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Three miles to the castw ard o f  thc  p rc tty  sea- 
short imvn of Ncwport, on a  h ig h  b a n k  sloping 
tmvard the beach, stood a  large oíd farm -housc, 
which could be seca for miles a round.

Whcn the south-cast wind blcw, and great 
waves dashcd 011 the rocks, the oíd house trcmbled, 
for it stood liare and unprotected; but its good  
timbcrs had .stoutly withstood many a storm 
which had drix en great ships to seck shelter undcr 
the high cliffs rising to thc north-cast of it. If you 
had visited Nexvport at the time of xvhich 1 am 
writing, and, by chance, had driven along the 
beachcs to thc quiet country, you inight have scen 
thc house of xvhich I havc told you, and pcrhaps, 
in passing the gate, you xvould have noticed threc 
hroxvn faces peeping out at you— the faces o f  three 
liulc girls,—Loiiisa, Helena, and Mary,— xvho lived 
sthe solitary house all through the bright summer  

and through thc stormy xvinter. ’l'hey had no 
playmates bcsides one another, but they xvere 
alxvays happy, alxvays busy, and 1 shall tell you 
something about xvhat they did.

First, they slcpt in a prctty nurscry, papered xvith 
Ibright 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 
f the sea, ii shone directly across thcir bcds.
Then the six bvoxvn eycs unclosed, and the little 

"jrls made their plans for the day. T h ey  must

t
rater thcir floxvcrs, and the seeds they had lately 
™ted; they must feed their cat and d o g ; and, 
bcn Mamma should be rcady, they must takc her 

>P through the fields, to look at the last bird’s-nest 

'• discovcred. In the afternoon they must 
“ to thc beach, and look for shells, and seo if the 

had tossed up anything ncxv, for they had

VoL. VIII._27.

Icarned a great deal about thc creatures that live 
in thc xvater as xx’cll as about thosc that live upon 
the land.

T hey  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, 
'l'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.

T hey  once had a funny adventiire, o f  xvhich I am  
going to tcll you ; but first I must describe som e­
thing xvhich is quite peculiar to the island ón xvhich 
Nexvport stands.

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

“  W hat is that? ” you cxclaim.
“ It is the fog-horn on a distant light-house,” an 

islander xvill explain to you. “ L ook! off there is 
a fog-bank, and it is rolling toxvard u s a n d  south- 
eastxvard, on the horizon, you see a loxv, dark cloud. 
Presently a slight chill crecps ovcr you, and the air 
fccls moist. A m om ent 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.

W ell, it xvas on a bright afternoon that Louisa 
(the eldest o f  the children) proposed to her sisters 
to go in search o f  xvild straxvberrics. M amma con- 
sented, and off they startcd, each xvith a basket 
on her arin.

T hey climbed one wall after another, feeling  
quite safe and happy.
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T he berries were abundant, and when they had 
filled their baskets they made a nest in the long  
grass, and had a grand feast. T he 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 o f nothing  
beyond the happy moment.

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

“ N evcr m ind ,” said Louisa, confidently, as she  
gathered up the baskets and took Mary’s hand, 
“ I know the w a y ; ” but as she looked about for 
the stile over which they had climbed, and could 
not find it, her face becam e very sober.

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

“ K eep straight on ,” said Louisa, as the children 
hurried after her, quite sure that all was right; but, 
a few m om ents 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.
“ W here are w e ? ” said Helena, and little Mary 

began to cry. “ I ’m tired, Louisa ; I want to sit 
dow n.”

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 m am m a had 
often said to her about taking caro o f her younger  
sisters, and said, quite checrfully:

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

“ Y es,” said Helena, “ and we will make a bed 
with the hay for M amie, 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 m ight 
serve as a guide to her, for she knew that it must 
be near the sctting o f  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 o f  cattle 
as they were driven homeward for the evening milk-

ing, and she just caught the faint soundofabell 
in Newport. She thought o f her comfortable bed 
at hom e, and o f  her supper waiting, and of her 
poor, anxious m am m a ; and, at last, the teais 
began to roll down her cheeks.

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

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

“ H ark,” said Louisa— “ 1 hcar footstcps;" and 
they clung closely togethcr as the sound carne 
nearer and nearcr.

“ Perhaps it is the man who owns the hay," 
whispered Helena, remembering how she had sal. 
tered it about.

“  Or M amma com e to find us,” said Louisa, and 
she called loudly, “ M am m a! Mamma!” Butthere 
was no voice in rcply ; only, the footsteps «ere 
Corning nearer.

Presentí)' they heard something pulling the hay, 
tlicn a breathing closc by them, and in another 
m om ent a  pair o f big, round eyes stared wonder- 
ingly into their hiding-placc.

“  It iso ld  Kate, our c o w ! ” said Louisa, jumping; 
up with such a shout that Kate started offata 
gallop, and thcn stood still, and took another Icok 
at the children.

“ Come, com e; we will follow her, Helena,fot 
she is sure to go hom e to be milked."

“ But what shall we do with Mamie?" said 
Helena. “  W e  m ust tr>' to wakc her.”

Mamie, however, had settled herself for her 
night’s sleep, and though, when the children 
called her, she half opened her eyes, they instantly 
elosed again, and her chubby face settled back, 
quite contentedly, on its rough pillow.

There was nothing to do but to carry ha, s) 
Louisa, sum m oning all her strength, lifted thcheavy 
child, and, with Helena’s help, managed to íolioir 
the footsteps o f  the cow, who went leisurely on ha 
way, stopping every few moments to nibble the 
bunches of white clover. She followed the btook 
for a little way, and then suddcnly tiirned offín® 
it, and led the children along a n a r r o w  foot-path 

through the long grass. T hey carne to an 
in the wall and passed through it.

Now they could hear the boom of the 
the beach, and their faces brightened, for thff 
knew by this that the cow must be leading them a 
the right way. W henever she stoppcd to 
they laid their heavy burden on the 
rested; they becam e 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 wc only had a pail, we could milk thc cow ,” 
¡said Helena, thinking of her supper.

It was almost dark, and they had begun to think  
(hat Katc, after all, did not m ean to go home,

' «hen shc suddenly brought them  into the broad 
 ̂road 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 
eveíy window. They shouted for joy, and Mamie 
awakened, and Ict them stand her on her feet.

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 m am m a 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 oíd Kate was

“ T H E  C ü W  I.ED T H E  C H IL H K E N  A LU N O  T H R O U G H  T H E  C R A S S . "

‘'Run, Mamie d e a r !” they cricd. “ M amma  
itiocs not know whcrc we are,” and scizing her by  
■•he hands, thc\- liurried on, driving the cow bcforc 
|thcm.

hhcn they reachcd thc house, it appearcd quite 
■  orsaken. The front door stood wide open, thc 
■supper was lying untouchcd on the table— the 
iP-trlor, the bcdrooms, oven the kitchcn, were all 
■emptj, Lvcrybody, even to the cook, had gone  
|ouUo search in thc fog for thc lost children.

Iw , P "''•h dclight at the surprisc they
I ™ S''';^HtT>ma whcn site should come home. 

iuHil P ' ' * ' • R s c l o s c t ) ” said Helena, “ and 
pop out, when thcv all com e back.”

pcttcd and caressed as shc had never been bcforc.
“ But tcll m e ,” said thcir papa, “ which way you  

went, and what you saxv on your way hom e,”
And whcn the children told him aiiout the brook, 

he explaincd to them that, instcad o f  com ing south- 
xvard as they should havc done, they had gone  
wcstxvard. 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, whcn going for a xxalk, shc could 
tie this around her ncck, and it xvould tell her xx'hich 
xvay to go. And Louisa thought that xx'ould be a 
much bettcr guidc than a c í ) w  who xx'antcd to stop 
and eat clox^er cvcry fexv moments.
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T H E  S M A L L K S T  B I R D  I N T H E  W O R L D .

I5v A i. iC E  M a y .

In  a favorite nichc in my rooni, adorned with iny 
choicest specim cns o f  fcrns and plumy grasses, 
hangs, suspended from two slight twigs of bamboo, 
a tiny, daintily fashioned bird’s-nest.

Around this small nest cluster m any 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 1 ever possessed.

M any a weary hour, during the almost intolerable 
heat o f midday in Jamaica, has been charmed away 
by the joyous, exuberant life and wild, merry ways 
of m y little feathered pet.

T he day 1 obtained possession o f this bit o f  bird- 
kind, 1 well remember as being warmer and more 
unbearable than usual. 1 had been all the morn- 
ing  lying in my ham m ock, with jalousies tightly 
drawn to exclude the blinding rays o f  the sun out­
side, vainly trying to find relief in a vigorous 
fanning by m y colored maid, Justina, and in 
cooling drinks o f  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 ñor 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 o f the 
voice be admitted.

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

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

Now, that hat was ccrtainly an objectionable 
article to “ p e e k ” into, but “  p e e k ” 1 did, and was

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

1 drew back and eyed the boy with stern indig. 
nation, but the confident, upraised face, with iis 
grin of expectancy, induced me tt> vcnturc one 
more “ peek.” And this time I was more siiccess- 
ful, for, wrappcd in the folds of gauze. I cspied 
so tiny a ball o f  ruffled feathers that 1 could noi 
believe it was an cntire bird. Uut upon carcfully 
cxtricating this small mass of green and black 
plumage, 1 discovercd it to be the liniest biid 1 
ever saw in my life, but now linip and lifeless.

“  W hy, my boy ! ” exclaimed 1, -  this poor bird 
is dead. W hat can I do with i t? ”

T he boy’s face fell, and the grin fadcd.
“  Hi, missy; me tink you buy that litty bird. 

Him alibe when dis n igga put him in dat bat."
During this conversation 1 had been holdingthe 

small bird in my warm palm, and now, much to 
my surprise, 1 felt a slight tpiiver in tbe little 
framc.

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

“ Warra!” cried 
my black boy, “ him 
alibe now, for sho. 
White missy put the 
brcf in him.”

I hiirricdly dis- 
patched Justina for 
swectened water, (br 
my birdic was rapidly 
rcgaining strength, 
and 1 was anxious lo 
re-assiirc the timid, 
fluttering heart.

T h e  swcetencd «> 

tc rfo rthcom ing ,lp« l

a few drops beiwecn 
my lips and carcfully 
prcssed tbe little beak 
against them, and 
after a slight struggle 
1 felt it sip, fecblyal

VERVAIN  IIUM M ING-IUKÜ A N D  N E S T . — A C T U A L  SIZE.

Soon after, 

and it

first, then eagcrly, at the sweet drops. 
my prisoner was struggling to escape.

From that m om ent m y heart was "’on, 
was with real joy that I saw my bird dart suddenb 
from my hand, and, alighting on the edgc of a
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picturc-frame, commence a vigorous precning o f  his looks very like a humble-bee. Som e of the natives

disordercd plumagc 
“ \Vill missy liab odcr litty birdic on 'de n e s t? ”

¡nquircd thc boy.
1 then Icarned tbat this bird was the malo, which

‘ T H E  T IN IE S T  OI* F K J E N ü S .

I
thc boy liad succccdcd in catching by means of an 
cild ring-iKt. left by soinc naturalist in this land 
tccming with inscct life, and the female was still in 

I the ncst, on an oíd plantation bearing the qucer  
ñame of “ Hozzetty Hall,” situated near the remark- 
able river of " Onc-stick-ovcr-thc-one-eye.” T he  
boy’s oivn scttlcnient of shantics was called 
“Harmony IVns,” whilc he him sclf rejoiced in 
thc appropriato ñame of “  Snow-ball.”

gladly constnted to take the other bird and 
ncst, if he could obtain them, and giving the 
desired “ mac.,” » with an added “  Joe ,” t sent hini 
on his way rcjoicing.

My ivhole mind was now given to the tam ing of  
|mypet, which 1 knew was a vervain hum m ing- 

I ,  a nativo of Jamaica, and the smallest o f  even  
his tiny race. The ñame “ vervain” probably 
onginated from these birds being so often found 
hovcring ovcrthe blue blossoms o f  the W est Indian 
vervain, a plant common in all thc fields and

o f Jamaica apply extremely fanciful ñames to these 
aerial gem s, our humming-birds, such as “  Tresses 
o f  the day-star,” “  Rays o f  thc su n ,” “  Murmur- 
ing birds.” T he French ñame, “  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 a n d a  
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 o f  a pea, 
and the bright, 
bead-likc eyes  
were capable o f  
seeing objects 
almost invisible 
to US, for I could 
see him snap his 
little bilí 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, were wonderfully 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 som e 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 m aking  
this strange wild creaturc contcntcd and happy  
with his new mistrcss and prison-house.

My first thought was o f  a cage, for soon thc 
jalousics must be raised to admit the cool evening  
breeze, and m y Windows, with most others in this 
tropical climatc, were without glass, dependingIpasturcs of Jamaica.• .p, , —  ....... ....... ........&•"““> — 1—.—...t,

™ rathcr commonplace English ñame of hum- upon drawn jalousies, a kind of lattice blind, with
|ming.bir(| is quite misapplied in the case o f  thc 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 m oving wings would bcar their little owner 
out into the free air he loved so well. A cage must 
be m ade at once, and m y ingenuity was taxed to

-I-------  . . . .o « .4p p l l V V <

vcnain, as the ñame comes from thc hum m ing  

soumimatlc by thc wings in the rapid flight. But 
Wh thc ven>ain. Ibis sound, from its diminutivo 

sbe> and wonderfiil vclocity, is more like the sharp 
''bir-r-r of insect wings. Indeed, from a distancc, 

ling from flowcr to flower, the tiny creaturc

* Nfacaroni," a Creóle shilUng. t  Sixpence.
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provide one dainty enough for so exquisite an 
occupant.

One o f  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 o f 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 o f asilver  
wire and twig o f  lantana, for slecping and perching 
purposes. 1 then begged  a toy cup from my hostess’ 
little daughter, which 1 filled with the juice o f  the 
sugar-cane, sctting a small quill in it, for the convcn- 
ience o f  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 m y table, 
in hopos that the ’cutc little fellow would in some  
way gct an inkling o f its intended use.

All this time, during the confusión attending the 
erection o f  his dwelling, Minim, as 1 had decided  
to cali this smallest of small birds, was darting 
about, m aking him self quite at hom e, and often 
visiting a bouquet on my table, com posed o f sprays 
o f lovely orange-blossoms, and fragrant bunches o f  
the moringa. A s he becam e bolder, he flashed 
hither and thither with such startling rapidity that 
I fairly held my breath. F ly ing  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 o f  moringa. 
After rapidly circling for som e minutes around the 
table, he would suddenly becom e stationary over the 
flowers, suspended on wings vibrating with such 
extraordinary rapidity that he seem ed to be envel- 
oped in m is t ; then, perhaps, he would m ake another 
swift journey about the room before sipping the 
néctar contained in the fragrant blossoms.

But 1 began to hear gay volees ou ts id e; it was 
tim e for the usual aftcrnoon drivc, and oh d e a r ! 
m y Unen dress hung in limp folds, and the room 
was so unbearably cióse that 1 could hardly breathe, 
but I darcd not raise the jalousies, for by this time 
m y heart was fixcd upon keeping m y 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 o íf the base o f  one ó f 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 o f  deshabilh' for the rest

o f the evening, for, with neither air ñor light, I had 
not the requisite energy for making a ’toilet. 
Minim soon decided to retire for tlic night, and 
pcrchcd upon his favorite picturc-framc. Through 
the gathcring darkncss 1 could Just see the quccr 
little mite, his bead-like eyes closed, and his head 
not under his wing, but held a little toward one 
side, over his shoulder.

I sent Justina to request that my evening mcal 
be scrvcd in my room, and also ventured to ask 
for a  dim light, by which 1 might safely convey 
my food to m y mouth. A s the light enicrcd the 
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. I ran and picked him up, 
fearing he was dead, but found that he clung 
tightly to my hand. 1 cpiickly put otit the un- 
fortunate light, groped my way lo the cage, and 
succeeded in gctting the little claws on to the siher 
wire, where they clung in dcsperatioii. I carcfully 
drew my hand from the cage, lowered the gauze 
curtain, and listened intently, but therc was no 
sound. .So I rcsigned m yself to darkiiess, and 
quietly rctircd to my couch, hoping for bctler luck 
on the morrow.

W ith the first brcak o f dawn I was arouscd from 
my slumber by a sound near me, and, listening, I 
distinguished a faint song, a plaintive bird-song, 
feeblc but wondcrfully sweet. 1 held my breath 
with astonishmcnt and delight.

T he singer could not be m y ncw pet. Who ever 
heard a humming-bird make more iban a sharp 
chlrp !

T he 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 I now g a z c d  long with 
admiration. T he swelling breast was covercd with 
fine white feathers, eacli feathcr tippcd with briglit 
green; the quivcring wings were a dcep, velvcty 
black, and as a ray o f  the rising sun s t r u c k  across 
the lustrous metallic green of his back and sidos, 1 
thought him the loveliest thing 1 had ever beheld.

T he 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- 
I bogan to think the song had been all a drcam, 
but every mórning after that, M i n i m  w o k e  me witi 
the sweet song that, of all humming-birds, is on) 

allowed to the vervain. .
Minim soon began to hover about the fa o 

flowers in his cage, evidcntly with d issatis faction . 

I eagerly watched the drooping blossom covcnng
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Minim, after trying one andImy cup of sweets. 
lanotherof the flowers, thrust liis sharp beak into the 
lllowcry cheat, and there the little fcllow remaincd, 
land I saw with gladness the tiny pum ping appa- 
Iratus within the beak inoving at a  great rate. W hat  
ja<needy d f  he was! Even after I removed the 
lllower from the cup, he hovercd over it every 
In iom cn t, drinking deeply of the sweet juice. I 
|l)iink he considcrcd the whole affair a good in-

Ivention.
I could fill a volumc with the pranks with which  

Ihis channing little bird amused m e, during my 
jtav in Jamaica. He grew more joyous and full 
of iiíc every day, showing no signs of fcar, and 
«hen allowcd his frccdom in the room, in search 
ofthc nccessary insect-food, voluntarily returned to 
his cagc and much loved sirup-cup.

1 casily taught him to sip from m y lips, and 
often havc 1 bccn rouscd from m y midday siesta by 
sharp, angry cries, and an eager little beak pecking  
atmy lips, in search of the sweet drops often found 

there.
His ctiriosity was funny to see. All m y garmcnts 

had to undergo a thorough investigation, and my  
hair tras made to stand on cnd, with his frantic en- 
deavors to obtain my hair-ribbons. T he many- 
toloied bows adorning Justina’s woolly head seeined  
to excite his indignation, and I have laughed till 
ihc te,irs canic. to see the poor girl trying in vain 
lo escape thc atlacks of her little persecutor; and  
«hen the shar|) claws bccamc cntangled in her 
«oollymass of hair, her indignation would vent it- 
idfinashowcr of abuse only possiblc to a genuino  
Jamaica negro tongue.

Not only did my wee birdic posscss an amus- 
ing amount of vanity and bird-like self-conceit, 
but ivithin thc diminutivo frame was a  spirit capa- 
ble of the most valoroits deeds. Indeed, the little 
Mow tras rcally pugnacious, and often rcmindcd  
me of a small bantani-cock.

The Mexicans belicvcd that thc souls of departed 
«arriors inhabitcd the bodies o f  humming-birds. 
Surely, ¡f this myth were true, the spirit o f  somc  
great chieftain lived again in the frail body of  
raypet.

One morning a mango humming-bird carne 
tehing through the opon window. I quickly low- 
eted the jalousics, and opened M inim’s cage, 
m>ping to obtain posscssion of iny lovcly guest.

Minim, of coursc, darted from the c a g e ; he eyed 
ihc raagnificent stranger for som c time with appar- 
®  serenity, but suddenly, without warning, darted 
to'Rtdhim with a perfect shrick o f  rage, and for 
*®oment all I could see was a  confused, rapidly

revolving mass of feathers. First thc mango, then  
Minim, would be uppermost in this terrific com bat.' 
I was bitterly repenting m y rash act, for the mango  
was much the larger bird, and I feared would kill 
m y pct, when T saw thc stranger bird fall to the 
ground. I hurried to him  and found that he was 
nearly dead, while Minim bcgan quictly plumlng  
himself, with an air of calm superiority. I never 
tricd that experiment again, although I am sure 
my little pugilist was capable o f whipping “  a  fel- 
low twice his size.”

Little black Snow-ball one day brought m e the 
female bird and nest. Minim m ade 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 I 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 o f 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 o f the nest, and hcre and there are 
stuck bright bits o f  green and gray lichens, making  
altogether a wonderfully prctty little bird-housc.

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

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

My bcautiful Minim had returned to the wild, 
sunny frecdom from which he had bccn takcn.
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M A S T E R  M O O N O .

HV S. CONANT FOSTER.

( IV íth  illustra tio íis by **« harti a r iis t." )

3k.tp-- ' - ^  yi-wSi:SÍ\.

G e t  on  m y  knee , m y  little dear,
And listen to a story queer;
’T  is all about the strange career 
O f Master .Moono, chevalier,
W ho built a funny car, h a ! h a !
T o ride from Dan to Beersheba.

It made the peoplc laugh and stare,
T h e  car was such an odd affair;
’T  was half a coach and half a chair,
W ould go on water, earth, or air,
W as lined with costly cam el’s-hair,
And had a cannon filled with care—

‘ 1 m ight,” he said, “ as well prepare 
For peace, or war, h e !  h e !  h a !  ha!
In leaving D an for Beersheba.”

H e took his mother’s jewel-box;
It had no strappings, hasps, or locks,
But still he thought ’t would stand the knocks; 
H e 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  
T o tell the time it took, h a !  ha!
T o  run from Dan to Beersheba.

T h e  neighbors said: “ The boy is daft!”
But Master Moono only laughed.
And packcd with food his funny craft; 
Provisions took, ho ! ho ! ha ! h a !
T o  last from Dan to Beersheba.

His mother wept and turned palo:
His sister said, “ T h e  thing will fail.”
But all their tears did not avail;
H e jum pcd in and hoistcd sail,
Up sprang a sprightly Southern gale; 
H ec r ie d :  “  G ood-bye, my Pa and Ma,
1 ’m off from Dan to Beersheba! ”

H e traveled near, he traveled far;
In Tyrol he did tra-la-la.
H e heard a Germán saying “ yah,"
H e twanged a Spanish maid’s giiitar,
And bowed before the Russian czar.

‘ Now, then ,” he cricd, “ T o sce a star,
And then , th ro u g h  Borrioboolaga,
1 '11 hie me on to Beersheba.”

T he rocks o f granite out he thrcw.
And up aloft he quickly flew;
T hen, fast rcccding from his view,
T he houses small and smallcr grew. .
H e shivered, coughcd, and sneezed “ A-c J
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J ' y i y

His cars «ere red, his nosc was blue.
•Oh, dear I ” he cricd, “  W hat shall 1 d o ? ” 
For he was frightencd through and through, 
.\nd never thought to laugh “  Ha 1 h a ! ” 
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.

T he car went tiimbling down below. 
Som e picccs fcll in .Africa,
And som e in Dan and Beersheba.

But Master Moono in the sky 
W as doomcd for ayo to livc and che; 
Soinetimcs he hides his face to ciy, 
Sonieiim es he only shows an eye, 
Som etim es, with niany a star, ha ! h a ! 
H e shines on Dan and Beersheba.
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M Y S T E R Y  I N  A M A N S I O N .
( A  S ia ry  q f  an  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  
■ 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.

“ N ow ,” said Fred, “  if you will only com e at once 
and speak to Papa, we can bcgin by twelve 

o’clock. ”
“  You think he will consent ? ”
“  After I have spokcn to him, I am sure he will,” 

said Fred, with a dignity Belle much admired.
“  Of course,” said the Chief. “ T he whole 

Brotherhood— that is, 1 m ean ,—all the boys wont 
enter. Therc are four o f  you ? ”

“ Five, counting K itty,” said Fred.
“ D oes she r o w ? ” 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 
m ight as well count her in .”

“ D o you row ?” said the Chief, turning to Belle. 
“ A little,” said Belle. “ But not enough to 

enter in a race. M amma and I were going to give 
the prizes.”

“  T hat ’s a good idea,” said he. “  N ow 1 TI go 
back and tell the boys, and we shall row up .”

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

T he C hief nodded, and hurried back to give his 
orders to the Loyal Brothers.

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

Sandy had brought a coñcc-pot and a fiying-paa 
in his boat.

“ P apa,” said Fred, hurrying up lo where his 
father lay on the grass, watching Sandy and Kiin- 
gather- up dried sticks, “  you look as if you would 
be glad to have som e o f  the troublc of the regatta 
taken off your hands. 1 m et,” hcre he raised his 
voice a little, and spoke very distinctly,—“■ I ntct
the C h ie f ”

“ T h e  w h o ? ” said his father.
“ The* C hief and Napoleón Bonapartc, and some 

o f the others.”
“ T hat was n ice,” said Kitty, trying not to look 

surprised. “  But you need not be so mysierious. 
Cousin Robcrt knpws all about it.”

“ 11c d o e s ! ” exclaimed F r e d ; “ and ! told the 
Chief that tortures could n’t draw it from you.” 

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

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

“  Keep what ? ” asked Sandy. “ If it is Kitids 
secret, she would n’t tell m e .”

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

“  She has the best of you, Fred,” said hisfathct. 
“ It is n ’t a secret,” said Fred. “ The whole 

thing is brokcn up .”
“ W ho said it was n’t a secre t? ” cried Kitty. 
“ T he C hief,” replied Fred.
“ T hat is l o v e ly ! ” and Kitty, botwcen the Src 

and delight, grew very red. “ Now, .Sandy, I’ll 
tell you all about it. You seo, I niel Ihirry Briscom 
in the hall upstairs, and he had Napoleón Bona- 
parte shut up in the dark room, and he asked me
if I would be State’s evidence, and 1------ ”

“ G o o d n ess !” exclaimed Sandy, “ don’t tell me 
all, tell me part.”

“  But don’t you see ? ” said Kitty.
“ Begin at the beginning,” said Fred. ‘‘But 

first I want to tell you that I asked Will Lcwis-hc 
is the C hief (you know he was at Bagshy's last 
term, Sandy)— to take a share in our regatta. He 
wanted to, and they have some boats. Thcyseein 

to be nice boys. Papa.”
“ T hey  are very am using,” said his fallttt' 

“ W ill they come in co stu m e? ”

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



M Y S T E R Y  I N  A M A N S I O N . 4 2 7

|»\Vhat on carth is it all a b o u t? ” exclaimed  
L v ,  o What is it,. Belle ? ” 
f “l'don’t know,” said Belle. “  It is some so n  of  

¡etv and they all have ñam es.” 
r“I)ón’tyou r e a l l y  know ?” cricd Kitty. “  D id n ’t 

fccChief tcll you?”
“Kot much," confcssed Frcd, his cunosity con-

jucring h im .
“ Did he rcally say it was n’t a secret ? ” 

í “Hc said it made no differcncc, for it was all 

,oken up.”
i “Veiy wcll,” said Kitty, greatly rcjoiced. “  Just 

1 Cousin Jule, and Donald, and sit down on thc 

írass, and 1 'II tcll you all about it.”
¡ “ Bcgin at thc beginning,” said Sandy.
[ “And hurry up, for they ’ll be hcre soon ,” said 

•red.
1 So they all sat down on thc grass, and with much 
Lmatioñ, and many intcrruptions, Kitty told thc 
lory of the Brothcrhood, and Sandy declared it 
Ltbc fun, and he would be thc Chief if W ill 
wis resigncd. Donald said it was ridiculous, and 
jcllc privatcly resolved to ask W ill Lewis to havc it 
1 again, when she would be Mary, Qucen of 

M IS .

ralhcr likc to be the Invadcr,” said Mr. 
jaird. “ KorI ”
| “0h, 1 tcll y o u !” cricd Kitty, jum ping up in 

;at excitcmcnt. “ Lct us tic Cousin Robcrt’s 
i behind him, and muss up his hair, and that

I coat could be torn a little, and lct us present 
fcm to the Chief as a captured Invader.”
] “Upon my word,” said Mr. Baird, “ that i s a  
¡larming proposition ! T hen, suppose they carry 
«thejoke, and duck me in the crc ck ? ”

| “0h, we should n’t l6t them do t h a t ! ” cried 
tty. “ Wc should rescuc you. W e  should n’t

II them tOHcli you. It would be perfectly lo v e ly ! ” 
I "Thank you. Kitty,” said her cousin. “  But if 
jplaythe frog and thc boys, I wont be thc frog.”

‘■Here they c o m e!” shouted Sandy, jum ping

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

md not one of them voluntccrcd to stay behind.
onow they l i a d  s ix  b o a t s  i n  a l l .

jThc“ Helcn,” thc “ Marian,” thc “ Fly-catcher,”
1 thc “ Ncptunc” were all small boats, to be

>'ved by 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 h e  said he was glad to see  
nem.

|Thc fiist annoiincement was made by Napoleón

Bonapartc, who said they had brought flags. A s  
the Bairds had none, they had to confíscate ribbons 
and handkerchiefs, and make three. After this 
was done, they arranged the terms o f the race.

T he four small boats were to be entercd together, 
and were to be manned by Frcd, W ill Lewis, Don  
ald, and Don Quixote, as oarsmen nearest in size, 
and, possibly, in skill. T hen  the ‘ ‘ Jolly Fisherman ” 
and “  K ing Charles,” with Sandy, Harry Briscom, 
Robinson Crusoe, and Rob R oy; Robin H ood, 
Kitty, Captain Kidd, and Napoleón 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 o f  the other small 
boats.

T h ey  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.

T he prizes were, first; a  ncw deep-sea line, owned 
by D on ald ; then a gold watch-kcy, broken, but still a  
kcy, and still g o ld ; and, finally, sixtccn lead-pcnciis 
of diffcrcnt sizes, contributcd by the whole party. 
T he small boat winning the most races was to be  
thc flag-ship o f thc squadron, and the best single- 
oarsman was to have a rosette, made out o f  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.

T hese arrangemcnts were all concluded, Kitty 
announced that she rowed as Sir W alter Raleigh, 
and they hurried down to the bank o f the river, and 
the boats were manned.

T h e  day was fine, the water smootli, and, amid 
much applausc, thc four boats startcd ofif. Fred 
took thc lead at once. H e pulled with quick, 
nervous strokes, and was, in a moment, a boat’s 
length ahead o f  the otbcrs. T h e  C hief saw this, 
he gave a few strong pulís, 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. T he C hief 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.

T hey 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 reservcd his strength to some  
purpose. Fred and the C hief were still ahead, 
and still kept closc. A s they drew near thc willow 
tree, cries o f  applausc, o f  encouragement, soundcd  
from thc sh o re ; each one had his friends, and each  
boat was chccred lustily. Fred pulled likc a little 
giant, he looked red and h o t ; the Chief now led, 
and the Brotherhood checred him. T hey were 
almost at the tree 1
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Don Quixote was hopelessly behincl, Donald  
cióse to Fred. Again the Brotherhood hurrahed. 
T h e  C hief rowed with zeal, and Fred carne up along- 
side o f him. T hen  Donald bcnt to his w ork; he 
was not hot ñor t ired; he had mettsured his 
strength and had not spent it, and with a few strong

most girls sho worked up undcr cxcitemcnt, and 
“  K ing Charles” at once took the Icad, and kcm ¡t 
and carne in all cxcitemcnt, glory, and apphuse 
far ahead o f the “  Jolly Fishcrman.” and so Kiitv' 
as the reprcsentative o f  the crew, became the di! 
lighted receiver o f  the golden watch-kev.

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

Thcn they cheercd !
T h ey  all cheered, and Donald was 

led up in triumph, and prcscntcd 
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 excitem ent, ex- 
plained why they did not win.

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

T hen Belle again took her i>laco 
undcr the willow. T he “ Jolly Fish­
crm an ” ,and “ K ing C harles” were manned by  
eager and excited crews, and they started off.

Mr. Baird did not like the arrangement o f thesc 
crews. Kitty and the smallcr boys were in the 
sam e boat, and he thought the división unwise. 
But, as it happened, the very best oarsman o f 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

T hen  they changed the prograniine, and had 
luncheon.

T h ey  did not wait to catch more fish, Irat put “ 
their stores together, and ate c v e r y t h i n g ,  and fe i 

frcsher.
It was also Judged best for .Mr. Baircl and Kitiy 

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  
^'eptunc" sprang a leak, and the other boats 

mere stopped to find a piece of tallow that was 
carried by some one o f the Brotherhood in 

^  of such a disastcr. N o  one had it, and then 
¡,«as found in the possession of Don Quixote, who 
stood under the willow with Belle. T he “  H elen ” 
rent after it, and thc leak was stopped, and the

race began again.
II was won by Donald and Robin H ood, in the 

"Manan,’’ so each rcceivcd eight lead-pencils; 
Donald bore off thc rosette, and the “  Marian,” 
sinner in two races, mounted all the flags, and 
Mrs. Baird was rowed home in it by Donald, the 

Champion.

CllAl’TER X l l .

POMP AND CEREMONY.

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

After the regatta, thc Brotherhood was always 
happening in at r.reystone. Som etim es Captain 
Kidd appeared at Patty’s kitchen door, with a string 
of fish, or Don Ouixote and som e o f  thc others 
brought birds. One aftcrnoon, the Chicf carne with 
alawn scythe and a set of crociuet, and soon made 

fine levcl for the game on the lawn.
The Bairds all likcd the boys, and thcrc was 

no doubt of their liking the Bairds. T hey took 
Ihe girls out rowing one lovely starlight night, and 
Belle and the Chicf sang song after son g  togethcr, 
lo every one’s delight, and then Napoleón Bona- 
parte, who had bccn a chorister one wintcr, sang  
hjinns in a sweet, girlish voice, and Kitty was so 
pleased 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 was, therefore, very proper, and very inevi­
table, that thc tribe should again com e to life.

“ 1 don’t see how you ever carne to think o f  such 
a thing,” said Donald, onc evening, as thc Chicf 
and Lord Leicestcr sat on the porch stcps.

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

so Eniily and I thought we ’d have one. 
be ‘1!.0.1!.’ (Bower of Beauty), we called it!—  

™ one day my únele said that som ebody, 1 don’t 
ao» who, said that if we wantcd to know how  

peoplc felt when they said cross, or plcasant, or 
.s'upid things, we should try to look like them, and 
'‘■'1 too, should fccl cross or plcasant.”

