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T H E  S I S T E R  M O N T H S .  .

B y  L u c y  L .a r c o m .

|\Vhex April stcps aside for May,
Like diamonds all the rain-drops g listcn ; 

r̂csh violets opon evcry day ;
To somc ncw bird each hoiir we listen.

Ñor does May claim the whole of sp r in g ;
Shc leaves to April blossoms tender,

T ha t closely to the Warm turf cling,
Or swing from tree-boughs, high and slender.

lie children with the streamlets sing,
When April sto|js at last her w eeping; 

jAnd cvciy happy growing thing 
Lauglis liko .1 babe just roused from sleeping.

A nd May-flowers bloom before May comes 
To checr, a  little, April’s sadness;

T he peach-biid glows, the wild bee hums,
A nd wind-flowers wave in graceful gladness.

.\pril waters, year by ycar,
Fot laggard May her thirsty fiowers; 

kod May, in gold of sunbcam s clcar, 
Piys .April for her silvery showers.

T hey  are two sistefs, sidc by side 
Sharing the changes of the weather, 

P laying at pretty seek-and-hide—
So far apart, so close together 1

1 floffcrs of spring are not May’s own ; 
’hecrocus can not often kiss h e r;
; snoiv-drop, ere she comes, has flown ; 

I The carlicst violets always miss her.

April and May one mom cnt mcet,—
Rut farcwell sighs their greetings sm other; 

And breezes tell, and  birds repeat 
How May and April love each othcr.

Vou V I l i . _ 32,
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B y  F l o r f .n c e  .Sc a n n e l l .

B1

“  N ow , SIT still, N ina m ia, and turn your head 
a  little more this way, so— that will do .”

“ But, Pippo, I want to sce you draw.”
“  Impossible, little one; you shall see itdirectly. 

Ah ! if only I had one of Padre Stcfano’s nice, clcan, 
white sheets of paper, it would be as good as the 
wall of the stablc, eh. N ina! ”

“ But wont Fatlier be angry whcn he seos the 
great black cow you havc drawn on thc stable-wall, 
Pippo.'’ I expccted to see her turn hcr head and 
look at me when I went in. A nd then Mother’s 
face on the píate on which you had your swcct- 
ineats ! I have not washed it off yet.”

T he speaker was a dark-haircd little giri, with a 
brown face, and large dark cycs, which she fixed 
in tender admiration on thc young artist, a  boy 
of about ten years, with thick, fair hair, and a 
bright, intelligent countcnance, who luy strctched 
on the grass, and drcw, on a  carcfully chosen whitc 
stone, with a piecc of burn t stick, thc portrait of his 
pct sister as she sat before him.

T he  sun was sinking behind the mountains, thc 
great dome of the Cathedral of Florcnce was begin- 
n ing to look dark against thc clcar blue sky, and 
thc children were thinking of driving thc shecp thcy 
had been scnt out to watch'toward thc little farm 
where they livcd, when dash !— rush !— into their 
peaceful little retrcat burst a  crowd of wild, dark- 
looking men, with fierce black cycs, and rough 
beards and hair. T he leader callcd out:

“  Ha, cxcellent! Some fine fat shecp, and only 
two small children to guard them. Oon’t Ict thcm 
run off and givc the alarm, now, G iacom o.”

Little" N ina’s bright color fadcd from her chccks, 
and hcr eyes dilatcd with terror, as she flung her 
spindle to the ground and flcw lo hcr brothcr, hid- 
ing her face in his sheep-skin jackct, whilc he, tcars 
springing to his eyes, implored the brigands (for 
such they were) to take pity on thcm, and Icavc 
their sheep.

“ F ather will bcat us both, and Mother will cry,
oh, so much ! Picase, good b r ig a n d s  ”

“  Hold your tongue, you little fool, or I will give 
you a  worse bcating than ever you had before,” said 
Giacomo, who, in obedience to thc order of his 
captain, hcld thc two poor children firmly with his 
strong hands.

“ Now, then, let us be off, q u ick ! ” said the 
captain to his men, who had been tying thc sheeps’ 
Icgs together, and had slung thcm on their backs. 

“ Ah, well, I know your faces now, and 1 shall

describe thcm to my father, and tlien wc shall see | 
if we can’t find you, you rascals! ” cried Pippo, I 
stam ping his feet in impotcnt ragc. ’

“  Very well, young Spit-firc; you sh.all come 
along with us, and so you wont be partcd from 
your precious sheep,” said thc captain, with a I 
laugh. “ T he boy h.as a spirit of his own; hcis| 
worthy of bccoming one of us, so p.ick him up, 
(íiacomo, and makc him hold his tongue. or he I 
will havc some one upon us.”

At this, Nina burst into a passion ofsobs:
“  Olí, good sirs, leavc him ; oh, donT take l’ippo! I 

1 will givc you my little gold cross. my car-rings, I 
anything, only; leavc me my brothcr: it will brcakl 
M am m a’s heart, and F ather will have noonetol 
help him in thc fields; oh, do listen to me! ”

“  T hank  you for thc cross, little one, .and the I 
car-rings too, sincc thcy are gold. ,\nd now, |  
good-bye; don’t cry your pretty cycs quite out; asi 
for Pippo, he gocs with u s ; and yon may thank I  
your stars we don’t take you too, but you would | 
be in the way, pretty one ! ” , i

So saying, thc robbcrs started oli’ with their I 
booty, regardlcss of thc praycrs and strugglcs ofi 
little Pippo. But he was blindfolded, and w.as sooni 
c[uietcd by thc coarse thrcats of the ruflians, whol 
journeycd swiftly through the country. TheyhidI 
thcmsclves behind trccs and rocks whencver al 
sound was hcard ; this, howevcr, happened hutj 
seldom, as thcy kcpt away from the ro .a d s  a n d  any| 
houscs or cottages near which their w.ay led thcm.

At last, they rcachcd a large cave, thc approachI 
to which was hidden by trecs and shrubs. OnI 
cntcring, a  hugc, burly forna raiscd itself fromlhc| 
ground, and grectcd thcm with :

“ W ell, what news? 1 hope you havc broughl 
somcthing for suppcr; thc fire is lighted, butlhavel 
nothing better tlian chcstnuts to cook. Hallo! al 
boy ! and a  very pretty one, too ; but by h¡sclolhes,|
I s h o u ld  s a y  n o t  a  principino  [young prince] ñora 

marc/iesino [y o u n g  m a rq u is ] ,  t h e r e f o r e  not inur 
o f  a  r a n s o m  to  b e  h a d  for h im , ch, Capitano!

“ W e ll ,  w h o  k n o w s , B onifaccio? .Sonic of thc 

coii/adini [p e a s a n ts ]  h a v c  p lcnty  of nionej, an j  

bcs id cs , h e  sc e m s  a  b o ld  little  lad, and may P™'i 

uscfu l to  US. H o w ev cr , ju s t  now we are all stanj 

ing,. so  le t US h a v e  so m e  suppcr. Vou see. 

h a v c  s o m e th in g  e lse  b e s id e s  thc  boy." .
The brigands all busicd thcmselvcs in p reF ^  

thc meal, and ere long a Joint of one 
po’s shecp was smoking on thc tablc, flanee «a ‘j

/■ L-
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huge bou'l of chestnuts, sevcral flasks of wine, and 
t«o or thrcc loaves of brown-looking bread. Boni- 
fecdo who looked somewhat less rough and fierce 
than the rcst of the troop,’ made room for Pippo 
bcside him <>n the rude wooden bench, and pressed 
him to cat. Bul the poor little fellow’s hcart was 
too ftill, and though he struggled bravely to keep 
back his tears, yet thcre was an uncomfortable 
fecling in his tliroat that took away all his appetite, 
particularly when he thought of his homo, with the 
kind. gentío mothcr, the dear little sistcr, aad  liis 
hthcr, who. although somctimcs rather rough and

fatigue, the tears hanging on his long lashes, and 
his pretty curls lying in a yellow tanglc on his un­
comfortable pillow.

Little Nina, left alone after the departure of the 
brigands who carried ofif her brothcr, threw herself 
in despair on the ground, sobbing bitterly, but the 
darkness, at last, made her think of home, and 
accordingly, she set off, running. Meeting her 
mothcr, who had come to the door o f their little 
farm-house, tvondering and anxious because the 
children had not returned. N ina burst forth with 
an account of what had befallen thcm, bu t in such

P l P P O  O R A W I N C  I I I S  S I S T R K  S  I S I R T R A I T .

th e ystcm, yct lovcd him dearly. IIow dislrcssed 
I would be lu liis liaving been carricd off!

Meanwhile, the supper continued ; the robbers, 
aficr each diauglit of wine, Iscgan to talk loud 
Jnd tell wild stories of their venturesomc exploits. 
Tbcn, aiier some noisy gam eswith a  pack o frards, 

1 fcy laid themsclvcs down on hcaps of straw, and 
tw-cred thcmsolvcs with blankets and skins. A 

1 “ge dog was thcn set at the opcning of the cave 
I b guard ihcni while they slcpt, and soon they all 
I snoring.

Ibnifaccio show^d Pippo a  little córner of straw 
e him, saying: “ Come with me, little boy,

li!! ^ blanket. It ’s of no
I Mo look at the door; Moro would toar you to
I t'-y to gct past him. So, good-
Ibght; slccp well,”

d't'kness quite hid him, quictly 
himself I" -1—-  ____to slecp, worn out with gricf and

a  State  o f  d e s p a i r  a n d  a g i ta t io n ,  th a t  it w as so m c  

t im e  b e fo re  th e  m o th e r  c o u ld  su c cced  in  u n d e r -  

s t a n d in g  w h a t  h a d  rc a l ly  h a p p c n c d .

T hen shc, also, was overeóme with gricf, and 
rushcd to the door, hoping to scc her husband 
rcturning from the town, wherc he had gone to sell 
his wheat. At last, whcels werc hcard, and the 
fatlier, tircd, but pleased a t getting home, jum ped 
down with a  mcrry shout. H e was about to enter 
the house, when his wifc and Nina came out, wccp- 
ing, their faces palo ; and, as they stood wringing 
their hands, they told him the disastrous news.

“ Ah, you see, M aria,” said the farmer, “ the 
rascals kncw that all the men would be in town, 
as it is markct-day, l)ut still, it was very daring. 
My poor b o y ! I TI go back immcdiately to Flor- 
cncc, to consult the authorities, but it will be very 
difficult to gct a hearing a t so late an hour.”

Not long after, the fathcr returned, saying he

i
sí
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could obtain no assistance till morning, and cven 
thcn, the ofificer to whom he had spoken said he 
feared therc was not much chance of finding thosc 
brigands, as they were in strong forcé and very bold, 
and were hiding somewhere in the mountains, whcre 
it would be very dangcrous and difficult to approach 
them. T hey  all went to bed with heavy hearts, and 
it was long ere the anxious parents slept, wondering 
on what sort of couch their poor cliild was lying.

T he next morning, the brigands madc a hasty 
meal of the rem ainder of their supper, and started 
off, saying they expected a rich booty that day, for 
the carriage of a  nobleman was to come along a 
road near by, and they intended to waylay it. 
Bonifaccio was left on guard, and seemcd pleased 
to have a little companion.

“  D on’t be down-hearted, little m a n ; it ’s a 
very jolly life we lead, and a  lad of your spirit will 
m uch prefer it to tending sheep, or working in the 
fields all his tim e.”

So saying, he filled his pipe, and sat down to 
smoke.

“ W hat is this, Signor Bonifaccio?” timidly 
inquired Pippo, taking up a woodcn palette from 
a bcnch by the wall. It had lain somc time, for 
the colors were dried upon it.

“  T h a t is som ething to do with painting, my 
boy, though 1 don’t know what, exactly, and there 
is a  box with the colors and brushes, if yon look a 
little farther. Last time 1 went out with the band, 
we carne across a tall artist, sitting in the fields, 
preparing to sketch, and, as he had no money, we 
took away his box, brushes, and even his canvas, 
th inking they would, at least, do for fire-wood, if 
they should prove of no other use to us. He was 
very angry, but he ought to have been only too 
glad tha t we left his skin whole and sound.”

“  Tell me some more of your adventures, Signor 
Bonifaccio.”

“  Very w ell; ” and Bonifaccio proceeded to relate 
how they had once found a  richly dresscd little boy, 
of about Pippo’s age, and had  carried him off to 
the cave, and then sent one of his little embroidered 
shoes to his father, threatening to kill the child 
unless a  large ransom were paid, or if any attem pt 
were made to rescuc him by forcé. How the ransom 
was paid, and the little boy taken back by Boni­
faccio, disguised as a pcasant, and how happy the 
m other was to have hcr child back again.

W hen he had  finishcd the story, Pippo took him 
the canvas, on which he had, roughly, but prett)- 
accurately, painted the head of Bonifaccio.

“  Bravo ! W hy, I never saw a boy so handy as 
you. W hy, there are my eyes, my nose, my 
beard,—everything complete ! Well, you ought 
to be an artist, Pippo, not a  farmer ! ” cried Boni­
faccio, dropping his pipe in his astonishment, and

stroking his beard, evidently much gratified, and 
looking with great admiration at his portrait, while 
Pippo’s cheeks fiushed with pleasurc.

“  Oh, what joy it would be if only 1 could have 
a box like that, and paint every day 1 ” e.\claimcd 
Pippo. “  Do, dear Signor Bonifaccio, let me run 
home now. I  can never be a brigand, and should 
only be a useless trouble to you all.”

“  Run home, indeed !” said Bonifaccio, not ill. 
naturedly. “ W ell, wait till the captain comes 
home, and we shall see what can be done for you.”

Pippo described his home, and his little sister, 
who had been so distressed at losing him, and had 
only just finished his account, when the brigands 
carne trooping in, very hungry, but in excellenl 
spirits, throwing money on the table, to astonish 
their comrade, Bonifaccio. He, in rcturn, showed 
Pippo’s work, and the captain, who, being a little 
more cducated than the rest, apprcciatcd the paint­
ing still more than Bonifaccio, was surpriscd to find 
so much talent in the little peasant.

“  You shall paint me, now, and thcn we shall see 
what reward you shall have,” said he. Pippo took 
pains, and succeedcd in rendering the liercc black 
eyes, and long, pointed mustachc, to the satisfac- 
lion of the noble captain, and then he bcgged, as 
his reward, to be allowed to return home. boni­
faccio seconded the boy, rcprescnting to the cap­
tain the uselcssness of kceping the child, and, 
at last, the leader consented to Ict him go, lirst 
m aking him promise solemnly not to bctray their 
retreat. He ordcred him to be Icd somc distante 
blindfolded, so that he never could find the wy 
back, even if the soldiers should try to compel 
him.

W hen the evening twilight had arrivcd, he sent 
Pippo, accompanied by one of the band, and, to 
his great delight, with the paint-box and palette in 
his hánds, down the rough mountain path. .Al 
last they arrived a t a  forest, and the brigand, tell- 
ing Pippo he had but to go straight on loward the 
dome of the cathcdral, uncovered his eyes, said 
“ Addio,” and left him.

Pippo trudged joyously on, thinking of the 
account he would give to his parents of his time in 
the cave, and of the arguments he would emplo) 
to induce his father to let him go to Florence and 
study painting. After the art had been liis ran­
som from the cave, surely his fttthcr would not 
think it of no use, and a  mero waste of time.

But night was fallen, and he no longer sa« e 
friendly dome. So, fcarful of going still fad 
from home in the darkness, and being 'cry tveat).
he a t last crept into a large hollow trec. and, pil-IHJ Ul lUOt IIHU el ICII5V - a .
lowing his head on the treasured paint-box, e 

T he sun was shining when he awoke, f e o l i " ?  I
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very hungry. Fortunately, Bonifaccio had given 
him some bread, so he refreshed himself with this, 
and a little spring water, and set off in the direction 
of his home. At last the dear home roof came in 
sight, and Pippo, shouting in his joy, was answered 
hy the bark of a dog, that came rushing toward 
him. Nina followed soon, with sparkling eycs, and 
after her carne the father and mother, scarcely ablc 
to contain llieir joy. Pippo was cmbraccd by all 
threc at once, and oven the little dog appearcd to 
share in the dclight, for he kept jum ping  up and 
frantically trying to lick his hands.

“ Lct him havc somc breakfast, poor child,” said 
íhc motlicr, “ and after that, he can tell iis all his 
advcntiircs."

“ Hcrc. Nina, is your little cross— the captain
scnt it back to you ; and Father, look hcrc ! ” cried 
Pippo, eagerly, showing his box.

.After liis breakfast, he rclatcd all his doings in 
the robbers’ cave, and the mcans of his dclivcrance. 
He cnded, coaxingly: “  And now. Padre mió, I 
raay go to study in Florence, may 1 not ?—and 
bccomc a painter like Giotto. Vou will see what 
pictures I shall make; do, picase, let me go.”

“  W ell, Pippo, my boy, I shall see. I am  afraid 
you are not worth m uch to guard the shccp, so I 
shall talk to Padre Stefano, and see if I can afford 
it. Meanwhile, paint a portrait of Nina, that I 
may take with me to some painter and ask his 
opinión of it.”

Pippo set to work, and, inspired by the hopc of 
gaining the long-wished consent, produced a like- 
ncss, which the Florentino artist looked a t with 
grcat interest, finally declaring that it showed much 
talent, and cxpressing astonishment on hearing the 
youth of the painter.

“  Send him to me, my friend,” said he to Pip- 
po’s father; “ you havc there a genius. 1 shall be 
delighted to guide his efiforts, for I am  sute he will 
hereafter do me honor.”

A nd thcse words carne truc, for this little boy 
was no other than Filippo Lippi, one of the great 
paintcrs of Italy. And his pictures, now more than 
four hundred ycars oíd, are of priceless worth. Trav- 
elcrs from all parts of the world go to see them. 
Most of them are collected and exhibitcd in Flor­
ence, liis nativo town, where be was employcd for 
many ycars by a great D uke of tha t time.

J  O  Y F V L  O W L

OWL,wi-fíi a-Vlíage o-f -Jo^, 
oyce ( ĥa-ísecL a Q rseriaW ^ 

■N'Will BrealCin n y  N«W Skoes,

A n ¿  nyr (^KilcLre-Tt TAraví®,- —

And it D i d : — bvt T\I.3-S ! f oT^  B<^.
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T H E  B O T T O M L E S S  B L A C K  P O N D .

B y J o h n  L e w e e s .

A b o u t  half a  mile from the town of Danford, 
there was an extensivo and beautiful piece of forest 
land. Many of the trees were large and picturesque, 
thc ground bcneath thcm was generally free from 
unpleasant undergrowth and bushes, and, in some 
places, it was covcrcd with moss and delicately 
colored wild-flowers; there were green open glades, 
where the bright sunshine played fantastic tricks 
with the shadows of the surrounding trccs, and, 
altogether, the Danford forest was a delightful 
place, and any visitor, of ordinary reasoning powers, 
would have supposed it to be a favorito resort of the 
towns-people.

But it was n o t ; very few persons, cxccpting now 
and  then some boys of a disobedie'nt turn of mind, 
ever visited it. T he  rcason for this w.as the fact, 
tha t near the centcr of the woods there lay a large 
pond, which had a bad rcputation. This pond was 
so large, tha t in some parts of thc country, where 
such bodies of water are not common, it would have 
been called a  lakc.

In ordinary cases, thc prcsence_of such a sheet 
of water would havc greatly addcd to the attrac- 
tions of the place, but this pond exerciscd an 
influence svhich overbalanced all the attractive 
bcauties of thc woods, and madc it a lonely and 
deserted spot.

T he  reason of this was the peculiar reputation of 
the Black Pond. A great m any strange things 
were said about it. Its color was enough to mystify 
some peoplc, and tcrrify others, for it was as black 
as ink. Persons who had stood upon its edge and 
had looked down upon it, and ovcr its wide cx- 
panse, were unable to seo an inch below the surfacc 
of the water, whicli, instcad of being in the least 
transparent, appearcd, when there was no wind, 
like one of those dark-colored mirrors called 
“  Ciando Lorrainc glasses,” in which a whole land- 
scapc is reflccted like a little living picture, with all 
its proportions, its pcrspective, and its colors, pcr- 
fectly prcserved.

It m ight havc been supposed that this lake would 
havc presentcd an attractive picture, on bright days, 
when the sky, the clouds, and the overhanging 
foliage were rcflectcd in its smooth and polished 
surface; but water which is as black as ink is not 
the kind of water that people generally like to 
look at. T here are ordinary ponds and lakes and 
rivers, in which thc sky, clouds, and trees are re- 
flectcd, in a way tha t is good enough for anybody.

But although it was, in color, such a blot upon

thc beauty of the Danford woods, thc blackness of 
this pond was not the greatest objcction to it. The 
most dreadful thing about it was that it had no 
bottom ! T here is som cthing truly terrifying in the 
idea of a body of water that is bottomless. There 
are persons who would feel imtch safer in sailing 
ovcr those portions of thc ocean which h.ive been 
provcd to be five or six miles deep, than over the 
vast cxpanses of rolling billows, where bottom has 
never been found.

And it was well known that bottom had never 
been found in the Black Pond. Sons had beard 
this from their fathers, and fathers from their 
fathcrs, for Danford was an olcl town, and thc 
Black Pond had always been the same, .as far back 
as thc local history and traditions went.

For a long time no attempts at sonnding, or 
cxamining, in any way, the waters of tito pond h.ad 
been made. Any undcrtaking of the kind wonid 
have been too dangerous. Thcro was no Itoat on 
the pond, and it was not easy to carry one there, 
and if persons wished to go out in thc middlc ofthc 
pond to makc soundings, a  raft wonkl have tobe 
built, and the conscqucnccs to any one falling olf 
this would be too terrible to contémplate. F.vcn 
the best swimmer would fear to liml hintsclf in 
water where he would probably becomc crampcd 
and sink, and be suckcd down, and down, and 
down, nobüdy knows where.

In w in te r ,  w h e n  th e  p o n d  was l'rozen over, and 

so m ig h t  h a v e  o ffc rcd  a  tem p ta tio n  to the skating 

b o y s  o f  th e  to w n ,— for th e r e  a re  boys who think 

th a t  a n y  k in d  o f  w a te r  is safe , if it is covcrcd with 

ic e ,— th e  p a r c n t s  a n d  g u a rd ia n s  of Danford so 

s te rn ly  fo rb a d e  a n y  v c n tu r in g  on thc sitrface of 

th a t  d a n g e r o u s  p o n d ,  t h a t  no  owner of skatcs ever 
d a r c d  to  t ry  th e m  on  th e  d a r k  ice which envereda 

still d a r k c r  m y s te ry  b c n e a th .
In fact, those boys who had ever ventured tothc 

edge of the pond, in winter or sumnier. had gencr- 
ally been fcllows, as has been intimatcd before, 
who had been told never to go near it.

A nd so it happened that thc prescncc of tnis 
dismal piece of water madc peoplc unwilling nal 
their children should go into thc woods, for h-rr 
tha t they m ight wandcr to the pond. .3nd, as t ío 
did not wish to do thcmselves what they ha or 
biddcn to their children, they took their own rara 
walks in other directions, and thc woods, 
ting a bad ñam e througbout tliat country, gra - 
ually becamc quite lonely and deserted.
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At the time of our story, there lived in the town 
of Danford, a man named Curtís Blake, who was 
«olí known on account of a  peculiar personal char- 
jcteristic. He had no arms. H e had  been a  sol- 
dier, and had lost them both in battle.

Curtís was a strong, well-madc man, and  as he 
had a very good pair of legs left to him after the 
misfortunes of war, he used them  in going errands 
and in doing anything by which walking could be 
made iiseful and profitable. But, as there was not 
much employment of this kind to be had, he fre- 
quenily found himself with a  g rea t deal of time— 
noton his hands exactly—^but which he could not 
advantageously employ. Consequcntly he used to 
ramble about a good dcal in a purposeless sbrt of 
«ay, and, one summcr afternoon, he ram bíed into 
the Danford woods.

He found it very cool and pleasant hcre, and he 
could not help thinking what a pity it was that the 
tmvns-peoplc cottld not make a  resort of thcse 
ivoods, wbich were so convcnient to the town and 
so delightful, in every tvay. But, of course, he 
knevv that it would ncvcr do for families, or for any 
one, in fact, to frcqucnt the vicinity of such a  dan- 
gerous picce of rvater as the Black Pond.

And, thinking of the Black Pond, he walkcd on 
unlil he carne lo it and stood upon its edge, gazing 
thoughtfully out upon its smooth and somber 
surface.

'•If 1 had arms," said Curtís to himself, “ 1 ’d
go to work and find out just how deep this pond is. 
’d have a boat carted over from Stevens’ Inlet— 

it ’s only foiir or five miles—and I ’d row out into 
the middlc of the pond with all the clothes-line 1 
could buy or borrow in the town, and I ’d let down 
a good heavy lead, that would n ’t be pulled about 
bycurrents. I 'd fasten on line after line, and I think 
Ihere would ccrtainly be enough rope in the whole 
town to reach to the bottom. But, having no 
amis. I could n’t lowcr a line cven if 1 had a  boat. 
So 1 can’t do it, and 1 ’m not going to aclvisc any 
ollicr folks to fry it, for ten to one they ’d get 
cscited and ttimble overboard, and there would be 
ancndofthem, and 1 ’d get the blam e of it. But 
1 'd like to know, anyway, how soon the bottom 
begins to shelvc down steep. If we knew that, we 
tould tell if ther e ’d be any dangcr to a  little cod- 
p,'vho might lumble in from the shorc. And if 
itdocsshelve suelden, the town ought to p u t up a  
bigh fcnce all around it. I ’vo a m ind to try how- 

it is, near shorc.’’
'ICui'tis had Leen like other men, he would have 

wtalongpolc, and tried the depth of the pond, a 
»on distancc from land. But he  could not do 
™t,aud there was only one way in which he could 

out his plan, and that he determincd to try. 
"̂ould carcfiilly wadc in, and feel with his fect

for the place where the bottom began to shelve 
down. This was a rash and bold procceding, but 
Curtís was a  bold fellow and not very prudent, and 
he had become very much interested in finding out 
something about the bottom of this pond. It was 
not often, now, tha t he had  anything to interest 
him.

H e wore high boots, in which he had often 
waded, and his clothes were thin linen, of not very 
good quality, so tha t if they became blackened by 
the water, it would not m uch matter. As for tak­
ing coid, when he carne out. Curtís never thought 
of that. He was a tough fellow, and could soon 
dry himself in the sun.

H aving made up his mind, he did not further 
delay, but stepped cautiously into the water. Even 
near the shore, he could not see the bottom, and 
he moved very slow-ly out, fecling his way carefully 
with one foot bcfore he m ade a step. H e did not 
expect that the bottom would begin to descend 
rapidly, very near the shore, but as he got out, ten 
or fiftcen feet from land, and found the water was 
considcrably above his knees, he began to take 
still greater prccautions. He advanced sidewise, 
standing on one foot and stretching the other 
one out, as far as he could, to make sure tha t he 
was not on the edge of an  unseen precipicc. In 
this way he went slowly on and on, the water get- 
ting deeper and deepcr, until it was up to his waist. 
He now felt a  slight rise in the bottom bcfore him. 
This madc liim very cautious, for he knew that 
whcre there was a great opening down into the 
bowels o f the earth, there was, almost always, a 
low mound thrown up around it, and this mound 
he had probably rcachcd. It slopcd up x-ery gently 
on the side where he was, bu t on the other sido it 
might go down, almost perpendicularly.

So no man ever moved more slowly through the 
water than did Curtis now. A few inches at a  time, 
still fceling bcfore him with one foot, he went cau­
tiously on. H e was very much cxcited, and cven a 
little afraid tha t he inight unaware reach the edge 
of the precipice, or that the ground m ight suddenly 
crumble bencath him. H e had not intended. to 
vcnture in so far. But he did not turn back. He 
must go a little farther. He had almost reached 
the edge of the gi-eat mystery of the Black Pond !

But he liad not reached it yct. T he ground on 
which he stood still rose, although by slow dcgrees, 
so tha t he was really higher out of water than he 
had been, ten minutes before.

Suddenly, he looked up from the water, down on 
which he had been gazing as if he had expected to 
seo some deeper blackness bcneath its black sur- 
face, and glanccd in front of him. T hen  he turned 
and looked bchind him. T hen  he stood still, and 
gave a great shout.

. y - .
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T he shout echocd from the surrounding woods; 
the birds and the insects, and the rabbits, which 
flew, and humm ed, and jum ped about so freely in 
those solitudes, must have been amazed ! Such a 
shout had not been hcard near the Black Pond in 
the memory of any living thing.

It was repeated again and again, and it was a 
shout of la u g h te r!

No wonder Curtis laughcd. He was a good deal 
more than half way across the pond ! H e had 
walkcd right over the place wherc tha t mysterious 
depth was supposed to be, and the water had not 
reached his shouldcrs. T he gradual rise in the 
bottom, which he supposed to be a  mound, was 
the rise toward the opposite shore !

W hen  Curtis Blake had finishcd laughing, he 
pushcd through the water as fast as he could go,— 
he almost ran ,— and in a very fcw minutes lie stood 
on the bank, a t the othcr side of the pond. He 
turned and looked back over the water. He had 
crossed over the very middle of the pond !

Then he laughcd and laughcd again, forgetting 
his wet clothcs, forgetting everything bu t the fact 
tha t he, without ropos or Icads or boat or raft, or 
cven arms, had found the bottom of this dreadcd 
piece of water, that he had actually put his foot 
upon the great mystcry of the Black Pond !

W hen his mcrriment and delight bogan to quiet 
down a little, he waded into the water again, at a 
different point from that where lie carne out, and 
crossed the pond in anothcr direction, this time 
walking freely, and as rapidly as he could go. 
T hcn  he ran in again, and walkcd about, near the 
middle. In no place was it much abovc liis waist.

W hen Curtis was fully convinced that this was 
the case, and that he had walkcd pretty nearly all 
over the bottom of Black Pond,—at least, tha t part 
of the bottom wherc the water was the deepest,— 
he came out and went back to the town.

Curtis mct no one as he liurricd along the road 
from the woods, but as soon as he reachcd the 
town he went into a large store, where he was well 
acquainted. T here werc a good many people 
there, waiting for the afternoon mail, for, a t one 
end of the store was ihc post-ofificc.

“  W hy, Curtis Blake ! ” exclaimcd a man, as he 
entered. “ You look as if you had been half 
drowned.”

“ I ought to look tha t way,” said Curtis, “ for 
I Ve been to the bottom of the Black P ond .”

No one made any responso to this astounding 
asscrtion. T he people just stood, and looked at 
one anothcr. Then Mr. Faulkner, the owner of 
the store, exclaim cd:

“ Curtis, I am ashamed of you! You must be 
tipsy.”

“  No man ever saw me tipsy,” said Curtis, with­

out getting in the least angry. He had cxpectcd 
to astonish people, and make them say stranee 
things.

“ Thcn you are crazy,” replicd Mr. Faulkner 
“  for no man could go to the bottom of Black 
Pond, and come back alive.”

“  There is n’t any bottom 1” cried one of the 
little crowd. “  How could he go to tlic hottom 
when there is no bottom there ? ”

This made the people laugh, bul Curtís still 
persisted that what he had told thcm «ns cntirelv 
correct. Not a  soul, however, believcd him. and 
cvcrybody began to try to prove to him, or to the 
rest, that what he had said could not possihly he 
truc, ílnd that it was all stuff and nonsense. There 
was so m uch interest in the discus.sion, that no one 
thought of going to see if any lettcrs had come 
for him. T here could be no more cxciting neus 
in any letter or newspaper than that a man avoucd 
he had gone to the bottom of Black Pond.

“ W ell,” said Curtis, a t last, “ ‘diese clothesare 
getting to feel unplcasant, now that I 'm out of the 
sun, and I don’t want to stay herc any longer to 
talk about this thing. Bul I TI tell you all, and 
you can tell anybody you choose, that to-mono»- 
morning, at ninc o’clock, I ’m going again lo the 
bottom of Black Pond, and any one who has amind 
to, can come and see me do it.”

.A.nd, with thesc words, he walkcd off.
T hcre was a  grcat deal of talk that cvcning in 

Danford about Curtis Blake’s strnnge stitement, 
and about what he had said he would do the ne.\t 
day. .Most persons thought that he intcnded somc 
hoax or practical jo k c ; for a man without arms, 
and who, thercfore, could not swim, could nolgo 
to the bottom of an ordinary river and expect to 
come back again alive. Of coursc. anybody could 
go to the bottom and stay there. Thcre was ccr- 
tainly some trick about it. Curtis was known tobe 
fond of a jokc. But whatever people thought on 
the subject, and thcre werc a good many different 
opinions, evcry man and boy, who could manage 
to do it, made up his mind to go, the ncxt day, at 
nine o’clock, and see what Curtis lilake intended 
to do at Black Pond. Evcn if it should tum out 
to be all a  hoax, this would be a good opportunity 
to visit the famous pond, for, with so many peoplo 
about, there could not be much dangcr. Ouiiei 
crowd of interestcd tovvns-folk assemblcd on i c 
shore of the Black Pond, the ncxt day, and Curtís 
did not disappoint thcm. .

About ninc o’clock he walkcd in among t 
wearing the same boots and clothcs which he 
worn the day before, and then, after lookingaroun, 
as if to see that evcrybody was paying attcntion.j 

he delilicrately waded into the pond. ,
At this, evcrybody hclcl his breath, huí, m I
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moment, there aróse calis to liim to come back, and 
not make a fool of himself. He had no board, no 
life-preserver, ñor anything with which he could 
savc himself, when he should bcgin to sink. But 
fearful as the people were for his safety, not one 
dared to run in and pulí him back.

On he went, as he had gone before, only walking 
a good deal faster this time, and the peoplc now 
stood still, without speaking a word or m aktng a 
sound. Every minute they cxpected to see Curtís 
disap¡)car from their sight forever. T he birds, the 
iiisects, and thc rabbits might have supposed that 
there «as no one about, had it not been for the

that Curtís had built a bridgc under water, and 
tha t he had walkcd on i t ! As if a  man, without 
arms, could build a bridge, and walk on it, without. 
seeing it 1

Curtís, howevcr, soon put an end to all con- 
jectures and doubts by walking ovcr the bottom of 
the pond, from one side to the other, in various 
directions, and by waftdering about in the middle 
in such a way as to provq to every one that there 
was no mystery a t all abput thc Black Pond, and 
that it was nothing but a wide and nearly circular 
piece of water, with a good hard  bottom, and was 
not four feet deep in any part.

C U R T IS  S T A R T S  ACROSS

J'^lting of the man who was pushing through the
;*itet.

Curtís npproachcd thc middlc of the pond, 
J t í  «citemcnt becatnc intense, and some men 

w.dpale; but when he hurricd on, and wasseen 
'plÍMoshallouer water, peoplc began to brcatlie 
“Kt(t«ly, and whcn he ran out on the oppositc 

^ikihctewcnt up a great cheer.
liovt all was hubbub and confusión. Most pco- 
•• aw how the mattcr rcally was, b u l some' 
Wjits could not comprebend, a t once, tha t their 
"j-dierished idea that thc Black Pond had  no 
‘Wf «as all a myth, and  there were incrcd-

T H E  B O T T O M L E S S  POND.

who were bound to havc a rcason 
' way of thinking, and who asscrted

T he news of this discovery by Curtís Blake m ade 
a great sensation in Danford. Some people fclt 
a little ashamcd, for they had  takcn a good deal of 
pride in telling their friends, when they went visit- 
ing, about the  wonderful pond, near tbcir town, 
which had no b o tto m ; but, on thc whole, the 
towns-peoplc were very glad of thc discovery, for 
now they could freely cnjoy the woods, and m any 
persons were astonishcd to find what a delightful 
place it was for picnics and afternoon ramljlcs.

As if no portion of jnystery should rcm ain about 
the Black Pond, even the color of its water was in- 
vestigated and explaincd. Some scientific gentlc- 
mcn from a city not far away, who carne to Danford 
about this time, and who hcard thc story of thc
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pond, went out therc and examined into the cause 
o f  its inky hue. They said tha t it was due, like the 
darkness of the water of m any creeks and pools, 
to  the overhanging growth of pine, hcmlock, and 
•■similar trees which surrounded it. They did not 
explain exactly how this darkening proccss had 
been  carried on, but they said it probably took 
hundreds of years to m ake the pond as black as it 
now was, and  nobody doubted that.

But although the woods and the pond now 
bccame a favorite sum m er resort with the Danford 
peoplc, it was in winter that they really enjoyed the 
place the most. T hen  the Black Pond was frozen 
over, and it made the finest skating ground in that 
part of the country. A nd its greatest mcrit was its 
absolute safety. Even if a small boy should break 
through ,—which was not likely to happen,— any 
man could step in, or reach down and take him 
out. T he ice was generally so thick tha t therc was 
scarcely three feet o f water bencath it, in the dccp- 
cst parts.

On fine days, during the coid months, pcople 
carne out to the pond, in carriages and on foot, and 
they had gay times, with their skating, and their 
games on the ice. But they were hardly so gay as 
the folks who could not come in the day-time, but 
had  to do their skating in the evening. On moon- 
light nights, the pond was beautiful, but the skatcrs 
carne on dark nights, all the same, for lamp-posts

were set up in different parts of the pond (holes 
were cut in the ice, and they were planted íirralv 
on the bottom), and thus the pond was made as 
bright and checrful as the merricst skater ce 
desire.

Among the mcrriest skaters was Curtis hlake 
for skating was one of the few things he could do' 
and Mr. Faulkner gave him a capital pair of 
skates.

But this was not all the reward he rcccived for 
solving the mystery of the Black Pond. Several 
of the Icading citizens, who thought that the torra 
owed him something for giving it such a pleasant 
place of resort, consultcd together on the subject, 
and it was decidcd to make him keeper of the woods 
and pond. He had a couple of oíd menundcrhini, 
and it was his duty to see tha t the woods werekept 
in order in summer, and that the pond was he 
from snow and obstructions in winter.

And thus the great mystery of the Black Pond | 
carne to an end. But therc were elderly po 
in the town, who never went out to the pond, and 
who believed tha t something drcadful would hap­
pen therc yet. T here used to be no bottom to the 
pond, they said, and they should not wonder if, 
some day, it should fall out again.

“ Yes,” said Curtis Blake to one of thesc, “I 
expcct that will happen ,—just about thetimcmyj 
arms begin to grow.”

S O M E D A Y .

B y  N o r .a P e r r y .

O h , tell me when does Someday come, 
T h a t wonderful bright day,

W here  all the best times are put off. 
And pleasures hid away !

I know the rest of all the days 
Just as they read and ru n ;

C an say and spell them weck by week. 
And count them one by one.

They bring me, now and thcn, fine things, 
Gay toys, and jolly p la y ;

But never, never such fine things 
As are kept hid away 

In that great wonder-land that lies 
P’orcver out of sight,

W hich I can never, never find 
By any day or night.

