishment, which
gratified her so much that she was never tired of
seeing Sanch paw the five red letters into place,
then come and lay his nose in her hand, as if he
added; “ That’s the fiame of my dear mistress.”

Of course Bab was glad to have everything pleas-
ant and friendly again, butin a little dark comer of
her heart there was a drop ofenvy, and a desperate
desire to do something which would make every
One in her small world like and praise her as they
did Betty. Trying to be as good and gentle did
not satisfy her; she must do something brave or
surprising, and no chance for distinguishing herself
ir that way seemed likely to appear. Betty was as
fond as ever, and the boys were very kind to her;
but she felt that they both liked “ little Betcinda,”
as they called her, best, because she found Sanch,
and never seemed to know that she had done any-
thing brave in defending him against all odds. Bab
did not tell any one how she felt, but endeavored
to be amiable while waiting for her chance to come,
and when it did arrive made the most of it, though
there was nothing heroic to add a charm.

Miss Celia’s arm had been doing very well, but
it would, of course, be useless for some time longer.
Finding that the afternoon readings amused herself
as much as they did the children, she kept them
up, and brought out all her oid favorites, enjoying
a double pleasure in seeing that her young audience
relished them as much as she did when a child; for
to all but Thorny they were brand new. Out of
one of these stories carne much amusement for all,
and satis/action for one ofthe party.

“ Celia, did you bring our oid bows ?* asked
her brother, eagerly_, as* she put down the book
from which she had been reading Miss Edgeworth’s
capital story of “ Waste not Want not; or, Two
Strings to your Bow.”

“ Yes, | brought all the playthingswe left stored
away in uncles garret when we went abroad. The
bows are in the long box where you found the mal-
lets, fishing-rods and bats. The oid quivers and a
few arrows are there also, | believe. W hat is the
idea now ?” asked Miss Celia in her turn, as Thorny
bounced up in a great hurry.

“1’m going to teach Ben to shoot. Grand fun
this hot weather, and by and by we 11 have an
archery meeting, and you can give us a prize.
Come on, Ben. 1 °'ve got plenty of whip-cord to
rig up the bows, and then we 11 show ihe ladies
some first-class shooting.”
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“7 can’tj never had a decent bow in my ijfj
The little gilt one | used to wave round when | %s
a Coopid was n’t worth a cent to go,” answered
Ben, feeling as if that painted “ prodigy" must
have been a very distant connection of the respet-
able young person no* walking off arm-in-ann |
with the lord of the manor.

“ Practice is all you want. | used to he a capital|
shot, but | don’t believe | could hit anytliing huta
barn-door now,” answered Thorny, encouragingly.

As the boys vanished, with much tramping of
boots and banging of doors, Bab observed, in the
young-ladyish tone she was apt to use when she
composed her active little mind and body to the
feminine task of needlework;

“ We used to make bows of whalebone wlicn wel
were little girls, but we are too oid to playso now.”|

“17d like to, but Bab wont, 'cause she's moslj
'leven years oid,” said honest Betty, placidly rub-I
bing her needle in the “ ruster," as she called the|
family cmery-bag.

“ Grown people enjoy archery, as bow andl
arrow shooting is called, especially in England. 11
was reading about it the other day, and saw a pict-l
ure of Queen Victoria with her bow, so you needn'tj
be ashamed of it, Bab,” said Miss Celia, nimmag-I
ing amongthe books and papers in her sofa corneri
to find the magazine she wanted, thinking a i)eivf
play would be as good for the girls as for the
boys.

“ A queen, just think!” and Betty looked muchl
impressed by the fact, as well as iiplifted by thel
knowledge that her friend did not agree in tliinkingl
her silly because she preferred playing withaharai-1
less home-made toy to firing stones or snapping a|
pop-gun.

“In ofd times, bows and arrows were used tol
fight great battles with, and we read how thel
English archers shot so well that the air was dark|
with arrows, and many men were killed.”

* So did the Indians have ’em, and | *ve
some stone arrow-heads,—found ’em by the river,!
in the dirt!” cried Bab, waking up, for hatlles|
interested her more than queens.

“ While you finish your stints I il tell you alittlel
story about the Indians,” said Miss Celia, lyinghack|
on her cushions, while the needies began to
again, for the prospect of a story could not be|
resisted.

“ A century or more ago, in a small settlementl
on the banks of the Connecticut,—which meansi
the Long River of Pines,—there lived a little girll
called Matty Kilburn. On a hill stood the fortj
where the people ran for protection in any danget.r
for the country was new and wild, and more thanj
once the Indians had come down the river in theiri
canoes and burned the houses, killed men, and car*l
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[ied away women and children. Matty lived alone
with her father, but felt quite safe in the log-house,
for he was never far away. One afternoon, as the
farmers were all busy in their fields, the bell rang
suddenly,—a sign that there was danger near,—
and, dropping their rakes or axes, the men hurried
totheir houses to save wives and bables, and such
few treasures as they could. Mr. Kilburn caught
up his gun with one hand and his little girl with
the other, and ran as fast as he could toward the
fot. But before he could reach it he heard a yell,
and saw the red men coming up from the river.
Then he knew it would be in vain to try to get in,
sohe looked about for a safe place to hide Matty
till he could come for her. He was a brave man,
and could fight, so he had no thoughi of hiding
while his neighbors needed help; but the dear little
daughter must be cared for first.

“In the cérner of the lonely pasture which they
dared not cross, stood a big hollow elm, and there
the fatmer hastily hid Matty, dropping her down
into ihe dim nook, round the mouth of which
young shoots had grown, so that no one would have
suspected any hole was there.

“ “Lie still, chid, till | come; say your prayers
and wait for father,” said the man, as he parted the
leaves for a last glance at the small, frightened face
looking up at him.

“ Come soon,” whispered Matty, and tried to
smile bravely, as a stout settler’s girl should.

“Mr. Kilburn went away, and was taken prisoner
i inthe fight, carried off, and for years no one knew
| ifhe was alive or dead. People missed Matty, but
I supposed she was with her father, and never ex-
pected to see her again, A great while afterward
thepoor man carne back, having escaped and made
his way through the wilderness to his oid home.
His first question was for Matty, but no one had
setnher; and when he toid where he had left her,
theyshook their hcads as if they thought he was
ey, But they went to look, that he might be
satisfied; and he was; for there they found some
litlebones, some faded bits of cloth, and two rusty
silver buckles marked with Matty’s fiame in what
hed once been her shoes. An Indian arrow lay
iiere, too, showing why she had never cried for
help, but waited patiently so long for father to
treand find her.”

If Miss Celia expected to see the last bit of hem
drewhen her story ended, she was disappointed;
fcriiot a dozen stitches had been taken. Betty was
Bingher crash-towel for a handkerchief, and Bab’s
layon the ground as she listened with snapping
afisto the little tragedy.

"lIsit true ?” asked Betty, hoping to find relief
j 6being toid that it was not.

'Yes; | have seen the tree, and the mound
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where the fort was, and the rusty buckles in an oid
farm-house where other Kilburns livc, near the spot
where it all happened,” answered Miss Celia, look-
ing out the picture of Victoria to consolé her audi-
tors.

“W e’ll play that in the oid apple-lree. Betty
can scrooch down, and 1’ll be the father, and put
leaves on her, and then | ’ll be a great Injun and

fire at her. | can make arrows, and it will be fun,
wont it ?” cried Bab, charmed with the new drama
in which she could act the leading parts.

“ No, itwontl | don’t like to go in a cobwebby
hole, and have you play kill me. | ’ll make a nice
fort of hay, and be all safe, and you can put Dinah
down there for Matty. | don’t love her any more,
now her last eye has tumbled out, and you may
shoot her just as much as you like.”

Before Bab could agree lo this satisfactory ar-
rangement, Thorny appeared, singing, as he aimed
at a fat robin, whose red waistcoat looked rather
warm and winterish that August day :

**So he CooU up his bow.
And lie feachered his arrow,
And said: ‘1 wuUl shoot
This lilie cock*sparrow.””

“Buthe didn’t,” chirped the robin, flying away,
with a contemptuous flirt of his rusty-black tail.

“ That is exactly what you must promise nai to
do, boys. Fire away at your targets as much as
you like, butdo not harm any living creature,” said
Miss Celia, as Ben followed armed and equipped
with her own long-unused accouterments.

“ Of course we wont if you say so; but, with a
little practice, | could bring down a bird as well as
that fellow you read to me about with his wood-
peckers and'larks and herons,” answered Thorny,
who had much enjoyed the article, while his sister
lamented over the destruction of the innocent birds.

“ You 'd do well to borrowthe Squire’s oid stufied
owl for a target; there would be some chance of
your hitting him, he is so big,” said his sister,
who always made fun of the boy when he began
to brag.

Thorny’s only reply was to send_hisarrow straight
up so far out of sight that it was a long while com-
ing down again to stick quivering in the ground
near by, whence Sancho brought it in his mouth,
evidently highly approving of a gamé in which he
could join.

“ Not had for a beginning.
away.”

But Ben’s experience with bows was small, and,
in spite of his praiseworthy efTorts to imitate his
great exemplar, the arrow only tumed a feeble sort
of somersault, and descended perilously near Bab’s
uplifted nose.

Now, Ben, fire
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“ If you endanger other people’s Ufe and liberty
in your pursuit of happiness, | shall have to con-
fiscate your arms, boys. Take the orchard for your
archery ground; that is safe, and we can see you
as we sit here. | wish | had two hands, so that 1
could paint you a fine, gay target,” and Miss Celia
looked regretfuily at the injured
arm, which as yet was of little use.

“ 1 wish you could shoot, too;
you used to beat all the girls, and
I was proud of you,” answered
Thorny, with the air of a fond
eider brother; though, at the
time he alluded to, he was about
twelve, and hardly up to his sis-
teris shoulder.

“ Thank you. | shall be happy
to give my place to Bab and Betty
if you will make them some bows
and arrows; they could not use
those long ones.”

The young gentlemen did not
take the hint as quickly as Miss
Celia hoped they would; in fact,
both looked rather blank at the
suggestion, as boys generally do
when it is proposed that girls—
especially small ones—shall join
in any game they are playing.

“ P't’aps it would be too much
trouble,” began Betty, in her win-
ning little voice.

“ 1 can make my own,” declared
Bab, with an independent toss of
the head.

“ Not a bit; I TI make you the
jolliest small bow that ever was,

Betcinda,” Thomy hastened to

say, softened by the appealing
glance of the little maid.
“You can use mine, Bab;

you 've got such a strong fist, | guess i

you could puli it,” added Ben, remem-

bering that it would not be amiss to have

a comrade who “hot worse than he did, for he felt
very inferior to Thorny in many ways, and, being
used to praise, had missed it very much since he
retired to private life.

“1 wiE be umpire, and brighten up the silver
arrow | sometimes pin my hair with, for a prize,
unless we can find something better,” proposed
Miss Celia, glad to see that question settied, and
every prospect of the new play being a pleasant
amusement for the hot weather.

It was astonishing how soon archery became the
fashion in that town, for the boys discussed it en-
thusiastically all that evening, formed the “ William
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Tell Club” next day, with BabandB etty ashonoraryl
members, and, before the week was out. nearly everyl
lad was seen, like young Norval, “ With bendedl
bow and quiver fuU of arro\vs,” shooting away, with|
a charming disregard of the safety of their fellow-I
citizens. Banished by the authorities to sedudcdl

spots, the
members of the club
set up their targets
and practicad inde-
fatigably, especially Ben, who soon discovered tha
his early gyranastics had given him a sinewy arr
and atrue eye; and, taking Sanch into partnershi
as picker-up, he got more shots out of an ko
than those who had to run to and fro.

Thorny easily recovered much of his former skillj
but his strength had not fully returned, and he soo

MATTV KILBURM AND HB* fATNf»!
AT THE TRES.

|Auchre, | |
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pew tired. Bab, on tbe contrary, threw herself
into the contest heart and soul, and tugged away at
the new bow Miss Celia gave her, for Ben’s was too
heawy. No other girls were admitted, so the out-
adersgot up a club of their own, and called it “ The
Victoria," the fiame being suggested by tbe maga-
jirearticle, which went the rounds as general guide
and rcference-book. Bab and Betty belonged to
thisclub also, and dtily reported the doings of the
boys, with whoin they had a right to shoot if they
chose, but soon waived the right, plainly seeing
that their absence would be regarded in the light
| ofa favor.
The archery fever raged as fiercely as the base-
I'kel] epideraic had done before jt, and not only did
themagazine circuiate freely, but Miss Edgeworth’s
| story, which was eagerly read, and so much admired
| ibai the girls at once mounted green ribbons, and
lie boys kept yards of whip-cord in their pockets,
llikethe provident Benjamin of the tale.
Every one enjoyed the new play very much, and
I something grew out of it which was a lasting pleas-
ueto many, long after the bows and arrows were
I lbrfOtten.  Seeing how glad the children were to
a new story, Miss Celia was moved to send a
I boxof books—oid and new—to the town library,
xhichwas but scantily supplied, as country librarles
jil apt to be. This donation produced a good
tffect; for other people hunted up all the volumes
jtbey could spare for the same purpose, and the
jdusty shelves in the little room behind the post-
; filled up amazingly. Corning in vacation
Ibe they were hailed with delight, and ancient
bods of travel, as well as modern tales, were
Ifcasted upon by happy young folks, with plenty of
llimeto enjoy them in peace.
The success of her first attempt at being a public
benefactor pleased Miss Celia very much, and sug-
;d other ways in which she might serve the
huiet town, where she seemed to feel that work was
I niting for her to do. She said little to any one
htthe friend over the sea, yet various plans were
«@dethen that blossomed beautifully by and by.

Chapter XIX.
SPEAKING PIECES.

The first of Septeraber carne all too soon, and
sdiod began. Araong the boys and girls who
|*wt trooping up to the “ East Comer knowledge-

as they called it, was our friend Ben, with a
60of neat books under his arm. He felt very
ange, and decldedly shy; but put on a boid face,

lef nobody guess that, though nearly thirteen,
I- W never been to school before. Miss Celia

W told his story to Teacher, and she, being a

|bod little woman, with young brothers of her own,
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made things as easy for him as she could. In read-
ing and writing he did very well, and proudly took
his place among lads of his own age; but when it
carne to arithmetic and geography, he had to go
down a long way, and begin almost at the begin-
ning, in spite of Thorny’s efforts to “ tool him
along fast.”” It mortified him sadly, but there was
no help forit; and in some of the classes he had
dear little Betty to condole with him when he ftiiled,
and smile contentedly when he got above her, as he
soon began to do,—for she was not a quick child,
and plodded through First Parts long after sister
Bab was flourishing away among girls much older
than herself.

Fortunately, Ben was a short boy and a clever
one, so he did not look out of place among the ten
and eleven year olders, and fell upon his lessons
with the same resolution with which he used to take
a new leap, or practice patiently till he could touch
his heels with his head. That sort of exercise had
given him a strong, elastic little body; this kind
was to train his mind, and make its faculties as use-
ful, quick and sure, as the obedient muscles, nerves
and eye, which kept him safe where others would
have broken their necks, He knew this, and found
much consolation in the fact that, though mental
arithmetic was a hopeless task, he cau/d turn a
dozen somersauits, and come up as steady as a
judge. When the boys laughed at him for saying
that China was in Africa, he routed them entirely
by his superior knowledge of the animals belonging
to that wiid country; and when “ First class in
reading” was called, he marched up with the proud
consciousness that the shortest boy in it did better
than tall Moses Towne or fat Sam Kittcridge.

Teacher praised him all she honestly could, and
corrected his many biunders so quietly that he soon
ceased to be a deep, distressful red during recita-
tion, and tugged away so manfully that no one
could help respecting him for his efforts, and trying
to make light of his failures. So the firsthard week
went by, and though the boy’s heart had sunk many
a time at the prospect of a protracted wrestle with
his own ignorance, he made up his mind to win,
and went at it again on the Monday with fresh zeal,
ail the better and bvaver for a good, cheery talk
with Miss Celia in the Sunday evening twilight.

He did nottell her one of his greatcst triais, how-
ever, because he thought she could not help him
there. Some of the children rather looked down
upon him, called him “tramp” and “ beggar,”
twitted him with having been a circus boy, and
lived in a tent like a gypsy. They did not mean
to be cruel, but did it for the sake of teasing, never
stopping to think how much such sport can make a
fellow-creature suffer. Being a plucky fellow, Ben
pretended notto mind; but he did feel it kecnly,
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because be wanted to start afresh, and be like other
boys. He was not ashamed of the oid life, but
findiiig those around him disapproved of it, he was
glad to let it be forgotten,—even by himself,—for
his latest recollections were not happy ones, and
present comforts made past hardships seem harder
than before.

He said nothing of this to Miss Celia, but she
found it out, and liked him all the better for keep-
ing some of his small worries to'himself. Bab and
Betty carne over on Monday afternoon full of indig-
nation at some boyish insult Sam had put upon
Ben, and finding thera too full of it to enjoy the
reading, Miss Celia asked what the matter was.
Then both little girls burst out in a rapid succes-
sion of broken exclamations which did not give a
very olear idea of the difficulty:

* Sam did n’t like it because Ben jumped farther
than he did 7

“ And he said Ben ought to be in the poor-
house.”

“ And Ben said he ought to be in a pig-pen.”

“ So he had!—such a greedy thing, bringing
lovely big apples and not giving any one a single
hite!”

“ Then he was mad, and we all laughed, and he
said, ‘Want to fight?’”

“ And Ben said, ‘No, thanky, not much fun in
pounding a feather-bed.””

“ Oh, he was awfully mad then and chased Ben
up the big maple.”

“ He ’s there now, for Sam wont let him come
down till he takes it all back.”

“ Ben wont, and | do believe he’ll have to stay
up all night,” said Betty, distressfully.

“ He wont care, and we ’ll have fun firing up his
supper. Nut-cakes and cheese will go splendidly;
and may be baked pears wouldn’t get smashed,
he’s such a good catch,” added Bab, decidedly
relishing the prospect.

“If he does not come by tea-time we will goand
look after him. Itseerastome | have heard some-
thing about Sam’s troubling him before, have n’t
I ?” asked Miss Celia, ready to defend her protégé
against all unfair persecution.

“Yes’m, Sam and Mose are always plaguing
Ben. They are big boys and we can’t make them
stop. | wont let the girls do it, and the little
boys don’t daré to, since Teacher spoke to them,”
.answered Bab.

“ Why does not Teacher speak to the big ones?”

“ Ben wont tell of thera or let us. He says he’ll
fight his own battles and hates tell-tales. | guess
he wont like to have us tell you, but I don’t care,
forit wtoo bad,” and Betty looked ready to cry
over her friend’s.tribulations.

“1’m glad you did, for | will attend to it and

UNDER THE

LILACS. [Avew.l

stop this sort of thing,” said Miss Celia, after thel
children had toid some of the tormenting speeclis|
which had tried poor Ben.

Just then, Thorny appeared, looking muchl
amused, and the little girls both called out ina|
breath: * Did you see Ben and get him down ?"

“ He got himself down in the neatest way yool
can imagine,” and Thorny laughed at the recollec-|
tion.

* Where is Sam ?” asked Bab.

* Staring up at the sky to see where Ben hasl
flown to.”

“ Oh, tell about it!” begged Betty.

“Well, I carne along and found Ben tiecd, andl
Sam stoning him. | stopped that at once andlold|
the ‘fat boy "to be off. He said he wouldn'ti
Ben begged his pardon, and Ben said he woulcIn’il
doitif he stayed up for a weck. | was justprcparingl
to give that rascal ascientificthrashing when aloadl
of hay carne along and Ben dropped on to if sol
quietly that Sam, who was trying to bully me, iieveri
saw him go. It tickled me so, | toid Sam 1 giiessedi
I’d let him off that time, and walked away, Icavingl
him to hunt for Ben and wonder where the dickens|
he had vanished to.”

The idea of 'Sam’s bewilderment tickled Ibe|
others as much as Thorny, and they all had a j
laugh over it before Miss Celia asked:

“Where has Ben gone now?”

“ Oh, he’ll take a little ride and then slip do»n|
and race home full of the fun of it. But | *ve]
to settle Sam. | wont have our Ben hectored by
any one

’But yourself,” put in his sister, with a slysmilej
for Thorny was rather domineering at times.

“ He does n’t mind my poking him up now and
then, it’s good for him, and 1 always take his panj
against other people. Sam is a bully and so a
Mose, and | ’ll thrash them both ifthey don't stop.'|

Anxious lo curb her brother's pugnacious pio
pensities, Miss Celia proposed milder measureS;|
promising to speak to the boys herself if there
any more trouble.

“ | have been thinking that we should have somd
sort of merry-making for Ben on his birthday. M;i
plan was a very simple one, but | will enlargei|
and have all the young folks come, and Ben shall
be king of the fun. He needs encourageirent iif
well-doing, for he does try, and now the fii-st harq
part is nearly over I am sure he will geton bravelyl
If we treat him with respect and show our regata
for him, others will follow our example, and thal
will be better than fighting about it.” |

* So itwilll  What shall we do to make oul
party tip-top ?” asked Thorny, falling into the trag
at once, for he dearly loved to getup theatnca®
and had not had any for a long time.
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“We will plan something splendid, a ‘grand
Icombination,” as you used to cali your droll mixt-
ties of tragedy, comedy, melodrama and farce,”
answered his sister, with her head already full of
I vely plots.

“We ’ll startle the natives. | don’tbelieve they
leversaw a play in all their lives, hey Bab ?”

“1've seen a circus.”

“We dress up and do ‘Babes in the Wood,””
ladded Betty, with dignity.

“Pho! that’s nothing. |1’ll show you acting
I (hatwill make your hair stand on end, and you
sallact too. Bab will be capital for the naughty
girls,"began Thorny, excited by the prospect of
producing a sensation on the boards, and always
Iready to tease the girls.

Before Betty could protest that she did not want
Iher hair to stand up, or Bab could indignantly
decline the role offered her, a shrill whistle was
lheard, and Miss Celia whispered, with a warning
Ikiok:

“Hush | Ben is coming, and he must not know
lanything about this yet.”

The next day was Wednesday, and in the after-
lacon Miss Celia went to hear the diildren “ speak
pieces,” though it was very seldom thatany of the
I bnsymatronsand eider sisters foundtime orinclina-
I fion for these displays of youthful oratory. Miss
Cdiaand Mrs. Moss were all the audience on this
occasion, but Teacher was both pleased and proud

5see them, and a general rustle went through the
I sthool as they carne in, all the girls tuming from

| thevisitors to nod at Bab and Betty, who smiled
dlover their round faces to see “ Ma ” sitting up

leof Teacher,” and the boys grinned at Ben,
luhose heart began to beat fastat the thought of his
dear mistress coming so far to hear him say his
| piece.

Thomy had recommended Marco Bozzaris, but
Benprcferred John Gilpin, and ran the famous race
»ithmuch spirit, making excellent time in some
I prtsand having to be spurred a little in others,

I carne out all right, though quite breathless at
theend, sitting down amid great applause, some of
| «iich, curiously enough, seemed to come from out-

; which in fact it did, for Thorny was bound to
kar but would not come in, lest his presence
lduridabash one orator at Icast.

Other pieces followed, all more or less patriotic
indwarlike, among the boys; sentimental among

fiegirls. Sam broke down in his attempt lo give
ae of Websteris great speeches. Little Cy Fay
| todiy attacked

Again to the battie. Achataos!

“dshrieked his way through itin a shrill, small
*we bound to do honor to the older brother who
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had trained him, even if he broke a vessel in the
attempt. BiUy chose a well-worn piece, but gave
it a new interestby his style of delivery ; for his
gestures were so spasmodic he looked as if going
into a fit, and he did such astonishing things with
his voice that one never knew whether a howl or a
growl would come next. When

The woods agafnsta stormy sky
Their giant branclies lossed;"”

Billy’s arms went round like.the sails of a wind-
mil; the “hymns of loftycheer” notonly “ shook
the depths of the desert gloom,"” but the small
children on their little benches, and the school-
house literally rang “ to.the anthems of the free!”
When “the ocean eagle soared,” Billy appeared to
be going bodily up, and the “ pines of the forest
roared ” as if they had taken lessons of Van Am-
burgh’s biggest lion. “ Woman’s fearless eye”
was expressed by a wild glare ; “ manhood’s brow,
severely high,” by a sudden clutch at the reddish
locks falling over the orator’s hot forehead, and a
sounding thump on his blue checked bosom told
where “ the fiery heart of youth” was located.
“ W hat sought they thus afar ?” he asked, :n such
a natural and inquiring tone, with his eye fixed on
Mamie Peters, that the startled innocent replied,
“ Dunno,” which caused the speaker to ciése in
haste, devoutly pointing a stubby finger upward at
the last line.

