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Mother said: “That s all, dcar. Now run outdoors and play.”
I"ather said the same;
And so | carne.

But, somehow, they forget that | 'm growing every day.

A girl 'can’t always frolic. Why, lanibs are sometimes still,

Tliough whenever they feel like it, they caper with a will.

And birds may stop their singing while their hearts are full of song.
1've seen them look so solemn! And when the day is long

They often hide among the boughs and think,—I 'm sure they do;
| 've peered between the twitching leaves, and seen them at it, too!

But if a girl stands still and thinks, the people always say:
“ As you ’ve nothing else to do, dear, why don’t you go and play?”

Well, all 1 know is this: It’s nice

To jump the rope, and skip and swing, or skate on winter ice;

It ’s nice to romp with other girls and laugh as loud as they,—
But not to-day.

Dear me! How sweet and bright it is, this lovely, lovely Earth !

And not a thing upon it dreams how much it ’s really worth.

Except the folks. They calcilate and set themselves quite high;
Oh, my!

You dear, good sky, to bend so soft and kind above us all!

(It ’s queer to think this great wide world is nothing but a ball
Rolling, they say, through space;—
How does it keep its place?

None of my business, | suppose.)—I wonder if the brook

Is full to-day. It ’s early yet;—I think I ’ll go and look.
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FROM SANDY HOOK TO THE
“ See here, Mother; here’s a dandelion, as

bright as gold! Spring is here at last, and 1l
have to be making garden in a day or two.”

“ Yes, David; spring has come, and | suppose
we must get about our work pretty soon.”

Mrs. Throckmorton liad opened the sitting-room
windoNv to talk with David, and, as the warm sun
streamed in, and a soft air stirrcd the sweet-brier
which he was fastening against the side of the cot-
tage, it secmcd as though spring was not coming,
but going, and that summer must be near at
hand. But there was little summer in her eyes.

SMALLEY, WITH A LITTLE BOAT,

“You don’t seem to feel very glad, Mother; |
thought you ’d be real pleased to see the first dan-
delion.”

“Oh, | am, of course. It is always nice to see
things growing, and the flowers coming out again;
but it just reminds me that 1 must be writing to
Mr. Wilson.”

“ What about? They ’ll not want to come down
these two months yet.”

“ They want Remsen to come down as soon as
the wcather ’s mild enough.”

“ Remsen alone?”

“ Yes, | suppose so. You know he ’s delicate,
and they want him to live ’longshore awhile.”

MEETS THE CIIEST FROM TOW.N.

“ He eats too much, and makes liimsclfsick-
that ’s all the “delicate * he is.” ’

“ Hush, my son; the doctor says lie needs a
chango.”

“Yes, he docs need a chango; any diange
would be for the better; but | wish he ivouldn't
come here for it.”

“ David! David! you must n’t talk so! 1caé
say he ’s a good boy enough, only he ’s been too
much petted at home.”

“ Rem Wilson is not a good boy; he’s nmean,
selfish, conceited, and overbearing; that’swhathe

is; and | know he docs n't tell the
truth, cither.”

“ My dear son, don’t say sudi|
things, even if you think them.”

“ Well, Mother, 1 nevci do, onlyto

you; but it s a fact, and | don'tlike
him.”

“1 know it, and 1 ’ni very soriy;
but it can’t be lielped now. 1%

proniised to take him, and hcsids,
they pay well, and wc need te
nioney.”

The Throckmortons lived near te
mouth of the Shrewsbury River, ad
at that time—niany yeais ago—te
oid Shrewsbury inlet was open, nak
ing a navigable watcr-way bowon
the river and the sea. A stcainboat
plied every day between the river ad
New York, running through the inlet
at high tide, as at low water the sad
was nearly bare. In about a wek
after the finding of the dandelion, te
steam-boat brought down Rem Wilsn
and his trunk, and Smalley wesseni
to the Ocean House landing with a little boat to
bring the guest home. Smalley was a youngal-
ored retainer ofthe Throckmortons, about thes
age as David,—thirteen or fourteen years. Hg
real flame was Charles Peck, but he was soli
that the boys called him “ Small Mcasurc,” »™
this title degenerated in time to “ Smalley,”'
* Smalls.”

David did not go to meet Remsen, as hei
busy in the garden, and this work pressed so |
that for sonie time the boys saw very little of cad
other. Remsen tried his hand at digging w
planting for a day or two,”but he soon tired 1
and wandered ofif Ylongshore. He wearied of t
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Ishore, too, presently, and began to toase David to
lga out sailing or fishing. David refiiscd, on ac-
inunt Of his work; but bis mother intervened and
lasked hiin to go.

“Itistlull here for Remsen,” shc said, * and we
linust try to entertain him; besides, his mother has
limiten especially to requcst that we shall not cross
Ihim in anytliing more than we can help. The
Idoctorsays it is bad for his nerves.”

David owncd a seine-skifif, cighteen feetlong and
Ipulling four sweeps.  She had a center-board, was
Irigged 'vitli inainsail and jib, and was a good sailer
jirith any wind. This boat, called the “ Alice,”
jiias overliaiiled, and put in good trim, and, on a
jpleasanl afternoon, Remsen was taken for a sail.
|He «as satisfied for a while, tacking about the
[river, but presently he wantcd to run out through
lihcinlci and take a good long stretch on the occan,
jwherctlic)- would n’t havc to jibe every five minutes,
loavid said no; it was too late in the day, and, fur-
|lhcr, lie nover went outside without letting his
linother know.  Remsen jeered at him for being a
Ioaby, tied to his mother’s apron-string, and sharp
|itords followed, of course, so the excursién was not
jiplcasant onc, after all.

Rersen appcaled to Mrs. Throckmorton for pcr-
Imission to go out on the sea, but she, too, decidedly
Isaidno.  Ile persisted in tcasing for two or thrcc
Idais, and she finally resolved to rcfcr the matter to
jhis father.  On the following Monday, Remsen
lialked over to Port Washington, and rcturned
Inth an opcn letter in his hand, declaring his
llatlierconscnted to an occasional trip out through
llhe inlet when the weathcr was fair,
jptovided  ihc  boat was safe and that
iDavid shoiild sa 1 t This message,
|iticn in  pos script at the bot-

of the
Ipace, was
Ishoan to

R* THE OEEX SEA.

I'ltsThrockmorton.  Shc read the paragraph with
r gud deal of surprisc, as, from the explanations
I* 'l mude in her letter to Mr. Wilson, she
IOficted Remscn’s request would not be granted
P=di or, at least, not so readily. As she rc-
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marked, however, there could be no gainsaying
black and white, so the boy carried his point.
There was no peacc in the housc thereafter until
the arrangements for the expedition were all made,
and the tide served right for an early start, and the

MAKINC KEADV FOK THE CRIOSE.

weathcr promised to be fair all day. The scttle-
mcnt of these various conditions occupied several
days, and, during the time, Remsen continucd to
fret and worry until the family were glad cnough
when a morning carne that David thought would
suit their purpose. A very early breakfast was
hurried through ; a pair of plump roasted chickens,
some bccf sandwiches, and a basket of goodics were
packcd away in the stern locker of the boat; the
fishing-lines and a “ blickie ” of soft clams
for bait stowed in the forward locker, a com-
fortable arinful of oil-skins and wraps was
bundled under the thwarts,
and bcforc sunrise, the thrce
boys, Remsen, David, and
* Smalley, startcd to spend

the day on the sea.
They had some crookcd
work to gct out of the river, with light airs
baffling about the Navcsink Mighlands, but, after
clearing Sandy Hook, they found a stcady brcezc
from the south-west, balmy and plcasant as a
brcath of midsummer. Remsen thought he would
like to sce how Long Branch lookcd from the
sea, so they made their jib, hauled the shcets
ciése, and stood down the shorc about six miles.
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until thcy ran past the town. Tlicn they put
about, lifted the centcr-board, and squarcd away
for a race bcforc the wind. Therc were a

“ SWOOPING ALONG, OVER THE LOW, BROAU BILLOWS,

many coasters and small craft going up to New

York with all the canvas sprcad they could carry, but

the “Alice” passcd them all, swooping along over

the low, broad billows like an osprey in its flight.

The boys cnjoyed this fun heartily, and shouted

in high glee whenevcr they shot ahcad of a

sloop or schooner on thcir course. The

whole morning was spcnt in giving chasc

to one vcssel aftcr another, and at noon

thcy found themselves well up toward

Romer’ Shoals. Then they droppcd the

jib, slacked the peak, and laid the “ Alice ” to

for dinner. The center-board was laid athwart-

ships for a table, the provisions wcrc unpacked

and spread out in tempting array, jack-knives and

jaws were plied with industry, and the chickens

and crullcrs disappearcd with amazing speed.
After~dinner, they putoff shorc about eight miles

to the fishing grounds, and tricd their luck for cod-

fish. They did not catch anything fora long time,

and Reinsen got tired of waiting for fish that did

not come. Just as they were about to give it up,

Smalley got a bite, and, in the coursc of an hoi
or so, they caught scveral finecod. WhcnRemsl
had pulled up his second fish, David dccided it
time to start for home. The sun was yet high, andi
Remscn wanted very much to “catch just ai
more,” so they waited another half-hour and tha
sail was made again. As they got undcr ivefi
Smalley discovered a school of porpoiscs, th
first of the scason, just off thcir starb‘oa
bow. David started the sheet a littlc, ai”
the “Alice ” glided quietly in among thoni
without disturbing them in the Icast. The
rollcd lazily over in the sea, and gvuntt®
and snortcd like a drove of pigs, playin
around the bows of the boat, so cidset
the boys could almost reach oiit and touci
them. Rvcn David had nevcr beforc el
joycd an opportunity to become so intil
matcly acquaintcd with porpoiscs, and tl|
boat was allowed to drift along with t
school, while the boys leancd over the sid
and watched the motions of tlie dung
creaturcs with intense intcrest.  FinailA
Smalls straightened himsclf up, and, takin
a look about, exclaimed in surprise:
“ Ili, Marse Dave, if dcrc aint de dgr
light!”
Dave sprang to his fect and therc, sij
enough, was the great light-housc on Sar
Hook, squarc on thcir weathcr beani. Thi
“ Alice” had drifted into the ship-channel. .in
the wind and tide togethcr had carried her.ilniij
much more rapidly than her crew rcalizcd, busj
as they were in studying natural bistory.

“ Boom out
that jib!”
cricd Dave,
as lie jumpcd aft, cast off the sheet, and putt’
“ Alice” beforc the wind.

“ Why, what are you going to do?” askedRi-i

THE PORPOISES PLAYEO AROI VD THE WU.
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ljjj surpriscd by the sudden activity of his com-
aidts.  “ Are n’t we going home ?”
“If «e can get there!” answercd Dave.

AT DINNER ORE
"We 've niissed the inlet, fooling around with those
| phguy porpoiscs; can’t makc it with wind dead
| igairst us, and now we must push for inside the
I Hd and then work our way home as best
| «ecaii.”
They ran on at a lively gait for a milc
lottwo, but then the wind began to fall as
| te sun stink bchind the Ilighlands, and an
| andas slitide carne into David’s frank face.
“llerc, Rem,” he said, “ you take the
| lilr. wiiile 1 go forward and look for the
|bhck buoy.”
/s lie stepped upon the fonvard locker,
Ite cotikl see the buoy which marks the
It of Sandy Hook, about half a niile
| ihead, and, noting that it stood straight in
| tte water, lie knew that the flood was full,
adina few minutes the ebb tide would set
in fhc boat still ripplcd along fairly well,
ht the boom swung ominously to and fro
I's the wind carne in light puffs, each fainter
"the last.  If the brceze would only hold
I *fovminutes to carry tlieiii inside the buoy,
llyywould be all right. It niight take them
swe hours after that to reach home, but they ’d
pt there safe and sound before midnight. David
hatched the sail and the buoy with the closcst
httention. The black cylinder drew near and
parer, and his hopes rose every moment. He
lactually counting the rivcts on the side of the
next the sun, when a long, crooked line of

dirty-white foani carne dancing by, on the surfacc
of the sea. At the same instant, the wind died out
with a long sigh, and a flat calni fell upon the
water. The boat lost way, and her head swung
slowly round and pointed toward the open ocean.
The tide liad turned.

“ Out sweeps!” cried David, dropping the jib
and letting the mainsail run down at the same
time. “ Take an oar, Rem. 1’ll puli against you
and Smalley. Give way for your lives, fcllows !
Bcend to it now, sniartly !”

The boys pullcd with a will, and once more the
boat began to crawl up toward the black buoy.
The tide was beginning to run strong, however,
and it rcquircd their utmost exertions to forcé the
heavy boat against it. She moved slowcr and
slowcr as she ncarcd the goal, and David liad to
urge the others by voice and example at every
stroke. Just as he was thinking, “ We shall make
it, after all,” Remsen thrcw up his oar, exclainiing;

“ I can’t puli this thing; it hurts my hands.”

David’s eighteen-foot swccp gave the boat a
sheer, the rushing current caught her undcr the
counter, and in an instant she was w'hirling out to
sea ten miles an hour.
Smalley ...-trocé, brokc out

THE LICHT-SHIP, OFF SANUy HOOK.

in loud reproacli and lamcntation, but “ Marse
Dave ” liad nothing to say'. He could not trust
liimsclf to spcakj*and so, wisely, kept silent, vig-
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orously scttiiig about stowing the sails and niaking
everything snug aboard.

“What are we going to do now?” asked
Remsen.

“ Nothing.”

“ Where are we going?”

“ Nowhere.”

* Come, you ’re not going to stay here all night!
Lct ’s be going home.”

“ All night itis! No home for us till to-inorrow
morning!”

When Remsen fairly understood that they must
stay out all night on the ocean in an open boat, he
was frightened out of his wits. He wanted to get
out the sweeps again, and try once more to pass
the black buoy, promising to puli twice as hard as
before; but David said :

“ Too late ! the tide rips through there now like
a mili-race ! Twenty mcn could n’t stcm it!”

As the “Alice ” driftcd out with the ebb, the twi-
light deepened into darkness, the land disappeared,
the stars shone in the sky wonderfully near and
bright, and the awful solemnity of solitude on the
sea cncompassed the bcnightcd young voyagers.
David was ver)' anxious about his mother, and he
also had some fears of the stonn signs noticed at
sunset; but otherwise he and Smalls were com-
fortable enough, making a hcarty supper of sand-
wiches and crullers, and stowing themselves on the
thwarts, afterward, wrappcd up for a nap. But
Remsen was too miserable to either eat or sleep.
He frctted and moancd incessantly,—was so un-
rcasonable, pettish, and absurd that the others lost
all patience, and finally paid no more attention to
his complaints.

During the evening, the wind rose again, and,
backing round to the south-cast, began to blow
quite heavily. This wind against tide made an ugly,
chopping sea, which pitched the * Alice” about
with a sharp, jerking motion, exceedingly trying to
any one unaccustomed to the water. The two
’longshore boys did not mind it, but the city-bred
youth was made deathly sick. He had made so
much ado before, that no notice was taken of him
for a long time, and he lay neglected on the stern-
sheets, tumbled about from side to side, as the
boat tossed and twistcd in the sea; sick, bruised,
frightened, thinking he surely should die—the most
forlorn and wretched object imaginable. After a
time, David discovercd that the limp heap on the
locker, wet, dragglcd, and half unconscious, was
really Rem Wilson in distress, and he accordingly
bestirred himself to extend help. But it was very
difficult to do anything for the patient. He slid
off the locker and rolled around in the bottom of
the boat, too dolefully sick to know or to care what
was going on about him. David was troubled.

TO THE LIGHT-SHIP.

1AV,
and knew not what to do, until, after a while
Smalley had a bright idea, as, indcecl, he oftenhed |

“ Derc ’s de light-ship off to wind’ard,” said
that diminutivo person; “let s get ’em to tade
him aboard and put him to bed.”

Accordingly, they made sail on the “.Mice"|
trimmed her fiat, and ran down to the two great
globos of fire that showed where the beacon-boat
lay.

“ Light-ship, ahoy !” hailed David, asthcydrewl
alongside.

“ Ay, ay !” answered a gruff voicc.

“ If Ned Osborne isthere, tell him Davc Throck-1
morton wants to come on board.”

Ned Osborne, the light-keeper, answered ini
person, and, on David’s explaining matters, he
rigged a whip used for taking in stores, and pres-1
cntly had the sick boy safely slung from the boat |
to tlie deck of the ship. Rem was then caried 1
below and put in a berth, where he was taken cael
of as best he could be under the circumstances. [
The boat was made fast, and the two other bot-sl
were also given bcrths aboard the ship.

Next morning, Dave was astir before daylight,|
and, finding the invalid unfit to be moved, hel
dccided to put oif without him, as the wind ws|
rising and the stonn thrcatened to groiv more vio|
lent. The cod-fish were brought aboard from tel
“Alice,” a breakfast of fish, potatoes, and hard-tackl
was shared with the watch on deck, and then thel
seine-skiff was headed for home, under dotible-f
reefed mainsail. The breeze was very dtiff, andl
the boat fairly flew through the water, making the|
seven miles between the light-ship and Sandyj
Hook in half an hour.

It was still early when the two boys rcached thej
housc, and they found that Mrs. Throckmorton |
had becn waiting for them all night, walking thc)
floor most of the time in restless anxiety.

“ I should n’t have felt so bad about it,” shesad, j
“ but you were hardly out of sight when neighborl
Simmons carne in with this letter he had brouglitl
over from Port Washington the night before. It|
is from Mr. Wilson, and he very decidedly forbidsl
Remsen’s going outside the Hook before scttledl
summer weather. I can’t understand why hisl
letter to Remsen and this one to me should be so|
different.”

“1 can,” said Dave;
script himself.”

“ Dear ! dear! do you really think so?"

“ I thought so from the first, and now | feci snre|
of it.”

“Well, I look for his father this afternoon or|
to-morrow, and then we ’ll know. | "fotc biny
again by the first mail yesterday.” .

Mr. Wilson arrived toward evening, as expeck ij

“ Rem wrote that post{
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and was very much alarmed and distrcssed to find
his boy was off on the light-ship. By that time
thestorm had set in furiously, and there was noth-
ingto be done but wait for bettcr weather. When
asked as to the postscript, he mcrely shook his
hcad and walked quickly away; so therc was very
little said about it. A terrific tempest raged on
land and sea for three days and nights, flinging
many a wrcck upon the coast, and causing sad
destniction of propcrty on shore, besidc.  Mr.
Wilson chartered a sloop at Port Washington to
g oif to the light-ship; but it was late on the
fouth day before they could venture to go out.
Juwst as they werc getting under way, Smalley dis-

MILKWI: D
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covered a sail corning up the river, which he de-
clared was Ned Osborne’s cutter.

As the craft drew near, it provcd to be Ned
Osborne, indeed, bringing the sick boy home.
The agonies he suffered on the light-ship, his
terrible experience during the storm, and the
shame and contrition he felt on coming back,
worked a wonderful change in Rem Wilson. He
looked like the ghost of his former self as they
carried him into the house.

“ This will be a lesson for him that he '11 never
forgct,” said David.

And he never did, being a dififerent and a better
boy from that day forth.

PLAYTHINGS.

Bv Emma M. Davis.

LMOST ev-
erybody,
at some
time or
other, has
made the
acquaint-

ance of the milkwccd,
or silkweed, as | havc
heard it called.

A rcason for cach of
tlicse fiames is very ap-
parent. If you break
the stem, a sticky sub-
stance like milk nms
from it, which will stain
your clothcs.  Why the
plant is also called silk-
weed, | shall cxplain to
you presently.

I knew this wecd very
well in New England
when 1 was a littlc girl.
In Jul)', it hangs out a
cluster of small purplc
bells, and later, after
the blossoms havc gone,
very largo seed-pods are

fomrod, which grow to be sevcral inches long, and
“repointed at the end opposite the stem. If thcse
pock were left on the plant until the sceds were
fdly ripcned, they would split open themselves,
wd gradually the seeds would fly out, carrying
"dhthem enough of these silken threads, as fine

as a spidcr’s web, to float them on the wind for
miles away, pcrhaps. You must havc seen them
many a time. The silk radiatcs in evcry direction
from the central seed, making a gauzy, filmy
sphcre, with a small, dark centcr. The seeds
cluster about the opening of the pod, until the
wind picks them out and carries them abroad,
but if you pick some of the pods when green,
and put them in a vase where they are not
disfurbcd, the pod will opon part way, like an
oyster-shell, and the fine silken threads, folded and
packed so closely in the center, will fly apart and
get out, in some way, so that after a while the pod
will be covered with a cloud of white. This is very
beautiful, and, if it stands in a coérner out of the
way of suddcn brcezcs, it will be likcly to remain
so all winter. You now see why it is called silk-
weed.

My sister and | ycarly collected scveral of these
silkwceds for our play-house by the stone-wall,
where wc kept our bits of brokcn china, and trans-
formed the pods into domestic animals. Often, a
pod would be well shapcd for a chicken, rcquiring
only feathers to be stuck into the pointed tail, ancl
the stem to be broken off short at the other end and
sharpened to rcpresent the bili. Two sticks put in
served for Icgs, so that it would rest on these and
on the point of the tail. When wc played that
Thanksgiving Day had come, and wanted chick-
ens for dinner, wc had only to puli out the tail-
fcathers of a pair of “ fowls,” and, of course, take
off thcir legs; and, when they were ready for the
table, instead of carving, we split open the pods,
as you do those of the pea or bcan, and behold 1
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there was the most tcmpting-looking “ whitc ” and
“ dark ” meat within. The whitc meat was fibrous,
like silk, and lay in the center; over it were flat
brown seeds, overlapping one another like the
shingles on a house-roof, and making our “ dark
meat.”

We not only transformed these pods into poultry,
but also into quadrupeds of all “orts. Put in four

UNDKR A

UNDER A FLY-WHEEL.

legs, a pair of horns, and a tail, and you have
your cow, and one, too, which rcally gives milki
Leave ofif the horns, take a bit of your own hair to
use for a tail, and you have a horse.

But these are only a few hints, and 1 will let you
c.xperiment for yoursclf this season, and find out
what you can do beyond this, in making aninials
and other figures.

FLY-WHEEL.

By HENRV CLF..MENS Pearson.

It was ten o’clock in the morning. Every one
in the factory was at work. The clicking and
rattling of the lighter machinery, the groaning of
heavily laden shafts, the oily thud of hundreds of
cogs, mingled in busy din. The huge enginc
sighed as, with its bravvny arm of polished steel, it
impelled the main shaft to turn the whecls of the
factory.

Tom worked by the door, near the cnginc-room.
He could, therefore, casily seo the enginc and all
its surroundings. The intcrest of its rapid, ccasc-
less motion partly reconcilcd him to the fact that,
while most boys of thirteen were enjoying full lib-
erty outside, he ivas shut up within doors.

This morning, more than usually, he liad been
watching the forbidden splendors of the cnginc-
room, for the enginecr allowed no one in his sanc-
tum. The great machine fascinatcd Tom with its
easy grace of movcmcent.  His eyes dwelt long on
the ncat finish of the hexagonal bolt-heads that
glcamcd about the cylinder. He tried to tell, froni
his position, how full the glass oil-cups were, as
they fiashcd to and fro on the polished arm; and
then his eyes restcd on the fly-whccl that revolved
so gracéfully in its narrow prison. Only one-half
of the wheel could he see at once, the other half
bcing below the floor, alniost filling a narrow, rock-
lined cavity called the “ pit.”

As Tom watchcd the ivhirling spokcs, it scemcd
as if the niass of iron stood still, so swift was its
motion. He rcmcmbcred that once the enginecr,
seeing his intcrest in the machinery, liad invitcd
him in, and that he liad stood leaning over the
frail wooden guard, his face so closc to the fly-
wheel that the wind from its surfacc blew back his
hair, while he looked down into the pit ivith wonder
and dread. He remcmbered asking the engineer
if he supposed any one could climb down there
while the engine was in motion. The answer liad

come: “ There is n’t a man in the factory that has
nerve enough, even if there were room,"—the
space between the wheel and the wall bcing hardly
a foot and a half in width.

The boy’s oyes next wandered from the object
of his thoughts, and restcd on the bright hrass
domes of the force-pumps that occupiecl a brick
“ settlc ” on one side of the room ; .and then upto
the niaze of pipes that crosscd and rccrosscd above
the toiling machinery.

Suddenly, glancing down, he saw a little chiltl
standing bcncath the guard, cidse to the grcat fiy
wheel.

The engineer was nowhere in sight, and littlle
May was his only child. Tom’s heart gave a great
leap. In an instant, he liad scramblcd down from
his perch, and was in the cngine-rooni.

As he passed the door-way he was just in time to
see the child toddle forward and fall into the pit!
Wi ith an awful shudder, he waited to scc the non
ster wheel spurn the baby-girl from its cruel sides;
but no such sight carne.

He dashed forward and looked juto the pit
She sat on the hard, rocky bottom, sobbing softly
to hersclf. The fall liad not harined her, yeti
she was still in great dangcr. Any attcmpt to
niove from her position would give the relentlcss
wheel another chance.

Tom slippcd out of his brown *“ Juniper,” tore
ofif his light shoes, and stood inside the guard
One eager look in the direction of the iron door
through which the engineer would come, and then ,
he began the dcscent. The great niass of jron;
whirlcd dizzily ciése to his eyes; the inclined plafie,
down which he was slowly sliding was covercd decp i
with dust mingled with oil; the thick, oily, danp |
air, fanncd by the heavy breeze from the whed,
almost took his brcath away. Where the curve o
the wheel was ncarest, it almost bruslicd his clothes.
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With his back pressed tight against the rocks, he
slid(lo«n until his fect slruck the bottoin. And now
care tlic worst part of the ordcal—the ponderous
«icel, sivceping in giddy curves above him, so
affected his nerves that his strength began to fail.
Thero was one space where the whecl curvee! away
frama (.'oruor, so he droppcd on his knces there
and for an instant shut his aching oyes.

Tlie ehild was in the other cérner of the pit,
sitting in an open space similar to that in which
Tomknelt. As he looked past the terrible barrier,
,he made a movement as if to stand up. That
brought back Tom’s flccing scnses.  If she should
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her face again with her little hands and sobbed
harder than ever. Tom crcpt on until he carne so
near to the child that he could lay hold of her
dress ; tiren he stopped. A strange, dizzy blur
kept throwing a vcil over his eyes, and he tried in
vain to Overedme a longing for siecp. He could
feel the ceaseless whirl of the great whecl, and it
made him almost wild. Curious \ agarics and half-
dclirious fancies danccd through his head. With
an effort he threw them off, and, raising his face
from the rocky couch, called for help.

Instantly, a dozcn mocking voices from the sidos
of the pit flung back the cry into his very ears.

*THE CEASELESS WHIEL OF THE (jKEAT WHEEL AUOVE IIIM MADE HILM AI.MOST WILD.”

stand ul), ilie whecl would strikc her. Lying care-
iuly (ku upon the bottom of the pit, he began
sWy 1M1 cnutiously to work his way beneath the
tnassiif Ilying iron.  He could feel the awful wind
raising bis hair as he crept jilong. Ncarcr and
ntarer he ciime to the child and ncarcr to the cui-vc
dtbcwhcel. As he passcd beneath it, an incau-
tiitsinovenicnt nnd a suelden “ burn ” on his shoul-
'lorshowed that he had touched it.

The little one luid not seen him ;it all yet, as she
W becn sitting and rubbing her eyes, but she
““bed u)) now, and seeing the palo face strcakcd
*tbal and dust coming toward her, she covcrcd

But the wheel caught the cry, and whirled it away,
up into the engine-room, in distortcd echoes. He
called again, and the sounds sccincd lIcss terrible.
The little girl tried to gct up, but he hcid to her
white dress and soothed her the best he could.

A moment latcr, he distinctly heard footsteps in
the engine-room, then he felt that some one was
looking into the pit, and then the clattering of the
pistén in the cinpty cylinder showed that the en-
ginc was slion to stop.

Lcss swiftly, and at hist slowly and more slowly,
whirled Tom’s massivc jailcr; faintcr and faintcr
carne the clatter of the pistén, until both ceased.
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and the cngincer, with great beads of perspiration
on his white forehead, swung himself bctween the
harmless spokes of the fly-wheel and got down
closc to the two prisoners.

“ Is she hurt, Tom ?” he gasped.

“ No, sir,” said Tom, faintly. “ If you ’d only
stop the fly-wheel, | ’d lift her out.”

“ It is stopped, my lad—it ’s your dizzy head
that deceives you. Let me take my little May.”

The engineer reached down and lifted his darling
up from the dust, and, holding her fast on one arm,
climbed out.

Tom lay still. He did not seem to care, since the
little one was safe and the fly-wheel had stopped.
He felt a fearful weariness stealing over him. He
would like to sleep a year.

The engineer was by his side a moment later,
asking if he was hurt.

“ No, sir, | think not;— only a littlc tired,” said
Tom, and slowly and wearily his eyes closed.

UNDER A FLY-WHEEL.

Without another word, the strong man lifted hin
up from the rocky floor and its foul air, and, climb
ing again by the spokes of the fly-wheel, bore tht
boy out of his dungcon. The air from the opeii
window soon cleared the “ sleepiness ” away, and,
he was able to tell the whole story. The engineea
grasped his hand, but he could not spcak, an
there were tcars in his eyes.

Many were the rvords of praisc from the sturdj
workmen that crowded in from the “ steelworks"
to see why the engine had stopped. Tom was the
hero of the day.

When the supcrintendent heard of it, lie scnt fat
a hack and had Tom taken home in style, with ai
comfortable little present in his pockct, and the
permission to be out until he should fcel all right
again. It took about a week to clear the dzy
feeling entirely away, and at the end of that time
he was working at his machine just as if he had
never been under a fly-wheel.

There was an oid woman who lived by the sea,
And she was as merry as merry could be.

She did nothing but carol from morning till night,
And sometimes she carolcd by candlc-light.

She carolcd in time and she caroled in tune,

But none cared to hear save the man in the moon.
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CAMPS.
(A Snmmer Gatftf/or Parlot't Picnic, or Laton.)

Adafied hy G.

HIS fascinating gamc, wliich
can he playee! by little
childrcn witli great pleas-
urc and profit, has capa-
bilities well worthy of closc
attention from the wisest
and keencst wits. Itisa
desccndant of the old-
fashioncd Twenty-Ques-
tion amusement, and was
designed to do away with
the objcctionable points
of it, and to introduce,
at the same time, the in-
tercst of movement,whicli

it lacked. All players of
“ Twenty Questions ” will
adinit that it often bc-

comcs dull through long
dclay in asking and an-
swering questions, the sub-
ildics of which seldom fail to provoke tcdiousargu-
nenl, soinetimes ending in disagrceable disputes.
Tre rules of this gamc w'holly prevent delay or
argument, and every playcr is kept busy all the time,
instcad of impatiently waiting for his turn to play.

Six players are rcquired for the gamc, but the
nore llic better, as the number of camps is only
limtod by the sizc of the play-ground, and the
nurrber of contcstants in each camp can vary from
Uoto twenty.

The best arrangement of rooms for this game,
«en placed in-doors, is to find two rooms con-
rected by a small hall, as it is better to have the
canps out of ear-shot of each other.

In mild wcathcr, “ Camps ” makes an excellcnt
oudoor game for country or sea-side, and
picic partics may be spccially arranged for the
papése.  These may be made picturesque by
pooviding the diffcrent camps with bright flags,
bearing somc appropriatc number or device, to
designate each camp, and these the victors proudly
sae in token of triumph. The cmbassadors
o must be provided xvith whitc flags of truce,
adthe generéis, or commanders, may wear bright
*afs, or roscttcs, as badgcs of office. Lawn-
lots may also be utilized as head-quarters, and
‘e, with gay streamers and banncrs, will add
bweliness to the cffect.

IJ. Bartlett.

To begin the game, all meet and choose one
general for each side. These tw'o are to serve as
umpires, for the immediatc settlement of all dis-
puted questions; and they, also, are to send out
such cmbassadors as they think best, and to
assume the wholc management of their respective
sidos. They draw lots for the first choice of camps
and followcrs, and each chooscs, in turn, one person,
until all the players are divided. The companies
then march, with upliftcd flags, to take possession
of their respective camps, xvhen all sit in compact
groups around the generais.

Kach side, or rival camp, then scnds out an
embassador with a flag of truce; these two pcrsons
meet midway betw'ccn the two camps, which should
be as far apart as possiblc, as it is important that
the convcrsation should not be hcard by the groups.
These cmbassadors choose somc object xvhich can
be definitely dcscribed, no matter how reméte or
obscuro, from fact, history, or legend. As soon as
the object is agreed upon, each embassador repairs
to the camp opposed to the one from xvhich he xvas
sent, and announces, in a loud voice, the kingdom
to xvhich the objcct belongs, either animal, mineral,
or vegetable ; or, if composcd of parts of these, he
mentions that fact. He must then ansxvcr, xvith
perfcct clearncss, all questions, as nearly as he can
in their ordcr, and as rapidly as possiblc, making
no puns, cquivocations, or unnecessary delays,
xvhich is pretty hard to do satisfactorily, as a deluge
of questions is poured upon him from the excited
players in xvild confusién. The camp xvhich first
guesses the correct xvord claims as a prisoner the
embassador from xvhom it xvas guessed, and also
rccalls the one sent out from it.

The xvord choscn must hax'c a definite desigfna-
tion; as, for instance, the first bean plantcd by
Jack for his bean-stalk, the left car of the Trojan
horse, or the last or middlc xvord in the Magna
Charta, etc.

Nexv cmbassadors are sent forth xvith varying
success, and as soon as one camp captures a pris-
oncr, its triumph is announced by loud clapping of
hands and by xvaving of flags. Sometimes these
sounds of victory arise almost siniultancously from
both camps, in xvhich case the qucstion of prece-
dence becomes a difficult one for the Icadcrs to
settle; and, to avoid dispute, xxTicn the matter is in
doubt, the decisién may be made by draxving lots.
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In a very largo company, it is bettcr to have an
even niimbcr of camps, to arrange them in linc
opposite cach other, and to have major-gcncrals in
command of the lincs of camps, one on each side,
the lincs playing against cach other. The hcads
of each linc of camps work under the major-geii-
eral of thcir own side, who may scnd rccnforce-
ments from one camp to another that is weakencd
by loss of embassadors. In these great games, it
is bcst to play against time, and to consider as vic-
torious the side tliat has the most mcn at the expi-
ration of an hour, orwhatever time may be fixcd by
the major-gencrals for the duration of the contest.