But sometime, ah, I ’m very sure, 
W hen I grow big and tall,

I ’ll find the way tp that Someday, 
And, hiddcn there, find all 

T he treasures 1 have wantcd so.
And missed from day to day—  

T he treasures they have always said 
T h a t I should have Someday.

Y
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M Y  G R E A T - G R A N D M O T H E R .

B y  E m i i .v  H u n t i n g t o n  M i l i . f.r .

H E  ncver expected 
me to tell you about 
i t ; in fact, she never 
expected me at all. 
People do not begin 
by being great-grand- 
motliers, thougli you 
m ight havc thought 

she looked very like 
one, if you had 

caught sight 
of her in her 
quaint drcss, 
tripping along 

thcwidegravel- 
walkthatw ound 

about the spacious 
g rounds; or if you had 

secn her leaving the 
stops o f the oíd family 

mansión for the visit that 
shall tell you about. It 

was Sunday morning, and, 
t̂hough she was not going to church, she had 
Icalhcr-covercd praycr-book foldcd in her hand- 

Mchicf in one hand. In the othcr was a small 
ffita covercd with a napkin. H er ñame, “  Meli-' 
tal Moore,” was written in the book. Shc 

l^ tM  <rat and climbed upon the tall horsc-block, 
ad stood thcre tilting about, first on one foot, 

then on the other, for shc had not bcgun to 
r! gTandmolhcry, and it was hard  to keep still 

the Sun twinkling at her through the swect 
itree, and all the birds singing their mcr-
■ Her father carne out jircsently, and when 
«as scltlcd in his saddlc, and her mothcr 
■ired velvct pillion hehind him, he reachcd out 

arongarmand lifted Melicent up in front o fh im .
great Iwrsc stcpped off as casily as if he con- 

wdihc load not worth mentioning, and so they 
on through ihc piny woods ; for this was in 
mia, in the good Oíd Colony times, when 

Ihcd in pcace, and praycd for Parliament 
King George. The sandy road was carpeted 
hrown pine-nccdles, and everything was so 
!■ and warm, and spicy, that Melicent began 

ctater, but her father said gravely :
TJie Lord is in His holy tem ple ; let all the 
hlcepsilence before H im .”

■ wcnidid not quite undcrstand, bu t she kept 
aud wondercd—wondcred why the birds

sang on Sunday, and where the Lord staid on 
wcek-days, and why He did n ’t like to hear little 
girls talk.

By and by, they came to a shallow brook. It 
was as full of sunshine as it could hold, and carried 
it right down through the woods. T he road 
crossed it, and went on bcyond i t ; but at the ford 
a narrow foot-path came in, Icading along the bank 
as if it was loncsomc, and kept close to the brook 
for company.

Melicent knew the path very well. Shc traveled 
it every day to the next plantation, when she went 
to lessons with her thrce cousins and their gov- 
erness. She was going now to see Phillis, a  ver)' 
oíd negro woman, who had been her m other’s 
nursc, and who insisted upon living by herself in a 
little cabin out in the woods. Phillis was born in 
Africa, and had been a princess in her own land, 
shc said, which m ight very likely havc been true. 
Shc lovcd her mistrcss, but she scorned the other 
scrvants, and to the day of her death was an 
oljstinate oíd heathen at hcart, recognizing the 
Bible and the prayer-book, and the hcaven they 
taught about, as ver>- good for whitc folks, but 
cxpecting bcyond a doubt to go straight to Africa 
tlie mom cnt her spirit should be free.

Mclicent’s father stoppcd at the ford, and put 
her carcfully down from her pcrch.

“ Rcm cm ber the Sabbath day, my daugh ter,” 
said her mother, “ and rcad to Phillis the lessons I 
markcd in your prayer-book.”

“ Yes, M am m a,” said Melicent, and stood a 
moment to watch the black horse step slowly into 
the bright water, and put down bis hcad to drink 
right in a swirl of dancing ripplcs. It looked as if 
the little flecks of gold were running into his 
mouth, and shc laughed to herself very softly, and 
thcn went on up the brook. Phillis’s cabin stood 
in a little hollow, so tha t you could not see it until 
you suddcnly found the brown roof right a t your 
feet, as you sometimes find a ground-bird’s ncst. 
T he cabin was so weather-beaten, and so covered 
with creepers, tha t it looked a good deal like a ncst 
in the tanglc.

Melicent went on watching the brook, and the 
birds, and the squirrels, and thinking that, when 
she should bccome an oíd woman, she, too, would 
have a lovcly little cabin in the woods, when, all 
of a suddcn, shc stoppcd on the top of the knoll, 
and looked down into the little cm pty hollow.

T he brown nest was gone as completely as if

• :Y-.“ ■-
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some great tricksy fcllow had picked it up and 
carried it off in his p o ck e t!

Melicent’s heart thrilled with fear and aston- 
ishmcnt. T he sunshiny woods secmcd awfully 
loncsome, and she tricd to cali out, but her voice 
only m ade a  faint little 
sound. She thought of 
earthquakes and every- 
th ing  horrible. She re- 
m em bercd that somc- 
body liad said 
was a  witch and 
would never dic, 
bu t would just 
disappear. W hat 
if she had gone, 
and taken hcr 
house with her?

doubt of that ; she could sec the ashcs and al 
few charrcd logs, bu t where was poor old PhiHis;| 
May be they had  taken her away tu Unde Hil |

Phillis

Just then she remcmbered thc verse she had 
Icarned tha t m orning: “ Therefore will we not
fear, though thc earth  be removed.” Slie felt 
as if some one had spoken thc words to hcr, 
and she walkcd bravely down into the hollow. 
T he  cabin had  been b u rn e d : there was no

. / y  C'd’a.l.

drcth’s, and Melicent looked do'vn tlic pall' "j' 
an idea of going to see, when she caiigM 
of a  handkerchief waved fecbly from ?
house of rails and pine-branches which s i. “ 
her cousins had  m adc just back among i i- 
She was there in a moment, down on l'cr
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ibillis, kissing hcr wrinkled, oíd face, and calling 
ras'loving ñames as she m ight have lavished 

Itpon her own beautiful grandmotlier.
''Oh, Phillis ! 1 thought you were burncd up. 1 

7 írightcncd. What made the house burn ? ” 
“Don’ know; fire mos’ likely; could ye make 

L j  a cup o’ ten, honcy ? T he things is all in that 
, whar 1 droppcd them. T he tea is in a blue 

nuT and I kivercd up some coals in the bake- 
Ikitlie; but I 'se powcrful weak this mornin’. ” 

.Mclicent remembered her baskct, and brought 
lui a bottle of blackbcrry cordial which seemed 
) refresh Phillis wondcrfully, and thcn the child

that hcr father was coming to the ford. But it 
seemed to her that ages and ages went by, and an 
awful stillncss crept up from the woods. T he  
brook was all in the shadow, now. W hat if they 
should forget to stop for her, and she and Phillis 
should have to stay there all night ? She looked 
a t Phillis again, and crept a little farther away. 
She was so still, and therc was som ething coid in 
her face, it m adc her feel loncsome to be near hcr. 
She got up softly and sat under the b ig  pine, and 
watchcd and listencd, and fell asleep.

Away down at the ford the hunting-whistle 
sounded swcct and clcar. N ot very loud, for it was

“ t k i f p i n c ; a l o n o  t h e  w i ü e  o k a v k l - w a l k . ”

di llera cu|) of tea. She was sorry for Phillis,
ititivas prime fun to have the oíd woinan in hcr
hy-house, and actually to make tea herself, out

; in the woods. There was enough for both
( them in the little hasket, and Melicent con-

tsly rcacl the Icssons in the prayer-book,
ngh Phillis went to slcep. It was a long day,
«all, for Philüs was too tircd to tell hcr stories,
ttinsistcd that she should not go away.

i Once, ivhen Phillis h a d  b e e n  a s le e p , s h e  b e g a n

® talk in a strangc language and throw her arms
wt, and Melicent was afra id .

.“Ptts," she said, “ I think I ’d better cali
VnckHildreth. 1 '\\ run all the way.”
L nsutill, honcy. 1 ’se mighty com f’tab le; my
P ^ '’ "™‘thcd draggin’ the bed and things out
1 Phillis went off in a  dozc again. 
Melicr-•nnt read her prayer-book, and listened for
**mndofthe hunting-whistle tha t would te ll her

Sunday, and the stillness was too sacred to be pro- 
faned. T he black horse waitcd, but no Mclicent 
carne dancing down the path, so her ñither carne, 
and found her asleep under the pine-trce.

“  Oh, father,” she said, when she waked in his 
arms, “  the cabin is burncd up, and Phillis is so 
tirecl, she slceps and sleeps.”

H c r  fiithe r  w as a  C[uiet m a n ,  a n d  h e  o n ly  k isscd  

h c r ,  a n d  c a r r ie d  h e r  to  w h e re  th e  b la c k  h o rse  w as 

w a i t in g  im p a t ie n t ly ,  b c a r in g  h e r  m o th e r .

“  Take her hom e,” he said to her mother, “ and 
send Homer back to me. Oíd Phillis is dcad.” 

Mcliccnt’s mother put one arm  about hcr as they 
rodé home, but she did not ask m any cpiestions.

“  Is Phillis in hcavcn ? ” asked Mclicent, timidly. 
“  1 hope so,” said hcr mother.
“  Bccause,” said the little girl, “  if they let hcr 

choose, 1 know she ’d go to Africa, and then 1 ncvcr 
shall see her aga in .”

m im m a r n íM r
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T H E  R O Y A L  S T A G .

B y O l i v e  T h o r n e .

T h e  Royal S tag is bom  a pretty little black- 
eyed baby, called a fa w n . His coat is a soft 
golden-brown, spottcd witii wliite, and he is very 
wcak and helpicss—like most other bables. H e is 
more knowing than some lit­
tle folk, though, for— 
helpless as he is—he 
knows how to
take care of

structure falls off, and a  new pair sians out Fa 
about two months he hidcs himsdf inthcdetpe 
solilude he can find, while the anllers grow to thci 
full size, for during the time they are so soft the 

m ay be bent into any shape 
They are proteacd by 

black skin, cotvref 
with soft.

vcly furj

. ‘ t--. ■

■ .T E K  I.\- A  C C K U A N  llB E K -rA R K .

himself when men and horscs come out to hunt, 
and his m am m a has to run for her lifc, leaving him 
far behind. T his is the baby’s only trick, and it 
is simply to lie down and keep perfcctly still. In 
that way he generally escapes being scen, and when 
hunters and horses havc gone home, and the 
motlicr comes back, she is pretty surc to find her 
little one all safe and well.

W hen the fawn is a year oíd, he arrives a t the 
dignity of his first hom s, and is called no more a 
fawn, but abrocket. Each succeeding year he gets 
one more branch to his antlcrs, and incrcases in 
beauty till he is full-grown and worthy of his proud 
ñam e—the Royal Stag.

His antlers are his glory, and are as wonderful as 
they are beautifiil. Every ycar the whole grcat

and are said to be “  in the velvct." When I 
antlcrs are fully grown and liard, the proud toj 
rubs them against trees and bushcs till he icaiso 
the velvct in strings and tattcrs, and thcn be I 
ready to take his’place in socicty once more.

H unting the stag has been the favorite spoitj 
Europe from the days of flint-head arrowstilín 
when the fcw that survivc the long war upon ihf 
race livc in parks providcd for thcm, carcd b  1 
arm cd kecpcrs, and protectcd by strong la*s-

T he dccr-parks are large, and inclosc ama 
forcsts, for though the beautifiil shycrcatuns»! 
come hcsitatingly around the shcds that men 
builf, and timidly cat of the hay, and lick the'
tha t men have provided, they are not lainc.
of hunting have made them quick to take

liü il
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laiummer, when trees are green, and buds tender 
and plentiful, tliey wander into the deepest parts 
,(thc woods, and enjoy pcaco and solitude.
The picture shows a  winter scene in a deer-park. 

Ijhc íawns and their mothers, perhaps more con- 
'Mng, or oiore ignorant of the world than the 
láihers of the herd, are cating the swcet hay under 
the shcd, while the stags draw near cautiously, 
«atching carefully for dangcrs on the way.
At Hs post ^ree, is the gam ekceper or

Ibrcsier, looking with interest at the herd, counting 
the animáis, and noting their age by the number 
ofbranches on the antlcrs. He is also a huntcr, 
ind so has a rifle, for when venison is wantcd, it is 
he who nnist sclect and bring it in ; and he never 

into the forest unarmcd, since it is a  part of 
isduty to kccp poachers away from the dccr.
This park is in Gcrinany, and under the shed- 

isa loft for hay, which is put in through the 
you see in front. At the back, where the 
are feeding, the fodder is thrown down into 

ricks, where the animals can get it.
The stag has an American cousin—tiic wapiti 

rrwhich ¡s more interesting bccause it can be 
led. Judge J. I). Catón, of Illinois, has kept 
herd of wapiti in a park for more than fiftcen 

Jtars, and has written many interesting things 
them.

Thebaby wa()iti is a  prctty, spotted little fellow, 
one very cunning trick. It “  plays ’possuin ” ; 
is, it prctends to be dead. One inay take it 

and handlc it, lay it down and walk off, and it 
be limp as a wct rag, not showing a sign of 
yet—and this is what is funny— it does not 
its eyes, but watches every inotion with lively 

The first time Judge Catón saw one ]alay 
trick, he thought it was paralyzcd.

!«this family, the does—or mothers— are often 
«and familiar, will eat out of the hand and sub- 
^  !n be strokcd; hut when they have young 

«a they are usually very shy, though the judge 
J trie that not only would let him pat her little 

lift it to its fect, but really seemed to be 
his attcntions. T herc is one thing, how- 
always cxaspcratcs them to the wildest 
that is the sight of a dog. Xo m atter 

ijjccnt and wcll-mcaning, still less how big 
no snoner does a dog show his head in 

* «t-iíark th.in every doe throws forward her 
“itlioík hcr teeth, and flies at him.
^odojlis bravo enough to face the enragcd 

o drop his tail and tear madly away, 
j Sirincing fcarfully back at his cncniy,

‘ Wísktihle instinct. W hen the doc ovcr-

íra hlÜ " ’ith her foro fect, and, if the
lll (^^ocks him down, the sccond finishes 

W the does lay back their cars, and

íatrci-

glance about in a  defiant m anner, as though they 
said : “  Now sho^jl us another dog ! ”

T he bucks care less about dogs, but they usually 
join in the chasc, following their cxcited partners, 
probably to see the fun, and find out who wins. 
Forty or fifty full-grown deer, furiously chasing one 
small cur, is a funny sight. But often a  whole pack 
of dogs Chase one poor deer, in Europc, so a  lover of 
fair play can not be very sorry that in this part of 
the world the dogs have the worst of it, somctimes.

In winter the wapiti, in Judge C aton’s park, 
come on a run when the keeper calis, and readily 
take food from his hand, crunching a large ear oF 
corn a t one mouthful. He can go am ong them and 
put his hand on them, and they are very tame. But 
in summer, when food is plcnty in the woods, and 
they are comfortably settled in the cool shadc, or 
lying in a delightful pool, the keeper inay shout 
himself hoarse, and they pay no attention.

T he wapiti is generally silent, but when angry 
he utters a fearful squeal, so loud and high tha t it 
sounds like a steam-wliistlc. W hen one hears that

T H E  ROVAr. ST A O  A T  H OM E.

sound, he inay be thankful lo have a good wall 
between him and the ficrce crcature.

It has been often said, and perhaps as often 
dcnied, tha t deer shed tears. Judge Catón settlcs 
tlic question by a story of gcnuine tears shcd by 
one of his own animals, when caged and very much 
frightencd. He says, also, that the wapiti can 
smilc, or rather, can show “ a horrid g rin .” It is
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w h e n  a n g r y  a n d  t h r e a t e n in g  t h a t  h e  th ro w s  u p  h is  

h e a d ,  d ra w s  b a c k  h is  l ip s , a n d  ifScovers h is  te e th ,  

w h ic h  g r a te  to g e th e r  h o r r ib ly ,  a s  th o u g h  lo n g in g  

to  b i te  one . W h e n  h e  is in th is  sm i l in g  in o o d , 

v is ito rs  re t i re .  A  d ig  w ith  h is  a n t l e r s ,  o r  a  b low  

w ith  h is  S h a rp  fore foo t, is n o t  to  b e  d c s ire d .

However tame the wapiti becomes, and howevcr 
m any things he submits to, there is a  place where 
he draws the line. H e will not be driven through 
a  gate. One may open a gate, and  leave it, and he 
may walk th ro u g h ; bu t tr>- to drive him, and he ’s 
off to the other cnd o f the park.

All of this family change their dress twice a year. 
T h e  winter suit is of soft, thick fur, with an over-

coat of long, wavy hairs. When this is shcd, k 
falls off in great patches, hanging down a footor 
m ore; but the sum m er coat, which then comes to 
light, is silky, fine, and of a bright russet bro«n.

Young wapiti may be broken to harness, unght 
to live in a  bam , and  to draw loads.

T he  stag  and wapiti have antlers sometimcs fei 
feet long, and every branch has its ñame. The 
body of thc antier is callcd the “ bcam," the large 
branches are called “ tiñes,” and the small oncs 
“ snags.” T he  first pair of branches, standingoK 
from the forehead, are  callcd thc “ bro»-tines‘ ; 
the ncxt pair the “ bcz-tines"; the third, “ roraí 
tiñes” ; and the fourth, “ sur-royal-tines."

B A B E L .

B y  R o s a  G r a h a m .

T h r e e  li t t le  m a id e n s  c h a n c e d ,  o n e  d a y ,  

T o  m e e t  t o g e th e r  w h ilc  a t  p la y  ;

‘ I ’m very glad you carne this way,”
T he  first, a  social little maid,
Delighted, to the second s a id :

‘ Tell me your ñam e, and I TI tell m ine,— 
It ’s Cora Dora W aterp ine.”

T h e  sccond giggled as she said 
These words; she shook her curly 

“  Ach, .ach ! ich kann dich nicht versidi"' 
Back laughingly the answer spcd,
W hilst to thc third she spoke agai»; 

“ W as sagt das Mádchcn ? Wenn d»'s**^j 
Zu horen würdc ich gereut."
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The third—she was a  merry wight— 
Stood giggling, too, with all her m ig h t: 
But, suddcnly, her cheeks grew bright,

“ En vérité! En vérité ! ”
Softly, the others lieard her say,
Je sais que ce n’est pas poli—
Pcut-on me blámer si je  ris ? ”

Thrce little maidcns standing there,
Each «ith a puzzled, solcmn air,
A momcnt silent, pausccl to stare 
But, “ If 1 ev e r!” Spcedlly 
The lirst one cried ; “  It can not be 
That my words are as yours to me ;
Come, tell your ñames, and I TI tell mine, 
It’s Cora Dora W'aterpine.”

A nd still the third— this jolly wight— 
Stood giggling, too, with all h e r m ig h t; 
Till once again her cheeks grew bright. 
And once again they hcard her say, 
W ith accent soft and motion gay :

“  E n  vérité ! En vérité !
Je  sais que ce n’est pas poli—
Peut-on me blám er si je  r i s ? ”

But still the scconcl shook her head, 
Backward the mcrry answer sped,
E'en merrier tiran before she said :

“ Ach, ach, ich kann dich nicht verstch’n !
So to the other spoke again.

‘AVassagt das .Madchen ? W enn du 
Zii híiren würde ich gereizt.”

T hree  little maidens, side by side,
Sat down and laughcd until they cried, 
A nd cried until they laughed again ;

‘ Ach, ach, ich kann dich nicht versteh’n ¡ ’ 
Üproarious burst the oíd refrain,

‘ Tell me your ñame, and I TI tell m ine,” 
Cried Cora Dora W atcrpine,

‘ En vérité ! En vérité ! ”
It m ight have lasteci all the day,
But such confusión breeding there,
T here  came a  suddcn deep despair—

s wciszt. W ith  fingcrs in the ir ears, they say, 
T hree  little maidens ran away.

''Oh. VII[.„
3 3 -
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M A R Y ,  Q U E E N  O F  S C O T S . — P A R T  I I .

B y  M r s . O l i p h a n t .

'H E X  thc morning dawncd, 
and thc king, miserable 
wretch that he was, thc poor 
traitor and m urderer Darn- 
Icy, went into M ary’s room, 
she bogan at once thc new 
part which she fclt it neces- 

sary to play. She humbled hcr- 
self before him, flattcred him 
and rouscd his pity, and grad- 
iially rccovcrcd hcr influence 
over him by a  show of falsc 
friendliness and assumed aflec- 
which she did not feel, and 

which it was scarccl)’ possible that she 
could fccl. At last she workcd upon 
him so far that he undertook, with the 

conspirators, to answer for hcr tha t she would not 
punish them for what thcy had done, bu t would sign 
an indcmnity and pardon, and forget all tha t had 
occurred, if they would withdraw and leave lier un- 
disturbed. Thcy conscnted to do so reluctantly, 
with very little faith in thc promises m adc them, 
fecling themselves bctraycd as Mary had been, and 
by tlie same hand. It was on thc Saturday evening 
tha t Rizzio had been murdcred. On Monday Ruth- 
ven and all the rcst withdrcw from Holyrood súllcnly 
with their men, leaving Mary under the guardianship 
of her false and foolish husband. A t midnight, on 
the same night, her bold heart rex ivcd by the first 
chance of liberty, Mary left the dcfcnscless walls 
of Holyrood, and, accompanied by D arnley and 
the captain of hcr guard, rodé off sccrctly, fiying 
through the dark and coid March night to thc 
castle of Dunbar. She was in dclicate hcalth, and 
she m ust have been terribly shaken by these evcnts, 
but she was one of those people whose spirits rise 
to every danger, and whom no bodily deprcssion 
can daunt or hinder. Fancy her riding through 
thc night, along thc rough roads, with tlie traitor 
husband by hcr side, whom she could not forgivc, 
yet pretended to regard with unchangcd affection.

Mary, however, was soon a t the head of public 
affairs once more. She callcd her faithful nobles 
about her at D unbar, and quickly collected an army.

licfore which thc conspiratore fled, and she once 
more cntcrcd E dinburgh in triuinph. Then Damiev 
covercd himself with grcatcr shanic than before 
He publishcd a proclamation declaring he had had 
nothing to do with “ the late cruel murder com- 
mitted in presence of the Quccn’s niajesty," swear- 
ing on his lionor as a  prince that he never knew 
of it, or assisted, or approved. It would seem that 
he deceived Mary by this protestaiion, and that she 
was disposed to believe h im ; but his felioŵ on- 
splrators were so indignant that thcy scnt to her 
bonds which he had signcd, contnining the hargain 
bctwcen thcm ; which was, that thcy shoidd bcstow 
the royal powcr upon him, if he hclped them in 
the m urder of Rizzio. Aftcr this discovery, Mary 
had no pity for Darnley. She tiirned away froiii 
him, and would hold no intcrcourse with him. He 
was scorncd and shunned by evcrybody. Though 
he was called kiiig, he was left alone whcrcver he | 
went, and was despiscd by all.

A few months latcr, their only child, James, who j 
was aftcrward Jam es VI. of Scotland, and I. c 
England, was born in a little room in Stirling 
Castle. It was a strongly fortificd place, and only 
in such a castle could thc Qucen of Scotland hope 
to be safe, she and her baby, from thc fierce hands 
that were roaming the country. .Armed men, 
angry faces, and drawn sworcls might soon have 
surroundcd hcr if she had been in the morecora- 
niodious rooms of Holyrood.

Stirling Castle is built on a rock, in ihe raidst 
of a  beautiful valley ; thc mountains round about 
are blue and beautiful, and thc Links ofForth, the 
windings of thc silvery river, flow away through 
rich levcls to tlie sea. T here could not he a place 
more beautiful in a June morning like th.it on 
which thc little prince was born. He was to be 
the succcssor of both thc quccns who ihcn were 
relgning within thc British seas, and thc greati 
monarch of liis n a m c ; but he was horii in al 
little barc room of thc great, stern castle, witb 4  
gray precipice of rock helow; and with solíiii 
a t their posts, and warclers looking out íron 
the walls to sec that no fierce army was coinin̂  
against them to clisturb thc rest, or, perhai», 
take away the liberty or tbc life of thc mo ei 
and child. It was not a safe lot in ihosc da;! 
to be a  ciuecn. But I think, on thc whole, 5 OH j 
with hcr high spirit and her lovc of adventu 
took more plcasurc in all those rlsks, 
nobles, hcading her army, somctimes fl.ving, ■' 
times conquering, always in d a n g e r  a n d  cxcitei
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ton ¡f shc had livcd safely and splcndidly all her 
life, and never known what trouble was.

How however, all was dark and terrible before 
ihis unhappy queen. Not long before, she had 
recalled from exile a young nobleman, Jam es Hep- 
tam, Earl of Bothwell. He was a  man as brave 
and toing as herself, fond of plcasurc as she was, 
fiill of resolution and boldness,— not a weak youth, 
like Darnley, but a bokl and strong man.

.And herc begins the qucstion which has dis- 
lurbed historians ever since, and still makes people 
angiy in argumcnt, almost as ready to fight for 
Man, or against her, as when she was a living 
¡«ornan. Some say that .Mary and Bothwell lovcd 
each other, and that from this time it bccame the 
[great objcct of both to gct rid of Darnley, in order 
that they might marry; while others tell us that 
jMarv was innocent both of loving Bothwell and of 

¿ring to procure her liusband’s removal, and 
it was ISotliwell alone who was guilty. I can 

dear up this question for you. I do not think 
llary was innocent; and yct 1 can not bclieve that 
ihe was so guilty as some think her.
One tlting we may be sure of is, that shc was 
■y unhappy. It was impossible for a woman such 
she was to do anything but clcspise the wcak- 

cowardly young man who liad betrayed 
deceivcd lioth her and his own friends. She 
made a terrible mistake in her marriage, and 
knew not how to menci it. “ I could wish 

be dead," she said, again and again, at this ter- 
time. Once, the trouble in her mind really 
it on a violent illness, in which she thought 

«■asdiing. .All her friends gathered round her 
chambcr in deep anxicty, and her liusband 
scnt for; but Darnley did not come until shc 
out of danger, and thcn only for a single night. 
«■as left alone, as far as he was concerned, to 
Ihe struggle in her own breast and every where 

her. Even when she rcccivcd the embas- 
they would find her weeping, and nothing 

to have roused her from her melancholy.
Then her nobles, among wliom were some of 
ttnspiratois shc liad pardoncd,— the very men 
hd killcd Rizzio, but who had made their 

a, and had liccii allowed to rcturn to tlieir 
'-Wgan to pity the unhappy q u een ; and 
«■as a proposal made to her to get a  divorce, 
® 1» free of the husband who was her worst 
• She did not accept this proposal, but 
■'did shc rcject it. “  Better pcrm it the mat- 
rtmain as it is, abiding till God, in his good- 

_̂ P«trcmcdy tlicrcto,’’ she said. Pcrhaps she 
■•‘«lywhat slie said ; but pcrhaps Mary kncw 

li'íí P'nts going on which were more

TJt h j ' n o b l e s  
«ho thought no more of the life of a

man than sportsmen do of a deer’s, were not likely 
to hcsitate about a murder. Bothwell was her 
chief counselor, the boldest and fiercest of a l l ; and 
w hether it be true or not that she lovcd him, it is 
certain tha t he loved her, and was ready to risk 
everything for the hope of m arrying her.

T here are a num ber of lettcrs, which were 
found afterward in a casket, and are always called 
the casket letters, from which the chief evidence 
against Mary is taken. They are supposed to have 
been written by her to Bothwell. If they are truc, 
then she knew all that was going on, and m eant 
her husband to be killed ; but m any people do not 
bclieve them to be true. I am afraid I am one of 
those who do bclieve in them. They are full of 
misery and sorrow, yet of a wild love that pushes 
the writer on when her better self draws her back. 
“ I am horrified to play the part of a  traitress! ”— 
“  1 would rather die than commit these th in g s! ”— 
“  My heart bleeds to do th e m !”— “ God forgive 
me ! ” she writes. T hough these letters are full of 
the most wicked purposc, you could scarcely help 
being sorry for the wretchcd lady who wrotc them, 
and wliosc heart and life, you could see, were torn 
in two. But I must not say more about this, for it 
is too difficult a qucstion for you or for me. There 
are somc very good authorities, and ver)' able 
judgcs, who think thcse letters are forgeries, and 
were not written by Mary at all.

But this is the history that followed: Darnley fcll 
ill at Glasgow, where he then was. He had small- 
pox, which, you know, is a  dangerous and drcadful 
discase. Marv had been altogether estranged from 
him, and had not scen him for a long tim e; but 
when he was getting better she went to him sud­
dcnly, without any warning, sat by his bcdside, 
tiilkcd to him  of all the complaints they had, one 
against the other, explained her own conduct to 
him, accepted, or pretended to accept, his explana- 
tions on liis side, and, in short, becamc reconciled 
to her husband. It was a thing no one had hoped 
for, or thought possible; but so it was. Tliey 
mutually promiscd to each other that all was to be 
with them  as at first, as soon as Darnley should be 
well cnough to resume his usual lifc. In the 
interval, he was to be brought back to Edin- 
burgh, but not to Holyrood, lest the little prince 
should take small-pox from his father. T his made 
it appcar quite natural that Darnley should havc 
a house prepared for him in an air\- and open 
place, just outside the gatcs of Edinburgh. The 
place was called the Kirk of Field, and scveral 
people of rank had houses there, with gardcns, in 
tlie fresh air outside the smoke of the town.

T he strange th ing about it was that the house 
sclectcd was a  small and unim portant one ; but 
excuses were made for this, and the queen herself
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went there to rcceive her husband, and remaincd 
witli him for a  day or two, occupying rooins no better 
than his. T he house belongcd to a dependent of 
Bothwell’s. Mary slept in a room immediately below 
that of her husband, with a staircase between them, 
which was left opcn and unprotected. For was not 
the queen the guardián of the invalid?

One night, the Sunday after his arrival, Mary, 
who was with Darnlcy, suddenly recollcctcd that 
she must go back to Holyrood, to the marriage 
supper of one of her scrt'ants. She had either for- 
gottcn it or pretended to have forgotten it till the 
last momcnt, and she and hcr train of attcndants 
then swept away, leaving the sick man lonely and 
alarm ed in his room with his pago. Down-stairs, 
in the room which Mary ought to have occupied, 
her bed had been jiushcd out of the way, and 
heaps of gunpowder laid in its place.

W h a t happened in the darkness of that n ight is 
imperfectly known. Darnlcv’ was a  wrctched 
creature, not much worlhy of pity, but when you 
think of him there in that desoíate room all alone, 
with only one poor page to t.ake caro of him, sick 
and weak, and full of fears, you will bo sorry for the 
unhappy young man. It is said that the two 
doomed creatures read the j j t h  Psalni together, 
bcfore they went to bed. Do you rem em ber that 
psalm ? “  Fcarfulness and trcinbling are come upon 
me. T he fear of death has fallen upon me. It is 
not an open enemy that has done me this dishonor; 
but it was even thou, my com panion.” Perhaps, 
as they read it, they heard the heavy steps below, 
the rustle of the powder cmptied out of the bags. 
A num ber of Bothwell’s men were in ful! posscssion 
of the house, occupying the room which Mary had 
left vacant. Darnlcy went to bed and fell asleep, 
with thcse enemics under the same roo f; but woke 
by and by, and stumblcd to the door in the dark ­
ness, where he was seized and strangled, he and 
his page, and theii' bodics were thrown into the 
garden. T hen  thci c was a blaze of light, an ex­
plosión, and the house was blown up to conceal the 
secrct crime. But the bodies « ere found unharm ed 
next morning, notwithstanding this precaution ; 
the secret was not one that could be hid.

You may imagine what a  tum ult and confusión 
was in Edinburgh next morning, when the dreadful 
news was known. Everybody had heard the ex­
plosión, and the peoplc were wild with excitcment. 
Mary shut herself up in Holyrood, as if over- 
whclmcd with grief, and saw nobody hut Bothwell, 
to whom every suspicion pointed as the murderer.

If she were really innocent, it is impossiblc to 
understand hcr conduct a t this time. W hile the 
town was ringing with this one subject, and the 
ñames of the conspirators were bandied about from 
m outh to m outh, she took no steps against any of

them, and kept Bothwell, the chief of them, con I
stantly with her. I n  a  l i t t l e  whi le  she went óulofl
E dinburgh to Seton Castlc, the house of LordI 
Seton, one of her most faithful serrants, and thereI

recovered hcr gayety all a t once, and resmncd herí
favorite am usements,— Bothwell ahvays remaininíl 
with her, her companion and closesl counsclorj 
Edinburgh, mcanwhile, was wild with horrorandl 
rage, putting up placards in tlic strccts, with theI 
ñames of the murderers, and bcginning to sus|)cctl 
and to loathe the queen also, who had Ircen sol 
much loved in her capital. This horror and| 
suspicion ran like fire through all the courts of| 
Europc. W hcrever the story was told. Marx-«as| 
suspcctcd. Everywhcrc, from England, from| 
France, from hcr own kingdom, ciitrcatics cimctol 
her to investígate the inurdcr. and bring ihe| 
murderers to justice. But time went on, and shel 
did no th ing ; she who had been so encrgetic. sol 
prom pt and rapid in action. It was not until a| 
m onth after that she would do anything. Then| 
there was a mock trial of Bothwell. bcfore ajurvof| 
his partisans, where no one dared to bringcvidcni 
against him, and he was acquitted sliamefully.

After this trial, the course of events was ven| 
rapid. T hree  months after Darnley's dealb. Marti 
marricd his murderer. In the intenal, she I 
been like a  crcature in a dream, and all th; 
happened to hcr was feverish and unrcal. To vei| 
the liaste and horror of tlic marriage, Bothwell prc| 
tended to carry her off by forcé, and the noblao 
his party advised and urgcd her to marryhim; i  

thcse were things which deceixed nobody at ti» 
time. T he two had scarcely been sepárate sinci 
the mom ent of Darnley’s death, and no one d.aibtet 
what their intention was. One »f Mary's inos 
dcvotcd fricnds. Lord llerrics, t o o k  a long jotirnc] 
to cntrcat her on his knees not to take this ste¡ 
which would convincc all Europe of hcr guilt. 
no argunicnt had any effcct apon her. .She I 

taken hcr own w:iy and done her own will all he| 
life hithcrto, without much harm: but ihe sai 
rule was her dcstruction now.

Poor M ary ! She was as much disappointed iql 
Bothwell as she had been in Darnlcy. 
was too fccble and too ficklc to be worth hcre 
sideration, the other was liarsh and cruel. 
treated her like a master from their wcdding-da|
“  She desires only death ,” the Frcnch enibassadoí 
says; “ ever siiicc the day after ber S i
h;is passed her time in nothing but tcafi^jaj
lanientations.” And now e v e r y b o d y  « a s  agai
her,— Elizabcth of England, the k i n g  of f ran«.• , 
her relations and allies ; and, witliin a moi'< • ‘ ’
Scotland was roused in h o r r o r  o f  hcr and 
husband. She summoned her f o r c e s  roim ^  
an appeal which always, heretofore, ha P'
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her at the head of a gallan t a rm y ; but this time 
Llone hccdcd the suminons; and she had to fleo 
■¡ndisguisc from one castle to another, in order to 
escape tl't-' hands of her revolted nobles. To give 
acolorlo their rebellion, they rcprescnted Mary as 
bein" ‘•detained in captivity ” by Bothwell, so that 
sheL “ ncither able to govern her rcalm, ñor try 
ihe imirderer of her husband.” Hov\- many then, 
and him- many even now, woukl be glad lo believe 
that this was the case ! In June, Bothwell and she 
logcthcr managed lo collect a  little army, quite 
uiwble to cope with that of the indignant nobles. 
Thevmct at Carberry Hill, but the quccn’s little 
forcc mclted away before tbe other army, and she 

sicft at last with a forloni guard of sixty gentle- 
inen. who would not forsakc hcr. Then Bothwell 
and she had a last interview apart. Thcy took 
leavc of cacb nther “ with great _ anguish and 
gricí": thev had been a month marricd, and it 

for lilis that they had shown themselves 
monsters of falsehood and crucky before all the 
irorld. They partee! there and then for thc last 

Bothwell mde away with half a clozcn fol- 
lowcrs, and Mary gave herself iqj into the hands of 
those nobles who liad opposcd her so often, who 
had been overeóme so often by her, bul who now 
«•ere the victor.s in their turn.

You niust remeniber, however, tha t though tlieso 
nobles had justice on their side, this had not been 
ahays thc case, ñor was it thc first time tha t a 
Siuart had been a prisoncr in their hands. Almost 
all her forefailiers had known what it was, like 
Mary. tn siruggle with this fierce nobility, often for 
sellish. but sonietimes, loo, for noble ends. But now 
ihepeople, as well as thc nobles, were against hcr. 
Thcy waved before her eyes a banner on which 
«as painted a picture of thc slain Darnley, with 
Ihc bahy prince knceling besiclc him and jiray ing : 
".Avenge my cause, oh L o rd !” ; they hootcd her 
in dte strcets; tliey had acloretl hcr, and now thcy 
lunicd upon lier. Slic was taken to Holyrood, not 
ss a (luecn, but as a criminal, surrouncled by 
Irowning p,ces and cries of insult. Thence she w as ' 
*nl a prisoncr tn tlic castle of Lochlcveii; Locli- 
Iwn isa lake in Fife, full of little islands. On one 
d these there was a monastcry, on another a  little 

The island was Just blg enough to makc a 
«recn inclosure, a little gardcn round thc old walls, 

'■in ruin, Low hills strctch round, and, except- 
in summer. the landscape is clrcary and storniy.

« house was small, with narrow, bare rooms,
® shut round by thc waters of the lake, which is, 
“"imts, alinosl as rough as thc sea. Herc Mary 

placed in the most rigorous confincment. She 
Mtwoof herladies with her to take thc place of 
J-gJ! court and all its amusements, and she was 

* “ cd tn step forth once from this prison, ñor

to send Icttcrs, ñor. to reccive them. No imprison- 
m ent could havC been more rigid or more hard. 
She was but twenty-five, most beautiful, most fas- 
cinating and accomplished ; the fairest quccn in 
Europe, the adm ired of the whole world.

W ha t a  bitter changc from all her mirth and 
amusements, her gay and free life, her royal indc- 
pendence and supremacy 1 Do y'ou not say “  poor 
M ary !” notwithstanding all the wrong she had 
done? And can you wonder tha t those who thought 
she had done no wrong (and there are many still 
who do), those who think she was only imprudent, 
and that she had been forccd to niarry Bothwell, 
and knew nothing about Darnley’s death ?—can 
you wonder tha t they are still almost ready to 
weep ovcr M ary’s suffcrings, though thcy have 
been over these three hundrcd years ? She lived 
for twenty years after this, but, cxccpting for a  very 
brief in ten a l, was never out of prison again. Ñor 
did she ever again sec Bothwell, for whom she had 
sufferccl so much.

