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KNTURIE” ago, thcve

stood on thc banks

of a river a littlc town

callcd Rondaiiic. The

river was a long and wincl-

ing stream which rair

through diffeicnt

countrics, and was

somctimes narrow and

swift, and somctimes

bvoad and placid: some-

times hurrying throughinountain-passes,

and again mcandering quicly through

fertile plains; in somc places of a bluc

color and almost transparcnt, and in others

} of a dark and sombcr hue
cbnnged until il threcw

far-sprcading sea.

Bul it was quite otherwise with the littlc town.
As far hack as anybody coiild remembcr, it h.od
always bcen the same that it was at thc time of oiir
slory; and thc pooplc who lived therc could see no
reason to suppose that it would ever be difTerent
from what it was thcn. It was a plcasant littlc
lowii, its citizcns wci-e very happy; and why thcrc
should be any chango in it, thc most astutc okl
man in all Ronclaine coulcl not liavc tokl you.

If Rondaine hacl bcen famecl for anything at all,
It would have been for the numbcr of its docks.
It had many churches, somc little ones in dark sicle
streets, and somc larger ones in widcr thorough-
fares, bcsiclcs hcrc and thcrc a very good-sized
church frontiiig on a park or open square ; and in

; and so it
itself into a warin,

the stecple of cach of thesc churches thero was a
dock. Therc wcrc town buildings, vcry cid ones,
which stood upan tlie great central square. Each
of these had a towcr, and in cach towcr was a
dock. Thcn thcrc were docks at Street corn.crs,
and two docks in the markct-place, and docks
ovcr shop doors, a dock at cach end of the bridge,
and scveral largc docks a little way out of town.
Man>'of thesc docks wcre fashionccl in some qgiiaint
andcurious way. In one of thc largcst a stoncinau
carne out and struck the hours with a stonc ham-
mer, whilc a stone woman struck the half-liours
with a stonc broom; and in antthcr an iron donkey
kickcd the hours on a bell behind liim. It would
be impossiblc to tcll all the odd ways in which the
docks of Rondaine struck ; btit in onc rcspcct they
wcre alikc; they all did sirikc. The good pooplc
of thc town would not havc toleratcd a dock which
did not strike.

It was vcry intcresting to lie awakc in the night
and hcar thc docks of Rondaine strike. First
would come a faint striking from one of the
chiu-chcs in thc by-strects, a modest sound, as
if the dock was not suve whethcr it was too early
0- not; thcn from anothcr quarter would be
hcard a more confidcnt dock striking thc liour
dearly and distinctly. Whcn they were quite
ready, but not a momcnt before, the seven bells of
thc large church on the square would chime the
hour; after which, at a respcctful intcrvalof time,
thc other church docks of thc town would strike.
Aftcr the lapse of three or four minutes, thc sound
of all these bells seemed to wake up the stone man
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in the to«-er of lhc town-building, and he struck
the houv with liis liammer. W hen this liad bcen
done, the other municipal docks felt at liberty lo
strikc, and they clid so. And when cvery sound
liad riied away, so that he would be ccrtain to be
heard if thcre was any one awako to hcar, it would
be \cry likcly that the iron donkey would kick out
Ihc hour 011 bis bcll. But tlieic were times when
he kicked beféte any of the docks bogan to sttike.
One by one the docks on the Street corners struck,
the uptown oncs first, and aftenvard those ncar
the river. Thcse wecrc followed by the t"o docks
on the bridgc, the one at the country end waiting
until it was quite surc that the one at the town
end had finished. Somewhat latcr would be hcard
the dock ofVougcrcaii, an oid country house in
the suburbs. This dock, a very largo one, was on
the top of a great squarc stonc tower, and from its
age it had acquired a habit of deliberation; and
when it began to strikc, people were very aJ« to
think that it was one o'clock, until after a consider-
able intcrval anotlier stroke would assure thcm
that it was latcr or eariier than that, and if they
really wanted to know what houv the oid dock was
striking, thcy must give themselves time enough
to listen until they were entirely certain that it had
finished.

The very last dock to strike in Rondaine was
one belonging to a Uttle oid lady with white hair,
who lived in a llttle white housc in one of the pret-
tiest ana cleanest strects in the town. Her dock
was in a little white tower at the coérner of her
house, and was the only strictly private dock which
was in the habit of making itself publicly heard.
Long after every other dock had struck, and when
there was every reason to belicve that for a consid-
erable time nothing but half-hours would be heard
in Rondaine, the oid lady’'s dock would strike
quickly and decisively, and with a confident tone,
as if it knew it was right, and wishcd cverybody
to know that it knew.

In an unpretentious house which stoodon aconier
of two of the smallcr streets in the town lived a
young girl named Arla. For a year or more, Arla
had becn in the habit of wakiug up very carly in
the morning, sometimcs long beforc daylight, and
it had bccome a habit with her to lie and listen to
the docks. Her room was at the top of the house,
and one of its ivindows opencd to the west and
anothcr to the south, so that sounds cntered from
diiTcrecnt quartere. Arla liked to leave thesc win-
dows open so that the sounds of the docks might
come in.

Arla knew every dock by its tone, and shc
always made it a point to lie awakc until she was
positively sure that the last stroke of the dock at
Vougereau had souiidcd; but it oftcn happened

that slcep overéame her bcfore she heard the dock
of the little oid lady with white hair.
very long to wait for that!

It was not because she wanted to know the hour

It was so

that Arla used to lie and listen to the docks. She
had a little dock of her own, which stood in her
room and on which slie depended for correct

Information rcgarding the time of day or night.
This little dock, which liad bcen given to her when
she was a small girl, not only struck the hours
and half-hours and quartcr-hours, but there was
attachcd to it a very prctty piecc of mcchanism
which atso indicatcd the time. On the front of the
dock, just below the dial, was a sprig ofa rosebush
bcautifully made of metal, and on this, just aftei
the hour had soundcd, there was a large greca
bud ; at a quarter past the hour, thisbud opencd a
little, so that the red petais could be seen ; fiftcen
minutes later, it was a half-blown rose ; and at a
quarter of an hour more, it was ncarly full blown ;
just before the hour, the rose oponed to its fullcsi
cxtent, and so rcmaincd until the dock had
finished striking, when it immediately shut up intu
a great green bud. This dock was a great dclight
to Arla; for not only was it a very plcasant thing
to watch the unfolcling of the rose, t>ut it was a con-
tinual satisfaction to her to think that her little
dock always told her exactly what time it wps, no
mattev es’hat the other docks of Rondaine niiglit
say.

Arla’s father and mother were thrifty, industri-
ous people, who were very fond of their daughter.
Thcy not only taught her how usefully to cmploy
hersdf, butinsisted that she should tako Che recre-
ation and exercisc that a young girl ought to havec.
AH day she was so occupied with work or play that
she had little opportunity of thinking forhcrself;
but even if they had considered the mattcr, this
face would not have troubled her parents, as they
looked upon Arla as entirely too young for that
sort of thing. In the very early moming, however,
listening to the docks of Rondaine or waiting for
thecm, Arla did a great cleal of thinking ; and it so
happened, on the morning of the day bcfore
Christmas, when the stars were bright and the air
frosty, and every outside sound very deav and dis-
tinct, that Arla began to think ofsomething which
had ncvcr cntcred her mind beforc.

“How in the world,” she said to hersdf, “ do
the people of Rondaine kno\v when
Christmas ?

it is really
Christmas begins as soon as it is
twelveo’clock on Christmas Eve; butassomc ofthc
people depcnd for the time upon one dock and some
upon uthers, a great many of thcm can not truly
knowwhen ChristraasUayhasrcallybegun. Even
sume of the church docks makc people tliiiik that
Christmas has come, when in reality it is yet the



iSS;.]

(lay before. And not one of them strikes at the
ri''ht time ! As for that iron donkey,
1,j kicks whcnevcr he fecls likc it.
ire pcoplc wlio go by ldin ! 1 know tliis, for they
llave told me so. »ut the little oid lady with
«ihitc hair is wnrse offthan anybody clsc. Christ-
mas inust ahvays come cver so long before she

I belicve
And yet theve

l.ilowsit,”

With these important thoughts on her mmd
Arla could not go to sleep again, She hcard all the
Ildcks strike, and lay awakc until her own little
,|<ck told her that she ought to get up. During
-lis time she had made up her mind rvhat she
dumld do. Thore was yet one day before Chnst-
Hias: and if the pcoplc of the town could be
.r;ule 10 see in rvhat a deplorable condition they
vvre on account of the diffcrence in thcir docks,
ilicy niight ha\'’C time to rcctify the inatter so that
.ill the docks should strike the corrcct hour and
L-verybody should know exactly «hen Christmas
Hay bcgan. She was sure that the citizens had
nevcr given this mattcr proper considcration : and
mwas quite natural that such should be the case, for
U was not cvery one who was in the habit of lying
.iwakc in the vcry early morning; and in the day-
-imc, with all the out-door noises, one could not
liear all the docks strike in Rondainc. Arla,
tliercforc, thought that a great deal depended
lipén her who knew cxactly how this mattcr stood.

Whcn she went down to brcakfast, she askcd
permission of licr mother to take a day’s holi-

" ir ROUDAINE HAU BEEN BAMBU KOR ANVTHINU AT AU..

day. As she was a good girl, and never ncglectcd
eithcr her lessons or her tasks, her mother was
quite willing to give her the day before Christ-
mas in which she could do as she pleased, and
she did not think it ncccssary to ask if she in-
tcndcd to spcnd it in any particular way.
The day was cooi, but lhc sun
shonc brightly and the air was
plcasant. In the country arouncl i
about Rondainc Christmas-time
was not a very coid season. Arla
puton a warm jacket and a pretty
blue hood, and started oiit gayly
to attcnd to the busi-
ncssinhand. Every-
body in Rondainc
knew her father and
mother, and a great
many of them knew
her, so there was
no reason why she

shouicl be afraid to
go whcerc she
chose. In one

IT WOLLU HAVB BEEN BAMED FUK THE NVMBER OP .TB CLOVKS.



liand slie carried a small coverecl basket in whicli
shc had placed hcr rose clock. The «orks of this
little clock were regulatcd by a balance-u'heel, like
those of a watch, and thcrefore it couid be carried
about without stopping it.

“ ON THE KtOBKJKC OF THE PAY

The first place shcvisitedwas the church atwhich
shc and hcr parents always attended Service. U
was a small building in a little square at the bot-
tom of a bili, and, to rcach it, one hacl to go down a
long flight of stone steps. Whcn shc cntercd the
dimly lighted church. Arla soon saw the sacristan,
a pleasant-facecl little oid man whom she knew
very well.

tood-morning, sir,” saidshe. “ Do you takc
care of the church
clock?”

T he sacristan
was swceping the
stonc pavemcnts
of thc church, just
inside the door.
He stopped and
Icaned wupon his
broom. “ Ycs,my
little friend,” he
said, “ | take care
of everything herc
exceptthe souls of

-'hh -

“ AS FOR TIIAT IKON IOTSKrV, | BEUF.Vr thC pCOplC."
HS KICKS WHEN HE fEEI-S LIKE 1IT." W cll tlic n
said Arla, “ | think you ought to kno'v that your

clock is eleven minutes too fast. 1 carne here to

bEFORC CIilRISTMAS

tell you that, so that you might changc it, and
make it strike propcriy.”

The sacristan’s eycs bogan to twinklc. Ho was
a man nf merry mood. “ That is very goocl of
you, little Arla ; very goocl indecd. And, now tha:

WHEK THB STAKS WERE IRICHT

we are about it, is n't therc something elsc you
would like to change ? What do you say to haviiig
these stone pillars put to one sidc, so that thc
may be out of the way of the pcople whecn the
come in? Or those great bcams in thc roof-
they might be turncd over, and perhaps we migh:
find that thc uppcr side would look fresher thaii
this lower part, which is somewhat time-stainecl.
as you see? Or, for thc maltcr of that, what
do you say to having our clock-towcr taken down
and setout therc in the square before the church
door? Thcn short-sighted penple cnuld scc the
time much better, don’t you think ? Now tcil me.

shall wc do all thesc things together, wise little
friend ?”

A tear or two carne into'Arla’s eyes, but shc
made no answecr.

“ Good-morning, sir,” shc said; and wecnt

awav.

“ | suppose,” she said toherselfasshcran up thc
stone steps, “ that hethought it would be too much
trouble to climb to the top of tlic tower to set tlu
clock right. But thatwas no reason why he should
make fun of me. 1 clon’t like him as much as |
used to.”

The next church to which Arla wcnt was a large
onc, and it was somc time before she could find the



sicrisian. At last she saw him in a sidc chapel at
the upper end of the church, engagcd in dusting
soinc oid books. He was a large man, with a red
face, and he turncd around quickly, with a stern
v.xpression, as she cntered.
~Picase, sir,” said Arla, “ I carne to tell you that
voiir church dock is wrong. It strikes from four
six minutes before it ought toj sometiraes the
,» IVand sometimcs the othcr. Itshould be changed
that it will be sure to strike at the right time.”
The face of the sacristan grew rcddcr, and
i .iiched visibly at her rcm.ark.
Do vou know what I
1mi?” he almost shouled in

r PDly.

*No, sir,” answered Arla.
I wish,” he said, “ that
0Oll wcrc a boy, so that 1

iifight take you by the collar
.iiid soundly cuff your ears for
(luniiig hcre to insiilt an offi-
mr of the church in the midst
ii'lis dutiesl But, as you are
- girl, I can only tcll you to
-) away from hcre as vapidly
:md as quietly as you can, or | shall havc to put
Miu in the hands of the cccicsiastical authoritics! "

\rla was truly frightcncd, and although she did
.0t run,— for she knew that would not be proper

ONE OF THE CLOCEH

1 LiKE him A8 mucii as i used to/SAIO arta."

in a church,— she walkcd as fast as she could
inte the outcr air.

m\W hat a bad man,” she then said to hevself

to be employcd in a church! It surely is not
known what sort of pcrson he is, or he wouid not
be allowed to stay there a day !”

Arla thought she would not go to any more
churchcs at present, for she did not know what
sort of sacristans she might find in them.

“ Whcen the othcr docks in the town all strike
propcrly,” she thought, “ it is most likely they will
see for themselves that their docks are wrong, and
they will have them changed.”

She now made her ivay to the great squarc of
the town, and entered the building at the top of
which stood the stone man with his hammer. She
faundtheconciergc, or door-kceper, in a little room
bythe side of the entrancc. She knew whcrc to
go, for she had been there with her mother to ask
permission to go up and see the stone man strike
the hour with his hammer, and the stone woman
strike the half-hour with her broom.

The concierge was a giave middlc-aged man
with spectacles; and, rcmembering what had jus:
happenecl. Arla thought she woiikl be careful ho'v
she spoke to him.

“ If you picase, sir,” she said, with a courtesy,
“ 1 should like to say something to you. And 1
hope you will not be offcnded whcn 1 tell you that
your dock is not quite right. Your stone man and
your stone woman are bolh too slow; they somc-
times strike as much as seven minutes aftev tliey
ought lo strike.”

The grave midclic-aged man looked steadily at
her through his spectacles.

“ I thought,” continued Arla, “ that if this should
be made known to you, you would have the works
of the stone man and the stone woman altered so
that they might strike at the right time. Tliey
can be heard so far, you know, that it is very nec-
essary they should not make mistakes.”

“ Chikl,” said the man, with his spectacles still
steadily fixed on her, “ for onc himdred and fifty-
seven years the open tower
on this building has stood
there. Eor one hundied
and fifty-seven years the
thundcr and the lightning
in time ofstorm have roar-
ed and fiashed around it,
and the sun in time of fair
wcather has shone upon it.

In that ccntiiry and a h.ilf
and sevcn years men and

women havc lived and havc | THE STONB MAN STRCCK

THE HOUR WITH HIS HAM-

clied, and thcir childrcn mxH, AND THE STONR WOMAK
. - STRICV: THEHALPHOUR WITH
and their grand-childrcn HEK HKOOM."

and their grcat-grandchild-
rcn, and ei'en the childrcn of thcsc, have lived
and died after them. Kings and qiieens have



passed away, one after another; and all things
living have grown oid and died, one generation
after another, many times. And yet, throiigh all
these yeai-s, that stonc man and that stonc woraan
liavc stood thcre, and in stonn and in fair weathcr
by claylight or in the claikncss of night, they have
struck the hours and the half-hours. Of all
things that one hundred and fifty-seven years ago
were ablc to lift an arm to strike, they alone are
left. And now you, a chilcl of thirteen, or pcrhaps
fourtcen yeais, come to me and ask rae to change
that which has not bcen changed for a century
and a half and seven ycars !”

Arla could answer nothing with those spoctacles

fixed upon her, They seemcd to glare more and

more as she looked at them. “ Good-morning,

sir,” shc said, dropping a courtesy as she moved

backward toward the door. Reaching it, shc
turned and hurried into the Street.

“ Ifthose stone people,” shc thought, “ havc
not been altered in all thcse years, it is likely

they would now be striking two or thrce hours
out of the way ! But | don’t know. If they
kept on going slow for more than a century,
thcy must have- come around to the right hour
sometimes. But they will have to strike ever and

ever 50 much

longcr beféte they come around
there again!”

(To be concluded.)

A DEAR

LITTLE SCHEMER,

By M. M. D.

There was a little daughter once, whose fcet were — oh, so small!
That when the Christmas Eve carne 'round, they would n't do at all.
At Icast she said they would n't do, and so she tried anothcr’s.

And folding her wee stocking up, she slyly took her mothcr’s.

1 'l pin this big one here,” she said,— then sat beforc the firc,

W atching the supplc, dancing flames, and shadows darting by her,
Till silently she drifted off to that queer lancl, you know,
Of “ Nowhere in particular,” where sleepy childrcn go.

She never knew the tumult tare that carne upon the roof!

She never heard the patter of a single reindeer hoof;

She never knew how Sorae One carne and looked bis shrewd surprise
At the wee foot and the stocking — so different in size !

Shc only kneu-, when morning dawned, that she was safe in bcd.

It’s Christmas ! Ho ! ” and merrily she raisecl her prctty head ;

Then, wild with glee, shc saw what “ dcar Oid Santa Claus ” had done,
And ran to tcll the joyful ncws to cach and every one;

And “
1 borrowed this for Santa Claus.

Mamma ! Papa ! Picase come and look ! a lovely doli, and all!l”
Sec how full the stocking is! Mine luould have been too small.

It is n't fair, you know,

To make him wait forever for a little girl to grow.”
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By Mary E. WiLtciNS.

CUNG, dang,— “ Whoa, my bunny gray mare!
Whoa,”— ding, dang,— “ my bay !
But the black and the sorrcl must stav unshod,



". jv.

While ihc blacksmith spake, his fair sons carne, Then bis brother twinkled his gay black eyes,
And stand in the smithy door — And he spake up merry an_d IdoKI -
«Xow wlicre liave ye been, my two fair sons, Hcy, Father, we 've been in the fairy lancl,
1-br vilur father has missed ye sorc ?” Wherc the horses are shod wi’ gold !
V.
An’ what did ye there in Fairy-land,
Sg-"/. V w . O my two fair sons, | pray? ”
' W ¢ shod for them, Father, thcir fairy steeds,
All in a month an’ a day.
“ *ALL THE STEEDS
M'ERE AS UTIITE
AS THE CLEAB MOAdNUOHT,
ah’ in FIELOS
o' LILIBS THEV FEO." "
An’, Father, we shod them wi’ virgin
gold;
Each nail bad a diamond hcad ;
AU the steeds wcre as white as the clear
moonlight,
An’ in fields o’ liiies they fed.”
“ An’ what was the sum o’ the fairy hirc,
O my two fair sons, | pra>'?”
“ Oh, a sccd of a wonclcvful fair)' flower,
They gave to us each forpay!”
m VIH.
Then pleasantly spake the younger son, “ An’ what will ye do wi’ the sccds, fair sons ?’
With the eyes of dreamy blue ; “ We will sow i’ the light, green spring,
* O Father, wc 'vc been in a land as bright An’ may be, a goldcn rose will toss,

As the glint o’ the morning deiv ! ” Or a silver lily will swiiig.”



XI.

IX.
“Now,” — cling, dang,— “ whoa, mybonnygray Then the white rains wovc with the long light-
mare ! bcams,
Whoa,” — cling, clang,— “ my bay ! Till a stalk, like a slim grcen flamc,
iri An’ the sorrcl an’ black, now my sons are back, Pierced the garden mold; a leaf unvolled ;
Can be slioc) " — cling, dang,— “ to-day.” And another beside it carne.
X X110,
Oh, the smith’s sons planted the fairy seeds, Then the brothcrs tended their fairy plafiis
W hen the light, green spring carne round, Till they shot iip, brave and tall.
Through the sunlit hours, ‘twixt thc April And thc leavos grcw tliick. “ Now soon shall

showers, we pick
In the best ofthe garden ground ! A rose like a goldcn ball;



X1, XV.

-Or else, we shall see a lily, maybc, “ Heyday ! 1will buy me a brave gold chain,
With a bel! o’ bright silver cast,” An’ a waistcoat o’ satin fine,

I'liey thought; and they cricd with joyand pride, A ruffo’ lace, an’ a pony an’chaise,

When the blossom-buds shaped at last. An’ a bottle o’ red ofd wine !”

O joy 1 holc) bi/t my

/ANTafhers toil is done vy

XIV, XVI.

“ Now, heyday ! ” shouted the eider son. But hi§ brothcv Ioo.ked up in. the bluc spring sky,
And he danced in the garden walk, An_d his ycllow cuils shonc-m the sun —

“ A hat 1 will buy, as a steeplc high, O joy ! If I hold but my fairy gold,

An’ the ncighbors 'vill stare an’ talk. My fathcr’s toil is done !



XVII. X1X.

-He shallhammecr no more with his tirecl oldhands,
He shall shoe not the bay fior the gray ;

But shall livc as he picase, an’ sit at his case,
A-rosting the livclong day.”

Then angrily hurricd the eider son.

And hiistled his up by thc root;

And it gave out a sound, as it Icft thc ground.
Like the shriek of a fairy flute.

[Ther\ anclrily hurrie'b tKe

“O elAer- S.or\

An” hustleb hi? up t>yfhe

XVIII. xx.
Alas, and alas! Whecn it carne to pass

That the bud to a flowcr was grown,
It was pallid and green,— no blossom so mean
In thc country side was known.

But he flung it ovcr thc garden wall.
And he cried, with a scowling brow ;
‘No waistcoat fine, an’ no bottic o’ wine-
1 have labored for naught, 1tvow !”



THE BALLAU OF THE BLACKSMITH'S SONS.
X1 XX1I1.
. « But the fi-ost carne fortli from the still blue
e Nagw,” — cling, clang, whoa, my bonny
rav marc!” North,
_g , T And one morning he found it dead ;
Cling,’ clang,— “ 'vhoa, my bay ! R X .
g , . . . The Icavcs werc black in the while frost-light,
lint the sorrel an’ white must wait to-night, A
And the stalk was a sbrivelcd shrcd.
I'or one son sulks all clay.”
LiKe s- sf®" the -sfes
t>his

'V'/qS blajln”™ a bulb

XXII.

But the blue-eyed son till the summcr was done
Carod well for his fairy flower ;

He weedcd and ivatcred, and killed Ihc grub
Would its delicatc Icaves dcvour.

eyes

XX V.

Now, nevcr a rose like a goldcn ball,
Nor a silver lily shall blow ;

But ncvei-1'll mind, for I 'm sure to find
More gold, if I work, 1 know,”



J[3i

I,'

XXV.

Then he tcnderly pulled up the faivy plant,

And, lo, in the frosty mold,

Like a star from the skies to his dazzled cycs,

W as blazing a bulb of gold !

XXVI.

Or gallop or trot, as ye may !

iNow,”— clng, clang,— “ whoa, my bonny gray

[mare !

This ifappy oid smith will shoe ye 110 more,

For ~e’sits at his easc, all day !”

DECEMBER.

By Frank Dempster Sherman.

Decemher 's come, and with her brought

A world in whitcst marble wrought;
The trees and fcnce and all the posts
Stand motionless and white as ghosts,
And all the paths we used to k-now
Are hidden in the drifts of snow.
Decembcr brings the longcst night
And cheats the day of halfits light.
No bird-song breaks the pcifect hush;
No moadow-brook with liquid gush
Runs tclling tales in babbling rhymc
Of liberty and summer-time,

But frozen in its icy cell

Awaits the sun to brcak the spcll.
Brcathe once upon the window-glass
And see the mimic mists that pass,—

Fantastic shapcs that go and come
Forever silvery and dumb.

Dcccmber Santa Claus shall bring,—
Ofhappy children happy king,

W ho with hissleigh and rcin-deer stops
At all good pcople’s chimney-tops.

Then let the holly red he hung,

And sweetest carols al! be sung,

W hilc we with joy remembcr them,—
The journeyers to Bethlebcm,

W ho followcd tnisting from afar

The guidance of that happy star

W hich marked the spot where Christ wasboin

Long years ago one Christmas moni!



By Franges Hodgson Burnett.

IS thc first place, Miss Minchin lived in London.
Hcr home «as a lai-ge, diill, tall one, in a large,
dull square, wherc all thc houscs were alikc, and
iill thc sparrows \vcre alikc, and wherc all the door-
kiwckcrs made the samo heavy sound, and on stil
LA and neai-ly all thc days wcrc still — secmcd
to rcsound through the entire row in which the
kni.ik wasknocked. On Miss Minchin’s door thcre
>ri- a brass piate. On the brass piate there was
inv.iibed in black Icttors,

Miss Minchin’'s

SIiLECT Seminauy f(ir Young Ladies.

Littic Sara Crewc never wcnt in or out of thc
hon-c without rcacliiig that door-plate and rcflect-
iag upon it. By the time she was twelve, shc had
dcciticd that ali hcr trouble ardése becausc, in the
lirst place, shc was not “ Selcct,” and in the
scrnnid, she was nota “ Young Lady.” Whcn she

cight ycars oid, she had bcen brought lo Miss
Minchin as a pupil, and Icft with hcr. Hcr papa
liail brought hcr all thc way from India. Hecr
ilininma hacl dicd when she was a bab\-, and her
papn had kcpt hcr with him as long as he could.
\ihl then, fmding the hot climatc was making hcr

IV dclicate, he had brought hcr to Eiigland and
Icft hcr with Miss Minchin, lo be part of thc Selcct
Scininary for Young Ladies. Sara, who had al-
w.ivs bcen a sharp littlc child, who rcmcmbercd
Iliings, recollccted hcaring him say that he had not
avcl.itive in the world whom he knew of. and so he
was obligcd to place hcr at a boarding-school, and
he liad hcard Miss Minchin’s cstablishmcnt spokcn
uf icry highly. The same clay, lie took Sara out
and bought hcr a great many bcautiful clothes,—
clothcs so grand and rich that only a vcry young
and jnexpcricnced man would have bought thcm
for a mito of a child who was to be brought up in
a boarding-school. But the fact was that he was a
rash, innoccnt young man, and very sad at the
thought of parling with his little girl, who was all
lie had left to rcmind him of her beautiful mothcr.

"I'opyrighicti, 1887, hy Kranccs Hodgson lhinietl.
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whom he had dearly loved. And he wished hcr
to havc everything the most fortanate little girl
could liavc; and so, whecn the polite saleswomecn in
the shops said, “ Herc is our very latest thingin
hats, the plumes are cxactly the same as those we
sold to Lady Diana Sinclair yesterday,” he immec-
diately bought what was offered to him, and paid
wliatevcr was asked. The conscquencc svas that
Sara had a most cxtraordinary wardrobe. Hecr
clresscs were silk and velvet and India cashmecrec,
her hats and bonnets «-ere covered with bows and
plumcs, her small undcrgarments «ere adorned
with real lace, and she returncd in thc cab to Miss
Minchin’s with a doli almost as large as herself,
drcsscd quite as grandly as herself, too.

Thcn her papa gave Miss Minchin somc moncy
and went away, and for scveral days Sara would
ncithcr touch thc dol!, Aor her breakfast, ior hcr
dinncr, fior her tea, and «ould do nothing but
croucli in a small cérner by the window and cry.
Shc cried so much, indced, that shc made herself
ill. She was a queer little child, with old-fashioncd
ways and strong fcelings, and shc had adored her
papa, and could not be made to think th.it India
and an intcresting bungalow wcre not better for
hcr than London and Miss Minchin’s Selcct Semi-
nar}. The instant she had cntercd thc hoiise, she
had' begun promptly to bate Miss Minchin, and
to think little of Miss Amelia Minchin, who «.is
smooth and dumpy. and lispcd, and was evidenlly
afniid of her oldcr sister. Miss Minchin was tall,
and had large, cokl, fishy eyes, and large, coid
liands, which sccmed fishy, too, becausc they w'crc
damp and made chills rim do«n Sara’s back whcn
they touchedher, .is Miss Minchin piished herhair
off hcr forehcad and said :

“ A most beautiful and promising
Captain Crewe. Shc will
quite a favorite pupil, | see.”

For the first year shc «as a favorite pupil; at
least shc «as indulgcd a great dcal more than was
good for her. And whcn thc Selcct Scminary
wcent walkingi two b)' two, shc was always dcckcd
out in hcr granclcst clothes, and !cd by thc hand,
at the hcad of the gentecl proccssion, by Miss
All righis rescrv'ed.

little girl,
be a favorite pupil;
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Minchin herself. And when the parcnts of any
of the pupils canie, she was aUvays drcsscd and
cailed into the parlor with her doli; and she uscd
to hear Miss Minchin say that her father ivas a
distinguished ludian officer, and she would be
heiress to a great fortune. That her father had
inherited a great deal of inoney, Sara liad heard
before ; and also that somc day it would be hers,
and that he would not remain long in the army,
but would come to live in London. And every
time a letter camc, she hoped it would say he was
Corning, and they wcre to live together again.

But about the middle of the third year a letter
carne bringing very different news. Because he
was not a Business man himself, her papa had
given his affairs into the hands of a fricnd he
trustcd. The friend had deceived and robbed
him. All the money was gonc, no one knew exactly
u'here, and the shock was so great to the poor,
rash y'oung officer, that, being attacked by jungle
fever shortly afterward, he hnd no strcngth to rally,
and so died, leaving Sara with no one to take carc
of her.

Miss Minchin’s coid and fishy eyes had never
looked so coid and fishy as they did when Sara
weni into the parlor, on being sent for, a few days
after the letter was rcccived.

