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LITTLE NELLIE IN THE PRISON.

By Paul Hamilton Havne.

The cycs of a child are sweelcr ihan any hymn wn havc sung.
And wiser than ajiy sermdn is the lisp of a childish tongiie!

Hugh Falcon learned this happy truth one day;
('T was a fair noontide in the month of May)—
When, as the chaplain of the convicts’ jail,

He passed its glowering archway, sad and palé,
Bearing his tender daughter on his arm.

A five years’ darling she! The dewy charm

Of Edén star-dawns glistened in her eyes;

Her dimpled cheeks were rich with sunny dyes.

Papa!” the child that morn, while still abed,
Drawing him ciése toward her, shyly said;
Papa 1 oh, wont you let your Nellie go

To see those naughty men that plague you so,
Down in the ugly prison by the wood ?

Papa, | ’ll beg and pray them to be good.”
What, you, my child?” he said, with half a sigh.
Why not, papa? |’ll beg them so to *j.”

The chaplain, with a fathers gcntlest grace,
Kisscd the small rufflcd brow, the pleading face;
Out of the inouths of babes and sucklings still,
Praise is perfected,” thought he; thus, his will
Blended with hers, and through those gates of sin,
Black, evcn at noontide, sire and child passed in.

Fancy the foulness of a sulphurous lakc,
Wherefrom a lily’s snow-white leaves should break,
Flushed by the shadow of an unseen rose !

So, at the iron gate’s loud clang and ciose,

Shone the drear twilight of that place defiled,
Touched by the flower-like sweetncss of the child !
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O’er many a dismal vault, and stony floor,

The chaplain walked from ponderous door to door,
Till now bcneath a stair-way’s dizzy flight

He stood, and looked up thc far-circling hcight;
But risen of late from fever’s torture-bcd,

How could he trust his faltering limbs and head ?

Just thcn, he saw, next to the mildewed wall,

A man in prisoner’s raiment, gaunt and tall,

Of sullen aspect, and wan, downcast face,
Gloomcd in the midnight of some deep disgrace ;
He shrank as one who yearned to fade away,
Like a vague shadow on the stone-work gray,
Or die bcyond it, like a viewless wind;

His scemed a spirit faithless, passionless, blind
To all fair hopos which light the hcarts of mcn,—
A dull, dcad soul, never to wake again!

The chaplain paused, half doubting what to do,
When little Nellic raised her eyes of blue.

And, no wisc daunted by the downward stir

Of shaggy brows that glowered askance at her,
Said,—putting by her wealth of sunny hair,—

¢ Sir, will you kindly take me up the stair ?

Papa is tircd, and 1’m too small to climb.”
Frankly her eyes in his gazed all the time.

And something to her childhood’s instinct known
So worked within her, that her arms wero thrown
About his ncck. She left her sire’s embrace
Near that sad convict-hcart to take her place,
Sparkling and trustful +—more she did not speak ;
But her quick fingcrs patted his swart cheek
Caressingly,—in time to some oid tune

Hummed by her nurse, in summer’s drowsy noon 1

Perforce he turned his wild, uncertain gaze

Down on the child! Then stole a tremulous haze
Across his eyes, but roundcd not to tears;
Wherethrough he saw faint glimmcrings of lost years
And perishcd loves! A cabin by a rill

Rose through the twilight on a happy hill;

And there were lithe child-figures at their play

That flashed and faded in the dusky ray;

And near thc porch a gracious wife who smiled.
Puré as young Eve in Edén, unbeguiled !

Subdued, yct thrilled, ’t was beautiful to see
With what deep revcrence, and how tenderly.
He claspcd the infant frame so slight and fair.
And safely bore her up the darkening stair!
The landing reached, in her arch, childish ease,
Our Nelly clasped his neck and whispercd:

“ Pleasc,
Wont you be good, sir? For 1 like you so.
And you are such a big, strong man, you know-
With pleading eyes, her sweet face sidewise set.
Then suddenly his furrowed cheeks grew wet

[December,



is]

With sacred tears—in whose divine eclipse
Upon her nestling head he pressed his lips
As softly as a dreamy west-wind’s sigh,—
What time a something, undefined but high.
As 't were a new soul, struggled to the dawn

Through his raised eyelids.

Thence, the gloom withdrawn

Of brooding vengeance and unholy pain.

He felt no more the captive’s galling chain ;

But only knew a little child had come

To smite Despair, his taunting dcmon, dumb;

A child whose marvelous innocence enticed

All white thoughts back, that from the heart of Christ
Fly dove-like earthward, past our clouded ken,
Child-life to bless, or lives of child-like men !

1Thus he went his way.

An altered man from that thrice blesséd day;

His soul tuned ever to the soft refrain

Of words once uttered in a sacred fane:

"The little children, let them come to me;

Of such as these my realm of hcaven must be;”
But most he loved of one dear child to tell,

The child whose trust had saved him, tender Nell!

MYRTO’S FESTIVAL.

By Lizzie W. Champney.

Myrto’s festival was not a strawberry-festival to
be held in church parlors, for this was long, long
ago, about five centuries before the birth of Christ,
and in the beautiful but pagan city of Athens.

The magnificent temple of the Parthcnon, the
rebuilding of which had occupied fifteen years, was
finished. It was on this account that the Panathe-
na-a, the greatest celebration day of the Athenian
people (a festival dearer to their hearts than the
Fourth of July to American citizcns), was to be
solcmnized with more than usual pomp. There was
not a Citizen, from the great governor Pericles down
to the poorest child, but looked forward with high
anticipation to the four days of the festival. Indeed,
Athens, at this time, was, in some respects, like
Philadelphia just before the Centennial.

Myrto was one of three adopted children, who had
bcen brought together from widely distant homes.
Ciéis, cldest of the three, was almost sixteen; she
"as quite a foreigner, having come from the Isle of
Leshos, in the AEgean Sea. She was never mcrry;
her eyes seemed always looking far away, perhaps
across the sea to her Lesbian home, or else away to
the hills where the immortals dwelt, for Ciéis was
the child of song, a descendant of the poetess

Sappho. Charmides, asturdy Dorian boy, was from
Sparta; he was fifteen, strong as a young Hercules,
but aglie as strong; brave, generous, and truthful.
Myrto was fourteen; a sensitivo, loving girl, from
the pleasure-loving city of Corintia. They had
bcen adopted by a wealthy and kind-hearted man
named Ischomachus. Let us imagine ourselves in
the inner court of his house; there are beds of
flowers surrounding a small fountain, and the rest
of the space is pavod with a mosaic of white and
dark marble. The walls are painted in fresco, and
the court is open to the sky. Ciéis, leaning on the
basin of the fountain, is feeding the fishes, while
Myrto bends over her embroidery-frame.

“ Myrto ! Myrto !” exclaimed Ciéis, impatiently,
“ why do you work so busily in the time the Mother
gives us for recreation ?”

“ Because,” rcplied Myrto, “ 1 have a little
scheme which | shall tell you about after the fes-
tival ; perhaps you will help me in it.”

“ Not if it is embroidery, orspinning; you know |
detest work of that kind. But why does not Char-
mides return ? The exercises at the gymnasium
must have closed long since. Ah ! here he is.”

Charmides bounded into the court, exclaiming:



84

MYRTO S FESTIVAL.

[December,

THE PROCESSION— BEARING THE MANTLE FOR THE STATUE OF PALLAS.

“ Where is Ischomachus, where is the Mother?
I have been cliosen to compete in the games ! Oh,
Ciéis ! 1don’t see why girls are not taught gym-
nastics here, as in Sparta. | knew scveral there
who could leap farther than I. There was one
gamo in which they represented a stag-hunt. The
one who could leap the highest, and run the fastest,
was the stag, and the rest gave chase, with their
hair flying behind them.”

Cleis’s lip curled scornfully. “ 1 do not envy

flame is Aristophanes. You would like him, Myrto,
he is a very funny boy, he mimics everything. You
should have heard him recite his song of the frogs.
How we shouted ! We promised to crown him poet
some day.”

The days before the Panathenasa seemed, to the
children, to hardly move. Rut at last the great
festival carne. There were exercises of wrestling,
and races in the stadium. In one of these, Char-
mides won great distinction by leaping from a

THE RACE OF THE SPARTAN GIRLS.

such rough play, but | should like to compete in
poctry and litcrature. How glorious it would be
to write like the young Euripides ! Myrto, do you
remember when they playcd his Alcestis ?”

“ Oh, yes,” spokc up Charmides; “ that part
where Hercules breaks into the house of mourning
and makes such a jolly row, scolds every one for
wearing a solcmn face, and keeps calling for re-
freshments; and thcn, like the truc oid hero he
is, fights a ducl with Death, and brings Alcestis
back to her husband. There is a boy at our gym-
nasium who can’t bear what Kuripides writcs; his

chariot, running by the side of the horses for a
long distance, and then remounting Lvith a
bound. Then there were the recitations of poems,
the musical exercises, and dances at the Odeon,
and finally, on the fourth day, thc procession.
All the citizens met in the Ceramicus, or potters’
quartcr, and marched out to Eleusis, a town to thc
north of Athens, and making the circuit of a veiy
large temple in honor of Ceres, returncd to Athens,
halting at the Areopagus, or Mars’ Hill, where, latcr,
St. Paul made a memorable address. Then the
people mountcd by an immense marble staircase to
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tlic Acrdpolis, a high hill on which were crowded
the principal temples of Athens, the chief of which
wes the Parthenon, which had just been completed
in honor of Pallas. In this procession the oid men
led, bearing branches of trees; next followed the
young girls of noble families, bearing a beautiful
crocus-colored mantle, richly embroidcrcd, for the
statue of Pallas. Next carne the deputations from
allied cities, the * distinguished guests,” as we
should say nowadays. Then more people with of-
ferings, and the athletes on horses or in chariots,
which must have been left at the foot of the stair-
case, and then the great mass of the people. At
last they reached the Parthenon, dccorated with
sculptures from the studio of Phidias.
is now in the British Muscum, brought there, from
Groece, by Lord Elgin. And what do you imagine it
reprcsents ? What but
this very same joyous
festival procession, Just
as | have explained it to
you. The building must
linc been a marvel of
beauty when first com-
plctcd, and within was
the exquisito ivory statue
of the goddess at whose
feet they now laid their
oftcrings.

Only one class of peo-
ple in the whole city
took no part in the ccre-
nionies.  The slaves
had nothing to do avith
the Athenians’ religion
or the Athenians’ plcas-
ures. Little Myrto pitied
them from her heart.
Ischomachus owned a
great many, who were
employed upon his es-
tate on Mount Hymct-
tuis. The family spcnt
a part of the year at this country-seat, and
Myrto determined that the children of the slaves
should have their Panathenasa, too. These slaves

MYRTO S KESTIVAI.
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were not all negroes. A few of them had been
brought from Egy'pt, but most avere people of
northern ftrilaes, captured in battle; fair-skinned
and blue-eyed, intelligent as the Greeks, of
diffcrent nations, but all classed together as bar-
barians.

This was why Myrto had worked so steadily.
She was fasliioning a robe in imitation of the
one which had been borne to the goddess. The
wife of Ischomachus, pleased with the child’
fancy, helped her; and she had one other friend—
Philip the Pedagogue—who joined heartily in her
plans to give the slave children one happy holiday.
He had bcen seizcd when a young man by the
piratical slave-dealers of Chios, and sold to Ischo-
machus, who had allowed him to study, and now
intrustcd to him the education of the children.

THE MUSICAL EXERCISES AT THE ODEON.

Philip was the soul of honor. There was one line

from Menander which he was never tiredof quoting:

“ Serve like a freeman—thou shalt be no slave 1"
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And yet Myrto, who had heard him speak of his
mothcr, knew that he longed to return to hcr.
She asked Ischomachus for what he would consent

THE WONDERFUI,

to ransom the pedagoguc, and he had agreed to do
so for two minas—about forty dollars of our money.

The day for her festival arrived. For hours after
dawn, elegant chariots bringing guests from Athens,
and the occupants of the neighboring villas, on
horseback and on foot, poured in a continuous
strcam to the country house of Ischomachus.
Myrto showcd them to cushioned seats under a
vine-canopicd pavilion, on the ground in front of
which sat the slaves. A grassy lawn stretched be-
fore them, and herc the boys, trained by Charmi-
des, performed various feats of jumping, runiiing,
and wrestling. Refreshments werc passed to the
guests, and the drama of the day, arrangcd by
Ciéis and Philip, was acted by the children of the
slaves.

The play was a burlesquc called “ The Battle of
Frogs and Micc.” Charmides had obtained from
a chorus-m:ister in Athens a quantity of masks
shaped like the hcads of frogs and mice. These
were worn by the children, the mice being further
distinguishcd by gray tunics, and the frogs by
mandes of groen.

After a varicty of amusing scenes, a mimic battle
took place between the frogs and mice, an exercise

MYRTO S FESTIVAL.
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which Charmides had learned long before in Sparta,
in which the combatants struck, warded off, re-
trcated, rallicd, and fell as though wounded. The

I.EAF OF CHARMIDES.

micc were victorious, and it was only through the
rc-cnforcement of a platoon of cuirassiers—boys
dressed to rcpresent crabs—that the frogs were
able to make an orderly retrcat to thcir pond.
After the acting of the drama, the procession was
formed. Ciéis and Charmides, crowned with laurel,
leading the way, two little slaves following, bcaring
the lavender-colorcd robe, with its narrow borden
of gold, which Myrto had embroidcrcd, and which
was to be sold to the highest bidder. Next carne
the invitcd guests, as “ foreign deputations,” bcar-
ing thcir oflferings—pieces of money, vases, scarfs,
and caskets. After them carne the long procession
of slaves, no one so mean but he had his offering,
too,—a little pot of honey, a basket of figs or
pomegranates, a snared bird, a little cake. They
marched to the door-way of the mansion, which
was supported by two columns, one in the Doric
and the othcr in the lonic style, and on these
Myrto had rcquested that the fiames of the two
victors, Clcis and Charmides, should be carvcd.
This was now done with great ccremony. The
capitals were wrcathed with laurel and myrtle, and
libations poured upon the door-sill bet\veen them.
Ischomachus said there should have been a third
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column, to have borne the fiame of Myrto; but
there was none, and Myrto herself could not see
that she deserved it, for she had neither won a race
fior written a poem. Last of all, the embroidcred
robe was sold, and the valué of the offerings com-
putcd. They were worth, Ischomachus thought,
about threc minas.

“ Then, dear father,” said Myrto, “ will you take
them and give Philip his liberty ?"

“ Right willingly,” replied Ischomachus, hand-
ing Philip the parchment which declared him a
free man, and a bag of silver, which would more
than defray his expenses to his native land.

The poor man was overwhelmed with gratitude
and joy, and took leave of them with tears in his
eyes.

The subsequent history of the children will not
take long to tell.  Ciéis became a very talentcd and
brilliant woman, though not a very happy one.
Charmides, when the Peloponnesian war broke out,
became a soldier, and fell fighting for his country.
Myrto, several years after this, died while visiting

e« CfeiS

THE CORINTIfIAN, IONIC, AND UORIC COLUMNS.

her native city, Corinth. We are told that a slave
placed upon her grave a basket of fiowers, with a
tile upon the top to protect them from the sun. A

MYRTO S FESTIVAL.
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stalk of acanthus happcned to be
among them, which took root, and
its graccful Icaves shot from the
open spaces of the basket-work,
growing upward until their prog-
resa was stopped by the tile, when
they curved as graccfully down-
ward. A Greek architect, Cal-
limachus, saw this, and from it
invented the Corinthian capital, the
third order of classical architccturc.

Philip, rcturning to Athens to
visit thc fainily of his former mas-
ter, heard this story, and begged
to be allowcd to crect a third col-
umn, to Myrto’s mcmory, beside
the two which had been wreathcd
upon her festival day.

The three capitals still remain,
reprcscnting, even in their ruin, physical, mental,
and moralbeauty; a poem without words, the
historyof three livcs, and the principies which they
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cxpressed, told simply by a dififcrent combination
of carven curves. »

Something of this liidden lesson of human Ufe,
the many wise architects and lovers of antiquity,
who have studied these different capitals, have
guesscd. A poet named Thomson, too, seems to
have understood the meanings which these three
beautiful styles of column convey, when he wrote :

FICK-EECK.

[Dbcemoer,

First unadomed,

And nobiy plain, the manly Doric rose;

The lonic thcn, with decent matron grace,

Hcr airy pillar heaved; luxuriantly last,

The rich Corinthian sprcad her wanion wrcaih.”

But in spite of its having lain for ages like an

opon book before the eyes of architects, antiqua-
rians, and poets, you children are the first to hear

the stoiy' of Myrto’s festival.

MEISTER FICK-EECK.

By Julia D.

You all have heard of the beautiful river Rhine,
that has its birth in the mighty Alps, and comes
from its snowy, rocky eradle a strong young river,
hastening on like the heart of a boy impatient to
seck his fortunes. It has a pleasant road, and
foams and dashes along, now bluc, now green, now
silver, its waters singing on its way past olden city,
nestling villagc, vine-covered hcight, castle-crowned
rock, deep forcst, goldcn valley, and crumbling
ruin, on and ever on, until at its full growth it
reachcs the sea.

There are many strange stories told about it and
the many mountains and villages that lie along its
banks. There is one with the funny title of “ Meis-
ter Fick-feck.”

“ Who was Meister Fick-feck?” you ask.

Well, he bclonge'd to the race of dwarfs, and
lived in among the Rhine Mountains. He was
never seen by the villagers, and yet he was well
known for miles around, and the people all carne
to him, or rather to the crevice of the rock where
he lived, and called out to him, “ Ho, ho, Meister
Fick-feck !” and always he answcrcd their cali.
He was a very obliging dwarf, and heard and re-
lieved all the wants of the poor villagers who carne
to him with their troubles. The maidens begged
him for some trinket or ribbon, the boys for a boat,
a kitc, or a gun, the men for hclp in their fields or
the shop, the women for the weaving of Unen or
spinning of wool; and always, on the following
day, they found their requests granted. On the
mountain before the cave lay the gifts for the
maidens; the boy found the boat on the river, the
blacksmith the horses shod, the miller his meal
ground, the farmer his field plowed, the house-
wives their spinning and weaving all done.

If a little one was baptized in the village, it was
Meister Fick-feck who gave the christening robe.
If the young girl grew tircd of spinning, and
dropped asleep over the spinnet, when she awak-

Fay.

ened she found the work completed, and with a
laugh, said, “ Thanks to Fick-feck, my work is
done 17 He helped with the wine in the wine
season, cleared the paths in the winter time, and
made the children happy with wonderful dolls,
fifes, trumpcts, and comical toys. He gave wed-
ding garments for the bridal pair, and cven shrouds
for the burial, when the aged people of the villagc
died.

His work was nel'er finished, for the peasants
had always some new task for him to do, and stood
early and late before his door in the mountain.
They were grateful, these poor people, for all his
goodness to them, and one day they talked among
themselves as to how they could reward him.
There was a great debate about it, and finally they
agreed that it would be best to ask the dwarf what
he would like to have; so, accordingly, they went
up to the mountain and called out: “ Ho, ho,
Meister Fick-feck! We want to make you a prcs-
ent.  What will you have ?”

Thcn one offered wine of the choicest vintage,
but the voice of the dwarf said, “ | drink no wine."

Anothcr proffered him a fat calf, another a lamb;
but no, he ate neithcr vcal filor lamb cutlets, but at
last he modestly said that he would like a suit of
clothes such as were worn by men.

Then the people gladly cricd: “ A suit thou
shalt have, Meister Fick-feck,” and left the mount-
ain in great haste to give the order. They told the
tailor he must fashion a right royal suit for the
dwarf. They carcd not for the expense. The coat
must be made of bright blue velvet, the kncc-
breechcs of scarlct satin, and the vest of yellow
silk, cmbroidcred with different colors. A chapcau
with a waving plume completed this wonderful
costumc.

When it was finished, the entire villagc took a
holiday, and formed a procession with llutes and
pipes, fcstal wreaths and crowns, and trudged up
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the mountain, where they halted before the rocky rock: “ Ei—ci; pack off, each one of you, and ask
door of the dwarf’s dwelling, sang a song of thanks no more of me; ” and while the poasants starcd with
and honor, laid down the splendid costume, and open cycsand mouths, the voice carne again; “ Go
went to their hornos. each to your work. 1 am fice from my bond-

The next day, however, they carne again, with- age, and henceforth shall lead a gay life, as befits a
oven more favors to ask than formerly, fccling surc courticr. My work is all finished. 1am dressed
that they would be grantcd by Fick-feck, in his joy like a gentleman, and henceforth will live at ease.
t'ver the gorgcous attire they had given him. The former “ Mcister Fick-feck’bids you farewell.””
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KING ARTHUR AND HIS KNIGHTS OF THE ROUND TABEE.

Bv SiDNEY LaNIER.

It is now aliout sevcn hundred and thirty years
ago that a rcmarkalile book suddenly appearcd in
England, which, under the rather commonplace
flame of “ History of the Britons,” professed to
give an account of a numbcr of ancicnt British
kings living both before and after Christ, who had
never been heard of in history before.

One of these kings was Arthur, whose advent-
ures, under the advice of his prophet, Merlin, and
with the help of his spccial company of knights,
were set forth with much fullness. Its author,
Geoffrey of Monmouth,—who, | think, would fecl
obliged if you would not pronounce his fiame
Gec-of-frey, as docs a young lady of my acquaint-
ance, but plain Jeffrey,—claimed to have trans-
latcd a Welsh book, which a fricnd had brought him,
and which contained the histories of these kings.
Whether Geoffrey’s story of the Welsh book was
true or not—a point on which the world dividcd in
his own day, and has never yet come together—
really makes little difference. Here, at any rate,
the story of King Arthur got fairly into litcrature
for the first time. Writcrs from evcry side took up
the Arthurian story, retold it in prosc and verse,
changed it, added to it, and in various ways worked
upon it, until finally five great romances, besides
a host of smaller ones, grew up, which far outran
Geoffrey’s original, and which continued the delight
of Europc for three hundred years. Not that they
ceased then ; but they began a fresh career, with
the invention of printing.

About the time when King Richard Ill. cast
the little princes, his nephews, into the Tower,
and while the Wars of the Roses werc still smol-
dering, it happened one day that some English
gentlemen asked sturdy oid William Caxton,—who
had recently set up the first printing-press in Eng-
land, at Westminster Abbey,—why, among the
books he was scnding forth, he had not printed the
famous history of King Arthur? At other times the
question was repeated ; and upon looking about for
a suitable work on this subject to print, it was found
that some years before—about 1469 or 1470—
an English knight named Sir Thomas Malory had
collectcd the five great “ Romances” just now
mentioned, cut out part, added much, re-arrangcd
the wholc, and made it into one continuous story,
or novel, all centering about the court of King
Arthur, and cnding with the mournful wars
between him and Sir Launcelot on the one side, and
Sir Mordrcd on the othcr, in which the great king

is finally killed, and the Round Table is broken
up forever.

This book Caxton printed, finishing it, as he tells
us, on the last day of July, 1485; and it is this
book which now, nearly four hundred years after-
ward, has been reprintcd in an edition for boys,
from which the cngravings accompanying this
sketch are taken.

It is, therefore, with the pleasant sense of intro-
ducing an oid English classic to young English
readers that | comply with the rcquest of the editor
of St. Nichotas for some account of Sir Thomas
Malory’s book, which may bring it before younger
minds than those for whom the introduction to the
work itsclf was written.

Before giving some sample stories out of Sir
Thomas, it is well to have a clear understanding
of the idea upon which it is plain that all his tales
are strung, like necklacc-beads on a golden wire.
This idea is chivalry.

The first principie, we may say, of the old-time
chivalry was the tender protection of weakncss; and
such we may fairly cali the main motive which holds
together all the people about King Arthur; the
protection of the weak. That is the ideal busincss
of the knight-errant. When the young cavalier
rides forth on a bright morning, all armed, and
singing, his jousts and fights with those whom he
meets, cven if their direct object is not the succor
of some distress, are considercd by him as mere
training and exercise for helpful deeds; and if
he tries, in the oid phrase, “to win'worship"
(“ worship” being a short way of saying ivojih-
ship, that is, the estccm of worthiness), his worship
is always at the service of helplessness.

You can now, perhaps, more clearly undcrstand
what is really beneath all this stir of battle and ad-
venture in Sir Thomas’s book. The general swecp
of the story, as he has put it together, is this: Oid
King Uther Pcndragon having died, there is trouble
who shall be king in his place. During this trouble,
one day, a stone appears with a sword sticking in it;
and who can draw out that sword from the stone,
he shall be king. Many try, and fail; until atlast
a boy named Arthur, who has been brought up by
the prophet Merlin, and who is (though not so
known) really the son of Uther, takcs the sword by
the hilt and draws it out with case. He becomcs
King Arthur, and straightway gathers about him a
company of strong and faithful knights, who form
a brilliant court, around which all the adventurcs
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of the time thereafter seem to turn. The story
now for a while goes mainly upon Sir Launcelot
of thc Lake, the strongest knight of the world;
and many wild adventures of his are related.
The main figure then, for a little while, becomes
one Sir Gareth, of Orkney, who was nicknamed
Bcaumains. He comes one day in disguise to
Arthur’s court, and begs to be allowcd to scn'e in
Aithur’s kitchen for a year. Unheeding the scorn-
ful jokes of the by-standers, he passes his year in the
kitchcn; but he is always at hand when any dccd of
arms is going on about the palacc. At the end of
thc year, a person in distress appears one day at
y\rthiir’s palace, and asks that some knight will
undcrtake a desperatc cnterprise. Beaumains begs
the honor; and, amid many jeers, for many days,
always scorned and flouted, fights battle after
battlc, with knight after knight, conquers them, and
binds them to appear at King Arthur’s court on a
certain time, as his prisoners, and finally wins such
worship that all jeers are silenccd, and he s
triumphantly made Knight of the Round Table.
We are now introduced to a new hero, Sir Tris-
tram de Lyonesse, who is bcsct with the toils of the
ungrateful and treacherous King Mark of Cornwall,
antl by many wandcrings and adventures comes to
King Arthur’s court, where he is made Knight of
thc Round Table, and is thc strongest knight of all
the world save Sir Launcelot. A great chango here
comes upon thc story. It is noised that the Holy
Cup callcd the “ Saint Grail,” in which the blood
of thc Savior was said to have been caught as it
flowcd, had been preserved by Joscph of Arimathea,
and is now in England, full of miraculous powers.
At this, all thc knights dcpart in scarch of it, and
we have thc wondcrful adventures of the famous
“ Qucst of thc Saint Grail,” during which Sir Gala-
had, the purcst knight of thc wholc world, comes
upon the scene, with the gentio and winning Sir
Porcival. Sir Galahad finds thc Holy Grail, and
dics soon aftcrward; thc knights—those who are
Icft alive—rcturn to King Arthur’s court, and he,
who had spent his days in sorrovvful forcboding cvcr
since they dcpartcd, dreams again of rcncwing his
oid brilliant Round Table. But a shadow soon
darkcns the court, and prcscntly overglooms all.
Qucen Gucnever makes a great banquet to the
returncd knights, and all is merry until suddenly a
knight tastes of an apple and fallsdown dcad. The
kinsmen of that knight accuse the cpiccn of poison-
ing him ; and she is condcmncd to be burnt, unlcss
by a ccrtain day a Champion appear to prove her
innoccnce by the gago of battle. The day comes,
the stake and firc are made rcady; but Sir Launcc-
lot in disguise dashcs into the lists and defcats her
accuscr. Nevcrtheless, trcachcry and discord are
now at work; Sir Mordrcd is plotting; SirGawaine
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conccives a violent hatrcd against Sir Launcelot;
King Arthur allows Sir Gawainc to Icad him ; and
presently we have the forces of King Arthur bcsicg-
ing Sir Launcelot in his castle of Joyous Gard; thc
talk ovcr thc walls here, bctween Sir Launcelot and
Sir Gawaine; the magnificcnt control of Sir
Launcelot, who ever tries to avoid thc war; thc
patient goodliness with which he reasons away thc
taunts of Gawaine and the king; the care with
which he instructs his knights and soldiers to do no
harm to King Arthur, on pain of dcath ; and the
tender loyalty with which, one day, he himself res-
cues King Arthur, who has been hurt and thrown,
sets the king on horschack, and conducts him into
safety; all these are here told with such simple art
and strcngth as must strikc thc soul of every rcadcr,
oid and young. Finally, King Arthur, after twicc
levying war upon Sir Launcelot, is recalled by thc
treachery of Sir Mordrcd, whom he left in charge of
thc kingdom, but who has takcn advantagc of his
abscncc to scizc the realm into his own hands, and
is even trying to compel Queen Guenevcr to be his
wife. Many battles follow, until, in a great final
strugglc, Arthur is woundcd to dcath, in thc act of
killing Mordred; and thc sccnc closcs with thc
pathetic and beautiful dcparture of Sir Launcelot
from this world; who, with some oid companions
that rcmaincd, had bccome holy mcn after thc
dcath of their king, and served God until He took
them to Him.

In the two engravings given herewith, the artist
has very pleasantly endeavored to make us eye-
witnesses of at least the critical momcnts in some
of the adventures with which our “ History of King
Arthur ” ovcrfiows; and | cannot do better than
give you, in Sir Thomas’s own words, as far as
possible, an outline of thc stories thus illustratcd.

In looking, then, at thc picturc callcd “ Sir Ector
and Sir Turquino,” pleasc fancy that, on a certain
morning, Sir Launcelot finds that he has restcd
and playcd long enough at court since thc gp-cat
Roman victories of King Arthur, and, turning his
back upon the gay lifc there, sets forth, with his
ncphcw Sir Lionel, through forest and plain, upon
knight-crrantry. The two straightway fall into
adventures enough; but meantimc Sir Ector, with
whom we are here conccrned, discovcring that Sir
Launcelot has left thc court, through great love
and anxicty hurrics forth after him, to hclp him, if
necd be. “ Thcn,” says Sir Thomas, “ when Sir
Ector had riddcn long in a great forest, he mct
with a man that was like a foresten ‘Fair sir,’
said Sir Ector, ‘knowest thou in this country any
adventures that be here nigh-hand ?’

“ “Sir,” said the forcster, “this country know I
wecll, and hereby within this milc is a strong manor
and well dykcd *” (that is, moatcd), “ ‘and by that
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manor, on the left hancl, there is a fair ford for
horses to drink of, and over that ford there groweth
a fair tree, and thereon hangeth many fair shields,
which have been conquered from good knights;

SIR ECTOR ANO SIR TURQUINE.

and at the hollow of the tree hangeth a bason of
copper; strike upon that bason with the butt of thy
spear thrice, and soon after thou shalt hcar new
tidings.”” Sir Ector thanks him, and, upon riding
up to the tree, finds it all be-hung with shields,
which some victorious knight has won from their
owners and thus displayed. Upon looking more
closely, Sir Ector is strickcn with grief to see hang-
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ing there the shield of his brothcr, Sir Lioncl. He
is inflamed to right this mattcr. “ Then anén Sir
Ector bcat on the bason as he were wood ” (that is,
crazy), “ and then he gavc his horse drink at the
ford ; and there carne a knight
behind him and badc him come
out of the water and makc him
ready; and Sir Ector turned him
shortly, and in rest cast his
spear, and smotc the other knight
a great buffet that his horsc
turned twice about. ‘This was
well done,” said the strong
knight, “and knightly thou hast
stricken me ’; and thcrewith he
rushed his horse on Sir Ector,
and caught him under his right
arm, and bare him clcan out of
his saddle”™—as you see in the
engraving—* and rodé with him
away into his own hall, and
threw him down in the midst of
the floor. The filame of this
knight was Sir Turquine.” It
is not long, however, before Sir
Launcelot, after passing through
many toils and cnchantments,—
sprcad about him by four quccns
who had takcn him sleeping,—
fares hithcr, defcats the strong
Sir Turquine in a terrible fight,
and delivers Sir Ector, along
with a great number of prisoned
knights.
In another engraving, callcd
“ Sir ncaumains and the Black
Knight,” wc have one of the
numcrous cncountcrs in the long
series which was undertaken for
a damscl by our Sir Gareth of
Orkncy, already mcntioncd in
the general sketch. He had been
nicknamed “ Beaumains” by Sir
Kay, for the largeness of his
hands; but with incrediblc mcck-
ncss, long-suffering, strength,
and valor, he made the flame one
of the most honorable at Arthur’s
court. After riding forth with the
damsel upon her adventure; after overcoming
several knights; after enduring the bitter tongue
of the very damsel he is fighting for, who ever
chidcs him as a base * kitching-knave,” better
among pots and pans than swords and armor : one
day, Beaumains “ rodé with that lady till even-song
time”—vespers—* and ever she chid him, and
would not rest. And then they carne to a black
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lawn, and there was a black hawthorn, and tlrereon
hung a black banncr, and on tlie other side there
hung a black shicld, and by it stood a black spear,
great and long, and a great black horse covercd
with silk, and a black stone fast by. There sat a
knight all armed in black harness, and his name

was ‘The Knight of the Black Lawn.”” The
damsel advises Beaumains to fleo. “ ‘Gramcrcy,'”
says Beaumains, and quictly holds his ground. The

Black Knight asks if this is the damscl’s Champion.
“ “Nay, fair knight,”” said she, “ “this is but a

SIR BBAUMAINS AND

kitchcn-knave, that was fed in King Arthur’s
kitchen for alms.”” Thereupon, after some talk
wilh the damsel, the Black Knight concludes to be
mcerciful to the kitchcn-knave, and says: “ “This
much shall | grant you. |Ishall put him down upon
one foot, and his horse and his harness *” (his “ har-
ness” is his armor) “ “shall he leave with me, for it
werc shame to me todo him any more harm.’” But
Beaumains, the kitchen-knave, is not so minded.
““Sirknight,”” he says, and one can easily cnough
fancy that his chin is a little in the air, and his neck-
muscle straight, and his voice marvclous low and
stcady,—*“ “Sir knight, thou art full liberal of my
horse and harness ; 1 let thee know it cost thee
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nought; and whether it like thee or not, this lawn
will | pass maugre *” (in spite of) “ “thine hcad;
and horse fior harness gettest thou none of me, but
if thou win them with thy hands ; and therefore let
see what thou canst do.”” Then they departed
with their horses, and carne togetheras it had been
the thunder; and the Black Knight’s spear broke,
and Beaumains thrust his through both his sides, and
thcrewith his spear broke, and the truncheon left
still in the side. But nevertheless, the Black
Knight drcw his sword and smote many eager

THE ULACK KNIGHT

strokcs—one of which strokes the Black Knight,
with the truncheon sticking in his sido, is just de-
livering upon Beaumains’s shield, in the picture—
“and hurt Beaumains full sorc.” The battle, how-
ever is won, after great tribulation, by Beaumains;
who thcn goes on to many adventures, still reason-
ing away the bitter scoldings of the damsel, until
finally—as he had announccd at starting—he “ wins
worship worshipfully,” marries a fair bride won in
the course of his adventurcs, and has all men to
his friends.

And so nms the record of numbcrlcss like
adventurcs, until those last days when the fair fcl-
lowship cnds with the death of King Arthur.
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A DEAR LITTLE GOOSE.

By M.

M. D.

W hite | 'm in the ofies, | can frolic all the day;

I can laugh, 1 can jump, 1 can run about and play.

But when 1’m in thc tens, 1 must get up with the lark,
And sew, and read, and practice, from early morn till dark.

When | ’'m in thc lwetiHes, | Il be like Sister Joc;

1’1l wear thc sweetest dresses (and, m.ay be, have a beau!)
1°Il go to balls and parties, and wear my hair up high.
And not a girl in all the town shall be as gay as I.

When 1'm in the thirties, | ’ll be just like Mamma;

And, may be, 1’1l be married to a splendid big papa.

1l cook, and bake, and mend, and mind, and grow a little fat-
But Mother is so sweet and nice, 1°ll not object to that.