You will find thc story of thc quccn’s captivity in 
Lochlevcn in one of Sir W altcr Scott’s novéis called 
“ T he A bbot.” No one else could give you such 
an idea of what tha t was, and what Mary was. Sir 
W altcr lovcd thc Stuarts, and persuaded himself 
that Mary had not done much wrong. In his 
dcscription, you will see her at the best, most win- 
ning, most charming, with her sympathetic mind 
and her beautiful smilc, and the kindness which 
made peoplc lovc hcr, and thc wit which made thcm 
fear hcr. If you read it, you will be angry with all of 
US who do not believe in M ary ; and, when I read 
it, l should like to forget tha t miserable Darnley, 
and try to think what a woman she m ight have 
been had she marricd a man who was her equal, or 
had she been like hcr cousin Elizabeth, wise and 
craft)- and clever, and never marricd a t all.

She remained about a  year in Lochlevcn, suffer- 
ing all kinds of indignities ; was forced to sign her 
abdication, and was allowcd 110 communication 
with her friends savc when she could, by elabórate 
artífices, elude thc vigilancc of her ja ile rs ; but at 
last, in May, 156S, she escapcd with one small 
page, a bo\- of sixteen, who rowcd her across tlie 
lake to where her friends awaitcd her.

In a mom ent she was again the Mary of old, 
with couragc undauntcd, and hope that was above 
all her troublcs. She rodc all through the suiiDiier 
night to Niddry Castle, knowing neithcr fatigue ñor 
fear; and there issued a proclamation, and callcd, 
as so often before, her nobles round hcr. This 
time m any answcred thc cali, and she was soon 
riding in high hope at the head of a little army. 
But the R egent Murray, on the other side,—who 
was a wise and great statesman,—collecting a  large 
forcé, hurricd after her, and a t once gave battle.

i
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Soon, it becnme apparcnt tha t Mary’s day was over. 
H er arm y was defcated, her followers disperscd. 
She herself, th inking it better to take refuge with 
lier cousin Elizabeth, in England, than to fall once 
more into the hands of her cnemies at home, 
crossed the Bordcr, and thcre endcd all her hopcs.

Shc was promiscd hospitality and help. She 
found a prison, o r ra ther a  succcssion of prisons, 
and death. She thought she was lo Ijc received by 
Elizabeth herself, but,. on the conlrary, she was. 
removed from one castle to anothcr, from one set 
of kcepers to another, and never was adm ittcd to 
the presencc of the Queen of England. I have not 
space to tell you all the story of her long bondagc. 
All the events of her life which 1 have told you 
occupicd scarcel)- ten \ cars.

F or twcnty years longer she livcd a prisoner. 
and  if I were to tell you about all the schemes on 
her behalf, and all the plots tha t were thought 
of, and how many limes she was to have 
made a new marriage and begun a new life, I 
should want a whole book to do it in.

But all Mari-’s schemcs and hopos werc now in 
\-ain. For shc had Elizabeth to deal with. who was 
strongcr than she was, and she had no loyal and 
loving nation behind her, bul only enemies aml 
stern judges whcrever shc turned. Shc was never 
free of guards and spies and jailcrs, who watched 
everything shc did. and reported it all to the 
English queen.

You must rcmemljcr, a t the stime time, that it was 
very difficult for the English govcrnment to know 
what to do with this imprisoncd queen. liad  
Elizabeth died, Mary was the next heir, and she 
was a  woman accused by her own subjects of terri­
ble crimcs. And shc was a Catholic, wbo would 
have thrown llie whole country into commotion, 
and riskcd everything to restore the Catliolic faitli. 
If they had let her go free, slic would have raiscd 
the Continent and all the Catholic powers against 
the pcace of England. In every way she was a 
dangcr. W ha t was lo be done with this woman, 
who was bravcr and strongcr and more full of 
rcsources than almost any otlier o f her time? They 
could not brcak her spirit ñor quench her couragc, 
whatex’c r  they did. T hey moved her from one 
castle to another, and gavc to one unfortunate 
gentleman after anothcr the chargc of kccping her 
in safety. Somc men who lovcd her and took up 
her cause, had to die for it. .And every ycar shc 
livcd was a  ncw danger, a  continued difficulty. 
A l last, after twenty ycars, Elizabeth pronounccd 
against this dangerous guest, this hciress whom shc 
feared, this cousin whom shc had never secn.

Mary was removed to Fothcringay Castle, in 
N ortham ptonshire, and there tried for conspiring 
against Elizabeth, and trx'ing to embroil the

kingdom. She was found guilty, and. ind<a¿ I 
was true enough tha t shc , had conspirad, and 1 
deavored, with evcry instrumcnt shc couW U,. I 
hand on, to get her frecdom. Slic was Icfi alone tu I 
dcfcnd herself against all the great lawyers and I 
judges brought against her—onc woman amongjH I 
thesc ruthless men. Evcn her papcrs werc tala I 
from her, and nothing was hcard in her fanal 
cxccpting what her own dauntlc.ss voico could sav. I 
Shc was as brave thcn, and as fiill of dignitv ,iiid | 
majcsty, as when all the world was at her fccL Bot | 
her condemnation was decided on, uEitcxrrthcitl 
m ight havc been to say for her. She appcaledi»! 
the queen ; but of all unlikcly things thcre «ib| 
nono so imlikely as that Elizabeth should conscntiol 
seo or hear her kinswoman. .After her oindemna-| 
tion, howc\ er, a considerable time cLipsed befare I 
Elizabeth would give the final order fnr her acci-1 
tion. It «vas sent at last, arriving .-uddenir (0(| 
morning in the gloomy month of Fcbrunn.

N othing is more noble and timehing ih¡in tlicl 
story of her end. T he  swect and gniciuus and 1 
tender Mary of Scotland, who had taken allheaml 
captive, sccined to have come back again kcthal 
conclusión; her gaycty all gone, hut mineul bal 
swcetncss, ñor the grace and kincinc.ss .nnd courusiT 
of her nature. Shc thought of every une as shel 
.stood there smiling and looking death in the face:! 
made her will, providcd for her p<Kir sinanurtil 
loved her, sent tender messages t» her frkn(is.| 
and thcn laid down her betiutíful head. stSl 
beautiful, through all tliose yeais and iroubles,! 
upon the block, and died. It w.as un tlieSthoíl 
February. 1587, almost on the twenticth annRersairl 
o f that cruel m urder o f her hushiind. «hicb lud| 
been the Ix-ginning of all her woes.

T hus died onc of the most Ix-atitiluI and re-| 
nowned, one of the ablest and biavest, aml |icrha¡s| 
the most unfortunate, beyontl comparisun. 
quccns. .A queen in her eradle, an iirph.inlt«Bb¡r| 
youth, every gift of fortune bestowed uponhíi.I 
no happincss, no truc guidancc, no cominninii ■ !  
.her life. T he times in which shc wa.s Ixirn. andihcl 
training shc had, and the qualitics she inhcm«l.| 
may .account for many of her faults: but' 
a m  ever take away the interest with which | 
hear of her, and see her pictures, and rcad 1 

stor)-. H ad she bccn a spotlcss and truc «nma«,| 
she might havc been one of the g r c a t c s t  in bistop.| 
but in this, as in cvcrj'thing else, what iserilc 
and ruins what is grcat. .As it is. no onc ca* i 
of Mary Stuart, Queen of Scots. l>ut with 1 
and sym pathy, and there are many in ihc ' 
and cspecially in Scotland, wlio evcn iin'v, 1 
hundred ycars after her death, are almost .ts" 
to fight for her as were tlic men ainong whow- 
livcd and on whom she smilcd.
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T O O  M OT T O  BE

O X  A G R I X D S T O X E .

HV HEXRV CI.KMKNS l’EARSON-,

“ There ’s a  ncw  s to n c  j u s t  b e e n  p u t  in to  th e  

grindin -room, a n ’ T h o m p s o n  sa y s  t h a t  so m e  o n e  
lüiuve to be ta u g h t  to run i t .”

TW superintendent o f the File W orks looked up 
kwi bis pa|)cr at the speaker, and a smile broke 
wti his íacc .as he scanncd the grotesque figure be- 
fcrehira, |i was a boy o f  thirteen, who seemed to 
^  been suddenly plunged up to the neck in a 
Prieíincn’i nvcralls. His sleeves were rollcd up, 

lie small amas had  tidc m arks around the 
•tsis, showing liow liigh tlie water rose when he 
"aslvcd his hands. A similar m ark encirclcd his 

A square paper-cap adom ed his head. 
«ras an air of anxiety about him  that at 

• *  faed the attention of his listener, who s a id :

*• Well, did your forcman send you to me to .ask 
who should do i t? ”

*• Xo, sir,” was the rcply. "  1 thought that as 
long as some one must get it, perhaps ’t would be 
me. ’T  would be a savin’ to the company, ’cause 
1 know how to run it a ’ready, and any other fellow 
would have to be taugh t.”

“ C an you grind a  file now ? ” asked the  sufier- 
intendcnt, in a tone of surprisc. and eyeing the lad 
.as if doublful of his skill.

“  Yes, sir. Oíd Sunset said I could grind small 
files better than the Englishman th.at ’s doin’ it on 
N um ber T h ree .”

H alf a  dozen files lay upon a  paper on the office 
table. T he  gentlem an pointed to them, say in g ;
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“  See if you can dctect flaws in any of these.” 
T he boy took them one by one, and, holding 

them dcftly between thum b and finger, struck the 
•‘ t a n g ” a ringing blow upon the iron radiator.

Five of them  rung as clcar as silver bells; the 
sixth had a  slight ja r  in its music. T he  boy rang 
it again.

“ T ha t one ’s cracked,” he said.
He next took them one by one, and, holding them 

up to the light, looked into the lines of parallcl 
groovcs. He laid two more beside the cracked 
one, and, pointing to the othcrs, sa id :

“  Those are pcrfect.”
“  W ha t is the m atter with those two beside the 

cracked one ? ” was the question.
“  T hey  wer’ n’t ground true.”
“  How do you know ?”
“  Well, ye see,” said the little fellow, assuming. 

unconsciously, the im portant air of an experienced 
workman,— “ ye see, when ye look through the 
gi'ooves they a ll ought to look dark and nice, but 
therc are light strcaks in somc of thcse. Now, this 
is an awful pretty file,” he continued, taking up 
a perfect one ; “ just as good a piece of work as 
ever was done in this place ! ”

“  1 suppose if you got this job you could afford 
to use more tobáceo, and drivc a better team on 
Sundays ? ”

“  1 s’pose 1 could,” said the boy, “ only I don’t 
happen to use tobáceo, sir, an ’ a  fellow like me, 
that has a  sick m other an ’ sevcn young ones to 
help along, is n’t apt to hankcr after top-buggies 
on Sundays.”

“ Send Oíd Sunset hcre ,” said the gentleman, 
turning to his desk with a smile.

T he boy departcd, and soon a  tall, raw-boncd 
Scotchman, wearing a pair of immensc groen 
glasscs, cntcred the room.

“  M cFadden,” said the superintendent, “ do you 
know a boy named Will Storrs, who runs a  truck 
from the annealing-room ?”

“ W ull S torrs?” was the delibérate reply. “ Wull 
Storrs? 1 ken a lad named W ull, bu t 1 dinna ken 
what his súm am e may be .”

“ This is a  little fellow about thirteen, who looks 
as if he wore his grandfather’s overalls.”

“ Oh, aye— 1 ken him weel ; but y e ’re wrong 
aboot the overalls bcin’ his grandfeyther’s. They 
belonged to mysel’, but were too sm a’, so 1 sold 
them to him for fuftcc-n cents, simply to make him 
feel that they were not a gift, ye ken .”

“ W hat kind of a workman is he ?”
“  T he verra best. T here ’s not a  job that he lays 

hand on but he can do as weel as any aboot the 
eestablishm unt.”

“ Could he learn to grind small files, do you 
think ? ” was the next query.

‘ Lerrn ? H e kens the whole notion alrcadv
One mornin’, when most o’ the grinders «ere i 
on a spree, he took one o’ the worst stancs ¡a the 
room, and drcssed it sae weel that ye could na’ tal 
whethcr it was going or stoppit, when it «-as 
ning a t full specd ! ”

“ Well, 1 think he can be trusted to run Number 
E ight, then. He m ight just as well commence 
now. Suppose you tell him that he can spcndthe 
rest of the day in dressing the stone, and getting 
ready to grind small liles and cuttcrs to-monow"

Will was standing in the door-way of the grind-1 
ing-room when the Scotchman delivered liis mes- 
sage. T he news seemed too good to be trae, To 
run N um ber E ight! T h a t meant adolhranda 
half a  d.ay,— perhaps more, for the grindeis all 
worked by the piece. His mother would be able 
to have her washing done for her, after this. and 
his brothers and sistcrs could go to school looking 
as if they belonged to somebody.

The grinding-room was long and narrott-, ¡ron-1 
roofcd and well lighted. Twelvc grindstones stood 
side by sido, with only passage-ways between them. 
These massive stones, some weighing several tons, 
were monsters comparcd with the grindstones that 
are frcquently seen on the farms, or in tbemachine- 
shops. W hen they xvere all in inotion, each «ilh I 
a man sitting on a small wooden saddle above hi- 
stone, it seemed to an outsidcr as if twclve men al­
ways abreast xvere racing on twelvc stonc bicydís. I

W ill’s N um ber Eight was one of the largesll 
stones in the room, and thought to be the best I 
After he had told the forcman of his goodluck, hel 
took some pieces of charcoal, a blunt cbisel, andal 
kind of Steel adz, and, climbing into the s.iddle, [ 
set the great stone in motion. Resting bis liands I 
on the pommcl of the saddle, he hcld a piece of I 
charcoal toward the stonc, moving it neatcrtilll 
the  first rough bum]as on its wide face wercbladt-r 
e n c d ; then he thrcw off the belt. and cut do'vu I 
these blackened places with the adz. St.irt¡ngl 
the great whcel again, he let it turn for a 'vliile |  
against the blunt chisel, after wbicli he agamí 
tried the charcoal. It was hard w o r k — the aél 
was heavy, the chisel would “ gouge ” a little I 
when his hands grew tircd ; but he kept at it, and, I 
some time bcfore the whistlc sounded for noon, the I 
charcoal m ade an even black line around thc»hole[ 
circumferencc.

Oíd Sunset, who ran a “  d o n k c y  grindcr'’onthe I

stone next to W ill’s, told him that it «-as I 
dune,” which m eant tha t it was perfcct.

T he boy, indeed, felt proud of his work, as, j 
standing a  little way off, he looked at the brautifu I 
proportions of the revolving stone. As there" I 
still a  part of the day remaining, Will b e g a n  to ge |  
the tools and fixtures necessary in file-grinding-

.':a .
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A half barrel of lime and oil was obtained, in 
litbich to tlirust the files when ground, to keep them 
Krom rusting. This he mounted upon a stand 
aithin easy rcach. He next went to the office and 

j,ota set of “ file-grinder’s ” tools, the most impor-

T H K  IlUKSTl.NÜ O F  T H E  G K IN Ü S T O N E .

OÍ which werc a level and a squarc, both very 
-*ll, and made purposcly for this work. Thcse 
fputinthe little case that hung  on his saddle.

É He tried the water and found that it was all right. 
I  '■'■'Btbing was ready. Oíd Sunset had given him 
|^l»irof‘‘thuinb-cots,” in case his hand carne in 
l®taawii|, the stone, and one of the other grinders

made him a prcsent of a pair of leather stirrups, to 
keep the slate-colored mud from his shoes. T he boy 
was fiilly eqiiipped, and fairly aching to begin 
work, when the “  speed ” slackcned and the whislle 
blew, which signalcd that the day’s work was over.

T he next morning W ill was 
promptly on hand, eager to begin 
the day’s toil, but an unexpcctcd 
obstacle prcsented itself. An ac- 
cident had happened in the 
“ annealing shop,” and there 
werc no files retidy to be ground. 
01(1 Sunset and most of the other 
workmen took it easily, and saun- 
tcred off; but Will was too much 
excitcd to do any such thing. He 
staid by his stone, startcd it 
half a dozcn times to see if it was 
still true, looked over his tools, 
tried the saddle, put on the 
thumb-cots, and finally wandcred 
away to watch the annealers. 
H ad lie known who was standing 
behind the next stone, jcalously 
watching his every motion, he 
would ncver havc left Number 
E ight with no friend to protccl it.

As soon as Will was fairly out 
of sight, the watcher stealthily 
advanccd to N um ber Eight.

He was a rcd-hcadcd, thick-sct 
boy, about W ill’s age, and his 
invetérate e n c m \. T he news of 
W ill’s good luck had been more 
than his jealous nature could 
bear, and he was going to havc 
somc sort of revengo. After look­
ing cautiously around, he clam- 
bered awkwardly into the saddlc, 
and set the big stone in motion. 
It almost frightcncd him to have
the great smooth whecl turning
soswiftly close betwecn his knees. 
He fclt as if he were going to 
topplc o \c r iqjon the monstcr. 
T he first dizzy fceling, however, 
passed away in a momcnt, and 
he looked about him for mcans to 
injurc the smooth surfacc tliat 
W’ill Storrs had laboree! so hard and 

so skillfully throughout the prcvious day to obtain.
At his right, on a frail stand, lay the blunt chisel. 

Me took it and striick the whirling stone repeated 
blows with the instrument. Growing bolder, he
laid the chisel across the “  rcst,” and, prcssing its
cdge against the stone, cut out great uneven 
patchcs, till its circumference began to have a wavy
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appearance, even at the high speed a t which it was 
running.

But thc boy was not satisfied yet, so he hcld the 
sharp com er of the chisel firmly against the stone, 
m aking parallel grooves a quarter of an inch deep 
throughout the whole surface.

Just as thc young rascal liad given thc finishing 
touch to this piece of malice, Will, coming slowly in 
from the annealing-room, saw the red head bend- 
ing over his stone, and heard the sharp “ scra tch” 
of the chisel.

U ttcring a  shout, he darted forward. But another 
avcnger was before him.

T he  giant stone, as if unable to bcar longer the 
mutilations and torture of the young vandal, gave 
a strange, rending roar. and, tcaring itself freo from 
the whirling shaft, sent onc-half of its mighty 
body crashing through thc iron roof. An instant 
later, a  dull thud in the )-ard told where it had 
fallen. T he other half cruslied its way through 
the watcr-soaked planking, and lay buricd in thc 
ground.

T he whole thing happened in an instant. The 
stone and its fixtures were blotted out so suddenly 
tha t Will was dazcd. He hardly knew what was 
the m a tte r; but others did. Tlic same rending 
noise had bccn heard before, and the word went 
around that a  stone had burst.

W ithin  a  few seconds the door-way was thronged 
with men. Will was pushed forward by the eagcr, 
questioning crowd till he stood closc to the wreck. 
T he wooden saddle lay shivered in picccs some feet 
from thc place. A round the jaggcd hole in the 
roof were great spatters of oily lime, and the tools 
had been flung in all directions. But whcrc was 
the boy who had been on the 'stone?

In the sudden mist of fiying objccts, W ill had 
lost sight of him. A moaning cry, and a rush of 
feet to the other side of Old Sunset’s stone, told 
where he was.

W ill caught a glimpse of a palé face; then, as thc 
crowd opened a little, he could distinctly see his 
enemy lying across a pile of unground “ saw-files.” 
One of the workmen lifted him up, and, as he did 
so, a  shudder ran through thc crowd : three great 
saw-files had cruelly torn and wounded the limp 
figure. He was laid upon a table, the sharp 
“ ta n g s” were pullcd out, and the blood was 
stanched. Finally a faint color carne back to the 
palé face, and consciousness returned, but only to 
bring with it exquisito suffering. A physician 
being callcd, thc wounded boy was sent off to 
the hospital.

G radually thc hands settled back to their work, 
the grindcrs feeling especially sobcr. T he machin- 
ery resumed its clatter and whirl, the great black

cogs buffetcd cach other as usual, and thcaccident 
began to fadc from the memories of thc mon.

A new stone was rolled in and namcd Nurabcr 
Eight. A new set of tools carne from thc office 
another saddle was built, and  Will began his bush 
ness afresh. He soon was considercd onc of thc 
best grindcrs in the room.

One day, some m onths latcr, as he «as grinding 
busily, a  boy entcred thc room on crutchc.s.

TTic men did not recognize him. I le haitcd b¡- 
W ill’s stone, and looked up. As soon as he had 
finishcd the file upon which he was at «ork, Will 
thrcw off the bek, Icapcd down, and graspcd thc 
other’s hand.

“  W hy, T om ,” he said, “  I ’m very glad you’re 
back. W hcn did you leave the city ? ”

“ Last n igh t,” said thc boy. Then, conquering 
a little chokc, he said : “ I treatcd you verybadly, 
Will, an ’ I ’vc thought of it a  heap slncc 1 ’vc 
been laid up. So I tliought 1 ’d like to give you 
som ething,— this is the only thing that I had. \  
good old sailor únele o’ mine gave it to me «hcn I 
was a  little chap. H e said it had been pickcd up 
from a wrcck, and was a queer, risky thing, and he 
promiscd to show me how to firc it. But he «as 
drowned off the coast afore he had a chance lo 
keep his promise, and m o th e r ’s madc me savc it 
as kind o’ sacrcd ever sincc. But this mornin’shc 
told me I could give it to you for a kcc¡)sakc, if I 
was so set on givin’ you something.”

He thrust a  small packagc into Will's hand, and 
hobblcd oft‘.

Will untied it in amazcmcnt, and found n piecc 
of iron pipe, an inch and a half in diaraclct, 
mountcd on a curiously carved wondcn black. Il 
was a  queer sort of a toy cannon. lie exainiiiod 
the breech. It was madc of a piecc of Icad, 
which was poundcd into one cnd oí the pjpeand 
smoothcd ovcr; a  small touch-holc had been 
drillcd below the Icaden plug.

Old Sunset carne up just then, and Will shoued 
him the gift. T he  Scotchman looked it all orer 
carefully, say ing :

“ W ull yo stand in front or behind it«hcnye 
fire it off, l a d ? ”

“  Behind, of course ! ”
“ Ayo! so I thocht. Y e ’ll stand behind it and 

catch the Icedcn phig, na  doot. ”
“ Do you think it will blow o u t?” asked WiU.
“  Of course it wull. T he lad that gave il 

did na’ ken  it, probably, and na doot he «wl 
liae fircd it himscl’ without thinkin’. So you an 
hac the satisfaction o’ feelin’ that «hile he once 
saved you from injury by accidcnt, now you sa« 
him from being blown up by a cannon that shuots 
baith ways a t once.”
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II r? (-í á í  ■ . 1 -

L I T T L E  d o r a :  “  O H ,  M AM M A I K I T T V  's m v /u U y  KÜNU Ü E  B U T T E R  ! ’

’I W O N D E R E D  W H A T  M A D E  R O B I N  S A D . ’

H y  G k o r g e  N e w e l l  L<i v e j o v .

1 woNDEREn what made Robín sad, 
Out 011 the garden wall ; 

ritougli Spring in lovclincss was ciad, 
He could not sing at all.

1 did not know, until too late, 
W hy joy had gone away 

From  Robín and his little mate, 
On that sweet morn in M ay ;

Above biin, in the flowcr-blown trce, 
Mtb (Irooping hc.ad and wing,

8at his dear mato, as sad as he,
With never a note to sing.

5 2 3

Unlil 1 found upon the grass.
■Ah, mournful sight to seo 1—

A fair young red-breast dcad, a la s ! 
Bcneath the flower-blown trec.

r - *'■ , .  1.- L ■ "O - .
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A C M A P T E R  O N  S O A P - B U B B L E S .

B y  D a m e i . C .  B e a k i ).

“  A SOAl'-liirUBLE ” is an uncoutli, inelcgant 
nam e for sucli an ethereal fairy spliere. It is such 
a common, every-clay sight to us, wc seldom givc 
it much attcntion, or realizo how wonderful and 
beautiful is this fragüe, transparent, liquid globe. 
Its spherical form is typical of pcrfection, .and ihe 
ever-changing, prismatic colors of its iridescent 
surfacc charm  the cyc.

It is like a beautiful d rcam ; we are entranccd 
while it lasts, but in an instant it vanishes, and 
leaves nothing to m ark its formcr existcnce cxcepl- 
ing thc mcmory of its loveiincss.

Few persons can stand by and watch another 
blowing bubbles without being scizcd with an uncon- 
trollable desire to blow one for themselves. T here 
is a  peculiar charm  or pleasurc in tlic very act, 
which few persons who havc known it ever outgrow.

In  the accompanying illustration are shown sev- 
eral kinds of soap-bubbles and a variet)' of ways 
of deriving am usem ent from them.

It is generally known that a  bubblc will burst if 
it touch any hard or smooth surfacc, but upon tbe 
carpet or a woolen cloth it will roll or bounce 
merrily.

If you take advantagc of this firct, you can with 
a  woolen cloth makc bubbles dance and fly around 
as lively as a  juggler’s gilt balls, and you will be 
astonished to find what apparent rough handling 
these fragüe bubbles will stand when you are carc- 
ful not to allow thcm to touch anything but the 
woolen cloth.

It may be worth rcm arking tha t the coarser the 
soap the brighter the bubbles will be. T he com- 
pound known as “ soft so a p ” is thc best for the 
purpose.

One of tlie piclurcs shows how to transform your 
. soap-bubblc into an aerial vapor-balloon.

If you wish to try this jxrctty experiment, procure 
a  rubber tube, say a yard long, and with an aper- 
ture small enough to requirc considerable stretch- 
ing to forcé it over the gas-burner. After you 
have stretchcd one end so as lo fit tightiy over the 
burner, wrap the stem of a  clay pipe with wet 
paper,;and push it into thc other end of the tube, 
where it must fit so as to allow no gas to escape. 
Dip th e  bowl of your pipe in thc suds and turn the 
gas o n ; the forcé of thc gas will be sufficient to

blow your bubble for you, and as thc gas is lighta 
than the air, your bubble, when frccd from thc 
pipe, will rapidly ascend, and never stop in iis | 
upward course until it pcrishes.

.Another group in our picture illustrates how old I  
Unele Enos, an aged negro down in Kentiickv, 
uscd to amuse the children by making sniokc- 
bubbles.

Did you ever sec smoke-bubbles ? In onc thc 
white-blue smoke, in beautiful curves, will curi and ! 
circle under its crystal shell. Another will possess 
a  lovely opalescent pearly appearance, and if onc he ' 
thrown from the pipe while quite small and dcnselv 
filled with smoke, it wül appcar like an opaque 
polished ball of milky whitencss. It is alwavs a 
great frolic for the children when they catch l'nclc 
Enos smoking his corn-cob pipe. Thcy gather 
around his knee with their bowl of soap-sudsand 
bubble-pipe, and whilc thc good-nalurcd old man I 

takes a  few lusty whiffs from his corn-cob, and filis 
his capacious mouth with tobacco-smokc, the chil­
dren dip their jripc in the suds, start their hiibble, 
and pass it .to  Unele Enos. All then .stoopdownl 
and watch the gradual growth of that wonderful | 
smokc-bubblc 1 and when “  Dandy,” the d 
chases and catchcs one of these bubbles, how the | 
children laugh to see the astonishcd and injuied 
look upon his face, and what fun it is to see him 
sneeze and rub his nosc with his paw !

T he figure a t thc bottom, in the córner of lh« 
illustration, shows you how to make a giant-bubble. 
It is done by first covering your hands well wiili 
soap-suds, then placing thcm t o g e t h e r  s o  as to forra | 
a  cup, leaving a  small opcning at thc bottom. .All 
that is then neccssary ¡s to hold your mouth about 
a  foot from your hands and blow into thcm. Ibrae 
made bubbles in this way twice the sizc of my 
head. These bubbles are so large that they invaii- 
ably burst upon striking tlie floor, being unable io 
witlistand thc concussion.

Although gener ally considercd a trivial amuse- 
ment, only' fit for young children, blowing soa.P- 
bubbles has been an occupation appreciatcd and 
indulged in by great philosophers and men rf 
Science, and wonderful discoverics in optics and 
natural philosophy havc bccn madc wilh only a j 
clay pipe and  a bowl of soap-suds.
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llUr,

J O H N.

B y  S .  M .  C H A T F iE L n .

W h i s t l e  sounding loud and olear, 
Laughter that 1 love to hear, 
Marbles rattling far and near;

Must be John !

Out at elbow, out at knce, 
H at-brim  tattered wofully ;
T urn  him round and let me see 

If it ’s John.

Dimplcs in a ruddy chcck,
Eyes that sparkle so they spcak, 
T urned-up nose, rcYcrsc of m eek; 

Yes, ’t is John !

Yet this morning, clean and sw ee t,  

Speckless collar, hat complete, 
Trousers mended, down th e  S tree t 

W histlcd John.

“  W ha t ’s the m atter with you, ladi 
W here ’s the hat-brim that you liad? 
W’hence cante all thcse rcnts so sad? 

Answer, John ! ”

•• M arbles.” .And he kicks his toe.
“  Breeches will wear out, you know .
‘ Knucklc-down ’ is all the go,”

Falters John.

In his ]3ockcts go liis hands,
Looking foolish, there he stamls,
S’pose you ’ll scold ” For stern coniimnds 

Lingers John.

Catchcs m othcr’s laughing eye;
In a flash the kisscs fly,
.And 1 hear, as I pass by,

Bless you, John ! ”

P H A K T f J X  R f J G K R S . *

B y  R o s s i t e r  J o h n s o n .

C h a p t e r  XI.

A OOMICAI, COMF.r.

T h e  Business of the printing-officc went on pretty 
steadily, so far as Ned and I were concerncd. 
Phaeton’s passion for iiiYcntion would occasionally 
lead him off for a  while into somc other cntcrprise; 
yet he, too, seemed to take a  steady interest in 
“  Ihe art dcscrvative. ” T he most notable of those 
cnterprises was originated by Monkey Roe, who 
had considerable invention, l)ut lackcd Phaeton’s 
powcrs of execution.

One day, Monkey carne to the door of the office 
with Mitchell’s “ A strononiy” in his hand, and 
called out Phaeton.

“  T here  ’s somc mischief on foot now,” said N ed; 
“ and if F ay  goes off fooling with any of Monkey 
R oe’s schemes, we shall hardly be able to print 
the two thousand milk-tickets tha t John Spcncer 
ordered ycsterday. It ’s too bad .’’

W hen they had gone so far from the office that 
we could not hear their coiiYersation, 1 saw Monkey

open the book and point out something to Phaeton. 
They appeared to carry on an eamcsl discussion for 
several minutes, after which they laid the book on 
the railing of the fence and disappcareci, going by 
the postern.

Ned ran out and brought in the book. On look­
ing it over, we found a leaf turned down at the 
chapter on comets. N either of us bad studied 
astronomy.

“ I know what they ’rc up to ,” s a i d  Ned, after 
taking a  long look at a  picture of M a l l c y ' s  comet. 
“  I heard the other day that Mr. Roe was learning 
the art of stuffing birds. I suppose Monkey "■anís 
Fay to help him  shoot one of thosc things. orcatch 
it alivc, may be, and scll it to his father.”

T hcn  1 took .a look at the picture, a n d  r e . t d  a few 
lines of the tcxt.

“  I don’t think it ’s cpiite fair in Fay,” c o n t i n u e d  

Ned, “  to go off on spcculations of that sort for 
himself alone, and leave us herc to do all the work 
in the office, when he has an ccpial sharc of our 
profits.”

“  N ed ,” said 1, “  1 don’t believe this is a bird.

* Copyright, i88c), by Rossiter Johnsrkn. All rights rescrverl.
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AVcll, thcii, i l ’s a fish,” said Ned, who had 
one back to his case and was setting typc. “  Thcy 

[raífishes, as well as birds.”
‘•But it seems to me it can hardly be a fish,” said 

J. after another look.
••Why not.’ ”
■Bccáuso I don’t see any fins.”
• r iw t ' s  nothing,” said Ncd. “ My book of 

latural history says a fish’s tail is a  big fin. And 
„j sure that fellow has tail enough to gcl along 
n well without any other fins.” 

his did not satisfy me, and at length wc agreed 
|togoand consuk Jack-in-the-Box about it.

•|ack," said .Ved, as soon as we arrivcd a t thc 
ta. “ did you ever stuff a fish ? ”
•• Do you take me for a cook ? ” said Jack, look- 
; considerably ptizzlcd.
•1 don’t mean a fish to bake ,” said Ncd. “ I 

one to be imt in a glass-case, and kcpt in a

icum.'
•Oh.” said Jack, “ I beg pardon. 1 did n’t 

Imdcrstand. No, I never stuffcd a fish.”
'But 1 suppnsc you know how it ’s d o n e ? ” .said 

Ned.
•'Oh. ves: I undcrstand it in a general way.” 
•■What 1 want to gct a t ,” said Ned, “  is this:

Ihoff much is a fish worth that ’s suitablc for 
slufling?”

•Idon’t know cxactly,” said Jack, “ but  I should 
Isay difTcrent ones woukl probably bring different 
Iprices. according lo their rarity .”

•'That sounds reasonable,” said Ned. “ Now, 
hmv much should you say a  fcllow woukl probably 
gct for one of this sort? ” and he opened the Astron- 
omy at thc picture of Hallcy’s comct.

Something was tbe matter with Jack’s face. It 
l'vilchcd around in all sorts of ways, and his eyes 
sparklcd with a kind of electric ligbt. But he 
passcd bis hand ovcr his features, took a sccond 
look at the picture, and answ cred:
‘‘If you can catch onc of those, I should say it 

jwould command a very high price.”
“So I thouglit,” .said Ned. “  Should you say as 

[much as a hundrcd dollars, J a c k ? ”
‘'1 should not hesitate to say fully two hundred ,”

Iaidjack, as he took bis flag and went out to sig- 
Mlifreight-train.

‘‘I sccit all, as plain as day,” said Ncd to me, 
«soc walkcd away. “  Fay has gone off to make a 
htof moncy by what father would cali an outside 
spKulation, and left us to dig away at thc work in 

•be office."

l’erhaps he TI go sharcs with us,” sakl 1.
No, he wont,” said Ned. “ But 1 ha,vc an 

I think I can take a hand in that spccula-

“Hmv will ym, ,i„ j j , , ,

“ I ’ll offcr Fay  and Monkey a hundred dollars 
for their fish, if they catch it. T h a t ’ll seem such 
a big price, they ’ll be sure to take it. And then 
I ’ll seil it for two hundred, as Jack says. So I ’IL 
make as much moncy as both of them together. 
And I must givc Jack a handsom c present for tell­
ing me about it.”

“ T h a t seems to be a good plan ,” said I. “ And 
1 hope they ’ll catch two, so 1 can buy one ancj  ̂
spcculate on it. But, then ,” I added, sorrow-' 
fully, “ I havc n 't thc hundred dollars to pay for it, 
and there ’s no A unt Mercy in our family, and we 
don’t live on thc Bowl System.”

“ Never m ind,” said Ned, in a comforting tone. 
“  Perhaps you ’ll inhcrit a b ig  fortune from some 
old grandm othcr you never heard of, till she dicd 
and they ripped open hcr bed-tick and let the gold 
tumble out. Lots of people do get money tha t way.” 

As wc arrivcd homo, we saw Phaeton and Mon- 
kc)’ coming by thc postern with half a dozen hoops 
— that is to say, half a dozcn long, thin strips of 
ash, which would have been hoops after the cooper 
had bent them into circles and fastened the ends 
together.

“ T hat ’s poor stuff to makc fish-poles,” said 
Ned, in a  whisper; “ bu t don’t let them know that 
we know what they ’re up to .”

They brought thcm into Üie office, got soinc

TIIK FK.VMK.

other pieces of wood, and went to work constnicting 
a light framc about ten feet long, three feet high at 
thc highest part, and a  foot wide — like that shown 
in the engraving.

“ W hat are you making, F a y ? ” said Ned.
“  W ait a while, and you ’ll see,” said Phaeton.
Ned winkcd at me in a knowing way, and we 

went on printing milk-tickcts.
W hen thc framc was coinpleted, Monkey and 

Phaeton went away.
“ I sec,” whispered Ncd. “  T h c y ’re going to 

catch it with a net. T he nctting will be fastened 
on all around here, and this big cnd left open for 
him to go in. T hen, whcn he gets down to this 
round part, he ’ll find he can’t go any farther, and 
they ’ll haul him up. It ’s as plain as day.” ^

But whcn Monkey and Phaeton retum ed, in \  \  
about half an hour, instcad of netting they broqght 
yellow tissue-papcr and several candles.

j j - :■ .'Y, V- ■ T - :
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W e pretended to take very little interest in the
proceeding, but watched them over our shoulders.
W hen  we saw them fasten the tissue-paper all
around the frame, except on the top, and fit the
candios into auger-holcs borcd in the cross-pieces
at the bottom, Ned whispered a g a in ;

“ D on’t you see? T h a t is n ’t a net. T h e y ’re
going to have a light in it, and carry it along the

^horc  to attract the fish. It ’s all plain enough 
*  1»

“  If you ’ll be on hand to-night,” said Monkey, 
“  and follow us, you may seo some fun.”

“ All r igh t!  W e ’ll be on h and ,” said Ned 
and I.

In the eveniiig we all m et in the office— all 
except Phaeton, who was a little late.

“  M onkey,” said Ned, in a  confidcntial tone, “T 
want to m ake you an offer.”

“  Offer away,” answered Monkey.
“  If you catch one,” said Ned, “  I ’ll give you a 

hundrcd dollars for it.”
“ If 1 catch o n e ? ” said Monkey. “  If—I—catch 

— one? Oh, yes— all r ig h t! 1 ’ll give you whatevcr 
I catch, for that price. Though 1 may not catcli 
anything but Hail Colum bia.”

“  1 wont take it unless it ’s the kind they stuft',’’ 
said Ned.

“  T he  kind— they—stuff? ” said Monkey. “  Did 
you say the kind thiy stuff, or the kind of stuff?. 
Oh, yes— the kind of Hail Columbia they stuff.
T h a t would be a  bald cagle, I should th ink .”

At this m om cnt Phaeton joincd us.
“ It ’s no use, F ay ,” said Monkey. “ Jack wont 

let US hoist it on the signal-pole. He sa)'s it might 
mislead some of the engineers, and work mischief.”

“  Hoist it on the signal-pole,” whispered Ned to 
me. “ T h en  it ’s a  bird they ’re going to catch, 
after all, and not a  fish. I see it now. Probably 
some wonderful kind of night-haw k.”

“  Well, then, what do you think is the next best 
place ? ” said Phaeton.

“ I think Haven’s barn, by all odds,” answered 
Monkey.

“ H aven’s barn it is, th en ,” said Phaeton, and 
they shouldered the thing and walked off, we 
following.

