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THE A. STEELES.

By Sarah J. Prichard.

| The pcculiai-ity of lhe Steele fainily lay in the
fat that aU thcir individual fiames began with the
Ictter k.

Anthony Stcelc lived on the hill that stretchcd

aray from Mad River, in a long, bare, lonely lift
o laad, that lookcd, when you w'ere below, as
ihough it iniglit be tlie very topmost height in the
wiverse. His home was a red, roomy farm-house,
ad he wes the venerable A. Steele, who had stood
fae to face with Indians, on the same spot, years
befoe  Undcr the liill, near the river, was a story-
and-a-half cottage, white and snug, wherc Albert
Steelc, the iniller, lived.
' Lastly, thcre was, ciése to the river, the brown
gristmill, with its biggest-in-the-region water-
e, to which all ihc folk carne, from far and
framncar, fetching thcir ryc, wheat, corn, oats,
jdnd buckwhcat to be grouncl.

ilarch carne, and the mili was full of grain.
1Tre earth began to stir and move uneasily bcneath
lictsnoury wraps, as though weary of hcr attire, and
indos fot a change.  First, she trimmed her gar-
norls with icicle-fringc.  But that was stiff, and
creskod and rattled to pieces when the wind blew,
wd made onc feel as though things in general
“ere about to break up.

tature has spnsms, and one was coming on.

The watcr-wheel had been out of order, and the
inter had been so coid that very little had been
pntmd in the mili; but now the wheel was as good

\ and so much grain was at hand that the

«rtof Albert Steele, miller, bcat high with hope.

re miller had four children. Andrew Steele

VoL VIIIL_37.

(sixteen) lookcd at the length of wrist and arm be-
low his coat-sleeve, and hoped that now a longer
slecve in a ncw coat woukl soon cover up his year’s
growth. Ann Steele, pretty as the May-flowcr,
made the spinning-wheci fly, anci had visions of a
white dress for the next Fourth of July. ' Augustus
Steele just hoped that now father woukl feel rich
enough to let him have on his sled the iron run-
ncrs that he had been waiting for pretty much ever
since he coukl rcmember. Abby Steele, in the
eradle, wanted hcr dinncr, and cried for it, which
cry drcw Ann from her visién and the wheel, to lift
up her mothcrless little sistcr; for there was no
Mrs. Albert Steele to hope or wish for anything
from the oid mili on Mad River.

> Naturc’s spasm was very near now. Sun, clouds,
rain causcd it.

“1t’ll be the biggest freshct that ever was,” said
the sage of the red house, when the rain began.

“ 1don’t feel quite easy about the mili,” said the
owner of it, when ten hours’ rain had fallen. The
SHOW could accommodatc ten hours’ rain very well,
in its many-crystallcd chambcrs on a thousand hit-
sides, and it did hokl it without moving.

The next morning, everybody thereabout thought
of bridges and of wash-outs—although there was
not, at that time, a railroad within ninety miles
of Mad River—and of taxes; for taxes began when
the “ Mayflowcr ” paid wharfage to the Indians
at Plymouth Rock, and have gone steadily on,
beginning without ending, from that day to this.

Below the mili, a few hundrcd feet, there was a
foot-bridgc, the delight of boys and of daring girls.
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but the terror of persons with neri'es, whether
young or oid. It was likc the half of an immense
barrel-hoop, rising over the river, with its ends
set into the banks. The rise and the round of
this bridge were such that cleats were nailed up
and down its sides, and a very shaky hand-rail had
been provided to climb by. These cleats were
constantly getting loose, helped oftentimes by
small lads.

And to think that on this rainy March morning,
of all mornings in that year, Albert Steele should
be taken down with rheumatism !—the effect of his
efforts of ycstcrday in getting home the sheep from
across the river, in case of a freshet, which now
seemed inevitable. He had driven them through
the snow-water, and around by the wagon-bridge,
above the fall a half-mile, and had been out
until after the night carne, making things snug at
the mili, and so, as has been written, he was on
this morning helplcss.  Bcfore any onc was up in
the house, there carne a thundering knock at the
side-door, and a voice sang out:

“Ho! millcrl—Ilio! ”
“Ho yourself! Who ’s there?” responded
Andrew.

Andrew spoke from the little four-paned window,
just beneath the point where the roofs joined.

“ Cali your father, quick I | want to get corn
ground in a hurry, before the river breaks up.
M nst be done/ ” answered a breezy voice.

But, as we know, Mr. Albert Steele could grind
no corn that .day ; he had been suffering terribly
all night from the pain of his rheumatism, and
Andrew so told the man.

“ Come along yourself, then, and 1’1l help you,
for my critters ’ll starve to death, unless, indeed, 1
should give ’em whole corn,” said the young man.

Andrew had never run the mili in his life, but
he had helped often enough to know what should
be done. The upper gate and the lower gate were
raised, and the big wheel felt the stir of the water
in its every bucket. In tumbled the corn from
bag after bag into the hopper, and the upper mill-
stone ground on the nether millstone, and the
yellow corn became yellow meal, and was poured
into the bags, and away went their owner, happy
over his success. When he was gone, Andrew
ate breakfast, and down carne the water faster and
in greater volume every instant; and the oid mili
thundered at every swift revolution of the great
wheel, that actually groaned on its axis, as the
water plunged and splashed, filling the wheel-race
with foam.

Meanwhile, honey and buckwheat cakes kept
Andrew busy at the table, until Augustus, who
had breakfasted while his brother played miller,
opened a door and called out:
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“ Father wants to know if Mr. Cook helped w
shut the gates.”

“Ohmy!” whispered Andrew. “Dont td
Father, but the gates are both wide open. @
on, Gus, and we ’ll get ’'em down.”

Away went the boys. They dartcd under A
door-way and ran through the mili to the raceaj
the upper gate. The current was very strofij
the race itself could not hold all the water th
carne to it. The forcé of it resisted the lads’ unitc
strength, for the water was full now of slush.

Ann stood in the door-way, baby Abbv in
arms, and watched the boys at work.

“ There ’s something wrong at the mili, Father3
she said. “ 1’'m going to run down and see i
y'ou Il hold Abby.” .

The poor miller sat there, hclpless, and gc
ing away his troubles to the baby, while Aj
appeared at the race, sledgc-hammer in hand.

“You must stop it at once,” she cricd, “ortlj
wheel will break, and then what eawi/i/ 1
ofus?”

With mighty blows from as inany hands
could lay hold on the hammcr, the gate wg
slowly down as far as it could be driven, and 1
the time the lower gate was reached, it wes i
to ci6ése that, but still the water caine from
where. The oid mili fairly shook amid the eregj
ing cries of its straining whcels and timbers.

“ The river is breaking up ! The ice is comiif
over the fall I The water is up to the mill-lloorlM
cry one and another in horror.

“ Out, out with the meal! Let iis save dl i
can,” shouts Andrew. “ | can managc ore bal
and you two can carry another. Takc tg
first.”

One, two, ten, twenty, forty bags of com j
rye the young Steeles saved before the water dc
them out of the mili. And the wheel workedias
than ever all the time, and the air was full of ti
rush and the roar of Mad River at its breaking uj

Meanwhile, the miller himself set the babya-ci
ing out of puré sympathy with her papa's larcrj
tions (but children did not say “ papa” in tiic
days), for he verily believed that he should |
compelled to sit there until the flood care il
carried him away—so long were the children gor
and so alarmed was he at the thundering misss j

He was about to do something despcrate
Abb)', when the arbutus face—a little poppil
now, it must be owned—appeared in the door»|
with: 1

“ Oh, Father | 1’m afraid the mili will gotioj
but we ‘ve saved every bit of John Lathropsi®
and Mr. Holmes’s wheat. We thoiight"tt ®
thcirs, ‘cause they 'd need it most, and the
rising so fast that you can see it comeup, t
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ljjil-but hcrc comes Grandfathcr! He ’s man-
l«<id 0come down the hill this morning.”

" “tVhere’s your father? Wherc ’s your father?
liberes your father?” resounded through the
fadenbefore Ann had time to get into that room
adtorcply.

Dreadful times, Ann, my dear,” he said, “ but
linrk there is n’t much danger of the house’s
¢ig. tbougli there is an awful power of snow up
dieralley, to get away somehow. Don’t be fright-
agd ebild,” lie added, as the warm color paled in
te«r’s face. “ | 've seen many a freshet in my
&e and paid taxes for more new bridges than—I
telare, Albert, yon down again with the rheuma-
En! Toobad ! Too bad ! We ’d better manage
(joet you up the hill afore night,” he ran on.
‘Mearwhile, |1l sce to things at the mili. Don’t
viunorry now, my boy.  Your oid father is worth
jething yet,” and away went the good oid
jtu, pcering here and looking there, to see to this
ad thet, and fccling very glad that all the sheep
udthe cows werc on the hill side of the river. It
mid be so easy to escape up the long lift of land.
hthony Steele had built his house up thcre with
¢Rregard to possiblc times likc the prcsent one.
Xonhcre could he find Andrew and Augustus.
lkey had disappeared from sight.

“Wherc are the boys, Ann ?” called thcir father.
‘Wydon’t the boys come and see me ? | want
tiipesk to them.”

Amnheard, but something made her hesitate.

“Am, cali the boys!” carne, at last, in a tone
htshe felt, and that made her paler than she had

|I«n hefore.

“Father!” she said,
Irey've gone !

Gore where ?” he thundercd. “ Where could
htaseals go tu, when wc are all on the verge of
fetnidion?”

They went ovcr the foot-bridge, Father, and |

itwould go while they were on it, it shook

adthey were hardly off it before one end gavc

ad it snapped in two in the middle, and
withangsbv the other end.”

"hat on earth are thev gone for ?” cpicstioned

Side.

“"hy, Father, can’t you gucss?
“wrmother that they thought of.
“doldy must savc them.”

OlVvhis rheumatism, this rheumatism I Ann

"f«,doas your father tells you, and never marry

®axhose father or mother, or Gnele or aunt,

“ they wont hcar me.

It ’s Hester
You know.

rheumatism. Get out my crutches!
Vik about it, and get my grcat-coat. My
'ly boys!” he groaned. *“ Father,” he

‘{d!asthe good white head appeared at the
theboys have gone to try and save Hester
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Pratt and her crazy mother. | am afraid we shall
never see them again.”

“ Why, | never thought of the Pratts. They are
right in the heart of the flood! Thcir house must
have been surrounded early this morning. May
the Lord forgive me for thinking only of my own,
and so little of His other children !I”

Meanwhile, no rcmonstrance kept Albert Steele
from donning his great-coat and hobbling about on
his crutches, in the vain effort to see down the
stream to the mite of a house on the river-bank
where sweet Hester Pratt spent her young life in
caring for hcr insane mother, who was too weak
and too helpless to harm a living soul.

When the boys started, thcy.seized, instinctively,
a coil of rope from the mili. As they crossed the
bridge, they made the two ends fast, and clung
cach to the other, or rather clung to the rope, one
end of which Augustus carried, while Andrew held
the other.

On the farthcr side of the bridge they plunged
into the river’s overflow, and were again and again
nearly forced to go down with the current.

“ Hold on, Gus! Hold on, laddy! Rcmember
everybody, and the baby,” shouted Andrew (the
baby was Augustus’s pet), as the younger boy
gasped. “ .Andy, | c-a-n-t get o-n—1 'm go-ing
d-own !” he shriekcd. He lost his footing and
went under, carried down by the current, but still
clinging fast to the rope.

In that moment, Andrew Stcelc became a dozcn
boys in one. Hefought with ice-cakes, and water,
and current; fought for the little figure that was
bobbing up and down. So ncar, and yet so far!
Rut he felt the strain on the rope, and it gave him
couragc.

Thcre was no human eyc to witncss the strife, as
he got to his brother and struggled with him to
the firm land, on which the boys sank for a
moment.

“ That was a pretty bad time, was n’t it, Bub?”
said Augustus, as soon as his eyes and cars were
clcar of water. “ I don’t want any more of that.”

“ Oh, we pullcd out first-rate, and now wc must
hurry, or there wont be a stone Icft in poor Hester’s
chimney, for I don’t sce how the house is going to
stand up before this flood. May be it is gone now.”

But the house with the stone chimncy was not
gone, and presently, it carne into vicw.

“ Good gracious !” cried Andrew, as he took in
the sight. The cottage looked lower and smaller
than ever. Itwas standing, window-deep, in a sea
of snow-watcr, with ice-cakes thumping at the door
cvery moment.

“ Oh, they are out. Somcbody must have thought
of’em. | know somebody must,” argucd Augustus,
as they trampee! through the water-soaked snow.
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“ Anyhow, we ’Il make sure of it. We are the
ncarest to ‘cm, and if wc did n’t think, who would?
I declare, Oiis, do see how the river rises! It’s
inad enougli now, goodness knoavs, and | do bclievc
the covered bridge will boom down and take the
mili with it.” 'I'hcy struggled on.

“ See ! seo ! the water is rimning in at tlic Win-
dows this minute. Riin, (Tus, run, or we can’t gel
ncar the housc.”

Thcy lost no lime, )joor wct lads, in gctting to
the highway and to the verge of the running «atcr
that carne up to the road. The littlc housc lay
below tlic road, betwccn it and the river, but wcll
above the touch of an ordinary freshet.

“ Let UScali out,” said Andrcw.

“ Ilcster! Hester 17 they screamced.

All was silent within.

“ Nobody therc,” thought Cus.

“ Bul, suppose thcy are drowncd in therc. 1’m
going in,” annpunced Andrcw. ’

“ Oh! Andy, Andy, don’t. 1 can’t spare you.
W ait till somcbody comes along.”

“ No time to wait. | must find out,” urgcd
Andrcw.

Even as he spokc, he ran to the stoutest tree by
the road-side and swimg a ropc-end about it, made
it fast, and said to Gus:

“ You stand by, whatevcr happens, and you puli
with a wil when | give the signal.”

“ Good-bye, Andy,” whimpcred Gus, shaking in
his wct clothcs, as his brother with the ropo stcppcd
into the coid flood.

At that momcnt a sash was raised in an upper
window, and a palé, agonizcd face glanced up the
river, and from tliat to the clouds.

Gus saw that it was Hestcr, and that she was
praying, although no word escapecl her lips.

She did not see the small figure standing by the
great tulip-tree across the road, but suddenly Gus
callcd ouf;

“ Open the door for Andy! Andy is at the
door. Let him in, quick !”

The sash was Icft up; the face disappeared.
Ncver did feet dcscend steps with more willing
spced to admit succor. As soon as Hcstcr could
get away the packing at the sill, the door was
opencd, Andy climbcd in, and the door closcd.
Tiie water went in with him.

“ Heslér! where’s your mother?” was the first
qucstion.

“In bed; and oh, Andy! 1°’ve had such hard
work to kecp her from knowing. She thinks we 'vc
moved down by the sea, and she likcs the waves so
much. Oh, Andy, you must n’t stay. You must
go right now, or you ’ll go down too. Go! Go!”
she begged.

“ 1 am going, and you, too.”

UISE,

“ 1’ never leave
Steele.”

“ Of course not. Do as 1 tell you Getalot ]
of dry blankets—all you can carry—bundic ed
up, quick.” The blankets were tumbletl out ofa |
big chest that stood handy, and were wapped up

“ Now, <tell your mother that you've laén
another hoiise, °‘cause the tide comes too high
hcre, and you just wrap a blankct around lier, aud
give her to me. 1’m going to carry her.”

Hestcr obeyed, and her mother asscmed, «ith. |
out troublc. She even permitted the rope tu I»
tied about her waist.

“ Got a clothes-line, Hcster?” asked M.

“ Right hcre,” answered llcstcr.

“ Put it around your waist, and give ne trel
other end, in case anything happens to you «ile 1|
am gone.”

“ Now, we are all ready. Going to mowe liitul
another housc, Mrs. Pratt,” said .\ndy, gentlv.f
“1°Il carry you.”

* Hestcr, Hestcr, Hester, 1lester,”moanedMrs.J
Pratt. She ncver forgot Hester, even «hen;
was at the wildcst.  She clung lo that fiame, an
it secmed sometimes as if that flame «ere
one little ray of reason left in her darkencti life

“ Yes, Mother; 1’m going, too, but you ki i
can’t carry you. You must let hiin,” coiw
Hester.

She let him hclp, and, together, \ndy ai
Hcster lifted the light figure from the bed, ai
Splashed through the water with it to ihc diiatl
which Hestcr thrcw open.

It was not more than si.Nty feet to the highiv
and safety. The littlc rope-man stood at his |
by the tulip-tree.

“ Steady, now, Gus,” signaled .\ndy. "LetMil
Hester, and mind the line. Yon stay till |
for you.”

Andy put a stout young arm about Ms. Pritj
waist, and, mustering all his slrength, p
with her into the flood, knowing that ewiy sc
would be a step into Icss of water.

The coid flood arése about the poorwoinan-
wan, so weak, so insano! She : one siifei
that might have picrced any hcart: and theni
shivered and clung and clung, and, but foril|
stcadying ropo that Gus drcw, she «onWkr
taken Andrew from his feet.

“It’sall right, now, Mrs. pratt,” saig theoV,
he got wherc he could lift her more ersiiy i*
make his way out of the water.

“ Yes, it ’s all right,” said Mrs. Pratt; *sbui»h
is Hester? | want Hestcr.”

“ What the mischicf !” cried a men @™
back, suddenly splashing into the sccre, h'sllli?
breathing twenty brcaths a minute, a "

my motlier—nevcr, Andv
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liinsclf off, and proceeded to receive the helpless
jourc llwt Andrew bore.

“‘| thought 1 should be in time,” he gasped.
‘Never rocie a horse so in my life.”

1lI'm going now for Hester,” said Andrew, pay-
J»-rno:ittention to the horseman’s remarles, “ and
(or’sont dr\ blankets. Il hurry.”

" lletter let me go !” said the new-comer, who
hedd .Ms. Pratt.

“SN\Clicster. Go! >moaneci Mrs. Pratt.

Kor the third time that day, Andrew Steele
plunged into the colcl flood.

e llolcl the bundle as high as ever you can,
Hester!” said Andy, as Hester awaited him.

The water had become deeper. He swam with
her a few strokes. He whispered, as he put her
m her fect and received the bundle to paddle
at with. and she heard the whisper above the
flood, as Andy softly said: “ I—1 believe, Hester,
Ik/jwir moHter is a!l right now.”

« Alright ?” demanded Hester. “ Andy Steele,
uhet do yon mean ? Tell me !”

“dOand speak to her,” was Andy’s answer,
"and you ’ll find out, may be.”

"llere 1am, Mother,” said Hester, approaching
hergently; “ and we ’ll soon be in the new house,
ron” she added.

"Hester! Hester! My child! My darling!
Why, licster, | have n’t seen such a flood since |
ra alittle bit ofa girl; and Father carried me out
then; and the water made me feel, 1 remember,
jwtas it did to-day.”

Certainly, these were not words of insanity, such
& Hester was sadly accustomed to hear from her.

Hester Pratt’s fingers shook, and her heart was
dl a-tremble with gladness, as she and Augustus
gt the blanket-bundle open, and wrapped many

bld .alxiut the shivering figure.

'Didn't 1tell you so ?” whispered Andrew, as the
Mcais began to well over from Hester’s happy eyes.

rWe must get out of this as soon as possible, or
tre highway will be covered before we can strike
any from it!” e.'cclaimcd the horseman, for the
. «@COMes rising faster.than ever.

't lhere gocs the bridge ! There ’ll be no getting

tnt to-night! ” cried Gus, as sections of the cov-

«adbridge from above the mili went rushing down.
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“ My father helped build that bridge. 1 re-
member it,” said Mre. Pratt, fccbly.

The new-comer, Augustus, and Andrew lifted
the blanket on which they had laid the invalid,
and prcpared to march to the nearest house—
Hester led the still panting pony. And it was her
ma//li'f wWo had told her she “ ought not to riele
when so chilled and wet.” Was not this what any
mother would say to her daughter ? Hester felt
no chill, although her flcsh was shaking—she would
have walked forever in wet garments, with such joy
in her heart, to keep it warm.

“ After so many vyears1” she murmured.
“ After so many years, she will get well, at last—at
last!” she repeated, her eyes fondly resting on the
covered figure, borne on the blanket in front of her,
and then on the seething waters, that rushed and
crept, and crept and rdshed even into the road-bed,
as they went onward.

“ Oh, you blcssed, blessed Mad River !” cried
Hester, in her joy, forgctting herself.

“ What ’s the matter?” called back the bcarers
in front.

“ Nothing,” answered the happy follower; at
which answer, the pony whinnied a remonstrance,
and deliberately poked his nose over Hester’s shoul-
der into her face.

That same afternoon, the Pratt cottage was
swept away. News went ove” the flood that the
boys were all right; but no code of signais then
known could tell the glad tidings that Hester
Pratt’s mother was no longer “that poor crazy
woman.” Steele’s Mili stood through the freshet,
and, for a generation afterward, ground wheat and
corn.  Mr. Stccle’s rheumatism left him after a few
weeks. The covered bridge, in due time, was re-
built; but the quaint hoop-bridge with its shaky
hand-rail was not “built up,” and that river will
never know its like again.

Hester Pratt rejoiced for many years in a sweetly
sane mother, her sanity the work of a Mad River
freshet. And of all the friends who rejoiced with
them, there was none more truly happy than the lad
who had carried the poor woman through the flood.
So nobody was surpriscd when, later on, Hester
and her mother went to live with him, and joined
the respected family of the A. Steeles.
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WHAT THE BIRDS SAY.

I3y Caroline a. Masén,

they chatter together,—the robins and sparrows,

Bluebirds and bobolinks,—all the day long,
What do they talk of 2—The sky and the SUgirt
The State of the wcaiher, the last pretty song;

Of love and of friendship, and all the sweet trilles
That go to inake bird-life so careless and freo;

The number of grubs in the apple-trce yonder,
The promisc of fruit in the big cherry-tree;

Of matches in prospect;,—how Robin and Jcnny
Are planning together to build them a nest;
How Bobolink Icft Mrs. Bobolink moping
At home, and went off on a lark with the rest.

Such mild little slanders! such innoccnt gossip !
Such gay little coquctrics, pretty and bright!

Such happy love-makings ! such talks in the orchard !
Such chatterings at daybreak ! such whisperings at night!

O birds in the tree-tops! O robins and sparrows !
O bluebirds and bobolinks ! what would be May
Without your glad prcscnce,—the songs that you sing us.
And all the sweet nothings we fancy you say ?

THE LOST STOPPER.

By Paui. Fort.

A LARGE black beetle, with a pair of pincers in “ What is it, then? and whom does it day
front, likc the claws of a little lobster, was hurrying to ?” askcd the lizard.
through the forcst on a summer day, when he was “1 do not wish to tcll you,"” said the kedle
accosted by a lizard. “ Thcre is a reward.”
“ Oh, Beetle,” said the lizard, “ where are you “ Oh 1” said the lizard. .* Will you tell rae ifi
going so fast? 1 never saw you in such liaste gucss;
before.” “ Yes,” replied the beetle, still hurrying m
“ |'am trying to find something,” said the beetle, “ but you can’tdo it. You would never thiikd
“and | must not stop.” the right thing.”
“What are you trying to find?” askcct the * Will you let me try twenty qucstions?”
lizard, who was very inquisitivo. “ Tcll me what the lizard.
itis. 1can run fifty times quicker than you, and “ Yes,” said the beetle.
can easily slip into nooks and crannics. | am sure “ Is it animal, vegetable, or mineral?"
I can find it, whatever it is. Is it anything that “ Vegetable.”
has been lost, or is it something that has to be *“ Uscful or ornamental?”
discovered ?” “ Both.”
“ It is something that has been lost,” said the “Is it manufactured?”

beetle, a little vcxed at being delayed. “Yes.”
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'What are its dimensions?”
nlt js about as long as | am with my legs
stkiched out; but it is much larger around.”
S\h!”said the lizard, “ is it in the shape of a
cvlinfier?”
«Xotexactly,” replied the beetle.
Isit larger at one cnd than the other ?”

Ves.”

Isit heavv or light ?”
Light.” 1

Isit solid or hollow i
Solid.”

What is ils color?”

1 Its general color is ycllowish brown, but onc
adoi it has several colors.”

A light vegetable substancc,” said the lizard
hinisclf; “ made uscful by being inanufactured;
long as a beetle, and somcthing like a cylinder,

invlarger at onc cnd than the other ;
ind oniamented with colors at onc
ad | helieve it is a cork stopper.”
Isit a cork stopper for a bottie or
i,ir?" he thon askcd, aloud.

Yes,” answered the beetle, “ but

 diii’l know whom it belongs to.”

have ten questions left,” said

k lizard. v Does it bclong to a man
a woman ?”
‘E'\ woman.”

"It must be for a bottie,” said the

itird 'Tor such a cork would be too

mali for a jar. Is it for a bottie?”

Yes,” said the beetle.

"Is the stiiff in the bottie useful, or
brpicasure oniy?” askcd the lizard.

1“For plcasurc only.”

Then it must be a perfume,” said
feliiard. " Uoos it bclong to a high-

»m ladvr”

ltdocs.”

The lizard "ftioiight for a moment.

Ibes it bclong to the mistress of
Mcastle?” ho askcd.
r\es,” said the beetle.

"Then it is the stopper of the pcr-
imebdilc of the mistress of yon
rfy" said the lizard.

" Thetis it,” replied the beetle.

"\d livc questions to spare,” said
fe brd. Then he went on :

lihclp you to find it, and 1 shall
' vk you to give me a quarter of
"Cshould succced in winning it.”

Alright!” replied the beetle, who was afraid
; 1llrdwould go and look for the lost stopper
* f¢ man account, and get all the reward, if he

"“nottake him into partncrship.

s?”ala
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“You can find out anything in the world by
asking twenty questions,” said the lizard, who now
seemed to be very much pleased with himself.

“ | believe you can,” replied the beetle.

They now journeyed on for some distance, when,
passing a little thickct of ferns, thcy saw a small
dwarf, not much bigger than cither of thcm, aslcep
under a toad-stool. He was an oid dwarf, for he
had a long white bcard, and he held in his lap a
pickax, made of a strong twig, with two sharp
thorns growing from onc end of it.

“Hil” whispcred the lizard. *“ Here is one of
those digging dwarfs. Let ’s capture him, and
make him look for the stopper. If it has fallen into
any crack, and bcen covercd up by earth, he can
dig for it.”

“ That is true,” said the beetle. * But shall we
llave to give him any of the reward ?”

“"THE BEETLE SLIITED QUIETIV VI* TO THE UWARE."

“ Oh, wc can give him a little,” said the lizard.
“ He will not expect much.”

“ But how are we to catch him?” asked the
beetle. “ If he hits one of us with that pickax, it
will hurt.”
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“ It will not hurt you,” said the lizard. “ Your
shcll is so hard. 1 am quite soft, so I will keep out
of his way. | will climb on top of the toad-stool,
and you can creep up, and seizc him by the anklc
with your pincers. Then, when he wakes up, he
will seo me sticking out my tongue over his head,
and he will be frightened, and*will surrender.”

It all happened as the lizard said it would. The
beetle slipped up cpiictly to the dwarf, and, turning
over on one side, so as to get a better hold, he
seized him by the ankle. The dwarf woke up
suddenly, was greatly frightened at seeing the
lizard making terrible faces above him, and surren-
dered. His captors then told him what they were
trying to find, and ordered him to come and help
them.

They all went on together, and the dwarf said to
the beetle:

“If you had pinched a little hardcr, you would
have taken off my foot.”

“ If you had not surrendcred,” replied the beetle,
“ 1 might have been obliged to do so; but if you
will help us cheerfully, no harm shall come to
you.”

For a long time the three searched the woods
diligently. They looked under every leaf, and in
every'crack; and the dwarf dug with his pick in
many spots where the lizard thought the ground
looked as if a cork stopper were concealed beneath
it.  But no stopper could they find.

“ It is very necessary that it should be found,”
said the beetle. “ Onc of the pages told me all
about it. It was lost in these very woods, three
days ago, by the lady of yon castle. And, since
that time, her maids of honor have been obliged to
take turns in holding their thumbs over the top
of her perfume-bottlc, to keep the valuablc odor
from escaping; and they are getting very tired
ofit.”

After more fruitlcss search, the beetle and the
lizard said that they must go and take a nap, for
they were much fatigued; but they told the dwarf
he must keep on looking for the stopper, for he had
had his nap under the toad-stool.

When he was left to himself, the dwarf did not
look very long for the stopper. “ It will be a great
deal easicr,” he said to himself, “ to make a new
cork stopper than to find that oid one. | will make
a new cork stopper for the lady in yon castle.”

So he looked about until he found a cork-trec.
Then, with his little pickax, he chipped off a
small portion of the rough outer bark from the
lower part of the trunk, and carefully cut out a
piecc of the soft cork which grew beneath. This
piece was ncarly as big as himself, but he lifted it
casily, for it was so light; and carried it to his own
house, which was not far away, in the forcst.
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There he took a sharp little knifc, and cancd ad
cut the cork into the shape of a bottle-stopper-
making it very small at onc cnd and Lirge at tre |
other, so that it would fit almost any boule. W,
a small file he made it smoothcr tlwn any cak
stopper ever seen before, The lowerend «asat
off flat, while the top was beautifully rounded
Then he took somc paint and litlic bnishes. andl
painted the top in curious dcsigns of grecn. anjl
gold, and red. When he had finishcd it, it «351
the most beautiful cork stopper e\cr scen.

Then he put it on his shoulder and vanwith iti
to the place where he had left the beetleandthel
lizard, taking their naps.

“Hi! hil” cried the two cornpanions, when|
they awoke. “ Have you rcally found it?”

“ No,” said the truthful dwarf, " there wes ol
use in looking any longer for that oid stopiier, ml
I have made a new' one, which, 1 ain sare, willlit|
the pcrfumc-bottle of the lady of yon castle. Let|
us hurry, and take it to her. I :un stire site woud(
much rather have the new stopper than to firdtre|
ofid one.”

“We should think so, indeed!” cried trel
othcrs.  And they all set off for the castle toggther. |

When the lizard, the beetle, and the dnarf—tel
latter carrying the stopper on his shoulder—p-1
pcared at the castle, thej' were welcomed withl
great joy. The stopirer was put into the ladysl
pcrfumc-bottle, and it was found to fit exadlyl
Then cvcrybody chcercd merrily, cspecially thej
maids of honor, with their tired thumbs.

“ But,” said the lady of the castle, “inylcst|
stopper is not found after all.”

“No,” said the dwarf, “ it is not, but thisone|
fits just as well, docs it not ?”

“ Yes,” said the lady, “ but I wantcd the saine]
one that | lost.”

“ But is not this just as pretty?” askoed ihel
dwarf. |

‘It is a great deal prettier,” 4iid the bdy.l
“ but it is not the one. It is not the stopperl|
lost, and which | hopcd to get back again.”

“ But it keeps the smcll in just as well, dxsiij
not ?” said the dwarf, a little crossly.

“Yes,” answered the lady, “ but tat docSn«|
make it the same stopper, docs it 2 1

“ Oh, pshaw !” said the dwarf. “ 1 think dwj
will do just as well as the oid onc. |l
well, and it is a great deal prettier; and the oidl
one can’t be found. | think everybody ““S*'“I
be satisficd with this new stopper, and fogd |
about the oid onc.”

“ So do we 1” said the lizard and the botle

“ And so do we,” cried the maids of honor a |
all the courtiers, and the pcoplc who stooda e |

“ Well,” said the lady,” | suppose itwiH hant |
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It isvery pretty, and it fits, and the reward
jj bepaid to thesc little creaturcs. llut it is not
hesamcstopper, after all.”
The reward was a large golden pitcher, with en-

gBed sidcs. It was too hcavy for the dwarf, the
leitlc, and the lizard to carry away with them, and
trevhad to leavc it on the shelf where it stood.
bu they had ihc satisfaction of knowing that it was
ireir own.
“Let me go,” said the dwarf, as he hurried
@, “to linish my nap under a toad-stool. It
not be the same toad-stool | was sleeping

HOW SHOCKIR G !
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under before; but, if it is just ;is good, it will do
e[uite as well. 1 have never heard as much silly
talk as | have heard this day. |If a thing is just
as good as another thing, what difiference does it
makc whethcr it is the same thing or not ?”

“ It makes no difference at all,” said the lizard;
“ but some peoplc are so particular. We ought to
be satisfied with what we can get.”

“ Yes,” said the beetle. “ That is true; and |
want you to understand that the handle of the
pitcher is yours. The dwarf can have the spout,
and all the rest is mine.  Let us be satisfied.”

HOW SHOCK ING!

My grandma met a fair gallant one day,
And, blushing, gave the gentleman a daisy.
Now, ifyour grandma acted in that way,

Would you not think the dear oid soul was crazy ?
O—h, Grandniamma !

And then the gentleman bent smiling down.
And told my grandma that he loved hcr dearly;
And grandma, smiling back, forgot to frown,

—Ah, Grandpa nods!

So he recalls it clearly ?

O—h, Grandpapa/
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THE MASTIFF AND HIS MASTER.

By SUSAN COOLIDGE.

A CERTAIN young mastifif bcing near dog’s
estate, his innster judged best to trim and shortcn
his cars. This the mastilT thought hard, and
complaincd accordingly. But as he grcw older and
met dogs of various tempers, he was often obliged
to fight for himself and his rights : then his short
ears gave grcat advantagc, for they furnishcd no
hold to the enemies’ teeth, while the long-earcd
dogs, whom he had formerly envied, carne from
the fray torn and suffering. “ Aha!” said the
mastiff, “ my master knew better than | what
was good for me. ”— Oid Fabl/c.

“ But why must n’t 1 ?” said Towser.

Towser was not a dog, as you might supposc,
but the nickname of a boy. Exactly why his
school-fellows should have chosen this nickname
for Tom Kane 1 don’t know; perhaps because his
brown, short-noscd face was a little like a dog’s—
perhaps because he was bold and resolute, a good
figlucr, and tough in defensc of his rights and
opinions. 1 hardly think it was this last reason,
howevcr. Boys are not much given to analyzing
charactcr, and are apt to judge things and peo-
pie by a happy-go-lucky instinct, which some-
timos leads them right and sometimes wrong. But
whatever the reason may have been, Towser was

Tom’s school-namc, and stuck to him through lifg
Even his wife called him so,—when he grciv upa
had a wife,—and the last time | saw him, hislill
girl was stroking his hair and sayiiig, “ PnpaTo-|
ser,” in imitation of her mother. fowser isnta
pretty fiame, but it sounded pretty from
May’s lips, and 1 never heard thtil | om djct
to the titlc, either as man or boy.

But to return to the time when he was a boy.

“Why must n’t 1?” he said again. “ Allhi
fellows are going except me, and 11l like to, od
so much.”

1t is n’t a question of like. answecred|
father, rather grimly. “ It ’s a question oic
and can’t. All the other boys have rich fathosij
or, if not rich, they are not poor likc me. Itsnd
enough that thcir sons should go off on campi'
parties.  TWnty-five dollars hcrc and
thcre is n’t much to any of ’eni, but it’s a giat
dcal for you. And what s more, Tom. there diii’
that if they 'd takc you for nothing, itis *
good thing for you, any way you fixit. 1F.
your schooling, and 1paid for those boxingteson”
and may be, another year, | Il manage the subscnr"
tion to the boat, for 1 want you to grow up dray
and rcady with your fists, and your mind, ad .
parts of you. You ’ll have to fight your way, m)|
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I. jd I wanl you to turn out true grit when the
L comes. But when it’s a case of camping
L «eck, or extra holidays, or spending money
[circuses and ininstrels and such trash, | shut

You ’ll he all the better off in the cnd
Lut this fun and idling and getting your head

Lthc idea of always having a ‘good time.’