Oh, what comes after thirty ?

The foriics! Mercy, my !

When 1 grow as oid as forty, 1 think 1°ll hav'c to die.
But like enough the world wont last until we see that day;—
It ’s so very, very, very, very, very far away !

THE FLOATING PRINCE.

By Frank. R.

There was once an orphan prince, named
Nassime, who had been carefully educatcd to take
his place upon the throne of his native country.
Everything that a king ought to know had been
taught him, and he was considered, by the best
judges, to be in every way qualified to wear a
crown and to wield a scepter.

But when he became of age, and was just about
to take his place upon thc throne, a relative, of
great power and influence in thc country, concluded
that he would be king himself, and so the young

Stockton.

prince was thrown out upon the world. The new
king did not want him in his dominions, and it was
thcrefore determined, by his teachers and guard-
ians, that he would have to become a “ floating
prince.” By this, they meant that he must travel
about, from place to place, until he found some
kingdom which nccded a king, and which was wil-
ling to acccpt him to rule over it. If such a situ-
ation were vacant, he easily could obtain it.

He was therefore furnishcd with a new suit of
clothes and a good sword; a small crown and a
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scepter were packed into his bag; and he was
started out to seek his fortune, as best he could.

As the prince walked away from the walls of his
native city, he felt quite down-hearted, although
he was by nature gay and hopeful. He did not
believe that he could find any country which would
want him for a ruler.

“ That is all nonsense,” he said to himself.
“There are always plcnty of heirs or usurpcrs
to take a throne when it is empty. If | want a
kingdom, | must build up one for myself, and that
isjust what | will do. 1 will gather together my
subjccts as | go along. The first person | meet
shall be my chief councilor of State, thc second
shall be head of the army, the third shall be admiral
of the navy, the next shall be chief treasurer, and
then | will collect subjects of various classes.”

Chcered by this plan, he stepped gayly on, and
just as he was entcring a wood, through which his
pathway led him, he heard some one singing.

Looking about him, he saw a little lady, about
five inches high, sitting upon a twig of a flowcring
bush near by, and singing to herself. Nassime
instantly perceived that she was a fairy, and said
to himself: “ Gho 1 I did not cxpect a meeting of
this sort.” But as he was a bold and frank young
fcllow, he stepped up to her and said : “ Good-
morning, lady fairy. How would you like to be
chief councilor to a king? ”

“ It would be splendid ! ” said the lively little
fairy, her eyes sparkling with delight. “ But where
is the king?”

“ |l am the king,” said Nassime, “ or, rather, |
am to be, as soon as | get my kingdom together.”

And thcn he told her his story and his plans.
The fairy was charmed. The plan suited her exactly.

“ You might get a larger councilor than | am,”
she said, “ but | know a good deal about govcrn-
mecnt. | have been governed ever so much, and |
could not help learning how it is done. 1 ’m glad
enough to have a chance to help somebody govcrn
other people. | ’ll be your chief councilor.”

“ All right,” said thc prince, who was much
pleascd with the merry little creature. “ Now
we ’ll go and hunt up the rest of the kingdom.”

He took the little fairy in his hand and placed
her in one of the folds of his silken girdle, where
she could rest, as if in a tiny hammock, and then
lie asked her fiame.

“ My fiame,” she answered, “is Lorilla, chief
councilor of thc kingdom of—what are you going
to cali your kingdom ?”

“ Oh, 1 have n’t thought of a flame, yet.”

“ Lct it be Nassimia, after yourself,” said Lorilla.

“ Very well,” answered the prince, “ we will cali
it Nassimia. That will save trouble and disputes,
after the kingdom is cstablished.”
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Nassime now stepped along quite briskly, talking
to his little companion as he went, and explaining
to her his various ideas regarding his future king-
dom. Suddenly he stumbled over what he supposcd
was the trunk of a fallen trce, and thcn he was
quickly raised into the air, astride of the supposcd
tree-trunk, which seemed to have a hinge in it.

“ What now ?” said a great voice, and thc prince
perceived that he was sitting on thc knee of a giant,.
who had been lying on his back in the wood.

“ Don’t be afraid,” said Lorilla, looking out of
her little hammock. “ He wont hurt you.”

“ Excuse me,” said the prince, “ | did not see
you, or | should have been more careful. How
would you like to be general of thc army of the
kingdom of Nassimia ?”

“ That sounds splendidly !'” cried little Lorilla.

The giant looked bewildered. He could not
understand, at all, what the prince was talking
about. But when Nassime explained it all to him,
he said he would like very well to be head general
of the army, and he acccpted the position.

Rising to his feet, the giant ofifered to carry the
prince on his arm, so that they could get along
faster, and in this way they traveled, all discussing,
with much zest, the scheme of the new kingdom.

About noon, they bcgan to be hungry, and so
they sat down in a shady place, the giant having
said that he had something to eat in a bag which
he carried at his side. He opcned this bag, and
sprcad out half a dozen cnormous loaves of bread,
two joints of roast meat, a boiled ham, and about
a bushcl of roasted potatoes.

“ Is that the food for your whole army?” asked
Lorilla.

“ Oh, no,” answered the giant, who was a young
fellow with a good appetite. “ I brought this for
myself, but there will be enough for you two. |
don’t bclieve 1 should have caten it quite all, any-
way.”

“ | should hope not,” said thc prince.
that would last me several weeks.”

“ And me a thousand years,” said Lorilla.

“ You will talk differently, if you ever grow to be
as big as | am,” said thc giant, smiling, as he took
a bitc from a loaf of bread.

When the meal was over, they all felt refreshcd,
and quite eager to meet the next comer, who was
to be the admiral, or commandcr of the navy, of the
new kingdom. For some time, they went on
without seeing any one, but, at last, they perceived,
in a field at some distance, a man on stilts. He
was tending sheep, and worc the stilts so that he
could the better see his flock, as it wandered about.

“ There ’s the admiral!” said the giant. *“ Let
me put you down, and run over and catch him.”

So saying, he set the prince on the ground, and

“ Why,
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ran toward the shepherd, who, seeing him coming,
at once took to flight. His stilts were so long
that he made enormous steps, and he got over
the ground very fast. The giant
had long legs, and he ran swift-
ly, but he had a great deal of
trouble to get near the man on
stilts, who dodged in every di-
rection, and rushed about like
an enormous crane. The poor
frightened sheep scattered them-
selves over the fields, and hid in
the bushes.

At last, the giant made a vig-
orous dash, and swooping his
long arm around, he caught the
shepherd by one stilt, and wav-
ing him around his head, shout-
ed in triumph.

The prince and Lorilla, who
had been watching this chase
with great interest, cheered in
return.

“ Now wc havc an admiral,” said the fairy, as
the giant approached, proudly bearing the shep-
herd aloft. “ Don’t you think it would be well for
you to get out your crown and sceptcr? He ought
to understand, at once, that you are the king.”

So Nassime took his crown and scepter from his
bag, and putting the first on his head, held the
other in his hand. He looked quite kingly when
ihe giant carne up, and set the shepherd down on

THE GIANT LOOKED BEWILDERED

his knees before him, with his stilts sticking out
ever so far behind.

“1am glad to see you,” said the prince, “ and
I hercwith make you admiral of my royal navy.”
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“ Admiral ?” cricd the poor frightened man.
“ | dont understand.”
“ Oh, it ’s all right,” exclaimed the merry little

THE GENERAL RESOLVES TO SEGURE AN ADMIRAL

Lorilla, as she slippcd out of the prince’s sash, and
ran up to the shepherd. “ Wc re going to have
a splendid kingdom, and we ’re just getting to-
gether the head officcrs. | 'm chief councilor, that
giant is the general of the army, and we want you
to.command the navy. There ’ll be a salary, after
a while, and | know you ’ll like it.”
When she went on to cxplain the whole matter
to the shepherd, his fcar left liim, and he smiled.
*“ 1 shalt be very
glad to be your
admiral,” he then
said,to the prince,
whercupon the gi-
ant lifted him up
on his feet, or
rather on to the
stilts, which were
strappcd to his
feet and ankles,
and the affair was
settled. Theparty
now went on, the
giant and man on
. stilts side by side,
the prince on the
giant’s arm, and
Lorilla in Nassi-
me’s sash.
“ What other
great officer must we have ?” asked she of Nassime.
“ The chief officer of the treasury, or chancellor
of the exchequer. 1see him now.”
It was true. Along a road in a valley below
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them, a man was walking. Instantly all were ex-
cited. The giant and the man on stilts wished to
nin after the new-comer, but the prince forbade it,
sa\ing it would be better to approach him quietly.

The man, who halted when he saw them, provcd

to be a clam-digger, with his clam-rake over
one shoulder, and a large basket in his hand.
The prince did not waste many words with
this pcrson, who was a rather humble-minded
man, but briefly explained the situation to
him, and told him that he was now the
cliancellor of the cxchequer, in charge of
the treasury of the kingdom of Nassimia.

The man, remarking that he saw no ob-
jection to such a position, and that it might,
in the end, be better than clam-digging,
joined the prince’s party, which again pro-
ceeded on its way.

T'hat night, they all slept in a palm-grove,
tirst making a supper of cocoa-nuts, which
ihc giant and the admiral picked from the
tops of the trees.

“ Now, then,” said Nassime, in the morn-
ing, “ what we must have next, is an aris-
tocracy. Out of this upper class, we can
then fill the government offices.”

“Very true,” said the giant, “ and we
shall want an army. 1do not fecl altogether
like a general, without some soldiers under
me.”

“ And / must have a navy,” said the ad-
miral.

“ And there must be common people,”
reniarked the chancellor of the cxchequer.

“For we shall nccd some folks on whom 1
can levy taxes with which to carry on the
government.”

“You are all right,” said Nassime, “ and
this is the way we will manage matters.  All
the people we meet to-day shall be the aris-
tocrats of Nassimia; all we meet to-morrow
shall form the army, and all we see the next
day shall be taken to make up the navy.

After that, we will collect common people,
until we have enough.”

11 can tell you now,” said the admiral,
“how to gct a lot of aristocrats all together
inabunch. A milc ahead of where we now
are, is a school-house, and it is full of boys,

"ith a gray-headed master. Those fellows
«ught to make excellent aristocrats.”

“ They will do very well,” said Nassime, “ and
«e will go quictly forward and capture them all.”

When they rcachcd the school-house, Nassime,
"ith his Crown on his head and his scepter in his
hand, took his position at the front door, the giant
crouched down by the back door, the chancellor
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stood by one window and the admiral tried to stand
by the other, but his stilts werc so long that he
lookcd over the roof, instead of into the window.
“Is not that a well ncar you ?” said the little
councilor Lorilla, who was perchcd on a vine, for

THE GE.XEHAI, AND THE ADMIRAD I.ED THE PROCESSION.

safe-keeping. “ Stcp into that, and you will, most
likely, be just tall enough.”

The admiral steppcd into the well, which was
ciose to the house, and found that he stood exactly
high enough to command the window. When all
were posted, Nassime opened his door, and stepping
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a short distance into the room, declared his title
and position, and called upon them all to consider
thcmselves membcers of the aristocracy of his King-
dom. The moment he said this, the astonished
and frightened boys sprang to their feet and made

THE GIANT AND HIS ARMY.

a rush for the back door, but when they threw it
opon, there squatted the giant, with a broad grin
on his face, and his hands spread out before the
door-way. They thcn turned and ran, some for
one window and some for the other, but at one
stood the treasurer, brandishing his clam-rakc, and
at the other the admiral, shaking his fists. There
was no escape,—one or two, who tried to pass by
Nassime, having been stopped by a tap on the
head from his scepter,—and so the boys crowded
together in thc niiddle of thc room, while some of
the smaller ones began to cry. The master was
too much startled and astonished to say a word.
Then carne running into the room little Lorilla,
and mounting to the top of the school-master’s
table, she addresscd the school, telling them all
about the new kingdom, and explaining what a
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jolly time they would have. It would be like a
long holiday, and although their master would go
with them, to teach them what they would have to
know in their new positions, it would not be a bit
like going to school.

As soon as the boys heard that they would not
have to go to school, they agreed to the plan on the
spot. Some of them even went out to talk to the
giant.  As to the master, he said that if his school
was to be takcn into the new kingdom he would
go, too, for he had promised the parents that he
would take care of their boys.

So, when all was settlcd, the whole school,
headcd by the master, made ready to follow Nas-
sime and his ofificerss. The giant pulled the
admiral out of thc well, much to the delight of the
boys, and all started off in high good humor.

The company went into camp on the edge of a
wood, quite early in the evening, bccausc Lorilla
said that boys ought not to be up late. If it had
not been for the luncheons which the boys had in
their baskets, and which they cheerfully shared with
their older companions, many of the party would
have gone to sleep hungry that night. As for the
giant, it is probable that he did go to sleep hungry,
for it would have taken the contcnts of all the
baskets to have entirely satisfied his appetite.

Early the next morning, he aroused the party.

“ Here are a few bushels of cocoa-nuts,” he cried,
emptying a great bag on the ground. “ 1 gathered
them before any of you were awake. Eat them
quickly, for we must be off. To-day is my army
day, and | want to get as many soldiers as 1 can.”

As every one was very willing to picase the giant,
an early start was made, and, before very long, the
party reached the edge of a desert. They jour-
ncyed over the sand nearly all day, but not a living
bcing did they see. Late in the afternoon, a black
man, on an ostrich, was scen coming from behind
a hillock of sand, and immediately, with a great
shout, the whole party set out in chase.

It is probable that the man on thc bird would
have soon got away from his pursuers, had not the
ostrich persisted in running around in a great
circlc, while, with whoops and shouts, the giant
and the rest succecded in heading off the ostrich,
which tumblcd over, throwing his rider on the sand.
The bird then ran off as fast as he could go, while
the negro was seized by every aristocrat who could
get near enough to lay hold of him. The giant
now carne up, and lifted the man from the midst
of his young captors. “ You need not be fright-
ened,” said he. “ You are to belong to my army-
That is all. | will treat you well.”

“ And not kill me? ” whimpercd the black man.

“ Certainly not,” said the giant. “ | necd soldiers
too much to want to Kill the only one |
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got. Fall into line, behind me, and we ’ll march
on and see if we cannot find you some comrades.”

But by night-fall the giant’s army still consisted
of one black man. The party encampcd in an
oasis, where grew a number of date-palms, the fruit
of which afforded a plentiful supper for everybody.
riie giant had not much appctite, and he looked
solemn while gazing at his army, as it sat cross-
legged on the ground, eating dates.

The next morning, the admiral earnestly pe-
titioned that they should try to get out of the
di-sert as soon as possible.  “ For,” said he, “|I
have a dreadful time in this sand with my stilts,
and | really need more men in my navy than the
giant has in his army. Resides, the best kind of
sailors can never l)e found in a dry desert, like this.”

As no one could object to this reasoning, they
set forth, turning to the east, and, before noon,
they saw before them fields and vegetation, and
shortly afterward they carne to a broad river.
Joiirneying down the bank of this for a mile or
two, they perceived, lying at anchor in the stream,
agood-sized vessel, with a tall mast, and a great sail
hauled down on the deck.

“Murrah!” shouted the admiral, the moment
he set his eyes upon this prize, and away he went
for it, as fast as his stilts would carry him.  When
he reached the water, he waded right in, and was
soon standing looking over the vessel’s side.

He did not get on board, but, after standing for
sor.ie time talking to a person inside, he waded
baek to the shore, where his companions were
an.viously waiting to hear what he had discovered.

“There are not many persons on board,” he
said, rather ruefully. “ Only an oid woman and a
girl.  One is the cook and the other washes bottles.
Tliere were a good many men on the ship, but the
oid woman says that they all went away yesterday,
carrying with them a vast number of packages.
She thinks they were a lot of thieves, and that
they have gone off with their booty and havc
dcserted the vessel. She and the girl were simply
hircd as servants, and knew nothing about the crew.
It isn’t exactly the kind of navy | wantcd, but it
\ill do, and wc may see some men before night.”

It was unanimously agreed that the government
of Nassimia should take posscssion of this deserted
vessel, and the giant soon managed to puli her to
shore, anchor and all. Everybody cxcepting the
giant went on board, Nassime and Lorilla going
first, then the government officers, the aristocracy,
and the army. The admiral stood on his stilts,
"ith his head up in the rigging, and the ship was
fonnally placed under his command. When all
"as ready, the giant ran the ship out into the
stream, wading in uj) to his middlc; and then he
very carefully clambcred on board. The vessel
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rocked a good deal as he got in, but it could
carry him so long as he kept quict.

“ As my navy is not large enough, just now, to
work the ship,” said the admiral to Nassime, “ and,
aiso, as it does n’t know anything about such work, 1
shall have to have the help of the aristocracy, and
also to ask the general to lend me his army.”

“ All right,” said the giant, “ you can have him.”

A number of the largor boys, assisted by the
negro, now went to work and hoistcd the sail.
Then the army was sent to the hclm, the vessel
was put before the wind, and the kingdom of Nas-
simia began to sail away.

There was a large quantity of provisions on
board, enough to last many days, and everybody
ate heartily. But not a person was secn that day
on either bank of the river.

They anchored at night, and the next morning,
setting sail again, they soon entcred a broad sea or
lake. They sailed on, with the wind behind them,
and everybody cnjoycd the trip. The admiral sat
on the stern, with his stilts dangling behind in the
water, as the ship sailed on, and was very happy.

“ Now,” said the chancellor of the exchequer, as
the officers of the government were talking togeth-
er on deck, “ all we want is some common people,
and then we can begin the kingdom in real earnest.”

“ We must have some houses and streets,” said
Nassime, “ and a palace. All those will be neces-
sary before we can settlc down as a kingdom.”

They sailed all night, and the next day they
saw land before them. And, slowly moving near
the shore, they perceived a long caravan.

“ Hi !” shouted the chancellor of the exchequer,
“ there are the common people 1”

Everybody was now very much excited, and
everybody wantcd to go ashore, but this Nassime
would not permit. Capturing a caravan would be
a very different thing from capturing a negro on an
ostrich, and the matter must be undertaken with
caution and prudcncc. So, ordering the ship
brought near the shore, he made ready to land,
accompanied only by the giant and Lorilla.

The giant had found a spare mast on the vessel,
and he had trimmed and whittled it into a con-
venient club. This he took under one arm, and,
with Nassime on the other, wearing his crown and
carrying Lorilla in his sash, the giant waded ashore,
and stopped a short distance in front of the ap-
proaching caravan.

Nassime, having been set on the ground, ad-
\anced to the leader of the caravan, and, drawing
his sword, called upon him to halt. Instantly the
procession stopped, and the leader, dismounting
from his horse, approached Nassime, and bowed
low before him, offcring to pay tribute, if necessary.

“ We will not speak of tribute,” said Nassime,
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merchants, who have joined together to visit foreign
lands, to enjoy ourselves and improve our minds.
We have brought with us our families, our slaves,
and our flocks and other possessions. We wish to
offend no one, and if you object to our passing
through your dominions 7

“ 1 do not object,” said Nassime, “ 1 am very
glad you carne this way. These are not my do-
minions. 1am king of Nassimia.”

“ And where is that, your majesty?”

“ It is not anywhere in particular, just now,”
said Nassime, “ butwe shall soon fix upon a spot
where its boundaries will be established. It is a
new kingdom, and only nccded a body of com— ”

“ Say populace,” whispered Lorilla, from his
sash, “ the other might offend him.”

“ And only needed a populace,” continued Nas-
sime, “to make it complete. 1 am the king—of
royal blood and cducation. 1 have ministers of
State and finalice ; an admiral and a navy; a gen-
eral of the army, whom you seo herc,” pointing to
the giant, “ and an aristocracy, which is at prcsent
on board of that ship. 1 have been looking for a
populace, and am very glad to have met you.
You and your companions are now my people.”

“ What, your majesty ?” cried the astonished
leader of the caravan. “ 1do not comprehend.”

Nassime thcn explained the plan and purpose of
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his kingdom, and assurcd the other that he and his
countrymen could nowhere be more happy than
in the kingdom of Nassimia, where every oppor-
tunity of enjoyment and the improvcment of the .
mind would be offered to the people.

The leader, on hearing this, begged pcrmission

to consult with his fellow-travelers. Some ad-

vised one thing and some another, but the
sight of the giant, who every now and, then
playfully struck the earth with the end of
his club in such a way
as to make the ground
tremblc, hastened their

decision.

“If we were poor
men,” said one of the
philosophers, “and had
no trcasures with us, we
might scatter in various
directions, and many of
us might escape. That
giant could not kill us
all. But we are too rich
forthat. We cannot run
away from our great
possessions.  We must
submit in peace.”

So it was settled that
they should submit to

the king of Nassimia and become his people, and
the leader carried the decision to Nassime.

The chancellor of the exchequer now bccame
very anxious to go on shore. He had cast off his
clam-digger’s clothes, and wore a magnificent suit
which he had found in the ship, and which had
belonged to the robber captain. He stood on the
deck and made signs for the giant to come for him.
So the giant was sent for him, and soon returncd.
bringing also the army, which the chancellor had
borrowed of him for a time. This officer, as soon
as he had landed, approachcd Nassime and said:

“ These, then, are the common people. 1 sup-
pose 1 might as well go to work ancl collect taxes.”

“You need not hurry about that,” said Nassime.

“ They will never believe in your government
until you do it,” urged the chancellor, and so Nas-
sime allowcd him to do as he wished, only telling
him not to levy his taxes too hcavily.

Thcen the chancellor, with the negro behind him,
carrying his oid clam-basket, over which a cloth
had been thrown, went through the caravan and
collected taxes enough in gold and silver to fill liis
basket. He also collected a horse for himself and
one for Nassime. “ Now,” said he, “ we have the
foundation of a treasury', and the thing begins to
look like a kingdom.”

Evcrything being now satisfactorily arranged, the
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company began to move on. The giant, with hisarmy
at his heels, and his club over his shoulder, marched
firtt Then rodé Nassime with Lorilla, then the
chanccllor, with his basket of trcasure before him on
his horse, and after him the caravan. The ship
sailcrl along a short distance from the shore.

In the evening, the land party encamped near
the shore, and the vessel carne to anchor, the giant
shouting to the admiral Nassimc’s commands.
The chancellor wishcd to make anothcr collection
oftaxes, after supper, but this Nassime forbade.

Lorilla then had a long talk with Nassime, apart
from the company, assuring him that what was
neccled next was the royal city.

“Yes, indecd,” said Nassime, “ and we are not
likely to meet with that as we have met with every-
thing else.  We must build a city, | supposc.”

“No,” said Lorilla, gayly. “ We can do much
better. Do you see that heavy forest on the hills
back of us? Well, in that forest is the great
capital city of my people, the fairies. We are
scattcred in colonies all over the country, but there
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isour court and our queen. And it is thc fairies
"ho can help you to get a royal city. This very
evening, | will go and scc what can be done.”

So, that evening, Nassime took Lorilla to the
«Ige of the forest, and while she ran swiftly into its
deptlis, he lay down and slept. Early thc next

wm
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morning, while the stars were still shining, she
returned and awoke him, and while they were
going td thc camp she told him her news.

“ Our ciueen,” she said, “ will have a city built
for you, all complete, with everything that a city
needs, but before she will have this done, she com-
mands that some one in your party shall be changcd
into a fairy’, to take my place! This must be a
grown person who conscnts to the exchange, as |
have agreed to be your chief councilor of State.
And it must be some one whose mind has never
been occupied with human affairs.”

“ 1 don’t believe you will find any such person
among us,” said Nassime, ruefully.

But Lorilla clapped her hands and cried, merrily:

“ Ah, yes! The bottlc-washer! 1 believe she is
the very person.”

Nassime was cheered by this idea, and as soon as
they reached thc shore, he asked thc giant to carry
him and Lorilla to thc ship. Early as it was, they
found the young girl sitting on thc dcck, quictly
washing bottles. She had lost her parents when

ON THE MARCH.

an infant, and had never had any one to care for.
She had passcd her life, since she was a very small
child, in washing bottles, and as this employment
does not rcquirc any mental labor, she had never
concerncd herself about anything.

“ She will do,” exclaimed Lorilla, when she had
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found out all this. “ 1don’t belicve her mind was
ever occupied at all. It is perfectly frcsh for her to
begin as a fairy.” .

When the girl was asked if slie would be a fairy,
she readily consentcd, for it made no difference to
her what she was, and when the admiral was asked
if he would give her up, he said: “ Oh, yes! Tobe
sure, it will reduce my navy to one person, but,
even then, it will be as large as the army. You
may take her, and welcome.” The bottle-washer
therefore was taken to the shore, and Nassime
conducted her to the woods with Lorilla. There
he left them, promising to return at sunsct.

“ You must be careful of one thing,” said Lorilla
to him, before he left, “ and that is, not to let those
aristocrats come on shore. If they once get among
the populacc, they will begin to lord it over them
in a way that will raisc a dreadful commotion.”

Nassime promiscd to attend to this, and when he
went back he sent orders to the admiral, on no ac-
count to allow any aristocrat to come on shore.
This order caused great discontent on the vessel.
The boys could n’t see why they alone should be
shut up in the ship. They had expected to have
lots of fun when the common people were found.

It was, therefore, with great difficulty that they
were restraincd from jumping overboard and swim-
ming ashore in a body. The master had been
made an ancient npble, but his authority was of lit-
tle avail, and the poor admiral had his hands full.
Indeed, he would have been in despair, had it not
been for the gallant conduct of his navy. That
brave woman seized a broom, and marching around
the deck, kept watchful guard. Whenever she saw
a boy attempting to climb over the side of the ves-
sel, she brought down the broom with a whack up-
on him, and tumbled him back on the deck. In
the afternoon, however, the giant carne to the vessel
with a doublc arm-load of rich fruit, cakes, pastry
and confectionery, an offcring from the common
people, which so delighted the aristocrats that there
was peacc on board for the rest of the day.

At sunsct, Nassime went to the woods and met
Lorilla, who was waiting for him.

“ 1t ’s all right 1”7 she cried ; “ the bottle-washer
is to be magically dwindled down to-night. And
when everybody is aslccp, ihc fairics will come here
and will see how many people there are and what
they are like, and they will build a city just to suit.
It will be done to-moiTow.”

Nassime could scarccly belicve all this, but there
was nothing to be done but to wait and see. That
night, everybody went to slcep quite carly. And
if the fairics carne and measurcd them for a city,
they did not know it.

In the morning, Nassime ardse, and walked down
toward the shore. As he did so, a lady carne out
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of a tent and approached him. He thought he
knew her fcatures, but he could not rcmembcr who
she was. But when she spoke, he startcd back and
cricd out: “ Lorilla 17

e “ Yes,” said the lady, laughing, * it is Lorilla.
The king of Nassimia ought to have a chief coun-
cilor of State who is somewhat longer than his fin-
gcr, and last night, as the girl who took my place
dwindled down to the size of a fairy, | grew larger
and larger, until 1 bccame as large as she used to
be. Do you like the change ?”

Lorilla was beautiful. She was richly dressed,
and her lovely face was as mcrry and gay as
ever.

Nassime approached her and took her hand.

“ The chief councilor of my kingdom shall be its
qucen,” he said, and calling a priest from the pop-
ulace, the two were married on the spot.

Great were the rejoicings on land and water, but
there was no delay in getting ready to march to the
royal city, the domes and spircs of which Lorilla
pointed out to them behind some lovely groves.

Nassime was about to signal for the ship to come
to shore, but Lorilla checked him.

“ 1 ’'m really sorry for those poor aristocrats, but
it will never do to take them to the royal city.
They are not needcd, and they would make all
sorts of trouble. There is nothing to be done but
to let the admiral sail away with them, and keep on
sailing until they are grown up. Then they a1
come back, fit to be mcmbers of the nobility.
They will have their master with them, and you can
put three or four pliilosophers on board, and they
can be as well cducatcd, traveling about in this
way, as if they were going to school.”

Nassime felt sorry for the aristocrats, but he saw
that this was good advice, and he tookit. A quan-
tity of provisions and four philosophcrs were sent on
board the ship, and the admiral was ordcred to sail
away until the boys grew up. As he liked nothing
better than sailing, this suited the admiral exactly
and after having a few sheep sent on board, «ith
which to amuse himself during calms, he hoisled
sail, and was soon far anay%

The rest of the kingdom marchcd on, and in
good time reached the royal city. There it stood,
with its houses, streets, shops, and cverything that
a city should have. The royal palace glittered in
the center, and upon a hill there stood a splendid
castle for the giant!

Everybody hurried forward. The fame of the
owncr was on every house, and every house «as
fully furnished, so in a few minutes the whole city
was at home.

The king, leading his qucen up the steps of his
royal palace, paused at the door:

“ All this,” he said, “ | owe to you. From the
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very beginning, you have given me nothing but
good advice.”

ing.

“ But that is not the best of it,” she said, laugh-
“ You always took it.”

DESTINY.
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The vessel carrying the aristocrats sailed away

and away, with the admiral sitting on the stem,
his stilts dangling in the water behind, as the ship
moved on.

DESTINY.

By Mrs. Z. R. Cronyn.

“ Four eggs, is it, or only three?”

Said a careful housewife, musingly;
I will look again at my recipe.”

She whipped her batter, so smooth and thin,
-\nd emptied it into the buttered tin :
Three eggs, not four, had she put therein.

The fourth she laid on the cupboard shelf;
IUit out from a corner peeped an elf,
Who roguishly laughed to her little self—

IV chubby girl of the age of three,
Who scrupled not, when the coast was free,
To take the egg for her propcrty.

Weary and sore, that very day,
AMtramp was passing along that way,
nd he said what tramps are wont to say.

The child was touched at his hungry plight.
So she drew from her apron the egg so white.
And said: “ Cook this for your tea to-night.”

liut lo! as he tosscd on his bed of hay,
In vagabond dreams of a better day,
The egg from his pocket rolled away.

Now a speckled hen, with yellow streaks,
liad sat on an empty ncst for w'eeks.
Such are, at times, an oid hen’s freaks.

And all that the farmer’s wife could do
With tyingand ducking and'screaming *““shoo/’
Had failed wath Speckle; she sat it through.

Here, now, she was on her well-worn nest,
When the coming of morning broke her rest.

“What ’s that!” said she, as she raised her crest.

“ What s that on the hay out there 1 see?

An egg, as 1 am alive,” said she;
“ Somebody ’s left it there for me.”

She rolled toward her the prccious thing,
And hid it under her downy wing,
To see what a future day would bring.

At length carne a knock—so faint and small
It scarce was heard—on the cgg’s white wall.
And a chick stepped into the world. That ’s all.

Ah, no ! notall. Soon a hawk swooped down
And snatched the feathers from off its crown ;
Then it was chased by a weasel brown.

Three times into treacherous tubs it fell.
And once dropped into an open well.
It wished it was back in its little shell.

Full oft did it chokc till nearly dead;
A falling apricot bruised its head :
O the turbulent Ufe that chicken led!

But it giew, at last, to its full estate;
And now you may think some high-born fate,
For a thing so cared for, lay in Wait.

But listen. The end was a fricassee
For the Jones’s Christmas jubilee.
And this is the thing that puzzles me :

Whcrefore should Fortune take such heed
To ward off clangers,—only to feed
The Joneses with something they did n’t need.

1 think, if 1 could have had my prayer,
The wife would have savcd this run of carc
By ending its history then and there.
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LADY BERTHA.

By Agnes Thomson.

T he story of Lady Bcrtha isvery, very oid, but the
curious part of it is, that though her fiame has been
a houschold word in Germany for centurics, and
though her mcmory is cherishcd still among the
legcnd-loving people of the world, the Lady Bcrtha
never really lived at all.

She was, in fact, a goddess of German mythology
—and so gracious and gentlc a goddess that even
the sweet sunshine was thought tobe subject toher
command, and the rain carne only when Frau Becr-
thawillecd. Ifthe ficlds were prospcrous, thc people
smiled and thanked Frau Bertha; and it was Frau
Bcrtha, they thought, who sent all the little children
to the earth to make the houschold happy. It was
she who was supposcd to hold the keys to the
chambers of life and death, so you will hardly won-
der, | think, that the ancicnts sought in every way
to win her approbation.

She dwelt, they said, in no beautiful palace, but
in hollow mountain caves, apart from men, where
she fostered and cherishcd the souls of those little
children who had died an early death. There, in
her kingdom under the earth, she plowed the
ground with her plow, thc little souls working
with her thc while, it being their part to water the
fields.

The most beautiful tradition connectcd with this
heathen goddess is that known as the “ Legend of
the Pitchcr of Tears.” Full as this legend is of
contradictor)' ideas, it shows the gricf that mothers
feel when their little ones die, and how the hope of
one day meeting them again helps them to bear
long and sorrowful years of loneliness.

Lady Bertha was once passing with her little
train down a grecn and lovely meadow-land, across
whose length ran a wall to mark some boundary
line. One by one, the children bravely clambered
over the wall, but the last little one, who bore in
her arms a heavy pitchcr, in vain tried to follow
her sisters.

A woman who had lost her child by death a short
time before, was standing near, and immediately
rccognized the darling for whom she had been
wcceping so many days and nights.

Rushing forward, she clasped the child to her
breast. Then the little one said : “ Ah! Howwarm
is mother’s arm ! But | pray thcc, weep not so bit-
terly, clsc my pitchcr will become heavier than |
can bear ! See, dear mother, how all thy tears fall
into my pitcher, and how they have already wet my

robe! But Lady Bcrtha, who kisscs me and loves
me tenderly, says that thou, too, shalt come to her
one day, and that we shall then dwcll together in
the beautiful gardens under the mountain for ever
and ever.”

And so, the legend tells us, the mother wept no
more, but let her darling go, while from that hour
she was rcsignecd and patient, her heavy heart find-
ing comfort in the thought of that happy meeting,
in the “ beautiful gardens under the mountains,”
that was sure to come.

Latcr, Lady Bertha had also the ovcrsight of all
spinners.  On the last day of the year, which was
sacred to her, and which used to be called “ Puch-
entag ” in German before the Christians rechrist-
encd it “ Sylvcstentag,” it is said if she found any
flax on the distaff she spoilcd it, and in order towin
her entire approval, her festival-day had to be
obser\'cd with meager fare—oatmcal porridge, or
pottage and fish. Indeed, a most terrible punish-
ment awaited all who ventured to eat anything else
on that day. Lady Bcrtha, you see, could be very
severe when she was displcased; thc slightest sign
of disrcspcct to herself was always promptly re-
scntcd by this shadowy lady.

As time went on, paganism gave place to Christ-
ianity in thc Gennan fathcrland, and Frau Bcrtha
descended from her high estate of goddess, becom-
ing little more than a terror and a bugbear to
frighten children, who, by this time, were taught to
think of her as a hideous being with a long iron noso
and a remarkably long foot.

In France, too, the long foot playcd a promincnt
part, for the traditions of Lady Bertha are by no
mcans confincd to Germany alone. As the story
goes, King Pcpin fought in combat for thc hand
of a very beautiful maiden and accomplishcd spin-
ner, Bertrada, the daughter of a Hungarian king.
King Pcpin having won the day and covcred hiin-
sclf with honor, the prize was declared to be his,
and the beautiful maiden, accompanicd by a large
suite, was sent by her father to be queen over
France, while thc fame of thc fair lady’s beauty
traveled even faster than she herself. This was
not strange, however, for excepting the drawback
of one deformcd foot, her beauty was wondrous
indeed.

But it happencd that a certain wicked lady of
honor was not at all pleascd with the choice King
Pepin had made, and which had foiled her own
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ambition ; so, quietly bribing some men, as wicked
as herself, to cairy off the Lady Bertrada and slay
her in the woods, she put in the place of this royal
maidcn her own hideous and hateful daughter.

The fraud, you may be sure, was soon discovered.
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moonlight. She was cxtrcmely beautiful, and one
of her feet was remarkably long. Thcn the king
gave a cry of joy, for he knew he had found the
real Bertrada, alive, after all; and, happy once more,
he carried home to the castle his long-lost bride.

