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On theborders of the Tyrol and the loveiy district
known as the “ Bavarian Highlands,” there is a
giiaint litde village called “ Mittenwald,” which at
first sight appears shut in by lofty mountains as
by some great and insurmountablc barrier. The
villagers are a simple, industrious people, chiefly
occvipied in the manufacture of stringed musical
Instruments, the drying of which, on fine d.ays,
prescnts a very droll appearance. The gardens
seem to have blossomed out in the most eccen-
tric manner; for there, dangling from Unes like
clothes, hang zithers, guitars, and violins, by hun-
drods, front the big bass to the little “ kit,” and
the child’s toy.

In this valley, one clear morning in August, as
the church dock struck five, a lad issued from the
arched entrance ofone ofthe pretty gabied houses
along the main strcct. He was not more than
twelve years of age, yct an expression of thought-
fuiness in his clear, bluc eyes, gave and added an
oider look to his otherwise boyisli face. His cos-
tiune was a gray suit of coarse cloth, trimmcd with
ireen; his knees and feet wcrc bare, but he wore
knitted leggings of gveen worsted. A high-crowned
hat of grecn felt, adorned with some glossy black
cock’s feathers, a whip and a small brass horn slung
by a cord from his shoulder completed the outfit
ofthe village goatherd. He hastened along by the
green-bordered brook crossed by planks, over one
10f wliich Stephan—for that was our hero’s fiame
—leaped as he carne up to the simple wooden
feuntain, which, as in most Bavarian villages, stood
it the middle of the road.

A piece of black bread and a long draught from
the fountain was Stephan’s brcakfast, which being
Ispeedily finished, he liroke the morning stillness
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with rcpeated blasts from the horn, which seemed
to awake the valley as by raagic; for scarcely had
the more distant mountains echoed the summons,
than from almost evcry door-wayscampercd one or
moro goats. All liurricd in the direction of the
water-tank, wheie they stood on their hind legs lo
drink, jostied one another or frisked about in the
highcst spirits, till fully two hundred were assembled,
rendering the Street impassablc. A peculiar cry
from the boy and a sharp crack of the n'hip were
the signais for a general move. Awaytheyskipped
helter-skelter through the town, along the accus-
tomcd road, high up the rocky mountain-side.
The little animals were hungry, so stopped every
now and then to nibble the attractive grassy tufts,
long before the allotted feeding ground \vas reached.
There was, however, little fear of losing them, as
each wore a tiny bell round the neck, which, link-
ling at every movcmcent, warned the boy of tlie
straggler; acall invariably brouglit it back, though
ofien by a circuitous route, enabling the animal to
keep beyond the reach ofthe whip, which Stephan
lashed about with boyish enjoymcnt.

Noon foundthe goais encamped under the shade
of some tal! pine-trces, and Stephan Reindel was
busily arranging a bunch of bright red cranbeiries
at the side of bis hat, when a shot anested his atten-
tion. He jiimped up, and with boyish curiosity
explorad the pine wood; but fcaring to go too far
on account of his floclt, he was returning, when a
second shot followed by a sharp cry, convinced him
it was some hunter wlio had drivcn his garae mugh
lower do'vn than was at ail usual. The second
report had soundcd so near that he contLnued his
fruitless search till it was time to go home, when,
as usual, he drove his fiock back by five o’clock.
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Directly they entered the village, cach goattrotted
off to its own abode, and Steplian to his, where,
after eating liis supper of black bread and cheese,
he sat listlessly watching his mother\'arnish violins,
by which she earned a trifle every week. This was
diie to the kindness ofthe chiefmanufacturer in the
village, who, since her husband’s death, had sup-
plied her regulaily with some of the llght work
usually performed by women, and to which she was
wellaccustomed, havingfrequently assistedher hus-
band, who had been one of Herr Dahn’s best work-
men, andwhose death had leftherentirely dependent
on her own exertions for the support of herselfand
child ; forthe last two yeara, however, Stephan had
bravely earned his mite by taking daily care of the
goats belonging to the whole valley. He was no>v
discussingwith his mother the possibility of his ever
being able to maintain them both by following his
fatheifs trade of making guitars and violins, whcn
a loud knock put the future to flight, and caused
Stephan to open the door so suddenly that a very
excitedoldwoman carne tumbling into the room.

“ Oh! Bridgetta, how could you lean against
the door?” said Frau Reindel, hastening to her
assistancc. “ | hope yon are not hurt, and do pray
remember, in future, that our door opens inside,
and that you must step down into the room. Sit
down, neighbor,” she added, placing a stool for the
oid woman, who was, however, far too angry to
notice it; but tuming toward Stephan, whom she
unfortunately caught smiling, she pointed to her
large fur cap, that had rolled some distance across
the floor, saying: “ Pick it up, boy, and don’t
stand grinning like that, especially as you must
know why | have come here so late in the evening.”
Then snatching it from him, without heeding his
apologies, she added; *“ Yes, indeed, you have
more cause to cry than laugh. A pietty herd-boy
you are, to come home without people's goats | sit-
ting here as contentedly as if you had done your
day’s duty ! You had better be more careful or
you will certainly lose your work, if | have a voice
in the village!”

Stephan and his mother stood aghast at this
angry tirade, and it was only after repeated ques-
tions, sulkiiy answered, that they finally understood
that her own goat was rcaily missing. She had, as
usual, gone into the stable to milk it, and after
waiting in vain till past seven o’clock, she had come
to tell Stephan he must at once seek for it among
the neighbors’ goats. He was quite willing, nay,
anxious to do so, being unable to account in any
way for its absence; for he could not remember
having noticed the iittie gray goat with the white
face since lhe early part of the morning, Therc
was consequently nothing leftto be done that night
but to make an immediate inquiry at every house
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in the village. He did not return till past ninel
o’clock,—a very late hour in that primitive-spot,

where people usually rise at four or five and gotol
bed at eight. No one had seen the goat, but almost

all blamed his carelessness, so that he was too un-

happy to slcep, especially as he could not forget

how distressed his poor mother looked, knowing,

as she did, that somehow or other she must pay\
the valué of the goat, though how such a sum was |
to be camcd was beyond guessing.

A week passed, nothing was heard of thel
strayed one ; Stephan had searched every possible |
spot up the mountain, and inquircd of every per-1
son he met coming from the neighboring villagesi
or beyond the frontier of the Tyrol,—but all in vain, [
A report had spread in the valley that he had lamed |
the goat with a stone, and so caused it to fall overl
a precipice. Many people believed this, whichl
greatly increased the unhappiness of Stephan andi
his mother, though he had denicd the chargemosti
positively.

“1, at least, believe you, ray son,” said hisl
motlier, one day, wlien Bridgetta was present. [
“ You never told mea lie, and | thank God for myj
truthful child, more than for all else.”

“ You can believe what you like,” said Bridgetta, |
angrily; “ but, as your boy has lost my goat,l
and as | am poor, and have already waited longerl
than | can afford, | must ask you to pay me by[
to-morrow evening, so that | may buy another, |
for you forget that | have done without milk all|
these days.”

“ No, | do not forget,” said the widow, sadly.l
“ 1 will do my best to get the money for you. Itl
is right you should have your own, and you knowl
I would have paid you at once had it been in reyl
power. | will, however, see what | can do by to-J
morrow, so good-night.”

As they walked home, they discussed for the hun-|
dredth time the irapossibility of getting five florins;!
they could not save that sum in six monihs.|
“ Thcre is nothing to be done unless Herr Dahnl
would Icnd it to us,” suggested Stephan. *“ Wsl
could pay him by degrees, and he is so rich that Il
daré say he would lie satisfied with that.”

“ | have thought of asking him,” replied thej
mother, “ and, evcn if he refuses, he will do so
kindly.”

As she spoke, the)' saw the important littie gen-I
tleman coming out of a house, and hastcncd toj
overtake him. Ho greeted them with the extremel
politcncss so noticeable among all classes in Bava-l
ria, even in the remoéte vOlages. After hearingthel
widow’s request, he stood musing a minute, looketll
up and down the Street, took off his hat, and pol-
ished his bald head, ejaculating the usual “ So!l
so 1” then, as if abright thought had cleared up alil
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(loubts, lie said; “ Now, don’t you lhink it would
be pleasanter and more independeut if you gave
something in exchaiige for the five florins? Some-
thing that can be of no use to yourself—your hus-
band’s tools, for instance ? | will give you a fair
price,—enough to pay for this unlucky goat, and
bomething over for a rainy day. But, my good
woman, what’s the matter?” he added, seeing
tcars in her eyes and Stephan eagerly clutching her
arm, as ifto gct her away.

“ Nothing, sir, nothing; you are quite right;
I had forgotten the tools would bring money;
but you mitst excuse me if | do not decide till to-
morrow, for my boy here has set his heart on
being a guitar and zither niaker, like bis poor
father, and always fancies he would work lietter
with those tools.”

“What! Stephan mako violins? Howisheever
lo do that, when he spends all his days up the
mountains? Have you not told me yourself that
you cannot manage without his earnings?”

“ Neither do | think we could, sir, or [ should
have tried it long ago, for jtis hard for hiin to be
minding goats, when he might be earniiig some-
thing to heip him on in life.”

“ Can he do anything?
the work ?”

“Yes, | think so; he generally works at it in
lhc evening, and has made several small violins for
Cliristmas gifts to the neighbors’ children. But
ihcy are toys. Perhaps you would allow me to
bring one to show you to-morrosv,” she ventured
to add.

“ Certaiily, neighbor, but | don’t promise any-
thiiig, mind, cxcept about the tools. 1 shall be at

Has he any taste for

the warehouse at six o’clock. Be punctua!. Good-
evening.”
“ 0O, motheri Don’t give him the tools. Give

him anything else. There’s my new green hat—
my best jacket—1 can casily do with the one I have
on,” said Stephan, anxiously, as he watched the
receding figure of the ricli man of the village.

“ My dear child 1 of what use could your clothcs
bo to ihe gentleman ? He wants the tools. | ani
very sotry, but there is really nothing else of any
valu¢, and we have no right to borrow money
when we can obtain it by the sacrifice of something
weshould like to keep. We must never hesitate to
perform a plain duty, however disagreeable. So,
now show yourself a lorave boy, and lielp me to do
this one cheerfuUy.”

The next day, Stephan began his day’s work with
atietermination to look on the bright side of his
Iroubles. His goats, however, had in some way
become a greater charge than he had ever felt
them before, He feared to lose sight of one for an
instant; so, what with racing after thestragglersand
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searcbhing, as was now his habit, for the losC one, he
was so tired and worn out bynoonday, that instead
of eating his dinner, he threw hhnself on the
ground and cried bitterly, The goats sniffed round
and round him, as if puzzled at the unwonted
soimds. He often sang and whistled as he sat
among them carving some rough semblance of
animals with his pocket-knife, but these unmusical
sounds were new to them and seemed to make them
uncasy. A sudden pause in the monotonous tinkie
of the little bells caused Stephan to raise his head,
and he encountercd the amused gaze of two gentle-
men in the Bavarian hunting costume of coarse
gray cloth and green lacings; thick boots studded
with huge nailsand clamps to prevent sHpping in the
dangerous ascent aftcr'game; high-crowned hats,
with little tufts of chamois beard as decoration
and proof of former success; the younger of the
two having, in addition, a bunch of pink Alpen*
rose showing he must liave climbed high up the
mountains.

“ What sort of musié do you cali that?” asked
the latter, resting his gun-stock on the ground.
“1f you howl in that way, there will be no use
hunting in your neighborhood for a month; you
would frighten the tamést game over the fron-
tier in five minutes. A little more of this music
and there wont be a chamois for miles round. But
what’s the matter? Have you had a fight with
your goats and got the worst of it? How many
horns havebeen run through yourbody, andwhere
are the wounds ?”

Stephan had fancied that his goats were his only
aiiditors, so fck thoroughiy asbamed of himself,
butjumping up, he answered witli some spirit;

“ I have notany wounds, sir, and should ncver cry
if I had. | losta goat some days ago and now my
mother has to pay for it by giving up the only
valuable thing she has in the world.”

“ That can’t be yourself, then,” said the y6éung
man, laughing; *“ for such a careless little chap
would not be of much valué, | should think. But
tell us the story. When did you lose it ?”

After listening to Stephan’s account, the hunters
spoke apart with each other for some minutes, and
then the young one took out his purse and gave
the astonished boy six florins—about ten English
sliillings.

“ There, you can get a very good goat for that,
but remcmlser, no more howling, and if you ever
find your own again, | shall expcct you to rcpay
me this money.”

“ That | will, indeed, gentlemcn, and | thank
you heartily,” said the boy, so earnestly that both
laughed, as, nodding him an adieu, they began
descending the mountain, and were soon lost
among the trees.
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Stephan threw his hat into the air witli a joyous
cheer, and the echocs repeated his gleeful shout.

The day appeared very long, and glad enough
he was when the sinking sun warned him that it
was time to return. He found liis mother dustmg
the tools, and looking sadder than he had everseen
her since his father died.

“We wont sell thcm, dear mothei-,” he criei
exultinBly, dancing round the table and shaking
the florins in his hat. “ See what luck your
blessing brought me this raonung!” and he re-
lated his adventure with the hunters.

They at once startcd off to pay Bridgetta the
five florins, and, as compensatlon for the loss of the
milk for so many days, they offered her the extra
florin, which she coldly and decidedly refused, ask-
ing no questions, and appearing very anx.ous to get
rid of them. As they walked home, they entered
the church fot a few minutes, and, after revcrently
kneeling at one of the side altars, the widotv
dropped the remaining florin into the poor-box.
It was the largest thank-offering she had ever been
able to make in her life. The warehouse was at
the comer of the Street on the south side of the
church, and as the dock struck six they huiT.ed up
the stairs of the long, lowbuildmg, and entered a
small room fitted up as an office. Herr Dalm was
busily writing in a large ledger, but quitting it as
they entered, he said approvingly :

‘“So here you are! That’s right; busmess
people sbould be punctual—never get on otherwise.
But where are the tools?”

The widow told him all about the six florms and
then placing a toy violin on the counter, she asked
him to give his Opinién of it. He twisted the httie
instrument about, carefully examimng the work-
manship while he talked, and finally declared that
it was a very fair specimen for a self-taught lad.
He evidently thought more of it than he chose to
say for after some conversation with Ins foreinan,
to whom he showcd the violin, he greatly aston-
ished the poor woman by offering to take Stephan
at once and place him under one of his best work-
men if she could do without his earnings for a
time, as of course tlie goats must be given up.
Then, noticing the boy’s delight and the rnothers
anxious, undecided countenance, he added before
she could reply: . \ \ 1

“ Perhaps, if Stephan is steady and carefui
enough, 1 can trust him here alone every mormng
to sweep and dust the warehouses, for which I wil
pay him thirty kreutzers a week (nearly a sh\lling).
1 suppose he gets little more than that for tendmg
the goats.”

“Oh! thank you, sir,” said the boy eagerly,
anticipating his mothePs reply, « 1 will, mdeed, be
careful and steady.”

ri
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“ Gently, boy, your mother is to decide.”

“ | cannot thank you enough, sir," she quickiy
answered. “ Your offcr is more than we had ever
hoped for, and | trust my child’s conduct will
prove how grateful we both feel. He would hke to
begin at once, 1 know, but must, of course, wait a
few days till another boy is found to take his place
as herd-boy.”

Herr Dahn nodded approvingly, and told them
to let him know as soon as a substituto was founci.
How thahkful they were that evening as they
talked over the happy termination of their troubles,
and still more so when a neiglibor carne in to tell
them that Bridgetta and some others of the village
had voted against Stephan continuing his post &
hcrd, alleging that they feared to trust him any
lon™er with their goats. This was, of course, very
unpleasant news, for it was a sort of disgiace to be
thus displaced, however undeserved. It aiso
cxplained the cause of Bridgetta’s extreme coolness |
and indifference as to how they had obtamed the |
money. No wondcr she was unfnendly after her
action, which, but for the f.esh turn affairs had
taken, would have seriously injured them.

However, Stephan was now free to begm his ne» |
work the next day, when all arrangements wete |
made, and he was introduced as an apprentice lo
his new master, Heinrich Brand.

Part II.

Stephan had been with the violin-maker about
six weeks, when one day the little Gretchen, U\
master’s daughter, rushed in to téll them the cows
wcre coming down from the Alp.

It is the custom in the Bavarian Tyrol to send
the cows to small pastures higli up among the
mountains where the grass is green and plctiuful,
being watered by the dews and mists, and les
exposed to the scorching sun. Here the oons
remain all the summer undcr the care of twow
three men, called “ senner,” or women, cMI
“ sennerinnen,” who are always busily engaged
making butter and cheese, and rarely come down
to the valley, even for a day, till the season is over,
w'hen, collecting their tubs, milk-pans, and othe
dairy utensils, they descend the mounwm with
greatrejoicings and consider the day a festival.

This return is an event of importance in every
village. Brand, hke his neighbors, hastencd out
with his little daughter, and told Stephan to foll®
tbom The gayprocess|onw0undslowlyalongtn 1
main'road, accompanied by a band of music play
ing a cheerful Tyrolese air. The cows carne troop
ing along, decorated with garlauds of wild flowefi,
preceded by peasants in their gayest costumes,!
L-rvingblueandwhiteflags. The “ sennerinnen |

1BsJ
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wove their brightest neckerchiefe and gowns, and
scemed quite rejoiced to be down among their
friends again.

Stephan jomed his mother in Jj)ie ciowd, and they
were in the full enjoymeni of the scene wheii he
suddenly cxclaimed; *“ See, mother, there’s the
lost goat 1” and sure enough there it was, limping
along by the side of a “ sennerin,” One leg was
cvidently broken or severely injured, but otherwise
the littie animal looked wcU and fat.

Oid Bridgetta had likewise seen it, and the three
hastened to question the “ sennerin,” who seemed
very glad to find the owner, and told them jt had

STEiKAN SHOWS THE BARON'S UETTE.» TO il[RETCnEN.

been bvought to the Alp by a peasant, who gave
lier a florin to take care of it and bving it down to
the village as soon as she could. He did not tell
her where he had found it, or indeed any partic-
iilars, so she supposcd the poor httle thing had
fallen over some precipice and broken its leg, which
was, however, nearly well.

*‘Goats don’t often fall in that way,—stones are
much more likely to have caused the imschief,” said
Bridgetta, v;ith a meaning look at Stephan, which
was, however, only noticed by his mother, who
replied:
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“ Well, Bridgetta, if you stUl think so badly of
my boy, you can keep the money as a recompense
for the damage done lo your goat, though | am
quite convinced he has had nothing to do with it.
Some day we shall hear the truth of the whole
affair, and ofthat | make no doubt.”

“ | doii'twant your money,” said the oid woman,
testily, “ and shall return it as soon as | have sold
the other goat; "—"whereupon, she took the Icadirig-
stringfrom the “ sennerin” and hobbled off with
her new-found property, apparently as litlle pleased
as possible.

The next day, ihe five florins wcre sent back, and
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then Stephan told his mother, for the first time,
how he had promised to return the money if he
ever found the goat again. This now seemed im-
possible, for he knew neither the fiame fior address
of the gentlcman. The money was, thcrefore, put
away safely, and the savings of a few months soon
made up the original sum of six florins, but stiU
nothing could be heard of the giver.

Time worc on, and the boy was rapidly becommg
an oxpert workraan. He had regularly swept the
warehouse for three years, thcn finding he could
earn more by violin-making during the tune so
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eoccupied, he resigned in favor of a Isoy as poor as
he had been. Brand had pronounced him quite
worthy of regular work, having oflen tested his
abilit)' by leaving to liim the most difficult parts of
the Instruments. He had made himself a zither,
and could play ail those national airs so peculiarly
the property of the mountaineers, and which are
so suited to the plaintive sweetness of that instru-
ment,

Before Stephan was eighteen, his fame as a zither-
playcr had spread far and wide; no marriage, or
festival of any kind, was complete without his
well-looking, good-humored face.

One day, Stephan was putting away his tools
when he was sent for by a nobleman, who had
stopped overnight at tbe village, and he soon
carne back with the news the Barén Liszt had
engaged him to act as guide lo the Krotten Kopf
mountain the next day, and Brand was also wanted
to help to carry the wraps and ncedful provisions.

Early in the morning the party started. The
Baroness accompanied her husband, and there
'vere one or two gentlemen with their wives.
Stephan and Brand, laden with shawls, umbreOas
and knapsacks, then led the way nath the slow,
steady pace always adopted by the mountaineers,
who know that speed avails nothing when great
heights have to be climbed, as it cannot possibly
be kept up, and only exhausts the strength at the
onset. After climbing two hours, a turn in a very
steep portion of the path brought them suddenlj’
upon a green plateau, walled in, as it were, by
mountain peaks, which lookcd of no particular
height tiU the ascent began, Though the sun
had scarcely set, yet, at such an elevation, the
air was more tlian chilly, and as the Baroness
put on a warm shawl she said, one could easily
account for the frcsh looks of the “ sennerinnen,”
who spend the intenscly hot months in so cool
and healthful an atinosphere; for the Alps are
never scorched and dried up aselsewhere during the
summer. The Esterberg Alp, as itis called, con-
sists of two large tracts of rich meadow, green and
fresh as in our own fertile land, with a border of
underwood straggling some distance up the mount-
ain, and whence at midday issue the clear sounds
of the musical cow-bells, the only signs of life in
that wild, solitary spot.

They soon carne in sight of a long low house,
one-half of which was devoted to the cows and the
hay. The earth around was troddcn down and
bare; a few flowers grew against the house-wall,
and some milk-pans were rangcd along it to dry.
The door was opened by a wild-looking man devoid
of shoes and coat; bis long, shaggy hair looked as
if it had never expcrienced the kindly influence of
a comb orbrush. He had evidently been roused
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from a heavy slccp, but soon understanding thai
they wished to spend the night in the hut, he told
them, in a most singular Germéan dialect, that the
“ obcrschweizer,” chief, was away, but that he
alone could arrange all that was needful; for he was
accustomed to attend to the visitorswho carne there
in the warm weather.

The “ senner” prepared themeal, consisting oia
large bowl full of a dark chopped pancake called
“ schmarren,” often the only food of the cowherds
for weeks together.

The next consideration was a resting-place. They
had been warned that they would get nothing bul
hay, so it was no surprise when the “ senner” led
the ladies out to one side of tlie house, where,
inounting a short ladder, he placed his lantern in
the center of a large hay-loft, one side of which
«as open to the free air of heavcn, which blew in,
fresh and cool, as also it did frpm numerous chinks
in the roof, through which the clear moonbeains
shonc, rendering the lantern a matter of form.
The man procecded to arrange the hay in heaps,
so that each person could recline or sit, as most
conducive to rest. Only those accustomed (as,
indeed, most mountain climbers in Bavaria are) to
spending a night half-buried in hay, can sleep,
The hours of the night were spent by the ladies in
laughing atone anotherand discussing the absurcUiy
of spending a night ranged against the sides of a
hay-loft, with heads ticd up in handkerchiefe, like
wounded soldiers in a hospital.

Meantime, the gentlemen sat outside enjoying
their cigars by inoonlight, and relating their hunt-
ing adventures. “ Ah,” said the Bardn, after one
of the stories, “that reminds me of a northern
friend of mine who was staying with us some years
ago. He was very short-sighted, but passionately
fond of a liunt, so we made up several parties, al
\vhich he appcared in spectacles, to the great
amusementof us all. He took ourjokes in good
part, and enjoyed himself without doing any mis-
chief for a time. One unlucky day, however, 1
missed our path, and had to clescend lhe mountain
in search of some landmark from which to start
afresh. Suddenly, with the exclamation : “Hush!
a chamois 1’ he leveled his rifle, and before |
could say one word he had shot a goat! He
was too much vexed to laugh, so | had it all to
myself, and it was some minutes before | could
assist him to raise the little animal, whose leg was
broken. The flock was not far off, and the herd-
boy was evidently searching the wood, having heard
the shot. Now it never would have done to let
such an unsportsmanlike event get wind, so we
carried the goat to some distance, when, meeting a
peasant, we paid him to leave it at a hut on a
neighboring Alp, and request it should be taken
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down to the valley at the first opportunity. | never
mcntioned the subject to any one but my brotlier
Heinrich. Some time after, he was hunting in the
same locality, and carne upon alad who was crying,
with a regular mountain voice, for the loss of that
very goat, for which it scemed his mother had to
pay. | must confess, the consequence of kidnap-
ping the animal for a time had never slruck me,
and | was therefore glad to know that my brother
had given the lad money enough to pay all dam-
ages. But come, it is lime we tried our hay-berths,
for if we can't sleep we can test.”

Stephan, who liad been eagerly listening, ex-
claimed: “ Oh, please sir, waita moment. | was
thatboy. to whom the geiitleman gave the money,
and he told me he should expect it returned if |
ever found the goat. Some time afterward 1 did
find it, and | have always carried the money sewn
into iny coat-pocket in case | should meet the gen-
tleman agaiii when | am away from home, but |
neverdid so; perhaps, sir, youwillbe kind enough
togive it to him," he added, beginning to unfasten
the little packet from the lining of his side-pocket.

Turning to Brand, the Bar6n asked if he knew
ailything of this romantic goat story.

“ Yes, indeed, sir, and so does every one in the
village, for the boy got into trouble with the neigh-
bors, who all thought he had been throwing stones
at the animal, and they even turned him out of his
situation, but, as luck would have it, something
else was offcred the same day, so that it did not
hurt him or his mother either.”

“I1t was the best thing that ever happened to
me. | had always wished to make violins and
lithers, and owing to that accident | got my wish,”
said Stephan, in reply to the Baron’s expressions
of regret.

“ As to the money,” said the Barén, “ wewill
make an exchange; you shall have my purse,
which contains about ten florins, and | will take
your little bag, just as it is, as a proof of Bavarian
honesty and honor. We shall see more of one
another,” he added; *“ meantime, don’t forget
that we must be off by four in the morning.
Good-night I

The moon still shone when the travelers com-
menced their mountain journey. Slowly they
wound their way round the ever-ascending path.
Abouthalf-way up they carne to a small rocky plain,
where some young cattle were grazing. Their
alarmed wid movements proved how rarejy human
leings passed their high-walled prison. From this
point their climl)ing became a real labor, but
before long they arrived at the summit, where,
amidst much laughter and want of breath, they
all threw ihemselves on the ground and gave
vent to their satisfaction at being nearly 7,000
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fcet above the sea, and to their admiration of the
glorious view.

But their stay on the summit was short, as they
wished to make the descent of the mountain in one
day. They did not reacli Partcnkirchen till nearly
midnight, fior Mittenwaid till the following day,
where, of course, their adventures were related, and
Stephan’s story wassoon the talk of the village. He
became a perfect hero for the time, and many a
neighbor shook hands and hoped he would forgive
the doubt cast upon his word, although years had
since passed and the goat of contention had been
gathcrcd to its fatliers.

