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Three miles to the castward of thc prctty sea-
short imvn of Ncwport, on a high bank sloping
tmvard the beach, stood a large oid farm-housc,
which could be seca for miles around.

When the south-cast wind blcw, and great
wawes dashed 011 the rocks, the oid house trcmbled,
for it stood liare and unprotected; but its good
timbers had  .stoutly withstood many a storm
which had drixen great ships to seck shelter undcr
tre high cliffs rising to thc north-cast of it. If you
hed visited Nexvport at the time of xvhich 1 am
witing, and, by chance, had driven along the
beachcs to thc quiet country, you inight have scen
the house of xvhich | havc told you, and pcrhaps,
in passing the gate, you xvould have noticed threc
hroan faces peeping out at you—the faces of three
lidc girls,—Loiiisa, Helena, and Mary,— xvho lived

sthe solitary house all through the bright summer
and through thc stormy xvinter. ’I'hey had no
playmetes  bcsides one another, but they xvere
adxas happy, alxvays busy, and 1 shall tell you

something about xvhat they did.

Frst, they slcpt in a prctty nurscry, papered xvith
lbright pictures, and xvith xvindoxvs xvhich looked
|to thc eastxvard, far axvay ovcr the broad occan, and

I thc early morning, xvhen the sun carne up out

fthe sea, ii shone directly across thcir beds.

Thenthe six bvoxvn eycs unclosed, and the little

'jris mede their plans for the day. They must

their floxvers, and the seeds they had lately
™ted; they must feed their cat and dog; and,
Mamme should be rcady, they must takc her
>Pthrough the fields, to look at the last bird’s-nest
discovcred. In the afternoon they must
“tothc beach, and look for shells, and seo if the
hed tossed up anything ncxv, for they had
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Icarned a great deal about thc creatures that live
in thc xvater as xcll as about thosc that live upon
the land.

They turned up thc stoncs under xvhich the black
ants had made their nests, and xvere half-sorry
xvhen they saxv the frightened mothers hurrymg to
catch up the baby-ants, to hiele them in safer places,
'I'hey xvatchcd the skillful spidcrs xveave their webs,
and knexv where thc crickets hid in xvinter, and thc
first spring-floxver that pcepcd abovc the ground
they found and carricd homc as a treasure.

They once had a funny adventiire, of xvhich | am
going to tcll you ; but first I must describe some-
thing xvhich is quite peculiar to the island én xvhich
Nexvport stands.

Often, on bright days, xvhen not a cloud is to be
seen overhead, you suddenly licar, in the distancc,
a loxv, moaning sound.

“ What is that? ” you cxclaim.

“ It is the fog-horn on a distant light-house,” an
islander xvill explain to you. *“ Look! off there is
a fog-bank, and it is rolling toxvard usand south-
eastxvard, on the horizon, you see a loxv, dark cloud.
Presently a slight chill crecps ovcr you, and the air
fccls moist. A moment more, and the ships ncar
shorc can not be scen, and finally the xvalls and
buildings are lost to vicxv; you are envcloped in a
thick cloud, and, bexvildcrcd, look about for the
path by xvhich you carne.

Well, it xvas on a bright afternoon that Louisa
(the eldest of the children) proposed to her sisters
to go in search of xvild straxvberrics. Mamma con-
sented, and off they startcd, each xvith a basket
on her arin.

They climbed one wall
quite safe and happy.

after another, feeling
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The berries were abundant, and when they had
filled their baskets they made a nest in the long
grass, and had a grand feast. The little sparrows
hopped about them, and the swallows playcd above
their heads, and they laughed, and talked, and
rolled in the sweet clover, and thought of nothing
beyond the happy moment.

But while they frolicked in their nest, a great
change had come over cverything outside. Tlie
distant islands had disappeared, the white sails
which, a moment beforc, had glanced in tNe sun-
shine, were gone, and just as Mary, the youngest
little girl, declared she was tired and wanted to go
home, their house itself was lost in the great cloud
which had closed around them.

“ Nevcr mind,” said Louisa, confidently, as she
gathered up the baskets and took Mary’s hand,
“ 1 know the way;” but as she looked about for
the stile over which they had climbed, and could
not find it, her face became very sober.

In a few moments, however, they found a wall,
but beyond therc was nothing to be seen besides
the green grass.

“ Keep straight on,” said Louisa, as the children
hurried after her, quite sure that all was right; but,
a few moments after, they all stood still, for before
them, across what they supposcd to be their path
homeward, ran a brook, dashing merrily over the
stones.

“Where are we?” said Helena, and little Mary
began to cry. “ 1 ’'m tired, Louisa; I want to sit
down.”

Louisa’s heart beat very fast, and the tears would
find their way to her eyes, but she forced them
back as she remembered what her mamma had
often said to her about taking caro of her younger
sisters, and said, quite checrfully:

“ We have lost our way, but don’t be afraid,
Helena, for you know in a little while the fog will
blow over. 1think the best thing we can do is to
sit down quietly and wait, for if we keep on, we
may go farther from home. See, hcre is a big hay-
stack; we will make a hole in the side of it, and all
go in and wait till the sun shincs again.”

“Yes,” said Helena, “ and we will make a bed
with the hay for Mamie, and if she wants to, she
can go to sleep.”

So Helena and Mamie grew quite merry again,
as they fashioned their house, but Louisa sat at
some distance from them, watching and listening
intently for the least sight or sbund which might
serve as a guide to her, for she knew that it must
be near the sctting of the sun, and that in a little
while they would be surrounded, not only with
clouds but with darkncss.

She heard in the distance the lowing of cattle
as they were driven homeward for the evening milk-
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ing, and she just caught the faint soundofabell
in Newport. She thought of her comfortable bed
at home, and of her supper waiting, and of ker
poor, anxious mamma ; and, at last, the teais
began to roll down her cheeks.

“ This will not do,” she said to herself, and e
went and sat closer to Helena.

Mamie had fallen asleep and Helena, tiredof
play, was lying down beside her. “Why, Lois"
she exclaimed, “ you ’ve been crying! Ohdear!
oh, dear ! It is growing dark, and we shall haeto
stay here all night.”

“ Hark,” said Louisa— “ 1 hcar footstcps;" ad
they clung closely togethcr as the sound are
nearer and nearcr.

“ Perhaps it is the man who owns the ey
whispered Helena, remembering how she hadsal.
tered it about.

“ Or Mamma come to find us,” said Louisa, ad
she called loudly, “ Mamma! Mamma!” Buthere
was no voice in rcply ; only, the footsteps «ere
Corning nearer.

Presenti)' they heard something pulling the ey,
tlicn a breathing closc by them, and in auoter
moment a pair of big, round eyes stared wath-
ingly into their hiding-placc.

“ It isold Kate, our cow!” said Louisa, junprg
up with such a shout that Kate started offata
gallop, and thcn stood still, and took another lak
at the children.

“ Come, come; we will follow her, Helenafot
she is sure to go home to be milked."

“ But what shall we do with Mamie?" sd

Helena. “ We must tr>' to wakc her.”
Mamie, however, had settled herself for hr
night’s sleep, and though, when the dilden

called her, she half opened her eyes, they irstatly
elosed again, and her chubby face settled keds
quite contentedly, on its rough pillow.

There was nothing to do but to carry ha, 9
Louisa, summoning all her strength, lifted thdeawy
child, and, with Helena’s help, managed toididr
the footsteps of the cow, who went leisurely onha
way, stopping every few moments to nibde te
bunches of white clover. She followed the bk
for a little way, and then suddcnly tiirmed offin®
it, and led the children along a narrow fotymh
through the long grass. They carne toan
in the wall and passed through it

Now they could hear the boom of the
the beach, and their faces brightened, for thf
knew by this that the cow must be leading trema
the right way. Whenever she stoppcd ©
they laid their heavy burden on the
rested; they became at last very hungr)' an t
for the sun had long ago gone down be ®
hill, and it was near their bed-time.
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“If we only had a pail, we could milk thc cow,”
jsaid Helena, thinking of her supper.

Itwes almost dark, and they had begun to think
(et Katc, after all, did not mean to go home,
‘«hen shc suddenly brought them into the broad
“yoed which led dircctly past their father’s house,
and there bcfore them stood the house itsclf, look-
ing, Louisa said, like a fairy palace, with a light in
evefy window. They shouted for joy, and Mamie
awakened, and Ict them stand her on her feet.

“ THE CiW IL.ED THE CHILHKEN

“Run, Mamie dear!” they cricd. “ Mamma
itiocs not know whcrc we are,” and scizing her by
1eche hands, thc\- liurried on, driving the cow bcforc
[them.

hhcn they reachcd thc house, it appearcd quite
1 osaken The front door stood wide open, thc
isupper was lying untouchcd on the table—the
iPtror, the bcdrooms, oven the kitchcn, were all
iemptj, Lvcrybody, even to the cook, had gone
louUo search in thc fog for thc lost children.

P ""eh dclight at the surprisc they
™ §"AHtT>ma when site should come home.
iH P***'e«R sclosct)” said Helena, “ and

pop out, when thcv all come back.”
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But when they had eaten their supper, and no
one had returned, they found they were too sleepy
and tircd for any play, so they decided to undress
and hide undcr the bed-clothes; and an hour after,
when thcir mamma carne home, anxious and dis-
tressed, behold ! on their pillow shc found three
little brown heads, all safe and fast aslcep.

In the morning everybody gathered about the
children to hear their story, and oid Kate was

ALUNO THROUGH THE CRASS."

pcttcd and caressed as shc had never been bcforc.

“ But tcll me,” said thcir papa, “ which way you
went, and what you saxv on your way home,”

And whcen the children told him aiiout the brook,
he explaincd to them that, instcad of coming south-
xvard as they should havc done, they had gone
westxvard. And he gavc Louisa a prctty little instru-
ment callcd a qompass, and cxplained to her how
the nccdlc inside pointcd alxxays to the north, so
that another time, when going for a xxalk, shc could
tie this around her ncck, and it xvould tell her xx'hich
xvay t0 go. And Louisa thought that xx'ould be a
much bettcr guidc than a c)w who xx'antcd to stop
and eat clox™er cvcry fexv moments.
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In a favorite nichc in my rooni, adorned with iny
choicest specimcns of fcrns and plumy grasses,
hangs, suspended from two slight twigs of bamboo,
a tiny, daintily fashioned bird’s-nest.

Around this small nest cluster many and gratcful
memories of the fairy-like owner, a vervain hum-
ming-bird, smallest of all known birds, and the
most charming and best loved pet 1ever possessed.

Many a weary hour, during the almost intolerable
heat of midday in Jamaica, has been charmed away
by the joyous, exuberant life and wild, merry ways
of my little feathered pet.

The day 1 obtained possession of this bit of bird-
kind, 1 well remember as being warmer and more
unbearable than usual. 1had been all the morn-
ing lying in my hammock, with jalousies tightly
drawn to exclude the blinding rays of the sun out-
side, vainly trying to find relief in a vigorous
fanning by my colored maid, Justina, and in
cooling drinks of iced lime-juice, when my atten-
tion was drawn to the sound of a dispute on the
piazza outside, and some languid curiosity was
excited by the oft-repcated words :

“ Me hab litty bird for white missy”” in an un-
mistakable negro voice, but one unknown to me.

Although, during
the midday in Ja-
maica, neither busi-

ness fior pleasure was
often allowed to inter-
fere with the impor-
tant task of keeping
cool, 1 had enough
energy left to demand
that the owner of the
voice be admitted.

In shufiled a genu-
inc “ blackie boy,”
ducking his head at
every step, showing
the whitest of teeth,
and carrying some-
thing carcfully cov-
ercd in a tattercd rag
that 1 supposed was
intended for a hat.

“ Litty bird fly berry fast; missy hab to peek at
he,” began the owner of this hcad-covering, as he
drew near to my hammock.

Now, that hat was ccrtainly an objectionable
article to “ peek™ into, but “ peek” 1did, and was

VERVAIN [IUMMING-IUKU AND NEST.— ACTUAL SIZE.

rewarded by seeing what seemed to be the ravars
of a dirty gauze net.

1 drew back and eyed the boy with stern indg
nation, but the confident, upraised face, with iis
grin of expectancy, induced me t> venturc ae
more “ peek.” And this time | was more siioess-
ful, for, wrappcd in the folds of gauze. | cypied
so tiny a ball of ruffled feathers that 1 could ra
believe it was an cntire bird. Uut upon carcfuly
cxtricating this small mass of green and bak
plumage, 1 discovercd it to be the liniest biid 1
ever saw in my life, but now linip and lifeless.

“Why, my boy !” exclaimed 1, - this poor brd
is dead. What can | do with it?”

The boy’s face fell, and the grin fadcd.

“ Hi, missy; me tink you buy that litty brd
Him alibe when dis nigga put him in dat bat."

During this conversation 1had been holdingthe
small bird in my warm palm, and now, mchto
my surprise, 1 felt a slight tpiiver in the litle
framc.

1 held the tiny crcature to my lips and gy
brcathed upon it, and soon a fccbie lhittering of
the wings, and a faint “ cree, cree,” assured ne
that the wce thing still had a little life in it

“ Warra!” aied
my black boy, “hHm
alibe now, for ¢o
White missy put tre
bref in him.”

I hiirricdly ds
patched Justina for
swectened weter, (@
my birdic wes rgady
rcgaining  strength,
and 1was axiows lo
re-assiirc the timd
fluttering heart.

The swcetencd «>
tcrforthcoming,lp«l
a few drops beiven
my lips and cardfuly
pressed the little beek
against them ad
after a slight strugle
1 felt it sip, fechl

first, then eagcrly, at the sweet drops. o4&
my prisoner was struggling to escape.
From that moment my heart was '"on,
was with real joy that | saw my bird dart sudderb
from my hand, and, alighting on the edgcof a

and it
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picturc-frame, commence a vigorous precning of his

disordercd plumagc

“\Vill missy liab odcr litty birdic on 'de nest?”
inquircd the boy.

1then Icarned tbat this bird was the malo, which

‘THE TINIEST OI* FKJENUGS

boy liad succccded in catching by means of an
Id ring-iKt. left by soinc naturalist in this land
ing with inscct life, and the female was still in
Itre ncst, on an oid plantation bearing the qucer
fene of *“ Hozzetty Hall,” situated near the remark-
dde river of " Onc-stick-ovcr-thc-one-eye.” The
boy/s oivn scttlcnient of shantics was called
“Harnony 1Vns,” whilc he himsclf rejoiced in
trc appropriato flame of “ Snow-ball.”
gladly constnted to take the other bird and
nst, if he could obtain them, and giving the
dsired “ mac.,” » with an added “ Joe,” t sent hini
anhisway rcjoicing.
Myivhole mind was now given to the taming of
|mypet, which 1 knew was a vervain humming-
a nativo of Jamaica, and the smallest of even
his tiny race. The fiame “ vervain” probably
onginated from these birds being so often found
hovering overthe blue blossoms of the West Indian
venain a plant common in all thc fields and
jpa_s&m of Jamaica.
™rathcr commonplace English fiame of hum-
|ming.bir( is quite misapphied in the case of thc
venain, as the flame comes from thc humming
soumimetic by thc wings in the rapid flight. But
Wh the ven>ain. Ibis sound, from its diminutivo
de>andwonderfiil vclocity, is more like the sharp
“hirrrof insect wings. Indeed, from a distancc,
ling from flowcr to flower, the tiny creaturc

*Nfacaroni," a Creéle shilUng.
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looks very like a humble-bee. Some of the natives
of Jamaica apply extremely fanciful fiames to these
aerial gems, our humming-birds, such as “ Tresses
of the day-star,” “ Rays of thc sun,” “ Murmur-
ing birds.” The French fiame, “ Oiseau-tnouche ”
(bird-fly), is quite appli-
cable to my fairy bird,
as he was litcrally fly'-sized,
hardly larger than alocust,
being only an inch anda
quarter from his quarter-
inch, nccdlc-like beak to
his small ten-fcathered tail,
which; like the beak, was
held high in the air in the
most aggressivc way you
can imagine.
His head was
the size of a pea,
and the bright,
bead-likc eyes
were capable of
seeing objects
almost invisible
to US, for I could
see him snap his
little bili and
swallow as with
real zest some
flying insect not
visible to my
unaided eyes.

His Icgs,hardly longer than a good-sized mos-
quito’s, werewonderfully strong, the funny little
claws clinging so closely to a string or twig that
one feared to use the forcé neccssary to disengage
them. This humming-bird is not as brilliantly
colorcd as some others, but his plumage shines
with a mctallic lustcr that, in the sunlight, is daz-
zling, particularly aftcr precning evcry fcather, as
he is very’ fond of doing, being an extremely vain
little fcllow.

But 1 must tcll you how I succceded in making
this strange wild creaturc contcntcd and happy
with his new mistrcss and prison-house.

My first thought was of a cage, for soon thc
jalousics must be raised to admit the cool evening
breeze, and my Windows, with most others in this
upon drawn jalousies, a kind of lattice blind, with
the piazza extending cntirely around the house, and
also protectcd by Jalousies, for kceping out the wind
and rain when these were too boisterous.

1 wcll knew that, at the first opportunity, those
rapidly moving wings would bcar their little owner
out into the free air he loved so well. A cage must
be made at once, and my ingenuity was taxed to

t Sixpence.
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provide one dainty enough for so exquisite an
occupant.

One of the colored boys about the place, an in-
genious fellow, succeeded in wiring together a
small frame of bamboo twigs. Burcau drawcrs were
ransacked for a covering, and finally a strong but
transparcnt piece of white gauze was discovered;
this was stretched tightly across the framc, leaving
one side to be raised or lowered at pleasure.
Furniture was then supplicd, in the shape of asilver
wire and twig of lantana, for slecping and perching
purposes. 1then begged a toy cup from my hostess’
little daughter, which 1 filled with the juice of the
sugar-cane, sctting a small quill in it, for the convcn-
ience of my gucst’s tapcr beak. 1 was gazing with
extreme complacency upon this contrivance, when
Justina innocently remarkcd that “ litty bird tink
dat berry quar flower.” 1 looked at Justina with
constcrnation.  Ccrtainly that china cup with the
quill inserted did not look likc any flower 1 had
ever seen.

However, 1 placed it in the cage upen my table,
in hopos that the ’cutc little fellow would in some
way gct an inkling of its intended use.

All this time, during the confusién attending the
erection of his dwelling, Minim, as 1 had decided
to cali this smallest of small birds, was darting
about, making himself quite at home, and often
visiting a bouquet on my table, composed of sprays
of lovely orange-blossoms, and fragrant bunches of
the moringa. As he became bolder, he flashed
hither and thither with such startling rapidity that
| fairly held my breath. Flying directly from one
object to another was quite too tame for this small
sprite. Various mancuvers were ncccssary to en-
able him to reach the honcy-cups of moringa.
After rapidly circling for some minutes around the
table, he would suddenly become stationary over the
flowers, suspended on wings vibrating with such
extraordinary rapidity that he seemed to be envel-
oped in mist; then, perhaps, he would make another
swift journey about the room before sipping the
néctar contained in the fragrant blossoms.

But 1 began to hear gay volees outside; it was
time for the usual aftcrnoon drivc, and oh dear!
my Unen dress hung in limp folds, and the room
was so unbearably ci6ése that 1could hardly breathe,
but | darcd not raise the jalousies, for by this time
my heart was fixcd upon keeping my bird. In
vain 1 uscd every means to entice the cunning little
fellow into the bird-house, sent all the flowers from
the room, but a few blossoms which 1 scattered in
the cage. 1 even cut oif the base of one 6f the
flowers, and fitted the remainder over the cup of
sweets, which it entirely concealcd. Minim refused
to be enticed by that fraud, and 1 resigncd myself
with a sigh to a State of deshabilh' for the rest
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of the evening, for, with neither air fior light, I hed
not the requisite energy for making a’toilet
Minim soon decided to retire for tlic night, ad
pcrched upon his favorite picturc-framc. Through
the gathcring darkncss 1 could Just see the quoer
little mite, his bead-like eyes closed, and his head
not under his wing, but held a little toward ore
side, over his shoulder.

| sent Justina to request that my evening nta
be scrved in my room, and also ventured to ask
for a dim light, by which 1 might safely coney
my food to my mouth. As the light enicrcd te
room, Minim started in terror, fluttcred blindly
from his perch, and in his endcavors to escape,
beat his little body so violently against the wall
that he fell to the floor. | ran and picked himuw
fearing he was dead, but found that he clug
tightly to my hand. 1 cpiickly put otit the un+
fortunate light, groped my way lo the cage, ad
succeeded in gctting the little claws on to the siher
wire, where they clung in dcsperatioii. | carcfully
drew my hand from the cage, lowered the gauwe
curtain, and listened intently, but therc wes ro
sound. .So | rcsigned myself to darkiiess, ad
quietly rctircd to my couch, hoping for betler luk
on the morrow.

With the first brcak of dawn | was arouscd from
my slumber by a sound near me, and, listening, |
distinguished a faint song, a plaintive birdsong,
feeblc but wondcrfully sweet. 1 held my breath
with astonishmcnt and delight.

The singer could not be my ncw pet. Who ewr
heard a humming-bird make more iban a shap
chlrp !

The song continuing, 1 crept softly to the cage,
and saw Minim pcrchcd upon the twig of lantana,
his head raised in bird ecstasy, while pouring forth
from the small throat carne a continuous sound of
faint but exquisite mclody.

1 had ncver before obtained so good a viewof this
wonderful little creature, and | now gazcd longwith
admiration. The swelling breast was covercd with
fine white feathers, eacli feathcr tippcd with briglit
green; the quivcring wings were a dcep, elwty
black, and as a ray of the rising sun struck across
the lustrous metallic green of his back and sidos, 1
thought him the loveliest thing 1had ever beheld.

The elfin solind continued for ten minutes or
more, then ceased, and the bird rcsumed his brisk,
alert air, and incessant watch for small stray Ibes-
| bogan to think the song had been all a drcam
but every mdérning after that, m inim woke Mmewiti
the sweet song that, of all humming-birds, ison)
allowed to the vervain. .

Minim soon began to hover about the fao
flowers in his cage, evidcntly with dissatisfaction.
| eagerly watched the drooping blossom covenng
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Imy cup of sweets. Minim, after trying one and
lanotherof the flowers, thrust liis sharp beak into the
lloncry cheat, and there the little fcllow remaincd,
land | saw with gladness the tiny pumping appa-
Iratus within the beak inoving at a great rate. What
ja<needy df he was! Even after | removed the
lllover from the cup, he hovercd over it every
mioment, drinking deeply of the sweet juice. |
|Diink he considcrcd the whole affair a good in-
Ivention.

lcould fill a volumc with the pranks with which
Ihis channing little bird amused me, during my
jav in Jamaica. He grew more joyous and full
dfiiic every day, showing no signs of fcar, and
«en allowed his frccdom in the room, in search
ofthc nccessary insect-food, voluntarily returned to
hiscagc and much loved sirup-cup.
lcasily taught him to sip from my lips, and
denhave 1bcen rouscd from my midday siesta by
dap angry cries, and an eager little beak pecking
atrmy lips, in search of the sweet drops often found
tere
Hsctiriosity was funny to see. All my garmcnts
ted to undergo a thorough investigation, and my
har tras made to stand on cnd, with his frantic en-
devors to obtain my hair-ribbons. The many-
toloied bows adorning Justina’s woolly head seeined
pexcite his indignation, and | have laughed till
ikcteirs canic. to see the poor girl trying in vain
loescape the atlacks of her little persecutor; and
«en the shar]) claws bccamc cntangled in her
«oollymass of hair, her indignation would vent it-
idfinashowcr of abuse only possiblc to a genuino
Jareica negro tongue.

Not only did my wee birdic posscss an amus-
igamount of vanity and bird-like self-conceit,
htivithin thc diminutivo frame was a spirit capa-
Heof the most valoroits deeds. Indeed, the little
Mow tras rcally pugnacious, and often rcmindcd
neof asmall bantani-cock.

The Mexicans belicved that the souls of departed
«miors inhabitcd the bodies of humming-birds.
Surely, if this myth were true, the spirit of somc
gedt chieftain lived again in the frail body of
raypet

Qe morning a mango humming-bird carne
tehing through the opon window. | quickly low-
eted the jalousics, and opened Minim’s cage,
nyrg to obtain posscssion of iny lovcly guest.

Mnim of coursc, darted from the cage; he eyed
itc raagnificent stranger for somc time with appar-
® serenity, but suddenly, without warning, darted
to'Ridhim with a perfect shrick of rage, and for
*®oment all 1 could see was a confused, rapidly
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revolving mass of feathers. First thc mango, then
Minim, would be uppermost in this terrific combat.
| was bitterly repenting my rash act, for the mango
was much the larger bird, and | feared would Kill
my pct, when T saw thc stranger bird fall to the
ground. | hurried to him and found that he was
nearly dead, while Minim bcgan quictly pluming
himself, with an air of calm superiority. | never
tricd that experiment again, although | am sure
my little pugilist was capable of whipping “ a fel-
low twice his size.”

Little black Snow-ball one day brought me the
female bird and nest. Minim made channing
husbandly advances to his little wife, but madame,
refusing to be comfortcd, droopcd her small head
and died. Her volatile husband refuscd to per-
fonn a parent’s dutics, and to this day | have two
pcarly white eggs, lying in a nest no larger than
an English walnut divided transverscly. It is
a wonderful, compact little cup, made of the
white soft down in the ripcned pods of the cotton-
tree, thc silky fibers tightly held together with soine
sticky substance, probably the saliva of the bird.
Minute spiders’wcbs are closcly interwovcn around
the outsidc of the nest, and hcre and there are
stuck bright bits of green and gray lichens, making
altogether a wonderfully prctty little bird-housc.

As the time drcw ncar when | must leave the
island, | was troubled about thc fate of my pet.
| feared for the frail life during the long, rough voy-
age, and | had no friend in Jamaica with whom
I could trust the little crcaturc; so 1finally decidcd
that the grcatcst kindncss 1 could render my tiny
friend would be to give him his libcrty. The
last morning dawned; Minim, as usual, gave me
vigorous help in arranging my hair, became entan-
gled in my hat ribbons, and pecked at my crimps.
For the last time | held the dear fellow to my
face, and felt the eager bili searching for sweet
sirup between my lips, then, with a hcavy hcart, |
went to the window, raiscd the jalousics, gave my
pet one little farcwell squeezc, and opened wide
my hands.

With one wild, joyous dash of fluttcring wings
and a sharp “ screep” of delight, my ungiateful
little humming-bird sprang forth to mcct the fresh
morning air, and thc last | saw of Minim was a
small flashing bit of groen and black feathers
rapidly dasliing away from my sorrowful gaze,
growing smaller and smallcr in the distance, until
it was lost in a wildcrness of waving palms and
brilliant, luxuriant, tropical foliage.

My bcautiful Minim had returned to the wild,
sunny frecdom from which he had bccn taken.
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(IVith illustratiofis by **« harti ariist.")

Get on my knee, my little dear,
And listen to a story queer;
T is all about the strange career
Of Master .Moono, chevalier,
Who built a funny car, ha! ha!
To ride from Dan to Beersheba.

It made the peoplc laugh and stare,
The car was such an odd affair;

T was half a coach and half a chair,
Would go on water, earth, or air,
Was lined with costly camel’s-hair,
And had a cannon filled with care—
1 might,” he said, “ as well prepare
For peace, or war, he! he! hal! ha!
In leaving Dan for Beersheba.”

He took his mother’s jewel-box;

It had no strappings, hasps, or locks,
But still he thought ’t would stand the knocks;
He put inside a pair of socks,

His father’s worstcd farming smocks,
His little baby brother’s blocks.

And all his sister’s Sunday frocks;
For ballast thirty granite rocks,
Besidcs a dozen ticking docks

To tell the time it took, ha! hal

To run from Dan to Beersheba.

3k.tp-- '- yi-wSi:Si\.

The neighbors said: “ The boy is daft!”
But Master Moono only laughed.

And packcd with food his funny craft;
Provisions took, ho! ho! ha! ha!

To last from Dan to Beersheba.

His mother wept and turned palo:
His sister said, “ The thing will fail.”
But all their tears did not avail;

He jumpcd in and hoistcd sail,

Up sprang a sprightly Southern gale;
Hecried: “ Good-bye, my Pa and My
1’m off from Dan to Beersheba!”

He traveled near, he traveled far;

In Tyrol he did tra-la-la.

He heard a German saying *“ yah"
He twanged a Spanish maid’s dgiiitar,
And bowed before the Russian czr.
Now, then,” he cricd, “ To sce a star,
And then, through Borrioboolaga,
11 hie me on to Beersheba.”

The rocks of granite out he thrcw.
And up aloft he quickly flew;

Then, fast rcccding from his view,
The houses small and smallcr grew.
He shivered, coughcd, and sneezed “A<c
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His cars «ere red, his nosc was blue.

«Oh, dear I” he cricd, “ What shall 1do?”
For he was frightencd through and through,
\nd never thought to laugh “ Halha!”
lint wished hiinself in Beersheba.

Becaiise of clouds of rain and snow
He could not see the way to go;
He struck a star a suddcn blow,
\nd, in a thousand bits or so.

The car went tiimbling down below.
Some picces fell in .Africa,
And some in Dan and Beersheba.

But Master Moono in the sky

Was doomcd for ayo to livc and che;
Soinetimcs he hides his face to ciy,
Sonieiimes he only shows an eye,
Sometimes, with niany a star, ha! ha!
He shines on Dan and Beersheba.
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A MANSION.

(A Siary qfan S. S.)

By

CHAFrER XI.
THE REGATTA.

HE Chief when he first
spoke of his desire to

witness the boat-race,
said, “ Your regatta”;
thcn  he turned and

rnc walkcd with Fred and Belle

1 over the fields to the creek,

carrying Bcilc’s light basket,

and before they had reachcd

the boat he said, “ Our regat-

ta,” for by this time they had

arrangcd for one in which four

single-oared and two doublc-oared crews were to
be entcred as contestants.

“ Now,” said Fred, “ if you will only come at once
and speak to Papa, we can bcgin by twelve
o’clock.”

“ You think he will consent ?”

“ After | have spokcn to him, I am sure he will,”
said Fred, with a dignity Belle much admired.

“ Of course,” said the Chief. “ The whole
Brotherhood—that is, 1 mean,—all the boys wont
enter. Therc are four of you ?”

“ Five, counting Kitty,” said Fred.

“ Does she row?” asked the Chief.

“ Capitally,” said Fred. “ And she is specially
good on a spurt. She holds out very well, too,
and she will be sure to insist on entering, so we
might as well count her in.”

“ Do you row?” said the Chief, turning to Belle.

“ A little,” said Belle. “ But not enough to
enter in a race. Mamma and | were going to give
the prizes.”

“ That ’s a good idea,” said he. “ Now 1 Tl go
back and tell the boys, and we shall row up.”

“ It will be all right, Will!” cried Fred, as he
turned his boat up the creek again.

The Chief nodded, and hurried back to give his
orders to the Loyal Brothers.

When Fred and Bolle at length drew near the
party up the creek, they found them all on shorc
and busy making a fire. Sandy and his mother
had caught some fish, and a fry and a cofiee-boil
were decided upon. That this was, in some
degrec, premeditated, was proved by the fact that

Sandy had brought a coficc-pot and a fiying-pea
in his boat.

“ Papa,” said Fred, hurrying up lo where hs
father lay on the grass, watching Sandy and Kin
gather- up dried sticks, “ you look as if you woud
be glad to have some of the troublc of the regta
taken off your hands. 1 met,” hcre he raisedhis
voice a little, and spoke very distinctly,—11 nct
the Chief ”

“The who?” said his father.

“ The* Chief and Napoledén Bonapartc, andsare
of the others.”

“ That was nice,” said Kitty, trying not to lok
surprised. “ But you need not be so mysieriows.
Cousin Robcrt knpws all about it.”

“ 11c does!” exclaimed Fred; “and ! told tre
Chief that tortures could n’t draw it from you.”

“1 kept my word 1” said Kitty, a little hotly.
“ | said 1 should tell Cousin Robert. That nack
all the trouble.”

“ They said girls could n’t keep a secrel,"said
Fred, still teasing.

“ Keep what?” asked Sandy.
secret, she would n’t tell me.”

“ 1 told no one but Cousin Robert,” said Kitty,
putting her sticks into the fire. . “ Bul Fred istdl
ing every one !”

“ She has the best of you, Fred,” said hisfathct.

“It isn’t a secret,” said Fred. “ The whde
thing is brokcn up.”

“Who said it was n’t a secret?” cried Kitty.

“ The Chief,” replied Fred.

“That is lovely!” and Kitty, botwcen the St
and delight, grew very red. *“ Now, .Sandy, I
tell you all about it. You seo, I niel Ihirry Bisoom
in the hall upstairs, and he had Napoleén Bre
parte shut up in the dark room, and he asked ne
if | would be State’s evidence, and 1------ ”

“ Goodness!” exclaimed Sandy, “ don’ttell ne
all, tell me part.”

“ But don’t you see ?” said Kitty.

“ Begin at the beginning,” said Fred. “Bt
first | want to tell you that I asked Will Lewis-hc
is the Chief (you know he was at Bagshy's lat
term, Sandy)—to take a share in our regatta. H

“If it is Kitics

wanted to, and they have some boats. Thcyseein
to be nice boys. Papa.”
“They are very amusing,” said his fdltt

“ Will they come in costume?”
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|»\WVhat on carth is it all about?” exclaimed
Lv, oWhat isit. Belle ?”
f“I'don’t know,” said Belle. “ It issome son of
ietv and they all have fiames.”
r“non’tyou reany know?” cricd Kitty.
fccChief tcll you?”
“Kot much," confcssed Frcd, his cunosity con-

“Didn’t

jucring him.
“Did he rcally say it was n’t a secret?”
i“Hc said it made no differcncc, for it was all
,oken up.”
i “Veiy well,” said Kitty, greatly rcjoiced. *“ Just
1Cousin Jule, and Donald, and sit down on thc
fress, and 1l tcll you all about it.”
i “Begin at thc beginning,” said Sandy.
[“And hurry up, for they ’ll be hcre soon,” said

Ethey all sat down on thc grass, and with much
Lmatiofi, and many intcrruptions, Kitty told thc
loy of the Brothcrhood, and Sandy declared it
Ltbc fun, and he would be thc Chief if Will
wis resigncd. Donald said it was ridiculous, and
jdlc privatcly resolved to ask Will Lewis to havc it
lagain, when she would be Mary, Qucen of
MIS.
ralhcr likc to be the
jard “Korl ”
| “Oh, 1 tcll you!” cricd Kitty, jumping up in
A excitement.  “ Lct us tic Cousin Robecert’s
i behind him, and muss up his hair, and that
lcoat could be torn a little, and Ict us present
fonto the Chief as a captured Invader.”
1 “Upon my word,” said Mr. Baird, “ that isa
ilanming proposition !  Then, suppose they carry
«thejoke, and duck me in the crcck?”
| “Oh, we should n’t 16t them do that!” cried
tty. “Wec should rescuc you. We should n’t
lIthem tOHli you. It would be perfectly lovely!”
I "Thank you. Kitty,” said her cousin. “ But if
jplaythe frog and thc boys, | wont be thc frog.”
IHere they come!” shouted Sandy, jumping

Invadcr,” said Mr.

IThe Chief had been mistakcn in one respect.
1tre tribc did come.  As soon as the regatta was
intioncd, each one of the boys said he would go,

nd not one of them voluntccrcd to stay behind.
onow they liad six boats in all.

jThc* Helen,” the “ Marian,” thc “ Fly-catcher,”
1thc “ Ncptunc” were all small boats, to be
Sadby one pair of oars, while the “ Jolly Fisher-
n”and “ King Charles” were for four oars.

f Brothcrhood fastcned thcir boats and carne
to the fire. They were a plcasant, good-
red looking little coinpany, and Mr. Baird
>quite sincere when he said he was glad to see

rem

|Thc fiist annoiincement was made by Napoledn
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Bonapartc, who said they had brought flags. As
the Bairds had none, they had to confiscate ribbons
and handkerchiefs, and make three. After this
was done, they arranged the terms of the race.
The four small boats were to be entercd together,
and were to be manned by Frcd, Will Lewis, Don
ald, and Don Quixote, as oarsmen nearest in size,
and, possibly, in skill. Then the ““Jolly Fisherman ”
and “ King Charles,” with Sandy, Harry Briscom,
Robinson Crusoe, and Rob Roy; Robin Hood,
Kitty, Captain Kidd, and Napoleén Bonaparte
made up two other crews for a second race, and

then Mr. Baird and Kitty were to row in the
“ Marian ” against two in each of the other small
boats.

They were to start at a great willow trce, and to
come back to it. Bcllc was to be the starter, and
with Mrs. Baird, Judge and umpire.

The prizes were, first; a ncw deep-sea line, owned
by Donald; then a gold watch-kcy, broken, but still a
kcy, and still gold; and, finally, sixtccn lead-pcnciis
of diffcrent sizes, contributcd by the whole party.
The small boat winning the most races was to be
thc flag-ship of thc squadron, and the best single-
oarsman was to have a rosette, made out of Mrs.
Baird’s bluc ncck-ribbon.

After thc race was over, a fcw more fish were
to be caught, and then they were to have luncheon.

These arrangemcnts were all concluded, Kitty
announced that she rowed as Sir Walter Raleigh,
and they hurried down to the bank of the river, and
the boats were manned.

The day was fine, the water smootli, and, amid
much applausc, thc four boats startcd ofif. Fred
took thc lead at once. He pulled with quick,
nervous strokes, and was, in a moment, a boat’s
length ahead of the otbcrs. The Chief saw this,
he gave a few strong pulis, and was alongside.
Don Quixote made such uneven strokes that it was
evident he was wasting strength, but Donald, hardly
turning his head, rowed on stcadily and evenly.
He lost nothing. The Chief and Fred put out all
their strength against each other. It was evident
that they felt the race lay between them, and that
thc others countcd for little.