_ believe that,” said Fred, “ and yet, 
should go about with my cycbrowspcrbaps, if

raised, and my forchead puckered, 1 might get to 
feel as anxious as U nele  Peyton looks.”

“  D on’t be personal,” said Mrs. Baird, glancing  
at Kitty, but Kitty was not thinking o f  her fathcr, 
ñor of his cyebrows, but exclaimed :

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

“ That was n’t all m y únele said,” continued the 
Chief; “ he went on talking about great people, 
and he said no onc ever became great without hav- 
ing in him sclf some reason for i t— some sort o f  
powcr, you know .”

“ 1 don’t know about that,” said Sandy; “ som e­
times people are lucky. There was your Bcnidicto, 
you know, Belle ! ”

“  But there must be som ething in the people,  
you see ,” said Donald. “ N o  luck in the world 
could m ake a man stand up if he had no bones, 
and ‘ power,’ as W ill calis it, must takc the place 
o f bones in character.”

“ Very well stated,” said Mr. Baird; “ but—  
go on, W ill .”

“ So my únele said that when he was a boy, he  
was an awful coward. H e would n’t even go any- 
where in thc dark through the house, and his  
mothcrj to m ake him braver, uscd to cali him her  
little W ashington, and he was ashamed to be a 
coward then. A nd so he said it was n’t a bad plan 
for childrcn to cure themselves o f  their faults by 
playing they were some one clsc, and choosing  
some character that was just what they ought to  
be. Our E m ily was all thc time finding fault, and 
telling tales, so he said she had better be D on  
Quixote, who thought everybody good and beauti- 
ful, and who tried to help people out o f  trouble 
instead o f blam ing them. 1 was lazy and 1 was 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 
think about thc best way o f  doing them. That  
was a long time a g o .”

“  Did you do it ? ” askcd Kitty.
“ Certainly. It was lots o f  fun. T he ‘ B. O. B .’ 

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

“ W hat good did it do you ? ” askcd Frcd.
“  A good deal,” said Will. “  1 could n ’t have  

bcen C hief o f  thc Brotherhood if 1 had n’t been  
used to planning, as Robinson Crusoe. T hese boys  
need a grcat deal o f  thinking done for them ! ” 

“ T hen , how carne the Brotherhood?” said Mrs. 
Baird. ^

“ Oh, that was easy enough ! W e  all carne up  
here to spend the summer, and a good many o f  us
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(Ak u ,

used to go to the sam e school,— before I went to 
B agsby’s, Fred,— and we thought we ’d have a tribe, 
and só it carne to be the Band o f  Loyal Brothers, 
and I thought of this oíd play o f  ours. W e have  
had a real good time. ”

“ I don’t doubt that,” said Mr. Baird. “ I 
should n’t mind being a Loyal Brother myself. I 
don’t know what character I had better choose. I 
m ight be so m any things I am not.”

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

“  T hat is hard on m e ,” 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. ”

“  W e  were not particular about that part of it,” 
said the Lord Leicester. “  T h e  Chief did propose 
it, but we could n’t agree about our faults. Nobody  
would own up, you see. Now, there is Robinson  
Crusoe. O f course he has very rough manners, 
anybody could see that, and when I proposed that 
he should be Lord Chcsterfield, and so get better 
ones, he got up and wanted to knock m e over. 
N on e o f 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 I took h im .”

“ T h e n ,” said Donald, “  I tell you who I ’d like 
to be —Marco Bozzaris, rushing in with m y Greeks 
on the T urks.”

“ You would n’t like to be k illed ?” said Belleí 
“ N o ;  I ’d have that altered. I should win the 

victory and free m y country, and be crowned k ing .” 
And so, one afternoon that week, three boats 

mysteriously glidcd up to the bank just beyond  
Greystone W harf, and in silence and with cautious 
steps, the Chief, D on Quixote, Robin H ood, Cap- 
tain Kidd, Robinson Crusoe, Napoleón Bonaparte, 
Rob Roy, and Pocahontas (who had bccn away for 
several days) took their way to Greystone Castle.

T he Council Chamber was lighted only by the 
fire burning in thc open fire-place, and by a candle 
in a  bottle. T h e  pitch-pine torches, as yet un- 
lighted, were Icaning against the w a ll; 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 o f the fire. Green branches 
were strewn upon thc floor, and in one córner xvas 
a seat covered xvith an oíd 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. T hen all 
the candles and the pitch-pine torches were lighted, 
and Rob Roy and Robin H ood, holding the torches,

took thcir places beside the Chief, xvho sat uom 
his rug, wearing his red cloak and cap.

Lord Leicester and D on Quixote then left tht 
room, and in a  m om ent voiccs and steps xiere 
heard in the hall. Next, all was sücnt, and then 
the door opened, and there entercd:

T he  Captured Invader, with his hands tied m 
front.

A  Quakeress (Mrs. Baird).
Sir W alter Raleigh (Kitty).
Blucbcard (Sandy).
Mary, Queen o f Scots (Bolle).
T he D uke o f W ellington (Donald).
King Arthur (Fred).
T hese were separately announced by Lord 

Leicester, and received by the Chief, standing, 
T hey, also, were masked.

“ T he Invader,” said the Chief. promptly pr». 
ceeding to business, “  is put undcr guard.” And 
at a signal, made by the Chief, xvho touched his 
forehead, D on Quixote and Robinson Crusoe at 
once stepped to the Invader’s sido, and laid theii 
hands on his shoulders. H e trcmbled. He trcm. 
bled so violently that his knees sliook, and Sir 
W alter Raleigh laughed, but immediately checked 
herself.

“ T he ladics,” said the Chief, “ 1 xvclcome,”and 
then he gave another sign, by laying txvo fingersoí 
one hand in the palm o f  the other, and Captain 
Kidd and Napoleón Bonapartc conducted the 
Quakeress and the Queen o f Scots to thc covered 
seat.

“  Sir W alter R ale igh ,” bcgan the Chief
“ Oh, I ’ll stay with the other boys—the other 

knights, I m ean ,” said Kitty.
“ Sir W alter R a le ig h ,” resumed the Chief, “1 

xvclcome you /  ”
H e had not intended to say this, but it xxas «til 

thought of, and xvell received.
T hen K ing Arthur a d v a n c e d ,  and dropping upon 

one knee, he asked for admission to thc Bandof 
Loyal Brothers; he asked it for himself, and fot 

his com pany o f  pilgrims.
“  Are ye truc and tried ?” said tlic Chief.
“ T ruc,” rcplied K ing Arthur, “ but not )tt 

tried.”
T he C hief hesitated a moment, then he said.

“  My sxvord ! ”
And Lord Leicester handed h i m  his sxvord. t 

xvas long and bright, and the Cliicf held it up i» 

the air.
“  Sw ear! ” he cricd,
“  I swear ! ” repcatcd King Arthur, adding, ma

loxv, quick volee, “ don’t you lct t h a t  c o m e d o x x n o

in y h e a d .”
“  Swear you xvill be secret concerning a 

concerns th e  Band of  Loyal Brothers.”
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<‘ l s w c a r ! ’ ’ s a id  K i n g  Arthur.
»Swear that you will obcy the Chicf, and not 

jsk reasons of him.”
I swear ’ rcpeated K ing Arthur.

“Swear that you will aid the poor, and defcnd

the innocent.”
“ I swear!” said he, and Sir W alter Raleigh  

t u r n e d  and looked at Robin Hood and Napoleón  
Bonaparte, as if she had just been reminded of  

something.
“Rise, Sir K night!” cried the Chief, giving  

thc candidate a whack on the shoulder with his 
sivord. and quickly adding, “  I hope I did n’t hurt 

vou, Fred?”
' King .Arthur rubbcd his shoulder, but said 

nothing.
Then thc Duke of W cllington, arrayed in a three- 

cornercd hat, and a water-proof cloak, advanced, 
knelt, and was sworn in. Dluebeard followed, and 
then Sir Walter Raleigh carne forward.

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

‘‘ Do you mean 1 ever did tell ? ”
“ I do,” replicd the Chief.
“ Well, I did n’t,” said Sir W alter, getting up 
f her knces, “ and it is very mean in you to say  

so. Did I ?” she said, turning to Robin Hood.
“ Mo, you did n’t,” he answered. “  At least, 1 

don’tbelieve you did.”
“ And you and Napoleón Bonaparte promiscdto  

be my champions ? ”
The champions noddcd their heads.
“ 1 don’t know about that,” said Bluebeard, 

mischicvously. “ Of course, when she was a girl, 
she could have champions, but now she ’s Sir 
Walter, she ought, of course, to fight for herself.” 

“Very well,” said Sir W alter. “  1 don’t want 
any champions. 1 daré anybody wlio says I told 
anything, exccpting to Cousin Robert, to fight.” 

“To single combat,” corrccted K ing Arthur.
“To single combat,” added Sir Walter.
The Brotherhood looked upon this with interest. 

The band had never had a combat, and now to 
have thc glovc thrown down, as a knight would 
''Ave said, hy a girl, was novel and cxciting.

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

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

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

And on horecback,” suggcsted thc Captured 
mvader.

“ 1 forbid fighting,” sa id  th e  Q u a k c re s s ,  g e t t in g

up. “ Friends, ye must not engage in deeds of  
strife.”

“ But her— his— I mean, Sir W alter’s h on or?” 
said the Captured Invader.

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

T he Brotherhood immediately unmaskcd, and  
each put his mask in his pocket, with an air o f not 
having meant to do it.

“  She can’t be tried,” said the D uke of W elling-  
ton, who knew som ething o f law and order, “  until 
she is a mcmber, and she has n ’t been m ade one  
yet.”

“  K n c e l ! ” cricd the Chief, and Sir W alter  
knelt, and was gently touched by the sword, and  
told to arise.

“ N ow ,” said she, “ to-night I shall watch my  
armor.”

“ Come, B elle ,” said Bluebeard, and Mary, 
Queen of Scots, carne forward.

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

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

“ N o, 1 thank you ,” the Queen promptly replied. 
“ If 1 am going to be a member, I ’ll be made one  
just as you are.”

“ Crown her,” said Donald, and the C hief looked  
his gratitude, and taking off the high fabric o f roses 
and grcen Icaves with which the royal head was 
adorned, he put it back again, and sa id :

“ T hou art crowned Q ueen,” and Belle aróse, 
saying regretfully:

“ I 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  
o f Spain, said nothing, but sat still, and bore the fire.

T hen thc Quakeress, fair and gentle in  her gray 
dress, and white cap, and kerchief, was allowed to 
say “ y e a ” and “ n a y ” to her vows, but she was 
not knighted, o f  course.

After this was all done, and all the candidates 
were admittcd to membcrship, it was proposed that 
it was now tirqe to try the Captured Invader. T he  
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.

H e was then askcd his ñame, and how he carne 
thcrc. H e said he was thc Barón Baird, and had 
but rcturned to the home of his ancestors.

This, no onc denied, but the C hief told him that 
thc castle was captured, and in the hands o f  the foe, 
and he was immediately sent out of the room, 
under the charge o f  his guards, and the Brother-
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hood went through the formality o f  a vote upon 
his sentence.

Som e voted for banishment, som e 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 C hief said he would take no vote, and he sent 
for the prisoner.

“ W e  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 —  th e— interval—-1— lay —  you —  undcr 
tr ib u te ! ”

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

“ W hile  they are gone ,” said D on Quixote, “ we 
m ight arrange for the trial o f  Sir W alter R aleigh .”

“ N o, you need n’t ,” said Pocahontas; “ 1 told 
it! You see, 1 thought that if other girls bclongcd  
m y sister m ight, and 1 was tired o f being a squaw; 
I wanted to be Ñero, or Shakspeare, and as Kitty 
Baird would n’t be Pocahontas, I asked our Nelly  
to be, and I did n’t think to tell her not to tell the 
other girls. If 1 had been here and known all the 
fuss, I ’d have told you long a g o ! ”

T he Brotherhood aróse. T hey  cach spoke, and 
at the same mom ent, 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.

T he Queen of Scots, who began to feel afraid she 
would share the fate o f  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.

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

C h a p t e k  X l l l .

OUT IN THE MELON-FIELD, AND THE LAST 
ADVENTURE.

K it t y  was decided in h e r  de te rm ina tion  to 
w atch  h e r  a rm or, an d  as slie liad no sword o f  h e r

own, she borrowcd the onc bcldíiging to the Chitf 
and this, with the shawl she had drapcd asaclo¿ 
and her hat and plume, made up the armor, 
she placed in the room opcning into her o»n 
Here she said she should watch one hour.

“ In the n ig h t? ” asked Sandy.
“ In the n igh t,” responded Kitty; andshcwent 

to bed at once, so as to have a little nap firsi, andas 
she had hurt her foot, Patty follow ed with a soft 
warm bread-and-milk poultice to bind on it. Kitty 
did not want the poultice, but Patty assured henhat 
it would rcmove all the sorcncss, and soshcyielded, 
and the foot was neatly bound up, and Kitty, hall 
dressed, lay down to take her nap.

W hen Belle carne up to bed, she laughed. Kitty 
was sound asleep, and there was nosignofher 
waking !

But she did awaken. It was not her an.'cietyio 
watch her armor that arouscd her, but the poultice. 
It had grown coid and hard, and was imcomfoit- 
able. So Kitty sat up, took it off, rolled ¡t up 
into a ball, and threw it across the room. Then 
she thought o f her armor. The idea of gettingup 
was not plcasant. “ Donald was right," she 
thought; “  it'is all nonsense, and il isdark,andmy
foot is sorc, and I am so slccpy, and yct, when
they ask me to-m orrow  ” and she paused
T'hen she determincd to gct up, but first to rest a 
moment. So she lay down again, but at that 
mom ent she heard a  little noise, and shcsprangup.

Som e one la u g h ed !
It was suppressed, but it was a laugh. Then 

she heard a noise as though soinc onc had knocked 
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. T he inoon was shining; 

there was no light in the house, but she could hear 
the boys softly m oving about. I n  a  moment she 
heard them com ing out, so she hid in the comer, 
and all thrcc passed without seeing her. riienshe 
was about to run back into her own room, «hen 
her cousin Robcrt’s door opcnod, and he carne 
out, paused, and thcn followed the boys.

It did not take many scconds fo r K itty  to dress 
after this, and without disturbing liellc, she soon 

stolc out of the room, with a pair o f overshotóon 

her feet. She had no pain, she forgot all about 

her woundcd foot and Patty’s injunctions to be 
careful, as she flew down stairs and out at thch ic' 

door, which was opcn.
No one was to be seen. „
She ran lightly toward the “ Council Chambcr, 

but here all was silcnt. Then she turned and raa 
north, and when she reachcd the cnd of the pt 
den fence, she saw Mr. Baird cross the lañe, 
boys vi-ere not in sight. Mr. Baird was now in
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tedo«-ofthc iHislics, and, in as dcep shelter, Kitty 
enl after him. Her overshoes carne oíT, she 
ckcd them up, and pursued her way in great 
appiness and in her stocking-fect. Her cousin 
)llo»ed Farmer Saunders’s fencc, and when he  
.me to the great gate, he disappeared. Kitty 

lood still, aghast.
It «as not possible that her cousin and the boys 

-ere “oing to rob Farmer Saunders’s watcr-melon 
;ld! But she resolved to see all that was to be

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 m ovem ent in the bushes ncar 
her, and by peeping tbrough the branches she saw 
her cousin, Mr. Baird. H e was not fivc feet from 
her. She drcw back. T lien shc thought she 
would whispcr to him to be merciful. T hen she 
felt as though she must scream and alarm the boys, 
and then, suddenly, out o f the silence, carne a volee.

‘ T H E  IN V A D E R  IS P U T  U N D E R  G U A R D .”  [ S E E  P A C E  4 3 0 . ]

M, SO shc crept undcr the fencc, and was soon in 
« ñeld, in a thickct of clderbcrry-bushes.
Here shc saw an cxciting spcctacle.
The waicr-melon field was being robbcd !

1 There was ([uitc a pile of thc fruit in one córner,
‘ near it lay what slie could see in thc bright 
oonlight was evidcntly a number o f bags. 

uulditbe! Were thc Loyal Brothers thicvcs, 
'a had hcrcousins come out to help tliem !

if shc only l,ad heard them bcforc lier 
Kobcrt I If tliey only liad told her ! W hat  

Rrn h 1 ''°' down under a black-
1 • shc wrung her hands, shc was ¡n thc 

VIH,. 28.

singing in a clcar, sweet tone, but with piercing  
accen ts:

“  And SO thc Judgm ent surcly comes, rew arc  ! Bcwarc!
The onc who sins, the one who nins, Beware ! Rewarc ! ”

T he thievcs stopped as if they had been shot. 
The voice went on :

“  'I'hc onc who steals his ncighbor’s goods, R ew arc! Rewarc !'*

It aróse high and shrill, and in a second thc 
thievcs turned— they flew. T hey  stopped for 
ncithcr fruit ñor bag, but, fear lending them  wings, 
they went likc dccr before the hunter.
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T hen out o f 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 sp o k e : “ 1 should n’t do that,”
he said; “ a stranger m ight think you guilty .” 

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

“ How carne you to know they were h e r e? ” 
askcd his father.

“ I heard them ,” said Sandy. “ I awakened, 
and I thought I would seo if Kitty were watching 
her armor, and as I went back to bed, 1 heard 
a whistle, so I looked through the window and there 
were two strange m en ! One said, ‘ T h ey  ’ve for- 
gotten the bags ,’ and then three more men carne 
along, and so I called the boys, and wc followed 
them. But how did you com e here ? ”

“ I heard you, and I thought you were all bound 
to watch armor, so I thought I ’d see how you did 
it. W hen  you carne out-of-doors, 1 followed. I 
was rcally curious then. W as Kitty u p ? ”

“  No, indeed ! She wont waken. But was n’t it 
funny? A s soon as I called Fred, he said they 
were com ing here. I don’t see how he guessed it.” 

“  T hat was easy enough ,” said Fred, with an air 
of superiority. “  Do you think they ’ll com e back ? ” 

“ N o ,” said their father, “  but we had better stay 
about a little w hilc .”

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 W alter Raleigh, who 
carne out o f  thc moonlit room arrayed in cloak  
and hat, and carrying her sword.

T hen  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, ¡n her ex-

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

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

This was the last o f  thc Greystone adventures I 
for the next day the Bairds left for home.

T he Loyal Brothers were disconsoiatc. li\fas| 
true that they also were going in aweek or two, batí 
they wanted to keep the whole party together. Oí| 
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 

T hat evening the Brotherhood liad a fare»ell| 
mccting, and it was determined to rcturn thc neitl 
year, to keep the tribe in existcnce, to rctain diel 
present C hief in office, and to accept the InradefsT 
invitation to diñe with him  in a body, at his home,l 
the Saturday after Thanksgiving. .And so, wheQ| 
thc steam-boat stopped the next day, and took the| 
browned and merry party, with their b 
hundles, on board, the Brotherhood stood on ikl 
wharf, and chcercd and wavcd handkerchiefe, aodl 
on the boat hats were taken off, handkerchiefswcitl 
waved, and everybody checrcd and bowcd, andi 
Rob Roy, to the surprisc of ei cry one, fired olí al 
Román candle. T he passengcrs did not know'the| 
meaning o f this, but they wavcd and hurrahed: 
the same, and away went the hoat!

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

“ Did you know,” it said, “ that, through ! 
strange ovcrsight, you were never made a membf 
o f the Loyal Brothers ? Should you like lo beíj 
If so, when? W hat title do you prcfer?"

T o this, Mr. Baird answered: “ Ihad
thought of it, hut 1 am amazed tliat I did not  ̂
should. N ext summer. The Captured Invader.

M Y  B A R O M E T E R .

By H a n n .ah R. H u o s o n .

I HAVE a  b ir th d ay  present th a t  s tands upon m y  d e s k ; 
’T  is a  t iny, pa in ted  house,
B ig enough to hold a mousc,

And in it live two people of manners most grotesque.

T he 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 com es out, the other g o c s ;

And one is dressed in rubber and one is dressed in 
gauze.

t

W h en  the little door springs open, upon thc farther 
side,

T hen a little man appears 
W ith a cap drawn to his ears.

A nd a  small and stiff umbrella, forcver oponed wide,

W ith shiny boots o f rubber, and a rubber coat o f  gray. 
And he stands outsidc his door 
For a  wcek, sometimes, or m o r e ;

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—

T he queerest little woman that you could chance to 
s e e ;

W ith a fan and parasol.
And a wonderful lace shawl.

And plumes and flowers and flounces, and other 
finery.

Sometimes she inakcs a longer, som etim es 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 tli.an m in e ;
For they both know very well 
(’T is a wonder how they tell !)

Just whcn the storms are com ing, and whcn thc sun will shine.

iVlien tlic little nian’s door opcns, the skics are overcast. >  •
Slormy all the days remain 
Till the man goes in again,

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

^  1. tvho «atch them, know full well if skies will shine, or lower,
For thc little man will go 
Ere a ray of sun can show ;

Jind the little woman never was caught in any showcr.

ilt thc wcatlicr-wise small ¡icoplc, howcvcr odd they be,
Bave grown good friends o f  m ine;

.And. if days he d u ll o r  fine ,

' "re man, or else the woman, will keep me company.
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F O X Y  C O N F U C I U S .

B y W . H . D a v e n p o r t .

T h is  is the story o f a little yellow dog. His 
look was intelligence itself. I give his portrait. 
But he was not all yellow,—-or he m ight have been 
a m ean dog. A nd he was not mean.

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

Foxy selcctcd m e to be his master. H e liked me

“ H IS  r O R T K A I T . ' ’

first, and m ade me likc him  after. There was 
never such another dog as Foxy in existence.

But why such a long ñame to such a short little 
d og? you will ask. Confucius, you know, was a 
great Chínese philosopher. Confucius, you notice, 
is F oxy’s family ñame. H e bclongs to the some- 
what small family of philosophers. Foxy is his 
Christian ñame, and denotes his general sharp, 
knowing aspect. H e 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 
w ann day in Scptcmber, that, passing down a Street 
I rarely visited, I was suddenly interrupted in my  
onward progress by som ething that would gct 
betwecn m y feet. I could scarcely see it, for the 
night was dark. Som ething quite soft. It did not 
itself scem  to be afraid o f  be ing  hurt. I was afraid

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

It was F oxy Confucius !
As I stoppcd, he got from under me, looked iikI 

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, is n’t it ? ” he seemed to sav. [

I struck at him with my cañe. He did not budgel 
but merely put down his tail a little way, and lookedi 
at me from the córner o f  his eyc.

“  Oh, it ’s all right, o f  course,” said I, then.| 
“ Come along, if you wish.”

W e went along the Street once more. l |  
stretched out m y hand to him. Oh, how hedid| 
jump, almost twice his own Icngih from 
g round! W e reached home. I had a night-key.| 
“ F o x y ,” or “ T ram p,” as I thcn called him, «-a» 
soon installcd in the bachclor apartmcnt of I 
humble writcr o f  this account of him.

I undressed and went to bed. Fo.xy did ihcsimfj 
N o, not exactly th a t ; he merely went to 
curled him self up in a córner, giving me a parti«< 
wink as he turned over.

As 1 was obliged to introduce him next m 
to m y landlady, I thought up for him the 1 

which lieads this story, bccause he had shownsigi 
o f being a philosopher, and bccause he 
like a fox. “  T ra m p ” did not sound well.

I regret to say that F oxy’s reception «as i 
calculated to warm his heart toward the landlady| 
and other ladics prcscnt in the brcakfast-room.

“  W hat a mean little mongrci eur,” was thoa 
expression o f  admiration I could hear.

Foxy looked sad. His ears, his head, and bj 
tail drooped. I felt that he could not enjoy t 
society into which I h.ad introduced him. 
him upstairs, and gave him breakfast in my rooni,-j 
two fine mutton chops on a clean newspapcr.

F oxy soon finished his breakfast, and tbcn i 
garded me with a qucstioning air, as much asi 

say, “ W h a t n e x t? ”
“  W ell, Foxy, I think we ’ll take a stroH 1 

W ashington Squarc. You may there scc 
other dogs, friends o f yours, perhaps.”

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

H e gaincd courage, h o w e v e r ,  after some t
minutes, and com m cnced jumping up at my ¡
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ich he almost rcached with his little black muz- 
, jnd 1 stand six feet high. There was life in 
’ little fellow, as well as intelligence. I did not 

:a tiog of his size and build could jum p as

i'r.: t,

lAKI.XO K X K U C I S E  I N  T H E  l ’A K K .

(did. My walk lastcd half an hour. H e was 
y two feet from me the whole time.

I I went home again, and sat down to m y work. 
foxywent to slcep. Lunch-time carne, and a sHce 
pfbread for Foxy. Then more work for me, more  
ccpfor him. In the evcning, after having givcn  

kiydog his dinncr (a very substantial one, too, for 
e had a whole platcful o f  chickcn bones, and 

piece of meat), I bcthought me of so’ 
idy friends I liad promised to visit, and locl^^ing  

foity up, proceedcd down-stairs. 1 had h^ p rd ly  
:hed the front door, when the most ^j^iteous  

uiinc shricks reiit thc air. I turned b a c k ^ ^ A  most 
[igorous scratching was going on at m y ^ ^ o m  door, 

1 just outsidc it, morcover, gathered
: elderly ladies, my n e ig h b o r s .^  and all the 

tbildren of the house.

]  '‘>')cgyourpardon,” said 1, “ for#th isd istu rb ance  
Ithought he ’d be quiet; he ’s h^ K d his dinner.”
! ' must eilhcr takc Foxy w i '^ h  m e or kill him 
p t , ” I muttered to myself.

“'“"R, you rascal! I said, opcning the

I apologized to my friends for the hom ely ap- 
pearance m y dog  prcsented, and told them that it 
had been m y intention to havc his coat dyed, but 
I had not yet had the time.

T he ladies expressed thcmselvcs glad to wclcome  
any friend 1 m ight introduce.

Foxy, hearing them say this, gave me a look o f  
silcnt gratitude, and then he curled him self 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. W hereupon, he made the most re- 
spcctful salutation to her that 1 ever saw a dog  
perform. T he third picturc shows him in the act 
of paying his respccts to beauty.

F oxy at length felt so much at hom e that he  
did not want to leave the house when I did. I 
was forced, indeed, to carry him out. ’

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

W e went to bed as usual tliél—>. uight, and next 
morning, not, wishing m y -  -pct to be too great a  
burdcn to my la n d la d y ,.^ a n d  having risen earlier 
than usual, I took E-ifoxy to a restaurant on Sixth 
Avenue, where both had breakfast.

Com ing liQ ^ ^ c  again, he manifestcd every tokcn 
of thc m o sV ^ ^ tra v a g a n t affection, running between

la  shecpish air, afteM - a sliort bark o f joy, 
I w  M 1’*̂ ‘*°" ii the stairs ^ a f t c r  me.

ío n i W ashington Square 
p c d  on thc boat after me, 
nearly to Clinton avenue, 

hny cali.

‘ PAYING H IS  K E S P E C T S  T O  ÜEAUTV.
.  «v.nu iin j

olí. he followcd me fJ  
«yo South Ferry, j u n /  
A ootcd it, as 1 did,

"yo, where I made ,

my feet, constaiitly snuffitig my lieels, jum ping up 
at my hat again and again. This continued until 
we had passed about four blocks. T hen, suddenly, 
with a short, sharp bark and a parting jum p, he
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V .

left m e, ru n n in g  away rapidly  a ro u n d  a  có rner of 
the Street.

I have never seen F oxy since.
This is a perfectly true story', and I often sit won- 

dering ahout that little dog. W h y  did he pick me 
out alone from all N ew  York’s inhahitants? W’hy  
did he love m e so much? W hy, when he found I 
would take care o f him and treat him with respcct, 
did he leave m e ?

I think I can answer the last qucstion; he loved 
cntire frecdom hetter than he loved me. H e liked 
to go sniffing around everywhere, cxam ining cvery-

thing that carne in his way. 1 had given him 
hints that he must conduct himself in a gentle-f 
m anly manner when with me. I 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. H e paid me a great 
pliment. I feel profound emotion when 1 think ofii

I wish, however, th a t  I h ad  him back. I 
show n you his portrait. If you ever see him 
his travels, will you picase catch him for me ?

I

T H E  C O C H I N E A L .

'N.
Hv L. M. P e t e r s e l i a .

T h e  Iittíi° round spots which look like seeds, in 
the picture on \ fW s  page, really represent small 
insccts; and it is hy .m eans o f  this. little inscct, 
called the cochineal, that ithe scarlct color o f  Fan- 
nie’s dress, W illie’s stockings, ..and M am m a’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 p lan t; hut next to Indigo, thc most impeirtant of 
all dyeing materials is the cochineal insect.

On the map you will find Oaxaca, pronouníced 
0-a-chá-ca, in the Southern part o f  México, on th;^ 
Pacific coast. This is where most o f  the cochineal ■ 
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.

T he Spaniards found the cochineal em ployed as 
a dye hy the natives when they invaded México, in 
1 5 1 9 , ahout three liundred and sixty ycars .ago, and 
for two hundrcd years the Furopeans bclieved it to 
be a seed. T hen 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. 
T he male and fem.ale are so unlike that you would 
never supposc them to be o f the sam e kind. T he  
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. T he 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

Thel
bodT

for Holding on to the plant when it cats. ..... 
mother lives but a short time, and as the bod; 
dries up and becom es a horny case, the larva, 
which are born aftcr the parent dics, are cradlcd 
in this em pty dcad shell o f  the mother.

T H E  COCHI.S T 'a L ON T H E  CACTl'S.

T he cochineal feeds upon a kind of Indian lig.f' 
cactus, called “ n o p a l” ; t h e  p l a n  t s  a r e  set inriw>j

and kept cut down to about four feet high. Be 
plantations are called ' ‘ nopaleries," or cae® 
gardens, and sometimes .one gardcn b.is lih)' ®
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xiy thousand nopals. The most prickly plants are 
lecied as best, since these protect the cochineal 
om olhcr insects that would do it harm The  

rjtirts plant on hill-slopes, or in ravines, six or ten 
¡jiiilcs from tlicir villages. In the third year, the 
plañís are in a condition to receive the insects. 

Nopaleries are stockcd yearly, by purcliasing, in 
April or -Yay, branchcs o f a  plant, ladcn witli 
[iinall cochineal insects, reccntly hatched. T hese  
Lanches («hich may be bought in the market 
[oí Oaxaca for about sixty cents a hundred) are 
iept nventy days in their huts and then exposed 
áo the air undcr a shed, where they continuo to 
Ihe for scvcral months, as the live-forever, liouse- 
fck, and other juicy plants will live after they  

brokcn from the parent stem. '
In August or .September, the mother insects are 
:cd in nests made of a species o f  tillandsia, or 
:kmoss, called paxtlc, and are distributcd upon 
nopals. In four months the first gathcring is 

padc, and the insects having increased twelve 
Tines, the yieid is twelve times more than the num- 
kr first set in the nests. In the coldcr parts of  
Jilcxicu the “ planting ” (as the placing o f  the insects 
jipon 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 
jiKcis are fed in the plains from October to April, 

«hich time the rainy scason or winter begins. 
in they are carried away to nopaleries in the 
itains, where the weather is more favorable. 

Great care is ncccssary in the gathcring of the 
[«chincal from the nopals. This is perforincd bj- 

Indian women, who brush off the insects one  
y onc, with a sc|uirrd’s or stag’s tail, upon cloths 
iiead bencath the bushcs. A gathercr often sits 
>i hours together beside onc plant.
.Nohrithstanding that il takcs more than sevcnty

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.

T he 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 “ carm ine” is made. T he 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. T he remainder, when dried, is carmine, and 
the liquor is callcd “  liquid rouge.” By changing  
the Chemical mixture in a certain way, the deposit 
bccom cs darker, and is known to the color-makers 
as “ lakc.”

T he best carmine can be made only in fine 
w eather; 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. T he 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 ca b b a g c ; while a 
coloring for jellics, creams, etc., is prepared by 
adding cream o f tartar to the liquor of cochineal.

T H K  CA CTU S FLANT.
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l A n a ,

C R O S S  P A T C H .

By M. K. W i l k i n s .

CroíS Paích, draw thc 
/aic/t.

S i/ by thc Jire and spin ;  
Takc a cup, and driuk it 

up,
Then caitthc ncighbors in .’’

Fast flew around thc luim- 
m ing wheel;

T he steam ing kettle hung  
Above thc oíd wife’s snap- 

ping fire,
And inerrily it sung.

T he sour oíd wife, she spun 
her flax,

All puckered in a frown; 
There carne a rattling at 

thc latch,
Two goodies from the to w n :

’ Pray let us in, O neighbor  
d ea r ! ”

All swiftly scuttled she. 
And snatched the kettle 

from the hob 
And poured a cup of tea.

She gulpcd it down ; “ And  
now com e in,

If so ye do desirc,”
T he cross oíd wife sat down 

again.
And spun beside her fire.

“  N ow , fie upon you, cross 
oíd wife,

T o  treat your ncighbors so ! 
Our poor oíd bones are stiff 

with coid,
T he tea had made them glow.

“ But keep your tea, you 
cross oíd wife.

And soon the day shall come, 
You can not make your ket­

tle sing.
Ñor get your wheel to hum .”

“ 1 caro not for your idlc 
til rea ts,

Go, get ye  to the town! 
I ’d brew more tea and 

spin more flax,
Before the sun goes down.”

T he frost, the diamond  
window-panes 

Had trimmcd with frozen 
lea v e s ;

T he shining icicles hung low 
Bcneath the cottage caves.

T he north wind liowlcd 
around the house,

T he kettle sang so gay; 
T he oíd wife, at her hum- 

m ing wheel,
Spun out tlie cióse o f  day.

There carne a rattling at 
the latch,

T he oíd wife ’gan to frown : 
“  Beshrew them ! have they 

come again,
T he 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,”

T he northern blast yclled 
'round the house;

Two boys, with bleeding feet, 
Stood, trembling, in the 

stinging snow.
And plead with volees sw eet:

’ Pray, let us in, O mothcr 
d e a r !

W e ’rc dying wi’ the coid; 
Picase let us in, O mother C-v; 

d e a r ! ”
T he oíd wife ’gan to scold: í :

'úsd.
Ayuntamiento de Madrid



C R O S S  P A T C H . 441

“ My fire was not for beg- 
gars built.

