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BASTIEN-LEPA GE.

By Ripley Hitchcock.

In the Department of the Meiise, in north-
westcin Francc, is the little farming village of
Damyvillers, a mere handfiil of cottages droppcd
in the inidst of rolling plains «-hich ave dotted
with vincyards and rulcd off by straight rows of
siender poplars. The well in the village sqiiare
is the morning mceting-place of womcn who clat-
ter over the stones in their wooden shoes to fill
their water pails. Prcsently you may sec the
men leaving their cottage doors on their way to
work among the vincs or in the potato-fields out-
side the village. Between their ficlds and their
cottages they spend their lives.
do not go away from Itomo. They care most for
the prospccts of their crops. Their only time of
merrymaking is thevillage/He. They are interestcd
in what they can see, and understand, and handlc.

But, slrangcly enough, among them grew up a
pcnsant, onc of themsclves. whose eyes werc keen
cnough to sce that this oiit-of-door life was beauti-
ful; that these figures laboring in the ficlds were
cnclowed witli a noliility of their own, and that the
orchards and vineyards and grassy pastures of
Damvillers were pictures in themselvcs.

1 suppose that no other of the peasants ever
ihought whether their lifc was beautiful or not.
Thcy were oiiliged to work hard, and when tlio
work was done, they werc hungry and tired, and
that was all.

Now, this young pcasant, who was ncvcr so
hungry or tired as to forget ihc beauty of the
sccnes arcund him, lived c.vactly like the othcrs.
He was born, it is now thirty-sevcn yeai-s since, in

These pcasant?

a little stonc cottage with an odd thatchcd roof.
which stands at the cérner of the village squarc.
There are only four rooms in this cottage, and of
these rooms the pleasantest was the large kitchen
where his father and grandfather used to sit before
a great open fire-place in which Ining a generous
pot fillcd with bubbling pot au feu, or the “ soup
of black bcans.” for which his mother was famous.
Jules Bastien, the father, had been a coopcr.
making easks for the wine from the vincyards, but
by and by lie saved money enough to buy a vine-
)-ard for himself. Grandfather Lcpage. too, was of a
thrifty disposition, and from the earnings of his
hard work he liad saved a little sum of which he
madc good use, as we shall see. Behind the eot-
tagc and the liarn ivas a delightful gardcn. wliero
the young Jules and his brother Emile used to play
among rows of hollyhocks and poppies, and under
the shade of some’ oid apple-trces. Many years
afterward this jjlai-ground ljecame famous, as |
shall tell you.

As the peasant boy Jules grew up, his mormngs
were no longer spcnt in |>lay, but he tnidgcd off
after his father to work among the vines, Every
onc worked at Damyvillers, and so Jules Bastien
saw about him cvery day the men and womcn
moving up and down the rows of vines, bending
over the hiils of polatocs, spreading hay in ihc
ficlds or rcsting at noon, and the boys and girls
tcnding the cows in the pastures. There was a
scnsitve brain behind his cycs, and sometliing
there was toiichcd by thesc things.

Anotherboy cqually scnsitive might havc written

Cropyrigii, 1887, ky The centi KYCN.  AILiKI'ls reserved.
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I'EzZVSANT PAINTER
i-udc verses. Jules began to draw the sights before
him. He sketched the womcn drawing water at

the tveil, and tl>c strong-armed labovers in the
fields. Once he saw some soldiers, and thcbrill-
iant colors of thcir uniforms appealed to him.
So he drew soldiers for a lime, and Madamc Bas-
tion, with a mother’s loving pride, gatliered and
kept his rough drawings and showed thcm to any
one who carne to see her. I suppose Father
Oastien lookcd with little favor at first upon
this everlasting spoiling of paper. Probably he
thought that Jules could use his time far more
profitably in the fiekis. But the boy’s interest m
vine-growing was the interest of an artist, not of a
wine-maker. He was sent to school, but the prizes
which he brought home from the college of Vcr-
dun, a neighboring town, all were prizes in draw-
inrr.  Then he looked toward Paris. At first -his
fatlier was dismayed at the sacrifices of a life of art,
and wished him to entcr a scientific or military
college. But jules was resolved to become an
artist.

Now in France art is rccognized and cncouragecl
by the governmcnt. In many towns as well as
cities there are frce avt-schools, and scholavships
are establishcd for the assisiancc of piomising
students. All this has been a matter of course for
so long that the people of Francc, even the peas-
ants, have grown to understand the dignity of art as
i profession. Accordingly, if a French boy wishes
to become an artist, his choice is regarded as
worth respectful consideration ; while in America,
wherc art reccives no rccognition from national, or
State, or City governmcnts, the adoption of art as
a profession is looked upon very cliffercntly, even
by people much better educated than the Frcnch
peasants. In other words, art is a part of the very
lifc of Francc, but it is as yet only a feeble trans-
planted growth in America.

So it was not deemcd a crazy and unheard-of
projcct when Jules Hastien asked to go to Paris, to
devotc his life seriously to art. But his father,
a well-to-do peasant, could not support Jules during
his term of study. Neverthcless, at the age of
sixteen he left Damvillers for Paris. Too proud
to become a burden to his family, he obtaincd a
supernumcrary clerkship in the post-officc, and
his leisure was given to the study of art. He
remaincd in this uncongenial position for ciglu
months.

But Grandfather Lepagc, who was as confident
as Mother Bastion of the young man’s future.
carne to the lad’s aid with the savings from his
toil; and this help, with a pensién of a hundred
francs (about twenty doliais) monthly, from homc
(according to one accoiint, the incomc from a
scholarship fund), cnabled the young peasant to

* Promunccd io-ear. I Drawing cln« in ihc

. [Kov.
JUI-ES BASTIEN - 1-EPAGE.

entcr the Beaux Ar/s,” as the chief academic
school of fine arts is familiarly callcd.

Jules’s homc in Paris was a tiny garret in one of
the narvow, quaint strcets of the Latin Quarter,
which has sheltered so many gencrations of stu-
dents. All day long he was atwork. He studicd at
the Municipal'Cwrrtofdrawing and heard lIcctures
upon anatomy at the School of Medicine. He was
admitted to the studio of Cabancl, and there he
zealously worked at his easel through the day, sur-
rounded b)’ young art students much given to
practica! jokcs upon cach other.
too much in earncst for joking.

Occasionally an erect, dignified man, with white
beard and snowy hair, half hidden bcneath a black
vclvet skull-cap, walked through the great room,
pausing at this eascl and at that for a word of
praise or criticism. This ivas Cabancl, who is
countecl a famous artist; and yetall Julcs’s idea of
art were opposed to those of his master. Cabancl
is known as an “ academic ” painter. His piciuvcs
are correct according to the rules of the schools.
but beyond this they excite no particular fecling.
He paints modcls as historie or mythological chav-
acters, but in all his later pictures, at least, you
think only of the well-trained artist painting prctty
models in his studio,

But Basticn was

His charactcrs are not
living.

Now, Jules Bastien wished to get away from
this academic art, and from the tvaditions of ihe
schools, and to paint nature. As | have told you,
he saw the beautiful side of the out-door pcasant-
life at Damvillers, and he wished to render this
real life just as he saw it. So, whilc the elementaly
training in Cabanel’s studio was uscful, and while
he gainod a knowlcclgc of his tools, the pupil and
master were reall>’ as far aiiait as tlie poles. And
the tnith is that the pupil was a man of stronger
indiviclualiiy than the master.

Jules Bastien was just beginning to put his
traintng to use when tvar uas declared between
the French and the Prussians. He cnlistecl in a
company of /-rancs-tircurs”™ and it is said that the
commandcr. M. Castellani, an artist, savcd his life,
Jules Bastien’s health was poor, and lus spints so
cloudccl by the disappoiiitmcnts of his early strug-
gles that he cxposcd himself vashly in cvery battlc,
as if more than willing to be killed. M. Castellani,
who knew the young artist’s talent and promise,
rcmonstrated with him; but siill Jules was found
in Ihc front of cvcry encoiinter.

At last, he was slightly wounded. Against his
will, M. Castellani sent him to a military hospital
in Paris, and privatcly asked the clirectrcss and the
physician to find rcasons for keeping Jules from
rcjoining his company. They did so. U lien his
wound was healed, he was told that his general

Mimidpal School GfD«ign. ; Shorpshooicrs.
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healtli was too poor to admit of his discharge, and
Uc was kept at the hospital, an unconscious pns-
onei-, tiniil thc war was at an end.

This was a time of strugglc and povcrty, thcse
early days of Jviles Basticn’s career. He was glad
to dratv designs for afashion journal, and once he
wcent down to Uamvllicrs and paintcd forty por-
traits of the villagcrs. The cost of living, small as

mFAT.IER JACQCES, THK WOODMAN."

his expenses were, was a scrinus matter. For the
rent of his little attic stiidio he paid fifty clollavs a
year. He brcakfasted upon threc sotiss®worth of
bread and two of coffee, with inilk. For dinner,
at a franc and a half, abtiut twcnty-sevcn cents, he
wcnt to the restaiirant of Mademoisello Anua, Rtic

THE

Saint-Bcnoit. In the evenings Jiiles, his brother
Eraile, who was a student of architecture, and
other friends met at an odd little café behind the
Odéon, and talked ufart, among clouds of smokec.

In those eaviy days he painted a pictiirc of a
peasant girl walking in a forest, in spring. cn-
trapped by Loveswho wcrc casting their ncts before
her feet. This picture was acceptcd at the Salan

I'AIKTIN.; BY BAS,TIES.LKPAGE- (SEB T'AGE 10)
in 1873. through thc influcnce of Cabanel. but it
was not sotd. U was thc first pamting that Julos
Hastien cxhibited, and its fato was a cunous onc.
Kind-heartcd Mademoisclic Anua undcrstood the
needv State of the young arlists who v.sited her

restaurant, and Hastien was hcr favorito. hen

Ahoui ihrec cents.
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he lackcd ihc franc and a half fur dinner, she
checriiilly gavc him crcdit, and finally she accoptcd
this picture inpayment forayear’sdinncrs. Aftcr-
svard, «-hen the namc of the artist bccamc famous,
she was offcrod four times the amount of lier bill
for the painting, but she refiiscd lo part «-ith it, and
kcpt the tirst woik of her protege until her dcath.
So the young peasant paintcr madc loyal friends m
his days of adversity. And, howcver bitter his dis-

Salén, because ncarly two hundred years ago a
man named jMansard first instituied exhibitions of
Works by living ariists in the Orand Salén of the
Louvro, a government building dcvotcd lo art.

In 1874. Jules Bastien brought to Paris a picture
which he had paintcd a: Damvillers. He showcd
itin his studio to somc friends and listened to their
praise and suggcstions. Then, doubtlcss «'ilh
many fears, he sene it to the Salén. It «asacceptcd

appointments might be, he never failed to recog- by the jury «ho decide upon admissions. The
A PEASANT .NOV AND HIS PETS KttOM A PAINTING DV DASTIEN-LEPAGF

nizc the merits of «-ork done by more success- openms da_ytcarr;e,—damljl e;udt_:ientlylkt_he ycf)urr:_g

ful brother avtists. He was neither jealous for pcasant painter heard a avis talking o s

envious. But for a time he was very poor and Picture.

. W liat was it ?

imUap]|)v.

Then his simple carncstncss began to gain its
rcward. Evcry year in June there is hcld in Paris,
at the Palace of Industry, a great cxhibition of
paintings, sculptures, and other works of art, «hich
offcrs young artiststheir chief opportunity to make
themsclves a fiame. This cxhibition is called the

He had simply paintcd tho good Grandfather
Lcpage sitting under the applc-trecs in the gardcn
at Damyvillers, witli his hnndkcrchicf carclcssly
spread across his knees, just as Jules Bastion had
seen him a thousand times. This was the truth
of nature, and the peoplc who crowded around the
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picturc recogiiized it. The artist had sigitcd it
Jules Bastien-Lepage, that his grandfather’s fiame
might sharc the praise besto'ved upon the painter.
For the young peasant never forgot that his
grandfather gave him the means of studyingart.
He dividecl his first laurel crown with his bene-
factor.

Hundrcds uf pens wrote ciilogics upon Jules
Bastien-Lepage. llerc is what onc Frcnch critic
said ;

' Didcrot cxclaimed toan artist, * You have made
for me my father ashe ison Siindays, and I want my
father as he is cvcry day," meaning that one ought
to paint a man as he is, familiarly, in the habitual
condition of his actions and lifc. But that svhich
makes the merit of the portrait shown by Bastien-

TAINTIFG UV «ASTIEX.UB,AGE.
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Lepage is that it is a portraitofevery day — that is
to say, excellcnt and durable.”

Every one saw that this artist was in earnest,
that he was absoliucly sincere, that he had gone
out of doors to nature, and was honcstly trymg to
rcprescnt what he found.

His brother artists rccog-
nized his independence.

The jurore votcd him a
incdal. .,

IMs first triumph was sharcd by his friends.
sevcn of whom wcnt down to join him at Dam-
villcrs, wherc, as they drovc into the village, they
carne upon Madamo’ Bastien clattcring across the
squarc in her woodcn sahots ivith a pail of water in
each hand. The villagefék was at hand, and the
liglu-hearted artists danccd and made nierry with
the young peasants. But Jules was not idle. Out



in the gardcn, his former playground, he painted
the portrait of bis parents,— a picture which has
since bccome famous.

Then he returncd to his Paris attic in a narrow
Street lightcd at night by kerosene lamps swinging
from chains strctched from house to house. He
had gained rccognition, but still no commissions
for pict .es carne to him, and his purse grew Icaner
and leancr.

Now, the greatest prizc of the many honors open
to young French artists is the Prix deRomc. The
winner is sent to Rome to study for four years
in the French Acadcmy, the president of which
is an officer of the .Academy of Fine Arts at Paris.
The government allows the young artist four thou-
sand francs, or nearly eight hundred dollars yearly,
and for four years after his return tlie alloivancc
is continuod from the fund of Madanic Caen.
So for eight \-ears he can devote himself to art
undisturbed by any thoughts of money. Moreovcr,
the painting to which the prize is given is hung in
lhe Acaderny of Fine Arts, with the pictures suc-
cessful in the competitions of preceding years. No
wonder that Juies Bastien-Lepage set his heart
upon winning the Prix de Rome.

The competition is accompanied with curious
formalities. Every dcsign submitted is covcred
(vith tracing-paper, which is sealcd doivn, and a
tracing of it made. This is to prevent the artists
from changing the dcsigns after thcy are handed
in. Only a few very slight alterations are per-

milted, and thesc in accordance with rigorous
rules. The artists selectcd for the excellencc
of their designs to enter the competition are

obliged to remain shut up in separate rooms and
carefully watchcd for ninety days, so that each
shall paint his picture without any outside assist-
ancc. Then a jury of distinguished artists exam-
ines the work, and awards the prize.

The subject given out in 1874 was the “ Annun-
ciation to the Shcpherds” who watchcd their
flocks in the ficlds by night, when the a&ngel
appeared to them and announced the birth of
Christ.

Upon this picture Bastien-Lcpagc worked most
earncstly. When it was finished, he felt con-
fident of succcss ; but when the day carne for mak-
ing known the award. and Bastien-Lepage, with
his eager friends, gathered at tlic Beanx Arls,
an ominous whispcr was heard that the jury had
givcn the prizc to Comcrrc. The rumor was con-
firraed. Cabanel, Bastien-Lcpage’s mastcr. had
vited against his pupil, it was said ; and the excited
students ficrcely hisscd ihc oid artist when he
appeared from ihc jury-room. Bastien-Lepage,
broken-hearted by the disappointmcnt, cxclaimed
bitterlv:

“ It appears, then, that these juries don’t know
how to use their eyes.”

Afterward it was said that the jury decided
against him chicfly upon technical grounds ; one
reason being that the Annunciation occurred at
night, while Bastien-Lepage painted it as if late in
the afternoon.

That evening all the artists met at dinner in the
restaurant of Mademoiselle Anna. On the smoky
w-alls hung pictures by artists who liad frequcnted
the place, and all the pictures by men who had
gained tlic Prix de Rome werc decoratcd with
wreaths of laurel. Comcrrc, the winner, and Bas-
tien-Lcpage, the loser, sat at adjoining tablcs, each
sunounded by his friends. As the dinner drew to a
ciése ayoung American painterrose beside Bastien-
Lepage and said, “ Let us Crown the picture of
the man to whom the artists have awarded the Prix
de Rome."

He held up a laurel-wreath as he spoke. In-
stantly all the artists in the room werc on their
feet. The friends of Comcrrc angrily strugglcd
to prevent what they counted an insult. But
the others lifted the young American on their
shoulders, bore him through the opposing crowd,
and he hung the laurel-wreath upon Bastieii-
Lcpage’s picture, “ Goldcn Youth.” Amid uproar
and conflict the artists tcstified their admiration
for their peasant brother.

Tliere was the same feeling at the Beanx Aris.
Evcry day heaps of flowers and laurel-wreaths
were laid before the “ Annunciation to the Shep-
hcrds.” They were removed by the guardians of
the galleries, only to be renewed the next day. So,
although Conierre was given the great prize, and
Bastien-Lepage obtained only the second, his
failure was really a succcss.

Now, we sce him fairly launched on his career.
A third modal liad been awarded him for his
picture of “ Spring,” exliibited at the same time
with the portrait of his grandfather. The sccond
Prix de Rome was given him, and at the Sabn
of 1875 he obtained a second-class niedal. The
artists and the crides recognized his individuality
and strength.

Another picture exhibitcd this ycar was warnily
praised; itwascalled “ The FirstCommunion.” He
was glad to scll tliis jlicture for fifteen hundred
francs, lcss than thrcc Inindrcd dollars, for he
needed money; but unliappily for him tlie pur-
chaser- after keeping the painting for threc wecks,
rcturned it to him. 1 fancy that purchasev felta
dccper disappointmcnt than the artist in after
years, when princes and ministcrs sought the
work of the peasant painter.

But this was nearly the
troublcs.

last of the artist’s
Commissions began to come to him.



He painted portraits of M. Hayems, a wcalthy
banker, and of M. Wallon, the Minister ofFinc
Arts. Thesc dignitarics brought othcrs. Among his
sitters were M. Theuriet, Mademoiselle Sarah
Bernhardt, and Albcrt Wolff, the well-known critic
of the Parisian Journal, Figaro, and finally he was
commissioncd to go to England and paint the por-
trait of the I'rince of Wales.

i doubt if the English understood him. Once

‘THE BECGAK

on lhc fipcning day of a Royal Academy Exhibi-
tion. the peasant painter appeared in a tall hat,
which was propcr, and a short flanncl coat, which
was not. and Che people tvho sa>v him suffcrcd a
dreadful shock, while the unconscious Bastien-
l.epagc thought of nothing but the pictures.
Somcbodv said of him that lie left in London the

rcpuUtion of “a comct in a fog.” Well, you
know that London fog has become a proverb.

Thisportrait-paintingis not the rcally character-
istic phase of Bastien-Lcpage’s art, although the
French critic Albert Wolff thinks his best work
was in portraiturc. The pcasant-life whicli ap-
pealed tohim so strongly when he was a peasant
boy was what he liked most to paint.

Once he said;

ia;-' wy2Zie-

'8 » «ifV;2
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“ 1 wish to open and to shut the book <ff life in
the ficlds, beginning with the birth of the baby
and ending with the death of the grandfather.
W ithin this extensivo cyclc 1 desire to delinéate all
those joys that are known as infancy. courtship,
marriage, baptism, the sorrow that is called an
eternal separation, and such \-aried subjects as the



school, the watching in the sick-room, the ttivern,
thc forge, and Che farm. The intereses of rural
life are bcyond the limits traccd by mere mcn of
talent. It requires gcnius to clepict thcm ; and
when they havc been depictcd, they should prove
to be a surprise and a revelation.”

His first large picture of this class was called
Les Foins, “ The Harvest,””— two hay-makers
resting at noon, the man aslccp, wearied with his
work, lhc woman staring into vacancy with an
expression of dull protcst against her toilsome life.

“ It is a perfect pocin of the hard and hopcless
lot of thc poor,” wrote a critic. You can see how
the peasant painter cntered into the dull life of thc
peasants among whom he had lived, for you share
his sympathy while you admire his picture.

He painted Father Jacques, “ The Woodman,”
bending under his load and gazing straight at you
with wistful earnestness. In onc picture, “ Tired,”
a weary peasant-girl leans on her rake, and in
anothcr a Uitered, forlorn bcggar turns sadly away
from a cottage-door. “ The Potato Harvest”
showed a scene in which the artist himself must
often have takcn part, and “ The Forge” was
perhaps a picture of thc forge at Damvillcrs.

It was at Damuvillers also that he found the sub-
ject of his “ First Communion.” This is a picture
of his little cousin, truthfully painted, hcr face
darkened by thc sun, contrasting strongly with
thc clear white of lier dress, veil, and garland ;
her hands, strangers to gloves, working with naivc
awkwardness in a pair much too large, perhapslent
hcr by her mother or an older sister. The first
communion is a scrious and beautiful cercmony in
rural France. Then the village girls who are
prepared to take the sacrament for the first time
are robcd in spotless white by thcir mothers as if
for a wedding, and wnlk to the church in aproces-
sion. bearing candios. Several artists have painted
this stibject, but nonc with such perfect simplicity
as this peasant of Damuvillers has shown in this
picture of his cousin standing, as she might havc
stood before thc galhered family, when ready to
join the procession of communicants.

In 1881 Bastien-Lcpage exhibited a painting
called “ Poor Fauvette.” It showed a qtiaint little
figure wrapped in a raggcd shawl, shivering in the
wintry landscape and looking out at you with big
appcaling eyes. Yes, Bastien-Lcpage was truc to
the pcasant-lifc which he had lived, and you can
see that he sympathized with its toil and grinding
poverty. The poor were his brethren ; and, whcn
he was in London, thc little shocblacks and flowcr-
girls carning thcir scanty living in the strcets so
appcaled to him that he put them just as they
were upon his canvas.

It was a heroine of poor Ufe that he painted in

his famous picture, “ Joanof Are,” which isowncd
in this country, and has been exhibited in Boston
and New York, as manj' of you kno>v. Bastien-
Lcpage was brought up in the country of Joan of
Ai-c, and in his youth he must have hcard ho<v the
peasant-girl, born at Domrcmy in 1412, fancicdshe
saw visions and heard voices calling hcr to fight
for the Dauphin of Francc ; how shc pul herselfat
the head of the Frcnch troops and drovc the
English from the city of Orléans ; how shc sa>v thc
Dauphin, Charles, crowncd King of France at
Rhciins, and hotv at last she fell into the hands of
the English, and whcn only ninetecn years oid was
burned at thc stakc in Roiien as a sovceress, accord-
ing to the barbarous beliefof those times.

No wonder that thc thrilling story of the
peasant heroine sank deep into the hcart of thc
peasant painter. And so, at last, he picturcd
hcr intcnt upon the voices of her imagincd visions,
her clilatcd eyes fixed and staring from hcr hecdc,
wasted face, like the eyes of nne who walks in her
slcep, her hand extended as if for guidance or for
the sword which thc apparition of St. Michacl
bears tosvard her from behind.

It was nnt in glittering armor, fior in ideal nttire
that he painted thc “ Maid of Orléans,” but in
coarse, ragged peasant’sdress. Itwas thc picture of
a poor girl, hcr nerves strained in a trance of dcvout

awe, rcceiving, as she thought, a divine com-
mission.
Now, thcre are many faiilts in this picture,

but 1 think wc can affnrd to pass them by. For
wc can see that the artist was triie to himself,
and that he was in earnest; and real sincerity and
earnestness are worth as muclt in art as in the prac-
tical affairs of cvery-day Ufe.

In 1878 he received a third-class medal, and thc
next year he was made a chcvalicr of thc Legion
of Honor. He rcccived the complimcnt of being
imitatcd— indeed, he may be said to have founded
a school; and some of his foUowers havc already
gained a reputation. It is plcasant to know that
in his prosperity he preservcd his tender regard
for the good people at Damvillers. He brought
thc father and mother to Uaris, and in their peas-
ant’'s drcss they went fo the Salou and sarv their
own portraits. They were fcasted and taken sight-
seeing imtil they were very glad to go back lo quict
Damuvillcrs.

But Bastien-Lopagc’'s bricftime ofhappincsswas
nearly cndccl. He fell sick, and after a little it was
clear that his work was douc. Two years of suffer-
ing— and in thc early wintcr, he diecl. His last
wish was to live long enough to paint a peasant
funeral procession in the spring-timc.

His pictures were painted out-of-doors, and you
can sec that Basticn-Lcpagc was true to the out-
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of-cloor pcasant-lifc which he had lived. He sym-
pathized with its toil and poverty, and he did not
paint these peasants in his studio, as he woukl
have done had he simply desired to make piciiy
pictures.

I'ainling in the carefully arrnnged light of his
studio, he would have found it easier to make pict-
ures which many people would prcfer, In nature
confiising lights come from all sides, tho full sun-
light is trying, the colors of grass and foliage are
vivid and even harsh, and it is difficult to indicare
exactly the relative distances of differcnt objects
and their valles in the picture. Bastien-Lepage,
after beginning a picture at a ccrtain hour, would
paint upon it only at that hour in order that the
light and its effects upon the surroundings might
be the same from day lo day.

He was callcd a realist, onc who painted things
simply as they were ; but the “ Joan of Are ” and
others ofhis works sliowed that he lacked neither

DASTIES-1LEPAGE'S I'ORTrAIT

imagination fAor sympathctic insight.

he did more than the recording of facts.
CTitics have dispaiaged his coloring, his use of
crude grcens” and “ dirty grays;” they havc
objectcd that his pictures convey no feeling of
spacc, or distance, or proportion; that his ideas
of composition, of designing his pictures,
faulty;

Ceriainly

were
that he paintcd portions of his pictures
very well at the cost of more important parts, and
that his work was coarse and brutal.

Thcve is some ground for thcsc objections, for
Bastien-Lepage died before he had accomplishcd
all tliat he wished. But he was a faithful lovcr
of nature. He found poctry in the cvcnts ofcvery-
day lifc, and. as has bccn said, one of his peasants
typified the peasantry of France. Dying, when
but a young man, he is not to be ranked with
the greater masters of the century, but he left
an inflilencc and pictures which will preserve the
memory ofhis earnestncss and loyalty to his are.

OF W SIsLI*,



By Loltsa

« Thecy are nnrr alone that are accom/ianiet] W/f/i noble ihou~hts.

“ 1’'vt finished my book, and now what can I do
till this tiresome rain is over? ” cxclaimed Carrie,
as she lay back on the coiich with a yawn of weari-
ness.

“ Take another and a better book; the house
is full of them, and this is a rare chance for a feast
on the best,” answered Alice, looking over the pile
ofvolumcs in her lap, as she saton the floor before
one of the tail book-cases that lined the room.

“ Not being a book-worm like you, | can’t read
forever; and you need n’'t sniff at my book, for
it 's perfectly thrilling!” cried Carrie, regretfully
turning the crumpled leaves of a cheap copy of a
sentimental and impossiblc novel.

“ We should read to improve our ininds, and
that rubbish is only a waste of time,” began Alice,
in a warning tone, as she looked up from “ Re-
mola,” over which she had been poring with the
dclight one feels in meeting an oid friend.

“ 1 don’t wis/i to improve my mind, thank you;
| read for amusement in vacation time and don’t
want to see any moral works till next October. 1
get cnough ofthem in school. Thisisn’t ‘nibbisli’!
It ’s full of fine descriptions of scenery — ”

“ Which you skip by the page; I 've seen you
do it,” said Eva, the third young girl in the library,
as she shut up the stout book on her knee and
began to knit, as if this sudden outburst of chat
distiirbed her enjoyment of “ The Dove in the
Eaglc's Ncst.”

“ 1 do at first, being carried away by my intcrost
in tho people, but 1 almost always go back and
read them afterward,” protested Carrie. “ You
know j'f« like to hear about nice clothes, and this
hcroinc’s were simply gorgeous ; white velvet and
a ropc of pcarls is onc costumc; gray velvet and a
silvcr girdlc another ; and ldalia was all a ‘showcr

M. Alcott.

SiR P hilit Sidnby*
of perfuined
mask drcssés,

laces,’
or

and scarlct and
primrose silk with
lovely ! 1 do rcvel in 'cm !”

Both girls laughed as Carrie reeled off this list
of elegances with the relish of a French modiste.

“ Well, 1 'm poor and can’t have as manypretty
things as | want, so it is delightful to read about
women who wear white quilted satin dressing-
gowns and olive velvet trains with Mechlin lace
sweepers to them. Diamonds as large as nuts,
and rivers of opals and sapphircs and rubies and
pearls, are great fun to read of, if you ncvcr even
get a look at real ones. W e never sce such lan-
guid swells in America, fior such ladies, and the
authorscolds them all,ancl that’s moral, | 'msurc.”

Carrie paused, out of brcath ; but Alice shook
her head again, and said in her serious way ;

“ That’s Ihc harm of it all. False and foolish
things are madc intercsting, and wc read for that,
not for any Icsson there may be hidclen under the
velvet and jewcls and fine words of your splcndid
Tncn and women. Now this liook is a ivonderful
picture of Florence in oid times, and the famous
peoplc who really lived are painted in it, and it
has a true and clean moral that we all can sec,
and one feels wiscr and better for reading it, 1 do
wish you 'd leave those trashy things and try
somcthing really good.”

“ | hate George Eliot,— so awfully wise and
prcachy and dismal! 1 really could n't wade
through ‘ Daniel Deronda,’ though ‘The Mili on
the Floss’ wasn’t bad,” answered Carrie, with
another yawn, as she recallcd the Jcw Mordccai’s
long specches, and Daniel’s meditations.

