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THE SISTER MONTHS.

By Lucy L.arcom.

\hex April stcps aside for May,

Like diamonds all the rain-drops glistcn;
Ycsh violets opon every day ;

To somc ncw bird each hoiir we listen.

lie children with the streamlets sing,
When April sto|js at last her weeping;
jAd cvely happy growing thing

Lauglis liko .1 babe just roused from sleeping.

April waters, year by ycar,
Fot laggard May her thirsty fiowers;
kod May, in gold of sunbcams clcar,
Piys .Apil for her silvery showers.

1floffos of spring are not May’s own ;
*hecrocus can not often kiss her;

; snoiv-drop, ere she comes, has flown ;
| Tre carlicst violets always miss her.

Vou V Ili._ 32,

Nor does May claim the whole of spring;
Shc leaves to April blossoms tender,
That closely to the Warm turf cling,
Or swing from tree-boughs, high and slender.

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

The peach-biid glows, the wild bee hums,
And wind-flowers wave in graceful gladness.

They are two sistefs, sidc by side
Sharing the changes of the weather,
Playing at pretty seek-and-hide—
So far apart, so close together 1

April and May one momcnt mcet,—

Rut farcwell sighs their greetings smother;
And breezes tell, and birds repeat

How May and April love each othcr.
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PIPPO’S RANSOM.

By Florf.nce

“ Now, sIT still, Nina mia, and turn your head
a little more this way, so—that will do.”

“ But, Pippo, | want to sce you draw.”

“ Impossible, little one; you shall see itdirectly.
Ah ! ifonly 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. Nina! ”

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

The 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 burnt stick, thc portrait of his
pct sister as she sat before him.

The sun was sinking behind the mountains, thc
great dome of the Cathedral of Florcnce was begin-
ning 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 lived, 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. The 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, Giacomo.”

Little" Nina’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.

“ Father will bcat us both, and Mother will cry,
oh, so much ! Picase, good brigands ”

“ Hold your tongue, you little fool, or | 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, quick!” 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

Scannell.

describe thcm to my father, and tlit;pvmshallsee|
if we can’t find you, you rascals: cried H;ml
stamping his feet in impotcnt ragc.

“Very well, young Spit-firc; you shal core
along with us, and so you wont be partcd fran
your precious sheep,” said thc captain, with a
laugh. “ The boy h.as a spirit of his own; hcis|
worthy of bccoming one of us, so p.ick him up
(iiacomo, and makc him hold his tongue. o el
will havc some one upon us.”

At this, Nina burst into a passion ofsobs:

“ Oli, good sirs, leavc him ; oh, donT take I'ippo! |
1will give you my little gold cross. my carings, |
anything, only; leavc me my brothcr: it will brcakl
Mamma’s heart, and Father will have noonetol
help him in thc fields; oh, do listen to me!”

“ Thank you for thc cross, little one, .ad tel
car-rings too, sincc thcy are gold. \nd row|
good-bye; don’t cry your pretty cycs quite out; asi
for Pippo, he gocs with us; and yon may thark |
your stars we don’t take you too, but youwad|
be in the way, pretty one !” , i

So saying, thc robbcrs started oli’ with theirl
booty, regardicss of thc praycrs and strugglcs ofi
little Pippo. But he was blindfolded, and wes sooni
c[uietcd by thc coarse thrcats of the ruflians, whol
journeycd swiftly through the country. Theyhidl
thcmsclves behind trccs and rocks whencver al
sound was hcard ; this, howevcr, happened hutj
seldom, as thcy kcpt away from the ro.ads and any|
houscs or cottages near which their way led thom

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

“ Well, what news? 1 hope you havc bragi
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 hjsclolhes,|
I should say not a principino [young prince] fiora
marc/iesino [young marquis], therefore Ot inK
of a ransom to be had for him, ch, Capitano!

“ Well, who knows, Bonifaccio? .Sonic of thc
coii/adini [peasants] havc plcnty of nionej, anj

bcsidcs, he scems a bold little lad, and may P™'i
uscful to US. Howevcr, just now we are all stanj
ing,. let US have some suppcr. Vou se.

havc somethmg else besides thc boy."

The brigands all busicd thcmselves in preF"
thc meal, and ere long a Joint of one
po’s shecp was smoking on thc tablc, flanee «@ j
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huge bou'l of chestnuts, sevcral flasks of wine, and
t«wor thrcc loaves of brown-looking bread. Boni-
fecdo who looked somewhat less rough and fierce
tren the rcst of the troop,”made room for Pippo
besice him <nthe rude wooden bench, and pressed
himtocat. 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
feding in his tliroat that took away all his appetite,
particularly when he thought of his homo, with the
kind gentio mothcr, the dear little sistcr, aad liis
hther, who. although somctimcs rather rough and

PIPPO ORAWINC 1I1IS

sam yet loved him dearly.  llow dislrcssed they
Ivwaddbe lu liis liaving been carricd off!
Meanwhile, the supper continued ; the robbers,
dia each diauglit of wine, Iscgan to talk loud
Jd tell wild stories of their venturesomc exploits.
Thon, aiier some noisy gameswith a pack ofrards,
1fcy laid themsclves down on hcaps of straw, and
twaed themsolves with  blankets and skins. A
1 ‘gedogwas thcn set at the opcning of the cave
I'b gad ihcni while they slcpt, and soon they all
| snoring.
Inifaccio show™d Pippo a little corner of straw
ehim saying: “ Come with me, little boy,
lin n blanket. It ’s of no
| M lok at the door; Moro would toar you to
Ibght; — t-y to gct past him. So, good
d't'kness quite hid him, quictly
himself {5 slecp, worn out with gricf and
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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 of their little
farm-house, tvondering and anxious because the
children had not returned. Nina burst forth with
an account of what had befallen thcm, but in such

SISTRK S ISIRTRAIT

a State of despair and agitation, that it was somc
time before the mother could succced in under-
standing what had rcally happcncd.

Then shc, also, was overedme 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 at getting home, jumped
down with a mcrry shout. He 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, Maria,” 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 boy! | Tl go back immcdiately to Flor-
cncce, to consult the authorities, but it will be very
difficult to gct a hearing at so late an hour.”

Not long after, the fathcr returned, saying he
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could obtain no assistance till morning, and cven
then, 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. They 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.

The next morning, the brigands madc a hasty
meal of the remainder 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.

“ Don’t be down-hearted, little man; it ’s a
very jolly life we lead, and a lad of your spirit will
much prefer it to tending sheep, or working in the
fields all his time.”

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

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

“ That is something to do with painting, my
boy, though 1don’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,
thinking 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 that we left his skin whole and sound.”

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

“ Very well;” and Bonifaccio proceeded to relate
how they had once found a richly dresscd little boy,
of about Pippo’ 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 attempt
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
mother was to have hcr child back again.

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

“ Bravo! Why, | never saw a boy so handy as
you. Why, 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
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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 1could hae
a box like that, and paint every day 1” e\claincd
Pippo. “ Do, dear Signor Bonifaccio, let me nn
home now. | can never be a brigand, and should
only be a useless trouble to you all.”

“ Run home, indeed !” said Bonifaccio, not ill
naturedly. “ Well, wait till the captain cones
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 hed
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, shoned
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 fird
so much talent in the little peasant.

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

When the evening twilight had arrived, he st
Pippo, accompanied by one of the band, and, to
his great delight, with the paint-box and palette in
his hands, down the rough mountain path. A
last they arrived at a forest, and the brigand, el
ing Pippo he had but to go straight on lowerd te
dome of the cathcdral, uncovered his eyes, sid
“ Addio,” and left him.

Pippo trudged joyously on, thinking of the
account he would give to his parents of his tirein
the cave, and of the arguments he would enplo
to induce his father to let him go to Florence ad
study painting. After the art had been liis rax
som from the cave, surely his fttthcr would nt
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 tvet).
IO & 186X crept IMHO d lange hollow treca®® Pk
lowing his head on the treasured paint-box, e

The sun was shining when he awoke,
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wvery 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 jumping up and
frantically trying to lick his hands.

“Lct him have somc breakfast, poor child,” said
ihc motlicr, “ and after that, he can tell iis all his
adventiires.”

“Hcerc. Nina, is your little cross—the captain
sort it back to you ; and Father, look hcrec ! 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 mid, |
raay go to study in Florence, may 1 not?—and
becore a painter like Giotto.  Vou will see what
pictures | shall make; do, picase, let me go.”
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“ Well, Pippo, my boy, | shall see. |am afraid
you are not worth much to guard the shccp, so |
shall talk to Padre Stefano, and see if | can afford
it.  Meanwhile, paint a portrait of Nina, that |
may take with me to some painter and ask his
opinién 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 at 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. 1shall be
delighted to guide his efiforts, for | am sute he will
hereafter do me honor.”

And 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 oid, 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 Duke of that time.

B<.
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THE BOTTOMLESS BLACK POND.

By John

About 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, ofordinary reasoning powers,
would have supposed it to be a favorito resort of the
towns-people.

But it was not; very few persons, cxccpting now
and then some boys of a disobedie'nt turn of mind,
ever visited it. The rcason for this w.as the fact,
that near the centcr of the woods there lay a large
pond, which had a bad rcputation. This pond was
so large, that 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.

The reason of this was the peculiar reputation of
the Black Pond. A great many 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 might 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. There are ordinary ponds and lakes and
rivers, in which thc sky, clouds, and trees are re-
flectcd, in a way that is good enough for anybody.

But although it was, in color, such a blot upon
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thc beauty of the Danford woods, thc blackness of
this pond was not the greatest objcction toit. The
most dreadful thing about it was that it had no
bottom !' There is somcthing truly terrifying inthe
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 hive been
provcd to be five or six miles deep, than over the
vast cxpanses of rolling billows, where bottom hes
never been found.

And it was well known that bottom had rewer
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, . 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 had
been made. Any undcrtaking of the kind wonid
have been too dangerous. Thcro was no ltoet
the pond, and it was not easy to carry one there,
and if persons wished to go out in thc middic ofthc
pond to makc soundings, a raft wonkl have tobe
built, and the conscqucnccs to any one falling df
this would be too terrible to contémplate. Fun
the best swimmer would fear to liml hintsclf in
water where he would probably becomc cranped
and sink, and be suckcd down, and down, ad
down, nobidy knows where.

In winter, when the pond was I'rozen over, and
so might have offcrcd a temptation to the skating
boys of the town,—for there are boys who think
that any kind of water is safe, if it is covcred with
ice,—the parcnts and guardians of Danford so
sternly forbade any vcnturing on thc sitrface of
that dangerous pond, that no owner of skatcs ever
darcd to try them on the dark ice which envereda
still darkcr mystery bcneath.

In fact, those boys who had ever ventured tothc
edge of the pond, in winter or sumnier. had genor-
ally been fcllows, as has been intimatcd hefore
who had been told never to go near it

And so it happened that thc prescncc of tris
dismal piece of water madc peoplc unwilling nal
their children should go into thc woods, for hr
that they might wandcr to the pond. .3nd, astio
did not wish to do thcmselves what they ha or
biddcn to their children, they took their oan rara
walks in other directions, and thc woods,
ting a bad fiame througbout tliat country, ga -
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 Curtis Blake, who was
«di known on account of a peculiar personal char-
jcteristic. He had no arms. He had been a sol-
dier, and had lost them both in battle.

Curtis was a strong, well-madc man, and as he
hedavery 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
mace iiseful and profitable. But, as there was not
nmuch employment of this kind to be had, he fre-
quenily found himself with a great 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
«@y, and, one summcr afternoon, he rambied into
the Danford woods.

He found it very cool and pleasant hcre, and he
oould not help thinking what a pity it was that the
tmvns-peoplc  cottld not make a resort of thcse
ook, which were so convcnient to the town and
o delightful, in every tvay. But, of course, he
kewthat it would ncver do for families, or for any
ae in fact, to frcquent the vicinity of such a dan-
gerois picce of rvater as the Black Pond.

A, 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
surfece.

‘If 1 had arms," said Curtis to himself, “ 1°d
gotowork 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 | ’d row out into
the middic of the pond with all the clothes-line 1
ooud buy or borrow in the town, and | ’d let down
agoad heavy lead, that would n’t be pulled about
bycurrents. 1'd fasten on line after line, and | think
Ireewould ccrtainly be enough rope in the whole
toan to reach to the bottom. But, having no
ams. | could n’t lowcer a line cven if 1 had a boat.
Slcant doit, and 1 ’m not going to aclvisc any
dlio folks to fry it, for ten to one they 'd get
cxitedand ttimble overboard, and there would be

ancndofthem, and 1 ’d get the blame of it. But

1dlike to know, anyway, how soon the bottom
begrs to shelve down steep.  If we knew that, we
taud tell if there °d be any dangcr to a little cod-
p,'vho might lumble in from the shorc. And if

itdocsshelve suelden, the town ought to put up a

bigh fonce all around it. | 'vo a mind 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
™ aud there was only one way in which he could

authis plan, and that he determincd to try.
~ould carcfiilly wadc in, and feel with his fect
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for the place where the bottom began to shelve
down. This was a rash and bold procceding, but
Curtis 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, that he had anything to interest
him.

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

Having 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 made a step. He 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 that 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
whcere there was a great opening down into the
bowels of 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, but 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. He was very much cxcited, and cven a
little afraid that he inight unaware reach the edge
of the precipice, or that the ground might suddenly
crumble bencath him. He had not intended. to
venture 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. The ground on
which he stood still rose, although by slow dcgrees,
so that 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. Then he turned
and looked bchind him. Then he stood still, and
gave a great shout.
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The shout echocd from the surrounding woods;
the birds and the insects, and the rabbits, which
flew, and hummed, and jumped 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 laughter!

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

When 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, at 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 but the fact
that he, without ropos or lIcads 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 !

When 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.
Then he ran in again, and walkcd about, near the
middle. In no place was it much abovc liis waist.

When 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, that 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. There werc a good many people
there, waiting for the afternoon mail, for, at one
end of the store was ihc post-ofificc.

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

“ 1 ought to look that way,” said Curtis,
I Ve been to the bottom of the Black Pond.”

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

“ Curtis, | am ashamed of you!
tipsy.”

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

for

You must be
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out getting in the least angry. He had oqedd
to astonish people, and make them Sy Sraee
things.

“ Then you are crazy,” replicd M. Fauker
“ for no man could go to the bottom of Bak
Pond, and come back alive.”

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

This made the people laugh, bul Curtis sill
persisted that what he had told thcm «ns atirelv
correct. Not a soul, however, believcd him ad
cverybody began to try to prove to him, or to the
rest, that what he had said could not possihlyhe
truc, ilnd that it was all stuff and nonsense. There
was so much interest in the discus.sion, that nooe
thought of going to see if any lettcrs had core
for him. There could be no more cxciting news
in any letter or newspaper than that a man avoucd
he had gone to the bottom of Black Pond.

*“ Well,” said Curtis, at last, “ tliese clothesare
getting to feel unplcasant, now that I 'm out ofthe
sun, and | don’t want to stay herc any longer to
talk about this thing. Bul 1 T tell you al, ad
you can tell anybody you choose, that to-mono»>
morning, at ninc o’clock, | ’'m going again lo tre
bottom of Black Pond, and any one who has amind
to, can come and see me do it.”

And, with thesc words, he walkcd off.

Thcre was a grcat deal of talk that cvening in
Danford about Curtis Blake’s strnnge stiterent,
and about what he had said he would do the relt
day. .Most persons thought that he intcnded sorc
hoax or practical jokc; for a man without ams,
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 aud
go to the bottom and stay there. Thcre wesar-
tainly some trick about it. Curtis was known tobe
fond of a jokc. But whatever people thought m
the subject, and thcre werc a good many dfferert
opinions, evcry man and boy, who could manege
to do it, made up his mind to go, the ncxt day, a
nine o’clock, and see what Curtis lilake intenoed
to do at Black Pond. Evcn if it should tumat
to be all a hoax, this would be a good gpportunity
to visit the famous pond, for, with so many pedo
about, there could not be much danger. CQuiiei
crowd of interestcd tovvns-folk assemblcd onic
shore of the Black Pond, the ncxt day, and Qutis
did not disappoint thcm.

About ninc o’clock he walkcd in among t
wearing the same boots and clothcs which e
worn the day before, and then, after lookingaroun,
as if to see that evcrybody was paying atotion)
he delilicrately waded into the pond. ,

At this, evcrybody hclcl his breath, hui, m
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moment, there arése calis to liim to come back, and
notmake a fool of himself. He had no board, no
life-preserver, fior anything with which he could
sac himself, when he should bcgin to sink. But
fearful as the people were for his safety, not one
dared to run in and puli him back.

On he went, as he had gone before, only walking
agood deal faster this time, and the peoplc now
stoad still, without speaking a word or maktng a
sond  Every minute they cxpected to see Curtis
disapj)car from their sight forever. The birds, the
iiisedts, and thc rabbits might have supposed that
there «as no one about, had it not been for the
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that Curtis had built a bridgc under water, and
that he had walked on it! As if a man, without
arms, could build a bridge, and walk on it, without.
seeing it 1

Curtis, 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 at 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.

CURTIS STARTS ACROSS THE BOTTOMLESS POND.

J;{‘tltting ofthe man who was pushing through the
itet.

Qutis npproachcd thc middlc of the pond,
Jti «citement becatnc intense, and some men
w.dpale; but when he hurricd on, and wasseen
‘pliMoshallouer water, peoplc began to brcatlie
‘Ki(t«ly, and when he ran out on the oppositc
Aikihctewent up a great cheer.
liotall wes hubbub and confusién.  Most pco-
=awhowthe mattcr rcally was, bul some’
Witscould not comprebend, at once, that their
"-derided idea that thc Black Pond had no
W @s all a myth, and there were incrcd-
who were bound to havc a rcason
‘way of thinking, and who asscrted

The news of this discovery by Curtis Blake made
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 tbhcir town,
which had no bottom; but, on thc whole, the
towns-peoplc were very glad of thc discovery, for
now they could freely cnjoy the woods, and many
persons were astonishcd to find what a delightful
place it was for picnics and afternoon ramljlcs.

As if no portion of jnystery should rcmain 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
of its inky hue. They said that it was due, like the
darkness of the water of many creeks and pools,
to the overhanging growth of pine, hcmlock, and
eisimilar 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 make the pond as black as it
now was, and nobody doubted that.

But although the woods and the pond now
bccame a favorite summer resort with the Danford
peoplc, it was in winter that they really enjoyed the
place the most. Then the Black Pond was frozen
over, and it made the finest skating ground in that
part of the country. And 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. The ice was generally so thick that therc was
scarcely three feet of 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

So MEDAY.

M,

were set up in different parts of the pond (des
were cut in the ice, and they were planted iimdv
on the bottom), and thus the pond wes nak &
bright and checrful as the merricst skater e
desire.

Among the mcrriest skaters was Curtis Hae
for skating was one of the few things he couddd
and Mr. Faulkner gave him a capital par o
skates.

But this was not all the reward he roocived fr
solving the mystery of the Black Pond. Sed
of the Icading citizens, who thought that the tara
owed him something for giving it sucha plessat
place of resort, consultcd together on the sjedt,
and it was decidcd to make him keeper of the v
and pond. He had a couple of oid menundcrhini,
and it was his duty to see that the woods werekept
in order in summer, and that the pond wss he
from snow and obstructions in winter.

And thus the great mystery of the Black Rud|
carne to an end. But therc were elderly po
in the town, who never went out to the pond, ad
who believed that something drcadful would g
pen therc yet. There used to be no bottomtote
pond, they said, and they should not wonder i
some day, it should fall out again.

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

SOMEDAY.

By Nora Perry.

Oh, tell me when does Someday come,
That wonderful bright day,

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

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

Can say and spell them weck by week.
And count them one by one.

But sometime, ah,

They bring me, now and thcn, fine things,
Gay toys, and jolly play;

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

In that great wonder-land that lies
Porcver out of sight,

Which | can never, never find
By any day or night.

I 'm very sure,

When | grow big and tall,
I ’Il find the way tp that Someday,

And, hiddcn there,

find all

The treasures 1 have wantcd so.
And missed from day to day—
The treasures they have always said
That | should have Someday.



MY GRKAT-GRANDMOTHER.

MY
By Emii.v

HE ncver expected

me to tell you about

it; in fact, she never

expected me at all.

People do not begin

by being great-grand-

motliers, thougli you

might havc thought

she looked very like

one, if you had

caught sight

of her in her

quaint drcss,

tripping along

thcwidegravel-

walkthatwound

aboutthe spacious

grounds; or ifyou had

secn her leaving the

stops of the oid family

mansion for the visit that

shall tell you about. It

was Sunday morning, and,

thaugh she was not going to church, she had

Icalhcr-covered praycr-book folded in her hand-

Mhicf in one hand. In the othcr was a small
ffita covercd with a napkin.

tal Moore,” was written in

the book. Shc

I"tM <& and climbed upon the tall horsc-block,

ad stood there 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-
1 Her father carne out jircsently, and when
«s scltled in his saddlc, and her mothcr
tired velvet pillion hehind him, he reachcd out
arongarmand lifted Melicent up in front ofhim.
geat Iwrsc stcpped off as casily as if he con-
wdihc load not worth mentioning, and so they
anthrough ihc piny woods ; for this was in
mg in the good Oid Colony times, when
lhed in pcace, and praycd for Parliament
King George. The sandy road was carpeted
hroan pine-nccdles, and everything was so
¥and warm, and spicy, that Melicent began

ctater, but her father said gravely :
Tde Lord is in His holy temple; let all the

hicepsilence before Him.”

1wenidid not quite undcrstand, but she kept
aud wondercd—wondcred why the birds

Huntington

Her fiame, “ Meli-'
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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. The road
crossed it, and went on bcyond it; 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)'
oid negro woman, who had been her mother’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 might very likely havc been true.
Shc loved her mistress, but she scorned the other
scrvants, and to the day of her death was an
oljstinate oid 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 moment her spirit should be free.

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

“Rcmcmber the Sabbath day, my daughter,”
said her mother, “ and rcad to Phillis the lessons |
markcd in your prayer-book.”

* Yes, Mamma,” 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 that you could not see it until
you suddcnly found the brown roof right at your
feet, as you sometimes find a ground-bird’ ncst.
The cabin was so weather-beaten, and so covered
with creepers, that 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 oid 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 cmpty hollow.

The brown nest was gone as completely as if
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some great tricksy fcllow had picked it up and doubt of that ; she could sec the ashcs and d

carried it off in his pocket! few charrcd logs, but where was poor old PhiHis;|
Melicent’s heart thrilled with fear and aston- May be they had taken her away tu Unde Hl |

ishment.  The sunshiny woods secmcd awfully

loncsome, and she tricd to cali out, but her voice

only made a faint little

sound. She thought of

earthquakes and every-

thing horrible.  She re-

membercd that somc-

body liad said Phillis

was a witch and

would never dic,

but would just

disappear. What

if she had gone,

and taken hcr

house with her?

.y C'dal

Just then she remcmbered thc verse she had drcths, and Melicent looked do'vn tlic pall''}
Icarned that morning: “ Therefore will we not an idea of going to see, when she caiigV
fear, though thc earth be removed.” Slie felt of a handkerchief waved fecbly from ?
as if some one had spoken thc words to hcr, house of rails and pine-branches whichsi*
and she walkcd bravely down into the hollow. her cousins had madc just back among i i
The cabin had been burned: there was no She was there in a moment, down on lcr
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iillis, kissing hcr wrinkled, oid face, and calling
ras'loving flames as she might have lavished
Itpon her own beautiful grandmotlier.
"Oh, Phillis ! 1 thought you were burncd up. 1
Tirightcncd. What made the house burn ?”
“Don” know; fire mos’ likely; could ye make
Ljacupo’ten, honcy ? The things isall in that
,Whar 1 droppcd them. The tea is in a blue
nuT and | kivercd up some coals in the bake-
Ikitlie; but | 'se powcrful weak this mornin’.”
Mlicet remembered her baskct, and brought
lu abottle of blackbcrry cordial which seemed
) refresh Phillis wondcrfully, and thcn the child

“ tkifpinc;

di llera cul) of tea. She was sorry for Phillis,
ititivas prime fun to have the oid woinan in hcr
hyhouse, and actually to make tea herself, out
;inthe woods. There was enough for both
(temin 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 Philis was too tircd to tell hcr stories,
ttirsistod that she should not go away.
i O ivhen Phillis had been asleep, she began
@®dk ina strangc language and throw her arms
wt, and Melicent was afraid.
MPtts," she said, “ | think | ’d better cali
WhdHildreth. 1"\ run all the way.”
L nsutill, honcy. 1’se mighty comf’table; my
pAtt™ithed draggin’ the bed and things out
1 Phillis went off in a dozc again.
w'ﬂi read her prayer-book, and listened for
**mndofthe hunting-whistle that would tell her

m im m a
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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. The
brook was all in the shadow, now. What if they
should forget to stop for her, and she and Phillis
should have to stay there all night? She looked
at Phillis again, and crept a little farther away.
She was so still, and therc was something coid in
her face, it madc her feel loncsome to be near hcr.
She got up softly and sat under the big pine, and
watchcd and listencd, and fell asleep.

Away down at the ford the hunting-whistle
sounded swcct and clcar. Not very loud, for it was

alono the wile okavkl-walk.”