Before we arrived at the barn, Holman, Charlie 
Garrison, and a t least a  dozen other boys had joincd 
US, one by one.

T he  numerous ells and shcds attachcd to this 
barn  enabled Monkey and Pliaeton to m ount easily 
to the ridge-polc of the highest part, where they 
fastencd the monstcr, and lighted all her battle- 
lantcrns, when she blazed out against the blackness 
of the n ight like some terrific portent.

“ Now you stay herc, and keep hcr in order,” 
said Monkey, “ while I go for y\dams.”

Mr. Adams was an am ateur astronomer of con 
siderablc local celebrity, whose little observaton- 
built by himself, was about fifty rods distant froní 1 
H aven’s barn. Unfortunately, his intemperaic 
habits were as fiimous as his scientillc attainments 
and Roe knew about where to find bim. ] «.ci 
with him  on the search.

W e went first to the office of the “ Cataran 1 
House, by Jam es T one ,” bu t wc did n o t find our | 
astronomer there.

“ T h e n , ” sa id  R o e ,  “ 1 k n o w  wberc he is. for I 
s u r e , ” a n d  h e  w e n t  to  a  d in g y  wooden buildingon 
S ta te  S treet, w h ich  l iad  sm a ll  windovvs with red 

cu r ta in s .  T h is  b u i ld in g  was ornamented with a 
p o e tic a l  s ig n ,  w h ic h  ev ery  b o y  in town knew bv 

h e a r t ,  a n d  c o u ld  s in g  to  th e  tu n e  of "Oats, peasJ 

b e a n s .”

W . W H E E I .E R  K E E P S  IX  H E R E ,

SELES GKOCERIES, CIDER, AJ.E, A.VD BEER; 

HIS PRODUCE IS GOOD, HIS WF.IGHT IS JUST, I 

HIS PROFITS SMALL, AND CAN .NOT TRUST; 

AND THOSE WHO BUY SHALL I!K WELL LSED, | 
SHALL NOT BE OHE.ATED ÑOR .\HLSEt).

“  Is Profcssor Adams prescn t?’' said Monkey,] 
as he oponed the door and pcercd tbrough a cloudj 
of tobacco-smokc.

An individual bchind the stovc rcturnedadrowsyl 
tiffirmative.

Roe stepped around to him, and with a greatl 
show of secrecy whisiiered something in his ear.

H e sprang from his chair, exclaimed, “ Gcod-j 
night, gentlcmen ! You will wake up lo-morro»l 
m orning to find me famous,” and tlashcd outatthe| 
door.

“  W hat is it ? ” said one of the loungers, deuiin-| 
ing Monkey as he was about to Icavc.

“ A com et,” whispered Monkey.
“ .A comet, genllenien— a blazing comet!” re-1 

[leaied the man, a lo u d ; and the whole conipanyl 
rose and followed the astronomer to his obstn>l 
tory. W’hen they arrived therc, tbcy found himl 
sitting with his eye a t the n o n c - t o o - r e l i a b l e  insini-l 
ment, uttering cxclamations of thankfulness 
he had lived to make this great discovcry.

“  Not Biela’s, not Newton’s, not F.ncke’s-noi a 

bit like any of them ,” said h e ; “ all my own, ger-| 
tlemen—entirely my own 1 ”

T hen  he took up his slate, and went to li.gtinn̂  
upon it. Several of the crowd, who were 
jam m cd cióse together around him in the IR' 
octagonal room, made gcnerous offers ofassis®*!

“  I was always good at the multiplication-Bieij 

said one. „
“  I have a  fine, clear eye,” said another; o"!

I help you aim the p ip e ?”
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Tliis cxcitcd a laugh of dcrision from anothcr, 
ibo inquircd whcthcr the man with the fine, clear 
ex "did n’t know a pipe from a chube ?”

Another rolled up his slccvcs, and said he was 
,tidy to take his turn at the crank for the cause of 
sóflicc: while still another expressed his willing- 
res 10 blow the bcllows all night, if Professor 
Adams would show him where the handlc was.

Tbcy all insisted on having a peep at the 
comct through ihe telcscopc, and with some 
jotling took turns about.

One man, with round face and  ruddy chccks, 
ifer taking a look, murmured solemnly :

his head, and hurled i t ; and, in the twinkling of 
an eye, that comct h.ad passed its perihelion, and 
shot from the solar sy.stcm in so long an cilipsc that 
1 fear it will never rcturn.

Unfortunately, the flying cart-stake not only put 
out the comet, but struck Phacton, who had been 
left there by Monkey Roe to manage the thing, and 
put his arm out of joint. H e bore it heroically, and

'M i d i

i

" A U . M K T ,  u e n t l k m k x — a  k i - o c i n o  c o m e t ! •

i  T^ttdd thing Ixides no good to this city.” 
Profcs.w.” said anothcr, “  your fortune ’s 

P *»r all time. T h is ’ll be known to fame as 

k I flrtre say it ’s as big
ÍM th® Oíd W orld put together.”
I-r unusually long look.

* bclieve that 
'' US long. W e ’d better Icavc 

calculations, while we go back 
B í i ü i ! . U )  his grcat discoverv.”

"*«!>• stirred. Thcn Mr. W hcelcr left the 
and walkcd straight up to H avcn’s 

* pkkcd up a cart-stake, swung it around 
'■OL VIII._3^

climbed down to the ground alone 
before he told us what had hap- 
ftened. T hcn , as he nearly fainted 
away, we hclped him home, while 
Holman ran for the family physician, 
wlio arrived in a few minutes and 
set the arm.

“  It scrx-cs me righ t.” said Phac­
ton, “ for Icnding myself to any of 
Monkey Roc’s schemcs to build a 
mere fool-tliing.”

“  I ’m sorry you ’re hurt, F a y ,” 
said N ed ; “ but it does scem as if 
tha t comet was a  silly machine, only 
intcnded to dcceivc me and Profcs- 

' sor Adams, instead of being for the 
good of m ankind, like your other 
invcntions. And now you wont be 

ablc to do anything in the printing-officc for a  
long while, just when we ’rc crowded with work. 
If you were not such a very good fcllow, we 
should n ’t let you have any share of the profíts 
for the next m on th .”

C h a r i k r  .XII.

A l .IT I '.R A R Y  M YSTF.RV.

T hk printing-officc cnjoyed a  stcady run of cus- 
tom, and, as Ned had said, we were just now 
crowdcd with work. Almost cverx’ hour tha t wc
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were not in bcd, or at school, was spent in setting 
type or pulling the press. It was not uncommon 
for Ned to work with a  sandwich on the córner of 
his case ; and, as often as he carne to a pcriod, he 
would stop and take a bite.

“  This is the way Barnuni used to do,” said he, 
“  when he started his inuseum—take his lunch 
with him, and stay right there. It ’s the only way 
to make a  great American success ”— and he took 
another bite, his dental semicircle this time inclos- 
ing a portion of the bread that bore a fine proof- 
imprcssion of his thum b and finger in printer’s ink.

T hough Phaeton was not able, for some time, to 
take a haiid at the work, he rendered good service 
by directing things, as thc head of the firm. He 
was often suspicious, where Ncd and 1 would have 
been takcn in at once, as to the circuses and min- 
strel shows for which boys uscd to come and order 
tickets and programmes by the hundred, always 
proposing to pay for thcm out of the receipts of thc 
show. T he num ber of these had increased enor- 
mously, and it looked as if the boys got them up 
mainly for the sakc of seeing themselves in print. 
Sometimes they would make out the most elabó­
rate programmes, and tlien want them  printed at 
once, before their enterprises had any existcnce 
excepting on paper. Gnc boy, whose father was an 
actor, had made out a complete cast of the play 
of “  Romeo and Julie t,” with himself put down 
for the part of Romeo, and Monkey Roe as Juliet.

One day, a little curly-hcadcd fellow, namcd 
Moses Green, carne to thc office, and wanted us to 
print a hundred tickets like this:

I

MOSE Ü R E E N ’S

M IN S T R E L  S H O W . 

-Admit thc Bcarcr.

that, may be, if the boys would n’t pay five cents 
1 ’d take four.”

“  I ’ll t?ll you what ’t is, Moscs,” sai,! Phaeton- 
“  we ’re badly crowded with work just now, and ¡t 
would accommodate us if you could wait a little 
while. Suppose you engage your actois first, and 
rchearse the pieces tha t you ’re going to play, and 
get the barn rigged up, and biirn the cork,’ and 
m ake up your mind about the price; and then 
give US a cali, and we ’ll print your tickets.”

“  All r igh t,” said Moses. “ 1 TI go home and 
burn a cork, right away.”

And he went off, whistling “ O Snsnnn.i." 
“ Fay, I think tha t ’s bad policy,” said .\cd. 

whcn Moses was out of sight.
“  I don’t see how you can say that," said 

Phaeton.
“  It ’s as plain as day ,” said Ned. -‘Weought I 

to have gone right on and printed liis tickets. Sup- 
pose he h;is n ’t any show, and never will have one 
—what of ¡t? W e should n’t suffer. His father 
would see that our bilí was paid. 1 ’ve heard Father j 
say that Mr. Green was the very soul of honor.”

“  Ah, Ncd, 1 ’m afraid you 're gctting more | 
sharp than honest,” said Phaeton.

“  W here ’s your show going to be ? ” said 
Phaeton.

“  1 don’t know,” said Moses. “  If Unele James 
should sell his horses, perhaps 1 could have it in 
his barn. ”

“  Yes, that would be a good place,” said Phac- 
ton. “  A nd who are your actors ?”

“  I don’t know,” said Moses. “  But 1 ’m going 
to ask Charlie Garrison, because he has a  good 
fife ; and Lem W hitney, because he knows how to 
black up with burnt cork; and Andy Wilson, be- 
cause he knows ‘ O S usanna’ all by heart.”

“ And what is the price of adm ission?” said 
Phaeton.

“ I don’t know,” said Moses. “ But I thought

l 'rom  the fact that our school h.vs hardly been I 
mentioncd in this story-, it must not be inferred thatl 
wc were not all this time acquiring cducation byl 
the usual methods. T he performances hcrc record-1 
ed took place out of school-hours, or on Saturdays, f 
when there was no school. The evenls inside thej 
temple of learning were generally so dull that they I 
would hardly intercst the story-rcadcr.

Yet there was now and then an accidcnt or csploitl 
which rclievcd thc tediousness of study-time. Onej
day, Robcrt P'ox brought to school, as pan of his|
lunch, a  bottle of home-madc pop-bccr. .An 1 
before intcrmission we were startlcd by n tremen-j 
dous hissing and foamíng sound, and thchc.idsof| 
the whole school were instantly tiirned umaid iher 
quarter whence it carne. Then- «as Fox «ithlhd 
palm of his hand upon the cork, which «-.as half-'rajj 
in the bottle that stood upon the floor bcside 
desk. T hough he threw his whole wcight upon if 
he could not forcé it in any farther, and thc bee 
rose like a fountain almost to the c e i l i n g ,  and e 
in a beautiful circle, of which F'ox and his bottjj 
were the intercsting centcr. Any boy «h» 
attended a school taught by an 
readily imagine the sequel. Holman record 
affair in the form of a  Latín f a b l e ,  which «  ̂

popular that wc printed it. Hcrc it is:

V U L P E S  ET HEEK- 

Quondam vulpes botliilum poppi Ivrh >« 
lii/it, quod in arca reponebal. bid corm <’■ ‘'
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^W tris, cortex cúHum reliquU, et beer, spum ans, 
nprAmtnlo (ffudit. Deinde niagister capit unum  
¡xtronum ¡orí, f t  vtdpes a lkruni sen/iebat. Hcre 
jéuh lioec/ Huit, ■¡uhcnyou bring pop-beer to school, 
jts should til- the string so tig k t th a t i!  ean'tpop  
dhtjerc hmeh-tiine.

When Jack-in-the-Box saw  th is  fab lc , h e  sa id  it 

«as a good falilc, an d  h e  w as p ro u d  o f  h is  pup il ,

•• IT  RO SE U K K  A  KOCNTAIX.**

1 W fck ii))ligcd t(> adm it that some o f the 
Y « tu  a liule out of joint.

Holman stiid hf put the moral in English becausc 
(yR *as the imjxvrtant part o f it, and ought to be 
Mhngua^c that everybody could understand. 
Î loaltcr Roe said he was glad to hear this expla- 

t»he had been afraid il was beciuse Hol- 
" W gol to the end of his Latin.

r '■
1

'‘onstbeamistakc.” said h e ; “  for you know

Oarrison, in attem pting to criticisc the 
'ofthc table. onlv exposed himself to ridiculo.
Hnusibeamis 

‘ «•f eat beer.

ought to be, Vtilpes" (he pronounccd the word in 
one syllablc) "dranh beer.”

This shows the pcrils o f ignorance. If Charlie 
liad h:id a  thorough classical training, he would n’t 
have made such a mistake. It w;is a  curious fact 
tha t the boys who had never studied Latin, and to 
whom the blunder had  to be explained, laughed a t 
him more unmercifully than anybody else.

But Holman’s litcrary masterpiece (if it was his) 
was in rhyme, and in some rc- 
spccts it rcmains a  mystcrv' to this 
da,y.

One evening he called to see 
me, and inlimated thar he had 
somc confidential business on 
hand, for which wc should better 
adjoum  to the printing-office, and 
accordingly we went there.

“  1 want a job  of prin tingdone,” 
said he, “ providcd it can be done 
in the right way.”

“  W e shall be glad to do it as 
well a-s wc possibly can,” said I. 
•• W ha t is it

•• I can 'i tell you what it is,” 
said he.

Well, Ici me see the manu- 
script,” said I.

" T h e re  is n’t any manuscript,” 
said he.

‘‘Oh, it is n’t preparcd y c t ? ” 
said 1. “ W hen will it be ready?”

•‘ T herc never will be any m an­
uscript for it.” said he.

I Ixtgan to be puzzlcd. .Still, I 
rem embered ihat small signs and 
labcls were often printcd, consist- 
ing of only a word or two, which 
did not require any copy.

‘‘ Is it a  sign ?” said I.
•• No.”
“ L ahels?”
" N o .”
•‘Thcn what in the world is it? 

-\nd  how do you suppose 1 am 
going to print a thing for you. unless 1 know what 
it is th:tt I am lo print ?”

‘‘ T hat ’s the point of the whole business,” said 
Isaac. "  I want you to let me come into your office, 
and  use your type and press to print a  little thing 
that concems nobody but myself. and I don’t care 
to have cven you know about it. 1 want you to let 
me do all the work iny.sclf, when yon are not herc, 
and 1 shall w.ash up the rollers, distributc the type, 
destroy all my proofs, and Icavc everj-thing in the 
office as I found it. O f course I shall pay you the

It ’s plain enough tha t it same as if you did the work.”
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‘ You“ But how can you set the typc ? ” said I. 
don’t cven know the case, do you ? ”

“ N o ,” said he; “ but I suppose the letters are 
all in it soinewhcre, and I can find them with a 
little searching.”

“ A nd do you know how to lock up a  fo rm ?” 
said I.

“ 1 ’ve often seen you do it,” said he ; “ and 1 
think I ’m mechanic cnough to manage it.”

“  W hen do you want to go to work ?”
“ D u o  i'q iu 'S , r e c ta s  a b — to-night, right away.” 
“ Very well—-good-niglu ! ” said I.
W hen I went to the office ncxt dav. 1 found Ned

morning, I found the oil all burncd out of the y, 
lamp,— I fillcd it yesterday,—and thcse torn scram 
in the wood-box. I got so many together prcuv 
casily, but I can’t find anothcr onc tliat will fit 

“  It looks as if it had  been a pocm,” s.iid 1.
“  Yes,” said N ed ; “ of course it was. .Andoh, 

look herc ! It was an acrostic, too 1 “
Ned took out his pcncil, and fillecl in what 

supposed to be the missing initial letters, makinú 
the ñame A’ i o l .a G l i d d e n . "

ht

“  It may have been an acrostic." .s;iid |; 
you can’t tell with certainty, so miicli is missing.’ 

“  There is n 't any cloiibl in my niind." said N'cd:

'l 'O  0 \ KD.

tnve
In.stantly comet 
O ver rt rol

witli its tor 
how I sigh 

Cioing in fan 
Lookiní? crosM 
I knew er

earest and bes 
aspire t 

Even in 
N ever again to

sweetness— 
back :

clream its fleeine.ss,
and rack. 

my . od,
long agone,— 

he jo 
me dawn 

augi[ters.
ove 

otus dext 
ai

regare! ?
aters,
ward.

busily a t work trying to fit together some small 
torn scraps of paper. They were printccl on onc 
side, and, as fast as he found wherc onc belonged, 
he fastencd it in place by pasting it to a blank 
shcct which he had laid down as a foundation. 
W hen I arrived, the work had progressed as far 
as shown in the card on this page.

“  Here ’s a  m ystcry,” said Ned.
“ W h at is i t ? ” said I.
“  Did you print th is?” said he, suddcnly, looking 

into my face suspiciously.
“  N o,” said 1, ca lm ly ; “ I never saw it before.”
“ Well, thcn, somcbody must have brokcn into 

our office last night. For when I came in this

“  and it ’s perfectly cvidcnt to me who the burgl
must have been. E v c r y b o d y  knows wb» dotes

Viola G liddcn.”
‘•1 should think a  good many woiiW tio'í 

he r,” said 1; “  she ’s the handsomest girlintosn 
“  Well, then ,” said Ned, “  look at that ‘oii 

dext.’ Of course it was totas íicxUr,—‘!isA'̂  
the boy tha t uses tha t classic expression 
should n ’t have thought that so nicc a fclh® 
Holman would break in hcrc at midnight, and 
his mushy love-poetry into print at our capen- 
He must have been herc about all night, fon 
lamp-full of oil lasts nine hours.”

“  T h c re ’s an easy way to punish him,
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«s.” said Phaeton, who had come in, in time 
hear most of our conversation.
■•Howis that?” said Ned.
••(iotouta liandbill," said Phaeton, “ and spread 

¿jUoxer toxvn, offering a reward of one cent for 
f,: conxáaion of the burglar who broke into our 
Scc laii night and printcd an  acrostic, of which 
kf lóllowing is a fac-similc of a  mutilated proof. 
kn sot up this, just as you have it hcre.”
••That 's i t : that TI make him hop ,” said ’Ned. 

r l  11 go to tt-ork on il at once.”
I “ Uut," said I, "  it ’ll make Miss Gliddcn hop,

"Lil hcr hop.”
“ liut thcn. perhaps her brpther John will cali 
••und and make you hop.”
‘•Hecan’t do it,” said Nc-d. “ T he  m.an that 

il!, a printing-press can make cverjbody else 
M, and nobixly can make him hop—unless it is a 
un that owns another press. W hocvcr tries to 
jht a printing-press always gets the worst of it. 
"ahcr says so, and he knows, for he tried it on the 
wl¡i-,t/or ivhrn he w;is running for sheriff and 
kysiandcral him.”
.It this point, I explained that Holman had not 

«Miic thcrc «itliout permission, and tha t he cx- 
W'-d lo [uy for everything.

í “ \Vhy did n't you tell us th.at Ixtfore?” stiid

lid
1 «as going to tell you he had l>ccn hcre ,” 
1, ‘•and that he did not want any of us to 

m  «hat he printcd. lUit when I saw you had 
<nxl that out. I thought perhaps, in faimcss to 

I HUght not to tell you w/to it was.”
.\H right.” said Ned. O f course, it ’s none 

(TJr business how much love-poetry Holman 
nko. (ir how s|X)ony it is, or w htit  girl he sends it 

if he pays for it all. But don’t forget to charge 
fcctbcoil. |!y the way, so many of the Ixiys 
nsfor printing, I ’ve bought a  blank-book to 
ihc .Tccounts in, or we shall forget somc of 

»  Monkey Koe’s mother paid for the ‘ Orphan 
y ytsicrday. I ’ll put that down now. H alf 

«as n’t enough to chargc h e r ; we must 
tt up <m the next job  wc do for hcr or 

Boby.”

he «as saying this, he wrote in his b o o k : 
ptr M onhy 12 orphan boys 50 Paid. 

had he finished the entry, when the door 
“’ris suddenly opened, and Patsy 

ihrust in his head and  sh ou ted :

“  Jim m y the R hvm er ’s k iiled! ”
“ W h a t? "
v W h a t ? ”
“  I say Jimm y the Rhym er ’s killed ! And you 

done it, to o ! ”
I am  sorry that Patsy said “ done,” when he 

m eant did. But he was a good-hcartcd boy, never- 
thcless; and prob.ably his excitcment was what 
made him forget his grammar.

“ Wh.at do you m e a n ? ” said Ned, who had 
turned as palo as ashcs.

“  You ought to know what 1 m ean,” said Patsy. 
“ Just beaiusc he h.ad the bad luck to spill a  few 
of your oíd typcs, you abused him like a  pickpockct, 
and stiid he ’d got to pay for ’em, and drovc him 
out of the office. .And he ’s been down around the 
dcpot every day since, sclling papcrs, tryin’ to 
make money enough to pay you. And now he ’s 
got runned over be a hack, when he was goin’ across 
ihc Street to a gentleman that wanted a  paper. 
And they ’ve took him home, and my m other says 
it ’s all your fault, too, you miserable sk in ñ in t! I 
wont have any of your g if ts! ”

And with that, Patsy thrust his hand  into his 
]jocket, drew out the x’isiting-cards that Ned had 
printcd for him, and thrcw them high into the room, 
so that in falling they scattered over everv thing.

“  1 ’ll bring back your car,” he continued, “ as 
soon as I can get il. I lent it to Teddy Dwycr last 
weck.”

Then he shut the door with a  bang, and went 
away.

W e looked a t one another in constcmation.
•‘ W h a t shall we do? "  said Ned.
“  I think we ought to go to Jim m y’s house at 

once,” said I.
“  Yes, of course,” said Ned.
And he and 1 started. Phaeton went the other 

way—as we aftenvard Icamed, to inform his mother, 
who was noted for her cfficient charity in cases of 
distress.

Ned and I not onl>- went by the postern, bu t wc 
madc a bee-linc for Jim m y’s house, going over any 
num ber of fences, and straight through door-yards 
and  gardcn-paiches, without the slightest rcferencc 
to strects or paths.

W e left in such a  hurry that we forgot to lock up 
the office. W hile we were gone, Monkey Roe 
sauntcred in, found H olm an’s acrostic, which Ned 
had  pícccd together, and, when he went away, 
carried it with him.

(F o be continued,)
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“ T H E  S H I N I N G  D A Y S  O F  M A Y .

B v  L u c y  M . B i .i n n .

Oh , the shining days of May !
Don’t you hear them coming, coming,— 

In the robin’s roundelay,—
In the wild bee’s humming, hum m ing?

In the quick, impatient sound
Of the rcd-bird’s restless whirring,

In the whispers in the ground 
W here the blossom-life is stirring '

In the music in the air,
In the_ laiighing of the waters ;

N aturc’s stories, glad and rare,
Told E arth ’s listening sons and daughters? 

Surely, hcarts must needs be gay 
In the shining days of May !

T U R  RAT*S FÍAPPY DRRAM .
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T H E  P R I N C E  O F  T H E  B I R D S .

B y  E k n e s t  I n g e r s o l l .

F all the beautiful birds 
you ever saw, is not the 
peacock the most beau- 

f tiful and showy ? Have 
you ever thought how bcau- 
tiful it is? I suppose the 
trader of thc South Sea 

islands has no appreciation of 
the loveiincss tha t we sec in 
the bird-of-pajpdise, ñor does 
the Hottentot fully know thc 
grace and richness of thc os- 

irich plumcs which he sticks in his 
hair. W hat is íiimiliar to us loses beauty 

m our cycs, simply because we sec it com- 
monly; anil I fancy that if we carne suddenly 

I a pcacork, his glorious tail spread before our 
dighiñl gaze for ihe first time in our Uves, we 
«H not hesitate to consider him thc prince of 
c fcathcrcil race.
Feacocks have been domesticated fowls for a 

: many years, but have not degencrated and 
I their onginal lints or shape as have the bam - 

ftmb and diicks, and, to some cxtcnt, thc 
iDtkcys. Xeverthelcss, travelers tell us tha t thc 
|rild pcacocks are far handsomcr than the tame 

It seems impossible. T he peafowl is a 
ivc of India, and some of thc islands of the 

1 or Malayan archipciago. Various p>arts of 
abound with thcm, yet there are none in 

ñor in .Sumatra, though these islands are 
: by. lint then, some other birds of the fam- 

fr lo whifh the pcacocks and pheasnnts belong 
pk-niifully in Sumatra and Borneo, and 

(imknnun lo Java. On the main-Iand o f Asia, 
i of some sort— for there are half a  dozen 
-abound, from Southern India to the north- 

»tabic-lands, and even through the high passcs 
»tbc forcsts and steppcs of Thibet. O ur domcs- 

ivaricty is the common onc in India, where 
JishKWTiasthccrcsted peacock. T he  peacock of 
Mis different, “ thc neck being covered with scar- 

F-likc grccn fcathers, and the crest of a different 
but the eycd train is equally large and  bcau- 
Thc remóte Thibctan spccies has a  lesser 

• Md its general color is white, upon which 
“mental fcathers are distributcd in a most strik- 

P? manncr.

|J''«e birds prcfcf wooded districts. especially 
thickcty forcsts, partiy cañe and partly 

»d growths, called “ jungles,” and there

they congrégate in large flocks. One writcr says 
tha t from an eminence he once saw the sun rise 
upon more than a thousand of these dazzling birds. 
W hat a sight that must have been ! How the levcl 
golden beams of light must have bccn reflccted in 
a hundred crosscd and gleaming rays from thc trem- 
b lingand  iridescent plum es! I can not undcrstand 
how any foreground to a sunrise could be devisetl 
better than thc waving green suminit of a forest, 
covered with a  thousand swaying pcacocks.

T he  food of these birds, like tha t of the argus 
pheasant and other such fowls, consists of seeds, 
small fruits, buds, or the Juicy tops of tender plants, 
and insccts— particularly bcctles. T o  get this food, 
the peacock, of course, spcnds much of his time 
on the ground, and he is sometimes caught there 
by being run down with dogs, or by men on horse- 
back. H e can make good spced on foot, however.

T he nest is a  rough little heap of grass and straw, 
placed on thc ground, and hollowed out enough to 
keep its dozen eggs from rolling away. T he  young 
are a t first as dull-colored as thc hcn, and it is 
only after the third year that thc male gets his 
full regaba.

It would seem as if a bird cairying so long 
and cumbersome a  train would find it very difficult 
to mount into thc air, but he manages to do so by 
running a little way upon thc ground and then 
Icaping upward. Once started, he can rise to a 
considerable height, and graccfully swing his broad 
tail ovcr trees that it would try your muscle to 
cover with an arrow from thc stoutcst bow. One 
way of pcacock-hunting, which used to be much 
pursued, was by falcons. Here was gamc well 
suited to falconry. It gave a glittering prize to the 
cager kestrel or gyrfalcon or goshawk, and fittcd 
thc gayly drcssed lords and ladies wlio followed 
the falconer, and watched with lively excitement 
thc flights of their brave huntcr of thc air.

T h e  peacock’s train is his glory. It eclipses all 
thc burnished tints and rcflections of his proud 
little head and jaunty  crest. I havc read a very 
good and minute description of this most superb 
specimen of N'ature’s fcather-work, which I would 
rather quote than try to c q u a l:

“ T h e  train derives much of its beauty from thc 
loose barbs of its fcathers, whilst their great number 
and their uncqual length contribute to its gorgeous- 
ness, the uppcr fcathers being successively shorter, 
so tha t when it is erected into a disk, the eyc-likc 
or moon-like spot a t thc tip of each feathcr is dis-
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playcd. T he lowcst and longcst feadim of ihc ttain ' 
do not terininatc in such spots, but in spreading birts. i 
which cncircle the erected disk. J he bluc of üic « ti ;  j 
the green and  black of the back and wings: the bitma, j 
grecn, violct, and gold o f the ta i l ; the arrangeinenl oí 
the colofs, their metallic splendor, and the play of color 
in changing lights, render the inale |)cacock an 
of universal adm iration.”

Rut this description, good as it is, cannot ghv as 
an idea of tlie bird’s appcarance as any child may ba« 
after taking onc giancc at his inagnilicent lordship. 

a lthou?h som»- n f V u-ij Nearly all my readers probably have had this pitas#'*’

fans or disolavcd L  A u  ̂ th® beautiful plumcs. madeup##®

drscover th.s decorat.ve valué o f peacock feathers. T h e  gorgeous plumagc o m a m e n t e d  t h e tbm«s
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and palaces of Eastern monarchs, and the liouses 
oí the rich, in far-off centuries; and the beautiful 
6n. sho'vn ynti in the picture on this pago, was 
copied from one madc more than two thousand 
vearsairo, in Etruria, a country of ancicnt Italy.

The peacock appcars very eaiTy in history as a 
domcstic ftnvl, since the Hclírcws had it long before 
the days of Solomon. From Asia it went wcstward 
intri Kurope, as soon as civilization bogan to pené­
trate «hat then were savage wilds. In those oíd 
daes of Romo, which thc poets cali its golden 
aje, when thc luxurious life of tha t splendid cit\- 
was at its heiglit, no great feast was without its 
pcocks. cookcd as thc most ostentatious dish. 
The budy of the bird was roasted, and when 
placed upon ilie table was wrapped in a  life- 
like xvay in its own skin, with tlic tail-fcathers 
spread. Could anything be more ornamental to 
a dinner-tabU' ? The custom of having pcacocks 
íenedatbaiu|iicts continued into the Middlc Ages, 
but it is rardy that one is cooked nowadays, for 
most persons considcr the flesh di y and tasteless.

•The peacock seems filled with an intense admira­
tion of his own beauly. He poses in a  staiely atti- 
tudc, or struts about, inviting \'our attention to his 
magnificcncc; then he slowly bcnds his proud head 
from one sido to thc other and rattles llie cprills of 
his tail, as he marches off with thc parado of a 
druni-in.ajor, and turns to let thc sunshinc glint 
upon his plumcs in some ncw w.ay. “  As vain as 
a peacock” is a well-foundcd proverb, no doubt: 
but, perhaps, in justice to thc beautiful bird, it 
wotdd be wisc to remcmljcr a short sermón on this 
tcxt from your good friend, jack-in-thc-Pulpit, who 
said to you, in March, 1874:

“  I gave a peacock a good talking to, thc otlier 
day, for being so vain. But lie made me under­
stand that vanity was his principal mcrit. ‘F o r,’ 
said he, ‘ how in the world should we pcacocks 
look, if we did n ’t strut ? W hat kind of an air 
would our tail fcathcrs ha\ e, if we did n ’t spread 
th e m ? ’ I gave in. A mcck peacock would be 
an absurdity. Vanity evidently was meant S]iccially 
for pcacocks.”
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I N  N A T U R E ’S  W O N D E R L A N D ;  O R ,  A D V E N T U R E S  IN THE 

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

B v  F k i . i x  I -  O s w A i . n .

C h a p t e r  VII.

** R o c k s  a o d  l o n d y  A o v e r ^ k a s .

P t a y g T O u x id s  of t h e  m o t m t a i n  brecTC.**

T h e  Republic of Ciuatemala is .as far south as 
ICgypt, but its mountains are so high tliat thc 
wcathcr is by no means very hot. and when wc 
a p p n a c h c d  the heights of the Sierra Gorda we 
had to unstrap our blankcts to keep our poor 
monkeys warm. T he upper sierra was so loneh 
that wc becamc a little uneasy .about our road, but 
thc confiderice of our guidc re-assured us.

“ T here is no doubt about thc right direction.” 
said h e ; “  we have to keep straight south. antl 
if we get up to the ridgc Ijcfore sundown. you 
will see the Valley of A ntigua.”

“  I don’t think we shall rcach a house before
n igh t.” said M cnito; “ this looks l ik e  ” He
stoppcd and  clutched my arm. “  Look up there.” 
he whispered ; “  there ’s somcbody ahead of us— 
something moving in the clifTs over yonder.”

The moving something looked like a big red 
bag with two little feet,—a  iraveling bundlc of red 
shawls, as it seemed when we carne a little nearer.

“  Oh, 1 know,” laughed ü a d d y  Simón, “  that ’s 
the old sergeant’s daughter, with her pack of 
dry-goods; I have met her twice before.”

“  W h a t serge.ant ? ” I .asked.
“  He uscd to belong to the mounted pólice,” 

said thc guide, “ and h e ’s living somewhere in 
this sierra now. His wife makes woolen shawls 
and things, and they peddie thcm all ovcr the 
country. Yes, that ’s the same girl,” he whispered, 
whcn we ovcrtook the red bundlc.

T he  bundle tum ed, and under a  heap of woolen 
shawls, caps, and mittens, we saw the owner of thc 
little fcct, a  black-eycd infant with a sharp nosc 
and a big walking-stick—a mere baby, of eight or 
nine years, I should say, certainly not more than 
ten, but quite sclf-possesscd.'^

“  Fine evening,” she obscrved. after answering 
our grecting. “  Traveling ? ”

“ Yes, wc are going to A ntigua,” I rcp lied ; 
“ do you know which is thc shortcst ro ad ?”

“  I ’ll show you by and by, whcn we get up lo 
the ridge,” said s h e ; “  you are all right thus far. 
Strangers, 1 suppose?”

“ Not altogether,” said our guidc; “ did n’t I 
see you in San Mateo two years ago ? ”

“ Of course you did ,” said she: -‘ I go tbcre 
every Christm as.”

“ Quite a lo n e?” 1 .asked. "  Don't thc áem 
Indians bother you ? ”

“ Not if I know it,” said the little milliner; 
“  they would find out that my father mvns,imusket. 
My ñam e is Miss Cortina, you know.'’

“  But what about ghosts?” said .Menito: “ dieT I 

don’t care for muskcts. Suppose you should meé | 
the W ild Spaniard, or thc Three Howling Monks;” 

“  Howling Mtrnks? They had ItcUcr k.ive me I  
alone,” said Miss Cortina, with a glancc at her 
walking-stick. “  1 ’d  givc them something to boíl 
•about.”*

T he sun went down lx;fore we rcachcd ik I 
summit rocks, and it was almost dark when it 
haitcd, in a grove of larch-trccs un the southcm [ 
slopc.

“  I must leave you now.” said Miss Cortm. 
when wc had pitched our tcnt. “ Thatbiidl 
smoke-cloud over yonder is thc Volcanoof Mesara, I 
so vf)u sec that you are going in the right dhec- 
tion. I ’ll show you thc trail to-morrow morning.''

She shouldcred her bundlc and took campunderl 
thc branches of a  fallen trec. some fifty vanfe 6» |  
our bivouac.

“ No wonder slie is n’t afraid of ghosts," laughed I 
T om m y; “ would n’t she makc a good «iichher-f 
sclf? She uses that bundle of hets for a bcd. itj 
seems, but I wonder if she has anything lo cair 

“  Here, Menito,” said I. •' take her these catesj 
and figs, and ask hcr if she needs an\lhing dst 

Menito started for the Irce, bul s o o n  c.ime bad j 
laughing.

“ She would n ’t let me come near herwign»! 
a t all,” said h e ;  “ she tclls me that she caii| 
receivc any callcrs after eight o’clock!"

About midnight, we were awakened by a 
light tliat pcnctratcd our tcnt and threw .i r 
glare on the oppositc trees.

“ T h a t can’t be thc moon,” s.iid Totnni}-|
“  may be the woods are afire—«-ait, I ’i" 
see what it is. Oh, come out here, all of y<w- 
cried,— “  tlic whole sky is ablaze !"

W e steppcd out, and, sure enough. 
southcm  firmamcnt was suffused with a luri^ ' |  
and, whcn we had madc our way '
bushes, wc saw thc fire itself, a  whirlof bfi|®' 
flamcs that seemed to rise from the heart

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



a d v e n t u r e s  i n  T H E  A M E R I C A N  T R O I ’ I C S . 5 3 9

central sierra, and illuminated the wild mountains 
near and far. Every now and then a  fiery mass 
shót np into the clouds and fell back in a shower 
of burning Ilakcs.

Th.it’s the Volcano of Mesaya,” said Daddy 
Simón. ■“ .May the saints help all the poor pcople in 

that sierra 1 ”
He and Menito looked on in silence, but Tomm y 

had never seen a volcanic eruption before, and was 
almost beside himself with excitcment.

‘•Come this w a y !” he cried. “ Step on this 
ledj-c, linde, you can see it more plainly. W hy, 
talk about báttlcs and firc-works 1 All thc gun­
powder in thc world could not make a  flame of that

At sunrise the smoke of the volcano stood like a 
black cloud-pillar in the Southern sky, and when we 
continued on our road, we noticed a  strange dust in 
the air, a  hazc of fine ashes, tha t had drifted over 
with the night-wind. T he lowlands a t our feet, 
however, were sunlit for hundreds of miles, and 
through a  gap in thc south-western coast-range we 
could see thc glittcring waters of the Pacific Ocean. 
T he Southern slope of our sierra was very steep, till 
we reached a sort of terrace formed by thc upper 
valley of the Rio Claro. Here our little guide 
stopped, and pointed to a stone house tha t stood 
like a watch-tower a t thc brink of the river-valley.

“  T h a t ’s whcre my folks live,” said she. “  You

D I S T A N T  V I K W  O F  I H E  V O L C A N O  O K  M E S A Y A  AT  M I Ü N I G H T .

tóslit 1 hut how strange,— it is all so still ! T hat 
rokano musí he a long way from licrc.”

"About cigbty miles,” I replicd. “  It is beyond 
ihcburder, in tbe State of N icaragua.”

"What’s thu m a tte r?” said a squcaking little 
'■dice bclilnd US.

"Who’s tbnt? ” I asked. “  Miss Cortina? ” 
‘■Yes. il ' s i . ” said she. “  W hat ’s vip?”
‘‘Can't you see it ? ” said Tommv. “  Look over 

yondcr.”

‘That? Thcn I had better go to bed again ,” 
siidthc little lady. “  Well, w ell; I thought therc 

something thc matter. Never mind that oíd 
'"(«no; you can scc that any day in the ycar.”

Wc 'vcrc not quite sure about that. T he  night
*2" a little chilly, but we stood and looked till thc 
*»ndcr was vcilcd by the rising morning mist.

can’t miss your way now. W here you scc that 
cross-road, thcrc, I have to turn off to thc right. 1 
have been gone longer than I expected.”

“ I suppose you did not scll much on this t r ip ? ” 
inquired Menito, “  though it ’s none of my busi­
ness.”

Miss Cortina'cockcd hcr sharp little nose.
“  You had better mind your own business, tlien,” 

said she. “  I shall find a hundred customers bcfore 
you scll one of your oíd monkeys.”

“  T h a t ’s right, sissy,” laughed Tom. “  But we 
do not sell our monkeys; do you know anybody 
hereabouts who does? W c want to buy all the pcts 
we can get— kittcns, cats, and catam ounts.”