Some time after, a letter carne to the Post Inn
for Stephan, causing much cuxiosity in the vil-
lage, as it was the first he had ever received. It
carne from the Baron, who offered him an excellent
situation on his estate, under the forester, who,
being childless and oid, would not only instruct
Stephan in his duties, but would soon Icave the
management in a great measure lo him ; moreover,
he himself might hope to succced as Forester, if he
found the life suited tohis taste. A week was given
him for consideration. He did not at all like the
idea of leaving his native place, to which he was
attached with that intensity of feeling said to be
peculiar to the mountaineers; but so good an offer
was not to be refused, especially as Herr Dahn and
Brand both approved of his going. So the letter
was written to tell the Barén he would come in
a few weeks, as requested. Meantime his oid
master gave him an order for a zither of the best
quality, to be made of handsome wood, inlaid with
mother-of-pearl, and as the pnce was of no conse-
quence, he was to make it quite a specimen instru-
ment, to show how well he could work. Stephan
was very much pleased with the commission, and
when, at the end of three weeks, it was finished,
his delight was great when Herr Dahn pronounced
it “ One of the very best he had ever had in his
warehouse, and quite fit for the king.” The day
carne for Stephan’s departure, but it was not a sad
one, as evcrything was arranged for him to return
in three roonths to fetch Gretchen, his oid master’s
daughter, who had promised to marry him, and
Stephan’s mother was to live with them.

Stephan’s letters were most satisfactory. He
liked the new life and the oid Forester, and was
sure Gretchen would admire the pretty houses, the
large balcony, along the rails of which he was
growing some of the beautiful dark camations she
was so fond of, and he knew she would rejoice to
see the glowing mountain-peaks rising from the
dark pine woods at sunset.

The wedding-day arrived at last, and in the
course of the second evening,—for the festivities
lasted two days,—some strangers staying in the
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village carne up to see the dancing, which took
place in a very kirge room in the inn. Among
them was the Barén Liszt, who, after dancing the
last waltz with Gretchen, requested the visitors
would remain a few minutes, as he had something
to show ihein.

A box was then brought in by the hostess,
dressed in her best costume and fur cap. She
placed itwith much solemnity before the Barén,
who lifted the lid, took out the beautiful zither

TROUBLKS

By Mrs. J.

Two miniature inothers at play on the floor
Their wearisome cares wcre debating,

How Dora and Arabelle, children no more,

Were twice as much trouble as ever before,

And the causes each had her own cares to deplore
Were, really, well worth my relaiing.

HIGH LIFE. [Octoisii,

that Stephan liad made with such care, and hanci-
ing it to the pretty, blushing Gretchen, he said he
could offer her nothing better as a wedding gift
than this specimen of her husband* talent, which
he hoped she would always keep and use as a token
of his respect and admiration for Bavarian honesty
and truth. Then, shaking hands with them both,
he took leave amidst loud acclamations and waving
of hats; and so ended the wedding of Stephan
and Gretchen.

IN MIGH LIFE.

G. Burnett.

Said one littie mother; “ You really clon’t know
What a burden my lifc is with Bella!

Her stravagant habits | hope she ’ll oulgron.

She buys her kicl gloves by the dozen, you know,

Sits for caries de visites every fortnight or so,
And don’t do a thing that | tell her!”
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Those stylish young ladies (the dollies, you know)
Had complexions soft, pearly and waxen,
With arms, neck and forehead, as white as the
snow,
Golden hair sweeping down to the waist and below,
Eyes blue as the sky, cheeks with youth’s ruddy
glow,—
Of a beauty puré Grecian and Saxon.

“Indeed !” said the other, “ that’s sad to be sure;
But, ah,” with a sigh, “ no one guesses
The cares and anxieties mothers endure.
For though Dora appears so sedate and demure,
She spends all the money that | can secure
On her ctoaks and her bonnets and dresses.”
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Then followed such prattle of fashion and style,
] smiled as 1 listened and wondered,
And | thought, had | tried to repeat it erewhile,
How these fair littie Israelites, without guile,
Would mock at my lack of their knowledge, and
smile
At the way | had stumbled and blundered.

And | thought, too, when each youthful mother
had conned
Her startling and touching narration,
Of the dolls of which I in my childhood was fond,
How with Dora and Arabelle they’d coirespond.
And how far dolls and children to-day are beyond
Thosc we had in the last generation !

A TALE OF MANY TAILS.

By Katharine B.

Carry stood in ihe dnnr-way witli her dolly on
one arm and her kitten hanging over the other.
Kitty did n’t look comfortable, but she bore up
bravely, only once in a while giving a plaintive
mew. Carry gazed into the bright white sunshine.

“ It ’s melting hot,” she said. “ | guess, grand-
ma, |°’ll take my doli and Friskarina out to the
wash-house and have a party.”

“ Well,” said grandma, looking over her specta-
cles, “ 1 ’ve no objection; only there’s a black
cloud coming up, and you may get caught out
there in a thunder storni.”

“If I do, can Jake come for me with an um-
brclla, and can | take off my shoes and stockings
and come home barefoot?”

“Yes; | dont believe it would hurt you.”

“ Then I’llgo;” and Carry picked up abox with
alittle tea-set in it, and started off, saying; “ Do
you believe it ’ll rain cats and dogs and pitchforks,
grandma? That’s what Jake says.”

“ No, iny dear. You’d better ask him if he
ever saw such a rain.”

“ So 1 will,” and away went Cairy lhrough the
sunshine. And she said to herself; “ Would n’tit
be funny if it did rain so? | guessgrandmawould
ii't like it much if cats rained down, 'cause she says
five cats are loo many now.”

The tea-party oii an oid chair without a back
"asn’t much of an affair, after all; for, althougli
the doU—Miss Rose de Lormc—was propped up
against a starch-box more than half a dozen times,
she would keep on sliding fect first until she carne
down Hat on her back and thumped her head.

Foot.

The kitten went to sleep in the comer just as soon
as Carry put her down.

“ Oh, dear!” sighed the littie girl. “ It’s so lonely
with cats and dolls and things that can’t talk!”
And then she sat down in a cérner by the oid wash-
boiler, where she could see out of the open door,
and took Kitty into her lap.

The great fluffy clouds banked up higher and
higher, and from being white and dazzling they
began to grow black at the edges; and the black
masses rolled up and up, until the sun was all hid-
den and the sky was dark. Then carne the rain,
gently at first, in drops far apart, but soon it fell
faster and faster, and the littie leaves on the cui-
rant-bushes jumped up and down and seemed to
eiijoy the shower-bath. To Carry’s great delight,
littie streams began to creep over the path, now in
sepéarate iittie trickles, and presently with sudden
iittie darts into one another, as they carne to un-
even places in the walk. She watched it all with
great wide eyes, and felt quiet and cool just to smell
the damp earth.

But soon the drops grew bigger, and all at once
they were n’t chops of rain at all!

“ Good gracious 1”7 cried Carry. “ Kittens,—littie
blind kittens 1 It ’ll rain dogs next, | 'suppose 1”

That ’s exactly what did happen; for down carne
puppies along with the kittens. They squirmed and
mewed and hisscd and yelped, and all the time
kept gtowing bigger and bigger. Some carne head
first pawing the air as they fell; some tail first,
looking scared to death ; but niost miserable of all
were tliose that carne down tumbling overand over.
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It made them so dizzy to come down in that whirli-
gig fashion, that they staggered about when they
tried to stand. Carry felt truly sorry for them, and
yet she could n’t help laughing. And the cats and
dogs who had come first laughed too.

“ Dear me! That’s sort of funny, isn’t it?”
she thought; but the surprise did n’t last long,
for, in the inidst nf a tremendous shower, down
carne two most reraarkable figures, and, with them,
what at first sight appeaved to be several long
sticks; but, on looking again, Carry saw these
were pitchforks !

“ Oh !” said she, “ | thought they’d come.”

Then she stared for a minute at the two odd
figures, and cried: “Why! it’s Mother Hub-
bard’s dog and Puss in Boots !” And sureenough,
so itwas!

Puss had a bluc velvet cloak on his shoulders,
large boots, and a velvet cap with a long plume.
He turned toward Carry and made her a low bow,
gracefully doffing his hat.

“ You are right, Madcmoiselle,” said he. “ | am
that renowned persoiiage, and your humble ser-
vant. Permit me to add, Mademoiselle, that my
eyes have not beheld a fairer datnsel tlian they now
rest upon, since last | sawmybeloved mistress, the
echarming Marquise de Carabas.”

Mother Hubbard’s dog was dressed in a suit of
fine old-fasbioned clothes, and held tightly between
bis teeth a very short stemmed pipe from which
he puffed great clouds of smoke.

He carne up beside Puss, and said, without re-
inoving hispipe: “ Stufiand nonsense! Wedon’t
talk so stupidly in our village. Don’t waste your
time in silly yarns, butlet ’ssettle this fightat once.”

Puss turned away and, addressing Carry, said:

“ Mademoiselle, this plebeian does not imder-
stand the language of court circles, to which | have
been used for many years. Mademoiselle will par-
don his ignorance.” And here Puss rolled up his
eyes and placed his hand upon his heart and bowed
so low that he was actually standing on his head
before be had finished. But he turned a graceful
somersaiilt and carne right side up again in half a
.second, without looking at all disturbad.

“ Sir!” said the dog, with dignity, “ this matter
should be settled at once, or the sun will be out,
and then ” he stopped short and winked at
Puss in a very knowing manner.

“ Al thatis true,” replied the cat, “ | had for-
gotten. Shall it be a general or a single combat?

“ Well,” said the dog, gravely, sittingdown on a
large fiower-pot near by, “ 1 think, as we have been
wandng to fight this out for some time,—indeed, |
may say, almost since time began,—we had better
fillow every one to have a tooth and a claw in it.
Then, perhaps, this matter will be settled forever.”
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“ Quite my Opinién,” responded Puss. “ But
first the ladies, infants, and weak and wounded,
nnist be removed from the field.”

“Allright!” said the dog- “ Butluokherc. You
first stop that, will you ?” and he pointed to a fine
gray cat that was rubbing herself against a large,
comfortable-looking Newfoundland.

“ Immediately,” said Puss, and he bawled in a
loud voice: “ There is to be no friendly intercourse
between soldiers cfthe two annies. It isinthehigh-
est degree detrimental to military discipline.”

And the dog shouted: “ Stop being pieasant
to each othéar, right off. | can’t have it. You
always have fought, and you 've got to fight now.”

The big Newfoundland at once made a snap at
the gray cat, and she put up her back, spit and
clawed at him, and ran otf as fast as she could.

Then Puss waved his handkerchief, as a flag of
truce, and said in a loud voice, “ There will be a
cessation of hostilities for five minutes, until the
non-combatants are removed.”

The able-bodied cats arranged themselves .in
rows, and the dogs did the same. The two gener-
ais stepped grandly in front of the lines, and the
battie seemed about to begin, when a joung and
frisky cat, at the far end of the front rank, took
advantage of a dog opposite who had turned his
head, and jumped upon hisback, clawing him in so
cruel a way that he howled dreadfully.

At this, Mother Hubbard’s dog advanced angrily,
and taking the cat by tlic nape of the neck, threw
her among the cat army, saying; “ The trumpet
hasn’t sounded, and we have n’t begun yet. That
was a real sneaky trick, just like a cat.”

“ Sir!” cried Puss in Boots, loftily, “ Do you
mean to insinGate that | am a sneak?”

“1 didn’t say so precisely,” returned the dog.
“ But if you want me to, | will." Then he added,
in a taunting tone, “ You are a sneak 1”

Puss trembled with ragc at this insult, and drew
the little sword he wore at his side.

“Prove it!" he cried, brandishing his blade.

“ Did n’t you sneak yourselfand yourmaster into
a caslle and fine clothes that you had no right to?"

“Did n't you pretend to be dead once and
frighten your poor mistress nearly out of her wits?
Take that, sir!” and he made a furious cut at
him.

But the dog dodged the weapon, and, with a cut-
lass suddenly pulled from bchind him, made a
fierce blow at the cat. Puss ieaped nimiily away,
with a scream of triumph and defiance. Then they
set to with all their skill and hate and cunning.

Presently Puss fell, apparently dead, and SirJohn
Hubbard, the victor, was leaning on his cutlass,
looking sorry, when suddenly Puss jumped up,
grasped his sword and made a savage lunge at the
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<log. “ That ivas only one of my lives!” he
screamed. “ | have eight left. Cats have nine
lives,but yon—youmiserable dog—have only one.”
Then they fought worse than over, and neither

seemed willing to yield.

But the fight ended in a strange way. Just as
the dog again bid Puss loiv, a tremendous shower

of pitchforks fell, beating on

everything with dreadful effecl.

SirJohn saved himselfbygetting

imder a tree, but poor Puss could

n’t move to a shelter, and his

remaining seven lives wcre being

rapidly knocked out ofhim, when

the brave dog rushed out into the

storm and proved himselfa gen-

erous foe by shielding Puss from

the pitchforks with his own body.

“ You are a dear good dog!”

cried Carry. “ 1 always loved you the best!” But even as

she was speaking there carne a terrific clap of thunder, and lier
own cat, who had been trembling with fear, sprang to her shoul-
der and buiied her claws there and as Carry shricked with fright
and pain, Jake was holding her in his arms.

“Were you frightened, out here all alone?” said he. “ | was
busy and 1 did n’t think you ’d mind the rain; but when the
thunder began | carne out quick.”

“ Rain?” said Carry, “ I don’t mind rain, Jake; “ but I don’t
like it to rain cats and dogs when they fight. Why, where are
they?” She lifted her face from Jake’s shouldcr, and lookcd
about her aniazed, for not a cat was to be seen fior a dog, but
oiily the steady rain, pouring straight down.

“ Cats and dogs!” said Jake, laughing.

“ And pitchforks, too, Jake,—yes, really!”

“ Well,” said Jake; * ifyou aint the most little gal!”

But Carry don’t think she is half as curious as other people
are ivho wont believe what she saw with her own eycs.
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Chapter XXIII.
SOMEBODV COMES.

Bab and Betty had been playing in the avenue
all the afternoon, scveral weeks later, but as the
shadows began to lengthen both agrecd to sit iipon
the gate and rest while waiting for Ben, who had
gone nutting with a party of boys. When they
playcd house, Bab was always the father, and went
liunting or fishing with great energy and success,
bringing home all sorts of game, from elephants
and crocociiles to humming-birds and minnows.
Betty was the mother, and a most notable littie
housewife, always mixing up imaginary delicacics
with sand and dirt in oid pans and broken china,
which she baked in an oven of her own con-
struction.

Both had workcd hatd that day, and were glad
to retire to their favorite lounging-place, where
Bab was happy trying to walk across the wide top
bar without falling off, and Betty eiijoyed slow,
luxurious swings while her sister was recovering

from her tumblc.s. On this occasion, having in-
dulged their respective tastes, they paused for a
brief interval of conversation, sitting side by sidc on
the gate like a pair of plump gray chiekens gone
to roost.

“Don’t you hope Beii will get bis bag full ? We
shall have such fun eating nuts evenings,” observed
Bab, wrapping her arms in her apron, for it was
October now, and the air was growing keen.

“ Yes, and Ma says we may boil some in our lit-
tle kettles. Ben promised we should have half,”
answered Betty, sull intent on her cookery.

“ | shall save some of mine for Thorny.”

“ | shall keep lots of mine for Miss Celia.”

“ Doesn't it seem more than two weeks since she
went away ?”

“ | wonder what she ’ll bring us.”

Before Bab could conjecture, the sound of a step
and a familiar whislle made both look expectantly
toward the turn in the road, all ready to cry outwith
one voice, “ How many have you got?” Neither
spoke a word, however, for the figure which pres-
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ently appeared was not Ben, but a stranger,—a
man who stopped whiscling, and carne siowly on,
dusting his shoes in the way-side grass, and brush-
ing the sleeves of his sliabby velveteen coat as if
anxious to freshen himself up a bit.

“ Itsatramp, let ’s run away,” whispered Betty,
after a hasty look.

“ | aint afraid,” and Bab was about to assunie
her boldest look when a sneeze spoiled it, and made
her clutch the gate to hold on.

At that unexpected sound the man looked up,
showing a thin, dark face, with a pair of sharp,
black eyes, which surveyed the little girls so steadily
that Betty quaked, and Bab began to wish she had
at least jumped down inside the gate.

“ How are you?” said the man with a good-
natured nod and smile, as if to re-assure the round-
eyed children staring at him.

“ Pretty well, thank you, sir,” responded Bab,
politely nodding back at him,

“ Folks at home ?” asked the man, looking over
tlieir heads toward the house.

“ Only Ma; all the rest are gone to be married.”

“ That sounds lively. At the other place all the
foiks had gone to a funeral,” and the man laughed
as he glanced at the big bouse on the hill.

“Why, do you know the Squire?” exclaimed
Bab, much surprised and re-assured.

“ Come on purpose to see him. just strolling
round tiil he gets back,” with an impatient sort of
sigh.

“ Betty thought you was a tramp, but | wasnt
afraid. 1 like tramps ever since Ben carne,” ex-
plained Bab, with her usual candor.

“Who ’s Ben?” and the man carne nearer so
quickly that Betty nearly fell backward. *“ Don’t
you be scared, Sissy. | like little girls, so you set
easy and tell me about Ben,” he added, in a per-
siiasive tone, as he leaned on the gate, so near that
both could see wliat a friendly face he had in spite
of its eager, anxious look.

“ Ben is Miss Celia’s boy. We found him
almost starved in the coach-house, and he ’s
been living near here ever since,” answered Bab,
comprehensively.

“ Tell me all about it. | like tramps too,” and
the man looked as if he did, very much, as Bab told
the little story in a few childish words that were
better than a mucli more elegant account.

“You were very good to the little feller,” was all
the man said when she ended her somewhat con-
fused tale, in wliich she had jumbled the oid coach
and Miss Celia, dinner-paits and nuiting, Sancho
and circuses.

“ Course we were! He ’sanice boy and wc are
fond of him, and he likes us,” said Bab, heartily.

“ ’Specially me,” put in Betty, quite at ease now.
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for the black eyes had softened wonderfully, and the
brown face was smiling all over.

“ Don’t wonder a mite. You are the nicest pair
of little girls | ve seen this long time,” and the man
put a hand on either side of ihcm, as if he wanted
to hug the chubby children. But he did n’t do it;
he merely rubbed his hands and stood there asking
questions till the two chatter-boxes had told him
everything there was to tell, in the most confiding
manner, for he very soon ceased to seem like a
stranger, and looked so familiar that Bab, growing
inquisitive in her turn, suddenly said:

“ Have n’t you ever been here before ?
as if 1 ’d seen you.”

“ Never in my life. Guess you ve seen some-
body that looks like me,” and the black eyes twink-
led for a minute as they looked into the puzzled
little feces before him. Then he said, soberly ;

“1’m looking round for a likely boy; don’t you
think this Ben would suit me ? | want just such a
lively sort of chap.”

“ Are you a circus man?” asked Bab, quickly.

“ Well, no, not now. |’m in better business.”

“1’m glad of it—w don’t approve of ’em; but
I do think they ’re splendid I”

Bab began by gravely quoting Miss Celia, and
ended with an irrepressible burst of admivation
which contrasted drolly with her first remark.

Betty added anxiously, “ We can't let Ben go,
any way. | know he would n’t want to, and Miss
Celia would feel bad. Please don’t ask him.”

“ He can do as he likes, | suppose. He hasn’t
got any folks of his own, has he ?”

“ No, his father died in California, and Ben felt
so bad he cried, and we were real sorry, and gave
him a piece of Ma, ’cause he was so lonesome,”
answered Betty, in her tender little voice, with a
pleading look which made the man stroke her
smooth cheek and say, quite softly:

“ Bless sour heart for that 1 | wont take him
away, child, or do a thing to troubie anybody that ’s
been good to him.”

“ He’s Corning now. | hear Sanch barking at
the squirrels!” cried Bab, standing up to gct a
good look down the road.

.The man turned quickly, and Betty saw that he
breathed fast as be watched the spot where the low
sunshine lay warmly on the red maple at the cdrner.
Into this glow carne unconscious Ben, whistiing
“ Rory O’Moore,” loud and clear, as he trudged
along with a heavy bag of nuts over bis shoulder
and the light full on his contcntcd face. Sancho
trotted before and salv the stranger first, for the
sun in Ben’s eyes dazzled him. Since his sad loss
Sancho cherished a strong dislike lo tramps, and
now he paused to growl and show his teeth, evi-
dently intending to warn this one off the premises.

It seems
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“ He wont hurt you ” began Bab, encour-
agingly j ljut before she could add a chiding word
to the dog, Sanch gave an excited howl, and flew
at the man’s throat as if about to tlirottle him.

Betty screamed, and Bab was about to go to the
rescue when both perceived that the dog was lick-
ing the stranger’s face in an ecstasy of joy, and
heard the man say as he hugged the curly beast:

“ Good ofd Sanch ! | knew he would n't forget
master, and he does n’t."

“ W hat’s the matter?” called Ben, coming up
briskly, with a strong grip of his stoiit stick.

There was no need of any answer, for, as he
carne into the shadow, he saw the man, and stood
looking at Ijim as if he were a ghost.

“ It's father, Benny; don’t you know me?”
asked the man, with an odd sort of choke in his
voice as he thrust the dog away, and held out
both hands to the boy.

Down dropped the nuts, and crying, “ Oh,
Daddy, Daddy!” Ben cast himself into the arms
of the shabby velveteen coat, white poor Sanch
tore round them indistracted circles, barking wildly,
as if that was ihe only way in which he could vent
his rapture.

What happened next, Bab and Betty never
stopped to see, but, dropping from their roost,
they went flying home like startled Chicken Litdes
with the astounding news that “ Ben’s father has
come alive, and Sancho knew him right away!”

Mrs. Moss had just got her cleaning done up,
and was resting a minute before setting the table,
but slie fiew out of her oid rocking-chair when the
excited children told the wonderful tale, exciaiming
as they ended:

“ Where is he ? Go bring him here.
it fairly takes my breath away 1”

Before Bab could obey, or her mother compose
herself, Sancho bounced in and spun round like an
insane top, trying to stand on his head, walk up-
right, waltz and bark all at once, for the good oid
fellow had so lost his head that he forgot the loss
of his tail.

“ They are coming! they are coming! See,
Ma, what a nice man he is,” said Bab, hopping
about on one foot as she watched the slowly ap-
proaching pair.

“ My patience, don’t they look alike! I should
know he was Ben’s Pa anywhere!” said Mrs, Moss,
running to the door in a hurry.

They certainly did resemble one another, and it
was almost comical to see the same curve in the
legs, the same wide-awake style of wearing the hat,
the same sparkie of the eye, good-nalured smile
and agite motion of every limb. Oid Ben carricd
the bag in one hand while young Ben held the
other fast, looking a littie shame-faced at his own
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emotion now, for there were marks of tears on his
cheeks, but too glad to repress the delight he felt
that he had really found Daddy this side heavcii,

Mrs. Moss unconsciously made a pretty littie pict-
ure of herself as she stood at the door with her
honest face shining and both hands out, saying in
a heai'ty tone, which was a welcome in itself;

“1’'m real glad to see you safe and well, Mr,
Brown 1 Comerightin and make yourselfto home.
I guess there isn’t a happicr boy living than Benis
to-night,”

“ And \ knovj there isn’t a gratefuler man liv-
ing than | am for your kindness to my poor for-
saken littie feller,” answered Mr. Brown, dropping
botli his burdens to give the comely woman’s hands
a hard shake.

“ Now doii’t say a word about it, but sit
down and rest, and we ’ll have tea in less’a no
time. Ben must lie tired and hungry, though he’s
so happy | don’t believe he knosvs it,” laughed
Mrs. Moss, bustiing away to hide the tears in her
eyes, anxious to make things sociable and easy all
round. .

W ith this end in vicw she set forth her best china,
and covereci the table with food enough for a dozen,
thanking her slars that it was baking day, and
everything had turned outwell. Ben and his father
sat talking by the window lili they were bidden to
“ draw upandhelp tberaselves” with such hospi-
table warmth that everything had an extra relish
to the hungry pair.

Ben paused occasionally to stroke the rusty coal-
sleeve with bread-and-buttery fingevs to convince
himself that “ Daddy” had really come, and his
father disposed of various inconvenient emotions by
eating as if food was unknown iu California. Mrs.
Moss beamed on every one from behind the big
tea-pot like a raild full moon, while Bab and Betly
kept interrupting one another in their eagerness to
tell something new about Ben and how Sanch lost
his tail,

“ Now you let Mr. Brosvn talk a littie j we all
want to hear how he ‘carne alive,” as you cali it,”
said Mrs. Moss, as they drew round the fire in the
“ settin’-room,” leaving the tea-things to take cate
of themselves.

It was not a long story, but a very interesting one
to this circle of listcners: all about the wild life od
the plains, trading for mustangs, the terrible blow
that nearly killed Ben, sénior, the long months of
unconsciousness in the California hospital, the slow
recovery, the joutney back, Mr. Smithers’s tale of
the boy's disappearance, and then the anxious trip
to find out from Squire Alien where he now was.

“ | asked the hospital folks to write and tell you
as soon as | knew whether | was on my head or my
heels, and they promised; but they did n’t; so |
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carne off the minute | coukl, and worked my way
back, expecting to find you at the oid place. 1
was afraid you ’d have worn out your welcome here
and gone off again, for you are as fond of traveling
as your father.”

“ | wanted to, soraetimcs, butthe folks here were
so dveadful good to me | couldn'l," confessed Ben,
secretly surprised to find that the prospect of going
off with Daddy even cost him a pang of regret, for

MRS. MOSS WULCU&IES UEN S FATHER.

the boy had taken root in the friendly soil, and was
no longer a wandering thistle-down, tossed alsout
by every wind that blew.

“ 1know what | owc ’cm, and you and me will
work out that debt before we die, or our fiame isn’t
R. B.,” said Mr. Brown, with an emphatic slap on
his knee, which Ben imitated half unconsciously as
be exclaimed heartily:

“ That’sso | ”adding, more giiietly, “ What are
you going to do now? Go back to Smitliers and
the oid work?”

“ Not likcly, after the way he treatedyou, Sonny.
I ve had it out with him, and he wont want to see
meagain in a hurry,” answered Mr. Brown, with a
SLidden kindling of the eye that reminded Bab of
Ben’s face when he shook her after losing Sancho.

“There’s more circuses than his in the worldj
but 1’ll have to limberout ever so much before | 'm
good for miicli in that line,” said the boy, stretch-
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ing his stout arms and legs with a curious mixture
of satisfaction and regret.

“ You 've been living in clover and got fat, you
rascal,” and his father gave him a poke here and
there, as Mr. Squeers did the plump Wackford,
when displaylng him as a specimen of the fine diet
at Do-the-boys Hall. “ Don’t believe | could put
you up now ifl tried, for | have n’tgotmy strength
back yet, and we are both out of practice. It
just as well, for I 've about made up my mind to
quit the business and settle down somewhere for a
spell, if I can get anything to do,” continued the
ridcr, folding his arms and gazing thoughtfully into
the fire.

“ | should n’t wonder a mite if you could riglit
here, for Mr. Towne has a great boarding-stable
over yonder, and he ’s always wanting men,” said
Mrs. Moss, eagerly, for she dreaded to have Ben
go, and no one could forbid it if his father chose to
take him away.

“ That sounds likely. Thanky, ma’am. |l
look up che concern and try my chance. Would
you cali it too great a come-down to have father an
‘ostler after being first rider in the ‘ Great Golden
Menagerie, Circus, and Colosseum,” hey Ben?™
asked Mr. Brown, quoting the well-reraejnbered
show-bill with a laugh.

“ No, | shouldn’t; it ’sreal jolly up there when
the big barn is full and eighty horses have to be
taken care of. | love to go and see ’em. Mr.
Towne asked me to come and be stablc-boy when
| rodé the kicking gray the rest were afraid of. |
hankered to go, but Miss Celia had just got my new
books, and | knew she’d feel bad if | gave up going
to school. Now 1’'m glad | didn’t, for | get on
first rate and like it.”