Sunday, and the stillness was too sacred to be pro-
faned. The black horse waitcd, but no Mclicent
carne dancing down the path, so her fiither 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.”

Hcr fiither was a Cluiet man, and he only kisscd
hcr, and carried her to where the black horse was
waiting impatiently, bcaring her mother.

“ Take her home,” he said to her mother, “ and
send Homer back to me. Oid Phillis is dcad.”

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

“ Is Phillis in hcaven ?” asked Mclicent, timidly.

“ 1lhope so,” said hcr mother.

“ Bccause,” said the little girl, “ if they let hcr
choose, 1 know she 'd go to Africa, and then 1 ncver
shall see her again.”

rniM r
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By Olive

The Royal Stag is bom a pretty little black-
eyed baby, called a fawn. His coat is a soft
golden-brown, spottcd witii wliite, and he is very

ROYAL STAG. M

ROYAL STAG.

Thorne.

structure falls off, and a new pair siansout Fa
about two months he hidcs himsdf inthcdetpe
solilude he can find, while the anllers growto ta

wcak and helpicss—like most other bables. He is full size, for during the time they are so sft tre
more knowing than some lit- may be bent into any see
tle folk, though, for— They are proteacd by
helpless as he is—he black skin, ootwref
knows how to with soft.
take care of VC|y fo]
‘-1
LTEK I\- A CCKUAN IIBEK-rARK.

himself when men and horscs come out to hunt,
and his mamma has to run for her lifc, leaving him
far behind. This 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.

When the fawn is a year oid, he arrives at the
dignity of his first homs, 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
flame—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." Whenl
antlcrs are fully grown and liard, the prowd tg
rubs them against trees and bushcs till he icaiso
the velvct in strings and tatters, and then bel
ready to take his’place in socicty once more.
Hunting the stag has been the favorite spoitj
Europe from the days of flint-head arrowstilin
when the fcw that survivc the long war ypon itf
race livc in parks providcd for thcm, caredb 1
armcd kecpcrs, and protectcd by strong la*s-
The 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'
that men have provided, they are not lainc.
of hunting have made them quick to take

ligil

" you
Srare
ericks,'
The sia

hich

ahetd of

B ihcr
Elbebab
honcn
tis it
pand ha
I be lia
L yot—
tkscy

lilrick |
[Uthis
itand!
til be
itre,
dee ti
h



THE

laiummer, when trees are green, and buds tender

ad plentiful, tliey wander into the deepest parts

,(thc woods, and enjoy pcaco and solitude.

Trepicture shows a winter scene in a deer-park.

ljciaans and their mothers, perhaps more con-
‘M, or oiore ignorant of the world than the
lahes of the herd, are cating the swcet hay under
tre shed, while the stags draw near cautiously,

«atching carefully for dangcrs on the way.

At Hs post “ree, is the gamekceper or

ibresier, l00KiNg with interest at the herd, counting

teaniméis, and noting their age by the number
ofbranches on the antlcrs. He is also a huntcr,
ird oohas a rifle, for when venison is wantcd, it is

Fewho nnist sclect and bring it in; and he never
into the forest unarmcd, since it is a part of

isduty to keep 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
rids, where the animals can get it.

Tre stag has an American cousin—tiic wapiti

mafich js more interesting bccause it can be
led Judge J. 1). Caton, of Illinois, has kept

herd of wapiti in a park for more than fiftcen
Jars, and has written many interesting things
them.

Thebaby wa()iti is a prctty, spotted little fellow,
orevery 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 Catén saw one Jalay
trid¢ he thought it was paralyzcd.

l«this family, the does—or mothers—are often

«and familiar, will eat out of the hand and sub-

A Inbe strokcd; hut when they have young

«@they are usually very shy, though the judge
Jtriethat not only would let him pat her little

lift it to its fect, but really seemed to be
his attcntions.  Therc is one thing, how-
always cxaspcratcs them to the wildest
that is the sight of a dog. Xo matter
jjjccnt and wcll-mcaning, still less how big
fatrci- no snoner does a dog show his head in

* «t-ifark th.in every doe throws forward her
‘ftliofk 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,
“Wisktihle instinct. When the doc ovcr-
fra hiU "iith her foro fect, and, if the

I (™ocks him down, the sccond finishes

W the does lay back their cars, and
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glance about in a defiant manner, as though they
said : “ Now sho?jl us another dog !”

The 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
ofdogs 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 Caton’s park,
come on a run when the keeper calis, and readily
take food from his hand, crunching a large ear oF
corn at one mouthful. He can go among 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.

The wapiti is generally silent, but when angry
he utters a fearful squeal, so loud and high that it
sounds like a steam-wliistic. ~When one hears that

THE ROVAr. STAO AT HOME.

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, that deer shed tears. Judge Catdn 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 grin.” It is
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when angry and threatening that he throws up his
head, draws back his lips, and ifScovers his teeth,
which grate together horribly, as though longing
to bite one. When he is in this smiling inood,
visitors retire. A dig with his antlers, or a blow
with his Sharp fore foot, is not to be dcsired.

However tame the wapiti becomes, and howevcr
many things he submits to, there is a place where
he draws the line.  He will not be driven through
a gate. One may open a gate, and leave it, and he
may walk through; but tr>-to drive him, and he ’s
off to the other cnd of the park.

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

BABEL.
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coat of long, wavy hairs. When this is shed, k
falls off in great patches, hanging down a footor
more; but the summer coat, which then comesto
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.

The stag and wapiti have antlers sometimes fei
feet long, and every branch has its flame. Tre
body of thc antier is callcd the “ bcam," the large
branches are called *“ tifies,” and the small axs
“snags.” The first pair of branches, standingoK
from the forehead, are callcd thc “ bro»-tines*;
the ncxt pair the “ bcz-tines"; the third, “rorai
tifes” ; and the fourth, * sur-royal-tines."

BABEL.

By Rosa Graham.

Three little maidens chanced, one day,
To meet together whilc at play ;

‘1 ’m very glad you carne this way,”

The first, a social little maid,

Delighted, to the second said:

‘Tell me your fiame, and | Tl tell mine,—
It 's Cora Dora Waterpine.”

The sccond giggled as she said
These words; she shook her curly

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

“ Was sagt das Madchcn ? Wenn d»'s**"j
Zu horen wirdc ich gereut.”



The third—she was a merry wight—
Stood giggling, too, with all her might:
But, suddcnly, her cheeks grew bright,
“En vérité! En vérité 1”

Softly, the others lieard her say,

Je sais que ce n’est pas poli—

Pcut-on me blamer si je ris?”

Three little maidcns standing there,

Each «ith a puzzled, solcmn air,

Amoment silent, pausccl to stare

Bu, “ If 1 ever!” Spcedlly

The lirst one cried ; “ It can not be

That my words are as yours to me ;

Cone, tell your fiames, and | TI tell mine,
Its Cora Dora W'aterpine.”

Bu still the scconcl shook her head,

Backward the mcrry answer sped,

Een merrier tiran before she said :
“Ach, ach, ich kann dich nicht verstch’n !

o to the other spoke again.

‘AVassagt das .Madchen ? Wenn du s weiszt.
Zii hiiren wiirde ich gereizt.”

" Vg,
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And still the third—this jolly wight—
Stood giggling, too, with all her might;
Till once again her cheeks grew bright.
And once again they hcard her say,
With accent soft and motion gay :

“ En vérité ! En vérité !
Je sais que ce n’est pas poli—
Peut-on me blamer si je ris?”

Three little maidens, side by side,

Sat down and laughcd until they cried,
And cried until they laughed again ;
“ Ach, ach, ich kann dich nicht versteh’n j’
Uproarious burst the oid refrain,
‘Tell me your fiame, and | Tl tell mine,”
Cried Cora Dora Watcrpine,
“En vérité! En vérité!”

It might have lasteci all the day,

But such confusién breeding there,
There came a suddcn deep despair—

With fingcrs in their ears, they say,
Three little maidens ran away.
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MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS.—PART IlI.

By Mrs.

'"HEX thc morning dawncd,

and thc king, miserable

wretch that he was, thc poor

traitor and murderer Darn-

Icy, went into Mary’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 that she would not
punish them for what thcy had done, but would sign
an indcmnity and pardon, and forget all that had
occurred, if they would withdraw and leave lier un-
disturbed. Thcy conscnted to do so reluctantly,
with very little faith in thc promises madc them,
fecling themselves bctraycd as Mary had been, and
by tlie same hand. It was on thc Saturday evening
that Rizzio had been murdcred. On Monday Ruth-
ven and all the rcst withdrcw from Holyrood sullcnly
with their men, leaving Mary under the guardianship
of her false and foolish husband. At midnight, on
the same night, her bold heart rexivcd by the first
chance of liberty, Mary left the dcfcnscless walls
of Holyrood, and, accompanied by Darnley 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 must 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 at the head of public
affairs once more. She callcd her faithful nobles
about her at Dunbar, and quickly collected an army.

Oliphant.

licfore which thc conspiratore fled, and she one
more cntcrcd Edinburgh in triuinph. Then Damiev
covercd himself with grcatcr shanic than before

He publishcd a proclamation declaring he had hed
nothing to do with “ the late cruel murder com
mitted in presence of the Quccn’s niajesty,” snear-
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 sre
was disposed to believe him; but his feliow'on
splrators were so indignant that thcy scnt to her
bonds which he had signcd, contnining the hargain
bctween them ; which was, that they shoidd bestov
the royal powcr upon him, if he hclped themin
the murder of Rizzio. Aftcr this discovery, My
had no pity for Darnley. She tiirned awnay fraii

him, and would hold no intcrcourse with him H
was scorncd and shunned by evcrybody. Though

he was called kiiig, he was left alone whcrever e |
went, and was despiscd by all.

A few months latcr, their only child, James, woj
was aftcrward James VI. of Scotland, and I.c
England, was born in a little room in Siring
Castle. It was a strongly fortificd place, and aly
in such a castle could thc Qucen of Scotland hoe
to be safe, she and her baby, from thc fierce fands
that were roaming the country. .Amed men
angry faces, and drawn sworcls might soon hae
surroundcd hcer if she had been in the norecora-
niodious rooms of Holyrood.

Stirling Castle is built on a rock, in ihe raick
of a beautiful valley ; thc mountains round about
are blue and beautiful, and thc Links ofForth, tre
windings of thc silvery river, flow away thrauh
rich levcls to tlie sea.  There could not hea pae
more beautiful in a June morning like thit m
which thc little prince was born. He westoke
the succcssor of both thc quccns who ihen wee
relgning within thc British seas, and thc geti
monarch of liis namc; but he was horii inal
little barc room of thc great, stern castle, witb4
gray precipice of rock helow; and with soliiii
at their posts, and warclers looking out irm
the walls to sec that no fierce army wes coinim®
against them to clisturb thc rest, or, perei»
take away the liberty or thc life of thc mo d
and child. It was not a safe lot in ihosc da;!
to be a ciuecn. But I think, on thc V\hole,S@
with hcr high spirit and her lovc of adentu
took more plcasurc in all those risks,
nobles, hcading her army, somctimes flving i
times conquering, always in daanger ana OOt
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ton jf shc had lived safely and splcndidly all her
life and never known what trouble was.

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

Ad herc begins the qucstion which has dis-
lubed historians ever since, and still makes people
agly in argumcnt, almost as ready to fight for
Man, or against her, as when she was a living
j«aren  Some say that .Mary and Bothwell lovcd
exhother, and that from this time it bccame the
[oeet abject of both to gct rid of Darnley, in order
tet they might marry; while others tell us that
jMavwes innocent both of loving Bothwell and of

¢ring to procure her liusband’s removal, and

it was ISotliwell alone who was guilty. 1 can

dear up this question for you. | do not think
llaywes innocent; and yct 1can not bclieve that
ireves so guilty as some think her.

Qe tliting we may be sure of is, that shc was

wyunhappy. It was impossible for a woman such
se wes to do anything but clcspise the wcak-
cowardly young man who liad betrayed
deceived lioth her and his own friends.  She
mece a terrible mistake in her marriage, and
krew not how to menci it. * | could wish
bedead,” 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
chamber in deep anxicty, and her liusband
sot for; but Darnley did not come until shc
at ofdanger, and thcn only for a single night.
<« left alone, as far as he was concerned, to
lhestruggle in her own breast and everywhere
her. Even when she rcccived the embas-
they would find her weeping, and nothing
tohave roused her from her melancholy.
Tren her nobles, among wliom were some of
ttnspiratois shc liad pardoncd,—the very men
hd killed Rizzio, but who had made their
a,and had liccii allowed to rcturn to tlieir
-“Wgan to pity the unhappy queen; and
@saproposal made to her to get a divorce,
®»free of the husband who was her worst
e She did not accept this proposal, but
rdidshc rcject it.  “ Better pcrmit the mat-
rnainas it is, abiding till God, in his good-
_"Pdromody tlicreto,”” she said.  Pcrhaps she
¥ «lywhat slie said ; but pcrhaps Mary kncw
li'ii P'nts going on which were more

Tth j ' n o b | e s
«ho thought no more of the life of a
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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 all; and
whether it be true or not that she loved him, it is
certain that he loved her, and was ready to risk
everything for the hope of marrying her.

There are a number 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 meant
her husband to be killed ; but many people do not
bclieve them to be true. | am afraid | 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.
“ | am horrified to play the part of a traitress! "—
“ 1would rather die than commit these things!”—
“ My heart bleeds to do them!”—* God forgive
me !” she writes. Though 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 | 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 time; but
when he was getting better she went to him sud-
dcnly, without any warning, sat by his bcdside,
tiilked 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. This 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.

The strange thing about it was that the house
sclectcd was a small and unimportant 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. The house belongcd to a dependent of
Bothwell’s. Mary sleptin aroom immediately below
that of her husband, with a staircase between them,
which was left opcn and unprotected. For was not
the queen the guardian 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 momecnt, and she and hcr train of attcndants
then swept away, leaving the sick man lonely and
alarmed 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 hat happened in the darkness of that night is
imperfectly known. Darnlcv’ was a wrctched
creature, not much worlhy of pity, but when you
think of him there in that desoiate 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 jjth Psalni together,
bcfore they went to bed. Do you remember that
psalm ? “ Fcarfulness and trcinbling are come upon
me. The fear of death has fallen upon me. |Itis
not an open enemy that has done me this dishonor;
but it was even thou, my companion.” Perhaps,
as they read it, they heard the heavy steps below,
the rustle of the powder cmptied out of the bags.
A number 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 roof; 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. Then thcic was a blaze of light, an ex-
plosién, and the house was blown up to conceal the
secrct crime. But the bodies «ere found unharmed
next morning, notwithstanding this precaution ;
the secret was not one that could be hid.

You may imagine what a tumult and confusién
was in Edinburgh next morning, when the dreadful
news was known. Everybody had heard the ex-
plosién, and the peoplc were wild with excitcment.
Mary shut herself up in Holyrood, as if over-
whclmed 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 at this time. While the
town was ringing with this one subject, and the
flames of the conspirators were bandied about from
mouth to mouth, she took no steps against any of
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them, and kept Bothwell, the chief of them on
stantly with her. In a little while she went 6ulofl
Edinburgh to Seton Castlc, the house of Lordl
Seton, one of her most faithful serrants, and therel
recovered hcr gayety all at once, and resnmed heri
favorite amusements,—Bothwell ahvays remaininil
with her, her companion and closesl counsclorj
Edinburgh, mcanwhile, was wild with horrorandl
rage, putting up placards in tlic strects, withthel
flames of the murderers, and bcginning to sus|)ectl
and to loathe the queen also, who had Iren sol
much loved in her capital. This horror and|
suspicion ran like fire through all the courts of]
Europc. Whcrever the story was told. Marx-«as|
suspccted. Everywhcrc, from England, from
France, from hcr own kingdom, ciitrcatics cimctol
her to investigate the inurdcr. and bring ihe|
murderers to justice. But time went on, andshel
did nothing; she who had been so encrgetic. sol
prompt and rapid in action. It wes not urtil a|
month after that she would do anything. Then|
there was a mock trial of Bothwell. bcfore ajurvof]
his partisans, where no one dared to bringcvideni
against him, and he was acquitted sliamefully.

After this trial, the course of events wes ven|
rapid. Three months after Darnley's dealb. Marti
marricd his murderer. In the intenal, shel
been like a crcature in a dream, and al t
happened to hcr was feverish and unrcal. Toe|
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;
thcse were things which deceixed nobody at ti»
time. The two had scarcely been sepérate srd
the moment of Darnley’s death, and no one daibtet
what their intention was. One »f Marys i
dcvoted fricnds. Lord llerrics, wox a longjdim]
to cntrcat her on his knees not to take this gg
which would convincc all Europe of her guilt.
no argunicnt had any effcct apon her. .Se
taken hcr own w:iy and done her own will al he|
life hithcrto, without much harm: but ihe g
rule was her dcstruction now.

Poor Mary! She was as much disappointed ig
Bothwell as she had been in Darnlcy.
was too fccble and too ficklc to be worth here
sideration, the other was liarsh and cruel.
treated her like a master from their wedding-da|
“ She desires only death,” the French enibessadol
says; “ ever siiicc the day after ber Si
h;is passed her time in nothing but tcafi®jaj
lanientations.” And NOW everybody «as apl
her,—Elizabcth of England, the «ing Offran«.se |
her relations and allies ; and, witliin a no'<e* ’
Scotland was roused in norror or hecrand
husband. She summoned her rorces rom
an appeal which always, heretofore, ha P
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herat the head of a gallant army; but this time
Llone hceded the suminons; and she had to fleo
tindisquisc from one castle to another, in order to
exge tlt' hands of her revolted nobles. To give
acolorlo their rebellion, they rcprescnted Mary as
bein* ‘edetained in captivity ” by Bothwell, so that
sheL “ncither able to govern her rcalm, fior try
ite imirderer of her husband.” How- many then,
ad him many even now, woukl be glad lo believe
tret this was the case ! In June, Bothwell and she
logcther managed lo collect a little army, quite
uwble to cope with that of the indignant nobles.
Thevmct at Carberry Hill, but the quccn’s little
fowmelted away before tbe other army, and she
sicft at last with a forloni guard of sixty gentle-
irmm who would not forsakc hcr.  Then Bothwell
adshe had a last interview apart. Thcy took
lac of cacb nther “ with great _anguish and
gric": thev had been a month marricd, and it
for lilis that they had shown themselves
norsters of falsehood and crucky before all the
irmld They partee! there and then for thc last
Bothwell mde away with half a clozen fol-
lonrs and Mary gave herself igj into the hands of
theee nobles who liad opposcd her so often, who
Fed been overeéme so often by her, bul who now
«gethe victor.s in their turn.
Yauniust remeniber, however, that though tlieso
ndes had justice on their side, this had not been
ahays thc case, fior was it thc first time that a
Suat had been a prisoncr in their hands. Almost
dl her forefailiers had known what it was, like
Muy. tnsiruggle with this fierce nobility, often for
olish but sonietimes, loo, for noble ends. But now
inepeaple, as well as thc nobles, were against hcr.
Ty waved before her eyes a banner on which
s painted a picture of thc slain Darnley, with
Ircbahy prince knceling besiclc him and jiraying:
"Agfe my cause, oh Lord!”; they hootcd her
indte streets; tliey had acloretl hcr, and now thcy
luriod upon lier.  Slic was taken to Holyrood, not
sa (lueen, but as a criminal, surrouncled by
Iroarirgp,ces and cries of insult.  Thence she was'
*nla prisoncr tn tlic castle of Lochlcveii; Locli-
Iwnisa 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
«aminclosure, a little garden round thc old walls,
inrin,  Low hills strctch round, and, except-
insummer. the landscape is clrcary and storniy.
« howse was small, with narrow, bare rooms,
® duround by thc waters of the lake, which is,
“imts, alinosl as rough as thc sea. Herc Mary
placed in the most rigorous confincment.  She
Mwoof herladies with her to take thc place of
J-gJ! court and all its amusements, and she was
** od tnstep forth once from this prison, fior
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to send Icttcrs, fior.to reccive them. No imprison-
ment 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 admired of the whole world.

What 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
Mary!” notwithstanding all the wrong she had
done? And can you wonder that 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 that they are still almost ready to
weep ovcr Mary’s suffcrings, though thcy have
been over these three hundrcd years? She lived
for twenty years after this, but, cxccpting for a very
brief intenal, was never out of prison again. Nor
did she ever again sec Bothwell, for whom she had
sufferccl so much.

You will find thc story of thc quccn’s captivity in
Lochleven in one of Sir Waltcr Scott’s novéis called
“ The Abbot.” No one else could give you such
an idea of what that was, and what Mary was. Sir
Waltcr loved 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 her, and thc wit which made thcm
fear her. If you read it, you will be angry with all of
us who do not believe in Mary; and, when | read
it, 1 should like to forget that miserable Darnley,
and try to think what a woman she might 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 at 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 elabérate
artifices, elude thc vigilancc of her jailers; 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 moment 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 fior
fear; and there issued a proclamation, and callcd,
as so often before, her nobles round hcr. This
time many answcred thc cali, and she was soon
riding in high hope at the head of a little army.
But the Regent Murray, on the other side,—who
was a wise and great statesman,—collecting a large
forcé, hurricd after her, and at once gave battle.
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Soon, it becnme apparcnt that Mary’s day was over.
Her army was defcated, her followers disperscd.
She herself, thinking 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, or rather 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 admittcd to
the presencc of the Queen of England. 1 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.

For twcnty years longer she lived a prisoner.
and if | were to tell you about all the schemes on
her behalf, and all the plots that were thought
of, and how many limes she was to have
made a new marriage and begun a new life, |
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, at 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. What was lo be done with this woman,
who was bravcer and strongcr and more full of
rcsources than almost any otlier of her time? They
could not brcak her spirit fior quench her couragc,
whatex’cr they did. They 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 loved her and took up
her cause, had to die for it. .And every ycar shc
lived was a ncw danger, a continued difficulty.
Al 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
Northamptonshire, and there tried for conspiring
against Elizabeth, and trx'ing to embroil the
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kingdom. She was found guilty, and. ind<a, l
was true enough that shc, had conspirad, and
deavored, with evcry instrumcnt shc couwW U,
hand on, to get her frecdom. Slic was Icfi loretu
dcfcnd herself against all the great lawyers ad
judges brought against her—onc woman amongjH
thesc ruthless men. Evcn her papcrs werctala
from her, and nothing was hcard in her fanal
cxcepting what her own dauntlc.ss voico could sv.
Shc was as brave thcn, and as fiill of dignitv jiid|
majcsty, as when all the world was at her fccL Bx|
her condemnation was decided on, uEitcxrrthcitl
might 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
Elizabeth would give the final order fnr heracci-1
tion. It «vas sent at last, arriving .-uddenir (O(]
morning in the gloomy month of Fcbrunn.

Nothing is more noble and timehing ihjin tlicl
story of her end. The swect and gniciuusa'dl
tender Mary of Scotland, who had taken allheaml
captive, sccined to have come back again kcthal
conclusién; her gaycty all gone, hut mineul bal
swcetncss, fior the grace and kincinc.ss .nnd courusiT
of her nature. Shc thought of every une asshel
.stood there smiling and looking death in the face:!
made her will, providcd for her p<Kirsinanurtil
loved her, sent tender messages t» her frkn(is|
and thcn laid down her betiutiful head. stS
beautiful, through all tliose yeais and iroubles,!
upon the block, and died. It was un tlieSthoil
February. 1587, almost on the twenticth annRersairl
of that cruel murder of her hushiind. «hicb lud|
been the Ix-ginning of all her woes.

Thus died onc of the most Ix-atitilul and re-|
nowned, one of the ablest and biavest, aml |icrhajs|
the most unfortunate, beyontl comparisun.
quccns. .Aqueen in her eradle, an iirph.inlt«Bbjr]|
youth, every gift of fortune bestowed uponhii.l
no happincss, no truc guidancc, no cominniniin!
The times in which shc was Ixim. andihcl
training shc had, and the qualitics she inhcmkl.|
may .account for many of her faults: but'
am ever take away the interest with which|
hear of her, and see her pictures, and rcad 1
stor)-. Had she bccn a spotless and truc «nmac|
she might havc been one of the grcatcs: inbistop,|
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. I>utwith 1
and sympathy, and there are many in ihc'
and cspecially in Scotland, wlio even iiny, 1
hundred ycars after her death, are almost .ts"
to fight for her as were tlic men ainong whow
lived and on whom she smilcd.
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OX A GRIXDSTOXE.

HV HEXRV CI.KMKNS [’EARSON-,

“There s a ncw stonc just been put into the
grindin-room, an’ Thompson says that some one
luiuve to be taught to run it.”

TWsuperintendent of the File Works looked up
kwi bis paf)cr at the speaker, and a smile broke
wti hisiacc .ashe scanncd the grotesque figure be-
foehira, |i was a boy of thirteen, who seemed to
N been suddenly plunged up to the neck ina
Priefincn’i nveralls.  His sleeves were rollcd up,

lie small amas had tidc marks around the

«tsis, showing liow liigh tlie water rose when he
"ghad his hands. A similar mark encirclcd his

A square paper-cap adomed his head.
s an air of anxiety about him that at
«* faed the attention of his listener, who said:

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

* 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
1know how to run it a’ready, and any other fellow
would have to be taught.”