This was considerad the gcin of the collection,
and Billy took his seat prondly conscious that his
native town'boasted an orator who, in time, would
utterly eclipse Edward Everettand Wendell Phillips.

Sally Folsom led ofF with “ The Coral Grove,”
chosen for the express piirpose of making her friend
Almira Mullet start and blush, when she recited
the second line of that pleasing poem,

“ Where ihe purple mnllei and gold-hsh rove.”

One of the older girls gave Wordsworth’s “ Lost
Love” in a pensive tone, clasping her hands and
bringing out the “ O ” as if a sudden twinge of
toothache seized her when she ended. -

*Bul sheisin her gtave, and O,
The differcoce lome!™"

Bab always chosc a funny piece, and on this after-
noon set them all laughing by the spirit with which
she spoke the droll poem, “ Pussy’s Class,” which
some of my young readers may have read. The
“ meou ” and the “ sptzzs ” were capital, and when
the “ fond mamma rubbed her nose,” the children
shouted, for Miss Bab made a paw ofher hand and
ended with an impromptu purr, which was consid-
ered the bestimitation ever presented to an appre-
ciativc public. Bettybashfully miirmured * Little
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W hite Lilly,” swaying to and fro as regularly as if
in no otherway could the rhymes be ground out
of her memory.

“ That is all, | believe. If either of the ladies
would like to say a few words to the children, |
should be pleased to have them,” said Teacher,
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applauded, consciences pricked, and undone tasks,
complaining words and sour faces seemed to riseup
reproachfully before many of the children, as well
as their own faults of elocution.

“ Now we will sing,” said Teacher, and a great
clearing of throats ensued, but before a note could

THE OCEAN EACLB SOAEED.

politely, pausing before she dismissed school with a
song.

“ Please 'm, | ’d like to speak my piece,” an-
swered Miss Celia, obeying a sudden impulse;
and, stepping forward with her hat in her hand,
she made a pretty courtesy before she recited Mary
Howitt’s sweet little bailad, “ Mabel on Midsummer
Day.”

She looked so young and merry, used such sim-
ple but expressive gestures, and spoke in such a
clear, soft voice that the children sat as if speli-
bound, learning several lessons from this new
teacher, whose performance charmed them from
beginning to end, and left a moral which all could
understand and carry away in that last verse;

'nT is good to make all duty sweet,
To be alcrt and kind;
'Tis good, Hke Liitle Mabel,
To have a wiUing roind.”

Of course there was an enthusiastic clapping
when Miss Celia sat down, but even while hancis

be uttered, the half-open door swung wide, and
Sancho, with Ben’s hat on, walked in upon hishind
legs, and stood with his paws meekly folded, wiulel
a voice from the entry sang rapidly:

“ Benny had a litde dog,
His fleece was white as soow.
And everywhere that Benny went
The dog was sute to go.

“He went inlo the school one day,
W hieh was against the rule:
It made ihe children laugh and play
To see a dog

Mischievous Thorny got no further, for a generaj
explosion of laughtef drowned the last words, an
Ben’s coinmand “ Out, you rascal1” sent Sanen “
the right-about in double-quick time.

Miss Celia tricd to apologize for her bad brotherj
and Teacher tried to assure her that it didntmal
ter in the least asthis wasalwaysa merry time, anj
Mrs. Moss vainly shook her finger at her naug j
daughters; they as well as the others would hav"
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their laugh out, and only partially sobered down
whenthe bell rang for “ Attention." They thought
they were to be dismissed, and repressed their gig-
glesas well as they could in order to get a good start
for a vociferous roar when they got out. But, to
iheir great surprise, the pretty lady stood up again
and said, in her friendly way ;
"1 just want to thank you for this pleasant little
exhibition, and ask leave to come again. | also
wishto invite you all to my boy’s birthday party on
Saturday week. The archery meeting is to be in
the afternoon, and both clubs will be there, 1 be-
liee. In the evening we are going to have some
fun, when we can laugh as much as we please
wiihout breaking any of the rules. In Ben’s
euame | invite you, and hope you will all come, for
Im mean to make this the happiest birthday he
{werhad.”
There were twenty pupils in the room, but the
l«ghty hands and feet made such a racket at this
lannouncement that an outsider would have thought
shundred children, at least, must have been at it.
IMissCeliawasageneralfavoritebecause shenodded
I loall the girls, called the boys by their last iames,
leieii addressing some of the largest as “ Mr.,”
Iwhichwon their hearts at once, so that if she had
invited them all to come and be whipped they would
have gone, sure that it was some delightful joke.
With what eagerness they accepted the present
linvitation one can easily imagine, though they never
jnessedwhy she gave it in that way, and Ben’s face
wsa sight to see, he was so pleased and proud at
trehonor done him that he did not know where to
look, and was glad to rush out with the other boys
ljndvent his emotions in whoops of delight. He
hew ihat some little plot was being concocted for
lis birthday, but never dreamed of anything so
L {raridas asking the whole school, Teacher and all.
Theeffect of the invitation was seen with comical
rapidity, for the boys became overpowering in their
| friendly attentions to Ben. Even Sam, fearing
1might be Icft out, promptly offered the peace-
lalolive-branch in the shape of a big apple, warm
hom his pocket, and Mose proposed a trade in
fick-kniveswhich would be greatly to Ben’s advan-
But Thomy made the noblest sacrifice of
di, for he said to his sister, as they walked home
I tolether:
“I'm not going to try for the prize at all. |
iWt so much better than the rest, having had
| "»re practice, you know, that it is, hardiy fair.
[listiand Billy are next best, and about even, for
ns strong wrist makes up for Billy’s irue eye,
M»lboth want to win. If | am out of the way Ben
Sins a good chance, for the other fellows don’t
to much.”
Bab does; she shoots nearly as well as Ben, and
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wants to win even more than he or Billy. She
must have her chance at any rale.”

“ So she may, but she wont do anything; girls
can’t, though it’s good exercise and pleases them
to try.”

“I1f I had full use of both my arms |’d show
you that girls can do a great deal when they like.
Don’t be too lofty, young man, for you may have
to come down,” laughed Miss Celia, amused by
his aire.

“No fear,” and Thorny calmly departed to set
his targets for Ben’s practice.

“ We shall see,” and from that moment Miss
Celia made Bab her especial pupil, feeling that a
little lesson would be good for Mr. Thorny, who
rather lorded it over the other young people.
There was a spice of mischief in it, for Miss Celia
was very young at heart, in spite of her twenty-four
years, and she was bound to see that her side liad
a fair chance, believing that girls can do whatever
they are willing to strlve patiently and wisely for.

So she kept Bab at work early and late, giving
her all the hints and help she could with only one
efficient hand, and Bab was delighted to think she
did well enough to shoot with the club. Her arras
ached and her fingere grew hard with twanging the
bow, but she was indefatigable, and beinga strong,
tall child of her age, with a great love of all ath-
letic sports, she got on fast and well, soon learning
to send arroiv after arrow with ever incredsing accu-
racy nearer and nearer to the bull’s-eye.

The boys took very little notice of her, being
much absorbed in their own affairs, but Betty did
for Bab what Sancho did for Ben, and trotted after
arrows till her short legs were sadly tired, though
her patience never gave out. She was so sure Bab
would win that she cared nothing about her own
success, practicing little and seldom hitting any-
thing when she tried.

Chapter XX.

BEN’'S BIRTHDAY.

A SUPERB display of flags flappcd gayly in the
breeze on the September morning when Ben proud-
ly entered his teens. An irruption of bunting
seemed to have broken out all over the oid house,
for banners of every shape and size, color and de-
sign flew from chimney-top and gable, porch and
gate-way, making the quiet place look as lively as
a circus tenc, which was just what Ben most desired
and delighted in.

The boys had been up very early to prepare the
show, and when it was ready enjoyed it hugely, for
thefresh wind made the pennonscutstrange capers.
The winged lion of Venice looked as if trying to
fly away home; the Chinese dragén appeared to
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brandish his forked tail as he clawed at the Bur-
mese peacock; the double-headed eagle of Russia
pecked at the Turkey crescentwith one beak, while
the other seemed to be screaming to the English
royal beast, “ Come on and lend a paw.” In the
hurry of hoisting, the Siamese elephant got turned
upside down, and now danced gayly on his head,
with the stars and stripes waving proudly over hira.
A green flag with a yellow harp and sprig of Sham-
rock hung in sight of the kitchen window, and
Katy, the cook, got breakfast to the tune of “ St.
Patrick’s day in the moming.” Sancho’s kennel
was halfhidden under a rustling paper imitation of
the gorgeous Spanish banner, and the scarlet sun-
and-moon flagof Arabia snapped and flaunted from
the pole over the coach-house, as a delicate com-
pliment to Lita, Arabian horses being considered
the finest in the world.

The little girls carne outto see, and declared it
was the loveliest sight they ever beheld, while
Thorny played “ Hail Columbia” on his fife, and
Ben, mounting the gate-posi, crowed long and loud
like a happy cockerel who had just reached his
majority. He had been surprised and delighted
with the gifts he found in his room on awaking,
and guessed why Miss Celia and Thomy gave
him such pretty things, fot among them was a
match-box made like a mouse-trap. The doggy
buttons and the horsey whip were treasures indeed,
for Miss Celia had not given them when they first
planned to do so, because Sancho’s return seemed
to be joy and reward enough forthat occasion. But
he did not forget to thank Mrs. Moss for the cake
she sent him, fior the girls for the red mittens which
they had secretly and painfully knit. Bab’s was
long and thin, with a very pointed thumb, Betty’s
short and wide, with a stubby thumb, and all
their mother’s pulling and pressing could not make
them look alike, to the great affliction of the little
knitters.  Ben, however, assured them that he
rather preferred odd ones, as then he could always
tell which was right and which left. He put
them on immediately and went about cracking the
new whip with an expression of content which was
droll to see, while the children followed after, full
of admiration for the hero of the day.

They were very busy all the morning prepar-
ing for the festivities to come, and as soon as
dinner was over every one scrambled into his or
her bestclothes as fastas possible, because, although
invited to come at two, impatient boys and girls
were seen hovering .about the avenue as early as
one.

The first to arrive, however, was an uninvited
guest, for just as Bab and Betty sat down on the
porch steps, in their stiff pink calico frocks and
white ruffled aprons, to repose a moment before
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the party carne in, a rustling was heard among ire
lilacs and out stepped Alfred Tennyson Barlow,

looking like a small Robin Hood, in a green blouse |
with a silver buckle on his broad belt, a feathetin|
his little cap and a bow in his hand.

“ 1 have come to shoot. | heard aboutit. My|
papa told me what arching meant. Waill there ke
any little cakes? | like them.”

W ith these opening remarks the poet took a set|
and calmly awaited a response. The young ladies, |
I regret to say, giggled, then remembering tbeiri
manners, hastened to inform him that there would |
be heaps of cakes, also that Miss Celia would notl
mind his coming without an invitation, they «ere|
quite sure.

“ She asked me to come that day. Ihavebeeitl
very busy. | had measles. Do you have themi
here?” asked the guest, as if anxious to comparti
notes on the sad subject.

“ We had ours ever so long ago. W hat have you|
been doing besides having measles?” said Beity,|
showing a polite interest.

“ 1 had a fight with a bumble-bee.”

“ Who beat ?” demanded Bab.

“1did. | ran away and he could n’t catch ne.”

“ Can you shoot nicely?”

“ 1 hita cow. She did not mind at all.
she thought it was a fly.”

“ Did your mother know you were coming?"
asked Bab, fseling an interest in runaways.

“No; she is gone to drive, so | could not askl
her.”

“ Itisvery wrong to disobey. My Sunday-schooll
book says that children who are naughty thatrvay|
never go to heaven,” observed virtuous Betty, in j
warning tone.

“ 1 do not wish to go,” was the startling reply. |

“Why not?” asked Betty, severely.

“ They don’t have any dirt there. My marnn
says so. 1 am fond of dirt. | shall stay here wheigj
there is plenty of it,” and the candid youth begaij
to grub in the mold with the satisfaction of;
genuine boy.

“ | am afraid you ’re a very bad child.”

r Oh yes, 1 ara. My papa often says so and ha
knows all about it,” replied Alfred with aninvolunl
tary wriggle suggestive ofpainful memories. Thenl
as if anxious to change the conversation from ii®
somewhat personal channel, he asked, pointingt
a row of grinning heads abovc the wall, “ Do yoi]
shoot at those ?”

Bab and Betty looked up quickly and recogmt
the familiar faces of their friends peering do'wns|
them, like a choice collection of trophies or

“ 1 should think you ’d be ashained to peekbT
fore the party was ready!” cried Bab, frowninj
darkly upon the merry young ladies.

I guess|
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't Miss Celia told m to come before two, and be
ready to receive folks, if she was n’t down,” added
Betty, iraportantly.

“ It is striking two now. Come along, girls,” and
over scrambled Sally Folsom, foUowed by three or
four kindred spirits, just as their hostess appeared.

“You look like Amazons storming a fort,” she
said, as the girls carne up, each carrying her bow
and arrows, while green ribbons flcw in every direc-
tion. “ How do you do, sir? 1 have been hoping
you would cali again,” added Miss Celia, shaking
hands with the pretty boy, who regarded with be-
nign jnterest the giver of little cakes.

Here a rush of boys took place, and further re-
marks were cut short, for every one was in a hurry
to begin. So the procession was formed at once,
Miss Celia taking the lead, escorted by Ben in the
postof honor, while the boys and girls paired off be-
hind, arm in arm, bow on shoulder, in martial array.
Thorny and Billy were the band, and marched be-
fore, fifing and drumming “ Yankee Doodlc” with
avigor which kept feet moving briskly, made eyes
sparkle, and young hearts dance under the gay
gownsand summer jackets. The interesting stran-
gerwas elected to bear the prize, laid out on a red
pin-cushion, and did so with great dignity, as he
went l)eside the standard-bearer, Cy Fay, who bore
Ben’s choicest flag, snow white, with a green wieath
surrounding a painted bow and arrow, and with the
letters W. T. C. done in red below.

Such a merry march all about the place, outat the
Lodge gate, up and down the avenue, along the
winding-paths till they halted in the orchard where
thetarget stood and seats were placed forthe archers,
whilethey wailed for their turns. Various rules and
regiilations were discussed, and then the fun began.
Mss Celia had insisted that the girls should be in-
viled to shoot with the boys, and the lads consented
Iwithout much concern, whispering to one another
with condescending shrugs—* Let ’em try, if they
like, they can’t do anything.”

There were various tridis ofskill beféte the great
match carne off, and in these tridis the young gentle-
Imendiscovered that two at leastof the girlscould do
Isomething, for Bab and Sally shot better than many
lof the boys, and were well rewardecl for their exer-
lios by the change which took place in the faces
Bdconversation of their mates.

“Why, Bab, you do as well as if | ’d taught you
I myself,” said Thorny, much surprised and not alto-
I pther pleased at the little girl’s skill.

“Alady taught me, and | mean to beat every
I Meof you,” answered Bab, saucily, while her spark-
I Ingeyes turned to Miss Celia with a mischievous
| mirkle in them.

“Nota bit of it,” declared Thorny, stoutly; but

itwent to Ben and whispered, “ Do your best, oid

UNDER THE

LILACS. 663

fellow, for sister has taught Bab all the scientific
points, and the little rascal is ahead of Billy.”

“ She wont get ahead ofwrt:,” said Ben, picking
out his best arrow, and trying the string of his bow
with a confident air which re-assured Thorny, >vho
found it impossible to believe that a giri ever could,
would, or should excel a bov in anything he cared
to try.

It really did look as if Bab would beat when the
match for the prize carne off, and the children got
more and more excited as the six who were to try for
it took turns at the bull’s-eye. Thorny was umpire
and kept account of each shot, for the arrow which
went nearest the middle would win. Each had
three shots, and very soon the lookers on saw that
Ben and Bab were the best marksmen, and one of
them would surcly get the silver arrow.

Sam, who was too lazy to practice, soon gave up
the contest, saying, as Thorny did, “ It wouldn’t
be fair for such a big fellow to try with the little
chaps,” which made a laugh, as his want of skill
was painfully evident. But Mose went at it gal-
lantly, and if his eye had been as true as his arms
were strong, the “ jittle chaps” would have trem-
bled. But his shots were none of them as near as
Billy’s, and he retired after the third failure, declar-
ing that it was impossible to shoot against the wind,
though scarcely a breath was stirring.

Sally Folsom was bound to beat Bab, and
twanged away in great style; all in vain, however,
as with tall Maria Newcome, the third girl who
attempted the trial. Being a little near-sighted, she
had borrowed her sister’s eye-glasses, and thereby
lessened her chance of success; for the pinch on
her nose distracted her attention, and not one of
her arrows went beyond the sccond ring, to her
great disappointment. Billy did very well, but got
nervous when his last shot carne, and just missed
the bull’s-eye by being in a hurry.

Bab and Ben each had one turn more, and as
they were about even, that last arrow would decide
the victory. Both had sent a shot into the bull’s-
eye, but neither was exactly in the middle; so
there was room to do better, even, and the children
crowded round, crying eagerly, “ Now, Ben!”
“ Now, Bab 1” “ Hit her up, Ben!” “ Beathim,
Bab!” whiie Thorny looked as anxious as if the
fate of the country depended on the success of his
man, Bab’s turn carne first, and as Miss Celia ex-
amined her bow to see that all was right, the little
girl said, with her eyes on her rival’s excited face:

“ 1 want to beat, but Ben will feel so bad, | 'most
hopc | sha’n’t.”

“ Losing a prize sometimes makes one happier
than gaining it. You have proved that you could
do better than most of them, so, if you do not beat,
you may still feel proud,” answered Miss Celia, giv-
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ing back the bow with a sinile that said more than
her words.

It seemed to give Bab a new idea, for in a minute
all sorts of recollections, wishes and plans, rushed
through her lively little mind, and she followed a
sudden generous impulse as blindly asshe often did
a willful one.

“ 1 guess he ’ll beat,” she said, softly, with a
quick sparkle of the eyes, as she stepped to her
place and fired without taking her usual careful
aim.

Her shot struck almost as near the center on the
right as her last one had hit on the lefl, and there
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“ A tie 1 atie !” cried the girls, as a general tush|
took place toward the target.

“ No; Ben’s is nearest. Ben’sbeat!
shouted the boys, throwing up their hats.

There was only a hair’s-breadth differencc, andl
Bab could honestly have disptited the decisién; buti
she did not, though for an instant she could notl
help wishing that the cry had been, “ Bab 'sheat!|
Hurrah !” it sounded so pleasant. Then she saM
Ben’s beaming face, Thorny’ intense relief, andi
caught the look Miss Celia sent her over the headsl
ofthe boys, and decided, with a sudden warm glo«|
all over her little face, that losing a prize did some-1

Hooray]"|

alACTICING FOR IHE MATCH.

was a shout of delight from the girls as Thorny an-
nounced it before he hurried back to Ben, whisper-
ing anxiously:

“ Steady, oid man, steady ; you musi beat that,
or we shall never hear the last of it.”

Ben did not say, “ She wont get ahead of me,”
as he had said at the first; he set his teeth, threw
off his hat, and knitting his brows with a resolute
expression, prepared to take steady aim, though his
heart beat fast, and his thumb trembled as he
pressed it on the bow-string.

“ I'hope you ’ll beat, I truly do,” said Bab, at his
elbow; and as if the breath that framed the gener-
ous wishhelpedit on its way, the arrow flew straight
to the bull’s-eye, hitting, apparently, the very spot
where Bab’s best shot had left a hole.

times make one happier than winning it. Up 'ventl
her best hat, and she burst out in a shrill, “ Rah,|
rah, rah!” that sounded very funny coming all|
alone after the general clamor had subsided.

“ Good for you, Bab ! you are an honor to thel
club, and I 'm proud of you,” said Prince Thumy.T
with a hearty hand-shake; for, as his man hadl
won, he could afford to praise the rival who had|
put him on his mettle though she was a girl.

Bab was much uplifted by the royal commciid>j
tion, but a few minutes later felt pleased as well asi
proud when Ben, having received the prize, caroel
to her, as she stood behind a tree sucking her blis-1
lered thumb, while Belty braided up her disheveledi
locks. |

“ I think it would be fairer to cali it a tie, Bab,|
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Ifotit nearly was, and | want you to wear this. |
Irantcd the fun of loeating, but | don’t care a bit
Ifbrthis girl’s thing, and | ’d rather see it on you.”

As he spoke, Ben ofFered the rosette of green
Iribbon which held the silver arrow, and Bab’s eyes
Ibrightened as they fell upon the pretty ornament,
Ifcr to her “ the girl’s thing” was almost as good
|as the victory.

‘Oh no; you must wear it to show who won.
Imiss Celia would n’t like it. 1 don’t mind not get-
Itingit; 1 did better than all the rest, and | guess |
Ishould n’t like to beat you," answered Bab, uncon-
Isciously putting into childish words the sweet gener-
j«iij which makes so many sisters glad to see their
Ibrothcrs carry off the prizes of life, while they are
Icsntent to know that they have earned them and
jcan do without the praise.

But if Bab was generous, Ben was just; and
Itboiigh he could not explain the feeling, woulé& not
Icorsent to take all the glory without giving his lit-
Itlefriend a share.

“Youmust wear it; | shall feel real mean if you
Idon't. You worked harder than | did, and it was
lonly luck my getting this. Do, Bab, to please
|me,"he persisted, awkwardly trying to fasten the
lornament in the middle of Bab’s white apron.

"Then I will. Now do you forgive me for losing
ISancho?” asked Bab, with a wistful look which
Imade Ben say, heartily:

"1did that when he carne home.”

“And you don’t think | 'm horrid ?”

“Nota bit ofit; youare fifst-rate, and 1 ’ll stand
Ibyyou like a man, for you are 'most as good as a
Iboy! cried Ben, anxious to deal handsomely with
lilis feminine rival, whose skiil had raised her im-
litiensely in his opini6n.

Feeling that he could not improve that last com-
Ipliment, Bab was fully satisfied, and let him leave
Ithe prizc upon her breast, conscious that she had
Isome claim to it.

“That is where it should be, and Ben is a true

,winning the prize that he may give it to his
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lady, while he is content with the victory,” said Miss
Celia, laughingly, to Teacher, as the children ran
off to join in the riotous games which soon made
the orchard ring.

“ He learned that at the circus “‘tunnyments,” as
he calis them. He is a nice boy, and | am much
interesled in him; for lie has the two things that
do most toward making a man, patience and cour-
age,” answered Teacher, smiling also as she v/atched
the young knight play leap-fiog, and the honored
lady tearing about in a game oftag.

“ Bab is a nice child, loo,” said Miss Celia;
“ she is as quick as a flash lo catch an idea and
carry it out, though very often the ideas are wild
ones. She could have won just now, | fancy, if she
had tried, but took the notGon into her head that
it was nobler to let Ben win, and so atone for the
trouble she gave him in losing the dog. i saw a
very sweet look on her face just now, and am sure
that Ben will never know why he beat.”

* She does such things at school sometimes, and
| can’t bear to spoil' her little atonements, though
they are not always needed or very wise,” answered
Teacher. “ Not long ago | found that she had
been giving her lunch day after day to a poor child
who seldom had any, and when | asked her why,
she said, with teavs, ‘1 used to laugh at Abby, be-
cause she had oniy crusty, dry bread, and so she
wouldn’t bring any. | oughtto give her mine and
be hungry, it was so mean to make fun of her poor-
ness.””

“ Did you stop the sacrifice?”

“No; | let Bab *gohalves,” and added an extra
bit to my own lunch, so | could make my contri-
bution likewise.”

“ Come and tell me about Abby’s folks. | want
to make friends with our poor people, for soon |
shall have a right to help them;” and, putting
her arm in Teachet’s, Miss Celia led her away for
a quiet chat in the porch, making her guest's visit
a happy holiday by confiding several plans and
asking advice in the friendliest way. *

(*7V be eoHtinued.)
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“HAPPY FIELOS OF SUMMER.’

By Lucy Larcom.

APPY fields of summer, all your airy grasses
W hispering and bowing when the west wind passes,—
Happy lark and nestling, hid beneath the inowing,
Root sweet music in you, to the white clouds growing!

Happy fields of summer, softly billowed over
W ith'the feathery red-top and the rosy clover,—
i iAW : Happy little children seek your shady places,-

livi" Lark-songs in their bosoms, sunshine on their faces !
iv.Ii".

Happy little children, skies are bright above you,

Trees bend down to kiss you, breeze and blossom love you;
And we bless you, playing in the field-paths mazy,
Swinging with the harebell, dancing with the daisy!

Happy fields of summer, touched with deeper beauty
As your tall grain ripens, tell the children duty

Is as sweet as pleasure;—tell them both are blended
In the best life-story, well begun and ended!
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THE DIGGER-WASPS AT HOME.