Go, leave m y door, I say ! ” 
T hey m eekly dropped their 

pretty heads.
And sadly turned away.

Now, what is this?” the oíd 
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 sto o d ; 
And there has sprung a 

little rose
From every drop o f hlood !

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

“ For, everywhere they pass, 
Gold crocus-buds pierce 

thro’ the snow,
And spcars o f  summer grass.

“ Ah, woc is me ! N ow they 
are gone,

T .V'j. A  ̂ worked m e ill;
' I fear these were two an- 

gel-folk,
From off thc H oly H ill.”

She turned herself, thc fire 
burned bright,

T he kettlc o ’er it hung. 
Ah, woe is m e ! ” the oíd 

wife cried,
For it no longer sung.

She heapcd dry branches 
on the fire,

T he flames began to roar, 
“  Now I ’m undone ! ” the oíd 

wife cried,
“ T he kettle sings no m ore.”

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 w h e e l ;

Ouoth she, “  My day has 
come ;

My kettlc will no longer sing, 
My wheel no longer hum .”

Hard, in thc frosty morn- 
ing, stared 

T he neighbors passing by, 
For, from the oíd wife’s 

chimney, curlcd 
N osm okc against the sky.
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K A R L ’S A P R I L  I ' I R S T .

By J e n n y  M.a r sh  P.y r k e r .

HE two aunties callcd 
him “ Little Karl.” 
T hat was one of his 
troublcs, for his ñame 
was Charles Christo- 
phcr Dim m ock, Jr., 
and did n’t every- 
body in the country 
know that Charles 
Christopher D im ­
mock, Sr., was the 
famous Greek pro- 
fessor o f the Univer-
sity o f X  ?

The college lads called him “ Periclcs.” That 
was another troublc. H e  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, 
“ D o n ’t you want to buy a dog? ”

His father, very wise in cverything else, would 
never consent to his having a dog. This was another  
of Karl’s troubles; but how the college boys got 
hold o f it he could not tell. It was a comfort to 
hopc that som e day his troublcs would all be over, 
and he be another Doctor Dim m ock 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 sa y in g :

“ Yes, yes;  ccrtainly, yes,” or,
“ N o, 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 o f  the family. H e would ask for no bctter  
companion than his good dog.

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

Tlie  morrow was All F ools’ Day. T he  boys 
would be full o f  pranks. T hink hard as ever he 
could— and the wise little face grew very serious—  
he could not devise a new trick,— som ething sur- 
prising in the way of fun. H e scorned the oíd 
worn-out fooleries— cotton-batting pancakes, stuffed 
eggs, bricks undcr hats, false mcssages, and cheap  
surprises. If he could only get up som ething origi­
nal, it would not matter who m ight be the subject 
o f his jest. W hy, a boy had called him  “ Dom inie

Dum p ” the other day ! That was worsc than 
Pericles.

Karl had come home from school and gone to 
his usual rctreat for study, the dccp bay-window oí 
his father’s library. It was his ítivoritc nook; the 
heavy curtains shutting him out from the rest oí 
the World. His books were there, and his writinf. 
dcsk. He had often seen his father lui n 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 him 
concerning April Fools’ Day, and be was rcading 
“ Oliver T wist,” forgetful o f  times and scasons, 
when the doctor carne in, his arms full of books 
and papcrs.

“ Glad to find ourselves all alone,” he possibly 
said to the owl over the door, when, having put on 
his dressing-gown and slippers, he drew his big 
chair before the blazing grate, and began cutting 
the leaves o f  the ncw book he was longing to en­
joy— “ Logical Variations in New Analytics," or 
som ething o f the kind. H e had, perhaps, rcad 
two pages, wlien a sharp ring at the door-bell made 
him wish that he lived on Pitcairn Island,—at least 
he grumbled such a wish, and thcn smiled when 
Professor Greenaway, cheery and hurried as usual, 
bustled into the room, and began taiking rapidly 
about microscopes and spccimens, .and some late 
discoveries ; nothing which Karl might not hear.

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

conccalcd behind his curtains.
H e was soon lost in his story again.
“  Planning som ething for to-morrow, are they.”' 

he heard his father say, at last. “ M'ell, «'c must 
scc nothing that wc can avoid seeing.”

T he  professor asscntcd, and they fell into a loiv, 
cozy chat,— story-telling of their boyhood. “ Oh- 
ver T w is t” and “  Chris. D im m ock” were getli"? 
strangely confuscd with Karl. The doctor 
tclling in his slow, drcamy w a y — the professors 
laugh often intcrrupting him— of a First of .Apn 

when he was a boy.
“  You see ,”— and Karl was lis tcn in g ,-“ m)'“ "  

was an old-school gentleman, onc of an ordcr no»
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almost extinct; astern, clignifiecl parson, who never 
¡ested, se ldom  smiled, and looked upon all inerry- 
making as sinful. How I ever dared to play a 
rank°upon him amazes me still. I am sure my 

tov xvould not vcnture such a thing with m e, and 
I, you knoxv, am not very scvere xvith Karl.”
' “ Savc in the dog matter. Doctor; you don’t yield  

ihcre, as I perceivc.”
“ No, no; ccrtainly no t.”
“ Pcrhaps you don’t knoxv your boy yet. I doubt 

ifvour fatlicr knexv you before you amazed h im .”

|
 "“ l had a bad shilling, you se e ,” resumed the

doctor, “ and I mcant it should bring m e great 
sport on All Foois’ Day. My big brother dared 
me to give it to my father for safe kceping, and 
ihcn to ask him for it at night, get a good one, of  

I coursc, and cpiictly enjoy the trick. H e not only  
dared me, but bet txvo shillings 1 should not succeed. 
Asmy father xvas going out that April F ools’ Day  
morning to x islt his poor,— there was great suffer- 
ing ainong thc fishcrmcn’s families, — 1 sidled up to 
him xvith a shecpish air, and asked him to picase 
keep my shilling for me until night. H e slipped it 
into his piirse xvith duc gravity, and xvalked axvay, 
leaving nic to ask some hard qucstions o f  Chris. 
Diinmock. Before noon 1 tried to keep up my 
courage on peppermint drops, bought on credit, for 
all my brother clcclarcd I should be the fool o f  the 
day in thc cnd, and he should laugh at my cost.
I xvent homc nt night to draxv the good shilling, but 
found 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 
thc authoritics xvere trying to trace it. Suspicion 
had rcstccl 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 
morning. This thc parson dcnied stoutly, and 
things looked very bad for Uilly when 1 carne in.

‘“ It xvas my shilling, Father,’ 1 at last found 
courage to say. ‘ Don’t you rcmember 1 gave you 
one to keep for me this morning ? ’

“ 1 might llave got off, even then, had not Sm ug-  
gling Billy, ovcrjoyed at his oxvn reléase, forgotten 
himself so far as to say, ‘ April Fool on thc parson, 
Ivow!’ The end of that xvas a flogging for me, 
and niy going to bed without my supper. My 
brother consoled me by xvhispcring that 1 had xvon 
>bc bet, and Sniuggling Billy scnt me a little ship 
Mt long after. But 1 alxvays thought that story 
™ a bad ending. It did not come out right for 

hcro, you see. I never saxv any fun in it until 
ysms after; but it xvas worth som ething to hear 
®uggling Billy tell it, shoxving hoxv m y teeth 
 ̂ attcrcd, and my knees shook, when he callcd o u t : 
Apnl Fool on thc parson, I vow ! ’ ”

“ 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 se e .”

Little Karl went up to his room presently, and 
brought out his collection o f  advertising cards. H e  
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 o f  April 
First xvorth having. “  ‘ Karl is a different kind of 
boy, you see .’ ”

H e talked little that evcning, as he sat by his 
father before the library fire, and read Icss, but he 
thought a great deai. How simple it seem ed 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 o f specie from W ash ­
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 o f a host o f  clfins, finally 
chop the coin into the black cavern. But that 
xvould be the fairy’s jest— not bis. H e thought of  
magicians and pickpockets, and hoxv handy the 
Artful Dodgcr would be in such a dilemma.

T he  doctor was not unmindful o f  his little boy’s 
mcditation. “  Karl is a very intellectual child ,” 
thought he, glancing at liim over liis spectacles,—  
reminded o f  W atts and the tea-kettlc, o f  course. 
“ W ho 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 m om -  
ing, causee! by his getting off to college in season, 
and Karl’s starting for school. That morning, 
April ist, the confusión xvas increased by the doc­
tor’s ¡nability to find his umbrella at the last 
m oment, xx-hen the car xvas coming. Other things 
xx'ere suffcred to make the probability o f  his getting  
to college prayers rather unccrtain. H e was hurry- 
ing doxvn thc steps, Karl behind him, xvhen Kitty 
called after th e m :

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

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

Professor Greenaxvay xvas in thc car, and so xvere 
several studcnts. In m any cities, you knoxv, the 
horse-cars have no conductors. T he passengers 
drop their fares into a money-box, or make chango  
xvith the driver. T he  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 m orn ing?” asks Professor 
Greenaway, cióse to the doctor’s ear.

“  N o : anything im portant?”
“ April First. D on’t forget the students and 

Billy the Sm uggler.”
“ No, no; certainly n o t ; ” without lifting his 

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.

“ W h o  give this y e re ? ” 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. 
T he college boys were in high glee.

“  H e  means you. Doctor,” said Professor Green­
away. “  I t ’s the bad shilling. Can you expla in?” 

A  bewildcred smilc crept over the doctor’s face.
“  I did n’t think that o f  you, Greenaway,” and 

really the doctor looked severe.
“  Here, pass up this for m e,” handing him a 

quarter.
“ You misunderstand, if  you th in k  ” began

thc professor; but the driver had thc floor.
“  Yer can’t pass yer quack mcdals onter me, if 

’t is April Fools’ Day. W ho ’s got it this time, I ’d 
like to know ? ” with a  wink at the students.

T he doctor muttered som ething to Professor 
Greenaway, who had turned his attention to Karl. 
T he boy was wonderfully absorbed in looking out 
o f the window.

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

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

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

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

“  This ‘ Karl is a dififcrcnt kind o f  hoy, you 
sc e ,’ ” 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, y e s .”
“  I shall send him a dog, to-night— a puppy. 

Let US ñame him  Billy, in commemoration of to- 
day— and o f  that other First o f  April.”

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

the dog. I shall m ake his reception all it ouria 
to b e .”

T hat night, when the doctor and Karl—as alile 
as two peas— one fully ripe for seed, thc other gr«n 
in the pod— sat reading before the studylirc, Katie 
brought in a  covcred basket.
. “  Here is som ething for Master Karl."

H e looked contemptuously at thc basket.
“  T hey can’t fool me. Takc it back.”
“  Professor Greenaway sent it, with his card.”
Two or three sharp, yclping barks from the I 

basket, and Karl was hcsidc himself with joy. .A 
puppy— the prettiest, softest, slcekcst, whitcst, little 
puppy you ever saw— only one spot of hlack, and 
that over its left eye ! It bore a card on which was 
printcd : “  Ca;//s fam iliaris. Found from Maine 
to Florida, where there is anything to eat. This | 
specimen is quite harmless. April ist, i88i."

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

“ A nd you wont let m y aunties send him away!” 
pleadingly. “ N o  mattcr what they inay say about | 
him ? ”

“  N o, n o ; certainly not. Billy shall stay, come | 
what m ay.”

“ W h y, do you know, Christophcr,” askcd .Aunt 
Helen, throwing up her hands like a tragcdy- 
queen, “ that Professor Greenaway has sent you a 
little bull-dog, or what Jerry calis a ‘ regular game 
bull-pup ’ ? ”

“ N o, I don’t know that,” returncil the doctor, 
placidly, cutting the leaves of his XiníUinlh 
Ccntiiry rather nervously, nevcrtheless.

“  W ell, he  h a s ; and Karl talks of having its eais 
and tail cut, sporting styie. You siircly will no! 
allow that, with all your conccssionsr”

T he  doctor said no, decidcdh not, and wlien Karl 
carne back from the stablc, where he had settled 
with Jerry thc coachman to have Billy itnprovcdat 

once, he was gricved and disappointed. for his father
stood firm. Billy’s ears a n d  t a i l  should be all that

the Bergh society would have them to he.
“ Bill Sykes is a pretty ñame for Doctor Dim- 

m ock’s dog, I ’m su re! ” exclaimed .Aunt Hck"‘ 
“  A nd that is what the college boys will ñame h;m, 
o f  course. I think Professor Greenaway

‘ W e  wont forget Professor Greenaway, ’ broke
‘Hein the doctor, with a low, triumphant laugh 

shall hear from US next year.”
But Karl was looking dolcfully at *',3 

ears. It was thc oíd story, you see. 
an oíd trouble to m ake room for a new one . M 
that is the way the world goes, if «c Are oot 
enough to let it, from onc April to anothcr.
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W H O  T O L D  M O T H L R ?

Hy M a ry  C. Bartt .e t t .

Wee Ncllie, silcnt, stood upon  a  chair,
Before the glass, and clipped her shining hair, 
Making of each bright curl «  shower o f gold. 
(Do you supposc some little blrdie told ?)

.And thcn, with ey-es o f  deepest, darkcst blue, 
That glistened soft, likc violets wet with dew, 
The naughty little girl quick tribute paid 
To the sad havoc which her hands had made.

&iying. while fast the pcarly tcar-drops fell,
M know my luothcr TI cry,— I must n ’t tell.” 

And, suiúly gath’ring up cach scvered tress, 
She ihrew it, with a sorrowful carcss,
Behind Ihc door. “  Now, door, picase stay 

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

But soon she heard a footstep on the stair,
T hen a sweet voice,— “ My N cllie, are you  

there ?
W hy is my little chatterbox so still ?
Some mischief, I ’m afraid. W h a t ! Is she ill?
W hat is it ? Is my baby tired o f  play ?
Come ! Let us chasc those vcxing tears away.
W here is the pain, my darling? Tell me  

where.
Y o u r h e a d ! IV hy , . \e // ic , c h U d !  JYhere is  

y o u r  h a ir  ? ”

T he 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
W here X ellie hid her shining curls o f  gold.

T H L  L I T T L L  W O O L L Y  L L L P H A N T S .

i ■ ii ■ .■

t i

These quccr little clephants, which were found 
Mong the mountains o f  the Malay península, are 

first ever exhibited, either in this country- or in 
nrope. fhcy were captured by a rajah on onc of  
Hfinnts, and were brought to this country in the  

' ^ “O.xfordshirc” by Captain C. P. Jones.
They are agcd respcctivcly six and a  ha lf  and 

® wd a half ycars. Princc, the eider, is thirty- 
® tnches in height, and Sy-dney, the younger.

thirty inchcs, which is six inches smallcr than the 
baby elephant born in Philadelphia last spring. 
T h ey  are called woolly elephants, bccause they  
are covered with very coarse hair, which has a 
tendcncy to curl. This heavy growth o f  hair is 
accounted for by the fact that they livc far up 
in the mountains, in a coid chínate. T h ey  are 
affectionatc little creatures, and are quite willing to 
make friends with the peoplc who visit them.
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D I S G R A C E D .

B y S. B. R i c o r d .

A HiGHLY respcctable cat 
In the midst o f  her fainily sat, 

And shc said to them a l l :
“  Even while you are small, 

D on’t ever be scared by a r a t ! ”—

B u t  t h e y  w e r e  !

T H E  C O O P E R  A N D  T H E  W O L V E S .

B y H j a l m a r  H . B o y e s e n .

T o l l e f  K o l s t a d  was a cooper, and a very skill­
ful cooper he was said to be. H e had a little son 
named Thor, who was as fond o f his father as his 
father was o f  him. Whatever T olle f did or said, 
T hor was sure to imítate; if T olle f was angry and 
flung a piece o f  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, o f  coursc, was not very oíd before he had 
a córner in his father’s shop, where, with a small 
set o f  tools which had been espccially m ade for him, 
he used to make little pails and buckets and barréis, 
which he sold for five or ten cents apiece, to thc 
boys o f  the neighborhood. All the money carncd 
in this way he put into a bank o f tin, m ade like a 
drum, of which his mothcr kept the key. NA'hen 
he grew up, lie thought, he would be a rich man.

T he  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-

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 may be 
well entertained whcn they c a li; and, abovc all, he 
wants large tubs and barréis, stoutly iiiadeof beech 
staves, for his beer and mead, with wliicli he 
pledgcs every stranger who, during tlie fcstiiai, 
happcns to pass his door. You may imagine, 
then, that at Christmas time coopcrs are muchin 
dem and, and that it is not to be wondcrcd at if 
som etim es they are behindhand with their ordeis. 
This was unfortunately the case with Tollef Kolstad
a t  th c  t im e  w h e n  th e  s t r a n g e  t h i n g  hnppencd which

I am about to tell you. H e had bceii a t  w-ork since 
the early dawn, upon a hugc tub or l ia rre l .  which 
liad been ordercd by Crim Bergiund, tiie richest 
pcasant in the parish. Crim was to give a large 
party on the following day (which w a s  Christmas 
cvc), and he had m ade T olle f promise to bring  the 
barrcl that same night, so that lie might pour the 
beer into it, and havc all in rcadiness for th c  holi­
days, when it would be wrong to do any work. h 
was about ten o ’clock at night whcn T o l l e f  made
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the last stroke with his hatchct on the largo hollow  
ihing, upon which every blow rcsounded as on a 
druin. Hu went 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 h i m :
“Father, do take me along, too ! ”
“ 1 can't, my boy. There m ay be wolves on the 

lakc, to-night, and they m ight like to cat up little 
boys «ho stay out of bed so la te .”

“Butlam not afraid o f them, Father. I have  
mv ivhip and my hatchet, and I TI whip them and 

cut tlicni.”
Thorhere made some th rca ten in g  flourishes with 

his weapons in the air, ind ica ting  how he would 
giveit to the wolves in case th ey  should  v en tu re  to 

approach him.
“Well, come along, you little rascal,” said his 

father, laugliing, and feeling rather proud o f his 
boy’sdauntless spirit. “ You and 1 are not to be 
irifled with 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 
in his sheep-skin jacket, and put him betwecn his 
knces, while he himself scized the rcins and urged 
the horse on.

It was a glorious winter night. T he  snow spark- 
Icd and s h o n e  as if sprinklcd with starry diamonds, 
the aurora  borcalis flashed in palc, shifting colors 
along th e  h o r i z o n ,  and the moon sailed calmly  
through a vast, dark-blue sea o f air. Little Thor  
shouted w ith  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.

“Oh, Father, I wish we had taken our skates 
along, and puilcd your barrcl across on a s lcd ,” 
cried the boy, ecstatically.

“That 1 might have done, if 1 had had a slcd 
large enough for the barrel,” replied the father. 
"But then wc should have been obliged to pulí it 
up the hills on the other side.” 

fhc sleigh now struck the ice and shot forward, 
sninging from side to side, as the liorse puilcd a 
little unevenly. W hew ! how the coid air cut in 
their faces. How- it whizzed and howled in the 
tree-tops! Hark! W hat was that? T olle f in- 
S'inclively prcssed his boy more closely to him. 

his heart stood still, while that o f  the boy, 
merely felt the rcflex shock of his father’s 

ĝitation, hammcred away the more rapidly. A  
‘wible, long-drawn howl, as from a chorus o f  wild, 

r-away volees, carne floating away over the crowns 
“ lite pine-trccs.

“Whatwas that, F a th er? ” asked Thor, a little 
trcmulously.

“  It was wolves, my child ,” said Tollef, calmly.. 
“  Are you afraid, Father ? ” asked the boy again- 
“ No, child, I am not afraid o f one wolf, ñor of 

ten w o lves; 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.”

“ H ow will they scent our track, F a th er? ”
“  T hey smell us in the w in d ; 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.”

“ W hy don’t we rcturn hom e, th e n ? ” incjuired 
the boy, still with a  tolerably steady voice, but with 
sinking couragc.

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

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

“ W h y  don’t you throw away the barrcl, F ather?” 
said Thor, who, for his father’s sake, strovc hard to 
keep brave. “  T hen 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 cióse to the ice .”

T o lle f  was still c a lm ; but, with his one disen- 
gagcd arm, hugged  his little son convulsively.

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

It just occurred to T olle f that he had heard that 
wolves were very suspicious, and that mcn had  
often escapcd them by dragging som e small object 
on the ground behind them. He, therefore, 
broke a chip from onc of the hoops o f  the barrel, 
and ticd it to the lash of the w h ip ; just then he  
heard a short, hungry bark behind him, and, turn­
ing his head, saw a pack o f  wolves, numbering  
more than a dozen, the foremost o f which was 
within a few yards o f the sleigh. H e saw the red, 
frothy tonguc hanging out o f 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. W hile encouraging the rceking, 

■foani-flccked horse, Tollef, who had only half faith 
in the cxpcriment with the whip, watched anxiously 
the leader o f the wolves, and obscrvcd to his aston- 
ishment that it seem ed to be getting no nearer. 
One m om ent 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. T he 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.

his speed in a  race for Ufe. Some of the wolves 
were apparently pursuing him, while the grcater 
number remaincd to investígate the contentsofthe 
barrel. T he howling and barking of these furious 
creatures without was now incessant. Within the 
barrel was pitch darkncss.

“ Now, keep s te a d y !” said Tollef, feelingasud- 
den shock, as if  a  wolf had leaped against their 
improvised house with a view to upsetting it. He 
felt him self and the boy gliding a foot or two over

T H E  W O L V E S  J .MMEDIATELY S T A R T E O  IN P U R S IT T .

he forgot, for an instant, the whip, thc lash o f which 
sw ung under thc runncrsof thc slc ighand snapped. 
T h e  horsc, too, was showing signs o f  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 o f  ice, concealod him self 
and the child under it. Hardly had he had time 
to hrace him self 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 o f  the wolves told 
him that the poor beast was selling its life dearly. 
T h en  there was a dcsperate scratching and scrap- 
ing  o f horseshoes, and all of a sudden the sound of 
galloping hoof-beats on the ice, growing fainter and 
fainter. T he 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; a g a i n  there carne a 
shock, and a strongcr one than the first. .A long. 
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 c lung to his faiher’s ami.

“  Oh, Father 1 ” he cried, in terror, “ I feel some­
thing on m y back.”

T he father quickly struck a light, for he fortu- 
nately had a supply o f matches in his pocket, and 
saw a w olf’s paw wedged in bctween the ice and 
thc rim o f  the barrel; and in thc same instant he 
tore the hatchct from his son’s híind and buried ils 
edge in the ice. T hen he handed the .imputated 

paw to T hor, and sa id : ’
“  Put that into your wallet, and the sheriff «¡li
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pyyou a reward for it.* For a wolf without paws

c o u l d  n’t do much harm.”
While he was yet speaking, a  third assault upon 

Ibe barrel liftcd one side o f  it from tlie ice, 
and almost upset it. Instead o f pushing against 
Ihe part nearest the ice, a wolf more cunning than 
ihe rest liad Icapccl against the upturned bottom. 

You can imagine wli.Tt a terrible night father and 
'[son spent togetlicr in this constant struggle witli 
';!the voracious bcasts, that never grew weary of  
atiacking thcir hiding-place. T he fatlier was less 
«armlv°clad than tlie son, and, moreovcr, was 
obliged to sit on the ice, while Thor could stand 
crcct «ithout knocking against the bottom of tlie 
barrel; and if it liad not been for the cxcitem ent of  
thcsituation, whicli made T'ollef’s lilood coursc with 
unwonted rapidity, it is more than probable that 
ihe intense coid would havc m ade him drowsy, and 
thus lessened his power of resistancc. T lie  warmtli 
of his body had made a slight cavity whcrc he was 
sitting, and wliencver lie rcmained a moment still, 
bis trousers frozc fast to thc ice. It was only the 
presence of liis boy that inspired liim with fresh 
couragewlicncvcrhope seenied about to desert liim.

About an hour after thc flight o f thc horse, whcn 
fireor six wnlvos’ paws had lieen cut off in the same  
manner as tlic lirst, tlicre was a lull in the attack, 
but a sudden incrcase of tlie liowling, whining, 
yclping, and liarking noise without. T olle f con- 
dudcd that the wolvcs, maddened by the sm cll of  
blood, were attacking their wounded fellows; and  

their liowls seemed to come from a short dis­
tancc, he cautiously lifted one side of the barrel 
md pcered forth; but in tlie same instant a snarl- 
ing bark rang right in his car, and two paws were 
thrust into the opening. T hen carne a howl of  
pain, and another paw was put into T hor’s wallet.

Buthark! What is that? It soundslikc a song, 
or more like a liynin. The strain com es nearer and 
nearer, resoutiding from mountain to mountain, 
doating peaccfuily through the puré and still a ir :

“ Whi, knows how ncar I 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 
ircad of a liorsc and of many human feet. H e  
listcncd for a minute or more, but could not dis- 
coicrwhcthcr thc sound was com ing any nearer. 
tocmncd to him that in all probability the peo- 
pc, being unarnicd, would have no desirc to cope 
Alt a large pack of wolves, cspecially as to them  

«re could lie no objcct in it. If they saw the  
^ 1, how coiild tlicy know that there was any- 

y under it? He comprehendcd instantly that 
tsonlychance of life was in joining those people.

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 o f thc sound. Tlie  
wolves, as he had inferred, were lacerating thcir 
bleeding com rades; but the mom ent they saw him, 
a pack o f about a dozen immediately started in 
pursuit. T hey  Icaped 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 w e ll; otherwise the 
combat would havc bccn a short onc. His voice, 
too, was powerful, and his shouts rose high abovc  
thc howling o f the beasts. H e 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 pulí in 
thc fleshy part of his right arm. H e was not con- 
scious o f  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 o f 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 lct his hatcliet fall, and fell himself, too, pros- 
trate on the ice.

T he wolves, at the sight o f  the men, had retircd 
to a safe distance, from which they watched the 
proceedings, as if uncertain whcthcr to return.

As soon as T olle f 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. H e now Icarned that his rescuers 
were on thcir way to a funeral, which was to takc 
place on thc next day, but, on account o f 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, T olle f 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 oíd 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 o f bear.n, wolves, fo.xcs, and caglcs.

Vni,. VlII.-_2g.
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C R O O K K D  S P K C T A C L 1':S.

By S u s . \n  H .v rtlev  S w e t t .

A n  e lf  lived in a  bu tte rcu p .
And, waking after dawn.

H e donned his golden spectacles.
And stcpped out on the lawn.

“  Dear m e ,” said he,
“  I scarce can scc,

T he sunbeam s shine so crookcdly 1 ”

H e met a merry bumble-bee  
W ithin the clover gay,

W h o  buzzed “  G ood-m orning! ” in his car,—
“  It is a pleasant day .”

“  D on’t speak to me,
Sir Bumble-bec,
Until you trim your w in g s !” cried he.

He met a gallant grasshoppcr,
And thus accostcd him:

W hy don’t you wear your groen coat “traighl 
A nd look in better triin?

It frcts me quite,
In such a plight,
T o  h a v e  y o u  fic id -fo lk  in my sight.’’

H e saw an airy dragon-fly 
Float o ’er the meadow-rail:

I’ray stop, Sir Dragon-fly!” he cried;
“ So upside down you sai!,

T he sight will make 
M y poor head a c h e ;
Fly straight, or rest «ithin the brakc.

Then a wise owl, upon the trce,
Blinked his great, staring cyc:

“  T o  folk in crookcd spectacles 
T he whole world looks awry.

T o -w h it! to-whec !
To-whoo ! ” said he,

“  Many such folk I ’vc lived to scc .”
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M A R Y .  Q U E E N  Ü F  S C O T S .

B v  M rs .  O l i p h a n t .

M.tRV Stu.akt, the granddaughter of Margarot 
odor, Heniy V ll l . ’s sister, has played a far great- 
pari in hisiory than her innocent cousin, Jane 

;iey,«hosc story 1 have already told you.*
Ho'vever small your knowledge of English 

,■ may be, there is not, perhaps, one of you 
and girls of .America who has not heard at 

¡1 thc ñame of .Mary, Queen o f Scots, though it 
non neaiK ibrec hundred years since she dicd.

6
 ras thc only child o f  James V .,  o f  Scotland, 
his wife, Mary of Guise.

English history after this pcriod deais much with 
¡ik Sluaris. l'hey had reigncd in Scotland for 

ly gcneralions; a race full of chivalrous quali- 
noblc, and gentle, :md graceful, but always 

loreorlcss nnlortunate. Som e o f the Jameses 
nd stniggled with all their m ight am ong their 
odcand fiercc and powcrful nohility, for thc good 
fIhe people. of whom the king was thc natural 

ebder. IVrhaps this will be to you a new view 
alcing'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 

l^nswerc thc oppoiients o f hoth; fighting hard 
get more and more power into their own hands, 
cut (ilf the privilegcs of the peoplc and thc 

[Jlterof thc king.
The Stuarts were kind and gracious, and people 
wd them always, oven w hen they did badly, 
»h for themselves and the k in gdom ; for you 
w  there are peoplc whom we cannot help 
«ing, even when we disapprove of them. T he  
taitswere of tliis class; down to thc very last of 
kiu-Priiice Charlie, as wc cali him in Scotland, 

Pretender, as you see him named in your

ttory-books—they have all drawn with them, 
cntodcstructioii, numbers o f  people who did not 

many of their ticls ñor approvc of their policy, 
«ho loved them, Mary’s grandfathcr, James 
«as called, Sir Walter Scott tclls us in the 

wdy of thc Lake,"—of which this romantic, gal- 
fô ight and monarch is thc hero,— “  thc Com- 

'ífog": that is, thc king o f  the common  
®plv. their chanipioii, and their friend and favor- 

“ «as he who marricd Margarct Tudor, who 
">“ght the hot, rough, imperious strain o f  the 
“ or hlood into the gcntlcr, sweetcr naturc o f thc 
®rts, and his son. James V .,  married Mary of  

dispositions of another race, 
* h and ambitious, and quick-wittcd house of 

n  inhcritancc o f trouble to her

daughter. Little Mar)' Stuart, you see, had a 
most dangcrous unión o f 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 o f 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 o f nobles 
than those who were now left without any one to 
hold them in check, tearing our poor country of 
Scotland in picces am ong them. And though thcrc 
was then rising up a  forcé which was strong enough  
oventually to make head against the nobles,— thc 
forcé o f religión and o f the people, whom the new 
m ovem ent o f the Reformation roused every'wherc,—  
yet that forcé was never to be fricndly to the young  
princcss, who was brought up a Román Catholic.

Mtiry was born in Linlithgow, on the yth
of Deccm ber, 154 2 , and in September of the next
year she was crowncd, thc poor baby, about nine 
months oíd. Imagine what a curious sccne it must 
have bcen. T he father had made no arrangcmcnts 
for her, and appointed no guardians, for he was a 
young man when he died, and, no doubt, expected  
to livc long and hring up his child in his own way, 
and her mother was a young foreign princess, a
stranger in that rough, rudc country, and not
popular am ong thc people. T he child was crowned, 
not for her own sakc, as you may supposc, hut in 
order that contending statcsmen m ight exercise 
power in her ñame. She was born in a statcly oíd 
palace, which cvcn to-day stands up with all its 
strong walls and towers still pcrfcct, though the 
roof has bccn suffcred to fall into docay, and 
nobody now Uves in thc em pty rooms, which wcrc 
bcautiful rooms in their day, and still m ight be fine, 
and fit for a queen to livc in, were they put in order. 
But though the oíd palace is now thc ccntcr 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. T hen, 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. I wish that I could 
show you that lovely little place, or at least a

* S t .  N.iciioi.as for M arch, 1881.
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picturc o f  it. T he  island lies in the midst o f  the lake 
o f  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 o f  riiined buildings; a córner o f  the 
convent there, a bit of cliapel here, with gray 
arciies open to the blue s k y ; and all the place 
clothed with oíd green turf, likc velvet, as if nature 
had m ade it smooth for the feet of the little princess 
and the little maids-of-honor, five or six years oíd the 
biggest of th e m ; 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 
córner 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 E ngland; and, in her 
little córner, Mary m ay have diggcd around the 
roots and smiled to see the northcrn flowers come  
up and blossom.

Poor little queen, but five years oíd, with all her 
little Marics about h e r ! Perhaps she never was 
as happy or as pcaceful after. Inchmahome is a 
Gaelic word, which means the “ hom e o f peacc.”

After this she was sent to Franco, to be out of  
harm’s 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 o f  England is callcd the Prince o f  W ales.

T h e  French court was then about the most 
splendid place in the world,— more gay, more 
grand, more statcly and beautiful than any other. 
Mary rcceivcd what we should cali the very best 
education therc. W hen her young cousin, jane  
Grey, was being tortured in the Towcr, and dying 
sercnely, as I have tricd to describe to you, Mary 
was growing up in France, Icarning 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. W e  think wc are much clevercr 
now than people were in those oíd times, but, after 
all, they were not so far behind us as we supposc.

W e do not hcar that Mary learned Greek, but 
she knew Latín, and the chicf European languagcs, 
and was fond o f books and music and the arts.

You have all heard how very beautiful she was 
— one of- the famous beauties o f  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. W hat Mary had, 
besides her beautiful eyes, and her luxuriant hair, 
and the fcatures whicli have been so often praiscd, 
was such a  charm o f sweet manners and looks, and 
grave and lovely ways, as m ade her beautiful and

charming to everybody who carne near her 
is som ething which gives beauty often to those áhol 
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; but wl 
this charm is it does continué, anti those ivho i 
sess it m ay be said never to grow oíd. I thinki 
was this that made Mary .Stuart so beautiful t 
nobody could rcsist her. When she was older aiv 
had many troubles, she became satirical and biticrj 
and often said sharp things which offcndcd manvT 
but she had the most cheerful, buoyant spirit, anJ 
grace of manncr, and she believed in those wh. 
loved her, and trusted them in such a wayasbount 
every gcnerous person doubly to her. I ler cousinj 
Elizabcth, trusted nobody. I think that 
more difference in their looks than either fealui 
or complexión, and is onc good reason why ivc i 
inclined to believe that Elizabcth was ugly; 
cruel, and Mary onc o f the most beautiful | 
that ever was seen.