“ Can 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. Oid Sunset said I could grind small
files better than the Englishman th.at ’s doin’ it on
Number Three.”

Half a dozen files lay upon a paper on the office
table. The gentleman pointed to them, saying;
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“ See if you can dctect flaws in any of these.”

The boy took them one by one, and, holding
them dcftly between thumb and finger, struck the
«‘tang” a ringing blow upon the iron radiator.

Five of them rung as clcar as silver bells; the
sixth had a slight jar in its music. The boy rang
it again.

“ That 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, said:

“ Those are pcrfect.”

“ What is the matter with those two beside the
cracked one ?” was the question.

“ They wer’ n’t ground true.”

“ How do you know?”

“ Well, ye see,” said the little fellow, assuming.
unconsciously, the important air of an experienced
workman,—“ ye see, when ye look through the
gi'ooves they all 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 !”

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

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

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

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

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

“Wull Storrs?” was the delibérate reply. “ Wull
Storrs? 1ken a lad named Wull, but 1 dinna ken
what his simame 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 ye’re wrong
aboot the overalls bcin’ his grandfeyther’s. They
belonged to mysel’, but were too sma’, so 1 sold
them to him for fuftcc-n cents, simply to make him
feel that they were not a gift, ye ken.”

“What kind of a workman is he ?”

“ The verra best. There ’snot a job that he lays
hand on but he can do as weel as any aboot the
eestablishmunt.”

“ Could he learn to grind small files, do you
think ?” was the next query.
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‘Lerrn ? He kens the whole notion alrcady
One mornin’, when most o’ the grinders «re i
on a spree, he took one o’ the worst staxs jatre
room, and drcssed it sae weel that ye couldre’d
whethcr it was going or stoppit, when it «&
ning at full specd !”

“ Well, 1think he can be trusted to run Nurber
Eight, then. He might just as well commrence
now. Suppose you tell him that he can spendthe
rest of the day in dressing the stone, and ggtting
ready to grind small liles and cuttcrs to-monow"

Will was standing in the door-way of the gind1
ing-room when the Scotchman delivered liis ngs
sage. The news seemed too good to betrae, To
run Number Eight! That meant adolhranda
half a d.ay,— perhaps more, for the grinceis dl
worked by the piece. His mother would bedle
to have her washing done for her, after this. ad
his brothers and sistcrs could go to school loddng
as if they belonged to somebody.

The grinding-room was long and rarot-, jrarl
roofcd and well lighted. Twelvc grindstones god
side by sido, with only passage-ways between ttem
These massive stones, some weighing several tog
were monsters comparcd with the grindstones tret
are frcquently seen on the farms, or in themechine-
shops. When they xvere all in inotion, each «lh |
a man sitting on a small wooden saddle aboveh-
stone, it seemed to an outsidcr as if twclve mend
ways abreast xvere racing on twelvc stonc bicydis. |

Will’s Number Eight was one of the largesll
stones in the room, and thought to be the best|
After he had told the forcman of his goodluck, hel
took some pieces of charcoal, a blunt chisel, andal
kind of Steel adz, and, climbing into the sidle [
set the great stone in motion. Resting bis liadk|
on the pommcl of the saddle, he hcld a pieed|
charcoal toward the stonc, moving it neatertilll
the first rough bum]as on its wide face werchladt-r
encd; then he thrcw off the belt. and cut ddwl
these blackened places with the adz. Sirtjngl
the great whcel again, he let it turn for a ile|
against the blunt chisel, after whbicli he agam
tried the charcoal. It was hard work— theaél
was heavy, the chisel would “ gouge” a litlel
when his hands grew tircd ; but he kept at it, ad |
some time bcfore the whistlc sounded for noon trel
charcoal made an even black line around thcehole[
circumferencc.

Oid Sunset, who ran a “ donkcy grindcr”onthel
stone next to Will’s, told him that it «&
dune,” which meant that it was perfcct. ,

The boy, indeed, felt proud of his vork & |
standing a little way off, he looked at the brauifu |
proportions of the revolving stone. As there" |
still a part of the day remaining, Will veqan tOge |
the tools and fixtures necessary in file-grinding-
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A half barrel of lime and oil was obtained, in
lithich to tlirust the files when ground, to keep them
Kamrusting. This he mounted upon a stand
aithin easy rcach. He next went to the office and
j,otaset of “ file-grinder’s ” tools, the most impor-

THK 1HUKSTLNU OF THE GKINUSTONE.

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

E Hetried the water and found that it was all right.
| 'WBhigwas ready. Oid Sunset had given him
[Mwirof“thuinb-cots,” in case his hand carne in
I®taawii|, the stone, and one of the other grinders
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made him a prcsent of a pair of leather stirrups, to
keep the slate-colored mud from his shoes. The 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.
The next morning Will 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.
Had lie known who was standing
behind the next stone, jcalously
watching his every motion, he
would ncver havc left Number
Eight with no friend to protccl it.

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

He was a rcd-hcadcd, thick-sct
boy, about Will’s age, and his
invetérate encm\. The news of
Will’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\cr igjon the monstcr.
The first dizzy fceling, however,
passed away in a momcnt, and
he looked about him for mcans to
injurc the smooth surfacc tliat
W’ill Storrshad 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
blowswith the instrument. Growing bolder, he
laid thechisel 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 at which it was
running.

But thc boy was not satisfied yet, so he hcld the
sharp comer of the chisel firmly against the stone,
making 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 “ scratch”
of the chisel.

Uttcring a shout, he darted forward.
avcnger was before him.

The 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. The other half cruslied its way through
the watcr-soaked planking, and lay buricd in thc
ground.

The whole thing happened in an instant. The
stone and its fixtures were blotted out so suddenly
that Will was dazcd. He hardly knew what was
the matter; 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.
The wooden saddle lay shivered in picccs some feet
from thc place. Around 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, Will 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.

Will caught a glimpse ofa 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

But another

figure. He was laid upon a table, the sharp
“tangs” were pulled 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 called, thc wounded boy was sent off to
the hospital.

Gradually thc hands settled back to their work,
the grindcrs feeling especially sobcr.  The machin-
ery resumed its clatter and whirl, the great black
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cogs buffetcd cach other as usual, and thcaccident
began to fadc from the memories of thc non.

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

One day, some months latcr, as he «as girdrg
busily, a boy entcred thc room on crutchcs.

TTic men did not recognize him. lle haitedbj-
Will’s stone, and looked up. As soon as heted
finishcd the file upon which he was at «ork, Wil
thrcw off the bek, Icapcd down, and grasped tc
other’s hand.

“Why, Tom,” he said, “ | 'm very glad you'e
back. Whcn did you leave the city ?”

“ Last night,” said thc boy. Then, conquering
a little choke, he said : “ | treatcd you verybedly,
Will, an’ | *v¢ thought of it a heap sincc 1i\c
been laid up. So | tliought 1°d like to give ya
something,—this is the only thing that I had. \
good old sailor Gnele o’ mine gave it to me «enl
was a little chap. He said it had been pickedp
from a wrcck, and was a queer, risky thing, andre
promiscd to show me how to firc it. Buthe«ws
drowned off the coast afore he had a chancelo
keep his promise, and mother’ madc mescit
as kind o’ sacrcd ever sincc.  But this momin’sc
told me | could give it to you for a kecj)sake, if |
was so set on givin’ you something.”

He thrust a small packagc into Will's hand, ad
hobblcd oft"

Will untied it in amazcment, and found npex
of iron pipe, an inch and a half in darada,
mountcd on a curiously carved wondcn black I
was a queer sort of a toy cannon. lie eainiicd
the breech. It was madc of a piecc of led
which was poundcd into one cnd Of the pjpeand
smoothcd ovcr; a small touch-holc had ben
drillcd below the Icaden plug.

Old Sunset carne up just then, and Wll shoed
him the giftt The Scotchman looked it al oer
carefully, saying:

“Wull yo stand in front or behind it<hcnye
fire it off, lad?”

“ Behind, of course !”

“ Ayo! so | thocht. Y e’ll stand behind it ad
catch the Icedcn phig, na doot.”

“ Do you think it will blow out?” asked WU

“ Of course it wull. The lad that gawe il
did na’ ken it, probably, and na doot he «
liae fircd it himscl” without thinkin’. Soywan
hac the satisfaction o’ feelin’ that «hile he o
saved you from injury by accidcnt, now you Sa«
him from being blown up by a cannon that sds
baith ways at once.”
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LITTLE dora: “ OH, MAMMAI KITTV 'S mviuUy KUNU UE BUTTER !’

I WONDERED WHAT MADE ROBIN SAD.’

Hy Gkorge Newell

1woNDEREn what made Robin sad,
Out (1 the garden wall ;

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

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

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

L<ivejov.

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

From Robin and his little mate,
On that sweet morn in May;

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

A fair young red-breast dcad, alas!
Bcneath the flower-blown trec.

r-*1 1-1L 1'0-
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A CMAPTER ON

By Damei.
“ A SOAI-liirUBLE ” is an uncoutli, inelcgant
name 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 fragle, 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 drcam; we are entranccd
while it lasts, but in an instant it vanishes, and
leaves nothing to mark 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. There
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 amusement 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 fraglie bubbles will stand when you are carc-
ful not to allow thcm to touch anything but the
woolen cloth.

It may be worth rcmarking that the coarser the
soap the brighter the bubbles will be. The com-
pound known as “ soft soap” 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 the bowl of your pipe in thc suds and turn the
gas on; the forcé of thc gas will be sufficient to

SOAP-JUBIIIES. M

SOAP-BUBBLES.
C. Beaki).

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 iniis|
upward course until it pcrishes.

.Another group in our picture illustrates howdd
Unele Enos, an aged negro down in Kentiicky,
uscd to amuse the children by making snickc-
bubbles.

Did you ever sec smoke-bubbles? In onc thc
white-blue smoke, in beautiful curves, will curi ad !
circle under its crystal shell.  Another will pses
a lovely opalescent pearly appearance, and ifonche '
thrown from the pipe while quite small and dorselv
filled with smoke, it wil appcar like an opege
polished ball of milky whitencss. It is dwasa
great frolic for the children when they catch I'nclc
Enos smoking his corn-cob pipe. Thecy gather
around his knee with their bowl of soap-sudsand
bubble-pipe, and whilc thc good-nalurcd old nan
takes a few lusty whiffs from his corn-cob, and fiis
his capacious mouth with tobacco-smokc, the cil-
dren dip their jripc in the suds, start their hiitble,
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, howtre |
children laugh to see the astonishcd and injuied
look upon his face, and what fun it is toseehim
sneeze and rub his nosc with his paw !

The figure at thc bottom, in the cérner of b«
illustration, shows you how to make a giant-bubble.
It is done by first covering your hands well wili
soap-suds, then placing thcm ogetner so astofora |
a cup, leaving a small opcning at thc bottom. Al
that is then neccssary js to hold your mouth gt
a foot from your hands and blow into them. lbrae
made bubbles in this way twice the sizc of ny
head. These bubbles are so large that they inaii-
ably burst upon striking tlie floor, being unable io
witlistand thc concussion.

Although generally considercd a trivial amnse
ment, only' fit for young children, blowing saR
bubbles has been an occupation appreciatcd ad
indulged in by great philosophers and nenrf
Science, and wonderful discoverics in optics ad
natural philosophy havc bccn madc wilh alyaj
clay pipe and a bowl of soap-suds.
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By S. M.
W nistie sounding loud and olear,
Laughter that 1 love to hear,
Marbles rattling far and near;

Must be John !

Out at elbow, out at knce,

Hat-brim tattered wofully ;

Turn him round and let me see
If it ’s John.

Dimplcs in a ruddy chcck,

Eyes that sparkle so they spcak,

Turned-up nose, rcYcrsc of meek;
Yes, ’t is John!

Yet this morning, clean and sweet,

Speckless collar, hat complete,

Trousers mended, down the Street
Whistled John.

PHAKTfJIX
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“ What ’s the matter with you, ladi
Where ’s the hat-brim that you liad?
Whence cante all thcse rcnts so sad?

Answer, John !

« Marbles.” .And he Kkicks his toe.

“ Breeches will wear out, you know .

‘ Knucklc-down * is all the go,”
Falters John.

In his J3ockcts go liis hands,

Looking foolish, there he stamls,

S’pose you ’ll scold ” For stern coniinmds
Lingers John.

Catchcs mothcr’s laughing eye;

In a flash the kisscs fly,

And 1 hear, as | pass by,
Bless you, John !”

RfJGKRS.*

By Rossiter Johnson.

Chapter XlI.

A OOMICAI, COMF.r.

T he Business of the printing-officc went on pretty
steadily, so far as Ned and | 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
“ lhe art dcscrvative.” The 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 “ Astrononiy” in his hand, and
called out Phaeton.

“ There ’s somc mischief on foot now,” said Ned;
“ and if Fay goes off fooling with any of Monkey
Roe’s schemes, we shall hardly be able to print
the two thousand milk-tickets that John Spcncer
ordered ycsterday. It ’s too bad.”

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

* Copyright, i88c), by Rossiter Johnsrkn.

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

Ned ran out and brought in the book. Onlodk
ing it over, we found a leaf turned down at the
chapter on comets. Neither of us bad studied
astronomy.

“ 1 know what they ’rc up to,” sais Ned, after
taking a long look at a picture of maiicy's coTet
“ 1 heard the other day that Mr. Roe was leaming
the art of stuffing birds. | suppose Monkey "tanis
Fay to help him shoot one of thosc things. orcatch
it alive, may be, and scll it to his father.”

Then 1took .alook at the picture, ana re.ca afow
lines of the tcxt.

“ 1 don’t think it ’s cpiite fair in Fay,” continued
Ned, “to go off on spcculations of that sort for
himself alone, and leave us herc to do all the wok
in the office, when he has an ccpial sharc of our
profits.”

“ Ned,” said 1, * 1 don’t believe this is a bird.

All rights rescrverl.
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Avell, theii, i1’ a fish,” said Ned, who had
aeback to his case and was setting typc. “ Thcy
[raifishes, as well as birds.”

‘But it seems to me it can hardly be a fish,” said

J. after another look.

esWhy not.” ”

1Bccauso | don't see any fins.”

-riwt'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 vell without any other fins.”

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

eJack," said .Ved, as soon as we arrivcd at thc
ta. “did you ever stuff a fish ?”

«Do you take me for a cook ?” said Jack, look-

; considerably ptizzlcd.

ol dont mean a fish to bake,” said Ncd. *“ |

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

icum.’
*Oh.” said Jack, “ | beg pardon. 1 did n’t
Imderstand.  No, | never stuffcd a fish.”

'‘But 1suppnsc you know how it ’s done?” .said
Ned

#'Oh. ves: | undcrstand it in a general way.”

aWhat 1want to gct at,” said Ned, “ is this:

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

sldon’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,
hmvmuch should you say a fcllow woukl probably
gtforone of this sort? ” and he opened the Astron-
ayat the picture of Hallcy’s comct.

Something was tbhe matter with Jack’s face. It
Ivildod around in all sorts of ways, and his eyes
sardod with a kind of electric light.  But he
pesad bis hand over his features, took a sccond
lokat the picture, and answecred:

“If you can catch onc of those, | should say it
jwould command a very high price.”

“So Ithouglit,” .said Ned. “ Should you say as
[muchas a hundred dollars, Jack?”

“1 should not hesitate to say fully two hundred,”

idjack, as he took bis flag and went out to sig-
f/tlifreight—train.

sccit all, as plain as day,” said Ncd to me,
«ocwalked 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
Aeoffice.”
Perhaps he Tl go sharcs with us,” sakl 1.
Nb, he wont,” said Ned. “ But 1 hayvc an
I think | can take a hand in that spccula-

“Hrvwill ym, i, jj,,,
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“1 Il offcr Fay and Monkey a hundred dollars
for their fish, if they catch it. That ’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 | ’IL
make as much moncy as both of them together.
And | must givc Jack a handsomc present for tell-
ing me about it.”

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

“Never mind,” said Ned, in a comforting tone.
“ Perhaps you ’ll inhcrit a big fortune from some
old grandmothcr 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 that way.”

As wc arrived 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.

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

They brought thcm into Uie office, got soinc

TIK AKMK

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.

“What are you making, Fay?” said Ned.

“ Wait a while, and you ’ll see,” said Phaeton.

Ned winkcd at me in a knowing way, and we
went on printing milk-tickcts.

When thc framc was coinpleted, Monkey and
Phaeton went away.

“1 sec,” whispered Ncd. “ Thcy’re going to
catch it with a net. The nctting will be fastened
on all around here, and this big cnd left open for
him to go in. Then, whcn he gets down to this
round part, he ’ll find he can’t go any farther, and
they ’Il haul him up. It ’s as plain as day.” n

But whcn Monkey and Phaeton retumed,
about half an hour, instcad of netting they brogght
yellow tissue-papcr and several candles.

in\ \
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We pretended to take very little interest in the
proceeding, but watched them over our shoulders.
When 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 again;

“Don’t you see? That isn’t anet. They’re
going to have a light in it, and carry it along the
’:horc]} to attract the fish. It ’s all plain enough

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

“ All right!  We ’ll be on hand,” said Ned
and .

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

“ Monkey,” said Ned, in a confidcntial tone, “T
want to make 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 one?” said Monkey. “ If—Il—catch

—one? Oh, yes—all right! 1’1l give you whatevcr
| catch, for that price. Though 1 may not catcli
anything but Hail Columbia.”

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

“ The 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.
That would be a bald cagle, | should think.”

At this momcnt Phaeton joincd us.

“ It ’s no use, Fay,” 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. “Then it a bird they ’re going to catch,
after all, and not a fish. | see it now. Probably
some wonderful kind of night-hawk.”

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

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

“ Haven’s barn it is, then,” said Phaeton, and
they shouldered the thing and walked off, we
following.

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

The numerous ells and shcds attachcd to this
barn enabled Monkey and Pliaeton to mount 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 night like some terrific portent.

“ Now you stay herc, and keep hcr in order,”
said Monkey, “ while | go for y\dams.”
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Mr. Adams was an amateur astronomer of an
siderablc local celebrity, whose little observaton
built by himself, was about fifty rods distant froni |
Haven’s barn. Unfortunately, his interrperaic
habits were as fiimous as his scientillc attainments
and Roe knew about where to find bim ]«.ci
with him on the search.

We went first to the office of the * cCataran 1
House, by James Tone,” but wc did not findour |
astronomer there.

“ Then,” said Roe, “ 1know whberc he is. for|
sure,” and he went to a dingy wooden buildingon
State Street, which liad small windovvs with red
curtains. This building was ornamented with a
poetical sign, which every boy in town knew bv
heart, and could sing to the tune of "Oats, peasJ
beans.”

W. WHEEI.LER KEEPS IX HERE,

SELES GKOCERIES, CIDER, AlLE, AWD BER
HIS PRODUCE IS GOOD, HIS WF.IGHT IS JUBT, |
HIS PROFITS SMALL, AND CAN .NOT TRUST;,
AND THOSE WHO BUY SHALL IIK WELL LSD |
SHALL NOT BE OHE.ATED NOR .\HLSE).

“Is Profcssor Adams prescnt?” said Monkey,]
as he oponed the door and pcercd tbrough a cloudj
of tobacco-smoke.

An individual bchind the stovc rcturnedadrowsyl
tiffirmative.

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

He sprang from his chair, exclaimed, “Goody
night, gentlcmen ! You will wake up lo-morroxl
morning to find me famous,” and tlashcd outatthe|
door.

“ What is it?” said one of the loungers, detiiry|
ing Monkey as he was about to Icavc.

“ A comet,” whispered Monkey.

“ A comet, genllenien—a blazing comet!” rel
[leaied the man, aloud; and the whole conipanyl
rose and followed the astronomer to his obstn>l
tory. W’hen they arrived therc, tbecy foud himl
sitting with his eye at the nonc-too-rerianie insini-l
ment, uttering cxclamations of thankfulness
he had lived to make this great discovcry.

“ Not Biela’s, not Newton’s, not F.nckes-noi a
bit like any of them,” said he; “ all my own, ger-|
tlemen—entirely my own 1”

Then he took up his slate, and went to ligin
upon it. Several of the crowd, who wee
jammecd ciése together around him in the IR
octagonal room, made gcnerous offers ofassis®*!

“ | was always good at the multiplication-Bieij
said one. ”

“ 1 have a fine, clear eye,” said another; 0"!

I help you aim the pipe?”
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Tiiis cxcited a laugh of dcrision from anothcr,
iboinquircd whether the man with the fine, clear
ex "did n’t know a pipe from a chube ?”

Another rolled up his slccves, and said he was
[tidy to take his turn at the crank for the cause of
soflicc: while still another expressed his willing-

res 10 blow the bcllows all night,

if Professor

Adars would show him where the handlc was.
Tocy all insisted on having a peep at the
contt through ihe telcscope, and with some
jotling took turns about.
Qe man, with round face and ruddy chccks,
ifer taking a look, murmured solemnly :

‘Midi

"AU.MKT, uentlkmkx—a Kki-ocino comet!

i T~ttdd thing Ixides no good to this city.”

Profcs.w.” said anothcr, “ your fortune ’s

P*»r al time. This’ll be known to fame as
lf | flrtre say it ’s as big
IM th® Oid World put together.”

I-r unusually long look.

* bclieve that
" US long. We ’d better Icavc
calculations, while we go back

Biiui!.U) his grcat discoverv.”

"*l>e stirred.

Then Mr. Wheelcr left the
and walked straight up to Havcen’s

*pkked up a cart-stake, swung it around
"L VI3
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his head, and hurled it; 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 ofjoint. He bore it heroically, and

climbed down to the ground alone
before he told us what had hap-
ftened. Thcn, 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 right.” said Phac-
ton, “ for lending myself to any of
Monkey Roc’ schemcs to build a
mere fool-tliing.”

“1°m sorry you ’re hurt, Fay,”
said Ned; “ but it does scem as if
that comet was a silly machine, only

i intcnded to dcceivc me and Profcs-

' sor Adams, instead of being for the

good of mankind, like your other

inventions.  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 profits
for the next month.”

Charikr .XII.

A LITI"RARY MYSTF.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 that wc
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were not in bed, 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 cérner 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 thumb and finger in printer’s ink.

Though 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. The number 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 elabé-
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 Juliet,” 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:

MOSE UREEN’S
MINSTREL SHOW.

-Admit thc Bcarcr.

“ Where s your to be?” said
Phaeton.

* 1don’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. “ And who are your actors ?”

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

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

“ 1 don’t know,” said Moses.

show going

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

“ 1’1l t?21l you what 't is, Moscs,” sai,! Phaeton-
“ we ’re badly crowded with work just now, and it
would accommodate us if you could wait a little
while. Suppose you engage your actois first, ad
rchearse the pieces that you ’re going to play, ax
get the barn rigged up, and biirn the cork’ad
make up your mind about the price; and then
give us a cali, and we ’ll print your tickets.”

“ All right,” said Moses. “ 1T go home ad
burn a cork, right away.”

And he went off, whistling “ O Snsnnn.i."

“ Fay, | think that ’s bad policy,” said .\cd.
when Moses was out of sight.

“1 don’t see how you can say that" sd
Phaeton.

“ It ’s as plain as day,” said Ned. -“Weought |
to have gone right on and printed liis tickets. Sp-
pose he h;is n’t any show, and never will haeae
—what of jt? We should n’t suffer. His faher
would see that our bili 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 nore|
sharp than honest,” said Phaeton.

I'rom the fact that our school hvs hardly benl
mentioncd in this story-, it must not be inferred thatl
wc were not all this time acquiring cducation byl
the usual methods. The performances herc recard1
ed took place out of school-hours, or on Saturdays, f
when there was no school. The evenls irsice thej
temple of learning were generally so dull that treyl
would hardly intercst the story-rcadcr.

Yet there was now and then an accident or csploit]
which rclieved thc tediousness of study-time. Ongj
day, Robcrt P'ox brought to school, as pan of his|
lunch, a bottle of home-madc pop-bcer. Al
before intcrmission we were startlcd by ntremen
dous hissing and foaming 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 «ashalf-raj
in the bottle that stood upon the floor beside
desk. Though he threw his whole wcight upon if
he could not forcé it in any farther, and thchee
rose like a fountain almost to the ceiing, and e
in a beautiful circle, of which Fox and his bottjj
were the intercsting centcr. Any boy «w
attended a school taught by an
readily imagine the sequel. Holman record
affair in the form of a Latin ravie, Which« -«
popular that wc printed it. Hcrc it is:

VULPES ET HEEK-
Quondam vulpes botliilum poppi Ivrh >
lii/it, quod in arca reponebal. bid corm &*'



PHAETON

AW tris, cortex cUHum reliquU, et beer, spumans,
nprAmtnlo (ffudit. Deinde niagister capit unum
ixtronum jori, ft vtdpes alkruni sen/iebat. Hcre
jéuh lioec/ Huit, ijuhcnyou bring pop-beer to school,
jts should til- the string so tigkt thati! ean'tpop
dhtjerc hmeh-tiine.

When Jack-in-the-Box saw this fablc, he said it
«as agood falilc, and he was proud of his pupil,

*«IT ROSE UKK A KOCNTAIX.**

1Wfck ii))liged t> admit that some of the
Y«tu a liule out ofjoint.