They were now going witli the tide, and pulled
well. Donald was not excited, but when they turned
and carne back against the tide, it was plainly to
be scen that he had reserved his strength to some
purpose. Fred and the Chief were still ahead,
and still kept closc. As they drew near thc willow
tree, cries of applausc, of encouragement, soundcd
from thc shore; each one had his friends, and each
boat was chccred lustily. Fred pulled likc a little
giant, he looked red and hot; the Chief now led,
and the Brotherhood checred him. They were
almost at the treel
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Don Quixote was hopelessly behincl, Donald
ciése to Fred. Again the Brotherhood hurrahed.
The Chief rowed with zeal, and Fred carne up along-
side of him. Then Donald bcnt to his work; he
was not hot for tired; he had mettsured his
strength and had not spent it, and with a few strong

pulis he shot past the other boats,
and carne in ahead !

Then they cheercd !

They all cheered, and Donald was
led up in triumph, and precscnted
with his own deep-sea line, and was
again cheered, and then modestly
retircd on his laurels, and rested him-
self on the bank, while I'red and
the Chief, in great excitement, ex-
plained why they did not win.

Donald explained nothing. The
victor rarely has to explain how the
victory was won.

Then Belle again took her i>laco
undcr the willow. The “ Jolly Fish-
crman” ,and “ King Charles” were manned by
eager and excited crews, and they started off.

Mr. Baird did not like the arrangement of thesc
crews. Kitty and the smallcr boys were in the
same boat, and he thought the divisién unwise.
But, as it happened, the very best oarsman of the
whole Brotherhood was stout little Captain Kidd,
and he and Kitty rowed togethcr, stroke for strokc,
like machines. Kitty always rowed well, and like

A MANSION.
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most girls sho worked up undcr cxcitement, ad
“ King Charles” at once took the Icad, and kemit
and carne in all cxcitemcnt, glory, and apphuse
far ahead of the “ Jolly Fishcrman.” and so Kiit
as the reprcsentative of the crew, became thed!
lighted receiver of the golden watch-kev.

Then they changed the prograniine, and hed
luncheon.

They did not wait to catch more fish, Irat put
their stores together, and ate cverytning, andfei
fresher.

It was also Judged best for .Mr. Baircl and Kitly
not to row together, as Kitty had proved he®
such a champion, so Mr. Baird took Robin >
and Kitty rowed with Kobinson Crusoc. *
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winning of ihis race was not satisfactory. The
Neptunc” sprang a leak, and the other boats
mere stopped to find a piece of tallow that was
carried by some one of the Brotherhood in
N of such a disastcr. No one had it, and then
i,«as found in the possession of Don Quixote, who
stood Under the willow with Belle. The “ Helen ”
rert after it, and thc leak was stopped, and the
race began again.
llwas won by Donald and Robin Hood, in the
"Manan,” so each rcceived eight lead-pencils;
Donald bore off thc rosette, and the “ Marian,”
sinner in two races, mounted all the flags, and
Ms. Baird was rowed home in it by Donald, the
Champion.

CHAI'TER XII.

POMP AND CEREMONY.

As MIGHT have bccn expected, it was not long
before the Band of Loyal Brothers was reorgan-
hod, and increascd with new mcmbers.

After the regatta, thc Brotherhood was always
happening in at r.reystone. Sometimes Captain
Kidd appeared at Patty’s kitchen door, with a string
of fish or Don Ouixote and some of thc others
browght birds. One aftcrnoon, the Chicf carne with
alann scythe and a set of crociuet, and soon made
firelevcl for the game on the lawn.

The Bairds all liked the boys, and thcrc was
o doubt of their liking the Bairds. They took
lregirls out rowing one lovely starlight night, and
Bdleand the Chicf sang song after song togethcr,
loevery one’s delight, and then Napole6n Bona-
parte, who had bcen a chorister one winter, sang
hjinns in a sweet, girlish voice, and Kitty was so
plessed she wantcd to kiss the little chap. They
played checkers and guesscd puzzles in the even-
ing by the light of Mrs. Lambert’s lamp, and one
tainy day they had charadcs in thc grcat parlor.

It ves, therefore, very proper, and very inevi-
table, that thc tribe should again come to life.

“1don’t see how you ever carne to think of such
athing” said Donald, onc evening, as thc Chicf
ad Lord Leicestcr sat on the porch steps.

“We did n’t think of it all at once,” said
thc Chicf, “ii carne little by little. It began
wh ny sister. .My oldcr brothers had a secrct

so Eniily and | thought we 'd have one.
ke “11.0.11." (Bower of Beauty), we called it!—
™ ore day my Unele said that somebody, 1don’t
ao» who, said that if we wantcd to know how
pecde felt when they said cross, or plcasant, or
suadthings, we should try to look like them, and
'¥1 too, should fccl cross or plcasant.”

_ believe that,” said Fred, “ and yet,
Pt if should go about with my cycbrows
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raised, and my forchead puckered, 1 might get to
feel as anxious as Unele Peyton looks.”

“ Don’t be personal,” said Mrs. Baird, glancing
at Kitty, but Kitty was not thinking of her fathcr,
fior of his cyebrows, but exclaimed :

“ And so you tried looking like Napole6n Bona-
parte, and all that? 1don’t believe one of you could
feel like him, fior Captain Kidd, neither.”

“That was n’t all my Gnele said,” continued the
Chief; “ he went on talking about great people,
and he said no onc ever became great without hav-
ing in himsclf some reason for it—some sort of
powcr, you know.”

“1don’t know about that,” said Sandy; *“some-
times people are lucky. There was your Bcnidicto,
you know, Belle I'”

“ But there must be something in the people,
you see,” said Donald. “ No luck in the world
could make a man stand up if he had no bones,
and ‘power,” as Will calis it, must takc the place
of bones in character.”

“Very well stated,” said Mr.
go on, Will.”

“ So my Unele said that when he was a boy, he
was an awful coward. He would n’t even go any-
where in thc dark through the house, and his
mothcrj to make him braver, uscd to cali him her
little Washington, and he was ashamed to be a
coward then. And so he said it was n’t a bad plan
for childrcn to cure themselves of their faults by
playing they were some one clsc, and choosing
some character that was just what they ought to
be. Our Emily was all thc time finding fault, and
telling tales, so he said she had better be Don
Quixote, who thought everybody good and beauti-
ful, and who tried to help people out of trouble
instead of blaming them. 1was lazy and 1was all
thc time thinking I could n’t do this or that, and
wanting people to help me, so he told me to play
that 1 was Robinson Crusoe, for he had to depcnd
on himself, and believe he could do things, and

Baird; “ but—

think about thc best way of doing them. That
was a long time ago.”

“ Did you do it?” askcd Kitty.

“ Certainly. It was lots of fun. The ‘B. O. B.”

was an oid tool-house, and wc played it was Rob-
inson Crusoc’s cave, and Don Quixote carne there
in a ship.”

“ What good did it do you ?” askcd Frcd.

“ A good deal,” said Will. “ 1 could n’t have
bcen Chief of thc Brotherhood if 1 had n’t been
used to planning, as Robinson Crusoe. These boys
need a grcat deal of thinking done for them !”

“ Then, how carne the Brotherhood?” said Mrs.
Baird. n

“ Oh, that was easy enough ! We all carne up
here to spend the summer, and a good many of us
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used to go to the same school,—before I went to
Bagsby’s, Fred,—and we thought we 'd have a tribe,
and s6 it carne to be the Band of Loyal Brothers,

and | thought of this oid play of ours. We have
had a real good time.”
“1 don’t doubt that,” said Mr. Baird. “ I

should n’t mind being a Loyal Brother myself. |
don’t know what character | had better choose. |
might be so many things I am not.”

“You have your character,” cried Kitty; “ you
never could be anything but the Bar6n Baird, the
Invader.”

“ That is hard on me,” her cousin said, “ for if
I have ever tried to do one thing, it has been not
to intcrfere with other pcople, and to mind my own
affairs.”

“We were not particular about that part of it,”
said the Lord Leicester. “ The Chief did propose
it, but we could n’t agree about our faults. Nobody
would own up, you see. Now, there is Robinson
Crusoe. Of course he has very rough manners,
anybody could see that, and when | proposed that
he should be Lord Chcsterfield, and so get better
ones, he got up and wanted to knock me over.
None of us could see our faults just as the others
did, so we just chose the character we liked best.
1 always thought Lord Leicester was a fine fellow,
and not well used, so | took him.”

“Then,” said Donald, “ I tell you who I 'd like
to be —Marco Bozzaris, rushing in with my Greeks
on the Turks.”

“ You would n’t like to be killed?” said Bellei

“No; |1’d have that altered. | should win the
victory and free my country, and be crowned king.”

And so, one afternoon that week, three boats
mysteriously glidcd up to the bank just beyond
Greystone Wharf, and in silence and with cautious
steps, the Chief, Don Quixote, Robin Hood, Cap-
tain Kidd, Robinson Crusoe, Napoleén Bonaparte,
Rob Roy, and Pocahontas (who had bccn away for
several days) took their way to Greystone Castle.

The Council Chamber was lighted only by the
fire burning in thc open fire-place, and by a candle
in a bottle. The pitch-pine torches, as yet un-
lighted, were Icaning against the wall; other
candles, also in bottles, were on the mantel-piecc,
and thc rug, upon which the Gypsy Chief sat,
was in its place in front of the fire. Green branches
were strewn upon thc floor, and in one cérner xvas
a seat covered xvith an oid red table-cover, and
long enough for three to sit upon xvithout much
crowding, and Lord Leicester was in waiting.

In silence the Brotherhood passed into the out-
kitchen, and xvhen they carne back, each brother
wasiin costume, and each wore his mask. Then all
the candles and the pitch-pine torches were lighted,
and Rob Roy and Robin Hood, holding the torches,
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took thcir places beside the Chief, x40 sat uom
his rug, wearing his red cloak and cap.

Lord Leicester and Don Quixote then left tht
room, and in a moment voiccs and steps Xae
heard in the hall. Next, all was stcnt, and tten
the door opened, and there entercd:

The Captured Invader, with his hands tedm
front.

A Quakeress (Mrs. Baird).

Sir Walter Raleigh (Kitty).

Blucbcard (Sandy).

Mary, Queen of Scots (Bolle).

The Duke of Wellington (Donald).

King Arthur (Fred).

These were separately announced by Lad
Leicester, and received by the Chief, stadmng
They, also, were masked.

“ The Invader,” said the Chief. promptly p»
ceeding to business, “is put undcr guard.” Ad
at a signal, made by the Chief, xvho touched his
forehead, Don Quixote and Robinson Ousce &
once stepped to the Invader’s sido, and laid theii
hands on his shoulders. He trcmbled. Hetram
bled so violently that his knees sliook, and Sr
Walter Raleigh laughed, but immediately deded
herself.

“The ladics,” said the Chief, “ 1xvclcone,”ad
then he gave another sign, by laying twofingersol
one hand in the palm of the other, and Gytan
Kidd and Napole6n Bonapartc conducted te
Quakeress and the Queen of Scots to thc cwered
seat.

“ Sir Walter Raleigh,” bcgan the Chief

“Oh, Il stay with the other boys—the dher
knights, | mean,” said Kitty.

“ Sir Walter Raleigh,” resumed the Chief, “1
xvclcome you /

He had not intended to say this, but it xes il
thought of, and xvell received.

Then King Arthur advanceq, and dropping ym
one knee, he asked for admission to thc Bandof
Loyal Brothers; he asked it for himself, ad fa
his company of pilgrims.

“ Are ye truc and tried ?” said tlic Chief.

“ Truc,” rcplied King Arthur, “but not )t
tried.”

The Chief hesitated a moment, then he said

“ My sxvord !”

And Lord Leicester handed nim hissaod t
xvas long and bright, and the Cliicf held it yi»
the air.

“ Swear!” he cricd,

“ | swear !” repcatcd King Arthur, adding, ma
loxv, quick volee, “ don’t you Ict that comedoxxno
inyhead.”

“ Swear you xvill be secret concerning a
concerns the Band of Loyal Brothers.”
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<lswcar!” said King Arthur.

»Swear that you will obcy the Chicf, and not
jsk reasons of him.”

Iswear  Ycpeated King Arthur.

“Swear that you will aid the poor, and defcnd
the innocent.”

“l swear!” said he, and Sir Walter Raleigh
wnes and looked at Robin Hood and Napole6n
Bonaparte, as if she had just been reminded of
something.

“Rise, Sir Knight!” cried the Chief, giving
thc candidate a whack on the shoulder with his
siord and quickly adding, “ I hope I did n’t hurt
vou, Fred?”

' King .Arthur rubbcd his
nothing.

Then thc Duke of Wcllington, arrayed in a three-
comercd hat, and a water-proof cloak, advanced,
krelt, and was sworn in.  Dluebeard followed, and
then Sir Walter Raleigh carne forward.

By thh time the ceremony of admitting the new
members had becomc a little monotonous, but when
the Chief said : “ Swcar never again to revcal the
soerets of this prison-house,” Sir Walter Raleigh
created some sensation by promptly asking ;

“Do you mean 1lever did tell ?”

“1do,” replicd the Chief.

“Well, | did n’'t,” said Sir Walter, getting up
f her knces, “and it is very mean in you to say
s Did 1?” she said, turning to Robin Hood.

“Mp, you did n’t,” he answered. “ At least, 1
don'tbelieve you did.”

“And you and Napoleén Bonaparte promiscdto
ke my champions ?

The champions noddcd their heads.

“1 don’t know about that,” said Bluebeard,
mischicvously.  “ Of course, when she was a girl,
se could have champions, but now she ’s Sir
Wélter, she ought, of course, to fight for herself.”

“Very well,” said Sir Walter. *“ 1 don’t want
aychampions. 1 daré anybody wlio says | told
anything, exccpting to Cousin Robert, to fight.”

“Tosingle combat,” corrccted King Arthur.

“Tosingle combat,” added Sir Walter.

The Brotherhood looked upon this with interest.
The band had never had a combat, and now to
hae thc glovc thrown down, as a knight would
"Aesaid, hy a girl, was novel and cxciting.

“But nobocly can fight her,” said Robinson
Qnisoc.

“Why not?” said Sir Walter, with spirit, and
htingoff her niask. “ 1don’t mean to fight like

i boys, with fists, but with lances, as the knights
‘uscd todo.”

shoulder, but said

And on horecback,” suggcsted thc Captured
mackr.

“1forbid fighting,” said the Quakcress, getting
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up. “ Friends, ye must not engage in deeds of
strife.”

“ But her—his— 1 mean,
said the Captured Invader.

“ Let her be tried by her brethren,” said the
Quakeress, sitting down.

The Brotherhood immediately unmaskcd, and
each put his mask in his pocket, with an air of not
having meant to do it

“ She can’t be tried,” said the Duke of Welling-
ton, who knew something of law and order, “ until
she is a mcmber, and she has n’t been made one
yet.”

“ Kncel!” cricd the Chief, and Sir Walter
knelt, and was gently touched by the sword, and
told to arise.

“Now,” said she,
armor.”

“ Come, Belle,” said Bluebeard,
Queen of Scots, carne forward.

“1 don’t know what to do,” said the Chief,
“ girls were never knighted.”

“ Cive her the right hand of fellowship,” sug-
gested Lord Leiccster.

“ No, lthank you,” the Queen promptly replied.
“If 1am going to be a member, I ’ll be made one
just as you are.”

“ Crown her,” said Donald, and the Chief looked
his gratitude, and taking off the high fabric of roses
and grcen Icaves with which the royal head was
adorned, he put it back again, and said:

“Thou art crowned Queen,” and Belle arose,
saying regretfully:

“1 ought to have bccn knighted,” but as the
Chief then askcd her to sit upon the royal rug at
his side, she was reconciled. Still, as honors always
hring their own penalties, Belle found that her
position was a hot one, but she, like a certain king
of Spain, said nothing, but sat still, and bore the fire.

Then thc Quakeress, fair and gentle in her gray
dress, and white cap, and kerchief, was allowed to
say “yea”and “ nay” to her vows, but she was
not knighted, of course.

After this was all done, and all the candidates
were admittcd to membcrship, it was proposed that
it was now tirge to try the Captured Invader. The
tribe then sat down in a circle, and the prisoner
was placed in the middle, but as he was too tall for
comfort in looking at him, he was requested to sit
down, and did so.

He was then askcd his iame, and how he carne
thcrc. He said he was thc Bardén Baird, and had
but rcturned to the home of his ancestors.

This, no onc denied, but the Chief told him that
thc castle was captured, and in the hands of the foe,
and he was immediately sent out of the room,
under the charge of his guards, and the Brother-

Sir Walter’s honor?”

“ to-night 1 shall watch my

and Mary,
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hood went through the formality of a vote upon
his sentence.

Some voted for banishment, some for imprison-
ment for life, some declared he ought to be released,
and one, Pocahontas, proposed that he should be
pardoncd, and his castle be rcturned to him. Then
the Chief said he would take no vote, and he sent
for the prisoner.

“We have agreed,” and he looked around the
tribe, and tricd to keep from smiling, “ to banish
you for twelve montlis, and then to exact your
retum to Greystone with your family, to report,
and — in— the— interval—-1— lay — you — undcr
tribute!”

At this unexpected sentence, the tribe looked
surprised, but the Chief ordered the Invader’s
hands to be unbound, and a detall of Hluebeard
and Captain Kidd was made to go for the tribute,
and they were asked to leave the door opcn.

“ While they are gone,” said Don Quixote, “ we
might arrange for the trial of Sir Walter Raleigh.”

“ No, you need n’t,” said Pocahontas; “ 1 told
it!  You see, 1thought that if other girls bclongcd
my sister might, and 1 was tired of being a squaw;
| wanted to be Nero, or Shakspeare, and as Kitty
Baird would n’t be Pocahontas, | asked our Nelly
to be, and | did n’t think to tell her not to tell the
other girls. If 1 had been here and known all the
fuss, 1’d have told you long ago!”

The Brotherhood arése. They cach spoke, and
at the same moment, and there is no knowing how
fearful might have been the consequences of this
confession, had not Sandy, or rather Bluebeard,
and Captain Kidd entered, with the tribute, in a
large clothcs-basket.

The Queen of Scots, who began to feel afraid she
would share the fate of the Spanish king, and be
roastcd alive, proposed that they should go to some
quiet, retired spot in the gardcn, and there unpack
the tribute, and there was at once a joyful cry of
assent, and a quick rush into the fresh air.

The tribute was worthy of the Baron, for the bas-
ket contained a pie made of birds, shot by Lord
Leiccster, and cooked by Patty; bread and buttcr,
peaclies, a dish of hot fish, caught by Captain
Kidd, and also cookcd by Patty; gingcrbrcad,
milk, and finally, a peek of California pea-nuts,
over which the Brotherhood sat until dark, and dis-
cussed the past, the present, and the future.

Chaptek XIII.

OUT IN THE MELON-FIELD, AND THE LAST
ADVENTURE.
Kitty was decided in her determination to

watch her armor, and as slie liad no sword of her
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own, she borrowcd the onc bcldiiging to the Ghitf
and this, with the shawl she had drapcd asaclog,
and her hat and plume, made up the ammor,
she placed in the room opcning into her on
Here she said she should watch one hour.

“In the night?” asked Sandy.

“In the night,” responded Kitty; andshowent
to bed at once, so as to have a little nap firsi, ans
she had hurt her foot, Patty followed with a gt
warm bread-and-milk poultice to bind onit Kity
did not want the poultice, but Patty assured henhet
it would rcmove all the sorcncss, and soshcyielded,
and the foot was neatly bound up, and Kitty, hll
dressed, lay down to take her nap.

When Belle carne up to bed, she laughed. Kty
was sound asleep, and there was nosignofher
waking !

But she did awaken. It was not her an'detyio
watch her armor that arouscd her, but the poutice
It had grown coid and hard, and was inoonfoit-
able. So Kitty sat up, took it off, rolled it up
into a ball, and threw it across the room Tren
she thought of her armor. The idea of gettingup
was not plcasant. “ Donald was right' de
thought; “ it'is all nonsense, and il isdark,andmy
foot is sorc, and | am so slccpy, and yet, wen
they ask me to-morrow ” and she pased
T'hen she determincd to gct up, but first to resta
moment. So she lay down again, but at tet
moment she heard a little noise, and shesprangup.

Some one laughed!

It was suppressed, but it was a laugh. Tren
she heard a noise as though soinc onc had knoded
over a boot, and she at once jumpcd up and tanto
the door and listened.

Sonic one in the boys’ room was up!

She ran into tlie hall. The inoon was shining;
there was no light in the house, but she could hear
the boys softly moving about. 1n a moment de
heard them coming out, so she hid in the corer,
and all thrcc passed without seeing her. riienshe
was about to run back into her own room «en
her cousin Robcrt’s door opcnod, and he are
out, paused, and thcn followed the boys.

It did not take many scconds for Kitty to des
after this, and without disturbing liellc, she som
stolc out of the room, with a pair of overshotéon
her feet. She had no pain, she forgot al about
her woundcd foot and Patty’s injunctions to ke
careful, as she flew down stairs and out at thchic'
door, which was opcn.

No one was to be seen. »
She ran lightly toward the * Council Chantxr,
but here all was silcnt. Then she turned ad raa
north, and when she reachcd the cnd of the pt

den fence, she saw Mr. Baird cross the lafe,
boys vi-ere not in sight.  Mr. Baird was nowin
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tedo«-ofthc iHislics, and, in as dcep shelter, Kitty
enl after him. Her overshoes carne oiT, she
cked them up, and pursued her way in great
appiress and in her stocking-fect. Her cousin
Nloed Farmer Saunders’s fencc, and when he
.me to the great gate, he disappeared. Kitty
lood still, aghast.

lt«as not possible that her cousin and the boys
-re “oing to rob Farmer Saunders’s watcr-melon
:Id! But she resolved to see all that was to be

“THE INVADER IS PUT UNDER GUARD.”

M SOshe crept undcr the fencc, and was soon in
«feld ina thickct of clderbcrry-bushes.
Here shc saw an cxciting spcctacle.
Thewaicr-melon field was being robbcd !
1There wes ([uitc a pile of thc fruit in one cérner,
‘ rear it lay what slie could see in thc bright
oonlight was evidcntly a number of bags.
uulditbe! Were thc Loyal Brothers thicvcs,
‘ahed hcreousins come out to help tliem !
if shc only l,ad heard them bcforc lier
Kooert | If tliey only liad told her ! What
Rmhi1'* down under a black-
1 shc wrung her hands, shc was jn thc
VIH,. 28.
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greatest distress, for, although Kitty loved mischief,
she also loved honor, and shc saw no fun in this
robbing at night.

There was a slight movement in the bushes ncar
her, and by peeping tbrough the branches she saw
her cousin, Mr. Baird. He was not fivc feet from
her. She drcw back. Tlien shc thought she
would whispcr to him to be merciful. Then she
felt as though she must scream and alarm the boys,
and then, suddenly, out of the silence, carne a volee.

[SEE PACE 430.]

singing in a clcar, sweet tone, but with piercing
accents:

Bcwarc!
Rewarc !'”

“ And so thc Judgment surcly comes, rewarc !
The onc who sins, the one who nins, Beware !

The thieves stopped as if they had been shot.
The voice went on :

“ 'I'nc onc who steals his ncighbor’s goods, Rewarc! Rewarc !'"*

It arése high and shrill, and in a second thc
thievcs turned—they flew. They stopped for
ncithcr fruit fior bag, but, fear lending them wings,
they went likc dccr before the hunter.
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Then out of the bushes carne Fred, Donald, and
Sandy, and they stood still and laughed, but when
from his conccalmcnt, with his hat ovcr his eyes,
carne Mr. Baird, they, too, turned and were about
to run, when he spoke: “ 1 should n’t do that,”
he said; *“ a stranger might think you guilty.”

“Did you see them?” said Sandy. “ It just
popped into my head to give them a good fright.
My goodness, did n’t they run!”

“ How carne you to know they were here?”
askcd his father.

“ 1 heard them,” said Sandy. “ | awakened,
and | thought I would seo if Kitty were watching
her armor, and as | went back to bed, 1 heard
a whistle, so | looked through the window and there
were two strange men ! One said, ‘They ’ve for-
gotten the bags,” and then three more men carne
along, and so | called the boys, and wc followed
them. But how did you come here ?”

“ I heard you, and | thought you were all bound
to watch armor, so | thought | ’d see how you did
it When you carne out-of-doors, 1 followed. |
was rcally curious then. Was Kitty up?”

“ No, indeed ! She wont waken. But was n’tit
funny? As soon as | called Fred, he said they
were coming here. | don’t see how he guessed it.”

“ That was easy enough,” said Fred, with an air
of superiority. “ Do you think they ’ll come back ?”

“ No,” said their father, “ but we had better stay
about a little whilc.”

But Kitty did not stay. She crept stcalthily by
bush and fence, and, unseen, gained the house, and
when Mr. Baird and Fred carne back, they were
cheerfully saluted by Sir Walter Raleigh, who
carne out of thc moonlit room arrayed in cloak
and hat, and carrying her sword.

Then she went to bed, and she did not know
until she went down to brcakfast that Sandy had
found her overshocs in the field, where, jn her ex-

MY BARUMETER.

1A «m |

citement, she had left them. As theyhada redi
“ K. B.” on thc inside, there was nodifficultyinde.|
ciding who was the owner. |

Then thc whole story was told, and cverybody|
was amused exccpting Belle, who found it dfficultl
to forgive Kitty for not calling her.

This was the last of thc Greystoneamermes|
for the next day the Bairds left for home.

The Loyal Brothers were disconsoiatc. li\fas|
true that they also were going in aweek or two, bati
they wanted to keep the whole party together. Oil
course, all the Invader’s family, exccpting, pcrhaps)|
Patty, would have gladly staid, but business calkd|
Mr. Baird back, and he would not Icave thechildren.1

That evening the Brotherhood liad a farexll|
mccting, and it was determined to rctum the neitl
year, to keep the tribe in existcnce, to rctain diel
present Chief in office, and to accept the InradefsT
invitation to difie with him in a body, at his hone|
the Saturday after Thanksgiving. .Andso, weQ
thc steam-boat stopped the next day, and took the|
browned and merry party, with their b
hundles, on board, the Brotherhood stood onikl
wharf, and chcercd and wavcd handkerchiefe, aodl
on the boat hats were taken off, handkerchiefswcitl
waved, and everybody checrcd and bowed, andi
Rob Roy, to the surprisc of eicry one, fired dial
Romén candle. The passengcrs did not know'the|
meaning of this, but they wavcd and hurrahed:
the same, and away went the hoat!

A week after, Mr. Baird receivcd a note iromik
Chief. It was short and to the point:

“Did you know,” it said, “ that, through !
strange ovcrsight, you were never made a nenf
of the Loyal Brothers? Should you like lo beij
If so, when? What title do you prcfer?"

To this, Mr. Baird answered: *“lhad
thought of it, hut 1 am amazed tliat I didnot ~
should. Next summer. The Captured Inec.

MY BAROMETER.

By Hannah R. Huoson.

I HAVE a birthday present that stands upon my desk;
T is a tiny, painted house,
Big enough to hold a mousc,

And in it live two people of manners most grotesque.

The house has bits of Windows, a door to left and right.

And a little yard before,

On a level with the floor;
And when one door is open, the other is shut tight.
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Two funny little people go in and out the doors;
Before a body knows,
Onc comes out, the other gocs;
And one is dressed in rubber and one is dressed in
gauze.
t
When the little door springs open, upon thc farther
side,
Then a little man appears
With a cap drawn to his ears.
And a small and stiff umbrella, forcver oponed wide,

With shiny boots of rubber, and a rubber coat of gray.
And he stands outsidc his door
For a wcek, sometimes, or more;

Or, perhaps, within an hour, he comes and goes away.

And no sooner has he vanishcd from liis accustoined
place
Than the other door springs wide,
And, upon thc otlier sido.
Comes out a little woman, all furbelows and lace—

The queerest little woman that you could chance to
see;
With a fan and parasol.
And a wonderful lace shawl.
And plumes and flowers and flounces, and other
finery.

Sometimes she inakcs a longer, sometimes a shorter stay,
But thc little man must know
And watch for her to go,

For lie comes, with his umbrella, as soon as she ’s away.

Now, this pair of Lilliputians have better wit tlian mine;
For they both know very well
('T is a wonder how they tell 1)
Just when the storms are coming, and when thc sun will shine.

Mien tlic little nian’s door opcns, the skics are overcast. > e
Somy all the days remain
Till the man goes in again,

I scc the little woman, and storms are over))ast.

A 1 tho «atch them, know full well if skies will shine, or lower,
For the little man will go

Eea ray of sun can show ;
Jind the little woman never was caught in any showcr.

ilt the weatlicr-wise small jicoplc, howcvcr odd they be,
Bae gronn good friends of mine;
And. if days he dull or fine,

"reman, or else the woman, will keep me company.
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By W. H. Davenport.
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This is the story of a little yellow dog. His
look was intelligence itself. | give his portrait.

But he was not all yellow,—-or he might have been
a mean dog. And he was not mean.

His nose, meant to sniff around in the dirt, was
black, as was fitting, and Nature had completcd the
harmonious coloring of his exterior by dipping the
extreme end of his bushy tail in her ink-pot.

Foxy selcctcd me to be his master. He liked me
“ HIS rORTKAIT.”
first, and made me likc him after. There was

never such another dog as Foxy in existence.

But why such a long fiame to such a short little
dog? you will ask. Confucius, you know, was a
great Chinese philosopher. Confucius, you notice,
is Foxy’s family iame. He bclongs to the some-
what small family of philosophers. Foxy is his
Christian fiame, and denotes his general sharp,
knowing aspect. He really, for a dog, looks very
much like a fox, as you can scc by again referring
to his portrait.

It was late, about 11 o’clock in the evening of a
wann day in Scptcmber, that, passing down a Street
I rarely visited, | was suddenly interrupted in my
onward progress by something that would gct
betwecn my feet. | could scarcely see it, for the
night was dark. Something quite soft. It did not
itself scem to be afraid of being hurt. | was afraid

of hurting it. In and out betwecn my feet te
creature went, until | reached a gas-light, «ere
the cause of the trouble was fully revcaled.

It was Foxy Confucius !

As | stoppcd, he got from under me, looked iikd
full in the eyc, as he stood directly in front of me,|
cockcd up one car, and wagged his tail.

I looked at him again. He cockecl up his othnl
car. “ It’s all right, isn’t it?” he seemed tosav [

I struck at him with my cafie. He did not budgel
but merely put down his tail a little way, and lookedi
at me from the cérner of his eyc.

“ Oh, it s all right, of course,” said |, then|
“ Come along, if you wish.”

We went along the Street once nore. ||

stretched out my hand to him. Oh, how hedid|
jump, almost twice his own lIcngih from
ground! We reached home. | had a night-key,|

“ Foxy,” or “Tramp,” as | thcn called him @
soon installcd in the bachclor apartment of |
humble writcr of this account of him.

I undressed and went to bed. Fo.xy did ihcsimfj
No, not exactly that; he merely went to
curled himself up in a cérner, giving me a pati«
wink as he turned over.

As 1was obliged to introduce him next m
to my landlady, | thought up for him the
which lieads this story, bccause he had shownsigi
of being a philosopher, and bccause he
like a fox. “ Tramp” did not sound well.

| regret to say that Foxy’s reception «asi
calculated to warm his heart toward the landlady
and other ladics prcscnt in the brcakfast-room.

“ What a mean little mongrci eur,” was thoa
expression of admiration | could hear.

Foxy looked sad. His ears, his head, adbj
tail drooped. | felt that he could not enjoyt
society into which 1| h.ad introduced him
him upstairs, and gave him breakfast in my roni
two fine mutton chops on a clean newspapcr.

Foxy soon finished his breakfast, and toni
garded me with a qucstioning air, as much asi
say, “ What next?”

“Well, Foxy, | think we ’ll take a sriH1
Washington Squarc. You may there sc
other dogs, friends of yours, perhaps.”

We went out. Foxy at first seemed very £
I should run away from him, and kept his»
closc to my heels all the time.

He gaincd courage, nowever, after somet
minutes, and commcnced jumping up a ny
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ihhe almost rcached with his little black muz-
,jnd 1stand six feet high. There was life in
” little fellow, as well as intelligence. | did not

:a tiog of his size and build could jump as

it

IAKI.XO KXKUCISE IN THE I'AKK

(did. My walk lastcd half an hour. He was
y two feet from me the whole time.
| Ivent home again, and sat down to my work.
foxywent to slcep. Lunch-time carne, and a sHce
pforeed for Foxy.  Then more work for me, more
cgpfor him. In the evcning, after having given
kiydog his dinncr (a very substantial one, too, for
ehed awhole platcful of chickcn bones, and
piece of meat), | bcthought me of so’
idy friends I liad promised to visit, and locl™”?ing
foity up, proceedcd down-stairs. 1 had h~prdly
hed the front door, when the most ~j~iteous
uirc shricks reiit thc air. 1turned back”~”~A most
[igorows scratching was going on at my”~”~om door,
1 jwst outsidc it, morcover, gathered
: elderly ladies, my neighbors.”~ and all the
thildren of the house.
1 ">"cgyourpardon,”said 1, “ for#thisdisturbance
Ithought he ’d be quiet; he ’s h"Kd his dinner.”
! *mut eilhcr takc Foxy wi'~h me or kill him
pt,” Imuttered to myself.
““"R, you rascal! | said, opcning the
la shecpish air, afteM- a sliort bark of joy,
| w v I **vipghBistairs ~aftcr me.

di. he followed me fJ joni Washington Square
«yo South Ferry, jun/pcd on thc boat after me,
Aodted it, as 1 did, nearly to Clinton avenue,

"yo, where | made , hny cali.
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| apologized to my friends for the homely ap-
pearance my dog prcsented, and told them that it
had been my intention to havc his coat dyed, but
| had not yet had the time.

The ladies expressed thcmselves glad to welcome
any friend 1 might introduce.

Foxy, hearing them say this, gave me a look of
silent gratitude, and then he curled himself up
undcr my chair.

Another lady soon after appearcd upon the scene,
and desired an introduction to Foxy. 1 forthwith
dragged him from his rcsting-placc and introduced

him to her. Whereupon, he made the most re-
spcctful salutation to her that 1 ever saw a dog
perform. The third picturc shows him in the act

of paying his respccts to beauty.

Foxy at length felt so much at home that he
did not want to leave the house when | did. |
was forced, indeed, to carry him out.

Again we footed it, all the way back home. |
had thoughts of taking a car, but feared Fo--.Ay
might get lost. | had now becomc very,./1”™much
attachcd to him.

We went to bed as usual tliél—> uight, and next
morning, not, wishing my- -pct to be too great a
burdcn to my landlady,.~and having risen earlier
than usual, | took E-ifoxy to a restaurant on Sixth
Avenue, where both had breakfast.

Coming liQ~~c again, he manifestcd every tokcn
of thc mosV~~travagant affection, running between

‘PAYING HIS KESPECTS TO UEAUTV.

my feet, constaiitly snuffitig my lieels, jumping up
at my hat again and again. This continued until
we had passed about four blocks. Then, suddenly,
with a short, sharp bark and a parting jump, he
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left me, running away rapidly around a corner of
the Street.

| have never seen Foxy since.

This is a perfectly true story’, and | often sit won-
dering ahout that little dog. Why did he pick me
out alone from all New York’s inhahitants? W’hy
did he love me so much? Why, when he found |
would take care of him and treat him with respcct,
did he leave me ?

I think 1 can answer the last qucstion; he loved
cntire frecdom hetter than he loved me. He liked
to go sniffing around everywhere, cxamining cvery-

THE

COCHIIN'EAI..

IAfEL

thing that carne in his way. 1 had given him
hints that he must conduct himself in a gertlef
manly manner when with me. 1 scokled him onci
or twice for stopping to investigate the contcnts

a garhage-hox—just after the tremendoiis dim
he had ohtained from me.

Foxy was used to taking care of hiinself, andip.il
willing to do it always. He paid me a great
pliment. | feel profound emotion when 1thinkofii

| wish, however, that I had him back. |
shown you his portrait. If you ever see him
his travels, will you picase catch him for me?

COCHINEAL.

Hv L. M. Peterselia.

'N.

The littii° round spots which look like seeds, in
the picture on \fWs page, really represent small
insccts; and it is hy .means of this. little inscct,
called the cochineal, that ithe scarlct color of Fan-
nie’s dress, Willie’s stockings, ..and Mamma’s neck-
tie h.as heen ohtained.

You may know that the deep hlue\<~f your dress
and cloak was made with Indigo, which v-comcs from
a plant; hut next to Indigo, thc most impeirtant of
all dyeing materials is the cochineal insect.

On the map you will find Oaxaca, pronouniced
0-a-ch&-ca, in the Southern part of México, on th;»
Pacific coast. This is where most of the cochineal 1
is cultivated. It comes to us in a rccidish,
shrivcled, seed-likc grain, covered with what looks
like a white powder, hut when we put it under the
microscope we find this to he wool.

The Spaniards found the cochineal employed as
a dye hy the natives when they invaded México, in
1519, ahout three liundred and sixty ycars .ago, and
for two hundrcd years the Furopeans bclieved it to
be a seed. Then they dissected it, and proved it
to be an insect. If you soak it in water for some
time, and put it under thc microscope, you will
see the fcet, although its legs are very short.

It is the female insect only that is uscd as a dye.
The male and fem.ale are so unlike that you would
never supposc them to be of the same kind. The
malo has two largo silvery wings, long antenna.’, or
feelcrs, that grow from the front of the head, quite
long legs, and two long bristles from the lower end
of the body. The female has a thick, plump
body, short antcnnae, short bristles, no wings, and
legs so short that it cannot movc far from where
it is placed, and its hooked claws are only used

for Holding on to the plant when it cats. Thel
mother lives but a short time, and as the bsbT
dries up and becomes a horny case, the lang

which are born aftcr the parent dics, are aadad

in this empty dcad shell of the mother.