BY E. A. E.

JULY had come again, and brought with it such
warm, sultry days that it almost seemed as if no
living creature could stir abroad. Nevertheless,
ibere was a wonderful deal going on in our garden.
Through the air and over the flower-beds hastened
hundreds of little people. Some lived in the trees
and bushes, others in the ground, and all were hard
siwork.

One morning, especially, there seemed to be
something unusual going onj the buzzing, and
hiimming was fairly deafening.

Whirr-r-r I whirr-r-r I =~ What was that great
creature that darted past my face? And here
came another, and another; why, the garden was
full of them!

Bighrown-and-yellowwasps these strangers were,

land all in a most desperare hurry. Scores of them
Iwere already hard at work digging away in the
| fitmly packed sand of the path.
I As these new-comers seemed to care very little
I »ho \vatched them at their work, | sat down on an
I uptiirned flower-pot in the shade of a friendly lilac,
I delermined to make their acquaintance.

Hardly had | settied myself before one of the
waspsapproached. Sheseemed searchingfor some-
ihing, for she fiew rapidly back and forii, now
alighting for a moment—now darting away again.
Atlast she dropped upon the ground ciése to me
andbegan to hite the earth with her strong jaws.

AWhen quite a little heap lay before her she pushed
ittoone side with her hind feet and then returned
tober digging. In five minutes she had an open-
ing big enough to get into; every time she ap-
peared she backed up out of it pushing a huge
loed of sand as big as herself behind her. Soon
dlaround the hole was a high bank of earth, and
~e found it necessary to make a path across it, and
puwshher loads over that. Two hours’hard work,
and the house was finished. It was very simply
planned, and had only one room down at the end
of along, narrow passage. But simple as it was,
this little creature had done more work in the two
hours than a man could do in a day. That is, of
course, taking her size into consideration. And
dedidnot even now stop to rest. Notshe! With
Qelast look into the house, to make sure she was
bving all as it should be, she fiewaway. In a mo-
nten! her strong wings had taken her quite out of
sigtbut it was not long before she re-appeared.
Backand forth she hastened, atone moment fly-
mgthrough the grape-arbor, at the next wheeling

above the cabbage-bed. All this time the object
of her search, a fat younglocust, was quietly sitting
on a gate-post, quite forgetting, as even locusts
sometimes will, that he had anenemy in the world.

A moment later and the wasp’s sharp eyes had
found him out; and then, quick as llghtning, she
darted down upon him, and pierced him with her
sting. When the locust lay perfectly still, the
wasp seized him and fiew off. Arrived at her hole,
she tumbled him head foremost in at the door, ex-
pecting him, of course, to fall quite to the bottom.
But her calculations had been slightly at fault; the
locust was too fat to go in, and there he stuck with
his head and shoulders in the hole and his body in
the air. Here was a dilemma! But my wasp
friend was evidently not one to be overedme by
difficulties of this sort. She fiew off again, and this
time returned with two other wasps; they crowded
round the hole, and began digging away the earth
which pressed ciése about the locust. In a short
time they seemed satisfied, for they stood up and
pushed at the object of their toils. Slowly he slid
down out of sight, and she who had brought him
hurried after. She laid an egg ci6se to him in her
house; then, hurrying up, began to carry back the
earth she had before taken out, and in a short time
the door was securely closed. Then she scraped
away, and patted down all the loose earth, till she
had made it quite impossible for any evil-mtnded
creature to find any traces ofher home.

The wasp knew very well that her egg would
soon hatch out; that the little white grub, her
chick, would at once begin to feed upon the locust,
which would supply food till the young one was
full-grown.

The following morning | again visited the garden,
to see how the home-making progressed. Soon a
handsome wasp carne running toward my seat, un-
der the lilac, near which svas a newly made hole.

“ She knows me 1 she isno longer afraid !” But
no; she stopped short and raised her long, delicate
antenote, evidently on the lookout for danger. She
could not be the same wasp | had watched yester-
day; but how was | to make sure? They seemed
all exactly alike.

I was all this time as motionless as if | had been
turned to stone.

She carne a step or two nearer, and, at last, quite
re-assured, hurried down into her hole. What a
long time she stayed | but, at last, on watching the
opening intently, I saw something coming toward
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daylight. It was a great ball of earth, quite fiiling
the hole, that the wasp was forcing up by her hind
legs. With one mighty heave the ball lolled out,
scattering itselfin all directions, as it broke apart.

UAKING A HOME,

I noticed at this time, and afterward, that as the
depth of the boles increascd and it took longer jour-
neys to reach the suiface, the wasps always pressed
the earth they wished to get rid of into these com-
pact balls, and so managed to bring up a much
greater quantity at once than would otherwise be
possible. The wasp now walked entirely round the
hole, pushing carefuUy back the loose sand which
seemed likely to fall in again. This done, she was
up and away. She was in search now of the insect
near which to lay her egg, but although she camc
in sight of several, she could get no nearer.

The inhabitants of our gardcn were learning how
dangerous these new settlers might be, and kept
well out of her way. At last, as she poised herself
high in the air, and rested on her broad, strong
wings for an instant, she spied, far beneath her, a
small grasshopper. It was the work of only a
second to pounce upon him, and to lay him out
on his back perfectly insensible.

But now a difficulty arése. How could she,
borne down by this heavy weight, manage to rise
into the air? The locust of the day before had
been caught upon a high post, and in order to
caiTy him the wasp had only to fly down. This was
a wholly different case. At lastan idea seemed to
occur to her; she jumped astride of the grasshop-
per, seized its head with her fore feet, and ran along
the ground.

Ha ! This was famous; but hard woik, never-
theless, and she had often to let go and rest. She
entered the broad path in which her house was, but
somehow she had become bewildered, and mistook
a neighbor's hole for her own. As she dismounted

THE DIGGER-W.ASPS AT HOME.
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before it, and looked in, the owner angriy darted
out, buzzing in a frightful mannEr. Our poor friend,
much alnashed, proceeded to the next house, d
the next, everywhere meeting with the same recep-
tion.

“ How stupid of her,” | thought, “ not to knoiv
her ownhome !” but justthen she saw the entrance,
ran swiftly toward it, and in another minute sheand
her burden were both safely in-doors.

Presently she carne out and again flew off, Sbe
had laid her egg cidse to the grasshopper, but the
amount of provisién was not enough, so she hnd
now gone in search of another insect, with which to
fill her larcler

As soon as she was out of sight, a tiny creature
flew down into the hole. She, too, had her eggto
lay, and here was just the opportunity. Inside of
the digger-wasp’s egg tlie little ichneumon fly
placed another and a very much smaller one, after
which she darted away, just in time to escape meet-
ing the returning mother, who, coming back ladeo
with a second grasshopper, placed it ci6se to ihe
first, and set about closing the door. But all her
careful work would be of no avail; no child of heis
would ever come out of this house a perfect full-
gvown insect like heiself.

This is what happened :

In time the two eggs hatched. The young
digger-wasp set to work upon the grasshopper, ad
the little ichneumon began to eat the wasp-grub.
At last the young wasp died, and at that moment
there flew out from his body a little fly.

It rested a minute, then turned and pushed ils

AT THE WBOHG HOUSE.

way through the soft earth till it reached daylighl.
It waved its wings gently up and down a few times, i
and darted away and out of sight. \

The digger-wasps had been living for someweeksj
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inour garden, when, one afternoon, there carne up
afeai/ul thunder-storm. The rain poured down in
(orrents.  Where had been shortiy before neatly
Irept paths about our house, we saw now rapid little
rivers tearing up sand and gravel as they raced
down-hill, and doing all the damage their short
lives would allow. But all of a sudden the sun
burst out from the clouds, the rain stopped, and the
water which had fallen sank into the ground,

1 did not Waste many minutes in reaching the
ii.iidecn. W hat a sight met my eyes! The broad
path stretched itseif out before me smooth and wet;
not a single hole remained,—all were buried deep
under the sand. Instead of the air being, as was
usual, fairly alive with busy, happy creaturcs, there
was now, here and there, a miserable mud-covered
insect clinging to a leaf, and wearily trying to clean
itsheavy wings.

What a sad ending to the gay, bright summer !

The next day, however, | found a few survivors
Ihard at work digging again; but this time every
Ihole was sloping instead of perpendicular. After
Imuch thought, | carne to the conclusion that these
I dever little creatures had found the way to prevent
Isuch another calamity as hhd overtaken them the
I day before. Formerly, the first drops of an un-
lusually hard shower fillcd the hoies instantly,
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drowning the inmates. Now, this could not hap-
pen, especially if the openings were pkiced, as most
of them were, under the shelter of the big grape-

AFTER TH8 RAIN*STOHM.

leaves which at many points rested on the edge
of the path. This all took place two years ago;
but each summer since then has brought with it
some of our oid friends, the digger-wasps.

THE EMERGENCY MISTRESS.
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By Frank R.

JULES Vatermann was a wood-cutter, and a
l«ry good one. He always had employment, for
k understood his business so well, and was so in-
dustrious and trustworthy, that every one in the
wighbnrhood where he lived, who wanted wood
[til, was glad to get him to do it.

Jules had a very ordinary and commonplace life
I Mil he was a middle-aged man, and then some-
ilingreinarkable happened to him. It happened
mthe twenty-fifth of January, in a very eold
I"kr. Jules was forty-five years oid, that year,

he remembered the day of the month, because

’the morning, before he started out to his work,
"had remarked that it was just one month since
, -i-ictmas.

Theday before, Jules had cut down a tall tree,

he had been busy ail the morning sawing it

Tale.)

Stockton.

into logs of the proper length and splitting it up
and making a pile of it.

When dinner-time carne around, Jules sat down
on one of the logs and opened his basket. He
had plenty to eat,—good bread and sausage, and a
bottie of beer, for he was none of your poor wood-
cutters.

As he was cutting a sausage, he looked up and
saw something coming frorp behind his wood-pile.

At first, he thought it was a dog, for it was about
the right size for a small dog, but in a moment he
saw it was a little man. He was a little man in-
deed, for he was not more than two feet high. He
was dressed in brown clothes and wore a peaked
cap, and he must have been pretty oid, for he had
a full white bcard. Although otherwise warmly
ciad, he wore on his feet only shoes and no stock-



ings, and carne hopping along through the deep
snow as if his feet were very coid.

W hen he saw this little oid man, Jules said rever
aword. He merely thought to himself; “ This is
some sort of a fairy-man.”

But the little cid person carne cidse to Jules, and
drawing up one foot, as if it was so coid that he
could stand on it no longer, he said ;

“ Please, sir, my feet are almost frozen.”

“Oh, ho!” thought Jules, “ I know all about
that. This is one of the fairy-folks who come in
distress to a person, and if that person is kind to
them, he is made rich and happy j but if he turns
them away, he soon finds himself in all sorts of
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“ No, | will not tell you,” said the fairy-maii, |
“You have kept me standing here long enough,”

Jules could not see what this had to do withii,
He was getting very anxious. If he were onlyal
quick-witted fellow, so as to think of exactly the
right thing to do, he might make his fortune, But|
he could think of nothing more.

“ 1 wish, sir, that you would tell me just what |
you would like for your coid feet,” said Jules, in ai
entreating tone, “ for | shall be very glad to giveit|
to you, if it is at all possible.”

“ If your ax were halfas dull as your btain," said|
the dwarf, “ you would not cut much wood. Good-
day 1”—and he skipped away behind the wood-pLe, |

JULES AND THE LITTLE MAN.

misery. 1 shall be very careful.” And then he
said aloud; “ Well, sir, what can | do for you?”

“ That is a strange question,” said the dwarf.
“ ff you were to walk by the side of a deep stream,
and were to see a man sinking in the water, would
you stop and ask him what you could do for him ?”

“Would you like my stockings?” said Jules,
putting down his knife and sausage, and preparing
to puli off one of his boots. “ I will let you have
them.”

“ No, no 1” said the other.
too big for me.”

“ Will you have my cap or my scarf in which to
wrap your feet and warm them ?”

“ No, no!” said the dwarf, “ | don’t put my
feet Ln caps and scarfs.”

“ Well, tell me what you would like,” said Jules,
* Shall 1 make a fire ?”

“ They are miles

Jules jumped up and looked after him, but htl
WEis gone. These fairy-people have a strange way|
of disappearing.

Jules was not married and had no homo of bia
own. He lived with a good couple who had a littlel
house and an only daughter, and that was abou"
the sum of their possessions. The money Jule
paid for his living helped them a little, and they]
managed to get along. But they were quite poor]

Jules was not poor. He had no one but himseli|
to support, and he had laid by a sum of money (
himself when he should Ije too oid to work.

But you never saw a man so disappointed as ba
was that evening as he sat by the fire after supperj

He had told the family all about his meeiina
with the dwarf, and lamented again and again th”
he had lost such a capital chance of making hi®

fortune.



THE EMERGENCY MISTRESS.

“If 1 only could have thought what it was best
fodo!” he said, again and again.
“1 know wliat | should have done,” said Sclina,

I the only daughter of the poor couple, a girl about

| eleven years ofd.

“W hat?” asked Jules, eagerly.
“ 1should have just snatched the little fellow up,

I andruhbed his feet and wrapped them in my shawl

I until they were warm,” said she.

“ But he would not have liked that,” said Jules.
| “He was an oid man and very particular.”

I “1would not care,” said Selma; “ | would n’t
let such a little fellow stand suffering in the snow,
and | would n't care how oid he was.”

‘1 hope you ’ll never meet any of these fairy-
people,” said Jules. “ You’d drive them out of
thec M try with your roughness, and we might alL
| «histrefor our fortunes.”

Selma lautdéed and said no more about it.

Every day”ter that, Jules looked for the dwarf-

I man, but he did not see him again. Selma looked
| forhim, too, for her curiosity had been much ex-

| cited; but as she was not allowed to go to the

I woods in the winter, of course she never saw him.

But, at last, summer carne ; and, one day, as she

Iras walking by a little stream which ran through

lihewoods, whom should she see, sittingon thebank,
| but the dwarf-man ! She knew him in an instant,

Ifrora Jules’ descriptions. He was busily engaged
| infishing, but he did not fish like any one else in
| teworld. He had a short pole, which was float-
liugin the water, and in his hand he held a string
I whichwas fastened to one end of the pole,

When Selma saw what the oid fellow was doing,
deburst out laughing. She knew it was not very

Ipolile, but she could not help it.

“What s the matter ?” said he, tuming quickiy
| lowerd her.

“1’m sorry | laughed at you, sir,” said Selma,
| “but that ’s no way to fish.”

“Much you know about it,” said the dwarf.
I “Thisis the only way to fish, You let your pole
I loat, with a piece of bait on a hook fastened to the
I bigend of the pole, Then you fasten a line to the

;end. When a fish hites, you haul in the pole

|bymeans of the string.”

"Have you caught anything yet?” asked Selma.

“No, not yet,” replied the dwarf.

“Well, I’'m sure | can fish better than that.
Iffouldyou mind letting me try a little while?”
I “Notat all—not at all 1” said the dwarf, hand-
I"~the line to Selma. “ If you think you can fish
Ibtttcrthan I can, do it by all means.”
| Selma took the line and pulled in the pole.
Isbenshe unfastened the hook and bait which was
l«the end of the pole, and tied it to the end of the
Iwith a little piece of stone- for a sinker. She
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then took up the pole, threw in the line, and fished
like common people. In less than a minute she
had a bite, and, giving a jerk, she drew out a fat
little fish as long as her hand.

“ Hurrah!” cried the little oid man, giving a
skip in the air; and then, turning away from the
stream, he shouted, “ Come here !”

Selma turned around to see whom he was calling
to, and she perceived another gnome, who was run-
ning toward Lhem. When he carne near, she saw
that he was much younger than the fisher-gnome.

“ Helio 1” cried the oid fellow, “ | ‘ve caught
one.”

Selma was araazed to hear this. She looked at
the oid gnome, who was taking the fish off the
hook, as if she were astonished that he could tell
such a falsehood.

“ W hat is this oiher person’s fiame ?” said she
to him.

“ His fiame,” said the oid gnome, looking up,
*is Class 60, H.”

“ Is that all the iame he has ?” asked Selma, in
surprise.

“Yes. And it is avery good fiame.
just who and what he is.”

*“ Well, then, Mr. Class 60, H,” said Selma,
“that oid—person did not catch the fish. 1 caught
it myself.”

“Very goodl Very good!” said Class 60, H,
laughing and clapping his hands. “ Capital! See
here 1” said he, addressing the older dwarf, and he
knelt down and whispered something :n his ear.

“ Certainly,” said tbe oid gnome. *“ That’sjust
what | was thinking of. WiO you mention it to
her? | must hurry and show this fish while it is
fresh,”—and, so saying, he walked rapidly away
with the little fish, and the pole and tackle.

“ My dear Miss,” said Class 60, H, approaching
Selma, “ would you like to visit the home of the
gnomes,—to cali, in fact, on the Queen Dowager
of all the Gnomes ?”

“ Go down underground, where you live?” asked
Selma. “ Would itbe safe down there, and when
could I get back again ?”

*“ Safe, dear miss? Oh, perfectly so! And the
trip will not take you more than a couple of hours.
I assure you that you will be back in plenty of time
for supper. Will you go, if | send a trusty mes-
senger for you? You may never have another
chance to see our country.”

Selma thought that this was very probable, and
she began to consider the matter.

As soon as Class 60, H, saw that she was really
trying to make up her mind whether or not to go,
he cried out:

“Good |l | see you have determined to go.
W ait here Ave minutes and the messenger will be

It shows



672 THE
with you,” and then he rushed off as fast as he
could run.

“ 1 didn’t say | would go,” thought Selma, “ but
I guess | will.”

In a very few minutes, Selma heard a deep voice
behind her say; “ Well, are you ready ?”

Turning suddenly, she saw, standing ci6se to
her, a great black hear !

Frightened dreadfully, she tunied to run, but the
hear called out: “ Stop !l You need n’t be fright-
ened. |’'mtame.”

The surprise of hearing a bear speak overcamc
poor Selma’s terror; she stopped, and looked
around.

“ Come back,” said the bear; “ I will not hurt
you in the least. | ain sent to take you to the
Queen Dowager of the Gnomes. | don’t mind
your being frightened at rae. 1’'m used toit. But
I am getting a little tired of telling folks that | am
tame,” and he yawned wearily.

“ You are to take me ?” said Selma, still a little
frightened, and very certain that, if she had known
a bearwas to be sent for her, she never would have
consented to go.

“ Yes,” said the bear. “ You can get on my
back and I will give you a nice ride. Come on!
Don’t keep me waiting, please.”

There was nothing to be done but to obey, for
Seima did not care to have a dispute with a bear,
even if he were tame, and so she got upon his back,
where she had a very comfortable seat, holding fast
to his long hair.

The bear walked slowly but steadily into the very
heart of the forest, among the great trees and the
rocks. It was so lonely and solemn here that Selma
felt afraid again.

“ Suppose we were to meet with robbers,” said
she.

“ Robbers 1” said the bear, with a
“That’s good! Robbers, indeed! You need n’t
be afraid of robbers. If we were to meet any of
them, you would be the last person they’d ever
meet”

“ Why ?” asked Selma.

“1°d tear ’em all into little bits,” said the bear,
in a tone which quite restored Selma’s confidence,
and made her feel very glad that she had a bear to
depend upon in those lonely woods.

It was not very long before they carne to an
opening in a bank of earth, behind a great tree.
Into this the bear walked, for it was wide enough,
and so high that Selma did not even have to lower
her head, as they passed in. They were now in a
long winding passage, which continually seemed as
if it was just coming .to an end, but which turned
and twisted, first one way and then another, and
always kept going down and down. Before long

laugh.
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they began to meet gnomes, who very respectfull)'!
stepped aside to let them pass. They now wenJ
through several halls and courts, cut in the earth, |
and, directly, the bear stopped before a door.

“You get off here,” said the bear ; and, whenl
Selma had slid off his back, he rose up on hishindi
legs and gave a great knock with the iron knocker|
on the door. Then he went away.

In a moment, the door opened, and there stoodl
a little oid gnome-woman, dressed in brown, andl
wearing a lace cap.

“ Come in !” she said ; and Selma entered thel
roora. “ The Queen Dowager will see you inal
few minutes,” said the little oid womati. *“ lami
her housekeeper. 1’1l go and tell her you 're here,l
and, meantime, it would be well for you to get your|
answers all ready, so as to lose no time.”

Selma was about to ask what answers she meatit,|
but the housekeeper was gone before she eould|
say a word.

The room was a curious one. There were somel
little desks and stools in it, and jn the center stoodl
a great brown ball, some six or seven feet inl
diameter. While she was looking about at thesel
things, a little door in the side of the ball opened,!
and out stepped Class 60, H.

“ One thing | did n’t tell you,” said he, hurriedly.|
“ | was afraid if | mentioned it you would n’t come,!
The Queen Dowager wants a governess for beri
grandson, the Gnome Prince. Now, please don'tl
say you can’tdo it, for | 'm sure you ’ll suitexactly.f
The little fellow has had lots of teachers, but he|
wants one of a different kind now. This is ihel
school-room. That ball is the globe where ligj
studies his geography. |1t’s only the under partofT
the countries that he has to know about, and so
they are marked out on the inside of the g
W hat they want now is a special teacher, and afta
having come here, and had the Queen Dowageil
notified, it would n’t do to back out, you know."

. “ How bid fe thé Prince ?” asked Selma.

“ About seventy-eight,” said the gnomo.

“ Why, he’san oid man,” cried Selma.

“ Not at all, my dear miss,” said Class 60, Hi
“ It takes a long time for us to get oid. The Princa
is only a small boy; if he were a human boy, ha

would be about five years ofage. | don’t look old|
dol?”

* No,” said Selma.

“Well, I’'m three hundrcd and fifly-two, nexl
Monday. And as for Class 20, P,—the oid felloy

you saw fishing,—he is nine hundred and sixty.

“ Well, you are all dreadfully oki, and yon hav
very funny fiames,” said Selma.

“ In this part of the world,” said the other, “a
gnomes, except those belonging to the nobilityaai
the royal family, are divided into classes, and lefl
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ltered. This is much better than having fiames,
Ifor you know it is very hard to get enough fiames
110go around, so that every one can have his own.
|But here comes the housekeeper,” and Ciass 60,
|Hiretired quickly into the hollow globe.

“Her Majesty will see you,” said the house-
|keeperj and she conducted Selma into the next
Iroom, where, on a little throne, with a high back
land rockers, sat the Queen Dowager. She seemed
liailier smaller than the other gnomes, and was
Itery rauch wrinkled and wore spectacles. She had

ROBHERS !'" SAIO THE BEAR.

jtliiie hair, with little curls on each side, and was
Ifessed iii brown silk.

She looked at Selma over her spectacles.

mThis is the applicant? ” said she,

“Yes, this is she,” said the housekeeper.

rShe looks young,” remarked the Queen Dow-

“Very true,” said the housekeeper, “ but she
lannot be any older at present.”
“You are right,” said Her Majesty; “ we will

[tumincher.”

Ssaying, she took up a paper which lay on the
1%, and which seemed to have a lot of items
Imiten on it.

‘Get ready,” said she to the housekeeper, who
I*pred a large blank-book and made ready to
[*£tird Selma’s answers.

The Queen Dowager read from the paper the
| «tquestion;

‘What are your qualifications ?”

Yol, v.—45,
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Selma, standing there before this little oid queen
and this little oid housekeeper, was somewhat em-
barrassed, and a question like this did not make
her feel any more at her ease. She could not think
what qualifications she had. As she did not answer
at once, the Queen Dowager turned to the house-
keeper and said :

“ Put down, ‘Asked, but not given.””

The housekeeper set that down, and then she
jumped up and looked over the list of questions.

“ We must be careful,” said she, in a whisper,

HOOUERS, INDEBD!""

to the Queen Dowager, “ what we ask her. It wont
do to put all the questions to her. Suppose you
try numbecr twenty-eight?”

“ All right,” said Her Majesty; and, when the
housekeeper had sat down again by her book, she
addressed Selma and asked ;

“ Are you fond of children ?”

“ Yes, ma’am,” said Selma.

“ Good !” cried the Queen Dowagerj “ that is
an admirable answer.”

And the housekeeper nodded and smiled at
Selma, as if she was very much pleased.

“ ‘Eighty-two’would be a good one to ask next,”
suggested the housekeeper.

Her Majesty looked for “ Eighty-two,” and read
itout:

“ Do you like pie ?”

“Very much, ma'am,” said Selma.

“ Capital! capital!” said Her Majesty. “ That
will do. | see no need of asking her any other
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questions. Do you?” said she, turning to the
housekeeper,

“ None whatever,” said the other. * She an-
swered all but one, and that one she did n’t really
miss.”