THIS PITCHEK OF TEAKS.

and the falso queen instantly put to death by com-
mnnd of the royal and wrathful bridegroom.

Late one cvcning, when the king was riding
through the woods after a long day’s hunt, he carne
toamillon the banks of the river Main, in which he
found a maidcn. diligently spinning in the palo

This Bertrada, or Bertha, was the mother of the
great and famous Emperor Charlcmagnc, and it is
due to a remcmbrance of this story about her that
you will find on the rvalls of many Frcnch
churches quaint picturcs of ancicnt queens, pcr-
fcet cxcepting one deformed foot.
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f/l Story o/an S. S.)

HEN Kitty carne over to

her cousin’, clirectly after

supper, she at once apologized

for bcing so late, cxplaining

that her mainma had made

some calis in the village, and had
taken her along.

“ However,” she added, “ it

does n’t makc any difference

whether | am late or not, for | am

going to miss all the fun. Papa says

I can’t go, and he ’s awfully cross

about it all. He told Mamma that

she must n’t mention your plan to any one, for per-

haps Cousin Robert would change his mind, and

then it need never be known. But you wont do
so, will you? | know | would n't.”

“ We are not going to change our minds,” said

Frcd. * When a Baird says he will, he will I As
for the village knowing it, some do
Donald Stuart does, for one, for he

“ Donald Stuart!” ejaculated Kitty. * Donald
Stuart! And I—I, a member of the family,—I stay
at home ! It is outragcous !”

“ Never you mind,” said Sandy. *“ You may go.
Even if your fathcr is a Baird, he may change his
mind. |declare, if | thought it would do any good,
1would go ask him this minute.”

“ 1don’t doubt that,” his father replied ; “ where
Kitty is concerncd, | never knew your interest to
fail. Do you really think, Kitty, that your father is
determined not to let you go?”

“ He is as hard as the rocks of Gibraltar,” said
Kitty, mournfully. “ Evcn Mamma says she knows
he wont change his mind. Here comes Donald
Stuart. It ’stoo bad !”

Donald, tall and blue-eyed, carne in by the gate.

“ | am going to havc Joe Hillsidc’s fishing-line,”
he said. “ He offered to lend it to me.”

“ 1 shall just pretend |1 am going, anyhow,” said

know it afr@ady. for one ran away.
is goirfgoakesgfdr them, but the youngest ran off with the

Kitty, “ and | am going to borrow a gypsy kettlc,
or something. Of course, you will want me to help
you get ready. And it will be more fun for me,
if | pretend | am to be one of the happy party.”

“ | should n’t like that,” said Donald, who was
very practical. “ | should be more disappointed
when left behind, if I had playcd that | was going.”

“ 1 sha’n’t,” said Kitty; “and | mean to have
some of the fun. | really have half a mind lo
run off! | havc never even seen Greystonc since
| was a baby. Isit true that it has bells all around
the roof, Cousin Robert ?”

“ Not now. It used to have, and in storniy
wecathcr they jingled merrily.”

“ How absurd,” said Donald, again. “ Why were
there bells around the roof? s it a big house ?"

“Big!” repcatcd Fred. “ Why, it has ncarly
eighty rooms in it.”

“ That makes a good deal of roof around which
to hang bells,” said Donald.

“ The bells were only around the center build-
ing,” said Mr. Baird. *“ Two long wings have
since been added. The house was built by a
Dutchman, who had made a fortune in China, and
had, | suppose, pleasant ideas about bells. The
walls of his house are three feet thick, and the ceil-
ings very high. But he brought something more
curious than bells from China. Two wives.”

“ Was he allowed to keep them?” cried Bellc.
He built two little

gardener.”

“ What bccame of the Dutchman ?” said Don-
ald. “ I hope he caught it, some way !”

“ He died in prison for debt; did n’t he. Papa?”
Fred asked; “ and they say the cellar was once
used by piratcs for storing goods?”

“We ’ll look,” said Donald, “ some rainy day,
when wc cant go fishing.”

“ It is a forlorn oid house,” said Mrs. Baird;
“ you must not cxpcct much romance.”

“ Is it like a castle ?” said Kitty.

“ Not a bit. It is long and narrow. The wings
were added when it was used for a boys’ school. |
have no doubt it is dirty enough to be a castle.”

“ We ’ll take a broom,” said Kitty ; “ but now I
must go and see Patty. She ought to decide upon
what kitchen things she wants.”

Kitty was as good as her word. From this
moment she devoted hcrself to asking questions.
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and dccicling for every one. Patty declared she
must lie awake at nights, or she never could think
of so many things. She dccided how many cuffs
her cousin Robert would necd, and that her cousin
Julict must take a feather-pillow.  She picked out
all the china they would want, and, sagely remark-
ing that as most of it would be brokcn, it had better
not be too good, made so forlorn an assortment
that Patty was disgusted. She invaded the linen
closet, but here Belle routed her. She told Frcd
not to take his gold pen, for fear it would be lost,
and she directed Sandy to wear good, but not his
besl, boots. She carne ovcr whcnever she had a
chance, and, if she had but a moment to stay, she
cante all thc same. It occurred to her that thc)-
inight need a lantern, and so, one evening, after
supper, she started on a two-mile walk to borrow
one. Of course she got it, for no one refused Kitty
anything; and then, as it grew darker, she stopped
ata house, and begging some matches, lighted her
laniern and went on her way, astonishing every
onc ahc met by the sight of so small a girl, with
so large a light, alone on the road at this late hour.

She grumbled, she scolded, she laughed, and
she complained ; but, although she was quite sure
her father would not relcnt, she never allowed any
onc to say she really was not going to Greystonc.

She meant, she said, to have the fun of prctend-
ing she was.

Chapter

IN CAMP.

Ir was not many days before all preparations
«ere made, baskets and bags packed, and at last
the party, including Patty, but not poor Kitty,
stood on the wharf at Greystone, and watchcd thc
boat move off.  In front of them was the broad and
beautiful river, behind them a green and woodcd
country, while around them lay all sorts of curious,
nondescript baskets, bags, and bundles.

‘eCome, come,” said Mr. Baird, finally; “don’t
stand gazing at that boat, or | shall think you
rcpent of having landed. Behold ! It is a new
«orld. Columbus has stepped upon"thc shore!
Or, Robinson Crusoe has saved his family and his
"~ gage from thc wreck, and his man Friday will
atonce Icad the way to the house.”

“We look much more like \vestern immigrants,
Papti,” said Belle.

“ And there,” aclded Frcd, with a glance toward
two inen who were loading a wagon with milk-cans,
“are your Indians, and they both have their
mouths open.,”

“It is thc contradictor)' effect of our good
clothes and our shabby bundles,” explained Sandy;
"“they cvidently think these bundles contain our
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wardrobcs, and they don’t understand why such a
very nobby family should not have trunks.”

“ We might have had them,” replied his mother;
“ we could have packed Patty’s tca-kettle and the
tahle-cloths in a trunk instcad of the clothcs-
basket.”

“ It was n’t right to ofifer thc neighbors such a
conundrum,” said Mr. Baird ; “ if 1 had thought
of it, 1 would have protested. There is Belle’s
drcss! Half of it issilk ; it ought all to have been
chintz ; she ought to be in character.”

“Only a little is silk, Papa,” said Bclle; “ and
it is not clean, and it is old-fashioned ; you ought
to consider all that. But, to-morrow —to-morrow
I ’ll come out in brogans and calleo !”

At this announcement, Sandy gave a little snifif,
and then, to prove that onc member of the party
was prompt and practical, he lifted the hcaviest of
the bundles, and put it on his back. Mr. Baird
and Frcd took the clothcs-basket, heavy with
kitchen-ware, between them; Donald shouldered
another great bag; Mrs. Baird gathered up the
basket of forks and spoons, a tin-buckct of butter,
and a shawl-strap well-filled; while Belle airily
marched off with a basket of meat which, at borne,
would have been much too heavy to lift. Patty
looked at the bundles rcmaining. Thcn she sat
down on the stump of a tree.

Il stay here and watch them until you come
bacW; so you boys had better hurry.”

is was an order to move ; it was obeyed, and
t"é whole party marched off.

Patty looked after them. It was all rather crazy,
she thought, but it was all right. She was in the
habit of scolding about everything, and then cheer-
fully turning around and helping. She had come
to see Mrs. Baird one afternoon about twenty years
before, and, a storm coming up, she staid all night.
She staid the next day to help with some quilting,
and had not yet found time to go away. She had
always meant to go to her sistcr’s, out West, but it
was preserv'ing, or pickling, or the baby had the
croup, or Fred was going to school, or Sandy’s
birthday cake was to be made, or something was
to be done, and so Patty staid !

It was now a lovely evening, but it was growing
hazy, and ominous clouds carne up the west.  The
birds were chattering and flocking in the trecs, the
partridgcs were stealthily calling for that mystcrious
person, “ Bob White” ; the wild-turnip was in blos-
som, the cardlnal-flowcr blazed down by the river,
and the poke-bcrry bushes, by thc fenccs, were
slowly staining Icaves and stalks with red purple.

Belle stopped to rest; she lifted her hat from her
head, pushed back her hair, and looking around,
said it was “just lovely,” and thc whole party
agreed with her.
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“Puli my hat over my eyes, Uelle," said her
father, “ there is Mrs. Lambert on her porch, and
your Unele Robert particularly mentioned her as one
of the neighbors who would be shockcd. She docs
n’t know any of you, but 1used to dance with her,
when 1 was young and good-looking, and 1have nt
altered. Here, Fred, change hands, it will rest you. ”
“ Are you not ashamed. Papa,” cricd Bcllc.
“ You want to get on the side farthest from hcr !”
“ There !” said Mi-s. Baird, suddenly intcrrupt-
ing, “ we have forgotten the candles !”
“ Never mind,” said her husband,
Kitty’s lantern.”
At this, Sandy gently sighcd; he had not yet for-
given his Unele for rcfusing to allow Kitty to come

“ we have
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counterfcitcrs; they see we are not all right. Bis-
elose the worst 1”7

“ In aweck, they ’ll say we are lunatics,” observ'cd
Patty. “ Well, 1do think the Reverend Baird was
right. Such a place! And for a holiday ! ”

“ It would n’t be a bad place for a counterfeiter,”
Fred said to Donald, “ but for smuggling—it would
be splendid! It is like one of Sir Walter Scott's
novéis. Herc is the dcserted castle; here the river.
Of course there is a cove—there always is—all we
should need would be something to smuggle.”

“You’ll need to do it soon,” said Patty, “ for
the bread won’t hold out two weeks, and 1am sure
there isn’t a place for bakingin this oid rattlc-trap.”

“ It would be best to turn pirate,” said Sandy.
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with them, but at that momcnt, Bellc, who was a
little in advancc, cried out: “ There is Grey-
stone 1”7 and then, in a cooler tone, “ when it rains,
we shall have to slecp down-stairs, for 1 believe there
is not a whole pane of glass upstairs !”

This announccment stirred the hearts of the
whole party; they quickcned their stcps, and in a
moment all had turned into a groen and shady
lafie, and Greystonc, with its great outspread wings,
its ampie porches, and numerous doors and Win-
dows, was in full view.

“ 1 salute thee!” cried Fred. *“ But do. Papa,
changc hands again ; the basket grows heavicr and
heavier.”

“ Look there !” cried Bolle, turning her hcad and
pointing down the lafie, to the milk-wagon, which
was bringing the rest of the luggage, and Patty.

“ Our gate!” cried Sandy. “ Bchold, like Chris-
tian, 1drop my burdcn, 1 run to opon the wickct-
.gate—but Fred!” he called back, “ it has no
hinges; como, lift the othcr end.”

When the hundios and baskets werc placed on
the great porch, the men stood and looked at them,
and then at the owners resting on the steps.

“ Going to live herc?” asked one.

For a time,” chcerfully replicd Mr. Baird.
Furniture not come ?”

“ Not yet,” said Fred.

“ Oh, it 'l be along,” said the man. * Sup-
pose you can stay at Saunders’s till it comes ?”

“ Tell them,” whispered Sandy, “ that we are

“ 1 always wanted to be one, and then we coukl
easily gct our supplics. .All those tugs and sloops
must have bread and salt meat on board. That %
w'hat we ’ll do, Patty,—when the larder is low, and
the night it is dark, we will go out in our bo.it,
board a merchant-man, and bring you homo tlie
spoil! You need not wony over the oven.”

“ The oven,” said Mr. Baird, catching the last
words, “is there one? But come, boys, there is
plenty to be done; the house is to be explorcd,
furnished, and the hay bought.”

“ First we ’ll choose our rooms,” cried Sandy,
“and thcn we ’ll know what color hay to gct.”

“ This is the parlor,” said Belle, cntering the
house, as usual, ahead, and looking into an opcn
door at the left.

“ It is too big, Bcllc,” said hcr father, “ there is
too much bare floor, and our lantern would nt
light it.”

“ Well, this is better, thcn,” and Mrs. Baird
opened a door on the right; “ the rooms have been
alike, but this one has had a partition run across it.”

Adjoining the “ little parlor,” as it was at once
called, was a long dining-room, with cight Windows,
and five doors, all opcn to the breezcs. In the
corner stood a great yellow closet, and for the rest,
it was dusty, cheerful, and dirty.

“ The floor,” said Belle, lifting her skirts, “ is not
good to walk upon, and when the rainy season sets
in, and the voyagers are obliged to difie in-doors, |
am sure they cannot put a table-cloth on it.”
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“The rainy season is not so far off,” said her
father, who was standing at one of the back doors
looking over at the garden, now a wilderness of
tangled roses, grapes, syringas, and pcach-trees,
“and so, if you boys do not get the hay soon, wc
shall have our choice of wet beds or none.”

"Then the first thing to do,” said Fred, “ is to
carry upstairs the bags in which we mean to put
the iiay, and empty them.”

" | don’t know where you will put the things,
said Patty, cpiickly unstrapping the broom from
the ttmbrellas, “ if upstairs is as dusty as down-
stairs. Just you come along, and 1’ll brush up a
place in a Jiffy 1”

“ \ftcr you have finished, Patty,” cried Mrs.
Baird after her, “ ihrow the broom down, for Belle
and 1are going to furnish the dining-room, and
we must first sweep.”

“ Sweep !'” muttered Patty, “ the oid barn ought
tobe scrubbed from top to bottom, and before | am
a day oider, if my life is sparcd, |’ll havc these
stairs washed down.”

Jistairs, Donald, Frcd, Belle and Sandy were
soon busy selecting rooms.  In the main building,
on each side of the hall, was a large room, with two
smtill dressing-rooms attached to each. The one
with the greatest number of whole window-panes
wes appropriatcd for the father and mother, while
the one opposite was chosen for Belle and Patty.
The boys took their rooms in the wing nearest
Patty’s, as she settled the matter by saying if they
did n’t, she would sit up all night rather than be
murdcred in her bed !

They were not, however, as ciése as they wotild
have been, had not Sandy proveci to be very fastid-
ioiis about the colors of the wall-papcr, objecting to
some because they were “ loud,” and to othcrs be-
catisc they did n’t suit his complexion.

Whilc these four young and merry people ran
from room to room, laughing and calling, Patty,
with an encrgy that ovcrlookecd the corners, had
swept out Mrs. Baird’s room, and sprcading out a
great patchwork ciuilt on the floor, empticd the
bags and was ready, she announced, for the hay.

I'atty’s hints had one merit, they were not casily
misundcrstood, and so each boy took a bag, and
they set off to look for hay. They had not far to
oo, for Farmer Saunders, who was only about a
giiartcr of a mile distant, said at once, that if itwas
Robert Baird’s fancy to sleep on hay, he could have
as much as he wantcd, and he then insisted on
sencling over milk, or anything they necded.

M'hen the boys got back, the rooms were swept,
and Belle had chalked on each door the fiame of
the occupant of the room. The beds were soon
made. The hay was spread down smoothly and
compactly, the sheets and white quilts were put on.

pillow-cases filled with hay, and they looked com-
fortablc enough.

Fred and Donald refusedfor their rooms all Pat-
ty’s offcrs of assistance. They had appropriatcd
two small rooms, and in one they made a bed .that
covcred the whole floor, and took four sheets to fur-
nish ! In the next room they hung their clothes, a
pin-cushion and a little looking-glass. For a chair,
they had an empty box. Then, deciding that the
basin ought to be with the pitchcr, they carricd it
down-stairs, and turned it upside down on the
pump in the shcd.

In the dining-room a revolution was being
enacted. Bolle had tied up her head in her father’s
handkcrchief, and had swept the room. Then, with
her mothcr’s help, she invcstigated the great closet.
It had two good doors, opening in the middle and
fastening with a button. It had firm shelves; and
Belle got a basin of water, a cloth, and mounting
on a chair, prcpared to scour it. Then she had a
brilliant idea.

“ Mamma,” she cried, turning around, “ this
closet is not fastened to the wall. Let us turn it
on its back upon the floor, and make a table of
it. We can still use it for a closet, all the same,
for we can put cverything in, just as well; the
shelves will makc division walls,” and so she
jumped off the chair, and with much trouble and
a hcavy thud, they got the closet down and pushed
it into the center of the room, and then Belle
clcaned it out.

In it she put such of the stores as could not be
placed in a dry well in the shed, and then with
much hastc she fastened down the doors, and spread
the cloth, so that when the boys carne back with the
hay, there was a large, low table set for supper.

It was at once hailed as a surpassingly exccllent
invention, and worthy of the occasion. As a mat-
ter of course, many suggcstions were made at once.

“ SANDY S BENCH.

The first qucstion was how they should sit around
it. Chairs were pronounccd much too high, and
as they had none, no one contradictcd this asscr-
tion. Next, as the table was cntirely too wide,
it was proposcd that instead of having the cloth
placed to one side,—as Belle had arrangcd it,—it
should be put in the middle, and that they should
then sit on the edgc of the table. This, Fred said,
would be an excellent thing to do, as then the
closet would combine the whole dining-room furni-
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ture, and be sideboard, table, and chaire. Donald
was in favor of having cushions of hay, and rcclin-
ing on them like the Orientais, but ingenious
Sandy settlcd thc wholc cluestion. Out on the
porcli lay a squarc woodcn pillar, a ruin, but still
strong. It was about scven feet long, and had
once supportcd the end of a little porch. This,
Sandy brought in, and as one end was highcr than
the other, having the capital still upon it, after lay-
ing it down by thc table, he made it levcl with
liricks.

Then he gazed at it with satisfaction. The
clothes-basket he turned up at onc end of the table
for his mother, an oid soap-box was brushcd off
and placed for his father, while Patty, who at
once declined sitting on that “ rickcty contrivance,”
Sandy’s bcnch, said that a bucket upside down
would do for her, and so, with a napkin for a table-
cloth, she established herself on the opposite side.

The four young people laughed at her for her
prccaiitlons, and filing carefully in, sat down upon
the pillar. Mrs. Baird, at ease upon the clothcs-
basket, poured out the coffee, while Patty explained
that before she could make a firc in thc range she
had to dig out a hole with the hatchet, so full was
it of a solid mass of cinders.

“ It is splendid coffee, at any rate,” said Mr.
Baird ; “ but there is no sugar in mino.”

TiMMY S DREAM.
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“ Nor in mine,” said Sandy.

“ Nor mine,” echoed Frcd.

“ No,” replied Mrs. Baird, “ for | have none.
Belle has forgottcn it. It is in the closet!”

“ Every man take his own piate and cup, and
clcar thc table,” said Belle promptly; and follow-
ing her examplc, they ardse, they cleared the table,
they opened the closet and took out thc sugar, and
then made a careful inventory of what was out, to
see if anything that was in was nccded; but in spite
of all their care, no one thought of thc salt until the
table was set again, and thc coid chickcn was carved,
and then they agreed it really was not nceded.

It was a merry supper. They were all hungry,
and all full of plans and good humor. It was, how-
ever, Sandy himself who reached over too far to get
the butter, and thus disturbed the order of the
bricks on which the pillar rested. The bricks
trembled, they slid, they fell, and thc four who de-
pended on them were suddenly prccipitated from
their seat. Sandy went on to the table, Donald
fell back with his heels in the air, Belle caught her-
self, Frcd clutched Sandy, and the older people
jumped up with cxclamations.

But neither Donald fior Sandy spokc; they lifted
the pillar up and carricd it out, and then coming
back, sat down cross-legged, like Turks or ftailors,
and Bclle and Fred followcd their example.

(To be continued.y

LITTLE TOMMYS DKEAM AFTER VISITING THE METROPOLITAN MUSBUM
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IN NATURE S WONDERLAND.

A YELLOW PANSY.

Bv Nkllie

To THE wall of the oid gieen garden
A butterfly quivering carne ;

Ilis wings on the moss of the margin
Flayed like a yellow flanie.

He looked at the gray geraniums,
And the sleepy four-o’clocks;

He looked at the low lafies bordered
With the glossy-growing box.

He longed for the peace and the silence.
And the shadows that nestled there,

IN NATURE’S WONDERLAND;
AMERICAN
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For his wee, wild heart was weary
Of skimming the endless air.

And now in the oid green garden-
1 know not how it carne—

A single pansy is growing,
Bright as a yellow flame.

But whenever a gay gust passes,
It quivers as if wilh pain,

For the butterfly-soul that is in it
Longs for the winds again !

OR, ADVENTURES

TRO Pies.

IN THE

By Félix L. Oswald.

Chapter |I.

The busiest time in a sailor’s Ufe is the day
kforc the ship reaches her harbor. On the after-
noon before our arrival in Acapulco, the crew of the
stcainer “ Honduras” had to scrub the deck, clean
awnings and carpets and wash the gunwales,
besides piling up barréis and boxes and all kinds of
hardware and heavy freight; and when at last the
bell rung for supper, some of them lay down before
the inast and left their dishes untouched,—they
«ere too tired to eat. But just before sunset an
«d tar sauntered up to the railing of the passen-
ger-deck to take a look at a corner behind the
caboose, where 1 had stowed my own baggagc. He
beckoned one of his comrades, and before long the
«hole crew were on their legs, crowding around the
railing, staring and whispering.  Curiosity had
gat the better of their weariness.

“That man is carrying his own bed along,”
observed the carpcnter; “ that hammock there
docsnt belong to our ship. What has he got in
ihat quecr tin box, 1wonder ?”

“Just look at those funny baskets,” said the
cook; “they are made of coppcr wire, it seems.
Thet boy of his has got a pole with a sort of a harr

poon; and they have fire-arms, no doubt; they
must be seal-hunters, 1think.”

“ That pole looks more like a grappling-hook,”
whispered the mate; “ and did you notice that
coil of rope he is sitting on? He has a cutlass,
too. They must be smugglers, 1 guess.”

1could not help overhearing their conversation,
and their remarks amused me so much that 1
opened a case with two big Spanish army pistols,
to see if they would take us for disguised pirales.

But 1 have no right to make fun of my readers,
so 1 had better tell the truth at once. Those hook-
poles, wire-baskets and things were part of a
hunter’s outfit, and we were on our way to the
wilds of the American tropics, to catch pcts for a
French menagerie. About nine years ago, the city
of Marseilles, in Southern France, was overrun with
fugitive soldiers and vagabonds, and one stormy
night in midwinter the buildings of the zoological
garden caught fire, and thousands of living and
stuffed rare animals werc destroycd ; for the garden
also contained a museum and a largo mcnagerie-
depot, where showmen and private persons could buy
all the curiosities they wanted. The citizens clamored
for a new Zoo, but the town was very poor just
then, and being unable to get animals from Euro-
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pean cities at reasonable priccs, they clecicled to
send out agcnts to the tropics, and open a men-
agerie-depot of tlicir own. Two comniissioners
went to the East Indies, one to Africa, and | was
sent to America. They had only one assistant to
spare, and he was engaged by the East Indian
party ; so 1took my ne[)hew Tommy along, a boy
of fourteen, who had bcen in the Pyrences Mount-
ains with his father, and could talk Spanish ncarly
as well as his native languagc.

Resides Tommy, 1 had a Mexican lad to take
caro of our pack-mule, and a half-Indian guidc,—
Daddy Simén, as his countrymcn callcd him,—an
oid fcllow, who had bcen all over Spanish America
and knew every village in Southern México. Men-
ito, our little muletcer, was not much older than
Tommy, and as mischicvous as a monkcy, but not
a bad boy, and a sort of Jack-at-all-trades. He
could wash and cook, mend shoes and harness-
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gear, saddle a mulé, and paddle a canoe through
the heaviest surf. His father had been a sailor, he
said; but he would never tell us where he had
spcnt the last two years; | am afraid he had run

WONDERLANIJ.
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away from homo. Black Betsy, our mulé, was a
native of Lowcr California, hcavy built and a
powcrful eatcr, but good-natiircd, like most over-
grown creatures. llcr best friend in the world was
a shaggy dccr-hound that had bcen brought from
the same country, and had slcpt in her straw since
wc left San Francisco. His Mcxican fiame was
Rugcrio, but we always callcd him Rough.

Poor Tom had bcen sea-sick for a day or two,
and was very glad when 1told him that this was
our last night on board. When the sun went
down, the coast was vcilcd by a sea-fog, but toward
midnight we coukl see the moonlit crest of the peak
of Las Végas, and soon after the lights of a little
sca-port town glittered on the horizon like rising
stars. Sailors have other ways of sighting the
coast at night,—they can often tell it by the white
mist that hovers over the moist coast-swamps;
and a Portuguese ship, having lost her bearings.

THE WONDERLAND.

and approaching the coast of Cuba in a stormy
night, was once saved by an Indian sailor, who
recognizcd the smcll of the mountain forests, where
thousands of balsam-firs were in full bloom.
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With the first glimmer of dawn we were on deck
again, and when the sun rose it gilded a long range
of coast-hills, capped with clouds which here and
there revcaled a glimpse of the inland Sierras, the
wonderland of nature, with its snowy heights and
evergreen valleys.

“Do you seo that glittering streak yonder ?”
said the captain. “ That glittering water-line in
thc gap of the coast-hills? That ’s the valley of the
Rio Balsas; if you are going to cross the Sierras,
yoauwill have to follow that river right up to the
highlands.”

When we approached the harbor, we heard the
boom of a tumultuous sea, and we thought the
breakers looked somewhat dangerous, till a little
pilot-boatcamedancingthroughthe surf, solightand
swift that we became ashamed of our apprehensions.
The landing was rather rough; but storm, danger
and sea-sickness were now all forgotten,—we had
reached the harbor of Acapulco. My Tommy
Icapcd ashore with a loud hurrah, and Black Betsy
cantcrcd up the steep bank as if the pack on her
back were merely a feather. The poor creature
littte knew through what thickets and over what
mountains she would have to carry that same pack
before long.

There were several hotels near the landing, but at
lladdy Simon’s and Menito’s earncst request, |
[)ermitted thc oid man to guide us to a grassy dell
a thc mouth of the river, where we pitched our
tent under a clump of hackberry trees, for our
Mcxicans were anxious to show their great skill in
cooking and camping.

As soon as we had put our tent in order, | left
oid Simon in charge of the camp, and took the two
boys to the market-place, where pets of all kinds
could be bought like pigs and cattle in our agri-
cultura! fairs. Nearly every huckster had a song-
bird or a tame squirrel for sale, and in some of the
brgcr booths we found parrots and monkeys at
astonishingly low prices. They asked twenty cents
for a squirrel-monkey, and sixty for a young ant-
bear, and only two dollars for a fine talking parrot.
eIrmadillos and tame snakes could be bought on
the Street for a few pennics.

We bought a monkey from a Street peddlcr
forhalf a dollar.  The same man sold us a tame
badger for sixty cents, and on the wharfwe met a
couple of fisher-boys who had a still stranger pet, a
W lortoise that followed them like a dog, and per-
ntided a little child to riele on its back. We bought
iiitoo, for a French merchant showed us the house
ofan honest gardener, who had alargo empty storc-
room and who agreed to take care of our Aca-
pdco animals, and fced them half a year for ten
dollas.  We understood how he could do it so
tlieap, when we found out that bananas are sold in
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Acapulco like turnips, by the wagon-load, and that

a netful of fish can be bought for a few coppers.
Our plan was to leave a lot of animals in every

large place we passed through, and after we were

'Y e. mn

THE PEAkK-S OF LAS VEGAS.

done, a freight agent from Marseilles was to col-
Icct them and ship them to France.

I finished all my private business in Acapulco that
same day, and early thc next morning we passed
through the town in full marching order, and took
the overland road that leads across the mountains
toward thc virgin woods of Chiapas and Tabasco.

“ Good luck ! Good luck to you, friends!”
cried the neighbors, when we passed through the
city gatc; they took us for a party of gold-huntcrs
on the way to thc mountain mines. We might
certainly think ourselves lucky in having started so
early, for an hour later, when the high-road was
covercd with cars and riders, the dust became
almost suflfocating; and when a Mexican stagc-
coach whirled by at full gallop, we hardly could see
the head of the adelankro or outrider, with his
broad hat and fluttering scarf: all thc rest was one
big cloud of blinding dust.

“ Never mind,” said our guide, “ we soon shall
reach the river-road, and leave the highway far to
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the right, and up in the mountains there is hardly
any dust at all.”

The river-road proved to be a mere trail. Ten
miles east of Acapulco, the river-valley became
narrow, the trees and bushes looked much fresher,
and the ravines were covered with fiowering shrubs.
We had reached our first hunting-grounds.

“Why, wunclc, look here!” cried Tommy,
“ here are some of the same butterflies that are sold
for half a dollar apiece in the Marseilles curiosity-
shops,—oh, and look at that big blue one! Stop,
Menito, let me get my butterfly-catcher. Please
get the press, Unele; we can catch ten dollars’
worth of curiosities right here !”

The “ press” was a sort of papcr box with leaves
like a book, for prcserving butterflies and small
beetles. For big beetlcs we had a wide-necked
bottle with ether. Rough, the deer-hound, soon
joined in the chase, though he could find nothing
to suit him ; we were still in the Vega, in the Aca-
pulco horse-pastures, where game is very scarce.
At last, he made a dash into a bramble-bush, but
sprang back as if he had seen a snake.

“ Come here, quick —all of you!” shouted
Tommy; *“ have you ever seen such a lizard?
—two feet long and as red as a lobster.
Hurrah ! Herc we are !

The lizard scampered across
the meadow like a rabbit,
with Tommy at its heels, but
soon distanced its pursuer,
and hid out of sight. Liz-
ards seem to enjoy sun-
shine more than other
creatures; at noon, when
the sun stood directly
overhead, even the but-
terflies retired into the
shade, or fluttered near
the ground, as if the
heat had scorched their
tender wings; but lizards
of all sizes and all colors
darted through the grass
and baskcd on the sunny
faces of the way-side rocks.

“ 1 wonder if that river
water is fit to drink,” said
Tommy.

“ Better wait till we reach a
spring,” 1 replied; “ Mr. Simon will
show WS a place where we can eat
our dinner, by and by.”

“ 1 do not know about any good
drinking-water in this neighborhood,” said the In-
dian; “ but 171 tell you what we can do: there ’s
a deserted convent twelve miles from here, an oid
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building with two good halls and a fine garden,
where we can eat our supper.”

“ Does anybody live there ?” 1 asked.

“ No, sir; only an espectro or two,” said he.

“ A what?"

“ It used to be a convent, sefior, and they say
that there ’s an espectro there now,—a ghost that s
watching the money the monks buried before they
left. But he wont hurt us if we sleep there for
one night only.”

“ Is there any good drinking-water there?”

“ Yes, sir; a fine spring,—just the place for a
camp ; only—1 'm afraid the boys will get tired
before we reach there.”

“ Not 1,” said Tommy, stoutly; “ Daddy isright;
we ought to keep on till we reach a good place.”

“ Of course,” laughed Menito; “let’s go and
see the ghost and have some fun. | shall ask him
where he keeps that money.”

“ Captain, 1 fear that ’s a bad boy,” said the oid
Indian; “ we had better watch him, and stuff a
handkerchief into his mouth if the ghost should
come 'round ; those espectros wont stand much.”

As we kcpt steadily uphill, the river-valley became
deepcr and narrowcr, and at the next turn of the
road we entered a forest of pistachio pines, where

we lost sight of the coast. The ground be
came rocky, and there was nothing to
remind us of the neighborhood of the
ocean excepting some white-winged
sea-eagles, that flew up and down the
river, and often rose with a fish in
their claws. One of them dropped
a big fish in mid-air, and another
eagle snatched it before it touched
the water; but the rightful owner
pursued him with loud screams,
and, while they were fighting, the
fish dropped again, and this
time reached the water in
time to escape, Here ad
there the pistachios were
mixed with other trees,
and a little fiirther up we
carne across a fallen fir-tree.
that looked as if somebody
had been cutting pitch-chips out of it.
“ There must be a house very near here,”
% said Menito; “ there ’s a smell in te
A air like roasted acorns.
“No; only an Indian wigwam,” sad
Daddy Simoén; “ look down there,—you can se
their smoke going up. It ’s a family of Pinto In-
dians; they build no houses, but sleep in hammocks
with some big tree for their roof.”

“Let’s go and see them,” 1 said;, “ may re

they have monkeys or birds for sale.”
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Before we reached thc wigwam, a curly-headed
ittle child ran up to us with outstretched hands.
Picase gimme a copper,” he cried; “ 1will be

MKXICAN FISHEK-BOYS.
j»good Johnny; will you gimme a copper now? "~
“Certainly,” laughed Tommy; “ here is one;
«iere 's your father ?”
“Heliind that trce,” said the boy; “ he s skin-
pg acully for supper.”
The cully, or culebra, was a big fat snakc, dang-
hng from the projecting bough of a pine-trce. The
'dian had almost finished skinning thc snake, and
a0 afraid they were actually going to eat it.
"Why, that ’s an ugly-sized reptile,—a regular
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boa,” said I. “ How did you manage to kill such
a monstcr.®  Have you a gun ?”

“ No ; we are very poor, sefior,” said the Pinto.

“ Ikilleditwith this,”

B showing us a heavy

bignonia-wood bow.

The family seemed

to be very poor, in-

deed ; all their housc-

hold stuff might have

been removed in a

wheelbarrow. Their

hammock was made

of a sort of matting,

like coarse coffec-

bagging, and the en-

tire cooking outfit

consisted of an iron

kettle and two forked

sticks. The oid

squaw was roasting

acorns for supper;

there is an oak-tree

growing in Southern

México which our

botanists cali the

Qturcus llex, and

whose acorns taste al-

most like hazel-nuts,

and often are baked

into a sort of sweetish

bread. Near the hammock, some twenty gray
squirrels were strung up. | asked about them.

“ They hide in hollow trees,” explained the oid
Pinto, “ and we drive them out by lighting a fire
underneath, and shoot them as fast as they come.”

“Look here, captain, they have a monkey,”
said Menito. Our curly-headed young friend was
toddling around with a little tamarin-monkey in
his arms, hugging and patting it as if nursing a
baby. But Tommy drcw me asidc.

“ Picase, Unele, don’t take that monkey away,”
said he, “ may be, those poor boys have no other
plaything in the world.”

“ Have you any birds you would like to sell 2 |
asked the young squirrel-hunter.

“ No, sir,” said he ; “ nothing but a few chick-
ens; but there is a humming-bird’s nest in that
bush over yonder.”

He took us to a large catalpa-bush, at the brink
of a river, and pointed to one of the top branches.
1beiit the bough down and found that thc bird had
fastencd its nest to the lower side of a large leaf, so
dcftly and cunningly that one might have passed
that bush a dozen times without noticing anything.

Before we left the wigwam, Tommy gave the little
curly-head another copper.
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“That’s right,” said the little fellow. “ Now
.gimme your gun, too, please? What for? To
shoot my monkcy,” said the little Indign.

“Why, you bad boy,” laughed Tom; “didn't

you promise us you would be a good Johnny?”

“ 1 wont shoot him altogether,” said Johnny.
“ 1 only want to shoot his head off, because he ’s
making such faces at me.”