“ Youdoneright, boy, and | ‘'m pleased with you.
Don’t you everlseungrateful to them that bcfriended
yon, if you want to prosper. 1’1l tackle the stable
business a Monday and see what’s to be done.
Now | ought to bs walking, but 1’1l be round in
the morning, ma’am, if you can spare Ben for a
spell to-morrow. We ’d like to have a good Sun-
day tramp and talk; would n’Cwe, Sonny?” and Mr.
Brown rose to go, witli his hand on Ben’s shoulder,
as if loth to leave him even for the night.

Mrs. Moss saw the longing in his face, and for-
getting that he was an utter strangcr, spoke right
out of her hospitable heart.

“ Itisalong piece to Chetavem, and my little back
bed-room is always rcady. It wont make a mite of
trouble if you don’t mind a plain place, and you
are heartily welcome.”

Mr. Brown lookcd pleased, but hesitated to
accept any further favor from the good soul who
had already done so much for him and his. Ben
gave him no time to speak, however, for running
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to a door he flung it open and beckoned, saying,
eagerly:

“ Do stay, father; it will be so nice to have you.
This is a tip-top room; | slept here the night |
camc, and that bcd was just splendid after bare
ground for a fortnight.”

“ 1’1l stop, and as |’m pretty well done up, |
guess we may as well turn in now,” answered the
newgucst; then, asifthe inemory ofthat horaeless
little lad so kindly cherished made liis lieart over-
flow in spite of him, Mr. Brown paused at the door
to say hastily, with his hands on Bab and Betty’s
heads, as if his promise was a very earnest one:

“ 1 don’t forget, ma’am, and these children shall
never want a friend while Ben Brown’s alive;”
then he shut the door so quickly that the other
Ben’s prompt “ Hear, hear !” was cut short in the
middle.

“ | s’pose he means that we shall have a piece
of Ben’s father, because we gave Ben a piece of our
mother,” said Betty, softly.

* Of course he does, and it’s all fair,” answered
Bab, decidedly. “ Isn’t he a nice man, Ma?”

* Go to bed, children,” was all the answer she
got; but when they were gone, Mi-s. Moss, as she
vvashed up her dishes, more than once glanced ata
certain nail where a man’s hat had not hung for
five years, and thought with a sigh what a natural,
protecting air that slouched felt had.

Ifonc wedding were not quite enough fora child’s
story, we might here hint what no one dreamed of
then, that before the year carne round again Ben
had found a mother, Bab and Betty a father, and
Mr. Brown’s hat was quite at home behind the
kitchen door. But, on the whole, it is best not to
say a word about it.

Chapter XXIV.
THE GREAT GATE IS OPENED.

The Browns were up and out so early next
morning that Bab and Betty were sure they had
Tun away in the night. But on looking for them,
they were discovered in the coach-house criticising
Lita, both with their hands in their pockets, both
chewing straws, aird looking as much alike as a big
elepbant and a small one.

' That ’sas pretty a little span as | vc seen for a
long time,” said the eider Ben, as the children
carne trotting down the path hand in hand, with
the fourbiue bows at the ends of their braids bob-
bing briskly up and down. .

“ The nigh one is my favorite, but the off one Is
the best goer, though she ’sdreadfully hard bitted,”
answered Ben the younger, with such a comical
assumption of a jockey’s important air that his
father laughed as he said in an undertone:
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“ Come, boy, wo must drop the oid slang since
we vc given up the oid business. These good folks
are inaking a gentleman of you, and | wontbe the
one to spoil their work. Hold on, my dears, and
I ’ll show you how they say good-raorning in Cali-
fornia,” he added, beckoning to the little girls, who
now carne up rosy and smiling.

“ Breakfast is ready, sir,” said Betty, looking
much relieved lo find them.

“We thought you’d run away from us,” ex-
plained Bab, as both put out their hands to shake
those extended to them.

“ That would be a mean trick. But 1’m going
to run away vjith you,” and Mr. Brown wliisked a
little girl to either shoulder before they knew what
had happened, while Ben, remembering the day,
with difficulty restrained himself from turning a
series of triumphant sornersaults before them all
the way tothe door, where Mrs. Moss stood waiting
for them.

After breakfast, Ben disappeared fora short time,
and returned in his Sunday suit, looking so ncat
and fresh thathis father surveyed him with surprise
and pride as he carne in full of .boyish satisfaction
in his trim array.

“ Here’s a smart young chap I Did you take all
that troubie just to go to walk wiih oid Daddy?"
asked Mr. Brown, stroking the smooth head, for
they were alone Just then, Mrs. Moss and the chil-
dren being upstairs preparing for church.

« 1 thought may be you d like to go to meeting
first,” answered Ben, looking up at him with such
a happy face that it was hard to refuse anything.

“1°’m too shabby. Sonny, else | ’d go in a minute
to please you.”

“ Miss Celia said God did n’t mind poor clothes,
and she took me when | looked worse than you do,
I aUvays go in the morning; she likes to have me,”
said Ben, turning his hat about as if not quite sure
what he ought to do.

“ Do you want to go?” asked his father in a
tone of surprise.

“ 1 want to please her, if you don’t mind.
could have our tramp this afternoon.”

“ | have n’t been to meeting since mother dicd,
and it don’t seem to come casy, though | know I
ought to, seeing | 'm alive and here,” and Mr.
Brown looked soberly out at the lovely autumn-
world as if glad to be in it after his late danger and
pain.

* Miss Celia said church was a good place to take
our troubles, and to be thankful in. | went when 1
thought you were dead, and now | ’d love to go
when 1°ve got my Daddy safe again.”

No one saw him, so Ben could not resist giving
his father asudden hug, which was warmly returned
as the man said earnestly :

We
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“1’ll go, and liiank the Lord hearty for giving
me back my boy better’n 1 left him !”

Fora minute, nothing was heard but the loud tick
of the oid clockand a mournful whine from Sancho,
shut up in the shed lcst he should go lo church
without an invitation.

Then, as steps were heai'd on the stairs, Mr.
lirown caught up his hat, saying hastily :

“1 ain’t fit to go with them, you tell ’em, and
1’il slip into a back seat after folks are in. | know
lhe way.” And, before Ben could reply, he was
gone.

Nothing was seen of him along the way, but he
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green, but a single boy sat on the stops and ran to
meet him, saying with a reproachful look:

“1 was n’t going to let you be alone and have
folks think | was ashamed of my father. Come,
Daddy, we’ll sit together.”

So Ben led his father straight to the Squire's pew,
and sat beside him with a face so full of innocent
pride and joy that people would have suspected
the truth if he had not already told many of them.
Mr. Brown, painfully conscious of his shabby coat,
was rather * taken aback,” as he expressed it, but
the Squire’s shake of the hand and Mrs. Allen’s
gracious nod enabled him to face the eyes of the

SEK ANO HIS FATHER OPEN THE GREAT GATE

saw the little party, andrejoiced again over his boy,
changcd so greatly for the better ; for Ben was the
one thing which had kept his heart soft through
all The tridis and temptations of a rough life.

“1 promised Mary |I’d do my best for the poor
baby she had to leave, and | tried, but | gucss a
better friend than | am has been raisedup for liim
«hen he nceded her most. It wont hurt me to
followhim in this road,” thought Mr. Brown as he
tame out into the highway from his stroll “ across
lots,” feeling that it would be good for him to stay
inthis quiet place for his own as well as for his
»n’s sake.

The bell had done ringing when he reached the

Voi.. V.—s52.

interested congregation, the younger portion of
which stared steadily athim all sermén time, in spite
ofpaternalfrownsand maternal tweakingsin therear.

But the crowning glory of the day carne after
church, when the Sqtiire said to Ben, and Sam
heard him:

“1’ve gota letter for you from MissCelia. Come
home with me and bring your father. 1 want to
talk to him.”

The boy proudly escorted his parent to the oid
carry-all, and tucking himself in behind with Mrs.
Alien, had the satisfaction of seeing the slouched
felt hat side by side with the Squire’s Sunday bea-
ver in front, as they drove off at such an unusually
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smart pace that, it was evident, Duke knew there
was a critical eye upon him. The interest taken
in the father was owing to ihe son at first, but, by
the time the story was told, oid Ben had won friends
for himself, not only because of lhc misfortunes
which he had evidently borne in a manly way, but
because of his delight in the boy's improvcment,
and the desire he feltto turn his handto any honest
work, that he might keep Ben happy and contented
in this good home.

“1°Il give you a line to Towne. Smithers spoke
well of you, and your own ability will be the best
recommendation,” said the Squire, as he parted
from them at his door, having given Ben the letter.

Miss Celia had been gone a fortnight, and every
one was longingto have herback. The first week
brought Ben a newspaper, with a crinkly line drawn
round the “ xnarriages ” to attract attention to that
spot, and one was marked by a black frame with a
large hand pointing at it from the margin. ‘Thorny
sent that, but the nextweek carne a parcel for Mrs.
Moss, and in it was discovered a box of wedding-
cake for every membor of the family, including
Sancho, who ate his at one gulp and chewed up the
lace paper which covcred it. This was the third
week, and as if there could not be happiness
enough crowded into it for Ben, the letter he read
on his way home told him that his dear mistress
was coming back on the following Saturday. One
passage particularly pleased him:

“ 1 want the great gate opened, so that the ncw
master may go in that way. Will you see that it
is done, and all made neat afterward. Ronda will
give you the key, and you may have out all your
flags if you like, for the oid place cannotlook too
gay for this home-coming.”

Sunday though itwas, Ben could nothelp waving
the letter over his head as he ran in to tell Mrs.
Moss the glad news, and begin at once to plan the
welcome they would give Miss Celia, for he never
called her anything else.

During their afternoon stroll in the mellow sun-
shine, Ben continued to talk of her, never tired of
telling about his happy summer under her roof.
And Mr. Brown was never weary of hearing, for
every hour showed him more plainly what a lovely
miracle her gentle words had wrought, and every
hour increased his gratitude, his desire to return
the kindness in some humble way. He had his
wish, and did his part handsomely when he least
expected to have a chance.

On Monday he saw Mr. Towne, and, thanks to
the Squire’s good word, was engaged for a month
on trial, making himself so iiseful that it was soon
evident he was the right man in the right place.
He lived on the hill, but inanaged to get down to
the littie brown house in the evening for a word
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with Ben, who just now was as full of business as
if the Prcsident and his Cabinet were coming.

Everything was put in apple-pie order in and
about the oid house; the great gate, with much
creaking of rusty hinges and some clearing away
of rubbish, was set wide open, and the first creat-
ure who entered itwas Sancho, solemnly dragging
the dead mullein which long ago had grown above
the top of it. October frosts seemed to have
spared some of the brightest leaves for this especial
occasion, and on Saturday the gate-way was
decorated with gay wreaths, red and yellow sprays
strewed the flags, and the porch was a blaze of
color with the red woodbine, that was in its glory
when the honeysuckle was leafless.

Fortunately, it wasa half-holiday, so the children
could trim and chatter to their hearts’ content, and
the littie girls ran about sticking funny decora-
tions where no one would ever think of looking for
them. Ben was absorbed in his flags, which were
sprinkled all down the avenue with a lavish display,
suggesting several Fourth-of-Julys rolled into one.
Mr. Brown had come down to lend a hand, and
did so most energetically, for the break-neck things
he did with his son during the decoration fever
would have terrified Mrs. Mossout of her wits if she
had not been in the house giving last touches to
every room, while Ronda and Katy set forth a
sumptuous tea.

All was going well, and the traiii would be due
in an hour, whcn luckless Bab nearly turned
the rejoicing into mourning, the feast into ashes.
She heard her mother say lo Ronda, “ There
ought to be a fire in every room, it looks so
cheerful, and the air is chilly spite of the sud-
shine,” and never waiting to hear the reply that
some of the long-unused chimneys were not safe
till cleaned, off went Balo with an apron full of oid
shingles and made aroaringblaze in thefrontroom
fire-place, which was of all otheis the one to be lei
alone, as the flue was out of order. Charmed with
the brilliant light and the crackle of the tindery
fiiel, Miss Bab refilled her apron and fed the fire
till the chimneybegan to rumble ominously, sparks
to fiy out at the top, and soot and swallows’ nests to
come tumbling down upon the hearth. Then,
scared at what she had done, the littie mischicf-
maker hastily buried her fire, swept up the rubbish,
and ran off, thinking no one would discover her
prank if she never told.

Everybody was very busy, and the big chimney
blazed and rumbled unnoticed till the cloud of
smoke caught Ben’s eye as he festooned his lasi
effort in the flag line, part of an oid sheet with the
words “ Father has come 1” in red cambric let-
ters, half a foot long, sewed upon it.

“ HuUo, | do believe they’ve got up a honfire
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without asking my leave ! Miss Celia never would
let us, because the sheds and roofs are so oid and
dry; | must see about it. Catch me, Daddy, | 'm
Corning down 1” cried Ben, dropping out of the
elm with no more thought of where he might
alight than a squirrel swinging from bough to
bough.

His father caught him, and followed in haste as
his nimble-footed son raced up the avenue, to stop
in the gate-way, frightened at the prospect before
him, for falling sparks had already kindled the roof
liere and there, and the chimney smoked and roared
like a small volcano, while Katy’s wails and Ronda's
cries for water carne from within.

“ Up there, with wetbiankets, while | get out the
hese !” cried Mr. Brown, as he saw at a glance
what the danger was.

Ben vanished, and, before his father got the gar-
den hose rigged, he wason the roofwitha dripping
blanket over the worst spot. Mrs. Moss had her
wits about her in a minute, and ran to put in the
fire-board and stop the draught. Then, stationing
Ronda to watch thatthe falling cinders did noharm
inside, she hurried off to help Mr. Brown, who
might not know where things were. But he had
roughed it so long that he was the man for
emergencies, and seemed to lay his hand on what-
ever was nceded, by a sort of instinct. Finding
that the hose was too short to reach the upper part
of the roof, he was on the roof in a jiffy with two
pails of water, and quenched the most dangerous
flames before much liarm was done. This he kept
up till the chimney burned itself out, while Ben
dodged about among the gables with a watering-
pot, lest some stray sparks should be overlooked
and break out afresh.

While they worked there, Betty ran to and fro
with a dipper of water trying to help, and Sancho
barked violently, as if he objected to this sort of
illumination. But where was Bab, who reveled in
flurries? No one missed her till the fire was out,
and the tired, sooty people met to talk over the
danger just escaped.

“ Poor Miss Celia would n’t have had a roof over
her head if it had n’t been for you, Mr. Brown,”
said Mrs. Moss, sinking into a kitchen chair, palé
with the excitement.

“ 1t would have burnt lively, but | guessit’s all
right now. Keep an eye on the roof, Ben, and | ’ll
step up garret and see if all ’s safe there. Didn't
you know that chimney was fout, ma’am ?” asked
the man, as he wiped the perspiration off his grimy
face.

“ Ronda said it was, and 1°’m surprised she
made a fire there,” began Mrs. Moss, looking at
the maid, who just tbcn carne in with a pan full
of soot.
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“ Bless you, ma ’am, | never thought of such a
thing, fior Katy neither. That naughty Bab must
have done it, and so don’t dar’st to show herself,”
answered the irate Ronda, whose nice room was in
a mess.

“ Where is the child ?” asked her mother, and a
hunt was immediately instituted by Betty and
Sancho, while the elders cleared up.

Anxious Betty searched high and low, called and
cried, but all in vain, and was about to sit down in
despair, when Sancho made a bolt into his new
kennel and brought out a shoe with a foot in it,
while a doleful squeal carne from the straw within.

“ Oh, Bab, how could you do it? Ma was
frightened dreadfully,” said Betty, gently tugging
at the striped leg, as Sancho poked his head in for
another shoe.

“Is it all burnt up !” demanded a smothered
voice from the recesscs of the kennel.

“ Only pieces of the roof. Ben and his father
put it out, and / helped,” answered Betty, cheertng
up a little as she recalled her noble exertions.

“What do tbey do to folks who set houses
afire ?” asked the voice again.

“ 1 don’t know; but you neédn' be afraid; there
is n’t much harm done, | guess, and Miss'Celia
will forgive you, she s so good.”

“Thomy wont; he calis me a ‘botheration,’
and | guess | am,” moumed the unseen culprit,
with sincere contrition.

“ 1’ ask him; he is always good to me. They
will be here pretty soon, so you 'd better come out
and be made tidy,” suggested the comforter.

“ 1 never can come out, for every one will hate
me,” sobbed Bab among the straw; and she pulled
in her foot, as if retiring forever from an outraged
world.

“ Ma wont, she’s too busy cleaning up; so
it’s a good time to come. Let’s run home, wash
our hands, and be all nice when they see us.
I 'l love you, no matter what anybody else does,”
said Betty, consoling the poor little sinner, and
proposing the sort of repentance most likely to find
favor in the eyes of the agitated elders.

“ P’raps | ’d better go home, for Sanch will want

his bed,” and Bab gladly availed herself of that
excuse to back out of her refuge, a very crumpled,
dusty young lady, with a dejected face, and much
straw sticking in her hair.
e Betty led her sadly away, for she still protestad
that she never should daré to mcet the offended
public again ; but in fifteen minutes both appeared
in fine order and good spirits, and naugbty Bab
escaped a lecture for the time being, as the train
would soon be due.

At the first sound of the car whistle every one
turned good-natured as if by magic, and flew to the
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gate, siniling as if all mishaps were forgiven and
forgotten.  Mrs. Moss, however, slipped quielly
away, and was the first to greet Miss Celia as the
carriage stopped at the entrance of the avcnue, so
that the luggage might go in by way of the
lodge.

“ We will walk up and you shall tell us the news
as we go, for | see you have some,” said the young
lady, in her friendly tnanner, when Mrs. Moss had
given her welcome and paid her respects to the
gentleman, who shook hands in a way that con-
vinced her he was indeed what Thorny called him,
“ regularly jolly,” though he was a minister.

That being exactly what she carne for, the good
woman told her tidings as rapidly as possible, and
the new-comers were so glad to hear of Ben’s hap-
piness they made very light ofBab’s bonfire, though
it had come near burning their house down.

“ We wont say a word about it, for every one
must be happy to-day,” said Mr. George, so kindly
that Mrs. Moss felt a load taken off her heart at
once.

“ Bab was always teasing me for fire-works, but |
guess she has had enough for the present,” laughed
Thorny, who was gallantly escorting Bab’s mother
up the avenue.

“ Every one is so kind ! Teacher was out with
the children to cheer us as we passed, and here you
all are making things pretty for me,” said Miss
Celia, smiiing with tears in her eyes, as they drew
near the great gate, which certainly did present an
animated if not an imposing appearance.

Ronda and Katy stood on one side, all in their
best, bobbing dclighted courtesies; Mr. Brown, half
hidden behind the gate on the otherside, was keep-
ilig Sancho erect, so that he might present arms
promptly when the bridé appeared. As flowers
were searce, on either post stood a rosy little giri
clapping her hands, while out from the thicket of
red and yellow boughs, which made a grand bou-
quet in the lantern frame, carne Ben’s head and
shoulders, as he waved his grandest flag with its
gold paper “ Welcome Home!” on a blue
ground.

“ Isn’t it beautiful!” cried Miss Celia, throwing
kisses to the children, shaking hands with her
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maids, and glanciiig brightly at the stranger who
was keeping Sanch quiet.

“ Most people adorn their gate-posts with stone
balls, vases, or griffins; your living images are a
great improvement, love, especially the happy boy
in the middle,” said Mr. George, eying Ben with
interest, as he nearly tumbled overboard, top-heavy
with his banner.

“ You must finish what | have only begun,”
answered Miss Celia, adding gayly, as Sancho btoke
loose and carne to offer both his paw and his con-
gratulations, “ Sanch, introduce your master, that
I may thank him for coming back in time to save
my oid house.”

“ If1°d saved a dozen it would n’t have half paid
for all you 've done for my boy, ma’am,” answered
Mr. Brown, bursting out from behind the gate
quite red with gratilude and pleasure.

“ | ioved to do it, so please remember that this
is still.his home till you make one for him. Thank
God, he is no longer fatherless !” and Miss Celia’s
sweet face said even more than her words, as the
white hand cordially shook the brown one with a
burn across the back.

“ Come on, sister. | see the tea-table all ready,
and | 'm awfully hungry,” interrupted Thomy, who
had not a ray ofsentiment about him, though veiy
glad Ben had got his father back again.

“ Come over, by and by, little friends, and let
me thank you for your pretty welcome,—it certainly
is a warm one;” and Miss Celia glanced merrily
from the three bright faces above her to the oid
chimney, which still smoked sullenly.

* Oh, don’t !” cried Bab, hiding her face.

“ She did n’t mean to,” added Betty, pleadingly,

“ Three cheem for the bride !'” roared Ben, dip-
ping his flag, as leaning on her husband’s arm liis
dear mistress passed through the gay party, along
the leaf-strewn walk, over the threshold of the house
which was to be her happy liome for many years.

The closed gate where the lonely little wanderer
once lay was always to stand open now, and the
path where children played before was free to all
coraers, fora liospitable welcome henceforth awaited
rich and poor, young and oid, sad and gay, Under
the Lilacs.
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HAPPY LITTLE FROGGY.

By E. Muller.

Happy littie Froggy, he
Was pvoud enough

Of his trousers and his coat,
Green and buff.

Carne and caught hira Rob and Bess,
Quick as flash,

Dressed him up in Dolly’s dress,
And her snsh.

Froggy gave a frantic leap,
And ia three springs

Took into the water deep
All DoUy’s things.

HOW TO KEEP A JOURNAL.

By W. S. Jerome.

AUTUMN is as good a time as any for a boy or
girl to begin to keep a Journal. Too many
have the idea that it is a hard and unprofilaljle lask
to keep a Journal, and especially is this the case
with those who have begun, but soon gave up the
experiment. They think it is a waste of time, and

that no good results from it. But that depends
upon the kind of Journal that you keep. Every-
body has heard of the boy who thought he would
try to keep a dlary. He bought a book, and wrote
in it, for the first day, “ Decided to keep a Journal.”
The next day he wrote, “ Got up, washed, and
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went to bed.” The day after, he wrote the same
thing, and no wonder that at the cnd of a week he
wrote, “ Decided not to keep a Journal,” and gave
up the experiment. It is suclr atternpis as this, by
persons who have no idea of what a Journal is, or
how to keep it, tliat discourage otheis from begin-
ning. Butitis not hard to keep a Journal if you
begin in the right way, and will use a littie pcr-
severance and patience. The time spent in writing
in a Journal is not wasted, by any nieans. It may
be the best employed hour of any in the day, and a
well-kept Journal is a source of pleasure and advan-
tage which more than repays the writer for the time
and trouble spent upon it.

The first thing to do in beginning a Journal, is to
resolve to stick to it. Don’t begin, and let the poor
Journal die in a week. A Journal, or diary, should
be written in every day, if possible. Now, don’t be
frightened at this, for you do a great many things
every day, and this isn’t a very awful condition.
The time spent may be longer or shorter, accord-
ing to the matter to be written up; but try and
write, at least a littie, every day. "Nidia dies sitie
linea"—no day without a line—is a good motto.
It is a great deal easier to write a littie every day,
than to write up several days in one.

Do not get for a Journal a book with the dates
already printed in it. Thatkind will do very well for
a merchant’s note-book, but not for the young man
or woman who wants tokeepa live, cheerful account
of a happy, and pleasant life. Sometimes you will
have a picnic or excursién to write about, and wil
want to fill more space than the printed page allows.
Buy a substantially bound blank-book, made of
good paper; write your fiame and address plainly
on the fly-leaf, and, if you choose, paste a calendar
inside the cover. Set down the date at the head of
the first page, thus; “ Tuesday, October i, 1878.”
Then begin the record of the day, endeavoring as
far as possible to mention the events in the correct
order of time,—morning, afternoon and evening.
When this is done, writein the middle of the page,
“ Wednesday, October 2,” and you are ready for
the record of the next day. It is well to set down
the year at the top ofeach page.

But what are you to write about? First, the
weatber. Don't forget this. Write, “ Coid and
windy,” or “ Warm and bright,” as the case may
be. It takes but a moment, and in a few years
you will have a complete record of the weather,
which will be found not only curious, but useful.

Then put down the letters you have received or
written, and, if you wish, any money paid or re-
ceived. The day of beginning or leaving school;
the studies you pursue; visits from or to your
friends; picnics or sleigh-rides; the books you
have read; and all such Items of interest should be
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noted. Write anything that you want to remetn-
ber. After trying this plan a short time, you will

be surprised at the many things constantly occur-
ring which you used to overlook, but which now
form pleasant paragraphs in your book. But don’t
try to write something when there is nothing to
write. If there is only a line to be written, write
that, and begin again next day.

Do notset down aboutpeople anything which you
would not wish them to see. Itisnotlikely that any
one will ever see your writing, but it is possible, so,
always be careful about what you write. The
Chinese say of a spoken word, that once let fall, it
cannotbe broughtbackby a chariotand six horses.
Much more is this true of written words, and once
out of your possession, there is no telling where
they will go, or who will see them.

The best time to write in a Journal isin the even-
ing. Keep the book in your table-drawer, or- on
your dcsk, and, after supper, when the lamps are
iighted, sit down and write your plain account of
the day. Don’t try to write an able and eloquent
articlej but simply give a statement of what you
have seen or done during the day. For the first
week or two after beginning a Journal, the novelty
of the thing will keep up your interest, and you
will be anxious for the time to come when you can
write your Journal. But, after a while, it becomes
tedious. Then is the time when you must perse-
vere. Write something every day, and before long
you will find that you are becoming so accustomcd
to it, that you would not willingly forego it.  After
that, the way is plain, and the longer you live the
more valuable and indispensable your Journal will
become.

But some practical young person asks : What is
the good ofa Journal ? There isvery much. Inthe
first place, it tcaches habits of order and regularity.
The boy or girl who every evening arranges the
proceedings of the day in systematic order, and
regularly writes them out, is not likely to be care-
less in other matters. It lielps the memory. . A
person who keeps a Journal naturally tries during
the day to remember things he sees, until he can
write them down. Then the act of writing helps
to still further fix the facts in his memory. The
Journal is a first-class teacher of penmanship.
All boys and girls should take pride in having the
pages of their Journals as neat and handsome as
possible. Compare one day’s writing with that of
the one before, and try to improve every day.
Keeping a Journal cultivates habits of observation,
correct and concise expression, and gives capital
practice in composition, spelling, punctuation, and
all the littie things which go to make up a good
letter-writer. So, one who keeps a Journal is all
the while learning to be a better penman, anda
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better composer, with the advantage of writing orig-
inal, historical, and descriptive articles, instead of
copying the printed letters and sentences of a
writing-book.

But, best of all, a well-kept Journal fumishes a
continuous and complete family history, which is
always interesting, and often very useful. It is
sometimes ver)' convenient to have a daily record
of the year, and the young journalist wiU often
have occasion to refer to his account of things gone
by. Perhaps, some evening, when the family are
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sitting and talking together, some one will ask,
“ What kind of weather did we have last winter?”
or, “ When was the picnic you were speaking of?”
and the Journal is referred to. Butthe plcasure of
keeping a Journal is itself no small veward. It is
pieasant to exercise the faculty of writing history,
and to think that you are taking the first step
toward writing newspapers and books. The writer
can practice on different kinds of style, and can
make his Journal a record, not only of events, but
of his own progress as a thinker and writer.

SIMON.