In a small gamo of only two camps, the victory
rests with the camp which has taken all the playcrs,
exccpting the leader, from the opposing camp. It
often happcns that a ctunp is reduccd to but two

CAMPS.

(AicrsT,

players, and, since one must go as an cmbassador
only one remains to guess the word; but, if he
skillful, his camp slowly grows, until, one by o,
he succccds in winning at the last by capturing dl|
his adversarios.

Now and then, among oldcr and more pmcticcd
players, it may be found an intcresting variation
to prohibit the asking of any cpiestion tbal can noi
be answercd by saying only * yes” or “no."

The most oiit-of-thc-way and curious objccts are
often guessed by cxpcricnced players in a fewnio-
mcnts, and, as both sides are always kept activclv
at work, the fun never flags, for the prisoners are
welcomed with the wildest cnthusiasm by the con
cpicrors. Capturcd embassadors must give their
best cfforts to their concuerors, so that (jarty strifo
may be ])rcvented and harmony may pretail.

r



ADVENTURES OF AN ANGORA CAT.

issi,)

SLUMBER

749

SONG.

By Celia Thaxtek.

|\ the wingéd eradle of sleep | lay
My darling gently down ;

Kisscd and closed are his eyes of gray,
Under his curls’ bright crown.

Where, oh where, will he fly and float,
In the wingcd eradle of sleep ?

Whoin will he ineet in the worlds remote,
While he slumbers soft and deep?

Warni and sweet as a white blush rose,
His sinall hand lies in mine.

THE TRUE

ADVENTURES

But | can not follow him where he goes.
And he gives no word fior sign.

Keep him safe, ye heavenly powcrs,
In dream-land vast and clim!

Lct no ill, through the night’s long hours.
Come nigh to trouble him.

Give hitn back, when the dawn shall break,
With his matchless baby channs.

With his lovc and his beauty all awake,
Into my happy artns!

OF AN ANGORA CAT.

Bv Anna T. Randall-Diiihi.

1.\M over on the next page.

Do you know what 1 am ? Cover up my head
ad | know you will say | am a dog, with long,
shaggy hair, just becausc | hate dogs! Cover up
dlbut my head, and you will say | am a cat.

Would you like to hear my story ?

When 1was a wee white kittcn, away off in the
interior of Asia, a gentleman carne and told my
mother thtit he wanted two of her little ones to
cany to America, a country quite on the other
dce of the world. My mother was at first very
untvilling to part with us, but the gentleman soon
«on her over by telling how pretty we were, how
logwes oitr soft, white fitr, and how we should be
admired by cverybody in that far-off land.

1wanted my mother to say yes, for | longed to
scthe world, and to go to a place where 1should
lne so much attention paid me. | was only a
hiten then, and 1| trust all my vanity has disap-
peared with my youth.

Alast my mother conscnted, and after giving us
muchgood advice about keeping our eyes and ears
oen, and making us promise to be kind and
lovirg lo each other, and never, nevcr to forget
lier, she mcwed an affectionate farcweil.

In honor of our dear native home, Angora, the
hnd gentleman gave me the fame of Angie, and
cdled my companion Gora.

Hw do you think we traveled ? We were

placed in a basket, which was slung upon the side
of a camel. The camel is a queer creature. He
goes jolting forward and backward, and whoever
lides upon his back goes up and down, up and
down, until he is shaken almost into jelly. Some-
body has called the camel “ the ship of the descrt,”
bccause he carrics the treasures over the sandy
wastc; but Gora and | thought he was rightly
named from another cause, for we were as sea-sick
as afterward we becamc upon the ocean. Having
crossed the desert and arrived at the coast. we were
placed in a box on shipboard, where we had a little
more room, but still we were not very comfortable.

Our companions on the voyage were several
hundred cashmcre goats, only interesting to us
bccause they, too, were brought from our oid
home, Angora. They were always hooking and
kicking cach other, and when they organized a
concert, their music was hideous.

Week after week passcd, and many and many a
time | wished myself safely back within reach of
my mother’s paw. Gora would often look at inc
pitifully, and then burst into a prolonged mew.
That went to my heart like a dagger; for when |
had begged our mother to let us go, poor Gora had
set up her voice against it. At last we™landed in
California, and our life in the new world bogan.

For several months we lived in the city of San
Francisco. It all scemed new and strange, yet
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we wcrc glad of at Icast one thing: while the
people talked so queerly that wc could not under-
stand a word, the cats, dogs, horses, and mides of
America used the very same language that those

of Asia use. It is strange that cats should havc
an advantage over men, but they seem to, in
speech. My mastcr studied a great many lan-

guages,—he had to have a differcnt one for nearly
every land he visited,—"ljut wc cats have a universal
tongue the wide world over.

After a while, wc wecrc again put in a box and
carried upon shipboard; but this time the journey
was short, and in a few weeks wc landcd in the
great city of New York. What a noise 1 what a
confusion of noises! Hcrc wc werc soon taken to
a very pretty house, and Gora was decked with a
pink ribbon, ticd around her neck, while | wore a
blue onc. Wc frolicked and played to our hearts’
content, only Master never would Ict us go out-of-
doors—not even into the back yard—without hav-
ing somchody to Icad us, for he said we were each
worth more than a hundred dollars in gold, and
somebody might be prowling about to stcal us
away.

Then carne the sad day when Gora went to
Washington, and | was left alone.

I had not long to be loncly, though, for in a
little while Mr. Barnum carne, and invitcd me to
spend a little time at his great museum. | bccame
a membecr of his “ Happy Family”; but | shall
not tell the profcssional secrct of how 1—who
always had a keen tooth for a bit of fresh mcat—
Icarned to let a canary perch upon my hcad, white
mice run over my paws, and a rabbit sit by my
side, ivithout an attempt to eat any of them.

We were a queer cage-full, and for many months
crowds of people carne to see us. But, one day,
some good angel must have whis])cred to my
master to take me away. That very night, when
I was safely slccping upon a cushion at the foot of
his bed, the museum caught fire. Oh, how the
lions and tigers roarcd 1 and how the poor mon-
keys chattercd ! But therc was no escape for any
of them. Nearly all the animals, including every
one of my companions of the “ Happy Family,”
were burncd to cinders.

1 heard Master read it all in the newspapers the
next morning, and | purred about him, and rubbcd
my head against his hand, by way of thanking him
for saving my life.

Soon after this escape, | started for Washington
to makc Gora a visit, and upon this journey a sad
thing befell me. Asthe distance was not very great,
my master did not put me in a box, but carried me
in his arms.  While our cars were stopping at a
station, another train, with its ficry engine at its
head, went thundcring by; | was frightened quite

ADVENTU KES OE AK ANGORA CAT.
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out of my wits at its sudden appearancc, and as
the window was open, | sprang out and starlcd for
the nearest woods. My poor master, who liad
brought me so many miles by land and sea, felt 0
bad that he stopped at the next town and offered
twenty dollars rcward for my rccovcry.

‘I'wenty dollars !

Whew 1 Was n’t every boy in town upon the
search ? while many people said

“What a silly man ! No cat in all the world is
worth so much !”

You should have seen the lucky fellow who

I'OKTKAIT OF “ ANOIK.”

caught me. Did n’t his eyes sparkic wlicn the
crisp bank-notc was put into his hand !

So | reached Washington safely, after all, but
not in time to see my darling Gora. .\ fewdays
bcforc, she had been suddcnly taken ill. ad
although she was doscd with cat-miiu and cire-
fully nursed, the disease proved fatal.

I can not tell you how 1 mourncd oier my lost
sister. For a long time | mcwcd all day and
howled at night with uncontrollable gvief

But my story is alrcady too long for your
patience. | am now an oid cat, and have jour-
ney'cd over a great part of the world. .Such an
aversion havc | to any more traveling that, ivhor
ever a wooden box is brought into the room I
fancy that | am again to be sent tipon a journey,
and | retreat under the sofé, thrust my claws ino
the carpet, and cling therc for dear life.
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“GOT OUT OF IT.”

By Mary C. Bartiett.

IT\vas* \vritingafternoon,”—said MissJenkins,—
and my scholars were new. If you liad ever been a
teacher, niy dear, you would realizo what the coiii-
bination of those two simple facts implies—the
weariness of body and the utter vexation of spirit.
Hrat, tlicrc ’s the holding of the pen. If there ’s
oe tliing more than another in which scholars
oxhibit Ilicir own originality, it is in managing a
pen-hoUKi. | ve counted one-and-forty diffcrent
was ainong as many boys, more than once—
each separate way ciuite diifcrent from what 1 liad
laught tliciii five minutes before.

Then, ilic ink: To some it was simply ink,
nothing more.  To others it secmcd an irresistible
icnpter, wliispcring of uniciue designs, grotcsquc
o othcrwisc, to be worked out upon desk or
jacket, or pcrhaps upon the back of one small
hend.

WEll, upon the afternoon of which 1 am going
tolell you, i liad liad more corrccting to do than
wal, for somc of the scholars were stupid, and
oould n’t do as | wishcd; and others were careless,
addidn’ttry. What with the looking, and stoop-
ing and lontinual showing, 1 fclt niy paticnce
gving way, and xvhen 1 saxv that three of the
largest boys liad left the page upon xvhich they
should liaxe been practicing, and xvere making
“unknown characters ” in different parts of their
hooks, | lost it utterly.

“That 1 7i/f// not liaxX'C,” said |, sharply. “ I
dill punisli any boy xvho makes a mark upon any
but the Icssoii-page.”

They were very still for a xvhilc. Nothing xvas
heard but the scratch, scratching of the pens, and
te sound of my footsteps as | xvalkccl up and
dwn the aislcs. Involuntarily, 1 found mysclf
studying the hands before me as if they liad been
fas. There xvas Harry Sanford’s, large and
plnip, but flabby xvithal, and not over clcan.
Hs “n%s” stood xveakly upon their legs, sccming
bfeel the need of other Icttcrs to prop them up.

"alter Lane’s, red and chapped, xvith short,
aubbed fingcrs, nails bitten off to the quick, had
Rt accrtaiii air of sturdy dignity; and his “ n’s,”

aat handsonie, xvere certainly plain, and looked
faf they kiicxv their place, and meant to kcep it,

Tommy Silver’s, long and limp, bcsmeared
ink from palm lo nail, vainly strove to kcep
vith a tongue xvhich xvagged, uncertainly.

’

this xvay and that, and xvhich should have been
red, but xvas black, like the fingers. His “n’s”
had ncither form fior comeliness, and might hax-e
stood for “ v’s,” or even “ x’s,” quite as xvell.

Then there xvas Hugh Bright’s hand, hard and
rough xvith xvork, holding the pen as if it never
nicant to let it go; but his “ n’s” were “n’,” and
could by no possiblc chance be mistaken for any-
thing clse.

At lcngtli | canie to Frank Uunbar’s desk—dear
little Frank, xvho had been a real help and comfort
to me since the day xvhen he bashfully knockcd at
my door, xvith books and slate in hand. His hand
xvas xvhite and shapcly; fingers spotless, nails im-
maculatc, and his “ n’s”—"but xvhat xvas it that
sent a coid chill ox'er me as 1 looked at them ?
Ah, my dear, if | should live a thousaiid years, 1
could nex'cr tell you hoxv 1 fclt xvhen | found that
Frank Dunbar had xvritten half a dozen letters
upon the oppositc page of his copy-book !

“Why, Frank,” said 1, “ how did that happen ?”

“1did it.”

“ You did it before | spoke?” said I, clinging to
a forlorn hope.

“ No, 'm; 1did it aftcrward. | forgot.”

“ Oh, Frank ! my good, good boy ! Hoxv could
you? Don’t you see that | shall have to punish
you ?”

“Yes, 'm,”—the brave blue eyes looking calmly
up into my face.

“Very xvell; you may go to the desk.”

He xvent, and | xvalked the aisles again,—up and
doxvn, up and doxvn, giving a caution here or a
xvord of advicc there, but not knoxving, in the least,
xvhat | xvas about. My thoughts xvere all xvith the
flaxcn-haired culprit, xvho stood bravely axvaiting
his penalty.

Vainly | strove to listen to my inxvard monitor.
It seemcd suddenly to have bccome txvo-voiced,—
the one tantalizing, the other soothing,—and, of
course, the toncs xvere conflicting.

“ You must punish him,” said one.

“ You must n’t,” said another.

“ He deserx'es it.”

“ He does n't.”

“ He disobeycd you flatly.”

“ But he forgot—and he has alxvays been so
good.”

“ But j'ou promised.
xvord.

You have given your
Here are thirty boys to xvhom you should
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be an example. Do you think they are not watch-
ing you? Lookat them !”

I did look at them. Walter Lane’s sharp black
eyes and Harry Sanford’s sleepy orbs were fixed
curiously upon me. Nor were these all. Gray
eyes, blue eyes, hazel and brown eyes,—all were
regarding me intently; 1 almost fancied that they
looked at me pityingly. 1could not bear it.

“ Attend to your writing, boys.” Then | walked
slowly up to the desk.

* You see how itis,” said the troublesome voice.
“ You will ccrtainly have to punish him.”

But | had thought of a possible plan of escape.
“ Frank,” said I, “ you havc bcen disobcdicnt,
and—you know what | said, but—you are such a
good boy that | can not bear to punish you—notin
that way, | mean. You may go to the foot of your
class instead.”

“1°d rather take the whipping.” The honest,
upturncd face was very sober, but betrayed not the
least sign of fear, fior was there the slightest sus-
picion of a tremble in the clear, childish voice.

“ Bless your brave little heart,” thought 1. “ Of
course you would !' 1might have known it,” and
again | walked the aisles, up and down, thinking,
thinking.

“You will have to do it,” repeated the voice.
“ There is no other way.”

“ | can not,—oh, I can't,” | groaned, half aloud.

“ The good of the school requircs it. You must
sacrifico your own feeling and his.”

“ Sacrifico his feelings ! Loyal little soul!—good
as gold, and true as Steel.”

“ No matter, you viust do it.”

“1 ivont/”

I walked quickly to the desk. and struck the bcll.
The children looked wonderingly. “ Listen to me,
boys,” said I.  “ You all know that Frank Dunbar
is one of our best scholars.”

“ Yes’'m, yes’m !” carne from all parts of the
room, but two or three of the largor boys sat silent
and unsympathetic.

“ You know how ambitious he is in school, and
what a little gentleman, always.”

“Yes’'m. That’s so. We know.” Only two
unsympathetic faces now; but one of them, that of
a sulky boy in the cérner, looked as if its owner
were mentally saying: “ Can’t think what you ’re
driving at, but | ’ll never give in—nevcr.”

“You all know how bravo he was when Joe
Willis droppcd his new knife between the boards
of that unfinished building on Corliss Street. How
he did what no other boy in school would do—Iet

“GOT OUT O IT. (Auowsid
himself down into the cellar, and gropcd about j
the dark until he found it for him.”

“ We know that—yes 'm. Hurrah for

“ Stop a minute. One thing more.”

Sulky-boy’s companion was shouting with ti
rest, and Sulky-boy’s own face had relaxed.

“You all know,” said I, “ how he tookcareo
Willie Randall when Willie hurt himself upon tht
ice. How he drcw him home upon his own sled,|
going ver)' slovyly and carefully that poor Willig]
might not be jolted, and making himself Inte to
school in consequencc.”

“Yes’m. Yes, ma’am. Hoo-ray for little Dun-|
bar!” Sulky-boy was smiling now, and | kne\j
that my cause was won.

“Very well,” said I.  “ Now let us talk aboutl
to-day. He has disobcycd me, and—of course
ought to punish him.”

“ No ’'m, you ought n’t.
don’t want him whipped !”

“ But | have given my word. It will be treatim*
you all unfairly if | break it. He has becn sutl
a good, truc, faithful boy that | should like vei)l
much to forgive him, but | can not do it wle
you are all willing.”

Don’t punish liim! W

“ We ’re willing. We ll give you leave. We'l
forgive him. We ’ll ”

“ Stop ! | want you to think of it carefully |
a minute. | am going to leave the matter dto-

gether with you. 1 shall do just as you say. il
at the end of one minute by the dock, you arcsiirc|
you forgive him, raise your hands.”

My dcar, you should have seen them! If ewx]
there was expression in human hands, | sawiJ
in thcirs that day. Such a shaking and snappin®
of fingers, and an cager waving of small J)alns,-
brcaking out at last into a hcarty, siinultaa
clapping, and Sulky-boy’s the most demonstratira
of all !

“ Disorderly,” do you say? Well, pcrhaps
was. We were too much in earncst to thinki
that. | looked at Frank. His blue eyes "oe
swimming in tears, which he would not let fal.

As for me, | turnee! to the blackboard, andt
down some cxamples in long division. If 1
made all the divisors larger than the dividends, (
writtcn the numerdis upside down, it "ould
have been at all strange, in the circumstances.

And the moral of this—concluded Missjcnki
(she had just been reading “ Alice in WonderJ
land ”)—is that a teacher is human, and a humar
being does n’t always know just what to do.
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THE ELE AND THE SPIDER.

Bv M. M. D.

aCHED on a stool of the fairy style, Was softly swaying against his head
belf-boy workecd with a mischievous smile. As he laughed and nodded in joyful pride.
Thet carcless spidcr!” said he, “to leave Ho! ho! it ’s done!
feweb unfinished! But | can sew: Ha! ha! what fun!
Hspin, or sew, or darn, or wcave— And then he felt himself slowly slide—
Slatover they cali it—so nono will know Slide and tumble—stool and all—
It his spidership did n’t complete it himself, In the prettiest sort of a fairy fall!
“1ma very mistaken young elf!” Up he jumped, as light as air;

But oh, what a sight,
X, the wee sprite sewed, or wovc, or spun, What a sorry plight—
fing his brier and gossamer thread; The web was caught in his sunny hair!
H quick as a ripplc, the web, all done, When, presto! on sitdden invisible track,

\Wol.. Vill.-48. ,
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That horrible spider carne lumbering back ;

“Who's been at my web? What ho!
Come on!”

And he knotted for fight,

The horrid fright!

But the elf was gone—

Poor, frightened fay!

Nothing was seen but a tattcred sheen,

Trailing and shining upon the green.
PHAETON
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But all that night, with dainty care,

An elf sat tugging away at his hair.

And ’t is whispered in Elf-land to this day
That any spider under the sun

May go and leave his web undonc,

With its filmy thread-end swinging free
Or tied to the tip of a distant trcc,

W ith nevcr a fear that clfin-men

Will meddle with spider-work again.

ROGERS.*

By R0SSiTEK Johnson.

Chapter XVIL

HOW A CHURCH I'LEW A KITE.

As SOON as possible, Phaeton went down town
with his drawing in his pocket, and hunted up the
office of the chicf-enginccr. This, he found, was
in the engine-house of Dcluge Onc,—a carpctcd
room, nearly fillcd with arm-chairs, having at onc
end a platform, on which were a sofa and an
octagonal desk. The walls were draped with
flags, and bore sevcral mottoes, among which were
“ Ever Ready,” “ Fcarlcss and Freo,” and “ The
Path of Duty is the Path of Glory.” Undcr the
last was a hugc silver trumpct, hung by a red cord,
with largc tassels.

This was the room where the business mcctings
of Dcluge One wecrc held, and where the chief-
cngineer had his office. But the young mcn who
were now playing cards and smoking here told
Phaeton the chief-cnginccr was not in, but might
be found at Shumway’s.

This was a largc cstablishment for the manu-
facture of clothing, and when Phaeton had finally
hunted down his man, he found him to be a
cuttcr,—one of sevcral who stood at high tables
and cut out garmcnts for the other tailors to makc.

“ 1°’ve come to consult you about a machine,”
said Phaeton.

“ How did you happcn to do that?” said the
chief-engineer.

“ A fricnd of mine—a railroad man—adviscd me
” .said Phaeton.

“ Clever .fcllers, them railroad men,” said the
chief-engineer; “but what ’s your machine for?”

“ For putting out fires,” said Phaeton.

“ One of them gas arrangemcnts, | suppose,”
said the chief-engineer,—* dangerous to the lives
of the men, and no good unless it ’s applied in a
closc room before the fire bcgins.”

to,

Copyrlghi, 1880, by Ro>siler Johnson.

“1 don’t know what you mean by th.nt,"said
Phaeton; “ but therc ’s no gas about mine.”

The chicf-enginccr, who all this time li.id gorb
on cutting, laid down his shears on the J)attem

“ Let ’s see it,” said he.

Phaeton produced his drawing, spread it ot|
bcforc him, and cxplaincd it

“ Why, boy,” said the chicf-engineer, “ygl
could n’t—and vyet, pcrhaps, you could—it ncv*
would—and still it might—therc would he no—bi*
1’m not so surc about that. Let me sludy tht
thing.”

He plantcd his elbows on the table. each side (|
the drawing, brought his head down hctween
hands, buricd his fingcrs in the mass of his h2.|
and looked intently at the ))icture for some miih
lites.

“ Where did you get this ?” said he, at last.

“ 1drew it,” said Phaeton; “ it’s my invention.'

“ And what do you want me to do about it?”

“ 1thought, perhaps, you could belpmcinge”
ting it into use.” i

*Just so!  Well, leave it with me, and 17
think it over, and yoti can cali again in a fcwdap/

Phaeton did cali again, and was told that ti*
chicf-cngineer was holding a mccting in ihcengin?
house. Going over to the cnginc-hotisc, he fd
it ftill of mcn, and was unablc to get in T
next time he called, the chicf-cngineer told him
“had n’t had time to look it over yet” B
time, he was “ not in.” And so it secmcd hb
to go on forcver.

But meanwhile something clsc look place, «h&
called out Phacton’ inventive poweis in aiidr
direction.

It happcncd that the pastor of the Baptist chut
in talking to the Sunday-school, dwcit
on Sabbath-breaking, and mentioned kite-fl;iag
one form of it. .

“ This very day,” said he, “as 1wascommgp"

All rights rcserved.
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church, 1saw three wicked boys flying kites in the
pdlic street, and one of them sits in this room

'boy who knew' whom the pastor referred to,
pointed out Monkey Roe.

As many of the school as could, turned and
stacd at Monkey. The truth was, he had not
beca flying a kite; but on his way to church he
passed tWO boys who were. It was the universal
practice— at that time and in that country, at least
-when a boy was flying a Kite, for every other
boy Who passed to ask “ how she pulled?” and
tén he gencrally would take the string in his
hend a moment to see.

If she pulled hard, the Ayer was rather proud to
have bis friends ask the question and make the test.
Infact. | sii|3pose it would hardly have been polite
ot to ask.

Monkey had just asked this intcrcsting qucstion,
ad had the string in his hand, when the pastor
hapf)cned to pass by and see the group.  Of course
itwould have been xvell if he could have stood up
in the Simday-school, and simply told the fact.
Itrl he xves not the sort of boy xvho could do such
athing, :it any time, and he xvas especially untiblc
tonow, when he xvas taken by surprisc and fclt that
anoutiage had been committed against his charac-
terand ivputation.

lint pernaps the pastor xvas not much at fault.
Hehad probably been born and brought up in a
breczeless country xvhere kitc-flying xvas unknoxvn,
ad therefore xvas ignorant of its amcnities.

Just before the school closed, Monkey xxas struck
»tha misehicvous idea.

"1 prophesy,” said he to the pastor’s son, xvho
stnext to him, “ that this church xvill fly a kite all
iy next Sunday-.”

“Ishould be delighted to see it,” said the pas-
tarsson.

Early hjonday morning, Monkey xvent oxer to
Dwlin, and found Oxvney Gcoghegan, xvho had
descd and found one of the Kites that drcxv Phac-
ta’s machine.  Monkey obtaincd the kite, by
tnding a jttck-knifc for it, and carricd it home.
Bayday that xveek, as soon as school xvas out, he
bok it to a largo common on the outskirts of the
tan, and flew it. He thoroughly studied the dis-
pasiionof that kite.  He cxperimented continually,
id found just xvhat arrangement of the btmds
sould make it puli most cvenly, just xvhat length
«ftaiUvould make it stand most stcadily, and just
shatweight of string it xvould carry best.

It occurred to him that an appropriatc motto
bm Scripture xvould look xvell, and he applicd to
W-in-the-llox for one, taking caro not to let him
raovxvhet he xvanted it for. Jack suggested one,
*d Monkey borrowed a marking-pot and brush.

ROGERS. 755

and inscribed it in bold letters across the face of the
kite.

Finally he procured a good ball of string, a long
and strong fish-line, and a small, flat, light xvooden
hoop, which he covercd xvith tin-foil, obtaincd at
the tobacco-shop.

Saturday night, Monkey’s mother kncxv he xvas
out, but not xvhat he xvas about, and xvondcrcd why
he staid so late. If she had gone in search of
him, she might have found him in Independcncc
Square, moving about in a very mysterious man-
ner. The Baptist church, xvhich had a tail, slcnder
spire, ending in a lightning-rod xvith a single point,
faced this square.

It x<as a bright, moonlight night, and it must
have been after eleven o’clock xvhen Monkey
xvalked into the square xvith his kite, accompanicd
by Oxvney Geoghegan.

Monkey laid the kite flat on the groiind near one
corner of the square, stationcd Oxvney by it, ahd
then xvalked sloxvly to the oppositc cérner, unxvind-
ing the string as he xvent.

After looking around cautiousix'and making sure
that nobody xvas Crossing the square, he raised his
hand and gave a silcnt signal.  Oxvney hoisted the
kite, Monkey ran a fexvrods, and up she xvent. He
rapidly let out the entire ball of string, and she
sailcd axvay into s|]ace till she hovered like a night-
haxvk over the farthest corner of the sleeping city.

The .Sunday-school room xvas hung round xith
mottocs, piintcd on shield-shapcd tablcts, and
Monkey had made copies of some of them on
similarly shaped picccs of paper, xvhich he fastened
upon the string at intervals as he let the kite up.
Among them 1remember “ Look aloft!” “ Time
flies 1 ” and *“ Aspire !'”

Then Monkey took up the hoop, and tied the
string through a holc that xvas borcd near one edgc.
Through a similar hole on the oppositc side of the
hoop, and near the same edge, he tied about a yard
of comparativcly xveak string. To the cnd of this
he tied his long fish-line, xvhich he carcfully paid
out. The Kite sailcd still higher and farthcr axvay,
of course carrying the hoop up into mid-air, xvhere
it xvas plainly xisible as the tin-foil glittercd in the
moonlight.

So far, Alonkey’s task had all been plain mechan-
ical xvork, sure of success if only pcrformed xvith
caro. But noxv he had anived at the difificult part
of it, xvhcrc a grcat amount of patience and no lit-
tle slcight-of-hand xvere nccessary. The thing to
be done xvas, to let out just enough string for the
kite to carry the hoop exactly as high as the top of
the steeplc.

It took a x'ast dcal of letting out, and winding in,
xvalking forward, and xvalkingbackxvard, to accom-
plish this, but at last it secmcd to be done. Then
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he must walk back and forth till he had brought
the hoop not only on a level with the top of the
spirc, but directly over it, which took more time.
As the strings were fastened at one cdge of the
hoop, of course it remained constantly horizontal.
VVhen, at last, Monkey had brought it exactly
over the point of the lightning-
rod, he slowly, carefully,
and very steadily

lowered the
hand inwhich
he held the
string down to the ground. The
hoop cncircled and slid down
the rod, and, after two hours’
hard work, his task was virtu-
ally done. He had now only
to walk up to the churcli, and
give a steady, hard, downward
puli at the fish-line, when the
weak picce of string that
fastened it to the hoop
snapped in two. Winding
up the fish-line, he slipped
it into his pockct, said
good-night to Owncy,
walked silently home,

and went to bed.
Sunday morning had
dawncd beautifully, and
everybody in town, who
ever went to church at
all, prcpared forchurch.
As the time for Services
a])proached, the bells
rang out melodiously;
down every Street, door
aftcr door opencd, as
individudis and familics steppcd forth, attircd in
their best, and soon the sidewalks were full of peo-

ple passing in every direction.

Somebody discovered the kitc, and pointed it
out to somebody else, who stopped to look at it,
and attractcd the attcntion of others; and thus the
news spread.

A few groups paused to gaze and wonder, but
most of the people passed on to thcir respective
churches.

Somebody told the Baptist pastor of it as he was
ascending the pulpit stairs.

“ 1’1l havc it attendcd to,” said he; and, calling
the sexton, he ordercd him to go at once and take
it down.

Easy to say, but impossible to do. The highest
point the sexton’could reach was a good distance
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below the top of the spire, and once there, he coud
only pokc his head out at a little trap-door. Thel
appcarance of his head at this

door was the signal for a dcrisivc

shout from a group of

boys on the
sidcwalk.
By the time the Services
in the various churches were over,
and the people on thcir way home,
nearly everybody in town had heard of
the phcnomcnon. They gathered in
small groups, and gazcd at it, and talked
about it. These groups continually grew
larger, and frequcntly two or three of them coa|
lesccd. They soon found that ihc best point tul
view it from—considcring the position of the sun,|
and other circumstanccs—was the south-wcst cor-|
ner of the squarc; and here they gradually gath
ered, till therc was a vast throng, with upturncd|
faces, gazing at the kitc and its appendagcs, an
wondcring how it got there.

It was amusing to hear the wild conjectures an
grave theorics that were put forth.

Onc man thought it must have been an accidvntl
“ Probably some boy in a neighboring town.'T
said, “ was flying the kite, when it broke away,|
and, as the string draggcd along, it happened i
catch on that steeple.”

Another said he had read that in China gmwn-upi
people flew kites, and wecrc very e-ipert at il
“ Dcpend upon it,” said he, “ you ’ll fmd thercy
a Chinaman in town.”

Another presumed it was some new and ingon+
ious mcthod of advcrtising. “ Probably at a ccr)
tain hour,” said he, “ that thing will biirst, am
scattcr over the town a shower of advertiscments
of a new baking-powdcr, warrantcd to.raisc yo
bread as high as a kite, or some other humbiig.”

Still another sagacious obscrver inaintaincd t
it might be mcrely an optical illtision,—a thina
having no real existcnce. “ It may be a miragc,j
said he ; “ or perhaps some practical joker j
made a sort of magic-lantcrn that projects suchal
image in mid-air.”

Patsy Raficrty happened to see a lady sitting
her window, and looking at the Kkitc through
opcra-glass. Immecdiately he was struck with an
idea, and ran off home at his bcst specd. Hi|
mother was out visiting a neighbor; but he didnj
necd to cali her home; he knew where she kepr
his money.

Going straight to the pantry, he climbcd onaj
chair and took down what in its day had been aQJ
elcgant china tea-pot, but was now useless, becaff
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»spout was broken off. Thrusting in his hand,
he drew out the money w'hich the clown had col-
lected for him from the crowd on the tow-path,—
e«ry cent of it, exccpting the crossed shilling, tlie
bogus (piarter, the brass buttons, and the temper-
axemedal. Then lie ran to a pawnbrokcr’s shop,
before which lie had often stood and studied the
runrcticemed pledgcs” there displayed.

The ])awnbroker, wliose Sabbath was the scv-
enthday, sat in the open door, smoking a pipe.

“How much for a spy-glass?” said Patsy, as
son as lie could get his brcath.

“Come inside,” said the pawnbrokcr. “ This
one 1shall scll you for fivc dollrtrs—very chcap.”
Ad he handed Patsy an oid binocular, which
rcdly had 1ery powerful glasscs, though the tubos
«rc niiich battered.  Patsy pointed the instru-
not ouldoors, and looked through it.

“Oh, Moses !” said he, as a dog largor than an
elephant ran across the ficld of visién.

“Sir?” said the pawnbrokecr.

“Ican't biiy it,” said Patsy, with a sigh, laying
itupon the counter.

“Why not?” said the pawnbrokecr.

“lhave n’t enough money,” said Patsy.

“How much you have got?” said the pawii-
broker.

rThree dollars and cighty-four cents.”

“Ad you don’t get somc more next Saturday
light” said the pawnbrokecr.

“No,” said Patsy.

“Well, you are a good boy,” said the pawn-
| broker; ““1 can see that already; so | shall scll
pu this line glass for three dollars and cighty-four
ots—the very lowcest price. 1 could not do it,
it 1hope that 1 trade with you again somc day.”

Patsy put down the money in a hurry, took the
gss and left the shop.

He wetit to wlicrc the crowd was gazing at the
1kte took a long look at it liimsclf, and then

tirenting out the glass at ten cents a look, at

*fich price he found plenty of eager customers.

ivten they looked through the glass, they read
lislegend on the face of the kite :

he ifvtw\. Wvwe v\\ uV»o\lv'viltv-
|W  Wvc, tv'Mev \\vs,
Licvif. XI., 13, 14.

‘Vhen Teddy Dwyer saw the success of Patsy’s

I faulation, he thought he also had an idea, and

wining home, he soon re-appcared on the scptarc

| %ba large piccc of newly sniokcd glass. But

*™iy secmcd to care to view the wonder through

though he offered it at the low price

| “«incent a look,” and Teddy’s invcstment was
| ™ly remuncrativc.
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Patsy, before the day was over, amassed nearly
thirteen dollars. He carried it all home, and, with-
out saying anything to his mother, slippcd it into
the disabled tea-pot, whcrc the money collected for
him by the clown had been kept.

The next day he quietly .nskcd his mother if he
might have ten cents of his money to spend.

“ No, Patsy,” she answercd, “ | 'm keeping that
ag’in the day you go into business.”

But Mrs. Rourkc was present, and she pleaded
so cloqucntly Patsy™ right to have “ a little enjoy-
nicnt of what he liad earncd,” that his mother
rclented, and went to get it

“ Either my hands are gctting weak,” said she,
as she lifted it down, “ or this tea-pot has grown
heavy.”

She thrust her hand into it, uttered an exclama-
tion of surprise, and then turned it upsidc down
upon the table, whcrcupon there was a tablean in
the Raffcrty family.

“ 1 often hcard,” said Mrs. Rafferty, “ that
money breeds money, but 1 never knew it brcd so
fast as that.”

She more than half bclicved in fairies, and was
procecding to account for it as their work, when
Patsy burst out laughing, and then, of course, had
to tell the story of how the money carne there.

“ And so you got it be goin’ after pawnbrokcrs,
and be workin’ on Sunday?” said his mother.