The sun had already disappeared behind the
south-western coast-hills when we sighted the ruins
of the convent, on a steep bluff of limestone rocks.
We had some difficulty in getting our mulé up;
but Daddy Simo6n was right; it was a splendid place
for a camping-ground. In front of the building
there was a broad terrace, and a little grass-plot,
strewn with broken stones; the lawn was sur-
rounded with a wildering thicket of briers and
flowering shrubs, and the upper part of the inclos-
ure seemed to have been an orchard, for near the
garden wall the grass was covered with figs and
cclrinos, as the Spaniards cali a sort of wild lemon
with a pleasant aromatic scent. Hawk-moths of all
sizes swarmed about the shrubbery, and the air
was filled with the perfume of honeysuckle and
parnassia flowers. At the lower end of the garden
there were two fine springs that formed a little
rivulet at their junction, and farther down, a pond,
where we had a good wash, and then, finding that
we could dispense with a tent for this night, we all
encamped on the terrace around our provision-box.
We had neither tea fior coffee, but the cool spring-
water, with cetrinos and a little sugar, made an
excellent lemonade, and after our forced march we
would not have exchanged our free and casy picnic
for a banquet in the palace of Queen Victoria.

“ There comes the moon,” said 1. *“ Do you
think you could find a few more lemons, boys?”

“ Yes, try,” said the Indian. “ 1am going to
fetch another bucketful of water.”

After ten or fifteen minutes, Menito at last re-
turned, with a whole hatful of cetrinos.

“ 1 found the best place in the garden,” said he.
“ The top of that wall is just covered with them.
Why 1 Where is Daddy ?”

“ Listen! ” said Tom. “ He’s down there, talk-
ing to somebody. Oh, here he comes ! ”

“Why, Mr. Simén, that s not fair,” said Menito.
“ If you met that spectcr you ought to have told us,
so we could get our share of the money.”

“ That tongue of yours will get usall into trouble
yet,” said Mr. Simon. “ No, no; it’s oid Mrs.
Yegua, the widow who lives on the little farm down
in the hollow. She says her own spring is nearly
dry. Come up, Mrs. Yegua!”

A strange figure appeared on the moonlit terrace—
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a figure that would have looked rather specter-like,
indeed, if one had met her unawares; our dog, at
least, retreated with a frightened growl when she
hobbled up the steps, with abucket in one hand ancl
a big stick in the other. She had only one gar-
ment, a sack-like gown without sleeves, but with a
collar-flap that went over her head like a hood.

“ How do you all do?” said she, shaking hantis
with us like an oid acquaintance. *“ My spring
turned brackish again,” said she, “just like the
year before last, you know. Mr. Simdn here tells
me that he saw my Josy in Acapulco.”

She then sat down and told us a long story about
her grandson José, who had enlisted in the Mexican
army for a drummer, and would be a major by
and by. “ Well, 1 must go,” said she, at last.
“ 1°'m glad | found you all in good health.”

“ Would n’t y'ou take supper with us before you
go?” said 1. “ Here, try some of these cakes, .Ms.
Yegua.”

“ No, thank you,” said the oid lady, putting her
hand on Menito’s shoulder; “ but if you want to
do me a favor, 1would ask you to lend me this boy
for ten minutes to-morrow morning.”

“ Certainly; but what can he do for you ?”

“ 170l tell you what it is,” said she; “ there ’s i
troop of monos (ceboo monkeys) in that caucho-
wood behind my place, and they rob me nearly
every day, and 1 can’t stand it any longer. Yester-
day morning they broke into my corn-crib, and this
morning again ; now, if 1 had a slim little chap.
like this lad, to hide behind the door, we could
catch every one of them.”

“Will you give us the monkeys if we catch
them ?” asked Menito.

“ Yes,” said she, “you can take them; bu,
please, cion’t be too hard on them.”

“ Why not?”

“ They are my only neighbors, you see,” sid
Mrs. Yegua, “ and | should not like to get thcin
into trouble if 1 could help it.”

“Why ? What would you do with them ?”

“ 1 meant to lock them up and keep them m
fair rations,” said she. “ Ifthey run at large, they
take about ten times more than they need; they
somehow seem to have no principies at all.”

“Very well, Mrs. Yegua,” said I. “1’ll &d
Menito over at any time you like.”

“ Yes, please send him early,” said she; “«cl!
manage it between us two. | know | can figi
them if | have them under lock and key.”

The next morning we dispatched Menito at diy
break, and, after helping Daddy to pack the mié
we all went down to the farm to witness Ms
Yegua’s fight with her monkcy-neighbors.

(To be continued.)
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“WTi1 o’ THE WISP, Will o’ the wisp.
Show me your lantern true!

Over the meadow and over the hill,
Gladly I Il follow you.

“Never | 'l murmur, fior ask for rest,
ind ever | ’ll be your friend,
If you ’ll only give me the pot of gold
that lies at your journcy’s cnd.”

And after the light went tlie brave little boy,
frudging along so bold;

And thinking of all the things he ’'d buy
\"ith the wonderful pot of gold :

*A house, and a horse, and a full-rigged ship,
And a ton of pcppermint drops,

*And all the marbles there are in the world,
*And all the new kinds of tops.”

Will o’ the wisp, Will o’ the wisp,

Flew down at last in a swamp.

Me put out his lantern and vanished away
In the evening chill and damp.

And the poor
Wet and tired and coid.

He had come, alas! to his journey’scnd,
But where was the pot of gold ?

little boy went shivering home,
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IN THE MOON.

By W ashington Gladdex.

“ H'M!” growled Unele Jack. “ What will you
do to me if 1wont tell you a story ?”

“ Hang you on the Christmas-tree!” shouted
Joe. “ Kiss you a thousand times ! ” cried Sue.

“Hold ! Enough !” exclaimed the besieged
Gnele. “ 1 Tl come right down. Look here ! You
have n’t heard about that wonderful machine,
lately invented by somebody, which shows you
things that are going on hundreds of miles away ?”

“ Tell WS about it,” chants the full battalion.

“ Well, I don’t know much about that; but 1
have an instrument of my own that will do wonder-
ful things. By looking into it, you can not only
see people that are far off, you can hear what they
are saying and tell what they are thinking; and
what is more, you can look back and see what has
happened to them, and look ahead and see what
is going to happen to them for hours and days to
come.”

“ Oh, Unele ! Give us a look into it, wont you?”

“No; 1can’t do that. But, if you like, 1"l
take a look into it myself, and report what | see.”

Presently, Unele Jack returned from his room,
where all sorts of curious machines were stored,—
microscopes, electrical batteries, and what not,—
bringing with him a curious-looking instrument.
It was composed of two shining cylinders of brass,
mounted like small telescopes, and placed at an
angle, so that one end of one of them was quite
near to one end of the other, and the other
ends were wide apart. Between the adjacent ends
tvas a prism of beautifully polished glass.

Unele Jack placed this instrument on a stand in
the bay window, and sat down before it.

“ Now you must all retire and be seated,” he

said. “ | do not believe that the machinery will
work unless you keep perfectly still.  You must n’t
interrupt me with any questions. When | am

through, | will try to explain anything that you do
not understand.”

“ All right; go ahead!” The battalion was
soon at parado rest, and Unele Jack proceeded.

The first thing that comes into the field of vision
is a railway-station, about one hundred and fifty
miles from this city. A boy is just cntering the
rear door of the last car of the afternoon exprcss,
and quictly dcpositing himself and his little Russia
bag on the short seat at the end of the car. He
has just taken from his pocket a lettcr addrcssed to

“ Mark Howland.” That is his fiame. His unclc
Cyrus has invited Mark to spend Christmas with
his cousins in New Liverpool, and he is now on his
way to that metrépolis.

There is nothing to fear on account of the
strangcness of the place to which he is going, for
his cousins Arthur and Clarence will meet him at
the station; and there is no reason to doubt the
heartincss of his welcomc, for his uncle’s family are
not at all “ stuck up,” if they do live in a fine
house; and his father and mother are not only
willing, but glad to have him go; so the happy light
of expectancy shines out of his eyes.

It has been a busy day with Mark. He was up
at four in the morning to go over the paper-route
with Horacc Mills, who is to carry the morning
papers for him during his three days’ absencc;
then there were many little prcparations to make
about the house, for Mark did not wish to take his
plcasuring at the expense of extra work for his father
and mother, whose daily burdens are heavy enough;
and therefore, as far as he can, he has anticipatcd
the work of the three coming days. This filled
the forenoon. After dinner, there were a few last
errands for his mother, and then there was only
time to pack his bag and don his Sunday suit, and
hurry to the station for the four o’clock express.

The evening is cloudy and it is soon dark, and
there is little to see from the Windows of the ca.
Mark amuses himself for a while in watching the
passengers; but they happen to be an unusually
decorous company, and there is not much enter-
tainment in that occupation. At length, he niakcs
himself comfortable in his cérner of the car, rcsts
his head against the window-frame, and givcs him
self up to imagining the dclights of the coming
day. Presently the speed of the train slackens,
and the brakeman cries: “ Luncnburg; ten mn
utes for refreshments; change cars for the Adilil
Line I'”

While Mark is observing the departure of te
passengers who get down at this station, ad
wondering what the “ Aerial Line” may be, heis
surprised to see his Unele Cyrus entering the froi
door of the car.

“ Oh, here you are, Mark ! ” he exclaims, ash;
espies him. “ Glad to see you, my boy. Howyo»
grow ! But come, bring your bag. Wc Iwi
changed our plans since morning. | have had &
invitation to spend Christmas with Sir Mmarmaduki
Monahan, and | am to bring my boys along. Yo»
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are one of my boys for the time being, so here
you go. Arthur and Clarence are waiting outside.
| have telegraphed your father, and he knows all
alwut it.  Come on.”

Mark picks up his bag and follows his tnele, half-
dazcd by the suddcnness of this change of plans.

Arthur and Clarence greet him in high glee.

“Isn’t this a gay oid adventuro ?” cries Arthur.
%You did n’t expect anything like this; did you ?”

“N-no,” ansvvers Mark, rather dcmurely. He
isnot yet sure that he is glad to be chcated out of
hisvisit to New Liverpool. And then he asks:

“ But who is Sir Marmaduke Monahan ?”

“Uon’t you know ?” cry both the boys. “ Why,
he’s thc one they cali The Man in the Moon. When
he 'vas down here the last time, he stopped over
Sunday with us. Papa ’s one of the aldermen, you
know, and Sir Marmaduke was the guest of the
city; so Papa saw him and asked him to our house.
He ’s just the jolliest little oid chap. He told
Bever so much about his home, and made us’
promise that we would visit him somctime. This
morning we got a telegram from him, and started
this afternoon on short notice.”

Now it begins to come to Mark that he has read
inthe papers of the establishment of an aerial line
to tile moon, the result of one of Edison’s won-
(lerful inventions.

The night is dark and chilly ; but at the farther
end of the station a great electric light is blazing,
and thither the four travelers make their way. A
long flight of steps leads up to an elevated platform,
alongside of which, resting upon trestle-work, stands
the great aerial car. It looks a little like one of the
Winans clgar-steamers; its length is perhaps one
hundrcd and fifty feet, and its shape is that of a
cylinder, pointed at both ends. Just forward of the
middle of the car are two enormous paddle-wheels,
ore on each side, not covered in like the paddles
of a North River stcam-boat, but in full view.

“ How soon does it start?” Mark asks his Unele.

“In five minutes; there is the captain now.”

A man in a bright red uniform is coming out of
the station, with a lantern in his hand. Following
Wn is a company of thirty or forty little people,
whose singular appearance strikes Mark almost
dumb with astonishment.

“What queer creatures are those ?” he whispers.

1‘Those are the moon-folk,” answers his Unele.
“You have never seen any of them, have you?
They are getting to be so common in the streets of

I' New Liverpool that we hardly notice them.”

“But what are those things around their heads?”

“Those are the air-protectors. You know the
jatmosphcre of the moon is very thin ; some of the
jastronomers used to say that there was n't any, but
| oI'trc is; only it is so extrcmely rare that wc were
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not able to discover it. The lungs of the moon-
folk are, of course, adapted to that thin atmosphere,
and could not breathe in ours any more than we
could breathe water. So when they come down to
earth they wear these globes, which are hcrmetically
sealed around their necks, and are very' strong, to
protect them from our air.”

“ Are these globes made of.glass? ” asks Mark.

“ Yes, they are: the new kind of glass, that is
anncalcd so that it is flexible and tough as iron.”

As the curious little folk go trotting by on their
way to the car, one of them rccognizes Mr. How-
land, and gives a queer little jerk of the head.

“ That,” says Clarence, “is Sir Marmaduke’s
stcward. He was at our house with his master.”

Now the little man halts and holds out to Mr.
Howland a tiny tclephonc and transmittcr. Mark
notes that they communicate with a mouth-piece in-
sidc the globe which protccts the moon-man’s head.

“ That s the way they have to talk,” said Ar-
thur.  “ There is n’t any air to speak of inside
that glass, and so there can’t be any sound. But
he manages it with this little telcphone. He hears
with his tceth,—that ’s the new way of hearing,—
then he spcaks into his transmittcr, and we can
hear him.”

“ What was he saying?” asks Arthur, as the
little man hurries on.

“ Only that Sir Marmaduke is expccting us, and
that he will see us at the other end of the line,”
replies his father.

“ All aboard!” shouts the captain. *“ Earth-
folk fonvard; moon-folk abaft the whecl!”

Mark observes that two gang-planks run out to
“ The Meteor,”—for that is the flame of the aerial
car,—and that thc little people are passing in over
one of them, and the carth-born passengers over
thc other. They all are soon inside a handsome
little saloon, clliptical in shape, furnished with
stuffed lounges and easy-chairs, and a center-table
with a few books and papers, lighted by small Win-
dows of thick plate-glass, and warmcd by electric
radiators. The sliding door is shut by the guard
and firmly fastcned, a few strokes of a musical bcll
are heard, a tremulous flutter passes through the
frame of “ The Meteor,” and the great paddlc-
whecls begin to revolve. Mark observes that the
separate paddles of each whecl are constructed so
that, as each one begins the downward and back-
ward stroke, it spreads out like a fan, and thcn
shuts up as it begins to rise from its lowest position,
so as to offer but little resistance to the air.

The hugc ship riscs slowly from its timbcr moor-
ings; the paddle-wheels begin to revolve with great
rapidity; the lights of the village bclow drop down
and down like falling stars; for a moment, a thick
mist outside hides everything from view—* The
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Meteor ” is passing through the clouds ; in another
moment, the stars above blaze out with wonderful
brilliancy, the clouds are all lying bencath,—a sil-
very sea, lit by the rising moon,—and the lights of
the under world have all disappearcd.

“ How high up are we now? ” Clarence asks.

His father turns to a barometcr on the wall, with
a table of altitudes hanging beside jt, and ansvvers:
“ About six miles, 1 judge from this table. We
are not yct fully under hcadway. But my ears
ljcgin to ring, and | guess wc had better be getting
on our rcspirators.”

Following Mr. Howland, the laoys all go over to
the forward part of the saloon, where a gentlcmanly
steward is assisting the passengcrs to adjust these
curious contrivances.

An elderly gentleman, wlio has just secured his
outfit, is returning to his seat.

Mark noticcs that he wears over his nose a neatly
fitting rubber cap, from the bottom of which a
tubc extends to the inside pocket of his coat.

“You see,” cxplains his Unele, “ wc are getting
up now where the atmospherc is very thin, and
presently thcrc will be next to none at all.  These
rcspirators are made for the supply of air to the
carth-folk on their journey through spacc and dur-
ing their stay at the moon. Edison’s wonderful
air-condenser is the invention that makes this pos-
sible. By this invention, twenty-five thousand cubic
feet of air are condenscd into a solid block, about
three times as large as a good-sized pocket-book,
that will keep without aérifying in any climatc.
There ! He is slipping one of the bricks of con-
dcnsed air into that pouch just now, and handing
it to that gentleman. You see that it looks a good
deal like a piece of Parian marble. The tube con-
nects the pouch containing the condensed air with
the respirator on the end of the nose, and the
moisture of the breath produces a gentle and
gradual aerification, as they cali it, or change of
the brick into good air.”

“ How long will one of those chunks of con-
denscd air last ?” Mark asks.

“ About twenty-four hours. They can last longer,
but they are generally rencwed every day.”

“ | should think, then,” Mark answers, “ that
earth-folk, while they are in the moon, would feel
like saying in their prayers, ‘ Give us this day our
daily breath,” as well as ‘our daily bread.””

“ Perhaps,” rcjoined his Unele, rcverently, “ they
might fitly offcr that prayer while they are on the
carth, too, as well as anywhere else.”

“ How fast are we going now? ” Arthur inquircs.

“ Possibly sixty miles an hour,” says his father.

“ Sixty miles an hour !” answers Mark. “ Why,
that 's—"Net me see; six fours are twenty-four, six
twos are twelve, and two are fourteen. That ’s only
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fourteen hundred and forty miles a day, and we havc
two hundred and thirty thousand miles to travel.”

“Whew !'” cries Arthur. “ It will take us more
than a hundred days—almost two hundred—to get
there, at this rate.”

“You don’t understand,” Mr. Howland explains.
“Wc can only go by means of these paddles
through our atmospherc.”

“ And that,” breaks in Arthur, “ is only forty-
five miles.”

“ It is more than that. The later conjectures of
the best astronomcrs, that the atmospherc extends
about two hundred miles from the surfacc of the
earth, have been verified. But just as soon as we
reach the outermost limits of this atmospheric en-
\'elope of the earth, we strike the great electric
currents that flow between the earth and the moon.
These currents, at this time of the day, flow toward
the moon. They go with immense velocity,—prob-
ably twenty thousand miles an hour. This car is
covercd, as you saw, with soft iron, and, by the
electric engines which drive the machinery, it is
converted into an immense electro-magnet, on
which these currents lay hold, sweeping the car
right along with them. There is no air to resist
the motion, you know, and you are not conscious
of motion any more than you are when drifting
with the Gulf Stream in the Atlantic.”

“ We shall get there, then,” Mark figures, “ in
about twelve hours from the time we started.”

“ Yes; if nothing happens we shall land about
eight o’clock to-morrow morning. And now, as
there is very little that you can see, and as we shall
havc a fatiguing day to-mon-ow, and ought to start
fresh, | propose that we all lie down upon these
comfortable couches and try to get a night’s rest.”

The boys do not quite relish the suggestion, but
they adopt it, nevertheless, and are soon sleeping
soundly. An hour or two later, Mark awakens,
and, lifting himself on his elbow, looks out of the
forward Windows. The moon is shining in, and
such a moon ! Talk about dinner-plates or cart-
wheels ! The great bright shield of this moon
'filis a vast circle of the heavens. It is twenty times
bigger than any moon he ever saw. He takesa
quarter-dollar from his pocket and holds it before
his eye at a distance of about two inches, and the
coin does not hide the planct; a bright silvcr rim
is visible all around it. The dark spots on the
moon’s surface are now clearly seen to be decp
valleys and gorges; the mountain ranges come out
in clear relief. Mark isat first inclined to wake his
cousins; but he concludes to wait an hour or two
till the view shall be a little finer; and before he
knows it, he is sound asleep again.

He is wakened by a general stir in the saloon.
The captain is crying, “ All ashore !” the passen-
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gers are gathering their hand-luggage, and preparing
to disembark. How in the world, or rather in the
moon, this landing was ever efifccted, Mark does not
understand. But there is no time now to ask ques-

EVERY MAN MUST WEAR A RESPIRATOR

tions, and he picks up his bag and follows his Gnele
and his cousins. The gang-plank leads out to an
elevated platform, crowned with a neat little build-
ing, from the cupola of which a purple-and-whitc
flag, shaped and colored somewhat like a pansy,
is floating in the faint brccze. In a neat little park
surrounding the station an orderly crowd of the
moon-folk are waiting.

It is the brightest-colorcd company that Mark
has ever seen. The park fairly glitters and dances
with brilliant hues. The little carriages in which
thc gentry are sitting, instead of being painted
dcad black, are gay with crirfison and purple and
gold. The little ponies themselves have coats as
bright as the plumage of the birds on the earth, and
the costumes of the people are all as gay as color
can make them.

“ See !'” exclaims Clarence ; “ what do they
mean ? They are all waving flags, and they seem
to be shouting, but they do not make any noisc.”

“ No noise that you can hear,” replied Mr. How-
land. “ The atmosphere is so rare that it does not
convey the sound to our cars. Perhaps when we
draw nearcr we shall hear a little of it.”

“ But what are they shouting for? ” asks Arthur.

“ They are greeting us,” replies his father.
“ These are Sir Marmaduke’s people—his constitu-
ents perhaps | ought to cali them ; and they have
come at his summons to give us a welcome.”
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A handsome young officer now appears on the
platform, and touching his cap to the travelers,
beckons them to follow him. They all descend
the platform and go to the small squarc in front

of the park, where the car-
riages are waiting. Here
Sir Marmaduke comes
fonvard to greet them,
lifting his chapean, and
extending his hand in a
very cordial fashion.

He is a pleasant-faccd
little man, with gray hair;
he is dressed in a purple
uniform with white facings,
and he carries at his sido
an elegant little sword.
He puts his fingcrs to his
ears and points with a
smiling face toward thc
multitudc in thc park (who
are waving their flags and
their caps, and seem to
be shouting still more
uproariously), as if to say:

“ They are making so
much noise that itis of no
use for me to try to talk.”

The boys can hardly refrain from laughing at
this dumb show; but a faint murmur comes to
their cars, like the shouting of a multitude miles
away, and they realize that it is not really panto-
mime, though it looks so very like it.

They are led by Sir Marmaduke to the chariotin
waiting. The body of this conveyance is scarlet,
the whecls are gilt, and the cushions are sky-blue;
it is drawn by sixteen ponies, four abreast, each
team of which is driven by a postilion. The
chariot is about as large as an ordinary barouche,
with seats for four; but it towcrs high above all thc
carriages of the moon-folk.

A faint popping comes to their ears, whicli
seems to be a salutc from a battcry of clectrical
cannon in thc uppcr comer of the park; in thc
midst of the salute, the procession moves off. A
band, dressed in scarlet and gold, and playing on
silver Instruments, leads the way; the tones resem-
ble the notes of a sniall music-box, sniothercd in a
trunk.  Sir Marmaduke’s body-guard of two hun-
dred cavalry comes next; then Sir Marmaduke hini-
sclf in his carriage of State, drawn by eight ponies;
then the travelers in their chariot; then the grandecs
of the moon in carriages, and then the rest of thc
military and citizens on foot.

It is about a mile from the station to the palace
of Sir Marmaduke, and the travelers have a chance
to observe the scenery. The surface is quite un-
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even ; tlie hills are high and stcep, and the valleys
nanow; the trees are small and somewhat different
in form from those on the earth; the grass is fine
and soft, and multitudes of the brightest pink and
yellow flowers bloom in the meadows. The houses,
from all of which the pansy flag is flying, are stone,
and are nearly all of a single story, built, Arthur
guesses, in view of carthquakes.

's Moonquakes, you mean,” suggests Mark.

riic very modérate laugh with which the other
boys greet this small witticism scems to produce
consternation among the moon-folk. Sir Marnia-
(luke claps his hands to his ears, the cavalry ponies
in front fall to jumping and prancing, and the
whole procession is struck with a suddcn tremor.

Careful, boys ! whispcrs Mr. Howland. “ You

must rcmembcr that one of our ordinary tonos
souncis like thundcr to these people, and the rush
of air from our lungs, when we suddenly laugh or
cry out, affects this thin atmospherc somewhat as
an explosion of nitro-glycerine affects the atmos-
phero of the carth. A sudden outcry in a
louti tone might do great damagc.”

And now the head of the
column halts upon a wide
avcmie leading up to a fine
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Marmaduke, and the travelers, and the grandees,
to dismount and ascend the pavilion; the troops
march past with flying banners and music faintly
hcard, and the guests are escortcd to their rooms in
the palace, and are told to amuse themselvcs in any
way that picases them until dinncr shall be ready.

“ | have read,” says Arthur, “ that there is no
moisture on the surfacc of the moon; biit this
vegetation proves that there is. Besidcs, right
there, is a beautiful fountain playing on the lawn
before the palace, and yonder is a river.”

“ It is true,” his father answers, “ that there are
but few signs of moisture on the side of the moon
that is nearest tlic earth ; but we sailed around last
night to the other side,—the side that wc never see
from the earth; and here the surface is much
lower, and there is moisture enough to promote
vegetation. It is only this side of the moon that is
inhabitcd.”

It is not long before a herald comes to summon
our travelers to dinncr. They pass through a long

corridor into the spacious hall of the palace,
where the feast is spread.  Sir Mar-
madukc mccts them at the door

of the hall, and escorts them

dais at the side of

THE GRAND CAVAIXAUK IN THE METROPOLIS OF THE MOON.

palace; the cavalry is drawn up in ranks on either
side of the avenue; the carriages pass between,
nalting at the steps only long enough to allow Sir

the room, upon which stands the table preparcd
for them. From this elevated position the whole
of the banqucting hall is visible; and the gay
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costumcs of the guests, with the splendor of the
tablc-servicc and the abundance of the flowers,
make it a brilliant spectacle.

Sir Marmaduke places Mr. Howland on his
right, and his prime minister on his left; the three
boys occupy the seats next to Mr. Howland.

The master of the feast holds in his hand a
spcaking-trumpct, with which he can converse with
his guest upon the right; for it is only by the aid
of this that he can make himself heard. The

SIR MARMADUKE

waiters who come to sen'C the earth-folks also have
speaking-trumpets slung around thcir necks; but
they find little use for them, for the feast procccds
with great formality and in excellent order.

One course after another is served. Mark has
never seen in his dreams anything so tempting as
this bountiful feast.

Presently the cloth is removed, and the Man in
the Moon risos to proposc the health of the carth-
folk. 1 To cach of the guests a monstrous car-
trumpet is handed, with a megaphone attached,
and the boys, at a sign from Mr. Howland, draw
back from the table, bring their chairs a little
ncarcr to Sir Marmaduke, and listen to what he is
saying. His thin voice comes to them as from afar,
a little like the sound of the telephone when the
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wires are not working very well; but, with strict
attcntion, they catch the words of his speech:

“ My lords and gentlemen: We are honored in
hai’ing with us to-day one of the most distinguished
inhabitants of the earth. Allow me to prescnt him,
and the young gentlemen who are with him, and
to bid him and them, in the fiame of you all, a
hcarty welcome to the moon.”

Here the whole company rise and give three
tremendous cheers, which sound to the boys about

MAKES A SPEECH.

as loud as the buzz of half a dozcn house-flies on a
window-pane.

“There could be no better day than this,” Sir
Mannaduke goes on, “ for the promotion of peace
and good-will between the inhabitants of this planet
and those of Mother Earth.” (*“ Hear! Hear!”
from the multitude below.) “ It has been one of
my dearcst ambitions to securc more pcrfect com-
munication and more friendly relations between the
moon and the earth.” (“ Hear! Hear!” and chcers.)
“ | need not rcfcr to the erroneous opinions which
so long werc held by our people, concerning the
earth and her inhabitants. You know that, until a
recent period, it was bclieved by most of our scien-
tific men that the people living on the earth were
quadrupeds,—that each was provided with four
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legs, two horns, and a tail.” (Sensation.) *“ The
origin of this opinién is known to you all. Many
centuries ago, a creature from the earth passed
swiftly through our sky one day about noon, and
was seen to return in the direction of the earth.
It was supposcd to be onc of the earth’s inhabit-
ants. It is now known that it was one of their
domestic animals. The event is recordcd in the
.nnnals of thc earth, and is one of the facts taught
to thc children of that planct at a very tender age.
It is referred to in one of their trcatiscs of useful
Science in the following manner:

‘Hey diddlc diddle,

The cat and thc fiddle,

The cow jumped ovcr the moon.’

“ It was a cow, thcn, my lords and gcntlemen,
and not one of the carth-folk, that appearcd that
day so suddenly in our sky. Our scientists were
too hasty in their inferenccs. They should not
llave based a theory so broad upon a single fact.
;\nd inasmuch as there have been those among us
who were slow to relinquish the oid theory, and loath
to bclieve that the people of the earth are bipeds
like ourselves, | am grcatly plcased to give you to-
day an ocular demonstration of the new theory.”

Sir Marmaduke sits down amid great chcering.

Mr. Howland has risen, and is watching for the
applause to subside before bcginning his responso.
The boys have kcpt as sober faces as possible, but
ihe spccch of the Man in the Moon has prctty
nearly upset their gravity. Mark is biting his
lips to keep back the merriment, when he sud-
denly turns around and perceivcs the fat oid prime
minister, who has eaten too much Christmas dinner,
aslcep in his chair through all this enthusiasm, and
nodding desperately in the direction of a hot pud-
ding that has been left by thc waiters before him on
the table.  Every nod brings his face a little nearer
to the smoking heap, and finally down goes his nose
plump into the pudding.

Itis a little more than the boy can endure. How
much of it is laugh, and how much cough, and how
much scream, nobody can tell; but there is a trc-
mendous explosiéon from the mouth and nose of
.Mark—an explosion that smashes crockery and up-
sets vases, and sends Sir Marmaduke spinning out
of his chair, and scattcrs the guests as ifa thundcr-
bolt had struck the palacc. In a few moments the
hall is desertcd by all but the master of the feast
and a few of his attendants, with thc guests from
the earth, who are looking on in dismay at the havoc
which has been made by Mark’s unlucky outburst.

The good Sir Marmaduke quickly comes fonvard
tore-assure them.

“ Really,” he says, “ you must not be distrcssed
about this. No serious harm has been done. The
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boy was not to blame. I, too, caught a glimpse of
the oid gentleman, making the last despcrate nod,
and | could n’t help bursting with laughter.”

“ But the people,” says Mr. Howland. “ | am
very sorry that we should have had the misfortune
to frighten them so badly.”

“ You need have no anxiety on that score,” re-
plies Sir Marmaduke. *“ They did not connect the
noisc they heard with you in any way. They all
thought it was a moonquake, and they have hurried
home to see whethcr their houses have sustained
any injury.”

While they have been talking, they have been
passing through the hall toward the pavilion. The
chariot of the guests has just appeared in front of
the palace.

“ Can it be possible?” exclaims Mr. Howland.
“ Qur time of departure has come. Good-bye, Sir

Marmaduke. You have done us much honor, and
given us great pleasure.”
“ Good-bye,” returns the gentle host. “ Ishall see

you hero again, | am sure. And | want thc boys
to come without fall. The next time, we will take a
little trip to the mountains, and scc some of the
cratcrs of the extinct volcanoes, and camp out a
few days where the game and the fish are plenty.
Good-bye. Bou voyage!”

The parting guests, thus heartily specded, mount
their carriage, are whirled to the station, enter
again the saloon of “ The Meteor,” are lifted upon
the great electric tide then just ebbing, and will
soon, no doubt, be safely landed at the Lunenburg
terminus of the Great Aerial Line.

When Unele Jack’s narration closes there is
silencc in the library for half a minute.

“ Unele Jack!” finally ejaculates Sue, with a
good deal of emphasis on “ Jack,” and with a fall-
ing infiection.

“ Let us look into that machine,” pleads Joe.

“ Oh, that machine,” says Unele Jack, in a very
cool way, “is my spectroscope. | did not see in
that the things | have been telling you.”

“ What did you see them in ?” urges Joe.

“ Humbug!” shouts the knowing Fred. * He
made it all up out of his own head. There 1 He’s
got thc blank-book in his hand, now, that he writes
his stories in. | ’ll bct he ’s read ever)' word of it
out of that book while he has been sitting there with
his back to us, pretending to look into that oid
spectroscope.”

“ Alas ! my gentle babcs,” complains the solemn
Unele, slipping the blank-book into his desk. “ |
grieve that you should have so little confidence in
me. But you must remember that in these days
of Edison and Jules Verne, nothing is incredible.”
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THE LITTLE KINDERGARTEN GIRE.

By Bessif. Hill.

If | scw, sew, sew, and puli, puli, puli,
The pattcrn will come, and the card be full;

So it ’s criss, criss, criss, and it ’s cross, cross, cross;

If we have some pleasant work to do we ’rc never
at a loss.

Oh, dear! | pulled too roughly,—I ‘ve brokcn

through my card.

| feel like throwing all away, and crying real hard.

But no,
So |

no, no,—for we never should despair.
rip, rip, rip, and 1 ’ll tear, tear, toar.

Therc ! you pretty purple worsted, 1 °ve saved you, every stitch
(Because if we are wasteful we never can get rich).

Now | Il start another tablet, and | Il make it perfect yet.
And Mother Il say; “ Oh, thank you, my prccious little pet!”

THE GAMES AND TOYS

OF COREAN CHILDREN.

By William Elliot Griffis.

Look on the map of Asia, and see the peninsula
of Corea hanging out from the main-land like our
Florida. It lies just between China and Japan,
and is of the same size as Minnesota or Great
Britain. Perhaps as many as ten million people
live in Corea, so that there must be at least two
million children there. They all dress in white.
Their clothes are made of cotton or of bleached
sca-grass. One of the greatest labors of a Corean
housckeeper is the whitcning of her husband’s and
childrcn’s clothes for a gala day. To see a gang
of Corean farmers laboring in the rice-fields, re-
minds one of a flock of big white birds, like the
sno«7 heron of Japan.

Corea is a forbidden land. Until three years
ago, no foreigner was allowed to set foot on her
shores. Corea was like a house full of people, but
shut up, with gatos barred, 4hd “ No Admittance”
nailed up everywhere. When sailors were ship-
wrecked on the shores, the Corcans fed and housed
them, but always sent them out of the country
as quickly as possible. Englishmen, Russians, and
Americans sometimcs carne to Corea and said: “ Be
sociable and open your doors. We want to trade
with you. We have nice machines and cloth and

corn and docks and guns, which we want you to
buy; and you have gold and tiger-skins and cattle
and silk to sell to us. Pleasc open your doors.”

“Wc wont!” said the King of Corea and all
his court.  “ We ’re a little kingdom in the cérner
of the earth. Our country is four thousand years
oid ; it has done without your docks and coal-oil
so far. We don’t want to trade. Cood-bye. Pleasc
go away.”

So they all went away, and said Corea was like
a hermit-crab in a shell, showing nothing but its
daws. And so the great world knows no more
of Corea than if it were a patch of moon-land.
But in 1876 the Japanese sent a great fleet of war-
ships to Corea, and General Kuroda actcd as Com-
modore Perry did in Japan in 1853. He had rifled
cannon and plenty of powdcr at hand, but he did
not fire a shot. He gained a “ brain-victory ” over
the Coreans, and they made a treaty with the
Japanese; and the merchants of Japan now travel
and trade in the country. One of these merchants,
who perhaps had children of his own, and wished
to make them a New Year’s prcscnt on his return
home, collected a number of the toys of Corean
children. Of these, the artist Ozawa made a sketch
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and sent it to the writer. Now, some of the games of
Japanese children are borrowed from the Coreans ;
and so, from seeing them, we know something
about play and toys in Corea.

First, there is the jumping-jack, or “ sliding
Kim,” wc ought to cali it, for Kim is a Corean
naine. A little Corean boy (a wooden one, of
course) holds a trumpet in his right hand.  When
the string is pullcd down, he puts out his tongue;
«lien it slides up, in goes the tongue, and the
irumpet flies to his lips. The hat and feather, and
(Iress with fringed sleeves, are exactly like those
of live, rollicking children in the Corean homes.
Iclow, in the copy of Ozawa’s sketch, you will see
the trumpet on which real Corean boys blow, and
al the toys here mentioned.

The Corean Ad/te, or boy, is very fond of play-
ing with little dogs. He puts a coat on Master
I'uppy, teaching him to sit with his fore-paws on
his knecs. When the dog grows up, he may be
trained to hunt the tiger. Tigers are very large
and numerous in Corea. If you were to step into
the parlor of a fine Corean house, you would see
a tiger-skin spread out as a rug. On this the little
boy plays, rollicking with his companions, or beats
the drum, on which a dragén is paintcd.