;'s what you ‘re mcant for, and if you don’t
irlcme now for bringing you up tough, you will
vau 're @ man, with may be a boy of your

|ilr. Kane was a silent, gruff, long-headed man,
Inever wasted words, and this, the longest
Idch he had ever been known to make, im-
1Towser not a little. He did say to himself,
lagrumbling tone, “ Pretty hard, 1 think, to be
tof so at every turn,” but he said it softly, and
yonce, and before long his face clcared, and,
;his hat, he went to tell the boys that he
int join the camping party.
| \Well, 1say it’s a confounded shamc ! de-
M Tom AVhite.
jcai your pa retil mean,” joined in Archie
Icty.
|"Vou ‘d better not cali him anything of the
while 1 °’m around,” said Towser, with an
gy look Il his eyes, and Archie shrank and
iromore.  Tom was vexed and sore enough
Ihcart, but he was n’t going to let any boy speak
iicspecifully of his father.
“l say, though,” whispered Harry Blake, get-
ghis arin around Tom’s neck, and leading him
[ayfromthe others, “ | 'm real disappointed, oid
Could n’t it be managed? | ’d lcnd you
Ifthe money.”
|Harry's mother was a widow, well off, and very
lugot, and he had more pocket-money at com-
Jind than any one clsc in the school.
iTowser shook his head.
| “Noiisc,” he said. “ Father don’t want me to
>farmore reasons than the money. He says | 've
utowork hard all my life, and | ’d better not get
Othe way of having good times; it ’d soften me.
Id 1'd not do so well by and by.”
How horrid!” cried Harry, with a shudder.
1niglad Mother docs n’t talk that way.”
iHany lilake was fair and slender, with auburn
F- which wavLcl naturally, and a delicatc throat
pwitcas a girl’s
ifom hxiked at him with a sort of rough, pitying
ans.

Rlad, too,” he said. “ You ’d dio if you
‘torough it much, Harry. | ’m tougher, vou
* Itwont hurt me.”
surdy satisfaction carne with these words that

tondc up for the disappointment about the
goeli

m

Still, it was pretty hard to see the boys start with-
out him. Ten days later they returned. The
mosquitoes were very thick, they said, and they
had n’t caught so many fish as they expcctcd. Joe
Bryce had hurt his hand with a gun-lock, and Harry
Blake was half sick with a coid. Still, they had
had a pretty good time on the whole. Mr. Kane
listened to this report with a dry twinkle in his eyes.

“Two hundred dollars gone in giving twenty
young fellows a ‘pretty good’ time,” he said.
“ Well, all the fools are n’t dead yet. You stick to
what you ’re about, Towser, my boy.”

And Towser did stick, not only then, but again
and again as time went on, and first this schemc
and then that was started for the amuscment of the
boys. Now it was an excursién to Boston; ncxt, the
formation of an amateur rifle company; after that
a voyage to the fishing-banks. Every few months
something was proposed, which fircd Towser’s im-
agination, and made him want to join, but always
his father held firm, and he had no share in the
frolics. It seemed hard enough, but Mr. Kane was
kind as well as strict; he treated his son as if he
were already a man, and argued with him from a
man’s point of view; so, in spite of an occasional
outburst or grumblc, Towser did not rebel, and his
life and ideas gradually molded themselvcs to his
father’s wish.

At sixtcen, while most of the other boys were fit-
ting for college, Towser left school and went into
the great Pcrrin Iron Works, to learn the busincss
of machine-making. He began at the foot of the
ladder; but, being quick-witted and steady, with a
natural aptitude for mechanics, he climbed rapidly,
and by the time he was twenty was prometed to a
foremanship. Harry Blake carne home from college
soon after, having graduated with the dignity of a
“ second dispute,” as a quizzical fricnd remarked,
and settled at home, to “ read law,” he said, but
in reality to practico the flute, make water-color
sketches, and wastc a good deal of time in desultory
pursuits of various kinds. He was a sweet-
tempercd, gentlemanly fellow, not strong in health,
and not at all fond of study; and Tom, who over-
topped him b> a head, and with one muscular arm
could managc him like a child, felt for him the
tender dcference which strength often pays to
weakness. It was almost as if Harry had been a
girl; but Tom never thought of it in that light.

So matters went on till Towser was twenty-one
and beginning to hopo for another rise in position,
when suddenly a great black cloud swooped down
on the Perrin Iron Works. | don’t mean a real
cloud, but a cloud of troublc. All the country felt
its dark influence. Banks stoppcd paymcnt, mer-
chants failed, stocks lost their valué, no onc knew
what or whom to trust, and the wheels of industry
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cverywhcre were at a stand-still.  Among the rest
the Perrin Company was forccd to suspend work
and discharge its hands. Tom was a trusted
fellow, and so much in tlic confidcncc of his cm-
ploycrs as to know for some time beforehand of the
change that was coming. He staid to the cnd, to
help wind up books and put mattcrs in order, and
he and Mr. Perrin were the last pcrsons to walk out
of the big door.

“ Good-bye, Tom,” said Mr. Perrin, as he turned
the kcy in the heavy lock, and stoppcd a momecnt
to shake hands.  “ You ’'ve done wcll by us, and if
things are cvcr so that we can take another start,
wc ’ll do well by you in our turn.”

They shook hands, and Tom walkcd away, with
a month’s wages in his pocket and no particular
idea wliat to do next. Was he down-hcarted ?
Not at all. Therc was somcthing somewhere that
he could do; that, he was sure of; and, although
he lookcd grave, he whistled cheerily cnough as he
marchcd along.

Suddenly turning a cérner, he ran upon Harry
Blakc, walking in a listless, dejectcd way, which at
once caught his attention.

“ Halloo—what ’s up?” inquircd Tom.

“ Have n’t you hcard?” replied Harry, in a mcl-
ancholy voice. “ The Tiverton Bank has gone to
smash, with most of our money in it !”

“Your money !”
My mother’s.
“ Was it much ?

“

It ’s the same thing exactly.”

Is the bank gone for good ?”
Sure smash, they say, and seven-cighths of all
we have.”

Tom gavc a whistle of dismay.

“Wecll, Harry, what next?” he dcmanded.
“ Have you thought of anything to do?”

“No. Whatcan I do?” Harry’ voice sounded
hopeless enough.

What could Harry do? Tom, who had ncver
wastcd a night’s sleep ovcr his own future, lay
awakc more than once dchating this question.
Hard times were hard times to him, as wcll as to
cverybody else, but he had a little money laid by,
his habits were simple, and to pinch for a whilc
cost him small suffering; besidcs, he could turn his
hand to almost anything—but poor Harry? One
plan after another suggested itself and was pro-
posed, but each in turn preved a failurc. Harry
lacked bodily strength for one position, for another
he had not the requisite training, still another was
unsuited to his tasto, and a fourth sounded so
“ ungenteel ” that his mother would not listen to
it. It would brcak her heart, she said. Tom him-
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self got a temporary place ina Ioooimtivc—srml
which tided him over the crisis, and cnabledhi |
to lend a helping hand, not to Harry only, but™!
one or two other oid comrades whosc familb hadl
lost everything and were in cxtrvinity. 1Sut
small aids were not enough.
were what were needed. At last Harryobtaincdal
clerkship in a drug-storc. He disikcd it and hisl
mother hated it, but nothing bciter offered, and it|
is to his crcdit that he did the work well and dili-I
gently, and only relieved his niind bv privatel
grumblings to Towser in the cvenings.

“ 11 tell you what,” said Tom onc night, afic
paticntly listening to onc of thcsc laincntations.|
“you boys uscd to think my fatlicr strict with i '
when we were at school together, but | \caore
to the conclusion that he was a wisc man. What
should 1 be now if 1 ’d grown up suft and cas
hurt, like you? Giving knocks and taking ki
—that ’s what a business nian’s lifc is. and ii'sa
good thing to be toughencd forit. | uscd lo fedl
liard to my fathcr about it too. sometimes. bul |
thank him heartily now,” and be bcid out hd
brown, strong hand, and lookcd ai it curiousl
and affectionately. Wcll he might. Those liai
were keys to pick Fortune’s locks with,—only Fiti
afraid Towser’s inind was hardiy up to such!
notion.

“.You’rc right,” said Harry, aftcr thinkinga
littlc, “ and your father was right. You *ctn
grit, Towser,—up to any work llial comesd
and sure to succced, while |’m as casily kiiodel
down as a girl. | only wish 1°d had a wisc fathcr|
and becn raised tough, like you.”

Harry has repeated this wish a good many tiu
in the years that have passcd since tlicn. Lifeli
gone hardly with him, and business has alwayshcci
distastcful, but he has kept on slcadily, and hi
position has improved, thanks lo Tom’s .idviccani
help. Tom himself is a rich man now. He «
long since taken in as a partner by tiic I'ea
Company, which rc-opcncd its works the yeai did
the panic, and is doing an immcnse business.
makes a sharp and cncrgetic manager. lu rk
open-handedness and opcn-hcartedncss grow '(tB
his growth, and prosperity only furnishcs «idj
opportunity for a wise kindncss to those wo
Icss fortinate. His own good fortune he awgj|
ascribcs to his father’s encrgetic training, mi
Mr. Kane, who is an clderly man now, hes|
nod his head and reply; *“ 1toid you so, m
I told you so. A habit of honcst work ixthe bg
luck and the best fortune a man can bavc.

Pcrmancnt situaiiolsl
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KNCH ANTMKNT.

By Margaret Vandegrift.

From my hammock | look toward the oid willow-tree,
And | feel likc a bird, while | lie there swinging,
And when nobody ’s ncar to listen to me,
[ mock the cat-bird, whistling and singing.
1 had my fairy-book yesterday,
Rcading Tom Thiimb and all the othcrs,
And | cried when he took the crowns away.
And made that poor oid Blundcrborc slay
The princcsses, thinking he had the brothcrs.

| lay there thinking, and singing a hymn,
Because ! felt sad, and the church-bell was ringing,
‘Il the twilight made cvcrything round me grow dim,
V little wind blew, and the hammock was swinging.
It was not the fencc—they may say what they will,
There was a fencc there, with the top cut all pointofl,
But fences don’t bow—they stand pcrfcctly still,
They do not have voices, all mournful and shrill.
And they don’t look like dolls, half alive and stiff-jointed.

And fences don’t sing—oh ! 1 heard them quite plainly,
I'heir sad little music carne over the Street,

They had all pointcd crowns, though they looked so ungainly.

And though they were n’t pretty, their singing was sweet!
At lirst it all jumbled, but after a while

1 found out the words that each princess was wailing.
And, though 1 was sorry, | could not but smile,
For they sang, “ Oh, who /las nailed us up in this style?

What, what is life worth, if one’s fast to a railing?”

The cat-bird flew ovcr to comfort them—he

Sang better than they did—much louder and clearer.
He sang to one poor little princess, “ Just see!

Don’t look at the dusty road, see what is ncarer,
A wild rose is wovcn all over your crown,

And a daisy is growing right here at your feet;
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A velvety mullein has made you a gown.”
But the poor little princess sobbed out, with a frown:
“ Life, fast to a railing, can never be sweet!”

fs . He tried the next princess: “ Your highness perccives
{f How this beautiful trec makes a bower above you;
You can listen all day to the whispering leaves.
And they touch you so gently, they surely must love you.
Then this blackberry-bush, with its wreath of whitc flowers—”
But the princess broke in, with her sad little wailing:
Oh, don’t talk to me of your flowers and bowers,
They are nothing to me”—herc her tears fcll in showers—
“ Less than nothing at all, while I'm fast to this railing!”

The cat-bird, discouraged, carne back to his nest.

And the princesses still kept on sighing and wccping;
They must have said more, but | don’t know the rest—
A great big black ant on my elbow was creeping.

And he was the wizard, | really believe,
Who had kept the poor princesses fast to the railing;
For when | had shaken him out of my sleeve,
I looked over the way, and | could n’t but grieve;
There was nothing at all but that oid pointed paling.

But to-day, when the school-room was dusty and hot.
And | thought of my hammock, and wishcd | was in it
Till I missed in my spclling, bccause | forgot;
| felt like those princesses, just for a minute.
Then | happened to think of that dear cat-bird’s song.
And | thought everybody is fast to so/jw railing;
But the flowers and cat-birds and trees can’t be wrong,
The time will seem only more tiresome and long
If we spcnd it complaining, and weeping, and wailing.
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By Ernest

THOS= reaclers of Sr. NiCHOLAS who were so
ioiuretc as lo wandcr through the long aisles of

itc Centcnnial Exhibition in 1876, will perhaps
terenber the South African section. It sticks in
Bvmemory on account of two things: One, a

all, hcary stone ring used by the savage Bush-
itiey and the other, the ostrich-hatching oven.
Evcrvbody knows what an ostricli looks like,—a
hid standing as high upon its legs as a pony, and
hadinga very small and stupid-looking head upon
amndk as long as its legs. As though all the
(eadicr-niaterial in the bird’s make-up had been
«ded for the plumes, the whole head and neck
ae almost haré, being sprinkled with only a few
par bits of elown and hair in place of fcathers,
itile the legs are positively nakcd. Even the
curtbndy is hut imperfectly clothed, and the tail
Bridiculously bobbcd. But in two rows on the
«ngs, and falling over the root of the tail, is a
jcdth of phunage that makes up for all these
iciencies—inasses of black, white, and gray
Gaihors of large size and graccful curve, crowding
me another iii cxcpiisitely soft drapery, all the
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kecautiful hecause surprising in a creaturc
®'Ki)uth in e\ cry other fcature. Thesc graceful

«n”cntsare the “ ostrich plumes.”
the very carliest times thesc great, soft,
/"Ping fcathers attracted the cyes of the mcn—or
" ; ihewomen first'—who found them droppcd

Ingersoll.

on the desert; and they were perhaps the first orna-
ments in the hair of those oid wild ancestors of
ours who lived long beforc writtcn history bogan.

Therc are two sorts of ostrichcs,—some natural-
ists say more,—both living in open country. Onc,
the African “ caniel” ostrich, dwells in the Sahara
deserts of the northern half of that contincnt, and
in the wide dry plains at the south. The other,
the “ cassowary,” belongs to the sterile pampas of
Patagonia. Bcsides this, the sandy barrcns of Aus-
tralia have bcen, or are now, the bornes of somc-
what similar birds, of gigantic staturc.

Ostriches are runncrs. They have no wings
worth mention, and can no more fly than the
jackals that chase them. Hardly raising thcir
wings, then, but only taking enormous strides with
their long and muscular legs, they will outstrip any
but a fast horse, and, unlike the swift antelopes,
they have endurancc cnough to continué the race
a long time. Very wary in some respects, while
exccssively stupid in others, ostriches can not be
killed easily without stratagem, and the natives
of the countrics which they inhabit, thereforc, prac-

HATCHING-M ACHINE.

tice various dcvices to entrap thcm, or to get near
cnough to shoot them. In one of these plans, the
hunter stiffcns out the skin of an ostrich so that
its head stands up pretty naturally, and then, put-
ting the skin ovcr his head and shouldcrs, he ap-
proaches a fiock slowly, making thcm bclieve that



iQ2

it is simply another bird coming up, until he is
within arrow-range. When but slightly wounded,
however, the ostrich is a dangerous animal to get
near to, since a blow with its foot has forcé enough
to knock a man down or to break his leg.

Tlie Indians who inhabil the drcary, wind-swept,
treeless and chilling plains of Patagonia, depend
upon thcir ostrich for a large part of their food and
clothing, and hunt it in a most excitingway. They
own hcrds of tough and hardy ponics, that are
swift of foot for a short distancc, and very clever at
Inmting. They have also any number of fleet-
footed mongrcl dogs. When they discovcr one or
two, or, rarcly, a group of cassowaries, they en-
deavor, by crceping along bchind ridgcs, to get as

ri.Nil.SO A NEST

ncar as possiblc lo the game without alarming it.
Meanwhile, they throw aside thcir fur capes, and
dctach from the saddlc their bolas, rcady for use.
The bolas are thcir wcapons, and consist of two or
sometimes tbrcc balls of lead—frcquently, simply
stones—covcred with Icather, and united by thongs
about four feet long.

OSTRICII - KARMING.

When the Indian finds he can steal upnoi,
to the ostrich, he spurs his horse and <ws
Chase. Grasping the thong of his bolas,lie ii,
them rapidly around his hcad, and, ashe *
closc to his game, lets them fly. riieydtrkct,
bird, twine around its body and legs, ad th
it down. Before it can get frce, the’indian"
ridden up, and dispatched it with a knife or daf
it rcquires great skill to huri the bolas wH i
when, mounted upon a wild Ptmipas-pony, voual
racing over the breezy plains after the s«4-ihvj,|
bird and the closc-pursuing hounds, wvou fod th
nothing can stir the blood into kcener actionorc
better be called sport.
The nests of ostriches Xary greatly, thow)
always built on the grmind. (ieneraliL
a high, dry spot is sclccted, where ihel
is plenty of hcrbage. which niav
hcapcd into a rim around a dyi
scratched out by the feet. liut
birds will choosc a most ill-judged dJ
where the eggs may be droancd in|
pool during the first min-storni.
for somc ne.sts you must searchlong.i
closcly, while othcrs are placed in U
most open positions. .\s a rue itj
the malc that builds the nest, ad1
also sits the longcst, and .ihms:
night, the fcmalc taking her tumdi
ing the day-time. In the careoftl
eggs the birds dificr greatly, sonebein
cxtremely anxious lest their tn
shall suffer cx])osurc, or be inerdey
with, while othcrs seem entirely carde
about what may happen. So, tmo
ostrich will dcfcnd his nest or yalij
family to the last extremity of:
strength, while another will dcsert 1
home or brood before an cncmyintfi|
most cowardly manner. Reirenibi
thesc individual diflercnces, onc oill
farmers at the Cape gave ashisr
for enjoying the cultivation of the brd
that he never could inake out i
characters, and so was constantly aie
by some novelty in their bchavior.
The dozcn or two eggs that ae1
by the ostrich are preciscly like turkg®
eggs in color, but of grcater sz
would hold tbrcc pints of waterorn
let, and when frcsh, they are good to cl.
to thelndian or the Bushman, thesc egs <
chiefly valuablc for thcir thick shclls, at
which he makes his cups and pitchers and «ro
jars. In South Africa, particularly, w.aterist
trcmely scarcc and prccious.  The wild retce
thereforc, cmpty the eggs through small holes.JI
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j the shells with water, corking up the orifices.
ifmthey are going on ajourney, they make net-
soui of twinc, formed from bark or rushes, and

day’s journey in the sun, they bury the corked
shells in the ground for an liour or two.
For the first three or four days after coming out

A IIEKD OF OSTRICHES AT THE WATEIIING-IU.XCE

of the siiell, we are told, the chicks eat nothing

whatevcr, “ but sit on their haunches and imbibe

ioc cacli shell in a bag. Thus inclosed and
titoclctl in ihc nctting, the stout egg-shells can

tied together tind safely carried over a man’s their first impressions of nature.” It would be a

FEEDINC THE YOUNG OSTKICHKS.

lde, nron the backs of oxen; and, in these

Ph' ostrich-cgg shells supply drinking-water for

>ips across the desert. To cool it, after a
"L V1I1—38.

curious thing to know just how the world looks to a
baby ostrich; the first things caten are not food,
but pebbles, sand, and bits of the shells from which
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the birds have recently been hatchcd. Later, thcy
take mouthfuls of grass, then bcgin to snatch up
insects and lizards, and mcanwhile are becoming
expert in the art of suddenly disappearing at a
warning cry from the watchful parent. “ This
thcy do by diving under a bush where possible,
and lying on the ground with thcir bodics as flat
as possible, and their necks strctchcd out upon
the earth. Here thcy lie motionless as a lump
of clay—and not unlike it in appearance, even to
the practiced eyc—until the dangcr is over.” Such
nativo wisdom is early suppleniented in their infant
brains, however, by the farmcr’s lessons.

Sometimos a stout young ostrich ser\-es as sad-
dle-horse for a rider as advcnturous as a Bushboy.
It is strong and flcet enough for the purposc,
but too stupid to be guidcd satisfactorily, or to be
trusted not to run away and perhaps spill the
rider. In the Zoological Gardens of London,® chil-
dren are sometimes allowed to ridc upon ostriches,
in the care of an attendant. They are said by
the people of the Cape of Good Hope to be very
gentle and funny as pcts, though full of mischief.

But | am forgctting the promise of my titlc—to
describe ostricli-farming.

The ostrich-farm is a South African idea, and
has becomc a great industry at the Cape colony.
It is said to have becn founded by accident.
Formerly the supplying of plumes was almost wholly
in the hands of the Arab traders, who traveled
throughout the interior of Africa, and English
merchants at the Cape had littlc hold upon it,
though prices were high and great profits possi-
ble. The Arab dealers would bring to the coast
from the interior, also, many ostriches’ eggs to scll
in the villages as food, or to send to Europc as
ornaments, often witli odd, elabérate car\ings upon
the shells. The story goes that one day, about
twenty-five years ago, an Algerian trader, having
a heavier cargo than he could carry, left a few
eggs in a cupboard adjoining a bakery in the vil-
lage. Two months afterward, he was astonished
to find thcre a chick for cvery cgg he had left. Of
course, the young ostriches were dcad, but it was
cvident that they had bcen artificially hatched
by the warmth from the ncighboring fire. A
French army officer, hcaring this fact, set himself
to learn whcther he could rcgularly hatch out
the eggs in an artificial oven or “ incubator,” and
afterward raise the young birds until they should
grow of a size to bcar salable fcathers ; and at last
he succeedcd.

It was hardly to be expected that the slow-
golng people of Algicrs should turn the discovery
to profit at once, but a wide-awake Englishman
hcard of it and immediately tried the cxperiment
in South .Africa, for thcre were plcnty of ostrich-

OSTRICH-

KARMING. D
eggs to be had thcre, and he knew that succ®

would bring him plenty of money. The oqaerimn|
led to many improvements upon the fiist ae

until now ostrich-farming is a wcll-settlcd business!

and of the several millions of dollars’ i\,uihch
plumes exported from Africa every year, the Gye
colony scnds o\er three-ciuarters, «hollyofartilidall
production, and procurecl from about halfamillioni
of tame birds. I

The ostrich-farmcr becgins by havinganimmensel
grassy range inclosed by fenccs, which need bel
neithcr high fior stout. Then he huys a fewbirdsl
from another farmcr, for which he pays framael
hundred to five hundrcd dollars apiece, huildshisl
hatching-machinc, or incubator, and is ready.

Incubators are of x'arious patterns, but al ad
intcnded to sen-e the same purpose, nanely, to|
imitate just as closcly as possible the natnral|
warmth of the bird when sitting. To accoplish|
this, a large chest or burean is built, in which vatsl
of hot water are arranged across the whole brcadih,|
Betwecn these vats tire sets of'sliding boes, '
drawers. In these are laid the eggs, wapped i
flanncl, and then, by a systeni of soows, th
drawers are placed closc up under the hot-waid]
vats. It sounds easy, but six wccks are
to liatch out the chicks, and wc are told
“duringall this period, threc times each day, |
farmcr must turn the eggs, so ;is to prescnt firsi
onc sido and then another to the lifehringni
warmth. He must follow naturc as closclyasp
sible, for the degrecs of heat and moisture, andt
like, must be just right, or otherwisc mischicfil
done. He must, moreover, with delicate carel
when the proper momcent comes, assist the youni
chick to frce itself from the shcll, and tenh
must tenclerly nursc the bird during its early hdp
less days.”

The young ostriches, after tliree or fuur daja
cat all sorts of green ibod, and are rogularly fg
and careci for by a scrvant—thirty or fortyyoun®
sters kecping one man busy. Thcy .aetemea
gentle cnough, and when thcy get fairlygrowna
so hardy that no more anxiety is felt about tk
heallh, and they are turned out upon the i
ranch to shift for thcmselvcs, exceptingin linesfl
unusual drought, when they must I)c fed ThJ
eat nearly everything ediblc, and comical sto®
are told of their appetite and powcrs of digesti

I read the other day that an ostrich at tne
den of Plants, Paris, having accidcntariy Stranj
itself, the stomach was opencd and «as fon |
contain fifteen pcbbles, seven nails, a scarf-pM
envclope, a franc picce and thirtcen sous map™
money, two keys, a picce of a pockct-handkerc
with the letter * R ” embroidercd onit.a;~
of Leo XII1., and a cross of the Legion °%

AAnd in ihe Bols de Boulogne, Paris; see St. Nichoi.as forJnly, 1874,
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COLLECTINC THE OSTRICHES INTO THE CORIIAIL,

Fe ponr birtis at tbc Cape do not get such luxu-
iciisfaic, but must confine themsclves to pcbbles,
[ivhidi. savd a rccent writer, as many as itinc
Istévi/have been found in a single bird’s gizzard !
pese hard substances are swallowcd to assist the
nshing of the food and so make the process of
igktiat easier.  Our domestic fowls follow the
"plan on a small scale.
| nthe wide rango of a Cape farm, the birds can
1nestsand lay eggs as though in a wild State,
linthe spring it is a part of the farm-work to
1these eggs .and take them to be artificially
tded This is not only difficult, but sometimes
nlos: for the ostrich, although usually timid
linofiersive, will now and then defend his nest
1great couragc, and so becomes a dangerous
Koy for an unarmed and perhaps unmounted
Many a negro has been killcd by a blow
thechest or face from the sharp-clawcd foot.
Tre whnle object of ostrich-culture being the
he? the pliickings of the birds are the most
tprenl evenls of the year; these occur twice.
ndtinies a bird will be ready when only a year
r generally another six months are aclded
litiagebefore the first plucking. The operation
|Petfonned in two ways. One is a rough-and-
emcthod, requiring the help of six men, but
jpanislcss often followed than in formcer years,
taw. in the violcnt strugglcs with the birds,
bjury frequently happens to the phtckers,
1teinctines a leg of an ostrich is broken, in
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FOR FLCCKINC

which case the bird has to be Kkillcd, however
valuable it may be.

On large farms, wherc thcre are plenty of birds,
a more humane plan is pursucd. Mounted men
collcct a herd of the birds to be plucked, and partly
drive, partly entice, them into a small yard or
“ corral,” by a liberal supply of Indian corn, called
“ mealies” in South Africa. The corral, or pen,
has a movable side, and when it is full * this side is
run in, and the birds are crowded so closc together
that they can not sprcad their wings fior Kick.
The men then go among them and pluck or cut the
feathcrs. The operation sccms to have little pain
for the birds, and the feathers bcgin to grow again
at once.” There sccms to be no limit to the time
when feathcrs will be rcproduced, birds eighteen or
twenty years oid still yielding plentifully. A good
pair of breeding ostriches is now worth a thousand
dollars, and feathers sell for thrcc hundrcd and
fifty dollars a pound, numbcring from seventy-fivc
to onc hundrcd plumcs, sorted according to color,
thosc from the fcmalc being usually lightest. The
feathers of the Patagonian ostrich are far inferior,
and do not bring anything like so high a price.

And all the skill and fatigue of the hunter, all
the risk, troublc, painstaking, patient caro, and
closc obscrx’ation of the ostrich-farmer, are given
in order that the ladics of America and Europe
may add the handsome flowing plumes of this
ungainly bird to the already vast and varied store
of ornamcnts for bonnets and dresses.
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PHAETON ROGERS.»

By Rossiter Johnson.

Chapter XIII.
A LYRIC STRAIN.

The impulse which had scnt Ncd and me head-
long toward Jimmy’s home as soon as we heard
of the accident, found itself exhausted when we
reached the gate. As if by concert, we both carne
to a dead halt.

“What shall we do?” said Ned. “ If Jimmy
were alive we could whistlc and cali him out; or we
might even go and knock at the door. But | don’t
know how to go into a house where somebody ’s
dead. | wish we had gone first and asked Jack-in-
the-Box what was the right way to do.”

“ Perhaps Jimmy isn’t dead,” said I.
no black crape on the door.”

“There s

ACopyright,+1880; by Rossitet Johnson.

“That does n't prove it,” said Ned; “fa
Jimmy’s folks might not have any crape mih
house.”

While we were still debating what wes proa
to be done, the front door opened, and Jack-in tie
Box carne out.

“You rc the very boy—I mean man— waiiti
to see,” said Ned, running up to him, and speak
in a whisper.

“ That ’s fortinate,” said Jack.
do for you?”

“Why, you see,” said Ned, “wc came rigj
over here as soon as we heard about Jimmy. P
we don’t know the right way to go into a ha
where anybody ’s dead. We never did it before

“Jimmy is n’t dead,” said Jack.
Ned gave a great bound. | suppose that pema

“What can|

All rights rescrved.
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jicfdt as if he had been suddenly acquitted of a
thirge of murder.

“Oh. Jack, how lovely !” said he, and threw his
ams around Jack’s neck. “ But | suppose he
jiustbehurt, though?”

“Yes.” said Jack, “ he ’s pretty badly hurt.”

“&ill, if he’s alive, we can do something for
hir” said Ned.

«Oh! ccrtainly,” said Jack. “ A great deal can
e done for him—a great deal has been done
jlied- But 1think you ’d better not go in to see
hmjust yct. Wait a few days, until he has
btcomestronger,” and Jack hurried away.

\\estill lingered before the house, ancl presently
alittle girl carne out, cyed us curiously, and then
nentto swinging on the chain which supported the
veigt that kept the gate shut. “ You don’t seem

goalong,” said she, after a while.

\\& made no answer.

“Did you want to know about my brother
Jimmy?” said she, after another pause.

“Mes,” said 1, “ we ’d be glad to hear all about
him”

Well, 171l tell you all about it,” said she.
“Jimmy 5 hurt very bad—because he was runned
«er by a wagébn—because he got in the way—
btcaiise ho did n’t see it—because a gentleman
«rted a paper on the other side of the Street—
becase Jimmy was selling them—becauS; he
iramod to get money—because he had to pay a
gd lot of it to a naughty, ugly boy that lives
wer that way somewhere—because he just touched
e of that boy’s oid things, and it fell right to
pexs  Ynd he said Jimmy ’d got to pay money
forit, and should n’t come in his house any more.
\ndJimmy was saving all his money to pay ; and
he’s got two dollars and a half already from the
pecers, besides a dollar that Isaac Holman gave
hmto twritc a poem for him. And that makes
dnudt five dollars, | guess.”

“Let’s go home,” said Ned.

Bt J lingered to ask one question of the talk-
dirc little maidcn.

‘What poem did Jimmy write
Hinen?”

“rdont know,” she answered. “ It’s the only
P*m Jimmy ever would n’t read to me. He said
it very particular, and he must n’t let any-

it.”

for lsaac

Alitarury light dawned
«alted anay.

Aidwes silent for a long time.
J fail sick,” said he.

“What’s the matter?” said I.

The matter is,” said he, “ that everybody scems

“Mg-mg to make out that it ’s all my fault that
iy got hurt.”

in upon me, as we

At last he spoke.
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“ Patsy Rafferty and Jimmy’ sistcr are not
everybody,” said I.

“ Of course not; but they only talk what they
hear other people say.”

“ | suppose you were a little to blame,” said I.

“ Perhaps | was,” said Ncd, “ and | wish I could
do something for him. 1°’d get any amount of
money from Aunt Mercy—if money would do him
any good.”

As our way home led us past Jack’s box, | sug-
gested that we stop and consult him about it.

“ Jack,” said Ned, “ picase tell us cxactly how it
is about Jimmy.”

“ The poor boy is fearfully hurt,” said Jack.
“ One leg is broken, and the other badly bruised.”

“ Do you know of anything we can do for him?”

“ What do you think ofdoing?” said Jack.

“ If money was wanted,” said Ned, and the tears
started in his eyes, “ 1could get him any amount.”

Jack drummed with his fingers on the arm of
his chair, and said nothing for some moments.
Then he spoke slowly; “ | doubt if the family
xvould accept a gift of money from any sourcc.”

“ Could n’t I, at least, pay the doctor’s bili?”

“ You might,” said Jack.

“ Yes, of course,” said Ncd ; “ | can go to the
doctor privately, and tell him not to charge them
a cent, and wc ‘11 pay him. That ’s the way to do
it.  What doctor cio they have ?”

“ Dr. Grill.”

“ Dr. Grill!” Ncd repeated in astonishment.
“ Why, Dr. Grill docs n’t know anything at all.
Father says somebody said if a sick man was made
of glass, and had a Drummond light in his
stomach, Dr. Grill could n’t see what ailed him.”

“Wc don’t need a Drummond light to see what
ails Jimmy,” said Jack, quietly.

“ Still,” said Ned, “ he ought to have a good
doctor. Can’t you tell them to get Dr. Campbell ?
Father says he has tied the croaking artery nine-
teen times. Dr. Campbell is the man for my
money 1 But how quccr it must feel to have nine-
teen hard knots tied in your croaking artery. Do
you think Jimmy’s croaking artery will have to be
tied up, Jack? If it has, | tell you what, Dr.
Campbell ’s the man to do it.”

Jack laughed immoderately. But Ned was not
the only person who ever made himself ridiculous
by recommending a pbysician too enthusiastically.

“ 1 don’t see what you ’re laughing at,” said he.
“ It scems to me it ’s a pretty scrious busincss.”

“ 1 was only laughing at a harmlcss little mis-
takc of yours,” said Jack. “ When you said ‘the
croaking artery,” | presume you meant the carotid
artery—this onc here in the side of the neck.”

“ If that ’s the right fiame of it, that ’s what |
meant,” said Ncd.
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“ And when your father said Dr. Campbell had
tied it ninctccn times,” continucd Jack, Vhe
did n’t mean that he had tied nineteen hard knots
in one person’s, but that he had had occasion to tie
the artery in nineteen different persons.”

“ And will Jimniy’s have to be tied ?” said Ncd.

“ As the carotid artery is in the ncck, and Jim-
my’s injuries are all in his legs, | should say not,”
said Jack.

“ Of course not; 1might have thought of that,”
said Ned. “ But you see, Jack, | don’t know
much about doctor-things anyway, and to-day I
don’t know what | do know, for everybody ’s been
saying | 'm to blame for Jimmy’s hurt, and mak-
ing me fcel like a niurdercr. 1 ’ll do whatevcr you

say, Jack. If you say run for Dr. Campbell, Il
go right away.”
“1 think Dr. Crill will do everything that

ought to be done,” said Jack. “ There ’s nothing
you can do now, but perhaps we can think of
something when Jimmy bcgins to get well.”

“ Then you think he will get wcll ?” said Ned.

“ 1 hopc he will,” said Jack.

“ 1 tell you what it is,” said Ned, as wc con-
tinued our walk toward borne, “ that Jack-in-the-
Box is the nicest fellow that evcr waved a flag.
Sometimes | think he knows more than Father
does.”

A day or two later, Ncd went to seo his aunt,
and | went with him.

“ Aunt Mercy,” said he, “ oneof the best boys
in this town has got badly hurt—run over down by
the dcpot—and his folks are so poor | don’t see
what they ’re going to do.”

“ Yes, | heard about it,” said Aunt Mercy.
was that brother of yours who was to blame.”

“ Oh no, Aunty, Fay had nothing to do with it,”
said Ncd.

“ Don’t tell me, child; | know all about it. Miss
Pinkham carne to calion me, and told me the whole
story. She said the poor little fellow tipped over
a type or something, and one of those Rogers boys
drove him away, and made him go and sell papéis
under the wheels of the cars and omnibuses, to get
money to pay for it. Of course | knew which one
it was, but | did not say anything, | felt so mortified
for the family.”

It is difficult to say what answer Ned ought to
have made to this. To try to convince his aunt that
Miss Pinkham’s versién of the story was incorrect,
would have been hopeless; to plead guilty to the
indictment as it stood, would have been iinjust to
himself; to Icave matters as thcy wecrc, secmed
unjust to his brother. And above all was the
consideration that if he should vex his aunt he
would probably lose the whole object of his visit—
getting help for Jimmy. He remained silent.