“ 1 know you ’'d like this,” said Eva, patting her
ljook with an air of calm conteni; for she was a
modesl, common-scnse little body, full of innocent

gold satin
violets, so



laiicies and the mildcst sort of romance. *“ I love
dear Miss Yonge and her books, with their nice,
large families, and their tridis, and their pious
ways, and pleasant homes full of brothers and
sisters, and good fathcrs and mothers. |'m never
tired of thcm, and have read ‘ Daisy Chain’
times at least.”

“ | used to like thcm, and still think them good
for young girls, with our own ‘Queechy’ and
‘Wide, Wide World,” and books of that kind.
Now | 'm cightecn, | prefcr stronger novéis, and
boolcs by great mcn and women, bccause these are
always talked about by cuUivated people, and whcn
I go into society next wintcr | wish to be ablc to
listen intclligently, and to know what to admire.”

“That’s all vcry well for you. Alice ; you were
always poking over books, and | clare say >ou will
write thcm some day, or be a bluc-stocking. liut
I have another year to study and fiiss over my
cducation, and | 'm going to cnjoy mysclfall I can,
and loave the wise books till I come out.”

“ But, Carrie, therc woiTt be any time to read
them ; you 'll be so busy with partics, and beaux,
and traveling, and such things. 1 wotthi take
Alicc’s advicc and read up a little now; it ’'s so nicc
to know useful things, and be able to hnd help
and comfort in good books when troublc comes, as
Ellen Montgomery and Kleda did, and Ethcl, and
the othcr girls in Miss Yongc’s stories,” said Eva
carnestiy, remcinbering how much tho cfforls of
those natural little hcroines had helpcd her in hcr
own strugglcs for seif-control and the chcci'ful
bearing of thc burdens which come to all.

“ I don’t want to be a priggish Ellcn, or a moral
Ficela, and | do detest bothering about sclf-im-
provemcnt all thc time. | know | ought, but I’d
rather wait anothcr year or two, and cnjoy my
vanities in peacc just a li/tU longcr.” And Carrie
tuckecl hcr novel under the sofa pillow, as if a
trille ashamcd of its society, with Eva’s innocent
eyes upon hcr own, and Alice sadly rcgarding hcr
over tlie rainpart of ~visc books, which kept grow-
ing higher as the eagcr girl found more and more
trcasurcs in this richly stored library.

A little silence followed, broken only by the pat-
tcr of the rain without, thc cracklc of thc wood fire
within, and thc sciatch of a busy pen from a cur-
tamecl rccess at thc cnd of a long room. In the
sudden hush the girls hcard it and rcmembcred
that they tvere not alone.

“ She must havc heard every word we said!”
and Carrie sat up with a dismayecl face as she
spoke in a whisper.

Eva laughed, but Alice shniggcd her shouldcrs,
andsaid tranquilly, “ 1 don’t mind. She would n't
cxpcct much wisdom from school-girls.”

This was coid comfort to Carrie, wlio was pain-
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fully conscious of having been a particulariy silly
school-girl justthcn. So she gave a groan and lay
down again, wishing shc had not cxpressed hcr
\'iews quite so frccly.

The threc girls were the gucsts of a delightful
oid lady who had known tlicir mothers and was
fond of rencwing hcr acquaintancc with them
through thcir daughters. Shc loved young people,
and every summer invited parties of thcm to enjoy
thc deligius of her beautiful country-housc, wherc
she lived alone now, being the childless widow of a
somewhat celcbratcd man. She made it vcry
plcasant for her gucsts, leaving thcm frec to eni-
ploy a part of thc day as they liked, providing thc
best of company at dinner, gay reveis in thc cven-
ing, and a large houseful of curious and interest-
ing things to examino at thcir leisure.

The rain had spoiled a pleasant plan, andbusiness
lettcrs had made it necessary for Mrs. Warburton tn
leavc the three to their own dcvices aftcr luncheon.
They had read quietly for scveral hours, and thcit
hostess was just finishing her last letter, whcn frag-
ments of the conversation rcachecl hcr ear. Shclis-
tcned with ainusement, unconscious that they had
forgotten her presence, finding the differcnt views
very charactcristic, and casily explained by the dif-
ercncc of the honics out of whicli the three friends
camc.

Alice was tho only daughtcr of a scliolarly man
and a brilliantwoman; thereforc her lovc of books
and dcsire to cultivate her mind was vcry natural,
butthcdangcr in hercasewould be in the negiect of
othcr things equally imporlant, too varicd rcading,
and a superficial knowledge of many authors rather
than a truc apprcciation of a few of thc best and
grcatest. Eva «’as onc of many childrcn in a happy
homc, with a busy father, a pious mother, and
many domcstic cares as wcll as joys alrcady fall-
ingtoihedutifiil girl’slot. Hcr instinctsworc swcct
and imspoilccl, and shc only necdcd to be shown
wherc to find new and bcttei hclpcrs fo: the real
tridis of life, whcn the childish hcroines she lovccl
could no longer serve her in thc yeais to come.

Carrie was onc of thc ambitioiis yet common-
placc girls who wish to shine, without knowing thc
differcncc betwecn thc glittcr of a candlc whicli
attracts moths, and thc serene liglu of a star, or
thc chcery glotv of a fire around which all love to
gather. .filcr niother's aims wcrc not high ; and
thc two prett)’ claughtcrs kllerv that she desircd
good matches for thcm, cducatccl thcm for that
end, and cxpcclcd thecm to do thceir parts when the
time camc. Tlie eider sister was now at a watcr-
ing-placc with her mother, and Carrie hopcd that
a letter woukl soon come telling hcr that Mary
was settled. Duriiig hcr stay with Mrs. Warbur-
ton she had learncd a great dcal, and was uncon-
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sciously contrasting the life thcre with the frivoloiis
onc at home, made up of public sbow and priiate
saciificc of comfort, dignity, and peace. Here wcrc
pcople who dresscd simply, enjoyed conversation,
kept M3 thcir accomplishments even wlicn old, and
wcie so busy, lovable, and charming, that poor
Carrie often felt vulgar, ignorant, and inortificd
among them, in spite of their fine brceding and
kindlincss The society Mrs. Warburton drew
about her was tbc best; and okl and young, rich
and poor, wise and simple, al! secmed genuinc,
glad to givc or receive, enjoy and rest, and tlicn
go out to their work rcfrcshecd by the influences ol
The place and the sweet old lady who made it what
it was. The girls would soon begin Ufe foi' thcm-
sclves, and it ivas wcll that they had this little
glimpsc of rcally good societi- before the\- left the
shclter of home lo choose friends, picasurcs, and
pursuits for themselves, as all
when once launched.

The sudden silencc and then Uuie wliispers sug-
"csted to the listener that she had perhaps heard
something not meant for her ear, so she presently
emerged with her lettcrs, and said, as she carne
smiling toward the group about the fire :

“ How are you getting through this long, dull
aftcrnoon, my dears? Quict as mice till just now.
W hat woke j'ou up ? A battle of the books ? Alice
looks as if she had laid in plenty of ammunition,
and you were prcparing to bcsiege her.”

The girls laughcd, and all rose, for Mrs. W ar-
burton was a stately old lady, and people involun-
tarily treatcd her with great respect, even in this
mannerless age.

“ We were only talking about books,” began
Carrie, deeply gratcful that her novel was safely
out of sight.

“ And we could n't agrce,” added Eva, running
to ring the bell for the man to take the Ictters, for
she was used to these littlc offices at home, and
loved to wait on her hostess.

“ Thanks, my love.

young women do

Now Ict us talk a little, if
you are tired of reading and if you likc to Ict me
sharc the discussion. Comparing tastos in litera-
ture is always a pleasurc, and 1 used lo enjoy talk-
ing over books with my girl friends more than any-
thing clse.”

As she spokc, Mrs. Warburton sat down in the
chair which Alice rollcd up, drew Eva to the
cushion at her feet, and noddeci to the others as
they sctllcd again, with intercsted faces, onc at the
tablc wherc the pile of chosen volumcs now lay,
the other crect upon lhc couch wherc shc had bcen
practicing the poses “ full of languid gracc,” so
much affectcd by her favoritc hcroines.

“ Carrie was laughing at me for hking wise
books and wishing to improvc my mind, Is it

fooiish and a waste of timo ?” asked Alice, cagcr to
convincc her friend and secure so powerful an ally.

“ No, my dear, it is a very sensible desire, and |
wish more girls had it. Only don’tbe greedy, and
rcad too much ; cramining and smattering are as
bad as promiscuous novel-rcading, or no reading
at all. Choose carefully, rcad inteUigently, and
digcst thoroughly each book, and then you makc
it your own,” answercd Mrs Warburton, quite in
her clcment now, for she loved to advisc, as all old
people do.

“ But how can we know -.i'hat to vead, if we ma.v
not followour tastes?” said Carrie, trying to be in-
tcrcsted and ‘‘intelligent” in spite of her fear that
a “ school-mann>"" Iccturc was in store for her.

“ Ask advicc, and so cultivate a true and refined
tastc. | always judge people’s charactcrs a great
deal by the books they like, as wcll as by the com-
pany they keep ; so onc should be careful, for this
is avery good test. Another test is, be surc that
whatever will not bear reading aloud is not lIt to
rcad to onc’s sclf. Many young girls ignorantly
or curiously take up books quite worthless, and
rcally harmful, because under the fine writing and
brilliant color lurk immorality or the falsc senti-
ment which gives wrong ideas of life and things
which sboukl be sacred. They think, perhaps,
that no onc knows this taste of theirs, but they are
mistaken, for it shows itself in manj’ ways, and be-
traya thcm. Altitudes, looks, carelcss words, and
a morbid or foolishly romantic vicw of ccrtain
things, show plainly that the maidenly instincts
are blunted, and harm done that pcrhaps can
never be repairecl.”

Mrs. Warburton kept her eyes fixcd upon the
tall andirons, as if gravely reproving them, which
was a great rclief to Carrie, whosc checks glowed
as shc stirred uncasily, and took up a screen as
if to guard them from the fire. But conscicnce
pricked her sharply, and memory, like a traitor,
recallcd many a passagc or scene in her favorite
books which, though shc enjoyed them in private,
she could not have rcad aloud even lo that old
lady. Nothing very bad, but false and foolish,
poor food for a lively fancy and young mind to
feed on, as lhc wearincss or excitement which
alwavs followcd plainly proved ; sincc onc should
fcel rcfrecshed, not cloyed, with an micllicctual feast.

Alice, with both elhows on the tablc, listened
with widc-awakc oyes, and Eva watched the rain-
drops trickle down the pane with an intcnt expres-
sion, as if asking herself if shc had ever done this
naughty thing.

“ Then there is another fault,:’ continued Mrs.
W arburton, well knowing that her first shot had
hit its mark, and anxious to be just. “ Some
book-loving lassies have a mania for trying to read



cverything, and dip into works far bcvond their
powers, or try too many differcnt kinds of self-
iinprovemcent at once. So they get a muddle of
useless things into their lieads, instead of weli-
assortcd ideas and real kno'vleclge. They must
learn to wait and scleot, for cach age has its proper
class ofbooks, and what is Greck to us al eightccn
may be just what wc need at thirty. One can get
mental dvspcpsia on mcat and wine, as well as on
ice-cream and fi'osted cakc, you know.”

Alicc smiled, and pushed away four of ihc cight
books she had selecied, as if afraicl she had been
grcedy, and now feh that it was best to wait a little.

Eva looked up with somc anxiety in her fiank
eyes, as she said, “ Now it is my turn. Must I
give up my dear homely books, and take to Ruskin,
Kant,or Plato?”

Mrs. Warburton laughed, as she stroked the
pretty brown head at her knee.

“ Not yet, my iovc, perhaps never; forthose are
not tlie masters you need, 1 fancy. Since you like
stories about evcry-day people, trysomc of the fine
biographies of real men and womcn about whom
you should know somcthing. You will find their
lives full of stirring, helpful, and loncly cxperi-
ences, and inreading of thesc you will get courage
and hope and falth to bear your own tridis as they
come. True stories suit you, and are the best,
for there we get real tragedy and comcdy, and the
lessons all must Icarn.”

“ Tliank you ! 1will begin at once, if you will
kindly give me a list of such as would be good for
me,” cried Eva, with the sweet docility of one
eager to be all that is lovable and wise in woman.

“ Give us each a list, and we will try to improve
in the bestway. You knowwhat wc need, and love
to help foolish girls, or you would n’'t be so kind
and patientwith us,” said Alice, going to sit beside
Carrie, hoping for much discussion of this, to her,
very intercsting subjcct.

“ 1 will, with plcasure; but | read few modcrn
novéis, 50 I may not be a good judge thcrc. Most
of them seein very poor stuff, and 1 can not wastc
time even to skim them as some people do. | still
like the oid fashioned ones I read as a girl, though
you would laugh at them. Did any of you ever
read ‘Thaddcusof Warsaw?’ 1 i-c-rcad it recently.
and thought it very funny; so wcrc ‘ Evelina,’ and
‘Cecilia.””

“ |1 wanted to try Smollett and Ficlding, after
reading somc fine essays about them, but Papa
told me 1 must wait,” said Alicc.

“ Ah, my dcars, in my day, Thaddeus was our
hcro, and wc thought the sccnc where he and Miss
Beaufort are in the P.ark a most thrilling onc.
Two fops ask Thaddeus where he gol his boots,
and he rcplies. with withcring dignity, * Where |

got iny sword, gentiemcn.’ | trcasured the picture
of that episodc for a long time, Thaddeus wecars
a hat as full of black plumes as a hearse, licssian
boots with tasscls, and leans over Mary, who lan-
guishes on the seat in a short-waisted gown, liinp
scarf, poke bonnet, and large bag — the hcight of
clegance then, butvery funny now. Tlicn too, there
is William Wallacc in * Scottish Chiefs.” Bicss me !
W e cried over him as much as you do over your
‘Heir of Clifton,” or whatcver the boy's namc is.
You would n't got through it, 1 faney; and as for
poor, dear, prosy Richardson, his Ictter-writing he-
roincs would borc you sadly. Just imagine a lover
saying toa friend, ‘1 begged my angel to stay and
bip onc dish of tea. She sippcd one dish and flew.””

“ Now, | 'm sure that ’s sillier than anything the
Duchess cver wrote with her five o’clock teas and
flirtations over plum-cake on lawns,” cried Carrie,
as thcy all laughed at the immortal Lovclacc.

“ I ncver read Richardson, but he could n't be
diillcr than Henry James, with his cx'Crlasting
stories, full of peoplc who talk a great dcal and
amount to nothing. 1 like the older novéis best,
and enjoy some of ScoU’s and Miss Edgcworth’s
better than Howclls’s or any ofthe modcrn realistic
svrilcrs, with their elevators, and paint-pots, and
every-day people,” said Alice.

“1’'m glad to hcar you say so, for | havc an
okl-fashionod fancy that | 'd rather read about
people as they tvere, for that is history, or as they
might and should be, for that hclps us in our own
efforts; not as they are, for that we know, and are
all sufficicntly coramonplacc ourselves to be the
better for a nobler and wider view of lifc and men
than any wc are apt to get, so busy are we earning
daily bread, or running after fortune, honor, or
somc other bubblc. But | must n’t leclure, or |
shall borc you, and forget that 1 am your hostess,
whose duty it is to amuse.”

As Mrs. Warburton paused, Carrie, anxious to
changc the subject, said, wilh her oyes on a curious
jewel which the oid lady wore, “ 1 also love truc
stories, and you promiscd to tell us about that
lovely pin some day, This is just the time for
it — pleasc do.”

“ With plcasure,” replied Mrs. Warburton, “ for
the little romance is quite apropos of our prcsent
chat. It is a verysimple tale, and rather sad, but
it had a great influcncc on my lifc, and this brooch
is very dear to me.”

As Mrs. Warburton sat silent a moment,
girls all looked with intcrest at the quaint pin
wllich clasped tlic soft folcls of muslin over the
gray silk dress which was as bccoming to the stili
handsomc woman as her crown of whitc hair
and the winter roses in her cheeks.
was in the shapc of a paiisj’;

the

The ornamcnt
its purplc leaves
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were of amethyst, the ycUoiv of topaz, and .n the
middlc lay a diamond drop of dew. Several lettere
were delicately cut on its golden stem, anc. a guard-
nin showed how much its wcarcr valued tt.

' My sister Lucrctia was a greatdeal older than
I, for the three boys carne between,” began Mrs.
W arburton, sttll gazing at the fire, as if
ashes the past rose up bnght and warm agam.
“ Shc was a very lovely and superior girl, and 1
looked up to her with wonder as wcll asadmiration.
Others dtcl the samo, and at cightecn she was e
aaoed to a charming man, who would hai’e made
bis" mark had he lived. She was too young to
marry then, and Frank Lyman had a fine opemng
to practisc his profession at the South.
partcd for ttvo years, and it was
her the brooch, saying to her, us
how lonely shc should be without him, This pans>
is a happ'Y faithful thoughtof me. ear iC, dear-
est girl, and don't pinc while we are sepaiated.
Read and study, write much lo me, and remcmbei,
“ They are never alone that are accompamed witti
noble thoughts.” '”

“Was n't that sweet?”
the beginning of the tale.

“ So romantic!” added Carne, vccallmg the
“ amber amulct” onc of her pct heroes tvore for
years and died kissing, after he had killed some
fiftv Arabs in the descrt.

“ Did shc read and study?” asked Ahce, wit
-1 soft color in her chcek,

So they

i
cried Eva, pleascd

and cager eycs, for a

her mafdcnl()ll heart, and she liked a love story.
mailuciu —

.“1will tell you what she did, for it was rather re-
markable at that day, when girls had littlc schoo -
inn- and picked up accomplishmcnts as theycouk .
TIU firstwinter she rcad and siudicd at home, and

wrote much to Mr. Lyman. 1 have their let crs

now, and veiT fine ones they are.
would scem olcl-fashioiiecl to you young things.
rL'ur,ove-,etters-full ofadiVVVVWVWWWWWw»\
of books, repoi-t of progresi., gkcl praise, mofles
graiitudc,happy plans, and a faithful affect.on th,
never wavcred.

< t1nhe second spring, Lucrctia, anxious t -
no time, and ambitious to surprise Mr. Lyman. de-
cidedtogoandstudyw-itholdDr.C~ardenera”

wise and accomplished woman. That was a tery
happy summcr, and Lucretia got on so well that
she begged to stay all winter, It was arare chance,
for there were no collegcs for girls then, and very
few advantages to be had, and the dear creaturc
burned to improve every faculty that she mignt

for love sharpencd her wits, and the thought of
that happy mecting spurred her on to untirmg
excrtion. Mr. Lyman was expected m May, and lIhc
wcdding was to be in June. But, alas for ihc poor
girl' the ycllow-fever carne, and he was onc of the
first victims. They never met agam, and nothing
M-as left her of all that happy time but his lettcrs,
his library, and the pansy,”

Mrs Warburton paused to wipe a few quict tcars
from her eycs, while the girls sat in s>-mpathet.c
cilnven

“ Wc thought it would Kill her, that sudden
change from love, hope, and happincss to sorrow,
death, and solitudc. But hearts don t brcak, mj
dears, if they know whcre lo go for strength. Lu-
cretia did, and after the first shock was over, found
comfortin her books, saying, with a brave, bnght

look, and the sweetest resignation, | must go on

trving to be more worthy of him, for we shall mee
again in God’s good time, and he shall sec that 1

‘N°“ That was better than tears and lamcntatlon,
and the long years that followcd were beautiful and
busv ones, full of dutiful care for us at home aftci
of our mother dicd, of interest in all lhe good works
uf her time, and of a stcacly, quict effort to impi-ove
cvery faculty of her fine mmd, till she was felt lo
be one of the noblest women m our city-

Her in-
fluence was widespread;

all the mtclhgent pcoplc
souMit her ; and when shc travelcd, she was wel-
come everywhere; for cultivatcd pcrsons have a

onc

eDid she evcr marry?” asked Carne, fceling
that no life could be quite succcssful without that
great event. . ,

“ Never She felt herself a widow, and wore
black to the day of her death. Many men askccl
her hand, but she refused thcm al!, and was the
sweetest ‘old inaid’ ever seen,-cheer ul and se-

rene to the very last, for shc was ill a long tune.
rd% runTh;ric'i:« and“smy stil, in the belovcd

Even when she could no longcr reac®

i,,.r with the mental

j jicpt her soul strong while her body

v "was wonderful to hcar her repeating

- . comforting psalms

-b weary nnghen no sleep would
come, making friends and hclpcrs of

phiosophcrs, and saints whom shc knew and lovccl

so wcll. It made death beautiful, and taught m

how victorious an jinmortal soul can be over the

ills that vex our mortal flesh.

“ She died at dawn on Eastcr Sunday, after a

quiet night, when shc hncl given me her littlc
qui n i
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fort me.

I liad read thc Commeiidatory Prayer,
and as

I fmishcd, shc whispered, with a look of
pcrfcct pcace;

“ *Shut the book, dear, I nccd study no moro;
1 havc hoped and believed, now I shall know?';
and so she wcnt happily away to mcet her lover
aftcr patient waiting.”

The sigli of the wind was thc only sound that
brokc the’silcnce till the quictvoice went on again,
as if ir loved to tell thc story; for the thought of
soon seeing thc belovcd sister took the sadness
fvoni tho racmory of the past.

“ UOW LET US TAILK A LITTLE, IP VOU BE

“ | also found my solace in books, for | was very
lonely whcn she was gonc, my father bcing dead,
the brothers married, and homc desoiate. | look
to study and rcading as a congenial employmcent,
feeling no inclination to marry, and for many
years was quite contcntcd among my books. But
in trying to follow in dear Liicrcti.Vs footstcps, |
unconsciously fitted myself for thc great honor and
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happiness of my life, and curiously enough | owed
it to a book.”

Mrs. Warburton smiled as shc took up a shabby
little volumc from the table where Alice had laid
it, and, quick to divine anothcr romance, Eva said,
like a story-loving chikl;

“ Do tell about it! The other was so sad.

“ This begins mcrrily, and has a wedding in it,
as young girls think all stories shoukl. Well, whcn
1 was about thirty-fivc, 1 was invited to joiu a party
of friends on a trip to Cafiada, that being the

favorite jaunt in my young days. | 'd been study-

TIREIl OP FBAOING " SAID MRS. WARBURTON

ing hard for some years, and needcd rest, so | was
glad to go. As a good book for an excursién, I
took this *Wordsworth’in my bag. Itis full of fine
passagcs, ) OU know, and I loved it, for it was one
of thc books given to Lucretia by hcr lover. We
had a charming time, and were on our way to
Qucbecwhcn my little adventure happened.
in raptares over thc graud St.

1 was
Lawvence as we



steamecl slowly from Montreal that lovcly summecr
day. 1 could iiot read, but sat on thc uppcr deck,
feasting my eyes and dreaming drcams as even
staid maidcii ladies will «hcn out on a holiday.
Suddenly | caught the sound of voices in earncst
discussion on the lower dcck, and, glancing dowii,
saw scveral gentlcmen leaning against the rail as
they talked over certain events of great public
intercst at that moment. | knew that a party of
distinguished persons wereon board, as my friend s
husband, Dr. Tracy, knew some of theni. and had
pointed out Mr. Warburton ;is one of the rising
scientific men of the day. 1lemcmiiered that my
sister had met him years beforc, and much ad-
mired him both for his own gifts and ljecause he
had known Mr. Lyman. As othev people werc
listening, ! felt privilcged to do thc same, for the
conversation was an eloqgiient one, and wcll worth
hcaring. So interested did | bccoine that 1 for-
got the great rafts floating by, the picturcsqiie
shores, the splendid river, and leaned nearcr and
nearcr that no word might be Inst, till my book
slid out of my lap and fell straiglit down upon the
head of one of the gentlemcn, giving him a smart
blow, and knocking his bal ovcrboard."

“ Oh, what did >ou do ?” cried thc girls, much
amused at ihis unromantic catastropbe.

Mrs. Warburton claspcd hcr liands dramatically,
as licr eyes twinkied and a prctty color carne into
her cheeks at the incmory of that exciting mo-
ment.

“ My dears, | could havc droppcd witb mortifi-
cation! What could | do but dodge and peep as 1
waited to seethecndoftbis inosC untowardaccident?
Fortunately f was alone on that side of the deck,
so nono of the l.idics saw iny mishap, and, slipping
along the seat to a distant cérner, 1 hid iny face
behind a convenicnt ncwspapcr as | watchcd the
little flurry of fishing up thc hat by a man in a
boat near by, and the merriment of tho gentlcmen
over this assault of William Wordsworth upon
Samuel Warburton. The poor book passed from
hand to hand, and many jokes wore made upon
ihc ‘ fair Helcn’ whose namc was written on thc
papcr cover which protected it.

‘lknew a Miss Harper once — a lovcly woman,
but hcr fiame was pot filelcn, and shc is dcacl,
Cod blesshe?!’ I henrd Mr. Warburton say, as he
flappcd his straw hat to dry it, and riibbcd his
head, which, fortunately \yas \vell covci'cd with
thick gray hair at that time.

“ 1 longcd to go down and tell him who | was,
but I had not thc couragc to face all thosc mcn.
I: rcally was most cmbarrassin'g; so | waited for a
more private moment to claini my book, as 1 knew
we should not iand till night, so tbere was no dan-
gcr oflosing it.

“ ‘Thisisarathcruncommon book fora woman
to be rcading. Some literavy lady doubtless. I5ct-
ter look her up, Warburton, whcn shc comes down
to luncheon, said ajovial oid gcntleman.

“ 1 shall know her by her intelligent face and
convci-sation, if this book belongs to a lady. It
will be an honor and a pleasure to ineet a woman
who cnjoys Wordsworth, for in my opiniéon he is
one of our tniest poets,’ answcred Mr. Warburton,
putting the book in his pockct, with a look and a
tone that weie most rcspectful, and coinfortiiig to
me just then.

“ 1 hoped he vrould examine thcvolume, for Lii-
cretia’s and Mr. Lyman’s iames were on the fly-
leaf, and that wouid be a delightful intrnduction
forme. So Isaid nothing and bided my time, fccl-
ing rather foolisb when we all filcd in to luncheon,
and i saw the other party glancing at the ladies at
the table. Mr. Warburton’s cyc paused a moment
as it passed from Mrs. Tracy to me, and | fear |
blushed like a girl, niy dears.” said the narrator,
as she went on with tlie most romantic episodc of
her quict life.

“ I rctired to my statc-rnom aftcr lunch to cnni-
pose mysclf, and when 1 emerged, in thc cool of
thc afternoon, my first glancc showcd me that the
liour had come, for thcre on deck was Mi. ar-
burton, talking to Mrs. Tracy, with my book in
his hand. | hesitated a moment, for in spitc of
my age | was rather shy, and really it was not an
easy thing to apologizc to a strangc gentleman
for dropping books on his head and spoiling his
hat. Men think so much of tlieir hats, you know.
| was sparcd cmbarrassmcnt, however, for he saw
me and carne to me at once, saying, in the most
cordial manncr, as he showcd thc fiames on thc fiy-
Icaf of my ‘Wordsworth,” *1 am suve we nccd no
othcr introduction thau thc fiames of thcse tivo dcar
fricnds of ours. I am vcry glad to find that Miss
Helen Harper is the little girl | saw once or twice
at hcr fathcr’'s housc some years ago, and to mect
her so pleasantly again.’

“ That made cverything casy and delightful,
and when | had apologized and been laughingly
assurcd that he considcred it rather an honor than
otherwise to be assaultcd by so great a poet, we
fell to talking ofolcl times, and soon forgot that
we tvcre strangcrs. He was twcnty years older
than I, but a handsome man, and a most intercsling
and excellcnt one, as we all know. He had lost a
youngwifclong beforc, and had lived for scicncc
cver since, but it had not made him dry, or coid,
or selfish. He was very ynung at hcart, for all his
wisdom, and he cnjoycd that holiday like a boy
out of school. So did I, and ncvcr clrcamed that
anything would come of it, but a plcasant fricnd-
ship founded on our love for thosc now dead and
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gone, Dcav me ! how strangely things tura oiit in

this world of ours, and how the dropping of that
bouk changed my Ufe! W di, that was our iiuro-
diiction, and that first long conversation was fol-
lowed by inany more, equally charming, dunng
the thrce weeks in which our parties were often
togetbcr, as both were taking the sanie trip, and
Dr. Tracy was g'ad to mect bis oid friend.

“ I need not tell you how delightful such society
was to incj fior how siivpvised | was when, on the
last day beforc we pavted, Mr. Warburton, who
had answcred many questions of mine during
those long chats of ours, asked me a very serious
one, and | found that 1could answer itas he wishcd.
It was a great honor as woll as happincss, and 1
fear 1 was not worthy of it, but I tried to be, and
felt a tender satisfaction in thinking that | owed
it to dear Lucrctia, in part at least; for my cffort
to imitate hsr made me fitter to become a wise
man’s wife, and twenty years of very sweet com-
panionsbip was my rewnrd.”

As shc spoke, Mrs. Warburton buwecl her bead
befoie the portrait of a courtly oid man which hung
above the mantclpiecc.

It was a prctty, old-fashioncd expression of
wifely pridc and womanly tendcrness in the fine
oid lady, who fnrgot her own gifts, and felt onl\’
huinility and gratiiiide to the man who had found
in her a coinrade in intcllectual pursuits, as wcll
as a helpmeet for his dedining years.

The girls lookecl up with eycs full of somethmg
snfter than mere cnviosity, and felt in thcir young
hcarts how prccious and honorable such a memoiy
miist be, how truc and beautiful such a marriage
was, and how sweet wisdom miglit become when
it svent hand in hand with love.

Alicc spokc first, saying, as she touchcd Ihc

«eovn cover of the littk book with a neis- sort of
rcspect,

“ Thank >011 very much! Pcrhaps 1
ought not lo llave takcn this from tlic coérner
shelves in your sanctum ! 1 wantcd to find the

rest of the Unes Mr. Thorntoii quoted last night,
and clid n’t stop to ask Icavc.”
“ You ave welcome, mylove, for you know how

to treat books.