“  You do ? ” said she ; “  why did n’t you say so 
before ? How would a  couple of young bears suit 
you ? My father could find you a  pair of nice oncs.”
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“ W h a t will he ta k e ? ” asked Menito.
“  T h a t ’s no biisiness of m ine,” said the little 

shrcw. “ -You just follow this road ; if my father is 
homo, he will ovcrtakc ytíu before you cross that 
river. T he bcars are somcwhere in the sierra.”

A mile farther down we came to a bridge, whérc 
we had to wait half an hour, till a t last 
a  man with a large muskct carne run ­
ning down the rivcr-road.

“  Yes, that ’s the oíd scrgcant.” said 
Daddy Simón. “ I know him by that
big gun of his.”  -

“  Hallo 1 So m \’ girl was right, after 
all,” said the scrgcant. “ Her mother 
would n ’t Ijclieve that you wanted to 
buy tho^c bears.”

“  W here are they ? ” I askcd.
“ Up in the sierra; if you are bound 

for Antigua, it ’s a little out of your 
direction,” said he. “  But you might 
as well go by way of San Miguel, and 
get the vialico.”

“  W h a t ’s that ? ”
“  San Miguel is a convcnt,” e.xplained 

the sergeant. “ And the viatico is the 
luncheon they give to all strangers.”

“  All r i g h t ! ” I laughcd. “  W e must 
n’t miss that for anything. Come on, 
thcn .”

T he  sergeant was a  fast walker. but 
wc m anag cd 'to  keep up with him somc 
eight miles, up and down hill through 
the mountains, till he brought us to the 
brink of a deep ravinc, where our mulé 
refuscd to advance anothcr step.

“ You had better Icavc licr up hcrc 
and let tha t boy take her along the hill- 
side,” said our new guide. “  They can 
meet us at the mouth of the next crcck.”

W hen  we had reached the Ijottom of 
the ravine the hunter stopped and point- 
ed to a pile of bowldcrs on the opposite 
slope. “  T h a t ’s the bear’s den ,” said 
h e ; “  she has two cubs, nearly a  month 
oíd, I should say ; let ’s fetch them right

he, when we reachcd the bowlders. He untied a 
little bundle, took out a sack and a pair of large 
buckskin gloves, and after looking carcfully up and 
down the ravine, he crawled into a cleft in the bot­
tom rocks of the pile.

“  There ’s something wrong—may be the oíd

now
saidThen we had better gct our guns ready 

Tommy.
“ Never mind the guns,” said the sergeant; 

“  I ’ll gct the bcars for you ; they are only cubs, 
and the oíd one is n ’t at home. ”

“  How do you know ?”
“  She ’s out m arm ot-hunting,” said he; “  there ’s 

a colony of marmoí/os” (a sort of prairie-dogs) “ on 
the ridge of this sierra, and they never come out 
till the sun gets pretty high, a little after noon, gen- 
crally. Now hold my musket a  m om ent,” said

H IÜ E  A N D  S E E K  WTTH T H E  OLI) ItKAK.

bear was at home, after all,” said Tommy. «hcnwe 
had waitcd about twenty minutes, without secing 
any sign o f the sergeant.

“ No, I think he knows what l ie ’s about." saW 
Daddy S im ón; “  he ’s the best hunter in thissicro. 
and quite as sharp-nosed as his daughter. 
here he comes. Listen ! ”

A whimpering howl came from the dcpthsofili* 
cave, and, a  m om cnt after, the hunter crawled out 
and handcd us a creaturc like a fat, black pooHIe- 
dog. “ H ere, take chargc of this oíd howler, sai
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he- “ thcy are biggcr than I o-xpccted; 1 am going 
to "Ct his brotlicr now.”

" Thcrc is n't much time to lose,” said he, when 
he rc-appearcd with the second black poodlc; “ thc 
old bear will come homc before long. W e shall 
have to play hcr a trick, or she may come after us.” 

•• What are you going to do ? ” I asked.
" I 'II .show you,” said he ; and taking hold of 

the two cubs, he souscd thcm in the creck at thc 
hoitom ofthc navinc; and then, ho ld ing them  cióse 
together, he walkcd slowly toward another pile of 
liowldcrs a little farther down. T he drenchcd 
etibs tricklcd like two watcring-pots, and aftcr hold- 
mg thcm over thc top of thc pile, he rubbcd their 
m  fur against some of thc projccting rocks. 
•■Let mo sec that bag now,” said h e ;  “  chuck 
them in. picase: that ’s it. And now let ’s gct out 
oí this as fast as we can. Come this way : straight 
uphill: ihcsliortest way is thc best.”

We clambercd up the slope on our hands and 
fcct. till wec.amc in sight of thc pl.acc where Menito 
iras w.aiting with thc mulo. But before wc reachcd 
thcm. thc Ininter suddenly threw himself fíat bc- 
hiiid a rock and motioned us with his hand to keep 
down .and hide ourselvcs. “ 1 knew there was no 
lime to lose,” he whispered ; •• here comes the olcl 
one!"

Down below. :it the bottom of thc v:illcy, a big 
fel bear canie trotting along the creek with hcr 
nosedosc to the ground, m aking straight for thc 
wet Ixm’ldcrs. There she stojapcd, and aftcr nos- 
ing about herc and there, she raised herself on hcr 
hind Icgs and beg:m to tear down the rocks, onc 
after another, though some of thcm could not 
ivcigh Icss than ;i ton. Now and then she raiscd 
hcr head and looked silently all around, and then, 
with a licrce growl. she fell upon thc rocks again.
I wiindcred how she would m anagc thc enormous 
howldcrs at the laoltom of thc pile, but before she 
had hnishcd hcr work, the huntcr slippcd away 
antl beckoned us to follow him.

"We tire all right now,” said he. when wc got 
hack to the hill-road ; " s h e  has n’t sccn us yet, 
and before slie has finishcd there, we shall havc a 

, sürtof a mile at least. How do you like the cubs 
-don’t you think they are worth fbur dollars ? ” 

■‘Certainly,” said i ;  “ but 1 ’ll givc you five, 
fotshowing US how to oulwit a bcar.”

“Ves, but look herc,” said Daddy Simón, “ Mr. 
Conina must n’t leave us y e t; wc should be sure 

I tolosc our way; 1 havc never bccn in this part of 
>hcsierra before.”

Don’l trouble yourselvcs about th a t,” laughed 
* “̂Mer; “ 1 want to get my share of that viatico, 

in thc first place, wc must havc some dinncr 
I 11 take you to a place where we can gct 

® amnunt of bread and honey.”

“ W h a t ! Is there a  house up here ? ” 1 asked. 
“ No, but a  honey-camp,” said the se rgean t; 

“  old Jack Gómez ¡s living there all by himself, 
hunting  up wild bees’ pests in the rocks. H e ’s 
the funnicst old chap you ever saw.”

W e could not deny that, when Mr. Cortina in- 
troduccd us to thc liermit. T he  old fellow wore 
Icathcr kncc-brecchcs, and a short Icather waist- 
coat, but nothing else, and from the top of his 
bare head to thc tips of his toes his skin looked as 
if he had bccn painted with yellow ocher and 
coach-varnish ; his beard and his long hair were 
just one mass of clotted honey.

“  How are yon, Jack ? ” said thc sergeant, and 
slapped him on the shoulder, bn t drew back his 
hand as if he had touchcd a  pitched kcttle.

“  Just look at this 1 ” cried he. •' W hy dnm’t you 
wash yourself, you old monstcr ”

“ Wa.sh m y sc lf!” chucklcd the h e rm it: " w h a t  
would be th.c use, my dcar friends? 1 should be 
covcrcd with honey again the very ne.xt day. T h a t ’s 
Just the fun of it,” he continued, pointing to a big 
pile of honey-combs. "  1 find a nest every day ! 
T he young chaps in San Tomas would like to 
find out how 1 do it, but they can 't,” he tittercd, 
“  they can’t 1 I gct a kcg full before thcy can fill a 
quart-cup. I could gct rich at this busincss,” said 
he, “  but my nephew charges me a dollar for every 
barrel he hauls to .Antigua.”

“  W hy don’t you take it there yourself? ” asked 
the sergeant.

“  To .Antigua ? T he sainls bless you ! ” laughed 
the hermit,— “  thc fiies would cat me alivc ! No ;
I have to stick to thc highlands.”

“ W here do you slcep a t night, Don G ó m ez?” 
I inquired.

“  Right herc ,” said he, “  under this tree, or in 
that dug-out ”— with a glancc at an excavation in 
the side o fthc  hill. “  If it ’s going to rain, 1 can 
tell it by my weathcr-prophcts, up there.”

Behind thc cliffs of the honey-camp rose a  limc- 
stone ridgc, so absolutcly perpendicular tha t some 
of the rocks looked like tower-walls. On top of this 
natural fortrcss roosted a swarm of king-vulturcs—• 
big, black fellows with red hcads, taking their case 
as if they knew that their citadcl was inaccessiblc 
to hum an fcct. T he ridge was honcy-combcd with 
caves similar to thc boles in tlic lower cliffs, and, 
.as thc vultiircs flcw to and fro, their young ones 
thrust their heads out of the holcs and seemed to 
clamor for their dinncr.

“ If it ’s going to rain, the old ones go to roost 
in those boles,” said thc hermit. “ I never knew 
thcm to make a  mistake. ”

T he vulturc-rock was too stecp to climb, and it 
would havc bccn uscless to shoot thc poor fellows, 
but the hermit sold iis a  pair of mannoHos, or

■ '.v i- V ;.vv :'Z - L V:' I  Je
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mountain weasels, lively little chaps, looking almost 
like yellow squirrels witli stump-tails. He had 
tamed several dozen of them, and fed them on the 
refuse of his wax-caldron. These marmots and a 
little dog, he said, had been his onl\- companions 
for thc last five years.

“ Let ’s go,” said the sergeant, as soon as we 
had  finished our dinncr ; “  we can not get to San

mountain mcadows strctched away before «s for 
miles and miles; but therc was not a trace of a 
human settlement. Toward sunset, however, wc 
passed an abandoncd cottagc that remindcd me 
of thc shcpherds’ cabins in the Austrian .\lps,

“  I once tried to camp in that shanty,’’said ihc 
sergeant, “  but I did not sleep a wink; there’s a 
ncst of mountain parrots somewhere on the roof or

T i n ;  I’S T S  O F  T H E  C O N V EN T.

Miguel before to-morrow noon, but it wont rain 
to-night, if wc can trust those vultures, and 1 am 
going to take you to a  very coinfortable cam p.” ■ 

T he Southern chain of tlie sierra seemed to be 
almost entirely uninhabited,— wild rocks and lonely

in the chiinncy, and the oíd oncs screaraM di 

night like wild-cats.”
“ I  wish wc could find somc k i n d  o í  a  shdirr- 

placc,”  I observcd ; “  it will be chilly to-nighl-’’  ̂
“ Yes, b u t not where we are going lo campi
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s a i d  the hunter; “ just wait till you sec the place.” 
He took US to a  dry ravinc with an ovcrhanging 
ledge, where the winds had heapcd up a  mass óf 
dn'leaves from a ncighboring livc-oak grove. W e 
nked them together into a large pile, and then

THK l'K ICKE CO M M K M O R A T lN t;  A I.UCKV SHOT.

Ispread our tcm-cloth on to p ; laut thcre were still 
Jearcs cnough left to fdl a hundred bcd-sacks.

"We'11 pile them on top of our blankets,” said 
jlüie scrgcant; " iha t will keep us more comfortable 
Itlunanycamp-fire. .\ fire is apt to go out, and if 
mdocs you are sure to wake up with coid fcet, but 
Ihese leaves will keep us as warm as a  feathcr-bed.” 

They did, indeed, and we had ncver passed a

fore comforlahlo night in the wildcrness. But- 
wd niurning Tommy waked me before it was 
«te daylight.

Ilow's thai?” said he. “  1 have been sitting 
J p  in m y  shirt-slec\ cs for half an hour, and it ’s  

■ «rm ¡15 over. I t ’s going lo rain, I am afraid.” 
■Vter a look at the clouds, 1 made thcm all gct 

■P nnd pack tlioir things. T he whole sky was

§"051111111 a grayish hazc that looked \-cry much 
'«theash-cloiid of the volcano.

There’s a storm brcwing,” said the hunte r; 
‘htitdsonielliing like thuncler a while ago. It 

in the central valley, betwecn this siei ra 
the onc we left yesterday morning. ”

T hat seemed, indccd, the true explanation. W e
did not see any lightning, but as we descended the
valley the Ihunder in the mountains boomcd like a 

distant cannonadc, with an end- 
less e c h o ; sometimes like the 
deep muttcrings of a hum an 
volee, and thcn again like the 

rumbling of a ten-pin hall over 
a hollow floor. By good luck, 
our road went steadily down- 
hill, and wc pressed for-
ward a t the rate of five
miles an hour till wc sight- 
cd our destination, the 
Convcnt of San Miguel, 

in a  grove of poplar 
and plañe trees. Down 
in tlie valley we set 
our mulé trotting 
now and then, for 
the Ihunder-peals 
became louder 

and louder, as if 
the storm 
were fol- 
lowing at 
our heels.

  There ’s no
danger till we see the 
lightning,” said the 

hun te r; “ i t ’s still all on the 
other sidc of the sierra. ”

Half a mile from the convcnt we 
came to ;i creek, where we hastily 
watercd our mole and washcd our wirc 

baskcts and saddlc-bags.
“ W ould n ’t this be a  nice bathing-place ? ” said 

Menito; “ why, it ’s as warm to-day as in mid- 
su m m e r! ”

“  Yes, but wc had better hurry up ,” said 
T 'om m y; “ I bclieve I saw a flash of lightning 
just now.”

“ Hallo, your boy is r ig h t!” said the hun ter;
look at the mountains— it ’s coming !”
T he summits of the sierra had suddenly turned 

gray, and evcn while we ran we could hear the 
loar of the storm in tlic pinc-forests of the uppcr 
ridge.

“  Forward ! ” cried the sergeant; “  wc can rcach 
the convcnt in ten minutes ! ”

Black Bctsy seemed to understand him, and 
u en t ahead, till wc had to nm  at the top of our 
speed to keep up with her. Dust and leaves 
flew over our heads, bul through the rush of the 
whirlwind wc could hear the loud shouting of the 
people at the convent; and just before the storm 
overtook us, we reached the gato, amidst the cheers
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of the jolly friars, who met us in thc court-yard, 
and pulled our mulé through thc pórtico into thc 
lower hall of the convcnt.

In the ncxt minute the rain carne down like a 
deluge, but we were safe. T he convcnt was a 
massivc stone building, with a flag-roof that 
had  weathered worsc storms than this. W hilc ; 
we brusltcd the dust from our coats, thc í 
hunter and onc of thc monks hclped _
Daddy Simón to unpack the mulé, 
but by some mistake thcy un- 
buckled tlie strap that lield thc 
wire baskets. These tum- 
bled down, and out jum ped 
our little friend, Bobtai!
Billy, and was grab- 
bcd almost in the ' 
same mom ent Ijy a 
savage-loo king bull- 
dog, who would ccr- 
tainly have killcd 
him  if a  monk had 
not caught him by ihe throat in 
the nick of lime. As it was,
Billy got off with a bad scarc, 
but he did not leavc off chat- 
tering and whimpering for thc 
ncxt ten minutes.

T he rain lasted all night, but the 
ncxt m orning was as clear and sunny 
as a May day in Italy, and before wc left, 
thc abbot took us over to a  side-building, 
to show US the curiosities of the convcnt.
T hey  had a  collection of Indian 
idols and wcapons, and  a strange 
fcather-cloak which had belonged 
to a prince of the na- 
tion tha t inhabited 
G uatem ala before thc 
Sptiniards carne. 11 
was madc of coarse Unen, but 
from the collar to the lower 
scam, continuous rows of gau- 
dy bird-fcathcrs had been 
stitchcd into the wcft of the 
cloth, blue and gray ones 
forming thc background, with
thc brilliant plumes of thc yellow macaw set around 
thc collar, and red and purplc wing-feathers dis- 
tributed herc and there, like flower-pattcrns on a 
gray carpct. They liad also an assortmcnt of 
stuffcd snakes, and on thc porch of thc main 
building stood a big cage, sliapcd like a castle, 
with turrcts and weathcr-cocks, and containing a 
dozcn tame king-vulturcs. T hey  lioppcd out as 
soon as the cage was opened, and followed us all 
about the porch like dogs.

“  W ould you like to scll me onc «f thown» )- 
I .asked.

“ 1 do not know,” said thc abbol. •• 
the ru le ; but I think I TI let you have a pair.andífi 

Cortina can gct me some new oncs” 
|s f c , |  

a huv agains! it;” 
asked.

“ N’<>; ITlu-iivou 
>'<'»■ it  is." s,iid thc 

abbot. ■•Comethk 
way. piense.”

He tiK)k US to the 

rcfeetory iif the con. 

vcnt, ,111(1 shoived us 

a large picture rep- 

rcscnting a man in 

ho t pursnitofaW  
'v it li a chikl in fe 

m o iitli.

I hi" pictnrcn-js 
painted tcirommem- 
orate an .letual oc- 
cnrrence," said he. | 
"Some lifty ycais 

', a gemlcnian hythc 
namc of A'egros orntcd 
a  large farm near i 

convcnt. and whilc his 
children w ere at play in 
thc garden one day, a 
bcar broke ihroughtbe 
hcdge and ran olT with 
his little son. DonW 
gros snatchcd up ht 
niiisket and started ii 
inirsuil, bul, seeing that 
he could not ovcrtalc 
thc bcar, he kncit down 
and fircd—a ivcll-aimeii 
r.hot. as he thought, and 
from a distancc that 
madc it easy enougli M 
hit such a large brute.̂  
But the bcar kepl on. 
and disappcared in ib* 
chaparral [thom-jtingkl 

of the ncighboring hills. After a long seareh, 
the child was given up for lost, till, some cigbl 
days aftcr, two of our monks, coming home fe™ 
a visit to an Indian villagc, saw a number ol 
vulturcs on a ccrtain trcc in the depibs oí ife 
chaparral, and, m aking their way to the spot, fou” 
the carcass of thc bcar, and not f;ir olT a 
of four or five years, who told thcm bis feife ’ 
namc, and said that he had  lived a whole ueek 
wild r.Tspbcrries. W hcn Don Yegros gol bis

«IL L Y  BO IÍTAII.  T i : i< N S P'ÍKBIÍC*. TOU.
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,ck, lie grive this convcnt a present of fifty acres 
■ land, besides a sum of money, on condition 

¡Ihat «e should feed twelve king-vultures, becausc 
hosc birds had guided the rcscuing party .”
Bobtail Hilly, after his last adventure, bad taken 
) his quartere in thc convcnt kitchcn, bu t when 

[«■e iverc ready to start, the little ehatterbox had 
appeared.
“ M.aybe. he is in the yard,” said the sergeant. 

“That oíd bull-dog is kecping up a terrible noise 
b̂out something or other.”
The dog liad been chaincd to a post near an  oíd 

pirdcn-wall, and we could not imagine what should 
uve put líilly in his way. Uut tlie luinter was 

|íght: on top of the wall stood our little bobtail. 
laítering and trving to aggravatc thc bull-dog in 
■ery possible way. The dog barkcd furiously, and 
r and thcn made a .savage Icap against the wall ; 

his cbain was too short, and whcnever he 
fumpcd, Hilly hit liim with a stonc or a  picce of 

irtar. Our calis at last attractcd the attention of

thc little bombardier, and seeing that we were wait­
ing for him at the gate, he jum ped down on the 
other side, and tried to reach us by running along 
a t the side of the gardcn-wall. But, a t the end of 
thc wall, he had to cross the court-yard, and hcre 
his enciny caught sight of him.

H e stepped back, and then throwing himself 
forwai'd with a sudden leap, he m anagcd to snap 
the chain closc to thc post, and carne charging 
down the road like a h un tin g^an th e r. Billy was 
trotting leisurely along, but hearing thc rattle of 
the chain, he looked back, and no human voicc 
could have imitatcd his squeals of horror as he 
carne tearing through the gatc-way. T he afifair 
m ight have got us into a scrape, for Tom m y had 
alrcadv Icveled his shot-gun, resolved to dcfend his 
jict against all com crs; but the heavy chain saved 
the bull-dog’s life ; its weight delayed him, and 
so he was a  momcnt too la te ; when he ovcrtook 
US , Billy had already reached his perch, and was 
m aking faces at him from behind the saddlc-bag.

(T o  be couiiuued.)

T K e r e  w a ^  a  ^ m a l  

i ^ e r v a n t  c a l  l e  <3. K a t e ,  

W K o  ^ a t  ©TV f K e  ^ l ^ a i r 5  

v e i y  l a t e ;  
k e n .  a ^ k e d

f a r e d ,

S K e  ^ K e  w a S

^ c a r e c í ,

I  B i i t  w a ^  © t k e r w i ^ e  d © -

i n g "  k r ^ l r  r a t e .
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B y  .Ma r y  B r a k i .k v .

“ D e a r  m e ! ” cried little Polly Miller, as shc 
looked out of the window onc sunshiny May morn­
ing. “  Dear m e ; sakcs alive 1 Here comes a 
percession ! ” *

Polly flew out to the porch, her eycs shining, and 
her chccks pink with excitcm ent; for proccssions 
did not often go past the little brown cottage where 
she lived. Down the lañe tliere was a tooting of 
tin horns, a  mcrry m urm ur of childrcn’s volees, a 
flutter of gay little flags, bright ribbons, whitc 
muslin drcsscs,—and in a minute more the May- 
party came marching along. T here was a queen, 
with a  wreath of flowcrs on her hcad, and a  long 
white vcil floating behind h e r; thcre were four 
maids of honor, carrying long wands tha t were 
decoratcd with pink and blue stream ers; there were 
ten girls marching two by two behind the maids «f 
h o n o r; and two big girls lo take care of tlie party : 
bcsidcs any number of boys, who all carried 
baskcts. and  had little flags stuck in their hats, and 
“ blew up their ho m s,"  as if cver>- onc of thcm was 
a  Little Boy Blue in his own right.

Polly watched thcm in brcathlcss delight. 
“ O h ! ” she gasped, “  i t ’s the lovcliest percession 
I never did s e e ! .-An’ it ’s going—why, just as surc­
as I ’m alive, it ’s going up in my w oods! So it 
a int a  percession, after a l l ; it ’s a  picnic ! ”

Polly always said “m y woods,” although they only 
belonged to her as they belonged to the birds, and 
the trcc-toads, and Ihc black ants, and  the briglit- 
eyed, bushy-tailed squirrels that shc lovcd to watcli. 
She spcnt a great deal of her time there—almost as 
much as the birdies and the bunnies themsclves; for 
she had  nothing else to do with it,— nothing to 
signify, a t le a s t; and the woods w-erc so close l)y 
her home that her mothcr could cali her from the 
front door, if shc wanted her. It ’s true Polly 
did n’t alw-ays hear her when shc called, for shc 
straycd off sometimes to hunt for wild strawberries, 
or to get the flag-root that grew in the marshy bed 
of the brook. But her m other knew tlie woods 
were safe, and shc ncver worried. T hcre werc no 
snakes, and it was too far away from the high-road 
for tramps.

Indccd, it was a rare thing for Polly to mcet any­
body at all in her woods. Once upon a  time tlicre 
had lx;en a  picnic in them —a ' Sunday-school pic­
nic, which came up from New- Y ork ; and Polly’s 
grown-up sister, who was n ’t grow-n-up and marricd 
then, had gone to it. Shc had  told Polly all about 
it a  great many times,— about the swings tha t werc

put up in the tre e s ; about the long tablc (ir_ 
of pine boards resting on slumps) ihat wascovcrídl 
with good things; about the liiik- girls in »h 
frocks and blue sash es; about the banncrs and t 
badges; and the ladies and genik-mcn *hop 
gamos with the children; and the songsihcx-siJijl 
and the ice-cream they a te; and everything; ij 
was a story that Polly was never lired of, and 1 
dre.am of her lifc had Ixtcn to go toa picniciu¡ 
like tha t onc. No wonder her oyes sparkied i 
shc saw the May-party !

For she never thought of thcre Ix;ing .inv tn 
about her going to it. Susnn Ann went tn thcpic-j 
n ic—that was the grown-up sister: why should n'U 
Polly go ;is well as Susan .-\nn ? The only 1 
was. they werc all drcssed up in white 
“  But ncver m in d ! ” said Polly. “ Ihar-ca»!! 
frock, too.”

.\n d  she ran ujistairs, pulled it out of the 1 
tom drawcr of her m other’s bure.iii. and liad h o 
in a jiffy— as funny a little white frock as yo« 1 
secn in many a  day. Poll\-'s mother made it a 
the same pattcrn tha t shc had runde .Susan .Abii'| 
frocks by when s/ic was litt le ; and it was long in ti 
skirl, and shorl in the waist, and low in the neck| 
it h.ad n ’t any rufflcs, or embroideries. or grats, o 
pull-backs. such as little girls w ear nowadajs, i 
the short slccves were loope-d up w ith pink«h 
knots, made out of Susan Ann’s oíd Iwmnel-strá; 
and Polly’s fat little ncck and round arms wcrc le| 
all bare. They looked cunning, though; so plui 
and whitc, and babyish that you wanted to I 
thcm. T he bright little face was sw-ect enoogk í 
kisscs, to o ; and the nakcd little feci—fcr f 
could n’t bear shocs and stockings in warm «'«ti 
— were bewitching. W hen she ¡mt her Suni 
hat on— a big, flapping Leghom with a wrati o 
“ .artificiáis” round it— she looked .as 
stcpped out of a [úcture-book ; and s h e  had n i^  
least idea that thcre was anytliing funny of i 
fashioncd about her.

T here was nobody around when shc went do«̂  
stairs, for it was chuming-day, and her mod'O'' 
busy. Bcsides, she ncver paid much attenw j  
Políy’s movcmcnts, so thcre was no onc » •  
the little one from following the May-p-tH)- 
had only had time to look about them a W ’ ’s 
the provision-baskcts in a safe place, and j  
considcr how they werc going to amusc t 
all day, when Poíly overtook them.

“  Is you h.avin’ a picnic ? ” she said. wal »
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nt do»i 
jthcr» 
eniion 
10 hiná

h h a s m i l i n g  face, t<> one of the big girls. “ 1 
tes picnics, mysclf.”
npoyou?” said thc big girl, staring at her in a 
iihcr disagrcG'ble way. “  T hank  you for the 

iforaiaiion.”
"Vou ’re wclcomc,” answered Polly, innocenth;. 
nsivhat she had been taught to say whenever 
ivoncthankcíl her for a favor. “  I did n ’t go to 
IV picnics yet, though,” she added, in a confiding 
é. “Susan Aun went once, bul she did n’t take 

guess 1 was n’t anywhcrcs 'round then .” 
“Whatchild is th a t? ” asked thc other big girl, 

I »  h a d  just discovcrcd Polly. “ W here in the 
ttld did you pick up such a funny little object, 
¡ttha? Is Noah’s Ark in the neigliborhood ? ” 
“Can’t say, I ’ni sure,” said Bertha, moving 
iiy. ■'.And 1 have n’t pickcd hcr up at all. She 
■gán a con\ ersation with me, which 1 '11 leave you 
ínish.”
Where did you come from, little g ir l? ” asked 
olhcr onc. rather liastily; for she had various 

ings to attcnd lo. “  You don’t know anybody 
te, do you ? This is a prívate party. ”
.Ainl it a picnic?” said Polly, a little shadow 

insietv crceping into hcr smilc. “ 1 thinkcd il 
a picnic, an’ I carne to stay.”
Oh, you did r ” exclaimed the other girl, laugh- 

“ liut ihal wont do, 1 ’m afraid. W ho in- 
you, Sissic ? ”

’olly shook hcr head. "  M y  n a m c  a in t  S i s s ic ;

Iv Millcr: and 1 carne to slav,” she re­
t i d .  '

group nf girls and boys had gathercd around 
by this time, and curious oyes were staring at 
haré little fcct, nt the funny white frock, at thc 

ncd, widc-brimtncd hat with the ttrtificial 
onit. “ What a gity!” thc oyes tclegraphed 
eanother; ;md little ripples of not very amia- 
hughtcr ran :inmnd thc group. Polly’s eyes 

:d from onc fttcc to another with a  look that 
suddenly grown wistfttl. 11er happy smilc 
handablush stole up into her cheek. 
hlustnt anybody come to picnics ? ” she asked, 
mbusly.

Not unless thcy are invited,” was the cptick 
“ .And yon ’re laot invited, you see. 

you don'i know anybody hcrc, and all the 
I ®le girls are acquainted with onc another. 
wuldnThavc a nice time at all.”

/  think I sh o u ld !” cried Polly, 
V' aint hard to gct acquainted with.” 

jpnsomc smilc sprcading over her face again. 
T f Annsays I ’m a sociable little body.”
I 0“ tea droll (me, any how,” said thc íaig girl, 

laugh. •' \Yhat shall we do with her, 
Let her s tay? ”  

no!”_ a  little miss with long yellow

curls, and a proud little nose very high in the air, 
spoke up p rom ptly ; and then, with a coid glance at 
Polly, she ad d e d ’: “ W e don’t want that sort of
peoplc at our picnic. Tell her to go away, Lulu .”

And two or three others chimcd in with—
“ Yes, Lulu! Send her away. W e can’t be 

bothercd with that little barcfootcd thing all day. 
She ’s no right to cxpect it. Tell her to go hom e.”

“  There, dcar,” said Lulu hastily, and more than 
half ashamcd of herself, “ it wont do, you sec; and 
wc ’re going to be busy, now, so 1 guess you ’d 
better run homc right away, little Polly W h a t ’s- 
your-name ! Herc ’s a  caramel for you,” taking 
one out of lier pocket, with an attem pt a t conso- 
iation.

But Polly did not accept it. Aftcr one wonder- 
ing and wistful glance all around thc circle of pretty 
faces, not onc of which had a wclcome for her, she 
uirned hcr back upon thcm, and walkcd away 
slowly and sorrowfully. T he children looked aftcr 
hcr with an uncomfortable feeling; and Lulu said. 
“  Poor th in g ! ” in a pitying tone. But the little 
miss iu the princesse dress and the long yellow 
cnris tosscd hcr head.

“  W hat clsc could she cxpect ? ” she cried. “  As 
if we wanted a lot of ragam uffins! W hy, ncxt 
thing, ‘ Susan A un ,’ and all the family would havc 
‘ come to sta\-.’ I never saw anything so cool in all 
my life.”

“ Oh, well; she ’s gone now; so never m ind,” 
said Lulu. Let ’s go and sec if thc swings are 
up yet.”

T he children scattcrcd about through the woods, 
some to gather violets and wind-flowers, some to 
sail boats in thc brook, some to go fiying sky-high 
in thc long rope-swings that the boys were putting 
up. They forgot little Polly as soon as she was out 
of s ig h t; but she did not forget thcm. There was 
no angcr against thcm in hcr innocent h e a r t ; only 
a great disappointnicnt, a  puzzlcd wonder, and an 
nnconquercd dcsirc. She could not undcrstand 
why they did not want her, and she still longcd 
aftcr thc unknown dclights of the ¡jicnic.

The longing grcw stronger as she went farther 
awa)-: so strong at last that it was not to be re- 
sistcd; and Polly turncd about suddenly wilh a new 
idea. W hat was the use of going home, where 
there was n’t anything to do? She could stay 
;iround in thc woods, and hide in hcr house when 
nobody was looking, and “  pcek ” at the picnic, 
anyhow. T ha t would be better than nothing. 
Polly’s “  house ” was a hollow trcc, and she lived in 
it a  great deal, and brought as many trcasurcs to it 
as a squirrel docs to its holc. She played all sorts 
of games in her h o use : that it was rainy weather, 
and she could n ’t go o u t ; tha t it was night-time, 
and she must makc up her bcd and go to s lccp ;
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that company was coming, and she had to bake 
cakc and put on thc tca-kcttle ; tha t hcr childrcn 
were all down with the mcasles, and she could n’t 
get a  chance to clean house.

There was no end to the things Polly “  played ” 
in her hollow tr e e ; but one of the best games of 
all was when slie played that bears and Indians 
were around. Then she filled up the door of her 
house with bushy green boughs that she broke off 
the young trees, and hid herself bchind them. 
She used to prctcnd tha t she was tcrribly frightencd, 
and sometimos she pretended so well that she really 
did get frightencd, and ran home as fast as if the 
bears and  Indians had truly been bcliind hcr. It 
was only yesterday that that very thing had hap ­
pened, and thc groen boughs were still in front of 
Polly’s house, just as she had left them when she 
ran away. She remembered it now, and it did not 
take her long to make lier way back to the trec. 
She was nimble as a hop-toad, and knew just whcre 
to g o ; so she was safe in hcr snug hiding-placc 
before any one got so 'much as a glimpsc of her.

Once there, she could scc a good deal of what 
was going on, and hear more. T he green boughs 
sheltered her, but thcrc were plcnty of little open- 
ings through which bright eyes could pccp. She 
saw thc children running to and fro to gathcr 
mosses and ferns, and heard  their shouts, their 
bursts of mcrry laughter, their chattering tongucs, 
now cióse by, and now far off. After a while, she 
heard somebody sa y :

“  S’pose we have tbe coronation now ; what ’s the 
use of waiting lili after lunchcon ? ”

T hcn  somebody else said, “  Well, cali the chil­
d rcn .”

And Polly heard a very loud trumpet-blowing, and 
all the boys and girls began to flock together in a 
green open space which was just below her “  liouse.” 
She had no idea what a coronation m e a n t ; but 
she thought it thc most beautiful thing in thc world 
when she heard them all singing, and spcaking 
pieces, and saw them dance in a ring around thc 
little girl who was choscn Queen of the May. T here 
was nothing like that at Susan A nn’s picnic, Polly 
was s u re ; and she was so happy, looking at the 
coronation, that she quite forgot she was only 
“  pecking ” at the picnic, and not really in it herself.

By and by, bcfore she had begun to be tircd, 
som ething else happened. T he two tall girls, Lulu 
and Bertha, began to “ set thc table.” They 
spread a  long whitc cloth on the ground, and in 
the middlc of it they made a little mound of nioss, 
which they stuck full of ferns and wild-flowcrs. 
Around this they madc a circle of orangcs, and 
then a  ring of little iccd cakes, pink, and whitc, and 
chocolatc-colorcd. At the four corncrs they had 
heaping platos of sandw iches; and thc rest f>f the

cloth was filled up with loaf-cakes, and diste j 
jelly, and coid chicken, and biscuits, andcns' 
pie. It was a beautiful table when itwasalld 
but oh, how hungry it madc Polly fccll

“  Seems as if I had n’t had brcakfastto-dav/’sl 
iiovcolf "  Seems as if 1 did n’twwhsaid to herself.

anything to e a t ! Oh dear me; sakcsalivc!”
“  Is it all ready ? Shall we blow the hornP’s 

heard Lulu say, prescntly.
And Bertha answered :
“  Yes—all but the Russiaii tea. Fetch td 

round baskct, Lulu— thc brown one. you I 
T he tea is in that, in a coveretl pail."

Lulu ran away, somewhere oiit oí sight. and r 
back again with a big tin can in her hands—up 
down.

“ Scc thcrc, now! Did n’t I tell you ¡t toi 
be safcr to bring lemons and siigar, and make ti 
Icmonadc hcre ? ”■

“ W hy, what ’s thc matter? Is it spilled?” 
Bertha, in disinay.

“ Every drop of it. T he baskct was tipped orj 
on its side, and your Russian toa has been «aicriil 
Ihe moss all the morning. So iniich for nottaliij 
my advicc, Miss B ertha .”

“ Oh d e a r ! ” groancd Bertha. "/í) /7 thatti 
aggravtiting? Now thcrc is n't a thing to drin] 
and I ’m as thirsty as a fish alrcadv.”

“ Just so. And tha t brook-watcr is horrid. 
tastcd it.”

“  It would have spoilcd thc Icmonade. then, 
//ird ttikcn your advice. That 's one comiort,’ s 
Bertha, laughing.

Lulu laughed, too.
“ But that wont qucnch y o u r  tliir.st." she-ai| 

“ I begin to wish we had let little Polly WhiiJ 
hcr-namc stay. W e m i g h t  have sent her lbr;.«j 
water, or inilk, or .something.”

“  Somc of the boys will htivc to ,go/ (“'t'd 
shortly.

“  Only they wont know wlicrc to go. Littlel'ol 
had the .idvantagc of being a naiivc.'

“ W h a t ’s a n a tiv c?” s.ai<l P o l l y  to herself. 
slippcd through thc green bougdis, and crept araR 
behind thc hollow trec. “ WTa'l 
wonder? Is it anything to drink.-'

She did n ’t stop to ask anybody: andshcdoesj 
know to this day what it meant. Sheknoy 
thing better, though—how lo rcturn gw  «g  I 
—and thc barc  little feet went llying throu„ 1 

woods ás if they had wings. H «'ns 
at homo, and there would '’c'f'”'-'®'! .
thcrc w:is always plcnty of swcct mil ti»' J  

Polly was n’t afraid of what j
Before the picnic had foÍR*)' 

c o n , - f o r  ,1,0, „ . « c d  „ j n » .  « ' j  “ ' , t i
lamenling thc Russian tea, and m ■ s ,
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L  „hethcr or not it would have been better to 
in, Icmons and sugar, instead,—Polly was back 

And such a brcathlcss little Polly ! Her 
ctswerc rcddcr than roses, her hair was all in a 

■ damp curls, her Lcghorn ha t hanging at 
é tackof her neck; for she could not sparc a 
j 10 put it on her hcad again when it fcll back.

hands were full—a pitchcr of fresh, sweet, 
„in.r's niiik in onc, in tlie other a  pail of buttcr- 
íl-ñnd her sniile was brighter than sunshine as 
i  se t them down in front of the astonished party. 

l'Tdidn't come to stay,” she said, innocently. 
icame lo bring you some milk, ’cos your tea

X spilt.”
thcn she turned to go away, for she did n’t 

,|„(._ihe dear little Polly !— that they would 
it her now, any more than they had before;

was dinner-time at home, and Polly was 
igr;-. She turned to go away, but the picnic 
inced upon her with one jum p, and said they ’d 
10 see her try it.
Do you suppose,” said Lulu, “ do you daré to 

ppfse, you ridiculous little Polly W h a t ’s-your- 
that wc ’ll let you go lili wo know ihc mean- 

«oí this ricliiiess? Come, now! How did you 
out that we ’d spillcd our tea.'” ’ 
hi'as up in niy house,” said Polly, not a bit 

I .  for all the faces around her now werc smiling 
"I was up in my house, and I hcard you.” 

Shepointcd to the hollow trce, which showed the 
jilow, now that the groen boughs had tumblcd

Tdid n’t want to go home till I saw the picnic;

so I staid in my house, and 1 heard you,” shc 
repeated, triumphantly.