“ |t
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“ What wcrc you going to say, Edmuncl Buiton
about poor Jimmy Redmond ?” said his aum

“ 1 was going to say,” Ned answered, " thet |
wishcd | could help him a littlc by paying his
doctor’s bili, and not Ict him know anvthinj
about it.” v

“You lovely, kind boy!” cxclaimed Am
Mercy. “ As soon as you find out what te
doctor’s hili is, come to me, and | 'll fumish yau
the money.”

Jimmy had the best of cave; Mrs. Rogersdd
a great deal, in a quiet, almost unnoiiceable v,
to add to his comforts; and, after a while. it «&s
announced that he might receivo short wisits froa
the boys.

Phacton, Ned, and | were his first visitors. W
found him still lying in bed, in a little room
where the sunbeams poured in at a south ninbw
but not till they had been broken imo all soiis of
shapes by the foliage of a wistaria, the $eds
of which moved with every breeze lij and froaxos
a brcadth of rag carpet.

The walls were ornamented with a dozen orf
twenty pictures—some of thcm out of oid booksandi
papers, and some drawn and painted inwatcr-colorsl
by Jimmy himself—none of them fiamed. Tre
watcr-colors were mainly illustrntions oi his o»ii|
poems. | am not able to say \shethor they
sessect artistic nicrit, for | was a boy at the ting|
and of course a boy, who only knows what pie
him, cannot be expected to know «hat isartisticandl
ought to please him. But some of them ap|Kared|
to me very wonderful, cspecially one that il
tratcd “ The Unlucky Fishcrmen.” It wasathe]
point where Joe and lIsaac were tiying to
a ride behind an 6mnibus. Not only did thehei
themselves appcar completely tiiecl out by thaij
long day of fruitlcss fishing, but ihc dog ladad
tired, the ’bus horses were evidcntly tired, thedrin
was tired, the boy who callcd out *“ WTiip behindl"!
was tired—even the ‘bus itself had a tired lookil
and this general air of wearincss pioduccd avoa|
derful unity of cffcct.

Jimmy lookcd so palé and ill, as he lay theie
that we were all startled, and ncd seemed aau.ill)|
frightened. He lost control of himself. and |
out passionately:

“ Oh, Jimmy, dear Jimmy, you mustn'idief
We can’t have you die! Wc ’ll get al tlicdod
tors in the city, and buy you everything younr
only don’t die!”

Here he thrust his hand into Iris podet,
brought out two silver dollars. .

“ Take thcm, Jimmy, take them!” sid ngj
“just to picase me. And we don’tcareanjl iaf
about the type you pied. 1°’d ndher p
the type in the office than see your leg hrofJ
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Wecan't any of us spare you. Live, Jinjmy, live!

you may be proof-reacler in our office,—we
£ one dreadfully, Jack-in-the-Box says so,—
jwl You know pretty nearly evcrything, and can
soavlearn the rest, and we ’ll get you the green
sedc for your eyes, and you ’re awful round-sho—
it is_I" mean—in fact, 1 think you ’re the very
nenfor it And you can grow up with the busi-
res, and always have a good place. And then,
Jimmry, if you want to use your spare time in
sdliing up your poems, you may, and change them
jut as much as you want to, and we wont charge
yacent for the use of the type.”

Xod certainly ineant this for a generous offer,
adJimmy seenicd to consider it so; but if he
audd have taken counscl of some of the sad-faccd
nnwho have spent their lives in réading proof, 1
thirk perhaps, he would have preferred to die,
Btherthan  to always have the good place” that
hsrepentant friend had proposed for him.

Xud had scarcely finished his apostrophe, when
Jiminy’s little sister brought in a beautiful bouquct,
sntby -Mss Glidden to brighten up the sick boy’s
chiner.

Looking around, wc saw that other friends had
been cqually thoughtful.  Isaac Holman had sent
abasket of fruit; Monkey Roe, a comic almanac,
itre or four years oid, but just as funny; Jack-in-
the-liox, a bétele of cordial; and Patsy Raiiferty, a
sl bag of marbles.

“How do you amuse yourself, Jimmy?” said
Pheeton.

“1 don’t have much amusement,”
Jimmy; “'but still 1 can write a little.”

“Poctry?” said Phaeton.

“Oh, yes,” said Jimmy; “ 1 write very little
eaept poetry, Thcre ’s prose enough in the
ivodd already. ”

*Perhaps.” said Phaeton, after a short pause,
“if you feel strong enough, you ’ll read us your
hiest poem.”

"les, if you 'd like to hcar it,” said Jimmy.
“Please puli out a box that you ’ll see under the
litad of my bed here.”

Phaeton thrust his ann under, and pulled out a
pire bo\, which was fastened with a small brass
pedlick

“The key is undcr the Dying Hound,” said
Jimy.

Looking around the walls, we saw that one of
jimmys pictures represented a largo dog dying,
ad 1little hoy and girl wceping over it. Whethcer
wpicturewas intcnded to illustrate the death of

fitrt, or of sotnc otlier heroic brute, | do not

The coérner of this picturc being lifted.

ifeloscd 5 small key, hung over the head of a

@tpetack, driven into the wall.

answcred
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When the box was oponed, we saw that it was
nearly full of manuscripts.

“ The last one,” said Jimmy, who could not turn
from his one position on the bed, “ is written on
blue paper, with a piece torn oft' from the upper
right-hand cérner.”

Phaeton soon found it, and handed it to Jimmy.

“ It is called an ‘Odc to a HorseshoeJ—that
one over the door,” said Jimmy. “ | found it in
the road the day before | was hurt, and brought
it right home, and put it up there.”

“ Then it has n’t brought you much good luck,
so far, has it?” said 1"*haeton.

“1don’t know' about that,” said Jimmy. “ It’s
true | was hurt the very next day; but something
seems to have brought me a great many good
friends.”

“ Oh! you always had those, horseshoe or no
horseshoe,” said Ned.

“1’m glad if | did,” said Jimmy; “ though |
never suspected it. But now 1 should like to read
you the poem, and get your opinions on it; because
it’s in a different vein from most of my others.”
And then Jimmy read us his verses:

Ode to a Horseshoe

T hou relie of deparicd horsc!
Thou harbingcr of luck lo man!

When ihings scem growing worse and worsc,
How good to find thee in the van'

A lumdred thousand miles, 1 ween,
Vou’ve travelcd on the tlying hccl—
Ky countr>" roads, wherc ficids were green,
O’cr pavements, with the raiiling whccl.

Your toe-caik, in ihai eider day,

Was sharpcr than a serpent’s tooth;
Kut now it ’s almost worii away:

The blacksmith should renew its youth.

Bright is the side was next the ground.
And dark the side was next the hoof;

'T is thus truc metal ’s only found
Where hard knocks pul it lo the proof.

For aughi 1 know, you may have done
Your miic in two ninetccn or twenty;
Or, on a dray-horsc, never run,
But walked and walked, and pullcd a plenty.

At last your joumcys all are o’or,
Wheiher of labor or of plcasure,
And thcre you Imiig above iny door,
To bring me healih and strength and ircasure.

When the reading was finished wc all remained
sucnt, until Jimmy spoke.

“ I should like to have \ou give me your opinions
about it,” said he. “ Don’t be afraid to criticise it.
Of coursc, thcre must be faults in it.”

“ That’s an awful good moral about the hard
knocks,” said |I.

“ Yes,” said Phaeton, “ it might be drawn from
Jimmy’s own cxpcricnce. And, as he says, the
poem does seem to be in a new vein. | noticed a
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good many words that were diffcrent from any in
his other pieces.”

“ That,” said Jimmy, *“is because | vc been
studying some of the oldcr pocts lately. Jack-in-
thc-Box lcnt me Shakespeare, and | got three or
four otliers from tiie school library. Probably they
have had an effect on m>' style.”

Ncd walked to the door, and, standing tiptoe,
looked intcntly at the horseshoe.

“ One thing is certain,” said he, “ that passagc
about the toe-calk is perfcctly truc to nature. The

+« JIMMV LOOKED SO ILL, AS HE IAY

toe-calk is ncarly worn away, and the heel-calks
are almost as bad.”

“It’s a good poem,” said I.
you could make it any better.”
“ Nor 1,” said Phacton.

story.”

“1’m glad you like it,” said Jimmy. “ | felt a
little unccrtain about dipping into the lyric strain.”

“Yes,” said Ncd; *“ there ’s ju.st onc spot where
it shows the strain, and | don’t see another thing
wrong about it.”

“W hat’s that?” said Jimmy,

“ Perhaps we ’d better not talk about it till you
get well,” said Ncd.

“ Oh, never mind that,” said Jimmy. “ 1 don’t
need my' Icgs to write poetry' with, or to criticise it,
either.”

“ Well,” said Ncd, “ I bate to find fault with it,

“1don’t see how

“ It tclls the whole
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because if ’s such a good poem, and 1 cnjoyed ii
so much ; but it scems to me you ‘vc straincd tlic
truth a little where you say ‘a hundred thousari
miles.””

“ How so0?” said Jimmy.

“ Calculate it for yourself,” said Ned. "No
horse is likely to travel more than about fiftymib
a day. And if he did that every day, hedgo
three hundred miles in a week. At that rate, it
would take him more than six years to trael a
hundred thousand miles. But no shoc lastsahone

THERE, THAT WE WERE STARTLED

six years—ifior one year, even. So, you see, ths
could n’t have travelcd a hundred thousand inles
That ’s why 1say the lyric strain is straincd a little
too much.”

“ 1 seo,” said Jimmy. “ You are iindoul)tedly]
right. | shall have to soften it down toai
thousand, or something like that.”

“Yes,” said Ncd; *“ soften it down.
that ’s done the poem will be ])crfcct.”

At this point, Phaeton said he thought «c hed
staid as long as we ought to, and should be goinj.

“ 1 wish, Jimmy,” said Ned, “ you d let metate
this poem and read it to Jack-in-tlie-Bo.v. 1 knotri
he would cnjoy it.” .

"I 'vc no objcction,” said Jiminy, ndifl
you can find time some day to jjriiit it for ng
itere ’s two dollars to pay for the joh,” and ke
thrust Ncd’s money back into his hand.

"henl
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“Al right!” said Ned, as he saw that Jimmy
lodd not accept the money, and yet did not want
rfsc it rudely.  “ W e’ll try to make a hand-
job of it. Perhaps some day it will be
«nicd on white satin, and hung up in the Em-
laa of China’s palacc, like—whose poem was it
Fdter told about, the other day, Fay ?”
“Denhavin’s,” said Phaeton.
“Mes, Denhavin’s, whocver he was !” said Ned.
"Ad this onc of Jimniy’s ought to have a horsc-
hoc embroidcred in gold thread on the cérner of
lesatin.  But those funny ladics with slant eyes
ulittle club feet will have to do that. 1supposc
leyhave n't much else to keep them busy, as
bey're not able to do any housework. It might
aea small gold horseshoe on each of the four
imers, or it might have onc big horseshoe sur-

wnding the poem.  V’hich would you likc best.
mmy.
“I\e no choicc; either would suit me,” said
hepoet.

“Cood-bye, Jimmy !”
“Good-byc, boys!”

Chafit.k XIV.
v \Mt.\RM OF FIRE.

Bervday somc onc of us called to sce Jimmy.
It «as well taken caro of, and got along niccly.
ickinthc-Bo\ Icnt him books, and cach day a
eshbouquct was scnt in by Miss Glidden.
Qeday Monkey Roe called on him.

Jimmy,” said he, “ you know all about poetry,
SUpposc.”

knowsomclhing about it,” said Jimmy.
Sewritten a good dcal.”

Andaré you well enough yet to do an odd job

(h yes,” said Jimmy. " A fellow does n’t
retobe very well to write poetry.”

“ll is nt exactly writing poetry that | want
w,” said Monkc)'.  “ I't’s a very odd job, in-
K Vou might call it rcpairing poetry. Do
«tsever repair poetry, as well as make it ncw.?”
“ldon't know,” said Jimmy. “ 1should think
nigt be done in somc cases.”

"ell, now,” said Monkey, “ | have a broken
® Sonic part of cvery linc is gone. Rut the
@bare all there, and many of the other words,

noet of the beginnings of the lines. | thought
Rat "ould know how to fill up all the blank
‘C"and make it just as it was when it was
«

know,” said Jimmy, doubtfully. * It

W» possiblc to do it, and it might not. 1°ll
I,T@'Iczliln for you. Let me seo it, if you have
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Monkey pullcd out of his pocket the mutilated
poem of Holman’s, which Ned had pieced together,
and, after smoothing it out, handed it to Jimmy.

As Jimmy looked it over, he turned cvery color
which it is possible for an unhappy human coun-
tcnance to assume, and then gavc a deep groan.

“ Wherc did you get this, Monkey?” said he.

“ Found it,” said Monkey.

“ Found it—impossible !” said Jimmy.

“ Upon my word | did find it, and just in the
shape you sce it now. But what of it?”

“ Where did you find it?” said Jimmy.

“ In Rogers’s printing-office, k'icking around on
the floor. It scemed to be thrown away as waste
paper; so | thought there was no harm in taking

it. And when | réad it, it looked to me like a
curious sort of puzzle, which | thought would
interest you. But you seem to take it very
seriously.”

“It’s a serious matter,” said Jimmy.

“ No harm done, | hope,” said Monkey.

“There may be,” said Jimmy. “ 1 can’t tell.
*Some things about it | can’t understand. | must

ask you to let me keep this.”

“If it’s so very important,” said Monkey, *“it
ought to be takcn back to Phaeton Rogcrs, as it
was in his office that | found it.”

“ No,” said Jimmy; “ it does n’t belong to him.”

“Then you know something about it?” said
.Monkey.

“ Yes, Monkey,” said Jimmy, “ | do know con-
siderable about it. But it is a confidential matter
entirely, and | shall have to insist on keeping this.”

“ All right !” said Monkey. “ 1’1l take your
word for it.”

A few days after this, we were visiting Jack in
his box, when, as he was turning over the leaves of
his scrap-book to find something he wanted to
show us, Phaeton cxclaimed :

“What ’s that | saw ?” and, turning back a Icaf
or two, pointcd to an exact fac-simile of the
mutilated poem. It had evidcntly been made by
laying a sheet of oiled paper ovcr the original, and
tracing the letters with a pencil.

“ Oh, that,” said Jack, “ is something that Mon-
key Roe brought here. He said it was a literary
puzzle, and wanted me to see if 1 could restore the
lines. | 'vc been so busy 1 have n’t tricd it yet.”

Phaeton "t once wrote a note to Monkey, asking
him to bring back the original; whcreupon Monkey
called at the office and explained why he could
not return it.

“ All right!
said Phaeton.
tracings of it
has ?”

“ Only two othcrs,” said Monkey.

1’1l see Jimmy about it myself,”
“ But have you made any other
besidcs the one Jack-in-the-Box
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“Where are thcy ?”

“ One | have at homc.”

“ And the other?”

“ | sent it to Miss Glidden, with a note saying
that, as | had hcard she wrote poetry sometimes,
I thought she might be interested in this poetical
puzzle.”

“ Good gracious !” said Phaeton. “ There ’s no
use in trying to dip up //m/spilled milk.”

In those days therc was an excitcmcnt and
pleasure enjoyed by many boys, which was denied
to Phaeton, Ncd, and me. This was the privilege
of running to fires. Nearly all large fircs occurred
in the night, and Mr. Rogers would not perniit
his boys to turn out from thcir'warm beds and run
at breathless speed to the other sido of the town
to see a building burncd. So they had to lie still
and possess thcir souls in impatience whilc they
hcard the clanging of the bells and the rattling
of the engine, and perhaps saw through their
window the bright reflection on the midnight sWy.
There was no need for my parents to forbid me,
since none of thesc things cvcr woke me.

Running to fircs, at Icast in cities, is now a thing
of the past. The alarm is communicatcd quietly
by telegraph to the various cnginc-houses, a team
is instanlly harnessed to the engine, and with two
or three men it is driven to the fire, wliich is often
extinguished without the inhabitants of the next
Street knowing that there has becn a fire at all.

At the time of this story, the stcam fire-enginc
had not been invented, and thcre were no paid
fire dcpartments. The hand-engine had a long
pole on each sidc, callcd a brake, fastened to a
frame that workcd up and down like a pump-han-
dle. When the brake on one side was down, that
on the other was up. The brakes wcrc long cnough
for nearly twenty mcn to stand in a row on each
side and work them. No horses wcrc used, but
there was a long double rope, called a drag-rope,
by which the men themselves drew the engine
from its house to the fire. They always ran at
full speed, and the two mcn who held the tongue,
like the tongue of a wagén, had to be almost as
strong as horses, to control and guide it as it went
bumping over the pavcment.

Each engine had a number and a fiame, and
thcre was an organized company, off from forty
to seventy men, who had it in charge, managed it
at fires, drew it out on parade-days, took pride in
it, and bragged about it.

The partiality of the firemcn for thcir own engine
and company was as nothing in comparison with
that of the boys. Every boy in town had a violent
affection for some onc company, to the exclusién of
all others. It might be because his father or his
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cousin belonged to that company, or becasc he|
thought it had the handsomest imiform (for no|
two companies were uniformed alikc), or becausel
it was first on the ground when his unde's store!
was on fire, or becausc he thought it wastbe com
pany destined to “ wash ” all others. Soraetincsl
thcre would be no discovcrablc reason for hisl
cholee; yet the boy would be just as strong in hisl
partisanship, and often his highcst ainbition wl
be to be able to run with the hosc-cartofbisfavor-I
ite company. The hose was carried «<ound oni
reel, that ran on two light wheels, and wes nan
aged by six boys, fifteen or sixteon years of ap
When a fire broke out, the bells of all
churches were rung; first slowly, striking onc, t
three, four, etc., according to which districtoft
town the fire was in, and then clanging avey ifit
rapid strokcs. Thus the whole town wesalan
and a great many people bcsides the lircmen ran|
cvery fire. Firemen jumped from thcir beds at |
first tap of a bell; or, if it was in the datim
threw down their tools, left their work, and ran
There was intense rivalry as to whidi eg
should get first to the fire, and which should |
the mok cffcctive stream of water u>on it
the highcst pitch of cxcitement was rcachcdv
therc was an opportunity to “ wash.” Ifthe1
was too far from the water-supply to be redtg
through the hose of a single engine, one egi®
would be stationcd at the side of the river ore
or wherever the water was taken from, to |
up and send it as far as it could through its 1
there discharging into the box of another egni
which, in turn, forccd it another distance, throu®
its own hose. If the first engine could sendt
water along fastcr than the second could disposejj
it, the result would be that in a few minutes theb
of the second would be overflowed, and she»
then said to be “ washcd,” which was a great t
umph for the company that had washcd her.
This sort of rivalry caused the firemen todo
utmost, and thcy did not always confine their
to fair means. Sometimes, whcn an engine wesj
danger of being washed, some mcmhcrofthcc
pany would follow the line of the other compagj
hose till he carne to where it passeel throughad
place, and then, whipping out his podet-kr
would cut it open and run away. Whcen there®
not enough membcrs of a company presen! ton
the brakes, or when they were tired out, te
man had the right to select men from ainongj
bystandcrs, and compel them to take hold
Monkey Roe was a born fireman. He
failed to hear the first tap of the bcll, about ni"
seconds after which he dropped from
of his window to the roof of the kitchen, '
the roof of the back piazza, slid downap
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off for the fire, generally following in the wake
Rover Three, which was the company he
iidd"ith. It was entertaining to hear him tell his
witing adventures; but it was also exasperating.

“ldon’t see,” said Ned, after Monkey had fin-
Bed onc of these thrilling narratives, “ what
Father mcans by never letting us run to a fire.
Hwdoes he suppose he ’s going to make men of
Bif we never begin to do anything manly ?”
“Perliaps he does n’t think it is cspecially
nunly,” said Thaeton.

Not inanly! ” said Ned, in astonishment. * |
dudd like to know what ’s more manly than to
ildethe tongue of Big Six, when there ’s a tremen-
te hreand they jump her all the way dbwn State
st Or to stand on the engine and yell at the
nmen «lien Torrent Two is trying to wash her.
Wy, sometimcs the foreman gcts so excited that
hebatters his trumpet all to pieces, pounding on
thebmkes, to checr the men.”

“Knocking Irumpcts to pieces is very manly, of
jaue” said Phaeton, smiling. “ | did n’t mean
[tosay Father would n’t considcr it manly to be

firamen.  What | should have said was, that
pertgs he thought there were other ways of be-
comingmanly. 1 should like to run to a fire once
inawhile; not for the sakc of manlincss, but to
peeite fun.”

Tre more .Ned thought about it, the more it
ssmed to him it was a continuous wrong. At last
fespoke to his father about it, and set forth so
pererfully the danger of growing up without
hooring manly, that Mr. Rogers laughingly

Idthe boys they might run to the very next fire.

Tre re thing was to count me in. The only
dfficityto be overedme in my case was sicepincss.
IVeanvasscd many plans.  Ncd suggested a pistol
tened to the side of my window, with a string

idtothe Iriggcr and reaching to the ground, so

hithe or Phacton could puli it, on their way to the

Jre. The serious objection to this was that a
[ronrwould prevent the pistol from going off. It
tsdwo suggested that | have a bell, or tie the

Ntoachairor something that could be pulled
ftfrand make a racket.

“The objcction to all those things is,” said Pha-

O 1'that they will disturb the whole family.

ifyouwould make a ropc-ladder, and hang

«nof your window every night, one of us could

b w quietly and speak to you. Then you

wid gd through the window and come down the

pdu, irstcacl of going through the house and
~aéngup the family.”

suggestion struck us with great forcé ; it

the anticipated romance. Under instruc-

Phacton, Ncd and | made the ladder.

, | store-rooin we found a bed-cord, which

answered well for the sides. The rungs must be
made of wood, and we had considerable difficulty
in finding anything suitable. Any wood that we
could have cut would have been so soft that the
rungs, to be strong enough, must have been very
bulky. This was an objection, as | was to roll up the
ladder in the day-time, and hide it undcr my bed.
At last, Ned carne over to tell me he had found just
the thing, and took me to the attic of their house
to see.

“ There,” said he, pointing to half a dozcn
ancient-looking chairs in a cobwebbed corner.
“ There is exactly what we want. The rounds of
those oid chairs are as tough as iron.”

“ VVhose chairs are they?” said I.

“ Oh, anybody’s, nobody’s,” said Ned. “ I sup-
posc they are a hundred years oid. And who’s
ever going to sit in such looking oid things as
those ?”

It did seem preposterous to suppose that any-
body would ; so we went to work to take out the
rounds at once. The oid chairs were very strong,
and after wc had pulled at them in vain to spring
them apart enough for the rounds to drop out,
wc got a saw and sawed off all the rounds cidse
to the legs.

With these, the ladder was soon made, and |
drove two great spikcs into the sill of my window,
to hang it by.

I used to hang out the ladder every night, and
take it in every morning. The first two nights
I lay awake till almost daylight, momentarily
expecting the stroke of the fire-bell. But it was
not heard on those nights. fior the next, fior the
next.

“ 1t would be just like our luck,” said Ned, “ if
there should never be another fire in this town.”

“ It would be lucky for the town,” said Phaeton,
who overheard him.

“ Perhaps so,” said Ned; “ and yet | could point
out somc houses that would look a great deal bet-
ter burncd up. 1wonder if it would do any good
to hang a horseshoe over the door.”

“ What for?” said Phaeton. “ To prevent them
from burning ?”

“ Oh, no,” said Ned. “ | mean over the door
of our office, to—to—well, not e.xactly to make
those houses burn, but to bring us good luck
generally.”

It did seem a long time for the town to be with-
out a conflagration, and one day Ned carne into
the office looking quite dejectcd.

“ What do you think has happened now? ” said
he. “ Just like our luck, only worsc and worse.”

*“ What is it?” said I.

“ The whole fire dcpartment’s going to smash,”
said he.



604 PHAETON

“ 1 should n’t think you ’d cali that bad luck,”
said Phaeton. “ For now when there is a fire, it
will be a big one, if there s no fire department to
prevent it from spreading.”

“ But the best fun,” said Ned, “ is to see the
firemen handle the fire, and to see Red Rover
Thrce wash Cataract Eight. | saw her do it
beautifully at annual inspection. What 1want is
a tremendous big fire, and plenty of engines to
play on it.”

The explanation of Ncd’s alarming intelligence
was that the fire department had got into a quarrel
with the common council, and thrcatened to dis-
band. One company, who had a rather shabby
engine-house, and were rcfused an appropriation
for a new one, tied black crape on the brakes of
their enginc, drew it through the principal streets,
and finally, stopping right before the court-house
yard, lifted the machine bodily and threw it over
the fence into the yard. Then they thrcw thcir
fireman-hats after it, and dislranded. This com-
pany had been known as Reliancc Fivc. The
incident frightencd the common council into giving
the other companics what they asked for; but thcre
was never more a No. 5 Fire company in that city.

I had bccome pretty tired of hanging out my
ladder evcry night, and rolling it up cvery morning,
when at last “ the hour of dcstiny struck,” as
Jimmy the Rhymer might say—that is, the court-
house bell struck the third district, and stecplc after
steeple caught up the tune, till, in a few minutes,
the whole air was full of the wild clangor of bells.
At the same time, the throats of innumerable men
and boys were open, and the cry of “ Fire!” was
pouring out from them in a continuous stream, as
the crowds rushed along.

“ Wakc up, Ned !” said Phaeton.
at last, and it ’s a big onc.”

Ned boundcd to his feet, looked through the win-
dow, exclaimcd “ Oh, glory !” as he saw the ruddy
sky, and then began to get into his clothcs with the
utmost rapidity. Suddenly he stopped.

“ Look here, Fay,” said he. “ Thisis Sunday
night. | ’m afraid Father wont let us go, after all.”

“ Perhaps not,” said Phaeton.

“ Then, what must we do ?” said Ned.

“ Do the best we can.”

“ The question is, what is best?” said Ned.
“ it is cvident we ought to go by the window, but
it ’s too high from the ground.”

“Then we must make a rope,” said Phaeton.

“ What can we make it of?”

“ The bedclothes, of course.” '

“That ’s a splcndid idea!—that saves us,” said
Ned, and he set about tying the shcets together.

Before Phaeton was drcssed, Ned had made the
rope and cast it out of the window, first tying one

“ Hcre it is
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end to the bed-post, and, sliding down to thegomi
made off, without waiting for his brother. '

He carne straight to my ladder, and had hisfad
on the first rung, when a heavy hand was laidupg
his shouldcr.

“ So you ’re the onc he sends in, are you?'saiia
deep voice, and Ned looked around into tre fae
of a policcman. “ 1°d rather have caught tedd
one,” he continued, “ but you’ll do. IVCten
watching this burglar arrangcment for t«o hor.
And by the way, 1 must have some of it forjri.
dcnce; the oid one may take it away whie 1"
disposing of you.” And he turned .ad irithkis
pocket-knife cut off about a yard of NYlath.

‘“ NF.D |.OOKF.D AROUND INTO THE FACE OF A «HX»"

Holding this “ evidcnce ” in onc hand andjj
with the other, he hurried away lo de

station.
It was useless for Ned to protest thathe'Wjj
a burglar, fior a burglar’s partner, orlof
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story of the ladder, or to ask to be taken to his
Ittthcr. The policcman considered himself too wise
ranysuch delusivo tricks.
“ .M. Rogers’s boy, ch ?” said he. “ Why don’t
cali yourself George Washington’s boy, while
're about it ?”
"Washington never had any boys,” said Ned.
“Did n’t, ch ? Well, now, | congratulate George
that. .Arespcctablc man ncver knows what his

Ansmay come to, in thesc times.”
“Washington did n’t livc in these times,” said
ot “hedied hundreds of years ago.”
“Did, ch?” said the policeman. *“ | see that
[0ure a great scholard; you can go above me in
~he history class, young man. | never was no
cholard mysolf, but I know one whcn | see him;
ird1 always foel bad to put a scholard in quod.”
“If 1 had my printing-officc and a gun here,”
A3id cd, «“I ’d put plenty of quads into you.”
Would, ch?” said the policeman. “ Wcll,
,it s liicky for me that that there printing-office
them ‘crc quads are quietly rcposing to-night
the dusky rcalms of imagination, is n’t it, young
an? But here s the quod / spokc about—it s
Weality, you scc.” And thcy ascended the stops
Wof the stntion-house.
pu Inthe micist of sound slecp, 1woke on hearing
yfiame callcd, and saw the dark outlincs of a
imenhead and shouldcrs at my window, projcctcd
icpirst a backgrouiid of illuminatcd sky. | had
Weard Father reading an article in the cvening
~apcr about a gang of burglars being in the town,
tand Isuppose that in my half-wakcned condition
At mingled itself vaguely in my thoughts with
idio idea of tire. At any rato, | seizcd a pitchcr of
mater and threw its contcnts toward the light, and
Jdien, clubbing the pitchcr, was about to make a
“espérate assault on the supposed burglar, when he
g again.
What are you doing? Don’t you know me?”
“Ch, is that you, l'ay?”
‘Aes, and you ‘ve dicnchcd me through and
Jkrough,” said he, as he climbcd in.
“Thatstoo bad,” said I. “ | did n’t know what
«@sabout.”
"Itsa trcmcndous firc,” said he, “ and | bate
lose the time to go back borne and change
Bryelothes. Bcsides, | don’t know that | could,
« mide a rope of the bcdclothcs and slid
*«TI fran our window, and | could n’t clinib
fcagain.”
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“ Oh, never mind, put on a suit of mine,” said I,
and got out my Sunday suit, the only clothcs | had
that secmed likely to be large

i 'X cnough for Phae-
A - 1 It was a
pretty tight
squeeze.
but he got into
thcm at last. Taken For A
@ Why dld yOU IHURGLAK

make your ladder so short ?” asked Phacton, when
dresscd.

“ It reachcs to the ground,” said |, pecring out
of the window in surprise, but unable to see.

“ No, it does n’t,” said Phacton; “ | had hard
work to get started on it. | expected to find Ned
standing at the foot of it, but he was so impatient
to see the fire, | suppose he could n’t wait for us.”

We dropped from the shortened ladder to the
ground, passed through the gate and shut it noise-
Icssly behind us, and then broke into a run toward
that quarter of the town where both a pillar of flame
and a pillar of cloud rose through the night and
lured USon.

-At the same time our mouths oponed themselves
by instinct, and that thrilling word “ Fire!” was paid
out ccasclessly, like a sparkling ribbon, as we ran.

C7 <>be continued,’)
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BUTTERFLIES.

THE FOUNTAIN IN IHE IARK,

BUTTERFLIES.

By Susan Hartley Swett.

The bees were too busy making honey,
The birds were too busy building ncsts,
To carry one morning a mcssage grave
To Elfland, for onc of the fairy-guests
(For this was before the butterflies
Had ever been thought of under tlic skies).

Then the vexed fairy who wishcd to scnd
The mcssage, leaned from a lily-bcll.
And in her tiny, silvcry voice
She scolded poor oid Dame Nature well:
“ Find us,” said she, « a messenger light,
Or clse we fairies troop home this night.”

Dame Nature, who sat on a high green knoll,
Spinning away in the golden light,
Pushed her spectacles back on her brow,
And thought for a momcnt with all her might;
“ | must do something, for well 1 know
The flowers will pinc if the fairies go !”

Then some pansies she plucked and gave them wings,
A vclvet poppy petal or two,
Streaked them with gold and set them afloat.
And they sailed away in the breezy blue.
And this is the way that Dame Nature wise
Fashioned the first of the butterflies.

thwg
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“THE CHILDREN’S ARTIST.”

iTis not oftcn that a paintcr, or artist of any
d gives up nearly all his time to making pict-
Koot children, and yet we are going to tell you
lethingabout onc of the best artists of this cent-
ra who has devotcd a large portion of his life to
inting pictures for children’s books.
Hs namc is Ludwig Richter, and you may see
ks picturc on this pago. He was born in Dresden,
iermeny, in 1803, and, like most other good
ttis, 'C showed bis talent when he was very
lug But he did not begin at once to make
caurcs for cliildren. It often takes a long while
rpeoplc to find out what they can do best, and so
imasin Richter’s case.
Forsomc time be occupicd himself in painting
Omifu Hule pictures on porcelain cups and
:crsaiul vascs. Very fine ware of this kind
sraadc in Dresden, and it rccjuired cxcellent
ftigs to paiiit the cxc[uisite pictures with
khich it is clccoratcd. So Richter, who had
ided a grcat deal, and had worked very
lat his profcssion, was able to ornament
jisDresden ware very carefully and beauti-
lilly, and the work that he put on it made it
evaluable than before he painted it.
H liad taken a journey to Italy, and, in
Jrto have plenty of time to study and
«ketch tlic Ircaiitiful scencry through which
epassoct, he walked all the way back.
1Whenever he saw some fine tices, or a
lefty brook, or a nice little cottage, with
|hildren playing about it, or anything that he
Hgt would makc a good picturc, he
and made a sketch of it. And so,
ftien he rcached home, he had a great
nysketches of real things, which he after-
uwscd in tile pictures he drcw and painted.
neartists dr.iw people and houscs and trces
daninels in their pictures from thcir recol-
sof such things, or they get their ideas
«tremfrmm otlicr pictures.
Richter makes his drawings dircctly
P® tature, and lliat is one reason why they
psagood. .Another reason is that he puts
pmt of his own kind and tender feeling into
‘pictures.  He tries to make the little children
I  ® look as good and happy as he would
| little children to be.
| ﬁ,hedid not always paint vases and cups
tuch things.  After a time, heturned his
“t'onto making pictures for books

zincs. He drew these pictures on wood, and they
werc then cngraved and printcd, and thesc are the
pictures which have caused him to bccome so
widcly known, especially in Germanv', his native
land, as the “ children’s artist.”

He was so successful in making drawings for
books intcnded for children that this soon became
his principal business. He has drawn all sorts of
pictures for all sorts of children—some for little
toddlcrs, and some for the big boys and girls; and
more than this, these pictures are so good and truc
that grown people takc great delight in them.
Richter’s drawings are sometimes religious, such as
the illustrations to the “ Lord’s Prayer,” and some-
times lively and amusing, and they are almost
always filled with quaint and pretty fancies.

LUUWIG KICIITEIl

Some of Richter’s pictures have been printcd in
St. Nicholas, and thousands of them have been
enjoycd by German little boys and girls, who like
them all the more, perhaps, because they can
easily see that it was among the children of his

andmagtather-land that their artist went for his modcls.
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PEASK-1'"ORRIDGE

COLD.

P.EASE-PORRIDGE COLD.

By Sophie Swett.

‘Some like it hot, some like it coid,
' Some like it in the pot, ninc days oid.”

“iHIli K.STFE.SW.ALI.OWER MADE ROOM FOR

| pon'T think that Mother Goosc hcrsclf could
make bctter peasc-porridge than Barbara. Indeed,
as Mother Goose was a litcrary lady, | doubt whethcr
she could make as good. Whilc she was gaining
famc as a poetess she must, sometimes, have
intrustcd the porridgc-making to somchbody clsc;
and wc can not read the story of the four-and-
twenty blackbirds, bakcd in a pie, who began to
sing as soon as the pie was opencd, without a pain-
ful suspicion that Motlier,Goosc was .accustomed
to very “ slack” ovciis indeed, or that her knowl-
edge of the art of cooking was very small.