THE COCHI.ST'aL ON THE CACTI'S

The cochineal feeds upon a kind of Indianligf
cactus, called “ nopal”; the prants are Setimwg
and kept cut down to about four feet high. Be
plantations are called '‘nopaleries,” or cae®
gardens, and sometimes .one gardcn his i) ®
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Xythousand nopals. The most prickly plants are
leced as best, since these protect the cochineal
am olher insects that would do it harm  The
rjtirts plant on hill-slopes, or in ravines, six or ten
jiills from tlicir villages. In the third year, the
pdisare in a condition to receive the insects.
Nopaleries are stockcd yearly, by purcliasing, in
Amil or -Yay, branchcs of a plant, ladcn witli
[irdl cochineal insects, reccntly hatched. These
Lanches («hich may be bought in the market
[0 Cexaca for about sixty cents a hundred) are
iept nventy days in their huts and then exposed
4o tre air undcr a shed, where they continuo to
lhe for scveral months, as the live-forever, liouse-
fck, and other juicy plants will live after the
broken from the parent stem. '
InAugust or .September, the mother insects are
:«adin nests made of a species of tillandsia, or
:kmoss, called paxtlc, and are distributcd upon
nopals.  In four months the first gathcring is
padc, and the insects having increased twelve
Tires, the yieid is twelve times more than the num-
kr first set in the nests. In the coldcr parts of
Jlodauthe “ planting ” (as the placing of the insects
jipn the nopal is called) takes place in October
ir Deccmber, and then it is ncccssary to cover the
kpals with mats. About Oaxaca the cochineal
jiKcisare fed in the plains from October to April,
«hich time the rainy scason or winter begins.
inthey are carried away to nopaleries in the
itains, where the weather is more favorable.
Qet care is nccessary in the gathcring of the
[«chircal from the nopals.  This is perforincd bj-
Indian women, who brush off the insects one
yorc, with a scluirrd’s or stag’s tail, upon cloths
iieed bencath the bushcs. A gathercr often sits
3hours together beside onc plant.
.Nohrithstanding that il takcs more than sevcnty
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thousand of these minute insects to weigh a pound,
it is said that eight hundred thousand pounds have
been sent from México to Europe in a single year,
besides what went to the United States.

The insects are killed by throwing them into
boiling water, by exposing them in heaps to the
sun, by placing them in ovens, and by laying them
upon heated piales of iron ; this last is callcd torri-
fying, and burns off the whitish powder which the
other methods of killing preserve. These different
methods make two kinds of cochineal in market,
that having the white powder or wool, callcd silver
cochineal, and that having the wool scorched off,
called black cochineal.

It is from the black cochineal that the beautiful
paint called “ carmine” is made. The dried in-
scct is steeped in water, and to the liquor thus
obtained are added various Chemicals. This mixt-
ure is allowed to settlc, when the water is poured
off. The remainder, when dried, is carmine, and
the liquor is called “ liquid rouge.” By changing
the Chemical mixture in a certain way, the deposit
bccomces darker, and is known to the color-makers
as “lakc.”

The best carmine can be made only in fine
weather; if it be too hot, the liquid spoils. Both
sun and fire change the color and spoil it; flies
also injurc it, and if it has not been thoroughly
dried it bccomcs moldy.

Rouge for the face is made by mixing a little
carmine with Frcnch chalk. The pink saucers of
the shops are made up with carmine, gum, and
ammonia. Carmine is used in water-colors for
painting the palé roses and pinks, while lake is
used for the darker red flowers. Cochineal is somc-
times used for coloring pickled cabbagc; while a
coloring for jellics, creams, etc., is prepared by
adding cream of tartar to the liquor of cochineal.

THK CACTUS FLANT
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By M. K.

CroiS Paich, draw thc
faiclt.
Si/ by thc Jire and spin;
Takc a cup, and driuk it
up,
Then caitthc ncighbors in.”

Fast flew around thc luim-
ming wheel;
The steaming kettle hung
Above thc oid wife’s snap-
ping fire,
And inerrily it sung.

The sour oid wife, she spun
her flax,

All puckered in a frown;

There carne a rattling at
thc latch,

Two goodies from the town:

"Pray let us in, O neighbor
dear!”
All swiftly scuttled she.
And snatched the kettle
from the hob
And poured a cup of tea.

She gulpcd it down ; “And
now come in,
If so ye do desirc,”
The cross oid wife sat down
again.
And spun beside her fire.

“ Now, fie upon you, cross
oid wife,

To treat your ncighbors so!

Our poor oid bones are stiff
with coid,

The tea had made them glow.

“ But keep your tea, you
cross oid wife.
And soon the day shall come,
You can not make your ket-
tle sing.
Nor get your wheel to hum.”

I’ATCII.

PATCH.

Wilkins.

1 caro not for your idlc
tilreats,
Go, get ye to the town!
I 'd brew more tea and
spin more flax,
Before the sun goes down.”

The frost, the diamond
window-panes
Had trimmecd with frozen
leaves;
The shining icicles hung low
Bcneath the cottage caves.

The north wind liowlcd
around the house,
The kettle sang so gay;
The oid wife, at her hum-

ming wheel,
Spun out tlie ciése of day.

There carne a rattling at
the latch,
The oid wife ’gan to frown :
“ Beshrew them ! have they
come again,
The goodies from thc town ?”

She breathed upon thc
window-pane.
And out she pcered, to see:
“And, surely, if they 're come
again,
1’ll go and drink the tea,”

The northern blast yclled
'round the house;
Two boys, with bleeding feet,
Stood, trembling, in the
stinging snow.
And plead with volees sweet:

"Pray, let us in, O mothcr
dear!
We 'rcdying wi’ the coid;
Picase let us in, O mother Gv;
dear!”
The oid wife 'gan toscold: i

IAna,
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“ My fire was not for beg-
gars built.
Go, leave my door, | say !”
They meekly dropped their
pretty heads.
And sadly turned away.

Now, what is this?” the oid
wife said,
For, everywhere they go,
Spring up, around their
blccding feet.
Red roses through the snow.

“ And all the snow before my
door
Is crimson, where they stood;
And there has sprung a
little rose
From every drop of hlood !

“ And what is this ?” thc oid
wife cried;

“ For, everywhere they pass,
Gold crocus-buds pierce
thro’ the snow,

And spcars of summer grass.

“Ah, woc is me! Now they
are gone,
worked me ill;
| fear these were two an-
gel-folk,
From off thc Holy Hill.”

PATCH.

She turned herself, thc fire
burned bright,
The kettlc o’er it hung.
Ah, woe is me !” the oid
wife cried,
For it no longer sung.

She heapcd dry branches
on the fire,

The flames began to roar,

“ Now I ’'m undone !'” the oid
wife cried,

“ The kettle sings no more.”

She turned her to her spin-
ning-whccl,

And tried her flax to spin,

But every time she touched
the threads,

She snarled them out and in.

In vain she tried to twirl
the wheel;
Ouoth she, “ My day has
come ;
My kettlc will no longer sing,
My wheel no longer hum.”

Hard, in thc frosty morn-
ing, stared
The neighbors passing by,
For, from the oid wife’s
chimney, curlcd
Nosmokc against the sky.
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I'IRST.

By Jenny M.arsh P.yrker.

HE two aunties callcd

him “ Little Karl.”
That was one of his
troublcs, for his fiame
was Charles Christo-
phcr Dimmock, Jr.,
and did n’t every-
body in the country
know that Charles
Christopher Dim-
mock, Sr., was the
famous Greek pro-
fessor of the Univer-
sity of X ?

The college lads called him * Periclcs.” That
was another troublc. He had hoped they would
not, when his long, fair curls were clipped short,
and his Kilts cxchanged for trouscrs; but it had
made no difference. “ Halloo, Pericles,” they
shouted, just the same, and thcn they would add,
“Don’t you want to buy a dog? ”

His father, very wise in cverything else, would
never consent to his havinga dog. This was another
of Karl’s troubles; but how the college boys got
hold of it he could not tell. It was a comfort to
hopc that some day his troublcs would all be over,
and he be another Doctor Dimmock in a famous
college, wcaring gold spectacles, and hcaring Greek
recitations ; lecturing on Grccian art and philos-
ophy, and settling cverything by a wise shake of
the head and saying:

“Yes, yes; ccrtainly, yes,” or,

“No, no; ccrtainly not.”

Until that epoch, he would have trouble. One
of the very first things he would have when he
should reach that happy future would be a dog,
and that dog should be treatcd “ likc folks,” like
one of the family. He would ask for no bctter
companion than his good dog.

March 3ist, only the other day, found Karl
slightly cast down under another anxiety.

Tlie morrow was All Fools’ Day. The boys
would be full of pranks. Think hard as ever he
could—and the wise little face grew very serious—
he could not devise a new trick,—something sur-
prising in the way of fun. He scorned the oid
worn-out fooleries—cotton-batting pancakes, stuffed
eggs, bricks undcr hats, false mcssages, and cheap
surprises. If he could only get up something origi-
nal, it would not matter who might be the subject
of his jest.  Why, a boy had called him “ Dominie

Dump ” the other day! That was worsc then
Pericles.

Karl had come home from school and gore o
his usual rctreat for study, the dccp bay-windowoi
his father’s library. It was his itivoritc nook; te
heavy curtains shutting him out from the rest of
the World. His books were there, and his writinf.
dcsk. He had often seen his father luin to the big
cncyclopcdias when wanting to know something
very much, so he had carried one of those wcighty
volumcs to the bay-window, and a concordancc
and dictionary besides. But they failcti to help hm
concerning April Fools’ Day, and be was rcading
“ Oliver Twist,” forgetful of times and scasors,
when the doctor carne in, his arms full of books
and papcrs.

“ Glad to find ourselves all alone,” he pasibly
said to the owl over the door, when, having put m
his dressing-gown and slippers, he drew his hig
chair before the blazing grate, and began cutting
the leaves of the ncw book he was longing toen
joy—“ Logical Variations in New Analytics,” o
something of the kind. He had, perhaps, read
two pages, wlien a sharp ring at the door-bell mece
him wish that he lived on Pitcairn Island,—at lesst
he grumbled such a wish, and thcn smiled when
Professor Greenaway, cheery and hurried as wsu,
bustled into the room, and began taiking rapidy
about microscopes and spccimens, .and some lae
discoveries ; nothing which Karl might not hear.

Professor Greenaway was a hcro of Karl’s—hs
favorite of all the professors. He had a beauifu
brown spaniel, and a Newfoundland, and a brac
of setters, and so he understood one of Kal's
troubles as no one clsc did or could. .As long &
the talk was about “ Zygnema,” or “ Ephlaltes.”
and such trifles, Karl thought he might remain
conccalcd behind his curtains.

He was soon lost in his story again.

“ Planning something for to-morrow, are they.”"
he heard his father say, at last. “ Mell, «'c mst
scc nothing that wc can avoid seeing.”

The professor asscntcd, and they fell intoalay,
cozy chat,—story-telling of their boyhood. “Ch
ver Twist” and “ Chris. Dimmock” were cetli'?
strangely confuscd with Karl. The doctor
tclling in his slow, drcamy way— the professors
laugh often intcrrupting him—of a First of .Am
when he was a boy.

“Yousee,”—and Karlwas listcning,-“m)
was an old-school gentleman, onc of an ordcr no»
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almost extinct; astern, clignifiecl parson, who never
jested, seldom smiled, and looked upon all inerry-
making as sinful. How | ever dared to play a
rank°upon him amazes me still. | am sure my
tov xvould not venture such a thing with me, and
I, you knoxv, am not very scvere xvith Karl.”
'“Savc in the dog matter. Doctor; you don’tyield
ihcre, as | perceivc.”

“No, no; ccrtainly not.”

“Pcrhaps you don’t knoxv your boy yet. | doubt
ifvour fatlicr knexv you before you amazed him.”
“| had a bad shilling, you see,” resumed the
doctor, “and | mcant it should bring me great
sport on All Foois” Day. My big brother dared
ne to give it to my father for safe kceping, and
ihen to ask him for it at night, get a good one, of
course, and cpiictly enjoy the trick. He not only
dared me, but bet txvo shillings 1should not succeed.
Asmy father xvas going out that April Fools’ Day
noming to xislt his poor,—there was great suffer-
ingainong the fishcrmen’s families,— 1 sidled up to
himxith a shecpish air, and asked him to picase
keep my shilling for me until night. He slipped it
into his piirse xvith duc gravity, and xvalked axvay,
leaving nic to ask some hard qucstions of Chris.
Diinmock. Before noon 1 tried to keep up my
courage on peppermint drops, bought on credit, for
dl my brother clcclarcd | should be the fool of the
dayin thc cnd, and he should laugh at my cost.
Ixent home nt night to draxv the good shilling, but
foud my father in an excited State of mind, his
studyquite a court-room, in fact. You see, countcr-
feit money liad been circulating in the village, and
the authoritics xvere trying to trace it.  Suspicion
hed resteel upon a xvcll-knoxvn pcrsonage callee!
Billy thc Smugglcr. He had passed a bad shilling
atlast, and had been arrestcd.  His story xvas that
the parson gave thc same to his sick xvifc that
moming.  This thc parson dcnied stoutly, and
things looked very bad for Uilly when 1 carne in.

“ It yes my shilling, Father,” 1 at last found
courae tosay.  “ Don’t you rcmember 1 gave you
ore to keep for me this morning 2’

“Imight llave got off, even then, had not Smug-
ding Billy, ovcrjoyed at his oxvn reléase, forgotten
hirselfso far as to say, ‘ April Fool on thc parson,
Ivow!” The end of that xvas a flogging for me,
ad niy going to bed without my supper. My
brother consoled me by xvhispcring that 1 had xvon
dxbet, and Sniuggling Billy scnt me a little ship

M long after. But 1 alxvays thought that story
™ abed ending. It did not come out right for
hero, you see. | never saxv any fun in it until

yars after; but it xvas worth something to hear
@uggling Billy tell it, shoxving hoxv my teeth
~attorod, and my knees shook, when he callcd out:
Al Fool on the parson, | vow !””
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“ Did you ever tell Karl that story?” asked the
professor.

“ No, no; certainly not,” and the doctor laughed
and rubbed his hands. “ Karl is a different kind
of boy, you see.”

Little Karl went up to his room presently, and
brought out his collection of advertising cards. He
knexv xvhat he xvas after. There it xvas, the
neuralgia medal. Did n’t it look just like a silver
quarter? Altj! Could he but get that into his
father’s pocket, that xvould be a celebration of April
First xvorth having. “ ‘Karl is a different kind of
boy, you see.””

He talked little that evcning, as he sat by his
father before the library fire, and read lIcss, but he
thought a great deai. How simple it seemed to
pass a medal from his pocket to his father’s! But,
under the circumstances, it xvas, in fact, more diffi-
cult than sending a car-load of specie from Wash-
ington to San Francisco. A fairy could have done
it beautifully ; he dreamed out that plan, and saxv
her throxv her ladders against pantaloon and waist- .
coat, and, xvith the aid of a host of clfins, finally
chop the coin into the black cavern. But that
xvould be the fairy’s jest—not bis. He thought of
magicians and pickpockets, and hoxv handy the
Artful Dodgcr would be in such a dilemma.

The doctor was not unmindful of his little boy’s
mcditation. *“ Karl is a very intellectual child,”
thought he, glancing at liim over liis spectacles,—
reminded of Watts and the tea-kettlc, of course.
“Who knoxvs what is growing in that boy’s brain?”

Kitty, the housemaid, planned the success at
last. '

There xvas alxvays xvhat shc called * a fiurry-
blurry” in the doctor’s hall every wcck-day mom-
ing, causee! by his getting off to college in season,
and Karl’s starting for school. That morning,
April ist, the confusién xvas increased by the doc-
tor’s jnability to find his umbrella at the last
moment, xx-hen the car xvas coming. Other things
xx'ere suffcred to make the probability of his getting
to college prayers rather unccrtain. He was hurry-
ing doxvn thc steps, Karl behind him, xvhen Kitty
called after them:

“ Master Karl ! Mastcr Karl! Scc what you
have dropped,” and shc tossed thc medal after
liim.

“In luck, for once !” returned Karl. “ Picase,
Papa,”—impatiently, for the car was stopping for
them,— “ keep it for me,” and he fairly thrust it
into thc doctor’s hand.

Professor Greenaxvay xvas in thc car, and so xvere
several studcnts. In many cities, you knoxv, the
horse-cars have no conductors. The passengers
drop their fares into a money-box, or make chango
xvith the driver. The doctor, lacking a dime,
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passed up his mcdal for change, then opened his
book, and was lost to all around him.

“ Heard the news this morning?” asks Professor
Greenaway, ciése to the doctor’s ear.

“ No : anything important?”

“ April First. Don’t forget the students and
Billy the Smuggler.”

“ No, no; certainly not;” without
eyes from his book.

But why had the drivcr stopped tljc car? Jerk-
ing open the door, he stood looking at thc passen-
gers with an angry scowl.

“Who give this yere?” holding up the medal.
Karl’s face was a picture, but nobody saw it.
“ It ’s the last fare in,” and he looked hard at the
doctor—the only one in the car who did not hear.
The college boys were in high glee.

“ He means you. Doctor,” said Professor Green-
away. “ It’s the bad shilling. Can you explain?”
A bewildcred smilc crept over the doctor’s face.

“ 1 did n’t think that of you, Greenaway,” and
really the doctor looked severe.

“ Here, pass up this for me,” handing him a
quarter.

“ You misunderstand, if you think
thc professor; but the driver had thc floor.

“ Yer can’t pass yer quack mcdals onter me, if
tis April Fools’ Day. Who ’s got it this time, | d
like to know ?” with a wink at the students.

The doctor muttered something to Professor
Greenaway, who had turned his attention to Karl.
The boy was wonderfully absorbed in looking out
of the window.

“ There, Karl, my boy,” said the doctor, drop-
ping the mcdal into his satchel, “ I Il give that to
you. How it got into my pockct, 1 don’t see,”
with a suspicious glance at Professor Greenaway.

“ Picase don’t forget. Papa, what 1 gavc you
when 1 got into the car,” said Karl, getting up and
pulling thc check-strap.

His eyes twinklcd, and a musical laugh rippled
in.  “ 1 want to buy a dog, you know, and 1 ‘ve
heard of one for a quarter.”

Before thc doctor realized the situation, the boy
was gone. But Professor Greenaway made him
understand how things stood.

“ This ‘“Karl is a dififcrcnt kind of hoy, you
sce,’” sEiid he.

“ Now, my dear Doctor,” said thc professor, as
they crosscd the campus togethcr, “ you must let
me see that this story has a happy ending—that
the hero gets his descrts. ”

“ Yes, yes; certainly, yes.”

“ | shall send him a dog, to-night—a puppy.
Let US flame him Billy, in commemoration of to-
day—and of that other First of April.”

“ Just fifty-five ye.irs ago to-day. Yes, send up

lifting his

” began
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the dog.
to be.”

That night, when the doctor and Karl—esalile
as two peas—one fully ripe for seed, thc other gr«n
in the pod—sat reading before the studylirc, Kaie
brought in a covcred basket.

“ Here is something for Master Karl."

He looked contemptuously at thc basket.

“ They can’t fool me. Takc it back.”

“ Professor Greenaway sent it, with his card.”

Two or three sharp, yclping barks from trel
basket, and Karl was hcsidc himself with joy. A
puppy—the prettiest, softest, slcekcst, whitcst, litte
puppy you ever saw—only one spot of hlack, ad
that over its left eye ! It bore a card on which ws
printcd : “ Ca;//s familiaris. Found from Mire
to Florida, where there is anything to eat. This|
specimen is quite harmless.  April ist, i8s8i."”

“ And wec ’ll cali him Billy,” said the good doc-1
tor, gazing upon the new pct witli linfeignced |
admiration. “ What a droll little fcllow he is!"

“ And you wont let my aunties send himaway!”

I shall make his reception all it ouria

pleadingly. “ No mattcr what they inay say about |
him 2~

“No, no; certainly not. Billy shall stay, cone |
what may.”

“Why, do you know, Christophcr,” asked Aut
Helen, throwing up her hands like a tragody-
queen, “ that Professor Greenaway has sent youa
little bull-dog, or what Jerry calis a ‘regular gare
bull-pup *?”

“No, | don’t know that,” returncil the doctor,
placidly, cutting the leaves of his XniUinlh
Cecntiiry rather nervously, nevcrtheless.

“ Well, he has; and Karl talks of having its eais
and tail cut, sporting styie. You siircly will ro
allow that, with all your conccssionsr”

The doctor said no, decidcdh not, and wlien Kad
carne back from the stablc, where he had sttled
with Jerry thc coachman to have Billy itnprovcdat
once, he was gricved and disappointed. for his fatrer
stood firm. Billy’s ears a«na i1 should be all tret
the Bergh society would have them to he.

“ Bill Sykes is a pretty fiame for Doctor Dm
mock’ dog, |’'m sure!” exclaimed .Aunt Hck™
“ And that is what the college boys will fiame hm
of course. | think Professor Greenaway

‘We wont forget Professor Greenaway,
in the doctor, with a low, triumphant laugh
shall hear from US next year.”

But Karl was looking dolcfully at
ears. It was thc oid story, you see.
an oid trouble to make room for a newone. M
that is the way the world goes, if «c Ae oot
enough to let it, from onc April to anothcr.

*3
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WHO TOLD

Hy Mary C.

Wee Ncllie, silent, stood upon a chair,

Before the glass, and clipped her shining hair,
Meking of each bright curl « shower of gold.
(Do you supposc some little blrdie told ?)

Ad then, with ey-es of deepest, darkcst blue,
Thet glistened soft, likc violets wet with dew,
Tre naughty little girl quick tribute paid

To the sad havoc which her hands had made.

&ying while fast the pcarly tcar-drops fell,

M know my luothcr TI cry,— 1 must n’t tell.”

And suitly gath’ring up cach scvered tress,

Se ihrew it, with a sorrowful carcss,

Behind Ihc door. “ Now, door, picase stay
just so,

Andhide them all.—so Mother ’ll never know.”

THL

These quccr little clephants, which were found
Morngthe mountains of the Malay peninsula, are
firt ever exhibited, either in this country- or in
mge fhcy were captured by a rajah on onc of
Hims, and were brought to this country in the
"N “Qxfordshirc” by Captain C. P. Jones.
Trey are aged respcctively six and a half and
®wd ahalf ycars. Princc, the eider, is thirty-
®tdes in height, and Sy-dney, the younger.
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MOTHLR?

Barttett.

But soon she heard a footstep on the stair,

Then a sweet voice,—“ My Ncllie, are you
there ?

Why is my little chatterbox so still ?

Some mischief, | 'm afraid. W hat! Isshe ill?

What is it? Is my baby tired of play ?

Come ! Let us chasc those vcxing tears away.

Where is the pain, my darling? Tell me
where.

Your head! IVhy,

your hair?-

A\el/lic, chud! JYhere is

The sobbing chlld her poor head buricd low
In Mother’s pitying lap,—and so,—-and so,—
It must have bccii the crcaking door that told
Where Xellie hid her shining curls of gold.

LLLPHANTS.

thirty inchcs, which is six inches smallcr than the
baby elephant born in Philadelphia last spring.
They are called woolly elephants, bccause they
are covered with very coarse hair, which has a
tendcncy to curl.  This heavy growth of hair is
accounted for by the fact that they livc far up
in the mountains, in a coid chinate. They are
affectionatc little creatures, and are quite willing to
make friends with the peoplc who visit them.
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DISGRACED.

By S. B.

A HIiGHLY respcctable cat
In the midst of her fainily sat,
And shc said to them all:
“ Even while you are small,
Don’t ever be scared by a rat!”—

THE COOPER AND

By Hjalmar

Tollef Kolstad was a cooper, and a very skill-
ful cooper he was said to be. He had a little son
named Thor, who was as fond of his father as his
father was of him. Whatever Tollef did or said,
Thor was sure to imitate; if Tollef was angry and
flung a piece of wood at the dog who used to come
into thc shop and bother him, Thor, thinking it
was a manly thing to do, flung another piece at
poor Héctor, who ran out whimpering through the
door.

Thor, of coursc, was not very oid before he had
a corner in his father’s shop, where, with a small
set of tools which had been espccially made for him,
he used to make little pails and buckets and barréis,
which he sold for five or ten cents apiece, to thc
boys of the neighborhood. All the money carncd
in this way he put into a bank of tin, made like a
drum, of which his mothcr kept the key. NA'hen
he grew up, lie thought, he would be a rich man.

The last weeks before Christmas are, in Norway,
always the briskest season in all trades; then the
farmer wants his horscs shod, so that he may takc
his wife and children to church in his fine, swan-

Ricord.

But they were!

THE WOLVES.

H. Boyesen.

shaped sleigh ; he wants bread and cakes made to
last through the holidays, so that liis scivantsraay
be able to amuse themselves and his gucsts mayke
well entertained whcn they cali; and, abovc al, he
wants large tubs and barréis, stoutly iiiadeof beech
staves, for his beer and mead, with wiicli e
pledgcs every stranger who, during tlie fcstiial,
happcns to pass his door. You may imegire
then, that at Christmas time coopcrs are muchin
demand, and that it is not to be wondcrcd atif
sometimes they are behindhand with their ordeis.
This was unfortunately the case with Tollef Kolstad
at thc time when the strange tning hnppencd which
I am about to tell you. He had bceii at w-orksince
the early dawn, upon a hugc tub or liarrel. which
liad been ordercd by Crim Bergiund, tiie richest
pcasant in the parish. Crim was to give alarge
party on the following day (which was Christmas
cvc), and he had made Tollef promise to bring tre
barrcl that same night, so that lie might pour tre
beer into it, and havc all in rcadiness for thc holi-
days, when it would be wrong to do any work. h
was about ten o’clock at night when rtorer meck
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tre last stroke with his hatchct on the largo hollow
iing, upon which every blow rcsounded as on a
dun Huwent to a neighbor and hired from him
his horsc and flat sleigh, and was about to start on
his crrand, «hen he heard a tiny voice calling
behind him :

“Father, do take me along, too !”

“lcan't, my boy. There may be wolves on the
ldc, to-night, and they might like to cat up little
boys «ho stay out of bed so late.”

“Butlam not afraid of them, Father. | have
nvivhip and my hatchet, and I Tl whip them and
au tlicni.”

Thorhere made some thrcatening flourishes with
his weapons in the air, indicating how he would
giveit to the wolves in case they should venture to
approach him.

“Well, come along, you little rascal,” said his
fater, laugliing, and feeling rather proud of his
hoysdauntless spirit.  “ You and 1 are not to be
infledwith when we are angcrcd, are we, Thor ?”

“No, indecd, Father,” said Thor, and clcnched
his little mittened fist.

Tollef then lifted him up, «rapped him warmly
inhis sheep-skin jacket, and put him betwecn his
knoes, while he himself scized the rcins and urged
tre horse on.

ltwas a glorious winter night. The snow spark-
ldand shone as if sprinklcd with starry diamonds,
theaurora borcalis flashed in palc, shifting colors
along the horizon, and the moon sailed calmly
through a vast, dark-blue sea of air. Little Thor
shouted with delight as he saw the broad cxpanse
of glittcring ice, w'hich they were about to cross,
stretching out beforc them like a polished shield of
Steel.

“Ch, Father, | wish we had taken our skates
alog, and puiled your barrcl across on a slcd,”
aiedthe boy, ecstatically.

“That 1might have done, if 1 had had a slcd
lare enough for the barrel,” replied the father.
“But then we should have been obliged to puli it
wpthe hills on the other side.”

fhc sleigh now struck the ice and shot forward,
sninging from side to side, as the liorse puilcd a
litle unevenly. Whew ! how the coid air cut in
teir faces. How- it whizzed and howled in the
treetops! Hark! What was that? Tollef in-
Sirdively prcssed his boy more closely to him.

his heart stood still, while that of the boy,
merely felt the rcflex shock of his father’s
“gtation hammcred away the more rapidly. A

‘wible, long-drawn howl, as from a chorus of wild,

rangyvolees, carne floating away over the crowns

“ lite pine-trccs.

“Whatwas that, Father?” asked Thor, a little
tromuocsly.
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“ It was wolves, my child,” said Tollef, calmly..

“ Are you afraid, Father ?” asked the boy again-

“ No, child, I am not afraid of one wolf, fior of
ten wolves; but if they are in a flock of twenty or
thirty, they are dangerous. And if they sccnt our
track, as probably they will, they will be on us in
five minutes.”

“ How will they scent our track, Father?”

“ They smell us in the wind; and the wind is
from US and to them, and then they howl to notify
their comrades, so tliat they may attack us in suffi-
cient forcé.”

“ Why don’t we rcturn home, then?” incjuired
the boy, still with a tolerably steady voice, but with
sinking couragc.

“ They are behind us. Our only chance is to
reach the shore beforc they ovcrtake us.”

The horsc, snififing the presence of wild bcasts,
snortcd wildly as it ran, but, electrificd, as it were,
with the sense of danger, strained every nen-e in
its efforts to reach the farther shore. The howls
now carne nearer and nearer, and they rose with a
frightful distinctness in the clcar, wintry air, and
rcsounded again from the bordcr of the forcst.

“Whydon’t you throw away the barrcl, Father?”
said Thor, who, for his father’s sake, strovc hard to
keep brave. “ Then the sleigh will run so much
the fastcr.”

“ If we are overtaken, our safety is in the barrel.
Fortunatcly, it is large enough for two, and it has
no ears and will fit ciése to the ice.”

Tollef was still calm; but, with his one disen-
gagcd arm, hugged his little son convulsively.

“ Now, keep brave, my boy,” he whispered in
his ear. “ They will soon be upon us. Give me
your whip.”

It just occurred to Tollef that he had heard that
wolves were very suspicious, and that mcn had
often escapcd them by dragging some small object
on the ground behind them. He, therefore,
broke a chip from onc of the hoops of the barrel,
and ticd it to the lash of the whip; just then he
heard a short, hungry bark behind him, and, turn-
ing his head, saw a pack of wolves, numbering
more than a dozen, the foremost of which was
within a few yards of the sleigh. He saw the red,
frothy tonguc hanging out of its mouth, and he
smclt that penetrating, wild smell with which every
onc is familiar who has met a wild bcast in its
nativc haunts. While encouraging the rceking,

ifoani-flccked horse, Tollef, who had only half faith
in the cxpcriment with the whip, watched anxiously
the leader of the wolves, and obscrvcd to his aston-
ishment that it seemed to be getting no nearer.
One moment it seemed to be gaining upon them,
but invariably, as soon as it reachcd the little chip
which was dragging along the ice, this suddenly
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arrestad its attention and immediately its spccd
slackened. The cooper’s hope hegan to revive, and
he thought that perhaps there was yet a possihility
that they might seo the morrow’s sun. But his
courage again hegan to ehh when he discovercd
in the distance a second pack of wolves, larger
than the first, .and which, with terrific speed, carne
running, leaping, and whirling toward them from
another direction. And while this terrible discov-
ery was breaking through his almost callous sensc.

THE COOPER AND THE

WOLVES. Ak,

his speed in a race for Ufe. Some of the wolves
were apparently pursuing him, while the greater
number remaincd to investigate the contentsofthe
barrel. The howling and barking of these furios
creatures without was now incessant. Within tre
barrel was pitch darkncss.

“ Now, keep steady!” said Tollef, feelingasud-
den shock, as if a wolf had leaped against their
improvised house with a view to upsetting it He
felt himself and the boy gliding a foot or two oer

THE WOLVES J.MMEDIATELY STARTEO IN PURSITT

he forgot, for an instant, the whip, thc lash of which
swung under thc runncrsof thc slcighand snapped.
The horsc, too, was showing signs of cxhaustion,
and Tollef, seeing that only one chance was left,
rose up with his hoy in his arnis, and upsetting the
barrel on a great ledge of ice, concealod himself
and the child under it. Hardly had he had time
to hrace himself against its sides, pressing his feet
against one side and his back against the other,
when he heard the horse giving a wild scrcam,
while the short, whining bark of the wolves told
him that the poor beast was selling its life dearly.
Then there was a dcsperate scratching and scrap-
ing of horseshoes, and all of a sudden the sound of
galloping hoof-beats on the ice, growing fainter and
fainter. The horse had evidently succecdcd in
breaking away from thc sleigh, and was tcsting

the smooth ice, but there was no furelier resultfrom
the attack. a minute passed; again therecamea
shock, and a strongcr one than the first. .Alog
terrible howl followed this second falluie. The
little boy, clutching his small coopor's hatchct in
one hand, sat palo hut determined in the dark
while with the other he clung to his faiher’s am.

“ Oh, Father 1” he cried, in terror, “ | feel some-
thing on my back.”

The father quickly struck a light, for he fortu-
nately had a supply of matches in his pocket, ad
saw a wolf’s paw wedged in bctween the ice ad
thc rim of the barrel; and in thc same instant he
tore the hatchct from his son’s hiind and buried ils
edge in the ice. Then he handed the .imputated
paw to Thor, and said: ’

“ Put that into your wallet, and the sheriff «li
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pyyou a reward for it.*

couie Nt do much harm.”

While he was yet speaking, a third assault upon
Ie barrel liftcd one side of it from tlie ice,
adalmost upset it. Instead of pushing against
Ire part nearest the ice, a wolf more cunning than
irerest liad Icapccl against the upturned bottom.

Youcan imagine Wli.Tt a terrible night father and

‘[sn spent togetlicr in this constant struggle witli
“ite voracious bcasts, that never grew weary of
atiacking thcir hiding-place. The fatlier was less
«rmiv°clad than tlie son, and, moreovcr, was
ddliged to sit on the ice, while Thor could stand
oaut «ithout knocking against the bottom of tlie
badl; and if it liad not been for the cxcitement of
thesituation, whicli made T'ollef’s lilood coursc with
uwonted rapidity, it is more than probable that
ireintense coid would havc made him drowsy, and
thislessened his power of resistancc. Tlie warmtli
ofhisbody had made a slight cavity whcrc he was
sitting, and wliencver lie rcmained a moment still,
kis trousers frozc fast to thc ice. It was only the
presence of liis boy that inspired liim with fresh
couragewlicncverhope seenied about to desert liim.

About an hour after the flight of thc horse, when
fireor six wnlvos’ paws had lieen cut off in the same
marer as tlic lirst, tlicre was a lull in the attack,
ht a sudden incrcase of tlie liowling, whining,
ydping, and liarking noise without.  Tollef con-
dudcd that the wolves, maddened by the smcll of
Hood were attacking their wounded fellows; and

their liowls seemed to come from a short dis-
tac he cautiously lifted one side of the barrel
md peered forth; but in tlie same instant a snarl-
igbark rang right in his car, and two paws were
tnst into the opening. Then carne a howl of
pein and another paw was put into Thor’s wallet.

Buthark! What is that? It soundslikc a song,
anorelikea liynin.  The strain comes nearer and
rearer, resoutiding from mountain to mountain,
cbeting peaccfuily through the puré and still air:

For a wolf without paws

“ Whi, knows how ncar | am mine cndini; ;
So unickly time doth pass aw.ay."

follef, in wliose lircast liope again was rcvii--
“ig) put his car to the ice, and heard distinctly tlie
ired of a liorsc and of many human feet. He
listoed for a minute or more, but could not dis-
coicrwhether thc sound was coming any nearer.
tocmned to him that in all probability the peo-
pc, being unarnicd, would have no desirc to cope
At alarge pack of wolves, cspecially as to them
«ecodd lie no objcct in it. If they saw the
~ 1 how caiild tlicy know that there was any-

yuwder it? He comprehendcd instantly that
tsonlychance of life was in joining those people.
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before they were too far away. And, quickly re-
solved, lie lifted thc boy on his left arm, and
graspcd tlie hatchct in his disengaged hand. Then,
with a violent tlirust, he flung the barrcl from over
him, and ran in thc dircction of thc sound. Tlie
wolves, as he had inferred, were lacerating thcir
bleeding comrades; but the moment they saw him,
a pack of about a dozen immediately started in
pursuit. They lcaped up against him on all sides,
while he struck furiously about him with his small
weapon. Fortunately, lie had sharp Steel pegs on
liis boots, and kept bis footing well; otherwise the
combat would havc bcen a short onc. His voice,
too, was powerful, and his shouts rose high abovc
thc howling of the beasts. He soon pcrceived that
he had been observed, and he saw in the bright
mooiilight six or cight men running toward him.
Just then, as perhaps in his joy his vigilance was
for a fraction of a second relaxed, he felt a puli in
thc fleshy part of his right arm. He was not con-
scious of any sharp pain, and was astonishcd to see
the blood flowing from an ugly wound. But he
only held bis boy the more tightly, while he fought
and ran with tlie strength of despair.

Now, the men were ncar. He could hear their
voices. But his brain was dizzy, and he saw
but dimly.

“ Helio, friend; don’t crack my skull for my
pains ! ” some one was sliouting closc to his ear, and
he Ict his hatcliet fall, and fell himself, too, pros-
trate on the ice.

The wolves, at the sight of the men, had retircd
to a safe distance, from which they watched the
proceedings, as if uncertain whcthcr to return.

As soon as Tollef had recovcrcd somewhat from
his cxhaustion and his loss of blood, he and his boy
were placed upon a sleigh, and his wound was carc-
fully bandaged. He now Icarned that his rescuers
were on thcir way to a funeral, which was to takc
place on thc next day, but, on account of the
distance to the church, they had been obliged to
start during thc night. Henee thcir solcmn mood,
and their singing of funeral hymns.

