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FERN-SEED.

By Celia Thaxter.

She filled her shoes with feni-seed,
This foolish littie Nell,
And in the summer sunshine
Went dancing down the dell -
For whoso treads on fern-seed,—
So fairy stories tell,—
Becomes invisible at once,
So potent is its spell.
A frog mused by the brook-side;
“ Can you see me!” she cried;
He leaped across the water,
A flying leap and wide.
“Oh, that’s because | asked him 1
I must not speak,” she thought,
And skipping o’er the meadow
The shady wood she sought.
The squirrel chattered on the bough,
Nor noticed her at all,
The birds sang high, the birds sang low,
With many a cry and cali.
The rabbit nibbled in the grass,
The snake basked in the sun,
The butterflies, like floating flowers,
Wavered and gleamed and shone.
The spider in his haminock swung,
The gay grasshoppers danced;
ANd now and then a cricket sung.
And shining beetles glanced.
Twas all because the pretty child
So sofcly, softly trod,—
You could not hear a foot-fall
Upon the yielding sod.
But she was filled with such delight—
This foolish littie Nell 1
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And with her fern-seed laden shoes,
Danced back across the dell.

“ 1’1 find my mother now,” she thought,
*“ What fun ’t will be to cali

‘Mamma ! mamma !’ while she can see
No littie girl at all!”

She peeped in through the window,
Mamma sat in a dream:

About the quiet, sun-steeped house
All things asleep did seem.

She stept across the threshold;
So lightly had she crept,

The dog upon the mat lay still.
And still the kitty slept.

Patient beside her mother’s knee
To try her wondroiis spell

Waiting she stood, till all at once,
Waking, mamma cried “ Nell!

“ Where have you been? Why do you gaze

At me with such strange eyes?”
“ But can you see rae, mother dear?”
Poor Nelly faltering cries.
“ See you? Why not, my littie girl?
Why should mamma be blind ?"
And httle Nell unties her shoes,
With fairy fern-seed lined,
And tosses up into the air
A littie powdery cloud.
And frowns upon it as it falls,
And murmurs half aloud,
“ It was n’t true, a word of it,
About the magic spell!
I never will believe again
W hat fairy stories tell!”
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MACKEREL-FISHING.

By Robert Aknold.

W hen i was aboy, | ILvecl on the rugged coast
of New England. The sea abounded in cod, hake,
mackerel, and many other kinds of fish. The
mackerel carne in “ schools” in late suinmer, and
sometimes were very plentiful, One day, tny Gnele
James determined to go afcer some of these fish,
with his son George, and invited me to go with
them. W e were to start before day-break the next
morning. | went to bed that night with an impa-
tient lieart, and it was a long time before | could
go to sleep. After I did get asleep, | drcamed of
the whale that swallowed Jonah, and all kinds of
fishes, big and little. | was awakencd by somebody
calling, in a very loud voice, “ Robert! Robert!”
| juinped out of bed, vdth iny eyes not more than
half opcned, and fell over the chair on which | liad
put my clothes." This made me open my eyes, and
1 soon lealized that the voice proceeded from my
cousin George, who had come to arouse me for the
fishing-voyage.

| dressed as quickly as possible, and went down-
stairs. All was quiet in the house except the oid
dock ticking in the kitchen. | went out-of-doors
and found the stars still shining. It was half-past
three o’clock in the morning. There was no sign
of daylight, and even the cocks had not begun
to crow. In the darkness | espied George, who
said, “ Come, it is time to start. Father is wait-
ing for you.”

We walked across the fields to iny uncle’s house.
Taking each a basket and knife, we began our
journey, and soon entered the pine-woods. As we
walked along in the darkness, we could scarcely see
each other or the path. The wind was sighing
mournfully among the tree-tops, and, as we gazed
upward, we could see the stars twinkling in the
clear sky.

W e soon emerged from the forest, and carne to a
sandy plain. Before iis was the ocean, just discern-
ible. There were two or three lights, belonging
to vessels that were ancho.red near the shore. We
could see the waves and hcar their murmur, as
they broke gently apon the shore. A soft breeze
was blowing from the west, and the sea was almost
as smooth as a pénd,

When we reached the beach, we found that it
was low water. The boat was at high-water mark.
W hat should we do ? We did as the fishermen in
that regién always do in the same circumstances
—took two rollers, perhaps six inches in diameter,

lifted the bow of the boat, put one of the rollers
under it, and the other upon the sand about eigLt
feet in front of it. We then pushed the boat until |
it reached the second roller, and roiled it upon that!1
uniil the other was left behind. Then the first wasl
put in front of the boat, and so we kept on untill
our craft reached the water. Unele James aodl
George took the oars, and | sat in the stern, with|
the tiller in my haad, to steer.

We got out over the breakers without difficuliy,!
and rowed toward the fishing-ground, It is queer)
that fishermen cali the place where they fish, “ thel
ground,” but that is only one of the manyqueerl
things that they do. By this time, daylight hadi
come. The eastern sky was gorgeous with purplel
and red, and hues that no mortal can describe. [
Soon a red are appeared, and then the whole glori-I
ous sun, looking more grand and beautlful tltaiil
can be thought of by one who has never scen tliel
sun rise over fhe sea.

“ How glorious 1” | cxclaiined, impulsively.

“ Yes; itis a first-rate morning for fishing,” saidl
my Unele, wliose mind was evidently upon biisiness,|
and not upon the beauties of nature.

After rowing about three miles, we stopped, andl
prepared for fishing. Each of us had two Unes,l
about twenty feet long. The hooks were about asi
big as large trouC-hooks. Pewter had been runl
around the upper part of them, so that * sinkers”!
were not required. The pewter answered a doiiblel
purpose; it did duty as a sinker, and, being brighl.I
attracted the notice of the fish. Unele James hadi
brought with him some clams, which we cut fromi
their shells and put on the hooks. Wethrewinl
our lines and waited for a bite. We did not waitl
long, for, in less than a minute, George cried out,l
in the inost excited manner, “ There’s a fish on|
my hook !”

“ Puli, then !” shouted his father.

He was too agitated to puli at first, but, al
length, managed to haul in his line, and, beholdj
a slender fish, about eiglit inches long, showing alli
the colors of the rainbow, as he held it up in tlig|
morning sun ! It was our first mackerel. Wiliile
admiring Georgc’s prize, .1 suddenly hecame awarti
of a livcly tiig at one of my own Unes. | pulled ij
in, and found that | had caught a fish Jiisc like the
other, only a little larger. No sooner had | takert
it from the hook than my other line was violenté
jerked. | hauled it in hurriedly, and on lbe en
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of it was—not a mackerel, but a sniall, brown
fish. 'vitli a 13ig heacl and an enormous mouth. |
ives about to take it from the hook when iny Gnele
calied, “ Look oiit!” He seized it, and showed me
the long, needle-like projections on its back, witli
wliich, but for bis interference, my hand might
have been badly wounded. This unweicome visitor
wes a sculpin.  Sculpins are very numerous in this
region.

Unele James explained how 1 happened to cateh
one of theni. They swim at a much greater depth
than maekerel usually do, and, while | was biisy
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be caught. Thbis was very different from my pre-
vious experience in fishing for trout in the litrie
brooks near my liome. | used to fish all day and
not get more than two or three trout, and often |
would not get one. Those that | did catch were
not more than four or five inches long. | guess
some of my boy readers have liad the same experi-
ence.

The only drawback was baiting the hook when-
ever a fish was taken from it. Unele James soon
remedied this difficulty. He cut from the under side
of a dead mackerel six thin pieces, about lialf an
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«itli one liiie, the other liad sunk some twclvc or
lilleen feet down where the sculpins dweit.

When mackerel are inclined to take the bait,
tey are usually ciése to the surface of the water.
Theybegan now to bite with the greatest eager-
i«s, and gavG us all the work that we could do.
Assoon as | liad taken a fish from one line, the
nther demandcd my attention. | did not have to
®dVfor a bite. Indecd, as soon as the hook was
hrnivii into the water, several mackerel would dart
forit. As George said, they were very anxious to

inch in diameter, and gave each of us two. We
put them on our liooks, and they served for bait a
long time. When they were gone, we put 011 more
of the same kind. Mackerel will bite at any very
small objcct, almost, that they can see, and soine-
times fishcrmen fasten a small silver coin to their
hooks, which will do duty as bait for days. They
wisli to -catch as many fish as they possibly can,
while they are biting, for mackerel are very notional.
Sometimes they will bite so fast as to tire their cap-
tors, and, ten minutes aftcr, not one can be felt or
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seen. Usually, they can be caught loest in the
morning and toward evening. | suppose they have
but two medis a day, breakfast and supper, going
without their dinncr. In this respect, they resera-
ble trout and many other kinds of fish.

They are caught in grcat numbers off the coast
nf Maine and Massachusetts in the months of
August and September. Hundreds of schooners,
large and small, and thousands of raen and boys
are employed in the business. Standing upon the
shore, near Portland, and looking out upon the
Atlantic, on a bright summeris day, you can some-
times see more white, glisteningsails of “ mackerel-
catchers” than you can count. At the wharves of
every littie village on the sea-shore, or on a river
near the shore, boats and fishermen abound. Of
late years, immense nets or “ seines" have been
used, and often, by means of them, enormous
quantities of fish have been secured in one haui.
The season is short, but most of the fishermen,
before the mackerel come and after they go, engage
in fishing for cod and hake, which are plentiful
also. Mackerel-catching has its joys, but it also
has its sorrows and uncertainties. One vessel may
have excellent luck while another may lie very un-
fortunate. In short, those engaged in the pursuit
ofmackerel haveto content themselves with * fisher-
men’s luck.”

W hile we were busily fishing, George called my
attention to a dark fin, projecting a few inches
above the water, and gradually approaching the
boat with a peculiar wavy motion. Just before
reaching us it sank out of sight. | cast an inquir-
ing glance at my cousin, who said, in a low tone of
voice, “ A shark !” A feeling of wonder and dread
carne over me, and doubtless showed itself in my
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face, for my uncle said, in an assuring voice, “ He
will not harm us.”

The mackerel stopped biting all at once. Our
fishing was over. It was now about ten o’clock,
and the sun had become warm. Half a mile frora
US was a small island, with a plenty of grass and a
few trees, but no houses. Unele James proposed
that we should row to it, which we gladly did. Its
shores were steep and rocky, and we found much
difficulty in landing; but at last we got ashore and
pulled the boat up after us. Among the rockswe
found a quantity of drift-wood; we gathered some,
and built a fire. Unele James pro*duced some
bread and crackers from his basket, and, after
roasting some of the nice, fat mackerel on sharp
sticks before the fire, we sat down to what seemed
to us a delicious breakfast. We were in excellent
spirits, and George and | cracked jokes and faiighed
to our hearts' content. After our hunger had been
satisfied, we wandered over the island, which we
christened Mackerel Island, and, sitting upon a
high cliff, watched the sedis as they bobbed their
heads out of the water, and turned their intelligent,
dog-like faces, with visible curiosity, toward us.
They did not seem to be at all afraid, for they swam
ciose to the rock upon which we sat. W e whistled,
and they were evidently attracted by the sound.
These seais are numerous in some of tlic bays onl
the New England coast. Most of them are small.
but occasionally one is seen of considerable size
Their fur is coarse and of littie valué, but they are |
sought after by fishermen for the sake of theirail, |
which commands a ready sale for a good price.
After we had got fully rested, we launched ourl
boat, rowed homeward, and soon landed upon the |
beach.

SPRING AND SUMMER.

By Dora Read Goodale.

In Spring we note the breaking
Of every baby bud;

In Spring we note the waking
Of wild flowers of the wood;

In Summeris fuller power,
In Summer’s deeper soul,

We watch no single fiower,—
We see, we breathe the whole.
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THE AX OF RANIER,

By Thomas Dunn English.

Once upon a time, there lived on the borders of
aforestan oid woman named Jehanne, who had an
only son, a youth of twenty-one j'ears, who was
called Ranier. Where the two had originally come
from no one knew; but they had Eved in their
little hut for many years. Ranier was a wood-
cutier, and depended on his daily labor for the
support of himself and mother, while the latter
eked out their scanty means by spinning. The son,
aithough poor, was not without learning, for an oid
moiikin a neighboring convent had taught him lo
rcad and write, and had given him instructions in
arilhinetic.  Ranier was handsome, active and
itrong, and very much attached to his mother, lo
whom he paid all ihe honor and obedience due
froma son to a pareiit.

One morning in spring, Ranier went to his work
inthe forest with his ax on his shoulder, whistling
oneofthe simple airs of the country as he pursued
his way. Striding along beneath the branches
ofthe great oaks and chestnuts, he began to reflect
upon the hard fate which seemed to doom him to
loiland wretchedness, and, thus thinking, whistled
fio longer. Presentiy he sat down upon a moss-
I covered rock, and laying his ax by his side, let his
ihoughts shape themselves into words.

“This is a sad life of mine,” said Ranier. “ 1
I might better it, perhaps, were | to enlist in the
muy of the king, where | should at least have food
ind clothing; but | cannot leave my mother, of
I <bom 1 am the solé stay and support. Must |
atways live thus,—a poor wood-chopper, earning

lone day the bread I eat the next, and no more ?”
I Ranier suddenly felt that some one was near
I him and, on looking up, sprang to his feet and
| temoved his cap. Before him stood a beautiful
[ hdy, ciad in a robe of green satin, with a mantle
df crimson velvet on her shoulders, and bearing in
herhand a wliite wand.

" Ranier !” said the unknown, “ | am the fairy,
Rougevert. | know your history, and have heard
I yor complaint. What gift shall I bestow on
I you?"

“ Beautiful fairy,” replied the young man, “ I
| «arcely know what to ask. But | bethink me that
ayax is nearly «’orn out, and 1 have no money
*iihwhich to buy another.”

The fairy smiled, for shc knew that the answer
| ofRanier caine from his embarrassraent j and, go-
1 tree hard by, she tapped on the bark with
Ihdwand. Thereupon the tree opened, and she

took from a recess in its center, a keen-edged ax
with an ashen handle.

“ Hete," said Rougevert, “ is the raost excellent
ax in the world. With this you can achieve what
no wood-chopper has ever done yet. You have
only to whisper to yourself what you wish done,
and then speak to it properly, and the ax will at
once perform ail you require, without taxing your
strength, and with marvelous quickness.”

The fairy then taught him the words he should
use, and, promising to farther befriend him as he
had need, vanished.

Ranier took the ax, and went at once to the
place where he intended to labor for the day. He
was not sure that the ax would do what the giver
had promised, but thought it proper to try its
powers. “ For,” he said to himself, “ the raiiger
has given me a hundred trees to fell, for each of
which | am to receive a silver groat. To cut these
in the usual way would take many days. | will
wish the ax to fell and trim them speedily, so,”__
he continued aloud, as he had been taught by the
fairy,—*“ Ax ! ax ! chop ! chop =and work for my
profit!”

Thereupon the ax suddenly leapt from his
hands, and began to chop with great skill and
swiftness. Having soon cut down, trimmed and
rolled a hundred trees together, it retumed, and
placed jtselfin the hands of Ranier.

The wood-chopper was very much delighted with
all this, and sat there pleasantly reflecting upon his
good fortune in possessing so useful a servant, when
the ranger of the forest carne along. The latter,
who was a great lord, was much surprised when he
saw the trees lying there.

“ How is this?” asked the ranger, whose fiame
was Woodmount. “ At this time yesterday these
trees were sianding. How did you contrive to fell
them so soon?”

“ 1 had assistance, my lord,” replied Ranier;
but he said nothing about the magic ax.

Lord Woodmount hereupon entered into con-
versation with Ranier, and finding him to be intel-
ligent and prompt in his replies, was much pleased
with him. At last he said :

“ We have had much difficulty in getting ready
the timber for the king’s new palace, in conse-i
quence of the scarcity of wood-cutters, and the
slowness with which they work. There are over
twenty thousand trees yet to be cut and hewn, and
for every tree fiilly finished the king allows a noble
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of fifty groats, although he allow'S but a groat for
the felling alone. It is necessary that they should
De all rcacly within a month, tliough | fear that is
impossible. As you seem to be able to geta num-
ber of laborers together, | wiil allot you a thousand
trees, if you choose, should you undertake to have
them all ready to be haulcd away for the builders’
use, within a month’s time"”

“ My lord,” answered Ranier, “ | will undertake
to have the whole twenty thousand ready before the
time set.”

“ Do you know what you say?” inquired the
ranger, astonished at Ilie bold proposal.

“ Perfectly, my lord,” was the reply. *“ Let me
undertake the work on conditioti ihat you will cause
the forest to be guarded, and no one to enter save
they have my written permission. Before the end
of the month the trees will be ready.”

THE AX OF
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that he might not return for a day or so, passed the
guard that he found already set, and plunged into
the wood. When he carne to a place where the
trees were thickest and lofticst, he whispered to
himself what he had to do, and said to the ax:
“Ax ! ax ! chop | chop! and work for niy
profit.” The ax at once went to work with greai
earnestness, and by night-fall over ten thousand
trees were felled, hewn, and thrown into piles.
Then Ranier, who had not ceased before to watch
the work, ate some of the provisions which he had
brought with him, and throwing himself under a
grcat trce, whose spteading boughs shaded him
from the moonlight, drew his scanty mantle around
him, and slept soundly till sunrise.

The next morning Ranier arése, and looked witli
delight at the work already done; then, speaking\
again to the ax, it began chopping away as before.

FELLIKC THE TREES.

“ Well,” said Lord Woodmount, “ it isarisk for
me to run; but, from what you have done already,
it is possible you may obtain enough woodmen to
complete your task. Yet, beware! Ifyou succeed,
I will not only give you twenty thousand nobles of
gold, but also appoint you—ifyou can write, as you
llave told me—the deputy-ranger here; and for
every day Icss than a month in which you finish
your contract | will add a hundred nobles; but, if
you fail, I will have you hanged on a tree. Wlien
will you begin ?”

“ To-morrow morning,” replied Ranier.

The next morning, before daylight, Ranier took
his way to the forest, leaving all his money save
threc groats with his mother, aad, after telling her

Now, it chanced that morning that the chief
ranger had started to see how the work was beingl
done, and, on reaching the forest, asked the guardsl
if many wood-cutters had entercd. They all replied I
that only one had made his appearance, biitliel
must be working vigorously, since all that morn-j
ing, and the whole day before, the wood hadi
resounded with the blows of axes. The Lordl
Woodmount thereupon rodé on in great anger, fori
he thought that Ranier had mocked him. Butl
presently he carne to great piles of hewn timberi
which astonished him much; and then he heardl
the axes’sound, which astonished him more, forilj
seemed as though twenty wood-choppers wecrel
engaged at once, so great was the din. When hel
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carne to where the ax was at work, he thought he
saiv—and this was through the magic power of the
feiy—thousands of wood-cutters, all arrayed in
green hose and red jerkins, some felling the trees,
some liewing them inio square timber, and others
ananging the hewn logs into piles of a liundred
each, while Ranier stood looking on. He was so
angry at the guards for having misinformed him,
ihat lie at once rodé back and rated them soundly
on their supposed untruth. But as they persisted
in the story that ljut one man liad passed, he grew
angrier than ever. While he was still rating tliem,
Ranier carne up.

“Well, iiiy lord,” said the latter, “ if you will
go or send to examine, you will find that twenty
ihoiisaiid trees aie already cut, squared, and
made ready to be hauled to the king’s palace-
ground.”

The ranger at once rodé back into the forest, and,
having counted the number of piles, was much
pleased, and ordered Ranier to come that day
week when the timlier would be inspected, and if
it were all properly done he would receive the
iwenty tliousand nobles agreed upon.

Excuse me, my lord,” suggested Ranier, “ but
llie work has been done in two days instead of
iliirtyi and twenty-eight days off at a hundred
nobks per day makes twenty-two thousand eight
lilindred nobles as my due.”

“True,” replied the ranger;
moncy now ”

“ Oh 110!” interrupted Ranier, “ 1 have three
groats in my purse, and ten more at liéme, which
willbe quite sufficient for my needs.”

At this the ranger laughed outright, and tlien
rodé away.

Atthe end of a week, Rai”ier soiight the ranger’s
castle, and there received not only an order on the
king's treasurer for the money, but also the patent
ofdeputy-ranger of tlie king’s forest, and the allot-
mentofahandsome housein which to live. Thither
Ranier brought liis mother, and as lie was now
rich, he bought him fine clothing, and hired him
servants, and lived in grand style, performing all
toe duties of liis office as though he had been used
toitall liis life. People noticed, liowever, that the
new deputy-ranger never went out without his ax,
whicli occasioned some gossip at first; but some
one having suggested that he did so to show that
bewas not ashamed of liis former condition, folk
were satisfied,—though the truth was that he car-
ned the ax for service only.

Now it happened that Ranier was walking alone
oneevening in the forest to observe whcther any
ore was trying to kill the king’s deer, and while
ibere, he heard the clasli of swords. On going to
fte spot whence tlie noise carne, he saw a cava-

“ and if you want
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lier richiy ciad, with his back to a tree, defend-
ing himself as he best might, from a lialf dozen
raen in armor, each with his visor down. Ranier
had no sword, for, not being a knight, it was forbid-
den him to bear such a weapon; but he betliought
him of his ax, and hoped it might serve the men
as it had the trees. So he wished these cowardly
assailanls killed, and when he uttered the prescribed
words, the ax fell upon the villains, and so hacked
and hewed them that they were at once destroyed.
But it seemed to the knight thus rescued that it
was the arm of Ranier that guided the ax, for such
was the magic of the fairy.

So soon as the assailants had been slain, the ax
carne back into Ranier’s hand, and Ranier went to
the knight, who was faint with his wounds, and
offered to lead him to his house. And when he
examined him fully, he bent on his knee, for he
discovcred that it was the king, Dagobert, whom
he had seen once before when the latter was hunt-
ing in the forest.

The king said: “ This is the deputy-ranger,
Master Ranier. Isitnot?”

“ Yes, sire!” replied Ranier.

The king laid the blade of his sword on Ranier’s
shoulder, and said:

“ 1 dub thee knight.
trusty, true andloyal.”

Sir Ranier arése a knight, and with the king
examined the faces of the would-be assassins, wlio
were found to be great lords of the country, and
araong them was Lord Woodmount.

“ Sir Ranier,” said the king, *“ have these
wretches removed and buried. The office of chief
ranger is thine.”

Sir Ranier, while the king was partaking of
refreshments at Ranier’s house, sent trusty servants
to bury the siain. After this, King Dagobert re-
turned to liis palace, whence he sent the new
knight his own sword, a baldrick and spurs of
gold, a collar studded with jewels, the patent of
chiefranger of the forest, and a letter inviting him
to visit the court.

Now, when Sir Ranier went to court, the ladics
there, seeing that he was young and handsome,
treated him with great favor; and even the king’s
daughter, the Princess Isauré, smiled sweetly on
him, which, when divers great lotds saw, they were
very angry, and plotted to injure the new-comer;
for they thought him of base blood, and were much
chagrined that he should have been made a knight,
and be tlius welcomed by the princess and the
ladies of the court; and they liated liim more as
the favorite of the king. So they conferred together
how to punish him for his good foitune, and at
length fonned a plan which they thought would
serve their ends.

Rise up, Sir Ranier! Be
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It must be understood that King Dagobert was
at that time engaged in a war with King Crimball,
who reigned over an adjoining kingdoni, and that
the armies of the two kings now jay within thirty
miles of the forest, and were about to give each
other battle. As Sir Ranier, it was supposed, had
never been bred to feats of arms, they thought if
they could get him in the field, he would so dis-
grace himself as to lose the favor of the king and
the court dames, or be certainly slain. For these
lords knew nothing of the adventure of the king in
the forest,—all those in the conspiracy having been
slain,—and thought that Ranier had eitherrendered
some trifling Service to the king, or in some way
had pleased the sovereign’s fancy. So when the
king and some of the great lords of the court were
engaged in talking of the battle that was soon to
be fought, one of the conspirators, named Dyvorer,
approached them, and said:

“ Why not send Sir Ranier there, sire; for he
is, no doubt, a brave and accomplishéd knight, and
would render great Service?”

The king was angry at this, for he knew that
Ranier had not been bred to arms, and readily
penetrated the purpose that prompted the sugges-
tion. Before he could answer, however, Sir Ranier,
who had heard the words of Dyvorer, spoke up and
said:

“ | pray you, sire, to let me go; for, though I
may not depend much upon my lance and sword, |
have an ax that never fails me.”

Then the king remembered of the marvelous
feats which he had seeil Ranier perform in his
behalf, and he replied:

“ You shall go, Sir Ranier; and as the Lord
Dyvorer has made a suggestion of such profit, he
shall have the high honor of attending as one of
the knights in your train, where he will, doubtless,
support you well.”

At this, the rest laughed, and Dyvorer was much
troubled, for he was a great coward. But he dared
.not refuse obedience.

The next morning, Sir Ranier departed along
with the king for the field of battle, bearing his ax
with him j and, when they arrived, they found both
sides drawn up in battle order, and waiting the
signal to begin. Before they fell to, a Champion
of the enemy, a knight of fortune from Bohemia,
named Sir Paul, who was over seven feetin height,
and a very formidable soldier, who fought as well
with his left hand as with his right, rodé forward
between the two armies, and defied any knight
in King Dagobert’s train to single combat.

Then said Dyvorer: “ No doubt, here is a good
opportunity for Sir Ranier to show his prowess.”

“ Be sure that it is 1” exclairned Sir Ranier; and
he rodé forward to engage Sir Paul.

THE AX OF RANIER.
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When the Bohemian knight saw only a stripling,
armed with a woodman’s ax, he laughed. *Is
this girl their Champion, then?” he asked. * Say
thy prayers, young sir, for thou art not long for
this world, | promise thee.”

ButRanier whispered to himself, “ | want me iliis
braggart hewn to pieces, and then the rest beaten;”
and added, aloud; “Axl axl chop 1 chop! and
work for my profit!" Whereupon the ax leapt
forward, and dealt such a blow.upon Sir Paul that
it pierced through his helmet, and clave him to the
saddle. Then it went chopping among the enemy
with such forcé that it cut them down by hundreds;
and King Dagobert with his army falling upon
them, won a great victory.

Now the magic of the ax followed it here as
before, and every looker-OH believed he saw Sir
Ranier slaying his hundreds. So it chanced when
the battle was over, and tliose were recalled wlio
pursued the enemy, that a group of kniglus, and
the great lords of the court who were gathered
around the king, and were discussing the events of
the day, agreed as one man, that there never had
been a warrior as potent as Sir Ranier sincc the
days of Roland, and that he descrved to he m.idea
great lord. And the king thought so, too. Sohe
creaced him a barén on the field, and ordcrccl his
patent of nobility to be made out on their retum,
and gave him castles and land; and, furtheniiore,
told him he would grant him any favor more he
chose to ask, though it were halfthe kingdom,

When Dyvorer and others heard this, tlicy were
more envious than ever, and concerted together a
plan for the ruin of Lord Treefell, for such was Sit
Ranier's new litle. After many things had been
proposcd and rejected, Dyvorer said: “ The Prin-
cess Isauré loves this stripling, as | have been told
by my sister, the Lady Zanthe, who attends on her
highness. | think he has dared to raise his hopes
to her. | will persuade him to demand her hand
as the favor the king has promised. Ranier does
not know our ancient law, and, while he will fail in
his suit, the king will be so offended at his presmnp-
tion that he will speedily dismiss him from the court.”