Barbara read her Biblc, “ The Pilgrim’s Prog-
rcss,” and “ The Cliiklrcn of the Abbcy,” and she
had a cloudy idea that the two lattcr were both
rcligious books, and dcvoutly to be belicved, by
which it will be seen that litcraturc was not Bar-
bara’s strong point. But cooking was. Even such

IKE TO SIT IiKSIDE IMM.” [SKK PACE 6u |

cvery-day and unintcresting things as nic.it
bread were delicious, as Barbara cookcd them aH
her soups were never the watcry, tlivorless thinj
that are often unworthily dignificd liy that nireei
But when it canie to her crcani-cakos and pcadi
fritters, and pop-ovcrs, there are no words tiutat
do justicc to thcm. And, bcsitlcs all that, Br
bara was an artist in dough. llcrdoughnut k¢
wecrce so lifc-like that it secnicd a wondcr that i
did not spcak, and slic could niakc a whole farra»
gingcrbread,—a house and barn, cows and hoiser
and shcep, hcns, and turkcys, and diicks an
gcesc, littlc pigs and big pigs, dogs that waid
almost wag thcir tails, and roosters that werc goin
to crow the vciy next minute. And some of thdd
were likcnesses of individudis. You would han
rccognized J-lbcnezer, the hircd man, in
bread, the moment you saw liitii, and oid Bitera]
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rtilow cow; and as for the cross gobbler, he
¢'simply peffect.
Trere was one rather sad thing about it. The
i,«rbrcad which they were made of was so good
'ike and Dolly could not help eating them.
Jvusually began with the cross gobbler—it was
jouble satisfaction to eat him—and they left
Bbenezer, the hircd man, until the very last, for it
imed Gnkind and disrcspectful to eat him, he
j s0 good and told such lovcly storics, and,
Heiidcs, Barbara ahvays shook her head solcmnly,
called them “ cannyballs,” when they ate him.
jodid n't mind that very much, for he was dctcr-
limd to be a cannibal, or a pirate, or something
quelly despcrate, when he should grow up; but
Mly did. She had made up her mind to be a
isler’s wife, bccause there were so many pound-
%ﬁ;\:tarts carried to the donation parties, and
had e.”plainecl that cannibalism was incom-
~Biiblewith being a minister’s wife.
But good as llarbara’s gingerbread was, it was
«ttobecomparcd with her pease-porridge. “ Pea-
Jiorridge,” they all called it. Mother Goose has
Idead so long now that people have forgottcn
tospeak propcrly. It was not simply stewed
Iby any mcans. Tliere were a richness, and a
JiTOCiness, and a flavor of savory herbs about it,
lret mede it a clish to set before a king.
ltttasa gala day for the children when Barbara
Miiiadc peasc-porridge; but they never coaxcd her
meke it, bccause it always made her eyes red,
knew what that meant. It made her cry,
it remindcd her of licr little brother
, who ran away to sea, and never was
lard from after the vcssel sailed. She used to
Bnake pcasc-porridgc for him. Only a little while
befoe he ran away she took carc of him through a
kngillness. and when he was rccovering he would
etnothing but lier peasc-porridge. The children
d about it a great many times, ancl she
spoke of it and never made pease-porridge
tears. .And yet she often made the por-
e on wilcl. tempcstuous nights that make
pde think, with anxious hcarts, of those at sea.
“l cant help thinkin” what if he should come
tknodkin’ at the door some o’ these stormy nights
nylittle Natc, just as he used to be,” she would
i “And then, if I had somc good hot pca-
pon-idge for him, just such as he used to love so,
“ N koow | was always a-thinkin’ of him. 1
e he’s layin’ drowndced at the bottom of the
but folks can’t help hcvin’ idees that aint jest
H * “'dm’to common sensc.”
Ad then Barbara would stir the porridgc
'igmowsly, and pretcnd that she was n’t crying.
itbara was housekceper and “ help,” both in
3l Deacon Trueworthy’s, and Ike and Dolly
"L V1L - 39.
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were Deacon Trueworthy’s grandchildren. Their
father and mother and grandmother were all dead,
and their grandfathcr was the kind of a grand-
father that has almost gone out of fashion. He
believed that children should be “ sccn and not
heard.” He never laughed, no matter how many
funny things happened, and he ordered Ebenezer
to drown Bcelzcbub, the black kittcn, because it
would Chase its tail in prayer-time. (Ebenezer
did nt do it, howcver. He gave Beclzebub away,
and it is alive and flourishing at this very day.
Ebenezer promiscd to find Dolly a Kkitten that
would n’t Chase its tail, but up to this time all his
efforts have been unsuccessful.) In his heart, the
Deacon was fond of his grandchildren, but he
never let them know it. He would have thought
fondling or petting them very “ unseemly.” He
never took them on his knee and told them storics,
and he always thought that they made a noise.
He was cntirely lacking in the qualities which
make most grandfathers so dclightful, and Ike and
Dolly would have had but a dull and dreary time
if it had not been for Barbara and Ebenezer.

Barbara had a motherly heart, big enough to
take in all the orphans in the country. She never
thought any pains too great to take to make them
happy, and she petted and cuddled and comforted
them as if she were their own mother.

And Ebenezer ! He was a real walking cditlon
of fairy stories and truc storics, funny stories and
exciting adventures. He had been to sea, for
years, as mate of the “ Bouncing Betty,” and more
wondcrful things had happened to that vessel than
to any other that ever sailed. Ebenezer had been
cast away on a desert island, and the wonderful
fcats that he had accomplished there would make
Robinson Crusoe “ bidé hisdiminished head.” He
knew as much about gorillas, and leopards, and
ourang-outangs as he did about sheep and oxen,
and he talkecl as familiarly about giants, and wild
men, and dwarfs with sevcn hcads, as if he were in
the habit of mccting them every day. And he
knew stories that would make you laugh, even if
you had the toothache. Nobody could be dull or
lonesomc where Ebenezer was.

But wc must return to Barbara’s pease-porridge,
which on this April day, at ten minutes before
twelve, M., was smoking hot, just rcady to be taken
from the pot. They usually had pease-porridge
for breakfast or supper, but to-day Deacon True-
worthy had gone to County Conference, and
Ebenezer had gone to the next town to buy a new
plow, and Barbara did n’t think it was worth
the while to get a dinner when there were no
“men folks” at home to eat it. The children
were always dclightcd to have pease-porridge, and
a slice of “ company” plum-cakc, instead of an
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ordinary dinner, and Barbara wanted to pursue her
house-cleaning all day, with as little interruption
as possiblc—for this was Barbara’s one failing:
she liked to clcaii house, and she turned things
upside down relentlcssly.  Even the attic, which
was the children’s play-room, did not escape.

On this day, Ikc and Dolly had staid out-of-doors
for that reason. They were in the barn-yard,
getting acquaintcd with the new calf,—who was
very fascinating, although somewhat weak on his
legs,—when Zach Harriman, onc of the village
boys, carne along.

“ The performcrs is goin’!” he called out to them.
“ A special train is agoin’to come after ’cm. If you
aint seen ’em, now is your chance ! Everybody ’s
agoin’down to the depot to see ’cm off. Never was no
such a show in Cherryfield before ! Tliat cducated
pig he knows as much as the ministcr, and that
feller that swallers snakes and swords, as slick as
you ’d eat your dinncr, is worth goin’ to see ! Then
there ’s the Giant, more ’n half as tall as the
meetin’-house steeple, and them
creturs that stands up in his hands, that you can’t
hardly bclieve is real live folks, and the Eat Woman
—my eyes, aint she a stunncr ! There wa’n’t never
nothin’ that you could cali a show in Cherryfield
before, alongside o’ this one. And you can sec
’em all for nothin’, down to the depot. Of course,
they aint a-swallcrin’, fior performin’, fior nothin’,
but they ’re worth goin’ to see, you ’d better
bclieve.”

Ikc and Dolly did believc it. They had longcd,
with an unuttcrable longing, to sec the wonders of
the “ Great Moral and Intellectual National and
Transatlantic Show,” which had been advcrtised
by flaming postcrs all ovcr the village. The pict-
ures on the posters, of the performing canaries, the
educated pig, the marioncttes, and tbc dancing
dogs, to say nothing of all the other marvcls, had
aroused lke’s curiosity to the highest pitch. But,
alas! his grandfather did not approvc of shows,
though they were never so “ moral and intellectual.”
No pleadings fior tcars could move him. Ike knew
well enough, when he saw thosc enticing posters
put up, that the delights which they depicted were
not for him and Dolly. He never had expcctcd
such happiness as Zach Harriman’ announcemcnt
seemcd to promise—to see them all.

“ Go, quick, and ask Barbara if we may go,
Dolly !” he exclaimed, half wild with excifcmcnt
and eagcrness.

“ But it’s twelve o’clock,” said Dolly, “ and the
porridge all hot! She called us while Zach was
talking, and she might say no. Don’t let’s ask,
lke—let 5 go !”

It was one of Barbara’s rules that they should
never go out of sight of the house without leavc,

little mites o’
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but lke fell in with Dolly’s wicked little plan,
readily as Adam did with our grandmotlier Bes|

Because it would be such a dreadful catastak,
if Barbara should say no !

So it happencd that, while the pcaseporrijJ
was standing, smoking hot, upon the tbica
the frosted plum-cake was being cut, lkcand!
were running as fast as their legs would carj t
toward the railroad station.

Thcre was a grcat crowd upon tlic platfom
looked as if all Cherryfield had turned omtost
the last of the “ performcrs.” But Ikewaseajf
and adventurous, and pushed his way througli |
throng, and Dolly was always ready to follonivhe]
Ikc Icd the way. But, when they stood cidsebesid]
the cars, they werc so surrounded by tallert
that they could sce nothing. It was loodrcadfuit(
lose the sight, after all. With the cheeis ofti
people at sight of cach avondcr rin<;ing in hisean|
Ike grcw desperate. The stcps of the froightc
were within rcach ; mounted upon them it hal
be easy to sce cvcrything; and tliey always rang
bell and gave ampie notice before a train sated

“ Come along, Dolly !” he shouted, grirgnt
up the steps. And Dolly followed, nothingloiLI

But when they had mounted the stcps, rdhiiij
was to be seen but the crowd. The “ porfoniieis]
wcrc getting into the forward cars.

Ikc rushed through the freiglit-car, Ddly
lowing.

They scarcely stopped to glancc at a pig,'nj
box with slats that looked very much like ah
coop. Indeed, he was not at all altractive toli
upon. His education had not affecied his .ij
anee in the least, and he was cxpressing liisdisc
tent at the situation very much after the rea
of an ordinary pig. The do¢s were handsome, b
ke clid n’t stop even for them. He wanted los
the Giant, and the man who swallowcd knivesa
snakes. Dolly had set hcr hcart u)on sccing lid
little people and the Fat Woman. She had heda
extcnsive acquaintance with dogs and pigs, '
giants and pigmics possessed the cnarm of odIN

There they wcrc—all the wonderful pcoplc-l|
the passengcr car, just in front. The children
eyes grcw big and round with wondcr, as tho\ s
the Giant, whose head almost rcached the tqpo
the car when he tvas sitting, holding on hist
stretchcd hand one of the mites, awce biiofal
who looked like the qucen of the fairics, as B»
czer dcscribcd her, and who was I)0'i*
kissing her hand in the most fascinating manner
the crowd outside the car window. J
wondered at that lke and Dolly did not hear
bell when it rang ? Not until the train «es
quite fast did they realize that they «Ck *
carried away—away from home, where Barbara»
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Gilnv for tlicm, and the pease-porridge growing
Jy.°caway, nobody knew where, with the “ Great
/il and Intcllectual National and Trans-
Ilartic Show !
Wren Dolly understood what had happened, she
rantocry. ke screamed to the conductor to
jithem off. The conductor was not at all a
lite man.
“What business had you to get on, you httle
iI?””hc said. “ | can’t stop the train. |’m
mingon fast time, with not a momcnt to spare.”
“Where are you going?” asked Ikc, fceling
rouilty and frightened.
“To Barnacle. Therc s no train back from
lo-day, but 1 will see that you get back
.morrov morning.”
Heseemed somewhat mollified at sight of Dolly’s
Hears and Ike’s frightened face.
Bamecle was a large sca-port town, forty miles
ranChcerryfield. 1ke and Dolly had ncver been
faranay from borne in their lives. It would not
\eseemed much more wonderful to them to be
~ding to Paris. And lke began to think that it
Bnat, after all, a very unfortunatc thing. It was
red adveiuure. They wecrc going to see the
Ialiit Etcitement and delight began to get the
Iwter of his fears.
Tre conductor had led them into the passenger
irwhere the members of the troupe were, and—
L joyl—the Knife-Swallowcr made room for Ike
sitdown besicle him.  He looked astonishingly like
ordinary man—a big, burly fellow, with a good-
lucd face, wcather-beaten, like a sailor’s.  Ike
amazed to see that knife and snake swallowing
not affected his appearance, any more than
tionhad affected the pig’s. Zach Harriman
confided to lke that the man was made of
itla-percha insidc; that was why the knives and
ilesdid n’t hurt him ; and Ike was devoured by
inasity to know whethcer this were really so, but
ires afraid il would not be politc to ask.
TheFat Woman, who could notsit on an ordinary
, but had onc which was constructed exprcssly
her, motioncd to Dolly to come and sit on her
itstod. Dolly felt a little shy of this mountain
flesh, with fcatures that wcrc scarcely distin-
leHc and a gruff voice that remindcd her of
bigbear’s in the story of “ Golden-hair.” But,
llecar was full, and there was no other seat for
1 she obeyed.
“Hae you lost your ma, dear?” said the gruff
W, inavery kindly tone.
‘ve lost Barbara, and she ’ll be so worried,
lar!"  P®YPO"*dge is getting coid, and—oh,
" and poor Dolly broke down, uttcrly over-
“Vher misfortunes.

“1is Hic lopsy-popsy going to cry? Don’t—
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there ’s a deary. You ’ll get back to Barbara all
safe, and just think what a privilege it is to travel
with such a show as this—Moral and Intcllectual,
National and Transatlantic—though they aint
genooyne, child; don’t you believe a word of it!
Not onc of ’em ’s genooyne but me an’ the Mites.
Me an’the Mites is genooyne !”

“ Genooyne ” was too large a word for Dolly’s
comprehension; but, by the Fat Woman’s mys-
terious air and tone, she knew that she was telling
her something very important.

“ No bigger than coinmon folks, the Giant aint,
beforc he ’s built up and stuffed out,” the Fat
Woman went on, in a very low tone, and with a
careful glance around, to see that she could not
be overheard.

“ Do you mean that he is n’t a truly giant?”
asked Dolly, with a crushing sense of bewilder-
ment and disappointment.

“ No more than you are. And as for the
Bcarded Woman, she takes it offand puts it in her
pocket whcn nobody ’s ‘round. The Two-headcd
Girl, the greatcst scientific wondcr of the age, they
cali her on the bilis—why', she s two girls. They
rc dreadful slim, and they manage to stick ’em
into onc drcss. The Talking Giraffe—why, it s a
man behind the scencs that talks; ventriloquism,
you know ! The man that swallows knives and
snakes—that trick is very well done, and folks
is easy to take in, and he is so quick that you can’t
see wherc the knives go to, if you ’re watching ever

so closc. Swallow ’em, child? Of course he
don’t. He could n’t swallow ’'em, no more ’n you
could.”

“ Oh, dear ! | hope you wont tell Ike. He would

be so disappointed,” said Dolly, fceling keenly the
hollowncss of the world.

“ But me and the Mites is genooyne! There
aint a grain of humbug about me, and the little
teenty-tonty dears is just as the Lord made ’em 1”

Dolly had her own private opinion that the
Mites were fairics. She wished Ebenezer could see
them, for he would know. Whilc she was deliber-
ating whether she ’d bettcr tell the Fat Woman
what she thought about them, a man carne saunter-
ing through the car, and stopped in front of Dolly,
surveying her intently. He was very finely dresscd,
and wore a great dcal of jewelry, which Dolly ad-
mircd very' much.

“ My heyes ! W ’at a helegant hangcl she would
make !” he said, lifting Dolly’s flaxen curls, ad-
miringly. “ Would n’t you like to be a hangel,
missy ?”

Dolly wishcd very much that he had not asked
her that question. She sang, “ 1 want to be an
angel,” at Sunday-school, and Barbara had im-
pressed it upon her mind that she onght to want to
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be an angel; but she and lke had exchanged views
on the subject in private, and decided that the
resemblance of angels’ wings—in pictures and on
tombstones—to turkey feathers was an objection
that could not be overeéme. She was afraid he
would think her very wicked, but she said, honestly :

“ lIdon’t think | should like very well to grow
feathers.”

The man threw back his head and laughed at
that, and the Fat Woman shook with laughter,
and Dolly felt rather hurt, as if she were being
made fun of.

“ I think we could managc to ’itch them on, so
you would n’t ‘ave to grow ’em,” said the man.
“ The hangel that we ’ad belongin’ to the com-
pany ’'as gone ’ome, sick with the measles—not to
mention ’er ’aving outgrown the busincss, and never
aving no such hangelic face as yours. W ’ere’s
your father and mother ?”

“ In heaven,” said Dolly, as Barbara had taught
her.

“ Then they could n’t wish for nothing better
than to see their lovcly child a hangel in the
greatest Moral and Hintellectual National and
Transatlantic Show in the world,” said the man.

“ They were carried off in the train by accident—
she and her brother,” explaincd the Fat Woman.

“ The ’and ofProvidence ! ” cxclaimcd the man,
rubbing his hands with delight. “ W ’at a hattrac-
tion she ’ll be I”

The Fat Woman said something, too low for
Dolly to hear, and the man—who was evidcntly the
manager of the troupe—replied :

“ Ho, | shan’t do hanything hillegal.
haint got hany parents ”

“ But we ’vc got Barbara, and Ebenezer, and
Grandpa: | should have to ask them,” said Dolly.
When he had first askcd her if she wanted to be an
angel, she had undcrstood the question to be such
a onc as her Sunday-school teacher might have
asked her. She knew now that he wanted her to
become a member of the company, and there was
something very dazzling and fascinating about the
prospect.

“ Ho, wc ’ll hask them,” said the manager,
re-assuringly. “ But you ’ll "ave to stay at Barnacle
to-night, and they could n’t hobject to your hap-
pcaring, just for once. ’Ere was | thinking |
should ’ave to give up the ’Ighly Hexciting, Moral,
and Hintellectual Hellcvating and Hemotional
Play with w’ich wc closes hoéur hexhibition, for
want of a hangel, w’en, hastonishing to say, a lovely
little himage, hexactly adapted and hevidcntly
hintendcd by nature for a hangel, happears before
mel!”

Dolly thought he was a very funny man, he made
so many gestures, and rolled up his eyes so, and

But she
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put h's in where they did n’t bclong, and left

out where they did. The Fat Woman eqplareft
to her, after he had gone, that that waesbocasehe|
was an Englishman. Dolly did n't beiee th
even Ebenezer had ever seen any Englishren ai
she felt as if she could hardly wait until sredoM
reach home to tell him how cluccr thcv vere

She did not understand what the man watedo
her, not having the slightcst idea what a plaj
was, but she felt very much flattcred, and thoughil
it was dclightful to be with such wonderful pooplel
It was almost like one of Ebenezcr’s stories.
could scarcely believe that she was little
Trucworthy, who lived on the oid farmin Chert
ficld, and whose greatest excittments hed
coasting and going bcrrying. It seemed asifa
fairy must have waved her wancl over her, ;
changed her into somebody else. She hadtoli
at lke, once in a while, to re-assurc herslf.
was surely lke, and he seemed perfectlyat hiscascj
talking and laughing with the Knife-Saalloncrd
One would have thought he had lacenad
all his life to riding on a train with .i Great Mi
and Intcllcctual Show !

The train went so fast that it almost took DollyJ
breath away. The trees, and .houses, and fidV
and fences whirlcd by in the wildest kind ofa
dance, cxactly as if they were bewitched, ad i
what seemed to Dolly an impossibly shortspacco
time, the forty miles were gone over, and theywei®
whirled into the long, dark, crnwded station:
Barnacle.

Dolly and lkc were hurried, with the athersini
a great, gaudily painted, open wagon, gayly ddet
with bunting. Behind that carne two other vagos
containing all the animals belonging to the o
the Talking Giraffe standing, very tail and inp
ing, in the middle of the first. The proccssionw
hcaded by a band of music, and accompanicdbyj
shouting and chcering crowd of pcoplc.

“ Oh, lke, don’t you wish Barbara and BoenM
could see us now ?” cried Dolly, feeling that it«
a proud moment.

“ Who is Barbara?” said the Knifc-.S«*'i
who had taken Dolly on his knee, the wegtnb
somewhat crowded. “ | used to knowa
that fiame, away up in Brambleton.”

“ Brambleton ? Why, that is where Barbaraug
to live !'” cried Dolly.

“ Her fiame does n’t happen to be
Pringle, does it?” askcd the Knife-Snailower.

“ Yes, it is!” cricd lkc and Dolly, baa
gether. “ Do you know her?”

“ 1 calkilate | used to, when | wasaboyy
the man, and he held his head down, adi
was an odd sort of tremor in his voice.

“ And did you know her sistcr Sally that i
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lher little brother ICInathan, who ran away to

(j)” asked Dolly.
1 hnew Sally, and | b’lieve | ’vc heard tell of

brathion,”
1“Doyou supposc he is drowncd ? Don’t you sup-
ehc ever will come back?” askcd Dolly, anx-
1 wish he would—Barbara cries so on
div niglits {“It' makes pea-porridge,
ausc .se uscd to makc it for liim. Don’t you
lhrl; he will come back ? Peoplc always do, in
;nczer’s storics.”
“Well, folks does turn up, sometimes, and then
Un tlicy doiit, and sometimes it s a marcy that
Ecvdon't,” said thc Knife-Swallower. *“ Because,

A’ iA-

“ THE KNIKE.SWAI.LOWEK STKACGLED

»se, ihcy may have turned out bad, and not be
Ucredit to their folks.”
| “lbrlara wiiiild want to see her brother, if he

luncd uiit ljad,” said Dolly, after a little

tin  “ She says she loved him better than
pbody in the world, and if he were ever so bad
f *ouldbu licr brother all the stunc—just like Ikc
Vdmo.”

Tike Knife-Swallower turned his head away,
I ad(lidn'tsay ;iny more. Dolly determined
| @gewould fmd out what his namc was before

‘«enthome. Barbara would be so proud that
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one of her oid friends had become such a distin-
guishcd man !

They went to a hotel,—a rather dingy and dis-
rcputable-looking onc, on a narrow side Street,—
and after having dinner, Dolly was taken at once
to the hall where the evening performance was to
be given. Ikc was allowcd to go, too, at his carncst
entreaty.

The “ ’Ighly I-lexciting Moral and Hintcllcctual,
Helevating and Hemotional Play” did not need to
be rehearsed, it had been given so many times, but
Dolly was to be taught how to be “ a hangcl.” The
Knifc-Swallower went with them; he scemcd to
have assumed a sort of guardianship over lke and

AlLO.HG 1IEHIND.” (SEE NEXT TAGE))

Dolly—a very fortinate thing for them, as the
cross conductor had entirely forgotten them.

The angel who had gone home with the mcasles
had Icft hcr costumc behind her, and it fittcd Dolly
very well, after it had hecn nip]icd in and tuckcd up
a little. It was not a night-gown, as lke had pre-
dictcd,—jndging from ]ricturcs of angcls which he
had seen,—but a beautiful drcss of tvhitc gauzc, with
silver spangles, and the wings which wcrc fastened
upon it were not made of feathers, to Dolly’s
rclief, hut of silver paper. The angel was to
dcscend through an aperture in tlic stagc-ceiling.
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on a frame-work of iron, with a foreground of
pastcboard clouds; clouds seemed to be all around
her, over her head and under her feet. Ike thought
it was wonderful and delightful, and only wished
that they wantcd a boy angel, but Dolly was dizzy
and frightened, and clutched the iron frame-work
with all her might. The manager tried to coax
her; promised her all the candy she could eat, and
a whole shopful of toys. But all that did not have
halfso much effect upon Dolly as Ike’s scorn. She
could not bear to have Ike think her a coward. So
she resolved and promised that, whcn evening
should come, and the hall should be full of peo-
plc, and the &ngel would have to step off her
cloud platforin and throw hcrsclf betwecn the
young man whose guardian she was and the
Fiend who was pursuing him, she would not be
afraid, but would do just as she had bcen told.

The hall was glittering with lights and throngcd
with people. ke had a seat very near the stage—
thanks to his friend the Knife-Swallowcr. Dolly
pceped out from behind the scenes, while the ani-
mais went through their performances, the Fat
Woman was introduced and her history related, the
Knife-Swallovver swallowed a whole dozen of table-
knives and a large family of snakes, the Giant and
the Mites exhibitcd themselves, and sang songs
and danced. At last carne the play.

In the most exciting part, while the Fiend was
pursuing the poor, good young man with a red-
hot poker, down carne the clouds in an apparently
miraculous manner, with no machinery in sight—
with Dolly standing a tiptoe on thcm, in her
pretty, if not strictly angelic, attirc of gauzc and
spangles and silver paper, with her long golden
hair hanging about her. The applause was, as the
manager would have said, “ himmense." There
was a shouting and chcering and clapping of hands
that was almost deafening. Ike was in such a state
of excitcment that he could not sit still—to think
that that beautiful being was Dolly !

The angel had been looking at the people—such
a crowd as she had nevcr seen before—as she sailcd
down on her clouds. As she tripped down from
them to the floor, she suddenly caught sight of
the Fiend. He was a most awful fiend. He was
as black as a coal, all over. He had horrid horns
and hoofs; his eycs were like livc coals, and a
flame carne out of his mouth, and he brandishcd
his red-hot poker in a way that was enough to
strike terror to the stoutest heart.

The poor little guardian angel’s was not a very
stout heart; and he lookcd exactly like a picturc
of the Devil in an oid, oid book of her grand-
father’s.

She uttercd a picrcing scream, and turned to
run. Her dress caught on a nail that projected
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from the cloud-frame, and held lier fct Sh
screamed and sobbed in an agony of terror

“ Oh, Knife-Swallowcr ! Dear Knife-Swallowern
Save me ! Save me !” she cried.

The audience had arisen in great exatmed
half of them laughing, the other half trying to fini
out what was the matter, and onc inisciiievous bol
ciying, “ Firel firel!”

The Knife-Swallower rushed upon the stage, loi
poor Dolly in his arms,—heedless that the nail toi
a long rent in her gauze dress,—and carried her off
trying to soothe her and calm her fears, as tenderll
as Barbara could have done.

But Dolly would not be soothcd.  She cried ani
sobbed hysterically, and begged, piteously, to be®
taken home. Ike made his way into the drcssing
room where they were.

“ Well, if that was n’t just like a girl!” he dJ
claimed. “ | knew in a minute that he \vis onS
makc-belicve. But he must have felt pretty meal
with his insides all on fire. Oh, but the naregi
is mad, | can tell you! He is making a specdi i
keep the people quiet, and his face is so red.”

The Knifc-Swallower was wrapping Dolly inal
shawl and putting her hat on. Me told Ike liewasj
going to take them both to a tjuiet housc, «haj
lived some people whom he knew. Ikc felts
what disappointed at losing all the wonderfulsight]
in the hall, but he did n’t want to stay behind wi
Dolly was going.

It was a pleasant, home-like housc to which tlii
Knife-Swallower took them, and the people «d
very kind, and Dolly soon rccovcred from
nen'ous excitcmcnt; but she was very glad toli
the Knife-Swallowcr say that he was going tota§
them homc on the first train in the noming
Ikc, too, now that he was away from the nod
and excitement of the show, began to fed
home-sick, and he felt all the worsc that ]
prevented him from crying, “ as girls did.”

At cight o’clock the next morning they «it
homeward bound. When they stepped off ibf
cars at Cherryfield, the station-mastcr ran to 1*
the scxton to ring the church-bell, to tell the [Xipl
that they were found. The manager had pronib
to telegraph to ChciTyfield that they were safe. |
he had not done it, and thcre had becn a gn
fright about thcm.

Barbara was standing at the garden grtc, "iitj
her apron over her head, and looking axiowsl; ly
every dircction, when they carne «alking up-t'T
littlc way-worn pilgrims, who had seen
and were wiser than ycsterclay. TI'» 1™
Swallower stragglcd along bchimi, asifhesn ,
from being seen.

Barbara wept for joy, and hugged and ~
them until they were almost suflbcated.
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Bt «lien the Knifc-Swallower took off his hat
jid stood before hcr, looking fixcdly at hcr, she
nead a ery and fell upon his neck, looking so
fhitetliat tlic children werc frightened.  And she
fesod him—tlic Knifc-Swallower—and she called
tretgreat man, six feet tall, her “ dear little brother
Nic"

Trev liad brought her brother Elnathan home
lo Barbara!

When the children knew that, they were almost
jsinldivith joy as Barbani lierself.

“Imight never have got couragc to come if it

Thed IV'bemi R» them children,” he said. “ For
I’Llrmsoe, Barbara, | got pretty low down. And I
dintivhat | ’d ouglitcr be, now. It’s dreadful

laweir? for a chap to jiertend to be what he aint,
anddo What he can’t, even if it’s only pcrtending
lojwallow knives and such tricks, and | ’'m goin’to
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quit the business. What them children told me
about your thinkin’ of me and feclin’bad about
me, after all these years, drove me to makin’ up
my mind.”

Barbara only liugged him again for answcr, and
then huggcd the children.

By and by. Barbara rcniembered that they
must be hungry, and bustled about and got them
all the good things in the house to cat. Ilke
rcniembered the pease-porridge he had missed by
running off, and now called for it.

“ Sakcs alive 1 There itis, jestas | put it into the
blue nappy, yesterday,” said Barbara. “ Ebenezer
n’ | liad n’t the hcart to touch it. You blessed
young ones! | had n’t no idea, when | made that
porridge, that you ’d find Elnathan, and bring him
home to eat it—no more 'n | had that it would n’t
be touclied till it was stone coid.”

A QUIET TI.LME FOR ALL CONCERNED
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IN THE

AMERICAN TROPICS.

By Félix
Chapter VIII.

et e that creatures these Lagreas breed,
Orwhat ihc paihlcss virgin-woods secrete ? "—C hamisso.

The people of Guatemala had treated us so
liidv that wc were almost sorry to leave their
liountains; but our agent wanted a number of
laarels which are found only in the Southern
Isopics, so we took our pets to the sea-port of San
|Toms and cmbarked for South America on

dof a \’enezucla schooncr. When the first

| Smishexplorcrs set sail for the New World, their
| merprise was aidcd by the western Iradc-wind,
| irc.Itlantic sca-brceze that blows continually from
106110west, and the same wind now enabled our
Isdiooner to enter the mouth of the Orinoco, and
|ismithe river by kecping closc to the Southern
| ioe whicro the current is not very strong.

We had J)aid our passage to Port Gabriel, some
| tirerly miles farther up; but, if the lower shores

inothcen quite so swampy, we could not have
I réhed a better hunting-ground. Swarms of watcr-
(W hovered about the mud-banks; pecctiries and
river-hogs rooled at the edgc of the cane-brakes, or
mrabled for their hiding-placcs; clumsy manatccs
guted in the water; and on a log of drift-wood we
gvan animal that our pilnt recognized as a fish-
«jaguar.  The creature had ensconced himself
indiefork of a floating trec, and seemed to have
I redea good catch, for we saw him crunch away at
sonething—probably a river-turtle or a young
nanatee; but, when the passengers began to fire
g him, he managed to crouch behind a pro-
jeding buhvark of his log-boat, whose swaying,
together with tlic movement of our own ship, would
faemade it a task for the best marksman to hit
| tefawvisible parts of his body.

r‘N'evermind,” said the pilot; “ it’s one of the
I tommmn spotted jaguars. | thought it was onc of
1tliedarkbmwn kind.”

“Have you ever seen a brown jaguar?” | asked.

"\cs, and a coal-black one, too,” said the pilot;

Totigh it may have been a differcnt kind of ani-
"tol-like my snakc here : one of the ‘what-is-its’
‘tolhave never been seen in North America. You
Iwicome across some curious crcatures, if you are
S™Mglobunt in these shore-thickets.”

Tre pilot himself was a curiosity in his way. His
| tonas braidccl into a sort of diadem, and he was

L.

Oswald.

hung around with trinkets like an Indian medicine-
man. He had with him a tame snake that made
its head-quarters in the upper sleeves of his shirt,
and, judging from its color, the creature seemed
really a nondescript—reddish-brown, with beautiful
orange-ycllow spots and rings, and with a black
zigzag line along its back. He would not sell it;
but, when we reached Port Gabriel, he took us to
a house where we could buy four toucans, or
rhinoceros-birds, bcsides some rare parrots, thus
getting us a basketful of pets on the first day of
our landing.

Near Port Gabriel, the banks of the Orinoco rise
into high bluffs, and the ground is dry enough for
foot-travelers; but the vegetation is still wonder-
fully luxuriant. Somc of the larger trees were sur-
rounded with such a wildcrncss of tangle-vines that
it was quite impossible to distinguish their foliage
and flowers; only the palms towered above the
undergrowth, like stecplcs above a jumbled mass of
houses; and a few of the lower plants could be
distinguished by the peculiar shapcs of their leaves.
The children of the Indian scttlcrs wore a grayish-
green hcad-dress, which | mistook for a painted
straw hat, with a short brim, until | found that it
was made all of one piece—the pitcher-shaped
flowcr-shcath of a species of tulip-trce. The store-
keepcr was the only white man in the settlement,
and, hearing that we were bound for the western
frontier, he procured us an extra guidc, a swift-
footed Indian lad, who could show us the way as far
as the Lascar Mission, where we should find a good
road to the mouth of the Rio Meta. The little
fellow’s speech was a queer muddlc of Spanish and
of Lascarese; but he evidently knew what he was
hired for, and, pointing to the woods and then to
our hunting implements, he gave us to understand
that wc should soon fill our baskets with birds and
bcasts. We ccrtainly had dogs enough to do it
The village swarmcd with Indian curs, and, when
we started the ncxt morning, ten or twelve of them
followed us with gambols and merry yelps. The
poor fellows probably thought wc were out on a
forage, and hopcd to come in for,ashare ofvcnison;
but Daddy Simé6n chased them back—all but one,
a long-lcggcd wolf-hound, of a breed which the
Indians often use in their panther-hunts.

About six miles from the landing, we carne to a
crcek, with a hanging bridge of liana-ropcs, and
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an artificial ford of submerged logs, where our
mulé could wade across without getting beyond her

dcpth.  Our new hound cleared the creek with a
THE |INDIAN PILOT AND HIS TA.ME SNAKE
single leap; but oid Rough, having entered the

water rather cautiously, suddenly drew back, and
ran up and down the bank as if he were afraid to
repeat the experiment.

“W hat’s the matter with that dog?” asked
Tommy. “ He is n’t afraid of coid water, is he ?”

“ Come on,” said I. “ He will soon follow us if
he sees us going away.”

But Rough still ran to and fro, with an appear-
ance of great uneasincss, until our vanguard had
turned the cdrner, when he at last plunged in and
paddled across, splashing and howling as if he were
bathing in a tub of scalding hot water. Our little
pioneer watched him with great attention, and
repeatcdly called out a word in his native language.

IN NATURE S WONDERLAND.
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“What is it. Nifio?” | asked, poimine toti»
creek—“ alligators ?”

“No, no!” cried he, and shook his hegj
“ Here,” holding out his finger with a repetitionof !
the Lascarese word. We could not make outwet
he meant. But, seeing that Rough had got safdy
across, we continued on our way and had dn
forgotten the incident when Tommy sutenly
stopped short, and, throwing himsélf on tre|
ground, caught Rough’s head with both ek
“ Good heavens!” cried he, *“look here. X0l
wonder the poor fellow would not cross that aek
Look at his throat!”