She was married to the Dauphin in 1558,1 

she was sixteen, and in little more thanayearaíltr 
her husband, Francis II., succeeded his fathcro 
the throne, and the young ScoLs queen 
also Queen of Francc. In the same year in whicl 
Mary was married, Mary Tuclor, her cousin, thl 
Queen o f  England, so often called “ lüoody Mar\’, |  
dlcd, and in the opinión of all good Catholics .Ma 
Stuart was her lawful heir, for Elizabcth, who a 
ally succeeded to the throne of England, iras llJ 
daughter o f A nne Boleyn, whom Henry Vil 
married when his first wifc was still aliee.

There can be no doubt that Mary Stuart t 
believed herself to be the rightful heir. 
favorite device, when she was at the head oí la 
gay and splendid court of Francc, was the l«j 
crowns o f France and Scotland, with the mol 
o f “A/iaustjue moratur," which may be transía 
“ W aiting for another.” It must have beenj 
wonderful thought for a girl to luive two kingdi 
in possession, and a third so great and powerfulj 
England com ing to her. Lct us hopc she hadíoi? 
thoughts, in those days, of scn ing and hcipingn 
people, as her Stuart forefathcrs had tricd to 
ijut that was not much the fashiim in France.

But, what she ccrtainly dicl was to livc a mî  
brilliant and splendid life, full of g a y c t y  and 
making, and surrounded by cverything I st “ 
beautiful and delightful. hi her time. |io1 

knew nothing about a great many convenienii 
plcasant things which wc e n j o y  now; but.ont 

other hand, the things about them, |
and hangings and ornainents, were more I
than any we have; and their houses.ifnot

so comfortable, were more statcly and ^
picturesque. And with a king and queen »
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voung, you may suppose what constant amuse- 
•nls xvent on in thc oíd Louvre, what hunting- 
liesamong the great xvoods at Fontainebleau.

But this nicrry, splendid life did not last long. 
1„ Ic ss  than three years after their marriage, young  

ig Francis dicd, and Mary’s sorrows began. W e  
°but liltlc of this young king in history. He 

iicd so young that he had not time to show xvhat 
_ in líini; and it does not scem  there ever was 
ic promise of much in him, or in any of his family. 
hcv xvere not a good family, ñor wcrc they even 

tlevér. It xvas onc of the great misfortunes o f  Mary 
luart that slie xvas never in her life connectcd with 
IV man xvho xvas her oxvn equal. And the rest of 
;ílife xvas so full of cxcitement and terrible events 
11 little is ever said of this splendid beginning.
But xvhen licr young liusband dicd, and anotlicr 

ung ascended tlie tlironc, and all the courtiers xvho 
xvorshipecl and scrvcd her began to serve and 

inrship thcir ncxv monarch, Mary turned lier eyes 
thc sea lo lier oxvn northern kingdom , thc 

ly place she had now a right to, and xvhich xvas 
natural home. it xx'as not xvith any longing or 

ve for that xviid and distant country, xvhich slio 
icft in her sixili year, and o f  xvliich she liad, no 

jbl, heard iiiaiiy a discouraging story ; for Scot- 
I. in lile nieantime, had becom e Protcstant, 
ivorst of all sins in the oyes o f  Catholics. 

li had alxvays been laughed at for its povcrty 
sternncs.s. in rich and xvitty Franco, as it xvas 

long after iii léngland, too. Poor and proud 
liercc, xvitli none of the luxurics that abounded 

Pari.s, xvitli a disordcriy croxvd o f nobles, and a 
of psalni-siiiging Reformers, and no pleasure 

amuscnicnt. no briglitness ñor gayety, but coid 
' stonn, liare feudal castlcs instcad o f stately 
ices, and povcrty ¡nstead of xvcalth. Such was 
picture iliat xvas, no doubt, drawn to licr o f  her 

tive kingdom. Whcn she set sail, it is said that 
remaincd on dock as long as tlie shorc of Franco 

Jas to be scen, xvocping and saying nothing but 
til. “Adiiit, charmant pays de France!"

[ Farexvcll, delightful land o f F r a n c e !”] thc 
tag qucen cricd. Slic xvas not then ninetccn, a 
K  her mothcr just dead, her relations all left 
liad, and nobody to xvclcome her to the coid and 
 ̂dng shores to xvliicli she was bound. 

l’oorMary! xvlio could help being sorry for lier? 
■atgh she ivas onc of thc greatest ladies in thc 
dd. and one of the most beautiful xvomcn. Poor 

so lovely and so delicatc, and used to 
q and praisc and xvorship; but com ing am ong  

: ™agn, coid pcople, xvho did not knoxv her, xvho 
aot knoxv hoxv to flatter— a people who dis- 

Prevcdof heras a Catholic, and wcrc suspicious 
«' as írcnch, and had no familiar knoxvledgc 
t lo soften thefr hearts.

Notwithstanding so many things against her, 
Mary conqucred her pcople. Shc went am ong  
them with her sweet looks and her natural gracc, 
and thc smilc xxhich m clted even hearts of s to n e ; 
and though they continued to disapprove o f somc  
o f her xvays, thc Scots icarned to love licr, as slie 
had the gift o f  m aking people do.

T he world knexv nothing then o f  xvhat xve cali 
toleration noxvadays. T liat is one o f thc good 
things o f xvhich, three hundrcd years ago, pcople 
had no idea. A  Román Catholic thought then 
that it xvas his duty, if he had it in his poxvcr, to 
m ake everybody go to mass, and to biirn those xvho 
xvould n o t ; and tlie Protestant belicvcd that it xvas 
his duty to prcvent pcople from going to mass, to 
compel them to go and licar a sermón instead, or, 
if they xvould not, to banish them and put them in 
prison. Som c people think the Román Catholics 
xvere the xvorse in this rcspect, but I 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. 
T hey can be made to tell lies, sometimes, and pre- 
tend they d o ; but you cannot convince people that 
your xvay is the right one by behaving cruclly to 
them. W hen 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 c|ucen thc right to 
xvorship God in the xxay shc had been taught.

Amid all the bitter conflict that folloxvcd, Mary, 
hearing much o f  John Knox, xvho xvas the chief 
o f  thc Reformers, sent for him. Perhaps you 
hiix'c heard o f  John Knox, too. H e xvas thc man 
o f  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 o f  the Church o f  Rom e had dis- 
gustcd. W hcn 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. H e liad suffcred 
cverything for thc tiew faith— liad been a galley- 
slavc one xvliilc; an exilc, a xvandcrcr on thc face 
of the ca rth ; 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. H e xv-as a man xvho had 
faults, as every onc has, and xvas som etim es 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 xx-as, at that time, xvlio did 
xvhat the oíd 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

V
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all thc goods and the lands they had takcn from 
the oíd church, had not John Knox stood fast, and 
secured for thc peoplc a share o f 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 
o f thc poverty-stricken, hungry land she once was.

Young (¿ueen Mary was so hold that she seni 
for this oíd, and wisc, and stern man, thinking 
that her sm iles 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, ñor much harm, to thc other.

For, as I have told you, in spitc o f ever>'thing, 
though she was a Papist, which they hated, 
and had foreign ways which they did not love, this 
bcautiful, bravc, smiling young queen won thc 
hcart o f 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 ñame before 
her return to Scotland; and she made no attempt 
to place Román Catholics in thc offices o f  statc. 
Perhaps she was too young to cnter yet into thc 
policy o f  her uncios in Franee, or to he so anxious, 
as she afterward was, to restorc thc power o f  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 o f a 
stern sermón, or the objcctions o f  thc peoplc to her 
Service in her chapcl, disturbed her happy career.

If she was not as splcndidly lodgcd, ñor as 
carcfully served as in Franco, she was more freo 
and rcally supremo. She was mistrcss of her own 
life, and o f the hcart and favor of her people— not 
ablc as yet to turn them from their way, yet free to 
take her own w ay; 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 o f their hcrcsy, and go back lo the oíd 
faith with their queen. Perhaps her wisc and crafty 
uncios in France had advised her that thc best 
thing she could do was, first o f  all, to make Scot­
land love her. But Mary was not one to follow a

policy of this kind if it did not picase her. 
picase her, however, to make cverything bright 
around her,— to gather about her a troop of prcm 
Itidics— the quccn’s Marios,—

"  There wíis M ary Scton, and Mary licati»un.
And Mary Carmichacl, and nic."

as one of them sings in a hallad—and all thc «ay 
young spirits of the country; and making thc gny 
northern strects gay with her cavalcadc, as she 
went a-hunting out into thc woods; or scotircd Iht 
country from onc palace to another; orlightcdup 
thc graceful gallery at Holyrood, ¡ind its small but 
princcly rooms, with music and plcasurc. It «as 
not so grand as thc Louvre, but far more free, and 
there were no tiresome etiepiettes to be obscncd, 
as in F ran ce; no queen mother iti be kept in good 
humor, ñor sulky princcs to be conciliated, btit 
cverything her own way, and she herself suprcme 
lady and mistrcss of all. If this could but have 
lasted ! But it was not possible that it could last.

Amid all these gayetics, however. .Mary did i»t 
forget that she was a queen, and she look herom 
way in politics as well as in lier life. .Shcwouhi 
not give ovcr her dancing and music and incny 
cvcnings, as John Knox rcquircd ; ñor «ould she 
quarrel with Queen Elizabcth, as her úneles in 
France urgcd her to do.

And in the matter of her marriagc, .Mary again 
actcd for herself. A queen can not «ait to ho 
askcd in marriagc, like a lady of lower nink. Her 
subjects think it so important to them. that it has 
to be arranged for her, and thc hcsl man cart-| 
fully chosen, and all kinds of things takcn into con-: 
sidcration ; not so much whcihcr they love each 
other, but whctlicr he is ponerlul enough, and¡ 
great enough, or so clevcr and gracious, so «isc; 
and princcly, that he is fit to be the husband of a; 
c|uccn. A grcat many princcs wcrc proposed tô 
her on all sides. Those of you who have read thc 
history of England will romcinber Ihat Queen 
Elizaheth, from thc bcginning of her reign, 
always declared that she would not marry. Bol fot 
Mary, it was indispensable that she should mana 
T he prince whom she thouglit mo.st suitablc for i« 
was that unfortunate, gloomy Don Carlos, «ho«'a¡ 
the son of Philip II. of Spain, .ind who dicd 
mysteriously, in madness and misery. some tiinc 
later. But there were obstados which could not 
surmounted in thc way of this inarriage. ■ ^
great many other princcs were otfercd to her, an 
cmhassadors hurricd here and thcrc, an ’ 
were scorcs of important statc consultations a 
court gossips on the subject; all the grcat pcop 
in Englancl, and in the Court of France. an 
Spain, and a great many less important ' ■ 
ing their crowncd and coroncttd heads togc ]
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Ijnd plotiing or wondcring whom the Queen of

Iscots was to m a rry .
At lasi, lio'vcvcr, therc was suggested to her,

I secret, the very worst matcli of all. There was 
ccrtain’young Lord Darnley, the son o f the Earl 

oí Lenno.x, a Scottish noblcman who had bccn 
b,in¡slied to England. who was ncarly related to 
boih ihe royal families. H e was a Stuart by his 
tither’s side, and his grandmothcr was Margaret 
Tudor, who was also the grandmothcr o f  Mary, 
and the aiini of Elizabcth, so that he was cousin to 
both these quccns. Besides this, he was very 
handsome, with cngaging manners, to all appear- 
ance a gallam young prince, pleasing everybody. 
He was neither grcat enough, ñor wise enough, 
ñor even oíd enough to be the husband o f the Queen 
oí .Scots, and all tlic best authorities were opposcd 

10 him.
But Queen Mary saw him, and took a  sudden 

iincy to the handsome and plcasant youth. Therc 
«ere difficiillies in the way with all the others who 
«ould have been more suitablc, and this young  
man was closc at hand, and the very opposition 
of Quccn Llizabctb, and o f  her own serious 
adnscrs, made Mary more dcterinined to have 
kr own way.

They were married, therefore, on the aqth 
oí July, 1565, in the chapel o f  Holyrood, now 
looflcss 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 
¡orne fancy or fasbion, we cannot now tell; but she 
«as married in her widow’s wceds, in a heavy 
dress of bbck velvet and long white vcil. But her 
tibck dress «as the only inelancholy thing about 
ihc wedding. TTicy wcrc very gay and very happy 
fet a little «hile, though so many pcoplc disap- 
provcd of thcni, and Elizabcth c|uarrelcd with 
ibcm.

üllle cared the pair, for the moment, wlio 
quarrelcd ,and who disapprovcd. T he wise Earl of 
Murray, Mary's half-brother, and the w-ily cpicen, 
ber cousin, and all the nobles of the Rcformation 
PWy. .and all the best people, both in Scotland and 
England, were among those who opposcd the inar- 
™ge. liut the queen pleascd herself, as peoplc 

Once more slie had her way, and paid bitterly 
w it aftcrward, as self-willcd pcoplc so often do.

r this young Darnley, whom she so loved and 
nonorcd, to whom she had given the ñame o f king, 

"xis a Stuart and o f  royal blood likc herself, 
^  fnr whom she had displeased so many o f her
(ricnds. «■as as self-willcd, and not nearly as wise,
tha Ele w-as younger by thrce years

nshc; he was merely a handsome boy, while
í* full of intcllcct, intelligence, and

P̂uit. She had very much more charactcr

than he h a d ; and she had been brought up to 
undcrstand statc affairs and do statc Business, 
but he had not. H e did not even rcspect the 
hlgh position of the lady who had done so much for 
h im ; but was ill-tempcrcd and rudc to her, as men 
in all ranks often are to their w ives; 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 o f  the nation.

In six months they wcrc as far apart as if 
they had been strangers. T he queen had much 
on her hands at this time. Some of her great 
nobles, and cspccially her half-brother, the Earl 
o f 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- 
citcmcnt 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 o f  march- 
ing  to London and overthrowing Elizabcth, and 
taking possession o f 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 o f the Catholic party. This 
Italian, David Rizzio, was, at the same time, a man 
o f gi'cat accomplishments, a fine musician, and had 
a very cultivated mind; and he was a great 
rcsourcc to Mary am ong her rudc and untaught 
nobles, and very natu rally bccamc one o f  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  
o f them out of mere jcalousy, som e 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 o f  those 
who were jcalous of Rizzio. Though it was by his 
own folly that he liad made him self disagreeable
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to his wife, )-et, in his vanity and weakness, he spire with some o f the discontcntcd lords, anc
could not bear that she should find pleasure ¡n w h o  t h o u g h t  t h a t  D a v i d  was a public cn c n q -^  ,

thc society of any onc else, and he bcgan to con- I am afraid, indeed, that ihis acco
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lialian W(t.< an cnemy to the State, and was plan­
ning grcat harm to Scotland; but this did not 
jus°if°thc wickcd and cruel act by which he met 
his déalli. One evening Queen Mary was in her 
cabinci, or closct, as it was called,— a room so small 
ihai you «ould not think so many people could 
pcBsibly get into it,— at supper, fearing no evil. 
She hád her half-sister with licr, the Countess of 
Argyle; a half-brother, and several others o f  her 
household, and among them Rizzio. W hen the 
supper was lialf ovcr, Darnley, the king, as he was 
called, carne in by a private passage, which led 
from his rooin to Mary’s. T hen, a few minutes 
aftcr. carne Lord Ruthvcn, the chicf of the con- 
spirators, and a number of others, armed and 

angry.
Imagine ihcsc licrcc men rushing in by the 

private door, which was for Darnley alone, and fill- 
¡ng the little room bchind the tcrrified people at 
thc tnble, «ho had bccn talking gayly over their 
supper, wiili thoughts as far as possible from mur- 
der and cruelty.

Mary, wbo feared no mati, at otice askcd Ruth- 
ven wbat was his business there and who had 
let him in, tintl ordcred him to leave her presencc. 
But you inay be sure they had not gone so far to 
be stopped by anything that could he said to them, 
and .Mary, bctrayed by her own husband, had no 
guards to defcnd her. Ritthvcn made her a 
haughty answer, and said he had come to drag 
Rhzio from her presencc.

“ Madame, savc my life ! ” cricd David, clinging  
to her dress.

She tried to savc him against the wcapons thrust 
at him, some ovcr her own shoulder, and in thc 
™ffle thc table was upset, and the c|uccti her- 
selí thrown down, with the wrctched, panic- 
strickcn stranger clingitig to her in thc middle of 
til that havüc, while thc daggcrs were ahnost at 
icr own throat.

Then the mitrdcrers forced thc clinging hands 
oí their viclitn loose from the clothing o f  the 
queen, and dragged him roughly out o f  her pres­
encc, Darnley himsclf holding her that she might 
o nothing further in hehalf o f  the' poor Italian, 

«honas killed at the door o f the adjoining room, 
hearing, if not in her sight. T hen his body, 

"tangled «ith many woimds, was thrown out o f  tlíc 
«indow into the cotirt-yard hclow.

iíuihven carne back when this dccd was done, 
'Mo the little room where thc remains o f  the sup- 
P«i''hichhad bcen so clreadfully interrupted, were

still scattered: and there he found poor Mary, in 
a passion o f  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 
o f a traitor.

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

Hut the conspirators had possession o f  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 princcss, m eeting her encm ics boldly, 
spe.aking her mind fu lly ; with plcnty of faults, 
indeed, but none that need have taken from her the 
love o f  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 mom enl, 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 o f 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 oíd palace o f  Holyrood, which has sccn  
so m any 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 
.'U thc time, and the wondcr was that the shock and 
horror did not kill her, too.

'I'his outrage was the bcginning o f all the 
darker side o f her life. Next morning, Mary 
began another existencc. She was iti the hands 
o f her deadly encmics. T he 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, to o ; to swear one thing and 
do an oth er; to revenge herself, and in her turn to 
be the subject of a terrible revenge.

(  T o  be c o fid m ie d .)
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A L E S S O N  F O R  M A M M A .

D e .ar Mamma, if you just could be 
A tiny little girl likc me,
And I your m amma, you would see 

How nice I ’d be to you.
I ’d always let you have your way;
I ’d ncver frown at you, and s a y . 
You are behaving ill to-day;

Such conduct will not do.’

By S y d n e y  D a y r e .

And every day I ’d lct you wear 
Your niccst dress, and ncver care 
If it should get a great big tcar;

I ’d only say to y o u :
' My precious trcasure, ncvcr mind, 

For little clothcs w ill toar, l find.’ 
Now, M amma, would n’t that be 1 

T hat ’s just what /  should do.
;ind?

“ 1 ’d always give you jelly-cakc  
For breakfast, and I ’d nevcr shake 
My head, and say: ‘ You must not take 

So very large a slice.’
I ’d nevcr s a y : ‘ My dear, I trust 
You will not make me say you musí 
Eat up your oat-m eal’ ; or ‘ T he crust 

You ’ll find is very nice.’

“ 1 ’d buy you candy every day ;
I ’d go down-town with you, and s a y :

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

I ’d ncvcr say: ‘ My pet, you know 
’T  is had for health and teeth, and so 
I cannot let you have it. No;

It wóuld be wrong in m e .’

“  1 ’d ncvcr say: ‘ W ell, just a / t e . ”
1 ’d let you stop your lessons. too;
I ’d s a y : ‘ T h ey  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 grand 1

“ But, .Mamma dear, you cannot grou 
Into a little girl, you know,
And I can’t be your mamma; so 

T h e  only thing to do,
Is just for you to try and scc 
How very, 7’Cty nice ’t would be 
For you  to do all this for me.

.Now, Mamma, couM u'l yoaV

I N  N A T U R E ’S W O N D E R L A N D ;  O R .  A D V I C N T U R E S  I.V THE , 

A M E R I C A N  T R O P I C S .

By F é l ix  L. Os w a i .d .

CHAFI’ER VI.

T h e  little cow-hunter would have been in his 
glory, if he had accompanied us to Yucatán; for 
there he would have found nuniberless cows to 
chase, and plcnty o f  galloping room besides. On 
the Rio Bcxar, that forms the fronticr o f 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 Yucatán, they seem ed to 
be mostly owncrlcss, for wc saw neither herders 
ñor farmers— nothing but Indian deer-hunters— till

we reached San Elizario, a villagc containing only 
a few white settlcrs, and a government stnge- 
coach office.

Here we left our menagerie-pcts in chargeoftlie 
postmastcr, who had more stablc-room than he 
wanted, and, hcaring that soutbern Yucatán 
abounded with m onkcys and all kinds of gante, «e 
set off in the direction o f  a  place where they had 
told us that the Rio Bclizc could be crossed on a 

ropc bridge.
Judging from the ñame, wc e,\pected to find 

som ething likc a  suspension-bridgc, but it pro™
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to be a sort of a ferry, a drag-ovcr contrivance of 
tlte riiclcst and strangest kind. At the narrowcst 
point of the river-bed tliey liad stretched two cables 
oí liana-ropcs from shorc to shorc, about sixty feet 
¡ibovc thc water-surfacc, and some o f  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 o f  ropc- 
«Iking, tlicy had largo wickcr baskcts with hoops, 
slkling along tlie cable in such a  way that they could 
bo pullcd over by means of a drag-ropc. T he river 
iras very liroad, with a currcnt like a mill-racc, and 
it puzzled US how wc should get Hlack Hetsy across, 
but the bridge-kccpcr assurcd us that there was n’t 
any (langcr, if we would just ease her load a little, 
and íastcii a long tow to her saddie-hand. T he tow 
ras long cnougli to reach from the water up to thc 
ivickcr 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 
I clifisüf thcoppositc shorc, and T om m y concludcd 

to try his long ilrop-line. He had to use bectlcs 
instead of iniiiiioivs, and, considering thc poor liait, 
his luck ivas better than we ex p ected ; in less than

rHK C f K I o r s  kc)i>K>ilKlLK:K ACKOSS T H K  KI<> líKLIZK.

ten minutes he caught four pickcrel, and a hlack, 
kog-hcaded lish of a kind we had nev'cr seen before.

1 The next time he threw in his Une, he had a  hite 
: ^ost ,Ts soQu tis lio touclicd tlic walor, and, as he  

jctkcd it in, wc could see  by the squirming and  
vplashing that it inugt be a largo gusano, as they

cali a sort o f  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 üttcr 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 o f  those black th leves. Just 
look at th e m ; there comes a whole s h o a l ! ”

W c looked down, and, sure enough, the water 
at thc other side o f thc cliflTs was almost black with 
swim m ing heads. T he otters sportcd around like 
porpoiscs, and now and then slipped into a rock- 
crcvice at the water’s edge.

“ T hey must have their nests in that cliff,” said 
Tom m y. “  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. U cl up, Ijoys—  
here com es thc ferry m an.”

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

the gold-mincs o f San 
Cristoval, and a hcavily 
armed half-brecd with a 
hig xvolf-dog. T he dog  
carried two good-sizcd 
Icathcr bags, and was 
saddlcd and hridled like 
a  horsc, following in thc  
tracks o f his master, who 
held thc end o f  thc bridle 
in his fist. W henevcrw c  
passed a bush or a trec- 
stump, the dog pressed 
cióse to his master’s heels, 
to keep the hridlc from 

getting entangled in thc twigs.
“  W hy don’t )'oii let that dog go 

free?” I askcd. “ He could get 
along a great deal hetter if that 
bridle were ofif altogcther. ”

“  Yes, 1 know,” said thc half-brecd. 
“ hut I can’t go against my orders: that 
dog is carrying the govcrnment mail, and 
i f  1 should lose him they would stop my  
ycar’s w ages.”

" A re  you going to Vera P az?” asked Daddy  
Simón, who was not very well ac(|uaintcd with thc 
Yucatán country-roads.

“  N o ; but 1 will show you thc way as far as 
Cabellas,” said thc mail-carrier ; “  from there Don  
J o sé ” (the Spaniard) “ and I 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.”

“  I 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 d in n er?”

W c asscntcd, and, while Menito dressed our 
pickercl, the young Spaniard and T om m y col- 
lected a lot o f  wild fruits, mangos, chirimoyas, and 
fine yellow grapes. T he mail-carrier had bought 
som e eg g s  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. “ W ait a m om ent; I saw a 
queer sort o f  fruit in that bush over yondcr, but I 
could not reach it with my st ick : lct me scc if I 
can’t hit it. I think it must be a calabash-trce.” 

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

T H K  C A R R lE k  O F  T H E  G O V E R N M E N T  .MAII..

the c a m p : Daddy Simón snatching up the mess- 
bag and galloping away likc a racc-horse, with 
T om m y and Rough at his hecls; Menito upsctting  
our dinner and running off with the cm pty kettle, 
and the young Spaniard throwing about his arms 
and bcllowing like a madman.

“ W hat in the ñame o f common sense is the 
m atter?” asked the half-breed, wlio was just com­
ing up from the creek with a pail of water—but 
in the next m om ent he dashed the pail down 
snatchcd it up again, and- ran like the rcsl. •“ Hor! 
nets ! horncts ! Away with that imilc of vours!” 
he yelled, when 1 callcd on him to stop. | had 
liardly time to untic the halter and rush the mulé 
off into the bush, when the air sccmcd to hura all 
around me, and two fierce stings on iny neck con 
vinced m e that my companions had gootl reason to 
run. Now 1 remembered that wrctclied calabash- 
tree. Yes, that explained i t ; tbe young Sjjaniard 
had mistaken a hornets’-nest for some kind of wild 
fruit, and, hitting it witli a stone, liad brought down 
on our heads the wrath o f a swarm of wingcd de- 
mons. At first I was so angry tbal I could not 
trust niysclf to speak a word when I overtook the 
fugitivcs, 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 mcrri- 
mcnt. “ You would n’t want any Spanish |)cppcr 
if you could get a dose of that stuff iwery day I ” 

“ W ell, I declare,” laughed Tommy, ‘•Ididii'i 
knowolti Daddy could 
run like all that!'’ 

Tbosc rascaban; 
sinart.ibougli!'’cried 
the half-brecd, pant- 
ing. ••Didn'l they 
find US r|irickly ! ”

*• Smart ? Why, 
they llave no aunraon 
sense at all.” grmvlcd 
oíd Daddy. ‘‘.Abou; 
six of Ihein went up 
niy trouscrs. and onc 
stung me right onthe 
nose- -as if it lud 
been iny fault. con- 
found ’lhe WBh 
creatures!”

Tlie |)oor young
Spaniard said nothing

at a l l ; but I daré say
he recoilccts the d.iy 

of tbe inonlii- 
“ I’oor Menito has 

lost bis red liandker-
cbicf, I sce.”ol)scned

Tom m y, after attending to his w o u n d s .
“ Oh, I can stand it,” laughed Menito. ” Ain 

am sorry for is that mcss o f pickcrel; we ha n 

much o f a breakfast, either.”
“ Ncver m ind,” said the half-breed; "dM^  ̂

scc that smoke going up, ahead there?
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I , - i l l a g c o f  Pasco Indians; they  can 'sell us so m e th in g  
I  II, I guess. I sliould n ’t wonder if th ey  are  

cookin'g lliL'ir own d inner r ig h t  now. Resides, I 
havealot of dry cakes in

m v p o u c l i . ”

The smoke rose from 
thc ccntcr of a little clear- 
ing ia the midst of the 
forcst, but we did not see 
any trace of a village, till 
the half-brccd callcd at- 
icnlion to a grovc of 
ciiucho-trces behind the
dearing. Whercvcr two
«r three trecs stood closc 
together. tlio Indians had 
joined thcin by a nct-work 
nfbush ropcs, fonning the tloor 
üf their huís about six feet 
abovc tlie ground, while the 
boughs of the Irces, intcrwoven 
with bast and bulrushcs, sc n e d  
as a sort of roof.

“ llaven’t they any a x cs? ” said Tom - ' .
my. “ Wbat ’s thc reason they can­
not build thcir buts on thc ground ?”

" It’s on account of the inundations,” said the 
half-breed. " In the rainy season thc Rio Belize 
riscs leu or fifteen feet, and overflows this country 
in every dircction.”

.A dozen coppcr-brown Indians were cooking their 
dinner in tlic iniddlc of tlic clearing, and when wc 
approached thcir camp-firc the lialf-lireed explaincd 
our mishap and incinired thc price o f  a modcst 
incal. rhere was n’t niucli in s ig h t ; but one of  
the half.naked liuntcrs rose, with the dignity o f  a 
(Irand Duke, and invited us to a seat 011 tlie wood- 
püe. 'I'lieir sqiiaws were out nutting, he said, and 
they could not offer us any bread to -d a y ; but wc 
«ere quite welcome to all tliere was, and they 
scorned tlie idea of acccptiiig money from a straii- 
ger-gucst.

“ Wc have friecl squirrels,” said he, “ nearly 
done; and, furtlicrniorc, wc llave ecls,— fine ccls, 
exquisitc and fat.”

"e told liini that we should never be able to 
forgive oursclvcs if wc sliould deprive him o f  his 
“ is, but that wc should ask him to favor us with 
a squirrcl apiece.

The squirrels were skcwcred on long sticks and 
roasting over a low wood-firc, and cvcry now and 
then onc of the indians grcased them with a spoon- 

, I of lard-oil, to keep tlicm from frizzing away 
o together. Wlicii wc liad finished our rcpast, thc 
)oting Spaniard asked them for a few drops o f that 
OMo rub his swollen face.

Ovispas?" (wasps or hornets) asked tlie Pasco.

“  Yes, sir— ten or twclve o f  them .”
“  W hy, what sort of snakc-doctors are tliere in 

your part o f  the country ?” asked the Indian.
“  N one at all, as 

far as I know,” rc- 
Don

J ose. 
“ Oh, 

that ex- 
plains it,” said the

A  H O M E  l . N  A  T K F F .  “ H o O m i a i l ,

no wonder ! W e  
I’ascos havc good snake-doctors, howcver.”

“  W hat are they good for?” I inquired.
“  They rub you with guataca o il,” said thc 

Indian, “ that will keep flies and wasps away; and 
if you pay them a big price, they rub you till you 
get snake-proof, too .”

“  Can’t you buy a bottle of that stuff and put it 
on yoursclf?” I asked.

“ Yes, on your hands,” said thc Pasco, “ but 
only the doctor knows how to oil your fa ce ; other­
wise the ointment would kill you. It is a strong 
poison, and would m ake you sneeze tijl you die. 
Our medicine-man has a remcdy for ghosts, too ,” 
he added, and told us a long story about the strangc 
apparitions that used to haunt the wigwam till they 
ivcrc laid by the potent spclls o f  the snake-doctor; 
but we did not regi'ct thc dclay, for the Indians 
sold US a tamo spider-monkey— a lank and funny 
fcllow, with arms as long as a full-grown m an’s.

“ W hat kind o f  oil does he m ea n ? ” I asked 
the half-breed, whcn wc continued on our way.

“ I do not know what it is made of,” said he, 
“ but it is certainly a strong poison.”

“ But will it injure you by merely rubbing it on 
your skin ? ”

“  1 kncw a fellow wlio nearly died from tire mere 
sm cll,” said the half-breed. “  Onc o f  my ncighbors 
in Tabasco was chopping wood near liis gardcn, and 
in his abscnce a largo vivaron [a sort o f  moccasin 
snakc] crawled into the cottage and carne near 
biting his youngest son, a  lad o f  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 h e lp ; 
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 him self on the floor to 
hold it down. ‘ Get the h a tc h e t! ’ 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 o f  guaraca-oil, and, 
finding the stopper too tight, he smashed the whole 
bottle, and poured the contents on his brothcr’s 
hands. T he 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 o f  snecz- 
ing. T he eider ran outside, and had hardly 
reachcd the open air, when he lieard liis brother 
cali out again : ‘ W a te r ! a ir ! h e lp ! I ’m ch o k in g ! ’ 
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.”

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 road ai all ” 
he added; “ the espinal [thorn-jungle] in the 
bottom there is a terrible wildcrness.”

So it w a s ; even in Tabasco we had never seca 
suci) an intricatc mazo of jungle and bush ro|)cs. 
T he great lianas, or creeping vines, joincd treeto 
tree, trailing along the ground like snakes, and 
hanging in festoons from the boughs. like tlic cord- 
age o f a full-rigged ship, while smallcr vincs, some 
o f  them as prickly as buckthorn twig.-,, sprcad thdr 
twistcd coils through the underbrusb and made the 
forcst almost impenetrable. In such thickcts, «¡Id 
bcasts were safe from the hunter’s piirsuit. Squir- 
rels and rabbits crosscd our path, bul ourdngtried 
in vain to follow them through the iborns, and «e 
thought he had becom e thoroughly tired of sucha 
hunting-ground, when he suddenK nislicd ahead 
like a shot, and almost tumbled upon a brute about 
the size of a large hog, cngaged in scrapin.g up 
the leaves in a little ravine, some twenty paces from 
the road-side. T he creature turned, and wj rccog-

nizeil the bushy 
tail of a ¡wrnúy 
//íVi', or black ant- 
bear. but Rough 

then so closi

'  I H E  A N T-H E A H  KACEO AIIOUT W l  1 H U P L IP T E I )  
1-A W S ."

uponhiinihai

we could nol 
sliont for fwi 
of killing thv 
dog, loo. TBí 

ant-bcar reireatcd as fast as 
he could, till be got out oí 
the ravine, when he faced 
about with iiplifted pa«s. 
and with suri) alicrccgro»!. 
that Rüugh drew back in

“  I must leave you hcre,” said the htilf-brccd, when 
wc reachcd the next cross-road, “ but y-oii cannot 
iniss your way now :

affright. In the next moment the lioninginiv 
vanished in the thicket, though Tommy ran up

had
and

iniss your way now : you will'reach Cabellas all down, trying to discover his whcrcabouU. H'- 
right if you just keep straight south. D on’t turn could hardly see ten paces ahead into the jungt-
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••Cnmcon. cmne on,” Daddy Simón urgcd us.
“ Dii you sec those clouds ? 1 am afraid wc shall
?ct wet hcfove iiight."

ll was haiílh three o ’clock, but the sky had 
Umicd strangcly dark, and now and then a  flash 
oí lightning darled across thc murky air. W e  
ptcsscd forttanl in silcnt luiste, till T om m y  
cluichcd iny arm and looked intently in thc 
ilirccllnn of the i-.vyf/zw/. “ I thought I heard 
a bcll down there.’ said he. “ Yes, there it 
gocs again! Listen! W hat can that be ? ”

Wc all heard il plainly this time : a singular 
Wl-like sound. coming dear and ringing from 
ikchcart of the n ilclcrncss.