Yes, those in that littlc case are my
precious relies.

| keep them all, from my chiklisli
liymn-blok to my great-grandfather’s brass-bound
Bible, for by and by when 1 sil ‘* Looking toward
Sunset,” as dear Lydia Maria Child calis our last
days, 1 shall lose my interest in other books, and
take comfort in thesc. At the end as at the be-
ginning of Ufe we are all children again, and
love tlic songs our mothers sung us, and find the
one truc Book our best tcacher as we draw ncar to
God.”

As the reverent volee paused, a ray of sunshinc
brokc through the parting clouds, and slione full
on the serene face turned to mect it, with a smile
that welcoined the herald of a lovely sunset.

“ The rain is ovev; there will be just time for a
nm in the gardcn before dinner, girls. | must go
and put on my cap, for litcrary ladies should not
noglect to look well after the wajs of their house-
hild and keep themselves tidy, no matter how oid
they may be.” And with a nod Mrs. Warburton
Icft thcm, wondering what the effect of the con-
versation would be on the niinds of her young
gucsts.

Alice went away to the garden, thinking of Lucre-
tia and her lover, as shc gathercd flowers in the
sunshine. ConscientiousEvatookthe “ LifeofMary
Somerville” to her rooin, and rcad diligently for
half an hour, that no time might be
ncw course of reading.

lost in her
Carrie sent her paper
novel up the chimiicy in a livcly blaze, and, as
she watclied the book buril, decidcd to take her
blue and golcl volumo of Tennyson with her on
her nexttrip to Nahant, in case any eligible learned
or litcrar>" man’s liead should offer itself as a sliin-
ing mark.

W hen they all iiiot at dinner-time the oid lady
was pleascd to sec a nosegay of frcsh pansies in
the bosoms of her three youngcst guesis, and to
hcar Alice whisper, with gratcful cyes:

“ We wear your flower to show you that we
don’'t mean to forgct the lesson you so kindly gave
us, and to fortify oursclves with ‘ noble tlioughts,’
as you and shc did.”



PRINCE

By Hattie

IN tbe soft snowy hcart of a thistle,
Princc Tiplee onc morning was born ;
W hen the sound of the |Dartriclge’s whistle

Aroése from the ripening cnrn ;
W hen the suiilight was drenmily tender.
And the liill-tops werc smoky and bine,
And a faint, indescribable splcndor
In many a cloiid-rift carne througli.

Then a brceze from the South Wind’s dominions
Flcw by, and Prince Tiptoe was whirled
Away, on invisible pinions,
From his own little silk-curtained world ;
He was tosscd in the air like n feather,
And twirled till he almost forgot
His iame, and could scarcely tell whether
He was really Prince Tiptoe or not.

TIPTOE.

W hitney.

Biit the gay little zcphyv grew weary,
And dcclared she should soon havc to stop;
And she said, “ There 's a cottage, my deary,
On its porch you must quietly drop.”
It was sheltcred and shady and airy,
And an oak-trce high over it rose;
And His Highncss carne down like a fairy
On the tips of his downy white toes.

And softly he danced to the mcasure
Of the thrush’s song up in the lIrcc,
And forgot in his light-heartcd plcasure
That danger anear him might be,—

An urchin was slowly advancing,
Whose pansy-blue, wondering eyes

Saw not in that small atom dancing
A Fairy-land prince in disguisc.

But he knew there was nothing to match it
In the length and the breadth of the town;
And he said with a shoiit, “ 1 will catch it—
That beautiful white thistlc-down.”
Ha ! the sly little brcczc was but hicling,
And watching her nursling at playj
And forth she carne noisclcssly gliding,
— And Prince Tiptoe was up and away !



‘WHAT 'S

By Kathakini;

‘*Are there any mistakes in it, Auntie ?” asked
Bess, a little anxiousU’. Her aunt laid down the
envelope she had bcen cxaminmg, and saiG .

“ No my dear. What made you thmk so ?

“ Wiy, you have bcen gazing at it for five whole
minutes, and if you were n’t looking for mistakes,
| 'd like to know what you uere thmking ot.

“ Of Julius Ciesar,” replied Aunt Sarah thought-
fully. , s ,

“ Julius CiEsar!” cxclaimed Rob, who, up to
this limo liad bcen absorbed in a book; “ what has
he to do with Bessic’s Ictter to Grandma?”

“ Kot very much, but the address certamly madc
me think of him. Suppose | tell you all that the
address suggests to me,” contmued their aunt
picking up the lettcr and reading agam.

wc
take tlic words in their order. ~Mis.’ stands for
what?”

“ Missis, | suppose,” replied Bcss, but 1 don't

sec any r in missis.”

“ If you look in the dictionary, you will find

missis is a contraction for mistrcss, and that cx-

IN A NAME

Scorr Kelso.

plains the r. Can cithor of you tell me what the
next word literally nieans?"

“ 1 know,” said Bessie, eagcrly.
‘ Meanings of proper fiames.” It

bearer.””
“ Yes,”

I found it m
is the Christ-

said her aunt. “ The tenmnation is
from a Latin word meaning ‘ to carry.” Now, the
word ‘ Sinith’ comes from the verb to smite.

N o.
is of coursc, a contraction for ‘ number’; but we
liave to go back to the Latin term, numero, _to
accoimt for the o which is hcre used. Il wenty is

compoundcd of two words, meaning tw.ce and a
dccade, that is, twice-ten. Now, who can tell me
about *Main?’”
“ Itnieans the principal street,
said Rob, with great confidence.
“ It docs herc, but mam used
to mean sometliing quite differenC.
You find the original meaning in
the expression ; * Witb all his might
and main.” It dcnotcd stiength or
poivcr, and aftcrward carne to mean
the strongest part, and henee,
principal. Rob can tell us some-
thing of the nextword, which comes
fvoin the Latin verb siento.”
“W hat?” cvicd Rob,
show his scholarship;

docsnt u.

eager to
“ from i/fr-
nerc, stravi, strnium, to pavc?”

“ Exactly,” said his aunt; “ and
so a paved way ivas called a Street,
tu distinguish it from a
allcv.”

“ Docs ‘Tienton’mcan ‘on-the-

lafie or

Trcnt?’ ” was Bessie’s timid suggestiun.

“ Yes, and Trcnt raeans a winding river — from
the same root as trend, to turn, | suppose.

“ 1 don't seo anything about Caesar, said Rob,
impatient to hcar sometliing ofhis favontc hcro.

“No? Well, wc are just coming to him. New
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Jersey was named in honor of Sir George Cartcret,
an inhabitant of the isle of Jersey. Ncw was
added, ofcourse, to distinguish iE from the English
Jersey. The flame Jersey significs ‘ Ccesar’s isle.’
The ending ea or i_ydenotes an island. Probably
the fame was first Csesarea, and was corrupted into
Jersey. Of course this suggests the conquest of
England by the Romans, and many other things
of historical interest.”

“ Whecerc lio you find all thcse things ?” asked
Bess.

‘“ All that 1 have told you can easily be found in
an Unabridgccl Dictionary.”

“ W hat! about ‘Caisar’s isle,” and all that?”
exclaimed Rob.

“ Yes, indeed, if you look in the right places.
A great many pcoplc use the dictionary merely to
correct thcir spelling, or to learn the present mcan-
jng of unusual words ; few realize the vast amount
of Information it contains. Lct me read you a bit
from Ruskin about wuird-hunting,” said Aunt
Sarah, taking a book from the shclf. “ Here it is:

“ “Ncarly cvery word in your language has been
first a word of some other language — of Saxon,
German, Frcnch, Latin, or Grecek (not to spcak of
Eastern and primitive dialects). And many words
have been all thcse; — that is to say, have been
Gieek first, Latin next, French or German next,
and English last: undergoing a ccrtain change of
sense and use on the lips of cach nation ; but re-

THE LAST CHANCE OF LIFE:

taining a decp vital meaning, which all good
scholars fccl in employing them, even at this day.

, When you are in doubt about a word,
hunt it down patiently. Never let a word escape
you that looks suspicious. It is severe work; but
you will find it, even at first, interesting, and at
last, endlessly amusing. And the general gain to
your character, in powcr and precision, will be
quite incalculable. You might rcad all the
books in the British Museum (if you could live long
enough), and rcmain an utterly “ illiterate,” un-
cducated person, but if you read ten pages of a
good book, Icttcr by Ictter,— that is to say, with
real accuracy,— you are forcvcr more in some
measure an educated person.’””

“ Read us some more,” plcadcd Rob.

“ Tell us some more about words,” asked Bessie,
in the same breath.

“ 1 have n't time now,” said their aunt, as she
replaccd the volume; “ but even Bessie's Ictter
suggests many words that would he interesting if
lookcd up by yoursclves. Write them down as 1
fiame them,— *‘Paper, Pcn, Ink, Stamp, Postage,
Post, Mail, Seal, Envelope, Direct, Address, Sig-
nature,Superscribc, Write, Mucilage, Date, Month,
Day, Year, City, County, State.””

As their aunt left the voom, Bessie, eying
her Ictter thoughtfully, said:

“ How astonished Grandma would be to know
all that’'s on this envelope !”

AN EGYPTIAN ADVENTURE.

Bv David Ker.

1t was a bright, cloudless, burning day in Lower
Egypt, in the year 1798. Bcneath the blistering
glarc of the noonday sun, the white, flat-roofed
houses and tall tapcring minareis of Suez stood
gauntly out ag:iinst a dreary background of gray,
sandy, lifelcss dcsert. Not a breath of wind was
stirring in the hot. ciése, hcnvy air, and the blue,
shining watcrs of theOulf nf Suez lay outspread
like a vast mirror at the foot of the rocky headland
uf Ras Attakah, on the summit of which sat crect

in thcir sadclles a sinall group of horscmen in the
rich uniform of French siaff-officers.

The leader of the party scemed to be a small,
thin, long-haired man, with a sallow, sickly face,
who sat his hoise awkwniclly, as if he were any-
thing but a practiscd rider. His slight figure
appeared quite dwariish among tbc stuidy framcs
and grim faces of the veteran warriors around bim ;
but in his keen gray eycs, which sccmed to pierce
right through any onc to whom he spoke, thcre
was an expression so stern and commanding that
few men could face it unmovcd.



And well might it be so. Young though he

was — for he had only just passed his twenty-ninth
lhrthday,— this man liad alrcady liecomc famous
as thc gre.-itest soldier of his time; and althoiigli
iic was as yet kiiown only as General Bonaparce,
the clay was not far distant whcn he was to cali
hiniself thc Empcror Napoledn.

On thc brow of the cliff the General rcined up
his horse, and spoke a fcw words to his guide, who
was quite as reniarkablo a figure as himself, though
in a widcly differcnt way. Tall, strongly made,
sinewy and active as a decrhound, with his black
bcard flowing down over his long white robe, his

SHOI/T WAS HfcARD FKOM THE YOLINC
CAPTAIN,” (SBB VM'E «5))

snowy turban
dark eyes,

overarching his keen
his short curving sword
suspended in a sash of crimson silk,
Shcikh Rustum looked the very picture
of an Eastcrn warrior; and the scars
that seamedhisswarthy fcatui-cs sliowed
that he had many a time looked in
tho face of death.

“ You say, then,” said Bonaparte, addrcssing
thc guide, “ that yon sandy patch at the foot of
thcse cliffs is supposed to be the very place wlicre
Moses led the Israclites through the sea?”

"So have our fathcrs told us, Sultdn Kebii
(King of Fire),” answered thc Egyptian, calling
tlie General by thc iiame imder which he was
already famous throughout all Egypt and Syria.
“ Along ihese hills the Sultan of Egypt encainped
with his arniy, and over thosc sands he wcnt down
into thc sea to piirsuc after the Bcni lzrail (cliil-
dren of Israel), Bul the Prophct Moussa (Moses)

prayed unto Allah (God) and Allah brought the
sea upon the Sultan and his host, and dcstroyed
them every one. The Sultdn was a great con-
qucror,” addcd the Shcikh with grim emphasis, as
he shot a quick sidclong glance at Bonapartc,
“ but he could not conquer the sea.”

“ What should hinder us from Crossing it our-
selves?” said thc General, too eagcr to noticc this
ominous alliision. “ The water is shalluw enough,
and it is no great distance. Gentlcmen, liave )Ou
amind to follow in thc track of Moses?
the tidc, Rustum?”

“ Full ebb,” answered the guide,

How is

turning his

face quicklv away to conceal thc glcam of cruel joy
that lighted up his great black eyes.

“ We 'll try it, then,” said Napole6n, m bis usual
tone of decisién. “ We have plcnty of time to cross,
and if the tide comes up before we can gct back,
it is no long ride aroundbySuez. Rustum, you can
go back to thc town. Follow me, gentlemcn.”

And off rocie the whole party in high spirits,
while Rustum’s keen eyes followed thcm with a
glare of savage triumph which might have staitlcd
the boldest of thcm if they could have scen it,

“ He goes down in his pride to destruclion,” mut-
tered thc Shcikh, “ even as Sultan Pharaoh did in
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SULTAIi WAS A GPEAT tONYUHKOR, SAID THI; SJICIKH, ‘liUT HE COULD HOT CONQUER THE SEA.
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the davs of oid. Water quenches firc, and the
creat King of Fire hiinsclf, who has slain ray
brothcrs the Mamelukcs, shall be quenched by the
waves of the sea.”

1L

MERRILY rodé the French officers over the
smooth, firm sand and tliroi.gh Uie shallow water
bcyond it, laughing and joking at the idea of gomg
across the sea on horseback. This ride, too, was
a much pleasanter one than the last, for the \vind
had began to rise, and was blowing steadily from
the South over the Gulf, bringing with it the frcsh-
ness and coolncss of the opcn sea. And so they
rodé onward, onward, onward still, until the bold
rockv bluff of Ras Attakah and the tall figure of
Rustum on its summit llegan to grow dim
distance.

Suddenly a young captain who rodé a littic to
the right of the party noticcd that the water secmed
to be deepcning rapidly all around them. Foi a
few moments no one thought anything of it; but
ere long the General himself checked his horse,
and lookcd keenly southward, cvery line of his
dark, sallow face seeming to barden suddenly as
he did 50.

The tide was coming in fast, and they were not
yet half-way across.

Their only chance was to turn back; but, the
moment they did so, the full sweep of the tide,
driven against thoin by the strong south wind,
caught them witli a forcé that almost wliirled the
horses off thcir fect.

Deeper and decper grcw the water, stronger and
stronger prcssed the cnrrent. And all this while
the sun shone joyously overhead, and the leaping
waves danced and spavkled in the light, and the
wind waved the feathcry tops of the distant palm-
trces, and all around was bright and beautiful.

“ We have one chance yet,” cried Bonaparte,
rising in his stirrups, and lifting his voice as to be
heard by the whole party. “ There
sancl-l)ar soincsvhere hcreabout,

water is only a few feet deep.
it, we are savcd.

in the

is a long
upon which the
If we can once find
Let us all ride in different dircc-

tions, and he who strikes the bar must shout at
once.”

The commander’s cool, dear tones stcadied at
once the shaken nervcs of his followers, and he
was instantly obeyed. Presently a shout was heard
from the young captain, who appeared lo have
risen suddenly out of the water, in which his horec
now stood barely knec-deep.

All

The bar was found !
the rest immediately headed toward him,
and began to pick thcir way along the unseen
sand-ridge toward the western shorc. More than
once the exhausted horses scemed about to fall,
with safetj- actually in sight; but, after a long
struggle, they all carne safe to land.

When Rustum (‘vho had waiched the whole
scene with breathlcss interest) saw them return
unharmed, he ran to mect them, and, laying his
turban on Rnnapartc’s knce in token of submission,
said gloomiiy;

“ King of Firc,
waves of the sea.
mercy.”

“ W'hat have Zou done, then, that | should take

your lifc?” asked the young conqueror, on whose
marble features even the peril which he had just
escaped had left no trace whatever.
“lam a Mameluke,” answercd Rustum proudly,
and even as thy sword Iraddevoiired m>'biethrcn,
| hoped that the waves woukl devour thec. When
I told thee it was full ebb, 1 spokc faiscly. The
tide had already turncd, and 1 sent thee, as |
thought, to certain death.”

“ It iswasting good material to kill a mair while
you can do anything else with him,"
leén, as coolly as evcr.

thou art mightier than the
Take my life, for I will ask no

said Napo-
“ If I spare your life, what
will you do, then ?”

“ 1 will be thy scrvant,” cried the Mameluke,
cying him with a glance of savage admiralion.
“ Rustum, the son of Selim, can serve none but
the grcatcst chief on carth, and thou art he !

“ So be it,” said Bonap.arte.
are my servant, and | think
good onc.”

And so he did ; for in the day of liis downfall,
years later. one of tlic few who remaincd faithful
to him was Rustum the Mameluke.

“ Henceforth you
I shall find you a



Throughout that portion of the easterly Uni-
ted States where thc noble bay called thc Chcsa-
peake cuts Virginia in two, and where thc James,
broadest ofall the rivers of the “ Oid Dominion,”
rolls its glittering waters tocvard the sea, therc
lived, years ago, a notable race of men.

For generations they had held the land, and
though their clothing was scanty and their customs
odd, they possesscd many ofthe ciernents of charac-
ter that are estcemed noble and, had they been
left to themsclves, might have progressed — so
pcople who havestudied into their character now

believe — into a fairly advanced stage of what is
known as barbarie civilization.
They lived in long, low houses of bark and

boiighs, each house large enough to accoramodate
from eighty to a hundred persons — twenty famihes
toahousc. Thcse “ longhouses” were, thereforc,
much the same in purpose as are the tenemcnt
houses of to-day, save that thc tenements of that
far-off time all were on the same floor and were
open closcts, or stalls, about eight feet wide, fur-
nishcd with bunks built against the walls and
sprcad with deer-skin robes for comfort and cover-
ing. Thcse stalls were arranged on eilhcr sido of
a broad, central passage-way ; and in this passage-
way, at equal distances apart, fire-pits were con-
structed, the heat from which served to warm the
bodics and cook the dinners of the occupants of
the “ long housc,” each fire bcing sharcd by four
families.

In their mode of life thcse people — a tall, well-

made,attractive,

and coppery-col-

orcd folk— were

what are now

termwsivemmun-

ists; that is, theylivedfrom common stores and all
had an equal share in the land and its yield,
the Products of their vegetable gardens, their hunt-
ing and fishing cxpeditions, their hoine labors, and
their household goods.

Their method of government was cntircly demo-
cratic. No one, in any household. was betler off
or of higher rank than his brothers or sismrs,
Their chicfs were simply men — and somctimcs
women— whohad been raised to leadcrship by thc
desire and vote of their associntes; but they pos-
sessed nospecial nuthority or posver, cxcept such as
was allosved thcm by the general conscnt of thcir
comrades, in vicw of their wisdom, bravcry, or abil-
itv. This people was, in fact, one greatfamily bound
in closc association by their habits of life and their
family rclationships, and they knew no such un-
natural distinclions as king or subjcct, lord or
"AAround their long bark tenements stretched
carcfully cultivatcd ficlds of cnrn and pumpkins,
tlie trailing bcan, the full-bunchcd grapc-vinc, thc
juicy melén, and the big-leafcd /aia/i, or tobaceo.

The field work was performed by thc women
thc natural result, svhcre thc conditions of life rc-
quire all thc mcn and boys to be huntevs and
warriors.



These sturdy forest-folk of oid Vhginia, had

r . : -
as barbarism, were but a small portion o
« f4ag. =T .
-i;1S s ¢?;™3; s o
‘ludians.” They belongcd to ono of the larg«t
divirnTof this'barbaric

» »

race, known as the
iiTfinouin family — a divisién created solely by
a similarity of language and of blood-relation-
ships-and were, thereforc, “
Itdians of Cafiada, of New England, and o Pcnn-
svlvania, of the valley of the Ohio, the island of
Manhauan, and of some of the fa.-away lauda
bcvond the Mississippi-

So for gencrations, they lived, with their S|mpl

homc customs and their family afiections
their <-ames and sports,

o ‘

with
their Icgends, and their
songs,"their dances, fast and feasts, their hunt.ng

and their fishing, their tribal fcuds

At the time of our story, ccrtam of these Al,on
nuin tribes of Virginia were joined togcthci in a
sort of Indian republic, composcd of thirty tribes
jcittcrcd tluough Central and Eastein Virginia.
It was knoivn to ita neighbors as
ofthe I'ow.ha-tans, taking its fiame from the tnbc
that was at once the strongest and the most em
ergetic onc in the confcderation, having «s ~eWs
and villagcs along the bread rivcr known to the
Indians as the Pow-ha-tan and to us as the James.

The principal chiefofthe Pow-ha-tans was Wa-
bun-so-na-cook, callcd by the white men Pow-ha-
tan. He was a strongly built but rathcr stei
faced oid gcntleman of about sixty, and possess
SHEN 2R IRflygnge gyer his iribesmen that he was
regardcd as the head man (prcsident, we might
say), of this forest republic W\ﬁ'ﬁié'ﬁ corr
confederacy in its strongest days never numbeied
more than cight or nine ihousand peoplc, and yet

it was considered one of the largcst Indian con-

federacics in America. This fact tends to prove

that there was never a very cxtensive Indian popu-
lation in America, even before the whitc man
discovered it. j

Into one of the Pow-ha-tan villages, that stood
very near the shorcs of Chcsapeake Bay and almost
oppositc the now historie site of Yorktown, carne

on a raw day, in the winter of_160p, onglnslian o

ner whose fiame was Ra-bun-ta. He carne as one
Oﬂaé" Bortantncwstotclkbuthepausednot
ho iriportani news “ui

for shout or quéstion frem- the IRYURHITE BBYS WAS

were tumbliiig about in the light snow, at their

favorito game of i~a-iva-sa, or the snow sna 'C

game. Onc of the boys, a mischicvous and sturcly

young Indian of thiiteen, whose fiame was Nan-

*i'a-a-hu't-las, Algvi'‘gum for a liulc

thT‘  Lmke min the game
" r t-~ kS
hv trifies » he simply kicked the “ snake out of
, ». .U,.Mi=a 0,...0,.. ..ou..r =

ncr had come was the Pow-ha-tan village of \\ ero-
woco-moeo,andwasthc one in which the oid ch.cf
Wa-bun-so-na-colk usually resided. Herc was he
long couucil-house in which the chieftains of the
various tribes in the contedcracy inet for council

and for action, and hcre too was the

long tene-
ment house " in which the oid chicfand his imme-

diate family lived.

It was into this dwelling that the runner dashed.
In a gioup about the central fire-pit he saw the
chief Even before he could himself stop his head-
long speed, howevcr

, his race with neiys carne to
an unexpccted cnd.

The five fires all were sur-
roundcd hylolling Indians; forthe
winter of 1607 was terribly coid, and an Ind an

when insidc his house, always likes to get as ciése

to the fire as possiblc. Butdown the long passage-

way the children were noisily playmg at their
ga.Ls-at™«r-M -.A or “ pcach-pits ” at
e-sa-iu, or “ deei-buttons,” and somc of theyounger
ones were turning wondcrful somcrsaults up and
down the open spaces between the fire-pits.
as the runner, Ra-bun-ta,
way, one of thesc youthful
succession of handsprings carne whizzmg down the
oassaoe-wav right in the path of Ra-l)un-ta.
~ ?h:re was a sudden coUision. The tumblers
staut little feet carne piluiory) against the-breast o
> - 1 ] nnextteod was the

shock that PR FeEBlled; and runner and gymnpg
alike tumBled over in %‘O(I'r‘HHIWQ heap almestin the
1 ,°; 0T»e ofthobigboo-»,., Thc, tbeoe ™
a great shout of laughter, for the Indians dearly
loved a joke, and such a rough p.cce of unmten-
lional pleasantry was especially rehshcd.

“m ,w, Ra-bun-ta,” they shouted, pointmg at
the discomfited runner as he picked himself out o

"iid

Just
sped up the

rrfvr~rr~fSd~hicfsaidhalf

My dauStcr, Jou have well-nigh

ayhroither Ra-bua-ta with ygur foolery.....That
3

>

The" runner joined in the #aqu against WW
cuite as merrily as the rest, and madc a dash at
the little ten-year-old tumbler, which she as mmbly
evaded.

lombecy.



‘mMa-ma-no-to-'iVic,"”™ he said, “ the feet of Ma-
ta-oka are even hcavier than the snakc ot Nun-
ta-qua-us, her brother. 1 have but escaped them
both with my lifc. Ma-ma-no-lo-wk, I liave news
for you- Thebraves with your brother 0 -pc-chan-
ca-nough have takcn the pale-face chief in the
Chicka-hominy swamps and are bringing him to
the council-house.”

“ jVA,” said the oid chief, “ it is well, we will be
ready for him.”

At once Ra-bun-ta was surrounded and plicd
with questions. The earlier American Indians
were always a very inquisitivo folk, and were great
gossips. Ra-bun-ta’s ncws would furnish fire-pit
talk for months, so they must know all the par-
ticulars. W hat was this white cau-co-rome (cap-
tain or leader) like ? What had he on? Did he
use his magic against the braves? Were any of
them Kkilled ?

For the farae of “ the white cau-co-mise,” the
“ Great Captain,” as the Indians callcd the cour-
ageous and intrepid little governor of the Virginia
Colony, Captain John Smith, had already gone
throughout the confederacy, and his capture was
even better than a victory over their dendliest
enemies, the Manna-ho-acks.

Ra-bun-ta was as good a gossip and story-tcller
asany ofthem, and as he squatted before the upper
fire-p’it, and ate a hcarty meal of parched corn,
which the little Ma-ta-oka brought him as a peace-
offering, he gave the details of the celebratcd cap-
ture. The “ Great Captain,” he said, and two of
his men had bccn surprised in the Chicka-hominy
swamps by the chief O-pe-chan-ca-nough and two
hundrcd braves. The two men were killed by the
chief, but the “ Captain,” seeing himself thus cn-
trapped, scizecl his Indian guide and fastened him
before asashield, and then sentout so much of his
magic thunder from his fire-tube that he killed or
wounded many of the Indians, and yet kept him-
self from harm though his clothcs were torn with
arrow-shots. At last, howevcr, said the runncr,
the “ Captain " had slipped into a inud-hole in the
swamps, and, being there surrounded, was dragged
out and made captive, and he, Ra-bun-ta, had
been sent on to tell the great news to the chief.

The Indians especially admircd bravcry and cun-
ning. This device of the white chicftain and his
valor when attackcd appealed to their admiration,
and tlicre was great dcsire to see him when next
day he was brought into the village by O-pe-chan-
ca-nough, the chief of the Pa-mun-kce (or York
River) Indians, and brother of the chief of the
Pow-ha-tans.

The rcnowned prisoner was receii'ed with the
custoinary chorus of Indian yclls; and then, acting

" " rircat nifin" or " ?[mng onc.” a tiUe by which \Mi_bun*sO'Ua-cook, or Powhatan, w;is freciucnily nddresscd-
t “ lice kindly weicomed mewith good wordcs," says Smith™® own jiam tive,

Upon the one leading Indian custom, the law of
unbounded hospitality, a bountiful feast was set

before him. The captive, like the valiant man he
was, ate hcartily, though ignorant what his fate
might be.

The Indians scldom wantonly killed their cap-

tives. When a sufficient number had been sacri-
ficed to a\'engc the mcmory of such braves as had
fallen in fight, the remaining captives were either
adoptccl as Iribesmcn or disposed nf as slavcs.

So valiant a warrior as this palc-faced can-co-
ronse was too important a personage to be used as
a slavc, and Wa-bun-so-na-cook, the chief, received
him as an honored guestf rather than as a pris-
oner, kept him in his own house for two days, and
adopcing him as hisown son, promiscd him a large
gift of land. Then, with many expressions of
friendship, he returncdhini, well escortedby Indian
guidcs, to the trail that led back direct to the Eng-
lish colony at Jaraestown.

This rclation destroys the long-familiar romance
of the doughty Cnptain’s life bcing saved by “ the
King’s” own daughter, but it seems to be the only
truc versién of the story, bascd upon his own
original repon.

But though the oft-dcscribed “ rescuc ” clid not
take place, the valiant Englishman's atteniion was
speedily drawn to the ague little Indian girl, Ma-
ta-oka, whom her father called his “ tomboy,” or
po-ca-hun-tas.

Shc was as inquisitive as any young girl, savage
or civilized; and she was so full of kindly attcntions
to the Captain, and bestowed on him so many
sinilcs and looks of wondering curiosity, that Smith
made much of her in r9turn, gave her some trifling
presents, and asked her fiame.

Now it was one of the many singular customs of
the American Indians never to tell thcir own
fiames, for even to allow thcm to be spokcn to
strangcrs by any of their own immediate kindred.
The reason for this lay in their peculiar supersti-
tion,which held that the spcaking of one’srealname
gave to the stranger to whom it was spokcn a magi-
cal and harmful influencc over such person.

For this very reason, W'a-bun-so-na-cook was
known to the colonisCs by the flame of his tribe,
Pow-ha-tan, rather than by his own fiame. So,
when he was asked his little daughter’'s fiame, he
hesitated, and then gave in
by which he often callcd her, Po-ca-hun-tas, the
“ littlc tomboy.” This agie young maiden, by
reason of her relationship to Ihc head chief, was
allowcd much more frcedom and fun than was
usually tlie lot of Indian girls, who were, as a rule,
the patient and uncomplaining little drudges of
cvery Indian home and village.

rcply tbc nickname

assuring me his friendship and my hbecrtie.
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So when Captain Smith Icft Wero-woco-moco,

he'lcft one firm friend behind him — the prctty

little Indian girl, M a-ta-oka-who long remcm-

bered the white man and his prcsents, and detci-

e

niincd, after her own willful fash.on, to go into
'qncperstpr

white man’s nllagc and see all its -

"'~Nn'Mess than a yeav she saw the Captain again.