That explained it, indeed. From his throat to |
his flanks, the oid dog was entirely covercd with
swamp-leeches, most of them not larger tena
pencil-stump, but some as big as a man's fige.
Wc removed them as well as wc could;, hu,
betwecn the hites of the little pests and our dusy |
operation, the poor dog lost half the blood in |
body. He was hardly able to follow us; but tre |
young Lascar and his hound wcrc restlescs
itself. Not conteni with keeping airead of s tre |
little barefoot lad made dctours to the Idt ad
right, and often through thickets of tliomy nes-
quites, paying no heed to the sharp spincs.

“Why, that’s nothing,” laughcd Menito. “Il
could do that myself two years ago. That’sw |
they cali Indian sandals.”

As a matter of fact, the solé of thc liumen fat |
can become as tough as any shoc-lealhcr; ad [
while shoes wear out from day to day, our retud |
sole-leather improvcs in coursc of time, lili abare-l
foot man is actually able to crush a thorn by step-1
ping upon it. Nay, the Indians of the Perwvianl
highlands walk unhurt with naked feet overddl
lava-beds, in places where the ground rescblesal
field strewn with hcaps of broken glass.

The Indians of the lower Orinoco live on tcl
spontancous producis of natuie, and their focs |
is, indeed, an inexhaustible storc-lronse of aind I
and vegetable food. The thickets swarmcd «tli |
gazapos, a kind of short-earcd rabbits, ad, atl
the foot of a little hillock, a black (mk-meesanlj
carne fluttcring across our road and wes capt
before it had reachcd the underbrush. “Thertl
must be hunters around here,” said Tommy; “thig|
poor looster is crippled, | sec.”

The pheasant seemcd to have broken oredfitsj
wings, and was too tattcrcd-looking for p"®T
agerie-bird, so Menito Kkilled it at once andputitl
in our mess-bag. W c supposed that there mustbel
an Indian hunting-party in the neighlwrhood, ft, |
when we reached the top of the hillock, ayou®l
pumajumpcd out of the liana-brambles and |
up a trec when he saw our wolf-hound. fbct* A
stopped, and, peeping through the lower bianc es,|



ADVENTURES

. up a continuous growl, exactly like a tomcat
1i7 top of a fence with a swarm of dogs around.
Tommy had already leveled his gun, but the young
i stopped him with a frightened exclamation,
pointed to the woods, shaking his head vio-
1 iéfily, by «ay of emphasizing his protest.

‘He means the puma’s relatives will come aftci-
16" said I, “but he is right: let the creature
doe; «c have no use for him, and he has not
1 dreus any harm.”

“ncl that s more than the puma can say,”
1laughed .Menito. “ | believe we have stolen his
supper:  this pheasant carne running down-hill
litoen 1 saw him first.”

Beforc we were out of sight, we turned around
ltosee if the puma was still on guard, and, sure
enough, his yellow head was still pceping from
btween the lower branches.  He had stoppcd his
gowling, but from the depths of the woods on our
rigt we hcard a singular noise, as if a herd of
| aitle were breaking through the undcrbrush.

“Listen! What can that be?” asked Tommy.

Ines unable to tell; as far as | knew, the scttlcrs
| dfthese river-bottoins kept no cows, and deer are
rathcrscarce in eastern Venezuela. Beforc anything
arein sight, the big wolf-hound dashed into the
thidat, going straight in the dircction of the mystc-
liasnoise. Rough inerely pricked up his ears; the
swanp-lcechcs had curcd his racing propensities
foraday or two. | knclt down
toexamino his swollen throat,
whilc my companions pursued
treir way, and | had not yet
comeupwith them,

I wen the crash of

mighty gallop
| are through the
woods,and, looking
I« 1saw Menito

1his frightened
I marebchindatree,
whle Daddy Simén
snatchedawayToinniy’s
gn«ilhaviolcnce that
dmet  knocked  him
dmn The young Lascar
| kedihroan himself flat on
|Ife ground, and in the
1fe' kTor ofan unknown

dgx 1 followed his examplc,

Wing Rough by the throat,
j Deddy Sim6n did Tommy,

‘loseemed wild with indigna-

da at such unceremonious

iKanet.  Hut in the next
ttauched down, panic-stricken:
feuc thundering through the

moment- he, too,
a herd of peccaries
bushes, in head-
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long pursuit of the luckless wolf-hound, who, hap-
pily for the salvation of our little party, made
straight for the place wherc he had seen us last,
and before he could turn to the right, the boars in
the vanguard had cut off his way and chased him
straight ahead toward the river-bottom,wherc finally
the uproar of the wild chase died away in the dis-
tant shore-thickets.

“ That dog started the wrong game,”
Menito.

“ It ’s the luckiest thing he ever did that he
managed not to start them running this way,”
remarkcd oid Daddy.

“Why, would they have tackled us?” asked
Tomniy.

“ Tackled us? Thcy would have torn us limb
from limb,” said the Indian.

“ Yes, indeed, Tommy,” | added, “ if you had
fired that gun, it would have been your last shot.”

“ Then 1 have to ask Daddy’s pardon,” said
Tom. “ To say the truth, I thought he was going
to rob me or kill me, by the way he acted. Why,
according to that, peccaries must be ciuite unman-
agcable brutes.”

“In largc numbers they are,” | replied. “A
herd of them is more dangcrous than a pack of
hungry wolves. The oid boars do not know any
such thing as fcar if they are in a rage.”

*“ Then | wondcr how the Indians cafch them,”
said Tommy. “ Don’t you remembcr the large pile
of peccary-skins they had for sale in San Gabriel ?”

“ Thcy take them in pitfalls,” said oid Daddy,
“and | have heard about their using charms, but

laughed

thii: fight with the ant-beak

I don’t believe it: peccaries have no religion what-
ever, and are very hard to bewitch.”
As long as the echo of the crashing gallop was
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still audible, our dog Rough had stood spcll-bound,
looking fixedly in the same direction, but, hearing
a rustle in the thickets on the other side, he turned
his head that way, and, suddenly setting up a
fierce laark, trotted forward as fast as his weak legs
would carry him.
“Dearme! More peccaries ?” whispered Tommy.
“ Look out, or we shall get ourseh’cs into a scrape,
after all.”
“ No, look here—it’s an ant-bcar,” cricd Menito.
“ Quick—run ! We can head him off—it s quite
a young one.”
The three boys started at the top of their specd,
and soon their triumphant
shouts told us that they
had brought their
game to bay.
Tommy’s

“\WHi:x THE FASEENCEKS BECAS TO BKE, THE JAQUAR CROUCHEU IEHIVD HIS LOG-HOAT.*'

mcssage conhrmed my guess. “ We ’ve got him,”
he shoutcd, running up in hot haste. *“ He ’s down,
going to fight us. Get your hatchet, Daddy : Men-
ito says he can catch him with a forkcd stick. Oh,
come on, Unele, and see the fun !” cried he, and as
soon as we had got lhe stick rcady, the impetuous
lad dragged me along until we carne in sight of a
strange scenc. An animal about the sizc of a large
badgcr lay flat on its back, flourishing its long nose,
and [joising its claws, rcady for action. Rough, in

IX XATURK S WOXDERLA NI).
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bis weak condition, was no match for it, Imt
ijrcsencc of the boys kept it at bay until Tonray
approached it with his forkcd stick.

“Let me handle that thing,” cricd Menii,
“ Yes, there he gocs; give it herc, quick!”

The ant-bcar had suddenly started to its feetj
but, before it had run twenty paces, Menito’s L.
caught it behind the shouldcrs and piessed
to the ground. Menito had to hear down wil
all his might to hold the little animal, but hel*
was at hand. In spite of all his claws, Mste
Longnose was overpowcred, and clapped into i
of the wire prisons. While there was yet anyl
chance of escape, the ant-bcar had struggled iij
silencc; but, when it gave itself up for lost, i]
broke forth in a noise unlike anything we
ever heard before—a droning snort, 1 might i
it, accompanicd with fierce coughs and gnints, a
ifa band of hogs were mingling their musicwt"

the melodics of a buzz-saw.
The shadows of the twilight began I
spread through the forest when auij
little guide at last brougi
T-, US to another ereek,
' , and seen

[SEK JAGK fcl.]

inclined to push on
bcyond.

“ That wont do,” said Daddy Simén. “lon
not hunt up water and fucl in the dark. Me niud
camp herc and cook our supper.”

The young Lascar starcd ; but, seeing us ustnip
our blankets, he seemed to guess our inlent, ad
helped US to gathcr a large pile of fircwood H
there were any dry hills ahead, our litile Inda»
had been riglit, though. Wc found jhnt

into the darkeniiig
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‘WIi Mi;ST KH,L IT AT THE FIRST SHOT!"

im«as a ¢pongy swamp, clrawing water whcr-
attc stampcil it. So, instcacl of pitching our
»cspread it like a big hammock, and fastened
bavon two J)oles and a largo caucho-tree, whose
i'trunk foniied a sort of roof. Peoplc going
cargpin a tropical forcst must not c.\pect to be
luW to slcep by tlic stillness of the night,” as
northern J)octs say.  In the Venezuela virgin-
ihc time from sundown to midniglit is
»it tlic noisicst Jrart of the twcnty-four hours.
a dfter dark, the ofiyas, a spccics of wliip-poor-
began tu cali to each olhcr with a flutc-likc
; nigludiawks whirrcd through the trcc-tops;
framtile dcpths of the jiinglc carne now and
u the scream of a larger bird 3 it was the time
the ocelot leaves its hiding-placc and visits
1''RLts and the roosts of tbc crcstcd bush-
dstrange buzz was in the air. Swarms of
and niglit-buttcrflics sccmed to be on the
ad from time to time wc heard the click of
I'bat, as its jaws closcd upon one of the poor
But tliorc are bats that do not contcnt
with insects, and, before wc fell aslecp,
I naBlack objcct crawling over the white
A VIII._4o.

cativas of our hammock, and, slapping it with my
hat, I rccognizcd the squeaking chirp of a vampiro,
the Vampiriis spec/rum of the American tropics.
Menito grabbcd it just when it was about to take
wing, and soon Kkillcd it. Whencvcr. the night-
wind stirrcd the woods, the trccs above and around
us llamed up with the glittcr of a thousand lumin-
ous insects,—firc-midgcs, firc-flies, and fire-locusts,
—most of them apparently dozing in the foliagc till
the wind waked them, although thcre were mo-
ments when they all seemed to join in a general
torch-light dance, making the trecs sparkle as if a
shower of stars wcrc drifting through the forest. |
had been sleeping for an hour or two when Tommy
shook me by the arm.

“ What can be the matter with our dog?” said
he, with a yawn, and rubbing his eyes. “ Did you
ever hcar such howling? Thcre must be some-
thing wrong!”

Rough had taken chargc of our baggagc at the
foot of the trec, and, if there had been robbers or
wild bcasts about, he would have barkcd in a very
different way. His voice sounded likc the whining
of a wolf—a most singular wailing howl, that might
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have made a person drcam of witches and were-
wolves. We hardly knew what to do. As soon as
we tried to go to sleep and stopped talking to the
dog, his howling grew worse than before. At last,
we could not stand it any longer.

“ We have now only that one dog,” said Tommy,
“or I should ask you to shoot him. He must be
crazy. What shall we do about it ?”

“1 don’t know,” said I; “but | would give
somcthing if wc could go to sleep.”

“ What will you give me?” asked Menito.
“ For half a dollar 1will get him as'still as a mouse.
That dog is my country'man, and | do not want
you to shoot him.  Will you let me try?”

“ All right,” 1 laughed. “ Go ahead.”

Menito picked up his jacket and slipped down
the tent-pole, and that was the last we heard of
the were-wolf music. The next morning we found
the two countrymen sleeping, cheek by jowl, at the
foot of the tree.

The birds in the trce-tops had almost finished
their morning concert when tlie creatures of the
lower woods were still half benumbed with the
heavy dew, and as we made our way through the
long, wet grass we could have captured bagfuls
of iguanas and lizards, if there had bcen room for
game of that sort. By and by, however, the
warmth of the rising sun penetrated the under-
brush, and all flying and creeping things were now
wide awake.

The young Lascar had led the way, a little
faster than we could follow, until something or
other seemed to draw his attention to a copse of
tree-ferns at the road-side. He stopped, and,
turning abruptly, grabbed me by the arm, looking
as wild as a hawk.

“Mira, mira/ cv\ca he, in Spanish. “ Look
there, what a ” but then followcd a Lascarcse
word of about sixteen syllables; still, looking in the
dircction of the coppicc, | thought that the lcngth
of the word really corresponded to that of a strange
creaturc crawling swiftly across our path. For a
strctch of about fifteen yards the herbs swayed up
and down, but running up, with all guns cocked, we
could find only a slimy streak in the grass; the
reptile must have moved with the swiftncss of a
panther-cat.

“A boal!” cried Tommy. *“ Quick—thcre it
goes, up the tree there! You can see the boughs
moving.”

About twenty yards from the road stood a cluster
of sago-palms, and at a considerable height from
the ground their stems were joined and intertwistcd
with a mazo of cordcro-vines, but in the short time
it had taken us to run up, the creature had actually
forced its way through that mass of tangle-wood,
and was now out of sight in the trce-top. Museum

WONDERLAND.

managers pay a high price for the skins of
large boas, and wc tried to dislodge the raomi
by throwing stones and clubs against the 1
branches, whcn Menito bethought himself
climbing a taxus-tree on the other side of |
road.

“ Yes, | can scc it now,” he shouted. “Col
up here—it is 'way up in that big palmHree; J
can shoot it down like a turkey.”

The lianas or bush-ropes of the .Southern 1
are a great help to climbers, and even oid Dad
managed to follow us to the upper branches of t
taxus-tree. Menito was right; the boa had takj
refuge in tlict top of the sago-pahn, and sccit
to have noticed us, to judge from itsinotionsa
the uneasy glittering of its little cyes.

“ Now let us try,” said Tommy. “ Doyoutt
buck-shot will hit at that distance ?”
“Yes, they will,” said I, “but we must

it at the first shot; if it is only woundcd, iti
fling itself down and give us the slip, after:
Lct us both aim at its head, and tire at thes
momcent.”

But the boa now clung to the siciii of the |
with its head on the safe sidc, and we camer
coinmitiing the imprudcnce of firingat the reari
its body, when oid Daddy put his fingcr in
mouth and gavc the shrill whistle of a Myid
niuleteer. The boa started, and was still lig
ing, with its head held out erect, whcn our I
guns went oflf together.  Somehow or other i
had both ainicd a trifle too low; hut the bucksl
had done their work, and broken the nuiistelj
ncck-boncs in several ifiaces. It started back, ai
suddenly reversing its coils, thrcw itself into ti
lower branches, and cante pluniping totliegruu»
Therc its struggles continucd, and wc could irei
our good fortune that wc were oul of the »g
the reptile was at least thirty feet long, and t"
tail-end of its body struck out left and right v
a violcnce that made the branches lly in€c
dircction. It took it nearly half an hour lo (
and when it lay still, and our Indians cainc drii
and tied it to a tree to puli its skin off, Ih»'
gavc a twitch that made Menito take tohisho
with a scream of horror. ,

“ Come back here, boy!” cried oid Dadd|
“ There is no danger, | tell you-that boaisaU
shamming, trying to scare us; in rcality, it
dead as a door-nail.” i

Thus far our road had led us through s»arai|
bottom-lands and dcnsely wooded hillocks, i
toward noon we found that the ground «as ggHA
rather rocky, and whcn the sun inclined to «i
west our guide halted on top of a stccp »
nence, and pointed to the open country at
feet. It was a glorious sight: the broad 'a
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‘ins of s jicOrinoco, with its bays and rocky headlands, We stopped at the first cottage to inquire after a
the nn! ~atthemouth of a tributary stream the mission- spring which oid Daddy remcmbercd to have seen
t the lovs i{Jenut of Soledad, in a thickct of orchards and near the banks of the Rio Claro. Thcre was
himself [ijjna-gardens. nobody at home but an oid woman, who liad nearly
side of Thet is the missionary’s house, | supposc ?” forgotten the language of the Spanish niissionarics,
l. pointiiig to a large stone building at the but she understood what we meant when we pointed

d jindion of ihc two rivers. at the river and showed her our empty water-
n-trec; y Y& it uscd to be,” said Daddy Simé6n. “ The bucket. While she was jabbering away in hcr

ingovernment had put a Franciscan abbot in
hemforefl |fcge of tlic place, but the iiionks went away

oid Dedi i thc Spaniards, and the Indians have been
ches of lito themsclves ever since.”

Iwd tak “How aro they getting on ?” I askcd.  “ Thcir
ind scdni Bicluvdsscem to be in first-rate condition.”

aotions (h ihe trces take care of tlieiiiselves,” said

) quidc, *and the Rio Claro is full of fish the
Syouthi  Rirjiound; thcre is not much danger of starving
ithiscountry.”

. m“§i TreRio Claro was a fine mountain-strcam, with
'ed’ﬂ't limd banks, and we passcd a place where the
, arer

] Invel had been Jiiled up in mounds, some of them

t the <6 snuhistwelve or fourteen feet high. “ What
) dl this?" said 1 “ There have been gold-
e el Balers at «ork here, it seems ?”

came “Ms, trcasurc-huntcrs,” said Daddy Simén.

he rear Smeyears ago, a fislicr-boy found here a silver

Jer in
1.MexicS
itill listel
n (lur U
other
buck-shj
monsteijH
tack, T
f into Il
;C grouni
uld thaniB
the «
and
'ight «l
in
irtod
me do il
; he
his hi

Padd;
lais ol
'it s THE UIRD-EATINC SPIDF.R.

saanf] «Ptinda piccc of a golden chain, and it was sup-
ks, b A thet this must be tlic place wherc the
 geti >RRla¢ had buried their trcasure; so a lot of
I'to 1 i®fcame up hcrc from La Guayra in liopcs of
ep et fortunes. They found nothing but gravel,
at @ and it scetiis that the current of the river
i valli have briught thosc things down here, and

restis buried somcwhere farther up.”

strangc dialcct, 1noticed at the farthcr end of her
porch a big cage full of little white things that
seemcd to move about likc birds, till 1 carne nearer
and saw that they were rats—white and brown
speckled tree-rats, looking somewhat likc guinea-
pigs, with long tails. Seeing me stare at the cage,
the woman took it down and handed me a rat, with
a sort of courtesy, as you would offer a stranger a
flower or an orange. Toiiimy gave her a silver
coin, about the equivalent of an American twenty-
five-ccnt piece, whcreupon we received five more
rats—willy'-nilly. The generous oid lady would not
be put off, and stuffcd cvery one of them into one
of our cmpty cages.

“ What makes them keep such strange pets?”
askcd Tommy.

“ They cat them,” laughed oid Daddy. *“ The
oid chief that livcs in the big stone house fattens
them by scores and liundrcds. No proper person
would touch such things; but what can you expect
from people tliat do not know a Sunday from a
Monday ?”

The Lascar Indians seemed, indeed, to be in
need of a niissionary. Many of the children we
met in the strect werc entirely iiakcd, and when we
had pitchcd our tent at the river-bank, some of
thcir grown-up relations visitcd us in the strangest
costumc we liad ever seen OW liunian bcings. One
big chief struttcd around in a stovc-pipc hat, with
a pair of cnibroidcred slippcrs for cpaulets; and a
toothless squaw, looking oid enough to be his
grandmotlier, worc a boy’s straw hat, with a bunch
of parrot-feathcrs. Another wonian, who could
talk a little Spanish, was carrying a young child
that lookcd as red as a boilcd lobster, although
her mother was almost too black to he called dark
brown.

* What ’s the matter, Sissv?” asked Tom. “ Are
yon sick?”

“ Yes, sir; she has hccii steamcd,” said the
mother.

“ Stcamed? How do you mean ?”

“Why,” was the parent’s answcr, “ wc put her
in a willow basket, and hung the basket over a
kettleful of hoilitig water.”

“What did you do that for?” 1askcd. “Were
you trying to kill her?”

“ No, to save hcr life,” said the woman. *“ She
was hitten by an arafian [a venonious spidcr], and
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that s the best remedy. The poison seems to pass
out through the skin with the perspiration.”

The arafion, or bird-eating spider of South Amer-
ica, is almost as big as a toad, red-brown, with long,
hairy legs and claw-feet, and a pair of vcnomous,
pincer-likc fangs. The strangest thing about its
poison is that most persons hardly feel the bite at
first; but after an hour or so, their hands or fcet
begin to swell as if they had caught the crysipclas.
The arafion often covers a whole bush with its gray-
ish-white net, and catches birds as well as insects.
The thrcads of its net are, indeed, as sticky as
bird-lime, and strong enough to hold a good-sizcd
canary-bird.

We made a very good bargain that afternoon.
The Indians gave us a splendid king-parrot and
several purplc pigcons, in exchange fora few pounds
of sugar and gunpowder, and the parents of our
young Lascar guide sold us a nursing Midas-mon-
key, with a baby—a funny, nervous little young
one that claspcd his mother’s neck as if he were
trying to chokc her.

While we ate our supper, a swarm of Indian
children of all ages and sizes had gathered around
our camp, and, after playing with our rats and
monkeys, they began to throw stones at a mango-
trec near the river-bank.

“What in the world, can those children be
after?” said I, seeing that they pursued their sport
with a growing intcrcst.

“ Hallo ! there is a big snakc in that trec,” said
Tommy. *“ Not a boa, though,” he added, when
I jumped up. “It’s a long red one, like those we
saw in Southern Yucatan.”

A big coral snake lay coilcd up in a fork of the
trec, watching us with a pair of those glittering
eyes that are supposed to paralyze birds and small
animals.

“ Make those boys stop, Tommy,” said I. “ Let
us try an expcriment. We can spare one of those
white rats. | am going to see if the eyes of the
snake will charm him.”

The rats were quite tame, and the one we se-
lectcd clung to the knob of my walking-stick, and
stuck to his perch until |1 brought the knob in cidse
proximity to the head of the scrpent. They looked
at each other for five 6r six minutes; but when
the snake rcared up, getting ready for action, the
rat jumped back and slipped into my sleeve with
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the nimbleness of a weasel. A few days after v j
tried the same thing with a diffcrent result
snake paralyzed our rat with a snap-hitc ad
gobbled him up when he began to sUggcr dran
like a blind puppy. So wc almost suspected i
little animals have generally bcen bitten befo
they act in the strange way wliicli makes peopl]
suppose that the eyes of a snake imist have i
witched them.

While we were watching the rcsiili ofourexperJ
mcnt, one of the little boys foolod witli the monkeyd
cage until the door carne open, and, before we kent
it, the Midas-monkeys jumped otit, and wold
both have escapee! if another boy had not cag
them in the nick of time. But. inihescuffle. t
oid one clropped her baby, and, to our astonishl
mcnt, the youngstcr whiskecl u]) an acacia-treej
with big, long thorns that prewcnted us from foll
lowing him. All calling and coaxing wes in vainj
and, when we found that we could not sliake |
off, we fastened his mother to a long string to i
if we could not make her go \ip and bring hrj
down. But, for somc reason or ollier, ¥ refiit
to go, and threw herself on her back like a wildc
when we tried to drive her ul5.

“ Let us try Bobtail Billy,” said Menito. “Hj
likcs to climb. | never saw him refiise a chanceo
that sort.”

Wc at once put Menito’s suggcstion intot
tion, but it quickly proved almost too much dofj
success, for Billy bolted up the tice with asudilei
ness that ncarly snapped the string. Ikt. whenh
passed the baby, the little inip grabbcd him
in a twinkling had both arms around his neck
the same moment, we pulled tire string,
though Billy struggled violentl) and snatched d
the thorny branches left and right, the ljabystiJ
stuck to him, resolved, as it seemed, lo Ircskinm
alive rather than lose this new protector fate h
scnt him. Down they carne, locked togcihei
and we dragged them to where the ymingstel
mother had been tied up in tlic intorval. AR
she saw her bantling, she jumped up and niicej
grab at him ; but, in a strange fu of jcalousy, lill
now declined to surrender his chargc, and he»a
making for the trec again, when Menito stippd|
him, and put all three of them in the same «t*
basket, to let them settlc tlicir family tiuarrcls <
their leisure.

(To be coniinued.)
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WAS KITTY CURED?

B wm ary Graham.

Kinv Brown Was a nice littlc girl, but she
ti one fault; she nevcr would remembecr to put
&in the piano-lid, when she had finished prac-
dirg  No«- there were two reasons why it was

important for her to remembcr this
diity: one was, that the piano was
very much afflictcd with asthma, and
it always grew worse if it took coid
in any way. Another reason was,
in cascof visitors coming in. Whcn

KITIV I'MACTICBS * THE FAIKY WEDDING,”

irc piano-lid was down, and the nice, pretty covcr
thich Mrs. Brown had cmbroidcred was sprcad
«rit. nooiu' would have suspectcd that this piano
«j nrt just IS good as any other in the city of
Philacelphia.  But if the lid was up, the visitor,
<kicver it might be, was sure to try to play on it,
‘Mewaiting furMrs. Brown to come down. Now,
oc could really play on that piano but Mrs.
n™and Kitty, and the music-teacher, so that
ynney imagine any visitor’s disappointment at
Whj;, instead of the swect musical sounds thcy
*»eaccustomed to at homce, only a wheezy, asth-
reticnoise, and what the Brown family had long
naed the “ ratlle-bone accompaniment.”
Kitty," said Mrs. Brown to her daughter onc
after she liad bcen very much mortified by
** comments of her visitors, about her
N0 Kitty, | am going to make some mincc-
N et weck, for Christmas, and | intend to
»yn sonic dough and mince-mcat, to make a

little turn-over for you and your friends; but | shall
only give it upon one condition."

“ Oh! Mother, Mother,” answered Kitty, joy-
fully.  “ You know 1’ll do anything for you, if
you really will let me make a turn-over out of some
of your good dough and mince-meat.”

“ But listen to the condition, Kitty: it is, that
you will not forget, once, betwecn this and then,
to put down the piano-lid after you have finished
practicing,—not once, remember !”

“That ’sa very easy con-
dition, | 'm sure, Mother,
and | ’m certain to earn my
little pie, if thatis all 1 have
to do to get it.”

“ Very well; now be sure
and remember, after this,
for if you forget once, you
know what you forfcit.”

“Oh ! 1" not forget,”
and away skipped Kitty,
full of joy at the thought
of her mother’s kindness.

That afternoon, she sat
down to practice, and had
it in her mind about clos-
ing the piano, after her

hour was up. But pretty soon she hcard tlie
sound of a Street oigan 011 the pavement outside,
and she ran out to see if a funny little monkey,
which had bcen thcrc a few days beforc, had come
again. Of course she did not stop to closc the
piano, for she fully intcnded to rcturn in a few
minutes, but sure cnough, therc was the monkey,
pcrforming all sorts of antics, and so long did it
take her to watch him, and listen to the organ, and
run up for some pennies, that she forgot all about
tlic piano, until that evening at tlie tea-table her
mother said to her, in a sorrowful tone of voice:

“ Now, Kitty, you’ve forfcitcd your littlc pie
already; you forgot to put the piano-lid down this
afternoon. ”

* Oh-h-h-h ! so I did, but indeed, Motlier, the
monkey made me; | should n’t have thought
of forgctting, if it had not bcen for him ; wont
you picase try nic again? | don’t think | could
possibly forget, to-niorrow.”

“ Well, 1’1l try you again; but this time you
must not forget it.”

The nc.\t day, Kitty sat down to the piano with the
best intentions; she was practicing very diligcntly.
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for she hoped to know “ The FairyWedding Waltz ”
well enough to play it at the entertainment which
was to be given in their school the day before

STARTING OUT TO SHOI' FOR THE TEACHER S FKESENT

Christmas. Neither hcr school-inatcs fior teachcrs
woukl have been able to rccognize what Kitty was
playing, had they listened to her as she played it
at home. But Kitty knew it was the very same
that she had been playing on the school piano
cvery day at recess for the last wcek or so. To be
sure, it sounded very diffcrently on her own
asthmatic instrument, and with the rattle-bone
accompaniment, but Kitty had it so well in hcr
mind, and at her fingers’ ends, that she could
almost hear the tune of it as she played, although
the part in which she ran up the piano with her
forcfinger could not he performed in such a
grandioso manner as usual. Toward the end of
her practicing hour, she heard the door-bcll ring,
and then when Hannah went to the door she could
hcar the voices of some of hcr little school-mates
asking for her. She knew what an important errand
they had come upon, and she rushed out to greet
them.

“ You must go with us to choosc Miss Colton’s
Christmas prescnt,” began Annie Peters, breath-
lessly.

“ Oh, yes. 1’1l he rcady in a minute, if you ’ll

KITTY CURED

just wait. Come up to the nursery and get «an
Wc have a splendid fire there in the grate ”

Kitty had asked her mothcr’s pcrmission &tl
dinner-tinie to go with licr school-net;
if they should come for hcr; and. as Mi
Brown was now out, there was 110 ore tol
remitid her about the piano, so tliat sb
never once thought of it again until teati...

“ Kitty,” began Mrs. Brown, inoitrmful'lll
“you have forfeited your little pie agai”®
You know you were only to have it up

one condition, and that you hav

forgotten to fulfill.”

“ So 1 have, Mother. liutindci

I would not llave forgotten, only |
Annie Peters and the other girl
coming for tne. We rcally”dl
have to go to choose MsQj
ton’s prescnt. Wont you
me try once more.” Indi
no matter who may come lij
morrow, 1shall be sure to1

member it.”

“ Well, you may try jul
once more. But rorenit.
you must not cxpect suhH
favor again.”

“ Oh, thankyou.Mothcrl

The next day, a ge]
many important things td
place, and when Kitty <
down to practico, her trirj
was full of the eventsoftq

morning, so that she played licr scalcs and pie
without thinking much about them. When
hour was up, she arése from hcr scat in a hitj
of day-dream, and walked delibcratcly out of ll|
room, without thinking of closing the pi.ino.

That afternoon, some visitors carne in. and Mi
Brown, who was busy making mincc-nieat in ti(
kitclien, could not come into the parlor inmi
diately. The visitors, who liappciied to be\d
fond of music, took turns in tryitig to draw sm
out of the instrument; but, one after another,iliej
gave up in despair.

“ 1 should think Mr. Brown couiq affordto
something better than that for his «fc
childreti; you can buy a good piano foral
song, now, at auction,” said one of the visiia
will not say ladics, for a perfcctly well-bred [Wif)j
would not have made such a remark.

At that moment, Mrs. Brown carne
lor, jiistin time to catch the Last part of «hathj
visitor liad said. Of course, neither she fiori|
others enjoyed the interview very much, an
felt exceedingly vexed with hcr little daughter |
again having been the cause of such annoiancc.
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i If Kitty had only left the piano closed, no
0 «ould have thought of doing anything to it
iu lokaat it, and in appearancc it was very rnuch
ljjny other. Indeed, it had a pair and a half of
vio'dac legs, and the pedal was cpiite respectable;
thikas for tlie embroidered covcr, there were few
Itticr ones on this side of the Atlantic.

“\nd now, Kitty,” said Mrs. Brown to her
il girl, “ yoo t'o dcserve that | should give
dllanother chance. It is too bad that | should
jaresUiicreti sucli inortification on account of your
ijtoctfulncss. ”
1'Oh, Mother! | know | do not deserve another
fharce, hut you *ve often given me things | did not
iteare. because you say we all, grown people and
ciwbody, get more than wc dcserve; so, if you ’ll
alylet me try once more, |’ll not ask you again
iflforgct this time.”

“Well now, remember, tliis must be tlie very
hittime.  Xo little pie for you to bakc if you for-
gtto|)ut tlic piano down bctwcen this and Mon-
iv, for that is ihc day | begin my baking. So
ywill only have to-day and to-morrow, for then
tares .Sunday.”
rChithank you, dear, kind Mother, and do

KITTY CURED
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“ 1’1l remember,” said Kitty, quite as sure as if
she had the best memory, for a little girl, in the
world.

That afternoon, when Kitty was practicing, the
door-bell i'ang, and somc of her mother’s friends
were announccd.

Poor, anxious-hearted Mrs. Brown, with face
very white, rushed in by onc parlor door, hurried
Kitty from her position, and closed the piano, just
as the visitors entcrcd by the other door.

What a relief to Mrs. Brown, to know that she
had succeedcd in prcventing any mortification to
herself, for that afternoon I And what a relief to
Kitty, to know that she would not liave to remem-
ber any more for tliat day I Only one more day,
and then she would be sure of her turn-over for
Christmas. She would ask her mother to let her
invite her little friends to help her eat it on Christ-
mas afternoon.

The ncxt day carne, and Kitty felt sure she
should not forget, this time. She practiccd very
diligently now, for in a few days they would have
their school cxhibition, and her music-teacher had
told her she would have to know her piece a great
deal better to play it before a room full of visitors.

KITTY SAT DOWN AND WATCHED HER MOTHER.”

yaitliink | could forget now, when you have been
to'tening’ with me?” She meant “ lenient.”
I dont know; but, if you do, you must not
tobakc any little pie; remember that.”

than when she was only playing it to herself or
some admiring frienS. And so she played “ The
Fairy Wedding” over and over again, until she
almost knew it with her eyes shut; then she played
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her scales to make her fingers limbcr, then she
played the waltz, until she grew fairly tired, and
ever)' finger achcd.

Just as she was wondering whcther it was time
to sto|), her father put his head into the parlor,
and called her to him. It was such an unusual
thing for him to be homc so early in the afternoon,
that she jumped up in joyful surprise and ran out
to greel him.

“ Here, Kitty,” he said, holding a large parce!
in his hand, “ if you know how to keep a sccret,
just hidc this, until the night beforc Christmas: it
is my prescnt to your mother, and | don’t want her
to know anything about it until then.”

“Oh! Il hide it in my closct: | know what
it is, too ; a set of furs, is n’t it? ”

“ Never mind—you ’d bctter not know, and then
you can keep the secrct bctter.”

Kitty ran up to her room, and hid the parcel,
and, sad to say, never once thought of the piano
until the next morning, whcen her mother said to
her, solcmnly:

“ Kitty, the piano was up all night, owing to
your carelcssness: 1was too busy to go in therc
last cvening, but discox-cred it this morning. 1 fear
the piano will take a very bad coid.”

“ Yes—it is always coid in thcre at night,”
chimcd in Mr. Brown, “ and of course that is very
bad for the asthma and rhcumatism.”

“ | fear you will not be able to rccognize your
piecc for a few days,” said Mrs. Brown, sadly;
then, after a prcparatory pause, “ and of course,
Kitty, you will not now expcct your little pie.”

“ Of course not "answered Kitty, mcckly:
then, in a few minutes, brightening up, she said:
“ But indeed, Mother, if you only knew what made
me forget, this time, you would not be hard on me.
Do you think she would, Father?”

“ S-s-h 17 said Mr. Brown, very much fearing
that Kitty would not be able to keep his little secret
for him. Then he said, hurricdly: “ No, don’t be
hard on her, wife.”

“ | don’t really think | have been,” replied Mrs.
Brown; “ but it sccms to me Kitty ought to have

Ripe straw-berries !”
Shouted big Johnny Strong;

And he sold his baskcts rcadily
To folks who carne along.

“ Strawherries !

But soon a tiny voice piped forth,
“Me, too!” Nell could not shout

RII"E STRAWUERRIES!'

UUKt,

something to make her remembei—no, |
think she need expect to bakc her little pie.”

The next day, when Kitty carne home from
school, she found her mother in the midst ofalt.
ing her pies. She sat down in a corner of the
kitchcn, and watched her: itwasso iiucresting to
seo the pieces of pastry which were cut off from
each pie, as Mrs. Brown’s deft fingers shaped tliciif
these were the pieces which Kitty h;id once hopod
to profit by, but now she had no such expectations.