“ There is no necessity for any further bother,”
said the Queen Dowager. *“ She is engaged.”

And then she ardse from the throne and left the
room.

“ Now, my dear girl,” said the housekeeper, “ |
will induct you into your duties. They are simple.”

“ But 1 should like to know,” said Selma, “ if
1’m to stay here all the time. 1can’t leave' my
father and mother 7

“Oh! you wont have to do that,” interrupted
the housekeeper. “ You will take the Prince home
with you.”

* Home with me*?” exclaimed Selma,

“ Yes. Itwould be impossible for you to teach
him properly here. We want him taught Emer-
gencies—that is, what to do in case of the various
emergcncies which may arise. Nothing of the
kind ever arises down here. Everything goes on
aiways in the usual way. But on the surface of the
earth, where he will often go, when he grows up,
they are very common, and you have been selected
as a proper person to teach him what to do when
any of them occur to him. By the way, what are
your terms ?”

“1don’t know,” said Selma. *“ Whatever you
please.”

“ That will suit very well,—very well indeed,”
said the housekeeper. “ | think you are the very
person we want.”

“ Thank you," said Selma; and just then a door
opened and the Queen Dowager put in her head.

“ Is she inducted ?” she asked.

“ Yes,” said the housekeeper.

“ Then here isthe Prince,” said the Queen Dow-
ager, entering the room and leading by the hand a
young gnome about a foot high. He had on a
ruffled jacket and trousers, and a little peaked cap.
His royal grandmother led him to Selma.

“ You will take him,” she said, “ for a session
of ten months. At the end of that time we shall
expect him to be thoroughly posted in emergencies.
While he is away, he will drop all his royal titles
and be known as Class 8i, Q. His parents and |
have taken leave of him. Good-bye 1”

And she left the room, with her little hand-
kerchief to her eyes.

“ Now, then,” said the housekeeper, “ the soonet
you are off, the better. The bear is waiting.”

So saying, she hurried Selma and the Prince
through the school-room, and, when they opened
the door, there stood the bear, all ready. Selma
mounted him, and the housekeeper handed up the
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'Prince, first kissing him good-bye. Then off thei
started.

The Prince, or, as he must now be called, dg
8i, Q, was a very quiet and somewhat bashful
little fellow; and, although Selma talked a
deal to him, on the way, he did not say tnucli|
The bear carried them to the edge of the woo
and then Selma took the little fellow in her anr
and ran home svilh him.

It may well be supposed that the appearancet
their daughter with the young gnome in her;
greatly astonished the worthy cottagers, and thel
were still more astonished when they heard he|
story.

“You must do your best, my dear,” said he[
mother, “ and this may prove a very good thioj
fot you, as well as for this little master here.”

Selma promised to do as well as she could, an
her father said he would try and think of son
good emergencies, so that the little fellow could 1
well trained.

Everybody seemed to be highly satisficd, ewd
Class 8i, Q, himself, who sat cross-leggcd on
wooden chair survey.ing everything ahout hiinj
but when Jules 'Vatermann carne home, be wal
very much dissatisfied, indeed.

“ Confound it1” he said, when he heard ihj
story. “ | should have done all this. That shoulf
have been my pupil, and the good luck shouli
have been mine. The gnome-raan canie firstll
me, and, if he had waited a minute, | should havj
thought of the right thing to do. | could teacT
that youngster far better than you, Selma. Whij
do you know about emergencies ?”

Selma and her parents said nothing. Jules hai
been quite cross-grained since the twenty-fillh '
Januai-y, when he had met the gnome, and th”
had learned to pay but little attention to his faul|
finding and complaining.

The little gnome soon became quite at home i
the cottage, and grew very much attached to Seli
He was quiet, but sensible and bright, and knew|
great deal more than most children of five. Selir
did not have many opportunities to eddcale him Il
her peculiar branch. Very commonplacc thini
generally happened in the cottage.

One day, however, the young gnome was plaj
ing with'the cat, and began to puli his tail. Tq
cat, not liking this, began to scratch Class 8i, "
At this, the little fellow cried and yelled, while tH
cat scratched all the more fiercely. Bu! Selmj
who ran into the room on hearing the noise, W
equal to the emergency. She called out, instantl®

“ Let go of his tail!”

The gnome let go, and the cat bounded A™?'l

The lesson of this incident was then carefutf
impressed on her pupil’s mind by Selma, who no
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Itbought that she had at last begun to do her duty
[tiyhim.

Aday or two after this, Selma was sent by her
Iniotlier on an errand to the nearest village. As it
Ifould be dark before she returned, she did not take
|lbe little gnome with her. About sunset, when
| joles Vatermann returned from his work, he found
| lieyoungster playing by himself in the kitchen.

instantly, a wicked thought rushed into the mind
lofjules. Snatching up the young gnome, he ran
joffwith him as fast as he could go. As he ran, he
jihought to himself;

“Now is my chance. | know what to do, this
Itine. 1’1l just keep this young rascal and make
Ibis people pay me a pretty sum for his ransom.
Iril take him to the city, where the gnomes never

and leave him there, in safe hands, while |
Itome back and make terms. Good for you, at
|bst, Jules !”

So, on he hurried, as fast as he could go. The
Iroad soon led him into a wood, and he had to go
Imore slowly. Poor little Class 81, Q, cried and
Ibesoughc Jules to let him go, but the hard-heartcd
|wod-cutter paid no attention to his distress.

Suddenly, Jules stopped. He heard something,
hndthen he saw something. He began to tremble.
IAgreat bear was coming along the road, directly
| towerd him !

What should he do? He could not meet that
iJteadful creature. He hesitated but a moment.
Ilhe bear was now quite near, and, at the first
Igowl it gave, Jules dropped the young gnome,
lind turned and ran away at the top of his speecl.
|Ttie bear started to run after him, not noticing

IClass 81, Q, who was standing in the road;
Ibct as he passed the little fellow, who had never
l«n any bear except the tame one which belonged
lu the gnomes, and who thought this animal was
lliEoid friend, he seized him by the long liair on his
|li]sand began to climb up on his back.

The bear, feeling some strange creature on him,
Isopped and looked back. The moment the young
Isoome saw the fiery eyes and the glittering teeth

fthe beast, he knew that he had made a mistake;

to'vas no tame bear.

The savage beast growied, and, reaching back
Isfat as he could, snapped at the little fellow on
Ifeback, who quickly got over on the other side.
liten the bear reached back on that side, and
|Gass8i, Q, was obliged to slip over again. The

1thecame very angry, and turned around and
[*ound in his efforts to get at the young gnome,

)was nearly frightened to death. He could not
pnkwhat in the world he should do. He could

Jyremember that, in a great emergency,—but
IWquite as bad a one as this,—his teacher had
[»Qie lo his aid with the counsel, “ Let go of his
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taiL” He would gladly let go of the bear’s tail,
but the bear had none—at least, none that he could
see. So what was he to do? “ Let go of his tail!”
cried the poor little fellow, to himself. “ Oh, if he
only had a tail!”

Before long, the bear himselfbegan to be fright-
ened. This was something entirely outof the com-
emon run ofthings. Never before in his life had he
met with a little creature who stuck to him like
that. He did not know what might happen next,
and so he ran as hard as he could go toward his
cave. Perhaps his wife, the oid mother-hear, might
be able to get this thing off. Away he dashed, and,
turning sharply around a cérner, little Class 81, Q,
was jolted off, and was glad enough to find himself
on the ground, with the bear running away through
the woods.

The little fellow rubbed his knees and elbows,
and, finding that he was not at all hurt, set off to
find the cottage of his friend Selma, as well as he
could. He had no idea which way to go, for the
bear had turned around and around so often that
he had become quite bewildered. However, he
resolved to trudge along, hoping to meet some one
who could tell him how to go back to Selma.

After a while, the moon rose, and then he could
see a little better; but it was still quite dark in the
woods, and he was beginning to be very tired, when
he heard a noise as if some one was talking. He
went toward the voice, and soon saw a man sitting
on a rock by the road-side.

When he carne nearer, he saw that the man was
Jules, who was wailing and moaning and upfaraid-
ing himself.

“ Ah me 1” said the conscience-stricken wood-
cutter, * Ah me ! 1 am a wretch indeed. | have
given myself up into the power of the Evii One.
Not only did I steal that child from his home, and
from the good people who have always befriended
me, but I have lelt him to be devoured by a wild
beast of the forest. Whatever shall | do? Satan
himself has got me in his power, through my own
covetousness and greed. How—oh ! how—can |
ever get away from him ?”

The little gnome had now approached quite cidse
to Jules, and, running up to him, he said:

“ Let go of his tail!”

If the advice was good for him in an emergency,
it might be good for others.

Jules started to his feet and stood staring at the
youngster he had thought devoured.

“Whoeverwould have supposed,” said he, atlast,
“ that a little heathen midget like that, born under-
ground, like a mole, would ever come to me and
tell me my Christian duty. And he’s right, too.
Satan would never have got hold of me if I had n’t
been holding to him all these months, hoping to
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get some good by it. I’ do it, my boy. 1°ll let
go" of his tail, now and fotever.” And, without

thinking to ask Class 81, O, how he got away from
the bear, he took him up in his arms and ran home
as fast as he could go.

During the rest of the young gnome’ stay with
Selma, be had several other good bits of advice in
regard to emergencias, but none that was of such
general appiication as this counsel to let go ofa
cat’s tail, or the tail of anything else that was giving
him trouble.

At the expiration of the session, the Queen Dow-
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ager was charmed with the improvement inhetl
grandson. Having examined him in regard tohisl
studies, she felt sure that he was now perfectly ablel
to take care of himself in any emergency thatl
might occur to him.

On the morning after he left, Selma, when sl
awoke, saw lying on the floor the little jacket and|
trousers of her late pupil. At first, she thought itl
was the little fellow himself; but when she jumpedi
up and took hold of the clothes, she could not|
move them. They were filled with gold.

This was the pay for the tuition of Class 81, Q

CHURNING.

By Sara Keables Hunt.

I 'm such an unfortunate dog, oh, dear!
To leave my nap and the sunshine clear,
And down in the cellar—the coid dark place—
1 must turn my steps and sorrowful face,
And begin the daily churning.

To be sure, | 've enough to eat, you know,

And | can rest while the men must raow;

But oh! how 1°’d like to hide away

When | hear them come to the door and say;
“1t’s time for the dog to be churning!”
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1So heve | tread, and the wheel goes round,
And the dasher comes down with a weary sound ;
| But after awhile the butter is done,
Ilhen off 1 go to some ricber fun
Than this weary, dreary churning.

FROM A FROG S POINT OF VIEW.
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There ’s a lesson, though, in this work of mine,
That thou, little one, may’st take to be thine;
W e each have our duties, both great and small,
And, if we want iDutter for bread at all,

Some one must do the churning.

And then, again, | think that this life,
With its tread-mill of duties, joy and strife,

Is like to a churn.—Press on !

Press 0111

For by and by the work will be done,—
With no more need of churning.

THE MOON,

FROM A FROG’S POINT

OF VIEW.

By Fleta Forrester.

Miss Frog sat, in the cool of the evening, under
aplantain-leaf, by tbe side of het blue and placid
lake.

The day had been excessively warm, and so, as
se sal, she gracefully waved, backward and for-
ward, one of her delicate web feet.

It was a beautiful, natural fan, and served, ad-
mirably, the purpose intended.

Around Miss Frog ar6se the varied warble of
other frogs. The little polliwogs had all been put
tobed; and nosv, carne stealing on, the season for
alent thoughts- Always anxious to improve her
mind, Miss Frog gazed about her to find a subject
onwhich to fasten her attention.

She liad been once sent to a Southern lake to
finish her education, and was really quite superior
toordinary frogs.

“There is no one here, in this mud-hole, to ap-
preciate me,” she regretfully sighed, as two silly
frop passed her leaf, flirting so hard that neither
oft);em observed her.

She drew around her her shawl of lace, made
fiomthe finest cobwebs of Florida—and sulked.

Just then arése the moon, taking its solitary, sil-
\ery way across the sky.

Her attention was arrested at once.

“How like to a polliwog it is!” she rapturously
nclaimed, “ save that it lacks a tail.”

1And a glorified polliwog it is, daughter of the
raer!” croaked a sudden hoarse voice beside her.

She hopped with fright, and gasped as if about to
itint; but calmed herself again as she recognized
sretones of the rough-skinned Sage of the Frogs,
rto dwells alone in some teméte corner of the

lake. He it is who always sings, “ Kerdunk!”
when he condescends to sing at all.

This learned hermit, after clearing his throat
repeatedly, thus explained himself:

“ There is a legend, connected with our race,

that tuns in this wise; ”

“Ahem!”

Upon a time, in a certain valley, where once
flowed a considerable stream, the waters suddenly
failed and the stream died away.

Upon the unfortunate frogs who dwelt there, in
vast nurabers, the hot summer sun shone its fiercest
rays unhindered.

“ Dreadful!” piped Miss Frog.
“Yes, it did!” said the Sage, reproachfully,
and if you wish to hear this story, you must be
careful not to interrupt me again, thoughtless
girl!”

As Miss Frog was very desirous, indeed, of heat-
ing the story, she remained quiet, and the hermit
frog continued :

The waters dried away, and hundreds of wretched
frogs died on those scorching fields. Dying fishes
gasped with their last breath for a drop of cool
water, and joined their wails to those of our suffer-
ing kindred.

At length, one oid trout, who had held out to
the last, confessed;

“ Miserable I ! and wicked 1/ have caused this
drouth ! And now 1 have no power to remedy the
evil | have done !”
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At this, all of the frogs who were not yet dead
gathered around the toiigh oldtiout, and listened
to his words.

“ That was an evil day,” gasped the speckled
sinner, “ when | poked my nose out of water to
dai-e a saucy kingfisher, who was mocking the
whole fish tribe in his usual dashing manner.
‘Catch me, if you can !’ | cried, darting about at
my ease.

“ But the bird beguiled me. He made me believe
that, if 1 would only work a little hole through
that dam there, | could descend with the escaping
waters to the stream below, and make my way to
the sea, where, as 1 heard, the fishes were all
kings, and ate nothing but diamonds for dinner.

BOO>HOO-HOO I'*

“ | enticed all the trout that | could influence to
assist me, and we wriggled and wriggled our noses
into the gravel for a long time, apparently to no
purpose.

“ But, at last, a little leak started, and our water
dripped away, drop by drop; but not in sufficient
volume to carry us with it.

“When the waters had receded, so as to make
the stream very low, back carne that artful king-
fisher, to dive for us in the shallow pools.

“ And now, what the drouth had not destroyed
that terapter has gorged himself upon.

“ *Oh-h-h! Boo-hoo-boo !"”

The frogs freely forgave him because he cried.

But the problem remained, how was the supply
of water to be renewed.

At this juncture, an earnest, meek-eyed polliwog
flopped feebly, and said: “ Show me the place
where these waters leak away.”

1 Astonished at her manner, the sobbing trout
indicated the spot.

FROG S

POINT OF VIEW. |AUGUSt,I

THE TAUPOLE TO THE RB3CUE.

“ Drag me thither by my tail!” exclainied ihel
heroine, resolutely.

Then the frogs used their lasEreniainingstrengllJ
to do as she bade them, and waited, in exiiaustei
surprise, to see what would happen next.

“ Good-bye!” wept the brave little polliwog,!
wriggling with feeling, and groaning some. *“if
any of you suvvive me, tell it to your children thai
| laid myself in the breach !”

With these few farewcll words she crowcied her-|
selfinto the hole, out of their sight.

Presently, the stream began to rise and the pool®
to fill up. The frogs sat knee-deep in water, and
the fishes swam upon their sides.

IN THE SKY.
Day by day things improved, and the fishes
gan to sit up in bed, while the frogs were hean
incessantly biessing the little polliwog. One night|
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Ishe appeared to them in the sky, as you see her
limight; returning nightly, for many nights, to
Iteam at them; growing larger and brighter at
l«ery appearance.

‘Such,” said the Sage, concluding, *is our

| Ugend Moon I” And he leaped into the
raves with a resounding plump |
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Miss Frog felt so many different sensaiions at
once that she dropped her lower jaw involuntarily,
and sat so, unconscious of aught until awakened
from her reverle by a cricket jumping suddenly
into her throat.

Hastilygulping him down, she gatheredhershawl
about her, and, with a spring, sprawled graciously
toward her wave.

A STORY OF A GROWING BOY.

By William O. Stoddard.

1X.

Ham Morris wasa thoughtful and kind-hearted

I felloy beyond a doubt, and a valuable friend for
li growing boy like Dab Kinzer. It is not every-
liody’s brother-in-law who would find time, during
hiswedding trip, to hunt up even so very pretty a
NewEngiand village as Grandey, and inquire into
questions of board and lodging and schooling.

Mrs. Myers, to the hospitalities of whose cool and
toomv-looking boarding-house Ham had been com-
mended by Mr. Havt, was so crowded with “ sum-
mer boarders,” liberally advertised for in the great
niy, that she hardly had a cérner for Ham and his
hiide. She was glad enough that she had made
the effort to find one, however, when she learned
«hat was the nature of the stranger’s business.
There was a look of undisguised astonishment on
tre faces of the regular guests, all around, when
ltiey gathered for the next meal. It happened to
besupper, but they all looked at the table and then
litoncanother; and itwasa pity Ham and Miranda

inot understand those glances, or make a longer
Ivst. They might have learned more about Mrs.
IMgers if not the Academy. As it was, they only
| faitied a very high opinién of her cookery and hos-
I pitality, as well as an increase of respect for the
| “institution of learning,” and for that excellent
|jentleinan, Mr. Hart, with a dim hope that Dabney
IKimer might enjoy the inestimable advantages
| oSeied by Grantley and Mrs. Myers, and the so-
I My of Mr. Hart’s two wonderful boys.

Miranda was inclined to stand up for her brother,
Iwmewhat, but finally agreed with Ham that—

“What Dabney needs is schooling and polish,
| ™dear. It’ll be good for him to board in the
| ame house with two such complete young gentle-
[ Mu.

“Of course, Ham.

Chapter

And then he ’ll be sure of

having plenty to eat. There was almost too much
on the table.”

“ Not if the boarders had all been boys of Dab’s
age and appetite. Mrs. Myers is evidently accus-
tomed to them, | should say.”

So she was, indeed, as all the summer boarders
were ready to testify at tbhe next morning’s break-
fast-table. There was one thing, among others,
that Mrs. Myers failed to tell Mr. and Mrs. Morris.
She forgot to say that the house she lived in, with
the outlying farm belonging to jt and nearly all the
things in it, were the property 6f Mr. Joseph Hart,
having cost that gentleman very little more than a
sharp lawsuit. Neither did she say a word about
how long or short a time Mr. Hart had given her
to pay him his price for it. All that would have
been none of Ham’s business or Miranda’s. Still,
itmight have had its importance.

So it might, if either or both of them could have
been at the breakfast-table of the Hart homestead
the moming after Annie Foster’s sudden departure.
The table was there with the breakfast things on it,
and husband and wife, one at either end, as usual;
but the side-seats were vacant.

“ Where are Joe andFoster, Maria?” asked Mr.
Hart.

* Gone on some errand of their own, | think.
Something about Annie.”

“ About Annie! Look here,
can’t take a joke ”

“ So | say,” began his wife; butjust then a loud
voice sounded in the entry, and the two boys carne
in and took their places at the table. In a moment
more “ Fuz ” whispered to his brother:

“1’ra glad Annie ’s gone, for one. She was too
stiffand steep for any kind of comfort.”

“ Boys,” said Mr. Hart, observing them, “ what
have you been up to now? | ’m afraid there wont

Maria, if Annie
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be much comfort for anybody till you fellows get
back to Grantley.”

“Well,” replied Joe, “so we did n’t have lo
board at Mother Myers’, 1 would n't care how soon
we go.”

“ Well, your cousin issure to go, and | 'm almost
certain of another boy besides the raissionary’s son.
That ’E fill up Mrs. Myers’ house, and you can
board somewhere else.”

“Hurrah for that!” exclaimed the young gentle-
man whose fiame, from that of his lawyer relative,
had been shortcned to mere “ Fuz.” Andyetthey
were not so bad-looking a pair, as boys go. Thbe
eider, Joe,—a loud, hoarse-voiced, black-eyed boy
of seventeen,—was, nevertheless, not much taller
than his younger brother. The latter was as dark
in eyes and hair as Joe, but paler, and with a side-
wise giance of his unpleasant eyes, which sug-
gested a perpetual state of inquiry whetheranybody
else had anything he wanted. The two boys were
the very sort to play the meanest kind of practical
jokes, and yet there wassomething ofa resemblance
between their mother and her sister, the mother of
Ford and Annie Foster. There ’s really no accoimt-
ing for some things, and the two Hart boys were,
as yet, among the unaccountables.

Not One of that whole list of boys, however, in-
land or on the sea-shore, had any notion whatever
of what things the future was getting ready for
them. Dab Kinzer and Ford Foster, particularly,
had no idea that the world contained such a place
as Grantley, or such a landlady as Mrs. Myers.

As for Dabney, it would hardly be fair to leave
him standing there any longer, with his two strings
of fish in his hands, while Ford Foster volubly nar-
rated the stirring events of the day.

“ Are you sure the black boy was not hurt,
Ford ?” asked his kind-hearted mother.

“ Hurt, mother? Why, he seems to be a kind

of fish. They all know him, and went right past
my hook to his all the while.”

“ Dear me !” exclaimed Mrs. Foster, “ | forgot.
Annie, this is Ford’s friend, Dabney Kinzer, our
neighbor.”

“Wont you shake hands with me, Mr. Kinzer?”
asked Annie, with a malicious twinkie of fun in her
merry blue eyes.

Poor Dabney1 He had been in quite a “ state
of mind ” for at least three minutes ; but he would
hardly have been his own mother’s son if he had
let himselfbe entirely “ posed.” Up rose his long
right arm with the heavy string of fish at the end
of it, and Annie’s fun burst out into a musical
laugh, just as her brother exclaimed:

“ There, now, |’d like to see the other boy of
your size can do that. Look here, Dab, where ’d
you get your training ?”

KINZER.
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“ Tmustn’t drop the fish, you see,” began Dalj
but Ford interrupted him with :

“ No, indeed. You ’ve given me half | "ve
as it is.  Annie, have you looked at the crabsl
You ought to have seen Dick Lee with a lot ol
’em gripping in his hair.”

“Inhis hair?”

“ When he was down through the bottoin of hi|
boat. They 'd have eaten him up if they 'd hadi
chance. You see he ’s no shell on him.”

“ Exactly,” said Annie, as Dab lowered hisfishl
“ Well, Dabney, 1 wish you would thank youl
mother for sending my trunk over. Your sistersT
too. 1°ve no doubt we shall be very nejghborly,"|

It was wonderfully pleasant to be- called l)y liiJ
first iame, and yet it seemed to bring something
into Dabney Kinzer’ throat.

“ She considers me a boy, and she means |’
better take my fish home,” was the thought whiclj
carne to him, and he was right to a fraction. Sg
the great lump in his throat took a very waywarg
and boyish form, and carne out as a reply, accom
panied by a low bow.

“ 1 will, thank you. Good afternoon, Mts. Fo
ter. 1 ’ll see you to-night, Ford, about Monday]
and the yacht. Good afternoon, Annie.”

And then he marched out with his fish.

“ Mother, did you hear him cali me ‘Annie?’

“Yes; and | heard you cali him ‘Dabney,””

“ But he ’s only a boy ”

“ | don’t care !” exclaimed Ford, “ he’s an odd
fellow, but he’s a good one. Did you see how
wonderfully strong he is in his arms? | couldn't
lift those fish at arm’s length to save my life.”

It was quite likely that Dab Kinzer’s rowing, and
all that sort of thing, had developed more strcngthl
of muscle than even he himself was aware of; but,r
for all that, he went home with his very ean
tingling. “ Could she have thought me ill-bred o)
impertinent?” he muttered to himself.

Thought?

Poor Dab Kinzer! Annie Foster had so muchl
else to think of, just then, for she was compclled lo|
go over, for Ford’s benefit, the whole story of heri
tribulations at her uncle’s, and the many rudenesses|
of Joe Hart and his brother Fuz.

“ They ought to be drowned,” said Ford.

“In ink,” added Annie ; “ just as they drownedj
my poor cuffs and collars.”

Chapter X.

“ Look at Dabney Kinzer,” whispered Jennyj
Walters to her mother, in church, the next morn-r
ing. “ Did you ever see anybody’ hair as smooth|
as that?”