No one had said any'thing to the child about
mourning, so, in her old-fashioned way, she had
decided to find a black dress for herself, and had
picked out a black velvet she had outgvown, and
carne into the room in it, looking the queerest
little figure in the world, and a sad little figure, too.
The dress was too short and too tight, her face
was white, her eyes had dark rings around them,
and her cloll, wrappcd in a piecc of oid black crape,
was held under her arm. She was not a pretty
cliild. She was thin, and had a weird, interesting
little face, short black hair, and vcry large green-
gray eyesfringed all around with heavyblack lashes.

“ 1 am the ugliest child in the school,” she had
said once, after staring at herself jn the glass for
some minutes.

But there had been a clever, good-natiircd little
Frcnch tcacher who had said to the music-master:

“ 2at leetle Crewe. Vat a child! A so ogly
beauty ! Ze so large eyes ; ze so little spiritiielle
face. Waid till she grow up. You shallseei”

This morning, however, in the tight, smail black
frock, she looked thinner and ocider than cvcr, and
her eyes were fixed on Miss Minchin with a queer
steadiness as she sloivly advanced into the parloiy
ciutching her doli.

“ Put your doli down !” said Miss Minchin.

“ No,” said the child, “ 1won’t put her down ; 1
want her with me, She is all I havc. She has
slaycd with me all the time since my papa died.”

She had never lieen an obedient child. She had
had her own way ever since she was boin, and
there was about her an air of silent determination
under which Miss Minchin had always felt secrcily
uncomfortable. And that lady felt even now tliat
perhaps itwould be as well not to insist on her point,
So she looked at her as scverely as possiblc.

“ You will have no time for dolls in future,” die
said; “ you willhave to work and impvove yoursdf,
and make yourself uscful,”

Sara kept the big odd eyes fixed on her teaclier
and said nothing.

“ Everytiiing will be very different now,” Miss
Minchin went on. “ | sent for you to talk to you
and make you undcrstand. Your father is dead.
You have no friends. You have no money. Vou
have no home and no one to take care of you.”

The little palé olive face twitchcd nervously, but
the green-gray eyes did not movc from Miss
Minchin’s, and still Sara said notliing.

“ What are you staring at?” demanded Miss
Minchin sharply. “Are yon so stiipid you don't
understand what | mean? 1 tell you that you are
quite alone in the world, and have no onc to do
anything for yon, iinlcss | choose to keep you her

The truth was, Miss Minchin was in her wi rst
moocl. To be suddcnly dcprived ofa large sum oi
money yeaidy and a show piipil, and to find herself
with a little boggar on her hands, was more than
she could bear with any degree of calmness.

“ Now listen to me,” she wenton, “ and remera-
bcr what | say. If you work liard and prepare to
make yourself iiseful in a few years, I shall let \oii
stay herc. You are only a child, but you are a sharp
child, and you pick up things almost wkhout being
taught. You spcak French very well, and in a vear
or so yon can bcgin to help with the younger pupils.
By the time you are fifteen yon ought to be ablc to
do that much at loast.”

“ I can speak Frcnch bctter than yon, now,” said
Sara; “ | always spoke itwith my papa in India.”
W hich was not at all politc, but was painfiilly truc;
because Miss Minchin could not spcak French at
all, and, indeed, was not in the leasta clever pcr-
son. Butshe wasahard, grasping Business woman,
and, after the first shock of disappointment, had
seen that at very little expense to herself she miplit
prepare this clever, determincd child to be vcry usc-
ful toher and save her the nccessity of payhig large
salaries to tcachers of langiiagcs.

“ Don’'t be impiident, or you will be punished,”
she said. “ You will have to improve your man-
ncrs if you expect to carn yourbread. You are not
aparlorboarder now. Rcmcmber, that if you don't
picase me, and 1 send you away, you have no hoinc
but the Street. You can go now.”

Sara turned away.
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‘* Stay,” comnianded Miss Minchin, don’t you
inteiidtothankme?”

Sara turned toward her. The nervous twitch was
to be seen again in her face, and she sccmed to be
trving to control it.

‘'meWhat for?” she said.

“ For my kindness to you,”
chin.

replicd Miss Min-
“ For my kindness in giving you a borne.”

Sara went twe oF tiree §i6ps H6arel to her. Her -

thiii little chest was heaving up and down, and she
cn,fce in astrange,unchildish voice,

You are notkind,” shcsaid,
kiad.” And she turned again and went out of
the room, Icaving Miss Minchin staring after her
strange, small figure in stony anger.

The child walkccl up the staircase, holding
tightly to her dol!; shc meant to go to her bcd-
roora, but at the door she was met by Miss Amelia.

“ 'fou are not to go in thcre,” shc said. “ That
is not your room now.”

« Where is my room?” askecl Sara.

You are lo sleep inthe attic next to the cook.”

Sarawalked on. She mounted two flights more,
and leached the door of the attic room, oponed it
and went in, shutting it bchind her. She stood
agajnst it and looked about her. The room was
slaiiting-roofed and whitewashed; there was a
rusty grate, an iron becistead, and some odd
anieles Uf furniture, sent up from better rooms
below, wlierc they had t>een used until they were
considered to be worn out. Undcr the skyliglit
in the roof, which showed nothing but an oblong
piccc of dull gray sky, thcre was a batlered oid red
iootstodl.

Sara went to it and sat down. She was a queer
cliild, as 1 have said bcfore, and quite unlike
olhcr children. She scldom cricd. Shc did not
cry now, She laid her doli, Emily, across her
knccs, and put her face down upon her, and her
anns around her, and sat thcre, her little black
liead resting on the black crapc, not saying one
word, not making one sound.

“ You are not

From that day her Ufe changcd entirely. Some-
times shc used to feel as if it must be another liie
aiuigethcr, the life of some other child. She was a
little drudge and outcast; she was given her Icssons
at ndd times and expcctcd to Icarn without being
taught; she was sent on crrands by Miss Minchin,
Miss Amelia, and the cook. Nobody took any
nntice of her exccpt when they orderccl her about.
Shc was oftcn kept busy all day and then sent into
tlie deserted school-room with a pile of books to
Icani licv lessons or |3ractice at night. She had
ncver becn intimate with the other pupils, and soon
shchecamc so shabby that, taking herqueer clothcs
together with her qiiccr little ways, thcy bogan to

WIIAT HAPPENED AT

heard of it.

MISS MINCIIIN'S.

look upon her as a being of another world than
their own. The fact was that, as a rule, Miss Min-
chin’s pupils were rather dull, mattcr-of-fact young
people, accustomed to being rich and comfortable;
and Sai-a, with her clfish cleverness, her desoiate
lifc, and her odd habit of fixing her eyes upon
thcm and staring them out of countenancc, was
too much for them.

“ She alwayslooks asifshc was findingyou out,”
said one girl, who was sly and givcn to makmg
mischief. “ 1 am,” said Sara, promptly, when she

“ That 's what | look at thcm for. |
like to know about people. |think them over after-

ward.”

Shc never made anymischief hersdfor interfered
with any one. She talkcd very little, did as she was
told, and thought a great deai. Nobody knew, and
in fact nobody cared, whether she was unhappy or
happy, unless, perhaps, it ivas Emily, who lived in
the attic and slept on the iron bedstead at night.
Sarathought Emilyunderstood her feelings, though
she was only wax and had a habit of staring her-
sclf. Sara used to talk to her at night.

“ You are the only friend I have in the world,”
she would say to her. “ Why don’t you say some-
thing? Why don’t you speak? Sometimes |I'm
sure you could, if you would try. Itought to make
you try, to know you are the only thing | have.
If 1 were you, 1 should tvy. Why don’t you try?”

It really was avei7 strange feeling she liad about
Emily. It arése from her being so desoiate. She
did not like to own to hcrself that her only friend,
her only companion, could feel and hear nothing.
She wanted to bclieve, or to pretencl to believc, that
Emily understood and sympathizcd with her, that
she heard her even though she did not speak in
answer. She used to put her in a chair sometimes
and sit opposite to her on the oid red footstool,
and stare al her and think and prctend about her
until her own eyes would grow large with some-
thing which was almost like fcar, particularly at
night, when the garrct was so still, when the only
sound that was to be heard was the occasional
squeak and skuny of rats in the wainscot. There
were rat-holcs in the garret, and Sara detested rats,
and was always glad Emily was with her when she
heard their hatcful squeak and rush and scratch-
ing. One of her “ prctcnds” was that Emily was a
kincl of good witch and could protect her. Poor lit-
tle Sara ! everything was “ pretend” with her. She
had a strong imagination ; there was almost more
imagination than there fias Sara, and her wliolc
forlorn, uncarcd-for child-lifc was made up of imag-
inings. Shc imagined and pretended things until
shc almost believed thecm, and shc would scarccly
havc been surpriscd at any rcmarkablc thing that
could havc happened. So she insisted to herself



I 4
iV«"V
' Slin SILOWLV /\nVAHCF-l) IXTn THK TARI.OIl, CH'TCHINI) HER 1)01-1- "'
that Eniily unclerstood ali about her troublcs and ansu'cr vcry often. 1 ncver answcr when 1 can
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"As to ans'vcring,” shc used to say, “ lclon’t nothing so good for thcm as not to say a worcl —



«,5t to look at them and Miss Minchin
lunis palc with ragc when | do it, Miss Amelia
,1,5 frightoned, so do the girls. They know you
are struiiger than they are, because you arestrong
eiiuug_uh— to hold in your rage and theyyarey nf)t, a_nyd
iliei- say stupid things they wish they had n t saicl,
afu'nvard. There ’'s nothing so strong as rage,
cxcept «hat makes Vou hold it in — that 'sstronger.
It'" a good thing not to answer your enemics. 1
scarccly ever do. Perhaps Emily is more likc me
ilian 1am likc myself. Perhaps she ivould rather not
answer her friends, evcn. She keeps itall in her
hcart.”

ISut ihoiigh she triecl to satisfy herself with thcsc
arguinents, Sara did not find it easy. W hcn, after
along, hard day, in which she liad been sent licrc
and there, sometiraes on long errands. through
ivind and cold and rain; and, whcn she camc in
\>et and hungry, had been sent out again because
nobody chose to rcmembcr that she was onlya child,
and that her thin little legs might be tired, and her
smali body, ciad in its forlnvn too sniall fincry, all
too .liort and too tight, might be chilied ; when she
had been given only harsh words and cold, slighting
looks fin-thanks ; when the cook had been vulgar
and insolent; whcn Miss Minchin had been in her
«or.-t moods, and when she had sccn the girls
sncermg at her among themselves and making fun
of her poor, outgrown clothes, — then Sara did not
find Emily quite ull that her sore, proud, desoiate
litiic heart nceded as tho doli sat in her oid chair
aml starcd.

(Inc uf thesc nights, when she carne up to the
garix't cold, lumgr)-, tircd, and with a tempest
ra-ing in hcr small breast, Emily’s starc scemed
sn i.igant, lier sawdust legs and arms so limp and
incxprcessive, that Sara lost all control over herself.

e | sh.ill dic prescntly !” she said at first.

I".uiily starcd.

mm ciin't bear this ! ” said the poor child, trcmb-
ling. “ I'know lshall dic. 1'm cold, I ’'in wct, 1'm
st.iiving to dcaih. 1'vc walkcd a thousand miles
lo-day, and they havc done nothing but scoid inc
morning iintil night. And because | could
not find that last thing they sent me for, ihey
would not give me any suppcr. Somc raen laughcd
at uic because my oid shocs niadc me slip down in
llie mud. |'m covcred with mud now. And they
laughed ! Uo you hcar?”

She looked at the staring glas.s eyes and coin-
placcnt wax face, and suddcnly a sort of heart-
ljrokeii rage seizcd her. Site liftcd her little savage
hand and knocked Emily off tho chair, bursting
into a p.assion of sobbing.

” Vciu are nothing but a Doli!” she cried.
m'Nothingbut a Doli — Doli— Dolil You care for
notliing. You are stulifed with sawdust.

from

You nevcr

had a hcart. Nothing could evcr make you feel.
You are a Doli: " Emily lay upon the floor, with
her legs ignominiously doublcd up over her hcad,
and a new fiat place on the end of her nosc; but
she was still calm, cven dignified-

Sara hid hcr face on her arms and sobbed.
Somc rats in the wall bcgan to fight and hite each
othcr, and sqiicak and scramble. But, as | have
alrcady intimatecl, Sara was not in tlic habit of
crying. After a while she stopped, and when she
stopped, she looked at Emily, who secmed to be
gazing at hcr arouncl the side of one anide, and

actually with a kind of glassy-eyed sympathy. Sara
bent and picked her np. Rcmorse ovcrtook hcr.
“ You can’'t help being a doli,” she said, with a

rcsigncd sigh, “ any more than those girls down-
stairs can help not having any scnse, Wc are
not all allke. Perhaps you do your sawdust best.”

None of Miss Minchin’s young ladies were very
rcmarkable for being briluant; tlicywere Sclect,
butsome of them were very diill, and some of them
ivcre fond of applying tliemselvcs to thcir lessons,
Sara, who snntched her lessons at all sorts of un-
tiinely hoiirs from tattcred and discarded books,
and ii’ho liad a hungry craving for everythiiig read-
ablc, was often severc iipon them in her small
mind. They had books tlicy never read ; she had
no books at all. Ifshe had alvays had something
to rcad, she woukl not have been so lonely. She
likcd romances and history and poetry; she woiikl
read anvthiiig. There was a sentimental house-
maid in the cstablishmcnt who boiight the weekiy
pcnny papcrs, and subscribed to a circiilating
librar)-, from which she got greasy volumes con-
taining stories of marquises and dukes who invari-
ably fcll in love wiih orange-girls and gypsies and
scrvaiU-inaids, and made them the proud brides
of coroncts; and Sara often did parts of this maid’s
work, so that she might e.arn the privilege of
reading thcsc romantic histories. There was also
a fat, ¢ull pupil, whose namc was Evmengarde St.
John, wlio was onc of her rcsources. Ermengarde
had an intcllectual father who, in his despairing
desirc to encourage his daughtcr, constantly sent
hcr valuablc and interesting books, which wcrc a
continual sourcc of grief to hci'. Sara had once
.actually found hcr crying over a big packagc nf
them.

“ What is tlic mattcr with you? ” she askcd her,
pcrhajis rather disclainfully.

And it isjusl possiblc she woukl not have spoken
to hcr, if she had not sccn the books. The sight
of books always gavc Sara a hungry fceling, and
she could not help drawing iiear to them if only
to read their tilles.

“ What is the matter with you ?” she asked.

“ My papa has sent me some more books,”
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ansivered Ermengardc wofully, “ and he expccts
me to lead them.”

“ don’'t you like rcading? ” said Sara.

“ | hate it!” replied Miss Ermengarde St. John.
“ And he will ask me questions when he sees me ;
he will want to know how much | lemember;
how wouldlike tohavc to rcad all those ?”

“ 1'd like it better than anything else in the
world,” said Sara.

Ermengarde wiped her eyes to look at such a
procligy.

Oh, gracious ! ” she exclaimecl.

Sara returned the look with interest. A sudden
plan formed itself in her sharp mind.

“ Look here!” shcsaid. “ If you'll lend me those
books, I''ll read them and tell you everything that’s
in them afterward, and 1'11 tell it to you so that
you will remembcr it. 1lknow I can. The ABC
children always remembcr what | tell them.”

“ Oh, goodness!” said Ermengarde. “ Do you
think you could ?”

“ 1 know I could,” answered Sara. “ | like to
read, and | always remember. 1'l1takc carc of the
books, too; thcy will look just as new as they do
now, when | give them back to you.”

Ermengarde put her handkercbiefin her pocket.

“ If you’'ll do that,” she said, “ and if you'll

make me remember, 1°'ll give you — 1'1lgive you
some money.”

“ 1 don’t want your money,” said Sara, “ | want
your books — | want them.” And her eyes grew
big and queer, and her chest heaved once.

“ Take them, then,” said Ermengarde; “ | wish

I wanted thecm, but i am not clevcr, and my father
is, and he thinks | ought to be.”

S.ira picked up the books and marchcd ofF with
them. But when she was at the door, shc stoppcd
and turned round.

“ What are you going to tcll your father ?” shc
askcd.

‘eOh,” said Ermengarde, “ he ncedn’t know;
he '11 think I 've read them.”

Sara looked down at the books ; her heart really
began to bcat fast.

“ Iwon't do it,” she said rather slowly, “ if you
are going to tell him lies about it— 1 don’t like
lies. Why can’t you tell him | read them and
then told you about thcm? ”

“ But he wants me to read them,” said Ermen-
garde.

“ He wants you to know what is in them,” said
Sara; “ and if I can tcll k to you in an easy way and
m.akc you remembecr, | should think he would like
that.”

“ He would like it better if | read them mysclf,”
rcplicd Ermengarde.

“ He will like it, I clare sa>-, if you Icarn any-

thing in any way,” said Sara. “ I should, ii 1
were your father.”

And though this was not a fiattering way oi
stating the case, Ermengarde was obliged to admii
it was true, and, after a little more argumcnt, gave
in. And so shc used aftenvard always to hand
over her books to Sara, and Saraivould carry them
to her garret and devour them ; and after she had
read each volume, she would return it and tell
Ermengarde about it in a way of her own. Shc
had a gift for making things interesting. Her
imagination helped her to make everything rather
like a story, and she managed this matter so well
that Miss St. John gained more information from
her books than she would havc gained if she had
read them three times over by her poorstupid little
self. When Sara sat down by her and began to
tell some story of travel or history, she made
the travelers and historical people scem real; and
Ermengarde used to sit and regard her dramatic
gesticulations, her thin little flushed cheeks and
her shining odd eyes, with amazemcnt.

“ It sounds nicer than it seems in the book,"”
shc would say. | never careci about Mary, Oiiccn
of Scots, before, and | always hated the French Rev-
ohition, but you make it seem like a story.”

“ It is astory,” Sarawould answer. “ They are
all stories. Everything is a story — evcrythin;; in
this world. You are a story— | am a story—

Miss Minchin is a story. You can makc a story
out of anything.”

“ 1 can’t,” said Ermengarde.

Sara stared at her a minute reflectivcly.

“ No,” she said at last. “ Isuppose you could n't
You are a little like Emily.”

“Who is Emily? ”

Sara recollcctecl herself. She knew shc -ws
sometimes rather iinpoliie in the candor of her rc-
marks, and shc clid not want to be impolitc lo 4
girl who w.is not unkind — only stupid, Notu illi-
standing all her sharp little ways, she had the
sense to wish to be just to everybocly. In the hours
she spent alone, she used to argle out a groai
many curious questions with herself. One thing she
had decided upon was, that a person who uas
or dclibcrately unkiiicl to any one. Miss Minchin
was unjust and cruel, Miss Amelia was unkind and
spiteful, the cook was malicious and hasty-tcm-
pered— thcy all were stupid, and made her despise
them, and she dcsircd to be as unlike them as pos-
sible. So shc would be as polite as she could lo
people who in the Icast dcscrved politeness.

“ Emily is— a pereon — | know,” she replied.

“ Do you like her ?” askccl Ermengarde.

“ Yes, I-do,” said Sara,

Ermengarde examincd her queer little face aml
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figure again. Shc did look odd. She had on, that
d.ii, a faded blue plush skirt, which barely covered
hcr'knces, a browii cloth sacqgiie, and a pair of
olive->reen stockings which Miss Minchin had
made her piece out with black ones, so that they
wtiuid be long cnough to be kept on. And yct
Ermcngardc was beginning slowly to admire hcr.
Such a'forlorn, thin, neglected little thing as that,
wim could read and rcad and rcmcmber and tcll
Yoii things so that they did not tire you all out! A
childwho could speak French, andwhohadlearncd
German, no one knew how! One coulcl not help
staring at hcr and feeling intcvestcd, pavticularly
onc to «hom thc siinplest Icsson was a trouble
and a woc.

“ Doyou like Tiev' said Evmengardc, finally, at
the end of hcr scrutiny.

Sira hesitated onc sccond, thcn she answercd:

¢ | like you becaiise you are not ill-natiired —
| Id;c you for letting me read your books — 1 like
vn'i because you don’t make spiteful fun of me for
uli it I can’t help. It’s not your fault that ”

Shc pulled herself up quickly. Shc had bcen
goiiig to s.ay, “ ihat yon are stupid.”

mThat what ?” asked Ermcngavde.

-'That you can’t lIcarn things quickiy.
can’'t, you can’'t. If I can, why, 1 can— that’s
all.” She paiised a minute, looking at thc plump
face before her, and thcn, rather slowly, one of
he! wise, old-fashioned thoughts camc to hcr.

“ Perhaps,” shc said, “ to be ablc to learn things
quickiy, is n't everything. To be kind is worlh a
giiod deal to other people. If Miss Minchin knew
everything on earth, which she docs n’t, and if she
was likc what shc is now, she 'd still be a detestable
ilung, and evcrybody would hate her. Lots of
cicver pcoplc havc done harni and been wickeccl.
1uok at Robcspierre ”

Shc stopped again, and cxamined her compan-
ion’s couiUenancc.

“ Do youremembcr about him ?” she dcmandccl.
“ 1bclieve you 've forgotten.”

If you

“ Woll, I clon't remembcr aU of it,” aclmitted
lirmcngarde.

“ Well,” said Sara with couragc and dctermi-
naiion, “ 1°'Il tcll it to you over again.”

And she plungecl once more into thc gory
records of thc French Revolution, and tokl such

slories of it, and made such vivid pictures of its
hormrs, that Mis.s St. John was afraid to go to bed
afierw.avd, and hid her head under thc blankets
'vheii she did go, and shivered until she fell aslccp.
But aftorwavd she preserved lively rccoilections of
thc character of Robcspierre, and did not even
fovget Marie Antoinette and thc Princcss de Lam-
ballc,

“ You know they put her hcad on a pikc and

danced around it,” Sara had said; “ and she had
beautiful blonde hair; and svhen 1 think of her, 1
ncvcr see her head on her body, but always on a
pike, with those furious people dancing and howl-
ing.”

Yes, it was truc, to this imagiiiativc child every-
thing was a story ; and the more books she retid,
the more imaginative she becamc. One of her
chief entcrtainments was to sit in her garret, 6r
walk abiiut it, and “ suppose” things. On a coid
night, whcn she had not had enough to eat, she
would draw the red footstool up before the empt)-
grate, and say in the most intense voice :

“ Suppose therc was a great, wide Steel grate
herc, and a great glowing fire — ngloiviug iat —
with bedsof rcd-hot coal and lots of little dancing,
flickering flames. Suppose thcre was a soft, deep
rug, and this was a comforiable chair, all cushions
and crimson velvet; and suppose | had a crimson
velvet frock on, and a decp lace collar, like a child
in a picture ; and suppose all the rest of the room
was fuvnishecl in lovely colors, and there were book-
shelves full of books, which changed by magic as
soon as you had read them ; and suppose there
was a little table hcre, with a snow-white cover on
it, and little silvcr dishes, and in onc there was hot,
hot soup, and in another a roast chicken, and in
another somc raspberry-Jam tarts with criss-cross
on them, and in another somc grapes; and sup-
pose Emily could speak, and we could sit and eat
our suppcr, and thcn talk and read; and then
suppose there was a soft, warm bed in the cérner,
and when we were tircd, wc could go to slccp, and
sleep as long as wc likcd.”

Somctimes, after she had supposed things like
thesc for half an hour, slie would fccl almost «'arm,
and would crecp into bed with Emily and fall aslccp
with a smilc on hcr face.

“ Whatlargc, downy pillows !” she would whis-
per. “ What white shects and fitccy blankets !”
And shc almost forgot that her real pillows hacl
scarcely any feathers in them at .all, and smcllecl
musty, and that her blankets and covcrlid wcre
thin and full ofhoies.

At another time shc would “ suppose ” shc was
a priuccss, and then she would go about the house
with an exprcssion on hcr face which was a source
of great sccret annoyancc to Miss Minchin, becausc
it seemed as if thc child scarcely heard thc spiteful,
insulting things said to her, or, if she hcard thcm,
did not care for thcm atail. Sometimcs, while shc
was in the midst of some harsh and cruel specch,
Miss Minchin would find the odd, unchildish eyes
fixed upon hcr with something like a proud smile
in them. At such titnes shc did not know that
Sara ivas sai'ing to herself;

“You don’t know that you are saying these
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things to a princess, and that if | chose, | could
«eave iny hand and order you to execution. 1 only
spare you liecause | am a princess, and you are a
pour, slupid, oid, vulgar ihing, and don’'t know
any better.”

This used to picase and amusc her more than
ant'tiiing else; and, queer and fanciful as il was, shc
fotind comfort in it, and it was not a bad thing for
hvr, It really kcpt hcr from being made rudc and
nialicious b}- the rudcness and malice of ihosc
about her.

*A princess must be palito,” she said to hcr-
sdf. And so whcn the scrvants, who took thcir
tune from thcir niistress, wcrc insolent and ordcrcd
li-r about, she would hold hcr licad crcct, and
rvply to them somctimes in a svay 'vhich made
ilicin stare at hcr, it was so quaintly civil.

* | am a princcss in rags and tatters,” she «'ould
think, “ but 1 am a princcss, inside. It would be
(-isy to be a princcss if | were dressed in cloth-of-
t;(i'd; it is a great deal more of a triumph to be
onc all the timo «’hcn no one kno«s il. There
«as Marie Antoinette : whcn she was in prison,
and her thronc was gone, and she had oniy a black
-nwn on, and hcr hair was wliitc, antl they insulted
her and callecl hcr the Widow Capot,— she was a
great deal moie like a qucen thcn than when she
ivas so gay and had everything grand. | likc her
bcst then.  Those howling mobs of people did not
fiighten hcr. She was stronger than they wcre,
cien when they cut her head off.”

Once when such thoughts were passing through
her mind, the look in hcr eyes so enragcd Miss
Minchin that shc flcw at Sara and boxed her ears.

Sara wakened from hcr drcam, started a littlc,
eind then broke into a laugh.

“What are you laughing at, you boid, iinpu-
ilcnt child!” cxclaimcd Miss Minchin.

It took Sara a fcw scconds to rcmcmber shc was
mprincess. Hcr checcks werc red and smarting
from the blows she had rcceived.

'ml was thinking,” she said.

“Bcg my pardon immediatcly,” said Miss Min-
cliin.

“ 1 wili beg your pardon for laughing, if it was

rudc,” said Sara; “ but |l won't beg your pardon
for thinking.”
“What were you thinking?” demandcd Miss

Minchin. “ How daré you think? W hatwercyou
thinking?”

This occurrcd in the school-room, and all thc
girls looked up from their books lo listen. It

always interested them when Miss Minchin flew at
Sara, because Sara always said something queer,
and nevcr sccmed in the least frightencd. She was
not in thc least frightened no«-, though hcr boxed
ears wcrc scarlet, and her eycs wcrc as bright as
stars.

“ 1 was thinking,” shc anssvcred gravely and
quite politcly, “ that you did not know what you
were doing.”

“ That I did not know what | wasdoing!” Miss
Minchin fairly gasped.

“ Yes,” said Sara, “ and | was thinking «diat
would happen, if | were a princess and you boxed
my ears — «hat | should do to you. And I «'as
thinking that if 1 were onc, you «'ould never daré
to do it, whatevcr | said or did. And | was thinking
how surprised and frightened you would be if you
suddenly found out ”

She liad the iraaginecl picture so clcarlj' before
hcreyes, that she spoke in a inanncr which had an
cffect even on Miss Minchin. It almostsccmed for
the moment to hcr nairowunimaginative mind that
there must be some real powcr behind this candid
daring.

“W hat?” she exclaimed ; “ found out what ?”

“ That | really was a princcss,” said Sara, “ and
coulcl do anything — anything 1 likecl.”

“ Go to your room,” cried Miss Minchin breath-
Icssly, “ this instaiu, Leave the school-room. At-
tcnd to your lessons, young ladies.”

Sara made a littlc bow.

“ Excuse me for laughing, if it was impolite,”
she said, and walkecl out of thc room, icaving Miss
Minchin in a ragc and thc girls «shispering over
thcir books.

| should n’'t be at all surprised if shc did tuni
out to be something,” said one of them. “ Sup-
pose shc should !”

(T o Oe coniiHHUIi.)



By Hjalmar

OU may not belicve it, but the
bear | am going to tell you
about really had a bank ac-
count! Helivedinthewoods,
asmostbearsdo; buthe liad
a reputatioii which extended
over all Norway and more
than halfof England. Earls

and baronets carne cvery summer, witli repeating
gunsof the latest patent, and plaids and field-glasscs
and poi-table cooking-stovcs, intcnt iipnn Killing
But Mr. Bruin, whose only weapons were a
pair of paws and a pair of jnws, both lincommonly
good of thcir kind, though not patented, always
inanagcd to get away unscathed; and that was
sometimes more than the earls and the baronets did.

One summer the Crown Prince ofGermany camc
to Norway. He also heard of the famoiis bear that
no onc could kil!, and made up his mind that he
was the man to kill it.
through

him.

He trudged for two days
ljogs and climbcd through glcns and
r.avincs, before he carne on the scent of the bear,—
and a bear’s scent, you may know, is strong, and
quite unmistakable. Finally he cliscovcred somc
tracks in the moss, like those of a barcfooted man,
or, Ishould rather say, perhaps, a man-fcoted bear.
The Prince was just turning the cérner of a pro-
jecting rock, when he saw a hugc, shaggy beast
standing on its hind legs, cxamining in a Icisurcly
manner tho inside of a hollow tree, while a swarm
of bees wcrc buzzing about its ears. It was just
hauling out a handful of honey, and was smiling
with a gruesome mirth, whcn His Royal Highness
sent it a buUet right in the breast, wherc its heart
must have been,— if it had one. But, instcad of
falling down flat, as it ought to have clone out of
deference to the Prince, it coolly turnee! its back,
and gave its assailant a disgusted nod over its
shoulder as it trudged away through the undcr-
brush. The attcndants raiigcd through the woods

and beat the bushcs in all dircctions, but Mr.

Hjorth Royesen.

Bruin was no more to be sccn that afternoon. U
was as ifhe had sunk into the earth j not a trace uf
him was to be found by either dogs or men.

From that time forth the rumor spread abroad
that this Gausdale Bruin (for that was the namc
by which he becanie known) was enchanied. it
was said that he shook off bullcts as a duck dees
water; that he liad the evil cyc, and could briiu;
misfortune to whomsoever ho looked upon. The
pcasants dreaded to mcet him, andceased to huin
him. His size was described as something cnor-
moiis, — his teeth, his claws, and his cycs as being
diabolical beyond human concepcién. In tin
mountains, killed a young bull or a fat bcifer for
his dinner every day or two, chascd in purc sport
a herd of shcep over a prccipice; and as for
Lars Moe’sbay mare Stella, he nearly finishcd her.
leaving his claw-marks on hcr flank in a way tluii
spoiled her beauty forevcr.