Patsy confcsscd that he did.

“Then | ’Il have none of it,” said she, and open-
ing the stove, was about to cast in a handful of the
coins, when she hesitated.

“ After all,” said she, “ ’t is n’t the money that’s
done wrong; why should 1 punish it?”

So she put it back into the tea-pot, and adoptcd
a less expensive though more painful niethod of
teaching her son to rcspcct the Sabbath.

In the bittcnicss of the moment, Patsy firmly
resolved that when he was a millionaire—as he
cxpectcd to be some day—he would n’t give his
mother a single dime. He afterward so far re-
lenteci, however, as to adniit to himself that he
might let her have twenty thousand dollars, rather
than see her suflfer, but not a cent more.

Chapter XVIII

AN EXTRA FOURTH OF JULY.

Deacon ciRanam li.ad prcdicted that “ the wind
would go clown with the sun,” and then the kite
would fall. But the prediction was not fulfillcd;
at least there scemed to be a stcady breeze up
whcere the kite was, and in the moonlighted even-
ing it swayed gcntly to and fro, tugging at its
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string, and gracefully waving its pcndulous tail.
All the young people in town appearcd to be walk-
ing out to see it, and the evening senlces were very
slimly attended.

Monday morning, the trustees of the church
began to take vigorous measures for the suppression
of the mysterious Kite.

The cart of Hook and Ladder No. i was wheeled
up in front of the church, and the longcst two
ladders taken off, spliced together, and raised with
great labor. But they fell far short of reaching any
point from which the hoop that held the kite could
be touched.

“1 hope you are satisfied,” said the foreman
of the Hook-and-Ladder company to the trustees.
“1 told you them ladders would n’t reach it, fior
no others that you can gct.”

“Yes, | sec,” said Deacon Graham. *“ 1 sup-
posed the ladders were longer. But we re very
much obliged to you and your mcn.”

“You’rc wclcome,” said the foreman, as the
men replaced the ladders on the cart. “ And by
the way, Deacon, if you was thinking of scnding a
dish of oysters and a cup of coffee around to the
engine-house, 1 may say that my men prcfer .Sad-
dle-rocks and Java.”

“Just so!” said the Deacon.
Saddle-rocks and Java, if 1send any.”

Onc of the trustees suggested that the most
muscular of the fircmen might go up in the stecplc,
open the little trap-door, and from there throw
clubs at the string.

One of the firemen procurcd some sticks, about
such as boys like for throwing into chestnut-trccs,
and went up and tried it. But the door was so far
below tlie top of the steeple, and the position so
awkward to throw from, that he did not even hit
the string, and after onc of the clubs in dcscending
had crashed through the staincd-glass sky-light of
a neighboring mansién, this e.xperimcnt was aban-
doned.

The next plan brought forward consistcd in
firing with rifles at the kite, the hoop, and the
string.  The trustees looked up two amateur
huntsmen for this purpose.

As there was a city ordinance against discharg-
ing fire-arms “ in any Street, lafie, or allcy, park,
or square of the said city,” the trustees were obliged
to go first to the mayor and gct a suspension of
the ordinance for this special purpose, which was
readily granted.

As soon as the two huntsmen saw this in black
and white, they fired half a dozen shots. But they
did not succeed in severing the string or smashing
the hoop. Like all failures, however, they gave
excellent reasons for their want of success, explain-
ing to the trustees that there was a differencc
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between a covcy of partridgcs and a small hoop
on the top of a steeple. Their cxplanation «as
so lucid that | feel confident the trustees under-
stood it.

“In rifle-shooting,” added onc of the huntsmen
“ you always havc to makc allowance for the wind
and we can’t tell how it may be blowiug ,ii the top
of that spirc till we learn by experimental shots.
But we shall get the range after a while ; it s only
a question of time.”

W’hat little ammunition they had with them «is
soon exhaustcd, and Deacon Graham. who «@s
very excitable and ovcrsensitive as to anythinj;
connected with the church, rushed down town to
buy some more.

“ How much powder will you haver ’ said the
clerk.

“ Enough to shoot a kite off from a steeple,” said
the Deacon.

The clerk could n’t tell how much that «ould ;
take—had not becn in the habit of selling pownder
for that purpose.

“ Give me enough, then, at any rute,’ said the|
1)eacon.

The clcrk suggested that the best way waiild hc|
to send up a small kcg and let them use as much |
as was necessary, the rcmaindcr to he returncd. j
To this the Deacon asscntcd, and accordingly al
small kcg of powder, with a liberal quantity olj
bullcts and caps, was sent up at once,—all to bej
chargecl to the account of the church.

At the first shot, the boys had begnn to gatlicr.|
When they found what was going on. that thcl
ordinance was suspended, and that ammunitioni
was as free as the gospel, they disappeared oncl
after another, and soon rc-appcared, carrying alli
sorts of shot-guns, muskcts, and even horsc-pislolsl
and revolvers. No boy who could get a lirc-arm|
failed to bring it out. Most of us liad to hiint fir
them ; for, as far as 1 know, not one of our IX)g
was guilty of the folly of habitually canainga]|
tol in his pocket.

The powder and bullcts were on the chun
stcps, where all who wished to aid in the go
work could help themselves; and within halfaa
hour from the time the ball opencd, at least tiirt)]
happy and animated boys were loading and limg,j

The noise had attracted the townspeoplc, aa
several hundred of them stood looking on at i
strange spectacle.

Patsy Raffcrty ran home to draw some :
from his tea-pot bank, but found the cashicrprt
ent, and hesitated. However, he soon phicked ufl
couragc, and said, with a roguish twinkle;

“ Mother, will you pleasc lend me two doliais “
my money ?”

Ordinarily, Mrs. Raffcrty would have sad i
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8u she «as a very bright woman, and was so
plessed wiih this evidencc that Patsy had inherited
aneof lier own wit, that she could not find it in
herheart to rcfuse him.

»Thero s two dollars, and 1suppose when you
hrinxit back it ’ll be fotir,” said she, remembering
hovmoncy breeds money.

iiyes—ibur o’clock,” said Patsy, as he ran out of

fOSTISG THIi .\RRO\V UPWARD AT AN ANGLK, I'HAKTON DRKW
JT TO THE HEAD.” (SEE PACE 760.]

lilidoor and made for his fricnd the pawnbroker’s,
*Nsold him an oid muskct, with whicli, in a few
@nwes, Patsy joincd the volunteers.

lied Rogers had not been able to find any fire-

but when he learncd where Patsy got his

and that the pawnbroker had a mate to

ran off to his aunt’s house at his best spced,
cnlering unccremoniously, exclaimed:
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“ Aunty, | want two dollars quicker than light-
ning!”

“ Edmund Burton ! how you frightcn me,” said
his aunt Mercy. “ Jane, get my pockct-book from
the right-hand cérner of my top burcau-drawer,
and throw it down-stairs.”

The instant tlic pocket-book struck the floor,
Ned snatched two dollars out of it and was off like
a shot.

“ Swect, benevolent boy !” said Aunt Mercy.
“1 °vc no doubt he ’s hastening to relieve some
peculiar and urgent caso of distress among the poor
and sorrowful.”

As it was rather late when Kcd arrived at the
church with his weapon, he thought lie 'd make up
for lost time. So he slipped in three bullets, instead
of one, with his first load, and in his excitemcnt
rammed them so hard as almost to weld them
togethcr.

The conscqucnce was that, when he discharged
it, a largc sliver was torn from the spire, and at the
same time he found himself rolling over into the
guttcr,—a very “ peculiar and urgent case of dis-
tress,” indeed.

When Dcacon Graham saw how fast the ammu-
nition was disappearing, while the desultory firing
produced no effect upon the kite, he thought some
bettcr plan should be devised, and conceivced of a
way in whicb, as he bclicved, concerted action
might accomplish the dcsired rcsult.  But when he
tried to explain it to the crowd, everybody was ex-
citcd, and nobody paid the slightest attention to
him.

The spcctators partook of the general excitcment,
and applauded tlic boys.

“ Epii®rus via, gencrosissimi iormeniarii!
away, most noble gunncrs !” shouted Holman.

The Dcacon, who had been growing more and
more excited, was now besidc himsclf. In his
dcspcration, he sat down upon the kcg of powder,
and declarcd that no more should be used till he
was listencd to.

“1’Il tell you, Dcacon,” said onc of the hunts-
men, “a chain-shot would be the thing to break
that string with.”

“ You shall havc it,” said the Deacon, and off
lie posted down town again, to ordcr chain-shot.
But the articlc was not to be had, and when he
returned, the kite still rodé triumphant.

The trustccs held a meeting on the stcps of the
church. “ Now don’t get cxcitcd,” said Mr. Sim-
mons, the calmcst of them ; “ the first shower will
bring down the kite. We ’vc only to go off about
our business, and leave it to nature.”

“ 1 don’t know about that,” said Monkey Roe,
in a low tone, to one of the boys who had crowded
around to lcarn what the trustees would do. “ The

Pcg
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back of that Kkite is pretty thoroughly greasecl.

It Tl shed water like a duck, and nothing less than

a hail-storm can bring it down.”

“ How do you know that, young man ?” said
Mr. Simmons, who overheard him.

“Why,” said Monkey, seeing that he h.ad
betrayed himself, “ you scc—the fact is—1—1—
saw a little bird try to Tight on the kite, but he
slipped off so quick | knew it must be greased.”

“Humph!” said Mr. Simmons. “ That s a
likely story.”

“ Brothcr Simmons,” said Deacon Graham, “ we
can’t wait forastorm,—there is no prospect of any.
If we don’t disposc of this thing pretty soon, |’m
afraid it ’ll make us ridiculous.”

Nobody was ablo to suggest any means of relief.
Perhaps a sailor could have climbed the lightning-
rod ; but there was no sailor in town, and half-way
up the spire the rod was broken and a section was
missing. There seemed to be no way short of
building a scaffolding to the top of the steeple,
which would cost a good deal of money.

The pastor’ son took Monkey Roe aside. “ Your
prophecy has been nobly fulfilled,” said he, “ and
you ’'ve given us a tremendous piece of fun. Get
us up another as good as this.”

The result of the deliberations of the trustces
was, that they resolved to offer a reward of twenty
dollars to any one xvho xvould get the kite off from
the steeple; and this xvas formally ]3roclaimed to
the croxvd by Deacon Graham.

Hardly had the proclamation been made, xvhen
Phaeton Rogers, xvho had conceix'cd a plan for get-
ting doxvn the kite, and had been preparing the
necessary implements, appcared on the scenc xvith
his equipment.

This consisted of a J3oxverful hickory boxv, about
as tail as himself, txvo heavy arroxvs, and a ball of
the best kite-string.

After mcasuring with his eye the height of the
steeple and the direction of the kite, Phaeton said
he must mount to the roof of the church.

“ Certainly, young man,” said Deacon Graham;
“anything you xvant, and txventy dollars reward,
if you ’ll get that thing down. Here, sexton, shoxv
this young gentleman the xvay to the roof.”

Phaeton passed in at the door xvith the sexton,
.and soon re-.appeared on the roof. The crowd
seemed to xvatch him xvith considerable intcrest.

Standing on the ridgc-polc, he strung his bow.
Then he unxvound a largo )>art of the ball of
string, and laid it out looscly on the roof; after
xx'hich he tied the cnd of it to one of the an-oxvs.

A murmur of .approbation ran through the croxvd,
as they thought they s.ixv his plan.

Pointing the arroxv upxvard at a slight angle
from the perpendicular, and draxving it to the head.
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he discharged it. The shaft ascended gracefuw
on one side of the string of the kite, and descendi
on the other side.

At sight of this, the croxvd burst into applaust
supposing that the task xvas virtually accomplishedl
It xvould have been easy enough noxv to take hd
of the txvo encis of the string that had been can
by the arroxv, and, by simply pulling, bring dow
the kite. But this xvould not have taken dif i
hoop from the top of the spire, and it «ould hav
been necessary to brcak off the kite-string, leavin
more or less of it attached to the hoop, to fletc
the breeze like a streamer till it rottcd axvay. Phal
eton intcnded to m.ake a cleaner job than that.

When the arroxv fell upon the groimd, Ned. |
hisbrother’s direction, pickcd it up and held itjust
as it was. Phaeton threxv doxvn the ball of sirina
still unxvound, and then descended to the groiindj
He x-ery quickly made a slip-knot on thecnd oftl
string, passed the ball through it, and then 1
pulling carefully and steadily on the ball-cnd, medi
the slip-knot slide up till it reachcd the stringo
the kite. Before it xvas pulled up tight, he walk
out on the square in a direction to puli the<
knot as ciése as possiblc to the hoop,

This done, he placed himself, xvith the stringiij
his hand, on the spot xthcre he supposed the ai
xvho got up the kite must have stood while puttin
the hoop over the point of the lightning-rod,
is to say, he xvalked from the church in such j
direction, and to such a distancc, that thcstringl
held in his hand formed a continuous and (hutf
the sag) straight line xvith the string that held ih|
kite to the hoop.

He cxpectcd, on arriving at this point. toi
his hand, give a jerk or txvo at the string, ands
the hoop slide up and off the rod, from th
tendency—caused by the Kite’s puiiing at oneei
of the string, and himself at the other—to lakcu|
the sag.

His theory xvas perfect, but the plan did
xvork; probably because the xvind had died doan|
little, and the kite xvas flying lowcr (han wheni
xvas first put up.

WTicn he saxv that the hoop xvas not to be lite
by this means, he cast about for a further eq
ent, the croxvd meanxvhile expressing disappoia®
mcnt and impatience.

Carrying the string entirely across the square,
stopped in front of the house that xvas in line wilhy
and asked permission to ascend to the roof, whd
xvas granted. Brcaking off the string, and tvilin
Ned to stand there and hold the cnd, he putthe
into his pockct, took a pcbblc in his hand,
xvent up through the house and carne out a
scuttle.

Tying the pebble to the end of the string.
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threw it down to his brother, who tied the end of
thestring to the end he had been holding. Phaeton
then drcw it up, and once more pulled at the hoop.

It stuck a little at first; but as he alternately
pulled and slackened, it was startcd at last, and
began to slide up the lightning-rod; whcrcupon
the crowd set up a shout, and a great many people
remarked that they knew all the while the boy
ivould succeed.

But the hoop only rose to a point about half-way
between its former resting-place and the tip of the

e larcUi-'
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rad and there it rcmained.  No slcight-of-hancl
tet I’haeton could exercise would make it risc
inotber inch.  If the wind had frcshencd, so as to
melc the kite sail highcr, the hoop would have slid
tothe top of the rod at once. But the wind did
at freshen, and there w.as no taller building any-
«hercin line with the string than the one Phaeton
desstanding on.

The crowd groaned, and remarked that they had
Itfnconfident all the while the boy could n’t do it.

“Med,” s.aid Phaeton, “come up here.”

Ned went up.

“Now,” said Phaeton, “ st.and right in this spot;
‘oMihe string just as you see me holding it now;
Nery lo puli on it just hard enough to make the
‘bophang loosely around the rod instead of being
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held ci6ése against it either by the tugging of the
kite one way, or your pulling the other.”

“ 1 understand,” said Ned. “ 1 ’ll do my best.”

Phaeton then went back to the church, and
.ascended to the roof again with his bow and arrow
and the ball of string. Laying out the string as
before, and tying the end to the arrow, he shot it
over the kite-string so that the arrow fell upon the
roof

Making a slip-knot as before, he p,ulled upon the
end of his string till the knot slid up to the kite-
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string at a point pretty near the hoop. He now
broke off the string, lcaving it just long cnough to
reach from the point where it was attached to the
kite-string straight to where he stood on the roof

He tied the end to his arrow, and, drawing the
shaft to the head, shot it straight uprvard. As the
arrow left the bow, the crowd checrcd again, for it
was evident that when the arrow, in its course,
should reach a point as far above the kite-string as
Phaeton w.as below it, it would begin to puli the
kite-string upward, and if it had forcé enough to
go a yard or two highcr, it must, of course, puli
the hoop off from the rod.

But it lacked forcé cnough. It rose till it had
almost straightened the string it was carrying, then
turned its head and dropped to the roof again.
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The crowd groaned, and some of them left for
their homes or their business, saying they knew all
the while that such foolery would n't work.

Phaeton sat down on the ridge-polc of the
church, put his hcad between his hands, and
thought.  While he sat there, the crowd shouted
all sorts of advice to him, most of which was
intcnded to be sarcastic, though some spoke
seriously enough, as those who suggcsted that he
use a larger bow and a lighter string.

After some moments be got up, went to the
arrow, and detached it from the string; then,
taking the end of the string between his palms, he
rolled it and rolled it, until he had very greatly
hardened the twist.

If you have ever twisted a piece of common
string up tight, and then, taking the two ends
between your thumb and fingcr, let go of the
middle, you know what it docs. It doubles and
twists itself together, in the effort to untwist.

When Phaeton had tightened the twist of his
string as much as he could, he ticd the arrow on

again, laid it across his bow, pointed it at the
zenith, drew it to the licad, and once more dis-
charged it.

While the arrow was climbing, the string—
wherevcr the slack folds of it hung near enough to
one another—was doubling and twisting together,
thus greatly shortening itself. The arrow had not
gone much more than half its former distance
abovc the Kite-string when it arrived at the end of
its own now shortcned string, and gave such a jerk
as pulled the hoop clear up from the end of the
lightning-rod.

When the crowd saw this, they burst into a tre-
mendous cheer, thrcw their caps into the air, and
bcstowed all sorts of compliments upon Phaeton.

Phaeton took off his hat and made a low bow to
the people, and then disappearcd through the little
door in the tower, by which he had gained access
to the roof. He soon rc-appeared, emerging from
the front door, and ran across the squarc, to the
house where Ned still stood on the roof, like a
statue, or Casabianca waiting for his next orders.

“ Haul her in,” said Phaeton, and Ned immedi-
ately began winding in the Kite, using his left fore-
arm as a recl, and passing the string around his
elbow and through the notch between his thumb
and forefingcr. He wound on cverything as he
carne to it—hoop, mottoes, even Phacton’s arrow.

Phaeton stood in the Street before the house,
cauglit the kite by the tail as it approachcd the
ground, and soon had it sccure. He brokc off the
string, and Ned carne down through the house.

An immense crowd surrounded them, and
impeded their progress as they started for home.

“Jump into my carriage; 1’1l take you home,”
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said the driver of an open barouche, wlio had
stopped to see the performance, and like everybody
else was intcnscly interestcd in it

Phaeton was instantly seizcd in the arms of three
or four men and lifted into the carriage. Then
Ned was lifted in the same way and seatcd beside
him. Then the kitc was stood up on the front scat.
leaning against the drivcr’s back, with its astonish®
ing motto staring the boys in the face. Lukev
Einnerty, who had been proudly holiling Xcds
musket for liim, handcd it up, and it «as jtlaced
aslant of the seat between the two boys. The
bow, brought by the sexton, was placed beside i,
and the carriage then moved off, while a large
number of boys followcd in its wake, tlirec of them
being suspended from the hind axle by their hands,
while their fect werc drawn up lo swing clear of
the ground.

“ Why is he carrying away that kite r” said Dea-
con Graham, asking the qucstion ina general «ay,
as if he expected the crowd to aiiswer it in con
cert. “ That belongs to the church.”

* Sic Hodus—not so,” said Isaac Holman.
belongs to him ; he made it.”

“ Ah, hal!” said the Deacon, looking as if he
luid found a clew.

As the driver had recently procured his new and
handsomc barouche, ancl was anxions lo exhibit it,
he drove rather slowly and took a somewhat ar-
cuitous route. All the way along, pco])le were
attracted to their windows. As the carriage wes
passing through West Street, Phaeton ccjlored a
littlc when he saw three laches slandingon an uppcr
balcony, and lifted his hat with some trepidation
when the youngest of them bowecl. Tlie relt
moment she thrcw a bouquct, whicb lancled in the
carriage and was pickecl up ancl appropriatccl by
-Ned.

“ 1 am inclined to think,” said Phac'ton, “tlut|
the bouquet was intcnded for me.”

“ Was it ?” said Ned. “ Then t.ake it, of course. |
I could buy me onc just like it for a cpiarter, if 1
cared for llowcrs. But, by the way, Pay, what are
you going to do with the twenty dollars youl\c
won ? That ’s considerable moncy.”

“ lam going to put it to the bcst possible use|
for money,” said Phaeton.

“1did n’t know there was any one use bcuer|
than all others,” said Ned. “ What isit?”

“ To pay a debt,” said Phaeton.

“ | never should havc guessed that,” said Ned;
“and | don’t believe many people think so.”

As they rodé by Jack’s Box, Jack, who stood in
the door, learned for the first time wliat Monkc)
Roe had wanted the Scripture motto for.

They also passed Aunt Mercy’s house, and to
aunt and Miss Pinkham were on the piazza. -

Ot
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iicod up in the carriage and swung his hat. Phae-
roiisaluted his aunt more quietly.

“What in the world are those boys doing in that
barouchc?" said Aunt Mcrcy.

“ldon’t know, but 1°ll go and find out,” said
Mss Pinkliam, and she ran to the gate and gotthe
stoiy from one of the Dublin boys.

Mss Pinkham returncd and told the story.

“Ednnind Hurton always wasasmart boy,” said
Aunt Mercy.  “ | could have predictcd he would
bethe one to get that kite off. He’d find a way
toscrape the spots off the sun, if they wanted him
to But 1don’t see why that stupid brothcr of his
ihould be stuck up there to share his glory.”

When it carne to the qucstion of paying the
renard, Deacon Graham stoutly opposed the pay-
neton the ground that Phaeton himself had been
concerned in putting the kite on the steeplc—or, at
lest. had furnishcd the kite. He said “ no boy
ooud fool him,—it was too long since he was a boy
himself,”—which seemed to me a strange rcason.

It looked for a while as if Phaeton would not get
tremoney; but the ofher trustces investigated the
netter, rejected the Deacon’s theory, and paid the
revard

On their complaint, Monkey Roe was brought
before *.Scpiire Moorc, the Pélice Justice, to answer
for his rogucry.  The court-room was full, about
helf the spectators being boys.

"What is your fiame ?” said the Justice.

“1'in not sure that | know,” said Monkey.

“\ot know your own fiame ? How ’s that?”

“Because, my mother calis me Monty, my father
dis me Jtunes, and the boys cali me Monkey
Re”

“| suppose the boys are more numerous than
jour parents ?” said the Justice.

“Much more,” said Monkey.

“.Ad you probably answer more readily when
they cali ?”

'M’m tifraid | do.”

“Then,” said the Justice, “ we’ll consider the
«@igt of cvidecnce to be in favor of the fame
Mriey Roe, and | °ll cntcr it thus on the record.”

s he «rote it down, he murmurecl; * We *vc
dimhad Richard Roe arraigncd in this court, but
titvar Monkey.”

“Now, Monkey, 1’m going to ask a question,
*hichyou need not answer unlcss you choose to.
H!you, on Saturday night last, between the
Iworsof sunsct and sunrisc, raisc, fly, and elévate
@esix-cotncrcd paper kite, bcaring a motto or
iertiment from the sacred book called Lcviticus,
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and tie, fix, anchor, attach, or fasten the same to
the liglitning-rod that surmounts the spire, or
steeple, of the First Church, of the scct or denomi-
nation known as Baptist, fronting and abutting on
Independence Square, in this city?”

“To the best of my knowledge and belief, 1
did,” said Monkey.

“ Picase State to the court, Monkey, your mo-
tives, if you had any, for this wicked act.”

In answer to this, Monkey told briefly and
clcarly the whole story, beginning where he “ just
stopped half a second Sunday morning to see how
that boy’ Kkite pulled.” When lie carne to the
scene in the Sunday-school room, he gave it with
a dramatic cffect that was calculated lo excite sym-
pathy for himself.

'Squire Moore hall been as much interested as
anybody in the kite on the steeple, and had
laughed his enormous sides sorc wlien he scanned
it and its appendages through Patsy’s glass.
When Monkey had finished his story, the ’Squire
delivcred the decision of tlie court.

“ | have searched the Rcviscd Statutcs,” said he,
“and have consulted the best authorities; but |
look in vain to find any statutc which makes it a
penal offense to attach a kite to a steeple. The
common law is silent on the subject, and none of
the authorities mention any precedent. You have
succeeded, young man, in committing a misde-
mcanor for which there is no penalty, and the
court is, therefore, obliged to discharge you, with
the admonition never to do so any more.”

As Monkey left the bar, there was a rush for the
door, the boys getting out first. They collected in
a body in front of the building, and, when he
appeared, gave him three tremendous cheers, with
three others for ’Squire Moore.

But when Monkey carne to face the domestic
tribunal over wliich his fatlier jiresided, he found
that a lack of precedent was no bar to the adminis-
Iration of justice in that court.

About a weck later, a packagc, addressed to me,
and bearing tlie business-card of a well-known
lailor, was left at oitr door. When 1 oponed it, |
found a new Sunday suit, to replacc the one which
had been ruincd when Phaeton worc it to the fire.
It must have taken about all of his rcward-money
to pay for it.

For years afterward, the boys used to alinde to
that season as “ the summer we had two Fourth-
of-Julys.” The scars on the steeplc were never
hcalcd, and you can see them now, if you chance
lo pass that way.

(To be coniinued.”)
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MARK, THE
By M. D.

" HATTIE HELI'ED HEKSELE TO

- Away down south, in Dixie,” many years ago,
there lived a pretty golden-haired child, named
Hattie Sinclair. Her parents owned a large plan-
tation in Alabama, on which they lived, excepting
during the summer months, when, like many
Soiitherners, they sought northern dimes, for health
and pleasure. Hattie was a meiTy, active little
girl, too fond of straying to be kept trace of by
her very stout and agcd “ maumer”—as Southern
children called their oid black nurses, whom they
loved almost as well as their own mammas. So
Mark, the son of “ .Maum Yetta,” was detailed
for special service to his young mistress, and
accompanied her in all her rambles.

You would have smiled could vou havc seen

Birnev.
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them togethei-, especially if you had becn told that
Mark was taking care of Hattie, for his «odlly
head reached only a fcw inches above hur yolden
curls, and at the table, when he «aitod <nhis
little mistress, her food seemcd brouglil by niagic.
But Mark, though so small, was ninctecn ycais
oid, and, asido from the dcfect in his licight, «as
not in any way' doformed. He always acomi-
panied the family in their summer trii», and,
one occasion, when they rverc in a strange aty,
and Hattie, under the protection of the dwarf, «s
taking a promcnadc, they passcd a largc store, «idil
tempting arrays of choice fruits displayed outsidc.l
Hattie was a dear lover of applcs, and. too youngl
to comprehend that things in stores must bef
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fo, slie walked deliberatcly up to the stand, and,
heiping herself to onc of the fincst, had already
biren it, bcforc the astonishcd Mark could say her
rey. The* shopman smiled good-naturcdly; but
Mark, «ith his best bow, explaincd: “ Oh, sir, it’s
itiy little missus; she don’t know no better, an’ if
wvaupicase, sir, | ’ll take her home, and come back
ad pay )'oti; «e€'is a-stayin’to the Hotel.”

“Kever mind, my littlc fellow,” said the man.
“Here, take a few of them as a jaresent for your
pieny liitlc lady." But it scems to me,” he addcd.
looking curiously at Mark, “ that you are rather
smdl to have the care of that ehild.”

“Yes, sir,” replicd Mark, with dignity; “ lis a
small person, but 1 s ninctccn years oid,” and,
ibanking the shopman for his apples, he took
Hettie's hand and led lier home.

Mk had another adventure, not quite so
pleasart, during his stay in tliat city. Tom Thumb
and his ininiature coach and pair were daily on
exhibition, and one day, when Hattic and. Mark
Itere «alking through one of the gayest strccts, the
lide equipagc, followed by a crowd, carne by.
Makdrew the ehild up a (light of steps, to avoid
ite trusli, and they were thus made very eon-
spiculus. .\s the little carriage passed, a man
«towes walking at its side looked up, saw Hattie
ad her eompanion, paused, hesitatcd, and finally
pesed np the steps.

“llowold are you, my little fellowsaid he,
addressing Mark.

“ Mnetecn, sir,” rcplicd Mark shortly, for he did
nt like the stranger’s appcarance.

«Ch! -kh! Ahem ! Where do you live ?”

| s stayin’ at the Hotel, witli my master,
sir”

“.Aiulwliat is his fiame ” continucd the man,
atlie sanie time offcring tlie dwarf a silver ciuarter.

".M. Sinclair. Thank you, sir, 1don’t want no
noney; niy master gives me ’nough,” and, taking
Hitieby the hand, he waited for no more qucstions,
htwalked quickly away.

That night, after Hattic was in bed, therc carne
aknock ai Mr. Sinclair’s parlor. Mark opencd the
tlux, and beheld his acquaintance of the morning.

“.M, my littlc man,” said he, patronizingly, “ is
yar master in ?”

“Yes, sir,” said Mark, as Mr. Sinclair laid down
bs newspapcr and gazcd wonderingly at the
tirangor.

“Good evening, Mr. Sinclair. This is a smart
boyofyours, and my business this evening is about
biin,"said the stranger, with a grand flourish and
@ryobscquious bows.

“Yes?” said Mr. Sinclair, inquiringly.
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“ 1 should like to—that is—how much would you
take for him ?” said the man, with another bow.

“ You mean to ask me to scll him to you ?” said
Mr. Sinclair.

“Yes—ah ! We are looking for a coachman for
General Tom Thumb, and this little fellow is such
a shapcly dwarf that the agent has sent me to offer
you five hundred dollars ”

“ Oh, master, is you givine to sell me ?” cried
Mark, and he gazed beseechingly at Mr. Sinclair.

“ Do not fear, Mark,” said that gentleman, and
he pattcd his shoulder kindly; then, turning to the
showman’s cmbassador, he said; “ Tell your agent
that not for five times five hundred dollars would |
part with this little fellow.” Soon after, the visitor
said “ Good-cvcning,” and Mr. Sinclair resumed
his reading, while Mark, with a greatly rejoiced
heart, oponed the door for the agent.

Poor littlc Mark! This was his last trip, for,
on returning to tlie plantation, a contagious fever
broke out among the negroes. Hattie was sent to
her unclc’, and every mcans was tried to prevent
its sprcading; but Mrs. Sinclair, a lovely and noble
woman, could not resist the appcal for “ Miss’ to
come and see cf she can’t cure me”—the faith of
those simple blacks being much strongcr in their
mistress’s altcntions than in those of any doctor.
So she staid, and every ciay carried some delicacy,
with her own hands, to the sick. Mark insisted
on following her, although she badc him not; and
one day the dread disease seized him, too, in its
fatal grasp. And what an unselfish spirit he
showed ! For, although longing unspeakably for
the tender ministrations of his bcloved mistress, his
only cry was: “ Tell Miss’ not to come nigh me,
’less she get sick, too.”

The strugglc was a short one, and when Mark
knew he was dying, the longing to have one more
look at his beloved mistress overéame him, and he
said, fccbly:

“ Mammy, ask Miss’ to come and stan’ in de
door, and say good-byc ; butdon’t let her come in.”

I necd hardly tell you that his cali was quickly
responded to, and Mrs. Sinclair, placing herself by
the open door, the rays of the sctting sun lighting
up her face, bade the brave and faithful little
dwarf a last farewcll, he blessing her for all her
care and kindness.

He was the last victim, and with his death the
fever disappearcd; but, although these events hap-
pened more than a score of years ago, the memory
of Mark is still green in the hearts of his master
and mistress, and children who never knew the little
dwarf havc wept sympathctic tears over his brief
but unselfish life.
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CATHIE’S STORY.

By Anna Boynton Averill.

3ATHIE Brown’s Aunt Catliie, for
whom she was named, used often
to tell her that once, at least, in
everj'body’s Ufe, somcthing hap-
pencd “just like a story.”
Cathie liked to bclieve this,
n hut one day she said, quite
r cheerily: “ Why, Auntie, 1 don’t
" know; everything has been com-
monplace so long that it secms
good to me, like the oid faces
and places.”
“ Ah, my dear,” said Aunt Cathie, “ that con-
tcnted heart of yours is a blessing; but somcthing
will happen to you one of these days.”

Cathie lived on a loncly country road. Her
father was a farmcr, whom hard fortune had
followcd for many a year. Three sons, older than
Cathie, were buried in the country burying-ground
beyond the hill. Farmer Brown and his wife were
getting on in years; and, altliough they had begun
at last to make head slowly against tlie current
of advcrsity that had set so long against them, the
habits of hard labor and the strictest cconomy
clung to them still. They owned their farm, and
Cathie was their only child; but beyond scnding
her to school in summer and winter, and allowing
her the open space from the front door to the road
for a flowcr garden, they felt that they could afford
her no “ privilegcs.”

Her drcsses were of the chcapest material, her
hair xvas alxxays braided doxvn her back in the
same simple fashion, her shoes xvere coarse and
thick, and she had no ribbons, no jcxvclry, no
trinkcts of any kind. But Cathie did not care
much for such things. The dcsirc of her heart
xvas to give. Oh, the drcams she used to drcam
of the blessedncss of giving! A mine of money
xvould not have satisficd her longings to give and
give. She might not have been in every instance a
xvise giver, if her dreams had come truc; but she
used to lie axvake o’ nights, and plan by the hour,
hoxv, and xvhcrc, and to xvhom she xvould give, if a
fortune should fall to her. And nobody should
ever knoxv xvhere the good gifts xvould come from.
That xxould be half the joy of it: to have her
bounty descend, shoxver-like, upon the poor and
needy, as if it carne direct from heavenly places.

Her father and mother gave to the minister, they
visited the sick in the neighborhood, and fed the

tramps; but Cathie had never had a cent o
money to give axx'ay,—never in her xvhole lifc,_
nothing but floxvers and berries, and xvilling litile
Services, and these seemed pitifully small jn her
eyes. Oh, to give frecly, royally, unrescivediv!
hoxv happy she Xould be, if she could do that!

Aunt Catharine xvas a great comfort to her litilc
namesake. She xvas poor, like all of Cathios
people, hut she lovcd floxvers and birds. and dl
bcautiful things, as xvarmly as did little Cathie hor-
sclf; and she brought raro bulbs, and roots, ad
seeds, and slips, and much homcly chcer, to the
child.