Mrs. Brown looked over at her with eycs full of !
coinpassion. '

“ Of course, Kitty,” she began, “you do nat |
expcct to get any of this dough, fior any of this |
mince-mcat. ”

“ No, Mother, of course 1 do not i-.ifi</anv;
but you know you told me once that 'blcsscd are |
they that expcct nothing’ becausc they shall notbe
disappointed; and 1 should not he a bit dsgp
pointed if you should give me just enough to nmeke
a dear little pie for myself and .\nnic Pcters, ad
Mainie Goodwin, and Alicc Adams; and if I coud
only have them here Christmas afternoon to hdp
me cat it, | 'm sure | should ncver forget to put |
down the piano-lid again. You s:fid 1 noodod
something to make me rememher it, and | ansute
this would, more than anything else | could thinkd. |
Of course 1don’t cxpcct you to, and 1 will not even
ask you, because 1 promised not lo ask you agin!
—but—oh ! you dear, kind, good leaning mother-1
is all that for me ? all that dough and that minee-1
mcat? | can make two turn-ovcrs, and timtivillj
be a half a onc apiece, and | am very, very surel
shall ncver forget lo put down the piano-lid again: |
and now | must run up and get my littlc pic-bdardj
and pastry rollcr.”

And Kitty ran off with a light hcart and with|
bcaming eycs, feeling sure her mother would nowerl
have reason to be sorry that, after all lier littel
girl’s carelcssness, she was going to let lier bakel
her turn-over and have a good lime .a Christmas|
with her young friends.

But do you think Kitty ever again forgot toputj
down the piano-lid ?

As John did. Yet she too must scll
The fruit she bore about.

Ho, STRAW-IERR-E-E-S ! roarcd lustvJ
"Me. tool" piped Nell, so sad.

And Johnny made good sales that daj,
But Nell sold all she had.
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Ni.L who live in ihis favored land know ihe wealtli of such writers is James Russell Lowell. He jj
of its lavish sumiller and rejoice lhat its “June may be essayist, critic, humorist, all in one. Por a long jjme
had of tlic poorest comer "—June, with its songs, its he was a professor in Harvard University; hut,as manii

roses, and its warm, swift breeze.s—and they will be of you know, he is now— to the honor of his country

ready to echo in their hearts every word of l.owell’s —serving as .\merican ministcr to England.

beautiful verses which the Treasure-box offers you this Altliough Lowell has written almo.st ciuirdy for grown.

month. up readers, there is many a page of his works that
You will find, as you see more and more of literature, would help you to appreciate good literature, and many

that almost every good wriler has his special liiic or a description or poem that would chariu and delight vou.

style of writing, and has won famc by excclling in that For Loéweil, with all his learning and deep ihou«chL
special line. For instance, of modern authors, we speak keelis himself forever young at lieart,—as, indeed, do a
of Thackeray, George Eliot, and Dickens as grc.it true poets,—and his writings are full of the spirii and
novelists; of Ruskin and Garlyle as great essayists or joy of youth and of youthful delight in life. Tliis js
critics; of Scott and Hawthorne as romancers; and siiown clearly enough in the following short exlract
of Tennyson and Longfellow as pocts. But now and describing the sights and sounds of the iiapjiy nioriih of

then we find a man who, writing in all these ways, June. It is taken from his noble pocni, “ The Vision of
proves himself a master in eacli. .Vmong the foremost .Sir Launfal ” ;

A June D.\y.— By J.ames Russell Lowell.
And what is so rare as a day in June? Now' is the high tide of the year,

Then, if ever, come pcrfect days; And whatevcer of life hath ehhed away
Then Heaven tries the carth if it be in tune. Comes flooding back, with a ripply cliocr,

And over it softly her warm car lays: Into every bare inlct and crcck and hay;
Whether we look, or whether wc listen, Now the heart is so full that a drop oveffills itJ
We hear life murmur, or see it glisten ; Wc are happy now' because God wills it;
Every clod fecls a stir of might, No matter how barren the past may liave bcen,l

An instinct within it that reaches and towcrs. T is enough for us now that ihc leaves arel
And, groping blindly above it for light, green ;

Climbs to a soul in grass and flowers; We sit in the w'arm shade and fccl right woi
The flush of life may well be seen How' tlie sap crceps up and the blossoms sivll;!

Thrilling back over hills and valleys; We may shut our cycs, but wc can mit help|
The cowslip startles in meadows green, knowing

The buttercup catches the sun in its chalicc. That skies are clcar and grass is growing;
And there ’s ncver a leaf fior a bladc too mean The ljreeze comes wliispcring in our car,

To be some happy crcaturc’s palace; That dandclions are blossoming near,

The little bird sits at his door in the sun, That maizc has sproutcd, tliat strcams arel

Atilt like a blossom among the leaves. flowing,

And lets his illumined being o’crrun That the river is blucr than tlic sky,

With the dclugc of summer it receivcs; That the robin is plastcring his liousc hard by;j
His mate fcels the cggs beneath her wings. And if the breeze kept the good iicws back,
And the heart in her dumb brcast flutters and For other couricrs wc should not lack;

sings ; Wec could guess it all by yon hcifcr’s lowmg.-J
He sings to the wide world, and she to her And bark! how dear bold chanticlccr,
nest, — Warmcd with the new wine of the year,
In the nice car of Nature which song is the best? Tclls all in his lusty crowing!
JtrST before June comes in with lier peerless days, and here. It is written in the great book of Huiran kfo

while M.ay still is awailing her arrival, our people unitc Wwith which you all shall, day by day, grow iiioi v fMilWj
in doing grateful Service to the many soldiers who fell in and which even now you are readiiig in Il'c lig»" *

the late terrible national slruggle known as our Civil Own liomes. Enough for the Treasure-nox, loay
War. They deck the crowded graves with flowers, and, €very greatcountry, at some pcriod of its liistory, has 1
while they recognize and mourn over the War as a great to fight for its existence ; and that, at such times, ivhei
calamity, they love to remember the brave and true hearts Whole land is agloiv with zeal and excitem ent,songs-
who yielded up life for their country’s honor and best utterances spring from the very heart of the hour
prosperity. Wc cannot go into tlic story of the War, become foreverapartofthe nation’s liter.tturc. a |
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nerance is the selection we give you this raonth,— the
Jilowned speech of .Abrahain Lincoln at the dedication,

President

FOURSQORE and seven years ago, our fathcrs
brought forth upon this continent a new nation,
(ouccived in liberty, and dcdicated to the proposi-
bmthat all men are creatcd cqual. Now, we are
eogpged in a great civil war, testing whether that
retion, or any nation so conceived and so dcdicated,
@nlong endure. We are met on a great battle-
fidd of tli.it war. W'e are met to dedicate a
pation of il as the final resting-place of those who
krc gave their lives that that nation might live.
llis altogether fitting and proper that we should do
tis But. in a larger sense, wc can not dedicate,
K can not consécrate, u'c can not hallow, this
gand The bravo mcn, living and dead, who
stiuggled here, consccrated it far above our power

Ix connection with this grand .and simple speech,
jou mav filly read, on “ Decoration Day,” lhc beautiful
poem «ritlen by Judge Finch. It was inspircd by a
DTCspaper paragraph stating that, two years after ihc

NICHOLAS TREASURE-BOX.

in November, 1863, of the soldiers’ burial-ground, on the
baltle-fiekl of Gettysburg;

Lincoln’s Speech at Gettysburg.

to add or to dctract. The world will little note
fior long remember what we say hcre, but it can
ncver forget what they did here. It is for us, the
living, rather to be dcdicated here to the iinfin-
ished work that they have thus far so nobly ca%
ried on. It is rather for us to be here dcdicated
to the great task remaining before us; that from
these honorcd dcad we take increased devotion to
the cause for which thcy here gave the last full
measure of devotion; that we here highly resolve
that the dead shall not have died in vain; that
the nation shall, under God, have a new birth of
frccdom; and that government of the people, by
the people, and for the people, shall not perish
from the earth.

ciése of the War, the women of Columbu.s, Mississippi,
had shown themselves impartial in their offerings made to
the meinory of the dead, strewing flowers alikc on the
graves of the Confedérate and of the National soldiers.

The Blue and the Grwy.*—Bv F. M. Finch.

By the tlow of the inland river,
Whence the flects of iron have flcd,
Wherc ihc bladcs of the gravc-grass quivcr,
JAsiecp are the ranks of the dead;—
I'nder the sod and the dew,
W'aiting the judgment day;—
I'ndcr the onc, the Blue;
L'nder the other, the Gray.

These in the robings of glory,
Those in the gloom of defcat,
Al with the battle-blood gory,
In the dusk of etcrnity meet;—
L'nder the sod and the dew,
Waiting the judgmecent day;—
I'ndcr The laurel, the Blue;
Under the willow, the Gray.

From the silcnce of sorrowful hours

The desoiate mournere go,

Lovingly laden with flowers,

Alike for the friend and the foc;—
Under the sod and the dew,
Waiting the judgment day;—
Under the roses, the Blue;
I'nder the lilies, the Graye

S with an equal splendor,
The morning sun-rays fall,
Ikith a touch impartially tender,
On the blossoins blooming for all;—

Under the sod and the dew,
Waiting the judgmcent day;—

Broidered with gold, the Blue;
Mcllowed with gold, the Gray.

So, when the summer callcth,
On forest and field of grain,
With an cqual inurmur falleth
The cooling drip of the rain ;—
Under the sod and the dew,
Waiting the judgmecent day;—
Wet with the rain, the Blue;
Wct with the rain, the Gray.

Sadly, but not with upbraiding,
The gencrous deed was done;
In the storms of the years that are fading,
No bravcr battic was won;—
Under the sod and the dew,
Waiting the judgment day;—
Under the blossoms, the Blue;
Under the garlands, the Gray.

No more shall the war-cry sever,
Or the winding rivers be red;
They banish our angcr forcver
When they laurel the graves of our dead 1
Under the sod and the dew,
Waiting the judgment day ;-
Lovc and tcars for the Blue;
Tears and love for the Gray.

*The Union or Northern soldiers wore blue uniforms; the Confedérate soldiers wore gray.
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SALTILLO BOYS.

By WILLILAM O.

Chapter IV.
ABOUT THE CANDIDATES.

Jim Swayne did not fail to make a full report
to Fanny of his talk with Mr. Ayring.

“1 can bring along boys enough, too,” he added,
confidently; “ but it wont do to be in too great a
hurry. There are all sorts of talk about it among
Madame Skinncr’s girls.”

Fanny would hardly have told even her brother
how keen an interest she was beginning to take in
the matter.

She was a tail, showy-looking young lady, of full
sixtcen, and the slightly haughty expression of her
mouth might have made some pcoplc think she
would be above mingling with such an affair of
mere boys and girls as a “ May-Day Festival.”

She had been prcsent the previous year, how-
ever, and had now before her mind’s eye a vivid
picture of the crowded hall, with its brilliant lights,
its hanging ‘fiags, its festooned evergrecns, and its
prodigal display of flowers.

She remembered, too, the music, the applause,
and how very beautiful Belle Robcrts looked, march-
ing in upon the stage with her maids of honor and
her bowing retinuc of young gentleman attendants,
and she was sure in her heart that she could her-
self exceed the triumphant success of that or any
other “ crowning.”

It was to be a *“ public appearancc,” as the
central figure, the observed of all observers, the
mark for, perhaps, two thousand pairs of admiring
eyes, and the prospect of it thrilled her from head
to foot.

She had great confidence in James and his zeal
and energy. Nothing could be better devisad than
the little plot of Mr. Ayring. The rcsult seemed
as sure as anything could be, but the flush of hopc
and gratified pride fadcd away from her chceks as
sKe muttered: “ There ’s ncarly a wcck for some-
thing to happen in. | may not be elected, after all.”

The Park girls were not planning her elcction,
when so many of them gathered, after school, in
the parlor of the Roberts’s dwelling.

They talkcd of many candidates, but there was
one Street, not far below the Park, bcyond which no
suggcestion of thcirs had big enough wings to fiy.

“ Bcyond that,” as one of them said, “ all the
girls go to Madame Skinner’s.”

No amount of grace or beauty could make up

Stoddard.

for such a misfortunc, as long as there were ay
Park girls to choose from.

There did once rise a faint voice with: "What
if they should set up Fanny Swayne?”

“ She?” cxclaimcd Dora Keys. '*‘Why, she’s

too oid. She was graduated from boarding-school
last year. She ’ll be out in socicty in a season or
two.”

Belle Robcrts had bcen barcly fourtcen when
the May diadem had fallen upon her glossy broan
hair, but she was a year oldcr now, and lier friends
sccmed still to regard her as a sort of ijueen-modcl
to go bhy.

It was not long, therefore, witli Uora’s help,
before a second line of exclusion was formed, &
fatal to candidates as was the cross strcct this sice
of Madame Skinner’s school.

The number “ fiftccn ” began to have a kind of
niagic, and the girls who could not show a birthday
with those figures upon it were pitilessly set asice
as too young.

Half of the prcsent company and a larger frac-
tion of their abscnt school-mates worc under tre
mark, and the problcm was made more sinple by
having just so many girls Icss to pick from

Oid age was as fatal as extreme youth, ad
“ sixtcen, going on scventeen ” was also ruled ot
by common conscnt.

Dora had a kind heart, and she could but put
her plump, white hand on the shotilder of pretty |
Jenny Sewcll, and whisper; “ Yon miy havea
chance ncxt year, darling.”

Bcllc Robcrts overheard it, and added, in her
frank, smiling way: “ Yes, Dora dc;ir. and youu |
be a year too oid, then.”

“1’m Just barcly fiftccn now.”

“ But you could pass for more and not halftry.’

“ 1 don’t mean to try.”

The young lady “ caucus” was cven more ani-
matcd than that of the boys had been, but there is
an oid provcrb in the army that “ a eouncil of var
ncver fights.” They could not anrl did not agree
upon any one candidate, and so Belle liad to »
Jack after they had gone.

“ No candidate !” he cxclaimed. “ N»" ' *|

funny. It must be that they all want it.”
“They all said they did n’t,-all but Doa|
Kcys.” ,

* She did n’t, eh ? She would n’t make aW
queen, if once she were upon the platform. W |
troublc is, she ’ll never get there.”
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“You tould n’t make her believe that.”

“She 'd lietter, then. She ’s a year too oid and
ahead ton tail.”

How would Jcnny Scwecll do ?”

“Capiially, if Bob Sewell were not so high and
mPhtv.  riic boys °d vote fqr her, may be, but
thewwoni want to set him up any highcr.”

“Making her cluecn would n’t make him king.

“llc’d look at it that way. He feels bigger
then the mayor now, and he is n’t twenty.”

“ldon’t see whom you can take, then, unless
it'sSarah Dykcman.”

“Slic’d do splendidly, if you could get her to
take it.”

“Don’l you think she would ?”

"“the TKVIN WILL IIE THE MAIN THING,” SHE SAID.”

“1)id n’t she say she would n’t ?”

“Well. yes; she said so ”

“Then she wont. That’s just the diffcrencc
ketwen her and the rest.  She and Dora Keys
aehoncst.”

“She’s worth ten of Dora.”

“Of course she is, but Dora can’t kecp in any-
“drgshe thinks about hcrsclf.”

Shethinks a good deal, then.”

st«as all said good-humoredly cnough.

ra had gone homc with a growing con-
that her prospects were bright, and getting
nghter.  “ Not onc of thcm said anything against
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my running. They ’ll have to vote for me or else
it ’ll be one of Madame Skinncr’s girls.”

That night, Dora liad as vivid a drcam as had
Fanny Swayne, hcrsclf, of standing on a brilliantly
lighted platform, beforc a vast, enthusiastic crowd,
and with a crown of roses on her head.

Fanny, indeed, had gone one step farthcr, for
she had dreanicd so vividly, whilc she was yet
wide awakc, that she had pullcd out from its hiding-
placc the pretty white drcss she had worn at her
“ graduation,” and had dccidcd upon what it would
need toturn it into a royal “ coronation robe.”

“ The train will be the main thing,” she said.
“ It must be long cnough for six maids of honor to
hold it up,—three on a sidc. The cnd of it must
fall to the floor behind them, with lilics on it. Yes,
the skirt can be lengthcncd, easily, and it isn’t
very expensivc stuff. | ’ll have a prettier scepter,
too, than Belle had. Hers was far too big and
cluinsy. It looked as if it weighcd a pound.”

Jim had been hard at work, and he liad made
his rcport.

“ Candidates? Oh, they’rc all talking about
everybody. Thcy don’t secm to have fixed on any
one flame y'ct.”

“ But the Park set ?” a.sked Fanny.

“ Not a word. Some of our boys think they
must have heard of what Mr. Ayring said, and
mean to give it up. Thcy know thcy can’t do
anvthing against him, with all the town to help
hiiti.”

Chaptek V.

THIC IOI.LKCTION.

JEFF C.-\.RROI,l. was a cpiict, near-sightcd, care-
less sort of fellow, with a strong tcndcncy to chuckle
over the things closc up to which his short vision
conipcllcd him to bring his face.

It was not often, however, that his chuckle
seemed to have a dcepcr meaning in it than whecn
he and Will Torrance carne together, half an hour
before school-tinie, in the morning.

Will was a character, in some respects, com-
bining a cpieer disposition to write poetry with a
liking for fancy poultry, and an ambition to be the
Champion athlete of his set. He was, as yet, a
good dcal more of a wrcstlcr than of a poet.

He and Jeff were great cronics, and his cntire
boy rose within him to incpiire the meaning of that
chuckle.

“ Can you kecp a secret, Will ?”

“1can try. Whatsup?”

“ Oid Ayring ’s going have the May Queen
election come off next Tucsday evening.”

“ Everybody knows that.”
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“ And |
elected.”

“ How did you find out?”

“ He ’ having some voting tickets printed in our
office, on the sly. | saw the proof this morning,
on Father’ desk.”

“You don’t say!”

* Guess who it is.”

know whom he s going to have

* Can’t do it. Some one of Madame Skinner’s
girls, | supposc.”

“ Not a one. Guess again.”

* Give it up. Unless he ’s choscn me?”

“ It ’s Fanny Swayne !”

“ She ’s pretty enough, and would make a good
queen. Is n’t she too oid, though ?”

“ He does n’t care, as long as his show goes off
to suit him.”

“ But Jim would be proud as a peacock.”

“We wont let him, Will. Let you and | elect
a May Queen of our own.”

“You and 1? Why, we count buttwovotes.
Some of the boys might go with us, if the girls
would let 'em ; but | don’t bclieve you
much influencc with the girls.”

“We don’t need any. But | *ve pickcd out our
queen, if you ’re agreed to try it.”

“ One ’s as good as another, for me, if it isn’t
Dora Keys, or Bob Sewell’s sister, and if she ’s
pretty enough and is n’t too oid.”

“ Did you ever see Milly Merriweather,
sister ?”

“ Lots of times, but | never spoke to her.
It seems to me the girls rather snub her.”

‘“She ’s a quiet little thing, and the older girls
just lord it over one of that kind. | tell you what,
Will, that ’s the very reason we ought to elect hcr.
But wc must n’t breathe it.”

“ We must ask her ifshe ’ll consent.”

“ Not a word of it. She ’d say no, of course,
and spoil it all.. The first thing she knows of it
must be her election. It must be a regular sur-
prise, all around.”

“ It Il be a tre-mendous surprise to me, for onc.”

Pug’s

“Noitwont. You come down town with me,
after school. 1 ’ll show you. It ’s time to go in,
now. Not a word to any of the boys.”

The young politician blinked his gray eyes
merrily and walked away in a fit of chuckles that
seemcd almost to choke him.

Will Torrance not only scribbled no poetry that
morning, but he actually carned a bad mark in
geomctr)’, which was his especial stronghold, next
after chickens. It was dreadfully severe on a boy
of fourteen to have a big secret to keep and only
know one-half of it, hijjnself.

Even Shen the hour of noon recess carne, Will
was unable to obtain any consolation from Jeff.
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That worthy did but blink at him in a most barJ
barous way and keep himself surrounded byq’ .
petual body-guard of the other boys, in
quick-eared presence no secret could be sfely
hinted at.

They werc all “ (alking May Queen” but not
onc of them spoke of Milly Merriweather.

“ We shall be likc a pair of mittens,” growdedl
Will.  “ Only just two of'us. It 1 takc more|
than that to elect hcr.”

Nothing unusual occurred in school, that after-
noon, but the moment he reachcd thc Sidralk
at the closc of it, all of Jeff Carroll’s indifference
vanished.

“ Come on, Will. 1°’ve got it all worked out
Let ’s get away before any of the rest hang on”

Will was rcady, and away they went, down
town, at a pace that was almost a trot.

All the answer Jeff would give to any questions,)
was:

“ It ’s all right.  You ’ll see.”

He pauscd, at last, before the shop ofath“ivingj

andlhadealer in chcap literaturc and stationery.

That is, he did not so much pause as plungc in
and in half a minute more he was asking Wil
Opinién of a large assortment of cnibosscd “ cards”
of staring colors, such as werc greatly used for ad-|
vertising purposes.

“ Don’t they blazc?”

“ They ’rc as big as my hand.”

“ Well, pretty nearly,” said jeff, chuckiiiig.
“ But they °re four times as big as ihe tickets dd
Ayring is having printcd for Fanny Swayne’sdec
tion. Don’t you see the dodge, now?”

“1 begin to. Fvcry single small boy in tre
chorus will take onc of these for a ticket, scoor
than one of the little white ones.”

“ That s it.”

“ And that is n’t all of it, Jeff.”

“ What more, then ?”

“ Evcry one of them ’ll keep your prettycard,”
objected Will, “ and put Ayring’s ugly onc in thc|
ballot-box.”

“We must make them tradc witb us, whcrone
can. They ’ll do it. And cvery cbick and dild
of ’em must have two. One to vote and oxcto

Jcff’s electionecring powcrs were (it to nia\i(
an alderman of him, some day, and be and WH
divided bctwcen them thenot very hcavwy ast
of three hundred of the mostextraordinarypeste
boards in the stationcr’s stock.

“ Now where, Jeff ?” ,
“Wherc? Why, to our job-printing office.
McCee, the foreman, is a pet of mine. He
print Milly’s fiame on the cards in bronze-gib e

ters, bright enough to dazzle the little fcllovs.
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lei had not at all overestimated his influence
lihthe rotund and jolly-looking fereman, and it
jilvnceded a liint of what was up, to insure the
B} absoluto secrccy.  Anything in the way of
(fiction tickets was a direct appcal to the heart and
(Msdee of Corny McGec.

“Now; Will, "'C must kccp perfectly silent about
is Wc ’re the only party in this elcction that
towsjust what it ’s about.”

JeiTknow that his fricnd could do far better than
fecould, in rallying active supporters. Howcver,
jid Snayne and Mr. Ayring could have named
iBOher “ party 7 that knew what it meant to do
ud howit mcant to do it.

Trenext day was Saturday, and the boys of Mr.
Hayne's school, as well as those of the Wedgwood,
««escaltcred far and wide by the customary holi-
ibydudes of young gcntlemen of their age.

Therewere several games of base-ball that needed
lokeplayed. and other afiairs of equal importance
lobcatlended to, and Will Torrance had a trip of
tmmilesto make into the country, after a rcmark-
ilc pair of Bantain fowls.

1di*“slood by his guns.”

That is, he stood as a sort of sentinel at Corny
iMCocs elbow until the lastof that lot of gorgcous

sfdl from the printing-prcss, witli the fiame of

“Anelia Meniwcather ” printcd thereon in full,
reectblc type. and the apprentice in attendance
hidpowdcred the same to brightness with a sift of
jliitering bronze.

Ifany sinall boy or girl could be proof against
powcr of such an attraction as that, Jeff felt
he should lose his confidence in juvenilc

[‘:mnature.

That Saturday was a day of trial among the

lugklies.

There were endless “ caucuscs” but no “ con-
wtions,” and no onc of the several gathcrings
hewwhat the others might be doing.

Late in the day a dircful rumor began to spread

; the girls who had brothers, or whose friends
brothers, at the Wedgwood school, to the
rtthat Jim Swayne had pledged six of the best

A there to help him clcct his sistcr.

“Fanny is lo be a candidate, then !” carne from
lay lips.

Farycould have obtaincd a larger idea of her

mnt of her other qualities, if she could have

led to all the comments called out by that

pe piece of news, as it travelcd so fast among the
of Saltillo.

Alte next day was Sunday, and of course the May

"“n busincss was droppcd, but Monday could

have bcen described as “ busy.” So busy,

JW, that by sunset the confusién was worse than
tdodl the camps and councils but those of Mr.
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Ayring and Jim Swayne, and of Jeff Carroll and
Will Torrance.

It is possible that Dora Kcys imagined herselfa
camp and council or something of the sort, for at
least a dozcn of the smaller girls had said, or had
allowed her to say without any contradiction, that
her chances were as good as those of any other girl
around the Park.

Belle Robcrts askcd her brother, at supper, what
he thought of Dora’s chances.

“ That ’sJust what | have n’t been doing, Belle.”

“ Don’t you think she has any ?”

“ There- ’s no telling where the lightning may
strike. But | think she ’s safe. The fact is, Belle,
the Wedgwood boys and oid Ayring are going to
be too much for us, this time.”

It looked a good deal like it, and the Park boys
carne together, on the morning of the decisive
Tuesday, with despairing hearts.

That suited the shrewd mind of Jeff Carroll
cxactly, for they would be ready to bite at any kind
of chance for a victory.

He worked with carc, ncverthcless, and only ex-
plained his plan of battlc to a selcct few, under
tremcndous pledgcs of secrccy.

One after another, Charley Fcrris, Otis Burr,
Jack Robcrts, and Joc Martin were engaged as
lieutenants under the generalship of Will Torrance,
with Jeff himself for what the army men cali a
* chicf of staff,” which mcans the man who knows
more than the general, but does not wish to say so.

“ You see, boys,” said Jeff, “ our best hold will
be among the little chaps, just where Ayring
means to get his. He mcans to have them all
supplied with tickets and their votes put in, before
the oldcr girls and boys are reddy. If he knew
what we are up to, he might do something to head
US off.”

The idea that they were working out a myste-
rious plot supplied all the added cncrgx' required,
and by tea-time on Tuesday cvening every boy of
them was a good deal more than rcady.

The drilling for the vocal music # .Mr. Ayring’s
annual “ festival ” had bccn going on quite success-
fully for several weeks, and it was a capital “ sing-
ing-school” for the rank and file of the “ chorus.”

It would now be ncccssary to have the oldcr per-
formers in training, and so the time for choosing
them had fully come.

When Will Torrance looked in, that cvening, at
the door of the “ Iccture-room ” of the Prcsbyterian
cluirch, where the drills were held and the elcction
was to takc place, he cxclaimcd;

* Jeff, there are more ’n two hundred voters, but
we ’ve tickets enough to go 'round. There ’ll be
a good many who wont want ’cm, so wc shall have
two apiccc for the rest.”
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The “ pretty tickets" had already bcen divided
among the active workers, to whose ranks five or
six more of the Park boys could now be safely
added.

The best reenforccment of all carne at the very
last.

“ Pug “—Pug Merriwcather, come hcre !” loudly
whispcred Jack Roberts to the head-center of all
the noise there was in his part of the room.

“ What have you got for me? ”

“ Come here. Wc ’re going to elect your sister
May Queen. Make cvery boy and girl you can get
at, vote one of these tickets. If thcy have littlc
white tickets, get them to exchange them for one
of these. Give ’em two apiece, and they can vote
one and keep the other.”

“ If thcy don’t, | ’ll make it hot for 'cm!”

His little hands were filled with the gaudy paste-
boards and his keen black eyes were all a-sparklc
with delight and cnergy.

“ Look at him, Will,” exclaimed Jack.
wasp in a sugar-barrel is nothing to him.”

Even after Mr. Ayring called the meccting to
order, and all were listening to his business-likc
statement of what they were io do, Pug was slip-
ping slyly along from seat to seat, till his tickets
were out and he had to come back for more.

Mr. Ayring’s own plan called for prompt action,
with no useless time given to be wasted on writing
out tickets or in “ clcctioneering,” a thing he had
said something against in his opcning remarks.

In less than five minutes after the appointment
of four young gentlcmcn to act as “ tellers,” and
ply their hats as “ ballot-boxes,” a good share of
the voting had been “ completely done.”

Not a few had written ballots ready, and penciis
and paper were busy, but there were signs of excitc-
ment speedily visible among the Wedgtvood boys.
Dora Keys herself handed Jim Swayne one of the
colored tickets, although she did not drop one like
it into his hat.

* Sarah,” exclaimed Bellc, “ this is the work of
our boys. W j must help them. Pass the word
among as many girls as you can. Will Torrance?”
—he was passing her just then—* Can’t you Ict us
have some tickets ?”

“ Here they are.
to win.”

The *“ surprise”
workcd to a charm.

Half the small-fry in the room had voted, beforc
an cffort could be made to chcck the sudden and
unexpectcd flood of those very brilliant ballots.

If Mr. Ayring was vcxed he did his best not to
show it; but the color of Jim Swayne’s face bc-
trayed the disturbed condition of his mind.

Pug Merriwcather was cvcrywherc.

N

If you girls ’Il help, we ’rc sure

part of Jeff Carroll’s plan
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“ Jeff,” said Will, “ that littlc piece of quidd
silver is worth both of us put together.” I

They and their friends were b\ no neas idle
however, during that exciting quarter-hour. |

Poor Milly Merriwcather sat among some of hei
friends, with a staring green ticket in herl
hardly knowing whethcr to blush or to run angy.

Otis Burr and Jim Swayne met in front of M
Ayring’s desk, in their capacity of tellers, a thi
moment when it was announced that “the polig]
are closed.”

“It’s a regular trick!” exclaimed Jim

“ And of a shrcwd kind,” calmly responded ti
red-haircd boy; “ but you did n't meke it w
wcll.  How does your hat feel ?”

The other hats carne swiftly in, and the tidet
were piled in a great heap in front of M. Aring
It looked as if the counting them would beamen
matter of fonn, but for form’s sake it had to
done.

“Two hundrcd and fifty-thrcc votes c,
should hardly have thought there were so manyi
the room,” said Mi'. Ayring.

It was too late to count the votcrs present, hog
ever, and the separare count bogan.

For a few minutes, Jim Swaync’s face grewalittk
more chcerful, for the white tickets were il
numerous, though not making so inuchofasho»
and there were a good many scattcring votes wi
ten with pen and pencil.

Tally was made after tally, and nowtheMcrnj
weather strength began to show itself, as thelj
tickets heaped up in a larger and larger pile.

Then, at last, carne a moment whcn you ccd
have hcard a pin drop, although nobody tookib
troublc to drop one.

Mr. Ayring slowly ar6se to announcc the 1§
of the voting.

He drew a good long breath, for it wesng
what he had expected to read, whcn he had
there, early that evening.

“ Miss Francés Swayne has rcccived eighty-dirié
votes; Miss Alicc Bridge, scventcen; Mss Do |
Keys, five ; therc are twenty-onc votes saiicdl
among other candidates; Miss .Arelia M-
weather has received one hundred and
seven votes, and is elected, by a inajority of c@
over all competitors.”

The Park boys chcered and stamped:dl
children under twclve did their best to maket
noise louder, and if thcre wcrc any tokens ca
of discontent, vocal or otherwisc, they were an
plctcly drowned.

“ Wc shall now procced with the other cwnt
of the evening,” continucd Mr. Ayring, b
shall be happy to confer with Miss
at the ciése. | will add that, in my opinién,!
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Lo shown cXcellcnt tasto and good judginent in “Well, I don’t know which side was most sur-
jelection.” prised. On the whole, | think it was Milly

1 Mili” Merriweather hid her face in her hands, hcrself.”

" tthe “iris crowded around to congrattlate her, “ She ’ll get over it.”

2 IMIf

f e
1A i
i N1
"
m
vyJ:i'a
-735N--
“ THE OIRI.S CROWDED AROUND TO CONCRATUIATF. HER."
|e Park boys raised a tctnpest of applause, and “ That ’s more than Jim Swayne will. | say,
I'iCarroll whispercd to Will Torrance: Will Torrance ! you ‘ve cut oitt a job for yourself”
pVe \c done it, oid fellow. Sec! Pug Merri- “ What kind of job?”
“ethor is trying to stand ort his head!” “ Oh, Jim Swayne and the rest of 'cm lay it all

to you.”
* JeffCarroll dcserves more crcdit than | do.”
“ All right. We ’ll give him the honors; and
sninor, jouKN'.-viis.vr. you may take the rest for your sharc.”
That had not been Will’s first intimation that the
not a single hoy of Mr. Hayne’s wrath of the defeatcd party was gathering upon
'”"dﬁ'hgcrof being late on the morning after him. Even Jeff Carroll had said to him, with a

ClIAFIKR \T.

|TIERE was

W Queen election. violwaklc : sfidim<isays he’ll makc you cat one of
jen Andy Wrigilt was one of the carlicst on those tickets, Will.”
p~und, and his first remark was to Otis Burr: And Charley Ferris had put on a terribly pug-
'c beard that you had a kind of surprise nacioiis look in declaring: “ Don’t let’®m scare
e "ght-” vou, Will. 1’1l stand hv vou.”

%. VII, -4,.
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T'here was not a shadow of doubt that he would,
either, fior of the sincerity of all the rest, one after
another, in echoing his heroic declaration. The
school would be as one man, or boy, in an affair of
that sort. At the same time it was not likely that
more than half a dozen of their rivals felt badly
enough about it to do more than bluster.

They were talking very big, indeed, over at the
Wedgwood, that morning, although Jim Swayne
himself did not appear until Just as the bell rang,
and then he did not look as if he were an.vious
to talk to anybody.

He had, in fact, done quite enough of mere talk-
ing the previous night, both before he went home
and after he got there.

He even felt hurt at Mr. Ayring himself for his
very calm and smiling way of treating the matter.

* To think,” said Jim to his sister, * of his
laughing about it as if it were a good joke of some
kind.”

There were many persons besides the music-
teacher who were ablc to see a funny side to such a
performance, and it was quite as well they were, for
the sake of good feeling and the success of tlie
“ festival.”

The girls of Madame Skinner’s were hardly dis-
posed to make merry, and their dignified “ princi-
pal ” did not refer to the election at all in her
“ morning rcmarks.” Her pupils did, very frcely,
and so did the young ladies at Miss Offcrman’s.
Of course these were all pleascd, and said so, and
many of them were able to add: *“ | voted for
Milly.  She ’ll make a capital May Oueen.”

Dora Keys was a good deal mystified, at first.
She said to herself, and afterward to others:

“ | never so much as heard Milly’s iame men-
tioned; and they ccrtainly taiked of me. Every
ticket | wrote out was voted, too. It must be,—
that ’s it. It was those hidcous printed tickets.
There were more of them to be put in and so they
put them in. The children were crazy to get them.
1never thought as far as that.”

The remaining interest in connection with the
May Festival would be in the selection of the
‘court,” and in that, at least, Mr. Ayring was

pretty sure to have almost evcrything to say.

The Park boys knew that somc of them would be
chosen, but that a good many more would not, and
it may be they were all the better pleascd over a
new excitement that sprang up among them at the
noon recess.

“ 1 say, Joc Martin,” began John Derry, “ what
is this about Friday afternoon ?”

“ Declamation and composition.
have to try. Onc thing or the other.
week.”

“1 Il speak, then.

Evciy boy will
Each

What ’ll you try for, Jack? ”

*SALTII.H)
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“ Have n’t you heard ? It s Jeff CaroHf
notion.” |
“ He ’s always up to something. Wh" 5;1

this time ? Going to clcct a queen every Friday?!

“ No,—sir!l—It’s ncwspapers.” ’ 1
“1’ll bringone ”
“ Bring one ! Every boy that wants to can gcj

up one of his own and read it.”

“ But my father docs n’t own a prinling-ofiicej
Docs yours ?”

“ We ’re to write them,—editorials and all.”

“ Look here, Jack,” interruptcd Olis liurr.l
“Don’t you think | look a little like Ho
Greeley ?”