“ And then you went home to gct the milk for 
us ? Now, B ertha; now, children, all of you 1 ” cried 
Lulu, tragícally, “  I only want to ask you one 
question : did you ever?  ”

“  No, I never ! ” said Bertha, solemnly.
And all the othcr girls screamcd, “  No, we 

n cv e r! ”
And all the boys thrcw' up their hats, and sang 

out, “  H urrah for Little B arcfoot! Thrce chcers 
for Polly Buttermilk ! ”

They made such a noise that the hop-toads went 
skipping to their holes, and the birds went flying to 
the trcc-tops, scared out of their seven senses.

But Polly was n ’t scared. No, indeed! She 
laughcd, for Lulu took her in her arms, and kissed 
lier, and said shc was the sweetcst little hum bug 
that ever livcd. And Bertha made her sit down at 
the table betwecn her and the May-quccn, and a 
píate was put in her lap, and pilcd up with the best 
of everything. Shc had more cakc, and custard- 
pic, and jelly than shc could have eatcn if she had 
been thrce Polly M illcrs; and oh ! what fun, what 
“  splendcrifcrous ” jolly fun, playing with all the 
girls and boys afterward !

Ncver as long as shc livcs will Polly forget that 
picnic. Susan Ann has no story to tell her now— 
Polly can tell a  better one herself; and shc does 
tell it to evcrybody that will listen to her, though 
all her friends and rclations know it by heart 
already. As for the folks of that May-party,—well,
1 don’t think they 'tí forget, cither.

\ V z \ l F S  F R O M  TI I I ' :  g u l f - s t r i -:a m .

B y  F k k i ). a . O h e u .

Theeastern cciiist of Florida, from the St. jo h n ’s 
i'triotlie Florida Kcys, forms onc vast strctch 
sand, brokcn only by an occasional inlet. There 
ic no rocky bluffs ñor pcbbly beachcs; all is sand, 
ashed bytbe lieavy waves of the Gulf-strcam— a 
astWyof wann water flowing northwardly from 

'“If of México, like a broad river, across, and 
ui. tho occan.

Th is  slrcam b r i n g s  to Florida’s bcaches many a 
s h c l l  and plant, and makes thcm doubly 
"'giostroll upon. Large cocoa-nuts come, 

in  t b c i r  shaggy outer bark, and full of 
Np and dclicious m ilk ; and the remarkable 

‘sea-beans” are always abundant

after a galc. This bcan forms a fruitful sourcc of 
speculation and rcvcnue to the natives, who hold it 
to be a  product of the ocean depths, and scll it to 
wondering visitors, after carcfully polishing it. But 
it is only a  waif from the Antillcs— the fruit of a 
vine whosc pods, full of tliesc bcans, fall into the 
sea and are drifted hither by the Gulf-strcam.

A walk along any beach, with the roar of the 
mighty surf filling our ears and inspiring rcvcrence, 
and only the sights and sounds of nature to enter- 
tain us, is always profitable. O ur cyes noticc little 
tliings that clsewhere would pass unobscrvcd. W e 
examine the tiny circlcs traccd by the leaf-points of 
the bcach-grass, as they are borne down by the

A'.

A :A;.:
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wind ; the timid beach-birds, as they jjause upon 
one foot, cying us suspiciously, or scurry by with 
a  pipe of alarm ; thc bulky pelicans, that stand in 
long rows on the sand-bars, or, flying clumsily alop

T H H  L lV IN i:  UAKT, A S I )  TMH W IN G K I) BIIKI.I . -FISM.

OÍ tlic waves, drop with a splash upon unwary tishes, 
gulping them up with their pouchcd bilis. Bcau- 
tiful siiells of ei cry huc—blue, purplc, scarle t,. 
crimson, orangc, yellow, and pcarl\- white— lie in 
windrows tosscd up by the steady surf, or where 
thc latest gale has hcapcd thcm high upon thc 
sand. A curious, carth-colored crab runs rapidly 
to his hole in thc dry sand from tlic water just in 
front of US, whcrc he has been íishing, brandishing 
his claws most thrcatcningly as he waltzcs along in 
his funny, sidelong stylc.

Do you SCO these dcprcssions in thc sand, looking 
as though some onc had thrown out a trowcl-full of 
sand every foot or two, and this broad line marked 
between tlic regular rows ? T h a t is thc trail of 
thc huge sea-turtlc, as she comes out of thc occan 
in the spring to lay hcr eggs. And narrow escapes 
from death she has, between her two enemics, bears 
and men, while she is a t this diity. Run a  small 
stick into thc sand, wlicrc you noticc this exca­
vation, and sec if you strikc anything. If siicccss- 
ful, you gct a  large lialf-bushcl of round, white 
eggs, covercd with a leatliery skin, instead of a 
brittle shell. ' T hey make a good omelet, and are 
much sought after. TTiosc other dcpressions, such 
as one might makc witlt his closcd hand, bu t largci', 
are thc tracks of a bear. Bruin walks thc bcach 
during thc turtling months, and robs every nest on 
his route. T he  dwcllcr on thc Florida coast may 
lose his share of turtlcs’ eggs, but he lies in wait 
for the shaggy thicf on moonlight nights, and 
enjoys exciting sport in shooting him.

F ar down thc beach, something reflects rainb,, 
hues, and, only stopping to glance at a 51™^
“  ship of pearl,” the fabled Argonaut, ivc go t U  
it. it  proves to be the Portugucse man-of-war 

—a sac or bubble of 
transparent skin as lar»e a 
one’s llst, rilicd 
W hcn alivc, this bubble haB 
long tenlacles or hangb 
arms, which. « iih ilie W  
are gorgcously colored- 
pink. blue. and violet; evci 
in death. tbe sun plavin 
ovcr it causes a charniin 
iriclcsceiicc. Well are thc 
namcd ' ’ sca-nettles,” 
those tentados are cxircmcl 
poisonoiis, causing ilielian 
that toiicbes them 10 siic 
and snian for several hoai 
afterwartl.

•A hiniclrcd other chara 
ing objccts claini notice. 
want lo tiirii your cycs 
ticularly to i«o of the le, 

noticcable* and ivliich are excelicntly reprcsenli 
in the engraving. T he figure 011 tlie lcfí-1 
is that of a beautiful mollusk callcd ihc "viol 

snail,”— lan -T /ü iu i coi/iiu/utis. in Lalin. Itisa 
small shell, and would hardly attract a glai 
were it not for its rich violet luic and its atlachi 
of what appears to be a group or string of biihblB 
of sca-foam. Closcr cxaniination shows us ihg 
these supposed “ bubbles” aro ;i collection oflilii 
little air-ccllsf procecding froiu thc mouth oít 
snail within the shell. Thcy serve several iinixf 
tant purposes.

The violet snail Uves all over tbe .AtlanticOcca  ̂
and in the Mcditerranean, fioating about in t 
open sea. It does not sustain itself by consiani 
moving hither and thithcr, but is upheid by mea 
of this buoyant structurc of air-cells to which ilb 
attachcd. Excepting in the most vioicnl sti 
the snail thiis floats about unconccrncd; and«li| 
the water is too rough for his comfort, be can-v 
the air out of thc cells and sink lo quicl depll 
It is a  very great convcniencc to bim.

Bcsidcs pcrforming the duty of a raft. ihislnmi 
of air-cells becomes a sort of family mirsciy, íw 
its under surface are gluccl the cgg-cases 1 
which the young are hatched. Tbcsc casesctini| 
eggs and young inollusks in all s t a g e s  of advan̂  
m ent— those farthest from thc parent-shcll 
nearly ready to own a  raft of llicir own, and ira 
bark upon it, while those iiearcst are w'ral 

undeveloped. i ,
This little mollusk is said t o  b a v c  no e;is.

See “  Jack-in-thc-Pulpil ” for March, 1881.
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linilsaimlcss, wanclering life, guided a t the whims 
L f  «ave and «•ind, it woukl often go hungry but I f o r  tlic fact that its food, minute jelly-fishes, exists I in coiinilcss profusión over the wliole wide surface 
le í  thc occan. Its body contains a few drops of 

Iviolet fliiicl- "h ic '' " t ’' ” ' ' ‘tiy
vears. and is somctimes used as ink.

I ' The little picturc-mate of this interesting rafts- 
m a n ,  sonicwliat rcscmbling a birttcrfl)' in form, is 

I  onc of n group of mollusks called pkropods 
(«iiig-fooled), 011 account of the fin-likc lobes or 
rings that projcct from their fragüe shclls, as 
shoivii in tlic cngraving. Tlie ptcro|Dod uses thesc 
rings to lly tlirough the water, just as an insect 
fc  in thc air. Ptcropods are found swimming 
in enormmis hands, somctimes filling thc surface 
of thc sea for Icagucs in extent; generally thesc 
grcai congrcgations occur in the deep, warm waters 
oí thc torrid zonc; but onc spccies, at least, lives 
nortluvard. for it forms the chief food of thc great 
Grcenland whalc. .Another spccies, ha\-¡ng a 
glassy, traiisparciU shell, carries a  little luminous 
globe, which cinits a glcam of soft liglit. It is the 
only known spccics of luminous shell-fish. Our 
little friend. rcprcscntcd in this cut, has no lantcrn 
10 light him on his way ; he is remarkable only for 
his wings, and his two tails, which grow through 
two holes in his shcll, and Irail behind him. His 
Latin namc is Ilyalca tri- 

I  If. as his family'
namc iniplics, lie really 
«vre \s\wg-Jookd. wc might 
di him lliu Mcrcury of 
lliesca.

.Another curiosity found  

I in thcsc waters is t l ic  p o r- 

cnpinc-fish. It is o ften  said 

by oíd lislicrm cii and  sa il- 

ciis that cvcry l lv iiig  o b jcc t 

¡ound on land has its cou n - 

I tcipart in thc occan. T h e y  

! tell of sca-cuciimbcrs an d  

j, sea-corii,sca-grapes and sca- 
[ brans, which, the s im p lc - 

hcarted oíd sailor decla res,

«üctly rcscmblc thc  p r id e  

«fthe little garden pa tchcs 

tended by his w ifc ashore 
«hile he is awav.

‘̂ td it is truc that many of the inhabitants of 
jM occan do bcar more than an imaginary resem- 
"hncc to many things found on land. T he  coráis, 
spongcs, and anemones often look much like 

I  "«cts or ferns, while various fishes owe their 
to their likcncss to certain terrestrial ani- 

"*■ .Among thcsc is the porcupine-fish.

This prickly-looking creature is onc of an order 
of strange fishes containing the sun-fish (not the 
“ sun-jelly” or medusa, so common upon our 
coast), thc globe-fish, the file-fish, and trunk-fish— 
each nam ed from some pcculiarity of shapc, or 
fancied rescmblance to a familiar object. Most of 
thesc fishes are covercd with spines, or bony pro- 
tuberances, which make them very ugly customers 
to handle. .Sonic of them possess a peculiar power 
of inflating thcmselves witli air, swelling up to twice 
their natural size.

T he globe-fish is the best illustration of this 
strange faculty. It swims near thc bottom, next to 
.shore, all its life, and is either so fcarless or so stupid 
that it may be liftcd up in onc’s hand. W hen so 
taken out of the water and gently rubbcd, it will 
swcll up to its full capacite, until you really fear it 
may burst. Lcavc thc crcature undisturbed, and 
in a  short time it will allow the air to escape, and 
shrink into almost nothing bu t a bony skeleton 
covered with skin.

The porcupine-fisli, which belongs to the same 
family, as 1 haxc already said, inhabits the warm 
waters about the Bahama Islands and the coast of 
Florida, whcre it is called am ong the inhabitants 
by a varicty of titles.

The namc I liave choscn, however, seems to be 
the most approyiriate, sincc its spiny protuberances

T H E  l O K C r n N E - F I S H .

do rcmind onc who looks a t it, and much more one 
who touches it, of the bristling quills of the porcu- 
pine. It is not a large fish, being less than a foot 
in Icngth, and generally as broad (or round) as it 
is long. Its scientific ñame is Diodon hysfri.x, the 
second word being, as you young students may 
know, thc Latin ñame of the hcdgehog.
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T h e r e  livcd a queer oíd king,
W ho uscd to skip and swing,

And “ dance before the fiddie,” and all that sort of thing.

In princely robes arraycd,
T he games of youth he playcd.

And minglcd with the low buffoons a t fair or masquerade.

His royal back he ’d stoop
To chase a rolling hoop,

Or romp in merry leap-frog with the wildest of the group.
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A t last, a cunning clown 
Got hold of mace and crown.

And instantly the peoplc hailed him monarch of the town.

Bccause the crown he wore.
A nd royal sceptcr bore,

All took him for thc rom ping king they ’d honorcd heretofore.

His Majesty would rave.
A nd bcllow “  F o o l! ” and “  Slave ! ”

But still thc people bowcd and scraped around the painted knavc.

W ell m ight the sovereign yell.
And threaten prison cell.

And rope, and ax, and giblset;—but he could not break the spell.

So passed his power away,
His subjects and his sway,

For king was clown, and clown was king, until their dying day.
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S T O R I K S  O F  A R T  A N D  A  R T I S T S .  — F O  U  R T H  P AP Ei ^
I --

B v  C l a r a  E r s k i n e  C l e m e n t .

B e f o r e  leaving thc siibject of ancicnt sculptuic, 
1 wish to speak of some otlier beautiful works 
which are still preservcd, and which the illustra- 
tions herc given will help you to undcrstand. The 
first is from the frieze of the temple of Minerva, or 
Pallas, at Egina. This word was formerly spellcd 
MLgina, and is the namc of an island in the Gulf 
o f Egina, near the south-wcst coast of Grcece. Its 
chief city was also called Egina, and here a beauti­
ful Doric temple was built about 475 B. c., whicli 
was the period of the greatest prosperity and 
importance of thc island.

Many of the columns of tliis temple are still 
standing, bu t large parts of it have fallen dow n; 
in 1811 these ruins were cxamincd, and some fine 
pieces of sculpturcd marble were obtaincd, which 
are the most rem arkablc works still cxisting from so 
early a pcriod. Thorwaldsen, the Danish sculptor, 
restored these marbles, and the King of Bavaria 
purchased th em ; they are now in the Glyptothek, 
or Museum of Sculpturc, at Munich.

T he  two figures given above formcd a part of what 
is called thc western pedimcnt of thc te m p le : this 
pediment contained a group of eleven figures, 
almost life-size, and rcpresentcd in spirited action. 
T ought to tell you tha t a pedimcnt is the trian­
gular spacc which is formed by thc slanting of thc 
two sides of the roof up to the ridgc-picce, at the 
ends of buildings, and in the Greck temples the 
pedimcnt was usually much ornamented, and gave 
a  fine opportunity for large groups.

T h e  figures in thc center were the most impor- 
tant actors in thc scene or story represcntcd by thc 
:sculptures, and were of full size, and usually stand­

ing; then, as thc spacc on eacli side becamc 
narrower, the figures were arranged in piisidoni to 
suit it, and thc whole composition wns so littd 
into thc slant as to produce a regular and svmmct- 
rical ou tline ; thus the whole cffcci wbcn com- 
pleted was granel and imposing, as well ;is vnr 
ornamental to thc building.

T he figures in this western pcdinient of tlictera ] 
pie a t E gina illustrated an episodc in ihe slon o 
the Trojan W a r ;  it was the striiggle of .Ajax.l 
Ulysscs, and other Grccks, with tbe Trojan war.| 
riors, ovcr the dead body of Achilks. ThcGn 
ardently desircd to posscss themselves of thc body 
of their brave leader, in order to give it a litling 
biirial, and thcy succceded in hcaring il olTlflllieii 
own canip.

T he myth relates that thc god Apollo guided| 
thc arrow of Paris which killcd Achilles, whoc 
only be wounded in bis anklcs, b e c a u s e  whcn bis 
mother, the goddess Thetis, dipped him in thc 
river Styx to make him invulnerable, or safe from 
being hurt by weapons, she hcld him by thc ankies. 
and as thcy were the only parts of bis body not 
wctted, it was only in them that he could bo 
wounded.

It is believecl tha t the warrior in this piclure» 
is about to send his arrow, is Paris; hewcanibtj 
curr'Qcl Phrygian hclmet a n d  a  closc-fitting suit o
m a il ; in the whole group there is but one olb« 
clothcd warrior, all thc rest are nude. The bighed 
part of this pediment has the figure of the godte 
Minerva, or Pallas, standing beside thc fallen bM) 
of Achilles, which she attem pts to c o v c r w i t h n s  

shield, while a  Trojan warrior tries lo dra« I
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Ixjdvaway from the Greek who opposcs him. T he 
„vo figures in our píate are placed a t onc side, 
«here the space in the triangle is growing narrow. 
You can imagine what spirit there must be in the 
«iiolc group, wlicn tlicre is so mucli in these two 
comparativcly small figures ; how sure we ai c that 
ihc arrow will shoot out with dcadly power, and 
how ihc second warrior is bracing himself on his 
ícet and knce, and Icaning forward, in order lo 
ihriist his lance with all possible forcé 1

These Eginetan statues have traces of color and 
of metal ornaments about them. T he hair, eyes, 
,ind lips «ere colorcd, and all the wcapons, helmcts, 
shiclds, and quivcrs were red or blue, and somc 
portions i)f tlie garmcnts of the goddess show that 
the s ta lu e  nuist have had bronze ornaments. We 
know nothing of the artists who made tlicse sculpt- 
iircs. hut d  illes and scholars think tlial thc works 
rescmble ilie written elcscriptions of thc statues 
made hy Callón, who was a famous sculptor of 
Egina. nnd lived probably about the time in whicli 
tlif temple was built.

The next four illustrations are from the sculpt- 
iircs of the Parthenon, thc beautiful temple at 
.Alhens, «hich was mcntioncd in thc first paper of 
thcse stories. This temple was completcd in 437 
l¡. c., a little Inter than tha t at Egina. T he Pai - 
ihcnnn passed through many changos bcfore it was 
rcdiiced to its prescnt condition of ruin. Probably 
abom the sixth ccntury of our era, it was dcdicatcd 
to thc A’irgin Mary and used as a Christian church 
until, in 1456 . \ .  I ) . ,  the Turks transformcd it into 
a Mohamniedan most|ue. In 1687 the V’cnctians 
bcsieged .Atlicns; thc Turks had stored gunpow­
der in the enstcni chamber of the Parthenon, and 
aboinl) thnm n by the Venetians fell through the 
rnof, and set Vire to tlic powder, wliich exploded, 
and complctely dcstroyed thc ccnter of the temple. 
Thcn Morosini, thc com mandcr of thc A’enetians, 
attempted to carry off somc of the finest sculpturcs 
of thc wcstem pcdiment. but in lowering them to 
the ground ihcy fverc allowed lo fall by llic unskill- 
ftil A'cnelians. nnd thus were broken in pieces.

Early in thc prescnt ccntury. Lord Ivlgin carried 
utanynf ihe Parthenon marbles to England, and 
in 1816 they all were bought by thc British 
Museum. Finally, in 1827, during ihc icbcllion 
ni thc (ireeks against the Turks, .Athens was 
ngain bombarded and the Parthenon still further 
feiroyed, so that those who now visit it c;m onl\-

“lio fonli aiul «antier lliroiigh ihc Cüid rcmains 
Of fallen slatues nnd of tottcring fanes,
Seck ihe liived haunt.s nf poet and of sagc,
THc gay iialatstra and the gandy swge! 
lYItat signs are there ? A solitary stonc.
■' 4iattcrcd capiuil, with grass o’crgrown,
■' ntmldering frieze, half hid in ancicnt (tusl. 

springing o'er a namclcss bust:

Yct this was Atltens! Still a holy spell 
lircathcs in thc dome, and wanders in thc dell, 
And vanishcd times and wondrous forms appear, 
And sudden cchoes charm thc waking c a r ; 
Decay iisclf is drcst in glory's gloom,
For every hillock ¡s a hcro’s tomb,
And every brcczc to Fancy’s slumbcr brings 
The mighty rushing of a spirit’s wings.”

T he British Museum now contains very nearly 
all that are left of the sculpturcs of the two pedi- 
mcnts of this magnificcnt temple. T he  torso which 
is pictured below is believed to be ihat of a statue 
of Theseus.

'Torso is a tcrm used in sculpturc to denote a 
mutilated figure. This figure made a part of the 
group of the front or eastern pediment of thc 
temple, in which the story of the birth of Minerv'a 
was represcntcd. Tliis goddess is said to have 
sprung foi-th, all armcd, from the head of Zeus, or 
Júpiter, and it is fitting that Theseus should be rep- 
lesentcd as jircscnt on the occasion, sincc he was 
thc greatest hcro, and the king, of Athcns, of which 
city Minerva was the protccting goddess. All the 
sculpturcs of the Parthenon, as you will remeriiber, 
are attributed to thc great sculptor Phidias, and 
his school, and are very beautiful.

Next come three illustrations from thc fricze of 
thc Parthenon. Perhaps you know that a friezc is 
a band cxtending below a cornice, which runs 
around thc outside of a building, or thc inside of 
an apartment. T he cornice is placed high up 
where the roof Joins the sides of a building, or 
where the cciling joins thc walls of a ro o m ; thc 
frieze is just below, and may be very narrow or 
broad, as the proportions of thc object it ornaments 
require. The sculptured friczc of the Parthenon

TO K SO  O F  A S T A T V E  O F  THE.AP.US.

was outside of the walls of the temple or the celia, 
as it is called in architecture, and was about five 
hundred and twenty-two feet long, and three feet

i:
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and four inches broad. About four hundred feet conquests of the giants ; in later days, when the
of this are still preserved, so that a good idea of it A thenians wished to flatter a  man, they sometimes
can be formed. T he portions of this frieze which had his likeness embroidered on the |)eplos, in ihc

V O U T H S  PKUI'AKINC T O  J O IK  T H E  C A V A L C A D E .— FROM T H K  PN1EZF- O F  T H E  P A R T H E N O N .

were carried to England wcrc taken down in slabs. 
T he subjcct reprcscntcd is the chief proccssion of 
the Panathcnaca,* which was the most im portant 
of all the festivals cclebrated a t Athens.

T he festival continued sevcral days, which were 
ptissed in horse-racing, cock-fighting, gymnastic 
and musical contcsts, and a great variety of gam os; 
pocts, also, recited their rhapsodics, and philos- 
ophcrs disputed over their doctrines in public 
p laces ; but its chief purposc was to carry in pro- 
cession, up to the Parthcnon, the garm ent woven

company of the g o d s ; but this never occuried «hile 
the people wcrc yet uncorrupted by wealthy rulcrs.

TTie proccssion which attcndcd the presenl.itinn 
of the pcplos at the temple was as splendid as all 
the wcalth, nobility, youth, and beauty of Athens 
could make it ;  a vast multitude attended it, somc 
in chariots, others on horscs, and large numbcrs 
on foot. T he noblcst maidens bore baskeis and 
vases containing oficrings for the gotldess; aged 
men carried olivc-branches ; « hile the young men, 
in full armor, appeared as if ready to do battie fur

M A ID E N S  A N D  M U SIC IA N S.— FRO M  T H E  FRtE ZF . O F  T H E  PARTHF.NON.

and embroidered for the great goddess by the 
maidens of the city.

This garm ent was called a pcplos, and was made 
of a  crocus-colored stuff, on which were embroi­
dered the figures of the gods engagcd in their

Minerva. T h e  pcplos was not borne hy bands, bul 
was suspended from the mast of a ship 'diid' 
moved along on the land, some writcrs say ) 
means of machinery placed undcr-ground. *“ 
the proccssion reachcd the temple, the sp

* Scc ihc story, “ Myrto’s Sr. N i c h o l a s  for Decembcr, 1880.
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o a m i e n t  was placed upon the statuc of thc god- thcsc p la te s ;—and, finally, the procession endcd
with numbers of youths on horseback, riding gayly 

During tlie festival of thc Panathenaea, prisoners along, and, in one portion, there were others still 
ivcrc allnwed to cnjoy frcedom, and such men as occupied in bridling their steeds, mounting, and

racriied the gratitndc of the republic were then 
rewardcd by the gift of gold crowns, their ñames 
being announced by the heralds during thc gym- 
nastic games. W e do not know cxactly thc order 
¡n which all the ccremonies were obscrved, bnt it 
is believed that ihe ))roccssion of thc pcplos was 
celcbrated on thc last day of the festival.

It is prob.able that this frieze was cxccutcd from 
a dcsign by Phidias. Near the entrance on the 
east there was an assemblage of thc gods, in whose 
presence tbe peplos \<as being ]}rescnted to tlic 
guardians of thc temíale; near them were the

m aking other prcparations to join thc cavalcade. 
T he wonderful excellcnce of the dcsign of this great 
work is a  subject of which art-lovcrs never w eary; 
and certainly it is most remarkable that in this great 
number of figures, no two can be said to rcsemble 
cach olhcr, and that there are snch an cndless varicty 
of positions, and so much spirited action in it all. 
T he  whole work bears marks of having been pro- 
duced in thc time when sculpturc reached its 
pcrfection.

There is at A thcns a work of a latcr pcriod, than 
thc Parthenon, and much smaller and less impor-

D A C C H irs  PI.AVIN O W IT H  A I .IO N .— FROM  T U R  M O N l 'M F N T  O F  I .Y SICRATRS.

"tralds and officcrs of thc procession ; then tliere 
“ere groups of animals for sacrifico, and, again, 
gtoups of people;—sometimes they were lovely 
iMidcns bearing their gifts on their shouklers, or 
"wsidans playing on thc ilute, as seen in onc of

tant than a temple, which also is very interesting; 
it is thc Choragic M onument of Lysicrates. It is 
dccorated with some very amusing scenes from the 
life of Bacchus, and was erccted in the year 334 
B. c ., when Lysicrates was choragus;  that is to

i'ó

y
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say, when it was his office to providc the chorus for 
the plays which were represcnted at Athcns. T he 
duties of this office were arduous and c.\pensive; he 
had first to find and bring together the mcmbers 
of the chorus, then to havc them instructed in the 
music, and to provide proper food for them whilc 
they studicd.

T h e  choragus who presentcd the finest musical 
entertainm cnt reccived a  tripod as his reward, 
and it was customary to build a m onum ent upon 
which to place the tripod, as a lasting honor to 
the choragus to whom it had been given. There 
was in Athens a Street formcd by a line of these 
monum ents, callcd thc “ Street of the Tripods.” 
It was the custom to dcdicatc these tripods to some 
divinity, and that of Lysicrates was devoted to 
Bacchus. T he sculptures represcnt him seated, 
playing with a  hon.

W hile the handsomc young god thus amuscs 
himself, his companions, the Satyrs, are cngaged 
in punishing the Tyrrhenian pirales, who, accord­
ing to thc myth, attcm ptcd to scll Bacchus for a 
slave. In order to rcvcngc himself, he changed 
their masts and oars into scrpents, and himself into 
a lion ; then music was hcard, and i\ y grew all 
over thc vessel, while the pirales went mad and 
were changcd into dolphins. T he frieze on the 
m onum ent shows the Satyrs venting their anger on 
the p irales; some have branclies of trccs with 
which to beat thc unlucky victims,— one pirate is 
being dragged into thc sea bj- one leg,— some of 
thcm are alrcady half changed into dolphins, and 
Icap into the water with great rcadiness; those with 
heads of dolphins and with human bodies are very 
queer, and thc whole dcsign is full of humor and 
lively action. Baccluis was regardcd as thc patrón 
of plays and theatcrs, and, indecd, the Greek drama 
grew out of the clioruses which were sung at his 
festivals.

In comparison with all the works of art which 
exist in the world, the remaining pieces of Greek 
sculpturc are so few that those people who love 
and study them  know about every one, and almost 
consider them  as thcy do their friends from whom

they are separated. A m ong these fainous scuk. 
ures is the statue of the Apollo Belvedere. li ¡j 
such a favorite with all the world, and copies of ¡t 
are so common, that I fancy you must know ¡t 
alrcady.

This statue was found about thc cnd of the lif. 
teenth century, in the ruins of ancicnt .Antium 
The Cardinal dclla Roverc, who «as aftcni-ard 
Pope Julius IL, bought it and placed it in thc 
palace of the Belvedere, in Rome ; fi om tliis fact 
thc statue took its present namc ; thc lielvcdetc 
was aflerward joined to the Vatican, in thc museum 
of which palace thc Apollo no«- stands. Wedo 
not know who made this statue, but its beauty and 
excellcnce, and, above all, thc intellectual qualitv 
of thc exprcssion on the god’s countcnance, prove 
that it belonged to a  very high age ín art—pmbably 
to the early imperial period.

There has l)een much speculatlon as to what thc 
god hcld in his left hand, and it was formerly said 
to have bccn a bow ; bu t more rcccnt discovcries 
lead to the bclicf that it was the mgis or shield, 
with the head of Medusa upon it. W ith this he is 
discomfiting a host of encmies, for, according to 
Homcr, this argis was sometimes lent to Apollo by 
Júpiter, and all who gazed on it were paralpcd by 
fear, or turncd to s to n e ; thus he who held it could 
vancyuish an army.

In the story of Apollo, it is rclalcd that, whcn the 
Gauls invaded Greece, and thrcatcnod todcstroy 
thc shrinc of .Apollo a t Delphi, thc pcuple appcaled 
to the gods, and when they asked Apollo what they 
should do to save the treasures which had been 
dedicatcd to him, he rep lied : “  I mysclf will take 
care of them, and of the temple virgins! ” So it hap­
pened that while the battle was in progrcss, a great 
storm aróse, and the thundcr and ligbtning wcrt 
frightful, and hail and  snow were addcd to all the 
rest, and in thc midst of this war of Naturc and of 
men. Apollo was seen to descend to bis temple, 
accompanied by the goddcsscs Diana and Minerva; 
then the Gauls were scizcd with such f e a r  that they 
took to flight, and the shrine of thc god escapcd 
injury a t the hands of its barbarían assailants.

(T o  bi' coHÍmued.)
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S A L T I L L O  B O Y S .

B y  V V n . i . i A M  O .  S t o i i d a k d .

C h a p t e r  i.

" I  w o n t ! ”

)lr. Haync, ilic ncvv tcachcr, was a tall, line- 
„king young man, with short, curling black 
air, amí brilliant, pcnetrating cyes.
He seemed, in spite of the quiet smile on his lips,

0 be looking right through llic young culprit before 

Jiim.
Yon «ont t "

Ch.irlcv I-'crris was not smiling at all, but looked 
Uooddcal like a sort of boyish cm bodim entof the 
t«o big words for which lie had been called up 
icfore the scliool.
The very lO]) of his head, and every inch of his 

rt, sturdy fíame seemed to iittcr them, and his 
kright, saticy, liandsome face had taken on a 

;rately obstínate expression.
“ You wont apologize to Josoph Martin ? ”
,\ot a woitl came from ChaiTey’s tight-shüt lips, 

wl his black eyes wcrc m aking all tlie answer 
xjuircd.
“Thal will do,” said Mr. Haync, in a calm, 
dy volee. "  Wc are all gentlemen. If any one 

í us has not scif-control cnough to bchave him- 
eif, or if ho is loo much of a coward to apologize 

|»hcn lie is w'iong, he does not bclong here.”
The dcfianl look was fading a little in the eycs 
f the young rcbel by the time Mr. Hayne ceased 
¡Kaking.
The new “ selcct school,” with its sixtccn 
lolars, had been open baiely a wcek, and this 
sits lirst case of scrious misconduct.
Mr. Hayne may have expected something of the 

Jkind, sooncr or later, and, now it had come, he met 
|il'vith a fino intcmion of m aking it, as nearly as 

ible, tlie last case also, and therefore of im- 
|iMnsc valué.

“'lou mav take vour books and go homo, Mr. 
I F btís. ’’

ICharlcy was already turning in his tracks, and 
•lenow marclied sle.adily away toward his desk, bul 
Ifceboy in tlie ncxt one to it sprang to his fcet. 
“Mr.llaync?”
"•'Ir. Martin.”
jhopc not, sir. Not on my a c co u n t ”
Sit down, .Mr. Martin. It is not on your

Inwouni at all. It is simply bccause he is not 
“nnlyenough to do right.”

I / ■ ' “'KyFerris had been vaguely awarc, up to*
1 “tomcnt, of a feeling that he had shown won­

d erfu l  m a n l in c s s  in d e fy in g  h is  tc a c h e r ,  b u t  h e  

k n c w  now , a n d  w i th o u t  l o o k in g  a r o u n d  h im ,  t h a t  

t h e  p u b l ic  O pinión o f  t h e  b o y s  w*as a g a in s t  h im .

T hat, too, although he was by all odds a  more 
popular boy than the quiet and studious youth of 
fourteen, a  year older than himself, whom he had 
offensively describcd as “  Miss N ancy,” loudly 
enough for half the school to hear.

It was a terrible thing—a punishment about 
equal to a scntcnce of Siberian banishm ent— to be 
compellcd to gather his books, dictionary and all, 
and strap them together before the eycs of such a 
jury as that, and thcn to havc to walk out of the 
school-room with them.

ChaiTey was a  plucky fellow, however, and he 
worked right on, conscious that evcrybody was 
looking at him, until his pile was complete.

“  Cícsar’s Commentaries ” carne at the top, and 
the strap was barcly long enough to draw across 
it and through the buckle. He got it through, and 
was slrainjng to put the tongue of the buckle into 
the first hole, when his fingers slipped, and his 
whole pack of text-books scattercd itself upon the 
floor.

Joe Martin and two or tlirce other boys forgot 
the propricties of tlie school-room in their liaste to 
pick up the fallen volumes, but their owner had 
lost all thcre was left of his unlucky heroism when 
the end of tha t strap slipped away from him.

He sat down instantly, his cuiTy hcad was bowed 
upon his liands on the desk, and he was sobbing 
vigorously.

A quick step came down from the little platform 
a t the other end of the room, and a  strong, kindly 
hand was laid upon the rebel’s curly head.

“  1 think, Mr. Fcrris, you did not finish what 
you meant to say.”

Sob,—sob,—sob.
“  Had yon not better do it now ? You began 

with, ‘ I wont,’ and 1 think the rest must havc 
been, ‘ do a mean th ing.’ .Am 1 not rig li t?”

“ Yes, sir. Joe ’s a real good fcllow,” sobbcd 
Charlcy Ferris.

“  Young gentlem en,” said Mr. Hayne, as he 
looked smilingly around him, “  I do not think we 
nccd any furthcr apology from Mr. Fcrris, but 1 
hope you undcrstand the mattcr fully. 1 am here 
to toach, not to scold ñor to flog. Your behavior 
is undcr your own care. Politeness to one another 
is all tha t wc ask for. Absolute sclf-government, 
—that ’s all.”

V
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It was a  short Icsson, but ever)- boy in the room 
unclerstood it.

In fact, a  perceptioii of .Mr. Hayne’s peculiar 
views had been growing upon them from the be- 
ginning, and they had discusscd the matter am ong 
themselvcs pretty freely that very morning.

“ Got to govern oursclves! ” rem arkcd John

T here was weight in that, for .Andy 
“  star boy,” as well as the oldest, añd |,c 
looked upon with a  good deal of vcneration as 
being very ncarl)- ready for college. h
even hintcd, doubtfully, tha t he would "cnicr 
Sophomore,” a whole ycar in advaiicc, after .\lr
Hayne sliould have finished with liim. Sudiabov

ST R O N G , K IN D L Y  H A N D  W A S I.A U) UPON T IU Í  RKIlKI.’s  CURI.V H K A l» .'

Derry, the onc boy- in school who seemed least 
likely to do it. “  I ’d like to know how we can 
manage that, and no rules to go by, either.”

“ R u le s ! ” exclaimed Andy W right. “ W h a t 
do wc want with rules? T h e  youngcst boy in thc 
lot is over thirteen. 1 ’m sixteen now, and I think 
I knew enough to be dcccnt, three years ago.”

as tha t was cntitled lo cxprcss his opinions. andl
Will Torrancc backcd him up with: f

“ You see, bovs, if he ’d make a l»t i>f»M 
and write ’em out, we ’d all feel i» duty ¡«'"‘“ i  
break them, sooncr or latcr. M’o hí'vc n t a t 
to break now.” .

Such an experimcnt m ight have hcen  n.mgcr ■
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I rth another selcction of boys, but the sixteen now 
gathercd under Mr. Haync were in some respects

esceptional.
7he little inland city of Saltillo had been 

promoted but reccntly from thc lower rank of 
“villagc,” and, although it contained several 
thousands of peoplc, whose houscs were sprinkled 
over a pretty wide arca, it could boast of neithcr 
“high school” ñor “ academ y.” T he district 
schools were fairly good, but did not answer every 
purpose. One consctiuencc had been the special 
prosperity of the Wedgewood School, half a  mile 
awav, on thc other side of town, and another, 
latcíy, thc cslablishmcnt of Mr. H ayne’s select 

lichoolfor tbc “ Park boys.”
.All the other boys in town knew them by that 

] namc, by reason of the fact that they lived in tlie 
Ivicinity of a ncatly kcpt and “  fenced-in ” open 
I squarc, with a fountain in the middle of it. and 
|«erca good deal inclincd to be clannish.

Until the arrival of Mr. Hayne, the Park  boys 
I had managed, soinchow, to recognize other fellows, 
I living in other parts of the city, as hum an beings, 
■  but Iherc was danger that thcy would hardly be 
|able lo do so much longer.

Morcovcr, if any onc of thcm, more than an- 
lolhcr, had resolved himself into an cxponent of the 
iPark feeling, with possible doubts as to whethcr 
Iheought lo be fcnccd-in and fountaincd, that boy 
Ihad bccn Cbarley Ferris. All the deepcr, ihere- 
Ifere, had bccn the gulf which seemed to gape be- 
Ifore him while he was trying to put the strap 
|.iround his books.

Those of tbc volumes which had frrllen on the 
Ifloor had now been pickcd up for him, and while 
|Mr. Haync returned to his seat and called for the 

i in gcomctry, the whole pile was fast hiding 
df away again under the lid of his desk.
Charlcy had fully rcceived and accepted his 

Iteson, and so liad most of thc others, but John 
|l)erry was satirically wiping his eyes with his 

uidkcrchief, and whispering to his “  next boy ” : 
“AValk chalk, after this 1 ”
The school-room was a cpiiet place for the rc- 

|raainder of that forcnoon, and thc several recita- 
’ performed with a  degree of cxactness 

A “as all tlmt could be asked for, if it could in 
praybc madc habitual.
Tkc room itself was a  pleasant one, large 

but not too large, in thc bascment of thc 
^®"8'''-'gational mecting-house, and thc sunny 

p !-“'ay from thc door of it led to an iron gate, 
“wlyoppositc thc “ P a rk ” entrance.

louad that precious inclosure were a number 
P pleasant rcsidcnccs, all dctachcd, and some 
r  pounds and shrubbcry.