Cathie’s floxver garden xvas sweet the summer
through. Indecd, from March to Dccecmber, from
crocuscs to frost-floxvers, somcthing bright ad
beautiful beamcd up at Cathie from the ground.
There xvas nothing like her flowers for miles around.
They xvere the pride and xvonder of the iieighbor-
hood. And among them Cathie toilcd, xvhen se
xvas not at school or hclping her mother: fu, dl
this beauty xvas the result of much paticnt «ork
and faithful care.

“ Noxv, if I were only a laoy,” she said to Aut
Cathie in one of their talks, ““1 should coax Father
to let me raise a piccc of xvheat, or potatoes, ad
scll them; and then | should have some money of
my oxvn.”

“What do you xvant xvith money, Catliiei”!
tisked her motlier, xvho happcncd to hcar her.j
Cathie hlushcd, but did not ansxvcr immediatcly.

“ Don’t you have all you xvant to cat and to|
xvear, my daughter?”

“ Yes, Mother, 1don’t xvant a thing for itiyscli.”!

“ Nor 1, ncither, dear. Let us not be gctting|
ambitious and discontented, because xvc are poor.”

Aunt Cathie thought of somc ambitious, discon
tented daughtcrs that she kncxv, and contrasted|
them xvith little Cathie.

About this time, Cathie xvas cherishing ore of
lier drcams—too sxveet ever to be realized, de
felt, but xvhich did her good to kcep it inhd
heart.

Oscar Cray, a lame boy xvho lix-cd near, |
faithful fricnd, anda scholar of real promisc,«asl
lumgcring for books and struggling iuanfully i
carn them. He xvas so proud that nobody dared
offer him aid, and so poor, that, al times, 1
utmost eflbrts scemcd hopclcss to those xvhodich
realize the unconqucrable energy that xvas in hi®l
He had fallen into a xvay of confiding his pct 1
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drcams to his little neighbor, partly becausc
reknew that she was as poor as himself, and by no
possibility could help him, and partly becausc he
hrewihat a secret with her was safe. Then, too,
jc «as such an intclligent, warm-hcartcd littlc
idil, that it comforted him much to talk with her.

He was now pursuing a certain line of study in
retural history, and had come to “ a dcad-lock,”
jshe cxprcssed it to Cathic, for want of ten dol-
las worth of books. Now, if she could only bestow
thoe books upon Oscar, in such a way that he
Tald never guess who gave them, how happy she
«ud 1)01 She could not help planning, and
brooding over it, although in her sober “ conimon-
sree nioments,” as she called them, she had no
hope of ever bringing it about.

1 If Lwerc only a boy !'” she would think to her-
aif. as she weeded and spadcd and fluttercd about
among her lovely flowers.  “ Now, 1have worked
& hard for you, dear flowers, as a boy works in
hiswheat-patch, but you are only swect and beau-
tifl; you do not ‘pay.”” And then she would
qrileat her mercenary thoughts. As the summecr
deepencel, the gardcn grew in be.iuty hour by
ha, until it seemed as if every twig and stalk
boeall the bloom and swecctness it could bold, and
te bees and humming-birds held high carnival
there every day.

Ore day, just after the noon mcal, Cathic was
Kishing dishcs in the back kitchen, farthest from
(e road, when, all at once, a great commotion
seered to fill the air about her.  She felt a heavy
rumbling jar that shook the house ; hoarse bcllow-
ings, wild shouts, and the barking of dogs minglcd
inthe thundering din that was rolling ncarer as she
listored  She ran through to the front door with her
lowd in ber hand, and saw, in a great dust-cloud,
idrovc of at Icast a hundred cattle tcaring along
danthe road. She ran for Iter father, but he had
greto the ficld. Her flowcr-plot sloped from the

lo the road, unfenccd. Nearly evcry week,
hrge droves of cattle went past from up-country
doanto the distant inarket, and the drovers always
Wionctl boys and dogs ahcad at the unprotcctcd
pliccs, «<hile the herds inarched by. But a panic
Ied seized upon this drove, and, beforc help could
‘ttive, the frantic animals had surrounded the

b trampled every green thing into the dust,
>drushed on and away like an avalanche.

Cathic stood timong the ruins with a face of de-
fair; and her mother was standing bchind her
sptechless with dismay, when the owner of the
iovc carne rattling up in his wagén. The cattle

at that moment carccring over a distant hill,
drovers still far bchind tlicm; but he Icapcd
~'lis cart and carne up to Cathie.
“'khy, little girl, if this is n’t a pity !” he ex-
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claimed, in a voice of such compassion and sympa-
thy that Cathie hid her face in the dish-towcl and
sobbed aloud.

“ Now, don’t cry, dear !” he bcgged. *“ I saw,
wlicn 1went up the other day, what a pretty sight
your posies were; and here | 've been the means of
spoilin®>em. Money can’t replace ’em this ycar,
but there ’s ten dollars, and 1°’m mighty sorry,
bcsides.” And he placed a bili in her hand.

* Oh, no, no !” sobbed Cathie. “ You couldn’t
help it; nobody was to blaine.” And she held out
the moncy. But he was mounting his wagén and
wiping the moisturc from liis tired face, with his
eyes on the distant cloud of dust.

“ You keep that money, little girl. It’s small
recompense,” he said, shaking his head emphat-
ically ; and he was off and away before she could
speak again.

Cathie dricd her oyes, and looked at the hili in
astonishment.

“ Oh, Mother !” she cried suddenly. “ May | do
just what | want to with this ?”

“ Why, vyes, dear,” said her mother : “ why
should n’t you? And don’t feel badly about the
flowers; they ’ll grow again.”

“ But, Mother, are you sure that you are willing
for me to—to—give tliis away ?”

“ Give it away? Well, it’s your own money,
Cathic. | am sure your father will be willing for
you to do what you choose with the first moncy
you ever liad. And you have worked hard for your
llowers, Cathie; we all know that.”

“ And, Mother,”—Cathie kept on cagerly,—* |
sliall want you and Father to promisc that )ou will
never tell anybody that | got this money.” Her
checks were bright, her eyes glowing. She had
forgottcn her Ilowers.

“ Wc will do whatcver you wish, my daughter,
about this money. It is right that we should.
But, somctime, you ’ll tell Mother about it? ”

“ 1 will tell yon this very minute, Mother!”
And she did.

So much toward tlie rcalization of her drcam !
And now new difficulties arése. She dared not
buy the books, for Oscar knew that she alone was
awarc of his necd. She could think of no way of
sending the moncy to liim that would not cause him
to think she had bcgged for him, or made his
wants known. He might burn it in pride and
shamc if he could not find the giver. She thought
of catching one of his tame dovcs and tying the
moncy undcr its wing; but he would know then
that it was scnt as a gift to him. Cathie was
puzzled, but she kept on planning, and at last she
dccided that there was but one way. She must
manage so that he would seem to find the money.

There were difficulties connectcd with this
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mcthod, also, which shc did not foresee; but she
laid her plans carefully and carried them out.

One day, when she saw him coming up the road,
and knew that he was going to the library in the
villagc beyond, shc ran swiftly out at the opposite
side of the house, through the orchard, and down
into the hollow, a quarter of a mile beyond. Here
was a little evergrcen thicket, with a brush fence
on the edge of the road. She placed the bili in
the hard, beaten track in full view, scrambled back
over the fence, took up a good position in the thick
cedars where she could see through the fence, and
awaited his coming with an anxious heart. What
if somebody else sbould come along and discover
the money before him ?

When, at last, he carne limping into the hollow
on his crutch, her heart was bcating so hard that
she felt as if it could be heard.

He saw the money,—few things escaped his
sight,—stopped and pickcd it up, and stood looking
at it for some time, with his back to Cathie. Then
he put it in his pockct and started back toward
home. This was a surprise to her, and shc knew
that he would cali at the housc to tell her what lie
had found. What could shc do? She could not
follow immediately without being seen. The only
way was to wait until he had gone into the housc,
and then run back the way she had come .as fast as
she could.

Shc entered as demurcly as was possible under
the circumst.ances.

Her hair was roughened, her dress torn, and her
eyes were shining with suppressed excitcment, to be
sure; but she boro hersclf with remarkable calm-
ness, as her mother afterward .assurcd her.

Oscar carne forward eagerly from talking with
her motlicr.

“ Sec, C.athic,” he said,
fais 1”

“ Oh, 1am so glad!” she cricd, cl.asping her
hands.

“But | must find the owner, Cathie,” he
answered gr.avely, looking at her almost reproacli-
fully, she thought.

“ Oh, you never will, | know, Oscar. It is
yours—yours to keep and—and buy books with, or
whatever you wish.”

Mrs. Brown was trembling at Cathie’s eagcrness,
but she dared not say an encouraging word to
Oscar, for consciencc’ sake. She saw more clearly
than charity-blind Cathie how Osc.ar was looking
at the matter.

The boy grew gravcr and graver as he looked
at his little friend. He could not understand the
change in her.

“ | shall find the owner, Cathie,” was all he said,
as he went away.

“ 1 havc found ten dol-
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“ Oh, Mother, he will keep it perhaps until re
dies, if he does n’t find the owner. Wiliat shall ve
do ?” cried Cathie. And the mother could nat
think of anything to do that seemed likely tost
matters straight. I

A whole long month had passcd away—it had
seemcd a year to Cathie—and still Oscar was psh- -
ing his efforts to find the owner of the lost noney. 1
He had become convinccd that no one in the uil.
lage, fior in the neighborhood where he lived, hed
lost it.

At last, he said one day to Cathie: _

“It might have been that cattle-buycr, Calhic; |
who knows? He handlcs a pile of money in a
year. | shall ask him, when he goes up again.”

Cathie’s cheek blanched, and she caught her
breath to keep from speaking wrong; for shc saw
by this time how it would h.ave sccmcd lo her to
find ten dollars, and use it without searcliiiig for
the loser. The tears carne into her eyes, and her
couragc sank.

“ If he did not lose it, shall you keep it urtiln
you die, and never use it?” she askccl, lier voce

trembling.
“ Oh, Cathie!” said Oscar, almost breaking
down. “'Don’t care so much about it. You ae

so anxious for me to havc the books, yon—y
can’t see it quite right, Cathie.”

Cathie went home with a brcaking heart.

On his next trip, the drovcr was accoctcd by tre
boy :

“ Did you lose any money, sir, tlic last time you
went down ?”

“ No, my boy,” said the kindly, talkativc dowr,
“nono excepting what | paid for daiiiages. 1pii(;
the little girl up yondcr ten dollars for spoilin’hen
pretty flower garden. That was a liaixl one fo)
the poor child. | wonder how she fecls about it?”

“ Shc has tried to mend it up some,” said Gsar
in a dazc. “ I—1 found a bili. | thouglit paiiips
you dropped it.”

“ No, | 've lost none,” said the man, diving
away.

Oscar’s mind was swift and kecn. The fct
thought that had fiashed through it was, “Hw
strange that Cathie did not tell me .about tit2
money!” For he knew the sum Would hac
seemed a little fortune to her. The next instant, he|
saw it all. Her eagerncss to havc him use thisi
money, her flushcd appcarancc the day he fat*
it, the look on her face when he mciitioned fin
drovcr as the one who might havc lost it, .and nit
gricf when he had reproved her for her generoni
earnestncss. He bowcd his head, and
tears fell from his eyes as it all carne over hL
He put himselfin her place, and saw tbat lien!/
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nat spoil the delicate sacrifice she had striven so
hard to offer unblemished.

<1t was not the drover who lost it, Cathie,” he
said, quite calmly, the next day. “ 1 have given up
irving any further. | shall get my books, and
when 1am a man ” —his voice shook a little—
“who knows but 1 may find the loser and let him
know how much good the money did me ?”

Cathie’s eyes shone like stars. She clasped her
hands as she had done when he found the money.

FLAT-BOATING
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“ Oh, Oscar! how glad 1am !” was all she said.

He bought the precious books and reverenced
them tenfold, for Cathie’s sakc.

The lame scholar had become an cmincnt natu-
ralist, and Cathie had been his wife a year, be-
forc he told her the secrct he had kept sacred
so long.

And Cathie tclls her own little daughter to-day
that once, at least, in everybody’s Ufe something
happens “ just like a story.”

FOR BOYS.

C. Beard.

A I.A5T SOMMER’s HOVSE.

Fi\t-roats are cssentially inland craft, having
far origia with the birth of trade in the West
htfoc the puffing and panting stcam-boats plowed
fair way through the turbid xvaters of Western
ti'tts. They are craft that can be used on any
tttcam large enough to float a yawl, hut the St.
Jars River, Florida, is, perhaps, the most tempt-

strcam for the amateur flat-boatman. The
tiilmerous inlcts and lakes connected with the

"ifj the luxuriant semi-tropical foliage on the
faks, the strange-looking fish and grcat, stupid

alligators, the beautiful white herons, and hundreds
of water-fowl of many dcscriptions,—all form feat-
ures that add intcrest to its navigation, and in-
ducements to hunters, fishermen, naturalists, and
pleasure-seekers scarcely equaled by any other
accessiblc river of the United States.

To build the hull of the flat-boat, use good pine
lumber. For the sides, selcct two good, straight
two-inch planks, fourteen fcet long and about six-
teen inchcs wide. Take one of the planks (Figure
No. i), measure six inches from the top upon each
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end, .and mark the points (A a. Figure No. i); then
upon the bottom measure from each end toward
tlie center two feet, and mark the points (B b,

IAT

10 f. xir

DIACKAMS UK THZX HULI.

Figure No. i). With your carpenters’ lead-pcncil,
connect the points A 15 and a b by a sliglit but
regular curve; saw off the corners along the line

there will be a space inside the boat of five fect
cight inchcs. Take three pieces of scantling,
about thrcc inches square and five feet eiglit inchcs
long; place one near each end, flush with the brt-
tom of the boat, just where the shccr of bow and
stern begins. (See Figure No. 2, A and B.) .Aficr
fitting them c.arefully, nail them firmly. Take the
other piece of scantling and nail it in place at the
point C (Figure No. 2), so that it will ine.asurc si\
feet from the outside of the brace at to the out-
side of the brace at C-

For the bottom-boards, pick out good, straight
lialf-inch lumbecr, a little over fourtcen fect long, to
allow for the curve. Take one of the bottom-
boards and nail an end to the stern-lroard (sce
Figure No. 3); its side edge must be flush with
the outer face of the sidc-piece. Bciid the bo.ird

FIGURE NO. 5.—FKON1 ESO \UIC|

FICURB SO. 4.—SIDE VIEW OF FLAT-UOAT, WITII CADIN. OF FLAT.B»>AT. UITH CAIIN

FICURE NO. 6.—TOP VIKW OF FLAT-BOAT, WITH CABIN.

thus made. Make the other side of your liull an
exact duplicate of this.

Then take two two-inch planks, six inches wide
and six feet long, for the stern and stern; set the
sidc-pieces on edge, upside down, and nail on the

two end-pieces. (See Figure No. 2.) Then, allow-
ing four inches, the thickncss of the two sidos,

carefully along tlie cunel
to the first cross-picce .Af
and nail it finnly; nail it|
again at C, and at the bow |
Follow tlie same plan with
the next board, being care-l
ful to keep it cidse upj
against the first board, sol
as to leave no cntck whenl
the bottom is finished.1l
Caulk up any accidentalj
crack with oakiim; g™
the whole a coating of coal-tar, and Ict it drj.J
The rcmaindcr of the work is comparativeh|
casy. After the coal-tar has dricd, nirn the b
over, and erect four posts, one at each end of 1
cross-picce A, and one at each end of tlicera

piece C (Figures Nos. 2 and 3). Tlietopsoft'
POSES shouta be about five feet above tlic DOttOMO]



FIGI UK XO. 7.— INTF.RIOI!
or CABIN

Ihc hull.  Put a cross-
pieccon top of the post
k, and another at C,
and the framc-work of
your c.ibin is done.
Mike the roof of thin
plank, bcnding it in
an arch, so that the
middle will risc about
ac foot higher than
the sides. The caves
should Giverhang about
sUinches beyond the
cabin, upon cach side.
Board up the sides
«th material like that
wd for the roof, leav-
ing openings for win-
4owsanddoors. Picces
of leathcr makc very
gd hinges for the
tlo, if there is no
hardwere store handy,
*herc iron hinges can
reprocured. The cab-
iocan then be floorcd,
ohunk or two may

i* Built, and as many other conveniences as your
hstc or necessities may indicate may be provided.

FLAT-IiOATIXNIG FOR HOYS.

WIIO KNOCKS?”

fcct high at the sides
Figure No. 5 shows
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— a book-shelf, a few
dothes-hooks, etc.

Put in oar-locks, cach
made of a board with a
decp notch cut in it;
tliere sliould be three
oar-locks— onc for the
steering oar and two in
front for rowing (see Fig-
ure No. 4). Set a seat
in front of the oar-locks,
with a hole for a jack-
staff to pass through.
The jack-staff must be
made so that it can be
taken out or put in at
plcasure, by having a
simple Socket undcrneath
the seat, for the foot of
the staff to fit in. When
this is done, your boat
is ready for use. Figure
No. 4 shows a sido view
of a fourtecn-fcet flat-
boat, with a cabin five

and six fcct at the middle.
a front view of the same.
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Figure No. 6 shows a top view of the flat-boat
as it would appear looking down upon the roof
of the cabin.

The large diagram, Figure No. 7, drawn in
perspective, shows the interior of a plain cabin,
with a floor six feet square, walls five fect high,
and six fect between the floor and the ridge-pole,
at the middle of the roof. The walls need not be
more than four feet high, giving five fect between
floor and ridge-pole.

A cabin six feet high may be fitted up with four
folding bcrths, which are boards two fect wide,
fastened to the wall by strong iron or leather

FLAT-BOATINC IN FLORIDA.

hinges, so that they can be let down. The top
flap is supported by straps, and the bottom one
by folding legs. The diagram shows two bcrths
down upon the Icft-hand sido, and two foldcd up
at the right-hand'side. The lockers set under the
bottom berths can be used for stowing away bed-
clothing.

I shali not describe the construction of the inte-
rior of the cabin, my aim being only to suggest how
it may be done, as every boy who is smart cnough
to build a flat-boat will have his own peculiar ideas
about the manner in which it should be fitted up
inside. The interior construction depends, in a
measure, upon the number of persons who are to

FLAT-BOATING

FOR BOYS.

1Avevst, |

occupy the cabin, and whcther it is to be usedi
by a party of young naturalists upon a collectingl
tour, or for fishing and shpoting excursions, orsimply f
as a sort of picnic boat for a few days' cnjoyment |
such as most boys in the country are quite well
able to plan and carry out unaided.

The picture cntitlcd “ Who Knocks ?” sliows the |
interior of the cabin of a boat in which the onivl
occupant is the dog left to guard the prcmises|
while the flat-boatmen are ashore.

Although this rude homc-madc ilat-boutdoesnotl
possess speed, yet, with a square sail rigged on the
jack-staff, and with a good wind over ihc stern, it

(SEE PAGE 778.]

can get through the water pretty well; and as tiiis
sort of craft draws only a few inches of water, itcan
float in creeks and inlets where a wcll-loadcd ravw
boat would drag bottom.

The cost of time and expense in building te
flat-boat, under favorable conditions, aiiiounts lo
little; but sliould you, upon calculation, find the
expense too great, or your time limited, you can
with little work and no expense, build a substitutc,
which we shall christen the “ Crusoe raft.”

All that is necessary for the construction of th:
craft is an ax, an auger, and a hatchet, with sog
good stout boys to wield them.

For a large raft, collect six or seven logs.



FLAT-BOATING

nue than ten inches in diameter; they must be
Kilgdbly straight and of nearly the same size.
pdkout the longcst and biggest for the center;

THE

sapenonc end ; roll the log into the water, and
trerc sccure it.  Pick out two logs as nearly alikc
s possible, to lie one at each side of the center-
lg Mocasurc the centcr-log, and make the point
ofeach sidc-log, not at its own center, but at that
&kof it which will lie against the middlc-log, so
tet this side-point shall reach to where the point-
iagof the middle-log bcgins. (See Figure No. 8.)

After all the logs needed have been trimmcd and
mackready to be fittcd, roll them into the water
adarrange them in order. Fastcn them together
brcross-strips, boring holes through the strips to
roircspond with holes bored into the logs lying
bencath, and through these holes driving wooden
ps Tlic water will cause the pegs to swell, and
toywill hold much more firmly than iron nails.
The skcloton of the cabin is made of saplings;
ath as are used for hoop-polcs are the best.
Theseare bent in an arch, and the ends are thrust
idoholes bored for the purpose. (See Figure No.
P Over this hooping a picce of canvas is
dretdhed, after the manner of the tops of old-fash-
hnod country wagons.

Efoct a jack-staff, to be used for a square sail or
*tbg, and with the addition of some sticks, whit-
U off at the ends, for oar-locks, your “ Crusoe
tft"is complete.  (See Figure No. lo.)
fot oars, use sweeps—long poles, each with a

of board for a blade fastened to one end.
Ahode must be bored through the pole, about
foe feet from the handle, to slip over the peg

Bdasoar-lock ; this peg should be high enough
| Fellovyou to stand while using the sweeps.

N Hit stone placed at the bow will serve for a
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fire-place, and if the cabin is floored with cross-
sticks, and all the cracks are stopped up to prevent
the water splashing through, and if a lot of hay is

“ MAN-FRIDAY™ CATA.MARAN.

pilcd in, you will have a most comfortable bed at
night.

The *“ Crusoe raft” has onc great adv'antage
over all boats. You can take a long trip down a
river on it, allowing the current to bear you along;
then, aftcr your trip is finishcd, you can abandon
the raft and return by steam-boat or cars.

I remember visiting a lake at the head-water of
the Miami. Fligh and precipitous cliflfssurrounded
the littlc body of water. So stccp were the great,
wcathcr-bcaten rocks that it was only where the
stream carne tumbling down, past an oid mili, that
an accessible path could be found. Down that
path | climbed, accompanied by my cousin; for wc
knew that bass lurked in the deep, black holes
among the rocks. We had no jointed rods fior

FIGURE NO. 8.— FLOAT OF CRUSOE RAFT.”

fancy tackle; but the fish there are not particular,
and scldom hesitate to bite at a bait suspended by
a coarse line from a freshly cut hickory sapling.
Even now, | feel the thrill of excitcment and
expectancy as, in imagination, my pole is bent
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nearly double by the frantic strugglcs of those
“ gamy” black bass. After spending the morning
fishing, we built a fire upon a short stretch ot
sandy beach, and, cleaning our fish, washing them

FIGURE NO. 9.— “ CRUSOE RAFI', WITH SKELETON CABIN.

in the spring ciése at hand, we put them among
the embers to cook.

While the fire was getting our dinner ready for
us, we thrcw off our clothes and plungcd into the
cool watcrs of the lakc. Ine.xpert swimmers as
we were at that time, the oppositc shorc, though
apparcntly only a stonc’s-throw distant, was too far
off for us to reach by swinlming. Many a longing
and curious glance we cast toward it, however, and
strong was the tcmptation that besct us to try the
unknown depths intervcening. A pair of Ijrown ears
appeared above the ferns near the water’s edge, and
a fox peeped at us; squirrels ran about the fallen
trunks of trees or scampered up the rocks, as
saucily as though they understood that we could
not swim well enough to reach their side of the
lake; and high up tlic face of the cliff was a
dark spot, which we almost knew was the entrancc
to some mysterious cavcrn.

How we longed for a boat! But not even a raft
flor a dug-out could be seen anywlicrc upon the
glassy surface of the water, or along its rcedy bor-
der.  We neverthclcss detcrmined to explore the
lake next day, even if we should have to paddle
astridc of a log.

The first rays of the morning sun had not
reached the dark waters before my companion and
| were hard at work, with ax and hatchet, chopping
in two a long log we had discovered near the mili.
We had at first intcnded to huild a raft; but grad-
ually we evolved a sort of catamaran. The two
pieces of log we sharpencd at the ends for the bow;
then we rolled the logs down upon the beach, and,
while 1 went into the thickct to chop down somc
saplings, my companion borrowed an auger. We
next placed the logs about three feet apart, and,
marking the points where we intended to put the
cross-pieces, we cut notches there; then we placed
the saplings across, fitting them into these notches.

HAAHICATING FKIRR BEOS
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To hold them securely, we bored holesdownthroughl
the sapling cross-pieces into the logs; then, withthel
hatchet, we hammered wooden pegs into ihcsc holes.1
For the seat, we used the half of a scclion oflog |

the flat side fitting into places cut for that piirposc.|
All that rcmained to be done now was to mekca
seat in the stcrn, and a pair of oar-locks. .At;
proper distance from the oarsman’ seat we 1
two holes, for a couplc of forked sticks, «hichj
answered admirably for oar-locks; across the sten
we fastened another piece of log, similar to t
used for the oarsman’s seat. With the help ofa
man from the mili, our craft was laimched; am
then, with a pair of oars made of oid pine board,|
we rowcd off, Icaving the millcr waving his hat.

Our catamaran was not so light as a ro«-boal,|
but it fioated, and we could propd it with tk
oars, and, best of all, it was our own invention .ird
made with our own hands. We called ita * Mt
friday,” and by nicans of it we c.\plored ewr;
nook in the lengtli and breadtli of the lake; am
ever afterward, when we wanted a boat, we knew"
simple and incxpensive way to makc onc,—anda
safe one, too.

The picture on page 776 shows how, some ycan
ago, a certain flat-boating party enjoycd a “ tic-upj
one day, on the St. John’s River, Florida. Thcboa|
xvas named “ The Ark,” and among its comfoi
xvere a tiny cook-stove and four glass windoxvs.

In those days, no hand of “ fiatters ” was niiid"
tliought of that failcd to slay an alligator in Ik
first day or txvo, and it xvas in dcfcrenco lo thispub-
lie opinion that “ The Ark” boro at each sided
its cabin onc of these reptiles as a trophy.

During the cruise, the mcmbers of the party lai
frequent occasion to put into practice all manncre
devices for saving labor, and making the huntcra
far as practicable indcpcndcnt of a mate when, g
often happened, txvo men could not be spared i¢
go foraging together. Onc of these * wrinkics,!
as they xvere termed, xvasa fioating fish-car, xvhicij
being attached to the fisher’s waisl, fioated behin
him as he xvadcd, netting. This arrangement tig
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mlysaved much weariness in carrying finny spoils fatigues inseparable from camping-out and flat-
locamp after, perhaps, a long and trying day, but boating. Endurancc of hardship is noble in itself,
ithelped to keep the fish frcsh ; and, when not in and there is cali cnough for it in this rough-and-
active use, it was towed behind “ The Ark.” tumble world; but the fellow who most enjoys

Many hints of this same kind might be given, *“ roughing it” in a trip outdoors is he who is
6t tliis one will sufficc to sliow that a boy with his quick to save himselfunneccssary e.\ertion by using
«ts about him can lightcn very materially the the simple means at hand.

BUILDERS BY THIC SEA.

Bv \V. T. Peters.

There ’s a certain quartette,
Who, | now understand.
Are very much given
To shoveling sand ;
And along by the beach
Their great castlcs are planncd,
With the walls and the battlements
Builded of sand.
But 1 wonder if ever they drcam while they play,
That the billows will wash all their castles away.

Never mind, my quartette,
Work away in the sand!
There are hundrcds just like you
All over the land,—
Whose wondcrful castlcs,
So tall and so grand.
Are builded of nothing
But glittering sand,—
Who forget that ere ciése of the short summer day,
The billows will wash their fine castlcs away.
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“A BOY ON THE PLACE.”
By Hetene J. HicKS.
«HAT does ail Debby and only Debby ’s so sure of bein’ taken in by theral

Towzer?”
“ Did you spcak, Jane?”
“Yes; | said, ‘Whalails
Debby and Towzer?’ Deb-
by ’s been goin’ on for some
time down there in the garden,
and Towzer is barkin’ in the
distractedest way around the
hay-stack down yonder in the
meadow. | can’t make out either

Debby or Towzer; can you, Susan?”

Susan, the youngest of the three Bently sisters,—
who owncd to her fifty years,—thus appealcd to,
carne out from the roomy pantry, with her cap-
borders flying, and her floury hands dripping tiny
white flakes over Jane’s clean kitchen, and upon
the shining floor of the porch which overlookcd
both hill-side gardcn and meadow.

A merry, contagious laugh from Susan’s lips,
quickly echoed by Jane, causcd Debby to halt a
moment in her frantic chase aftcr some intruder,
not visible to the two upon the porch.

“ It does—beat—all!” gasped Debby, as she
paused; and then carne an indistinct sentencc,
which the others failed to catch, and the dumpy
figure hastencd on again, at the same time throw-
ing stones, sticks, clam-shells, and tufts of grass, at
the objeclf of her pursuit.

“ 1 do think, Susan, we ought to go down and
help Debby; there ’s no tcllin’ what it may be.”

“ If only Débby would conscnt to having a boy
on the place ! He ’d be so handy with her in the
garden.”

Susan, the little woman, with tender voice, must
ccrtainly have had great lovelincss in carly youth,
for traces of a sunny beauty lay still upon the
good, fair face—in fact, glcams of a fair and beau-
tiful youth were seen also upon the other two
faces, but more clearly upon Susan’s.

“ ’Deed yes, Suse; thatiswhat | tell Debby every
summer. But you know what she says, it would
make too much extra scwing for my oid fingers,
and more work for you in the baking and cooking,
and, like s not, only hinder her in the garden aftcr
all; and then she says, too, ‘Where on earth is
the boy to come from?’ Debby always winds up
with that, you know. Therc ’s some sense in that
last, Susan, and that ’s all the sense | see.”

“ There is n’t a mite in it. Jane, not a grain.
Why, there ’s plenty of boys, and good oncs, too.

Now, | don’t know much about bovs in gencrall
but | believe they °’re human, and like most oth
creaturcs; if you rc good and tender with theml|
Jane, the bad will come out. | calc’latc it isn'J
in the Bentlys to abuse anything; and so 1thinl]
’most any boy would do.”

Tendcr-hcartcd little Susan had reached th
garden gate at the conclusién of this speech, an
she was about to open it, when a cry fioni Bl
caused her to start back, and falling against JaneJ
knock that worthy woman quite off lier feet.

“ Don’t come in yet, Susan, for goodness’ sakejl
These three hens havc tuckercd the life almost oull
of me.—There gocs onc over the fencc! Sa
back. Jane. Thank goodness ! There gocs another.l
Shoo ! Bend down, Susan ; your liead % in thq
way, and this is the meanest hcn of the threc|

Shoo! She sees your head bobbin’ up. Sisanl
Mind! There now,—shoo! Therc she gocs[
that ’s the last. Thank goodness! 1’m ’nosi

tuckered out.” Debby sat right down upon 1
of tbhe bcds without ceremony, fanning with hci|
bonnet the round, red face, and moist lirow.

«Susan and Jane, both convulscd with laughterj
entered the garden, closing the gate carefully.

“ It does beat all, now,” said Jane with pity |
Debby, who was sitting therc forlorn and cxhaust]
ed. “ The hens bothcr you uncommon, Debby; ili
you would only conscnt to let me and Susan hela
here a bit.”

“ Help ? As though you and Susan did n't hav®
your hands full.”

“ 1 say, Debby, do let us havc a boy on th
place.”

“ Susan, Susan, you ehild! You dont ko
what you ’re talkin’about; I don’t want a boyiij
my gardcn ; and a better reason, wlicrc s tiic boj
to come from, | ’d like to know ? Yes, | d liketa
know, Susan ! If Providence should send one righl
down here under my nose,—so to spcak,—"hyj
| °d take him ; but Providence don’t trouble abouf
such small matters, 1reckon. Itwould sccrrsilly-T

“ Oh, Debby! don’t say that; but you donj
mean it, that ’s one consolation,” said gentigj
motherly Susan, seeing the broad smile up
Debby’s face.

“ Now then,” said brisk, energetic Debby,
ing, “ since the hens are out of the garden, and|
can brcathc again, | want to know what aiis Tov
zer? 1 did n’t have lime to think before.”
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Sure enough ! W liat did ail Towzcr? The lazy
I(¢cddog «as barking, howling, and chasing around
te liay-stack down in the meadow in a frantic
ad unbccoming manner, very unlikc liis usually
quiet and dignified conduct.

“It 'sa rat, as likely as not,” said Jane, turning
I horeward.

“Wait, Jane ; listen !” It was Susan who spoke,
I hurriedly and  low.

“That is n’t a rat, ior a hen cacklin’ ncither; it
I'sounds like a cry,” said Debby, looking sternly at
| lie hay-stack.

Misa cry, girls! Come, Towzer is tormentin’
| something there, as sure as you live.”

Susan ran as nimbly as a young girl down the
jsiceliill and across ihc road, and had reached the

basand entcred the meadow before the two eider
aesliad come to the road.

Timcr, stop! Here, Towzcr! ” called Susan,
ad Towzer yelped and barked louder than ever,
thilctlic cry of a human voice carne more distinctly
aevery steli.

“What can it he ?” cried Susan, brcaking into a
ran as she ncarcd the stack. Towzcr, barking
exitedy, met her, Icading her quito around to

the other side, whcrc the objcct of
his annoyancc was
found, crouched

undcr tlic
stack, al-
most hid-
den from
sight.
‘Lord pity
®dU” cried Susan,—who never said that, cxccpt-
;under cxtraordinary circumstanccs,—and then
4ftearsquite ran over from her loving brown eyes,
®ddropped down, one by onc, upon Towzer’s head.

STAKTKI) back, FALLIXG AGAINST JANE."
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“ A child, under the hay-stack ! How on earth

did it come here, and when ?”

Susan, in her pity and bewilderment, never
thought of questioning the child, therefore she only
stared, while Towzer, seemingly quite content with
having accomplished his object,—that of bringing
the family down to the meadow-,—sat down and
pantcd, overeéme with his exertions, as Debby had
been after chasing the hcns.

“ A child!” cried Jane, looking over Susan’s
shouldcr, in a helpless, bcfoggcd way.

“ A hoy !'” ejaculatcd Debby, aghast.

Susan, mopping away the tears from her face,
recovercd tone and spirits in a flash. For a bright
Idea, such a brilliant idea, had come to Susan.
“ There ’s something quecr about this, Debby ;
there ’s a Providence in this, mind it. Come, boy,
come right out now, we ’re friends.”

Debby starcd, and Jane laughed ncrvously,
while Susan assisted the big-eyed, famished-looking
boy to his feet.