CAMH K ..M -nw

siluucw o
IITrUE CIRI.,

MA-TA-OK.A, OR RO-CA-HON-TA»

For whcn, in the fall of 1608, he carne to her

fathcr’s villagc to invite thc oid chicf to Jamestown
to be ciowncd by thc English as “ King o tic
Pow-ha-tans, this bright little girl of twelvc gati-
crcd togcthcr thc other little girls of the villagc,
and, almostupon the vcry spot whcrc Cornwallis
in later years was to surrendev the niuiics of Eng-
land to thc “ rcbel” ropublic, she with hcr com-

GIRLS.

panions entcrtained the EngUsh captain with a gay

Indian dance, full of noisc and frolic.
Soon aftcr this second

n

interview, Ma-ta-okas
wish to see the white man’s villagc was graiified.

For in that same aummn of 1608 shc carne
with Ra-bun-ta to Jamestown.
the Captain, wha waia then “ Rrcsident

of the col
and entreated thc libcitic”

of certain of
her tribcsmcn who had
been “ detained in
othcrwords, trcacherous-
ly made prisoncvs by thc
settleis bccausc of some
fear of an

against thcm.

Smith was a shrcwecl
enough man to know
whcn to bluster and when
to be friendly. He re-
leased the Indian captivcs
at Ma-ta-oka’s wish—
wcll knowing that the
little girl had been diily
“ coachcd” by her wily
oid father, but fecling
that even the friendship
of a chikl may often be
of valué to pcople in a
strangc land.

The result of this visit
to Jamestown was thc fre-
giient presence in thc
town of the chieftain’s
daughtcT. Shc would
come, somctimcs, with
hcr hrother, Nun-to-qua-
us, sometimes with thc
runner, Ra-bim-ta, and
sometimes with certain
of hcr girl followcrs. Eor
even little Indian girls
had their “ dearest
fricnds,” quite as much
as have our own clannish
young schoolgirls of to-

ony

Indian plot

dav.
i am afraid, however,
that this twelve-year-old
M a-ta-oka fully dcscrved,
even whcn shc should havc been on her good bc-
havior among thc white pcople,
" little tomboy,” Po-ca-hun-tas, thather fathe. ha 1
given her; for wchave thc
Ter William Strachcy, Scerctary of thc
“ thc beféte rcmembercd Pocahontas,
dau.'htcr, somotvmecs rcsorting to our fort, of the

age then of eleven or twelvc years. chd gctthc boyes



fortii with her into the markett place, and makc
them wheele, falling on their hands, turning thcir
heelesupward, whome shewould followe and wheele
so hei-self, all tlie fon over.” From which it would
appear that she could easily “ stump” the English
boys at “ making cart-wheels.”

But very soon there carne a time w'hen she wcnt
into Jainestown for other purpose than turning
somcrsaults.

The Indians soon learned to distrust the white
men, because of their unfricndly and selfish deal-
ings, their tyranny, thcir haughty disrcgard of
the Indians’ wishes and desires, and their impudent
meddling with their chieftains and their tribcsmen.
Discontent grew into hatred, and, led on by certain
traiton in the colony, a plot was arranged for the
murder of Captain Smith and the destruction of
the colony.

Three times did they attcmpt to entrap and
destroy the “ Great Captain ” and his people; but
cach time did the little Ma-ta-oka, full of frieudship
and pity for her new acquaintances, steal into the
town, or find some means of misleading the con-
spirators, and tlius warn her white friends of their
danger.

One dark winternightin January, 1609, Captain
Smith, \vbo had come to Wero-woco-moco for con-
ference and treaty with Wa-bun-so-na-coolc (whom
he always callcd Pow-ha-tan), sat in the York
River woods awaiting some provisions that the
chief had promised him,— for eatables wcrc scarce
that winter in the Virginia Colony.

There was a light step, ljencath which the dry
twig.s on the ground crackled slightly, and the wary
settler grasped his matchlock and bade his men
bewatchful. .Again the twigs crackled, and now
there carne from the shadow of the woods— not a
train of Indians, but one little girl, Ma-ta-oka, or
Po-ca-hun-tas.

“ Be guarded, my father,” she said as Smith
drew her to his sidc. “ The corn and the good
cheer will come as promiscd, but even no\v my
father, the chief of the Pow-ha-tans. is gatheringall
his power to fall upon yon and kill you. If yon
would live, gct you atvay at once.”

The captain prcparcd to act upon her advicc
without dclay, but he felt so gratcful at this latcst
and so hazardous a proof of the littlc Indian’s
rcgard that he desired to manifcst his thaiikfuincss
hy presents — the surest way to rcach the Indians’
hcart.

“ My daughter,” he said kindly, “ you have
again saved my life, coming alone, and at risk of
your own young lifc through the irksomc woods
and in this gloomy night to admonish me. Take
this, | pray you, from me, and let italways tell you
ofthc love of Captain Smith.”

And the gratcful pioneer handed her his much-
prized pockct-compass — an instrument rcgardcd
with awe by the Indians, and esteemed as onc of
the instrumcnts of ihe white man’s magic.

But Pocahontas, although she longcd to posscss
this wonderful “ path-tcller,” shook her hcad.

“ Not so, Cau-co-rouse,"” she said, « if it should
be seen by my tribesmcn, or even by my father,
tlie chief, | should but be as dead to them; for
they would know that 1 had warned you wliom
they llave sworn to kill, and so would they kill me
also. Stay not to parley, my father, but be gone
at once.”

And with that, says the record, “ She ran away
by herself as she carne.”

So the Captain hurricd back to Jamestown, and
Pocahontas returnd to her people.

Soon after, Smith left the colony, sick and worn
out by the continual is-orries and disputes with his
fellow-colonists And Pocahontas felt that, in tlie
abscncc of her best friend and with the increasing
troublcs between her tribesmen and the pale-faces,
it would be unwisc for her to visit Jamestown.

Her fears sccm to have bcen wecell groundcd, for
in the spring of 1613, Pocahontas, being then
about sixtcen, was trcacherously and “ by strata-
gom” kiclnapped by the bold, unscrupulous Cap-
tain Argall— half pirate, half tradcr— and held
by the colonists as hostage for the “ friendship”
of Pow-ha-tan.

Within those three years she had been marricd
to the chief of one of the tributary tribcs, Ko-ko-
um by fiame; but, as was the Indian marriage
custom, Ko-ko-um had come to live among the
kindred of his ulfc, and had doubtless been killed
in one of the numcrous Indian figlits.

It was during the captivity of the young widow
at Jamestown that shc bccame acquainted with
Master John Rolfe, an industrious young English-
man, and the man ivlio first of all the American
colonists attcmptecl the ciiUivation of tobaceo.

Master Rolfe was a widowcr and an ardent
desirer of “ the conversién of tbc pagan salvages.”
He becamc intercsted in tbc young Indian widow,
ihough he protcsts that he mairied her for the
purpose of converting her to Christianity, and
rather ungallantly calis her an “ imbclieving
crcaturc.”

W cll, the Englishman and tlic Indian girl, as
we al! know, wcrc married, lived happily togellier,
and finally departed for England. Ilcre, all too
soon, in 1617, when she was about twcniy-one,
dicd the daughter of tlie great chicftain of the
Pow-ha-tans.

Her story is both a plcasanl and a sad one. It
necds none of the additional romance that has
been thrown about it to makc it more interesting.
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An Indian girl, frce as her nativo forcsts, made
friends with the race that, all unnecessanly, became
hustile to her own, Brighter. pcrhaps, than most
of the girls of her tribe, she recognized and desirecl
toavail hcrself of the refinemcnts of civihzation,
and so gavc up her barbarie surroundmgs, cast m
Uerlot with the white race, and soiight to make
peace and fvicndship between neighbors take the
place of quarrel and of war. Lo,
The white.race has nothing to be proud of in its
conquest of the people who once owned and oc-

PIBST CILASV IN UUTANY.— PLEASE

cupied the vast area of the North American con-
tinent. The storv is neither an agiecablc fora
plcasantone. Butoutofthe gloom which surrounds
it there come some figures that relieve the dark-
ncss, the treachery, and the cnmc that make it so
sad; and not the Icast imprcssive of lhese is this
brigtand gentle little daughter of Wa-bun-so-na-
cook, chief of the Pow-ha-tans, Ma-ta-oka, fricnd
of the white strangers, whom wc of this later day
know by the nickname her loving oid father gavc
licr Po-ca-hun-tas, the Algonquin.

IUSE .



BUCK AND OLD BILLY,

By R. M. Jghxston.

A BATTLE-SCENE witncssed by me some years
ago on my plantaciéon in Middle Georgia reminded
me with some emphasis of the following verses
from “ Hudibras

" The ancien(s mak« two scvcral kinds
Ofprowess in heroic tnitids;
J*he active and the passlve v-allanc
Both whicharepnriiisrit gallant:
Fot boih to givc blows and to carry
In fights are equi.necessary.”

It was in one of my ficlds near the horsc-lot
fence, a fcw rods abovc the place where the levcl
ground joins the steep bank of the gorge madc by
the waters from the spring.

The difficiilty, and to an outsider the fun, in
this battlc grew out of the fact that neither of the
beliigercnts before, during, or after the cngage-
mcnt, understood the other’s method of warfaie;
and this ignorance worked to the disadvantagc of
the more powerful and pugnacious.

When the goat fights, he rcars himself upon his
hind Icgs and makes descending blows with head
and horns. The shecp, on the contrary, takcs a

running start, and, rushing upon his advcrsary,
gives him one butt; then, after rctreating sevcral
rods, returns for another.

I was walking in meditativc mood through the
horse lot, when | heard the sound ofa diill, hcavy
blow that was succeeded immcdiately by a loud,
dcfiant cry, 1 can not say which bogan the fight;
but | beiieve that it was Oid Billy, the goat, and
that he did it by trcspassing too far upon Buck’s
territory in that strip near the fence whither, the
pea-vincs and crab-grass being specially fruit-
laden, the shcep had repaircd. Buck, the ram,
was of a peaccable nature, thoiigh he woukl fight,
and fight his very best, on occasion ; ivhcreas Oid
Billy had always bcen ineddlesomc and aggressive,
even before he was the head of the goats.

Thus diverted from my mcditation, | turnccl and
walked to the fence. |1 noticcd Oid Billy shaking
his bigbeard, and laughingscornfully — it sounded
precisely like a man’s laugh — at Buck, as the lat-
ter with rapid steps was running away from him.

“ You found Oid Billy too much for you, eh,
Buck ? | am not surpriscd.”



| said tliese words to Buck; but Buck made no
answer, fior did he™ so far as | licard, opcn his
nioutU once during the whole cngagement. Al-
jeady the tsvo Qocks, which had bccn intenningled,
scemed lo think it prudent to separate,— the shccp
moving towards the upper, and the goats the lower
portion of the field. Ofid Billy, after his laugh,
turncd away in the manncr of onc in search of a
foe worthy of his prowess.

But now, lo, and behold !

After retreating about thirty paces, Buck whceled
and carne furiously back- Oid Billy heard his
galloping feet, but the onset was so swift that, be-
fore he could turn himself, Buck had given him a
bigbuinp upon his loin. Stumbiing about for a
second or so, then quickly recovering his poisc,
Billy rearcd aloft, twisted his neck and head in a
most wTathful, [hrcatening manner, and there was
only onc thing in the woricl to save Buck from a

from his fall! Again he made himself ready, this
time for a very cleath-blow. But whoevcr sup-
poses that Buckstaid to receive it is widcly mis-
taken. By that time Buck was galloping away as
if his life depended upon getting far beyond the
rcach of that tcrrific hcad-and-horns.

The tumultuous volley that then pourccl from
Okl Billy’s mouth | could not intcrpret with cntirc
accuracy ; but | felt confident that if put into somec-
what modified English, it would have run about
thus:

“You coward! You— you pusillanimous sheep!
Hit a gcntleman when his back ’s turncd, and then
run away — shamc!” And again the indignant
warrior turned.

By this time | had to lean against the fence,
while nigh exhausted with laughter at Oid Rilly’s
utterinability to understand his doughty adversary’s
lactics.

*TUR FIRST THIXO OIP BIILLY KNB'V — biIM I’

blow of mighty magnitudc, and that was— he was
not thcre. Having put in his strokc in the manncr
of his kind, Buck had again retreated, and by the
time Oid Billy was ready for him, was far bcyond
reach.

| do not understand goat-language, fior can Oid
Billy speak English; but if I should intcrpret his
remarks as they sounded to me, they would be
highly derogatory to Buck. He appeared as if
saying;

“ You mean, cowardly sheep 1”

He turncd again, and was moving away, majes-
tic, slow, when the first thing he kncw — Bim !

Oh, how wrathful he lookecl

VoL. XV.— 3.

as he rccovcrecl

Bravc as Julius Cmsar was Billy, as he had shown
himself often, not only among his own kind, but
against other assailants, quaclrupecl and bipcd; and
if he could have gotten in his blows on Buck, the
latter might have been put wherc he would not
have known wliat had hit him. As it was, how-
cver, Oid Billy never know, until too late, what

had hit him.
The uncciua! combat continued. The oftencr
Okl Billy was knockcd over, and subsequcntly

viewecl Buck retreating, tbc hottcr became his
wrath, the profoiinder his clisgust, and the more
alnisive his language. | woukl be ashamed to rc-
peat all the flames he sccmed to be calling lhick,



—

as he chainped his tongue, stampcd upon the
ground, and shook his head ; but he was justly
pvovoked, and evidently he was writliing with high
passion. Besides, 1 was surc that he ivas ignorant
of my being within hearing.

"THES HE TOWEEED HIOK, .NCLINED HIS M.CHTV

How long the combat might have bcen pm-
tractcd, if the field had becn fairer, there is no tcll-
ing. But after many rounds — perhaps | should
rather say straights — Oid Bill>' reached the edge
of the gorge, and was working his way around it.
Not less, not more surpriscd than before, but now
evidently dclighted, was he to see Buck rushing for
another charge.

“A-hal A-ha! Ihave you atlast!” hiscry seemed
to be.

Then he towercd high, inclined his mighty fore-
heacl, clothed his ncck with thunder, and when the
foe was within reach, the awful blow descended.
But, alas! its forcé was expended in a harmlcss
slant on the shoulder of Buck, whose head, like
a catapult, struck ful! upon Billy’'s breast, and
tumbled him backward over the precipicc — hecls
over head, head o\-cr heeis! But for the briers
and tliorn-bushcs that grew upon the sidc of the
declivity, and the most vigorous employmcnt of
the claws on the bottom of his feet, the oid goat
imist have bcen precipitated into tlic ravine below.

Now, what do you suppose did Buck ? Silently,
resoiutcly, as before, he measurcd off his grnimd,
then wheeling, raade rcady and again took aim.
Not seeing Oid Billy, at first he looked rnther siir-
priscd ; but evidently conduding that the field had

rOEEHEAD. AND THE AWPUL DU.IV DESCEHOEO."

bcen clcared by the flight of his cnemy, he turncd
and procceded to rejoin his flock.

Meanwhile Oid Billy had scrambled back to ihc
leve!, bis face sadly soiled, and his bcard badly
dragglcd. The combat had reached a crisiswherc-
in it was evident that to save himself fiom signal
defeat, his poweis musi be cxerted to their utter-
most. Embarrassed by tlie lemporary obstruction
to his visién, he shook his head with great vio-
lence, and wiped his face with his forc legs.
These brief preliminaries conckidcd, his hind legs
were drawn almost off the ground, as he reared
himself for action.

“ Why, where ?— why, how ?— why, what? ”

These were Che first words that he appearcd to
say when he found that Buck was— gone ! Then
he went on at so rapid, so passionate a ratc, and |
was so overedéme as 1 leaned on the fence, that I
could not follow his tiradc intclligcntiy.

Recciving no answer to his defiant calis, he
looked all along the fence, up and down, across
the field. Putting his head horizontal, he gazed



lirst with one cye, tlicn wiih the other, up toward
the heavens. He whceled himselfaboutand about,
and oven searchcd under himself, if jicrchance the
coward were behind or beneath him. Then he
went to the precipice and peered as far as he could
into thc briers and tliorn-bushes.

Suddenly be tuined, and — well, other pcople
may havc heard heartier laughing than his, ljui
1 ncver did.

Nothing could have been plaincr to any one
than that fi'om the vcry bottom of his hcart he was
triumphing in the full assuiance that he had cast
Buck into the ravinc, where in all probability his
neck «'as broken.

Shouting ever, he capered off to thc nannies
and thc little goals, among whom 1 could hear
him boasting of the signal victory that he had
won over his ancient enemy.

A VKRY GOOD GIRL.

By M rs.

George

Archibald.

OUR mecrry little daughtcr

W as climbing out of bcd —

Don’c you think that 1'm a good girl?
Our little daughtcr said ;

For all day long this lovcly day,

And all day long to-morvow,

I havc ii't clone a single thing,

To give my mothei soirow !”



A SPANISH TALE—TUI.D
By

\OUNG and unmar-
ried man, who had
few goods, yet who
was ready witli his
hands and a won-
dcrful worker, lived
once upon a time
in Spain. He spent
much time during
the day among the
mountains, cutting
the hazel-rods, with

»< AN
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which he

be sold at fairs and markcts. He also tilled a httle

niece of hircd land, and in partncrship with another
he had a small cow. So he wcnt on slowly gaming,
with patchcd breeches and not very full stomach,
but with glocl health, and contentcd, — because,
pcrhaps, he had kno'cn nothing better.

But being one day in the mountains, and in the
most lonely part of thcm,— because in the least
frcciuentcd partsthey always find good hazel-rods,
he cut this rod and that, and lo,
music of a sea-shell ncar him !
made that it was glorious to hcar.

he heard the
and so sweetly

And hearing
the sea-shell so near, he wecnt toward the souncl;

and going toward the sound, he partcd the bram-
blcs; and parting the liramblcs, he carne to a v~ry
prctty little opcning. where he saw the sea-shcl
alono, against a great molc-hill, sounding without
ccasing, But, for all that, he carne ncarcr the
molc-hill and saw that at its very edge, and with
his littlc fect in the holc, there was seated a dwart
smaller than a inan’s clinchcd hand, and that it
was tliis dwarf wlio made the

inusic upon the
sea-shcll.

And the dwarf, secing the young man,
stoppcd playing, and said to him :

“ W hat is it, good friend ?”

“ 1 carne here,” responded the youth, “ to know
who makes such fine music; but if 1 disturb you, 1
will go back to the place from which 1 carne.”

At this the dwarfsaid to the young man;

madeathomc crates and wattlcs,

IN THE SPANISH WAY.

Aimont Barnes.

“ Disturb whom, man? Know that it was for

you to come that | was playing.”

And 50 the youth and the dwarfgotinto conver-
sation, and the youth told the dwarf all the troubles
of his hfe. And after telling him all the troubles
of his life, the dwarf said to the young man :

“ But, friend, I knew of all this beforc; and be-
cause 1 knew of itall, I called you with the iniisic,
to ask you what it is you clesirc in rcward for your
rcclitudc.”

To this the young man responded :

“ Uesideswhat | have from my rcntcd ground
and the partnership, if I had twicc as much more
wtﬂh ivhich to live without this labor upon the
mountains, which is what troubles me, | should
believe myself the richcst man in uie~place, and
would not cnvy the King of the Indics.”

“"THE YOCNG MAS- SAW A mvAKI'" WIIO MADE THE WfSIC

UI*ON THE SEA-SHEU.”

“ Wcll, take what you dcsirc, if what you say is
enough,” answercd the dwarf;
sponded ; . .

“ It is enough, and sufficient for me, scoing what
I have had until now, and the evil use 1 might
make of more because of my ignorance."

and the youth re-

1



Then the clwarfsaid to him :

‘eTake up this dirt that you see near me, and
put it into your handkerchief.”

But thc young man was astonished at this com-
inand, and ihought the dwarf was mocking at him,
Then the dwarf said again :

“ Take it up, man, without hesitation, for I havc
my palaces full of it; and to them this passage
goes in which my i'eet are.”

W hether the youth thought this was truc or not.
lie piilled his handkerchief out from his breast and
tlirew into it a good heap of the dirt, .and then ticd
the corners of the handkerchief togethcr. And
thcn the dwarf said to him :

'* Now go borne, and when you go to bed, pul
this dirt iindei your bed-blanket, as it is in your
handkerchief. When you awakc in thc morning,
you will see if | havc deceived you,”

Well, the young man did as he was directcd,
and upon awaking in the morning with the sun,
he opened thc handkerchief; and behold, thc dirt
had changcd into golclen doubioons and balf-duub-
loons—with one and anothcr he had more than a
thousand! The poor cratc-maker was almost be-
sidc himself with joy. But as his senses carne back
to him little by little, he began to makc his plans:
so many measuvcs of ground so, and so many in
this way; so manycaltle ofthis kind, and so many
of anothcr; a cart of this kind; a house like this.
And you must know Chat in a little time, with great
care, and u'ith flocks and hcrds in sight, wcll-
clothecl and fcd, and with money left in the top of
his chcst, therc was such a fluiter that the best
girls of the place were kind to him, and sent him
meaiorials with their eyes. And wcll did he mecrit
it; because, besides bcing a good young man and
rich, he continucd to be an honored l.aboror, just
thc same as when he was poor.

But Ijchold, one day it carne to bis mincl to see
a little of thc woiid, something that he had never
seen ; so all at once he took up his giiartcrs in the
city. Ah, what did he not see therc, of fcstivity,
courtliness, and domini6n? Those, yes, thosc
were the young ladies, with their silkcn attire, and
their laces, and their fans. and faces of May roses.
Thosc, yes, thosc were the young gentlemcn, with
thcir coats of fine cloth, their golden tassels, and
thcir shining boots ! What a life was theirs ! This
one on horscback, that one in a coach, thc athcr.
with gay compaiiions ! Going hcrc, going thcre ;
a good table, plenty ofscrvants, and a big palacc -
what would you waiu but to live so, and live in
glory ?

So it carne to pass lliat thc voung man went
back to his village thinking himself thc most unforl-
unatc creature in thc world. And going back so
to his native village, he began to doubt about thc

good of his humblc possessions, and to dislikc
work; and he spcnt whole days thinking of what
he liad seen, and of bcing a gentleman with the
best. And thinking in this way, he waiued thc
gay coach and horscs, and thc servants and

"ALL AT ONCE HE TOOK Cr HIS QL'ARTERS IN THE CITY.

thc palace, and a grand lady for a wife; and
onc could not mention thc girls of his neigh-
borhood to him, becausc tliey all seemed un-
worthy such a person as himself. So whcn he
liad entircly stopped attcncling to his usual labors,
and began to feed upon his vanily, therc carne
into his mincl a certain idea that he did not quite
daré to put in cxccution. But, you see, as things
were, he had no othcr way than to do it, bccausc
his vanity was like lo make an cnd of him, and he
would not rcturn to thc soil he had stopped tilling.

So one day he yokccl his oxcn to his cart, put
into the cart liaif a dozen empty sacks, and wcnt
up into thc mountains; and going up into thc
mountains, he camc to thc place for which he was
looking; and Corning to that place, nhc hcard the
soimd of thc dwarf’'s shcll; and hcaring thc sound,
iic went near to the dwarf, and said to him :

* Mallo, my good friend | | carne tothaiikyou
for thc kindiicss you did to me some time ago, and
to ask of you a new onc, if it docs not displeasc
you.”



‘eW hat is there to clisplcasc me,
sponded the dwarf.
ask 1t frccly.”

This answer gave joy to the heart of the young
man. and he said to the dwarf:

“ Well, I 'vant to lili thesc sacks, that |

man?’ re-
“ If it is anything | can do,

Itavc

mHALLO MY GOOO FRtEND'! I CAME TO THANK YOU FOB THE
KISDSESS YOU DIO TO HE SOME TIME AGO.

brought here, with the same kind of dirt that you
cave me before.”

“ All this country is full of it,” answered the
dwarf; “ and that being so, dig where you like,
and fiU thom to your liking. Don’'t forget to put
them to-night near the bed, to open them as soon
as you awake in the morning.”

And saying this, the dwarf went away mto the

passage toward his palaces, and Icif the young man
alone ; and the young man dug and dug, and m a
httlc time he fillcd his sacks with dirt, and then
went home with them as happy as the crickets.
And when night carne, he went to bccl; but be
slept little bccause of the disturbancc which he
carricd in his mind, and at daylight he was hvelicr
than a rabbit; and being livelier than a rabbit, he
thought he would dig a deep well in which to
guarcl so many doubloons as ought to come out
of those sacks. And, thinking about this, he
opencd the sacks; and upon opcniiig the sacks, he
found nothing thcrein but the dirt he had sho\-cled
into tlicm in the mountains! The poor young man
was inagony ; and being in agony, he tried to con-
solé himself with the thought that,

looking at
things propcriy,

thetc was enongh for him with
what remained from the first time; and, thinking
so he went to the chest where he kept the little
maéney that he had Icft, and behold, that ivas dirt
also, like the dirt in the sacks! — and even the
papers about his purchases were dirt!

Then he wcnt to the stable, and his oxen were
mountains of dirt; and great heaps of dirt were
the herds which he bought with the money of
the dwarf. There was left then not ene beast
except the cow of the partnership-

Then he went back to the house, and he saw
that it was the same in which he lived when he
was a poor crate-maker; and at the gate there was
a load of hazel-rods and some half-finished crates.
He sobbed, and beat his breast, tbe idle fellow
and went up into the mountains to tell the dwarf
about his misfortune; but the dwarfsaid tohimi

“ This which has happencd to you
help.

I can not
1 can only say to you that the misery which
has come upon yon is the pimishment upon yom
clivctousness ; for you wishcd to passat one bound,
without meriting it, from the position ofa thnfty
crate-maker to that of a gcntleman of importance.
But the linnet keeps to its kind.”

And the dwarf disappearcd in the passage Icad-
ing to his palaces; but the youth heard no more
the music of tlic sliell, as if it were a sound from
paradisc.
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This calm,adhesive King
Xells tKe Owner of tjrctl iking
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KLKPHANTS AT WORK.

IV JuHN R. CORYELI,
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AZY and clumsy-looking as
the elephant appears in our
menagerics,whcreitismercly
an objcctofcuriosity, in Asia
it is as uscful an animal as
mthe horse, and is, indeed,
employed in a grcater variety
of ways.

There are few, ifany, tasks
which a horse can he trusted to
pcrform without careful and con-
stnnt guidancc; whercas the el-
ephant is frcquenliy given as
much independence of action as
a man would have for the same
work. This is nolably the case
in thelumber-yardsof Rangoon
and Maulmein, where the entire
operation of moving and piing
the hcavy timljeris performcd I>y
malcclephants without any spc-
cial supervisién by Ihc keepcrs.

The logs to be moved are
teakwood, wliich is very lieavy.
They are cut into lengths of
twenty fect, with a diamctcr, or
pcrhaps a squarc, of about a

foot. An elephantwill go to a log.
knecl down, thrust his tiisks under the



To do any special task, it must. of course, be
directed by the maliout; but it is marvdous to
sce how léadily this great creature comprehends
its instructions, and how ingeniously it makes use
uf its strength. If a log too heavy to be carried
is to be moved a short distancc, the elcphant will
bend low, place his great head against the end of
the log and then with a sudden exertion of strength
and weight throw his body forward and fairly push

THE VERY YOUW KLEPIIANT5 ARE IIEUI OYRR

the log along; or, to movc tho log any great dis-
tance, he will encircle it with a chain — using his
trunk for that purpose — and drag his load behind
him.

As a rule, howcver, the work of dragging is
dune by the fcmale elephants, since, having no
tiisks, they can notcarry logs as tho male eleph.ants
do. Aman could hardly display morejudgmecnt
in ihe adjustmeni of the rope or chain around a
log, fior could a man with his two hancls tic and
uiitie knols more skilifully than do they with their
tvmiks.

In some parts of India the elcphant is used lo
drag the plow, and, though it sccms from its great

stiength and size unfit for such work, yet su docilc
and intclligent is it, that it performs the taskas
satisfactorily as the horse.

The fact is that the eUimsincss of the elcphant
is far more seeming than real. No animal can
nioi'’c more softly and fe>v more swiftly, as many
an astonishcd hunter has discovered when his
horse has bcen left far behind by a fleeingelcphaiit.
Its supplencss, too, is vastly greater than would be

THE SfKEACK Or THE W-VIER (SEE TACE

suppused from a mere look at its bulky body.
Any onc who has seen its perfurmances in tlic
mcnageric will, hoivever, be able to coniprchcnd
that fact.

It is owing to its combined docility, intclligence.
strength, and siippleness that it is cnabled to per-
form the extraordinary tasks imposed upon it—
tasks which range between t«o such extremes as
child’s luirse and piiblic cxecutioner. It is not
often, perhaps, that the elephant acts in the lattcr
capacity, but in the former it frcqucntly does,
ably, too, for the monstrous beast scems to have
a natural affcction for bables, whether human 01
othcrwise.



ANiweniANTBATTERV.

mahout almost as one of thcfamily,the grateful

animal makes a return for
the kindness shown it by
voluntarily taking care of
thc baby. It will patlently
permit itsclf to be mauled
by jts little cbarge, and will
show great solicitude when
thc child cries. Sometimes
the elephant will bccome so
attachcd to its baby friend
as to insistupon its constant
presence. Such a case is
known where thc elephant
went so far as to refusc to
eatexceptin the presence of
its little friend. Its attach-
ment was so gentiinc that
the child’s parents would not
hcsitatc to leave thc baby
in thc elephant’s care, know-
ilig that it could have no
more faithful nurse. And
thc kindly monster never
belicd the trust rcposed in
it. If the ilies carne about
thc baby, itwould drive them

(SEEPACE 44-)

In India, wherc the elephant istreated by

(Nav.

away. If thc baby
cried, thc giant nurse
would rock the ciadle
until thc little thing
slept.