“ Simple Simén went a-fishing,
For to catch a whale,
And all the water that he .had,
Was in his mothcr’s pail."
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PRINCE CUCURBITA.

By Edith a.

PRINCE CUCURBITA

Prince CUCURBITA was very unhappy. His
smootli, shiny face was all puckered up into little
wrinkles, and every now and then a liig sob shook
his jolly little person till you really felt like crying
yourself at the sight of him. Here was a prince
living in a lovely gardeii full of birds and flowers,
surroundedby alarge family of brothers and sistcrs,
and always dressed in a pretty green jacket, which
could not get soiled or torn.  In spite of all this, he
was not happy, for Queen Cuclrbita, in order to
keep her children out of harm’s way, had hoisted
them all up on a high trellis, and would never
let them get down.

You may think the Prince might have been
smart enough, or naughty enough, to have jumped
down when his mother’s back was turned, but,
alas ! ho'v could he ? for she held tightly to the
tassel of his cap, and his cap fitted so closely to his
head that no effort of his was everable to get it off.
Across the way lived another big family, the Fil-
berts. They were just the merriest set that ever

Edwards.

ON THE TRRLLIS

was seen, nodding gayly to Cucu now and then
when they could spare the time from their own fun,
and telling stories to each other, which must have
been very amusing; forsometimcs they all laughed
together till they nearly fell out of bed, and their
mother was obliged to shake them all round. One
day, there was a great commotion among the Fil-
berts. The eidest brother had detennined to go
out into the world and seek his fortune, so he
climbed out of bed and quietly dropped to the
ground.

* Oh, dear me !” cried Cucu; * it is too mean
that | should have to stay up on this oid trellis.”

“ Naughty boy !” scoided his mother. “ What
are you talking about? That ever | should be
afflicted with such a fractious child; ’tis enough to
turn me yellow;” and she spread out her pretty
gieen apron, and waved her ribbons in the air,
while she took a firmar hold upon the poor little
Prince’s cap.

“ Don’t you know that if | were to let go, off you



PRINCE

would fall flat on your back upon the nasty wet
ground, and very likely lie there all the rest of your
life, growing wriukled and yeilow and sickly, while
great ugly worins crawled over you, and everybody
blamed me for a careless parent? No | no! ishall
take good care you don’t get away from me, you
may be sure.”

So, Cucu had to accept his fate as best he might,
and amused himself watching his neighbors.
Every day, now, one or more of them left home and
disappeared among the grass and flowers below.
Cucu imagined them as travcling off around the
garden, but if he had seen them lying balf buried
in the earth, their bright brown faces dirty and
streaked with tears, their merry iittie hearts nearly
broken with woe, he would not have envied them
so much.

Day after day passed, and the month of October
carne with its olear and cool nights. Queen Cuclr-
bita did not relish this at all, and, every morning,
when the sun peeped at hej', he wondered how he
ever could have admired such a dried-up yellow oid
creature. Cucu’s heart, on tlie contrary, grew
happier all the time, he lifted up his heavy head
that seemed to be lighter each day, and when the
wind blew, he rattled against the trellis and won-
dered how it was he could move so easily. “ Poor
Princel” the Cat-bird whistied, as she perched
iilbove him, “ your face is getting as brown and
shining as one of those littie Filberts, your cap is
no longer green and pretty, and you look so light
that a breath might blow you away.”

“| don’t care,” returned Cucu, “ for | feel de-
lighted, and so long as | can’t see my own face,
what’s the odds?”

The next night was dear and very coid. The
people to whom the garden belonged brought out
sheets and covered over the tender heliotropes and
other flowers they valued, but they could n’t have
cared much for Queen Cucdlrbita, for they never
gave her a thought. When Cucu woke up bright
and early and said good-morning to his mother,
she did notreply. He turned his head to look at
her.  Oh, frightful sight1 she hung to the trellis
wilted and dead; her green dress was brown and
torn, but her hard and wrinkled hand still grasped
poor Cucu’s cap.

After the sun had been up some hours, a lady
carne into the garden and approached the home of
the Cuclrbita family.

“ Oh, you beauty !” she cried, “ what a lovely
basket | shall make of you1” and, placing a hand
on each of Cucu’s cheeks, she gave him a sliglit
twist,—his mother’s flngers let go; he was free.
The lady put him in her basket, and now he was
really setting off on his travels.

This was, in fact, only the beginning of his
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career. The lady with a sharp knife lifted his cap
from his head; then she painted him all over a palé
green. After the paint was diy, she bored three
holes in his sides. My 1how it hurt! but it was
soon over, and she had fastened three siender
chains througli them, and hung the littie Prince up
in a sunny window. “ What next?” he wondered.
If he had got to hang here all his life, it would n’t
be much better than the oid trellis. But that
was n’t the end, for his mistress filled him with nice
black earth, and planted delicate littie ferns and
runaway-robins which climbed over and twined
lovingly round his face. They patted his cheeks
with their soft littie hands, and whispered pretty
stories of the woods they had come from.

“ Dear Cucu,” said they, “ how much we love
you, and how kind you are to hold us all so cnre-
fully I When they said this, he felt so proud and
happy that he could notcontain himselfany longer,
and sang at the top of his voice; but the people in
the house did not hear him, for mortal ears are not
adapted to such music. Only the Cat-bird flying
past understood and stopped to congrattlate him.

“ Plenty to do, and plenty to love,” she sang;
“ that is the way to be happy. | found it out last
spring when it took me from morning tiE night to

find food for my four hungry bables. Good-bye !
CLCCRBITA IN THE WISDOW.
| am going south with them to-day. | haven'ta

bit of time to lose,” and away she flew.

And the ferns and the runaway-robins clapped
their hands and sang, “ Yes, that is the secret.
Good-bye! Good-bye!”
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PRIMKINS' SURPRISE.

By Olive Thorne.

o ur oider readers will remcmberNimpo, whose “ Troubles" interesied ihemin st. Nichuras’s firatyeai.

To our newer frieods it is only

necessary to say, lhal Nimpo and Rush were boarding with Mre. Primkins during theii mother’s absence, by Nimpo’sown desire, and were
svery unhiippy under the cate of thal well-meaning—but vciy peculiar—person, who was so greatly surprised on the occasion oflhe Biithdav

Pany.

One morning, Mrs. Primkins recpivéd a letter.
This was a very unusual occurrence, and she has-
tened to wipe her hands out of the dish-water,
hunt up her “ specs,” clean them carefully, and,
at last, sit down in her chjntz-covered “ Boston
rocker,” to enjoy at her leisure this very rare liter-
ary dissipation.

Nimpo, who was boarding with Mrs. Primkins
while her mother was off on a journey, was engaged
in finishing her breakfast, and did not notice any-
thing. Having found her scissors, and deliberately
cut around the old-fashioned seal, Mrs. Primkins
opened the sheet and glanced at the fiame at the
bottom of the page, then turned her eyes hastily
toward Nimpo, with a low, significant “ Humph !”

But Nimpo, intent only on getting off to school,
still did not see her. Mrs. Primkins went on to
examine more closely, covering with her hands
something which fell from the first fold, rustling,
to her lap. Very deliberately, then, as became
this staid woman, did she read the letter from date
to signature, twice over, and, ending as she had
begun with a significant “ Humph 1” she refolded
the letter, slipped in the inclosure, put it into her
black silk work-bag which hung on the back of
her chair, and resumed her dish-washing, for she
was a genuine “ Yankee housekeeper” of the oid-
fashioned sort, and scorned the assistance of what
she called “ hired heip.”

Meanwhile, Nimpo finished her breakfast, gath-
ered up her books, and hurried off to school,
though it was an liour too early, never dreaming
that the letter had anything to do with her. After
the morning work was done,—the pans scalded
and set in the sun; the house dusted from attic to
cellar; the vinegar reheated and poured over the
walnuts that were piclding j the apples drying on
the shed roof, turned over; the piece of muslin
(“ bolt,” she called it) that was bleaching on the
grass, thoroughiy sprinkled; and, in fact, every-
thing, indoors and out, in Mrs. Primkins’ domain,
put into perfcct order, that lady sat down to con-
sider. She drew the letter from the bag, and read
it over, carefully inspecting a ten-dollar bili in her
hands, and then leaned back, and indulged herself

in a very unusual, indeed totally unheard-of, luxury
—a rest of ten minutes with idie hands!

If Nimpo had chanced to come in, she would
have been alarmed at such an extraordinary state
of things; but she was at that moment in her
seat in the long school-house, with wrinkied brow,
wrestling with sundry conundrums in her “ Watts
on the Mind,” little suspecting how her fate was
hanging in the balance in Mrs. Primkins’ kitchen
at this moment. At last, Mrs. Primkins’ thin lips
opened, She was alone in the house, and she
began to talk to herself:

“ Wants her to have a birthday-party 1 Humph!
I mustsay | can’t see the good of pampering chil-
dren ’s folks do nowadays! When | was young,
now, we had something to think of besides fine
clothes, unwholesome food, and worldly dissipa-
tion! | must say | think Mis’ Rievor has some
very uncommon notions 1 Hows’ever,” she went
on, contemplating fondly the bili she still held in
her hand, “ 1 do” know ’s | have any cali to fret
my.gizzard if she chooses to potter away her
money ! | don’t see my way clear to refuse alto-
gether to do what she asks, s long ’s the child s
on my hands. Tendollars! Humph! She'hopes
it’ll be enough to provide a little supper forthem!”
It’s my private opinién that it will, and a mite
over for—for—other things,” she added, resoiutely
closing her lips with a snap. “ 1 aint such a
shif’less manager’s all that comes to, | rfi*hope!
T wont take no ten dollars to give a birthday-
party in tny house, | bet a cookeyi”

That night, when supper was over, Nimpo sat
down with the family by the table, which held one
candie that dimly lighted the room, to finish a
book she was reading. Not that the kitchen was
the only room in the house. Mrs. Primkins had
plenty ofrooms, but they were too choice for every-
day use. They were always tightly closed, with
green paper shades down, lest the blessed sunshine
should get a peep at her gaudy red and green
carpets, and put the least mellowing touch on
their crude and rasping colors. Nimpo thought
of the best parlof with a sort of awe which she
never felt toward any room in her mother’s house.
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“ Nimpo,” said Mrs. Primkins at last, when she
had held back the news till Nimpo had finished
hec book, and was about to go upstairs, “ waita
bit. | got a letter from your Ma to-day."

“ Did you ?” exclaimed Nimpo, alarmed. “ Oh!
what is the matter?"

“Don’t fly into tificks 1 Nothing is the matter,”
said Mrs. Primkins.

“Is she coming home?” was the next eager
giiestion.

“No, not yet,” fell like coid water on her warm
hopes. “ But she says to-morrosv’s your birth-
day.”

“Why, so it is!” said Nimpo, reflecting.
never thought of it.”

“Wal, she thinks perhaps |1 ’d best let you have
a few girls to tea on that day, if 't wont be too
much ofa chore for me,” went on Mrs. Primkins,
deliberately.

Nimpo’s face was radiant. “ Oh, Mrs. Prim-
kins, ifyou m¢¢i/ ” But it fell again. “ But where
could they be ?”—for trespassing on the dismal
glories of the Primkins’ parlor had never entered
her wildest dreams.

“1’ve thbught of that,” said Mrs. Primkins,
giiraly. “ Of course, | could n’t abide a pack of
young ones tramping up my best parlor carpet,
and | thought mebbe 1°d put a few things up in
lhe second story, and let you have ’em there.”

The second story was unfumished.

“Oh, that will be splendid!” said Nimpo,
eagerly. *“ But,—but,”—she hesitated,— “ could
ihey take tea here ?” and she glanced around the
kitchen, which was parlor, sitting-room, dining-
loora, and, in fact, alniost the only really useful
room in the house. The front part Mrs. Primkins
enjoyed as other people enjoy pictures, or other
beautiful things,—looking at, but not using them.

“No; 1shall set the table in the back chamber,
and let you play in the front chamber. We can
put some chairs in, and | ’'m sure a bare floor is
more suitable for a pack of young ones.”

Mrs. Primkins always spoke of children as wild
bcasts, which must be endured, to be sure, but
carefully looked after, like wolves or hyenas.

“Oh yesl We would n’t be afraid of hurting
that. Oh, that 1l be splendid ! ” continued Nimpo,
asthe plan grew on her. “ | thank you so much,
Mrs. Primkinst—and we ’ll be so careful not to
hurt anything!”

“Humph 1” said Mrs. Primkins, not thinking it
necessary to tell her that her mother had sent
money to cover the expense. “ You’re a master
hand to promise.”

“1 know | forget sometimes,” said Nimpo,
penitently.  “ But | ’ll try really to be careful,
this time.”
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“ Wal,” said Mrs. Primkins, in conclusion, as
she folded her knitting and brought out the bed-
room candles, “ if you don’t hcctor me nigh about
to death, 1 ’ll lose my guess! But as | ’'m in
for 't now, you may ’s well bring the girls when you
come home from school to-morrow. Then youll
have time to play before supper, for their mothers ’ll
want them home before dark.”

“ Do you care who | invite?” asked Nimpo,
pausing with the door open on her way to bed.

“ No, | do’know ’s | do. Your intimate friends,
your Ma’said.”

“ Oh, goody 1” said Nimpo, as she skipped up-
stairs, two at a time. *“ Wont we have fun! How
nice it’ll be !

The next morning she was off, bright and early,
and, before the bell rang, every girl in the school
knew that Nimpo was going to have a birthday-
party, and was wondering if she would be invited.
At recess, she issued her invitations, every one of
which was promptly accepted; and in the after-
uoon all carne in their best dresses, ready to go
home with Nimpo.

At four o’clock, they were dismissed, and Nimpo
marshaled her guests and startcd. Now, the truth
was, that the girls had been so very lovely to her
when she was inviting, that she found it hard to
distinguish between intimate friends and those not
quite so intimate, so she had asked more than she
realized till she saw them started up the Street.
However, she had not been limited as to nuinbers,
so she gave herself no concern, as she gayly led
the way.

Meanwhile, the Primkins family had been busy.
After the moming work was done, Mrs. Primkins
and her daughter Augusta made a loaf of plain,
wholesome cake, a couple of tins of biscuits, and
about the same number of cookies with caraway-
seeds in them. After dinner, they carried a table
into the back chamber and spread the feast.
Nimpo’s mother had sent, as a birthday-present, a
new set of toy dishes. It had arrived by stage
while Nimpo was at schooi, and been carefully con-
cealed from her; and Augusta, who had not yet
forgotten that she was once young (though it was
many years before), thought it would be nice to
serve the tea on these dishes. Not being able to
think of any serious objection, and seeing advan-
tage in the small pieces required to fill them, Mrs.
Primkins had consented, and Augusta had arranged
a very pretty table, all with its white and gilt china.
The biscuits and cookies were cut small to match,
and, when ready, it looked very cunning, with tiny
slices of cake, and one little dish ofjelly—from the
top shelf in Mrs. Primkins' pantry.

During the afiernoon, a boy carne up from the
store (Nimpo’s father was a country merchant)
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with a large basket, in which were several pounds
of nuts and raisins and candy, which her father had
ordered by letter.

Everything was prepared, and Mrs. Primkins
had put on a clean chccked apron, to do honor to
the occasion, and sat down in her rocker, feeling
that she had earned her rest, when Augusta’s
voice sounded from upstairs: “ Ma, do look down
Street!”

Mrs. Primkins went to the window that looked
toward the village, and was struck with horror.

“ Goodness gracious! Why, what uhder the
canopy ! Did you ever1” carne from her lips in
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“lwouldn’t stand it! So there 1” said Augusta, |
sharply. “ I neverdid see such a young one! 1]
just send every chick and child home, and let Missl
Nimpo take her supper in her own room—to payi
her off! Things have come to a pretty pass,
think 17

“ 1 never did!” cjaculated Mrs. Primkins, not|
yet recovering her ordinary powers of speech.

“ Shall I go out and meet them, and send theia|
packing ?” asked Augusta.

“ No,” said her mother, reluctantly, remember-|
ing the unbroken bili in her “ upper drawer.” *
do’ know ’s | have a right to send them back.

00 LOOK DOWN STREETT®

quick succession, for there was Nimpo, the center
ofa very mob of girls, all in Sunday best, as Mrs.
Primkins’ experienced eye saw at a glance.

“ Ma 1” exclaimed Augusta, rushing down, “ |
do believe that young one has invited the whole
school!”

“ The trollop I” was all
get out, in her cxasperation.

“1’d send ’em right straight home!” said
Augusta, indignantly. “ It’s a burning shame !”

“ Mercy on us 1 This is a pretty kettie of fish !”
gasped Mrs. Primkins.

Mrs. Primkins could

did n’t tell her how many, but—mercy on us!—J
who 'd dream of such arail! If there s one”
there ’s forty, |1 do declare!”

“ That’s the meaning of those enormous pack-]
ages of nuts and things fron* the store,” saidfi
Augusta, “ that we thought were enough for aH
army.”

“ But the table! ” gasped Mrs. Primkins. “ Forl
such a crowd! Awugusta,” hastily, “ fly arotmll
like a parched pea, andlock the doors of ihii|
room, till I think what we
with a vengeance !”

[Octobb# ,B ,j,8].

can do.This isa pailyq
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Augusta obeyed, and was none too quick, for the
girls crowded into the front chamber before she
had secured the doors.

Being a “ party,” of course they had to go into
the house. Bul as soon as they had thrown off
their slat sun-bonnets,—which was in about one
second,—and began to look around the bare room,
to see what they should do next, Nimpo was seized
with a bright idea.

“ Girk, let’s go out in the yard, and play til)
tea-time,” she said; and the next moment sun-
bonnets were resumed, and the whole tioop tramped
down the back stairs, Nimpo not daring, even on
this festive occasion, to disturb the silence of the
solemn front hall, and the gorgeous colored stair-
carpet. In two minutes, they were deep in the
game of “ Pora-pom-peel-away,” and now was
Mrs. Priiukins’ chance.

She hastily sent Augusta out to the neighbors,
letting her outslyly by the frontdoor, so the “ party”
should n’t see her, to loeg or borrow something to
feedthecrowd; for, the nextday being baking-day,
her pantry was nearly empty, and there was not
such a thing in the village as a bakery. As soon
as she was gone, Mrs. Primkins cleared the table
upstairs, hid the small biscuits and minute slices of
cake, and brought tables from other rooms lo
lengthen this. She then carried every cup and
saucer and piate of her own up there, and even
made several surreptitious visits herself to accom-
modating friends, to borrow, telling the news, and
getting their sympathy, so that they freely lent
their dishes, and even sent their boys to carry them
over, and their big girls to help arrange.

For an hour, the gaines went on in the side yard,
whilea steady stream carne in by the frontdoor—the
grand front door 2—and up the august stairs, carry-
ing bread, cake, dishes, saucers, etc., etc., till there
was a tolerable supply, and Mrs. Primkins was in
dcbt nuinerous loaves of bread and cake, and
dishes of “ preserves.”

At five o’clock, they were called in, and, before
their sharp young appetites, everything disappeared
like dew in the sunshine. It was a queer meal,—
bread of various shapes and kinds, and not a large
supply; cakes, an equall/miscellaneous collection,
from cup-cake which oid Mrs. Kellogg had kept in
ajar two months, “ in case a body dropped in un-
expected,” to bread-cake fresh from some one else’s
oven; cookies of a dozen kinds; doughnuts and
ginger-cakes, and half a dozen dishes of sweet-
meats, no two alike.

But all deficiencies were forgotten when they
carne to the nuts and candios, for of these there
was no lack. Augusta had filled every extra dish
in the house with these delightful things, and |
sadly fear the children ate shocking amounts of
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trash. But they had a good time. The cntcrtain-
ment was exactly to their liking, —littie bread and
biittcr, and plenty of candy and raisins. It was
incomparably superior to ordinary teas, wheré
bread predominated and candy was limited.

After eating everything on the table, putiing the
remainder of the candy in their pockets, as Nimpo
insisted, they flocked into the front room, where
Mrs. Primkins told them they might play a while,
if they would not make a noise, as a littie sprinkie
of rain had come up. To insure quiet, each girl
took off her shoes, and played in stocking-feet on
the bare, rough floor, “ blind-man’-buff,” “ hunt
the slipper,” and other games, for an hour more.

Suddenly, Nimpo held up her foot.

“ Girls 1 look there 1”7 Nimpo’s tone was tragic.

The soles of her stockings were in awful holes |
All eyes were inslantly turned on her, and forty feet
were simultaneously elevated to view. The tale
was the same,—every stocking solé was black as
t'ue ground, and worn to rags 1

“ What will Masay ?” rose in horror to every lip.

This awful thought sobered them at once, and,
finding it getting dark, shoes were hastily sought
out of the pile in the comer, sun-bonnets donned,
and slowly the long procession moved down the
back stairs and out again into the Street.

Nimpo flung herself on to the littie bed in her
room, and sighed with happiness.

“Oh! was n’t it splendid?—and | know mam-
ma ’il forgive ray stockings. Besides, | ’ll tvash
them myself, and darn them.”

(While 1 am about it, | may as well s;iy that
every girl who went to Nimpo’s party had a long
and serious task of darning the next week.)

Wilicn it was all over, and Mrs. Primkins and
Augusta, assisted by two or three neighbors, had
washed and returned dishes, brought down tables
and chairs, swept out front hall, and reduced it to
its normal condition of dismal State, to be seen and
not used, and the neighbors had gone, and it was
nine o’clock at right, Augusta sat down to reckon
up debts, while Mrs. Primkins “ set the bread.”

Augustabroughtoutheraccount, andread: “ Mrs.
A., blank loaves of bread, ditto cake, one dish pre-
serves; Mrs. B., ditto, dicto; Mrs. C., ditto, ditto.”

Mrs. Primkins listened to the whole list, and
made a mental calculacién of how much ofthe ten-
dollar bili it would take to pay up. The result
must have been satisfactory, for her grim face
relaxed almost into a smile, as she covered up the
“ sponge ” and washed her hands-

“Wal, don’t let your Pa get away in the morn-
ing till he has split up a good pile of oven-wood.
We ’ll heat the brick oven, and have over Mis’
Kent's Mary Ann to hclp. | guess the money’ll
cover it, and | can pay Mary Ann in oid clothes.”
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THE
By Mrs.

Once | saw a wee brown linnet
Dancing on a tree,
Dancing on a tree.

How her feet flew every minute
As she danced at me-e-e;

How her feet flew every minute
As she danced at me!

*Sing a song for me, wee linnet,
Sing a song for me,
Sing a song for me.”
'Oh, Miss, if you 11 wait a minute,
Till my mate | see-e-e;
Oh, Miss, if you ’ll wait a minute,
He will sing for thee.”

KINZER.
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LINNET’S FEE.

Preston.

“e Thank you, thank you, wee brown linnet,
For amusing me,
For amusing me;
You have danced for many a minute,
You must tired be-e-e,
You have sung for many minutes,
You must tired be.”

Thanks would starve us,” cried the linnets,-
As he sung at me,
As she danced at me.

“ Should you sing like this ten minutes,
You would want a fee-e-.e;

Should you dance like this ten minutes
You would want a fee.

“ Paidon rae, | pray, dear linnet,
Fly down from your tree,
Fly down from your tree.
I will come back in a minute
W ith some seed for thee-e-e;
I will come back in a minute
With some seed for thee.”

DAB KINZER:

A STORY OF A GROWING BOY.

By WILLIAM O. STODDARTi.

Chapter XX.

DiISMALLY barren and lonesome was that deso-
fate bar between the “ bay ” and the ocean. Here
and there itswelled up into great drifts and mounds
of sand, which were almost large enough to be
called hills; but nowhere did it show a tree or a
bush, or even a patch of grass. Annie Foster
found herself getting melancholy as she gazed
upon it and thought of how the winds must some-
times sweep across it, laden with sea-spray and rain
and hail, or the bitter siect and falinding snow of
winter.

“ Dabney,” she said, “ was the storm very severe
here last night and yesterday?”

“ Worse here than over our side of the bay, ten
times.”

“ Were there any vessels wrecked ?”

“ Most likely: but it’s too soon to know just
where.”

At that moment the “ Swallow” was running
rapidly around a sandy point, jutting into the bay
from the highest mound on the bar, not halfa mile
from the light-house, and only twice as far from the
low, wooden roofofthe “ wrecking station,” where,
as Dab had explained to his guests, the life-boats
and other apparatus were kept safely housed. The
piles of drifted sand had for some time preventcd
the brightest eyes on board the “ Swallow” from
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seeing anything to seaward; but now, as they carne
around the point and a brnad level lay before them,
Ham Morris sprang to his feet in sudden excite-
ment as he exclaimed :

“In the breakers! Why, she must have been a
three-master. All up with her now.”

* Lookalong theshore!” shouted Dab. “ Some
of ’em saved, anyhow. The coast-men are there,
iife-boats and all.”

So they were, and Ham was right about the ves-
sel, though not a mast was left standing in her now.
If there had been, indeed, she might have been
kept off the breakers, as they afterward learned.
She had been dismasted in the storm, but had not
struck rntil after daylight that morning, and help
had been ciése at hand and promptly given. No
such thing as saving that unfortunate hull. She
would beat to pieces just where she lay, sooner or
latef, according to tlie kind of weather and the
waves it should bring with it.

The work done by the life-boat men had been a
good one, and had not been very easy either, for
they had brought the crew and passengers from the
wreck safely to the sandy beach. They had even
saved some items of baggage. In a fesv hours, the
'“coast wrecking tugs ” would be on hand to look
out for the cargo. No chance whatever for the
longshoremen, good or bad, to turn an honest
penny without working hard for it. Work and
wages enough, to be sure, helping to unload, when
the sea, now so very heavy, should go down a little;
but “ wages” were not what some of them were
inost hungry for.

Two of them, at all events—one a tall, weather-
beaten, stoop-shouldered, grizzled oid man, in tat-
tcred raiment, and the other, even more battered,
but with no “ look of the sea” about him—stood
on a sand-drift gloomily gazing at the group of
shipwrecked people on the shore, and tlie helpless
inass of timber and spars out there among the beat-
ings of the surf.

“ Not more’n three hunder yards out. She’d
break up soon ’f there was no one to hender. Wot
a show we d hev,”

“1 reckon,” growled the shorier man. s

)our narae Peter?”

“ Aye. | belong yer. Ailers lived about high-
water mark. W har ’d ye come from ?”

The only answer was a sharp and excited ex-
clamation. Neither of them had been paying any
attention to the bay side ofthe bar and, while they
were gazing at the wreck, a very pretty little yacht
had cast anchor, ciése in shore, and then, with the
help of a row-boat, quite a party of ladies and gen-
tiemen—the latter somewhat young-looking—had
made their way to the land, and were now hurrying
forward. They did not pay the slightest attention
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to Peter and liis companion, but, in a few minutes
inore, they were trying to talk to those poor people
on the sea-beach. Trying, but not succeeding
very well, for the wreck had been a Bremen bark
with an assorted cargo and some fifty passengers,
all emigrants. German scemed their only tongue,
and none of Mrs. Kinzer’s pleasure-party spoke
German.

“ Too bad,” Ford Fosterwas saying, when there
carne a sort of wail from a group at a little distance,
and it seemed to ciése with—* pauvre enfant.”

“Frenchl” he exclaimed. “ Why, they look
as Dutch as any ofthe rest. Come on, Annie, let’s
try and speak to them.”