This plan was greatly approved. Dyvorer soiight
out Ranier, to whom he professed great friendship,
with many regrets for all he might have said or
done in the past calculated to give annoyance. As
Dyvorer was a great dissembler, and Ranier wes
frank and unsuspicious, they became very intimate.
At length, one day when they were together, Dy-
vorer said;

“ Have you ever solicited the king for the favor j
he promised?”

And Ranier answered, “ No 1”

“ Then,” said Dyvorer, “ it is a pity that you do ;
not love the Princess Isauré."
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“Why?” inquired Ranier.

“ Because,” replied Dyvorer, “ the princess not
only favors you, but, | think, from what my sister
Zaiithe has said, that the king has taken this mode
of giving her to you at her instance.”

Ranier knew thatthe Lady Zanthe wasthe.favor-
ite maiden of the princess, and, as we are easily
pevsuaded in the way our inclinations run, he
took heart and determinad to act upon Dyvorer’s
counsel.

About a week afterward, as the king was walking
inthe court-yard of his palace, as he did at times,
he met with Ranier.

“ You have never asked of me the favor | prom-
ised, good barén,” said King Dagobert.

“ It is true, your majesty,” said Ranier; “ butit
ivas because | feared to ask what | most desired.”
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were you so, could you build such a castle in such
a space of time.”

“ | am ofnoble blood, nevertheless,” said Ranier,
proudly, “ although | have been a wood-chopper.
My fatlier, who died in banishment, was the Duke
of Manylands, falscly accused of having conspirad
against the late king, your august father; and |
can produce tlie record of my birth. Our line is as
noble as any in your realm, sire, and nobler than
most."”

“ If that be true, and | doubt it not,” answered
King Dagobert, “ the law holds good for you. But
you must first build a palace where we stand,
and that in a single night. So your suit is
hopeless."”

The king turned and entered the palace, leaving
Ranier in deep sorrow, for he thought the condition

THE COMBAT WITH SIR PAUL

“Speak,” said the king, “ and fear not.”

Tlierefore Ranier preferred his request for the
hand of the princess.

“ Barén,” replied the king, frowning, *“ some
crafty enemy has prompted you to this. The
daughter of a king should only wed with the son
ofa king. Nevertheless, there is an ancient law,
never fulfilled, since the conditions are impossible,
«hieh says that any one of noble birth, who has
taved the king’s life, vanquished the king’s enemies
in battle, and built a castle forty cubits high in
asingle night, may wed the king’s daughter.
Though you have saved my life and vanquished
Myenemies, yet you are not of nolale birth, fior,

impossible. As he stood thus, the fairy, Rouge-
vert, appeared.

“ Be not downcast,” she said;
castle to-night.”

* Alas!” cried Ranier, “ it cannot be done.”

“ Look at your ax,” returned the fairy. *“ Do
you not see that the back of the blade is shaped
like a hammer ?”

So she taught Ranier what woids to use, and
vanished.

When the sun was down, Ranier carne to the
court-yard, and raising his ax with the blade up-
ward, hq said aloud; “ Axl ax! hammer! ham-
mer ! and build for my profit!” The ax at once

“ but build that
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leapt forward with the liammer pait «downward,
and began cracking the solid rock on which the
court-yard lay, and shaping it into oblong blocks,
and heaping them one on the other. So much
noise was made thereby that the warders first, and
then tlie whole court, carne out to ascertain the
cause. Even the king liimself was drawn to the
spot. And it seemed to them, all through the
magic of the fairy, that there were hundreds on
hundreds of workmen in green cloth hose and red
leather jerkins, some engaged in quarrying and
shaping, and others in laying the blocks, and
others in keying arches, and adjusting doors and
Windows, and making oriels and towers and turrets.
And stlll as they looked, the buiiding arése foot by
foot, and before dawn a great stone castle, with its
towers and battlements, its portcullis, and its great
gate, forty cubits high, stood in the court-yard.

PAINTERS

SCARE-CROW.

[StPTRIFBVH

When King Dagobert saw this, he embraced
Ranier, continued to hini the title of his father
whose ducal estates he restored to the son, and
sending for the Princess Isauré, who appeared
radiant with joy and beauty, he betrothed ihe
young couple in the presence of the court.

So Ranier and Isauré were married, and lived
long and happily; and, on the death of Dagobert,
Ranier reigned. As for the ax, that is lost, some-
how, and althbugh | have made diligent ingtiiry, |
have never been able to find where it is. Some
people think the fairy took it after King Ranier
died, and hid it again ir a tree; and | recominend
all wood-choppers to look at the heart of every tree
they fell, for this wonderful ax. They cannot mis-
take it, since the word “ Boldness” is cut on the
blade, and the word “ Energy ” is printed, in letters
ofgold, on the handle.

THE PAINTER’S SCARE-CROW.

By C. P.

Cranch.

Miss Arabella Vandyke Brown

Had a small studio in the town,
Where, all the winter, blithe and gay,
She drew and painted day by day.

She envied not the rich.

Her art

And work made sunshine in her heart.
Upon her canvas, many a scene
Of suramers past, in golden green

Was wrought again.

The snow and rain

Pelted upon her window-pane;
But she within her cozy room
With joyous toil dispelled the gloom;

And, sometimes,

in an undeitone,

Sang to herself there, all alone.

But, when the spring and summer carne,
Her studio grew so dull and tame

She sought the rural solitudes

Of winding streams and shady woods;
For painters’ works contract a taint
Unless from Nature’s self they paint.

So out Miss Arabella went,

To sketch from Nature fully bent.
It was a loyely suinmer’s day;

A lovely scene before her lay;
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THE PAINTER’s SCARE-CROW.

Her folding-stool and box she took,

And, seated in a quiet nook,

Her white umbrella o'er her head

(Like a tall giant mushroom spread),
Began to paint; when, lo! a noise

She heard. A troop of idle laoys

«Carne flocking round her, rough and rude.
Some o’er her shoulders leaned; some stood
In front of her, and cried: “ Paint me.'—
My pictor | should like to see.”

Some laughed, some shouted. “What a set!”
Said ArabeDa, in a pet:

And no poiiceman witbin hail

To send these ruffian imps- to jail.”

In fine, she could not work, so went
Straight homeward in great discontent.
She had no farother to defend her,

Nor country cousin to attend her.

A plan occurred to her next day

To keep these idle scamps away.

An easel by her side she placed,
And over it she threw in haste

A hat and cloak:—and there it stood
In bold and threatening attitude.

The rabble at a distance spied

The scare-crow standing by her side;
And, thinking ’‘twas the town-police,
They left Miss A, V. Brown in peace.

MORAL.

Sometimes, an innocent pretense

Is the best means of self-defcnse,
And if a scare-crow keeps the peace,
W hat need to summon the pélice?

715
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UNDER THE LILACS.

By Louisa M. Alcott.

Chapter XXI.
cupid’s last appearance.

A PICNIC supper on the grass followed the games,
and then, as twiiightbegan to fall, the young people
were marshaled to the coach-house, now trans-
fonned into a rustic theater. One big door was
open, and seats, arranged lengthwise, feced the red
table-cloths which formed the curtain. A row of
lamps made very good foot-lights, and an invisible
band performed a Wagner-like overture on combs,
tin trumpets, drums, and pipes, with an accompa-
niment of suppressed laugbter.

Many of the children had never seen arything I
like it, and sat staring about them in mute admira-
tion and expectaiicy; but the older ones criticised
freely, and indulged in wild speculations as to the
meaning of various convtilsions of naiure going on
behind the curtain.

While Teacher was dressing the actresses for the
tragedy, Miss Celia and Thorny, who were oid
hands at this soit of amusement, gave a “ Potato
pantomime as a side show.

Across an empty stall a green cloth was fastened,
50 high that the heads, of the operators were not
seen. A littie curtain flew up, disclosing the front
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ofa Chinese pagoda painted on pastelioard, witli a
door and window which opened quite naturally.
This stood on one side, several green trees with
paper lanterns hanging from the boughs were on
[he other side, and tbe words “ Tea Garden,”
Diinted over the top, showed the nature of this
charming spot.

Few of the children had ever seen the immortal
Punch and Judy, so this was a most agreeable
novelty, and before they could make out what it
meant, a voice began to sing, so distinctly that
every word was heard:

“In China there Uved a Utle man,
His fiame was Chmgery Wangery Oian.”

Here the hero “ took the stago” with great
dignity, ciad in a loose yellow jacket over a blue
skirt, which concealed the hand that made his
body. A pointed hat adorned his head, and on
removing this to liow he disclosed a bald pate with
ablack queue in the middle, and a Chinese face
nicely painted oh the potato, the lower part of
which was hollowed out to fit Thorny’s first finger,
while his thumb and second finger were in the
sleeves of the yellow jacket, making a lively pair
ofarms. W hile he saluted, the song went on;

“ His legs were ehnit, his fcei were small,
And (his linle man could not walk at all.”

Which assertion was proved to be false by the
[ agility with which the * little man” danced a jig
inlime to the rollicking chorus:

“ Chingery changery ri co day,
Elcel tekel happy man;
Uron odesko canty oh, oh,
Gallopy waliopy China go.”

At the cidse of the dance and chorus, Chan
retired into the tea garden, and drank so many
cups of the national beverage, with such comic
gestures, that the spectators were almost sorry
when the opening of the opposite window drew all,
eyes in that direction. At the latlice appeared a
lovely being; for this potato had been pared, and
@ the white surface were painted pretty pink
Icheeks, red lips, black eyes, and oblique brows;
through the tuft of dark silk on the head were stuck
several glittering pins, and a pink jacket shrouded
Seplump figure of this capital Httle Chinese lady.
Afler peeping coyly out, so that all could see and
idmire, she fell to counting the money from a
I purse, so large her small hands could hardly hold
I Honthe window seat. W hile she did this, the song
*enton to expiain:
Miss Ki Hi was short and s<}uat,
She had money and he had not;

So off to her he resolved to go.
And play her a tune on his little banjo.”
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During the chorus to this verse Chan was seen
tuning his instrument in the garden, and at the
end sallied gallantly forth to sing the following
tender strain:

“ Whang fun 1,
Tang hua ki,
Hong Kong do ra mel

Ah an lo,
Pan to fo,
Téaog up chin lentet”

Carried away by his passion, Chan dropped his
banjo, fell upon his knees, and, clasping his hands,
bowed his forehead in the dust before his idol.
But, alas!—

" MUs Ki Hi heard his notes of love,
And held her wash-bowl up above;
It feU upon the lltic man,
And this was ihe end of Chingery Chan.”

Indeedit was; for, asthe doil’s basin of real water
was cast forth by the cruel charmer, poor Chan
expired in such strong convulsions that his head
rolled down among the audience. Miss Ki Hi
peeped to see what had become of her victim, and
the shutter decapitated her likewise, to the great
delight of the children, who passed acound the
heads, pronouncing a “ Potato ” pantomime “ first-
rate fun.”

Then they settied themselves for tlie show, hav-
ing been assured by Manager Thomy that they
were about to behold the most elegant and varied
combination ever produced on any stage. And
when one reads the following very inadequate
description of the somewhat mixed entertainment,
it isimpossiblc to deny that the promise made was
nobly kept.

After some delay and several crashes bchind the
curtain, which mightily amused the audience, the
performance began with the well-known tragedy of
“ Blue-beard ”; for Bab had set her heart upon it,
and the young folks had acted it so often in their
plays that it was very easy to get up with a few
extra touches to scenery and costumes. Tliorny
was superb as the tyrantwith a beard ofbright blue
worsted, a slouched hat and long feather, fur cioak,
red hose, rubber boots, and a real sword which
clanked tragicallyas he walked. He spoke in such
a deep voice, knit his corked eyebrows, and glared
so frightfully, that it was no wonder poor Fatima
quakcd before him as he gave into her keeping an
immense buiich of keys with one particularly big,
bright one, among them,

Bab was fine to see, with Miss Celia’s blue dress
sweeping behind her, a white plume in her flowing
hair, and a real necklace with a pearl locket about
her neck. Shedid her part capitally, especially the
sliriek she gave when slie looked into the fatal
closet, the energy with which she scrubbed the tell-
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tale key, and her distracted tone when she called
out; *“ Sister Anne, O, sister Anne, do you see
anybody Corning?” while her enraged husband
was roaring: “ Wil you come do\vn, madam, or
shall 1 come and fetch yon ?”

Betty made a captivating Anne,—all in white
muslin, and a hat full of such lovely pink roses that
she could not help putting up one hand to feel
them as she stood on the steps looking out at the
little window for the approaching brothei-s, who
made such a din that it sounded likea dozen horse-
men instcad of two.

Ben and Billy were got up regardiess of expense
in the way of arms; for their belts were pcrfect
arsenals, and their wooden swords were big enough

UNDER THE
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This piece was rapturoiisly applauded, and all the
performers had to appear and bow their thanks, led
by the defunct Blue-beard, who niiklly warncd the |
excited audience that if they “ did n’t look out the
walis would break down, and then there’d be a nice
mess.” Calmcd by this fear they composed them-
selves, and waited with ardor for tlie next play,
which promised to be a lively one, judging from the
shrieks of laiighter which carne from behind the |
curtain.

“ Sanch ’s going to be in it, I know, for 1 lieatd |
Ben say, ‘Hold him still; he wont hite,”” whispered |
Sam, longing to “jounce” up and down, so great
was his satisfaction at the prospect, for the dog wes
considered the star of the company.

THt BLUE-BEABD GROUP

tostrike terror into anysoul, though theystruck no
sparksoutofBlue-beard’s blade in the awful combat
which preceded the villain’s downfall and dcath.

The boys enjoyed this part intensely, and cries
of “ Goit, Benl!” “ Hit him again, Biliy !” “ Two
against one isn’t fair!” “ Thorny’s a match for
em.” “ Now he’sdown, hurray !” cheered on the
combatants, till, after a terrific struggle, the tyrant
fell, and with convulsive twitchings of the scarlet
legs, slowlj' expired, while the ladies sociably faintcd
in each others arms, and the brothers waved their
swords and shook hands over the corsé of their
enemy.

“1 hope Bab will do something else, she issol
funny. Was n’t her dress elegant?” said Sallyl
Folsom, burning to wear a long silk gown and al
feaiher in her hair.

“ 1 like Betty best, she’s so cunning, and shel
peaked out of the window just as if she really sawl
somebody coming,” answered Liddy Peckhain, pri-I
vately resolving to tease mother for some pink roses|
before another Sunday carne.

Up went the curtain at last, and avoiceannouncedl|
“A Tragedy in Three Tableaux.” *“There’sl
Bettyl” was the general exclamation, as the audi-I
ence recognized a familiar face under the little redi
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bood worn by the child who stood receiving a bas-
ket from Teacher, who made a nice mother with
lier finger up, as if telling the small messenger not
loiter by the way.

‘T know what that is!” cried Sally; *“it’s
‘Mabelon Midsummer Day.” Thepiece Miss Celia
spoke; cioiit you know ?”

“There is n’t any sick baby, and Mahel had a
’kerchief pinned about hcrhead.” /sayit’sRed
Riding Hood,” answered Liddy, who had begun to
learn Mary Howitts pretty poem forher next piece,
and knew all about it.

The questioii was settled by the appearance of
the wolf jn the second scene, and such a wolf! On
fewamateur stages do we find so natural an actor
for that part, or so good a costume, for Sanch was
irresistiblydroll in the gray wolf-skin which usually
lay beside Miss Celia’s bed, now fitted over his
back and fastened neatly down underneath, with
hisown face peeping out at one end, and the hand-
some tail bobbing gayly at the other. W hatacom-
fort that tail was to Sancho, none but a bereaved
bow-wow could ever tell. It reconciled him to liis
distasteful part atonce; it made rehearsals a joy,
and oven before the public he could not resist turn-
mg to catch a gliinpse of the noble appendage,
ahile his own brief member wagged with the proud
consciousness that though the tail did not match
Ie liead, it was long enoi”gh to be seen of all men
and dogs.

That was a pretty picture, for the littie maid
cane walking in with the basket on her arm, and
suchan innocent face inside the bright hood that
itwas quite natural the gray wolf should trot up
to her with deceitful friendliness, that she should
patand talk to him confidingly about the butter for
grandma, and then that they should walk away
together, he politely carrying her basket, she with
ber hand on his head, littie dreaniing what evil
plans were taking shape inside.

The children encored that, but there was no
lime to repeat it, so they listened to more stified
merriment behind the red table-cloths, and won-
dered whether the next scene would be the wolf
popping his head out of the window as Red Riding
Hood knocks, or the tragic end of that siveet child.

It was neither, for a nice bed had been made,
itid in it reposed the false grandmother, with a ruf-
Hd nightcap on, a white gown, and spectacles.
Belty lay beside the wolf, staring at him as if just
ibout to say, “ Why, grandma, what great teetli
yauVe got!” for Sancho’s moulh was halfopen and
*red tongue hung out, as he panted with the
Mertion of keeping still. This tableau was so very
200d, and yet so funny, that the children clapped
>ndshouted frantically; this excited the dog, who
pveabounce and would have leaped off the bed
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to bark at the rioters, if Betty had not caught him
by the legs, and Thorny dropped the curtain just
atthe moinent when the wickecl woif was apparently
in the act of devouring the poor littie girl, with
most effective growls.

They had to come out then, and did so, both
much disheveled l)ythe late tussle, for Sancho’s cap
was all over one eye, and Betty’s hood was any-
where but on her head. She made her courtesy
prettily, however; her fellow-actor bowed with as
much dignity as a short night-gown permitted, and
they retirad to their well-earned repose.

Then Thorny, looking much excited, appeared
to make the foilowing request: “ As one of the
actors in the next piece is new to the business, the
company must all keep as still as mice, and not
stir till 1 give the word. It ’s perfectly splendid! so
don’t you spoil it by making a row.”

“ What do you suppose it is?” asked every one,
and listened with ail their might to get a hint, if
possible. But what they heaid only whetted their
curiosity and mystified them more and more.
Bab’s voice cried in a loud whisper, “ Is n’t Ben
beautiful ?” Then there was a tliumping noise, and
Miss Celia said, in an anxious tone, “ Oh, do be
careful,” while Ben laughed out as if he was too
happy to care who heard him, and Thorny bawled
“Whoa!” in a way which would have attracted
attention if Lita’s head had not popped out of her
box, more than once, to survey the invaders of her
abode, with a much astonished expression,

“ Sounds kind of circusy, don’tit?” said Sam
to Billy, who had come out to receive the compli-
ments of the company and enjoy the tableau at a
safe distance.

“ You just wait till you see what's coming. It
heats any circus /ever saw,” answered Billy, rub-
bing his hands with the air of a man who had seen
many instead of but one.

“ Ready? Be quick and get out of the way
when she goes off! ” whispered Ben, but they heard
him and prepared for pistols, rockets or combusti-
bles of some sort, as ships were impossible under
the circumstances, and no other “ she” occurred
to them.

A unanimous * O-0-0-0!” was heard when the
curtain rose, but a stern “ Hush !” from Thorny
kept them mutely staring with all their eyes at the
grand spcctacle of the evening. There stocd Lita
with a wide flat saddle on her back, a white head-
stall and reins, blue rosettes in her ears, and the
look of a much-bewildered beast in her bright eyes.
But who the gauty, spangled, winged creature was,
with a giit Crown on its head, a littie bow in its
hand, and one white slipper in the air, while the
other seemed metely to touch the saddle, no one
could tell for a minute, so strange and splendid did
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the apparition appear. No wonder Ben was not
recognized in this Drilliant disguise, which was more
natural to him than Billy’sblue flannel or Thorny’s
respectable garments.
allowed to show himself “justonce,” as he used
to be in the days when “ father ” tossed him up on
bare-backed oid General, for hundreds to see and
admire, that Miss Celia had consented, much
against her will, and hastily arranged some bits of
spangled tarletan over the white cotton suit which
was to simulate the regulation tights. Her okl
dancing slippers fitted, and gold paper did tbe
rest, while Ben, sure of his power over Lita,
promised not to breakhis bones, and lived for days
on the thought of the moment when he could show
the boys that he had not boasted vainly of past
splendors.

Before the delighted children could get their
breath, Lita gave signs of her dislike to the foot-
lights, and, gathering up the reins that lay on her
neck, Ben gave the oid cry, “ Houp-la!” and let
her go, as he had often done liefore, straight
out of the coach-house for a gallop round the
orchard.

“ Just tiirn about and you can see perfcctly well,
but stay where you are till he comes back,” com-
manded Thorny, as signs of commotion appeared
in the excited audience.

Round went the twenty children as if turned by
one crank, and sitting there they looked out into
the moonhght where the shining figure flashed to
and fro, now so near they couid see the smiling face
under the crown, now so far away that it glittered
like aiire-flyamong the dusky green. Litaenjoyed
that race as heartily as she had done several others
oflate, and caracoled about as if anxious to make up
for her lack of skill by speed and obedience. How
much Ben liked it there is no need to tell, yet it
was a proof of the good which three months of a
quiet, useful life had done him, that even as he
pranced gayly under the boughs thick with the red
and vyellow apples almost ready to be gathered,
he found this riding in the fresh air with only his
mates for an audience pleasanter than the crowded
tent, the tired horses, profane men, and painted
women, friendly as some of them had been
to him.

After the first burst was over, he felt rather glad,
on the whole, that he was going back to plain
clothes, helpful school, and kindly people, who
cared more to have him a good boy than the most
famous Cypidthat ever stood on one leg with a fast
horse under him.

“You may make as much noise asyou like, now;
Lita’s had her run and will be as quiet as a jamb
after it. Puli up, Ben, and come in; sister says
you ’ll get coid,” shouted Thorny, as the rider carne
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He had so begged to be.
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cantering round after a leap over the lodgc gate
and back again.

So Ben pulled up, and the admiring boys and
girls were allowed to gather about him, loud in
their praises as they examined the pretty mare and
the mythological character who lay easily upon her
back. He looked very little like the god of low
now; for he had lost one slipper and splashed his
white legs with dew and dust, the crown had slipped
down upon his neck, and the paper wings hungin
an apple-tree where he had left them as he went
by. No trouble in recognizing Ben, now; bul
soinehow he did n’t want to be seen, and, inslead
of staying to be praised, he soon slipped away,
making Lita his excuse té vanish behind the |
curtain while the rest went into the house to have
a finishing-off game of blindman’s-buff in the big\
kitchen.

“ Well, Ben, are you satisfied?” asked Miss |
Celia, as she stayed a moment to unpin the remairs |
ofhis gauzy scarfand tunic.

“Yes’m, thank you, it was tip-top.”

“ But you look rather sober. Are you tired, or|
is it laecause you don’t want to take these trappings |
off and be plain Ben again?” she said, innking |
down into his face as he lifted it for her to free him
from his giided collar.

“ to take ‘em off; for somehow I don't!
feel respectable,” and hejcicked away the crown he |
had help to make so carefully, adding with a giance |
that said more than his words: “ |°d rather
‘plain Ben ’than any one else, if you ’d like to have |
me.”

“ Indeed | do; and I ’m so glad to hear you say|
that, because | was afraid you’d long to be offl
to the oid ways, and all | ve tried to do vouid |
be undone. Would you like to go back, Bea?"|
and Miss Celia Ifcld his chin an instant, lol
watch the brosvn face that looked so honestly back |
at her.

“No, | would n’t— unless— he was there and |
wanted me.”

The chin quivered just a bit, lout the black eyesj
were as bright as ever, and the boy’s voice so ear-1
nest, she knew he spoke the truth, and laid her.
white hand softly on his head, as she answered in
the tone he loved so much, because no one else had |
ever used it to him:

“ Father is not there ; but I know he wants yon,
dear, and 1 am sure he would rather see youina|
home like this than in the place you carne from
Now go and dress; but, tell me first, has it beenaj
happy birthday ?”

“ Oh, Miss Celia! I did n’t know Uity could'ot\
so beautiful, and this is the beautifulest part of it;
1don’t know how to thank you, but 1’m going ml
try " and, finding words would n’c come fasM
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ienough, Ben just put his two arms round her, quite
Ispeochless with gratitude; then, as if ashamed of
his little outburst, he knelt down in a great hurry
tountie his one shoe.

MISS CELIA AMD BSH.

But Miss Celia liked his answer better than the
linest speech ever made her, and went away through
the moonlight, saying to herself:

“If I can bring one lost lamb into the fold, I shall
be the fitter for a shepherd’s wife, by and by.”

Chapter XXII.
A BOY’S BARGAIN.

1t was some days before the children were tired
of talking over Ben’s birthday party; for it was a
great event in their small world; but, gradually,
ne<er pleasures carne to occupy their rainds, and
theybegan to plan the nutting frolics which always
followed the early frosts. While waiting for Jack
toopen the chestnut burrs, theyvaried the monot-
onyof school life by a lively scrimtnage long known
& “the wood-pile fight.”

The girls liked to play in the half-empty shed,
andthe boys, merely for the fun of teasing, declared
that they should not, so blocked up the door-way as
fastas the girls cleared it. Seeing that the squab-
blewas a merry one, and the exercise better for
dl than lounging in the sun or reading in school
during recess, Teacher did not interfere, and the
Iwrier rose and fell almost as regularly as the tide.
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Il would be difficult to say which side worked the
harder; for the boys went before school began to
build up the barricade, and the girls stayed after
lessons were over to pulidown the last one made in
afternoon recess. They had their play-time first,
and, while the boys waited inside, they heard the
shouts of the girls, the banging of the wood, and
the final crash as the well-packed pile went down.
Then, as the lassies carne in, rosy, breathless, and
triumphant, the lads rushed out to man the breach,
and labor gallantly till all was as tight as hard
blows could make it.

So the battle raged, and bruised knuckles, splin-
ters in fingers, torn clothes, and rubbed shoes, were
the only wounds received, while a great deal of fun
was had out of the nraltreated logs, and a lasting
peace secured between two of the boys.

When the party was safely over, Sam began to
fall into his oid way of tormenting Ben by calling
flames, as it cost no exenion to invent trying
speeches and slyly utter them when most likely to
annoy; Ben bore it aswell as he could, but fortune
favored him at last, as it usually does the patient,
and he was able to make his own terms with his
tormentor.

When the girls demolished the wood-pile they
performed ajubilee chorus on combs, and tin kettles
played like tambourines; the boys celebrated their
victories with shrill whistles, and a drum accompa-
niment with fists on the shed walls. Billy brought
his drum, and this was such an addition that Sam
hunted up an oid one of his little brother’, in order
that he might join the drum corps. He had no
sticks, however, and, casting about in his mind for
a good substituto for the genuine thing, bethought
him of bulrushes.

* Those will do first-rate, and there are lots in
the raa’sh, if |1 can only get ’em,” he said to him-
self, and turned off from the road on his way home
to get a supply.

Now, this marsh was a treacherous spot, and the
tragic story was told of a cow who got in there and
sank till nothing was visible but a pair of homs
above the mud, which suffbcated the unwary beast.
For this reason it was called “ Cowslip Marsh,” the
wags said, though itwas generally believed tobe SO
named for the yellow flowers which grew there in
great profusién in the spring.

Sam had seen Ben hop nimbly from one tuft of
grass to another when he went to gathcr cowslips
for Betty, and the stout boy thought he could do
the same. Two or three heavy jumps landed him,
not among the bulrushes as he had hoped, but in
a pool of muddy water where he sank up to his
iniddlc with alarming rapidity. Much scared, he
tried to wade out, but could only flounder to a
tussock of grass and cling there while he endeavored
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to kick his legs free. He gotthem out, but strug-
gled in vain to coil them up or to hoist his heavy
body upon the very small island in this sea of mud.
Down they splashed again, and Sam gave a dismal
groan as he thought of the leeches and water-snakes
which might be lying in wait below. Visions of
the lost cow also flashed across his agitated mind,
and he gave a despairing shout very like a distracted
“Mool!”