“Your dog!” he gasped, crouching cidse to
Susan’s side.

“ Bless you ! Towzcr would n’t hurt a fly-” said
Susan, to assure the frightcncd child.

“ He took my- breakfast.” The great, hungry
eyes looked up to Susan, who said bcneath her
breath, “ Lord pity us all!”

‘Towzer, you thicf!” said Jane, harshly, and
with a desirc to conciliate the boy. “ What did
your breakfast consist of, poor boy?”

The famishcd lad made no reply to this
question of Jane’s, but the brown, hungry eyes

were raised appcalingly to Susan, and

restcd a moment upon Towzer, before

they closed, and the long black lashes

lay thick and dark upon the white,
sunken cheeks.

I “ Lord pity us all! He s
faintcd dead away-!” cried Su-
san, as she gathcrcd the frail
boy- in her strong, motherly-
arms; and, without a word to
astonished Debby and Jane, she
strodc like a detcrmined gen-

eral across the meadow, with Towzcr quietly at

her heels, up the hill, over the cool porch, through

Jane’s clean kitchen, dropping bits of hay at in-

tervals, on through the darkcncd sitting-room, to

the quiet little bcdroom beyond, and deposited
her hurden upon the whitc bed. Then she ran—
yes, rcally ran—to the kitchen closet, and returncd

—as Debby laughingly told the story- years after—

with not only the camphor and brandy bottles, but

also the salt and pepper, together with the salera-
tus and mustard cups, just as Debby and Jane
entered in amazed silence.
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“ She has taken him to the sitting-room bed-
room!” said Jane, surprised beyond measure, at
the same time conceiving a great admiration for

this little Su-
san, who could
always think
and perform
twice,  before
Jane or Debby
could aiTive at
cven the shad-
ow of a conclu-

TOWZHK [I.NVESTICATE.S THE IIAV-STACK.

Jane, and such a comfortable spot; when 1 had
fever 'n’ ager, why, | quite enjoycd lyin’ here,”
apologized Susan, as she was about to deluge the
wan-faced boy with camphor and brandy, whicli
Debby, with a strong hand, prevented just in time.
Debby, you see, had reachcd a conclusién or two,
and she was now ready to act with the forcmost,
as she always was after once dcciding.

“ He’s comin’ to, Susan; nevcr mind all tbat
stuff you ’ve brought in itere from the closet. This
boy is starved out, that ’s all; he does n’t want
your camphire, and mustard, fior salt, neither, but
you just wcaken a bit of the brandy, and Jane, you
be quick and see if that broth I smell is n’t most
done, or boilcd itself to dcath, and bring a bowlful
in here ; take one of the blue bowls, Jane, they ’ve

“A BOY ON THE

PLACE.’

IAccestl

healthy sort of look, owin’
There now, Sonny, swall

got a comfortable,
their amazin’ sizc.
this weak brandy.”

Susan was bending down over the wIiiiefa(EI
smoothing the brown hair, and smiling a succcssion
of sunbcamy smilcs, right into the face and heart
of this outcast. A wan smile answered licr; and th
wcary eyes looked up a moment at Debby, gae®
fully, as he swallowcd the wcakenecl brandy, but thi
returncd to Susan’s face again, and rested tliere. |

* 1 don’t suppose, Debby, we know how todcall
with children cxactly, never havin’had any around.?
said Susan, mournfiilly and apologcticnliy; at tlJ
same time, onc plump hand was tenderly smoothingl
the boy’s hair, while the other clasped onc oi hij
thin hands, which was not very clcan, either.

“ Never mind, Susan, we know how to feed em.
any way; and 1reckon tliat ’ll
their hearts as soon as anything.l
Right, Jane; you ’vc brought once
the blue bowls, havc n’t you? Thal

broth smclls aniazin'goodll
Now, then, Sonny !”
Debby took tire sp
, from Janc’s hand—dJan]
still holding the bowl—ani
prcparcd to focd the faml
ished boy.
' “1’Il raiac hiin up, Dcb
by, so that he can eat better."]
And accordingly, Susan raist
tlic boy’s head to her shoulder,!
when he looked up with the fee-f
ble smile again, while his lipi
moved painfully; and SusanJ
bending her car, jilone caught tire lo
spoken words.

“ Lord, pit)- us all!” cricd shc td
her sistcrs.  “ He says lie is only
beggar-boy,—not to trouble aboun
him,—as though we carcd for that !l

Tears sprang to thrcc pairs of eyes, and Do)
quicklycarried a big spoonful of the broth toth
white lips.  He ate slowly andsccmingly in paina
moment or two, and tlien turned fioin it «ilb
shiver and sigh, muttcring:

“1 was so hungry yesterday! | could havy
swallowed it all, sure, yesterday ! This moming, |
had a piece of bread. The dog took it; but
don’t care ; 1did n’t want it. 1 ’ni so tircd andsij
sleepy!”

Susan put him gently down, and, as be ®
his arms rcstlessl)-, and a wild, frightened lodj
carne to his eyes, the thrcc tendcr-hcartcd lit
womcen looked eagerly at one another for
answer to the question eacli face was mutcly nskj
ing: “ What shall we do ?”
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Asusual, Susan was firet to rccover.

-1 'l have oid Doctor Jones here in a wink.”

i‘i\o, Susan, let inc go,” said Jane, quickly.
]]i‘Ha secms to know you bettcr,—this ehild docs;
iort Of sniiles now and then, as if he knew you.

III'llger? minutes later, oid Doli stood at the gato
bdov, and Jane was clamhering into the covered
wgon, while Debby, on the ])orch, shouted nuni-
|baﬂe$ messages.

Susan, at the bedsidc, .sat quite still, clasping
| aeof the burning hands, and smoothing the hair
| laAine liot forehead. .She sat there patiently
|th'ouj1 lhe long hour of Jane’s absencc, listening
|t0(he low muttering of the sick boy, from which
treycould glean nothing of his past; while Debby

1in and out on tiptoe, halting at the bedside a
| moent or two, then away again to the kitchen to
lak after matters therc; and so, paticnt, faithful,
Sen sat on, not only that one hour, but many,
may liours, through long days and weary nights,
ilethe fceble life cbbcd lower and lower, as the
jerer brought on lay hungcr and cxhaustion seemed
I loburn and shrivcl up the littlc body to a skeleton.

Througli the long weary nights and days, the
| icwatchers, themselves growing white and anx-
ius listencd wonderingly to one sentence, repcated
apinand again,—sometimes gayly, then so sadly
ad wearily that the tears would rush to tlie ey'Cs
| ofthe palient women :

“The tide ’s out, Father ; 1°’m coming to shore.”

“What shore was he nearing?” Susan won-
| dbred one day, aftcr so many had passed away
andoslyand slowly,—wondcred with a pain at her
I hart, the motherly soul; for this lonely ehild who

Icome to them in such a Providential way—
Sen held to that—was growing strangcly dear to
e, nnd not only to her, but to Debby and Jane,
o perhaps, could not havc told what was stir-
tirg their hearts, and bringing out caresscs
ad tender words that the unconscious boy
rciirer felt fior heard.

“Which shorc was he approaching?” again
l adagain Susan asked herself and the doc-

I'lo; and then praycd it might be this, if only
lli they might be tender and kind to him a bit,
| icfre his feet should touch upon that other shore.

Il this and more good Susan thought and
Payad on; and then there really carne a day—a
@xt wonderful day, for they nevcr left off going
liek to it with joy and triumph—when the brown
t)EBopencd and smiled right up into good Susan’s
N causing her to beam down upon him so
diezilyhe really thought at first he had gone to

and that was the face of an angel who
| *®tolead him straight to father and mother.

B tell of the slow' return to health would be
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w'carisome; therefore, we shall skip it. But there
carne a day, after weeks of nourishing and care,
when Willic—that wms his flame—Willic Brent—
told these good friends, including Doctor Jones, of
his dead mother—so long dead—and liis father, a
fisherman, at Ellerton, on the coast, ten miles
away, who had been drowned wiathin sight of his
home,—a poor oid tumble-down shanty; and,
after that, Willie, having started out to seek his
fortune, and to get out of sight of the cruel sea,
strayed across the country here, there, and all
over, bcgging his way, but without seeming to
find a fortune, and sank at last, under the haj'-
stack, where Towzer found him out at once.
And now, when must he be moving off? ”

This was asked one day after health and strength
had come back to the sick boy, filling out the
checks and tinging them with a rich color. The
bright eyes shone, also, so honcst and clear that
Susan, clasping him in her strong, motherly arms,
cried out; “ Do you suppose we shall ever, ever let
you go away? No, not while | live and breathe 1
Lord pity us all 1 No, never 1”

And then two young arms wound tliemselves
dosel)' around Susan’s neck, and the brown hcad,
rosy chceks, and all, lay upon Susan’s shoulder.

Willing bands and nimble fect Willie Brent
brought to tlie quiet oid homcstead, and tbe ten-
derness that succored bini in that hour of need was

the brightest spot in all Willie’s life to turn to in
after years, and «vas always remembered by him,
but most tcndcrly aftcr Susan—Mother Susan, as
he had very early learned to cali her—was carried
out from the oid home to rest on the hill-side.
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FOUNDLING.

By Frank Bellew.

Many Yyears ago, | was living in that curious
topsy-turvy islancl-continent called Australia, whcrc
the pcars liavc the stalk at the ljig cnd, whcerc the
pits grow outside the cherries, where tlic swans are
black, where strawbcrries ripcn at Christmas, and
where tlicy have four-footed bcasts witli the bilis of
birds,—well, when | was living in this country, |
one day carne into possession of a young kangaroo-
rat, which is a little animal almost exactly rescm-
bling a kangaroo, only much smallcr.

1 was at first somewhat piizzled how | should
feed my foundling, as it was too young to take
care of itself, when 1 suddenly remembcrcd that
my oid cat, “ Vic,” had just become possessed of a
large family of little kittens, and 1resolved to seo
whcther she would not ado]it my kangarooling as
onc of her own family. 1had some doubt whcther
she might not decline the chargc, and make a meal

of my pet; so | watchcd her sccrctly when di
returncd to her wooden box full of childrcn, after
had slyly slippcd the rat in among tlicm during ke
tcmporary abscnce in search of food. When di
carne back, she sniffed the little fcllow curiousi
once or twice, hut soon carne to the conclusion tha
he could, at least, do no harm, and left him if
quiet slumbcr with the rcst.  So | turned a«a|
satisficd, and pleased with her hospitality.

After a few days, | noticed that puss was partic
larly affcctionate to the little strangcr, showing i
more attention tlian any other mcniber d ik
family circle. The rat grew apacc, and soonwva
strong enough to use those wondcrful jum])ingin
strumcents, its hind legs, with great eficct.

Well, onc day, 1 went into the sncd toseelm
the orphan was getting along. The oid cat «d
licking it fondly, when, all of a sudden, it inade”
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ljiebox. The look of surprise and anxiety which
L jncc carne over the cat’s face was comical
tDsee. She watched this strange foundling of
llets for a few séconds with an expression of
lioubled wonder, and then, slowly and deliberately
lwving one paw after another, crawled out of the
s, and, coming stealthily behind the rat, took it
I joitly by the neck and carried it back to her nest.
Iwhen she had got it safely home, she settlcd
lilodi, and began licking it and purring over it,
lapparently pcrfectly contented. But in a few
mines, in the midst of her happiness, Flick!
latjumped the rat again. Puss looked terribly
| distressed, hut, as before, she crawlcd out of her
[boxand Inought the truant home.

LITTLE MAID
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This little gamc was repeated more or less dur-
ing the whole day, puss sometimes allowing the rat
to make two or three bounds around the building
before shc brought it back, she following cidse
behind with edger and anxious looks. The poor
foster-mothcr evidently thought she had brought
into the world a prodigy—somcthing mystcriously
wonderful. She seriously neglected her own Kit-
tens, who, poor little things, might have suffered
had they not been just oid enough to lap milk.

The oid cat never deserted her wonderful child,
and it was a funny sight, when the rat grew up, to
see pussy following it on its jumping excursions.

| do not know what was the end of this attach-
ment, for, soon after, | sailed away from that
country, and left the cat and the rat behind me.

MARGERY.

By M.argaret Johnson.

Dafeooils, daffodils, daisies, and buttercups.
Dance now your prettiest, blossom and blow.
Little Maid Margery lies in your waving bloom ;

Whisper her all the sweet secrets you know.

Vol. VIIL—50.

Hush ! Leaning lovingly, softly bend over her.
Let not the sun in her rosy face peep.

Down ’mid the daffodils, daisies, and buttercups,
Little Maid Margery ’s fallen asieep !
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AMERICAN

By F kijx
Chapter X.

The city of Bogotd was the largcst town with
the fewest inhabitants wc had ever seen in America.
Three hundred years ago, when the Spaniards
conquercd the cmpire of the Incas, they found in
the Andes a lovely valley, of such beauty and fcr-
lility that it seemed strange it should be uninhab-
ited. It was traversed by the Rio Francisco,—a
rapid stream that furnished plenty of watcr-power
for the mining works ofthe Spanish gold-hunters,—
and before long, the banks of the river were lined
with workshops, warehouses, and country-seats.
But sixty years aftcr, when Bogotd was almost the
largest city in South America, onc of the neighbor-
ing mountains provcd to be an active volcano, and
the Spaniards now found out what had kept the
Indians from scttling the VVal de Francisco. When-
ever the volcano was in a State of eruption, the
city was shaken by an carthquake, and, in the
course of the next ccntury, some twenty or thirty
such catastrophcs destroyed the churches and prin-
cipal dwelling-houses, until all the wealthier resi-
dents removed to the plain along the coast.

We entered the town by a gate that was almost
blockaded with the dibris of brokcn walls, and the
buildings of the next four or five streets looked as
forlorn as school-houses in the summer vacation;
but there w;is no lack of stable-room, and we soon
found a family who agreed to board our animals
for the mere cost of fccding them, besides a
couple of dollars for their trouble. We also pro-
cured an extra guide,—a Pantanero, or “ Moor-
man,” as the Spaniards cali the Indians of the
Peruvian lowlands. He pretended to be well ac-
quainted with the road to the next boat-station on
the Amazon River; so wc engagcd him, although
our landlord warned us that he was a hombre herét-
ico,— an unbelievcr,— besides having a terrific
appetite. This second indictment was corrobo-
rated the next day, ten miles below Bogota, where
I shot a large gruya, or black heron. Our moor-
man was dclighted to find that | wanted only the
skin of the bird, and he ate every bit of the rest,
leaving nothing but the head and some of the
larger boncs.

But water-fowl are very abundant in the Amazon
valley, and if our new guide was going to content
himself with such fare, we thought there would be
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no danger of his ruining us by the exercise of his|
peculiar gift.

When we approachcd the Southern frontierof
New Granada, the hill-country cxpanded into broed
pampas, grassy platcaus, with strips of woodlandl
here and therc, and a great variety of game. Wel
shot some pheasants and sand-rabbits, and, inal
copsc of mcsquite-bushcs, our dog scared up al
troop of strangc-looking birds, with the shorti
wings and long legs of young turkcys, but aboutl
ton times as big. We caught one of them, and,|
by cross-examining the Indian, | at last identifiedf
our prisoner. It was a young casuar, or Amcricanl
ostrich ; and, half an hour aftcr, we carne acrossa|
fiock of oid ones, rushing through the bush tsithl
flopping wings, and making straight for the openl
pampa. Roiigh started in pursuit, with Menitol
and me following at the top of our specd; hutthe|
casuars ran like dccr, and soon vanislicd in tre
distance,—much to the regret of our moor-man,!
who had promised himself a magnificent barbecue,|

“Where is Tommy ?” | asked, when I rcturi
to the place where wc had left our mulé.

“ He ’s in that bush over yonder,” said DaddJ
Simén.  “ He has found a nest of—what-d'-ye-c3ll|
’ems ? | nevcr saw such creaturcs in México.”

“ Yes, look here ; | havc captured two of them’]
said Tommy, emerging from the busli withabun'|
dlc of something in his hand. “ It took me axu
twenty minutes to find the little doédgers; buti|
will be still harder to find a flame for them. Jit
look at this! Have you ever seen sucli prid
hobgoblins ?”

“ They are what we cali ‘huatzaracachiconitos,”]
obscrved the moor-man, when Tommy opencd 1
bundle.

“ Yes, | suppose so0,” said Daddy Simén; “b
you are a herctic, you know. This boy wantst
know the Christian fiame.”

“ Does anybody know what they are?"
Tommy.

I had to own myself puzzled. The “liobgol
lins ” looked almost like hedgehogs, but had lon|
ring-tails, and hands like little monkeys.
opossums ” is the best tcrm 1 can think of ini
scribing them to North American rcaders.
sharp spines would havc made them a nuisance
our smooth-skinned pets; so we put them m*
basket by themselves, and, some Six days after,
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lid of that basket was acciclentally left open, and
our W0 nondescripts made their escape; but onc
of them was recaptured, and when | showed it to a
friend in La Guayra, we found out that it was the
south American tree-porcupine (Hys/rix cau-

—a creature found only in Southern New
Granada and in Peru.

On the third evening after our departurc from
Bogota, We cncamped on the banks of the Rio
Patamayo (a tributare of the Amazon), in a grove
of majestic adansonias, or monkey fig-trees.
High over our heads we heard an incessant grunt-
ing and chattcring, but the evening was too far
advanccd for us to distinguish the little creaturcs
that moved in the top branches of the tall trecs.
The ncNt morning, however, the noise recom-
menced, and we saw that the grunters were a sort
of small raccoons, and the chattcrers a troop of
nonos, or capuchin monkej’s, that seemcd to have
their head-quartcrs in the top of the highcst trcc.

“They havc not seen usyct,” said Tommy, who
@eswatching their gambols through the foliage of
theundcrbrush.  “ Oh, Unele,” he whispered, “ do
yau remember what you told me about catching
monkeys with a dccoy ?  Picase, let us try ithere;
they are nearly of the same kind as our Billy.”

Aftera consultation with the Indians, we fastened
Mester Bobtail to a long string, and made him go
Wthe trcc as high as we could drive him without
betraying our prcscncc to Iris relativos. We had
notraps for catching them, but our plan was to Ict
themcome near enough for us to shoot one of the
nothers without hurting her bables.  Billy’s rope,
aswchad expected, gotentangled bcforc long, and,
finding himself at the end of his tether, he began
tosqueal, and his cries soon attracted the attention
dhis fricnds in the tree-top. We heard a rustling
inthebranches, and presently anoid ring-tail made
Hsappearance, and, seeing a stranger, his chatter-
ingatonce brought down a troop of his companions,
nostly oid males, though. Mothcr-monkcys witli
hebles are very shy, and thosc in the tree-top
seened to have some idea that all was not right;
treyclambercd to the very end of the branches to
asoartain the cause of the hubbub, but not onc
Quienear cnough, and to shoot them from such a
felancc and perhaps only cripple them or their
pryoungsters, would have been uselcss cruclty.

Their husbands, though, carne nearer and
‘earer, and had almost reached Billy’s perch, when
ellatoncc their leader slippcd behind the trec like
idodging squirrel, and at the same moment we
*2d from above a ficrce, long-drawn scrcam: a
hitpy-caglc was circling around the tree-top, and
~ing down with a sudden swoop, he scizcd one
«Kless mother-monkey, that had not found time
Fetcadi @ hiding-placc.  The poor thing held on
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to her branch with all her might, knowing that her
life and her baby’s were at stakc, but the eagle
caught her by the throat and his throttling clutch
at last made her relax her grip, and with a single
flop of his mighty wings, the harpy raised himself
some twenty feet, mother, baby, and all. Then we
witnessed a most curious instance of maternal devo-
tion and animal instinci—unlcss | should cali it
presence of mind: when branch after branch
slipped from her grip and all hope was over, the
mother with her own hands tore her baby from her
neck and flung it down into the tree, rather than
havc it share the fatc she knew to be in store
for hersclf. 1stood up and fired both barréis of
my gun after the robber,’but without effcct; the
rascal already had ascended to a height of at least
two luindred feet, and he flew off, with the switch-
ing tail of his victim dangling from between his
claws.

When the smokc clcarcd away, the monkey-
assembly had broken up with scrcams of horror,
while from the distance the rcport of my shots was
answered by a multitudc of croaking voiccs, and
beyond the bilis the sky was litcrally blackened
with swarming crows, that seemcd to havc risen
from the dcpths of the virgin woods, some five or
six miles ahcad. Menito, our Champion climber,
recovered Billy and the rope, and also brought us
a splendid night-butterfly, which he had caught at
the expense of several scratches to his naked arms,
for the lowcr branches of the monkey-tree were
almost completely overgrown with the coils of the
prickly cordero, or thorn-vinc—a climbing plant of
amazing touglmess, and bristling with long, sharp
spincs.

Our chances fordinncr were cxcellent that morn-
ing ; besides the birds and rabbits | had shot the
day bcforc, we had a lot of Bogota ginger-cakes,
and the Indians gathered about a peck of wild
potatoes that grew in abundance along the slope of
the river-bank. We agrccd to camp at the next
spring, and the moor-man took us to a place called
the Fuente del Tigre, or Tigcr’s I'ountain, a clear
little rivulct in a deep ravine. At the foot of the
glen tliere was a natural meadow, so grecn and
shady that our oid mulé broke forth in an exultant
bray; and again the echo was answered by the
voices of countless crows, quite near us this time,
for ten or twclve of them—a scouting party, prob-"
ably—flew over our camping grouiid, and presently
flew back again, to rcport what they had seen.

“ They are Iris-crows,” said the moor-man;
“ they havc their roost in that copse of tanka-oaks
behind the ravine. | saw them in that same place
about five years ago. My brother fired a shot at
them, and I nevcr in my life heard such a noise as
they then made.”
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“ Pleasc, let us try that,” said Tommy; * 1
believe | can find the place ; it secms to be a regu-
lar rookery.”

“ All right,” said 1; “ but hurry back; dinner
will soon be ready.”

Menito, meanxvhile, had xvatered our mulé, and
reported that, farther up, the rill xvas as coid as
ice, so 1 pickcd up the drinking-cup and accom-
panicd him to the spring. We had folloxved the
xvindings of the glen for some fivc or six hundrcd
yards, when suddenly the boy seized my arm, and
by a sort of instinct at the same moment my eyes
met those of an animal crouching behind a fallen
tree, not more than fifteen paces from xvhere xvc

stood. “ Don’t stir,” 1xvhispercd ; “ that s a pan-
thcr! The least movement, and he xvill make a
spring.”

Menito stood as still as a statue, but 1 felt his
finger-nails piercing my skin; he began to realize
our situation, for even through the gloom of the
ravinc and the interx'Cning branchcs of the fallen
tree xve could see that the animal xvas getting ready
for action ; inch by inch it advanced its fore paxvs
and loxvercd its head. At that moment, as |
gripped my hunting-knife, the report of a gun

PRICKI.V OPOSSUMS, AT PLAY.

boomed through the glen. Not txo instants after-
xvard, the panther had vanished—a single leap had
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landed him on the other side of the creck, and
xvith the second jump he xvas axvay and out of
sight among the boxvldcrs of a branch ravire.

“ That xvas Tommy’s shot-gun,” said 1; “he
fired at the rookery, 1suppose,” for once more the
bilis xvere ringing xvith the croaks and owwsof the
Iris-croxvs.

Menito made no reply, but still cliitched mv1
arm, and looking into his face, 1 saxv the tears rdi-
ing doxvn his cheeks—the first and last time lewer
caught him crying. | never saxv a braver lad of
his age, but the cxcitement for once had ower-
strained his nerx-es.

“ Oh, picase. Sefior, let me get your rifle,” sid
he, as soon as he had shakcn off his shudder.
“We must get even xvith that fclloxv, and may ke
he has his young ones in this very ravine.”

The second suggcstion made me agrce to the
proposition ; but our search was in vain: the pan
ther either had no young ones or its den xves\ey
xvell hiddcn.

“ Never mind,” said Tommy, xvho had joinedl
us on our return from the ravine ; “ that chasch,Ts|
gix'cn us an appetitc for dinner, if nothing elsc.”

But this xvas to be a day of surprises: xhen xe
got back to our camping ground, Did-
dy Simén met us xvith ncxvs that o
dinner liad disappearcd, vanished ut-
terly; rabbits, pheasants, and potatoes,
bcsides the contents of an cight-pound
jar of fresh lard—all in tho short tine
it had taken him to go to the creekand
xvasli our tin plates. “ The rascal wo
did it must have the appctite of a wid
bcast,” said he, xvith a suspidous
glance at the moor-man.

But the moor-man Jirotcsted his in
noccnce. “ It s quite a mystery toj
me, caballeros,” said he. “‘liut, oal
second thoughts, it may have bulj
that very panther you met in h
ravine. A panther is awfully fondc
fried rabbits; and as for lard, he coul(
eat a tubful and look out for more.”

“ Yes, he had better look out, ifl
catch him,” growled Daddy. “I
see hoxv xxe are going to get outofthisj
scrape.”

“ Well, it’s no use crying for loal
milk, spilt or stolen,” said I; “1dM
hunt up some m .. potatoes, andcd
what ginger-cakes are left.”

It grexv late before xw had cook«
our second dinner, and xvhen xeb
finished it, tlie sun xves far te
to the xvest of the tail trees on the rookery-
hut the air xvas still very xvarm, and, as xe |
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sued our way along the river-
bank, 1 «’as astonished to see a
largc number of spider-monkeys
Crossing the water with flying leaps,
wherever the stream was bridged
byan ovcrhanging tree, for in the
loner tropics monkeys are rarely
Dbe seen, excepting in the fore-
noon and during the cool half-hour
betvween sunsct and twilight.

"1 believe they are traveling,
Sefior,” said Daddy Simé6n,—* mi-
grating to some part of the coun-
Irv where there is more to eat. 1
havcseen the samé thing in Guate-
mela; and spider-monkeys are said
tosend out scouts to spy out the
land for hundreds of miles.”

In ihc Brazilian virgin woods
there is plenty to eat, the year round, bitt on the
border of the western pampas the summer heat
dten hccomces so intense that all vegetation with-
as and even animals pass the drycst weeks in a
at of stimmer-sleep ; lizards hide in rock-clefts,
ad alligators crawl into the fisstires of the sun-
dricd miid, until thcy are awakcncd by the first
showars of the rainy setison.

Toward evening wc reached a “ castillo,” as the
moor-men called it,—a clcaring at the mouth of a
tributar) stream, where the Spaniards had built a
nmilitar;- post and a few log shantics. The fort was
nowin rtiins, and had long been abandoned ; but
treinain building was still wcathcr-tight enough to
afod Wba comfortable night’s lodging. 1sent out
lhchoys to get a few armfuls of fire-wood, and soon
Minitli returned with a lot of sticks and dry palm-
lcavcs.

“Would you like to get another boa, Sefior?”
sd he. “ | havc chased one into a thorn-trce,
ad she can not get away. It ’s not more than
three or four hundred yards from here.”

Igot my shot-gun and followcd him to a clump
dftamarind-trees, so entirely covered with cordero
thors that the whole looked like a hugc vegetable
porcupinc. A volley of stones disclosed the whcre-
dous of the snakc, and, aftcr my first shot, it
nawed up into the higher branchcs, evidently
»th the intention of escaping into another tree
Iret ovcrtopped the porcupine copse. But the
treature’s hcad now carne plainly in view, and the
*tond shot did its work so visibly and complctely
tet 1 did not think it ncccssary to rcload my gun
jostthen.  How to get the snake, howcver, was a
Worent and more difficult question; the thorny
Bgeseemed almost impenetrable.

“That tail tree behind there is not near as bad,”

Menito.  “ | believe | can get that boa with
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a noosc and a
a lift.”

With a long sapling and a picce of string, we
made what the Mexicans cali a lariat-pole, and
Menito ascended the trcc as fast as possible, to
finish hisjob bcforc night-fall.

“1’cgotit!” he called out, aftcr fishing and
hooking around for a few minutes; but he had
hardly pronounced the last word when he slipped,
and, dropping his pole, just caught the tree in the
nick of time to save himself from falling hcadlong
into the thorny maze below.

long stick, if you will give me

“ .She ’s alive yet!” cried he; “ | caught her
round the neck, but she braced herself and
wrenched the stick out of my hand. What shall |
do now ?”

“ Give it up,” said 1; “ it ’s getting dark. You
might lose your hold, and that would be the 'last
of you.”

“ Yes, makc him come down,” said Tommy;
“ wc ’d better lose a boa than a boy, and this one
is not much of a loss, anyhow. It ’s only half-
grown, and one of the common stccl-blue kind, or
I am much mistaken.”

The oid fort seemed to have been abandoned
a good many years. A hollow walnut-tree had
grown all around and even into onc cérner of the
building, and the tree itself was inhabitcd by a
colony of bats that became very noisy aftcr dark,
and fiuttered around our camp-firc like moths
about an unshiclded light. Some of my compan-
ions wcrc alrcady asleep, when | saw a troop of
wild dogs prowling around the building and
cxploring our camp with cautious steps. After
midnight, we were all awakcncd by a curious
grunting noise, as if a drove of barn-yard hogs
were quarreling over their shucks. Toward morn-
ing, the quarrel seemed to havc rcsulted in a fight.
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The griints now sounded loud and fierce, and were
mingled at intervals with the unmistakable yells of
a wounded hog.

“ Let USsteal out and see what it is,” whispercd
Tommy; and, walking softly through the rcar
yard, we followed the shore of the river, in the palo
morning light, until we reached the mouth of the
trihutary stream at a sort of peninsula, where we
became witnesses of a curious scene: two pcccary-
boars fighting fiercely on the open sand-hank.

fusely from a wound in his shouldcr; but hisj
adversary seemed to have reccived a more serious
though invisible, injury. He staggered now and!
then, and often had to yield to the onset of hisl
heavy antagonist. He appeared to see that he
could not maintain himself much longer, and
during the next pause, he evidently made up his!
mind to change his tactics, for he suddenly rushedi
upon his rival with an Impetus that sent the old
fellow rolling over the level sand. 13ut before the

‘A TROOI* OF WILD DOOS PROWLINC AROt'ND THE RUINF.D BUILDING.”

while their fcmalc rclatives peeped from behind the
willow-bushes, and scemed to encourage the com-
batants by their emphatic grunts. Now and then,
in the intcr-acts of the conflict, the personal
acquaintances of the warriors appeared on the
battle-ground to inquire after the condition of their
champions ; but as soon as the ducl recommenced,
all non-combatants beat a hasty retreat. We were
screencd by a low mesquite-bush, and could see the
prize-fighters quite plainly. One of them—a pow-
erful, gray-hcaded oid boar—was hleeding pro-

fallen athletc had rccovered his legs, his assailantl
took to his heels and raccd away with a spced that|
soon put him beyond the reach of pursuit. The
oid boar rose and made a blind rush in e direc
tion of his rival’s former standing-ground, but,
finding it untcnanted, he seemed to compreneud
the turn matters had taken, and, with his ne.id
proudly erect, he marched to the wilow-thicket,
where the herd received liim as their solé monarch
by rubbing their snouts against his neck, and hai-
ing him with loud grunts of homagc.



ADVENTURES

When we returncd to the castillo, our companions
«re still last aslccp,—Daddy Simoén on his mantle-
gckand Menito in his little hammock. But where
sas the moor-man ?  His blankets were lying in a
hegp in the corner,—where could he be ?

“Oh, Unele, just step this way!” whispered
Tommmy.  “ There is a fire in the yard ! | believe
that man is cooking a luncheon for himself!”

“very well,” said I; “ cali Daddy Simén, and
tdl him to find out what the fcllow is doing. | Tl
nkc another nap, if | can.”

But before | could fall asieep, oid Daddy shook
neby the arm. “ Picase get up. Sefor, and get
juur shot-gun,” said he. *“ We must stampede
thatheretic as fast as his legs will carry him.”

“What is he doing?” | asked.

“Doing? Why, he has swallowcd about six
pounds of wheat-fiour, besides all our sugar. |
kelierc he has bcen baking cakes all night. Now
lknowwho gobbled our lard ! If | had n’t caught
himin time, he would have swallowed our lantern-
dl, too. He had actually opened the bottle. No,
rg Sefior, | can’t stand this any longer!”

“All right,” | replied; “ fetch him in here.”

“lunderstand you have becn cating your weck’s
ratiors in advance, amigo?" said 1, when the cul-
pitmade his appearance.

“Oh, no, Sefior, nothing but a little comida—a
ardl rcfieshment,” said he, “ just formy stomach’s
sake; 1felt sort of queer this morning.”

“| suppose so,” said I; “it’s pretty hard to
digcst cight pounds of lard without any seasoning.
Hre, my friend,” said I, handing him a couplc
oicopper coins; “ you had bcttcr go back to Bogota
ad get a bottle of allspicc, or you might have a
ver)'sudden fit of something or other.”

“Oh, Menito, get me that horse-whip,” said
Deddy Simén. But Don Moor-man already had
decamped, with his jacket and blanket.

“Talk about ghoulsand ogres ! ” said oid Daddy;
““hy, lliat fcllow must lae posscssed by a were-
W, or lie couid nevcr have caten as much as ali
lint at a sitting. Vou ought to give Tommy five
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dollars reward for catching him in time; why, he
would have ruined us in another meal or two !”

“Wecll, I am glad he isgone,” 1laughed; “ but
what about our road to San Pedro ?”

“ Oh, | will pilot you through all right,” said
Daddy; “ from this fort there is a good trail to the
Mission of Dolores, and, below that, we shall find
plenty of white settlers and boat-stations. ”

The tributary river was a little too deep to wade,
we found; but we managed to get across, with
the help of our mulé and big hundios of dry bul-
rushes, which proved of great assistancc in swim-
ming. Palmetto-cane, too, is as buoyant as cork,
and the Indians of the Lower Amazon often cross
that vast river on a shcaf of long recds, straddling
the bundle as if riding horseback.

Oid Daddy was right: on the other side of the
strcam there was a plain trail, and knowing that
our destination was due east, we had no difficulty
in finding our way. For one rcason only did we
miss our moor-man : the glutton was so well
acquainted with the whereabouts of all eatable
plants that he had been as useful to us as those
accomplished pigs the French employ to hunt up
wild mushrooms and truffies. But by experiment-
ing with the roots and bcrries we found on the
road-sidc, we asccrtaincd that our little Bobtail,
too, possessed a talent for distinguishing ediblc
vegetables from noxious ones; he never made
a mistake, and whenever we were in doubt about
the wholcsomencss of any unknown fruit, we had
only to offer Billy a sample, and his approval or
disapprobation would safely decide the question.

