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(The hint of this bailad is found in Arndt's marciun, Berlin,
:8i6. My young readcre, whife smiling ai the absurd superstitiuD,
wiU do well to remember ihat bad companionship and evil habils,
dcsirca, and passlons are more to be dreaded now than thc Elves and
Trolls who friglilcncd the children of pasiages,]

The ploasaiit islc* of Rigen looks the Baltic water o’er,
Tu tlic .silver-saiuled heaehes of the Pomeraniau sliore;

Ainl ill the town of limnliiii a little boy and maid
Pliieked the iiieadow-flowers together and in the sea-snrf played.

Alike were they in beauty if notin their degree:
lie was the Ainptinaii’s* first-born. the miller’s child wa.s she.

Now of oid the isle of Riigen was full of Dwarfs and Trous,
The bi'own-faced little Eartli-iiien, the people witliout souls;

And, for every man and woiuaii in Rigen’s islaiul found
Waiking in air and sunshine, a Tvoll was under-gromid.

It cliaiieed the little niuideu, one nioruiiig. sti‘olled away
Anioiig the liauiited Niiie ITills, where the elves and goblins play.

That day, in barley-lields bcloiv, tlic liarvesters had known
Of evil voices in tlie air, and lieard the small liorns hlowii.

*A dorman locnl oRicLil, or buililT.
[Copyright, tSfiy, by TiiB Century Co. AU rights reservcd,]
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She carne uot back; the search for lier in field ad
wood was vain:
They cried her east, they cried her west, biit dlif
carne uot agaiu.

“She’s dowl among the Browii Dwarfs,” said tlic
dreani-wives wise and old.
And prayers were made, and masses said, and Raminiis
church bell tolled.

Five years her father mourned her; and then -Tohn Di'itricli
said:
“1 will Aud my little playmate, be slu; alive or tifiul”

He watched among the Kine Ilills, he heavd tlic
Brown Dwarfs siug,
And saw them dance by moonlightniernly in ariuE

And when their gay-robed leader tossed op lic

cap of red,
Yonng Deitrich caught it as it fell —and 11lmul

it on his head.

Tho Troll carne e.roucbing at his feet andivgit
for lack of it.
“ Oh, give me back my magic cap, for yonr great licad

uuifit!”

“Nay,” Deitrich said; “the Dwarf who throws his cliarmel H j
cap away,
Must serve its fiuder at his will, and for his folly ].ay.

You stole my pretty Lisbetli, and hid her in the eavtli;
And you shall ope the door of glass and let me lead lier |
forth.”

“She will not come; she 's one of ns; she 's mine!” the Brown Dwarf said;
“The day is set, the cake is haked, to-moiTow we shall wed.”

*The fell fieiid fetch thee!” Deitrich cried, “and keep thy foul tongne stiU.
Qiiiek! open, to thy evil world, the glass door of the hill!”

The Dwarf obeyed; and youth and Troll down the long stair-way passed,
And saw in dim and snnless light a country strange and vast.

Weird, rich, and wondci-ful, he saw the elfiii umler-land,—
Its palaces of precious stones, its streets of golden sand.

He carne unto a haiiquet-hall with tables richly spread,
Where a young raaideii served to him the red wine and the bread.

How fair shc seemed among the Trolls so ugly and s<d wild!
Yet palé and very sorrowfui, like one who never smiled!



Ha' iow, sweet voice, her gold-brown
liair, her tender blue eyes seemed

Liki- something he had seen elsewhere
I soiiiething he had dreained.

Hi'looked; he ciasped her in his arms; '

he knew the long-lost one; k*’
O Jjisbetli! Sec thy playmate — 1 ara the

Amptinan’s son!”

sh- leaned her fair head on his breast, and
through her sobs she spoke:
»QOl', uike me from this evil place, aud from

PRV [ WA

rhe elfin folk ! n

All i let me tread thc grass-green fields and ~
siiiell the fiowers again,

A::d feel the softwind on my eheek and hear (it
the dropping ruin! '

= Aud oii, to hear the singing bird, the rustling 1T eif

(If the tree,

The lowing cows, the bleat of sbeep. the voices of
[me S(a :

mAii'l oli, upon my fathers knee to sit beside the door,
Aud lieartlie bell of vespcrs ring in Rambin chureh onee inore!”

Ih- kissod her check, he kissed her lips;
gi'oaiied to see,
Aud tore his tangled hair and ground his long teeth angrily.

the Brown Dwarf
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But Deitrich said: “For five long yeai-s this tender Christian maid
lias served you in your evil woiid and well must she be paid!

“ Haste!—liitlier bring rae precious gems, the rieliest iii your store;
Then when we pass thc gate of glass, you 'll take your cap once more.”

Xo choice was left the baffied Troll, and, innrmuriiig, he obeyed,
And iilled the poekets of the youth and apron of the maid.

They left the droadful nnder-laud and passed the gate of glass;
They felt the sunshiiie's warm caress, they trod the soft, green grass.

And when, beneatli, they saw the Dwarf stretch np to them his brown
And crooked claw-like fingers, they tossed his red eap down.

Oh, never shone so bright a sun, was never sky so blue,
As luuul in haud they homeward walked the pleasant meadows through!

And never sang the birds so sweet in Kambin’s woods before.
And never washed the waves so soft along the Baltic shore;

And when bencath liis door-yard trees the father met his child,
The bells rung out their merriest peal, tlie fcjlks with joy ran wild.

And soon from Kambin’s holy church the twain carne forth as one,
The Araptman kissed a daugliter, the miller blest a son.

John Deitricli’'s fame went far and wide, and nursi; and maid crooiiod o’er
Their eradle song: “ Sleep on, sleep well the TroUs shall come no more!”
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Part II.

That very afternoon Sara had an opportunity
of proving to herself whcthcr she was really a
princess or nol. It was a dreadful aftcrnoon.
For several days it had rained continuously, the
streets wcrc chilly and sloppy; thcrc was mud
everywhcrc — sticky London mud— and over
everything a pall of fog and drizzle. Of course
there wcre several long and tiresomc errands to be
done,— there always wcre on days like this,— and
Sara was sent out again and again, until her
shabby clothes wcre damp through. The absurd
oid feathers on her forlorn hat \s'ere more clrag-
glcd and alssurd than cver, and her down-troddcn
slioes were so wet they could not hold any more
water. Added to this, she had bccn dcprived of
her dinner, because Miss Minchin wishecl to pim-
ish her. She was very hungry. She was so coid
and hungry and tired that her littie face hacl

rivri'G '?¥-é'-'
« ’(;r LN

ml onchin

a pinchcd look, and now and then some kind.
heartcd person passing her in the crowdcd strcci
glanccd at her with sympathy. But she clid mt
know that. She hurried on, trying to comfoi t her-
self in that queer way of hers by pretendiiig ad
“ supposing,”— but really this time it was hnrder
than she had evcr found it, and once or twi-c she
thought it almost made her more coid andhiingry
instead of less so. But she pcrscvered obstiiiately-
“ Suppose | had dry clothes on,” she thnught
“ Suppose | had good shoes and a long thid;
coat and merino stockings and a whole umbrelb
And suppose — suppose, just when 1 was nenr f
bakcr’'s where thcy sold hot buns, I should fid
sixpciice — which bclonged to nobody. Siii'posC'
if 1 did, | sbould go into thc shop and buy sb ni
thc hottest buns and should eat them all withoui

stopping.”
Some vcry odd things happen in this «o™
sometimes. It certainly was an odd thing which



happci‘c<Ito Sara. She had to cross the Street just
as she «as saying this to hersclf-the mud was
drcadful — she almost had to wade. She picked
hcr way as carefully as she could, but she could
not save hersclfmuch ; only, in picking her way she
had to look down at her feet and thc mud, and in
looking down— just as she reached the pavement
— she sa«’ somcthing shin-
ing in thc gtitter. A piece
oAil'cr— a tiny piece trod-
den upon by many feet, but
siill V/Ith spirit enough k ft to
shine a little. Not quite a
sixpcnce, but the next thing
tu it--a four-penny piecc |
In mie second it was in her
coid, little, redandbluchand.

“Dh! ” she gasped. “ It
istnie 1”

And then, if you will bc-
lieie inc, she looked straight
befiiiv hor at the shop dircct-
ly facing her. And it
a baker’s, and a chcerfu!,
stoui, motherly ‘'voman, with
i-osy eheeks, was just put-
ting into thc ivindo'e a tray
iifdelicioushotbuns,— large,
plunm, shinybuns, with cur-
ran'.- in thcm.

I- .ilmost made Sara feel
faini I'or a few seconds — the
shii'k and the sight of the
buns nnd the delightful odors
of «nrm bread floating up
ihrongh the baker’s ccllar-
wintlow,

Slie knew that she need
not licsitatc tu use the little
pitee of moncy. It had evi-
(knilybeenlyingin the mud
for some time, and its owncr
«as completely lost in the
sireams of passing people
whi) crowded and jostled

cach other all through the
diiy.

was

liut 1°ll go and ask thc
bakcr's woman if she has lost
apiccc of money,” she said
to hersclf, rather faintly.

"EAT IT.," SAID SABA.

Bo she crosscd the pavement and put her wet
foot on thc step of the shop ; and as she did so she
sa« somcthing which made hcr stop.

It was a little figure more forlorn than hcr own
— a little figure which was not much more than a

bundlc of rags, from which small, bare, red and

muddy feet peeped out— only because thc rags
with which the wearer was trying to cover them
were not long enough. Above the rags appeared
a shock head of tangled hair and a dirty face, with
big, hollow, hungry eyes.

Sara knew they were hungry eyes thc moment
she saw them, and she felt a sudden sympathy.

‘“AND VOU WH.1. SOT »E SO LUNORY." (SEE NF.XT rAOK.)

“ This,” she said to herself, with a little sigh,
“ isonc of thc Populacc— and she is hungricrthan
I am.”

The child — this “ oneofthcPopulace”— staied
up at Sara, and shuffled herself aside a little, so as

to give hcr more room. She was used to being



made to give room to everybody. Slie knew that
if a policeman chanced to see her, he would tell
her to “ move on."

Sara clutchcd her little four-penny picce, and
hcsitated a few seconds. Then slie spoke to her.

“ Are you liungry?” she asked.

The child shuffled herself and her rags a little
more.

“ Ain’t 1 jist!” slie said, in ahoarsevoicc.
ain't [ '

“ Have n't you had any dinner? " said Sara.

“ No dinner,” more hoarscly still and with more
shuffling, “ fAor yet no bre’fast— fior yet no sup-
per — Aor nothin’.”

‘“Since when ?” asked Sara.

“ Dun’'no’- Nevergotnothin’to-day — nowhere.
I 've axed and axed.”

Just to look at her made Sara more hungry and
faint. But those queer little thoughts were at
work in her brain, and shc was talking to herself
though she was sick at heart.

“1f 1 'm a princcss,” she was saying- “ if 1'm
a pnncess - W hen they were poor and driven
from their thrones — theyalways shared — with the
Populace — if they mct onc poorer and hungrier.
They always shared. Buns are a penny each. If
ii had been sixpence! 1 could have eatcn six. It
won't be enough for either of us— but it will be
better than nothing.”

“ W aita minute,” she said to the beggar-child.
She went into the shop. It was warm and sinellcd
dcliginfully. The woman was just going to put
more hot buns in the window.

'mlf you please,” said Sara, “ have you lost
fourpence — a silvcer fourpence?” And she held
the forlorn little piece of money out lo her.

The woman looked at it and at her — at her in-
tense littic face and draggled, once-fine clothes.

“ Jist

“ Bless lis— no,” she answcrcd. “ Did you
fincl it? ”

“ In the guttcr,” said Sara.

“ Keep it, then,” said the woman. *“ It may

have been there a week, and goodness knows who
lost it. ~ Yon could never fincl out.”

“ | know that,” said Sara, “ but | thought 1'd
ask you.”

“ Not many would,” said the woman, looking
puzzled and intcrestccl and good-natured all at
once. “ Do you want to buy something?” she
added, as she saw Sara glance toward the liuns.

“ Four buns, if you please,” said Sara; “ those
at a penny each.”

The woman went to the window and put some
in a paper bag, Sara noticed that she put in six.

“ 1 said four, if you please,” shc explained.
“ I have only the fourpence.”

“1'U throw in two for make-weigiit,” said the

woman, with her good-naturecl look. “ I daré sy
you can eat them some time. Are n’tyou hungry?”

A misl rose before Sara’s eyes.

“ Yes,” she answerecl. “ | am very hungry, ad
I am much obliged to you for your kindness, and,"
she was going to add, “ there is a child outsidc
who is hungrier thanlara,” Butjust atthatmo-
ment t«'o or three customcrs carne in at once ad
each one seemed in a hurry, so she could onlv
thank the woman again and go out.

The child was still huddled up on the cérnerd
the steps. She looked frightful in her wtt and
dirty rags. She was staring with a stupid look of
suffering straight before her, and Sara saw her
suddenly draw the back of her roughcnod, black
hand across her eyes to rub away the tears ttliidi
seemed to have surpiised her by forcing their way
from under herlicls. She was muttering to herself.

Sara opened the paper bag and took out onc of
the hot buns, which had already warmed her coid
hands a little.

“ See,” she said, putting the biin on the mggcd
lap, “ that is nice and hot. Eat it, and you ll
not be so hungry.”

The child started and stared up at her; llicn
she snatchcd up the bim and began to cr.im i
into her moiith rvith great wolfish hites.

“Oh, my! Oh, my!” Sara heard her sa
hoarsely, in wild delight.
* O/i, my!"

Sara took out three more buns and put them
down.

“ Shc is hungrier than | am,” she s.iid to herself.
“ She ’'s starving.” But her hand trcmblccl when
she put down the fourtii bun. “ I ’'m not start ing,"
she saicl — and she put:down the fifth,

The littic starving London savage was still
snatching and devouring when she turned away.
She was too ravenous to give any thanks, oven if
shc had been taught politeness— which she had
not. She was only a poor little wild animal.

“ Good-byc,” saicl Sara.

W hen shc reached the other sidc of the strcci
she looked back. The child had a bun in boi
hands, and had stopped in the middle of a hite to
watch her. Sara gave her a little nod, and tlic
child, after another starc,— a curious, longing
starc,— jerkcd her shaggy head in response, ad
until Sara was out of sight she did not take a+
other bitc or cven finish tbe one shc had bcguti.

At that moment the baker-woman glanced oui
of her shop-window.

“Well, I never!” she exclaimecd. “ If thai
young 'un has n’t given her buns to a beggar-
child. “ Itwasn’t because she dicl n’t want them,
either — well, well, she looked hungry enough
I 'd give something to know what shc did it for.



Ishe stood behind her window for a few moments
i.md pludered. Then her curiosity goc the better
16 f her. She went to the door and spoke to thc
Ibeggar-ehild.

WIlio gave you those buns ?” she asked her.

The child nodded her head toward Sara’s van-
lishing ligure.

‘What did she say? ” inquircd thc woman.
‘A-sed me if I was 'ungry,” replied thc hoarse
lioicc.

«\What did you say ?”

Said | wasjist!”

“ And then she carne in and gotbuns and carne
loiit and gave them to you, did she ?”

The child nodded.

e How many ?”

“1-tive,”

The woman thought it over. “ Leftjustone for
ilicrsclf,” she said, in alow voice. “ And she could
Ihavc caten tlie whole six — | saw it in her eyes.”

She looked after the liltle, draggled, far-away
ffigurc- and fclt more disturbad in her usually com-
Ifortabie mind than she had felt for many a day.

“ 1 nish she had n’t gone so quick,” she said.

I 'ni blest if she should n’t have had a dozen.”

Then she turned to thc child.

“ Are you hungry, yct?” she asked.

'e1'm allus’ungry,” was thc answer;

‘lain't 50 bad as it was.”

“foine in herc,” said the woman, and she hcld
lopen thc shop-door.

Tic child got up and shuffled in. To be invited
linio ,, .carm place full of bread seemed an iiicred-
[iblo n.ing. She did not know what was going to
|hap|K'i; she did not care, even.

| yourselfwarm,” said the woman, pointing
jtoa l;uin atiny back room. “ And, look here,—
Iwheii you 're hard up for a bit of bread, you can
Iconu i.crc and ask for it. 1'm blest if  won't give
lityoi, Por that young 'un’s sake.”

“ but

Siim found some comfort in her remaining bun.
jit was hot; and it was a great deal better than
Inothing, She brokc off small picces and ate them
islowly lo make it last longer.

‘mBuppose it was a magic bun,” she said, “ and a
Ibiic as much as a whole dinner, | shouid be
jow-cating myscif if 1 went on like this.”

li wns dark when she reachcd thc square in
I"liicli Miss Minchin's Selcct Scrainary was situ-
lated; ilie lamps wcre lighted, and in most of the
m\\indows glcams of light were to be secn. It always
linicrcsicd Sai-a to catch glimpses of the looms

before tlic shuttcrs were closcd. She liked to im-
agine things aloout the people who sat before thc
Ifircs in the houses, or who bent over books at the
fiables. There was, for instance, thc Largc Family

opposite. She called these people the Large Fam -
ily— not because they were large, for indeed most
ofthem were litlle, but because there wcre so many
of them- There wcrc cight children in thc Large
Family, and a stout rosy mother, and a stout rosy
father, and astoutrosygrandmamma, and any num -
ber of servants. The eight children were always
eithcr bcing taken out to walk, or to ride in peram-
bulators, by comfortable nurscs; or thcy wcre going
to drive with their mamma; or they wcrc flying
to the door in the evening to kiss their papa and
dance around him and drag off his overcoat and
look for packagcs in thc pockets of it; or they werc
crowding about thc nuisery Windows and looking
outand pushingeach other and laughing,— in fact,
thcy were always doing somcthing which seemed
cnjoyablc and suited to thc tastes of a large fam-
ily. Sara was quite attachcd to them and had
given them all fiames out of books. She called
them the Montmorencys, when she did not cali
them the Large Family. The fat, fair baby wiilt
the lace cap was Ethelberta Beauchamp Montmoi-
ency ; thc next baby was Violct Cholmondely
Montmorency; the littlé boy who could just stag-
gcr, and who had such round legs, was Sydney
Cecil Vivian Montmorency; and then carne Lilian
Evangelinc, Guy Clarence, Maud Marian, Rosa-
iind Gladys, Verénica Eustacia, and Claude Harold
Héctor.

Next door to the Largc Family lived the Maidcn
Lady, who had a companion, and two parrots, and
a King Challes spaniel; but Sara was not so
very fond of her, because she did nothing in par-
ticular but talk to the parrots and drive out with
thc spaniel. The most intcrcsting person of all
lived next door to Mrs. Minchin herself. Sara
called him the Indian Gentleman. He was an
ckicrly gentleman who ivas said to have lived in
thc East Indios, and to bc immcnsely rich and to
have something the mattcr with his liver,— in fact,
itliad bccn rumoved that he had no lii'crat all, and
was much inconvcnienccd by thc fact. At any vate,
he wasvery ycllow and he did notlook happy; and
when he went out to his carriage, he ivas almost
always wrapped up in shaivls and ovcrcoats, as if
he ivei'C coid. He hacl a native servant who looked
even coldcr than himself, and he had a monkey
ivho looked coldcr than the native servant. Sara
hacl seen thc monkey sitting on a tablc, in the sun,
in thc parlor-window, and he alMa)’s wore such a
mournful cxpression tliat she sympathizcd with him
clceply.

“ 1 daré say,” she uscd sometimes to vemark
to liersclf, “ he is thinking all the time of cocoa-nut
ti-ccs and of swingiiig by his tail under a tropical
sun. He might have hacl a family dcpendent on
him, too, poor thing!”



HE IVAS WAITINC FOR HIS MASTER TO COME OUT TO THE CARRIAGE, AND SARA STORPRO ASO SPOER A PHW WORDS TO inM.

The native scrvant, whom she callcd the Las-
car, looked mournful loo, but he was evidently
very faithful to his master.

“ Perhaps he saved his master’s life in the Sepoy
rcbellion,” she thought. “ They look as if thcy
might have had all sorts of advcntures. | wish 1

could speak to the Lascar. | remember a litik
Hindustani.”

And one day she actually did speak to him,
his start at thc sound of his o«n languagc e
presscd a great deal of surprise and dclight.
was waiting for his master to come out to thc car-
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m;. . c and Sara, who was going on an errand as
stoiiiled and spoke a few words. She had
llsoecial giftfor languages and had remembered
lienough Hindiistani to make herself understood
‘Tivhim  Whcn his master carne out, Che Lascar
L',oke to him quickly, and the Indian Gentleman
rltlirned and looked at her curiously. And after-
Ivard llie Lascar always grected her with salaams
of the most profound description. And occasion-
thrt exchangcd a feiv words. She learned
that 1' was true that the Sahib was very rich —
ithat I;- was ill — and also that he had no wife
fior i-".Idren, and that England (lid not agrce
qwiih me monkey.
*'11. must be as lonely as | am,” thought Sara.
Nelkeile.;Nich does not seem to makc him happy.”
Thi'A-vening, as she passed the Windows, the
jlasc.ir was closing the shutters, and she caught
'a glimpse of the room inside. There was a bright
ilircgUmingin the grate, and the Indian Gentleman
Mwns sitiing before it, in a luxurious chair. The
Iroom was richly furnishcd and looked deliglit-
« fully 'Hiinfortable, but tho Indian Gcntleman sat
liviih his head resting on his hand and looked as
. lonely and unhappy as ever.
1 " lilior man !” said Sara; “ | wonder wliat/ozi
mmre ' -aipposing '?”
' When she went into the house she mct Miss
Minchin in the hall.
'e'Vhcre have you wasted your time?” said
Misi .Minchin. “ You havo been out for hours 1”
1 was so wet and muddy,” Sara answered.
" UV I=hard to walk, because my shoes were so
bad and slippcd about so.”
‘Make no excuses,” said Miss Minchin, “ and
tell i.4 falsehoods.”
S.ivlwent downstairs to the kitchen.
'* Why did n’'t you stay all night?” said the cook.
‘ llere are the things,” said Sara, and laid her
purcli.ncs on the table.
The cook looked over them, grumbling. She
was ii. a very bad temper indecd.
"M.iy | have something to eat?” Sara asked,
rather faintly.
‘““Tca’s over and done with,” was the answer.
Did you expect me to keep it hot for you ?”
Sara was silent a sccond.
¢ | luid no dinner,” she said, and her voice was
tiuite low. Shc made it low, because she was
afraid it would trcmble.
“There 's some bread in the pantry,” said the
cook, “ That's all you ’'ll get at this time of day.”
Sara went and found the bread. It was old and
hard and dry. The cook was in loo bad a humor
lo give her anything to eat with it. She had just
been scolded by Miss Minchin, and it was always
safe and easy to vent her own spite on Sara.

Really it was hard for the child to climh tbc
three long flights of stairs leading to her garret.
Shc often found them long and steep when she
was tired, but to-night it seemed as if she would
never reach the top, Several times a lump rose in
her throat, and she was obliged to stop to rest.

“ 1 can’t pretcnd anything more to-night,” she
said wearily to herself. “ I 'm sure | can’t. |l
eat my bread and drink some water and then go to
slcep,and perhaps a dream will come and pretend
for me. 1 wonder what dreams are.”

Yes, when she rcachcd the top landing there
were tears in her eyes, and she did not feel like a
princcss— only like a tired, hungry, lonely, lonely
child-

“ If my papa had lived,” she said, “ thcy would
not have treated me like this. If my papa had
lived, he would have takcn care of me.”

Then she turned the handle and opened the
garrec-cloor.