For a rattle, the Corean baby plays with the
dricd skin of a round-bodied fish filled with beans.
When the Corean boys wish to “ play soldiers,” or
imitate the king’s procession, they can beat the
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drum, blow the trumpet, and march with their
spear-headed flags. These are made of silk, em-
broidered with flowers and tipped with white horse-
hair.  In the middle will be the royal chariot, with
a top like a fringcd umbrella, silken hangings, and
brass-bound wheels. In this the king rides. The
big hats are as large as parasols, and have plumes
of red horse-hair. One has a flap around the
edge to keep off the sun. The state umbrella,
which is only held over men of high rank, is also
tasseled with horse-hair dyed red. The Coreans
are very fond of ornament, and all thcir flags,
banners, and fine articles of use are decoratcd
with horse-hair, pheasant and peacock feathers, or
tigers’ tails.

On the left are seven pin-whecls set in one frame.
With this, the Corean boy runs against the wind.
The “ boat-cart” is shaped like a Corean rivcr-
skiff, and has wheels, can'ed to represent arrows.

When the little Corean grows to be a man, he
practices archery or horsemanship, becomes a stu-
dent, hunts the tiger, or settles down to business.
There are plenty of fishermen, but hardly any
sailors, in the country, for the Coreans never travel
abroad. Wc hope that Corea and the United
States will yet have a treaty, and thcn we shall
become better acquainted with these stay-at-home
people. Only one Corean has ever visited this coun-
try. He was dressed like a Japanese, and attended
the Centennial Exhibition at Philadelphia in 1876.
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CROCKER AND THE

BUEEALOES.

[December,

WILL CROCKER AND THE BUEEALOES.

(A Truc Sio*y.)

136 WILL
Hv F.
VOU can’'t HUNT BUFFALO on that horse !’
W ill Crocker, whose adventure among a
drove of buffaloes | am about to relate, was a

young herdsman of the Lonc Star State, and was, |
regret to say, as wild and uneducated a boy as
could be found in tliat far from classical region.

But, though Will was uneducated, lie was clever-
witted. Fie was not the kind of boy who, as the
French say, “would tie a hungry dog to a tree
Wwith a string of sausages”; and, if he was ignorant
of mathematics and geography, he was well in-
formed on all mattcrs rclating to bis father’s call-
ing. He could manage a horse as well as the best
man on the ranch, and was a fair rifle-shot and
a good drovcr.

But Will had one great dcfect. He was ex-
trcmely obstinate, and his father had not enough
forcé of character to chcck the fault. So, at seven-
teen years of age, Will was of such a self-willed
disposition that to advise liim in one dircction was
almost sure to make him take the opposite course.

On one occasion, this obstinacy brought Will
into trouble whicli nearly proved fatal.

Tlie drovers had got back from San Antonio,

M.arshall

W hite.

SAID HIS FATHER.”

their herds, and were
going on a grand buffalo hunt. There were six of
them—*“ Oid man Crocker,” as Will’s father was
cailcd, to distinguisli him from his son, a Frcnch-
man named Henry Leclerc, a Dutchman, nick-
named “ Dutch,” two Mexican vaqueros, and last,
but by no means least, our friend Will.

It is impossiblc to hunt buffaloes on a horsc
unuscd to the business. But the following niorn-
ing, as the hunters were about to start, Will
appcarcd among them, mountcd on a powcrful
black horse callcd Bonanza, which rcared and
plunged in a manncr that would havc unscated a
less practiccd horseman.

“Helio!” said Crocker.
on that horse ?”

“ Coing buffalo-hunting, of course,” replied his
son, as the animal he besti'ode stood up on its hind
legs, threatening to fall over backward, and vigor-
ously gesticulatcd with his fore feet.

“You can’t hunt buffalo on that horse!” said
his father. “ Co back and get another; and be
cpiick.  We ’rc going to start right away.”

whither they had driven

“What re you doin’
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“Start as soon as you picase,” replied Young
Obstinacy. “ But | Tl be the first man past "

His rcmarks were cut short by Bonanza suddenly
rcversing himself and standing on his front feet,
causing his cnterprising rider to slide fonvard upon
his neck. Dutch, scclng this, spokc up:

“You can’t go to a buffalo up mit dat horsc !”

“You fellovvs attcnd to your own affairs,” re-
marked Will, disrespectfully, “and | ’Il attcnd to
thc horsc. He ’s the fastest beast here, and | 'm
just about smart enough to put him alongside a
buffalo, whether he wants to go or not.”

“It makes me noding odds if you go hunt on a
stcain-engine,” obscrved Dutch.

“Remember what wc ’rc telling jou,” said
Crocker, “ when we strikc buffalo and that crittcr
runs away.”

“T'he horse does n’t Uve that can run awtiy with
me,” replied Will, confidently, and the little caval-
cade cantcrcd off briskly toward the biiffalo-past-
urcs of the south-west.

Itwas a beautiful morning, peculiar to the Tcxan
diniatc. The rising sun gilded the flowcr-decked
plain, and from the tall grasscs rose flocks of gay-
feathered birds; while the balmy air of early fall

AND

THE BUEEALOES.

137

shouted and sang, as their powcrful horses, with
cqual animation, bore them swiftly onward.

The second afternoon out, a buffalo-hcrd was
discovcrcd fecding far to the south, resembling a
flock of black sheep in the distance.

A hait was at once called, and preparation made
for a descent upon thc game in thc morning. The
horses were tcthcred by long raw-hides, and the
mcn proceeded to put their guns and ammunition
in order. The next morning dawncd frcsh and
clear. The buffalocs were still in sight, though
farther away; and, as the wind blew from thc
hunters toward thc hcrd, a long dctour was made,
in order to approach them from thc opposite side.

At length, the huntcre dashed among them and
commenced thc work of destruction.  Wiill’s horse,
the unreliablc Bonanza, behaved well while among
his companions; but no sooncr did they scattcr
than he became wunmanageable, and his rider
heartily wishcd he had takcn his father’s advicc in
rclation to thc animal, as he found he was going to
be left out of thc sport.

There were no brecch-loading guns in the party,
and it would astonish a crack sportsman— with his
repeating Winchester and rcady-loaded shclls in a

‘he LEAPED to THE NEAREST BUFFALO.”

blew, frcsh and invigorating, into the faces of the
borscmen. W ith spirits raised by that sense of ex-
hilaration which comes of rapid motion, the riders

convenicnt belt—to see a horseman charge a muz-
zle-loader from the saddle.
The report of the hunters’ rifles gradually dif-
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fused uneasincss among the buffalocs, which num-
bcred two thousand or more, and they began to
move, followed by the relentless horscmen.

In their course they again approached the horse
of our disappointed fricnd. Will tried desperately
to gct closc cnough for a shot.  He succceded, but
a scared bull, with shaggy front and furious, twink-
ling eyes, charged toward Bonanza, and that animal
turned and fled ignominiously.

The now terrified bufialoes closed in upon the
panic-stricken horse, and soon Will was surroundcd
by the shaggy hcrd. He tugged vainly at the bit;
and the loud laughter of his companions, who
recmcembercd his boast on starting out, grew fainter
as he was borne swiftly away.

He was not at all alarmed till he looked back
and saw that he was fast leaving the men out of
sight. Then flashed upon him the thought of how
powerless he was in the midst of the unwieldy herd.
He was completely surrounded, and the frightened
buffaloes werc running at their swiftest speed,
which they would probably continué for hours.

He thought of stopping his horse by taking off
his coat and putting it over the animal’s eyes. But
then, should the horse stop, he would be knocked
down by the buffaloes, and both of them be
pounded to death beneath the feet of the herd.

So powerful are these clumsy bcasts that in a
large herd they are almost invinciblc. They leave
a track behind them which much resembles a
plowed field. Should one of the number lose its
footing, it is almost sure to be killed by its com-
panions, as those in the rear, crowding upon the
forward ranks, make a pause impossible.

Crocker obscr\'ed his son’s peril first. He was
heard to cry out suddenly, and then, applying his
spurs, he galloped in the rear of the fast-retreating
hcrd.  Leclerc and Dutch followed hard upon his
heels, but the coldcr-blooded Mexicans remained
to skin the buffalocs the little party had slain.

Meanwhile, Will had given himself up for lost.
But he looked his peril in the face, with a courage
begotten of a life among dangers.

Suddenly, a desperate thought occurred to him.
He had heard drovers and trappers tell of Indian
hunters whose mode of killing buffalocs was by

ID ecEMIibk,

running on their backs, jumping from one to an-
other, and spearing them as they ran. W hy could
not he escape that way ? The animals were closc
together and, though a misstep would be fatal, to
remain in his prcsent position was certain death.

A dense cloud of black dust hung over the herd,
through which naught was visible but the tossing
sea of beasts near him. He, therefore, had no
idea how many of the animals intervened between
himselfand safety. His chances of escape seemed
not one in ten, but the stumbling of his horse
decided him to make the attcmpt.

More thoughtful than most boys would have
been in the face of a dangcr like his, he unbuckied
his horse’s bridle and tied it around his gun (which
he carried strapped to his back), and then, getting
off his saddle on to the horsc’s withers, he loosed
the girth and let it fall to the ground, intending,
should he succced in making his escape, to go back
and pick it up. He now rose to his feet on the
horse’s back, holding to the animal’s mane, and in
an instant leaped to the nearest buffalo, holding
his gun, like a balancing-pole, in both hands.

The animal plunged, but he jumped to the next
and the next, like Eliza Crossing the Ohio on the
ice, in “Unele Tom’ Cabin.” He had accom-
plished half the distancc, rvhen one of the buffaloes,
seeing him coming, jumped to one side. The
boy fell between, but dropped his gun in time to
grasp the animal by its long hair, and with difii-
culty he climbed upon the terrified and plunging
creature, and jumped desperately on till he reached
the outside of the herd, when he fell to the ground
and rolled over and over, with his head swimming
and a heart Icaping for joy.

He was yet in danger from the stragglers on the
edge of the herd, but the cloud of dust and the
animals it obscureci passed by, and faded into a
sniokc-like billow, leaving him uninjured.

Ten minutes after, Crockcr and his two followers
galloped up and, to their great joy, found the boy
unhurt beyond a few bruiscs.

Will rodé home behind his father’s saddle, but
whether or not the adventure had any cffect for
good on his stubborn nature, the chroniclc saith
not. Let UShope it had.

NURSE’S SONG.

W henever a little child is born,

All night a soft wind rocks the corn;

One more buttercup wakcs to the morn,
Somewhere.

One more roscbud shy will unfold,

One more grass-blade push thro’ the mold,

One more bird-song the air will hold,
Somewhere.
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THE ST. NICHOLAS TREASURE-BOX OF LITERATURE.

INTRODUCTIO.V :

Litekature IS a very big thing, young friends ; and
;alxs, you know, especially a treasure-box, suggests
somelhing rather sitrall.  But we hope to make this par-
ticular bo.x so precious to you for its contents’ sakc, that
itrvill rcmind you of tire fairy caskets which, at command,
elled theinselves with magical wealth, or the vessels that
sent forlli giants and genii, lifted by their own beautiful
clouds of golden mist. After all, that is just what a
Inerary treasure-box ought to be ; and we hope tliat very
ofien, «hen you raise the lid of this one, wonderful
things may float out of it toward you,—float out and
expind into lifting mists of fancy, or turn to glittering
jeivelsof thought, or settle into beautiful drifts of-----

Dear, dear! This will never do. It is true, but
after all, our box is supposed to be a very solid little
didir, and not in the least up to fairy tricks. Therefore,
the Irest way is to tell just what we propose to put
intoit, and why we have it at all.

Tobegin with : Our plan is to put into the Treasure-
Hos,from month to month,— though not neces.sarily every
month—standard poems, short stories and sketches,
each fine in its way, and selected for you, with their
publUhers’ conscnt, from works already printed, though
not always within easy reacli of boys and girls. Occa-
sionally, we may print a long story or poem entire, but
tresliall reserve the privilege of omitting a verse or a
paragraph whenever the interests of our young readers
nill IC Irest served by our cloing so. To add to the in-
lcrest, many new pictures and sometimes portraits of the
miliors shall be given. We shall not shut out a good
thing because it is familiarly known ; for, if this is to be
their treasure-box in earnest, wliatcver the boys and girls
aremost sure to love should have a pormanenl place in
i \sarule, we shall say very little about the several
authors, trusting, rather, that the selections given will
incite you lo fincl out for yourselves more about them

| atl their works.

Many may wonder why we are lempted to make room
fot lilis treasure-box in a magazine hlready crowded;
andyct it would be hard for us to give a good reason
«hy room should not be made for it. Our strongest
j motive is the feeling that it will be a good thing for you

lo have ccrtain fugitivo and beautiful writings safely
. storedwithin your own magazine,— writings to which you
I may confidently turn for specimens of standard English,

and from which you can, when you wisli, select pieces for
ittitation.  But, beyond all this, we want to make you

Ixiter acquainted witli us grown folk. Children and
1lkcir elders, in spite of near relationships and happy

BY THE EDITOR.

lionie-ties, are too apt to be ignorant in regard to each
other.  Though familiar enough in some ways, they are,
in others, too far apart. The children need to know how
their elders really fee!, just as the grown folk need to
understand better the secret workings of the eager, long-
ing, wondering spirits that animate their troublesome
and dearly loved boys and girls.

Gifted men and women are the spokcspeople of all the
rest. They write, they paint, they act, or they live the
Irest and truest things that are in us all, but which they
alone can express fitly. A good xvriter represents not
mcrely his own soul, but the souls of his race. In truth,
what we cali our enjoyment and appreciation of a writer
or poet is simply a succession of grateful surpriscs, when
he shows us what our souls know, or nearly know,
already. A human soul, however generous or poetic it
may be, must recognize a thought before it welcomes it;
and this is one great reason why we all require education:
so that we may recognize the things, dceds, and thoughts
that are to delight and elevatc us, and lead us in brothcr-
hood to the Ilighest. Any little boy or girl may be one
with the world in this upward march. Every time a fine,
true thought or feeling—never mind how simple it is, or
whether it is mirthful or pathetic, or comforting or in-
spiring—enters any soul, itis sure toaddto this beautiful
power of recognition that forms the chief joy of life.
And so, why nothave
for fine  thoughts, true feclings,
happy fancies ?

Then, again, we do not feel that well-packcd school-
readers, “compilations,” and encyclopedias—all impor-
tant as these are in their way—can do for you just what
this box can do. Tire school-reader has its drawbacks,
because to read a fine thing while cozily seated on
the window-seat, or by the fire-place, or swinging in a
liammock, or lying under a tree, is quite different from
reading it aloud, just so many lincs in your turn, while
standing with other readers in a row, under a vivid sense
of pronunciation, intonation, and the vigilant, long-suffer-
ing attention of your teacher. Encyclopedias and collec-
tions are sometimes dangerous to young folks, because
they give an idea that a certain amount of good litcrature
must be acquired, and that here is the cream of it
skimmed and ready, and the sooncr you begin sw.allowing
it the better, especially if you are not in the least hungry
for it—most especially, then, for it shows how much your
mental system nceds it. We once heard an honest girl
say, after looking through an encyclopedia of litcrature:
“Mercy, aunty! It ’s not all herei These are only

bright humor, and

literarytrcasure-boxes ready
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‘specimens,” after all ! Jivery one of ihese horrid
autliors has written books and books. It ’s too mean

for anything!”
Poor girl!  She was not hungry, you see, and the
prospect of such a never-ending repast clismayed her.
Now, lo cliange the figure, litcrature is not a bughear
flor a task-masler. It isa mine of delight and .satisfac-
tion. But just as you hold its genis to the light, just so

NICHOLAS TREASURE-BOX.

[D ecemueir

much will they sparkle and glow for you. So this Ircas.
ure-box has no claim on you atall. It is yours if you
care for it, and not yours if you do not. It does not pre-
sume to be as complete as an encyclopedia, fior as well
regulated as aschool-reader, and its continued existence
must depend u]X)n the approval of our boys and girls.

This time, thc Treasure-box holds for you a story and
a poem, each telling of human life and human nature.

Many 0f you already know of Nathanicl Hawlhornc* through his delightful Wonder Tales and shorter stories.

He is America’s great romancer, and a

its beauty most skillfully, and bringin%

prince among the highest in literary style and
loves its own language, and gives a high place of honor to the writer who uses it
out its powers of expressing every thought and shade of meaning.

Eurity of E.nglish.  Each race
est, showing its strengll; and
You will

like “ David Swan,” we think, and feel how simply and bcautifully thc story is told.

David Swan :

By N.athanikl

W e have nothing to do with David until wc find
him, at the age of twenty, on the high road from
his native place to the city of Boston, where his
uncle, a small dealer in the grocery line, was to
take him behind the counter. Be it enough to say,
that he was a native of New Hampshire, born of
rcspcetable parents, and had received an ordinary
school education, with a classic finisli by a year at
Gilmanton Academy. After Journeying on foot
from sunrisc till nearly noon ofa summer’s day, bis
wearincss and the increasing heat determined him t6
sit down in the first convenicnt shade and await the
coming up of the stage-coach. .As if plantcd on
purpose for him, there soon appeared a little tuft of
maples, with a delightful recess in thc midst, and
such a fresh, bubbling spring that it seemed never
to have sparklcd for any wayfarer but David Swan.
Virgin or not, he kissed it with his thirsty lips, and
then flung himself along thc brink, pillowing his
head upon some shirts and a pair of pantaloons,
tied up in a striped cotton handkerchief. The sun-
beams could not reach him ; thc dust tlid not yet
rise from thc road after the heav>- rain of yesterday;
and bis grassy lair suited thc young man better
than a bed of down. The spring murmured drow-
sily beside him; thc branches wavcd dreamily
across thc blue sky ovcrhetid; and a deep sleep,
pcrchancc hiding dreams within its depths, fell
upon David Swan. But wc are to relate events
which he did not dream of.

W hile he lay sound aslcep in thc shade, other
people were widc awake, and passed to and fro,
afoot, on horschack, and in all sorts of vehicles,
along thc sunny road by bis bcd-chambcr.  Some
looked neither to the right hand fior the left, and
knew not that he was there; some merely glanccd
that way,”without admitting thc slumbcrer among
their busy thoughts; some laughed to see how
soundly he slept; and several, whose hearts were
brimming full of scorn, ejected their venomous

a Fantasy.
Hawthorne.

superfluity on David Swan. A middle-agcd widow.
when nobody else was near, thrust her head a litlk
way into the recess, and vowcd that the youiig
fcllow looked charming in his sleep. A teinpcr-
ance lecturer saw him, and wrought poor David
into the texturc of his evening discourse as an awful
instance of dcad-drunkenncss by thc road-sidc.
Rut censure, praise, merriment, scorn, and indilTcr-
cnce were all one, or rather all nothing, to David
Swan.

He had slept only a few moments, when a bnuvn
carriage, drawn by a pair of handsome horses.
bowled easily along and was brought to a siand-
still nearly in front of David’s resting-placc. A
linchpin luid fallen out, and permitted one of the
wheels to slide ofif. The damage was slight. and
occasloned merely a momentary alarm to an eldcrly
merchant and his wife, who were returning to
Boston in the carriage. W hile the coachman and
a scrvant were replacing the wheel, thc lady and
gentleman shcltcred themselves beneath the nuiple-
trees, and there espied the bubbling fountain. and
David Swan asleep beside it. Impressed with th
awc which the liumblest siceper usually shcds around
him, the merchant trod as lightly as thc gout weitild
allow; and his spouse took good heed not to rustlc
her silk gown lcst David should .start up all of a
suddcen.

“How soundly he sleeps,” whispcred thc oid
gentleman. “ From what a depth he draw.s that
easy brcath ! Such sleep as that, brought on with-
out an opiate, would be worth more to me than
half my income; for it would suppose health and
an untroubled mind.” .

“ And youth bcsides,” said the lady. “ Hcallhy
and quiet age does not sleep thus. Our shunber
is no more like his than our wakefulness.”

The longcr they looked, the more did this elderly
couple Tccl interested in the unknown youth, to
whom the way-side and the maple shade were as a

' Bom i804”ied 1864.
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secret chamber, with the rich gloom of damask cur-
tains brooding over him. Perceiving that a stray
sunbeam glimmered down upon his face, the lady
contrived t0 twist a branch aside, so as to intercept
it .And having done this little act of kindness, she
began to feel like a mother to him.

“Providence seems to have laid him here,”
whispered she”to her husband, ‘and to have
brought us hither to find him, after our disappoint-

TOnt in our cousin’s son. Methinks 1 can see a
likeness to our departed Henry. Shall we awaken
him?”

"To what purpose?” said the merchant, hcsi-
lating. “We know nothing of the youth’s
fiiaracter.”

“ fhat open countenance !” replied his wife, in

samo hushed voice, yet earnestly. “ This
innocent sleep!”

" hile these whispers werc passing, the sleeper’s

TREASURE-BOX.

heart did not throb, fior his breath b1
fior did his featurcs bctray the leas |

est. Yet Fortune was bending overi

to let fall a burden of gold. Theoli
lost his only son, and had no heiri
except a distant relativo, with whol
was dissatlsfied. In such cases, peopN
things than to act the magician, and”
splendor a young man who fell asleep in

“ Shall wc
him?” repeated the
persuasivcly.

“The coach is ready,
sir,” said the servant, be-
hind.

The oid couple startcd,
reddened, and  hurried
away, mutually wondering
that they should ever have
drcamed of doing anything
so very ridiculous. The
merchant threw himself
back in the carriage, and
occupicd his mind with
the plan of a magnificent
asylum forunfortunatc men
of business. Meanwhile,
David Swan enjoyed his
nap.

The carriage could not
have gone above a mile or
two when a pretty young
girl carne along, with a trip-
ping pace, which showed
prccisely how her little heart
was dancing in hcr bosom.
Perhaps it was this merry
kind of motion that causcd
—is there any harm in say-
ing it ?—her gartcr to slip
its knot. Conscious that
the silken girth—if silk it
were— was relaxing itshold,
she turned aside into the
shclter of the maple-trees,
and there found a young
man asleep by the spring!

Blushing as red as any rose, that she should have
intruded into a gentleman’s bcd-chambcr, and for
such a purpose, too, she was about to make her
gscape on tiptoc. But there was peril near the
sleeper. A monstcr of a bee had been wander-
ing overhead,— buzz, buzz, buzz,— now among the
leaves, now flashing through the strips *of sun-
shinc, and now lost in the dark shade, till finally
he appeared to bhe settling on the eyclid of
David Swan. The sting of a bee is sometimes
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Vee-hearted as she was innoccnt,
.cd thc intruder with her hand-
‘d him soundly, and drove him from
iplc shade. How sweet a picturc !
.cd accomplishcd, with quickencd
Ueeper blush, she stole a glance at the
nger for whom she had been battling

in the air.
handsome,” thought she, and blushed

ii/Vv et.

ow could it he that no dream of bliss grew so
'strong within him, that, shattercd by its very
strength, it should part asunder and allow him to
perceive thc girl among its phantoms? Why, at
least, did no smile of welcome brighten upon his
face ? She was come, the maid whose soul, accord-
ing to the ofd and beautiful jdea, had been sevcred
from his own, and whom, in all his vague but
passionate desircs, he yearned to meet. Her, only,
could he love with a perfect lovt,— him, only,
could she receivc into the depths of her heart,—
and now her image
, was faintly blushing
in thc fountain by

his side; should it passaway, its happy luster would
never glcam upon his life again.

“ How sound he sleeps!” murmured the girl.

She dcpartcd, but did not trip along thc road so
lightly as when she carne.

Now, this girl’s father was a thriving country
merchant in thc neighborhood, and happened, at
that identical time, to be looking out for just such

NICHOLAS
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ayoung man as David Swan. Had David formed
a way-side acquaintance with the daughter, he
would have become the (athcr’s clerk, and all else
in natural succession. So here again had good
fortune— the best of fortunes—stolen so near that
her garments brushed against him; and he knew
nothing of the mattcr.

The giii was hardly out of sight when two men
turned aside bcneath the maple shade. Both had
dark faces, set offbycloth caps, which were drawn
down aslant over their brows. Their dresses were
shabby, yet had a certain smartness. These were
acouple of rascals who got their living by whatever
the devil sent them, and now, in thc interim of
other business, had shiked thc joint profits of their
next piece of villainy on a game of cards, which
was to have been decided here under thc trees.
But, finding David asleep by thc spring, one of the
rogues whispered to his fellow: “ Hist! Do you
see that bundle under his head ?”

The other villain nodded, winked, and lecrcd.

“ 1 Tl bet you a horn of brandy,” said the firs,
“ that the chap has either a pocket-book, dr a snug
little hoard of small change stowed away aniongsl
his shirts. And if not there, we shall find it in his
pantalooiis-pockct.”

“But how if he wakes.?” said thc other.

His companion thrust aside his waistcoat,
pointed to the handlc of a dirk, and nodded.

“So be it!” muttered the second villain.

They approached thc unconscious David, and,
while onc pointed thc dagger toward his heart, the
other bcgan to search thc bundle bcneath his head;
their two faces, grim, wrinkled, and ghastly wit
guilt and fear, bcnt over their victim, looking

horrible enough to be mistaken for tiends,
should he suddenly awake. Nay,

had thc villains glanccd aside

into the spring, even they would

'y hardly have known themselves,
as reflected there. But David
' o Swan had never worn a more
tranquil aspcct, even when
o asleep on his mother’s breast.

“ 1 must take away the bundle,” whispercd one.

“ Ifhe stirs, 1l strikc,” muttered the other.

But, at that moment, a dog, scenting along thc
ground, carne in heneath thc maple-trccs and gazed
alternately at each of these wicked men, and thn
at thc quiet slecpcr. He then lapped out of the
fountain.

“ Pshaw !” said one villain, “ we can do nothing
now. The dog’s master must be cidse behind.”

“Lect’s take a drink and be off,” said thc othei-

The man with thc dagger thrust back thc weapoii
into his bosom and drcw forth a pockct-pistol, bnt
not of that kind which kills by a single discharge.
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ltwes a flask of liquor, with a block-tin tumbler
screwed UpoOn the mouth. Each drank a comfort-
ablé drain and left the spot, with so many jcsts and

y such laughtcr at their un-

V. -

jtoi— .

accomplished wickedness that they might be said to
have gone on tlieir way rejoicing. In a few hours
they had forgotten the whole affair, fior once imag-

“Kino Canute,” h

NICHOLAS

TREASURE-BOX. H 3

ined that the recording angel had writtcn down the
crime of murder against their souls, in letters as
durable as etcrnity. As for David Swan, he slept
quietly, neither conscious of the shadow of death
when it hung over him, fior of the glow of renewed
life when that shadow was withdrawn.

He slept, but no longer so quietly as at first.
An hour’s repose had snatched from his elastic
frame the wearincss with which many hours of toil
had burdened it. Now he stirred; now moved his
lips without a sound; now talked, in an inward
tone, to the noonday spccters of his drcam. Buta
noise of whecls carne rattling louder and loudcr

along the road, until it dashed through the dis-

pcrsing mist of David’s slumber; and there was
the stagc-coach. Hestarted up, with all his ideas
about him.

“Halloo, driver! Take apassenger? ” shouted he.

Room on top,” answercd the driver.

Up mounted David and bowled
away merrily toward Boston, with-
out so much as a parting glance
at that fountain of dream-like vicis-

situdc. He knew not that a phan-
tom of Wealth had tlirpwn a golden hue
upon its waters, fior. that one of Love had

sighed softly to their murmur, fior tliat one of

Death had threatened to crimson them with
his blood; all in tlie bricf hour since he lay
down to sleep. Sleeping or waking, we hcar

not the airy footsteps of the strange things that
almost happen.

the great English author, William Makepeace Thackeray,*—* dear oid Thackeray ” we

grotvii folks often cali him,—points to Ihe absurdity and wickedness of fiattery, and the greater kingliness that

mme* to an carthly king when lie owns his mortal dependence on the Ruler of all ]
that canie from Thackcray’s pen, it shows a faith in honesty and a scorn of all that is fawning or untrue.

“parasitcs,” as you will see, were not favorites witli liim.

all things. Like cverything else

Humark

1 Tliackcray 1s one of the world’s spokesmeii still, though he died years ago.

King Canute.

By William

Makepeace Thackeray.

King Canute was weary-heartcd; he had reigned for years a score,
Battling, struggling, pushing, fighting, killing much and robbing more;
And he thought upon his actions, walking by the wild sea-shore.

"Twixt the Chancellor and Bishop, walked the King with steps scdate,
Chamberlains and grooms carne after, silver-sticks and gold-sticks great,
Chaplains, aides-de-camp and pages,— all the officers of State.

Sliding after like his shadow, pausing when he chose to pause,
If a frown his face contracted, straight the courtiers dropped their jaws;
If to laugh the King was minded, out they burst in loird hee-haws.

* Jorn i8ix-»<iicd 1863.
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But that day a something vcxed him ; that was clear to ofd and young;
Thrice His Grace had yawned at table when his favorita gleemen sung,
Once the Queen would have consoled him, but he bade her hold her tongue.

Something ails my gracious master !'” cried the Keeper of the Seal,
Sure, my lord, it is the lampreys served for dinner, or the veal?”
Psha !” exclaimed the angry monarch, “ Keeper, 'tis not that I feel.

'T is the hear/, and not the dinner, fool, that doth my rest impair;
Can a king be great as 1 am, prithee, and yet know no care ?
Oh, 1'm sick, and tired, and weary.” Some one cricd: “ The King’s arm-chair !”

Then toward the lackcys turning, quick my lord the Keeper nodded,
Straight the King’s great chair was brought him, by two footmcn able-bodied ;
Languidly he sank into it; it was comfortably wadded.

Leading on my fierce companions,” cried he, “ over storm and brine,
1 have fought and | have conquered ! Where was glory like to mine?”
Loudly all the courtiers echoed : “ Where is glory like to thine?”

What avail me all my kingdoms? Weary am | now and oid ;
Those fair sons 1 have hegotten long to see me dead and coid ;
Would | were, and quiet buried, underneath the silecnt mold 1

Oh, remorse, the writhing scrpent 1 at my bosom tcars and hites;
Horrid, horrid things 1 look on, though | put out all the lights ;
Ghosts of ghastly rccollections troop about my bed at nights.

Cities burning, convents blazing, red with sacrilegious fircs;
Mothers wceping, virgins screaming vainly for their slaughtered sires.”
Such a tender conscience,” cries the Bishop, “ evcry one admires.

Look, the land is crowned with minstcrs which your Grace’s hounty raised ;
Abbeys filled with holy men, where you and Heaven are daily praiscd ;
Voif, my lord, to think of dying? on my conscience, | ’'m amazed !”

Nay, | feel,” replicd King Canute, “ that my end is drawing ncar.”
Don’t say so!” exclaimed the courtiers (striving each to squeezc a tear).
Sure your Grace is strong and lusty, and may live this fifty year.”

Live these fifty years!” the Bishop roarcd, with actions made to suit.
Are you mad, my good Lord Keeper, thus to speak of King Canute !
Men have lived a thousand years, and sure His Majesty will do 't

Adam, Enoch, Lamcch, Cainan, Mahaleel, Methusela
Lived nine hundred years apiece, and may n't the king as well as they ?”
Fervently,” exclaimed the Keeper,— “ fervently | trust he may.”

He to die?” resumcd the Bishop. “ He a mortal like to us?
Death was not for him intended, though cotiunuiiis 6mnibus; *
Keeper, you are irreligious for to talk and cavil thus.

With his wondrous skill in healing nc’er a doctor can compete,

Loathsome lepers, if he touch them, start up clean upon their feet;

Surely he could ralse the dead up, did His Highness think it meet.
*Mcaning: Common to all.
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“*1IACK!” he said, ‘thou FOAMINC ORINE!"’

Did not once the Jcwisli captain stay the sun upon the hill,
And the while he slew the foemen, bid the silver moon stand still ?
So, no doubt, could gracious Canute, if it were his sacrcd will.”

“ Might | stay the sun above us, good Sir Bishop ?” Canute cried ;
“ Could 1 bid the silver moon to pause upon her heavcnly ride ?
If the moon obeys my orders, sure | can command the tide !

VOL. V IIl.—lo.
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“Will
Said
Canute turned toward the ocean :

“ From the sacred shore | stand on,

AS
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the aclvancing waves obcy me, Bishop, if | make thesign ?~
the Bishop, bowing lowly: “ Land and sea, my lord, are
“Back !'” he said, “ thou foaming brine.

thine.”

| command thee to ret:

Venturc not, tlrou stormy rebel, to approach thy master’s

Ocean, be thou still !

| bid thee come not nearer to,m

/

But tlie sullecn ocean answcred with a louder, deeper roar.

And

the rapid wavces drcw nearer,

falling sounding on the shore ;

Back the Kecper and the Bishop, back tlie King and courtiers bore

And he stcrnly bade them neveUmore to kneel to human clay,
But alone to praise and worshi® That which earth and seas obey ;
And his golden crown of cmpire never wore he from that day.

King Canute is dead and gone.

NOT STUPID

By John

There was once a French ship, anchored, for a
time, at a small portin Italy. While the unloading
and loading of the vessel were going on, the sailors
would often ramble abouton shore, to see the sights
of the strange town. ) ;

One day, a party__gj[_diase-s«il«K-4bta4ffiem-
selves in the of an inn, where fitrat
ing showmamifad lodged a number of wild animals,
with which/ne intended to open an exhibition in
the towryihe next day.

Alrmiit all these animals were in cages, but one
of thdm, a large black bear, was quietly sleeping on
thryground, being merely fastened by a ropo from
hil collar to a stake. He wasa performing bear,

nd one of the principal attractions of the show.

Among the sailors who had wandcred into the

Acourt-yard, and now stood looking at the strange
creatures around them, was a man named Gaspar,
who was a very vain fellow in many ways, but
particularly vain of his knowlcdgc. He wished all
his comrades to understand that there were very
few things which he could not tell them all about.
He did not hcsitatc to say, indeed, that there were

Parasites exist alway.
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matters which he could explain a good deal better
than the captain could, or any of the officers.
When Gaspar carne into the yard of the inn, he
saw immediately that here was an excellent oppur-
tunity for him to display his knowlcdgc. So he
walked about the yard, explaining to his comnides,
and to the pcoplc who had bcen drawn together
ojAthgchance of seeing a show for nothing, the
habits ana--fu~liaritics of the different animals.
The showrriaftystyho was a good-natured person,
was much amused at'Si~ar’s performance.
“I'should like to have~stich a fellow to help me
when | am giving a show,” nfe>.8aid, to one of tlie
inn-peoplc; “ but he would haveHo know a little
more concerning the bcasts before I should let |
talk. About half he says iswrong.”
B)’ this time, Gaspar had dcscribed nearl”*-all the
animals, and had reached the big, sleeping bear.
“It s a curious thing,” said Gaspar, to the
little crowd around him, “ to see the differcnces in
animals. The bigger they are, the stupidcr they
are. The little ones are the smart and lively
fellows. They know how to take care of them-
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scives. A man can’'t make one of them work for,
him, like a great dumb ox. They are too brigh,f
and shnrp for that, and if a man wants to keci)
onc of them he has got to shut him up in a cago.
Take an elephant, for instance. What a great,
lumbcring creature an elephant is! And yét a
man can make onc of these overgrown monstcrs
carrv him and his whole family on his back,; and
do any kind of work he chooses to
icach him. But take a panther or a
leopard, who wdll not weigh as much
15 one of the elcphant’s legs, and see
hiiw cnsv it will be to make him work !
Itcan't be done. He 'd fly at thc throat
of any man who should try to teach
him to work.”

“ Then you think, Gaspar,” said one
of his companions, *“that it s only
stupid creatures that work ?”