And smooth it was, certainly ; and he looked, alll
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o(-er, as if he had given all the care in the world to
his personal appearance. How was Annie Foster
0 guess that he had got himself irp so unusually
I on her account? She did not guess it; but when
sbe met him at the church door, after service, she
«as careful to address him as “ Mr. Kinzer,” and
ihat made poor Dabney blush to his very eyes.
“There !” he exclaimed ; “ | know it.”
“ Know what ?” asked Annie.
“ Know what you ’re thinking.”
“ Do you, indeed?”
“Yes, you think | ’m like the crabs.”
“What do you mean ?”

COwWC THROUGH

“You think | was green enough till you
tome, and now | ’in boiled red in the face.”
Annie could not help laughing,—a little, quiet,
Sunday morning sort of a laugh,—but she was
beginning to think her brother’s friend was not a
bad specimen of a Long Island “ country boy.”
Ford, indeed, had come home, the pvevious even-
ing, from a long conference with Dab, brimful of
the proposed yachting cruise, and his father had
freely given his consent, much against the will of
Mrs. Foster.

“ My dear,” said the lawyer, “ | feel sure a
woman of Mrs. Kinaer’s good sense would not per-

spoke
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mit her son to go out in that way ifshe did not feel
safe about him. He ’s been broughtup to it, you
know, and so has the colored boy who is to go with
them.”

“ Yes, mother,” argued Ford, “ there is n’t half
the danger there is in driving around New York in
a carriage.”

*“ There might be a storm.”

“ The horses might run away."

“Or you mightupset.”

“ So might a carriage.” _

But the end of it all was that Ford was to g;9
Annie was more than half sorry she could
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with him. She said so to Dabney, as soon as her
little laugh was ended, that Sunday morning.

“ Some time or other, 1’d be glad to have you,”
replied Dab, “ but not this trip.”

“ Why not ?”

“ We mean to go right across the bay and try
some fishing.”

“ Couldn’t | fish?”

“ Well, no. 1 don’t think you could.”

“Why couldn’t 1 ?”

“ Because,—well, because you’d most likely be
too sea-sick by the time we got there.

Just then a low, clear voice, behind Dabney,
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quietly remarked: “ How smooth his hair is!”
And Dab’s face turned red again. Annie Foster
heard it as distinctly as he did, and she walked
right away with her mother, for fear she should
laugh again.

“1t’s my own hair, Jenny Walters,” said Dab,
ahnost savagely.

“ 1 should hope it was.”

“ | should like to know what you go to church
for, anyhow?”

“ To hear people talk about sailing and fishing.
How much do you s’pose a young lady like Miss
Foster cares about small boys ?”

“ Or little girls either? Not much; but Annie
and 1 mean to have a good sail before long.”

* Annie and 1!~

Jenny’s pert little nose seemed to turn up more
than ever as she waiked away, for she had not
heaten her oid playfeliow quite as badly as usual,
There were several sharp things on the very tip of
her tongue, but she was too much put out and
vexed to try to say them just then. As for Dabney,
a “sail” was not so wonderful a thing for him,
and that Sunday was therefore a good deal like all
others; but Ford Foster’s mind was in a sort of
turmoil all day. In fact, just after tea, tbat evening,
his father asked him:

“ What book is that you are reading, Ford ?”

“ Captain Cook’s ‘Voyages.””

“ And the other in your lap ?”

“ “Robinson Crusoe.””

“ Well, you might have worse books than they
are, even for Sunday, that s a face, though you
ought té6 have better; but which of them do you
and Dabney Kinzer mean to imitate to-morrow ?”

“ Crusoe,” promptly responded Ford.

“1 see. And so you've got Dick Lee to go
along as your Man-Friday.”

“ He’s Dab’s man, not mine.”

“ Oh, and you mean to be Crusoe number two?
Well, don’t get cast away on too desofate an island,
that’s all.”

Ford slipped into the library and put the books
away. It had been Samantha Kinzeris room, and
had plenty of shelves, in addition to the very ele-
gant “ cases” Mr. Foster had brought from the
city with him.

The next morning, within half an hour after
breakfast, every raember of the two farailies was
down at the landing to see their young sailors make
their start, and they were all compelled to admit
that Dab and Dick seemed to know precisely what
they were about- As for Ford, that young gentle-
man was wise enough, with all those eyes watching
him, not to try anything he was not sure of, though
he explained that “ Dab is captain, Annie, you
know. 1’m under his orders to-day.”

KINZER.
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Dick Lee was hardly the wisest fellow in the
world, for he added, very encouragingly; “An’
you ’s doin’ tip-top for a green hand, you is.”

The wind was blowing right off shore, and did
not seem to promise anything more than a smatt
breeze. It was easy enough to handle the dttle
craft in the inlet, and in a marvelously short time
she was dancing out upon the blue waves of ihe
spreading “ bay.” It was a good deal more likea
land-locked “ sound " than any sort of a bay, with
that long, low, narrow sand-island cutting it off
from the ocean.

“1 don’t wonder Ham Morris called her the
*Swallow,”” remarked Ford. *“ How she skims!
Can you get in under the deck, there, forward?
That’s the cabin ?”

“ Yes, thats the cabin,” replied Dab; “but
Ham had the door put in with a slide, water-tighi.
It ’s fitted with rubber. We can put our thingsin
there, but it’s too sraall for anything else.”

“ What’s it made so tight for?”

“ Oh, Ham says he ’s made his yacht a life-boat.
Those places at the sides and under the seats are

all air-tight. She might capsize, but she 'd never
sink. Don’t you see?”

“ | see. How it blows1”

“1t’s a little fresh. How’d you like to be
wrecked ?”

* Good fun,” said Ford.
cars the other day.”

“ On the cars?”

“Why, yes. | forgot to tell you about thal.”

And then followed a very vivid and graphic
descrlption of the sad fate of the pig and the loco-
motive. The wonder was how Ford should have
failed to tell it before. No such failure would have
been possible if his head and tongue had not been
so wonderfully busy about so many other things
ever since his arrival.

“1’m glad it was | instead of Annie,” he said,
at length.

“ Of course. Didn’t you tell me your sister
carne through all alone ?”

“ Yes; she ran away from those cousins of reine.
Oh, wont | pay them off when I get to Grantlcy!”

“Where’s that? W hat did they do?”

The “ Swallow” was flying along nicely now, with
Dab at the tiller and Dick Lee tending sail, and
Dab could listen with all his ears to Ford Foster’s
account of his sister’s tribulations.

“ Aint they older and bigger than you ?” asked
Dabney, as Ford closed his recital. “ What can
you do with two of 'em ?”

“ They can't box worth a cent, and I can. Any-
how, | mean to teach them better manners.”

“ You can box?”

“ Had a splendid teacher.”

“ 1 got wrecked on the
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* Will you show me bow, when we get back?”  moment, as he.shouted; “ Sharp now, boys, or
“We can practice all we choose. 1 °ve two pair we’ll be rolling in the surfin three minutes! Haul

ofgloves.”

“Hurtah for that! Ease her, Dick 1 Ic’s blow-
jng pretty fresh. We ’ll have a tough time tacking
home against such a breeze as this. May be it’ll
change before night.”

“ Capt’in Dab,” calmly remarked Dick, “ we’s
on'y a mile to run.”

“ Well, what ofit?”

“Is you goin’ fo’ de inlet?”

“ Of course. What else can we do?
what we started for.”

“ Looks kind o’ dirty, dat’s all ”

So far as Ford could see, both the sky and the
water looked clean enough, but Dick was right
ahout the weather. In fact, if Captain Dabney
Kinzer had been a more experienced and prudent
seaman, he would have keptthe “ Swallow ” inside
thebar, that day, at any risk of Ford Foster’s good
opinisn.  As it was, even Dick Lee’s keen eyes
hardly comprehended how threatening was the
fciggy haze that was lying low on the water, miles
and miles away lo seaward.

It was raagnificenrly exciting fiin, at all events,
and the “ Swallow ” fully merited all that had been
said in her favor. The “ mile to run ” was a very
shortone, and it seemed to Ford Foster that the
end of it would bring them up high and dry on the
saiidy beach.

The narrow “ strait” of the inlet was hardly visi-
ble at any considerable distance. It opened to
view, however, as they drew near, and Dab Kinzer
rose higher than ever in his friend’s good opinién
as the swift little vessel shot unerringly into the
contracted channel.

“ Pretty near where we re to try our fishing,
aint we? ” he asked.

That’s

“Just outside, there. Get ready, Dick. Sharp
now 1"
And then, in another minute, the white sails

were down, jib and main, the “ Swallow” was
drifting along under “ bare poles,” and Dick Lee
and Ford were waiting for orders to drop the
grapnel,

*Heave 17

Over went the iron.

“Now for some weak-fish. 1t’s about three
hthoms, and the tide’s near the turn.”

Alasforhuman calculations1 The grapnel caught
onthe bottom, surely and firmly; but the moment
lhere carne any strain on the seemingly stout haw-
w that held it, the latter parted like a thread, and
tlie “ Swallow ” was adrift !

“ Somebody ’sdone gone cut dat rope 1” shouted
Dick, as he caught up the treacherous bit of hemp.

There was an anxious look on Dab’s face for a

away, Dick ! Haul with him, Ford ! Up with her!
There, that ’ll give us headway.”

Ford Foster looked out to seaward, even as he
hauled his best on the sail halliards. All along the
line of the coast, at distances varying from a hun-
dred yards or sg to nearly a mile, there was an
irregular line of foaming breakers. An awful thing
for a boat like the “ Swallow ” to run into.

Perhaps; but ten times worse for a larger craft,
for the latter would be shattered on the shoals
where the bit ofa yacht would find plenty ol water
imder her, if she did not at the same time find too
much over her.

“ Can’t we go back through the
bar ?” asked Ford.

“ Not with this wind in our teeth, and it get-
ting worse every minute. No more will it do to try
and keep inside the surf.”

“ What can we do, then ?”

“ Take the smoothest places and run ’em. The
seaisn’tvery rough outside. It’s ouronly chance.”

Poor Ford Foster’s heart sank within him, but
he saw a resolutelook on “ Captain Kinzer’s” face
which gave him a little confidence, and he turned
to look at the surf. The only way for the “ Swal-
low” to penétrate that dangerous barrier of broken
water was to “ take it nose on,” as Dick Lee ex-
pressed it, and that was clearly what Dab Kinzer
intended.

There were places of comparative smoothness,
here and there, in the foaming and plunging line,
but they were bad enough, at the best, and would
have been a great deal worse but for that stiff breeze
off shore.

Bows foremost, full sail, rising like a cork on the
long, strong billows, which would have rolled her
over and over if she had not been really so skillfully
handled,'—once or twice pitching dangerously, and
shipping water enough to wet her brave young
mariners to the skin, and cali for vigorous baling
afterward,—the “ Swallow ” battled gallantly with
her danger for a few minutes, and then Dab Kinzer
shouted;

“ Hurrah, boys! We ’re outatsea!”

* Dat ’s so,” said Dick.

“ So it is,” remarked Ford, a little gloomily;
“ but how will we ever get ashore again ?"

“Well,” rephed Dab, “ if it doesn’t come on to
blow too hard, we ’ll run right on down the coast.
If the wind lulled, or whopped around a little, we ’d
find our way in, easy enough, long before night.
We might have a tough time beating home across
the bay. Anyhow, we re safe enough now.”

“ How about fishing?”

“ Guess we wont bother ’'em much, but you

inlet in the
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might try for a blue fish.
capital fun, right along here.”

Sometimes they ’re

Chapter Xi.

There ’s no telling how many anxious people
there may have been in that region, after tea-time
that evening, but of two or three circles we may
be reasonably sure. Good Mrs. Foster could not
endure to stay at home, and her husband and
Annie were very willing to go over to the Kinzers’
with her, and listen to the encouraging talk of
Dabney’s stout-hearted and sensible mother.

“ 0O, Mrs. Kinzer, do you think they are in any
danger?”

“1 hope not. | don’t see why they need be,
unless they try to return across the bay against this
wind.”

‘“Butdon’t you think they 1l try i Do you mean
they wont be home to-night?” exclaimed Mr.
Foster, himself.

“ | sincerely hope not,” said the widow, calmly.
“ 1 should hardly feel like trusting Dabney out in
the boat again if he should do so foolish a thing.”

“ But where can he stay ?”

*“ At anchor, somewhere, or on the island. Al-
most anywhere but tacking on the bay. He ’d be
really safer out at sea than trying to get home.”

“ Out at seal ”

There was something dreadful in the very jdea
of it, and Annie Foster turned palé enough when
she thought of the gay little yacht, and her brother
out on the broad Atlantic in it, with no better crew
than Dab Kinzer and Dick Lee. Samantha and
her sisters were hardly as steady about it as their
mother, but they were careful to conceal their mis-
givings from theirneighbors, which was very kindly,
indeed, in the circumstanccs.

There was little use in trying to think or talk of
anything else besides the boys, however, with the
sound of the “ high wind ” in the trees out by the
road-side, and a very anxious circle was that, up to
the late hour at which the members of it separated
for the night.

But there were other troubled hearts in that
vicinity. Oid Bill Lee himselfhad been out fishing,
all day, with very poor luck; buthe forgot all about
that when he learned thatDick and his young white
friends had not returned. He even pulled back to
the mouth of the inlet, to see if the gathering dark-
ness would yield him any signs of his boy. He did
notknow it; but, while he was gone, Dick’s mother,
after discussing her anxietieswith some of her dark-
skinned neighbors, half weepingly unlocked her one
“ clothes-press,” and took out the suit which had
been the pride of her absent son. She had never
admired them half as muchbefore, butthey seemed
to need a red neck-tie to set them off; and so the
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gorgeous result of Dick's fishing and trading catnc
out of its hiding-place, and was arranged on the
white coverlet of her own bed with the rest of his|
best garments.

“Jus’ de t’ing for a handsome young feller like
Dick,” she muttered to herself:

“ Wot for’d an ole woman like me want to pm
on any sech fool finery. He’s de bestest boy in
de worl’, he is. Dat is, onless dar aint not’in' hap-
pened to ’im.”

But if the folks on shore were uneasy about the
“ Swallow” and her crew, how was itwith the latler
themselves, as the darkness closed around them,
out there upon the tossing water?

Very cool, indeed, had been Captain Dab Kinzer,
and he had encouraged the others to go on vith
their blue-fishing, even when it was pretty lough
work to keep the “ Swallow” from * scudding.”
He was anxious not to get too far from shore, for |
there was no telling what sort of weather might be
coming. It was curious, too, what very remarkablc
luck they had, or rather, Ford and Dick; for Dab
would not leave the tiller a moment. Splendid
féllows were those blue-fish, and work it was to puli
in the heaviest of them. That’s just the sort of
weather they hite best in; but it is not often such
young fisherraen venture to take advantage of i,
Only the stanchcst and best-seasoned oid salts of
Montauk or New London would have felt altogelher,
at home, that afternoon, jn the “ Swallow.”

“ Don’t fish any more,” said Dabney, at last
“You've caught ten times as manyas we ever |
thought of catching. Whoppers, too, some of'era.”

“ Biggest fishing ever | did," remarked Ford, as |
if that meant a great deal. «

“ Or mos’anybody else out dis yer way,” added
Dick. “ 1 isn’t shamed to show dem fish any-1
whar-" I

“ No more | aint,” said Dab; “ but you ’re get-1
ting too tired, and so am I- We must have a good\
hearty lunch, and put the “ Swallow ” before the |
wind for a while. | daré n’t risk any more of these |
cross-seas. We might getpitched over any minute." |

“ Dat’sso,” said Dick. *“ And | ’sawful hungry.” 1

The “ Swallow” was well enough provisioncd, not
to speak ofthe blue-fish, and there was water enough
on board for several days, if they should happen to |
need it; but there was very little danger of that,
unless the wind should continué to be altogelher |
against them.

It was blowing hard when the boys finished their |
dinner, but no harder than it had already blown,
several times, that day, and the “ swallow ” seemed
tobe putting forth her very best qualities asa “ sea-
boat.” No immediate danger, apparently; but
there was one “ symptom ” which Dab discerned, |
as he glanced around the horizon, which gave him|
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more anxiety than either the stiff breeze or the
rough sea.

The coming darkness?

No; for stars and light-houses can be seen at
night, and steering is easy enough by them.

A fog is the darkcst thing at sea, whether by
night or day, and Dabney saw signs of one coming.
Rain might come with it, but that would be of
small account.

“ Boys,” said Dabney, “ do you know we ’re out
ofsight of land at last?”

“ Oh no, we’re not,” replied Ford, confidently;
“look yonder.

“Thatisn’t land, Ford; that’s only afog-bank,
and we shall be all in the dark in ten minutes.
The wind is changing, too, and | hardly know
«here wc are.”

“Look at your compass.”

“That tells me the wind ischanging a little, and
it’s going down; but I wouldn’t daré to run to-
ward the shore in a fog and in the night.”

“Why not?”

“Why? Don’t you remember those breakers?
Would you like.to be blown through them, and not
see tvhere you were going ?”

“No,” said Ford. *“ I rather guess | wouldn’t.”

“Jest you let Capt’in Kinzer handle dis yer
Wt," almostcrustily, interposed Dick Lee. “ He’s
de on’y feUer on board dat un’erstands nagiva-
fion.”

“ Should n’t wonder if you ’re right,” said Ford,
good humoredly. “ Atall events | sha’n’t iatet-
fcre. But, Dab, what do you mean to do ?”

“ Swing a lantern at the mast-head and sail right
along. You and Dick get a nap. by and by, ifyou
can. 1 wont try to sleep till daylight.”

“Sleep 1 Catch me sleeping 1”

“You must, and so must Dick, when the time
comes. Wont do to get all worn out together.
Who ’d handle the boat ?”

Ford’s respect for Dabney Kinzer was growing,
hourly. Here was this overgrown gawk of a green
country boy, just out of his roundabouts, who had
never spent more than a day at a time in the great
cty, and never lived in any kind of .a boarding-
house: in fact, here was a fellow who had had no
advanlages whatever, coming out as a sort of a
hero- Even Ford did not quite understand it, Dab
Ms 80 quiet and matter-of-course about it all; and
Jfor the youngster himself, he had no idea that
he was behaving any better than any other boy
could, should and would have behaved, in those
wverypeculiar circumstances.

Atall events, however, the gay and buoyant little
“Swallow,” with her signal-lantern swinging at her
mast-head, was soon dancing away through the
deepening darkness and the fog, and her steady
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young commander was congratulating himself that
there seemed to be a good deal less of wind and
sea, even if more of mist.

“ 1 couldn’t expect everything to suit me,” he
said to himself. “ And now | hope we sha’n’t run
down anybody. Hullol Isn’t that a red light,
though the haze, yonder?”

Chapter XII.

There was yet another “ gathering” of human
beings on the wind-swept surface of the Atlantic,
that evening, to whose minds it had come with no
small degree of anxiety. Not, perhaps, as great as
that of the three families over there on the shore
of the bay, or even of the boys, tossing along in
their bubble of a yacht; but the officers, and not a
few of the passengers and crew, of the great, iron-
builded ocean steamer, were anything but easy in
their minds.

Had they no pilot on board? To be sure they
had, but they had, somehow, seemed to bring that
fog along with thcm, and the captain had a half-
defined suspicion that neither he fior the pilot knew
exactly where they were. That is a bad condition
for a great ship to be in, and that, too, so near a
coast which requires good seamanship and skillful
pLlotage in the best of weather. Not that the cap-
tain would have confessed his doubt to the pilot, or
the pilot to the captain, and that was where the
real danger lay. Ifthey could only have permitted
themselves to speak of their possible peril, it would
probably have disappeared.

The steamer was French and her captain a
French naval officer, and very likely he and the
pilot did not understand each other any too well.
That speed should be lessened, under the circum-
stances, was a matter of course; but not to have
gone on at all would have been even wiser. Not
to speak of the shore they were ncaring, they might
be sure they were not the only craft steaming or
sailing over those busy waters, and vessels have
sometimes run against one another in a fog as thick
as that. Something could be done in that direc-
tion, and lanterns with bright colors were freely
swung out; but the fog was likely to diminish their
usefulness, somewhat. None of the passengers
were in a rnood to go to bed, with the end of their
voyage so near, and they seemed, one and all, dis-
posed to discuss the fog. AIll but one, and he a
boy,

A boy of about Dab Kinzer’s age, slender and
delicate looking, with curly, light-brown hair, blue
eyes, and a complexién which would have been fair
but for the traces it bore of a hotter sun than that
of either France or America. He seemed to be all
alone, and to be feeling very lonely, that night;
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and he was leaning over the rail, peering out into
the mist, humraing to himself a sweet, wild air, in a
strange, musical tone.

Very strange. Very musical. Perhaps no such
words had ever before gone out over the waves of
that part of the Atlantic; for Frank Harley was a
missionary’s son, “ going home to be educated,”
and the sweet, low-voiced song was a Hindustanee
hymn which his mother had taught him in far-away
India.

Suddenly the hymn was cut short by the hoarse
voice of the look-out, as it announced; “ A white
light, ciése aboard, on the windward bow.”

And that was rapidly foUowed by even hoarser
hails, replied to by a voice which was clear and
strong enough but not hoarse at all. The next
moment something, which was either a white sail
or a ghost, carne slipping along through the fog,
and then the conversation did not require to be
shouted any longer. Frank could even heat one
person say to another, out there in the mist:
“ Aint it a big thing, Ford, that you know French.
| mean to study it as soon as we get horne."

“ It’s as easy as eating. Shall 1 tell ’em we *ve
got some fish ?”

*“ Ofcourse. Sell 'em the whole cargo.”

“ SeU them? Why not make them a present?”

“We may need the money to get home with.
They re a splendid lot. Enough for the whole
cabin full.”

“Dat’s a fack.
for me, he is.”

“ How much then?”

“ Tweiity-five dollars for the lot. They re worth
it. ’Specially ifwe lose Ham’sboat.”

Dab’s philosophy was a little out of gear, but a
perfect rattle of questions and answers followed, in
French, and, somewhatto Frank Harley’s astonish-
ment, the bargain was promptly concluded.

How were they to get the fish on board ? Nothing
easier, since the little “ Swallow” could run along
so nicely under the stern of the great steamer,
while a large basket was swung out at the end
of a long, slender spar, with a pulley to lower and
raise it. Even the boys from Long Island were
astonished at the number and size of the prime,
freshly caught bluefish to which they were treating
the passengers of the “ Prudhomme,” and the
basket had to come and go again and again.

The steamer’s steward, on his part, avowed that
he had never before met so honest a lot of Yankee
fishermen. Perhaps not; for high prices and short
weight are apt to go together where “ luxuries”
are selling. The pay itself was handed out in the
same basket which went for the fish.

The wind was not nearly as high as it had been,
and the sea had for some time been going down.

Capt’in Dab Kinzer’s de man
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Twenty minutes later, Frank Harley heard, for
he understood French very well:

“ Hallo, the boat! What are you following s
for?”

“ Oh, wewont run you down. Don’t be alarmed.
We 've lost our way out here, and we ’re going to
follow you in. Hope you know where you are.”" |

And then there was a cackle of surprise and !
laughter araong the steamer’s officers, in which
Frank and some of the passengers joined, and the
saucy little “* fishing-boat ” carne steadily on in the
wake ofher gigantic guide.

“ This is grand for us,”-remarked Dab Kinzer lo
Ford, as he kept his eyes on the after-lantern ofthe
“Prudhomme.” *“ They pay all our pilot fees.”

“ But they ’re going to New York.”

* So are we, ifto-morrow does n’t come out clear
and with a good wind to go home by.”

“It’s better than Crossing the Atlantic in the
dark, anyhosv. But what a price we got for those
fish!”

“ They 're ready to pay well for such things at
the end of the voyage,” said Dab. “ | expected
they ’d try and beat us down a p.eg. They gen
erally do. We only got about fair market price,
after all, only we got rid of our whole catch at one
sale.”

Hour followed hour, and the * Swallow ” followed |
the steamer, and the fog followed them both o
densely that sometimes even Dick Lee's keen eyes\
could with difficulty make out the “ Prudhomme’s” |
light. And now Ford Foster ventured to take a bit
ofa nap, so sure did he feel that all the danger wes
over, and that “ Captain Kinzer” was equal to|
what Dick Lee called the * nagivation” of thai
yacht. How long he had slept he could not have |
guessed, but he was suddenly awakened by a great
cry from out the mist beyond them, and the loud
exclamation of Dab Kinzer, still at the tiller:

“ 1 believe she ’s run ashore !'”