After an hour’s ridc they rcached thc cooper’s
cottage, and were invited to rest and to sharc
such hospitality as the house could offer. But
when they were gone, Tollef clasped his slecping
boy in his arms and said to his wife : “ If it had
not been for him, you would have had no husband
to-day. It was his little whip and toy hatchet that
saved our lives.”

Fleven wolves-paws were found in Thor’s wallet,
and, on Christmas cvc, he went to thc sheriff
with them and received a reward which nearly
burst his oid savings-bank, and compelled his
mother to buy a ncw one.

sin Norway are by law rcquired to p.ly, iii bchalfof the State, ccrtain nremiiims for the killing of bear.n, wolves, fo.xcs, and caglcs.

Vi, VIIL.- 2g.
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CROOKKD SPKCTACLZI:S.
By Sus.\n H.vrtlev Swett.
An elf lived in a buttercup. He met a gallant grasshoppcr,
And, waking after dawn. And thus accostcd him:
He donned his golden spectacles. Why don’t you wear your groen coat ‘tragh
And stcpped out on the lawn. And look in better triin?
“ Dear me,” said he, It frcts me quite,
“ | scarce can scc, In such a plight,
The sunbeams shine so crookcdly 1” To have you ficid-folk in my sight.”
He met a merry bumble-bee He saw an airy dragon-fly
Within the clover gay, Float o’er the meadow-rail:
Who buzzed “ Good-morning!” in his car,— I’ray stop, Sir Dragon-fly!” he cried;
“ It is a pleasant day.” “ So upside down you sai!,
“ Don’t speak to me, The sight will make
Sir Bumble-bec, My poor head ache;
Fly straight, or rest «ithin the brac

Until you trim your wings!” cried he.

Then a wise owl, upon the trce,
Blinked his great, staring cyc:
“ To folk in crookcd spectacles
The whole world looks awry.
To-whit! to-whec !
To-whoo ! said he,
“ Many such folk 1 ’vc lived to scc.”
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MARY. QUEEN UF SCOTS.
Bv Mrs. Oliphant.
MRV Stu.akt, the granddaughter of Margarot daughter. Little Mar)' Stuart, you see, had a

adr, Heniy V111.7s sister, has played a far great-

per in hisiory than her innocent cousin, Jane

;iey,«hosc story 1 have already told you.*

Hveer small  your knowledge of English
amay be, there is not, perhaps, one of you
and girls of .America who has not heard at

iltthc filame of .Mary, Queen of Scots, though it

mreaiK ibrec hundred years since she dicd.

as thc only child of James V., of Scotland,
ijife, Mary of Guise.

ish history after this pcriod deais much with
jik Sluaris.  I'ney had reigncd in Scotland for
ly gcneralions; a race full of chivalrous quali-
noblc, and gentle, :md graceful, but always
loreoricss nnlortunate. Some of the Jameses
rdstniggled with all their might among their
ockand fiercc and  powcrful nohility, for thc good
fie people. of whom the king was thc natural
ebder. 1Vrhaps this will be to you a new view
dcing's diitics, but in those days it was a true
Then, thc king and the people were thc two
stood by each other, whilc thc great lords and
I"nswerc thc oppoiients of hoth; fighting hard
gtnore and more power into their own hands,
at (ilf the privilegcs of the peoplc and thc
[Jlterof the king.
Tre Stuarts were kind and gracious, and people
wd them always, oven when they did badly,
»h for themselves and the kingdom; for you
w there are peoplc whom we cannot help
«rg even when we disapprove of them. The
taitswere of tliis class; down to thc very last of
kiu-Priiice Charlie, as wc cali him in Scotland,
Pretencer, as you see him named in your
torybods—they have all drawn with them,

cntodestructioii, numbers of people who did nostrong walls and towers still

mary of their ticls fior approvc of their policy,
«o loved them, Mary’s grandfathcr, James
«s called, Sir Walter Scott tclls us in the
wdy of the Lake,”—of which this romantic, gal-
foigt and monarch is thc hero,— “ thc Com-
'ifog": that is, thc king of the common
@plv. their chanipioii, and their friend and favor-
“«as he who marricd Margarct Tudor, who
$gt the hot, rough, imperious strain of the
“arhlood into the gentler, sweetcr naturc of the
@rts, ad his son. James V., married Mary of
dispositions of another race,

* h andambitious, and quick-wittcd house of
inhcritancc of trouble to her

* St.

most dangcrous unién of races against her before
ever she was born.

And nothing could be saddcr than thc circum-
stances in which she was born. Her father died a few
days after her birth, disappointed and discouraged
and heart-broken. It is said that when he heard
of his little daughter’s birth, he cried, as he lay

dying, that the crown of Scotland had *“ come
with a lass, and would gang with a lass.”
No wondcr that he trembled for his child.

T'here was not in Europc a ficrcer race of nobles
than those who were now left without any one to
hold them in check, tearing our poor country of
Scotland in picces among them. And though thcrc
was then rising up a forcé which was strong enough
oventually to make head against the nobles,—thc
forcé of religion and of the people, whom the new
movement of the Reformation roused every‘wherc,—
yet that forcé was never to be fricndly to the young
princcss, who was brought up a Roman Catholic.
Mtiry was born in Linlithgow, on the yth
of Deccmber, 1542, and in September of the next
year she was crowncd, thc poor baby, about nine
months oid. Imagine what a curious sccne it must
have bcen. The father had made no arrangcments
for her, and appointed no guardians, for he was a
young man when he died, and, no doubt, expected
to live long and hring up his child in his own way,
and her mother was ayoung foreign princess, a
stranger in that rough, rudc country, and not
popular among thc people. The child was crowned,
not for her own sakc, as you may supposc, hut in
order that contending statcsmen might exercise
power in her fiame. She was born in a statcly oid
palace, which cvcn to-day stands up with all its
pcrfcct, though the
roof has bccn suffcred to fall into docay, and
nobody now Uves in thc empty rooms, which wcrc
bcautiful rooms in their day, and still might be fine,
and fit for aqueen to livc in, were they put in order.
But though the oid palace is now thc ccnter of
a rich and pcaccful country, grcen and bloom-
ing like any garden, there were wild doings then,
even in thc Lotliians, and by and by thc child-
quccn was carricd to Stirling Castle, to be kept in
greater security. Then, as thc fighting and strug-
gles continued, she was takcn to a convent of
Augustinian nuns on the sccluded and bcautiful
little island of Inchmahome. | wish that | could
show you that lovely little place, or at least a

N.iciioi.as for March, 1881.
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picturc of it. The island lies in the midst of the lake
of Monteith, not far from Stirling and the High-
lands, but amid the softest sccnery—a little groen
island still covered with fruit-trees, which have run
wild, and bits of riiined buildings; a corner of the
convent there, a bit of cliapel here, with gray
arciies open to the blue sky; and all the place
clothed with oid green turf, likc velvet, as if nature
had made itsmooth for the feet of the little princess
and the little maids-of-honor, five or six years oid the
biggest of them; with statcly ladics of the court to
take caro of them, and the swcet-faccd nuns in
their white gowns looking on. Therc is a little
corner still fenced round with box-wood, which is
callcd Queen Mary’s gardcn. Many of you may
have the same box-edging in your little gardcns—at
least, it is very common in England; and, in her
little cérner, Mary may have diggcd around the
roots and smiled to see the northcrn flowers come
up and blossom.

Poor little queen, but five years oid, with all her
little Marics about her! Perhaps she never was
as happy or as pcaceful after. Inchmahome is a
Gaelic word, which means the “ home of peacc.”

After this she was sent to Franco, to be out of
harm’ way, and also bccause she was bctrotlied
to the Dauphin, which, you know, was the titlc
borne by the hcir to the French throne, just as
the heir of England is callcd the Prince of Wales.

The French court was then about the most
splendid place in the world,—more gay, more
grand, more statcly and beautiful than any other.
Mary rcceived what we should cali the very best
education therc. When her young cousin, jane
Grey, was being tortured in the Towcr, and dying
sercnely, as | have tricd to describe to you, Mary
was growing up in France, lcarning cverything
that girls were permitted to Icarn; and that was
saying a great deal, for Lady jane, you remember,
rcad Greek for her own amusemcnt, and took great
pleasure in it. We think wc are much clevercr
now than people were in those oid times, but, after
all, they were not so far behind us as we supposc.

We do not hcar that Mary learned Greek, but
she knew Latin, and the chicf European languagcs,
and was fond of books and music and the arts.

You have all heard how very beautiful she was
—one of- the famous beauties of the world. Rut
I think, from her pictures, that it was not mere
beauty that Mary had. According to all the por-
traits, there was a great family resemblance betwecn
her and her cousin, Queen Elizabcth, whom nobody
ever supposed to be beautiful. What Mary had,
besides her beautiful eyes, and her luxuriant hair,
and the fcatures whicli have been so often praiscd,
was such a charm of sweet manners and looks, and
grave and lovely ways, as made her beautiful and
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charming to everybody who carne near her

is something which gives beauty often to those dhol
have none, and it is a thing which lasis foreverl
Beauty does not last. It is only skin-decp, all vourl
nurscs and grandmothers will tell you; butw
this charm is it does continué, anti those iMoi
sess it may be said never to grow oid. | thinki
was this that made Mary .Stuart so beautiful t
nobody could rcsist her. When she wes olcer av
had many troubles, she became satirical and biticrj
and often said sharp things which offcnded marvT
but she had the most cheerful, buoyant spirit, anJ
grace of manncr, and she believed in those vh
loved her, and trusted them in such a wayasbount
every gcnerous person doubly to her. ller cowsiny
Elizabcth, trusted nobody. | think that
more difference in their looks than either fedu
or complexién, and is onc good reason why ici
inclined to believe that Elizabcth was ugly;
cruel, and Mary onc of the most beautiful |
that ever was seen.

She was married to the Dauphin in 15581
she was sixteen, and in little more thanayearailtr
her husband, Francis Il., succeeded his fathcro
the throne, and the young ScoLs queen
also Queen of Francc. In the same year inwhicl
Mary was married, Mary Tuclor, her cowsin tH
Queen of England, so often called * ltoody M\, |
dlcd, and in the opinién of all good Catholics M
Stuart was her lawful heir, for Elizabcth, whoa
ally succeeded to the throne of England, irsiJ
daughter of Anne Boleyn, whom Henry Ml
married when his first wifc was still aliee.

There can be no doubt that Mary Startt
believed herself to be the rightful heir.
favorite device, when she was at the headoi la
gay and splendid court of Francc, wes te kg
crowns of France and Scotland, with the nd
of “Aliaustjue moratur," which may be trasia
“ Waiting for another.” It must have beenj
wonderful thought for a girl to luive two kingd
in possession, and a third so great and poverfulj
England coming to her. Lct us hopc she hadioi?
thoughts, in those days, of scning and hcipingn
people, as her Stuart forefathcrs had tried ©o
ijut that was not much the fashiim in France.

But, what she ccrtainly dicl was to liwc ani®
brilliant and splendid life, full of gaycty and
making, and surrounded by cverything I st“
beautiful and delightful. hi her tine |ia
knew nothing about a great many convenienii
plcasant things which wc enjoy now; but.ont
other hand, the things about them, |
and hangings and ornainents, were nore |
than any we have; and their houses.ifnot
so comfortable, were more statcly and N
picturesque. And with a king and queen »
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voung, you may suppose what constant amuse-
ois xent on in thc oid Louvre, what hunting-
liesamong the great xvoods at Fontainebleau.
Bt this nicrry, splendid life did not last long.
1, less than three years after their marriage, young
ig Francis dicd, and Mary’s sorrows began. We
°but liltlc of this young king in history. He
iid s0 young that he had not time to show xvhat
_in liini; and it does not scem there ever was
icpromise of much in him, or in any of his family.
hovxere not a good family, fior werc they even
tledr. It xvas onc of the great misfortunes of Mary
luart thet slie xvas never in her life connectcd with
Mmen xvho xvas her oxvn equal. And the rest of
;ilife wes so full of cxcitement and terrible events
1little is ever said of this splendid beginning.
But ten licr young liusband dicd, and anotlicr
ugascended tlie tlironc, and all the courtiers xvho
xworshipedd and scrved her began to serve and
inshipthcir nexv monarch, Mary turned lier eyes
thc sea lo lier oxvn northern kingdom, thc
lyplace she had now a right to, and xvhich xvas
natural home. it xXas not xvith any longing or
\e for that xviid and distant country, xvhich slio
idt in her sixili year, and of xvliich she liad, no
L in lile nieantime, had become Protcstant,
ivorst of all sins in the oyes of Catholics.
li hed alxvays been laughed at for its povcrty
sterncsss. in rich and xvitty Franco, as it xvas
long after iii Iéngland, too. Poor and proud
liercc, xvitli none of the luxurics that abounded
Fais xitli a disordcriy croxvd of nobles, and a
of psalni-siiiging Reformers, and no pleasure
amuscnicnt. no briglitness for gayety, but coid
‘stonn, liare feudal castlcs instcad of stately
ics, and poverty jnstead of xvcalth. Such was
picture iliat xvas, no doubt, drawn to licr of her
tie kingdom  Whcn she set sail, it is said that
remeincd on dock as long as tlie shorc of Franco
Js to be scen, xvocping and saying nothing but
til. “Adiiit, charmant pays de France!"
[ Faendl, delightful land of France!”] thc
tagqueen cricd.  Slic xvas not then ninetccn, a
K her mother just dead, her relations all left
liad and nobody to xvclcome her to the coid and
~dhg shores to xvliicli she was bound.
lFoorVary! xvlio could help being sorry for lier?
Eth sheivas onc of thc greatest ladies in thc
dd and one of the most beautiful xvomen.  Poor
50 lovely and so delicatc, and used to
g and praisc and xvorship; but coming among
1 ™ coid pcople, xvho did not knoxv her, xvho
aot kv hoxv to flatter—a people who dis-
Prevodof heras a Catholic, and wcrc suspicious
« & ircnch, and had no familiar knoxvledgc
tlosoften thefr hearts.
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Notwithstanding so many things against her,
Mary conqucred her pcople. Shc went among
them with her sweet looks and her natural gracc,
and thc smilc xxhich mclted even hearts of stone;
and though they continued to disapprove of somc
of her xvays, thc Scots icarned to love licr, as slie
had the gift of making people do.

The world knexv nothing then of xvhat xve cali
toleration noxvadays. Tliat is one of thc good
things of xvhich, three hundrcd years ago, pcople
had no idea. A Roman Catholic thought then
that it xvas his duty, if he had it in his poxvcr, to
make everybody go to mass, and to biirn those xvho
xvould not; and tlie Protestant belicvcd that it xvas
his duty to prcvent pcople from going to mass, to
compel them to go and licar a sermén instead, or,
if they xvould not, to banish them and put them in
prison. Somc people think the Roméan Catholics
xvere the xvorse in this rcspect, but | am afraid they
xvere all very much the same, and every man xvas
resolved to forcé his ncighbors to believe as he did.
Now you knoxv nobody can be forccd to believe.
They can be made to tell lies, sometimes, and pre-
tend they do; but you cannot convince people that
your xvay is the right one by behaving cruclly to
them. When Mary had mass said in her chapel,
xvhich xvas thc only divine xx'orship she imderstood,
there xvas an uproar and almost a riot, and the peo-
ple xvould havc refuscd to their clucen thc right to
xvorship God in the xxay shc had been taught.

Amid all the bitter conflict that folloxved, Mary,
hearing much of John Knox, xvho xvas the chief
of thc Reformers, sent for him. Perhaps you
hiix'c heard of John Knox, too. He xvas thc man
of whom it xvas said, xvlien he died, that he had
never feared the face of man. In the early vchc-
mence of his youth, he had bccn one of those whom
the corruptions of the Church of Rome had dis-

gustcd. Whcn he xvas asked to kiss thc image of
a saint, he had flung it from him indignantly,
exclaiming that it xvas no more than “ a painted

board,” and could help no one. He liad suffcred
cverything for thc tiew faith—Iliad been a galley-
slave one xvliilc; an exilc, a xvandcrcr on thc face
of the carth; but alxvays so bravo, so true, and so
earnest, that lie was thc counselor of statesinen,
notxvithstanding liis humble rank, and at that
moment xvas as a prince in Scotland, so great xvere
his influcnce and power. He xwvaa man xvho had
faults, as every onc has, and xvas sometimes too
bold, and too stern, and, like others of his time,
wanted everybody to think as he did, xvhcthcr they
xvould or not. But he loved his country xvith all
his hcart, and he it xxas, at that time, xvlio did
xvhat the oid kings had done, and stood up for the
people against the nobles, xvho xvere as grccdy and
ficrce then as before, and xvould have sxvalloxved up
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all thc goods and the lands they had takcn from
the oid church, had not John Knox stood fast, and
secured for thc peoplc a share of the inhcritancc
which was their own, cstablishing schools with it in
evcry parish in Scotland. So that it is to him that
Scotland owes the education which has made her a
rich little country, prosperous and pcaccful, instead
of thc poverty-stricken, hungry land she once was.

Young (¢cueen Mary was so hold that she seni
for this oid, and wisc, and stern man, thinking
that her smiles could subdue him, or her argu-
ments, though she was so young and inexpcricnced,
convincc him. She was very clcver and kcen in
argument, and pushed him vcr\- closc sometimes.
But she did not convincc him, as you may supposc:
and he spoke to her so seriously, so sternly some
people think, that he made thc bcautiful young
queen wcep. But Mary was as firm in her way of
thinking as Knox in his, and neither of them did
much good, fior much harm, to thc other.

For, as | have told you, in spitc of ever>'thing,
though she was a Papist, which they hated,
and had foreign ways which they did not love, this
bcautiful, brave, smiling young queen won thc
hcart of her peoplc. For four or fivc years, Scot-
land, fighting ficrccly all the time within herself,
and torn in picccs by perpetual conflicts, was yet
unanimous in a tender admiration for her queen.

In Holyrood and other royal casties and palaces,
scattered over thc country, Mary lived a life
more free, more simple, but not less gay, than
that which she lived in I'ranee. She did not dis-
turh thc govcrnment already established in thc
country, and which had rulcd it in her iame before
her return to Scotland; and she made no attempt
to place Roman Catholics in thc offices of statc.
Perhaps she was too young to cnter yet into thc
policy of her uncios in Franee, or to he so anxious,
as she afterward was, to restorc thc power of Rome.
So Mary cnjoycd herself in these sweet years of
her young reign, when most things went well with
her, and when nothing but tlic small offensc of a
stern sermon, or the objcctions of thc peoplc to her
Service in her chapcl, disturbed her happy career.

If she was not as splcndidly lodgcd, for as
carcfully served as in Franco, she was more freo
and rcally supremo. She was mistrcss of her own
life, and of the hcart and favor of her people—not
ablc as yet to turn them from their way, yet free to
take her own way; and so gaining their liking and
their favor, that there almost began to dawn a hope
that by and hy, out of love for her, they might
think hetter of their hcrcsy, and go back lo the oid
faith with their queen. Perhaps her wisc and crafty
uncios in France had advised her that thc best
thing she could do was, first of all, to make Scot-
land love her. But Mary was not one to follow a
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policy of this kind if it did not picase her.
picase her, however, to make cverything krigt
around her,—to gather about her a troop of pram
Itidics—the quccn’s Marios,—

" There wiis Mary Scton, and Mary licati»un.
And Mary Carmichacl, and nic."

as one of them sings in a hallad—and all thc @y
young spirits of the country; and making thc gny
northern strects gay with her cavalcadc, as e
went a-hunting out into thc woods; or sootired Iht
country from onc palace to another; orlightcdup
thc graceful gallery at Holyrood, jind its small bt
princcly rooms, with music and plcasurc. It s
not so grand as thc Louvre, but far more free, ad
there were no tiresome etiepiettes to be obscned,
as in France; no queen mother iti be kept inguod
humor, for sulky princcs to be conciliated, Hit
cverything her own way, and she herself suprone
lady and mistrcss of all. If this could but fee
lasted ! But it was not possible that it could last

Amid all these gayetics, however. .Marydd i»t
forget that she was a queen, and she look herom
way in politics as well as in lier life. .Showouhi
not give ovcr her dancing and music and inony
cvenings, as John Knox rcquircd ; fior «ould ge
quarrel with Queen Elizabcth, as her Ureles in
France urgcd her to do.

And in the matter of her marriagc, .My agin
actcd for herself. A queen can not «ait tolto
askcd in marriagc, like a lady of lower nink Hr
subjects think it so important to them. that it hes
to be arranged for her, and thc hesl men at
fully chosen, and all kinds of things takecn intoary:
sidcration ; not so much whcihcr they love exh
other, but whctlicr he is ponerlul enough, ad
great enough, or so clevcr and gracious, S0 «<;
and princcly, that he is fit to be the husbandof g
cluccn. A grcat many princcs wcrc proposed &
her on all sides. Those of you who have read it
history of England will romcinber Ihat Qen
Elizaheth, from thc bcginning of her reign
always declared that she would not marry. Bolfat
Mary, it was indispensable that she should mera
The prince whom she thouglit mo.st suitablc for i«
was that unfortunate, gloomy Don Carlos, ¢o<g
the son of Philip Il. of Spain, .ind who dad
mysteriously, in madness and misery. some tirc
later. But there were obstados which could ot
surmounted in thc way of this inarriage. 1 ~
great many other princcs were otfercd to her, an
cmhassadors hurricd here and there, an ’
were scorcs of important statc consultations a
court gossips on the subject; all the grcat pop
in Englancl, and in the Court of France. an
Spain, and a great many less important 1
ing their crowncd and coroncttd heads togc ]
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ljd plotiing or wondcring whom the Queen of
Iscots was to marry.

At lasi, lio'vever, therc was suggested to her,
Isecret, the very worst matcli of all.  There was
certain’young Lord Darnley, the son of the Earl
of Lennox, a Scottish noblcman who had bccn
hinglied to England. who was ncarly related to
boh ihe royal families. He was a Stuart by his
titter’s side, and his grandmothcr was Margaret
Tudor, who was also the grandmothcr of Mary,
adthe aiini of Elizabcth, so that he was cousin to
hoth these quccns.  Besides this, he was very
handsome, with cngaging manners, to all appear-
ae a gallam young prince, pleasing everybody.
H wes neither grcat enough, fior wise enough,
foreven oid enough to be the husband of the Queen
o .Soots, and all tlic best authorities were opposcd
0him

But Queen Mary saw him, and took a sudden
iiny to the handsome and plcasant youth. Therc
«ere difficiillies in the way with all the others who
«oud have been more suitablc, and this young
nmwes closc at hand, and the very opposition
o Qucen Llizabetb, and of her own serious
adscrs, made Mary more dcterinined to have
kr onn way.

They were married, therefore, on the aqth
o July, 1565, in the chapel of Holyrood, now
looflss and ruincd, Whether Mary had some
breboding in lier mind as to the evil days that w-erc
iwning upon ber, or if it was in accordance w-ith

jarefancy or fasbion, we cannot now tell; but she
«s married in her widow’s wceds, in a heavy
desof bbck velvet and long white vcil.  But her

tick dress «as the only inelancholy thing about
ircwedding.  TTicy were very gay and very happy
&t a little «hile, though so many pcoplc disap-
poad of theni, and Elizabeth cluarreled  with
itom

Ullle cared the pair, for the moment, wlio
qunead ,and who disapproved. The wise Earl of
Mnay, Mary's half-brother, and the w-ily cpicen,
ber cowsin, and all the nobles of the Rcformation
PWy. .adall the best people, both in Scotland and
BErgland were among those who opposcd the inar-
™g liut the queen pleascd herself, as peoplc
Once more slie had her way, and paid bitterly

w itafterward, as self-willcd pcoplc so often do.
rthisyoung Darnley, whom she so loved and
roord, to whom she had given the fiame of king,
*Wsa Stuart and of royal blood likc herself,
A~ firwhom she had displeased so many of her
(tiorch «ass as self-willed, and not nearly as wise,
te Ele w-as younger by thrce years
nshc;he was merely a handsome boy, while
* full of intcllcct, intelligence, and
/Rt She had very much more charactcr

455

than he had; and she had been brought up to
undcrstand statc affairs and do statc Business,
but he had not. He did not even rcspect the
hlgh position of the lady who had done so much for
him; but was ill-tempcrcd and rudc to her, as men
in all ranks often are to their wives; neglccted her
at onc time, and at another teased her with dc-
mands for more power and authority, and showed
himself to be quite unworthy of the position in
which her lovc had placed him. No doubt he
thought, bccause she had done so much for him,
that he dcserved it all, and more. Now, Mary was
not herself of a paticnt tempcr, and she was sensi-
tivo to her husband’s ncglcct, and disgustcd by his
sclfishncss and ungenerous bchavior. She herself
had many faults, but she was not capablc of mean-
ncss, and his conduct humbled both her and him-
self in the eyes of the nation.

In six months they wcrc as far apart as if
they had been strangers. The queen had much
on her hands at this time. Some of her great
nobles, and cspccially her half-brother, the Earl
of Murray, had rebellcd against her after her mar-
riage, and she herself had ridden at the head of
her army and had subdued the rebels. The ex-
citcmcent of tliis had delightcd Mary. She had
declared she would likc to be a man, to spend her
days in the saddle, and to lie all night in the fields,
and throughout the struggle she showed herself full
of couragc and energy, and quick to do whatever
she had in hand.

But succcss turned her head. She began to
feel that she had the world at her feet, and that no
onc could stand against her; and began to dream
of restoring the Catholic faith, and even of march-
ing to London and overthrowing Elizabcth, and
taking possession of the English crown, her rightful
inhcritancc, as she believed.

In thcsc schemes she was hclpcd and pushed on
by her Italian sccretary, who had bccn rccom-
mcnded to her by her relations in Franee, and who
knew all the plans of the Catholic party. This
Italian, David Rizzio, was, at the same time, a man
of gi‘cat accomplishments, a fine musician, and had
a very cultivated mind; and he was a great
rcsourcc to Mary among her rudc and untaught
nobles, and very naturally bccamc one of her fa-
voritc companions.

But the pcoplc about the court, and the nobles,
who could not undcrstand how she should prefer a
poor secrctary to themsclves, hatcd David; some
of them out of mere jcalousy, some bccause they
knew or suspectcd that David had great schemes
in his mind, and was a dangerous plotter against
the rcformcd faith. Darnley was the chief of those
who were jcalous of Rizzio. Though it was by his
own folly that he liad made himself disagreeable
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to his wife, )-et, in his vanity and weakness, he
could not bear that she should find pleasure in

thc society of any onc else, and he bcgan to con-

spire with some of the discontcntcd lords, at
who thought that David Was a publiccneng-» ,

| am afraid, indeed, that ihis acco
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liian Wt< an cnemy to the State, and was plan-
nig grcat harm to Scotland; but this did not
juseif’thc wicked and cruel act by which he met
hisdéalli. One evening Queen Mary was in her
cabinci, or closct, as it was called,—a room so small
irdl you «ould not think so many people could
pcBsibly get into it,—at supper, fearing no evil.
Se hdd her half-sister with licr, the Countess of
Argyle; a half-brother, and several others of her
household, and among them Rizzio. When the
supper was lialf ovcr, Darnley, the king, as he was
cdled, carne in by a private passage, which led
franhis rooin to Mary’s. Then, a few minutes
dftor. carne Lord Ruthven, the chicf of the con-

spirators, and a number of others, armed and
angy.
Imagine ihcsc licrcc men rushing in by the

privete door, which was for Darnley alone, and fill-
ing the little room bchind the tcrrified people at
te tnble, <ho had bcen talking gayly over their
supper, wiili thoughts as far as possible from mur-
cerand cruelty.

Mary, wbo feared no mati, at otice askcd Ruth-
en what was his business there and who had
It himin, tintl ordcred him to leave her presencc.
Bt you inay be sure they had not gone so far to
kestopped by anything that could he said to them,
ad .Mary, bectrayed by her own husband, had no
gerds to defcnd her. Ritthven made her a
haughty answer, and said he had come to drag
Rrio from her presencc.

“Madame, savc my life ! cricd David, clinging
toher dress.

Sre tried to savc him against the wcapons thrust
a him some ovcr her own shoulder, and in thc
™fle thc table was upset, and the c|uccti her-
sli throon down, with the wrctched, panic-
stridan stranger clingitig to her in thc middle of
til thet haviic, while thc daggcrs were ahnost at
icroan throat.

Tren the mitrdcrers forced thc clinging hands
of their viclitn loose from the clothing of the
qeen and dragged him roughly out of her pres-
e, Darnley himsclf holding her that she might

onothing further in hehalf of the' poor Italian,
«honas killed at the door of the adjoining room,
hearing, if not in her sight. Then his body,

“targled «ith many woimds, was thrown out of tlic
«ndow into the cotirt-yard hclow.

iiuihven carne back when this dccd was done,
‘Mtre little room where thc remains of the sup-
P«ihichhad bcen so clreadfully interrupted, were
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still scattered: and there he found poor Mary, in
a passion of rage, and sorrow, and despair, telling
her treacherous husband that she would be his
wife no longer; tliat he was a traitor and the son
of a traitor.

“ This will be dear hlood to some of you,” she
protestcd, in her passion.

Hut the conspirators had possession of the palace,
tind Mary was a prisoner in.their hands.

This was the turning point in her life. Up to
this time she had been a bravc and high-spiritcd
and gcnerous princess, meeting her encmics boldly,
spe.aking her mind fully; with plcnty of faults,
indeed, but none that need have taken from her the
love of her peoplc. And that love had followed
her whercver she had gone. She had been dis-
appointed in her husband, but in cverything else
thc bcautiful and hr.ave crcature h.td bcen successful
and triumphant.

Now, however, almost in a momenl, all this was
changed.

Imagine, after such a horrible scene of treachcry
and murder, this young ciiiccn, to whom cverything
had been subjcct, shut into her room alone, spend-
ing thc night without even one of her women
near her, without a friend to hear her com-
pany, in the room through which poor Rizzio
had bccn dragged, at thc door of which he had
been stahhed and stabbed again, and where bis
hlood stained the floor.

If ever in your travels you go to Scotland and
visit that ofd palace of Holyrood, which has sccn
so many strange scencs, the people will show you
a dark spot, which is said to be Rizzio’s hlood.
1 will not vouch for it that this is true, but the
stains wcrc there, undoubtedly, when Mary, wild
with terror, and misery, and tingcr, spent that
circadful night alone. She was in delicatc health
‘Uthc time, and the wondcr was that the shock and
horror did not kill her, too.

‘I'nis outrage was the
darker side of her life.
began another existencc. She was iti the hands
of her deadly encmics. The only way in which
she could get free was by flattering and deceiving
them. It would have heen better for her had she
dicd that morning. History, then, would have had
nothing hut honor and pity for her. But Mary
did not dic. She lived lo cheat and deccive, to
bccome a conspirator, too; to swear one thing and
do another; to revenge herself, and in her turn to
be the subject of a terrible revenge.

bcginning of all the
Next morning, Mary

(To be cofidmied.)
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A LESSON

WONUERLAND.

FOR MAMMA.

By Sydney Dayre.

Dear Mamma, if you just could be
A tiny little girl likc me,
And | your mamma, you would see
How nice 1°d be to you.
1 ’d always let you have your way;
1’d ncver frown at you, and say.
You are behaving ill to-day;
Such conduct will not do.’

1'd always give you jelly-cakc

For breakfast, and | ’d nevcr shake

My head, and say: ‘You must not take
So very large a slice.’

1’d nevcr say: My dear, | trust

You will not make me say you musi

Eat up your oat-meal’; or ‘The crust
You Il find is very nice.’

1°d buy you candy every day ;

I 'd go down-town with you, and say:

‘What would my darling like? You may
Have anything you see.’

1’d ncver say: ‘My pet, you know

T is had for health and teeth, and so

I cannot let you have it. No;
It wéuld be wrong in me.’

IN NATURE’'S WONDERLAND;

And every day |’d Ict you wear
Your niccst dress, and ncver care
If it should get a great big tcar;
1°d only say to you:
My precious trcasure, ncvcr mind,
For little clothcs will toar, | find.’
Now, Mamma, would n’t that be Lind?
That ’s just what / should do.

“ 1°d ncver say: ‘Well, just a/te.”
1°’d let you stop your lessons. too;
1’d say: “They are too hard for you,

Poor child, to undcrstand.’
I ’d put the books and slatcs away:
You should n’t do a thing but play,
And have a party every day.
Ah-h-h, would n’t that be grand1l

“ But, .Mamma dear, you cannot grou

Into a little girl, you know,

And | can’t be your mamma; so
The only thing to do,

Is just for you to try and scc

How very, 7Cty nice 't would be

For you to do all this for me.
.Now, Mamma, couM u'l yoaV

OR. ADVICNTURES LV THE

AMERICAN TROPICS.

By Félix L. Oswai.d.

CHAFI’ER VI.

T he little cow-hunter would have been in his
glory, if he had accompanied us to Yucatan; for
there he would have found nuniberless cows to
chase, and plcnty of galloping room besides. On
the Rio Bcxar, that forms the fronticr of the State
of Tabasco, we saw large herds of black cattle,
roaming at large over the open prairies, and on the
opposite shore, in western Yucatan, they seemed to
be mostly owncrlcss, for wc saw neither herders
flor farmers— nothing but Indian deer-hunters—till

we reached San Elizario, a villagc containingonly
a few white settlers, and a government stge
coach office.

Here we left our menagerie-pcts in chargeoftlie
postmastcr, who had more stablc-room then re
wanted, and, hcaring that soutbern Yucatin
abounded with monkcys and all kinds of garte, «©
set off in the direction of a place where they hed
told us that the Rio Bclizc could be crossed ona
ropc bridge.

Judging from the fiame, wc e,\pected to fird
something likc a suspension-bridgc, but it pro™
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to be a sort of a ferry, a drag-ovcr contrivance of
tite riiclest and strangest kind. At the narrowcst
point of the river-bed tliey liad stretched two cables
of liana-ropcs from shorc to shorc, about sixty feet
jilbobc thc water-surfacc, and some of thc country-
men managed to get across by stcpping on the
lo«cr cable and holding on to thc uppcr onc ; hut
fortravelcrs that were not used to this sort of ropc-
«lking, tlicy had largo wickcr baskcts with hoops,
slklingalong tlie cable insuch a way that they could
bopulled over by means of a drag-ropc.  The river
irs very liroad, with a currcnt like a mill-racc, and
it puzzled US how we should get Hlack Hetsy across,
but the bridge-kccpcer assurcd us that there was n’t
any (langer, if we would just ease her load a little,
and fastcii a long tow to her saddie-hand. The tow
ras long cnougli to reach from the water up to thc
ivicker liasket, and while thc mulo swam the river,
the peoplc in the basket pulled at the ropc just
enough to steady her, so that tlie current sliould
not carry her nway.

Whilc they guided her ovcr we waited on thc
clifistif thcoppositc shorc, and Tommy concludcd
to try his long ilrop-line. He had to use bectlcs
irstead of iniiiiioivs, and, considering thc poor liait,
his luck ivas better than we expected; in less than

rHK CfKlors kc)i>K>ilKILK:K ACKOSS THK Ki<> liKLIZK

tenmnutes he caught four pickcrel, and a hlack,
kog-hcadked lish of a kind we had nev'cr seen before.
1The next time he threw in his Une, he had a hite
:/ost ;BsoQu tis lio touclicd tlic walor, and, as he
jaked it in, we could see by the squirming and
wdashirg that it inugt be a largo gusano, as they
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cali a sort of ecl-snakc iq México. Up he carne;
hut just when the Une got taut, a smooth black
head popped up from thc water, gobbled the
gusano with a sudden snap, and disappeared— fish,
hook and all.

“ An uttcr I A fish-ottcr ! ” exclaimed onc of thc
natives who had watched our proccedings. “ A
wondcr he did n’t rob you before; wc can hardly
get a fish on account of those black thleves. Just
look at them; there comes a whole shoal!”

Wec looked down, and, sure enough, the water
at thc other side of thc clifiTs was almost black with
swimming heads. The otters sportcd around like
porpoiscs, and now and then slipped into a rock-
crcvice at the water’s edge.

“ They must have their nests in that cliff,” said
Tommy. “ I wondcr if wc could n’t catch some of
thc young oncs ?”

“ Hardly : their hurrows are x-ery dccp,” said the
Indian.

“Yes, and wc could n’t raise them, anyhow,” 1
added. “ It ’s hard to get frcsh fish every day, and
they would n’t cat anything else. Ucl up, ljoys—
here comes thc ferryman.”

Two other travclers had crossed the ferry with
the last basket: a young Spaniard on his way to

the gold-mincs of San
Cristoval, and a hcavily
armed half-brecd with a

hig xvolf-dog. The dog
carried two good-sizcd
Icathcr bags, and was

saddlcd and hridled like
a horsc, following in thc
tracks of his master, who
held thc end of thc bridle
in his fist. Whenevcrwec
passed a bush or a trec-
stump, the dog pressed
ciése to his master’s heels,
to keep the hridlc from
getting entangled in thc twigs.
“Why don’t )'oii let that dog go
free?” | askcd. “ He could get
along a great deal hetter if that
bridle were ofif altogcther. ”
“ Yes, 1know,” said thc half-brecd.
“hut | can’t go against my orders: that
dog is carrying the govcrnment mail, and
if 1 should lose him they would stop my
ycar’s wages.”

"Are you going to Vera Paz?” asked Daddy
Simén, who was not very well ac(Juaintcd with thc
Yucatan country-roads.

“No; but 1 will show you thc way as far as
Cabellas,” said thc mail-carrier ; “ from there Don
José” (the Spaniard) “ and | shall takc thc
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mountain-road to the mines, but you have to follow
the river to the mouth of the Rio Gordo.”

“ 1 wish 1 could go along with you,” said Don
José; “ 1 like to travel in a wildcrness likc this.
Just look at those splendid mango-trccs in ‘the
vallcy down there! By the by—would n’t that be
a good place to cook our dinner?”