Can yon imagine it— can you bclicve it? 1 find
it hard to believc it myself. And Sara found it
imposbible ; for the first fcw moments shc thought
something strange had happened to her eyes— to
her mind — that the dream had come before she
had had time to fall asleep.

“ Oh 1” shc cxclaimed breathlessly. “ Oh ! It
is n't trucl 1 know, I know itisn't true!” And
shc slippecl into the room and closcd the door and
locked it, and stood with her back against it, star-
ing straight before her.

Do you wonder? In the grate, which had been
empty and rusty and coid whcn she left it, but
which now was blackened and polished up quite
rcspcctably, there was a glowing, blazing fire. On
the hob was a little brass kettle, hissing and boil-
ing; sprcad upon the floor was a warm, thick
rug; before the fire was a folding-chair, unfolded
and with cushions on it; by the chair was a small
folding-table, unfolded, covered with a white cloth,
and upon itwere spread small covered dishes, a cup
and saucer, and a tea-pot; on the bcd were ncw,
warm covcrings, a curious wadded silk robe and
some books. The little, colcl,
seemed changed into Fairyland.
warm and glowing.

miserable room
It was actually

“ It is bewitched!” said Sara. *‘ Or / am
bewitchcd. | only ihiuk 1 see it all; but if I can
only keep on thinking it, I don’t care— | don’t
carc,— if I can only keep itup 1”

She was afraid to movc, for fear it would mclt
away. She stood with her back against the door
and looked and looked. But soon she began to
fccl warm, and then she moved forward.

“ A fire that I only tlioughi | saw surely would n’t
feel warm,” she said. *“ It fecls real — real.”

Shc went to it and knelt before it. She



touched the chair, thc table ; she
of one of the dishcs. There was somcthing hot
and savory in it— something dclicious. The tea-
pot had tea in it, ready for thc boiling water from
the little kettle; one piate had toaston it, another,
muffins.

“ It is real,” said Sara. “ The fire is real
enough to warm me. 1 can sit in the chair; the
things are real enough to eat,”

It was like a fairy story come truc — it was
hcavenly. She wcnt to the bed and touched the
blankets and the wrap. They svcrc real too. She
opencd one book, and on the title-page was written
in a strange hand, “ The little girl in the attic.”

Suddenly — was it a strange thing for her to
do ?— Sara put her face down on thc queer foreign-
looking quilted robe and burst into tears.

“ 1 don’'t know who it is,” she said, “ but
somebody cares about me a little — somebody is
my fricnd.”

Somchiw that thought warincd hcr more than
the fire. She had never had a friend since those
happy, luxurious days whcn she had had every-
thing; and those days had scemcd such a long way
off— so far away as to be only like dreams— dui-
ing thcse last years at Miss Minchin’s.

She really cried more at this strange thought of
having a friend — even though an unknown one —
than she had cried over many ofher worst troubles.

But these tears seemed different from the others,
for when she had wiped them away they did not

lifted the cover

seem to leave hcr eyes and her heart hot ad
smarting.

And then imagine, if you can, what thc resto
the evening svas like. The dclicious comfort o
taking off the damp clothes and putting on te
soft, warm, quilted robe before the glowing fire-
of slipping her coid feetinto the luscious little svod.
lined slippers she found near hcrchair. And thin
the hot tea and savory dishcs, thc cushioned chair
and the books !

It was just like Sara, that, once having found
the things real, she should give herself up toihe
cnjoymeiit of them to the very utmost. .She kd
lived such a life of imaginings, and had fouiid her
pleasure so long in improbabilitics, that she wai
quite equal to accepting any wonderful thing ihai
happened. Aftcr she was quite warra and had
eaten her supper and enjoycd hcrsclf for an hnurot
so, it had almost ccasecl to be surprising to her.
that such magical surroundings should be hers,
As to fintiing out who liad done all this, shi' kne»
that it wns out of the question. She did noi kroir
a human soul by whom it could sccm in the lcasi
degree probable that it could have been dore.

“ There is nobody,” she said to herself, “ re
body,” She discussed the matter with Emily.it
is true, but more because it was delightful lo talh
about it than with a vicw to making any ds
coveries.

“ But wc have a friend, Emily,” she said; *“»c
have a friend.”

{To be conehuicd.)

THE AMUSEMENTS

OF ARAB CHILDREN.

By Henry W. jESSUP.

1¢ the little Arabs are heathen, thcy are at least
picturesquc heathen. In their colored clothing.
with their dusky skins, their black eyes, and their
lithe, active bodies, they are very picturcsque. But,
it must be confessed, Uiey appcar bcstat a distancc;
for soap is not so fashionablc among them as
might justly be cxpected from tlic pcople of a
country which manufactures the most cleansing
soap in thc workl. In watching thc children at
play, one soon notices that the girls do not always
have a good time. Arab boys are not trained to
be gentlemanly and courteous to their sisters,
although thcy treat their eldcrs with a delightful

deference and respcct. Little girls in the East art
never welcome. When ababy is born, if ic bea
girl “ the thrcshold moiirns forty days.” i
taking a glimpse at the amuscmcnts of thc \vd)
children, we must be preparcd to find that the;
are chiefly boys’ games, in which the girls seldom
participate.

A little boy in America asked a person wlui Ind
lived in Syria if thc boys there cver playcd bisc-
ball; and on Icaming that thcy did not, he said,
“ Well, thcy can’t have nuicli fun there.” k
is vei7 natural for thc children of any couniiy
to imagine that thc children in other countries



timi'e tIK-mselves in the same ways. And the
number of games that are in reality universal
among children in all countries is really reraark-
able. hof cxample, the Arab children often play
btind-man’s-buff (they cali it gkuininaida) and
bh i«L'ifw or puss-in-thc-corner, and a game like
¢bution, button,who has the button?” (which
they pinv with a pcbble), and owalhoiuah or leap-
fiog, niid or marblcs. Bul there are other
Iqam os of which you probably have never heard —
such as kard niurboot, shooha, joora, iaia-ya-taia,
tialim, and tlie greatest and most exciting of all
their guifies— the national game, it might perhaps
bc called je7eed. I will bi iefly describe these dif-
| ferent games.
I One noticeablc feature of all these games is that
lihey coit nothing. The Arab boy raiely has any
| pockei-inoney, unless he finds it, or gets it as a
| giii; :uid when he has any, he is very ccrtain to
' ttin i'i- lose with it, if he can find any other boy
«lio ale) has some.
liut in thc ordinary games no money is spent.
Every one is so poor,— thc govcrnmcnt is so
|gr.—ispi:—.g, and thc taxcs are so heavy,— that any
boy «In asked for money to buy something to play
«i'h «euld bc likely to “ se/ikue ru/ly” — ‘igi a
: bcating,” as their saying goes, from his fathcr’s
I siick. 1'robably more tlian a qiiartcr of tlte chil-
dren in this bright land have as much money
I spent ni their toys and amusemecnts in one year
aswould fecd and clothc as many Arab children
for lile same length of time. How happy some
I liltle -\rab girl is occasionally made when any of
' thc kind-hearted littie American or English girls
I nut tliere give her an oid dolly for Iter own !
she dierishes and treasures it!
But now for the games.
, ‘tied monkey.” One boy is chosen to bc mon-
key. He is lied by the hand with a long string
‘toapcg driven in the ground. Then thc others
I tic knots in their handkerchicfs, if they have any,
I or use littie whips, and beat him with them, until
he manages to catch one of thc boys, who then
must change places with him and be tied to the
I (leg in turn. In all the games in which one is
hit by the others, the young Arabs are remark-
.thly gciod-tempereclj and fair play — turn and
I lurn about— is the rule. When thc Arab boy
j (loes lose his temper, lie invariabl)' lays hold
lof a stone ; and after cursing his antagonist's
grcat.grcat-grandfathcr, he Icts the missile fly. But
they are not very good throwcrs, and so, as a rule.
liUlc daniagc is done. They are, however, vcry
licvengcful. One Moslcm boy once had a spite
: tigainst a littie American boy in Beirut, and he
I climbed upon thc wall ofthe American boy’s garden
tnd droppcd a largc stone upon his head.

How

Kurd murboot means

Shooha is very similar to kurd murboot, but
instead of bcing lied to a pcg, the boy hangs in
a swing and tries to catch the ovheis without leav-
ing the swing. So he swoops around likc a shooha,
or hawk. Taia-ya-taia and khalim are not very
popular and are littie played. The former is on the
same principie as kurd murboot, thc boy wlio is
“it” hopping on one foot and trying tbus to
catch the rest. Khatim is played with a ring, and
ismerely asortof “ toss-up ” to determine who shall
have the right to pound the others.

“ How brutal!” some readcr exclaims; “ all
their games seem to be based upon hitting and
fighting!”

Not all; joora is a very popular game, and is
played a great deal in the spring about the time
raaibles begin. It is played sometimes with mar-
bles, but more often with apricot-stones. The
Syrian apricots are of two varieties,— the h-jjsy,
or nut almond, ihe stone of which contains a de-
licious kcrnel, and a smaller variety, thc kelayby, or
“ littlc dog” kind, which is very abundant and
cheap, and thc stoncs of which are about the size
of an ordinary marble.

Joora means almost the same as “ hole in the
ground.” A hole about six inches deep and four
inches across is scooped in the earth. Then thc
players stand about four or six feet away, and as
each one’s turn comes, he takes as many stones as
he cares to vcnture and tries to throw them into
the hole at one toss. Hiscompanion, who isnot sup-
posed to knowhoivmany he throws, calis out “ odd ”
or “ even,” and if he calis covrcctly the number of
those that do fall into tlic hole, he wins them ; if
not, he gives the throwcv as many as do go in.

The children who can get thcnut almond stones to
play with are much envied; for after the game, thcy
can cat their winnings or make beautiful whistles
out of them. To do this they wear a hole in one
side by rubbing it swiftly on a stonc, with a littie
water to moistcn it and make it wear off smoothly.

The Arabs play marbles differently from the
American boys. Ofcoursethe anangement of the
marblcs to be shot at can be varied in many wa>s ;
but thc young Arabs shoot the marble in a way
of their own and much more accurately than
American lads. The left hand is laid fiat on thc
ground with the fiiigers closcd together, and thc
marble is placed in thc groovc betwcecn thc middle
fingcr and forcfinger. The forefinger of the right
hand is then prcsscd firmly on thc cnd joint of thc
middle fingcr, and when thc middle fingcr is
suddcnly pushcd asidc, the forcfinger of thc right
hand slips out with more or less forcé and projects
the marble vcry accurately in thc dircction of thc
groovc on the lefthand. Manyofthe boys become
very expert. 1 kneiv one boy who was famous for
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shooting his marble into the air and making its
range so cxact that it would drop on the one he
shot at; and he could do this with remarkable
accuracy. Perhaps marblcs are almost the only
playthings for which Arab children pay money—
and as a rule only a very small capital is needed.
W e come now to the mostinlercsting of the Arab
games— Jcreed, or “ spears.” Although 1have men-
tioned it as perhaps the only national game, it is
not, howevcr, playcd somuchnorsocngrossingly as
base-ball is in this country, It is hard to gather
cnough players to make it intcrcsting, for it is an
imitation of real warfare, and rcquircs numbcrs.
The establishment of a college like that at Beirut
brought together a body ofyoung men, and itwns
not long before the garac was organizad. Certain
studcnts soon carne to be recognized as leadcrs,
and the sport was for a time indulgcd in; but
whether the sudclcn languishing of the game vzas
due to the interfercncc of the faculty of the college
or not, it is certain thatsome influcnce was brought
to bear and the game was, for the time, stoppcd,
I remember, one bright spring day, about forty

young Arabs, sinewy and active, gathered on llit
campus of the Syrian Protestant College in Ihe
bluff, or promontory, of Ras Beirut, which sli-ciciie
westward into the waters of the Mediterr.ineai.
The view eastward from that bluffisvery fine, Md
reaching north and south to the horizon w itc inf
gray ranges of Lebanon, one peak of whicli «at
still covered with snow. The blue-gray M il*
mountains, outlined against the uncloucicd lite
sky, shades down near the base into tlic loveK
gréens and silver of the olive and miilbcn}
orchards which reach for miles over the phin
There, too, was the city,— the Naples of the casi-
ern Mediterranean, rising in a scmicirclc on te
hill from the rocky shore of the bay,— a city of ha'
roofcd and French-tiled houses showing througli
the foliage of the trccs, with here and lhero’
graceful minaret, a church spire, or the niins d
a mediffival castle tower.

That morning, howevcr, wc clid not noiicc ihf
scencry — we would n't have thouglU much of *
any one had pointed itout. Many of us wcrevci!
ncrvoiis. | was one of the younger players
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| ein for their first gamc. | was the only Franjy,
lor American, in that game, and | was under the
IsDecial tuielagc of an enormous Arab — one who
|«ukl tlirow hiswooden spear farther than any other
jlilayej- present; and he was going to show me how

1;:xal.

he general plan ofthe game is as tollows:
Si(les"irechosen by the leaders, and lines marked

loiii abniit a spear’s-throw apart. This distance

lvaries «ith the size and strength of the players,

Ithirty \ards being a fair avcrage. Each player has

ARAD VOCTHS I'LAVING THE

| a blunt wooden spear, about thc shape of a billiard
Icuc, only not so small in proportion at the smallcr
I cncl, Itisshaped in such a way that when balanccd
|Inn thc finger and then grasped, it will not be held
[ at ihc middle, but at a point a little nearer the
llargcr end.  kjerccd player must posscss skill in
li'vo ways; He miist be ablc to huri the spear far
;andtrue, and also to catch a spear, when thrown at
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him, as it goes by.
it really is.

This sounds more difficult than
The player dodges as the spear ap-
proaches, so that it will shoot past his side,— the
right side, if possible,— and then, as it passes him,
he sweeps it in with his hand and brings it down to
the side, reversing it so as to throw it back again,
all in a moment.

Under the big Arab’s instruction, it soon be-
came possible for me both to catch my spear and
occasionally to east it very near the fellow opposed
to me.

CIAME JEREEO. OR SPRARS

The object of tlie gamc is for onc side to drive
thc other side back and to occupy its line. But it
is not so rough a game as this purposc would seem
to imply. Not half so many accidcnts occiiv as in
base-ball, and it is not nearly so rough as foot-ball,
since the object of the game can be attained very
easily and quickly by throwing the spear over thc
hcad of your opponent; for then he has to run back
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and pick up hisspcar,— and that not only weakens
the enemics’ linc, but gis’es them, for thc time, oiie
less spcar-thro«-cr.

For so warlikc a game, angcr isseldom shown by
Arab players. There are always somo hot-headed
follovvs in any country who use gamos as occasions
and covers for wreaking petty spites. Fair play is
the rule; but in one game that day, t«'o mean
fellows combined against a single member of the
opposing line, and of course he could n’t dodge
two spcars at once.

The leader of tiic other sido was a handsome,
well-built fello'v called Muir, or “ Leopard.”" He
was jumping to catch a spear that was going over
his head, to prevent its falling back of the linc,
when another spear hit him full in thc forehcad
and laid him out flat.

This stoppcd the gamo at once. An Arab
could hardly understand the practico of cai-ryang
a disablcd man off thc ficld and putting in a sub-
stitute; and the substituto would probablybesuper-
stitious about taking so unlucky a position.

In jerietiisamanly game. Itbrings all the
musclcs into play, and exerciscs the eye and thc
body in quickness and precision of movement. It
is hardly, hotvever, a game for Americans to jilay.
It is seeu in perfection when played by the Arab
horsemen, as thcy go through the spcar movc-
ments at full gallop on thcir beautiful horses,—
hurling thc long, quivering spears through thc air,
and catching them, in the midst of their evolutions
and whilc riding at top specd.

Of course an article on Arab children’s games
can not have so much iutcrest for girls as for boys,
because of the sad position of giils
homecs.

in Eastern
Their condition is rapidly growing better,
however, and many Moslcm girls nowknow how to
read and write. They go to the Mission schools,
and in their play hours tliey Icarn the games that
are taken from this country. Resides, they have
other gamesof theirown,— asortof “ hop-scotch,”
and a few of similar naturc.

A \vord aljout ball-playing. For thc boys will,
of course, want to know Lf any game of ball is
played liy the Arabs.

You all have scen a Mandarin orange. Wcll,
their ball is of almost that size and shape, and not
n bit hardcr; and thc only game played is hand-
ball. Wc wcre playing once on the college
grounds in Beirut, and thc son of the piesidcnt of
thc college, an American boy, slyly substituted an
American base-ball for thc ordinary “ tahby." But
the tirst player to whom it was thrown took it foi
a stonc, and thcrc was “ sudden troublc.” Expla-
nations werc of iittlc nvail; and if the offender hacl
not been the prcsident’s son, he niight have been
hurt.
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“ Do the Franjy play with stoncs?” thcy asked
in ridiculo.

There is a beautiful shade-tree in the east calltd
\\\azinzalncht. Itis, 1think, thctreeknown
pride of India.” It bears a small berry, about tre
size of a pea. Thcse berrics grow in clusters, ad
when green are vcir hard. The children, bnys ad
girls cogether, use them in a game based on te
samo principie as Jackstraws. A littlc moundti
earth is pilcd up,— in which there are many lay-1
ers of these berries,— the whole bcing ctircfullv
shapcd into a conc with one berry on the top
and fine earth sifted over. The game coiisistsh
removing the berrics, one by one, on theendoill
pin stuck iu a stick, and it is quite difficult; for,as‘
in Jackstraws, if any ljcrry besides thc vi: i)
which you are trying is moved or rolls dotvn, jcu
lose them both, together with your turn.

Probably the main point that impresscs youini
rcading of these games is thcir extreme simpiicii;.
Thcy are not intricate, thcy are absolutelv inexl
pcnsive, they are ncarly all of them wliat um\k 1|
called unorganizcd games. But thcy are suitcdio
the simple life and habits of tlie children of Syria |
Life is free and open ; the sky is almost uncloudcd |
for four or five mouths in the ycar. W hat a chanct |
for Sunday-school picnics! No postponemcnts “a. |
account of rain ” there, during the summor. Sim
ple food, cookcd appctizingly, and delicious fidu |
in abundance and perfection are amazingly cheap.
Oranges for which American boys pay five cents |
apiece can be bought in Syria at the ratc of liw
or sometimes six, for a cent. But the mancyis |
corrcspondingly hnrder to gct. In Syria, a bw
with two small coins can “ treat” to two ciipsd
haleebya booz, or ice-cream, which a turb.atied and |
trouscrcd Arab peddlcs on the Street.

How American children would enjoy thc ridinj
in thc East! Donkeys, donkeys cveiywhore-liit |
thosc who can’t ride horses. And such donkeys!
So manykinds, and shapes, andsizes— but inosili
small. The largc, handsome donkeys aro cspen-
sivc. and are almost as flect as horses. Tripa
a city nofth of Beirut, is a mile or so inland, ad |
thc Meena is thc fiame of its harlaor. At thaty
isa largc stalalc whcrc a greatinauy donkeys, icady
sadclled, uscd to be on hire. They were trained &
snon as thcy wei e mounted by a travcler to s-iat'
Tripoli, wherc there was a similar stand, if a rid
dismounted at any partofthc city, he merely tumed |
thc donkcy loose and itwould trot to its place. Tliq |
werc so small that one tall man, who had difficula |
in riding them by rcason of the length of liiskit
was in thc habit of dismounling by tlic siin])lc es-1
pcdient of merelystraighteningout his legs and Id-1
ting his feet strike the ground, whereupon tliedon-1
kcytrotted from tindcr its ridcr and away to itssialL |
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Bul aftcr all, there is no grcatcr fascinaiion for
Arnl) cliilciren than a wcll-told story, and, as a
ruli’. tlicrc are in cvcry villagc one or two pcrsons
Iwhii U'll stories, and wlio are in grcat dcmancl at
«'cddings and feasts. Any stories, short or long,
siipuislitioiis or humoroiis, truc or wildly improb-
able, are acccptable ; and tlie iiarrator is soon thc
Icenter of a circle of intont listeners. Tlieirstorics
lare not, as a rule, involved. Thcy aro simple, and
itissometimes remarkable wbat closc attcntion is
paiil (\en to a monotonous tale which lias no strik-
1inginddent or adventiire to lighten it.

Thoy onjoy humor, and local hits are quite coni-
linnn. One story has bccn toid in a book on home-
[lifc in thc East, cntitled “ Womcn of thc Arabs,”
' «hicli shows this quality.

Tliere was a ccrtain poolor spring to ivhich thc
I'vhnle <if a ccrtain villagc resortcd to draw water,

liut ilierc arése a fcud between thc nortlicrn and
I soHIhorn sections of thc village, and thc\- quarrclcd
I about ihe spring. Thecy finally cnmpromiscd by
;putting arailfcncethrough themiddle of thepond,
I ljecvond which ncithcr sidc shoulcl trespass. But
the tcinporary pcacc was brokcn and thc fcud rc-
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ncwcd,becaiisconeniglitasoutlieriicrwascauglUin
thcactofscooping up water in adipper on thc north
side and bailing it over to his side— so flagrant a
breach offaith that the fighting began again atonce.

But thc stories told to children are simple and
not imamusing by any meaiis.

Thcy have a story to the effect that wlicn thc
worlri llegan and Sataii acquiredhislicense to come
herc, he arrived “ with scven bags of lies which he
expectcd to distribiite in the sevcn kingcloms of the
carth, The first night afterhe rcached thc earth.
he slcpt in Syria, and opeiiing onc of thc bags, Ict
the lies loosc in thc land. But whilc he was
aslccp, somc one carne and opcncd all the othcr
bags, so that Syria got more than hcr sliarc.”

In conclusién | give an instance of Avab supcvsu-
tion. A boy was one day rimning swiftly along
the Street, and tiirning a cérner sharply, he only
escapcd knocking down a little child by jumping
over it. He was stopped by hcaring frantic shrieks.
Fcaring he liad hurtthc child, hehaltcdandlurnccl,
and was implorcd by thc weeping mothcr to jump
back again, as, according to Arab bclicf, his leaping
over thc child woiild stop or siunt its gvon lh.



LONDON CHRISTMAS

PANTOMIMES.

By Elizabeth Robin-s Pennell.

You might as well try to imagine a Christmas
at home without prescnts as a Christmas in Lon-
don without pantomimes. The best of it is that
the pantomimes do not, llke too many candies or
toys, come to an end with Christmas week. Thcy
have a dclightfiil way of making the Christmas
holidays last imtil the first spring flowers are out
inthewoods and fields, and the first Easter eggs
in the shop windows. If you can not go to see
them before the ist of January, you need not be
troubled as you would if Christmas presenta had
not come long before New Year's Day. There
will be plenty of chances next month, and the
month after, and even the month after that.

It is best to explain in the very beginning that
tliey are not pantomimes at all. Englishmen
jove to cali things by the fiames they have long
outgrown, and because once there were really
pantomimes in which not a word was spoken,
these Christmas entertainments of nowadays, in
which there is plenty of talking and even singing,
must keep the oid fiame.

And if they are not pantomimes, what are they
then, do you ask? It is much easier to say what
they are not. Shows so wonderful and gorgcous
you might well think were never to be seen this
sido of Fairyland. They are full of dancing and
marching, of joking and tumbling, of gay music
and still gayer lights. They take you into al!
sorts of strangc places and introduce you to oid
friends you have lovcd ever since you can rcmcm-
ber: to AIL Baba and the Forty Thievcs, to Alad-
din and the wonderful lamp, to Blue Beard and
Katima, to Robinson Crusoe and Friday. To be
sure, you would never rccognize them if their
fiames were not given in the programmc, but nev-
crtheless they are as ready to amuse you on the
stage as they ever were in the story-book. Be-
sides you Icarn a great deal about them you never
knew before. And then, too, there are bcnsts or
birds or fish straight from Wonderland, and just as
you begin to feel that you have seen sights cnough
for one day, hey, presto! the scene changos and
in come Coluinbine and Harlequin, Clown and
Pantaloon, policemen and bad boys, shop-keepers
and market-women.