Hinenstiid hf put the moral in English becausc
(R*asthe imjxvrtant part of it, and ought to be
Mhngua’c that everybody could understand.
INcelter 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.

rison, in attempting to criticisc the
‘oﬂﬂlctable. onlv exposed himself to ridiculo.
Honsibeamistake.” said he; “ for you know
‘«fea beer. |t x5 plain enough that it
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ought to be, Vtilpes" (he pronounccd the word in
one syllablc) "dranh beer.”

This shows the pcrils of ignorance. If Charlie
liad h:id a thorough classical training, he would n’t
have made such a mistake. It w;isa curious fact
that the boys who had never studied Latin, and to
whom the blunder had to be explained, laughed at
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.

“ lwant a job of printingdone,”
said he, “ providcd it can be done
in the right way.”

“We shall be glad to do it as
well as wc possibly can,” said .
e What is it

e | can'i tell you what it is,”
said he.

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

"There is n’t any manuscript,”
said he.

““Oh, it is n’t preparcd yct?”
said 1. “When will it be ready?”

«Therc never will be any man-
uscript for it.” said he.

| Ixtgan to be puzzlcd. .Still, |
remembered 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.”

“ Lahels?”

"No.”

*‘Then 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 1 am lo print ?”

““That ’s the point of the whole business,” said
Isaac. " | 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 | don’t care
to have cven you know about it. 1want you to let
me do all the work iny.sclf, when yon are not herc,
and 1shall w.ash up the rollers, distributc the type,
destroy all my proofs, and Icavc everj-thing in the
office as | found it. Ofcourse | shall pay you the
same as if you did the work.”
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“ But how can you set the typc ?” said I. ‘You
don’t cven know the case, do you ?”

“No,” said he; “but | suppose the letters are
all in it soinewhcre, and | can find them with a
little searching.”

“And do you know how to lock up a form?”
said .

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

“ When do you want to go to work ?”

“Duo i'giu's, rectas ab— to-night, right away.”

“Very well—good-niglu !” said I.

When | went to the office ncxt dav. 1 found Ned
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morning, | found the oil all burncd out of trey,
lamp,— 1 fillcd it yesterday,—and thcse tomn soram
in the wood-box. | got so many together praw
casily, but | can’t find anothcr onc tliat will fit

‘It looks as if it had been a pocm,” siid 1

“ Yes,” said Ned; “ of course it wes. .Auh
look herc ! It was an acrostic, too 1*

Ned took out his pencil, and filled in whet
supposed to be the missing initial letters, nakini
the flame Aio1a Glidden. "

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

“ There is n't any cloiibl in my niind." said Nut

10 0\ KD.
tnve sweetness—

In.stantly comet back :

Over rt rol clream its fleeine.ss,
witli its tor and rack.
how | sigh my . od,

Cioing in fan long agone,—

Lookini?  crosM he jo

I knew er me dawn

earest and bes augi[ters.
aspire t ove regare! ?

Even in otus dext aters,

Never again to ai ward.

busily at 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.
When | arrived, the work had progressed as far
as shown in the card on this page.

“ Here ’s a mystcry,” said Ned.

* What is it?” said I.

“ Did you print this?” said he, suddcnly, looking
into my face suspiciously.

“ No,” said 1, calmly; “ I never saw it before.”

“ Well, thcn, somcbody must have brokcn into
our office last night. For when | came in this

“and it’s perfectly cvident to me who the ug
must have been. evcryboay knows wo» dies
Viola Gliddcen.”

‘el should think a good many woiW tidi
her,” said 1; “ she’s the handsomest girlintosn

* Well, then,” said Ned, “ look at that ‘ai
dext.” Of course it was totas ficxUr,—lisA"
the boy that uses that classic exqression
should n’t have thought that so nicc afd®
Holman would break in hcrc at midnight, ad
his mushy love-poetry into print at our gt
He must have been herc about all night, fon
lamp-full of oil lasts nine hours.”

“Thcre’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.

1*Howis that?” said Ned.

es(iotouta liandbill," said Phaeton, “ and spread
¢jUoxer toxvn, offering a reward of one cent for
f,: conxdaion of the burglar who broke into our
Sce laii night and printcd an acrostic, of which
kf 16llowing is a fac-similc of a mutilated proof.
kn sot up this, just as you have it hcre.”

eThat 's it: that Tl make him hop,” said Ned.
rl Lgoto tt-ork on il at once.”
I “Uut"said I, " it "l make Miss Gliddcn hop,

"Lil her hop.”

“liut then. perhaps her brpther John will cali
«~udand make you hop.”

Hecan’t do it,” said Nc-d. “ The 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. Whocvcr tries to
jht a printing-press always gets the worst of it.
"aher says so, and he knows, for he tried it on the
wiji-tor ivhrn he w;is running for sheriff and
kysiandcral him.”

It this point, | explained that Holman had not
&k there «itliout permission, and that he cx-
W-d lo [uy for everything.

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

l«as going to tell you he had I>ccn hcre,”
lid 3 ‘eand that he did not want any of us to
m «hat he printcd. Uit when | saw you had
<M that out. | thought perhaps, in faimcss to
I Hght not to tell you w/to it was.”
M right.” said Ned. Of course, it ’s none
(Tr business how much love-poetry Holman
nko. (ir how s|X)ony it is, or whtit girl he sends it
ifhe pays for it all. But don’t forget to charge
fectbeoil.  |ly the way, so many of the Ixiys
nsfor printing, | "'ve bought a blank-book to
ihc .Tccounts in, or we shall forget somc of
» Monkey Koe’s mother paid for the ‘Orphan
y Wtsicrday. | °ll put that down now. Half
«sn’t enough to chargc her; we must
t up <m the next job wc do for her or

he «as saying this, he wrote in his book:
ptr Monhy 12 orphan boys 50 Paid.
had he finished the entry, when the door
“¥is suddenly opened, and Patsy
ihrust in his head and shouted:

ROUERS. 533

“Jimmy the Rhvmer ’s kiiled!”

“ What?"

vW hat?”

“ | say Jimmy the Rhymer ’s killed! And you
done it, too!”

I am sorry that Patsy said “ done,” when he
meant 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 mean?”
turned as palo as ashcs.

“ You ought to know what 1 mean,” said Patsy.
“ Just beaiusc he h.ad the bad luck to spill a few
of your ofd typcs, you abused him like a pickpocket,
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 mother says
it s all your fault, too, you miserable skinfiint! |
wont have any of your gifts!”

And with that, Patsy thrust his hand into his
liocket, drew out the Xisiting-cards that Ned had
printcd for him, and thrcw them high into the room,
so that in falling they scattered over evervthing.

“ 1°Il bring back your car,” he continued, “ as
soon as | can getil. I lent it to Teddy Dwycr last
weck.”

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

We looked at one another in constcmation.

*“What shall we do? " said Ned.

“ | think we ought to go to Jimmy’s house at
once,” said .

“ Yes, of course,” said Ned.

And he and 1started. 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 | not onl>- went by the postern, but wc
madc a bee-linc for Jimmy’s house, going over any
number of fences, and straight through door-yards
and gardcn-paiches, without the slightest rcferencc
to strects or paths.

We left in such a hurry that we forgot to lock up
the office. While we were gone, Monkey Roe
sauntcred in, found Holman’s acrostic, which Ned
had picccd together, and, when he went away,
carried it with him.

said Ned, who had

(Fo be continued,)
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“THE SHINING DAYS OF MAY.
Bv Lucy M. Bi.inn.

Oh, the shining days of May !

Don’t you hear them coming, coming,—
In the robin’s roundelay,—

In the wild bee’s humming, humming?
In the quick, impatient sound

Of the rcd-bird’s restless whirring,
In the whispers in the ground

Where the blossom-life is stirring '
In the music in the air,

In the_ laiighing of the waters ;
Naturc’s stories, glad and rare,

Told Earth’s listening sons and daughters?
Surely, hcarts must needs be gay
In the shining days of May !

TUR RAT*S FIAPPY DRRAM.



THE

lis

THE

By Eknest

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? | suppose the

trader of thc South Sea

islands has no appreciation of

the loveiincss that we sec in

the bird-of-pajpdise, fior does

the Hottentot fully know thc

grace and richness of thc os-

irich plumcs which he sticks in his

hair. What is fiimiliar to us loses beauty

m our cycs, simply because we sec it com-

monly; anil | fancy that if we carne suddenly

la pcacork, his glorious tail spread before our

dighifil gaze for ihe first time in our Uves, we

«H not hesitate to consider him thc prince of
cfeathercil 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

iDioys.  Xeverthelcss, travelers tell us that thc

rild pcacocks are far handsomcr than the tame

It seems impossible. The peafowl is a

ivc of India, and some of thc islands of the

lor Malayan archipciago. Various p>arts of

abound with thcm, yet there are none in

fior in .Sumatra, though these islands are

tby. lint then, some other birds of the fam-

fr lo whith the pcacocks and pheasnnts belong

pk-niifully in Sumatra and Borneo, and

(imknnun lo Java. On the main-land of Asia,

i of some sort—for there are halfa dozen

-abound, from Southern India to the north-

»tabic-lands, and even through the high passcs

»the forests and steppcs of Thibet. Our domcs-

ivaricty is the common onc in India, where

JishKWTiasthccrested peacock. The peacock of

Mis different, “ thc neck being covered with scar-

Flikc green feathers, and the crest of a different

but the eycd train is equally large and bcau-

Thc remo6te Thibctan spccies has a lesser

*Md its general color is white, upon which

“mental fcathers are distributcd in a most strik-

P? manner.

|J"«e birds prcfcf wooded districts. especially

thickcty forcsts, partiy cafie and partly

»d growths, called “jungles,” and there
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they congrégate in large flocks. One writcr says
that 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 bcen reflccted in
a hundred crosscd and gleaming rays from thc trem-
blingand iridescent plumes! | 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.

The food of these birds, like that 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. To 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. He can make good spced on foot, however.

The 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. The young
are at 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.

The peacock’s train is his glory. It eclipses all
thc burnished tints and rcflections of his proud
little head and jaunty crest. | havc read a very
good and minute description of this most superb
specimen of N'ature’s fcather-work, which | would
rather quote than try to cqual:

“ The 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 that when it is erected into a disk, the eyc-likc
or moon-like spot at thc tip of each feathcr is dis-
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playcd. The lowcst and longcst feadim of ihc ttain'
do not terininatc in such spots, but in spreading birts. i
which cncircle the erected disk.  Jhe bluc of tic «ti; j
the green and black of the back and wings: the bitrrg, j
grecn, violct, and gold of the tail; the arrangeinenl of
the colofs, their metallic splendor, and the play of cdar
in changing lights, render the inale [)cacock an
of universal admiration.”

Rut this description, good as it is, cannotghvas
an idea of tlie bird’s appcarance as any child may ba«
after taking onc giancc at his inagnilicent lorcship

althou?h som»- nf V  u-ij Nearly all my readers probably have had this pitas#*

fans or disolaved L A u
drscover th.s decorat.ve valué of peacock feathers. The gorgeous plumagc omamentea tnethms
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ad palaces of Eastern monarchs, and the liouses
oithe rich, in far-off centuries; and the beautiful
6n. sho'vn ynti in the picture on this pago, was
oopied from one madc more than two thousand
vearsairo, in Etruria, a country of ancicnt Italy.

The peacock appcars very eaiTy in history as a
donestic ftnwl, since the Hclircws had it long before
tedays of Solomon. From Asia it went wcstward
i Kurope, as soon as civilization bogan to pené-
trate «hat then were savage wilds. In those oid
ces of Romo, which thc poets cali its golden
aje, when thc luxurious life of that splendid cit\-
ws 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-
lie »ay in its own skin, with tlic tail-fcathers
greed Could anything be more ornamental to
adinner-tabU ? The custom of having pcacocks
ienedatbaiuliicts continued into the Middlc Ages,
bt it is rardy that one is cooked nowadays, for
ot persons consider the flesh diy and tasteless.

OF THE BIRDS.

537

*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
magnificcnec; then he slowly bends 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 way. “ 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 sermén on this
text from your good friend, jack-in-thc-Pulpit, who
said to you, in March, 1874:

“ | 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.  ‘For,’
said he, ‘how in the world should we pcacocks
look, if we did n’t strut? What kind of an air
would our tail fcathcrs hale, if we did n’t spread
them?” | gave in. A mcck peacock would be
an absurdity. Vanity evidently was meant S]iccially
for pcacocks.”



IN NATURE’S WONDERLAND,;
AMERICAN

Bv Fki.ix

VII.

Chapter

**Rocks aod londy Aover“kas.

PtaygTOuxids Of the motmtain EECTC**

The 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
appnachcd the heights of the Sierra Gorda we
had to unstrap our blankcts to keep our poor
monkeys warm. The upper sierra was so loneh
that wc becamc a little uneasy .about our road, but
thc confiderice of our guidc re-assured us.

“There is no doubt about thc right direction.”
said he; “ we have to keep straight south. antl
if we get up to the ridgc ljcfore sundown. you
will see the Valley of Antigua.”

“ | don’t think we shall rcach a house before
night.” said Mcnito; *“ this looks like 7 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 Gaddy Simén, “ that ’
the old sergeant’s daughter, with her pack of
dry-goods; | have met her twice before.”

“ What serge.ant ?” | .asked.

“ He uscd to belong to the mounted pdlice,”
said thc guide, “and he’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,
when we ovcertook the red bundlc.

The bundle tumed, 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, | 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 Antigua,” | rcplied;
“ do you know which is thc shortcst road?”

“ 1 Il show you by and by, whcn we get up lo
the ridge,” said she; “ you are all right thus far.
Strangers, 1suppose?”

“ Not altogether,” said our guidc;
see you in San Mateo two years ago ?”

“did n’t |
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“ Of course you did,” said she: -‘I go thore
every Christmas.”

“ Quite alone?” 1 .asked.
Indians bother you ?”

“ Not if I know it,” said the little millirer;
“ they would find out that my father mwns,imusket.
My fiame is Miss Cortina, you know."”

“ But what about ghosts?” said .Menito: “deT |
don’t care for muskcts. Suppose you should meé |
the Wild Spaniard, or thc Three Howling Monks;”

Howling Mtrnks? They had ItcUcr kive ne
alone,” said Miss Cortina, with a glancc at her
walking-stick. “ 1’d givc them something to boil
«about.”™

The sun went down Ix;fore we rcachod ik |
summit rocks, and it was almost dark when it
haitcd, in a grove of larch-trccs un the sauthem[
slopc.

“ | must leave you now.” said Mss Cotm
when wc had pitched our tcnt. “Thatbiidl
smoke-cloud over yonder is thc Volcanoof Msag, |
so vf)u sec that you are going in the right dec
tion.  1’ll show you thc trail to-morrow moming"

She shouldcred her bundlc and took campunderl
thc branches of a fallen trec. some fifty vanfe6» |
our bivouac.

“ No wonder slie is n’t afraid of ghosts," laughed |
Tommy; “would n’t she makc a good «ichher-f
sclf? She uses that bundle of hets for a bod itj
seems, but | 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 scon cinebadj
laughing.

“ She would n’t let me come near herwign»!
at all,” said he; “she tclls me that she caiil
receivc any callcrs after eight o’clock!"

About midnight, we were awakened bya
light tliat pcnctratcd our tcnt and threw.ir
glare on the oppositc trees.

“That can’t be thc moon,” siid Tam}H
“ may be the woods are afire—«-ait, 1 1"
see what it is. Oh, come out here, all of yw
cried,—“ tlic whole sky is ablaze !"

We steppcd out, and, sure enough.
southcm firmament 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

" Don't thc dem
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central sierra, and illuminated the wild mountains
rear and far. Every now and then a fiery mass
shét np into the clouds and fell back in a shower

o burning llakcs.

Th.its the Volcano of Mesaya,” said Daddy
Simin. 1“.May the saints help all the poor pcople in
thet sierra 1”

Heand Menito looked on in silence, but Tommy
hed never seen a volcanic eruption before, and was
amost beside himself with excitcment.

‘*Come this way!” he cried. “ Step on this
ledc, linde, you can see it more plainly. Why,
talk about battlcs and firc-works 1 All thc gun-
powder in thc world could not make a flame of that

DISTANT VIKW OF

toslitl hut how strange,—it is all so still ! That
rokano musi he a long way from licrc.”
"About cigbty miles,” | replicd. *“ It is beyond

ihchurder, in tbe State of Nicaragua.”
"What’s thu matter?” said a squcaking little
‘wdice belilnd US.
"Who’ thnt? 7 | asked. “ Miss Cortina? ”
aYes. il 'si.” said she. “ What s vip?”
“Can't you see it?” said Tommv. “ Look over

‘That? Then | had better go to bed again,”
siidthe little lady.  “ Well, well; | thought therc
something thc matter. Never mind that oid
‘"%10; you can scc that any day in the ycar.”
vore not quite sure about that. The night
*2'a little chilly, but we stood and looked till thc
*ydorwes veiled by the rising morning mist.
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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, that had drifted over
with the night-wind. The lowlands at 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.
The 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 that stood
like a watch-tower at thc brink of the river-valley.

“ That ’s whcre my folks live,” said she. “ You

IHE VOLCANO OK MESAYA AT MIUNIGHT

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

“ | suppose you did not scll much on this trip?”
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. * | shall find a hundred customers bcfore
you scll one of your oid monkeys.”

“ That ’s right, sissy,” laughed Tom. “ But we
do not sell our monkeys; do you know anybody
hereabouts who does? Wc want to buy all the pcts
we can get—Kittcns, cats, and catamounts.”

“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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“ What will he take?” asked Menito.

“That’s no biisiness of mine,” said the little
shrcw.  “ -You just follow this road ; if my father is
homo, he will ovcrtakc ytiu before you cross that
river. The bcars are somcwhere in the sierra.”

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

“ Yes, that ’s the oid scrgcant.” said
Daddy Simén. “ | know him by that
big gun of his.” -

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

“Where are they ?” 1 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.”

“ What ’s that ?”

“ San Miguel isa convent,” e.xplained
the sergeant. “ And the viatico is the
luncheon they give to all strangers.”

“ All right!” I laughcd. “ We must
n’t miss that for anything. Come on,
then.”

The sergeant was a fast walker. but
wc managcd'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 hcre
and let that boy take her along the hill-
side,” said our new guide. “ They can
meet us at the mouth of the next crcck.”

When we had reached the ljottom of
the ravine the hunter stopped and point-
ed to a pile of bowldcrs on the opposite
slope. “ That’s the bear’s den,” said
he; “she has two cubs, nearly a month
oid, I should say ; let ’s fetch them right
now

Then we had better gct our guns ready  said
Tommy.

“ Never mind the guns,” said the sergeant;
“ 171l gect the bcars for you ; they are only cubs,
and the oid one is n’t at home.”

“ How do you know ?”

“ She ’s out marmot-hunting,” said he; “ there ’s
a colony of marmoi/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 moment,” said
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he, when we reachcd the bowlders. He untieda
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 dd

HIUE AND SEEK WTTH THE OLI) ItKAK.

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

“ No, | think he knows what lie’s about." W
Daddy Simén; “ he ’s the best hunter in thissicro.
and quite as sharp-nosed as his daughter.

here he comes. Listen I”

A whimpering howl came from the dcpthsofili*
cave, and, a momcnt after, the hunter craMed ot
and handcd us a creaturc like a fat, black pooHe-
dog. “ Here, take chargc of this oid howder, s
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he- “ thcy are biggcr than | o-xpccted; 1 am going
to"Ct his brotlicr now.”

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

«\What are you going to do ?” | asked.

"1'll .show you,” said he ; and taking hold of
tre two cubs, he souscd thcm in the creck at thc
hoitom ofthc navinc; and then, holdingthem cidse
together, he walkcd slowly toward another pile of
lionders a little farther down.  The drenchcd
dibs tricklcd like two watcring-pots, and aftcr hold-
ngthcm over the top of the pile, he rubbcd their
m fur against some of thc projccting rocks.
Jalet mo sec that bag now,” said he; “ chuck
themin. picase: that s it. And now let ’s gct out
oithisas fast as we can. Come this way : straight
uphill: ihcsliortest way is thc best.”

We clambercd up the slope on our hands and
foct. till wec.amc in sight of thc pl.acc where Menito
irss w.aiting with thc mulo.  But before wc reachcd
thom thc Ininter suddenly threw himself fiat bc-
hilida rock and motioned us with his hand to keep
down.and hide ourselves.  “ 1 knew there was no
line to lose,” he whispered ; < here comes the olcl
one!"

Down below. :it the bottom of thc v:illcy, a big
fd bear canie trotting along the creek with hcr
nosedosc to the ground, making straight for thc
we barilders.  There she stojapcd, and aftcr nos-
ingabout herc and there, she raised herself on hcr
hind legs and beg:m to tear down the rocks, onc
dfter another, though some of thcm could not
g less than ;i ton.  Now and then she raiscd
hor head and looked silently all around, and then,
with a licrce growl. she fell upon thc rocks again.
I wiindcred how she would managc thc enormous
howldors at the laoltom of thc pile, but before she
red hnished her work, the huntcr slippcd away
atl beckoned us to follow him.

"We tire all right now,” said he. when wc got
Fedk to the hill-road ; "she has n’t sccn us yet,

ad before slie has finishcd there, we shall havc a
, surtof a mile at least. How do you like the cubs
-don't you think they are worth fbur dollars ?”

rCertainly,” said i; “ but 1°’ll givc you five,
fotshoning LB how to oulwit a bcar.”

“Mes, but look herc,” said Daddy Simén, “ Mr.
Cmiramust nt leave us yet; wc should be sure
| tdocour way; 1have never bceen in this part of
Stsiema before.”

Don'l trouble yourselves about that,” laughed

* MM, “ 1want to get my share of that viatico,

in th first place, wec must havc some dinncr
| NLtake you to a place where we can gct
® amurt of bread and honey.”
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“ What! Isthere a house up here ?” 1 asked.

“ No, but a honey-camp,” said the sergeant;
“ old Jack Gomez js living there all by himself,
hunting up wild bees’ pests in the rocks. He ’s
the funnicst old chap you ever saw.”

We could not deny that, when Mr. Cortina in-
troduccd us to thc liermit. The old fellow wore
Icathcr kncc-brecches, 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, bnt drew back his
hand as if he had touchcd a pitched kcttle.

“ Just look at this 1” cried he. < Why dnm’t you
wash yourself, you old monstcr

“ Wa.sh mysclf!” chucklcd the hermit: "what
would be th.c use, my dcar friends? 1 should be
covcred with honey again the very next day. That’s
Just the fun of it,” he continued, pointing to a big
pile of honey-combs. " 1 find a nest every day !
The young chaps in San Tomas would like to
find out how 1do it, but they can't,” he tittercd,
“theycan’t1 | gct a kcg full before thcy can fill a
quart-cup. | could gct rich at this busincss,” said
he, “ but my nephew charges me a dollar for every
barrel he hauls to .Antigua.”

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

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

“ Where do you slcep at night, Don Gémez?”
I inquired.

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

Behind thc cliffs of the honey-camp rose a limc-
stone ridgc, so absolutcly perpendicular that some
of the rocks looked like tower-walls. On top of this
natural fortrcss roosted a swarm of king-vulturcs—e
big, black fellows with red hcads, taking their case
as if they knew that their citadcl was inaccessiblc
to human fcct. The ridge was honcy-combcd with
caves similar to thc boles in tlic lower cliffs, and,
.as thc vultiircs flew 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. * | never knew
thcm to make a mistake.”

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

wvicviwezol Vi Je
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mountain weasels, lively little chaps, looking almost mountain mcadows strctched away before « for
like yellow squirrels witli stump-tails. He had miles and miles; but therc was not a traceofa
tamed several dozen of them, and fed them on the human settlement. Toward sunset, honewr, v
refuse of his wax-caldron. These marmots and a passed an abandoncd cottagc that reminded ne
little dog, he said, had been his onl\- companions of thc shcpherds’ cabins in the Austrian s,
for thc last five years. “ | once tried to camp in that shanty,”sad irc
“Let ’s go,” said the sergeant, as soon as we sergeant, “ but I did not sleep a wink; theresa
had finished our dinncr; “ we can not get to San ncst of mountain parrots somewhere on the roof ar

Tin; I'STS OF THE CONVENT.

Miguel before to-morrow noon, but it wont rain in the chiinncy, and the oid oncs screaraMdi

to-night, if wc can trust those vultures, and 1 am night like wild-cats.”

going to take you to a very coinfortable camp.” 1 -+ wish we could find somc «ina o« shdim-
The Southern chain of tlie sierra seemed to be Placc,” I observed ; it will be chilly tonighl-" »

almost entirely uninhabited,—wild rocks and lonely “ Yes, but not where we are going lo i
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wid the hunter; “just wait till you sec the place.”
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That seemed, indccd, the true explanation. We

Htook B to a dry ravinc with an ovcrhanging did not see any lightning, but as we descended the

ledp, where the winds had heapcd up a mass 6f
dn'leaves from a ncighboring livc-oak grove. We
nked them together into a large pile, and then

valley the lhunder in the mountains boomecd like a

distant cannonadc, with an end-
less echo; sometimes like the

deep muttcrings of a human

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 at the rate of five

miles an hour till we sight-

cd our destination, the

Convcent of San Miguel,

in a grove of poplar

and plafie trees. Down

in tlie valley we set

our mulé trotting

now and then, for

the lhunder-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

hunter; “it’s still all on the
other sidc of the sierra.”