Now Lars Moe himself was too oid to hunt:
and his nephcw was— well, he was not oid enoiigli.
There w.is, in fact, no onc in the valley who was
of the right age to hunt this Gausdale Bruin. I:
was of no use that Lars Moe eggcd on the young
lacls to try their luck, shaming them, or offcring
them rewards, according as his inood might hap-
pen to be.
valley,

He was the wealthiest man in the
.and his mare Stella liad been tbc appl<
of his eye. He felt it as a personal insult that
the bear should have dared to molcst what be-
longcd to him, especi.ally the most precious of all
his possessions. It ciit him to lhc heart to see the
poor wounded beauty, with those cruel scralclics
on hcr thigh, and onc stiff, aching leg done up in
oil and cotton. W hcn he opened the stablc door.
and was grcctcd by Stclla’s low, fricndiy ncighing.
or when she limped forward in hcr box-stall and
put her small, dean-shapcd heacl on his shoulder,
then Lars Moe’s heart swclled until it sccnicd on

tho point of breaking. And so it camc to pass that



he addecl a codicil to his will, setting aside fivc hun-
drctl dollars of his estate as a reward to the man
will) withinsixyearS;ShoiildkiUthcGausdaleBruin.

héoii after that, Lars Moc died, as some said,
fram grief and chagrin; though the physician
.ifiirmecd that it was of rheumatism of the heart.
\tanyratc, the codicil relating to the cnchantecl
t)e.ir wns duly rcad bcfore the church door, and
liartcd, among other legal notices, in the vestibules
o! the jiidge's and the sheriff's offices. When the
(. cutors had scttled up the estate, the quescion
aiosc in whose fiame or lo whose crcdit should
ij, dcpositccl the money which was to be
.i:;dc for the bcnefiC of the bear-slaycr. No one
loicw who would kill the bcar, or if any one would
kil it. 't was a puzzling question.

*Why, deposit it to the credit of the bcar,”
Slill a jocoso excciitor; “ then, in the absencc
of olhcr heivs, his slayer will inhcrit it. That is
good oid Norwegian practice, though 1 don't know
uluiher it has ever been the law.”

«.All right,” said the other executors, “ so Inng
.1, it isunderstood who is to have the money, it
docs not mattcr.”

A\nd so an amount cqual to $500 was deposited
il ihe county bank to the crcdit of the Gausdale
Bniin. Sir Barry Worthington, Bart., who carne
al lliad the followingsummecr fortheshooting, heard
i‘ie story, and thought it a good one. So, after
having vainly tried to earn the prize himself, he
addcd another $50010 the deposit, with the stipu-
Lllion that he was to havc the skin.

But his rival for parliamcntary honors, Robert
Siapletnn, Ksq., the great iron-mastcr, who had
rnme to Nonvay chiefly to outshinc Sir Barry,
(ictcnnincd that he was to havc the skin of that
f.unous bcar, if any one was to have it, and that,
al all evcuts, Sir Barry should not have it. So Mr.
St.iplcton addeci $750 to the bear’s bank account,
with the stipulation that the skin should come to
liini.

Mr. Bruin, in the meanwhilc, as if to i-esent this
unscomly contcntion about his pelt, maclc worse
liavoc among the hcrds than ever, and comisclicd
SCleral pcasants to move their dairies to other parts
oi the mountains, where the pastures wcrc poorei-,
but where thcy would be free from his deprcda-
tioiis. If the $1750 in the bank had bcen meant
as a bribe or a stipcncl for good ljehavior, such
as vas formecrly paid to Italian brigands, it cer-
Uinly could not havc becn more cicmoralizing in
its cifect; for all agrced that, since Lars Moe’s
dcath, Bruin misbehaved worse than ever.

set

11.
Tkfore was an odd dausc in Lars Moe’'s will
besides the codicil relating to the bcar, It rcad :

“ 1 licreby give and bequeath to my daughier Unna, or, In case
of hcrdecease, lo her oldest Uving isstie® my bay mare Stelb, as a
tLken ihat I have forgiveii her ihe sorrow she caused me by her
marriage-"

It seemcd incrcclible that Lars Moo should wish
to play a practicnl joke (and a bacl one at that) on
his only child, his daughter Unna, because she had
displeascd him by her marriage. Yet that was
the common Opinién in the valley when this sin-
gular clause became known. Unna had marricd
Thorkel Tomlevokl, a poor tenant’s son, and had
refuscd her cousin, the greatlumber-dealer, Mor-
ten Janson, whom her father had sclccted for a son-
in-law.

She dwclt now in a tenant's cottage, northward
in the parish ; and her husband, who was a sturdy
and finc-looking fcilow, eked out a living by hunt-
ing and fishing. But they surely had no accom-
raodations for a broken-down, wouiidecd trotting
mare, which could not even draw a plow. It is
true Unna in the days of her girlhood had bcen
very fond of the mare, and it is only charitable to
supposc that the clause, which was in the body of
the will, was writtcn while Slella was in her prime,
and before she had suffered at the paws of the
Gausdale Bruin. But even granting that, onc could
scarcelyhelpsuspcctingm alice aforcthought in the
curious provisién. To Unna the gift was meant to
say, as plainiy as possible, “ There, you see what
you have lost by disobeying your father! [If you
had marricd according to his wislies, you would
have bcen able to acccpt the gift, while now you
ai-c obliged to decline it like a beggar.”

But if itwas Lars Moe's intention to convcy such
a messagc to his daughter, he failed to take into
account his daughter’sspiiit. Shc appeared plainiy
butdccently dvecsscd at the rcading of the will, and
carricd her head not a whit less haughtily than was
her wont in her maiden days. She exhibited no
chagrin when shc found that Janson was her fa-
ther’s licirand that she was disinherked. She even
listcned with pevfect composure to the rcading of
the clause which bcqucathed to her the broken-
down mare.

It at once became a matter of pride with her to
accept her girlhood’s favorito, and accept it shc
did ! And having borrowed a sidc-snddle, she rodé
homo apparently quite contented. A little shed,
or lcan-to, was biiilt in tlic rear of the
and Stclla became a mcmber of Thorkel
vuld’s family.
the
she

housc,
Tomlc-
Odd as it may seem, the fortunes of
family took a turn for the better from the day
arrived; Thorkel rarely carne homc without
gamc, and in his trnps he caught more than
any thrcc other mcn in all the pavi.sh.

“ The mare has brought us luck,” he said to his
wife.

big

“ If shc can’t plow, she can at all cvents puli



the slcigh to church; and you have as good aright
as any one to put on airs, if you choose.”

“ Yes, she has brought iis blessing,” replied
Unna, quietly; “ and we are going to keep her
till shc dies ofokl age.”

To the chilchecn Stella becamc a pct, as much
as if she had ijccn a clog or a cat. The littlc boy
Lars climbcd all over hcr, and kissed her regularly
good-morning whcn she put hur bandsonte head
in through the kitchcn door to get her lump of
sugar. She was as gentle as a larab and as in-
tclligent as a dog.
thcir soft, liquid
could speak, e.xprcssing pleasurc when she was
patted; and the low neighing with which she
greeted the little boy, when she hcard his footsteps
in the door, was to him like thc voice of a friend.
He grew to lovc this handsome and noble animal
as he had loved nothing on earth except his father

Hcr great brown eycs, with
look, spoke as plainly as words

and mother.

As a matter of coursc, he heard a hundred
times the story of Stella’'s adventure with the ter-
rible Gausdale bcar. It was a story that ncver
lost its intcrest, thatseemed to grow more cxciting,
thc oftencr told.

it was The deep scars of the

bcar’s claws in Stella’s thigh were curiously ex-
amined, and cach time gave rise to ncw questions.
The mare became quite a heroic character, and
the suggestion was frequcntly discussed between
Lars and his M arit, whether Stclla
might not be an enchanted princcss who was wait-
ing for some onc to cut off her hcad, so that shc
might show herself in her glory. Marit thought
thc experiment well worth tvying, but Lars had
his doubts, and was unwilling to takc the risk; yet
if she brought luck, as his mothcr said, then she
certainly must be something more than an ordi-
nary horse.

Stella had dragged little Lars out of thc river
when he fell overboard from the pier; and that,
too, showed more sense than he had ever known a
horse to have.

There could be no doubt in his mind that Stella
was an enchanted princcss. And instantly thc
thought occurrcd to him that thc drcadful cn-
clrantcd bcar with tlic evil oye was the sorcerer,
and that when lie was kiilcd, Stella would resume
hcr human guise. It soon becamc ciear to him
that he was the bo\' lo accomplish this

little sister

hci'oic

decd; and it was equally plain to him that he
must kccp his purposc sccret from all cxccpt
Marit, as his mother would surely cliscouragc

him from engaging in so perilous an enierprise.
Firstofali, he had to learn to shoot; and his father,
who was the best shot in the valley, was very ivill-
ing to teach him. It seemed quite natural to

Thorkel that a hunter’s son should take readily to

the rifle ; and it gave him great satisfaction to see
how truc his boy's aim was, and how steady his
liand.

“ Father,” said Lars one day, “ you shoot so
well, «hy have n’i you ever tricd to kill the Gaus-
dale Druin that hiirt Stclla so badly ?”

“ Hush, child! you don’'t know what you are
talklng about,” answcred his father; “ no leadcn
bullet will harm that wicked bcast.”

“Why not? "

“ 1 don’'t likc to talk about
kno«-n that he is enchanted.”

“ But will he thcu live for ever? Is thcre no
sort of bullct that will kill him ?” asked thc boy.

“ 1 don’'t know.

it,— but it is well

I don’'t want to have anything
to do with wilchcraft,” said Thorkel.

The word “ witchcraft ” set the boy to thinking,
and he suddenly remembercd that he liad bcen
warned not to speak to an oid «-ornan namcd
Martha Pladsen, because shc «-as a «-itch. Now,
she was probably thc vcry onc who could tcll him
what he wantcd to know. Her cottagc lay dosc
up under the mountain-side, about two miles from
his home. He did not delibérate long before going
to scck this mysterinus peison, .about whom llie
mostremarkable storicswere lold in the valley- To
his astonishmecnt, shc rcceivecl him kindiy, gaie
him a eup of coffee with rock candj’, and dcclared
that she had long expected him. The buDetwhidi
was to slay the enchanted bear had long been in
her possession; and she «ould givc it to him if he
«eould promisc to give hcr the beast’s hcart. He
did not havc to be asked twice for that; and off lie
strted gayly «ith his prize in his pockect.
rather an odd-looking bullct, made of silver,
marked with a ci'oss on one sidc and «ath a lot ol
queer jllegible figures on the other.
buril

It «as

It seemed to
in his pocket, so anxious was he to start out
at once to releasc tlic bcloved Stclla from thc cruel
enchantmcnt. But Martha had said that the bear
could only be kiilcd when thc moon was ful!; and
until thc moon was full, he accorclingly liad to
bridle his impaticncc.

IT was a bright morning in January, and, as it
happened, Lars’s fourteenth birihday. To liis greiu
dclight, his mothcr hacl gonc down lo the juclgt's
to scll some ptarmigans, and his father had gonc
to fell somc timbcr up in thc glcn. Accorclingly
he coulcl sccurc thc rifle without being obscrveil.
1lc took an atTcctionate good-byc of Stella, wlio
rubbecl hcr soft nosc against his o«’ii, playfully
pulicd at his coat-collar, and blew hcr sweet, warm
brcath into his face. Lars was a simiile-heartccl
boy, in spitc of his age, and quite a child at heart.

He had lived so sccluded from all society, and



brcathed so long the almosphcrc of fairy tales,
that he could scc nothing at all absiird in what he
mis about lo undertake. The youngest son in the
sti,ry-book always did just that sort of thing, and
jverybody praised and adinired him for it. Lars
mcant, fot once, to put the story-book hero into
lhc shade. He engaged little Marit to watch over

ing surfacc of the snoiv, for the moimtain was
steep, and he had to zigzag in long lines before he
reached the upper heights, where the bear was said
The place whcrc Bruin had
his winter don had once been pointed out to him,

to have his haunts.

and he remembcred yet how palé his father was,
when he found that he had strayed by chance

IT WAS TIIB MOMEN'T I'OK WHICII TUR HOV 1lAD WAITEIL
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Stella while he was gonc, and under no ch-cuin-
stances to bctr.ay him — atiofwhich Marit solemnly
proiniscd.

M'ith his rifle on his shoulder and his jArr* on
his fcct, Lars glidcd slowly along over the glitter-

into so dangerous a ncigliborhood. Lars’'s heart,
too, beat rather uncasily as he saw the two heaps
of stones, callcd “ The Parson,” and “ The l)ea-
con,” and the two hugc fir-trees which markeccl

the dreaded spot. It had been customary from

*KorrtCgian «<nowchoc».
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immemorial time for each pcrson who passcd along
the road to throw a large stone on the Pavson s
heap, and a small one on the Deacon’s; but since
the Gausdale Bruin had gone into winter quavters
there, the stone heaps had ceased to grow.

Under the gréat knotted roots of the fir-trccs
there was a hole, which was more than half-covercd
with snow; and it was noticeable that there was not
airack of bird or beast co be seen anywhere around
it. Lars, whoon ihe wayhad beenbuoyedup bythe
sense of his heroism, began now to feel strangcly
uncomfortable. It was so awfully husbcd and
still round about him: not the scream of a bird
— not even the falling of a broken bough was to
be heard, The pines stood in lines and in clumps,
solemn, like afuneral procession,shrouded rnscpul-
chral white. if a crow had cawed it would
have been a relief to the frightened boy,— for it
must be confessed that he was atrifle frightened,—
if only a little shower of snow had fallen upon his
head from the heavily-laden branches, he would
have been graleful for it, for it would have broken
the spell of this opprcssive silence.

There could be no doubt of it; inside, under
those trce-roots siept Stella’s foe,— the dreaded
enchantcd beastwho had put the boldest of hunters
to flight, and set lordsand baronetsby the ears for
the privilege of possessing his skin. Lars bccarac
suddcnly aware that it was a foolhardy thing he
had undcrtaken, and that he would better betakc
himself home. But then, again, had not Witch-
Martha said that she had been waiting for han;
that he was dcstined by fate to accomplish this
deed, justas the youngest son had been in the story-
book. Yes, to l)e sure, she had said
was a coroforling thought.

Accordingly,

Even

lhat; and it

having again examinad his rifle,
which he had carefully loaded with lhc silver bul-
Ict before leaving home, he started boldly forward,
climbcd upon the little hillock betwcen the two
trees, and began to pound it lustily with the butl-
end of his gun. He listened for a moment tremu-
lously, and heard distinctly long, heavy sighs from
withiii.

His hcart stood still. The
Soon he would have to face

beat was awakec !
it! A minute more
elapscd ; Lars's heart shot up into his throat. He

leapcd down, placed himself in front of the en-
trance to the den,

and cockecl his rifle. Three
long minutes passed. Bruin had evidently gone
to sleep again. Wild with exciicmcnt, the boy

rnshcd forward and drovc his skee-staff straiglu
into the den with all his might.
was heard,

A sullen growl
like a deep and mcnacing thimder.
There could be no doubt that now the monster
would take him to task for his iinpcrtincnce.
Again the boy seized his rifle;

and liis ncrves.

though tense

as stretched bow-strings, seenicd
suddenly calm and steady. He lifted the rifle
to his cheek, and resolved not to shoot until lie

had a clear aim at hcart or brain.
Lars could hcar him
no hurry to come out.
iiproariously,

Bruin, though
rummaging within, was in
But he sighed and growlcd
presently showed a terrible,
long-clawed paw, which he tlirust ont through bis
doo'r and then again withdresv.

and

But apparently
ittook him along while to get his mind clear about
the cause of the disturbance; for fully five minutes
had elapsed when suddenly a big tuft of moss was
tossed out upon the snow, followed by a cloud of
dust and an angry creaking of the tree-roots.

Great massesofsnow were shaken fi-ora the sway-
ing tops of the firs, and fcll with light thuds upon
the ground. In the face of this unexpected shower,
which entirely hid the cntrance to the den, Lars
was obliged to fall back a dozcn paces; biit, as tbe
glittering drizzle clcared away, he saw an cnormous
brown beast standing upon its hind legs, with wide-
distended jnws. He was conscious of no fear, hui
of a curious numbness in his limbs, and straiige
noises, as of warning shouts and cries, filling his
ears. Fortimately, the great glare of the sun-
smittcn snow dazzled Bruin ; he advanced slowly,
roaring savagely, but staring rather blindly befi.rc
him out of his small, evil-looking eyes. Suddenly,
when he was but a few yards distant, he raised his
great paw, as if to rub away the cobwebs that cbh-
scui-ed his siglu. It was the moment for which
the boy had waited. Now he had a clear aim!
Ouickly he pulled the trigger; the sliot reverberaicd
from mountain to mountain, and in the same in-
stant the hugc brown bulk rolled in the snow, gavc
a gasp,and was dead ! The spell was broken ! Tlic
silver bullet had pierccd his heart. There was a
curious unrcality about the whole thing to Lars. He
scarccly knew whethcr he was really himself ov the
hcro of the fairy-talc. Al that ivas left for liim
to do now was to go home and marry Stella, tlie
delivci-ed princcss.

The noises about him secmed to come neavcr
and nearer; and now they soundcd likc human
voices. He looked about him, and to his aniazc-
ment saw his father and Marit, followed by two
ivood-cuttcrs, ivlio, with i-aised axcs, were running
tolvard him. Then lie did not know exactly wliat
happened; but he felt himself liftcd up by two
strong arms, and tears fell hot and fast upon Ins
face.

“ My boy ! my boy !” said the voicc in his ears,
1 expccted to find you dead.”
“ No, but the bear is dead,”

“

said Lars, inno-
cently. .
‘“1did n'tmean to tellon you Lars,” cned Marit,

“ but | was so afraid, and tlicn 1 had to.”
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The rumor soon filled the whole valley that the
great Gausdale Bruin was dcad, and that the boy
U r Toralevold had killed him. It is needless to
sav lhat Lars Tomlevold became the parish hero
from that day. He did not daré to confess in the
prescnce of all this praise and wonder that at heart
he ivas bitterly disappointcd; for when he carne
home, tlirobbing with wild c.xpectancy, there stood
Stella bcfore the kitchen door, munching a piece
of bread; and when she hailed him with a
whinny, he burst into tears.

low
But he dared not tell
any one why he was weeping.

i'liis story might have cnded here, but it has a
little sequel. The $1750 "bich Bruin had to his

SANTA CLAUS
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THE PULPIT.

credit in the bank bad
it was all paid to Lars.
Janson, who had

increased to $2290; and
A few years later, Martcn
inherited the estate of Moe from
oid Lars, failed in consequencc of his daring forest
speculations, and young Lars was enabled to buy the
farm at auction at less than half its vahic. Thus
he had the happiness to bring his mother back to
the place of her birth, of which she had been
wrongfully deprived; and Stella, who was
twenty-one yeai's oid, occupied once more her
handsome box-stall, as in the days of her glory.
And although she never proved to be a princess,
she was treated as if she were one, during the few
yeai-s that rcmaincd to her.

now

IN THE PULPIT,

By Rev. W ashington Gladden.

NE and a half

for Billing-
ton !”
The speak-

er was stand-

ing at the

ticket window

~ in the station of

the Great West-

ern Railway. Evidently

he was talking about tick-

ets ; the “ one” was for him-

self, the “ half” for the hoy

who was clinging to the small

hand-satchel, and looking

up rather sleepily at the ticket-
scller’s face.

“ When do you wish to go

to Billington?” inquired
that official.
“ On the next tiain;

dc\'cn o’clock, is n't it ?” askcd the travcler.

“ That train does not run Saturday nights;
no train Icaves here for Billington until to-morrow,
at midnight !'”

“ liut this train is marked ‘daily ' in the guide.”

“ It was a daily train until last inonth.”

“ Wcil, here 'sahow-d’'ye-do!” said the t.ill gen-
tleman, slowly; only thrce hours’ ridc from homec,
on the night before Christmas; and here we are,
with no hdp for itbut to stay in Chicago all Christ-
tnas Day. How ’'s that, my son ?”

It's bad luck with avengeance,” answered the
now thoroughly awake, and almost ready to

“ 1 wish we had staid at Unele Jack’s.”

“ So do I,” answered his father. “ Butthcre is
no use in fretting. in for it, and we must
make the best of it. Run and cali that cabman
who brought us over from the other station. |
will scnd a message to your mother ; and we will
find a place to spcnd our Sunday.”

This was the way it had happened : Mr. Munay
had takcn Mortimcv with him on a short business
trip to Michigan, for a visitto his cousins, and they
were on their return trip ; they had arrived atChi-
cago, Saturday evening, fully expecting to rcach
homc during the night. The ticket-agcnt has cx-

lad,
cry.

W e are

plaincd the rcst.

“ Take us to the Pilgrim House,” said Mr. Mur-
ray, as he shut the doiiblc door of the hansom;
and they were soon jolting away over the block
p.ivements, across the briclges, and through the
gayly lighted streets. It was now' only ten o’clock,
and the Christmas buycrs were still thronging the
shops, and Che streets were allve with heaviy-
laden pedestrians who had added their holiday pur-
chasesto the Saturday night's marketing, and were
suffering from the cmbavrassment of richcs. Soon
thccarriage stopped at the cntrancc of the hotel,
and lhc travelers were speedily settled in a second
story front room, from the Windows of which the
bright pageant of the Street was plainiy visiblc.

W hilc Mortimer Murray is watching the throngs
below, we will Icarn a little more about him. He



is a fairly good boy, as boys average ; notapcrfcct
character, but bright and capable, and reasonably
industrious, with no positiveiy incan streaks in his
make-up- He will notlie; and he is never posi-
tively disobcdient to his father and mother ; thouglt
he sometimcs cloes what he knows to be displeas-
ing to thcm, and thinks it rather harcl to be re-
provcd for such misconduct. In short, he is
somewhat self-willed, and a littletoo much inclined
to do thc tliings tliat he likcs to do, no matter what
pain he may give to others. The want of considcr-
ation for thc wishcs and feelings of others is his
greatestfault. If others failinany duty towardhim,
he sees it quickiy and feeis it keenly ; if he fails in
any duty toward others, he thinks it a matter of
small consequencc, and wonders why they are mean
cnough to make such a fuss about it.

This is not a very uiicommon fault in a boy, |
fcai; and boys who, like Mortimcr, are oftcii in-
dulged quito as mucli as is good for them, havc
great need to be on their guarcl against it.

Before uuuiy moments Mortimcr wcariccl of the
bewildering panorama of the Street, and drew a
rocker up to the grate ncai wliich his father was
sitting.

“ Tough is n'c it?” wcrc the words with
which he broke silcncc.

luck,

For whom, my son?”

For you and me.”
1 was thinking of your mother and of Charley

and M abel; it istheir disappointmcnt that troublcs
me most.”
“ Yes,” said Mortimcr, rather dubiously. In

bis regret at notbeing able to spcnd his Christmas
day at home, he of coursc hacl thought of Ilhc
pleasure of seeing his mother and his brothcr and
sister and thebaby; butany ideaofthcir feelings in
thc matter had not enteved his mind. Only a fcw
hours before, in the Murray's home, Nurse with
thc happy baby in hcr arms had said to Charicy
and Mabel;

“ Cheer up, cbhildrcn,
Your papa and Master
here by to-morrow.”

But Mortimer so many miles away had not hcard
this. Now he glanccd up at his father and spoke
again:

“ When shall we have our Christmas?”

“ On Monday, probably.
very cavly Monday morning.
spent Sunday as a holiday
to-night.

and cat your suppcr.
Mortimecr will surely be

W e can reach home
W ¢ should not have
if we had gonc home
Our Christmas dinner and our Christ-
mas-trec must havc waitecl for Monday.”
“ Do you suppose that Mother will havc thc tree

ready ?”
“ 1 have no doubt of it.”
“ My ! 1°d likc to know what 's on it?"

“ Don’'t you know of anything that will be
on it?”
“ N — no, sir.”

Mortimer’'s checks reddencd at the qucstioning
glance of his father. He hacl thus suddenly faced
the fact that he had come up to the very Evc oi
Christmas without any preparaiion to
bestow gifts upon others. He had wondered mucli
what he should reccivc; he had taken no thought
about what he

making

could give. Christmas, in his
calendar, was a day for receiving, not for giviiig.
Every year his father and mothcr hacl prompttd
him to make some littic preparation, but he had
not cntcved into the plan vcry hcartily ; this ycav
they had determined to say nothing to him about
it, and to Ict him find out for himsclf how it
sccmed to be only a rcceiver on the clay when all
the world fincls its chicf joy in giving.

Mortimcr hacl plenty of time to think about i,
for his father saw the blush upon his face, and
knew that thcrc was no necd of further words.
They sat there silcnt before thc fire for some time;
and the boy’s face grew more and more sobcr and
tvoublud-

“ What a pig | liave been !” he was saying to
himself. “ Nevcrthought about gctting anything
ready to hang on thc tree !
all last tcrm ! But then | 've hacl lots of time for
skatcs and tobogganing, and all that sort of thing.
W oiidcr wh)' they ciicl n"t put me up to think about
it! P’'raps they 'd say 1 'm big cnough to tliink
about it myscif. Guess | am. I 'd likc to Kkicl;
mysclf, anyhow!”

W ith such cliscomforting meditations, Mortimecr
pccrecl into thc glowing coals; and whilc he mused.
the fire burncd not only before bis fcct but witliin
his breastaswell — thc fireofsclf-rcprnof that guvc
thc bascr elemcnls in bis naturc a wbolcsomc
scorching. At lcngth he found his pillow, and
slept, if not the slccp of the just, at least the gl\p
of the hcalthy twclvc-ycar-old boy, wliicb is gener-
allyciuitc as good.

The next morning, Mortimer and his father mse
leisurely, and after a late l)reakfast «alkccl slowly
down the avenue. The air was clear and cris)),
and thc streets «ere almost as full of worshipcrs as
they had bcen of shoppers thc night before; thc
Christmas scrvices in all thc churches wcre calling
out great congregations.

Bcen so busy in school

The Minnesota Avenue
Prcsbygational Church, which the travclcrs sought.
wclcoined them to a scat in the micldlc aislé; aml
Mortimcr listcned with great pleasure to the bcau-
tiful music of thc choir, and thc hearly singing nf
thc congrcgation, and tricd to follow thc minister
in thc rcading and in thc prayer, though hh
thouglitsrvanclercd more than once to that uncoin-
fortablc subjcct of which he had bccn thinking the



night beforc ; and he wondercd whether his father
and mother and the friends who knew him bcst
did really think him a mean and sclfish fellow.
When the sermén began, Mortimer fully dctcr-
mined to hear and remember just as miieh of it as

VoL. X\h 8.

he could. The lext was those words of the Lord
Jests that I'uul rcmcmberecl and reportcd for us,

li is more blosscd to give than to rcccive.” .And
Doctor Burrows began by saying that cverybody

believed //la/, at Christmas-timc ; in fact, they
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knew it; they found it out by experiencc; and
that was what made Christmas the liappiest day of
the ycar. Mortimcr blushecl again, and glanced
up at his father; but there was no answcring
giance ; his father's eyes were fixed upon the
preacher. The argiiment of the sermén «as a
little too deep for Mortimer, though he wuncler-
stood parts ofit, and tricd hard to understand itall;
but thore was a rcgister in the aisle near by, and
the church was very warm, and he began looking
do« n, and after awhile the voice of the preacher
ceased, and he looked np to see what was the
inatter, and there, in the pulpit, was— who was it?
Could it bef It was a very small man, with long
white hair and beard, and ruddy chceks, and
sparklingeyes, and briskniotions. Yes; Mortimer

hadgiiitemade upiiisown mind thatit mustbe lie,
«lien a boy by bis side, wliom he had not noticed
before, «’hispercd;

‘eSanta Ciaus !'”

This was very queer indeed. At leastitscemcd
so at first; but when Mortimer began to reason
about it, he saw at once that Santa Claus, being a
saint, liad a pci-fect right to be in the pulpit. jhit
soon tliis did not seem, after all, very much like a
pulpit; it had changed to a broad platforni, and
the rcar was a whitescreen against the «'all; and in
place of a desk was a curious instrumcnt, on a
tripod, looking something like a photographer’s
camera and something like a stcreopticon.

Santa Claus was standing by the sidc of this

IN TIIK PULITT. (P1c.

instrument, and was just beginning to speak «'lien
Mortimer looked np. This was what he heard;

“ Never heard me preach before, clid you ? No,
Talking is not niy trade. But the wisc man savs
there 's a time to spcak as well as a time to keep
silence. | 'vc kept my mouth shut tight for sevcral
himdred years ; now I 'm going to open it. But
my sermén will be iilustrated. See this curious
machine ?” and he laid his hand on the instrn-
ment by his side; “ it’s a «onder-box ; it will
sUo«-yon some queer pictures— queerest you eier
saw,”

“ Let's sec 'cm !'” piped out a youngstcr froiit
tlie front scats. The congregntion smiled and
nistlcd, and Santa Claus «’cnt on ;

“eW ait a bit, my little man. You ’'li see all you
want to see very soon, and may be more. 1've bcoii
in this Christmas business now for a great m.any
years, and | 've been w.itching tlie «-ay pcoplc tnko
thcir presents, and what they do with thcin. ani
what effect the giving and the takiiig has upon ilie
givcrs and takcrs i and | have come to the conclu-
sion that Christmas certainly is not a blcssing
to everybocly. Of course itis n’'t. Nothing in the
world js so puré and good that soniebody docs nut
pervcert it. Hcre is fatlier-love and mothci-Imi’,
tlic bcst things oiitside of lieaven; biit somc cf
you youngstcrs abuse it by becoiiiing selfish and
grecdy, .and lcaming to think that your fatlicis
and motliers ought to do all the work and make ull
the sacrificcs, and leavc you nothing to do but tu
havc a good time.”

Just here Mortimer felt his cheeks recldciiln’;
again, and he coughcdalittlc, .and opened a hyiiiu-
book and held it up before his face to hide liis
blusiies-

“ So tlic fact that Christmas proves a damagc tn
many is nothing against Christmas,” Santa Claus
continued; “ but the fact thatsome pcoplc are lifi:t
by it more than tliey are lielped is a fact that \'uu
all ought to kno«'. And as Christmas canie tliis
year on Sunday, it «as iiily chance to give the
world the bcncfit of my observations, and thcie
could n't be a better place to begin than Chicagn,
50 hcre I am."

Tliis last statement touchcd the local pride
the audience, and there was a slight movcment >f
applause ; at «hich the small boys in front, w'io
had begun to grow sleepy, rubbcd thcir cycs and
pricked up thcir ears.