If you lived in London it would not be wonli
whie for me to tell you that the grcatest panio-
mime of all is to be seen at Drury Lafie, Esery
London chilcl, from the Queen’s grandson lo Ire
little Street Arab, knows Drury Lafe Thealeras
wel as, if not better tlian, Wcstminster Abbeyor
St. Paui’s. For tliree, sometimes four, iiiontlis
it belongs to him in a way; for, though groun-
up peoplc go to see the pantomime, every oe
knows it is meant specially for the children. You
would not doubt this for a moment had you leen
with me one Saturday afternoon carly in 1837,
when 1 went to Drury Lafe. 1 thought I hed
come in good time, but once 1 was inside the dow
I heard the loudest, merriest singing, so tlw
a short delay at the ticket-office made mv quiit
impatient. Whcn | was shown to my seat, tomj
surprise the curtain was still down. The mude,
howevcr, had begun, and, looking around, 1 sa»
that the grcat theater was packed from lop lo
bottom with children, and all were singing :mac-
companiment to the orchestra. Box abovv bor,
balcony above balcony was lincd with littic faces;
mothcrs and fathers, oldcr brothers and sistcrs
thoughtfully taking back scats, while 1 donH kno»
how many schools had cmptied their children into
the pit. You must know that the part of It
theater called the parquet with us, is in Englaod

the pit, only a fow of the front rows beiug re
served. “ God save the Queen!” struck up tk
band. “ Long may she reign over us | ” sang Ire
children. It would have put you into a good

humor at once to look up and down and all aroiuid
at the beaming faces and opcn mouths.

Bang, bang! went the bass diuin, the singing
stoppcd, up went the curtain, and we behcld @
earthly paradise where huge lilac-trees made a
pretty bower for dancing girls, who, as their loosc
trousers and clinging skirts showed, lia<l jusi
stepped out of the Arabian Nights. In the midsl
of their dancing, a hansom, the first, I am surg
that was ever seen in the Mohammedan paradise,
diove up and Aladdin jumpcd out. He had
come with a message from Mr. Augustos Harris,
the manager of Drury Lafie, who wanted a ne«
Eastern story. Aladdin, you must know, was ihe
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hero of the pantomimes the year before; that he
remaincd with Mr. Harris as his mcssenger is not
to be wondered at, since on the Drury Lafo stage
as strange thiiigs happcn as in Scheherezade’s
stories. W hatcould be stranger, for instance, than
that forty young Arabian knights should consent
to leave paradise and humming-birds’ eggs and
jasmine wine to become forty thieves! And yet,
so williiig were they, that when Aladdin suggested
it thcy danced and sang with joy at thc very
thought of the change. So I found out somethiiig
the story docs not tell me— where the forty
thieves camc from!

This bcing pleasantly settled, the next thing was
to find Ali Baila, for without him there would have
becn no story to tell of the thieves. In a moment,
houris and knights, Aladdin and lilacs had dis-
appeared and we were in the bazaar of an eastern
City with pcople going and coming. On one side
was Ali Baba's shop; on the other, Cassim’s. “ No
connection with the shop oppositc!” was posted
np on each. You remember, of course, how little
fricndship there was beiween the brothers. Whcn
Morgiana and Gancm, AliBaba and Cogia, Cassim
Baba and his wife (how familiar were all the
fiames) met in front of the shops,— “ Well, I was
astonished!” as Joey thc clown sSid afterward
in the Harlcquinade. .Ali Baba was very mucli
shabbicr and more disrcputable than | cxpected ;
Cogia, it was quite plain, was jiist making believe
to be a woman ; Morgiana’s silks and sashes were
not in thc Icast like the clothes 1 supposcd slaves
usually worc. And lcould only put down to Ori-
ental manners the fact that every few minutes, no
matter u’hat they were talking about, they wcrc
sure to singand dance. This was a fine opportu-
nity for the children looking on.

“Vea 're all very fine and large.
llecaiise you've heaps of cash,”

sang Cogia to thc wealthy sister and brothcr.
And then all tlie children camc in with thc chorus,

“ Yon 're all very fine and largc,”

as if they had lived in the same Streetwitli Aii and
Cassim all their lives, and thc leader of thc orches-
tra turncd round and kept time for them. It was
great fun.

Whcen they were all singing togethcr it secmcd
as if thc Babas must have forgotten the family
quarrels. But not a bit of it. “ 1've an idea,”
ivhispercd Cassim to his wife,

“ The tioiikcy ihat we 'vchboughl
Has proved more viclouti than at first Ave iboughr.

Ilc 's almost Riire to kiH some oncor other.
So | propone to give hlin to my brothcr!”

Ganem brought in thc donkey. And what was
the first thing it did? It knocked over Cassim



withits flyingheels; it stood on its head in the cér-
ner; it gave Cogia a friendly embrace ; it danccd,
it turned somersaults, and at last strctched itself
full length on Cassim’s counter. Ifsuch a donkey
were in the Zoo, the bear-pit and the monkey-
house would be dcscrtect.

And now yon know wliat is going to happcn.
Bazaar and B.iba family disappear in their tura,
and here wc are away in the depths of the forest.
Dozens of littic monkcys are running and playing

and leaping,
wliile two or
three swing
backward
and forwarcl
on long ropos
all of fiowers
hangingfrom
the very tall-
est of trees.
Ali Babaand
.Gancni witli
hatchets and
caskets come
to get wood,
the  faithful
donkey just
at their hecls,

| y andthcmon-
keys vanish;
while Cogia
and Morgi-

MR. AND MRS. AU BABA .
ana bring

their luncheon, lobsterand tongue, pies and sauces,
for all the world as if they were picnicking in an
English instead of an “ Arabian Nights” forest.
A large monkcy joins the family circle, and
ihcn what a frolic he and the donkey have!
Thcy steal the luncheon, put their fcct in the bas-
kct, upset the pepper and set poor Ali Baba to
sneezing; thcy dance and play leap-frog, thcy fight
and “ raake up again,” the monkey sits on the don-
key, the donkey puts his head on the monkcy’s

knees. “ But, what's that?” crios Gancm.
“ W hat's what? " cchoes Ali Baba. There is a
souncl of trumpets in the distance. It comes

ncarer and nearer.

“ The faraous Forty Thieves, 1should n't won-
dcr !'” Ali declares, and away they all run to hide,
monkey and donkeyjumping together into a bai-
rcl, and the ncxt minute, to the loudest music,—
for these are gay robbers and defy the pélice, — the
Forty Thieves march out from under the trees.
They are dressed in a stylc befitting gentlemen
late from an Eastern paradise and now cngaged
in parading through forcsts at noon with bags of
precious stones over their shouldcrs. The captain.

lesplcndent in gold-embroidered cloak and wavin;;
plumes, leads the way; at his side the Honorar»
Secretar)’, Ally Sloper, a hideous ereatiire witli bald
head and monstrous nose, who got into paradise by
mistakc, but into his prcsent position by his onn
fice will.

“ Open Sesamc !” shouts the captain.

With a decp booming and banging, the mcka
one sidc opens, and then emeralds and diamonds
and rubies are stored.

“ Shut Sesame!” commands the captain,

Another great booming and banging, and soon,
singing g-ayly, the thieves are off to their club.

And noiv it is Ali Baba’'s tuvn to open and sliui
Sesamc, and the treasurcs that have just bcen
brought to the cave are soon on their way out vfthe
forest, this time on the donke)”s back. It i»very
much more real when you see it allthan wlun you
just rcad about it,

There would be no use for railroads in Druiy
Lafie countr)-. The trcasure-findcrs are sc.itcciy
out ofsight of the cave whcn lo, and behold 1here
they are in Ali Baba’s humblc home. You know
already what a blunder it was to borroi\ tle
measure from Cassim’s wife. Shc finds, busy-
body tliat she is, the tell-tale picce of gold sticking
to the lard she has put at che bottom. Of couis
no one can tell where it carne from, but just then
what should thosc two troublcsomc beasts do but
dip hoofs
paws into
money-bag and
jingle it up and
dosvn. There is
no help for it
The secrct must
be sharcd with

and
the

Cassim or clsc
he will cali the
police. But, in

the mean time, in
comes a man to
be shaved, foi
AU Baba is a
barber by profes-
sion. The mon-
key watches, and
no sooner is he
Icft alone in the
shopwithlhedon-
key than he puts
the latter in the
chairand himsclf the nonorarv secretarv,atny
seizcs the razor.
The white lathcr comes out of the basin in greai
stiff patchcs and foamy flakes. The donkey’s cyes,
ears, moiith are soon covered and be never moves.

loir*-
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In ith ilie first stioke of the razor, the chair
lis kickcd over and he is in a cérner spUittermg,
ILh1 shaking his head angrily. In a moment he
Icaiches sight of the monkey grinmng at him
Irrision. And now thcrc intcrcsting
Ifi.dn, | inomise you. The looking-glass crashes
lover' llic donkey’s head, the table breaks
(spiinicrs uader thc monkey’s weight.
Ithinit for Ali Baba that he has just
Icome into a fortune, for thcrc will be
Ibilb [o jlay, The monkey tries to
lescapc. but where shall he go?
louicka:, ihought he springs up to
Itim (liera-box closc to thc stagc,
Liad oif he runs on thc vcry cclge
lof boxci and bakony. Littio look-
Icrs-oii jumpback with frightened
faces. But thc donkey is after
tlie fagitive and soon overtakcs
lhim. ikwn he slips, holding on
|by his liands, his feet clangling over
| ilie heads of thc peoplc in the pit.
Then imtli sit and Peal, the monkey
| seiziiiu a programme from the ncar-
I cst tliild to fan itself- And then,
I 1 hardly know how it happens, they
jare niiining a race, one 011 one
| side <ifthe house, one on the other.
1Who will wiu? Ncithcr. Thcy
ljump dinvii from the opposite boxcs
lat the same moment, meec in the
I middle of thc stagc, embrace, make
I a great ball of thcmselves, and roll
jover :).d over, off the stage. |
I (lon't tliink | should caro to live in
Aliliaba’s “ humble home” with two

I such pets about,
Have )ou not always wishcd to
I sec the inside of that famous cave ?
1 Now that we sec it, I do not think
lit is disappointing. Great walls
| and lofty ceiling of browu rock are
I lighted by liuge brass iamps ; mys-
I tcrious narrow passagcs glitter ‘'vith
gold and Icad to untokl treasurcs.
11iurmy part ain not surprised that

Cissiin will not go, despitc the cfforts of AU Baba
and Cogia.

in
is a very

iiuo
It is a good

Boom, boom 1 bang, bang 1 and not only ibc
door al the mouth of the cave high above his
head, but all those opening into thc glittering
p.TSsages are shut. It is too late. In vain docs
he slidut, “ Opon Sausagcsl Open Sardincs!”
In vaifi (loes he wccp and wail. But some ouc
outsidc gives the true pnss-word, and baug, boom 1
[boom, bang 1 the doors are open agaiu.

Yct oven now thcrc

is no escape. In march

}
PANTUMIMKS.
1
not forty, but four huudred aud moro thieves, all
iu silks and salins, in velvct and plush of every

color, with gold and silver armor and jewoled
spears and swords. There is no doubt of the
industry of these gentlcmen robbcrs. Thcy carry
thc proof 01l thcir backs. Forward comes the
captain, ouushining all in thc glory of his black
and silver brocado, his jewels sparkling frotn arms
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and neck and waist, and his cloak so long that it
must be borne by a dozen tiny pagcs. Abovec, at
the entrancc of thc cave, stands Ally Sloper, his
vermilion cloak hcld out by his arms so that he
looks likc a great ved b.ut.

So gay are thc thieves that thcir mceting is
always the signal for song. But | don’t think
any one pays much attention to thc singing. 1
suppose the upshot of thcir visit to thc cave is the
clcath of,Cassim, for not long after he is brought
home, in' four pieccs, by Ali Baba and Cogia.



Everytliing now happens very much as it docs in
the story-book, only the Baba family are more
diccrful in their mourning than you might have
expectcd. Ali’'s and Cogia’s new clothes are in
worse taste than even their previous incxperience
would warrant; whilc Cogia, now that she has
no work to do, brings borne all thc stray children
she finds in the Street.

She is not prctty to look at, in hcr fine new bluc-
spangled trouscrs, short ycllow-spangled skirts,
and red-spangled bodice, two long pigtails dang-
ling down her back, a little blue fan In her hand.
But, to make up for it, nothing could be prcttier
than the screaming, laughing children who gather
around her. 1 fancy it is because they are little
Eastern children that they wcar such queer long
sage-grecn gowns, with broad belts and jaunty
caps.

Now they must go to bed, says their adoptcd
mother. Will thcy be good children? “ Yes, in-
decd ! as good as good can be.” Butonce hcr back
is turnee!, the fun begins. Off come gowns and
belts, blue petticoats and caps, and there they are
in longwhite night-gowns and tasselcd night-caps.
In another minute they are sitting on the floor
pulling ofif their shoes, and all the time they are
singing, and whenever they have the opportunity,
dancing in time to thc music.

Clothes are carefully folded, each seizes her pile,
too big for some tiny arms, and a shoe drops here,
a cap there, but the little ones dance bravely in
and out; not to bed, however, for here they are
again, now armed svith pillows. Our pillow-fights
at school, as 1 remember them, were very rough
and ugly compaved with this fairy game, in which
white figures dance to and fro, and white pillows
wave up and down as yellow curly heads and
dangling tassels dodge thcm.

How thc children in pit and boxes applaud!
W hile thcy are still clapping, the children on the
stage run out and bring back a lady in black, and
there is more applause, for she it is who has taught
them to go singing and dancing to bed. W heii-
ever the children are applauded at Drury Laifie,
and you may be surc they ahvays are, thcy bring
forward their dancing-mistress, as if to remind you
that to her must be given all the praise for what
they do.

W hile they have been pillow-fighting, Abdal-
lah, the captain of the thieves, has placed his jars
in Ali Baba’'s court. There they stand in two
rows, great tall jars with heads pceping out of
tbem. The plotislaid. Ali Baba and his house-
hold must be slain this night. But Morgiana by
hersclf is a fair match for Abdallah with all his
followers. To tell the truth, I always thought the
thieves in the story sad cowards to let themselves

be scalded to death by one slave girl witliout a
struggle. And now that | have looked en a
their last momcnts 1 have a still poorer opinion of
them. For forty young robbers, boldly defiantij
the daytime, well armed and wide awake too,-
for thcy had their heads out of the jar bul a
minute before,— to be thus cowed by a girl «jth
a tiny watering-pot and a boy with a dagger quiic
as tiny! Well, it is shaineful, and | am 1101 in ihe
Icast sorry for them.

Abdallah, nothing claunted, comes back to Ali
Baba with some story about his jars. Murgiana
is callcd upon to dance and she does so, to the cap.
tain’s sorrow. He leans forward to applaud; in
gocs the dagger; he falls in Cogia’s arms. Now
no story is a story unless in the end every oxc
marries and lives happy cver afterward. Mri
Cassim, the widow, marries that ugly thitf Aly
Slopcr — the sly one, he knew bctter than to put
himself like oil into ajar! Morgiana and (lanem
join hands. And immediately the capialn (o
doctors needcd here!) comes to life withcnitany
difficulty. His Services «ull bo*in demand tu-mot-
row night, he fears, and so he rcally could not re-
main dead.— Now, | protcst that's all wrong. The
next thing we know, Cinderella won’t many the
prince, Jack won’t kill the giant, Robinson Criisoe
won’t find his man Friday. But it’s no use protest-
ing. Ali Baba, and whatis more, Morgiana i>satis-
fied; and with their victim and Ally Sloper and the
donkey and Ganem, and Cogia and Mis. C.tssira,
thcy sing and dance good-bye to us.

Do you think this is the end? Far frora it
we’'reonly at thcbeginning, you might say. It'sa
good deal to see in onc afiernoon, I must admii,
and 1 notice that tire children before me niid on
every side of me no longcr join in thc chorus.

Soon aftcr Ali Baba and his friends have ds
appeared, we find ourselves in thc Temple of
Fame,— a huge statue of Queen Victoria in ihe
center, women in silken robes and men in "iittci-
ingarmor surroundingit. Red, grecn, goldenlights
buril from every side. W hatcvcr it may mear,!
am quite sure this mccting in the Temple of
Fame is well worth looking at.

And now surely this is the end? Not vyet;
patience a minute. From the Temple of Fainc
we are cnrried to a London Street, where »c find
thosc best of all oid friends, Columbine, twiiling
and pirouctting, Harlequin waving his magic
wand. The clown plays his tricks, turiis his
somersaults, poor Pantaloon is foolccl; the pdlice
man gcts thc worst of it; thc bad boys csca])c.
is the same oid story yon Unow so well, bul wlich
somehow always makes you laugh as if it "t"
brand-new.

But the best fun of all is when Joey,



Lresseda httle squealing black pig in baby dothcs,
r 5jtin lhe baby carriage, and the pig gets loose
Ind iumpsfrom the stage down upon the big drum.
E-l,eVumnier does not like it; but the children do,
mand amid shouts of laughter, the pig is caught and
lian'dcd 'o the clown and whceled out in the car-
Irja”e ‘flicn Jocy gets vid of the polccman for a
I oment brings from the nearcst shop a small
Itarrel, from which he takes handfuls'of toy crack-
Im5 and flings them to the ncarest children in the
laudiencc. A little girl in white is pcrched up on

lilie front seat of a box. “ There 's my little

mthere THEV stand in TIVO ROWS,

IsweeilKait!” he cries
Ithrows lier one.
liar over

in his cracked voice, and
In the box above, a boy leans
with hand outstretched.

The clown
llioldsup a cracker, but just as the little fingers
lare about to ciése on it, he pulis it away. _He must
jalivays have his joke, you sec. What a laugh

liliere isun every side ! But the ncxt minute," half

ladozen pretty gay-colorcd crackers are throun into
Ithe same box. No mattcr what changos thcrc
Iniay be, cacli new ycar, at Drury Lanc, the clown
[never iorgets his barrel of crackecrs.

Now | hope you have some idea of what Lon-
jdon Christmas pantomimes are like. There are
jthree or four theatcrs besides Drury Lafie wlicvc
lyou can go to see them. A diffcrcnt story is pre-
jscnled in each, but whether the licro is Ali Baba
[or Aladdin, Blue Beard or Robinson Crusoe, you

always may be sure there will
singing, gay dresses,
women to wear them.
Last ycar, howcver, there was one Christmas
cntertainment not in the least like the others, but
which 1 tliought the best of all.
ance of “ Alice in Wonderland,”
W ales' Theater.

be dancing and
and crowds of men and

It was a perform-

at the Prince of
It scemed too good to be tnie,
to have the opportunity of beholding Alice and the

extraordinary and clelightful “ cveatures” which
she met in her two fainous journeys. A fcw of
these crcalurcs, the Lizard, the Mouse, and the

GRUAT TALL JAKS WITH HEAI'S 'EEFING OVT OR TIE il."

I"uppy, for e.xample, were missing; and on the
stage Alice did not mcet with some adveniurcs
recorded in the book. Her head did not go wan-
dering among the topmost biartchcs of trccs to be
mistaken for a serpent, neither did she shrink until
her chin and fcet mct ivith aviolont bloiv. But most
of the entertainiiig dwellcrs in Wonderland and
Looking-glass countvy — the Rabbit and the Cater-
pillar, the Mac! Ilatter, the March Haré, the Dor-
mouse, the Caids and Chcssmeii and their Kings
and Oucens, Tweedledum and Tweedledee, Hump-
ty Dumpty. and the Knights— wero there; andas
for advcntui-cs, if scveral were left out, there were
still manyprcscntcd— enough for one afternoon.
Alice was, just as you would suppose, a pretty
little girl in asimple white frock, and with long hair
banging down her back. She had fallen aslccp, it
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seemed, under a large trec with wide-spreading

LANPER LAKGU ThBC

clonkey at Drury Laiic, and sang and daiitvd wiih

branches, and when the curtain went up we saw Alice, grinning all the time.

the kind fairies— they wcre not any oider than
Alice — who brought her s isHop.
strange dreams. It is
pleasant travcling in Won-
derland. Alicc had scarce-
ly startcd when she met
the White Rabbit “ splen-
didly drcssed ” in ajaunty
jacket, as you see him in
the picture, and in wool-
ly rabbit-skin troiisers, a
high collar and bright red
necktie. In his waistcoat-
pockct he wore liis xvatch,
likc any other gcntleman.
He wasavery timid rabbit,
and the firstword sent him
scurryingaway. The green
Caterpillar sat smoking its hookah on the miish-
room and made Alice recite, “ You are olcl, Fathev
Wi illiam," while the foliagc in the background
opencd, and there we saw the oid man turning his
somersaults, standing on his head, balancing thc
eel on his nosc, kicking his son downstairs. The
Duchess,who was muchbctter-looking than her pict-
ures, though ugly cnough, carne in with the baby ;
the cook, neat and pretty, her sleevcs rolled up, a
fresh white cap on her curly hair, followed with
her pepper-pot and the Cheshirc Cat, with his
grin. The latter was as accomplished as the

1 take it for granted yon have read the twnbiioks

QUEI'N

CheS-men

about Alice. Indeed, | belicvc there are fo
young peoplc who can read English who do mt
know them both by heart. You remembcr, thaii'
thc tea-party? Ofall her adventurcs, it wasaluan
my favorito, and 1 could have clappcd my hnnls



THE TEA*I*ARTY (FKOM A I'HOTOCRAPII UV BLLIOTT ASO rRY, LONDON)

L h tlw children when | suw the Mad Hatter and and put it on a chair bctween hmiself and the
L Mar.l, Haré bring in the table with the tea- March Haré. It was the Dormouse-tUc t.niest,
hings'.iiit. Among the cups and saiicers and swcctest, sleepiest Dormoiise you can imagine.

AlJICU AND THE DOBMOVSE,
(APTEB A PHOTUGRAIIl BY HAKRAin, UISPOS

TUR CHESHIKK CAT ANO THK WHITE RADUIT

pillead and Initter was a soft gray something, cmlcd !ts littic gray head u’as down on the table at once,
«Plikt iii)ussy-cnt. The Mad Hatter pickccl it iip, and it was having its own drcanis. The Marcn



“ TVVINKLB, TWINKLE, LI'''LE UAt 1"
[FROM A FIIOTOCRAI-H 11V ELLIOTT AND FRY, LONDON.)

Ilaic worc a staring red waistcoat, and around his
left car was a wrcath of roses. He looked very
mad. So did the Hatter, in blue and white plaid
trouscrs and an cnormous grny hat placardcd with
its price. As you know, it was abvays tea-time
with thcm, and, drinkingand eating, they began at
once their talk — mad as themselves. Every now
and then the Dormousc woke up for a minute, to
join in, with the prettiest little voicc. 1 wish you
could have heard the story of Elsie, Lacie, and
Tillie who lived at the bottoin ofa well on treacle,
and tire solcinn way in which, when Alicc said thcy
must have bccn very iil, it answered,

“ So thcy were ! very ill!”

But what a slcepy Dormouse ! Down wcnt the
little gray hcad after every few worcls, and thc
March Haré had to push and piish it to kecp it
awakc till thc end of the story. But then it was
such a very young Dormouse; not more than six
ycars oid ccrtainly.