Wc asscntcd, and, while Menito dressed our
pickercl, the young Spaniard and Tommy col-
lected a lot of wild fruits, mangos, chirimoyas, and
fine yellow grapes. The mail-carrier had bought
some eggs at the fcrry-housc, and a first-rate din-
ner was almost rcady when the boys rcturned from
their foraging.

“ Helio, there are pebblcs in this ravine,” said
the young Spaniard. “ Wait a moment; | saw a
queer sort of fruit in that bush over yondcr, but |
could not reach it with my stick: Ict me scc if |
can’t hit it. I think it must be a calabash-trce.”

Wc were so busy with our prcparations for din-
ner that we paid no particular attention to him;
but 1 noticcd a bottlc-shapcd gray thing in the top
of the calabash-tree, as he called it. | had just
stcpped aside to get our vinegar-flask from the
saddlc-pouch, wlicn | heard a general uproar at

THK CARRIEkK OF THE GOVERNMENT

the camp: Daddy Simén snatching up the mess-
bag and galloping away likc a racc-horse, with
Tommy and Rough at his hecls; Menito upsctting
our dinner and running off with the cmpty kettle,
and the young Spaniard throwing about his arms
and bcllowing like a madman.

NATURE’S WONDERLAND.
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“What in the fiame of common sense is the
matter?” asked the half-breed, wlio was just com
ing up from the creek with a pail of water—hut
in the next moment he dashed the pail doan
snatchcd it up again, and-ran like the rcsl. «‘Hbr
nets ! horncts! Away with that imilc of vours!”
he yelled, when 1 callcd on him to stop. | hed
liardly time to untic the halter and rush the mié
off into the bush, when the air sccmed to huradl
around me, and two fierce stings on iny neck con
vinced me that my companions had gootl reason to
run. Now 1 remembered that wrctclied calabash
tree. Yes, that explained it; tbe young Sjeniard
had mistaken a hornets’-nest for some kind of wild
fruit, and, hitting it witli a stone, liad brought doan
on our heads the wrath of a swarm of wingcd c&
mons. At first | was so angry tbal | could mx
trust niysclf to speak a word when | overtook tre
fugitives, but the uproarious niirtli of the Innsput
me in good humor again.

“ So that s what they cali calabasbes in Spainl™
shouted Menito, scarcely able to contain his nomi-
mcnt.  “ You would n’t want any Spanish [)qper
if you could get a dose of that stuff iwery day I”

“ Well, | declare,” laughed Tommy, ‘sldidii‘i
knowolti Daddycodd
run like all that!”

Thosc rascaban;
sinart.ibougli!"’aried
the half-brecd, part-
ing. e*Didn’l they
find US rfirickly !

* Smart ?  \Why,
they llave no aunreon
sense at all.” gmidd
oid Daddy. ‘A
six of Ihein went p
niy trouscrs. and ac
stung me right onthe
nose- -as if it lud
been iny fault. oo
found ’lhe WBh
creatures!”

Tlie [)oor youg
Spaniard said nothing
at all; but | daré sy
he recoilccts the diy
of tbe inonlii-

“ I'oor Menito hes
lost bis red liandker-
cbicf, 1sce.”ol)scred
Tommy, after attending to his wounds.

“ Oh, I can stand it,” laughed Menito. " Ain
am sorry for is that mcss of pickcrel; we ha n

much of a breakfast, either.”
“ Ncver mind,” said the half-breed;

scc that smoke going up, ahead there?

MAII..

“dwn
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-illageof Pasco Indians; they can'sell us something “ Yes, sir—ten or twclve of them.”

II, I guess. | sliould n’t wonder if they are “Why, what sort of snakc-doctors are tliere in

cookin'g lliL'ir own dinner right now. Resides, | your part of the country ?” asked the Indian.
havealot of dry cakes in “None at all, as

mvpoucti” far as | know,” rc-
The smoke rose from Don

the center of a little clear-
ing ia the midst of the
forcst, but we did not see
anytrace of a village, till
tre half-brccd callcd at-
icnlion to a grovc of
ciiucho-trces behind the
dearing. Whercver two
« three trecs stood closc
together. tlio Indians had
joired thcin by a nct-work
nfbush ropcs, fonning the tloor
Uf their huis about six feet
abovc tlie ground, while the

boughs of the Irces, intcrwoven Jose.
with bast and bulrushcs, scned “ Oh,
asasort of roof. that ex-
“llaven’t they any axcs?”saidTom- * . plains it,” said the
my. “Whbat ’s thc reasonthey can- W HowE n A TrEs .
not build their buts on thc ground ?” no wonder ! We
"It’s on account of the inundations,” said the I’ascos havc good snake-doctors, howcver.”
half-breed. ' In the rainy season thc Rio Belize “ What are they good for?” | inquired.
riscs leu or fifteen feet, and overflows this country “ They rub you with guataca oil,” said thc
inevery dircction.” Indian, “ that will keep flies and wasps away; and

Adozen coppcr-brown Indians were cooking their if you pay them a big price, they rub you till you
dinrer in tlic iniddlc of tlic clearing, and when wc get snake-proof, too.”
approached thcir camp-firc the lialf-lireed explaincd “ Can’t you buy a bottle of that stuff and put it
our mishap and incinired thc price of a modcst on yoursclf?” | asked.
incal.  rhere was n’t niucli in sight; but one of “Yes, on your hands,” said thc Pasco, “ but
the half.naked liuntcrs rose, with the dignity of a only the doctor knows how to oil your face; other-
(Irand Duke, and invited us to a seat 011 tlie wood- wise the ointment would kill you. It is a strong
ple. 'I'lieir sgiiaws were out nutting, he said, and poison, and would make you sneeze tijl you die.
they could not offer us any bread to-day; but wc¢ Our medicine-man has a remcdy for ghosts, too,”
«ere quite welcome to all tliere was, and they he added, and told us a long story about the strangc
soormed tlie idea of acccptiiig money from a straii- apparitions that used to haunt the wigwam till they
ger-gucst. ivcrc laid by the potent spclls of the snake-doctor;

“Wc have friecl squirrels,” said he, “nearly but we did not regi‘ct thc dclay, for the Indians
done; and, furtlicrniorc, wc llave ecls,—fine ccls, sold US a tamo spider-monkey—a lank and funny

exquisitc and fat.” fcllow, with arms as long as a full-grown man’s.

"e told liini that we should never be able to “ What kind of oil does he mean?” | asked
forgive oursclves if we sliould deprive him of his the half-breed, whcn we continued on our way.
“is, but that we should ask him to favor us with “1 do not know what it is made of,” said he,
a squirrd apiece. “ but it is certainly a strong poison.”

The squirrels were skcwcred on long sticks and “ But will it injure you by merely rubbing it on
roesting over a low wood-firc, and cvcry now and your skin ?”
trenonc of the indians grcased them with a spoon- “ 1kncw a fellow wlio nearly died from tire mere
, | of lard-oil, to keep tlicm from frizzing away smcll,” said the half-breed. “ Onc of my ncighbors

otogether.  WIicii we liad finished our rcpast, thc in Tabasco was chopping wood near liis gardcn, and
Joting Spaniard asked them for a few drops of that in his abscnce a largo vivaron [a sort of moccasin
OMo rub his swollen face. snakc] crawled into the cottage and carne near

Ovispas?"* (wasps or hornets) asked tlie Pasco. biting his youngest son, a lad of ten years, but
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wonderfully plucky for a boy of that age. The
little fellow saw the snake when it was just going
to strikc, and, with a sudden grab, caught it around
the neck with both hands and callcd loudly for help;
but before his brother carne to the rescue the snake
had wound itself around his arm, and squirmed in
a way that he had to fling himself on the floor to
hold it down. *‘Get the hatchet!’ he callcd to his
brotlier. ‘Strike away ! Nevcr mind my fingers—
chop them off, as long as you .cut the vh'oron's head
off, too!” Hut his brother ran into a back-room
where tlieir father kept a botllc of guaraca-oil, and,
finding the stopper too tight, he smashed the whole
bottle, and poured the contents on his brothcr’s
hands. The snake wrigglcd like an ccl and then
lay still, as limp as a rag, but in the same moment
the two boys were seizcd with a violcnt fit of snecz-
ing. The eider ran outside, and had hardly
reachcd the open air, when he lieard liis brother
cali out again : ‘Water!air! help! 1'm choking!’
There was no water near the house, and the boy
hurried off to fetch his father, but when they
returned the younger boy had disappeared, and,
after a long search, they found him half a mile from
the cottage, near a half-dry well, where he had
fainted. That had savcd his life,

though, for in the interval the oint-

ment had dried, and after that the

smell is not half

so h.ad.”

' IHE ANT-HEAH KACEO AIIOUT WI1H UPLIPTEI)

“ I must leave you hcre,” said the htilf-brccd, when
wc reachcd the next cross-road, “ but y-oii cannot
iniss your way now: you will'reach Cabellas all
right if you just keep straight south. Don’t turn
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off to the left where the road forks again; ihe left
hand trail leads to an abandoncd wood-choppepj
cabin. You had better not leave the roadaidl”
he added; *“ the espinal [thorn-jungle] in tre
bottom there is a terrible wildcrness.”

So it was; even in Tabasco we had never sa
suci) an intricatc mazo of jungle and bush s
The great lianas, or creeping vines, joincd treeto
tree, trailing along the ground like snakes, ad
hanging in festoons from the boughs. like tlic cod-
age of a full-rigged ship, while smallcr vincs, sore
of them as prickly as buckthorn twig.-,, sprcad thdr
twistcd coils through the underbrusb and made tre
forcst almost impenetrable.  In such thickets, «ld
bcasts were safe from the hunter’s piirsuit. Sour-
rels and rabbits crosscd our path, bul ourdngtried
in vain to follow them through the iborns, and «e
thought he had become thoroughly tired of sucha
hunting-ground, when he suddenK nislicd ahead
like a shot, and almost tumbled upon a brute aout
the size of a large hog, cngaged in scraping wp
the leaves in a little ravine, some twenty paces fran
the road-side. The creature turned, and wj rooog

nizeil the hwshy
tail of a jwmly
/i, or black at-
bear. but Rough

then so closi

uponhiinihai
we could rd
sliont for fwi
of killing thv
dog, loo. TBi
ant-bcar reireatcd as fest &
he could, till be got out of
the ravine, when he faed
about with iiplifted pes.
and with suri) alicrccgro»!.
that Riugh drew back in
affright.  In the next moment the lioninginiv
vanished in the thicket, though Tommy ran up
down, trying to discover his whcrcaboul. H
could hardly see ten paces ahead into the jungt-

1-AWS."
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esCnmcon. cmne on,” Daddy Simén urgcd us.
“Diyou sec those clouds? 1 am afraid wc shall
xtwet hefove iiight.™

Il wes haiilh three o’clock, but the sky had
Uniadstrangcly dark, and now and then a flash
d lightning darled across thc murky air. We
piessed forttanl in silent  luiste, till Tommy
duiched iny arm and looked intently in thc
ilirdim of the i-wflzaw/.  “ | thought | heard
abdl down there.” said he. “ Yes, there it
gsagain!  Listen! What can that be ?”

Weall heard il plainly this time : a singular
WH-like sound. coming dear and ringing from
ikcheart of the nilclcrncess.

ks, we are in for it now,” said Daddy
dntn "There will be a storm or a hcavy

Mh That 5 the campanero, thc bell-bird;
«enhe lolls liis [heil] you may look
‘“titfottrouble.  h is a sure sign.”

Three or four wood-hats passed ovcr our
heacs with a whistling scrcech, also a capri-
"Wpor goat-slicker—a kind of bird that is ni
Mtlyscen before sundown; and when we ap-
I'edred a coppice of cork-oaks, a hig wild-cat

eged into the middle of thc road ~ind glared
at\Bitwide-eyed surprise. She, too, secmed to
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have mistaken the darkncss for thc evening twi-
light, and looked at us as if she wondered what
we were doing so late in the woods; but at the first
movement of our dog she turned and fiung herself
into thc thicket with a savage leap.

“ Come ahcad,” said Oid Daddy; “ we can’trun
after every bird and beast in a wilderncss like this.”

“ Hold on thcrc—just wait a moment,” cried
Menito, squeczing himsclf through the underbrush
at the foot of the trec. *“ 1thought so,” said he.
“There ’s a hole in this trec with a cat’s ncst; 1
can hear the young ones whining like puppies.
Picase give me a lift, somebody.”

Tommy managed to help him up, and, after
pulling out a lot of moss and ruhbish, Menito pro-
duced four fat little kittens, that looked as surprised
as their mother to find themselves in thc presencc
of strangers.

“ Now, let it rain,” laughed Menito. “ We have
made a good joh of it for onc day.”

Not a drop had fallen yet, hut thc darkncss
became rcally alarming, and the wmd swayed the
tree-tops with an ominous moan.

“ Bad luck,” said Daddy Simén. “ Wc have
missed our way. Here ’s that wood-chopper’s
shanty thc mail-carrier was telling us about. Come
this way.”

“ How did we get off the right road ?” 1 asked.

“1don’tknow,
sefior,” said he. N
“Friday isan un-
lucky day, some-
how, and may be
wc made it worse
by eating squir-

rels instead
of fish.”
We then
turned back,
and, after retracing our stcps
a few hundred paces, we
found two doubtful trails
HCNTII < TAIMK. Icading in the direction of
PACE 4651 thc Rio Bclizc, but looking
very much like thc paths which dccr and cows fol-
low on the way to their drinking-places.
“ WTiich onc goes nearcst south, now?” asked
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Dacldy Simén. “ Vera Paz is south by squth-cast,
so far as | know.”

Before we could decide that point, a sudden gust
of wind cooled the air somc fifteen or twcnty de-
giees, and our monkcys bcgan to squeal as if the\-
wanted to cali our attention to thc lowering storm.

“It’s coming!” cried Mcnito. “What shall
wc do ? Picase, let ’s hurry back to that oid cabin;
better an empty house than no house at all.”

It seemed really thc best plan; so, by setting
our mulé a-trotting, we managcd to reach the log-
cabin in less than ten minutes, and, white | helped
Oid Daddy to unstrap the baskcts and things, the
boys ran out to hunt up a little fuel. But they had
hardly brought in two armfuls or so wlien thc
storm broke loose, with a roar that frightened our
monkeys almost out of thcir wits. They hugged
one another and screamcd until they made us
laugh, in spitc of our own consternation, for the
matter was almost past ajest; thc great forest-trees
bent and swaycd like reeds, and only the clumsy
massiveness of the timbcrs saved the roof of our
hut from being blown away with the branches that
flew through the air like a flock of birds. As soon
as the fury of the storm abatcd, the rain carne
down in torrents, and, almost with thc first fall,
the whole forest broke forth in a babel of confused
voices: scrcecliing parrots, screaming cats, and
loud-grunting peccaries, and through all the din we
heard the shrill piping of a troop of monos fspedros,
or “ ghost-monkeys,” as the Mexicans cali a kind
of nocturnal mammals allied to the African lemurs.
Little rat-like things jumped and chirped among
thc raftcrs of the roof, but it was so dark that wc
could not make out wliat they were, till Menito
knockcd one of them down with the butt of his
mule-whip. It fluttcrcd out into thc rain like a
bat, and we saw that it must be a family of flying-
squirrels, who had made themselves at home in thc
abandoned cabin, and perhaps felt highly indignant
at our unccremonious intrusion.

Our dog Rough had posted himself at thc thrcsh-
old, and seemed to havc noticed something outsidc
that did not suit him, for he retreated with a low
growl, and with every hair on his back standing on
end. On looking around, wc saw two big ycllow
eyes glaring at us through thc rain that had turned
the twilight into pitch-dark night.  Mcnito ad-
vanced toward thc door with his whip, but Daddy
pulled him back with a jerk that scnt him stumb-
ling into the corner.

“You must be entirely crazy,” said he. *“ Do
you want to get yourself killed ? That must be a
panther or a jaguar, and a pretty big onc, too.
Don’t you know that such brutes can’t keep the
run of the calendar? They would cat you ou
Friday as quickly as on any other day !”

IN NATURE S WONDERLANI).
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The next morning thc ground was aswetasa
swamp, but Black Betsy had a very casy loed ad
we found that our tame spider-monkey could neH
as well as ride. He prcferred to sguat on tt
mulc’s croup like a Turk on bis divan, but «en

ever he saw the boys running after a souirrcl ora
butterfly, he would slip down and foHowihem3®

if his curiosity liad got the better of his lazines.
“ There are some Indians under those trecs."sad
Daddy Simén, when we passed a cof)se of taia

oaks. “‘1’'m going to ask them aliout thc best reed
to Vera Paz.”
Tankas, or Spanish nuts, look almost oanlv

like acorns, but they taste sweet and pleasantlikc
filberts, and still more like tliosc cgg.shapcd litle
walnuts they cali “ pecans” in Texas. The trels
were ratlier high and had their larger branchesal
near tlie top, but the Indians had deviscd quitean
ingenious mode of climbing them. They hadlay
ropes of bomliax cotton, about as thick as a lirger.
but strong enough to bear the wcighi of ahcy
man. To onc cnd of these ropcs they had festored
bolas, or round pelibles about tlio size of a pigen
cgg, and on the other a cudgcl of very touglinood.
Now, if tliey wanted to climli a tree, they whirad
the bolas around their heads and llung themmtr
tlie lowest branch in a way that made them tivirldl
around it, and by giving a quick jerk, they cad
draw the rope as tightas a knot. Uy grabbingthe
rope with liis hands, and liracing his toes aggirst
the tree, a barefoot boy could climb thc bigesi
oak almost as quick as with a laddcr, and, if tc
tree was very' liigli, his comrades could lielp im
by standing on tlie cudgel, thus drawing thc qe
taut and straiglit.

But though thc Indians undcrstood thc art of
climbing Spanish-nut trees, they did nt kiw
mucli about the Spanish language, and wc tried
in vain to interpret our questions liy gestures, il
onc oid fellow tappcd me on thc shoulder, ad
pointing in tlic dircction of a narrow trall, liW
his finger, as if lie wanted me to listen to s;ne

thing. 1 asked my companions lo keep quet for
a moment, and soon heard tlie echo of ddict
ax-strokcs.

“ Blanco, blanco—a white man, that,” sad lite
Indian, and, again pointing toward thc tral, K
wavcd his hand, as much as to say: *“ Cioon; jw
will find a white man there.”

After following the trail for a tiiile or %
heard the ax-strokes closc at liand, and a a&
saw a stout, bareheaded man, in a huntings 1,
cngaged in splitting fcnce-rails in thc ponm
North-American fasliion. He did not look nu
likc a Spaniard, and when wc hailed him ¥’
answer confirmcd my conjccture. ,

“ Helio, strangers !” he called out, i'" E*?”
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iti the off-liand way of a British sailor or soldier.

“If you are going to Vera Paz, you are nearly
Mtlic right road,” said he, when we had intro-
dukil ourselves, ““ but I will take you as far as
Lagunas, where you strike the State highway.”

“Youare an Knglishinan {” | asked.

“lama Scotchman, and belongcd to an English
wesd that got w'reckcd on the Yucatan coast. 1
tiiedto make my way to Vera Cruz, but this coun-
tn here suited me, and | concluded to stay.” He
td WBthat he had lived here more than seven
wvaars, nearly alone, supporting himself on wild
fndtsand gante.

‘You must litive had some wild adventures,”
Isaid 1, seeing his face «-as badly scarrcd on onc side.

“Yes, | got that in a rough-and-tumble fight
«th a panlhcr,” said he. *“ The Pasco Indians
hadofferod a large rc«ard for the head ofa panthcr
thit had killed six men and children of one wig-
wam So | laiil traps of all kinds, and at last
caught the nian-catcr in a heavy stccl trap. He
redcaught binisclf in such a manncr that he could

F, throwing down his ax, carne up and grccted

not possibly escape, but I never saw a wild brute
make such a desperate resistance. | had to throw
a lariat over his head and wind it all around him
before 1 could drag him off, and | had hardly
haulcd him half a mile when he got one of his
pa«'S free and made a spring at my head. At last
| managed to chain him and deliver him to the
Pasco Indians. They would ncver tell me what
they did with him. It ’s prctty hard to make a
few dollars hcre now,” he added, “ but when the
gold mines were first discovered the whole coun-
try was full of money; one day | «'on twenty
dollars on a single bct.”

“ How was that? ” wc asked.

“1 have a tame tapir,” said the huntcr, “ and
onc evening | took him to a farm-house where the
minéis used to- congrégate, and made them a bet
that my tapir could eat more corn than three fui-
grown hogs. They put three hungry swinc in a
pon, and the tapir in another, and thcn thre«- a
sackful of corn into cach pcn, but the hogs had
eaten only two-thirds of their share when my tapir
had s«allowed his whole ration, cobs and all.”

(To bt coniitnifii.)

TI) ASSWEU | 'm INCLISEU."

‘moL. VIIl. _3o0,

WHY.

Once | was a little maid
With eager heart and mind;

And through the wondrous hours, I sought
Something | could not find.

,No single thing; 't was that, to-day,
To-morrow, it was this ;

And wistfully 1 heard folks say:
“ A funny little miss 1

“ She Clueries so 1 She wondcrs so 1”
They said—*“ The pretty thing 17
But «hat 1 sought, or wished to know,
They quite forgot to bring.

And now that | am older gp-own.
And do as 1’ve a mind,

When little lips ask, “Why ?”—1"ll o«n
To answer | ’'m inclined.

Their “ How ?” and “ W'hat?” and “ Why ?”
you seo.
Mean that they, too, «ould reach
And find a something that they need
In some one’s friendly spccch.
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FOR MAPLE SUGAR

I5y Lucrktia P. Hale.

I r was, to be sure, a change
of plan to determine to go
to Grandfather’s for a ma-
ple-sugaring instead of go-
ing to Egypt! Butitsecm-
ed best. Egypt was not
given up—only postponed.
“ It has lasted so many
ccnturies,” sighed Mr. Pc-
terkin, “ that | supposc it
will not crumblc much in
onc summCr more.”

The Peterkins had deter-

mined to start for Eg>'pt in

June, and Elizaheth Eliza

had cngaged her drcss-

makcr for January; but

after all their plans were

made, they were told that

June was the worst month

of all to go to Egypt in;

that they would arrive in

midsummer, and find the

climate altogether too hot;

that people who were not

uscd to it dicd of it. No-

body thought of going to

Egypt in summer; on thc

contrary, everybody carne

away. And what was worse,

Agamcmnon Icarned that not only the summcrs

were unbcarably hot, hut thcrc really was no Egypt

in summer—nothing to spcak of—nothing hut

water, for therewasa great inundation of the river

Nilc evcry summer,which complctely covercd thc

country, and it would be difficult to get about, cx-
ccpt in boats.

Mr. Peterkin remembercd he had heard some-
thing of thc sort, but he did not supposc it had
been kept up with thc modcrn improvements.

Mrs. Peterkin felt that the thing must be very
much exaggcratcd. She could not believe thc
whole country would he covercd, or that everybody
would leave; as summer was surely thc usual time
for travcl, there must be strangers there, even if thc
natives left. She would not he sorry if there wcrc
fewer of thc savagcs. As for the boats, she sup-
posed after their long voyagc they would all be
used to going about in boats, and she had thought
seriously of practicing, hy getting in and out of thc
rocking-chair from thc sofé.

The family, however, wrotc to tlic lady fran
Philadelphia who had traveled in Egypt, antiivhose
husband knew cverything about Egypt that coud
be known—that is, cverything that had areadv
been dug up, though he could only guess at wet
might be brought to light next.

The rcsult was a very carncst recommendation
not to leave for Egypt till thc autiinin. Travdcrsl
did not wusually reach there licforc Decomber
though October might be plcasant on account of
thc fresh dates.

So thc Egypt plan was rcluctantly postponed
and, to make amends for thc disappointmenttothc
little boys, an excursion for maplo sirup wespo
posed instead.

Mr. Peterkin considercd it almost a nooessitv.
They ought to acquaint themselves with tlic nani
factures of their own new country, bcfure studying
those of the oldest in the world. He had bcenin
quiring into the producis of Egypt at the present
time, and had found sugar to he onc of tlicirstaples
They ought, then, to understand thc .Arerican
methods, and compare them with those of Egipt
It would he a pretty attention, indeed, to cny
some of the maplc sugar to the principal dignilaries
of Egy'pt.

But thc difificulties in arranging an eaursiin
proved almost as great as for going lo Egypt
Sugar-making could not come off until itweswarm
enough for the sun to set thc sap stirring. Onthc
other hand, it must ho coid enough for snon &
you could only reach the woods on snowsled.
Now, if there were sun enough for thc sap tong;
it xvould melt thc snow, and if it werc coid enouh
for sledding, it must be too coid for the snp
Tliere seemcd an impossibility about the whok
thing. The little boys, however, said there dwnas
had bcen maple sugar every spring; ey liadcaen
it; why should n’t there be this spring?

Elizaheth Eliza insisted gloomily thnt this w®
probably oid sugar they had caten—you never cod
tell in the shops.

Mrs. Peterkin thought there must . .« stigar
occasionally, as thc oid would have lieen eatenup.
She felt thc same about chickcns. si.. neverakK
understand why thcrc were only the oid, toiigh o
in thc markct, when there were certainly
young broods to he seen around thc far'mo?lgd
every year. She supposcd the markct-men
hegun with the oid, tough fowls, and so tliei tadi
go on so. She xvished they hatl begun t eo
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flv and sI'C liad done her best to have the family
thc oid fowls, hoping they might, some day,
jﬁ&tivnto the young ones.

Asto tlic unccrtainty about the weather, she
jowsteel they should go to Grandfather’s the day
foe lhit I'O™" ct't’ g" K’'® «Eay before, when
vondon'tyei know thc day?
' All «ere much dclightcd, therefore, when Hiram
appeared «jih thc wood-sled, onc evening, to takc
ilidn as carh- as possible thc next day, to thcir
pndfather’s.” He rcportcd that llie sap liad
sorted the kcttles had been 011 some time, there
bedKen a light snow for sleigliiiig, and to-morrow
praied to lie a tino day. ' It was dccided that
keshould takc tlic little boys and Elizabetli Eliza
ey in tlie wood-sled ; thc otliers would follow
ta, in the carry-all.

Ms Pctcrkin tliought it would lie safer to have
swieof the'party go on wliccls, in case of a general
tbv the next day.

Abrilliant sun awokc them in tlie morning.
Tre «ood-slcd was filled witli hay, to make it warm
ad conifortalilc. and an arm-chair was tied in for
Hrebdli Kliza.  Uut slie was oliliged to go first to
li& the secretar)’ of the Circumanibient Society,
locsplain iliat shc should not be present at their
eiening mectiiig.  One of tlie rules of this society
»6 to takc always a winding road wlien going
ipn society liusiness, as the word “ circuniam-
liiat"* mcaiis ““ conipassing aliout.” It was one of
iklacs to copy nature as far as possible, and a
ilnight lino is iicvcr scen in nature. Therefore,
jrecould not scnd a direct note to say slie sliould
lot ke present; slic could only liint it in general
Kinersation witli tlic secrctary, and she was oliligcd
totake a roiindabout way to reach the secretary’s
toee, «here tlie little lioys called for her in her
«oodslod

Whet wes lier surprisc to liiid cight little boys
iiBedof three! lii passing thc school-house they
red picked up five of thcir friends, who had rcached
treschod (icjor a full hour before the time.  Icliza-
reth Biza thouglit they ouglit to iiul.uire if thcir
paats would lie willing tliey should go, as they
allespected to spciici thc night at Grandfatlicr’s.
Hramthouglit it would rccluire too niticli time to
spfor the consent of ten parcnts; if thc sun kept
W&t this rate, thc snow would be gone bcforc tlicy
doud reidi the woods.  But the little boys said
~oftlie little lioys lived in :i row, and Elizabetli

®feh she oiiglii not to take the lioys away for all

'Sl «ithout their parcnts’ knowlcdge. Tlic con-
S'i'tofiwo mothers and two fatlicrs was gained,

’H Dobsun was mct in tlie strcct, who said he
dtdl thc other mother. I5ut at each place

d Qe oliliged to stop for additional tippcts,

SsoAt-ooats, and liidia-rubbcer boots for the little
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boys. At the Harrimans’, too, the Harriman girls
iiisisted 011 drcssing up thc wood-sled with ever-
greens, and made one of the boys liring their last
Christmas-trec, that was leaning up against thc
barn, to set it up in tlie back of tlic slcd, ovcr,
Elizalicth Eliza. All tliis made considerable delay,
and whcn they rcached the high road again the
snow was indeed fiist melting. Elizabeth Eliza was
inclined to turn back, liut Hiram said they would
find the sleighing better farther up among the bilis.
The arm-chair joggled about a good deal, and tlie
Cliristinas-trcc crcakcd behind her, and Hiram was
obliged to stop occasionally and tie in the chair
and the tree more firnily.

But the warm sun was very pleasant, the eight
little boys wecrc very lively, and the slcigh-bclls
jinglad gayly as they went 011.

It was so late when tliey rcached the wood-road
that Hiram decidcd they had better not go up the
hill to their grandfather’s, but turn off into the
woods.

“ Your grandfather will be there by tliis time,”
lie declared.

Elizabeth Eliza was afraid ihe carry-all would
niiss tlicni, and tliought they had better wait.
Hiram did not likc to wait longer, and prooosed
that onc or two of the little boys should stop to
show thc way. But it was so difificult to decide
which little boys sliould stay that he gavc it up.
leven to draw lots would takc time. So he explaincd
that there was a lunch hidden soniewhere in the
straw, and the little boys thought it an admirable
time to look it up, and it was decided to stop in the
sun at the cérner of the road. Elizabeth Eliza felt
a little jounccd in the arm-chair, and was glad of a
rest; and the little boys soon discovered an ampie
lunch, just what might havc been expected from
Grandfatlicr’s — apple-pie and doughnuts, and
pleiity of tlicni! “ Lucky we brought so many
little boys ! they exclaimed.

Hiram, howcver, began to grow impaticnt.
« There’ll be no snow left,” he exclaimed, “ and
no afternoon for the sirup!”

But far in thc distance thc Petcrkin carry-all was
seen slowly approaching through the snow, Solo-
mon John waving a red handkercliief. The little
boys waved back, and Hiram vcnturcd to entcr
upon thc wood-road, but at a slow pace, as Eliza-
beth Eliza still feared that, by somc accidcnt, thc
family might miss them.

It was with difficulty that the carry-all followed
in thc dcep but soft snow, in among the trunks of
thc trees and ovcr piles of leaves hidden in the
Snow. They re.ached, at last, the edgc of a
mcadow, and on the high bank above it stood a
row of maples, a little slianty by thc side, a slow
smoke procceding from its chimney. The little

-T:H
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boys screamed with delight;
reply. Nobody there !

“ The folks all gone !” exclaimed Hiram ; “ then
wc must be late.” And he proceeded to puli out a
large silver watch from a side pocket. It was so
large that he seldom was at tlie pains to puli it out.
as it took time ; but when lie had succeeded at last,
and looked at it, he started.

“ Late, indecd ! It is four o’clock. and we were
to llave bcen here by eleven : they have given you
up.”

The little boys wanted to forcé in the door, but
Hiram said it was no use—they wouldn’t under-
stand what to do, and he should have to see to the
horscs; and it was too late, and it was likely they
had carried off all the sirup. Rut he thought a
minute, as they all stood in silence and gloom, and
then he guesscd they might find some sugar at
Deacon Spcar’s, closc by, on the back road, and
that would be better than nothing. Mrs. Pctcrkin
was prctty coid, and glad not to wait in the darken-
ing wood; so the eight little boys walkcd through
the wood-path, Hiram leading the way; and slowly
the carry-all followed.

They reached Deacon Spear’s at length; bul
only Mrs. Spear was at home. She was very deaf,
but could explain that the family had taken all
their sirup to the annual festival.

“We might go to the festival,” exclaimed the
little boys.

“ It would be very well,” said Mrs. Peterkin.
eat our fresh sirup there.”,

But Mrs. Spear could not tell where the festival
was to be, as she had not heard ; perhaps they
might know at Squire Ramsay’s. Squire Ramsay’s
was on their way to Grandfather’s, so they stopped
therc; but they learned that the “ Squire’s folks
had all gone with their sirup to the festival ”; but
the man who was chopping wood did not know
where the festival was to be.

“ They ’ll know at your grandfather’s,” said Mrs.
Peterkin, from the carry-all.

“ Yes, go on to your grandfather’s,” advised Mr.
Peterkin, “ for I think 1 felt a drop of rain;” so
they made the best of their way to Grandfather’s.

At the moment they reachcd the door of the
house, a party of young people whom Elizabcth
Eiiza knew carne by in sleighs. She had met them
all when visiting at her grandfather’s.

“ Come along with us,” they shouted; “ we are
all going down to the sugar festival.”

“ That is what we have come for,” said Mr.
Peterkin.

“ Where is it?” asked Solomon John.

“ It is down your way,” was the reply.

“ It is in your own New Hall,” said another.
“ We have sent down all our sirup. The Spears,

but there was no

to
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and Ramsays, and Doolitllcs have gone on «ib
theirs. No time to stop; therc ’s good sleigh'L
on the oid road.” n

There was a little consultation with the grand
father. Hiram said that he could take them}
with the wood-sled, when he heard there «as|
sleighing on the oid road, and it was decided thatl
the whole party should go in the wo<Kl-sled, «iili|
the exception of Mr. Peterkin, who would followon|
with the carry-all.  Mrs. Pctcrkin would take tlicl
arm-chair, and cushions were put in for lilizr
Eliza, and more apple-pie for all. .No noret
of rain appearcd, though the clouds were tliider
ing over the sctting sun.

“ All the way back again,” sighcd Mrs. Fciel
kin, “ when we might have staid at home all day,
and gone quietly out to the New llalli* liut ili
little boys thought the sledding all day wes”
fun,—and the apple-pie ! *“ And we‘did sec ti
kettle, through the cracks of the shanty 1”

“ It is odd the festival should be held a: the No
Hall,” said Elizabcth Eliza; “ for the secrei
did say something about the society meetingt
to-night, being so far from the ceiiter of the i

This hall was so called because it was oncean
liall, built to be used for lccturcs, assemblies, <
entcrtainments of tliis sort, for the contcnienccn
the inhabitants who had collected about sorme llourl
ishing factorics.

“ You can go to your own Circuniamhiont SodeuJ
then !” exclaimed Solomon John.

“.And in a truly circumambient manner,” s
Agamemnon ; and he explained to the little 1
that they could now undcrstand the full ncaningol
the word. For surely Elizabcth Eliza had takent
most circumambient way of reaching the place, |
coming away from it.

“ We little thought, when we passed itearlyl
morning,” said Elizabcth Eliza, ethatweshi
come back to it for our maple sugar.”

“ It is odd the secrctary dicl not icll you
were going to join the sugar festival,” sijil M
Peterkin.

“ It is one of the rules of the society,” siidHis
beth Eliza, “ that the secrctary never tells anythiij
directly. She only hinted at the plan of ihe
Hall.”

“ 1 don’t see how you can find enough toi
about,” said .Solomon John. ,

“ We can tell of things thatnever liac na
pcneci,” said Elizabeth Eliza, “or that ae
likely to happcn, and wonder what houlil
happened if they had happened.”

They arrived at the festival at last, but vco t
and glad to find a place that was «arin-
was a stove at each cnd of the hall, ans™-,
couraging sound and smell from the sumte
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lim TO- “C*’ tablcs down thc hall, on
h«ere placed, in a row, first a howl of snow,
a pile of sauccrs and spoons, then a piate of
lies, intendcd to whet thc appctite for more

tnip; another of bread, then another howl of

and so on. Hot sirup was to be pourcd on
sno, lintl e-atcn as candy.
The Peterkin family were received at this late
Durvith a wild cnthusiasni.  Elizaheth Eliza was
inespecial Itcroine, and ‘vas made dircctly thc
sident of the evening. Everybody said that she
best eaniod the distinction. P'or had she not
lito the meeting by the longcst svay possible,
1going away from it? The secretary declared
Il the principies of tlie socicty had bccn com-
sivcarried out.  She had always believccl that,
left to jtsclf, Information would sprcad itself in a
iiturd instead of a forced way.
in this case, if | had written twcnty-nine
ilications to tliis meeting, | should have wastcd
somuch of my time. But the information has
iminated naluially. .Ann Maria said svhat a
plan it would be to have the Circumambients
tothe sugaring at the New Hall. Everybody
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said it "ould be a good plan. Elizabcth Eliza carne
and spoke of the sugaring, and I spoke of the New
Hall.”

“ But if you had told Eliafireth Eliza that all thc
maple sirup‘vas to be brought here ” hegan
Mrs. Peterkin.

“ We should have lost our excursién for maplc
sirup,” said Mr. Peterkin.

Later, as they rcached home in thc carry-all
(Hiram having gone back with the wood-slcd), Mr.
and Mrs. Peterkin, after leaving little boys at their
homes all along the routc, found none of their own
to get out at their owm door. They must have
joined Elizaheth Eliza, Agamemnon, and Solomon
John, in taking a circuitous routc home 'vith the
rest of the Circumambients.

“ The little boys will not be at homo till mid-
night,” said Mrs. Peterkin, anxiously. “1 do
think this is carrying thc thing too far—after such
a day !”

“ Elizaheth Eliza will feel that she has actcd up
to the principies of the socicty,” said Mr. Peterkin,
“and we have done oitr best; for, as the little boys
said, ‘"’e did sec the kettlc.””

ARAE IN MDAK
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POEMS BV A LITTLE GIRL.

By Libbik Hawes (Aced Ten Years).

SONG OF THE ROBIN.

*Don’t you think so? Don’t you think so?”

Sang the robin in the trce—
Prctty maiden—don’t you think so?
Say—why don’t you answer me?
I am waiting,—yes, 1’m waiting,
Very patiently.