It was a loud cry, indeed, and there was ¢
reason for it. Well for all on board the greatl
French steamship that she was running nofasterj
at the time, and that there was no hurricane ofa
gale to make things worse for her. Pilot and
captain had both together missed their reckon-
jng, neither of them could ever afterward tell
how, and there they were stuck fast in the sand, |
with the noise of breakers ahead of them and thel
dense fog all around. i

Frank Harley peered anxiously over the raill
again, but he could not have complained that bel
was “ wrecked in sight of shore;” for the steaineri
was anything but a wreck yet, and there was nol
such thing as a shore in sight. I

“ It san hourto sunrise,” said Dab to Ford, atteri
the latter had managed to comprehend the sitlie-
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tion. “ We may as well run further in and see
what we can see,”

It must have been aggravating to the people on
lhe steamer to see that cockle-shell of a yacht danc-
ing safely along over the shoal on which their
*leviathan” had struck, and to hear Ford Foster
sing out: “ If we’d known you meant to run in
here, we ’d have followed some other pilot.”

“They ‘e in no danger at all,” said Dab. *“ If
theirown boatsdon'l take’email ashore, the coast-

wreckers will.”

“The Government life-savers, | s'pose you
mean?”

“Yes, they re all along here, everywhere.
Hark ! there goes the distress gun. Bang away !

Itsounds a good deal more mad than scared.”

So it did, and sothey really were—captain, pilot,
passengers and all.

“ Captain Kinzer” found that he could safely
run in for a couple of hundred yards or so; but
there were signs of surf beyond, and he had no
anchor to hold on by. His only course was to tack
back and forth, as carefully as possible, and wait
fordaylight, as the French sailors were doing, with
what patience they could command.

In less than halfan hour, however, a pair of long,
graceful, buoyant-looking life-boats, manned eacii
by an officer and eight- rowers, carne shooting
through the raist, in response to the repeated sum-
mons of the steamcr’s cannon.

“Its all right now,” said Dab.
would n’t be long in coming.
weare.”

That was easy enough. The steamer had gone
ashore on a sand-bar a quarter of a mile from the
beach and a short distance from Seabright, on the
jersey coast; and there was no probability of any
worse harm coming to her than the delay in her

I voyage, and the cosi of pulling her out from the
I sandy bed into which she had so blindly thrust
| herself. The passengers would, most likely, be
| taken ashore with their baggage, and sent to the
dty overland.

“In fact,” said Ford Foster, “ a sand-bar isn't as
badfora steamer as a pig is fora locomotive.”

"The train you was wrecked in,” said Dab,
“was running fast. Perhaps the pig was. Now,
the sand-bar was standing still, and the steamer
wss going slow. My 1 what a crash there d have
been, if she ’d been running ten or twelve knots an
bour with a heavy sea on,”

By daylight there were plenty of other craft
around, including yachts and sail-boats from Long
Branch, and *“ all along shore,” and the Long
Island boys treated the occupants of these as if
ley liad sent for them and were glad to see them.

“Seems to me, your re inclined to be inquisitive,

“ | knew they
Let’s find where
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Dab,” said Ford, as his friend peered sharply into
and around one craft after another, but just then
Dabney sung out:

“ Hullo, Jersey, what are you doing with two
grapnels ? Is that boat of yours balky ?”

“ Mind your eye, youngster. They’re both
mine, | reckon.”

“You might sell me one cheap,” continued Dab,
“ considering how you got’em. Give you ten cents
for the big one.”

Ford thought he understood the matter, and said
nothing; but the “Jersey wrecker” had “ picked
up” those two anchors, onc time and another, and
had no objection at all to talking “ trade.”

“Ten cents! Letyou have it for fifty dollars.”

“ Is it gold, or only silver gilt?”

“ Puré gold, my boy, but seein’it’s you, | ’ll say
ten dollars.”

* Take your pay in clams? ”

* Oh, hush, | haint no time to gabble.
|1 '11 git a Job here, ’round this yer wreck.
want the grapnl, what ’ll you gimme?”

“ Five dollars, gold, take it or leave it,” said
Dab, as be pulled out a coin from the pay he had
taken for his blue-fish.

In three minutes more the “ Swallow” was fur-
nished with a much larger and ljetter anchor than
the one she had lost the day before, and Dick
Lee exclaimed;

“ It jes’ takes Capt’in Kinzer!”

For some minutes before this, as the light grew
clearer and the fog liftcd a little, Frank Harley had
been watching them from the rail of the “ Prud-
homme ” and wondering if all the fisher-boys in
America dressed as well as these two.

“ Hullo, you !” was the greeting which now carne
to his ears. “ Go ashore in my boat? ”

“ Not till I have eaten some of your fish for
breakfast,” replied Frank. “ W hat’syourfiame?”

“ Captain Dabney Kinzer, of ‘'most anywhere on
Long Island. What’s yours?”

“ Frank Harley, ofRangoon.”

“ | declare!” almost shouted Ford Foster, “ if
you re not the chap my sister Annie told me of.
You ’re going to Albany, to my unclc, Joe Hart’s,
aren’t you?”

“ Yes, to Mr. Hart’s, and then to Grantley, to
school.”

“ That s it. Well, you just come along with us,
then. Get your kit out of your state-room. We
can send over to tlie city for the rest of your
baggage after it gets in.”

“ Along with you, where ?”

“ To my fnther’s house, instead ofashore among
those wreckers and hotel-people. The captain ’ll
tell you it ’s all right.”

It was a trifle irregular, no doubt, but there was

Mebbe
If you
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the “ Prudhomme ” ashore, and all “ landing
rules ” were a little out of joint by reason of that
circumstance. The * Swallow” lay at anchor
while Frank got his breakfast, and such of liis
baggage as was not “ stowed away,” and, mean-
time, Captain Kinzer and his “ crew ” made a very
deep hole in their own supplies, for their night of
danger and excitement had made them wonderfully
hungry.

“ Do you mean to sail home?” asked Ford, in
some astonishment.

“Why not? If we could do it in the night and
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probable at that season. And so, with genuine
boyish confidence in boys, after some further con-
versation over the rail, Frank Harley went on board
the “ Swallow ” as a passenger, and the gay little
craft slipped lightly away from the neighborhoodof
the very forlorn-looking stranded steamer.

“ They ’ll have her off in less’n a week.” said
Ford to Frank. “ My father’ll know just what to
do about your baggage, and so forth.”

There were endless questions to be asked and
answered on both sides, but at last Dab yawned a
very sleepy yawn and said: *“ Ford, you 've had

THE WBLCOME ON THE BEACH.

in a storm, we surely can in a day of such splendid
weather as is coming. The wind ’s all right too,
what there is of it.”

Chapter XIII.

The wind was indeed “ all right.” but even Dab
forgot, for the moment, that the “ Swallow ” would
go further and faster before a gale than she was
likelv to with the comparatively mild southerly
breeze which was blowing. He was by no means
likely to get home by dinner-time. As for danger,
there would be absolutely none, unless the weather
should again become stormy, which was not at all

your nap. Wake up Dick there, and let him take
his turn at the tiller. The sea’s as smooth as a
lake, and | believe I ’ll goto sleep for an houror so.
You and Frank keep watch while Dick steers.”

Whatever Dab said was “ orders,” now, on board
the “ Swallow,” and Ford’s only reply was: “If
you have n’t earned a good nap, then nohody I’as.

In five minutes more the patient and skillful
young “ captain ” was sleeping like a top.

“ Look at him,” said Ford Foster to Frank
Harley. “ lIdon’t know what he ’s made of. He’s
been at that tiller for twenty-three hours, by the
watch, in all sorts of weather, and never budged.”
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“They dont make that kind of boy in India,”
replied Frank.

“He’s de best feller you ebber seen,” added
Dick Lee. “ 1’s jes’ proud of’im, | is.”

Smoothly and swiftly and safely the “ Swallow ”
ives bearing her precious cargo across the summer
sea, but the morning had brought no comfort to
the two homes at the head of the inlet, or the cabin
jnthe village. Oid Bill Lee was out in the best
boat he could borrow, by early daylight, and more
than one of his sympathizing neighbors followed
hima little later. There was no doubt at all that
athorough search would be made of the bay and
Ithe island, and so Mr. Foster wisely remained at
[ home to comfort his wife and daughter.

“That sort ofboy,” mourned Annie,
| getting into some,kind of mischief.”

* <lnnie,” exclaimed her mother, * Ford is a
Igoodboy, and he does not run into mischief.”

‘I did nt mean Ford; | meant that Dabney
iKinzer. | wish we ’d never seen him, or his sail-
I boat either.”

“Annie,” said her father, reprovingly, “ if we
Itve by the water, Ford uvill go out on it, and he d
| better do so in good company. Wait a while.”

Summer days are long, but some of them are a
;ood deal longer than others, and that was one of
Ithe longést any of those people had ever known.
| For once, even dinner was more than half neg-
jlected in the Kinzer family circle. At the Fosters’
liiwas forgotten almost altogether. Long as the
Idywas, and so dreary, in spite of all the bright,
Itann sunshine, there was no help for it; the hours
[ wtild not hurry, and the wanderers would not re-
Itura. Tea-time carne at last, and with it the
I Ftsters all carne over to Mrs. Kinzer’s again, to

;tea and to tell her of several fishermen who

hed returned from the bay without having discov-
! eed @ Sign of the “ Swallow ” or its crcw.

Stout-hearted Mrs. Kinzer talked bravely and
|ttcouraging|y, nevertheless, and did not seem to
| abete an ounce of her confidence in her son. It
| seemedas if, in leaving off his roundabouts, Dabney
Imst have suddenly grown a great many “ sizes”

@his mother’s estimation. Perhaps that was be-
casehe did not leave them off too soon.

There they sat, the two mothers and the rest,
|‘Woing gloomy enough, while, over there in her
Sofa brown house jn the village, Mrs. Lee sat in
*Fymuch the same frame of mind, trying to re-
\ feeher feelings by smoothing imaginary wrinkies
| Mof her boy’s best clothes, and planning for him
1dy number of bright red neck-ties, if he would

@lycome back to wear them,
| The neighbors were becoming more than a
I"tle interested and even excited about the matter;
1 what was there to be done?

VoL. V.—46.
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Telegrams had been sent to other points on the
coast, and all the fishermen notified. It was really
one of those puzzling cases where even the most
neighborly can do no better than “ wait a while.”

Still, there were nearly a dozen people, of all
sorts, including Bill Lee, lingering around the
“ landing ” as late as eight o’clock, when some one
of them suddenly exclaimed :

“ There’s a light, coming in.”

And others followed with: “ And a boat under
it.” “ Ham’s boat carried a light.” “ 1’ll het it's
her.” “ No, itis n't.”™ *“ Hold on and see.”

There was not long to “ hold on,” for in three
minutes more the “ Swallow ” swept gracefully in
with the tide, and the voice of Dab Kinzer shouted
merrily: “ Home again ! Here we are 1”

Such a ringing vollcy of cheers answered him 1
It was heard and understood away there in the
parlor of the Morris house, and brought every soul
of that anxious circle right up standing.

* Must be it ’s Dab 1” exclaimed Mrs. Kinzer.

* Oh, mother,” said Annie, “ is Ford safe?”

“They wouldn’t cheer like that, my dear, if
anything had happened,” remarked Mr. Foster,
but, in spite of his coolness, the city lawyer forgot
to put his hat on, as he dashed out of the front
gate, and down the road toward the landing.

Then carne one of those times that it takes a
whole orchestra and a gallery of paintings to tcil
anything about, for Mrs. Lee as weU as her hus-
band was at the beach, and within a minute after
“ Captain Kinzer” and his crew had landed, poor
Dick was being hugged and scolded within an inch
of his life, and the other two boys fo.und themselves
in the roidst ofa tumult ofembraces and cheers.

Frank Harley’s turn carne soon, moreover, for
Ford Foster found his balance, and introduced the
“ passenger from India” to his father.

“ Frank Harley !” exclaimed Mr. Foster, “ |’ve
heard of you, certainly, but how did you—boys, |
don’t understand 7

“ Oh, father, it’s all right! We took Frank off
the French steamer after she ran ashore.”

“ Ran ashore?”

“ Yes; down the Jersey coast.
pany with her in the fog, after the storm.
was yesterday evening.”

“ Down the Jersey coast!
been out at sea?”

“ Yes, father; and | ’d go again, with Dab Kin-
zer for captain. Do you know, father, he never
left the rudder of the ‘Swallow ’ from the moment
we started until seven o’clock this morning? ”

“ You owe him your lives 1” almost shouted Mr,
Foster; and Ford added, “ Indeed, we do.”

It was Dab’s own mother's arms that had been
around him from the instant he made his ap-

We gotin com-
That

Do you mean you 've
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pearance, and Samantlia and Keziah and Pamela
had had to be content with a kiss or so apiece;
but dear oid Mrs. Foster stopped smoothing Ford’s
hair and forehead, just then, and gave Dab a right
motherly hug, as if she could not express herselfin
any other way.

As for Annie Foster, her face was suspiciously
red at the moment, but she walked right up to Dab,
after her mother rcleased him, and said:

“ Captain Kinzer, I've been saying dreadful
things about you, but 1 beg pardon.”

“1’ll be entirely satisfied, Miss Annie,” returned
Dabney, “ if you ’ll ask somebody to get us some-
thing to eat.”

“ Eatl” exclaimed Mrs. Kinzer, “ Why, the
poor fellows ! Of course they’re hungry.”

Of course they were, every one ; and the supper-
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table, after all, was the best place in thewovldto|
hear the particuiars of their wonderful cruise.

Meantime, Dick Lee was led home to a capitall
supper of his own, and as soon as that was over hel
was rigged out in his Sunday clothes,—red silkl
neck-tie and all,—and invited to tell the storyofl
his adventures fo a roomful of admiring neighbots, |

He told it well, modestly ascribing pretty muchi
everything to Dab Kinzer; but there was no tea-l
son, in anything he said, for one of his fathets!
friends to ask, next morning;

*“ Bill Lee, does you mean for to say as dem boysl
run down de French steamah in dat ar’ boat?"

“ Not dat, not zackly.”

“ 'Cause, ifyou does, |jes’ want to say 1°’s beenl
down a-lookin’ at her, and she aint even snubbedl
her bowsprit."”

(To be contimied.J
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Ugh ! How coid it was sleet driving in your
face, wind whistling about your ears, coid pene-
trating everywhere ! “ A regular nipper,” thought
Dick Kelsey, standing in a door-way, kicking his
feet in toeless boots to warm them, and blowing
his chilled fingers, for Ln the pockets of his ragged
trousers the keen air had stiffcned them. He was
revolving a weighty question in his mind. Which
should he do,—go down to “ Ma’am Vesey’s” and
get one of her hot mutton pies, or stray a little
farther up the alley, where an oid sailorkept a little
cofiee-house for the benefit of newsboys and boot-
blacks such as he ? Should it be coffee or mutton
pie ?

“1’Il toss up for it!” said Dick, finally; and,
fumbling in his pockets, the copper was produced
ready for the test.

Just then, his attention was suddenly diverted.
Ci6se to him sounded a voice, weak and not very
melodious, but bravely singing:

“ There js a happy land
Far, far away,
W here ~ints in glory stand
Brigbt, bright as day 1”

Dick listened in silence till the last little quaver
had died away, and then said: “ Whew ! That
was purty, anyhow. Where is the piper, | won-
der!” He looked about for the musician, but could
see no one. He was the only person in the alley.

Hamilton.

Again the song began, and this time he tracedi
the voice to the house against which he had been|
leaning. The window was just at his righi, and
through one of the broken panes carne the notes.|
Dick’s modesty was not a burden to him, so it «asl
the work of only a moment to put his face to thej
hole in the window and take a view.

A small room, not very nice to see, was what hel
saw; then, as his eye became used to the dim light, |
he espied on a low bed in the cdérner a little girl |
gazing at Jiim with a pair of big black eyes.

“ | say, there I Was it you pipin’away so fine?"!
began Dick, without the slightest embarrassineni.

“If you mean, was | a-singin’?—1 was," an-|
swered the child from the bed, not seeming ai al|
surprised at this sudden intrusién upon her privac)-.

“ 1say, who are you, anyhow ?”

“1’m Gerty, and | stay here all the day whilel
mother is away washing; and she locks the door]
S0 no one can’t getin,” explained the girl.

“ My eyel ” was Dick’ return. “ And what are |
you in bed for?”

“ Oh, | have a pain in my back, an’ | lie dovffl |
most of the time,” replied Gerty in the most cheer-
ful manner possible, as if a pain in the back were
the one dcsirable thing, while Dick withdrew hisj
head to ponder over this new experience.

A girl locked in a room like that, lying in bed
with pain most of the time, with nothing to do,j
yet cheerful and bright—this was something he|
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coiild not understand. All at once his face bright-
ened. Back went his eyes to the window.

“1 say, got anything to eat in there? ”

“Oh yes, some crackers; and to-night may be
mother’ll buy sorae milk.”

“ Pool) !” said Dick, with scorn, “ Crackers and
milk1 Did you ever eat a mutton pie?”

“ A mutton pie,” repeated Gerty, slowly.
lguess not."”

“ Oh, they re buEy ! Hot from Ma’am Vesey’s !
Tip-top ! Waita minute,”—a needless caution, for
Gerty could not possibiy have done anything else.

Away rail Dick down the alley and around the
comer, halting breathless before Ma’am Vesey.

“ Gi®e me one, quick !” he cried. “ Hot, too.
No, | wont eat it; put it in some paper.” The oid
ii'onian had offered him one from the oven.

“ Seems to me we ’re gettin’ mighty fine,” she
said; for Dick was an oid customer, and never
before had he waited for a pie to be wrapped up.

“Never you mind, oid lady,” was his good-
natured, if somewhat disrespectful, reply; and,
dropping some pemiles, he seized his treasure and
waes off again.

Gerry’s eager fingers soon held the pie, which
Dick dexterously tossed on the bed, and Dick’s
eyes fairly shone as he watched the half-starved
little One swallow the dainty in rapid mouthfuls.

“Oh, | neverin all my life tasted anything half
50 good ! Don’t you want some ?” questioned the
child, whose enjoyment was so keen she feared it
hardly could be right.

“No, indeed !”"—this with hearty empbhasis.
“1've had ’'em. |’m goin’now,” he added, reluc-
Unily, “ but | ’E come back again ’fore long.”

“Oh,do!” said Gerty, “an’ | ’E sing you some
more of ‘Happy Land,” if you want me; and i
bow another song, too. | learned them up to the
horspital when | was there. You see, | was peddlin’
matches and shoe-strings, and it was 'most dark
and awful slippery, and the horses hit me afore |
bowed it; and then they picked me up, and 1
did n’t know nothin’, and could n’t tell where
llived, and so they took me to the horspital; and
ihe next day | told 'em where mother was, and she
came. But the doctors said 1 had better stay, and
praps they could help me. But they couldn',
you know, eos the pain in my back was too bad.
And mother, she washes, and | watch the daylight,
and wait for night, and sing; and when the pain
aint too bad, the day don’t seem so very long.”

“ My eye 1” was all Dick could say, as he beat a
bsty retreat, rubbing the much appealed-to mem-
ber with a cérner of his ragged coat.

“Well, them’s hard lines, anyhow,” he solilo-
quized, as he went to the printing-office. “ An’
sb fhipper, too. Game as anything,” he went

“ No,
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on to himself. “ Now, |’m just goin’to keep my
eye on that little un, and some o’ my spare cop-
pers ’ll help her, | guess.”

How he worked that night! His papers fairly
flew, he sold them so fast; and when, under a
friendly street-lamp, he counted his gains, a pro-
longed whistle was his first comment.

“More’n any night this week,” he pondered.
“ Did me good to go ‘thout the pie. Gerty’ll have
an orange to-morrow.”

So, next morning, when the lastJournal had been
sold, a fruit-stand was grandly patronized,

“ The biggest, best orange you got, and never
mind what it costs.” Then but a few moments to
reach Gerty’s alley, and Gerty’s window.

Yes, there she was, just the same as yesterday,
and the pinched face grew bright when she saw
her new friend peering at her.

“Oh! you’re come, are you?” joyfully. “ Mother
said you would n't, when 1 told her, but | said you
would. She would n’t leave the door unlocked, eos
she did n’t know nothing about you ; but she said,
if you carne to-day, you could come back to-night
when she was home, and come in.”

“ Oh, may 1?” said Dick, rather gruffly; for
he hardly liked the idea of meeting strangers.

“ Yes,” went on Gerty ; “ | ’E sing lots, if you
want; and mother ’ll be glad to see you, too.”
“All right; mebbe |’ll come. And say" here’s

suthin for ye,” and the orange shot through the
window.

“Oh, my!” she gasped, “ how nice ! Is it really
for me ?” And Dick answered, “ Yes, eat it now.”

Half his pleasure was in watching her eager relish
of the fruit; and as Gerty needed no second bid-
ding, the orange rapidly disappeared, she pausing
now and again to look across gratefully at Dick
and utter indistinct expressions of delight.

“ Now shall | sing?” she asked, when the last
delicious mouthful was fairly swallowed; for she
was anxious to make some return for the pleasure
he had given her.

“1All right,” responded Dick, “ | 'm ready.”

So the thin little voice began again the oid re-
frain ; Gerty singing with honest fervor, Dick listen-
ing in lapt attention. Following “ Happy Land”
carne “ | want to be an &ngel,” “ Little chops of
water,” etc.; and when full justicc had been done
to these well-svorn tunes, Dick suggested a change.

“ Don’t you sing ‘Mulligan Guards ’?” he ques-
tioned, at the ciése of one of the liymns.

“ No,” said Gerty, perplexed. “ They did n’t
sing that up to the horspital.”

“ Oh, mebbe they don’t sing it to the horspital;
but I°ve heard ’em sing it bully to the circus. |
say,” he went on suddenly, “ was yon ever there—
to the circus, | mean ?”



“ No,” said Gerty, eagerly. “ Whatdo they do?”

“ Oh, it’s beautiful!” was Dick’s auswer. *“ All
bright, you know, and warm, and the wimmin is
dressed awful fine, and the men, too; and the
horses prance around; and they have music and
tumbling, and—oh, lots of things !”

“ My ! and you ’ve been there ?”

“Oh yes, |’ve been1” Then, as he watched
her sparkling eyes, “ Look here, 1’ll take you. 1
could carry you, you know, and we ’d go early, and
1’d put you up against a post, and Don’t
you want to go ?”

“Want to go?” she repeated with
“ Oh, it’s too good to be true ! 1 was scared just
a-thinkin’ of it. Oh, if mother’d let me an’ |
could ! Wouldn’t | be too heavy ? Mother says
I 'm light as a feather,—and | would n’t weigh
more 'n | could help,” she added, wistfully.

“ Never you mind,” was Dick’s hearty reply.
“ 1’1l come to-night and see the oid lady,—your
mother, I mean,—and wc ’ll go next week, if she ’ll
let you.”

So it was decided ; and when Dick said “ good-
bye,” and ran off, Gerty settled back with a sigh,
half of delight and half of anxiety, lest her wild,
wonderful hope should never Ue fulfilled.

But Dick carne that night, and Gerty’s mother,
when she saw Dick’s honest, earnest face, and her
little girl’s eager, pleading eyes, gave consent.

The next Monday night was fixed upon, and this
was Thursday. “ Four days,” counted Gerty on
her fingers; and oh, they seemed so long | But
even four days ivillcrawl asvay, and Monday night
carne at last. By seven o’clock, Dick appeared,
his face clean and shining, radiant with delight.

Gerty was dressed in the one dress owncd by her
mother beside her working one, and the shrunken
little figure looked pathetically absurd in its ampie
proportions. It was much too long for her, of
course, but her mother pinned up the skirt. Good
oid Peggotty Winters, the apple-woman, who lived
in the back room, had lent her wann shawl for the
occasion, and the little French hair-dresser on the
top floor had loaned a knitted hood which had
quite an elegant effect. So Gerty considered her-
selfdressed in a style befitting the event; and if she
and Dick were satisfied, no one else need criticise.

“ Pooh 1” was Dick’s comment as he lifted her
in his arms. “ Like a baby, aint you ?”

“ Oh, I'm so glad you don’t think 1 'm heavy 1
It’s the first time 1 ever was glad to be thin,”
sighed Gerty, clinging around his neck.

Then away they went, out through alleys and
across side-streets to the main artery of travel,
where Dick Ilhreaded his way slowly through
throngs of gay people. At length, after what
seemed miles to Gerty, they halted in front of a

rapture.
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brilliantly lighted building, and in another moment
were in the dazzling entrance-way.

On went Dick slowly, patiently, with his burden,
down the aislé, as near to the front as possible,
and—they were there !

Gerty was carefully set down in a coérner place,
and her shawl opened a little to serve as a pillow,
and then she began to look about her, gazing with
awe-slruck curiosLty at the great arena and the
mysterious doors.