Nor are only the
feinale elephants so
affectionatc with thc
helpless little oncs ; thc
male animals are equal-
lykind. I'erhaps this is
bceniise the fathcrs as
well as the inotheia
among thc wild ele-
phants have thc caro
of the elcphant bables.
Mr. C. F. Holdcr con-
tributcs scveral intcr-
esting incitlents in this
conncction. In a papcr
on the subjcct he says:

“ Hiw thc young
elephants, in the large
hcrcls, escape from be-
Lng crushcd, is soroe-
thing of a mystcry, as
they aro almost coiuin-

ually in motion; but
wliCUulicrdisalavmed,

the young almost immediately disappear. A ci6se
obsorver would see that each baby was tvottmg

AN tLEMIANT CAIRYINi; A CANKON.



along cllrectly beneath its
niothcr, somctimes be-
twecn bcr fore kgs, and
in various positions; and
so careful are the great
niothcrs and fathcrs, that
-ven while a herd is charg-
ing, the little ones are never
ciushed or stcppccl upon.

“ On the inarch, when
a little elephant is born in
a herd, they stop a day or
ta-o to allow it time to ex-
crcise its little limbs and
gain strength, and then
they press on, the mothers
and babics in front, the oid
tuskers following in the
rear, but ready to rush
fonvard at the first alarm.
When rocky or hilly places
are reached, tbc littlc ones
are helpcd up by the
mothers, who piish them
from bchind and in various

\va)s; but when a river i i
hlsm beférded or swum, a comical sight ensucs.

*The sLam may be «ry rapid and rough, as

AN AMMUKITION CARRICK

the Indian rivers often are after a rain, and at such
a place the bables would”™hardly be able to keep

MUUNTINU A CANNUN UPON AN ULENRIANT.



VA-s-

THE SWIMMINO DRILL OP THE ELErilANT EATTEBV IN DRITISH BIRMAH

up with thc rest; so the mothers and falhers help
them. At first all plunge boldly in— both young
and oid — and when the oid elephants rcach decp
water, where they have to swim, the young scram-
ble upon their backs and sic astridc, sometimes
iwo being seen in this position. 0dut thc very
young elephants often requirc a little more caro and
attcntion, so they are held either upon thc tusks
of the fatheror graspcd in thc tiunk of the mother,
and held over or just at thc surface of the water.
Such a sight is a curious onc, to say the least—
thc great elephants almost hidden beneath thc
water, heve and therc a young one secmingly
walking on the water, resting upon a submcrged
back, or held aloft while thc dark waters loar
bclow,”

Eor hundreds and hundreds ofyears — thousands
even the elephant has been trained for the use
of man, though in those long ago times it was usccl
chieily for fighting purposcs. Now, thc strength

and sagaciiy of thc huge animal are for the most
pan cmploycd for peaccful ends. In British Bur-
mah, however, the British array has an elephant
battery of twenty-two elephants. On four of thc
elephants are carried canuon | twelvc carry ammu-
nitioii, four carry tools, and two are kcpt in reserve
for cmergencics. The elephants are as regularly
drilled in their mancuvers as thc human soldiers,
and, it may be said, make as few mistakes. Thcse
elephants are also made to go through a weekly
swimming drill; but for this part of thcir dutics
they sccm, slrangely enough, lo havc a dislike.
The mahout in conscquencc has vcry often a hard
time of it diiring swimming dril!; for right in thc
midst of it an elephant may decide to consuk liis
own pleasure, and will rush from the water, in
spitc of evcry effort of thc mahout.

The wondcr isthat the elephant does not oftencr
take advantage of its prodigious strength to brcak
loose from its bonclagc. Fear of thc sharp-pointed



hook, which the mahout always carries, is probably
one reason for its submlssion; but the habit of
iraplicitobediencc which it learns has a greatdeal to
do with it. If the elcphant were not so trustworthy,
its uscfulness would be greatly iropaired for hun-
drcds of tasks wllich it now performs. This woukl
be the case particu’arly in carrying travclcrs on its
back through the forests, where the dcsirc for
freedom woukl naturally be very strong.

Occasionally, however, an elephant will have a fit
of bad temper, and will be as savage as if it had
never been tomcd. At such times it is securcly
chained and kcpt so until the fit is over.

Few accounts of the elephant show it to be
nthenvise than gentle and kindly in clisposition;
and most pcrsons who Itave had cxperience with
it are enthusiastic in its praise. Mr. Forbes, for

example. in his “ Oriental Mcinoirs,” says of his
elephant:

“ Nothing could exceed the sagacity,
and affcction of lhis noble quadrupcd. If | stopped
to cnjoy a prospect, he remained pcrfectly im-
movablé until my sketch was finished. If I wishcd
for ripe mangoes growing out of tho common
reach, he selcctcd the most fruitfnl branch, and
breaking it off witli his trunk, gave it to his driver
to be handed to me ; accepting of any part given
to himself with a respectful salaam, by raising bis
trunk thrce times abovc his head in the manner
of the Oriental obeisancc, and as often did he ex-
prcss his thanks by a muvrnuring noisc.

“ No spaniel could be more innoccnt or playful,
or fondev of those wiro noticed him than this docile
animal.”

docility,

MY OTHER ME.

Bv GRACF, DENIO LnCHFIELII.

Children, do you cver,
In walks by land or sea,
Mcet a little maidcn
Long time lost to me ?

She is gay and gladsome,
Has a laughing face,

And a heart as sunny ;
And her fame is Grace.

Naught she knows ofsorrow,
Naught of doubtorblight;

Heavcn isjust abovc her —
Al! her thoughts are whitc.

Long time since | lost hci’,
That other Me of mine;

She crossed into Timc’s shadow
Out of Youth’s sunshinc.

Now the darkncss keeps her;
And cali her as I will,

Tho years that lie between us
Hide her from me still.

Il amdull and pain-worn,
.And loncly as can be —

Oh, children. if you mcet her,
Send back my oihcr Me !



LITTLE MATTI

FINLAND.

liY Sanna Steen.

YoNDEU, by the woocled hill, stands a cottagc
which has a window so small that when one sces
thcrein the round, fair-curled hcad of a littlc boy,
it filis the whole window.

In former days the cottagc had a chimney-top of
brick, the walls were painted red, and a nice fence
cncircled the house and the small potato-field. But
now it all looks poor — very pooi. The smoke nses
through a hole in the turf roof, and the fencc has
fallen down. This is because its only grown-up
mmates are an oid blind soldier and a wife, as okl
as himself. As neither of them could work nur
build, they would have dicd of lumger if the oid
man had not employed himself by binding nets,
and his wife made brooms, and if the parish had
not yearly given them three barréis of corn for
bread.

Four or five years before, it had all been much
better. A: that time there lived in the cottagc,
laesides the oid soldier and his wife, a young, active
couplc,— the son and the son’s wife. They ivere
very industrious, and there was prosperity in the
house, until the calamity carne.

It happcned one Sunday morning that the big
chuich-boat, which carried the people of the ham-
let to church, capshod in the middlc of the lake dur-
ing a squall, and the young man and his wife
and many more people were buried in the svavcs.
But the oid couple had remaincd at home that
(jay, the oid man, because of his blindncss, and
his wife to take care of a little child. While the
bells ringing for the church scrvice sounded across
the lake, it was at the same time for the souls of
those whnm God had so suddenly called to an
eternal service in heaven.

The two oklpeople wcrc then left alone in the cot-
tagc with thcir sorrow, their poverty, and their little
grandchild. They had now only this littlc boy, wlio
was called Matti (Matthew) ; and, as he was so
small, he was gcnerally called littlc Matti.
as round and

He was
ruddy-chcekcd as a ripened apple,
ivith honcst blue eycs, and hair as ycllow as gold,
which was the only gold littlc Matti possesscd in
thisworld. Itwashis ruddy face that uscd tofill the
window when there «.isanything remarkable going
on in the road.

If you have passcd this place at any time you

have surely seen him. Pcrhaps you passed along
the road in a dark and raw autumn evening. You
have then seen the fire shine brightand dear upon
the hearth in the poor room. The blind soldici- is
binding nets, and the oid wife reads aloud from
the Bible about the poor blind human beings who
live in the dark land and who shall see the shin-
ing light. And Matti sils on the hearth-stone in
the firelight, with the cat beforc him. Ho listens
piously, as if he could understand very well what
Grandmothcr reads,— but soon comes sweet slum-
hcr over his blue cyes, and his round red chccks
sink softly do«n against the okl woman’s knce.
And even if you wcrc sitting in the most splcndid
carriage out thcre on the road, you would still look
with joy and cnvy into the poor room,— for thcre is
devotion and innoccncc; there is the peace ofsimple
faith wliich hcals the hearC's sorrows ; thcre is con-
fidcncc in God who brings solace for all the dis-
tress of lifc. This cot is rich ; do you think it
would changc its trcasure for tbc pahice’s gold ?

If you pass the same way on a summer’s day,
)'ou will see that near Ihc cottage there is a gatc.
You have to stop there, if nobody comes to open
it. But wait a moment, it will not be long before
little Matti is there; he is already to be seen at
the cloor of the cottagc. He runs over slick and
stonc to reach it in good time, and his long yellow
hair flows in the wind; he is now at the gate.
Have you a penny ? Do throw it to him, he expects
it; but take a ncw penny, which glittcrs,
have one, for that is his joy. He does not know
what the coin will buy; a penny gives him quite
the same dclight that a dollar would. But take
care that you do not throw the coin on the road
before the horses and carriage have passcd through
the gate ; for as soon as he sces the coin, he throws
himself full Icngth upon it, and lets the gate swing
back against the iioses of the horses. Don’t scold
him for it; when you were a little onc, you were
not a bit wiscr !

Littlc Matti had hard bread and
small beer for

if you

licrring with
his evcry-day furo ; sometimes
there was potatocs and sour milk for him, but
they were for feast-meals; yet ho grew and throvc
on it, and was roundcr cach year. lie could read
nothing bcsides his prayers and the ten com-



mauciments; but he could ~t™nd on his head
where the grass was sofl; he could fish by the
shore Uf the lake, when his grandmother was
there washing his shirts; he could dnve on the
levcl road, and ride his neighbois' horses to the
watcring-place, espccially if some one walked by
his side. On the snow he could distmguish groiise-
tiacks from magpie-tracks, and u'olf-tracks he
knew exceeding well. He could cut a sicdge out of
pieccs of wood, and make horses and cows of pine-
cones with small bits of wood for their feet. This

*AND MATO sm os

was the list of little Matti’s exploits and knowl-
cdge, and this was Icarning cnough for a little onc.

But this was not sufficicnt, Matti thought. He
wanlcd in this world an indispensable thing. 1
don’t know if I ought to talk about it— he had no
brecches; and there svcre two reasons for this. In
the first place, his grandfather and grandmother
werc very poor; and in the sccond |>lacc, it was
most fashionablc among all the small boys of the
hamict to go without that which little Malti was
without. But this was mostly an every-day fash-
ion,— it was fashionablc on Sundays and feast-days
for children to drcss more like other people. There

.vas no one but Matti ivlio neither on Sunda>- fior
Monday had what he ouglit to have had, and this
caused him at last very much affliction.

It was long before little Matti perccived that he
was in want of somcthing. He walked around in
his lilllc shirt, as brave and glad as if superlluous
clothes liad never cxisted. But what happened?
One Sunday morning, when all the people of the
hainlct werc gatlicring by the shore, going to
church, little Matti declarcd that he, too, would go.

“ It will not do, dear child,” said his grand-
niother.

‘W hy not?” said little Matti.

“You have no clothes,” said Grandmother.

Little Matti looked very serious at this.

"1 daré sayl
could lIcnd you
one of my oid
pctticoats,” said

nlE HEAB Tril-STONE IN THE FIKELIGI.T."

Grandmother ; “ but then shall cveiy one bclicve
you to be a girl.”

“ 1 will be aman,” said Matti.

“ Ofcoursc,” said Granclmothcv ; “
if he is not bigger than a halfpcnny.
at liome, voii, my little Matti. ’

And Matti staid at homc this time. But it
was not long after this that the assizcs were to be
hckl in the iiamlct; and this brought many pco]ile
there, and among othcrs carne Wipplusti witli his
juggling ciipboarcl. Evcry one wishcd to pccp into
the cupijoard, bccausc one saw there so much that
was intercsting,— Napoleén Bonaparte with his

man is man.
Stay nicely
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Crown of gold and his long swoi-d, Princess Sun-
deguld wlio led the tigcr, Ahriman, by a necULace,
the hobgoblin of Abor Castle, and many wonderful
things. Some gave Mr. Wipplusti copper coin,
othcrs gave him loavcs of bread, many gave him
nothing atall; but all enjoyed themselves exult-
antly. Little Matti heard other boys tell about

this, and declared immediately that he, too, would
go to see the juggling cupboard.

“ I™will not do, dear child,” said Grandmother
again.

“Why not?” asked Matti.

“The judgeand sevcralother distinguished men
are going there; you can not possibly go without
breeches.”

Little Matti struggled by himself for a time, aud
W ipplusti’'s dolls played in his mind. At last he
said ;

“ Will you, Grandmothcr, lcnd me a petticoat?”

“ There it is,” said Grandmothcr, and laughcd
aloud when the little onc staggered across the
floor in the big petticoat.

“Do | look like a girl?” he asked; “ if so, 1
shall not go. | am not a girl, | am a man.”

“ You surely look rather like a girl,” said Grand-
mother; “ but you must tell cvery one you pass
that you ave a man.”

“That is what | can do,” thought littlc Matti,
and so wcnt off.

On the road he met a travcler, ivho stopped
and said :

“ Little girl, can you tell me where the assizes
are to be held?”

“ 1 am not girl, I am a man,” said Matti.

“ You don’t look like onc,” said the gentleman,
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but Matti did not answer, and when he carne to
the farm whcre the assizes were bcing held, he
called out so loiid that all could liear him : “ 1
only ¢coA like a girl, 1 am rcally a man !”

Men and womcn set up a great laugh. Boys
and girls gathcred in a ring around poor Matti,
clapping their hands and shouting:

“ Nay, look at little Mary ! Whcre did yon get
such prctty clothes?”

“ Itis Grandmother’s petticoat, and not mine,”
said Matti. “ | am not Mary! I am little Matti,
and that you can well sec.”

The biggest and worst of the boys then took
Matti upon his shouldcr and carried him forth to
the juggling cupboard, and shouted out over the
whole place:

“ Who would look at a halfpcnny fellow ? Who
would look at a man in pctticoats ?”

Matti got angry and pulied the boy’s hair with
all his might.

“ It is not my petticoat; it bclongs to my grand-
mother !” he called, and soon he bogan to weep.

The bad comraclc was going on, “ Who will look
at a man in pctticoats? ” and so wcnt on all around
the assizc-place,— the boy shouting out and Matti
pulling him by the hair and weeping. He had
never had this kind of conveyance beforc.

He wcpt, he scratched, he struggled, and when
at last he brokc away, he ran as swiftly as he could,
but stumblcd in the petticoat, crawlcd up again,
ready to weep, and again stumbicd, and so, out of
breath and weeping bittcrly, he at last carne home
to his grandmothecr.

“ Take the petticoat away,” he said; “ I will
have no petticoat, | am a man.”



“ Don’t weep, my Matti,” said Grandmother,
sootliingly; “ when you are big, you shall show
ihat you are a man as good as any other.”

“ Yes,” said Grandfather; “ and next time |
shall lend you my trousers.”

The oid grandparents were so devotedly attachcd
to Matti,— he was thcir only comfort hcrc on
e.irth,— that they would havc given him velvet
breeches embroidcred with gold, if it had been in
iheir power.

Then Matti had a slice of bread and buttcr, and
with that his sorrow passed. He sat down in a
cérner of thc room and thought no more about
bis troubles.

Snme time aftcr this thcre was gaycty in thc
hainlet. The road was in a cloiid of dust with thc
ririving and running, bccausc a man of rank, who
was traveling through thc country, was expected ;
and he was, one said, of rank near thc King, All
the people of the liamlet wishccl to havc a look at
him, and strange things were rclatcd of him.

“ He drives in a golden carriage with twclve
horses,” said onc. “ He is ciressed from head to
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foot in silver and slieet avmor,” They meiitioned
ihc fincst things they knew or could imagine.

lint the little children had thcirown thougins,—
they imagincd that thc gentleman would carry a
knapsack filled with iriiikcts and liqunrice-sticks
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which he was going to fling out on the road for
the childrcn.  This rumor reached Matti's cars
also, and he dcclarcd immediately that he, too,
must go to see thc great man. He had already a
little will of his own,— and he was Grandfathei's
and Grandmother’s darling.

“ How can you go?” said Grandfather, laugh-
ing slyly. “ Perhaps you will have Graiidmother’s
pctticoat once more I”

“ 1 will have no petticoats!” cried Matti,
turning as red as a lobster, when he romembercd
all thc disgracc he had suffered for thc sakc of
that woolcn skirt.  “ I will never more in my life
put on a pctticoat. | am going to have Grand-
father’s trousers.”

“ Come along, follow me to the loft; then shall
>ve see how the trousers suit you,” said Grand-
father.

Who was so glad as Matti thcn? He ran
like a cat up the ladder to the loft, so that thc
poor blind Grandfather could hardly follow him.
So he rcachcd the big green-paiulcd chest, which
stood far back in the cérner of the loft, and for

UTTLE MATTI.
which Matti had always had great respect when
he had been in thc loft to set mousc-traps.

The first thing which stnick the little boy’s eyes
was a big sword with a glittering shealh.

“ That | will have !'” he cried.
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“ Ah, pouh, pooh!” said Grandfather, “bold
the sworcl whilc | got the unifonn out ©f che
‘“Malti took the sword ; and it was so hca.y that
he was liardly ablc to hft it.

Grandfather pattccl him on bis chcck k|nd|>

“ When you bccomc a man,” he said, per-
haps it may be that >mfilwill carry a sworc and be
allowed to fight for your native country. WiW you
do that, Matti ?” , 1

“ Yes” said the hule lad, and straightened
himself'lbravely; “ 1 shall cut the bcads off of
cvery onc.”

* Oh, that depcnds on whom you are hghtmg

“®f7shall cut off ihc hcads of the wolves, and
ihe hawks, and tbe netlics. and of ewery one who
behaves badly to Grandfather and Grandmother.
Yes, Grandfather, and | shall also cut off the
hcads of all those who cali me a girl— ”

“ You must practico gentlcncss and not be
cruel, my Matti,— but herc, we havc the troiiscrs ;
1 suppose you must have the coat, too.”

“ Yes, Grandfather, and lhe sword, too, and the
hat, too.”

“ Sir, havc you any more commands? said

HAVi; V.U ANV MGKIi COMMANUS? "
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"HE SAT .OWN IN A COKKFR OF "HK ROOM, ANU TilOIG lir
NO MORU ADOIT HI» TROIRLES

Grandfather, “ Well, you shall havc al! those

things on the condition that you don't go farthei
awav than the gatc when the gcntleman comes.
‘eYes, Grandfather.” ,
The two werc scarcely down from the loft
before the coroncr carne rushing like ~ “mpesi
along the road and criccl, “* To lhc rigi < an
“ To the left!” meaning that the peoplc must
draw thcmsclves asido, becausc noiv, m a leu
minutes, the honorable gcntleman was coming.
Now, there was hurry cverywhere,

alsy.
in the cottage. Matti

drcsscd m Grandfathers
trouscrs, u’hich werc gfay with bluo stnpes, and
so widc and big that all of M.atti coula casi y havc
crcpt into one of the legs. Below, the half of
the legs had to be turncd up; and abovc, thcv
had to be ticd up with a handkerchief «ncer
his arms. There was quite as much difficult.
with the coat, which looked as if it had bcen
made for a giant. When he put it on, the sleevcs
and the skirls swcpt the ground.

“ That will never do,
said Grandmother ; and she
pinnecl up the slceves ns well
as the skirts.

Matti thought all thecsi
arrangcmcnts imnecessary.

Now. lhcv put on him the
big soldicr 'hat, u'hich would
have falten down over bis
little face to bis shoulders, il
it had not becn half filleil
with hay. Last of all, he had
the hcavy ssvord ; and so was
the little knight rcady.

Never had any boro rctui 11-
ing as a victor from battle
becn as proud as was Matti



that fimt time he put on trousers. All his round
little figure disappeared in those big widc clothos,
hke a fisli in an ocean ; and his grandparents saw
nothing buttho bluc, honest eyes, thc ruddy cheelo:,
and the small sniib nosc pccping out from the
narrow spacc betwecn thc coat-collar and the hat.
And then, whcn he marched out, statcly and wecll
cquipped, tlicy hcard thc sword drag against the
small stoncs; thc pins droppcd out, so that the
blceves and skirts took care of thcinselves; the hat
made a iurch, now to the right, now to the left;
and tlic whole bi'ai'C knight seemed at evcry step
;is if he was going to fall down under the burden
of his hcroic couragc.

The oid cotiple had not for a long time laughed
so heartily as they laughed thcn. Grandfather,
who could hcar well enough, but could see nothing
of Matti’'s equipmcent, wheeled thc boy around
threc times at least, kisscd the small nosc and said,
mGod bless you, little M atti! May never a worse
fcllow ihan you wear a Bjorneborgerne’s ®oid imi-
forin. Take care that you do honor to thc governor
when he arrives.” And thenhctaught the little
one to stand as stiff as a stick, and to look very
austero, the left arni l)y his sido, and to raisc thc
right hand to thc forehcad in saliiting.

Scarccly was Matti at his post by the gate,
beforc thc Governor approachcd, driving rapidly.
He had hcard the horscs’ spccd slackcncd. and the
driver cali out, “ Open thc gate quickly!”

It so happened that thc coroncr, in hisown hiSi'
person, had placed himself by thc gate, to take
caro that evcrything should go wcll, and that thc
gato should be opened at givcn signal. This would
give thc Governor a very good idea of the excellcnt
ordcr along the roads, he thought. But when the
carriage approachcd with the rapidity oflightening,
it happened that thc coroner endeavored to how
most humbly; and unforcunately in doing so, he
fell into thc wet ditcli by the i-oaciside.

The undcr-coroner, who was waitiiig by thc
gate for thc woid of comniand, whcn he suw liis
mastcr tumble, was so confuscd that he never
thought of o])cning the gate without his siipcrior’s
command; and so Clic gate rcmained shut.

The carriage was now compcllcd to stop; the
geiuleman luokccl ont in surprisc, and thc driver
kept calling out, “ Open tlic gate !'"

Then little Matti took couragc .and stopped for-
ward — though with much troublc— opened thc
gaic, and made thc salutc just as Grandfather liad
taught him, almost like a trained dog who has
Ic.trncd to sit ercct. The driver eraekcd tlie wliip,
lhe horscs startcd, bul at the same moment, thc
gentleman called out:

“ Stop !'”

The carriage stopped for tlic sccond time.

“ What little figure is this in a BJorneborgerne’s
uniform?” the gentleman called out to Matti,
and laughed so heartily that thc carriage almost
trembled.

Matti did not understand ; he rcmembercd only
what Grandfather liad told him, and he made once
more a soldier-like saliiie, as stiff and as solcmn
as possible. The gentleman was still more amused
by this, and asked the people stunding by about
thc bav’s parents.

The coroncr, who had by this time ciawled out
of the ditch, hastenecl to relate that the boy was
an orphan, who lived with his grandfather, a poor

“ MATTI MADE UNCE MOHE A "0LDIEK-LIKE SALUTI*”

blind soldier of the nanie of Hug. The coroncr
said this in that conteiiiptuoiis way which some-
times is uscd when a dignified functionary speaks
about paupcrs in the parish. But his surprise was
great when he saw thc gentleman iininediately step
out of thc carriage, and go straight to thc cottagc.

Grandmother was so astonished that shc ncarly
tuillbled from hcr chair, whenthe gentleman step-
pcd in ; but Grandfather, ivho could see nothing,
had more couragc, and politcly pointcd to where
he knew the bench was. “ Pcace be with you, my
fricnds,” said thc gcntleman, as he shook hands
heartily with the oid people. “ It sceins to me, |
should know you, oid fellow,” he went on, while
he looked hard at the Graiidfatlier. “ Is it not
Hug, No. 39 01 my oid company ?”

“ My good captain I” answered Grandfather, in
great surprise, for he knew thc voice.

“ Now, lliank Hcaven that 1 have foiind you
at last!” said the gentleman. *“ llave you for-
gottcn th.it it was you, who in thc hcat of a bat-
Ile once carricd me Ol your slioulclcrs and fnrdcd
ilie strcam with me, when | was woundcd and
faint, and had nearly fallen into the hands of thc
cncmy? And if you havc forgotten it, do you
tliiiik that 1 ever should be ablc to forgct it ? Since

ifjonicborg’ Pta lown in Fininnd.
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thepeace, lhave heard nothingofyou; I havevainl®y
ioSht you for a long time, and at last

thought
YOU must be dead.

But now 1 have found you, and
] must take good care of you, and

vour little boy-and a fine boy he is. W th
these words, he seized M atti under f
him up and kissed him so cnerget.cally, that he
fad dropped his hat, the sword clanked, and the
rest of Grandmother’s pins foll from the coat
well as from the trousers.

“ Now, don’'t do that! Ict me flonc said

Matti- “ you have made the hat fall on the
now, and Grandfather is getting Smil

“ Dear, gracious sir,” said Grandmother, quite
ashamed of Matti’'s talking so; “ be good enough
not to mind the boy’s impatience - he is, alas, not
at all accustomcd to intercoursc witli people.

“ Grandfatlicr shall have a better hat than this
one.” said the gentleman to Matti; *“

dear oid woman, be easy on accouiu of
u-rath;

am! you

boy s
it is rather good that he is a ~Pinted littlc

fellow. I-isten, Matti. It sccms to me that you
are going to be a clevecr man. Have you a imnd
to be a brave soldier like Grandfather.

“ Grandfather says that it dcpends on whom
fieht aeainst,” said Matti.

“ You are a smart boy,” said the gentleman,
“ and you are not at all lacking in courage.

OV EINLANU.
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“ Av sir; that is because to-day is the first time
littlc M atti has worn trousers, and the couragc is
with Che trousers.” said Graiulfathcr.

“ Say, rather.

N

it is the Bjorneborgerne s imi-
f,rm ” said the gcntloinan. “ There is the smell
of ginpowder, aud much honor left in ihis uorn
uniirm, and such mcmorics pass from onc gena-

“tibn .0 another. But now we have a new ume

coming, and the boy sliall learn to be

of tbc Fatherland. Are you strong, littlc man .
Matti did not answer, he only held out his ngd«

tMrd fiiiger to try its strength with the noble

"'“jTarseethat you are,” said the 11-tkman ;
“ and when yoiii arm has grown, yon '"’l be as

strong as a beav. Witl you come homo and stay
with me, and cat white bread, and dunk inuk
cvery day? And may be, thcre will be, besidcs,
some cakcs and liquorico to be liad now and then,

if you are a good boy,”
“Am | to have a horse to nde on? askcii
M atti,
al Of course,” said the gentleman.

Matti was very tlioughtful f™"'"*“ r~’ 1

cyes wandcredfrom the stranger to Grandfathc .

from Grandfather to Grandmnthcr, and from

Grandmothcr back again to the gentleman. At
last he crept behiiid his grandparents, and saiO ¢



ee1 will stay with Grandfatlier and Grand-
motbor-”

“ But, dear Matti,” said the bhnd soldicr, in
hcartfelt cmotion, “ herc, by your grandfather, you
only get hard bread, and salt hcrrinjp, and water.
pon't you hcar that the kind sir offcrs you frcsh
bread and milk, and other good things, and do you
hcar that you ave going to have a horse to ride?”

“ 1 will stay with Grandfather; | will not go,”
Matti callcd out, while the tears almost rushed to
liis eyes-

“You are a good Iroy,” said the gcntleman, with
tears in his eyes, and he pattcd the little one on
his round cheek. ‘* Do stay with your Grand-
fatlicr, and 1 shall take care that neither Grand-
fathci-, Grandmother, for you, shall cver suffer
want: and when you are grown up, and a bold
fcllow, vou must come to me, if I am alive, and
I will give you land to plow, and forest to hew;

and whether you are fariner, or soklier, that is all
the same, if you are an honest and faithful son of
your Fatherland. Will you be that, M atti?”

* Yes,” said the boy, stiffand ercct.

“ God blcss you, child ! ” said the grandpavents
with prayerful heavts.

“ And God bless our dear Fatherland and give
it many faithful sons like you, dear little M atti,”
added the gcntleman. “ There are many children
who run away from the hard biead, and grasp
after the fiesh buns; and what do they gain by it ?
Their Fatherland does not gain by it. ‘Honor thy
father and thy mother in their povcrty, that it may
be well with thee, and thou may’stlive long in the
land.””

“ That is printed in my good book,” said little
Matti.

“ Yes ; butitisnotwritten in every one’s heart,”
said the gcntleman.
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JUNO,

By Anme Howells

IT was quite in keeping with the rest of her mis-
fortunes that she had bcen namcd Juno; it was
one of the many indignities that had been hcaped
upon her. And tlic Afame was always repeated
with a laugh or a jeer whcnevcr any onc madc poor
luno’s acquaintancc,— there svas so litllc that was
goddcss-like about her. She had nothing uiidcr
the sun in common with the Qucen of Olyra-
pns, save that at her liirth she seemed to havc bcen
intriisted to the Seasons as her solc attcnclants, for
no mortal cver felt callcd upon to bcstow any
attention upon her.

When | first saw her, she looked around tlie
cérner of the barn at me wih a pair of soft, big,
sood-natured eyes, which shone under a bulg.ng,
bull-likc forehead.-Have

| said that Juno was a
calf’

And a more neglectcd, unkempt, and gcn-
erally dislicvelcd calf never scampercd over a Vir-
ginia farm — and that is saying a great dcal.

We had gone to the pasture to look at the
pretty Jersey calves, which crowded about us and
allowccl their glossy sidcs to be strokcd.

“ But that is not a Jersey?” | said, pointing to
the shaggy, half-grown black lieifei- which carne
cautiously up to us, prcpared eitlicr to be pctted
or chascd awa\’.