Half a mile from the convent we
came to ;i creek, where we hastily
watercd our mole and washcd our wirc

baskcts and saddlc-bags.

“ Would n’t this be a nice bathing-place ?” said
Menito; “ why, it ’s as warm to-day as in mid-
summer!”

“ Yes, but wc had better hurry up,” said
T'ommy; “ 1 bclieve | saw a flash of lightning
just now.”

THK I'KICKE COMMKMORATINt; A LUCKV SHOT.

Ispread our tcm-cloth on top; laut thcre were still
Jearcs cnough left to fdl a hundred bcd-sacks.
"Wel pile them on top of our blankets,” said
jluie scrgeant; “ihat 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.”

Trey did, indeed, and we had ncver passed a

d niurning Tommy waked me before it was

“ Hallo, your boy is right!” said the hunter;
look at the mountains—it s coming !”
The summits of the sierra had suddenly turned

fﬁcomforlahlo night in the wildcrness. But-
w

«edaylight.
llows thai?” said he. “ 1have been sitting
Ip inmy shirt-slec\cs for half an hour, and it
1icrm ibover.  1t’s going lo rain, | am afraid.”
Meralook at the clouds, 1 made thcm all gct
Pmd pack tlioir things. The whole sky was
§1111111a grayish hazc that looked \-cry much

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 convcent in ten minutes !”

Black Bctsy seemed to understand him, and
uent 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

heash-cloiid of the volcano.
There’s a storm brcwing,” said the hunter;
‘htitdsonielliing like thuncler a while ago. It
in the central valley, betwecn this sieira
treoncwe left yesterday morning.”
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of the jolly friars, who met us in thc court-yard,
and pulled our mulé through thc pértico into thc
lower hall of the convcnt.

In the ncxt minute the rain carne down like a

deluge, but we were safe. The convent was a
massivc stone building, with a flag-roof that
had weathered worsc storms than this. Whilc ;
we brusltcd the dust from our coats, thc i
hunter and onc of thc monks hclped
Daddy Simén to unpack the mulé,
but by some mistake thcy un-
buckled tlie strap that lield thc
wire baskets. These tum-
bled down, and outjumped
our little friend, Bobtai!
Billy, and was grab-
bcd almost in the
same moment ljy a
savage-looking 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.

The rain lasted all night, but the
ncxt morning was as clear and sunny
as a May day in lItaly, and before wc left,
thc abbot took us over to a side-building,
to show US the curiosities of the convent.

They had a collection of Indian

idols and wcapons, and a strange

fcather-cloak which had belonged

to a prince of the na-

tion that inhabited

Guatemala 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 «ILLY BOIITAN
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. They lioppcd out as
soon as the cage was opened, and followed us all
about the porch like dogs.

IS,

“ Would you like to scll me onc «f thown» )-
| .asked.
“ 1do not know,” said thc abbol. =
the rule; but I think | Tl let you have a pair.andifi
Cortina can gct me some new oncs”
|sfc,|
a huv agairs! it;”
asked.
* N< ITlwivou
S'<» it is." sjid the
abbot. Comethk
way. piense.”
He tiK)k LSto the
rcfeetory iif the an
vent, 1110 shoived s
a large picture rep-
rcsenting a men in
hot pursnitofaw
'vitli a chikl in fe
m oiitli.

I hi" pidrrorys
painted tairomem
orate an .letd @
cnrrence,” sad e |
"Some lifty yais
', a gemlcnian hythe

namc of Aegros artad
a large farm near:
convent. and whilc his
children were at gayin
thc garden one iy, a
bcar broke ihroughtte
hcdge and ran dTvih
his little son. DonW
gros snatchcd up ht
niiisket and started ii
inirsuil, bul, seeing tret
he could not owtdc
thc bcar, he kncit com
and fircd—a Ndl-dngi
r.hot. as he thought, ad
from a distancc tet
madc it easy exugiM
hit such a large bue”
But the becar kepl m
Ti:i<NS P'IKBIIC*. TOU. and disappcared in i*
chaparral [thomjtingd
of the ncighboring hills.  After a long saeh
the child was given up for lost, till, soredgd
days aftcr, two of our monks, coming hore fe™
a visit to an Indian villagc, saw a nurberd
vulturcs on a ccrtain trcc in the depibs of ife
chaparral, and, making their way to the st fal’
the carcass of thc bcar, and not fjirdTa
of four or five years, who told thcm bis feife ’
namc, and said that he had lived a whole ueek
wild r.Tspbcrries.  Whcn Don Yegros gol bis
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&k lie grive this convcnt a present of fifty acres

tland, besides a sum of money, on condition
ilret «e should feed twelve king-vultures, becausc
hoc birds had guided the rcscuing party.”

Bobtail Hilly, after his last adventure, bad taken

) his quartere in thc convent kitchen, but when
[#iverc ready to start, the little ehatterbox had

appeared.

“Maybe. he is in the yard,” said the sergeant.
“That ofd bull-dog is kecping up a terrible noise
“bout something or other.”

The dog liad been chaincd to a post near an oid
pirdcnvell, and we could not imagine what should
ue put liilly in his way. Uut tlie luinter was
light: on top of the wall stood our little bobtail.

laitering and trving to aggravatc thc bull-dog in

iy possible way. The dog barkcd furiously, and
rand thcn made a .savage Icap against the wall ;
his chain was too short, and whcnever he
fumped, Hilly hit liim with a stonc or a picce of
itar.  Our calis at last attractcd the attention of
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thec little bombardier, and seeing that we were wait-
ing for him at the gate, he jumped down on the
other side, and tried to reach us by running along
at the side of the gardcn-wall. But, at the end of
thc wall, he had to cross the court-yard, and hcre
his enciny caught sight of him.

He stepped back, and then throwing himself
forwai'd with a sudden leap, he managcd to snap
the chain closc to thc post, and carne charging
down the road like a hunting”anther. 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. The afifair
might have got us into a scrape, for Tommy had
alrcadv lcveled his shot-gun, resolved to dcfend his
jict against all comcrs; but the heavy chain saved
the bull-dog’s life; its weight delayed him, and
so he was a momecnt too late; when he ovcrtook
us, Billy had already reached his perch, and was
making faces at him from behind the saddlc-bag.

(To be couiiuued.)

TKere wat 2 "mal
Mervant called Kate,

W K o Nat ©OTV fK e ~lMairb

Acarect,

[ Bt wat O tkerwite 40-
ng" ket lrrate,
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HOW

By .Mary

“Dear mel” cried little Polly Miller, as shc
looked out of the window onc sunshiny May morn-
ing. “ Dear me; sakcs alivel Here comes a
percession !” *

Polly flew out to the porch, hereycs shining, and
her chccks pink with excitcment; for proccssions
did not often go past the little brown cottage where
she lived. Down the lafie tliere was a tooting of
tin horns, a mcrry murmur 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. There was a queen,
with a wreath of flowcrs on her hcad, and a long
white vcil floating behind her; thcre were four
maids of honor, carrying long wands that were
decoratcd with pink and blue streamers; there were
ten girls marching two by two behind the maids «f
honor; and two big girls lo take care of tlie party :
bcsides any number of boys, who all carried
baskcts. and had little flags stuck in their hats, and
“ blew up their homs," as if cver>- onc of thcm was
a Little Boy Blue in his own right.

Polly watched thcm in brcathlcss delight.
“Oh!” she gasped, “ it’s the lovcliest percession
| never did see! .-An it ’s going—why, just as surc-
as | 'm alive, it’s going up in my woods! So it
aint a percession, after all; it ’s a picnic !”

Polly always said ““my 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, at least; 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 mother knew tlie woods
were safe, and shc ncver worried. Thcre 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 Ix;en a picnic in them—a' Sunday-school pic-
nic, which came up from New- York; 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 that werc
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put up in the trees; about the long tablc (ir_
of pine boards resting on slumps) ihat wescovcridl
with good things; about the liiik- girls in »h
frocks and blue sashes; about the banncrsandt
badges; and the ladies and genik-mcn *hop
gamos with the children; and the songsihcx-sidijl
and the ice-cream they ate; 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 that onc. No wonder her oyes sparkied i
shc saw the May-party !

For she never thought of thcre Ix;ing .invin
about her going to it. Susnhn Ann went tn thepicj
nic—that was the grown-up sister: why should iU
Polly go ;is well as Susan .-\nn? The only1
was. they werc all drcssed up in white
“ But ncver mind!” said Polly. “ Ihar-ca»!!
frock, too.”

And she ran ujistairs, pulled it out of the 1
tom drawcr of her mother’s bure.iii. and liad ho
in a jiffy—as funny a little white frock as yo«1
secn in many a day. Poll\-'s mother made ita
the same pattcrn that shc had runde .Susan .Abii|
frocks by when s/ic was little; and it was long int
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 wear nowadajs, i
the short slccves were loope-d up with pink«h
knots, made out of Susan Ann’s oid mmel-strg;
and Polly’s fat little ncck and round armswacle|
all bare. They looked cunning, though; sodu
and whitc, and babyish that you wanted tol
them. The bright little face was swect enoogk i
kisscs, too; and the nakcd little feci—for f
could n’t bear shocs and stockings in warm «'«ti
—were bewitching. When she jmt her Sri
hat on—a big, flapping Leghom with a wrati o
“ .artificidis” round it—she looked &
stcpped out of a [Ucture-book ; and she hadni”®
least idea that thcre was anytliing funny of i
fashioncd about her.

There 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
Poliy’s movcmecnts, so thcre was noonc »e
the little one from following the May-ptH)-
had only had time to look about themaW ’%
the provision-baskcts in a safe place, and  j
considcr how they werc going to amusc t
all day, when Poily overtook them.

“Is you h.avin’ a picnic ?” she said. wdl »



nt i
jthers
enion

Dhird

IHow

masmiling face, t&one of the big girls. “1
tespicnics, mysclf.”
npoyou?” said thc big girl, staring at her in a
i disagrcGble way.  * Thank you for the
iforaiaiion”
"Vou re welcome,” answered Polly, innocenth;.
nsivhat she had been taught to say whenever
ivoncthankcil her for a favor. “ I did n’t go to
Mioics yet, though,” she added, in a confiding
€. “Susan Aun went once, bul she did n’t take
guess 1was n’t anywhceres ‘round then.”
“Whatchild is that?” asked thc other big girl,
1» nae Just discovered Polly.  “ Where in the
ttld did you pick up such a funny little object,
itte? s Noah’s Ark in the neigliborhood ?”
“Cnt say, | ’ni sure,” said Bertha, moving
iy ¥.And 1 have n’t pickcd hcr up at all.  She
gna con\ersation with me, which 1'11 leave you
fnish”

Where did you come from, little girl?” asked

dher onc. rather liastily; for she had various

ipto attend lo.  “ You don’t know anybody

B doyou? This is a private party.”

Ad it apicnic?” said Polly, a little shadow

irsietv crceping into hcr smilc.  “ 1thinked il

apicnic, an’ | carne to stay.”

Chyou didr” exclaimed the other girl, laugh-
“lit ihal wont do, 1°’'m afraid. Who in-
yau, Sissic ?”

dly shook hcr head. ™ My namc aint Sissic;

v Miller: and 1 carne to slav,” she re-
tid ‘
gapnfgirls and boys had gathercd around
bythis time, and curious oyes were staring at
eélittle fect, nt the funny white frock, at thc
ned, wide-brimtned hat with the ttrtificial
onit. “What a gity!” thc oyes tclegraphed
eanother; ;md little ripples of not very amia-
hughter ran :inmnd thc group. Polly’s eyes
«dfromonc fttcc to another with a look that
sudenly grown  wistfttl.  1ler happy smilc
handablush stole up into her cheek.
hlustrt anybody come to picnics ?” she asked,

Nt unless thcy are invited,” was the cptick
“Axd yon ’re laot invited, you see.
yaudon'i know anybody hcrc, and all the
| @le girls are acquainted with onc another.
wuldnThavc a nice time at all.”
/ think | should!” cried Polly,
\A aint hard to gct acquainted with.”
josare smilc sprcading over her face again.
Tf Annsays | 'm a sociable little body.”
1 0‘ teadroll (me, anyhow,” said thc faig girl,
laugh. <" \Yhat shall we do with her,
Let her stay?”
no!”_a little miss with long yellow
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curls, and a proud little nose very high in the air,
spoke up promptly; and then, with a coid glance at
Polly, she added? “ We 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. We can’t be
bothercd with that little barcfootcd thing all day.
She ’s no right to cxpect it. Tell her to go home.”

“ 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 What ’s-
your-name ! Herc s a caramel for you,” taking
one out of lier pocket, with an attempt at 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. The children looked aftcr
hcr with an uncomfortable feeling; and Lulu said.
“ Poor thing!” in a pitying tone. But the little
miss iu the princesse dress and the long yellow
cnris tosscd hcr head.

“ What clsc could she cxpect ?” she cried. “ As
if we wanted a lot of ragamuffins! Why, ncxt
thing, ‘Susan Aun,’and all the family would havc
‘come to sta\-.” | never saw anything so cool in all
my life.”

“ Oh, well; she ’s gone now; so never mind,”
said Lulu. Let ’s go and sec if thc swings are
up yet.”

The 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 sight; but she did not forget thcm. There was
no angcr against thcm in her innocent heart; 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 jjicnic.

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. What 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. That 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 house: that it was rainy weather,
and she could n’t go out; that it was night-time,
and she must makc up her bcd and go to slccp;
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that company was coming, and she had to bake
cakc and put on thc tca-kcttle ; that 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 tree; 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 prctend that 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 her. 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 go; 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. The green boughs
sheltered her, but thcrc were plenty 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 ciése by, and now far off. After a while, she
heard somebody say:

“ S’pose we have tbe coronation now ; what ’s the
use of waiting lili after lunchcon ?”

Thcn somebody else said, “ Well, cali the chil-
dren.”

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 meant; 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. There
was nothing like that at Susan Ann’s picnic, Polly
was sure; 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,
something else happened. The 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 sandwiches; and thc rest f>f the
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cloth was filled up with loaf-cakes, and distej
jelly, and coid chicken, and biscuits, andcns'
pie. It was a beautiful table when itwasalld
but oh, how hungry it madc Polly fecll

“ Seems as if | had n’t had brcakfastto-dav/’d
said to hiemmlff " Seems as if 1did ntwwh
anything to eat! Oh dear me; sakcsalivc!”

“Is it all ready ? Shall we blow the homP’s
heard Lulu say, prescntly.

And Bertha answered :

“ Yes—all but the Russiaii tea Fetch td
round baskct, Lulu—thc brown one. you |
The tea is in that, in a coveretl pail."

Lulu ran away, somewhere oiit oi sight. andr
back again with a big tin can in her hands—tp
down.

“ Scc there, now! Did n’t | tell you t @
be safcr to bring lemons and siigar, and nake i
Icmonadc hcre ?™1

“Why, what ’s thc matter?
Bertha, in disinay.

“ Every drop of it. The baskct wes tiped o
on its side, and your Russian toa has been «aiaiil
Ihe moss all the morning.  So iniich for nottaliij
my advicc, Miss Bertha.”

“ Oh dear!” groancd Bertha. "/i)/7 thti
aggravtiting? Now thcrc is n't a thing to dir
and | 'm as thirsty as a fish alrcadv.”

“Just so. And that brook-watcr is horid
tasted it.”

“ It would have spoilcd thc Icmonade. then
/lird ttiken your advice. That 's one coriort,”s
Bertha, laughing.

Lulu laughed, too.

“ But that wont qucnch your tliirst"” she-ai|
“ | begin to wish we had let little Polly WhiiJ
hcr-namc stay. We mignt have sent herlbr;.q
water, or inilk, or .something.”

“ Somc of the boys will htivc to,go/
shortly.

“ Only they wont know wilicrc to go. Little'dl
had the .idvantagc of being a naiivc.'

“What ’s a nativc?” said o1y tohersef.
slippcd through thc green bougdis, and crept aeR
behind thc hollow trec. * WTal
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 |
—and thc barc little feet went llying throu, 1
woods &s if they had wings. H«rs
at homo, and there would "c'f™@ .
thcre wiis always plenty of sweet mil  ti»' J
Polly was n’t afraid of what j

Before the picnic had folRY
con,-for ,1,0, ,,.«cd , jn». « 'j Lt
lamenling thc Russian tea, and mrs

Is it spilled?”

“td
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whether or not it would have been better to
in lcnons and sugar, instead,—Polly was back
And such a brcathlcss little Polly ! Her
ctswerc rcddcr than roses, her hair was all in a
1damp curls, her Lcghorn hat hanging at
étackof her neck; for she could not sparc a
j Dput it on her hcad again when it fcll back.
hands were full—a pitchcr of fresh, sweet,
Lnrsniiik in onc, in tlie other a pail of buttcr-
il-find her sniile was brighter than sunshine as
i set them down in front of the astonished party.
I'Tdidn't come to stay,” she said, innocently.
icame lo bring you some milk, ’cos your tea
qilt”
then she turned to go away, for she did n’t
J|»(._ihe dear little Polly —that they would
it her now, any more than they had before;
wes dinner-time at home, and Polly was
ig~ She turned to go away, but the picnic
imedupon her with one jump, and said they ’d
Dsee her try it.
Do you suppose,” said Lulu, “ do you daré to
pofe, you ridiculous little Polly W hat ’s-your-
that we Il let you go lili wo know ihc mean-
«oi this ricliliess? Come, now! How did you
out that we ’d spillcd our tea.”’
hi'as up in niy house,” said Polly, not a bit
for all the faces around her now werc smiling
"l was up in my house, and | hcard you.”
Shepointcd to the hollow trce, which showed the
jiloy now that the groen boughs had tumblcd

Tdid n’t want to go home till | saw the picnic;

so | staid in my house, and 1 heard you,” shc
repeated, triumphantly.

“ And then you went home to gct the milk for
us ? Now, Bertha; now, children, all of you1” cried
Lulu, tragically, “ 1 only want to ask you one
question : did you ever? ”

“ No, | never!” said Bertha, solemnly.

And all the othcr girls screamcd, “ No, we
ncver!”

And all the boys thrcw' up their hats, and sang
out, *“ Hurrah for Little Barcfoot! 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 humbug
that ever lived. And Bertha made her sit down at
the table betwecn her and the May-quccn, and a
piate 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 Millcrs; and oh ! what fun, what
“ splendcrifcrous ” jolly fun, playing with all the
girls and boys afterward !

Ncver as long as shc lives 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,
1don’t think they 'ti forget, cither.

\Vz\MIFS FROM TIIlI': gulf-stri-am.

By Fkki).

Theeastern cciiist of Florida, from the St. john’s

i'triotlie Florida Kcys, forms onc vast strctch

sag broken only by an occasional inlet. There
icrorocky bluffs fior pcbbly beachcs; all issand,
aed bytbe lieavy waves of the Gulf-strcam—a
astWyof wann water flowing northwardly from

"“If of México, like a broad river, across, and

u. trooccan.

This slrcambrings to Florida’s bcaches many a
shell and plant, and makes thcm doubly
"giostroll upon. Large cocoa-nuts come,

in thcir shaggy outer bark, and full of
Np and dclicious milk; and the remarkable
‘sea-beans” are always abundant

AA:

a. Oheu.

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. Our cyes noticc little
tliings that clsewhere would pass unobscrved. We
examine the tiny circlcs traccd by the leaf-points of
the bcach-grass, as they are borne down by the
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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

THH LIVINi: UAKT, ASI)

Oltlic waves, drop with a splash upon unwary tishes,
gulping them up with their pouchcd bilis. Bcau-
tiful siiells of eicry huc—blue, purplc, scarlet,.
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 fishing, brandishing
his claws most thrcatcningly as he waltzcs along in
his funny, sidelong stylc.

Do you sco these dcpressions in the 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? That 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 at this diity. Run a small
stick into thc sand, wlicrc you noticc this exca-
vation, and sec if you strikc anything. Ifsiicccss-
ful, you gct a large lialf-bushcl of round, white
eggs, covercd with a leatliery skin, instead of a
brittle shell. ' They make a good omelet, and are
much sought after. TTiosc other dcpressions, such
as one might makc witlt his closcd hand, but largci’,
are thc tracks of a bear. Bruin walks thc bcach
during thc turtling months, and robs every nest on
his route. The 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.

FROM TIIK GUKK-STRKAM.

TMH WINGKI) BIIKLI.-FISM.
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Far down thc beach, something reflects rarh,
hues, and, only stopping to glance at a 51™~»
“ ship of pearl,” the fabled Argonaut, icgotU
it. it proves to be the Portugucse manofwar
—a sac or bubble of
transparent skin as lamea
one’s |llst, rilicd
Whecn alive, this bubble haB
long tenlacles or hangb
arms, which. «iih ilie W
are gorgcously oolored-
pink. blue. and violet; ed
in death. the sun plain
ovcer it causes a damin
iriclcsceiicc.  Well are trc
namcd '’sca-nettles,”
those tentados are odrond
poisonoiis, causing ilielian
that toiicbes them 10 siic
and snian for several hoei
afterwartl.

<A hiniclrcd other dera
ing objccts claini notice.
want lo tiirii your ofs
ticularly to i«o of thele
noticcable* and ivliich are excelicntly represenli
in the engraving. The figure QU tlie Icfi1
is that of a beautiful mollusk callcd ihc "viol
snail,”—lan-T/Uiui coifiiu/utis. in Lalin. Itisa
small shell, and would hardly attract a da
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 wsihg
these supposed “ bubbles” aro ;i collection dfilii
little air-ccllsf procecding froiu thc mouth oit
snail within the shell. Thcy serve several iinixf
tant purposes.

The violet snail Uves all over the .AtlanticOcca™
and in the Mcditerranean, fioating about int
open sea. It does not sustain itself by crsian
moving hither and thithcr, but is upheid by nea
of this buoyant structurc of air-cells towhichilb
attachcd. Excepting in the most vioicnl g
the snail thiis floats about unconccrncd; and«li|
the water is too rough for his comfort, be canrv
the air out of thc cells and sink lo quicl dl
It is a very great convcniencc to bim.

Bcsides performing the duty of a raft. ihislnm
of air-cells becomes a sort of family mirsciy, iw
its under surface are gluccl the cgg-cases 1
which the young are hatched. Thecsc casesctini|
eggs and young inollusks in all stages of acva®
ment—those farthest from thc parent-shell
nearly ready to own a raft of llicir own, adira
bark upon it, while those iiearcst are wral

undeveloped. i,
This little mollusk is said w bavc NOE;is.

See “ Jack-in-thc-Pulpil ” for March, 1881.
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linilsaimlcss, wanclering life, guided at the whims
f «ave and «eind, it woukl often go hungry but
LIm.tlicfact that its food, minute jelly-fishes, exists
|'ncoiini|css profusiéon over the wliole wide surface
lei thc occan.  Its body contains a few drops of
Iviolet fliiid- "hic" "t~

vers and is somctimes used as ink.
I' The little picturc-mate of this interesting rafts-
nan, SONiCWliat rcscmbling a birtterfl)' in form, is
| acofn group of mollusks called pkropods
(«iiig-fooled), Q11 account of the fin-likc lobes or
rings that projcct from their frague shclls, as
g 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
inenormmis hands, somctimes filling thc surface
dthc sea for Icagucs in extent; generally thesc
gai congregations occur in the deep, warm waters
o the torrid zonc; but onc spccies, at least, lives
notlward. for it forms the chief food of thc great
Geenland whalc.  .Another spccies, ha\-ing a
dlassy, traiisparciU shell, carries a little luminous
ddxe which cinits a glcam of soft liglit. It is the
aly knoamn spccics of luminous shell-fish. Our
litle friend. rcpresented in this cut, has no lantcrn
Dlight him on his way ; he is remarkable only for
Hswings, and his two tails, which grow through
twoholes in his shcll, and Irail behind him. His
Lain namc is llyalca tri-
I If. as his family'

rec iniplics, lie really

e \swg-Jookd. we might

di him lliu Mcrcury of

lliesca

Another curiosity found
I in thesc waters is tlic por-

cnpincfish. It is often said

by oid lislicrmcii and sail-

dis that cvery llviiig objcct

joud on land has its coun-
| tcipart in thc occan. They
! tell of sca-cuciimbcrs and
} sea-corii,sca-grapes and sca-
[ brans, which, the simplc-

hcated oid sailor declares,

«lctly rcscmblc thc pride

«fthe little garden patchcs

tended by his wifc ashore

«hile he is awav.

“d it is truc that many of the inhabitants of
jMoocan do becar more than an imaginary resem-
"hectomany things found on land.  The corais,
gogs and anemones often look much like
s or ferns, while various fishes owe their

to their likcncss to certain terrestrial ani-

"*1 Among these is the porcupine-fish.

tiy
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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 named 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.

The 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. When 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 but 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 lIslands and the coast of
Florida, whcre it is called among the inhabitants
by a varicty of titles.

The namc | liave choscn, however, seems to be
the most approyiriate, sincc its spiny protuberances

THE IOKCrnNE-FISH.

do rcmind onc who looks at 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 iame is Diodon hysfri.x, the
second word being, as you young students may
know, thc Latin fiame of the hcdgehog.