Few people passed along the lafie, and the sun
was setting, so the prospect ofa night in the marsh
nerved Sam to make a frantic plunge toward the
bulrush island, which was nearer than the main-
land, and looked firmer than any tussock around
him. But he failed to reach this haven ofrest, and
was forced to stop at an oid stump which stuck up,
looking very like the moss-grown horns of the
“ dear departed.” Roosting here, Sam began to
shout for aid in every key possible to the human
voice. Such hoots and howls, whistles and roars,
never woke the echoes of the lonely marsh before,
or scared the portly frog who resided there in calin
seclusion.

He liardly expected any reply but the astonished
“ Caw 1” of the crow, who sat upon a fence watch-
ing him with gloomy intercst, and when a cheerful
*“ Hullo, there !'” sounded from the lafie, he was so
grateful that tears ofjoy rolled down his fat cheeks.

“Come on! 1’m in tbe ma’sh. Lend a hand
and getme out!” bawled Sam, anxiously waiting for
bis deliverer to appear, for he could only see a hat
bobbing along behind the hazel-bushes that fringed
the lafie.

Steps crashed through the bushes, and then over
the wall carne an active figure, at the sight of
which Sam was almost ready to dive out of sight,
for, of all possible boys, who should it be but Ben,
the last person in the world whom he would like to
have see him in his present pitiful plight.

“ Isityou, Sam? Well, you «ri?in a nice fix 1”
and Ben’s eyes began to twinkle with mischievous
merriment, as well they might, for Sam certainly
was a spectacle to convulse tbe soberest person.
Perched unsteadily on the gnarled sturap, with his
muddy legs drawn up, his dismal face splashed
with mud, and the whole lower half of his body as
black as if be had been dipped in an inkstand, he
presented such a comically doleful object that Ben
danced about, laughing like a naughty will-o>the-
wisp who, having led a traveler astray, then fell to
jeering at him.

“ Stop that or | ’E knock your head off,” roared
Sam, in a rage.

“ Comeonand doit, | giveyou leave,” answered
Ben, sparring away derisively as the other tottered
on his perch and was forced to hold tight lest he
should tumble off.
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“Don’t laugh, there s a good chap, but fish me
out somehow or 1shall get my death sitting here
all wet and coid,” whined Sam, changing his teme,
and feeling bitterly that Ben had the upper hand
now.

Ben felt it also, and though a very good natured
boy, could not resist the temptation to enjoy this
advantage for a moment at least.

“ 1 wont laugh if 1 can help it, only you do look
so like a fat, speckled frog | may not be able to hold
in. I'll puli you out pretty soon, but first I'm
going to talk to you, Sam,” said Ben, sobering
down as he took a seat on the littie point of land
nearest the stranded Samuel.

“ Hurry up, then ; | ’'m as stiff as a board now,
and it’s no fun sitting here on this knotty oid
thing,” growled Sam, with a discontented squirm.

“ Daré say not, but ‘it is good for you," as you
say when you rap me over the head. Look here,
1've got you in a tight place, and | don’Cmean to
help you a bit till you promise to let me alone.
Now then !” and Ben’s face grew stem with his |
remembered wrongs as he grimly eyed his ds
cgmfited foe.

“1’E promise fast enough if you wont tell any\
one about this,” answered Sam, surveying himself
and his surroundings with great disgust. |

“ | shall do as I like about that.” ‘

“Then | wont promise a thing ! | ’m not going\
to have the whole school laughing at me,” protesied |
Sam, who hated to be ridiculed even more than |
Ben did.

“Very well; good-night!” and Ben walked .
with his hands in his pockets as coolly as ifthe h
was Sam’s favorite retreat.

“Hold on, don't be in such a hurry !'"” shouted I
Sam, seeing littie hope of rescue if he let this|
chance go.

“ All right 1” and back carne Ben ready for fui-1
ther negotiations.

“ 1°ll promise not to plague you if you ’ll promise |
not to tell on me. Is that what you want?”

“ Now | come to think of it, there is one thing|
more. | like to make a goodbargain when I begin,” |
said Ben, with a shrewd air. “ You must promise!
to keep Mose quiet, too. He 'follows your iend, f
and if you tell him to stop it he will. If 1 wasbigl
enough 1'd make you hold your tongues. 1 ainl, |
so we’ll try this way.”

“ Yes, yes, | '11see to Mose. Now, bring on al
rail, there ’s a good fellow. | ’ve got a horrid cramp
in my legs,” began Sam, thinking he had boughil
help dearly, yet admiring Ben’s clevemess in|
making the most of his chance.

Ben brought the rail, butjust as he was about W
lay it from the main-land to the nearest tussock, he
stopped, saying, with the naughty twinkle in his|
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| black eyes again: “ One more little thing
roiist be settied first, and then | Tl get you
ashore. Promise you wont plague the girls
1 tither, ’specially Bab and Betty. You puli
lbeir hair, and they don't like it.”

“Don’t neither. Would n’t touch that Bab
Ifor a dollar; she scratches and hites like a
fiad cat,” was Sam’s sulky reply.

"Glad of it; she can take care of herself.

Betty can’t, and if you touch oiie of her pig-tails | Tl up
and tell right out how | found you sniveling in the ma’sh
like a great baby. So now !" and Ben emphasized his
threac with a blow of the suspended rail which splashed
the water over poor Sam, quenching his last spark of
resistance.

“Stop ! 1 willl—1 willl”

“True as you live and breathe !” demandcd Ben,
stenily loinding him by the most solemn oath he knew. ¢

“ True as | Uve and breathe,” echoed Sam, dolefully
relinquishing his favorito pastime of pulling Betty’s
braids and asking if she was at home.

“ 1’ come over there and crook fingers on the har-
gain,” said Ben, seltling the rail and running over it to
the tuft, then bridging another pool and Crossing again
till he carne to the stump.

“1 never thought of that way,” said Sam, watching
him with much inward chagrin at his own failure.
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“ | should think you ’d written ‘Loek before you
leap," in your copy-book often enough to get the
idea into your stupid head. Come, crook,” com-
manded Ben, leaning forward with extended Ifttle
finger.

Sam obediently performed the ceremony, and
then Ben sat astride one of the horns of the stump
while the muddy Crusoe went slowly across the rail
from point to point till he landed safely on the
shore, when he turned about and asked with an
ungrateful jeer:

“ Now, what’s going to become of you, oid
Look-before-you-leap ?”

“ Mud-turtles can only sit on a stump and bawl
till they are taken off, but frogs have legs worth
something, and are not afraid of a little water,”
answered Ben, hopping away in an opposite direc-
tion, since the pools between him and Sam were
too wide for even his lively legs.

Sam waddled off to the brook above the marsh
to rinse the mud from his nether man before facing
his mother, and was just wringing himself out
when Ben carne up, breathless but good-natured,
for he felt that he had made an excellent bargain
for himselfand friends.

“ Better wash your face; it’s as speckled as a
tiger-lily. Here ’s my handkerchief if yours is
wet,” he said, pulling out a dingy anide which had
evidently already done Service as a towel.

“ Don’t want it,” muttered Sam, gruffly, as he
poured the water out of his muddy shoes.

“ 1 was taught to say ‘Thanky ’*when folks got
me out of scrapes. But~i?a never had much bring-
ing up, though you do ‘live in a house with a
gambrel roof,”” retorted Ben, sarcastically quoting
Sam’s frequent boast; then he walked off, much
disgusted with the ingratitude of man.

Sam forgot his manners, but he remembered his
promise, and kept it so well that all the school
wondered. No one could guess the secret of Ben’s
power over him, though it was evident that he had
gained it in some sudden way, for at the least sign of
Sam’sformertricks Ben would crook his little finger
and wag it warningly, or cali out “ Bulrushes!”
and Sam subsided with reluctant submission, to the
great amazement of his mates. When asked what
it meant, Sam turned sulky; but Ben had much
fun out of it, .assuring the other boys that those
were the signs and pass-word of a secret society to
which he and Sam belonged, and promised to tell
them all about it if Sam would give him leave,
which, of course, he would not.

This mystery, and the vain endeavors to find it
out, caused a lull in the war of the wood-pile, and
before any new game was invented sometbing hap-
pened which gave the children plenty to talk about
for a time.

UNDER THE LILACS.
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A week after the secret alliance was formed, Ben
ran in one evening with a letter for Miss Celia.
He found her enjoying the cheery blaze of the pine-
cones the little girls had picked up for her, and
Bab and Betty sat in the small chairs rocking luxu-
riously as they took turns to throw on the pretty
fuel. Miss Celia turned quickly to receive the ex-
pected letter, glanced at the writing, post-mark
and stamp, with an air of delighted surprise, then
clasped it ciése in both hands, saying, as she hur-
ried out of the room:

“ He has come! he has come!
tell them, Thorny.”

“ Tell us what?” asked Bab, pricking up ner
ears at once.

“ Oh, it’s only that George has come, and | sup-
pose we shall go and get married right away,”
answered Thorny, rubbing his hands as if e
enjoyed the prospect.

“ Areyou going to be married?” asked Betty, so
soberly that the boys shouted, and Thorny, with
difficulty, composed himself sufficiently to explain.

“ No, child, not just yet; but sister is, and |
must go and seethatis all done up ship-shape, aad
bring you home some wedding-cake. Ben will
take care of you while | 'm gone.”

“ When shall you go ?" asked Bab, beginningto
long for her share of cake.

“ To-morrow, | guess. Celia has been packed
and ready for a week. W e agreed to meet George
in New York, and be married as soon as he got
his best clothes unpacked. We are men of out
word, and off we go. Wont it be fun?”

“ But when will you come back again?” ques-
tioned Betty, looking anxious.

“ Don’t know. Sister wants to come soon, bul
I ’d rather have our honeymoon somewhere ekc,—
Niagara, Newfoundland, W est Point, or the Rocky
Mountains,” said Thorny, mentioning a few of the
places he most desired to see.

“ Do you like him ?” asked Ben, very naturally .
wondering if the new master would approve of the
young man-of-all-work.

“Don’t 1? George is regularly jolly; though
now he’s a minister, perhaps he ‘11 stiffen up and
turn soben Wont it be a shame if he does?” and
Thorny looked alarmad at the thought of losing his
congenial friend.

“ Tell about him ; Miss Celia said you might,”
put in Bab, whose experience of “ joUy” ministers
had been small.

“ Oh, there isn’t much about it.
Switzerland going up Mount St.
storm, and 7

“ Where the good dogs live?” inquired Betty,
hoping they would come into the story.

“Yes; wespent the night up there, and George

Now you may

We met in
Bemard in a
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gave US his room; the house was so full, and he
would n’t let me go down a steep place where |
wanted to, and Celia thought he ’d saved my life,
and was very good to him. Then we kept meet-
ing, and the first thing | knew she went and was
engaged to him. | didnt care, only she would
come home so he might go on studying hard and
get through quick. That was a year ago, and last
ivinter we were in New York at uncle’s; and then,
in the spring, | was sick, and we carne here, and
that’s all.”

“ Shall you live here always when you come
back?” asked Bab, as Thorny paused forbreach.

“ Celia wants to. | shall go to college, so |
don’t mind. George is going to help the oid min-
ister here and see how he Hkes it. |’m to study
with him, and if he is as pleasant as he used to be
«cshall have capital times,—see if we don’t.”

“ 1 wonder if he will want me round,” said Ben,
feeiing no desire to be a tfamp again.

“/ do, so you needn’t fret about that, my
hearty,” answered Thorny, with a resounding slap
on the shoulder which re-assured Ben more than
any promises.

“1°d like to see a live wedding, then we could
play it with our dolls. | ’ve got a nice piece of
mosquito netting for a veil, and Belinda’s white
dressis clean. Do you s’pose Miss Celia will ask
W lo hers?” said Betty to Bab, as the boys began
to discuss St. Bernard dogs with spirit.

“ I wisli | could, dears,” answered a voice behind
them, and there was Miss Celia, looking so happy
that the lictle girls wondered what the letter could
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have said to give her such bright eyes and smiling
lips. “ 1 shall not be gone long, or be a bit
changed when | come back, to live among you
years | hope, for I am fond of the oid place now,
and mean it shall be borne,” she added, carcssing
the yellow heads as if they were dear to her.

“ Oh, goody I” cried Bab, while Betty whispered
with both arms round Miss Celia:

“ | don’t think we could bear to have anybody
else come here to live.”

“ It is very pleasant to hear you say that, and |
mean to make others feel so, if | can. | have been
trying a littie this summer, but when I come back
I shall go to work in earnestto be a good minister’s
wife, and you must help me.”

“We will,” promised both children, ready for
anything except preaching in the high pulpit.

Then Miss Celia turned to Ben, saying, in the
respectful way that always made him feel, at least,
twenty-five:

“ We shall be off to-morrow, and | leave you in
charge. Go on just as if we were here, and be
sure nothing will be changed as far as you are con-
cerned when we come back.”

Ben's face beamed at that; but the only way he
could express his relief was bymaking such a blaze
in honor of the occasion that he nearly roasted the
company.

Next morning, the brother and sister slipped
quietly away, and the children huyried to school,
eager to tell the great news that “ Miss Celia and
Thorny had gone to be married, and were coming
back to live here forever and ever.”

(*To be conUKued.")

SATURDAV AFTERNOON.
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Bv Samuel W. Duffield.

There lives with us an Indian—
A Paw-knee, | declare—

And he utters dreadful war-whoops,
And his fiame is Littie Bear,

A braver foe in a battle,
When his hands are in your hair,
There is none in all my knowledge
Than this same Littie Bear.

MY ST.

But when the firelight shining
Lights the room up with its glare,

| often camp on the hearth-rug,
Good friends with Littie Bear.

And | ’m very sure | should miss him
If ever he was n’t there—

This irrepressible Indian,
By the fiame of Littie Bear!

GEORGE.

By Alice Maude Eddy.

It is ten years ago to-day since Georgie May and
lwentto ‘“Captain Kidd’s Cave ” after sea-urchins.
Georgie was a neighbor’s child with whom | had
played all my short life, and whom | loved almost
as dearly as my own brothers. Such a brave, bright
face he had, framed by sunny hair where the sum-
mers had dropped gold dust as they passed him by.
I can see him now as he stood that day on the firm

sand of the beach, with his brown eyes glowing and
his plump hand brandishing a wooden sword which
he himself had made, and painted with gorgeous
figures of red and yellow.

“ You see, Allie,” he was saying, “ his iame was
Saint George, and he was a knight.  And so there
was a great dragén with a fiery crest. And so he
went at him, and killed him; and he married the
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princess, and they lived happy ever after. 1°d
have killed him, too, if | ’d been there !”

Could you kill a dragén?” 1 asked, rather

timidly.

“ Course | could !” replied the young Champion.
“1°d have asplendid white horse,—no, a black one,
—and a sword like Jack the Giant Killeris, and—
and—oh, and an invisible ring! 1°’d use him up
pretty quick. Then 1°d cit off his head and give
it to the princess, and we ’d have a feast of jelly-
cake, and cream candy, and then | would marry
hert!”

I could only gasp admiringly at this splendid
vision.

“But mamma said,” went on Georgie, more
tlioughtfully, “ that there are dragons now; and
she said she would like me to be a Saint George.
She ’s going to tell some more to-night, but there ’s
getting angry, that’s a dragén, and wanting to be
head of everything, that s another, and she and me
are going to fight 'em. We said so.”

“Buthow? ” | asked, with wide open eyes.
doii't see any dragén when | 'm angry !”

“ ®h, you re a girl,” said Georgie, consolingly;
and we ran on contentedly, wading across the shal-
low pools of salt water, clambering over the rocks,
and now and then stopping to pick up a bright
pebble or shell. The whole scene comes vividly
before me as | think of ifnow ;—the gray and
brown cliffs, with their sharp crags and narrow
clefts half choked up by the fine, sifting sand, the
wct “ snappers” clinging to the rocks along the
water’s edge; the sea itself clear and blue in the
bright afternoon, and the dancing lights where the
siinbeams struck its rippling surface. A light wind
blew across the hay. It stirred in Georgie’s curls,
and swept about us both as if playing with us. We
grew happier and happier, and when at last we saw
“ Captain Kidd’s Cave” just before us, we were in
the wildest spirits, and almost sorry that our walk
was ended.

There was plenty to be seen in the cave, how-
ever, beside the excitement of searching for the
pirate’s treasures, which the country people said
were burted there. The high rocks met, forming a
wide, arched cavern with a little crevice in the roof,
through which we could just see the clear sky.
The firm floor was full of smaller stones, which we
used for seats, and one high crag almost hid the
entrance. It was delicious to creep through the
low door-way, and to sit in the cool twilight that
reigned there, listening to the song of the winds
and waters outside, or to clamber up and down the
Sleep sides of the cave, playing that we were cast-
aways on a desert island. We played, also, that |
was a captive princess, and Georgie killed a score of
dragons in my defense. W e were married, too, with
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the little knight’s sword stuck in the sand for the
clergyman. Quite tired out, at last, we went into
the cave and sat on the sand-strewn fioor, telling
stories and talking of dragons and fairies, until a
drop of rain suddenly fell through the cleft in the
roof. Georgie sprang up.

“ We must go home, AUie !” he cried.
if we were to be caught in a shower |”

Just as he was speaking, a peal ofthunder crashed
and boomed right above us, and | clung to the
boy, sobbing for very terror.

“ O Georgie!” J cried, “ don’t go out.
be kiUed1 Oh, what shall we do ?”

But Georgie only laughed blithely, saying, “ No,
we wont go if you don’t want to. Let’s play it’sa
concert and the thunder’s a drum. It will be over
in a minute,” and he began to whistle “ Yankee
Doodle,” in which performance Ivainly endeavored
to join. But as time went on, and the storm be-
came more violent, we were both frightened, and
climbing to a ledge about half-way up the wall, sat
silent, clinging to each other, and crying a little as
the lightning flashed more and more vividly. Yet,
even in bis own terror, Georgie was careful for me,
and tried to cheer me and raise my heart. Dear
little friend, 1 am grateful for it now !

At last, leaning forward, | saw that the water
was creeping into the cave and covering the floor
with shallow, foaming waves. Then, indeed, we
were frightened. W hat if the rising tide had
covered the rocks outside ? We should have to stay
all night in that lonely place ; for, though the tide
went down before midnight, the way was long and
difficult, and we could not return in the darkness.

“Aurry, Allie!” cried Georgie, scrambling down
the side of the cave. “ We can wade, may be.”

1 followed him, and we crept out upon the beach.
The water had risen breast high already, and | was
nearly thrown down by the forcé with which it
met me.

“ Lean on me, Allie,” said Georgie, throwinghis
arm about me and struggling onward. “ We must
get to the rocks as soon as we can.”

It was with great difficulty that we passed over
the narrow strip of sand below the high cliffs. |
clung wildly to Georgie, trying in vain to keep a
firm footing on the treacherous sand, that seemed
slipping from beneath my feet at every step.

The water had reached my neck. | cried out
with terror as | felt myself borne from my feet.
But Georgiekept hold of me, and bracing ourselves
against the first low rock, we waited the coming of
the great green wave thatrolled surging toward us,
taising its whitening crest high over our heads. It
broke direetly above us, and fora momcnt we stood
dizzy with the shock, and halfblinded by the dash-
ing salt spray. Then we ran on as swiftly as was

* What

We’ll
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possible in tbe impeding water. Fortunately for
us, the next wave broke before it reached us, for in
the rapidly rising tide we could not have resisted it.

We were thoroughly exhausted when, after a few
more struggles, we at last climbed tbhe first clifTand
sat on the top, resting and looking about us fora
means of escape. It was impossible for us to scale
the precipice that stretched aiong the beach. We
must keep to the lower crags at its foot for a mile
before we could reach the firm land. This, in the
gathering twilight, was a difficult and dangerous
thing to attempt. Yet there was no other way of
escape. We could not return to the cave. | shud-
dered as | looked at the foaming waves that rolled
between us and it.

“ W hat shall we do, Georgie?” | cried.
can'tbe drowned !”

“ Hush, Allie!” answered Georgie, bravely;
“ we must go right on, of course. This place will
be covered soon. Take off your shoes. You can

climb easier. There now ! take hold of my hand.
I Tljump over to that rock and help you to come
on, too !”

Well was it for me that Georgie was a strong,
aglie boy, head and shoulders taller than 1. |
needed all his help in the homeward journey. |
tremble even yet as | think of the periis of the
half mile that we traversed before darkness fell.
The rough rocks tore our hands and feet as we
clambered painfully over them. They were slip-
pery with sea-weed and wet with the waves that
from time to time rolled across them. More than
once 1slipped and would have fallen into the raging
water below, but for Georgie’s sustaining arm.
Looking iDack now to that dark evening, Georgie’s
bravery and presence of miiid seem wonderful to
me. He spoke little, only now and then directing
me where to place my feet, but his strong, boyish
hand held mine in a firm grasp, and his cleat eyes
saw just when to seize the opportunity, given by a
receding wave, to spring from one rock to another.

“ Georgie, shall we ever reach home?” | sighed
at last as we gained the end of a spur of rock over
which we had been walking. Georgie made no an-
swer, and | turned, in surprise, to look at him. His
face was very white, and his great eyes were staring
out into the twilightwith such a frightened gaze that
| looked about me with a sudden increase of terror.
1 had thought the worst of the way over, and in the
gathering darkness had hardly noticed where we
were going, following Georgie with perfect trust in
his judgment. Now | suddenly saw that we could
proeeed no farther. We stood, as | have said, on
a long ridge of rock. Before us, at our very feet,
was the widly surging water, tearing at the rocks
as if to wrest them from their foundation. Beyond,
we could see the strong cliffs again, but far out of
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reach. Behind were only the narrow rocks ovet
which we had come j and on either side the cruel
sea cut US off from all hope of gaining the land,
I sank on the shppery sea-weed, in an agony ofter-
ror, sobbing out my mother’s fiame. Georgie sat
down beside me. “ Don't cry, Allie ! ” he said, in
a trembling voice. “ Please dont! We may be
saved yet. Perhaps they ’ll come after us in a boat.
Or we can stay here tiirmorning."

“ Butoh! Iwanttogohome! Iwant mamma,”
| sobbed; “ and I ’m socoid and tired, and my feet
ache so1 O Georgie, can'twe go on?”

Georgie was silent for a few moments. “ No,”
he said, at last, “ we must stay here, but don't be
afraid. Here, 1°’'m not coid, take my coat, and
I 11 tie our handkerchiefs round your feet. There,
lean on me, now. We must hold on to the rock,
you know, or we might tumble. Now, let’s both
scream ‘help’ as loud as we can. May be, some
one will hear us and come.”

But though we shouted till we were hoarse, the
only answering voices were those of the roaring
wind and “ the wild sea water.”

It was quite dark now. | could see nothing as1
clung there, half sitting, half lying, with my face
on Georgie’s shoulder. Strangely vivid were the
pictures that passed before my closed eyes. | saw
my pretty nursery, with the clear lamplight falling
on the pictured walls and the little white beds; |
saw my mother seated by the fire, with the baby in
her arms, and heard her low, sweet voice singing:

“ Sleep, baby, sieep,
Thy father waiches the sheep!™

1 saw my father, laughing and frolicking with
my little brothers, as hiswontwas on a leisure even-
ing. How I longed to be among them. Thenmy
hair, blowing across my eyes, blotted out the
pleasant picture, and the hoarse shouting of the
sea dtove the sweet cradle-song from my ears.

Georgie’s voice stopped my weary sobbing.
“ Allie,” he said, softly, “ mamma told me that
true knights prayed for help when they were fight-
ing. So | shall ask God to help us now. 1 think
He will.”

Then, clear and soft, amid the roaring of the
storm, aro6se the childish voice repeacing his even-
ing prayer:

“Now | lay me down to slecp,
1 pcay (he Lord my soul to keep!

If 1 should die before 1 wake,
| pray che Lord my soul lo lake.”

1 felt a little quieter when he had finislied.

Georgie’s strong, sweet faith strengthencd me
unawares, and involuntarily 1 repeated the iittle

prayer after him. Then we were silent for a long
time. | was strangely weak and weary. The ieai
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ofdeath was gone now; | thought no more of even
niy mother. 1 think 1 was fast lapsing into uncon-
sciousness when Georgie’s voice half arouscd me.

“Allie1 Allie I ” he cried. “Wake upl You are
slipping down! O, Allie, dear, do try to get up!
You’ll be drowned!" But even this failed to

arouse me from the stupor into which I had fallen.
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warm tears were falling on my head, and the scent
of roses was in the air. Where was | ? Was this
my own littie bed, with its snowy curtains and soft,
fresh pillows ? Was Baby Robin lying beside me,
stroking my clieek with his tiny hand ? | was not
dead, then ? W liere were the water and the coid
sea-weed ? A kiss fell on my forehcad, and a voice

ON THE KOCK.

| felt myself slipping from my seat. Already my
ket were in the icy water, and the spray was dash-
Myabout my face. | heard Georgie cali me once
sgain, felt my hands firmly grasped in his, and then
1knew nothing more.

“Alice, dear littie Alice !” | opened my eyes
hthewords. Somebody’s arms were about me;

murmured sofc love-svords in my ear. “ Allie!
littie girl! Marama’s dariing !”

Then | raised my head and looked straight into
my inother’s sweet, tearful eyes. “ Mamma,” |
said, throwing my arms around her neck, “ O,
mamma, | was so afraid ! | wanted you so !”

“ But you are safe, Allie, now. Lie down again,

dear. You are weak yet.”

my
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So | lay back on the soft pillow with a feeling of
rest and content in my heart, such as had never
been there before. | cared to ask no questions.
It was enough that | was safe, with my mother
beside my bed and the early sunbeams flickering
on the wall opposite. It was a long time before |
thought of even Georgie. When | asked for him,
mamma's eyes filled with tears. *“ Dear Allie,”
she said, “ Georgie saved your life. My little girl
would have been taken away from me, but for him.
He caught you when you slipped, and, tired as he
was, held you up till help carne. He fainted as
soon as papa took him into the boat. We thought

BORN IN
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you were both dead !” Her voice Isroke in a sob,
and she clasped me closer in her arms. “ He is[
better now,” she went on.  “ Allie, we must never
forget his courage. Thank God, he was with |
youl!”

“ Mamma, O mamma! ” | cried, “ he said he |

was trying to be like Saint George- Isn’t he like
him? He saved me, and he prayed there in tlie|
dark—and, O mamma, | jove him so forit!”
' “Yes, Allie,” answered my mother, “ not oneof |
the oid knights was braver than ours, and not one
of all the saints did better Service in the sighl of |
God than our little Saint George last night."”

PRISON.