. Wlien thc Mad Hatter and the March Haré had
carricd out thc tablc and thc sleeping Dormouse,
| was sorry to sce thcy did not play croquet with
flamingoes and bcdgchogs. However, the Mock
Turtlc and the Gryphon danced the Lobster
Ouadrillc, and that is a siglit only to be seen in
dreains, | can assurc you. The two “ creaturcs”
looked cxactly as they do in the picturcs in Mr.

Carroll’s book. 'Whecn little Alice stood bctatti
the tall green Gryphon, whose Irrilliant «ij»
flapped with c\-ery movement, and the .uvkwij
Mock Turtlc, whose long tall dragged on ilie floy
| thought of Beauty and thc Bcast. Only herc«nt
two Beasts to one Beauty.

It would be simply impossiblc to dcscrilie allikK
tliings | drea)ncd with Alicc that afternoun. K
her dream did not end with the trial of the Knait
ofHearts, who stolc those tarts and tookthemquiu
away; or when the little Dormouse slept in (j
very face of the court, and the W hite K.ibbit li
Herald blew many blasts on his trumpet, and
Mad Hatter, tca-cup in hand, gave his n-idciw,
and Alice herself pronounccd the verdici —"\;
guilty.”

W ithout once waking up, she went strai;;lu frca
Wonderland into Looking-Glass Coimtry, whot
white and red chcssmcen sang and danced, Hiiini»
Dumpty sat on thc wall and had his gre.it
and Twecdledum and Tweedledcc fought thi
grcat battlc. If you only could have scen Twcedlt-
dum and Tweedledee, fatovcr-grown boys
caps on their heads, whcn thcy and Alie.'j

AUCE, TIlIli MOCK TURTLB, AND THE CRVPHUN
(PROM A I'HOTOORAPII BV EtLIOTT AND ¥RV,



)

“'Herc »C go round the mulberry bush”! Why,
fjcli great fun they seemed to be having that it
madc onc fee! like jumping up, joining hands, and

going round thc mulberry bush with them. And
the «'a)’ Tw'cedledum cried over his rattle ! | know
J littlc gii'l who, when she is angry, screams so
16ud her~Mnther calis her “ thc Tuscaroarer” ; but

her scrcams could not compare with Tweedle-
diiin's. Aldd then the battlc ! To see thosc two
bi* boys riho ought to have known better, tying
biaiikcts and bolsters around their waists, and
siicking cual-scuttles ou their heads,— well, if it
had noc ull happened in a dream, certainly it
wnuld h:ive shocked a carcful housewifc.

| After ilie Carpenter and the Walrus had caten
up the oysters, and thc Lion and the Unicom had
foiight fiir the crotvn, Alice was made Queen, and
gave iiei party, to which all the Chessmen carne.
The Cook brought in the Leg of Mutton on a big
diili, and up itjumped and made a bow; the I'lum
Piiddin,. v.ilked in, and when Alice cut out a great
slice, a liule wee voice, vcry like that of the Dor-
inouse. ,kd from the inside :

'mil"Miider how you would like it if I were to cut

slice ujt of you 1~

Almo-t at once the banquot hall, the new queen,
and all ber guests disappcared, and Alice was
sjni” 'eli'cpmg iu the big chair under the trec.
Once more the fairies wavecl their wands, and this
fiine Alice vubbed her eyes.

Oh, I Ve had such a curious dream !” she said
when she .nwoke. “ And a pleasant dream, too,” |
think all those who rvoke up with her said to them-
sch-cs.

Just let ine say a few more words, to tell you
ftnt one of the cliarms of thc performance was the
plcasiir. of the children who took partin it— and
A1 but two of thc performers were children.  You

T'VECULUUVM AND TWEEDLEDEE.
(FROM A PHOTOCJIAPH DY BLUOTT AND FHV, LONDON.)

forgot that thcy were not playing merely to amuse
themselvcs. That they were working seemed as
unlikely as that birds are practicing their scalcs
when thcy sing.

Alice’s dream ended in due time; but that is no
reason why she may not dream again. The pan-
tomimos of last winter carne to an end ; but this
season new ones will take their place, and may you
and | be in London to see!



‘IS EVERVQODY AT HOME? W\E "VE COVE TO WISH YOU A DAPPY NEW VEAR

CIlilLD-SKETCHES

By Jui-ia

No. Il. “ FELIX HOLT.”

OH TUDGE was a
little boy whose
father and mothcr
wcrc dcad; and, as
his grandfatlier was
oid and poor, one of
the neighbors,wliose
fiame was Félix
Holt, had taken
Job home, where he
and hismothcr could
carc for the child.

«Job was a small fellow about five, with a germinal

nose: largc, round, blue cyes, and red hair, that
curled closc to his liead like the wool on the back
ofan infantinc lamb.”

One day littic Job cut his finger and carne to Mr.

Holt to have it bnund up. Mr. Holt was a watch-

FROM

GEORGE ELTOT.

iVlagruder.

maker, but also had a class of small boys «hciil
he used to teach as he sat in front of a table cw
cred with hiswatch-making tools. He wassitron
in his place whcn Job carne to have his firigertict-l
tored. “ Twobcnchesstoodat rightanglisonikl
sandcd floor, and six or scven boys, of variuus aisl
up lo tweive, were getting their cajis and pic[WH
ing to go home.” As Mr. Holt took J<b onfel
knee and began to tic up bis tiny finger, a yonil
lady camc into the ronra. Job had never sccii 1*1
although she was a friend of Mr, HoU's.
looked sad and was really in trouble; for ski
felt very much afraid that Mr. Holt s-as iinsl
with her because of some words slie had saiili 1|
last time thcy liad mct; and she had como,un |
pretext of having her watch cxamincd, tgsay |
she was sorry and to ask his forgiveness.
Holt went on with his task, saying to the youi,!
lady, whose flame was Esther Lyon ;

‘“ Tliisisahero, Miss Lyon. This is JobTuc»f.



bcld Briton whose finger hurts him, but uho
doesn’c moMi to cry.’

I Miss Lyon seatcd hcrsclf on the end of a bench
4.id «aitcd until thc
VnMr. Holtsaid;

Tiicf.-, Job, — thou patieiu man,— sitstill, it
,nu'vilt; and now we can look at Miss Lyon.’

esuicr liadtaken offherwatch, and was holdmg
in hcr hand; but he looked at hcr face, or rather
hcr <ycs, as he said, <You

Ruor r

Whcr.upoii Miss Lyon told him what she most
[¢inted lo sce him about, and, as she went on,

ie beconio so much in earncst that tire tears ran

oivn hcr cliecks. Suddenly little Job, who had
ecn making his own reflections upon all that took
lace,lUed out, impaticntly:

eeeSiic s tiit her fingcr !’

Mr. liidt and Miss Lyon laughed; and, as the
jticr laised her handkerchief to wipe thc tears

um her cheeks, she said ;

y.-m sec, Job, | 'm a naughty coward.
aelpcriing when 1've hurt myself.’

*/'.u soud n't kuy,’ said Job, cnergctically, bc-
ilg miii'b impresscd with a moral doctrine which
ad oaiic to him aftcr a sufficient transgression
of it.
i “ eWhere does Job Tudge live ?’ said Miss
i.yon, -lili sitting and looking at the droll Little fig-
ure, set off bya raggcd jackct with a tail about
tvo iiulics deep, sticking out abovc the funniest of
Cutduiy.s.

“ "Joh has two mansions. He lives here chiefly,
but he 'las another home, where his grarsifathcr,
tlic sun.c-ijreaker, lives. My mothcr is \'cry good
to Job. Miss Lyon. She has made him a little bed
'na ciipboard, and she givcs him swectcned por-
idgc.’

Iwndaging was completed,

ivant me lo doctor

I can’t

* “Well, why should n't 1 be motherly to thc
child, Miss Lyon,’ said Mrs. Holt, who had come
in. ‘1 neverwas hard-hcartecl, and 1 ncvcr will
be. It was Félix picked the child up and took to
him.’

‘Oh, thcy grow outof it very fast. Herc'’s
Job Tudge, now,’ said Félix, turning the little one
around on his knec, and holding his hcad by lho
back. ‘Job’s limbs will get lanky, this little fist,
that looks like a puff-ball, and can hidc nothing
bigger than a gooseberry, will get large and bony,
and pcrhaps want to clutch more than its share;
thcse wide blue eyes, that tell me more truth than
Job knows, will narrow and narrow, and tryto hidc
truth tlrat Jol) would be beiter without knowing;
this little negative nose will become long and self-
.nsserting, and this little tonguc — put out thy
longuc, Job.’ Job, awc-struck, unclcr this cere-
mony, put out a little red tongue, very timidly.
‘This tongue, hardly bigger than a rose-leaf, wall
get large, and thick, wag out of season, do inis-
chicf, brag and cant for gain or vanity, and cut as
cniclly for all its cluinsincss, as if it wcrc a sharp-
cdgcd blade. Big Job will perhaps be naughty —’

“ As Félix, spcaking with the loud, emphatic
distinctncss habitual to him, brought out this ter-
ribly familiar word, Job’s sense of mystificaiion
became too painful, he hung his lips and began to
cry.

“ “Look herc, Job, my man, said Félix, setiing
the boy down, and turning him toward Esther; ‘ go
to Miss Lyon, ask hcr to smile at you, and that
will dry up your tears like sunshine.’

* Job put his twobrownfists ouEsther’slap, and
she stooped to kiss him. Then holding his face
betsveen hcr liands she said, ‘Tell Mr, Holt we
(lon’t mean to be naugluy, Job. He should believe
in US more.— But now, | must really go borne.””
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THE CLOCKS

OF RONDAINE.

(Conclude<t)

By Frank. R. Stocktun.

Arta now walked on until she carne to a Street
cérner where a cobbler had a littie shop. In the
angle of the svall of the house, at the height of thc
second story, svas a clock. This cobbler did not
like the conftned air and poor light of his shop,
and whenever the weather allosved, he always
worked outside on the sidewalk. To-day, although
it was winter, the sun shone brightly on this side
of the Street, and he had put his bench outsidc,
closc to his door, and was sitting there, hard at
work. When Arla stopped before him, he looked
up and said, cheerfully :

“ Good-morning, Mistrcss Arla. Do you want
them half-soled, or hccled, or a patch put on the
toes?”

“ My slioes do not need mending,” said Avia.
“ml carne to ask you if you could tell me who has
charge of the clock at this cérner ?”

“ | can easily do that,” he said, “ for | am the
man. | am paid by the year, for winding it up
and keeping it in order, as much as | should get
for putting the soles, heels, tops, linings, and
buckles on a pair of shoes.”

“ Which mcans making them out and out,”
said Arla.

“ You are right,” said he, “ and thc pay is not
great; but if it were larger, more pcople might
want it and I might lose it; and if it were less, how
could | afford to do it at all ? So | am satisfied.”

“ But you ought not to be cntirely satisfied,”
said Arla, “ for the clock does not keep good time.
I know when it is striking, for it has a veryjangling
sound, and it is the most irregular clock in Rén-
dame. Sometimes it strikes as much as twenty-
five minutes after the hour, and vcry often it does
not strike at all.”

The cobbler looked up at her with a smile. “ 1
am sorry,” he said, “ thatit hasajangling stroke,
but the fashioning of docks is not my trade, and |
could not mend its sound with asv!, hammecr, or
waxed-eiid. But it secms to me, my good maidcn,
that you never mended a pair of shoes.”

“ No, indeed!" said Arla; “ 1 should do that
even worse than you would make docks.”

“ Never having mended shoes, then,” said the
cobbler, “ you do not know what a grievous thing
it is to have twelve o'dock, or six o'clock, or any

nther hour, in fact, come before you are readyfe |
itt. Now | don’t mind telling you, because I knoi
you are too good to spoil the trade of a hard-work-
ing cobbler,— andshoeraaker too, whenever heget 1
thc chance to be one,— that when | have \roniisef
a customer that he shall have his shoes or his bois
at a certain time of day, and that time is drairdj |
near, and the cnd of the job is still somewhat di
tant, then do 1 skip up the stair-way and set back
the hands of thc dock according to the work ite
has to be done. And when my customer coroesi
look up to the dock-face and | say to hiui, ‘GW
to see you !’ and then he will look up at tlie doct
and will say, ‘Yes, | am a littlc too soon’; ad
then, as likely as not, he will sit down on the do«
step herc by me and talk entcrtainingly; andit
may happen that he will sit there withoi.t gran
bling, for many minutes after the clock ha.s poinied
out the hour at which the shoes were piomised.
Sometimes, when | have been much bolatedis
beginning a job, I stop the clock altogether, ft
you can well see for yourself that it would nol
to have it strike eleven when it is truly twele
And so? if my man be willing to sit down,
our talk be very entertaining, the dock beinj
above him where he can notsee itwithout steppint
outward from the house, he may not noticc thalii
is stopped, This expedient once served me \ay
well, for an oid gentleman, over-testy ai.d oo~
punctual, once camc to rae for his shoes, at
looking up at the dock, which I had preprired fa
him, exdaimed, ‘Bless me! | am much t
early!” And he sat down by me for thne-qta-
ters of an hour, in which time | persuatled li» |
that his shoes were far too much worn to be «wfo
mending any more, and that he should have >
new pair, which, afterward, 1 made.”

“ 1do not believe it is right for you to do tht,
said Arla; “ but even if you think SO, thereisao
rcason why your dock should go wrong at tiiglii |
when so many people can hear it becausc of ti*|
stillness.” |

“ Ah, me !” said thc cobbler, “ 1 do not odject |
to the clock being as right as you picase inthf
night; but when my day’s work is clone, | sodesitt |
to go horac to my supper, that | often forget top
the clock right, or to set it going if it is
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But so many things stop at night — such as the day
itsclf— and so many things then go wrong — such
as the ways of evii-minded people — that I think
you truly ought to pardon my poor dock.”

“ Then you will not consent,” said Arla, “ to
inakc it go righl

“ 1will do that svith all checrfulness,” answered
the cobbler, puiling out a pair of svaxed-ends witli a
great jerk, “ as soon as 1can make myselfgo right.
The most important thing should alsvays be done
first; and, surdy, I am more important than a
dock !'” And he smilcd with great good humor.

Arla knesv that it would of no uso to stand there
any longer and talk with this cobbler.
to go, she said ;

“Whcen | bring you shoes to mend, you shall
finish them by my dock, and not by yours.”

* That will 1, my good little Arla,” said thc
cobbler, heartily. “ They shall be finished by any
dock in town, and five minutes before thc hour, or
no payment.”

Arla now walked on until she carne to the bridge
over the river. It svas a long, covcred structure,
and by the entrance sat the bridge-kceper.

“ Do you know, sir,” said she, “ that thc dock
at this end of your bridge does not keep the same
lime as the ene at the othcr end? Thcy are not
so very diffcrent, but | have noticcd that this onc
is always clone striking at least two minutes before
the othcr begins.”

The bridge-keeper looked at her witli one eye,
whicli was all he had.

“ You are aswrong as anybody can be,” said he.
“ lIdonotsayanything about the striking, because
my ears are not now good cnougli to hcar the dock
at the other end when | am ncar thisone; but 1|
know they both kecp thc same time. | have oftcn
looked at this dock and have then walked to the
other end of thc bridge, and have found that the
dock titere tvas cxactly like it.”

Arla looked at the poor oid man, whose Isgs were
warmly swaddied on account of his rheumatism,
and said ;

“ But it must takc )ou a good whilc to walk to
thc othcr end of the bridge 1~

“ Out upon you !” cried the bridge-kceper. “ I
am not so oid as that >'ct1 1 can walk there in no

Turning

time 1”

Arla nowcrossecl thc bridge and wcnt a short
distancc along a country road until she carne to the
great stone house known as Vongercau. This
belonged to a rich family wito sddom camc there,
and the place was in charge of an elderly man who
was the brothcr of Arla’s mothcr. When his niece
was shown into a room on the ground floor, which
servcd for his parlor and his office, he was very
glad to sec her; and whilc Arla was having some-

thing to cat and drink after lier walk, thc t«oiad|
a pleasant chat.

“ 1 carne this time, Unele Antdén," she saii
“ not only to see you, but to tell you that the gea
dock in your tower does not kecp good time."

Unele Antén looked at her a little surpiiscd.

“ How do you know that, my dcar ?” lie sad,

Then Arla told him how she had lain awakeJ
the early morning and had heard the striking d]
the differentdocks. “ Ifyou wish to make it right,
said she, “ I can give you the proper time, foi
have brought my own little dock with me.”

She was about to takc her rose-dock out oF hr
basket, when herunclcraotionedtohernot todosi

“ Lct me tcll you soinething,” said he. < Tkl
altering of tlie time of day, which you spcakei
so ligbtly, is a very scrious matter, whicli shoud
be considerad with all gravity. If you set backi
dock, even as little as ten minutes, you addiliji
much to thc time that has passed. The liootl
which lias just gone by has been madc scvemi
minutes long. Now, no human being has therijk |
to add anything to thc past, fior to make lioun
longer than thcy were originally madc. A%
on tlie other hand, if you set a dock forward em |
so little as ten minutes, yot: takc away that mud
from the fiiturc, and you make the coming hour
only fifty minutes long. Now, no human bdnglii
a light to takc anything away from the fuuireorto |
make the hours sliorter than thcy were origiiiallt
intended to be. | desire, my dcar ntecc, ihatya
will carncstly think over what | have said, and|
am sure that you will then sce for yourself howuir
wise and even culpable it svould be to trifle uiik I
the length of the hours which make up our da. |
And now, Arla, let iis talk of other things.”

And so thcy talked of other things until Aril
thought it was time to go. She saw thcre té
somcthing wrongin heruncle’s rcasoning. althoii§t
she could not tell cxactly wliat it was, and tiiinkin-
about it, she slowly returned to the town. Asslit
approached the house of thc little okl Uidy «ill
white hair, she conclucled lo stop and speak tote
about her dock. “ She will surdy be willingio
alter that,” said Arla, “ for it is so very mucli ai
ofthe way.” ,

The oid lady knew who Arla was, and receitiil |
hcr very kindly; but when she hcavcl wliy ik
young girl had come to her, she fiew into a psw»

“ Ncver, since | was born,” she said, “
been spoken to like this! My great-graiidiaite
hved in this house before me ; that dock was god
enough for him! My grandfather lived in tto
house before me; that dock was good cnougkW
him I My father and mother lived in this hou*
before me; that dock was good enough fm ih»'
I was born in this house ; have always liveci miiJ



indexpect to die in it; that dock is good cnough
adbr me! ' hcard its strokes when | was but a
ditile child ; 1 bopc them at my last hour;
Ind sooncr litan raise myhand against tlie dock of

ny anccsiors, and the dock of my whole life, |

Luid cut offthat hand !”

Some tcars camc into Arla’s eyes; she was a
fiitie frightened. “ 1 hope you will pardoii me,
tood madam,” she said, “ for, truiy, I clid not wish
fo offencl you. Nor did I think that your dock is
|)Oi a good one. I only meant that you should
iBiake k better; it is nearly an hour out of the

Jway.'

I i The sight of Arla’s tears cooled the augcr of the
diitle oid lady with white hair. “ Child,” she said,
1" you do not know what you ave talking about, and

forgive you. But remembcr this: never ask

[ipersons asoid as | am to aitcr the principies which
ha'C always made clear to them what they should

lu, or the docks which have always told them when

Itlicv should do it.”

[i .And, kissing Arla, she bade her good-byc.

,. ‘Principies iiiii) last a great whilc without altcr-

ljiig.” tliouglit Arla, as she went away, “ but I am

ifiire it is very different with docks.”

Tlic poor glrl now felt a good deal discouraged.

¢ Peu])le don’t seem to carc whcthcr their docks
tre right or not,” she s.iid to hcrsdf, “ and if they

Idon't carc, | am sure it is of no use for me to tell

jthcm about it.  If even one dock could be made

[logo properly, it might hdp to make the peoplc of

iRcndalue care to know e.xactly what time it is.

i Now, thcrc is that iron donkey; if he would but

lkicfc at ihe right hour.it would be an cxcdlent

Ithing, for he kicks so hard that he is hcard all over

|tbc ton 11"

. Determiiicd to make this one more efforl, Arla
Iwalked quickiy to thc town-building al ibe top of
Itihich was the dock with the iron donkey. This
|6tiilding was a sort of museum ; it had a great
~any curious ihings in it, and it was iu chargc of

lvery ingenious man who was learncd aud skillful

|vai-iou5 ways.

. Whcii \rla had informed thc supcrintendent 01
|thc inuscuin why she had come to him, he did not

augh at her, fior did he get angry. 1lc was ac-

L~stomed to glving carncst considcradon to matters
|W this sort, and he listcned attcntivcly to all that

|rla had to say,

m'Yon must know,” he said, “ that our iron

I donkey is a very complicatcd piccc of mechanism.

jNut only must he kick out the hours, but five

TOuiutcs before doing so he must turn his head
~oiind and look at the bell behind him ; and then
whon he has dono kicking he must put his head
tick into its former position. All this action re-
quiresagreat many wheels and cogs and springs

and levers, and these can not be made to move
with absoluto regularity. When itiscoid, some of
his works contract; aud when it is warm, they
expand, and there are other rcasons why he is very
likely to lose or gain time. At noon Oll every
bright day | set him right, being able to get the
correct time from a sun-dial which stands in thc
court-yard. But his works, which I am sorry to
say are not well made, are sure to gct a great
deal out of the way ljefore 1 set him again.”

“ Then, if there are several cloudyor rainy days
together, he goes very wrong indeed,” said Arla.

“ Yes, he truly docs,” replied the supcrin-
tendent, “ and | am sorry for it. But thcrc is no
way to rcmedy liis irregularities except for me to
make him all over again at my own expense, and
that is soniething 1 can not afford to do. The
clock beloiigs to the town, and I am sure thc citi-
zens will not be willing to spend the money neces-
sary for a new donkey-clock ; for, so far as | know,
every person but yourself is perfectly satisfied with
this one.”

“ | suppose so,” said Arla, with a sigh ; “ but it
really is a great pity that every striking-clock in
Rondaine should be wrong I

“ But how do you know they all ave wrong?”
asked the supcrintendent.

“ Oh, that is easy cnougli,” said Arla. “ When
I lie awakc in the early morning, when all else is
very still, 1 listen to thcir striking, and then 1 look
at my own rose.clock to see what time it really is,”

“ Your rose-clock ?” said the supcrintendent.

“ This is it,” said Arla, opening her basket and
taking out her littlc clock,

The superintcndcnl took it into his hands and
looked at it attcntively, both outside and inside.
And then, still holding it, he stepped out into the
court-yard. When in a few moments he returned,
he said:

“ 1 have comparcd your dock with my sun-
dial, and find that it is ten minutes slow, | also
see that, likc Che donkey-clock, its works are not
adjusted in such a way as to be unaffected ijy hcat
and coid.”

¢ My — clock — ten — minutes — slow I”  c¢x-
claimed Arla, with wiclc-opcn eyes.
“ Yes,” said the supcrintendent, “ that is thc

case to-day, and on some days it is, |5robably, a
great deal loo fast. Such a clock as this — which
is a vcry ingcnious and beautiful one— ought frc-
giieiUli’ to be compared with a sun-dial or other
correct timc-kecper, and set to thc proper hour.
| see il rcquires a peculiar kcy with which to set
it. Have you brought tiiis with you ?”

“ No, sir,” said Arla; “ | did not suppose it
would be nceded.”
“ Well, tlien,” said the supcrintendent. “ yon



can set it forward ten minutes when you rcach
liomc ; and if to-morrow morning you compare the
othcr docks with it, I thmk you will find that not
all of them are wrong.”