“ Can’t say you do.”

“ 1 feel like an editor of somc kind, anyhowj
I ’'m going to start the ‘Weekly Plunger.””

“ Mine ’ll be the “Journal,”” said Charley Faris1
“ Andy has bis ‘Review’ halfwritten. Joe Manin'f
will be the “Rcgistcr.” It ’ll be big fun.”

The plan seemed to grow in j(opular inei
every minute, but one o’clock carne upon
before half of the proposed “ pciiodicals""
even named.

The boys were hardly in their scats before th
began to find out that Mr. Hayne himself 1
been thinking of the matter, for he made ther™
little speech about it.

The papers mct with his appmv.il, but oce id
two weeks would be often enough for them.
the pupils each wcck. The cditors were iol
orators one Friday and writers the ncxt. Hev
give them no sort of advice now, but wait ands
how they would succced.  All who could be r
by the next Friday would be wcicomc to read.

It was a serious piece of busincss, but the |
could see that there was fun to come.

“Wont 1 report 'em?” remarked Jeff tohi|
crony, after school.

“ | 've poetry enough on hand to run my[

;dl summer.”

“ That wont do, Will. Just a little of it, nJ)
be. Can’t you give us a leader on chickcns?”

“ Perhaps 1could. And 1 nave another idail
my head. It ’s a Ramblers’ Club.”

“What ’s that?”

“ Oh, you and I, and as many as went to."
soniewhere in the country, every Saturday. "y
could get up some yarns about it.”

“ And have fun, too. | ’m in for it
next Saturday.”

“ But, Jeff, shall you have a newspaper rcidy
Friday?”

“ O'h, wontl? You’ll see!”

Jeff could not be induccd to divulgo anvtm
more about his plans, but Will felt sure thcrcm
something of interest coming.

Let sg0)
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Afor the rest of the boys, neither that clay,
lifier school. fior the next, was therc any attention
pid to leap-frog, base-ball, pull-away, or any
«er of their customary aiifaiis.

n the contrary, thcre was a general scattering
lddid home, the momcnt they got out of the

qI?Thev're all ccliting, Mr. llayne,” remarkecl
Jdn Derry to the teachcr, when he found himself
iloe on the sidewalk, and was asked where the
sl «ere. " 1°’m the only orator left, this week.
ni be ready, sir.”

Hesaid it soberly cnough, but Mr. Haync knew
iomelhing of boys, and he felt sure his young
tod «ouUi bring as much as anybody to the
Ficy’s enlertainment.

Jon Derry was always ready to do his share of
inylhing he liked, and although he coilld not say
heliked “ dcclamation,” when it took the shape
ofwork it «as quite another thing when it could
fenede to look like mischicf.

S he, too, went home and did his best, even
lcamying a big book of “ rhetorical .selections"
ipinto the garrct of his father’s housc, and very
reaty missing his supper.

“They 11 do it,” remarkcd Mr. Hayne, to him-

li s he «alked along. “ Thcy’ll get more
padiceout of it than thcy would from any amount
d nere giammatical cxerciscs. If | can keep
ikmat it, therc ’s no telling how much they inay
lam”

Al the whilc. too, thcy would be doing thcir
mdming, and that was a grand thing, of itself.

Thursday and the forcnoon of Friday were
[tramred full of reserve and mystery.

Tre disposition to talk seemed to have vanishcd,

oweryeditor in the school was as solcmn as a
toungo«l, over the intcnded contents of his “ first
The cxcitement was not less on that

int, and for once the hour betwecn twclve

fook and onc secmed altogether too long for
"irance.

“Jeff," said Will, “ do \ou know who ’s to read
|t

"No. Perhaps Mr. Hayne ’ll cali the roll and
feeusrcad in turn.”

“Then | ’in away down the list and you ’ll come

‘after Ote Buit.”

AN‘Qe has somcthing quecr. He carne within
Ifaninch of laughing when | asked him about it.”
"Didhe?—Thcrc goes the clock. Come on.”
‘It Haync was as calm and smiling as usual,
‘Ihcboys half envied him his power of kceping
i under such exciting circumstanccs.

hed very little to say, howevei', seeming dis-
“totrcat the Friday performance just like any
'fay’ procecdings.
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“ As wc have but one exei'cise in dcclamation,
young gcntlemen, we shall bcgin with that. Mr.
John Derry.”

John was ready and marched gravcly forward to
the platform. Therc was a faint flush on his face,
but nobody could tell whcther it arése from bash-
fulncss or something else. He gave a low bow
to Mr. Hayne, another to the school, and then
launched boldly out into Daniel Webster’s great
speech in reply to Coloncl Haync, of South Caro-
lina. The boys all knew bits and slices of it, and
thought John had made a good selection. That
is, if lie incant nothing personal to the Mr. Hayne
he had just bowcd to.

Up to that time, not onc of his boy friends had
dreanied how good a memory John Derry really
had, but thcy began to know something about it,
now.

Any other boy would have thought six inches of
that speech quite enough for once, and bcen glad
to get through and sit down.

Not so John Derry, on the prescnt important
occasion. He was to be the only speaker, and he
had made up his mind that therc should be speak-
ing enough—as much as if a dozen boys had taken
the business in hand, instead of one.

On he went, speaking more and more slowly,
but ncver missing a word, until even Mr. Hayne
himself looked at him with a queer sort of sur-
prised smile on his face.

There could be no doubt of the hard work it had
cost to get John Derry ready for such a fcat as that,
but all the cditors he was addressing wished more
and more strongly cvery minute, that his memory
would fail him.

W'ould he—could he—go on in that way all the
afternoon ? They were afraid he would. And then
what would bccome of the newspapers ?

The thought of not reading them grew dreadful,
and John was talking more slowly yet, and going
straight on, when Mr. Hayne suddenly spoke;

“ That will do, Mr. Derry.”

“ Not half through, sir.”

“1 know it. Any editor in the
liberty to publish the rest of it.
down.”

John’s cfibrt to look dignificd, as he bowed him-
self off the platform, carne ncar setting the school
into a laugh, but Mr. Hayne promptly announced:

“ The Park ‘Review’ will now be read by Mr.
Andrew \Vright.”

“ Reginning at the wrong cnd of the roll-call,”
grumblcd Otis Burr, but Andy rose in his place
and lifted from his desk several sheets of paper,
ncatly fastened together at the top with red tape.

“ Remain where you are, Mr. Wright,” said Mr.
Hayne, and the reading began.

room is at
You may sit
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First carne what the editor called a “ prospectus,”
or, as John Dcrry said aftcrward:

“ That means a “what | 'ni going to do.””

It was by no means long, and it was followed
by a very well written “ leader” on the general
subject of “ boys.” There were two *“ book-
notices,” and a conundrum, but it had cvidently
not occurred to Andy to bring in any “ fun.” On
the whole, cvery one of the other editors was glad
when it was finished, if only for the sad con\ iction
he had that the “ Rcview” would get tire habit of
being the best edited paper in the whole school.

*“ Mr. Jefferson Carroll will now read ‘The
Spy,’” said Mr. Mayne.

“ Skipping all around,” was Otis Burr’s mental
comment, as a faint chucklc carne to his ears from
Jeff’s desk. Jeff was promptly on his feet. Not
a breath of anvthing like a “ prospectus” opened
“ The Spy.”

Instcad thereof, began a high-sounding cssay on
the great question of “ How did the cow get into
the Park ?” and this was followed by a vivid
“report” of the May Queen election. Jeff was
wisc enough not to speak of any of the young
ladies by their real fiames, but the boy politicians
were described as acting undcr the leadership and
direction of the grcat Pug Merriweather. Not onc
of them cscapcd a good taking off, the several
criticisms upon them being set down as coming
from the wise lips of Pug.

As Jeff himself declared, cditorially, his list of
“ local items” would have been longer if he had
been given more time to gather them.

Otis Burr was almost taken by surprise in being
called upon next, for the “ Plunger.”

His face was as red as his hair when he arése,
but it almost instantly grew solemn as he bogan
to read a stirring account of the “ Fight for a
cocoa-mit,” in which Jack Robcrts was made to
figure as at least a rcgiment and his antagonist
as a whole tribe of Indians. Pug Merriweather
appeared as a defenseless scttlcr, and the cocoa-nut
was described as nearly losing its scalp.

Otis had not given all his space to “ war,” for he
followed that with an article sevcrcly pitching into
a make-believe quotation from some imaginary for-
mer number of Andy Wright’s “ Review.” Before
he had read a dozcn linos of the “extract” itself,
Andy was squirming on his seat with vexation, for it
was an odd mixture of bad grammar, Irish brogue,
and all sorts of broken English, not to speak of
slang.

It was easy enough to abuse a thing like that.
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and even Mr. Hayne caught himself laughingnhcn
Otis gravely wound up with : °

“ The author of this wretched piece of norsense
does not know how to spell, much less howtoon
duct a ‘Review.” He should at once plaoeh'ml
self under the care of our giftcd friend, Professor
John Dcrry.”

Itwas John’s turn to squirm a little. for itwes
plain that he had bccn mcentionetl ljy his fried
the editor of the “ Plunger” as the hist v in|
school who was likcly to he al)le to leach ewnl
spclling, to Andy Wright.

Charley Ferris followed, with his e |ourn.il,"andl
Joc Martin with his “ Rcgistcr.” but thev com
plaincd of the short notice they had had nf publica, i
tion day.

Will Torrance had been waiting as palicntlyasl
he could, and when at last his iiaine was clod, Itl
scemcd to him as if something chilly had comg|
over that school-room.

The fact was, he was conscious that cvervhod
had heard enough.

He only read, thereforc onc of the three piecesl
of poetry he had selectod from his own writingsfor|
the occasion.

It was pretty long, but it rhynicd fairlywell andl
paved the way for what Jeff Cairoll had sugocsiedl
to him—a Icading editorial anide on chichers.

Thcre was a suppressed giggle all around jhe|
school when he announced his siibjcct, >t ii aiit
away when he added that he intcnded towrite. s
time, about “ Our Coop,” and went right oni
a decidcdly personal description of dio youngg
tlcmen around him.

It was pretty good fun, hut somc of the Iy
failcd to see why Will need have been so cureful t
cxplain the difference bctwecen cliickens and geeg|
and then to add that many peoplc ivoidd be uei
to sec it plainly, after all.

He wound up with a notice of an esciirsion |
“ the lakc,” on Saturday,—to-morrow.-by “ik
ancicnt and honorable society, die Rarblcis
Club,” which hardly any of them liad everhai
of before.

“Young gentlemen,” said Mr. Mayre. diq
Will sat down, “ the hour has arrived for dosin|
school. | will examine thesc papcrs carefully.
give you my criticisms next weck. |
however, that | am very well pleased withso i
a beginning. It is much better than | expected

All the editors were proud of that. and the1
whose turn was to come determined in their hea*
to bcat anything which had bccn read that day.

(To be continued.)
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(HANT PICTURIC-BOOK.

(-i tuio styU' d Tixhkaitx /'ivauts.)

liv B. Bartlktt.

Thb nirioiK n-ncUy cun be prodiiced widi very little irouble tn
ayparlor, by children, for the amuscment of their friends, or in a
pUdHl.

Atttk girl<Irev*ed in white is discovered on a couch strcewn with
e Mis and t<tys, as if she liad fallen asleep at play. She is
6a«ng Uf the pictures as they are shown in ihc great book which
Sesagainst ihc wall in the ccnter at her right. The Fairj’ God*
Btéer riscs from behind the couch, and stands on a cricket above
adbddnd ihechihl.  She is dresscd in red (paper mustin or some
dttp meterial), with long pointed waist over a black skirt. Her
h”pwitcd hat and her shoes and stockings are red, and she wcars
ihiic titTabout her neck and another inside her hal, which has a
*iibhck hand and a gilt buckie.

ibehoUsin Ucr rigUi hand a cafie with a bar across 1Uc top, and
Jfitfttimingthcspeclauirs, she sings:

Skep, darling, slccp!

My faiia- watch | keep,

In drcaniy visions | cali lo vicw

>our childhotd's friends so tried and tntc—
Slcep, darling, slcept

|_ -bwydodmoiher then springs down from her pcrch, and opcns
*ntAre.b'j()k (which will be explaincd hcrcafter), taking care lo
fAnand (ly.leaf together, and a life-sized piciurc is scen :

a m<unent she shuis the plain or fly leaf, which she

lirf picture has been changed; and so on,

lu . prtxluced rescmhles an actual exhibiiion of a great
furning over its leaves.

A «picturesof one story or series have bccti shown, the

iKjok, which will be the signal for the ciirlain to
p»*Pitd or for ihc folding doors in front of the slecping child lo

be closed. After all the pictures sclccted for the cvening have bcen
sltown, ibc characicrs, still in costume, are displaycd in one group
around the room, or stage, in a seinicircle which js opened in the
centcr, to allow the opened book, still containing a lovely picture, lo
be shown also.

After ihcy have rcmaincd still in tablean for one moment, the
Fairy, who has rcsumed her place upon the high cricket, waves her
cafie and sings to somc prett>" lullaby tune this verse, in which all
join: during wliich the little girl wakes, rubs her eyes, jumps ofT ihc
couch into the centcr of the room, makes a bow- to each one in ordcr;
they retum her civility, and all bow to the audicnce as the curtain
falls:

Wake, darling, w-akc!

For wc our leaves must take.

And go right back to our piciurc-book,

In which the little ones love to look.
Wake, darling, wakc!

Now, wc must cxplain how the picturc.book is made, as it can be
used hundrcds of times for all sorts of pictures. I*y a Httic change
of decoration on the covcr, it can serve as a hisiory in which histérica!
pictures can be shown—or it can be made lo illustrate misccllancous
scicctions, or some wcll-known story. Place a long, solid table
against the back wall in the cxact ccnter, and procure two boards
onc inch thick, six inches wide, and Just long enough to louch the
ceiling when they stand uprighi, lcaning against the table. They
must fit well, for tlicy must be lirmly fastened to the (loor as well as to
each of the frontcomecrs of this table. Having found the exact hcighl
of the boards, lay them on the (loor and seo that they are straighc
and parallcl and just four and a half feet apart. Pasten upon them
four strips of board six inches wide and five and a half fcet long,
one at each cnd of the boards, one at ihirty inches from the bottom,



646 THE GIANT

and onc six fcct above the last-nameli. The strips musi I>c fastened
firmly with two-inch screws to each board, going through onc into the
other. Tack white bleachcd muslin on the upper sirip and draw it
tight by tacking it lo the sirip next below, then fastcn another picce
from the lowest slrip lo the strip which is thirty inchcs above it.
Tack both pieces of cloih also 10 the ouler cdges of the long boards,
and covcr al the cloih and ihc boards which show, with while or
tinted printing-papcr: after this is done yoa will have an opcning
six fcct high and four and a lialf fcci wide. Then raise the whole
until it is uprighl, and fasten it lo the tablc by means of the second
strip, wliich will lean against it, as most tables are about thirty inchcs
high. If thcrc should not be a chandclicr ncar in front, to light ii
sufBcicntly, a gas rod with ten bumcrs in it can be placed on the
inner side of the upper bar, and fed with an clasiic tubc, which can
be arranged by a plumbcr at a trifling expense; but unless a ver>’
elabérate exhibition is proposed, ihc ordinary liglu will probably
answer. Shawls or curtains are hung on each side of this frame to
the comcrs of the room, which will allow a passagc for the per-
formecrs; and a chair is placed at cach cnd of the table so that thcy
can step up and down out of the frame, behind which a curtain of
dull green cambric is tackcd on the back wall. I'he performers are
to stand in a line behind the side curtains, at the right sidc of the
hiddcn table, ready to step into ihc frame the momcnt the fly-leaf is
shut and the former occupants have stcppcd down.

The fly-leaf must be made by covcring a light wooden frame with
muslin, on which printing-papcr is pasted. It must be as high as the
cciling and fivc and a half fcct wide, and itis hung on common hingcs
al ihc right outer edge of the upright board which forins onc sidc of
the frame. Behind thcsc hingcs a long strip of board, two jnchcs
thick and the height from the floor to the cciling. is sccurely nailcd, to
hold the hingcs of the covcr -so that it can swingfreely apari from the
fly-leaf witlioui inturfcriiig with its motiun, for although the fly-leafis
often opencd with ihc cover, It is closcd by itself when the pictures
are changing, as the covcr is only shut when onc sel of pictures is
cnded. The cover is like the fly-leafonly that it is dccoraied with
pictures or ornaments al the comcrs and margin, and if in a largc
room it might have ihe tille of the slor>' 10 be shown. These tilles
can I>e made on strips of paper eight inchcs wide and three fcct long,
with black or colored chalk crayons, and can be changed whencver
the curtain is shut. If for ihc entcrtainment of littlc children, the
Fairy can tell the slorics (wldch are too wcll known to rcquirc any
description here), or she can read .any of the stories aloud if she has
no gift at stor>"-telling. In the sketches of pictures introduced hcre,
the very cflcctive costumes and propcnies can ]J>c fumishcd in almost
any housc with very littic tmuhie or expense, and the skill and tastc
uscd in prcparing them will add much to the enjoymeni.

Series No. i. CTnderei..a.

In the first picturc, Cinderella is crouching iii
the left cérner; her head is bowed, and her face is
hid in her hands, as if crying at lier disappoint-
ment in having to stay at home from the hall. The
fairy godinother is bending over the prostrate girl,
as if about to arouse her from her sad revery,
and is pointing up with her stick, which she holds
in her right hand. Cinderella wcars a loosc brown
robe, under which is concealed a white muslin
dress, richly trimmcd with stars and fringe of gold-
paper. The godmothcr’s dress and stick are
described on the preceding pago; the colors of it
may be altcred if prcferred.

Second Picture: The same charactcrs as in the
first; same positions, excepting that the godmothcr
and Cinderella have changed sides. The loosc
robe has bcen pullcd off, and Cinderella stands
proudly in the ccntcr, in a dancing attitude, con-
templating with delight her beautiful ball-dress.
The godmother is lifting up a large yellow pump-
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kin, as if showing Cinderella that her arriagcn
soon be ready; and a box lies at her feet, toreo J
sent the trap in which the horses are stibicd, re4i
for the trip. Cinderella should be a blondo vaunij
lady, with small hands and fcct, and a i
slight figure.

Third Picture; The Princc and Cn
stand as if about to lead the dance, in the dfitu
of the old-fashioncd minuet; his right band 1
hers high, as she holds her drcss with thel
Their left feet are extended, and thcir beadstui
toward cach otlier. The drcss of the Princec
be made of light-blue satccn, trimnied wiih pufe,
pink on the shouldcrs and at the sides; hchash
trunks of pink with light-blue [luffs, ad
stockings. Two ladics in court-dresscs, simlark
those described on the next page, may be i
duced, one at each side, to rcprescnt other cam

Fourth Picture: Cinderella in terror is 1™
from the hall, her oid raggcd drcs,s on, and ading
handkerchicf tied loosely ovcr her head.

Fifth Picturc: Cinderella is mcckly askinglii
Prince to let her try on the glass slipper, «nichh
holds, standing in the ccntcr. A the left, |
angry sistcrs turn away in disgust, becauseth
could not succecd in wecaring tlie slipper.
sistcrs are drcsscd very showily, but Cinderellas
wears her ofd brown costume, as slic standsatti
right of the Prince, with downcast oss ;
extended hand.

Sixth Picturc: Cinderella sits in the até
The cnrapturcd Prince knecls beforc her, «ihil
foot wearing the glass slipper rcstingon a fool-sidl
the companion glass slipper she has just draunfta
her pocket. The godinotlier stands ovcr |
having changed the oid brown robe jntoali
drcss by her mystic power, and she secnis lol
waving her stick in triurnph; and after this ptoij
has been shown for onc minute, tlic book isclo

Series No. 2. Jack and tiie lIKAX-smK,j

FIRST Picture : A small boy stands lookingii
into his mother’s face in terror; her riglil hmilj
raised above him in anger, as if she ind
punishing him for selling the cow toso poorg
vantage. She wcars a black dress ivith wei'h,
panier over a gray undcrskirt; a white K
over her shouldcrs, and a high pointed whiteo

Jack wears red stockings, yellow trunks, ah
red jackct trimmed with yellow points. He holij
his left hand a round red cap, which is partir
with beans, some of which, being strung sgarate
on fine black silk, seem to be falling outofth”

Second Picture: Jack is climbing up tho
stalk, which is made of a rakc-handie or logP
onc end being fixed in the table and the o»r
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fsight in llie picture; a cross-stick on which he
inds is maclc of an oid broom-handle, two feet
1the ljottom of the picture ; another cross-stick
Je feet higher he clings to with his hands; and
Ithe sticks are covered with dark green cambric.
Third Picture: The Giant is seatcd at a table;
Xiore him is the cclcbratcd hen, and behind her,
ttveral golden eggs lie on the table (these are
lily inatlc by covering china eggs, or real ones,
fithgilt paper), while the hen is casily cut out in
dile (as only onc side is seen), on which feathers
:drawn with crayon or stuck with glue. The
lijnt is p:irily concealed by the table upon wliich
ercally knecls, and a large cloak covered with
1calicd and stufled with pillows makes him very
irge; and liis head is made by covering a bushcl
iskinwith imblcachcc' muslin, on which a face is
red cairpet yarn being scwed on the back
present hair.
rth Picture: Jack and his mother sit one
teach side of a table, contemplating with wonder
ehen and ihc two bags of gold. The table used
nall these scencs is only a board ten inches wide,
owered witli a white cloth and furnishcd with
touch legs wliich do not show.
Hfih Picture; Jack is raising his hatchct to cut
ioan the bean-stalk, and by his side is an cnor-
las golden h;irp, which is made of pastcbotird in
iifilc covered with gilt paper.
3.

Series AN Beauty and the Beast.

First PICI'URE: The merchant is taking leave
ifisdaiightcrs; Beauty is in the ccnter winding a
arf around the neck of her father, while her
radsisters st;\nd one at each side with extended
lancs, as if tirging their father to bring them rich
costly atlire.  Beauty looks down, as if too
desl to ask for any gift but a rose.
Thesisters wear silk dresscs of as brilliant color
klhcycan lind, witli long trains and squarc nccks,
Fhich are ciisily contrived by scwing a squarc of
hite muslin upon tlie drcss waists of their mother’s
fifsscs, the skirts of which will do for court trains.
j Theirhair is rolled over a cushion, powdered, and
d with feathers or flowers, which can be bor-
froni bonnets. Beauty wcars a plain loose
ofwhite muslin over a plain black skirt.  Her
tét falls loosely.
Tre father has a square-cut suit (to arrangc
Hich fold the skirts of a sack coat away in front to
Tisquarecorncrs, which, with the lapels, must be
idvithwhitc papcr-muslin.  The vcst is covered,
N dwo lengthened a giiarter of a yard in front.
same, and largo flap pockets are added.
lantalodkys rolled to the knee do very well for
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brcechcs, with long stockings and low shoes, and
a felt hat can be pinned into a chapeau by turning
up one side and fastening the other cérner into a
point.

Second Picture: The father is pluckiiig the rose
from a bush which stands in the center, covered
with paper roses. Tlie Bcasl, with upliftcd club,
seems about lo dcstroy the oid man, who stands
with knees together and hands down in a comic
atlitudc of despair.

The Beast wears a fur cloak or mat over his
shouldcrs, pinned around his waist and reaching to
his knees below the tops of long pink stockings.
His arms may be bare, and he wears over his face
a mask, which may be bought at a toy-shop, or
made of brown paper.

Third Picture : The father introduces his
daughter to the Beast, who stands as if bowing low
at the right. Beauty is at the left, drawing back,
and making a courtesy. She is dresscd as before,
with the addition of a shawl pinned over her
shouldcrs, and a red handkcrchief over her head.

I’ourth Picture : Bcauty’s return home, in which
scenc she is cmbracing her oid father, who seems
in rapturcs; they are in the centcr while the proud
sisters stand one at each side, one looking off in
angcr, and the other gazing with envy at the happy
pair. Beauty has a rich silk dress of a style sim-
ilar to that shown in the first picture.

Fifth Picture : Beauty is asleep in her chair in
the centcr, while her sisters bcnd over her in
triumph, onc holding a vial containing the slecp-
ing draught, of which they have administered a
dose in ordcr to make her overstay her time, and
break her promise to the Beast.

Sixth Picture : Beauty stands weeping over the
body of the poor Beast, which is represcntcd by a
roll of dark shawls, around which the robe of the
Iseast is wrapped, as his head and fcet would be con-
cealed by the sides of the framc : her face is covered
with her hands and she scems ovcrwhelmed with
grief.

Sevcnth Picture : A handsomc princc is knecl-
ing at the feet of Beauty, who is ovcrjoyed to find
in him her faithful Beast, rcstored to his form and
rank through her fidclity and truth. His dress can
he arranged with a lady’s velvct basque with an
opera cape across the shouldcrs, a pair of white
satin brcechcs made of paper muslin, white long
hose, and low shoes with large bows; a sash may
cross from the left shoulder to the waist, in case the
basque is too small to mcet neatly in. front.

Wigs can be made of black and whitc curled hair, scwcd upon a
skulUcap, made of four conical pieces. Rcards can be contrivcd by
fastening the same anides, or whitc llama fringe, on a wire frame,
which goes undcr ihe chin to each ear, around which it is fastened.

Vv
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care of her.

FOR VERY LITTLE FOLK. W,

KATE AND JOE.

Do vou know a nice girll
named Kate, who lives up-town
in New York? | do. And I'
know her broth-er Joe. Ev-er-yl
sum-mer, Kate and Joe leavel
the cit-y and go to vis-it theirl
aunt, who lives in a big housel
in the coun-try. And on pleas-(
ant days, their aunt lets theinl
go in-to the vil-layo near byi
to get the let-ters at the post-
of-fice. They start ear-ly, andl
walk through the liolds, and thel
pret-ty green lafies, in-stead ofi
a-long the hot, dusl-y road. Joel
is not so big as Kato, but that
is not his fault. Me grons
just as fast as he can, but
Kate is three years ddei
than Joe, he can not catch wa
to her yet, nev-er mind hoy
hard he may try. Hut he tis
Kate that he is a HOY, aj
way, and he can take goo

.S0 some-times, when they start down the lafie, she takea

his arm just as if he were a big man, and then Joe feels ver-)- proud.

One day when

Kate and Joe were go-ing to the vil-lagc, they sk

a dog who was bark-ing at a ver-y lit-tle

girl.
Joe
ver-y loud voice,

lit-tle girl cried with fear. But

to say, in a

Stop, sir !” and the dog

stopped at once and crawled a-way. Joe

thought
but the
a man

do-ing?

it was be-cause he was a BOY,

rea-son was that the dog saw

com-ing with a whip in his hand.

they saw an-oth-er dog, and what do you think this dog
He was jump-ing af-ter a but-ter-fly ! But the but-ter-flv dg
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not careone bit. He flew a-round and a-round the dog, just keep-ing
out of reach ofhis mouth, un-til the dog was tired out.

jue,
thing, *“ that beau-ti-/ul
worm some day.”

.said Kate, who thought she would

teach her

but-ter-fly will turn

broth-er some-
to a

“ Pooh !'” .said Joe. “Just as if | did n’t know
that. Now see me catch him in my hat!”
But Joe didn’t catch him at all. P'or the

ter-fly flew a-way, and

left Joe sprawl-ing on

but-
the

ground. The bright wings shook as if the but-ter-

fl)) was laugh-ing at Kate and Joe.
ver-y fun-ny mis-take when

wiidi he makes for him-
sff un-til it looks like a
little bun-dle. Then in
time ihc bun-dle bursts
open and out comes a
but-ter-fl\-.

When Joe picked him-
fup that day, he rubbed
hs knees, and what did
hesee but an-oth-er dog !
It was white and small
ad its tail curled nat-
mral-ly, Joe said.  This

was a great pet and
fe be-longed to ti pret-
tylit-tle girl whom Joe
ad Kato did not know.

H would not leave the
little yirl at all, and
heded il Joe or Kate
«re near her. But the
litdegirl smiled at them

Swtly and Kate said, “ What a pret-ty pair of pets

'IThese must be the dog-days,” said Joe,
"Ze said she thought so too.

as

They made a

they thought the but-
ter-fly would turn to a worm. The worms change ; but not the but-ter-
lis First, the worm slow-ly hieles him-self a-way” in a soft cov-er-ing

they walked on;

they are!”

and
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

June is the boys’and girls’ own month—fresh,
rosy, busy, and full of plans for the season to come.
This is the time when young feet twitch restlessly
under school-desks and bcnches, and young eyes
wander from school-books in hand to happy birds
in the bush Just outside the school-house door, and
when the wcary teacher has the same longings that
make the children rcstlcss, though she may not
think it best to confcss it.

Some of you have outdoor work in the summer,
and some of you have outdoor play; but whcther
it ’s one or the other, or both. June iseager for you
to be at it; and the way she whispcrs and pulis
and beckons is somcthing wonderful.

Now, you shall hear about

A CATARACT THAT RUSHES UP THE RIVER

In most rivers, as 1°vc heard, the cataracts and
rapids flow down-stream, but one of my Canadian
friends sends word that the St. John River, New
Brunswick, has a cataract which has a quecr habit
of sometimes rushing up-stream.

A little above where the river flows into the
ocean, there is a wide and dcep basin that emptics
itself into the harbor through a narrow passage
betwcen two walls of rock. When the tide is
going down, the water runs out of the harbor into
the ocean far more quickly than the river can flow
through the narrow channcl above, and so the
stream pours itself seaward through the harbor end
of the passage in a roaring watcr-fall. But when
the tide is rising, the ocean filis the harbor and
passage so rapidly that the sea-water plunges down
into the basin from the river end of the narrow
channel, in a foaming cataract that falls up-stream!

Twice in every tide, however, there is a space of
about twenty minutes when the waters are at one
height in the harbor, passage, and basin, and then

JACK-IN-THE-PULPTIT.

U,

the ships that are to go up or down must kehr |
ried through before the river “ gets its ba:kuD”
as the boys say.

CHRISTMAS AT MIDSUMMVER
MV oear Mr. Jack: Inyour™hristnias r&mTﬂewrﬂ\M—H

‘ curious winter-trec that lasLs only a few htnirs
picase Ict me remind you that out here, in .Ausiralb, |ben|D|a
weather does not come until June, and that it is mil'miiiuniintt
when Christmas comes. So, you scc, our ChrisiuuivtnxscanDottj
really “ wintcr-trccs,” but thcy are “ midsummcMrees.” Wter6t
them quite as wecll, though, and those of us who know youfedil;,
wc are just as much your youngstcrs as are the lingluh and.\aa-1
can boys and girls who are lucky enough to haw ihdr GiriYines|
trces in true Christmas weather.—Your Hitlc friend, . fV

WHERE -CAT - AND ”PUSS” CAVE RM

A LADY who likes cats—and who also must bel
as fond of hunting up the origin of «orilsas aat
is of hunting mice—scnds tlie Little .School-meara
a nice long letter all about “ puss” and “cat" .h
many of you may like to know wherc thesc fanil.
iar tilles come from, you shall have an extractfrom
the letter:

“Cat"
of the older l.atin

is from the I.atin “ catus,” which cainc into use inpl«e|
felis." The Romans brouglu the cats frooSym,!
wherc ihc fiame is “ kalo"—Arabic “ kitt," from which h
“kiiien,” as | think. In Persian, ihc word is “ chai," and thePo.|
.sian language is allicd lo that most ancient longiic, tlic Sagjent §
perhaps, “ chat" is the carliest iorm of our word “ cat."

In Persian, also, a cat wild or lame is “ puschnk." fromattid n
Sanscrit meaning “ tail"; and, lo ihis day, Persiancaisaretiotidfa
thcir handsome tails. Thi.s word “ puschak"is pronounced “
chik" by the Afghans, and “ puijc" by the Lithuanian, *
these words are ver>' like our word “ pussy."  IR>medcrire “piH'"
from a Latin word “ pusus,” “ pusa,” meaning “ Hule boy,"
girl." But wherc did this 1"lin word come fromT SanscriiHcl
than l.atin. Since the Sanscrit word means “ tail,” and Hr
the ancient historian, in describing the Egyptmn cat, calis k by

word that means “ihc creature with waving tail,” I,forooc,si
bclieve in the Sanscrit origin of our word “ piew.,"and nota Il
supposed |..atin origin. JHK]

JACK ASKS SOME QUESTIONS.

Deacon Green tells me th.it the EditorsofSil
Niuhotas will give you, this moiiih, ;i nice lon|
talk about the ostrich, its ways and h;bitsa"
also some human ways of dealing witli that nini
footed bird. In this case, the sooncr Islioww]
my prize-bird, the bctter; for it ’s the most ostrich®
looking bird for onc that is not an osirico, thit)«r
have ever seen.

Now, the question is, what is he? Andv
does he live? What is his Latin namc?
what is his every-day fiame ? Can he runlikca
ostrich, or is he one of your slow-goere?

And what of the littlc fcllows down foot? Tkj
are stripcd, and the big bird is spcckled. nkyi
this thus? And what means wa« quecr hosau
tlie background ? 7Via/ may give my shrc<'donei|
cluc as to the homc of this no-ostrich bird.

Therc are cncyclopcdias and dictionancs fjlj
picture-books and works of travel, the dear UJ
School-ma’am tells me, that are eyen
my youngstcrs.  1can hardly bclieve it; butu
dear little lady is right, as she alw.iys |s'T'V9
consult thcsc cleverer things ?

Let me hear from you soon, my heamcs
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LETTER-BOX.

THE LETTER-BOX.

CoNTRIiBUTORS arc respectfiilly informed that belwccn the ist of
June and the 151b of Septembcr, manuscripts can not be conveniently
examined in ihc office of St. Nicholas. Consequcnily, iho.se who
wish to favor the magazinc will pleasc postpone sending their anieles
until after the last-namcd dale.

Our ihanks are duc to Messrs. Houghion, Miffiin & Co., for
their courtesy in allowing us to reprint in our “ Treasurc-box of
English Literaturc ” an cxtract from onc of Mr. Lowcll’s poems: and
lo Hon. F. M. Fincli, for kind permission lo use his poem, ‘““The
Blue and the Gray.”

Deak St. Nicholas: What is the proi*r way to spell the namc
of the poct Shakspcar? In this town, which is only a few months
oid, I can not find out from any body. Unele Rol”rt knows, |
think: bul he is a tease, and all that | can get from him about it is
such ridiculous things as, “ Shakspear himselfdid n't sccm 10 know
how his own namc ought to be written,” and “ once he cvcn went
so far as 10 say what ’s in a fiame,” and “ he never could have
Icamed propcrly how to spell, for he wrotc his words all crooked,”
and so on. But if you can help me, picase do, and obligc your true
admirer, F.ansv G., 12 years.

For an answcr lo Fanny G.*s letter, wc can not do bctler than
reprint a part of a communicaiion rclattng to the subject, and wluch
carne to us laiely from Mrs. Mary Cowden-Clarkc, who, with hcr
husband, has written many works conccning Shakespeare and his
writings.  She says:

The modc of spclling “ Shakspere” was uscd when printing my
concordance 10 the great poct's plays, in defcrcnce to the wish of
Mr. Charles Knight, its original publisher; oiher\*-isc | should have
used the form “ Shakespeare,” which 1have always adopted, because
it was ihc onc given in the First Folio Editiun of his dramaiic works
by its superinicndcnts and his brothcr-actors Hcminge and Condcll.
The namc is also given thus in the First Edition of his Sonnets:
and it sccms lo have been the orihography u.sed in print, wherc his
flame was given during his lifc-timc. .Thatasmany assi.xiccn difTcrent
inodcs of spclling the fiame have bccn found to have been uscd at
ihc cpoch when he wrote, and that he himselfdid not adhcrc to any
particular one when signing his namc, appears lo be mercly in
accordance with a fashion of the lime, which allowed of ihc utmost
irregularity in the orthography of mun’s fiames.