But it is a curious fact that monkeys are wholly
unable to distinguish mineral poisons, and the
domcsticatcd apcs, in the houses of tlie Fast
Indian plantéis, often come to grief by eating rats-
banc and lucifer matches. The explanation seems
to be that animals in a State of nature are not
likely to come across snch stuff asarsenicand phos-
phorus, so their instinct warns them only against
such poisons as in their wild haunts they might

mistake for harmless food.
(To be contimted.”

HEAD OF PBCCARV.



THE OWI, AND THE SPIDER. v

IN an oid belfry tower, The owl saw her spin
A dry, cozy bower, Her web, frail and thin,
Dozcd an owl by the hour. Round the bcll, oiit and in
But the bell’s sly oid clappcr But, next Sunday morning,
Was a mischievous rapper. Wi ithout word of warning,
And soon waked the nappcr. The bell went a-storniing!
"Mr. Owl, don’t you mind him; With a cling and a clang,
With cobwebs 1 ’ll bind him. With a boom and a bang,
And round and round wind him.” The oid clappcr rang!
Thus spoke up a spider, The owl did n’t chidc her,
Strip’d like an outrider; Rebukc fior dcride her,
The owl sharply eyed her. But he ate up that spider!

And said: “ If he cheat you,
I 1l not scold fior beat you, Here is a moral, dear children, for you,
I ’lIl just mcrely eat you.” Nevcr promise a thing you ’re not able todo.J
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HOW WE BELLED THE

By Lizzie W.

mMotner had gone to Cranberry Center to
aitend the quarterly meeting of W. B. h. M.
(Weslcyan Board of Foreign Missions).

She had left each of us a “ stent,” which, if we
hed been faithful, would have kept us busy until

sundo'vn, for it was a part of her creed that

“ Satan finds some mischicf still,
For idlc hands lo do.”

Dyron Shclley Moorc was the eldest. He had
been named so by three college boys, who boarded
a our house when he was a baby; each gave the
fiare of his favorite poet, and they promised that,
if Mother would cali him so, they would each give
hima year at college when he grew up, and if he
sas any sort of a fellow, he could pay for his last
year himself, by school-teaching or somc other
«k.  Onc of the three students died young, the
other went out West and lost all his money, and
tre Ihird was our minister, with six boys of his
om, and not enough salary to send onc of them
tothe select school, let alone college. So, all that
Byron Slielley Moorc ever reccived from the three
students ivas his fiame. The rcst of us Mother had
cdled after missionaries and philanthropists.

Byron Shclley Moore was sitting on the saw-horsc
inthe wood-house, trying to calcilate how long it
woddtake him to finish the pile, when he saw the
d cautiously pccring from under the corn-house.
H dropped the saw as if it had been red-hot,
nisned up the attic stairs, four steps at a time,
dfter the trap, and burst with it into the dairy,—
where Hctty, the hircd help, was molding butter,
-to ask for a ]iiece of chccsc for bait.

“Meehct-able,” he called, “ there ’s a rat in the
wood-h(uise as big as all outdoors! Give me a
pex of chccse, as quick as a wink 1”

He shouted to me, as he tore through the but-
Ky, “ Come up here, if you want to scc fun!”

lhad gone clown cellar after a pumpkin, which
Mother had told me to slice and pare for Hctty,
«owes to stcw it down and makc a batch of pies
ltefac night, for there was no telling but she might
Whg libme a missionary with her to stay over
Sy, When | heard my brothcr, 1 dropped

e pumpkin and carne up directly. We set the
«pand kept as still as we could until the rat
'tac out again, walked straight into it, and was
"““ght; and then we raised a noise loud enough

| ""fae been heard at Cranberry Center.
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AND WHAT CAME OF IT.

Champney.

Sarah Boardman, who had been sweeping the
spare bcdroom for the missionary', carne down-
stairs with a pillow-case on her head, and little
Elizabeth Fry scrambled down from her high chair,
into which she had climbed to see what was on the
top shelf of the china-closct.

“What are you going to do with him?” asked
Sarah Boardman.

“ 1°’ve a mag-nif-i-ccnt idea,” exclaimed Byron
Sheliey Moore. “ Let ’stie a bell around his neck,
and then let him go,—it ’ll frighten all the other
rats, so that they ’Il leave the country in a proccs-
sion, the rat with the bell bringing up the rear.
Wont it be fun to see it, though ?”

“ Me wants you to dead him,” insisted little
Elizabeth Fry; “ me wants you to dead him, so
me can scc him all buried in the seminary.”

She meant cemetery, of course; but we did not
pay any attention to her, for Byron Shelley Moore’s
proposal had taken our fancy, although there was
somc trouble when it carne to be carried out. My
brother thought the best mode would be for Adon-
iram Judson to hold the rat wliile he affixed the
bell,—a small sleigh-bcll, which had been fastened
to Elizabeth Fry’s sled, and which she was very
unwilling to give up. 1thought that Byron Shelley
Moore had better hold the rat, and we did not
seem likely to come to any conclusién; but we
finally constructod a slip-noose, by means of which
the bell was fastened about the rat’s neck with-
out taking him from the wire trap. On being
rclcascd, he disappearcd down the hole from which
he had come, and we saw him no more. We
wanted the fun of keeping a secret, and so we
made Hctty promisc not to tell. Little Elizabeth
Ery tried her best to report the whole affair; but
her account of “ a funny bird, wizzout any fezzers,
that runned away wiz her jingle-bell,” did not give
any one a clue to the facts.

As day after day went by, we heard from our rat
in nearly all the houses on our Street.

There was a young lady boarding for the sum-
mer at our next door neighbor’s. She was a
bclicver in signs and drcams, and a few days after
our adventurc with the rat, she told at the scwing-
society, which was held at our house, of a most
rcmarkable spiritual manifestation that had oc-
curred in her house the night before, and which,
she felt, foretold her own dcath. “ 1had been told
by a médium,” she said, “ that a short time before
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my death | should be warncd by a passing bell.
Last night | could not sleep, the moonlight
streamed into my room, and 1 lay looking at the
tall, oid-fashioned dock that stood in the coérner,
when suddenly it struck ! Now you will say at first
that there is nothing astonishing in that, but when
I tell you that the works of the dock had bcen
removed, that it was only a dock-case, which | had
had fitted up with shelves for a little closet, in which
to keep medicines and sweetmeats, | think you
will say that it was at least very queer. | countcd
the strokes, though it was rather hard to do so, for
it was not like the chiming of an ordinary time-
piece, but more like the tinkling of a little bell.”
At this, we diil-

dren pricked up our

ears. We had come
in with the *“re-
freshments.”

The young lady
went on to say that
the dock had struck
twenty-five, and she
was just twenty-four
years oid, and she
believed that she
had but one more
year to live. She
said that she had
considerable prop-
erty, which she did
not know what to
do with, and shc
wished to ask the
ladies” advice about

leaving it to some
charity. Mother
thought shc had

better send it to a
foreign mission, and
the young lady
asked Mother to
write to one of them,
saying that if they

would fiame the
mission after her,
she would Ileave
them a thousand
dollars in her will.

The next place

where we heard from
our rat was Squire
Tweczer’s. He was
lived all alone with

SQUIKE TWEEZEK IS KHKIIITENED

a very ricli man, and he
his housekcepcr and scrvant, in a great brick
house on lonely Pine Hill.  He had a son who
should have lived there with him, but the young
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man had displcased his father in some way, and
the oid gentleman had turned him out-of-doors.
When Father asked him if he was not afraid
to live in that desofate house, so far away fromany

"AUNT POILY SPRANG UPON A CIIAIR."

ncighbors, when it was generally supposcd that he
had money in the house, he replied that no hur.
giar could enter the house without awakening ihc
family, for he had burglar-alarms fastened to every
window and the lock of every door, wliieh would
ring so loudly that thieves would be scared anay.

“ And what,” said my father, “ if the hurglarsj
should come in sufficicnt forcé not to be fright-
ened, but should break right in, bells or no kdls;
what then ?”

Squire Tweezer turned quite palé.
thought of that,” he replied.

The very next day after this conversation, hel

“ 1 had not
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called on Father to say that he had written to his
son, forgiving him for all the past and begginghim
tocome home to live with him.

"What has influenced you to this decisién?”
asked my father. “ Are you afraid that the burglars
il come ?”

Squirc Tweezer lowered his voice to a mysterious
s'hisper:

“They have come !”

"What ?” exclaimed our father.

"My house was entered last night,” replied
Soquirc Tweezer.  “ It was quite late, but | had
natretircd. | was quietly reading my newspapcr,
«hen—jingle, jingle, jingle, | heard a bell in some
remdte part of the house. It could not be the
housekecper ringing for the maid, for evcry one in
the house had gone to bed long beforc, and there
os even loss probability that there were callers.
instantly the idea flashed througli my mind that it
isthe burglar-alarm, and | felt my hair rise on
nyhcad. | rose to my feet, letting my paper fall,
andlistencd. Presently | heard the bell in another
partof the house; evidently the burglars had left
thet window and were trying another, and so it
weton. | really believe, my dear sir, they tam-
pered with every window on the prcmises; at any
rae, that little bell scnt its warning jingle from
elery part of the house. Finally, they seemed to
havc got in, for | heard the ringing in the parlors
bencath me. | had just enough prescnce of mind
Idt ti lock and barricadc my door, and then |
beliee tliat for a few hours | actually lost my
serses, for | seemed to hear that bell all about me
-oveihcad, iinderfoot, in the walls, accompanied
bysciifiling fect running up and down the staircase.
Siloce carne at lIcngth, shortly after morning
dawncd, and the strangcst part of my story is that
w could not find that a single articlc had been
Uken, or that the doors or windows had been
openod.  Howcver, my ncrves have received such
ashock that | havc dccided that it will be a very
desirable thing to havc a stout fellow like my son
inthe house to grapple with a robbcr, in case one
should come. ”

Squirc Tweezer’s story was discusscd by our
pitents in our )>resence, and ccrtainly no culprits
ncr looked guiltier than we when the bell waés
tnentioncd again.  We should havc confessed then
adtherc, had not Father remarkcd :

“Mhatcver may have caused the ringing which
licSquirc heard, or thought he heard, it has done
jond, and | am glad that he has sent for his son.”

After tliat, we heard of our rat in a number of
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other houses; but the mystery was explained,
at last, by Miss Mary Parrot, a little oid maid,
who lived, in very great poverty, in a small red
house at the extreme end of the lafie. *“ Aunt
Polly,” as we all called her, heard the ringing in
the wall of her dining-room, and was not at all
frightened, although it was accompanied by a great
rapping and thumping just behind the side-board.
As it happened in the day-time, she went for the
village carpenter, who moved the siender-legged
side-board and widcned a rat-hole which he found
in the wall, until out rolled a black ball, with a

metallic something attached. Even the self-
possessed Aunt Polly gathered her petticoats
about her, and sprang upon a chair. It tvas our

rat; but in the wall he had found an objcct which
had probably been draggcd there from the side-
board by other rats, on account of some dainty
which it had formerly held. The object was a tiny
solid-silver sugar-bowl, and our rat, having intro-
duced his head, had been held fast by the bell
catching within the rim of the bowl.

This bowl was a quaint little afifair, and it bore the
flame of the engraver who had dccorated it—Paul
Reverc. There were plenty of antiquarians who
would give Aunt Polly a hanclsome sum for the
little Revolutionary relie.

Little Elizabeth Fry recognized the bell, and
claimed it. Sarah Boardman, who had been suf-
fering during all this time with the consciousness
of a quilty secret, confessed all; and Squire
Tweezer, the young lady next door, and Aunt
Polly, were constitutcd a committec to decide
what punishment should be inflicted upon us.
They never carne to any decisién, and all seemed
perfectly satisficd with the rcsult. Even the young
lady next door, who no longer bclicved that she
was to die within the year (since the bell was not a
warning from the spirit-land), made an immediate

donation of her contribution to
the missionaries.

instead

of making

them wait for

her will, and she

was heard to say that, since she could be dcceived
in one “sign,” slie might be in others; hereafter
she would not believe in “signs” at all.
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For lack of space, the Treasure-box lays before you
this month, dear reaclers, only four short poems,—songs
we might better cali them, and two of them very famous
songs. These, “ The Three Fishers,” and “Tlie Sea,” are
especially appropriatc to the midsummer, when from our
large cities thousands of boys and girls, with their fathers
and mothers, flock to the sea-side on ajoyous holiday. All
such fortinate young folk know that the ocean is both
a grand giver of delight and a terrible destréyer; and so
they will appreciale the beauty and truth of these two
songs of the sea. They were written by two noted

The Three Fishers.

By Charles Kingsley.*
fishers went sailing out into thc.west,—
Out into the west, as the sun went down;
Each thought on the woman who loved him

Three

the best,
And the childrcn stood watching them out
of the town;

For men must work and women must weep.
And there s little to earn and many to keep,
Though the harbor bar be moaning.

Three wives sat up in the light-house tower.
And they trimmcd the lamps as the sun

went down;
They looked at the squall and they looked at
the shower.
And the night-rack carne rolling up ragged
and brown;

But men must work and women must weep,
Though storms be sudden and waters dcep.
And the harbor bar be moaning.

Three corpses lay out on the shining sands

In the morning gleam as the tide went
down.
And the women are wecping and wringing
their hands
For those who will never come home to the
town;

For men must work and women must weep,—
And the sooner it’s over, the sooner to sleep,—
And good-bye to the bar and its moaning.

* Bom, June le, 1819; died, 1875.

Englishmen, Charles Kingsley and Bryan W.iller Procter
(better known by his nom de piteme of “Karry Com.
wall 7). Both of these authors, as some of yon know
already, gave to the world many more important wrii.
ings than their short and simple songs. Yet even these
have gained them a high reputation, for Charles Kingsley
and Barry Cornwall are ranked by lovevs of true (etry
as among the foremost of English song-writers.

The dainty poem, “ Golden-tresscd .\delaide,” wes
written by Procter for bis daughter, .Adclaide Procter,
who herself afterward became well-known as a poet.

The Sea.

By Barry Cornwall.f

The sea 1the sea 1 the open sea,

The blue, the fresh, the ever freo1
Without a mark, without a bound,

It runneth the carth’s wide regions round,
It plays with the clouds; it mocks the skies;
Or like a cradled creature lies.

I ’m on the seal | ’m on the seal

I am where | would ever be;

With the blue above, and the blue below,
And silence whcresoe’er | go;

If a storm should come and awake the deep,
What matter? / shall ride and sleep.

t Born, abone 1790; died, October 5, 1874.

The lwo poems by Charles Kingsley are inserted by permission of Messrs. Macmillan & Co., the owners of the copyright
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11 lowc (oh, hosv I love !) to ride

hihc fierce, foaming, bursting tide,
ffhen every mad wave drowns the moon,
O whistles aloft his tcmpest-tune,

| Ad tells how goeth the world below.
And why the south-west blasts do blow.

Inever was on the dull, tamo shore

&t 1 loved the great sea more and more.
And backward flew to her billowy breast,
Like a bird that seeketh its mother’s nest;
And a mother she was, and iS to me;
for 1 was born on the open seal!

Golden-Tresséd Adelaide.

A Song/or a Child.
By Barry Cornwall.

SING | pray, a little song,
Mother dear!

Neither sad fior very long:

Uis.for a little maid,

Golden-tresscd Adelaide!

Therefore let it suit a merry, merry ear,
Mother dear!

Lct it be a merry strain,
Mother dear!

Shunning c’en the thought of pain :

For our gentio child will weep

If the themc be dark and deep;

And we will not draw a single, single tear,
Mother dear!
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The waves were white, and red the morn,
In the noisy hour when | was born;

And the whale it whistled, the porpoise rolld,
And the dolphins bared their backs of gold;
And never was heard such an outcry wild
As welcomed to life the ocean child !

I ’ve lived since then, in calm and strifc,

Full fifty summers a sailor’s life,

With wealth to spend and a power to range,
But never have sought fior sigh’d for change;
And Death, whenever he come to me,

Shall come on the wild, unbounded sea!

Childhood should be all divine,
Mother dear !

And like an endiess summer shine;

Gay as Fdward’s shouts and cries,

Bright as Agnes’s azure eyes;

Therefore bid thy song be merry:—dost thou

hear,
Mother dear?

A Farewei.i.
By Charles

Kingsley.

My fairest child, | have no song to give you;

No lark could pipe to skies so dull and gray;

Yet, ere we part, one lesson | can leave you
For every day.

Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever;
Do noble things, not dream them, all day long;

And so make life, death, and that vast forever
One grand, sweet song.
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By
Chapter IX.
GYMNASTICS.

HE week following the first
excursion of the Ram-
blers’ Club was coid and
stormy, — such as often
comes in April after a
spell of fine weather.

Will Torrance declared
that the roads would be
too muddy and the fields

too soft on Saturday for any fun in rambling; and
all the Park boys agreed with him.

“ It ’s sandy along the lake,” he said, “ but we
don’t want to try that over again, right away.”

“It ’s a bad sort of a place, too,” remarkcd
Otis Burr. “ The people alongshore own their
ducks.”

“ And you have to pay for them if you shoot
them,” laughed Jack Roberts. “ They caught
you at it, did they

“Jack, ducks are a sore subject with me. |
had mine cooked, and we tried to eat him. If he
wasn’t tough, there was something the inatter with
our carving-knife. It wouldn’t make a scratch on
him, after he carne to the table.”

Charley Ferris had almost as bad an account to
give; but Will could say a very good word for his
sandpipcrs.

“We served them broilcd, on toast,” he said,
“and therc was only one real difficulty.”

“ What was that?”

“We had to cat them two at a time to make
sure we were eating anything,—they were so
smalll”

The wind and rain made it a quiet week for the
boys, and therc was all the more time for those
who had newspapers to get up or declamations to
prepare. John Derry had made up his mind on
the whole subject.

“ 1 Il stick to oratory. | and Daniel Webster
are the greatest orators alive. He is a kind man,
too; saves me the trouble of making up any-
thmg.”

Therc was no danger that John w-ould again
take so much trouble as on the first Friday; but
Mr. Hayne shook his head a littlc when the young
“ orator” carne upon the platform, and began pre-
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cisely where he left off before, on being interniptedl
by Mr. Hayne.

“ You see, boys,” said John, “ Mr. Websterpm|
a good deal into that speech. I think it Il last mc|
till vacation.”

John’s labor-saving plan did not work; M
Hayne called upon him for a written cxcrcisc for
the next week, and gave him as a theme, “ The
Discovery of America by Columbus.”

The other declamations were pretty good, and
the newspapers brought in by what Jeff Carol!
called “ the second set” of editors were nearly as
well prcpared as the first had been, so that the
interest was kept up.

That was all very well, but it did not suggest to
the boys what they could do with Saturday, inthe
kind of weather they were likely to have.

“ 1’1l tell you one thing we can do,” said Andy
Wright, as he listened to the murmurs around
him in the entry-way, after school.

“ What ’s that?”

“1’m going to try it, myself. Professor Sling,
the gymnasium man, has been refitting his concern.
New fixings, of all sorts. Fie wants some rew
classes, and be has put his priccs down.”

“ He ’s a good man,” said Otis Burr, solermiy.

“ Classes in what ?” asked Joe Martin. .

“ Just what you need : boxing, fcncing, all that ]
sort of thing. He gives the first lesson free.”

“1’ll go and take that one, anyhow,” exclaimed |
John Derry.

“ 1 inove we all show ourselvcs at Professor
Sling’, to-morrow morning, at ten o’clock,” sad
Charley Ferris.

“Don’t scare him to death 1” said Jeff Caroll. ]
*“ He ’s a small man.”

The motion did not require to be put, but the
word went around among the boys, and, in cose-
quence, there was about as faithful an attendance
at Professor Sling’s, at the appointed hour, as if
he had been Mr. Hayne himsclf.

The “ gymnasium ” was a fairly good one, and
had been creeping slowly into popularity for about
a ycar, but nearly all its patrons had been ful-
grown men.

Professor Sling was now showing wisdom in tiy-
ing to cali in the boys, but he had publicly declarcd
that his “ boy classes” would be carcfiilly com
pelled to obey his instructions. Medical men liad
warned him that boys in their tecns must not be
allowed to strain themselves.
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Some of the Park boys had been there, “ for a
look,” already, but most of them had not, and it
»& interesting enough to them all, even before
the “ professor,” as he called himself, invited them
tomake a trial of what they saw.

There were parallel bars, both upright and
horizontal; spring bars; jumping bars; leaping
bars; swings and rings; climbing posts; ladders;
dynamometers; dumb-bells; clubs; boxing-gloves;
niasks, gloves, and foils for fencing. The professor
kindly explaincd the use of them all, one after the
oher. He even gave a brief example of the
management of tliem as he went along, keeping
the gloves and foils till the last.  “ Now, Mr. Tor-
lance,” he said, “ 1’m a small man. You're
alnost as tail as 1am. Put on those boxing-gloves
with me.”

Will did so, with a somewhat serious look, for he
heard Charley Ferris whisper to Jack Roberts :

“Sling will knock him into the middle of next
woek”

“Now, sir, take your first lesson. Don’t hold
yaur hands that way. Strike at me. Bah l—strike
straight out from your shouldcr, as if you meant to
hitme in the face. All your might, now 1”

“But wont it hurt you, if | hit you?”

“Of course it will. 1t’lIl knock me down.
Bang me terribly. Hit away. Hit hard 1”

The boys understood, very well, that the Joro-
fessr was poking fun at Will, but neither they for
their friend had as much faith in Sling as he had
inhimself.

WiIll fclt even a little nettled, and he suddenly
began to strike quick and hard, right and left.

“Good 1 that ’s it1 You ’ll do. | can make a
boxer out of you. | know | can.”

But the rapid blows scemed to glance from
Sings windmill arms like hailstones from a duck’s
lack. His face was as safe and untouched when
Wil had pounded himself out of brcath as when
kebegan.

“That ’ll do, my young friend";
hme arms to-morrow.
totry?”

Of course they did; but it was, as usual, “ next
thm” for Charley Ferris, who felt absolutely sure
kecould put one of his gloves against the professor,
somewherc.

He did his best, ljut it was of no manner of use,
@®d there would have been no glory for the Park
‘tsll, if it had not been for Otis Burr.

The red-haired boy went at it very quietly, and
*fncd, for a wonder, disposcd to ask questions.

The professor was politely ready to answer him,
iwnwhiie boxing; and it was right in the middle
done of his answers that Otis got a clcan hit at
'is fight cheek.

you Il have
Does anybody else want
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How the boys did cheer 1

“ 1 can make a boxer of you, too 1” exclaimed
the professor, gleefully. “ You ’re as cool a hand
as | ever saw. We wont use any more time this
way. Let us try the foils. Somc of the others
put on the masks and gloves with me.”

John Derry was as ready as a boy could be, and
it was not half a minute before the professor said:

“You 've had a foil in your hand before, my
boy.”

“ Only while my cousin was home from West
Point. We used to practice.”

“ A little more practice, and a good deal more
strength in your wrist, and you will almost know
how to fence. Pick up your foil.”

It had suddenly flashed away out of his hand,—
he could hardly guess how,—and Jeff Carroll
exclaimed:

“ Now, John, can’t you hold on to a little thing
like that ?”

“ Butter-fingers 1”7 said Andy Wright.

“ It ’s easy enough to disarm a man, if he ’s at
all off his guard,” remarkcd Sling. * 1 ’ll teach
you better things llian that.”

He was awakcning a good dcal of interest in the
subject of exercise and self-defense, at all events,
and was sure of new scholars from among his audi-
ence.

“ Somc of you go to Mr. Haync’s school, don’t
you ?”

“ All of us.

“ He comes here to practice three times a week.”

“ Can he box and fence ?”

“ Pretty well; but it ’s e.\ercise he comes for,
mainly.”
The respcct of Mr. Hayne’s pupils for their

teacher went up sevcral inches after that Informa-
tion, and one of the first questions asked him on
the next Monday morning, before school, was from
Charley Ferris:

“ Do you think it s wrong to box, Mr. Hayne?”

“Wrong? No. Why?”

“ Or to fence?”

“ Of course not. If a man should try to hurt
you, would it be wrong for you to run away ?”

“ I should guess not.”

“ Then, would it be wrong to know how to run?
or, if he were so near he tried to strike you, would
it be wrong to ward off the blow ?”

“Why, no; it would n’t.”

“ Then it would not be wrong to know how to
ward it off, any more than it would to know how to
run away.”

“But if | knew how to box, | never would run
away.”

“ 1 would, then,
unless it were necessary;

rather than have a fisticuff,
but 1 ’d like to have
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every scholar of mine able to protect himself, or
anybody else.”

That was cnough, for half the school had gath-
ered around by that time; and even Joe Martin,
whose father was a clergyman, said: *“ There,
boys, | told you so. Father ’s a member of the
Peace Society, and he thinks exactly as Mr. Hayne
does.”

Professor Sling had ten out of the sixteen on
his mustcr-roll before the week was out, and Will
Torrance and several others began their boxing
lessons at once.

It was not at all a bad thing for any of them,
moreover, that Jim Swayne began the very next
day, and that he and Will were frequently
“matched” by the. professor. Before the middle
of the next week, it was necessary for Sling to say:

“ No, Mr. Torrance; not you and Mr. Swayne.
You ’re too much for liim. It spoils his practice,
and yours, too. You may wrestle with him, now
and then, if you care to.”

That was a sofry word for Jim to hear; but there
was less likelihédd of anything more being said on
the subject of the May festival election. The
boxing-class carne in as a peace-maker.

Chapter X
TWO DISAGREEABLES.

The sun had his turn at the weather, now, and
there broke out under it what Andy Wright called
“ the marble plague.” He was too oid for it, but
all the rest caught it. Even the gymnasium, for
a time, seemcd to have less charms than a cup-hole
in the ground, with a ring around it.

“ It ’s a disease that comes every spring,” said
Andy. “ You can save your best agates, though,
for spccimens. | got some of the best in my
collection that way.”

That was a lost suggcstion on most of them.
Nearly every agate was lost, too, before the scason
was over, but when, on Wednesday morning of
that week, Mr. Hayne opencd school with the re-
mark that he had something special to say, John
Derry whispered “ Marbles !” to Otis Burr.

Not cxactly. It was only a plain statcment of
the fact that a gentleman of wealth had applicd for
admission to the school for his two boys, and had
been told there was no room for them.

“ Now, young gentlcmen, have we no room here
for two more desks ?”

The boys looked soberly around the partly filled
room and then at one another.

“1 will tell you. I am well satisfied with you
all, thus far, and 1 do not wish to run any risks. |
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would not let in anybody else unless | could !
made sure it would be pleasant for all of us,”

They knew exactly what he meant, and the |
son was a good one. Only two or thrce of then
were the sons of really “ rich men.” Money hau,
had nothing to do with his decisién, and they were
sure of Mr. Hayne’s sincerity when he said that 1
had room for boys of “ charactcr” only.

“ Can you gucss who it is ?” said Chailey Foris
to Andy, after school. *“ 1can’t.”

“Ifl could, I would n’t.”

“ Guess the meanest pair of chaps you know"
said Jefif Carroll. “ You wont need to have any.
body tell you.”

“ Oh, it ’s Brad and Tom Lang, is it? 1migin
have known !”

“ Of course it ’s they!”
“1 ’m just glad he did n’t let cm inl
have made all sorts of trouble.”

There were remarks all around upon the un
doubted wisdom and justicc of shutting out thi
Lang boys, if they indeed were the rejccted appli
cants. The voting was all onc way, and it wes a
against “ Brad and Tom Lang.”

They were not by any means unknown boys
therefore. On his way home after school, tha
night, Joe Martin was met by a couplc of well|
dressed young fcllows, to whom he did not speak
but wlio did not seem disposcd to Ict him ha
his half of the sidewalk.

One of them was about his sizc, but heavier, ani|
the other one half a head taller. They were nof
bad-looking boys, excepting for a sort of swaggei|
and something “ flashy ” in their gctting up.

Joe was quite willing to give them all the rooiij
they needed, but, as he turned out for tliem, fii
shorter boy gave him a sharp and sudden shovd
and the taller one gruffly cxclaimcd:

“ Hit him, Tom ! He goes to Haynes Hj
him 17

The bit was given, though in a half-hearted wajj
that seemed to cali for reproof.

“ Cali that a hit?”

“ Why, Brad, his father s a ministcr.”

“[ ’/lhit him, then.”

Joe had not struck back yet, but he had ni|
“run,” and his palé cheeks, his clenchcd fists, ani
tightening lips did not express any fcar whatevetS
badly overmatched though he was.

Brad Lang was stepping forward, with an
dent intention of keeping his word, when the.gafi
of the nearest house-yard swung suddenly opea
and light footsteps carne tripping down to thesid|
walk.

“ Brad! Brad!” exclaimcd Tom.
lot of the girls !'”

Brad glanced quickly behind him, but he

said Jack Roberts.|
They ’

* Herearea:
1 N
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quite enough iii that swift look, and he did not
sirike Joe Martin.  “ Come on, Tom !” said he.

The)' walked rapidly away, while Joe stood his
ground imflinchingly, until his rescuers had come
Nedr.

They were an angry party of young ladies,—
Bdic Roberts, Milly, Dora Keys, and Sarah Dyke-
j,ji,™_ivho had seen the whole afifair. Thcir flash-
illcycs and flushed cheeks told exactly how they
fdt about it.

“The cowardsl ” c.xclainicd Belle.

“Did thcy hurt you, Joe? ” asked Sarah.

“Hurt me? No, indeed 1” replied Joe.

“They meant to, then,” said Dora. “ Milly,

THB COROKATION OF THE

iM. A)Ting put onc of them on your list for
[swcthing on the platform ?”

“ithink he did, but it wont be there long.”

“Not even if Mr. Ayring insists upon it 1” said
I Ve, emphatically.

“Ifhe insists,” said Milly, “he will have to find
| Bthor quecn. | \vont have anything to do with
|Aifthc Langs have.”

Ror 17 It sounded as if the other tliree girls
| ®*have practiced that “ fior 1,” they all said it
jtotearly together.

M@eand Tom had not gained popularity with

VoL VIIL—SI.
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the young ladies by their unprovoked assault. Joe
Martin hardly knew what to say. It was a trying
place for a boy to be put in, to have four young
ladies seo him receive a blow from another boy.
He had acted rightly and bravely, but it was hard,
after all, and all four of the girls understood it, for
they at once began to try to find something else
to talk about. He talked, too, and did not say a
word about the Lang boys, but he was glad to get
away, in a minute or so, and go toward home. As
he went, he thought deeply, and at last he said to
himself, rcsolutely: “ 1wont say a word to the other
boys about it. If those fellows try it on again,
though 1 Yes, I ’ll Join the boxing class to-morrow.”

[SEE PACE 804.)

He was already a member of the gymnasium,
but he had been “ waiting for his musclcs to come
up ” before going further.

“ It would look as if I wanted some Kkind of
revenge, if | stirred u]) the rest against them. No,
I ’Il keep it a secret.” That was a good intention,
but Joe was an unthinking young gentleman.
Four young ladies had seen it happen, and talked
about it all their way home, and yet it was to be
a “secret” from the other boys !

Jack Roberts heard of it at supper, and so did
Pug Merriwcatlier; and Dora Keys told Andy
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Wright, when she met him near her own gate, and
Sarah Dykeman almost forgot her dignity in call-
ing Otis Burr across the Street to tell him. Mr.
Hayne’s whole school knew all about it before nine
o’clock next morning.

“ It wont do, boys,”
solemnly, at the noon recess. “ We must see
that the peace is preserved.”

“ Had n’t you better elect me constable?” said
John Derry. “Andy will do for policc-justice, but
I 'm the man for constable.”

“ 1 °’m another,” exclaimed Charley. *“ Flcct
me, too. You can help me if | need it, John.”

There was a good deal of indignant talk about
it, all that day, among the Park boys, but nothing
in particular could be done.

The next day was Friday, and nobody took any
note of the fact that John Derry had somehow lost
his interest in marbles. It was not until he mounted
the platform, and began to read his essay on “ The
shape of Hendrik Hudson’s Boat,” that his friends
noted the strips of black court-plaster over the
knuckles of his right hand. The essay began with
an asscrtion that it was the first thing of the kind
he ever did, and it ended with an cxpression of
regret that the world had forgotten how to build
ships which would sail sidewisc, or any other way,
just as well as “ bows on.”

That was “ paper day ” for the four members of
the Ramblers’ Club, but none of them had said a
word to the others as to the subject of his “ leader.”
That was where the fun carne in, for each of them
had written an account of their doings along the
shorc of Lake Oncoga. Fach in turn read his view
of it to the end, and it was curious enough that
the same set of facts could be made to sound so
differently when told by four diffcrent persons.

The number of the “ wild-fowl ” killcd, however,
and their weight, and the size and valué of the
“ new kind of short-eared, long-tailed rabbit,”
carne out most strikingly in the Spy, for Jeff Car-
roll had done his best. He had actually gone to the
dictionary for the Latin fiames of every animal,
and even the sandpipers sounded large.

Will Torrance had a good dcal to say about his
dog, and the terror of Otis Burr when the Irish-
woman called him to account for her ducks, but he
cut the narrative short to makc room for a double
allowance of poetry.

Otis and Charley each rccalled sundry items
which the others had left out, particularly their
meeting with the small boys and Mr. Hayne.

On the whole, the other cditors of that day’s
“ papéis” had to give it up in favor of the
Ramblers’ Club, who described real adventures.

On the closc of school, as they reached the side-
walk, Otis Burr soberly remarked to John Derry :

said Charley Ferris,

SALTILLO

BOYS.

(Ai'gust]

“ My young friend, will you tell me what als]
your hand ?”

“ Court-plaster.”

“Why so much of it?”

“ | 've been keeping the peace. It was last evcr
ing | kept the peace with Brad, and I told liimij
tell Tom | should be looking for him. 1 said thd
whole school would be looking for both of them
for a week or so. They wont be around this cnd
of the Park aL. the while. Brad wont. and Idon?
think Tom will.”