T'ell me, darling, picase do tell me.
Don’t you want to? Well, | see,
You are sleeping, and don’t hcar me.
And 1’1l say good-byc to thee.”

And he flew off from the trce,

Singing gayly, “ Don’t you think so? Don’t you

think so?
Darling, picase to answer me."

Suddenly the baby wakcned,
Cooing softly with delight,

And the robin thought he heard her
Say, as from her sight

Through the air he flew,
“ Oh, ves! Robin—ves—1 do!”

THE DIFFERENCE.
The hoy :

He goes a-fishing in the brook,
And deems it great to catch a minnow ;
Hides carcfully his small barbed hook.
And then runs home to get his dinner.

The man :

BUf man goes on a larger scale;
He takcs no little paltry pail,

But glories in a jolly galo.

And, when the day is o’er.

He rows home to the shore.

And sprcads his overflowing nets.
And is ver>' thankful for all he gets.

THE UKATH OF A DAISV.

'T wAs a solitary daisy
In a field of whcat and corn:
Sad and saddcr grew this daisy.
Till, one lovely summcr morn.
She sent two fairy messcngcrs
To oid Professor Thorii,
Who lived in the end of the garden,
In a withcrcd stalk of lorn.

But they were truanl mcsscngcrs.
1And playee! the livclong djiy—

Playing with two young hiiltcrflics,
In a little pile of hay.

For a long time daisy waitcd.
Watched and waitcd all in vain,

Till a passing lIcaflet told her
They would never come again.

Then she folded up hor peiais,—
Her petais al! so white,—
And she died that very evening.
In the lovelv sunsct liglu.

OCR TO.M.MV’S noise.

Our Tommy straddlcs his rocking-horsc,
And cach day goes off to the figlil;

He shouldcrs his sword, which is niadc ofal>oanL]
And “ goes it” with all his miglit.

Most bullets, you know, are made of igid
But his are made of gingcrbrcad:

You sliould hcar him shout as he rides doyg
While his stirrup-bcll goes *“ ding-ding-dong.’
Most muskctry makes a mighty noise,
Which could not be made by a iooo bois;
But somchow Tom makes a biggcr noise
Than ever was made bv i.000.000 boys.



PHAETUN

PHAETON

By Rossiter

CHAFI'ER IX.

THE ART OESERVATTVE.

HEN Phacton’s kitcs went wobbling
down thc sky, Owny Geoghegan,
and three or four others of the Dub-
lin boys who had cscapcd tlieir
inothcrs, started off on a chase for
them. [I’hacton, Ned, Holman, and
I took the car up the bank, and
when wc arrived at thc top wc saw
Monkey Roe walking away pretty
rapidly.

Ciavitas p7V vchiculum '—wait
Ifor the wagén! ” slioutcd Holman to him.
Rm secmed a little unccrtain whether to stop,
finally Icancd against the fence and waited
Ifor s

| obscrved that thc drove of cattle had gone
Ifioan lo a shallow place in the canal on the other
liidcof the hiidge, and were most of them standing

thc water, cithcr drinking or contcmplating.

hdr drivers werc throwing stoncs at them, and
aying uncoinpliincntary things, but they took it
Iphilosopliically—whicli means they did n’t mind it
Imuch.  When you are stolidly indifferent to any-
Ithinglhat ought to move you, your friends will say
|you tire it philosophically.

“Was n't it an odd thing, Roe,” said Holman,
that all those Dublin boys should have got thc
lidea that a prizc was offcred for anybody who could
|beat this macliinc ?”

"Yk, itwas very odd,” said Roe.
jsort of wood is this ?”

""Chestnut.”

“But 1stiy, Roe,” continued Holman, “ who in
|thc world could ha\-e told them so ?”

“Probably soinchody wdio was fond of a practical
ljol;c,”seid Roe.  “ Who did the blacksmith work,
[Vay?”

“Kanning.”

“And | siippose.” persisted Holman, still talking
|toRoe.““ that it must have bccn the same practical
lioker who sent their mothers after them.”

*Verylikely," said Roe, in a tone of indiffercncc.
I Areyou going to get the kitcs and harncss her
| “Pagain, Kay?”

Hae n't made up my mind.”

twascvident tliat Monkey Roe did n’t want to
|Mk about the mystery of thc Dublin boys, and
| ddian—probably satisficd hy this time that his

“ Fay, what

1 Copyright, 1880, by Rossiter Johnson.
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Johnson.

suspicions were correct— himself changcd the
subject.

“When | saw this thing tearing down the turn-
pike,” said he, “ with all that rabblc at its heels,
and go to smash in the canal, 1 was reminded of
the story of Phaeton, which | had for my Latin
lesson last week.”

Of course, we askcd him to tell thc story.

“ Phaeton,” said Holman, “ was a young scape-
grace who was fond of fast horses, and thought
there was nothing on four legs or any number of
whecls that he could n’t drivc. His father was the
Sun-god, Helios—which is probably a corruption

of ‘Held a hoss” (I must ask Jack-in-thc-Bo.x
about it)—and his mother’s maiden fiame was
Clymcnc — which you can casily see is only
changed a little from ‘climb-iny.” This shows

how Phaeton carne by his passion for climbing in
the chariot and holding thc hosses.

“Onc day, onc of thc boys, named Epaphus,
tried to pick a quarrel with him hy saying that he
was not rcally a son of Helios, hut was only adopted
out of the poor-house. Phaeton felt pretty bacily
about it, for he did n’t know but it might be true.
So he went home as fast as he could, and askcd
Helios, right out plump, whether he was his own
son, or only adopted out of the poor-house. *Cer-
tainly,” said the oid gcntlcman, ‘you are my own
son, and always have heen, ever since you were
born.’

“ This satisfied |’haeton, hut he was afraid it
might not satisfy the boys who had heard Epa-
phus’s rcmark. So he beggcd to he allowed to
drivc thc chariot of the Sun one day, Just to show
people that he was his father’s own hoy. Helios
shook his head. That was a very particular Job;
thc chariot had to go out on time and come in on
time, evcry day, and there could n’t be any fooling
about it. But the youngster hung on and teased
so, that at last his father told him he might drivc
Just onc day, if he would never ask again.”

“ Did he have a gag-bit?” said Ned, remcm-
bcring his brother’s remarks on thc occasion of our
brisk morning canter.

“ Probably not,” said Holman, * for gag-bits
were not then inventcd. The next morning oid
Helios gave thc boy all the instructions he could
about the character of thc horses and the bad
places in the road, and started him off.

“ He had n’t gone very far when the team ran
away with him, and went banging along at a tcrri-

A1 rights rescrvctl.
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ble rate, knocking fixcd stars out of thcir places,
overturning and scattering an immciisc pile of ncw
ones that had been corded up at the side of the
road to dry (that ’s what makes the Milky Way),
and at last setting the world on fire.

“ Japiter saw that something must be done,
pretty quick, too, so he thrcw a sand-bag, or a
thunder-bolt, or something of that sort, at him,
and knockcd o\cr thc chariot, and the next minute
it went plump into the river Eridanus—which 1 ’vc
no doubt is the Latin for Eric Canal. You can
easily see how it would come: Erie canal—Erie
ditch—Eric drain—Eric drainus— Eridanus. That’s
the way Professor Woodrulf cxplains words to the
advanced class. He can tell you where any word
carne from in two minutes.

“ Phaeton was n’t so luckx' as you, Fay, for tliere
was no Patsy Rafferly to puli him out, and he was
drowned, while his poor sisters stood on the tow-
path and cried till they turned into poplar-trccs.”

Wc were deeply intcrested in this remarkablc
story from Grecian mxthology, told in good plain
American, and from our rcport Holman was often
called upon to repeat it. It was this that gave
Fayette Rogers the fiame of Phaeton.

The fate of the horizontal balloon for a time
dampcned Phacton’s ardor for invcntion, and he
was willing at last to imite with Ned and me in an
enterprisc which promised to be more busincss-like
than brilliant—tlie printing-ofifice schcmec.

Mcanwhile, wc had been doing wliat we could
oursclves.  The first neccssity was a prcss. Ned.
whom we considcred a pretts’ good draughtsman,
drew a plan-for one, and he and | made it. There
was nothing wrong about”the plan ; it was strong
and simple—two great virtucs in an\- machine.
But we constructed thc whole thing of soft pinc,
the only wood that wc could command, or that our
tools would have cut. Consequently, when we
Jiut on the prcssure to print our first shcct— feeling
as proud as if we wcrc Faust, Gutcnbcrg, .Sclioeffer,
the Elzevirs, Ben Franklin, and thc whole Manu-
tius family, rolled into one—not only did the face
of thc types go into the paper, but the liottoms of
them went right into thc bed of thc press.

“ it acts more like a pilc-driver than a printing-
pross,” said Ned, rucfully.

“1t’ll never do,” said I. “ Wc can’t get along
without Fay. When he makes a press, it will
print.”

“When Fay makes a prcss,” said Ned, “he’ll
probably bire somebody else to make it. But I
guess that ’s thc sensible way. | suppose the boys
would laugh at this thing, even if it worked well;
it looks so dreadfully checsc-prcssy.”

“ It does look a little that way,” said 1 “ But
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Fay will get up something Iwndsome, and I'vero |
doubt wc can find some good use for this_pefi,j
keep it in the corner for the boys to fool wiih «en
they cali. They ’ll be certain to meddic with sore
thing, and this may keep thcir hands anay fraim
the good one.” '

“1 don’t intcnd to run the office on anysuhl
principies,” said Ned. “ The boy that incddlci |
with anything will be invited lo lenvc.”

“ Then you’ll make them all angiy, and trere |
wont be any good-will to it,” said I. *“1Vetead
Father say the good-will of thc limlicatonMA
was worth more than all thc t>pcs and presss
Ile says the Vindicalor lives on its good-will.”

“ That may be all very nicc for tlic Amficair,” I
said Ned ; “ but this office will havc loliveon herd
work.”

“ But we must be polite to thc linys that patron-1
ize thc cstablishmcent,” said 1.

“ Oh yes; be polite to them. of coursc” sdd|
Ned. *“ But tell them they’vc got to keep autoi
our way -when thc press is running.”

W licthcr tlie press ever would liavc run, oreven|
crawled, witliout Pliaelon lo maiiagc il, iscoubtful.
But lie now joined in tlie enterprisc, and veq son
organizcd the concern. As Ned liad iiredicted, e
lilred a man, wlio was a carriagc-makcr by track
biit had a genius for odd Jobs, to make us a ptess.
In lliosc days, tlic small iron presses whichareron
manufacturcd in great numbcrs, and sold lobos |
throughout thc country, liad not lieon heard d. |
Ours was a Jirctty good one, made partly of iod
and partly of iron, witli a powerful kiice-joint, which
gave a good impression. The money to pay foritj
canie from Aunt Mcrcy 7/in Ned.

There was a small, unuscd biiilding in our yad
about fifteen feet squarc, sometimes called “irc|
wasli-liouse,” and sometimes “ tlic summer-
kitclien,” now aliandoncd anci almost aiply.
I’liacton, looking about for a place for the proposed
printing-office, fixcd upon this as thc very ihirg
that was wanted. He said it could not havebon [
better if it had been built on piii|iose.

1After somc negotiation witli my parents, their
conscnt was obtaincd, and PhaeUm and Nedtool:
me into partncrsliip, | furnisliiiig tlie hiiilding, .nd
they furnishing thc jiress and types. \\e.igrcw
that the fiame of thc firni sliould lie Ko.gcrsSCo.
On thc gable of thc office wc crceted ashort Itagj
staff, cut to tlie foriii of a printer’s essliootiiig-aid.
and wlicncver tlic lioys saw tlic Stars and Sris
lloating from it, ihey knew thc office was open fot |
business.

“ This font of Tuscan,” said Ned 1o I'wcton, &
wc wcerc putting thc office in order, “isnotgmaS
to be so usclcss as )'ou suppo.sc, even g ;5, f
all gone.”
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1Ho'vs0?” said Phaeton.

‘Because | asked a primer about it, and he says
benyou find a box empiy you siinply use some
ihcr iclter in place of the one that is missing—
tikrdly X. And here are plenty of Xs.”

Phaeton only smiled, and went on distributing
iyeinlo his case of pica.

*Tsay, I'ay,” said Ncd, again, after a while,
‘dr’t you think it would be proper to do a little
ioneihing for I’atsy Rafferty, just to show your
rilirace for his Services in pulling you out of the

analr”
‘ve thought about it,” said Phaeton.
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Phaeton. “ But | Ve invited him to come over
here this aftcrnoon, and perhaps we can find out
what he would like.”

Patsy carne in the aftcrnoon, and was made
acquainted with some of the mysteries of printing.
After a while, Ned showed him what he intended
to print on a dozen cards for him.

“1t’s very nice,” said Patsy;
my fiame.”

“ Not your fiame ?” said Ned.

“No,” said Patsy. “ My father’s flame is Mr.
Patsy Rafferty, Escpiire; but 1’m only Patsy
Rafferty, without any handle or tail to it.”

“but that’s not

AT WORK LS THE I'KINTIXG-OFFICE

'\\e mighi J>rim him a dozen cards with his
ianoon” suid Xed, “ and not chargc him a cent,
‘«them ujj real stylish—red ink, perhaps; or
‘fisy in black and Rafferty in red ; something
Biillpleise him.” y\nd Ned immediately set up
Serent in Tuseaii, to see how it would look. It
««Uikcihis:

M PATSY RAFFXRTY, XSQ.

Hw(oyon ihink he’d likc that, done in two
said Xed.

idnni believe he ’d care much about it,” said

“ If that ’s all that ails it,” said Ncd, “ it s easy
enough to take off the handle and tail,” and he
took them off.

P.atsy took another look at it.

“ That ’s not e.xactly the way I spell my fiame,”
said he. “ There ought to be an E therc, instcad
ofan X.”

“ Of course therc ought,” said Ned. “ but you
see we have n’t any Es in that stylc of typc, and
it 's an old-establishcd rule in all printing-offices
that when there s a letter you have n’t got, you
simply put an X in place of'it. Everybody undcr-
stands it.”
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“ 1 did n’t understand it,” said Patsy, “and |
think my fiame looks hetter when it ’s spelled thc
way | was christened.”

“All right!” said Ned. *“ Wc ’ll make it as you

NED'S I'LAN for a fress

want it; hut it ’ll have to he set in some other kind
of type, and that Tuscan is the prettiest thing in
the office.”

Patsy still preferrcd correctness to beauty, and
had his way.

“ And now what color will you have ?” said Ned.
“Wc can print it in black, or red, or blue, or
partly one color and partly another—almost any
color, in fact.”

Patsy, true to the tradition of his ancestors, chose
grecn.

“1’m awful sorry,” said Ned, “ hut we have n’t
any green ink. It’s ahout thc only color we
have n’t got.”

“ You can make it by mixing blue and yellow
togethcr,” said Patsy.

“ True,” said Ned; “ hut thc fact is, wc have n’t
any yellow. Oreen and yellow are ahout thc only
colors we have n’t got.”

After studying thc problem a few minutes, Patsy
chose to have his visiting-cards printcd in altérnate
red and blue Ictters, and wc set about it at once,
Ned arranging the ty|)cs, while | took the part of
devil and managed the ink. As they were to be
in two colors, of course each card had to go through
the prcss twice; and they were not very accurately
“ rcgistered,” as a printcr would say—that is, thc
red letters, instead of coming cxactly on even
spaces bctween the blue, would sometimes be too
far one way, sometimes too far thc other, sometimes
even lapping ovcr thc blue letters.  But out of fifty
or sixty that we printcd, Patsy selectcd thirteen
that he thought would do— “ a dozen, and one for
luck”™—and without waiting for them to dry,
packcd them together and put them into his
])ockcet, exprcessirig his own admiration and antici-
pating his mother’s. He even intimatcd that when
she saw those she would probably order some for
herself, for she very often went out calling.
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Patsy asked about Phacton’s chariot, and «ethe,
it was hurt much when it went into thc canal

“ Hardly damaged at all,” said Phaeton.

Patsy hinted that he would like to sce it, adte
and Phaeton went over to Rogers’s. Whcn Preeton
returncd, an hour later, he was alone.

“Where ’s Patsy ?” said Ned.

“ Gone home with the chariot,” said Phaeton

“ Gone home with the chariot?” said .Nd in
tistonishment.

“ Yes,” said Phaeton, “ | have given ittohk
| saw by the way he looked at it tind talked dot
it that it would he a great prize to liiin, and I didrit
intend to use it any more myself, so i made hm
present of it.”

“ But you had no right to,” said Ned. "That
chariot was built with my moncy."
“ Not exactly,” said Phaeton.
with money that 1borrowed of you.
the money, but the car was mine.”

“Well, at any ratc,” said Ned, who saw tis
point cleaiTy enough, “ you might have sod tre
iron on it for enough to buy another foni of lyz'

“Yes, 1 might,” said Phaeton. “But pe
ferrcd giving it to Patsy. H e’ a good deal of
hoy, and | hope Father wont forget that he saidte
should do something for him.”

“ But what use will thc car be to liim?” sd
Ned.

“ He says it ’ll he a glorious thing to slidedom-
hill in summer,” said Phaeton.

A few days afterward, Patsy carne again tosc
Phaeton, and wanted to know if he could not inect
some means by which the car could be praaried
from going downliill too fast. He said tha rfm
Berny Rourke and Lukey Finnerty and lie tuk
their first ride in it, down onc of thc long, gy
slopes that hordcrcd the Deep Hollow, it «at
swifter and swiftcr, until it reached thc edeo
thc brook, where it struck a hinip nf sod an
thrcw them all into thc water.

“ Water is an excellent thing,” said Ned. "for
sudden stoppagc of a swift ride. They awaysue
it in horizontal balloon-ascensions, and on te
Underground Railroad they’rc going 10 buddd
thc depots of it.”

Phaeton, who appeared to be thinking ded);
only smilcd, and said nothing. At last ke o
claimcd;

“ I have it, Patsy ! Come with me.”

They went off together, and Phaeton
an oid boot, thc leg of which he drove fu
shingle-nails, driving them from the imsice d*
ward. Then he filled it with stoncs and sand an
sewed the top together. Then he found a pae
rope, and tied one end to the straps.

“ There, Patsy,” said he, “ tic thc other eof
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, rope to onc of the hooks on the car, and take
,eboot in with you. When you are going fast
throw it out for a drag. 1 don’t believe a
Itreakoflightning could make very good hcadway,
Ifit had to puli that thing along on thc ground
laiwr ii*” . .

Patsy, terny, and Lukey tricd it, but were
llhrown into thc brook as before.  Pliaeton said thc

(cicrnedy was, more oid boots ; and they added
1onc after another, till they had a cluster of seven,
lhicli acted as an cffcctual drag, and completely

ned the spirit of the macliinc, after which it soon
Ibccame the most popular institution in Dublin.
|patsy said seven was one of tire lucky numbecrs.

To return to tlie printing business. W’hcn lwas

It to sit down at thc tea-table tliat evcning,
|.Mother exclaimed:

‘What in thc world ails your liands?”

looked at tliem. Somc of my fmgcrs were
Inore red than blue, some more liluc tiran red, and

;about equally red and liliie. 1 said | guesscd
IPalsy Rafferty's visiting-cards were what ailcd my
lanck.

“Well, 1wisii you 'd wash your hands of Patsy
|ReiTerty’s visiting-cards,” said she.

“Can’tdo it witli any sucli slimpsy water as we
|have here,"* said 1.

“Ad wherc do they

Bipsy?” said .Motlier.

“At printing-officcs,” said 1. “ They put a little
Jycinit. We liave n’t any at our office, but that ’s
llhe next tliing we 'rc going to liuy. Don’t worry;
lit «ont rub off on tlic bread and liuttcr, and wc
|shall havc a can of lyc next week.”

“The next thing to be done,” said Ned, whcn
|«e hed the office fairly in running order, “ is, to
Igctupa first-ratc business card of our own, have it
llargcenougli, print it in colors, and make a stun-
|ning thing of it.”

‘That reniiiids me,” said Phaeton, “ that 1 was
Italking «iili Jack-in-the-Box about our office tlic

ihr day, and 1 told liini wc ought to havc a
|pretty poetical motto to put up over the door. He

{‘gSesied two or three, and wrote them down.
Iferhapsone of them would look well on the card.”

“What .are they ?” said Ned.

Wiersome searching, Phaeton found a crumpled
| *upockets, and, smoothing it out,
I Vi the following, liastily scratclicd in pencil:

naith, he Il preiu il.—Brtits.
I'W misiised thc king’s prcss.—S/iakspmre.
jocarcful of thc typc shc secnis.— T'tv/w/ii»//.

liave any that is less

“Hon’t likc one of them,” said Ned.
' kynot?” said Phaeton.
di, that first one is spelled wrong.
p'ltcrc,we don’tysr;//.”

Wec

HOGERS.

“ But il means the same thing,” said Phaeton;
“ that ’s the Scotch of it. Burns was Scotch.”

“Was he?” said Ned. *“ Well, | never heard
of him before, and we don’t want any of his Scotch
spelling. That second motto is all wrong; the
press bclongs to us, not to any king, and wc ’re
not going to misuse it. Tlie third one would do
pretty well, but it says ‘she,” and we ’re not girls.”

“ Perhaps you can think of a better one,” said
Phaeton.

“Yes, 1 can,” said Ned; “ 1 heard Unele
Hiram say that printing was callcd the art deserva-
tive of all arts. That would be just the motto.”

“ What does it mean ?” said I

“ It means,” said Ned, “ that printers deserve
more than any other artists. ”

“ Did n’t he say/n servative ?” said Phaeton.

“ Oh, lio,” said Ned; “ that would n’t mean
anything. Printing has nothing to do with prc-
serv'ing—unless we sliould print tlie labcls for
.Mother’s fruit-cans next fall. He said ‘dcscrva-

tive,” | heard him distinctly, and we ’ll put it on
thc card.”

“ Very well,” said Phaeton; *“ you write the
card and set it up, according to your own taste,
and we ’ll see how we like it.”

The next day, Pliaeton and 1 went fishing.
While we wcrc gone Ned set up the card, and on
our return we found, to our consternation, that he
liad not only set it up, Imt printed scorcs'of them,
and givcn away a good many to the boys. It was
in three colors—black, bluc, and red—and ran as
follows:

“ Tiu' Aa/ Desenntivc of al Arts.”

KOGER"& CO.

At the Sine of the ShootinB Stiek.

cards books
posters doggers
leler heads hagdbiis

programes, &c. |

The undesigned are prcpaircd lo exicute all!
kinps of Gob Printing on short notice, and in tlie"
most artistic mancr. i

Cali and sxx our xtablishraxnt!

Visitors are wellconic, and will be slioAved tlirougl
thc works by a poalitc attendaiit.
N. B. The Pcn is miShtyer than the Swoard.
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“ Good gracious, Ned!” said Phaeton, why
did you print this thing beforc wc had seen it? ”

“ Bccause 1 felt sure you ’d like it,” said Ncd,
“and 1 wanted to surprise you.”

“You ‘ve succeeded ainazingly in that,” said
Phaeton.

“ 1 hope therc ’s nothing wrong about it,” said
Ned. “ 1 took a grcat deal of pains with it. Oh,
yes; now 1 see, there ’s onc letter upside down.
But what of that? Very few people will notice it,
and they will know it s an accident.”

“One?” said Phaeton. “ Therc are half a
dozen standing on their heads. And that ’s not
the worst.  Just look at the spclling !”

“ 1 don’t see anything wrong about that,” said
Ned. “ You must remember that what’s wrong
by Webster may be right by Worccster.”

“What do you cali that?” said Phaeton, point-
ing at the first word in the third line.

“Job, of course,” said Ned. “ Some people
spell it with a J, but that can’t be right. J-o0-b
spells Job, the fiame of that king of Israel who had
so many boils on him at once.”

“ He was n’t king of Israel,” said Phaeton.

“ Well, king of Judah, thcn,” said Ncd. “I
always get those two mixcd. What ’s the use of
being too particular? Those oid kings are all as
dead now as Julia Ciesar. And everybody knows
how dead she is.”

“Well, then, what ’s this?” said Phaeton,
pointing to the second word on the right-hafid side
of the prcss.

“Don’t you know what dodgcrs are?” said Ncd.
“ Little bilis with ‘Bankrupt Sale!’” or ‘Grcat
Excitement !’ or something of that sort across the
top, to throw around in the yards, or hand to llic
people coming out of church.”

“ Oh, yes; dodgcrs,” said Phaeton. “ But 1
ncver saw it spcllcd so beforc.  Have )ou given
out many of these cards ?”

“ 1 gave one to Holman,” said Ncd, “ and onc
to Monkcy Roe, and one to Jack-in-the-Box.”

“ W'hat did Jack-in-the-Box say to it?”
Phaeton.

“ Oh, he admired it ainazingly,” said Ncd.
“ He said it was tlie most entcrtaining business-
card he had c\'cr sccn.  But lie thought, perhaps,
it would be well for us to have a proof-rcader. |
asked him what that was, and he said it was a
round-shouldered man, with a groen shade over his
eyes, who knew cverything. He sits in the cdrner
of your office, and when you print anything he
reads the first one and marks the mistakes on it, so
you can correct them before you print any more.
We might get Jimmy the Rhymecr; he ’s awful
round-shouldered, but he does n’t know cverything.
The only man in this town who knows cverything

said
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is Jack-in-the-Box himself, and
could n’t get him.”

“ | supposc not,” said Phaeton, “ though 1ko>
he 'd look over a proof for us, any time we tok
one to him. But now tell me whether vou«
given out any more of these cards.”

“ Well, yes, a few,” said Ncd. P.itsy Rifferty
was over hcre; lie rolled for me, or 1 coud nt
have got them done so soon ; and when he vet
home, he took fifty to leave at the doors of te
houses on his way. | thought if wc were going o
do business, it was time to be Iclting people kow
about it.”

“ Just so,” said Phaeton. *“ And is that all?”

“ Not ciuitc. Linde Jacob was going to rice at
to Panna, and | gave him about forty, and ased
him to hand them to pcoplc he nut on the way.”

“Y-c-s,” said Phaeton, with a dccp sigh: “ad
is fliatixw1”

“ 1 put a dozen or two on tluu liiile shclf hyihe
post-office winclow,” said Ncd, “so that aivbodv
who carne for his letters could take onc. .Adrmow
that s all; and 1 hopc \'ou wont worry over aca
two little mistakes. lévcrybody ninkes .sore rtis
takes. Thcrc is no use in prctendiiig to be parfot
But if you two fellows liad bcen herc in thedliire,
instcad'of going off to enjoy yoursclves fishingand
leaving me to do all the work, yon might have hed
the oid card just as you wanted il. Of course youd
llave spcllcd it right, but thcrc mighl have hom
had tastc about it that would look worsc thrmny
spclling.  And now 1 ’in going hoiiic to supper.”

“ The «'orst thing about Ncd,” said I'heston
after lie liad gone, “ is, that thcrc 's too much g
ahead in him. Y'cry few pcoplc ;ire troubled in
that way.”

“ But what are wc going to do :ibmil that drad
ful card?” said I. “ When tlic people scc tha,
they may be afraid to give us ;iily jobs, for ier
wc Jl misspell cverything.”

“ 1 cion’t know what we can do about it' sid
Phaeton, ‘‘unlcss wc get out a good one, and sy
011 it that no others are gcnuinc. | musi think
about it over night.”

stippose «t

Chapter X
TORIMENTS OE TVJOCKAPHV.

In spitc of Ned’s declaratioii that he "ofW
tolérate no loungers, the office soon becane a
favorito gathcring-placc for the boys of the ncigm-
borhood ; which fact contributed nothing toic
speed or accuracy of the work. ‘I'hey *
great deal of trouble at first, for few of themke»
better than to take a type out of one box,
it curiously, and throw it into another; oruta I
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eoftype that had just been set up, “ 0 see how
heaw it was,” and let it drop into a Miass of pi.
jJ- Fot over this aftcr a whilc, but they never
dd quite «et over the hahit of discussing all
sorts of questions in a loud voice ; and sometimes,
when we linopened to be setting type, and were
intcrested in what they were talking about, frag-
nenta of the convcrsation would mingle in our
mincs with thc copy before us, and the curious
kiTect would horrify us in the proof.

For instance, .Monkey Roc’s mother had em-
ploed us to print her a few copies of Mrs. Opie’s
poera, “ The Orphan Boy,” which she had known
since she «as a child, and very greatly admircd,
bt of which she had never had any hut a maii-
recript copy.  Whilc | was setting it up, three
boys «ere carrying on an animatcd discussion of
tre Aty fire department, and when 1 took a proof
[of my work, 1 found it rcacl like this:

Stay, lady, stay, for mercy’s sake,

And hear tlic Hrick Church bcll strikc the 4th
Dstrict.  .\li! sure my looks must pity no by
cBckie Orph Bo Cataract Eight can’t hcgin to
throw the stretiin that Red Rover Three can—Tis
«anltliat itiakes Rcliance Five wash my chcek so
pelé at aiiiuial inspection.

Wt 1was once a mother’s pride, Threc’s men
at her lioso at Ihc Orchard Street fire loeforc Big
Sis's air chanibcr bustcd my bnive father’s hope
adjoy.

liut in the .Nile’s proud fight he sucked Archer's
vdl dry in three minutes and a half, and 1 am now
Assistat Forcman of Torrent Two with a patent
brde on thc Orphan Boy.

am afraid if Monkey’s mother had seen that,
de would hardly have rccognized it as the first
starui of her favorito poem. Instead of feeling
Sony for spoiling my work, the boys secmed to
thirkit «as a good jokc, and nearly laughed their
teidsuff over it.  They insisted on my printing a
iow copies of it, just as it was, for them to keep.
M tire 1 saw Jack-in-the-Box, he showed me
oreof them pastccl into a little oid scrap-book that
lc kept under his chair. On thc opposite page
«@sore of our business cards, as printcd hy Ned.
Jadkery kindly cxplained to me some of the mys-
‘«i«of proof-reading.
The next thing to be done,” said Ned, when
odfie was fairly in running order, “ is, to get
W Jimmy the Rhymcr’s poems. That s what
*0 got up the cstahlishment for, and it ’ll be more
p tde than all these little pultcring jobs put
n'~ "MHes, Jimmy s awful poor, and
s ffic money. | 've been around to the book-
Mesand told them about it. Hamilton promises
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to takc ten CQpies, and Hoyt twcnty-five. When
they sce how good the poems are, they ’ll be sure
to double their orders; and when the other stores
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see thc book going off like hot cakcs, they Il rush
in and want to buy some, but they ’ll have to wait
their turn. First come, first served.”

There were enough of Jimmy’s poems to make a
little book of about sixty pagcs, and we all went to
work with a will to set the type. It would have
been a pretty long joh for us, as it was, but Jimmy
made it a grcat deal longer, and nearly drove us
crazy, by insistingon making changes in them after
they were set up. He could not understand how
much extra work this made for us, and was as par
ticular and pcrsistent as if his whole reputation
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as an author had hung on each disputcd comnia.
Sometimes, when we had four pages all ready to
print, he would bring in a new stanza, to be inscrtcd
in the first page of the form, which, of course,
made it necessary to change the arrangement of
the stanzas on all the other pages. At last Ned
got out of paticnce.

“You try it yourself once,” said he to Jimmy,
“and you ’ll find out whether it ’s casy to make all
these little changes,.as you cali them.”

Jimmy sccretly made up his mind that he would
try it himself. He went to the office onc day when
we were not there, found four pages “ locked up”
ready for printing, and went to work to make a fcw
corrections. As he did not know how to unlock
the form, he stood it up on edge, got a ten-penny
nail and a mallet, and tried to knock out an obnox-
ious semicolon.

The result was a sudden bursting of the form,
which rattlcd down into ruin at his feet, and
frightened the meddlcsome poet out of his wits.

In his bcwildcrment, Jimmy scoopcd up a double
handful of thc pi, and was in the act of pouring
it pcll-mell into one of thc cases, when Phaeton,
Ned, and | arrived at the door of the office.

Ned, who saw him first, and instantly comprc-
hendcd thc situation, gave a terrific yell, which
caused Jimmy to drop the handful of type, some
of which went into the case, and the rest spattercd
over thc floor.

“ Are you trying to ruin thc office ?” said Ned.
“ Don’t you know better than to pi a form, and
then throw the pi into the cases? After all the
trouble we 've had with your oid pocms, you ought
to have more gratitude than that.”

Jimmy was palé with terror, and uttcrly dumb.

“ Hold on, Ned,” said Phaeton, laying his hand
on his brothcr’s shoulder. “ You ought to have
sense enough to know that it must have bccn an
accident of some sort. Of course Jimmy would n’t
do it purposely.”

“ Pieing tlie form may have bccn an accident,”
said Ned; “ but whcn he scoops up a double hand-
ful of thc pi and goes to pouring it into the case,
that can’t be an accident. And it was my case,
too, and | was tlie one that did cverything for him,
and was going to bring him out as a poet in thc
world’s history. If he had behaved himself, | d
have set him up in business in a little while, so he
could have made as much money as Sir Walter
Tuppcr, or any of those other fellows that you read
to us about. ;\nd now, Just look at that case of
mine, with probably every letter of the alphabct in
every box of it.

“ But I tcll you it must havc been a mere acci-
dent,” said Phaeton. “ Was n’tit, Jimmy ?”

“ Suppose it was an accidcnt,” said Ned;

“ the
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qucstion is, whose accident was it; ifit hedtp»
my accident, | should expect to pay forit«

Phaeton took hold of his'brother’s amdth
quiet but powerful grasp, and led him totred j

“You ’re ncedlessly excited, Nod,” ijj,)

“ Go outsidc till you get cooled ofi"” And hgm
him out and shut the door.

Then he asked Jimmy how it liappered, ad
Jimmy told us about it.

“ 1 ’m sorry you poured any of it into theases,"
said Phaeton. *“ For, you scc, thc cases harca
different letter in every box, and if you ukca
handful of type like that and pour it in arandom
it makes considerable trouble.”

“ Oh, yes; | knew all that before,” said Jmmy;
“ but when thc form burst, and 1 saw the tycdl
in a mess on the floor, I was so friglitcncd 1la
my liead, and did n’t know what 1 wes about i
wisli | could pay for it,” he added. as lie Idt te
office.

“Don’t
Phaeton.

For a long time Jimmy did not come rciris
again, and as he bad carricd off llic copyaihs
rcmaining pocms, that enterprisc carne toancm,
for the time being, at least.

There was no lack of otlier Jobs, liul we soe
times had a little trouble in collccling the hilk
.Small boys would keep coming to ordcr vstirg
cards by tlie hundrcd, with their nnme onihnin
ornamental Icttcrs,—boys wlio never wed ar
visiting-card imt a long, low whistic, and novortii
a cent of money exccpt on Fourtli of July. Wm
Phaeton or | was there, they were given toudr
stand tliat a pressurc of other work corpelled
to decline iheirs with rcgrct; liut, if they fud
Ned alone, they generally pcrsuadccl liini thet trey
had good prospects of getting money fromane
sourcc or otlier, and so went away witli the orcs
in thcir pockets.

Tliere was no lack of advice, eitlier. The bofi
wlio loungced in tlie office were always propsg
ncw schemcs.  The favoritc onc seemed lokete
publication of a small paper, wliicli some of trem
promised to write for, others to get adcrtisentents
for, and others to distributc. After the bokd
pocms liad come to an untimcly end, Nd
ficrce for going into the paper sclieme; liut Free
ton figurcd it up, declared we should nave todban
immense amount of work for about acentan o,
and put an effectual veto on tiic plan.

ChaiTie Garrison, who, wliile thc owner boysaly
loungcd and gossiped, had “ learncd the e
and quietly pickcd up a good deal of knomodge«
the trade, intimated one day that he would G'C*
ljc taken into the partnership. .

“ Yes,” said Ned ; “ there ’s -vork enough m

Ict it trouble you tun much"said
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iadrancther man; but you 'd have to put in soinc
ipiul. you know.”  Saying this, Ned looked
iler closely at Charlie, who ncver was known to
pocket-inoncy cxccpting at Christmas and
fourtli of July, and, perhaps, on circus days.

“Put in capitals wherever they belong, of
c,""said Charlie; “ begin proper fiames and
yline of poctry.”
mean money,” said Ncd. “ Money’s callcd

i”piial, you know, when it ’s put into business.
put capital into this office, and you ’d have to,
ifire took you into partnership.”

i“Oh, that ’s it,” said Charlie, musingly.

SWell, 1 supposc | could; we live on the Bowi
iwicni at our house; but I should hardly like to

ike il."

The liowl System.r What in the world is

iBi.N?" said .\ed, inclined to laugh.  “ Soup, or

;-and-milk, for every meal ?”

Mo; not that at all,” said Charlie. *“ You
«on the highcst shclf in our pantry there ’s a
o-quart bowl, with a blue-and-gold rim around

Whenever any of the family gets any money,
lleputs it inlo that bowl; and whenever any of us

Jhunl aily money, we take it out of that bowl. 1 'vc
snthe bowl full of money, and 1 *vc sccn it when
[ithd only live cents in it. The fullest 1ever saw
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it was just before sister Edith was married. For a
long time they all kept putting in as much as they
could, and hardly took out anything at all, till the
bowl got so full that the money slid off from the
top. Then they took it all out, and went and
bought her wedding things. And oh, you ought
to have seen them 1 Stacks and stacks of clothes
that 1 don’t e\cn know the fiames of.”

“ Then 1suppose you could help yoursclf to all
the capital you want, out of the bowl,” said Ned,
mentally comparing the Bowl System with his own
source of capital in Aunt Mercy. ”

“ Yes, | could,” said Charlie; “ but | should n’t
like to; and 1 never yet took out any, for I am the
only one of the family that never puts anything
into it. Perhaps other pcoplc don’t know it by
that fiame, but brother George calis it living on
the Bowl System.”