The rest followed a good deal like a flock of
sheep, and it was a sad enough scene which lay
before them. No lives liad been lost in the wreck,,
though there had been a great deal of suffering
among the poor passengers, cooped up between-
decks with the hatches closed, while the storm
lasted. Nobody drowned, indeed, but all dread-
fully soaked in the surf in getting ashore; and
among the rest had been the fair-haired child, now
lying there on his mother’s lap, so pinched and
blue, and seemingly so lifeless.

French, were they ? Yes and no; for the father,
a tall, stout young man, who looked like a farmet,
told Ford they were from Alsace, and spoke both
tongues.

“ The child, was it sick ?”

Not so much sick as dying of starvation and
exposure.

Oh, such a sad, pleading lookas the poor mother
liftcd to the moist eyes of Mrs. Kinzer as the portly
widow bent over the silent boy. Such a pretty
child he must have been, and not over two years
oid; but the salt waterwas in his tangled curls now,
and his poor lips were parted in a weak, sick way,
that spoke of utter exhaustion.

“ Can anything be done, mother?”

“ Yes, Dabney; you and Ham, and Ford and
Frank, go to the yacht, quick as you can, and bring
the spirit-heater, lamp and all, and bread and railk,
and every dry napkin and towel you can find.
Bring Keziah’s shawl.”

Such quick time they made across thatsand-bar !

And they were none too soon; for, as they carne
running down to theirboat, a mean, slouching sort
of fellow walked rapidly away from it.

“ He was going to steal it.”

“ Can’t go for him now, Dab; but you ’ll have
to mount guard here while we go back with the
things.”

He did so, and Ham and Frank and Ford hur-
lied back to the other bcach to find that Mrs.
Kinzer had taken complete possession of that baby.
Every rag of his damp things was already stripped
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off, and now, while Miranda lighted the “ heater”
and made some milk hot in a minute, the good
lady began to riib tire littie sufferer as only a
mother knows how.

Then there was a warm wrapping iip in cloths
and shawls, and better success than anybody had
dreamed of in making the seemingly half-dead
child eat something.

“ That was about all the matter,” said Mrs. Kin-
zer. “ Now if we can get him and his mother over
to the house, we cansave both ofthem. Ford, how
longdidyousay itwas since they’d eaten anything?”

“ About three days, they say.”

“ Mercy on me ! And that cabin of ours holds
so littie! Glad it ’s full, adyhow, Let’s get it
out and over here at once.”

* The cabin?”

“ No, the provisions.”

And not a soul among them all thought of their
own lunch, any more than Mrs. Kinzer herself did;
but Joe and Fuz were not just then among them.
On the contrary, they were overthere by the shore,
where the “ Jenny” had been pulledup, trying to get
Dab Kinzer to put them on board the “ Swallow.”

“ Somebody ought to be on board of her,” said

'whom do you think i've seen to-day?

Fuz, in as anxious a tone as he could,
many slrange people around.”

“ it is n’t safe,” added Joe.

“ Fact,” replied Dab; “ but then | kind o' like
to feel a littlc unsafe.”

And the Hart boys felt, somehow, that Dab
knew why they were so anxious to go on board,
and they were right enough,*for he was saying to
himselfat that moment,

“They can wait. They do look hungry, but
they ’ll live through it. There aint any cuffs or
collars in Ham’s lockcr.”

“ with so
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All there was then :n the locker, however, was
soon out of it when Mrs. Kinzer and the rest carne,
for they brought with them the officers of the
wrecked bark, and neither Joe fior Fuz had a
chance to so much as “ help distribute ” that sup-
ply of provisions. Ham went over to make sure it
should be properly done, while Mrs. Kinzer saw
her littie patient with his father and mother safely
stowed on board the “ Swallow.”

“1’ll save that baby, anyhow,” she said to Mi-
randa, “ and Ford says his father ’s a fermer. We
can find plenty for 'em to do. They ’ll never see
a thing of their baggage, and | guess they had n't
a great deal.”

She was just the woman to guess correctly, but
at that moment Dab Kinzer said to Annie Foster
in a low tone:

“Whom do you think | 've seen to-day?”

I can’t guess. Who wasit?”

The tramp !”

The same one 7

The very same. There hengoes, over the
sand-hill yonder, with oid Peter, the wrecker.
W e ve got to hurry home now, but | 'm going to

.set Ham Morris on his track,”

“You never’il find him again.”

“ Do you s’pose oid Peter 'd befriend a man that
did what he did, right on the shore of the.bay?
No, indeed, there is n’t a fisherman from here to
Montauk that would n’t join to hunt him out.
He ’s safe whenever Ham wants him, if we don’t
scare him now.”

“ Don’t scare him, then,” whispered Annie.

The wind was fair and the home sail of the
“ Swallow ” was really a swift and short one, but it
did seem dreadfully long to her passengers. Mrs.
Kinzer was anxious to see that poor baby safely in
bed. Ham Morris wanted to send a whole load of
refreshments back to the shipwrecked people. Dab
Kinzer could not keep his thoughts from that
“tramp.” And then, ifthe truth must come out,
every soul on board the beautiful littie yacht was
getting more and more aware, with every minute
that passed, that they had had a good deal of sea
air and excitement, and a splendid sail across the
hay and back, but no dinner. Not so much asa
herring or a cracker.

Chapter XXL

As FOR the Kinzers, that was by no means their
first experience in such matters, but their friends
had never before been so near to a genuine, out
and out shipwrcck. Perhaps, too, they had rareiy
if ever felt so very nearly starved. At least Joe
and Fuz Hart reraarked as much a score of times
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and made her way toward the landing.

“ Ham,” said Dab Kinzer, “ are you going right
back again ?”

“ Course | ain, soon as | can get a load of eata-
bles from the house and the village. You U have
to stay here.”

“Why can’t 1 go with you ?”

“ Plenty for yon to do at the house and around
while | ‘m gone. No, you can’t go.”

Dab seemed to have expected as much, for he
turned to Ford with,

“Then |l tell you what we must do.”

“ W hat’s that?”

See about the famiiie.
No.”

I can, then. Ham’ll have one half of our
liouse at work getting his cargo ready, and that
baby’ll fill up the other half.”

“ Mother wont be expecting us so soon, and our
cook ’s gone out for the day. Annie knows some-
thing.”

“ She can help me, then.
die if they re not fed. Look at Fuz.
can’t keep his mouth shut.”

Joe and his brother seemed to know, as if by in-
stinct, that tlie dinner question was under discus-
sion; and they were soon taking their share of talk.
Oh, how they wished ic had been a share of some-
ihing to eat! The “ Swallow ” was moored, now,
after discharging her passengers, but Dab did not
st.irt for the house with his mother and the rest.
He even managed to detain some of the empty
lunch-baskets, large ones, too.

“Come on, Mr. Kinzer,” shouted Joe Hart,
“let’s put for the village. W e’ll staive here.”

“ A fellow that’d starve here just deserves to,
that’s all,” said Dab. *“ Ford, there’s Bill Lee's
boat and three others coming in. We ’re all right.
One of ’'em ’s a dredger.”

Ford and Frank could only guess what their
friend was up to, but Dab was not doing any

* Can vou cook?”

“

w“

Those Hart boys’ll
Why, he

gucssing.
“Bill,” he exclaimed, as Dick’s father pulled
mthin hcaring,— “ Bill, put a lot of your best pan-

fishin this basket and then go and fetch us some
lobsters. There ’s half a dozen in your pot. Did
those others get any luck ?”

“ More clams ’n ’ysters,” responded Bill.

“Then we ’ll take both lots.”

The respect of the city boys for the resources of
Ithe Long Island shore began to rise rapidly a few -
Iminutes later, for not only was one of Dab’s bas-
lkets promptly provided with “ pan-fish,” such as
porgies, black fish and perch, but two others re-
ceived all the clams and oysters they were at all
lanxious to carry,to the house. At the same time,
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Bill Lee offcred, as an amendment to the lobster

question,
“Ye’r’wrong about the pot. Dab.”
“Wrong? Why ”

“ Yes, you s wrong. Glorianny ’s been an’b’ilcd
every one on ’em an’they re all nice an’coid b)-
thistnne.”

“ All right.
you go and get them, Dick.
to Ford’s house.”

Bill Lee would have sent his house and all on a
suggcstion that the Kinzers or Fosters were in need
of it, and Dick would have carried it over for him.

As for “ Gloriana,” when her son carne running
in with his errand, she exclaimed ;

“ Dem lobsters? Sho! Deiii aint good nuff.
Uey sha’n’t hab ’em. 1 ’lljist send de ole man all
round de bay to git some good ones. On’y dey
isn’t no kin’ o’ lobsters good nufffor some folks,
dey isn’t.”

Dick insisted, however, and by the time he
reached the back door of the oid Kinzer homestead
with his load, that kitchen had become very nearly
as busy a place as Mrs. Miranda Morris’s own, a
few rods away.

“ Ford,” suddenly exclaimed Dab, as he finished
scalingalarge porgy, “ whatifmother should make
a mistake ?”

“ Make a mistake? How?”

“ Cook that baby !' It’s awfiil 1”

“ Why, its mother’s there.”

I never eat my lobsters raw. Just
Bring 'em right over

“ Yes, but they Ve put her to bed, and its
father too. Hey, here come the lobsters. Now,
Ford 7

The rest of what he had to say was given in a
whisper, and was not heard by even Annie Foster,
who was just then looking prettier than ever as she
busied herself around the kitchen fire. ~ As for the
Hart boys, Mrs. Foster had invited them to come
into the parlor and talk with her till dinner should
be ready.

Such a frying and broiling !

Before Ham Morris was ready for his second
start, and right in the midst of his greatest hurry,
word carne over from Mrs. Foster that “ the table
was waiting for them all.”

Even Mrs. Kinzer drew a long breath of relief
and satisfaction, for there was nothing more in the
wide world that she could do, just then, for either
“ that baby” or its unfortunate parents, and she
how she should get him to eat something. For
Ham Morris had worked himself up into a high
State of cxcitement in his benevolent baste, and did
not seem to know that he was hungry, Miranda
had entirely sympathized with her husband until
that message carne from Mrs. Foster.
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“ Oh, Hamilton, and good Mrs. Foster must
have cooked it herself1”

“No,” said Ham, thoughtfully; “ our Dabney
went home with Ford and Annie. | can’t stay but
a minute, but | think we 'd better go right over.”

Go they did, while the charitable neighbors
whom Ham had stirred up conceming the wreck
attended to the completion of the cargo of the
“ Swallow.” There would be more than one good
boat ready to accompany her back across the bay,
laden with comforts of all sorts.

Even oid Jock, the village tavern-keeper, not by
any means tbe best man in the world, had come
waddling down to the landing with a demijohn of
“ ofd apple brandy,” and bis gift had been kindly
accepted by the special advice of the village pliysi-
cian.

“ That sort of thing has made plenty of ship-
wrecks around here,” reinarked the man of medi-
cine; “ and the people on the bar have swallowed
so much salt-water, the apple-jack can’t hurt ’'em.”

May be, the doctor was wrong about it, but the
demijohn went over to the wreck in the “ Swallow.”

Mrs. Foster’s dining-room was not a large one.
There were no large rooms in that house. Never-
theless, the entire party managed to gather around
the table,—all except Dab and Ford.

“ Dab is head cook and | ’'m head waiter,” had
been Ford’s explanation, “ and we can’t have any
women folk a-bothering about our kitchen. Frank
and the boys are company.”

Certainly the cook had no cause to be ashamed
of his work. The coffee was excellent. The fish
were done to a turn. The oysters, roasted, broiled
or stewed, and likewise the clams, were all that
could have been asked for. Bread there was in
abundance, and everything was going finely till
Mrs. Kinzer asked her son, as his fire-red face
showed itselfat the kitchen door:

“ Dabney, you’ve not sent in your vegetables;
we ’ve waiting for them.”

Dab’s face grew still redder, and he carne very
near dropping a piate he had in his hand.

“ Vegetables? Oh yes. WcU, Ford, we might
as well send them in now. | ’ve got them all ready.

Annie opened her eyes and looked hard at her
brother, for she knew very well that not so much
as a potato had been thought ofin their prepara-
tions. Ford himself looked a little queer, but he
marcbed out, white apron and all. A minute or so
later, the two boys carne in again, each beanng aloft
a huge platter.

One ofthese was solemniy deposited at each end
of the table.

“ Vegetables ?"

“ Why, they re lobsters!”

“ Oh, Ford, how could you?”
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The last exclamation carne from Annie Foster as
she clapped her hands over her face. Bright red
were those lobsters, and fine-looking fellows, every
one of them, in spite of Mrs. Lee’s poor opinién;
but they were a little too well dressed, even for a
dinner-party. Their thick shoulders were adorned
with collars of the daintiest material and finish,
while every ungainly “ flipper” wore a “ cuff"-
which had been manufactured for very different
uses. Plenty ofcuffsand collars, and queer enough
the lobsters looked in them. All the queerer be-
cause every item of lace and linen was variegated
with huge black spots and blotches, as if some one
had begun lo wash it in ink.

Joe and Fuz were almost as red as the lobsters,
and Mrs. Foster’s face looked as severe as it could,
but that is not saying a great deai. The Kinzer
family knew all about those cuffs and collars, and
Ham Morris and the younger ladies were trying
hard not to laugh.

“Joe,” said Fuz, half snappishly, “can’t you
take a joke ? Annie’s got the laugh on us this
time.”

“1?” exclaimed Annie, indignantly. “ No,
indeed. That’ssome of Ford’swork and Dabney’s.
Mr. Kinzer, |1 'm ashamed ofyou.”

Poor Dab !

He muttered something about “ thbose being all
the vegetablesbe had,” and retreated to the kitchen.
Joe and Fuz were not the sort to take offense easily,
however, and promptly helped themselves liberally
to lobster. That was all that was necessary M
restore hatmony at the table ; but Dab’s plan fot

“vbobtabi.es?” “why, they're lobsters!”

“ punishing the Hart boys ” was a complete failure.
As Ford told bim afterward,

“ Feel it? Not they. You might as well try lo|
hurt a clam with a pin.”

“ And 1 hurt your sisteris feelings instead m
theirs,” replied Dab. “ Well, I’ll never try any-
thing like it again. Anyhow, Joe and Fuz ainl
comfortable. They ate too many roasted clams|
and too much lobster.”

chafper XXri.'

Ham Morris did not linger long at the dmncr-I
table, and Dab would have given more than ever
for the privilcge of going with him. Not thathej
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felt so very charitable, but that he did not care to
prolong his stay at Mrs. Foster’s, whether as
“cook" or otherwise. He had not lost his appe-
tite, however, and after he had taken care of that,
he slipped away “ on an errand for his mother,”
and hurried toward the village. Nearly everybody
he met had some question or other to ask him
about the wreck, and it was not to have been
expected that Jenny Walters would let her oid
acquaintance pass her without a word or so.

Dab best he
the disturbed State Of his mind, but he wound up
with :

Jenny, | wish you ’d come over to our house
by and by.”

“What for?”

“ Oh, | 've got something to show you.
thing you never saw before.”

“ Do you mean your new baby,—the one you
found on the bar?”

“ Yes; butthat baby, Jenny !”

“ What’s wonderful about it ?”

“Why, it’s only two years oid and it can squall
in two languages. That’s more 'n you can do.”

“They say your friend, Miss Foster, speaks
French,” retorted Jenny. *“ Was she ever ship-
ivrecked?”

“In French?
méan.”

“Well, Dabney, | don't propose to squall in
anything. Are your folks going to burn any more
of their barns this year?”

“ Not unless Samantha gets married. Jenny,
do you know what ’s the latest fashion in lobsters ?”
“ Changeable green, | suppose.”

“No ; | mean after they ’re boiled.
'em come on the table in cuffs and collars.
around their necks, you know.”

“And gloves?”

“No, not any gloves. We had lobsters to-day
at Mrs. Foster’s, and you ought to have seen’em.”

“ Dabney Kinzer, it’s time you went to school
again.”

“1’m going in a few days.”

answered as could, considering

Some-

May be so. But not in Ger-

It ’s to have
Lace

“ Going? Do you mean you’re going away
somewhere ?”
“ Ever so far. Dick Lee s going with me.”

“| heard about him, but | did n’t know he
meant to take you along. That’s very kind of
Dick. | s’pose you wont speak to common people
wlien you get back.”

“ Now, Jenny ”

“ Good afternoon, Dabney. Perhaps 1°ll eome
over before you go, if it’s only to see that ship-
‘vrccked baby.”

A good many of Mis. Kinzer’s lady friends,
young and oid, deemed it their duty to come and
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do that very thing within the next few days. Then
the Sewing Circle took the matter up, and both the
baby and its mother were provided for as they
never had been before. It would have taken more
languages than two to have expressed the gratitude
ofthe poor Alsatians. As for the rest of them, out
there on the bar, they were speedily taken off and
carried “ to the city,” none of them being much
the worse for their sufferings, after all. Ham Morris
declared that the family he had brought ashore
“ carne just in time to help him out with his fall
work, and he did n’t see any charity in it.”

Good for Ham ! but Dab Kinzer thought other-
wise when he saw how tired Miranda’s husband
was on his late return from his second trip across
Ihe bay. Real charity never cares to see itself too
clearly. They were pretty tired, both of them;
but the “ Swallow” was carefully moored in her
usual berth before they left her. Even then they
had a good load of baskets and things to carry with
them.

“ Is everything out of the locker, Dab?” asked
Ham Morris.

“ All but the jug. 1 say, did you know it was
half full? Would it do any hurt to leave it here?”

“The jug? No. Justpour outthe rest of the
apple-jack, over the side.”

“ Make the fish drunk.”

“ Well, it sha’n’t bother anybody else if | can
help it.”

“ Then, if it’s good for water-soaked people, it
wont hurt the fish.”

“ Empty it, Dab, and come on. The doctor
was n’t so far wrong, and | was glad to have it with
me; but medicine 's medicine, and | only wish
people ’d remember it.”

The condemned liquor was already gurgiing from
the mouth of the jug into the salt water, and neither
fish fior eel carne forward to get a share ofit. When
the cork was replaced, the demijohn was set down
again in the “cabin,” with no moredanger in it for
anybody.

Perhaps thatwas one reason—that and his weari-
ness—why Ham Morris did not take the pains even
to lock it up.

Dabney was so tired in mind if not in body, that
he postponed until the morrow anything he may
have had to say about the tramp. He was not at
all sure whether the latter had recognized him, and
at all events the matter would have to wait. So it
carne to pass that all the village aud the shore was
desertcd and silent, an hour or so latcr, when a
stoutly built “ cat-boat ” with her one sail lowered,
was quietly sculled up the inlet. There were two
men on board,—a tall one and a short one,—and
they ran their boat right alongside the “ Swallow,”
as if that were the very thing they had come to do.
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“ Burgin," remarked the tall man, “ what ef we
don’t find anything arter all this sailin” and rowin’?
Most likely he ’s kerried it to the house. In course
he has.”

The keenly watchful eyes of Burgin had followed
the fortunes of that apple-jack from first to last.
To tell the truth, he had more than half tried to
work himselfin as one of the “ sufferers,” but with
no inanner ofsuccess. He had not failed, however,
to see the coveted treasure stowed away, at last,
under the half-deck of the “ Swallow." That had
been all the inducement required to get Peter and
his boat across the bay, and the oid “ wrecker '
was as anxious about the result as the tramp him-
self could be. It was hard to say which of them
was first on board the “ Swallow.”

A disappointed and angry pair they were when
the emptyjug wasdiscovered; butBurgin’sindigna-
tion was loudest and most abusive. Peter checked
him, at last, with;

“ Look a yer, my friend, is this ’ere your boat?

“ No. 1didn’t say it was, did 1?”

“ Is that there your jug? | don’t know ’at |
keer to hev one 0o’ my neighbors abused all night
jest bekase | 've been an’ let an entire stranger
make a fool of me.”

“ Do you mean rae?”

“ Well, ef 1 didn’t | would n’t say it Don’t
git mad, now. Jest let’s take a turn °‘round the
village.”

“You go and |’ll wait for ye. ’Pears like |

don’t keer to walk about much.”

‘“Well, then, mind you don’t run away with my
boat.”

“ If | want a boat, there’s plenty heve better n
your’n.”

“ That’sso. | wontbe gone a great while.”

He was, however, whatever may have been his
errand. Oid Peter was not che man to be at any
loss for one, even at that time of night, and his
present business kept him away from the shore a
full hour. When at last he returned he found his
boat safe enough, and so, apparently wete all the
others; but he looked around in vain fot any signs
of his late companion. Not that he spent much
time or took any great pains in looking, for he
muttered to himself:

“ Gone, has he? Well then, a good riddanceto
bad rubbidge. | aint no angel, but he s a long
ways wuss than 1 am.”

W hether or not ofid Peter was right in his esti-
mate of himself or of Burgin, in a few moments
more he was all alone in his cat-boat, and was scull-
ing it rapidly up the crooked inlet.

His search had been indeed a careless one, for
he had but glanced over the gunwale of the “* Swal-
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low.” A second look would have shown him the
form of the tramp, half covered by a loose fiap of
the sail, deeply and heavily sleeping at the bottom
of the boat. It was every bit as comfortable a bed
as he had been used to, and there he was still lying,
long after the sun looked in upon him, next raorn-
ing.

gBut other eyes were to look in upon Burgin’s fece
before he awakened from that untimely and impru-
dent nap.

It was not so very early when Ham Morris and
Dabney Kinzer were stirring again; but they had
both avisen with a strong desire for a “ talk,” and
Ham made an opportunity for one by saying;

“ Come on, Dab; let’s go downand have a look
at the “ Swallow.” "

Ham had meant to talk about school and kindred
matters; but Dabney’s first words about the tramp
cut offall other subjccts.

“You ought to have told me,” he said.
have had him tied up in a minute.”

Dabney explained as well as he could, but, be-
fore he had finished, Ham suddenly exclaimed:

“There’s Dick Lee on board the *Swallow.’
W hat ’s he there for ?”

“ Dick!” shouted Dabney.

“ Cap’n Dab, did yo’ set dis yer boat to trap
somebody?”

“No. Why?”

“ Well den, you’s gone an’ cotched um.
you come an’see.”

The sound of Dick Lee's voice, so near them,
reached the dull ears of the slumbering tramp and,
as Ham and Dabney sprang into a yawl and pushed
alongside the yacht, his unpleasant face was slowly
and sleepily lifted above the rail.

“I1t’s the very man!” excitedly shouted Dab-
ney.

“The tramp?”

“ Yes, the tramp.”

No one would have suspected Ham Morris of o
much agility, although his broad and well-knit
frame promised abundant strength, but he was on
board the “ Swallow ” like a flash and Burgin was
“ pinned " by his iron grasp before he could guess
what was coming.

It was too late, then, for any such thing as resist-
anee, and he settled at once into a dogged, sullen
silence, after the ordinary custom of his kind when
they find themselves cornercd. It is a specics of
brute, animal instinct, more than even cunning,
seemingly, but not a word did Ham and Dabney
obtain from their prisoner until they delivered him
to the safe keeping of the village authorities. That
done, they went home to breakfast, feeling as if
they had made a good morning’s work, but won-
dering what the end of it all would be.

“1d
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Chapter XXIII.

The other boys were very much interested in
the story of the tramp, and so was Mr. Foster when
he carne home, but poor Annie was a good deal
more troubled than pleased.

“ Oh, mother,” she exclaimed, “ do you suppose
1’ll have to appear in court as a witness against
him?”

“1 hope not, dear.
manage to prevent it.”

It would nol have been easy for even so good a
lawyer as Mr. Foster, if Burgin himself had not
savcd them all troubie on that score’. Long before
the slow processes,of country criminal justice could
bring him to actual trial, so many misdeeds were
brought home to him from here and there, that he
gave the matter up and freely related not only the
manner of the barn-burning, but his revengeful mo-
tive for it. He made his case so very clear that
when, in due course oftime, he was brought before
ajudge and jury, there was nothing left for him to
do but to plead guilty.”

That was some months later, however, and just
at that time the manner of his capture—for the
story of the demijohn leaked out first of all—gave
ihe village something new to talk about. It was as
good as a temperance lecture in spite of oid Jock’s
argument that:

“ You see, boys, good tuquor don't do no harm.
That was real good apple-jack, an’itjist toled that
chap across the bay and capturad him without no
manner ofdiffikilty.”

There were plenty who could testify to a different
kind of “ capture.”

One effect of the previous day’s work, including
his adventures as an ornamental cook, «'as that Dab
Kinzer conceived himself bound to be thenceforth
especially polite to Joe and Fuz, The remaining
days of their visit would have been altogether too
few for the various entertainments he laid out for
them.

They were to catch all that was to be caught in
the bay." They were to ride everywhere and see
everything.

“They don’t deserve it, Dab,”.said Ford; “ but
you re a real good fellow. Mother says so.”

“ Does she ?” and Dab evidently felta good deal
better after that.

Dick Lee, when his friends found time to think
ofhim, had almost disappeared. Some three days
afterward, while all the rest were out in the
“Jenny,” having a good time with their hooksand
lines, “ Gloriana” made her appearance in Mrs.
Kinzeris dining-room with a face that was darker
than usual with motherly anxiety.

“ Miss Kinzer, has you seed my Dick dis sveek?”

Perhaps your father can
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“ No, he has n’t been here at all.
matter with him?”

“ Dat s de berry question.
to make ob ’im.”

“ Why, is he studying too hard ?”

“ It aint Jist de books. i isn't so much afeard
ob dem, but it’s ail long ob dat ’cad’my. | wish
you ’d jist take a look at ’im, fust chance ye git.”

“ Does he look bad?”

“ No, taint jist altogeder his looks. He ’s de bes’
lookin’ boy ’long shoah. But den de way he’s
goin’on to talk. 'T aint nateral. He use lo talk
fust rate.”

“ Can’t he talk now ?”

“ Yes, Miss Kinzer, he kin talk, but den de way
he gits out his words. Nebber seen sech a I’ing in
all my born days. Takes him eber so long jist to
say good-mornin’.  An’den he don’t say it like he
used ter. i wish youd jist take a good look at
ira,”

Mrs. Kinzer promised, and gave her black friend
such comfort as she could, but Dick Lee's tongue
would never again be the free and easy thing it had
been. Even at borne and about his commonest
“ chores,” he was all the while struggling with his
pronunciation. If he succeeded as well with tlie
rest of his “ schooling,” it was safe to say that it
would not be thrown away upon him.

Gloriana went her way, and the next to intrude
upon Mrs. KinzePs special domain was her son-in-
law himself, accompanied by his rosy bride.

“ W e’ve got a plan !”

“You? A plan? What about?”

“ Dab and his friends.”

“ A party!” exclaimed Dab, «'hen his mother
unfoldedHam’s plan to him. “ Ham and Miranda
give a party for us boys! Well, now, are n’t they
right do«'n good! But, mother, we ’ll have to get it
up mighty quick.”

“1 know, but that’s easy enough with all the
help we ’ll have. 1 °ll take care oftbat,”

“ But, mother, what can we do? There ’s only
a few know how to dance. | don’t, for one.”

“ You must talk that over with Ford. Perhaps
Annie and Frank can help you.”

Great were the consultations and endless were
the plans and propositions, till even Mrs. Kinzer
found her temper getting a little worried over them.

“ Miranda,” she said, on the morning of the day,
“ all the invitations are sent now, and we must get
rid of Dabney and the boys for a few hours.”

“ Send em for some greens to rig the parlor
with,” suggested Ham. “ Let ’em take the ponies.”

“ Do you think the ponies are safe to drive just
now?”