“ Tlierc is onc thing more.” said the prcaclur,
that | want distinctly undcrstoocl. | am not tlw
bringer of all the Christmas gifts.” Hcre a little
girl over in the cérner unclcr the gallery looked up
to her motlicr and nodded, <& if to say, “ | tuld
you so !” “ No; there are plenty of presents that
peoplc xa;'wcre broiightby Santa Claus, with which

i837)



Santa Claus had nothing at all to do. Thcve are
some givers whose presents | would n’t toiich ; they
«oaUrsoil my fingers or burn tiiem. Thci-e ave
some lakcrs to whom l1would give nothing, because
thev cloii't desevve it, and because everything that
i5given to thcm makes them a little mcancr than
tliev were before. Oh, no! You mustn’t believe
all yon hear about Santa Claus 1 He doesn’'t do
all the things that ave laid to him. He isn't a
focil.

".And now |I'm going to show you on this
scrccn some samples of different kincis of presents.
1 havc pictures of them here, a fuiiny kind of
pictiircs, as you will see. Do you know how | got
tlic Well, I have onc of those little
(Ictcctiie cameras — did you evcr scc onc ?— that
will takc your portrait a great deal quickcr than
vou f.m pvonoimce the first syllable of Jack Robin-
snn. it isa little box with a holc in it, and a slidc,
titat b workcd with a spring, covcring the holc.
'ou point the nozzle of it at anybody, or anything,

tiHich the spring with your thumb, and, click !
\Oll havc it— the ripple of the water, ihc flying
feel of the racer, the gcsturc of the talker, the
puii of steam from the locomotive, the unfinished
harl of the dog. | 've becn about with this detec-
tive. collecting my samples of presents, and now
I'ni going to exhibit them to you here by means
.ifr.i; Craiul Sicreoscopic Moral Testev, an instru-
mviu tli.at brings out the good or the bad in any-
ilili'.g. and sets it before your eyes as plain as
day. Aou will first see on the scrccn the thing
iiself, just as it looks to ordinary cyqgsight; then 1
shall turn on my-aconian light through my cthical
kii-, and you will scc how the same thing looks
viun one kuows all about it, where it carne from,
aiiil why it was given, and how it was receivcd.

‘“ First, 1 shall show you onc or two of those
prc-enis that | said | would n’'t touch. llore, for
exain|ilo, is an clegant nccklace that | saw a man
bining for his wifc in a jcwelry store yestcrday;
I caiight it US ho hcld it in his hands. There!
isn t it abeauty? Links of solid gold, dasp set
with diamonds ; would you like it, girls ?”

‘ml’m! My! Is n't it a daisy 1" murmured
the ilclightcd childrcn, as thcy gazed on the bright
piciiirc.

“ Don’'t be cricd the prcacher.

Things are not always whatthey seem. Look 1~

A\ new light of strange briiliance now lit up the
pictures, and every link of that goldcn chain was
trnnsformed into an fctter that

< wnman's wrist,— a woman's

liicturcs?

too sure!”

iron fastoned
wrist that vainly
strovc to reléase from ics imprisonmcnt a woman's
hand. The chain circlc of
womcen’s hands,— wan, crampod, emaciated, piti-
ful hand.s, — cach onc holding a necdlc, each onc

itself was a great

clutching helplessly the cmpty air. Within this
civcle suddenly sprung to view a little group —
a woman, bencling by the dim light of a winter
afiernoon over a garment in her hands, and two
palé childrcn lying near her on a pallet covercd
with rags, whilc the scanty furniture of the room
betokcned the mosl bitter poverty. It was cvident
enough that the poor creatures wcrc famishing;
the hopeless look on the mothcr's face, as she
plicd her needle with ficrce and anxious speed,
glancing now and then at the slceping children,
was enough to touch the hardcst heart; a low
miinnurofpitifulexclamationran around the room,
and there were tears in many eyes.

“ She is only one of thcm,” cricd Santa Claus.
“ There are four hundred just like her, working
for the man who bought this nccklace for his wife
yesterday ; it is out of their life-blood that he is
coining his gold. And to think that such a man
should take the money that he makes in this way
to bay a Christmas prcscnt. Ugh ! What lias
such a man to do with Christmas?” And the
good saint shook his fist and stampcd his fcet in
holy wrath. Then the group faded, leaving what
looked like a great blood-stain in its place; but
that, in its turn, shnrtiy disappeaved, and the white
scrccn waitod for another picture.

“ 1 havc many pictures that are even more pain-
ful than this,"” said the preacher, “ but I am not
see any more of them. | only
want you to knoiv how the reivards of iniquity look
in the aionian light. There are a few more pict-
iires, less terrible to see, but some of them will be
a little unpleasant for some of yon, | fear. Here
is a baskct of fniit; it looks very tempting, at
first; but let the truc light strikc it. There ! now
you scc that it is all dccaycd and withci‘cd. It is
really as bitter and disgusting as it now looks. It
was given, this morning, by a young man to a
politician. The young man wants an office. That
was why he made this prcscnt. A great many
so-called Christmas presents are made for some

going to let you

such reason. Not a partido of lovc gocs with
thecm. Thcy are smearccl all oi-er vith sclfish-
ncss. Christmas presents ! Bah 1 Is this the spirit

of Christmas ?

“ But here is one of a different sort.”

A pretty crimson toiiet-casc now appeared upon
the screen.

“ Elcgant, is it not? Now see how it looks to
those who livc in the tcnnian light.”

The crimson plush slowly changcd
looked like i-ather soiled cantén flannel, and
carved jvory to cluinsily u'hittled bass-nood.

“ W hat is the matter with Chis? 1 shall not tcll
you who gave it, Aior to whom it was given; it is
no real wrong-doing on the pavt of the givcr tliat

to what
ihc



m akes the gift poor; it is only because the gift
represents |O cfTort, no sacriftce, no thoughtful

love. in fact, the one who gave it got the moncy
to buy it with from the one who rcccived it. There

are a great many Christmas prescnts of this sort;

“ WITIIIN THIS CIRCLE SUDDENLV SPBUNO TO VIEW

it isn’'t best to say any hard words about them;
but you see that they are not,
handsome as they look.

really, quite so
Nothing is really bcauti-
ful, for a Christmas present, that does not provc a
personal affcction, and a readincss to express it

with painstaking labor and self-denial. Now I 'ni
going to show you another, wh.ch w.Il enable you
to get the idea,”

U was a httio p.cture-framc of cherry wood rather

nidely carved, that now appearcd upon the screon.

LITTLK (.KOUJ'."

“The boy who made this for his mother works
hard cvery day in school and carrics the evcning
papers to hclp with the family expenses; he carved
this at night,whcn he could gain a little time froro

his lessons, because he could n’'t afford thc money



to buy anything, and because he thought his
tnothcr would be better pleased with something
that he himself had made. You think it docs n’t
amoiiiit to much, don’t you ? W ell, now look 1”

The iraiisfiguring light flashcd upon the screen,
and the little cherry frame expandcd to a great and
rielilv urnamented frame ofrosewood and gold, fit
to hang upon ihc walls of a king’s palace; and
there, in the space that before was vacant. sur-
rounded by all that bcautiful handiwork, was the
smiling face of a handsome boy.

The people, oid and young, fojgot that they wcrc
in church and clappecl thcir hands vigorously,
S1IU0 Claus himself joining in the applause and
mox ing about the platform with great glee.

* )'es! " hecried, “ that 's the boy, and th.at’s the
beauty of this little frame of his; the boy is in it;
he i'iit his love into it, he put himselfinto it, when
be made it; and when >'ousee it as it really is, ) Oii
see him in it. And that’s ivhat makes any Chrisi-
m.is present precious, you know; it comes from
your heart and life, and it toiiches lhc hcart and
giiiekens the love of the onc to whom it is given.

- 1 have a great nunibcr of presents of this sort
tli.u [should iikc to sliow you if | had time.
for mstance, is a small glass inkstand that a little
boy gavc his father. It is onc of lialf a dozcn
prcsems that lie made ; it cost only a dimc or two,
and >ou think it is notworth much ; but now, whcn
I iiirn the tnith-telling light upon it. you scc what
It 1, —a vase of solid crystal,

Hci-e,

most wondcrfully
engvaved with the richcst designs. The boy did
not make this witii his own hands, Iput he gainecl
eveiy cent that

it cost by patient, faithful, un-
coinplaining labor. He bcgged ihc privilege of
earning his Christmas money in this way, and

right honestly he earned it; leaving his play,
wliencver he was summoned for any service, with-
otii @ word of grumbling, and taking iipon him-
sdf many little laljors and cares that wotild liave
burdencd his father and mother. When he took
his money and went out to spcnd it the day before
Christmas, he was happy and proud, because he
could fairly cali ithisown money; and the presents
thai he boiight with it reprcscnted him.

mAnd now there is only onc thing more that 1
shall show you, but that isa kind of thing that is
ciimmon, only too common | 'm afraid. It is a
present that was all bcautiful and good enough till
it left the hands of the givcr, hut was spoilccl by
the recciver. Hcre it is.”

*\ silver cup, beautifully chascd and
gold, now camc into view.

“.Aboy whom | know found this in his stocking
this morning. He was up bright and carly; he
pulled the presents out of his stocking
grcedily; he wantcd to sec wlietlier

linccl with

rather
they liad

bought for him the things he had been wishing
for and hinting about. Some of them were there
and some were not; he was almost inclined to
scolcl, but concluded that he might better hold his
tongue. But this boy had made no presents at
all. He is one of the sort that takes all he can
get, but never gives anything. This is what
Christmas mcans to him. It is a time for getting,
And | want you to see how this
dainty cup looked, as soon as it gotinto his gieedy
hands.”

Again the revealing light fell upon the cup and
its beauty and shapeliness disappearcd, and it was
nothing huta common pewtcr mug, all tarnished
and raarrcd, and bent out of form.

“ There!” cried the preacher; “ that is the
kind of thing that is most hatcful to me. It hurts
me to see lovelythings fall into the hands of selfish
pcople, for such pcople can see no real loveliness
in them. It is love that makes all things lovely;
and he who has no love in his own heart can dis-
cernno love in anything that comes into his hands.
W hat does Christmas mean to such aonc ? W hat
good docs it do him? It docs him no good; it
docs him hann, cvery time. Every gift that he
gets makes him a little grecdicr than he was before.
That is the way it svorks with a certain kind of
Simday-school children. They come in, cvery
year, just before Christmas, only because they hope
to get something; they take what they can get,
and grumble because it isn't more, and go away,
and that’s the last of them till Christmas comes
around again. That's what they think of Christ-
nias. They think it is a pig's feast.
little they know ahoul it. |
ands of them !
me,— nevcr!
mistake ! |

not for giving.

Precious
know them, thoiis-
But they nevcr get anything from
They think they do, but that's a
don’'t like to scc my pretty things
marred and spoiled like this cup. | 'm not going
to give to those who are made worse by receiving.

“ No! 1 can do better. 1 can find people
enough to wbnm it is worth while to give Christ-
mas gifts because there islave in their lieavts; and
the gift of love awakcns more love. Those who
know the joy of giving are made better by receiv-
ing. And there are hosts of them, too,
of them

millions
; tcns of millions, 1 belicve ; more this
Christmas than evcr before since the Babc was

born in Bcthlehcm ; pcople whose pieasurc it is lo

give pleasure to others; good-willcrs, cheerful
workei-s, loving hclpers, gcncrous hearts, who
havc Icarned and rcmemlicrcd tlie words of tlic

Lord Jcsus, how he said,

give than to rcccive.””
Through all this part of Santa Claus’s sermoén

Mortimer had known that his face was grosving

redder and rcddcr; he was sure that the eyes of

‘1t is more blcssed to



all the pcoplc in the church wcre being fixed on
him ;
moment, and he caught up his hat and was going

he felt that he could not endure it another

to rusli outofthe building, when suddenly thc voice
was silcnt, and he looked up to seo what it ineant—
and Santa Claus was not there ; itwas Doctor Bur-
rows again, and he was just closing thc Bible and
taking up thc hymn-book.
him unci drew a long brcath of reiicf.

As they walked back to thc hotel, Mr. Murray
asked Mortimer how he liked thc sermén.

“ Which sermén ?” asked Mortimecr.

* W hy, Dr. Burrows’s sermén, nfcoursc.”

“ Oh, yes;
wasn'tit?”

Mqgrtimcrglanced about

| forgot. It was a good sermén,
W hat was the text ?”

‘1t is more blessed to give than to receive.’
W as n’'t that the way he cnded up ?” asked Morti-
ipoi, brightcning.

“ Excellent.

It was.”

“ | thought so.”
“ Thought so ; did n't you hear it ?”

Yes, | heard that. But— | was hcaring —

something else about thattime, and | was n'tsure.”

“ What else did you hear?”

“Lots. P'raps | 'll tcll you some time,” rcpliej
the lacl.
Mr. Murray did not press the question, am

Mortimer was silent. All that day and thc nexi
Mortimer sccmed to have much serious thinkinglo
do;

presenis, and he rcceivcd thcm at last witli a ten-

he was a little reluctant to take his ChrisniBi

der gratitude that he had nevcr shown before.

“ Il must have been Dr. Burrows’s sermén,” saiij
Mr. Murray to his wife as they were talking it ovfi
the next night. “ I did n't think Mortimcr could
get much out of it; in fact I thought he was adeep
partofthc time, but it seems to have taken holdoi
him in thc right way. It «as a good sermén and
a practical onc. | 'm going lo ask cur minister lo
cxchange some time with Dr. Burrows.”

“ 1 rtish he would,” suicl Mrs. Murray.

That was the way Mr. and Mrs. Murray looked
at it. But I think that if they had asked Mortimcr,
Mortimer could have told thcm that it would be a
much better idea to suggest lo thcir minislor ihai
he exchange somc time with the Keverend Uociot
Santa Claus.

“INNOCENCE.”

(Versesscnituith lluets to a titile ¢irl.)

By Edith M.

Afield i meta darling crowd
Ofblossom-childrcn sweet;

(Dear Mother Nature must be proud,
These children kccp so neat,)

So thick they stood, I cried aloud,
“ | daré not move my fcct!”

Thecir dresses ali wcre like thc sky
When light clouds film the bluc;

And cach one had a sunny eye,
And Heaven-secrets knew;

But somc, not wide a«'ake, or shy.
Theceir lieads bent down from vicw.

Thomas.

| touched the tallest in a row:
“ Dear heart! your iame | 'd cali,

If you your iame «'ould picase to show.”
A voicc carne falnt and small:

“ My fiame | truly do not know;
I 'm Innocence,— that 'saill”

Now, there 's a child-fiowcr soft and bright.
And Innocence is she;

! thought these blossom-children might
Hcr verj- sisters be;

And so | sent them, blue and white,
To Dorothea C.
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By Améue KkivED.

Too coid it was to ride or walk;
A liltlc elf swung on a inavigokl stalk,
The marigold Howers were fallen and dead,
The marigold flowers were shrouded in snow,
A bitter wind rushcd to and fro,
And all the violets were a-bcd.

The little clf’'s nosc was sorry and bluc,
But the little elf’'s sclf was jolly all through ;

And as he swung from side to side,
He sang this song with an air of pride;

“ Out o' the wool o’ the chestnut-buds
My Miiinie spun my hose and jcrkin ;
O fa bat's wing made my cloak,
Warm enough to wrap a Turk in;
Lined thcm all with thistlc-down,
Gathercd when the pods were brown ;
Trimmecl them with a rabbit’s fur,
Leif upon a cockle-bur ;

Yet, in spite o’ everything,

Much 1 feai- that cokl I be.

Ha ! ha ! the Spring! Ho!ho! the Spring!
The mciry, mcrry Spring for rae !”

*SV



HOW THE HART BOYS

By J.

IGHT had set in when
EhcHartboys arrived
with their tutor at
Salt Lake City, and
they went to their
beds immediatcly —
in an oid, rambling
and rather clilapi-
dated hotel, — with
anything but agreea-
blc first impressions
' of tile famous Mormon town of Uiab.
Tlieir opinién of it changed, however, when the
Iligln, sliining in at their Windows, asvoke thcm the
morning: and they looked out fro'in thc midst
.j of the beautiful valley in which thc city rests, ovcr
' ' the ruofs, and the rows of trees that shade its
I'itrectj, and saw thc sunshine on the glittering
eakb nf the snow-cappccl mountains around.
“ 1 had no idea that the Mormons could get up
anytliiiig so fine as this!” cxclaimcd Roland,
[mjjieaihing the fresh air at the opcn casement, and
~gazing with delight at the thin, vapory clouds
i floating .ilong thc mountain-sidcs, the gorgcs full
Ofpuiple mists, and thc snowy summits gleaming
j:over all.
; ‘"The Mormons know a good thing when they
see it,” replied his cousin Dean, as he slipped his
éuspenclers upon his shoiiklcrs. “ When thc oid
Jeaders discovered this valley in the desevt, | don’t
~Know how many ycars ago, at the time when they
vvre looking for a ncw scat of empire, wherc they
cniild build i)p a great
civilization— ”

nation, outside of our

mnalll don'tbe eloqucnt now!” Roland laughcd.
,'Or is it poetry you 'rc making?

'Whecre they coiild liuitd iip .t natfoii
Outside of our civilization I’

Wiy, Idid n'tthink you were capable of that.”

SAW GREAT
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“ Ifclt that | was wading in rather deep lan-
guagc,” said Dean. “ Ifl made a rhyme, putitin
your note-book; fot I shall probablj' ncver make
nnother. To tell the truth, | was thinking what
the Duke would say on the occasion ; 1 was spcak-
ing as his proxy.”

“ The Duke” was the title, or nickname which
the boys had bestowed in boy-fashion upon their
tutor, “ plain Mr.” Wellington,
heard stirring in thc next room.

whom they now

In five minutes they wcrc knocking at his door,
before which tlic hotel porter had lately set down
a pair of dappev boots in the highest State of
polish.

“ Well, young gcntlcmen,” the tutor said, as
they entered, spcaking under the flapping folds of
a damp towel, with wliich he was making the bald
top of his head shine, “ you ’'re stirring early;
what are >-ou going to do with yourselves before
breakfast? ”

“ We thought wec svould go out and take a little
sti'oll,” replied Roland-

“ See thc town,” his cousin Dean added, “ and
perhaps chuck a stone or two into the famous Great
SaltLako.”

The Duke stopped polishing his hcad, with his
thin side-locks straggling all over it, and the towel
in his two hands, and looked at the boy with a sort
of mournful astonishmecnt.

“ Permit me toask,” he said, with a smile of sad
humor, in which he was apt to indulge whecn either
of his jnipils blundcred, “ about how far can you
‘chuck’ astone,— as you term the simple act, |
suppose, uf ihrowing ?”

Dean knew at once that he had said soine-
thing lidiculous, but could n't conceive what. He
laughcd as he looked around in a qucstioning way
for a hint from Ruland; but his cousin’s ruddy
face gave no sign.



| don't know ; I never mcasured the distance,”
he replied.

“ Eighteen yards ?” inquired the tutor.

“ Oh, more than that!”

“ Eighteen miles?”

“ W ell! hardly so far,” Dean answered, blush-
ing and laughing.

1 thought not,” reinarked the tutor quietly.
But allow me to say that you will have to throw
a stone that distance if you expcct to make a pasli
with it in the lake before breakfast this morning.”

“ W hat!” said Roland, with a disappointed
look, “ 1 thought the lake was one of the things
wc carne here to see.”

“ That is true,” the tutor replied. “ But to
visit it we have to take a little journey of some-

“

Not before breakfast this morning,” replied
the tutor. “ Go and cnjoy your walk now, and
get an appetite. You may stroll on the banksof
the Jordéan, if not on the shores of this Monnon
Dead Sea.”

“ The Jordan ?” qucried Dean.

“ Thatis the fiame the saints havc given lo ihe
river which flous from Utah Lake into Greai Sait
Lake from the south. You 'd better read up
aboutit in the guidc-books.
it from the north,

Bear Rivcr fiows inio
and other strcams contribuit
their frcsh waters to this great inlaiid sea.”

“ How about those that flow out of it?” Dcar.
fiskcd, turning the pages of a little railroad ejiiid«
book which he picked up from the t.able.

“ The lake has no outlet; the waters ci tk

‘m DIIAN MCKEO vr TIIU liOOTS, AXD TR.KD TO ATOSK VDR I.IS eMUU.ESSNESS 1V 1.USTISC TIEM WITIIl A TOWRU"
(SRE KFXT I'AGR.)

thing like eighteen miles. Though | suppose it
is n't so far as that to the nearest shore, as a bird
flics.”

“ Or as you chuck a stonc,” said Roland mer-
rily, nudging his cousin. “ When shall wc take
the little journey to the lake, sir?” he inquired.

moiintain strcams fall into that gfeat basin .ini

thcy sleep the slcep of dcath.'i'_
the tutor, “ or asccnd to heaven by evapomlicH'
he added with a touch of poetry, with which k
sometimos likcd to adorn his discoursc. “ There.
a thought for you, boys; consider it.”

ave at rcst,;



iiThe lake must be very much larger than |
thought., to take in the rivers without overflowing
iI3 baiiks,” observcd Roland.

" in spring, 'vhcn the mountain snoivs are mclt-
inu the lake sometimes sprcads over the plains
tinit burder its shores. But it is a large lake at
any lime; about nincty miles in length, | believe,
ami forty miles ivide. An iiiimensc sheet of water!
And no iiving thing can exist in it. Nota fish in
all tliat silent scal It is the lieaviestsort ofbnne,
cliirgcd with salt and othcr mineral substances.
Leave a stick in it a few hours, and when you take
itiiLit it will appear covercd with crystals. But a
livr troiic in it, and its back

It is a won-

it will turn over on
and die in about three or four gasps.
derfiil lake.” added the tutor, beféte the glass.
air.uiging his hair so as to conceal the bald spot
O;l 1iis crowii.

e« | should say so,” cried Dean, with his eyes
liwd with kcen intercst on the pagcs of the guide-
bfiuk. And he rcad aloud :

« ‘And the lake itself! Always mysterious, it
appcals to the iinagination of every travelcr. It
skvps forever. No waves dance over it, no surf
ewr breaks tlie stillness of its melanclioly shores.’
1 :iin going to havc a bath in that lakc!” he ex-
ck'.imed, giving tlic pa'ge an entliusiastic slap.

*They say a person caii't sink in
til'- lieaviness of the water,”
w.i- not a good swimmecr.

it, owing to
said Roland, wlio
“ So there'sno dangerof
driiwning.”

* Danger there is, nevertliclcss,” said the tutor.
" The ivaicr is so biioyant that it is liard to keep
the limbs submcrgcd. Up they come to the sur-

f.iee. in spite of you, and down go your fealures

inm tlic brille, if you are not careful. Then
sir.mgulation — the liquid (you can hardly cali
it water), taUcii into the throat or nostrils, pro-

duces most painful rcsults.
Uulv, nearly perislicd in
iiigly ill for sevcral
im'olimtary plungc.”

W c’'ll have a bath in the mysterious lake,
mmyhow ! ” cxclaimcd Dean. And going outwith
his cdusin, lie kicked over something at the door.

e Is that my boots ?”

A friend of mine, a
it once, and was distress-
riays from the effect of an

callcd out the wusually
gtiiet Mr. Wellington, in suddcn alanii. “ Oh!”
lie growlod, secing that liis foot-gear liad been

upset upon the dusty lloor;
ii.’cn beautifully polishecl!”

II'tlicrc was anything he was cxtrcmely particu-
lar about, it was those slcnder, dainty,
little Frcnch boots; and if the Hart
had any fun at his expense,
account of them.

Dean picked up the boots, and tried to atoiie for
his c.irclcssncss by dusting them with a towel.

“ just after they had

dappecr
boys ever

it was chiciiy 011

JIATrru-'.-.

Don't, for the world ! ” ejaciilated the Duke,
springing to the resefie. “ Thattowel isdamp!”
he added in a sort of horror. He took the boots
with as much tcnderness as if they had bccn a
pair of human twins, and carefully removed the
dust with a sof: hat-brush, while the boys sinothered
their laughter as they hurried from the room.

“ There wcrc actually five specks of dust on one
of His Gracc's boots!” said Dean, “ and ihrcc
specks, besides a small dog’s hair, on the othcr!”

“ A small hair,orlhc hair oiasmalldog?” asked
Roland. “ Dean, do express yourselfwith clearness
and precisién,” he added, vcry much in the tone
of tile worthy tutor.

The boys returncd
radiant faces.

in about lialf an hour with
They had notsccn the River Jordan,
bul they had strolied through tlie shady strcets,
by the banks of irrigating streams of clear, cold
water brought from the moiintains i they liad
rambled about the reiiowned Mormon Taber-
nacle and the great unfinished Temple ; and they
had picked up a plcasant bit of news.

There was to be a great excursién to the lake
in the afternoon ; and they nanied a notcd swim-
mcr who was to give an exhibitioii of his skill, free
to all spectators al six o’clock.

“ We will go ont in time to havc our bath first,”
said Dean, “ and then see the Captain’s perform-
ance.”

“ And cnjoy the fine sunset on the lakc,” added
Roland.

To this the tutor agrecd, This was on Saturday,
the twelftli day of June, 1S86 ; a day which will
long be remembercd at Salt Lake City, and
especially by' those tourists who went to witness
the Captain’s fcats of swimming.

The morning was bright and full of promisc;
the boys passcd the foreiioon very pleasantly in
riciing about the city and visiting the principal
places of intercst with thcir tutor. Then a wincl
arése, tlie sky became overcast, and Mr. Wclling-
ton, looking down anxiously at his boots. predicied
a storm,

After dinner the wcather bccame still more
thveatening, and the tutor said the trip to the lake
would llave to be postponcd. At tliis tho boys set
up a cry of disappointment,

“ How can we postpone it?” said Dean. “ To-
morrow is Sunclay; and we leave here Monclay
morning. lam going to see Salt Lakc, storm or
no storm.”

The tutor, liowcver, persuaded tliein to wait over
one train, and see how the weatlier looked after-
ward. The wind continued to incrcase, but there
wcrc no more decided indicatioiis of rain an hour
latcr tlian there And the
boys, who liad been intcrviewing somc of the oidest

liad been since noon.
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inhabitants, returned to the hotel with happy faces.

“ They say the wind is sure to go down before
night; and there 's never rain here to amount to
anything, at this time of year. This, you know, is
their dry season.”
“ Yes, | know,” the tutor rcluctantly adm itted;
“ but the lake will be too rough for you to take a
bath in it, or for the Captain to give his perform-
ance.”

“ Rough?” echoed Dean.

little guide-book say ? °

“ What does your
It sleeps forever; no waves
dance over it, no siiifever — " and all that. Jt will
be all the more interesting to see a lake - -almost
half as long as the State of Massachusetts — that
sleeps forever, no matter how the wind blows.”

“ Yes,” added Roland, *
its back up, even when it is stroked thc wrong way

a lake that nevcr gcts

by a heavy gale !”

Mr. Wellington allowed himselfto be persuaded,
and set out witli the boys to walk to thc station of
the Western & Nevada Railroad, wherc the excur-
sion iraliis to the But they
had not gone far, when he looked up again at thc
sky, and down al his boots, and pauscd.
said he, “ I lack faith in this Utah
I am going back for my overcoat, and

lake wcrc made up.

“Boys!”
weather.
| advise you to take yoiirs.”

They scoffed at thc idea, and proposed to walk
on to the station, and wait for him thcrc. So he
returned to the hotel alone, to find that Dean,
whom he had sent to the office with their door-
keys, had not left them therc, but probably still
had them in his pocket. The rcsult svas that the
tutor was so long finding any one svho could un-
lock thc door for him, andin getting his overcoat,
that thc boys at the station bccame exasperated
svith impatience when they saw the train about to
start without thcm.

But thc train was a remarkably long onc, heav-
ily laden with passengers; and though it svas
hauled by tsvo locomotives, it was not casily put in
motion. The engines svere panting and struggling,
svhen the boys, who had juinped upon the platform
of a car, having determined to make the trip
svhether their tutor joined them or not, saw him
Corning dosvn the Streetin full chnse, svith his over-
coat and umbrella under his arm.

It svas great fun for thcm to see His Grace,
the Duke of Wellington,” running for a train
his tight boots; and they waved their handker-
chiefs at him The even after
they had made a start, moved so slosvly that they

in

cheeringly. ears,
svere easily overtaken ; and thc tutor was soon on
thc platform svith the boys.

The car was crosvdcd, hosvever, and not a scat
in it was to be had. The boys proposed that they
should go back to one of the long string of opcn

SAW GREAT SALT LAKE.
ears, which made up the rear of the train. But
Mr. Wellington cleclared that nothing svould

tempt liim to do that, in such a wind as was blosv-
ing; beyond the sheltering limits of the city it was
almost a gale, and it svas growing cokl.

The car svas cross-cled, mostly with Mormons, a
rather rough and outlandish-looking coinpany,
svith a fesv tourists or other Gentiles mixed
But evcrybody was good-natured, nobody seemed
to hced the unfavorablc sveather, and soon tiie car
was filled svith the loud talk and laughter of the
many excursionists.

in.

“ This isa mortifying position fora gentleman !”
murmured the tutor, ciosvding into the aislc to get
out of the ssind, and trying to kec-p liis boots from
Corning in contad with those ofhis fellow-travclcrs.
And for a moment he contemplated jumping from
the siosv-runiiing train and ss-alking back to the
hotel.

A stout Mormon svoman, svho occupied a scat
svith a little girl, kindly took the child in her i.ip
and made room for him; and after that he svns
more comfortalile. But ihe sky grcsv blacker as
they advanced, the ss-ind incieased, and, in spite nf
closed doore and windosvs, circulated through the
loosely constructed car.

“ .And these people fondly imagine theyare enjoy-
ing themsels'es ! ” said the tutor, with a melancimly
smile. He even seemed inclined to pity his piipils
standing in the aislé beside him, because they ssvre
still able to keep up theircourage and take achecr-
ful viesv of things.

The journey itself svas uninteresting as possiblc.
Soon aftor the River Jordan svas crossed (a stream
with losv, flat shores), they carne to desoiate plains
where not much else gresv besides clumps of sagc-
bush; and aftcrsvard they passed long, leve!, abso-
lutely barren tracts, covered svith a whitish sciim.
These wcre alkali plains. Thcn, aftcr svhat seemed

an interminable svhic to our tourists, the slosdy
inoving train ran by a strctch of half-ovcrflo'scd
land which preved to be thc bordéis of thc kike
shore.