“ titallinall, the little school and its ncigh- 
''OL. V111._36,

borhood were a  thoroughly good example of the 
best results of what dcsen/es to be called “ Ameri­
can civilization.”

Mr. Hayne had undcrtaken to teach tha t lot of 
bright young fellows how to work, and his first 
lesson had bccn that, to be a good worker, a  man 
needs first to get his faculties under his own 
control.

“  I wont do any driving," he told them. 
“  Every man of you must step forward of his own 
free will. T h a t ’s what you will have to do whcn 
I gct through with you, and you had better begin 
now.”

He knew, what they did not, that there is no 
carthly “ d riv ing” equal to tha t which the right 
kind of boy or man will give himself if he is once 
properly set about it.

C h .a f i ’ER II.

COURT R i v a l r i e s .

T h e  young ladies of Miss Offcrman’s Female 
Scminary, a  square or so above the Park, had 
matter for serious thought and conversation a t that 
day’s noon rccess.

Even the necessity of eating luncheon and getting 
back by one o’clock did not prevent a  knot of thcm 
from lingering on one of the upper corners of the 
Park, in what looked very much like a “ council.” 

“  You sec, Dora, Belle Robcrts was May Queen 
last year. Mr. Ayring thinks it wont do to have 
another of us this tim e.”

“  1 don’t see why, Sarah. Has he said so to 
anybody ? ”

“  Madamc Skinncr says he has. He wants onc 
of his music class or one of her scholars. I sup- 
posc he docs n ’t want to offcnd all that Wedgewood 
crowd.”

“  No girls go there .”
“  But their brothers do .”
“  1 have n ’t a  brotlier, Sarah Dykeman, ñor you 

ncither.”
Tltc other girls were listcning, thus far. Dora 

was the tallest of them all, by half a head, and her 
blooming cheeks gave token not only of a  high 
degree of hcalth, but of a  more than half resentful 
excitement ovcr the m atter in hand.

Sarah Dykeman was of slighter frame, with 
what is called an intellectual cast of features, and 
with an easy grace of m anner tha t was alrcady 
doing more to makc her the awe of her school-girl 
friends than was even thc acknowledged beauty of 
Bolle Robcrts, who was now standing a little behind 
hcr, as she sa id :

“  Mr. Ayring will probably have his own way.”
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“ Belle,” exclaimcd Dora, “ has Jack told you 
what he and the boys mean to do ? ”

“  No, but I ’ll ask him. They ’ll be sure to pick 
out one of us.”

“ T hey wont care a fig for Mr. Ayring,” re- 
marked a smaller girl.

“  They ’U be outvoted,” said Belle. “  He has 
more than two hundred ñames on his singing-list 
now.”

I should say so. And somc 
more than bables,” snapped

“ Two hundred! 
of them are hardly 
Dora.

‘ They all vote ,”

tions,” in a limited community like that of Saltillo 
had been productive, as a matter of coursc, of 
rivalries and heart-burnings not a fcw, The prcsent 
occasion bade fair to rival any prcdecessor in that 
respect, and its time was a t hand, sincc cven a Mav

Ikí»» r \ f  Vi /"i rs /-\ V  ̂ IQueen, her maids of honor, hulies m waiiing, I

said Belle. “  They did last 
ycar, and  they ’ll do just what he tells them .”

“  T he  boys can’t run you again, Belle,” said 
Dora, thoughtfully. “  T here ’s only half a  dozen 
for them to pick from. Most likely it ’ll be Sarah 
— or m e.”

“ Jcnny Sewell is pretty ,” suggested Belle. 
“  She ’d m ake a  nice little May Q ueen.”

“  She ! She ’s a dolí. She ’s almost as oíd as 
I am, and she ’s a head shorter than S arah .”

T he othcr tongues were rapidly getting loosened, 
and su g ^ s tio n s  of availablc ñames were by no 
means lacking. It was cven noticeable how many 
seemed to occur to the mind of Belle Roberts, and 
how they all seemed to lack something or othcr in 
the large blue eyes of Dora Kcys.

It was a little more than probable that Dora 
had formed a clear notion in her own mind as to 
the required qualities of a May Queen for that 
year. T h a t is, she should be tall for her age, very 
good-looking, with a  full, musical volee for her rec- 
itation,—and, in fact, to be absolutcly pcrfect, her 
first ñame had better be Dora than anything else.

It was enough to provoke a saint— of the ñame 
of Dora— to havc Sarah Dykeman remark, so 
ca lm ly :

“  It is Mr. Ayring’s own exhibition. He gets it 
up to help his business, I suppose, or he ’d never 
take the trouble.”

“ H e makes the moncy,” added Belle, “ and 
the children gct the fun.”

T h a t was about the whole truth of the May Fes­
tival business. T he entcrprising teacher of vocal 
music and dealer in all other music and the instru- 
mcnts thereof had  managed, for several successivc 
years, to revive the dead-and-gone custom of 
choosing and crowning a  May Queen. T he ac- 
companying excrcises of song and rccitation were 
performed amid as liberal a  show of fiowers and 
green leaves as the season and the local hot-houscs 
would permit. As to popular interest, he was sure 
of filling the largest liall in Saltillo, at a  modérate 
price for tickets, with the friends and relations of 
his numerous juvenile performcrs.

T he  social interest attending the several “ elec-

marshals, heralds, and all that sort of ma'Tiif. I 
icence, required to be taught and irained for their 
parts, just as court persons do in real life.

Mr. Ayring was a  shrewd man, and anxious to I 
avoid giving offense, and if there was one thing 
clearer to him than another, it was that the Park- 
girls and boys—had had glory cnough the ycar | 
before.

The Crown could not safely be scnt in among I 
any of Miss Offerman’s pupils, and even he him-1 
self was not half so positivo on tliat point as «ere I 
the young lady attendants at Madame Skmner’sl 
rival “ seminary,” only two squarcs away from | 
the Wedgewood School.

Evcry one of thcse, indeed, wliose years cntiiled I 
her to aspire to royal honors, felt more kindly I 
toward all the world, that very morning, when the j 
Madame mentioned the matter from the rostrum. |  
after the usual religious excrciscs.

“  Only onc of you can be chosen, mydcaryoungj 
ladies, and you cannot yet gucss w hich of yon ivilll 

wdn the prize.”
H er further remarks wcrc wcll-timcd and judi-| 

cious, but Mr. Ayring had been trying to make a| 
close gucss at the ñame of the winncr.

“ Fanny  Swayne would look splcndidly on al 
platform. She ’s been away at boarding-schoolJ 
but that wont hurt. Jim Swayne goes to ihel 
Wedgewood, and there can’t be much fuss raadc.I 
Shc ’ll do. Shc knows how to drcss, too.”

W hat if Mr. Ayring had know n that Jim and| 
h'anny already had the matter under discussioní 

Jim  was the head boy of the W’edgwood in allí 
matters which did not too closely relate to books,! 
and was, thcrefoie, sure of raliying oi' "dirí 
“  boy interest ” to the support of his candidaicj 
w'hoever she m ight be. Smaller boys who migl 
have prefercnccs were not likely lo air thcm in t 
presence of a  tongue and hand so ready a nd  s 

efficicnt as his. _
“  I ’ll fix it for you, F anny ,” he had said lohffJ 

and so it was hardly by accident that he and 
Ayring had a  talk that day, near the lattcr's mus 
store, during the noon recess.

T he subject oponed a little rapidly under sudj 

circumstances.
“ W e must keep still about it till thcelcctio 

Jim, but I ’ll tell you what I ’m cloing."
H e held out a small, w'hitc, shining ' ' 

enamcled card-board.
’ W e ’ll have your sister’s ñame prninlcd I

' Y
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ilfse, for ballets. All the rest TI waste time 
uriting out their tickets, and the little folks would 
r a t h e r  vote these anyhow. By the time the big 
Mies are ready with their written tickets, the voting 
rillbe pretty much all done."

It looked as though such a splendid piece of 
eiectioneering stratcgy as that m adc sure o f the 
áeíeat of thc Park boys, no matter whom they 
might agrce upon, and Jim was jubilant.

“ .All 1 want of you, Jim, is to see that I have 
three or four smart boys on hand to distribute 
tickets. I TI tr}- and manage to have half a  dozen 
other girls run. and all Fanny will nced will be to 
come out highest on thc list.”

Cunning Mr. .Ayring!
That very day he took his tickets to the printing 

lofceof the Dtn’fy Tmnipef, and  never paused to 
iconsidcr that Mr. Carroll, the editor and proprietor 

that Journa l,  was also the father of Mr. Jefifcrson 
Carroll, and that the lattcr was member of Mr. 
iHape’s “ Sixteen.”

Vciy important rcsults will sonietiines come from 
|avcr)' small ovcrsight.

C H .U ’T K R  III.

l)K,\i.i.\(; w m t H ighwav R obbery .

OU'IH—espccially mascu- 
line youth— is apt to 

be pugnacious. A little 
before the cióse of thc 

noon recess tha t day, 
there were two good-sized 

boys on the north-wcst 
córner of the Park, cngagcd 

in a  tussle, while a third, 
about as small a  spccimcn 

of boyish mischief as could be 
expected to wear trousers, was 

dancing around them, in what 
looked like an impish cndeavor 

to throw a small clod into some 
t oí the skirmish. Then followed a “ clinch,” 
■gi R roll on thc ground, while thc small clod 
i not in thc small boy’s right hand any longer, 

«1. instcad ihcreof, both hands were hugging to 
t  hoscm a monkev-faccd cocoa-nut, in its shaggy
SI.

“Have you got it, P u g ? ”
‘T Ve got it p>

“Let go niy hair 1 ”

11 u'*”,'''' then—will you ?”
Hc’s nobroihcr o’ yourn.”

_ w  him alone, ih a t’s all.’
Hiihi again, Jack Roberts ! Hit him  again ! ”

T here was a great deal of resentment in thc 
excited face and tone of Pug Merriweather, but 
Jack did not act on his little friend’s advice. On 
the contrary, he sprang to his feet, followed more 
slowly by the shabby-looking fellow whose cowardly 
attem pt a t a  sort of highway robbery had brought 
on tha t collision.

T he young rowdy, indeed, looked as if he were 
ready to try the matter over again, for he was not a 
bad match for Jack in mere size and strength, bu t a 
glance up the Street showed him three or four more 
boys coming, each on a  clean run, and he knew it 
was about time for him to make haste in some other 
dircction.

He ran, but he was not followed, for at that 
moment the clock in the church-tower rang out a 
sonorous “ one,” and it was time for Mr. Hayne’s 
scholars to be behind their desks.

“  Pug, you run for home. Don’t you stop any- 
whcrc. ”

“ I will. But did n ’t I give it to him ? Eh, 
J a c k ? ”

T'hcre was glee in that, bnt he actcd on the coun- 
scl of his chivalric protector, and his short legs 
carried him off faster than one would have thought 
possible.

“ H urry up, Jack— you ’ll be l a t e ! ” shout­
ed Charley Ferris, as he carne along, puffing; 
and a tall, slcndcr, rcd-haired boy bchind him 
addcd :

“ D on’t stop to brush, Jack ; walk right a lo n g ! ”
It was a few steps only, and they three were the 

last boys in, Just in time to comply with the rigid 
rules of punctuality which Mr. Hayne was dis- 
poscd to insist upon.

U p  to that hour there liad been no neater, more 
ordcrly-appcaring young gentleman in the school 
than the handsome, blue-eyed, light-haired, fun- 
loving brother of thc last year’s May Queen.

Therc was nothing dandified about him, how­
ever, at the moment when Mr. Hayne’s ruler carne 
down upon thc little table on thc platform, and the 
silencc of “ h o u rs” followed the rap.

“  Mr. Roberts.”
“ S i r ? ” responded Jack, promptly, rising to his 

feet.
“ There are bruises and dirt on your face.”
“  Yes, sir; I should say therc was, most likely,” 

rcturncd Jack Roberts, cjuietly, with a polite bow 
and the gliost of a  smile.

“  And thcrc is dust on your clothes.”
“ I had no time to brush them, sir.”
“  May I ask if you have been fighting, Mr. 

Roberts ? A scholar of this school fighting in the 
S treet! ”

“ Yes, sir; I have.”
Bcfore Mr. Hayne could reply, he heard his own
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nam c called from another part of the room, and, which plainly showed how deep an intercst thcy
turning about, he said : were taking in the matter.

“ W ha t is it, Mr. F e rr is? ” “ T hat will do, Mr. Ferris. Yun may take your
“  I saw it, sir. I ran to get there and help, seat. So may you, Mr. Robcrts.”

but I was n ’t in time. There was a young rowdy “ May 1 go and brush mysclf? '
took away a cocoa-nut from little Pug Merri- “  .\'o, sir. No scholar of tliis scliool need be
w ea th e r  ” tifraid to follow your example. The dust you uke

“ A h! T h a t ’s i l . ” on in dcfending the wcak whcn tlicy are wronged

J . \C K  O K rX N D S  T I [ E  OW.SCK O F  r i l l i  COCOA-.NUT.

“  T he rascal ’s always gctting into some scrapc,” 
added Charlcy, in a lower tone.

“ Do you mean Mr. Robcrts ? ”
“ No, sir; I mean Pug. J a c k ’s a trump, but 

he ’s always taking thc part of those little fellows.” 
“ Did he gct hack thc cocoa-nu t?”
“ Yes, sir: he did 1 And he worstcd that rowdy

off. The seeonil

son ol

It was clcar that ChaiTey was cxcitcd.
“  W as little Merriweathcr hnrt ? ”
“ No, sir; bul he pclted that chap with cvery- 

thing he could lay his hands on. Me ’s gone 
hom e.”

Charley was more “  worked u p ” than Jack him­
self, and thc rcst of the boys listcncd with faces

docs not nced to be brushed 
class in Latín, come forward.”

Jack blushed 10 his very ears. and » 
tingle went around thc school. from ho?' i" ■' 
l-'.ven John Dcrry whispered to llic red-linired i'«] 
gentleman who sat in front of him :

“  He is n ’t such a flat as I ihouglu hc«as. t'W» 
for Jack, too, I say. P u l what a «cusel In.i.’- 
riwcather is, anyway.” .,

At least onc small boy oí that ncighlx"' n” 
evidcntly carncd a  rcputation of his o«n- 

As for thc young outlaw who liad 
he was not likely to forget Pug, until a 
lamencss should leavc his left arm. fl'ai 
thc landing-place of thc small clod.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



I S S I . ) S A L T I L L O  H OY S . 5 6 5

It was well unclerstoocl that Jack’s “ d u s t” was 
101)C looked upon somewhat in the light of a prize 

niedal-
Stars and gartcrs,” as it was explained to him 

by Andy \Vright, after school.
‘‘That’s it,” said the red-haired boy; “ but 

«hat TI l'C remcmbcr it by after his face is washed ? 
It wont all turn to freckles like mine ? ”

“ Freckles, O te?” exclaimcd Jack. “ T hat 
would do. Oivc me o n c ; you ’ve enough for two.” 

Thcre was no dcnying it, for he had the full 
allowancc that bclongs to boys—¡iiid girls, too—of 
his complexión, but the idea t)f parting with any of 
thcm seemed new to him, and he made no rcply.

If there was any impolitencss in his silence, his 
írtends were too well accustomcd to it to carc. 
They kncw Otis Burr, and ncver wastcd precious 
time in waiting for him to spcak.

“ lí I ’m not mistaken,” said Andy, “  wc ’ll havc 
more trouble with those fcllows from along the 
canal. They ’vc quite taken the notion of coming 
over here latcly.”

“ Have n't much else to do ,” snapped Jack. 
“There’s a pei fect swarm of thcm. And they ’rc 
oí no more use than .so many wasps.”

“ Thcre ought to be a law to compcl thcm to 
aitcnd the district school. Thcn they ’d be shut 
uppart of the time.”

“ Pity the tcachcrs, then ,” said Otis.
“Thcy’d manage it. .Might make something 

outof somc of ’cm.”
“Something or othcr. It just spoils ’cm to let 

’em run around loosc, with nothing to do. It 
wouldspoil me, I know.”

“ You and Pug Mcrriwcathcr ’d havc a fight 
on your hands every day. ”

“ He’d havc thrce, if thcre was any chance to 
Snd ’cm. I never saw such a  little im|}. He givcs 
kis mothcr and sister no end of trouble. ”

“Glad I ’m not his sister,” gravely rcmarkcd 
Charley Fcrris.

“ You? Well, no,” said Andy, “  I don’t think 
iwi'dshine as a sister.”

Charlcy had a notion that he was born to shinc

in almost anything he might undertakc, bu t for the 
second time that day he saw that the public opin­
ión was against him, cspecially after Andy said 
something about beauty being required for a  com­
plete success, and Otis Burr added :

“ T h a t settlcs it. l ie  would n’t do .”
“ I say, boys,” intcrrupted Jack, “ the girls are 

bccoming cxcitcd about this May Queen business.” 
“  They all want to be quccns, I suppose,” said 

Andy, “  and oíd Ay’ring only wants one for his 
show.”

“ Havc tliey pitched on any onc girl to vote 
fo r?” askcd Joe Martin, as he came up with a lot 
of books undcr his arm.

“  If they have, they forgot to tell me. I ’ll ask 
Bolle about it to-night. There ’ll be somc work 
for US before we get th rough .”

“ W hy, Jack, do you mean to sing at the Festi­
val ? ” askcd Andy.

“ M e? S ing? W ell, yes, it ’s likely Ayring 
will be 'round after me. I did sing a song once, 
but nobody ’s ¡vskcd me to sing since tha t.”

“ W e ’ll let the girls and the small fry do the 
show business,” suggested Charley Ferris, with an 
cffort a t eldcrly dignity, “ b u t we must keep our eye 
on the politics of it. W c must n’t let the W edge­
wood boys walk ovei- us.”

“ They ’ll pick out somc girl from Ma’am 
Skinncr’s .”

“  T h a t ’s what they ’ll do. T hey did, last ycar, 
and they came within ten \ otcs of winning.”

“ And they did n ’t all vote for the same girl, 
cithcr. They wont make that blimdcr ag.ain.”

“  W e must n ’t, e ithcr.”
Fresh arrivals of youthful politicians had made 

quite a  caucus of it, but the whole qucstion had to 
be “ laid on the tablc,” as Andy W right called it, 
until Information could be had as to the purposes 
of the young ladies. So the group specdily brokc 
up, and tlic boys went their ways.

It was likely, however, tha t Jack  Roberts would 
have qucstions to answer as well as to ask, on his 
arrii-al home with so much dust of battie still on 
him.

To be coutiuueii.)
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H K A D - D R E S S E S  O F  A N I M A L S .

Hy S p h i n x .

Perh.aps you think tha t men and women are 
Ifac ooly ones that have distinctive head-dresses 
Ijod are proud of th em ; but if you should see some 
leí the animals in other countries, and see how their 
Inustets dress thcm up, you would find tha t their 
|njgmg fa sometimes very elabórate.
I  Look at the picture of a  Neapolitan donkey, at 
llktop of the opposite page. This head is perfectly 
Iprgeous, and his owner thinks it is beautiful. In 
Ithe lirst place, the hair betwecn the animal’s long 
leus is lied or wound up with bright red worsted, 

1 makes a bright little upright tu f t ; thcn his 
fa covercd «ith bits of brass which shine in 

: san, and it is all decorated, besides, with red 
, while on cither side, ju s t over his cyes, are 

I very largo liunches of red. Coming down a 
niain path against a  deep blue sky, or stand- 

«a^nst a « hite «-all, he looks very picturesque. 
The horsc at his side, though so near him in 

piclure, comes from Arabia, and his head is 
nndagcd up «ith a most intricate headstall. A 

t deal of his mtister’s wealth is lavished on this 
e; for the .Arabs think the world o f their fleet 
. and evcn gold and silver, richly embosscd, 

»be scen on some of the favorite horses.
While we are considering oriental animals, we 

night as well noticc next the cam el’s head in the 
roí the page; he has on a  very odd head-picce, 
t ap of coarse bits of bright colors, with tassels 
ing do»Ti the sides, interspcrsed with bclls. 

Coob very ugly in the hand, bu t on the anim al 
I is very pretty; and they say that the cameis 

! 50 fond of their bclls that sometimes they 
1 tiM travcl without the sound of them.

[  The great, strong horse near this camel belongs to 
dy, France, and the great hump on his ncck

is his collar, which is made very large and high, 
and is covered with a  sheep-skin dyed a  bright b lu e ; 
and, although it appcars very ungainly here, still it 
looks well on a fine gray N orm andy horse.

Below him you can see the head of an ele- 
phant, with an om am ent hanging down between 
his ey es ; his trappings>are very plain, but some of 
them in India are rich and dazzling, cspecially 
those of elephants tha t carry the nativo princes. 
They covcr their animals with the brightest cloths, 
embroidered with gold and silver, and  when they 
are decorated, they look like great masscs o f mov- 
ing color, not a t all like the Austrian horsc in the 
com er, who has to work hard all the day dragging 
heavy loads of beer-barrels, besides the weight of 
his leathcrn collar, covered with brass knobs.

T he Italian post-horse, secn in almost every 
town of Southern Italy, has a much smaller collar, 
but much more brass, besides a  bunch of feathers 
sticking straight up on top of his head, a row' of 
bclls around his ncck, and a  long tuft of dyed 
horse-hair hanging under the jaw. His blinders 
are of brass, and a  coronel of brass stands up on 
his forehead, while his owner thinks he will com­
plete its beauty by cropping the animal’s mane, and 
m aking it stand up on its neck like a mule’s.

T he savage, wild-looking little head, pictured in 
the lower córner, belongs to a mustang, or wild 
pony, owned by a  Sioux Indian, as wild as his 
s tced; he has no bridle, but the warrior simply 
fastens a leather thong around his undcr jaw, and 
Controls liim with this and his voice. He also puts 
eagles’ feathers in his mane and tail, and  the horsc 
and his rider prcsent a  very wild appearance as 
they sweep over the prairies after the buffalocs, or 
dash up to and away from enemies in battie.

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

B v  M a r y  N .  P r e s c o t i '.

Little gypsy Dandelion, 
Dancing in the sun,

Have you any curls to sell?
“ Not a single one ! ”

Havc you any eggs and cheese 
^ To go a-markeling?

I have neither one of these,
For beggar or for king.”

Little idlc Dandelion,
T hen , I ’ll mow you do«-n. 

W hat is it you ’re good for, 
W ith your golden crown ?

“ Oh, I gild the ficlds, afar,
In the pleasant spring, 

Shining like the morning star, 
W ith  the light I bring.”
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L I T -T L E  T O -T O T E .

B y  C l a r .a  D o t y  B a t e s .

Nf) O N E  would think tha t lit-tle T o-to te  was a  girl w h o  

could en-joy .stand-ing on her head.
She was as shy as her kit-ten that hid un-der] 

chairs when-ev-er a strange step carne 
n e a r ; and she scarce-ly ev-er looked any- 
one in the face, w ith-out first let-tinv her

o  f

long, soft eye-lash-es fall up-on her cheek. 
And yet T o -to te ’s fa-vor-ite de-light was 
to stand on her head.

H e r  nurse laughed and cried out, “Oh,I 
To-tote, a-gain on your head!" at which 

To-tote would laugh too, and go on with her play.
Now To-to te  had for a gift from her good grand-moth-er, a gold I 

spoon with a fan-cy T  en-graved on the han-dle. W ith  this she ate her! 

sup-per of bread and milk, and with this she sipped her  soup at din-ner.f 
In-deed, it was al-ways laid at T o - to te ’s píate, for w heth-er she re-qiiiredj 

it or not, she al-ways w ant-ed to see it there. And
w hen-ev-er she saw it she stood on her head !

“ W hy, T o-to te  ! " you will say, “ H ow  could 
you do such a th i n g ? ”

Y et you would not be so sur-prised if 
you should see her. T ak e  your
own brigh t spoon at break- 
fast, or at din-ner, or 
a t tea, look

in-side its shin-ing bowl, andi 

you will see a ver-y good like-nessl 

of a lit-tle boy or girl tha t you know, andj 
— it will be wrong side up. T ha t was what To-j 

tote so much en-joyed do-ing at .sup-per. It 
ver-y fun-ny to her pret-t) ' F rench eyes to see the smil-mg 

lit-tle la-dy look-ing as if she were walk-ing with her feet in the air.

“ Oh, oh,” .she would laugh, “ you will g e t diz-zy in there, Miss
And nurse would add ; “ Yes, yes, she is ver-y diz-zy. Now bid her goo j

night, To-tote, and we will light the can-dle and go up to bed.”

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



F O R  V E R Y  I . I T T L E  K O L K .

E D - D Y ’ S  B A L - L O O N .

Ei)-i)V was a lit-tle boy, who lived on a farm. One 
ay he went with his fa-ther, moth-er, and sis-ter, to 

he coiin-ty fair, four miles a-way.
Ecl-cly saw a g rea t man-y won-der-ful tliings that 

av, but there was noth-ing  there tha t he want-ed so 
much as a red bal-loon, so he bought one with some 

mon-ey giv-en him to spend “ as he pleased.”
All the way home Ed-dy  held the string, and the 

)al-loon float-ed a-bove the car-riage. W hen  he went
-to the house he tied it to the chair-back, and left
there, while he sat down and ate his sup-per.
.Af-ter sup-per he a-mused 

lim-self by try-ing to make 
le bal-loon stay down on 
te ñoor. As soon as it

rose, he struck it with the
¡alm of his hand, and made 
it go down a-gain ; but, as 
it jumped up ev-ery time, he 
lad to strikc it a-gain and 
-gain.

Now, Ed-dy lived in an 
house, with a large, open 

ire-place; as he was chas­
ing his play-thing, all at once 
>e cante to the f ire-p lace; 

the bal-loon slipped a-way 
toni his hand and went 
tight up the big chim-ney.

Ecl-dy and his sis-ter A n-nie ran in-to 
the yard, but they could not catch the fly-a- 
"ay; it rose high-er than the house-top.
They watched it go up, up, up, un-til it 
"as on-ly a speck a-gainst the blue sky.
Then it went so ver-y  h igh  that, a l- th o u g h  

kept look-ing and  look-ing, a t  length ,

*hey could not see it at a l l ; and that was the last of E d -d y ’s bal-
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J A C K - I N - T H E - P U L P I T .

“ A p r i l  sHowers bring May ñowers,” and May 
fiowers bring happy hours,— that is, in the country, 
—and what can an honest Jack-in-the-Pulpit 
know about the city, cxcepting by hearsay ? T he 
Little School-ma’am  says tha t in Ncw York, and a 
few other brick-and-stone conglomerations, the in- 
habitants havc a  way of swapping houses with one 
another on the first day of May, and, in consequencc, 
the streets are filled with carts carrying household 
goods and chattcls to and fro, hither and thither, 
till the city is nearly distracted. T hen in the 
houses, she tells me, the broom-spirit has full sway'; 
wives rule the home-univcrse, and husbands and 
fathers stand aside and wccp. Busy times, I should 
say !

Well, and are not m y people busy, too ? Birds 
with their eradles and housekeeping; early spiders 
with their shiny little hammocks and awnings; ants 
with their apartment-houscs, and, above all, dear, 
rosy, noisy hipeds (known by Icarncd naturalists as 
boysandgirlscs scmiwUdscs), running about in the 
fields and woods, and having the best kind of a 
busy time. Bless them ! T hey  make me think 
of bees, Immming with hcalth and checrfulness, 
and storing up sweets and fiower-wealth for all to 
share who will.

T alking of busy times and hours packcd full of 
simple enjoyment, my hearers, consider this bit of 
true history about

POOR F R IT Z .

H ow  would you like to have such a bringing- 
up as befell Fritz, son of Frederick William the 
Second, King of Prussia ? Let me tell you about it.

W hen the child was in his tenth ycar, the father 
wrote out directions to the three tutors as to Fritz’s 
mode of life. T he boy was to be called a t six 
o’clock, and the tutors were to stand by to see that 
he did not loitcr ñor turn in bed ; he must gct up

at once. As soon as he had put on his slippers he 
was to knccl at his bedside and pray aloud a praW 
so that all in the room mig it hear. Then aj 
rapidly as possible, he was to put on his shocs aiíd 
spatterdashes, vigorously and briskly wash himself 
get into his clothes, and have his hair powdered 
and combed. During the hair-dressing, he w,as at 
the same time to take a breakfast of tea, so'thiit 
both jobs should go on at once, in order to saie 
t im e ; and all this, from the calling to the end of 
the breakfast, was to be done in fifteen minutes'

.At half-past nine in the evcning he was to biii 
his father good-night, go dircctly to his room, verv 
rapidly take off his clothes, wa.sli. and hear á 
prayer on his knees. Then a  hymn was to be sung. 
and Fritz was to hop instantly into hed.

Poor Fritz! No room for bed-timc stories ñor 
pillow-fights !

But, not so fast. “  Poor Fritz" afterward 
became Frederick the Great.

B U T T O N M O L D  MOUND.

D e a r  J a c k - i n -t h e - P i 'LPIT : If  yon werc a naiive of ctninl 
Keniucky you would not think of scndins your S t .  X i c h o l w  

children as far as Africa or Buenos Ayrcs for’natural bcatU. suci» 
as you mentioned in your budgei of Novenibcr, a yearago, for in 
Hardin County, near a place called Rotigh Crcck, where we bve 
sometimes spent the summcr, thcre is a high hill firmeJ ofrtHind, 
flat stoncs, from the size of a  pin-head to an inch across, a 
round hole right throtigh the middle. 'l'hc híii is callcd, from 
the shape of these stoncs, “  Butlon-mold .Moiind.” They look 
as if ihey might havc been fishing-worms once, had pctrifici 
and been brokcn up into short picccs. May be, they pbycd 
around in the mud with tlie trilobites, when iKuh fclt more íikcpíay- 
ing than they do now. Wc ñnd trilobites on the hilb arouód 
Cíncinnati, when wc go visiting there.—Your aíTectiunaie friend.

S h i k l b v  .M.a k t i x .

T H E  C A T - B I R D S  ARE COMING!

E.-\rlv in May, my dears,—cspecially those of 
you who live in the Middle States,—be ready fot j 
the new-coming of the cat-birds.

You will find them a social set, for they scldom 
nest at a  distance from a farm-house or other (hvcll- 
ing of m a n ; and, if you listen carefully. in the 
morning or evcning, you may hear their wild, 
warbling melody. T hey  belong "to the great Thrush 
family, you know, most of whom h;i\ e swect yoices. 
They are lively, quick-tempcrcd fcllows, and ifthey 
see a snakc, will scold ficrcely at it; occasionaliy 
too, they will fiock together, and cither kill tlieir I 
cncmy or drive him away. It is f u n n y  that tl)cir i 
cry should sound so like the “ mew” of arat, fot j 
they dislike puss almost as much as they hate, 
snakes; and they often p e r c h  impiulently just « m  j 

of reach, and lecture her sevcrcly, calling out; 
“ m e w ” evcry now and then, as if to taunt ticr. ■

B IR D  M IM IC R Y .

On the whole, taking the parrot, mocking-bird. 
canary, cuckoo, and cat-bird into consideration. i 
seems to me sometimes that the birds 
an unfair advantage over othcr crcaturcs m 
way of mimicry.

But I don’t know. The Little School-nia ara »  
me tha t on March j a d  of this year, j’* , L  
outside her window, a burst of trills j 
and roundelays, and ccstatic a i r s , — varied «i t 
warbles, and sudden chirps and t w i t t c r s ,  and >
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Stand to it, my little soldier-girl ! ’ And then thc 
child would straighten herself up, and bravely go 
on with her wearying task.

“  W hen the little one carne to kiss me, after thc 
fighting was done, her face was so streaked with 
tears and gunpowder that, at first, I failcd to 
recognize my own bravo little daughter.”

D E E P S E A  W O N D E R S .

On e  of those prying fellows, the naturalists, has 
bccn bringing queer live things from more than 
half a mile deep in the ocean, where there are no 
voiccs, and thc day is almost as dark as the night. 
Of course, he himself did not go down for thcm, 
but he sank a dredge, or opcn-mouthed bag, fast­

ened to a rope, and 
dragged it along 

thc bottom. 
T he things 

s h o w n  
in the

lullabics,—altogether making almost the finest 
mcdley of bird songs and glees tha t ever grceted hcr 

Oí course, she listened in rapt plcasure until 
iherecamc a pause, wondcring all the time, however,
,hal rival of the nightingale could thus havc come 
back before thc buds and flowers. And when, at 
last, the serenado was ended, she hastcncd to thc 
«indow, looked at cach bough of every trec, and 
liially descricd—little dirty-faced, ill-clad Tim  Milli- 
oaii. the ncwsboy, with chceks puffed out like 
balloons, and pursed-up lips, whence suddenly 
issued again that torrent of bird-like mclody. Ere 
long, he raiscd his hand and took from between his 
tceth a (|uccr little metallic shcct, and instantly thc 
music ended.

Whence, I say—ho, rollicking, deceitful cat-bird, 
level in thy launting mimicry ; but bcware thy- 
self, o f T i i i i  Milligans, and strcet-whistles !

A L IT T L E  S O LD IE R -G IR L .

■‘Vis," said a tail man with a 
siiord, as he strollcd with Deacon 
titeen along thc foot-path in my 
ine.idow: “ yes. my five-ycar- 
old Nelly heíped to hold thc 
fort! Hless hcr!

“ One day. we snldicrs  
tndc off in citase o f  a  
band of five hundred In- 
dians. .Aftcr som e hours ,
»e found that more than  
halfof them had lurned  
about and wcrc on their  
xay back to attack th c  
ion. They lioped to

capture i t : for they k n ew  p ic tu r e  carn e  u p  in  th is
that it was hiiilt c h ic f iy  d r e d g e ,  n o t  v e r y  lo n g  a g o .

1 of adobe [sun-dricd T he  lower of the two bcau-
brlcks], thcy fclt tiful filagrcc marvcls

I sure left spongc, stalk is
i)nly.a rewmcntodcfcnd bundle of about
li. e rodc hack as fast drcd threads of glassy stuff

I as uurjaded horses could Indecd,
go. and we .arrivcd material glistcns as if it
moment too soon in rcality thc finest spun-

Thewoincn andchil- g lass; and, although thc sil-
I dren had gnnc into thc very web is so dclicate,

mock-hnuse and wcrc able to withstand tlic tre-
uuliun; but several of mendous |ircssurc of tlie

I  Uie soldiers liad been water all about it. The
“oundcd in running to other spongc, with its sprcad-

I sheitcr. For ing roots, has bccn dragged
I nre nours my wife fircd out of thc mud, and is fioat-

mpcating rifles, onc aftcr ing in thc water. Those two
no lier. Asoldicr, hurt many-Icgged shrimps once

ÍToIickcd about
, |.T "” thcm sunless, soundlcss
ried'thcni m i ’ 'vo.NuEKs. íi'iiong myriads of just such
3  1“ '"Other, lovely forms as thcsc.
The Flri hack thc cmpty oncs to be rcloaded. T ha t may be all very well for shrimps, but as for 
•he N  before long, but thc attack of your Jack,— givc me the lightsomc air, the glow-
sht fierce and unresting that even ing sun, thc mcrry brook, the rustling green things,
W i n  "° t  be spared. T he tears carne and my bonny birds, that make happy life about my
her ihml ''"tt she begged to be let off. But pulpit, not to mention those rackety, rcd-checked, 

I "ould say: ‘ Stand to it, my Nelly ! dcar boys and girls of the Red School-house.
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T H K  L E T T E R - B O X .

thc backs of the forward dowcis. The Jtheivcs mqyl)5pp,^í 
and may re*t on screw-.cyes screwed into thc s>idcs<rf 

McUl cars are set on the back, projcciing above Uie|—j,̂ L 
ing thc cabinet; in addition, it is well to dme a 
msidc through thc back into a  stud in thc walL 

T Ik  scaUoping at thc top of thc hack may be dooe 
thc holc in thc ccntcr of cach scallop is borcd rigln thmuRh Tk 
ornamental lines acros» thc sides are madc wiih agouge. ajnl¿odd 
be painted hrown: then the whole cabinet «hould becwend 
two coau uf whitc shclbc vamUh. lliose skilkd ia &ct <avia¿«3i 
likc to scc in thc top thc letters A. A., tn (Md Etk^bkieu Ifyi  ̂
are puzzlcd over any part of the cabinet, do <Wk i
fdtuw down at the shop” w’ho wáll give yini a hínt

AmI now, while the boys have gone for m>ihc Ixonb ¡md the 
hammcr, a word to thc prcsidcnts of all the St. XiciK>u<dnpcas. 
which are now found in more than tw'enty Siate« aadTcnéaás, 
tn say nothing of England and (Icrmany.

The more specÜW: you can make your die Vt̂ rr U
instancc, if you are much interested in cniomok>2y, mtodifaim* 
ing to cover thc whole fíeld, suppose you dinxi yottrattenún uáe

ACIASSIZ ASSÜCIATION—SECOND KEPí)RT.

SlX or sevcn hundred eagcr qucstíonciN u» aiiswcr at (tncc>^«iul 
but twice as many words to do it with i

First, to the boys who have asked Ilow can I make a chcap 
cabinet ? ” wc offer this simple dcsign.

The right'hand picture shows thc cabinet cúmplete, and the plan 
beside ít is drawn so that every measiuvmenc in il ts onc-sixteenth of 
the corrcsponding measuremcni in the ñnUhed cabinet. No nail» 
are used. Wood of light color kmks w d !: chcstnut is easily worfccd.

'Fhc ends of thc top and bottom are mortised ínlo thc sides. Closc 
tn thc .side boards holc.s are borcd through thc projccting parís of ihc 
icnons; and wedgcs are insertcd and hammcred tight.

The framcs of thc doors are doweled a t the comcrs, cach joint 
being made by boring a bote through one piece into tbe next, and 
inserting a  dowd coatcd with glue. Tbe short dotted lines in thc 
plan hd p  to explain this. 'Fhe glass should not be set «*ith puuy, 
bul wáth narrow stríps, beading, or rallan, fastencd with brads or

“  ncedle-poinis.” Buu-hinges may be used, with ornamental hinge- 
plates set outside, as shown. Hook one door to the shdf, and it witl 
hold the other door shut.