Ves, we are in for it now,” said Daddy  
Simón. "There will be a storm or a hcavy 
Mtn. That ’s the campanero, thc bell-b ird;
«hcn he lolls liis [heil] you may look
“tit fot trouble. h  is a sure s ign .”

Three or four wood-hats passed ovcr our 
heads with a whistling scrcech, also a caprí- 
"<«lga or goat-slicker— a kind o f  bird that is ni 
Mttlyscen before sundown; and when we ap- 
l'roached a coppice o f  cork-oaks, a h ig  wild-cat 
eaped into the middle o f thc road ^ind glared 
at US irt wide-eyed surprise. She, too, secm ed to

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 
movem ent o f  our dog she turned and fiung herself 
into thc thicket with a savage leap.

“  Come ahcad,” said Oíd D a d d y ; “  we can’t run 
after every bird and beast in a wilderncss like this.” 

“ Hold on thcrc—just wait a m om ent,” cried 
Menito, squeczing him sclf through the underbrush 
at the foot o f the trec. “ 1 thought 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, som ebody.”

T om m y managed to help him up, and, after 
pulling out a lot o f  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. “  W e have  
made a  good joh o f 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 Simón. “ W c have 
missed our way. Here ’s that wood-chopper’s 
shanty thc mail-carrier was telling us about. Come  
this w ay .”

“ How did we get off the right road ? ” 1 asked. 
“ 1 don’t know, 

señor,” said he. ^
“ Friday is an un- 
lucky day, some- 
how, and may be 
wc m ade it worse 
by eating squir-

rels instead 
of fish.”

W e then 
turned back, 

and, after retracing our stcps 
a few hundred paces, we 
found two doubtful trails 
Icading in the direction of  
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, n o w ? ” asked

H C N T l i l i  .< T A IM K .  

PAC.E 4 6 5 . ]
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Dacldy Simón. “  Vera Paz is south by squth-cast, 
so far as I know.”

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

“  It ’s co m in g ! ” cried Mcnito. “  W hat shall 
wc do ? Picase, let ’s hurry back to that oíd cab in ; 
better an em pty house than no house at a ll.”

It seemed really thc best plan ; so, by setting  
our mulé a-trotting, we m anagcd to reach the log- 
cabin in less than ten minutes, and, white I helped  
Oíd 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. T hey  hugged  
one another and screamcd until they m ade us 
laugh, in spitc o f  our own consternation, for the 
matter was almost past a j e s t ; thc great forest-trees 
bent and swaycd like reeds, and only the clumsy 
massiveness o f the timbcrs saved the roof o f our 
hut from being blown away with the branches that 
flew through the air like a flock o f  birds. As soon 
as the fury o f  the storm abatcd, the rain carne 
down in torrents, and, almost with thc first fall, 
the whole forest broke forth in a babel o f  confused 
vo ices: scrcecliing parrots, screaming cats, and 
loud-grunting peccaries, and through all the din we 
heard the shrill p iping o f a troop o f monos fspedros, 
or “  ghost-m onkeys,” as the Mexicans cali a kind 
of nocturnal mammals allied to the African lemurs. 
Little rat-like things jum ped and chirped am ong  
thc raftcrs of the roof, but it was so dark that wc 
could not make out wliat they were, till Menito 
knockcd one o f them down with the butt o f  his 
mule-whip. It fluttcrcd out into thc rain like a 
bat, and we saw that it must be a family o f  flying- 
squirrels, who had made themselves at hom e in thc 
abandoned cabin, and perhaps felt highly indignant 
at our unccremonious intrusión.

Our dog Rough had posted him self at thc thrcsh- 
old, and seem ed to havc noticed som ething 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 córner.

“ You must be entirely crazy,” said he. “ Do  
you want to get yourself killed ? T hat must be a 
panther or a jaguar, and a pretty big onc, too. 
D on’t you know that such brutes can’t keep the 
run o f the calendar? T hey  would cat you 011 

Friday as quickly as on any other day ! ”

T he next m orning thc ground was aswetasa 
swamp, but Black Betsy had a very casy load, and 
we found that our tame spider-monkey could naH 
as well as ride. H e prcferred to squat on thc 
mulc’s croup like a Turk on bis divan, but «hen. 

ever he saw the boys running after a squirrcl ora
butterfly, he would slip down and foHow ihcm 35 
¡f his curiosity liad got the better of his laziness.

“ There are some Indians under those trecs. "said 
Daddy Simón, when we passed a co|)se of tanka. 
oaks. ‘ ‘ I ’m going to ask them aliout thc best road 
to Vera Paz.”

Tankas, or Spanish nuts, look almost cxanlv 
like acorns, but they taste sweet and pleasantlikc 
filberts, and still more like tliosc cgg.shapcd little 
walnuts they cali “ pecans” in Texas. The trets 
were ratlier high and had their larger branches ai! 
near tlie top, but the Indians had deviscd quite an 
ingenious m ode o f clim bing them. They had long 
ropes o f bomliax cotton, about as thick as a linger. 
but strong enough to bear the wcighi of a hca\y 
man. T o onc cnd o f these ropcs they had fastcned 
bolas, or round pelibles about tlio size of a pigeon- 
cgg, and on the other a cudgcl of very touglinood. 
Now, if  tliey wanted to climli a tree, they whirlcd 
the bolas around their heads and llung them mtr 
tlie lowest branch in a way that made them tivirlall 
around it, and by giving a quick jerk, they could 
draw the rope as tight as a knot. üy grabbingthe 
rope with liis hands, and liracing his toes against 
the tree, a barefoot boy could climb thc biggesi 
oak almost as quick as with a laddcr, and, if thc 
tree was very' liigli, his comrades could lielp him 
by standing on tlie cudgel, thus drawing thc rope 
taut and straiglit.

But though thc Indians undcrstood thc art of 
clim bing Spanish-nut trees, they did n’t kntw 
mucli about the Spanish language, and wc tried 
in vain to interpret our questions liy gestures, till 
onc oíd fellow tappcd m e on thc shouldcr, and 
pointing in tlic dircction of a narrow trail, liW 
his finger, as if lie wanted me to listen to some­
thing. I asked my companions lo keep quiet for 
a moment, and soon heard tlie echo of disl.iot 

ax-strokcs.
“ Blanco, blanco— a white m a n ,  t h a t , ”  said lite 

Indian, and, again pointing toward thc trail, 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 so, 

heard the ax-strokes closc at liand, and at asi 
saw a stout, bareheaded man, in a huntings 1 , 
cngaged in splitting fcnce-rails in thc pnmm. 
North-American fasliion. He did not look mu 
likc a Spaniard, and when wc hailed him, i” 
answer confirmcd my conjccture. ,

“  Helio, strangers ! ” he called out, i" E"?'” j
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I
and, throwing down his ax, carne up and grccted  
US iti the off-liand way of a British sailor or soldier.

“If you are going to Vera Paz, you are nearly 
M tlic right road,” said he, when we had intro- 
duKil ourselves, “ but I will take you as far as 
Lagunas, where you strike the State h ighw ay.”

“ You are an Knglishinan í ” I asked.
“] am a Scotchman, and belongcd to an English  

vessel that got w'reckcd on the Yucatán coast. 1 
tiied to make my way to Vera Cruz, but this coun- 
tn hcre suited me, and I concluded to stay. ” He  
told US that he had lived here more than seven  
vcars, nearly alone, supporting him self on wild 

fndtsand gante.
‘You must litivc had some wild adventures,” 

Isaid 1, seeing his face «-as badly scarrcd on onc side. 
“ Yes, I got that in a rough-and-tumble fight 

«ith a panlhcr,” said he. “ T he  Pasco Indians 
hadofferod a large rc« ard for the head o f  a  panthcr  
th,it had killed six men and children of one wig- 
wam. So I laiíl traps o f all kinds, and at last 
caught the nian-catcr in a heavy stccl trap. He  
had caught binisclf in such a manncr that he could

not possibly escape, but I never saw a wild brute 
m ake such a desperate resistance. I had to throw 
a lariat over his head and wind it all around him  
before I could drag him off, and I had hardly 
haulcd him half a mile when he got one o f  his 
pa«'S free and m ade a spring at my head. At last 
I m anaged to chain him and deliver him  to the 
Pasco Indians. T h ey  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 o f  m o n e y ; one day I «'on twenty  
dollars on a  single bct.”

“ How was that? ” wc asked.
“ I have a tame tapir,” said the huntcr, “ and 

onc evening I took him  to a  farm-house where the 
m inéis used to- congrégate, and made them a bet 
that my tapir could eat more corn than three fuü- 
grown hogs. T hey  put three hungry swinc in a 
pon, and the tapir in another, and thcn thre«- a 
sackful o f  corn into cach pcn, but the hogs had 
eaten only two-thirds of their share when my tapir 
had s«alIowed his whole ration, cobs and all.”

v í a

(  To bt' coníitn ifii.)

TI)  A S S W E U  I ’ m  I N C L I S E U . "

' ■■OL. V I I I .  _ 3 o ,

W H Y .

O nce  I was a little maid 
W ith  eager heart and m ind;

And through the wondrous hours, I sought 
Som ething I could not find.

, N o  single th in g ;  ’t was that, to-day, 
To-morrow, it was this ;

And wistfully I heard folks s a y :
“  A  funny little miss 1

“  She C[ueries so 1 She wondcrs so 1 ”
T hey  said— “ T he pretty thing 1 ”

But « h a t  1 sought, or wished to know,
T hey  quite forgot to bring.

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

W hen little lips ask, “  W hy ? ”— I ’ll o« n 
T o answer I ’m inclined.

Their “  How ? ” and “  W'hat ? ” and “  W hy ? ” 
you seo.

Mean that they, too, «’ould reach 
And find a som ething that they need 

In some one’s friendly spccch.
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T H E  P E T E R K I N S ’ E X C U R S I O N  F O R  M A P L E  SUGAR

I5y L u c r k t ia  P. H a l e .

I r was, to be sure, a change  
o f plan to determine to go 
to Grandfather’s for a  ma- 
ple-sugaring instead o f  go­
ing to E g y p t ! But it secm ­
ed best. E gypt was not 
given up— only postponed. 
“  It has lasted so many 
ccnturies,” sighed Mr. Pc- 
tcrkin, “  that I supposc it 
will not crumblc much in 
onc summCr m ore.”

T he  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 
o f all to go to E gypt i n ; 
that they would arrive in 
midsummer, and find the 
climate altogether too h o t ; 
that people who were not 
uscd to it dicd o f it. N o ­
body thought o f  going to 
E gypt in sum m er; on thc 
contrary, everybody carne 
away. A nd what was worse, 

Agam cm non 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 there was a great inundation o f  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 som e­

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 
m uch 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 o f  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 o f practicing, hy getting in and out of thc 
rocking-chair from thc sofá.

T he family, however, wrotc to tlic lady from 
Philadelphia who had traveled in Egypt, antíivhose 
husband knew cverything about Egypt that could 
be known— that is, cverything that had alreadv 
been d u g  up, though he could only guess at what 
m ight be brought to light next.

T he rcsult was a very carncst recommcndation 
not to leave for E gypt till thc autiinin. Travclcrsl 
did not usually reach there licforc Deccmber 
though October m ight be plcasant on account of 
thc fresh dates.

So thc E gypt plan was rcluctantly postponed. 
and, to m ake am ends for thc disappointmenttothc 
little boys, an excursión for maplo sirup was pro­
posed instead.

Mr. Peterkin considercd it almost a nccessitv. 
T hey ought to acquaint themselves with tlic manii 
factures o f their own new country, bcfure studying 
those o f the oldest in the world. He had bcenin- 
quiring into the producís of Egypt at the present 
time, and had found sugar to he onc of tlicir S t a p l e s .  

T hey ought, then, to understand thc .American 
methods, and compare them with those of Egipt. 
It would he a pretty attention, indeed, to carry 
som e o f  the maplc sugar to the principal dignilaries 
of Egy'pt.

But thc difificulties in arranging an excursión 
proved almost as great as for going lo Egypt. 
Sugar-making could not come off until itwaswarm 
enough for the sun to set thc sap stirring. Onthc 
other hand, it must ho coid enough for snow, as 
you could only reach the woods on snow-sleds. 
Now, if  there were sun enough f o r  thc sap to risc, 
it xvould melt thc snow, and if it wcrc coid enough 
for sledding, it must be too coid for the sirup. 
Tliere seem cd an impossibility about the whok 
thing. T he  little boys, however, said there always 
had bccn maple sugar evcry spring; t h e y  liad caten 

it; why should n’t there be this spring?
Elizaheth Eliza insisted gloomily thnt this ŵ  

probably oíd sugar they had caten—you n e v e r  coul 

tell in the shops.
Mrs. Peterkin thought there must b e  f r e s h  stigar 

occasionally, as thc oíd would have lieen eatenup. 
She felt thc same about chickcns. S i t e  never couK 
understand why thcrc were only the oíd, toiigh on« 
in thc markct, when there were certainly 
young broods to he seen around thc farm- on
every year. She supposcd the markct-men
hegun with the oíd, tough fowls, and so tliei tadi 
go on so. She xvished they hatl begun t eo

hsd
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thc oíd fowls, hoping they might, som e day,
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doivn to the young ones.
As to tlic unccrtainty about the weather, she 

¡o«stccl they should go to Grandfather’s the day 

ixfore. Ihit l'O"' ct't’ g" k'’® «Eay before, when 
vondon'tyei know thc day?
' All «ere much dclightcd, therefore, when Hiram  
a p p c a re d  «¡ih thc wood-sled, onc evening, to takc 
ilicin, 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 
badK'en a light snow for sleigliiiig, and to-morrow 
pnraiised to lie a tino day. ' It was dccided that 
be s h o u l d  takc tlic little boys and Elizabetli Eliza 
early, in tlie wood-sled ; thc otliers would follow 

tacr, in the carry-all.
.Mrs. Pctcrkin tliought it would lie safer to have 

swieof the'party go on wliccls, in case o f  a general 
tbv the next day.

A brilliant sun awokc them in tlie morning. 
The «ood-slcd was filled witli hay, to make it warm 
ad conifortalilc. and an arm-chair was tied in for 
Elhabctli Kliza. Uut slie was oliliged to go first to 
liát thc secretar)’ of the Circumanibient Society, 
locsplain iliat shc should not be present at their 
eiening mectiiig. One of tlie rules of this society 
»as to takc always a winding road wlien going  
ipon society liusiness, as the word “ circuniam- 
liicnt" mcaiis “ conipassing aliout.” It was one o f  
ils la«s to copy nature as far as possible, and a 
ilnight lino is iicvcr scen in nature. Therefore, 
¡he could not scnd a direct note to say slie sliould 
lot be present; slic could only liint it in general 
Kimersation witli tlic secrctary, and she was oliligcd 
totake a roiindabout way to reach the secretary’s 
house, «here tlie little lioys called for her in her 
«ood-slcd.

What was lier surprisc to liiid cight little boys 
¡iBtcad of three! Iii passing thc school-house they 
had pickcd up five of thcir friends, who had rcached 
thc school (ic)or a full hour before thc time. Icliza- 
heth Eliza thouglit they ouglit to iiu|.uire if thcir 
parcnts would lie willing tliey should go, as they 
allespected to spciici thc night at Grandfatlicr’s. 
Hiram thouglit it would rcc|uire too niticli time to 
stop for thc conscnt of ten parcnts; if thc sun kept 
Wat this rate, thc snow would be gone bcforc tlicy 
should rc,icli thc woods. But the little boys said 
^'oftlie little lioys lived in :i row, and Elizabetli 

®feh shc oiiglii not to take the lioys away for all 
"'SI «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 
d tcll thc other mother. I5ut at each place 

«I «Ore oliliged to stop for additional tippcts, 
SsoAt-coats, and Iiidia-rubbcr boots for the little

boys. At the Harrimans’, too, the Harriman girls 
iiisisted 011 drcssing up thc wood-sled with ever- 
greens, and m ade one of the boys liring their last 
Christmas-trec, that was leaning up against thc 
barn, to set it up in tlie back o f 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 am ong the bilis. 
T he 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 wcrc 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 tim e,” 
lie declared.

Elizabeth Eliza wa.s 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 o f 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 córner of the road. Elizabeth Eliza felt 
a little jounccd in the arm-chair, and was glad o f  a 
rest; and the little boys soon discovered an ampie  
lunch, j ust what might havc been expected from 
Grandfatlicr’s —  apple-pie and doughnuts, and 
pleiity of t l ic n i! “ Lucky we brought so many
little boys ! ” they exclaimed.

Hiram, howcver, began to grow impaticnt. 
•■‘ T h e r e ’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. T he  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 som c accidcnt, thc 
family m ight miss them.

It was with difficulty that the carry-all followed 
in thc dcep but soft snow, in am ong the trunks of 
thc trees and ovcr piles of leaves hidden in the 
snow. T hey  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. T he little

•-T:H
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boys screamed with d e lig h t; 
reply. Nobody there !

“  T he folks all gone ! ” exclaimed Hiram ; “  then 
wc must be late.” And he proceeded to pulí out a 
large silver watch from a side pocket. It was so 
large that he seldom was at tlie pains to pulí 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 bccn here by eleven : they have given you 
up.”

T he 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 m ight 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 w o o d ; so the eight little boys walkcd through 
the wood-path, Hiram leading the way; and slowly 
the carry-all followed.

T hey reached Deacon Spear’s at le n g th ; 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.

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

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

But Mrs. Spear could not tell where the festival 
was to be, as she had not heard ; perhaps they 
m ight know at Squire R am say’s. Squire Ram say’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.

“  T hey ’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 I felt a drop o f  r a in ;” so 
they m ade the best of their way to Grandfather’s.

At the m om ent they reachcd the door o f the 
house, a party o f  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 sh ou ted ; “  we are 
all going down to the sugar festival.”

“  T hat is what we have com e for,” said Mr. 
Peterkin.

“ W here is i t? ” asked Solomon John.
“  It is down your way,” was the reply.
“  It is in your own N ew  H all,” said another. 

“  W e have sent down all our sirup. T he Spears,

but there was no and Ramsays, and Doolitllcs have gone on «iib 
theirs. N o time to s to p ; therc ’s good sleigh'L 
on the oíd road.” ^

There was a little consultation with the grand-l 
father. Hiram said that he could take them 1¡ 
with the wood-sled, when he heard there «as| 
sleighing on the oíd 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 more t 
of rain appearcd, though the clouds were tliicken-| 
ing over the sctting sun.

“ All the way back again,” sighcd Mrs. FcieJ 
kin, “ when we m ight have staid at home all day,| 
and gone quietly out to the New llalli" liut ilíi 
little boys thought the sledding all day w.as  ̂

fun,— and the apple-pie ! “ And we‘did sec thi
kettle, through the cracks of the shanty 1 ’’

“ It is odd the festival should be held a: the No 
H all,” said Elizabcth Eliza; “ for the secrei 
did say som ething 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 Iccturcs, assemblies, < 
entcrtainments of tliis sort, for the contcnienccn 
the inhabitants who had collected about some llourl 
ishing factorics.

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

“ .And in a truly circumambient manner,'’sak] 
A gam em non ; and he explained to the little 1 
that they could now undcrstand the full mcaningol 
the word. For surely Elizabcth Eliza had taken ti 
most circumambient way of reaching the place, I 
com ing away from it.

“ W e little thought, when we passed itearlyl 
m orning,” said Elizabcth Eliza, ■•thatweshi 
come back to it for our maple sugar.”

“  It is odd the secrctary dicl not icll you 
were going to join the sugar festival,” s,i¡il M 

Peterkin.
“  It is one o f  the rules of the s o c i e t y , ”  s.iid His 

beth Eliza, “  that the secrctary never tells anythiij 
directly. She only hinted at the plan of ihe 
H all.”

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

“  W e can tell o f  things that never liavc na|
pcneci,” said Elizabeth Eliza, “ or that are 
likely to happcn, and wonder what houIíI 

happened if they had happened.”
T hey  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, an s'''-,
couraging sound and smell from the sunnte
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tnip

lirnp. ■T'O'-' “C*-’ tablcs down thc hall, on 
h «ere placed, in a row, first a howl o f  snow, 
a pile of sauccrs and spoons, then a  píate of 

lies, intendcd to whet thc appctite for more 
; another of bread, then another howl of 
and so on. Hot sirup was to be pourcd on 

sno«-, ■intl e-atcn as candy.
The Peterkin family were received at this late 
Durwith a wild cnthusiasni. Elizaheth Eliza was 
in especial Itcroine, and 'vas m ade dircctly thc 

sident oí the evening. Everybody said that she 
best eaniod the distinction. P'or had she not 
lí to the meeting by the longcst svay possible,

1; going away from it? T he secretary declared 
II the principies o f tlie socicty had bccn com- 
;ly carried out. She had always believccl that, 

left to ¡tsclf, Information would sprcad itself in a 
iitural instead of a forced way.

in this case, if I had written twcnty-nine 
ilications to tliis meeting, I should have wastcd 
so much of my time. But the information has 
iminatcd naluially. .Ann Maria said svhat a 
plan it would be to have the Circumambients 

to the sugaring at the N ew  Hall. Everybody

said it "ould be a good plan. Elizabcth Eliza carne 
and spoke of the sugaring, and I spoke o f  the N ew  
H all.”

“  But if you had told Eliáfireth Eliza that all thc
maple sirup'vas to be brought h e r e  ” hegan
Mrs. Peterkin.

“ W e should have lost our excursión for maplc  
sirup,” said Mr. Peterkin.

Later, as they rcached hom e in thc carry-all 
(Hiram having gone back with the w’ood-slcd), Mr. 
and Mrs. Peterkin, after leaving little boys at their 
homes all along the routc, found none o f  their own 
to get out at their owm door. T hey must have 
joined Elizaheth Eliza, A gam em non, and Solomon  
John, in taking a circuitous routc home 'vith the 
rest o f  the Circumambients.

“  T he little boys w’ill not be at homo till mid- 
nigh t,” said Mrs. Peterkin, anxiously. “  1 do 
think this is carrying thc thing too far— after such 
a day ! ”

“  Elizaheth Eliza w ill feel that she has actcd up 
to the principies o f  the socicty,” said Mr. Peterkin, 
“ and we have done oitr b e s t ; for, as the little boys 
said, ‘ "’e did sec the kettlc. ’ ”

A RACE IN MID-AtK.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



4 7 0 P O E M S  BV A M T T I . E  G I R L .

P O E M S  BV A L I T T L E  G I R L .

By L ibbik  H a w e s  (A c e d  T en  Ye a r s ).

SONG OF THE ROBIN.

’ D on’t you think so? D on’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.
D on’t you want to? W ell, I see,

You are sleeping, and don’t hcar me.
And 1 ’ll say good-byc to thee .”
And he flew off from the trce,

S inging gayly, “ D on’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— I d o ! ”

THE UKA'l'H OF A DAISV.

’T W A S a solitary daisy
In a field o f  whcat and corn:

Sad and saddcr grew this daisy.
Till, one lovely summcr morn. 

She sent two fairy messcngcrs 
T o oíd Professor Thorii,

W ho lived in the end of the garden, 
In a withcrcd stalk of lorn.

But they were truanl mcsscngcrs.
■And playee! the livclong d;iy— 

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

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

Till a passing Icaflet told her 
T hey would never come again.

T hen sh e  folded up hor peíais,— 
Her petáis al! so white,—

And she died that very evening.
In the lovelv sunsct liglu.

T H E  D IF F E R E N C E .

The hoy :

H e goes a-fishing in the brook,
And deem s it great to catch a minnow ; 

Hides carcfully his small barbed hook. 
And then runs home to get his dinner.

The man :

BU’f  man goes on a larger sc a le ;
He takcs no little paltry pail,
But glories in a jolly galo.
And, when the day is o’er.
H e rows hom e to the shore.
And sprcads his overflowing nets.
And is ver>' thankful for all he gets.

O C R  TO.M.MV’S n o i s e .

O u r  T om m y straddlcs his rocking-horsc,
And cach day goes off to the figlil;
H e shouldcrs his sword, which is niadc ofal>oanL| 
And “ goes i t ” with all his miglit.
Most bullets, you know, are made of ie;id.
But his are made of gingcrbrcad:
You sliould hcar him shout as he rides along, 
W hile his stirrup-bcll goes “ ding-ding-dong.' 
Most muskctry makes a mighty noise,
W hich could not be made by a i.ooo bois;
But somchow T om  makes a biggcr noise 
Than ever was made bv i.ooo.ooo boys.
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P H A E T O N  R O G E R S A

B y  R o s s i t e r  J o h n s o n .

C H A F l 'E R  IX.

T H E  A R T  O ES E R V A T T V E .

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

rapidly.
Ciavitas p7V vchiculum '— wait 

Ifo r the  wagón! ” slioutcd Holman to him.
Rm secmed a little unccrtain whether to stop, 

finally Icancd against the fence and waited 

Ifor US.

I obscrvcd that thc drove of cattle had gone  
Ifiown lo a shallow place in the canal on the other 
líidcof thc hiidgc, and were most of them standing  

thc water, cithcr drinking or contcmplating. 
hcir drivers wcrc 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 t,ihe it philosophically.

•‘Was n’t it an odd thing, R o e ,” 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. “  Fay, what 
¡sort of wood is this ? ”

''Chestnut.”
“But 1 stiy, Roe,” continued Holman, “ who in 

|thc world could ha\-e told them so ? ”
“Probably soinchody wdio was fond o f a practical 

|jol;c,” said Roe. “ Who did the blacksmith work, 
|Vay?”

“Kanning.”
“And I siippose.” persisted Holman, still talking 

|toRoe.‘‘that it must have bccn the same practical 
|joker who sent their mothers after them .”

' Vcrylikely," said Roe, in a tone o f indiffercncc. 
I Are you going to get the kitcs and harncss her 
l “P again, Kay?”

Have n’t made up my m ind.” 

twascvidcnt tliat Monkey Roe did n’t want to 
|Mlk about the mystery of thc Dublin boys, and 

I akiian—probably satisficd hy this time that his

suspicions were correct —  him self changcd the 
subject.

“ W hen I 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 o f  Phaeton, which I had for my Latin 
lesson last w eek .”

Of course, we askcd him to tell thc story.
“  Phaeton,” said H olm an, “  was a young scape- 

grace who was fond o f 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 ho ss’ (I must ask Jack-in-thc-Bo.x  
about it)— and his mother’s maiden ñame was 
Clymcnc —  which you can casily see is only 
changed a little from ‘ clim b-iny.’ This shows 
how Phaeton carne by his passion for clim bing in 
the chariot and holding thc hosses.

“ Onc day, onc o f  thc boys, named Epaphus, 
tried to pick a quarrel with him hy saying that he  
was not rcally a son o f Helios, hut was only adopted 
out of the poor-house. Phaeton felt pretty bacily 
about it, for he did n’t know but it m ight be true. 
So he went hom e 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 oíd gcntlcman, ‘ you are my own 
son, and always have heen, ever since you were 
born.’

“ This satisfied l ’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 o f  the Sun one day, Just to show  
people that he was his father’s own hoy. Helios 
shook his head. T hat was a very particular J o b ; 
thc chariot had to go out on time and com e 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 m ight 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 o f our 
brisk morning canter.

“ Probably not,” said Holman, “ for gag-bits 
were not then inventcd. T he next morning oíd 
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.

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

■ Copyright, 1880, by Rossiter Johnson. .'\11 rights rescrvctl.
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ble rate, knocking fixcd stars out of thcir places, 
overturning and scattering an immciisc pile o f  ncw 
ones that had been corded up at the side o f the 
road to dry (that ’s what makes the Milky W ay), 
and at last setting the world on fire.

“ Júpiter saw that som ething must be done, 
pretty quick, too, so he thrcw a sand-bag, or a 
thunder-bolt, or som ething o f  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 c o m e : Erie canal— Erie 
ditch— Eric drain— Eric drainus— Eridanus. T hat ’s 
the way Professor W oodrulf cxplains words to the 
advanced class. H e  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 pulí him out, and he was 
drowned, while his poor sisters stood on the tow- 
path and cried till they turned into poplar-trccs.”

W c were deeply intcrcsted in this remarkablc 
story from Grecian mx thology, told in good plain 
American, and from our rcport Holman was often 
called upon to repeat it. It was this that gave 
F ayette Rogers the ñame o f  Phaeton.

T he fate of the horizontal balloon for a time 
dampcned Phacton’s ardor for invcntion, and he 
was willing at last to imite with N ed and me in an 
enterprisc which promised to be more busincss-like 
than brilliant— tlie printing-ofifice schcmc.

Mcanwhile, wc had been doing wliat we could 
oursclvcs. T he first neccssity was a prcss. Ned. 
whom we considcrcd a prctts' good draughtsman, 
drew a plan-for one, and he and I 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 o f  soft pinc, 
the only wood that wc could com m and, or that our 
tools would have cut. Consequently, when we 
]iut 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 o f thc press.

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

“  I t ’ll never do ,” said I. “  W c can’t get along  
without Fay. W hen he makes a press, it wil! 
print.”

“ W hen Fay makes a prcss,” said Ned, “ h e ’ll 
probably bire som ebody else to make it. But I 
guess that ’s thc sensible way. I suppose the boys 
would laugh at this thing, even if it worked w e l l ; 
it looks so dreadfully checsc-prcssy.”

“  It does look a little that w ay,” said 1. “ But

F ay will get up som ething Iwndsome, and I've no I 
doubt wc can find some good use for this_pefi,j 
keep it in the córner for the boys to fool wiih «-hen 
they cali. T hey  ’ll be certain to meddlc with some­
thing, and this m ay keep thcir hands away from 
the good o n e .” '

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

“ T hen y o u ’ll make them a ll angi y, and there I 

wont be any good-will to it,” said I. “ 1 Ve heard 
Father say the good-will of thc limlicatonMA 
was worth more than all thc t> pcs and presses 
I le  says the Vindicalor lives on its good-will.”

“ T hat may be all very nicc for tlic Fim/ica/nr,'’ I 
said N ed ; “ but this office will havc lo live on hard 
work.”

“  But we must be polite to thc linys that patrón-1 
ize thc cstablishm cnt,” said 1.

“  Oh y e s ; be polite to them. of coursc,” said I 
N ed. “ But tell them t h e y ’vc got to keep out oí 
our way -when thc press is running.”

W licthcr tlie press ever would liavc run, oreven I 
crawled, witliout Pliaelon lo maiiagc il, isdoubtful. 
But lie now joined in tlie enterprisc, and veq soon 
organizcd the concern. As Ned liad iiredictcd, he 
liired a man, wlio was a carriagc-makcr by trade, 
biit had a genius for odd Jobs, to make us a ptess. I 
In lliosc days, tlic small iron presses which are now 
manufacturcd in great numbcrs, and sold lo bovs I 
throughout thc country, liad not lieon heard oí. I 
Ours was a ]irctty good one, made partly of ivood 
and partly of iron, witli a powerful kiice-joint, which 
gave a good impression. T he money to pay for itj 
canie from Aunt Mcrcy 7/in Ned.

There was a small, unuscd biiilding in our yard, 
about fifteen feet squarc, sometimes called “ihc | 
wasli-liouse,” and sometimes “ tlic summer- 
kitclien,” now aliandoncd anci almost cnipty. 
l ’liacton, looking about for a place for the proposed 
printing-office, fixcd upon this as thc very ihing 
that was wanted. H e said it could n o t  havc bccn [ 
better if it had been built on piii|iose.

■After somc negotiation witli my parcnts, their 
conscnt was obtaincd, and PhaeUm and Nedtool: 
me into partncrsliip, I furnisliiiig tlie biiilding, .md 
they furnishing thc ¡iress and types. \\e.igrcw 
that the ñame o f  thc firni sliould lie Ko.gcrsSCo.
On thc gable o f thc office wc crceted a short Itag-j

staff, cut to tlie foriii of a printer’s ••sliootiiig-aid. 
and wlicncvcr tlic lioys saw tlic Stars and Strî ’s
l l o a t i n g  f r o m  it ,  ihey knew thc office was open fot I

business.
“  This font o f  T uscan ,” said Ned l o  I’lwcton, as

wc wcrc putting thc office in ordcr, “ isnotgmaS
T i  I’ls Ito be so usclcss as )’ou suppo.sc, even ti a-” ' | 

all go n e .”
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■ Ho'vso? ” said Phaeton.
.'Because I asked a primer about it, and he says 

,hen you fin d  a  box em piy you siinply use som e  
ihcr icltcr in place of the one that is missing—  

ttiK'rally X. And here are plenty o f  X s .”
Phaeton only smiled, a n d  w ent on d is tr ibu ting  

¡ye inlo his case of pica.
•T say, I'ay,” said Ncd, again, after a while, 

'don't you think it would be p ro p e r  to  do  a little 
iomeihing for l’atsy Rafferty, ju s t  to show  your 
;r.ilirade for his Services in p u llin g  you o u t o f  the  

anal r ”
've thought about it,” said Phaeton.

Phaeton. “  But I Ve invited him to come over 
here this aftcrnoon, and perhaps we can find out 
what h e  would lik e .”

Patsy carne in the aftcrnoon, and was made 
acquainted with som e of the mysteries o f  printing. 
After a while, N ed  showed him what he intended  
to print on a dozen cards for him.

“ I t ’s very nice,” said Patsy; “ but t h a t ’s not 
my ñam e.”

“  N ot your ñame ? ” said Ned.
“ N o ,” said Patsy. “  My father’s ñam e is Mr. 

Patsy Rafferty, Escpiire; but 1 ’m only Patsy 
Rafferty, without any handle or tail to it.”

,1T  W O RK  l.S T H E  I 'K IN T IX G -O F F IC E .

'■\Ve mighi ]>rim him a  dozen cards with his 
iatncon.”suid Xed, “ and not chargc him a  cent, 
'«them u|j real stylish— red ink, perhaps; or 
“ílsy in black and Rafferty in red ; som ething  
Bii’llple.ise him.” y\nd N ed  immediately set up 
Stenamc in Tuseaii, to see how it would look. It 
««Uikcihis:

MR. PATSY R A F F X R T Y , XSQ.
How (lo yon 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 e a s y  
enough to take off the handle and tail,” and he 
took them off.

P.atsy took another look at it.
“ T hat ’s not e.xactly the way I spell my ñam e,” 

said he. “ There ought to be an E  therc, instcad 
o fa n  X .”