“ Oh, no; that is only Juno,” was the answer,
quickiy followcd by awail of iudignation from my
hostess as she caught siglu of a rosc-branch dang-
ling from the calf's tail, *“ Juno, you wretchcd
beast, you have licen in tlic garclen again !”

Juno could n’'t deny it, and only gave a gruff,
tliough not an impcrtinent, “ b-a-a-h !” and scam-
percd away to the fartlicr cnd of the pasture,
whcence she rcgarded us inquisitively.

“ Is she, like the Juno of oid, fond of * dittany,
poppics, and lilies? *” | asked.

“ She is fond of cverything that can be caten,
from warni niush-and-milk down to arctic over-
shoes,” was tlic despairing vcply. “ To be surc,
her appctite has its reason for bciiig, for I don’t
think that poor Juno has cver seen the time when
licr stomach was really full. When she was a
little calf, the black woman wc had to look after
the cows said that calves necdccl very httlc atten-
tion, consequcntly she was brought up on darkcy

i-‘réchette.

principies. Then when these little aristocrats,”— ca-
rcssingthejorscys,— “ carne along, wc had a well-
traiiicd Scotch lassic who would havc gone without
herown supper rather than have Ici them ga with-
out thcirs. But it was too late for Juno to profit
by the ncw regime, for «ith Scotch thrift she said
Juno was too oid to be treatcd like ‘the wee bu
calfici,” and slie chascd the poor animal out of
the calf-pcn.

“ Then poor Juno triccl to pretcnd she was a cow,
and sllpped into the cowyard when the bran-masli
was passcd around. But this was looked upon as
little lIcss than highway robbcv>' by tlic immigrant
from the ‘Banks o’ Dcc,” and the pretender was
bclabored out for a ‘ thicving beastic, trying to tak’
fro’ the poor coos what thcy nccded to kecp up
their milk wi’.” So, you sce, Juno has not always
had a bed of roses to rest on, though she has just
come offonc.”

As we tiirned to go back to the house, two bright-
haircd little people who had stood bcsidc us, dnnk-
ing in the story of Juno, clamored to be allowed
to~stay and havc a romp with the pretty, fawn-hkc
creatures about them. Thcy wcrc poppecl through
the bars by an indulgent aunt, and allowed to pccl
off shocs and stockiiigs by an almost cqually indul-
geiit niamina, and left to Hit and caper the shining
spring morning away on the tender greoii grass.

When thcy carne in at noon, warm and tired,
thcy werc followed al a respectful distancc by Juno.
W wecerc rather toiichcd by her devotion, and put

it down to an affcctionatc natiirc. Its real cause

carne out, that night, when tho small people were
being puttobed. Then “ Sistcr,”a young woman
of seven, and “ Brother,” a man of six, sceinec
loath to cntev the niysterious land of dreains until
they had unburdened their souls by a confession.
It bcgan with:

“ Good-night, Mamnia !”
Good-night, and pleasant dreams.”
Are you going downstairs at once, Mamma?”
Yes; good-night again.”
Just wait a minute, picase,” and a hurried
consultation was hcld in a ivhispcr, of which 1
caught “ No, you tell, Sister; you 're the oldest.”—
“No,tell, Brother, you make things sound so

“



wcll, youknow.”— * Ah, no, Sister,_y<7«.” W here-
upon 1 brought things to a crisis by asking what
they wishecl to tell.

“ Wc wantcd to know what stcaling is.”

“ Why, it ’s taking what does not bclong to
vou.”

“ Wcll, is all stcaling very bad? ” asked Sistcr,
sitting up in bcd.

Ves, is it all very bad ?” cchoed Brother, who,
being metcly a substaniial shadow to Sister, also
s.it up. “ Would yon cali taking Grandpapa’s
diings stealing ?”

mOf course.”

" OU-h I” looking uiicasily at each other.

“ Wiy do you ask?”

“We did n'tknow — we thought— wc— Brother,
you explain,” and Sister lay back on her pillow in
(lcsperation. He carne boklly ig) to the raark.
*'You sec, Mamma, we felt sorry for poor Juno,
and Sister said to me, ‘Lct 's make a party f»r
Juno’; and 1said, ‘Say we do’; and Sister and 1
wcnt to the barn, and Juno, she walkcd after us,
so nice and polite, Mamma, and we put her into
Jini’s stall, and gave licr some oats and corn with
some salt sprinkled on it, and we found some mcal,
and made her some loorriclge in a Isucket, and wc
set it outsidc, 'cause Sister said it woukl cook in
the sun, but Juno (lid n’'t wait for it to cook. She
iust yobbled ii up, and she >vasso ~la-d.'” and liis
eyes sparklcd at the rcmembrance of the satisfac-
tion. “ If shc had n’t been quite so grccdy, though,
shc 'd have had it better, for we were going to trim
the bucket with swcet-potaio vines.”

< To makc it look like salad,” explainccl Sister.

“ Surely, surely, you woukl not have takcn vines
from Grandpapa’s hot-beci! If you had, he 'd h.avc
been sorry that | brought you to visit him. About
Juno's party — you 'll have to tell him in the morn-
ing, and ask him to excuse you.”

“ D’'you think he 'll be very mad ?” they asked,
solemnly. “ Won’'t you just mention it to him
when you go ilownstairs, now? You know liim
so well.”

The next morning thcre was a scssion i1 the
library, with clnsecl doors. But 1 fancy thcre was
nota terrible scene, for when | “ mcntioncd it”
to Grnndpapa the night before, he shut one eyc
and shook with silcnt laughter. When the cloor
opcnccl, and the thrce emerged, thcre was still
a judicial air hanging about Granclpapa, while
the liabies lookcd as if their little souls had Ircen
swecpl and garnishecl for the day. As they partcd,
Grandpapasaid, “ But, rcmember, asapunishmecent,
you are to take care of Juno and keep her out of
mischief while you are hcrc ; and,” lapping his left
palm with his right forefinger, “ she
have a tastc of swect-potato vines.”

is not to

“ No, \w-deed, dear Grandpapa.”

Nothing could be casicr than to promise to keep
Juno out of mischief, but they soon found it avery
difficult promise to fulfill. She was kirge enough
to jump out of the calf-pen, and small enough to
squirin through the pasture fence. She got into
the chickcn-yard, and gallopcd around, scaring
the hens off their nests, aud almost throwing the
oid turkcy gobbler into a fitof apoplexy by bcllow-
ing whecnecver he gave vent to his natural wrath
by gobbling. She enticcd the Jersey calves into
the wheat-fickis of an adjoining farm (and made
no end of troublc for her owner), took them for a
stroll along the railroad track, and only brought
them b.ack when night and hungcr overtook them,
and when all the tired men and boys on the farm
had gone to look for them. Her air, as she ap-
peared over the brow of some oid earthworks, with
the calves at her heels, was that of innocence and
uprightness, and sccmed to say, “ Bul for me
thcse inexperienced young creaturcs might never
have found their way home.”

After this last cscapade. Juno was given up to
final disgracc by all but her two little friends. Shc
was made to wcar a poke, and her usual calfish
joy was so overcast by gkiom that she only had
spirit enough left to gnaw the bark off the young
trees in her prison. Evidently her friencls hated
the poke as corclially as she did. And if wc all
had not been absorbed in our own unimportant
affairs, we might have seen that a revolution was
brewing.

Juno lookcd forlornly out from her prison pen,
and Sister and Brother scampercd in wild frcedom
over the farm, for they were at liberty to take thcir
luncheon and be gone all clay,— only they wcrc
cnjoined to bcgin iheir liomeward march when
the whistle from the five o’clock exprcss shrieked
through the valley.

One morning, as wc afterward vemcmberecl, an
unusually large lunclieon was asked for, and thcre
was a great clcal of ilitting in and out of the barn
I>efoi-c they, with thcir little express wagoén, dis-
appcarcd through the vineyard in the direction of
the wuods.

The sweet spi'ingday wore away, and wc were
sitting under the china-trcc, cnjoying the dclicious
change from aftcrnoon warinth to the coolncss of
cvening, when Grandpapa suddenly rose, lookcd
about him, and askccl, “ Wherc are the children?
It is time they were ac home.”

The goldcn glow of coming sunset, which had
sccmed so beautiful but that moment to thcir
Mamma, turncd to a cokl gray niist, as shc rose
quickly aud kioked in the direction whcre the two
loved little forms and the sciueaking exprcss wagon
had disappearcd so many hours beforc.
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“ They ought to be liere,” said shc. “ It’s after
six o’clock. They ncver failcd to obey thc wliistlc
before.”

“ Oh, \vell,” Gi-andpapa answered re-assuringly,
“ they 'vc not heard it to-day. They ’'rc prolsably
hunting arrow-licads, or liavc made some won-
dorful discovery, or are down on the low grouiids
gathering crcsses, and think it’s only noon. How-
ever, as it is gcttiiig late enough for them to be at
horae, 1 'll vialk down that way and get them.”

“And 1°'ll go to the pasture; they may be
playingwith Juno,” said Aunt Sic.

“ And 1I’ll run acvoss to Mrs. Brown’s; perhaps
Sol Brown has coaxed thcm over therc,” said Aunt
Lishie.

“ Well, 1'll goon the uppcr porch and have a
look over thc farm, and if | don't see them, | 'll
take a run through the vincyard; they often hunt
for arrow-heads thcre,” and, as she spokc, the
mother tried to bclicve shc did n’t feel coid around
the hcart.

Each started off with alacrity, for there are times
when it is a greater rclief to frightcned people to
part company than to stay together.

When shc reachcd the porch, which commanded
a view of the lovely landscape for miles around,
she saw nothing but Grandpapa cntering thc woods
in thc hollow, Aunt Sie hastening to the pasture,
and Aunt Lishic taking the shortest possible cut
to Mrs. Browu’s. The clear air sccincd to ring,
and yet to be horribly silent. There carne the boys
up from the cornfield, cach riding a mulc. Perhaps
in anothcr moment she would see a yellow head
bobbing up and dowu behind. Butno, tlic children
were not enjoying thc pleasure of a mulc ride —
they were nowhere to be seen. Shc hurricd down-
stairs to question the boys as they passed, who, in
reply, assured hcr that they had not scen thc
children that day. She made a quick search of the
chicken-coop and hayloft beforc running hither
and thither in the viiieyard on thc hillside. Once
or twice she wassure shc heard thcm, but,when she
stopped to listen, she found that it was only the
boys talking at the well as they watered their mules.
At last she went back to the housc and waited.

One aftcr another thc scouts carne in; whcn the
last arrlvcd alone, at seven o'clock, she brokc down
cntirely and cried in earnest.

“ There, there, clon’t be frightcned,” said hcr
father; “ nothing can havc happened; therc is n’t
a dangcvous place on thc farm. But I 'l stait the
boys out, for | fecl anxioiis to get the little ones
in before it grows damp. And it just occurs to me
that they may be at the blacksmith’s; 1| 'll step
across and see,” and he stepped off with a brisk-
ncss that would have done crcdit to a man twenty-
five years younger.

The auncies and mother by this time fclt the
need of companionship, and went in a group to
the darkening woods, where they shouted as loudiy
as thcir broken voices would allow. At one place
thc pasture touched the woods, and here they
made a discovery. The bam were down; and
when they looked at the cows waiting at the milk-
ing-shcd, Juno, who of lato had affected their so-
ciety, was not with them.

“Juno is out, and they are pvobably Irying to
drive hcr horac,” cried Aunt Sie. “ The dcar
little souls!”

“ The little angels ! ” sobbcd Aunt Lishic.

“ The dcar, care-worn little crcatures! Oh,
that miserable beast, | ncver want to see hcr
again,” wailed thcir mamma, who little knew how
glad the sight of Juno would make her.

A little furtlier on they found the priiits of small
bare feet, half-obliterated by hoof-marks.

“ They havc been here, but where are they
now ?”

Ah, yes, where?

It was undeniably dark in the woods. Outsidc,
the full moon looked down on the lonesomc, empty
fieids. They could not beav to look at it, for was n’t
therc “ tliemanin the moon” with whom those
blessed lost bables belicved ihcmsclves on such
fricudiy termn? Oh, if he loved t)iem as wcll as
they believed he dicl, would he, ah, woukl he, picase
kccp an eye on thcm, and guide thcm safely back !

The horror of the dark woods was too much for
the thrce svretchcd women, and they kept on its
outskirts, like the whip-poor-wills which now and
then broke the awesome silcnce.

Prcsently they carne in sight of a dilapidatcd
oldcabin which had formcd partofthe “ quartcrs ”
in slavery times.

“ Do you suppose they could be thcre?”

“ No, I 'm afraid not; they believe thc threc
bears live in it, so 1 don’'tthink they would venturo
in,” answcred Mamma.

The memory of the dcar imaginative little ones,
ivhom she now thought she would ncver again see,
criished her. She sank down, and her face was
bowed.

‘*Oh, my darlings, my darlings !”

“ B-a-a-h!”

Hcr sisters clutched her, and dragged her to
her feet.

“Itis, if is Juno!”

Once more thc silence was broken by that voice —
sweeter now to them than any trill of mocking-
bird or prima donna. This time it took on an
inquiring tone.

“ B-a-a-h ?"”

“ She ’s in the cabin !” they all cxclaimed.

The moon was shining brightly upon thc square
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opcning which had served asawindow; and franicd
in it upon a backgi‘ound of inncr darkncss they
bchcld the classic head of Juno.

“ Don't Ict \is hope too much, thcy may not be
ivith iicr. It woukl kill me not to find them now,”
nuavered Mamma. as they hurried forward.

In a moment they wcrc at the door, anda glad
'linut picrced the still evening, and reached poor
Crandpapa, as he stood “ completely whipped
imt,” as he afterward confessed, not knowing
«liich way to turn next.

The cabin was divided into two rooms, and in

PEEHXC THAT Juno WAS NBF [IAFPV W ini HBR IPOKK,

the outer onc gleamed the light clothing of two
little slcepers. The suddenncss with which they
iveie snatched from slumbcr causcd a wail from
Brother, “ It’s the bcars, Sister, it's the thrcc bcars
come home.” And in truth the hiigs to which
thcy were treatcd quite carried out the bcar idea.

It sccmced as if the supply of tears ought to have
bcen cxhausted, but it was not, only now thcy wcrc
what tho children callcd “ fun tears,”
thcy carne from laughing.

e;uestions were asked and the answcrs were not
even waited for. The slecpy little ones were
rathervague, but it was gathered during the trium-
phal homeward inarch (upon which Mamma

because
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kindly permitted the aunts io carry their precious
ones, while she lcd Juno by the poke), that feeling
that Juno was not happy with her poke, and not
well treatcd, thcy had dccided to take her and
live in the cabin, which, after many cautious sur-
veys from safe distances, they had concluclcd was
not the home of the bcars. Thcy had provided a
load ofmeal for her, and a good luncheon for them-
selvcs; and they had intended to live on straw-
berries and water. Thcy wcrc “ terribly tired.”
They had worked hard all day gatlicring nioss to
make thcmsclves a bed. After putting Juno into

IIAD DECIDED TO TAKP IIHK AKD 11'li IN THE CARIK-

her room, they had lain down to try tlieirs, and
had gone to slcep before dark. They wcrc pcr-
fcctly willing to go home, espccially Brother, who
had his own opinién about whip-poor-wills.
Grandpapa met them when half-way to the
house, and as he gathered them both
arms,

into loving
he was grccted with. “ You miU take off
poor Juno’s poke, won’'t you dear Grandpapa ?”

Juno was iivged to cat .vhen she got home, and
although she had farcd sumptuously all day, she
consenled to worry down a little warm bian
mash.

Juno has ceascd to be a calf, and we now tcn-
derlv allude lo her as the Sacrcd Cow,
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HOW MARIE OBTAINED MISS ALCOTT'S AUTOGRAPH.

(A Trtte Stpry.)

liy Dior.F.XES TUBB.

ilA

Miss Alcott, in “ Jo's Boys,” has dcvoted a
chapter to the tridis and tribulations of an author-
css perseciitcti by a legién of curiosity-seckers and
autograph-hunters. She has told of thc many and
ingenious means rcsortcd to by this class of pcople
10 dbtain a memento or a signatura from a popu-
lar'wriier; but until this story was written she
ncver knew how hcr own autograph was obtained
on onc occasion by two of her little admircrs.

Agncs and Marie Chestcr, like most American
girls, were assiduous rcadcrs of ST. NiCHOI.AS. It
was in its pagcs they had read several of Miss Al-
cott’'s Works, and to thcm thc boys and girls created
by the pen of this giftcd writcr were no fictiiious
characters. They wcrc creaturcs offlesh and blood,
wliose individual charactevistics were as firinly
impresscd upon the ininds of our little hcroines as
wcrc thosc of any of their most intimatc pla)'mates.
To them Miss Alcott was a species of divinity who
held thc powcr to make or mar the lives of the

si!

young creaturcs wliosc histories shc
recordcd. W ith one fell swoop of her
pen she could, if she fclt so disposcd,
take thc life of a favorite heroine, or
‘emake a story cnd wrong.” What
wonder, then, that their affection for
their clivinit)- should be tcmpcrccl rvith
a certain awc.

Agnes and Marie wcrc thc youngest
of a family of sevcn children, and,
their mother having cliecl when they
were still quite young, they had been
accustomed to look upon their sister
Dora, who was several years their
sénior, as a second mother, and to

defer to her judgment in those matters which
did not cali for the iutcivention of tho fathcr’s
authority.

Now, it so happened that “ Rose in Blooni,”
thc sequel to “ Eight Cousins,” was not pub-
lished in serial form, like its prcdeccssor.
When thc book appcared, Dora read it, and
Agnes and Marie wcrc anxious to do thc same.

Mr- Chcster was temporarily out of town, however;
and in his abscnce Dora hesitated tolct thc yoimgcr
girls re.ad thc book, fearing that hcr father might
possibly objcct to piacing it in thcir hands. owing
to the fact that it containcd scveral lovc cpisodcs.
She ihcveforc refuscd hcr pcvmission, much to thc
discomfitiu e of our little hcroines, who rose in open
revolt against thcir sistcr’'s decisién. They cntrcat-
cd, argued, whcedlcd, and threatcncd, by turns,
but all in vain. Dora rcmained firm in her deci-
sién, and the book was scciircly lockcd up in hcr
bureau draucr.

The young rebcls threatcncd to capture that
book, by hook or by crook, if they had to pick thc
lock, or even to blow up thc burcau with dynamite;
and they racked their brains to disco\'er some
means ofexecuting thcir mutinous purpose.

They had a firm ally in their brother Will, who
had not the boyisli contempt for girls which some
brothers of his age affcct.

Mastcr Will was no less a personagc than thc
cditor-in-chicf of a weekly publication cntitled
Scmps, of which Agncs and Mario coniposcd thc
rcst of the editorial staff. Scrafs was an infiii-
cntial organ among its rcadcrs, who, by thc way,
were just threc in number, including thc staff. It
did not appcar in printcd form, but was issucd in
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inuiniscripl, and its coliimns aboundcd w iii™tes
elild cornmems on all lThc important evcnts’I™~cH
occurred throughout that portion of the uni”~c
,-oinpvised in the Chestci houschold.

You should have seen the issuc which a]>pearda”

Dnra’s decisién had been mado known !

MISS AI-CaTT'’s
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morning, “ 1 am just going to write to Miss Alcott
and ask her if she did n’t intend ‘ Rose in Bloom’
for girls of our age as much as iotyoung ladis of

'‘Dora’s."

This was said with a conicmptuous cinphasis

‘(o!n\ the w”rds ‘myoung jadies,” which expresscd

The “ leader” on the editorial page was devoted\voRinioe ¥f amopivkeh ¥eorn.

Lu a learned argument, bristling with preccdents
,nd aiitliorities, to prove that the decisién was
ebarb.iious, imreasonable, cruel, and unjust.”
I'lien carne paragraphs at intcrvals, with startling
i.u.id-lincs, and teeming with bittcr jroiiy and caus-
iile sarcasm. There were even pathctic verses like
ilie following:

ml ihiiik il s racaii that ' Robe in Bloom ’
1» lockcil up jll niy Niswr'sroom.”

and this:
TOo Dora,

“ When 1am clcaU,
And in my tomb,
You 'll wisb I 'd read
*The kobC In kloam !*

And then the cartoon,— wcll, here is the cartoon
just as it appeared in Scraps:

This isstie of Scraps was sent to Dora, as you
may believe, ljut even this formidalsic array of
logic, pathos, ridiculc, and abuse lefi the young
lady unmovcd; and still the book reinained safely
locked up in the burean drawcr.

So much for the vaunted power of the prcss!

“ Well, I don’t care!” cxclaimed Marie, one

~WII shqok his head.

~no, iftat won’t do,” said he, doiibtfully ;
‘Miss Alt ott would n’'t answer your leltcr. Do
\ou suppc ic slie has nothing elsc to do Imt to
ianswcr’ I'itic girls’ lettcrs? W hy, if shc were to
answer all he Ictters slie reccives, she woukl n’'t
have any left in which to write her books.
We must | lilik oi somo other plan, for that won’t
do, | tell »1u.”

And the cditor-in-ehief again shook his head in
disapprova Of the proposal of the janior mcmber
of his staff

But the words were hardly out of his mouth.
when he s{}rprised his seporters by executing_'a
series of faitastic stcps over the chairs and furni-

tHFE: Nm ; vent the while to unearthly chuckles
and'ti ium| .hant yclls wliich fairly shook the house.

imc

w6 ood gracioiis 1”7 excltimed Agnes, “ what on
earth is the matti-r with yoli now, W ill?”
“Oh ! 1'mall right!”'f-eJoined Will. *“ I was

just thinking tllt Mari9*s idea is a lirst-ratc onc,
after all. Wiitfe to MisS Alcott, by al! means.”

“ But | thoubht yoii siiid we would n't receive
any answer,” cpjcctcd Agnes.
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Well, 1've changccl my mincl. Now, | knmo
your Ictter will be answered. | am just as surc of
it as that your flame is Agnes Chester.”

‘“But how do \ou know ?” inquircd Marie.
“ Never mind', now,” retortcd Will. *“ Just go
and write yoiii- Ictter, and you will find
out m good time.”
W hercupon Agncs and Marie sat
down, and, after several unsuccessful
attempts, thcy managed to produce a

MISS ALCOTT'S AUTOCRAPII. [Nov.

capital letters, and no figures whatcver, so that 1
am unablc to date my letter; and | havc been
obliged to guess at the v, u, and/ Ho'vcver, cither
I am much mistaken, or this letter will produce
the desired effect. Now', then, lo transfcr this to a

lettei- which thcy passcd to Will for erw*~

his approval.
Wi ill read it criticall.v.
“ Well,” said he, “ it is rather

long; howcver, | suppose it will do, '*YAvy, \r—

as Miss Alcott will never see it.”

“ Never see it?” cxclaimed the
two girls togethcr.

“ Don’t ask questions,” Will rc-
markcd, sentcntiously, “ but you,

Agncs, bring me the * Eight Cousins’

from the library table, while Marie

gcts me ashcetof tracing papcrwhich she will find
in my dcsk.”

When the desired articlcs werc brought, Will
opened the volume of the “ Eight Cousins " at the
pago which is insertcd between the title-page and
the proface, containing the fac-simile of Miss
Alcott’s writing shown above.

“ Now,” said he,

“ Miss Alcott will re-

,yJL-+0
ply to your letter.” 24 -

Then, after cavefully
studying the fac-similc,
W ill hibofiously com-
poscd the following
note;

“ My dear LITTLE FRIENO
The book waswnllcn for all my
tKjy and girl friends : it js besi,
howcver, to be gitded by your
sister’s jiidgment, inily your
friend, I- M, Atcote "

This done, he placed
his tracing paper over
the fac-similc of Miss
Alcott’'s writing, and
traccd Ictter after let-
ter until he had pro-
duced the rcsult here
shown.

“There,” he cxclaimed; “ of course, an expcrt
could tell that is n't genuine, butit is near enough,
I think, to dcccive Dora. | have n't bcen ablc
to say just what 1 wanted, because this fac-simile
is so short that it docs not contain all the let-
ters of the alphabct- It has only four kinds of

shcet of note-papcr. | have an odd shcct in my
writing-dcsk, which is unlike any that we havc in
the liouse. Of coursc, it would not do for Dora
to recognize the note-papev.”

So saying, Wil! procured the sheet in gncstion,
and placing a shcct of carbén papcr upon it, he
procecded to transfcr his note. He then went

M CfAAY"

over his work with pcn and ink, and at last con-
tcmplatcd the finished letter.

Agncs and Marie had followcd his cvery opera-
tion with intense intcrest, and exprcsscd their
satisfaction at ihc rcsult.

“ But,” objectcd Agnes, “ isnotthisaforgcry?”
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“ 1 suppose ,t is, :

..t
LWell,” said W.II, bit ' s

?eluSd by l=rjuigoen., »d she will hold

‘his up to us.” o

“ Oh yougoosey!” csclaiinedW ni; “ thatisjust
Jie very reasoii Dora will let you read the book.
Don’t you see thc note says plainly enough that
ilie story was written for girls of your age, just as
well as for older girls. You don’'t suppose Miss
-Mcolt would write you not to mind what your
bistcr s.aid, but lo do just as- you pleased, do you ?
If 1 had ivritten that, Dora would have scen at
once that the note was n't genuinc. You just wait.”

The iiext day, after Agncs and Marie had left
for school, Dora found an cnvelopc on hcr drcss-
Ing-table, beaving her namec.
tors.

It inclosed two let-
One was thc draft of the note composed by
Marie and Agncs, and addresscd to Miss Alcott.
The other was W ill’s elabérate manufactured reply.

Dora was astounded! “ The Hule imps,” she
cxclaimed to hcrsclf, “ I never supposed they
would carry out their threat!”

Sne harcllv knew whether to be more pkased or
bhe i, 3

er ss:'

sespectod the Benumenes. of the note
hcn Agncs and Mario rcturncd from school,

Dora quietly went to hcr room, and camc back a

few minutes latcr with “ Rose in Bloom,” which

she handcd without a word to Agnes.

Agnes and Marie exchangcd swift glances with
Will. They fclt they could not take advantage of
Dora’s unsuspccting conlidence. Agncs, thereforc,
returned the book, and the threc conspirators
relatcd the story of thc fovged note.

Dora laughed heartily and good-naturedly.

“ But, you young wrctchcs I” shc cxclaimed,
“ here have | proudly clisplaycd that autograph to
a dozen people, and now | shall be obligcd to con-
fcss how 1 have been duped, of them
wcent so far as to ask me for it! Well, wcll, I sup-
pose you might just as «ell read thc book noiv, or
therc is no knowing what will occur to you to do
next.” ,

And Agncs and Marie read “ Rose m Bloom.

Several

"

MUS Mcou, to whom the fovegoing story was submitted before its acoop.ance by St. NtCHOU.tS, seut us this

appointed iii the book whcn they reail it.— L. M. A.

novicmber.

By Frank Demi'ster

W ho shall sing to blcak November,
Munth of frost and glowing cmber?
Is there nothing, thcn, to praisc

In these chilly thirty days?

.Ah, and who shall lack for song
When thc nights are still and long
W hen bcside thc log-wood firc

We may hear thc wood-clves’ choir
Making dainty music lloat

Up thc big, brick chimncy’s throat;

Sherman.

W'lien within thc llames and smokc
W ¢ ma)- sec a fairy folk

Corning hithcr, going thither,
Vanishiiig wc know not whithcr?
Unless perhaps they all dcpart

For thc frozcn forcst’s hcart,

To tcll the stark, forsakcn tvccs

Of thc Aircsidc’s mysteries.—

Horv they saw some othcr clvcs
Just as funny as themsclves !
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SETTLING THE QUESTION.

15y Emma C. Dowd.

Pug.

‘" 1'M the iM-iglitest pug on the face of the earth,
So says my handsome master ;
I nm just brimful of frolic and mirth,
And nobody can run faster.”

Siye.
“1'm a Skyc of onc of the loveliest bltics,
My mistress says so daily ;
I can w-ear eyeglasscs and rcad tire ncws,
And entcrtain callei-s gayly ”

Pug.
I can do all tricks, 1 'm a cunning clf.
And | cost an even eighty.”

Siye.
“ That amount was paid for my very sclf,
For my pedigrcc 's long and weighty.”

Pug.
“ What a pricc for a Skye ! But if 1wcrc you,
| ’d pay that sum for a shearing.”

SAye.

“ And if 1 were so slcek that my sides shonc tluoiigh,
| 'd fee! like disappcaring.”



P"g.

Well, if | could n’t tell niy tail from my head,
'T would dcprivo me of locomntion !'”

Skye.

If my nosc wecrc smuttv, 't would kill me dead;
I woukl drown inyself in the occan.”

P,(g.

| assure you that pugs bring the highcst pricc
In the market, sir,— that 's dccidcd !"

Skye.

Well, | tell you, no dog, by any dcvice,
Ever brought so much money as I clid!'"

St. Uernard.

Come, stop your qii.irrcling, foolish curs!
You 're the sillicst pair iu collars;

1 can scitle your question at once, good sirs,
For / cosi a thoiisand dollars.”
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TIME AND TOMMY.

liv DEILIA W . Lyman.

“eOh !” yawncd Tommy Tcdman as he shut his
astronomy with a slam and curled himself up
among the cushions of the big loimge near the
firc.

I wish Archimedcs couM have got a fuicruni
and a long enough lever, and that he had given
ihc carth a big shove back and set her going the
wrong way around the sun ! | do wonder what
would have happcned ! ” he solilogiiized.

Now this sccms a quccr idea to come from the
brainofa merry, rcd-cheekcclboy offourteen; butit
would not have causcd Mrs. Tcdman the least sur-
prisc; for he was always pvopounding the ocldest,
most unhcard-of questions, which nobody on carth
could answer. But as neither she fior any one

clse was at hand lo commecnt on Tommy'’s original
query, he pondered over it by himself for awhile,
and then, fccling uncommonly comfortablc, fcll
asleep.