Alia sat quiet for a momciU, and then slic said;
“ 1 think I shall not care any more to compare the
docks of Roiidaine with my little rose-dock. If
thc people are satisfied with their own docks,
whcther they are fast or slow, and do not desire
to know exactly when Christmas Day begins, | can
do nobody any good by listening to the different
strikings and then looking at my own little dock
with a night-lamp by it.”

“ Especially,” said thc superintendciit, with a
smile, “ when you are not surc that your rose-
dock is right. But if you will bring here your
little dock and your key on any day whcn the sun
is shining, 1 will set it to the time shadowed on
the sun-dial, or show you how to do it yourself.”

“ Thank you very much,” said Arla;
took her leave.

As she walked home, she lifted the lid of her
basket and looked at her little rose-dock. “ To
think of it1” she said. “ That you should be
sometimes too fast and sometimes too slow ! And,
worse than that, to think that some of the other

and she

docks have been right and you have bccn wrorij:

But | do not feel like altering you to-day. Ifijc, |
go fast sometimes and slow sometimes, you ms

be right sometimes, and one of thcse da)s whenll
take you to be compared with thc sun-dial, pt.

hnps you will not have to be altcred so much.”

Arla went to bed that night quite tired wiihi,;,
long walks, and when she awoke it was bioad dji.
light. “ I do not know,” she said to hersclf,
actly when Christmas began, but I am ver; sm
that the happy day is herc.”

“ Do you lie awake in the morning as mucht
you used to?” asked Arl.a’s mother a few woefc
after thc Christmas holidays.

“ No, mother dear,” said Arla; “ | now slcg
with one of my windows shut, and | am no laii|irl
awakened by tliat chiily feeling wliich liscd i
come to me in the early morning, whcn 1 wotkl
draw the bed-covcrs cidse about me, and iliink hoi l
wrong were the docks of Rondaine.”

And the little rose-dock never wcnt tobe eos-1
pared with the sun-dial. * Perhaps you are riglil
now,” Arla would say to her dock cach day «linl
the sunshone, “ and I will not takc you until scwj
lime when 1 feel very sure that you are wrong.'
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TICK TOCK.

IiY Mauia J. HAMMON'II.

"'ITcK TOCK ! tick lock !” e Tick tock ! tidt tock!”
Says ilm dock— “ half-past thiec.” Many a word, many a uord,—
Tick tock ! tick tock!” ‘eTick tock! licktock!"—
ILilf-past threc " still we see ! Just as usclcss, | have heard.
li must be the hands ave caught, These - the folks who tell us nauglU -
That is why it tells us naught, Ah ! pcrhaps their hands are caught!
Tho' it ticks and ticks along 'T is the biisy oncs that know
Asif there were nothing urong! Something worlh ihc tclling.— So

« Tick tock!” “ Tick tock ! tick tock !'”



POOR MR. BROWN.

By Richard Malcolm Johnston.

Mr. Templeton rcsided about four miles from
the village, near thc great wagén thoroughfare
leading eastward to Augusta, the market town of
middle Georgia, situatetl on the Savannah River.

At this time he had an only son, Baldwin, about
wliose education he was bccoming somewhat solic-
itous, as the boy, being only scven ycars oid, was
too young lo go alone to the country school, a mile
and a half distant. After due consideration of
several other plans, it vvasundcrstood that he should
be taught in books by his mother during wliaf
leisiire she might get from house affairs, and out-
side become more than hithcrto a companion of
his fathcr, in the hope of gctting occasiona! oral
instructioi) that might bc wholesome.

The boy evcr afterward looked ljack to this
period, notonly with much fondncss.but with much
gratitude that such had been his first tuition and
that it had begun so early.

His mother, more pious than her husband, pos-
sesscd a lowcr gift of instruction. She taught
mainly by rote and thc rulesof schools and books;
while the fathcr gave not set Icssons or lecturcs,
and often when he taught the best, it was not
undcrstood by his son, pcrhaps not always by him-
self, that he was intending to teach. One instance
of this I learned, and thc recollection of it has dono
me, | believe, good service.

In thosc times no railroads were in middle Geor-
gia, and the roads in that regién, with its red, stiff
soil, werc often rough, even in summcr-time; so
much so, that bctwcen thc villages wcre occasion-
allv country taverns. Besides thcse, most country
gei-itlemcn who dw'clt near thc public road were
accustomcd to entertain over night bclatcd trav-
elers and their beasts. 1 can wcll remembcr when
it was considcred uncliaritable to refusc sheltcr toa
wayfaring man, unless it was not too late for him
to reach before nightfal! the village or thc nearest
inn. Mr. Templcton, although it was generally
disagrceablc, because intcrfcving with the pnvacy
of his famiiy, never rcfuscd admittancc to such
comers, exccpt when a denial seemed necessary.
Country children liked such visitors, having so few
opportunitics to sec new faces and hcar new voiccs.
Besides, they had a retsh for riding travclcrs’
horses to thc spring for water.

Among those who wusually stopped with the

Templetons was a middle-aged man namcd Brosj,
He resided, so he said, near thc Savannali Rim, |
and lie claimed to have a brother in good circun-
staiices in one ol thc countics about threc day,
travel westward, his own home being at ahiituibi
distance east. To this Isrothcr he hacl been payin;
semi-annual visits for several years, always bioppin»
for a niglu, going and returning, with thc Tempk-
tons. He was poor and rheumatic. He rndcil
poor horse, which slowly and with much difficul;;
ibore him, and canied a pairof coarsc cottnn sac |
dlc-bags, always much soilcci. Baldwin usediil
wondcr how it could bc that so poor a man ad>»
poor a hoi-sc managcd to travel so many milcsforit
and back twicc a ycar.

Mr. Brown was so uninteresting a companiot |
that it was difficult lo hokl any convcrsaiicm mk
him, even upon the subjcct of his infirmiiies. H(j
usually sat with the family for an liour or ko aliit1
supper, listening with modérate interest to ih«
chatterings; and then — yct never until afterik
suggestion had been maclc by one or tlie ofitr
of his hosts — rctired to bed. [I1'oov Mr. liro«T.
as he was called by thc family, had bccomc«
wcll known thcrc as such a man could be, aal
it is probable that in the visits of no olhcrini
clcr was there ever less variety. The sccneafe
breakfast next morning had been ncarly ihcven
same for ycars. When his horse was brouglit fren
the lot and hitchccl by thc gate, the folloi.-ingd»
logue took place ;

MR-Browwv.— 1think ril bca-travclin’. \Vbii|

my bili =
Mr. Templeton.— One dollar, Mr. liro'vn.
Mr.Brown.— i’ll pay you when | comcbyite|

way ag’'in- W ill that suit yon ?

Mr. Tempi.ETON.— T hat will do just aswell;!
can wait.

Mr. Brown.— W ell, a good-movnin’ toyoe

Mr.Tempi.ETON.— Good-morning, Mr- |
1 hope you '11 have a safe journcy.

Thcy shouk hands, a cercmony Mr. [|™"
omittcd with thc others, slightly nodding a gt®]
bye to them as he turned to dcpart. .

Baldwin hacl been prescnt at several nf il™l
Icave.takings. After thc cleparturc, one (by, |
asked his fathcr if Mr. Brown had cvov paid’
for a night’s entertainment.



i'No he ncvcr has,” answered Mr. Tcmpleton.

0po'you believe he ever will, Father ?”

“1do not."

Ufjg jSa very poor man, isn't he ?”

“He mustbe; and he is sickly besidcs."”

after Miising somc moments, Baldwin asked;

“ Well, Father, if he is so poor and sickly, what
iakes yo'u charge him for staying all night. Do
'you him to pay you?"

The father looked down upon his son, smiled,
and said:

j “ Let Ustakc a walk.”
mThcy went into the orchard;
spriug  Waiking slowly along,

.id:

Baldwin, why did you ask if | waiitcd Mr.

.mmwn to pay for his night’s lodging?”

“ Because he looks like such a poor man, as
jou said he was, and sickly too.”

"1 did, and he shows for himself"

“ Wetl, Father, if he is so poor, and sickly bc-
kks, 1— "but Baldwin could not elabdérate the
Idea that uas in his inind.

“You mean to say,” suggested Mr. Templeton,

“iliat if Jou u'cre in my place, such a man as Mr.
rown niiglit stay the niglit at your house without

for it was in thc
Mr. Templeton

laving or bcing asked to pay anything. |Is that
it?"
answered yes.
“ Ah, ha! Now | sec, my boy, that | ought,

Icf.ire now, to have explained to you my conduct
wiih Mr, lirown, | am glad that you are begin-
ning to notice such things. No, | did not, and
ic\-cr did wish him to pay me anything. He
lias been coming by to spend a night with us
Idur times a year for scvcral years. He always
asks me for his bili, and | ahvays answer that it is
adollar. He never pays, and | ncver wisb him to
pay. lie always promiscs to pay, and he probably
kbclicaes, oxcry time he is here, that perhaps he will
1be able 10 pay thc next time he comes. At least
te hopcs so, | doiibt not. Now, this liopc that he
will be kss poor some day is a good, a great thing
for him. But for that hope, sickly as he is, thc
probabiliiies are that he would have clieel before
now; whercas, having that hopc makcs him feel
thal he isablc to get upon his poor horse and travcl
pbout like othcr pcrsons who are strong and well.
And, as you scc, he actiially does so, not so fast,
~nd not s far as many othcrs ; but fastenough, he
thinks, and indced a grcat clistance even for men
in good health. This hopc, and thc excrcisc he
Jakes, and the cliange. perha|3s, tend to make him
forgct sometimes that he is poor and sickly. Don’t
yon scc what a great thing such a hopc is to
Sncii aman?”

baldwin thought he did, and he said so.

* Well,” resumed his father, “ no person ought
to deprive him of it, if he can help it. Now, ifyou
had a house, and Mr. Brown were to come to it
and lodge for a night, and on leaving it the next
morning were to ask what he must pay, | suppose
you would answer, * Nothing.” Isitnotso? Yes.
But do you not perceive that such an anssver would
be showing him that you had noticcd how poor he
was, that you had no thought that he ever would
be in better condition ? And soyou might weakcn
this hopc which is now such a support to him. 1
do not say it would, but it might. This is one
thing that we should not do if wc can avoid it, and
at the same time not be guilty of dcceit. | never
saytoM r. Brown that 1 believe that he «-ill ever
be any othcr sort of man than a poor onc. That
would be wrong, because it would be false. But
as | believe that he hopcs, and that he may cx-
pect, to be in a better way somctime; and as this
hopc docs him good; and morcovcr, as / can not
forcscc tvhat Providcnce, wlio gives and who takes
away, may ci6 for him before he dies, I simply
try td show, wlien he is unclcr m>' roof, that I
respect him as I respcct any other man, who, whcn
he is here, does notliing that is wrong. And 1 do
respect him as mucli as | respcct any man who is
not better than he is. When he is about to go
away, and asks for his bili, I answer him as | ari-
swer others. W ith onc like him this is thc best
way, it seems to me, in which I can show to him
that he has thc respect wliich | feel. Althoiigh he
docs not pay thc bili, I have little doubt that he in-
tends and hopcs to do so some time or other. He
sccs that i am satisfied with his promise, and this
may serve to make him still more hopeful. Do
you see, sir, do you seo?” and he laid his hand
heavily yet fonclly on the boy’s shoulder.

Baldwin was satisfied, even plcased, and he stip-
posed that the subject was now dismisscd. Thcy
walked among thc apple-trces, the eider oceasion-
ally subduing a rcdundant biid, or placing a prop
to a young tree that the March winds had bent.
After a few minutes, he turncd suddenly and said :

“ Baldwin, suppose you were Mr. Brown.”
Baldwin shuddered, but only momecntarily.

“Yes,” continucd bis father, “ suppose you
were a poor, sickly man, namcd Mr. Brown. Sup-
pose you, like this onc, were to be traveling in order
to visit a brothcr who was well to do. For the
poor, as a general thing, are proud of their wealthy
rclatives. It is oftcn no matter how they are
troatcd 3y thcm, and | rather suspcct that this
poor man gets little help from his relativos; for |
tliink that | have noliced that he is usuallj more
sad on thc rcturning than on the oiitgoing jour-
ncy. But suppose you iioped some day to be in
as easy fortune as your brotlier, or at least in bct-
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ter fortune than now. Suppose then that you had
spent a night at a gentleman’s house, and that,
when you were about to procced on your travels,
he were to say to you :

‘e*Mr. Urown, your bili is nothing, sir; you
need not pay me anyching. You are so poor that
I kno'v you can not afford to pay. You are too
sickly to work, and of course there is no probabil-
ity that you will ever be in better circumstances
than you now are. Thcreforc you need never ask
me uhat your bili is, or Ict the thought of it
trouble you. | never chatgc such a man as you
anything. Come always to my house whcn you
are traveling this way (that is, if you should ever
find yourself ablc to makc the irip again) and you
will always find a welcome for yourself and your
poor horse. But picase do not ask to pay what
I could not fccl, as a conscientious and charitable
man, it was right to accept.’

“ How would that sound
Brown ?”

Mr. Templeton looked down upon his son’s
face, and was pleascd to notice his indignation
against his imaginary host. Then, before the boy
could put inio words the fceling w'nich was suffi-
cienlly shown by his exprcssion, thefather resumecd;

“ But suppose the gciuleman was not quite so
rtde asthat— though some good, kind-hearted men
talk in just that style, without having any notion
of its rudencss. Suppose he were to say nothing
about your poverty or your poor hcalth, but you
could see that he noticed both, and your torn and
soiled clothes, your stiff, slow-moving limbs and the
wearing sadncss upon your face. Suppose then
that tho fact that he saw all this made you lose
a part of the hope you had been indulging for
better times to come lo you, because it was plain
to you that, in his opinién, such a hope was ut-
terly vain.

“ Suppose, again, that whcn you should ask him
for your bili, and get for answer that there was
nonc, you were sure that this answer was givcn
because of your poverty which showed for itselfin
your every look and action. Once more. Sup-
posc, whcn y'ou should promisc to pay on your
ncxt visit, you were made by the gcntleman’s
manncr to fecl that he believed not only that you
\vould never pay tlic bili but probably would not
live to come there any inore. W hat then, Mr.
Brown?”

Tears wcve now in tlie boy’s eyes. When his
father saw them, some carne into his own. After
a pause, he thus concludcd :

“ You see, dcar Baldwin, that although it is our
dutyto'bc kiiul to the poor. yet we should take
some pains in learning how to be so. The kindncss
oisome men to the poortends to make them better,

in your ears, Mr.

BROWN. UL

as well as happier. That of others tends to nafa’
them evil-disposcd and to add to the bitteriiess i.

their suffcrings. The difference is this; same |
have another feeling in addition to pity. Tliisietl.

ing is— Delicacy. Rcmember that word, myb, 1
and study it, and try to find out for yourself |
that it meaos.” .

After a bvicfpause, durlng which the bo; wallicc
thoughtfully and in silencc besidc his father, Mt
Templeton said; .

“ Now there 's anotherside to this case, I
I daré say you don’t think it cxactly right in Mr.
Brown to be going more and more inio ddi |l
cspecially to strangers, when the chano,s secol
so littic that lie can ever pay; or at kast yu]
think he might bchave as if he wcrc thaukfulla |
being so treated. It docs n’t look quito henea,
oh? Ahal 1l thought so.

“ But we must .suppose that he hopes, aiicl cici |
expccts, to be able at some time, perhaps far
lhe fiiturc, to pay nll he owcs. | have not adoiibl |
ofthis; lor poor as he is, and ailent, I thiiiklluK
seen in him a great clcal of tlie snrt of ciiaracw |
that makes an upriglit man. As for thanks, Ibi |
come to believc that not always do thosc/i?tber |
the most who are the quickest and the irccstto
.err/them. Besides, wc must not expect aluajsB
fmd among the poor and the suffering the delican |
that I 've just told you about.

“ Our good Lord, who lovcs the poor so mudi, |
does not demand of them the same delicatc sonsf|
of propriety as of thosc in more favored circum
stances. He knows how raiicli pain and howmuc]
failure of many sorts this would cause. Mjsf
quaintancc with the Biblc, I am ashamcil toa),
is much Icss familiar tlian your mother's. Buli»
rccollcction is that not many instanccs of the @
ing of thanks by the poor occur in it. For c«n-1
pie, there is no record that tlic traveler vlio
fallen among thieves thanUcd the good SamanQi l
who rclieved him ; and of the ten lepers «ho «re
healcd, only one, and ho a stranger, retLirncdu[
thank our Savior. .

“Yet He did not chide the others, hut sal
mercly,— * Where are the ninc? There urcnoil
found that returnccl to give glory to God savellusl
stranger.’

“ Indcccl. the good Lord often keeps from
poor tho delicacy that would makc tlieirlni hai®
to bear. As for poor Mr. Brown, 1 am salisWli
that he is more thankfiil than he seoms, nolog |
for the very small favors that | have shown hmi, wj
for my confidencc that he honcstly intcnds
pects to rcpay me. Come, now ; lIct us go h.ic
your mothcr.”

Mr. Brown did not come again.

Late in the fall they heard that he was dcad



Sorac wceks after, one of thc neighbors on re- that he had alwa_ys cxpected to be_able s_ome day
Buining fiom Augusta, whither he had gone with a to repay all the k|r_1dness_ofthc family to him; but,
. . \ . . that as he was disappointed, he hoped the good
lonci of coitun, left at the Templetons' a tiny slcigh, X i
and a shi'kle for Mrs. Templcton, aud a liickory- Lord tvould make it up to them in some way.

. . “ M t hed t id Baldwin,
caitc. ruJelv l)ut claboratcly wrought. Tliesc had yparents s“e ears . _Sal aldwin, many
beon handcd to him by one of Mr. lii'own’s family ycars afterward, on recciving these bequcsts,
wvhii said tliat on his dcath-bed Mr. Brown had rc- which thcy_ kept as long as they lived. 1 have
gnested that thcy should be sent with the message the threce gifts yet.

-

‘iva AND OUR DOLLIKS." (PHOTOmAPIiIrD FROM LIKi.)



BALBOA.

By Nora Perry.

W ith resdess step of discontcnt, | ilis «as tlic dreain of wild desire

Uay after day he fietting went That set his gallaiu heart on firc,

Along thc ofd accustomed ways And stirrcd with fevcrish discontent

That led to easeful length of days. That soul for noblcr issiies mcant.

But far beyond the fragrant shade Sometimes his children’s laughtcr brought
Of orange-groves lIris glances strayed A thrul that chccked his rcstless thought;
To where thc white horizon line Sometimes a voicc more tender yet
Caught from the sea its silvery shine. Would soothe the fever and the frct.

He knew ihc taste of thc salt spray, Thus day by day, until one day

He knew the wiud that blew that way: Carne news that in the harbor lay

Ah, once again to mount and lide A sliip bound outwnrd to explore

Upon that pulsing ocean tidc — The trcasurcs of that western shore,

To find new lands of virgin gold, W hich bold aclventurcrs as yet

To wrest thcm from the savage hold, Had failed to conqucr or forget:

To conquer with the sword and brain Yet where they failed, and failing dicd,
Frcsh fields and fair for royal Spain ! My will shall conqucr !'” Balboa cried.



But «lien on Darien’s shore he stept,
And fast and far his vision swept,

He saw before him, white and still,
The Andes mocking at his will,

Tlicn like a flint he set his face :

Lct others faltcr from their placo,
Hish.indand foot, his sturdy soul
Should scek and gain that distant goal 1

With speech like this he fircd the land.
And gathcred to his bold command

A irniip of twcnty score or more,

To follow where he led lieforc.

Tlioi- followed liim day aftct day

Ooi- hnrning lands where ambiished lay
The waiting savage in his lair;

.Ynd fevcr poisoned all the air.

liut like a sweeping wincl of flamc
A congneror through all lie carne:
Tho savage iell bonrath his hand,
Or led him on to scek the land

That vichcr yet for golclcn gtiin

Sirotchcd out beyond the mountain chain.
Stcop after stccp of vougli ascent

Tlu'v followed, followed, worn and spent,

tiiiil at length they caine to where

The bst peak lifted ncar and fair;

Tlicn Balboa turned and wavcd aside

Hh pnnling troups: “ Rest bcrc,” he cvied ;

«And wait for rao.” And with a trcad
Of trombling liaste, he qiiickl)’ spcd

Along the trackless heiglit, alone
To scek, to reach, his mountain throne.

Step after siep he mounted swift;
The wind blew down a cloudy drift;

From some strange source he seemed to hear

The music of another sphere.

Stcp after stop ; the cloud-winds blew

Their blinding mists, then ihrough and through

Sun-clcft, they broke, and all alone
He stood upon his mountain throne.

Before him sprcad no paltry lands,

To wrcst with spoils from savage hands ;
But, frcsh and fair, an imknown world
Of miglity sea and shore unfurlecl

Its wondroiis scroll beneath the skies.
Ah, what to this the flimsy prize
Of gold and lands for wliich he carne
W ith liot ambition’s sordid aim !

Sileiit he stood with sircaming cyes
In that first moment of surprise,
Then on the inomuain-top he bent,
This cunqucroi- of a continent,

In wordlcss ccstasy of prayer,—
Forgetting in that moment there,

W ith Xature’'s God brought face to face,
All vainer dreams of pomp and place.

mhus to the world a world was given.
W here Icsser men had vainly striven.
And striving died,— this gallant soul,
Divincly guided, rcachcd the goal.



Q Tijicroglyphic

FraimenV

He- Y/VciS Si generolLis, grsi.r?ci. einci gorgeous IMiiUionaire
"wUh et Heetrt ets overflowing eis his heiir.

Hts nature vv'as to’lreal

Every boy upon iKe street»

"Wh-ich made v*pple-women

iKrlve beyoncL compare.



By MaRY E. WILKINS.

IT «as aftevnoon reccss at No. 4 Uistrict School,
lin Warner. There was a hcavy snowstorm; so
Icvery one was in thc warm schoolroom, exccpt a
| few'adveiiturous spirits who were tumbling about
in thc snowdrifis out in the yard, getting their
clothes wet and preparing themselves for chidings
at home. Their shrill cries and shouts of laiighter
Ifloated into tlie schoolroom, but thc sinall group

- the stove did not heed them at all. There
lwere live or six little girls and onc boy. The
girls, with thc exccption of Jcnny Brown, were
trim and sweet in their winter drcsscs and neat
Isclitiail aprons; thcy perclicd on tlie desks and tlic
L arius of tlie sottee witli carckss grace, like hirds.
Somc of thcm had their ariiis linked. The one
i i»y huingcd against thc blackboard. His dark,
I strai” lit-])rofilcd face was all aglow as he talked.
His hig lirown eyes gazcd now solierly and im-
jpressively at Jenny, then gave a gay dance in
I the (lii cction of Ilic othcr girls.

“'I'i > it does— honest!" said he.

Thc' other girls nudgcd one another softly; but
1Jcnny lirown sioocl with hcr iiinoceiil, soleiiin cycs
Ifixced lipén Karl Mimroe’s face, drinking in cvcry
1 ivord,

“ Voii askanybody who knows,” continucd Earl t
i“ ask Jiulge Barker, ask— the minister— ”

‘mnh ! imcried the little girls; but thc boy shook
I bis head inipatiently at thcm.

“Ves,” said lie; “ you just go and ask Mr.
I Fishcr to-inorrow, and you 'il sce what he '11 tell
lyou. Why, look here,”— Earl straightcned him-
selfand strctched out anarm like an orator.— “ it’s
Irinthing more tlian reasonablc that Cliristmas-trccs
grnwwiklwith theprcscnts allon 'cm !
I'vould ihcre be in 'cm
I knnw?