“ Of course therc ought,” said N ed. “ but you 
see we have n’t any Es in that stylc o f  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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“ I did n’t understand it,” said Patsy, “ and I 
think m y ñame looks hetter when it ’s spelled thc 
way I was christened.”

“ A ll r ig h t ! ” said Ned. “  W c ’ll make it as you

N E D 'S  I 'L A N  f o r  a  f r e s s .

want i t ; hut it ’ll have to he set in som e other kind 
of type, and that Tuscan is the prettiest thing in 

the office.”
Patsy still preferrcd correctness to beauty, and 

had his way.
“  A nd now what color will you have ? ” said Ned. 

“ W c 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.

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

have n’t g o t.”
“  You can make it by m ixing blue and yellow  

togethcr,” said Patsy.
“  T rue,” said N ed; “  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, 
N ed arranging the ty|)cs, while I took the part of 
devil and managed the ink. As they were to be 
in two colors, o f  course each card had to go through 
the prcss tw ice ; and they were not very accurately 
“  rcgistered,” as a printcr would say— that is, thc 
red letters, instead o f coming cxactly on even 
spaces bctween the blue, would sometimes be too 
far one way, som etim es too far thc other, sometimes 
even lapping ovcr thc blue letters. But out o f  fifty 
or sixty that we printcd, Patsy selectcd thirteen 
that he thought would do— “  a dozen, and one for 
lu ck ”— and without waiting for them to dry, 
packcd them together and put them into his 
])ockct, exprcssirig his own admiration and antici- 
pating his mother’s. H e even intimatcd that when 
she saw those she would probably order some for 
herself, for she very often went out calling.

Patsy asked about Phacton’s chariot, and «hethe, 
it was hurt m uch when it went into thc canal 

“ Hardly damaged at a ll,” said Phaeton. 
Patsy hinted that he would like to sce it, and he 

and Phaeton went over to Rogers’s. W’hcn Phaeton 
returncd, an hour later, he was alone.

“  W here ’s Patsy ? ” said Ned.
“ Gone home with the chariot,” said Phaeton 
“ Gone hom e with the chariot?” said .Ned in 

tistonishmcnt.

“ Y es,” said Phaeton, “ I have given it to hk 
I saw by the way he looked at it tind talked ahont 
it that it would he a great prize to liiin, and I didrit 
intend to use it any more myself, so i made him 
present o f it.”

“  But you had no right to,” said Ned. "That 
chariot was built with m y moncy."

“ N ot exactly,” said Phaeton. " It was built 
with m oney that 1 borrowed of you. I still owe you 
the money, but the car was mine.”

“ W ell, at any ratc,” said Ned, who saw this 
point cleaiTy enough, “ you might have sold the 
iron on it for enough to buy another foni of lype.' 

“ Yes, 1 m ight,” said Phaeton. ‘‘But pre­
ferrcd giving it to Patsy. H e ’s a good deal oí 
hoy, and I hope Father wont forget that he said he 
should do som ething for h im .”

“ But what use will thc car be to liim?” said 
Ned.

“  He says it ’ll he a glorious thing to slidedomi- 
hill in sum m er,” said Phaeton.

A few days afterward, Patsy carne again to sec 
Phaeton, and wanted to know if he could not inveot 
some means by which the car could be prevcnled 
from going downliill too fast. He s a i d  th.at nhco 
Berny Rourke and Lukey Finnerty and lie took 
their first ride in it, down onc of thc long, grassy 
slopes that hordcrcd the Deep Hollow, i t  «cnt 
swifter and swiftcr, until it reached thc edge o 
thc brook, where it struck a hinip nf sod am 

thrcw them all into thc water.
“ W ater is an excellent thing,” said Ned. "for 

sudden stoppagc o f  a swift ride. They always use 
it in horizontal balloon-ascensions, and on the 
Underground Railroad t h e y ’rc g o i n g  l o  budd al 

thc depots o f it.”
Phaeton, who appeared to be thinking deepl); 

only smilcd, and said nothing. .At last he o- 
c la im cd ;

“  I have it, Patsy ! Come with me.”
T hey  went off together, and Phaeton 

an oíd boot, thc leg  o f which he drove fu 
shingle-nails, driving them from the inside o" 
ward. T hen he filled it with stoncs and sand, an 
sewed the top together. Then he found a picce 
rope, and tied one end to the straps.

“  There, Patsy ,” said he, “ tic thc o t h e r  eoí

[he rope to onc 
[he boot in wit 
enough, throw 
itreak oílightn 

it had to pu 

aftcr ll."
Patsy, Bcrny 

thrown into the 
true lemedy wa 
one aftcr anotlu 
which actecl as 
imed the spirit 

became tlie m 
Patsy said scvei 

To return to 
about to sit tU 
Mother exclaim 

•• What in tli 
I looked at 

more red than 1 

some alwut cqi 
Patsy Raffcriy's 
hands.

Well, I wis 
fcilTerty’s visith 

Can't do it 
have here,” sait 

“And whcrt 
slimpsy?” said 

“At printing 
lyc in it. Wc 1 
the next thing ' 
it wont rub olí' 
shall have a c:ir 

"The next l 
«e had thc off 
get up a first-ra 
hrge enough. | 
ning thing of it.

“That remir 
talking witli J, 
other day, an< 

Ptetty poetical 
"ggesicd two 

Perhaps one of 
“What are t 
•Aftcr some se 

Ipapcr in onc of 
showed the folh
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, rope to onc of the hooks on the car, and take 
„e boot in with you. W hen you are going fast 

throw it out for a drag. 1 don’t believe a 
Itreakoflightning could make very good hcadway, 
Ifit had to pulí that thing along on thc ground 

laíwr ií'”
Patsy, üerny, and Lukey tricd it, but were 

llhrown into thc brook as before. Pliaeton said thc 
(uc icrnedy was, more oíd boots ; and they added 

■onc after another, till they had a cluster of seven, 
Ihicli acted as an cffcctual drag, and completely  

med the spirit of the macliinc, after which it soon 
Ibccame the most popular institution in Dublin. 
|patsy said seven was one of tire lucky numbcrs.

To return to tlie printing business. W’hcn 1 was 
lut to sit down at thc tea-table tliat evcning, 

|.Mothcr exclaimed:
‘What in thc world ails your lian d s?” 
looked at tliem. Somc of my fmgcrs were 

Imorc red than blue, some more liluc tiran red, and 
; about equally red and liliie. I said I guesscd  

IPalsy Rafferty's visiting-cards were what ailcd my 

lands.
'‘Well, 1 wisii you ’d wash your hands of Patsy 

|RaiTerty’s visiting-cards,” said she.
“Can’t do it witli any sucli slimpsy water as we 

|have hcre," said I.
“.And whcrc do they liavc any that is less 
Bipsy?” said .Motlier.
“At printing-officcs,” said I. “  T hey  put a little 

Jlyc in it. We liave n’t any at our office, but that ’s 
llhe next tliing we ’rc going to liuy. D on’t worry; 
lit «ont rub off on tlic bread and liuttcr, and wc 
|shall havc a can of lyc next w eek .”

“The next thing to be done,” said N ed, whcn 
|«e had the office fairly in running order, “  is, to 
Igctupa first-ratc business card o f our own, have it 
llargc enougli, print it in colors, and make a stun- 
|ning thing of it.”

‘That reniiiids m e,” said Phaeton, “ that 1 was 
Italking «iili Jack-in-the-Box about our office tlic 

ihcr day, and 1 told liini wc ought to havc a 
|prctty 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.
■After some searching, Phaeton found a crumpled 

| * u p o c k e t s ,  and, sm oothing it out, 
I v“i the following, liastily scratclicd in p en c il:

^aith, he ’ll preiu il.—Bnttts.
I W  misiised thc king’s prcss.— S/iakspm re. 
jocarcful of thc typc shc secnis.— T'tv/w/íí»//.

“Hon’t likc one of them ,” said Ned.
' kynot?” said Phaeton.

_ di, that first one is spelled wrong. W c  
p'"ltcrc,we don’t y5;r;//.”

“ But il means the same thing,” said Phaeton; 
“ that ’s the Scotch o f  it. Burns was Scotch.” 

“ W as h e ? ” said Ned. “ W ell, I never heard 
of him before, and we don’t want any o f  his Scotch  
spelling. T hat second motto is all wrong; the 
press bclongs to us, not to any king, and wc ’re 
not going to misuse it. T lie  third one would do 
pretty well, but it says ‘ sh e ,’ and we ’re not girls.” 

“ Perhaps you can think of a better one ,” said 
Phaeton.

“ Yes, 1 can ,” said N ed ; “ I heard Unele  
Hiram say that printing was callcd the art deserva- 
tive o f all arts. T hat would be just the m otto.”

“ W hat does it mean ? ” said I.
“ It m eans,” said Ned, “ that printers deserve 

more than any other artists. ”
“ Did n’t he s a y / n ’servative ? ” said Phaeton. 
“ Oh, lio ,” said N ed ; “ 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,’ I 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. ”

T he next day, Pliaeton and 1 went fishing. 
W hile we wcrc gone N ed  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 m any to the boys. It was 
in three colors— black, bluc, and red— and ran as 
follows:

“  T/u' Aa/ Desenntivc of a l A rts.”

K O G E R ^  & CO.

At the Sine of the ShootinB Stiek.

cards 

posters 

leler heads

books

doggers

hagdbiis

programes, &c. |
T he undesigned are prcpaircd lo exicute a l l ! 

kinps o f G ob Printing on short notice, and in tlie ' 
most artistic mancr. i

Cali and sxx  our x ta b l i s h r a x n t ! '
Visitors a re  wellconic, a n d  will be slioAved tlirougl 

thc W o r k s  by a poalitc  a ttendaiit.
N. B. T h e  Pcn is miShtyer than the Swoard.
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“ Good gracious, N e d ! ” 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 y o u .”

“ 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, 
y e s ; 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.”

“ O n e ? ” said Phaeton. “ Therc are half a 
dozen standing on their heads. A nd that ’s not 
the worst. J ust look at the spclling ! ”

“  I don’t see anything wrong about that,” said 
Ned. “ You must remember that w h a t ’s wrong  
by W ebster may be right by W orccster.”

“ W hat do you cali th a t? ” said Phaeton, point- 
ing at the first word in the third line.

“ Job, o f  course,” said Ned. “ Some people  
spell it with a J, but that can’t be right. J-o-b 
spells Job, the ñame o f that king of Israel who had 
so m any boils on him  at once .”

“ H e was n ’t king o f  Israel,” said Phaeton.
“ W ell, king o f  Judah, thcn,” said Ncd. “  I 

always get those two mixcd. W’hat ’s the use of 
being too particular? T hose oíd kings are all as 
dead now as Julia Ciesar. And everybody knows 
how dead she is.”

“ W ell, then, what ’s th is? ” said Phaeton, 
pointing to the second word on the right-hañd side 
o f  the prcss.

“  D o n ’t you know what dodgcrs a r e ? ” said Ncd. 
“ Little bilis with ‘ Bankrupt S a l e ! ’ or ‘ Grcat 
Excitement ! ’ or som ething o f  that sort across the 
top, to throw around in the yards, or hand to llic 
people com ing out o f  church.”

“  Oh, yes ; dodgcrs,” said Phaeton. “  But 1 
ncvcr saw it spcllcd so beforc. Have )ou  given 
out many of these cards ? ”

“ I gave one to H olm an,” said Ncd, “ and onc 
to M onkcy Roe, and one to Jack-in-the-Box.” 

“ W'hat did Jack-in-the-Box say to i t ? ” said 
Phaeton.

“  Oh, he admired it ainazingly,” said Ncd. 
“ H e 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. I 
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 córner 
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. 
W e m ight get Jimmy the R hym cr; he ’s awful 
round-shouldered, but he does n’t know cverything. 
T he only man in this town who knows cverything

stippose « tis Jack-in-the-Box himself, and 
could n ’t get h im .”

“ I supposc not,” said Phaeton, “ though 1 kno»- 
he ’d look over a proof for us, any time we took 
one to him. But now tell me whether vou ’« 
given out any more o f these cards.”

“ W’ell, yes, a few ,” said Ncd. P.itsy Rafferty 
was over h c r e ; lie rolled for me, or 1 could n’t 
have got them done so soon ; and when he went 
home, he took fifty to leave at the doors of the 
houses on his way. I thought if wc were going to 
do business, it was time to be Iclting people know 
about it .”

“  Just so ,” said Phaeton. “ And is that all?’’
“  Not ciuitc. Linde Jacob was going to ride out 

to Panna, and I gave him about forty, and asked 
him to hand them to pcoplc he nut on the way.’’

“ Y -c-s,” said Phaeton, with a dccp sigh: “and 
is f/iatíxWl”

“ I put a dozen or two on tluu liiile shclf hyihe 
post-office winclow,” said Ncd, “ so that aiivbodv 
who carne for his letters could take onc. .And now 
that ’s a l l ; and 1 hopc \'ou wont worry over onc or 
two little mistakes. lévcrybody ninkcs .some ntis- 
takes. Thcrc is no use in prctcndiiig to be perfcct. 
But if you two fellows liad bccn hcrc in theoliire, 
instcad'of going off to enjoy yoursclves fishingand 
leaving me to do all the work, yon might have had 
the oíd card just as you wanted il. Of course you'd 
llave spcllcd it right, but thcrc mighl have hccn 
had tastc about it that would look worsc th:m my 
spclling. And now I ’in going hoiiic to supper."

“ T he «'orst thing about N cd,” said l’haeton. 
after lie liad gone, “  is, that thcrc 's too much go- 
ahead in him. Y'cry few pcoplc ;ire troubled in 
that w ay.”

“  But what are wc going to do :ibmil that drcad- 
ful card?” said I. “ W hen tlic people scc thai, 
they m ay be afraid to give us ;iiiy jobs, for íear 
wc ’Jl misspell cverything.”

“ I cion’t know what we can do about it.' said 
Phaeton, ‘‘ unlcss wc get out a good one, and say 
011 it that no others are gcnuinc. I musí think 

about it over n igh t.”

C h a p t e r  .X.

T O R iM E N T S  O E TVJ'OCKAPHV.

In spitc of N ed ’s declaratioii that he ''ofW 
tolérate no loungers, the office soon became a 
favorito gathcring-placc for the boys of tbe n c igm - 

borhood ; which fact contributed nothing to i c 
speed or accuracy o f the work. 'l'hey * 
great deal o f  trouble at first, for few of them kne» 
better than to take a type out of one box, 
it curiously, and throw it into another; oruta I
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(
pageof type that had just been set up, “  i 
heavy it was,” and let it drop into a n

K . . ,

to see how 
niass o f pi.

■jJ- Fot over this aftcr a whilc, but they never 
did quite «et over the hahit o f  discussing all 
sorts of questions in a loud voice ; and sometimes, 
when we linopened to be setting type, and were 
intcrcsted in what they were talking about, frag­
menta of the convcrsation would m ingle in our 
minds with thc copy before us, and the curious 

leiT cct would horrify us in the proof.
For instance, .Monkey R oc’s mother had em ­

ployed us to print her a few copies o f Mrs. Opie’s 
poera, “ The Orphan Boy,” which she had known 
s i n c e  she «as a child, and very greatly admircd, 
but of which she had never had any hut a maii- 
nscript copy. Whilc I wa.s setting it up, three 
boys «ere carrying on an animatcd discussion of  
the City fire departmcnt, and when 1 took a proof 
|oí my work, 1 found it rcacl like th is :

.Stay, lady, stay, for mercy’s sake,

.And hear tlic Hrick Church bcll strikc the 4 th 
District. . \ l i ! sure my looks must pity no by 
C B c k i e  Orph Bo Cataract E ight can’t hcgin to 
throw the stretiin that Red Rover Three can— Tis 
«anltliat itiakes Rcliance Five wash my chcek so 
palé at aiiiuial inspection.

Vct 1 was once a mother’s pride, T hrec’s men 
cut her lioso at Ihc Orchard Street fire loeforc Big  
Sis's air chanibcr bustcd my bnive father’s hope 
and joy.

liut in thc .Nile’s proud fight he sucked Archer's 
well dry in three minutes and a half, and 1 am now  
.Assistant Forcman of Torrent Two with a patent 
brake on thc Orphan Boy.

am afraid if Monkey’s mother had seen that, 
she would hardly have rccognizcd it as the first 
stanui of her favorito poem. Instead o f feeling 
Sony for spoiling my work, the boys secm ed to 
think it «as a good jokc, and nearly laughed their 
teidsüff over it. They insisted on my printing a 
í c w  copies of it, just as it was, for them to keep. 
Mext time 1 saw Jack-in-the-Box, he showed me 
one of them pastccl into a little oíd scrap-book that 
kc kept under his chair. On thc opposite page  
«as one of our business cards, as printcd hy Ned. 
Jack very kindly cxplained to me some of the mys- 
'«i«of proof-reading.

The next thing to be done,” said Ned, when 
o office was fairly in running order, “  is, to get 

W Jimmy the Rhymcr’s poems. T hat ’s what 
*0 got up thc cstahlishmcnt for, and it ’ll be more 
p  table than all these little pultcring jobs put 

n'  ̂ ''‘̂ '̂Hes, Jim m y ’s awful poor, and
s ffic money. I ’ve been around to the book- 

Mesand told them about it. Hamilton promises

to takc ten CQpies, and H oyt twcnty-five. W hen  
they sce  how good the poem s are, they ’ll be  sure 
to double their orders; and when the other stores

THE MKDI>l.ESOME K)ET.

see thc book going off like hot cakcs, they ’ll rush 
in and want to buy some, but they ’ll have to wait 
their turn. First come, first served.”

There were enough o f  J im m y’s poems to make a 
little book o f 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 m aking changes in them after 
they were set up. H e could not understand how 
m uch 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 o f 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. H e went to the office onc day when  
we were not there, found four pages “  locked u p ” 
ready for printing, and went to work to make a fcw 
corrections. A s 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.

T he result was a sudden bursting o f the form, 
which rattlcd down into ruin at his feet, and 
frightened the m eddlcsome 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 I arrived at the door o f  the office.

Ned, who saw him first, and instantly comprc- 
hendcd thc situation, gave a terrific yell, which 
caused Jim m y to drop the handful o f  type, some  
o f which went into the case, and the rest spattercd 
over thc floor.

“ Are you trying to ruin thc office ? ” said Ned. 
“  D on’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 oíd pocms, you ought 
to have more gratitude than that.”

Jim m y was palé with terror, and uttcrly dumb.
“  Hold on, N e d ,” said Phaeton, laying his hand 

on his brothcr’s shoulder. “  You ought to have  
sense enough to know that it must have bccn an 
accidcnt of some sort. O f course Jimmy would n’t 
do it purposely.”

“ Pieing tlie form may have bccn an accident,” 
said N e d ; “  but whcn he scoops up a double hand­
ful o f  thc pi and goes to pouring it into the case, 
that can’t be an accident. And it was my case, 
too, and I 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, I ’d 
have set him up in business in a little while, so he  
could have m ade as much money as Sir W alter  
Tuppcr, or any o f 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 o f it.

“  But I tcll you it must havc been a mere acci­
dent,” said Phaeton. “  W as n’t it, Jimmy ? ”

“ Suppose it was an accidcnt,” said N e d ;  “ the

qucstion is, whose accident was it; ifit had tp». 
my accident, I should expect to pay for it,«

Phaeton took hold o f his'brother’s arm «ith 
quiet but powerful grasp, and led him to the d j

“ You ’re ncedlessly excited, Nod,” ¡jj,)
“  Go outsidc till you get cooled oñ'.” And hcpm 
him  out and shut the door.

T hen he asked Jimmy how it liappened, and 
Jim m y told us about it.

“  I ’m sorry you poured any of it into t h e a s e s , "  

said Phaeton. “ For, you scc, thc cases harca 
different letter in every box, and if you ukc a 
handful of type like that and pour it in atrandom. 
it makes considerable trouble. ”

“ Oh, y e s ; I knew all that before,” said Jimmy; 
“ but when thc form burst, and 1 saw the typc all 
in a mess on the floor, I was so friglitcncd 1 loa 
my liead, and did n’t know what 1 was about i 
wisli I could pay for it,” he added. as lie Icít the 
office.

“ D on’t lct it trouble you tun much,''said 
Phaeton.

For a long time J immy did not come nc.ir us 
again, and as he bad carricd off llic copy oí his 
rcmaining pocms, that enterprisc carne toancml, 
for the time being, at least.

There was no lack of otlier Jobs, liul wc some- 
times had a little trouble in collccling thc bilk 
.Small boys would keep com ing to ordcr visiting- 
cards by tlie hundrcd, with their nnme on ihcmin 
ornamental Icttcrs,— boys wlio never used anr 
visiting-card imt a long, low whistic, and ncvcrhaii 
a cent of money exccpt on Fourtli of July. Whcn 
Phaeton or I was there, they were givcn to undír- 
stand tliat a pressurc of other work compelled 
to decline iheirs with rcgrct; liut, if they fcund 
Ned alone, they generally pcrsuadccl liini that they 
had good prospects o f  getting money from sume 
sourcc or otlier, and so went away witli the ords 
in thcir pockets.

Tliere was no lack of advice, eitlier. The bofi 
wlio loungcd in tlie office were always propcsng 
ncw schem cs. T he favoritc onc seemed lo be the 
publication o f a small paper, wliicli some of them 
promised to write for, others to get advcrtisentents 
for, and others to distributc. After the bouk d 
pocms liad come to an untimcly end, Ned 
ficrce for going into the paper sclieme; liut Phae­
ton figurcd it up, declared we should h a v c  to do an 
immense amount o f  work for about a c e n t  a n  hour, 

and put an effectual veto on tiic plan.
ChaiTie Garrison, who, wliile thc o t h e r  boys only 

loungcd and gossiped, had “ learncd the case, 
and quietly pickcd up a good deal of knowlcdge« 
the trade, intimated one day that he would ü 'C “ 

Ijc taken into the partnership. .
“  Y es ,” said N ed  ; “  there ’s -.vork enough m
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¡or another man; but you ’d have to put in soinc 
ipiul. you know.” Saying this, N ed  looked 
¡ler 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, o f  

c,"said Charlie; “ begin proper ñames and

y line of poctry.” 
m e a n  money,” said Ncd. “  M o n e y ’s  callcd 

i^piial, you know, when it ’s put into business.
put capita l into this office, and you ’d have to, 

ifire took you into partnership.” 
i  “Oh, that ’s it,” said Charlie, musingly. 

."Well, 1 supposc I could; we live on the Bowi 
¡vsicni at our house; but I should hardly like to 

í k e  i l. '’
The liowl System.^ W hat in the world is 

ÍBi.!!?" said .\ed, inclined to laugh. “ Soup, or 
;-and-milk, for every meal ? ”

.Vo; 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, 
lie puts it inlo that bow l; and whenever any o f  us 

Ĵ -unl aiiy money, we take it out o f  that bowl. I ’vc 
seen the bowl full of money, and I ’vc sccn it when 
[ithnd only live cents in it. T he fullcst 1 ever saw

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 m oney slid off from the 
top. T hen they took it all out, and went and 
bought her wedding things. And oh, you ought 
to have seen them 1 Stacks and stacks o f  clothes 
that 1 don’t e \c n  know the ñames of.”

“  T hen 1 suppose you could help yoursclf to all 
the capital you want, out o f the bow l,” said Ned, 
mentally comparing the Bowl System  with his own 
source o f  capital in Aunt Mercy. ’’

“  Yes, I could,” said C harlie ; “ but I should n’t 
like t o ; and 1 never yet took out any, for I am the 
only one o f  the family that never puts anything  
into it. Perhaps other pcoplc don’t know it by 
that ñame, but brother G eorge calis it living on 
the Bowl System .”

“ W hy don’t you put the money into the b a n k ? ”' 
said Phaeton.

“  Father had a lot o f  money in a bank once ,” 
said Charlie; “ but it broke, and he said h e ’d 
nevcr put in any more. ”

“  I wish we lived on the Bowl System at our- 
house,” said M onkey Roe. “  It would n’t be  
m any days before I ’d have a vclocipede and a. 
double-barrclcd pistol.”
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T H E  ST.  N I C H O L A S  T R E A S U R E - B O X  O E  LI TERATURK.

W h e n  this Treasure-Bo.\ was first opened, dear 
readers, it was stated that we should say little about thc 
various authors, but leave you to find out the facts con- 
cerning them for yourselves. .And, this month, we give 
you a scene from a great writer, of whom very many of 
you, we are sure, will not need to be told,—for what 
reading boy or girl does not know something about the 
author of “ Ivanhoe,” and " Kenilworlh,” and “ Rob 

■•Roy,” and “ The Tales of a Crandfather,” and all tlie 
rest of that delightful list ? For more than fifty years, 
countless readers, oíd and young, have bent long and 
lovingly over those enchanted pages, that glow with 
vivid pomp and pageantry, and resound with the clash 
of sword and shield. The time whicli they de.scribe is 
an era full of fascination for us all—the age of chivalry, 
the time of romance, with its tills and tournaments, its 
plumetl and niail-clad knights on prancing steeds, with 
spear and battle-a.x gleaming in the sun, and its fair ladies 
looking on from rich pavilions crowned with floating 
pennants. It was a time of prowess and adventure, llial 
stirs the blood as we read about it.

And nowhere el.se is this time pictured so truly and 
vividly as in the works of this grcat author. \Vhen 
these books were first printed, the writcr’s ñame was 
withheld. Bul sucli a secret, you may be sure, could 
not be kept for long. No wonder the readers of that 
day were bent on knowing who this mighty magician 
was. .\nd no wonder, either, that if the question should 
be asked to-day, any English-speaking boy or girl could 
answer promptly enough. For all the world knows now 
that this best portrayer of tlie men and manners of the 
age of chivalry was Sir Walter Scott.

But it is not alone the prince and the knight-errant.

the countess and the court-lady, who figure in his uk, i 
These were, indeed, thc foremost peoplc of tlm l  
and the greatest good or the worst misfortunc usuallJ 
befell them because their station was loftiest. Butih I 
were also men of all degrces, who served these litul 
folk as counselors, attcndants, lackvv.s, and soldicrs l l  
there were hermits who had wearied of the often fiC| 
and shamcful life of the court and had lled toihe solitmlel 
of rocks and caves; there were peasants «ho lived ihdil 
own quiet, palient life in the fields; anil thcrc wre| 
yeomen of stout heart and kcen eyes, and «ild, merry I 
woodland ways, whom no flaltery could persuade anjl 
no threats subdue. We think Sir Walter has inadc thesel 
jovial foreslers, who met and sang lieneath thc ereen.! 
wood tree, quite as interesting as tire knights «hobrcfel 
their lances against each other in the iioise and dnslolí 
the tournament—and so it is about one of these slurdrl 
yeomen that we ask you to read here. A ou «ill like ihel 
hold archer “ l.ocksley,” as he calis himself (though manJ 
of you know that he bcars in secrct a more fainous rarae,f 
which neither we ñor you must “ tell ”). .\ndsodejrly| 
lias Sir Walter pictured him that «e e.-in almost hear th( 
twang of his bowstring and the wliir of his unerriai 
arrow.

The account is taken from “ Ivanhoe,” and thc sccm 
is near the lists at .Vshby, where the great tournameil 
has just bccn fought. Prince John, being suddenhl 
summoned liomc, dccrees a conlest in archerv, to l 
jilace immediately, and offers a prize lo tlie rid 
“ Locksley’s ” independent air has alre.idy incurred 1 
displeasurc of the prince, so ihat he has other odds ti 
fight against than thc .skill of the opjiosing archcrs.

But now to thc story ;

T he; A kche: ry  C onte ;s t— F rom  “ Iv anhoe ; ”— Hy S ir  W alte;r Sco it .*

T eie sound of the triiinpcts soon rccallod those 
spectators who had already begun to leave thc 
field; and proclamation was made that Prince 
John, stiddcnly called by high and peremptory 
public duties, held himself obliged to discontinué  
the entertainments o f to-morrow’s festiva l; ncver- 
theless, that, unwilling so m any good yeom en should 
depart without a trial o f  skill, he was pleased to 
appoint them, before leaving the ground, prescntly  
to exccute the compctition of archery intendcd for 
the morrow. T o  thc best archcr, a prize was to be 
awarded, being a btigle-horn, mounted with silver, 
and a silken baldric, richly ornamented with a 
mcdallion o f  Saint Hubert, the patrón o f  sylvan 
sport.

More than thirty yeom en at first presented them ­
selves as competitors, several of whom were rangers 
and tinder-kecpers in thc royal forests of Needwood  
and Charnwood. W hen, however, the archers 
understood with whom they wcrc to be matched, 
upward o f  twenty withdrew themselves from thc 
contcst, unwilling to encounter thc dishonor of 
almost certain defeat. For in those days the skill

of each celebratcd marksman was as well known 
many miles around him, as the qualities of a 
trained at Ncwmarket are familiar lo those «bi 
frequent that well-known meeting.

T he diminished lists o f  competitors for sylv 
fame still amountcd to eight. Prince Johnsti 
from his royal seat to view more nearly the pctson 
of these chosen yeom en, several of whom «ore thí
royal livery. H av in g  satisfied his curiosity hy tbi
investigation, he looked for t h e  o b j e c t  of his reseni 
mcnt, whom he obscrved standing on thc samt 
spot, and with thc same composcd countcnanci 
which he had exhibitcd upon thc precedini 

day.
“ Fellow ,” said Prince John, “ I guesscdbyfo 

insolent babble thou wert no true l o v c r  of thc Ion?
how, and 1 see thou d a r e s t  n o t  adventure th; jT

am ong such merry men as stand yonder.’ 
“ Under favor, sir,” replicd the 

have another reason for rcfraining to shoot i 
thc fearing discomfiture and disgrace.”

“ And what is thy other reason?" " 
John, who, for some cause which perhafS ecou

'  Horn at Et'inbHrKh. 1771. Dicd at Abbotsford, 1832.

,2¿2ÍlÍ '

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



T H E  S T.  N I C H O L A S  T R E  AS U R E - B O X. 4 8 1

t himself have explaincd, felt a  painful curiosity 

.pecting tiu's individual.
“Because,” rcplied the woodsman, “  I know not 

ese yeomen and I are used to shoot at the 
tmarks; and because, moreover, I know not

out o f  the lists vrith bow-strings, for a wordy and 
insolent braggart.”

“  A nd how if  I refuse to shoot on such a wager? ” 
said the yeoman. “ Your Grace’s power, sup- 
ported, as it is, by  so m any men-at-arms, may 

indeed .easily strip and

‘ i  w i l l  n o t c h  h i s  s h a f t  f o r  h i m ,  h o w e v e r . ”

*yottrCrace might relish the winning o f  a  third 
" cbyonewho has unwittingly fallen under your  

teure.”

Priace john colored as he put the question :
"'Uat is thy ñame, yeom an ? ”
“Locksley,” answcred the yeoman.
“Then,Lockslcy,” said Prince John, “ thou shalt 

in thy turn, when thcsc yeom en have dis- 
fycB their skill. If thou carriest the prizc, I will 

ittncnty nobles; but if thou losest it, thou 
siripi of thy Lincoln green, and scourged

scourge me, but can not 
compel m e to bend or 
to draw m y bow .”

“  If thou refusest m y  
fair proffcr,” said the 
prince, “  the provost of  
the lists shall cut thy 
bow-strlng, break thy 
bow and arrows, and  
expel thee from m y pres­
ence as a faint-hearted 
craven.”

“ This is no fair chance  
you put on me, proud 
prince,” said the yeo­
man, “  to compel m e to 
peril m yself against the  
best archcrs o f  Leicester 
and Staffordshire, under 
the penalty o f  infamy if 
they should overshoot 
me. Neverthelcss, I will 
obey your pleasure.”

“  Look to him  cióse, 
m e n - a t - a r m s , ” — said 
P r i n c e  John.— “  His 
heart is sinking. I am  
jealous lest he attempt 
to escape the trial. And  
do you, good fellows, 
shoot boldly round ; a 
buck and a butt o f  wine 
are ready for your re- 
freshment, in yonder  
tent, when the prize is 
won.”

A target was placed  
at thc upper end o f the ' 
Southern avenue which  
led to the lists. T he con-

tending archers took their station in turn, at the 
bottom o f  the Southern access, the distance between  
that station and the mark allowing full distance for 
what was called a shot at rovers. T he  archers, 
having previously ¿etermined by lot thcir order of  
precedence, were to shoot each three shafts in 
succession. T he sports were regulated by an 
officer o f  inferior rank, termcd the provost o f  the  
g a m e s; for the high rank o f the marshals o f  the  
lists would have bccn held degradad, had they con­
descended to oversee the sports of the yeomanry.
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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 o f  the mark, it 
was accounted good archcry. O f the ten shafts 
which hit the targct, two within the inner ring wcrc 
shot by Hubert, a forcster in the servicc o f Mal- 
voisin,* who was accordingly pronounced victorious.

“  Now, Lockslcy,” said Prince John to the bold  
ycom an, 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 m y 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 I shall 
propose.”

“  T hat is but fair,” answcred Prince John, “ and 
it shall not be refused thee. Hubert, if thou dost 
beat this braggart, I will fill the bugle with silver 
pcnnies for thee .”

“ A  man can but do his best,” answered Hubert; 
“ but m y grahdsire drew a good long-bow at Hast- 
ings, and I ti-ust not to dishonor his memory. ”

T h e  former targct was now removed, and a fresh 
one o f  the sam e size placed in its room. Hubert, 
who, as victor in the first trial o f  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. A t length he made a  step 
forward, and raising the bow at the full strctch o f  his 
left arm, till the center or grasping-place was nigh 
levcl with his face, he drew his bow-string to his 
ear. T h e  arrow whistlcd through the air, and 
lighted within the inner ring o f  the targct, but not 
exactly in the ccnter.

“ You have not allowed for the wind, H ubert,” 
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. H e 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 o f  Hubert.

“  By the light o f  heaven ! ” said Prince John to 
Hubert, “  an’ thou suffer that runagatc knave to 
Overeóme thee, thou art worthy o f the gallows ! ” 

Hubert had but one set spccch for all occasions. 
“ A n ’ your H ighness wcrc to hang m e ,” he said, 

“  a man can but do his best. Neverthelcss, my
grandsire drew a good b o w  ”

“  T h e  foul fiend on thy grandsire and all his

generation ! ” interrupted John. “ Shoot, knavc 
and shoot thy best, or it shall be worsc for thee." ’ 

T hus exhortcd, Hubert resumecl his place anH 
not neglccting the caution which he had veceivcd 
from his adversary, he made the neccssarv allos-. 
anee for a very light air o f  wind, which liad just 
ariscn, and shot so successfully that his arror 
alighted in the very ccnter of the targct.