The shdves may be madc with raiscd cdges, likc trays,—the front 
rims are not .shown in the picture. Thesc edgcs wlll save thc con- 
tcnts from rolling off when thc trays are taken out. The shclves 
slope forward, to show the spccimens to better advantagc; and they 
rest on dowels let into auger-holes in the side boards. To prevent 
them firom sKppcng, pegs are set tn them undemeath, resting against

scales on buttcrflics’ wings. Are  thc scales «n .sil paits -f ihe ye» 
biittcrñy of thc same shapc? Are che scales ixt biiitcrflici</«life. 
ent sorts different tn shapc? .Are thc scalcs »f m-xk wewüy 
different from thosc of butterflics? Can le/iJe/ítrn (b n a ^ m i  
moths) be dassthed by their scales ax ftshes

Let cach member of jrour chapter who ha« atcev. tu a hcmb^  
study some one kind of butterfiy thoroughly*, and make a repon, liá 
«‘.nreful dravtángs. of thc scales of both malc andfctnak, Theab 
your secrctary iiiakc a rci>ort, carefully comlcn>cd, rnimibc*c.iíd 
.send it to I.enox with thc drauángs. We w ill rompaie tk tcpocts 
sent in. and publish the general rcsult of alI your >b<enat>«t 

‘*.And what shall /  do? I don't Uke bugs’ I Am
•• How shall I begin ? Mincrals are m y **

Patience! Get your cabinets ready and cnScct »« oucy tfwiaiTt 
as you can, unul next month, when the ftowcrs w9  be wnadcit;? 
it is not time for them to begin tcaching ag:iln. nnd wltcn ve 
t«» fuul you still cager to “ considcr" them.

.\WAKO o r  A PKizr.

T hk prizc Ibr drawings oí snow-crystals ha», been awanW ulfa 
.Mary I„ Oarhcld, of Flichburg, Mass.

Several other mcmbcrs s e n t  drawings which raibcdmíohoio* 
in üurdccision. The diawinjjs o/Cmto 
t.iuson, espccially, «Icservc cofnra«iihtxs 
ITicy carne too tac i** awpetc «iéée 

o thós, AS abo did fifty canb rf CT**- 
drawings from Mks Klyda Rxlaió*.

Unibrtunatdy, thc leqocsi k  
snow-flakcs was not pubüsbcdnrfbe» 
thc winter, and wc prcfcr. mw, u 
pone a further rep<»rt tipon then. ad lo 
dcfcr printing thc dmwings — ^  
winicr, when each owe of thc "
snowy dtstricts can haw a om s 
lo make simibr pictures

But now thc snow ^  ** ** ^
mcr legs of silver, and Ka-s nw 

US. Chrysalids are kíjinnioff iojnA  
It is thc day of resuircction k t the<^ 
pilUr. The woods are apis 

wOd fiowers. Here »  May, and wc of New Enghnd
ning to search for ibc first violets. B«t»ohdear*eí»*^5 ^ p
this is ! I t Kprcads so widcly that there are aM kindí 
it at the same time. And wc forget ihat you of CaHw^ 
your violcts i n  Fcbniary, n n d  w T O tc  lo us in  inidwánicr, 

thc fragrant blos.soms, a n d  asking how lo prest and  

So, next month, we shall take up ihU sufa^t, pv< P” * ^
conccming the pres.sing and kceping of fiowav *■“ po»»r 
on to suggesc a fow thtngs ahouc insects.
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tb ,  *> you all Ihink of a badgtf Wc now number «ven 
I . , hope lo be onc ihousand before nexl month.

all Communications as before.
' ■ H a k l a n  H .  B a l u r d ,

Leno.v Acadcmy, Ixnox, Mass.

I j s t  o s  A t> D m o .> iA l. C lI . tP T K R S .

.tJdms 
llUsIdiiláa, Pa. B.
¡ .X c tc rse . X. C 

m , .1
a .U»»»-.

M»... I 
!)!»•

lod irlite l. \Vi«. . 
■lUkidphb. Px. C. 
l r f A « > .  N‘. V 

■ULcvnfthf 
IfM FnKÍ»ci>, Col 
l K j r i c s .N  V.. 
|Oáhad.Ca).

í. Wk
m

MQíq(0 Ili. ^ 
■(kacc Cky. Kan«̂  
| 5c Mx. A 
■Xe«t« Co«re, M.1S'

A/embert. President.

. .  6 . .  Ed*rin A. K c l l e y ,  i 6 o 6  V in e  st.
, i 6  M n .  E . C .  O xs lc ins ,  c a r e í i e o .  A lien  

& C o .
. 8 . .  W in n ic  S ch titt le r ,  73 O m i t  l ^ c c .

7 . .  P. <i. S tc v e n s o n .
. t o  M a u d  M . L o v e ,  1916 W a s h .  st.

. .  6 .  I>ira M c u g c r  
. . 4 . D o w  M a x o n .

 6 .  .K k a n o r  I. C r c w , 1936 N .  i i t h  m

1 3 . .M .  W . ' f h o m a s ,  K ulton  C o.
6 .  L ida P- Hn»wiu
7 . . 5 . w a l l  D oU ivcr , 3 3 0 1  F i l lm o rc  st.

. .  8  G co . T. S anford , 108 \V. i i 3 d  »i.
  7 .  H enr>*C. C o n v e r s e ,  i y > s  U m a d w a y .

4 . .  H o r e n c c  T y n g  G iisw cdd.
5 D o r a  B n ) w n ,  C h a m p a ig n  C o .
6 . . A n n i e T .  C roraw ell ,  i&o S. W a t e r 54. 

J o h n  T .  N ix o n .
5 .  . H .  B. C r uc kn eU , 1233 N .  a i s t  si.
4 . .  R o b e n  S . looring.

C h a r l k v  Go—-Y o u  w ill  fmd a  short and l iv e ly  May-day acling-play 
in  S t .  N i c h o l a s  for May, 1876. It i s  called ** May-day In-doors,’* 
and was written by Mrs. Abby Morton Diaz.

D b a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  Have you nodced that in Febniar^’ and 
Match of this year the days of the w-eek fall upon exactly the same 
days of the month? For instancc, the Saturdays in both months werc 
ihc 5th, X3th, X9th, and s6th: and the .Sundays werc the 6lh, lath, 
auth, and 37th. I suppose this happens ahrays when February has 
iwentv-eight days, or four complete weeks.—TruK’ yours,

B. C. T.

D e a r  St . N ic h o iw ^ s :  I have lived here in Dakota about four 
months, and ha\’e secn many wonderful things. l'h c  pniirie firc for 
insiance, which at onc time cntircly .surroundcd our home. It wa.s 
l)cautifu! to look at, but at the same time it was frighlful un account 
of the danger to our hocnes.

Our homestcad ts two and a haK miles from the town (Hurón), on 
tlw Chicago and North-wcstcm R. R. l 'h c  road ts through to Ft. 
Fierre, on the Missouri River.

Our to%»*n is now’ about eight months oíd and ¡t has over seven 
hundred people

Wc shall soon havc two churches and a school-hotisc. and it ts alsí» 
expected to be the county sent.

Thcre is not a irec ín sight, but the scenery is beautiful At times 
wc havc imaginary lakes that look p ^ cc tly  natural to a  stranger’s 
eye. There are many anielopc here in drovcs from ñfty to threc 
hundred, and during ihc scvcrc storm in October many were dríven 
to ihc Jim River. near town, wherc the sportsmen shot them.—From 
your admiring friend. C. M. S.

Piauw T M  M . .Mo k k is . — l’hc first volumcofST. N i c h o l a s  i s  out 
« in M . and  ihc pidtltshcrs know of n o  place wherc a copy o f  i t  can 

I k  «boineil. It »  n o t  probable that the volume will ever be 
lepÓNcd The pubUshers wiU pay the full rctail price for a limitc<l 

f  fli ihc tssucsof S t . N i o i o l a s  for Novembcr and Dcccm- 
Ikr, tl73: Jonuar)’. Novembcr, and Dccetnber, 1874; March a n d  

INmob^. 1875: August and Decembcr, 1876: and Januar>', 1877: 
rf ik  must be /« gn u / coHdi//ót¡, a n d  snitabU  / o r  bindin^. 

I H rcotck a n d  the advcrtising )>agcs may l»e i«)m, bul the maga- 
>lbenud)cs mu<4bc oeiihcr i»»m ñor «niled.

M. Nicou- ASI) O t h e r s . —Vou will find gmKl advicc as tu how to 
carc for canary birds in Mr. Kmcst IngersoU’s article, “ A la lk  
about Canarics.** printed in S t .  N i c h o l a s  for  Fcbruaiy, 1877.

Dtut St. Nk H'̂ i.as : I was much interestcd in >*our April articlc 
|¿oa( tk  cochmcal inscct. and the colors made from it. One of ihc
■  «•Earcs said that: **Tbe best carmine can be made only Ín fine 
l«<s)Rr**: and this reminded me of a little anecdote that I read in 
ItbxJi, aboot Sir Ifumphry Da\*)*, the great chcmist.
I  As Ing&sh mantiiacturcr agrecd lo pay 000—about five thou- 
I  an! dnRus>.tft a Frenchman, if he would rcvcal to him the sccret 
I^Qfhviikh French makers wcrc enabled to produce carmine of a 

RcnCTaüy $0 much better than the EnglUh. l 'h c  Frenchman 
Ip^R^ took the monc>% and said: You musl work only on
■  ̂ ««orda)-*." Aná this was the whole of the sccret; for, in 
I t h e  iHoccsAes followed by both p ^ e s  wcrc exactly 
I m l  bet II was a dear liargain for the Knglishman, bccause— 
la n i k  aoT)—4n his countty* thcre U vcr^' hule of the bnutifol 
|uKy wtathcr that is frctiucntíy enjoyed in F ranee.—Yours trul^*.

D e a r  S t. N i c h o i . a s :  Sedng in  your F d m u ry  number a  small 
rh>Tse th e  ** Small maid o í S l  Paul** 1 t h o u g h t  th a t  I w o u ld  gi\*e 
you s o m e t h in g  similar, w h ic h  nms as follu«*s:

Thcre wa.s a .small giri in Montana,
1 think her ñame was Su-sanna;

Sbe «*alked down tbc strecL 
With her basket so neat,

To get her mamma a  banana.
Yours, ele.,

A C o x s T A N T  R f. a o r r ,  per C. S,

M*v J e sn t sc s  asks us 10 reprint ihU liiilc paragraph from the 
‘■Leíer.Box” ofMay. 1874:

I ^  wclcomc as birthday gift* 10 May children, 
«lualid* and to little children i n  hospitals, or to put 

^  mothcfs* piales on May-day morning. A prett\’ 
irimming a paper-box (a collar-bo.v will 

»hh tis.^uc-paper fnnged and crinkled. so to 
TÍ outúdc, .md by sewing to opposite sides of ihe box 

for a handie. In is , also, can be covered with 
• '*'ikl flowcrs, ar.d green leaves will soon make

l i i j y ? . . .  * dclicatc bit of vine to
“  much ihc better. Narrow whitc ribbon 

where the handlc Joíns ihc basket, g^ve a
l ^ - 3 ° ’ ^  '"f very liitlc children, it will do no hann to pul

'wgar plums in the middle of the flowcrs.

l.N good scason tu appcar with .Mr. Beard's ** Chapter on Soap- 
Itubblcs,** in the prescnt number, comes the foHomTng letter:

D e a r  S t .  N i c h o i . a s  : Did you ever hear of a ** soap-bubblc party” ? 
WeH, an English l.idy gavc one not long ago, and, from the account 
1 rcad, it must havc been vcr>* mcrrj*. KaHy in the csening, the 
guests scatcd thcm.sdves a t a  long table, on which w*ere a  number 
<ií pretty ú>wls, halfifiUed with warm soap-suds. By the ridc of 
caen bowl was a common, straight-stcmmcd clay pipe, omamcntcd 
with little bows of nairow ribbon. and paintcd Ín pretty color». The 
blowing of the bubbles began a i  once, and it must ha>x been funny 
tn see ^  guests—all grown up though tltey were, and some of thcm 
with ñame? wcll known in social and política) affitirs—vic with each 
othcr, and try who could blow the biggest and most beautiful bubble: 
actíng, in d e ^  a s  if they had bccome boys and girls a ^ n .

If any of your rcadcrs—little folk^ ™ w n folks, or folks altogether 
—should give such a party, they might !ct each guest cany away a 
pipe M  a memento: and, of course, thcse souvenirs would be all the 
more highiy piued if prettily d<xorated, and by the hands of skiilful 
hostesscs. .M. V, W.

Nei.lv B.—It i> believcd that the European> imponed bnuil-wood 
undcr that ñame from India, before ihcy discovered South America, 
and that ihc countr>* " f  Brazil reccived iu  ñame from this red d)x- 
wood, with which the carly navigators werc actpiaintcd alrca<ty, and 
which the>' foimd thcre in grcat ahundance.

**Petite Ansc Amateur," mentioned in the 
”  edilcd by Avcry & McIIhcnny,

D e a r  .S t .  N i c h o l a s :  Your girls and boys may like 10 hear how 
the children of Kcni—“ the ganlcn of England " —cclebrated May- 
day fifty years ago. In the morning, numbers o f  b o ^  and giris 
went about in little cnropanics, carr>’ing boughs n f  hawtnom or othcr 
trees in blossom. In cvcry* group, two children iK̂ re a May garland, 
which was formed of two small willow hoops, crossed, decorated w*ith 
primroses and other flowers, and green leaves. Now and then there 
would be. tn the middle o f  the garland, a doH May Queen gayly

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



5 7 4 T H E  J . J Í T T E R - B O X . I'Iav,

drcsscd. At every house the children sang a carol, expccting pen- 
nics in reiiim. Sometimes they sang thcsc two lines ovcr and over:

“  This is thc day, the First of May,—
Picase lo rcmember thc Garland.”

But generally there wcrc several verses, or perhaps this one, which 
• dates hack lo the days of good Queen Hess, I believe:

“  A branch of May I 've brought you hcrc.
And at your door I stand;

I t ’s btít a sprout, but it ’s well buddcd out,
'I'he work of our I-ord's hand.”

Later in thc day, in some places, boys and girls ioincd in the 
mcrry-making on thc villagc green, around and about thc May-pole, 
as dcscribed by Olive Thome in your May number of 1878.

I am sorry to say that these pretty customs seem to be dying out, 
m y ratc, il is pleasant to cali thcm to mind.—Yours triily.bul, at any i

W. H. F.

N e w  SuBSCRiHKK.— 1. The first number of S t .  N i c h o l a s  is dated 
November, 1873. 2. From lime to time, the following magazines
havc bccn merged in S t .  N i c h o l a s :  “ Our Young Folks,” “ Little 
Corporal,” “ The School-day Magazinc,” “ The Childrcn’s Hour,” 
and “ The Rivcrsidc Magazine.” 3. In París, a French magazinc 
cntitlcd “ S i.  Nicolás” is published weekly, bul it does not at all 
rcpreseni thc American S t .  N i c h o l a s .

D e a k  St . N i c h o l a . s  : Will some of your readers tell me why it is 
that whcn you warm a piecc of paper by rubbing it between your 
knecs, it will stick to a piecc of wood?—Yours truly,

ZiíLLA (7 yea r s) .

D e a r  S t. N i c h o l a s  : 1 live in Chicago, near Lincoln Park, and 
in summer often go to thc park and down 10 the lakc. One day, 
whcn gathering shclls, I found a small snail, which I kcpt in a bottle 
of water. And onc lime, when giving it some clcan sand and water, 
I found in thc sand a small bectlc. I took a look at him through thc 
magnifying-glass. His shell looked like tortoise-shell, only the 
l)cctlc-shclT had great, deep ridgcs in it. He was a queer-looking 
insect, for on his stomach there were a great number, of smaller 
shells, in which Uve olhcr Hlile insecLs. Once, w^hcn I was looking 
at him, one half of his shell carne off Inside of his shell he has four 
wings, tA\'o on each side, and thcy glistcn like pearl. Still they are 
so thin that they look like lace; and you could see thc veins and 
veinlcts in them. In thc middle his wings partcd, and if you could

look very closely you could see a small portion of his harl tv 
upper parts of thc Icgs looked very smooth, while the under nán 
covered with small, fine hairs.  ̂ I just wish you could have 
beeilc, with his wings so beautiful and lace-iike, his legs soítL!«i! 
and shiny. I am very sorry I can not writc anyihine 
head, but the poor beetlc was minus a head whcn I found him 1 
guess I '11 havc to leavc the account of that part till 1 find anoik* 
becllc, when you may have another note from your liiile friciid

  LH.

H k k e  are two capital Icttcrs from mcmbers of ihe .Agassir Asso 
ciation:

D e a r  M r .  B a l l a r d  : Your minerals arrivcd licresafelv, thevan- 
vciy nice We have a live porcupinc ; I will send you ¿íne ¡A hU 
quifls if you would like them. There ts an opossum Ín ihc cacc»-ith 
thc porcupinc. Papa was onc day showing the opos.sum to thccli« 
when he noticed two or three quills in his nose. I ihink it uas io<’, 
bad for it must have hurt him. 1 wonder if thcy had been qiiarrdmit 
Thank you for thc little book you sent me; whcn ihc Splwgcocntt 
1 hope 10 collect planLs. Did you kiiow that ihc cau havc a third 
cye-lid? If you havc a gentío kitty, whcn slic is aslccp Üftupher 
upper eye-lid, and you will sec a thick vcil over herc)’c. Do vou 
know if cats like music of any kind? We havc a liiilcblack-and.vríiitc 
kitty that seems to like it whcn papa whistlcs. Can you tell me «Kai 
thc pocket in thc car of thc cat is for? and if you havc ever known 
of a cat burrowing in the earth to keep warm 7—Yours truly

M. Ñ. W.

O u r  cat is 11 inches high and 19 inchcs long frr»m thc rootof hi* 
tail to thc cnd of his nosc and his tail Ls io>4 inches long. He has 
four Icgs and walks on thc tips of his loes. He has four toes on cach 
hind foot and on his fore feet five toes on each, onc of which he Axf, 
not use in walking because it is too high on his Icg but he use< h in 
climbing. He walks on little cushions on thc end of his toes Kt 
uses his claws, only at will, as whcn he is climbing, >trctching, 
ing, etc. His ears are movable at will, but not so mtich soasarab- 
bii’s. His cycs tip in like a Chinaman’s. Whcn he» waichtngfcr 
his prcy he inoves his tail from side to side. His tail is smooth aod 
lapcring. There is soft fur all ovcr his body excepi on ihcetidoí 
his nose and the cushions on his toes and thc inside of his ears. He 1 
is gray with lighcer and darkcr stripcs of gray all ovcr his body, tail I  

and legs. I

He hves mostiy on bread and milk and whnt he catchcs whkha.’e I  

rals micc squírrcls rabbits snakes and birds. He will eat doogh. I  
swcct com, cooked potatocs, and tumips, but does n’t like thc la:ter I  

very well.
W h c n  I rub  h im  I c a n  s e c  sp a r k s ,  an d  thc longer and faster he» | 

rubbed  th e  m o r e  sp a r k s  y o u  c a n  se e ,  an d  at thc s;ime nmc yon cao 
h ea r  a  s n a p p in g  n o isc .  I c a n ,  to o ,  fccl my fmgcrs linglc. li is 
c le c tr ic i iy  in  th c  liair . Lina Aldricii.

S o l u t i o n s  to February puzzles wcrc reccived, too late for acknowledgment in ihc Apríl number, from “ A Hivc of Hce«," \Lmbl«kn, 
England, 9. The ñames of solvcrs are printed in the second number after that in which the puzzles appcar.

Answeks to P uzzles in the  March N u.mber wcrc reccived, before March 20, from “ Jcssamine,” 3— N. Eyc.';, all—"ijlk ü
1— Alicc Dunning and Julia Palmer, 2— Waltcr K. Smith, i— Dora N. Taylor, i — Willic Koss, 3— Édward Bmwazki, 2—\\anicnk | 
(íilbcrt, 2— “ .Artful Dodger,” 2— León and Naomi, 1— Cornelia Milchell, 3— Annc V. Glcason, 4— Frank R. He.ath, ii—FordvccAimvc 
Wardcn, 8— Waller Montcith, i—j .  Harry Anderson, 3— Eleanor B. Farley, 2— Carne F. Doane, 4—Julieiie S. Ry.ill, 2—\»kt. ?- 
K. L. Myers, 3— John B. Blood, 3— C. H. McBride, 8— Virginic Callmeycr, o— “ The Blankc Family,” 11—J. O., 2—EmmaawiIL»Tird

 ̂Collins, 3— Willie R. Withcrlc, i—J. Millón G itterinan, 3— “ Aniony and Clcopaira,” 7— Harrict A. Clark, all—Hcnry Kochcsttf. j -  
Will Rochcstcr, 5— Ashbcl Grccn, J r ., 3— “ Phyllis,” 5— E. L. Gould, i — Hcícn M. Drennan, 3— Henry' K. White, Jr., 
Hewlett, all— Alicc W. Clark, .all— A. B. C., 5— Mary T. Dean, 3— H. W.arc, all— .Mary Appleton, i — Gertrudc L. Ellis, 5—  ̂
Fishcr, 2— Sallic Wilcs, 8— Livingsion Ham, 2— H. and F. Kcrr, 4— Bcssie S. Hosmer, 11— Ruth Camp, 3—Thomas Dcnny, p .  i- 
WÜlic A. McLavcn, 6— Margaret Neilson Armsirong, all— Ella Maric Faulkner, 3— Richard Anderson, 2— Gail Shcnnan.
2— Madgc K. I f., 2— Herbert N. Twing, all— “  Modah,” 4— Kddie L. Dufburcq, 4— H. H. D., 2—Caroline Weiiling, 6—Fred t. .Icl ■ 
ald, all— H. W. R., ti— Bessie Taylor, 6— Edith lioyd, 1—“ Delta Tau Delta,” i — Katy Flcmming, 7— F. W. C..
Wizard,” 7— Maric L., 4— Roben A. Gally, 9— “ Adam and Eve,” 10—W¡llic_[r Mandcvilic, 3— Alicc M  ̂H., 3;“ I

, ^  V fI 'i i ; ,  «V a i i c r  t*. o i t i i i i i ,  r t i i c i ;  i ' . x u i i u i c i o n ,  11^ — n i o r s  \J,  . t i o g u i u ,  v — I
gia and Lee,” 7— Lulu G. Cnibbe, 12— Fannie Knobloch, 6— Kitty H. Hunt, i— Neddie and Tillic, i— Bessie Finch

 .................................................................................................................................................. - M a m i e L .  F c n im o rc .5- L o t i i c G . , 2- h u 5ic F .> ^> .£ |

nd En
1— W. A. T ., 2— Norman J. McMillan, i—“ X. Y. Z.,” 10—E ttaC . Wagncr,
Barclay Á. Scovil, i—Tom, Dick, and Harry, ail— Efíic É. Hadwcn, 9— ^i¡nnic Hazen, 2— Ócorgc and Emma ítr 'Y íi
ley, 7—Jessie R. C., t— Grace E. Hopkins, all— Frank L. Thomas, 2— O. C. Turner, all—“ Two Boys,” 5— Willic D. "í*™' , «« p
T)     o _ i í : _  / • ! _____ .  T /' \ r _ \ f _ _ . *  _ t r . - r t * .____  i r  t > ______ i . i _  _ i :  í _  m  r> _____t _____  _ Rín<»av.  S— A. g  »-i

L.. i n u i n a s ,  3— \J. lu r i ic r ,  aii—  x w o  iw y h ,  p ■
lo f f in a n  K .  R e y n o ld s ,  3—L izzic  M . B o a rd m a n , i —Isabel «i'r  u  I
n , 1— E lla  a n d  L u lu , 8— M a m ie  W . A ld r ich , 3— “  R o s e  and Bud. 3—  
ls, 2— “ J a m e s  S h r iv e r  a n d  C o . , ”  11— K.atc F . S m ith ,  i — |  

P o w e r s ,  I— G e o r g e  H .  B r o w n ,  3— A n n ie  B uzzard , 4— Wilham anu P  I
P a r k e r , 3 — H . C o n o v c r ,  3— A ll ic  E . B u r ló n ,  8— C lem cn tinc  r . \ ‘ _ipíia I

..*«.,.4., .M.—  4-.. *̂ . . / “.í,:,, 44F— A b íc  R .  T y lc r ,  11— F . R .  G ilb crt ,  1— “ O u e s s c r ,”  xi — iI rs Úc I
S . H u n t ,  9— K c n n c th  B . E m e r so n ,  3— C h arlo tte  F . P o ttcr ,  11— W ilbu r  L a m p h icr ,  g— G len  A . M isc a lly ,  i — Ruscm-ar)'l«u™» / I
E m b le r ,  i — G er tru d c  J c n k in s ,  6— C h arlie  W . P o w e r ,  7— F. W .  H o a d lc y ,  2— F lo r c n c e  P .  J o n e s ,  2— H c t l i c ,  .and Ann . 4 ^  I
d ic ,”  3 - “ C. A. R . , ”  6- 0 . a n d  W . S u c k o w ,  3— M a u c h  C h u n k ,  9— H a l l ic  B. W ils o n ,  3 - E I I e n  L. M a y ,  7-P I

_ i . —_  _ -  'T ' L ________ * __ j ________- _ -1__________ 1________   I __ ___I

Presten, 3— Sallic Cha.sc, 3— Lizzic 0 . McMartln, i — Hoffina^
5— Annie Mills and Ix)uie Everctt, all— iFaiira M. Jordán,
3— Walter B. Hull, i—Jessie Whitc, o— Ilclcn L. Woods, 2— “ James Shriver and Co.,” 11— K.atc F. Smith, i— i 
E . Woolard, 7— Ncllic Caldwcll, 5— Charlcy and Minnie Powers, i — George H. Brown, 3— Annie Buzzard, 4— Wilham anü A ^  I 
hardl, 5— C. D. W. T., 4—John A. Archer, 2— Ella M. Parker, 3— H. Conovcr, 3— Allic E. Burlón, 8— Clemcntinc r . \ ‘ _ipíia I
 ..................................................................................................................    T t , ! - ” Ouesscr.” xi-GraccM. » ^ ^ ^R. Moslc, all— L. B. Longacrc, i—“ Queen Bc.ss,”

Sidney Carlton, 10. The numeráis denote thc number of puzzles .solved.
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T H E  R I D D L E - B O X . 5 7 5

T H E  R I D D L E - B O X .

W O Itl íS  W I T H I N  W O R D S .

-  ÍBl «’ord defincd is found by bcheadiiig and curtailing the 
Exampte: Human beings in auguries. A tis iv e r :  Mcn-

eoms
\  bisin in bondagc, a. Oursclves in a pitcher. 3. An occur- 

J i t  in a number, 4. A stage-player in a budding where goods are 
£ A fast in abundance. 6. A disturbancc in a multitudc. 

“ ¡ighinés in bunchcs. 8. An idol in a Chinese temple. B.

P t C T r i l E  P U Z Z L E .

M  M E IÍIO A L  EX K JA IA .

I AH compnsed of thirty-two Icttcrs, and am a tuiotation from 
I ihikspearc's play of Richard II.

My4-[8-i6-3o-t9 is lo accord. My is to venturc. My
'  ' "  r 32-S-6 isis a waier-fuwl. My 32-¿-¿ is .nn cdiblc rooL 

ivím; Ls a cariiy. My 26-2-22-29-28 is without color. i\ly 
:j-?«24-23 Ís 10 tnakc search for. My x-22-ii is a litlc ofrespect 
Mpi-S-M-32 is ihc tidc givcn to thc wifc of a lord. My 12-19-31-20 

I KWjacenl. C H A R L O T T E .

DIA.^IOXJ) TX A S<ULVRE.

I affections, 2. Impctuous. 3. Acule
I P»- *. Icars in pitees. 5. A  place of mccting.

Í)iAMn.sj>: 1. In May. 2. An era. 3. Acmé pain. 
5- In May. F. s. F.t- CoiKbion.

l’TíZZl.E.
I  American, now dcad, add a consonant,
I )Wi valí ronii A wvird signifying what, chiefly, he wjus. tVlK.

riiii a sinKlc Icitcr, and add one Icttcr al a  tíme, perhaps, 
the lettcr or Icttcrs already used. Each addition 

rfihewiTyH*' ?  word. In thc following pre.sentation
l  • l*-*iter is described first, and then come,

«•wner, in pmper order, definiiions of thc words formed.
g with the vowcl A, add a consonan!, and form a .short 
a near rdalion. Add other letiers, onc by onc, andI  IQ <ur,s« •  w i . 2« u u  «•iiiu i u i i u  u y  u i i t ,  a i i u

I W t- »ncaning: an animal; a fm it; lo
I h\íüslé. ’ " '"'"‘'^hcdness : a place of delight; to bccome

a pronoun; a l>ond; a rtat picce of carihenwarc;

part of a fcnce; a shining material; fccls a prickly scnsation; a. 
young b ird ; attcnding closcly; shining with a  fiiful íustcr.

IIIr  A consonant; a first pcrsoii, prescnt tense, of a verb; a hu­
man bein^; the “ high seas ’ ; an exaggcratcd whim; a living crcai-
urc; consistingof thin platos or layers; pcrtaining to a border.

IV. A vowel; a pronoun; an amount; to meditate; one of the 
supposcd founders of ancient Romc; an assembly of troops for* 
parado; a baggage-horse; wind instruments of music. o.

C H A K A D E .

1 '.M a  s i n g u l a r  c r c a t u r e ,  i t  m u s t  he c o n f e s s e d ,
Yct half oT my quccmcss has never been gnesscd;
For though I am found near thc head of a riot,
I ’m always at home in the ccntcr of quiet.
For me, men will .sacrifice comfort and hcalth;
F'or my special bchoof they accumulatc wcalth:
W hatecr thc pur.suit, if thcrc’s fame to be won,
I—I am thc spirit that urges them on !

Disposed to be friendly, wíth case l . ’ni at sirife,
And appear at my best in poliiical life;
And though universal dominión I claim,
The French and Italians ne’er whispcr my namc.
I lead thc Iconoclasts when they w'ould break 
The idols and images I help lo make,
And such is my influence over mankind,
Without my assistance they ’d soon become blind.

With kings and with princes I freely consort,
And with the nobility doublc my sport,
Yct so independent my rank and my micn 
With quccns, duk^ , and cmperors I am not sccn.
I ’m quito contradictory, too, in my speeeh.
And by incivilitics help to impcach 
My credit; and stich a strange crcature am I 
Before tea I unite^aftcr tea I untie.

J O S E P H IN E  POLLARD.

IM H R E K  A O K O S T K L

T h e  pr im á is  form a  m o t to  th a t  ¡s h eard  u p o n  a  c e le b m tio n  d a y  
n a m e d  b y  th c  fináis.

C ross-w o r d s : i .  A forcrunncr. 2. A bird sometimos called 
“  golden-robin.’’ 3. Pcrtaining to coins. 4. Formed of shects 
folded so as to make eight leaves. 5. A  clergyman. 6. The muse of 
pastoral poetry. Dcfensive armor for the head. 8. A high-priest 
of Israel.^ 9. A stnngcd musical instrumcnt. 10. A fixcd allowance 
of provisions. 11. Old-fashioncd. 12. A vicw through au avcnuc.. 
13. Springincss. m. c. D.

T W O  E A S V  C K O S S -W O R D  ENl(ij>IA!-i.

I. Mv first is in come, a n d  not in go;
My second in bread, but not in cloiigh;
My t h i r d  i s  i n  yes, a n d  n o t  i n  n o  ;
My whole is a time when daisies blow.

II. My first is in might, but not iu power;
My sccond in branch, but not in flower;
My third is in darkness, and not in light;
My fourth is in batilc, but not in fight;
My fifth is in looked, but not in sought;
My sixth is in barter, but not in bought;
My seventh in sound, and also in noise;
My whole is a gamc much loved by boys.

DYCIE AN1-) I.OVK.IOV.

P R O G R E S S IV E  EX TG M A .

My whole, consisiing of eight Icttcrs, .significs idolatrous nations.
.My 1-2 is a personal pronoun. My 1-2-3-4 is to warm. My 

1-2-3-4-5 is a chccrlcss tract of country'. My 2-3-4 is to corrodc. 
My 3-4-5-Ó-7-8 has bccn called thc “  City of Minerva." My 4-S-6-7 
is aftcrward. My s-6-7-8 are tlomesiic íowls. i). c.

XI M E R IO A E  E N IG M A .

F or u ve  P uzzters.

I AM composcd of fiftcen Icttcrs, and am a pretty, spring flower.
M y i 5-12-8-9-2 i s  a s w c c t  s u b s t . a n c e .  My 13-14-11 i s  w h a t  c l o t h e s  

a r e  w a s h c d  iu .  My 10-3-4-5 s o m e t i m o s  u . s e d  i n  m a k i n g  f c n c e s .  
My 1-6-7 u s e d  i n  m a k i n g  p a n s .  k a t i e .
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.5 7 6 T H E  R I D D L E - B O X .

EASY lEEIJSTK A TE J) PU Z Z L E .
W i t h  l e t t c r s  o f  a  c o m p o u n d  w o r d  d e s c r i b i n g  i h e  

c e n t r a l  i l l u s t r a t i o n ,  s p e l l  f i v e  w o r d s  t h a t  w i l l  p r o p -  

e r l y  d e s c r i b e  t h e  s m a l l e r  p i c t u r e s .

KIO D D E.

f AM water, yet made of hard metal; 
season, and a help in 
mcasuringscasons; made 

lof part of a tree, and of

ra whole 
.sapling; and 
where the fawn leaps, 
there am I. 'i.

“*«u icaveananmil ■7. Curtail a  fruit and leave a vegetable 8 Svnc I 
a sovereign and Icavc cost. 9, Synco|,aK conícmS I 
and leavc a human bcmg. ipun.*-

S T . A N D U E W ’S C R O S S  « F  DlAMOXp.s

AIÍRTDGMENTS.

T he removed letters, when 
arranged in the order hcrc 
given, .spell the namc of a 
famous American writer.

1. Behcad a covcring of 
a  head, and Icavc atmos- 
phere. 2. Behcad rcveren* 
lial fear and leave a pronoun.
3. Behcad at what time and 
Icavc a fowl. 4. Behead a 
brier and leave the pridc of a rhinoccros. 5. Behcad a tcriii 
applied to the incasurcmcnt of a horsc’s hcight and le;ivc a con-

T his cross is formed of five diamonds, as indicaiedbrl 
the diagram, the outer letters of ihc central dúunond kmM
uscd aFso in forming the adjaccnt diamonds, which would I
be tncompleie without thcm. Hach of ihc lourpobuofl 
the central diamond i.s used threc timcx; onccasapoinil 
of íus own block of stars, and once as a poini oícaehd I 
the two neighboríng diamonds. 'ffie words of each dia. I 
mond rcad the same across as up and down. I

I. Uppcr Lcft*hand Diamond. 1. Indiscover. 2.Tl*tl 
namc ol a fairy-queen. 3. A inan’s namc. 4. An inscaj 
5 . In combat. ' I

II . Upper Right-hand Dianumd. i. Itirubbcr. 2 Al 
meadow. 3. To commence. 4. Purpose. 5. Inconiinutl

III. Central Diamond, i. In calibcr. z.Apcrioddl 
time. 3. A color. 4. Drcad. 5. In diamond. I

IV. iLowcr Lcft-íiand Diamond, i. In dcícniiblí.1 
2. A fur tippet. 3. A goal. 4. I)c.\ieriiy. 5. lndwindfe.|

V. Lowcr Right-hand Diamond. 1. ín nnion. ríhcl 
Greek ñame of Aurora. 3. Emincm. 4. l‘¡xcd. 3. ln| 
ended. dycie.

E A S Y  H O r i f - G L A S . - ; .

Centrals: A beautiful fowl. .Across: Abeanrfl
prey. 2 . 'lo  make happy. 3. Wournfiil. 4. Onchr-I 
dred. 5. Waterj* vapor. 6. Adonis. 7. The Qmimf 
namc of Mr. Micawbcr. h. g

A N A O K A M S , F O R  O ED E R  PIZZLEU.-k.

Ik each of the following problems, a dcfiniiion oí the originaUivdl 
follows immcdiately the anagram made with its Iciicrs. 1

1. Sad show ; darkness. 2. A truc sign; a wriiten ñame, y Cril 
needs it; aids to idcniification. 4. No vilc lout; violent cb>§t| 
5. I storm a p it; an estimable quality. 6. .A iry for more: cilrn-l 
lated to improve.

T I IU E E  E A S Y  \V O R I)-S < (l 'lílíS .

2. A kind of grain. 3. 4S401. 1. A shcll-fish.
4. An cdiblc root. 11. I. To plungc. 2. A useful mcml. 3. tapiyJ 
4. Tcrminations. 111. t . A small lake. 2. .Above. 3.
Russia. 4 . A dull color. *•

ANSWER.S TO PUZZLES ÍN IH E  A PR IL  NUM BER.

N umerical E nig.ma.
“  Proud-picd April, drcssed in all his trim,

Hath put u spirit of youth in everything."
Shakspeare's Soítucis, No. .\cviii. 

R im less W heel. All Fools. 1. Amen. 2. Loan. 3. Lean.
4. Fawn. 5. Ornen. 6. Oven. 7. Lion. 8. Soon.

Quincunx. Across: i. Pray. 2. Rat. 3. 'J'irc. 4. Odc. 5.
Seer.

Pi. Drive the nail aright, boys,
Hit it on the hcad:

Strike with all your miglu, boys, 
Ere the lime has fled.

Ivcssons you ’ve lo learn, boys, 
Siiidy with a will;

'l'hey who reach the toj), boys, 
First must climb the bilí.

Four Easy Word-sqüares. I. i. Hour.
4. Reel. II .  T. Soap. 2. Once. 3. Acmé. 
Over. 2. Vine. 3. V.n '
Anna. 4. Team.

Ends. 4. Rcst. IV.

2. Ogre. 
4. Pcep. 

1. Gnat. 2. Nine. 3.

Akith.metical P uzzles. Addition: 1. Kcdsiari. '  j  
hawk. 3 . Catacomb. 4 . Capsize. S u b t r a c t i o . n :  i . J)c!ai:Kf-|
2. Canistcr. 3. Defilcinent. 4 . Carpentcr. M lltip l ica tion :  t |  
'Parlar. 2. Chowchow. 3. Bonbon. 4.80-50. Dix'JSio.v: i.
2. Sing Sing. 3. Aye-aye. 4 . Motmoi.

Cross-word E nigma. Phitarcli.
OUTLINK Pt;ZZLE. April fool. ,
Central Syncoi'atjons am> Kkmainübrs. Apn íw

BeAds. 2 .  CoPal. 3 .  FiRst. 4 -  I^^írn. 5. T i l . c s .  6 . DcPa
MoOrc. 8. DrOop. 9. Hol.ly.

D rop-le'iter  P uzzle. Panama Canal.
D oüdle  A crostic . Primáis: Kaster. F i n á i s :  Sunday. 

words: 1. EaveS. 2. AdieU. 3 .  SpurN. 4- 
6. RallY.

E aster Card. All hail the Easter inorn! . l - 1
P rogressive E nigma. Palestine. Ciiaradf..
D ia.mo.nd. i . L. 2. LEa. 3. LcAns. 4. UaNdcr. 3- •

6. SEc. 7. R . j
D ouble  D iagonals. r. Di-eam. 2. Ilelcn. 3. 4

5. Rover.

. Pasquay- 
Lucy B. Shaw— Susic GoíT.
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