By Julia P. Ballard.

| am only a day oid ! | wonder if every butterfly
comes into the world to find such queer things about
him ? 1wasborn in prison. 1canseerightthrough
my walls; but | can’t find any door. Right below
me (for | have climbed up the wall) lies a queer-
looking, empty box. Itis clear, and a palé green.
It is all in one piece, only a little slitin the top. |
wonder what carne out of it. Close by it there is
another green box, long and narrow, but not empty,
and no slit in the top. | wonder what is in it.
Near it is a smooth, green Caterpillar, crawling on
the edge ofa bit of cabbage-leaf. | 'm afraid that
bright light has hurt my eyes. It wasJust outside
of my prison wall, and bright as the sun. The first
thing | remember, even before my wings had
opened wide, or | was half through stretching my
feet to see if |1 could use them in climbing, there
was a great eye looking at me. Something round
was before it, with a handle. | suppose it was a
quizzing-glass to see what | was about. | heard
somebody say, “ Oh! oh 1" twice, just as if they
wondered | was here. Then they held the great
bright light close to the wall till my eyes were daz-

zled. I don’t like this prison. It isn’t worth while
to fly about. It seems as if | ought to have more
room. There must be something inside that green
box. It moves! | saw it half tip over then, all of
itself. | believe that Caterpillar is afraid of it. He
creeps off slowly toward the wall. How smooth

and green he is! How his rings move when he
crawlsl Now he is gone up the wall. He has
stopped near the roof. How he throws his head

from side to side ! He is growing broader! He|
looks just as if he was turning into onc of diesel

TKK P&ISONERU.

green boxes| How'that box shakes! There,
see it begin to open | There is a slit coming inihi
back 1 Something peepsout! A butterfly’s head, |
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Ideclare! Here it comes,—two long feelers, two
short ones ! Four wings, two round spots on each
of the upper pair, and néne on the other two.
Dressed just like me. | wonder why it hid away
linthat box ?

First Butterfly.—*“ What made you hide in that
Ipeen box ?”

Second Butterfly.—*“ Whatbox? | have n’t hid
lany'vhere. 1don’t know what box you mean?”

HOW LILY-TOES WAS CAUGHT
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First Butterfly,—“ That one.
outofit. | saw you.”

Second Butterfly.—* That’s the first | knew of
it. There are two boxes just alike. Both empty.
May be you were hid in the other!”

First Butterfly.—*“ Ho! There goes up our
prison walll That’s the big hand that held the
bright liglit. How good the air feels! Now for a
chance to try our wings! Away we go !”

You just crawled

IN A SHOWER.

By Emily H. Leland.

Lily-TOES, though quite a pet, was the fourth
I baby, and, consequently, was not so great a wonder
I mthe eyes of her family as she might have been.
ISheand her mamma were on a visit to lier grand-
nas, in the country. As she had been there a
Iveck, the excitement attendant on her arrival had
I» farsubsided that grandma was beginning to tum
lbet attention to cheese-making, her two aunties to
Isw vigorously on their new cambtic dresses, and
Ipandpa and the big hired man to become so
Isigaged in the “ haying” that they scarcely saw
jlily-toes except at supper-time.

Lily-toes, as if to make amends for being the
Itorth, was a lovely chubby baby of eight months,
Isofull of sunshine and content and blessed good
lhealth, that although her two first teeth were just
mmbling through, she wouid sit in her high chair
|b)' the window or roll and wriggle about on the

r, singing tuneless songs and telling herself
hcrdless stories, an hour at a time, without making
Itnydemands on anybody, so that grandma and the
litnties declared that half the time they would not
I hio- there was a baby in the house. Perhaps it is
Isroetimes a fault to be too good-natured ; for there
lome acertain afternoon when Lily-toes would have
|t«n pleased if somebody had remembered there
|'Mja baby in the house.

It happened in this way, There was company
htgrandma’s. Not the kind ofcity company that
Itomes to difie after babies are in bed for the night,
Ibiit country company,— that comes early in the
liflemoon and stays and talks over whole life-times
Ikfore tea. Grandma, mamma, and the aunties
Irtre cnjoying it all very much; and Lily-toes,
I'howas, if possible, more angelic than ever, had
I'ikened from a blessed nap, lunched on bread and
liilkand strawberries, and was stationed in her high

chair on the back piazza where she could admire
the landscape and watch the cows and sheep feed-
ing upon the hill-sides. A honeysuckle swung in
the breeze above her head, and little chickens, not
big enough to do hami to grandma’s flower-beds,
ran to and fro in the knot-grass, hunting for little
shiny green bugs, and fluttering and peeping in a
way that was very interesting to Lily-toes. No
baby could be more comfortably situated on a hot
summer day; at least, so her mamma thought, as
she tied Lily-toes securely in her chair with a soft
scarf, and went back to the sitting-room and the
busy sesving and talking with her dear oid girl-
hood friends. | presume if Lily-toes had been a
first baby, her mamma would have hesitated about
leaving herthere. She would have feared—may be
—that the chickens would eat her up or that she
might swallow the paper-weight. As it was, she
only kissed the little thing with a sort of mechanical
smack and left her alone, as coolly as if lovely Lily-
toe babies were an every-day affair.

Meanwhile, and for many days before, great
distress was going on in the fields and gardens
for lack of rain. The young com was drooping,
the vines fainting, the sweet red roses opening
languidly, the grasses growing dry and brittle to
the bite of the patient cows and nibbling sheep.
Everything, except Lily-toes, was expressing a
desire for rain. In fact, all through the night
before this story of a wronged baby opens, the hills,
woods, fields, and gardens, had been praying for
rain according to their- individual needs, the
maples and elms desiring a “ regular soaker,”
while the lowly paiisies lifted their fevered little
palms to the stars and begged but a few drops.

And the rain carne. Slowly up the western
skies rose a solid cloud. No attention was paid it
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for some timé, it carne on so quietly and serenely.
But, by and by, the cows carne sauntering down to
the barn-yard barsas if they thought it was milking-
time, and the sheep huddled together under the
greatelms. Grandpa and hisbig man commenced
rakingthehay together vigorously, and a sudden,
cool, puffy breeze began to ruffle the littie rings of
hair on Lily-toes’ head, and send the small chick-
ens careening over the knot-grass in such fashion
that the careful mother-hen put her head out of

LILV-TOES IN

her littie house and called them in. And still in
the cool, pleasant sitting-room, with its cheerful
talk and laughter, the approach of the storm was
hardly noticed. Grandma, the most thoughtful
body present, remarked that she believed it was
“ clouding up a littie,” and mamma said she hoped
so. And then the talk went on about making
dresses and the best way to put up strawberries
and spiced currants. But when big drops carne
suddenly plashing against the Windows and a lively
peal of thunder rolled overhead, then there was a
scattering in the sitting-room. The aunties scam-

CAUGHT IN A.SHOWER.
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peredout through aside door to snatch some clotliesi
from Che grass-plot, and to gather up the bright tini
pans and palis that had been sunning on the longi
benches. Grandma, throwing her apron over heri
head, ran to see that some precious young turkeys|
were under shelter. The visitors hurried to thel
door, bewailing the Windows they had lefi open at|
home, and hoping their husbands would have sensel
enough to see to things. And the mamma ran|
upstairs to ciése the Windows and potter over somel

THE SKOWER.

collars and ruflles that had blown about, ne»q
thinking of baby on the uncovered piazza.

Oh, how it poured ! Grandpa and his man gd
as far as the wagon-shed just as the worst cami
and they stayed there. Grandma was weathei
bound along with her young turkeys in the granarjJ
And Lily-toes '—no one will ever know what
reflections were for a few moinents. | imaginesh
rather liked the firstdrops; for she was always fon
of plashing about in her bath-tub, and had no fei
of water in reasonable quantities. But when til
wind began to dash the rain in her face, probaba
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stefirst gasped in astonishment, and then kicked, Before grandma could reach the house, Lily-toes
and, eventually, as everybody knew, screamed! pad been rubbed verydry and put into dry clothes;
Ves; aunties, visitors, and mamma, as they metin  pyt her wrapper and petticoats and stockings and
thehall and shrieked to each other about the storm, blue shoes, |y|ng in a Sopping heap on the floor,
heard, at last, in the lull of the gale, a sound of +{5q the tale to grandma and grandpa and the hired

indignant squalling. _ man, who all agreed it was a burning shame to
Then there was another scamper.  Lily-toes was  forget Lily-toes, even for five minutes; and the
Isnatched in-doors and borne along amid a tempest hjred man went so far as to reraark that, “ If there

ofastonishment and pity, until one visitor burst out had heen a few more women-folks in the house,
laughing; and then all laughed except the mamma,  she 'd most likely been drown-ded.” And Lily-toes
lihokept a straight face until baby stopped crying |goked at him gratefully, as if he had spoken the
jnd smiled around on them like wet sunlight. very words she had longed to say.

‘THANKS TO YOU.’
By Mary E. Bradley.

VERY day for a month of Sundays,
Saturdays, Tuesdays, Fridays, Mondays,
Jack had ponderad the various means
And methods pertaining to grinding machines,
Until he was sure he could build a wheel
That, given the sort of dam that’s proper,
Would only need some corn in the hopper
To turn out very respectable meal.

Jerry and Jane and Jo, and the others,
Jack’s incredulous sisteis and brothers,
Gave him credit for good intentions,

But took no stock in the boy’s inventions.
In fact they laughed them quite to scorn;
Instead of wasting his time, they said.

He would be more likely to earn his bread
Planting potatoes or hoeing corn!

Bessie alone, when all the' rest

Crushed his spirit with gibe and Jest,

W hispered softly, “ Whatever they say,

I know you will build the wheel some day 1”
Chirping crickets and singing birds

Were not so sweet as her heartsome words;
Straight he answered, “ If ever | do,

I know it will only be thanks to you!”

Many a time sore heart and hrain
Leap at a word, grown strong again.
Thanks to her, as the story goes,
Hope and courage in Jack arése;
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Till one bright day in the meadow-brook
There was heard a sound as of water plashing,
And Bessie walched with her happy look
The little wheel in the sunlight flashing.

By and by as the years were fraught
With fruit of his earnest toil and thought,
Brothers and sisters changed their tune,—

“ Our Jack,” they cried, “ will be femous soon !”
*Which was nothing more than Bessie knew,
She said, and had known it all the while!
But Jack replied with a kiss and a smile,

“If ever | am, it is thanks to you!”

HOW BIRDS FLY.

By Prof. W. K. Brooks.

In our last talk about birds (in St. Nichoi.as for
July), 1told you about birds and their nests. Now
I wish to say, first, a few words about the different
kinds of birds, and then we will see how birds
manage to fly. Naturalists have divided the class,
birds, into several smaller groups which are called
orders. One of these includes the birds of prey,
such as the hawks, eagles, and owls. In the picture
of a bird of prey you can see the strong, hooked
bili and powerful claws, which are well fitted for
seizing and tearing its prey.

The second order includes the climbing birds,
such as the woodpeckers. The birds of.this order
can readily be recognized, since two of the toes
of each foot point backward, to give support in
climbing.

The nextorder, thatofthe perching birds, includes
all our common song-birds, such as the robin, blue-
bird, and blackbird, as well as a few larger birds,
fikc the crow.

The scratching birds form another order, includ-
ing our domestic fowls and many wild game-hirds.

The next order comprises the ostrich and a few
other large birds, which have such small wings that

they are unable to fiy, but with very large anj
powerful legs, so that they are excellent runnct®
Although this order includes the largest bird d
present living, there were formeriy running birdl
very much larger than any which now exist; for
in Madagascar and New Zealand, the bones, and
even the eggs, of gigantic birds have been iound
One of these eggs was over a foot in lengtb, an|
contained more than ten quarts, or as much assil
ostrich eggs or one hundred and fifty hen’s eggf
A nearly complete skeleton of one of these bird!
has been found, and this must have belongcd toi
bird fifteen feet high, or taller than the largel
elephantl. |
The next order includes the wading birds, sucj
as the snipe, plover, woodcock, heron, and rail, r
Another order is that of the gulls, ducks, gecsa
pelicans, penguins, and other swimming birds. 1
Besides these living birds, fossil birds have beej
found in the rocks. Some of these are very dil
ferent from any species now living, and very mng
like reptiles, so that it is not easy to decide whctlij
they are to be called birds or reptiles.
The chief peculiarity of birds is their power'



HOW BIRDS

(light, and, alchough there are a few birds which do
not fly, most of them do, and the various organs
jf titeir bodies are all constructed in such a way
js to fit them for a life in the air. Their bodies
are very solid and compact, in order that most
[of their weight shall be near the place where the
Iwings are attached. The feet, legs, head, and neck
lirelight, and so arranged that they may be drawn
opclose to the body while the bird is flying. As
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for, otherwise, a bird would be unable to fiy. The
feathcrs of a bird answer to all these needs, and are
so placed upon the body that they form a smooth
surface which does not catch against the air when
the bird is passing through it. In its rapid ascents
and descents, the bird is exposed to another danger
even greater than the sudden changes of tem-
perature. You all know that air presses in every
direction with great forcé, and that we do not feel

THb EACLE (DIRO OF PRSV}

like neck is long and very flexible, the body does
liotnced to be pliant, as with most creatures having
IWkbones; but it is important that the wings
|tiould have a firm support, so the bones'of the
Ikck are united. The body ofa bird must also be
|«11 protected from the coid; for, as it ascends and
lltscends through the air, it passcs through regions
rivcry different tcmperatures, and it must be pro-
Ifided svith a thick and warm covering in order to
Ikableto endure these sudden changes, and one also
I'kich shall be very light and able to shed the water;

it because there is air in all parts of our bodies as
well as outside them, and the pressure of the air
inside cxactly balances that of the outside air. If
we should suddenly take away the outside air in
any way, such as covering a person up with an

.air-pump receiver, and quickly and completely

exhausting the air, the consequcnccs of the inside
pressure would be very terrible, and if the experi-
ment could be tried quickly enough the body would
burst like an cxploding gun, with a loud noise.
When people go up rapidly in a balloon or climb
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very high mountains, they are troublcd by a ringing
noise and a feeling of great pressure in the ears and
head, and by palpitation of the heart, bleeding at
the nose, and fainting. These unpleasant and
often dangerous symptoms are caused by the
expansion of the air inside their bodies. In ascend-
ing very high mountains it is necessary to go very

BIRDS
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equal to that outside, so that they can ascend and
descend as rapidly as they wish, without feeling the
least inconvenience. In the body of the bivd there
are several large bags, like the lungs, called air-
charabers; many of their bones are hollow, and
others are pierced with long winding tubes called
air-tubes.  All these atr-chambers and air-tubes

PEKCUIMS (SWIMMBRS AND DIVSBS).

slowly and to stop very often, to give time for sorae
of the expanded air to escape, and equalize the
pressure again. Now, many birds, the condor, for
example, fly overthe tops of the highest mountains,
and nearly all birds, either occasionally or habitu-
ally, ascend to very great altitudes, and, unless
there were some plan for regulating the pressure
of the air inside their bodies, they would suffer
great inconvenience and even pain and danger.
But they are provided with an arrangement by
which the air within them can escape easily as it
expands and tlius keep the pressure within just

are connected with the lungs so that air can pass
into and out of them at each breath. The connec-
tion between these chambers and the lungs is so
complete that a wounded liawk can breathe through
a broken wing almost as well as through its mouth.
When abird mounts upward, the air inside its body
gradually expands, but the bird does not feel any
inconvenience; for, at each breath, part of the air
passes from the air-chambers into the lungs, so
that the pressure on the inside does not become
greater than that on the outside.

I could easily fill the whole of this chapter with »
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anaccount of the different ways in which the body
ofaljird is fitted for life in the air, but we have room
toexamine only one of these,—the way in which the
wing is adapted to its use.

Did you ever look at a bird’s wing carefully, and
try to find out from it the way in which it is used?-
People usually suppose, either that a bird flies
because it is lighter than the air, like a balloon, or
that it rows itself along as a boat is rowed through
thewater. Neither of these suppositions is true.
Abird is not lighter than the air, and does not
float; for when a bird is shot on the wing it falls to
Ithe ground just as quickly as a squirrel. On the
Icontrary, a bird flies by its own weight, and could
not fly at all if it were not heavier than the air.

You know that when you move
lalarge, flat surface rapidly through
Ire air, it mects with considerable
resistance. A bird’s wing is so
large, and is moved so rapidly, that
Ue resistance of the air is enough
joraise the bird a short distance
each time the wings are flapped
downward; but after each down-
fiap there must be an up-flap, and
jthe air resists this just as it does
the down-flap; so, unless there
were some arrangement to prevent
iii the bird would drive itself down
leach time it raised its wings, just
& far as it had raised itself by
the down-stroke before, so that it
Ifould never get into the air at all.

Tomeet this difficulty, the wing is

oshaped that it is concave or hol-

bwupon its lower surface, so that

it gathers the air together and prcvents it from
escaping; while the uppcr surface is convex or
bttlging, so that the air slides off from it when the
«ing is moved upward. If you have ever been
caught iu a sudden squall of wind with an open
utnbrella, you will easily understand how great a
dilference in resisting power this difference in the
diape of the two sides of the wing will make. As
bng as you can keep the bulging side of the
umbrella pointed toward the wind, you find no
difficulty in holding it; but if the wind strikes
tlie bollow under-side of the umbrella, it pulis so
tiolently that, unless you are able to turn around
and face the wind, the chances are that the um-
hella will either lae pulled away from you or turned
inside out. But in the latter case, the wind slides
out over the edges again, so that there is no
ttouble in holding on to the umbrella.

The peculiar shape of the wing is only one of
lheways by which the down-stroke is made to strike
the air with more forcé than the up-stroke. If
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you will look at a quill-feather, you will see that,
on each side of the central shaft or quill, there
is a broad, thin portion, which is called the vane.
The vane on one side of the shaft is quite broad
and flexible, while that on the other side is narrow
and stiff; and by looking at a wing with the feath-
evs in their places, you will find that they are
placed so that they ovcrlap a little, like the slats on
a window-blind. Each broad vane runs under the
narrow vane of the feather beside it, so that, when
the wing is moved downward, each feather is pressed
up against the stiff narrow vane of the one beside
it, and the whole wing forms a solid sheet like a
blind with the slats closed. After the down-stroke
is finished and the up-stroke begins, the pressure is
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taken off from the lower surface of the wing, and
begins to act on the upper surface and to press the
feathers downward instead of upward. The broad
\-anes now have nothing to support them, and they
bend down and allow the air to pass through the
wing, which is now like a blind with the slats
open. By these tsvo contrivances,—the shape of
the wing, and the shape and arrangement of the
feathers,—the wing resists the air on its down-stroke
and raises the bird a little at each flap, but at each
up-stroke allows the air to siide off at the sides,
and to pass through between the feathers, so that
nothing is lost.

So much for the way in which the bird is raised
into the air. Rising in the air is not flying, for a
balloon and a kite -rise but do not fly. Now, how
isa bird able to move forward? This is not quite
as easy to understand as the other, but | hope to
be able to malee it clear to you. | must first say,
however, that it is not done by rowing witbh the
wings, for they move up and down, not backward
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and forward, and no amount of rowing up and
down would drive a bird forward, any more than
rowing backward and forward would lift a boat up
into the air.

You will find, if you carefully examine a bird's
wing, that all the bones and muscles are placed
along the front edge, which is thus made very stiff
and strong. The quill feathers are fastened in
such a way that they point backward, so that the
hind edge of the wing is not stiff like the front
edge, but is flexible and bends at the least touch.
As the airisnota solid, but a gas, it has a tendency
to slide out from under the wing when this is
driven downward, and of course itwill do this at the
point where it can escape most easily. Since the
front edge of the wing is stiffand strong, it retains
its hollow shape, aiid prevents the air from sliding
out in this direction, but the pressure of the air is
enough to bend up the thin, flexible ends of the
feathers at the hinder border of the wing, so the
air makes its escape there, and slides out backward
and upward. The weight of the bird is all the
time pulling it down toward the earth; so, at the
same time that the air slides out upward and back-
ward past the bent edge of the wing, the wing
itself, and with it the bird, slides forward and
downward off from the confined air. You will
have a much better idea of this if you will cut out
a little paper model of a bird’s wing and watch the
way in which it falls through the air.

Take a sheet of stiff paper and cut it in the
shape shown in the diagram above, but considerably
larger. Be very careful to have the two sides altke,
so that they shall balance each other. Now fold
up the front margin of each wing, along the dotted
lines a, a, a, a, to form a stiff rim to represent the

BIRDS

FLY.
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see that, instead of falling straight to the ground,
it will slide forward, and strike the ground two ori
three feet ahead of you. It is really its weight

which causes it to do this, so that the statemeni|
that a bird flies by its own weight is strictly true.
This is true, also, of insects and bats. They alli
have wings with stiff front edges, and flexible hindl
edges which bend and allow the air to pass out, sol
that flying is nothing but sliding down a hill madtl
of air. A bird rises, then, by flapping its wings,!
and it flies by falling back toward the earth and!
sliding forward at the same time. At the end ofi
each stroke of its wings it has raised itself cnoughl
to make up for the distance it has fallen sincc ihel
last stroke, and accordingly it stays at the samel
height and moves forward in a seemingly straighll
line. But if you watch the flight of thoso birdsl
which flap their wings slowly, such as the wood-I
pecker, you can see them rise and fall, and willl
have no trouble in seeing that their path is noli
really a straight line, but is made up of curres;!
although most birds flap their wings so rapidl)' thail
they llave no time to fall through a spacc greatl
enough to be seen. Birds also make use of thel
wind to aid them in flight, and by holding theiri
wings inclined like a kite, so that the wind shalll
slide out under them, they can sail great distancesi
without flapping their wings at all. They are sup-I
ported, as a paper kite is, by the wind, which isl

A SKILLFUL rtVER.

rim of bone along the front edge of a bird’s wing,
and cut out a small strip of wood, about as thick
as a match and twice as long, and run this through
the two slits, b, b, to represent the liody of the
bird. 1fyou hold this model about three feet from
the ground, and allow it to fall gently, you will

continually pushingagainst their winp, andsiiding
out backward and downward, thus liftingor holding
up the bird, and at the same time driving it foH
ward.

The birds are not compelled to face the windi
while they are sailing, but by changing the position
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of the wings a little they can go in whatever direc-
Ition they wish, much as a boy changes his direction
lin skating by leaning a little to one side or the
lolher. Some birds are very skiliful at this kind of
sailingt and can even remain stationary in the air
forsome minutes when there isa strong wind ; and
ihey do this without fiapping their wings at all.
lltis a difficult thing to do, and no birds except the
post skiliful flyers can manage it. Some hawks
Ican do it, and gulls and tenis may often be seen
Ipracticing it when a gale of wind is blowing, and
Ithey seem to take great delight in their power of
| flignt.

Of all birds the albatross is the most skiliful in
Ithe art of sailing in the air. It is a large sea-bird,
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about the size of a swan, and has very long and
powerful wings. It lives far out upon the open
ocean, hundreds of miles from land, and spends
nearly all of its life in the air, i’ery'seldom alighting
upon the water. It flies almost entirely by the aid
of the wind, and sometimes does not flap its wings
for an hour at atime. Albatrosses often follow a
sliip clear across the ocean, or, rather, they keep
company with the ship, for as they are able to fly
one liundred miles an hour with ease, the rate at
which a ship travels is much too slow for tliem; so
they make longjourneys ahead and behind, like a
dog taking a walk with his master, returning occa-
sionally to the ship to pick up any food which may
have been thrown overboard.

CHIME.

By S. Smith.

IUntarnished by the breath of fame,
Untouched by prose or rhyme,

| The World has never heard that fiame,-
The fiame of Nancy Chime.

| Domestic, friend, and monitor,
She served us long and well;
INoi many “ helps” could equal her.
And none, perhaps, excel.

INoevil lurkcd within her breast;
Her face was always bright;

I Her trusty hands, scarce needing rest,
Were busy day and night.

I Her voice was sweet as voice of birds
That to eacli other cali;

I Ad when she spoke, her strlking words
Were listened to by all.

E’en Baby Bunting—darling boy,
The happiest of his race—

Would clap his little hands with joy.
And look up in her face.

But none can reach perfection here;
Like all beneath the sun,

She, too, could err, and her career
Was not a faultless one.

She only did, here let me tell,
Each day the best she could;
Would young folks ail but do as well,
Tlie World might soon grow good.

But all is past 1 Ah | coid that face !
That bosom tlirobs no more |

Oh ! must another take her place.
And we our loss deplore?

Nay, nay, we could not bear the pain
Of losing one so true;—

Oid Nancy Chime shall tick again.
And be as good as new.
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HOW HE CAUGHT HIM.

HANS GBTS A FIRST-RATE BITS. THEN H6 CATCHBS A FISH AND PULLS HIM OVT.
HAN5 FINDS IT HARDER TO HOLD THE FISH THAN THEN HANS BECINS TO WONDER WHBTHER HE OR THE
TO CATCH HIM, FISH 1S CAUGHT,

THE FISH HOW CATCHES HANS AND PULLS HIM IN. HANS AND THE FISH AGRBE TO STOP CATCHING BACH OTBS».



i6t8.]

WHO

PUT OUT THE TEA-PARTY?

741

WHO PUT OUT THE TEA-PARTY?

By Ellen Francés Terry.

One day, when | was a small giri, my little sister
Kafy and | found in the yard a dry-goods box, in
«hich the new carpets had been sent home. As
usual, we ran to where grandma sat knitting and
nodding;

“ Oh, grandma, mayu’twt have it?” cried I.

“Yethab it, dranma?” echoed Katy.

“You know we never had a baby-housc.”

“ No, nebber had no baby-’ouse.”

“ Oh, say yes!”

“TAy’etl”

“ Do, do 1”

't Pede do !

Then, before she knew what she was to do, or
say, or what she never had done, or said, we coaxed
her to the back door and pointed to our treasure.
Shecould n t refuse us, and the box was given to us.

John made us a card-board chimney, and cuta
square window in either end, for, of course, we set
iton its feet, turning its back to the larie against
i-hose fence it stood, lookinginto the yard. Grand-
ma gave us red curtains for the Windows, and a
bigstriped apron, which hung across the front and
did for a door. We had to have a door, for, when
»etook tea, the chickens carne, without invitation,
peeping inside, looking for crumbs. And, seeing
«hat looked like a party, down fiew, with a whir
and rustle, a flock of doves, saying, “ Coo0-00!
how do-0o0-do !” and prinking themselves in our
tery faces. Yes, we really had too many of theso
surpiisc-parties; for, another time, it was a wasp
that carne to tea, and flew from me to Katy, and
fromKaty to me, till we flew, too, to hide our heads
ingiandma’s lap. Then she gave us the apron,
eiiich was very grand, though the blue stripes were
Miking into the red ones, and there were a good
many little holes which lee small airows of light fly
o, That was when we lighted the chandelier,
andthey (the holes and the arrows) were the very
things to let people know what grand doings there
«ere inside.

Then, when our crockery was arranged on the
'lielf at the back, a stool set in the middle for a
table, our two small green chairs placed one at
«Uier end, and a good many nails driven into the
"walls” to serve as hooks,—then we gave a party.
Thedolls were invited, of course, and their invita-
htins Katy wrote on her slate. To be sure, the
iters looked a good deal like Jack and Jill,—
dimbing up hill and tumbling down again,—still
shedolls understood us.  There were no little girls

invited, because little girls could n’t have squeezed
in, unless they were willing to be hung up, like the
extra dollies.

But oh ! would n’t they have liked to go? We
had ice-cream, just made of vanilla, cream-candy,
and water,—delicious ! Then there was a whole
tea-potful of chocolate-tea, wliich was a chocolate-
cream drop scraped fine and mixed with water.
Do just try it sometime. Thimble-biscuits, too,
and holes with cookies round them. | never
expect to be as happy again as | was when |
dropped the curtain at half-past four precisely, and
lighted the chandelier, which | forgot to say was
a candle cut in two, stuck in cologne-botties of
different shapes and colors.