TIIE KING AND THE CLOWN.

There lived a queer oid king,
Who uscd to skip and swing,
And “ dance before the fiddie,” and all that sort of thing.

In princely robes arraycd,
The games of youth he playcd.
Andminglcd with the low buffoons at fair ormasquerade.

His royal back he ’d stoop
To chase a rolling hoop,
Orromp inmerry leap-frog with the wildest of the group.



THE KING AND THE CLOWN.

At last, a cunning clown
Got hold of mace and crown.
Andinstantly the peoplc hailed him monarch of the town.

Bccause the crown he wore.
And royal sceptcr bore,
All took him for thc romping king they ’d honorcd heretofore.

His Majesty would rave.
And bcllow “ Fool!” and * Slave !”
But still thcpeople bowcd and scraped around the painted knavc.

Well might 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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Before leaving thc siibject of ancicnt sculptuic,
1 wish to speak of some otlier beautiful works
which are still preserved, 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
of 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, but large parts of it have fallen down;
in 1811 these ruins were cxamincd, and some fine
pieces of sculpturcd marble were obtaincd, which
are the most remarkablc works still cxisting from so
early a pcriod. Thorwaldsen, the Danish sculptor,
restored these marbles, and the King of Bavaria
purchased them; they are now in the Glyptothek,
or Museum of Sculpturc, at Munich.

The two figures given above formcd a part of what
is called thc western pedimcnt of thc temple: this
pediment contained a group of eleven figures,
almost life-size, and rcpresentcd in spirited action.
T ought to tell you that 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.

The 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-

ARTISTS. — FOURTH
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ine Clement.

ing; then, as thc spacc on eacli side bearc
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 swmtt-
rical outline; thus the whole cffcci wbhen am
pleted was granel and imposing, as well ;is vr
ornamental to thc building.

The figures in this western pcdinient of tlictera]
pie at Egina illustrated an episodc in ihe slono
the Trojan War; it was the striiggle of .Aaxl
Ulysscs, and other Grccks, with the Trojan war.|
riors, ovcer the dead body of Achilks. ThcGn
ardently desircd to posscss themselves of the by
of their brave leader, in order to give italilig
biirial, and thcy succceded in hcaring il dTiflliei
own canip.

The myth relates that thc god Apollo guided
thc arrow of Paris which killcd Achilles, whoc
only be wounded in bis anklcs, because Whon bis
mother, the goddess Thetis, dipped him intc
river Styx to make him invulnerable, or safefn
being hurt by weapons, she hcld him by thcakies
and as thcy were the only parts of bis bodyrat
wctted, it was only in them that he coud
wounded.

It is believecl that the warrior in this piclure»
is about to send his arrow, is Paris; hewcanibtj
curr'Qcl Phrygian hclmet 2n4 « closc-fitting qito
mail; in the whole group there is but one dix
clothcd warrior, all thc rest are nude. The biged
part of this pediment has the figure of the godte
Minerva, or Pallas, standing beside thc falentV)
of Achilles, which she attempts to covcrwithas
shield, while a Trojan warrior tries lo dra« |
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Ixjdvanay from the Greek who opposcs him. The
o figures in our piate are placed at onc side,
«ere the space in the triangle is growing narrow.
You can imagine what spirit there must be in the
«iolc group, wlicn tlicre is so mucli in these two
comparativcly small figures ; how sure we aic that
irc arrow will shoot out with dcadly power, and
howihc second warrior is bracing himself on his
it and knce, and Icaning forward, in order lo
ihviist his lance with all possible forcé 1

These Eginetan statues have traces of color and
of metal ornaments about them. The hair, eyes,
Jird lips «ere colorcd, and all the wcapons, helmcts,
shiclds, and quivcrs were red or blue, and somc
portions i)f tlie garmcents of the goddess show that
thestave Nuist have had bronze ornaments. We
know nothing of the artists who made tlicse sculpt-
iircs. hut 4 illes and scholars think tlial thc works
rescrble ilie written elcscriptions of thc statues
mede hy Callén, 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
Alers, «<hich was mcntioncd in the first paper of
these stories.  This temple was completcd in 437
lic, alittle Inter than that at Egina. The Pai-
ihcnnn passed through many changos bcfore it was
rediiced to its prescnt condition of ruin.  Probably
abomthe sixth ccntury of our era, it was dcdicatcd
tothc Airgin Mary and used as a Christian church
until, in 1456 .. 1., the Turks transformcd it into
a Mohamniedan mostjue. In 1687 the Vcnctians
besieged .Atlicns; thc Turks had stored gunpow-
der in the enstcni chamber of the Parthenon, and
aboinl) thnm n by the Venetians fell through the
mof, and set Vire to tlic powder, wliich exploded,
and complctely dcstroyed thc ccnter of the temple.
Then Morosini, the commandcr of thc Aenetians,
attenpted to carry off somc of the finest sculpturcs
of thc westem pediment. but in lowering them to
theground ihcy fverc allowed lo fall by Ilic unskill-
fil Acnelians. nnd thus were broken in pieces.

Early in thc prescnt ccentury. Lord Ivilgin carried
utanynf ihe Parthenon marbles to England, and

in 1816 they all were bought by thc British
Msaum  Finally, in 1827, during ihc icbcllion
nithc (ireeks against the Turks, .Athens was

rgain bombarded and the Parthenon still further
feiroyed, so that those who now visit it ¢;m onl\-

“lio fonli aiul «antier lliroiigh ihc Ciid rcmains
Of fallen slatues nnd of tottcring fanes,

Seck ihe liived haunt.s nf poet and of sagc,
TH gay iialatstra and the gandy swge!

IMtat signs are there ? A solitary stonc.

1" diattcred capiuil, with grass o’crgrown,

1 ntmldering frieze, half hid in ancicnt (tusl.

springing o‘er a namclcss bust:
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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 car;
Decay iisclf is drcst in glory's gloom,

For every hillock js a hcro’s tomb,

And every brcczc to Fancy’s slumbcr brings
The mighty rushing of a spirit’s wings.”

The British Museum now contains very nearly
all that are left of the sculpturcs of the two pedi-
mcnts of this magnificcnt temple. The 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
Jupiter, 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. The cornice is placed high up
where the roof Joins the sides of a building, or
where the cciling joins thc walls of a room; 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

TOKSO OF A STATVE OF 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



556

and four inches broad. About four hundred feet
of this are still preserved, so that a good idea of it
can be formed. The portions of this frieze which

STORIES OF ART AND ARTISTS.
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conquests of the giants; in later days, when the
Athenians wished to flatter a man, they sometimes
had his likeness embroidered on the |)eplos, inihc

VOUTHS PKUI'AKINC TO JOIK THE CAVALCADE.— FROM THK PN1EZF- OF THE PARTHENON

were carried to England wcrc taken down in slabs.
The subjcct reprcscnted is the chief proccssion of
the Panathcnaca,* which was the most important
of all the festivals cclebrated at Athens.

The festival continued sevcral days, which were
ptissed in horse-racing, cock-fighting, gymnastic
and musical contcsts, and a great variety of gamos;
pocts, also, recited their rhapsodics, and philos-
ophcrs disputed over their doctrines in public
places; but its chief purposc was to carry in pro-
cession, up to the Parthcnon, the garment woven

MAIDENS AND MUSICIANS.— FROM

and embroidered for the great goddess by the
maidens of the city.

This garment 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

* Scc ihc story, “ Myrto’s

company of the gods; but this never occuried «hile
the people wecrc yet uncorrupted by wealthy rdos.

TTie proccssion which attcndcd the presenlitinn
of the pcplos at the temple was as splendid as dl
the wecalth, nobility, youth, and beauty of Athens
could make it; a vast multitude attended it, sont
in chariots, others on horscs, and large nurhers
on foot. The noblcst maidens bore baskeis ad
vases containing oficrings for the gotldess; aged
men carried olivc-branches ; «hile the young nen
in full armor, appeared as if ready to do battie fur

THE FRtEZF. OF THE PARTHF.NON.

Minerva. The pcplos was not borne hy bands, bu
was suspended from the mast of a ship 'diid
moved along on the land, some writcrs sy )
means of machinery placed undcr-ground. H
the proccssion reachcd the temple, the s

Sr. Nicholas for Decembcr, 1880.
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oamient Was placed upon the statuc of thc god-

During tlie festival of thc Panathenaea, prisoners
ivac allnwed to cnjoy frcedom, and such men as

racriied the gratitndc of the republic were then
rewardcd by the gift of gold crowns, their fiames
being announced by the heralds during thc gym-
nastic games. We do not know cxactly thc order
inwhich 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 design by Phidias. Near the entrance on the
east there was an assemblage of thc gods, in whose
presence the peplos \<as being ]}rescnted to tlic
guardians of thc temiale; near them were the

thcsc plates;—and, finally, the procession endcd
with numbers of youths on horseback, riding gayly
along, and, in one portion, there were others still
occupied in bridling their steeds, mounting, and

making other prcparations to join thc cavalcade.
The wonderful excellecnce of the dcsign of this great
work is a subject of which art-lovcrs never weary;
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.
The whole work bears marks of having been pro-
duced in thc time when sculpturc reached its
pcrfection.

There is at Athcns a work of a latcr pcriod, than
thc Parthenon, and much smaller and less impor-

DACCHirs PILAVINO WITH A LION.—FROM TUR MONI'MFNT OF I YSICRATRS.

"tralds and officcrs of thc procession ; then tliere
“ere groups of animals for sacrifico, and, again,
gtous of people;—sometimes they were lovely
iMdors bearing their gifts on their shouklers, or
"weidans playing on thc ilute, as seen in onc of

tant than a temple, which also is very interesting;
it is thc Choragic Monument 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
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say, when it was his office to providc the chorus for
the plays which were represcnted at Athcns. The
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.

The choragus who presentcd the finest musical
entertainmcnt reccived a tripod as his reward,
and it was customary to build a monument 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
monuments, 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. The sculptures represcnt him seated,
playing with a hon.

While the handsomc young god thus amuscs
himself, his companions, the Satyrs, are cngaged
in punishing the Tyrrhenian pirales, who, accord-
ing to thc myth, attcmptcd 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. The frieze on the
monument shows the Satyrs venting their anger on
the pirales; 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 patron
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
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they are separated. Among these fainous scuk.
ures is the statue of the Apollo Belvedere. i jj
such a favorite with all the world, and copiesdf it
are so common, that | fancy you must kowit
alrcady.

This statue was found about thc cnd of tre lif
teenth century, in the ruins of ancicnt Atiun
The Cardinal dclla Roverc, who «as aftoi-ad
Pope Julius IL, bought it and placed it intc
palace of the Belvedere, in Rome ; fiom tliis fat
thc statue took its present namc ; thc lielvodetc
was aflerward joined to the Vatican, in thc mseum
of which palace thc Apollo no«- stands. W\edo
not know who made this statue, but its beautyad
excellence, and, above all, thc intellectual quelity
of thc exprcssion on the god’s countcnance, poe
that it belonged to a very high age in art—pnbebly
to the early imperial period.

There has I)een much speculatlon as to what thc
god hcld in his left hand, and it was formerly sid
to have bccn a bow; but more rccent dsoovories
lead to the bclicf that it was the mgis or sheld
with the head of Medusa upon it. With thisheis
discomfiting a host of encmies, for, according to
Homecr, this argis was sometimes lent to Apolloby
Jupiter, and all who gazed on it were paralpcd by
fear, or turncd to stone; thus he who held it coud
vancyuish an army.

In the story of Apollo, it isrclalcd that, whente
Gauls invaded Greece, and thrcatcnod todcstroy
thc shrinc of .Apollo at Delphi, thc pcuple appcaled
to the gods, and when they asked Apollo what they
should do to save the treasures which had ben
dedicatcd to him, he replied: “ | mysclf will tae
care ofthem, and of the temple virgins!” Soithgy
pened that while the battle was in progrcss, a gest
storm ar6se, and the thundcr and ligbtning wat
frightful, and hail and snow were addcd toall te
rest, and in thc midst of this war of Naturc andof
men. Apollo was seen to descend to bis tenple
accompanied by the goddcsscs Diana and Mreng
then the Gauls were scized with such fear thatthey
took to flight, and the shrine of thc god escad
injury at the hands of its barbarian assailants.

(To bi' coHimued.)
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By VVn.i.iAM

Chapter I.

"l wont!”

)Ir. Haync, ilic ncw tcachcer, was a tall, line-
»King young man, with short, curling black
air, ami brilliant, pcnetrating cyes.

Heseemed, in spite of the quiet smile on his lips,
Obe looking right through llic young culprit before
Jim

Yon «ontt"

Chirlev I-'erris was not smiling at all, but looked
Uooddcal like a sort of boyish cmbodimentof the
o big words for which lie had been called up
icfore the scliool.

The very 10]) of his head, and every inch of his

n, sturdy filame seemed to iittcr them, and his
kigt, saticy, liandsome face had taken on a

;rately obstinate expression.

“You wont apologize to Josoph Martin ?”

ot a woitl came from ChaiTey’s tight-shit lips,
w his black eyes wcrc making all tlie answer

Xuired
“Thal will do,” said Mr. Haync, in a calm,
dy volee. " Wc are all gentlemen. Ifany one

i has not scif-control cnough to bchave him-
df, orif ho is loo much of a coward to apologize
phon lie is w/iong, he does not bclong here.”

The dcfianl look was fading a little in the eycs

fthe young rcbel by the time Mr. Hayne ceased
iKeking

Tre new “selcct school,” with its sixtcen

loars, had been open baiely a wcek, and this

sits lirst case of scrious misconduct.

M. Hayne may have expected something of the
Jdnd sooncr or later, and, now it had come, he met
lil'vith a fino intcmion of making it, as nearly as

ible, tlie last case also, and therefore of im-
[iVnsc valué.

“lou mav take vour books and go homo, Mr.
IF btis.”

Carey was already turning in his tracks, and
I Jlerovmarclied sle.adily away toward his desk, bul

Ifedy in tlie next one to it sprang to his fcet.

“Mr.llaync?”

"Ir. Martin.”

jhopc not, sir.  Not on my account

St down, .M. Martin. It is not on your
iat al It is simply bccause he is not

‘nnlyenough to do right.”

/v “'KyFerris had been vaguely awarc, up to*
1 ‘torcrt, of a feeling that he had shown won-

0.

Stoiidakd.

derful manlincss in defying his tcacher, but he
kncw now, and without looking around him, that
the public Opinién of the boys w*as against him.

That, 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 Nancy,” loudly
enough for half the school to hear.

It was a terrible thing—a punishment about
equal to a scntcnce of Siberian banishment—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.

“ Cicsar’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 that 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
at 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, *1 wont,” and 1 think the rest must havc
been, ‘do a mean thing.” .Am 1 not riglit?”
“ Yes, sir. Joe ’s a real good fcllow,” sobbcd

Charlcy Ferris.

“ Young gentlemen,” 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. 1am here
to toach, not to scold fior to flog. Your behavior
is undcr your own care. Politeness to one another
is all that wc ask for. Absolute sclf-government,
—that ’s all.”
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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 among
themselvcs pretty freely that very morning.

“ Got to govern oursclves!” remarkcd John

STRONG,

Derry, the onc boy- in school who seemed least
likely to do it. “1°d like to know how we can
manage that, and no rules to go by, either.”

“Rules!” exclaimed Andy Wright. “ What
do wc want with rules? The youngcst boy in thc
lot is over thirteen. 1°’m sixteen now, and | think
I knew enough to be dccent, three years ago.”

SAl/riLl.O

KINDLY HAND WAS I.AU)
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There was weight in that, for .Andy
star boy,” as well as the oldest, aid |c

looked upon with a good deal of vereration &
being very ncarl)- ready for college. h

even hintcd, doubtfully, that he would “cnicr
Sophomore,” a whole ycar in advaiicc, after \r
Hayne sliould have finished with liim.  Sudiabov

“

UPON TIUI RKIIKI.’s CURLV HKAI».'

as that was cntitled lo cxprcss his opinions. andl
Will Torrancc backcd him up with: f
“You see, bovs, if he ’d make a It i>f»M
and write 'em out, we 'd all feel i» duty j«™“i
break them, sooncr or latcr. Mo hi'ventat

to break now.” .
Such an experimcnt might have hcen n.mger
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I'rth another selcction of boys, but the sixteen now
gathered under Mr. Haync were in some respects

esceptional.

7he little inland city of Saltillo had been
promoted but reccntly from thc lower rank of
“village,” and, although it contained several

thousands OF peoplc, whose houscs were sprinkled
owr a pretty wide arca, it could boast of neithcr
“high school” fior “ academy.” The district
schools were fairly good, but did not answer every
pupoe.  One consctiuencc had been the special
prosperity of the Wedgewood School, half a mile
anv, on thc other side of town, and another,
lady, thc cslablishment of Mr. Hayne’s select
lichoolfor thc “ Park boys.”

Al the other boys in town knew them by that
] rant, 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.

Wtil the arrival of Mr. Hayne, the Park boys
| redmanaged, soinchow, to recognize other fellows,
I IMrgin other parts of the city, as human beings,
1hut Iherc was danger that thcy would hardly be
|able lodo so much longer.

Morcover, if any onc of thcm, more than an-
lolher, had resolved himself into an cxponent of the
iPark feeling, with possible doubts as to whethcr
Iheought lo be fcnced-in and fountaincd, that boy
Ihad been Charley Ferris.  All the deepcr, ihere-
Ifere, had bcen 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 ingcomcetry, the whole pile was fast hiding
df anay again under the lid of his desk.

Charley had fully rcceived and accepted his
Iteson, and so liad most of thc others, but John
[Nerry wes satirically wiping his eyes with his

uickerchief, and whispering to his “ next boy ”:

“Awdkchalk, after this 1”

The school-room was a cpiiet place for the rc-

[rasinckr of that forcnoon, and thc several recita-

’ performed with a degree of cxactness
A'as al timt 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 “ Park” entrance.

loued that precious inclosure were a number

P plessat rcsidences, all dctachcd, and some

r pounds and shrubbcry.

“titallinall, the little school and its ncigh-
"L V111._36,
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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 that 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.

“1 wont do any driving," he told them.
“ Every man of you must step forward of his own
free will.  That ’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 “ driving” equal to that which the right
kind of boy or man will give himself if he is once
properly set about it.

Chafi’ER Il.
COURT Rivalries.

The young ladies of Miss Offcrman’s Female
Scminary, a square or so above the Park, had
matter for serious thought and conversation at that
day’s noon rccess.

Even the necessity ofeating 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 time.”

“ 1 don’t see why, Sarah.
anybody ?”

“ Madamc Skinncr says he has. He wants onc
of his music class or one of her scholars. | 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, fior you
ncither.”

Tltc other girls were listcning, thus far. Dora
was the tallest of them all, by halfa 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 matter in hand.

Sarah Dykeman was of slighter frame, with
what is called an intellectual cast of features, and
with an easy grace of manner that 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 said:

“ Mr. Ayring will probably have his own way.”

Has he said so to
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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.”

“They wont care a fig for Mr. Ayring,” re-
marked a smaller girl.
“ They ’U be outvoted,” said Belle. “ He has

more than two hundred fiames on his singing-list
now.”

“ Two hundred! | should say so. And somc
of them are hardly more than bables,” snapped
Dora.

‘They all vote,” said Belle. * They did last
ycar, and they ’ll do just what he tells them.”

“ The boys can’t run you again, Belle,” said
Dora, thoughtfully. *“ There ’s only half a dozen
for them to pick from. Most likely it ’ll be Sarah
—or me.”

“Jenny  Sewell is pretty,” suggested Belle.
“ She ’d make a nice little May Queen.”

“She! She’s a doli. She ’s almost as oid as
I am, and she ’s a head shorter than Sarah.”

The othcr tongues were rapidly getting loosened,
and sug”stions of availablc fiames 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. That 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 iame had better be Dora than anything else.

It was enough to provoke a saint—of the fiame
of Dora—to havc Sarah Dykeman remark, so
calmly:

“ It is Mr. Ayring’s own exhibition. He gets it
up to help his business, | suppose, or he ’d never
take the trouble.”

“ He makes the moncy,” added Belle,
the children gct the fun.”

That was about the whole truth of the May Fes-
tival business. The 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. The 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.

The social interest attending the several “ elec-

“

and
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tions,” in a limited community like that of Sdtillo

had been productive, as a matter of coursc, of
rivalries and heart-burnings nota fcw, The present

occasion bade fair to rival any prcdecessor in thet

respect, and its time was at hand, sincc cvena My
Queen, K&r maids Of WOROY, hulies m waiiing |
marshals, heralds, and all that sort of naTiif. |
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 anxios to |
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 yar|
before.

The Crown could not safely be scnt in arongl
any of Miss Offerman’s pupils, and even he himl
self was not half so positivo on tliat pointas<em|
the young lady attendants at Madame Skmersl
rival “ seminary,” only two squarcs aney fram|
the Wedgewood School.

Evcry one of thcse, indeed, wliose years atiiled |
her to aspire to royal honors, felt more kirdyl
toward all the world, that very morning, whentej
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 which of ymivill
wdn the prize.”

Her further remarks wcrc well-timed and judi-|
cious, but Mr. Ayring had been trying to nakea|
close gucss at the fiame of the winncr.

“ Fanny Swayne would look splcndidly anal
platform. She ’s been away at boarding-school
but that wont hurt. Jim Swayne goes to ihel
Wedgewood, and there can’t be much fuss raadc|
Shc ’ll do.  Shc knows how to drcss, too.”

What if Mr. Ayring had known that Jimand|
h'anny already had the matter under discussioni

Jim was the head boy of the Wedgwood indli
matters which did not too closely relate to bods,!
and was, thcrefoie, sure of raliying o' "diri
“ boy interest” to the support of his candidaicj
w'hoever she might be.  Smaller boys who mig
have prefercnccs were not likely lo air themint
presence of a tongue and hand so readyand s
efficicnt as his. _

“ 1’1l fix it for you, Fanny,” he had said lohffJ
and so it was hardly by accident that he ad
Ayring had a talk that day, near the lattcr's ms
store, during the noon recess.

The subject oponed a little rapidly under sudj
circumstances.

“We must keep still about it till theelectio
Jim, but I’ll tell you what | ’m cloing."

He held out a small, whitc, shining
enamcled card-board. .

"We Il have your sister’s fiame pm(dl
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ilfe, for ballets.  All the rest Tl waste time
uiting out their tickets, and the little folks would
nter VOte these anyhow. By the time the big
Mssare 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 madc sure of the
&et of thc Park boys, no matter whom they
nigtagrce upon, and Jim was jubilant.

“Al lwant of you, Jim, is to see that | have
thee or four smart boys on hand to distribute
tides. | Tl tr} and manage to have halfa dozen
dter girls run. and all Fanny will nced will be to
aneout highest on thc list.”

Cunning Mr. .Ayring!

Thet very day he took his tickets to the printing
lofceof the Dtnfy Tmnipef, and never paused to
iaosidy that Mr. Carroll, the editor and proprietor

thetJournal, was also the father of Mr. Jefifcrson
Cmdl, and that the lattcr was member of Mr.
iHape’s “ Sixteen.”

\eiyimportant rcsults will sonietiines come from
|aver) small oversight.

CH.U'TKR Il
DK\ wmt Highwav Robbery.

OU'IH—espccially mascu-

line youth—is apt to

be pugnacious. A little

before the cidse of thc

noon recess that day,

there were two good-sized

boys on the north-wcst

corner 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

tof the skirmish. Then followed a “ clinch,”
g Rroll on thc ground, while thc small clod
ind in thc small boy’s right hand any longer,
irstcad ihcreof, both hands were hugging to
tshostma monkev-faccd cocoa-nut, in its shaggy

“Haeyou got it, Pug?”
T\egot it p>
“Let go niy hair 1”
wpe then—will you ?”
Hcsnobroiher o’ yourn.”
_w himalone, ihat’s all.’
Hin again, Jack Roberts ! Hit him again !”
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There 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
attempt at a sort of highway robbery had brought
on that collision.

The 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, but 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-
where.”

“ 1 will.
Jack?”

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.

“ Hurry up, Jack—you ’ll be late!” shout-
ed Charley Ferris, as he carne along, puffing;
and a tall, slendcr, rcd-haired boy bchind him
addcd :

“ Don’t stop to brush, Jack ; walk right along!”

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.

Up 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 “ hours” followed the rap.

* Mr. Roberts.”

“Sir?” responded Jack, promptly, rising to his
feet.

“ There are bruises and dirt on your face.”

“ Yes, sir; | 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 | ask if you have been fighting, Mr.
Roberts ? A scholar of this school fighting in the
Street!”

* Yes, sir; | have.”

Bcfore Mr. Hayne could reply, he heard his own

But did n’t | give it to him? Eh,
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namc called from another
turning about, he said :

“What is it, Mr. Ferris?”

“1 saw it, sir. | ran toget there and help,
but I was n’t in time. There was a young rowdy
took away a cocoa-nut from little Pug Merri-
weather ”

“Ah! Thatsil.”

partof theroom, and,

SAl/n 11,0 HOY.S.
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which plainly showed how deep an
were taking in the matter.

“ That will do, Mr. Ferris. Yun may take yor
seat. So may you, Mr. Robcrts.”