Chester Wiut.morb.—Vour qucstions about a frcsh-water
aquarium wil be answcred by Mr. Daniel C. Bcard in an article lo
be publishcd probably in our next numl>er.

A1l our rcaders who cnjoy Mr. Rossiter Johnson’s admirable
siory of “ Phaeton Rogers ” will appreciate the accompanying letter
concerning the scenc of Phaeion’s e.\ploiLs, and giving somc inter-
csting facts about the author of the stor>".

Dear St. Nicholas: Wearc ver> much intercsicd in the stor>* of
“Phaeton Rogers,” because the scene ofit is laid in our native town.
.All the adventurcs recountcd took place in that part of the city where
1was born, and have lived fiftcen years, and where my parents have
lived nearly forty years; so it is all very familiar to me.

We have many times bcen over the railway Crossing where that
most intcrcsting character, Jack-in-thc-Box, lived in his delightful
little fiag-house. That ilag-housc is no longer standing, bul mamma
rcmembers having seen it, years ago, with its pointcd roof, and onc
side covered with momtng-clory vincs. | wish she had lookcd insidc,
.and seen the shcif full of books, and all the other things dcscribcd.
I am curious to know whethcr the stor>’ of lack-in-the-Box will be
spoiled by ending in_a romance, or whethcr he was a vcriiablc char-
acter, for | think he js made ver>' intcrcsting.

We know tl>e very .spot wherc the author of the slory uscd
lo Uve when all his adventurcs with Phaeton and Ned took
place.  The other day wc walked out on the strcct where
the boys rodé when they took Unele Jacob’s horsc to pasture,
on purpose to sec If wc could rccognize any of the places
mcntioned in that famous ride. But the city has changcd very
much since thosc days. Then, that strcct was a couniry road.

with barns and hay-fields on ciihcr side, but now it is onc K
stores and houscs, with a strect-car track in ihc ccnter T|» A
things we rccognizcd were, the stone brewer\-, imwtranfet® « ~
a fiour-mill, and ihe building that uscd to be the (hialicr
house, in front of which the boys sat when they ucre Immf
Jlmmy the Rhymecr’s bailad.

Deep Holl®w, mcntioned several limes in the story, isah
ravine. Wc have often cxplored paris”it in suinmer!
well rcmembers llie strife bctween the Dublin boys and théw'
our side of the river. and it is said to continué, even mi».

My older stsiers once went to a school in thU district uhcreii,-
rcmember Nfr. Rossiter Johnson as onc of the scholars. and ibi L
was considered the smartcst boy in the scHodl. So, chitgjcDil
rcading “ Phaeton Rogers,” may know that the mdst Lwwiw
charactcr in the siory, who rarely says anyiljing, and thcnr
“ycnturcs to suggesi,” is rcally an uncommon Liy.

The namc “ Rochester” is certainly buried véiy plainivint
little couplet, where rcaders arc given a chance in fidow t
namc of the town in which the boys lived, bm if | had not areq
rccognized Rochesicr in the familiar scencs of the not- | dool
think | should have discovered it. No authi>r could findaa
detighiful place for the scene of a stor>' than Kochoicr. csped
that part of the city whicl» includcs Deep Hollow and the river.

Mr. Johnson is now well known 10 fame. His wife also Ixitén
and my sisters went 10 schwl with her at ..nc time. tu,
attcndcd Miss Dolittic’s scminary on Fiizluiglt >trecL She istU
daughter of a (.ircek profcssor in the Unlver>iiy of R<<hesier,»3
has a wide reputation.

| never read a -siory before wherc the scene W»slaidinl
and it greatly adds to its interest to have jt .such a cliaming <ijn;,
“ Phaeton Rogers,"” and to know that iis auilior Lsa nativec/oij
city.

The coming of the St. Nichoi*s is always aiuicipated inu_
famiy, but now | hail fis appearnnce with peéuldir pleasut~Ven
sincercly, MY\

T he rcsponscs to our rcquest lo hcar from jverformers nf "1
LandofNod,” the opcrclta publishcd in the ntimlicriorr>tt
1880, have been very gratifying, and wc are ghd to know thi Il
little piccc has bcen successful in so many pbce>.  Amygll
must profitable performances that have bcen reported to ib 1
those in Boston Highlands, at the Church of ihc L'niiy:
Mass.; Brooklyn, N. Y., at .All Souls* Church: Jefierson, it
and Santa Fe, New México. And the following Iciterfroml.
Fallswe are suic will interest everybody everywhcrc who hesk
anything to do with bringing out the operctta:

Dear St. Nicholas: | don't usually read ihc jctiets ini
“ . Arttcr-box,” bul going to ihc piano to try ihc picccoir “
cntitlcel “ Romance Without Words,” | discevered ihc kiier
*Mrs. Flagg, which lcd me 10 think you would I pkaiol D
wc have had the “ Land of Nod ” hcrc in Liiilc Kall>
ofoiir parish hcld a three-day.s’ festival, and for oviuny i« t?
tainment, my tnamma and airs. Ransom prepare»! ihe chilureojl
oiir Sunday-school, in “ The 1°"nd of Nod." 1lw-s“ toout-»!
for auything™ to sce the little “ sleepy-hcads " of threeai» i»l
years of age aci their parts so nicely. The red light ihrottH'»!»
last -scene broujjht grcat chcering from tbc audicncc.  To itnisfi«
evening entertainment, mamma had drilled iwclve
“ Fan Brigadc,” after the description given in your Jaouwy
I>r. Mamma wishes me to .say u wil rcpay any «ne fortheixca
and time spent in drilling them, when properly owiumed, m ‘W
cessfully prescnied.

I meant lo mention that | took pan as onc of ihc oronti-| pnlfrl
“ The I>and of Nod” (as | am twelve years oid), and |
the Fan Brigade. Wc rcpcated the o”retta another everreg.
after our expenses of $120.00 were patd, wc had over
| hope you will publish some more picccs as nicc.—Wur suofon

Dear St. Nicholas: ! tried the magic dance
March number, and 1 wish lo tell you it is-a.fraud. 1”en-mutl
rules exactly, and it would not work. I like yonr «ck
—Your constant rcadcr, Tox

We are sorry that C. M. H.’s experiment fiiil
but, as wc ourselves have seen the magic dance performw
fully by mercly following the dircctions given in the
wc fecl sure that thcre must have bcen some niisiake int. ¢« a
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uigemonts. Moreover, several other rcadcrs have sent accounts
ifferciil from C. iM H.’s. Here is one;

I St NiCHOLAS; On Saturday, March latli,] had a few
Lriris come to visit me. | wanted something nice to amiise
Ci«ilh so | tried the inagic dance spoken of in the March St.
|SL,,”" Mamraa boiight me a pane of glass and | traced some
t'ifi Ssiircs in Miss Kate Grecnaway's little book, “ Under the
and pul the glass bctwcen two bound volumcs of St.
Ixi*us.' figures danced bcaulifully. With muclilove tu
I'*dcarST. .NiCHOLAS, A.S. K.

The question was fiskcd in June, 1879, by Jack-in-ihc-Pulpit, how
iesirinliern- got its nanie. Answers carne, of course, but none
ftihomappearcd to he satisfactory. Here, however, are two lettcrs
aisecmtu seiilc ihc question :
IDe.’\r St. NiCHOLAS: Years ago, when strawbcrrics gre<l' wild

a Untlon. Kiigland, tlie children used to gaihcr thcm, string
iwiDon ikc sini™*liloi gra.sscs, and sell them for a pcnny a
I-OTwof lieriig.",” which soon was shortened into “ sirawberrv."—
Irojssiiicercly. Heles M. Lamo.

DE\R St. NiCHOLAS: | liave becn told that strawl>ciTics are so

1i becausc lii former times people used 10 string the I>errics on
«nosrcadv f>r cating. 1 think this is a queer idea, hm perhaps it
feinie, fur f1l1"- did have funny notions.— Your friend,

Jessie L. llkllows.

J Is connccti'm with Mr. Emest Tngcrsoirs article upon “ Ostrich-
Iriming,"in the prescnt number, wc print the following cuiting from
kLindon “ Times™ of May 14, 1880:

| mosirich, long on exhibition at Romc, having been suiTocaied
A tiriSiin' its ncck bctwcen the bars, therc werc found in ils
Fisaih four large stones, eleven smaller one.s, seven nails, a ncck-
|G p6 an etivcloie, ihirtecn copper coins, fonrteen bcads, onc
witndi franc. two small keys, a picce of a handkcrchief, a silver
piik'f ihc Pifpc, aud ihe cniss of an Italian order.

| .AsJhercisa hlip from the New York “ Tribune " of Januarj’, 1881:

|Amnbforostrich farming posscsscs the scttlers in South Africa,
tivisiiracis i>f shcej)-p.a.siure are being converted into rangos for
p_nore profiLihlc bipcds. As a result, the ])ricc of mulion has
ijvivood two cetHs per pound.

KQLLER-SKATING in

LETTER-BOX.
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Kittik Hanaford.—Any rcader—whether a subscriber or not—
who sends Solutions of St. N[chol.\s puzzles, will be named in the
list printcd at the cnd of the “ Riddlc-box."”

Dear St. Nichoi.as: Roller-skaies are verv nice—on other peo-
ple. Gertie or Kdie sweeps by on a “ set of wheels,” and you say :
“ Dear me! How niceii is! | ’Uask Mamma 10 get me a pair; "
and, on being a.ssured that “ it js the casicst thing in the world 10
Icam,"” you go to your mother or father and say: “ Picase, picase
get me a pair of rollcr skates! I ’ll be so good! | saw Gertie on a
pair to-day, and she went like everything. She says it is awful easy
10 learn. Ah, do now, picase. 1 want ‘cm so!" And in the end
your father goes and buys a pair.

Ah, how. proud you are of the bright metal hcels, the rattling
buckics and straps, and the clicking wmccis! And how impatiently
you await the first fine day, that you may “ go skaling.” Jt ha«
come. Gertie or Kdie is willing 10 give you a lesson, and you en-
viously watch the graceful case with which she flics up ana down
the sidewalk. She lakes your hand—you “ strike out" What is
it? Is the world waltzing?—Are you flying through air? Only
a tenth of a second do you think this. /#wfi,—Oh, the anguish
of that moment! Gertie laughs. You think, “ Oh, how hcartlcss
that girl is!”

T'hen she liclps you up. You tr> 10 smilc, and when she asks:
“ Are you hurt?" you say “ A l-i-i-t-1-e.”

Then you try again, only 10 repeal the same experience. Finally
you lcani to go the width of a flag-stonc without falling, and slowly
you learn lo go, jdcThaps, a block alone. But this is only after
about, “to dra’ it mild," fiity falls.

If you think it worth while, “ go ahead."
take warning, and stop while there is yet time.

Helen N. Stearns, ta years.

If you think it easy,

Hclen evidcntly has not had paticncc to masier ihe art of roller-
skating. But thcre are hundreds and hundreds of boys and girls
who will not agrce with her conccnung it. For ihc city parks of
New York of late have bcen almost transformed into rinks for the
boys and girls on roller-skates. During the months of March and
April, the whirl of the skalcs was hcard on all the pavemenis there,
and even the crowds upon Broadway wcrc startled by the swift
young skaiers .shooting by on their way 10 school. We givq below
a sccnc on a bright April day in Madison Square, New York, which
shows the cnjoyment the young pcoplc of this city have taken in
this slylc of skating.

MAGISUN SQUAKE, NEW YORK.
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Dear St. Nichoi.as: | saw in Dcccmber number Jack-in-thc
Pulpit’s remarks about the gingerbread-Irec, and it remindcd me of
an old'fashioncd poultry-trce that | saw last September while out
riding with papa. It was in this Conneciicut vtllage, and near a
dilapidated nouse. There was a small orchard of oid-fashioned
apple-trees, one of which attractcd my attcntion, for it borc both
fowls and fruit. There were a great many apples upon the trec, so
many | could not count them; the branches carne near the ground,
and a variely of poultry had taken lodgings there for the night,
namcly, turkeys, guinea-hens and chickens. These, together with
the apples, were to me quite an amusing sight. | think if the readers
of the “ l.ettcr-box™ could have sccn it they would have laughed as
heartily as | did.—V'ours tnily, Carroli. S. Shei'ARU (xi years).

W Ehave received from ihc publishcr. James H. Karle, acopyoi
a ncatly bound little book cntitlcd “ Fronx Log-cabin to the White
House,” by Wiluam M. Thaycr. It dctails ihc life of Presideni
Oarfieid, and givcs many incidcnts of his boyhood; and it can be
recommended lo boys and girls as both inlcresting and hclpful.

AGASSIZ ASSOCIATION.-THIR1) REPUK I

As PROMISEU last month, here are a few directions for coliccting
and pressing wild-flowcrs:

1 Bring your flowers home, roots and all, in a boiany-box made
like the picture in the other coliunn, and not painted.

The most'convcnicnt Icngth is eighteen inches.
elliptxcal, with a long diameier of .seven inches.

2. Specimcns should be put to prcss as soon as possible after they
have bcen collecled. Each leaf should be smoothcd and held in
position by the flngcer or a bit of glass, imiu the paper has been
presscd down upon it. When propcrly treated, presscd flowers
reiain a large dcgrcc of their grace of form and richness of color.

3. Roots and branches too thick to be presscd entirc may be
thinned with a sharp knifc to a scction not much thicker than the
leaves. The petais of heavy flowers, likc ihc watcr-1Uy, may be
prcssed separately and put together again when dry.

4. There is a kind of blotting-papcr made cxprcssly for drying
plants, but an exccilent substitute is ncwspapers. l.ay a smooth
board over all and use a heavy sionc for pressxirc.

5. After the specimcns are thoroughly dricd, they may 1jc irans-
ferred to a Flant-book or Herbarium.

Wec ha>e devised a book for the use of our meinbers, in whiclt

The cnds are

LETTER-BOX.

The following verses are appropriatc to ihesc bright m |
mornings, and are ver>- clcverly written for a gjHonlydevnj-~1
of age:

Good-Morning
Over the ticids the sun shone brighily.'
Among the trees the breeze blew lighik-
And seemed to say, *
At pecp of day,
‘ Good-moming, little girl!*

*I*he little streamiet ran on jn gice.

And on its bank waved many a
They seemed to say,
At peep of day,

' Good-moming, liiilc girl!’

The butterflies and the bumble-bcc.;,

The bright blue skies and the brighi bhic seas-
All sccmced to say, !
At pccp of day,

*Good-moming, little girl!”’ Daisy.

flowers can ljc fastened without paste, by the use nf Imlc skpsd
gummed paper. These dlrcctions are containcd in ii. We W
scnd onc of these books to the boy or girl slio will scnd usti
best set of specimcns of presscd wild flowers. preparcd uneice
and accurately named and dated. Each set is (ocon>i.stnfl4xH
mcns.  Mount each spcciincn, after it is th(ir<<ughly ptpwed.onf
card of brisiol-board.

For your own collcction, shects of paper at Icasi jo X i6bc
should be used, bui for convenicnce in mailing, use cardscwtot]
sizc of a page of commercial notc.papcr. The scicntificando
uatnes of cach spccimen are to I>c written in the luwer right bj
coérner of its card, together with ihc date and place of gatherinscl
fluwer, and the fiame of ihe collcclor.

Write your naine and address on the back  each card. Petti
or three tluckncsses of paper hetwecn the si»ecimens. m prele
injury in the mail-bags, and scnd. as Iwfore. lo H. H Pibkn
Lenox Acadcmy, Lenox, Mass.. by the isth nf Scptcmber. i8i.

See “Jack-in-thc-Pulpii,” st. Nicholas for .August. 1877 i
“ The Sca-wecd Album,” St. Nicholas for Aurum. 187

Next month about insects.

1'hc list of our correspondcnts is now cnlarged to about “ja
fullowing new chaptcrs have been fonned:

/id./fVSS. A'o. oj McmUrs.  Gecretury.

Flint, M ich ., .H. Uvcll.
Utopia, N. Y .D. E. WillaRI.
Hartford, Conn ,C. A. Kellogg, fjNik-sst.
JAuburn, Ala... .K. H. 1*richenor.
Hartford. N. Y .S. E. Aniolii.
Nashvilic, Tcnn .R. I. Tucker. 117
(Irecnc, lowa, “ Pinc Cnifi". .L. Pricc.
Glencoc, M. .0. M. Howard.
Philadclphia (D) Pa .J. McFari.nnd,
.Santa Cmz, Cal.... .C. W. Baldwin.
Pigcon Cove, Mass. .C. C. Fears.

Pittsfield, Mass.
Ypsilanti, Mich
Norlhampton, Mass...
Ccdar Rapids, lowa...
Wrighi’s Grove, II!
Waltham, Ma.ss....

E. R. Shier. Cor/ W
Chas. M.aynanl.

L. Lcach.

,Wm Grccnleaf.

.H. Hancoik. F. 0. iji-

FORM OF HOTANY-UUA.
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answp:rs to

ttoRDs Within Words. i. S-bver-y. 3. E-wc-r. 3. S-evcni-y.

r pticVy- 5 F-lent-y. 6. C-row-<l. 7. C-liister-s. 8.
oI A . «

II \,(l..l |&t5plgma. She carne‘]l;':a}jc%rgr%d//lhltﬂgg \}IKES sv¥eet
|SiuoNi) INA SHIUAKE. 1 HcAri. 2. EAGEr. 3. .AGONY.
REN Foe-t. )
rWoSDBflMJlNC . A; pa ape: pear; drape; .spured: dcspair;

<jknpi>car. Il. 1: »i; lie; tile; sale; tinscl; tingles;
li<temng; glistcning. I1l. M; am; man; main; mania;
‘laminar; marginal.  IV. U; us; sum; muse; Renuis;
ISer siimpicr: trumpeLs. Chakadk. The letter I.
Double Acrostic.  Primais: Honor the Bravc. Finais: Dce-
‘Sml) Cross-vvords: i. HcralD. 2. OriolE. 3. Numis-
4. Octavo. 5. RccluR. 6. ThaliA. 7. HclmeT. 8.
|i]l fl. Banjo. 10. kaiioN. 11. .AntiquatcD. 12. VistA. 13
lel»irciiV. -1"iCTHKK Puzzle

Fagin, Sykcs and his dog.
PX)KASY Ckoss-wiirit Enigmas. 1. >N 2. Marbles.
Nihkical KSHIMA FsR WiTE PuzzLEKS. Traillug Arbutus.

KASV TItAXSPOSITIONS.

Ix cach ixfihc following puzzles, the word which is lo fill ihc first

Uink Ut>be 101 iluit its lettcrs may be rc-arranged to fonn a
(hat will lili ihe second bl.ink and make sense.

t Yoii can not cross the -in ;

hi< cncmy handed him a -

| ki. hew.ts as firm as the »  —.

2. After saying a
3. In spiie of his
4. Wec found tnc doors of

| illgic and coitagus * 5. The owncr of the -
| birchad a largo colleciion of ‘aniignitics. 6. 'I'ne man who
| n» plaving the uitcred a — as he lifted it on his shoulder.
lj Ther was ohliged 10 the book. 8. Il was -

Iatln»' \Alicc, v.Im dcserved the . i

Pl.

Kcpas iiilf lewl, ni ganlugca aniitui dan donlc,
b>n h'iw wedkelh yb I»et tasdicc neRih,

ilwtic ch cladcl cth lerfsow,0s nlcb nad ogelnd,
Sa>tr. tahi ni rathc’s nirameifm od bisen.

| *he ordinary word-squarc in that llie words

«hcm do not read the same, horizontally and perpen-

I Wiriy; il eich siiuarc, the lettcrs which .are reprcscnicd by stars

| afedugram. when re.ad .across, or up and down, si)cll ihc fiame
1<<ihr>eme prciiy llover.

hJ" *’hich opimii is obtaincd.

Fragrant blossoms. 5.

LA A A “««nous reptile.

IL -

2. To withdraw.
'Fhe chief magistratc of a
2. Track followed by a hunter.
5- Harmony of l.anguagc. IlI. i.
To dcmand as due. 3. .\ flower. 4.
pictures. 5. Kingly. V. i. A
2 irap. 3. .\ llower. 4. Ob.scure. 5. Desiguale.
1 AiniiL Aflxetl position. 3. .\ flower. 4. A largc wild
5\ Mrauim. RUTH  CARLTO.V.

nicc. 2.
115y "

((CEOGItAPIlICAI. PUZZLE.
‘ Jersey, a sauiu island tu the Irish
| York, weni lo the capital o/lItaly, in a
“binncsotii. He look ior islauds 0/ Oceanica,
| e.vtendiug vito Chcsapeakc Bay, The islanU
| «'/ Southern lIretand, and rcjoiccd their
| Ocnnany, although the nir was a little connhy on the
*W/7z America. Each took for refrcshmcnis in a
I 0/Alrica ; an isiands 0 /Oceénica,
cbopjted Bay 0/Long jstand. For a bcvcrage
| injitaiion of the wine of a city in France made from
| island south of Afassachnsetts. In thcir
?"*hem lost a ciiiT-button ornamented with a river in
ni/ /| ~siispecied ihat it was fitund by a person callcd a
« "NachHseits, for thcy passcd her and afterward met a river

thk puzzlks

655

ix the mav number.

Easy Illustrated Puzzle May-polc. Ape. Map. Mole.
l.amp. Play.-—-- Riddle. Spring.

Adridaments. Hawihornc. i. H-air. 2. A-we. 3. W-hcn.
4. T-hom. 5 H-and. 6. C-O-at. 7. Pea-R. 8. Pri-N-cc.
9. M-E-an.

Progressive Enigma. Heathcns.

St. Anirew’s Cross of Dia.monds.

Upper Lcft-hand Diamond:

r. C. 2. Mab. 3. Caleb. 4. Rec. 5. li. Upper Right-hand
Diamond: i. B.2 Lea. 3. Begin. 4. Aim. 5 N. Central
Diamond: 1 B. 2 Era. 3. Brown. 4. Awe. 5 N. Lower
Left-hand Diamond: i. B. 2 Boa. 3. Bourn. 4. Art. 5 N.
Lower Right Duunond: i. N. 2. Eos. 3. Noted. 4. Set. 5 D.

Easy Hour-glass. Centrais: Peacock. Across: i. LcoPard.
2. BIEss. 3. SAd. 4. C. 5 FOg. 6. DcCks. 7. WilKins.

Anagrams, for Older Puzzlers. 1 Shadows. 2. Signaturc.
3. Crcdentials. 4. Rcvolution. 5. Patrioiism. 6. Rcformator)".

Three Easy Word-squares. |. t. Crab. 2. Rice. 3. Acre.
4. Beet. Il. 1. Dive. 3. Iron. 3. Void. 4. Ends. . i
Pond. 2. Over. 3. Neva. 4. Drab.

in Braail, who, when they qucstioncd him, looketl an island near
KngUxnd and said thcy must a cape 0 /Nerth Carolina for an island

near Massachusetts. lilv olcott.
EASV CTIiO.SS-WOKD ENHOIA.
My first is in jewel, bul not in gold;
My second Is m bugle, but not tn horn:
My (hird is In young, bul not in oid ;
My fourth is in even, biit not in morn ;
.My whole is a pleasant time of year,—
\ lime of flowers and sunny cheer. dycie.

NU.HEItKUL EM [J3IA.

1am cnmposcd of forty-five letters, and am .aquotation from one
of Colcridge’s pocms.

My 38-28.34.35.6 is an aromaiic gttrdcn plant. My 39-10-15.26-23-
43.5 is odious. My 42-13-8-30 is a prison. My 20-36-3-27-14 is a
temporary building. My 44-22-40-9 is a comer. My 41-7-32-24-45
a layer or stratum. My 16-21-11-37-31 is a kind of bee. My 33-]-
25-19 is desirous. My 17-29-12-4-2-18 is to cxplain. ARCHIE

DOriiLE WIIOSTW .
T he iniiials and findis fiame two countrie.s of h'.uropc often on the

Ycrge (>f war.  Cr«»ss-woras @ i. A lcathcr strap. 2. Clamor. 3.
A dcsertcr. 4. .\ kind of hawk which, in India, acis as strcct
licavenger. 3. A heroic poem. 6. C)d times. foa. w.

(ONNEGTEI) DIAMOXDS.

'Fhk central lettcrs of this puzzle, rctiding across, fonn a word of
ten lettcrs made of two words of five Ictiers cacli. Upon the first
half of the long word the Left-hand Diamond is b:u>cd; and upon
the other half is based the Right-hand Diamond.

Centrals ACROSS: .\ fnlt. Left-Hand Dia.mond (across): i
In bouqticts. 2. .An inclosurc. 3. 'Fhc dry stcm of wheat. 4. A
niminant anim.M. 5. In flowers. Rkwit-Hanu Diamond (across):

1 In blossoms. 2. A kind of aimospheric moisture. 3. A small
fruit. 4. Disiorted. 5. In nosegay. W.

UITAKAI>E.

Ro.m.A.n ur (irccian, all the same,

My Jirst is pleascd my whole lo mcei.
Whether in delicate array,
Or, Hkc my second, always gay,

Its blooming face we gladly grect. n.

<[EU.TIAX t'OUSIXS.

In ihc following puzzle, each pair of definitions refers to a word
spellcd alikc in German and in Knglish. ‘'I'ne (‘serman definltion is
printcd first, then the Knglish.

1. Aheatl-gear; a hovcl. 2. A rclativc: to talk indistunctly. 3.
(Aninfant; bencficcnt. 4. A resting-place; to .scizc. 5. A definite
anide; a cave. 6. Acrid; an annual plant. 7. Asort; skill. 8.
«An abluiion; wicked. 9. Reméte; a plant that grows in moist
places. 10. A divisién of lime; a labcl. it. Pan of a vcrb; a
terrible contc.st.  12. A poison; nprescnt. At mombert.
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EASY PICTOItIAI, ANAIRAM. that describes onc picturc of each set, and re-airanrinc Cif

to spell a word or words that will fairly descril; the I
pictures. In the illustration, each numeral is so
stands in, and thus indicatcs, all the pictures bclongingtojij“*

An anagram is a word spelled with all the letters of another word,
the letters bcing, of course, arrangcd dliTcrenily. In the prescnt
puzzle, there arc fivc ana”“ms, and five sets of pictures to corre-

: n ;
spond. The puzzleis to solved by taking the letters of a word DIAMOND.

I. An invocation. 2. That which caused the death ofa .ol
woman of ~at beauty. 3. A means for hoMine a doof H |
without locking it. 4. A bird. 5. A king whose cityu-astak«u
the ancient Greeks. 6. “ Something accompli.shed, .'nmcthinciw®
7. An ill-used, too-often uscd, and toodittlc uscd, letter.

The flames of solvers are printcd in the seconil number aficrihai I
in which the puzzles appear.

Answers to M.arch Puzzles wcrc received, kk) late forackiwil.
cdgment in tlic May number, from Cari and Norris. lyaxdm Yaz
2— “ Brownie Bce,” 8— Lillie Kcpi>clman. i--" Two Lmie Bef*
lais Ruches, Franco, 6— L. Bradner, Paris, 6— A. .Mcrrkes,

Solutions to Puzzles in the April Xumuek «crcrectiYidl
before April so, from Edwin Walker, Jr., 8— \licc M Kuic li-1
C. and J. Trcat, all—J. S. Hunt, all—Kutie Hanafoni L |
“ Partncrs,” 12—Pearl and Birdic Bright, 4— \larion llo«h.L|
Samuel D. Str>’kcr, Jr., 7—* So So,” all— “ Adam and Evc,"ail-.|
“ Carol and her Sisters,” all— “ F. H. R.,” 11— **corriaJoncf, v-1
Florence G. l.ane, 2—C. Willcnbuchcr, 10—K S Hosmer, t>-1
Harriet .. Pniyn, 1—J. Alv.ah Scott, 14— Clarencc Havilandi i ; - |
l.anman Crosby, 5— Robcrt K. Harris, 2—“ Qntcn liess." iéI\V.1
C. McLcod, 10— Richard Andcrson, 3—Hallic R Wikon. 4-j
Gu.ssie and .Anna Larrabcc, 14— M. M. Libby, 13—rhili)> wibij |
Carlton, 12— *“ K. F. >1,”. 12—*“ Hallie and hcr Cousin."j-1
Jcanie and Edward Smiih. 10— Ediih l.oulsa Miner. 3—Xaritl
Gordon, 12— “ We, UsandCo.,” 13— Julia'l". Bet»l>cr. 5—Gareotil
W. Peabody, 5— Katy Flcmming, 14— Lcster Ho Mye< i:-|
Wtlbur F. Hendcrson, 1— Willic Van Kliccck, ta—.MorsO.SIxuB.|
15— Fred ‘rhwaits, all— “ Butlcrcup and I)ai>yt ' 8—Hugee A
Clark, 14—“ Tom, Dick, and Hair>"" it—Supiiic M Itucloui.u|
— Ncttic Richards, i—J. MUton Gittcrman, 3—'I'he Siowe Funily, |
all—*“ Carlylc,”2— Florcncc IL Pr.itl, all—C. J.. Howrell, all-|
Sallie Viles, 13— Mary' E. Sprague, 4— “ Olive." 4—"JohnnicrdI
Jessie,” 16— Annie Mills and l.oujc Evereii. 16—Witch acd|
Wizard, 12— Carrie Davison, 3— Estcllc Merrill. >—

Florence Ixrsiic K.yie, 13— “ Sid and I,” 14- (jcuruc .\. >tahl,>

“ A G. B. .and M. <. B.,” 11—Kdmund C. Car>h.tw,9—ohnBI
Miller, 7— “ Willic F. P.,” 4— W. B. Poirerc. 8—John B fll«<Ai|
— Ellen L. Way, 12— “ 0. wc R. Y.Y.,” iii—O.  jud>Mitj-I
Bcrtie Manicr, 14— l.x)uisc and Nicoll I..udlo\v. 14—" rrcnchy,"iol
—Lulu M. Brown, 10— “ Xaydcc,” 11— Luzia and Hsbhcth Hiaf
— Caroline Ivarrabcc, 5—Wallcr W. Silson. i—Horace F.*1

cmarg C. Wcid, 1 e Caldwclly 4— Efifg yNagenr, i-
Sﬁtpargsen +—Jes§|c7l\ll-cjwlea—r-y, 7— l.éonic anx?glb, i".l\fﬁ'
L. McDonald, Jr., 3—Cora (iregory, ix—J. C. and b. Toiuei.iJ|

—W. F. Harris, 12— Archic and Hugh Buni>. i:—oilo CI
Crabbc, all—Arabclla Ward, 4— Roben E. Coates” 14— Ollie and Inez McGrcgor, 3— Willic F. Woolard, 5—* Indian." i—AB;Cal|

— Eulu Meisel, 1— * Frct Sawyer,” 2—De F

8— M. Nicure, i— “ Chic,” 2—Bessic and her

L. Miichell, 14— Gracc Cro.slcy, i— “ M~'stic

Anthony, 14— Sadie Medary, 11— Wilhc D.

Seckcer,” 4— Frank C. Caldwcll, 2—H. O. Adlcy, & é‘ — Charlotte Mcllyaine, K. S. Mcycr».' 4— Wieclic,

R M-, |—Jack-R:-Wrenshell, 2— Minnie Wooebuiffp Vlrglc éh(d Ettic, Q—Odebr(glclsi‘nlllh Isal>ellc, "13— . H, and Chariie AR

3—L|ZZ|e C. C., 4—Mary L.'thornc. all— Thos. Hillson, Jr., aII—MTmlc Williams, i—Mamic Pifer, 1—“ Mauch Chunk.
ribbits and W. E Billings, 12— Dycie, tx— Archie and Charlotte, 4— Henry Rochester, a—Violet, 3— Starr K. Jack.son and .Auadl-I
Lacey, 13— Willic L. Ross, 5— Wtllic R. Folsom, x— Ruth Camp, 4— Alice and Waltcr, 7— Evangclinc W.adc, 5— Gntce .M hsher, t>-|
Herbert Barry, all— Estelle ~l. Beck, 3— Chariic F. Pottcr, 15— “ Two®f&rown Folks,” 15—J. Harry Andcrson. 6— K<Kvard

— Hiut>' Heydrick, 5— Bcssie S. Hicok, all—Bcnha Hills, i—J. Harry Robertson, 5— * Qiicsscr,” all— * Fraud,” 4—Jcnnie Hlig*t
Fannie E. Case, 10—B. B., 4— “ The Inmaies,” y —Jeannic Osgood, xa—Gerard H. Oulton, ﬁ—-i‘--7Mignon-,-’1- —Gracc B Javbf.
Joscph Wheless, 4— Fanny Bissinger, i— Grace R Hopkins, all—Jessic and Charles F. Lipman all— “ Jcssie,”

— E. Wirth, 3—*“ Bab,” al'—Frank E. Ncwman, 2— Bcrtha, Herman, and (Jharlcs, 6— Gustav 'I. Bruckmnnn, i— .MarieC,

and Bcrtie,” 14— Xeitie and Willic Van Antwcrp, 14—Warren Cook, i— Harry Cook, x—E. R. Conklin, 3—Herbert C. ThlrlwaM n

Daisy May, all—Helcn, Florence, and l.oujsc, 5—Wallace K. Gaylord, 13— F., H. Nevillc, 2— Fred. C. McDonald, all—

St. Vrain, y — Frcdcrick W. Faxon, all—R. O. Chester, 7— “ Ulysses,” 13—Agncs FuUon, 1—R. 'T. l-osee, 15— Al
5—Haitic Evans and Mary de N., 6—*“ Bosun,” 15— 'T. K. and N. B. Colc, ix— “ 80 and 81,” all— Elsie B. Wade 87ch Inom""J
— Emma and Lottie Young, 13— Edith and Alfred, 9— Nelllc C. Graham:-15-=-May Farinholt, 1— B. Hopkins; '5 - ic Hardya
Alice Lucas, ix— Hcnry C. Brown, all—Margaret S. Hoflman, 6— Erncst K Tayior, 97 L|I|a and Daisy, an— S. C.'l hoiupson,t,

Willie O. Brownfleld x— GeorgcyS. and Carrie, 8— Dick Bab, 12— Myrick Rheem, 7—* Mamie

Moss, 5— “'X:"Y. Z.,"iZ—XIay Gopciand, * >Sophle M. Gicske, 7— Chariic Wright, F “S Eﬂi Mleﬁrec 2— LS Me%ﬁm
Fannie Knobloch, 7—ICstclle Wcilcr, 3—Carrie and Mary Spmdcn X3—Three Little Subscnbcrs i— Lulu

Meadc, 8—P. S. and H. K. Hcfflcman, 4— AlbertJ. Brackctt, 7— Bessic 'l'aylor, 8— Anua and Alice, 14— Genic Smith,
Lawrcnce, 2— Sanford B. Martin, |— Lcwis P. Robinson, 2—D.. a u ?

— Paul and Jcssie, ali—Dollie Fry, 3—Ella M. P.irkcr, 3~C

and W. H. Mover, 14— Faiih W.aicoti, 1—Rose Irene

Nammack, 8— Katic Nammack, 4— Georgc and Frank, .

Belle W. Brown, 9— Lctetia Preston, 5— (iracic Hewlett, al'— “ Phyllis,” 13—Ned and Loe, all—Williston, %P S. Ularkwn. i
|— Edith Granger, 7— Charlie W. Power, all—W. and O. L., all—Cig A. Rcttc, 12— Ed_nh B. Fowler, 15—Ella W. Faulkn

“ Churck,” 15— Lydc .and Will - A1 l-i fi. j- - cC-ul..
Cari Howdcn, 6—Bclle F. Upion
— C. A. Chandler, 11— Al. Mond, i

*Two Little Bees,” 13. Four solvers forgot 10 sign 1