We weli knew—for did n't we go out twice to
look >—how splendidly the light streamed through
the two Windows and the eight holes. Why, the
chickens knew it, too, on their perches, for they
opened one sleepy eye after another, solemnly
changed legs, and dozed off again. Those long
rays of light, playing truant, ran down the lafie and
flashed into the very eyes of naughty Billy Quinn,
who was going home from a visit, whistiing, and
with his hands in his pockets.

Of course the dolls arrived promptly, and took
off their shawls in the best bedroom, which was
that convenient shelfthat was turned into anything
on short notice. The baby-dolls had to go early
to bed under the table, and you can imagine how
much pleasanter it istosay, “ Bed-time, children 1”
than to have it said to you. Mrs. Green was a
perfect little Mrs. Herod in her treatment of her
children. Indeed, their yelJs under punishment
were heart-rending; but when she was only dear
Katy she was tender as one of those cooing doves.

So we ate up the ice-cream, and turned the
tea-pot upside down to squeeze out the last drop of
chocolate-tea. Mrs. Green wasjustdoing this very
thing when the most dreadful event happened.
Crash —bang *—ckitter —the whole worid had
turned upside down. Out went the lights, and
everything fell together in a dismal heap; but
whether up or dosvn nobody could tell. There was
a splash of coid, coid water in my face as the
wash-ljowl and pitcher fell and crashed beside me.
Katy lay with her small nose buried in the butter-
plate. The hiotise had ttimbhd over! /

For a few seconds not a sound was heard, ljut
then there was a half-stifled burst of laughter, which
quickly died away as some thickly shod feet scam-
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pered down the alley. Yes, the beautiful house was
tippcd over, and the tea-party put out, as an extin-
guisher is slipped over a candle, or a hat clapped
upon a butterfly. Inside, there was a confused heap,
with legs uppermost,—table-legs, chair-legs, littie

legs ciad in white stockings, and, mixed hopelessly
up with these, the dolls, the dishes, the candles.
This heap, however, was silent only fora moment.
Then a feeble cry struggled up through it,—a cry
which, reaching the upper air, grew loud, doubled
itself, became two cries, and rushed out through a
window, which, having lost its way, was where the
roofought to be. Then growing fastand shrill, tbe
cry ran toward the house, waking up the Brown
baby, who at once joined in. The rooster wakecl
suddenly, and feeling that something had hap-
pened, thought it could do no harm to crow, and
that agitated his household to the last hen. Then
to the cackling and crowing, Beppo added a baric
‘of duty, and nearly turned inside out, tugging at
his chain, and howling between times. The canary
began his scales, and the scream grew and grew and
rushed into the house through e\-ery door and win-
dow. Unele John was reading the paper, but,
hearing the fearful uproar, he dashed into the

PUT OUT THE TEA-PARTY?
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yard, turned back the house with one hand, wi
the other picked out from the heap of legs all ih
white ones, and dragged us from the wreck of au
residence. It was quickly done, but not too soon
for a littie fiame, which was hiding under the clo«

mass of ruins, now hopped merrily up on the lar-
letan skirts of Alice Isabella, the prettiest of the
dolls.

While we were being taken to grandma to ke
cried over and comforted, and the poor oid hou:
lay on its side forgotten, that fiame finished oi
poor dolly, ran up to the roof, ate up the ted
striped curtain in the twinkling of an eye, and, i
faci, made short work of the whole thing. W
knew nothing of this that night, but were so hon
ored and indulged as to make us think everythin;
else had tumed a new leaf as weil as the house.

The next morning, grandma, coming into tin
breakfast-room, was called to the window by Undf
John, who was looking at something in the yard.
There was a forlom littie figure sitting on a la
among the charred embers of the burnt house. |
was |, sobbing as if my heart would break, an(
beside me was Katy, who stood sadly by, tryin;
with a comer of her apron tq dry my tears. B
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THE FOX, THE

her eyes were wet, too, and in the fat arms were
sgoeezed a leg and shoe, which was all that was left
ofAlice Isabella.

What wicked eye had watched the festivities
through the window, or  what cruel heart
yiclded to the teraptation

MONKEY,

upon it all, we never knew.
Quinn was punished that night forcoming home
late to supper, and now, looking impartially at
the matter over all these years, 1 am inclined to
had think it was that very Billy Quinn, and no other,
to turn over the house who put out the tea-party.

AND THE PIG.

I heard that Billy

THE FOX, THE MONKEY, AND THE PIG.

By HnWARD Pyle.

The fox, the monkey, and the pig were once
mseparable companions. As they were nearly
always together, the fox’s thefts so far reflected
opon his innocent associates, that they were all
ihree held to be wicked animals.

At length, the enemies of these three
snare, in a path they were known to use.

The first that carne to the trap was the pig. He
viewed it with contempt, and, to show his disdain of
bis enemies and his disregard for their snare, he
tried to walk through it with a lofty tread. He
found he had imdervalued it, however, when, in
spite of his struggles, he was caught and strangled.

laid a

The next that carne was the monkey. He in-
spected the trap carefully; then, priding himself
upon the skill and dexterity of his fingers, he tried
to pick it to pieces. In a nioment of carelessness,
however, hé became entangled, and soon met the
fate of the unfortunate pig.

The last that carne was the fox. He looked at
the snare anxiously, from a distance, and, approach-
ing cautiously, soon made himself thoroughly ac-
quainted with its size and power. Then he cried,
“ Thus do | defeat the machinations of my ene-
mies ! and, avoiding the trap altogether, by leap-
ing completely over it, he went on his way rejoicing.
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DAB KINZER:

DAB KINZER.

A STORY OF A GROWING BOY.

BY WILLIAM O. StODDARD.

Chapter XIV.

The next day’s newspapers, from the city,
brought full accounts of the stranding of the
“ Prudhomme,” as well as of the safety of her pas-
sengers and cargo; but they had nothing whatever
to say about the performances of the “ Swallow.”
The yacht had been every bit as well handied as
the great steamship, but then she had got home
safely, and she was such a little thing, after all.
W hatever excitement there had been in the village
died out as soon as it wasknownthat the boys were
safe; and then, too, Mrs. Lee found time to “ won-
der wot Dab Kinzer means to do wid all de money
he done got for dcm blue-fish.”

Dab himself had been talking with Ford Foster
and Frank Harley, and an original idea of his own
was beginning to take some sort of form in his
mind. He did not, as yet, mention it to any one,
as he wanted very much to consult with Ham Mor-
ris about it.  As for Frank, Mr. Foster had readily
volunteered to visitthe steamship office, in the city,
when he went over to business, next day, and do
whatever might be needed with reference to the
young genlleman’s baggage. At the same time,
Mrs. Foster wrote to her sister, Mrs. Hart, giving a
full account ofwhat had happened, and saying she
meant to keep Frank as Ford’s guest for a while.

The Hart boys hardly knew whether to submit
or not, when that letter carne, as they had planned
forthemselves all sorts of rare fun with “ the young
missionary ” in their own home.

* Never mind, Fuz,” said Joe, “ we Tl serve him
out when we get to Grantley.”

“ Yes," replied Fuz; “ 1 °’djustas lief not see too
much of him before that. He wont have any spe-
cial claiin on us if he doesn't go there from our
house.”

Other talk they had together, and the tone of it
promised very lively times at Grantley Academy
for the stranger from India. But white the Hart
boys were laying their plans for the future, they
were themselves the subjects of more than one dis-
cussion, for Ford Foster gave his two friends the
benefit of all he knew of his cousins.

“1t’s a good thing fot you that the steamer
did n’t go ashore anywhere near their house,” he
said to Frank Harley. “ They re a pair of born
young wreckers. Just think of the tricks they
played on my sister Annie.”

After that conversation, it was remarkable what
daily care and attention Dab Kinzcr and Frank

paid to their sparring lessons. It even exceeded
the pluck and petseverance with which Dab wem
to work at his French.

Plenty of fishing, bathing, riding, boxing.
Three boys together can find so much more to do
than One can alone, and they made it four as oftea
as they could, for Dick Lee had proved himselfthe
best kind of company. Frank Harley’s East Indian
experience had made him very indifferent to the
mere question of color, and Ford Foster had too
much manhood to forget that long night of gale
and fog and danger on board the “ Swallow,”

It was only a day or so after the perilous “ cruise”
that Dalo Kinzer methis oid playmate, Jenny Wal-
ters, just in the edge of the village.

“ How well you look, Dabney!” remarked the
sharp-tongued little lady. *“ Drowning must agree
with you.”

“ Yes,” said Dab; * Ilikeit.”

“ Do you know what a fuss they made ovet
you when you were gone ? | s’pose they ’d nothing
else to do.”

“ Jenny!” suddenly exclaimed Dab, holding out
his hand, “ you must n’t quarrel with me any more.
Biil Lee told me about your coming down to the
landing. You may say anything you want to.”

Jenny colored and bit her lip, and she would
have given her bonnet to know if Bill Lee had told
Dab how very red her eyes were as she looked
down the inlet for some sign of the * Swallow.”
Something had to be said, however, and she said it
almost spitefully.

“1 don’t care, Dabney Kinzer. It did seem
dreadful to think of you three boys being drowned,
and you, too, with your new clothes on. Good-
motning, Dab 17

“ She s a right good girl, if she ’d only show it,”
muttered Dab, as Jenny tripped away; *“ but she
isn’t a bit like Annie Foster. How | do wish Ham
would come back!”

Time enough for that; and as the days went
by, the Morris homestead began to look less and
less like its oid self, and more and more like
a house made for people to live and be happy
in.  Mrs. Kinzer and her daugliters had now
settled down into their new quarters as completely
as if they had never known any others, and it
seemed to Dab, now and then, as if they had taken
almost too complete possession. His mother had
her room, as a matter of course, and a big one.
There could be noobjection to that. Then another
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bigone, ofthe very best, had to besetapartandfitted
up for Ham and Miranda on their return, and Dab
delighted in doing all in his power to make that
room all it could be made. But, then, Samantha
had insisted on a separare domain, and Keziah
and Pamela imitated their eider sister to a fraction.
Tlie “ guest-chamber” had to be provided as well,
or what would become of the good oid Long Island
castoras ofhospitality?

Dab said nothing for a while, but one day,
at dinner, just after the arrivai of a letter from

THB FIRE.

Miranda announcing the speedy return of herself
ind husband, he quietly remarked:

“Now | can’t sleep in Ham’s room any longer,
-| suppose 1’lI' have to go out on the roof. |
wont sleep in the garret or in the cellar.”

That Tl be a good deal as Mrs. Morris says,
when she comes,” calmly responded his mother.
1‘As Miranda says ! ” said Dab, with along breath.

“Miranda?” gasped Samantha and her sisters.

“Yes, my dears, certainly,” said their mother.
“This is Mrs. Morris’s house, or her husband’s,—
not mine. All the arrangements 1 have made are
unly temporary. She and Ham both have ideas
nrid wills of their own. | 've only done the best |
could for the time being.”
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The girls looked at one another in blank amaze-
ment over the idea of Mrs. Kinzcr being anything
less than the mistress of any house she might hap-
pen to be in, but Dabney laid down his knife and
fork with :

“I1t’s all right, then. If Ham and Miranda
are to settle it, | think | Tl take the room Sam
has now. You need n’t take away your books,
Sam. | may want to read some of them or lend
them to Annic. You and Kezi and Meli had better
take that upper room back. The smell of the

[see FACE 748]

paint s all gone now, and there ’s tliree kinds of
carpet on the floor.”

“ Dabney !” exclatmed Samantha, reproachfuUy,
and with an appealing look at her mother, who,
however, said nothing on either side, and was a
woman of too much good sense to take any other
vicw of the matter than that she had announced.

Things were all running on sraoothly and plcas-
antly before dinner was over, but Dab’s ideas of
the way the house should be divided were likely to
lesuk in some changes. Perhaps not exactly the
ones he indicated, ljut such as would give him a
better choice than either the garret, the cellar, or
the roof. At all events, only three days would now
intervene before the arrivai of the two travelers, and
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everything required for their reception was pushed
forward with all the energy Mrs. Kinzer could
bring to bear. She had promised Ham that his
house should be ready for him, and it was likely to
be a good deal more “ ready ” than either he or
his wife had dreamed of.

Chapter XV.

One of the most troublesome of the annoyances
which come to dwellers in the country, within easy
reach of the great dty, is the kind of patrolling
beggar called the “ tramp.” He is of all sorts and
sizes, and he goes everywhere, asking for anything
he wants, very much as if it belonged to him, so
long as he can ask itofa woman or a sickly-looking
man.

There had been very few of these gentry seen
in that vicinity that summer, for a wonder, and
those who had made their appearance had been
reasonably well behaved. Probably because there
had been so many healthy-looking men around, as
a general thing. But it carne to pas.s, on the very
day when Ham and Miranda were expected to
arrive, by the last of the evening trains, as Dab
Kinzer was coming back from the landing, where
he had been for a look at the *“ Swaliow,” to be
sure she was all right for her owner’s eyes, that a
very disreputable specimen of a worthless man
stopped at Mrs. Kinzer’s to lieg something to eat,
and then sauntered away down the road.

It was a little past the middle of the afternoon,
and even so mean-looking, dirty a tramp as that
had a perfect right to be walking along then and
there. The sunshine and the fresh salt air from
the bay were as much his as anybody’s, and so was
the water in the bay, and no one in all that regidn
of country stood inore in need of water than he.

The vagabond took his right to the road, as he
had taken his other right to beg his dinner, until,
half-way down to the landing, he was met by an
opportunity to do more begging.

“ Give a poor feller suthin,” be impudently
drawled, as he stared straight into the sweet, fresh
face of Annie Foster. Annie had been out for
only a short walk, but she happened to have her
pocket-book with her, and she thoughtiessly drew
it out, meaning to give the scamp a trifle, if only
to getrid of him.

“ Only a dime, Miss,” whined the tramp, as he
shut his dirty hand over Annie’s gift. “ Come,
now, make it a dollar, my beauty. Til cali it all
square for a dollar.”

The whine grew louder as he spoke, and the
wheedling grin upon his disgusting face changed
into an expression so menacing that Annie drew
back with a shudder, and was about to return her
little portemonnaie to her pocket.

DAB KINZER.
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“ No you don’t, honey 1”

The words were uttered in a hoarse and husky
voice, and were accompanied by a sudden grip of
poor Annie’s arm with one hand, while with the
other he snatched greedily at the morocco case.

Did she scream? How could she lielpit? Or
what else could she have done under the circum-
stances ? She screamed vigorously, whether she
would or no, and at the same moment dropped het
pocket-book in the grass beside the path, so that it
momentarily escaped the vagabond’s clutches.

“ Shut up, will you 1” and other angry and evil
words, accompanied with more than one vicious
threat, followed thick and fast, as Annie struggled
to free herself, while her assailant peered hungrily
around after the missing prize.

It is not at all likely he would have' attempted
anything so bold as that in broad daylightifhe
had not been drinking too freely, and the very evil
“ spirit” which had prompted him to his rascality
imfitted him for its immediate consequences. These
latter, in the shape of Dab Kinzer and the lower |
“joint” of a stout fishing-rod, had been bounding |
along up the road from the landing at a tremen-
dous rate fornearly half a minute.

A boy of fifteen assailing a full-grown ruffian ?
Why not? Age hardly counts in such a matter,
and then it is not every boy of even his “ growth ” |
that could have brought muscles like those of Dab |
Kinzer to the swing he gave that four feet length of |

seasoned ironwood.

Annie saw liim coming, but her assailant did not |
until it was too late for anything but to turn and
receive that first hit in front instead of behind. It
would have knocked over almost anybody, and the
tramp measured his length on the ground, while
Dabney plied the rod on him witli all the energy he
was master of.

“Oh, don’t, Dabney, don’t; you’ll kill himl
pleaded Annie.

“ | wouldn’twant to do that,” said Dabney, but|
he added, to the tramp: “ Now you’d bettcr
up and run forit. If you are caught around herel
again it’ll be the worse for you.”

The vagabond staggered to his feet, looking!l
savagely enough at Dab, but the latter seemed sol
very ready to putin another hit with that terriblel
cudgel, and the whole situation was so unpleasanily [
suggestive of further difficulty, that the yoiingsteds
advice was taken without a word.

“ Here it is. | °’ve found m y pocket-book," saidl
Annie, as her eneray made the best of his way off. [

“ He did not liurtyou?”

“ No, he only scared me, except that | s’pose my|
ann will be black and blue where he caught it
Thank you ever so much, Dabney ! You ’re a brave|
boy. Why, he’s almost twice your size.”
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“Yes, but the butt end of my rod is twice as
liard as his head," replied Dabney. *“ lwas almost
afraid to strike him with it, because I might have
broken his skull.”

“You did n’t even break your rod,”

“No, and now | must run back for the other
pieces and the tip. | dropped them in the road.”

“ Please, Dabney, see me home first,” said Annie.
“1 know it ’s foolish and there isn'tabitofdanger,
but I must confess to being rather frightened.”

Dab Kinzer was a little the proudest boy on Long
Island, as he marched along in coinpliance with
herrequest. He went no further than the gate, to
be sure, and then returned for the rest of his rod,
but, before he got home, Keziah hurried back from
a cali on Mrs. Foster, bringing a tremendous ac-
count of Dab’s heroisra, and then his own pride
«ilisa mere drop in the bucket compared to that of
his mother.

“ Dabney is growing wonderfully,” she remarked
lo Samantha. “ He’ll be a man before any of us
know it.”

If Dabney had been a man, however, or if Ham
Morris or Mr. Foster had been at home, the matter
would not have been permitted to drop there.
That tramp ought to have been followed, arrested
and shut up where his vicious propensities could
have been restrained for a while. As it was, after
hurrying on for a short distance and making sure
that he was not pursued, he sprang over the fence
and sneaked into the nearest clump of bushes.
From this safe covert he watched Dab Kinzer’s
return after the lighter joints of his rod, and then
even dared to crouch along the fence until he saw
which house his young conqueror went into.

“That’s where he lives, is it ?” exclaimed the
ttnmp, with a scowl of the most ferocious ven-
geance. “ Well, they ’ll have fun before bed-time,
ori’ll know the reason why.”

The bushes were a good enough hiding-place for
Ihs time, and he went back to them with the air
and manner of a man whose mind is made up to
something.

Ford Foster and Frank Harley were absent in
the city that day, with Mr. Foster, attending to
some affairs of Frank’s, and when the three carne
tome and learned what had happened, they were
allon the point of rushing over to the Morris house
lothank Dab, but Mrs. Foster interposed.

” 1 don’t think | would. To-morrow will do as
wvell, and you know they ’re expecting Mr. and
Mrs. Moms this evening.”

It was harder for the boys than for Mr. Foster,
that waiting, and they lingered near the north fence
two hours later, even though they knew that the
whole Kinzer family were down at the railway sta-
tion waiting for Ham and Miranda.
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There was a good deal of patience to be exer-
cised, forthat train was behind time, and the dark-
ness of a moonlessand’somewhat cloudy night had
setlied over the village and the outlying farms long
before the engine puffed its way in front of the
station platform. Just at that moment, Ford Fos-
ter exclaimed, “ What ’s that smell ?”

“ It ’s like burning hay,” replied Frank.

“ Where can it come from, |°d like to know?
We haven’t had a light out at our barn.”

“Light?” exclaimed Frank. “ Justlook yonder!”

“ Why, it ’s that oid barn away beyond the Mor-
ris and Kinzer house. Somebody must have set it
on fire. Hullo! I thought | saw a man running.
Come on, Frank.”

There was indeed a man running just then, but
they did not see him, for he was already very nearly
across the field, hidden by the darkness. He had
known how to light a fire that would smolder long
enough for him to get away. There had been no
sort of lingering at the railway station, for Ham
and Mirandawere asanxious to getatthe “ surprise”
they were told was waiting for them as their friends
were to have them come to it. Before they were
half-way home, however, the growing light ahead
of them attracted their attention, and then they
began to hear the vigorous shouts of “ Fire ” from
the throats of the two boys, now re-enforced by Mr.
Foster himself. Dabney was driving the ponies,
and they had to go pretty fast for the rést of that
short run.

“ Surprise !” exclaimed Ham. “ | should say it
was. Didyou light it before you started, Dabney?”

“ Don’t joke, Hamilton,” remarked Mrs. Kinzer.
“ It may be a very serious affair forall of us. But
I can’t understand how that barn could have
caught fire,”

Chapter XVI.

The Morris farm, as has been said, was a pretty
large one, and the same tendency on the part of
the owners which had made them set up so very
extensivo and barn-like a house, had led them,
from time to time, to provide the most liberal sort
of storage for their crops. The first barn they had
everbuilt, which was now the oldest and the furthest
from the stables and the residence, was a pretty
large one. It was now in a somewhat dilapidated
condition, to be sure, and bowcd a little northerly
by the weight of years which rested on it, but it
had still some hope of future usefulness, if it had
not been for that tramp and his box of matches.

“ There isn't a bit of use in trying to save it,”
exclaimed Ham, as they were whirled in through
the wide gate. “ It’s gone.”

“ But,” said Mrs. Kinzer, “ we can save the other
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barns, perhaps. Look at the cinders on the long
stable. I1f we could only keep them off somehow.”

“We can do it, Ham 1” exclaimed Dab, very
earnestly. “ Mother, will you send me out abroom
and a rope, while Ham and | set up the ladder ?”

“You re the boy for me,” said Ham. “ | guess
| know what you re up to.”

The ladder was one the house painters liad been
using, and was a pretty heavy one, but it was
quickly set up against the largest and mostvaluable
of the barns, and the one, too, which ivas nearest
and most exposed to the burning building and its
flying cinders. The rope was on hand, and the
broom, by the time the ladder was in position.

“ Ford,” said Dab, “ you and Frank help the
girls bring water till the men from the village get
here. There’s plenty of pails. Now, Ham, | 'm
ready.”

Up they went, and were quickly astride the ridge
of the roof. It would have been perilous work for
any man to have ventured further unassisted, but
Dab tied one end of the rope firmly around his
waist, Ham Morris tied himself to the other, and
then Dab could sHp down the steep roof in any
direction without fear of falling.

But the broom? As useful as a small engine.
The flying cinders, burning hay or wood, as they
alighted on the sun-dried shingles of the roof,
needed to be swept off as rapidly as they fell. Here
and there’the flames had so good a start that the
broom alone would have been insufficient, and
there the fast-arriving pails of water carne into cap-
ital play. They had to be used economically, of
course, but they did the work as effectually as if
they had been the streams of a steam fire-engine.
Hard work for Ham and Dab, and now and then
the strength and weight and agility of the former
were put to pretty severa tests, as Dab danced
around under the scorching heat or slipped flat
upon the sloping roof.

There were scores and scores of people from the
village, now, arriving every moment, and Mrs.
Kinzer had all she could do to keep them from
“rescuing” every atom of her furniture from the
house and piling it up in the road.

“ Wait,” she said, quietly. “ IfTlam and Dab
save the long barn, the fire wont spread any fur-
ther. The oid bam wont be any loss to speak of,
anyhow.”

Fiercely as the dry oid barn burned, it used itself
up all the quicker on that account, and it was less
than thirty minutes from the time Ham and Dab-
ney got at work before roof and rafters fell in and
the worst of the danger was over. The men and
boys from the village were eager enough to do any
thing that now reraained to be done, but a large
share of this was confined to standing around and
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watching the “ bonfire” burn down to a harmless
heap of badly smelling ashes. As soon, however
as they were no more wanted on the roof, the two
volunteer “ firemen ” carne down, and Ham Morris’s
first word on reaching the ground was:

“ Dab, my boy, how you *ve grown !”

Not a tenth of an inch, in mere stature, and yet
Ham was correct about it. There was plenty of
light, just then, moon or no moon, and Ham’
eyes were very busy for a minute. He noted the
improvements in the fences, sheds, barns, the
blinds on the house, the paint, a host of small
things that had changed for the better, and then
he simply said: “ Come on, Dab,” and led the
way into the house. Her mother and sisters had
already given Miranda a hurried look at what thev
had done, but Ham was not the man to do any-
thing in haste. Deliberately and silently he walked
from room to room and from cellar to garret, hardly
seeming to hear the frequent comments of his en-
tliusiastic young wife. That he did hear, howmer,
was manifest, for at last he asked:

“ Dab, | ’ve seen all the other rooms, where’s
yours ?”

“1’m going to let you and Miranda have my
room,” said Dab. “ 1 don’t think 1 shall board
here long.”

“ 1 don't think you will, either,” said Ham, em-
phatically. “ You're going away to boardiiig-
school. Miranda, is there any reason why Dabney
can't have the south-west room, upstairs, with the
bay-window ?”

That room had been Samantha's choice, and she
looked at Dab reproachfully, but Miranda replied;

“No, indeed; not if you wish him to have it.”

“ Now, Ham,” said Dabney, “ I 'm not big
enough to fit that room. Give me one nearcr my
size. That's a little loose for even Sam, and she
can't take any tucks in it.”

Samantha's look changed to one of gratitude,
and she did not notice the detested nickname.

* Well, then,” said Ham, “ we'll see about it
You can sleep in the spare chamber to-nighi.
Mother Kinzer, | could n’t say enough about this
house business if | talked all night. It must have
cost you a deal of money. | could n’t have dared
to ask it. 1 guess you ’d better kiss me again.”

Curious thing it was that carne next. One that
nobody could have reckoned on. Mrs. Kinzer—
good soul—had set her heart on having Ham’
house and Miranda’s “ ready for them” on their
retum, and now Ham seemed to be so pleased
about it she actualiy began to cry. She said, loo;
“1’m so sorry about the bam!” But Ham only
laughed in his quiet way as he kissed his portiy
mother-in-law, and said:

“ Come, mother Kinzer, you did n’t set it afire.
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Can't Miranda and | have some supper? Dab
must be hungry, after all that roof-sweeping.”

There had been a sharp strain on the nerves of
all of them that day and evening, and they were
glad enough to gather around the tea-table, while
what was left of the ofd barn smoidered away, with
the village ljoys on guard. Once or twice Ham or
Dab went out to make sure all was right, but there
was no danger, unless a high wind should come.

By this time the whole village was aware of Dab-
ney’s adventure with the tramp, and it was well for
that individual.that he had walked fast and far
before suspicion settled on him, for men went out
toseek for him on foot and on horseback.

“He ’s a splendid fellow, anyway.”

Odd, was it not, but Annie Foster and Jenny
Walters were half a inile apart when they both said
that very thing, just before the dock in the village
church haipmered out the news that it was ten and
bed-time. They were not speaking of the tramp.

It was long after that, however, hefore the lights
were out :n all the rooms ofthe Morris mansion.

Chapter XVII.

Sleep ?

One of the most excellent things in all thé world,
and very few people get too much of it nowadays.
RAs for Dabney Kinzer, he had done his sieeping
asregularly and faithfully as even his eating, up to
that very night after Ham Morris carne home to
find the big barn afire. There had been a few, a
very few exceptions. There were the niglits when
he was expecting to go duck-shooting before day-
light, and waked up at midnight with a strong
conviction that he was already too late about start-
ing. There were perhaps a dozen or so of “ eeling”
expeditions which had kept him outlate enough for
a full basket and a proper scolding. There, too,
ivas the night when he had stood so steadily by tlie
liller of the “ Swallow,” while she danced through
the dark across the rough waves of the Atlantic.

But on the whole, Dab Kinzer had been a good
slceper all his life till then. Once in hed, and there
had been an end of all wakefulness.