“ May 1 go and brush mysclf?

* \o, sir.  No scholar of tliis scliool reed te
tifraid to follow your example. The dust you uke
on in dcfending the wcak whcntlicy are wonged

intercst they

JACK OKrXNDS TI[E OW.SCK OF rilli COCOA-.NUT.

“ The rascal ’s always gctting into some scrapc,”
added Charlcy, in a lower tone.

“ Do you mean Mr. Robcrts ?”

“ No, sir; | mean Pug. Jack’ a trump, but
he ’s always taking thc part of those little fellows.”

“ Did he gct hack thc cocoa-nut?”

“ Yes, sir: he did 1 And he worstcd that rowdy

It was clcar that ChaiTey was cxcitcd.

* Was little Merriweathcr hnrt ?”

“ No, sir; bul he pclted that chap with cvery-
thing he could lay his hands on. Me’s gone
home.”

Charley was more “ worked up” than Jack him-
self, and thc rcst of the boys listcncd with faces

docs not nced to be brushed off. The seeai

class in Latin, come forward.”

Jack blushed 10 his very ears. and »
tingle went around thc school. from ho? i* 1
I-.ven John Dcrry whispered to llic red-linired i'«]
gentleman who sat in front of him:

“ He isn’t such a flat as | ihouglu hc«as. tWs»
for Jack, too, | say. Pul what a «cusel Ini’-
riwcather is, anyway.” .

At least onc small boy oi that ncighlx™ r’
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.

son d
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itwas Well unclerstoocl that Jack’s “ dust” was
101Clooked upon somewhat in the light of a prize
nieddl-

Stars and gartcrs,” as it was explained to him
by Andy \Vright, after school.

“That’s it,” said the red-haired boy; *“but
«at T 'Cremembcr it by after his face is washed ?
ltwort all turn to freckles like mine ?”

“Freckles, Ote?” exclaimcd Jack. “ That
wadddo. Oivc me onc; you 've enough for two.”

There was no dcnying it, for he had the full
allonence that belongs to boys—iiiid girls, too—of
Hscomplexion, but the idea t)f parting with any of
thomseemed new to him, and he made no rcply.

If there was any impolitencss in his silence, his
iends were too well accustomcd to it to carc.
Trey kncw Otis Burr, and ncver wastcd precious
time in waiting for him to spcak.

“Ii 1’'m not mistaken,” said Andy, “ wc ’ll havc
nuore trouble with those fcllows from along the
cd. They vc quite taken the notion of coming
owr here latcly.”

“Have n't much else to do,” snapped Jack.
“There’s a pei fect swarm of thcm. And they ’rc
olnomore use than .so many wasps.”

“There ought to be a law to compcl thcm to
aitond the district school. Thcn they 'd be shut
uppart of the time.”

“ Pity the tcachcrs, then,” said Otis.

“Theyd manage it. .Might make something
outof somc of 'cm.”

“Something or othcr. It just spoils cm to let
Tmrun around loosc, with nothing to do. It
wouldspoil me, | know.”

“You and Pug Mcrriwcather 'd havce a fight
myour hands every day. ”

“Hed havc thrce, if thcre was any chance to
Sd'tm | never saw such a little im|}. He givcs
ksmother and sister no end of trouble.”

“Glad | 'm not his sister,” gravely rcmarkcd
Craey Fcrris.

“You? Well, no,” said Andy, “ I don’t think
iwi'dshine as a sister.”

Crerlcy had a notion that he was born to shinc
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in almost anything he might undertakc, but for the
second time that day he saw that the public opin-
ibn was against him, cspecially after Andy said
something about beauty being required for a com-
plete success, and Otis Burr added :

“ That settlcs it. lie would n’t do.”

“ | say, boys,” intcrrupted Jack, “ the girls are
bccoming cxcited about this May Queen business.”

“ They all want to be quccns, | suppose,” said
Andy, “ and oid Ayring only wants one for his
show.”

“ Havc tliey pitched on any onc girl to vote
for?” askcd Joe Martin, as he came up with a lot
of books undcr his arm.

“ If they have, they forgot to tell me. 1°ll ask
Bolle about it to-night. There ’ll be somc work
for us before we get through.”

“ Why, Jack, do you mean to sing at the Festi-
val ?” askcd Andy.

“Me? Sing? Well, yes, it ’s likely Ayring
will be 'round after me. | did sing a song once,
but nobody ’s jvskcd me to sing since that.”

“We ’ll let the girls and the small fry do the
show business,” suggested Charley Ferris, with an
cffort at eldcrly dignity, “butwe must keep our eye
on the politics of it. Wc must n’t let the Wedge-
wood boys walk ovei- us.”

“They ’ll pick out somc
Skinncr’s.”

“ That ’s what they ’ll do. They 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.”

“ We must n’t, eithcr.”

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 Wright 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, that 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.

girl from Ma’am

To be coutiuueii.)
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OF ANIMALS.

Hy Sphinx.

Perh.aps you think that men and women are
Ifac ooly ones that have distinctive head-dresses
liod are proud of them; but if you should see some
Blthe animals in other countries, and see how their
Inustets dress thcm up, you would find that their
|njgmg fasometimes very elabérate.
| Look at the picture of a Neapolitan donkey, at
Ilktop 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,

1mekes a bright little upright tuft; thcn his

fa covercd «ith bits of brass which shine in

»san, and it is all decorated, besides, with red

, while on cither side, just over his cyes, are

Ivery 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

nndaged up «ith a most intricate headstall. A

tdeal of his mtister’s wealth is lavished on this
e; for the .Arabs think the world of their fleet
.and even gold and silver, richly embosscd,

»hbe scen on some of the favorite horses.

While we are considering oriental animals, we

night as well noticc next the camel’s head in the

roithe page; he has on a very odd head-picce,
tap of coarse bits of bright colors, with tassels
ing do»Ti the sides, interspcrsed with bclls.

Coob very ugly in the hand, but on the animal

lis\very pretty; and they say that the cameis

150 fond of their bclls that sometimes they
ltiMtravcl without the sound of them.

[ Thegreat, strong horse near this camel belongs to

dy, France, and the great hump on his ncck

THE

Bv Mary N.

Little gypsy Dandelion,
Dancing in the sun,

Have you any curls to sell?
“ Not a single one !”

Havc you any eggs and cheese

N To go a-markeling?

| have neither one of these,

For beggar or for king.”

is his collar, which is made very large and high,
and is covered with a sheep-skin dyed a bright blue;
and, although it appcars very ungainly here, still it
looks well on a fine gray Normandy horse.

Below him you can see the head of an ele-
phant, with an omament hanging down between
his eyes; his trappings>are very plain, but some of
them in India are rich and dazzling, cspecially
those of elephants that 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 of mov-
ing color, not at all like the Austrian horsc in the
comer, 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.

The 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
making it stand up on its neck like a mule’s.

The savage, wild-looking little head, pictured in
the lower cérner, belongs to a mustang, or wild
pony, owned by a Sioux Indian, as wild as his
stced; 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.

DANDELION.

Prescoti'.

Little idlc Dandelion,
Then, I’ll mow you do«-n.
What is it you ’re good for,
With your golden crown ?
“ Oh, 1 gild the ficlds, afar,
In the pleasant spring,
Shining like the morning star,
With the light | bring.”
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LIT-TLE TO-TOTE.

By Clara Doty Bates.

Nf) one would think that lit-tle To-tote was a girl who
could en-joy .stand-ing on her head.

She was as shy as her Kkit-ten that hid un-der]
chairs when-ev-er a strange step cre
near; and she scarce-ly ev-er looked ay
one in the face, with-out first let-tiny her,
long, soft eye-lash-es fall up-on her cheek
And yet To-tote’s fa-vor-ite de-light was
to stand on her head.

Her nurse laughed and cried out, “Chl
To-tote, a-gain on your head!" at which
To-tote would laugh too, and go on with her play.

Now To-tote had for a gift from her good grand-moth-er, a gddl
spoon with a fan-cy T en-graved on the han-dle. With this she ate her!
sup-per of bread and milk, and with this she sipped her soup at dinner.f
In-deed, it was al-ways laid at To-tote’s piate, for wheth-er she reqiiredj
it or not, she al-ways want-ed to see it there. And
when-ev-er she saw it she stood on her head !

“Why, To-tote !'" you will say, “ How could
you do such a thing?”

Yet you would not be so sur-prised if
you should see her. Take your
own bright spoon at break-
fast, or at din-ner, or
at tea, look

in-side its shin-ing bow, and
you will see a ver-y good like-nessl
of a lit-tle boy or girl that you know, adj

— it will be wrong side up. That was what Toj

tote so much en-joyed do-ing at .sup-per. It
ver-y fun-ny to her pret-t)' French eyes to see the srilg
lit-tle la-dy look-ing as if she were walk-ing with her feet in the ar.

“ Oh, oh,” .she would laugh, “youwill getdiz-zy inthere, Miss
And nurse would add ; “Yes,yes, sheisver-y diz-zy. Now bid her goj
night, To-tote, and we will light the can-dle and go up to bed.”
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ED-DY 'S BAL-LOON.

E)-)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 great man-y won-der-ful tliings that
a, but there was noth-ing there that he want-ed so
muchas 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
Jal-loon float-ed a-bove the car-riage. When hewent
-to the house he tied it to thechair-back, and left
there, while he sat down and ate his sup-per.

Af-ter sup-per he a-mused
limself by try-ing to make
le bal-loon stay down on
te fioor. As soon as it
re, he struck it with the
jdmof his hand, and made
it go down a-gain ; but, as
itjumped 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
% cante to the fire-place;
tre bal-loon slipped a-way
toni his hand and went
tigt up the big chim-ney.

Ecl-dy and his sis-ter An-nie ran in-to
treyard, but they could not catch the fly-a-

"ay; it rose high-er than the house-top.
Trey watched it go up, up, up, un-til it
"as on-ly a speck a-gainst the blue sky.
Tren it went so ver-y high that, al-though
kept look-ing and look-ing, at length,
*gy could not see it at all; and that was the last of Ed-dy’s bal-



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

“ Aprit sHowers bring May fiowers,” 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 ? The
Little School-ma’am says that 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 firstday 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. Then 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, | should
say !

Well, and are not my 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 ! They make me think
of bees, Immming with hcalth and checrfulness,
and storing up sweets and fiower-wealth for all to
share who will.

Talking of busy times and hours packcd full of
simple enjoyment, my hearers, consider this bit of
true history about

POOR FRITZ.

How 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.

When the child was in his tenth ycar, the father
wrote out directions to the three tutors as to Fritz’s
mode of life. The boy was to be called at six
o’clock, and the tutors were to stand by to see that
he did not loitcr fior turn in bed ; he must gct up

JACK-IN-THE-PUIL.P1T.

Ny

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 migit hear. Then g
rapidly as possible, he was to put on his shocs aiid
spatterdashes, vigorously and briskly wash hirself
get into his clothes, and have his hair pondered
and combed. During the hair-dressing, he wesa
the same time to take a breakfast of tea, sothiit
both jobs should go on at once, in order to saie
time; 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 wes to bii
his father good-night, go dircctly to his room vev
rapidly take off his clothes, wasli. and hear
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 fior
pillow-fights !
But, not so fast. “ Poor Fritz" aftevard
became Frederick the Great.
BUTTONMOLD MOUND.

Dear Jack-in-the-Pi'LPIT : |f yon werc a naiive of ctninl
Keniucky you would not think of scndins your st xichoiw
children as” far as Africa or Buenos Ayrcs for’ natural beatU au»
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 dfitHnd
flat stoncs, from the size of a pin-head to an inch across, a
round hole right throtigh the middle. ‘'I'nc hiii is called, fram
the shape of these stoncs, “ Butlon-mold .Moiind.” They lak
as if ihey might havc been fishing-worms once, had pctrifici
and been brokcn up into short picccs.  May be, pyad
around in the mud with tlie trilobites, when iKuh fclt more iikcpiay-
ing than the%/ do now. Wec find trilobites on the hilb aoud
Cincinnati, when wc go visiting there.—Your aiTectiunaie friend

Shiklbv Maktix

THE CAT-BIRDS ARE COMING!

E.-\r1v in May, my dears,—cspecially those of
you who live in the Middle States,—be readyfdt j
the new-coming of the cat-birds.

You will find them a social set, for they sddom
nest at a distance from a farm-house or other (wdk
ing of man; and, if you listen carefully. in te
morning or evcning, you may hear their wid
warbling melody. They belong "tothe great Thrush
family, you know, most of whom h;i\e swectyaics
They are lively, quick-tempcrcd fcllows, and ifthey
see a snakc, will scold ficrcely at it; occasionaliy
too, they will fiock together, and cither kil dieir |
cnemy or drive him away. It is runny that thari
cry should sound so like the *“ mew” of arat, ft |
they dislike puss almost as much as they hate,
snakes; and they often percn impiulently just.. |
of reach, and lecture her sevcrcly, calling out;
“mew” evcry now and then, as if to taunt tia. 1

BIRD MIMICRY.

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 | don’t know. The Little School-niaara»
me that on March jad of this year, j™* ,L
outside her window, a burst of trills ]
and roundelays, and ccstatic airs,— varied «i t
warbles, and sudden chirps and twiters, and >
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lullabics,—altogether making almost the finest
nodey of bird songs and glees that ever grceted hcr
Oi course, she listened in rapt plcasure until
inerecamc a pause, wondcring all the time, however,
Jhal rival of the nightingale could thus havc come
beck before thc buds and flowers. And when, at
lt, the serenado was ended, she hastcned to the
«ndow; looked at cach bough of every trec, and
lialydescricd—little dirty-faced, ill-clad Tim Milli-
aii. the ncwsboy, with chceks puffed out like
belloors, and pursed-up lips, whence suddenly
ised again that torrent of bird-like mclody. Ere
log he raiscd his hand and took from between his
toth a (Juccr little metallic shect, and instantly thc
masic ended.
Whence, | say—ho, rollicking, deceitful cat-bird,
lad in thy launting mimicry ; but bcware thy-
self, of Tiiii Milligans, and strcet-whistles !

A LITTLE SOLDIER-GIRL.

1'Vis," said a tail man with a
siiord, as he strollcd with Deacon
titeen along thc foot-path in my
ineidow “ yes. my five-ycar-

dd Nelly heiped to hold thc
fot!  Hless her!

“One day. we snldicrs
tnde off in citase of a
band of five hundred In-
dians. .Aftcrsome hours,

»e found that more than
halfof them had lurned
about and wcrc on their
xay back to attack thc
ion. They lioped to
capture it: for they knew
that it was hiiilt chicfiy

. of adobe [sun-dricd
bricks], they fclt
I sure left
riyarewmcntodcfcnd

li. erodc hack as fast
| suurjaded horses could
on and we .arrived
moent too soon
Thewoincn andchil-
| den had gnnc into thc
nockhnuse  and  werce
wliun; but several of
Ue soldiers liad been
“ounded in running to
| sheitcr.  For
I e nours my wife fircd
npeating rifles, onc after
rolier.  Asoldicr, hurt

LT thcm

riedthoni mi

3 ¥ ™Other,

Tre Fri hack thc cmpty oncs to be rcloaded.
{eN before long, but thc attack of
st fierce and unresting that even
Win "°t be spared. The tears carne
her ihml ""tt she begged to be let off. But

I "ould say: ‘Stand to it, my Nelly!
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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.

“ When the little one carne to kiss me, after thc
fighting was done, her face was so streaked with
tears and gunpowder that, at first, | failed to
recognize my own bravo little daughter.”

DEEPSEA WONDERS.

One of those prying fellows, the naturalists, has
bcen 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.

The things

shown

in the

picture carne wup in this

dredge, not very long ago.
The lower of the two bcau-
tiful filagrcc marvcls
spongc, stalk is
bundle of about
drcd threads of glassy stuff
Indecd,
material glistens as if it
in rcality thc finest spun-
glass; and, although thc sil-
very web is so dclicate,
able to withstand tlic tre-
mendous [ircssurc of tlie
water all about it. The
other spongc, with its sprcad-
ing roots, has bccn dragged
out of thc mud, and is fioat-
ing in thc water. Those two
many-lcgged shrimps once
[Tolicked about
sunless, soundlcss
ii'iion% myriads of just such
lovely forms as thcsc.
That may be all very well for shrimps, but as for
your Jack,—givc me the lightsomc air, the glow-

ing sun, thc mcrry brook, the rustling green things,
and my bonny birds, that make happy life about my

pulpit, not to mention those rackety, rcd-checked,
dcar boys and girls of the Red School-house.
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ACIASSIZ ASSUCIATION—SECOND KEPi)RT.

SIX or seven hundred eagcr qucstionciN w» aiiswer at (tnce>"«iul
but twice as many words to do it with i
First, to the boys who have asked
cabinet?” wc offer this simple dcsign.

The right'hand picture shows thc cabinet cimplete, and the plan
beside it is drawn so that every measiuvmenc in il ts onc-sixteenth of
the corrcsponding measuremcni in the finUhed cabinet. No nail»
are used. Wood of light color kmks wd!: chcstnut is easily worfced.

'Fhc ends of thc top and bottom are mortised inlo thc sides. Closc
tn thc .side boards holc.s are borcd through thc projccting paris of ihc
icnons; and wedgcs are insertcd and hammcred tight.

The framcs of thc doors are doweled at the comcrs, cach joint
being made by boring a bote through one piece into tbe next, and
inserting a dowd coatcd with glue. The short dotted lines in thc
plan hdp to explain this. 'Fhe glass should not be set «*ith puuy,
bul wéth narrow strips, beading, or rallan, fastencd with brads or

llow can | make a chcap

“ ncedle-poinis.”
plates set outside, as shown.
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-
tents 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

Buu-hinges may be used, with ornamental hinge-
Hook one door to the shdf, and it witl

EETTEK-HOX.

LETTER-BOX.

thc backs of the forward dowcis. The Jtheives mayl)5pp,N
and may re*t on screw-.cyes screwed into thc sSidsaf

McUI 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

T1k scaUoping at thc top of thc hack may be dooe
thc holc in thc center of cach scallop is bored rigintmih Tk
ornamental lines acros» thc sides are madc wiih agouge. ajnl;odd
be painted hrown: then the whole cabinet «hould becwend
two coau ufwhitc shclbc vamUh.  lliose skilkd ia &t <avia;«3i
likc to scc in thc top the letters A. A., tn (Md Etk"bkieu Ifyi*
are puzzlcd over any part of the cabinet, do <Wk i
fdtuw down at the shop” who waéll give yini a hint

Aml now, while the boys have gone for mdic Ixonb jnd te
hammecr, a word to thc presidents of all the St. Xicik>u<dnpeas.
which are now found in more than tw'enty Siate« aadTcnéads,
tn say nothing of England and (lcrmany.

The more specUW: you can make your die T U
instancc, if you are much interested in cniomok>2y, mtodifaim*
ing to cover thc whole field, suppose you dinxi yottrattenin uée
scales on buttcrflics’ wings.  Are thc scales «n il paits -f iheye»
biittcrily of thc same shapc? Are che scales ixt biiitcrflici</ife
ent sorts different tn shapc? .Are thc scalcs »f m-xk wewtly
different from thosc of butterflics? Can le/iJe/itrn (bna”m i
moths) be dassthed by their scales ax ftshes

Let cach member of jrour chapter who ha« atcev. tuahcmb”®
study some one kind of butterfiy thoroughly*, and makea repon, lia
<nreful dravtangs. of thc scales of both malc andfctnak, Theab
your secrctary iiiakc a rci>ort, carefully comlcn>cd, mimibc*c.iid
.send it to l.enox with thc draudngs. We will rompaie tk tgods
sent in. and publish the general rcsult of all your >b<enat>«t

“*And what shall / do? | don't Uke bugs’ | An
« How shall | begin? Mincrals are my fad

Patience! Get your cabinets ready and cnScct »oucy tfwiai Tt
as you can, unul next month, when the ftowcrs w9 be wnadcit;?
it is not time for them to begin tcaching ag:iln. nnd witonve
to fuul you still cager to “ considcr” them.

AWAKO or A PKizr.

T hk prizc Ibr drawings of snow-crystals ha», been awanWulfa
.Mary 1,, Oarhcld, of Flichburg, Mass.

Several other membcrs sent drawings which raibcdmiohoio™
in Gurdccision. The diawinjjs o/Crmto
t.iuson, espccially, «lcserve cofnracdiihbs
ITicy carne too tac ™ awpetc «iéée
othés, AS abo did fifty canb rf CT**
drawings from Mks Klyda Rxlai6*.

Unibrtunatdy, thc legocsi k
snow-flakcs was not pubiisbcdnrfbe»
thc winter, and wc prefer. mw, u
pone a further rep<sit tipon then. ad lo
dcfer printing thc dmwings — »
winicr, when each owe of thc "
snowy dtstricts can haw a oms
lo make simibr pictures
But now thc snow *

mcr legs of silver, and Kasnw
W Chrysalids are kijinnioff iojnA
It is thc day of resuircction kt the<”
pilur. The woods are apis

wOd fiowers. Here » May, and wc of New Enghnd

ning to search for ibc firstviolets. B«t»ohdear*ei»*~5” p

this is! It Kprcads so widcly that there are aMkindi

it at the same time. And wc forget ihat you of CaHwW"

your violcts in Fcbniary, nnd wtotc 10 US in inidwanicr,

the fragrant blos.soms, and asking how lo prest and

So, next month, we shall take up ihU sufa”t, py< P”* ~

concecming the pres.sing and kceping of fiowav *1* pos»r

on to suggesc a fow thtngs ahouc insects.

Fok ok A
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tb, *> you all lhink of a badgtf Wc now number «ven
., hope lo be onc ihousand before nex! month.

all Communications as before.
AN Haklan H. Balurd,
Leno.v Acadcmy, Ixnox, Mass.
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ixcterse. X C ,i6 Mn. E. C. Oxslcins, careiieo. Alien
&Co.

m, .1 . 8.. Winnic Schtittler, 73 Omit I~cc.

a.Um», 7..P. <i. Stcvenson.

M»... 1 to Maud M. Love, 1916 Wash. st.

N» .. 6. I>ira Mcugcr
lodirlitel. Vi« . - - 4 .Dow Maxon. -
||Ukidphb. Px. C. 6. .Kkanor I. Crcw, 1936 N. iith m
IFfA «>. N. V 13..M. W. ‘fhomas, Kulton Co.
IOfﬂh‘ 6. Lida P- Hn»wiu
TfM FnKi»ci>, Col 7..5.wall DoUivcr, 3301 Fillmorc st.
IKjrics.N V.. . 8 Gco. T. sanford, 108 \V. ii3d »i.
|Oa’had_Ca)_ 7. Henr>*C. Converse, iy>s Umadway.
i. Wk 4.. Horencc Tyng Giiswcdd.

m 5 Dora Bn)wn, Champaign Co
w%&l/l N 6..AnnieT. Crorawell, i& S. W atersa.
I L Kane John T. Nixon.
| Mx. A 5..H. B. CruckneU, 1233 N. aist si.

1Xe«t« Co«re, M1S 4..Roben S. looring.

PiauwTM M. Mokkis.— Ihc first volumcofST. Nichoras is out
«inM. and ihc pidtltshcrs know of no place wherc a copy of it can
Ik «boireil. It » not probable that the volume will ever be
lepONed  The pubUshers wiU pay the full rctail price fora limitc<l
ffli ihc tssucsof st. Nioio1as for Novembcr and Dccem-
Ikr, t173: Jonuar)’. Novembcr, and Dccetnber, 1874; March and
INmob”. 1875: August and Decembcr, 1876: and Januar>', 1877:
fik must be /« gnu/ coHdi//6tj, and snitabU /o r bindin”.
IH rcotck and the advcertising )>agcs may 1»e i«)m, bul the maga-
>|benud)cs mu<4bc oeiihcr i»»m fior «niled.

Dtut St. Nk Hh.as: | was much interestcd in >*our April articlc
|¢o0a( tk cochmeal inscct. and the colors made from it. One of ihc
1 «Earcs said that: **The best carmine can be made only In fine
l«<s)Rr**: and this reminded me of a little anecdote that I read in
1tbxJi, aboot Sir Ifumphry Da\*)*, the great chcmist.
| As Ing&h mantiiacturcr agrecd lo pay 000—about five thou-
I an! dnRus>.tfta Frenchman, if he would rcvcal to him the sccret
1"Qfhviikh French makers wcrc enabled to produce carmine ofa

RorCTaly $0 much better than the EnglUh. I'hc Frenchman
Ip~R” took the monc>% and said: ~ You musl work only on
1 M«xorda)-*." Ana this was the whole of the sccret; for, in
I t h ‘e iHoccsPes followed by both p”es werc exactly
Im | bet Il was a dear liargain for the Knglishman, bccause—
lanik aoT)—h his countty* thcre U ver™ hule of the bnutifol
JuKy wather that is fretiucntiy enjoyed in Franee.—Yours trul**.

M¥iesntses asks us 10reprint ihU liiilc paragraph from the
ilefer.Box” ofMay. 1874:

| n _wclcome as birthday gift* 10 May children,

«lualid* and to little children in 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

Tl outldc, .md by sewing to opposite sides of ihe box

for a handie. Inis, also, can be covered with

<*ikl flowcrs, ar.d green leaves  will soon make

i * dclicatc bit of vine to

much ihc better. Narrow whitc ribbon

where the handlc Joins ihc basket, g"ve a

™f very liitlc children, it will do no hann to pul
‘wgar plums in the middle of the flowcrs.

lijy?...