Afier awhile the house seemed full, the musicians
carne out and took their places, the gas suddenly
blazed more brightiy, and the band struck upa
gay popular air. Gerty felt as if she must screara
with delight and expectation. \

Presently, the music stopped, there was a bustie
of preparation, a bell tinkled, and the great doors
slowly swung open. Gerty saw beautiful ladies, all
bright and glittering with spangles, and handsome
horses in gorgeous trappings, and great strong |
men in tights, all the wonders and sights of ihe
circus, and the funny jokes and antics of the cloan
and pantaloon. And Gerty had never known any- \
thing half so fine ; and there was riding and jump-
ing and tumbling, and all manner of fun, unil the
doors shut again.

“Was n't it lovely?” whispered Gerty. “Isl
thatall?” |

“ Not half,” said Dick ; and Gerty leancd back |
to think it all over and watch for the repetitioa \
But the next scene was different; there carne an
immensc elepliant, some little white poodle-dogs, \
and some mules, and everybody clapped hands and
laughed, and was delighted. At last, the climat
of ecstasy was reached,—a beautiful procession of |
all the gayly dressed and glittering perfonners,\
with their wonderful steeds, the wise oid elephant, \
the queer little poodles, and the fun-provoking |
mules; and the band struck up some stirring |
music, and Gerty was dumb with admiration. But |
in another minute the arena was empty, the heavy\
doors had shut out all the life and magnificonce, \
the band was hushed, the lights were diramed, and |
Dick tokl her it was over.

Carefully he folded her in the shawl again, and |
once more the coid night air blew in her face- |
Not a word could she say all the way home, but |
when she sank in her mother’s arms it was with the |
whisper, “ | ’ve seen‘Happy Land’;” and Dick |
felt, somehow, as if no other commént were needed.

And the winter days went on, Dick’ faithful
service and devotion never ceasing. The window
was mended, but Dick had a key to the door, and
spent many an hour with the sufferer. As spring
approached, the two watchers noted a change m1
the girl. She was weaker, and her pain conslant;
and when Dick carried her out to the park in the:



GERTY. 693

Apvii sunshine, he was shocked to find her weight soon after got into a quarrel with a fellow newslooy

almost nothing in his arms. who had hinted that his eyes were red. Anén he
Yes, Gerty was dying, slowiy but surely; and was back with some fresh gifi, only to struggle

Dick grew exceeding sorrowful. By and by, she again with the choking grief.

even could not be carried out-of-doors, but lay And then carne the end—quietly, peacefully.

all day on her little couch. Then Dick brought Near the ciése ofa Julj- day, when the setting sun

AT THS ENTRANCE TO THE CIRCUS.

floners and fruit, and talked gayly of the next glorified every cérner of the room, Gerty left her

rinter, when, said he, “\Vc ’ll go every week to pain, and, with a farewell sigh, was at rest.

tlie circus, Gerty.” “ Oh, Gerty 1” sobbed Dick, “ don’t forget me 1”
“No, Dick,” said the child, quietly, “ 1 shall Ah, Dick, you are held in everlasting remem-

never go there again. But oh ! ’t’ll be suthin brance, and more than one &ngel is glad at thoughts

beiter!”—at which Dick rushed off hastily, and of you, in the “ Happy Land!”
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THE CROW THAT THE CROW CROWED.

By S.

“Hotlho!”
Said the crow;
"So | 'm not s’posed to know
Where the rye and the wheat
And the corn kerneis grow—
Oh 1 no,
Ho! ho!

“He: he!
Farmer Lee,
When | fly from ray tree,
Just you see where the tops
Of the corn-ears will be ¢
Watch me !
Hel he!”

Switch-swirch,
With a lurch,
Flopped the bird from his perch
As he spread out his wings

THE LONDON

By Alexander

Very siurdy in fonn and honest in face is the
London railk-woman shown in our picture. She
has broad English features, smoothly parted hair,
and a nice white frill running round her old-
fashionecl, curtained bonnet. Her boots are strong,
and her dress is warm—the petticoats cut short
to prevent them from draggling in the mud. A
wooden yokc fits to her shoulders, which are almost
as broad as a raan’s, and from the yoke hang her
cans, filled with milk and cream, the little oncs
being hookecl to the larger ones.

The London day has opened on a storm, and the
snow lies thick on the area railings, the lamp-posts
and the roofs; but the morning is not too coid or
stormy for her. Oh, no 1 the morninp never are.
It may rain, or blow, or snow the hardest that ever
was known, no inclemency of weather keeps her
from her morning round, and in the dull coid of
London frosts and the yellow obscurity of London
fogs, she appears in the streets, uttering her familiar
cry, “ Me-oh I me-oh !'” which is her way of call-
ing milk.

Conant Foster.

And set forth on his search—
His search—
Switch-swirch.

Click -bang!—
How it rang,

How, the small bullet sang

As it sped through the air—

And the crow, with a pang,
Went spang—
Chi-bang.

Feathers.

The Tail

Now know,
That to crow
Often brings one to woe;
Which the lines up above
Have been put there to show,
And so,
Don’t crow.

MILK-WOMAN,

W ainw right.

Pretty kitchen-maids come up the area steps witli
their pitchers to meet her, and detain her with inuch
gossip. The one in the picture, whose arms are
comfortably folded under her white aproii, inay be
telling her that the mistress’s baby is sick, and that
the doctor despairs of its life. She may even be
saying to her: “ The only thing it can swallow,
poor little dear, is a little milk and arrowroot, and
the doctor says unless it can have this it must die.”
A great deal of the London milk is adulterated,
and, perhaps, this honcst-looking miik-woman
knows that water has been added to hers. May
be, she has babies of her own, and then her heart i
must be sore when she realizes that the little sick |
one upstairs may perish through her employer's
greed for undue profits.

To-morrow, she may find the blinds drawn ciose |
down at that house, and the maid-of-all-work red-
eyed and tearful; then she will turn away, bitterly |
feeling the pressure of her yoke on her shoulders,
although, from her iooks, she herself appears tobe |
incapable ofdishonesty; she is, and more than that,
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MILK-WOMAN.

AT THE AREA CATE

tndly, cheery, and industrious. Her cans are
poushed to the brilliancy of burnished silver, and
ittoken the most scrupulous cleanliness. Many
Wakfast-tables depend upon her for that rich
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creara which emits a deliciousflavor from her cans,

in the sharpmorning
W e turn over
that it is timeto get up.

air. “ Me-oh 'me-oh !”
in bed when we hear her,

and know



FOR VERY LITTLE FOLKS.

ALTCE’S SUPPER.

Far down in the valley the wheat grows deep,
And the reapers are making the eradles sweep ;
And this is the song that | hear them sing,
While cheery and loud their voices ring:
“’T is the finest wheat that ever did grow,
And it is for Alice’s supper—ho ! ho!”

Far down by the river the oid mili stands,
And the miller is rubbing his dusty oid hands;
And these are the words of the miller’s lay.
As he watches the mill-stones grinding away;
“’T is the finest flour that money can buy,

And it is for Alice’s supper—hil hj!”

(AW
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Down-stairs in the kitchen the fire doth glow,
And cook is a-kneading the soft white dough;
And this is the song she is singing to-day,
As merry and busy she s working away:

“T is the finest dough whether near or afar,
And it is for Alice’s supper—ha! ha!”

To the nursery now comes mother, at last,—

And what in her hand is she bringing so fast?

T is a plateful of something, all yellow and white,

And she sings as she comes, with her smile so bright:
“T is the best bread and butter | ever did see,

And it is for Alice’s supper—he ! he!”
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JACK-TN-THE-PULPIT.

“Warm !” you say?
Don’t mention it, but take it good-naturedly.
And, now, let’s be quiet and have a talk about

HEARINQ FLIES WALK.

“ Ho, ho ; nobody can do that!”

But anybody can do that,—with a microphone.

“ And what’s a microphone ?”

Why, it ’s a machine by which very low sounds,
that don’t seem to be sounds at all, may be made to
grow so loud and clear that you can easily hear
them. If any of you come across one of these
things, my dears, just take it to some quiet green
spot, and coax it to let you hear the grass grow.

There ’s one feature of the microphone that is
likely to be troublesome; it makes loud noises
sound hundreds of times louder. Something must
be done, therefore, to prevent the use of these
machines on any Fourth of July. That would be
what nobody could stand, | should think.

A ORAS THAT MOWS QRASS.

Is n’t Chisdreadful > In India—a long way off,
I 'm glad to say—there is a kind of eral) that eats
the juicy stalks of grass, rice, and other plants.
He snips off lhe stalks with his sharp pincers, and,
when he has made a big enough sheaf, sidles off
home with it to his burrow in the ground, to feast

upon it.
Ugh ! 1 hope I shall never hear the cruel click
of his pincers anywhere near me 1
WASHERWOMEN IN TUBS.
Over here, as | ve heard, the clothes to be

washed are put in tubs, and the washerwomen or
washermen stand outside at work. But | 'm told
that in some parts of Europe the washerwomen

H
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themselves get into the tubs. They do this to keep
their feet dry. The tubs orbarréis are empty, and
are set along the river banks in the water, and each
washerwoman staiids in her tub and washes ihe
clothes in the river, pounding, and soaping, and
rinsing them, on a board, without changing her

position.

MICE IN A PIANO.

Chicago, 1l

Dear Jack; | hav« long wishcd to tell youofa litde incideut that
occurred ui our

At*outa year ago we bought an uprightgraod piano, and afwr ve
had had ila few months we nouced that one of the kcys would s(av
down when louchcd, unJess siruck very quicl” and lighily, and ihe
next day another actcd jn the same way. That evening, alit tlie
boys had gone tobed, fatherand myselfwere silting by lhe graw ;e
when we thoughtwe heard a nibbliug in the comerof ;he room whfkK
the piano stood | exclaimed, *'Do you thmk it posdblc a mwi«
can be io the piano ? "Oh no)” hesaid; " it is probably behind
it."” We moved the piano, and found a little of the carpet gnawed
and a few nul-shells. Then we examined the piano ioside, nsfnru
possible, but found no traces there. 1 played a noisy tune, to fhgbtai
the mouse away, and we thoughtno more about il

Two or three days after, more of the keys stayed down, and 1 «aid.
" ITiai piano mustbe fixed.” The tuner camc, and the cbOdrca ail
stood around him, with curious eyes, as he took the insirumeni
apart. Presently | heard a great shout. Whatdo you ihlnkt In
one comer, on the key-board, whcrc every touch of the keyt mua
have jarred ii, wasa mouse's nest, with five young ones in it L llioge
mice must have been fond of music! The mother mouse spiang oui
and cscapcd; but the nesc and the liltle ones were desiroyed. *

Well, what do you suppose the nesl was made of? Bitg of fcliand
soft jeather from the hammers and pedal; and the mouse had gnawed
> two mostof the soips of Icather ehat puli back the hammera ?
when the piano had been fixed, tbere was a pretty heavy blll (r
repairs.—Very truly yours, p. s,

RATTLEBOXES.

You D hardly believe how oid-fashioned rattle-
boxes are,—1lhose noisy things that babies loveto
shake. Why, they are almost as old-fashioned as |
some ofthe very first babies would look nowadays. |
A few very ancient writers mention these toys, but, |
instead of calling them, simply, *“ rattle-boxes,” |
they refer to them as “ symbols of eternal agilation,
which is necessary to life !”

Deacon Green says that this high-soundiiigsay-
ing may have been wise for its times, when the |
sleepy young world needed shaking, perhaps, to
get it awake and keep it lively. “ But, in these |
days,” he adds, “ the boot is on the other k_
People are a little too go-ahead, if anything, and |
try to do too much in too shoit time. Real rest,
and plenty ofit, isjust as necessary tb life as agita-1
tion can be.”

Remember this, my chicks, all through vacation; i
but don’t mistake laziness for rest. |

A MOTHER WITH TWO MILLION CHILDREN.

No, not the oid woman who lived in a shoe,—
though oid partles of the kind 1 mean have been
found with their houses fixed to oid rubber high-
boots,—but a quiet oid mother, who never ulters a
word, and whose house isall door-way, as | 'm told. _
Every year she opens the doorand turns two million
wee bairns upon the world.

Away they rush, lhe door snaps shut behind |
them, and they can never come back any more!
They don’t seem to mind that very much, how!
ever, for they go dancing away in countless anuies,
without ever jostling, or meeting, or even touch-1
ing one another.

And how large a ball-room do you suppose al
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iffoop of them would need ? One drop of water is
'lirgeenough for thousands upon thousands of them
Dsport in!

The mother is the oyster, and her children are
ire little oysters, and a curious family they must
tig if all this is true, as | ‘'m led to believe.

A CHINESE FLOATING VILLAGE,

The Little Schoolma’am wishes you a good and
ISvely vacation, and sends you apicture ofa Chinese
Ifloating Village,—a cool and pleasant kind of vil-

;to Tive in through the summer, | ve no doubt,
|«th plashing water, and fresh breezes, all about
-ou. She goeson to say:

I “In China, where there are about four hundred
land tifty millions of people, not only the land, but
lalsomuch of the water, is covered with towns and
Istreeis; and, although the Chinese are more than
likven times as numerous as the people of the
| United States, their country is not half as large as
jours—even leaving Alaska out of the count. So
[that China is pretty well crowded.

" In the picture, the Httie boats belong to poor

H
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INFORMATION WANTED.
Providence, R- I.

Jack-in-the-Pulpit: SiR; | wriwto ask ifany Gfyourttl)« Iwnis
cvcrcrossed the Ecuator; and, when ju?t above ir, whercabouts in
the sky did they look for tbe sun at noon

ir you wil ansvp”r this you will oblj» me very much, as 1 have
been wonderins forabouta montb past.

Don'i think this foolish.

None of my feathercd friends ever told me about
this; but, perhaps, some of you smart chicks who
have just passed good examinations can answer
Edwin’s question. 1f so, 1’d be glad to hear from
you j especially if you ’d let me know, also, what
kind ofa thing the equator ¢s, and by what marks
or signs a bird or anybody might make sure he
had pitched upon it?

EUWIN S. T hompson.

A BIRD THAT SEWS.
Sandy Spriug, Md.
Dear Jack : H&vcyou everbeard ofa bird that sews! Perhaps
you have. and some of your cincks have not He is notmuch larger
than the humming<bird, and looks like a ball of yellow worstcd flving
through the air. Forhisuesthe chooses two leaves on the outside of
a cree, and these he sews firmly together, except at the entrance,
ulng ahber for thruad, and his loog, sharp bili as a needle. V/hen
ilus is done, he puts in some down pluckeo from his breast, and his

A CHINESE PLOATING VILLAGE.

ptople, but the big ones, called ‘junks,” belong to
| fakswho are better off. Sometimes junks are used
1byrich people for traveling, and then they are built
jalmost as roomy, and fitted up quite as comfort-
'bly, as the homes on shore.

"There are no railroads in China worth mention-
1‘ifi so crqveling has to be done by highroad, or
tiyriver and canal; and, as this last, though easy,
Isa very slow way, it is a good thingwhen, like the
| ireii, ¢ traveler can take his house with him.”

snug home is ccunpleie. He issometimes cabed the “ tailor-bird."—
Yourfricnd, M.B. T.
A BEE “SOLD."
Talk about the instinct of animals! | ’m sure

my little friends the bees are as bright as any, yet
I heard, the other day, a strange thing about one.
There was a flower-like sea-anemone, near the top
of a little pool of water, when a bee carne buzzing
along and alighted on the pretty thing, no doubt
mistaking it for a blossom. That anemone was an
animal, and had no honey. Now, where was the
instinct of that bee? That ’s what | want to know.
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W est Roxbury, Mass.
Drar St. N(CHOLAS: | saw in your June number, in the “ Lclter*
Box,” an account ofa turiic: so I thought I would tcll you about
“ Gopher Jimmy.” My Gnete brought niin from Florida. He isa
gopher, and djiTerenc from the common kind of (urtie. His back is
Cellow, with black ridgeson tt. His feetare yellowand scaly. Gophers
uiTOw in the ground; and, when fullgrown, a man cannot puU one
outofits burrow, and a chUd can ride easily on its back. 1 feed mifie
on clover. He likes to bask in the sun. My uncle named iiim
“ GopherJimmy.” When full grown, tbcy can movc with a wdght

0f 300 pounds. Jimniy is a young one.—Your devoted reader,
FfiAHcis H. A tuen.

Balumore, Md.

Dear St. Kicholas: Perhapsthe other readersofyour mngazinc
have heard of “ Tyrian purple,”a dye which once solJ in the sbops
cfancient Rome for iis own weightin silver, Well, after a while, ihe
way to make this dye was forgotten,—probably because those who
had tbe secrctdicd withouttellmg itto othets And now | w*ant lo
lee you know what | have leamcd iately, in renduig, about how the
secretwas found again, afler hundreds ofyeais.

A French naturalist, named Lacazo Dutbiers,was on board a ship,
when, one day, he saw a sailor niaikmg his clothes and the sails of
the ship with a shar>pointed stick, which, every now and thcn” lie
dipped ioio a hRle sbell held in his other band. At fimt, thelmes
were only a fajnt yellow in color; bu” after bdng a few minutes in
the sun, they became greenish, then viclet, and last of all, a bnght,
beautiful purple, the exact shade called by the anclents “ Tyrian
purple”—a colorthat never fades by washing, or exposure co heat or
damp, but ever giw s brighter and clearcr! The naturalist was
rejoiced, and afler trial found that he really had discovered again the
long-lost secret. He felc well repald for kceping hb eyes op<m. The
hiele shell was the ” wide*mouthed purpura,” as some caa it, some
three inches long, found iii the Medlterranean Sea, and on the coasts
of France, Ireland and Great Briiain. My book says that the diffi-
culty of obtaining and preserving these “ells must always tender
“ Tyrian purple' arare and cxpensive color.

| remember, too, that the BabylonLms thought “ Tyrian purple”
too sacred for the use of morfais, so they used jt only m ihe dress of
their idols. Romulus, king of Rome, adopted tt 9A the regal color,
and the Roméan emperoTs forbade any bcsides themselves to wecar fi,
on penalty ofdeath.—Yours iruly, A F, R. F.

The boys and girls who solved the poetical charade printed on
page 6390ftheJuly number, must have noiiced that itisan unusually
goodone,and we are sure thatall our rcadcrswill admire che charade,
afrcrcomparing it with its solution, which we publish upon page 704
of this number.

Alexandiia, Ohlo.
Dear St. Nicholas: | should like to know whowould succeed 10
ihe throne in case of Queen Victoria'sand hereidestson’s deaths. My
brother and | soid hickory-nuts and onions to getthe St. Nicholas
last fall. We have taken it ever since it was published 1 am ten
years oid- WILLIE Castle.

Prince Albert Victor, the Prince of Walcs'seldcstson, Ifthen alive,
would succeed 10 the Fnglish chrone after Queen Victoria, in case of
the previousdeath ofhercldestson,—the PrinceofWaics. A general
auswer 10 this question will be found in the ” Letter-Box™” for May,
1877 (VoL 1V., page 509), in a reply to an Inquiry from “Julia *

Brunswick, Maine.

Dear St. Nicholas: It has occurred to me that some of my
St. Nicholas frieods may Uke co know,what 1 have leamed from
ancient books about the constellation Urna Major, or che Dlppcr,
which,in St. Nicholas forJanuary, iB;;? (vol. iv., p. 168), Profcssor
Procior has Ukened to a monkey climbing a pole. It is about che
other citle of chis constellation, “ Grcai Bear.” 1 need not describe
the group itself, forthal has been done aJrcady by Profeasor Proctor
in St. Nicholjas for December, 1876.

Sailors, in very ancient times, were without compasees and charts,
and when voyaging guided thenuelves by studying the situations and
motions of the heavenly bodies. They saw that mo«t of the stars
passed up from che horizon and rose toward the zeniih, the potnc
right over head, and then dropped westward to hide chernselves
beyond the earth. After a rime they noted aome stars which never
set, butevery night, In ihlr weather, were seen at that side where the
aun never “pears, or, in other words, were seen at their lefr side,
when their laces were toward the sun>rise. They did notlong hesl>

tate how to use these stars. And when, during foul vcaiher ilvl
sailors were tosscd to and fro, the.se same constant stars, ihai
appeared after the storm, indicated to them their true po®ition Indi
as it were, sfiaAse  Ihent. Tlils causad them lo give more exactsiudvi
(O the consiellaiionsin thatsame partofthe heavens. None app«ar«dl
more remarkable than that among which they reckoncd sev” rfl
the brightesi stars, taking up a laige spacc. ftome who watched thisl
star>group, as it seemen to turn around in the sky, named ii tiifll
“Wheelj” or “ Chariot.” The Phsnician pilots called it,soiiieaiDes.|
“ Parrosis,” the Indicator, the Rule, or “ Callisto,” the DeliennJl
the Safety of Sailors. Butitwas more commonly named " Douhé™*1
signifying the “ speaking constcllation,” or the “ conste!laiion
ghvesadvice ” Now. the word “ Doubé” aignihed also to tlic H[B'
nicians a “ she-bear** and the Grecks are supposed to have raxivdl
and used the word m its wrong sense, ajid to )iave passed itdofoitol
USwithout correction, This explanation seems plausible to me;
now, whencvct | see ihe star-group we cali the “ Dipper,” I dii-ikl
how gladly itwas hailcd bv poorsiorm-cossed sailors upon thu nainirl
seas, in the early ages, bclore the “ lily of che necdle pointed lo Ae|
pole.”—Yours mily. R.A S

Dbak St. Nicholas: The flowers are all in bloom; it looks %
pretty. Here is a little piece of poetry:

Lieulenant G>

W as lost in che sea;

He was found jn the* foatn,
But he was caMed home
To his wifé,

Who was the joy of hia Ufe,
His lovely brunetie,

His idoUsed pef.

She went to a b.iU,

And this is all.

I have a litcle sister named Henrietca, but we cali her ” Wackk,’1
I>ecau8e when she cries she goes “ Wackic, wackie, wackic!” .
1lremain, your constantreader, Rowbna T. Ewikc.

Ckii”® Oratu, A. f.
Drar St. Nicholas: | am alittle army boy. T*hc otherdayalJ
p.'ipiwentdown lo México, and | went with him. The finf dayf
rode hftv'sevcn mileson a mulo: the nextday, thirty>five rniks:
the third day, forty miles. 1f you know any East, eleven y
Gfage, who can do that, tell me hisnamc. Lois of Indianaonih |
Pal'l Comftw. i

Here is an account of how four enierprising girls frum inlu
district spentten summer days by themselves at the sea-side.

Four “Intand” Girls uy the Sea.

For boys there are all sores of real camplog.ouC,fl5hingaad liuniiaj
arrios, and ft's almost enough to set their sisiers wlfd with envyl
Tevenheles. “ we girls four of us—succecded onc year in
ing a deal of hollday enjoyment all by ourselvcs out of the oid scaP
Tnis is how we dJd ic, what sort ofplace it was, and hov, wellved;

We engaged a room in a cottage ciése to che sea, noi fifty fflud
from Boston W e paid one dollarper day fcr a mediuiu-rired chajol
i;er, with theprivilege of parlor, dining-room, kitchen, kitchen utensitsF
and china Oui cottage had fino soa-vlews frtm three édes, a
roomy balconies all around, where the salt breezes camc upfresh;
seréng. We had a large closet forour one trunk, nota Srtrato]Aiu)
not full of fineiy, for we had run away from wcrk, ccmpmy, fifilM
W e spent whole days in Balmoral and calicé redingotes.

W e took with us a few pounds of Graham fiour, some fpcsh
pickies, tumbler ofjelly, plenty of dellcately comed b«f,—boileda
pressed,—sali and pepper and French mustard; some tea Knd
and condensad lullk, Fresh vegetables, mik and fruits, coeild N
obtaincd from neighbors; and fun it was to be one's own miQun”®
and markct merchant; but still more fun to play gypsy and fumgeh
light driftwood for firing. Then, ac a pinch, there were a bakerandJ
lish*man wiihIn easy rcach, ,

The place was oulel, and nobody disturbed us« by day orbyniglij
and it was delighcuil lo go to sleep, lulled by the muric of the water
and pleasantbreeze

\Ve took tums preslding over the medis of the day, and 1
the day’s caterer bad any thoughtoreare abouttbatday's” lo f*

The oidestof our party was “ Aunty Truc," one of ihcrealw
and a conhrmed GrdKamite. The next in age was Helen Chapr'
che head and frontof the quartettc; a good botanistand
and acquainied with all manner of things that Uve in the
from her we had deUghcful object lessons fresh from Naiiire.
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| 1) young«st of a girl cf fiAeen, ready to
| niii 217 excuse, “ne was fairly quelled and awe>struck,
| bowcver, ather firet sight of the sea. You 'flnever get me to go
| fito thatl” sh® exclaimed, fairly ~huddenng. Yetthatveryday she
| iru enjoying, bare~fool. the cool, soft sand, and playing with the
| Urc7 waveiets as rhe dde carne in. But she screamed likean Indian
| i/but Invited to plunge beneach the curling surf- There was every
| ¢lyiresh Am in Che w ater,froicked like Ashes in their own ele-
| sert. And what ludicroiis sights we enjoyed watching the batherc
| «<hocnme from the Hotels and boarding-houses,—who» Aunily par-
| lies, big and little!

| Our patey had fine weather, for in our ten days ihere was only a
| bFday of doud and rain; butltwould bave been a fresh delighc to
| sethe oceao >na storm.

| lhelastof our pleasures was watching the sun rise out of the sea,
| icrimson strcak, growing luto the greatred sun ! C. N. £2F.