“ Oh, Dab can bandle ’em. They ’re a trifie
skittish, that ’s all. They need a little exercise.”

Anything the

I does n't know wot
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So they did, but it was to be doubted if the best
way to secure it for them was to send them out in
a light, two-seated wagén, with a load of five lively
boys.

“ Now, don't you let one of the other boys touch
the reins,” said Mrs. Kinzer.

Dab’s promise to that effect was a hard one to
keep, for Joe and Fuz almost tried to take the
reins away from him before they had driven two
miles from the house. He was firm, however, and
they managed to reach the strip of woodland, some
five miles inland, where they were to gather their
load, without any disaster, but it was evident to
Dab all the way, that his ponies were in unusually
“ high” condition. He took them out of the
wagén while the rest began to gather their very
liberal harvest of evergreens, and did not bring
them near it again until all was ready for the start
homeward.

“ Now, boys,” he said, “ you get in. Joe and
Ford and Fuz on the back seat to hold the greens.
Frank, get up there, forward, while 1 hitch the
ponies. These fellows are full of mischief.”

Very full, certainly, fior did Dab Kinzer know
exactly what the matter was, for a minute or so
after he seized the reins and sprang up beside
Frank Harley. Then, indeed, as the ponies reared
and kicked and plunged, it seemed to him he saw
something work out from under their collars and
fall to the ground. An acorn-burr isjust the thing
to worry a restive horse, if put in such a place, but
Joe and Fuz had hardly expected their “ littie
joke " would be so very successfu! as it was.

The ponies were off now.

“ Joe,” shouted Fuz, “ let’sjump!”

“Don’t let ’em, Ford,” exclaimed Dab, giving
his whole energies to the horses. “ They ’ll break
their necks if they do. Hold em in!”

Ford, who was in the middle, promptly seized
an arm of each of his panic-stricken cousins, while
Frank clambered over the seat to help him. They
were all down on the bottom now, serving as a
weight to hold the branches, as the light wagén
bounced and rattled along over the smooth, level
road.

In vain Dab pulled and pulled at the ponies. Run
they did, and all he could do was to keep them
fairly in the road.

Bracing strongly back, with the reins wound
around his tough hands, and with a look in his
face that should have given courage even to the
Hart boys, Dab strained at his task as bravely as
he had stood at the tiller of the “ Swallow ” in the
storm.

No such thing as stopping them.

And now, as they whirled along, even Dab’s
face paled a littie.
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“ 1 must reach the bridge before he does. Hes
just stupid enough to keep right on,”

And it was very stupid indeed for the driver of
that one-horse “ truck wagén” to try and reach
the narrow littie unrailed bridge first. It was an
oid, used-up sort ofa bridge, at best.

Dab loosened the reins a littie, but could not use
his whip.

“ Why can’t he stop !”

It was a moment of breathless anxiety, but the
wagoner kept stolidly on, There would be barely
room to pass him on the road itself; none at ail on
the narrow bridge.

The ponies did it.

They seemed to put on an extra touch of speed,
on their own account, just then.

There was a rattle, a faint crash, and then, as
the wheels of the two vehicles almost grazed one
another in passing, Ford shouted:

“ The bridge is down !”

Such a narrow escape !

One of the rotten girders, never half strong
enough, had given way under the sudden shock of
the hind wheels and that truck wagén would have
to find its path across the brook as best it could.

There were more wagons to pass as they plunged
forward, and rough places in the road, for Dabney
to look out for, but even Joe and Fuz were now
getting confidence in tbeir driver. Before long,
too, the ponies themselves began to feei that they
had had nearly enough of it. Then it was that
Dab used his whip again, and the streets of the
village were traversed at such a rate as to cali for
the disapprobation of all sober-minded people.

“ Here we are, Ham, greens and all.”

“ Did they run far?” asked Ham, quietly.

Chapter XXIV

The boys had returned a good dea! sooner than
had been expected, but they made no more trou-
ble. As Ford Foster remarked, they were ali
“ willing to go slow for a week ” after being carried
so very fast by Dab Kinzefs ponies.

There was a great deal to be said about the run-
away, and Mrs. Foster longed to see Dab and thank
him on Ford’s account, but he himselfhad no idea
that he had done anything remarkable, and was
very busily at work decking Miranda’s parlors with
the “ greens.”

A very nice appearance they made, all those
woven branches and clustered sprays, when they
were in place, and Samantha declared for them
that,

“ They had kept Dab out of mischief all the
afternoon.”

At an early hour after supper, the guests began

0]
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to arrive, for Mrs. Kinzer was a wg”~nan of too much
sense to have night turned into day when she could
prevent it. As the stream of visitors steadily
pouredin, Dab remarked to Jenny Wakers:

“ We shall have to enlarge the house after all.”

“ If it were only a dress, now?”

“ What then?”

“ Why, you could just let out the tucks.
had to do that with mine.”

“Jenny, shake hands with me.”

“What for, Dabney?”

“1’mso glad to meet somebody else that ’s out-
growing something.”

There was a tinge of color rising in Jenny’s face,
but, before she could say anything, Dab added:

“ There ! Jenny, there ’s Mrs. Foster and Annie.
Isn’t she sweet?”

“ One ofthe nicest oid ladies | ever saw

“ Oh, I didn’t mean her mother.”

“ Never mind. Youmustintroduce me tothem.”

“So 1will. Take my arm.”

Jenny Walters had been unusually kindly and
gracious in her manner that evening, and her very
voice had much less than its accustomed sharpness,
but her natural disposition broke out a little some

I Ve

“ MAY | HAVE THE HONOR?"

minutes later, while she was talking with Annie.
Said she:

“1’ve wanted so much to get acquainted with
you.”

“With me?”

“ Yes. | ’ve seen you in church, and 1’ve heard
you talked about, and | wanted to find out for
myself.”

“ Find out what?” asked Annie a little soberly.

“Why, you see, | don’t loelieve it s possible for
any girl to be as sweet as you look. I couldnt, |
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know. | ’ve been trying these two days, and | 'm
nearly worn out.”

Annie’s eyes opened wide with suiprise, and she
laughed merrily as she answered ;

“ What cgn you mean ? 1°’m glad enough Lfmy
face doesn’t tell tales of me.”

“ But mine does,” said Jenny, “and then |’m
so sure to tell all the rest with my tongue. | wish
I knew what were your faults.”

“ Myfaults? What for?”

“1 don’t know. Seems to me if | could think
of your faults instead of mine, it would n’t be so
hard to look sweet.”

Annie saw that there was more earnestness than
fun in the queer talk of her new acquaintance.
The truth was that Jenny had been having almost
as hard a struggle with her tongue as ever poor
Dick Lee with his, though not for the same reason.
Before many minutes she had frankly told Annie
all about it, and she could never have done that if
she had not somehow feltthat Annie’s “ sweetness”
was genuine. The two girls were sure friends after
that, much to the surprise of Mr. Dabney Kinzer.

He, indeed, had been too much occupied in
caring for his guests to pay special attention to any
one Uf them. His mother had looked after him
again and again with eyes brimful of pride and
of commendation ofthe way he was acquitting him-
self.

Even Mrs. Foster said to her husband, who had
now arrived;

“ Do you see that? Who would have expected
as much from a raw, green country boy?”

“ But, my dear, don’t you see? The secret of
it is that he’s not thinking of himself at all.
He ’s only anxious his friends should have a good
time.”

“That’sit; butthenthattooisa very rare thing
in a boy ofhis age.”

Dabney 1” exclaimed the lawyer in a louder
tone of voice.

“ Good-evening, Mr. Foster. 1 ’in glad you 've
found room. The house isn’t halflarge enough.”

“ | understand your ponies ran away with you
to-day?”

“ They did come home in a hurry; but nobody
was Inirt.”

“ | fear there would have been,but foryou. Do
you start for Grantley with the other boys to-
morrow ?”

“ Of course. Dick Lee and 1need some one to
take care ofus. We never traveled so far before.”

“ On land, you mean. Is Dick here to-night?”

“ Carne and looked in, sir, but got scared by the
crowd and went home.”

“ Poor fellow! Well, we will do all we can for
him.”
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Poor Dick Lee!

And yet, if Mr. Dabney Kinzer had known his
whereabouts at that very moment he would half
have envied him.

Dick’s mother was in the kitchen helping about
the supper, but she had not left home until she had
compelled Dick to dress himselfiu his best,—«hite
sliirt, red neck-tie, shining shoes and all,—and she
liad brought him with her almost by forcé.

“You’s good nuff to go to de ’cad’my and leab
yer pore mother, an’ 1 reckon you ’s good nuff for
de party.”

And Dick had actually ventured in from the
kitchen through the dining-room and as far as the
door of the liack parlor, where few u'ould look.

How his heart did beat as he looked on the
merry gathering, a large part of u’hom he had
known “‘ah his bom days!”

But there was a side door opeiiing from that
dining-room on the long piazza which Mrs. Kinzer
had added to the oid Morris mansion, and Dick’s
hand was on the knob of that door almost before he
knew it.

Then he was out on the road to the landiiig, and
in five minutes more he was vigorously rowing the
“Jenny” out through the inlet toward the bay.

His heart was not beating unpleasaniy any
longer, but as be sliot out from the narrow passage

KINZER.

[oCTOBIB,

through the fla® and saw the littie waves laughing
in the cool, dim starlight, he suddenly stopped
rowing, leaned on his oars, gave a sigh of relief,
and exclaimed:

“Dar! 1’ safe now. 1laint got to say a word
to nobody out yer. Wonder 'f | 1l ebber git back
from de ’cad’my an’kitch fish in dis yerbay ? Sho!
Course | will. But goin' away s awful!”

Dab Kinzer thought he had never known Jenny
W alters to appear so well as she looked that even-
ing : and he must have been right, for good Mrs.
Foster said to Annie:

“What a pleasant, kindly face your new friend
has ! You must ask her to come and seeus. She
seems quite a favorite with the Kinzers.”

“ Have you known Dabney long?” Annie liad
asked of Jenny a littie before that.

“ Ever since | was a littie bit of a girl, and a big
boy scven or eight years oid puslied me into the
snow.”

“ Was it Dabney?”

No, but Dabney was the boy that pushed him
in for doingit, and then helped me up. Dabrubbed
his face for him with snow till he cried.”

“Justlike him!” exclaimed Annie with emphasis.
* | should think his friends here will miss him.”

“ Indeed they will,” replied Jenny, and thcn she
seemed disposed to be quiet for a while.
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The party could not last forever, pieasant as it
was, and by tbe time his dudes as “ host” were
met, Dabney was tired enough to go to bed and
sleep soundly. His arms were lame and sore from
the strain the ponies had given them, and that may
have been the leason why be dreamed half the
night that he was driving runaway teams and crash-
ing over rickety oid bridges.

But why was it that every one of his drcam-
wagons, no inatter who else was in it, seemed to
have Jenny Walters and Annie Foster smiling at
him from the back seat ?

He rose later than usual next morning, and the
house was all in its customary order by the time he
got down-stairs.

Breakfast was ready also. and, ljy the time that
was over, Dab’s great new trunk was brought down-
stairs by a couple of the farm-hands.

“It’s an hour yetto train-time,” said Ham Mor-
ris; “but we might as well get ready. We must
be on hand in time.”

What a long hour that was, and not even a
chance given for Dalj to run down and take a good-
bye look at the “ Swallow!” i

His mother and Ham and Miranda and the girls
seemed to be all made up of “ good-bye” that
morning.

“ Mother," said Dab.

“ What is it, iny dear boy?”

“That’s itexactiy. Ifyousay edear boy’again,
Ham Morris ’ll have to carry me to the cars. |’m
all kind o’ wilted now.”

Then they all laughed, and liefore they got
through laughing, they all cried except Ham.

He put his hands in his pockets and drew a long
whistle.

The ponies were at the door now. The light
wagoén had three seats in it, but when Dab’s trunk
was in, there was only room left for the ladies;
Ham and Dab had to walk to the station.

It was a short ivalk, however, and a silent one,
but as they camc in sight of the platform, Dab
exclaimed:

“ There they are, all of them !”

“ The whole party?”

“ Why, the platform ’s as (frowded as our house
was last night.”

Mrs. Kinzer and her daughters were aiready the
center of the crowd of young people, and Ford
Foster and Frank Harley, with Joe and Fuz Hart
were asking what had become of Dab, for the train
was in sight.

A moment later, as the puffing locoinotive drew
up by the water-tank, the conductor stepped out
on the platform, exclaiming:

“ Look a hei-e, folks. This aint right. If there
'vas going to be a picnic you ’d ought to have sent
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word, and | ’d have tacked on an extra car. You 1l
have to pack in, now, best you can.”

He seemed much relieved when he found how
small a partof the crowd were to be his passengers.

“ Dab,” said Ford, “ this is your send-off, not
ours. You ’ll have to make a spcech.”

Dala did want to say something, but he had just
kissed his sisters and his mother, and half a dozen
of his school-girl friends had followed the example
of Jenny Walters, and ihen Mrs. Foster had kissed
him, and Ham Morris had shaken hands with him,
and Dab could not have said a loud word to have
saved his life.

“ Speech 1” whispered Ford, mischievously, as
Dab stepped upon tbe platform; but Dick Lee,
who had just escaped from the tremendous hug his
mother had given him, carne to his friend’s aid in
the nick of time. Dick felt that “ he must shout,
or he sliould go off,” as he afterward told the boys,
and so at the top of his shrill voice he shouted:

“ Hurrah for Cap’n Kinzer 1 Dar aint no better
feller lef” along shore !”

And, amid a choriis of cheeis and laughter, and
a grand waving of wbite handkerchiefs, the engine
gave a deep, hysterical cough, and hurried the traiii
away.

Tlte two homesteads by the Long Island sborc
were a little lonely for a while, after the departure
of all those noisy, merry young fellows. Mr. Fos-
ter had enough to do in the city, and Ham Morris
had his farm to attend to, besides doing more than
a little for Mis. Kinzer. It was much the better
for both estates that he had that notable manager
at his elbow. The ladies, however, oid and young,
had plenty of time to come together and wonder
how the boys were getting along, even before the
arrival of the first batch of letters.

“ They must be happy,” remarked kind Mrs.
Foster, after the long, boyish epistles had been
read, overand over; “ and sucli good letters ! Not
one word of complaint of anything.”

Mrs. Kinzer assented somewhat tboughtfully.
Dabney had not complained of anything; but while
he had praised the village, the scenery, the acad-
emy, the boys, and had covered two full sheets of
paper, he had not said a word about the table of
his boarding-hoiise.

“ He is such a growing boy,” she said to herself.
“ 1 do hope they will give him enough to eat.”

It went on a good deal in that way, however, for
weeks, even till the Fosters broke up their summer
residence and returned to the city. There were
plenty of letters, and all his sistei-s wondered where
Dabney had learned to write so capitally; but Mrs.
Kinzer’s doubts were by no means removed until
Ham Morris showed her a part of a curious epistle
Dabney had sent to him ina moment of confidence.
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“ 1 tell you what, Ham,” he wrote, “ mother
doesn't know what can be done with corn. Mrs.
Myers does. She raised a pile of it last year, and

the things she makes with it would drive a cook-

book crazy. | °’ve been giving them Latin fiames,
and Frank, he turns them into Hindustanee. It’s
real fun, but | sha’n’t be the boy | was. | ’'m get-

ting comed. My hair is silkier and my voice is
husky. My ears are growing. | ’d like some fish
and clams for a change. A crab would taste won-
derfully good. So.would some oysters. They
don't have any up here; but we went fishing, last
Saturday, and gotsome perch and cat-fish and sun-
fish. They cali them pumpkin-seeds up here, and
they aint much bigger. Don’t tell mother we don’t
get enough to eat. There s pienty of it, and you
ought to see Mrs. Myers smile when she passes the
johnny-cake. We are all trying to learn that
heavenly smile. Ford does it best. 1 think Dick
Lee is getting a little palé. Perhaps corn doesn’t
agree with him. He’s learning fest, though, and
so am 1; butwe have to workharder than the rest.
| guess the Hart boys know more than they did
when they carne here, and they did n’t get it all out
of their books, either. We keep up our French
and our boxing; but oh, would n’t I like to go for
some blue-fish, just now 1 Has mother made any
minee-pies yet? 1 've almost forgotten how they
taste. | was going by a house here the other day
and | smelt some ham, cooking. | was real glad |
had n’t forgotten. | knew what it was right away.
Don’t you be afraid about my studying, for | 'm at
it ali the while, except when we re playing ball or
eating corn. They say they have sleighing here

WHERE ?
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earlier than we do, and plenty of skating. Well,
now, don’t say anything to mother about the corn;
but wont | eat when | get home.—Yours all the
while. Dabney Kinzer.”

“ Why, the poor fellow 1” exclaimed Mrs. Kin-
zer, and it was not very many days after that
before young Dabney received a couple of boxes b;'
express.

There was a boiled ham in the first one and a
great many other things, and Dab called in all the
other boys to help him get them out.

“ Minee-pies !” shouted Ford Foster.
they ever travel so far?”

“They’re not much mashed,” said Dabney.
“ There ’s enough there to start a small hotel.
Now let’s open the other.”

“ lce. Sawdust. Fish, | declare. Clams. Oys-
ters. Crabs. There ’s a lobster. Ford, Frank,
Dick, do you think we can eat those fellows?”

“After they re cooked,” said Ford.

“Well, I s’pose we can; but | feel like shaking
hands with ’em, all round. They ’re oid friends
and neighbors of nffne, you know.”

“ | guess we ’d better eat 'em.”

“ Cap’n Dab,” remarked Dick Lee, * dey jesi
knocks all de correck pronounciation clean out of
me.”

Eaten they were, however, and Mrs Myers was
glad enough to have her boarders supply such a
remarkable “ variety” for her table, which, after
that “ hint,” began to improve a little.

And so we leave Dab Kinzer, still, in mind and
body, as when first we saw him, a growing boy.

“How d

WHERE ?

By Mary N. Prescott.

W here does the Winter stay?

With the little Esquimaux,

Where the frost and snow-flake grow?
Or where the white bergs first come out,
Where jcicles make haste to sprout,

W here the winds and storms begin,
Gathering the crops all in,

Among the ice-fields, far away?

Where does the Summer stay?

In distant sunny places,

’Midst palms and dusky faces,

Where they spin the cocoa thread,
Where the generous trees drop bread,
Where the lemon-groves give alms,
And Nature works her daily charms,
Among the rice-fields, far away ?
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By Leo H.

This series of experiments is designad for tlie
use of young people who ave interested in the won-
ders and the beautiful realities of nature, and who
delight to observe for themselves how curious are
the phenomena revealed by scientific knowledge.
Simple instructions are given for the performance
of a number of pretty experiments, all of which are
perfectly safe, and cost very little money. For

evenings at home,” it is hoped that these experi-
ments will be found indefinitely amusing and recre-
ativa, at the same time that they will lead the
minds of boys and girls to inquiries into the entire
;'abric of the grand Sciences which explains the
principies on which they are founded. All the
materials spoken of, and all the needful apparatus,
which is of the simplest and most inexpensive
kind, can be obtained at a good chemist's. It is
of the highest importance that all the materials be
puré and good.

Parlor Sunshine.

Obtain a yard of “ magnesium tape” or “ mag-
nesium wire,” sold very cheap by most druggists.
Cut a length of six or eight inches; bend one ex-
tremity so as to get a good hold of itwith a pair of
férceps, or even a pair of ordinary scissors, or attach
it to the end of a stick or wire. Then hold the
piece of magnesium vertically in a strong flaine,
such as that ofa candle, and in a few seconds it will
ignite, buming with the splendor of sunshine, and
niaking night seem noonday. As the burning
pioceeds, a quantity of white powder is formed.
This is puré magnesia. While performing this
splendid experiment, the room should be darkened.

Cadaverous Faces.

This is an amusing contrast to the lighting-up
by means of magnesium; Again let the room be
nearly darkened. Put about a tea-cupful of
spirits of wine in a strong common dish or
saucer, and place the dish in the middle of the

Grindon.

table. Let every one approach to the distance
of about a yard. Then ignite the spirit with a
match. It will burn with a peculiar yellowish-blue
flame, and in the light of this the human counte-
nances, and all objects of similar color, lose their
natural tint, and look spectral. The contrast of
the wan and ghostiy hue with the smiling lips and
white teeth ofthose who look on, is most amusing.
The effect of this experiment is heightened by dis-
solving some common table-saic in the spirit, and
still further by putting into it a small quantity of
saffron. Let the spirit burn itself away.

The Breath of Life.

Procure a tolerably large bell-glass, such as is
used for covering docks and ornaments upon the

THE BREATH OF UrB.

mantel-piece. It should not be less than eighteen
inches high, and eight or nine inches in diameter.
Provide also a common dish, suffidently large to
allow the bell-glass to stand well within its raised
border. Then procure two little wax candles, three
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or four inches in length, and stand each in a little
bottle or other temporary candlestick. Place them
in the center of the dish and light the wicks. Then
pour water into the dish to the «depth of nearly an
inch, and finish by placing the bell over the can-
dles, which of course are then closely shut in. For
a few minutes all goes on properly. The fiantes
burn steadily, and seem to laugh at the idea of
their being about to die. But, presently, they
become faint,—first one, then the other; the hister
and the size of the flames diminish rapidly, and
then they go out. This is because the burning
candles consumed all the oxygen that was contained
within the volume of atmosphere that was in the
bell, and were unable, on account of the water, to
get new supplies from outside. It illustrates, in
the most perfect manner, our own need of constant
supplies of good fresh air. The experiment may
be improved, or at all events varied, by using can-
dles of difierent lengths.

Rose-Color Produced from Green.

Obtain a small quantity of roseine,—one of the
wonderful producis obtained from gas-tar, and em-
ployed extensively in producing what are called by
manufacturers the “ magenta colors.” Roseine
exists in the shape of minute crystals, resembling
those of sugar. They are hard and di®, and of the
most brilliant emerald green. Drop five or six of
these little crystals into a large glass of limpid
water. They will dissolve; but instead of giving
a green solution, the product is an exquisite crim-
son-rose color, the color seeming to trickle from
the surface of the water downward. When the
solution has proceeded forashort time, stir the water
with a glass rod, and the uncolored portion of it
will become carmine.

Some Electrical Experiments.

Take a piece of common brown paper, about a
foot in length, and half as wide. Hold it before
the fire till it becomes quite hot. Then draw it
briskly under your left arm several times, so as to
rub it on both surfaces against the woolen cloth of
your coat. !t will now have become so powerfully
electrified, that if placed against the papered wall
of the parlor, it will hold on for some time, sup-
porled, as it were, by nothing.

While the piece of brown paper js thus so
strangely clinging to the wall, place a small, light,
and fieecy feather against it, and this, in turn, will
cling to the paper.

Now, again, make your piece of brown paper hot
by the fire, and draw it. as before, several times
under the arm. Previously to this, attach a string
to one cérner, so that it may be held up in the air.
Several feathers, of a fieecy kind, may now be
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placed against each side of the paper, and they will
cling to it for several minutes.

Another curious electrical experiment is to take a
pane of common glass, make it warm by the fire,
then lay it upon two books, allowing only the edges
to touch tbe books, and rub tbe upper surface with
a piece of fiannel, or a piece of black silk. Have
some bran ready, strew it upon the table under the
piece of glass, and the partiéles will dance.

To Cut a Phial in Half.

Wind round it two bands of paper, correspond-
ing in position to the two températe zones of the
earth, leaving a space between, corresponding to
the cquatorial zone. Secure the two bands of
paper with thread or fine twine. Then wind a long
piece ofstring once around the equatorial space. Lei
an assistant hold one end of the string, and while
holding the other end yourself, move the phial
rapidly to and fro, so that the string shall work
upon the glass between the two pieces of paper.
When the glass becomes hot in the equatorial
space, pour some coid water upon it, and the glass
will bréale as evenly as if cut with a knife.

The principie involved in this curious experimem
may be applied to the removal of a glass stopper,
when too tight in the neck of the bottle for the
fingers to stir it. All that is necessary is to wind a
piece of thick string round the neck of the bottle,

COTTIHC THE PHIAL.

get an assistantto hold one end, and then work the
bottle to and fro. The glass of the neck will be-
come so warm as to expand, and the stopper will
become loosened. It is often necessary to continué
this friction for some minutes before tlic desired
result is attained.
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The Invisible rendered Visible.

Place a eoiii in an empty basin, and let the basin
be near the edge of the table. Ask one of the
company to stand beside it, and to retire slowly

THS COIN VISIBLE.

backward until he or she can no longer see the
coin. Then pour coid, dear water into the basin,
and the person, who the moment before could not
pcrceive the coin, now will see it quite plainly,
though without moving a hair’s breadth nearer.

Light from Sugar.

lu a dark room, rub smartly one against the
other, a couple of lumps of white sugar, and light
will be evolved. A similar effect is produced by
rubbing two lumps of borate of soda one against
the other.

Miniature Fire-Ships.

Procure a good-sized lurap of camphov. Cut it
up into pieces of the sizc of a hazel-nut, and having
a large dish filled with coid water in readiness, lay
the pieces on the surface, where they will float.
Thcen ignite each one of them with a match, and
they will burn furiously, swimming about all the
time that the burning is in progress, until at last
nothing remains but a thin shell, too wet to be con-
sumed.

Purple Air.

Obtain aii olive-oil flask, the glass of which must
be colorless. In dcfault of an oil-flask, a large
test-tube may be employed. Put into it a small
quantity ofsolid iodine (procurable at the chemist’s
and very cheap), then lightly stop the mouth of the
flask or test-tube witb some cotton-wool, but not
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hermetically, and hold it slantwise over the fiame
of a spirit-lamp. The heat will soon dissolve the
iodine, which will next turn into a most beautiful
violet-colored vapor, completely filling the glass,
and disappearing again as the glass gets coid.

The Two Eggs.

Dissolve as much common table-salt in a pint of
water as it will take up, so as to prepare a strong
brine. 'With this brine half fill a tall glass. Then
pour in puré water, very carefully. Pour it down
the side, or put it in with the hclp of a spoon, so as
to break the fall. The puré water will then float
upon the top of the brine, yet no difference will be
visible. Next, take another glass of exactly the
same kind, and fill it with puré water. Now take
a common egg, and put it into the vessel of puré
water, when it will instantly sink to the bottom.
Put another egg into the first glass, and it will not
descend below the surface of the brine, sceming to
bemiraculously suspendedinthe middle. Ofcourse
the two glass vessels should be considerably wider
than the egg is long.

The Magic Aperture.

Put several lighted candles upon the table, in a
straight row and near together. Lay upon the
table, in front of them, a large piece of smooth,
white paper. Have ready a piece of pasteboard,
large enough to conceal the candles, with a small
hole cut in it above the middle. Place this so as

THS WACIC APERTURE.

to stand upon its edge between the row of candles
and the sheet of paper in front, and there will be
as many images of flames thrown through the hole
and upon the paper as there are burning candles.

Green Fire.

Obtain some boracic acid, mix it well with a
small quantity of spirits of wine, or alcohol, place
the alcohol in a saucer upon adish, and then ignite
it with a match. The flame will be a beautiful



8i4d

PARLOR

green. To see the color to perfection, of course,
the room should be somewhat darkened.

A green flame may also be produced by using
chloride of copper instead of boracic acid. And
instead of mixing it with the alcohol, a small quan-

tity may be imbedded in the wick ofa candle.

A Beautiful jmitation of Hoar-Frost.