John Derry was not the “ model boy” of te!
school, but he was by no means the unpopnlar ont
that night.  All the smaller fellows felt safer.l
somehow. Not a boy of them would have waikei
around a square to avoid meeting Brad or TomJ
The peace had been well kept, in a peculiar wayj
and was not likely to be broken again.

If any Information concerning whnt had hapJ
pened reached the ears of Mr. Hayne, he made t
remarks whatever about it to the sdiool.

XI.

Chapter

THE MAY festival.

The great event of the May Fcstivtd was no
drawing so near that the young people of Saltilk
even those of them who did not expcci to tak|
part in it, were able to talk of little clse.

“ It will come off next Monday cvening, \Villj
said Charley Ferris, after school, on that last Fi
day of April. “ It ’s of no use for us lo think (
doing any rambling, to-morrow.”

“ Come around and look at my cliickens, th
Bring Jack with you, if he ’d like to come.”

“ 1 will.  Have you any new ones?”

“ Yes, and a dozen broods of young chicken
I don’t fccl like much rambling, mysclf. 1«
stiff and sore for two wceks after | went into the
gymnasium, and it s just beginning to work oft i
that I 'm limbcr again.”

“ Professor Sling says you ’re getting along fin
rate; but | can beat you climbing.”

The Ouccn and her court met, that cvening, id
a grand rehearsal, and Fanny Swaync won a|
dcal of commendation by coming to liclp, «ii!
Bclle Roberts and some older young ladics.

As for Jim, his ill-naturc over his defeat SOOTE]
to have disappearcd ; but the other \\ cdg«oi
boys did not mix much with Mr. Haync’s shoi

Charley Ferris was as good as his word, on kg
urday, and Jack Roberts carne with him.

“ Will,” said Jack, smiling at the home-mad
hennery, “ if I ’™d known what a hen-coop you lia?
| ’d have been around to see it before.”
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“You can laugh, Jack; but

i“stcr a beauty ?”

is n’t that game

“Splendid ! Where ’d you get him ?”
“1 raised him. He s a pet. Come here,
Dandy!”

He stoopcd and whistled a low, coaxing whistle,
ad tlic proud, handsome game-cock they were
admiring stepped daintily forward to pick some
ljits of cracker from his mastcr’s hand.

“Look at his comb and wattlcs, and his long
lail-feailicrs. Did you ever see a prcttier black
ad red? See those spurs—slender and sharp as
thoms from a thorny locust.”

“Do you ever let him fight ?”

“What, him? Do you suppose | want a pet of
mire all cut up and pulled to pieces? No, sir!
Ikcep liim apart from the rest.”

Dandy must have known they were talking about
him for he stepped back and fiapped his elegant
«ngs, and gave them a shrill, ringing crow.

Just tlien a man’s head and shoulders appeared
ner the fence of the next yard. The man said :

“l say, Will, have you seen my Dominica
rooster? He got out of his coop this morning.”

“No. W e’ve Just got here. [I’ll take a look
fohim.  Helio! What ’s that? | declare, Mr.
Englefield, it ’s your rooster.”

“lie.ad as a herring !” cried Jack Roberts.

That was the sad fact.

The i)oor, misguided bird had heard the game-
axk crow, and had flown over the fence to see
aout ii. and it had taken but a minute to settle
ik maller.

1T’m sorry, Mr. Englefield,” said Will.
imistmake the fence higher.”

He was a next-door neighbor, and lie was, like
M, an carnest fowl-fancicr, but his flushed face
shoned that his patience was tried, Just then.

“That s a dangerous fcllow of yours, Will. 1
cait have my best fowls killcd in this way.”

“It was your Dominica’s own fault.”

“liut he had no chance.”

“Yes, he had,” said Charlcy; “he had a tip-
Ipchance to stay on his own sido of the fence.”

“That’s so,” said Jack, with a merry laugh.
“Hewas fairly killed, Mr Englefield. 1°d eat him,
HAl«ere you.”

M. Lnglcfield’s tempcr had not risen high,
‘ri he saw that the argumcnt was a little in favor
ifthe boys.

Mili lianded bim liis dcad favorito, and again
*il: “1°m real sorry.”

“Why don’t you cut the spurs off that fellow? ”

“So that when your roosters fiy over they can

him? No, sir! They shall stay on him.”

M. Englefield made no reply, anci turned away.

Wil Torrance had several other breedsof chick-

“ We
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ens, and he was very proud to show them, too:
The Poland top-knots, with their feathery crowns;
the tall Cochin-Chinas and Shanghaes; the pert
little Bantams, with more strut and saucincss than
the game-fowls themselves; the domcstic-looking
Dominicas, and some finc-looking “ mixed brceds,”
that Will declarcd were “ such good laycrs.” All
were cxhibited in turn, including the broods of
young chicks, and it was notcworthy with what
pains the young fancier had provided that each
family should havc its own “ house and grounds.”

It was a capital amuscment for any boy, but Jack
rcgretfully remarked: “ 1 can’t afford it. What
a pile of money it must cost you !”

“ Money? Why, Jack, these coops give me
about all the pocket-money | need. Cost? They
pay tlieir own way. Do you suppose | don’t makc
any use of the eggs and chickens?”

“ 1never thought of that.”

“ | ve kept a strict account ever since | began,
thrce years ago. All that Father gives me is this
part of the yard.”

Before tliat discussion of the chicken question
was finished,3t looked as if Jack and Charley were
going straight home to build coops of their own,
especially for game-fowls of the hard-fighting kind.
It was a help to them all day, but by Monday
morning every minor question was swallowed up in
the intercst of the great and only one.

“ It ’s all the fault of two men, Andy,
John Derry.

“ What two men, John ?”

“ 1 can’t say which is most to blame for this.
Alfred Tcnnyson wrote the ‘May Quecn,” and put
oid Ayring up to it. He ’s the worse of the two.
The rest of the blame is Ayring’s.”

However that might be, Mr. Ayring felt that he
had a heavy load on his shoulders that evening,—
a whole “ festival.” He had managed such affaire
before, but it was his wish that this should surpass
them all. Evcrj'body who entered the hall felt
compclled to say that it did.

The hall itself was no bigger than formerly, and
there was not room for the thinnest man in Saltillo
to crowd in, by the time the band bogan to play
the opening music of tlie cclcbration.

No, the hall was no bigger, but there was more
in it—more flags, more flowers, more evergrcens,
more brass band, and, what was most important of
all, more enthusiasm.

The Park lioys and girls liad won the qucen, to
be sure, but there had becn *“ court officers”
enough invented and appointed to secure the good-
will of all the Wedgwood influence, besides the
good-will of the young ladies of Madame Skin-
ner’s Seminary, and of otlier social circles.

“ It is huge,” remarked Jeff Carroll,

remarked

“ but
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Milly’s father would be a bankrupt in a week if all
her attendants were on day’s wages. Somebody
ought to count them, when they come out. Jim
Swayne can’t blow a trumpet, though, and one of
the band-men will have to blow it for him.”

The trumpet was tremendously blown, as Jim
marchcd upon the platform, with a flag in his
hand, to announcc, as “ first herald,” the approach
of Her Majesty, the Queen of May. He was fol-
lowed by other heralds and marshals, spreading
themselves to the right and left, and these by a
lot of paper-winged *“ fairies,” of tender years,
whose business it was to strew flowers in the path
of the Queen.

Then the band struck up a great rush of music,
and the curtain behind the platform was pulled
aside, and there stood Milly Merriweather, not yet
crowned, but ready for it, and scared almost out
of her wits by the brilliant scene before her, and
the feeling that everybody was looking at her.

“ Courage, Milly,” whispered kind-hearted Sarah
Dykeman. *“ Walk right on. We ’ll carry the
train.”

She stepped forward, and as she did so, the Park
boys set the applause agoing in a fashion that
drowned the music entirely. Very modest and
pretty looked Milly, and her pretty maids of honor
carried her train very gracefully.

Then carne young “ ladies in waiting,” and
“ pages,” and more “ fairies,” and Milly began her
opening speech. It was very short, and the
moment she finishcd it, Mr. Ayring waved his
hand, and everybody on the platform began to sing.
This, also, was done in a way that did crcdit to
the music teacher.

When it ended, everybody tried to hold still
and listen, for it was understood that the Queen
of the Fairies was coming to do the crowning.

She did not fly in, Imt walked very gracefully
from behind a curtain at one side of the platform.

Jim Swayne was the only boy who had known
the secret of that performance, and it was now the
turn of the Wedgwoods to start the applause.

Fanny Swayne did look admirably well as a
fairy quecn, and she spoke her address to her
“ mortal sister ” so distinctly that it could be heard
all over the hall.

Then Milly Merriweather bowcd her head, and
her dark tresses were crowned with a tastefully
wovcen chaplet of roses, to find which liad given
Mr. Ayring some trouble.

There were more music, and another song by
the older boys and girls, with a rousing chorus
for the little people to join in, and then the
Queen of the Fairies presented the Queen of May
with a bcautiful scepter, and gracefully vanished,
after a bow to the audience, in another grand
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burst of music by the band and of applause fioiul
the Wedgwoods.

She vanished across the platform in aivay th
compelled Bolle Roberts to say, when she mét
behind the sccncs:  “ Fanny, | ’'m proud of you!|
It was splendidly done.”

“ Thank you for it, then.”

“ Thank me ?” said Belle, inquiringly.

“ Why, Belle, | was determined to do my partj
as well as you did yours last year, if | could."

That was frank and honest, but they both turei
at once to listen, through the curtain, to Mily’s
“ coronation speech.”

She had so far recovered her courage and hcrj
voice that she made herself distinctly heard, aa
when she waved her flowcry scepter and sat doan
upon her very flowcry throne, Mr. Ayring wes ir
ecstasies. For once he was sure he liad managedl
to picase everybody, by taking great pains to have
cverybody picase themselves.

There were more music and more speeches, and’
more singing, and any quantity of applause, andl
then the Queen arése and made her “farcttcllf
address,” and waved her scepter, and the giand|
May Festival carne to a triumphant conclusion.

Chapter XII.

DISPUTED GROUND.

The week after such an event as the May FcstiJ
val was likely lo be a somcwhat quiet one. BEwii
the Park boys failed to sec the need of any mora
excitcment right away. Marbles, too, were losini
a little of their interest, and Andy Wright rej

marked: “ You’ll all get well, boys. 1thinkitll
havc to be something else, next.”

“ I know what,” replied Charlcy Fcriis. “Iti
about time for kites and base-ball, I’hil Buy

says nobody will objcct to our having the ground
in front of the City Hall, now and then.”

Phil Bruce was one of the best ball-pl.iycrs ii
the school, and his father was a lawyer, sothniil
was supposcd he knew what lie was talking auxtilj
Still, it seemcd something like a venture. and ib»
actual trial of it was postponcd until Salurday.

“ That spoils the Ramblers’ Club again)]
growled Will Torrance. “ I ’ll havc a ramblc j
week from Saturday, if | have to go alone.” H|
could not bring himself to miss that game of balj
however, seeing where it was to be played; anr
he and the rest practiced every day, after school

“ There may be some of the Wedgwoods |
ing on,” said Charley Ferris, “ and it wont doj
give them a chance to say we ’re a lot of mote

“We ’ll give them a match game, some da;,|
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aid Jack Roberts, “ but we ’re not up to the mark,
just now.”

There was, to tell the truth, nothing scientific
about the manner of playing base-ball in Saltillo
inthose days; fior anywhere else, for that matter.
The game was still a useful and healthy amuse-
ineni, with no “ professional nines ” to spoil it and
Ihing it into disgrace.

Antly Wright, also, advised practice, before he
Ht for home on Friday afternoon, and he was
I herdly gone before Charley Ferris remarked :

"l ve found out about lGerry and Brad Lang.”

“llave you ? How was it?”

“All Brad’s fault, of course. He ’s bigger than
I john, and mistook him for a member of the Peace
Socidty. | saw Brad yesterday.”

“How did he look ?”

“Peaceful as a sheep, but there s a little blue
laround his eyes yet. He and Tom staid away
| homthe Festival.”

There was a strong and manly sentiment among
Itre Park boys against fighting, and every one of
iomwas glad to know that Jolm Derry had not
“picked afuss” with even Brad Lang, much as
treywere pleased with the result of John’s “ peace-
I meking.”

Byten o’clock on Saturday morning, nearly the
Ihole school was hard at play in front of the old-
lishioncd brick building which still served Saltillo
Iftacity hall.

The boys had no interest in the building itself,
I alyin tlic wide, gravelly open square in front of
i, which they had taken possession of for their
pme of liall. It was a little cramped, to be sure,
i any “ heavy batting ” should be done, but it was
irebest place they could get without going out of
lom They had not been permittcd to get at
I lork without a foreboding of trouble to come.

Nobody could tell how Pug Merriweathcr had
I pdked up his news, but lie had told Jack Roberts,
«aSharp whisper: “ The canal-boys say they’re
Itoming around. Onc of them s the chap that
«deniy cocoa-nut.  Buffalo Jack ’s coming.”

That was bad tidings, if truc; but Pug’s news
Hidnot always come out correctly, and the game
I Rt right along.

Hardly any of the Park boys had ever seen
“Buifdlo Jack,” but they had all heard of him.

Hwes all the more to be dreaded because there

amystery about him. It was well understood
Ita he was a bad, rough fcllow, who would prob-

iM groiv worse instead of better every day, and

diowes already a member of a firc-company and

xtto a political club. Nobody could say if he
| ierwent to school.

Hwes a fighting character, too, and there was

"guc impression that he and his comrades were
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out all night every night in the year, and must,
therefore, be fellows of terrible muscle.

Some of the Wedgwood boys had been on the
ground watching the play, and Jim Swayne had
been asked to join, but he refused quite positively.

“ He ’s their best catcher,” said Phil Bruce;
“ but he cant pitch a ball like Andy Wright.”

It was a grcat comfort to have got on to within
half an hour of noon withoqt any sort of interrup-
tion, and Pug’s news would have been a good
thing to laugh at if he had not suddenly scurried
around a corner with a fresh lot of it.

“ Jack, they °’re coming 1 They ’re just back
yonderl”

“ Who are coming?”

* Buffalo Jack and all of them I
pounded now 1”

“ Play away, boysl” shouted Jack, manfully.
“We ’ll mind our own business.”

He was catching, and it was Will Torrance’
turn at the bat, when the roughs carne, Buffalo
Jack heading them.

To be sure, there were only eight ragged, ill-
looking, vagabondish youngsters, of from fourteen
to sixteen or seventeen years of age; but they
swaggered enough for the crcw of a privatecr.

There was almost a supcrstitious feeling among
the Park boys that all of those who looked rough
must be rough, and that fellows with dirty liands
and faces, who used bad languagc, must be un-
usually strong, for some unknown reason.

Will Torrance saw Buffalo Jack making straight
for him, and he felt that he was no match for such
a desperado.

Any “trainer” of men or horscs, however,
would have shakcn his head over it. He would
have considered Will’s good habits, constant exer-
cise, gymnastics, boxing, fencing, and the various
little matters about wrestling, and the like, which
he had been Icarning from Professor Sling. He
would also have considered the bad habits of such
a fellow as Buffalo Jack. That worthy callcd out:

“W e’re goin’to want this ’ere ground. Give
me that club; Jakc, you get the ball.”

Charley Ferris knew, at that moment, in which
of his own pockets he had put the ball.

It was a trying moment for Will Torrance, as he
stood face to face with the vicious-looking leader
of the canal-bank roughs. He felt sure of a bcat-
ing, unlcss he should give up his club. Fven then
he would probably have to “ run for it” aftenvard.
There was no time for thought or parley, for
Buffalo Jack was raising his fist, ominously.

“ Jack Roberts, take care of that club 1”

It went quickly to the ground behind Will as be
spoke, and in an instant he and Buffalo Jack were
“ clinched,” before a blow had been struck.

You Il get
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Will had done a wise thing in his sudden detcr-
mination; for the other boys on the ground—
roughs and all—at once resolved to look on and
await the results of that wrestle.

Buffalo Jack was strong, but Will was almost
astonished not to find himself thrown at once; so
was his antagonist at not being able to throw him.

Tug,— tug,— strain,— puli,— change hands,—
twist about. It was a pretty cqual match for about
two minutes, but training began to tell, then.

Will was getting stronger all the while, and the
blood in his veins was beginning to boil angrily,
for Buffalo Jack hardly ceased the utterance of
thrcatening, coarse, profane abuse of him. He
would have been glad, too, of a chance to strike a
blow, but it was hard to find one.

%
\

THE DEFENCE OF

There was a peculiar lift over the hip which
Will had laborcd hard to pick up from Professor
Sling, and he now thought lie saw a chance to
try it.  “ 1 ’ll give him all therc is in me,” he said
to himsclf, “ if he pounds me for it afterward.”

A twist, a sudden turn of his body, and “ Sling’s
lift” worked to a charm.

Will had no idea how much he could raise from
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the ground in that way, but Buffalo Jack came
right up, off his feet and over, losing Ifis hold as
he carne, and down he went on the hard, gravclly
soil like a log of wood. It must have been a
very heavy fall, for the thrown rougli lay almost
still fora moment, and when he got up it was slonly
and with a perceptible limp.

“ Try it again? ” asked Will, with an effort at
politeness. “ Does any other boy of your crond
want to try it?”

That was enough for fellows of their sort.

Their best man had been overthrown in three
minutes, by the watcli, and that by a lighter,
shorter fellow than himself.

Buffalo Jack slowly got uj) and swaggcred of,
rubbing liimself here and therc.

1(/
f

THE FILLAV-GKOUNO.

“ That ’s whcrc the ground hit him,” remarked
Otis Burr, and Phil Bruce shouted, trivinphantly:

“ Hurrah for Will Torrance ! | did n’t know It
was in him.”

Wi ill had not known it either, and had liardly)Ct
rccovcred from his surprise over his iincxiiecteit
victory.

No fight, no violencc, no submission lotyraimy,
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al! because the feilows who were minding their own
business had not flinchcd from defending their

rights.
ihreats or abuse, but their
iustaiUly closed with his cncmy.

DAME TOAD.

They had not said a word in reply tolt was now very near noon, but it seemed a
man at the bat” had
It was a good
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lesson for the Park boys, and every bit as good a
one for the “ canal-bank roughs.”
point
of honor that that game should beplaycd out.

And it was.

(To be coniinued.)

DAME

By Fleta

Dfep, dcep down, in a dizzy oid well.

Oxe on a time did some little toads dwcll,

Tioiigli just how they carne there, I'm sure |
can't tell.

Perhaps, in a hurry, the oid mother toad
Jumped cnrelessly, somehow mistaking the road,
Ad fell, with a pinnip! to this dismal abode.

Ad finding hersclf with a whole set of bones,

Hd made, of the crannics and chinks of the
stones,

Trebest home she could for her four little ones.

Awell as their space and discomforts allowed,
Trey grew up to be ciuite a chirk little crowd;
fif which oid Dame Toad was excccdingly proud.

For 'oppet, and Skip, and Kcrcrcak, and Delight,
Hud tlicir skins just as brown and their eyes just
as bright

Asthough they had always lived up in the light.

last, in a frolic, Skip daringly tried
Tohang on the bucket and get a free ride
"H up, to that unexplored regi6n outside.

TOAD.
Forrester.

The others

done.
And all were detcrmined to mount, one by one,
To that glimpse of blue sky, with its bcautiful sun.

looked on, and they saw how °’t was

The farmer, he scolded as toad after toad

Carne up in the bucket, instead of the load

Of splasliing, cool drink that the decp oid well
owcd.

Though dizzy and faint, as it carne to the top,
Each toad hurried off with a skip and a hop,
Until, under a wall, they all carne to a stop.

And there they took breath, and then, all in a
row,

They sat joining hands, and tlrey croaked a great
“Ohl

How different tliis is from our quarters below 1”

Next day, .Mother Toad, feeling loncly and sad,

Travelcd up in the bucket, and made them all
glad

By hopping in, too. What a welcome she had 1

Now, under the steps docs this family dwcll.

And just how it happened, |I’m sure | can’t tell;

But they never went back down that dizzy oid well.
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STEPHEN AND THE WILD BIRD.

ste-phen was a small boy, who had al-ways lived in a cit-y where there
were no spar-rows, as there are in ma-ny towns and cit-ies; and Ste-phen
had on-ly seen birds that were shut up in ca-ges. Some of the ca-nary
birds in his moth-er’s house, when their cage door was o-pen, would hop out
and sit up-on his fin-ger. Ste-phen was kind to them, and nev-er fright-
ened them; so they were not a-fraid of him.

When he was five years oid, his moth-er took him into the coun-try to
stay dur-ing the hot weath-er. One morn-ing he was walk-ing by a grove
of trees, and, on a low branch, he saw a beau-ti-ful lit-tle bird. Ste-phen
whis-tled to it, and held out his fin-ger for the bird to come and hop up-on
it; but the bird flew high-er up the tree, and, al-though Ste-phen whis-tled
a-gain and a-gain, it would not come. Then Ste-phen thought that per-
haps the bird would rath-er sit on a branch than on a boy’s fin-ger; so he
broke off a long twig, and held out the leaf-y end to the bird.

“ Come, come, lit-tle bird,” he said; and he of-fered it a crumb of
cake. But the bird would not come, and, when Ste-phen held the brandi
high, it flew to a tree be-yond a brook. Ste-phen went to the edge of the;
wa-ter and looked at the bird. “What a strange bird! ” he said; “it does;
not like cake, and it will not come to me.”

Then he went to the house, and told his moth-er all a-bout it; and she said:

“The bird was a-fraid you might hurt him if he should come near you.”*

“1 nev-er hurt birds. Why' should this one think I would hurt him?”

“He thought you were like those men and boys who catch birds or killj
them when-ev-er they can,” said his moth-er. “If peo-pie did not in-jure|
these lit-tle creat-ures, or try to catch them, they would not be a-fraid of s,
In some coun-tries, which men have sel-dom vis-it-ed, the birds are tamg,|
and will not fly a-way when a man comes near. Even in towns wlierei
there are ma-ny birds, and where peo-pie are not al-lowed to clis-turb;
them, the lit-tle creat-ures be-come ver-y tame. At first, birds were not
a-fraid of boys and men; but, af-ter peo-pie be-gan to Kkill and catch them]
they be-came ver-y wild, and they have been so ev-er since.”

“Then the birds think that all men and boys are a-like?” said Ste-phen.

“Yes,” said his moth-er, “ex-cept-ing those birds that have been tanied,;
and taught that there are some lit-tle boys who are al-ways kind to them,
and will not do them in-ju-ry.”

“Would it not be a good thing,” said Ste-phen, “if we could be-gin dl
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0-ver a-gain, ancl if ev-e-ry man and boy would be kind to the birds, so
that they all would be tame ?”

“Yes,” said his moth-er, “it would be well in ma-ny ways, if we could
be-gin all o-ver a-gain; but, as we can not do that, you and | must try to

as kind as pos-si-ble to the dumb creat-ures a-bout us, so that they may
fid out, if they can, that all the peo-pie in the world have not grown
cu-el. This is all we can do to-ward be-gin-ning o-ver a-gain.”



JACK-IN-TME-PULPIT.

Tread lightly this summer, my Triends, or,
rather, look before you step. If | were the Deacon,
I ’d carry the idea into a dcal oi useful talk for
your bencfit, and tell you of all sorts of moral and
mental ways where it ’s best to tread lightly. But
1do not mean that; | am thinking of my fricnds,
the Ants. They are a hard-working, industrious
class of society, nevcr intending the least harm;
and yet I cannot tell you how often their wonderful
under-ground houses are trampled upon and broken
in by thoughtless feet.

There is no harm in kneeling on paths and by-
walks, and watching them at work; but if you ’ll
picase be careful where you step, your Jack will be
much obliged.

I 've a host of other tiny friends which I ’d like
to recommend to mercy, but to spcak for one is to
speak formany. All my youngsters need is a hint,
and the same feeling that sparcs the Ants will guard
the others.

Now for a few words about

THE CRIPPLING BROOK.

Deacon Oreen told some bare-legged little
boys one day, in my hearing, that he had noticed
a singular circumstancc while they were wading in
the big brook by the school-house. The Little
School-ma’am, he said, had called it a “ rippling
brook,” but for his part he was inclined to cali it a
“crippling brook,” since it scemcd to break the
boys™*legs as soon as they fairly stood in it.

Now, the Deacon is a truthful, straightforward

man. What did he mean by this, boys?
DO YOU BELIEVE IT?
Here is a startling question from a Canadian
friend. But it may be that, on looking into the
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matter, you will discover some facts that havc
caped little Snow Bunting. If so, don’t forget to
send me word about them.

Dear Jack: | heard a girl read from a book, some days acd
that the Niagara Falls were once seven miles farilivr down ihc
river than they are ai prescnt. Now, dcar Jack, do you bclicvc thaiT
1 have my own Opinién of that book, but as you know a great
dcal, | thought | would consult you about it. Why, | amjustfrom
Caflada myself, and 1 heard nuthing about the matter.

Snow Ik.STi.vc.

A SINGING MOUSE.

Dear Jack-in-the-Pulpit: We live near Newark. Ncwjcrsc\*
One day Mother sent for an oid tablc, which was “ up.garrei." as
our cook says. When the tablc was dustcd oflf and placed in .\(oih.
cr'sroom, we heard a faint little song like that ofa timid canary. As
the song seemed to come from the table, we opened its drawcr, ¢ui
found nothing. Then the son ' sounded forth sweet and clcari but
still faint. ~ Wec listcncd and listcncd, and finally Mother pulled
the drawcr entirely out, when, there in its far cérner, cuddicd upina
little ball, wc found a Uve mousc,—n real singing mousc! It wes
quiet enough for a wliile, poor frigltlened little thing! Imt i:grew
tame in a lew days, and bogan to sing again at odd luoments. It
was not just “ pc-cp! pe-ep!” bul a real, real song. like abird's.
only not so long or so loud. He did not live many wceks, though wc
cared for him as kindly as wc could: and when he dicd wc liuricd
him in the garden, and my brother wrote “ A Sweet .Si<;fck” on a

shingle and set it up for a hcad-stonc-. You can prini iliis Iciicr, if

you choose, for it is true. Did ever you hear of such a thing, dcar

Mr. Jack? | am your friend, Elitii C. M.
W averle.-, June 14, i88i.

Yes, Edith, your Jack is wcll acquainted wiih
charming little singing-mouse, and he has heard
of others. The dear Little School-ma’am says she
once read an account of a singing mousc. named
Nicodemus, that made fricnds with a cagcd canary.
The bird and mousc even sang duets togeiher.
She says the mouse’s song was as swcct, clear, and
varicd as the warbling of any bird, but tliat if liad
a tinge of sadncss. Bless her! Likely cnougli
the tinge of sadncss was in her own heart, for «ho
could help pitying a poor little wingless mousc with
the soul of a bird !

DOLLY'S OMELET.

Here is something from our friend S. W. K.:

Lucy had heard her brother read that in some part of Africa, the
natives makc a fine omclct in an “ untroublcsomc” way, as >he
cxprcssed it. They break a holc in the shell of the osirich-cggaiihc
small end, put in salt and other seasoning, stir all into the egg with a
siick, then setit in hot ashcs— the cmbers hcaped to the opening la
the shcll—until the cgg is cooked.

Some one had given little Lady Lucy a wee white egg, smallcr ilian
Mrs. 1Job W hite lays. Lucy decided lo make it into an omclct for
Dolly Cornelia. She mcasured the salt forit on Dolly's ihumb; put
in three specks of pepper, and a piece of butter ihe sizc of the blue
in Cornelia's eye. She stirred with a broom*straw, bidding Pollr
watch how it all was done. “ You might be a housekcepcr yourseli,
some day,” said the little mother.

W ith an inch-wide shovel, a mound of warm ashes was made on
ihc stovc-heanh, and there the wee egg was put to roast. It «as
served on a piale ihc sizc of a gingcr-snap, and set bcforc ihcstanng
Cornelia. After a while, Lucy ate the omclcl, and reponed thai
Dolly likcd it very much indeed.

WEATHER WISDOM.

I am told that a certain wisc man, who is calcd
“ the clcrk of the weather,” can tell pretty surely
if it will be warmer or colder, wet or fair, for a fow
days ahcad ; perhaps he can. But | know meny
a bird and insect that knows giiite surely "hat the
weather will be, and tbat provides beforehand
against storm and hcat and coid.

I havc heard, indeed, that a wondcrful man
named Henry Thoreau said, if he should wake froi"
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j trance in the midst of a New England swamp, he
could tell by the appearance of the plants what
time of ihe year it must be, and not be wrong by
nore than ten days. Well, Thorcau perhaps could
hae made good the gentio boast, for he knew
almost all that onc man could know about Nature
inNew England, and he kept a book in which he
«tole, for every day in the year, the fiames of the
floners that, according to what he had obsci-ved,
ought then to be in bloom.

But 1 wonder what Thorcau would have said
ifhc had waked from a trance in the middle of this
lsi spring? | think he would have been puzzlcd;
and so, too, he might have been had he lived in
the year 1816, in every month of
wlilcii diere was a frost, and which is
called “ the year without a summer.”

Yet lack does n’t bclieve that in
either of tirese periods the birds and
insects were puzzled at all about the
times and scasons.

CHNESE SKILL IN METAL-WORK

Dkak Mk. Jack : The leticr you showcd to
iisin yotir Jiily budgcl, about “ wondcrful glass-
ncndmg,” rominds me cf a fact recorded in a
hok as inic. If trtic, it certainly proves that
ihcCluncsc have grcat skill in melal-working.
Those dishoncst incn in China, who are most
saccessfil > making false money, produce picccs
vihich look, feel, and wcigh so nearly like ihc
good immcy that the jicoplc find it almost im-
possillc lo tcH the diflcrcncc. And so the
Chinese Kmperor actually gives pensions to these
vi-onderfil om nierfciters; that is, he pays ihcm
handsoiiic yunrly inconics, as bribcs lo induce
6em not 11 makc false money !

Truly yours, I',

SPIDERS AS SERVANTS.

Your Jack used to think that
ciery tidy housekccpcer had a strong
objection to spiders, and made it a duly to brush
down tlicir webs when found in-doors. But oneof
nybirds lias been telling me that, on some of the
West India Islands, the tidiest housckecpcers would
nt be without spiders on any account. In many
ahuman dwclling there, the faithful creatures are
herd at work trying to free the house from disa-
greeable insects. They know just what they have
todo, and they do it without being told, so they
ae rcspeeted, and valucd as good servants. In
bet, tlicir iiscfulncss is so well known that in almost

M. Lee.

amy niarket these many-legged *“ liousehold-
hdps” may be seen for sale.
LIVING PITCHERS. n

bti'v.v beside a shady pool that glimmecers in the
marsli sits a curious family. You can see in tlic
illustration what they look like. They are living
pitchers, each formed of a purple-tingcd Icaf, with
srong ribs and purplc veins ; and from the center
dfthe group riscs here and there a long stem, car-
Bingon its top a nodding purplc blossom.

The pitcher has a flaring mouth, or lid, whicli
itoer closcs, but on which is spread somc sweet
gtimiy stufif that attracts flies and insects; and
Hnthe middic at the outside is a sort of frill, or
»y The leaf keeps always about half-full of a
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liquid rcsembling water, and, inside, it is covered
with short hairs that point downward. When éan
insect falls into the pitclier, it soon is drowned, for
the liquid stupefies it, and the bristles prevent it
from climbing up and out. After a while, the
body of the inscct disappcars, for the leaf digests it.
The Sundew, also, digests or eats animal food;
and so, too, do several other plants, includin that
queer one called “ Venus’s Ty-trap,” whic lias
leaves that ci6se like a rat-trap on any flies that
brush against the hairs lining their inner surfaces.
By the way, there was a lady in New Jersey who
ke n one of these fly-traps as a curiosity. She got
it from North Carolina, its native country; and she

used to feed it
now and then—a very'
little at a meal—with

small bits of lotato,
chcese, breac, and
uncookcd bccf. One

day she put her finger on the bristles, Just to find
out what would happen. Snap 1went the trap, and
gripped her closely. Then cainc a prickly feeling,
then a sharp pain, and, at last, a racking ache that
made her take away her finger. But she said she
did n’t believe the poor insects who get caught feel
much pain, for, no doubt, they die at once.

A MOTHERLY ROOSTER.

Dear JJACK-iK.THE-Pui.PiT: After rcnding Lizzie H .’slettcr, which
you .showed to us in ihc March number, | thought | would wriie
to tell you and herabout a rooster belonging lo a ncigliborof ours.
He is a ver>- large, black, and handsomc bird; the man who owns
him bought somc little chickens, that had been hatchcd by machinery,
and, just for awhim, he gave them to this rooster. I'o his great sur-
prisc, the stately bird at once adopted them, taking them undcr his
wings at night, and clucking and scratching for them with all tho
motncrly care of an oid hen that was used to the business.

If any one gocs into the yard, he will run with the chicks to his
coop. He ncvcr lcaves them fiorinjurcs them by stcpping upon them.
He has raised a good many familics of little chickens wluch have
bccome nicc large fowls, somc of them as large as himself. Now,
let some of your readers see if they can mustcr such a rooster.—Your
constant reader, J. E. W.
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CONTRIBUTORS are respecifully informed that, between the ist of
Julyand the isth of September, manuscripts can not conveniently be

cxamined at the office of St. Nicholas. Conscqucntly, those who

desirc to favor the magazine with contributions will picase postpone

sending thcir MSS. until aftcr the last-named date.

Dear St. Nicholas: | was very much interestcd in your direc-
tions, in the May number, for making bubbles; but I want to tell
you how | make them sometimes. | lake an empty spool, and rub
11 on the soap; then dip it in the water—butonly a very littlc—and
blow through the other end, and you will find you havc as nice a
bubble as tnough you used a pipe.— Your constant rcader,

M aie Stevenson

Our lo Messrs.
courtesy in allowing us to rcprint, in our “ Trcasure-box of EngHsh
Liieraturc," two poems by Bryan W allcr Procter.

ihanks are due George Bell & Sons, for their

Dear St. Nicholas: | thought you would like lo have a leiter
from a littlc girl in South Australia, so 1 send you onc. By the
piciurcs in St. Nicholas | sec you havc much snow in America;
the ground is sometimes covered with snow and jce. Perhaps some
of your readers will be surprised when 1say that | never saw snow
in my life, and it is not many times that i have seen ice. We have
it very hot here at Christmas time, but Sar.t.i Claus comes lo Aus-
tralia in spitc of the hcat, and brings us littlc children nicc presents.
| am told thatwhen the people ncre are up, you are in bed; this
seems very curious to me.