W hat scnsc
if they did n’'t, 1 'd like to
They grow in different places, of course;
I bul ilicsc around herc grow iiiostly on thc inount-
lain over there. They come up every spring,
and they all blossom out about Cliristmas-Cimc,
and fulks go hunting for thcm to give to thc

children. Father and Ben are over on the mount-
ain to-day — "

“ Oh, oh !” cried the little girls.

“ I mean, | gucss they are,” amended Earl, try-
ing to put his fect on thc boundary-linc of truth.
“ 1 hopc they ’'ll find a full one.”

Jcnny Brown had a little, round, simple face;
her thin brown hairwas combed back and braided
tightly in one tiny braid ticd with a bit of shoe-
string. Slie wore a nonclescript gown, which
ncarly trailed behind, and showed in front her
little, coarscly sliod fcet, which toed-in helplessly.
T'he gown ivas of a faded grecn color; it was scal-
lopcd and bound around the bottoni, and had somc
green ribbons-bows down the front. It was, in fact,
thc discarded polonaisc of abcnevolcntwoman, who
aidcd the poor substantially but not tastefully.

Jcnny Brown was cight, and small forhcr age,—
a strange, gentle, ignorant little creature. ncver
douiiUng thc truth of what she was told, which
sorely tcmpted tire othcr children to im|iosc upon
her. Standing there in the schoolroom that
stormy rccess, in the midst of that group of wiscr,
richer, niostly oldcr girls, and that one handsaotiic,
mischicvous ljoy, she liclieved eveiy word she
heard.

This was her first Icvm at school, and she had
ncver before seen much of other children. She
had lived hcr eiglit ycars all alone at home with
her mothcr, and she had ncver bccn told about
Christmas. Her mothcr liad other things to think
about. She was a dull, spiritless, reticent wo-
inan, who liad lived througli much trouble. She
worked, doing washings and cleanings, like a poor
fecble machine that still moves but has no interest
in its motion. Sometimes thc Browns had almost
enough to eat, at other times they halfstarved.
It was half-starving time just then ; Jcnny had not
had enough to cat that day.

Tlierc was a pinclied look on the little face up-
turned toward Earl Munroe’s.
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Eail's words gaincd authority by coming from
himsclf. Jcnny had always regarded him with
awe and admiration. It was much that he should
speak at all to her.

Earl Munroe was quite the king of this little dis-
trict school. He was the son of tlie wealthiest man
in town. No other boy was so well dressed, so
gently bred, so luxuriously lodged and fed. Earl
himsclf realized his importance, and had at times
the loftincss of a young prince in his manner.
Occasionally, some independent lirchin would bris-
ile with democratic spirit, and tell him to his face
that he was “ stuck up,” and he had n't so much
more to be |irouci of than other folks: that his
grandfathcr was n't anything but an oid ragman !

Then Earl would wilt. Arrogance in a frec
country is likely to have an unstable foundation.
Earl's tottered at the mention of his paternal
grandfatlier, who had given the first Impetus to
the family fortune by driving a tin-cart about the
country. Morcover, the boy was ically pleasant
and generous-hearted, and had no mind, in the
long run, for lonely state and disagreeable haughti-
ness. He enjoyed being lordly once in a while,
that was all.

He did now, with Jcnny — he cycd her with
a gay condescension, which would have greatly
amused his tin-pcddler grandfather.

Soon the beii rung, and they all filed tu tlicir
seats, and the lessons were bcgim.

After school was done that night, Earl stood in
the door when Jenny passcd out.

“ Say, Jenny,” he calicd, “ when are you going
over 011 the mountain to fincl the Christmas-lrec ?
You 'd better go pretty soon, or thcy il be gone.”

“ That 's so!” chimed in one of the girls.
“ You 'd better go right off, Jcnny.”

She passed along, her face shyly dimpling with

her littic innoccnt smile, and saicl nothing. Shec
would never talk much.
Shc liad quite a long walk to her home. Prcs-

cntly, as she was pushing wcakly through the ncw
snow, Earl went flying past her in his father’s
sleigh, with the black horscs and the fur-capped
coachman- He ncvcer tliought of asking her to
ride. If he had, he would not have hesitatcd a
seconcl before doing so.

Jenny, as she wadcd along, could see the mount-
ain always before her. Tiiis road led straight to
it, then turned and wound around its base, It had
stoppcd snowing, and the aun was sctting clcar.
The gi'eat white mountain was all rosy. It stood
opposite the red western sky. Jenny kcpt her
eycs fixed upon the mountain. Down in the valley-
shadows, her littic simple face, palé and colorlcss,
gathcred another kind of radiance.

There was no school the ncxt day, which was the

CHRISTMAS-TREE

GREW. 1Ji

one before Christmas- It was pleasant, and noi'
very coid. Everybody was out; the little vilhjj
stores were evowded ; sleds tvailing Clii-istmjs-1
grecns went flying, people were liastening «fl,
pareéis under their arms, tlieir hands full.

Jcnny Brown also was out. She was clirabin*
Franklin Mountain. The snowy pine-bouglis bem"’
so low that they brushed her head; she stcppd
deeply inio tlie untrodden snow, the train of htr |
green polonaise dipped into it, and swept it along.
And ai! the time she was peeving througli those'
white fairy columns and archcs for — a Chrislniis.
trec.

That night, the mountain liad turned rosy, ad
faded, and the stavs were coming out, when a fran
tic woman, panting, cryingout now and thcninlin
distress, went running down the road to the Me-
roc house. It was the only one betwecn licro«i
and the mountain. The woman rained sorac chi-
tcring knocks on the door — she could not stop @
the bell. Then she buvst into the house, and thre»
opcn the dining-room door, crying out in gasps;

“ Hov you sccnher? Oh, hcvyou? MyJdn
ny’s lost! Shc’s lost! Oh, oh, oh! Tlieysaid
thcy saw her comin’ up this w'ay, this mornin’. Hn
you seen her, /lei' you ?”

Earl and his fiilhei' and mother were hai'ingiea
there in the haiidsomc oak-paneled dining-room.
Mr. Munroe rose at once, and went forward, Mis
Munroe looked with a palé face around her sk
ver tea-urn, and Earl sat as if frozen, lie head
his father’s soothing questions, and Ihc niothcri
answers. She had becn out at work ali da\ ; »kn
she veturned, Jenny was gone. Sonic one hed
seen her going up the road to the Munroes’ llia
morning about ten o’clock. That was lar oly

clew.
Earl sat thcrc, and saw his mother tir.ur ihf
poor woman«into the room and try to conifwi

her; he heard, with a vague understanding, hs
father ordcr the horscs lo be harncssed iinniciii-
ately; he watched him putting oii his coat and hg
out in the hall.

Whcn he heard the horscs li'ot up the drivt,
he spriing to his fcct. Whcn Mr. Munroe oponed
the door, Earl, with his coat and cap on, ivasa
his heels.

“ Why, you can’t go, Earl!” said his father.
when lie saw him. “ Go back atoncr.”

Earl was white and trcmbling. He halfsobbed.
“ Oh, Fathei, 1 must go !” said he.

“ Earl, be rcasonable. You want to hclp, dom
you, and not hindcr?” his mothcr called outd
the dining-room.

Earl caught liold of his fatlier’'s coat. ‘* baik’
— look here — 1— 1 believe | know where shen.

Then his father faced sharply around, his moilicr



Ld Jenny’'s stood listening in bewildermcnt, and
JI' toid tiis ridiculous, childish, and cruel littie
kiorv. 'T — did n't dream— she 'd really be —
Lchalitilo— goose as to— go,” he chokcd out;
~ehiii she must have. for”— with bravc candor —
‘I know slic believcd every word | told her.”

It seemed a fantastic theory, yet a likely one.
|It would give meihod to the search, yet more
lalarm 10 the searchers. The mountain was a ivide
Iregioii m which to find one littlc child.

jenny'a mother scieamed out, “ Oh, if she s

*ruis UTTLB GIRL CAHE FM'ING OUT W ini IIER CONTRIUUTIOS

llosi on the mountain, they ’ll
[mwiicy iK'vor will, Iliey never will!
lonny!™

Earl gave a despairing gUmcc at her, and boltcd
upstairs to his own room. His mother called
pityingly aficr him; but he only sobbed back,

Doii’i, Mother,— picase !” and kcpt on.

The boy, lying face dowmvard nn his bod, cry-

as if his heart would break, hcard pi-cscntly
~hechuich-liell dang out fast and furioiis. Then
ne huard load voices down in the road, and thc
flurry of sleigh-bells. His fathcr liad raised thc
plarni, and thc search was orgnnizcd.

After .1while, Earl arése, and crept over to thc
Pinclow. It looked loward thc mountain, which
Bowcred up, cokl and white and relcmless, likc ojie
w the ice-hcarted giants of thc oid Indian tales.
[Earl shuddered, as he looked at it. Presently, he

never find her!
O Jenny, Jcnny,

crawled downstairs and into the parlor. in the
bay-windo'v stood, like a gay mockcry, the Christ-
mas-tree. It was a quite small one that year, only
for the family,— sorac expected guests had failed
to come,— but it was well laden. After tea, the
presents wcre to have been distributed. There
were some for his father and mother, and some
for thc scrvants, but thc bulk of them were fcr
Earl.

By and by, his mother, who had hcard him
come downstairs, peeped into the roora, and saw

THHKN TIEKIi VVEEI IIORE.” (SEE TACE 209.]

him busily taking his presents from the trec. Her
heart sank with sad displeasurc and amazemcnt.
She would not ha\'e believcd that lier boy could
be so utterly sclfish as to think of Christmas-
prcsents f/u'ir.

But she said nothing. She stole away, and re-
lurned to poor Mrs. Brown, whom she was keeping
with her; still she continucd lo think of it, all th.it
long, terrible night, when they sat thcrc waiting,
listening to the signal-horns over on thc mountain.

Morning caine at last, and Mr. Munroc with it.
No success so far. He clrank some coffcc and was
off ag.iin. That was quite early. An hour or two
latcv, thc brcakfast-boll rung. Earl did not rcspond
to it, so his mother went to thc foot of the stairs
and called him. There was a stcrn ring in her soft
A'oicc.  All the time she had in mind his hcartlcss-
ncss and greedincss over the presents. When Eaii
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did not answer, she went upstairs, and found that
he was not in his room. Then she looked in the
parlor, and stood stariug in bcwildcrment. Eai’'l
was not there, but neither were the Christmas-trec
and his prcsents,— they had vanishcd bodily!

Just at that moment Earl Munroc was hurrying

down the road, and lie was draggiiig his big sled,
on which were loadcd his Christmas-
presenls and thc Christmas-trcc.
The top of the trcc trailed in the
snow, its branchcs spread over the
sled on either side, and rustled. It
was a heavy load, but Earl tuggcd
manfully in an cnthusiasm of rc-
morse and atonement,— a fantaslic,
cxtravagant atonement, planned by
that same fertile fancy which had
invented that story for poor little
Jenny, butinstigatcd by all the good,
repentant impulses in the boy’s
ilaturc.

On every onc of thosc neat par-
eéis, above liis own namc, was writ-
ten in his big, crookccl, cliildish
hand, “ Jecnny Brown, fi'om— " Earl
Munroc had not saved onc Clirist-
mas-present for himself.

Pulling along, his cheeks brilliant,
his eyes ginwiiig, he met Maud
Barker. SlicwasJudge Barker’s
claughtcr, and the girl who
had jiined him in aclvising
Jcnny to hunt on the mount-
ain for thc Christnias-trce.

Maud steppecl aiong, plac-
ing hcr trim little fcct with
dainty precisién; she worc
somc new high-buttoncd
ovcr-shoes. She also car-
ricd a new beaver muff, but
in one hand only, The
other dangled mittenlcss at
her sidc; it was pink with
coid, ljut on its thivd finger
sparkled a new gold ring
with a blue stonc in it.

“ Oh, Earl!” she callcd
out, “ have thcy found Jcnny
Brown ? | was going up lo
your house to— Why, Earl
Munroc, what have you got
there ?”

“1'm carrying my CTiristmas-prcsents and thc
trcc up to Jcnny’s— so she ’'ll fiiid 'em whcn she
comes back,” said the boy, flushing red. There
was a little dcfiant cboke in his voicc.

“ Why, what for ?”

‘all too par aw

“ 1 rather think they beloiig to hcr, more n
they do to me, aftcr what 's happencd.”

“ Docs your mother know ?”

“ No; she would n’'t care. She’d think Is-jt
only doing what 1 ought.”

“ All of’em? ” queried Maud, fcebly.

“ You don’ts’pose 1'd keep any back? ”

Maud stood staring. lt«
beyond hcr little philosnpliy,

“ Say, Maud,” hecricdeager.

AY MAD SKE nrCN SRARCUfNC/ KOR TMK CHRISTMAS-TRLI*.

big jack-knifc, and — a brown vclvot bicyclt
suit.”

“Why, Earl Munroe ! what could she do «iR
bicyclc suit?”

“ [ thought, maylic, she could rip tiic seains



an’ scw 'era some way, an’ get a basque cut,
I sometliing. Don't you s’pose she could ?” Earl

L'il, anxiously.
el (iont krow; her mother could tell,” said
1M 'mng it on, anyhow.
tMii Mything to givehcv?”
o'NE.|_iiiin't know.”
Iforlcyc.l hcrsharply.
i" Ves.”
‘eAnd that ring?”
iMaud nnaded. “ She 'd be dolighted with 'cm.
IOEMiiinl. put 'em m !~
.Maiid looked at him. Her pretty mouth quiv-
[e'tcil a liitle, some tears twinkled in her blue eyes.
‘e 1 don't believe my mother would let me,” fal-
erd she. “ You — come with me, and I’ll ask

Maud, have n't

“Is n't that muff new?”

*All right,” said Earl, with a tug at his sled-

1pc.

FI)-|cwaited with his load in front of Maud’s house

til slic carne forth radiant, lugging a big basket.

le liad her last winter’'s red cashmerc clvess, a
some miltens, cake and biscuit, and nice

ices of enld nieat.

Mother said these would be much more mit-
infcirlier,” said Maud, with a futmy liltle iraita-
nofher iiiothcr’s raanner.

Over .leross thc street, another girl stood at the
;te, waiting for news.

Have they found her ?” she cried; ‘‘where are

'Ugoing with all thosc things ?”

Somchow, Earl’s gcncrous, romantic impulse
spread likc an cpidemic. This littie girl soon
camo flying out with her contribiition ; then thcrc
were more — quite a littlc procession filed finally
down the road toJenny Brown’s house.

The terrible possibilities of the case never oc-
curred to them. The idea never entered their heads
that littie, innocent, trustful Jenny might never
come home to see that Christmas-trce which thcy
set up in her poor home.

It was with no siirprise whatevcr that thcy saw,
aboutnoon, Mr. Munroe's sleigh, containing Jenny
and her mother and Mi-s. Munroe, drive up to the
door.

Afterward, they heard how a wood-cutter had
found Jenny crying, over on the east side of ihe
mountain, at sunset, and had lakcn her home with
him. He lived five miles from the village, and
was an oid man, not able to walk so far that night
to tell them of her safety. His wife had been very
good to the child. About eleven o’clock, some of
the searchers had mct the oid man plodding along
the mountain-road with the news.

They did not stop for thisnow. They shouted to
Jenny to “ come in, quiclc!” Thcy pulled her with
soft violence into the room where they had been

at work. Then the child stood with her hands
ciasped, staring at thc Christmas-lree. All too far
away had she been searching for it. The Christ-

mas-trec grcw not on the wild mountain-side, in the
lonely woods, but at home, ciése to warm, loving
hearts ; and that was whcrc she found it.

MORNING COMELIMENTS.

By SYn.NKY Davre.

A UGHT littlc zephyr carne tlitting,
Just breaking the morning repose.

The rose made a bow to the lily,
The lily she bowed to thc rose.

And then, in a soft littie whispecr,
As faint as a perfume that blnws:

VOL XV,— 14.

You are brightcr than 1,” said thc lily;
“ You are fairer than

1,” said the lose.
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HOW THE YANKEES

CAME TO BLACKWOOD.

liY LOUISE H kRRICK.

'HEcounlrysta-
_ tion of Black-
wood might not
have scemcd an
attractive place,
to grown-up folk,
in the spring of
1865; but my broth-
er Bruce and I, Nan-
nie Burton, thought
our quartcrs as gocd
as any in Virginia.
Of coursc it would
have bcen pleasanter lo
have had enough to eat
occasionally; but then wc
could scarcely remcmbecr
T the time when our single
pone of corn-brcad had not
bcen cut into three as equal parts as though it
were to jllistrate an cxamplc in simple fractions,
one for each of us, Mother, Bruce, and me. And
though some appctite might be left over, corn-
brcad never was.

This was the time during the war when Confed-
érate money had becomc so worthlcss that, as some
one rcmarked, “ you went to market with your
money in a wheelbarrow, and brought some pro-
visions back in your pocket-book.” Howevcr, as
wc had little money and less market up here in
the Blue Riclge mountains, wc were saved this
haiTOwing cxpericnce. In fact, Bruce and | had
no harrowing expcriences. W c¢ scampered about
Irom morning until night on our tireless bare Icgs,
always hungry,— which cnablod us to relish not
only our mcals, but any anieles of an entable
nature that fcll into our hands.

Thcrc was a tradition in the family that we once
had white loaf-sugar every day of our livcs; and
1 could distinctly rcmember the time when sor-
ghum, or “ long sweetcning,” — its army fiame,—
was an cvcry-day afiair. All this, howcver, in
the spring of 1865, was a thing of the past—
only a sweet memory. Our sorghum was so low
in the barrel, that. when mother turned the spigol,
only the faintest Une of black syrup responded and
drippcd slowly, reluctantly, into the littic brown
jug beneath.

It amuses me to look back on my oid self asi
was in those days, and | think what an odd fioui,
1 must have been in my clothes of stricily hont
manufacurc. My dress of homcspun coiton hd
bcecn woven by an oki negro woman oii an
place; it was buttonecl up bchind, when huuoiid
at all, by a row of persimmon-seeds with lidts
drillcd in them for cycleis. | had a hat («hidi g
thattime | conceivcd to be very beautiful) of plaid
corn-shucks, just the shape of a rather decp bew
The shape, howevcr, was a matter of the smellesi
consequencc, as it hung down my back by Miraif
of a leathcrn shoestiing, exccpt when mother vzi
pleadingwith me about my complexién. Myvcrj
short, very light hair hung in a fraycd pb'.it, doan
my back.

Bruce’'s costume was, if anything, simlilerihM
mine. It consisted of a shirt and trousers, madchbi
one, of a piece of striped bcd-ticking ; a roivq
persimmon-seed buttons followed the curve of lis
spine, and a sinal! cap knitted of carpet-ravdings
adorncd his jolly little head. W e worc nciihei
shoes fior stockings,— my last pair of shovs, votii
twohundred dollarsin Confedérate money, Ifadird-
zlcd up from being left too ncar the Uitchvn fire

The grcatest excitement wc had in thosc cas
was the coming of the daily trains. 1 fclt ibaiut
day was very incomplctc if by any chance 1niissti
being on the platform whcn the great nyiiniaiD
engines camc thundering up the heavy grade pv;
our house, and stopped at the BlacUwood Salion.
afewhundred yards above. Our intcrc'st'vasiji-
creascd when the trains bogan to bring |.ro\isityj
and ammunition up from along the raiiruad, u
be stored for safc-kceping in the freiglit

I did not know there were so many barréis« |

sorghum or so many bolls of cloth in tlie'd'™>
world aswcrc packed into that depot. 1 ihinkik
buttons imprcssed me most.
of bitterness and shame that ! rcmembhcreil uf
time when 1 had fclt proud of my pcrsimm»”™-
secds. Then camc barréis and barréis of fi"™"
powder, and then laomla-shells. 1 was oconscit*
of my bravcvy when | stood by, clutching m; sted-
with botli hands, and saw these stores mllcd W |
the inclincd plafie oflogs into the depot. 1

who brought the stores were mostly disablcd e

federales, a gloomy, untalkativc set; but oM e

It was with .asen™* |



ftilu™, i» 2 shirt made of an oid piaid shawl,
uinl)led nil thc 'vhilc he worked, and thrciv out
scli liark liints as to the nearness and icrrors of
ptbc Vankco raiders, that a qiiick siiccession of
Rerci-TSwent down to the very soles of my barc feet.
‘it ’s nuthin’ bul foolishness, cartin’ up all this
tmick herc,” he said. The Yankees are comin’
fherc as fast as they kin, and we 'll liavc to burn it
up tu keep them from gettin’ it.”
|Huwe\cr, the work went stcadily on until thc
'depi’'t seemed likely to burst with fullncss; and
Ahken the IlLlilis camc less often. A few men wei-e
left 10 gii.ard ihe stores; and a misty, rainy spell
of iieatlier tirove us into the house for amuse-
niit.
1nn) almost forgottcn to mention ihc house,
asil was where we were least apt to be,— and no
BOQiitler, fci d more clieerlcss house it were hard to
[fiml, Mv father had built it before the wnr for a
Iboys' schciol, It faced the track, which was so
[near that liile Windows rattled in thcir casements
[and thc whole house quaked sympalhetically with
|evervpassiiig train. It also showed interest in the
ifreight (lepin, for it rcarcd itself on its white front
jillars and stared across the track at its neighbor
Iplaiiicd tiiere firm and stolid on four clumsy legs.
fThe kitchcn was much cozier than any other part
ofihc honse, Like most Virginia kitchens, it was
isnull log-eubin at the back of the house, where
Ihe cook lived and reigned supreme. Its low
lioke-staincd rafters and uncven earthen floor
Iwerc lighted more by the great firc-place, where
la whole iree burncd as a single sacrificc, than by
I the sniali s(Ju;ue window.
AlOiicriiw, rainy aftcrnoon in March. | drcw my
pstaiil back into one cdrner of the fire-place, buricd
rayfcel in the warm, carcssing ashes, and, with thc
llilack pot-hooks hanging over my head on their
[sooiy bar and the fire sinolclcring lazily in thc
ipposiie cérner, fclt luyself rcady for a good long
Ifterncon witli my rag doli,— a clear creature
Mosc head liad bcen re-covercd and whose smile
[hadbeen rcncwed at Christmas for the last threc
|yeaib. fhc last Christmas, a fine woolly wig of
pnncd bheepskin had been addcd to her many

fothcr charins. The only tbing | would have
pllerctl abiHit Peggy was her profiic, which, to tell
Atuiiih, w.is a littie disappointing. | was sitting

lliking rather sadly of this, with Pcggy grasped
"bclween my knees, when tlie kitchen door
P~ned, inoving hcavily inward on the earthen lloor
tic it liad worn for itselfa smooth black groovec,

‘I Aunt r.itsy, our cook, carne in with her arms
IUL.IT chips from thc wood-pile. My heart simk
i'Mii I saw her, for she looked so glum that I was
she would tell me to “ g’ long in de house.”

m ° Wiy rclief, however, she took no notice of me,

but throwing her load into a cérner near the fire-
place, drcw an oid splint-bottom chair up to thc
firc. 1 watchcd her anxiously from my rctired
cérner and ventured at last, vcry cautiously :

“ Is your rheumatism wovsc, Aunt Patsy ?”

She looked up sternly from the fire where she
had been gazing fixedly, and said :

“ Don’ pester me, chile— 1 ’'sc stcdyin’.”

I relapsed into silent contcmplation of Peggy.

After a long silencc, and without moving, Aunt
Patsy said in a deep, awe-inspiring tone :

“ Nannie, did you ever see a Yankec ?”

“ No-0,” | said reluctantly ; Aunt Patsy so scl-
dom gave me a chance to tell her anything.