Obtain a large bell-glass, with a short neck and
cork at the top, such as may be seen in the chem-
ists’ shops. Then procure a small quantity of ben-
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To BOIL W ater W ithout Fire.

Half filla common oil-flask with water, and boil
it fora few minutes over the flame ofa spirit-lamp.
W hile boiling, cork up the raouth of the flask as
quickly as you can, and tie a bit of wet bladder
over the cork, so as to exelude the air perfectly.
The flask being now removed from the lamp, the
boiling ceases. Pour some coid water upon tlie
upper portion of the flask, and the ebullition reconi-
mences! Apply hot water, and it stops! And
thus you may go on as long as you please.

JMITATING HOAB*FROST.

zoic add, which exists in the shape ofsnowy crystals.
Elévate the bell-glass upon a little stage made of
books or pieces of wood, so as to allow a spirit-
lamp to be introduced underneath, and a little
evaporating dish to be held above the flame by
means ofa ring of wire with suitable handle.
the benzotc acid in

Place
the evaporating dish, over the
flame, and presently the acid will ascend in vapor
and fill the bell, which must not be quite closed at
the top. Before setting up the apparatus, intro-
duce into the bell a small branch of foliage, which
may be hung by a thread from the neck of the bell.
The stiffer and more delicate this branch, the bet-
ter. In a shorttime, it will become covered with a
soft white dcposit of the acid, very closely reseni-
bling hoar-frost. This makes an extremely pretty

omament for the parlor.

To CONVERT A LIiQUID INTO A SOLID.

Dissolve abouthalfapound of sulphate ofsodain
a pintofboiling water, and after it has stood a few
minutes to settle, pour it off into a clean glass ves-
sel. Pour a little sweet oil upon the surface, and
put it 10 stand where it can get coid, and where no
one will touch it. W hen coid, put in a stick, and
the fluid, previously clear, at once become
opaque, and begin to crystallize, untilatlength there
is a solid crystalline mass.

will

lce on Fire.

M ake a hole in a block of ice with a hot poker.
Pour out the water, and fill up the cavity with cam-
phorated spirits of wine. Then ignite the spirit
with a match, and the lump of ice will seem to be
in flames.
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Experimente Requiring Chemical Solu-

tions.

To prepare these Solutions, purchase of a drug-
gist a small quantity of the solid crystals of the
substance needed for the experiment you wish to
try. Dissolve the crystals in clear puré water, and
keep the solution in a littie bottle, labeled with the
flame. It is seldoin that the Solutions need be
strong. When the crystal isa colored one, enough
should be used to give the water a light tint, blue,
yellow, orwhat it may be. None of these Solutions
will do any harin to the hands, unless there is a
cut or a wound of any kind upon the skin. It
is well also, notto let a drop of any of them fall
upon the clothes, or upon furniture, for some of
them will stain. And none of them should ever
be tasted, or touched by the lips or tongue, many
of them being acrid and even poisonous.

With the acids still grcater care is needed, the
stronger acids being corrosive and poisonous. The
greater portion of these substances must likewise
not be sinelled, as the fumes or vapors would affect
the nostrils painfully.

For the proper performance of these experiments
with Solutions, etc.,—at all events for the neatest
and most elegant performance of them,—there
should be obtained from the chemist’s shop about
a dozen test-tubes, These are littie glass vessels,
manufactured on purpose, and very cheap. Do not
take glasses that may afterward be used for drink-
ing or household purposes. Be careful to bave
every one ofyour experiment glasses perfectly clean.

To produce a Beautiful Violet-Purple Color.

Take a nearly colorless solution of any salt of
copper. The sulpbate is the cheapestand handiest.
Fill the test-tube or other experimenting-glass
about two-thirds full. Then drop in, slowly, a lit-
tle liquid ammonia. It will cause a beautiful blue
to appear, and presently a most lovely violet-purple,
which, by stirring with a glass rod, extends all
through the fluid.

If now you drop into this a very littie nitric acid,
the fluid will again become as clear as puré water.

To Make a Splendid Scarlet.

Again take some solution of sulphate of copper.
Add to it a littie solution of bichromate of potash.
Then add,a littie solution of nitrate of silver, and
there is produced a splendid scarlet color.

To Make a Deep Blue.

Now, take a nearly colorless solution of sulphate
of iron, and drop into it, slowly, a smaU quantity
of solution of yellow prussiate of potash. This will
induce a beautiful deep blue, quite different from
the blues that are produced from copper salts.
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To Make a Yellow Color.

Take a solution of acétate of lead, and add a few
drops of solution of iodide of potassium, and a
most lovely canary-yellow color is produced.

Invisible Inks.

Nearly all those experiments which result in the
production of color may be performed in another
way, and be then applied to the purposes of secret
writing. Thus:

Write with dilute solution of sulphate of copper.
The writing will be quite invisible, but become blue
when held over the vapor of liquid ammonia.

Write with the same solution, and wash the
paper with solution of yellow prussiate of potash,
and the writing, previously invisible, will become
brown. Ifyou choose you may reverse this method,
writing with solution of the prussiate of potash, and
washing the paper with solution of the copper salt.

Write with solution of sulphate of iron, and the
writing will again be invisible. Wash it over with
tincture of galls, and it becomes black.

Write with sulphate of iron, and use a wash of
yellow prussiate of potash, and the writing will
come out blue, This experiment may likewise be
reversed, and with similar result.

How to Copper a Knife-Blade.

Make a rather strong solution of sulphate of cop-
per. Let a clean and polished piece of Steel oriron,
such as the blade of a knife, stand in it for a few
minutes, and the iron will become covered or en-
crusted with a deposit of puré copper.

To Make Beautiful Crystals.

Dissolve, in different vessels, half an ounce each
of the sulphates of iron, zinc, copper, soda, alumina,
magnesia, and potash. The Solutions can be made
more rapidly by using warm water. When the
salts are all completely dissolved, pour the whole
seven solutlons into a large dish, stir the mixture
with a glass rod, then place it in a wai'in place,
where it will notbe disturbed. By degrees, the water
will evapérate, and then the salts will re-crystallize,
each kind preserving its own proper form and color.
Some occur in groups, some as single crystals. If
carefully protected from dust, these form extreinely
pretty ornaments for the parlor.

Alum Baskets.

These may be prepared by dissolving alum in
water in such quantity that at last the water can
take up no more, and the undissolved alum lies at
the bottom of the vessel. The solution thus ob-
tained is called a saturated one. Then procure a
common ornamental wire basket, and suspend it



in the solution, so as to be well covered in every
part. There should be twice as much solution as
will cover the basket. The wires of the basket
should be wound with worsted, so that the surface
may be rough. Leave it undisturbed in the solu-
tion, and gradually the crystals will form all over
the surface. Before putting in the basket, it is best
to further strengthen the solution by boiling it down
to one half, after which it should be strained.

UN ALPHABET

FRANJAIS.
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The Z.ead-Tree.

Dissolve half an ounce of acétate of lead in six
ounces of water. The solution wiil be turbid, so
clarify it with a few drops of acetic acid. Now put
the solution into a olean phial, nearly filling the
phial. Suspendin the solution, by means ofa thread
attached to the cork, a piece of clean zinc wirc.
By dfgrees, the wire will become covered with beau-
tiful metallic spangles, like the foliage of a tree

UN ALPHABET FRANIJAIS.

Par

EICILE EST CHAHMEE DE FAIRE ROULER
SON CERCRAU.

Laura

Caxton,

DhNtS n.BURE PARCSQU'IL A MAL AUX
DBNTS.
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20 A KAIR

— WINIPRSD ET AMERICAIKE, SU.B
n’est PAS \AK PETITE PRANfAISF-

—y A-T-IL UNE AUrKE PRTITE PILLE DE
i SI JoUs YEUX?

A FAIR

By Mrs.

“ Oh, Willow, where did you get your fringe.

In New York or in Paris?

Tell me, and 1 will get some too,
Because | am an heiress;

And | buy me everything | want;
I have a ring and a feather;

| promenade in my white kid boots
Each day in pleasant weather.”
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ZENOBIE SAIT COMPTER d'uN JUSQa'X

ZERO-

EXCHANGE.
M. F. Butts.

‘ Oh, little one, where did you get the pink,
In your pretty, round cheek glowing ?

And where did you get the yellow curls,
Over your shoulders flowing ?

Perhaps you can tell me how they are made;
If you think so, darling, try it;

And when you succeed, |’ll tell you about
My fringe, and where to buy it.”
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HOW TEDDY CUT THE PIE.
(4 Geoweirictij JingU.)

Bv Rossiter Johnson.

Tedhy, Jimmy, Frank. and |
Fished all day for smallest fry,
And as evening shades drew nigh,
Stopped to see if we could buy,
At a road-side groce-ry,

Anything they called a pie.

There was one, and only one,
Deepiy filled and brownly done,
Warm from standing in the sun,
Flanked on each side by a bun,
Since that summer day begun.

From the window it was brought,

With our pennies it was bought;

Then a knife was quickiy sought—
Who would cut it as he ought?

“ Leave it all.” says Tccl, “ to me,”
As the knife he flourished free;
“ | have cut a great ina-ny.”

“ But," says Frank, who feared our fate,

“ Will you cut it fair and straight?”

“ Straight?” says Ted. “ 17l tell you what-
Straighter than a liflc-shot:
Straighter than the eagle’s flight.
Straight as any ray of light.”

“ 1 wili mark the place,” says Jim__
Great exactness uai his wilm—

And he measured, on the rim,
Starting-points, as giiides for him.

Ted put in the knife with glee;
First he cut from A to n!

DI!!
niarked Eli!

Then he cut from c to
Then he took the piece

Every cut was straight, he said,—
He would bet his curly head.
Such a perfect, born-and-hred
Geometric rogue was Ted.

‘CHAIR.S TO MEND!”

By .Alexander Wajnwrioht.

The art of doing small things well has a good
illustration in the hmnble chair-mender of the Lon-
don streets, who is also one of the most interesting
of out-door tradesmen.

He carries all his implements and materials with
him. A very much worn chair is thrown over one
arm as an advertisement of his occupation, and it
is needed, for his ciy, “ Cha-ir-s to men-n-nd.”
is uttered in a melancholy and indistinct, though
penetrating, tone. Under the other arm he usually
has a bunclle of cafie, split into narrow ribbons.

His look is that of forlorn rcspectability ; his hat
13greasy, and mapped with so many veins, caused by
ci-ushings, that it might have been used as a chair
or, at least, a foot-stool; around his neck he wears
a heavy cloth kerchief, and his long coat of by-gone
fashion reaches nearly to the ankies, which are
covered by shabby gaiters. He walks along at a
very gcntie pace and scans the Windows of the
houses for some sign that his Services are wanted.

Perhaps business is diiU, but in the neighbor-
hoods where there are plenty of children he is
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“CHAIRS TO MENDI’

pretty sure to find some work. Cane-seated chairs step-iadders and stamp upon them. It often hap-
are durable, but they will not stand the rough usagc pens thal a neat English house-maid appears at the
of those little boys and girls who treat them as arca railings with a chair that has a l)ig, ragged
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hole in the seat, through which Master Toramy has
fallen, with his boots on, in an effort to reach the
gooseberry jam on the pantry shelf.

Master Toinmy probably looks on while the
repaits are being made, and is much interested by
tlie dexterity with which the mender does his work.
The oid and broken canes are cut away, and the
new strips are woven into a firm fabric, with littie
eight-sided openings left in it. The overlap-
ping ends of the ribbons are trimmed with a sharp
knife, and the chair-seat is as good as new.

It seems so easy that Tommy thinks he could
have done it himself; but when he experiments

KITTIES.
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with a slip of cafie that the mender gives him, he
finds that chair-raending is really a tradc that must
be learncd.

Some chair-menders are blind men, and it is still
more interesting to watch them at theirwork. The
plaiting of the canes is done as unerringly by their
unseeing fingevs as by the men who can see, and
with wonderful quickness. Occasionally the business
is combined with that of basket-making, and should
we follow poor oid “ Ghairs-to-mend” home, we
might discover his family busy weaving reeds and
willowy branches with the same cleverness the
father shows in liandling the canes.

TWO KITTIES.

By Joy Allisox.

Two littie kitties
Wandered away
Into the prairie
One summer day.
One on two feet,
Rosy and fair,
Almost a baby,—
* Golden Hair.”

Four feet,—useless,
Eyes fast closed.
Borne in a basket
The other dozed.
Searching in terror
Far and wide,
“ Golden Hair’s” mother
Moaned and cried.

Mother Puss calmly
Following slow,
Listening,—calling
Meoh +—Meoh I —
Mother Puss found them,
A littie heap,
Down in the deep giass
Fast asleep.
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“HARE AND HOUNDS.

aviiac Shall we do?” the children said,
By the spirit of frolic and mischief led,
Frank and Lulu and Carrie, three

Frank. whose “ knowledge-box ” surely abounds
With games, spoke up for “Haré and Hounds.”
“Down the cellar, or up the stair,

Here and there, and everywhere,

You must follow, for I 'm the Haré !”

Lulu and Carrie gave quick consent,

And at cutting their papers and capers went,
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For the stairs were steep, and they must not fail
To have enough for a good long trail.
Away went the Haré
Right up the stair,
And away went the Hounds, a laughing pair;
And Tony, who sat
Near Kitty, the cat.
And was really a dog worth looking at,
With a queer grimace
Soon joined the race.
And followed the game at a lively pace!
Then Puss, who knew
A thing or two,
Prepared to follow the noisy crew,
And never before or since, | ween,
Was ever behéld such a hunting scene !
The Haré was swift; and the papers went
This way and that, to confuse the scent;
But Tony, keeping his nose in air,
In a very few moments betrayed the Haré,
Which the children told him was hardly fair.

I cannot tell you how long they played,

Of the fun they had, or the noise they made;
For the best of things in this world, | think,

Can ne’er be written with pen and ink.

But Bridget, who went on her daily rounds,
Picking up after the “ Haré and Hounds,”

Said she did n’t mind hearing their lively capers,
But her back was broke with the scraps o’ papers.

Carrie, next day, could n’t raise her head;

Frank and Lulu were sick in bed ;

The dog and cat were a used-up pair.

And all of them needed the doctor’s care.

The children themselves can hardly fail

To tack a moral upon this trail;

And | guess on rather more level grounds

They 1l play their next game of “ Haré and Hounds.’
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

So, HERE 'S October come again. Another
pleasant year gone by, another lot of sermons
done, and nobody the worse 1 Dear, dear, bow
time does fly in cheerful company, to be sure !

Well, my dears, keep a bright lookout for the
new volume, and, meantime, don’t open your eyes
too wide while 1 bring to your notice

THE LARGEST MAN.
Albany, N. Y.

0 BAR Jack-in-thb-Pulpit: Perhaps some of your other boys,
wbo, bke myself, wish to grow big and strong, would like to hear
about the largest human being ever known,—Goliath of Gath,—a
persoD almostlarge enough to need introductlon by installmcnts, but
heis so well koown that the ccremony is nccdless.

Asnearly as | can make out, he was between ten and deven feet
high- When hewent to battle lie wore a coat-of-mail wcighing one
hundred and fifcy*six pounds,*ds heavy as a good<si2CU man; and
ihe rest of his armor amounted lo at least onc hundied and fif*een
pounds more. The head of his spear weighed cighieen pounds,-7as
heavy as U x three*pound cans of preserved fruit,—and chis he carried
atthe end ofa long and heavy shafi!

Think whatmigntha“pen if a man equally big and strong should
tive araong us now, and insiston taJdng paituiourgamesand sports?
[f he jolned a boat-dub, a curious six-odred crew could be made up,
widi him at one side and five other men oppo”ice. Andjust Imagine
him "booming along” oo a velocipede! if he joinedthe chamoion
Nine, and hit a ball, where would thatball go to? If he oalled tor a
“ shoulder-hish ” ball, would n't the catcher have to climb a scep-
iaddcr to caten behind the gianc? And if he threw a ball to a base,
man, wouldn'the beapttothrow it olean through him ?

Probably no one can answer ihcse qucsdons, but they are Interest-
uig all the same, to yours sioccrely, It. V. D.

CATCHING BIRDS ON THE WINO.

As ir a man could ever hope to do that, or even
to do so much as fly1 And yet, word has already
come to me of a man who has made a machine with
which he actually has flown, up, down, with the
wind, against the wind, and, in fact, any way he
wished |

The particular machine he used looked, | 'm
told, rather like a big bolster-case blown full of air,
and with a light frame-work of hollow brass tubes
strapped to it underneath. In this frame-work was
a seat for the man, and near him were two circular
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fans, which he turned round very fast indeed; one
of the fans made the machine fly backward or fot-
ward, and the other made it go up or down, as he
liked.

Now, this certainly seeras to be a step ahead, or,
rather, a fiap upward; but you need n't expect to
be chasing and catching eagles and albatrosses on
the wing by dropping salt on their tails; at least,
notjust yet, my dears. The time for that sort of
fun may come, perhaps; but it would be well not
to crow too loudly at present.

THE 6EE AND THE ANEMONE.

Des Motnes, lowa.
Dear Jack-tn-the-Pulpit: ThebeeyoutoldusofinyourAunst
sermén ~d not mistake the anemone for a |"ower. At least,/ iHInk
not. No bee ever makes such a mistake as to settle oa a poisoDous
flower, and | believe that this bee wentto the anemone for water and
not for honey. Bees will settJe on pieces of straw afioat in ihe water,
whbm seeking for water, and | believe th» know, even while on the

wing, where to find honey. Good-bye.—Vour ftieud. N. E. H.

FRANG1PANI SCENT AND PUDDINGS.

“Let’ begin with the puddings, and make
sure ofthem " as a little boy once remarked. Well,
then, in former times, Frangipani puddings were
of broken bread, and their queer fiame is made
fromtwowords,meaning “tobreak,”and
fanus, “bread”; but, after some time, these pud-
dings were made with pastry-crust and contained
cream and almonds.

Frangipani scent, however, was named after a
great mai'quis who first made it, getting it from the
jasmine pant. And the marquis got his fame
from an ancestor whose duty it had been to break
the holy bread or wafer in onc of the church Ser-
vices, and who on that account was called “ Frangi-
pani.” or “ Breaker of Bread.”

Now, this way of explaining how words come to
be formed, sounds wellenough, no doubt. Buthow
are we to know, in this case, that the marquis
didn’t invent the pudding as well as the scent?
However, | must leave you to puzzle out the prob-
lem for yourselves, my dears, while | give you some
information about

A SEALED POSTMAN.

Y ou 'VE all heard of sealed lelters, of course, and
seen some, too, no doubt; but did you ever hear of
the letter-carrier, also, being sealed? Well, a bit of
news has come saying that, among the Himalaya
Mountains, the men who carry the mails on horse-
back are sealed to their saddles, in such a way that
while they can ride easily enough they cannot get
down from their seats; and, what is more, the inail-
packages are sealed to the men ! Once started on
the route, the seéis are not allowed to be broken,
except by the postmaster at the next station, and,
if they happen to get broken otherwise thau by
accident, the carrier js severcly punished.

The result of this sealing is that a mail-carrier
who wishes to steal the letters in his charge is
obliged to steal also the saddle and horse,—and
himself as well, | suppose.

Nice places these carriers have to ride through,
at times1 Why, in some parts, the road is so
steep that, in going down, the rideris kept upright
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by a rope passed under his arms and held in the
hands of two men who are above him on the
mountain. If it were not for this, the rider would
fall over the head of his horse, or else cause the
horse itselfto go over head first,

Altogether, the postmen of the Himalavas must
have a hard time ofit.

WIND-HARPS.

- s East Sagiiiaw, Mkh.
Pisase w:ll you or aoy of your
tcl] roe how to make a wind-harp, or Eolian haip?
Your friend, Minnis Wakker.

Time and again have I heard tell of wind-harps
and the sweet music the wind coaxes out of them.
The sighing and singing of the breezes through the
tree-tops must be something like it, no doubt. But
I never heard a wind-harp’s song, and of course
clon’t know how to make one. Perhaps, some of
you know, however, and if so | shall be obliged if
you will send me word, so that | can pass it on to
Minnie and the rest of my chicks.

*cnjcks

"THE JOY OF THE DESERT."

In Africa is a vast, dreary waste, called the
Uesert of Sahara. In wideiy scattered spots of this
desert there grows a tree that sends its roots down
to springs far beneath the paichcd ground, Some-
times these springs are so far down that the trees
are planted in deep holes, something like wells, so
that the roots may reach water. Hardly anything
cxcept this tree can grow in that desert.

The fruit of the tree is dclicious food; the long
trunk makes poles for tents j Che leaf-stalks make
many kinds of basket and wicker work, walking-

sticks and fans; the leaves themselves are made
Hitobags and mats; and the fibers at ihe base of the
leaf-stalks are twisted into cordage for tents and
harness. The sap of the tree, drawn from a deep
cut in the trunk near tlie top, after standing a few
days, becomes a ssvcet and pleasant liquor. Cakes
of the fruit pounded and kneaded together “ so
solid as to be cut with a hatchet,” are carried by
travelers going across the terrible desert.

Besides all this, trees of this kind, planted in
gioups, cast a shade which keeps the ground moist,
so that other fruit-trees can live beneath them.

W hen the tree is about one hiindred years oid, it
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ceases to bear fruit, and is cut down for timber;
but in its iong lifc it has made its owner rich and
a great many people comfortable.

The paragram which told me ail this said, further,
that this tree is the date-palm, and is called “ The
Joy of the Desert." WeU may it be so called, |
should think; though once | heard some of the
children of the red sthool-house say they hated

“ dates.” Perhaps they meant “ dates” of some
other kind.
BARIES IN BOOTS.
Where do you suppose Tartar mothers carrv

their littie children ?
Not on their shoulders, fior on their hips, fior in
their ai-ms, fior at their backs, fior on their heads
Well, | 'm told they carry them in their boots'
These are made of cloth, and each is large enough
to hold a child five years oid !

ROOK COURTS AND BLACKBIRD POWWOWS.

Dear JACK.m-THE-Pui.riT: In England, where | come from |
hjve seon meeungs of vast numbera of birds, though never as maiiv
of such djfferent Itinds as those named by Z. R. B. in lhe lett;
whxn VOU STIVe U« in Ihltt roa

mg .VIVA, wuu uoius uis ncaa oowd m siicnce. The othtr rooVs
seem to hoM a coosuliaaon, chattering and cawing back and fonh
sometimes one alone and swncfimes all togelhcr, uniti ihevscem 16
decide what to do.

Then Uirecorfouf oid, solemn-looking pooks fly upon ihe loncly
one and put him lo deaih, ns if he had been found guilry of soroe
drcaorul cnme.

In ihis couniry, during spring, the blacHirds meet almost daily
Jii the lops of high irees. especially eiros and locusis, and there thei’
chatter by the hour. Sometimes a few wilf fly off, angrily with
quick, Sharp notes, to some tree a Hule way nff. After a whie
two or three more birds wUJ join them from tiie large body. Then!
perhaps, some of them will go back as “ peace commusioners.” and
aAer a few more flithts back and fonh, and cndless chatter, the

hule pany may rctum to the main body; or,
mcrcosing in numbcer, may form a second ctowd
as noisy as uie frst.

No doubt you have heard and seen many
such powwows, dear Jack. Long may you
live to waich Ihc birds and repeat 10 us tiieii
wisdom! Tralryour-Aiend

(. B. M.

INTERVAL NOT ON THE
PROORAMME.

| 'M told that at Pompeii, Italy,

in the year 79, a play was being

acted in one of the theaters, when

a storm of cinders fell, ljuried the

whole city, and, of course, put a

stop to the play, which has never

been completed. A few months

ago, however, an operatic manager

named Languri made up his mind to have a new

theater just where the oid one stood; so, he printed

in the Italian newspapers a notice that ran some-
thing like this:

Will be te-opened, wiok e SFeq Years,the peater of Pomoey!

ask the continuaiion of the favor shown to ni r, Marcus

uintus Mamiis, and beg to assure the public hg{ 1 shall make every
efloit to equal 1he rare quaiities he displayed during his inanagy,

AN

If only Marcus Quintus Martius and his actors,
and musicians, and the ancieut audienee, could
have been at that rc-opening of their long-buried
theater, how they would have starcd 1
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THE LETTER-BOX.

(QUR ulder boys and girlswill find in ihisnumbMan cx«llerit article
OD “ Parlar Magic,"” in which they are told, liy Professor Leo Griii-
don, one of ihe Faculty of ihc Royal School of Chemistry b Man-
chester, Englatid, how to perform some very Iniercsttng, and in some
cases, quice astonishing cxperimems in chemistry, oplics, etc. Some
ofour rcadcrs may be familiar with a few of thcsc csperiments, but
the majority of them will be found novel lo nearly all young people
Occasionnily, there are materials or ingredients called for, which are
somewhat expensive, and some of ihe experiments requite a good
deal of time and paiience. Pul those are the exceptions, for nearly
all the experiinenis described in the anide can be perfiirmed by any
careful and intclligent boy or glrl of foutleen or fifteen, in a short
lime and al a very small cosi.

Ofcouisc,in geliina up a little “ Parlor Magic Enieriainmcnl’” it
will iiot he necessary to try all the experiments described. Choosc
such as you thinlc you can perform without ftill, and which will be
likely to interest the company you expect Be caieful not to try to
do too many things in one evening, and, if possible, make eacli
experiment in privéte, before you attempt lo show your friends how
ii isdoite. Tliis will not be necessary in every case, butifyou make
an experiment, for the first timo, beféte company, be sure that you
know exactly what you are going to do and how !t oughtlo be done.

One more thing, ihe most important of all. wc would imptes.» on
the mind of every mador of St, Nicholas who tries any of the.se
expcrimenV*", and that is the ncccssily for grcaf care in handling and
disposhig of the Chemical ingredients which may be used. Some of
thesc, although pctfectly harmless, when used as dimcted, are very
injitrious. if tasted, or even smelt very closely; and although the per-
formcr may himself be very prudent and careful with his materials
and apparatus, he must not give ihc slightesi opportiinity lo young
children, or indeed any one who has not studied up ihe subject, to
handle hi>chemicals.

W ith careful atcention lo the dlrecifons given in the anide, a
pieasant evcning enccrialntiient may casily be had, and if an occa-
Mooal failure «hould take place, both the peribrroerand the company
should remembcT thal an experimaut is only a trial, and cannot be
expected alwayi® lo succeed.

Dkar St Nicholas: | went over to my uitcle’'s one Saturday
Uiely, to wa, and had baked bcans. He uev-er eats vinegar on them,
exceptanc some made in January, 1851, when 4f> gallons w «e froxcn
W 55 quart boMlcs. He told me ihn<TC was no other such vinegar in
the United States, and if |1 d'Uld hear of any odc who has some pr»
pared like it. and as ofid, he would give me as handsoine a doli as 1
wanted. My objectis to ask you to please puWish my letter, and |
may receive the doli,which | wantvery much, and obhgc, wi* many
ihanks, onc uf your aubscribers. 1>

1.,ondon, Eiigland.

Drak St Nicholas: We are iraveling ijnEurope forashort time,
and | thought, perhaps y** might Uke to hearashortaccount ofour
jouniey. First, wc went 10 Chester, one of the oidest ciura in
Eugland It isinclosed by a wall two milesaround, whicn was buiit
1800 years a¢co. The “ feows” of Chester are very sl~gc and
interesting. i'hcy are rows of stores m the second stoncs ofhouses—
with a «idewalkin front, supported bypillarsand covered ovcrhead.
One may walk outona miny day and do n gre« vanety ofshoppmg
withoutbeing at all exposed to the weather. The sidewalks below
these rows, and on a levcl wli» the middle of the Street are dingy and
shabby, lincd with forlom looking little placesinhabieed by the poorcr

There is an oid house standing in an alley, in the garret of which
one ofthe cstrls of Dcrby was hidden for three months. .