We llave lois of stars in our sky; more than you havc, | think.
You can’'t see the Southern Cross. Adelaidc is a lovely city, with
gardcns everywhere, and Jie.Trly every day we can play m the open
air. | do like South Australia so, but | should likc to see snow, and
to see the boys snow-balling.— Yours truly,

Elsie Bonvthon, of Adclaide, South Australia.

No DOUBT, hundreds of our young friends have read with great
intcrest the accounts of Lord Nelson's victories on the Baltic and the
Nile, and many another thrilliiig description of fiercc conflicts on the
sea. And all like such narratives would do well to read
the articlc printed in Scribitet®s Monthly for June, cniitled “ An
August Morning with Farragut.”

Apan from the exciting incidcnts which it narrales in fine stylc,
the article has great valué to all young students bfthcir country's
annals, as a bit of history, since il is written by Lietitenant Kinney,
who himself was upon the same vcssel with Admiral Farragut, and
an cyc-wtncss of the scenes which he describes.

who

We can heartily commcnd this paper, morcovcr, as a just tribute
to a noblc-hcartcd and patriotic American admiral whosc wonderful
victories have made him known to the world as one of the greatest
naval coinmandcrs that cvcr lived.

Dear Editor: | thank you forthe St. Nicholas. | should n't
think Kitty Brown's mother would try her so many times, when she
forgot to shut down the piano-lid. She told her she would try her
only just once. Kitty's mamma told her a wrong story; | think
she did. She gave her some dough and some mince-meat,—enough
to makc two pies; and Kitty nevcr shut the piano-lid at all, and left
it open five times,—to see the monkey, to see her friends, to see her
papa— No; that js thrcc times. How will Kitty know, aftcr this,
what her mamma will do? Helen Tibbut, six years oid.

You are quite righl, Hclcn, in thinking that Kilty's mother tricd a
wrong plan for curing her. And this is onc of the lessons that
the story was meant lo teach.

Dear St. Nicholas: | thought that | should like to tell the girls
of a party which took place here, in Florida. The children who
aitended it were between theagesofsix and thiriecn. They carne early
in the afternoon, dressed plainly in lawns, percales, or piqués, pla>'cd
heartily, and went home before dark. It was aiTangcd and carried
out entirely by littlc girls. They sclectcd and Icamcd ihc spcechcs
and songs, dressed the dolls, arranged the thronc, and went to the
woods to get two May-poles, which they brought liéme, plantcd
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firmly in the ground, twincd wlh gray moss, and dccoraid uiih |
strips of gay-colorcd cambric. |

About sixteen girls and boys were inviied, and | iliink | hav, |
never been ata happier party, fior wiincssed a prcttier scene.

The throne was placed undcr an arch formed I>y the mceiinc |
branchcs of two largc pink olcandere in full bloom, nna on anli
around it wcrc grouped more than thirty dolls, dressed to represcni
the Queen of May, the Four Seasons, Ceres, Iris, Cupid, Alomine
Evening, several Alaids of Honor, Flora with her flower.giris, and
Titania with her fairies. The throne was covered wiih graymojA
and dccorated with palms and flowers.

The children stood around the throne and rccitcd the spcechcs (6f
their respective dolls, and sane two or three May songs. Then f»|.
lowed the dance around the Alay-pole, and relrcshnienis of cake
lemonade, and strawbcrries, ser\'cd out-of-doors. !

Hoping that this true account of the way some cliildien in the
Land of Fldwers enjoyed themselves may intercst oiher children, [
remain truly your fricnd, “ Flokii.a.™

“Little Cooks.”—Ella G.'s Ictter interestcd us verj- much. In
our Opinién, Miss Parloa’'s “* New Cook-Book,” puhlUhed hy Estes
& Lauriat of Boston, is the one you need. It is simple, cx.ict,and
telLsjust the things that girls and young housekccpers must Icara.if 1
thcy wish to avoid cxpcnsivc mistakcs.

Dear St. Nicholas: My Aunt Lulu had a c.at once that liked
music. Whcuevcr Lulu played on the piano the cat would come and
sit on the stcps and leten. Once Lulu left the pi.inn open, and by
and by she heard a funny sound on it, and when she carne down-
stairs and found the cat, .she was surprised. The cal would jump
upon the keys from one side and run across and iheit jtnnp upon
the other and go back again. Hakkv MacCuhu (io years).

The following item, copicd from ihc New York Tninw,m)-
intcrest those of our readers who remember the bcamiful cngraving
of Mr. Mtllais’'s painting of “* The Princes in the Tower," whichwas
publishcd in St. Nicholas for Fcbruary, i880:

Mr. Millais's well-known picturc of the “ Princes in the Tower"

has just been sold in London for nineieen thou.sand dulUis. The
artist has lately had an unpleasant accident. As he was leaving the

Lcvee, a footnian, in hastily shutiing the carriage-d<Kir, jammcd
tw'o of the fingers of Mr. Millais’s right hand, crushing ihein
severely.

Edna McDowell.— The littlc German girl's words lo Cora,in

the poem “ Babel,” printed in ihc May number, mean, “ Oh! oh! 1
can not understand you!” To the Frcnch girl, .she says: “ Whai
docs she [Cora] mean? When you know it, | should be glad to
hear.” The French girl says: “ Really! really!” and ihcn: “ 1|
know that jlis not polue; will they think ill of me for laughing?"

Those of our readers who are interestcd in ihc .anide upon
Flai-boating,” in the present number, as well as ihosc who havc
read ihc many admirable storics which Mr. Frank R. Stockton has
contributed to ibis magazine, will be glad, wc feel surc, to read the

following cxtracls from a private lettcr recently rcceived from him:

Hear | want to tell you of ihc very pleasant trip wc had
down the”ndian river. | will notinsult you by tclling you in wh.it
part of Florida the Indian riveris, but | have been obligcd lo infonn
nearly every other person of my acquaintance, to whom | spoke ou
the subject, that it is a long arm of the .searunning down the cast
coastof Florida, and scparatcd from the ocean by a narrow stnpot
land, sometimes not over a hundred yards wide. The river vanesm
width from six miles to thirty yards. Great porlions of us shorts .
entirely unscttled, and much of its scenery is wild and novel.

When | dcicrmincd to take my holiday last March, Mrs. Stockion
and I, with three young friends,—a lady and two gcnilcmen,—weni
up the St. John’s River nearly its entirc lcngth.—a very picuu®u”®
and intcresting trip,—and then procccded overiand to Titiisville, o
the Indian River. Hcrc wechartered a sail-boai for our journey i
Juapiter Inict, the Southern limit of the river. The boat wos
largcst wc could gci, but was not large enough to accommodatc i
whole party at night; so we took with us a tent. Our
occupiied three weeks. We were six days going down the n
stopping every night to camp. At Juapiter Inlct we made a pe i
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s(Qt camp, where wc staid tcji days,—putting up the tent—a rude
talmeiio hut—and permancntJymooring the boat. We were within
yfamilc of the occan, and ihc river at ihat place is one of ihe
fishing'grounds on the continciu. We fished two or ihrec
cvery day, and had splendid sport. We caught, allogether,
seven hundred pounds of fish, many of the fish being very
luge. The fincst—principally blue-fish and bass—we pickcd out
forour own cating, and gave the rest lo a man at the light-house,

»ho «as silting fish for markct. Ilic light-house was about a mile
{romour camp, across the river, and was the only habitation within
iwcmy or thiriy miles ofus. Our style of living was very primiiivc,
butwc laid in a good stock of provisions ai Titusvilic, and enjoycd
cur life exceedingly. Gur boatman was a good cook, and his hule
boywas general a.ss»stant, and handcd around the cups and dishes.
Fm the whole of the thrcc weeks, we lived almost entirely in the
open air (the cabin of the boat being open at one end), and yet
noneof us took coid, and all ihrived e.vceedingly.

The water of the river was salt, making us influence perfectly
healthful, and we had fine weather during the w'holc trip, being
viiitcd by two short gales only.

ihere were more uucrcsting incidents than | want to bore you
aith now; but you can imagine what a delightful time wc had.
Somciif titc scenery on the river, especially in “ the Narrows,” was
uenderfiilly tropical and beautiful.  On our rctum-trip, wc stopped
ai a little &aolitary store, to rcpicnish partof our stock of provisions,
atxiour bontm.on told us wc had better gct here all that wc wanted,
forit was sixiy-five miles 10 the next store. This will give you an
i6eaof how inc countr>'is “ opened up.”

Uhen we finishcd our charming journey, wc regretfully gave up
ouropcn*air life, and retumed to me habits of civihzation. « * o

For the benefit of Hule rcadcrs who may be troubled by lite icx|

Proud Prince Cham,” as given on pages 766, 767, 768, and 769,

oithc present number, wc here reprint ihc verses in plain Roman
ktters:

Proud Prince Cham.
DV EVA L. OCDEN

There was sobbing loud and weeping in the palace
Uf the great Prince Cham:
The tail feaihcrs of the royal stork were drooping,
Like a withered palm.
The ptKir Prince would n't eat his birds’-nest jelly,
Tlioiigh it was so nice,
nd he couid n'i bear to touch his liot-roasc chicken,
Or his frcsh-boiled rice;
Forihc hcir of all his kingdom, who had come that morning,
Was a 1" oh, dcar me!
\hen it should havc beeu a prince, was nothing bul a princcss,
lirown as shc could be.

Prince Cham had wept lili a pile of soaked handkerchicfs
Lay at his side,

nd had even lost his self-control, which was
So imich his pridc;

When he stopped, and called for his fan and umbrella,
And rose up to go

To ihc cave of the conjurcr down in the hollow
Uf Mount Lo Ko Fo.

That conjurcr was a cunning man:
When he walked he carried a tcn-frot fan,
And over his head flew a frying-pan
(Instead of a handsome paper umbrella)—
A frying-pan that was black and ycHow;
And when he wanted to ride anywhere,
He rodé on a buttcrlly right through ihc air,
W hile 'round him and over him floatcd a pair
O f builerflics, too,—
Onc red and one blue.

Mighty man!” thus spoke Prince Cham,

W hile he bowcd quite lowly,

Man of might, who can do things

Both holy and unholy,

Ip my palace is a princess, brought there but to-day.

Conjurcr! 1 do beseech ihce, lakc the thing away,

¢nd in ihe place of it besiow on me,

The lord of Much Chum Fee,

A hcaliliy, handsome little prince, who shall always look Hke
me!

The conjurer rose,

And, uncurling his toes,

Callcd for his fiying stecd:

And away through the air,
Followed closc by the pair

U f buiterflics bright, did he spced.
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When he reached the palace and saw the princess brown,
He took his ihn in one hand and on the floor sat down.
He set six tops a-spinning and he drank a cup of tea,

And then he drew a polygon that was just as big as he;

Then he lit a fire in the frying-pan,—
The pan all black and ycllow.

And he rose and took the princess,
And Iwrrowed Cham's umbrella:

And while the smoke grew denscr,
And the tops hegan 10 whir,

Right up and out and through the roof
Flew off the conjurer!

All up and down his kingdom, the land of Much Chum Fee,

The great Prince Cham goes wandering as sad as he can be;

For he 's lost his mighty conjurer, and the heir he had is gone,

And he can not find them anywhere, though he looks from sun
to sun;

And still he mourns his disconlcnt, the source of all his woe

(For “half a cup is better than no tea at all,” you know);

i3ut he 'll nevcr gct his Princess back, for very far away

The conjurcr has hidden her in the city of Bombay,

Where shc spins ihc tops of magic and she rides the buiierfly,—

The wonder still and envy of all the passers-by.

Mrs. R. C.—In responso to your wish to know of a good book
of Kindergarten movement songs for your little ones, we would fiame
Mrs. Clara Bccson Hubbard's compilation, laicly published by
Balmer & Weber, of St Louis. You will find replies to nearly all
of your querics in the proface to this work by Miss Susan E. Blow.
The compiler claims that the book is the resultof years of careful
trial and sclcclion. The songs having bcen tcstcd practically,
besides being very simple and cffeclive, they are ofjust the sort tliat
must intercst children.

D ear St. Nichoi.as: In the May number, | read the story of
Little Tototc,” and | scnd this as a kind of sequel, hoptng you
will like it.

Little Totote Again.

One day, when Totote was cating her bread-and-mik, shc said:

“ Nurse, | don't like to stand on my he.ad any more. | think it
makes me fccl too dizzy. But 1like to look in my gold spoon,—
only | do notwant lo be on my head."

“ Oh, is that ii? '[ said Nursc. “ | am afraid little Totote will
havc to give up looking into her spoon, if shc does not like to stand
with her head dowmward.”

But Totote shook her pretty curls, and said she would talk to her
kiiiy about it. So she took Kitiy in herarms and showed her the
spoon, and said:

“ Kitty, Kitty, tell me how | can look in my gold spoon and not
have to stand on my head.”

K itty looked verj' wise, and was very siUl. Shcdid n't even mew.
Bul pretty soon she put up her soft litile paw on the tablc, and
played with the gold spoon until shc turned fi over.

And—what do you think? There was Totote, with laughing
eyes and dancing curls, in the back of ihc spoon, and right side up,
too!

“ Oh, Nursc!” shc cried: “ now, | can look in my spoon and
not liave 10 be on my head, after all, unless | choose! | can do
both ways whenever | like. | thought Kitty would know about jl.”

And Nurse was very much surprised, indeed, to sce that this was
really tnic. WwW. P. B.

The many boys .and girls who havc read that interesting story,
Elizabcth ; or, the Exiles ofSiberia,” and o\so the accounLs of the
Empress Catherine's icc-palace, certainly must think of Russia as a
coid country. And almost all of us associatc it more with wintry
landscapcs of ice and snow, than wich such sccncs as the one
dcpictcd on page 748 of the prescnt number. But you who havc
sludied gcography do not need to be told that Russia is onc
of ihc largcst countrics on the globc; and, excepting the sirange-
looking hamcss on the horse, and the queer costumes of ihc workcrs,
this harvcst-scene is almost cxactly like haying-time in our own
ficlds. Probably this sketch was made in some part of Southern
Russia, which, as many of you know, contains, perhaps the richest
wheai-fields in Europe.

Dear St. Nicholas: | havc a kitten, and her flame Is “* Fun.”
Shc is very fond of my baby-doll. Shc will lie on her long dress all
day, and she will lick her face and put her paw around her.—Your
friend, ' Bertha
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W e invite your attention this month to somcthing brighter than
butterflies, sunnicr than flowers, and busicr than bees. Let us con-
sider the girls and boys who have thus far joincd the army of ihe
“A. A More than a thousand strong, they are scouring the
prairies of Kansas; climbing the foot-hills of the Sierras; discovcring
beautiful the Rocky Mountnins; analyzing magnolia-
blossoms in Mississippi; killing rattlesnakcs on their own door-steps
in Colorado: studying gcology in England; gathcring “ edelweiss”
from the slopes of the Alps; wandcring, by permit, through New
York's Central Park; spying out specimcns from the mica mines of
picking up tarantulas and scorpions in Texas; scarching
lor the flowers and insects of the Argentinc Republic; gathcring
algse and sca-shclls on the coast of Florida; growing wisc in the
palcontology of lowa; arranging the variously colorcd sands of the
Mississippi river in curious bottles; in Massachusctts, anxious to
know wheiher ‘“the limnanihemutn ofour waters has roots” ; scnd-
ing from Chicago to learn aboutthe “ centerof buoyancy” ; hold-
lllinois; cclebrating ibc birihday of Professor
Agassiz (May 28) in New Hampsbire with a picnic and appropri-
ate cxcrcises: giving cntcrtainmcnls, and rcalizing “ enough to buy
a cabinet and have thirty dollars over to start a Ubrary” in Oregon;
making wondcrful collectiuns in Virginia; enjoying the assistance
and listening to the lIccturcs of eminent scientists in Philadclphia;
cnmiling scholars and tcachers in Connecticut and Rhodc Island;
detcrmining lo become profcssors in the District of Columbia; writing
fraternal messagcs from Cafiada; seleciing quartz crystals from the
hot-springs of Arkansas; discovering geastmms on Long Island,
and cverywhcre Icaming to use their eyes in detccting the beautiful
in the common, and the wondcrful In the before despised.

caves in

Vermont:

ing ficid-meciings in

Does soliiiidc check cnthusiasm ? Listen lo a voice from the wild

shorc of Lakc Worth, in Southern Florida:

“ W c have no church, school, or stores within seventy miles of us.
We have a mail only once a week, and the last iweivc miles the
mail-carricr carnes the mail on his back, walking along the sea-bcach.
W c have no good books of rcfcrencc on natural history, but shall be
able to collect numbcrs of interesting spccimens, both from sea and
land. | have found a grcat many alg» on our coast.”

Mr. Edward Moran, oneof our most diligent mcmbers, has the
cxcellent habit of making daily notes of what he fincis of intcrest.
Somcof them read as frcshly as a page from W hite’'s “ Selborne,” a
book which all boys and girls should read. He says:

“ Tcarne acrossacommon reddish-brown hairy Caterpillar, curicd up
under the bark on a stump. | warmed him for a momenton iny
handj and he woke up. 1look him home, and soon he commenced
building his cocoon out of his own hairs. After he had finished, |
cut offthe cnd of the cocoon and put a little cotton-wool in the box.
He took to it very readily, and paichcd up his cocoon with it. 1am
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told that, by carcful management, you can get a red, whiic and W
cocoon.” '

Nothing has been more gratifylng than the persevcrincc which the
members of our difiercut chaptcrs manifest. Their intcrest giou-j
continually. Here is the way the secrctary of the .Aubum, Ali
chapter wriies:

“ Our chapter began in Februar>' with five members, and wiw
contains fourteen. More than halfofour mcmbers are girls—good
honesl, hard-working girls in the society. They do nui waiiforhch
from their parents, but do ihc work ihemselvcs. The boysareoi *
ihc alert from one meeting to the next, and come laden with cutw<i.
lies of all kinds. The attendance is always good, and ihc rcpjns
are full ofintcrest. We are anxious lo have a badgc. Wcare
always going to collcct two spccimens of each kind, so aslo send
you one. Wc shall slrive lo makc this the battfivr i/mpurof li*
Association.”

Such letters as these stir up In us very warm fcelings toward our
friends in ihc “ sunny South,” and when we add to them hundreds
of a similar tenor from the far West, East, and North, we fccl ihatihe
young people ofour country are full of noble and aiTvcti'jnate fcding,
and we are sure that a unitcd sludy of the wondci> of Xaiurc,
created for us by our Heavenly Father, is drawing us all more
closely togetherin the bonds ofa common brolherhood.

Kansas Is of much interest,” we are told by a member of the
wide-awake Atchison chapter, “ as it is full of fossils and petrifaciions.
Here ancicnt and cxtinct animals have roamcd at large, and iheir
rcmains have been discovered.”

We are now starting on our second thousand. We hope to matuic
a more systematic plan of work before many months. .Mcanwhile,
prcss on. We intend pcrsonally to answer every leiter; buiocca-
siunally onc writcs and forgcls to give his address, orfaiU loinclosca
stamp.

If you fail to receivc a reply, write again. There are hnndred.s of
interesting things aching lo be told. Just think of th.ii chapterii
Lockport, N. Y., with a hundrcd mcmbers—and the bad ge discus-

Address, after September 15, 1881,

H. H. llattard, Lenox Academy, Lenox, Mass.
Li'si 0/ Additional Chapters.
No. 0/ . No.0/
chapter. Name. Members. Secretury s AtUras.
67. New York (A) veee. . 6..R. W. Tailer, 12 K. lothsi.
Grand lunction, lowa (A). 5..S.J. Sniith.
Middicbury, Vi. .Miss Carric S. Stcelc.

) (A).. 14.
70. Phila. (E).. .
71- Grand Rapids, Mich. (A)..

50..A. A., 141 N. aoihst.
4. WilHc G. Allyn.
7

72. Ncedham, Mass. (A )..... .Gilbcrt Mann.

73. Baltimore, Md. (B)... io..Miss Susie H. Keitb, TOMd
ave.

74- Moorcsiown, N.J. (A)__ 7. .Miss Anna F. Jliomas (Box
115)-

Eaycttevilic, Ark A
East Urange, N. J. (B)... 12..Miss Florcnce Whiunan.
9 ..Miss Hclcn Reynolds, care

77- Wilkcsbarre, Pa. (A).-....
Col. M urray Reynolds.

78. Washington, D. C. (B).... 6..1Jroc. Shears, 1236 6th st,

Lockport, N. Y. (A).........100.. Miss Agncs McKae,careCoL
McKae.

4..D. F. Sarber.

7 ..Miss E. Guemsey Bingham.

5..Crowcll Haddcn, 69 Remsen

Street.

79-

80. Bcthany, Ohio (A).
81. Wclisville, N. Y.
g82. Brooklyn, N. v.

St. Johnsbury, Vt. (A) 7..C. D. Hazcen.
Lowcll, Mass. (A) 10..W. C. Chase, n Nesmiih-M.
g5, Lcroy, N. Y. (A).. x8. .Miss Mar>* N. Liibrop, Un-
esee Co.
86. Gloucestcr, Mass. (A)...... ...Ralph_S. T.nrr.
87. Manhattan, N. Y.( (R?)i %\ﬁm T. Frohwcin. 218 Stan-
ton Street.
New York (C).. 6..John R. Blakc, 26 West ijth
Street. n
89. Hull's Mills, N. Y. (A).... 7..Miss Alicc Brower, Dutches
County.

5..F. A. Whe.Ti, P. O. 150x6i2

90. Nashua, N. H. (Bj i -

91. Biiflalo, N. Y. (A). 2..Miss F. F. H.lHmstro, ir
High st

02. N. Cambridge, Mass. (A). 7..Fred. E. Keay.

6 ..Miss Harrie 0.
7. James R. Covertl. O. >

93. Staunton, Mass. (A)......
94. Atchison, Kan. (A)

16. Miss Addie W. Smiih.

95. Joliet, 1L (A)...

5..F. M. Polhamius (I'ox t:
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In cach of these examplcs, ihc problecm is to arrange the grouj~d
kticrb so that they will form a word agreeing with the accompanying
definilion.

chhatteoo.—A pain.

2 Orrcddnnoohd —A beautiful flowering shrub.

5 llaannyssi.- An inhabitant of a certain Airican country.

4 Tccllvaai.—To mitigate.

5 (Jddcaanenn.—Attacked with heavy artillcry.

¢ Maggeennte.—Obligation.

1 limiottaii—Mode of cnlrancc into a socicly.

8 Fuoiinn.—Estimation.

9. Rccpnnitt.—Related to the matter in hand.

10. Ruoppuhhss. —A familiar Chemical substancc. M. C. d

CROSS-WORI) JINGI.E.

In mast, in fast, in last,

In under, bul never in over;
In fling, in bring, in swing,

In mullcin, but never in clover;
In boast, in roast, in toast,

In tourist, but nevcr in rovcr.
Who can this jingle sean,

Will a hoUday-time discover. m. wf.1ls.

DOIJBIVE A(!ROSTIC.

The primais and findis fiame a palriot who was exccutcd in Great
Briiain, in the carly part of the fourtccnth century.

Cross-words. i. An omamemal tree. 2. One of the United
Siaics. The ~d should adorn the brow of the poct namcd in ihc
4ih.  Thebih ISa State adjoining my second. The 6thwashcs the
shorcsofihc 71b, which also is a State. archie anu huch.

CROSS-WOKI) ENIGMA.
My first is in lose, but not in find:
My second in melén, but not in rind;
My third is in thyme, but not in sagc;
My fourth is in passton, but not in rngc;
My fifth is in knifc, but not in dish;
My sixth is in want, but notlin wish;
My scvenih in dog, but not In «rat;
My eighth is in mousc, but not in rat.
When fresh and cool, my whole alway

Is welcome on a summer day.
BESSIE VINCENT.

THREE WORU-SQUARES.

I. 1
-\countryof
an cmpcror. 2.
w. 1. Part of a foot. 2.

1>omes(ic fuwls.

POINT of the compass. 2.
thai division. 4. To domcsiicaie. [IlI. :. A tille of
Nothing. 3. Artifices. 4. A fragrant flowcr.
An African river. 3. A itibc. 4.
allie d.

ITAT.r .SQUARE.

2. An c.xclamation. 3. Is used for illumination.

J. Inpumpkin.
5. A Turkish official.

{1 To mutce and mix.

DROP-ILETI"ER PUZZLE.

Onc of the United States.
A city of South America.
A group of islands.

A city of Cuba.

A city of Spain.

» A-a-a-a.

a.
5- -a-a-a.

UZZIE D. FYFEK.

EASY DOUBLE OECJAPITATIONS.

J- Remeai a weapon used in htintlng, and Icaveairuit; again,
A leave what Polonius bade Lacrtes “ give evcry man ” (Jfatnlet,

1 BcKcad to wink drowsily, and leave-caiweisiand Eartli. 5.

chain; again, and leave a ligiiid in universal use. 111. Behcad lo
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A great division of land. 3.
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upbraid, and leave frigid; again, and leave ancient. 1V. Bcheadcircu-
lar framcs tuming on axes, and leave what it is bad lo be “ out at

again, and leave certain wriggling animals. V. Bchead a danger-
ous sea-monster, and leave to listen; again, and leave what Noah
left on Mount Ararat. V1. Bchead a sluggish animal, and leave
two inches and a quarter; again, and leave lo be indisposed.
VII. Behead calm, and leave to cuhivate; again, and leave harm.
VIH. Behcad that which, rolling, “gathers no mo5s,” and leave
mclody; again, and leave a whole. perly adams.

CHARABE.

Special mention will be made of the fiames of those who send
their own original drawings embodying the answcr to this churade.

Along my/irsi | wandercd far,
I hcard the sea-wavcs lap the shore,
And wished my secondy'Q<; but near,
To blend his notes with Ncptune’s roar.
Eager to see my w/toU\ | peercd,
Through gathcring dusk, on evcry sidc,—
When, suddcnly, across my paili,
Its futUng form | just dcscried! m oc. d.

MYTIIOLBGICAL DIAGONAL PUZZLE.

1’0 soLVE ihis puzzle: write down, in ihc ordcr of the accom-
panying numerdis, the fiames of the mythological pcrsonagcs rcpre-
scnted in the uppcr and lower picturcs.  Eacli of tlie fiames has six
Ictters, and the Iclters of the diagonal, reading downward from ihc
uppcer Icft-hand comer, form the fiame of the Hindd “ God of
Walcrs," rcprescnted in the central picturc.

Across.—i. The lame artist-god. 2. The goddcss of wisdom.
3. A marine divinity, son of Ocean and Earth. 4. The son of
A monstcr. 6. Onc of the Muses. D iaco-

NA!.: The Hindd god of watcrs. i.aura.



8 I6 THE RIDDLE-BOX. (AWtST.

WOIIDS WITHIN WORDS. Again, and me you now may drivc:
. ) . . . Although | 'm not a span,
The first word defined is found by bchcading and curtailing the Bul you might cali for ///«, perhaps,
w_ord defined next. RxampU: Human beings, in auguries. Aft- To aid you in your plan.
siver: Men—omens.
1. To give, in votes. 2. To expire, in a farewcU. 3. To leave, in And now a quite uncommon thing
a high court ofjustice. 4. To mislay, in a wardrobe. 5. To wandcr, You 'll have, if once again
among tropical fruits. 6. To suspend, in small pieces quoney. 7. You change my head, for you will sec
An insect, in a poem. 8. A girl, in a flag. 9. A garrct, In open-work. I 'm diflicult to gain.
10. An island, in soft woolcn goods. B. AUNT SfE
IUIO.HROID.
CIIANGED HEADS. [
First take a certain animal,
That 's very good to cook,
In fact, you 'll find the recipe
In many a cookery-book. *kkkk
Now change my head, and if you 're brave, Across: i. A conspiracy. a. Having a tone. 3. FRe mouni.
You 'll see what you should do, ain daisy. 4. Neatcr. 5. An under-ground canal.
I'f well assured that in the fight, Downward: i In acoms. 2. A prepositlon. 3. A morass
Your cause were just and truc. 4. In a short time. 5. The sumame of an American Revolu-
. tionary general. 6. A small river fish. 7. Novel. & 'lqj¢ begii).
Change me again, and then be sure ning of repentancc. 9. In preparation. E s F
To lakc me ere you go )
Where dangcr lurks, on land or sea,
From accident or foe. TRAN.SPOSITIONS.
Again (when changed), | 'm often seen I. Transpose naiivcs of a certain Europcan countr>', .md forra 3
Upon your suppcr-table;— range of mounlains; again, and form ecclesiasiical di*nitarics;
Aye, in your bcdroom, kitchen, hall, agam, and form a fortifica town of Francc. 2. Transpnsc a strip of
Your parlor, or your stablc. ox-hide, and form hoar-frost; again, and ibrm deep muci: again, and
form an Arabian prince. 3. Transpose certain animals, and forra
Again, and you are dining weapons; again, and form a planct. 4. Transpose the people. and
On viands nicely done, form a countiy of Europe;—5. Transposc tools used by joiners and
Or in the 6mnibus you may form a city m that country’. 6. Transpose a militaiy chief, and
Be paying just for one. form to dilate; again, and form a laborer in the harvcst-field. d.
ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE JULY NUMBER.
SOEUTION OF FOURTII OF JUEY j>IAZE. Patriotic Doidle Acrostic. Primais: Fourth of Julr
Findis: Indcpendcncc. Cross-words: 1. Fungi. 2. (Vi<eN. 3
UpbraiD. 4. RcncgadE. 5. TurniP. 6. HugE. 7. OmcN. S
FcuD. 9.JokK. 10. UrcliiN. 11. LogiC. 12. Y.inkcK.
Monument Puzzle. 1. G. 2. FEd. 3. ROd. 4. ARm. 5
AGo. 6.KEg. 7. OWn. 8TAg. o, ASk. 10. AMa. 1L
Sin. 12. ANd. 13. SuGar. 14. E xl'ol. 15. schOlar. 16
ChaNcel.
Easy Central Acrostic. i. Bin. 2. ANt. 3. .\Dd. 4.

PEt. 5 APt. 6. VF>* 7. ANd. 8 ADo. 9. JEi. lo. ENd
11. .ACt. 12. FEe. 13. ODc. 14 BAr. 15 AYc.
Two Cross-wokd Enigmas. 1. Firc-crackens. 2. lloliday.
Numerical Enig.ma “ We have met the cnemy and they are
ours—two ships, two brigs, onc schooncr, and one sléop." Commo-
dore Peny to General Harrison.

Easy Concealed Cities. 1. Bclfa.st.2. Carlislc. 3. New-
port. 4. Oxford. 5. Bath. 6. Pisa. 7. Dover.

Mytholocical Diamoni). i. D. 2. PAnN. 3. DaXac. 4
NAg. 5. E. Riddle. Pennyroyal.

Charade. Mnndatc.

Pictukial Ckoss-word Enigma. Answer, Powder.
Take an ordinary pea, the first in ihc pod;
Then tire next in the pod may be second,
The first of the worst may now be «sed;
Then the last jn ihc pon be reckoned.
The extremes of an Kan will finish a word
That in my jniiials you often havc heard.

T ranspositions. 'Il. Gamcr—ranecr. 2. Dirgc—ridge. 3
Stage—gatcs. 4. Slrrub—brush. 5. Sauce—cause. 6. Liunbci—
rumblc. 7. Islam—mails. 8. Dusty—study. 9. Scalc—laces
10. Rouge—rogue.

N umerical Enigma for W ee Puzzlers Israel Pmnam.

The flames of solvcrs are prinled in the second number after that in which the puzzles appear.

Answersto May Puzzles were rcceived, loo late for acknowledgmecnt in the July number, from L. Gib.son, Jr., 8— Margarei B,
and Beatrice C. B. Sturgis, Montpcllicr, France, 11.

Solutions to Puzzles in the June Number were received before June 20, from Jessaminc, 2— Louisc Butler and

Starr, 1— F. L. Lone, i— Bella A., i— Geo. A. Gillespic, i— E. R. Conklin, 2— Rosa L. Witie, r— Lillian V. Lcach, r— LizzicH. D.
St. Vraln, 4— “ Puncm and Judy,” 3— Eucene M., 1— Chesicr Whilmore, i— Willie O. Brownfield, 4— L. and M. Williams i— .Sarah,
Pcier, and Jake, i— Mabel Thompson, 2— Grace Van Vranken, 2— Geo. Brown, 3— E. L. Gould, i— “ Otter River,” 3— M- S.

— Irving Jackson, 4— Henry C. Brown, all— Bcssie Taylor, 3— Edith McKeever and Carric Spciden, 5— Mamie Mcnsch, 3— | >zzic U
Fyfer, 3— LilUe and Etta, 3— M.irion Wing and Daisy Vail, 2— C. Hutchinson, 1— John Blanchard, i— Sallie Wilcs, ir— *'C.'istorand
Pollux,"» 6— J. Ollic Cay”ley. 2— Bertha, Herméan, and Charles Elsbcrg, 4— Jack R. Wrcnshall, 2— C. F. and H. L. B. Jr.,, S--H. I
W hiilock, |— Henry D. Pcnfield, Jr., 2— Freddie ThwalLs, 10— Edward Vuiice, all— Cornic and May, 4— “ Mignon,” ~ J-Bouglas
Brown, i— Rose Rarilan, i — Alma Spear, 2— Harrict L. Pruyn, 2— Florcncc G. Lafie, 2— Lulu G. Crabbc, 5— I*cwis P. Koninson, 2—
Frcd. C. McDonald & Co., 11— Robert A. Gally, 6— I..etitia Presién, 4— Bumpsy Gardncr, 3— Liiln Clarkc and Ncllie Caldwell, 3—AU«
Maud Kytc, 5— Herbert Barry, all—*“ Buttercup and Daisy,” 7— Lalla F. Croft, i— Bertha S. Giddings, i— Emma A.

“ Queen Bess,” all— Sarah G. Ward, 2— “ Alass,” 2— J. S. Tcnnant, 9—Tom Spear, 5— Florence Lcslie K.yle, 10— verna and Unctd

Frcd, 3— Hester Powcll, 4— Dycie Wardcn, 8— Archic and Charlotte, 5. The numerdis denote the number of puzzles solved
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