“ Wull,” still gazing in the fire as if she wcre
reading there what she said, “ you're gwine to
sec some mighty soon. Dcy suttinly is tur’ble.
dat dcy is. Folks say dcy 's got hoofs and horns.”
Then rocking hcrself back and forward in her
chair, she continued, “ | hear 'eth comin' now ” —
raising her hand in solemn adjiiration — “ | hcar
de hoofs a-clattcrin’ 1’

I sat very still and listencd, very much fright-
ened ; but as 1 could hear nothing, my eourage
returned. | longed to ask Aunt Patsy more about
thc Yankees, but she was “ studying " again, and
I did not daré intcrrupt her. As 1 sat pondering
over her remarks, the door opencd vchemently and
Bruce ran in, thc rain dripping from a shawl he
wore over his head.

“ Nannie,” he shouted, “ Mother says slie
wants you, this minute !”

I jumped up, dropping Pcggy in the ashes at
my feet, and he and | ran out together, sharing
thc shawl.

“ What docs she want, Bruce?” | asked anx-
iously.

“ 1 don't know,” he said tantalizingly; then,
wagging his head significantly, “ She says she

wants you.”
What had | last done that was naiighty? |
Iried hard to conjecturo. | fclt a wrctched pre-

monition of thc gentle, gricved look with which
Mother would soon mcct me. 1have often won-
dercd, since, how any child who so hatcd to be
scolded coiild have dcscrved it as often as | did.
Mother was not in her room when | entered, and
did iiot come in for several minutes. My heart
beat fast with a vague apprchcnsion as | sat there
with a quecr sensc of giiilt upon me; thc big oid
clock nn the mantel-piece tick-tackcd; and the
green log on thc andirons simmcrcd and sent
forth a sappy froth at its cnds. At last Mother
camc in, looking very anxious and knitting as she
carne,— her gray knitting was never out of her
hands in those days.

“ Nannie,” she said very gravcly, “ | have
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heard that the Yankccs are coming. 1hev may
be here before night.”

Then it was n't a “ talking to ” ; it was only the
Yankecs. My spirits went up many degrees.

e We must hide our things at once,” she went
on ; “ and you and Bruce must help.”

W were all alcrt in a moment; nothing could

crl.

to thc rescue ; and asiie was carricd hy hisydi«l
legs through tlie bare house, thc cmpty hTd
resounded with his squawks. W e fiiially lodw|
him in an unoccupied room. He shook hinsti
and strutting about, uttercd so loud and poirpeml
a “ gobble-gobble,” that we were sure he hm}|
attract the Yankees from miles around,

“ AC-NT PATSV CAME TO THE RESCIE.

have suited our tastos or capacities better. V hat
a confusing scuffle it was, as we packed thc hule sil-
ver wc had left into a bandbox and dug a grave
for it undcr the June apple-trce in the gardcn.
Then «e tried to catch Don Quixotc, the big tur-
key wc had been saving for father’'shome-coming.
His grcat wings were so strong that he ncarly
beat us to pieccs wlien we ran him into a fencc
corner and tricd to catch liim, Aunt Patsy carne

“ Put him in a dark closet, and then bel
good,” said Bruce, witli the air of ono "ho to’]

Aunt Patsy took the suggestion; ana 1
Quixotc was so scarcd by the dark, thal !'l
time Bruce liad shut the door and turre »
wooden biitton upon it, he was awcd

When we went downstairs to V-i
a few minutes later, we could not thmk « » |
happened to hcr, she looked so quccr; 5



Wilwt she had put on all the clothes she had in
the world, ibr fear that Shcridan’s raiders woukl
burn tho'house. As shc had done it rather
hiisiily. she looked very humpy, and stuck out in
the most uncxpected places. W ith every stc-p shc
took, shc jiiigled noisily, as she had a bundlc of
folks, «hicli had been forgotten when tlic other
itha'was Iniried, strung around her waist under
h'r skirt. Tlien "'C were liustlcd into all our
5luthe<- oven my frizzled two-hundrcd-dollar shocs
Vcic bouight out and put on, and | can rcmember
DOWju=t how uncomfortable and stuffy I felt.

1 wiis growing dark, and our work was over.
eHoiiicr svated hciself stiffly by the fire, like the

iiflcci liguie that shc was, and took out her knit-
lilig. As the niglit grew blacker, 1 bcgan to fccl
pore seriius about the coming of the Yankecs.
In the afternoon, it had sccmecd like a big romp,
in wliiih the gvown people had consented to
share; but now dim visions of hoofed Yankecs
Jdoiided my serenity. 1 brought my cricket ciése
up tu Muiher’s chair, and Bruce cuddicd on tlie
oihcrside and Uid his head in her jap. The winds
werc caruusing in the mountains that night, wrest-
lini; together until one mighty wind would ovcr-
throw niiother and send it rolling down tho shecr
mounLiin-sicles to fall hcavily against the house —
then carne a hush, and the contest again began.

mot fur this, everything was very quiet as we
thrce sal there, listening.

"W Ih. -Muther,” said Bruce, suddenly raising
his heail from her lap; “ where is your watch
gone ?"
mMother laughed, and taking up her hall of yarn,
hcicl ii i.) his ear.

"Oli. N'annie,"
ingl im

he cried; listen! It’'s tick-
‘' Shl” said Mother, in a mysterious whisper,
|louking about her suspiciousiy. “ 1 have wound
" my last liank of yarn around my watcli, and 1
!|thiiik tlie kecnest-eared raider will never sus-
pect it.”
Wesat up late that night, starting if the wind

stnick tho liousc a harder blow than usual or
baiigcd a loosc shuttcr. We went to bed at last,
-Bruce, in my trundle-bed, which groancd

m|mourniully as it was roiled out from under Moth-

; Ms higli fuur-poster, and | in Mother's bcd. To
ktc]) our courage up, | rcmember, Mothcr lightcd
lhc best oi our precious home-made candies,— a
long coil of cloth soakecl in tallow, with tlie lightcd
endheUl up from the i-est of the coil by means of
apin.

The night passed quietly, and, with it, our fcars.
The first thing next morning when 1 looked out
ofilie ivindow | noticed that, in spite of the hcavy
sleet which covered the barc trees with beautiful

armor, the crowd of negrees and neighbors that
had been lounging about the station and freight
depot for the last fcw days had greatly increased.
Even while | looked, scveral men stragglcd up in
raggcd uniforms, with as much of the Federal blue
as of Confedérate gray in them ; but I knew they
were our men by the hcarty grceting of the crowd.
Bruce and | raced in dressing, and he beat me,
because he just touchcd his hair with the bnish,—
mine had to be plaited. But I ovevtook him on his
way to the depot to find out what the news was.

There was no definite news. The peoplc were
only hovering about with a general sense that
something would happen presently, and that thev
would rather not be alone whcn it did happen.
At jeast that was the way | felt about it. The
impression of danger was increased by the vague
rumors brought from time to time by the Confed-
érate stragglers. They had become separated from
General Early’'s command, and assured us that
Blackwoocl lay in the direct line of Sheridan’s raid.
The men who were guarding the stores marched
up and down before the freight depot, looking as
if they kncw more than any onc else, just because
General Early had told them to bring the stores
there and guard them.

The sim at last thawed the sleet, and the coid,
raw day lost its only beauty. Somchow the fasci-
nation of lingering about the depot was stronger
than the sense of discomfort. As we stood thus,
listening to any one who took the trouble to talk,
we were suddenly silenced. A rumbliug, jarring
sound shook carth and air, and quavered away,
sceming more a movcmecent than a sound. The
wholc crowd stood still. Then carne a distinct
boom! boom! A man who stood near me, one of
the stragglers, stopped talking and thre'v up his
head. And over his face carne an cxpression |
shall never forgct,— so ficvce and yet so hopclcss a
look. He caught my eye, and said gcntly :

“ Fightin’ over the mountain, ncar W'aynes-
boro’, I rcckon.”

It was very terrible to stand helplessly there, as
shock after shock of the cannon re.iched us,— to
know that with every boom our men 'vcrc falling
so near us, and yet to gaze siupidly at the blank
mountain-side and know nothing more. After the
first surprise, there was talk among tlie crowd ; but
Bruce and | seemed to be the only listencrs. The
men all agreed that the engagement must be be-
tween our men under General Early, and General
Sheridan's army. We did not wait to hear more
than this, but ran home to tell Mother; and we
were so cowecl by the sound of the battle, that we
did not venture out for a long while.

At last the c.annonadingbecame less violenl, and
we found that the crowd had been steadily growing.



‘1l SURRENPER, IF YOU I'ROMISB

Several hundred people were huddled logetlier,—
men, women, and children, black and white. Men
who had been hiding in the mountains crept forth,
glad of any kind of companionship, and joined
thc motley group. The souncl of fighting carne
faiiiter and fainter, until at last all was quiet again.
Then there was a movement in the crowd,— some-
thing definite was being planned. Aunt Patsy ran
in and told us that thc men were about to try to
get away on tlie enipty trains, wliich had ljccn
standing on the track for scvcral days, before the
Yankees caine over thc mountains and caught
thecm. My interest was naturally aroused, and |
ran to see what was being done. Yes, thc men
were working at the engines to get up thc steam.
Even the guards had left their posts and were hclp-
ing to kindle the fires under thc boilers. As |
stood looking on at thc unprotccted stores, a guard.

VO PROTEC'T THIS VOUSG LADY

who was passing with a bucket of waii r in ok
hand, shoutcd out;

“ Go inand help yourself, sissy ; for thc Vante
will burn them.”

“ And all those buttons!” | thouglit, «iii.
fearful pang. Then, with a sudden impulse
indignation, | rushed in, filling my dress and a®
with cloth, buttuns, darning-thrcaci, anithinsaek
cverything I could rcach,— wrctched all tiw m
with a dcsperatc scnsc of my l.ack of .irnisad
general storage capacity. As | was tiiggii'S-
large bolt of cloth, 1was startled bya grcatshott
Loadcd up to my very chin, | ran to thc (loon"i
saw that two of thc trains, packcd with our mne»>
wcrc gliding down the track.

W as that why thcy were shoiiting?

In answer camc a sccond inighty slioiit itoi"*
hill-top.



The Yankees!

h «as a bod)’ of cavalry coming at a swingmg
gallop do« n the steep, miiddy incline, sbooting as
There was a wild panic in the crowd,
-the ilogrocs screaming and scattering in every
huge colored woman climbing a

[felice, » itii a twin baby iindcr cach arm.

Some of our raen ran after the retrcating trains,
tu overtiikc them; while others laboved frantically
io “cl ilie tliird train in motion. It breuthed
he.ivily and stirrecl; but on carne the Yankees,
coucefiiraiing thcir fire on the lessening crowd.
Bullelo and shoiits filled the air. With a crazy
NMPEE Liushed out into the thick of it, still cling-

Lgwiili despcration to my booty. The Yankees
fvere upon us now, shooling or capturing as their
iLastcs ditUited. A bullet whizzcd past my car, and
tlicn aiioihcr. Tlic next moment, | was tfted off
inn feei and placed in thc shclter of the depot.

“'Su\ there!” roarcd my protector. At that

{instaiit. a man in bluc galioped up and dcmanded
thc surrendcr of my fricnd.

I surrendcr, if you pvomisc to protect this
~eouiig luly.” W ith thc bullets singing about mo,
fll fcit my hear!, under its load of dry goods, swell

'swidi priiic when ! heard raysclfcalled a young lady

for the lirsi time in my life.

From my shelter | could see all that was going
on. lcan see itnow. The train iswcll under way,

Jlantl slidcs down the track. Our mcn pack in, pile
Iti», and ding to the platforms. The Yankees
shoiit wiki orders, gallop abrcast of the train, now
I'quickb eaihcring headway, and pour a steady firc
|liiiti) tlie Windows. Again 1 hear thc hollow ring
of iheir lioof-beats upon thc wooden platfonTi, and
«;ihe cnish of thc splintcring glass as it falls in. A
icri- from thc train, now and again, rccovcli a tcll-
.mijingshiii. On, 011 thcy go,— a mad race! The
s iVaiikc s. standing in their stirrups, pour a ficrcc
firc iu upon ouv mcn. The whole body sweeps on.
iThe jilimging, galloping horses answer to thcir

afbo) carne.

direction.,” onc

spurs. Past our house, down the track, on— when
suddcnly thc whole body of horse bring up upon
their haunchcs. A culvert! With a dcrisive ycll
from our men, the train sweeps ai'ound thc gracc-
ful curve, and is gonc !

Thcrc is nothing left for thc bluc-coats but to
ride back. Their prisoncrs have already been
marched off b)' a cletachment of their men.

W e were hudclled together in thc front hall cx-
pecting to receive some of their wratU when, sud-
denly, there carne an awful roar and crack. The
freight depot was in llames! Crash after crash
split the air, as the firc reachcd the bombs which
had bccn stored there, and thc)' cxplodcd and
were thrown up and out in all directions. Mother
seizcd us, and rushing through thc liall, we faiiiy
rolled and tumbled down into tlic cellar.
there the fiightful explosions shook us. This din
lasted in all its fury for hours and hours. It
seemed to my childish imaginaton like a clemoni-
acal batile of unscen spirits.

At last thc noise becnme less constant, and we
crawled out and found that most of tlio bombs had
gone over thc house. It had cscapcd, by some
miraculous chance, although the front door was
burst in by a shell and every pane of glass was
shattcrcd by the concussion. The yard, how-
ever, was riddled with them ; and the bombs were
still cxploding. In fact, the last bomb clid not
explode until a week latcr.

When we found that we still had a house over
lis, we were glad cnough to crcep back to thc
cellar, where our privac)' was not molested. When
wc ventured out again, there was not a blue-coat
in sight. The bombs had been too indiscriminat-
ing for them, and so what we thought to bc our
greatest clangor provcd to be our safcguard. Many
houses in the ncighborhood wcre raiclcd; but 1
never saw another Yankee until a few years ago,
when | carne to New-Yotk and discovered that
they hacl neithcr hoofs fior horns.

Even
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THE PEASANT KING.

By R. K.

NE day a cerlain
king grew weary
of the luxurious life
he was leading, for

onc by one his
every pleasure be-
caine inonotonous,

and at last he knew
not what to do to
makec his life cndiir-
ablc.

So he concluded
that a sure way out
Ufthe trouble would
be to find out how
oihcr kiiigs had lived before him, and to ascertain
«liatili'.y did to gain happiness and peacc of mind.
AccQ' ii.igly, he ordcrcdacourticr to collcct all the
IxxIk™ oncerning kings, both in historyand fiction,
and [Il u ad them aloud to him that he might col-

loct it-"~ml information on the subject.

Thv courtier gathered a great mimber of these
booki and rcad them aloud to the King, who
still sccmcd to be at a loss for information regard-
ing il;c details of royal happiness. When the
King li.icl about given up in dcspair, the courtier
ame lo an Eastern story of arulcr who had found
happiness by changing places with a peasant-

” That will do,” said the King to the courtier ;

I luve tried almost every other plan to be
happy, but without success- | shall now try to
find “onic pcasant in my realm who would like to
Im King. In all my travels 1 have noticed how
contcnted the peasants are. They seem to lack no
rcgmreuicut of earthly happiness ; thcy are always
singing, even at their woi'k, and | would give
anything to be as happy as a pcasant.”

As tlie courtier attcmpted to go on with the
story, the King hclcl his hand up for him to stop.

“ Clusc the book,” saicl he; “ I shall follow ihc
cxamplc of the king in the story. There may bo
apcasant in niy realm who thiiiks true happiness
comes to those in powcr, and who could be-indiiced
lo c.xchange his position in life for mine.”

Tile courtier protested against such an cxperi-
raent, until he thought the safety of his head was
involved — and then desisted.

On the following day, the King started out be-
hind four white horscs, in his best purplc and

MUNKITI'RICK.

goldcn crown, to exchangc placeswitb the happiest
man he could find.

On an almost dcserted road, he espied a littic
cahin under some large trees that almost screened
it from vicw. As the carriage clrew ncarer, the
King saw the occupant of the cabin digging in a
patcli. He scemcd as happy as the birds that wcrc
singing on every limb ; and he himsclf sung, while
he pushed the spade into the ground and turned
up the soft eailh.

When the carriage stopped, the man dropped his
spade, and camc to the fcnce to see what was
wanted.

The King stepped down and asked him some
questions regarding the prospect of good rrops in
tlic country, and then said :

* 1 should be very well contcnted if I were as
happy as you are.”

“ And |, replied the pcasant, “ should be vciy
happy if I were a king.”

“You are onc,” repliccl the King, as he thvew
his robes about the man’s shouldcrs, and placed
the goldcn Crown upon his head. “ That is your
carriage, and tliese are your scrvants, who will bear
wiiness that wc have changed places, and that 1
am the peasant.”

The joy ofthe new-made king knew no bounds.
He sat up in the carriage, with all the dignity of
an oid king. In hisheavt he fancied that he must
be dreaming, and pinchcd his arms, and askcd his
attcndants to stick pins in him that he might be
sure he was awake. He thought of his grcat pouer
with absolutc glee, and fclt suprcmely liappy in the
knowledgc that he could makc tlie country go to
war, and cut off the heads of peoijlc who in any way
displeascd him. What puzzled him most was the
fact that he had ever bccn happy befare, and he
was at a loss to understand it.

“ Whip up the liorses,” he said;
rcach the palace before sundown.”

But, in rcality, he fearcd that the oid king might
have changed his mind, and might be running
along the road to ovcrtake them,

W licn he rcachcd the palacc, thcrc was littic
excitement, as all the inmatcs knew thcy wcrc to
have a ncw king, having becn jnformcd of the
nature of the oid king's mission in the morning.

That night he made up his mind to hax-c a grand
banquet, such ar.a king should have. So lie ate

* 1 wish to



a most inordinate quantity of the richest dishcs he
couid think of, and he did not stop until almost
miclnight, whcn he vctired.

He was awakened several times before morning
with nightmarc, and passed so miserable a night,
that he was tired and slccpy when it was time to

THE KING THREW 1113 KOLif AQOUT THE MAN’'S SHOUt.UKRS AND HLACED THE OOLUEM

CROWN UI'iN HIS IIEAG/"

ansc for thc day. While he was a peasant and
worked hard year in and year out, he had ncver
known any but nights of refresliing slecp.

But this did not trouble him much. He con-
clucled that he would soon become accustomed to
royal banqucts, and that would be thc cncl of slccp-
Icss nights. No sooner liad he disposcd of this
trouble, than it occurred to him that he had lieard

that it was a common thing for kings to havethcii
food poisoncd. Perhaps his food had been imsufi.
cicntly poisoned the night before. In that case it
scrvants would make sure to put enougli in hi
coffec to kill him at breakfast.

This was a terrible reflection, and it n.irros-ol
the King’s feelings in a <@
that thcy had never bccii Int
rowcd before. But lie «fa;
to his breakfast, dctcrminin»
that he would nottonchUK
coffec. Then lie concludci
tliat thcy might deccivc hm
by putting the poisoii «hert
he would least suspect it.

When he was a peasant. k
never knew such fcai asths
He finished liis breakfast ij
great alarm. His agilatioii
had becn so great thai 1 jjas
him a worried, palé kmk,

“ Is your majcsiy «di:
asked one of the couriiers,

“ Why ?” said thc Kinj,

“ Your majesiy lcruinh
looks very ill,” re[nied irc
courticr.

Tlicn the King wa,s natisfid
tliat he was poisoncd, hote
thrcw himselfupon a lounji,
claspecl liis hancis to liis iac
hcad, dcclarccl lie had boct
poisoncd, and ordero | all tk |
scrvants to he bcheaded ifk
should die.

Shortly after, he «,',i safe-
fiecl that nothing scrmus «1
the inattcr, and he «cni au |
in the gardcn to takc abieaik
of frcsh air. He liad n't
cceded far, whcn lie noticec
some ono following him, 1&
follower was bctweccii him gx
che palace, and he could |
nothing but dcpcml «F'
himself in case of an atiad
No matter wlicre he «aikail,
this man followed him, sol*
sat down toscc if Ihcstraggler |
would venturonearcr, But theman did not; k |
stood still and watched.

The King thought that he could ncv.r be 3
tacked if he allowcd his prospcctive assailant io
know that he was watched. So he shoutcd ivrt¢5-
and in an instant a dozcn scrvants were at his sict

“ That man yonder is following me to Kill roe
he cried, pointing at thc man, who stood ncar.



sssH

Xo, your majesty, he is not,” rcplietl the
spokesnuiv ofthe servants. “ He is thc man who
follows you as a guard, to Prevent others from
killingor raolcsting yon.”

u it then so common a thing for kings to bo
killed 111 this way, that it is necessar)’ to have a
constar.t guard.”

His bcrvanis assured him that-such was the case,

riiis clistuibcd his peace of mind to such an ex-
tent. iliat he began immediatcly to question thc
absoluto happiness of being a king.

Wlien he returned to the
palace, tliere >verc huncircds of
pcupk waiting to see him, on
all kiiuls of busincss,— people
tn hine pctitions signeci, min-
isteis with schemcs of every
desciiption, so that the King’s
head spun, and he did n't have
time lo think.

A\fkr he had been aking two LI o'
wecks, he was so completcly uiidone, pliysically
and mcntally, ih.il he regreltcd thc day he had
giren up his hovol for a palacc.

« [Vvhaps thc cid king.” he thought, “ is as tired
of m\ lowly habitiUion as 1am of his crmvn. 1 shall
goand sec if he will exchange places with me.” .So
the King put on bis finest robe and his crown, as
the tfil king liad prcviously done, and drovc away
in bis grandest carriage.

* » .

Al soon as the oid king had placed his crown on
thc head of the peasant, and had secn him vanish
in [he distance, he went out where the peasant had
beeudigging, and continucd the work. After he
had worked half an hour, all the rlicumatic pains,
of «liich he could n’trid himselfasaking, departecl.
And he sang as mcrrily as thc birds in the
tici-, and felt happier every minute. At
tiliuu r he had such an appetite that he en-
joyed every morscl in a way that he had Ne
iiererdimc during his cutiré reign.

Tli.u night he slcpt as he hacl never been
able to sicep whilc burdencd with the affairs
of his country, He did n't toss about at all, v*,
and he did not wake up until the sun was
higi'." Thecii he hurricd down and had his brcak-
fast wliilc the birds hoppcd about the door, orsung
in the rose-bush by the window.

” 1nni as liappy as a king is su|5poscd to bc,” he
cried, “ and | should be happy to know .that thc
present king, poor fellow, would cver bc as con.
tcnled as | am now.”

And thc oid king worked on in perfect contenl-
mcnt for days, fecling safe from the conspiracies
ofciieniies, and on thc best of tcrms with his own
consdencc, so that he was indeed a happy man.

THE PE.ASAKT KING IN HIS OID ACE OPI'EKS HIS CROWN TO
UV'ERV PASSRR-UY



The garden was progressing fincly; and the new
occupant grew happier every day, and saw nothing
but sunshine. This continual flow of happiness
was nevci- disturbed until onc night ivhen the
king peasantliad a terrible nightmare. He awoke
fearfully agitated and in a coid pcrspiration —

Ho had dreamed that he was a king again!

He hastily arése and lighted a candle to take a
look at tlie surroundings, to make sure that he was
not in a palace and was not a king. He was
afraid to go to sleep for fear the dream might be
repeatecl.

Tliat very day, when he was workingand singing
in the garden, he saw a great dust down the road;
and in a fcw moments, the carriage of the King
stoppcd at the gate.

« How is the garden getting on ?” said the new
king.

“ Splendidly.”

“ Would you not like to give me my hovcl
back in exchange for your palace and crown ?”