He had not slept long, when he was suddcnly
arouscd By a great shout in the Street. Without
waiting to find his cap, he ruslied out to scc what
was the matter. A great crowd ivas hun ying past
toward the City Hall Squarc, but they all wcrc on
such a run that nobody lookcd at Tommy, and
finally the distracted boy had to scize a man by the
coat-lail to make him wait svhile he askccl:

‘* What's the matter?”

The man lookcd around scornfully at him and
replied;
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“Why! don't you know? T/ic carih 's going
the Wrongw ay !~ .

“ Why, how odd !” thought loinmy ; chal s
the very thing | was wondering about this after-
noon

*How did it happen? ” he callccl after the man,
wiio was now running on again.

-~ Thc National Academy of Sciences did it”;
,;ime thc reply.

"How?” shouted Tommy; but thc man was
,nt of hcaring, so Tommy joined the crowd and
IUbhed along with it to thc City Hall Square. In
imnl of thc great dock-tower a man, who worc
big spectticles and looked like a piofcssor, was
making a spcech.

-Yes, fcllow cilizens!” he was saying, the
peal expcrimcent has been successfully performed.
The earth is now mo'fing bac/rward in its orbit
and rcvolves from east to wcst instcad of from west

east, as you cvill see by watching thc dock.”

Toinmv looked, and though he rcmembercd
hcaring tiie dock stiike four 'vhcn he was studying
liis asttonomy, the hands now pointcd to two, and
as he stoocl watching. the minute hand slowly
moved back to four minutes of two.
¢ Yes ! fcllow citizeus ! 7 the professor continucd,
ihe caiih is going back ! Time is going back!
W'c all will now grow yonng instcad ofo id ”

meThrcc cheers for thc National Academy!”
shouted a man near Tommy, and all the grown-
iip pcople gave threc rousing chccrs,— but thc
boys and girls kcpt still, for they wished to grow
oid, not young.

Aftcr thc professor had cxplaincd more in dctail
how thc carth was turncd back, and also how it
was made to vevolvc from east to west instcad of
ihc oid way, the crowd dispcrsed; but while Tominy
sLood staring at thc dock to sec jts hands going
thc wrong way, he saw Todd lioggins coming to-
aard him.

"Hallo, Todd!” said he, “ quccr idea, is n't
It,— the earth going around the wrong way?”

"1 don’t know that it’s any qucercr than its
going thc other way!” replicd Todd carclessly.
"1’'min ahuny to get homo to dinner.”

"Dinncr?" cricd Tommy; “ you mean sup-
per !”

“Dinner!” rcpcated Todd loftily ; “ it'squar-
tcr of two now, and it will be half-past onc by the
timo 1 gct homec, and that 's dinner time.”

“ Jiininy Hoc-cakes! so it is!” said Tommy
glcefully at thc thought of anothcr dinner so soon.
“ Will you come over and play ball after dinner ?”
he continucd.

“ Not much !” said Todd emphatically ; “ we'll
h.avc to go to morning school again after or, per-
haps | ought to say, beforc, dinner.”

\'oi. XV.— 5,

TOMMYV. 65

"Oh, dear! oh, dcar! oh, dcar !” cjaculated
Tommy all the way homo.

lie found thc family just sitting down to dinner,
and it ccrtainly was thc oddcst meal Tommy ever
ate. The desscrt was sei-ved first, thcn thc meat
and vegetables, and finally the soup. Whcn his
father then asked the blessing, Tommj’ alinosi
burst out laughing; but as every one clse took
things as a matter of coursc, he rcstraincd himself
as well as he could.

It «as half-past twelve when dinner ivas througli,
and he started off rvitli his books to school. As
soon as he liad takcn his seat in the school room,
he found that thc closing exerciscs were going on.

“ How is this?” whispered he to Todd, who was
his scatmale, “ am | so very late ?”

" Oh, not atall,” rcpliccl Todd scriously, “ we 're
just beginniug.”

Soon after that, Miss Gogglcs called up the
gcography class.

“ Oh, dcar !” said Tommy out loud, “ 1 have n’t
stuclicd my lcsson !”

“ No matter,” said Miss Ooggles.
first, and study it aftcruard.”

Tommy thought that was queer; but when,
aftcr the rccitation, he began to study Iris lesson,
he found it qucercr still; for he was obliged to
bcgin at the end of thc book and go back, and the
longer he studicd, thc less he knew and the more
he forgot, and so it was with all his lessons. They
were rccited first and studicd aftcrward, and all
thc books wcrc learncd backward.

At last, when the clock-hand had moved back
nearly to ninc, Miss Goggles called the roll, and
school was over.

“ Well! this bcats the Dutch!” exclairocd
Tommy improperly but cxpressively to Todd on
their wayhome. As Todd made no reply, Tommy
said présciuly, “ will you come o\-er and play
tennis aftcr dinner ?”

'Recite it

“Dinner!” cxclaimed Todd, “ 1 ’'m going 10
breakfast and thcn to bed 1™
Hed 1”7 cricd Tommy ; “ well, 1 ncver!”

But as, aftcr breakfast, at about scven o’clock,
all thc rest of thc Tedman family badc one another
good-morning and wcnt offto bcd (except the cook,
who said of coursc she ’'d wait till six), Tommy
trundled himself off too. He was so excitcd over
the strangc cvents of thc day that he did not get to
slecp for a long while, but lay still, listening to the
clucking of thc hens and thc chirping of the birds
outsidc’ Soon thc milkman carne, and not long
after he hcard the cook creaking upstairs to bed.
It scomcd odd to be going to bed by daylight, but
by the time thc cook went up, he heard the cocks
crowing and it was quite dark; for it was late in
Novcmher. Prescntly Tommy fell aslccp and did
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not wake until he heard his mother tclling him it
was time to get up. Though it was pitch dark
and the stars were shining brightly, he arése, ht
tho gas and dressed.

When he went downstairs, he found the family
playing gamcs in the parlor.

“ Good cvecning, Tommy !” said his mother.

“ Why, how long have you been up?” asked
Tommy.

“ Your father and | ncarly two hours,” replied
she, “ and the othcrs not much longer than you.”

Tommy rcmembered that he, bcmg the young-
est, always used to be scnt to bed first, so he was
quite pleased at the idea of lying abed so much
longer. It crossed his mind that after all there
were some advantagcs in the earth’s going back-
ward.

It was half-past cight when he carne down, and
by the time it was sevcn the gamcs were discon-
tinucd and they all sat down to supper, and no
one but Tommy seemed to think it at allunusual to
cat cakc and jam first and oatmcal and bread and
butter afterward. As Tommy feasted upon the
cake and jam before the edge of his appetitc was
taken off by his usual portion of bread and butter,
again he thought what a delightful thing it «'as
for the earth to have bccn turned back. After
supper, as he went out to play tennis, though it
was still rather dark.

At first he was quite nonplusscd by the ncw
wayof counting,— “ Game, forty, tliirty, fifteen,
love !'” and espccially when a set «'as concluded,
to see them toss up for first serve. Soon, how-
ever, Todd Boggins appeared, grecting him with,
“ Good-bye, Tommy !” and Tommy tbrew off his
ovcrcoat, bcgan to play, and soon became used to
the new style.

Although the weather was quite bleak and coid
when Tommy first went out, by four o’clock it was
very comfortable. About three, Todd left him
with a “ How do you do, Tommy?” and Tommy
went home to sludy the Icssons he had recited the
day before. Then carne dinner and school again.

That day had been Monday, so when Tommy
awoke the next cvcning, he found his clean Sun-
day clothes all laid out for him on a chair. After
a quiet evening and afternoon, Tommy «'cnt with
the family to church. After the closing prayer
carne a hymn bcglnning with the last verse, and
then the contribution box was passcd. Instcad of
beginning with empty boxes, the deacons startcd
out with them all quite full and procecded to dis-
tribute the money among the congregation. Al-
most every one took out a plecc of money l.irge or
small. Next carne the sermoén beginning with the
general conclusién and practical suggcstions and
gradually working down to the text.

After the minister had read the noticcs of the
mectings of the past wcek, the Service was con-
ck-.ded by the opening hymn and prayer, and they
all went home, Tommy nolicing that the church
bells were just beginning to ring as they reached
the house.

The next afternoon Tommy «'as hiinting for a
book in the library, « hen he heard his father, who
had a newspapcr in his hand, say to his Unele ;

“ Yes, this is a very convcnicnt thing to be able
to read in a newspaper each evening just «'hat is
going to happen during the day. Now | know to
a ccriainty what stocks will be this morning! ”

“ Yes,” replied his anele, “ newspaper rcporb
are much more satisfactory than they used to be;
though after all, the oid method of preparing them
was not so very diffcrent. Many rcports were
written up before the events took place, and often
«'idely missed the mark.”

Tominy did not undcrstand his imclc's last
obscrvation, so having found his book, he begaii
to read. Soon, howevcr, the convcrsation turncd
on going to college; and as Tommy «'as ahvays
interestcd in that, he listened again.

“ 1 suppose 1 shall enler collegc before long,"
his Unele was saying.

“ Yes," rejoincd Mr. Tcdman, “ You ’'ll take
your diploma first, and then go back through
sénior ycar and on till you are a freshman.

“ And that,” said his unclc, who was fond of
moralizing, “ is n't so very differcnt from the oid
way, cither. | remember | entercd college tliink-
ing 1 knew cverything worth knowing, and the
longer 1 staid, the greater | discovered my ignor-
ance to be. It u'ill be somcthing like that, now."

Just then Tommy heard Todd Boggins whistling
for him outside the house.

“ Dear me!” said Tommy to Todd as they
walked along, “ 1 don’t quite like this idea nf
growing young all the timo; I 'm young cnough
klready. At the ratc we 're going on in school.
we 'l be Icarning our A B C’s again prctly
soon!”

“ Of course wc shall!” said Todd, “ and then
«-e 'll begin to play with blocks, and then we'll
creep instcad of walk, and then «e 'll get to play-
ing with rattics, and all that sort of business.”

“ It 's awful !” cxclaimed Tommy, in great con-
stcrnation.
“ 1 should say so!” asscntcd Todd. *“ You

ought to hcar my grandfather talk about it. He'’s
only threc wecks young! and he says ”

“ Thrce wceks 1” shouted Tommy. “ You'rc
fooling!”

“ Come and see him !” said Todd. So tho two
boys went on to Todd’s house.

There tlicy found an oid gcntleman with whitc
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hair and wrinklcd face in a large arm-chair, and
sitting surrounded by tbc whole Boggins family.

“ Blcss you, dears!” lhc oid gentleman was
saying' “ this is a pleasant world, and | 've come
to stay. We shall have a good time togcther;
for 1’'m sure of a good long life before my baby
liliibs are laid aivay. 1 want you all to promise,
my dears. that none of you will bring my childish
cuils (which 1 shall then have) in sorrow to the

mnave! ”
“ Oh, no! I 'm sui'c we won’t,” replied Mrs.
boggins witli toars ofjoy on her face. “ And I 'm

so glad you won’t dic till you 'rc a littlc baby, for
iben you 'll know nothing about it, and it won't be
sad atall.” _

But though it appeared to be very mee for oid
(lraiidfather Boggins, the more Tommy thought
mibout it on his way home, the more dreadfu! it
seemcd to him that he himself must grow younger
and younger, without a chance to become a man
and make the great flame for himself which had
hecn his great ambition ever sincc he put on his
urst trousers.

“ 1don’C want to be a baby !” he said to him-

HAPPf «

sclf; “ 1 don’C want to be put to bed and have
to drink milk, wliich I hale, and play with a ratcle!
bah!”

He becamc so wiought up over the idea, that
he felt if only he had Archimedes’s Icvcr, he could
pound the heads of all the National Academy.

Just then the City Hall bell rang and Tommy
saw the Professor with big spcctacles hurrying on
tn address another mceting of citizens in ihe
sqiiare.

“ Thcre !” cxclaimed Tommy, “ | 'll begin by
pounding “Uhead.”

But as he was hurrying on with this charitable
intencién, a voicc

like a cannon shouted in his

cars:
“ Wafflcs and maple syrup for suppcr! The
bell has rung! Hurry up, Tommy, or 1 'll cat

them all up !”

Tommy ruhbcd his eyes, lookcd hastily toward
the dock, where to his immense relicf he bcheid
the second hand going around the right way, and
then rushed to suppcr to lose the memory of his
strange dreara in that dish so dear to a school-
l)oy's heart,— hot waffles and maple syrup.
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It was really a inagnificent clisplav- in tho pastry-
cook’s window.

under the dome of thc pastry temple, on a very
rich fruitcake, heavily frostccl, stood thc little bride
and bridegroom.

The bride’s drcss was white. to be sure, and as
it says in Annie Lanrie, “ hcr brow was like the
snow-drift, her ncck was like the swan’s”— a candy
swan’s.

The bride wore a wrcath of fine, large lily bells,
and an illusion veil which was so coarsc lhat the
meshes of it resembled tiny windows.

She held one of hcr hands extended beforc hcr,
and in the other she modesily carried a book of
devotion, made out of the same material as thc
temple. And shc smiled very sweetly.

The bridegroom w.as attired in cvening clicss,
but his shoes were white to match the bride. His
eyes were bhie and his hair brown and wavy.

There was a bright little patch of color in each
cheek, and he wore a ruffle on his sliirt-bosom.

He was standing in the attitude of Daniel Web-
ster, making a gesturc with his right hand, and
with his left trifling with a handsome watch-guard,
which cvidently camc with thc suit.

Two gcnerous fountains,— you might inistake
them for horsc-liair, but the cunning confectioner
had manufactured tliem from the finest sugar,—
gushed from the sides of the cakc into rusiic,
snowy tubs.

The whole affair was ornamentcd with silver
leavcs and finished with a woodcn plattor and
costly paper lace.

The bride and bridegroom could not gct marricn
until soinebody bought thcm and gave thcm a
wcdding.

This made thcm watch eagcriy every person wm.
passed the pastry-cook’s window. .

Thelady who keptthc rnillincry store a few door-
below remarkcd to thc pastry-cook’s fat wifc that
the groom was “ sweet.”

Tlie pastry-cook’s fat wife laughed and shook
hcr brass ear-vings, and replicd that such was tiu
fact. lint, for all that, thc milliner did not purchasv
the cake.

The boy who was going on seven, witli thc full-
rigged ships on his calicé jacket, who uscd to bviii;,
thc small girl, quite smart in the infant’s scallopct!
fiannel shawl, pinned with a hat-pin around lui
shoulclers, would have likcd to buy it; but crullors
were more in vogue thcn, and it could not bv
bought for a penny.

One day a prctty young lady, who blushed con
siderably, entercd the pastry-cook’s shop acconi-
panied by hcr mother.

The cake, thc temple, and the bride and bride-
groom were ordcred to be sent home. They were
packcd carefully in shavings, the lids of the pasti-
board boxcs were tied down over them fArmly, and
darkness descended.

W hen they wcrc uncovered and stood up again.
they found themsclves in a sccne of glory.

Thcrc they were in the middlc of a splcn-
clid suppcr-tablc. A lofty towcr of macaroons
and jiougat rose on cithcr side of thcm. Ripc
fruits pceped at thcm from low i'prrgnes. Can-



dics and frostcd cake sparkled from cr>stal
~'S'ven the napkins were foldcd into the most
cnrious sliapes, lees and creams and flowers glis-
u'iied everywhci-e about. The table was hghtcd
Ix wax candles, shaded with rose-colored silk
sindes, and placed in silvcr sticks.

e« Xow,” thought the bride and bridegrooin, “ it
i» seiug to happen.”

Thcy were to be marricd at last.
blcd with happincss.

The colored waiters had

They ircm-

left tlie suppur-roora
foi' an instant.
Al that niomont the bridegroom discovered n

pair of greedy eyes slaring hungrily at him from
between the emijroidered portiércs. The portieres
llegan to inove wider and wider apart.

The ljridegroom gradually distinguished first a
pair nfbvight eyes, then a pairofripe litllc lips, then
1small nose and an absiird, climplcd little chin.

Rresently the bridegroom bcheld a little brides-
maid enter the supper-rooin and glancc about
cautiously.

She had on whitc silk siockings and a tulle dress
spangled so gayly that it madc hci
Her hair was frizzed.

The iM-idcsmaid, with that grecdy look still in
her eyes, marched over to the table, clutchcd the
tablc-cloth, climbed upon a chair, and gi-abbcd ilic
bridegroom off the cakec.

The bridcsmaid dcliberatcly bit off the bridc-
groom’s licad.

In the confusién, an orange and several waln.uts
bumpcddownon the tableand rolled offover the rug.

look lovely,

JAXT Areti

But the bridegroom was not candy as the brides-
maid had expcctcd he woukl be,
horrid swcct stuff,” she said.

Ncvertheless, that ivas the end of the bridc-
groom. But the bride kcpt on smiling althougli
the Isridegroom was bcheadcd.

he was “ only



HOW THEY CAME TO HAVE THE PICNIC.
By Margaret E ytinge.

Tiiis is the way they carne to have a picnic in the woods that fine
autumn day. BlueBird went under the big oak-tree to look for some
worms orgrass-seeds to eat, when something fell from the tree upon her

head. “ Dear me,” said she, “what was that? ”
And off she flew to tell Gray Squirrcl about it
“tw/i E Gray Squirrel was in a hole in a tall tree.
“Good-day,” said Gray Squirrel, when he
saw Blue Bird. But Blue Bird did not say
“Good-day.” She said, “Oh! Gray Squirrel.
something fell frum the big oak-tree and struck

lisi me upon the head !”
h “Did it hurt?” asked Gray Squirrel.
M r “It did,” said Blue Bird.

“Did n't you look to see what it was ?” asked Gray Squirrel.

] “No; | was so frightened, | flew right away,” said Blue Bird.
“Let’s go and tell Field Mouse about it,” said Gray Squirrel. I wil
cali my mother, and
my two sisters, and
li my three brothers,
) and they can go too.”
So Gray Squirrel
I»::- and his mother, and
i his two sisters, and his
three brothers went
with Blue Bird to cali
il onFicld Mouse. Field
Mouse Uves in a hole
in the ground. She

.SNICi:

iMPi pcepcd out of the hole
i when she heard them
Il coming.

“ Good-day, Blue
Bird," said she. But
Blue Bird did not say “ Good-day.” She said, “ Oh! Field Mouse, some-
thing fell from the big oak-tree and hit me upon the head!



Then Gray Squirrel and his mother, and his two sisters, and his ihree
brothers, all said at once, “ Yes, something fell from the big oak-tree and
hit Blue Bird on the head !”

“Did it hurt? ” asked hield Mouse.

“ It did,” said Blue Bird.'

And Gray Squirrel and his mother, and his two sisters, and his three
brothers, all said at once, “ It did.”

'ml will cali my live little micc,” said Field Mouse, “and we all will go and
see Wise Frog. He will, no doubt, be able to tell us how to find out what
it was.” .

So Field Mouse and her five little mice, and Gray Squirrel and his
mother, and his two sisters, and his three brothers, all went with Blue Bird
to cali on Wise Frog. Wise Frog lives in a brook that nms through the
Avoods.

« Good-day, Blue Bird,” said he. But Blue Bird did not say “ Good-
day.” She said, “ Something fell from the big oak-tree when 1 was under
it, and hit me on the head !”

Then Gray Squirrel and his mother, and his two sisters, and his three
brothers, and Field Mouse and her five little mice, all said at once, “Yes,
something fell from the big oak-tree and hit Blue Bird on the head !”

“Did it hurt?” asked Wise Frog.

“1t did," said Blue Bird.

And Gray Squirrel and his mother, and his two sisters, and his three
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brothers, and Field Mouse and her five little mice, all said at once, “It
did.” _

Then Wise Frog said, “ Let me think.” And they let him think.

Then he said, “We must go to the foot of the big oak-tree and find
out what it was that carne down and hit Blue Bird on the head. 1 will
cali my friend Speckled Toad, and he can go too.”

So Gray Squirrel and his mother, and his two sisters, and his three

brothers, and Field Mouse and her five little mice, and Wise Frog and his
friend Speckled Toad, all went with Blue Bird to the foot of the big oak-tree.

And what do you think they found there?

Nothing but an acorn, and a very small one at that!

“ Dear me,” said Blue Bird, “how silly I was to be so frightened!”

“Very silly,” said Wise Frog\  And “ Very silly !” said Speckled Toad,
and Gray Squirrel and his mother, and his two sisters, and his threc
brothers, and Field Mouse and her five little mice, all at once.

Then Blue Bird said, “ But now that we are kere, all together, let s
stay the rest of the day and have a good time.”

“We will,” said Wi.se Frog and his friend Speckled Toad, and Gray
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Squirrel and his mother, and his two sistens, and his three brothers, and
I'icld Mouse and her five little niice, all at once. And they did.
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

A NEW moinh ! Well, well, it seems hardly a
weck since we all were here together; but ST.
NiCHOLAS says it’s a full month, and he knows.

How fare you, my friends ? | hope you are hav-
ing a happv autuir.n, and that many of you have
cnjoyed bright foliagc overhcad and found tempt-
ing nuts underfoot. And | trustyou 've kcpt your
eyes and ears open for other things too. For in-
stancc, therc is

THE HARVEST SPIOER.

How many of you have seen a Harvest spider
this autumn, | wonder ! Thcre were a few hcrc in
my mcadow, and it was cOmica! te see their pe-
culiar way of frightening off any invader who carne
to molest them. Or was it an ingenious way of
catcliing insects who were too wary to entcr the
web at a dash ? | saw a dainty little girl one day
stand silently admiring the bcautiful web of one
of these spiders. It wasvery large, and it stretched
from a post-and-rail fencc to a bush near by, the
weavcr keeping guard at its centcr,— grim but
superb in his coat of yellow and black. Finally the
girl touchcd one delicate filament very lightly with
a twig. Instantly the entire web began to swing
backward and forward, backward and forwarci, as
though some invisible fairy were pushing it. The
spiclcr did not move ; but thc little girl did, for she
scampered off like a second Miss Muffet.— Talking
of spiders, here is a letter that may interest you.

WEBS AS BAROMETERS.

D eas Jack : Have any of you hoysand girls looked oui on ihe
fieidsofa summer moming and nociced ihc grass covcred wiih liitic
cobwchs? Well, under each web iherc isa spider ihai comes out
ofa holc in the ground, and all the spiders are afike. When these
webs aru on ihe grass, k js quite sure noi tu rain. So you see “mc
spiders aro weather prophets, Ukea great many olher ihings. 'lo te
sure, it is pleasani on very many days whcen there are no webs to be
seen. Perhaps some ofyou can tell why they appear somedays and
noiothcrs Yours, Ora.

THE KING-BIRD.

My birds havc twittered with pleasure at this
idea suggcsted in a pretty verse by our friend
Richard E. Burton. How does it strikc you ?

The King-bird’s tail is tippcd with white :
For once xipon a winter’s day,

The swift snow caught him, fast aflight,—
And though he strovc to get away,

Just touched his tail a tiny mite.
And ever since, the King-bird wise
Goes soiith, to shun the wiiiter skics.

A FAIRY OAK-TREE.

Dear Jack : | havc copicd for you something
which I read in The Observa-ycsterday. Do picase
show it to other girls, so that each may find an
acorii this autumn, and start a little trec.

I am your attentive reader, Jknny C.

"T o PRODUCEone of tlie.se d.ninly liitle plants, take an acom and
lie a slring aro,ind it, so that ihc bluni end, wherc ihe cup was,
is upivard. Suspend it in a bottle or hyacinth gIMS containing a
small quaniity ofwater, buthe careful that the acoro doesnot rcach
withiii an inch of thc water. Wrap the boltle in llannel, and leavo
it lindisturbed, in a warm, dark pbce. In a month or less, ihe
acom will swcll, buiat il» coal, and throw out a tiny white poini.
This is thc root, and whcn half an inch long the water may be
allowcti to risc liigher, Gut must not louch it until the neck of the
root begins to tum upward. As soon as this siein commences 10
shooi, the baby oak will retifiiré small dose» of light every day, and
the rootcon now cxtcnd inlu llie water, lii a weck or so it will be
ready to be removed to o window, v-here you can watch the dcvel.
opmeitL At firsi ihc tiny irunk thatis to he will resemblc o whiiish
thread, covered with small scales. Then ihe scales wili evpand and
thc end becoroe grcen. I-ittlc leaves will appcar, veins will branch,
and ofd leaves fall off, until yon have aperfeci miniatiire ofthc great
kings of ihc fortsl.”

STRAWS WHICH SHOW HOW THE WIND BLOWS.

DEAR Jack; Our papa read to us the other
day something that is most curious, and | will
copy it for you from the papcr, Science. If 1 try
to tell it in my own words, | gct mixcd. Papa says
velocity means spced, and that Professor Mees is a
learned man who was addrcssing a meeting in New
York, for thc advancement of Science ; so now |
will give it to you.

" Itis siriking cvidence ofthe greatvelocity atiatned in tornadoes
that straws and bits of hay are often driven like darts into pine
boards, and ever into the denso bark of hickory.trees. Professor
Mees found that, to obiain similarresalis by shootmg straws from
an ait-gun, velocilies of from one hundred and fifiy to one hundred
and sevenly-fivc miles per hour were necessary.”

If any of us St. NichOLAS boys, aftcr a tornado,
ever find any bits of hay or straw driven into pine
boards or hickory-trccs, we must remembcr to send
you word.

Your faithful little friend, JOHN T. C.

A MYSTERIOUS ERRAND.
Linuolnton, N. C.

Bear JACK-IN.TUE-Pui.pn-: Allow me to write you asking some
Information relativo to a worm whose fcat| wiinesscd one day last

week. .
In front of my papa’s store doortherc is a lLnrgc sycamorc-Iree.



1ensorely 19 883812 suspended romye g gl ihe, st iay. o0
five feeth g , y i ip he slinvly descending to the
noiiaog over tho enirc body a covermg, made
proiind Hiere ~ pthe bark of the sycam ore-brown and
The lowcr exiremUy had coiled aroiind ii a small

ofrtsSd'leaf. Thiscovering conceuled jt /rom view, “ =eP' m*

d";fowikr™ k"~
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ded the tuftof tvhite mcreased in site.

or'‘cotedti 7,'d lisi.ascen

I'BEI'AKATIU.NS fO i

make a visit 10 earth, remain a fcw minutes, and ihcn reiuin to us
leilfy home ?

2
1have NKVCr writien to you

alice .

W ho can answer ? Alice is a carcful observcr,
and | shall be much pleased if any of my hearers,
whether belonging to the Agassiz Association or
not, can reply correctly to her quenes.

before.

A GftEAT ELECTRIC LICHT.

Here issad news for my poor distant owls, but
vou voung folk will not object to it. There is now
in Australia an electric light, said to be the largcst
in tlie world, which the dear Little School-maam
tclls me sheds as much light as could be thrown
bv one hnndred and eighty thousand candles 1
Think of that! This lightis very properly set in
the Sydney light-house, whcnce itcan throw out its
euiding bcams far over the sea. Sailors many miles
away can see it and stcer for home accordingly.

TIAUUSOIVINC. UAV.
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A RKPORT CONCKRNING THE AGASSIZ
ASSOCIATION.

Last January, when ibc Aijiisru A«ficmhon left ihc prciccuiij®
wing of S'I' NICHOLAS. wc promiscd lo keep <i\ir friends informed c.f
its progrusb anti condltimi. 1 hope tliaiyou all are kinily intercstcd
in the ftirUhnent of that promise, In most ofihe foreb'.dmgs wliicli
carne lo uswlih the beginninp of our more jndepcndeni ufe wc have
been happily disappolntec).

Al firsi, it is irnc, many of ihe wcoker Cliaptcrs lell away, oni
n<itso many os we had antclpaied; and aftera short time ncw re-
crulis began lo enlist in large numbecrs, so ihai nnw, in August, wc
lind Uy carchil census ihai we have njore rcally acilve Chaptcrs and
a brger prcseiu mcmbership than at any hwiiicr penod since we
began, in xSSo. Slincc our Invitalion was first carried by the Sr.
NiCHOLAs to the young men and woincn of America to unitc in
forming an assoclatlon for ihc siudy of natural science by means
of personal observation, wc have enroUvd eleven hundred branch
SDCieiics, wiih a toial membcrship ofiwcive thousand oue hundrai.
Besldcs these, ihcre have bocn perhaps fouror fi\c hundrcd persons
whn have ioined as Individual studeuls.