Approached by the Central Pacific Railroad from
thc northsvest, Great Sait Lake, with its distant
hazy levéis broken by mountainous islands and
is singularly bcautiful. But
scen as our boys sasv it, from thc railroad thal
skirts its southcast shore, paiticularly 011 such a

day as that memorable Saturday, it is drearyin the

bluc promontories,

extreme.
“ W hat is that svhitc, out therc ?”
slooping to look through thc car svindosv acrnss dio

asked Dean,

half-submcrgcd plain.

“ That 'sthe lake itself,” said thc Mormon svoman
svith thc child in hcr iap.

“ Breakers!” exclaimed Roland in astonishmecnt.



‘Ht can't be ! ” said Dean. “ But itis! White-

caps, as far as you can scc!”
“The lake that ‘slccps forever' !'”
excitedly- “*

cried Dean
‘svaves dance over it, no surf ever
breaks the stillness —'! Where 's your ‘Journey
Across the Contincnt by the Sccnic Routc '?” he
.isked, calling upon the tutor for his little railroad
iniifie-book in which tliat highly romantic desci-ip-
hon liad been found.

e | Jon’'t believe the writer of that ever saw the
lake 1mmRoland declared.

« lam sure he never did in a galc of wind,” said
tlie tutor. “ But he may have in calm
«cathcr. This shows you, boys, how carcful we
must be in accepting the lostimony of the traveler
ivho has seen only one phasc of natural objects
«hich be attempts to describe.
for your consideration.”

Passing the wetlands, the train ran slowly beside
the actual shore of the lake, and the boys could
sec better what that dense and inert mass of water
«as in a storm. Its snrface was lashed into foam
asf.iraslhe eye could rcach. Not simply white-
caps tumblcd, but regular breakers formed at Icast
halfa mile out, much farther from shore, the tutor
saui. jhan he had ever seen breakers form, exccpt on
slioals or reefs.

scen it

There 's a thought

They swcptin slow, heaviiy rolling
surges, one aficr another, like hroakci-s of white
crcam, to dash high upon the shore, which thcre
rose eight or ten feet above the Icvcl of the lake.

lihick Rock, a solitavy, wave-worn ledge which
risc' sieeply fi-om the water a little way out from
the bcach, was envcloped in spray fronr the bil-
lows dashing about it. Not far beyond was tlic
station at Garficld, where the Captain’s swimraing
exliibition was to takc place.
for it nosv.

The cars stoppcd

It was almost time

near a large open shed or
p.ivilion; this was the railroad station, which ap-
pcaied crowded with excursionists who had gone
out on previous trains. The cokl tempestuous
wind from the lake swept through it, and a flight
of stcps that kd down from it to the bcach was
huiTetcd by the bvcaking waves.

“ We shall to give up our bath,” said
P.uland, ruefully, sccing that even the dcscent of
the siairs would be dangerous.
to scc what tlie Captain will do.”

“ The Captain, if he is wise, will do nothing,”
said the tutor. “ It would be the height of folly
for him to undertako to give an cxhibition
mad a sea.

havc

“ But | am going

in so
It is bcginning to rain.”

A fine, swift drizzlc was in fact flying horizon-
tally into the pavilion, and spattcring the car win-
The clouds over the lake wcrc thick and
dark, tlie whitened waves were veiled in mist, and
a night of furious storm was about shutting down.

dows.

Boys!” said the tutor, as hiscompanions were
leaving the car with the crowd of passengers, ‘*‘take
my advice, and stay where you are. This will be
the first train back to the city, and, don’t you see,
there are hundreds of people waiting to crowd into
it, and take the places of those who are foolish
enough to vacate them. That open shed affords
no one any protection. The wind and even the
rain swcep through it. 1 am going to remain just
where | am.”

“W hat! come to sec Salt Lake, and never leave
your scat in the car?” said Roland. *“
too absurd.”.

“ Absurd or not, that is the only rational thing
todo. Many otliers, you see, are doing the same.”

Indeed, many who had startcd to leave the car
were now rushing back with the incoming crowd,
and scrambling to regain their seats.

“ Be quick, or you will
called the tutor. “ I

I hat is

lose your
can see all

chance !'”
Il want to of the
lake through a pane of glass !”

But the Windows were becoming misty with the
drizzlc ; and, dctermincd to scc more, even if they
had to stand in the aisle again all the way to town.
tlic boys pressccl forward to the platform of the cai'.

Cries from the lake shore attracted thcm,—
“ There he is! there he goes!”— and Roland
eagcrly asked, “ Who goes?”

“ The Captain ! he is in the water.”

The two boys to hear no more, but
leaped from the car, and, running along the level
bank above the bcach, among thbc scattered spec-
tatoi-s, did not stop until they had reached a good
spot “ to scc the show,” as Dean said.

Below thcm, a few rods out from the shore, was
moorcd a small excursiéon stcamboat, which was to
have made two or three pleasuvc trips on the lake
that aftcmoon. But pleasure trips in such weather
were out of the question. Indeccl, the little steam-
boat appeared to be in imminent danger of being
swampcd by the waves, orof parting its cable and
dashing upon the beach. It was tossing and
plunging fcavfully, and no sooner was its stcrn lifted
high by onc brcakcr, tlwn the bow plungcd into
the next, which half-buried it, and swept the deck.

W hat added interest to the sccne was
the sight of two men standing on the stcrn, now
hcavecl high by a wave, and then droppcd suddenly
by the receding surf.

“ Why don't thcy come ashore? ” cried Roland,
excitcdly.

“ My dcar sir,” answered a gray-headcd spec-
tator, who stood with his hat pulled over his face,
and his coat-collar

waitcd

intense

turned up against the rain,
thcy would thankfully come ashore if theycould.”
“ Who are they ?” Dean inquired.

“ The captain of the boat,

and, | believe, his



son. They were getting ready for a trip ; but as
the weather grew bad, they waited for it to grow
better. But it grew worse so fast, they could n't
get ashore at al!. They had a sniall boat fastcncd
to the stern, and as a last rcsort they wcro to use
that; but it brokc loose, and there they are.”

“ if the storm increases, or contintes all night,
what will they do? ” said Roland.

“ That is inore than man can say,” replied the
strangcr. “ The steamer has no cabin. They
are where there is n't much danger of the

“ HE WAS SEEN TtMULING I.IKE A nUUtJER UALI

waves washing them off; but the spray, you sec,
is flying over them, and anybody who ever got any
of that into his eyes or nostrils can judge some-
thing of what those poor fcllows must suffer.”

The boys h.id been so much absorbed in watch-
ing the cndangercd stcamboat and her small crew
of two, that they h.ad not noticed some movements
taking place on the beach.
they mcant,

Dean now asked wh.it

Don’'t you know ?” replied the man. “ The
riibber is the great swimming
captain, who was to have given an exhibilion herc
this afternoon.

chap in a suit
He has just m.ide an attempt to

carry a line out to tho men on the steamer.”

Did n't he succeed? ” tlie boys inquired.

“ Succeed ? No ! A wave tumbled him over and
brought him ashore, as if he had been made d
Cork. He started into the water again a niinnic
ago, as ifhe were going to-make another attcmpi,
but there was something wrong about the ropo It
had tied to hiswaist,and hewentback toarrango jt."

“ Isn't such a storm on this lakc something un.
usual ?” Dean innoeenlly wished to know,

“ There hat
bcen nothing like it known here for twenty years!

“ Unusual!” exclaimed the man.

IN THE MIDST OF THE SURGE."

As
dashing

the rain was Corning in

into the

hurried volkys.
boys’ faces, they regretted
the Diike’'s umbrella; yet tliv)
had
in the face nfihc

iru
having borrowed
that the spectators who
brclias wcre unable to hold them
tempest ; more than onc was wrcckct! and had m
be furled. So they, like thcir gray-licaded nc-
gquaintance on the bank, turned up the collai-sni
thcir tightiy buttoned coats and pulled their hais
And this

noticed few iim.

over their eyes.
Great Salt Lakec.
But how was His

is the svay they sa™

Gr.ice the Duke seeing iri
The train had started again, and
storm-pclted Windows,

iiis car, with its
was running off with the



fcesi Ol1 a side track, at a distance from the shore
L kI haifa mile farther on. Thcre it svas left in
ilhc midst of a desoiate plain, and enveloped by a

blinding stonn! L ., j

<1lcis going to try it again 1" Dean cried, and
heand Roland svinked the svater from their eyes,
ithc better to see thc famous ssvimmer put his art
L a jiractical use by carrying a line to the dis-
[tressed inen on the steamboat.

Hc'saded out, cased from head to foot in his
inibber stiit, but unfortunatcly svith his features cx-
poscd- He passed the tumbling surf of the first
breakrt svithoiit being taken off his fcet. He en-
IcMiiitcied thc second with a brave leap at its crcst,
lard, strongly swimming, using his paddle, passed
itliai successfuliy also. Thcn carne the third rollcv,

jtossing, toppling forssard,
Ifoam ssith its osvn weiglit.

TliL the Captain took valiantly, making a
Iplungc to dive through it, ss-hich he could have
idone cnsily cnough had the wrvve bccn any ordinary
Isoa-ssater. Bul its cxtraordinary buoying posver
l.indgicat momeiitum were too much even for tho
Igreai ssvimmer.

alrcady criishing into

Besides. the poisonous brine got
jinto bis eyes and nostiils. He svas scarcely visible
ifot a moment, then he was socn tumbling like a
Jrublxi ball, as ligln and almost as heipless, in the
Imid-t of thc breaking surge. He had lost his pad-
Idlc, aml he seemed also to have lost all posvcv of
lguvennnghis motions, in the dashing was-es.

mMerciful heavens ! thc man svill drown !'”
|claii)u'd the gray-headcd spcctator.

With one impulse the coiisins rushed dosvn to
Ithc bi.ich, in ordcr to assist jll the rescue of the
lg.illaat Captain. Forlimately his frionds on tho
Ishnn; had hold of thc ropo he svas carrying to thc
Isicamor; and, seeing it svas impossiblc for him to
llirucced, they hnulecl him back to hind. He was
Itakcn out and lifted upon his feet, blinded for thc
Imnment, coiighing and strangling terribly, and
Kscn siiuiblc to stand svithout support. The boys
Iscmmbled back up the bank, ss-ith svet fcct and a
Itaste ofspray from the lake on thcir lips. Thecrc
jibes remained a svhilc longcr, svatching ss-ith great
lanxietv the tsvo mcn on the phmging stc.amboat,
land ssailing to see if thc Captain svould make an-
lothcr aitcmpt to rescue thcm. He was soon taken

by bis fricnds to tbc hathing-hoiisc, ss'hcrc his
Ildroopmg attitudc, stood on thc platform,
mdid not give promisc of further cfforts on his part.
miriierc 's no hope for those mcn, except in thc
H«ind’5 going dosvn,” said Dean.
, to see that.”

CX-

as he

“ Wec can’'t wait

*Ind the tsso boys hastcned to find svhat poor
Ishcller tlioy cnuld at the opcn shccl of the station.
I fbcir fcet svere splashcd svith thc brine of the lake,

pand tbc rain svas fast drenching thcm.

“ What a lovcly sunset!” laughed Roland.

“ We shall have had nur bath anyhosv,” re-
pliecl Dean; “ though notjust as svc anticipated.”

“ And we have seen the Captain’s performance,”
added Roland.

The situation under the pavilion roof svas not
comfortable, but the huddled crowd afforded them
a slight protection from the driving
Though chilled and wct, svaiting for
they kept up their spirits by an exchange ofjokes,
by listening to the talk of their fellosv-suffcrcrs, or,
svhen thcir patience svas nearly exhausted, by
thinking how much better off they were, at thc
worst, than the tss-o men svhom they could still see
tossing on thc stern of the littlc steamboat.

Meansvhilc thc tutor adhcrcd to his resolution to
remain in his scat, svhatever happened,until some-
thing happened svhich causedes-cn him to spring up
and rush out of the car. The train had run on to
Lake Point, svhcre the conductor, passing through,
annoimced that passengers for Salt Lake City
must take another set of ears, standing on an

storm.
the train,

adjaccnt track.

A distance of only tsvo or three rods intcrvened
bctwcen the tsvo trains; but the svet grass and
bushes, bosving to the storm, caused thc Duke,
aftcr he had reached thc platform of liis car, to
rccoil in dismay, and look at his pvecious boots.
Thcre svas no time to hesitato, hosvever; if he
svishcd to get a scat in thc retuviiing train, the
pliinge must be made, and made at once. With
his umbrella sprcad, taking long strides, and stcp-
ping bigh, he crossed from onc car to another, and
succccdced in gctting a place as good as the one be
hacl loft. But his boots !

The ncsvly madc-up train, after many hitches
and delays, moved slosvly back to Garfield, svherc
thcrc was a final rush for the fess- places left in thc
closc car, and for thc long string of opcn ears
svhich sscre thc last to be filled. Tlie boys svere
fortinale cnough to get into thc same car svith
thcir tutor, but again they had to stand, which
they dicl without complaint, rcsolutely declining
his repeated them of his scat. They
as healthy and good-tempcrcd
boys have thc gift of being under adv-crec circiim-
stances; and whilc their leeth almost chattered
ssith the coid, they assured His Grace that they
“ splendid time.”

It took thc hcavily laden train a long time to
start, the driving-ss-heeis of the two engines svhirl-
ing on thc ss-et and slippery rails. Night had
closccl in, svhen at last it mos'cd ; and thc boys
took their last look at the plunging steamcr and the
tsvo solitary mcn standing on the stern, in Che rain
and tempcst and gloom.

For somc time longer they could see the white

offcrs lo
wcre s'cry jolly,

wcre having a
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breakers, through the clarkness and stoiin ; and
Roland, nudging his cousin, rcmarked :
Rather lively for a dead sen, isn'tit?”

And again Dean quoted the misleading guidc-
book :

“ 1t sleeps forever ! No waves dance over it, no
surf ever breaks the stillncss — "and | suppose no
rain ever falls here eithcr!” he added, stepping
aside to avoid the drip from a leak in the roof of
the car.

The night ride back to the city was exceedingly
disninl.  The little rickcly, narrow-gauge car was
dimly lighted, the hurricane howlcd about it and
drovc into it, the rain fcll upon it in torrents and
bcat in at every crcvice. The Duke spread his
umbrella to protect himself from a leak directly
over his head ; and others, who were lucky enough
to have umbrellas, followcd his example. Clouds
buried the mountains, and the darkness outside
the car Windows became intense.

It was half-past nine when the train approached
the city, and to the great joy of the chilled, weary,
and hungry boys, carne to a stop. They supposed
it had reached the station, and were not plcased
to Icarn that it had stopped on an up-grade two
blocks away, from the utter failure of the cngines
to haul it farther. Fivc, ten minutes elapscd, and
no progress was made, the locomotivas puffing and
jerking in vain. The rain was still pouring, and
the streets were but dimly lighted by far-away
lamps. Suddenly Dean exclaimed :

“ Only tsvo blocks away ! | am going to walk to
the station.”

The tutor remonstrated in vain ; any adventure
seemcd better to tbe bnj's than standing there on
their weary feet, in their damp clothes. Roland
followcd Dean, and stepping from the car «cnt
with a splash into a pool of water that covered the
ground beside the track.

A brisk run through wind and rain and mud and
water brought them to the station, where long lines
of coaches, horse-cars. and omnibuses wcrc wait-
ing. Into one of thcse last the boys thrcw them-

NOTHING

selves, along with a mimber of other drippin.
excursionists; and, the vehicle being nearly fuL
called upon the conductor to siart.

But he said he couldn’t start until the tap
arrived ; and now the boys secmed worse olT ilijj
if they had rcmained in the car. Thcre uasi*
knowing how long they would have to wait. Thfi
were alrcady about as wet as they could be; m
the run had warmed them, and a longer niii mgh
waj-m them still more.

“Come on!” cricd Dean. And once noe
leaping out into the storm and flood, they ¥l
for the hotel.

Thcy were the first of the excursionists in read
it. Allin a glow from their exercisc, thcy hurrief
to their rooms, put on dry clothcs and slippers,
and walked comfortably and chcerfully do»n ino
the dining-room, just as the coaches and omi-
buses began to arrive.

It was twenty minutes later when His Grace it
Duke walked into the hotel, almost as wei asihil
boys had been, notwithstanding his overcont ad
umbrella. He had bcen one of the last to le-wl
his place in the car, and when he did so, notascail
in coach, horse-car or 6mnibus was to be had; ad|
he had been obliged to walk through the lloodtd'
streets in those boots !

The next day the boys saw the Captain at t
hotel : and walking up to him with a polite "I
beg your pardon, Captain !” Dean inquired «s;
became of the two men on the little storm-tossfd
steamer.

“ They staid there all night,” replied the Cap-
tain; “ and | was one of those who remained it
encourage them by kecping lights burning on lix
shore. Foriunately for them, the storm hillrd,bi»
the lake continucd so rough that we couldn’tgei
to them in a boat and take them off befoi'e Ihi
morning. They were more dead than alivc.”

“ And, Captain,” said Roland, “ allow me w
ask you how you like Salt Lake to swim in?”

With a grim smile the Captain turned ad
walked away.

IS EASIER.

Very soon the candy slips

In hetween your open lips —

Let sweet thoughts into your mind
Just such ready cntrancc find.



- T hic baby giasps at the cmpty air.
it And secs a wonderful sight;
For the great cild sideboard over there
I shining with silver bright.

Tiie grandfathcr danglcs his watch uf gnkl,
And she hears the wlieels go clkl’,

Ainl she tries in hcr pinciishion hands to hold
That “ buU’s-eye” round and lhick.

They are wonderful things that the baby sees;
hut, «hen she is tircd of all,

.And they wrap her up from the evcning breeze,
W hcn the shadows begin to fall,

She is tired of the noisy and busy world.
Too tired to go to sleep,

And she won’t sit up, and she won’'t stay curled.
And she only «akes to wccp;

And she ’'s suddenly caught in a tender hold
W here she even forgets tostir —

And what to baby are silver and gold,
W hen her mother smilcs down at her ?



WAS in the ycar 1635.

On a November aft-

ernoon Mrs. Kachel

Oicott was spinniiig

flax in the cheerful

kitchcn of a small

house not far from

Plymouth Rock, in

Massachusetts. East-

ward from the house, the ocean broke with a sullen

roar on the rocks of the coast below; northward

lay tlie few homes of the few Pilgrims «'ho werc
Mrs. Olcott’s neighbors.

Captain Olcott's ship had sailed from Boston
for England, in the year 1632, and hnd not been
hcard from.

The little band of Pilgrims had ceased to look
for news from the captain or his ship.

Mrs. Olcott kept up a brave heart and a cheer-
ful face for the sake of her four children, Robert,
Rupert, Lucy, and poor, crippled little Rogei ;
but this November afternoon anxiety filled her
hcart. Day by day hcr little store of provisions
had lessened under the stress of hunger until even
the corn-meal had vanished, and it bccame neces-
sary to send corn to be ground at the only mili in
all that regién. Early in the day, Robert and
Rupert with their sister Lucy had bccn sent to
the miller’s, for it was well understood that each
comer must await his turn at the mili. This grind-
ing in those early days was slow work, and much
of the day had passed before Mrs. Olcott cxpected
them to return.

But when the sky grew dark and the snow began
to fall, the loving mother grew anxious. She drcw
the great arm-chair, in the cushioned dcpths of
which poor, pale-faced little Roger lay curled, far
into the fireplace ; and then, when anxiety grew to
fear, she threw over her head the hoocled red cloak
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that all the Puritaii matrons wore, and liurrioi
over the hill, as fast as the dvifting snow would
permit, to the house nf hcr iiearcst nciglibor,
-Master John Hawley.

As she drcw the latch and «'alkcd in with im
petuous liaste, up sprung John Hawley and stalktd
to the coérner, where, ever ready, stood his trusty
nnisket.

“ Indians, Rachcl ?” shrieked Mrs. Hawley,
springing to drop the curiain that hung above iht
one windo'v of the room.

* Put up your musket, friend,” gasped Ms.
Olcott. “ It is my boys who are in danger. They
went to the mili with grist. Lucy is with ihcm.
Oh, save them !” she picaded.

“* They 'rc young and tongh ; they '11 weatheril
through, and be home by suppcr-time,” said John
Hawley, the stanch Piiritan, dropping his musket
to its corner. I Tl stcp over after supper and sm.
Uo home, and don’t worry.”

To him, nothingless than Indians seeined worth
a moment’'s uneasincss.

When he turned, Rachcl Olcott was gom\ ad
his wife was at the door, watching the red cloik
as its «-earer urged it through the snow.

“* A woman has no business to look as she does,”
exclaimed Mrs. Hawley, closing the door.

* She ’'s had trouble enough in Plymouth, good-
ness knows !'— her husband lost, and that crippled
child to care for night and day, those boys to ljrinj
np, and hardly enough money to keep soul ad
body together. And there she gocs this minute
with a face likc a swcct-brier rose” ; and Jniin
Hawley demanded his supper at once.

He had it, his wife looking as stern as any Pun-
tan of them all, as he puton his greatcoat andwen'
out, sayhig ;

* I1f those youngstcrs have come home, 1’1l
right hack.”



But lie was not “ right back.”
Ido'vn on

Midnight carne
Atlantic coast, and he had not
I rctunicd.

The supper for the young Olcotts was bakcd at
Ihc liearih. and set back to await their coming.
fTheIibzing logs filled the long, low kitchen with
llight. Thcre was no nced of a candle, as the
mother sat, to sing her poor boy to sleep, But
Roger could not sleep.

“Tcll me something more about England,

to sleep, whilc 1tell you something about Chvist-
mas — the way we used to kecp it— liefore Mamma
w.is a Furitan, you know.”

Then shc told the boy of old-lime customs in
her nativc land; of her fathcr’'s house, and the
great rcjoicings that carne at Christmas-timc, and
lastly, with a vague feeling of regret in her heart,
she carne to the story of the great green bough
that was lighted with tapcrs and hung with gifts
for the good children.

‘TELL MK &OVKTHIKU MORE ABOUT ENCLANI), MUTIIEh, HE I'LEN)EU

Mother,” he pleaded, again and again. “ It kccps
me from thinking of Lucy and the boys,-when you
talk."

1lie firelight illumincd the white face and made
the bhie cycs of tlie boy more pitiful than evcr in
their plaintivc asking that night.

rile niothor’'s thoughts and licr heart were out in
tlic siiowclvifts scarching with her ncighbors for her
hrigiu, rosy darlings, but her words and her hands
‘lerc ministering to this child, bereft of almost
everything belonging to tbe outside woikl of work
and cndcavor.

“ Well, then, Rogcr, shutyour eyesand try to go

“ What made you be a Burilan, Mother?
did n't you stay at homc,” askcd Roger.

* Don't ask me, my boy,” she said, touching
the shining face with a kiss. “ Remember that
heaven is a much fincr place than England.”

* Do thcy havc any Christmns-boughs thei-e,
Mother?”

“ Something better than boughs, my boy !”

“ Mother, | 'd like it, if God would let me, to
go to lieaven around by the uay of dcar England,
50 that I could see a Christmas-bough just for once
before I dic.”

At that moment the door was tlirust in, and the

W hy
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boys, Robert and Rupert, dad in snow, entered
the room. The mother, dropping Roger’s mite of

a hand, sprimg to meet thcm with untold gladness
in hereyes, that still looked beyond them in scardi
of something more.

“ Lucy’s all right, Mothcr!” criccl Robovt. “ Ifit
had n’t bccn for Mr. Hawley, though, and Richard
Cooper, and thc rest, we 'd havc had a night of it
in the okl ccdar-trec. We could n’cget a bit far-
ther with ihc mcal and Lucy ; so we scooped out
the SHOW in the big hollow, put Lucy in first, whcn
we had made suro therewas n’t a fox or any thing
inside; crawleclin ourselves, with abig stick apiece
to kccp off cnemies, and were getting very hungry
and sleepy, when a light fiashed in our eyes.”

“ But whcre is Lucy ?” interruptcd Mrs. Olcott.

“ Oh, they are bringing her! And Mothcr, Mr.
Hawley has been scolding us half thc way home
for going to mili on such a day. And we nevcr
told him that we had n’t mcal enough in thc housc
to last till to-morrow. W e took it brave.”

“ That's right, my good boys; but how did they
find you ?” Mrs. Olcott demandecl.

“ They did n't; we found them,” cried Rupert.
“ They had a lantern, and we saw it: and then wc
made a dash after thc light, and brought them
back to the holiow. When they drew Lucy out,
she was fast asleep, and as warm as toast, 'cause
Robert gave her his jacket, and 1 tied ray muffler
on her, too.”

“ And shc ’'s fast asleep this minute, 1 do bc-
lieve ! ” added Robert, as two vigorous young men
entered,— one drasving the sled-load of mcal and
the other bearing Lucy in his arms.

From that night in November little Roger grew
more and more away from the bleak New England
life. It was evident to cvcry one who saw the
lad that he was going to the Shining Shore,— al-
though thc little Puritan boy had nevcr heard
much of its being a shining shore,— and I think
that was the reason he fell to thinking so much of
the beautiful Christmas-bough. He t.ilkcd of it
when aivake, he dreamcd of it when he slcpt; and
he told his drcams and said, with tears on his
checks, how sorry he was to awake and find that
he had n’'t secn it after all — and, oh, he w.-inted
to so much!

The time of Christmas in that far, far-away year
drew near, and in all thc land there was not a
Christmas-bcll, a Christmas-tree, Aor even a
Christmas-gift.

Beautiful Mrs. Olcott fclt that hcr littlc Roger
was gctting vcry near to the hcavenly land. A
physician from Boston had come down, and told
her that thc lad must dic. This bright little
mothcr wished, oh, so much 1 to make her child
happy, and his littlc heart was set on seeing a

CIIRISTMAS-TREE IN

NEW ENGLAND. (1]

Christmas-bough before he dicd. Shc coulcl ro
withstand his wishes, and she said to herself, “i
lam punished for it aslong as I live, Roger gd
sec a Christmas-bough.” So shc took her boj!,!
Robert and Rupert, and little Lucy, outside ilJ
house one day, just a wcek before Christmas, ajij
told thcm what she was going to do.

“ O Mother! "cxclaimcd Robert, thc eldestson,

They ’'ll persecute you to death ; they 'liclrivcas
into the wilderncss; wc shall lose our home anj]
everything 1”

“ Remembecr, boys, your mother has beeninul
the wilderncss once, and she isn’t afraid of that
W e shall have thc Christmas-bough ! 1 am goinj |
up to Boston to-morrow, if thc day is fine, and Il
fetch back some nicc little trinkets for poor Rojfr,
May be aship has come in lately; onc is cxpccted.”

On thc morrow, ciad in the scarlct cloak, Mis
Olcott set forth for Boston. She had not beei
thcrc since the day she wcnt up to see the dip
sail, with hcrhusband on it— the ship that neer
liad been hcard from. But that was moro thai
tlirce j'cars before, and it was in going homo fram
Boston that Roger had bccn so hiirt and maimeii
that his little life was spoilcd. I

Great was the astonishmecnt in I'lymouth «ien|
it wiis Icarned that the Widow Olcott had gonc lo
Boston. W hy had she to go to Boston? Shc hed
no folk living there to go to scc; and what bed|
she been buying, they wondered, when shc came
back. Mrs. Hawley went down the hill that sare
day to make inquiry, and found out vcry littlc.

As soon as Mrs. Olcott was well rid of Mn.|
Hawley, she called her boys, and badc them
to thc pine-woods and get the fincst, liandsomKt
young hemlock-trcc that they could find. I

“ Get onc that is straight and tall, with well-1
boughed branchcs on :t, and put it where you co!
draw it under thc wood-shed, aftcr dark,"slitl
added.

The boys wcnt to Pinc Hill, and thcre ther
picked out thc finest young tree on all the
and said, “ Wc will take thisonc.” So, with lheit
batchets they hcwed it down and brought it saicl;
home thc next night when all was dark. And|
room, they dragged tho tree into the kitchcn. il
was too tall, sn they took it out again and cuti
two or three fcct at thc base. Thcn they proppH
it up, and thc curtains being down over the «nl
dows, and blankets licing fastened ovcr thc curtaiiu |
to prevent any onc looking in, and the door bcios
doiibly barred to prevcnt any one coming ia,
all went to bed.

Vcry early the next morning, whilc thc stoa
shonc on the snow-coverccl hills,— the sanie sW |
that shone sixtccn hundred ycars before on thc I



L-licii Christ was born in Belhlehein,— the little
Puritan mother in New England ardse vcry softly.
mB8pwent out and lit the kitchen fire ancw from the
L|,.covercd cmbeis. She fastcned upon the twigs
| f the irce the gifts she had bought in Boston for
[,cr bins mid girl, Then she took as many as
Iwenti 'pieccs of candle and fixed them upon the
Braiickci. After that, she softly called Rupert.
hiolKit, and Lucy, and told them to get up and
Urcss .ind come into the kitchen.
lhniviiighack, she bogan, with a bit efa burn-
[.r-buck, to light the candlcs. Just as the last one
ihvis set aflame, in trooped the three children.

1til

trees on all tlic bilis jightcd np that

“OMother!” hecricd. “ O Lucy ! Is itreally,
really truc, and no dream at all? Yes, | seell
scc! O Mother !it ¢s so beautiful! Were all the
way when
Christwasborn? And, Mother,” he added, clap-
ping his little hands with joy at the thought,
“ why yes, the stars did sing whcn Christ was
born ! They must be glad, then, and keep Christ-
mas, too, in Hcaven. | kuovjthey must, and there
will be good times there.”

“ Yes," said his mother; “ there will be good
times there, Roger.”

“ Then,” said the boy, “ 1 shan't mind going.

e -hit’

TMbV HAU A LLASTNKN ANI) WK SAW IT.

lieforc they had time to say a word, tliey wcrc
[silecnred by thcir mother’s warning.

"l wish to fetch Roger in and wake him up
|bcf(irc il,” she said. “ Keep still until 1 come
back 1"

The little lad, f.ist .asleep, was liftcd iu a bianket
Jand gciilly carricil by liis niolhcr iiilo the bcautiful
jpresciice.

See! Rcgcer, niy boy, scc!” she said, arousing

‘s It is Christmas niorning now! In Eng-
llanil ibey oiily havc Cliristmas-bouglis, but here
lin New England wc have a whole Christnias-trec.”

jbiiii.

now that | 've sccn the Christmas-bough. | —

W/tat is that, Mother? ”

W liat -Mas it that they licard ? The little Olcott
home had nevcr before secmed to tremblc so.
TTicre wcrc taps at the window, tlicve werc knocks
at the door — and it was as yet scarccly the brcak
uf day! Tlicro werc voices also, shouting some-
thing to soincbody.

“ Shall | put out the candlcs, Mother?” whis-
ilercd Robert.