Charleston, & C.
Dear St- N ichotas: | would Uke co tell the boys and girls how
| Hraake a ulile omamciiL You take a shal, and bore two
| |«ksin each side. Ihen run a picce of ribbon in each hole with a bow
| M iie top, and it hasa very pretty efTect Itcan hold knickknacks, or
1171; *but if you wnnt it for a planl, you must bore a hole in the
| betnnu for drainage.— Your friend, C-armcn Baragues.

E- M.—George Washingwn’s wife was callcd “ Lady” Washing-
| Hit out of respect for her husband’s high poslition as President, ata
| linewhen cides of couriesy were sometimes given to people not of
| Kble rank who were jn authoricy. The title ha<: always clung to
| liartha W ashington, partiy from custom, and partly also from the
| peal rcvcrence of all Americaos for General Washington and his
I nk.

Plorence Wilcox, M. B., Isabelle Roorbach, and Lillie M. Suiphen
| Kaianswers to E. M, ’s quesdor.

Haldmore, Md.

Dear St. Nicholas: | would like to tell you my experience with
I'viUnlce. Some dme ago | speni the summer In che Sierra Nevada
I'mit. Ourfhmily bad a little cabin right In the woods, builtof sin-

I A boards. One day our servantwent to her valise, wmch bad bee’n
I a shghdy open: to hersurprise. she found, neatly packed away. In
| «e comer, a small quanlity of bird-secd; she at once accused a

ingfriend, who was staying with us, ofhaving putlitthere forfun;

t)ciccused pleaded “ notguilty,” and the matter began to look
| aysteriniis. One day my papa took down a pair of heavy mining
I kots, which were hung from the rafters: he went to put bis footin,
[ ad lound he could n*i; then he turned the hool upside doivn- A lot
| dtird-sccd ran out ( The mystery thickened. Anothertime a little
| fch of uncooked rice was leit fn the kitchen overnight. The nexi
i aoniing the rice had disappeaied. Then we began to suspect mice,
I lad hunted for the rice. it was three or four days before we found it,
| sibox contening sewing materials, on the top ahelfof a cupboard-
| IWo we took the same nce and put itin with same broken bits of
I ovkrr, and lied a string 10 one cf the pieces. Papa lefrall on the
I UtdkQlloor. tt had disappeared the next day, except che bit with
I iksiring: thb ihe wise little mice had not touched. Thatnightwe
| kardpaitering all over the house. Next day we begao to huot for
| ibetice ngain; but it wns onlyJust before we left the cabin that we
I bofidl Itwas in lhc tray oi a trunk i and the end cf the matter
| laathat the poor mice had all thdr trouble for nothing.
11 a little girljust nine and a half, and have cvcry oumber of St,
I NmoLAS, and have them all bound, and love it dcariy.—Yours
1id?, LIZETTS A. fISHRR.

ACORRBSPONDENT sends us the following descriptioii of whai slie
Qkihc “ Island ofJuan Fernandez,” ocar Paris.

Oocefthe most attractivc places for oui-door amuscmenr, just out-
KofParis, is a spot fitted out to be a counierpart of the Island of
is» Fernandez, described by Daniel de Foe inbisstory of Robinsoa

Aft*lcaving the railrond depol, you coter an émnibus on which
Ilg;famted the wo byisoo Crusoc.” 'Ah i, e you at an
vaybearing t us inscriplion: mﬁftlc 'slandof-Juan
the abode of Robinson Crusoc, dear to the heart ofcliild-
I and a reminder of our days of innoccoce.” You pass under
I «iswiih high hope and are not disappointed.
| Sypsy camp. Groupsofopen “summer-
| huik of baxk unhewn wood, and moss, are cUislercd here
| Some stand on the eaiih, others are in grottoes or by
I vy rocks, and some are even among the branches of tlie great
| All these houses are meant for resting.places while you are
Iniserved with such delicadcs as pleasure-seekers from Paris are
I *wtio require. In each ofthose huts, which are in the trees, stands
| woo draws up the luncheon, thu creams, orices,in a kind cf
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buckct, which has been hlled by another walterbelow, All is done
deftly and silencly, and you are as lidie disrurfaed as was Hijah by
the ravens who waiied 00 him.

The trees In which thcsc houses are built are largo oid forest-tree.«,
each stroog enough in the fork to hold safely ihe foundation ofa small
cottage; and the winding slaijs by wbich you getup into ihetrce .ire
hidden by a lealy drapery of ivy, which covers the trunk also, and
hangs in Auttering fcstoons from 1imb to limb.

From oneof these comfortable perches you lookdown upon a lively
scene of foliage, flowers, greenswardi gay coslumcs and frolicking
children. The view is widc, and has many featnres that would be
strange to “ dear cid Robinson Crusoe.” His cabin is multipUcd into
a hamlct, and his hermic life Is gone. But you sdll recognize the
place as a modernlzed portraic of the islaud of De Foe*s wonderful
book. And, as if to furnish you with a fresh picce of evidence, yon-
der appears Robinson Crusoe himself, in his coat of skins, and bear-
ing hismusketand huge umbrella.

Instead cf Man Friday, Will Aikins, and the rest, you see donkeys
canying laughing children and led by queerdookmg oid women.
And jffou heave a litile sigh when you thinki “How few of thcsc
French boys and girls really know oid Crusoe and his adventures!
To them this charming place has nothing whatever to do with run-
ning away to sea, shipwrecks, cannibsls, mudaies, and such things.
Itis nothing buta new kind of pleasure-ground to them."

However, everybody feels at home nere, and so cverybody is
happy; for, after all, looking for happiness is much like ihe oid
woman's search for her spectacles, which all the time are just above
hernosc.

~O dear delightful island, how gbd wc were to chance upon you

right liere in gay, caxe-free Paris! And what an enchanted day we

spentamid your ihousaod delights and throngiog memories |
C.V.N.C. U.

Here are two welcome little letters recdved some tine ago fram a
boy and girl in Europe:
Nice, France,
1 ara in Europe now, in Nice, i have seen
a greatdcal already, Nice is a nice place. And it is the only ciry
in the world that one may cali " Nice“ always. | can talk Frenen
now a hrtle, enough to be understood. | go to the “ Promenade des
Anglais" by the sea every morning, and | like it very much. Nice
is sicuated in the south-easiem part of France, very near Italy. It
once did belong to Itely. It was given to Napoleén 111, as a reward
for helping che late king of lialy, VIcior Emanucl I1-, to the throne
of Sardima. 1gec the St. Nicholas sent from home, and like the
storics very much.— Your loving subscriber, Charles Jastron.
(Age 13)

Dear St. Nicholas:

Nice, France.

Darlikg St. Nichulas: 1ama little girl seven years oid, and |
Uve in Nice. 1 enjoy myself very much here, and have a greac deal
offun. | have nothing todo. J like it here very much. There are

a great many QioimtaiDs here, but now | do not know any more to
wntc,—Your loving reader, Nelljb Jastrok.

Pitlsbu~h. Pemi.

Dear St. Nichouss: | have never wiiLten 10 you before, but |
llave thoughtaboutit several bmcs. | livein theeastend oi the city.
I like your magazine very much, and always read it through. | had
a dispute to-day with a boy friend of mine. It was aboutthe gypsies,
who camp near our place every year. He said that not all people
who lived that way were gypsies; but that only those who were
descended from the E~yptians were so named. | did not agree with
him, because, In lhe Urstplace, | donotthink thatthey are descended
from the Egypdans, and, in the socond place, t think that all pcoplc
who live in tnat way are called gypsics, no matterwhat country they

come from. | mustnow ciése.—Vour constant reader,
Frakk Ward.
New York, N. Y.
Dear St. Nicholas: Did you know that we once had musical

watchmen in this countryt Leas than fifiy years ago,nil was quite
usual in Pennsylvania for the watchmen to sing che paasing hours
during the night. | suppose the custom was brought over by the
Germani, who settied in the Keystone State. | fancy it must nave
been sieepy work for the poor watchman, calling the quiet hours,
andadding, as he always did, his little weather reporc; at least, he
invented a very drowsy, shg-song sort of tune for it.

In these da” of tclegrapiilng, and other scleniific improvemenis,
we should thiiik ita veiy uncertain, and rather stupid, way tojudge
of the weather, to say ii was “ past ten o'clock on a starty evening,'

r “acloudy evening,” or “ a frosty morning,” Now, we have only
to pick up tnc TDoming paper, and consult * Oid Prol»biliiles,” who
nearfiy always forecasts trtily. tiut fn those times there were no tele-
~aph wires running the lengih and breadth of iieiand, and no Signa!
Service, either, so that ihe regular ciy of the watchman may &ve
been held in high csteem; and, perhaps, the slcepy fblk would raise
an ear from the pillow 10 hear the “ probabilitles" for ihc coming
day, and Ue down again to arranee business or pleasure accordingly.

A hundred years ago the peopie of Pbiladelphia were stanled £y a
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fainous cry. ofa walchman nt doad of rtsght, makins cve” one who
heard it wi It was jusl after the bstch of Yorktown
the ast fthe evolutlon Woe Lord Coi'wailts his arm%/

ren lered to Washington. The earer of t en(MBo V|ct0ry entering
Philadelphia, sig| ped an oid watchnnn to ask the way to the State

e, V\/nere el |ch|n heard the ad I|d| S, he d
is monoton S tune tﬁe rcmﬁkaaﬁ
"Past four o’clock, Comwailis is takcn! “

ot%é is roungs singing out lo
Upflew the Windows on all sidcs, and every earvwis strained to catch
the joyful sound, _ The oid bell sent fortha glad peal,
thrown open and illuminated, and the streets Were fillod with h
Rle congratulating one another, paying visits, and drinklog toasts;
that, dCQH d t()jut onc thouaand of the seven thogsand Bntl%h soldiers
caprure lashington have entcred tlie city I a nlg
they might have aken It without a struggle.—Yours very truly,
E, A S.

St James House, Klng s Lyim, Norfolk, England.

Dlar St. Ni A fewdays aso my brotherand'1 had a litele
basaar whlchl should chto tell youa»ul~ e had been collectin
and maklng thin s fora good Iong time, so we had nearly forty,
co eds rreof th th|n SOl of mﬁhtfrgrglv%htﬁstjrsrgs Iyrleeggr%s !

et NOELAS for oqvn%elﬁy ey were ve

daJIy the Hitle wheelbarrow. We had a liide refreshrent stall wih
SWoers, ginger-snaps. etc., and ifacy sold more quickiy than anytliing.
We ngot "1, 1s., a guinea, which Wc sene to an orphan Instituuon n

ur ine very much. | do not knowwhlch rt |stbe
bestJt/oms Fﬂr}gaz i (%

Bay Shore, Long laland.

k[t)e somechlng aﬁout it. 1 oul[] lﬁe fotal %Sra{)o tahSon: (t)he

hey are of several kinds. Someare of bnards all ready to be sold.
others of round timber, just cut; another kind is ofsquarcd logs, and
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a founh of both logs and boards. As the Elbe is not a npid liw|
the unaided progress of a raft Uve slow. Soeach man onjt lossL
pole with an’ Iroli point on on while the other end flu toihil
iﬂoulc%teE and th? alsrtened {% along mostofthe time.  Tocacli endkwl
e raft there ened thy e or roar?

and witli these tﬁeyst ulssos 3l owtﬁg?m}/hesunnm
time boys walk through | |t but |n the spnn the snownleI|mg|n|t|(I
mouotains at the rIver's  source s freshcu whi

carry off animais, boards, Ianks and sometlmes housac udenh»l
arch- "s of che bridge Drcsdcn durlng these fAhctt, there arel
laree nets, f each’ of which are fretanad lol

aAe ralhng (()jl theﬂhndge theh Idwer s'|1de is heaV|Iy walghled uﬁel
ro| and so the net catches anythin
e LA

YOurs res|
Dear St. Nicholas : | wish that you would icll me howtomakl
skeleton leaves, | have seen sorre one just Iovcly and so | imkl
that I shtuid 11 10try—even i n't succeed.?-10 make soreid?.
self | am going to 1he country th|s SUmImer to stay |tea|
Ilgna and so] shall have a chance to get a great manyd; King|
—Your constant reader, (reni:CW

Irenes quection Is answered in Volume 111. of St, NiamiiA»|
pages 115 nnd iid,—ihe number forDeccmber, 1875,

The Voyaces and Aoventcres of Vasco da Gama R/l

Gcor e M. Towe. Eigbt Fulhpagc Illustrations. Publislid byl
Shepard, Boston. ~ In 294 pages of clear pe this bc ivs

a cIeverIy condeosed account of the most interesill
of Vasco da Gama, the Portuguesa navigator who nrstfardthevra"l
from Europe to India around the Cape of Good Hope. Hisdajin||
nobility of characterand truc and exciting adventures aiepresentdi
in such a way ns to delight boys and girls, and yet ihe mmt;baﬂ
csnuot he taken from the story is not allowed to'liiterfere uiih hisi
cal tnjth.  As the first of a series endilcd * Heroes of H5|0ry ihal
i'olume makes a good start in a pleasant and frui(ftil field

THE EIDDLE-BOX,

ACKOSTIG.
The initials and flnals fi fruit. 7.
spearean cl arac?er aIEGOP LQL%E4 Asﬁl’ce ! QOW
PUITOHIAL

NCMEKICAL JINKIMA.

Ir 123 45678 tg the teacher's 12345676 maJO >
humemsly, tut 1 cscaped t (h ?nv\e p

THANSPO 8 ITI0 N PUZZI/E».

Find for each picture a word, or words, that will correctly describe il, and_then transpose the Iciicrs of the descnpiivu word so s tol
form another word, which will ‘answer to the definition given below the pich

¢ Sovercigns.

DIAIHOND PUZZLE.

1 In martin, nol in curiew. 2 A rather shdwy bird. 3. A very
showy bird. 4, An Oriental animni. I sparrow-

ARE.WfUIU.

1, AWADINGaKQ 9. Atalkin blrd 3 Toturn asidc. 4
ness of courage, or fortitude. 5, §



THE RIDDLE-BOX. 703
SNAKSPEAIUSAN HEBVS.
A chree-line quolation from onc of Shakspeare’s plays.
«EOGRAPHICAL DOUBLE ACROSTIC. DOLIBLE CR<)iS*i«WORI> ENIGMA.
The infHals namc a large country of Asia, and the finéis a country L :n thEIdf' é’“ll ”Utt in seatl;_
cfSurope renowncd for ils cUmate. '3 In ?O ! but nol in 2;?
I. Acountry of South America, a. An ancient name for a narrow - In sovl\j/,l lé not in -
t~tin South-eastem Europe. 3. A Brilish possession in Asia. 4. A 4. 1n PTO el Yb ut not In hca’le
iiogdom of Northern Hindostan, s- A Nonh American mountain 5. In hovel, but notin huf;
m SEDGWICK. 6. In almcnds, but not io nut.
iINNKTAGRAM. Read ihis aright, and you will find
Two Yankee poets wiu come to mind. i- b.

1 AM a word, wUh meanings many;

*1*0 plunge, is jtist as good as any.

Wiih new head, I 'm a piccc of money;

W ith other head, | *m “sweet as honey."
Another still, t 'm a projection;

One more, | sever all connecdon.

Another changc, | ’'m the teeth to stick irt:
Another still, 1 plague your chicken.

One more new head, and | ’'m to taste:

One more, and 1 discharge wiih hasie. t.

VERY EASY HIDDBN FUUNITURB.
(For Liitle Folks.)

I Mav géta labletforher Chrisimas. a. My father waiks so fast)
y Such air as we breathe in our school-room Is hurtful. 4. My
~wW s tools ate always oul of place. 5. Whatl notgoing to the
P*Ttyto-night? 6. Vlei Ribbonsare out of place on schoDUprls.
TWhat spooUcotton is che” t to use? 8. Boys, stop that rackec!
9 Lily made skips going along to school c\*cry day. c.J-j.

TKANG6P QSITIONS.

In each of the following sentenccs, fiUu the first blank, or set of
blanks, with an appropriate word, orsel of words, ihe lettcrs ofwhieh
may be transposed 10 fill the remalning blanks, as ollen as these
blanks occur.

Thus, in No. i, the firstblank may be appropriatciy filled with the
word “warned,” The letlcrs of this woid, when Iransp<” once,

Sivc “warden” forchesecond blank, and, transposed again, “ wan.

Bt” forthe ihird,

X Though befbre scuing forth, ihe churcb lost his way
and ccntinued lo helplessiy for some time.

2. rra .oreven a had aCwill through that well*
kept , the plants would have been in great .

il — grow in the Levantine fsland oP »at least —
and are cobe found there. This was toid measa —  fact.

4. Neithera precious stone such as a , iora of

pealed wilow, fior even a «ofthe sweel'pea vine, is of much
accountto an animal so savage as the
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PROVEKB REBU». CHARADE.

Within my fi«t, by no breee
seirred,

My secotid, mirrored, saw nv
ibird,

And plucked fit, juicy, ripe aod
tea,

From a stray branch just over.
head.

A town in India, ovmed by
Franco,

My whole, niighl well enricH
romance. J, p.a

IIOUR>GLA"S PUZZLE.

Centr.al, read downwani, au
implement formerly used in war
and che cbase, HorixonCals; i. i
airtg in solemn measure. 2. Mio-
eral produce. 3. In administaior.
4. Apareoia tcoihedwheel. 5. M

arbor. C«. s
CONTRACTIONS. WOHD-SYNCOPATIONS.
1. CUFTAIJL a color, and leave the forchead. s- Curuil ajoiner’s In each of ihe foUowiog sentences, remove one of the defined words
tool, and leave a plot or draught 3. Curtail a machiDe tool, and from the other, and leave a complete word.
leave an arricie used in house*buildjng. 4. Curtaila shrub, and leave I, Take always from a young nare, and leave to allow. 2 Tk<a

warmth. 5, Curtail anodier shrub, and leave fog. 6. Curtailan ornax  free from randoni cutring, and leave to ihrow. 3. Take parf uf i
menc, and leave a frulL 7. Curtail a badge ofdignity or power, and  eye from cuuiug:s, and leave wha,t children often say the lfenlc does.
Icave a Wrd- 8. Curtail a thnisc, and leave an organ of the human 4. Take a sty todia workman in wood. and leave a carrier. 5. Take
body. 9. CurtaU a number, and leave a building fordefense. 1 a. a favoriie floor*coverings, and leave vehlclcs. CYniL DEane-

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN JULY NUMBER.

Diakond Remainders.—i. T)~. 2. Elope. r Drovcra. 4. Spend. PiICTORIAL PvzZLE,—Parience: Pan, pence, ape, can, cafie, cent,
5. Try. Remaining diamond; t.K . 2, Lop. s.Rover, 4. 5-R. ice. pinC, Dn, ten, rie, net, pie. tea, cat, cape.

A CoKCIiiALED Bill<?f.Farr.—I. Tea. a. Beef- 3, Butter. 4. Ham. NUMERICAL Puzzle.—Eclle's letters; EetUs-Uttre».

5. Egg. 6, Mear. 7.Pfe. 8. Fish. 9- Shad. 10. Salad, ix. Peas. Ckaradb.—Harpsichord: Harp, sigh, chord.
12. Hash. Syncopatjons,— . Pilaster, plaster, paster, patcr. s. Harem,

Easv " Anniversarv"” Puzzles.—Three annivcrsariea: i. Fourth ~ harm, ham. 3. Clamp, dap, cap.
ofJuly; J is a fourth part of the word “ July." 2. First of May; AcROSTic.—Miguoneltc. z, MaN, a.IcE. 3.GnaT. 4. NuT.
M s che first leiter of tfieword “ May," 3. Holidays: kolUed A's. 5, OdE,

Geooraphjcal Single Acrostic,—IAverpool. t. Uffey- 2. lira- D ouble, Reversed Acrostic,—
waddy. 3.Vienoe. 4. Euphrates. 5. Rhone. 6. Po. 7. Oder. 8. Ohio. D -t— D
9. Lena. E -k - E

Easv Hidden Latin Proverd—Tempus fugtt: (lime ftics.) E —V— E
Toirw "«hecd; OI’A(',ffO. o D —elfie—D )

D rOl*Lbttbr Puzzik—* Make hay while the sun shmes." Enigma. - HansChrisrian Andersen. z. Shastn. 2-Chin. 3. Rems.

Square-Word,—1. Bread. 2. Rumor. 3, Erocry. 4. Aoita. 4. Red. 5 Nan.

5. Dryad. E asy Enigma.—Tennis: Sin, net.

Ahagrak Doublb.Diamond and Inclossd Double Word* Biograthical Double Acrostic,—Abraham Uncoln. i. Ad-
Square.—Diamond, across: z, R; 2,hat; 3, mated; 4,pen; s»” miraL. 2. Bandittl, 3, RobiN. 4. ArC. 5. HerO- d. AnviL. 7. Mar»
Word*square, downward: i, Hap; a, ate; 3, tcn. teN. . .

EasyBehisADINCS.—z.y-awning, 2. G-ape- 3. W-anL 4-C-rate. H ous-Glass Puzzle.—Chamois. 1. DisCem, 2. ScHah. 3. DAb.
S. Sarape. 6, P-lace. 7. L-oaf, 8. S-hocks. 9- S-pin. xa B-loL 4. M. 5 FOe. 6.Pains. 7.VasSals. .
ti. B-ranch. 12. S-lack- Reversals.— X Flow, wolf. 2. Draw. watd. 3. Gulp, pluj«

SHAESPEARBAN Enigma.—Rosalind. 4. Laud, dual. 5. Leer, reel.

Answers to Puzzles in the June N umber were received, before June 18, from “ Allle,” Milly E Adams, Maude Adams, ~rge
Fiske. Jcanie A. Christic. " Fannie,” Edward Vultee, “Aimce." Eslelb LohmeyCT, Bertha Keferstein, WUlie B. Deas, “ Wxnoie,
"S 1 Nicholas Club,” Chas. Carhart. “ Paerolman Gllhoolcy," Hairy Price, Frankie Price, M. W. C., “Prebo, “ Cozy Club, h.o./j*.
nx u n u cl Ad~le F.Friemnn. Nessie E. Stevens. Mmme Thiebaud. Eleanor P. Hugn»

Cresa. Daisv Brices, Romeo Frigaazi De PlonziesDe Flon, G. P. Dravo, Marshall B Clarkc, Mary L. Fenimore, Bessie H, jones, oami»
Hoyt Brady. Eaich McKeevor, R. Towngend McKcever, Annie L, Volkmar, E. Gilchrisi, H. B. Ayers, S. A. Gregory,

“ Caprice, Lewis G Davia, Charles Fritrs, Francés Huntcr, Ray T. French, Nellle Zimmermao, Kitde Tuers, Eua Taylor,
ball, Lulu Loomls. W. A. Ricker, Florence R. Swain, Nellie BaJcer, Grade Van W “enen, Rosic Van Wagmen. C B.
CheeverI AIbertT Emery, Florence Van Rensselaer “ Hard aod Tough " NeIKe Enerson Hans Oehme, Paulg)ehme, L-N*

1JliiaDQ.

Loui&a

Charles

Masnie ------------ -

M. H. Bradley, Gladys H. WiUcloson, and “John Gilpin ** o , . o»«n .o
he Labvsinth Puzzle was solved by Esiher L. Fiskc, “ Aimée,” Este)la Lohmcyct, Bertha Keferstein,Vulcan,Pairoiman

hooley.” Chas. H. Stout, M. W. C., “ Cozy Club,” R. M., NessieE. Stevsns, Minnie Thiebaud. EleanorP. Hughes, Ella

Blanke, “ Bcssio and her Cousin,” Adile 6. D., Horace T. W., S- Norris Knapp, W. C. KchelhergCT, John Cress, Romeo hngan
Plonzies De Flon, Samuel HoytBtady, Eddie K. Earle, R. Townsend McKeevcr, Netueh. Mack, "Capnce,C. Maud Olncy, (ra»
Hunter, Charles Fritls. Harvey E. Masé6n, Lulu B. Monioe, Nellie Baker, Nellic Emerson, Carohiie Howard, * Didconos, Sarah Kurn
Consmnce Grand-Pierre, William T- Gray, K. Beddie, Georgine C. Schnitzspahn, Gladys H. Wilkinson,and H, Martin Vail.
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