Many ofthcsc local socleifes. or Chapiers, wcrc orgamzed merely
as temporary classes, for the purpose of pursuing some onc trr iu<irc
of the courses of praclical work wlih minarais, plafiis, or inseciN,
which w'c have been able lo preseni, [I'licse havte naturally dis-
handed on ihe compleOoii of ihe courses lii which ihcy wcrc en*
"aged Other Chapiers have been orgonized wiih a vtew to per*
manence. Thcse have in many casos rcnted rooms, or orecicd
bulldings, in which to holi mcciings. csiahhsh libranes, and biu d
up local museum*. All chcoc still remam wiih us, and nrcstvadlly
growing In powcer and uscfulness. n

Many Chapiers have been establishced fit conncction wnh achools
W hen ihese have been aided and superinicndcd by the principal
leachcrs, they are usually long-lived or pcrmaneni, When ihey
have bcen organized and controlled by classcs of studenls, iiirlepen-
dent of local residcnce or eslablishetl leachers, thc>' have usuallv
disbanded at ihe gradnailon of ihe clusses. A hrgc numberofiImk
soclelies have been formed by tlia parenis and children of single
fainilieTi. Thcse have been brcken up rarcly, excepl by ihe sad in-
trusién of sickncss and dcath, Aficr deducting withdwwals fr-mi
all thcse and other causes, we find by an examinatlon of onr books
to-day that we have a total of six hundrcd and sixiv-seveit
active, working Chapiers, represcntliig a lotal membcrship of
Ncven thtuisand thrce hundred and sixiy-ihree. In oibcr words,
oui of all who have in any way conneclcd ihemselves wilh us,
dihcr as temporary classes or establishcd branchcs, dunng the
pa*! seven years, we retnin as active mcmbers more ihan sixty per
cfnt  This mcnibership Is dislrihuied a* follows:

‘haj>.  MetN Ciutfi
Alabama 3 39 Montana 3 52
Arkansas ... 1 4 N cbraska. 3 50
California J5 226 N. Hnmpbhirc. 3 108
Colorado 4 27 New Jersey... 38 5c-
Conneciic'u 56 335 New York 116 1276
D akoia... . 40 North Carolina 1 5
Delawarc.... 2 24 (oYL L T—— 31 357
Dist, Columbla S 7% Orcgon ... 2 36
Florida. 4 18 Pcnii.sylvania.. 70 721
Georgia .. z 28 Rhode Island. 1n 74
Hlinois . 43 461 T'ennesscc 3 24
Indiana.. 17 136 U lah 1 8
low a. . 20 3%6 Texas. 10 *39
KanV|s . 5 57 South Carulinn 4 44

7 95 Vermont 5 53

I 6 Wash. Ter 3 70

12 t&7 Virginia . 9 83

1 84 W. Virginia .« 1 13

M assachuscits. 60 736 W isconsiu,. ift 136
Michigan aé jo.i Cafiada 9 761
Minnesota 6 84 England 8 8s
M K sissijipi.. . 3 17 Japan . 1 27
Missouri. ... 9 77 Sc<itinnd... 3 10

During ihe year, wc have offered a course In mincralogy, which
has bcen conducied by Professor W. O- Cro.shy, of the Boslon
Sociciy of Natural History, and which has been largely patroniaed
by conscientotis and cnlhusbsiic workerti. 'N'e have emphasiacd
the feature of special assislance to our mecnibers, hy enlargmg the
corps of Rcieniisis who voluniarlly huid themselves In readincss h»
answer c”uesiions and determine spccimen* for any membere wlif»
may apply to ihem, Thcre are now forly-five of thesc gentlcmun,
who togethcr form what we cali ihc Council of ihe Agassiz Associa*
tion.

Being inierestcd lo know whai sort of quesuon our jfoiitig fnencls
have heen In the Habitof launching at thcse kind speciallsts, a littlc

vircular sent tn ihem quiie recenlly, making u few ituiuiricsi,
which will be inferrcd plainly enough from the answcrswliich fullow,
Of course, 1 give only a few, but they are interesting as showmg in
the first place the noble spiril of unseifishness whiclx animales a rrue
scieiulsi: and, In thesecoud place, the spirit of courteous defcrence
which in.spircs the earncsi searcher forknow Icdge. | take seiccuons
ncarly al random : n . 0-i
" Perhaps fifty or more haie applied lo me for licip. T e
lutesrions appear to come from bcginners, and have been gererally
regarding ihe fiames of Insccis setit.”— C. H, Fernald, Ainnersi
Collegc.-~“ Thc lelters have indicated iiuelh”ni inlcresr. —
Wi illiam Treleasc, Shaiv Schotd of Botany.-— “ The lettcrs have
in%lirlably heen ccuneously w~rdeil, accompanicd by rcium post-
ase sensible, intelllgeni, and indlcaiive of a real dcsireto Icam.
— Leland U. Howard, U. S. lkpl, Agr, “1 hnve had a
goodly numberapplv for Help in conchology, but ma one-nunricr as
many as | should !lk*c. 1 should likc lo hearfrom every Chapier.
I'hoinaa M organ. “ It gjvesinc great pleasiirc to say that I shall
he most happy to continué. W jihout exccption, all qucncs have
heen characterizcd by an eamcst spirit, and hy intelhgcnce, and
have been courteous in cvery instance and invanably accompamed
by posiage W. R. Llghrcm. “ About fony liavc applied for
help in omiihology. 1 have been quite surprised al iHc character oi
some uf the qucsiicms which were so indicaiuoofan carnestdesirc to
ieam on the part nf ihe quizzer."— J, de Bcnncevilic Abhoa, M. U.
.t Targf niimherj; have corre.spondcd wiih me, and it is note-
worthy lo remnrk the great good sunse and discretion obscrvcdhy
the majiirily. With a most earncst desire to use niy I/esi abiliiy to
further the caiL*e of ihc A. A.”— O. Bruce Richards.—— ‘1 ani
wllling 1 rcnder all iho assisiance | can lo rncmbors of ihc A. A
who are intercsted in bird.s and reptiic.s. 1 always csiecm ii a
prlvilege lo help thirse who are tr*ing to help ihemsclvcs monginal
investigallon.”— Amos Hutici. “ It alhirds me plcasiire at all
times 10 assist In smoothIng ihe way and sohuig ihc doubts, so far
as | am ablc, of all who apply lo me. Thesc apphcatinns have
heen numcrous. The correspondcnce has unifoniily bven kind, aud

to me uscful.”— A. W. Chapman. “ A crcai many spccuncn*.
have bcen scut, alw'ays accompanivd by imclhgentqueslions, shnw-
ing fair discrimInaiion. | shail be very happy to continué lo be of

M'hai Service I can, as | conwdcrthe eflori ihai yon are innking an
e.vircmcly valuablc cducaiional onc, because li tcachca young per-
sons to discriminale between dlificrencea that are siighl, and lo cul-
tivale habits of obscrvation and judgmecnt There are very few
cnicrprises wiih which 1 have become famihar in recefif yetirs that
have a greaterinlercst for me than tius one thai you are engagcd
jn . T bomas Egleston, Columbla College. ‘““Rcgarding ,ihc
A. A, fur which I have ihc grcatesi inieresi, 1 will gladly coniinue
to answer questions In general bioloRy. i regrct that I have not
kepta Itsl of ihe questions received. All were 10ihe poinl, —C r.
Holdcr “ 1 have now laborcd wiih the Aswijcijtion for thrce years
past as an assisiaut In my «peciaky, ond sincc ihai time havereceived
and answercd manvinquiries upon cthnolog)'and archaxilugy, which
come from all parts of America, and occ«u*nally froiti Juiropc.
Thcse communicaiions come from boih young and oid jeoplc. aiul
are slvadlly Incrcnsliig in volume. 1 «peal; oftheyoung people fir%t,
from ihe lact that they seciti much intercsted in collccimg arehao*
Ingical specimens, and In askiiig forinformation concvming ihc best
inclhods of study, ihe gcograpliical tlislribulion, hablis, songs, ars,
folk-lore, etc., of our wild tril>es.”— Hilborne T. Crcsson.

A prominent feature of the year*» wtrrk Is the incvMsed number
of oider persoiiswho have unficd with ihe A. A- Whilc the large
majority of our mcnibers are still children, and wliUe lhe youngcst
are cagcrly welcomed, yel wc have heen grcatly »irengthcncd hythe
acccssion of very many young men and women of from scvciiicen to
iweniy-five years of age, and also by tbc cnrolhneni of large num-
hcTs Gf parenu, leachers. and adult puplls. It ischarming to find
that the fasclnalion of out-door sludy does not wearaway. Thow
who have once falriy tasied the pleasurc of carefully cxam injii® the
stnicture and gruwth of flowers and insects, usually coiUuuic,
ihroughoutthcir whole livev, todraw increasing dellghi from renewed
tbservaiions, Those who have once known Ihe pleasurc of unearih-
ing a vein of crysials, or of making a coinplex mincml yield ns
secrets lo the flame of tlic niaglc blow-pipe, never find cause for
enfii//, so long as they can gct hnld ofa hammerand a sicuie, T'hosv
who have once raised a motil or bnticrfly from the egg t» ihe perfccl
¢;wago have securcd a source ofenjoymcntnslasim gaslifc and nsun-
limited as ibe iii.scct world. Allmcmbers t»f ihe Agassiz Associatiou
have ihe kindllcst feclingsfor St. nicHor.As, and rejoice lo sec ihai
this magaziiic retains all ll« love for the strange and bcauliful objeCPs
ofnaiiirc. Ti makes little diffcrence to what special socicly one
belongs, or whciher he belong to any. The iinporlanl ihmg u>r
each onc ofus is lo come lo the carly uce of ihe scclng vyc, the licar-
ing car, and ihc uiidcrstauding hcurt.

Hakltak H Hau.ari)



EDITORIAL NOTES.

YULNC stinlems uf American history who may read Mr. t. h.
Uroiiks's pccoam of " Pocahonias,” in this number, will noie with
imercsi thnt hcr reni nnine was not “ Pocahontas," for Giui of her
e.ler"Powhalan;" also iliai shc did nots.ive tho hfe of Cuplain
Muitliiii ilm manncr so often descrihed, and that she was rcally a
,..uns widow when shc m.nrricd the rather sanctimonious Mastcr

‘Those who iiish to read the hisiory of Pocahontas and C.ipiain
Inhn  Smiih, iii fii», should obtain a copy of Charles Dudiey
\\.irn«r's very entcrtaioing biography of Capiam John Smiih,

in lhe serles callcti “ Lives of Ameiican W orihies,” pubhshcd by
Hcnry Holt & Co. -

Au, readeis of Sr. Kicholas wtU be gha to sec ihc amu”ng
illusiraled verse by Mr. J. (i. Francis un pago 59, and 10 know
that Mr- Francishas preparad aseries t,f these coniic pictures which
will appetr diiring the comingyc.ar. And thoseyoung folk who have
seen in bookscopie-s of the Aztec hieroglyphics, will apprccmte ihe
cleverness with which Mi. Francis hascaricatured iliosc oid rudo bul
expressive draiviiigs without losing thcir special characieristics.

THE LETTER-BOX.

HOTIiL WiKDsOR, ViciOBiA Stheet.

D rsRSr Nicholas: Though Mr. Siockton hasyisii® England
he has madesome slight mistakes in thc descnpiion he gives ot
It.ickiiiahamshire. iiily moiher's native coimi

The ereatcr partor my mother’s childhuod, al lgast everysummer,
.lassoem byherlaiherandmoiher ina Iurgefanll house oii the jup
»r,he hill o,; which lies the \Vhiie Cross, ofwhmh he speaks asheu.g
made bv an antionari.aii socioiy to commemor.ate the batile loiigm
l.v the Saxmis and I>aiies, in which the former were viclonons.
‘The fact is Ih.it tlic cross was cut by thc Savons iheinsclves, tu

.nimcmoralethe victory, in about the year 600. Itiskepiui otdci
Lv iimds from St. Jolin's Collego, O xfu”. ey

T'he liame of tho V|Ilagc W hiteleaf, ts a corrupllon of ‘e
« 10 was son of either“Hengisi or Horsa, ano commanded the
baxons in this batlle. The other village he memions, whicll wc a so
know wecll, is speh Kiinblc, iiol Klinl.all, an.l was namcd Mtcr the
llritish hero Cymbelinc, about whom Shakspere wrote the play.

i hnpe, dear St. Nicholas, Mr. Scockton will not mind 105
wriiiiig ibis Icuet, bni I ihouglit it would iiucrcsiyour readcis.

S'uw 1 mustciése. lara volircoiisUint and .adminng tender,

Dokmthp.a Mahy (¢— -
(Aged sTvcni® t

V'MILKWOOU, II.L

De.wvrOld St. Nichoi-ss; Mamm.a subn:nbed fur you when 1
was eleven years oid. as a birlhday presenl. | havc inken yon ever
since il am nearly ihirteeii now).

PcrKaps, like very luodesi peuplc, you don i hke 10 be p~alten, buI
YQU niuM cercalnly deservca «real deal ofii.

laura Scoii (a friend t.f mmc) and myself were very much ui-
lercsied in ihe paper folding* whidi havc .appearcd in the >cpiem-
heraiid August numbcrs

We iricd the “ Naniucket Sinks, and did ni succeed, but wv
asu.nishcd ourscives with thc“ Hrsl Paper Cauue, VVc made
«ninc on ihc «cale of four and three-quarlcr mches, and we iniena tu
irvonc 01l ihe scale oitwelvc Inches. s

W cboredholcs intbe centcr of eadi side oi our canoes, ihrousH
wluch we passed tooth-picks foroars. U ura madea paper man wnu
sai ill a very dignifie<I manncrwith ihc cara lorrather tooih-picks; m

W q had " gr.and limes” witb our boats in ihe baih-mb.
Imd a rtcct of several smallcr boais.

My favutiles are: “ St, Nichotas
Juaniia,” “ Gitle Ixird Faimtleroy," Boarding-hoiise.
and all of Miss Alcoit"s stories; 1 nm also very much inieresiea u\
ilic Hrownies" and *'Lcticr-box.” .

1 ain afraid my Icitcris getiing KOlong, so I will say good-byc.

Kvcer your constant nsidcr, Kthei. K

W c also
Dog Stoncs,
“jenny’s

SItUN S ((HOVE, P a
DbarSt. NiciroL.AS: | have laken your magazinc :<incc Janiiary,
I likc“Jenny's lioarding.hntiM,” and ii is loo bad it was biirned.
1ilnnk the Brownici are finmy lilile crcalure«. | nuist tcU yoti
ahoiu my lilile sister Mary. lwo ycar.« oid. She gcis hcr prayers
and Gld Mother Hiibbaixl mised. Tlie other nigliishe snid, “ Noiv
Iby me down in slcep, I pray thc l.ord to givc ibe poor dog a
bmec," Slic makcs loL« <if fun for us, and ufieu lalks abunt Urown*
i». 1wish ynii would inake my mistakesright. 1 musi stc*p now
and give ihe others a chance

Your Ilitic reader. W, M. S—

W ashington. D, C.
Dea» St. Nicholas: 1bave laken youonly iwo moiaths. and 1
ililnk you ar« ihe most intercsling magazine | havc ever read.
W e uscd (O live in 1lUnois, bul havce lived in W-Yshmgcoii nearly
two vear , -
1 wcul dowu 10 Alcx.-uidria not long ago, cind wcni into me
Braddock Housc, wherc Oeneral Bmddock held a councd of war
one niglu, and saw the church where General Wishingion went tu

I vviil be ihincen years ofd ihe 4th of September
-toing to havc a play called “ Ten Dolbrs,”
Nicholas for January, *879.

W e havc a friend who has the St.
from ihc firsi niimbcr iKSued.

1 ain your cnnsiani reader,

,and we are
which we saw in ihe bi.

Nicholas nibound vnlunics

Bomia u——.

Montctmr, N, J.
Nicholas: In reading sfrue of ihe Iciicrs in thc
1 have seen soinc strange ihings lold, and 1 wani lo

Deak St.
“ l.elter-box,”
add 10 the
I was smlng in thc sewing-room halfan honr nrso agu, whei, my
miirhed vister cam=,holding what looked like.i biikcd pear.  hniz.
she vaid, " don’t you wani abaked peat? 1 s.md, as 1 had nevu
ta.ted .me, 1 would like lo have it, and 1 took the hoi peor she
oflered me. and bit into it. 1 looked up and rcmarked ihnt ii was
lety guod, when she brokc into a peal of langhtcr. asked
«mhatthe matter .vas, and shc said, " Harry |her hi,.b.ind] and 1
mu these pears outin the snn to npen, and when I took them in lo-
d.ay, that is what 1 found.” All of ihc six pears were bakvd soft and
iiiicy by the sun. The pearwushoi, asifithadjustcornc out of the
oven 1 took them lo my mother, and shc-liso ihoughiihey «ere
verv nice. How she laughed when 1 told her that they had been
haked by ihc siiiil From one who loves dear oid St. bichoi.as
dcarlv, I-krdkr:xaP

Triko, Nova Scotia.
Hear St. Niltiol-as; I ain a «ule girl, eight years oid, and 1
livo in Nova Scotim Once we had a hule kitten; she was my pei.
and she gctinto ihe oven one day, and wc could not find her lor a

""PhavTtwo brothers and two siscers.
«erit vCHi to US for two years,
Doiiglas can nr>i read ynu yci, but I can. Jenn> "
Boardinc-hoiise ” i« a dcllcious siory, -
Yaur.affeciionate’ fncnd,Crhack H. V_
p, s.— My kiiiy was dreadfully frightcnedShe ircniblcd for a
Itmg lime, bul .shc waN n’l hurt.— C». H. P.

A gentleman in Ho.ton has
Pt
1 think

Bni'LUER. Clum.xDO,
Dpau St Nicholas: My «randmother gives yon to me every
\‘ear'fora Christmas preseiu : 1 liavo always cmoycd ymir toriea

am ihinceii years uld. My sister inccl thc * Hiiiii.ao hilclodeon
once, aid itworked splendiUly. 1have a dog nan.e.l Uno; he is
verv InicUitem,— he will play hidc-,arnl-<eek wuh us: one of usholds
hini while ihc I.lhcrs hidc. I ain very miicli inccrested in limn
and lii.aniia,” and | liope they will gei lo iheir rooiher in jlie end.

| rcmain your constaiu reader, Artiu RL.J
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MY D ear St, NichOuas: 1 am a liul« Biickcye girl, biu
speoding ihe summor in o mining camp «» Nevada, AT
NiCHULAS is sent me every momh. lam ~ven years oid, but 1
canT «ad yet, and niy mammareads the sloncslo me. J cajoy them
very much. 1, >

I'have not been down in ihc mines yei, bulwhen I eo jt will be m
a bucket. The sagc*bru>h is all around us. Ihe Olher evenuig |

saw two coyotes,a large onc and a snmll one, My aunue said
thcy looked like greyhounds, only they were shaggy. lhere
ate mountains all around us, and 11 scems as thoiigli 1 am mside

ofa round ball. s . . ,
I have another book, butiti$ nothalfas niccas ihe one you send

"'Every night I sce the stars that form a dlpper, and the moon. and
the cvcning star uo down behind the mouiuain.
M v mamma is wriiing tliis letter for nie, but 1 tell her what to say.
Your tnie Uitlc friend, Mary P—

HoLM\vr>on, w eybridge, surrey, Englakd.
Dsan 81. Nichwilas ; 1a English girl_ 1am tenyears oid,
and fam writing 10 tell yon mﬁ!was boni vourday, 1876, We
all like your magatineven; much, and | cspcmally hke .Miss Alcoiia
spinning-twhcel sionics, i»e have taken ywu fes nearly seven years,
and 1 hoDc we shall take you for a great many more years.
1 am ever your eonfiant rcader, HttbA G-

Paou, Ind.

Dear St. Nichoi.as; Although I have only had the plea.ure of
readine your pagcs for two years | don't suppose any of your
readcrs enjoy them more than | do. " The First Paper Cianoc 1l
ihe last mimbecr inierested me very much.so much that | worked
oncwhole day over Itbefore succeeding. Pleaseletthe author know
thatat leastonc American girl can cnrry llie series through. | ain
eleven years olcl- 1, Hke several of yutir readers, ain very much
inierested in the fate of “Juan and Juanita." I remain,

Yout consiant rcader, K ate C. O reen

Pkovidexce. R 1
Dear St. Nicholas; Since | have read of the cnrioiis iitiiisations
of a sqiiare of paper, all out lesser ornamenta have given pln« lo
Kaniuckct sinks and sail-bcats, and 1 want to tellyou how much we

appreciaied your piecc about papcr bonis, and how much amuse*
mcniwe denved from fi. " t.

The other day niy sisterand I collecied our ncct from tne iiumer.
ous dry-docks, launched it in ihc bath-iub, and y iines.«d onc of ihe
mosl cxcitiDg races of tho scnson. My sister, wiih a hugc palm-
loaifan, impersonated Bodreas, while i assiimed the ornees oijudgcs,
crews, reporiers, and specialore. . »

The Viluncecr. henig favored by Béreas, won ihe race, and wiih
it ihc Naniuckei sink, although, in hcrspeedy run over the course,
she damaged her keel, and liad to be Jaid up lor rcpairs,

ITie Mayflowersprung a leak in rounding a Hghuhonse slrangcly
rtsembling a looih-powdcr boiile, but with ihc unitcd eflbrtsof ihc
captain, who,being a bean, swclled 10 such an exicnl that tlic safciy
of ihc crew of coUar*buitona wa? imperilcd, and ihe sailora, who
werc kept busy pumping, she carne in second-

The Thistle In dty*dock was a handaomc craft, but upon bcmg
launched she showciher Inferior make by collapsing.

The Puntan lost one man overboard, but he was a hghtiveight
and fioaied until rescued. \ .

The Sachem was stranded on a spongo h.Mhwny across the souua

I ani a very big little girl, fifteen yeare ofd, but have b«n very
much interestcd In the iransformadons of a sijuarc picccof papecr,
aud liope you will send oihcr desigiis for the bciielit of yoxir dcvoted

Editu L. H-—--
pentser.

W e precsenl onr ihnnks to ihc yoiing friends whose fiames here
follow, for lhe rcceipi of plc.asom letters which they havc sent:
J. M. Brown, Jr., Shemum W. llowen, Kvelyn P. Willing, Jennic
Hawkins, Sarah Chambers AllccH. M. and Rachacl A.S., Hmma
and Agnes, May G. B., Agncs J. Arroil, Julia Rohinson, Joe G.,
Nellie 1). Bridgman, Joe C., Lucy Lee Brouks, Alice Hirsh, Hcnha
Grane, Kiiiie and Ixinlc, I-ily A. H.. Chcrry,Roca P.1-., Nina D,
Jessic C. Drew, Gcace W. Sioughton, Louise H all. A. G. Robinson,
Bessie D. P., A. N. Charlle C S., Kiuy, Gerlriide A., Marie C,
Chase, Florence M. Kciih, Annie W. Mays, Jcssic A. Wardrope.
Catrie C. A., M. E. B., Mary K. Hadley, Edward A. Selkiik,
Henry Kratnerand May Souihgate, Rowcna M. B., Mayaic L. E.,
Nellie R. Masén, Genrudc W. Hepworlh, C.urie M.. Emraa E. S.,
Agnes, Arthur !>., Kale 1I. Conrad, Anna P. Hannum, l.otiie G.,
M.adge H. Lyuns, Mary S.G..EUso ErnestW ., Kathleen Pictor,
HelenHowe, Edward E. J., Ccrtrude B., Clara 11, BenhaD anforih,
Jessic Doak, and lidna Shepp.

COINC HOME WITH AUTUMN LEAVCS



THE RIDDLE-BOX.

ANSWF.RS TO PUZZLES IN THE OCTORER NUMBER.

Hour-glass. CroM-wotdsi i. Wnnging-wet. 2. Incondite.
3e « - 4 Nocturn. 4. Treed. 5. Rr=- N- 7- Lag. 8. Ordcr.
: : lcc-isle.  10. Narraiive. ti.AS\archIatX)n.
P . . . L -P le. A E
~Neansv Geebk®I1“IOss®' |'u “hosi. e Onto. 3j S“y-j4- etter-Fezzle E E E E E
A E A E A
Uval' ‘i'w " "2 W ' v. - E E E E E
., Dear. V. i. Sled. a. Loiie. 3. Ends. 4. 1l'=»*- A BH-r A E XK T 1
XI'MERICAI Enigma. DouBLE Diamonds. 1. Acros4: i. 5. a.Sap. 3. Eagle. 4
All-cheering Pleiity, with hcr Ilowing hora, Dey. S-S- Il. Across: i. S. 2. Spa. j. Heaih. 4- Ace. s-
Lcd yellow Autumn, wreathed with noddmgcum E. Ill. Across; t. A. a. Ada. 3. Shock. 4- An., 5. E.
" Jlyigse/Ayr," iiae ay. Ak Extraoruikary Dinnkb. Soups. i. Mock-tunle. .2.
Dousue Crosswora Emiama. ANl Hollows Eve’ ang S0 Pl Sole 2 Floutger © Engree @ual win
PO . . . Vegetables, i. Poiato. a. Peas. 3. Beets. 4. Cabbagc.
UounE*'syiARit RItMAINT.EKs. ~From 4 10 7. gT.ape: 5 10 3, pessert. i. Rhiiharb pie. 2. Floating Jsland. NiTS. i.
later; o!oQ.s_teaI, Lo 19‘0“'“ ato 11 mates; 3 to .a, sptmr. Chestniil- a. Gronnd-nul- 3. liutternut. Fkvits. j. drange.
NovEi. Aritumetii. i. 1-one. 2. L-onc. 3. I-lour. 4- " o hoc 3 pears. 4. Bananas-
T-h-ree. ;. T-w-0. 6. Fi-v-e 7. F-o-iir. : ' :

each monih, and

P Anysystemoffaithandworship. 9. Survives. 10. Providing food.
OUTATIONS. Il. A iwo-mastcd vessel. la. A word eonespondinp with anoiher.
| | SKRIOfS. aTobereave. 3. Strokes. 4. A littic oir. 5. An 13 'I;orctlect. 14- A vessel for Holding ink.  15. Notrelird:di"
ortlet ofinsccis havingonly iwowings. 6. NiV.ne ofpoiassa. 7. A
very larce bodv ofwater
li A verb. 2. The great poct of Grecce. 3. Shaped hke a
dome. 4. To countcrfcit. S- Groups oonsisting.of ten individudis.
6. Regularchaiges. 7. One-halfofa word mcaning me_W'M

A LETTER I*U7.ZT.IL

<UUE.

om i to 2, a composition for Sve voices; a to 4. tm inhabiLim
mfthe earth; 3 to 4, an objcct ofien scen about Easier; i 10 3, foiir-

fold; 5 1o 6, thc body of au arniy thai niarclic« ni ihc reav of ibe
main body to protcci ii; 6 to 8, ihe act of dictaung; 7 lo 8. man*
ner»fspcaking in public: 51o 7. to revive; xlo 5. 10 vibrate; 2 to

6, effftccd: 4 10 8, smoked hani; 3 10 7, to cmpower. /\ﬂ_&m
DAVID H. D.

Neoc ihh.T cth grinsp. hwii lal sil slowref, II 'rauc;l—l‘]AGIR
I >aii gcon het smursoin mo dan hows,
N ad nuglamu, ni hsi sinflese brpoF:Ncs, leE.SIGD | y

Sigalnwii rol cih trini*w ivons.

NOVEL ACROSTIes,

Alnr of the words dcscribed coniain the same niimbcr of Ictlers.
When rigluly gucsscd and placed onc below ihc odier, in the ortlcr

here given, the ihird row (rcading do\vnward) will spcl! what we Ilv suiriinc at thc right letter in one of tlie ahove words. mid then
all should give ai tlic ume naniod In the sixih row oflciters.

Cross-woims: t, Vigorous. 2. F.ntwmcd. 3 An msign of la44ng eyery third letter, a quolation from Shakcspe.irc »
war. 4. Filtered, 5, Assaulicd. 6. Disperses. 7. Forcbodcs. 8.  beformed-



Tlin words fnrniing tliis luinierical enigma are piciured iiisicad of

described. The answer, consisuiig of ihirty-seveii leticrs, is a
ina.vim. The Lacia giieunioii abovc the puzzle embodics the same
idea.
GKEEK CROS™.

I. Upper Souare; i. Scrutinirer® 7. Asongoijoy. 3. To
moimt. 4. A nozele. 5. To rest.

1. Left-hand Sqgvakk: x, To urge. 2. To untwist 3. lo
escapo. 4. A plantwhich grows in wet ground, 5. To rest,

JIT, Central Squahif: i. To repo."e. 2,An inscctin the firsi
suge after leaving llie egg. 3. Ospreys. 4.0Occurrence, 5. A

mcat pie.
IV. Richt-hakd Squ.aife: 1. l.ike paste. 7.
Paternal aiicestors. 4. To entenain with food ordrink
V. LotvKR Squaru: 1. Uncooked.
t.Tihing 10 the sun. 4. To discipline.

Burning. 3.
5, Foaming,
2, To worship. 3. Pcr-
5, Ycarns.

“ ROYAI TAKR

W O IID-SiJI"AUE.

1. A ntRi’Knickname, 2, To deiest, 3, A titlc which gave place
Joilut t)f “barén.” 4. A spccies of column whose disLngnishing
feaiurc I« the volute of ks capital, 5. Upright. HORERT

A CXASICAT. SQI-AUE.

From i to 2, a simame of Hcra orJuno; from 2 10 4. an ancicnt
namc forthe River Tlbcr: from i ro 3, a iame by which the south-
eaatcrn partof Italy xvasonce known; from 3 lo 4, a namc by which
Minerva Is somctimcs called: from i 10 4, tlic daughter ofCyrus;
from 2 to 3, a divisién o (ireece, cameros.

THE DE VINNK PRESS,

Y/ BN

OOVBLE ACUOSTIC.
Prirtals: a uarrlot brflve, 1 seek my home
From dist&nc Palcsiine;
Putscizod by trcaclicmiis focs, I 'm cast
In prison walls to pine

‘I'nroufilt many lands, in tower and town,

DINALSs: I beck my masicr degir;
In castie sirong, .nt last wijih joy
His xvell-known volee | hcar.
cnoss*
words: 1. The first iame of a Scottish outlaw bold,

Whose feats in 6ong and story still are told.

o

Eyes havc 1, yet | can not see ai al!;
In hcathen lauda | worbhlpecl am by all.

3. How fair ihis lake lies 'ncalh Italbin sky (
Surc in your travcis you *Lnot pasa It by.

IN

. *J'hc loveliest woman Csartl» has ever seen;
“ She looked a goddess and ahe walked a quccn.”

4]

. This noble king was England’s pridc and boasi
Ere Norman Willlam conquered Harold'.s I'ost.

6. Tf one writcs not in prose, fior in blank verse,
He surely must In this hU tale rcheaise.

7. If vou don’t guess ihis riddlc, by and by,

Thi.s adjcciive lo you | must apply, n. n
hoiir.(ieass.
Cross-wordsu 1.0n ibis alele of ihc A1im uic Occan. 2. Con*
atancy. 3, The daughter ofSithon, King of Thracc, 4 Suflicicnt

0. A
Inhabi-

5 Vecty large. 6, In capacity 7 To urge Imporiiinaiely,

covering for the head worn hy ecclcsiastical dignitarics. o

tanis f lonia. 10, Kesemblancc, 11, A lacc or peoplc.
The central letters, reading downward, will spcll one belonging 10

PRINTEKS, K[|iW YOKK,
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