“ What will thcy
I wish wc had n’t it,

do o us for having the tree?

regretted Rupert; while Lucy
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clang to her mothcr’s gown and shriekcd with all
her strength, “ It’s Indians!”

Palé and white and still. ready to mcet her fate,
stood Mrs. Olcott, until, out of the knocking and
the tapping at her door, her heart caught a
sound. It was a voice calling, “ Rachel! Rachel!
Rachel!”

* Unbar the door! ” she cricd back to her boys ;
“1t’s your father calling!” Down carne thcblank-
ets; up went the curtain ; open flew the door, and
in walked Captain Olcott, followed by every man
and woman in Plymouth who had heard at break
of day the glorious news that the expcctcd ship
had arrived at Boston, and with it the long-lost
Captain Olcott. For an instant nothing was
thought of except the joyous wclcoming of the
captain in his own home.

“ What's this? What is it? What docs this
mean? ” was asked again and again, when the first
excitement was past, as the tall young pine stood
aloft, its candles ablaze, its gifts still hanging.

“ It’'s welcome homc to Father! ” said Lucy, her
only thought to screen her mother.

“ No, child, no/"” sternly spokc Mrs. Olcott.
“* Tcll the truthl”

“ It 's— a— Christmas-tree!” faltered poor Lucy.

One and another and another, Pilgrims and
Puritans all, drew near with faces stern and for-
bidding, and gazed and gazed, until one and
another and yet another softened slowly into a
smile as little Roger’s piping voice sung out:

* She made it for me, Mother did. But fou
may have it nosv, and all tlic prctty things that
are on it, too, because you 'vc brought my father
back again; if Mother will let you,” he added.

GOING

Neithcr Pilgrim fior Puritan frosvncd at the gift,
One man, the sterncst there, brokc off a little tsvig
and said :

“ 1 ’ll take it for the sake of the good oid times
athomece.”

Then evcr)' one wanted to take a bit for the same
sweet sake, until the young pine was bereft ofh.ili
its branches. Dut still it stood, like a hero athis
post, candles burning and gifts hanging, until all
but the little household had departcd; and even
then, the last candle svas permittcd to burn iov
and fiickcr out bcfore a gift ssas distvibuted, o
glad were the Olcotts in the prescnce of the ore
great gift of that Christmas morn ; so cagcv were
thcy to be told every bit of the story, the woiider-
ful story, of their father’s long, long voyage ina
poor, little, storm-beaten and disabled ship which,
at last, he had been able to guide safely into port
His return voyage had been made in the vers- ship
that Mrs. Olcott had hopcd would arrive in lime
for her Christmas-tree.

That morning brought to Roger something bel-
ter than Chrismas-trces, better, if such a ihinv
were possible, than the home-coming of the liero-
captain — rcnewed lifc. It may have becn the
glad surprise, the sudden awaking in the bright
prescnce of a real, live Christmas-tree; it may
have been the shock of joy that followcd Ihc
knocking and the shouts at door and window,
the more generous living that carne into the little
house ncar Plymouth. Certain it was, that Roger
began to mend in many ways, to grow sansfied
with blcak New England wind and weather. i1t
to rejoice the heart of all the Olcotts by his glad
presencc with them.

1 GOING !

By a. R. Wells.

TTENTION, good pe
His folks are all tir
Ifa price that'’s at

ople! A baby I 'm sclling,
ed of his crowing and yclling.
all within reason you 'll pay,

You may have the young rascal, and take him away.
The Mounuins have bid every gem in their store;
The Occan has bid every pearl on its floor;

By the Land we are offcrcd ten million ofsheep,—
But we have no intention of selling so cheap!
Compared with his valué our price is not high —
How much for a baby ? what offer? who 11 buy ?



THREE MILES HIGH

IN A BALLOON.

)5y Edward UI'FFY.

LitT me tcll thc readers of Si'. Nicholas what

tn.iv vecall of a trip into thc sky, last siimmer,
Eli bMuril the big Ncw-Yotk jVorlci air-ship.

TIn.ro were four of us.

Alfiod E. Moore, of VVinstcd, Conn., who buiit
itlic billdon, had charge of it during our voyagc i
ifohn ih Doughty, a photographer, also ofW insted,
ftouk vicivs of the earth and the clouds. Prof.

1. Alien Hazen, of the United States Signal Sev

weekslateron the shore ofLake Michigan.
son of this and other disasters, the suggestion of a

rep6rter who went witli him was found dead some

By rea-

long air-voyagc gives rise in the public mind to a
kcen sense of the perils which attend every attempt
to stay in thc sky over night.

It isonly aboutone hundred and four ycars since

balloons were first thought of, or first used to convey
man into the uppcr air.

But | can not here spare

J|m Station at Washington, made records of the space whevein to speak of any air-ship other

Jninisturc and tempcratuie, and other phenomcna
oftho uppcr regions, which havc mostvalué to those
Jrho stiidy that special branch of Science. | was
bne of tlie piirty simply as a repérter. The World

Jb.rlluiin was the fruit of a plan whcreby it was hoped
to att.iin two objccts. One was to cnable thc Gov-
‘Temnient Signal Service to obtain certain facts about
filie uijper currents of air which might be of valué
J o tlic Weather Burean. The other objcct was
lito cxcd thc greatest loalloon voyagc ever made.
m  Priif. Jolin Wise, a world-famcd aeronaut, sailed
pn Ih'iiderson, Jcfferson County, N. Y .— a distance
. in a straight linc of 835 miles. He laid claim to
11050 miles, by reason of the many tiirns taken
Hduring the trip, which took his balloon out of a
jdirect coursc into circles and curves. This voyage
'lis tile Imigest recorded in balloon history.

1 The balloon was in thc air ovcr night— a pcriod
-cfabouttwcntyhours. Prof. Wise triecl more than

J 'oncc, but without siicccss. to equal or excced the

jlWainous trip racntioncd. Finally, a fcw ycars ago,

.he left St. Louis in a balloon on a long trip, for
the last ime. He has never bcen heard from. A

than tliat which is thc topic of this papcr.

Now, let me, if 1 can, givc you an idea of the
shape and great size of thc World balloon.

Fancy, if you picase, a ripe Bartlett peav which
exceeds thc usual size millions of times ; think of
it floating in thc air, stern down, with its top 134
fect high and its biilb 65 feet wide. Or, imagine a
giant plura-pudding rising into the air higherthan
many a church-stecple, and occiipying as great
a space as does a largc city store or a country
liotcl. Then you may have a fair notlon of the
sizo of our great air-ship. Mr. Moore, who built
it, liad made nearly adozcn air-tvips, and was ablc,
from a spccial study of the scicnce of ballooning,
to draw exact plans for thc weight to be borne,
which was, in all, more than two tons.
to excccd Prof. Wisc's record,
neecl

In order
our balloon would
thc air longer than a day and
a night, or nearly thirty hours. Prof. Wise, by
chance, rose into a r.ipid current of air, which took
bis balloon fcathcr-like along at the rate of a milc
a minute. But the usual specd of balloons is
less than thirty miles an hour, except whcn they
happen to be caught in a strong gale.

to stay in



As early as November, 1886, Mr. Moove began
work upon his plans. Fine white muslin, a yard
widc, and in a strip a mile and a quarter long, or
about twenty-two hundred yards, was used to makec
the gas-bag. This cloth alone was half a ton or
more in weight.

Over it, on both sidcs, wcrc spread four coats ol
varnish of a spcdal kind,— in all, about three full
barréis. This varnish was used to fill up the poros
of the cloth, through which the gas would othcr-
wise escape into The big
covered the vast bulb w.is m.ide from a fine quality

the air. net which

of shoe-thread.

TNFLATING THE CAS-BAC OF THE

O f this, four hundred pounds wcrc used.

Next the car was made.

Most balloons havc baskets of willow, whereiii
to carry voyagers and ballast. But ours was a
strong, large car, made of matched pine and water-
tight.
trille more than four feet dcep.
a cushioned scat;
This car was hung from the balloon

It was nine fcet long, six fcet widc, and a
On each sido was
and on the bottom of the car
lay a rug.
by thirty slender cords,— cach about as thick as a
lead pencil. To the eye these were far too sliglit
to be safe ; yet thcy were very strong, and in a test
each cord had held up a greater weight than w'oiiid

evcr again be fixed to it, The net which covered

the gas-dome was fastcncd to a large hickory hoop
which huirg above the car, so near that the voy-
agcrs' hands might grasp it. To this hoop «etc
fixccl the cords which held the car.

Set into the tnp of the balloon was a valve, two
and a half fcet across the ccntcr, The cord from
this hung down the inside of the bag, and tiiroiigh
the open neck into the car, so that our captain
might opon the valve when he wishcd to desccnd.
Another rope, called the rip-cord, was also at ii.u;:;.
This, with a strong pul!, would tcar the g.ivbag
from top to bottom almost in an instant, and would
bring the balioon to the ground in a jiffy. Bul
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this was only as alust resort, to be used when nliout
to come down in water, or in a storm.

Now, let US consider the weight:

As | have said, the strength of the balloon wes
made equal to thrce tons. The gas-bag, aiul its
ropes, and the car,— inshort, the whole air-sliip,—
when ready, madeup a ton in weight of itself. Ii’
four passengers weighcd about 600 pounds; then:
were 200 pounds of provisions, and fully tbrce
giiarters of a ton of papcr and sand ; also camera
and piate cases, and other traps,- -making a total
weight of two and a quarter tons! Now, | hopc
you have a nearly correct idea of the size and
by the

power of the big World balloon, which,



THE START.

« ly, was ncxt to the largcst, if it ivas not actually
llu* largcest, air-ship evcr made. After scveral
(Iclays, wc marle a start from Sporlsman’s I'ark, St.
Loais, at 4:08 P- M., on the lyth of June, 1S87.
Tlu- date first set was the iith of June, bul it was
thought bcst to wait for a strong air-currcnt from
the wesl which might waft us lo the Atlantic coast

or some part of New- England or Cafiada. Prior

lo the lyth, tho wind li.ad bccn from cast to wcest.
or from sonth to nortli. Tlic hitter course would
havc taken us to Lakc Michigan or Lake Supevior.
This would havc rendercd the chance of the snc-
ccss of our trii) very slight; and woiild havc added
Ihcretlu ihc extreme peril of our bcingblown about
at night likc a mere straw over onc of those vast
bodies of water.
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THREE MILES

You may wonder why St. Louis was choscn as
the point from which to make a start. All of the
great long-distancc balloon trips attcmpted in this
country have been begun at that place. And the
reason is that St. Lotiis, besides having an ampie
gas suppiy, stands nearly in the center of our
vast country. Going from that city, the aeronaut
may be sure of plenty of land-room, let the wind
bear him where it may. He may sail for hundreds
of miles, at least, before he comes to any great
sheet of water.

Thcrc is no necd for me to describe to you all
that took place before our flight from St. Louis.
The big balloon lay in Armory Hall in that city
for more than a week, half filled with air, which
was forced in by a liand-piimp. During these
days it was, you may be sure, the chief object of
interest to many mixed crowds of sight-seers. As
the time drcw near for the great trip, the ptiblic
pulse ran high. A little before midnight of June
i6, the balloon, which had been taken to the
Park, tvas made ready for filling- Tlic gas was
iet in ; and for about sixteen hours the neck of the
bag was kept on the supply-pipe.

At about 7 A. M. on the i7th, a stiff breeze
sprang up, which some hours latcr was a source
of serious trouble to those incharge of the balloon.
At 1 P. M., the hour set for sailing, the huge yellow
cloth dome was less than three-quarters full.

It inflated slowly.

In the strong wind, it now and then tore away,
as if about to fly to cloucl-land without its crew.
It was a constant menace to the nervous ladics
present; even men of stout heart did notrepress a
shudder as they thought of the pcvils of a trip
among the clouds, at tho mercy of so ugly and
restive an ogre. Pitch and roli and twist and
sway and tug; this it clid all through the day. To
the nctting is-ere fixed a hundred bags of sand,—
somc of them more than eighty pounds in svcight.
And added thereto wcre hundreds of stout raen ;
yet the gusty wind caught our giant under the
arms, as it were, and despite all the weight he
bore, jerked him off his feet. The bags swung
in the air likc mere tasselsj and the men were
often brought upon tip-toe, as they grimly held
on. At last the gas svas shut off; the car was
hitched on. The car hnd been made ready for its
voyage, and was fairly full of the ballast and the
various othcr things to be taken by the voyagcrs.
I had on board big envelopcs whcrcwith to drop
dispatches from the sky ; also twelve carrier-
pigeons to bear messages to their homes during our
flight above the clouds. | had also put on board
iny winter ovcrcoat; butmy coraradcs had donncd
instead some extra under-flanncls to protect them
from the chill air ofthe upper regions.

BALLOON.

Now, bchold us, ready for the start!

Itis 4 P. M.

Crowds and crowds of pcople are present.

The seats of the large grand-stand fairly groan
under their ovcrweight of eager sight-seers— ail
in gay attirc. Despite the stiff breeze, which is
almost a galc, the sun beams with fervor, and the
incrcury stands at 96° in the shade.

Soon the giant ship rises,— up, up, a foot ai a
time; the sand-bags which held it to the earth
drop away; one here, and one there; in thcir places
hundreds of men stand and strain and tug at the
monster bag which turns and twists above them,
The westwind comes in fitful gustsaround the grand-
stand, and slyly strikes our ship with such vigor that
for an instant it lays over almost to the grass-pl.it,
likc a boat’s sail thrown upon the waves in a fiercc
squall. Then it rights again, and once more
towcrs aloft and erect more than a hundred fcct,
Now Moore directs the work; he ordcrs the vota-
gers aboard the car. The men who hold the guy-
ropes walk in toward the balloon a foot at a time,
and the circle grows smaller. Up, up stretchos
the huge dome ; higher and highcr it ascends, till
at last all hands let go, and every cord is drnwi!
taut.

But wc do not stir.

There is more sand aboard than tlie balloon can
lift. And so Doughty puts out one bag, then two,
then three.

The car begins to quiver.

Out goes the fourth bag; a crowd of men hold
the car, with all their strength, until they get the
word from Moore. They hold the car to the turf,
and drag us by dint of severc labor back into the
center of the park. Hcre, just as Moore is about
to give the word, a seventy-poimd saiid-bag slips
over the edgc of the car; its sharp hook catches
the middle finger of Moorc’s right hand, and Lr>s
it open to the bone, and severs an artcry.

It is an ugly wound.

Biit a doctor quickly binds a wet handkcrchicf
about the ciit finger, and once again Moore, our
captain, bcnds his thoughts to the work at hand.
The last bag is set upon the edge of the car. Over
it goes.

“ Now ! Letgo!”

As Moore shouts this, the men reléase the car.
Likc a huge bird, our ship, 014.28 P. M., rises from
the ground,— so quickly, indeed, that amid the
lumult about us, | do not clearly recall the exact
moment.

As we clear the park fence our shi|> dips before
the strong wind.

There is, for the instant, extreme peril.

Moore shouts, “ Throw out sand! Quick !'”

Hazen and Doughty, each dumps over what he



TIIKEK MILES HIGH IN A BALLOON.
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‘WE S.AIL AWAV T«WAia> TUR niL*fi VAVI' OVFUME.aD

may. Our ship atonce rights itself; the ear spiings
undcr the gas-bag, and the leafy tops of some trees
bnish its sides as wc glide over thcm. We clear
a brick housc by a few feet only, then sail away
toward the blue vault overhead.

The park begins to sink away beneath us.
havc no scnsc of going up — no, not at all,

-MI things else go down, down.

The crowds as they chccr, and swing their hats,
and wave handkerchiefs and parasols — it is thcy
who fall away below us,

We

and fast fade into a mass

of tiny specks of lifc and color, until ere long tbhe
whole city is but a spot upon the widc view of the
earth.

This is my first flight.

Moore has bcen aloft nearly a dozen times,
Doiighty twice, and Hazon once.
to pMn me ;

My head begins
my euvs ring, and my thoughts grow
as thick as in a trip through a boiler-shop or other
noisy place. 1stand and gaze over the edge of
tlie car at the unique picture below, which slowly
changos its fovms and tints. The big smoky city



VIEW ADOVE THE CLOUDS, TAKEN FROM A DAI-LOON AT AN ALTITL'DE OF A LI''TLE MORE THAN A MilLE.

of St. Louis lies thero like a set of toy houses,
with tiny strings for streets, in the shade of
trces that seem mere weeds from whcre we gaze
at them. On all sides is a flat mass of earth and
tree. We are half a milc high, and fast rising.
Slowly the car turns, and thereby tcnds to con-
fuse our sense of place. Now the city lies on our
left,— the great Mississippion ourright. A minute
later, town and stream have shiftcd sides. Now
Doughty, aided by me, runs over thc edge of the
car the long drag-rope, which hangs, hundrcds of
fect below us, not unlikc a straw or thread from a
robin’s nest. Wc approach the great,broad, murky
stream that flows from north to south through our
country into thc Gulfof México. You know of it
as “ The Father of Watcrs.” It is now iii full
view for many miles — its dark, simious surface
dottcd with busy tugs and stcamcrs. Wc soon
come to it; now we move acrossit; now we leavc
it to thc ruar.

A mile and a half high — and still going up.

Hazcn is busy with his records; and Doughty,
with scventy-five photographic platcs on board,
holds his camera in hand, and turns it — first
upon tlio earth, thcn upon thc white clouds that,
likc a mass of snow, lie off to the e.ast. W ith pad
and pciicii in hand | vapidly jot down what | may
about our voyagc, hoping to send my mcssages
by thc pigcons, which under a seat near by rustle
uneasily in thcir cages.

1 glanco up.

Aioorc sit? in his cérner, a mere heap - - his face
a waxy white, his lips bluc. his cj’cs half shul.

W e hastily give him somc brandy and water; this
revives him a little. Ilis wound has made him
faint. Wc get him into my overcoat; for the air
is now quite thin and cool. Our ship, with no
captain to guide it, goes softly on itsway— higher
and higher, the earth seems biggcr and biggcr, as
the circular line it makes with tlie sky grows larger
and larger. With two and a quarter tons’ weight,
still our bird mounts rapidly upwavtl,— now two
miles, now two and a half. W e sail far abovc the
fields of ycllow whcat and dark grcen corn of Illi-
nois. Rivcrs are mere white thrcads ; and lakes
are patches ofsilvcr set into a carpet of many hucs.
The forcst trees are bushes, that look as ifa small
scythe might casily inow thcm down. The thin
air and our rapid iipward flight make my hcad
roar, as if with the sounds of noisy drums; | fcel
dizzy — like onc about to faint away.

Nowwc are 15,000fcct high— ne.avly three miles.

Our ship has not yct come to thc extreme tnp
of her flight. We are far abovc thc clouds. Ovcr
the edges of thc thick «hite vapor we gaze at thc
cartlr, spread out bclow likc a map, with green
and gray, and brown and ycllow spots thercon.
From thc discomforls of ninety-six dcgrces oflicat
in the shade whcn we Icft tho earth, we havc come
to the chilly comfort of thirty-scven - -a drop of
nearly sixty clcgrecs in Icss than an hour. This isa
quick turn — onc that ncver comes to man or beast
below. Yct up here, wherc wc are sailing softly,
thc air is so dry that the coid affects us much less
than would thc same tcmpcratiuc on thc carlh’s
surface.
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Now we are 15,840 feet high.

At last we are more than three miles above the
jrcat hall of dried mud which rolls below, from
west to cast, for days, and years, and ages. Over
hcad the huge pear-shaped bag stands ercct; its
ncck and moutb wide open, through which the
gas escapes into the car, where it assails our nos-
irils with its vile odor.

\ ory soon our ship touches nearly 16,000 fcet,
a point which is said to be above that ever made
by any other balloon this side of Europe.

Then we come to a pause. An instant later
the Isalloon begins to descend at the rate of fifteen
feet per second, which is only onc foot less than
tlic distance a hcavy stone falls the first second.
A few seconds more, and our ship drops so fast
thatthe car seems to fall away from us.

.Mtuore, sick and faint though he is, springs to
his feet.

o ver with ballast, boys ! Quick!”

Uoughty chops his camera and Hazen his In-
struments; cach dumps over the sand as he grabs
it— bag and all, But the sand shoots up instead
ofdown ; it hits the bag above, then settles like a

"TKB SAND SHOOTS IT INSTEAD OE DOWNt THE PAPER ‘ DODGEBS '
FLY INTO THR SKY AUOVE US WITH A SPREO WHICH
&IUKSYS IHnv KAI'lU IS OUR F.MX."

clnud into the car, so that it ncarly stiflcs us. |
throw out papcr “ dodgers” which fly into the sky
above US with a spccd which shows how rapid is
our fall.

Uown, down wc go | \Vo are in extreme peril.

Wec all but tumblc through the air.

| gaze over the car. The earth sccms to fly to-
ward US— up, up it comes; the ficlds and woods

grow large, and hamlets and cities spring into
sighton every hand. At last, after nearly a quarter
ofa ton ofweight is thrown out, our rate of descent
slows a little; a third ofour drag-rope trailsamong
the tall forest trees, and we are distant from the
earth but 400 feet! And now our balloon comes at
last to a pause, andwc are safe! It goes upagain
lazily, a mile high; then desccnds to less than
half a mile, and riscs again above 6000 feet—
falling always as the gas escapes, and rising as a
partof the weight is thrown over the side of the
car. Moore shouts lo a farm-hand at work in a
field with horsc and plow, when wc are half a
mileup;

“ How-far-are-we-from-St.-Louis? ”

The reply faintly rises at last to where «c are ;

“ Twenty-five miles!”

W e now see that our trip must come to an end
beforc dark. We have bcen but an hourupon the
wing. Ourgas has spent its strength, our sand has
almost run out. We daré not, if we may, stay in
the sky at night and run the riskof death among
the giant forest trees. And so while the sun is
yet more than an hour high, Moore casts out
the anchor, or grapnel; with its four sharp prongs
of bright Steel, it truly has an ugly, hungry look.
As we come to a wide strctch of open praivie
land, our ship, left to itself, slyly sinks lower and
lower, and ncarer and nearcr, to the bright green
and ycllow fields, over which we float as gently as
a piece of thistle-down. About this time 1| let fly
tsvo pigeons ssith notes of tissue-papcr tied to their
legs, and also castover abig envelopc with a heavy
buckshot inside lo quicken its fall.

Before long we come so ciése to the earth that
all objects thereon take on their truc shapc. We
perceivc farmers at labor in the fields of golden
svheat; sve catch the hoarse shouts of men, and
the sharp trcblc voiccs of cxcitcd boys who svatch
us now with open moiilh and eagcr eyes. W e are
yet half a mile from earth ; but cach mile we pass
brings US lower down. Nosv sse are down to tsvo
thousand feet; noss' dossn to less than the half of
that- By and hy, the end of the long cable, or
drag-rope, touchcs the ground al intcrvals as sve
gently float along at fiftcen miles an hour. Nosv
it trails a few fcet, then fifty, then a hundred. At
last half of it, like a huge rcptilc, crasvls over
meadosv, and fencc, and field of corn and whcat.
It leavcs behind, to mark its swift coursc, a deep
crease, tsso incites svidc in soil and grain.

Nosv look out!

The sharp anchor catches hold for the first time.
W ith its grccdy prongs it grips the turf, Icls go,
bounds tss-enty fcet in the air, and lands again;
it once more tries its teeth in the frcsh ground.
Again the dirt fiies, and the anchor bounds ahead
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THREE MILES oI IN A BALLOON.

and takes another bite. Moore shouts: *“ Steady,
boys ; hcre’s a stout fence and a stone wall.”

The anchor comes to it and takes hold greedily.
For an instant only does it hold ; it jerks our car
upon its end, so that water-keg, pigcons, food-
cans, and passengers tumble together in one cérner.
But then away come twenty feet of the rail-fence,
and the stones scatter; and wc sail on as before.

Horrors !

A house lies straight in our path ! As we come
to the little story and a half cottage, our anchor
bounds aroimd a cérner, grazcs the pump in the
front yard, then springs at the fancy fence, and
comes away with its teeth full of palings. An
oid man and woman who stand in the front door
stare at us, with terror in their eyes. They see
how ciése they were just now to death and ruin,
had their cozy home been pulled about their ears.

again. At last a German farmer’s wife, as wc sail
past her house, gives the long drag-rope a quick
turn about the trunk of a stout apple-tree in her
dooryard. This fetches us up with a vicious jerk,
and nearly spills us out of the car. Herc, tled
fast to the tree, wc are still two houi-s in comiiig to
the ground, although aided by a crowd of strong
active men.

Moore pulis the \alve-cord.

As the gas escapes, the sides of the bag come
together, and form a big kite, which catches the
stiff breeze; then we sail aloft nearly over the
tree. Down scttlcs the car to within fifty feci of
the corn-ficld under us; then the wind scndi ws
aloft again. Doughty seizes the rip-cord to splli
the bag at the top, so that it may the faster lose
its power to ascend. With surprisc he finds ihai
our balloon is alrcady torn, and rips at the niciesi

" a DOZBS FAIIM*HANDS CTIASF US FfIR THE LAST MILE.*

Our anchor kceps to its work, and though it lets go,
as it snatches this thing and that, it yet lessens the
spced of our air-ship. For more than ten miles we
go on in this way. We are now biit a few himdred
feet high, and our specd has lessened to cight
miles, or less, an hour. A dozcn farm-hands citase
US for the last milc. They sclzc the anchor rope,
are lifted o(T thcir feet, but eagcrly take hold

touch ! This is a clew to the strange and siid-
dcn loss of gas while on our way.

It is about 9:20 P. M- when we again set foot
upon the ground oulsidc our car.

We find the place to be Hoffman, lllinois, fifty-
five miles east of St. Louis.

Next day the balloon is sent back to that city by
rail, and wc plan to start again within a week.
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But the severe injury to Mooro’s finger, and the
iiiaily rcpaii's and changos which it is thought
bcsi to make in thc balloon, lead us to ciclay our
sccond trip until latcr in thc season.

Expccting a long trip, we had taken food and
«,itcr for three da>s. W<c¢ had chicken, comed
bcef, beans, ljiead, crackcrs, hard-tack, sal-
mén, lobsters, picklcs, salt, vincgar, mixed nuts,
orangcs, and bananas. So you scc that we wcrc
nut likcly to siarvc, had we gone, as we thought wc
might, into thc deep wilds of Michigan or Cafiada.
Wc also had hooks and lines for fish, and a keen
ax, lo aid us in thc woods, or whcrcwith to chop
our way out of the wrcck had we ljecn cast away on
onc of the great lakes. And wc had an electric light
for use at night. Our plans had bccn well laid; and
had not Moore bcen hurt, or had not the balloon
bcen torn at thec start. our voyage would perhaps
have bcen more to our liking,

A few final cletails may interest you.

The last and first sound to reach us, while we
wcrc above a mile high, was the sharp shriek of a
locomotivc. | saw one cxprcss train as wc soared
ahove its tiny irack; and it looked like a mere
toy train a fcw inchcs long, which did not
seem to move faster than a snail. Yet wc knew

LAST

that it was on its way with all
thirty miles an hour at least.

During our voyage wc ate and drank just as we
might have done at a picnic.

Truly, we lived “ high.” A kmcheon abovc the
clouds was to me a very novel affair. 1 threw over
thc peel of an orange. Down, straight down, it
shot, a flash of gold in the sun, a hundred feet— a
thousand fcet— a mile. Long before it struck thc
carih, it hacl gonc out of sight. But, before it
disappcared, it camc to a point wherc it secmcd
to still stand in mid-air.

1droppcd a big World envelopc.

It went down at first upon its edge; then
it began lo turn, and now and again the sun’s rays
caught it full upon its broad side. It becamc at
last as small as a postage-stamp, or thc nail of
your tluimb.

I wish 1 had thc spacc to tcll you more.

From my mind’s eye our World balloon trip
will nevcr fade. 1 may truly say that I then saw
more of the earth than 1 am llkely to see until I go
aloft again. Within a fcw hours, more novel
sounds and scencs met my senses with surprisc
and dclight than in years of prosy life upon the
ground.

its usual specd —



By Edith M. Thomas.
i

Oh, the child a poet is!
Poet’s plcasures too are his :
Would he had the art to tcll
W hat he sees and hears so well,—
How the hills so love the sky
In its tender hazc they lie ;
How the sky so loves tlie streams,
Every pool has heavenly dreams.
He can gucss what says the brecze,
Sigbing, singing, through the trccs;
W hat the sunbcam, what the rain,
Or the smokc’s slow-niounting train ;
All the mcaning of the birds,
W hich they will not put in svords ;
And the trce-toad’s mystic Irill
Heard from far at evening still;
And the beckoning ways and looks
Of the flowers in dcwy nooks —
Yes ! and of the dewdvops fine,
In the early morning-shinc !
He has friends where ye have none;
Fellows in a rush or stone ;
Palace-royal in the clouds,
Sunset hargc with sails and shrouds.
Oh, the child a poet is,
Though unskilled in harinonics;
Would he had the art to tcll

W hat he hears and sees so well, .
ViiL



Ere his senses, grown less kecn,

Say they have not heard nov seen.
{Let him not too quickly lose

These rare pleasures, gracious Muse.)

Now the poet is a child,

W hom the years have not beguiled
To forget the magic loro

That is childhood’s cavclcss store.

Oh, the poetis a child!

And he loves the new and wild ;
But the oid to him is new,

And what seems but tame to jou
He with kind delight can see
Laugh in its sweet liberty !

He is foilcd and chcated never,—
Poet’s trntli is truth forever!

Though his song you may not hced,
Tliough his rhyme you will not read,
Song and rhyme truc records hnkl

O fyour morning age of gold.

W hat you saw in that fair time,
Wiild, or lovely, or sublime

In the mountains, groves, or streams,
Clear upon his visién gleams.

W hat you heard ofstrange rcport
Throughout Nature’s fields and court,
Told of man or clreamt of God,

Still he hears spread all abroacl.

If you do not see and hear,

'T is for time-worn eye and ear;
Child and poet shall not sever —
Poet’s truth is tnith forever !

Vtii,. XV.— 10.