“Yes. that s what | think,” said
Cispar. “To besure, lwork, myself;
but I'am getting wiser and wiscr every
(lay, and so, after a while, 1 may be
able to stop working and live as |
ought to Uve.”

¢+ Inacago ?” asked onc of the by-
standcrs.

"Do not interrupt me,” said Gas-
par. s 1was going on to speak of this
bear. thc biggcest and strongest animal
in the whole show, and yct he is the
only one who has been stupid enough
to allow himself to be taught to play
tricks, and dance, and stand on his
head,—things which are just the same
aswork to him.  All the other animals
have to be shiit up behind iron bars
and wires; but he, thc largest of them
all, allows himself to be led about by
arope, and does Just what he is told to
do. The great lump ! Look how fat
and stupid he is!” And Gaspar, to
show his contcmpt, gave the bear a
punch in the ribs with a stick he hcld in
his hand.

Instantly, the bear raised his head,
itnd, secing who had disturbed him, gave a roar
and sprang upon Gaspar. The frightened people
ran in every direction, while the showTnan hurried
lo Caspar’s assistancc.

liut he was too late. The bear had Jumped so
rsuddenly and violently that he pulled up thc stake,
laad he now seized Gaspar by thc waist-band of his
hrceches, as he turned to run, and shook him as a
dog would shake a rat. In vain the frightened

AS IIE SEEMED.

H 7

STrtlor struggled and cried. In vain the showman
pulled at his bear; in vain Caspar’s comrades
shouted and yelled. The bear shook and growled
and scratched until his rage had cooled down a
little, and then he began to pay attcntion to the
blows and commands of his master, and let poor
Gaspar go.

When thc unfortunatc lecturer on the habits of

THE TKAINEI) BEAR TEACHES CASUAR A CESSUN.

animals arése from the ground, dirty, torn, and
scared almost out of his wits, the showman said to
him: “ A bear may be a very stupid beast, but
the man who punches him when he is asleep is a
great deal stupider.”

At this all the people laughed,
walked off to his ship without a word.

And he never again dclivercd a lccture upon
animals.

and Gaspar
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SEVEN LITTLE PUSSY-CATS.

By Joel Stacy.

seven little pussy-cats, invited out to tea,

Cricd; “ Mother, let us go. Oh, do ! for good wec 'l surely be.

W Il wear our bibs and hold our things as you have shown us how—
Spoons in right paws, cups in left—and make a pretty bow ;

We Il always say ‘Yes, if you picase,” and ‘Only half of that.””
Then go, my darling children,” said the happy Mother Cat.

The seven little pussy-cats went out that night to tea,

Their heads were smooth and glossy, their tails were swinging free ;
They licld their things as they had learned, and tried to be polite ;—
With snowy bibs bencath their chins they were a pretty sight.

But, alas for manners beautiful, and coats as soft as silk !

The moment that the little kits were asked to take some milk

They dropped their spoons, forgot to bow, and— oh, what do you think?
They put their noses in the cups and all began to drink !

Yes, every naughty little kit set up a meouiv for more,

Then knockcd the tea-cup over, and scampered through the door.

DANCING.

By Joel Stacy.

M aster Fitz-Eustace de Percival Jones
Went dancing with Polly McLever;

And he asked her that night, in the sweetest of toii«
To dance with him only,— forever.

“ Indeed 1 will, Eustace de Percival Jones,”
Said dear little Polly McLever.
So he whispered her softly : “ Delay is for drones—
Let s take the step now, love, or never.”

To-day they are gray, and their weary oid bones
Feel kecnly each turn of the weather ;

But dancing at heart still are Polly and Jones,
As they tread their last measure together.
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Grandmother May's Stary.

By Ada Cummings.

| ET US see,— October, November, ancl
Rachel carne down with the fever soon
after corn-husking,— it must have

Then the dress-making began. Mother had a
brocade which had never been made up on account
of hcr going into mourning for Father; this was
very suitable for Aunt Dorothy’s complexion, and
they decidcd to use it for the clrcss part, with satin
(for the train) from the town.

| used to have a bit of the brocadc left,— I wish

" when the) Gayerpof.pave,his oy you,— a lilac ground, with

pyiii been about Christmas-time
grand
night. 1 never think of it

nowW ithout recalling all
that happened at the
same time,—a long, long
time ago, my dears, when
Rachcl and | were small,
and played and took com-
fort the day long.
It had been a long, coid
fall, with snow coming early
and lying along from week
to week, and then Rachel
was taken with the fever, ancl

we keptherin a darkened room,
and | stayed at home to hclp
Mollier. Drcary enough it was, and you may be
sure we werc pleased when Rachcl grew so well as
to sit of an afternoon by the window in an easy-
chair, and watch the teams glicle past the gato
through the snow, and the stagc-coach lumber by
the door and over the hill into the town.

And how pleased we were when one day the
stagc, instead of rumbling on as was its wont,
stopped at our gate, and my aunt Dorothy carne
running up the path into the house I How she
kisscd Mother ancl Rachel and me, and what a
cheerful, pleasant time wc had all together. She was
my falher’s sister,— your great great-aunt, my dears.

When Aunt Dorothy had been there about a
"eck, an invitation carne for hcr and for Mother to
ngranel party, to be given by the Govcrnor’s lady.

Mother said at once that she must stay at home,
hccausc of Rachcl’s being still so weak, but that
my aimt must on no account miss such a trcat.
The (lovernor’s son was to be there, ancl there werc
lobe nnisic and dancing, and a granel supper.

At first, Aunt Dorothy said it was n’t to be
ihought of, for she could never gct up a suitable
dress, being out in the country with no drcss-maker
fior millincr; but Mother persuacled her that they
could manage to make things presentable, with a
little liclp from the town. So it was settled that
my aunt should go to the hall.

hablstérd oMy sk Hoses.
Doroghy, daneed Wb Meid-and such a soft, bright color,—

Aunt Dorothy had light

you can fancy that a pattern like that would just
suit her.

After they had decided on lilac for the train, and
had sent to town for it, it occurred to my aunt to
wonder where she could find any one to put up her
hair properly. They wore it thcn in a mass,
shaped something like a tower on the top of the
head, and with great puffs, like wings, coming out
from either side.

Mother thought we could manage to.have it
arrangcd at home, but Aunt Dorothy insisted on
sending to the city and cngaging a hair-dresser to
come and put it up on the day on which the party
was to be. She said there was everytliing in having
the hair ciuite right, and that if he should fail to
come, she should be obliged to stay at home.

Then there was only a week between the invita-
tion and the party, but it seemed like four. There
was so much cutting outand tryingon and altering,
and altogether such a deal of fuss and wony. My
aunt had sent for lilac satin, and then she wished
it had been pink, and after that she was afraid that
neither would come ; though it did come in good
season, and a lovely shade at that. While they
were planning and making things ready, it was a
great trcat to Rachel and me to see the work-
women busy over the pretty garments, and to fancy
how Aunt Dorothy would look and fecl in the gay
company.

At last the dress was ready and laid out on the
spare bed, and cverything was done but to find
some one for an escort for my aunt, when, one
night, while the wind was blowing drifts of snow
up and down the road and around the corncrs of
the house, who should walk in suddenly but Unele
George !

We were all surprised to see him,—except
Mother, she took itvery quietly,—and glad enough,
you may believe. He was tall and handsome, and
a great favorito with us children ; and he always
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brought us something nice. Mother said it was
fortGnate that he had come just then, because of
Aunt Dorothy’ nccding some one for an cscort to
tlic party,—-and my aunt seemed pleased enough
to have it arranged in that way (as well she might
be, we children thought. Unele Gcorge being so
soldicrly and handsome). He was no relation
to my Aunt Dorothy, but was Mother’s brothcr.

Now, Rachel and | knew well that Unele George
never carne all that distance without bringing us
children some pretty gift. So wc were on the look-
out; and when supper was over, sure enough he
carne up to us and said ;

“ Girls, 1 carne away in such a hurry that |
did n’t havc a chance to hunt you up anything very
nice; but | did the best I could. Here s some-
thing that will be rather cunning by and by.”

And with that he laid in RacheTs lap a little
wicker-box, and when she had opened it, thcrc lay
two of the cunningest white mice, just oid enough
to have their eyes open !

How delighted we were! Mother brought us
two pieces of white cotton, and gently took out the
tiny creatures and placed them on them. We had
never seen anything like them, which made them
doubly dear; the dainty pink ears, white noses, and
funny tails seemed to us the most marvelous of
curiosities. | danced up and down for joy, and
Rachel ! it did Mother’s heart good to see liow
liappy Rachel looked as she lay back in her chair
and held the tiny baby-mousc against her chcck.
When bed-timc carne, she was so cxcitcd and so
afraid that something would get lier trcasurc away
from her in the night, that Mother had to promisc
her that she might keep it on a stand by her own
pillow, so as to be near for protcction in case of

danger. Wehad never had a catoradogabout the
house; but the fover had left her weak and like a
little child.

The next morning there was plenty to do to finish
the preparations for the hall in the evening. | ran
on errands for Mother and Aunt Dorothy; and
Unele George went up to the town and brought
flowers, and there was a great deal going on. Soon
after dinncr, Rachel seemed so tired that Mother put
her to bed, to get slcep if she could.

We had tied two bits of ribbon— mine blue,
Rachcl’s pink— about the nccks of our white mice,
and had named them, respectivcly, “ Fairy” and
“Snowdrop.” After Rachel went to bed, it
occurred to me that it would be a good idea if I
could discovcr any other mark of difference in them,
so that they could be told apart; and while 1 sat
holding them in my lap, the hair-dresser carne.

Ofcourse Iwas all anxiety to see what was going
on, so | hastily gathcred my apron together and
stood b/him while he brushed out my aunt’s liair
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and rolled it over his fingers, and then brought ii
down again in long, shining curls and puffs. There
was a chair ciése by me, where his box of imple-
mcnts lay,—rolls of cotton and horsc-hair,—which
he would just press together a little and slip dex-
terously under the puffs of hair. | watched him
breathlessly, forgetful of all else, till he had finished
all but the last; then Mother called to me to do
some little crrand for her, and when | carne back
the man was gone, and my aunt was sittingas stiffas
an ofd portrait, for fear of disarranging something.

“ Alice,” Rachel’s gentio voice called from the
bed-room, “ will you picase bring Snowdrop in
here and let him lie on the bed ?”

“Oh, yes,” | said, drawing a long breath and
pecping into my apron to see that the contents wcrc
all safe.

I could not believe my eyes for a moment. 1
shook the folds of the apron, at first gently, then
more encrgetically, but to no purposc,— the mousc
with the blue bit of ribbon was there safe enough,
but nothing was to be seen of the other, even after
I had emptied my lap and taken off my apron.

When | had fairly reached this conclusion, I laid
my head in a chair and burst into tears; and after
Mother and Aunt Dorothy had asked me what wts
the matter, it was a long time before I could con-
trol myself sufficicntly to sob out that | had lost
Rachel’s mousc, and that | never could l)e liappy
again.

Ofcourse they tried to consolé me, and said wc
should be surc to find it in a few minutes; but after
we had all looked thoroughly in the sitting-room
and the kitchen, and under chairs and ori tablcs,
and in all conccivable and inconceivable places,
and there was yet no trace of the lost pet, there
was nothing left to do but to confess that it was
doubtful whether wc ever saw it again.

This gave occasion for a frcsh burst of tears from
me. Mother went in and told Rachel all about it
and Rachel tried to be very brave and not mind,
but between my crying and her trying not to. and
being so weak, she was soon soexcitcd that Mother
was frightened and sent us all out of the room.

| stayed outsidc the door, and sent in word once
by Mother that | wanted Rachel to have Fairy-to
love and keep as she had Snowdrop. And during
the afternoon Unele George carne along, and said
that he would get us another before the week was
out. But Rachel had fallen into an uncasy sleep,
and Mother could n’t administer these small drops
of comfort; and things wcrc in this sad condilion
when it carne evening, and my Aunt Dorotliy and
Unele George started for the ball. 1 rcmember
standing at the window and seeing them drive
away in the sleigh, and wondering if there ever
could be another afternoon so sad as that had been.
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_ind I really think, my dears, that | never had
onesadder, for the strength to bear always carne with
(he trouble afterward, and then 1 was only a child
and took things to heart more.

Now I must tell you about my Aunt Dorothy, as
near as 1 can, in the way she used to tell it
Rachcl and | used to make her go over the story
again and again, till we had it almost by heart.

Well, it seems that my aunt and Unele George
rodé along in the sleigh, up the hill and into the
town, by the road that the stagc took every day;
and after a while they carne to the Governor’s
house.

There were colored lamps before the door, and
servants in blue and scarlet; and, when the guests
were inside, there was a great hall with broad

stairs, and other servants in blue and scarlet to
shuw them their way.

IMy .Aunt Dorothy said she wishcd she could
show us how grand everything was, with scarlet
hangings up and down the room, and marble
statucs, and paintings that some one had brought
over from France long bhefore.

but ;is soon as they had been presentcd to the
Governor and his lady, mv Aunt Dorothy said she
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began to feel quite at home— the more especially
as the Governor gave her his hand and called her
“my dear,” and then spoke to his son, who gave
her his hand and asked her to dance.

So they went through minuets in a stately man-
ner, and it seemed to my Aunt Dorothy quite like
a dream that she should be dancing minuets with
the Governor’s son, among the scarlet hangings
and statues tmd thc grand people; for my aunt
was quiet, and liked rather to stay at home with
her own friends.

They had been dancing a long time, my aunt
said, when she began to notice how uncomfortable
her head was. One place seemed to be on the
point of coming down, and kept up enough of a
movcment on her head to keep her in continual
fear ; and there were hair-pins, or something of the
kind, that stuck into her head every few moments
in such a way as to cause her considerable pain.
However, she had made up her mind to be fashion-
able, and thought she ought not to complain.

Then they went out to supper, and there was
every variety of cake and fruit, and dishes of for-
cign make and with foreign fiames; and there
were servants behind every chair to wait on the
guests. It was just after they had begun to eat
slowly, that a strange fancy forced itself upon my
aunt’s mind— that there was a funny little squeak-
ing kind of a noise proceeding from her own head!

Tne idea first struck her in a lull of the conver-
sation, when everything was unusually quiet. She
was talking with a city lady who sat on her right,
and she imagined that thc convcrsation ran like
this: “ Do you find thc country pleasant?”

This was a qucstion by the lady.

“Yes. I have only been here two weeks.”

This from my Aunt Dorothy’s mouth, and a
faint accompaniment of “ Quee,— quee ” from my
Aunt Dorothy’s head.

“Dull, though, is n’t it, this coid weathcr? ”

“Well, I have been so husy— ciuee, quee; qu'ee-
g-ee— that | can hardly tell.”

Then the talking grew louder around them, to
my aunt’s great relief, and the fancy died away for
a time.

“Of course it is imagination,” my aunt
thought, “but if 1 did n’t kncnv better, | could
swear that | heard a noise every few minutes.”

Well, they got through supper after a time, and
then it was elev'cn o'clock, and nearly time to go
home. (They never staid bcyond twclve in those
days, my dears, which was much better than to be
up till morning.)

But before they left the house, there was to
be a short speech by the Governor, and Unele
George took my aunt and led her to a seat, and
sat down beside her.
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Now, whether there was anything objcctionable
in the Governor’s speech, or anything to be offended
at, 1 don’t know; but certain it is that no sooner
had the room become quiet and the Governor
opcned his mouth, than there proceeded from the
direction of my aunt’s chair a succcssion of faint
but decided squeals. Then myaunt said she knew
that she must be bewitched, and that, if she was
bewitched, she had better be at home. Moreover,
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sank into a chair, “ will you take down my hair, or
shall | become a maniac ?” 1

Mother went to work in a dazed way, feebly pull-
ing at a hair-pin here or there, when, of a suelden
some string or something else gave way, and down
tumbled wads of cotton, rolls of horse-hair, and
— one little, trembling, frightened white mousc !

Mother and Aunt Dorothy burst out laughing,
and | stood petrificd with surprise, till there
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she fancied she saw several looking at her askance,
and imagined that they were deliberating whether
to duck hcr in the horse-pond or hang her without
mercy for a witch; so she grasped Unele George’s
arm and said :

“ Oh, please, Mr. George, if you have no ob-
jections, | think | must go home.” And so they
got out as quietly as they could, and rodé home
like the wind.

And that was how it happened that, as Mother
was sitting up to keep things all warm and pleas-
ant for Aunt Dorothy’s return, and 1 sat nodding
in a chair bcsidc her for company, the sleigh
dashcd up to the door and my aunt herself hurried
in, waking me and bringing Mother to her feet in
a hurry.

“ Oh, Jane,” said Aunt Dorothy, faintly, as she

appeared suddenly in the bedroom door-way a
white-robed figure, and Rachcl’s voice exclaimed
in rapture :

“ My own darling mouscy !”

“ Mercy !”cried Mother, and caught Rachcl and
the long-lost treasure, and put them both into
their respective resting-places.

We never knew how it happened, unless |
dropped the mousc into the chair where the liair-
dresscr’s utensils were, and so Snowdro[) was
tuckcd away instead of a piece of cotton ; but one
thing was sure, that, ever afterward, that mousc
was to us the most marvclous of animals; and
Rachel was even heard to say that she lovcel him
better (if possible) for the trouble and anxicty he
made her when he went, without leave, to the
Governor’s ball.
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AN ARISTOCRATIC OLD GNU

By Margaret

An aristocratic oid Gnu
Found out he 'd a hole in his shoe.
It made him turn palé,
For there is not for sale,
In thc whole world, a shoe fora Gnu 1

“ It will let the whole river come in.
And besides, | might tread on a pin,”
Said the Gnu, with a groan,
“ Ora horrid sharp stone.
And injiirc my delicate skin.

“lcan’t walk about on this haole,
| "in afraid | must cali on the Solé,
But I hope he ’ll perceive
That, without express leave.
He is not free to talk of the hole !”

The Solé re-assurcd the poor Gnu ;
Ofcourse he could mend him his shoe,
It would scarce take a minute
To put a patch in it—
“Toputinawhat?” said the Gnu.

“ A patch,” said thc Solé.  “ Oh, no, no!”
Said the Gnu, “ it would certainly show.
You must think of a plan—

And you certainly can—

That is better than /hat, sir.  No, no !
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“ | ’m in the first circles— in fact,
The notice a patch would attract
In my shoe, Mr. Solé,
Would be worse than a hole—
My character might be attacked !”

The Solé smiled a pitying smile.
“ 1really don’t know of a style
To cover a hole,
Without one,” said the Solé.
“ Thecn,” the Gnu said, “ itisn’t worth while

“ To detain you— but should you find out—
As you will, I have scarcely a doubt—
An invisible way,
Send me word, don’t delay,
And meanwhile, I 'l say I have gout.”

The Solé sent next morning. “ No doubt,”
Said his note, “ ifyou ’ll turn inside out,

| can sew it together

With small strips of leather.
And it never will show— you ’re so stout!”

As if | could turn inside out!”

Said the Gnu. “ What ’s the fellow about ?
| mightdo it— but then—
Could I get back again ?”

And he still is disabled with gout.

ROGERS.*

By Rossiter Johnson.

Chapter |
A MORNING CANTER.

Nothing is more entertaining than a morning
canter in midsummer, while the dew is sparkling
on the grass, and the robins are singing their joyful
songs, and the cast is rcddening with thc sunrise,
and the world is waking up to enjoy these beautiful
things a little, before thc labors of the day begin.

If you live in the town, it is especially good for
you to have a horschack ridc now and then, and
you should ridc into thc country in thc early morn-
tog. And just here is onc of the many advantages
of being a boy. When ladies and gentlemen ridc

*Copyright, 1880, by Rossiter Johnson.

horschack, it is considered nccessary to have as
many horses as riders; but an indefinite numbcr
of boys may enjoy a ride on one horse, all at the
same time; and often thc twenty riders who walk
get a great deal more fun out of it than the one
rider who rieles. | think the best number of riders
is three—onc to be on the horsc, and one to walk
along on each side and keep off the crowd. Fot
there is something so noble in the sight of a boy
on a horse—especially when he is on for the first
time— that, before he has gallopcd many miles, he
is prctty certain to become the center of an admir-
ing throng, all eyes being turned upon the boy,
and all legs keeping pace with thc horse.

It falls to the lot of few boys to take such a ride

All righis rescrved
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more than once in a lifc-time. Some, poor fellows!
never expcrience it at all. But whatcver could
happen to any boy, in the way of adventure, was
pretty sure to happen to Phaeton Rogcrs, who was
one of those lucky fellows that are always in the
middle of cverything, and generally play the prin-
cipal part. And yet it was not so much luck or
accident as his own gcnius: for he had hardly
come into the world when he began to try cxperi-
ments with it, to see if he could n’t set some of the
wheels of the universo turning in new directions.
The flame his parents gave him was Fayette; but
the boys turned it into Phaeton, for a reason which
will be explained in the course of the story.

It was my good fortune to live next door to the
Rogers family, to know all of Phaeton’s adventures,
and have a part in some of them. One of the
carlicst was a morning canter in the country.

Phaeton was a little oidor than |; his brothcr
Ncd was just my age.

One day, their Unele Jacob carne to visit at their
house, riding all the way from Illinois on his own
horse. This horse, when he set out, was a dark
bay, fourteen hands high, with one white foot, and
a star on his forehead. At the first town where he
staid ovemight, it became an iron-gray, with a
bob tail and a cast in its cye. At the next halt,
the iron-gray changed into a chcstnut, with two
white feet and a bushy tail. A day or two after-
ward, he stopped ata camp-meeting, and when he
left it the horse was a large roan, with just a hint
of a spring-halt in its gait. Then he carne to a
place where a county fair was being held, and here
tlie roan became picbald. How many more changes
that horse went through, I do not know; but, when
it got to us, it was about eleven hands high (con-
venient size for boys), nearly white, with a few
black spots,—so it could be seen for a long dis-
tance,— with nice thick legs, and long hair on them
to keep them warm. All this Ned vouchcd for.

Now, Mr. Rogers had no barn, and his brothcr
Jacob, who arrived in the evening, had to tie his
horse in the wood-shcd for the night.

Just before bed-time, Ncd carne over to tell me
that Phaeton was to take the horsc to pasture in
the morning, that he was going with him, and they
would like my company also, adding:

“ Unele Jacob says a brisk morning canter will
do us good, and give us an ajipetite for brcakfast.”

“Yes,” said 1; “ of course it will; and, besidcs
that, wc can view the sccnery as we ridc by.”

“Wc can, unlcss we ridc too fast,” said Ncd.

“Does your uncle’s liorsc go very fast? ” said I,
with some little apprehcnsion, for | had never been
on a horse.

“1 don’t exactly know,” said Ned.
not.”

“ Probably
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“Has Phaeton ever been on a horse?” said 1

“No,” said Ned; “but he isreading a book
about it, that tclls you just what to do.”

“ And how far is the pasture?”

“Four miles,— Kidd’s pasture,— straight down
Jay Street, past the stone brewer)'. Kidd livesina
yellow house on the right side of the road; and
when we get there we 're to look out for the dog.”

“It must be pretty savage, or they would nt
tell us to look out for it. Are you going to take
a pistol ?”

“No; Fay says if the dog comes out, he 'll ridc
right over him. You can’t aim a pistol very steadily
when you are riding full gallop on horseback.”

“ 1 suppose not,” said I. “ 1 never tried it
But after we 've left the horse in the pasture, liow
are we to get back past the dog ?”

“ If Fay once rides over that dog, on that horse,”
said Ned, in a tone of solemn confidencc, * there
wont be much bite left in him when we come back.”

So we said good-night and went to bed, to drcam
of morning canters through lovely sccnery', dotted
with stone breweries, and of riding triumphantly
into pasture over the bodics of fcrocious dogs.

A more beautiful morning never dawned, and we
boys were up not much later than the sun.

The first thing to do was to untie the horsc; and
as he had managed to get his lcg over the halier-
rope, this was no easy task. Before wc had accom-
plished it, Ncd suggested that it would be better
not to untie him till after wc had put on the saddle;
which suggestion Phaeton adopted. The saddle
was pretty hcavy', but we found no great difficulty
in landing it on the animal’s back. The trouble
was to dispose of a long strap with a loop at the
cnd, which cvidently was intended to go around
the horsc’s tail, to keep the saddle from sliding
forward upon his neck. None of us liked to try
the expcriment of standing behind the animal to
adjust that loop.

“ He looks to me like a very kicky horsc,” said
Ncd; “and Iwould n’t like to see any of us laid up
before the Fourth of July.”

Phaeton thought of a good plan. Accordingly,
with great labor, Ned and I assisted hiiTi to get
astride the animal, with his face toward the ftail,
and he cautiously worked his way along tlic back
of the now suspicious beast. But the problcm was
not yet solved: if he should go far enough to lift
the tail and pass the strap around it, he would
slide off and be kicked. Ncd carne to the rescuc
with another idea. He got a stout string, and,
standing beside the animal till it happcned to
switch its tail around that side, caught it, and tied
the string tightly' to the cnd. Then getting toa
safe distance, he proposcd to puli the string and lili
the tail for his brothcr to pass the crupper under.
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lintas soon as he began to puli, the horse began to
kjck; and not only to kick, but to rear, bumping
Phaeton’s head against the roof of the low shed, so
that he was obliged to lie flat and hang on tlght.

While lilis was going on, their uncle Jacob
appeared, and asked what they were doing.
“Putting on the saddle, sir,” said I.
“Yes, it looks like it,” said he. “ But | did n’t

intend to have you take the saddle.”

“MTiy not, uncle?” said Phaeton.

“Ilkcausc it is too heavy for you to bring back.”

“Oh. butwe can leave it there,” said Phaeton.
“Hang it up in Kidd’s barn.”

“No: that wont do,” said his uncle. “ Can't
tell who might use it or abuse it. | ’ll strap on a
blankct. and you can ride Just as well on that.”

“But none of us have been used to riding that
wav,” said Ned.

Without replying, his uncle foldcd a blanket, laid
iton ihe horse’s back, and fastened it with a sur-
cingle. He thcn bridled and led out the animal.

“Who rides first?” said he.

Iwasa little disappointed at this, for | had sup-
poictl that wc should all ridc at once. Still, |
wascoinfortcd that he had not merely said, “ Who
rides?”—but “ Who rides first?”—implying that
we all were to ride in turn.  Phaeton stepped for-
warcl. and his uncle lifted him upon the horsc, and
put the bridlc-rcins into his hand.

“1think you wont necd any whip,” said he, as
I'he turnee! and went into the house.

The horsc walked slowly down till he carne to a
ul stop, with his breast against the front gatc.

“Open the gate, Ned,” said Phaeton.

“lcan't do it, iinless you back him,” answered
tXed. This was true, for the gate opcned inward.

“Back, DohblIn !” said Phaeton, in a stern volee
" ofauthority, giving a vigorous jerk upon the reins.

liut Dobbin did n’t back an inch.

“Wh\- don’t you back him ?” said Ned, as if it
worc the casicst thing in thc world.

“Why don’t you open that gatc ?” said Phaeton.

By this time, three or four boys had gathered on
(hesidcwalk, and were staring at our performance.

“Shall 1hit him ?” said Ned, brcaking a switch.

No,” said Phaeton, more excited than before;
“don’t touch him 1 Back, Dobbin! Back !”

But Dobbin seemed to be one of those heroic
diaractcrs who take no step backward.

“lknow how to manage it,” said Ned, as he ran
to thc wolid-pilc and sclccted a small round stick.
rhrusting the end of this under thc gate, he pried
'tup until he had lifted it from its hinges, when it
fdl over outward, coming down with a tremendous
slam-bang upon thc sidewalk. A great shiver ran
through Dobbin, bcginning at the tips of his ears,
5nd cnding at his shaggy fetlocks. Then, with a
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quick snort, he made a wild bound over the pros-
trate gate, and landed in the middle of thc road.
ldon't know how Phaeton managed to keep his
seat, but he did; and though the boys on the side-
walk set up a shout, Dobbin stood perfectly still in
the road, waiting for the next earthquake, or falling
gate, or something, to give him another start.

“Come on, boys! Never mind thc gate !'” said
Phaeton.

When he said “ boys,” he only meant Ned and
me. But thc boys on the sidewalk promptly
accepted the invitation, and carne on, too.

“You walk on the nigh side,” said Phaeton to
me, “ and Ict Ned take the off side.”

I was rather puzzled as to his exact meaning;
and yet | was proud to think that the boy who
represented what might now be considered our
party on horscback, as distinguishcd from the
strangers on foot crowding alongside, was able to
use a few technical terms. Not wishing to display
my ignorance, | loitered a little, to leave the choice
of sides to Ned, confident that he would know which
was nigh and which was off. He promptly placed
himself on thc left side, near enough to seize his
brother by the left leg, if need be, and either hold
him on or puli him ofif. I, of course, took a similar
position on the right side.

“He told you to take the nigh side,” shouted one
of the boys to me.

“He ’sall right,” said Phaeton ; “ and |'d advise
you to hurry home before your breakfast gets coid.
W ’ll run this horse without any more help.”

“Run him, will you ?” answered thc boy, dcris-
ively. “ That’s what I'm waiting to see. He’ll
run so fast the grass’ll grow under his feet.”

“If there was a hot breakfast an inch ahead of
your nose,” said another of the boys, addrcssing
Phaeton, “ it 'd be stone coid before you got to it.”

Notwithstanding these sarcastic rcmarks, our
horse was now pcrceptibly moving. He had begun
to walk along in thc middle of the road, and— what
at the time seemed to me very fortinate—he was
going in the direction of the pasture.

“Can’tyou make him go faster, Fay ?” said Ned.

“Not in this condition,” said Phaeton. “ You
can’t expcct a horse without a saddle on him to
mafee very good time.”

“ W hat diflference does that make?” said |I.

“You read the book, and you 'll see,” said Phae-
ton, in that tone of superior information which is
common to people who have but Just learncd what
they are talking about, and not learned it very
well.  “ All the directions in the book are for horses
with saddlcs on them. There isn’t onc place where
it tells about a horse with just a blankct strappcd
over his back. If Unele Jacob had let me take the
saddle, and if I had a good pair of wheel-spurs, and
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a ricling-whip, and a gag-bit in his mouth, you
would n’t see me here. By this time | should be
just a little cloud of dust, away up there beyond the
brewery. This animal shows marks of speed, and
Il bet you, if he was properly handled, he 'd
trot way down in the thirties.”

So much good horsc-talk, right out of a standard
book, rather awed me. But I ventured to suggcst
that | could cut him a switch from the hedge,
which Dobbin could certaiuly be made to feel,
though it might not be so elcgant as a riding-whip.

“ Never mind it,” said he. “ It’s no use; you
can’t expect much of any horsc without saddle or
spurs. And bcsides, what would becomc of you
and Ncd? You could n’t keep up.”

| suggested that lie might go on a mile or two
and then return to meet us, and so have all the
more ride. But he answered: “ |’m afraid Unele
Jacob would n't like that. He expccts us to go
right to the pasture, without delay. You just wait
till 1 geta good saddle, witli Mexican stirrups, and
wheel-spurs.”

By this time, the boys who had been following us
had dropped off. But at the next corner three or
four others espied us, and gathcred around.

“Why don’t you makc him go?” said one who
had a switch in his hand, with which at the same
time he gavc Uobbin a smart lilow on the flank.

A sort of shiver of surprise ran through Dobbin.
Then he planted his foro feet firmly and evcnly on
the ground, as if he had been told to toe a mark,
and threw out his hind ones, so that for an instant
they formed a continuous straight line with his
body. The boy who had struck him, standing
almost behind him, narrowly escaped being sent
home to breakfast with no appetite at all.

“ Lick those fellows !'” said Phaeton to Ned and
me, as he Icaned over Dobbin’s neck and seized his
mane with a desperate grip.

“There are too many of them,” said Ned.

“Well, lick the curly-headcd one, any way,”
said Phaeton, “ if he does n’t know better than to
hit a horse with a switch.”

Ncd started for him, and the boy, diving through
an open gate and dodging around a small barn,
was last seen going over two or three back fenccs,
with Ncd all the while just one fcnce behind him.

When they were out of sight, the remaining boys
turned their attention again to Dobbin, and one of
them threw a pchble, which hit him on the nose
and made him perform very much as before, cxcept-
ing that this time he planted his hind feetand threw
his foro feet into the air.

“ Go for that fellow !'” said Phaeton to me.

He struck off in a direction opposite to that taken
by the curly-hcaded boy, and | followed him. It
was a pretty rough chase that he led me; liut he
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seemed to know every step of the way, and when
he ran into the culvert by which the Deep Hollow
stream passed under the canal, | gave it up, and
made my way back. Calculating that Phaeton
must have passed on some distance by this time, i
took a diagonal path across a field, and struck into
the road near the stone brew'ery. Phaeton had not
yet come up, and | sat down in the shadc of the
building. Presently, Dobbin carne up the road at
a jog trot, with Phaeton wobbling around on his
back, like a ball in a fountain. The cause of his
speed was the clatter of an empty barrel-rack bcing
driven along behind him.

On arriving at the brewery, he turned and, in
spite of Phacton’s frantic “ W hoas!” and rcin-
jerking, went right through a low-archcd door.
scraping off his ridcr as he passed in.

“So much for not having a gag-bit,” sad
Phaeton, as he picked himself up. “ I rcmembcr,
Unele Jacob said the horsc had worked fifteen or
sixteen years in a brewery. That was a long time
ago, but it seems he has n’t forgotten it yet. And
now | don’t suppose we can ever get him out o
there without a gag-bit.”

He had hardly said this, however, when one of
the brewery men carne leading out Dobbin. Then
the inquiry was for Ned, who had not bcen secn
since he svent over the third fence after the ciirly-
headed boy who did n’'t know any better than to hit
a horse with a switch. Phaeton decided that we
must wait for him. In about fifteen minutes, one
of the great brewery wagons carne up the road, and
as it turned in at the gate, Ned dropped froni the
hind axlc, where he had been catching a ride.

After we had exchangcd the, stories of our ad-
ventures, Ned said it was now his turn to ride.

“ Lwish you could, Ned,” said Phaeton; “bm
I don’t daré trust you on his back. He ’s too ficry
and untamable. It ’s all / can do to hold him.”

Ned grumbled somewhat; but with the help of
the brewery man, Phaeton remounted, and we set
off again for Kidd’ pasture. Ned and | walked
cidse beside the horse, each with the fingers of ont
liand between his body and the surcingle, that we
inight either hold him or be taken along with him
if he should again prove ficry and untamable.

When we got to the canal bridge, wc found that
a single plank was missing from the road-way.
Nothing could induce Dobbin to step across that
open space. All sorts of coaxing and argumcnl
were used, and even a few gentle digs from Phac-
ton’s heels, but it wasof no avail. At last he began
to back, and Ncd and I let go of the surcingle-
Around he whecled, and down the stcep bank he
went, like the picture of Putnam at Horseneck,
landcd on the tow-path, and immediately plunged
into the water. A crowd of boys who were swim-
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ining under the bridge set up a shout, as he swam
across with Phaeton on his back.

Necl and I crosscd by the bridge.

“lonly hope Unele Jacob wont blamc me if the
liorse takes coid,” said Phaeton, as he carne up.

“Caivt we prevent it?” said Ned.

“What can you do ?” said Phaeton.

“1think we ought to rub him off perfectly dry,
at once,” sfiid Ned. “ That’s the way Mr. Gif-
ford’s groom does.”

“ 1 guess that’s so,” said Phaeton. “ You two
go 10 tiiat hay-stack over there, and gct some good
«isps to rub him down.”

Ncd and 1each brought a large armful of hay.

“ Now, see here, Fay,” said Ned, “ you 've got
(O get off from that horse and help rub him.
We 're nol going to do it all.”

“But how can | get on again ?” said Phaeton.

“1(lon’t carc how,” said Ned. “ You 'vc had
all the ritic, and you must c.xpcct to do some of the
work. If you don’t, 1l let him die of quick con-
sumption before 1 ’Il rub him.”