On that particular night, for the first time, sleep
refused to come, late as was the hour when the
fatnily circle broke up. It could not have been the
cxcitement of Ham’s and Miranda’s return. He’d
have gotten over that by this time. No more
Mitld it have been the fire, though the smcll of the
smoldering hay carne in pretty strongly, at times,
ilirough the wide-open Windows. Ifany one patch
of that great roomy bed was better made up for
skeping than the rest of it, Dab would surely have
found the spot, for he tumbled and rolled all 'over
>tin his restlessness. Some fields on a farm will
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“ grow ” better wheat than others, but no part of
the bed seemed to grow any sleep. -At last Dab
got wearily up and took a chair by the window.
The night was dark, but the stars were shining,
and evepy now and then the wind would make a
shovel of itself and toss up the hot ashes the fire had
left, sending a dull red glare around on the house
and barns for a moment, and fiooding all the
neighborhood with a stronger smell of burnt hay.

“1f you’re going to bum hay,” soliloquized
Dab, “ it wont do to take a barn for a stove. Not
that kind of a barn. But what did Ham Morris
mean by saying | was to go to boarding-school?
That ’s what | ’d like to know.”

The secret was out.

He liad kept reinarkably still, for him, all the
evening, and had not asked a question; but if his
brains were ever to work over his books as they had
over Ham’s remark, his future chances for sound
sleep were all gone. It had come upon him so
suddenly, the very thing he had been wishing for
during all those waiks and talks and lessons of all
sorts with Ford Fosterand Frank Harley ever since
the cruise of the “ Swallow.”

It was a wonderful idea, and Dab had his doubts
as to the way his mother wouid take to it when it
sliould be brought serinusly before her. Littie he
guessed the truth. Ham’s remark had found other
ears as well as Dabney’s, and there were reasons,
therefore, wby good Mis. Kinzer was sitting by the
window of her own room, at that very moment, as
littie inclined to sleep as was the boy she was think-
ing of. So proud ofhim, too, she was, and so full
of bright, motherly thoughts of the man he would
make “ one ofthese days, when he getshis growth.”

There must have been a good deal of synipathy
between Dab and his mother, for, by and by, just
as she began to feel drowsy and inuttered, “ Well,
well, we 1l have a talk about it to-morrow,” Dab
found himself nodding against the window-frame,
and slowiy rose from his chair, remarking:

“ Guess | might as well finish that dream iii bed.
If 1’d tumbled out o’ the window 1°’d have lit
among Mirandy’s rose-bushes. They ’ve got their
thorns all on at this time o’ night.”

It was necessary forthem both to sleep hard after
that, for more than half the night was gone and
they were to be up early. So indeed they were;
but what surprised Mrs. Kinzer when she went into
the kitchen was to find Miranda there before her.

“You here, my dear? That’sright. | "1ltake
a look at the milk-room. Where’s Ham ?”

“Outamong the stock. Dab’sjustgone to him.”

Curious things people will do at times. Miranda
had put down the coffee-pot on the range. There
was not a single one of the farm “ help ” around,
male or female, and there stood the blooming
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young bride, with her back toward her rnother,
and staring out through the open door. And then
Mrs. Kinzer slipped forward and put her arms
around her danghteris neck.

Well, it was very early in the morning for those
two women to stand there and cry; but it seemed
to do them good, and Miranda remarked, at last,
as she kissed Mrs. Kinzer: “ O mother, it is all
so good and beautiful, and | 'm so happy.”

And then they both laughed in a subdued and
quiet way, and Miranda picked up the coffee-pot
while her mother walked away into the milk-room.

Such cream as there seemed to be on all the
pans that morning 1

As for Ham Morris, his first visit, on leaving the
house, had been to the ashes of the oid barn, as a
matter of course.

“ Not much of a loss,” he said to himself; “ but
it might have been but for Dab. There ’s the
making of a man in him. Wonder if he 'd get
enough to eat if we sent him up yonder. On the
whole, | think he would. If he did n’t, |1 don’t
believe it would be his fault. He ’s got to go, and
his mother ’ll agree, | know. Talk about mothers-
in-law. If one of’em ’s worth as much as she is,
I ’d like to have a dozen. Don’c know, though.
I ’'m afraid the rest would have to take back seats
while Mrs. Kinzer was in the house.”

Very likely Ham was right; but just then he
heard the voice of Dab Kinzer behind him.

“ 1say, Ham, when you 've looked at the other
things | want to show you the “ Swallow.” | haven’t
hurt her a bit, and her new grapnel’s worth three
ofthe oid one.”

“ All right, Dab. | think I ’d like a sniff of the
water. Come on. There s nothing else like that
smell of the shore with the tide half out.”

No more there is, and there have been sea-shore
men, many of them, who had wandered away into
the interior of the country, hundreds and hundreds
oflong miles, and setled there, and even got rich
and oid there, and yet who have come all the way
back again just to get another smell of the salt
marshes and the sea breeze and the outgoing tide.

Ham actually took a little boat and went on
board the “ Swallow ” when they reached the land-
ing, and Dab kept close by him.

“ She ’s all right, Ham. But whatare you cast-
ing loose for?”

“ Dab, they wontall be ready forbreakfast in two
hours. The stock and things can go. The men
Il tend to ’em. Just haul on that sheet a bit.
Now the jib. Look out for the boom. There.
The wind ’s a little ahead, but it isn’t bad. Ah!”

The last word carne out in a great sigh of relief,
and was followed by a chuckle which seemed to
gurgle up aU the way from Ham’s boots.
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“ This is better ihan railroading,” he said to
Dabney, as they taeked into the long stretch where
the inlet widened toward the bay. *“ No pounding
orjarring here. Talk ofyour fashionable watering-
places1l Why, Dab, there aint anything else in the
world pretiier ihan that reach of water and the
sand island with the ocean beyond it. There’s
some ducks and some guOs. Why, Dab, do you
see that? There’s a porpoise inside the bar."

It was as clear as daylight that Ham Morris felt
himself “ at home ” again, and that his brief expe-
rience of the outside world had by no means
lessened his affection for the place he was born in.
If the entire truth could have been known, it would
have been found that he felt his heart warm toward
the whole coast and all its inhabitants, including
the clams. And yet it was remarkable how many
of the latter were mere empty shells when Ham
finished his breakfast that morning. He preferred
them roasted, and his mother-in-law had not for-
gotten that trait in his character.

Once or twice in the course of the sail Dabney
found himself on the point of saying something
aboutboarding-schools, buteach time his friend sud-
denly broke away to discuss other topics, sucli as
blue-fish, porpoises, crabs, or the sailing qualities of
the “ Swallow,” and Dab dimly felt it would he
better to wait till another time. So he waited.

And then, as they sailed up the inlet, very happy
and very hungry, he suddenly exclaimed: “ Ham,
do you see that? How could they have guessed
where we had gone ? There s the whole tribe, and
the boys are with ’em, and Annie.”

“ What boys and Annie?”

“ Oh, Ford Foster and Frank Harley. Annieis
Ford’s sister.”

“ What ’s become of Jenny ?”

“You mean my boat? Why, there she is
hitched a little out, there by the landing.”

And Dabney did not seem to guess the meaning
of Ham’s queer, quizzical smile.

Chapter XVIII.

There was a sort of coimcii at the breakfast
table of the Foster family that morning, and Ford
and Annie found themselves “ voted down.”

“ Annie, my dear,” said Mrs. Foster, in a gcntle
but decided way, “ | ’m sure your aunt Maria, if
not your Unele, must feel hurt alsout your coming
away so suddenly. If we invite Joe and Foster to
visit us, it will make it all right.”

“ Yes !” sharply exclaimed Mr. Foster. “We
must have them come. They '11behave themselves
here. 1’1l write to their father; you write to Maria."

“ They 're her own boys, you know,” added Mrs.
Foster, soothingly.
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“ Well, mother,” said Annie, “ if it must be.
But | 'm sure thev ’JI make us all very uncomfort-
able.”

“ | can stand ’em for a week or so,” said Ford,
with the air of a man who can do or bear more than
niost people. “ 1’1l get Dab Kinzer to help me
entertain them.”

“ Excellent,” said Mr. Foster, “ and | hope they
will be civil to him.”

“To Dabney?” asked Annie.

“Fuz and Joe civil to Dab Kinzer?” exclaimed
Ford.

“ Certainly, | hope so0.”

“ Father,” said Ford, “ may 1 say just what |
was thinking?”

“ Speak it right out.”

“Well, I was thinking what a good time Fuz
and Joe would be likely to have trying to get ahead
ofDab Kinzer.”

Annie looked at her brother and nodded, and
there was a bit of a twinkle in the eyes of the law-
yer himself, but he only remarked:

“ Well, you must be neighborly. 1 don’t believe
the Hart boys know much about the sea-shore.”

“Dab and Frank and 1 will try and educare
them.”

Annie thought of the ink and her box of ruined
cuffsand collars while her brother was speaking.
Could it be that Ford meant a good deal more than
he ivas saying ? At all events she fully agreed with
him 011 the Dab Kinzer question. That was one
council, and it was of peace or war according as
events and the Hart boys themselves should deter-
mine.

At the same hour, however, matters of even
greater importance were coming to a decisién
around the well-filled breakfast-table in the Morris
mansion. Ham had given a pretty full account of
hisvisit to Grantley, including his dinner at Mrs.
Myers’, and all he had Icarned of the academy.

“ It seems like spending a great deal of money,”
began Mrs. Kinzer, when Ham at last paused for
breath, but he caught her up at once with, “ I
know you *ve been paying out a great deal, Mother
Kinzer, but Dab must go if | pay ”

“You pay, indeed, for my boy ! 1°d like to see
myseif Now | 've found out what he is, | mean
he shall have every advantage, if this Grantley ’s
the right place.”

“ Mothen,” exclaimed Samantha, “ it’s the very
place Mr. Foster is to send Ford to, and Frank
Harley.”

“Exactly,” said Ham. “ Mr. Hart spoke of a
Mr. Foster,—his brother-in-law,—a lawyer.”

“Why,” said Keziah, “ he’s living in our oid
house now 1 Ford Foster is Dab’s greatest erony.”

“Yes, | heard about it last night, but | had n’t
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put the two together,” said Ham.
mean Dab istogo?”

* Of course,” said Mrs. Kinzer.

“ Well, if that isn’t doing it easy. Do you know
it’s about the nicest thing since | got here ?”

“ Except the barn afire,” said Dabney, unable to
keep still any loiiger. “ Mother, may 1 stand on
my head a while ?”

“You’ll need all the head youve got,” said
Ham. “ You wont have much time to get ready.”

“ Books enough after he gets there,” exclaimed
Mi-s. Kinzer. “ I ’ll risk Dabney."

“ And they’ll make him give up all his slang,”
added Samantha.

“ Yes, Sam, when | come back | ’ll talk nothing
but Greek and Latin. 1’m getting French now
from Ford, and Hindoo from Frank Harley. Then
I know English and slang and Long Islandisli.
Think of one man with seven first-rate ianguages.”

But Dabney found himself unable to sit still, even
at the breakfast-table. Not that he got up hungry,
for he had done his duty by Miranda’s cookery,
but the house itself seemed too small to hold him,
with all his new prospects swelling so within him.
Perhaps, too, the rest of the family felt better able
to discuss the important subject before them after
Dab had taken himself into the open air.

“ It beats dreaming all hollow,” said the latter to
himself, as he stood, with his hands in his pockets,
half-way down toward the gate between the two
fanns. “ Now | 11 see what can be done about
that other matter.”

Two plans in one head, and so young a head as
that? Yes, and it spoke very well for Dab’s heart,
as well as his brains, that plan number two was not
a selfish one. The substance of it carne out in the
first five minutes of the talk he had with Ford and
Frank, on the other sideof the gate.

“ Ford, you know there’s twenty dollars left of
the money the Frenchman paid us for theblue-fish.”

“ Well, what of it? Isn’tityours?”

“ One share s mine; the rest yoursand Dick’s.”

“ He needs it more 'n | do.”

“ Ford, did you know Dick was real bright?”

“ 'Cute little chap as | ever saw. Why?”

“ Well, he ought to go to school.”

“Why don’t he go ?”

“ He does, except in summer. He might go to
the academy if they °d take him and he had money
enough.”

“What academy?”

“ Why, Grantley, of course. |’m going, and
so are you and Frank. Why shouldn’t Dick go ?”

“You're going? Hurrah forthatl Whydidn’l
you say so before ?”

“ Was n’t sure till this morning. You fellowsll
be along way ahead ofme, but | mean to catch up.”

“ Do you really
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For a few minutes poor Dick was lost sight of in
a storm of talk, but Dab carne back to him with:

“ Dick’s folks are dreadful poor, but we might
raise it. Twenty dollars to begin with ”

“ 1’ve ten dollars laid up, and | know motherl
say pass it right in,” exclaimed Ford.

It was hardly likely Mrs. Foster would express
her assent precisely in that way, but Frank added;

“ 1 think | can promise five.”

“ 1 mean to speak to Ham Morris and mother
about it,” said Dab. * All I wanted was to fix it
about the twenty to start on.”

“ Frank,” shouted Ford, “ let’s go right in and
see our crowd.”

Ford was evidently excited, and it was hardly five
minutes later when he woimd up his story with:

“ Father, may | contribute my ten dollars to the
Richard Lee Education Fund?”

“ Of course, but he will need a good deal more
than you boys can raise.”

“ Why, father, the advertisement says half a
year fora hundred and fifty. He can board for
less than we can. Perhaps Mrs. Myers would let
him work out a part of it.”

“ 1 can sparc as much as Ford can,” said Annie.

“ Do you leave me out entirely?” asked her
mother, with a smile that was even sweeter than
usual. As for sharp-eyed lawyer Foster, he had
been hemming and coughing in an odd sort of way
for a moment, and he had said, “ | declare,” seve-
ral times, but he now remarked, somewhat more to
the purpose: “ | don’t believe in giving any man a
better education than he will ever know what to do
with, but then, this Dick Lee, and you boys,—well,
see what you can do, but no one must be allowed
to contribute outside of the Foster and Kinzer
families and Frank. As for the rest, hem,—ah, |
think 1’1l say there wont be any difficulty.”

“ You, father?”

“ Why not, Annie? Do yous’pose Pm going to
be bcaten by a mere country boy like Dab Kinzer?”

“ Father,” said Ford, “ if you’d seen how Dick
behaved, that night, out there on the ocean, in the
* Swallow |~

“ Just as well, just as well, my son!”

“ Hurrah !'” shouted Ford, “ then it’s all right,
and Dick Lee 11 have a fair shake in the world.”

“ A what, my son? ” exclaimed his mother.

“ 1 didn’t mean to talk slang, mother, | only
meant,—well, you know how dreadfully black he is,
but then he can steer a boat tip-top, and he-’s
splendid for crabs and blue-fish, and Dab says he’s
a good scholar, too.”

“Dab’ a very good boy,” said Mrs. Foster,
“but your friend Dick will need an outfit, |
imagine. Clothes and almost everything. | must
see Mrs. Kinzer about it,”
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Meantime Dick Lee’s part in the matter had
been taken for granted all around. An hour later,
however, Mrs. Kinzer’s first reply to her son, after
a calculation on his part which made it almost seem
as if Dick would make money by going to Grantley,
was; “ What if Mrs. Lee says she can’t spare
hiiu ?”

Dab’s countenance fell. He knew Mrs. Lee, but
he had not thought so far as that.

“Well, Dabney, if we can make
arrangements, | Tl see her about it.”

Ham Morris had been exchanging remarkalric
winks with Miranda and Samantha, and néw gravely
suggested :  May be the academy authorities will
refuse to take him.”

“ They liad a blacker boy than he is there last
year, Ford says.”

“ Now, Dab,” exclaimed Ham.

“Well, I know he’s pretty black, but it don’t
come off.”

* Mother,” said Samantha, * Mrs.
Annie are coming through the gate.”

Dab just waited long enough, after that, to learn
the news concerning the “ Richard Lee Education
Fund,” and Mr. Foster’s offer, and then he was off
toward the shore. He knew very well in which
direction to go, for, half-way to the landing, he met
Dick coming up the road with a basket of eels on

ihe other

Foster and

his arm.

“ Dick, |’'m going to boarding-school, at an
academy.”

“’Cad’my? Whar?”

“Up in New England. They caliit Grantley
Academy. Where Ford and Frank are going.”

“ Dat spiles it all,” exclaimed Dick, ruefully.
“Now 1|’ got to fish wid fellers ’at don’t knoiv
nuffin.”

“ No you wont. You’re going with us.
all fixed, money and all.”

Dick would never have thought of questioning a
statement made by “ Captain Kinzer,” but the rué-
ful expression deepened on his face, the liasket of
eels dropped heavily on the grass, the tough, black
fingers twisted netvously together for a moment,
and then he sat mournfully down beside the basket.

“ It aint no use, Dab.”

No use? Whynot?”
| aint a w’ite boy.”

“What of it? Don’t you
over at the school ?”

“ More dar like me. Wot ’c | do in a place
whar all de res’ was w’ite ?”

“ Well as anybody.”

“ Wot’llmyinudder say, w’en she gits de news?
You isnt ajokin’, isyou, Dab Kinzer?”

“ Joking? | guess not.”

“You's lit 011 me powerfiil sudden, ’bout dis.

Its

“

“

learn well enough
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Yonder’s Ford an’Frank a-comin’. Don’t tell ’em,

notjistyet.”

“They know all about it. They helpcd raise
the money.”

“ Did dey? Well, ’taint no use. All 1’s good

for is eeis and crabs and clams and sech.
come. Oh, my!”

But Ford and Frank brought a fiesh gust of
enthusiasm with them, and they had Dick and his

Hardey

“1 HAS N*T SAID MB MIGHT GO.”

“ We must
“ 1t would

«lsup from the grass in short order.
seeMrs. Lee right away,” said Ford.
never do to let Dick tell her.”

“ Guess dat's so,” said Dick.

Quite an embassy they made, those four boys,
«ith Dab Kinzer for spokesman, and Dick half
oouching behind him. Mrs. Lee listened with
npen mouth while Dab unfolded his plan, but when
liehad finished she Shut her lips firmly together.
They were not very thin and not at all used to
I>eiiig shut, and in another instant they opened
Jgain.

“Sho 1 De boy! Isdat you, Dick? Dat s wot
«mes of dressin’ on him up. ' How ‘s he goin’ to
ptclo'es? Wot’s he got to do wid de ’cad’my,
tnyhow? Wot am | to do, yer, all alone, arter he ’s

VoL. V.—50.
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gone, |’d like to know ? Who’s goin’ to run
err’nds an’ do de choahs? W ot ’s de use ob bringin’
up a boy ’n’ den hab ’im go trapesin’ off to de
‘cad’'my? Wot good’llitdo im?”

“ | tole yer so, Dab,” groaned poor Dick.
aint no use. | ’most wish | was a eel.”

Dab was on the point of opening a whole broad-
side of eloquence when Ford Foster pinched his
arm and whispered : “ Your mother’s coming, and
our Annie ’s with her.”

“ Then let’s clear out. She’sworth a ten-acre
lot full of us. Come on, boys.”

If Mrs. Lee was surprised by their very sudden
retrcat, she need not have been after she learned
the cause of it. She stood in wholesome awe of
Mrs. Kinzer, and a “ brush” with the portly widow,
re-enforced by the sweet face of Annie Foster, was
a pretty serious matter.  Still, she did not hesitate
about beginning the skirmish, for her tongue was
already a bit loosened.

““Wot s dis yer, Mrs. Kinzer, ’bout sendin’ away
my Dick to a furriii ’cad’my ? Isn’t he most nigh
nuff sp’iled aready ?”

“ Oh, it ’s all arranged, nicely. Miss Foster and
I only carne over to see what we could do about
getting his clothes ready. He must have things
warm and nice, for the winters are coid up there.”

“1 hasn’t said he might go,—Dick, put down
dem eeis,—an’he has n’tsaid he ’cl go,—Dick, take
off your hat,—an’ his father "

“ Now, Glorianna,” interrupted Mrs. Kinzer,
calling Dick’s mother by her first fiame, “1 ’ve
known you these forty years, and do you s’pose | 'm
going to argue about it? Just tell us what Dick ’ll
need, and don’t let’s have any nonsense. The
money ’sall provided. How do you know what '11
become of him? He may be governoryet "

“ He raought preach.”

That idea had suddenly dawned upon the per-
plexed mind of Mrs. Lee, and Dick’s fate was
settled. She was ptouder than ever of her boy,
and, truth to tell, her opposition was only what
Mrs. Kinzer had considered it, a piece of unac-
countablc “ nonsense,” to be brushed away by such
a hand as the widow’s.

It

Chapter XIX.

That was a great day for the boys, but, before
the closc of it, Ford Foster had told his friends the
neiYS that Joe Hart and his brother Fuz had been
invited to visit with him.

“ Will they come ?” asked Dalj.

“ Certainly. That kind of boy always comes.
Nobody wants to keep him from coming.”

“ When do you look for them ?”

“ Rightaway. Vacation’s most gone, youknow.”
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“Wont they be ashamed to meet your sister!”

“ Not a bit. They TI try their tricks even aftcr
they get here.”
“ All right.  We Tl help ’em all we know how.

But, boys, 1tcU you what wc must try for.”

“ W hat’s that?”

“ One grand, good sailing party, in the ‘Swal-
low,” before they gec here.”

“ Hurrah for that! Annie was wishing fur one
only ycsterday.”

“We ’ll have all of your folks and all of ours.
The “ Swallow” s plenty big enough.”

“ Mother would n’t go and father can't,
now. He’strying a case.
Frank and me 7

“ And my mother and Ham and Miranda and

just
But there ’s Annie and

our girls. Ham Tl go, sure. Then we must take
Dick Leealong. 1t’d make him sick if we did n’t.”
“Of course. And aint | glad about him?

Could we get ready and go to-morrow ?”

“ Guess not so quick as that. We might by the
day after, if the weather’s all right.”

Exactly. There is always a large sized “ if” to
be put in where anything depends on the weathcr.
Mrs. Kinzer took the matter up with enthusiasm,
and so did the girls, Miranda included, and Ford
Foster was right about his own part of the com-
pany.

But the weathcr 1

It looked well enough to unpracticed eyes, but
Ham Morris sbook his head and went to consult
his fishermcn friends. Every human barometer
among them warned him to wait a day or so.

“ Such warm, nicc weather,” lemonstrated Ford
Foster, “ and there isn’tany wind to speak of.”

“There’s too much of it coming,” was Ham’s
responso, and there was no help forit. Not even
when the mail brought word from “ Aunt Maria”
that her two bo)'s would arrive in a day or so.

“ Our last chance is gone, Annie,” said Ford,
when the news carne.

“ O, mother, what shall we do?”

“ Have your sail, just Ihe same, and invite your
cousins.”

* But the Kinzcrs 7

“Why, Annie ! Mrs. Kinzer will not think of
neglecting them. She ’s as kind as kind can be.”

“ And we are to pay her with Joe and Fuz,” said
Ford. * Well, I wish Ham Morris’s storm would
come along.”

He only had to wait till next day for it, and he
was quite contented to be on shore while it lasted.
There was no use in laughing at the propliecies of
the fishermen after it began to blow. Still, it was
not a long one, and Ham Morris remarked: “ This
is only an outside edge of it. It’s a good deai
worse at sea, Glad we ’re not out in it.”

KINZER.
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Ford Foster thought the worst of it was when
the afternoon train carne in, and he had to showa
|jair of tired, moist and altogether unplcasain
cousins to the room set apart for them. Just after
tea a note carne over from Mi-s. Kinzer, asking the
Hart boystojoin the yachting party next morning.

“ The storm may not be over,” growled Ford.

* Oh,” said Annie, “ Mrs. Kinzer adds that the
weather will surely be fine.after such a blow, and
the bay will be quite safe and smootli.”

“ Does she know the clcrk of the weathcr,”
asked Joe Hart.

* Got one of her own,” said Ford.

Fuz Hart laughed but said nothing. Both he
and his brother felt a little “ strange” as yet, and
were almost inclined to try and behave themselves.

When morning carne, liowever, sea and earth
and sky seemed to be the better for what they had
just been through. The grass and trees were
greener and the bay seemed bluer, while the few
clouds visible in the sky were very white and cleaii,
as if all the storms had been washed out of them.
Not a singlething wentwrong in Mrs. Kinzer’s man-1
agement of the * setting out” of the party, and
that was half the day now to begin with. Ford liad |
some trouble in getting Joe and Fuz up so very |
early, butanintimation that “ Ham Morris wouldn’t |
wait five minutes for the Queen of England, or |
even me,” was sufficient to rouse them.

“ Joe,” whispered Fuz, after they got on board, |
“ are we to be gone a week ?”

“Why? Whatsup?”

“ Such piles of provisions as they *ve stowedaway |
in that kennell”

The bit of a water-tight cabin under the lialf-
deck, at which Fuz pointed, was pretty well filleJ,
beyond a doubt, but Mrs. Kinzer knew what she
was about. She had provided lunch for most of |
that party before, and the effect of the sea-air»asj
also to be taken into account.

“ Dab,” said Ford Foster, “ you’ve forgoltenl
to unhitcb the *Jenny.” Here sheis, towing astem."!

“That’s all right. We may need her. She'sj
too heavy to take on board.”

A careful fellow was Mr. Hamilton Morris, andi
he knew very well the valué of a row-boat to a pic-|
nic party. As for Joe and Fuz the)’were compelled;j
to Overeéme a strong inclination to cast the boatl
loose. Such a joke it would have been, but H.im|
was in the way as long as he held lhe tiller.

The “ Swallow ” was “ steady” enough lo inspire!
even Annie Foster with a feeling of confidente,®
but Ford carefully explained to her the differenci
between slipping along over the little waves of the
land-locked bay, and plunging into the great biH
iows of the stormy Atlantic.

“ | prcfer this,” said Annie.



“ But 1would n’t have niissed the other for any-
Iliing,” replied Ford. “ Would you, Dick?”

Mr. Richard Lee had taken his full share in the
ivork of starting, and liad made himself singularly
uscful, but if all the rest had not been so busy they
would have noticed his silence. Hardly a word had
lie uttered, that anybody could remember, and,
now he was forced to say something, his mouth
opened slowly, as if he had never tried to speak
before and was not quite sure he knew how;

“No,-Mr.-Foster,-I-wouid-not-have-missed-
lhat- trip- for-a- good- deal.”

Every word by itself, and as different from Dick’s
firdinary talk as a cut stone is from a rough one.
Ham Morris opened his eyes wide, and Ford puck-
ered up liis lips in a sort of a whistle, but Annie
caught the meaning of it quicker than they did.

“ Dick,” she said, “ are we to fish to-day?”

't May be,-but-that-depends-on-Mr.-Morris.”

Every word slowly and carefully uttered, a good
deal like a man counts over doubtful money, look-
ingshaip for a counterfeit.

“Look here, Dick!” suddenly exclaimed Dab
Kinzer, “ | give it up. You can do it. But dont
iryto keep it up all day. Kill you, sure as any-
thing, if you do.”

“Did | say ’em all right, Cap’n Dab ?” anxiously
inquired Dick, with a happy look on his black,
merry face.

" Every word,” said Dab. “ Well for you they
were all short. Keep on practicing.”

o111 jest do dat, sliuah !'”

Practicing? Yes, that was it, and Dick himself
joined heartily in the peal of laughter with which
Ithe success of his first attempt at “ white folk’s
IEnglish ” was received by the party, Dab ex-
Iplained that as soon as Dick found he was really
llogo to the academy he determined to teach his
Itongue new habits, and the whole company
Iheartily approved, even while theyjoined Dab in
ladvising him not to try too much at a time.