“ A  H ubert! a  H u b er t!” shouted the popu. 
lace, more interested in a known person than in ¡ 
strangcr. “  In the c lo u t ! in the cloiit!f Hulien 
forever! ”

“  T hou canst not mcnd that shot, Lockslev," 
said the prince, with an insulting smile.

“  I will notch his shaft for him, however,” 
replied Locksley.

And Ictting fly his arrow with a hule more pre- 
caution than before, it lighted right upon that of 
his competitor, which it split to shivcrs. The 
pcoplc who stood around were so astonishedathii 
wonderful dextcrity, that they could not even give 
vent to their surprise in their usual clamor.

“ This must be the de vil, and no man of fiesh 
and blood,” whispered the yeomcn to c.icli other. 
“  Such archcry was nevcr sccn since a bow iw 
first bent in Britain.”

“ And now ,” said Locksley, “ I will craveyoor| 
Gracc’s pcrmission to plant such a mark .as ist 
in the north country ; and wclcomc cvcry btarel 
yeoman who shall try a shot at ¡t to win a smik| 
from the bonny lass he lovcs best.”

H e thcn turned to leave tlic lists. “ Let yoiul 
guards attcnd m e ,” he said. ' “ I f  you picase, lgo| 
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 I 
cry of “ Sham c! shame ! ” which burst fromthel 
multitude, induced him to aitcr bis ungenerous| 

purpose.
Lockslcy rcturned almost instantly with a willo 

wand about six feet in length, pcrfcctly : 
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 lo shr 
at a  target so broad as had hitherto bccn uscd,«  ̂
to put sliamc upon his skill. “  Por his own p.111.1 
he said, “  and in the land where he was brcd, mcj 
would as soon take for their mark King .Vrthur̂  
Round-table, which held sixty kiiights around i 
A child of seven ycars oíd,” 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 h i t s  t h a t  r o d  at f i v e - s c o r c yw-

I cali him  an arclicr fit to bear both bow and qw 
beforc a king, an’ it wcrc tlic stout King 't 

him self.”

*A  noblcman of Ihe Coun. tC lo n l,—iho cerner of the target.
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"My grandsirc,” said Hubert, “ drew a  good  
bira- at thc battlc of Hastings, and never shot at 
sacb a niark in his life— and neither will I. I f  this 
yeoman can clcitvc that rod, I give him  the buck- 
leis-or, rather, I yield to the devil that is in his 
jerkin, and not to any human skill. A man can 
but do his best, and I will not shoot where I am  
sure to niiss. I might as well shoot at the edge o f  
our parson’s whittle, or at a wheat-straw, or at a 
sunheam, as at a twinkling white streak which I

can h a rd ly  s e c . ”
"Cowardly d o g ! ” said Prince John. “  Sirrah, 

Locksley, do thou shoot; but i f  thou hittest such a 
mark, I "ill say thou art the first man ever did so. 
Howe’er it be, thou shalt not crow over us with a 

mere show of superior skill. ”
‘ I will do my best, as Hubert says,” answered 

ILocksley. “ No man can do m ore.”
So saying, he again bent his bow, but on thc  

present occasion looked with attention to his 
weapon, and changed thc string, which he thought 
ñas no longer Irul)' round, having been a  little 
(rayed by the two former shots. H e then took his 
aim with some deliberation, and the multitude

awaited the event in breathless silence. The  
archer vindicated their opinión of his skill: his 
arrow split the willow rod against which it was 
aimcd. A  jubilee o f  acclamations followed; and 
even Prince John, in admiration o f Locksley’s skill, 
lost for an instant his dislike to his person.

“  T hese twenty nobles,” he said, “  which, with 
thc bugle, thou hast fairly won, are thine o w n ; we 
wiU make them fifty, if  thou wilt takc livery and 
Service with us as a  yeom an o f 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 

I have vowed that if  ever I take Service, it should  
be with your royal brother, K ing Richard. T hese  
twenty nobles I leave to Hubert, who has this day 
drawn as brave a bow as his grandsire did at Hast­
ings. H ad 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 o f  the stranger; and Locksley, 
anxious to escape further observation, mixed with 
the crowd and was seen no more.

IlFF, is not al! conflict and cxcitement, young friends; 
-indml, to many of us it seems often commonplace and 
dull. .And peihap.s many a boy and girl, after reading a 
great romanee, fecls like sighing, disconsolately, “ If /  
only had a chance to do s//c/t things ! ” But to the eyes 
tbat are able to sce it, the simplest action of every day 
bas iti meaning and influence, and so it is good for us, 
in our reading, to turn from a marvelous exploit like 
Locksley's to such a poem as “ The Planting of the 
Applc.tree,”and learn how cqually marvelous, in reality, 
is thc mere pladng of a little sprig in the ground. 
Many a dccd that seems trivial may be followed by great

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 . N ichoi.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.

T iik P i..\n t in g  01- ih e ; A pple;-tre;k— B y W il l ia m  C x íllen  B r y a n t .»

OME, let US p lan t  the app lc-trec ,
Cleavc the tough greensward with the spade; 
W ide let its hollow bed be m ade;
T here gently lay the roots, and there 
Sift thc dark mold with kindly care,

A nd press it o ’cr them  tcndcrly;
As ’round the slecping infant’s fcet 
W e softly fold the cradle-sheet,

So plant we the apple-trec.

W hat plant wc in this apple-tree?
Buds, whicli the brcath o f  sum m er days 
Shall lengthen into leafy sprays;
Boiighs, where the tlnush, with crimson breast, 
Shall haunt and sing, and hidc her nest;

Born, a t Cummíngton, Massachiiseits, 1794. Died, in N ew  York, 1878.
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W e plant upon the sunny lea  
A  shadoxv for the noontidc hour,
A  shelter from the summer shoxver,

W h en  xve plant the apple-trec.

W h a t plant xve in this apple-trcc? 
Sxveets for a hundrcd floxx-ery springs 
T o load the May-xvind’s restless xvings, 
W hen, from the orchard-roxv, he pours 
Its fragrance through our open doors;

A xvorld o f  blossoms for the bee, 
Floxvcrs fór thc sick girl’s silent room, 
For thc glad infant sprigs o f bloom,

W e plant xvith the apple-tree.

W hat plant xve in this apple-trce ? 
Fruits that shall sxvell in sunny June, 
And rcddcn in the A ugust noon.
And drop, xvhen gentle airj» come by, 
T hat fan the blue September sky;

W hile  children com e, xvith cries of glcc. 
And seek them xvhcrc the fragvant grass 
Bctrays their bed to those xxho pass.

A t the foot o f the apple-trce.

And xvhen, above this apple-iree,
T he xvinter stars are glittcring bright, 
And xvinds go hoxvling through the night, 
Girls xvhose young eyes o ’erfloxv xvith niirth 

Shall pccl its fruit by cottage-hcarlh,
And guests in prouder bornes shall scc, 

H eaped xvith the grape o f  Cintra’s vine, 
And golden orange o f  the linc.

T h e  fruit o f  the apple-tree.

T he fruitagc o f this apple-trce,
W inds and our flag o f  stripc and star 
Shall bear to coasts that lie afar,
W here  m en shall xvondcr at thc viexv, 
And ask in xvhat fair groves they grc''’i
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.And sojourners beyond the sea  
.Sh.'ill think of childhood’s careless day,
;Vnd 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.

■A dccpcr iiKizc 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.

Shall fraud and forcé and iron will 
Oppress the weak and helpless still?

W hat shall the tasks o f  mercy be, 
A m id the toils, the strifes, the tears 
O f those who live when length of years 

Is wasting this little apple-tree?

“  W ho plantee! this oíd app le-tree?”
T he children o f  that distant day 
T hus to som e aged man shall say;
And, gazing on its mossy stem,
T h e  gray-haircd man shall answer th e m :
“ A  poct o f  the land was he,
Born in the rude but good oíd t im es;
’T  is said he made som e quaint oíd rhymes 

On planting the apple-tree.”
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M U M B O  J U M B O .

]}y J o h n  L e w e e s .

iN  no part of our globe are there so m any 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 o f  years by  
thc ancient Egyptians, 
who built thc most 
wonderful tem ples and  
pyramids, and can-cd  
in stone grcat statucs, 
which have been the 
admiration o f  ages, 
and yet it is only within 
a few years that the 
source o f this celcbrated  
river, N ilc, has bccn  
known to Americans 
and Europeans. Grcat 
lakes, which were not 
known to exist, have 
lately bccn discovercd 
by African cxplorcrs, 
and tribcs o f  people, 
not only unlikc other 
human beings in tbcir 
minds, but cvcn in their 
bodies, have been met 
with. One o f  our coun- 
trymen, Henry Stanley, 
made a journey across 
the ccnter o f  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 m any strange 
things yet to be discov- 
cred in Africa, which 
country the S t .  N ic h -  

OLAS boys and girls m ight wcll cali 
box o f the W orld .”

A m ong tlie most difficult puzzles in this great 
riddlc-box are the customs o f some o f  the African 
tribcs. O f course, all savage and heathen peoplc 
do very strange things in connection with their 
religión and their laws, yet, however odd and 
ridiculous some o f these may sccm  to us, the peo­

ple themselves believe them right and proper, bt. 
causo they are so taught by their pricsts ond rulos.

But some African tribes have fant.-istic and 
absurd customs in which it would sccm ihat ihcy

M U .M O O  JU .M B O  S E T T l . S O  O U T  Ü P O .V  H I S  S E A K C H .

T h e  Riddle- could not have any faith whatevcr ; still, thcyreali) |  

attach a  grcat deal o f  importance to tlicm.
A m on g  these are the triáis by Mumbo Jiimbo.! 

character met with in many villages on thc «' 1̂ 
coast o f  Africa. M umbo Jumbo is notliin? 
but a  man on short stilts, with a sort oí
wrappcd about him, and a great false 
above his own head. All this, of course.

head fasienedi
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look very tail, and a pair of wooden arms, 
Xch stick out below his b ig  head, help to give 
lini the .ippearancc of a man about twice as big as 

lybody cise.
brcsscd up in this strange way, he stumps about 

ftirough the villagc, and the people believe that he  
has tlie powcr to point out any person who has 
committcd a criine;. or, in case o f  family quarreis 
ar dispu tes, he can show which party is in fault. 
lAccordingly, when therc is an occasion for the 
esercise of his wonderful powcr, Mumbo Jumbo, 
folloived by a crowd of bis fellow-savagcs, bcating  
drums, blowing liorns, shouting and dancing, sets 
oat ou his business o f  discovering the person who 
has broken the laws of the tribe.

Il may be that a thcft lias been committed, and 
tbat the thicf has managed his affairs so secretly 
and cunningly that the peoplc of the villagc cannot 

out who lie is. So M umbo Jumbo, with a  
great deal of twisting and stum ping about, goes 
feim house to house, and pretends to c.xamine the 
faces of the pcoplc he finds within. W hen he has 
finished this cxamination, he looks at every man, 
«oman, or child whom he may m cet, and even  
goes among the crowd accom panying him, m aking  
believe to glarc down, with his painted eyes, into 
the faces of the howling and dancing negrocs, to 
¡see if he can discover the guilty person.

Of course it would never do for M umbo Jumbo 
to give up the search without pointing out some 
ene as the thicf, and so, after he has led the crowd 
about, as long as he picases, he settles upon some

unfortunate person, who is as likely as any one  
clse to have stolcn the m issing property, and de­
clares him  to be the th icf This man is then scized, 
tied to a  post, and whipped, and everybody believes 
him  to be Justly punishcd, when, in reality, Mumbo 
Jumbo him self may have been the thief.

In disputes betwecn families or individuáis, 
Mumbo Jumbo lays down the law in the same way. 
H e goes with his stilts, and his mask, and his noisy  
crowd o f  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 am ong them  is 
performing the part o f  Mumbo Jumbo, when that 
important person is stalking about. A nd yet they 
believe in the decisions o f the false head, which 
could m ake decisions just as well when it is hanging  
on the tree as when borne about by one o f  their 
fellow-negroes. >

N ow  does not all this scem  very m uch like a 
riddle, and a prctty hard onc, too? W hy 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 T H E  R O C K I N G - H O R S E  A T E  T H E  C A K E .

It was a  big room, and it had a bright, p ret-ty  car-pet on its floor. 

The sun carne in through  tw o w in -dow s, and staid  all day.

Be-hind two dark red cur-tains, at on e  end o f  the room, w as the chil- 

dren’s play-house. T h e  chil-dren  w ere  C har-ley  and G ra-cey  ; G ra-cey  

was five years oíd, and C har-ley  w as  a l-m ost t h r e e ; and such g o o d  tim es  

^ they did have be-h ind  th o se  red cur-tains !

They had a ta -b le  there, and so m e  chairs, and a cup-board  full o f  

tl'sh-es, and a w hole fam -i-ly  o f  d o l l s ; but n ic -est  o f  all w as the rock -in g-  

liorse,—San-ta Claus had b rou gh t this at C hrist-m as. H e  w as black and  

"It'te, and had a lo n g  w h ite  m ane and tail ; his m outh w as o -pen , and  

paint-ed red in - s id e ; a l-to -geth -er , he w as the v er -y  n ic -est  horse  

lltat ev-er had been  seen, the chil-dren thought.

i " '
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O n e  aft-er-noon  th ey  w ere  h a v -in g  a lunch-eon  ¡n their play-housg.! 

th ey  had so m e  lit-tle  s l ic -e s  o f  b is-cu it and but-ter, a piece of cake, and i 
ti-ny  p itch-er o f  miik. M am -m a toid them  to drink the miik first, so thejl 

w ouid  not spiii i t ; sh e  said sh e  did not care for the crumbs. So they pouredl 
the m iik in-to tw o  iit-tie  cups, and drank it aii, and then Gra-cey put the|

dolis  up to the ta-bie, and th ey  sat dow n to eat the rest, when Char-ley| 

lo o k ed  up and said : “ H o r -se y  w ants so m e  din-ner, too.”

“ S o  h e  d o es ,” said G ra-cey . “ H is  m outh is o -pen  for some now.

S o  theyr d r a g g ed  him  to the ta-ble, and stufíed som e cake in-to hisj 

mouth. It w ould  not hold  v er -y  much, aft-er all, but they made somej
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ofitstay i n ; nnd they  told h im  a  g rea t  m an -y  tim es to eat it, and then  

he could have som e m ore ; but h e  did not seem  to k now  how, and so  

thev ate their lunch-eon w ith -o u t w a it- in g  for him.

The next morn-ing, G ra -cey  ran into th e  p la y -h o u se  to  s e e  if  th e  h orse  

had eat-en his cake. Sure e -n o u g h , it w as all g o n e .  C har-ley  looked  in-to  

hor-sev’s mouth, and then trot-ted  aft-er G ra-cey , to tell M am -m a the  

tvon-der-ful sto-ry. “ It m ust h a v e  fall-en out,” said M am -m a.

“ No, it did n’t, M am -m a; w e  put it in tight, and ’sides, w e  spilled  lots  

|of crumbs, and they are all gon e , too .”

And Mam-ma w en t to see. T h e  crum bs w ere  all gon e.

He must have g o t  r igh t dow n ofif the rock-ers, and eat-en  the crumbs 

I  up,’' said Gra-cey. But M am -m a o n -ly  smiled.

Ev-er-y-bod-y w ho carne in-to  the h o u se  that day heard the s trange  

o-ry; and the last th in g  G ra-cey  did that n igh t w as to put a nice

Ipiece of sponge-cake in -to  th e  red, o -p e n  mouth.

Mam-ma was ver-y  bus-y , that night, and th ey  w en t up-stairs o n e  by  

ne un-til she was all a-lone. S h e  w a it-ed  un-til the  h o u se  g re w  v er -y  still, 

then she turned out the gas, drew  a chair c ióse  to the red cur-tains, 

ulled one of them a-s id e  a lit-tle, and w ait-ed . T h e  room  w as not quite  

lark, for the fire burned bright-ly , and by its l ig h t  M am -m a saw  the  

orse stand-ing ver -y  still, w ith  the cake in his m outh. M am -m a k ep t  

:r-y still, l o o ; and by and by  sh e  saw  so m e -th in g  that looked  like a 

|\'er-y lit-tle bit o f  g ra y  fur, m o v e  sw ift-ly  a-cross th e  car-pet. It ran up 

ihe horse’s leg, out on th e  lines, held  on w ith  four cu n -n in g  lit-tle paws, 

d  be-gan to eat cak e v er -y  fast. S oon  a n -o th -er  carne, and then  

in-oth-er, till there w ere  fo u r ; four b a-b y  mice, the v er -y  ti-n i-est  M am -m a  

lad ev-er seen. A n d  h o w  th ey  did nib-ble ! B y  and b y  a larg-er  one

ime, and they played, and ran all o -v er  that horse, sw u n g  on his tail,

nd hid in his mane, and he nev-er  stirred. M am -m a w atched  them
favhile, and then sh e  w e n t up-stairs.

The next m orn-ing at break-fast sh e  told the chil-dren all a -b ou t it. 

r̂a-cey was de-light-ed , and b e g g e d  to stay  up that n ig h t  and see.

But Char-ley lis -ten ed  v e r -y  so -b er-ly , and w hen th e y  all had done  

Îbing a-bout it, he said, in a ver-y' s o r-ro w -fu l l i t - t le  v o ic e :

Boor hor-sey did n’t det no t a t e ; not a b i t ; ’at ’s too bad.”
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J A C K - I N - T H E - P U L P I T .

‘ T h e  year ’s a t  the  spring,
And day ’s at the morn ;
Morning ’s at se v c n ;
T he hill-side ’s dcw-pearlcd;
T h e  lark ’s on thc w in g ;
T he snail ’s on the thorn ;
God ’s in his heaven—
All ’s  right with the w orld! ”

So says Brother Browning, and Jack’s sentimcnts 
are thc same.

Brother Browning, as m any of you may know, 
is an English poet, and so, when he speaks o f “  the 
thorn,” m y birds tell me be must alludc to the 
hawthorn or May-tree, ivhich in spring-time almost 
covers itself with blossoms o f white, pink, and 
pink-and-white.

Now, for our budgct. First, a letter about

A W I S E  C A N A R Y .

D e a r  M r. J a c k - i n ' - t h e - P i : l p i t  : As you are so much interestcd 
in the birds, I thought you would like to know about our canary, 
whom wc think unusually smart. H is ñame is “  R uby ” and he is very 
lame, and  will feed from the hand and from thc mouih, and will play. 
Buí thc strangest thing is, that he knows thc days o f thc week, and 
is very particular that wc shall ^e t 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 üuty 
is peiformcd. But on Saturday and Sunday he docs not cali ín this 
w a y ; and it is very plain tha t he knows so much o f the days o f thc 
week, and  kccps account of thcin. H e does not make any inistakcs.

Yours inily,
Hauky £ ichdaum.

N O T  A V E R Y  H A R D  C A S E .

T h e  Little School-ma’am learnéd som ething  
while she was away on her summer vacation ; she  
says she Icarned how to give medicine to a cat.

T h e  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

and ride on her shoulder. Once, this puss 
poisoned meat and was in dangerof dving; butí 
maid put her into a long woolcn stockinv pou™ 
a dose of oil down her throat, and by this, 
saved her life.

T he Little School-ma’am’s cat isa very he,™, 
one, but she thinks-it is just as well lo knoVlioin 
give her medicine in caso illncss should occur;; 
Jack agrees wdth her.

T H O S E  C A T  S T O H I E S  A N D  DEACON GREEN.

A n d  talking of the Little School-ma'am’s i., 
reminds m e that I ’ve a letter for you from Deaconl 
Groen. H c r c i t i s :

D e a r  J a c k :  I droppccl in upon thc Utile Schoutrnara r e , l  
lerday, and, bless your heart, if she was n 'i alinosi liidclcn by 
of note and foolscap papcr, spread out arotind her in c\ay i 
ccivablc .shapc.

“  Siories—Lost K lttcn S lo rie s ! ”  .she e.xclaiinetl, in her cbceiia 
siylc, and blockadcd as she was by ihcm, she \va> as h.ippy a 
school-ma'am as ever was seen. And then slic wcni nn lo ic!1d*| 
how ihcy had bccn coming in so fast that .she could hanily cointl 
them, and how thc committce had heen obliged to pnstpoóetl 
report a month, and how they wanted to ■

But s to p ! T ha t 's  her afíhir, and not what 1 started out lo si 
and  I may be in dangcr o f rcvcaling statc sccrcts. But here 
point I wantcd to tclí you. T h e  little woman and hcraids, Irei 
sec, were migluily pcrplexed ro decide upon ihe l>esi onc uf all ií 
huge pile o f siorics, and  I was n’t a t  all surprised. when, looLinj» l, 
suddenly, síie said : “ Ah, D cacon ,Jf wc could only lakctbetei 
fifiy of these and combine them—bringing ihc bc>i jxiints of all inu 
onc—wc should have a  story such as no single author in the veri» 
could w iitc ! ”

Well, dear Jack , I told her I did n’t doubt ii. .And it Uju«tht_ 
same thc world ovcr—with men and women as wcll asboysaadjyil 
T h e  grcatcsi achicvements o f human labor h.ivc always leca il 
work of thousands, who loilcd togethcr for thc one ptitpose. " 
it was never m eant tha t w e should all see alikc, and ibc vw 
evcry one of us, if done faíthfully and with thc whole hcan. i 
reach truih and uscfulness in some special w.ay of its own,a*I« 
have í l s  peculiar valué. Perhaps there i s  some onc thing&rodi

Scrson in thc world, tha t he o r she can do better than aiiyb3(h-¿t| 
inly let him or her find it, and “ siick to "  it, as the savings. ■  
Last fall. Hule N cddy Popkin camc lo me, saying nc wantd ii 

make some moncy to help his mother and her big family ofgirh. id: 
he wished me to tell him what*to do.

“ W hat do you do b e s t? ”  said I. He hesitatcd a momept,Jc: 
then said, “ Well, they say a t home that I can beat anybocycrr 
ever .saw a t corn-popping.” “ T hen ,” said 1, " pop. pop, p5p.2jc 
if it ’s wcll popped you can scll it. Tliai ’s your best «-ay w nii:
money. I t ’s likcly y o u ’rc cu t out for poppiug corn. \oarciK
sounds like it .” _ , • p..

1 could see tha t he was puzzled by this advicc for a 
N cddy Popkin is a  common«sensc lad, steady, and siurdy. I j 
do i l ! ” .said he, and left. On the way home he laid inawppiyj 
poppers and corn, and went a t it in camest. .And last 
me tha t he was getting on splcndidly, and hying up a nict ma 
store o f cash. All the confccüoners’ sialls m lown, butoa.i* 
refusc to buy any pop-corn exccpting Neddy l\)pkin^

Now, dear Jack , there ’s an honcst success ahead 
tha t it ’s better for a  lad to be the onc best com-pop^ in 
villc than a  fourth-ratc lawycr’s or bankcr’s clcrk m yiowboigs, 
thc humblc opinión of yours truly, Sii«G iie&

I com m cnd the letter to you, clcars. Oi l̂: 
sure that the one thing that you can do bea 
som ething useful,— as Necldy’s was. A 
a liberty-pole in m y meadow one (lay, andctt^ 
body applauded. But the fcat was soon forg»  ̂
and it turned out that the boy had Icarnca i 
long practico in neighbors’ orchards.

A S U B - A M E R I C A N  C A N A L

S a r a h  W . sends word that a while ago 
was som e talk, in h e r  hearing, a b o u t  can • 
railways across th e  strip  o f  land which jow ‘
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Soutli America. A nd  onc o f  ihc wise folk 
. “ iiisnotimpossiblc th a t  som e cave-explorer 

,v’find a mcat undcr-ground river ru n n in g  across 
¡ r o n t i n c ñ t o f  N orth A m erica ;  a  k ind  o f  rcady- 
V jjnal. that would ren d er  trave ling  chcap 

Ne'v York and C alifornia.”
Tiiink of going from Boston to San Francisco, 
■dcr-inoiind ! Ncvcr a sight of sun, moon, ñor 

from first to la s t ! Your Jack does n ’t like 
notion, my d e a r s .  But the canal would be  
lit coól, a n d  moist, even through the glarc, 
hcal, an d  d u s t  of summcr, I su p p osc; and it 

vht siiit an y  o f  vou that should happen to have 
disnial m ind. .So lct liim save up his pennics, in 
der to l)c re a d y  for dic first trip o f  the first canal- 
(utof the futuro Crand American Sub-Contincn- 
1 Transportation Company !

HOW OID IT HAPPEN  P

M. E. B. FORW .tRDS this bit o f  news :
“A short time .igo, Willy found in the yard a  little bird which 
róíd 10 have Ihíco Imrt. It was some little lime beforc it could 
caught, 1 ,̂ thougli it could not fly, it flutiercd and  hopped-about 
a  10 keep iusi out of Willy’s reach. But a t last he had  it, and

E j  it icndcrly in one hand, and covering it with the other, 
hi it to mc-

looked at il and said: ‘ Willy, I don 't believe the bird is rrally 
L ^1 , there is some serious difficulfy. I m ust .sec what ¡t is.’

A VO)' long feathcr bclonging to the left w in^ had in some way 
pass^ across the hack, and drawn tightly in under the right 

After a liitlc 1 succcedcd in setting the w ing free, but the 
still held fast 10 the right leg, around the thigh o f which the 
ndcrcnd ofit was wrappcd twice, closc to the body.

‘Krdie's bright little eyes watched the whole opcration closely: 
ibekcpi pcrfcctly uuict, and did not struggle ñor rcsist in any  way. 
seemed 10 know that we wcrc tiy ing  to help him. As soon as he 
j onlound. wc cxpecicd that he would dart away, but he lay still 
m mylund, and I was beginning to think he must be injured,

after all, when suddcnly he gave hi.s right Icg a  Hule shake, and 
before you could wink twice he was above our heads in the branchcs 
of a  ircc.

“ T hcn you should have heard his song o f  thanksgiving, and seen 
the look of delight on W illy 's face!

“  ‘ M am m a,’ said he, ‘ how do you supposc the feathcr got 
wrappcd around the w in^ and leg, like that ? '

“  I could not answer his questíon then, ñor can I  now. Can any- 
body clsc answer it? ’’

C U R I O U S  O R T I G A L  E X P E R I M E N T S .

Now, m y wide-eyed youngsters,— not m y 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 lióles through your 
liands and fail to see bits o f  papcr placed not two 
feet in front o f your noses.

Roll a shcct o f  foolscap papcr into a tube an 
inch in diameter. T hen, 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 o f the tube, 
near its lower cnd. You will see a hole through  
the palm o f 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 cióse the left 
eyc. Advancc your face, and the left-hand paper 
suddcnly will disappear from sight.

t i
A n d  now, m y  youngsters, “ m ak e  way for 

not “ l ib e r ty ,” as 1 usually  h e a r  you p u t  it,— b u t  
so m e th in g  o f  'quite  as m ucli im portance  for the  
m om ent to m an y  o f  you. You ’ll find it ju s t  below.

THE L1TTLI- :  S C I I O O I . - M  A ’ A  M ’S R E P O R T  O N

T O  B E  W R I T T E N . ”

‘A S T O R Y

VoiR storics, young friends, for the pícturcs by  Mr. H opkins on 
ihc JaniiHiy numbcr, carne pouring \n by dozcns and 

Ktach day, and from every direction. Maínc and California, 
of ihe intermedíate S ta tes ; Cañada and  Cuba, and even 

'ló, Francc, and Gcrmany—all wcrc representcd. Some of the 
fwm young corrc.ÑpondenK far aw ay across the grcat ocean 

arrived aficr the day appointcd as  the limit, bu t in every 
«^the writcr begged nol to be left out o f the compctition. 
when finally the íMistman’s face wore a  smile o f relief as the last 
*3sdelivercd, it seemed to the committcc, assemblcd in front of 
Wiunubtcd mass of storics, as if ihcy wcrc scarcely lcs.s in num- 

"  the cats that cvcr lived in America—even counting ninc 
solitary puss!

 ̂ storics w as smooth sailing. When
■>deáding upon tlic very best one o f thc.se hundrcds upon 

wicresilng biographics—thcn carne ihc galc! So many 
^  wcrc almost on a Icvel as to cxccllcnce, and  each o f these 

peculiar poinis in its favor, tha t for a  while your com- 
plight. However, after much patient rcading and 

comparing, all agreed upon the story given 
'■■es in A*™*®" Francés H. Catlin, as best fuIfiUing the con- 

t way of a prose story. But it was also voled unani-

mously to m ake room a t the same time for the clever rhymcd versión 
by Florcncc E. Prait, which you will therefore find accompanying 
the other.

P U S S Y ’S A D V E N T U R E S .

N e l u e  L e s t e r  loved her little kitten dearly. I t  w as gray, and 
had  a  blue ribbon around its neck, and its namc was Muflie.

O nc morning Nellic brought a  pilcher o f milk and poured Mufiic 
a  sauccrful, and while Nellie went lo put the pitcher away, Mufhc 
ñnishcd her milk and looked around for something to do. She saw 
an open door, and said to herself: “  W hat a  plea.sant d a y ! I 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 tha t the dog would pass by. 
B at he kept his eyes upon her hiding-placc, and was running straight 
toward bcr when she scramblcd up  the side o f the barrcl and down 
am ong some dirty straw  and papcr. T h e  dog torc round and round 
the barrcl, Icaping upon one side and then on ihc other, try ing  to 
get a t kitty. But he  could not even scc her, and after a  while he 
went home to dinner. T he fríghtcncd k itty  lay still a  long lime, and 
fcared to Icavc her safe place.

W hen Ncllie carne back and saw the em pty sauccr and no kitty, 
she was surprised, and went to look for her.

She was not on her m at under the stovc, and Ncllie could not find

i -
r
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her anywherc. She wandercd from room lo room, calling “  M iiffie! 
Sluffie! where are y ou?  Come, MuíTie, come to Nellic.”  Bul no 
Muffie carne, and then NcUic sat down and cricd.

By and by  Pedro, the oíd rag-picker, carne to the barrel where 
MuHíe was hiding. W hen he saw ncr he cried out, “  Halloo ! what 
have we hcre ? A cat, to be s u r e ! Oho, you '11 weigh more than 
rags. Step in here, Mr. C at.”  So saying, he hustled Muffic into 
the bag  and  put the bag  on his back, and went soon aficrw’ard lo 
i l r .  Kelly’s, thé rag-mcrchant. Mr. Kelly wcighcd thc bag of rags 
and  paid Pedro his money, and Pedro went away. W h e n M r. Kelly 
cmpiied thc bag, w hat should jum p out but a  little gray  k ii ien ! He 
was very angry at ñrst, 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 Mufíic with such a  cunning air tha t 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 
tha t she should have two or ihrce kittcns if shc wanted them. But 
she did not want any but MuíTic. A t last her papa proposed a  plan 
tha t dclightcd Ncllie. I t  was lo ndvcrtise Muffie. So it was done.
A boy was hired to post thc bilis and scatter them through thc strccts. 
A n oíd woman, on h e r  w ay to Mr. Kelly's with rags, pickcd up one 
o f the hand-bills, and stowing it am ong her pickings, went on lo the 
rag-m erchant’s. Mr. Kelly, rem embcnng how he had been cheated, 
made her em pty her own bag. T h e  great advertising bilí was the first 
th ing  to drop out. As it carne fiuttcring down, Muffie popped from 
behind a  chair, ready to play with anything tha t carne in ncr way. 
Shc stopped suddenly on sccing her own ñam e 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. A t once Mr. Kelly thought h¡s little cat 
m ust be the lost one. So, taking his hat, and  with che advcrtiscmcnt 
in one hand 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 exclamación o f delight. Mr. Kelly made a  profound bow, 
and let Muffie jum p into Nellie’s arms. Shc did not forget to thank 
híiii, uud her papa offered him a  reward, but he would not takc it. 
Ñcllic ran to tell h er mamma, ki.ssing kitty all the way, and calling 
her “ a  naughty , naughty  k itty .”

F r a n c é s  H . C a t l i n  ( 1 2  y e a r s ) .

R ound the ash-ban-el triumphantly walked, 
W hen along, looking virtuous, oíd Cark» stalkeA 
O h, whcrc is a  refiigo for poor kitty cat ?
Ah, there is the barrel. 1 think I ’ll try ihat” 
So p u sw  jum ped up ín a  terrible fricht,
While Cario carne prancing along with dclighL 

“  H.1, h a ! Mr. Cario, you cannot catch me,
For I am too spry for you doggics, yon sec!" 
But alas for poor kitty, her pnde had a fall, 
A nd into the barrcl she rolled likc a ball!

Soon M innic carne back, but no kitty shc spied.
* Oh, where is my k i t ty ? ” she tcarfully cricd.
‘ Is  she under the s io v e?” a.sked thc child in despair- 

She looked; but, poor M inn ic! no kitty was thcrc. ' 
Poor baby! shc sadly sat down in despair.
A nd her sobs and her wailings of grief rcat thc air

T H E  T A L E  O F  A K IT T E N .

M i n n i e  and k itty  had froHcked all day,
U ntil ihcy were both of them wcaricd of play,
W hen dear little kitt^', whosc fur was like silk,
Mewed loudly to Minnic 10 get her some milk.
A nd soon shc was purring, with greatest delight,
O ver a  sauccr of milk, warm and while.
But M amma callcd Minnie, a  drcss to try  o n :
“  Now, stay right here, kitty, I '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 s tep p ed ;
Over the sidcwalk shc carcfully crep t;

A ragm an, whose conscicncc was soundly aslccp,
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.
H e  dropped in poor kitty, and hiimcd away,
W here a  sign wavcd— “ F or paper and rags ca-̂ h wc wt." 
A  round pnce  he  got for his wickcd dcccit.