This vigorous dcclaration of independence had a
good effi'ct.  Phaeton slid down, and tied Dobhin
to the fencc, and wc all set to work and used up
the entire supply of hay in rubbing him dry.

After scveral unsuccessful attempts to mount him
by bringing him cidse to the fencc, Phaeton deter-
iniitcd lo lead him the rest of the way.

“Anyhow, 1suppose he ought not to have too
violent ¢.Ncrcise after such a soaking as that,” said
he. “We ’ll let him rest a little.”

Aswc were now beyond the limits of the town,
the only spectators were individual boys and girls,
who were generally swinging on farm-yard gates.
Most of these, however, took intcrcst enough to
incluiré why we did n’t ride. W e paid no attention
10 their siiggcestions, but walked quietly along,—
Phaeton at the haltcr, and Ned and | at the sides,
—asif guarding the sacred bull of Burmah.

Altout @ mile of this brought us to Mr. Kidd’s.

“What about riding over the dog?” said Ned.

“We can’t very well ride over him to-day, when
we 've neither saddle fior spurs,” said Phaeton ;
“but you two might gct some good stones, and be
ready for him.”

Accordingly, we two selectcd some good stones.
Ned crowded one into each of his four pockets, and
carried one in each hand. | contented myself with
two in my hands.

“There’s no need of getting so many,” said
Phaeton. “ For if you don’t hit him the first
time, he Il be on you before you can throw
another.”

This was not very comforting; but we kept on,
and Ned said it would n’t do any harm to have
plenty of aminunition. When we reached the

ROGERS. 157

house, there was no dog in sight, excepting a small
shaggy one asleep on the front steps.

“You hold Dobbin,” said Phaeton to
“while I go in and make arrangements.”

I think 1 held Dobbin about half a minute, at
the end of which time he espied an opcn gate at
the head of a long lafie leading to the pasture,
jerkcd the halter from my hand, and trotted off at
surprising speed. W hen Phaeton carne out of the
house, of course I told him what had happened.

“But it’s Just as well,” said I, “ for he has
gone right down to the pasture.”

“No, itisn’t Just as well,” said he ; “ we must
get off the halter and blanket.”

“ But what about the dog ?” said Ned.

“ Oh, that one on the steps wont hurt anybody.
The savage one is down in the wood-lot.”

At this momecnt a woman appeared at the side
door of the farm-house, looked out at us, and
understood the wholc situation in a moment.

“ | suppose you had n't watered your horse,”
said she, “ and he s gone for the creek.”

Phaeton led the way to the pasture, and we
followed. | should n’t like to tell you how very
long we chascd Dobbin around that lot, trying to
corner him. W ¢ tried swift running, and we tried
slow approachcs. | suggestcd salt. Ned pre-
tended to fill his hat with oats, and walked up
with coaxing words. But Dobbin knew the differ-
ence between a straw hat and a peck measure.

“1wish | could remember what the book says
about catching your horse,” said Phaeton.

“ I wish you could,” said I. “ Why did n’t you
bring the book ?”

“ I will next time,” said he, as he started off in
another desperate attempt to cdérner the horse
between the creek and the fence.

Nobody can tell how long this might have kept
up, had not an immcnse black dog appeared,
jumping over the fence from the wood-lot.

Phaeton drew back and looked about for a stone.
Ned began tugging at one of those in his pockcts,
but could n't get it out. Instead of coming at us,
the dog made straight for Dobbin, soon reached
him, seized the halter in his teeth, and brought
him to a full stop, where he held him till we carne
up. It only took a minute or two to remove the
blanket and haltcr, and turn Dobbin loose, while
a few pats on the head and words of praise made
a fast fiiend of the dog.

With these trappings over our arms, we turned
our steps homeward. As we drew near the place
where we had given Dobbin the rubbing down to
keep him from taking coid, we saw a man looking
over the fence at the wet wisps of hay in the road.

“ I'wonder if that man will expect us to pay for
the hay,” said Phaeton.

me,
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“ Itwould be just like him,” said Ned. “ These
farmers are an awful stingy set.”

“ 1 have n’t got any money with me,” said
Phaeton ; “ but | know a short cut home.”

Ned and | agreed that any shortening of the
homeward journey would be desirable just now,—
especially as we were very hungr)'.

He led the way, which required him to go back
to the first cross-road, and we followcd. It seemed
to me that the short cut home was about twice as
long as the road by which we had come, but as |
also was oppressed with a sense of having no
money with me, | sympathized with Phaeton, and
made no objcction. When | found that the short
cut led through the Deep Hollow culvert, | confess
to some vague fears that the boy I had chascd into
the culvert might dam up thc water while we were
in there, or play some other unpleasant trick on us,
and | was glad when we were well through it with
only wet feet and shoulders spattered by the drip-
pings from the arch.

We got home at last, and Phaeton told his uncle
that Dobbin was safe in thc pasture, at the same
time giving him to understand that we were— as
we always say at the end of a composition—much
pleased with our morning canter. But the boys
could n't help talking about it, and gradually the
family learned every incident of the story. When
Mr. Rogers heard about the hay, he sent Phaeton
with some money to pay for it, but the stingy
farmer said it was no mattcr, and would n’t take
any pay. But he asked Phaeton where we were
going, and told him he had a pasture that was
just as good as Kidd’s, and nearer thc town.

Chapter Il
RAPID TRANSIT.

IF Phaeton Rogers was not an immediate success
as a rider of horses, he certainly did what seemed
some wonderful things in the way of inventing con-
veyances for himself and other people to ride.

One day, not long after our adventures with Dob-
bin, Ned and | found him sitting under the great
planc-tree in thc front yard, working with a knife at
some small pieces of wood, which he put together,
making a frame like this:

“What are you making, Fay? " said Ned.
“ An invention,” said Phaeton, without looking
up from his work.

“What sort of invention? A new invention ?”
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“ It would have to he new or itwould n’t be an
invention at all.”

“But what is it for?”

“ For thc bencfit of mankind, like all great in-
ventions.”

“ It seems to me that some of the best have been
for the benefit of boykind,” said Ned. “ But what
is thc use of trying to be too smart? Let us know
what it is. We rc not likely to steal it, as Lein
Woodruff thinks the patent-lawyer stole his idea for
a double-acting wash-board.”

Phaeton was silent, and worked away. Ned and
| walked out at the gate and turned into thc strcei,
intecnding to go swimming. We had not gonc fa
when Phaeton called “ Ned !” and we turned back.

“Ned,” said he, “don’t you want to Icnd me the
ten dollars that Aunt Mercy gave you last week?”

Their Aunt Mercy was an unmamed lady with
considerable property, who was particularly good to
Ned. When Phaeton was a baby she wanted tu
flame him after the man who was to have been
her husband, but who was drowned at sea.

Mrs. Rogers would not conscnt, but insistcd ul)on
naming the boy Fayette, and Aunt Mercy had never
liked him, and would never give him anything,
or bclieve that he could do anything good or credit-
able. She was a little deaf, and if it was told her
that Phaeton had taken a prize at school, she pre-
tended not to hear; but whcnever Ned got oneshe
had no trouble at all in hearing about it, and
she always gave him at leasta dollar or two on such
occasions. I'or when Ned was born, she wis
allowed to do what she had wanted to do with
Fayette, and named him Edmund Burton, after her
long-lost lover. Later, she impressed it upon him
that he was never to write his fiame E. B. Rogers,
fior Edmund B. Rogers, but always Edmund llur-
ton Rogers, if he wanted to picase her, antl he
recmembered in her will. She never called him any-
thing but Edmund Burton. Whcrcas, she pretended
not to remember Fayettc’s fiame at all, and would
tvvist it in all sorts of ways, calling him Layit and
Brayit* and Fater and Faylen, and once she called
hirri Frenchman-what’s-his-name, which was &
near.as she ever carne to getting it right.

“Why should I lend you my ten dollars?” said
Ned. “ For the information you kindly gave us
about your invention ?”

“ Oh, as to that,” said Phaeton, “ 1've noobjec-
tion to telling you all about it now that i have
thought it all out. I did not care to tell you before,
bccause | was studying on it.”

“ All right; go ahead,” said Ned, as wc scated
ourselves on the grass, and Phaeton began.

“ It is called the under-ground railway. You
see, there are some places— like the city of Ne«
York, for instance— where the buildings are so cidse
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together, ancl land is worth so much, that they
can’t build railroads enough to carry all the people
back and forth. And so they have been trying,
in all sorts of ways, to get up something that
«ill do it—something different from a common
railroad.”

“Balloons would be the thing,” said Ned.

“No; balloonswont do,” said Phaeton. “ You
can't make them ’light where you want them to.
1ve thought of a good many ways, but there was
some fault in all of them but this last one.”

“Tell us about the others first,” said Ned.

“ 1"l show you one of them,” said Phaeton, and
he drew from his pocket a small sheet of papecr,
which he unfolded, and exhibited to us this picture:

“This.” said he, “ represents the city of New
York. .1 is some. place far up-town where people
live; /)'is the Battery, which is down-town, where
they do the business. | suppose you both know
what a luortar is ? "

«* A cannon as big around as it is long,” said
Ned.

“And slioots bomb-shells,” said 1.

“Thai’s it,” said Phaeton. “ Now here, you
see, is a big mortar up-town; only, instead of
sliooting a bomb-shell, it shoots a car. This car
has no wheels, and has a big knob of India-rubber
on the end for a buffer. When you get it full of
people, you lock it up tight and touch off the
mortar. This dottccl mark represents what is called
the line of flight. You see, it comes down into
another sort of mortar, which has a big coiled
spring inside, to stop it easy and prevent it from
smashing. Thcn the depot-mastcr puts up a big
siep-laddcr and lIcts the people out.”

Ned said he should like to be the one to touch
off the mortar.

“And why was n't that a good plan?” said I

“There are some serious objections to it,” said
Phicton, in a knowing way. “ For instance, y'ou
can't aim such a thing very truc when the wind is
blowing hard, and people might not like to ride in
llon a windy day. Besides, some people have a
very strong prcjudice, you know, against any sort
of fire-arms.”

“There would n’t be much chance fora boy to
catch a ride on it,” said Ned, as if that were the
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most serious objection of all. “ But tell us about
the real invention.”

“ The real invention,” said Phaeton, “ is this,”
and he took up the little frame we had seen him
making. Taking an India-rubber string from his
pocket, he stretched it from one of the little posts
to the other and fastened it.

“ Now,” said he, “ suppose there was a fly that
lived up at this end, and had his office down at that
end. He gets his breakfast, and takes his seat
right herc,” ancl he laid his finger on the string,
near one of the posts. “ I cali out, “All aboard !”
and then "

Herc Phaeton, who had his knife in his hand,
cut the string in two behind the imaginary fly.

“Where is the fly now?” said he. “ At his
office doing business "

“ldon’tundcrstand,” said Ned.

“1 've only half explained it,” said Phaeton.
“ Now, you see, it’s easy enough to make a tunnel
undcr-ground and run cars through. Buta tunnel
always gets full of smoke when a train goes
through, which is very disagrdeable, and if you ran
a train every fifteen minutes, all the passengers
would choke. So, you see, there must be some-
thing instead of an engine and a train of cars. |
propose to clig a good tunnel wherevcr the road
wants to go, and make it as long as you please.
Right through the center | pass an India-rubber
cable as large as a man’s leg, and stretch it tight,
and fasten it to great posts at each end. All the
men and boys who want to go sit on at one end as
if on horseback. When cverything is ready, the
train-despatcher takes a sharp axe, and with one
blow clips the cable in two behind them, and zip
they go to the other end before you can say Jack
Robinson.”

Ned said he 'd like to be train-despatcher.

“They 'd all have to hang on like
said 1.

“ Of course they would,” said Phaeton; “ but
there are little straps for them to take hold by.”

“ And would there be a tub at the other end,”
said Necl, “ to catch the passengers that were
broken to pieces against the end wall ?”

“ Oh, pshaw !” said Phaeton. “ Don’t you sup-
posc | have provided for that ?”

time,”

(To be coniinued.)
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By Annie a.
W hen | was a little girl, my grandmothcr used

to delight US children, on winter evenings, by tell-
ing us the story of a queer oid man. whom her
father, who was a lawyer, used to meet, during
court tcrms, in the different towns in Southern
Massachusctts. This ofid man was almost blind,
and led by a string a rcmarkably intelligent little
coal-black dog.

This man was a curious charactcr. lie was well
educatcd, and delighted to talk with the lawyers
and judgcs about distinguished people he had met
in London, and of various historical personages.

He was fond of big words, and called himself and
his dog “ The Pedestrians,” and always stoutly
maintained that he amply paid his way by exhibit-
ing his “intelligent four-footed friend and compan-
ion,” as he designatcd the pretty animal.

This dog would perform a variety of tricks and
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antics common to many traincd dogs, and the un-
common one of responding, by a nod, to all but onc
of a list of flames, as they were sung over by his
master. Whenever his master callcd that flame, ihc
dog would run in an opposite direction, lie down
and pretend to be asleep, or show his displeasure in
some other way that would be surc to raisc a laugh
among the by-standers.

“ Sit up like a little gentleman, now, my friend,”
the oid man would say, squinting his one lialf-
blind eye at the dog, who would immediately sit
himself up on his haunches, cross his forc pawson
his breast, while his master sang slowly :

“ He was Kimbo, Humbo, Bimbo,
Sambo, Pero, Sappho!”

At the last fiame, the little dog would bark ind
nantly, while his master would chucklc and wink at
his audiencc, saying: “ That 'sa girl’s fiame, you
know; you see he does n’t like it,” and continué:

“ He was Cato, Crapo, Christmas,
Sancho, and High Robert.

That was all he was, excepting Peter Waggte,

Darkis, Garrct, and Father Howcll, and that was all
wa.s-y.”

At this, the dog would put down his fore feel,
whining and wagging his tail delightedly, and
catching his master’s hat, would carry it around to
the spcctators, soliciting pennies. The ofd “ Pedes-
trian " picked up money enough in this way, people
said, to keep himself and his four-footed friend in
good living; but as he was scldom obliged to
purchase a mcal, and strictly températe, folks often
wondered what he did with his pennies.

“What bccame of the poor ofd man and his little
dog at last?” we often asked. But grandmother
did not know.

*A truc story.
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Last siimmecr | visitccl a lonely oid lady in eastern in it are many curious descriptions of differcnt
connceticut, Who delighted in intcresting reminis-  people who were guests of the house. Here is one
cences 0f “ 0id times.” One day she carne smiling which alwaysstruck me as being very pathetic,” and
into My room with an oid, well-worn book in man- she read me the following, which lhave since copicd
ascript in her hand, and said to me: from the book. It is dated January eth, 18— .

A HARD TIME FOK THE PEDESTRIANS.

“Mhen my grandfathcr and grandmothcr were “ A terrible snow-storm yesterday. The Hart-

|wst married, they kcpt a ‘stagc tavern’ not far ford stage was belatcd for hours, and the coach

If™™ Itero, near the Massachusctts line. This book brought in among its passengers a poor, nearly

p adournal my grandmother kcpt at the time, and  plind beggar, with a funny little black dog fastencd
YOi,. VIH. -
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to his arm by a string, both of whom the compas-
sionate driver picked up in a frcczing condition,
from a hugc snow-drift a few miles back.

“They both were nearly dead. We undressed
the man, rubbed them both, with snow at first, and
put them to bed— both together— for they had just
vitality and sense enough left to protest against
being separatcd. The warm drinks and nourish-
ing broths we adminlstcrcd revived the strange
pair in a measure, however, and the man began to
talk and to sing in a weak, trembling voice, which
showed that he was partially dclirious.

“He had intended to go to Providence, he said,
but had got upon the wrong road in the blinding
snow, and wandered off, he knew notwhithcr. ‘But
| have found friends,” he said, clasping his hands;
‘1 have always found friends. God always takcs
care of his own.’

“He said that he was born in .Scotland, and
educated at Cambridge, England, and carne to
America to teach; but his eyes gave out, and
he had lived since that time by exhibiting his little
‘four-footed fricnd.” A wonderful scholar the poor
man was, indeed, with a wonderful lot of iames and
phrases and quotations on his tongue’s end, that
would do honor to any gentleman. This morning
he began to sing, in a plaintive monotone:

“ “He was Kimbcr, Hubner, Hibloo,
Saxo, Perouse, Sappho,'—

when the little dog gave a feeble bark, and his
master gave a languid smile.

“*“He always protests against answering to a
female’s iame,” said the poor man. ‘He under-
stands all about it,—a great scholar my four-footed
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little friend is. | have taught him when we have
been walking together. We are “ The Pcdes-
trians,” "and he sang feebly once more—

“*He was Cato, Crapen, Chrisiie,
Sancho, and High Robert.
I'hat was all he was except
Peter Wading, Davies, Garrick,
And Fosier Powell,
And that was all he was-y.”

“ As he finished, the little dog made a vain
effort to raise himself on his legs, turned his intelli-
gent eyes upon his mastcr’s palé face, gave a feeblc
wag of the tall, and died.

“ My hushand threw a shawl over the poor ani-
mal, and lifted him carcfully from the bed without
attracting the attention of his master, who talked
away about his own life and that of his little four-
footed friend.

“ All day long, while the unfortunate oid man’s
fluttering breath remained in his body, he told us
his story, over and over. Toward the last, he
looked up at me and said: ‘How joyous 1feel
Only death could bring such joy to the oid “ Pc
destrian.” Remember, madam, there are pcnnics
enough under—the white rock, ncar the—the—
great oak, to pay for our burial. Come— Kimbcr
— Humber ! we must be—be—moving,” and throw-
ing up his arms, his soul passed from his poor, tircd
body, and was indeed moving on. W e buried him
and his little dog in the same grave, on a ploasrint,
sunny, eastcrn hill-side, not far from the tarern.”

Here the record closed; but I felt sure niy child-
ish question was answcrcd, and that | knew at
last what finally became of the oid blind in;in and
bis little dog that borc so many funny fiames.

THE LAND OF NOD.

(A n operetta/or yoNit® folks, porirayinj> ihc 7>isit o / six littU sleepyJicads to tke Khtg o/ the Lami o/ Nod, and the
‘tvofu/ers they saio at his Court.)

By E. S.

CHARACTERS.
The King of the I-ind of Nod. The Dream Spritcs.

ThcSandMnm, KCabinct Ministers. The Dream Goblin.
Jack o’ Dreams, > The Six Little Slccpy-hcads.

The Royal Pages. His Majesty’s Standard-bcarer.

The Goblin Can>and-Must.
The Queen of the I)ollie.s.
The Dream Princcss.

I’'hc Dream Prince.
My Lady Fortune.
Uld Mother Goose.

The Dreams.

11

COSTUMES AND MOUNTING.

The stagc mounting and the costumcs must dcpend cntircly upon
ihe tastc and facilitics of the managcrs. The more carc bcsiowed
upon the preparation of the costumes and the drcssing of the stagc,

Brooks.

the more cflcctive will be the presentation. If no curtain is tsed,
the scenc should be set lo represent a throne-room, wilh u tasoQlijf
drapcd ihronc at the ccntcr-rcar of stage. The only other pop-
erties really neccssary are a wheelbanrow; a hand-wagon; s*
couchcs, either small matlresses or inclined framcs (of this siyH
over which brighi-c<Jored
afghans may be throwt
Soap-boxes, cut to
.shapc and with sackéf
tackcd across, would ca
for these conches. Strings of anificial flowers for Dreanj Spntes-
say, thirty lo forty inchcs long, and a banncr of crimson and gw
(or cqually siriking combination), bcaring conspicuously a big poplf»
and the words, “ ‘To bed ! To bed!’says Slccpy-hcad.”
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whe cosuinies, as far as possible, should be bascd on ihe following:

Tk( AwgT-  Vceivel (or imitaiion) luiiic of cardinal color, mmmecd
withblack and gold; trunks or knee*brccchcs; long cardinal stock-
bgs: shic” and gold biickles. Long velvct (imitation) robe and
inin-cloak. of royal purple, irimined with ermine; gold crown,
encircled with poppy wreaih; long while beard ; sceptcr and crown-
Jewcls.

yla* Common working-suit of a housc>painter (ovcr-
dlsshirt-slecves, etc.), paintcr's white or stripcd apron, and a sand-
spiinkicr or llour-drcdger.

Jackfl jhttims. Regiilar costume ofa court-jcster, parti-colored,
riih cap and I>ells, jestcr's ratlle and bells.

Th, Dn'u/n Sprites. (Not Icss than six, and more, if possible—all
httie gids.) Pretty white dresses, gauze wings, chains oi artificial
floners as alx>ve.

Ditim CA'lin. Red goblin suit, tight*fitiing suit with wings, red
ikulk-apwith short horns.

Tht Six LittU SkePy-heads. Three little I>0oys and three liiile
firi' (ihc younger the better), with long white nighi-gowns over
their cloilie-, the girls with night-caps.

Tki Du'itnt Prince.  Fancy court suit.

Piy Lady Foriune. Classic Crecian fctnalc costume: gold fillet
Inhair. Winrcl, about twelve inches fii diameter, from an oid vcloci-
pedc, made lo revolve, spokes and spaces between them covercd
Mthcard-b™ard and papcrcd in diiTerent colors.

Oid Mother Goose. Short red pclticoat, red siockings, slippcrs
and silver hiickles, hrown or fancy over-skirt and waisi, high bell-
crown hat, red or purple cape, large spcctaclcs, and broom.

Thf Ctd'Im Can”and-Must. Dull brown tighi-fitiing suit, bn>wn
>kulkap and short homs, heavy chains on hands.

Queen 0/t/w DoUies. Any pretty fancy costume, gold crown,
wand; she .should liave lwo or three prctiily dressed doUs.

Tk, Dream Princess. Fancy court drcss.

Tlu Royal Pages. 1'wo or four small boys in fancy court suiis.

Tki Stau.iani-licarer, Fancifully dcsigned semi-inilitary suit.

The coMimiics may, most of them, be made of silesia, which has
the efTcti uf >ilk. ‘'I'he following ages are suggested for children
taking part in the rcprescniation : Kinc— Stout, wcll-voiced hoy of
about sixietn; Jack o’ D rkams, Sanu Man—Boys of twelve or
Can-and-Must— Boy of thiricen; The D ream
PmxcE—boy of eleven or twelve; Dream Goiilin—Boy of twelve
orthirteen: Pages— Boys ofsi.x; Standard-bearer— Boy of cighi
wicn; Dnic.AM Spkitks— Girls often or twelve;
Mv Ladv I'<shtune, Mother Goose—Girls of ten or
Qieen TMK Dotties— Gifl of eight;
Children of fi>ur lo six.

(\ppn>priaiti music should be playcd between parts, or whenever
apau>coccnrs in which music would add lo the eflect. Any part,
fixwhich a g«Kl singcr cannot be had, may be spokcn instead of
sung Uhoukl all the parts be spoken, instrumental music only
would k rcijuircd, and this could be perfonned behind the sccncs.)

ibunceii:

D ream JPkincess,
iwclve:
Little Sleepy-hhads—

THK OPKRETTA.

(Entcr in pnucssion the King, preceded by Suindard-Ixrarcr, and
followe»! by ihe Pages. Music—* Fatinitza March,” or any other
prcferred.  King stands on the platlorm on which the thronc is
raised, and faces the audiencc. T'he Slandard*bcarcr steps
back to ene side, and the Pages stand on either side at the foot
of the thnmc.)

Music by W. F. SHERWIN.
-1la MilUnire (all sahitc the King>.

ol sa k—Mi
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Kino.

_ Lr--—--

1. Ifin thejol -ly <iM King of thcRcalm of Drenms, The
2. My crownis a ?larla_nd of pon-pies bright, That
3. Come hith -er, my hencli - men bolil and true, I'roud

« Espressh®O «

sweet,slecp-y Lauld l....
grow in llie Land And |
Knights of the Lald Kor wher-

T —ir _
fol - low the sun - king’s van ejsh-ing bcams, And
drive Tound the world the black Horses o! Night, Or
ev-er 1 go, and what-ev -er | tio, My

lly when his morn-ing glo - rv streams, For
somellines a night innre the dreamérs to fright. As |
roy - al oid head must be guid-ed by you; Now,

=T=-TZE:
F*F:-|=,
| am the <irol\vsy goti—Yes, | am tile drow-.sy

ride to Ule Larul 6f Nod, Tlic dear, tireainy l.and of
isn't lliat aw'-fully odd ? Yes, cu.ri.ous. funny and

sy--ilL

« [linter—riglit and left-the San,/ Man and yack 0" lhcams® who make, each, a low obcisancc lo Hls Majesty.]
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god! But I'm King of' tbc Night in my
Nod; And | welcome the chiUlren, all....
odd ? Kor what-ev - er do, I de-
m
w~e-
—m—nt —L

Castle of Dreams; The King of the l.and of Nod !
sleepy and while. As they come to Ilie Land of Nod.
pend upon ycm/Flio' I'iu King ofthc Land of Nod.

-TS-Tr-

(I

(Us¢ last/our measurcs o /Introduction as an Intertudet)

.Sand Man \_hmaing to the King\.
I—1 am the .Sand Man bold!
And | ’'m ljusy as busy can be,
For | work when it’s hot,
And | work when it s cold.
As | scatter my sand so free.
Cidse to the eyes of the children dear
| creep—and | creep; | peer—and | peer;
I peer as with barrow | plod.
Then | scatter, | scatter the sand so free,
Till the children are s-l-e-e-p-y as s-l-e-e-p-y can be.
And off we trol—the children with me—
To the King of the Land of Nod.

I—1 am the Sand Man bold!
| come when the night-shades fall;
Then up to the children my barrow | roll,
And the sand filis the eyes of 'em all.
\ Repcat jast seven Unes offtrsl stanza.~\

King.
Scatter and plod, Sand Man odd,
You 're a trusty oid knight of our Land of Nod.

Jack o’ Drkams [howing loso to thc King\.

I 'm the sprigluly young, lightly young, Jack o’ Dreams,
And | caper the live-long night,

While my jingling bells, with their tingling swells.
Are the dear, sleepy childrcii’s delight.

For I jingle them here, into each pcarly ear.
And | jingle them there again;

-Vnd the dreams come and go, and the dreams fall and

flow.

As 1 jingle my bells again.

And | dart, and I wliirl, o’er their brains téss and twirl.
As | scatter the fancies odd;

I 'm thc child of the night, | 'm thc jolly young spritc
Of the King of the Land of Nod.
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King.
Well spoken, my henchmen, bold and truc,
Proud knights of the Land of Nod;
Hut tell to me, Sand Man, what do you
Bring now to the Land of Nod?
Just sample the stock of your latest flock,
For the King of the l.and of Nod.

SAND Max.

O, sirc ! | bring to the Realm of Dreams
The steepiest set of boys
That ever the sun-king’s vanishing heams
Cut off from their daylight joys.
The sleepicst, drowsiest, laziest set
In all my travels | ’'ve met with yet;
And | 've picked out three as a sample, you see,-
\ sample most funny and odd,—
To show you the stock that comprises the flock
Of the King of the l.and of Nod.

King.
lio! Fi.\ the couches, Jack o’ Dreams,
And you, O Sand Man odd,
Roll in the boys—without their noisc—
For thc King of the Land of Nod.

[Low music.* Jack o‘ Dreams arranges and smoothes doau the
couches. and thc Sand Man returns, bringing in his whcelbanoir
three little boys in their night-gowns, fast asleep. He .wndJack
o' Dreams lift them out gently and place them on their cnuchcsj

King \ who has risen to reeeive his guests—joyfuUy\

Now nid, niel, nod, my honny boys.
O Sand Man, it is plain

The stock you bring before your king
Your feaity proves again.

Sleep right, sleep tight, with fancies bright,
On Dream-land’s pleasant sod;

The night ’s begun, we ’ll have some fun,
.Says the King of thc Land of Nod.

And what, O Jack o’ Dreams, do you
Bring here to the Land of Nod?

Come! let us know what you have to sliow
To the King of the Land of Nod.

Jack o’ Dreams.

Great King I | bring the sweetest things
That cver you looked upon ;

With bangs and curls, and frills and furls—

The rosiest, posiest little girls
Th.it ever romped or run;

The tightest, brightest, sauciest lot
That ever in dreams 1 plagued,

I could n’t pick better for you—no, not
If you ijegged, and begged, and begged.

And of these, there are three that | wish you to see-
Three sleepers so charming and odd;
If Your Majesty picase, shall | bring in these

P'or the King of the Land of Nod?

King.
Ay! bring them in, young Jack o’ Dreams,
And you, oid Sand Man odd,

*Gottschalk’s “ Cradlc .Song” (simplificd cd.): Hcllcer's “ Sliimber Song ” ; “ Swing Song,” by Fonminc; “ Good Night,” by.

horn;

Ixtngc’s “ lilundied " ; “ Nursery Tale,” by Fradel, or other selectioii.

Or, a lady inay sing “ Birds in the Night,” by Sullivan.
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I'ix the couches all for the ladies who cali
On tlie King of the l.and of Nod.

[Lott- niiisic.t wliilc Jack o’ Dreams draws in a little wagén in
«hich are three very little girls, in thcir night-gowns, fast asleep.
He and the Sand Man lift them carcfully out and lay them on
ihc conches.)

Kixn [w rapture, bending over each jittle girl in suc-
cession'].
Oh, my pink! Oh, my pet!
You re the prettiest yet !
Brave Jack o’ Dream.s so true,
'T is very plain that never again
A fairer lot we ’ll view.
Sleep soft, sleep well, O girlics fair,
On Dream-land’s pleasant sod,
While the Dream Sprites start in each young heart
For the King of the Land of Nod.

(Suods by ihe ihronc and waves his scepter.)

KIXU.
Cling, cling, by my sceptcr’s swing,
Ily the wag of my beard so odd;
Drcain .Sprites small, | summon you all
To the King of the Land of Nod!

[EnUr jhe Dream Sprites, fitr/t sjuith a chain o fflowers.
They gtide in and out among the little sleepers, and
repeat, in concert

We weave, we weave our fairy chain
"Kound each young heart, in each young brtiin,
Our dream-spcll chain so swecet.
lirigln Dream Spritcs we, so gay and free;
We come with tripping feet, with merrily
tripping feet,
To dance on Dream-land’s sod.
While wc weave, we weave our fairy chain
'‘Round each young heart, in each young brain,
Tliat beats and throbs in the sleepy train
Of the King of the l,and of Nod.

[Une the Dream Goblin enters on tiptoc, with finger
raised, andsays:~]

Hut if some children eat too much,
Or on their backs recline;
| jump and bump on all of such,
Until they groan and wliine.
T is not my fault, you Il all agree,—
I 'ni naught but a goblin, as you see,
And | dance on Dream-land’s sod.
Rut if children witt stuff, why—that ’s enough;
1 know what to do, for “I’'m up to snuff”
For the King of the Land of Nod.

Kixa
Xow weave your chains, ye Dream Sprites fair.
And cali the Dreams from the misly air,—

Stand back, O Goblin odd!

OKI Sand Man, scatter your sand apace,
O'er cach drooping eye, on each little face;
o\nd Jack o’ Dreams, jingle your merry bells,
Till the tinkling tangle falls and swells,

t See foot-notc on page 164.
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While trooping from Drcam-land’s pleasant lafies

Come the Dreams through the ring of rosy chains;

Come the Dreams so rare through the misty air,
To the King of the Land of Nod.

Dream Sprites's weaving sang:

Music composed by ANTHONY REIFF.»

A tdtianit',
do/ce.
________ e —
H-
Come, come, come, Dneams of ihe mist-y
m
m
Come, come, come,
| st tinte.
as I
Come to thcsc chil - dren fair.

Copyright, 1880, by Anthony Reiff
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Come to these children fair. Softand low.

Soft and low, Sing to cach list-'ning ear,

cach list’ning ear ; Kall and flow.

Fall and flow,...ccccoceveienns n
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H35-
Dreams of thc air,

ap-pear! Mere ap*pear,

Here ajipcar, Dreams of thc air, appear !

g=rr=ig -iL
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UF NOD. IDECCVBER,

Here, here, children dear!
Now, by my scepter’s swing,

I hold you all in my mystic ihrall,
Fast bound in my fairy ring;
Eyes bright, closéd tight, rest ye on Dream-land’s sod.
:\s your slumbers you keep, .speak the language of sleep
To the King of the Land of Nod.

Tiik Sin LriTi-E Sieepy-iieads
(Sit up in bed, facing ihe audiencc, and nodding their heads .-lccpily,
say, all together]:
We are Six Little Sleepy-heads just from the earth,
To visit the Land of Nod.
Our lessons are over, and so is our fun;
And after our romp, and after our run,
Right up to our beds we plod;
And when Mamma is kissed, and prayers are said,
Why—we drowsily, dreamily tumble in hed.
And are off to the Land of Nod.

(Kall sicepily on their couches again.]

King.

King. N ow raise the cali, my subjects all,
As ye gather on Dream-land’s sod.
liid the Dreams appear, to ihe children here.

And the King of the Land of Nod.
Incnntation chonis ; allsing:
Music composed by ANTHONY REIFF.*

S «f:

ir-N
txszs- A A A A
Merri-ly, inerri-ly hcrc we sing,Checri-ly, chccri-lv

let it ring, Ring, ring thro’ the mist -y air;

*
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Copyright, i880, by Anthony Reiff.
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i i 1 ie itli-
Sprightly, O !lighlly, O ' Come at our cali < Hitli-er come, Drcam-land’s sod, Quickly, oh, quickly we bid you come.
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Drowsi - ly, drow-si - ly, Cirooning with Inizz and hum.
hitii-cr come, Hither come, one and all! Hith*er come, pq <- i .
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To the King ofthe l,and of Nod, The King of the Land of
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hilli*tTmome. Come to these children fair.

_____ =
Refrain.
I =>-i

1ix3 :-.:2) Nod Good night!  Good night!
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- - Second Chorus. jt.
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Gliding, sliding, full of joy,
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vV-m Says the King of the Land of Nod, Buzz-buzz,
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llast-en, liast-cn, girl and boy. A-slccp, a-sleep on Huz/-buzz, Says the King of the 1.4ind of Nod.
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[As the buzz-buzz choros isrepe.itcd, with nodding motion .nnd music
accompaniment, the Six Drcams siientiy enler and stand behind
the iittie sieepers.]

The Dream Prince \stos jnfront offirst littdegirm\.

I 'm the gallant Prince of the Fairy Isles
That float in the mists of story,

I 'm the glittering Prince of the Realm of Smiles,
And T tread the jraths of glory.

I cali the bright flush to each etiger chcck,
z\s my deeds are read tvilh rapture.

And tlie dangers | face and the words Ispeak
Are certain all hearts to capture.

O ! | 'vc danced in the brains of countless girls,
As they 've read with joy the story

Of my wondrous treasures of gold and pearls,
And my marvelous deeds of glory.

I 'm the Prince who glitters on many a page
Of many a fairy story,

Ever young and brave, as from age to age
I reign in perennial glory;

And | come to-night at the cali of my King,
To dance through your sleep, dream-laden,

And many a happy thought to bring
To my rare little, fair little maiden.

[Shakes his sword aioft.]

Here ’s my strong right arm, that shall shield from harm
This Queen of my Realm of Story;
I 'm your Prince so true, and | come to you,
Filling your drearas with glory.
[Steps behind her again.]
King.
Right gallantly spoken, my brave young Prince;
No knight of my realm has trod
More loyal than you for the pleasures true
Of the Kiiig of the Land of Nod.

My Lady Fortune [tofirst little ;oy].