Plenty of talk and fun all around as the “ Swal-
llov” skimmed onward, and the long, low outlincs
lofthe narrow sand-island were rapidly becoming
' otore distinct.

" 1s that a light-house ?” asked Annie of Dab.

"Yes, and there ’s a wi-ecking station cidse by.”

“Men there all the while? Are’there many
I «rccks on this coast ?”
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“ Ever so many, and there used to be more of
them. It was a bad place to run ashore, in those
days. Almost as bad as Jersey.”

“ Why ?”

“ Because of the wreckers. The shore’s bad
enough, and the bar’s a mean place to escape on,
but the wrepkers used to make it worse.”

And Dab launched out into a slightly exaggei-
ated description of the terrors of the Long Island
coast in oid times and new, and of the character
of the men who were formerly the first to find out
if anything or anybody had gone ashore.

“ What a prize that French steamer would have
been 1” said Annie, “ the one )0u took Frank
Harley from.”

“ No, she wouldn’t. Why, she wasn’t wrecked
at all. She only stuck her nosein the sand and
lay still till the tugs pulled her off. That isn’t a
ewreck. A wreck is where the ship is knocked to
pieces and people are di-owned, and all that sort of
thing. Then the wreckers have a notion that every-
thing that comes ashore belongs to them. Why,
I ve heard even some of our oid fishermen—best
kind of men, too—talk of how government has
robbed’em of thoir rights.”

“ By the new system ?”

“ By having wrecks prevented, and saving the
property for the owners.”
“lIsn’t that strange!

good men ?”
e “ Some of’em.

Did you say they were

Honest as the day is long about
everything else. But they weren’t all so. There
was oid Peter, and he livcs on the Island yet.
There ’s his cabin now. You can just see itin the
edge of that great sand-hill.”

“ What a queer thing it is!”

* Sometimes the storms drift the sand all over it,
and oid Peter has to dig it out again. He ’s snowed
under two or three times every winter.”

They were now coasting along the island, at no
great distance, and, although it was not nearly
noon, Dab heard Joe Hart say to his brother:

“ Never was so hungry in all my life. Glad they
did lay in a good stock of provisions.”

“ So am |,” returned Fuz. *“ Isn’t there any
such thing as our getting into the cabin!”

No, there was not, so long as Mrs. Kinzer was
the *“ stewardess ” of that expedition, and Joe and
Fuz were compelled to wait lier motions.

(To he coniinutd.)
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OR, CHARLEY AND

THE OLD FOLKS.

By Susan Coolidge.

IA cuNWIiNCfox perceived some turkeys roosriiig securely on the bough of a high tree.

airolher wav

Night after night he scilioned himself beneath Uie tree, and there played ofTal! sona of cuiious mcks.

Unable to climh, he resolved to get atiteeraj
HejumH. hel

capeted, he tumed somersaolis, he tvaiked on his hind legs, he pretended to be dead, he rarsed and eapanded his mil unt.b

itI"kcd like a dame of fire,-in short, he performed «vciy antic eoaceivable.

The turkeys who. to sleep in safely, hsd only « "™ A

backs and forget ihe fox, were so agitaied and exeiied by his prai.ks that fot whole n.ghls they never dosed thmr oyes, the «itseqeeac.1
waslhatthey lost strength, and ooeby one dropped froto the bouoh and roto the jaws of Renard, who soon raade” md ofthem. |

Hfmtf.—Itisunwise to concern one's selfwith the tricks and andes of mischieeons pcrsons.—X a .ihefni/rr’r

It was iTiidsummer at the oid Brush Farm.
When I say “ midsummer,” how many pretty things
it means,—woods at their frcshest and gieenest,
meadows sweet with newly cut hay, cinnamon-roses
in the hedges and water-lilies in the ponds, bees
buzziTig in and out of the clove-pinks and larkspurs
which edge the beds of cabbages and carrots in the
kitchen-garden, a humming-bird at work in the
scarlettrumpets of the honeysucklc on the porch,—
everywhere the sense of fullness and growth, with
no shadow as yet of rankness or decay. Augusr
is over-ripe. September’s smile is sad, but mid-
summer is all rosy hope, the crown and blossom
of the year.

Charley Brush lay under aii apple-tree, face
downward, and absorbed in “ The Red Rover," a
ljook he had read at least ten times before. Stories
about ships and sea-life and frcebooters and bucca-
neers were his favorite reading, and, unfértunately,

what with iilustrated papers and cheap novéis,!
and so-called “ Boys’ books,” plenty of such taleij
abound nowadays. | say unfértunately, for besidel
teaching him nothing, these books made Charle)!
utteily dissatisfied with his life at home. Hneingl
vegetables, chopping wood, and going to the dis-l
trict school, seemed dull work indeed to a boy whol
was longing to stand sword in hand on a blood-"
stained deck, in a gory uniform trimmed with skiilla
and cross-bones, and order his enemies to be thrnwf
one by one into the sea. “ The shark awaits youij
car-casses 1”” spouted the imaginary desperado "itlj
a vicious snap of his tceth; and when Aunt Crea
interrupted by asking him to bring in an armful
of kindling, he glared at her like the Red Rovjj
himsolf. Poor Aunt Greg ! how little she guessc *
what was passing in his mind !

“ You look real palé to-day,” she said. *“1"'q
afraid all that mincc-pie for supper would be Iwi
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Here, Charley, | ’ll niix you some ginger-
That ’ll settle you, and make all right

for you.
and'Water.
again.”

“ Mis-cre-ant 1”7 was what Charley yearned to
say, but instead he muttered, gruffly, “ | aint sick,
and | don’t want no ginger.” Very bad grammai-,
as you perceive; but graminar seemed such an
unnecessary accomplishment for a would-be bucca-
neer, that Charley never could be induced to pay
the least attention to it.

That afternoon, under the apple-tree, he made
up his mind. A pirate he must and he would he,
by fair means or by foul. He wascunning enough
toknow that the very word “‘pirate ” would frightcn
his grandmother into fics, so he only asked her
leave to go to sea. Going to sea was, to his mind, a
necessary first step toward the noble profession he
desired to enter.

“ | want to so bad,” he whined.
raay.”

Grandmother began to cry. Aunt Hitty was
siue he must be out of bis mind, and ran for the
Epsom salts. Aunt Greg quoted, “ There’s no
place like home,” and lold a story about a boy she
once heard of who ran away to sea and never carne
back, * foundered or drowndered,” she could n’t
remember which. Aunt Prue seized his shoulders
and gave him a sound shakc. Tiiis was what carne
of idling over stovy-books all day long, she said,—
he could just shut up and go and give the pig its
supper, and not let her hear any more trash like
that—making them all feel so bad about nothing,

Charley twisted his shoulder out of her grasp
with a scowl, but he took the pail and went out to
the pen. All the time that piggy ate, he was con-
sidering what to do. “ I ’ll tease ’'em,” he decidcd,
"and tease and tease, and then they ’il let me go.”

So he did tease, and plead and expostulate, but
it was all in vain. Grandmother and the aunts
could not be reached by any of his entreaties, and
at the end of a week he seemed as far from his
desire as ever.

You will wonder, perhaps, that Charley did not
run away, as so many boys do in books, and a few
out ofthem, Somehow he never thought of that.
He was not a hardy, adventurous fellow at all.
His desire to go to sea was a fancy born of foolish
reading, and he wanted to have his going made
easy for him.

11 must set to work in another way,” he thought
at last. “ Asking of ’em aint no use. | must
make ’em want to have me go.” Then he fell to
lliinking how this could be done.

“Aunt Hitty would n’t hold out long if the
Mhers did n’t,” he thought. “ I could coax ltcr
into it as easy as fun. She ’ll do anything if | kiss
and pet her a bit. Then there’s Aunt Greg,—she

“Picase say |
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thinks so much of poetry and such stuff, | ’ll hunt
up the pieces in the ‘Reader " about * The sea, the
sea, the deep blue sea,” and al! that, and learn ’em
and say ’em to her, and 1 1l tell her about coral
groves and palm-trees, and make her think it ’s the
jimmiest thing going to sail off and visit ’em.
Grandmother ’s always bothering about my being
sick, and afraid of this and afraid of that; so | I
just be sick—so sick that nothing but a viyage ’ll
cure me ! As for Aunt Prue, ‘taint no use trying
to impose on her. I guess 1°ll have to he real
liateful and troublesome to Aunt Prue. 1’1l tease
pussy and slop on the pantry shelves, and track up
the fioor every time she mops it, and leave the dip-
per in the sink, and all the other things she don’t
like, and by and by she ’ll be just glad to see the
last of me! Hil—that’ll fetch ’em all!” He
ended his reflections with a chuckie. Charley wasn’t
really a bad boy,—not bad through and through,
that is,—but he had a cunning, tricky side to his
nature which made him like to play on the weak-
nesses of his grandmother and aunts. A sharp boy
may prove more than a match for four imsuspect-
ing oid woinen; and though in this case they were
in the right and he in the wrong, none the less was
he likely to succeed in his crafty plans.

He waited a few days to let opposition subsidc,
and then began his tricks. Charley’s first victim
was Aunt Hitty. She was a gentle, weak-minded
person, easy to peisuade, and when Charley put
his head into her lap and called her coaxing fiames,
and was sure she was too kind to disappoint him in
the thing he was set upon, her heart softcned, and
she began to think that they all had been hard and
unkind. “ The dear boy wants to go awful bad,”
she told Aunt Greg, and to her sutprise Aunt Greg
did not fly out and scold as she had expected, but
answered, with a sigh, “ | suppose sailing on the
ocean is beautiful!” Aunt Greg had never seen
the ocean in her life, but she was naturally roman-
tic; and Charley, u'ho had been hard at work at
the “ Reader,” had crammed her with all sorts of
poetical quotations and fancies concerning it, Fly-
ing fish, coral islands, pole stars, dolphins, gallant
maiiners, wet sheets and flowing seas, figured
largely in these cxtracts, but there was no mention
whatever of storms, sharks, drowning, hard work,
or anything disagreeable. Aunt Greg could not
see the charm of “ wet sheets,” but all the rest
sounded delightful; and gradually a picture formed
itself in her mind of a sea which was always blue
and always smooth, and of Charley standing on the
deck of a ship repcating poetry to himself in the
moonlight; and her opposition grew feebler and
feebler.

“ Charley ’s got a lot of ideas in his head,” she
said one day when she and her sisters were slicin<®
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apples for drying. “ He aint no common boy,

Charley aint. He Ti make a mark yet—see if he
don’t.”
“ Dear little fellow 1” sighed Aunt Hitty. “ So

lovin’ and affectionate! He used to be a little
wonisome in his ways at times, but he’s got all
over that1”

“ Oh, has he ?” snapped Aunt Prue. “ 17 like
to know when? He’s been more of a plague the
last six weeks than ever in his life before. When
he upset that milk last night I could have cuffed
him, 1t’s the third time since Wednesday. Mark,
indeed! The only mark he ’ll ever make is a dirt-
mark on clean floors. The kitchen looks like
Sancho at this moment. | ’ve washed it up twice
as often as oidinary, but as sure as | get it clean,
in lie comes stamping about with his muddy boots
and tracks it from end to end, | believe he does it
a-purpose.” e

“ 0, Pruc!” begau Aunt Hitty, in a pleading
tone, while Aunt Greg brokc in, indignantly :

“ A-purpose! Welll Charley’s mind is on other
things, | can tell you, and it’s no wonder he some-
times forgets to wipe his feet.”

“ Other things 1 Getting off to sea, | suppose
you mean ?” remarked Aunt Prue, grimly. “ He’s
puiled the wool over your eyes and Hitty’s finely, |
declare. As for me, if he ’s goin’ on to behave as
he has done for a spell back, the sooner he quits
the better. 1 wash wy» hands of him,” and Aunt
Prue flounced into the buttery just as Grandmother
carne in at the other door.

“ Charley is it you was talking about?” she
asked. “ Did you hear him coughin’ last night?
I did, and 1 could n’t sleep a wink for worrying
about it. A real deep cough itwas. Do you sup-
pose it the lungs, and what’s good for him to
take?”

“ He ’s well enough except for mischief,” put in
Aunt Prue through the buttery door.

“ Prue never thinks anything ails anybody,” said
Mrs, Brush, sinking her voice to a whisper. “1°'m
really consarned about Charley. He don't eat
hardly anything at dinner. That aint a bit natural
for a growin’ boy. And he says he lies awake a
great deal of nights. He thinks it’s the air about
here makes him feel bad, but | don’t know if he ’s
right about it. | wish we’d a doctor here to
say if going off to sea—or somewhere—would be
the best thing for him. |’m clean confused as to
what we ’d best do about it, but | ’'m real uneasy
in my mind.”

Charley, coming in just then, chucklcd to liim-
self as he heard her.

So things went on, and by October Charley had
his wish. It was settied that he should go to sea.
Aunt Greg drove over to Wachuset Center and
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consulted with oid Mr. Greg, her father-in-law,
who was the wise man of lhe neighborhood.

“ Let him go—Ilet him go,” was Mr. Greg'sl
advice. “ When a chap like that gets the bit
between his teeth, it’s no use to keep yanking at
the reins. Let him go for one long cruise, and seel
how he likes it. Ten to one he’ll come back then
and be glad to settle down. He aint the kind of|
boy to make a sailor of, | judge. There’si
Bradley,—my first wife’s cousin,—captain of onel
of them China traders ; ship Charley with him.1
I Tl write a line, and | guess Ben ’ll kind of keep an|
eye on him for the sake of the connection.”

So, late in the fall, Charley went to sea. Grand-1
mother and the aunts felt dreadfully sad when iti
carne to the parting ; but he was full of satisfactionj
and triumph, and never shed a tear. The * Hclenl
Weeks,” as Captain Bradley's ship was named,|
sailed from Boston on the second of November,
and for fifteen months nobody at hortie heard a|
word of Charley.

Those were sad days at the oid Brush Farm.!l
Grandmother fell ill from anxiety, and even Auntl
Prue looked white and miserable. Aunt Greg andi
Aunl Hitty speiii their time crying in corners, andi
“Why did we let him go?” was the language ofi
all their hearts. But in February, when evetpl
thing was at its coldest and iciest, Charley caniej
back,—Charley or his ghost, for the tall, thin,[
starved-looking ragged boy set down at the gatel
was very unlike the stout, rosy lad of the vearl
before.

He was so weak and forlorn that it was severall
days before he recovered enough to expiain ivhatl
had happened to him, and then it was little by|
iittle, and not as | give it, in one connected story.

“ 1 don’t ever want to go to sea again,” he began. |
“ It aint a bit like what ive thought it was. | don'tl
know why them chaps in the ‘Reader’ called ill
‘blue.” It’s green and black and yellow, and alli
kinds of colors, but I never see it look blue cxcept-1
in' ivhen folks was looking at it from the land. It5l
coid, too, and wet and nasty. | wasn’t dry oiict|
for the first two months,|if seeras to me. Ugh!
hate it. Never let to sleep till you re rested, andl
such horrid stuff to eat, and sick—my, how sick Il
was 1 Captain Bradley was a fair enough sort ofT
man, but he fell ill of China fever, and we had iif
leave him behind in Cantén, and Bill Bunce, tliij
first mate, took his place. After that we had:
hard time enough. | thought it was bad at first,!
but it wasn’t nothing to that. He was aiwa)
walloping vs boys, and swcaring and kicking and
cuffing USabout. Then we had a storm, and losa
our mainmast, and carne near foundering; and.
then we were stuck in a calin for three weeks, and
the water aboard ran short. That was the tmie j
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had the fever. 1°d have died, | know, ifit had nt
been for Tad Brice. He was one of the sailors, and
areal nice man. His boy at home was just as oid
as | am, and be sort oftook an interest in me from
tlie start. He used to come in and feed me, and
when we were put on allowance, he saved half his
water ration for me; and when | got to crying,
and thinking about home and you all, he d ”
Here Charley choked and was silent. Aunt Hitty,
who sat next, possessed herself of his thin hand
and wept silently over it.

“When 1wentasvay | meant to be a pirate, you
know," went on Charley.

“ A pirate 1” cried Aunt Hitty and Aunt Greg
inawe-struck voices.

“Yes. | didn’t know much about what it
meant, but it sounded somehow nice in the books,
and 1 wanted to be one. But when | asked ’em
about it aboard they roared and hooted and made
fun, and they all called me Captain Kidd from that
lime on. And once, when we were in Shanghai ”
(Charley’s voice sounded full of horror), “ we saw
two pirates. Tad Brice said they was pirales. The
Ifolks was taking ’em to jail. They was dreadful,
Ibiack and ugly, and their eyes were so ficrce and

FOX AND THE TURKEYS.

759

bad that it made me coid to look at 'em. | never
wanted to be a pirate any more after that, but
Bunce and the others, they all kept on calling me
Captain Kidd just the same.”

“ You absurd, ridiculous boy!” began Aunt
Prue, but Grandmother hushed her up.

“ Now, Prue, | wont have poor Charley scolded
when he ’s been so sick,” sbe said—“ He s only a
boy, anyhow, and he ’s going to turn over a new
leaf now; aint yon, Charley? and go to school
regular, and do his chores, and be the comfort of
his granny’s life. He’s had enough of goin’ to
sea; have n’t you, Charley? and he ’ll stay on the
farm now, and we wont ever talk about this bad
time he ’shad, and just be thankful to get him back
home again.”

Charley did n’t answer in words, but he turned
and gave Grandmother a big kiss, which she knew
meant “ yes,” and they were all very happy that
night as they sat together around the fire.

So you see that the fox, though he succeeded iij
his tricks, was not a particularly happy fox after
all. Too much turkey may not be good for a fox,
and too much of his own way is certainly not good
for a boy.
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HIDDY-DIDDY !

Hiddy-diddy ! Hiddy-diddyl

Ten small chicks and one oid biddy!
“ Cluck !” says Biddy, “cluck, cluck, cluck!”
“ Scratch as | do!—try your luck!”

How the chickens, one and all,
Crowd around her at her cali!
One chick, missing, peeps to say:
“ Chirp, chirp, chirp 1 Vve lost my way!”
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Shrill and shriller, comes the sound!
“Chirp! chirp! chirp Y1 shal be drowned!”
Biddy dueles, and bustles quick,—
“Where, oh, where's my little chick?”

Mister Rooster bustles, too,

Screaming “ Cock—a-doodle-doo!
Biddy, | just chanced to look,

And saw your bantling in the brook!”

“Gob!” shrieks Turkey, “gob, gob, gobble!
Mrs. Hen, you’re in a hobble!

Why don’t some one stir about,

And help your little chicken out?”

“Moo!” roars Sukey, “moo, moo, moo!
W hat is there that |I can do?”
“Uff!” grunts Piggy, “ufif, uff, uff!

Say you’re sorry, that’s enough.”

“Quack!” says Ducky, “quack, quack, quack!
I have brought your chicken back!”

“Oh 1" says Biddy, “cluck, cluck, cluck!
Thank you!—thank you! Mrs. Duck !”

THE SOUIRRELS AND THE CHESTNUT-BURR.

Four squirrels once saw a chestnut-burr growing on a tree. They
wanted the chestnuts in the burr, but were afraid to touch it, because it
was full of sharp points. Just then,
along carne a flying-squirrel. *“|1
will tell you what you must do,”
said he ; “wait until the burr opens,
and the chestnuts fall out. The
burr always opens when the right
time comes.” So they waited, and
got the chestnuts.

It is a good rule to wait until things are ready for us.
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1" JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Vacation’s over! School’s begun ! A splen-
did holiday time you *ve liad, no doubt, my dears,
and now you feel like setting to work again with
earnest good-will. That sright. But don’t try to
do too much at first. Better start easily and keep
up the pace, than make a quick run for a wliile
only to falter and grow wecary before you are half-
way.

MOQUI PEEKEE.

W ord is sent to me of a queer kind of bread
called “ Peekee,” which is used by the Moqui
American Indians. It comes in square loaves that
are made by folding, twice across, several sheets
of what looks like very thin bluish-green crust.

First, the meal is made by women, who grind it
into flour between two stones, and then it is mixed
with wateruntil it isa thin blue paste or batter, when
a littie cedar-ash issprinklcd into it. The oven is
a smooth-faced stone heated by kindling a fire
under it. The batter is smeared over the hotstone,
and is soon baked into a thin sheet, about two feet
long and a foot and a half wide. Several sheets
are folded, while yet warm and soft, to make a loaf,
which is then set aside to dry.

This curious bread is very brittle and is caten by
breaking off littie bits with the fingers. People
who have never eatcn it before soon become quite
fond of it.

POTATO BLOSSOMS AS ORNAMENTS.

“Potato plants used to be grown, a very long
time ago, in frontyards on Broadway, New York,

for the sake of the flowers, which were much prizcci

for bouquets and other ornamental purposes. How-
ever, the potatoes themselves,”—I1 suppose this
means the tubers,—* became such favorite food in

a few years, that the plants were promotecl back-
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ward from the flower-beds to the kitchen-gardens
and open fields. The beauty of the blossoms was
forgotten in the usefulness of their roots.”

The moral of this paragram is: If youare merely
good-looking, you will not be apt to get on in life,
but will stay about where you are; and if it should
be found out that you can be put to use, you wiil
be planted in the open fields.

This does n’t seem to read quite right, somehow;
but, dear me, what do we want with a moral all
the time? | leave you to find out what it ought
to be in this case, if you think it’s worth while.
Only, if you do find out, I wish you would let me
know.

SHARP-WITTED ROBINS.
Detroit, Mchiggt).

Dear Jack-ik*the*Pulpit: Z. R. B’s anecdote, “ A Coogrck-. of
Birds,” in the July number, remInds me ofan incidentofwhich I was
an eye'Wicness:

hA cher |{et% gr%v nsar ihe ma]BeI O\Aagéj wals yearly fulltr(])ftlquus
erries:. but the robin ua lo'have one that did ax
ﬁavet eir monogram |cﬁardpe|¥ One year, t}\oweve ’ mygrmar
determined tooutwit _ihc birds, and hune a laige stuHed eagle fram
one of 1hc bougha.  The birds assembled on a heighborin rocard
cycd tho eaglcahaiply, WhllC a rand conswtatlonwas held” ?1
coulageous robln daijcd from the tree, swooped diiectly underle
cagl nﬁhan Uy back totell the restthere
be ear Atonoe whole flock of robins ﬂewlothed\errv

|ree
and our hopea of a cherry-pie were doomed to disappointmetit for
that year. H. P, B

A VERY DEAD LANQUAGE.

1 ONCE heard of a green-colored South American
parrot who was more than one hundred years oid.
This aged fellow could speak in a real langmige
which was knowii to have been used by a tribc of
South American Indians who, it is supposed, pcttcd
and taught him when he was young. One by one
the Indians died, until there was no one left who
could understand a word of their larjguage. The
poor oid bird tried hard to keep cheerful, but there
were sorry times when he would inope by himself
and say over some of the words of the langujge
that had been spoken by his earliest and denresl
human friends.

That was a very dead language, indeed, my
dears; so dead that it is no wonder it made the oid
green parrot blue to speak it now and then. How-
ever, by this time it is past all power to worry any-
body cisc, let US hope.

A PLANT THAT WALKS UPSIDE DOWN.

Shrubs, trees, Jack-in-the-Pulpits, and all such
plants, grow with their roots down in the ground;
but I Ve lately heard that a man called a philoso-
pher, once wrote of a plant that grows and walks
with the roots upward 1

Lord Francis Bacon is the man’s fiame, and
the plant he meant is Man. Only he wrote in
Latin, I believe, and so, instead of calling Man “a
plant upside down,” he called him “ planta inversa.”
He explained these words by saying that the hrain
in man, whence the nerves start, to spread likea
net-work all through the body, corresponds to the
roots in a plant.

If this is so, my dears, you are a kind of walking
plants, only you are obliged to walk top-side down.
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This seems curfous,butitis pleasant to think you
are not so very different from a Jack-in-the-Pulpit
after all.

THE SMALLEST INSECT KNOWN.

The Red Schoolhouse.

ilv UeaiiJack-in-thk*Pulpit; Nodoubt, you have heard of ihe
' IcAf-cutier bees, who Une thcir nests wiih small round pieces of
leaves, which ihey themselves cut and then fil together so exaedy,
vitlioutgum, that they hold thnr stores of honey and do not leak a
Uu Weil, a sharp-eyed observer has fuund, on one ofthese bees, an
inscct whose bodv fs no iongcr than the vidth of thedocof this "i”
(t-Qoth of an locii), and whieh is believed to be the smallest insect
kndwn. It is called PUraiotuiti, a word which means “ winged
atom,” and it Uves entirely upon the body of the bee. It has beauti-
ful bairy wings, and long feelers, and lis legs are rather Uke those of
a musQuiio, though, of course, very much smaller. les feet are so
»n.Jl that they can only just be seenwhen magnited to four hundied
Umca their natural sise! Now, fora full-grown insect, m itis, | think
inc Piet'aiOMUs i9 very small. —Sincerely youjs,

The Little Schoolma'am.
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changes of weathcr, and plants with hair caji stand
more heat than bare ones.” A. W. Ferris says:

Ifa plnnt that needs much niobture is dug up from les nativo wet
home and planied in a dry spot, hairs will sprout od it and try to get
from the axr the moisture ihat can no lonser k drawn from the cmth.
But ifyou putback ihisplant in its old*ome, it will lose its hair—
becomisg baid. Sometimes, planC-hairs ace connected with glands
of pciisonous Uquid, as wilii the nettle, whose hairs we say ‘sdng,’
bﬁcause of ihe pain che poUon gives when the skin is pricked oy

cra.”

Francés and Margaret Bagley, also, write on
this subject, and | ’'m much obliged to all four.
Besides these letters, | ve had word that plant-hair
is put to the following uses; On some plants it
catches insects and helps to eat them; in others,
the hair sends out a kind ofjuice which keeps au'ay
insects that might harm the plant; on the 'miil-
leins, the stiff hairs are supposed to prevcnt cattle

AWATEE!'SPOCT,

A WATER SPOUT.

Did any of you ever hcar of water-spnuts at sea?
I clon't know much about them myself, but the
St. Nicholas artist will draw a picture of one for
yon, and the editors will kindly put it in. Accord-
ing to travelers, the water seems to come down
from the clouds, or go up from the sea,—I dont
bow which,—and drives along, through the storm,
in a great watery column. | have heard of whirl-
«inds, and | think this might be called a “ whitl-
"aler.”

THE USES OF HAIR ON PLANTS.
M. H. K. writes, in answer to my question in

July, that her “ Botany” hook says, “ Hair on
plants seems to afford them security against

from browsing on tliem; and on yet others, the
hairs suck in gases and liquids as part of the food
of tlic plants. And there may be other uses for
these hairs that | have n’t lieard of yet.

OARK OUNS.

Here ’s something slrangc,—so strange that,
may be, you’d better inquire further into it. |
give you the paragram just as it comes to me :

“ The bright star Sirius, itself a vast flaming sun,
has a companion which is also a sun,—nearly seven
times as large as our own.—but which is dark, and
gives no light at all. This dark sun was seen
through a very powerful telescope in 1862, and it
is thought that there are a great many like it,
although no others have been found.”
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To th! UttU girt swho aoks if Bryaxl ivroU nny foem Iha!
1aouldMerest “«i children!" and to all Jtonng rmdors 0/

St. Nicholas

Yes indecd. YouiviH find in tl.o colleclcd woAs of this bdoved
American wricer many songs and pocms ihat you can understand
wiih ease and rend ivith delight. A good, piue-hearted man, liKe
WMliam Culleu Bryant; a man so honesi, so sunpic and earnest, so
ttuly great, thatv.-ith a deep knowledge of the world ahoitt hnn he
wotshiped God, honored liLs fellow-man, and loved nature as a child
lovcs its motlier-such aman could nothe far removed ftom young
sympathics. He could notbe a poet without singing, sometimes,just
tliesong that little folks would love to liear.