«

- R

**Petite Ansc Amateur," mentioned in the
” edilcd by Avcry & Mcllhcnny,

I.ETTE”-110X.
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Charlkv Go—You will fmda shortand lively May-day acling-play
inst. Nicholas for May, 1876. It is called *May-day In-doors,™
and was written by Mrs. Abby Morton Diaz.

Dbar St. Nicholas: Have E]/ou nodced that in Febniar®” and
Match of this year the days of the w-eek fall upon exactly the same
days ofthe 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. | suppose this happens ahrays when February has
iwentv-eight days, or four complete weeks.—TruK’ yours,

C.T.

Dear St. Nichoiw~s: | have lived here in Dakota about four
months, and ha\® secn many wonderful things. I'hc pniirie firc for
insiance, which at onc time cntircly .surroundcd our home. It was
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 (Hurén), on
tlw Chicago and North-wcstem R. R. I'hc road ts through to Ft.
Fierre, on the Missouri River.

Our td%*n is now’ about eight months oid and it has over seven
hundred people

Woe shall soon have two churches and a school-hotisc. and it ts alsi»
expected to be the county sent.

Thcre is not a irec in sight, but the scenery is beautiful At times
wc havc imaginary lakes that look p~cctly natural to a stranger’s
eye. There are many anielopc here in drovcs from fifty to threc
hundred, and during ihc scverc storm in October many were driven
to ihc Jim River. near town, wherc the sportsmen shot them.—From
your admiring friend. C. M. S.

M. Nicou- As1) 0 thers.—Vou will find gmKI advicc as tu how to
carc for canary birds in Mr. Kmcst IngersoU’s article, “ A lalk
about Canarics.** printed in st. Nicholas for Fchruaiy, 1877.

Dear St. Nichoi.as:_Sedr‘l? in your Fdmury number a small
rh>Tse  the *Small maid of ST Paul** 1thought that | would gi\*e
you something similar, which nms as follu«*s:

There was a .small giri in Montana,
1 think her fiame was Su-sanna;
She «*alked down thc strecL
With her basket so neat,
To get her mamma a banana.
Yours, ele.,
A CoxsTANT R faorr, perC. §,

LN good scason tu appcar with .Mr. Beard's *Chapter on Soap-
Itubblcs,** in the prescnt number, comes the foHomTng letter:

Dear St. Nichoi.as: Did you ever hear ofa *soap-bubblc party” ?
WeH, an English l.idy gavc one not long ago, and, from the account
1 rcad, it must havc been ver>* merrj*. KaHy in the csening, the
guests scatcd thcm.sdves at a long table, on"which w*ere a number
<ii pretty U>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 In pretty color». The
blowing of the bubbles began ai once, and it must ha>x been funny
tn see & guests—all grown up though tltey were, and some of thcm
with fiame? well known in social and politica) affitirs—vic with each
othcr, and try who could blow the biggest and most beautiful bubble:
acting, inde” as ifthey had bccome boys and girls a”n.

Ifan?/ of your rcadcrs—little folk® ™ wn folks, or folks altogether
—should give such a party, they might Ict 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

Nei.lv B.—It i>believcd that the European> imponed bnuil-wood
undcr that fiame from India, before ihcy discovered South America,
and that ihc countr>* "f Brazil reccived iu fiame from this red d)x-
wood, with which the carly navigators werc actpiaintcd alrca<ty, and
which the>' foimd thcre in grcat ahundance.

Dear .St. Nicholas: Your %irls 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 of bo” and giris
went about in little cnropanics, carr>’ing boughs nf hawtnom or othcr
trees in blossom. In cvery* group, two children iKe 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 of the garland, a doH May Queen gayly
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dresscd. At every house the children sang a carol, expccting pen-  look very closely you could see a small portion of his harl ~tv

nics in reiiim.  Sometimes they sang thcsc two lines over and over: upper parts of thc Icgs looked very smooth, Whllethemdermn
" covered with small, fine hairs. » ||]u$l wish you could
This is thc day, the First of May,— beeilc, with his wings so beautiful and lace-iike, his Iegs soitl_«d!
Picase lo rcmember thc Garland.” and shmy I am very sorry | can not writc anyihine

. . head, but the poor beetlc was minus a head when | foudhim 1

But generally there wcrc several verses, or perhaps this one, which guess | 'L have to leavc the account of that part till 1find anoik*
+dates hack lo the days of good Queen Hess, I believe: becllc, when you may have another note from your liiile friciid

“ A branch of May | 've brought you hcrc.
And at your door | stand;

It ’s btit a sprout, but it ’s well buddcd out, i i i
‘I'he work of our l-ord's hand.” Hkke are two capital Icttcrs from mcmbers of ihe .Agessir A0

ciation:

Later in_thc daﬁ, in some places, boys and girls ioincd in the Dear Mr. Ballard : Your minerals arrived licresafelv, thevan-
mcrry-making on thc villagc green, around and about thc May-pole,  vciy nice We have a live porcupinc; | will send you ¢ine jAHU
as dcscribed by Olive Thome in your May number of 1878. uifls if you would like them. There ts an opossum inihc caco-ith

I am sorry to say that these pretty customs seem to be dying out, %c porcupinc. Papa was onc day showing the opos.sumtothecli«
bul, at amy ratc, il is pleasant to cali thcm to mind.—Yours triily. when he noticed two or three quills in his nose. 1 ihink it uas i3

W. H. F. bad for it must have hurt him. 1wonder if thcy had beengjiamdrit

Thank you for thc little book you sent me; when ihc Spiwgeocntt

. i 1hope 10 collect planLs. Did 'you kiiow that ihc cau have a third

New SuBSCRiHKK.— 1 The first number of st. Nicholas isdated cye-lid? If you havc a gentio kitty, when slic is asloop Uftupher

November, 1873, 2. From lime to time, the following magazines upper eye-lid, and you will sec a thick vcil over herc)c. Dovau

havc been merged in st. Nicholas: “Our Young Folks,” “ Little lént(t)thgCtalS like {HUISIkC O{Elnﬁl kind? We, hﬁvc aég'n“b'a*té?i‘”"'m

- i ; g " itty that seems to like it when papa whistlcs you tell e«
Corporal,” * The School-day Magazinc,” “ The Children's Hour,” 3, pocket in the car of thc cat Fs for? and if you havc everkoan
and “ The Rivcrsidc Magazine.” 3. In Paris, a French magazinc  ofa cat burrowing in the earth to keep warm Z—Yours truly

cntitlcd « si. Nicolas” is published weekly, bul it does not at all M N W

represeni thc American st. Nicholas. our cat is 11 inches high and 19 inchcs long fromthe rootof
tail to thc cnd of his nosc and his tail Ls io>inches long. He hes
four Icgs and walks on thc tips of his loes. He has four toes oncach
Deak St. Nichola.s : Will some of your readers tell me why itis  hind foot and on his fore feet five toes on each, onc of which he A,
that when you warm a piecc of paper by rubbing it between your not use in walking because it is too high on his leg but he tee<hin
knecs, it will stick to a piecc of wood?—Yours truly, climbing. He walks on little cushions on thc end of his toes Kt
ZiiLLA (7 years). uses his claws, only at will, as when he is climbing, trctching,
ing, etc. His ears are movable at will, but not so ntich soasarab-
bii’s.  His cycs tip in like a Chinaman’s, Whcn he» waichtrgfor
Dear St. Nicholas : 1live in Chicago, near Lincoln Park, and his prcy he inoves his tail from side to side. His tail is syoothad
in summer often go to thc park and down 10 the lakc. One day, lapcring. There is soft fur all ovcr his body excepi on ihcetidof
when gathering shells, | found a small snail, which | kcpt in a bottle  his nose and the cushions on his toes and thc inside of hisears. H
of water, And onc lime, when iving it some clcan sand and water, is gray with lighcer and darkcr stripcs of gray all over his body, til
I found in thc sand a small bectic. | took a look at him through thc  and legs.
gmf){1 g?_%lass His shell looked like tortoise-shell, only the He hves mostiy on bread and milk and whnt he catchcs whida.’e
lcctlc-shelT had great, deep ridges in it. He was a queer-looking  rals micc squirrcls rabbits snakes and birds. He will eat dooh
insect, for on his stomach there were a great number, of smaller swcct com, cooked potatocs, and tumips, but does n't like thc latter
shells, in which Uve olhcr Hlile insecLs. Once, whhen | was looking  very well.
at h|m one half of his shell carne off Inside of his shell he has four When | rub him | can sec sparks, and thc longer and faster he»
wings, tAYo on each side, and thcy glisten like pearl. ~ Still they are  rubbed the more sparks you can see, and at thc s;ime nmc yon co
so |n that they look like lace: and you could see thc veins and  hear a snapping noisc. | can, too, fccl my fmgcers linglc. liis
veinlcts in them. In thc middle his wings partcd, and if you could  clectriciiy in thc liair. Lina Aldricii.

[N

Sotutions t0 February puzzles wcrc reccived, too late for acknowledgment in ihc April number, from “ A Hivc of Hoek" \Liblkn,
England, 9. The fiames of solvcrs are printed in the second number after that in which the puzzles appcar.

Answeks to Puzzles in the March Number wcrc reccived, before March 20, from “Jcssamine,” 3—N. B!, al—" |{Iku
1—Alicc DunnAllr}é; and Julla Palmer, 2—Waltcr K. Smith, i— Dora N. Taylor, i—Willic Koss, 3— Edward Bmwazki, 2—\anicnk |
(iilbert, 2—* ul Dodger,” 2—Le6n and Naomi, 1— Cornelia Milchell, 3—Annc V. Glcason, 4— Frank R, Heath, ii—FordvocAime
Warden, 8—Waller Montcith, i—j. Harry Anderson, 3— Eleanor B. Farley, 2—Came F. Doane, 4—Julieiie S. Ry.ill, 23»kt. ?-
K. L. Myers 3—John B. Blood 3—C. H. McBride, 8—V|rg|n|c Callmeycr, o—“ The Blankc Famlly ” 11—J. O., 2—EmmeawilL»Tird

Collins, 3—Willie R. Withcrle, i—J. Millén Gitterinan, 3—* Aniony and Clcopaira,” 7— Harrict A. Clark, all—chryNJch(stth—
Will Rochcster, 5—Ashbcel Green, Jr., 3—* Phyllis,” 5—E. L. Gould, i—Hcicn M. Drennan, 3—Henry' K. White, Jr.,
Hewlett, all— Alicc W. Clark, al—A. B. C., 5—Mary T. Dean, 3—H. W.arc, all— .Mary Aﬂ)leton i— Gertrudc L FJI|55— A
Fishcr, 2— Sallic Wilcs, 8—L|V|ngS|on Ham, 2—H. and F. Kcrr, 4— Bessie' S. Hosmer, Ruth Camp, 3—ThomasDcrwp. i-
WUlic A. McLavcn, 6—Margaret Neilson Armsuong, all— Ella Maric Faulkner, 3—Richard Anderson, 2— Gail Shennan.

2— Madgc K. I, 2 Herbert N. Twing, all—*“ Modah,” 4— Kddie L. Dufburcq, 4—H. H. D., 2—Caroline Weulmg 6—Fredt. .Icl 1

ald, aII—H W. R., ti—Bessie Taylor, 6—Edith Iloyd = Delta Tau Delta,” i—Katy Flcmmlng —F. W.,C.
leard 7— Maric L 4— Roben A. Gally, 9—“ Adam and Eve,” 10—Willic_| [r Mandcvilic, 3— Alicc M"H 3 |

A 1'ii; Vaiicr t* oitiiiii, rtiici; i xuijuicion, 11"—niors \J, .tioguiu, v— 1
gia and Lee,” — Lqu G. Cnlbbe 12— Fannle Knobloch, 6—K|tty H. Hunt |—Neddle End T|II|c i—iBessie Finch 200 BF on
I—W. A T. =N grman-J. - McMiltan; == Yo Z10==EttaC - Wagner; -~ nim'orc. JL0 tiic G, £hu BF .>"> £
Barclay A. Scowl |—Tom Dick, and Harry, ail— Efiic E. Hadwcn, 9—ijnnic Hazen, 2—Ocorgc and Emma itr'y
ley, 7—Jessie R. C., t—Grace E. Hgpkins, all— Frank L. Thomas, 2—Q. C. Twrner, ail—“ Twe Boys,” 5—Willic D. "*™  «p 1
Presten, 3— Sallic Ch&se 3— Lizzic 0. W¢Martin, i— Yidffimed ¥. Reynolds, s—Lizdic M. Boardman, i—lsabel R0« A ¢
5— Annie Mills and Ix)me Everctt, all— iFaiira M. Jordan 1— Ella and Lulu, 8— Mamie W. Aldrich, 3— “ Rose and Bud. 3—
3—Walter B. Hull, i—Jessie Whltc o—llclen L. Woodls 2 James Shriver and Co.,” 11— Katc F. Smith, i—
E. Woolard, 7— Ncllic Caldwell, 5—Charlcy and Minnie Powers, i— George H. Brown, 3— Annie Buzzard, 4— Wilham amA i
hardl 5 C. D. W. T, 4—John A. Archer, 2— Ella M. Parker, 3—H. Conover, 83— Adlic E. Burlén, B—Clemeqﬁmq " r_;rg
. Moste; e k- By Longacr(-:----iw‘-‘--Queen -Bass; M= Abric R Tyler, 11— F. R. Gilbert, 1—“ Ouesscr, 0“955? {E
S Hunt,9— Kcnncth B.Emerson, 3— Charlotte F.Pottcr, 11— Wilbur Lamphicr, g— Glen A. Miscally, i— Ruscm-ar)'l«u™» /
Embler, i—Gertrudc Jenkins, 6— Charlie W. Power, 7— F. W. Hoadlcy, 2— Florcnce P. Jones, 2— Hctlic, andAnn .4 A
dic,”3 - “ A R.”6- 0. and W. Suckow,4— Maugh Chunk, 9— Hallic B. Wilson, 3-Ellen L. May, /- |
Sidney Cafltcm 10 The-numérdis-denote puzzies—sblved.

G‘rach »AAN
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WOItliS WITHIN WORDS.
- iBl«ord defincd is found by bcheadiiig and curtailing the
Exampte: Human beings in auguries. Atisiver: Mcn-

\ bisin in bondagc, a. Oursclves in a pitcher. 3. An occur-
Jitinanumber, 4. A stage-player in a budding where goods are
£ Afast in abundance. 6. A disturbancc in a multitudc.

“ jighinés in bunchcs. 8. An idol in a Chinese temple. B

PtCTrilE PUZZLE.

M MEITIOAL EXKIAIA.

A+ compnsed of thirty-two Icttcrs, and am a tuiotation from
|h|kspearc’s play of Rlchgrd

My4-[8-i6-30-t9 is lo accord My is to venturc. My
is a waier-fu. My 32-3-¢ is .nn cdiblc rooL
ivim; Is a carily. My 26-2-22-29-28 is without color. i\ly

Jx24231s 10 tnakc search for. My x-22-ii is a litlc ofrespect
Mpi-S-M-32 is ihc tidc given to the wifc of a lord. My 12-19-31-20

KWjacenl. CHARLOTTE.

DIAAIOXJ) TX A S<ULVRE.

affections, 2. Impctuous. 3. Acule

5. A place of mecting.
In May. 2. An era.

I
I P> * Icars in pitees.

DiAMnsj>: 1.
t Coikbion.” & |p May.

I'TiZZI.E.

3. Acmé pain.
F. S. F.

| American, now dcad, add a consonant,
I Wl ronii A wird signifying what, chiefly,” he wjus. vk,

riiii a sinKlc Icitcr, and add one Icttcr al a time, perhaps,
the lettcr or Icttcrs already used. Each addition
rﬁrew‘l'w-r“ ? word. In thc followng)re .sentation
I*iter is described first, and then come,

w\ner |n pmper order, definiiions of thc words formed.
gwith the vowcl A, add a consonan!, and form a .short
arsca.near rgalion. . Add otner letiers, ong by one, and
»ncaning: an animal; a fmit; lo
a place of delight; to bccome

t-
| hitslé. * " eAhcdness :

a pronoun; a I>ond; a rtat picce of carihenwarc;

RIDDLE-BOX.
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part of a fcnce; a shining material; fccls a prickly scnsation; a.
young bird; attcndmg closcly; shlnmg with a fiiful iustcr.

Ilr 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. 0.

CHAKADE.

1'.M a singular crcature, it must he confessed,
Yct half oT my quccmcess has never been gnesscd;
For though | am found near thc head of ariot,
| ’m always at home in the ccntcr of quiet.

For me, men will .sacrifice comfort and hcalth;
F'or my special bchoof they accumulatc wealth:
Whatecr thc pur.suit, if thcre’s fame to be won,
I—1 am thc spirit that urges them on'!

Disposed to be friendly, with case I.’ni at sirife,
And appear at my best in poliiical life;

And though universal dominién 1 claim,

The French and Italians ne’er whispcr my namc.
| lead thc Iconoclasts when they w'ould Kreak
The idols and images | help lo make,

And such is my influence over manklnd,
Without my assistance they ’d soon become blind.

With kings and with princes | freely consort,
And with the nobility doublc my sport,
Yct so independent my rank and my micn
With qucens, duk”, and cmperors 1 am not scen.
| ’m quito contradictory, too, in my speeeh.
And by incivilitics help to |mpcach
My credit; and stich a strange crcature am |
Before tea | unite™aftcr tea 1 untie.
JOSEPHINE POLLARD.

IMHREK AOKOSTKL

T he primais form a motto that js heard upon a celebmtion day

named by thc findis.

Cross-words: i. 2. A bird sometimos called

olden-robin.”” 3. Pcrtaining to coins. 4. Formed of shects

folded so as to make eight leaves. 5. A clergyman. 6. The muse of

pastoral poet&/. Dcfensive armor for the head. 8. A hiﬁh—priest
stnn

A forcrunncr.

of Israel” 9 gcd musical instrument.  10. A fixcd allowance
of provisions. 11. Old-fashioncd. 12. A vicw through au achuc..
m c.

13 Springincss.

TWO EASV CKOSS-WORD ENI(ij>IA!-i.

. Mv first is in come, and not in ?
My second in bread, but not in cloiigh;
MYy third is in Yes, and not in no ;
My whole is a time when daisies blow.

1. 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 Ilght
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 ANI1-) L.OVK.IOV,

PROGRESSIVE EXTGMA.

My whole, consisiing of eight Icttcrs, .significs idolatrous nations.

. 1-2 is a personal pronoun. My 1-2-3-4 isto warm. My
1-2-3-4-5 is a chccrlcss tract of country’. My 2-3-4 is to corrodc.
My 3-4-5-O-7-8 has been called the “ City of Minerva." My 4-S-6-7
is aftcrward. My s-6-7-8 are tlomesiic fowls. i). c.

XI MERIOAE ENIGMA.
For uve Puzzters.
| AM composcd of fiftcen Icttcrs, and am a pretty, spring flower.
Myi5-12-8-9-2 is aswcct subst.ance. My 13-14-11iswhat clothes

are washcd iu My 10-3-4-5 sometimos u.sed in making fcnces.
My 1-6-7 used in making pans katie.
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EASY IEENJSTKATEJ) PUZZLE.

W ith lettcrs of a compound word describing ihe

7. Curtail a fruit and leave a vegetaﬁélwml

central illustration, spell five words that will prop- gn%f]}lee;\?égg ﬁlr}%;ﬁaggn%gﬂ 9, Synco\,aKconi%WmS*_
erly describe the smaller pictures.
KIODDE. ST. ANDUEW'’S CROSS «F DIAMOXp.:s

f AM water, yet made of hard metal;
season, and a help in
mcasuringscasons; made
lof part of a tree, and of

This cross is formed of five diamonds, as indicaiedbrl
the diagram, the outer letters of ihc central diunondkm
uscd aFso in forming the adjaccnt diamonds, whichwaid
be tncompleie without them.  Hach of ihc lourpobuofl
the central diamond is used threc timex; onccasapoinil
of ius own block of stars, and once as a poini oicaehd
the two nei%hboring diamonds. 'ffie wordsofeachda
mond rcad the same across as up and down.

|. Upper Lcft*hand Diamond. 1 Indiscover. 2.TI*tl
namc ol a fairy-queen. 3. A inan’s namc. 4Aninsceij
5. In combat. !

I1. Upper Right-hand Dianumd. i. Itirubber. 2 Al
meadow. 3. To commence. 4. Purpose. 5. Inconiinutl

I11. Central Diamond, i. In calibcr. z.Apcrioddl
time. 3. A color. 4. Drcad. 5. In diamond.
IV. iLowcr Lcft-iiand Diamond, i. In ddonibli.1

2. Afur tippet. 3. A goal. 4. I)c\ieriiy. 5 Indwindfe,
V. Lowcr Right-hand Diamond. 1 in mion rihcl

Greek fiame of Aurora. 3. Emincm. 4 I‘pad 3in|

ended. dyde

EASY HOrif-GLAS.-;.

Centrals: A beautiful fowl. Across: Abeanrfl

ra whole prey. 2.'lo make happy. 3. Wournfiil. 4 Onchr-I
.sapling; and dred. 5 Waterj* vapor.” 6. Adonis. 7. The Qmimf
where the fawn leaps, namc of Mr. Micawbcr. hg
there am I. I.

AlIRTDGMENTS. ANAOKAMS, FOR OEDER PIZZLEU.-k

Ik each of the following problems, a dcfiniiion oi the originaUivd
The rdemov%(]i Ietteés, "‘;]he” follows immcdiately the anagram made with its Iciicrs. 1
arrange 'Irl‘ he order (f:rc 1 Sad show ; darkness. 2. Atruc sign; a wriiten flane, yCril
Iven, -SRe the namc of a needs it; aids to idcniification. 4. No vilc lout; violent cl >§tl
amous American writer. 5 | storm a pit; an estimable quality. 6. A iry for more: cilm!
1 Behcad a covcring of lated to improve
a head, and lcavc atmos- ’
phere. ~ 2. Behcad rcveren* TIIUEE EASY \VORI)-S<(l 'lilis.
lial fear and leave a pronoun.
3. Behcad at what time and 1 1 A shellfish. 2. A kind of grain. 3. 450
Icavc a fowl. 4. Behead a 4. An cdiblc root. 11 1. To plungc. 2. A useful moml. 3 tapiyd
brier and leave the pridc of a rhinoccros. 5. Behcad a tcriii 4 Tcrminations. 111 .. A small lake. 2 .Abowe. 3

applied to the incasurcmcent of a horsc’s hcight and lejive a con-  Russia. 4. A dull color.

ANSWER.S TO PUZZLES IN IHE APRIL NUMBER.

Numerical Enigma. Akithmetical Puzzles. Addition: 1 Kcdsiari. ' Ki!
“ Proud-picd April, drcssed in all his trim, hawk. 3. Catacomb. 4. Capsize. Subtractio.n: i. JclaKH
Hath put u spirit of youth in everything.” 2. Canistcr. 3. Defilcinent. 4. Carpentcr. Miltiplication: t|
Shakspeare's Soitucis, No. .\cviii. ‘Parlar. 2. Chowchow. 3. Bonbon. 4.80-50. DiXJSowv: i
Rimless Wheel. All Fools. 1 Amen. 2 Loan. 3. Lean. 2. Sing Sing. 3 Aye-aye. 4. Motmoi.
4. Fawn. 5. Ornen. 6. Oven. 7. Lion. 8. Soon. Cross-word Enigma. ~Phitarcli.
Quincunx. Across: i. Pray. 2 Rat. 3 Jirc. 4 Odc. b5 OUTLINK PtZZLE. April fool. A
Seer. Central Syncoi'atjons am> Kkmainubrs. Apn iw
Pi. Drive the nail aright, boys, BeAds. 2. CoPal. 3. FiRst. 4. I™irn. 5rircs. s.DcPa
Hit it on the hcad: MoOrc. 8 DrOop. 9. Holly.
Strike with all your miglu, boys, Drop-le'iter Puzzle. Panama Canal.
Ere the lime has fled. Doidle Acrostic. Primais: Kaster. Frinais: Sunday.
lvcssons you ‘ve lo learn, boys, words: 1. EaveS. 2. AdieU. 3. SpurN. 4
Siiidy with a will; 6. Rally.
‘I'ney who reach the to%, boys, Easter Card. All hail the Easter inorn! -1
First must climb the bili. P rogressive Enigma. Palestine. Ciiaradf.
Four Easy Word-squares. |. i. Hour. 2. Ogre. Diamond. i. L. 2 LEa. 3 LcAns. 4. UaNdcr. 3«
4. Reel. IlI. T Soap. 2 Once. 3. Acmé. 4. Pcep. 6. SEc. 7. R. . j
Over. 2 Vine. 3. ¥nds. 4. Rcst. IV. 1 Gnat. 2 Nine. 3 Double Diagonals. r. Di-eam. 2. llelen. 3 4
Anna. 4. Team. 5. Rover.

. Pasquay-
Lucy B. Shaw— Susic GoiT.
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