THE CHILDREN’'S CHRISTMAS

liY Edmunu

A COLD Dcccinber day,
five years ago, marks the
beginning of thc story 1
am asked to ivrite. It was

-Sunday morning, just two
weeks and a day before
Christmas. The wintry

windwasscudding through

fV\-' thestrectsofPortland,M aine,
whistlingandwhirlingthe snow
before itas itwcnt. A lady sat

in her plcasant room thinking

of the checrless houses of the
poor, of palé women and weak

s mcn and delicate little ones,

¢ i without food, without firc, with-

She thought nf

Christmas and the homes of the rich,
ofstockingsdistending with their loads, of fair faces
rosy withdelight,ofturkcysand plum puddings, and
mistletoe boughs and holly, and lilazing logs and
ringinglaughter, And asshe thoughtofthese happy
things her heart went out in pity to those hungry
little faces and shivcring littlc fraines, to whom

Christmas was but a day ofwantand misery— and
Santa Claus unknown. And thcn a noble impulse
scizedher: “ Oh! they must, they shall know San-

ta Claus 1 Christmas shall be to thcm a day of
gladness 1”7 But itwas more casily said than done.

Alone she coulcl do but littlc. Hundreds of liands
would be needed. In this dilemma a beautiful
thought camc to her; “ The hands of children !
The happy, loving boys and girls of Portland —

they will do it!”

Before thc end of the weck a host of children,
in answer to her written cali, nssembled at the
lady’s house.

~out clothing.

The result of that mcoting, as re-

corclecl in histor}-, was: To form a club which
should last “ forever” ; to cali it “ The Children’s
Christmas Club " ; to have for its motto : “ Freely

ye havc received, frccly give” ; to place the mem-
bership fee at ten cents, so tliat no child should
be prevcnted
“rich”;

lie was not

rcgard to
to permit to join the club
any girl or boy.under eighteen ycars of age who
acceptcd its principies, which wcre: To be ready
at all times with kind words to assist children
less fortanate than
year,

from joining because
to make no distinctions in
sect or nationality;

themselvcs; to make everc-
in Christmas week, a festival of some kind
for them; to save through thc year toys, books.

CLUB OF WASHINGTON CITY,

Aiton.

and games, instead of carelessly destroying tlicni;
to save, and, whenever practicable,
all

put in good
repair out-grown clothing; to beg noiliirig
from any source, but to kccp as thc key-stonc oi
ihe club the word “

tax of ten cents;

give”; to pay cvery yearj
and to make their first fc>tival
in tho City Hall on Thui-sday, Uecembcr 28, 1S82.

Officcrs ivere cliosen and thc day’s scssioii i-arac
to an end. The news spread ovcr ilic tonn, At
the hour and place of ru-assembling three liun-
dred children were 011 hand, cager to be
cnrolled as members of the club. Okl folk, also,
carne along to give encouragcmcnt and aclvice.
The organization was perfected; thc enthusi:istic
children entered upon thcir work; and, truc totlie
programme which they had arranged, whcn Holy
liiiiocents’ Day appearcd, they scrvcd a Chrisima;
dinncr to six hundred little gucsts, and introchiced

all

to Santa Claus six hundred grateful, joyfiil liulc
souls.
About eleven months aftcr this banquet iii ik

City Hall, at Portland. St. Nicholas put funh
its Christmas number for 1883.
tcnts of that number none of you may no»-
remcmber, but one fcaturc you can scarcek fu-
got. It was an open lcttcr to yourselves— n all
the boys and girls in thc world. 1l told in tender,
loving words, the story of the Portland club: and
the wriler of the letter -a lady, ofcoursc — ciostd
with an appeal to St. Nicholas to ask its rc.alcis
if there should not be other Christmas clubs tliat
year? if all the children in every city, cvcry tmvn,
and every village, should not havc onc good din-
ncr, one happy day, cvery year ? And thcn, do>wn
at thc end of the letter, in large capital Icitev-.
appearcd the command of the Master, added by
good St. Nicholas ; “ GO THOU AND DO
LIKEW ISF-.”

And so St. faithful courier tbat it
is, carried that open letter to the girls and boys of
“ North America, South America, Europe, .Asia
Africa, and Australia,” just as it was asked; jwr
did it neglect, in its great conti-
nental trip, thc islands of tlie sea.

Exactly what was done by thc

young folk of New Zealand

when they read that letter

and the injunction of St.

Nicholas, |
not

The entire cmi-

Nicholas,

have
hcard,
and | also await

yet



‘full partieiilars of its effect upon young peoplc in
oihor parts of the two hemisphercs.

But that communication reached the
in the District of Columbia,
about the zjth day of November. Furthermorc, it
was rcad. It was rcad by the young folk to whom
1 .iddrcsscd; it was read by
dic imithcrs and fathcrs to whom it
«eas ivit addrcssed, but who cxcr-
cisedthcriglit, as guardians, ofovcr-
looking the correspondencc of the
:voung folk; and it was read by other
:gtox n-up pcople who claimcd that
privilege .as lovers of good literature
and good deeds. And when that
letter liad been rcad the mothers
and ilic f.ithersand the othcr grown-
iip folk tlius answered for the boys
hind girls; “ The City of Washington
Club this

city of

Washington, on or

‘'shall havc a Christmas
year 1"
The letter was publishcd in full
m one (if the cvening papéis of the
jjcity.aiid the editor, in vigorous linos
of his mvn, arnuscd tlic cominunity
to aeiion. Twe da>s after that
ja c.ill for gcntlemen volunteers ap-
hpcarcd in the same Journal; the
gcntlemen promptly carne forward,
hey united with the ladies who
ere assisiing the young folk, and
isooii ihc “ Childrcn’s Christmas
[Club of Washington” bccame an
institiiiioii and a fact.
The principies and mcthods of
;the i.riginal Christmas Club, as
esc'ibed in St. were
lowh adhcvod to, only minnr clc-
ip.irlurcs, or those demanded by the
siiiiaiioii, being made. Owing to
its huge jlopulation the city was
ivided into four districts; onc,
noivii as District Il1,, embiAced the
centr.il and northern part of Wash-
~iginii, and the othcr districts wcre
Incatcd lo the cast, to the south,
and to the west.  Each district had
\a separate organization of children, with sépa-
nte officers and committecs. In District Il., for
nstancc, the President of the club was Miss Ncliie
Atihur, the daughter of the President of the
United States; and the older folk formed thcm-
pclves mto a Ladics’ Committcc and a Gcentle-
mcn's Committee, and good-naturcdly stood in the
bnckground preparod to help whcen needed, but
lnntto intcrferc. And thus it camc to pass that on
Holy Innocents' Day,in 1883, the Portlandscenc of

Nicholas,

THE FEAST 01'

1882 was reproduccd, and eightcen hundred chil-
dren, galhered in four different scctions of the
Federal City, enjoycd the hospitaliry of their more
pi'‘osperous friends. To the banquet hall of Uis-
trict 1l. carne plants and evergreens from the
W hite House, and from the same oid mansion

1886 WAS HEI.LD AT THE NATIONAI EII'ES AEMOFV

carne the small President of the club cscorting the
big President of the Repiiblic; and to that hall
carne also the Chief Justice of the United States,
and Washington’s whitc-haiicd philanthvopist;
and thithcr carne also tlic Marine Band, and Punch
and Judy, and SantaClaus, and a luimbcr of othcr
important personages anxious to scc five himdred
little pcoplc eat. and to hcar five himdred little
people laugh. And they were not disappoinicd.
For it was a scene of fullness and a day ofJoy.



But the children of Washington, like their com-
radcs of Portland, were resolved that their club
should and so, the foUowing
year, a second festival was made. The inimbcr of
district clubs, by a misfortune to one of thcm, had
bcen reduced to three, but the number of guests
wasundiminishcd. In District Il. 750 were enter-
taincd, and, as bcfore, carne the little and the big
Prcsidcnts, the Chief Justicc and the Philanthro-
pist, and the Marine Band with its big bass drum
and clashing cymbals, and Santa Claus with his
jinglingbells. And the children in the other dis-
tricts did their partofthe noble work, and swellcd
the number of the entertained to nearly two thou-

last “ forever” ;

sand.

As concerns the number of beneficiarles in

REAPV [I'OR

the three districts, the festival of 1885 did not dif-
that of 1884. Presidcnt Abur had,
however, surrcndered the W hite House to another
gentlcman, and had takcn to her home in New
York the little Prcsident of District.l1l. But the
residents of W.ashington would not allow so good
an institution as the Christmas Club to perish, and
the new Administration was only too glad to lend a
hand. So, in the choice of new officers, caiiscd
by the turn in political affairs, Miss Mollie Vilas,
the daughter of tlic of the
United States, was clected Prcsident of the club,
in place of Miss Ncllie Arthur, who was made a
Vicc-President; the sister of the Presidcnt of the
United States became Presidcnt of the Ladies’
Committee, and the Prcsident of the Board of
Commissioners of the Districtof Columbiabecame
Prcsident of the Gentlemcn's Committee. W ith

fer from

Postmastcr-General

the prestige of all these Presidents, the club spread
out its feast of '85; and, in the presence of ;hc
ChiefJustice of the Suprcme Court and of thewjfe
of the Sccretary of State, and of the venerable
philanthropist, and of the Marine Band, and of
all the rest, the guests of that club dciinilishcd
the feast.

W ith the adventof Deccmber, 1886, carne again
the sound of preparations. The club got itself
together, and the mcmbers paid in their feesol
ten cents each. The advisoiy board of ladies and
gentlemen took charge of administrative deiails.
Tbe donations began to pour in— money. cloili-
ing, toys, picture-cavds, and offcvs of omnibuses to
carry guests too small to walk.

The feast given by District Il. was held on the

*IHE FRAV

28th day of Decembecr,
nrmory,

at the National
and began at two o’'clock

Rifles’
in the after-
The club had sent out six hundred cards
of invitation, and thesc had been judiciniisiy (Ib

noon.

tributed among the children of the poor. Long
bcfore the hour, tlie guests began to arrive. Those
who carne armcd with invitations, formed in linc

on the pavcment facing cast; those without cards
formed an opposing linc facing west. Botli lines
rapidly grew in lcngth, and by two o’clock. «hcn
the last 6mnibus dischargcd its numerous frcighl,
the lincs extended an entirc block, two, thrcc, ad
four children dcep. It requircd the cfforts of sow-
cral stalwartlieutcnants and scrgcants ofpélice, ad
ofabout a dozen privates, to prevent those lincs from
blcnding into a great and shapeless mob-

W ithin the clrill-room on the entrence flour, su
long tablcs had been spread, each with a humhe<i
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plates. Turkey, cranberry sauce, applcs, oranges,
graccd cach piate ; and back in the distance stood
the caiercr, with his ice-cream frcezers and stores of
cakc. At the various tables, twenty boys with
jiretiy liadges, and twenty girls with natty caps and
aprons,— all mcmbers of the club,— were stationecl
aswaitcrs; while the ladies and gentlemen stood,
some at tables, others about the room, to render
: gener-il assistaiice.

Everything being ready, the doors wcrc opencd,

and the guests were admitted in single file, a little
girl 0ii crutches Icading. Around and about
ilie givat wide room the long procession passed,
leaving a chilcl at every piate. When every piate
had bcen accommoclated with a child, silence
Ms requested. Every little tongue was slilled,
ever\ lutle licad bent low, and a minister offcrcd
prayer. Then the gentlcman in charge took tlic
fiooi. The guests looked eagerly at their plates
and ifuploringly at the gentlcman. His speech
mvas pr.Lctical and bricf: “ Now, childrcn, cat
lyour Christmas dinncr.”
' The opening shout, the rattle of knives and
liorks, the huiii of children talking betwcen the
I hites, the cxdamations, the laughter, and all the
I other little details which punctuated the scene, the
limngiii,llion must siipply. The dinner lasted
I nearly an hour — an hour of bliss to those within
1the room, and an hour of terrible suspense to
those vlio still stood on the pavement without, a
Iremnant of the “ uniiivitcd” line, and late arri-
lvals, n.iiing for their turn. Of course it carne.

The dinner was only the first and substantial

llpartiuf the excrcises. Above the drill-room was
I'thcarinory hall. Upon the floor hundreds of
I cmpty chairs awaitcd the guesES below; in the
gallcry were gathered the Marine Band and niem-
bers nf the club. The noise of ascending foot-
'sieps rc.ached the leader; he waved his baton,
jand to the majestic air of “ Three Blind Mice,”
the childrcn, replete and bcaining, marched in and
1j down ilie center aislc, and took their scats. The
n spokcsman of the club arése and ciapped his
jhan(K. The children thought he was cheering
hoincihing, so they did the same. Finally, he got
lachance to make his second speech ; “ All that 1
lhave to do is, in the fiame of the Children’s
IChristmas Club of this district, to wish you all a
I'ery happy Christmas !”

The “ first thing on the programme” was the
imagic lantcrn. The lights were turned down, and
[a white disk was shot upon the canvas. Then

carne a magnified spider. It was greeted with an
“ oh !'” that lasted, if | mistake not, a full minute.
Then carne the head of the same spider, as a
second picture; the claw, as a third. Itwasdiffi-
cult for the spectators to understand the vagaries
of the microscopc. They took the word of the
“ magic-lanternman,” as far as possible, but when
he showed them a great, big bird that looked like
acrane, and said that it was a “ flea,” and then an-
other “ chunkier” bird, and called ita “ mosquito,”
and then presentad a large honey-comb, the cells
of which he said were but a few of two thousand
eyes owned by the common house-fly, the specta-
tors broke into'a laugh. It was a scverc tax on
their faith. So the lanterner abandonad science,
and regained their confidence by pictures of rivers
and steamboais, and dogs, and humorous people
and things.

FoUowing the magic lantern, carne “ Oid Joe,”
who got upon the stagc and did some funny act-
ing; and then— 1 forget what the band played
when he entered, for I was watching the door —
in from the Street carne Santa Claus. The distri-
bution of gifts was to follow. | knew that no one
would be forgotten. So, while Miss Mollie Vilas
and her companion, Miss May Huddlestone, and
the assisting ladies and gentlemen, were giving to
cach child an appropriatc present, in addition to a
bag of candy and a picture, 1 went below to view
the field ofcarnage and gather some statistics. The
drill-room was deserted. Seven hundred and six-
teen little mortals had gone to battle with sixty-
four big turkeys, weighing five hundred and fifty
pounds. The mortals wcrc alive and, at that
moment, well and in the hall above. | looked
around to see what they had left. The plates were
there and so were the knives and forks.

“ Docs anvthing else remain?” | asked.

The catercr shook his head, and aiiswered:
“Nothing but the boncs!”

So cnds my sketch — a fragmcent of unfinished,
universal history. For even as | write, thousands
of miles from home, and Christmas,'87, scarcely yci
in sight, | picture to myself the clubs of Portland
and of Washington rc-assembling for their annual
work, and hosts of other busy, emulnus little bodies
organizing in our own and foreign lands, vieing to
outdo the past. Let the national and international
rivalrics of oid folk be what they may — the histor-
i;in of the young shall recount their rivalry only
in good deeds.
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PIMCUSHIOM

By Emma Kail Parrish.

HE sentiment of the above lines, like
a great many others, handed down
to US from thai vencrated school-
ma’'am, Mother Goose, is in the
last degrec sensible, and it has a fine
point, as pins and sentiments ought
to have. It means, inawide sense, “ strike while
the iron is hot,” which is a homely versién of
“ whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with

thy might.”
Did you ever live through a pin famine? 1 did,
once. It was during the war. The head of our

family, kind provider and sympathizer, was “ at
the front,” and ways and means of living were
sometimes prccarious. Pins cost a great deal in
those days— | don’t remerabcr how much. Our
family’s stock of pins was rcduccd to two; those
werc carried by Mother, 'vho lent tlicm to us when
imperatively needed. Naturally, our thoughts
dwclt much upon the subjeci of pins, and we felt
many vague and useless longings for a good sup-
piy. How wcre we to get any ? There was no
money tospare for such luxuries. 1 often wondered,
in those days, how the statcly and gracefully looped
ancients managed without those very useful little
articles, and | decided that they either used thorns
and fish-hooks or glued thcir clothes together.

W hile the famine was at its hcight, my mother
devised a plan. Mother dcclared there must be
thousands of lost pins lying about the streets, if in
our little household wc had made way ivith
upward of five hundred within the year. Acting
upon this idea, she made two little cushions, which
she gathercd daintily upon the tops of two empty
spools, finishing them with a tiny valancc with pink-
ed edges. Mother gave one of these to each of us,
telling us to use oureyes, and scc which of us could
first fill hcr cushion.

It is surprising how many pins you can see
when you have pins in your eye. John Burroughs
iells how to find rare plants, the walking fern,
nests nf shy bircls, and many other hidden things.
He says we must go abroad with these things in
our eye, determincd to find them. My sister

declared that she saw pins in her sleep; that Il
there was one on the Street, a block away, sk
caught its glitter. Straight pins, crooked pirs,
shawl-pins, needles, all were found, in surprisinj
niimbers,— on the stairs at school, on the flooroi
the recitation-room, on the sidewalk, in the vari
and even in our own pin-famished house.

In a few days we had over a hundred pins on
each of our little cushions, and wc might ha<
rolled in pins, if we liad so wished, all of uicm
“ nobodv’s pins ” until we discovered and cnpturei
them.

Don’'t imagine that you 're going to be leioff
snithout a moral. 1 pointed one for myself from
chis episode, a long time ago. It was on this
wise; Sometimes, while washing the dishcs or
sweeping a floor, a thought would strike me, —ihat
event is likely to happcn to people. A great many
persons speak out their thought, and then forga
all about it. But being reticent, and, moreovcr,
having an idea that my thoughts might at sorat
time be ofiiterary valué, | wished to save them.
So, when some fancicd bright idea svould oecurti
me, 1would say, “ Ha! I'll jot that down ; itrill
be uscful somc day.” But alas! | nevcr Jot;ed, of
very rarely, because f was sweeping the ironi
hall, or mixing the dough, or sewing on a button;
and by the time those things were done, and ny
pen was in my hand, my idea was gonc. Some-
times, with hard trying, | could recall it; but more
often it h.id Joined the forces of tlic invisible. This
caused some bitterness of heart, and rcpinings a
cnforced labor, also repeated admonitions to my-
self to be more careful. But Jscldom was more
careful, and it grew to be my opinién that | «as
lctting my not too powerful facultics run to waslc.
Perhaps, like the study of Greek. it was good
mental discipline. Stili, onc can’'t help fcelinf
that to rcmcmbcer Greck is a long way ahead of
mecrsly studying it; and to havc prcscrved those
little “ thinks” would havc pleased me much bet-
ter than only to have thought them.

About that time | read somewhcrc of a " com
monplace book,” and knew at once it was the



A PINCUSHION.

thing ! needed. | procurad a blank book, and
«aited for an idea. The first idea that camc
troiting into the trap of my brain was such a fool-
ish liit'ie one, that it seemed silly to scc it down';
but 1 thought, “ If I don’'t make a beginning,
nhfn ili | begin ?” So | took the little stray and
fastened il into iny book. Well, that little idea
«eas tho hcrd-Icader, so to speak; and so many
ideas anibled along aftcr it, tliat 1 was quite busy
for a little while jotting them down.

Kt;i all of those thoughts, as written then, were
directly liscful in a literaiy way; but thcre is no
doubt that the mere writing of thcm hclped me to
think. If you are going to walk a milc, you can
ncver do it unless you put your foot down and go'!
i1t woLi «ant bodily strength, you must use your
muscks uften and systematically. If you want
mental strength, you must use thc “ musclcs” of
your nind-

When 'vc wcre children, it pleascd us to be told
thal ')C were growing. The mind should grow
everv day of its life.

A eoinmonplace Isook is very like the pin-
I cushii>n my mothcr gave me. Before 1 owned
the ciishion, I saw very fcw pins. After | set

it u>for use, pins appeaved at every cérner. Bc-
'foro my book was opencd, ideas were scarce;
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aftenvard they were abundant. It is true, they
were not great and lofty thoughts; but | do
not lay claim to a great and lofty order of mind,
and they were decent, wholesomc, nourishing
thoughts, and much better than no thoughts at
all. Not that one would wish to put his or her
every thought into a book to be printcd, or into
an essay to be read before a literary club. You
don't make every new drcss or buy cvery new suit
with the intention of having your photograph
taken in it. Your intention with most of them, 1
hope, is to picase yourself, your parents, your
friends, to be neat and comfortable. And you
do not care most of all, I hope, to be great, or
famous; but to grow and improvc and elevate your
mincls till you can appreciate thc thoughts of
the great, improvc and elevate the thoughts of
the little, and cnjoy thc thoughts of the “ middlc-
sized."

Kcen, bright, thoughtful girls and boys who can
say bright, kind and thoughtful things, on any
occasion, and to all classes of pcoplc, and can
appreciate everything good that is said, are most
desirable members of society. They can perpet-
Uate sunshine and music in their own homes, and
can lcnd a ray to brighten and beautify all other
homes into which they cnter.
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lili Ai% Dear Children: My mis-
tress’s fiame is Daisy, too, and
bl | think it must have been her
doli that wrote the letter to you
in st. Nicholas, last March.
She is avery selfish doli, for she
1% never wants Daisy to pet me
1% at all.
|| Cats can’'t help being cats,
‘cause they are born Kittens,
ﬂn’:f* and then grow to be cats. If
I could have been born a doli,
I think | would be a better doli than Lucy. Cats catch mice and rats,
but dolls don’t do anything. Daisy is good to me and | am good to Daisy.
I never scratched her orbit her in my life. Isn’t that a sign of a good cat?
A You can see Lucy is a bad doli. If she was good she would n't say that
M, her mother doesn’t know any better than to like me. 1 don’t believe YOI
dolls talk about you in that way.
My fiame is Tillie. Is n't that a pretty fiame for a cat? | like children
" and 1 like good dolls; but | don’t like Lucy, and you would n't like her
|ii either, if you knew her. | can purr poetry and Lucy can’'t. Herc is
1 some poetry that Daisy made for me.
I'm a little kitten cat. Little children with me play.
Tillie is my Aame; And they love me, too;
Mistress Daisy called me that, This is all 1 have to say,
‘Cause I'm very tame. Good-bye, now, to you.
To the Very Little Folk, Yours purringly.

Care of st. Nicholas. Tillie.



m-HELD IN DONDAGE.”

[tnPIKD 11Y PIIRMIS510N, FROIl A PIOTOCRAHH DY ROUERT FAtTLKXER, 21 BAKER STREET, LONDON, RNOLANII-|

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



«ijN"
|i:1Uji

firs

1N

154 cack-in-the-pulpijt. [thec.

JACK-IN-THK-PULPIT,

Before long, my friends, the very air will be
blithe with “ Merry Christmas!"” brisk young
hemlocks will rustle their way into the siinny
homes of Christendom, and millions of tiny flames
will bud on tlie branches, and all because the best
and holiest of holidays has come. Peace, joy and
gratitude be with you, my happy ones! And may
your hearts be full of kindness, and your hands
busy with good dccds !

Now you shall hear about

SOME FAMOUS CHRISTMAS PIES.

Dcar Jack: t suppose all of your boys and girls have rcad the
ofid diiry, icllinghow once four and twenty blackbirds were bal<ed
a pie, and how, tvhen the pie was opened, the birds began to sing,—
and ihey have wisely considered the blory a very Impossible one,
bm i is notwithout sninc foundation, after alL A common dUh
on Queen KUzabech's inble, at Christmas and other great fcsiivitics,
was, wc are lold, a roonster pie, from which, when opened, there
flew a number of bird» that, tighting in various pnrisof the dining*
room, used to sing sweetly to the guests at table.

Another famous pie made its nppearanee at an eiuertainmeni
given by the Duke of Buckinghatn to Queen Henricita, ihc wifc of
Chaties the First, of England. When the crustwas removed, one
GeofTrcy Hudson, a tiny dwarf dccsacd to rcpreseiu Santa Claus,
stood revealed 10 the nstonished company.

Still another cclebrated Christmas pie was made in 1769, for Sir
Henry Grey. Itwas “ composcd of iwo busheis of flour, twenty
pounds of biittcr, four gee'*c, two turkeys, two rabbits, two wild
<Juck:«, two woinicocks, six snipes, four partridgcs, two neats’ tongucs,
two curlews, seven blackbirds, and seven pigeons.”

This cuUnary marvel, as one may wellcali it, was about nine fcetin
circumference: i weighcd two hundrod pounds, and several strong
mcn wcro rcquircd lo bear it safely lo ihc table. E. M. C.

TO THE KIND-HEARTED.

I AM requested by my birds to say that during
the winter season their favorite brands of crumb
are the bread and cracker varieties.

REALLY, IT IS QUEER.

DON"T you think so, girls? Your jack knows
very little about it, but he thinks it must be quccr

or the little girl would n’t say so; or, at least our
friend Maria I. Hammond would n’'tsay in thcse
verses that the little girl says so.

| HEARD a little girl say, “ Well, really, it is queer.

But making Christmas presents keeps me busy
all the year !

In January | begin, and long beforc I 'm througli

Here comes December, round again, and Clirisi-
mas with it, too !

It was the last of Fcbruary, | remember well,

When | finished Mother’s scarlct shawl in cmzv
stitch and shell;

In Match | made a skate-bag, and Tot’s reins of
macreraé;

In April worked a cushion bright, with here and
there a sprayl

In May, it was, 1 made a plaque of gay and glitler-
ing brass —

1'11 never make another, for it hurt myEyes, alasl

Ir. june | worked a spiasher full of blue wild roses,
which

W as very much admivecd — it tvas done in outlint
stitch.

In july (the heat was frightfull) let me see—
what did | do ?

Oh, | tied a gilt scrap-basketwith bows of pcacock

blue!

*And in August, at Bar Harbor 1 collected pine
enough

To makc two lovely pillows of this whal-d’-yoii-call-
it stuff!

In Septembcr | was painting on a set of desseri
plates:

The first one had a seckel pear — the last a bunch
of dates;

In October thcy wecrc finished, and when Novtin-
ber carne,

I made of daintiest cretonnc a sortof albnm frainel

And in Deccmber, gnickly flew the short and bus;
hours

With making newsboys candy bags, and papcr
bonbon flowers.

So really,” said this little girl, “ I must say. thougli
't is queer,

This making Christmas presents keeps me busy
all the year."”

A LITTLE GIRL'S COMPOSITION.

Should you like to hear a true story, wvitteii by
a little city girl as a composition? The deot
Little School-ma’am sends it to you with her mmni-
pliments.

My Thanksgiving Day Adventure.

I WAS two ycars youngcr two ycars ago tliaii |
am now. This makes me seven years oid when |
had an adventure.

1 went with my father and mother to a nice larin-
housc in the country to spend Thanksgiving. I
had n’'t come yet svhen wc got thcre, for ii «as
two days off. | had great ftin, and i learntd lo
ride a prctty little donkey. He was named Safio.
an<l he was so gentle that he would let yon pal
his ears. Well, the farmcr was a kind man, and



| askcd him if >ewas going to get a turkoy for

Thanksgiving dinner. Hcsaid: “ Now 1Tl tcll you

idiat 1 T! do, little Miss. If you will take Saffo

and ri<lc over the bridge to the barn-yard, and

ifv,ni .Mil count the tiivkcys you scc there, ITI give

vou onc Ol purposc for Thanksgiving, but you
.niiiit cvery turkey there is.”

e,. \lanima said | might try; and Papa put me
onand | started to count all the tiirkeys
ove' viie barn-yard. | knew then how to count
up il . high as a hundred. But when we carne to
the lu'idgc Saffo and | gotsuch a fright! A mon-
siroiis bird, making more noise than he could,
cam.' running tu mcet us, and he stopped right
Ol tiio bridge as mad as he could he, and his tail

and all his feathers stuck out, and he would n’'t
let us pass him at all. He was awfull So we
had to turn back and gallop as fast as we could.
I knew what he was, because his noise sounded
like “ gobblc, gobble, gobble ! "

W ell, the farmer would have laughed at us for
being afraid to cross the bridge to the barn-yard,
so | told him 1 only counted one, and he need n't
mind about having turkey for Thanksgiving. But
he said he would see about it. And what do you
think ? We did have one, all the same, when tho
daycame, and doughnuts and minee pie aftersvavd.

| was sorry for any poor bird to be roasted ; Init
I think that turkeys are a great deal too ficrcc
when thcv ave not cooked.

‘1B WOCLUN't LKT fs I1'ASS LM AT
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HrNNUMONT, St. Gbrmaim, Seinb et Oisb, France.
Dear St. Nickol-~s: I am r Iiiik efrl, ten ycars ofd. I Uve in a
beautiful cdsele near ihe River Seine, 1 have ®petdogcalled Mahdi.
W e sil together under the trees,and | read yournice ningazine quite
alone. I like “ The Brcwjiies ” best.
1hope very, very much yon will print thisletter. And I remain,
your conscaut reader and faithful admirator,
Aclaé Zob CALcnut, or Constastihopve.
P. S.—Mamma says ihis letter is badly wriiceu, but I don’t want
to copy it.

New Losdun, Conn
Dear St. Nicholas: | have ncver written yon before, | hope
you wiU print this. The stories I like bcstare “ Little Lord Founl*
ieroy *and “ The Story of Prince Falryfoot.”” I will not write much
more, for | know some other little boy or girl is iiisi as cager lo hftve
hicorher letter printed. | just wish to say, | mInk your stories are
lovely (which Isvery nfild praise), and | fiopeyou will never stop

them. So, good'bye, Bcssie S-— .

Dear St. Nichouas: A friend gave me, a short time ago, some
Korean slampsforsome lltde boyac borne; and as | know of noone
who is making a coUection, itoccurs to me that amongyour many
little subsoribers thcrc must be a fcw who would be gladof thesc
sum ps: sincc, becauseofiheir rarity, they bring a dollar a siamp at
home. As the Korcan po5l*office extsied buta day,— its projectors
being killed or exiled in the riot of '66,— the stampsare nolonger In
pnni. Ifyou will notconsider it a trouble, picase lef che liiile fellows
know this, *ind bid them send their iames and addressesto me,.ind |
will send ench, one Korean and perhaps u Japancse stamp. They
need not, ofcourse, send a “ stamp for repiy."”

We all, young and oid, enjoy your very dehghtful magazine; and
when my Uttle daughter reaches the letter-writing age, she will send
Jack-iii-ihe*Pulplt a letter about ihis queer country.

Sincerely yours, LouLin ScRANTON.

P.S.—Theboysmayaddress, Mrs.Wm, B. Scranton, Suul, Korea.

Peorfa, 111.
Dear St, Nicholas: I am ten years oid. and five fcct two inchcs
tall- My oider sister, Edie, or mther Edith, lakes St. Nicholas,
and 1 like “Juan and Juanita.” Very many things the writer

speaks aboutin thc losechapier 1 know about, as we Uved six yeai”
in San Antonio, Texa”®, and 1 have seen the oid misslons, San
José and Concepcién, and have lasied tortillas. The hicxicans are
mostly all “ half-breeds.” When they have a “ noriher,” the Me.vican
men go to bed and stay there, and_their wives slay up and cook the
food, and do all the work, When It Is fair weather, the women cook
candy with nuts in it, called pcpetoria, and a son of molasses
candy called and the men go out and sell it. I have
scen the oid Alamo. There Isa man there who says he can show
you the exact place where Davy Crockeli fell.
| have a brother who is rixicen years oid, and six fect tnll.
I am, your interested reader, Amv B

Carlsbad, Bohemia.