‘ Cash ”  opened the bundle,—what visión did grcct 
T he cycs of this worthy oíd gentlcman. pray!
W hy, kit, mewing loudly, jum ped down and away!
W ith brow knit with perplexiiy,—yes! and dc>pair,
T h e  oíd gentlcman watched k itiy  frolicícing there;
A nd little he kncw that, ju s t  out of his d->or,
A notice had hung  for ten minutes or more,
Around which a  crowd had colicctcd, to see
W hat was lost; who had lost; what reward ihcie wouW bs;
While a boy was distributing papers that said

* Lost k i i ie n ! ”  which many a  passer-by rc.id,
A nd then ihrew away, as most passcis-l.y du.
Butj as cvcry onc knows, that oíd maxim is tmc 
W hich calmly obser\*cs, “ N aught is c'cr thrown away:"
I t  was proven afresh, tha t remarkablc d .ay :
A n oíd woman the notice pickcd up, and then put 
I t  wiihin her big bag, which was covered with soot 
T o  oíd “ Cash’s ”  shc went, with all possible spccd.
W hen she empiicd her bag, kitty swiíily <lid read,
W ith m any a  grimacc and smilc of dcliyht;
For shc thoucht, “ Now, my mistress h:u. found ouimyfiipi' 
While oíd “ C ash ”  read the notice, shc vindisiurbcdsai 
On his shoulder, and looked a  dcmurc, full-erown a i  
H e swift took his ha t from thc nail by ilic door,
W hile k illy  tricd hard to claw down lo ihc floor; «
But ’t  was all o f no use, and  they set ofT once more,
A nd a t last they arrived bcforc Minníe’s houscJoor.
So now wc will leave them in happy cominunion,
A nd trust naugh t will happen to scvcr ilicir unión.

F l o r e n c e  V.. P K .m  (12 yonl.

I t  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 commÍiiee’.s work much more diflicult 
than usual, it also gives us thc pleasure of printing a  remarkably 
long rí)ll o f  honor. A nd there is ihis to be said to any  boy or girl 
on thc roll who may feel tha t his or her story was as good as  thosc

printed hcre; there were a  very great m.-iny ^lnrics whKhoxtaiKÍ 
siû ic poiuis and  passages o f great mcrit ntul clcvemcss; k«55 
one of these siories was quite so saiisfactory as iho>e ite ii« 
given, whcn considcrcd in regard to clcamC'S uf statcmeni 
pcnmanship, c.areful and  accuratc iniroductiun of ihe pkuiTe>i:¿ 
simple mcrit as a  story throughout.

R O L L  O F  H O N O R .

W a l t e r  B. S.m i t h — 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— K itty  Williamson— Ben. L. Darrow— Josie F. Alien— Hannah—Clara 
Annie H . Mills— Ncllie A. Pcabody— Ellic H . Glover— Helen B. Pcndlcton— OlHe Pariridge— I. B. Ficld—
George Cooper— M ande M. Nickerson— Louise M ather K nighi— Hclcn E. Grcene— Alfie G. Hill— Frank Heath— bulu mirton- 
Brinc— Alicc H yde— Elizabeth W. W indsor— Sadie Hawley— Conslancc G eiry— Gertrude KrusI— Jcssíc S. Ra«ul—
Willic F. D ix— Clara D. H enkle— Gertrude R. Wheclcr— Florence G. Lañe— Mahelle W hitncy Trowbridge— Kdith \\hmngw 
Kaiic M. H ackeit— L. K. Fishcr— K atharine Barilctt— Eliza R  Cochran— Philip Schuylcr D e Luze—
Bradford— E. Rhcam — Florence Peele— T cd  Hillman— Evangcline T . W alker— Julic  \Vickham— M ary Raoul;—

Church— Alicc G. Lansing— I*. M aynard Lansing— H oward M anning— l e n y H .  Putnam — hrank b. Kosaiic
Boutcllc— Ritic Cobb— Josie B. Lee— M ary M. Malleson— Eleanor B. Farlcy— D aisy Bishop— Edith Hclcn Snuth— 
Annic A. Williamson— Geo. H. Brown— M aggie Evans— F. B. Matthews— Lizzie Hootoii— . A d a  V a n  Bcil— Charlie
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e Lcffingwell- _ ^arau

■ Dina ^  Buck— H a n y C .  ObcrKolser— Maysie Bradley
K  t> t • Wcld— Lillian E. Rogcrs— Grace Austin Smith— Alice Üiis— M ary Alice T ruc— H aitie  Siev. 

TT- • V  C onsianccThorn Jones— Alice Stilley— Rose V. C ranc— Clara M. Howell— Crac
Stevens— M amie Chapman 
G race Gibcrson— M aú:l R.

líauni— Zulu Fryc— Annie L. V. Myers— E. D ana Pícrcc— Ainbrose C- D carbom — M ary Burns— Ethel 
Aiinití W. Ingle— Irene C. W .— A nua Worrall— Cracic H cw lcu— Alice M. Kirestone— M audc Starkweaiher— Sumner S. 

Kecvcs—Daisy Kibbc— Willic C. M acCurdy— Alice M. Jo rdán— Shcidon H . Stimson— A m y Slade— Mamie— M ary

día V. Moaiaguc—'bcssic Carson— Mary Siegismund— Jam es O. B am eit— Wesley B. Moscicy— Alice H . Payne— M anan Clark— 
/i!ie\V. Bcnncu. j r .— Kdward M. Traber— M aggie C. Dooliitlc— Angelo H all— Alma Bruno—H arry  Alton Albright— N ona Miles— 
¡brcncc L. Nlatihcws—Carric Ficrce— Edith Slratlon— A n h u r H ubbard— Fred. Eugene Robinson— Ahcc M. Rambo— Lulu Sakmeistcr 

L  Patícrson- .Annie Wcir— Siella D. H arrington — ElsÍe E. I>ock\vood— Sallie H. A í . —  M. B.—  Bcssíc T.4itiimore— Mabcl Good-
.' f .  1 • « \ t '  v * - n r _ M    r * ! i _______i r i _________________________ t>_t \ __ m _____ c _ i .  •*_ a ____r»_i____  t ____ii _

btócit 
E. Tynan'

K.
(ieorcia C. Wxshburn— -'iiss 1. .>i. i ^ r u i t c - r  lorcncc vmy— jvaime i_»ariiiiK la r in o j í c - i 'a i ih y  oiimii— i-juiuncc Y ri"*H nüiiu- 

'^ v c r—rila 1*. Cnndail— Lucy M anlcy— Ella M. Parker— M ary R. K,eys— Luc Bradley— Nellie A. Rcmick— Eric Morgan— 
I’ ‘Ju.m IVitiL Ciiencn— Etia Iva A nthony— Wallace M organ— Clara A. Walton— Lida Papin— W. Nichols— Edith M. H ale^ i' I niiik Cocncn— Etia Iva A nthony— Wallace M organ— Clara A. Walton— Lida Papin— W. Nichols— Edith .AI. H ale

I • • rmtíii '—Cornelia Wait— Kittic E. Horton— Sheldon P otter R iiicr— George W. Morris— Louisc Norton— M ary Barber—
. •"? , • i>_ i i  . T— t. 1.K \ l7 ín tK A .> K t . .  TT  A l l ^ n  rY.t .AtA  \ f . ^ r v i i A  W  ___

Morg: P ap in -

minr—F Maruuand .Monroe— Kaihannc R. Fi.sher— H attic  R. Rickcrt— Sadte Vickers— C arne C. Vreeland— Clara Rosenbaum— Adelc 
iiuiie -̂Cari T. R-'lienson—Alice Coopcr— Rose Siansbury— Sadie Hull— Frank L. Long— Charles M. Smyihe—L. .Angicncttc CottreU 

^ e n n e t h  M c K e n z i e — Alinnie Masón— Freddie E. Cannon— M artha P. and M ary R. Jcw cit— M yra Cranc— Adclc W. Cranc— Fannie 
L,! Vrtbic—Alva í. (iufTcy— Elizabcth Alling— .Arihur G. Kn>m— John  K. Crousc— Boydie B. Andrews— H cttic Seibert— Mamie
r t I. f r__ I * \ T ^ n  Ti.U.. Wf I \\ /

kcdy Righter—Blanchc Weldin— Evcrclt Crosby— H arry  Long— Emily T. L ong—Louise S. Earlc— Ü nilla J .  Bush— Alice I. Board- 
Blanche Picrcc—J»hn E. T. Nicks— Mamie Moore— M a ^  E. M. LauHn— A nna Campbell— Beth Hotchkiss— Laura A. Sheldon—
H. Irwin—Julia S. ShcHcy— H arpr P. Fessenden— Mamie Faulkncr— Ncll S. Forcé— Nellie L. Stvne— K aic Lpgan— Evelinc V. 

P.riammls—Charlie 1>. (.handler— (íertie Busby— Frank S. Thornton—Bertha E. Thom pson— C arne Van Ifassell—Birdie C u rtís-Q uccn ie  
lapnian—Hrucc \ ’. Hill— Kllis H unter— Ncllie Thalhcimcr— Florcnce Pauline Jones— Florence Burkc— G ertrude Ackcrman— Bessie 
an .Alítync—Willie N. Tice— Ncllie Masón— Robert W. H emenway—Matie Pierce— Bessie Connor— Em m a Foster— Grace E. Rich— 
igda Üeiily— Eugcne Rcilly— Maud W heeler— Benedici Crowell— Mac W elüngton— Hclcn Minnie Dills— Lucy W ood— Maitie Harris 
^>'ic .Mcj. 1‘yng—.Alarían C. Poole— León Sievenson— Ncllie Taylor— Alicc L. Clark— Charles W. Ford— Jcssie Chapm an— M ary 

■FJiza .Annie Curry— Louie Walsh— Josie A. Graham—C. Sílliman— N annie Drury.

lia many rcspccts ihc storics diflcrcd widcly from onc another, and 
if therc wca* spacc U>r it, 1 should be glad to show you some of 
Ats: áficrcnces. which grcatly interested us. -And I wish, too, 
■ñhalliny heart, th.tt wc could print some o f the bright and  clever 

Henees ihat wcrc íound in the various manuscrípts, and tha t made

the committec’s task a  delightful one. But I must content myself 
with compHmenting you, cach and  all, upon the e.xcellence o f your 
storics, and  thanking you for the enthusiasm with which you 
responded to the invitation of your grateful and happy

“ L i t t l e  S c h o o l - m a ’a m . ”

l
T H E  L E T T E R - B O X .

HE“ Lessrin on the Saniplcr” was a  vcr>* im portant and  common 
B’i when your grcnugrandmothers were girls, and would be wii- 

uiih iniercsi hy any of our girl-rcaders who are try ing  to 
^  the dccorativc cmbriidcrics of to.day, unth their beautiful 

"cat-tail," or <i.iisy, on a ground o f yellow or red saiin. 
• saopler.worfc of our ynindmothers was more simple, but, pcr- 
'■ quite as uscful, for in those days the household lincn was 
■) marked with a .stitchcd or cmbroidcrcd letter or design, and 

iT”  education to learn how to mark her
'vhat was taught her on the .sampler— 

^ l**ecc of coarse, soft linen or canvas, the size of 
^  '«chieí, in which ihc liiilc pupil easily Icamcil lo work letters 

cfrí iT forining the letters and keeping them bal-
^^uniing and following the coarse thrcads o f the fabric. 

H  ^  alphalíci. ¡11 Script or Oíd English and both large 

i'lc' tt the first thing to be worked—so the
^ primer o f cmbroider>-, and it was not

¿e coanw k "k*' ^  Í>'’nic-made throughout. ÁVith a  bcginncr,
' t  thread ihc l>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. T h e  clothes, napkins, hand- 
kerchicfs, etc., were marked with letters or designs Icamcd upon it, 
bu t o f course, after mastering the mcthod, thcrc were all degrccs to 
this accomplishment, and  whatever fcat o f 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 o f skill in cmbroiUery. Often the figure of some animal 
was worked in the center of a  sam p ler: and  somctimcs the whole of 
the Lord’s praycr was copied in quaint Icttering. And thcrc were 
elabórate borders and corncr-desígns, and roscttes o f flowers, without 
mimber.

.And thcn, too, if you wcrc to xsk Grandma, she might whispcr to 
you confidcntially that there wcrc otherreasons w hy this accomplish- 
mcnt was expccted of all girls. I t  was the custom then for cvcry 
girl to mark her own wedding-cloihcs: and, moreovcr, there were 
m any 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. A nd so, for tlie maiden o f tha t day, the queer Ictter- 
ing  tha t sccms lo us so rudc and old-fashioncd m ay have had a 
grcat deal of romance. -And, remcmbcring this, thc little picture 
out o f thc past tha t glows in the center o f our frontispiccc this month 
becomes rcally poetic. Nobody knows w hat tender thoughts and 
fancics may be passing in the mind o f the swcct*faced eider sister, 
who sets thc samplc for the little girl a t 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.

T he border o f the picture shows you thc stylc and shapc o f onc 
of the simplest of these little household mementos. I t  is copied 
(in smallcr size) from an actual sampler made by a  certain little 
Ju lia  M ay, in 1740. ______

O n account o f the largo am ount of spacc rcquircd for thc Little 
SchooUma’am ’s Report concem ing thc stories written for Mr. Hop- 
kins’s pictures, wc are oblígcd to put off until ncxl month a second 
letter from Mr. Ballard conceming thc .Agas.siz Association.

W e  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 m ay know how it ¡s perform ed:

B e a r  S t . N i c h o l a .s : I want to tcll you about a  pretty  slcight- 
of-hand trick which I saw a  Japancsc jugg ler perform not long ago. 
All he had was a  goblet of cicar water, a  common gilt-cdged píate, 
and  a  long-handled capicl's-hair paint-brush. H e asked us by signs 
w hat flower we should like to see, and  some one said, “  A  pansy.”  
T hen he dippcd thc paint-brush into thc goblet of water, made a  lew 
motions over the píate, no t touching it, and  then held up the píate. 
On thc boltom of it was a  pcrfcct p a n s y ! H e pniired .some water 
ovcr il, and  so crascd the pamting. Then he w ent through thc .same 
motion with -thc paint-brush again, and there was a  bunch of blue 
violets. H e  performed thc trick again and again, each time some 
new flower appearing on thc píate. I t  was lovely, and I watchcd 
him until I w as almost tircd out w ith looking.—Yours truly,

“  F a i t h .”

D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  I thought I would writc to the **Ix;ticr- 
B ox”  and tcll some of the readers about some prívale theatricals wc 
boys got up not long since. T h e  first wc had was “ T h e  Jo lly  Oíd 
Abbot of Canterbury.” W e got this from S t .  N i c h o l a s ;  Yol. I I I . ,  
p. 132. I  happcnca 10 be the nobleinan. T he next we had was 
“ T h e  M agicjan’s Lesson.”  W e got this fron S t .  N i c h o l a s ,  V oL  
V I., p. 60, in which the m adcian  teachcs a  little boy a  Ies.son by 
dipping him into an ink-stand. O f course, not a  real ink-stand, but 
something to look like an ink-stand, large enough for a  boy to get 
in. T h e  last was “  Lord Ullin’s D aughter ” ; this also was takcn from 
S t .  N i c h o l a s .  This was the first time wc had ever seen it dram- 
alized, and  wc look hold o f the opportunity readily. W c had  a 
sheet stretched across thc stagc for water. I was thc boatm an.— 
Yours, H e n r y  R o c h e s t e r  (11 years).

T h e  many boys who have written lo us for a  picce for recita- 
tion will find thc following bailad admirable for tha t purpose. And 
il will interest all who read it, young  or oíd. I t  is rcprinied here, 
«vith the author’s  consent, from his recently publLshed colicction of 
^oems, entitlcd “  Ballads and O ihcr Verses.”  T he same bright little 
volumc contains also thc capital humorous poem of “  T h e  T urtlc  and 
Flam ingo,” which was published several ycars ago in St . N i c h o l a s .

HA LLA D  O F  T H E  W IC K E D  N F.P H É W .

B y  J a m e s  T .  F í e l o s .

It  was a  wícked Nephcw  hold 
W ho uprose in thc night,

And ground upon a  huge grindstonc 
H is pcnknifc, sharp and  bright.

And, while thc sparks were flying wild 
T h e  cellar-floor upon,

Quoth he unto himself, “  1 will 
D ispaich my Unele J o h n !

“  H is property is large, and if 
H e dies, and leaves a  Will,

H is loving Ncphew (that ’s myself)
W ont get a  dollar-bill.

“ I '11 hie unto my unclc’s bed,
His chambcr well I know,

And there I '11 find his pocket-book,
Safe under his piWtm/.

“  W ith this bright slccl 1 ’ll slay him first 
Because tha t is the way '

T h e y  do such things, I undcrscind 
In  Roucícaulc’s  new Play.” ’

By this thc anxious moon rctired 
(F or all thc stars were in),—

“  ’T  is very dark ,” thc Nephcw cried,
“  But I can find my k m !

“ Come forlh, my trusty weapo» now!" 
(Or words lo tha t cflcct)

H e shouicd to his little bladc.
W hose powcr he did suspeci.

T hen out he starls. H is Unclc’s do< r 
Is thirteen doors from his:

H e gains thc iatch, which upward ñies, 
And straight inside he i s !

Onc pause upon the eniry' siair.
A nd onc upon the mat,—

How still the house a t such an hour! 
H ow  mewless lies thc c a t!

“  O  N ephcw ! N ephcw ! be not rash; 
T u rn  back, and  then ‘ luni in ’ :

Your U nele still is sound asieep,
And you dcvoid of sin !

“  T h e  gallows-iree was ncvcr built 
F or handsomc lads like yon,—

Ciet thec to bed (as kind Maclx-th 
W ished /us young man 10 1)0)."

H e will not be advised,—Iic stands 
Besidc the siccping forni,—

'I'hc hail begins to bent outsido 
A  tattoo for the .storm.

“  ”1' is not too late,—repcnt, rcpeni I 
And all m ay yet be w cll! ”

“  Rcpcnt yourself!”  thc Nephcw snccrs,— 
A nd a t it goes pcll-mcll!

T o  right and left he carvcs his way,— 
A t least ihus it did sccm;

And, aftcr he had  done thc «leed,— 
W okc up from his bad drc.im,

A nd swift 10 U nele John he ran,
When dayHght cümbcd thc hill.

A nd told him all,—^ d  Unele John 
P u t Nephcw  in his Will.

D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  I w ant to tcll you how my brother UHb 
I w ent fishing down by the mili last All Fools’ Uay, aod 
c a u g h t W e had n ’t much bait, so we set our lirics out in thesri 
water bclow thc mili, and  w ent after more bait. Luie 
Brown were playing on thc bank, and as we went away weawutr 
make for our line.s. T hey  pullcd onc up, but thcrc was nothing « 
i t  S oW ill and 1 called out, “ A p r i l  f o o l ! ” and went aiw^tb 
bait. As wc were coming back, Lutc and Joe put ihw he»^‘ 
o f a  window in thc mili. Will went to pulí up his line, and lie 
was something frisky on it. So lie called out ” HÜ' I *ean̂  
help him pulí in. T h e  catch was very snrj-: he dariitd hfif w J  
side and then lo the other. So I said to Will, ‘‘ \ou play hraw 
give him more line. 1 ’ll go fetch thc gaff” I broiigm to< 
and wc pullcd in. lí was a big round piece of sMe,
/ / . '  J u s t  then Jo e  called from thc window, “ Halk».
you c a u g h t? ”  W e did not ^ y  a n y t h i n g ,  bccauseit was ir*
of April. But we stopped fishing for that day. . . .

SVill says not to writc 10 you about it. Bui he t 
.shy. I only w ant to warn your other boy.s not to be i«<n » 
w e r c . - I  am, ever yours truly, Thomas A. P-

D e a r  St . N i c h o l a s :  Picase te ll y o u r  boys .ind gi* ihai^l» 
ical toys inventcd and made in America are now lo bcl^w 
im m en ^  stores (Louvre, Bon-Marché, etc.) of Pans. 
the places once filled by playthings of Ccnnan ma^. 
tha t your pairiotic young American readers will be g w 10 ^
bu l to counierbalance their cnthusiasni w J
París scnds thousands and thousands of | ' .[¿g i J
U nited 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 
G cnnany; they are sent to París to have their hands. 1 ' j j l  
turnes added. T h e  dolls have spccini j l i ^ ’fbusr®̂
spccial mtllíncrs; and bcsides all this ih c r e  are  hundrw- ^  
and women who spend all their working lime in ^  jjif 3» 
for doll-houscs. Ju s t  think w hat a  host 
strive in order tha t American girls may be ablc to piay ^ j 
ju s t  the proper kind !—Yours truly,
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M JMERICAL E NIG M A.
lAHComposed of si.xty-six leiters, and am a  quotation from-onc 

. . .
Üv d-V2-55-*5-57 »s haughiincss. My 7-31-13-42-27 is per- 

¿2 10 Ircland. My 54-4i-43-” -6* »s joyful. M y 6(^46-66- 
inflexible. My 29-53-3-58-17 is an apparatus for heaung. 

íTjjj. y_.2_i6-2-52-i »s that part of a  saddlc which holds ihe foot. 
5ró-5o-33-Ó5 is a short rcligious poem. M y 5-35-23-*i-59-«6- 
t ¿¿ is a common yetlow blossom. M y 8-25-44-37.4 was the 
tam íi and wiscst of the four sons of Job. M y 19-^0-39-38-51-45 
^(¿1 causcd by intense coid. M y 49-10-28-62-34 is loyafty. My 
^j^.30-33-14-20 is 10 tell tales. h .  g .

KI.ItLES.S W U E E L .

S 1 2

QIJINCÜNX.

.Across: i . Tn enireat. 2. A g n a w i n g  a n im a l .  3. P art 
i whceL 4. A short poem. 5. A person w h o  foresees 
inte events.
Diacoxals, from left to right, downward, beginning at 
:iwer léfi-Iund Icitcr: 1. A consonant. 2. A  part of 
fcot 3. Self-esteem. 4. More scarce. 5. Consumed. 

¡LAIcUcr. CAL. I. FORNY.

P I .

R y m p  h e i  In ia  g r i a th ,  y b s o ,
'l ili ti n o  h c t  d c h a ;

Keirts t ih w  lal u y r o  g m i th ,  b y s o ,
Rcc h tc  Ítem  s h a  Ifde.

Scslnos o y u ’ c v  o t  a e ln r ,  s b y o ,
Dusiy t iw h  a  l i l w ;

Ehiy ow h  a c c r t i  h e t  o p t ,  s o y b ,
Risft u m ts  in l lc b  h l c  Ihil. LIZZIE D. F.

a r i t h .m e t i c a l  p u z z l e s .

A d d i t i o n .

Add a number to a  small night-flying animal, and-V—  -‘«u a niiiiiucr 10 a  smaii nignc-nymg
I  I i j Í  ”“'■«'>1= •'•■w n f  a  lo o m . A n s w e r ,  B a t - t c n .■  Lj\dd a   • .Id a sudden inotioii to a  color, and m ake a  bird. II. Add 
I l5 m ' njckname, an arricie, and  a bird, and m ake an 
l o s  » together an animal, an  arricie, and  a

^ P A dd together a  covering and
■UUC2KV.I}, and make to ovcrtum.

SUBTRACTION.
Lk'^v'í' concurred in action, .and Icavc a
¡1. • <¡:í '̂pcmicd—Opcrate—Cod.

gSulsnri^l f ^ delinqucnt and leave a  swift animal. 11.
|l(I, ® Icavc a  modérate gallop.

í  tn smoothing from uncleanness, and
Subtract a  small inclosurc from a 

and leave a teamstcr.

Multiflication.

pickics. I I I .  Muiriply a  cape of Tuni.s by two, and  make a  sugar» 
plum. IV. Mulriply therefore by two, and  make passablc.

D i v i s i ó n .

E x a m p l e  : Divide a  tropical tree by two, and  obtain a  clawcd foot. 
A n s w e r ,  Paw paw —Paw.

I.  ̂ Divide an extinct bird by  two, and  obtain to perform. II. 
Divide a  town in New York S tate by two, and obtain to utter music- 
ally. I I I .  Divide a nocturnal, monkcy.likc animal by two, and obtain 
always. IV . Divide a  Brazilian bird which is similar to thc swallow 
by two, and obtain a  Frcnch tcrm for a  witty saying. m. c .  d .

C R O S S -W O R D  E NIG M A.

6 5 4
RsruCE the star with a  consonant, which must be the last letter 

cfochoí the words descríbcd. T h e  letters forming the rim, if read 
aihcorder showii by che numeráis, will spcll thc namc o f a  day  of 
is for girls and boys.
Words forminglhc spokes: 1. T he cnd of a  praycr. 2. T o  Icnd.
To incline. 4. The young of a hom ed animal. 5. An augury. 6. 

Áfomace. 7. The king of bcasts. 8. In a  short time. c. d .

M y first .is in spy, but not tn look ;
M y second in scullion, not in cook;
M y third is in lum , but not in crook;
M y fourih is in stream, but not in brook; 
M y fífth is in snatched, but not in took; 
M y sixth is in rod, bu t not in hook ;
M y scventh ín bullfínch, not in rook;
M y cighih is in chink, but not in nook; 
M y whole once wrote a famous book.

O U T LIN E  P U Z Z L E .

P l a c e  a  piece o f thin paper carefully over the abovc design, and, 
with a  hard sharp pcncil, trace every line; then cu t through the
three straight middlc lines, and fit together the four picccs thus 
obtained. c. F.

CE N T R A L  SY K C O P A TIO N S A ND R E M A IN D E R S .

E a c h  of the words dcscribed contains fivc leiicrs, and thc synco- 
pated letters, placed in the order here givcn, spcll a  jocular grcciing.

I. Syncopate small perforated balls of gla.ss, and  leave rcsting- 
places. 2. Syncopate a  resinous substance from which vam ish ¡s 
made, and Icavc a  combustible mineral. 3. Syncopate foremost, and 
leave a hand closed tightly. 4. Syncopate a Scottish nam c 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 súm am e 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. í i e r t i e .

D R O P -L E T T E R  P U Z Z L E .

—A—A—A —A—A—.
P u t Icttei^ in thc places o f  thc dashcs, and form two words nam ing 

a great enginecring enterprisc. D. \v.

D O U B L E  A CRO STIC.

P r i m a l s :  A festival. F i n a l s :  A day of the week. Conncctcd, 
a  Christian festival. T h e  words dcscribcd are o f equal length.

1. T h e  lower edges o f a  sloping roof. 2. A farcwell. 3. T o  trcat 
with contempt. 4 . W anting  in courage. 5. Additional. 6. T o  
rc-asscmblc. g i l b e r t  F o r r e s t e r .

I:
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Ü A S T E I l  C A R D . l ’ R O G U E . S S I V E  E M C i l I A .

Mv whole, consisting o f ninc letters, is a  sraall countnt i  • 
M y j-2  15 a  ñame for a  near relativo. My i_,_, u  ; !  I 
r a n  accomplice. M y 1-2-3-4 is dim. liíy "n
y a-3 is a  nickname. M y 2-3-4 is a  festival i„ 

places, h y  =-3- 4 -5  l-duors. M y 3-4 ,s a Krcnch 
4-5 ¿s a _ ^ tm  word. M y 3-4-5-Ó is a conjunclion. Mv / J  
is a  French verb. M y 5-6 is a  common abbrctártion \ t , . ! *'1*
a  metal.--------------------------------------
8-9 is a  i

CIÍAKADE.

M y first were monks of high dcgrce;
O f my sccond's depth lakc hccil •

M y whole was ihc home of onc who wrote 
O f many a knighdy dccd.

DIAMOND.

I .  A R o m á n  numeral. 2. A meadow. 3. Inclinc« 1 Tlier 
of a  young G rw k  who was drowncd while bwiiumine'.icrojH 
Helicspont. 5. I he súm am e of a  Briiish oíTiccr in ihc Rcvolu-i'ni 
war, who was hung as a  spy. 6. T he provincc oí an aichbi'lyiD í 
A consonant.  ̂  ̂ J

D O I H E E  D IA < ;0 \A L S .

W h a t  m y s t ic a l  m e s s a g c  i s  t h e  b i r d  b r i n g i n g ?

Across : i . A  sleeping visión, s. The wife of Menclaus. kinc cH 
Sparia.  ̂ 3. T o  pronouncc. 4. T he Christian namcof a rcnowncdca 
o f Russia. 5. A wandcrcr. ■

D ia g o n a ls  : Left to right, downward, lo hindcr. to ;4 
downward, an insirum ent Ibr measuring. c. r.*

F O U R  E A S Y  W O R D - S ( D  ARES.

I. I .  A MEASCRB of time. a. An Imaginar)’ nionsier. Tol 
coax. 4. T o  stagger. I I .  i. A sub-stance u-scd fur clcansini. i ]  
One lime. 3. T h e  highcst point. 4. The ciy >'f .t young
II I .  I. Above. 2. A clim bingplant. 3. TcrmÍii.ui</n>. 4. Kej
IV. I .  A small insect. 2. A numbcr. 3. A girl’s »amc, ium 
“ grace.”  4. A span o f horscs.

A N S W E R S  T O  P U Z Z L E S  IN  T H E  M A R C H  N U M B E R .

PiCTORtAL P u z z l e ,  t .  Bears on a le: rcasonable. 2. B. H unter: 
burthcn. 3. N u t and leg: untangled.

H a l f - s q ü a r e .  X. Revokcd. 2. Elided. 3. Vixen. 4. Odes. 5. 
Ken. 6. Ed. 7. D.

D o u b l e  C r o s s - w o r d  E n i g m a .  Presidenii.al inauguration. 
N ü m e r i c a l  E n i g m a .  Beware the Ides o f M arch !
T h r e e  N ü m e r i c a l  D i a .m o n d s .  I. i. C. 2. CAb. 3. CaBin. 

4. BIn. 5. N. II. 1. M. 2. MAn. 3. M aN or. 4. NOr. 5. R. 
I I I .  I .  C. 2. CAr. 3. CaRat. 4. RA t. 5. T .

M a r t i a l  D o u b l e  A c r o s t i c .  P rim á is : Marathón. F in a h : 
Watcrloo. CrosS'Words: i. MoscoW, 2. AiiilA. 3. R uperT . 4. 
ArislotlE. 5. TrafalgaR . 6. HannibaL. 7. Ü thO . 8. NcrO.

L e t t e r  P u z z l e ,  x . N. 2. W. 3. S. 4. K. 5. T. 6. 0. jTI
I. 8. E. 9. H . ■■

C h a r a d e .  Nowherc.
P u z z l e  B i r d s .  x. Kingfishcr. 2. Quail. 5. Humming-biri 4.1 

Sparrow. 5. Dove. ■
PiCTORiAL p R E F ix - P u z z L E .  X. Catalogue. 2. Cat-biri } j  

Caihechiscr. 4. Calacomb. 5. Catechumenatc. 6. Cauni'Xi ' 
7. Cattle. 8. Cat-hook. 9. Cat-fish. 10. Caialine. it. Cat. 
x2. CatepA'aul. 13. Caterpillar. ^

H o u r - g l a s s .  Centráis: Chasing.—Across: i. Porches. C i |  
AsHcs. 3. BAr. 4. S. 5. B it. 6. BoNcs. 7. TonGucs. 

N u . m e r i c a l  E n i g m a  f o r  W e e  P u z z l e k s .  Mayrtowcr.

T h e  ñames o f solvers are printed in the second number after tha t in which the puzzles appcar.
S o l u t i o n s  to January  puzzles were receivcd, too late for acknowlcdgment in the M arch numbcr, from Bcatricc an d  D.anforin, .'i' -t? 

lier, France, 7. . . 1 u t. ¿
A n s w 'e r s  t o  P u z z l e s  i n  t h e  F e b r u a r y  N u m b e r  were rcceivcd beforc Fcbru.ary 20, from Eddic A. Shipman, s— Fnnk Hcat^í 

Hclcn M. D rennan, 1— W alter K. Smith, i— Clara M ackinney, 5— M amie H . Wilson, 1— “ Jessie,”  6— Edward Ihowazki,
Brush, I— J . Milton Gittcrman, a— Bessie and her cousin, 9— Lizzic H . de St. Vrain, all— Hcnr>' and Haedus, all— PoHy *^0 
Daisy H uniington, x— Lizzie Fowler, 8— M ary Sievenson and Rose Hiller, x— “ Faerie Q uccnc,”  3— Charlie F. P"»er, ‘Jack h x : ^
I — Jam es Ircdell, 4— M ary D. and SalHc D. Rogers, 6— Archie and H ugh  Burns, 6— Frank P  N ugent, 2— E ihe l  i—

>. nosm er, 7—"  l.chc ano neriie, 7— >» • *• * _ j
M aggie Claywcll. 9 - M a r y  L. Rikcr, 2— M ay W. Evans, all-C co. H; j

•• x»on»zciti, an— i:.ucn i-ouisa u ryan , 5— \v. il. Pennington, 4— Thrcc young Woodwards, 6— Powell Evans, 1— Fannie 
Pansy  and Myrilc, all— Sarah L. Payson, all— Tom , Dick, and H arry , 8— Chas. F. and Lcwis A. Lipman, 5— E- «Oue
W izard,”  8— Allle, CIcm, Florcnce, and John , 3— Bem ard C. Weld, 9— Bertíe Manicr, 7— J .  S. H . ,9 —“ Alicc and Pcnic,
Bcss,”  7— Sallic Chasc, 3—.'\nna G. Baker, 5— Charlie W. Power, o—.Míce B. Abbot, 7— R uth  Camp, 2— Pcrr>', 2—“ The • ̂
6— M. H. R ., all— A fricnd o f .\l. H . R ., x— R obert A. Gally, all— Allic and Linnic, o— Clara Willenbüchcr, 6— C. ?• and . 1- • V j j j l  
Susic Oofr. 7— Willie F. Woolard, 2— X. V. Z., 6—“ C huck,” all— Lidc W. and Will G. M cK inncy, 8— IsabcIIa C. Tomes. 4->-
2-— Kittic Hanaford, 2— C .  H. ^ I .  B., 6— “ Dandelion and Clover,” 4 — Richard H . Wcld, J r . .  9 — “ Hclen’s B a b i e s . ”  6 — -L  - • •• j  

A. Scott, 4— K cnncth B. Emerson, 4— “  Frenchy,”  5— Ellwood Lindsay, 5— Alice M aud Kytc, 7— Hattie E. R'>ckivcll, a -  ,

Bessie T y n g  and Suc Homans, 8— Ollic McGregor, 2— Florcnce Lcslie K ytc, all—  Edw ard Vultee, all— Ed. L. Carshaw, ?•
T he numeráis denote the numbcr o f puzzles solved.
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