And children, themselves, wcce dear lohim. Moto than once m
the course ofan acquaintance thatdales back to our own early youth,
we have seen his eyes light with pleasure at some incideni of *y
and girl life. Often his kindly interestand hearry wotds about ST.
NiCHOLAS have given us better hope and courage to try to make the
magarinejustwhatitshouldbe. '*Good:" from his duiet Upa was
well wotih siriving fot, Hiastandard m everything was high. Hear
"The Ot6 Man’sCoiinsel,” which, through his own verse, he once
gave lo liisown hearL

“ Wiscly, my son, while yet thy days are long,
And this fair change of seasons passes slow,
Oalher and treasure up che good ihey yield—
All ihat they icach of vittue, of pure ihoughis
And kind afrections, reverence for ihy Opd
And for ihv brethren: so when iHoti shalt come
luto iheae barren years, thou mayst not bnng
A mind iinfumislied and a withcred hcenrt.

But Bryantwas not always solemn in his teachmg. If you like
playful, sprighily verses ihat yet nre full of poetry, read his “ Koberl
of Lincoln,” where

“ Merrily swinging t*n hricr and wced.
Near to the ncsl of his hrde dame,
Over ihe iDounialo«slde or mead,
Roberi of lincoln is cellicg his fiame:
Bob-o'-link, bob-o'«lInh,
Spink, spank, spinh;
‘Snug and safe is that nest of cura,
Hidden ainong the summer floweni,
Chce, chce, chee.”

And while the poet Is telliug you of these singers of Uie air, read
“The Rctum of The Biids,” written in Ihe eatly spring of 1M4,
when, as yon know, the country was iu great trouble, and the birds

DitAR St. Nichdl-As; One of your little readt™ has
wi.rrl "inulch™ ill one of my poems, and iiiquiros ics meanmg, and
Fwas sui~rised, on”liJoking into the diodontes, to disooy”
that iiwasnot there. | have heard it used from chitéhood,—app "
0 iAvThing tied around Uie head io Xerchieffashton. The word ,is
in use in o5 Iegouds and possibly comes from the French manchotr
«‘handketchief;" but some better lingiiist than mysell must *
whether this suggestion is correct. To show how the word is usM,
1 can refcr my questioner to the little story of « Gerirudcs Bird,
orthe woodpecker, that L«said to “ fly about wiih a red inuich on her
head » The legend isin Dasents “ Popular Tales from the N oist

And 1 may say here that | am almost glad | made that mistake
about the white-throated sparrow, ®
who writes from among the Berk”ire h.lls.
th?ebérl(rjl lgu(t:?rqst a B/eﬁ‘glefa ereglon ’1 on” me M « Tomdtc
mv verse when she hears the fresh note of this charming songsicr, as

oariS mide Sio?t them; bul ifthese servetoremmd usi"* f
ful the winged singfers of ilm deep fnresls and lonely mouniam-sides

ore. they are perhaps worth while.-Im ly your Lsrcoh.

saw many a sorry sight. If you like a beautifiil fairy-tale m verse, ,
.til about children and the elves or spritea that children love, read Ws
" litde People of The Snow." There also is the preuy legend of .
“The White-footed Deer"; or if you Ingger boys and girls wisti
something more weird and exciling, read his tragic story of “ The '
Strange Lady.” Then, on some lovely autumii day, when "the
melancholy days are oome," and ihc procession of flowers has\
nearly passed hy.ieud his verses “ To the Fringcd Gemian.'

ore other poema in the colleelion quite as easy lo understand as these.
Someof the most admired indeed, that would seem “ hard" tomany
a tall youngster at lite head of the school-class, were wniten m the
poet's own boyhood. His most famous poem, “ Thanatopsis,” was '
coraposed when he was but eightecn years of age. When you, toa,
-ire eighteen you will mote than enjoy it, if you do not do so alieady.
Butyou will like a song of his youth,—Unes " To a Walerfowl,"- |
and the beautiful poem endied “ Juno,"” which has beon very much
quoled of late because of the fulfillment of his wish that when he
should come to lie at rest within the ground, he mightbe laid itiere

“in fiowery Time,
When brooks send up a chéaful tune,
And groves a joyoua sound.

Another beautiful poem, called "
quite cleat to many of you; and one and all can understand "An '
Invitation 10 the Country," addressed to Julia, the poeds devoced
daughter, thejoy of his oid tige, who hrightencd his deelming ycart,
and lo lhe last was the faithful companion of his home.

You remcmber lhe story of hisboyhood days that Mr. Bryant told
ymi in these pages nearly twoyeais ago! Gond as that story is, iliere
isa picture in his lovely hnmeat Roslyn that couté icll you even het-
tcr things. It is tlie portraii ofhis beautiful young mother, which fot
years has shone upon him from the walls of his bedroom with such 1
strong, swcei, loviug look in her face ihaiit makes one feelsurc thathe
was reared in a liappy home, that his noble, tiscful manhood spnmg
from a sunny, well-direcicd boyhood- Long ago the good rooi»
passed from eatih, and now the gate thtoiigh which she passed hss
opened for him in his sereno ot6 age, the gate of which he svrotc;

Wailing by the Gate,” 11/ It |

“ And some approach the threshold whnse looks are btank willi fcai,
And some whose templos brighten with joy m drawing near,
As if they saw dear faces, and caught the gracious eye
Of Him the Sinless Teaeher, who carne for us to dic.

"1 mark the joy, the terror: yet these, within my heart,
Can neither wake the dread fior ihc longing lo depati;
And in the sunshiiie streaming on qiiiet wood and lea,
1stand and calmly wait till the Innges tum for me.

Arlington Hotel, Cohouig, Cafiada, July 10. 1878
My Dbar St. Nichocas; Do you rememher the liitle boy who
traveled with you on the tmin last monih from M eadvil®”-,~
lamestown, N. Y., when you were returning from Califomi-i. sM
iho promised lo wnle you all about his v.sit to Falls!
have noc forgotien my promise, but we have only l«>
for the rest of the summer at Cobourg, Cafiada. Well, we reoch«
Miagara that night and staid there two or three days, and |
it 50 much. The fall on the Amcncau side is much smahcr ihsin’
Canadian, and | remembered what you told meabout partof*er”*
Iiavin]g fallen awa{] so that now, instead ofheme shaped bke a how
shoe Tt Is Uke a The oid table rock has faltén away too. *
day over Goal Island, the Park, a*und all »
beautiful drivcs, and across Uie bndges. The n s
Canadian side, just aftcr you cross the bndge, and then m
gmnd view of all the fallsatonce. We drove out o Lundys®
A aman carneout and invited us to go up Scotts Tower and S«
the hattie-field. Papa and mamma had”een up some
said they did not cato ro go again, as tho sta'ra were hard to
| said | would go. 50 the man took me up and . JK
(ield and the lakes through an opcra-gfoss. When 1 ?0° 39¢
carriage | ihanked him fbr hts kmdness, and you may "“AS» *
surprise when he asked me for fithy cents; of course | had to gi
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all these beau.ies could not induce 4« ynitiine ¢ kfi‘whel

for us.— Your Utilefncud,
. . : . : 1 . \
I N N

Junciio» City, Kans.>&
-
rritrr"nfirrns"X To.rgi-rd/«

-
ir.~y s

I [ B ]
i “ N.CHO...S m.r=thancvcr.-y.u; fne»d ...d"» I u I
reacky, '

New York.
IthoiighilwAuldwllyouabwitsomepeopU
| heard of who !jWe to raJk to each other, and everything they sa>
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llearSt Nicholas: " im S § s m ?
dinc.—Yours truly,

Bunker Hill.

Albany, N. Y.
iilVAV <t Nicholas: perhaps soine 0fyour other boys, who, b'ke
.cif wish to grow big and strong, would like to henr about che
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1fki a boat-club, dcuriqus six-oarcd crew cniJd be niade up,

erAflv~ nther men ooDOsitc. A od justimanne

Sink my flame is too pretty to be used so o f*
S ‘fomi0 iNUg"™ 'rvel'gdy 7271
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ing, all ihe same to youts sincereiy, mO§3% Sha mya8l iy Falng agof It was Ioverfy wben fimshed.
Lauca’ar, Pf. We fiisiThl:» boX aboSt four feet long, and two feet wide, pn
DcarSt NiCHOt-AS: Can you picase tell me whether there are
fi.ilifin'Sd'er notr fe

had several d.eusuons,~A~nd |
would Ukc 80 iTiuch to know-—Y our irui>,

XccorditiE to idl accotints within our reach there aroin England no

8re‘ht::1;L®thoseof the United States. But there
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chtre, and, sometimes, the male elmv-worm (wh.ch h*
been called a “ fire-fly.” It belongs lo nbranch (gcnit.) of the fairy 3
whicbh is also the family of its fire-ny cousms.bu.i., — —
00lsliaped quite like them, and bears a diiferent scieniifio iame S 5 | I — —
]
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1haveseen so roany liule s tc » Wl’ltlel bV
cerne?, and a pretty littie mossy spnng m the co er"""

DearSt Nicholas:

Siiapur, Oude, India.
m
p whenL‘!T - b/fees, 'liftlc Mys donot play ball or such

® "K her dav | saw a fight between some monkcys and about a

hundred crows. The *poif"
la" we'had's"emd. Jfrliftshirelea

the mine: hiU
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chargcd down upen dicni, and theti Uie crows chaiged the monkeys,
1lwas an cxciibg dnic. Seeing ihc crows were getring the worst of
ihe balde 1 carne lo iheir rescuc, bul ihe monkeys chaigcd upon me,
and ] had lo nm, At last, | carncd off the poor crow, hoping lo
ciirc it, but it died tbe same day. The oiher crows followed me
liomc, and made a most dismal noise, as Ifihey coiild nol trust me.

Here the scjuirrels are quiie small and not at all wild. | saw a lltlle
boy, the other day, walking uJoog mch a saucy ticle aquirrel perohed
upon his shoulder.

In ihe schools in ihe villages here, ihe boys sit upon the ground,
write upon wooden slates, and study aloud. Tliey have wonderful
mcntorics and coirunic everything, Uiough th” do uoi unclersiand
very much ofit. It is much beiter to understand every lessoii as we
go along, isn’til?

Nearly all*the liulc boys in India wear only a long coat which
comes down to iheir knues. Icis so very wann here for most of the
year ihat the very little folks go without any clothing al all.

‘rhero are 60,000 soldiers In India, scnt from England. One of ihe
rcgimenis is in Sicapur, where 1 live, and they have a btass ¢and
which makes first-rate music. They also have bagpipes.

In India there are persons from almost every nailon—Kindus,
Arabians, Cliincse, Englishmen, Scotchmen, Irishmen, Frenchmen,
Americans. There are iwenty*lhrcc languages nailve lo India. A
great many Indians roeak Eiiglish, which is taught in all the schools,
as Greek orLatin or Frcnch is taught at home.

But, although ihis is a greatcouniiy, thereisno place Uke America,
espccially lo Americans. Three cheers for the boys and girls
A m e r i c a J.¢ b

Naiivoo, 111

Dear St. Nicholas! Here is someliing aboiil my sislcr Lu and
a strange pet she had: Her childhood was spent in a wild, new
country. | cannoi remember that she was ever amused wilh doUs
and ba®'houses. She made amends, however, by surrounding her*
selfwilh kittens. dogs, fawns, ponies, squirrels, opossums, ‘coons, and
various birds, which, lo turn, she petted and loved.

She lived inthe Red Rivercounity of Loulslana. The climate there
19so warm ihat out*door play may be had at any season.

The summer shc was ihirieen. with .an oldcr brother and other
frieods, she weni fshing on the lake, whose waters were dark and
still, siudded here and there wilh cypress-trees in clode ranks. Heavy
ijmber filled the valley surrounding the lake.

After caiching a fuil supply of fish, some of which were cooked on
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the spoq brother Ed., inwandering about, captureda young alllgatui
and led italong to where sisicr Lu was seated, saying: “ 1’vebrouehf{
you a new pci, Lu.” She adopted the Hule monster at once, and j|
was carried home, and turned loose in tho cieck below the hoase.

In a few days the allintor wa.s quite ai liome. ii would cat aiiy-
ihing which was brought lo it, and socn leamcd to come to a cali
secromg more delighted with notice than with what ihere was lo caf
It whined and barked like a dog, and wagged ils big mil whe»
pleased. It enjoyed being ~tted on ihe head, and would cajier
around, the most awkward thing that ever atiempted a frollc.

In a few months, the pet became so large and familiar as lo bea
nujsauce. He would track up sister Lu through the field and aboui
ihe gatdcn, showing hb scent lo be true and keen. Oficn when Lu
was seated, perhaps, at her tacang, he would come lo her feetand lie
as still as if carved out of stone, waiiing for a liltle notice. He soon
grew to like caring the young goslings and drickens, and began to
climb the fcnee, and look longingly at the young pjgs, At I™t the
Stély» good”natiired creature dbappearcd. He probably made his
vv_a?/ to a neighboring bayou, and was never seen again by any liiile
girl's eyes.

But Lu has never foi*rolten him, allhough probably he remembers
noihing now ofthe good limes of his youth.—«Yours Iruly,

G. MK

The WnCHRRvV of Archery. By Mauricc Thompson. Pub-
lished by Charles Scribner’s Sons.

Archery has become so popular, of late, that ihis book wiJl hu of
inierest lo all boys and girls, as wcll as grown people, who praciicc
shooting wich bows and arrows, Mr. Thompson, the autlior, wrnie
the ardeles on Archery in Scridnsb's Munthly, which have excited
such an interest In bow*shooting, and he probably fcnows more ab-iitt
the maticr ihan any one cbc in ihc country.

There is much m the book about the various picasurus and ad'aa*
lages of archery, which are very many: but there are als<» a greai .
many plain and practical direcilons to those who are unaccustomed
lo the use ofa bow and arrows. The aulhor tells the young archer
justwhat lo do and how to do it, and, as no one should use a JKkw
who does not know how to use It properly, such dircciions are s*7
valuable, and should be carefully read and followed.

THE K.IDDLI-BOX.

ciaASsicat. norsi.E aihostic;

T he initials and finais, rcad downward, fiame iwo Laiiu poeis.

1 To affirm, a. A male character In Shakspeare. 3. Tocryaloud.
4, Onc of ihc Uniled Staics, 5, An order ofarchitecturc. 6. Small.
VERTI.

NADIES OF AUTHOIIS ENIGMATICIALLY
EXPRESSED.

X An Julian river. s. A prcfix, and an enemy. 3. A berry, and
a spine. 4. A machine, and a small house. 5. The catTl eat it.
0. Whai doves do, and an expression of conientmcnl. 7. Bright
things that fly upward. S. Whatshould be done with a sisterin the
sulks. 0. What should be done to one’s mother. to- Halfofa New
England city, and what b useicss when dry. kvsttcus.

ENIGMA.

My firsi is in boy, but not in lad:

My second in merry, but nol In sad.

My third is in siripe, but not ju streak;

My fourth Is In proiid, but not in meek.
fifih is in little and also In tall;

My sixih in none, bul nol in all.

My whole a trusty guide s found

For animals men ridc around. JANIE M, U +

WHAT IT?

N ame the ihing described in the followingparagraph:

Kjngdom: Animal, vegetable, and mineral. Conduciré to irave);
dreaded by all with whom it comes In contad; an arricie of personal
adomment; when misplaced, causes terrible disastcrs; falsc; beaten,
hardencd, aod firc-tesicd; of various colors: preferred when green
and flexible: constantly changcd, and changing oihcrs; its use en*
joined by Scripture. M. S. R-

I.S

CIIAKADE.

Darker and darker «itill, ihe slow hours creeping,
. Bring 10 my JiTst the inexorable gloom;
Sileiit and soft, the tender skics are wceping

For all ihe boauty they no more illume,

SUy not, O wand’rer, by ihe hurrying river,
Nor in the whbpuring wood, fior where above
KLses the perilous crag. My second ever,
W ith added final, welcomes all who rove,

Wildly my third over che hill is flying,
Over the wide moor, and the wider sea.
Moaning as one whose Intest hope,*in dying,

Leaves an eteroity of agony,

lisien! oh, listen! to my "ilknley while filling
My shadowyyfrii witli ecstasy divine!
Lbtcn ! oh, listen ! would ye not be willing
Ever in gloom to dwell. and not repine,—
Ever to joy in such melodlous gladness,—
Ever lo sorrow lo such rapturous sadnass ? i,

INCOMFLKTE SIINTENCES.

In each of tlie following scnlences, fill up ihe blanks with suilawe
words having ihe same sound but spellccl differently and having

different meanings.
1 1l Isbut< to pay your®— to the conductor, 2, When ibe
was over, he did — - to ----—-- 10 his facher. 3. The was
4. She-——-that the of South Amer-

to do her work well.
ica are exceedIngly tall. 5. The enraged farmer his neighbor’s

cow for eating his——. 6.Don’t if ihe —  should hit you.

7. The Oia knave is notalways as as his charaeter. 8, He
*would « but ifiawed iNio sincerity before ihis sacred = _
uc
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yiCTOBIAIi ANAGRAM PUZ/.LE.
The answer—a Une from Ycning'a “ Night Though{a””:ontddns six word». \
liach nuiTierai beneath the pictures represenis a leKer in ibat word of the line wWch is indicnied J>*the nmneral—l dcnobng that tne

leuor il designales belongs to the first word of ihc Une, 4 to the fourth word, and so on.
Find a word, leticrs, or aleiter, descriptivc of each picture, and containing as many lc(tcts as there are numerais beneath the picture itself.

This is the first process.

ktfers that spell che first word of the line, and these letlers, when sei In

nigroupinc and arranging. io making the remaining five words of the answer,

beguo uniil all of them have been set apart in iheirpropc” groups.

THKEE DIAMOND™*.

I,—I. A coksonaNnT. 2. A kind of carriage.
nser of lialy- 4- A precious slone.
—1. In incoDspicuoiis.
dimUng plant. 5
H.—I1,
VPurposc.

3- A well-known

5. In circumnavigaton

a. A Turkiah flame. 3. A spice.

In berbalisc.

In iniginty. 2. A girTs fiame.
5. In Niagara,

4. A

3. A country in Asia,

allie

niDDLE.

ihough never do | tliink;
A mouth as well, but wiih it never drink.
A bodyi too, is mine, of glant growlh and strengtK,
Comtimng with its forcé majestic length.
Rut, as to fcct, of them | have not one,
‘rhough I am never.slill, but always run.
Ne'er wa» | knoMm to leavc my lowly bed,
Or ope iny mouth so that | might be fcd

A JiitAD have I,

n.s.s.

PDSITIVES ANI) COMPARATIVES.

Tiib positive i» found from the first dcfinitlon given, and the com-
pctraiive Is made by adding the sound “ cr" to the poadve. *

1 My posiiive is level, and my comparaiive is what one's true
friends never do, a. My posidve is an articlc of food, and my com
feiratrvc is a tool, 5. My posilive is coarse, aod my comparauye is a
irade. 4. My postiive is a youth, and my comparative is an insmi-
ment for climbing. 5. My poalve is a prcpositlon, and my com-
parativo is to esteetn. 6. My posiiive is a part of the body, and
aily comparadve is wraih, 7. My posiiive is nn American poer, and
my compamtive is part of the body. 8. My positive is an artlcle of
Ihnd, and my comparaiive is something used in a pari ofAsln. 9. My
poudve is a puhlic place, and my comparadve is a sufierer. 0. s.

Then write down, some distance apart, the figures 1, 2, 3, 4, s, 6, lo correspond with the words of the answer.
beneath figure 1 all the letlers dewgnated by the numeral t in the mimbering beneath the pfictures.

Group
You will thus have in a group aH the
ihe right order, will spell the word itselC Foliow the same proc”
Of course, the re*arrangemeni of ihe letters neccl not be
s. T.

HIDDEX NAMES.

Find a girl’s ora boy's fiame hidden in each of the following sen*
tences.

1 Arlhnr ljkesmy apples, 2-Hcrbertcxpecied Iciiersevery nighL
3, Alice rodé lo hertnele Robeit's. 4. Mr. Alienbou”te”ht lambs.
5, Hatde Aroold reached Rochescer yesierday. 6. Even Theodore
has eaien liule- 7. Every rainyuight Eva sews trimming. 8. Ellen’s
dog is terribly hurt. 9. Florence rides every day. to. Softly ihe
evening Hghtlinem around. 11. Even dull wjts improve, nowadays.
32. Gencrally, raisins are capital eabng, 33. Fido ran aftcr Ned's
kite. C. K.

EASY CJROSSAVOUD

My fijst is in edict® but not in law;

My second *s ia chilly, but not In raw.
My ihW s in ice, but notin snow;

My fbunh is in cut, but not jn roow.
My fiflh is in mild, but noc in bland;
My sixih is in country, not in land.

My sevenih is in silent, not in sdll;

My eighih is in slanghier, but not in Kkill.
My junth is in learn, but not in leach :
My tenih Is in sandy, but not in beach.
My whole is ihe fiame of A useful book,
As soon you'll scc, if you'll closely look.

DODBLE WOIID-SQUAKE.
AcRDSs: 1. Departed. 2. Declare.

minales, Downt 2. High wind. s-
4. Mislakcs.

3. Look askance.
Part of a stove,

4. Ter-
3. Want.
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IUSBUS.
A twoUne quototion from a poem by Thomas Gray.

DHY _GUODS. |

|:>I|

CA"BNTRAL SVNCOPATIONS. VOXIBI.B AOROSTIC\
X Sykcopate an orifice, and leave a »oubl«omc fosec(. 0. Synco- Thb inUials form iJic fiame of a Eiiropean sovcieign. The finali
paie tocut, and geta natural undet*round chamber. 3. Syncopate form ihe flame ofa grcat staiesman.
a wise ssayuit* and get to injurc. 4. Sync(roate a snjaJT house, aod t. Seriking. 2. A vowel repeaied. 3. A body of soldiera 4. a
Icavc a fugitivo named m tlie Bible. 5. Syncopate a crown cfa lof” building. 5, A mu-«ioal drama. 6- Scarce. 7- A pa’storal pogoi.
persun of rank, and leave a musical jnsirument. a. a. 8, ihe simame ofa celebrated llalbn poct. dyciu

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IK AUGUST NUMBER.

IDounLIli ACROSTIC.—Pximrosc. x. PeaR. RoraeO. 3. Islh- Very Easy Hidden Furniture.—i. Table. a. Sofd. 3. Chair.
muS. 4. MacK. 4. Stool- 4. What-noL 6, Crib. 7. Col. 8, Hat-rack. 9. I>esk.
NuMERtCAL Enigma.—All owing; allowin” . . Duiible Cross-word Enigma.— Holmes, Lowdl.
PICTORIAL T ransi'osition Puwlrs.—I. Ten niugs; nntnicgh. Transpositions.—X. Warned, warden, wander, 2, Red nag,
7. Ten tca-pors; poteniates. gandcr, ranged, garden, danger. 3, No elms, Lemnos, lemoos,
Diamond Puzzlu.—i, M. 2, JAy. 3. MaCaw. 4. YAk. sW* melons, soleoin, 4. Red opal, palé rod, real pcd, Icopard.
Squar£*Word.—X Grane, S. Raven. 3. Avert. 4. Ncrve. Proverb Rebiis.— “ One swallow does noc make a suuimer.”
Enter- Charade —Pondicheny; pond, |, cherry
Shaksprareak Requs.—**Hamtec,” Act I1l., Scene 1 Hoi'RwGlaes Puzzle.—Centrais, Anow, 1. ChAnt. 2. oRe
” Thus conscience does make cowards of us all; 3.R. 4.COg, 5. BoWer.
And thus the native hue of resolution COfiTRACTIONS.— 1, Browh, brow. a. Plafie, plan- 3. LatUe, laih,
Is slckliet tG’cr with ihe palc cast of thought.” 4. Heach, licat 5. Hazel, haze, 6- Plumc,pkini. 7. Crown, ctow,
n ) ) 8. Lunge, lung-9. Forty, fon.
Geographical DoViiLE AcROSTic.—X Chill. 2. HellesponT.  \oRrD-SYNCOPATIONS.— 1. Lcveret; ever, Tet. 2. Sla.hing; «h,
3. ludiA. 4. NepauL- 5. AllcghanY, o . sliDg. 3. Slashings; lash, sings. 4. Carpcnter; pen, carter, 5, Cai
Metagram.—Dip, fip, lip, hip, rjp, nip, pip, ap, tip. pets; pet, ears.

locinr™ “ Dottie and Daisie; ™ May and Charlie Pray; Laurie T. Sanders, May Chcstor, “ Hyacinih,” H P b’ e« Fiaiicts

and Margare! Bagley; W. H. McGee, Charlie Kellugg, Ndlie Kellogg, X. W. H., A. G- D-, Nesae E. Stoveos, “ Romeo and Juliel,"

Belle W.TJrown, May Duflan, “ Si. Nicholas Club," H. B. Ayers; “ Oradaand Ibylsa;" William W. BelUneor, Lillian Williams, E J. E,

A. C. S, George D. Milchell, Anhur Boehm, Bessie T*lor, J. B. H., George Wedderburn, Witiam T. Gray, John V. L. Pierson,

Henry Kuimnef, Virginia Simpson; F.M .J,Jr.: Kitty Curtis, Mildred Meredith, Louisa F. Riedel; “ Ressieand Tic;" X.Y.Z., Saiah

Duffield, DycleWarden, Neme A. Ivés, “ Viole!,” R. T. Fieoch, Josie Hamilcon, Alice M. Masén, Ellen Smiih, Lillie D- Haeker, Maniie

Packea Jennie A. Carr, Willie Sellie, Arnoid Guyut Cameton, Graut Squires, Geoigine C. Schniizspahn, T. H. Loomis, Rachel Huichius

Maiy G. Amold, M. W. Collet, Lauta Maude Benton, Wiltiie Eoblnson, Fanny J. Schonacker; Mw and Louis Ogden; Arthur Stmre,

NellieC. Gtaham, Maiiie Olmsied, W, A, Wheeler, Maggie J. Gemmill, Rufus B- Clark, Leivis G. DaV|s Clare G. Hess; Ella and Kittk

RtonVe = N»llj» Oiiivvia ‘WAaconrir.nU AVARVCN | o) AAATa € rrKewAl. <«<Kf.. — t xt.-J. p PopenhauteP,

IRensseIaer, Anos

Watennan E. M

nd May; Leda

Kate,” Mllly E Adama. Eddie Vultee, WUIlie B. Deas, F. D-, “ Fannie/* Grace E. Fuller, C. Speiden, M, Speiden, Ausdn M. PoolCj Ada

L. Goodwin. Fred Huckcl, Estellc Jeoninga; William Guillel, of Cafiada; “ Brutus and Ca”aius,” Rate Sampson, Edwin C Gamgues,
“ Bessie and her Cousin,” “ A. B.and C D..” Bessie Baines, and Charles H. Sioul.

“Fanny Pop *and Erocst B. Cooper answered correctly ail the puzzles in the July number.
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