Dear St. Nic3olas: Eversince I was six ye.ars ofd (and now f
am more than twelve) | have looked forward with pleasure, cvery
month, to the coming of your dclightful mugazine. W c have been
in Europe fora year and more, and it has always reached me safely,
alihougn we have been traveling about in a great many difTerent
couniries. Just now we are in Carlsb.ad,'and Ina fcw days wc cxp«t
to go to Prague: it is in the palacc there that thc two imperial
coun:><;lor5 wcre thrown out of the window, which was thc immedi*
ale cause of thc ihlriy years' war. I'hcrc area great many cuKous
customs hcrc, which I jsuppose mI~bt be callcd Bohcmian,

Sevcral bands play every inoming at thc dlHcrent springs, from
six o'clock lo cight, and then all the world goes lo drink the waters.
As soon as thc music stop”. the people all dispersein diflercnt dixec*
iions lo the numeroiis cafés for thcir breakfast, and stop on thc
wav to buy thcir bread, which they carry In red paperbags; and it
really looks very odd to see all thc people walking with thesc red
paper bags.

Tlic principal Street here Iscalled the “ Alte Wiese,” and stisHned
with atiractivc shops.

Therc are nineiecn springs in all; the oidesi and hottest of uhkli
is the Sprudel, which is 167 degrees Fahrenheit.

Basketsof flowers are often put in the Sprudel, and left there br
ten ditys; and when they are taken out again, they are changed into
stonc of Avery ugly color.

1am very much mteresied In “ HistorieGirls,” | have been readin?
Carlyle's " History of Frederick the (jreal 7 ; and | ihink Freiturkk s
sUter Wilhelmina would make n very inicrcsting subjeci.

Your devoied reader, S. C. C—

Los Angeles, ( u.

Dear St. Nichotas: Having Just returned from OreenLnd, |
thought I would write 10 you aboutiL | spentthc winier iherw with
my cousin, and liad a very nice time,

The morningju.st before 1 wentaway, ihe snow was far ab<r,c our
door, Whenever | weut out, 1always woresnow-shocs, 1 fcli x-wy
queer when | hrsi put them on. 1could haidly walk. 1 like Itlo
Los Angeles better than in Greenlaiid, bec-nuse i1 is notso coid. Ub
just like a cool summer hcrec in wintcr, with all thc Hoxxers llooiiu
ing, and everything green.

Your loving re.'ider, Helbn S——.

DunLiN, I rblaxd.

Dear St.Nicholas: Wc havc bcen laking you for about four
years, and we like you very much. 1 an) very much iniere'icd In
the paper canoes and Nanluckel sink®. They are rather h.ird"e
make at first, butwe have made them boch. 1 hope you will have
some more.

We like the » Brownies” very much, and wc have great fun wllli
each new number of the magazine, in finding thc (Jninamon and
several others, especially the Irtshman. 1 wiiT be sixlcen yeorsoU
on ihe 2tst of October, and my sisicr Kaihleen wlU be fifteen cm ib<
4th 0/ (Jciober.

We spent last summer in County Wickiow, which u onc of the
preiricsi countles in Ircland. The scenery is beautiful. We bada
Uttle pony and phacton, and wc drove out every day.

W ith best wishes for St, Nickoi-as, yours,

M. AL )

Brussels, Belcii .1

Dear St. Nicholas; | have been :n Brussels only ihrcc diys
buthave seen a great deal, as there is not so much co sec as onv linds
in most European cliies,

Yesterday we went to thc famous ficid of Waterloo. (real
many people go outin four-hor.sc siage-cuaches, but it lakes nlxwt
two hours, 80 we dccidcd lo go Inthc Onin toa small town whcre we
goton a siagc, and rodé lo ine ficld : ihcy havc builta htge unnu-
menc of earth, likc a pyramid (which loo”™ four ycars lo built), witli
the Belgian lion on top), whcre thc T>ukc of Wellington hcldhh
aimy. Thcrc were steps to the top of thcmoniimuni,—two hundrrt
and iwcniy-five; | was ready to drop when 1 rcachced ihe top. e
had a splendid viow of ihe surrotinding country. The giiide p<tnied
out the diffcrcntplaces ofintcrest,— whcre Napoleén held his urmy,
and how he had nearly made W ellington surrcnder wlien those hoih-
ersomc Prussians carne up.

At thc Ifiilc hotel at ihc fooiof the monumentcalled the Miisre,
wc saw thc diffcrent things pickcd «p aftcrthc batile. 1 boughtone
of thc biillcLs thni wcre found: they had swords and cannon-bulh,
and skulls picrtc<l by biillcts, ele.

Wewcre loid ihal whecn Wellington went there some years nfier
the batile, he said he would not come again, for the monumeni bad
spoiled his battie-ficid.

Bntssels Is con.sidcreti a small Paris; but whatl hateare che UillV
ihc carriages tcar down hill and around comeN in (tome) a Imin*
ble way. | would rather liave Rome with Itsseven hillx. As forilic
stores, they can not be compared with Parl«; on a light squeczc yci
could rw lirussels, Waterloo, and all in abouttwodays, bul for meitis
two too many. Papa.says | am a very hard judge, so you must m.iK
allowanccs. Some of thcstreci-cars run by eleciriclty here; itlooks
too funny 10see tlicm going along without horses.

W c carne here from Homburg, where we have spent the monih ol
August. The place iscrowded Inthat month wiih English and Amet*
fcans: flis half an hour In thc train from Franktort-on*ihe*-YM*"»
there are five springs, and bcnvcen half-]>ast six and ninc, before



if,<t cverv morning, you will find the Elizabtth-brunnen and tho
Y.f.iirUunding the »i.nng, crowded with people a band playing,
walhing up and down the longnveiiue of tices, after tik-
1?2 i,.«-irers; il isa pretty sight. English is spoken on cvery side.
m e il mil. Il better ih-m either Wieshaden cr Badén Badén. In the
Vicrnuoii jiie people liock 10 the miisic : jiflerthatlo the tennis, where
? [lie M'ton I have sccn twenty-fivccouns g.iing at once: two days
lir.re 1, .me away, tliey hada toumameiii, and the Prinee of Wales
ove Btic «iniicrs 90id searf-pims. 1 sncT'lg‘HﬂS%‘ﬁ'ﬁiﬁ‘ the Priffce 4t hig
siMer.thePriocesChiisiian. | wasiniroduced lo Mr. lilaine, while |
fiMvihctv; ard often saw it: finp/essofOerman”?
\\c d't *g<ning 10 Kgypi ihU winter, and 1 Will wriic you from
amytk; Gie pyramicls LoviB C—

St. Louis, Mo.

lji 3 <St, NickOLas: We wrote to you once before, but our letier
VI* IIDi prinled, so Mamma said we might try again and perhaps
itwDMi) be this time. We told vou how much we enjoyedall the
nicc-i ries, especially “ Juaii and Juanita.”

we bvth laKe lesions 011 the viu)in, and the other evening we
ph)eii il Uiiciat some privéte ihcalricals given by a friend- At first
ve fe» r.uher frightened, but when it was over, cvcry onc said wc
liad t)juved it very well.

(Kir 10lele gave Mamma a parrot that lalks Frcnch, and whcen-
cverh 'trmgercomesinlu llie room, he always says, ~'Botijour and
ei\n ousfrnngaisV ' .«iuchafunny tone ofvolee ihat he makes
usaU'iiigh. His fiame is Jacquol, and he is awfully pretty, W||h
ireet., vhiteand scarlet feathers, and a fimny top-knot.

M,jiiima sayswe would better ciésenow, as sheisafraid you won t
Bftjit s.ivlia long Iciler. W ih love from your iiitlc friends,

CUAIK.VCK AN» C 1 IKi-ORP.

PeMbiRV, Kknt, England.

X)fAK St. Nicholas: I have taken you for a great many years,
but ii.ive never writien you a letter before.

I 1llsf>choolin New Vork in the winter, for | am an American
cifi Ilake Krench, Latiu, and all Engliah subjects. In ihc summer
f Icarn I-itin and ariihmeiic with my fatlier, and this summer 1
have conimcnced tiruck.

In \>nn ScptemIKir number there is an arrideon “ The Firet Paper
Cnnol. "by H. who saidtliat he (orshe) had neversccn an Ameri-
can cluid who could fiild it all the way through to the end. My bro-
thcesand Tused to make them, but wc always c.alled them “ Chinese
Junk- "so | thought perhaps H, E. would like to know about
it ¢If your stories, I like "Juan and Jii.iniia ” and “ Jenny]s
Ikiiti liag-honse™ the best, although “ Fiddie-John's Family" ts
i*cry iice.  Vours sincercly,

Sheil \ W iAge<l 12.)

\ -When I am siifRciently profident In Greek, | will writeyou
! «in that language.

Patersok, N. J.

1" NSt. Nicholas: As yaii are known by rcpututioii to be a
I'jla *ilJ Saint, interested in tlie p)encure« and occupntions of the
chii h»*! .ili over ihc globe, and, as from yourage | should suppose
y '11 hestiifTcd wiili knnwicdge on cvery subject, I should likc to
ask 1 .n a few cuiesCioiis upon a subject in which I ain deeply inicr-
este i, tiui ivhick nobody scems lo know anything about.

hroihor and 1 ikink wc should like lo try am.MCur photog-
Dphv. but prcfer irying dniyping first, as the process is more
slnipk and casier to understand.

I lii'v rcad the arricies on phuiography in St. Nicholas and
oilivr uiagazines, bul they say nothing about lintyping, and the
caLili~uc of prices Isent fbr did not mcniion such a thing as a tin-
lypc c.uiiera.

N"*w. de.u St. Nicholas,can you enlighten me on the subject?
I <hmild like to know whcrc | can get an apparatus for taking tiu-
typee, hinv much i is Ukely to cost, whethcr the bnths can be
abiaitic ready mixed, and if direciion« for uaking the pictures come
wili ihc camera. Yours respccifully, H-W. Tr—,

The apparatus reqidred for making liniypes, or fcrroiypes, need
Ik little difierent from the apparatus requircd for making dry-plate
pUHMYi|h>* and may be procured through any dealcr in photo-
BraphtE maierials. If“ H. W.T." wishcs lo make ferrorypes by
ihcfld method, common unlil within a few years, he will tequire a
tpecial piate-liolder; but aiiy camera will answer. This process is
ratbcr " iniissy ” ftor an amateur working at home, and the silver
irixTi ihe silver bath Is certain to blacken the fingers in an annoying
mannpT. The pbtc ofjapanncd iron ifor il is not tin, but the Iron
from \ihlch sheet lin Ismade) must be flowcd with collodion, whicli is
vild m hniilcs, ready foruse. Wimn the collodion has set, or drled, to

ccftiin dcgree—which occurs very shortly after flowing—the piate
»tirnn>crscd in a sHverbaih which has been rondcred slightly acid.
fhce.»posure mii*tbe in.adc while Chc piale is wet, yet not too soon
~fter the immersion, After the exoosurc ha” been made, the piate is

dowcd with a dcveloping solution, the raain ingredientoi whichis sul-
phate of iron; when, if the exposure has bccn correctly made, ihc
image will gradually appear. At the moment when lIlie image has
reached a properiicgrceofcleamcss, the developmeut is “checked ™
by placiiig the piale under the waier-tap. The piate is ihen 10 be
"fixed" with cyanide of potassium, after which k may at once be
dried and vanhshed.

Ferrotype plaws are, however, now to be had ready prcpared,
like glass dry-plaies for negatives. This does away with tlie col-
lodionand ihcsilver bath,and rendcrs the hurry, and the ncamcss to
the dark-room unneccssary. The Argeniic Dry Piales may be had
from the Phcenix Piate Company of Worccstcr, M aci., together
with insiructions fordeveloping. 1 hese platoswork quicker than the
“wet” platcs, and are developcdwith a “ pyro ” developer. They
can be uscd in an ordinary plate-holder with a piece of glass of the
same sizc behind them; so that " H. W. T," may bcgin his "lin-

typing™ with any phoiogtaphic camera oulfic.
Alkxakdek K. Brack.
Dukdau:, lrei.and.
D kar St. Nichoias: 1am a little girl twelve years ofd : I have

never written toyou before. | u>*d t< Uve in America, aiid now |
live in Ireiand. Ido notthink itisso nicc as ic is ifr America, but
ihercare pretty mountains here. They are called the Carlingiord
Hills, and are right across Dundalk bay. The lttie housesaro vcry
funny; theyare thaiched, and very smal! and dark. There >a market
every Monday, and the town Iscrowdcd wiih countrypeople. They
come in with their pigs and catlle, and send them away lo Liverpool
in a boat. Failier sends the St. Nicholas every month 10 us, and
we likc it because there is notsuch a nicc book overhere. There are
five of US altogether, and we all look fo*vard to the St. Niuhilas
Corning. Nelly was only ihtcc when she carne overnnd soon she
willt: four. Thereisa placecalleda cromlech near here; itis three
large 5lones standing on the ground abouc ihrce or fouryards apnrt.
and onc iinmeiisc one on the top. 'J'hey say ihcse stones werc placed
ihus by men to mark whcrc the dead wecrc buried, and those n: 1
lived long. long ago, before the Druids. There are other curioi«
things arouiid here,—an olcl grnve-yard wlicre W'illiam Bruce is
t,uried,—fhe ivas Robert Bruce's brother),—and there are also some
oid lowers
Cood-bvc. deai St. Nicholas Your Iutle fnend,
A Stl'art P

Tm.ertown, PIKE Co., Miss.

D rar St. Nicholas: Although I have been a constant and
dcvoted reader of Sr. Nicholas cversince 1 have been a readerof *
anything, I think, 1 have never made so bold as to contribute to the

Letter-box niy “ miic.” Now chat | have done so, | hope u wiH be
regardcd with a bcnignaiit "she hath done what she could,” and
allowed to pass the " dread wastc-baskei.”

5r. Nicholas has been sent 10 our.family by some dear cousins
in lliinui”, ever since il w'aa fir*t published. Il hus descended from
one member ofthc family to the nextyounger untilithas reached me.
I do not think I shall ever ouigrow it.

I think I will be railked among the older children. 1 have just
passcd my sixtcenlh birihday, but I am a " school-ma’am" wlih
three months’ expcrience.

I read the Lciter-box with the deepest interest, espemally those
Ictico, from " far-away lands.” | read books of travel and am yery
fond of them, but | think that it would be inore hkc sccing things
rovhclf10 have them written of to me.

Thanking you many limes for what you have been lo me, and
with my best wishes foryour futuro success, | remain,

Yours devoiedly, Ansie

Fontana Park, Grnrva l.akg, W is.

Dear St. Nicholas: t am very much inicresied in “ Juan and
Tiianita.” We camp here all tlie summer vacaton- We havca very
ilice teni with ibrce ruoms 11 it. Thcrc are many other boys and
jrirls in the camp. We havc very nice times. My uiile brother and
ihe othcr childrcn and | go in baihiiig. | can swim a few sitokes
Wc havc a row-boat, and i go outon the lakc very often. | havea
bahy mud*turile, and it is just as cunning as it can be. He isa littic
iurger than .asilverhalfdollar. He hasa pointed lall, and his hcadis
jellow and black. Hi* has vcry sniall ¢cMcs. | made him a nicc
home in a woodcn pall.—This is a ~cMy beautiful lake, ninc mile.s
long and three and a half mileswijde. T*ficrcare mauy parks around
the lake. There .are .sixtccn private stcamcrs and four public ones.
This used to be a great rcsort for Indiana. Black Hawk uscd 10
have his couiicibliouso hcrc. Some of the ccdar polc is stlll in ihe
grouucl whcete the councii-house stood. There have bccn many In-
dian nrrow-heads pickcd Uli around liere. I think the Indian.i musi
have feltvcry badly to have left ihcir beautiful huuting- grounds

Bessie



X bwfoukdlaxi.
D eaREST OKSaints : | liave laken you for fourycars furaChriNt-
ina%present from nuimma and papa, and | am not willing to give
you up yei, Mamma llioiigUt | was ycuing too ofd for Sr. Nich-
*>LAS, and would cnjoy an oidermagaziiie better; but nothing could
induce melo give you up. 1 Jiko allol yoursiorles, es”eciaUy those
wriiten by Frank Stockton; but “ Historie Boys and (Jirls,” and ihc
anielesthaihavea bitofhistory or imveis in ihem, are my favoritos
A fc'V suinmers ago 1 spent a few weeks at Bamegat, N. J.,
which is famous for its lighthouse. It U indeed wondcrful; and
its light is so large ihaiic can be seen for many miles around. At
the base the wall is four feet tliick, but gradually grows thinneras
you ascend. 1believe there are two huiiured and seventy«four wind-
ing sieps, and when you get lo the top yon are Indeed ready lo sit
down; but ilis stil) harder lo go down- W hile 1wae thcre it was a
very warm day, bula heavy gale carne up and shook the top so that
itswayed, am if wasvery glad to go down. A/tcr visiting the light,
we went outin asmall yacht to see ihc steamer Ouadaloupe, which
had been wrecked tlve previous winter. On the way ourskipper told
US the slory of the wreck, for he helped savc the lives of the people.
Iamfourieen years oid,and papa calis me Biownie fora pet nome.

(I wonderifany of Palmer Cox‘s brownies ever reach that age.)
Y our fascinated readcr, Grace or “ Brownie.”

PICTURES FOR LITTLE GERMAN READERS.

'oif

UUR thanks are iiue lo the yoimg friends named below, fot pkas-
ant leiters whkh we have notspacc to print:

James Fay, Willie L. Tavcr, Lonise Cla\v>uni, Glairc Herrick
Kunice Slivets, Peggy and Kuiv, M. G. H,, Liilu Gulliver, Elhci
Crucker, Kate H. K., Cornelia M. T., Winifred Reed. Fenniinon
U., Jack Wilson, Ella M. Fischer, Daisy V. W ,. Marién Cloiher,
Susfe Inloes, Lucy M. D., -Alma St. C. S., Grace S., i/
L. S.C ,M- A. and M. O. P., Annieand Kaihlccn, Fredenuk \v[
Annie -M., Margarei Uabney, Bessie and Hcitic H., Alsion
Ida, Huida and Rheui, licrtha E. W,, Hatlic Rn«e, Wenefridc and
Rosalie Kelly, Bart Harrbon, Mary L, C., Rose and D ai»), Elsie
Wiison, Marcia Lee, Flos®y 13, Francés D. L., M. U. W., A L. M,
Blanche C., Rene Canillo, Daisy McDowell, Lyda M., Hekiic
M. K,. Helen R, B.. “ Gray Eyes and Blue Eyes/' Uzzie Wilky,
Mamie S- IL. Abba Kellogg, Louise F. H., Sybil B,, Maulu,
Florence L. B,, Josie S., Edna L. Krwin, John waiTcn, Emnia li,
Mac. Douglas, Le6n A. P., Alia V,, Roben L. N., Edlih (*. uti
Ada IL, lvy, Ruth and Hallie H., Lo)o K.. Lily G., A. I,. R,
Ada a. H. Beriha and Elsie, CUlre and Lavinla, Louise R ,Stelh
Wood, R. Marién Cameron, Bercha L. S., Eleanor B. E.. Hulh
Barr, .Annlc Graves, Michael and Frank, Avis M. M., QucunO.,
Delia H., Minnie F., .Alva E. F., Julia C, G., Annetle A. 0,
“The Bookworm/'M. W,, M. A. w., and Julia B. H.
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ANS5WKRS TO I'UZZLF-S IN THE NOVEMBER NUMBER-
NIMPKICAL Kmijgma. ‘Kveryman is Uic archUect »f hU owii OCTAOOKS. 1.1, Sad. 2. Strip. 3. _Slripos. 4 Ariette. 5.
| fonii Diptera. 6. Peirc. 7. Sea. Il. t.iJid, 2. tiomcr. 3. Domi-
MR Krom I to 2, quinteiic; * lo 4. earthling; 3 10 4, liasterx cal. 4. Imicate. 5. i)ccadec- 6. Rates. 7. Les(svn). .
mee i 10 quadnjpk: 5 lo 6, reaigiiard; 6 to 8, dicloilon ; 7 lo 8, Greek Crgss. i, i, Scans. 2.Carol. 3. Arise. 4. Nosic.
,emuan' 510 7, rcaanmatc ; 1tO5, quavcr; 2 to 6, crasod ; 4 to8, < Slcep. Il. I.Press, t. Ravel. 3. Ev'sule. 4. Sedge. 5
Laamoin Ao 7, eiiabie. Slcep. in. 2. Sleep. 2, Larva. 3. Ernes. 4. Evcni. 5. Pasiy-
A tione hath ihc Spring, wiih all ils flowers, IV, 2. Pasiy. 2. Afire. 3. Sircs. ~ Trcat. 5 Yesty, V. i
And gone the Summer's pomp and show, Pasty. 3. Adore. 3. Solar. 4. Train. 5. Ycrns.
\nd Antumn. In hU Icaficss bowecrs, WoPD-SQUARK. 1. Katic. 2, Abhor. 3. Thanc. 4. lonic. 5.
1$ waiting for ihe Winter &snow. Ercct. . )
Autnmu Thonghis, by J. G, W hiilicr. A Cli4ssical Sqgi'ahu. From i to 2, Aigiva: 8104, .Albula; i
Kovn ACRORTics. Third row, Hcanfeh thanks: sixih row, to3, ApuUa; 3to4, Alhena; 1to Atossa;2to3, Auica
Thank'iH'ing Day. Uro”-words: 2. Athleiic. 2. Wreathed. 5. DmiitLS ACKUSTic. Primais, Richard; findis, Blondel, Cross-
Scsndfird 4. Straincd. 5. Attacked. 6, Uiffusea. 7. Prcsages. 8. worda: i, RoB (Roy). 2. IdoL. 3. ComU- 4. HeleN. 5. Al*
Beligiui. 9. Omiives. 10. Catering. 12. Schooncr. xa. Ana- frci). 6. RhymE, 7. DallL. . )
loruc 15, Consider. 24. Inksiand, 15. Ulistaycd. Hotrk-ci.Ass, Ccniral Ictierv, L.illipiitian. Cross-words; 2. Cis-
A l.f ;rn *2215 “ Thricc ishe nnned ihai hath his quarrol  atlanric. 2. Stnbilily. 3, PhylHs, 4, Valid. 5.ibg. 6. P. 7,
just" AVV///i<'T fV T<irt Zi. Act 3, Scene 3. iJun. 8. Miire. 9. lonlanb. 10. Imfiatlon. 22, N atlonaluy.
Kupfcr--
'— Maggie
An TO PtZZLRS IN 1
"I Pititj—" Rufa” and
1 GrauC'. ' i — lidward E. Jungcnch,’
|I1ncan \5nes, 3— Bacnn and
MWDMMBI’ — AL Yachting Trfuir, 5— witr <<
H H.I'. J—IL and M- Uixon, 1 — Ncitic B. McCarter, i — Anastana, Cele«une and Mane Kanc, 4— M. Angela D|IIer 2— Mary M.
Riitnol t—D. D-and M- M , 4 — Ko Nanie, (fardner, 7— Sadie and BearicRhodes, 6 — Annie M. andSusie R. BlIngham, c —*“ Martin
Churri» lit.*' 2— Grace Scovitle. 1— A. and M. Frie% 10— Elsie A. Paichenj l—RudoIph G. Word, 2— M. Flurscheim, i — Paul
|Kec'«. i —Tapa and Mary Farr,3— May W. Elmstie, i — Pcace and Happiness, 20— L. M., 1— Manon Strong, 2— Midge, 1—
oM> | 8 —Shuniway Hen and Chickcns, 13—* The Oaks/’ i — Florence _L, Beeckniuii, 2—* Tommy Traddles,” l.nuige_ F.
I H, f- * I'nro® Graces,” Ncwark, 3=PilP-fkcy " 8-1G Elith Woo6dward, 6 — N. L. Howes, 20— *“Jo and I,” :z - EffieK. Talboys, 8 —
A IXM RLE HIAMOND

LJ""™*'PU'dc is baccd upon onu of ihc Mnlhcr Goosc rliymes.

ficiiircs reprcscnt llie last ivord of il>e six Unes of the vgrse.
»ine ic

The
~AVhnl

AcRo0SS: In IHuUgcenes. 2. To perfonn.
icr of Proaerpina. 4. Consomed. $¢

Downwauu: i, In Diogenes.
An ancienr people of Scoiland.

3. A flame of ihe daugh-
Diogenes.

2. Another iame for Colchis, 3.
4, To knot, 5. In Diogencs.

CliO SS-UO Ri) ENIGMA.
Ingovu-fiojolly ;
In huHch of holly ;
In sprig ofgreen ;
In li<afCrek-an ;
hisnces bright
In iiarkrstnight:
In sidgk so fine ;
iw fignit nine;
In hooiand slioc:
In zchi'a loo.

W hat-om 1?2 Yon siirely will remember
A famous bmilc fonghl in blcak December.

TWO 1)0IRLE A(ROSTIes.

I. Eacu of the cross-words coniains seven leiters. The primais
and findis each namc afcsial rime which occurs in Dccember.

Ckoss-'VOHDs: r, A nienn, despicablc pcrsecm. 2, A character
ir>Shakspere’s play of “ Hamlet." 3. A nisiorian. 4. To infuse
inio. 5. The riifc of the chief magistraie oi Mecca. 6. A fine
smooth stuffofsilk, 7. A pIniit now itseclin ihe niamifaciure ofsap-
sago cheese. 8, Agony. 9. To shm out. 10. One who iietticx. 12.
Twists, 12. Covcicdi 13, An invocalion of bleasings. 24, A
dramaiic poeni having a fatal issiie.

Il, Each of ihe cross-words coniains ten
flame articles )>leasant lo give or to tccoivc;
aiH song to listen lo.

Ckoss-woRus: ). Pcriaining to the cabala, 2. The piciure-ivrit-
ing nf the anclent Egypiian pnesis. 3. A oombat. 4. A flame
given lo persons in the early ehurcb who had received baptism. 5,

lelters. T)ie primais
ihe finalfi iame a picas*

W hippings, 6. Equivalenl in valiic or significailon. 7. A narra*
lion of mera fnble. 8. A ciiy in F.gypt, 9. InscnsiblUly. 10. Geo*
logical. Il. A class of plants. 22, Onc who consiniclfi or makes.

13, \ placo in BiiHvia. 24, Tcrtaining tt>a semph. F, s, r.



PUZZLE.

T he nambere on ball number i rep*
rc”ent certain leliers which form a boy’s
fiame: number a, lo use wiih effori: num-
bér 3, one glven in pledge as sccuriiy for
ihe performance ofceriain conditions: num-
ber 4, a rebtive ; luimber 5, ihe circum-
ference ofanything; number 6, 0bsequlous;
number 7,inierlaced; number 8,an exploir:
number p,a morsel: number 10,10 wandct.

The answer, conslstingof fifty-onc Icitcrs,
f«what the RabbiJechiel saysallshould do.

clesos no cth ceens
Dan hwia prapca het mothsn nogc stap ?
Siaginerfn fomet wichh conc hcav bene |
Dcsucingcc lowlys, lied oto fai» 1
Thire miénuts, sbour.dan sayd pnrcap
Livewess ni hatt iiialls nop, .r ryeit.

WOUD-SQCARE.

3, Efficacious.

2. Apart, 3. To lam-
pooo. 4. Imag'"""y* 5° Ra™*h'e®*
G. A. 5.

MYTIIOI.OUICAL HOIirR-GLASS.

T he central Icttcr», reading downward,
spell the ilame of thu rider of Pegasua.
Periaining to a very
2. The broificr of Menc*

Crosn-words: i,

northerii regién.

ialLS. 3- The most celcbraied ol Crecian
painters. 4. One of thc Harpies, 5 A
fiame for Colchis. 6. In Harpy. 7. A per-

soniftcailon of night, 8, The father of
Anchises. 9. The husband of Nlobe. 10,
Pertainihg lo aii Amazon. xx. A fiame for
Polydorus. “littus <jne.”

NOVEL RHOMBOID.

Across : J, Depressed with fear.
ctiy in Mas~chusetis. 3. A masculinc
flame. 4. A cliy jn lialy. 5. A fruit.

Do'vnxvaka: X In accent. 2. A bone

2. A

THH DE VINNE PRESS,

3. To stuff
ure of Icngth,
9. In accent.

4. A Scriptural ilame. 5. Anevilspint. 6.
7- A bank to confine water. 8. A ncgaiivc

Upwarp: 3. 1In accent, a, In thismanner, 3'/\A bird. \ M.
cuUnc. 5. Existcd. 6. A Scriptural namc. 7 T raged,l i. v
ward. 9. In accent. OKIl, L BE

criik.

From xto a, a Prcsiclent of thc United States; from 2 4. leat-

ing; from i 10 3,2 Roméan empcror whose real uame was B«i« ianin,
from 3 to 4, afhrming po.ciiifvciy; from 5 to 6, the act of pan line @
drawing the Ukenessof: from 6 lo 8, gcnerously ; from 5 tu 7. fjibcf.
hnod: from 7 to 8, what Shaksperc tells us Kmg Riclvrd 1,
wished 10 cali back: from xto 3, lo move sbw ly; from 2 tuc. os>

ica!; fiom 3to 7, 10 ciuiei: from 4 lo 8, famc.
W. H. STEVENSOK,

«TWI puzzle.

From i to s, to clisinguish ; from i to 3, iraced; troni j to
knoiled; fcom * 105, loiiged for; fmm 4 to 6, feared; mni =tH
addicted. JO'i" V'EBKVmncle

t'ESTKAIL. ACIIOSTIC.
Each of the words doscribcd coiitaiiis [he same number of

hen these ate rightiy guessed aml plxtc
onebelow another, in che order here
the central row nf leitcrs will '‘pdl
narae of a party which cook place 0" i«
i6lh of a cenajn I>ecembcr, 10 ahid"’
reader of St. Niciioias was iiivind.

1. A woodcn shoe wnm hy |AaaW
2 A declivity. 3. A wild anntii'l. ),

preity fabric. 5. A cnlor. 6. A naim
ilistrntnent. 7. Mensuro. 8. A

side cnvcring. 9. To invenl.
itiature. 11. A serfes of things liiikenir
geiher. 12. P.ale- 13. Complcie. u-
Magaificent. " Dou ¢ seS'

PRINTERS, NEW YORK.
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