“Why don’t you put the money into the bank?”'
said Phaeton.

“ Father had a lot of money in a bank once,”
said Charlie; “ but it broke, and he said he’d
nevcr put in any more.”

“ 1 wish we lived on the Bowl System at our-
house,” said Monkey Roe. “ It would n’t be
many days before | 'd have a vclocipede and a
double-barrclcd pistol.”
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THE ST. NICHOLAS TREASURE-BOX OE LITERATURK.

W hen this Treasure-Bo.\ was first opened, dear the countess and the court-lady, who figure inhisuk i
readers, it was stated that we should say little about thc These were, indeed, thc foremost peoplc of tim |
various authors, but leave you to find out the facts con- and the greatest good or the worst misfortunc L&anf
cerning them for yourselves. .And, this month, we give befell them because their station was loftiest. Butih
you a scene from a great writer, of whom very many of were also men of all degrces, who sened these litul
you, we are sure, will not need to be told—for what folk as counselors, attcndants, lackw.s, ad sddars | |
reading boy or girl does not know something about the there were hermits who had wearied of the often fiC|
author of * Ivanhoe,” and " Kenilworlh,” and “ Rob and shamcful life of the court and had lled toihe sdlitmiel

1*Roy,” and “The Tales of a Crandfather,” and all tlie of rocks and caves; there were peasants «ho livedihdil
rest of that delightful list? For more than fifty years, own quiet, palient life in the fields; anil thoc wre|
countless readers, oid and young, have bent long and yeomen of stout heart and kcen eyes, ad «ild, nﬂrrye|
lovingly over those enchanted pages, that glow with woodland ways, whom no flaltery could persteck anjl
vivid pomp and pageantry, and resound with the clash no threats subdue. We think Sir Walter hes irect thesel
of sword and shield. The time whicli they de.scribe is jovial foreslers, who met and sang lieneath thc ereen!
an era full of fascination for us all—the age of chivalry, wood tree, quite as interesting as tire knights «hobrcfel
the time of romance, with its tills and tournaments, its their lances against each other in the iioise and dnsloli
plumetl and niail-clad knights on prancing steeds, with the tournament—and so it is about one of these slurdr
spear and battle-a.x gleaming in the sun, and its fair ladies yeomen that we ask you to read here. Aou «ill likeihel
looking on from rich pavilions crowned with floating hold archer “ I.ocksley,” as he calis himself (though manJ
pennants. It was a time of prowess and adventure, llial of you know that he bcars in secrct a more fanos[ale,
stirs the blood as we read about it. which neither we fior you must “ tell ). \ndsodejriy|

And nowhere el.se is this time pictured so truly and lias Sir Walter pictured him that «e e-nalnost heart{
vividly as in the works of this grcat author. \Vhen twang of his bowstring and the wliir of his uema
these books were first printed, the writcr’'s flame was arrow.
withheld. Bul sucli a secret, you may be sure, could The account is taken from “ Ivanhoe,” and ttsom
not be kept for long. No wonder the readers of that is near the lists at .Vshby, where the great tourenal
day were bent on knowing who this mighty magician has just bcen fought.  Prince John, being suctbri
was. .\nd no wonder, either, that if the question should summoned liomc, dccrees a conlest in archery, ol
be asked to-day, any English-speaking boy or girl could jilace immediately, and offers a prize lo tlie rid
answer promptly enough. For all the world knows now *“ Locksley’s ” independent air has alre.idy iroured 1
that this best portrayer of tlie men and manners of the displeasurc of the prince, so ihat he hes other b

age of chivalry was Sir Walter Scott. fight against than thc .skill of the opjiosing adors.
But it is not alone the prince and the knight-errant. But now to thc story ;
T he; Akche:ry Conte;st—From “ Ivanhoe;”—Hy Sir W alte;r Scoit.*

T eie sound of the triiinpcts soon rccallod those of each celebratcd marksman was as well koan
spectators who had already begun to leave thc many miles around him, as the qualities of a
field; and proclamation was made that Prince trained at Ncwmarket are familiar lo those i
John, stiddcnly called by high and peremptory frequent that well-known meeting.
public duties, held himself obliged to discontinué The diminished lists of competitors for sjv
the entertainments of to-morrow’s festival; ncver- fame still amountcd to eight. Prince Johnsti
theless, that, unwilling so many good yeomen should from his royal seat to view more nearly the pas;n
depart without a trial of skill, he was pleased to of these chosen yeomen, several of whom «ore thi
appoint them, before leaving the ground, prescntly royal livery. Having satisfied his curiosity hy ti
to exccute the compctition of archery intendcd for investigation, he looked for tne object of his resri
the morrow. To thc best archer, a prize was to be mcnt, whom he obscrved standing on thc st
awarded, being a btigle-horn, mounted with silver, spot, and with thc same composcd counterand
and a silken baldric, richly ornamented with a Which he had exhibitcd upon thc precedii
mcdallion of Saint Hubert, the patréon of sylvan day.
sport. “ Fellow,” said Prince John, “ I guesscdbyfo

More than thirty yeomen at first presented them- insolent babble thou wert no true iovcr of thcla®
selves as competitors, several of whom were rangers how, and 1 see thou aaresc not adventure thy jT
and tinder-kecpers in thc royal forests of Needwood among such merry men as stand yonder.’
and Charnwood. When, however, the archers “ Under favor, sir,” replicd the
understood with whom they wcrc to be matched, have another reason for rcfraining toshoot i
upward of twenty withdrew themselves from thc thc fearing discomfiture and disgrace.”
contcst, unwilling to encounter thc dishonor of “ And what is thy other reason?"
almost certain defeat. For in those days the skill John, who, for some cause which perhafS ecou

‘ Horn at Et'inbHrKh. 1771. Dicd at Abbotsford, 1832.
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thimself have explaincd, felt a painful curiosity

.pecting tiu's individual.

“Because,” rcplied the woodsman, “ I know not
ese yeomen and | are used to shoot at the
tmarks; and because, moreover, | know not

‘i will notch his shaft for him,

*yottrCrace might relish the winning of a third

*'cbyonewho has unwittingly fallen under your

teure.”

Priace john colored as he put the question :

""Uat is thy fiame, yeoman ?”

“Locksley,” answcred the yeoman.

“Then,Lockslcy,” said Prince John, “ thou shalt
inthy turn, when thcsc yeomen have dis-

fyBtheir skill.  If thou carriest the prizc, | will
ittnenty nobles; but if thou losest it, thou

siripi of thy Lincoln green, and scourged
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out of the lists vrith bow-strings, for a wordy and
insolent braggart.”

“ And how if I refuse to shoot on such a wager? ”
said the yeoman. “ Your Grace’s power, sup-
ported, as it is, by so many men-at-arms, may

indeed .easily strip and
scourge me, but can not
compel me to bend or
to draw my bow.”

“ If thou refusest my
fair proffcr,” said the
prince, “ the provost of
the lists shall cut thy
bow-string, break thy
bow and arrows, and
expel thee from my pres-
ence as a faint-hearted
craven.”

“This is no fairchance
you put on me, proud
prince,” said the yeo-
man, “ to compel me to
peril myself against the
best archcrs of Leicester
and Staffordshire, under
the penalty of infamy if
they should overshoot
me. Neverthelcss, | will
obey your pleasure.”

“ Look to him ci6se,
men-at-arms,”—said
Prince John.—* His
heart is sinking. | am
jealous lest he attempt
to escape the trial. And
do you, good fellows,
shoot boldly round; a
buck and a butt of wine
are ready for your re-
freshment, in yonder
tent, when the prize is
won.”

A target was placed
at thc upper end of the *
Southern avenue which
led to the lists. The con-

tending archers took their station in turn, at the
bottom of the Southern access, the distance between
that station and the mark allowing full distance for
what was called a shot at rovers. The archers,
having previously cetermined by lot thcir order of
precedence, were to shoot each three shafts in
succession. The sports were regulated by an
officer of inferior rank, termcd the provost of the
games; for the high rank of the marshals of the
lists would have bcen held degradad, had they con-
descended to oversee the sports of the yeomanry.

however.”
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One by one the archers, stcpping forward, deliv-
ercd their shafts yeoman-like and bravely. Of
twenty-four arrows, shot in succession, ten were
fixed in the targct, and the others rangcd so near
it that, considering the distance of the mark, it
was accounted good archcry. Of the ten shafts
which hit the targct, two within the inner ring wcrc
shot by Hubert, a forcster in the servicc of Mal-
voisin,* who was accordingly pronounced victorious.

“ Now, Lockslcy,” said Prince John to the bold
ycoman, with a bittcr smile, * wilt thou try conclu-
sions with Hubert, or wilt thou yield up bow,
baldric, and quiver to the provost of the sports ?”

“ Sith it be no better,” said Locksley, “ I am
content to try my fortune; on condition that, when
I have shot two shafts at yonder mark of Hubcrt’s,
he shall be bound to shoot onc at that which | shall
propose.”

“ That is but fair,” answcred Prince John, “ and
it shall not be refused thee. Hubert, if thou dost
beat this braggart, | will fill the bugle with silver
pcnnies for thee.”

“ A man can but do his best,” answered Hubert;
“but my grahdsire drew a good long-bow at Hast-
ings, and | ti-ust not to dishonor his memory.”

The former targct was now removed, and a fresh
one of the same size placed in its room. Hubert,
who, as victor in the first trial of skill, had the right
to shoot first, took his aim with grcat dcliberation,
long measuring the distance with his eye, while he
held in his hand his hended bow, with the arrow
placed on the string. At length he made a step
forward, and raising the bow at the full strctch of his
left arm, till the center or grasping-place was nigh
levcl with his face, he drew his bow-string to his
ear. The arrow whistlcd through the air, and
lighted within the inner ring of the targct, but not
exactly in the ccnter.

“ You have not allowed for the wind, Hubert,”
said his antagonist, bending his bow, “ or that had
been a better shot.”

So saying, and without showing the least anxiety
to pause upon his aim, Lockslcy steppcd to the
appointcd station, and shot his arrow as carelessly
in appearance as if he had not even looked at the
mark. He was speaking almost at the instant that
the shaft left the bow-string, yct it alighted in the
target two inchcs nearcr to the white spot which
marked the ccntcr than that of Hubert.

“ By the light of heaven !” said Prince John to
Hubert, “ an’ thou suffer that runagatc knave to
Overeéme thee, thou art worthy of the gallows !”
Hubert had but one set spccch for all occasions.
“An’your Highness wcrc to hang me,” he said,
a man can but do his best. Neverthelcss, my
grandsire drew a good bow ”

“ The foul fiend on thy grandsire and all his

«

*A noblcman of lhe Coun.
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generation ! interrupted John. * Shoot, kac
and shoot thy best, or it shall be worsc for thee"’

Thus exhorted, Hubert resumecl his place aH
not neglccting the caution which he had veeivod
from his adversary, he made the neccssarv dlcs-
anee for a very light air of wind, which liad just
ariscn, and shot so successfully that his amor
alighted in the very ccnter of the targct.

“A Hubert! a Hubert!” shouted the pou
lace, more interested in a known person than inj
strangcr.  “ In the clout! in the cloiit!f Hlien
forever!”

“ Thou canst not mcnd that shot, Lockslev,"
said the prince, with an insulting smile.

“1 will notch his shaft for him, howewer,”
replied Locksley.

And Ictting fly his arrow with a hule nore pe
caution than before, it lighted right upon thetof
his competitor, which it split to shivcrs. Tre
pcoplc who stood around were so astonishedathii
wonderful dextcrity, that they could not evengwe
vent to their surprise in their usual clamor.

“ This must be the devil, and no man of fish
and blood,” whispered the yeomcn to cicli atfer.
“ Such archcry was nevcr sccn since a bowiw
first bent in Britain.”

“ And now,” said Locksley, “ I will craveyoor|
Gracc’s pcrmission to plant such a mark & ist
in the north country; and wclcomc cvery btarel
yeoman who shall try a shot at jt towina smk
from the bonny lass he lovcs best.”

He thcn turned to leave tlic lists. * Let yoiul
guards attcnd me,” he said. ' “ If you picase, 1go|
but to cut a rod from the next willow-bush.”

Prince John made a signal that some attend:
should follow him in case of liisc3c,ipc; but |
cry of “ Shamc! shame !'” which burst fromthel
multitude, induced him to aitcr bis ungenerous|
purpose.

Lockslcy rcturned almost instantly with a villo
wand about six feet in length, perfectly :
and rather thicker than a man’s thumb. Heh
to peel this with great composurc, obscrving, attl
same time, that to ask a good wootlsman losr
at a target so broad as had hitherto bcen used,«
to put sliamc upon his skill.  “ Por his own pi1
he said, “ and in the land where he was brod, mcj
would as soon take for their mark King .Mthu
Round-table, which held sixty Kkiiights around i
A child of seven ycars oid,” he said, “ ntiglit'
yondcr target with a hcadless sliaft; but, u |
lie, walking dclibcratcly to the other cnd of t
lists, and sticking the willow wand upright 1
ground, “ he that nits that rod at five-scorc YW
I cali him an arclicr fit to bear both bowandqw
beforc a king, an’ it werc tlic stout King ‘'t
himself.”

tClonl,—iho cerner of the target.
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"My grandsirc,” said Hubert, “ drew a good
bra at thc battlc of Hastings, and never shot at
saba niark in his life—and neither will I. If this
yearen can clcitve that rod, | give him the buck-
leis-or, rather, | yield to the devil that is in his
jerkin and not to any human skill. A man can
but do his best, and | will not shoot where | am
suetoniiss. | might as well shoot at the edge of
o parson’s whittle, or at a wheat-straw, or at a
sunheam as at a twinkling white streak which |
can hardly sec.”

""Cowardly dog!” said Prince John. *“ Sirrah,
Locksley, do thou shoot; but if thou hittest such a
nmark 1 "ill say thou art the first man ever did so.
Howe®er it be, thou shalt not crow over us with a
nrere show of superior skill.

‘I will do my best, as Hubert says,” answered
ILocksley. “ No man can do more.”

So saying, he again bent his bow, but on thc
presrt occasion looked with attention to his
wegpon, and changed thc string, which he thought
fes no longer Irul)' round, having been a little
(raed by the two former shots. He then took his
am with some deliberation, and the multitude

IIFF, is not al! conflict and cxcitement, young friends;
-indml, to many of us it seems often commonplace and
dll. A peihap.s many a boy and girl, after reading a
gt romeree, fecls like sighing, disconsolately, “1f /
aiyhedachance to do s//c/t things ! ” But to the eyes
tet are able to sce it, the simplest action of every day
kesiti meaning and influence, and so it is good for us,
inar reading, to turn from a marvelous exploit like
Loddleys to such a poem as “The Planting of the
Apdctree”and learn how cqually marvelous, in reality,
istrc mere pladng of a little sprig in the ground.
Mryadced that seems trivial may be followed by great
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awaited the event in breathless silence. The
archer vindicated their opinion of his skill: his
arrow split the willow rod against which it was
aimcd. A jubilee of acclamations followed; and
even Prince John, in admiration of Locksley’s skill,
lost for an instant his dislike to his person.

“ These twenty nobles,” he said, “ which, with
thc bugle, thou hast fairly won, are thine own; we
wiU make them fifty, if thou wilt takc livery and
Service with us as a yeoman of our body-guard,
and be near to our person. For never did so
strong a hand bend a bow, or so truc an eye direct
a shaft.”

“ Pardon me, noble prince,” said Locksley; “ but
| have vowed that if ever | take Service, it should
be with your royal brother, King Richard. These
twenty nobles | leave to Hubert, who has this day
drawn as brave a bow as his grandsire did at Hast-
ings. Had his modesty not refused the trial, he
would have hit the wand as well as I.”

Hubert shook his head as he received with re-
luctance the bounty of the stranger; and Locksley,
anxious to escape further observation, mixed with
the crowd and was seen no more.

results; and no onc can teach us tliis lesson better, or in
sweeter words, than the great American poet, Bryant,
whose songs, written out of a calm, thoughtful life, have
wrought vast and far-reaching good in the world. You
will admire more and more, as you grow older, the noble
poems of this great and good man. In St. Nichoi.as
for December, 1878, we told you something of his life,
and mentioned the poems that you xvould most like to
read now. “ The Planting of the Apple-trec” is one
of them, with its bcautiful revelation of low Ihe planting
is to affect many Uves and seasons, and remain unfor-
gotten for ycars and ycars.

Tiik Pi.\nting 01- ihe; Apple;-tre;k—By William Cxillen Bryant.»

OME, let

Cleavc the tough greensward with the

US plant the applc-trec,
spade;

Wide let its hollow bed be made;
There gently lay the roots, and there
Sift thc dark mold with kindly care,

And press it ocr them tcndcrly;
As ’round the slecping infant’s fcet
We softly fold the cradle-sheet,

Born, at Cummington, Massachiiseits, 1794.

So plant we the apple-trec.

What plant wc in this apple-tree?
Buds, whicli the brcath of summer days
Shall lengthen into leafy sprays;
Boiighs, where the tinush, with crimson breast,
Shall haunt and sing, and hidc her nest;

Died, in New York, 1878.
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We plant upon the sunny lea
A shadoxv for the noontidc hour,
A shelter from the summer shoxver,
When xve plant the apple-trec.

What plant xve in this apple-trcc?
Sxveets for a hundrcd floxx-ery springs
To load the May-xvind’s restless xvings,
When, from the orchard-roxv, he pours
Its fragrance through our open doors;

A xvorld of blossoms for the bee,
Floxvers foér thc sick girl’s silent room,
For thc glad infant sprigs of bloom,

We plant xvith the apple-tree.

What plant xve in this apple-trce ?
Fruits that shall sxvell in sunny June,
And rcddcn in the August noon.
And drop, xvhen gentle airj» come by,
That fan the blue September sky;

While children come, xvith cries of glcc.
And seek them xvhcrc the fragvant grass
Bctrays their bed to those xxho pass.

At the foot of the apple-trce.

And xvhen, above this apple-iree,
The xvinter stars are glittcring bright,
And xvinds go hoxvling through the night,
Girls xvhose young eyes o’erfloxv xith nirth
Shall pccl its fruit by cottage-hcarlh,

And guests in prouder bornes shall s,
Heaped xvith the grape of Cintra’s vire,
And golden orange of the linc.

The fruit of the apple-tree.

The fruitagc of this apple-trce,
Winds and our flag of stripc and star
Shall bear to coasts that lie afar,
Where men shall xvondcr at thc viex,
And ask in xvhat fair groves they grc™i

Shall
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And sojourners beyond the sea
Shill think of childhood’s careless day,
Md long, long hours of suinmer play,
In tlic shade of the apple-tree.

Each year sliall give this apple-tree
broadcr llush of roseate bloom.

1A dccper iiKize of verdurous gloom.

And looscn. when the frost-clouds lower,

The crisp brown leaves in thicker shower.
The years shall come and pass, but we

Shall hcar no longer, where we lie,

The suniincr's songs, the autumn’s sigh,
In the binighs of the apple-tree.

And timo shall waste this apple-tree.
Oh, «hen its aged branches throw
Thin shadows on the ground below.

M “ff i

Shall fraud and forcé and iron will

Oppress the weak and helpless still?
What shall the tasks of mercy be,

Amid the toils, the strifes, the tears

Of those who live when length of years
Is wasting this little apple-tree?

“ Who plantee! this oid apple-tree?”

The children of that distant day

Thus to some aged man shall say;

And, gazing on its mossy stem,

The gray-haircd man shall answer them:

“ A poct of the land was he,

Born in the rude but good oid times;

T is said he made some quaint oid rhymes
On planting the apple-tree.”



486 MUMBO

MUMBO

1}y John

iN no part of our globe are there so many curious
customs, unknown or not understood by civilizcd
and enlightened peoplc, as in Africa. There, for
instance, is a great river which comes down to
regions inhabited for
thousands of years by
thc ancient Egyptians,

who built thc most
wonderful temples and
pyramids, and can-cd

in stone grcat statucs,
which have been the
admiration of ages,
and yet it isonly within
a few years that the
source of this celcbrated
river, Nilc, has bccn
known to Americans
and Europeans. Grcat
lakes, which were not
known to exist, have
lately bcen discovercd
by African cxplorcrs,
and tribcs of people,
not only unlikc other
human beings in tbcir
minds, butcven in their
bodies, have been met
with. One of our coun-
trymen, Henry Stanley,
made a journey across
the ccnter of the Afri-
can continent, and, in
so doing, traverscd
vast regions never seen
before by white men,
and, although he saw
and dcscribed so much,
there are no doubt a
great many strange
things yet to be discov-
cred in Africa, which
country the St. Nich-
OLAS boys and girls might wcll cali
box of the World.”

Among tlie most difficult puzzles in this great
riddlc-box are the customs of some of the African
tribcs. Of course, all savage and heathen peoplc
do very strange things in connection with their
religion and their laws, yet, however odd and
ridiculous some of these may sccm to us, the peo-

The Riddle-

JUMBO.

JUMBO.

Lewees.

ple themselves believe them right and proper, bt
causo they are so taught by their pricsts ond rulcs.

But some African tribes have fant-istic ad
absurd customs in which it would sccm ihat ity

MU.MOO JU.MBO SETTI.SO OUT UPO.V HIS SEAKCH.

could not have any faith whatevcr ; still, thoyredli) |
attach a grcat deal of importance to tlicm
Among these are the tridis by Mumbo Jimbo.!

character met with in many villages on thc«'~1
coast of Africa. Mumbo Jumbo is notliin?
but a man on short stilts, with a sort o
wrappcd about him, and a great false head fasiered
above his own head. All this, of course.
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look very tail, and a pair of wooden arms,
Xch stick out below his big head, help to give

i the .ippearancc of a man about twice as big as

Iybody cise.

bressed up in this strange way, he stumps about
firach the village, and the people believe that he
has tlie power to point out any person who has
committed a criine; or, in case of family quarreis
adisputes, he can show which party is in fault.
|Accordingly, when therc is an occasion for the
esercise of his wonderful powcr, Mumbo Jumbo,
foloved by a crowd of bis fellow-savagcs, bcating
duns, blowing liorns, shouting and dancing, sets
oat ou his business of discovering the person who
has broken the laws of the tribe.

Il may be that a thcft lias been committed, and
tet the thicf has managed his affairs so secretly
and cunningly that the peoplc of the villagc cannot

out who lie is. So Mumbo Jumbo, with a
gedt deal of twisting and stumping about, goes
feim house to house, and pretends to c.xamine the
farsof the pcoplc he finds within.  When he has
finised this cxamination, he looks at every man,
«omen, or child whom he may mcet, and even
gresamong the crowd accompanying him, making
beliee to glarc down, with his painted eyes, into
tre faces of the howling and dancing negrocs, to
ieeif he can discover the guilty person.

Of course it would never do for Mumbo Jumbo
o give up the search without pointing out some
ereas the thicf, and so, after he has led the crowd
duut, as long as he picases, he settles upon some

unfortunate person, who is as likely as any one
clse to have stolcn the missing property, and de-
clares him to be the thicf This man is then scized,
tied to a post, and whipped, and everybody believes
him to be Justly punishcd, when, in reality, Mumbo
Jumbo himself may have been the thief.

In disputes betwecn families or individuais,
Mumbo Jumbo lays down the law in the same way.
He goes with his stilts, and his mask, and his noisy
crowd of followcrs, to the place where the disputing
partios are asscmblcd, and declares which side is
right.

Now the most curious thing about all this is the
fact that these ncgrocs know, all the time, that
Mumbo Jumbo is nothing but a man on stilts, with
a big false head and a long cloak. There does not
scem to be any attempt to conceal this fact, for,
when Mumbo Jumbo is not needed, his cloak,
head, arms, and stilts are hung up on a convenient
tree in the village. It is likely, also, that these
foolish negroes know just what man among them is
performing the part of Mumbo Jumbo, when that
important person is stalking about. And yet they
believe in the decisions of the false head, which
could make decisions just as well when itis hanging
on the tree as when borne about by one of their
fellow-negroes. >

Now does not all this scem very much like a
riddle, and a prctty hard onc, too? Why should
tliese peoplc believe in a thing which they know is
all nonsense ? But it is not easy to give answers to
all the puzzles in the great African riddlc-box.

HOW THE ROCKING-HORSE ATE THE CAKE.

It was a big room, and it had a bright, pret-ty car-pet on its floor.
The sun carne in through two win-dows, and staid all day.
Be-hind two dark red cur-tains, at one end of the room, was the chil-

dren’s play-house.

The chil-dren were Char-ley and Gra-cey ; Gra-cey

wes five years oid, and Char-ley was al-most three; and such good times
N they did have be-hind those red cur-tains !

They had a ta-ble there, and some chairs, and a cup-board full of
tI'shes, and a whole fam-i-ly of dolls; but nic-est of all was the rock-ing-

lie—San-ta Claus had brought this at Christ-mas.

He was black and

"“Itts and had a long white mane and tail ; his mouth was o-pen, and

paint-ed red in-side; al-to-geth-er, he was the ver-y nic-est horse
Izt ev-er had been seen, the chil-dren thought.
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One aft-er-noon they were hav-ing a lunch-eon in their play-housg.!
they had some lit-tle slic-es of bis-cuit and but-ter, a piece of cake, andl
ti-ny pitch-er of miik. Mam-ma toid them to drink the miik first, so thejl
wouid not spiii it; she said she did not care for the crumbs. So they poured|
the miik in-to two iit-tie cups, and drank it aii, and then Gra-cey put the|

dolis up to the ta-bie, and they sat down to eat the rest, when Char-ley|
looked up and said : “Hor-sey wants some din-ner, too.”
“So he does,” said Gra-cey. “His mouth is o-pen for some now
So theyr dragged him to the ta-ble, and stufied some cake into hisj
mouth. It would not hold ver-y much, aft-er all, but they made sorgj
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ofitstay in; nnd they told him a great man-y times to eat it, and then
ke could have some more ; but he did not seem to know how, and so
trevate their lunch-eon with-out wait-ing for him.

The next morn-ing, Gra-cey ran into the play-house to see if the horse
hed eat-en his cake. Sure e-nough, it was all gone. Char-ley looked in-to
hor-sevs mouth, and then trot-ted aft-er Gra-cey, to tell Mam-ma the
tvon-der-ful sto-ry. “ It must have fall-en out,” said Mam-ma.

“No, it did n’t, Mam-ma; we put it in tight, and ’sides, we spilled lots
|of crumbs, and they are all gone, too.”

And Mam-ma went to see. The crumbs were all gone.

He must have got right down ofif the rock-ers, and eat-en the crumbs
| up,” said Gra-cey. But Mam-ma on-ly smiled.

Ev-er-y-bod-y who carne in-to the house that day heard the strange
o-ry; and the last thing Gra-cey did that night was to put a nice
Igee of sponge-cake in-to the red, o-pen mouth.

Mam-ma was ver-y bus-y, that night, and they went up-stairs one by
re un-til she was all a-lone. She wait-ed un-til the house grew ver-y still,

then she turned out the gas, drew a chair ciése to the red cur-tains,
ulled one of them a-side a lit-tle, and wait-ed. The room was not quite
lak for the fire burned bright-ly, and by its light Mam-ma saw the
ore stand-ing ver-y still, with the cake in his mouth. Mam-ma kept

rystill, loo; and by and by she saw some-thing that looked like a
Nery lit-tle bit of gray fur, move swift-ly a-cross the car-pet. It ran up
ire horse’s leg, out on the lines, held on with four cun-ning lit-tle paws,
d be-gan to eat cake ver-y fast. Soon an-oth-er carne, and then
inother, till there were four; four ba-by mice, the ver-y ti-ni-est Mam-ma

ldev-er seen. And how they did nib-ble ! By and by a larg-er one
ire, and they played, and ran all o-ver thathorse, swung on histail,
d hid in his mane, andhe nev-er stirred. Mam-ma watched them

fahile and then she went up-stairs.

The next morn-ing at break-fast she told the chil-dren all a-bout it
acey was de-light-ed, and begged to stay up that night and see.

But Char-ley lis-tened ver-y so-ber-ly, and when they all had done
Nbing a-bout it, he said, in a ver-y' sor-row-ful lit-tle voice:

Boor hor-sey did n’t det no tate; not a bit; ’at ’s too bad.”



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

‘The year s at the spring,
And day s at the morn ;
Morning s at sevcn;

The hill-side s dcw-pearlcd;
The lark ’s on thc wing;
The snail ’s on the thorn ;
God ’s in his heaven—

All ’s right with the world!”

So says Brother Browning, and Jack’s sentimcnts
are thc same.

Brother Browning, as many of you may know,
is an English poet, and so, when he speaks of “ the
thorn,” my birds tell me be must alludc to the
hawthorn or May-tree, ivhich in spring-time almost
covers itself with blossoms of white, pink, and
pink-and-white.

Now, for our budgct. First, a letter about

A WISE CANARY.

Dear Mr.Jack-in'-the-Pi:lpit: Asyou are so much interestcd
in the birds, | thought you would like to know about our canary,
whom wec think unusually smart. His flame is “ Ruby ” and he is very
lame, and will feed from the hand and from thc mouih, and will play.
Bui thc strangest thing is, that he knows thc days of thc week, and
is very particular that wc shall ~et to school in lime: for, on school
days, he begins to cali when it is time to go lo school, and kccps
calling until wc start, and when wc go he stops his calling and beeins
lo sing and cat his seed from his cup, and appears to think his Guty
is peiformcd. Buton Saturday and Sunday he docs not cali in this
way; and itis very plain that he knows so much of the days of thc
week, and kccps account of thcin. He does not make any inistakcs.

Yours inily,
y Hauky £ichdaum

NOT A VERY HARD CASE.

The Little School-ma’am learnéd something
while she was away on her summer vacation ; she
says she Icarned how to give medicine to a cat.

The lady with whom she boardcd in thc mountains
had a favorito tabby, which wouid follow her about
the farm or ovcr the bilis for miles, like a dog, and,
when tircd, would ask to be allowed to climb up

JACK-IN -T11IE-PUIPPIT.

and ride on her shoulder. Once, this ps
poisoned meat and was in dangerof dving; buti
maid put her into a long woolcn stockinv puim
a dose of oil down her throat, and by this,
saved her life.

The Little School-ma’am’s cat isa veryhe™
one, but she thinks-it is just as well lo knoVlioin
give her medicine in caso illncss should occur;;
Jack agrees wdth her.

THOSE CAT STOHIES AND DEACON GREEN

And talking of the Little School-ma‘am%i.,
reminds me that | "ve a letter for you from Deearl
Groen. Hecrcitis:

Dear Jack: | droppccl in upon thc Utile Schoutrnara re,l
lerday, and, bless your heart, if she was n'i alinosi liidclen .
of note and foolscap papcr, spread out arotind her in |
ccivablc .shapc.

“ Siories—Lost Klttcn Slories!” .she e.xclaiinetl, in her cheeiia
siylc, and blockadcd as she was by ihcm, she \Wa> as hippya
school-ma'am as ever was seen. And then slic weni m loidid*|
how ihcy had bcen coming in so fast that .she could hanily cointl
them, and how thc committce had heen obliged to pnstpocet!
report a month, and how they wanted to 1

But stop! That's her afihir, and not what 1started out losi
and | may be in dangcr of rcvcaling statc sccrcts.  Buthere
point I wantcd to tcli you. The little woman and hcraids, Irei
sec, were migluily pcrplexed ro decide upon ihe I>esi onc ufdlii
huge pile of siorics, and | was n’t at all surprised. when, lodLir»1,
suddenly, siie said: “ Ah, Dcacon,Jf wc could only lakctbetei
fifiy of these and comhbine them—bringing ihc bc>i jxiints of dliru
onc—wc should have a story such as no single author in theveri»
could wiitc!”

Well, dear Jack, | told her I did n’t doubt ii. .And it Uju«tht_
same thc world over—with men and women as well ashoysaadjyil
The grcatcsi achicvements of human labor h.ivc always lecail
work of thousands, who loilcd togethcr for thc one ptitpose.
it was never meant that we should all see alikc, and ibc wv
every one of us, if done faithfully and with thc whole hcan i
reach truih and uscfulness in some special w.ay of its own,a*l«
have ils peculiar valué. Perhaps there is some onc thing&rodi

on in thc world, that he or she can do better than aiiyb3(h-¢t|
$y let him or her find it, and “ siick to" it, as the savings. 1

ast fall. Hule Ncddy Popkin camc lo me, saying nc wentd i
make some moncy to help his mother and her big family ofgirh. id:
he wished me to tell him what*to do.

“What do you do best?” said I. He hesitatcd a moneptJc:
then said, “ Well, they say at home that | can beat anybocycrr
ever .saw at corn-popping.” “ Then,” said 1, " pop. pop, p5p.2c
if it ’s well popped you can scll it. Tliai ’s your best «aywnii:
money. |t’s likcly you’rc cut out for poppiug corn. \oarciK
sounds like it.” _ s .

1 could see that he was puzzled by this advicc fora
Ncddy Popkin is a common«sensc lad, steady, and siurdy. ]
do il!” .said he, and left. On the way home he laid inawppiyj
poppers and corn, and went at it in camest. .And last
me that he was getting on splcndidly, and hying up a nict @
store of cash. All the confccloners’ sialls m lown, butoa.i*
refusc to buy any pop-corn exccpting Neddy I\)pkin®

Now, dear Jack, there ’s an honcst success ahead
that it ’s better for a lad to be the onc best com-pop” in
villc than a fourth-ratc lawycr’s or bankcr’s clecrk m yionboigs,

thc humblc opinién of yours truly, Sii« G iie&

I commcnd the letter to you, clcars. OiN:
sure that the one thing that you can do bea
something useful,—as Necldy’swas. A
a liberty-pole in my meadow one (lay, andctt™
body applauded. But the fcat was soon fog ~
and it turned out that the boy had Icamcai
long practico in neighbors’ orchards.

A SUB-AMERICAN CANAL

Sarah W. sends word that a while ago
was some talk, in her hearing, about can
railways across the strip of land which jow *
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Soutli America.  And onc of ihc wise folk
. “iiisnotimpossiblc that some cave-explorer
Minda mcat undcr-ground river running across
irontincator NOrth America; a kind of rcady-
V jjnal. that would render traveling chcap
Ne'v York and California.”
Tiiink of going from Boston to San Francisco,
wdcr-inoiind ! Ncver a sight of sun, moon, fior
from first to last! Your Jack does n’t like
notion, my dears. But the canal would be
lit codl, and moist, even through the glarc,
heal, and dust of summecr, | supposc; and it
vht siiit any of vou that should happen to have
disnial mind. .So Ict liim save up his pennics, in
der to I)c ready for dic first trip of the first canal-
(utof the futuro Crand American Sub-Contincn-
1Transportation Company !

HOW OID IT HAPPENP

ME B FORW.tRDS this bit of news :

“Ashart time .igo, Willy found in the yard a little bird which

roid 10 have Ihico Imrt. It was some little lime beforc it could

caught, 17, thougli it could not fly, it flutiercd and hopped-about

a keep iusi out of Willy’s reach. But at last he had it, and
j it icnderly in one hand, and covering it with the other,
hiit to mc-

after all, when suddcnly he gave his right Icg a Hule shake, and
before you could wink twice he was above our heads in the branchcs
ofa ircc.

“ Then you should have heard his song of thanksgiving, and seen
the look of delight on Willy's face!

“ ‘Mamma,’” said he, ‘how do you supposc the feathcr got
wrappcd around the win” and leg, like that?"

“I could not answer his question then, fior can | now. Can any-
body clsc answer it? **

CURIOUS ORTIGAL EXPERIMENTS.

Now, my wide-eyed youngsters,—not my feath-
ered friends, the owls, but you, boys and girls, of
course,—carry out the following instructions sent by
Mrs. Kellogg, and you will see liéles through your
liands and fail to see bits of papcr placed not two
feet in front of your noses.

Roll a shcct of foolscap papcr into a tube an
inch in diameter. Then, with both eyes open, put
the tube to the right eye, and look steadily through
it at any object. Now, place your open left hand,
the palm being toward you, by the side of the tube,
near its lower cnd. You will see a hole through
the palm of your hand.

Pin two small picces of papcr against the wall,
about eight inchcs apart. Fix both eyes steadily
on one papcr, say the right-hand one, then, holding
your face about two feet from it, you ciése the left

looked at il and said: “Willy, | don't believe the bir_d is rral@yc_ Advancc your face’ and the left-hand paper

L 71, there is some serious difficulfy. | must .sec what it is.

AN long feathcr belonging to the left win” had in some way
.pass” across the hack, and drawn tightly in under the right

Aftet 4 liitlc 1 succceded in setting the wing free, but the

still held fast 10 the right leg, around the thigh of which the

nderend ofit was wrappced twice, closc to the body.
‘Krdie's bright little eyes watched the whole opcration closely:
ibekepi perfectly uuict, and did not struggle fior resist inany way.
seared 10know that we werc tiying to help him. As soon as he
jonlound. we cxpecicd that he would dart away, but he lay still
lund, and | was beginning to think he must be injured,
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suddcnly will disappear from sight.

And now, my youngsters, “ make way for
not “ liberty,” as 1 usually hear you put it,—but
something of 'quite as mucli importance for the
moment to many of you. You ’ll find it just below.

‘A STORY

TO BE WRITTEN.”