Wifli My Lady Fortune’s wheel,
Turning ever, woe or weal,
Into every life | steal.
As to you, my boy.
Listen, while I tell to you
All 1 'm able now to do,
If my aid you rightly sue,
For your future joy.
With my wheel, 1 Il turn and turn
All the joys for which you yearn—
High and leaping thoughts that burn
In your heart so bright.
Wealth and health, and honor, too,
All that ’s noble, brave, and true,
AVith my wheel | turn for you
In your dreams to-night.
But, my hoy, remember this—
Guard your heart, lest Fortune’s kiss
Turn your noble aims amiss
To the dilch of pride;
Wealth and health may sometimes pall;
Pride e’er goes before a fall ;
AVith good luck be wise withal;
Never worth deride.
Fortune comes from patient heart.

Pleasures, too, from kindness start,
Luck from pluck should never part;
So, my b5y, be strong!
Ever to yourself be true;
Help the needy ones who sue;
Upright be and manly, too,
ATctor over wrong.
King.
Hurrah for My Lady Fortune’s AVhecll
May it turn full many a rod,
Never for woe, but ever for weal,
Says the King of the Land of Nod.

Old Mother Goose [to seeoml litdegirl-\.

Over the hills and far away,
Sailing aloft on my broomstick gay,

Out from the Land of the Long Ago,

Out from the Realm of the AA'ant to Know,

Scattering song-seeds high and low, Qt
Travel | fast to the children.

Into your dreams | bring to-night

Snatches of song and of story bright,
Glimpses of what you know—oh, so well—
From the man who cries, “ Young lambs to sell,”
To the poor drowned kitty and ding-dong-bell,

And dear old Mother Hubbard.

Old King Colé and his Fiddlers Three,

The Wise Men sailing their howl to sea,
Humpty Dumpty, the Mouse in the Clock,
TafTy the AAielshman, who got such a knock,
Little Bo-Peep and her tailless flock.

And the House-that-Jack-Built jumble.

Soon from your life | fade away;

Treasure, my dear, to your latest day
The songs | 've sung and the truths | 've laught,
The mirth and laughter that oft | 've brought,
The sense my nonsense has ever wrought.

And the blessing of Mother Goose.

King. Dear Mrs. Goose, | 'm proud to see
You here on Uream-land’s sod;
And ever to you my castle is free,

Says the King of the Land of Nod.

The Gobun Can-and-Must [to second Hule hy"].

Clank ! clank ! in my dungeon dank,
I live far down among chains and dust;
And | say to each girl, and | say to each boy,
| 'm the grim old Goblin Can-and-Must.
AVhen they go to bed ugly, and cross, and had,
Leaving Mother and Father so sorry and sad,
Then | come—and | stand—and | say;
[Shaking his fingere]
Little boy, little boy, you are wrong, you are wrong
(And this is the burden of my song)
AA'hat your parents say “Do,” should be easy for yon,
And you can and mnst obey.

Yes, you can and mnst do right, do right;
And however you squirm and twist.
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] shall come, and shall stand in your dreams at night;

“ml they 'H never be happy, and never be bright,
L'ntil love your heart has kissed,

Aml you TC ready to say, on the very next day,

Jly parents | can and must obey.

Then a'vay from your dreams to his chains and dust

Will vanish the Goblin Can-and-Must!

KIVG

Vou 're out of place, Mr. Can-and-Must! Go
From pleasant Dream-land’s sod!

There ’s not a boy-----

(Here C-in-and-Must shake.s his head, and points to second little boy
in proof of his statcmcent.)

What? No?? Why! Shol!
Says the King of the Land of Nod.

Qieen <ie THE Doli.ies [ta third titile girl~\.

Little onc ; pretty one ;
Sleeping so sound,
Uesting so cahnly on Sleepy-land’s ground,
OJ)eii your heart to a dream of delight.
Opea your dream-lids for me, dear, to-night;
Open your drcam-eyes to see what | bring,
Open your dream-ears to hear what | siiig;
List 10 me, turn to me, here as | stand,
The Queen of the Dollies
From bright DoUy-land.

Small dreamer; wee dreamcr ;
luto your heart
Now, with my fancies and visions, | dart;
Visions of dollies all satin and puff,
Visions of dollies in azure and bulT,
Cloth of gold, silver thread, velvets so rare,
Gossamer laces,— fair faces, real hair,—
lionnets, and bracelets, and jeweis so grand,—
Oh, sweet are the dollies
Of bright Uolly-land.

Precious one ; little one;
Ciéme, will you go
OITwilh tlie Queen to the wonders she 'll show?
Makc your own heart, then, a land of delight,
Fiii wilh life’s sun.shine, with love’s glaucos bright.
Then shall we float, dear, in dreams soft and sweet,
Off to the joy-gates and down the fair Street—
Into the palace and there, liand-in-hand,
Reign both— Qiieens of Dollies
In bright Dolly-land.

Koo

«Auil 1 will go, too, fair fjueen, with you,
lo Dolly-land’s beautiful sod.

Ves, A'our Majcsty bright, we will go to-night,
Says the King of the Land of Nod.

The Dream Princess [to third little boyl-

Daisics and buttercups lowly bend—
liend for me as | pass;
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For the Queen of the Dreams to this boy doth send
His own little, sweet little lass.

0 roses bright, and violets, too,
Rejoice as so swiftly | pass;

1 shall dance and flutter his day-dreams through—
I 'm his own little, sweet little lass.

O Powers above! In your infinite love,
Make him gentle, and brave, and strong;

Make him fearless and true, and manly, too.
As Ye basten his years along.

O Prince of the Isles of Beautiful Smiles,
.Send us pleasure and happiness rare;

Send us favoring lides as our ship gayly glidcs
Down Life’s flowing river so fair.

King.

Well, well, my brave boy, there Il be nothing but joy
In your pathway—so soon to be trod.

May this sweet little lass make it all come to pass,
«Says the King of the Land of Nod.

Jack o’ Dreams [rnshing in— righf].

Great King! the Sun is on the run,
The lamps of day to light.
'T is time to go,—Oho1ohol
With the vanishing shades of night.
Dismiss your court, break off your sport,
‘T is time that your way you trod
Around Cape Horn, ere day is born,
To the opposite Land of Nod.

Sand Man [rushing in— &\

Too true, too true! Great King, for you
The horses of night | 've hitched
To your chariot grand, and a fresh load of sand
Into my barrow | 've pitched.
So, let US be olT! Be off! be off!
To China’s celestial sod;
To hold the court, and renew the sport,
Of the King of the Land of Nod.

[Spirited music—“ Racquet Galop,” Simmons; ” Full of Joy
Galop,” Fahrbach; ” Boccacio Mareh ” ; or other sclcction.]

King [rising]-

Gather and plod, gathcr and plod;
Up and away from the Land of Nod.

Sand Man and Jack o’ Dreams [together],

Goblins, sprites, and dreamy ring,
Gather, gather, 'round your King,
Here on Dream-land’s sod.
'Round the world wc now must go.
Ere the Sun his face doth show
In this Land of Nod.

[All the characters form in circle around the children and, all c.xccpt-
ing the King, sing or repeat together.]

aT-
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Music by W. F. SHERWIN.

To THE Cmi.oKKs—Sol/ily.
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(Chil -dren dear, Slceping here. Fare you, fare yon
| PIfiusures bright Round you light, iJappy chil - dren

To THE King. /

well |

Might-y King, ISreak tlic ring
all. Might- y King, Break tlic ring
S . n
——Mm-——a—Hg__ §f _ x .
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To T«E Children.
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Altraise arms. if
Here on Dream-land's sod. Wake ! wake ! the
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spell we break OI' the King of the Lantl of Nod.

LAND OF

See all the people!

NOD.

[December,

Kixc \_/roiii his throne, using mtisic o ffirst song].

I 'm the jolly oid King of tlie Kcalm of Dreams,
The sweet, sleepy Land of Nod.

Uut | fly from the Sun-king’s morning beams,

To the Kingdom of Night and the Castle of Dreams
Far away in the Land of Nod,
In the Chinaman’s Land of Nod;

For 1 'm no good at all when the sunlight slream.s—
I am King of the Land of Nod !

[Descends from ihc throne.]

Gather 'round me, henchmen bold and true,
Proud knights of the Land of Nod,
Hear your monarch away 'round the world with vou.

[To the children.]

Go<l-speed ye, dear children 1 Whalever you tio,
Come again to the Land of Nod.
Wake, boys ! and wake, girls | here ’s the day shining
through,
Says the King of the Land of Nod.

[All p.iss oiT in procession, Standard-bcarer leading, followed by the
King and his Pages, Sand Man, Jack o' Dreams, itrcam
Spritcs, Dreams, and Goblins. .As they move ofT, they -iag in
cliotus the following:]

Goott-bye soitg; use the music of the
pages ibb aud ityj.

Inciiittntitm Chorus" : ut

Tra-la-la; la-la-1a; soft and slow,
Singing merrily, now we go,
Off through the misty air.
Wakcn, C little ones '—here is the dawn:
AVake, with the flush of the rosy morn
Tinging each cheek so fair.

Soft we go, slow we go, now farewell;
Dreamers, awake, we break the spell,
liaste ye from Dream-land’s sod ;
Good night! Good morning! say King anti court,
Rouse ye, O children ! waken to sport—
Farewell lo the l.and of Nod.

Good-bye! Good-bye!
Says the King of the Land of Nod;
Good-bye! Good-bye!
Says the King of the Land of Nod.

[When the last strains of the good-bye song die atvay, and allit
tpiict, the Six Little Sleepy-heads begin to stir and strctch.
IX)w music,—*“ Nursery Tale,” by Fradcl: or ” Blumlicd,” hy
Lange,—dnring which the Six Little Sleepy-heads sit up on ihc
edge of their conches, riib their eyes, finally bccomc wRk
awake, and thcn cry out all together:]

Oh!—oli!  Wh.at a beautiful dream ! W hata—why!
Why, where are we? Ohl

Mamma! Mammal!

[All nin offhastily.]

[CUKTAIN]
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Thk summcr sun lias gone, my young folk, and
the aiitiiinn has blazed itself out. Now it s the
snow’s turn. See how it comes in a merry white
dance to tlte warm and happy, and in cold nip-
ping hla.sis to the poor and sorrowful! It ’s a good
thing that glowing hcarts can warm the earth and
drivc away sliadows (the Deacon says he has seen
them (lo it. for that mattcr, with a helping word, or
an oid shtnvl, or a pair of shoes, or a gift of some-
thing in thc way of food or fuel). Soon the air
«ill be alive with the ringing of Christmas bells.
My, what ;i world it is! Most of the birds and
all the flowcrs, hereabout, have said “ good-bye”
or gone into thc houses; as for the trees, there
lare the brave oid evergrcens—and Eli?

Bless iiiy stars ! W hat will thc clcar Little School-
I'maam tell me next! She says we 've a lovely and
curious winter-tree that lasts only a few hours. It
bears a great many sorts of “ fruit,” and does n't
stand in tlio open air, as ordinary trees do, but itis
I'liouscd sccurcly from the cold.

This Iree looks clismal, she says, as long as any
lingtiisitive boys and girls happen to be in sight;
but when they are safely out of thc way, it cheers
I up wonderftilly, and begins to bear fruit at once.
Assoon as the fruit is ripe and ready, the tree is
shut up in the dark, and no one goes near it.

By and by, when the children are gathered in
thc next room, where the lights biirn dim and only
"liispcrs are heard, thc cloors bctween are thrown
upen, and there stands thc tree, no longer dismal,
but with a bright buci of flame on every bough, and
I'ts urms loaced down ivith—well, my expectant
unes, you will know very soon, Jack hopes. Mean-
time, we 'l talk about

MISTLETOE AND HOLLY.

+Acheery-hearted Englishman sends Jack this
Iteiter, froni Connecticut, which | am sure is in-

tendcd for some of you young folk; just read it
over, my holiday-itcs, and see if itisnot:

“*0 n Christmas-eve,when ihe curtains are drawn closc, and the lamps
are lit, and the happy home-folk are gathered ~forc a blazing fire
in the open grate, and are telling stories or thinking kindly of absent
dear ones, it is pleasant to glance at the prctty grcens in festoons
alon” thc walls, twincd over thc chandcHers and wreathcd about
hanging portraits and pictures, with red holly-bcrries pecping out
checrfuTly here and there, and a buncl» of graceful mistlctoc-sprays
and white berries sprcad out overthc door, This | remember seeing
in England, where most of ihc homes as v/ell as thc churches are
decoratcd at Chnstmas-lime. But in America thc custom is not so
general; yct it is very prctty, and, once tried by any who have
been strangers to it, it surcly will be continued.

“ Evergrcens are very plentiful in America. Holly grows here
abundantly, and, although it is not so beautiful as ils Enghsh cousin,
and its berries are not so bright, still its glossy leaves are very liand-
somc, and the lilllc red balls nestic cheerily among them.

“ St. NiCHOLAStold us in December”® about thc misiletoe, its
history*, and thc customs connectcd wiih it, and how it_is gathered
in Norroandy and sent to England, whcnce some of it comes lo
English people here. But there is no nccd to send .across thc water
for niistictoc, | 'm sure; for it grows hcrc, from New Jersey and Illi-
nois to as far south as México, and isas lovely as the Europcan kind,
although some shadcs lightcr. Your Texas youngstcrs, dear Jack,
can c.'isily find all the mistlctoc they can possibly want, chicny on
the mcsquitc bushes.”

GLOVES.

W hat queer fashions there were in the olden
times ! Why, Deacon Green lately rcmarked in
my hearing that, in the days of “ Good Queen
Bess,” fashionable folk in England worc gloves
that were sccntcd and had air-holes in the palms!

Just as if thc hands needcd to breathe !

“ And, before that time,” said he, “in the reign
of Richard of the Lion’s Heart, gloves were orna-
mented with jewcls at thc hand and embroidcry at
thc top. And, still carlicr, five pairs of gloves were
paid yearly to King Ethelrcd 11., as a large part of
a tribute for protccting German tradcrs in England.
Gloves wero worth a good deal then, you may be
sure. But they were worn even before that, for the
Greek Xenophon wrotc down, as a solemn piece
of history, that ‘Cyrus. King of Persia, once went
without his gloves.””

| supposc the king was obliged to wear them
nearly all the time, poor fellow !

“ And this very Christmas,” added the Deacon,
gently, “ there will be many children poor and
small, bcsides oid, oid peopie, who will have no
gloves, fior even mitts, to keep their hands warm,
unlcss some industrious, tender-hearted girl-knitters
attend to thc matter.”

THE "SNOWSNAKE" GAME.

Dear Jack-in-the-Pui-pit: In snow-timc thc Indians near mv
home have a queer sport or practice, which your boy.s and girls
may like to imitate. These Indians take a stick, ciglil or ninc feet
long and a little more than an inch thick, and shave it down to half
an mch, excepting at onc end, where they leave a kind of pointed
knob. On this thick part they put strips of Icad, to make thc end
heavy.

W%\/en complete, as | have tried to describe it, thc snakc is lield by
its thin end and thrown along thc slippery tracks made by sleighs in
thc road, or over a clcar spacc of cnsp snow-crust, or on the ice of
some lake or river. It sHps away and away until it is almost out of
sight, and you think it never wiil stop: and as it stidcs ovcr uncven
surfaces, its up-and-down, wavc-like motion gives il thc appearance
of a snake gliding swiftly along ovcr llie snow ; henee its fiame.

The Indians t>* who can make their pet “ snakes” slide farthest,
sume onc going wiilt the umpirc to send the queer things skimming
back to thc players. Mcssages slippcd into covcred grqovcs can be
sent in snow-snakes across long slrciches of ice too thin to beara
boy’s wcight, or hurlcd along a road from house lo house, and so
.save time and labor, bcsides making fun of thc kind that warms you.

Yours truly, A. C. H.

- 2
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I.ITTLE

FOLK.

Once there were two sun-flow-

ers who lived in a gar-den. One
of them knew the lit-tle girl who
lived next door: but the oth-er

did not care for any-thing but the
sun. The friend-ly sun-flow-er oft-
en leaned o-ver the fence and
bowed to the lit-tle girl. It was
SO tall, that she could not reach
it, e-ven if she stood on her tip
toes; but it some-times would put
one of its broad leaves o-ver the

fence like a hand, and the little
girl would shake it, and say, with
a laugh :

“Good morn-ing, dear old Bright-
face !”

One day she said:

“Would you like
dol-ly?”

The sun-flow-er nod-ded; so the
lit-tle girl reached up as high &
she could, and held up her dol-ly
to be Kkissed. And they were dl
three ver-y hap-py.

Then the big-gest sun-flow-er
nudged the oth-er, and said:

“How fool-ish you are ! Why do
you not al-ways look at the sun, a
| do?”

Poor thing! It did not know
how bright a lit-tle girl’s face can te

to know nmy

KITTY AND DODO.

BY W.

O h ! Kitty and Sir Dodo

Went out to take a ride;

And Dodo sat upon the seat,

With Kitty by his side.

Now Kitty had a bonnet on,

All trimmed with ostrich feathers ;
And Dodo had pink ribbons hung
Upon the bridle leathers.

\

S. H.

And Kitty wore a blue silk dress
With ninety-seven bows ;

And Dodo’s coat had buttons fine
Sewed on in double rows.

And Kitty had a parasol

Of yellow, white, and red ;

And Dodo wore a jaunty cap
Upon his curly head.



KOR VERY

Says Dodo to Miss Kitty”:

1Where shall we drive to-day ?”
mJust where you please,” says Kitty ;
“1’'m sure you know the way.”

Xow Dodo had a famous whip,

That glistened in the sun,

And when he cracked the silken lash
It made the horses run.

*Oh. iny !” said timid Kitty,

'] fear they Il run away.”

1Don’t be afraid,” said Dodo,

“lcan hold them any day.”

Sweet flowers were blooming all

around,

The birds sang soft and low,

While, in the west, the setting sun
Sel all the sky aglow.

Says Dodo to Miss Kitty :
“Yon are my pet and pride.

llove to go a-driving,

With Kitty by my side.”

And then says happy Dodo :

LITTLE
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‘I know a lovely Street

Where we can get some good ice-
cream

And strawberries to eat.”

‘How charming !” says Miss Kitty ;

‘I 'm sure | 'm fond of cream,

But of eating ice and strawberries,

I never yet did dream.”

With that he smoothed the lap-robe
up,—

T was made of leopard’s skin,-

And put his anrf around the seat

And tucked Miss Kitty in,

And said, “ | hope, Miss Kitty,

Your pretty feet are warm?”

‘Oh, thank you !” said Miss Kitty ;

‘1 think they ’ll take no harm.”

Thus Dodo and Miss Kitty

Enjoyed their pleasant ride,

Likewise the cream and

berries ;
And carne home side by side.

straw-
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THE |I.ETTER-BOX.

T ne beautiful cngraving which forms tic froiiiispiccc of the pres-
eni numbcr, is a copy of a painting made more than three hundred
years ago by ihc great painier, lwconardo da Vinci. An inieresting
account of his life will be given to our readers In the course of the
series of articles to be bcgun next montli, entitlcd “ Stories of Aji
and Artists.” It is cnough to say here, therefore, that he was one
of the greatcst men of all lime, being not only a great painter, but
also a distinguished sculpior, architcct, enginccr, and man of Science.

The picture from which our frontispiccc was made, representing
the Madonna receiving a Uly from ihc hand of the infant JesUs, isone
of Da Vincl’s best, and was paintcd in his laicr years.

T he supply of good things prcpared for this Christmas number
was so great that, in order to make room, it was decided to print no
illustrations lo cilher of the serial stories in this speclal issuc, beyond
the little diagrams given. All subsequcnt insiallments, however,
throughout the volume, will be carefully illustratcd.

Here are a few curious “ moral stories,” which some ambitious
boys would do well to take to heart:

Dear St. Nicholas: About the last place you would look for a
good moral story would be in the advertising columns of a morning
paper, but the othcr day | found a numbcr there. All were short,
only onc chapter of two or ihrcc linos, but they told what kind of
héroes the real world wanted, and that is my idea ofa moral story.

For instance, onc merchant wanted..an...""..Iniclligent.boy.” Hew
very unromantic that merchant was! Not a suggestion about the
nccessity of the hero owning a revolver, being called “ chief,” or hav-
ing seen an Indian. Such qualifications imght weigh in a “ dime
novel ” series, but there is no dcmand for them in the advcrtising
columns. Hcady wits and bright eyes are wanted. Next I rcad a
most intcrcsting story, wilh an e.xcellecnt moral. Wanted—Boy
from is to 17. Apply in own handwriting.” The hcK>ofthis story
was a boy who wrote a good hand and spclled correctly.

“ Boy wanted who can sel lypc and make ready on Gordon pres.s,”
This mcans that “ knacks” and knowledgc are worth dollars aud
cents. The hcru of this story had leamcd to do something useful.

“ Wanted,~a smart boy; must .write a good hand, and come well
rccommended.” Did you ever know a great moral story to turn out
better than that? Natural ability, knowledge, and charactcr, all
recognized, sought for, and rewarded !

Such are the young héroes of real Ufe, as faiihfully pictured by thi
dcmands oflhe nour. j.ow. s

The tale of “ Golden-hair,” in the November number, was crcd-
ited, by ovcrsight, lo Mrs. C. D. Robinson ; but that lady only for-
warded the manuscript for the author, Hon. Jercmiah Curtin. For
some years, he was member of the American Embassy in Ru.ssia,
and while there he took down this and other curious folk-stories
from the lips of Russian peasants.

w e feel sure that all our readers will apprcciate the beautiful set-
ting Mr. Brennan has given to the bailad of “ The Miller of Dce.”
As the poem is a good onc for rccitation, however, we herc rcprint
it, in a fonu convenient for rcading aloud, or Icaming by heart.

THE MILLER OF DIiK.
nv EVA L. OGDEN*.

The moon was afloat,
Like a goldcn boat
On the sca-bluc dcpihs of the sky,
When the Miller of Dcc
Wilh his Children ihrcc,
On his fat red horse rodé by.

“Whithcr away, O Miller of Dcc?
Whithcr away so late?”

Asked the 'roll-man oid, wiili cough and sniczc
As he pas.sed the big loll-gaie.

But ihc Miller answcrcd him ncver a word,
Never a word spakc he.

He paid his toll ar.d he spurrccl his horse,
And rodé on with his Children three.

“ He ’s afraid to (cll!” (prnih the oid Toll-man
He ’s ashamed to tell!” quoth he.

“ Bul I °ll follow you tip and find out where
Vou are going, O Miller of Dce!”

The moon was afloat,
Like a golden boat
Ncaring the shorc of the sky,
When, with cough and whcczc,
And hands on his knecs,
The cid Toll-mun passed by.

‘ Whither away, O Toll-man oid ?
Whithcr away so fast?”

Cried the Milk-maid who stood al the farm-yard Iars
When ihc Toll-man oid crcpt past.

The Toll-man answcrcd her never a wonl;
Never a word spake he.

Scant breath had he at the best to chase
After the Miller of Dcc.

“ He wonl tell where!”
Said the Milk-maid fair,
“Bul 1°Il find out!” cricd she.
And away from the farm,
With hcr pall on her arm,
She followed ihc Miller of Dcc.

‘The Parson stood in his cap and gown,
Under the oid oak-trcc.
“ And whillier away with your pail of milk,
My pretty Milk-maid ? * s.aid he:
But she hurried on with her brimming pail,
And never u word spake she

* She wont tell where!” ihc Parson cricd.
‘“It’s my duty lo know,” said he.

And he followed the Mnid who followed the M.'ui
Who followed the Miller of Dce.

After the Parson, carne his Wife,
The Sexton he carne next.

After the Sexton the Constable canm,
Troublcd and sore perplc.ii.

Aficr the Constable, two Ragg” Boys,
To see what the fun would
And a little Black Dog, wilh only onc cyc,
Was the last of the Nine who, wilh groan and sig",
Followed the MUlcr of Dcc.

Night had nnchorcd the moon
Not a moment too soon
Under the Ice of the sky:
«For the wind it blew,
And the rain fell, too,
And the River of Dee ran high.

He forded the river. he climbed the hill,
He and his Children three;

Bul wherever he went they followed him still,
‘Lhat wicked Miller of Dee!

Just as the dock struck the hour of iwclve,
7'he Miller reached home again;

And when he dismuuntcd and turned, beholi |

'Phosc who had followed him over the wold
Carne up in the pouring rain.

Spla.shed and spattcrcd from head to foot,
Muddy and wct and draggled,

Over the hill and up to the mili,
That wrctchcd company scraggled.

Thej~ all stopped short; and thcn out spakf
Parson; and thus spake he:
What do you mean by your conduct to-nlgliu
Vftii wreU’hiid Milnr nf Det» ?

“ 1 went for a ride, a nice cool ride,
1 and my Children ihrec;

For | took them along as | always do,”
Answered the Miller of Dec.

“ But you, my Friend.s, | would like to know
Why you followed me all the way?”

They looked at cach othcr—* We werc out for a walk

A nice cooi walk 1" .said They.
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" Meister Fjck-feck,” thc curious story printed in this number,
i ncver appeared before in English.  The author writes: *It is
notairanslaiion, but onc of the lesscr-known legcends of the Rhine
foimtr)’, often lold 10 little children, and | heard it from my German
neighbors during a iwo-years’ stay among them.”

Dear St. .Vichélas; Here isa true liitJc .story, which your other
ttakrsmav like to hear:

Litilc latficrless Willie lived with his young mother far from their
«;therlaml, among .strangers; yct of the.se thc mcrty little fellow
jfiofi made iricnds. Unc day a new toy was gis-en him by one of
these friend»—a ttn man upon horscback, gayly painted. WilHc
vas chamicd wiih this plaything; he hugged it in his arms, horse
andall, by way of rest from- the exercise of ndtng. By and by he sat
down on the floor, hoJding his trcastire before him with both hands;
and looking c.irnasily at il, he said, fondly :

“He hashis fader s eyes! He has his fadcr's eyes!”

Williehad heard thci»e words often from his mother’s lips, with a lov-
iliggaae at himself: so he pctted his tin darling thc same way. e.

Drak St. XicHOLAs: Our cousin Alice has framed thc pholo-
graphs if the whole family in a curious and very pretty way. She

R1DI) LE-BOX.

175

cut out framcR of the proper sizes from shccts of perforaied card-
board of different colors, and pxsted ihcsc frames in layers onc above
another, the widcr ones underneath. In most mscs thc frames have
une general outline, but in onc or two the form is varicd a little, so as
to bnng out better the color of some one laycr. A fcw of the frames
.she ha.s louched up here and there with bright oiUcolors; and others
.she has worked over, in vine pattcms, with brilliant worsteds.

In a short Ictter we cannot tell you exacily how Cousin Alicc
makes thcsc pretty frames. But ihese rough hints may hclp some
girl who is in a quandary as to what useful thing she should make for
a Christmas or New Year gift.—Truly yours, Bess and Ann.

OuTDOOR Games and Sports.— (M. O. Cunningham and manv
others:) Hcrc is a Hst of some numbcrs ofst. Nicholas in which
are descriptions of good and lively opcn-air games and sports for
boys and girls: “Japanese Games”; January, 1874—“ Haré and
Hounds” ; Octobcr, 1877—* Snow-ball Warfarc” ; January, i880~
“ Snow-sports " ; February, 1880—* Kite-time,” telling how to make
and manage all kinds of kites; March, 18S50—* Kitc-cutting,” a
Mcxican and Cuban game; April, 1880— Small-boats: How to Rlg
and Sail them” ; Scptember, 1880—* Lacros.se” ; Novcmber, 1880
—*“ Quimain”: “ Lcttcr-box,” Novembcr, 1880.

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

PIIOVEIIH HJ5BUJS.

llic provcrb should be borne in mind when filling Christmas bags.

CONCEAI.El) BIICDS.

L “Is THEREaglen on your estate) Regimeld?” 2. He travels
iw~dayandnight; mgaleandiim sunshine. 3. “ Ifthc baby isasfcep,

lay her on thc bed.” 4. James wanted to go fishing last Friday. 5.
“How can you cali Ralph awkwardi” 6. With cncouragemcni,
she would be an exccllenl pianist. 7. Henry IV. of France was a
popular king. 8. The house was flaming on all sides. 9. “ Your
hnc fowls have all gone to roost, Richard.” 10. “ Oh, Fernando, do
not frighten my birds!” 11. Place the red over the gray, to form a
pleasing contrast. 12. “ Fill thc pipe with bark of willow.” 13
“ Faint thc hollow murmur rings, o’er mcadow, lake, and sircam."
14. “ 'Tis the break of day and we must away.” I t. s

CKOS.S-WOKI) EMO3IA.

My first is in cali, but notinhear;

My second in doe, but notindccr;

My third js in fowl, but not in bird;

My fourih isin sheep, but not in herd;

My fifth is in cari, but notinking;

My sixth is in whirl, but not in .swing.

And my whole—you surcly ought to know’ it—

Is thc naine of a famous English poec. .maud.

A DICRENS

For older Puzziers.

I>0IBLK AOROSTIC.

A 11 the charactcrs referred to are lo be found in Charles Dickens's
novéis.

Primals: A rctired army officer who boasisofbcing “ Tough, siri”

Finals: A schooi-boy, addicied to drawing skcleions.

Cross-words : 1 The simame ofa woman who apparcntly spends
all her time washing greens. 3. A fiame somctimes used in deris-
ion of Mrs. Crunchcr by her husband. The Christinn fiame of a
shy young girl, whom Mr. Lammic incs 10 induce “ Fascination
Ficdgeby ” 10 inarr™. 4. 'Flie simame of a friend of Mr. (>uppy’s,
who, contniry lo thc proverb, does not “ grow apacc.” 5. The sur-
namc of an ecceniric oid lady with a great dLshkc for donkcys. 6.
The nicknamc given to the father of Ilcrbert Pockct’s wife. 7. The
simame of a genial pld fellow, who, having lost his right hand,
used a hook in its place. 8. The flame of an jnteresting family who
lodged in thc house with Newman Noggs. w.

M MEUIOAL OMISSIONS.

My whole is composed of eleven leltcrs and is a gardcn cre.ss.
Omit 1-2-3-4-5-6 and Icavc herbagc. Oinit 7-8-9-i0-ii and leave
a spicc. w. H,

TIliUIE

I. 1L N\i.WAVS in doubt. 2. Partof a whcel.
Italy. 4. Large. 5. In tone.

Il. 1. In panther. 3. AnIntclligenl animal. 3. AklInd of quad-
niped, notcd for ils kccn sense ofsmell. 4. An animal that is seldom

EASY DIAMONDI?.
3, A city of northern

called “ oid,” no mattcr how great its age may be. 5. In badger.
I11. 1 In lawsuits. 2. A useful animal. 3. A flame borne by
many kings of France. 4. Sense. 5. In siall. p- X
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PICTOJtJAI. MJIMERICAII ENKIMA. corrodc. 5. In knight. Richt-hand Diamond, (across). 1 Inwriic
. . . 2. A fixed regulation. 3. The lustcr of a diamond. 4. Moist. 5 Ig
| The a_n?wcr (_:ont?]UIS ofcighl W_ords_,”antti |1s_ sugg:elst_ed by Ilhtc tt_wo roads.
arger pictures in the accompanying illustration. is a salutntion
much hcard during the prcscnt season. The key-words are not TURBE NIJUIERTCAL ENIGMAS.
defincd in the usual way, but are represenicd by pictures, each of I. The barrel of 12-3 whichinv
which refers by a Uoman numeral to iLs own set of Arabio numeréis son 4-5%-7 placed 8" the b.W
given in the statcment of the puzzle. Thus: “ Ill. 28-14-13" has been wTappcd inthe 125/
mdicatcs that the twenty-cighih, fourteenih, and thirtcenth Ict- S-6-7-8-9 which he is go.
lers of the answecr, y-a-m, spell a word which describes ing to use for covct-
the picture bearing the Roman numeral 111. * ing the haichcs
I 11-27-1-17. 11. 2-16-22. 11l of his buai.
28-14-13. IV. 25-3-12. V. 7-
20-56-5-9-10-2715. VI. 24-
30-7-8-12. Vil. 23-3-19
-4. VIII. 6-21-31-18.
CONXECTEI)
IMAMONUG.A.
The central letters of
this puzzle reading across.
her daughter who
was moping in the 9
11-12, twilight, to read
from the history of ICngland the
part refcrring to the dccapitaiinn of
1-2-3-4 s-6-7-8 9-10-11-12.
form a 1. The rudcboy, on nearing the hivc, took
word of a piece of x-2-3-4, dripping wiih honey, axd
ten letters made of flung it 5-6 ihc bees, who then flew at him ami
two words of five stung him so badly, that he was hardly 7-8-9-iok
letterscach. Upon reach home. His right to altack them, the bees
the first half of the evidently considcred a i-2-3-4-5-6-7-8-9-ioonc.
long word, the
Lcit-hand Dia- *
mond is based; and upon the other half is bascd the Right-hand EASV DOUBLE AUROSTIC*.
Diamond. The Primai-S and finais spcll a lame which is dear lo all children.
Centrals Across : A protcction toa harbor. Left-hand Dia- Cross-words : i. Periainmg to schools. 2. Happening by chance.
mond, (across). i.In doubt. 2. Metal. 3. Aniiiterruplion. 4. To 3. Onc ofihe United States. 4. A living picture. 5. Nanielcss.
ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN NOVE.MBER NUMBER.
Hidden Animals. i. Elephant. 2. Camel. 3. Horse. 4. Kan- Concealed Square-words. 1 1. Sand. 2. Avcr. 3. Nero, f
garoo. 5. GiraflTe. 6. Ape. Drop. Il. 1. Phasse. 2. Hovel. 3. Avoid. 4. Scine. 5 I'Wé-,
Diamond in a Rhomboid wait S Hour-Glass Puzzle, i. Mer>laid. 2. StErn. 3. URn. f C
sTRI P 5. FUn. 6. KoRan. 7. PapYrus.
SILAS Charadb. Blu”j-stocking.
PAR Es Metamorphoses i. Black, i. Clack. 2. Crack. 3. Track.4
SETo N Trick. 5. Trice. 6, Trite. 2 Write. 8. White. Il. Lead.i.
Geocraphicai. Double Acrostic. Nashville—'rennessce. Cross-  Tzoad. 2. Goad. 3.Gold. Ill. Happy. 1 Harpy. 2 llarps.3
words: 1. NantuckcT. 2. AdelaidE. 3. SwedcN. 4. HebroN. 5. Warps. 4. Wards. 5 Words. 6. Wordy. 7. Worry. 8. So}.
VcnicE. 6. IndianapoliS. 7. LyonS. 8. LucemE. 9. EriE. IV. Hill. 1 Hall. 2 Hale. 3. Vale. VW liush. 1 Bust.
Double Cross-word Enkima. Infancy—Manhood. Best. 3. Beei. 4. Feet. 5. Freu 6. Free. 7. Tree. VI. Sumt®.
Easy Provekb-Reijis. Thcrc are none so dcafas those who will 1. Bummer. 2. Bumpcr. 3. Humpcd. 4. Dumpcd. 5- Ihimpei
not hear. Rhy.meo Anagkams. Harvest time. 6. Damper. 7. Hampcr. 8. Harpcr. 9. Harder. 10. Harden. n
Invekted Pyramid. Across: 1. Shearcd. a. Knded. 3. Dad. Garden. VIL Seed. i. Secn. 2 Sewn. 3. Sown. 4- n
4. M. Qiotatit.n Puzzle. Thanksgiving. Coon. 6. Com. Cross-word Enigma. Boot-black.

The fiames of solvcvs are printed in the second number after that in which the puzzles appcar. & -
Solutions to Seitk.mber Puzzles wcrc received too late for acknowlcdgment in the November number, from Beatricc C. B. urgB
Hanover, 4— Barclay A. Scovil, 2. The numerais denote number of puzzles solved.

12— F.ddie B. Coburii, 5— Philip Sidney Carlton, 6 ~“ Carof~d her s"sters, ~  Trailing Arbutu.s,” 3—WiUianr
and Mac Gordon, 4—Thomas Nlullaney, 2— Ellie and Corrie, 7— Kdward Vuliee, i Richard Stockton, 7—* Sid and I,” 9.