A small pm of an o)d church, which was built 200 A. D., siill
stands, nnd u one of the curiositics. There is also a tower where
King Charles U. stood and saw his army dcfcoted, only, that was
before he became king, Nextwc went to Sliatford-on*Avon, whcre
we saw Shakspcarc’s house, and | sat in his chair-

W lunched at ihc Red Horse Inii, in ihc room which Washington
Irving had when he was there. 1 also sat in his chajr. In thea " -
noon wc went lo Shakspeare’s other house and gardens. He had
two bornes, as he only Uved in onc until he was seventecn years oid.

Wc are now in London, and have been to seea few of the principal
places. Westminsicr Abbcy is one of the great s*his, Wc saw a
sinina figure of a duchess who died from ihe” eflccts of lock-jaw,
aused by pricklng her fingcr wiih a necdle, while at needlc*work on
Sunday.

We also saw St. Paura Cathedral, where there is a whispermg gal-
lery, so called, because, if you whisper on ooe_side of the gallery, i
be heanl on tlie otier ride as distinctly as Ifyou were over there.

Tlie South Kensington Museum contains a great many curiosiries,
and some ofthe things which Doctor Schliemann has dug up.

j*he National Art Gallery contains a greatmany beautiful pictures,
and one n)Om is devoted to Tumer's painiings.

We have also been to see the Tower, where the little pnnces were
murdercd; they douot take you Into the room where they stayed:
bul St. Nicholas gave us a fine piclurc of thal in January of 1874.
W e «hall .start for Paris sooo.—From vour Urtie friend,

Mamie Chaklrs.

<MoTHBK.” Unpainccd, strong and really amusing playthings,
such asyou Inqulre for, are to be found, wc think, in almost any laige
loy-siore.  Animais, wagons, and various amusing things cut out of
plain wood, abound nowadays, and they con be sent you by cxprcss
from your nearest urwn. In our experience, however, wc have found
buildiog-blocks of most lasiing interest to the little folks. Crandoirs
are the bcsl, for they admlt of an endless variety of comblnation.

W ashington, D. C
| have a little sistcr, named Josie, who
issix years ofd. She can read only a little, and she does not like to
do Uatall. She hasplenty of toy.s,and a nice baby-hoase, but often
she geu rircd ofplaying and then comes to me to know what to do.
Now, 1 wantto know ifyou cannot tell me something for herto do
that will keep her guiet? | haveanother sisier whoisnmeyears ofd.
but DO brother.—Vour loving rcader, Anita R. Nbwcom b

My D kak St. Nicholas:

Aniu may find asarisfaciory hint In the answer to'* Mother” given
abt)ve. Also, the Kinder Garlen ganies that are now used in many
Hchools for very little folks may be of Service to Josie.

IA)ndon, Eng.

Dear St. Nicholas: | havejustarrivud in Englaud. When wc
were fairly out al seo, the first thing 1 did was to explore the great
ship. It was four hundred fect lo”~, raade endrely of iron, and sunk
twenty fect dccp in the water. I*he masis were ofhollow iron, aoc!
scvciicy féet higli. 1t took ofiie fumace” and forty tons ofcoal a dov
10 keep the ship going. The crew luimbered a hundred and thirt>«
five. It seems very wonderful that a grcnt heavy fron ship should
not rink: the reason it does notis that itis lighter than the water it
displaces.

\WWhen we were a few days out. a fiock of land*birds rested on our
ship. We fed ihcm with crumbs, andbrouglit dishes of fresh water
011 dock for them, but aftera day or two they disappeared. A littk
further on, a hawk alighied on the vessel, and onc of the sailnrs
caught it when it was asieep.

find out how fastwc were going, the sallors thrcw the *'log,”
which was no log at all, but a fong thin ropc with a small ihrec-
comered canvas bag al one end. They ihrow <>ut the bag, andii
carches jn the water and keeps the end of the rope steady. The
rope runa out as the ship goes. Onc sailor stands with a time-glass.
which holds as much sand as will fell in one minute from one halfofi
it into the other. ‘Phe glass is turned just when a certain roark on
the rope passes over the rail, and, when all the «and has lun, the rope
b stopped. As the ropehas Icnphs marked on it by bits of colorad
dod), the sailoia can tell how fer the ship has gone in onc minute,
and can roughly calctlate from that its rare of speed by che hour.
Formecly a real log of wood was used instead of the bag.

The greatest event of the voya”e was seeing a school of whales.
j'hcre were cloren* of ihcm spoutmg and showing thcir backs abovo
water. Another exciéng thing wa.s meeting a ship so near that wc
could saluie it, which b done by hobdng and thcn lowcring the fiaj;
once or twlce. Shipa have flags of diifcrcnt kmds, and each has ild
own meaning. So by hcéasiing certain flags, the captains of dbiant
sliips can cxchangc news.

When ncaring the Irish coasi, a dense fog settled upnn us, so that
we could hardly seo from onc end of tlie si Ip lo the oihcr, AJl day
and all night the great fog-whbtic was kept blowing to wam other
vessel* that might be in our neighborbood. To see a light-house o1
landmark was impossible® but die capWin found out where we werv
by soundings. Every ship has a long piece oflead wiih a hole m one
end which fs fillcd with lallow. The other end is fastcncd lo a rope,
and ¢e lead b ibrown overboard and sinks to the bottom. Wncn
haulcd up, some ofthe sca*boieom is found stuck lo che talbw, and
from this and the depih of the water, the caplain knows where he
Is, for tbe kinds of sand and mud at ihc bottom pf the sea, and the
varying dcplbs of water, are plainly marked on his charts.
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| cannot describo to you rvbal a weloonie siglit llie land was, after
seeing nothing but water for so long. But wheti we had lefl the
great ship behtnd, it seemed nlmost as if we were leaving home, glad

fliouch 1was to gei ashore.
Your lovuig rcaoer» K U.

A CORRESPON UEKT serds US ihe scrii.*$ of “ Bcheadcd Rhymecs
which we print below. Kach of ihe siaozas contains two examples of
this kind of rhyming, and, in each examplc, the dret blank is 1" e
fiUed with a word that siiits both the sense and the measure. The
ncxi blank thas occurs is filled with all of the chosen word cxccpt its
first letter; and ibis procesa goes on until the word can no longer he
beheaded and yet Icave another wotd. The making of such “ Bc-
headcd Rhyroes" as these, in conipany, to see who can succwdbeai,
bometimes whilus away very pleasantly a long evening of disagree*
able weather.

A Night*6 Adventures

It made a most ucmendous.AAAAA? U>)
| gave my horse a siidden
He threw me full against an
And broke my coTlar-bonc. A
W hat can | do in such a
My horse is guue. i have no
I murmurad with a groan,

@)

I was as wet as any
The wind and thunder made a —
And neither moorv fior star waa —
The night was black as sin.
The fall had given roe such a Ul
And | was miles from any
I floundered on through mud and
To rcach ihe ncaiest inn.

But when 1 found the wishcd-for is-)
And saw through Windows din» wllh
A fellow holding up an -------,

1 would have cried with fear.
Each seat was filled by such o -
As mighi have fled from any -——

Of roicf or bnccaneer.

I Rtrove in overeéme my — (7-)

And vcniurcd ou a traveler's -
To entur boldly ihere.

The portcr waved aloft a

But séll | siepped wilhin the
And took an einpry chair.

, (8.)

The leader gave a fearful

Sprang up. and overtumcd ihe -

On! f could cover halfa -—-
With what 1 felt thal night.

He carne, and gave me such a -

Jliai | cried out amain, ihough
W ith anguish and affright.

(i0)

Come, will you join our game of
Or do you choosu ihat | should
The wretch, who wishes naught but
To honest men like us?"
With that he flung me from ihc
And séazing on me by the
He drew me fonh inio the
And made a dreadful fuss.

(ii.)

INr .k izM

'I*he night had now grown ckar and

1 wandcrcd lo a disiant ¢

And thought the coid ground not so
As was that fearful spot.

Bul soon there passed a fnendiy — M

Who placed me in hU empty

-3)

And look me to his col M. w.
The Solutions are as follows: 1- Clash, lash, ash,?. Plight, light.
3. Trout, rout, out 4. Strain, train, rain. 5-Place, lace, ace.
6. Scamp, camp. 7. Fright, righl. 8.
creaoi, ream. 10. Tweak, wchsc. ri. Skill, kill, il'. is. Chair,
hair, air. jj. Chill, hal, ill. 14. Swain, wain.
PiRsburg, Pa,

Dear RKAOitKs 0? "St.

Nicholas:" | hve in a city of iron
and Steel manufactorie-s.

1 will do my best lo tell y.m how an ax is

*Thé works are a beautiful aghi atnight, with their huge, glowing
furnaces and the fonos of the brawny workmcm, passing beiweeo us
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and the light. In one fumace they are licating pieces of casW~n,
about twcTve inches long. four jnches wide, and oncdmIfmch tnick.

A workman takcs a pair of long pinccrs, draws from the lumace
onc of the rcd-hot pieces of iron, and passes it to another workmaii.
This Wfirkman is standing before two large wlieels, which rovolvc
slowly, and which have severalnoichcsinthcm. 1he pleceof notiron
is placed between these wheels, with one end in a nolcli,, and the iron
is bent double, bringing the iwo ends togciher, malang it lik>k somc-
whal like a doihes*pin, except ihai the clothes-pin sh”~ld have a
hole at ihe ho:«d, !iUe in ihc piece ofin»n, fora handie. The enes ol
the bent iron are next hammered together, after ivhich the cominj® ax
LSagain heaied, It isthen taken to the sieam bammera, lhe hrsi
hammer foins the parLs of the iron firnily together, whilc ihc second,
having on is fece the mold of an ax, givcs the iron the «ime shape.
The itdes are then made straiglu and even hy a circular saw.

But an ax in thisshape c<*u)d never be used to much en«’, forcasi-
iron caimoi be ground down to a fine enough edec. Steel can be
ground, however, and so a piece of Steel must be added 10 our iron
ax. Two workmeii lakc hold of the blodc wjih pincers, and wmlc
onc holds a sharp tool on the broad edge, the ulhcr smkes with ;e
siedge. Into thb splil lints inadu, a piece of swel is sUpped, and a
sicani hammer joins them firmiy. s

After ihis, the ax is tempcred, sharpened and polishca; and. when
ihe hladc is fumished with a handlc, the ax is ready for sale.—Yours

*T hk Doctor.

T he following is sentto us as wncten, without help, by a Uitle giri
ofne years oid.

I'HE HISTORY OF A Ca'l,

1 am the family cal. 1 am notso very pretty, but diey all like me
very much. | fiave a pretty baby*kittcn, and 1 have a daughter
narocd TonoUe-hell. Sheis a pretry and good cat. She also hasa
baby«kjlien prettier than mine. 'Mine has such big eyesthat its little
fece does not look as cunning as my daughter's baby kilien's face.
My misrrcss is very good to me sometimes, but somedmes she pulis
my lail and makes me mad. and | scmich herand then she slaps me
iMck; bul when she U good to me, and pels me, and gives me cabe,
then I purr lo her.

Oacc my mistress' brother had a dog given to nun.
flame was ““Capiain.” | did notlike him one tét.

My mistress' brolberis friend tried to set the dog on me, but he
ivouid not come near me; so the boy let him alone.

When my niisiicss went lo get my daughter's haby*kiit«n, Lapiain
wentwiih her, mij*tress did not know that Capiam went mto the
room with her. ‘rorioise-shcll w.as tenditig her kitten, but, as soon
as she saw the dog, she jumped up and acratched his nose good lor
him. He did not suy very long- He was given lo my mistress
brother on Saturday. The nextday, which was Sunday, my mislresb
and the rest of the family were at church; the dog gol out, 1 doni
know how, bm when my mistresscarne hi'mifrom church she looked
all about, bul could not find him anywhere. She wft-«very sorry, bul

A

Inis dogs

I was nni sorry one bit: 1 was glad. So oow we 've troiM *0
end.
Oswego, N. V.
Pii.AK 5t. Nichoi.ab: Piense will you tell me where I can find

directions how 10 build a boai >— Yours rcspectfuly,
akky M pad.

Midland, 1878.
Dbak s'I' NichoiwSs: | wibh that you would tell inc how to mt*e
a yatch | have a schooner but she gcts beat bad and I should like
10 know how to make a yatch tbac will beat them ai! 1 think one
about 30 incheswillbe long enough.— 1 remain yourconstant Reader,

In St. Nichotas for July, 1875 (Vol. Il.), Harry will
directions how to make a serviceable boat at a small cost: and G. B.
J., whuse letter we print v'rbatim, also may find hints thal will
cnable him ro build an nll-conquering “ yatch. '

find full

Milwaukee, Wis.
Dear St. Nicholas: | am going 10 teU you abouta ijamc that
wc piay here -1good dea!. | do not Know what it is callcd. It can
be played by any number, though the more the merricr. Each
player must have a sheetofpaper and a pendi. When all are sup-
plléd, each one must vmlc across the top of the sheotn quesoon,
taking up as Hule ronm on the page as possible, and tummg ihc

paper down so :is lo cover up ihe writing, asin " Conscqucnces.
The paper N ihcn passed to ihe next ndghbor. who is to wntc a
common noun, of any kind, under the qucstion, and lurn ovcrin
Ukc manner. After ine nouu ha? bocn wiuten, the paper is paised
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on. Then everybody opens the paper ihat lajc came tohira, and
must answer |heqstlm in rhyme, insertingthe aoun. 1 wju give
you an lilusiration.

exAVPLC:

@m “Do yti er’]Mgs’?"
mon noun.—
r InI Ine (he gentdc anlmals

That sport about our home,
And all am mg the peas and com
So happily do roam.

“Ahl litie pdgs "Il harm j*Qu rot,
Nor e"en disturb your play,
But you shell have your own sweet will,
And food upon tho Blest of siill.
Through al the Mvelong day.-

Willl somebody answer thus this uucstion, that was given tome:
“Which was the grealest tatile ofAlexander the Great?

Noun : ““Toes.’ Yours truly, D. J.

Dfar 5t.Nicholas : I send you a puzzle, which I hope you will

print: =

My first is in your body,
Quite weeful in its

", d flljoms iawt d day
And _flows by night ani A

My third, a thing to cook with, U
In every kitchen found.

My fourth®s a coiumon article,
A very simple sound.

My hrih folks often get into,—
The careless oncs, of course.

My whole, a clu animal,
Is panly named horse.

Hlp-Po-pot-a-mus, hippopctanus.

R. N. P.

Answer;

Widmeite, ik
Dear St. Nicholas : Ihavebeentakmgyourbookmvo?eers 1
think itis spledid. Some of the stories aro so funny. oloa
private school, and 1 am in the Fourth Reader. The girkiplay
onesnbofmegroundsandmeboyson the otter; lhed'crry—
areon our &de, and I hke itthe best. Wc have Its of fin.~ 1 am

thp:

VEKY EA.SY SQIIARE-WOItD.
t A pointed implement ofbrass orwood. Wrath. 3, Not oid.
A. W, ANO F. E. ™

DECAPJTATIONIT.

I. Behrao abirdsrest, and Icavealake inNorth Arerica, s. Pe*
head a marineinap, and leave awild animal. 3. Behead asail ves=l,
and leave a small oarrow opening. 4, Behead a plafe, and leae
s'ace. S Behead a basket or bamper, and leave or propor*
aon. 6. Behead 9 sharp bareairer, and leave a company of people.
7. Behead a group of individéis, and leave a country girl.
head an acto1 deccpdon, and leave high tenperaturc. 3ola.

NiriVIEHICIAL KMGJVIA.

T he whole, composed of twclvc letters, is a noted chamcter of

American ficuon.

The i, 8,4, R isto rend asundcr. The 3, d, ti isa floer.

The It, 5, 7, 9 isan open, grassy soece. c. o.
EAI™NY MELANGE.

t Hkkead apavcment, and find a plaret. e. Syncopaie the prve*
meiu, and/glveashnb 3. Trang the plaree, and leave the cat
. 4 B~ead and o”spose oaver, and find a weed. 5
'I'rarsposeﬂ*emeed and give degree. 6. itc the center, and
leave an animal. 7. Behead the animal, and fird ddall. 8, Qurtall

the shnb, and give oxcitoment. o. Bchuadandm’taiiﬁ‘emta’ aild
leae a partofme body. 10. Behead and transpose excitement, and

RIDDLE-BOX.

riddlp:

8. Be-

[UCTOBSR,

nine years oid. | have lwo littie aUters, Bellcand Manon, and a Utile
brother. Bobo, Whcn we getbig we may write some stories for your
book. Wc are Httle now, but everybody was 1litic once.—Your

friend, Knrv Gkiffiths.
~ Phila:lelgh a, Fa.
Pbar St.Nicholas: | do like you so much, and F wish you

would Ellme something. 1 see pictures and rtad books in which are
ihe fiames Penelope. Juno, Achilles, Hercules, and soon.  The dic-
tionary telks but Hetde about these fiames, and F want t know dl
aboul them. Can you Ell me how o fird out?— Tnily your fried,
Carrib H.

You can leam a good deal about ihc personngcs you menlion from
Rulfinch®s ““ Age of Fable," from Alexander S. Murray’s “ Manual
ofMytbology,"* and from Mrs. Cleniem™s “ Handbook of Legcndary
and Mythologica] An ™' ; but thepocms ofHomer ,— the *“ Illad” and
the ““ Odyssey, ™~ bothofwhich ibere are good English trasla-
tias,— are the chiefsourccs of ihe Information.

Chicago, Ills.

My Dear St. Nicholas: | send you an Enigma to publish in
yunr magazine, The answer to the Enigma is " Washii.gten.”—
Youjs truly, WiLLlic M.

My I, 9, 10, i3 the same as one.

My S, X is two-thirds of two.

My 6, j, xo, is three-fourths of nine,
0,9, 804, 5, 6,9, is nothing.
a X iswhat my 5did.

9, 10, lsveryheavy but

, 9, 8, ISt

5 7,4

x

=T =z==Z
<K< <
2 Boow

, 8, isalways somewhere, but not here to-day.

The Poy Ehcinreks :W hat THEV D id,and nowthey D id it,
isall jllustratedbuok pblislied by Messrs. G. P, Puinam™s Sm.s. It
seems to have been written fotreaders living In Ongland, but young
amateur mechinisLs anywhere would fird fian anteriaining book, e
gives good practical Iints about the management of tols, and ox-
plains how t tum and carve In wood and metal, liov to make 9
clok, an organ, a small house, and how to set up a sieam-engine.
The type shuge, and the style easy and pleasant.

-rox.

firda planL  xx. Syncopatc cxcitarent, and give an articleof cloth-
ig. la. Trans sle and leave an aoiml), 13. Reverse the
animal, and finda sbor,

CABIN I*Uy>ZDK.

The dots showwhere the lettersare tobe placed. The porpodicti-
larand sloping lires of the huilding are read downward, chchén-
zortals from icft lo gt
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Thbe kttcrs ihnt funn tlie foundaiion, readiDg from extreme left to
extreme right. signjfy (t) a fireude; those of the lower edge of the
roofspell (2) liabic to taxation: those of the ridec>polc mean (3) calis
for; those of the iefl-hand corner-post denote (4J the cry ofa domesuc
animal; tbosc of the middle comer-post, (5) a free enteriainmeiit:
those ofthe richt*hand corner-post, a large bird of prey: those of
the left'handsTopingruof-edgc, an officertnan English universlity ;
those of ihc middic sloping roof-edgc, (8) a rcgulated course of food;
and those ofthe right-hand sloping roofedge, (9) wiihered.

The chimney 'sa double , and rcads, downward,
bleared, (@) a man"s fiane, |s)afarm—yard .r‘clo&re a0ress,
mplu‘ge 14) anrer, (15)ap aying piece inthe gamcof dess. The

, also, Isa dolibl eword"quare Ttreeds, downward (d) a usefu
ireect, (2'7) a ciry of Bnrmah r India). () a resinous sub—
stance; across, (19) a wooden club, () agirl™s fiame, () a partof
the human body -

The lefi-rai);, window is a double word-squaie, and rcads, down™
ward (2) t bend under weight, () a prefix, 120) hitherto; aooss,
(Z)asacretagent () edst, (2Z7) oprocure.  Tnc righc*hand win-

dow. algp, is a double word-square: J reeds, downward, (28)
tomake brown, () a kindofpocn, (K))angrylacrts (Cﬂ)a

nicknante for a boy, (Q)aglnsname (@) another nickname
fora boy. h.h.d.
BUIiIP-IETTER HTAIR PCZZJLE.
— E E -
E
E
— E E -
E
E
— E F-—
E
F.
—E F—

Going ysstairs, fird (reading from rigitto left): x A fish
that Iives in English walers. 2. Rull 10 oving, 3
Reward 4. An animal. 5. A liely dance. 6, An “ibTe
plant. 7. To maintain hold upoo.

Gomg downsalrs, find (recding from lefr 10 ); i To
peep. A part ofa bcec, 3. o look d)llqe 4. An
aquacic plau, 5. To estcem. 6.To gather. 7, “Jne seed of
an oriental plant. K,k,d.

PROVBRB ENIGMA.

T hf proverb iscomposed of twernty-nine letters
The 5, 5, &6, 2isawild animl. The 9, 4, 2, id, 3,
Xt Bba personemployed in the bJIIdIr‘g of haacs. The 10,
23,21, J isacommon repule. The 13, 4, ax, 7, 29 isa bird of
fmtgzc . The 5, zj. 6, 27,8 I5a bird thatU atached lo
1ltngs of men. The>6 28, xs, 24 isa swimming and

dtving bird of the Arciic Regions. it
K>T<3HT>X->I0VE PUZZIl&&.
lay tle on dom  bravc- still  square quered
iy truth  pre&«  day the board 1I- slrikc
bal- this Per* a- free- che- from
and fierce-  who <«reeks down Mar- for on-
reads hard thi>n *  «iau youth ihe square  this
right.  each poured at borde ward  fighl
1
long o knight ly thrigh  the on le<*)ps
k
t
< As on lifc’s may up boid* and 10

The above puzzle consisis of a verse of eight rhyroing elglit-
syllable Unes; each syllable occupies a square, and follows in succea*
>fion according lo the knight's movcon ihe chess*board. K, w.
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EASY nil>DEN FISUES,

In cach of the foUowing sente.ices find, conccaled, the fiame of a
well«known fish,

X A Kussian soldier, at Toms*;, alea salamandcr. 3. “ Do you
spell *knob'm shedoes?” 3. Whereis my badge? ' ” F.llal»as
it” 4. Francesco drew a large prire yesicrday. 5. ” Have the girls
and boys seen Fauny Dunbar?" “ Belle ha®” 6. My dolls hatathe
mea.slcs last month. 7. Every soldier leaves his teni " Rout the
enemy!™” is the battle*cry. 8. | heanh with regrci, that she had lost
her nng. 9. 1 compused a song 01 wlich the first verse beeins

something like this: “ Hark! *lis a cricket chirping.” 10. Wax
dolls meliwhcn lefr too near the fire. a.e. m
POETICAI. liEBII.-i.

A two-line quotaiion from Cnwper.

RIDDLE.

Gleaming gayly, flashing light;

W hite as snow, and black as night;
Ladies, | *m your slavc, your pnde,
Thuilign in ocean | abide.

Power have | o'er Ufe and death,—
I, a creature without breath !

so small that you can draw
hifty, like me, tfirough .t strow.

ST7GGE,STEI> WORO-HQI7ARE.

In the fidlowing riiymc, the words of the Square are su,.gestcd by
the sense, and are to I>cinscrted in the blanks, in order, as'the blanks
occur-thefirsi word iu the firHblank, the second word in the second
blank, and so on.

To buy a was foolish waste,
(1 *d_no how it would inste 1)
°/¢Lkw have bread and said Daisy.
Who a fruit like that, is ciasy )”

ANAGRAWH.

I'n lIlie following sentence, ihe words printed ju capUals are ana*
grams of ihe words thatshould occupy thesame places, so as to make
sense, Thus: UArrcoscRBUNS Is acompound'word that tnkcs the
place ot another to beformrd of the same leiters arranged difRrcntly:
ihc right word, in ihis example, bciug ‘‘center-tables,” but each of
the dtner collections ofespitais s ;m anagram of but a single word

I saw TENT SUDS by the nATTLB-scREitNS, puzzUng over tHb
AUCA MATs, and pcrplexed abi>ut many fuots c. t.



832
THE RIDDI.E -BOX.
[OCTOOKR,
1USBIW.
A two-Une quotdiion fiom Shakspoare. Vivr%i‘ms fo'gmhesllgrwomsqzh:relye';f{:ernzfh'v\slhllﬁm > ti,
tiXpram™ 'l d5'C*n'ror’giTh™r |

JIASV AMPCTATBU «iroiATION.

cur-l;a“ﬁgd.lmes from Teniiysoii hétch wnrd is beheaded and
R —_Il\ﬁPALET- TS 0 A _uRONRT—
— QIJUA—  —LOO—

< 1.0

1TA.SY CH4l_.S_.S-WOKO PUZZI,li.

My first is In bee, but not in flyn

My !“ond tn moon, but not in sky;

My ihird IS in scare, but not in frieht-

My fourth is in top, and aiao in kile:

My fifth IS in binad, but not in wide-

My sixth is in occan, but not in tide-

My whole is all Netv Eiigland's pride. h.a.s.

ANAOUA.ti; AVOKD-hKJUARES.

leifr™ m'u* lilters composing each of the following four sen-
--ish hiinries em!

a i3f1iJ
PRMATHTriaN.teshisTheLfirn| 2/
oisio'c”itrs L 1! I -

I. 1. A band ofangers. 2. A wandering iroop of barban-
“ okmoxamizptg '0°t- 4 A sioiplcton,

ritquin
n~*;'"'e A tdumber. 2. A lazy person. 3. A
{IOUtPLBTE DIAMOND. irr fx'v 5-AnverofEngland,
Tim 3. A saoted siiiig. 4. A claw. 5
;%ea"tinl; IV 1. Anoise that no animal bul man can make 2 The fiame
A. B.
ANSWFRS T(I PUZZLKS IN SEPTEMBER NUMRKR.
AR'- £~ 2N 10/(ri: N
Ddn'~ , H k™" "“cmaticau-v E)ciressed— 1 Poe rélrg);ll-_ELﬁNR'iveirl>'h't/0|r|ane‘
Whatls IT?-Aswitoh.
Chartle—Nighlingaic: night, in(n), gale.
AVES
LEER
V1 BR Kk i -
yeR n c m NO T Gmci. Stella. t
Al M CROss-WiBp Eniciia.—D iorionaiY.
KEBLTS.— Can sloned um or aniinated bust

n«.. A® 1"«"«ri'1l’ oall Ihe fleeiing breath""
i®"°S’-‘C-Viotoria.Disrael ,. vfviD

2 11 -
CorpS. 4, JoweR, 5. OperA, 6, RarE. 7. IdyL, 8. Alighierf;

riaH W «ltu rts, ano U. U. luroer, answered con

for addiig his na'mto ilie”} “ ¥ isr"~ fd Il:;*L"70ft6 ~hrL “lhecm SeT stV giien.™ "'

in time