IR storics, young friends, for the picturcs by Mr. Hopkins on
ihc JaniiHiy numbcr, carne pouring \nby dozcns and
Ktach day, and from every direction. Mainc and California,
of ihe intermediate States; Cafiada and Cuba, and even
I§ Francc, and Germany—all werc representcd.  Some of the
fumyoung corrc.NipondenK far away across the grcat ocean
arrived aficr the day appointcd as the limit, but in every
«"the writcr begged nol to be left out of the compctition.
when finally the iMistman’s face wore a smile of reliefas the last
*3sdelivercd, it seemed to the committcc, assemblcd in front of
Wiunubted mass of storics, as if ihcy werce scarcely lIcs.s in num-
" thecats that cvcer lived in America—even counting ninc
solitary puss!
n storics was smooth sailing. When
>dedding upon tlic very best one of thc.se hundrcds upon
wicresilng biographics—thcn carne ihc galc!  So many
~ wacalmoston a lcvel as to cxccllcnce, and each of these
peculiar poinis in its favor, that for a while your com-
plight. However, after much patient rcading and
comparing, all agreed upon the story given
®SinA™®  Francés H. Catlin, as best fulfiUing the con-
twayof a prose story. But it was also voled unani-

mously to make room at the same time for the clever rhymecd versién
by Florcnece E. Prait, which you will therefore find accompanying
the other.

PUSSY’S ADVENTURES.

Nelue Lester loved her little kitten dearly. It was gray, and
had a blue ribbon around its neck, and its namc was Muflie.

Onc morning Nellic brought a pilcher of milk and poured Mufiic
a sauccrful, and while Nellie went lo put the pitcher away, Mufhc
finishcd her milk and looked around for something to do. She saw
an open door, and said to herself: “ What a plea.santday! | think
1 will lake a walk.”

She hopped down the back steps and ran along the allcy until she
saw a large dog, and alas ! the dog saw her. She lay low on the
ground beside an ash-barrcl, hoping that the dog would pass by.
Bat he kept his eyesupon her hiding-placc, and was running straight
toward bcr when she scramblcd up the side of the barrcl and down
among some dirty straw and papcr. The dog torc round and round
the barrcl, Icaping upon one side and then on ihc other, trying to
get at kitty. But he could not even scc her, and after a while he
went home to dinner. The frightcned kitty lay still a long lime, and
fcared to Icavc her safe place.

When Ncllie carne back and saw the empty sauccr and no Kitty,
she was surprised, and went to look for her.

She was not on her mat under the stovc, and Ncllie could not find

t
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her anywherc. She wandercd from room lo room, calling “ Miiffie!
Sluffie! where are you? Come, MuiTie, come to Nellic.” Bul no
Muffie carne, and then NcUic sat down and cricd.

By and by Pedro, the oid rag-picker, carne to the barrel where
MuHjie was hiding. When he saw ncr he cried out, “ Halloo ! what
have we hcre? A cat, to be sure! Oho, you 11 weigh more than
rags. Step in here, Mr. Cat.” So saying, he hustled Muffic into
the bag and put the bag on his back, and went soon aficrw’ard lo
ilr. Kelly’s, thé rag-mcrchant. Mr. Kelly wcighcd thc bag of rags
and paid Pedro his money, and Pedro went away. WhenMr. Kelly
cmpiied thc bag, what should jump out but a little gray kiiien! He
was very angry at first, to hnd that he had been imposed upon, but
while he was thinking about it, and growing more and more vexcd
every minute, up walkcd Mufiic with such a cunning air that he
forgot his anger and bcgan to watch her play. Aficr two or three
days he became very fond of her.

All this time Kelhc could not be comfortcd, though her papa said
that she should have two or ihrce kittcns if shc wanted them. But
she did not want any but MuiTic. At last her papa proposed a plan
that dclightcd Ncllie. It was lo ndvcrtise Muffie. So it was done.
A boy was hired to post thc bilis and scatter them through thc strccts.
An oid woman, on her way to Mr. Kelly's with rags, pickcd up one
of the hand-bills, and stowing it among her pickings, went on lo the
rag-merchant’s. Mr. Kelly, remembcnng how he had been cheated,
made her empty her ownbag. The great advertising bili was the first
thing to drop out. As it carne fiuttcring down, Muffie popped from
behind a chair, ready to play with anything that carne in ncr way.
Shc stopped suddenly on sccing her own fiame in print, and was
busily reading an account of herself, when Mr. Kelly pickcd up the
paj>cr and sal down to look ii over. Pussy, not thinking how
impoliic it was” climbed up his back, and looking over Mr. Kelly's
shouldcr, read it with him. At once Mr. Kelly thought hjs little cat
must be the lost one. So, taking his hat, and with che advcrtiscment
in onehand and Muffie in thc other, he started for Mr. Lesier’s. Whcn

he rang the bcll, Ncllie opened the door, and, on sccing Muffie, .

utiered an exclamacion of delight. Mr. Kelly made a profound bow,
and let Muffiejump into Nellie’s arms. Shc did not forget to thank
hiiii, uud her papa offered him a reward, but he would not takc it.
Ncllic ran to tell her mamma, ki.ssing kitty all the way, and calling
her “ a naughty, naughty kitty.”

Franceées H. Cattin (12 years).

THE TALE OF A KITTEN.

M innie and kitty had froHcked all day,

Until ihcy were both of them wecaricd of play,
When dear little kitt™', whosc fur was like silk,
Mewed loudly to Minnic 10 get her some milk.
And soon shc was purring, with greatest delight,
Over a sauccr of milk, warm and while.

But Mamma callcd Minnie, a drcss to try on:

“ Now, stay right here, kitty, | 11 not long be gone.”
But kitty mcant mLschief, so over thc floor

She artiuily sidled, right straighc to thc door.
Down from the front stoop shc daintily stepped;
Over the sidcwalk shc carcfully crept;

It was to be expected that, when all wcrc writing upon thc same
subject, there would be a great many siorics of nearly equal merit;
and, although this made thc commiiiee’s work much more diflicult
than usual, it also gives us thc pleasure of printing a remarkably
long ri)ll of honor. And there is ihis to be said to any boy or girl
on thc roll who may feel that his or her story was as good as thosc
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Round the ash-ban-el triumphantly walked,

When along, looking virtuous, oid Cark» stalkeA

Oh, whcrc is a refiigo for poor Kkitty cat?

Ah, there is the barrel. 1 think 1 Il try ihat”

So pusw jumped up in a terrible fricht,

While Cario carne prancing along with dclighL
“ H.1, ha! Mr. Cario, you cannot catch me,

For | am too spry for you doggics, yon sec!"

But alas for poor kitty, her pnde had a fall,

And into the barrcl she rolled likc a ball!

Soon Minnic carne back, but no kitty shc spied.

*Oh, where is my kitty?” she tcarfully cricd.

“Is she under the siove?” a.sked thc child in despair-
She looked; but, poor Minnic! no kitty was therc. '
Poor baby! shc sadly sat down in despair.

And her sobs and her wailings of grief rcat thc air

A ragman, whose conscicncc was soundly aslcep,

Carne wandcring along to that fatal ash.hc.ip;

While searching for rags, our small kittcii hc'spicd;
*Now my bag ‘11 weigh heavy !” he jovfully cried.

He dropped in poor kitty, and hiimcd away,

Where a sign wavcd—*“ For paper and rags ca’h we wt."
A round pnce he got for his wickcd dcccit.
‘ Cash” opened the bundle,—what visién did gject

The cycs of this worthy oid gentlcman. pray-

Why, kit, mewing loudly, jumped down and away!
With brow knit with perplexiiy,—yes! and dc>pair,

The oid gentlcman watched kitiy frolicicing there;

And little he kncw that, just out of his d>or,

A notice had hung for ten minutes or more,

Around which a crowd had coliccted, to see

What was lost; who had lost; what reward ihcie wouwWs;
While a boy was distributing papers that said
*Lost kiiien!” which many a passer-by rc.id,

And then ihrew away, as most passcis-l.y du.

Butj as cvcry onc knows, that oid maxim is tmc
Which calmly obser\*cs, “ Naught is c'cr thrown away:"
It was proven afresh, that remarkablc d.ay:

An oid woman the notice pickcd up, and then put

It wiihin her big bag, which was covered with soot

To oid “ Cash’s™ shc went, with all possible spced.
When she empiicd her bag, kitty swiiily <id read,
With many a grimacc and smilc of dcliyht;

For shc thoucht, “ Now, my mistress h:u. found ouimyfiipi'
While oid “ Cash” read the notice, shc vindisiurbcdsai
On his shoulder, and looked a dcmurc, full-erownai
He swift took his hat from thc nail by ilic door,
While Killy tricd hard to claw down lo ihc floor; «
But 't was all of no use, and they set ofT once more,
And at last they arrived bcforc Minnie’s houscloor.

So now wc will leave them in happy cominunion,

And trust naught will happen to scvcr ilicir union.

Florence V. PK.m (12yonl

printed hgre; there were a very great m.-iny nrics whkhoxtaiki
SIU'\ICmUIS and [IBSSAES of great merit ntul clovemcss; k&b
one of these siories was quite so saiisfactory as ihoe ite i«
given, whcn considcred in regard to clcamC'S uf statcrreni
pcnmanship, c.areful and accuratc iniroductiun of ihe pauiTesiy,
simple mcrit as a story throughout.

ROLL OF HONOR.

W atter B. smitn— Alicc M. N— Lottie S. Avcrill— Charlie P. Pcircc— Aliia R. Aiistin— Libbie S. Hawcj*Abce B N
— Lizzie S. Frazer—C. P.— Curt Rumrill— Kitty Williamson— Ben. L. Darrow—Josie F. Alien— Hannah—Clara
Annie H. Mills— Ncllie A. Pcabody— Ellic H. Glover— Helen B. Pcndlcton— OlHe Pariridge— 1. B. Ficld—
George Cooper— Mande M. Nickerson— Louise Mather Knighi— Hclen E. Grcene— Alfie G. Hill— Frank Heath—bulu mirton-
Brinc— Alicc Hyde— Elizabeth W. Windsor— Sadie Hawley— Conslancc Geiry— Gertrude Krusl—Jcssic S. Ra«ul—
Willic F. Dix— Clara D. Henkle— Gertrude R. Wheclcr— Florence G. Lafie— Mahelle Whitncy Trowbridge— Kdith \\nmngw
Kaiic M. Hackeit— L. K. Fishcr— Katharine Barilctt— Eliza R Cochran— Philip Schuylcr De Luze—

Bradford— E.

Church— Alicc G. Lansing— I*. Maynard Lansing— Howard Manning— lenyH . Putnam— hrank b.

Rhcam— Florence Peele— Tcd Hillman— Evangcline T. Walker— Julic \Vickham— Mary Raoul,—

Kosaiic

Boutcllc— Ritic Cobb—Josie B. Lee— Mary M. Malleson— Eleanor B. Farlcy— Daisy Bishop— Edith Hclcn Snuth—
Annic A. Williamson— Geo. H. Brown— Maggie Evans— F. B. Matthews— Lizzie Hootoii— .Ada van Bcil— Charlie
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e Lcffingwell- MNarau
1 Din A Buck—HanyC. ObcrKolser— Maysie Bradley
K ¢ te Wcld— Lillian E. Rogcrs— Grace Austin Smith— Alice Uiis— Mary Alice Truc— Haitie Stevens— Mamie Chapman
T - \% ConsianccThorn Jones— Alice Stilley— Rose V. Cranc—Clara M. Howell—Grace Gibcrson— Mau:l R.
(ieorcia C. Wxshburn—-'iiss 1. .>i. i“ruitc-r lorcncc vmy—jvaime i_»ariiiikK larinojic-i'aiihy oiimii—i-juiuncc Yri"*Hniiu-
Avcr—rila 1 Cnndail— Lucy Manlcy— Ella M. Parker— Mary R. Keys— Luc Bradley— Nellie A. Rcmick— Eric Morgan—
‘Ju.m 1VitiL Ciiencn— Etia lva Anthony— Wallace Mortgani— Clara A niikaCornreri-idB t Rapia-Awhdwigho Mial BdétiVIbrgkhateClara A. Walton— Lida

rmtm —Cornella Wan—Kmlc E Horton— Sheldon Potter Rmcr—George W. Morris— Louisc Norton— Mary Barber—
2, i>_ii \I7intKA.>Kt All"n rY.LAtA \fATViAW

liauni—Zulu Fryc— Annie L. V. Myers—E. Dana Picrcc— Ainbrose C- Dcarbom— Mary Burns— Ethel

Aiiniti W. Ingle— Irene C. W.— Anua Worrall— Cracic Hcwlcu— Alice M. Kirestone— Maudc Starkweaiher— Sumner S.
Kecves—Daisy Kibbc— Willic C. MacCurdy— Alice M. Jorddan— Shcidon H. Stimson— Amy Slade— Mamie— Mary

minr—F Maruuand .Monroe— Kaihannc R. Fi.sher— Hattic R. Rickcrt— Sadte Vickers— Carne C. Vreeland— Clara Rosenbaum— Adelc
iiviie™-Cari T. R-'lienson—Alice Coopcr— Rose Siansbury— Sadie Hull— Frank L. Long—Charles M. Smyihe—L. .Angicncttc CottreU
tenneth Mckenzie— Alinnie Masén— Freddie E. Cannon— Martha P. and Mary R. Jcwcit— Myra Cranc— Adclc W. Cranc— Fannie
\ L P Rt RO o e X - A Holeil .
IF" t\/I1b|c Alvi |fr91ﬂ'c'y Elizabcth Alling .Arlhgr\_FAnKn%“John K. \%‘[ousc Boydie IB Andrews Hctuc\\]Semert Mamie

dia V. Moaiaguc—bcssic Carson— Mary Siegismund—James O. Bameit—Wesley B. Moscicy— Alice H. Payne— Manan Clark—
/ilie\V. Benneu. jr.—Kdward M. Traber— Maggie C. Dooliitic—Angelo Hall—Alma Bruno—Harry Alton Albright— Nona Miles—
jbrence L Nlatihews—Carric Ficrce— Edith Slratlon— Anhur Hubbard— Fred. Eugene Robinson—Ahcc M. Rambo— Lulu Sakmeistcr

v Patlcrson- Annle W(:|r— Slella D. Harrlngton— Elsie E. |>ock\v00d— Sallle H A\C— M B— Bc55|c T.4itiimore— Mabcl Good-

kit

ETynan N

kedy Righter—Blanchc Weldin— Evcrclt Crosby— Harry Long— Emily T. Long—Louise S. Earlc— Unilla J. Bush— Alice |. Board-
Blanche Picrcc—J»hn E. T. Nicks— Mamie Moore— M a” E. M. LauHn— Anna Campbell— Beth Hotchkiss— Laura A. Sheldon—

Irwin—Julia S. ShcHcy— Harpr P. Fessenden— Mamie Faulkncr—Ncll S. Forcé— Nellie L. Stvne— Kaic Lpgan— Evelinc V.
Prlarmis—charlle 1> (.handler— (iertie Busby— Frank S. Thornton—Bertha E. Thompson— Carne Van Ifassell—Birdie Curtis-Quccnie
lapnian—Hrucc \*. Hill—Kllis Hunter— Ncllie Thalhcimcr— Florcnce Pauline Jones— Florence Burkc— Gertrude Ackcrman— Bessie
an Alitync—Willie N. Tice— Ncllie Masén— Robert W. Hemenway—Matie Pierce— Bessie Connor—Emma Foster— Grace E. Rich—
igda Ueiily—Eugcne Rcilly— Maud Wheeler— Benedici Crowell— Mac Wellington— Hclcn Minnie Dills— Lucy Wood— Maitie Harris
A>'ic .Mgj. 1yng— .Alarian C. Poole— Leén Sievenson— Ncllie Taylor— Alicc L. Clark— Charles W. Ford—Jcssie Chapman— Mary

1RJiza .Annie Curry— Louie Walsh—Josie A. Graham—C. Silliman— Nannie Drury.

lia many respects ihc storics diflcred widcly from onc another, and  the committec’s task a delightful one. But I must content myself

if therc wea* spacc it, 1should be glad to show you some of
Ats: é&ficrences. which grcatly interested us. -And | wish, too,
riihalliny heart, th.tt we could print some of the bright and clever

Heressihat were found in the various manuscripts, and that made

with compHmenting you, cach and all, upon the e.xcellence of your
storics, and thanking you for the enthusiasm with which you
responded to the invitation of your grateful and happy

“Little School-ma’'am.”

THE LETTER-BOX.

HE" Lessrin on the Saniplcr” was a ver>* importantand common
B when your grcnugrandmothers were girls, and would be wii-
uiih iniercsi hy any of our girl-rcaders who are trying to

A~ the decorative cmbriidcrics of to.day, unth their beautiful
“cat-tail," or <i.iisy, on a ground of yellow or red saiin.

« saopler.worfc of our ynindmothers was more simple, but, pcr-
'Iqjteas uscful, for in those days the household lincn was
marked with a .stitchcd or cmbroidcrcd letter or design, and

im education to learn how to mark her
‘vhat was taught her on the .sampler—

~ Pecc of coarse, soft linen or canvas, the size of

~'«chief, in which ihc liiilc pupil easily Icamcil lo work letters

o iT forining the letters and keeping them bal-
Anuniing and following the coarse thrcads of the fabric.
H alphalici. {11 Script or Oid English and both large

i'lc' tt the first thing to be worked—so the

n primer of cmbroider>-, and it was not

ce coanw k "k* A Bnic-made throughout.  AVith a bcginncr,
' t thread ihc I>citer, and so the fiax -grown on the farm

was spun on the spinning-wheel, woven into a neat mat, and hcmmed
and made rcady for use without the touch of any but Household hands.

But il was more than a primer, too. The clothes, napkins, hand-
kerchicfs, etc., were marked with letters or designs Icamcd upon it,
but of course, after mastering the mcthod, thcrc were all degrccs to
this accomplishment, and whatever fcat of necdle-work was to be
nttcmpted, the sampler often remained the practicc-guide. So you
would find, upon some samplers, very intricate designs, requiring a
high degrec of skill in cmbroiUery. Often the figure of some animal
was worked in the center of a sampler: and somctimcs the whole of
the Lord’s praycr was copied in quaint Icttering. And thcrc were
elabérate borders and corncr-designs, and roscttes of flowers, without
mimber.

.And then, too, if you were to xsk Grandma, she might whispcr to
you confidcntially that there wcrc otherreasons why this accomplish-
ment was expccted of all girls. It was the custom then for cvcry
girl to mark her own wedding-cloihcs: and, moreovcr, there were
many little lovc-iokens and souvcnirs flying about from door to door
in those times, which showed plainly enough by their pretty em-
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broidcred markings ihat ihe fair scndcrs had been wcll trained in
samplcr-work. And so, for tlie maiden of that day, the queer Ictter-
ing that sccms lo us so rudc and old-fashioncd may have had a
grcat deal of romance. -And, remcmbcring this, thc little picture
out of thc past that glows in the center of our frontispiccc this month
becomes rcally poetic. Nobody knows what tender thoughts and
fancics may be passing in the mind of the swcct*faced eider sister,
who sets thc samplc for the little girl at her knee, demurcly helping
herself lo the siitch by lacing her fingers; and nobody can tcll what
great events in the liiilc Icamcr's future may yet be associated in
some mcasure with this cozy lesson on thc sampler.

The border of the picture shows you thc stylc and shapc ofonc
of the simplest of these little household mementos. It is copied
(in smallcr size) from an actual sampler made by a certain little
Julia May, in 1740.

On account of the largo amount of spacc rcquircd for thc Little
SchooUma’am’s Report conceming thc stories written for Mr. Hop-
kins’s pictures, wc are obligcd to put off until ncxl month a second
letter from Mr. Ballard conceming thc .Agas.siz Association.

We are very much interesied in thc trick described in thc follow-
ing letter, and we shall be glad to hear from others who have sccn it
and from any onc who may know how it js performed:

B ear St. I want to tcll you about a pretty slcight-
of-hand trick which | saw a Japancsc juggler perform not long ago.
All he had was a goblet of cicar water, a common gilt-cdged piate,
and a long-handled capicl's-hair paint-brush. He asked us by signs
what flower we should like to see, and some one said, “ A pansy.”
Then he dippcd thc paint-brush into thc goblet of water, made a lew
motions over the piate, not touching it, and then held up the piate.
On thc boltom of it was a pcrfcct pansy! He pniired .some water
ovcr il, and so crascd the pamting. Then he went through thc .same
motion with -thc paint-brush again, and there was a bunch of blue
violets. He performed thc trick again and again, each time some
new flower appearing on thc piate. It was lovely, and | watchcd
him until I was almost tircd out with looking.—Yours truly,

“ Faith.”

Nicholas:

Dear St. Nicholas: | thought I would writc to the **Ix;ticr-
Box” and tcll some of the readers about some privale theatricals wc
boys got up not long since. The first wc had was “ The Jolly Oid
Abbot of Canterbury.” We got this from st. Nicholas; Yol. Ill.,
p. 132. | happcnca 10 be the nobleinan. The next we had was
“ The Magicjan’s Lesson.” We got this fron st. Nicholas, VoL
V1., p. 60, in which the madcian teachcs a little boy a les.son by
dipping him into an ink-stand. Of course, not a real ink-stand, but
something to look like an ink-stand, large enough for a boy to get
in. The lastwas “ Lord Ullin’s Daughter ” ; this also was takcn from
St. Nicholas. This was the first time wc had ever seen it dram-
alized, and wc look hold of the opportunity readily. Wc had a
sheet stretched across thc stagc for water. | was thc boatman.—
Yours, Henry Rochester (11 years).

The many boys who have written lo us for a picce for recita-
tion will find thc following bailad admirable for that purpose. And
il will interest all who read it, young or oid. It is rcprinied here,
«vith the author’s consent, from his recently publLshed colicction of
~oems, entitlcd “ Ballads and Oihcr Verses.” The same bright little
volumc contains also thc capital humorous poem of “ The Turtlc and
Flamingo,” which was published several ycars ago in St. Nicholas.

HALLAD OF THE WICKED NF.PHEW.

By James T.

It was a wicked Nephcw hold
Who uprose in thc night,

And ground upon a huge grindstonc
His pcnknifc, sharp and bright.

Fielos

And, while thc sparks were flying wild
The cellar-floor upon,

Quoth he unto himself, “ 1 will
Dispaich my Unele John!

“ His property is large, and if
He dies, and leaves a Will,
His loving Ncphew (that’s myself)
Wont get a dollar-bill.

“ 111 hie unto my unclc’s bed,
His chambcr well | know,

And there | 11 fin pocket book,
Safe under his d\M’d
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“ With this bright slccl 1 °Il slay him first

Because that is the way '
They do such things, | undcrscind
In" Roucicaulc’s new Play.” ’

By this thc anxious moon rctired
(For all thc stars were in),—

'T is very dark,” thc Nephcw cried,
“ But I can find my km!

Come forlh, my trusty weapo» now!"
(Or words lo that cflcct)

He shouicd to his little bladc.
Whose powcr he did suspeci.

Then out he starls. His Unclc’s do<r
Is thirteen doors from his:

He gains thc iatch, which upward fiies,
And straight inside he is!

Onc pause upon the eniry' siair.
And onc upon the mat,—

How still the house at such an hour!
How mewless lies thc cat!

“ O Nephcw! Nephcw! be not rash;
Turn back, and then ‘luni in’:
Your Unele still is sound asieep,
And you dcvoid of sin!

The gallows-iree was ncvcer built
For handsomc lads like yon,—
Ciet thec to bed (as kind Maclx-th
Wished (7L5y0ung man 10 1)0)."

He will not be advised,—lic stands
Besidc the siccping forni,—
‘I'nc hail begins to bent outsido
A tattoo for the .storm.

”1'is not too late,—repcnt,

And all may yet be wcll!
* Rcpent yourself!” thc Nephcw sncers—
And at it goes pcll-mcll!

rcpeni |

To right and left he carves his way,—
At least ihus it did sccm;

And, aftcr he had done thc «leed—
Wokc up from his bad drc.im,

And swift 10 Unele John he ran,
When dayHght cimbed thc hill.
And told him all,—”d Unele John

Put Nephcw in his Will.

Dear St. Nicholas: | want to tcll you how my brother UHb
I went fishing down by the mili last All Fools’ Uay, aod
caught We had n’t much bait, so we set our lirics out inthesri
water bclow thc mili, and went after more bait. Luie
Brown were playing on thc bank, and as we went away weawutr
make for our lines. They pullcd onc up, but thcre was nothing«
it SoWill and 1 calledyout, “ April fool!” and aiw”th
bait. Aswc were coming back, Lutc and Joe put | ennt
of a window in thc mili. ~ Will went to puli up his lire, and lie
was something frisky on it. So lie called out ” HU' | *ea®
help him puli in. The catch was very snrj-: he dariitd hfif wJ
side and then lo the other. So I said to Will, ““\ou play hraw
give him more line.,, 1’ll go, fetch thg gaff” oligm to<
and wc pulled in. 1i wes hgm‘&fﬂEOfM
/1" Just then Joe called from thc window, “ Halk».
you caught?” We did not "y anything, ‘bccauseit s ir<
of April. But we stopped fishing for that day. .

SVill says not to writc 10 you aboutit. Buihe t
.shy. 1 only want to warn your other boy.s not to be i«<n »
werc.-1 am, ever yours truly, ThomesA P

Dear St.Nicholas: Picase tell your boys.indgi* ihai*l»
ical toys inventcd and made in America are now lobcl*w
immen” stores (Louvre, Bon-Marché, etc.) of Pans.
the places once filled by playthings of Ccnnan ma”.
that your pairiotic young American readers willbegw 10~
bul to counierbalance their cnthusiasni wi
Paris scnds thousands and thousands of | " legid
United States. A very great many work-peoplc do
dress these dolls, according to the lalcst siylw- b'n J
thc dolls, wliich are large and have hall jojnts, are ij
Gcennany; they are sent to Paris to have their hands. 1 * jjI

turnes added. The dolls_have spccini jlinft
spccial mtllincrs; and bcsides all this ihcre are hundrw-
jjlf 3)

and women who spend all their working limein
for doll-houscs. Just think what a host .
strive in order that American girls may be ablctopiay ~ |
just the proper kind —Yours truly,
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MJIMERICAL ENIGMA.
|AHComposed of si.xty-six leiters, and am a quotation from-onc

4:2-55-*557 »s haughiincss. 7-31-13-42-27 is per-
cLﬁ ﬁzrcland My 54g4| 43-" -6*N>¥Joyful My 6(/\46-p66-
inflexible. My 29-53-3-58-17 is an apparatus for heaung.
iTjjj. y_.2_i6-2-52-1 »s that part of a saddlc which holds ihe foot.
rc’)_—5p-33-05 is a short rcligious poem. My 5-35-23-*i-59-«6-
¢ ¢ isa common yetlow blossom. My 8-25-44-37.4 was the
tamii and wiscst of the four sons of Job. My 19-70-39-38-51-45
(¢ 1 causcd by intense coid. My 49-10-28-62-34 is loyafty. My
NjA.30-33-14-20 is 10 tell tales. h. g

KI.ItLES.S WUEEL.
S 1 2

6 5 4

RsruCE the star with a consonant, which must be the last letter
cfochoi the words describcd.  The letters forming the rim, if read
aihcorder showii by che numerais, will spcll thc namc of a day of
is forgirls and bo?/ X

Woras forminglhe spokes: 1. The cnd of a praycr. 2. To lend.
_Toinclire. 4. The young of a homed animal. 5. An augury. 6.
Aomece. 7. The king of bcasts. 8. In a short time. c. d.

QIJINCUNX.
Across: i. TR enireat. 2. A gnawing animal. 3. Part
Iwhel 4 Ashort poem. 5. A person who foresees
ineevents.

downward, beginning at
siver léfi-lund Icitcr: 1. A consonant. 2. A part of
foot 3 Self-esteem. 4. More scarce. 5. Consumed.

LA, CAL. I. FORNY.

Dacoals, from left to right,

PI.

Rymp hei Inia griath, ybso,
‘lili ti no hct dcha;

Keirts tihw lal uyro gmith,
Rcc htc item sha Ifde.

Scslnos oyu’ cv ot aelnr,
Dusiy tiwh a lilw;

Ehiy owh accrti het opt, soyb,
Risft umts inllcb hlc Ihil.

byso,

shbyo,

LIZZIE D. F.

arithmetical puzzles.

Addition.
V— Add a niimber 10 a small night-flymg animal, and
‘ u&ﬁ""&&‘;-wnfa loom. nswer, Bat-tcn.
&sudden inotioii to a cofor, and make a bird. 11. Add

15m* njckname, an arricie, and a bird, and make an
los » together an animal, an arricie, and a
np Add togethera covering and

ULCKVIY, and make to overtum. 9 9

SUBTRACTION
Lk'Avi concurred in action, .and lcavc A
il. « <j:i*pcmicd—O pcrate—Cod.

gSulsnrinl f A delinquent and leave a swiftanimal. 11,
1(1, Icavc a modérate gallop.
in smoothing from uncleanness, and

Subtract a small inclosurc from a
and leave a teamstcr.

Multiflication.

pickics. I11. Muiriply a cape of Tuni.s by two, and make a sugar»
plum. 1V. Mulriply therefore by two, and make passablc.
Division.

Example : Divide a tropical tree by two, and obtain a clawcd foot.
Answer, Pawpaw—Paw.

I~ Divide an extinct bird by two, and obtain to perform. II.
Divide a town in New York State by two, and obtain to utter music-
ally. Ill. Divide a nocturnal, monkcy.likc animal by two, and obtain
always. 1V. Divide a Brazilian bird which is similar to thc swallow
by two, and obtain a Frcnch tcrm for a witty saying. m. c. d.

CROSS-WORD ENIGMA.

My first.is in spy, but not tn look;

My second in scullion, not in cook;

My third is in lum, but not in crook;
My fourih is in stream, but not in brook;
My fifth is in snatched, but not in took;
My sixth is in rod, but not in hook;

My scventh in bullfinch, not in rook;
My cighih is in chink, but not in nook;
My whole once wrote a famous book.

OUTLINE PUZZLE.

Place a piece of thin paper carefully over the abovc design, and,
with a hard sharp pcncil, trace every line; then cut through the
three straight middlc lines, and fit together the four picccs thus
obtained. c. F

CENTRAL SYKCOPATIONS AND REMAINDERS.

Each of the words dcscribed contains five leiicrs, and thc synco-
pated letters, placed in the order here givcn, spcll ajocular greciing.

I. Syncopate small perforated balls of gla.ss, and leave rcsting-
places. 2. Syncopate a resinous substance from which vamish js
made, and Icavc a combustible mineral. 3. Syncopate foremost, and
leave a hand closed tightly. 4. Syncopate a Scottish namc for child.
and Icavc a place for stablin® cattle. 5. Syncopate thin picccs of
bakcd clay, and Icavc fastcnings. 6. Syncopate to postpone, and
leave an animal. 7. Syncopate the simame of Ireland’s nationai
poet, and leave additional. 8. Syncopate to languish, and leave to
let fall. 9. Syncopate a shrub used for Christmas dccorations, and
leave sacred. iiertie.

DROP-LETTER PUZZLE.
—AAA—AA—
Put Icttei” in thc places of thc dashcs, and form two words naming
a great enginecring enterprisc. D. \v.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

A festival. Finals: A day of the week. Connccted,

The words dcscribcd are of equal length.

2. A farcwell. 3. To trcat
5. Additional. 6. To

gilbert Forrester.

Primals:
a Christian festival.

1. The lower edges of a sloping roof.
with contempt. 4. Wanting in courage.
rc-asscmblc.
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Mv whole, consisting of ninc letters, is a sraall countnt ie
My j-2 15 a filame for a near relativo. Myi_,_,u;! |
ran accomplice. My 1-2-3-4 is dim. lily
y a-3 is a nickname. My 2-3-4 is a festival i,
places, hy =-3-4-5 I-duors. My 3-4 ,sa Krcnch
4-5 js a _~tm word. My 3-4-5-O is a conjunclion. Mv /]
isa French verb. My 5-6 isa common abbrctartion \t,.! *1*
a metal.
8-9isa i

CIIAKADE.

My first were monks of high dcgrce;
Of my sccond's depth lakc hccil «

My whole was ihc home of onc who wrote
Of many a knighdy dccd.

DIAMOND.

I. ARoman numeral. 2. A meadow. 3. Inclinck 1 Tlier
of a young Grwk who was drowncd while bwiiumine'.icrojH
Helicspont. 5. I he simame ofa Briiish oiTicer in ihc Revolu-i'ni
war, who was hung as a spy. 6. The provincc oi an alchkm,{le |
A consonant.

DOIHEE DIA<;0\ALS.

Across : i. A sleeping visién, s. The wife of Menclaus. kinccH
SParla 3. To pronouncc 4. The Christian namcofa rcnowncdca

Russia. 5. A wandcrcr. 1

Diagonals : Left to right, downward, lo hindcr. t0;4
downward, an insirument Ibr measuring. cr*

FOUR EASY WORD-S(D ARES.
I. 1. A MEASCRB of time. a. An Imaginar)’ nionsier.  Tol
coax. 4. To stagger. |Il. i. A sub-stance u-scd fur clcansini. i]
One lime. 3. The highcst point. 4. The ciy >f.t young
I11. 1. Above. 2. Aclimbingplant. 3. Termlii.ui</n>. 4. Kej
IV. 1. A small insect. 2. A numbcr. 3. A girl’s »amc, ium
W hat mystical messagc is the bird bringing? “grace.” 4. A span of horscs.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE MARCH NUMBER.

PICTORtAL Puzzle, t. Bearson ale: rcasonable. 2. B. Hunter: Letter Puzzle, x N. 2.W. 3 S 4 K 5T 6o jTI

burthcn. 3. Nut and leg: untangled. l. 8 E. 9 H. n
Half-square X Revokcd. 2. Elided. 3. Vixen. 4. Odes. 5. Charade. Nowherc.

Ken. 6. Ed. 7. D. Puzzle Birds. x Kingfishcr. 2. Quail. 5. Humming-biri 4.1
Double Cross-word Enigma. Presidenii.al inauguration. Sparrow. 5. Dove. 1
Nimerical Enigma. Beware the Ides of March! PICTORIAL pREFix-PuzzLE. x Catalogue. 2 Cat-biri }j
Three Numerical Diamonds. I|. i. C. 2. CAb. 3. CaBin. Caihechiscr. 4. Calacomb. 5. Catechumenatc. 6 CaniX '

4. BIn. 5 N. Il. L. M. 2 MAn. 3. MaNor. 4 NOr. 5 R. 7. Cattle. 8 Cat-hook. 9. Cat-fish. 10. Caialine. it. Gt

I1. 1. C. 2 CAr. 3. CaRat. 4 RAt. 5 T. x2. CatepA'aul. 13. Caterpillar. N
M artial Double Acrostic. Primai Marathén.  Finah: Hour-glass. Centrais: Chasing.—Across: i. Porches. Ci|

Watcrloo. CrosS'Words: i. MoscoW, IA. 3. RuperT. 4 AsHcs. 3. BAr. 4. S. 5 Bit. 6. BoNcs. 7 TonGucs.

ArislotlE. 5. TrafalgaR. 6. HannibaL. 7. UthO. 8. NcrO. Nu.merical Enigma for Wee Puzzleks. Mayrtowcr.

The fiames of solvers are printed in the second number after that in which the puzzles appcar.

Solutions to January puzzles were receivcd, too late for acknowlcdgment in the March numbcr, from Bcatricc and D.anforin, .ii' -t?
lier, France, 7. . . . X lu tg¢

Answ'ers to Puzzles in the February Number were rcceived beforc Fcbru.ary 20, from Eddic A. Shipman, s— Fnnk Hcat?f
Hclcn M. Drennan, 1—Walter K. Smith, i— Clara Mackinney, 5—Mamie H. Wilson, 1—* Jessie,” 6— Edward lhowazki,
Brush, 1—J. Milton Gittcrman, a— Bessie and her cousin, 9— Lizzic H. de St. Vrain, all—Hcnr>" and Haedus, all—PoHy **0
Daisy Huniington, x— Lizzie Fowler, 8— Mary Sievenson and Rose Hiller, x—* Faerie Quccnc,” 3— Charlie F. P"»er, “Jack hx:»
|—James Ircdell, 4— Mary D. and SalHc D. Rogers, 6— Archie and Hugh Burns, 6— Frank P Nugent, 2—Eihel i—

> nosmer, 7—" Lchc ano neriie, 7—>»e % * _
Maggie Claywcll. 9-M ary L. Rikcr, 2— May W. Evans, all-Cco. H; ]

« X»0n»zCiti, an—i:.ucn i-ouisa uryan, 5— \v. il. Pennington, 4—Thrcc young Woodwards, 6— Powell Evans, 1— Fannie
Pansy and Myrilc, all—Sarah L. Payson, all—Tom, Dick, and Harry, 8—Chas. F. and Lcwis A. Lipman, 5—E- «Que

Wizard,” 8— Allle, Clcm, Florcnce, and John, 3—Bemard C. Weld, 9— Bertie Manicr, 7—J. S. H.,9—* Alicc and Penic,

Bcss,” 7— Sallic Chasc, 3—."\nna G. Baker 5— Charlig W. Power, o—.Mice B. Abbot, 7—Ruth Camp, 2— Pcrr>', 2—" The "

6—M. H. R., all—A fricnd of \l. H. R., x— Robert Gally, all— Allic and Linnic, o—Clara Willenbiichcr, 6—C. ?* and .- *V jjjl
Susic Oofr. 7— Willie F. Woolard, 2— X. V Z., 6—* Chuck,” all— Lidc W. and Will G. McKinncy‘ 8— lIsabclla C. Tomes 4->-

2 Kittic Hanaford, 2— ¢c. H. ~1. B., 6—* Dandellon and Clover,” 4— Richard H. Wecld, Jr.. 9— “ Hclen’s Babies.” 6—-L -+ « j
A. Scott, 4— Kcnncth B. Emerson, 4— Frenchy,” 5— Ellwood Lindsay, 5— Alice Maud Kytc, 7— Hattie E. R>ck|vc|| a- s

Bessie Tyng and Suc Homans, 8— Ollic McGregor, 2— Florcnce Lcslie Kytc, all— Edward Vultee, all— Ed. L. Carshaw, %
The numerais denote the numbcr of puzzles solved.
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