“ 1 could not think of it!” said the nld king.
“ You must go to some one who has never becn a
king, if you want to make such an exchange. If
you go on a little farther down the road, you may
find some man who would be glad to wcar a
Crown.”

So the new king drove down the toad, and asked

A

the first laborer he mct, if he would like tole a
king.

“ No,” replied the laborer; “ 1 was a king fora
fcw days, and that was enough for me ; | tradcd off
my cro'iii for this shovel and pickax, because tlie
king ivho had givcen it to me for a small hiit lefused
to trade back.”

Tlic King rodc on ; and much to his sui prise,
evei-y man he mct rcfused the unhappy moiiarcivs
offer to make him a king, each one statiug as his
Tcason tliat he had already been a king for a greater
or less periocl.

It seems that every man in the kingdom had
worn the crown at one time or another, and that
the King, who was trying to exchange places with
the humblest being in the realm, was simply ihc
last man in the land to get it.

Thus itwas that the nation was filled with iieoplc
who found the grcatest happiness in the hiirablesi
spheres of life, and learncd to be contcntcd with-
out nursing an ambition to be great or powcrful.

Tbc Peasant King had to rule al! his life, forro
one "-oulcl exchange with him. And wlien lie ives
bent and lottering with age, he would go tothe
bridge that commandcd the main avenuc uf his
domain, with an umbrella held over him tu keep
offthesun and r.iin, and pevsistently offcrhbamn
to every passcr-by. But no onc would acccptit!

SYMPATHETIC READKR.

By a. K-V klls.

O1d Mr. Solomon Recder has a philosophic mind,
W hich is to reading ncwspapevs most wondrously inclincd-

They broaden one’s intelligence,” he says, with consciouspridc
And bring us into sympathy with all the world outsidc;.

And make us feel the universal brothcrhood of man,

W hich knits America to Grcecc and Chili to Japan-”
So every cvening after lea he scnds “ the brats"” to beci.
That in philosophic silence the paper may be rcad ;
And lonely Mrs- Reedev, as she muteiy knits, can sec
His every feature glowing with a widening sympathy,
Until, at half-past ten o’clock, he lays the papcr by,

W ith universal brothevhood a-glimmering in his eye.

CWijrBja,-



WHEN GRANDI'AI'A WAS A UABY.

THE LETTER CAKE.

(A finy Christmas Tale.)

Bv SUPHIE May.

iii 1[V B deaf and | am blind. Betty is my
maid, and ue live on the river-bank in a 'vhite
linuse — they say it is wliitc — and are as happy
togctlier as two bees in a rose.

riicrc is this diffcrcnce beiwcen Betty and me :
1 know 1 am Idliikl, but she does n't knoiv she is
deaf. 1 have to ring a very large ljcll, and hali
tlio lime she docs n't hear it; and once when it
tliiimlered, she said ; “ Did you speak, ma'am?”

1 pity Betty, .and would n’t for thc workl have
licr kno«' how deaf she is.

My fiame is Mrs. Polly Pope; but | am ‘‘Aunt

Polly ” to al! the good children in town. Pci-haps
the onc | hold closest and kiss oftcnest is little
Lena Paul. | knit worsted stockings for haif the
village, but for Lena | knit nothing but silk. She
is very dcar and sweet, and has set me in her
prayers, all of her own accord. llcr mother says
that sometimes aftcr hcr little head is on thc pil-
low, she exclaims; “ O, 1 fe-got to blcss Aunt
Polly!” L

Then she springs outofbed, kneels down again,
and says : “ Picase bless Aunt Polly — knits my
stockings — can’t see.”

S=

Tj!



Gocl has always blessed me, and surely He
always will, when a loving child is asking Him.

One day — it was the day before Christmas —
Lena carne lo my house just as Betty and 1 were
starting for thc chapel with a basket of clothes for
the poor children. 1 did not quite like to Cake
her with us, for she is as frisky as a squirrel and
chatters quite as much ; but go she would.

When we arrived she wanted all thc littie
frocks, hoods and petticoats, and everything clse
she saw. Mrs. Hay called the poor children to the
platform to get some shoes; and Lena whispcred :

“ / want a pair of shoes, Aunt Polly.”

“ Fie !” said I, “ you don't need them any more
than a fly necds a pair of spectadcs.”

* My shoes is all wored-cd,” said she.
were glad to get her home, Betty and I.
took my hand and pratticd to me all the way.

Lena is only three years oid, and she was un-
commonlyfull of miscliief that day.

“ What will 1 do for a pudding?” said Betty,
after we had been at home about five minutes.
“ 1 had mixed one, ready to bake, and the baby
has thrown it into the ash-barrel.”

Littie rogue ! She set the water running in the
kitchcn, and | had to go out and stop it, for Betty
did n't hear. And soon Betty was saying ;

“ Nauglity Lena, to puli the needies out of
Aunt Polly’s knitting-work, when poor Auntic
can't see.”

1 brought out the colored picture-books,
then Lenawas happy for a few minutes.

““1 know every letter there is in this world 1” slie
declared; and she began to read some surprising
stories aloud to me, in a littie, high, squcaling
tone : “ ‘Once there wasa littie boy and thc wind
blowcd him, and bime-by it blowed his hair right

Wec
She

and

off.” *Once there was awee, wee girlic and she hacl
thou-sands dollics. Could n’'t hear and could n’t
see. Cow camc, ate 'em all up.””

“ There, now, guess | 'll go out sec Betty.”

She shut the door behind her so softly that 1
suspected mischief. So | went out and told Betty
to give ilie child some soapsuds and lot her blow
biibblcs, for 1 wanted to keep her a good whilc—
I knew licr mother was busy.

“Yes, ma'am,” said Betty.

1 went back to the parlor, cxpccting soon to
hcar Lena screaming with deliglit over thebubbles.
But Betty made such a dattcr, bcating eggs for a
fresh pudding and slamming thc oven door, that
Lcna’s littie voice was quite clrowiicd.

“ Betty is a noisy woman,” thought 1. A whole
hour passcd, and | did not liear a sound from
Lena. | rang the bell twice for Betty, and asked
what the child was doing. “ I thought she was
with you, ma’am,” replied Betty.

“With me!” | cried. “ Why, I thought she
was in the kitchcn, blowing bubbles.”

“ Pebbles ?” says Betty. “ There’'s no pchbles
in the house, ma’arn,— nothing but fine whiic
sand.”

It seemed not a word about bubbles had ever
reached Betty's ears. She had been busy every
minute, and had not thought of the child. Dinner
was ready, now ; but | would not sit down tjll we
had found Lena.

“ She must be upstairs,” | said.

Betty thought not. “ Don’t you remeinher
I was in your chambcr, ma’am, half an lioiir
ago, to gct you a spool of silk out of your iiory
box, and would n't I have seen her, if sbv liad
been there ?”

“ Never mind, Betty. You go again, and Il
go with you.” We went from room to room up.
stairs, calling “ Lenal!” but no answer carne.
Then we searched the attic iu every cérner, tlicn
the cellar — no Lena was to bc found. She could
not have left lhe house, for wc kccp every door
locked and bolted. She could not have gonc oui,
unless somcbody from outside had picked a lock
and come in and stolen her! That was n't at all
likely. Somebody have done it while poor,
deaf Betty was down cellar getting potatoca. |
knew this was not so ; still — where was tlie thild?
W e hunted the house over and over, till | was
ready to drop; and then 1 had to seiid for Mrs.
Paul, and ask what was to be done. She carne in,
quite out of brcath and sadly frightened, witli a
policcman ciése at her liecls. The policcmc.n in
sistcd on searching the house again. This would
make the sixth time; but Betty said not a «ord,
uor did I ; we merely followed him.

“ | suppose you 've looked in all thc closcts?”
said he.

“ In every one but mine,” | answcrcd ; “ thiiis
always lockcd, and she can’t have got in tliero; bul
here ’'s thc key, if you likc — herc in my po<kct.”

He took the key, opencd thc door — and ihcre,
if you 'I! believe it, was that missing baby curltd up
on a slielf, sound asleep ! She must have slippcd
in when Betty went up after the silk, and Betty bad
locked the door upon her without knowing it. Ytiu
may fancy how thc cliild was huggcd and Icissed,
and how her mother cried over her.

“ | speaked to Betty two times,” said I-cna;
“ but she dicl n't let me out, and did n't let nic
out!”

After dinner, when everybody was gone, and |
had taken iny nap, Betty camc into tlic J)arlor,
and I knew by the way she clearcd her tliroat that
she had somcthing to say.

“ There 's new coal on in the rangc, ma‘aia,
and if you don't object, where ’s thc liarm in just



naldiiga Christmas cake for the baby, seeing as |
Ishuthcrup, and scared folks so0?”
eeNut ilie least harin, Betty. Only be sure you
Isiiift'it as fullas it willhold with raisins and citrén
and curmnts and everything nice.”
Beiiu l.iughed at that. | knew the cake would
I livuivicr, and so it was. The very odor of it
(ipiit rae in high spirits at once.
*  -Aml now, ina’am, | 'ni
Flieiiy. ckaring her throat again,

thinking,” added
“ would it do to

fiosi ii
*F10--1 it as white as the driven snow, Betty.
And ti',l.-' licv naine on the top with little red

L'candy drups.”

Betty was in raptures ; but I might have known
she could n’'t spell. When she brought the cake
to me with great pride, 1 ran my fingers over the
fiame, and found it was L-E-A-N-E-U.

“ Beautiful,” said I, and dicl n’'t tell
were too many lettcrs in it. I daré say she
thouglit the darling deserved them all and a dozcn
more. Lena was overjoyed with the cakc. It
outshonc for her the costliest gifts on the Christ-
mas-ircc, they said. Dear baby ! That nightshe
addcd to her prayers another “ blessing,” which
warmed Betty Fuy’'sold heart through and through;

“ Picase bless Betty — can’'t hear — made me a
boo-ful Kismas fwosted letter-cake !”

her there

WHAT DID THE BUTCHER BOY SAY?

By Julian

Six or cight pigeons were restingand sunning
thcmsclves one morning on the cérner of the barn
I across lhe Street from my house in Brooklyn. The
INigecoiv, and ihc barn belong to a rich gcntleman,
[vho le.ivcs them in charge of a gardcner, a very
faithiiil man and known to be the relentless foe
loftlic ciucrprising boys of the ncighborhood, who
I can 101 always resist their desirc to cross tlie fcnce
that inrlnscs this man’s great garden, with its fruit
1trces. (liiivers, and household pcts.
as U pigeons siinncd thcraselves, a buichcr
boy camc along, on my side of the Street, lugging
|a hoavt m.arket-basket. He saw the pigeons, and
P~topped and put down hisbiirdcn. Hetook from onc
of bis poekets a bean-shootcr, loadcd its leathcr
i pouch with a tiny stonc, took aim at the pigeons,
, di'‘cw tlic clastic as far as it would stretch, and Ict
.lly. All ibe pigeons spread their wings, and all
but onc rose high in the air in rapid flight. That
lonc fdl lluttcring head foremost to the ground.
Up to this point the only fact rcmarkablc was,
| Ibat the biiy sboiikl have siiccecded in bitting onc
of lhe pigeons. But, after that, everything that
.followed Was astonishing. In the first place, tho
|boy did not run; instead, he picked up his basket,
Crossed the Street, and rattlcd 011 the gate until tlic

Ralph.

gardeiier carne. Could it have bcen that he did
not know how faithful the gardcner was, and how
likcly he would be to fly into a passion and beat the
offender, or cali the pdlice?

The boy said something to the gardcner, and the
gardener went away leaving the boy standing at
the gate. Presently he returned with the limp,
soft body of the poor pigeon in his hand. He
strokcd the dead bitd fondly a moment. Then he
handcd it to the boy, who threw it into the basket
and went away whistling.

Now | want to know what the boy said to the
gardcner. | have tried again and again to imagine
what he could havo said that caused the gardcner
to act as he did. 1 could ask the gardcner, and
perhaps | shall have to do so; but, first, | proposc
to ask the Bt. NiCHOLAS boys and girls who read
this to gucss what he said. Many Solutions will
suggest thcmselves, and | wish to ask as many of
the readcrs of ST. NiCHOLAS as hit upon any wise
cxplanation to send it to the editor for the Lctter-
Box. It seems to me that some strange and per-
haps hiddcn principie of human nature may thus
be laicl bare. It will be all the more
to ask the gardcner

intcrcsting
latcr on exactly what the

biitcliev boy said.



By W. R. Hamilton, Lieut., U. S. A.

Some years ago lwas
on duty, as Professor
of Military Science and
Tactics, at one of the
best and most noted of
our Western universi-
tics. The first year of
my stay there was full
of uphill work ; but in
the sccond year the
good results that I knew
must come from the
ihorough administra-
tion of my department
appeared in numbers.

The Cadet Corps,
which ou my arrival
numbcred eighty boys,
had increascd to over
two hundrcd youngstu-
dents, who proved them
sclves, under proper
teaching, capable ofdo-
ing the finest kind of
militaiy work. The
regular drill, as a gym-
nastic excrcise, clevel-
opcd the musclcs and
maintained their hcalth;
it gave them a graccful

address and easy carriage ; while thc military habits
of promptncss, ncatness, and instant obedieiice to
orders, and respect for all superior authority, turned
in a useful dircction tlic animal spirits which usually
show thcmselves in the innumerable foolish pranks
to which college boys are givcn. The Cadets'

neat uniforms and soldicrly appcarance sccmeilte
fill the hearts of the young lady studenl- «ith;
gnawing envy, at the same time that thcir c;ti
gtued in veilcd admiration at thc weaici®™ ofihfl
brass buttons.

The college was one attcnded by boili yomi |
men and young women, and no difieivncc «ml
made in favor of eithcr in any department, cxcepi-1
ing in mine. As a rule, the girls equnled adl
often excclled the boys in their studies and inihe |
practical work of the laboratory. Uiit in thc
tary department the boys rulcd suprcinc am,
when beatcn by thc girls in other directions, ota |
tauntecl them with such remarks as, “ Whydon'i
you join the military department?” or “ Perhaps |
you can drill as wcll as you study!" fhcc-
ultant soldicrs littie thought that thcir <«ordi-
like good sccd, might fall on soil only too_rea* |
to receive it, and in time bring forth fruit |||||O(|
their tasto.

One day after drill was over, several youiig &
ches of thc sénior and janior classescainc to mci |
1 was leaving the hall, and one of them said:

“ Lieutenant, if you have a few moments i|
spare, wc should likc to talk to yon.”

“ Certainly,” | replied, and lcd thc way imontrl
office. After wc wcre scateci, thc young lady »b»
had addressed me first, and who had cvidcnih |
been delegatcdby her companions for tli.it diy.
spoke again ;

“ Lieutenant, we girls want to have a milita |

company.”

“ Wecll,” I replied, after a sccond or two of sa-1
prise, “ do you wish to form a broum brigadc’

“ No, indeed!” she answercd indignanily; ' " 1|

want a real military company just like the bos



live resorrcd to ask you to help us and drill  s;iying that | would take the matter into considcr-
ation and would give them my answer the next day.
‘Are vou roaliy in earnest, young ladics?” 1 Upon reaching home, ! relatcd the conversation
to my wife, and spoke of the projcct in a jesting
way; but, much to my surprise, she, instead of

laughing at it, replied:

“ Well, I scc no rcason why you should not
do what thcy wish. i have often heard you say
that the ‘setting-up’ cxcrciscs and ‘marching’
were admirable gymnastic work, and | 'm sure
thcy would be as good for girls as for boys.”

~Yesjindccd! We are, wc are !” they
gplicd Il choriis.
" You see.” continued the fair young
jaki-r, “ «e are O0Oll the same tcrms
hs tho bo;s in every dcpartment cxcept-
|iti Ihc military, and wc think we can do
lasBolt as jhe boys in that. There are
|ateiu forty girls who wish to join tlic
«mpany. and we llave been talking over
ilhe plan fm- some time. We can not
[see nhy should n't try it. And wc
heard you say that you believed
Atir\ drill would be a good thing for

p—
Isaiv that ihcy were thorouglily in earnest, and “ But,” | aiiswered, “ girls can't dr
~,nnt lo disappoint them too abruptly, 1 statcd their dresses prevent.”
ubjections to the experiment, and cndcd by “ Oh, as for that,” she replied, “

VoL. XV— 15,



enough to devise a unifonn which will be preiiy and
no hindrance to thcm.”

W c fully disciisscd thc suggestion; and the more
I thought of the schemc, the more 1 liked it.

So the next afternoon, I was rcady withan answer;
and when the girls had come in, | made a little
speech to them, beginning :

“ Young ladics, | have thought over your plan
of organizing a girls’ military company, and | be-
lieve that if you entcr into it with proper spirit, it
can be carried out, and that itwill piense and benefit
all of you.” Here they clapped their hands. |
went on: “ I am willing to undertake the work,
but only upon two conditions, which must be ful-
filled on your part. The firstof these is tliat every
onc of you must bring me the written consent of
her paients or guardians for her to become a mem-
ber of thc company. The second is that every
member of the company must sign this paper,”
and 1 then read the following agreement;

“ W, the undersignee, stiidenisof the Unlveraty. do hcreby
agree tojoin the Yauiig Ladies’ Military Company of said Uinvcr-
fity, and lo continué iherein for thc collegc lerm ending ,i88-,
unless officially excused. And we do furthcr agree to aitcnd all
drills, and to abidc by such rules and regubtions as shall be made
forour discipline and drill, and to obey the ordcrs given usby proper
miUtaTyauthoriry.”

“ Now,” | continued, “ if you can get thirty
young ladies to sign that paper, and to bring me
the necessary written consent, | will obtain the
Faculty’s permission, and next week we can begin
work. But | wish it understood that our project
does not mean play, but faithful cffort. 1 shall
rely upon your promises.”

The girls agreed that thc conditions were not
hard, and they went away, all smiling and happy.
Before the ciése of the following day, thirty-scven
young ladies from fifteen to twenty ycars oid had
brought me thc written consent requircd, and had
signed the paper ; and at their meeting I laid the
matter before the Faculty that night. There was
some criticism at first, but after a full discussion of
reasons and objections, | received cordial support,
and the consent was soon obtained.

My intention was to make the drill a gymnastic
exercisc for the girls. As with all students, theii
daily work and lack of exercise tended to make
them round-shoulder*d and to give them an un-
graccful carriage.

I had often noticed how little real or lasting
benefit the so-called calisthcnics brought to young
womcecn — often, indced, doing more harm than
good. Either the exercise is too hard at first, and
some muscles are overworked and others ncglectcd,
or else there is not enough exercise, and little good
is done. Often the loose dress worn is removed as
soon as the exercise is over, and a light dress put

on again. | believed that a system of miliia,]
gymnastics, pvopevly applied, would rcmedyil
thcse dcfects. |
1 allowcd two or thrce days to pass by bciottil
callcd a meeting of thec girls. Then 1 told themil
programme of work. First of all the uiiifonntsl
to be procurcd, and with the assistancc of my»;l
thc following dress was dcsigned; akilt-skirtm”j
full and short, reaching bclow the tops of thebomi
a blouse-waist with a wide, open sailor collar; fcl
and waist of navy-bluc cloth, stitchcd witli j:';l
thre.nd, and waist trimmed with btass iriliiirl
buttons; a large nccktie, tied sailor fashion;aril
val officer’s cap. with a gold cord and laurd-urcr.l
The boots «ere broad-soled, with low licels. >
garment wns to be tight about thc body, corail
wcrc forbidden, and all clothing was to be--
pended from the shoulders. The belt iiioundikl
waistwas ofbroad white canvas, with a prettybrJ
clasp. |
Aftcr the uniform was dccided upon, therl
regulation | made was that it should be >vornfel
the time of going to morning prayer until ski
drill-hour in the afternoon. All the nicmbtisil
the company were delighted with thc tinifcl
They ordered cloth by thc bale, and heldtiratl
thrce “ sewing-bees” with their motlicrs andgl
ters. | liad the caps and belts made to orderkl
a military furnisher, who also supplied theb”
buttons; and in tliree weeks the companyd
equipped. Tlie cost of each uniform was ax®
scventeen dollars. .
The uniform was so becoming to all, aniJ
comfortable, that the young ladies sccmed uid
proud of it, and they soon began to «car iHiJ
at the reception given by the coUege
There wcrc forty-three girls in thc rnmpacf .|
this time; and, taken together, 1
healthier and prettier young womecn iban fcl
same forty-three at the end of three months'~
I held thc drill every day but Sunday, a"J
for a half hour only, but soon incrcasiiig theiiP|
an hour. For the first month spectalors wcren,[
ously cxcludcd. The boys were very cunousj
know how well thc girls could drill; bul Uiej
compelled to wait for the public exhibition,
The exercises first taughtwere the “ scitinElJ
drills as used in the United States Arniy;
lowed the various “ marchings,”
“ facings.”

“ salutcs, =
I found that the girls secmed losi
better natural capacity for the drill than thc J
This was pcrha))s due to a keencr scnsc oftim-i
cadenee, and agreatefliking for symmectr; an J
mony. Certain it is, | have ncver seen wi»T
and alignments so well executed by boys 1
those girls after three months’ drillmg.
thcm to practicc the “

I»->]
setting-up ” exercises



[test every morning and niglu,
lafier rising anff before rctiring; and | think thc
mdlesuhs obttiined were largely duc to this habit.

' Aficr the Airst montli of drill, I advised thc elec-

I don of a capUiin, .1 lieutenant, a first sergeant, two
autyscrgcanis.ac(ilor-sergeaiu,and four corporals.
- ssergeaiits and corporals wore the regular gold
fron on thc arm, indicating their rank; and
Itacapi-iie “mblieutenant wore thc gold bars upon

very mildly. They had absolutely nothing to say,
except to admit the perfection of thc drill. And
it is not surprising, for I ncvcrsaw prctticr drilling
in my life, more beautiful marching, fior more ac-
ciirate execution of the manual ofarms. The girls
wcre encoreci time and time again, until the pretty
sénior who was captain, blushing with pride, was
compelled to say to the applauding spectators that
the company was too tircd to repeat thc evolutions.

THE EXIIDITtON DRILL

||l«ir coUars, and also carried trim small swords
Piade cxprcssly for them. After a whilc, I gave
~  company sticks, or wands; but thcse wcre not
"Ary cnough to satisfy them. As Che boys’
i 'vould have been too heavy, | had wooclen
Wskeij made of the same size as the rifles, but
Wy and a half pounds in weight, Then |1
Pgbt thc company the manual of arms; and in
,l'is,also, thcy excclled the boys.
I At ihc ciése of the term, the girls gave an ex-

Ption drill. Then thc boys were invitcd to wit-
i “ud as there was much curiosity to
lih j gltl-soldiers could do, the hall wliere

~ ~unll took place was crowdcd.
osay ihat thc boys were surprised is putting it

It was a lesson to the boys which thcy did not
forget; for the next term they went to work with
a will, and to such purposc that during the year
they added lasting honors to their Alma Mater by
taking first prize in artillcry and second iu infautry,
at thc greatest drill since thc war, in competilion
with the crack militia organizations from all over
the country.

But to me the greatest plcasurc was the success of
the girls’ experimeut, and niaiiy and hearty were
the thanka and congratulations I received from the
fathers and mothers of the girls, and from the girls
theinsclvcs, for bringing thc hcalthy color to thcir
chccks and thc clear look to their eyes. And how
thosc girls would walk! Straight, and dignificd,



and graceful as yoimg qgiieens — it was a pleasure
tosecthcin movc. The ncwspapcrs which at the
beginning had made fun of the experiment, witli
jestingaUusions to the “ futura Grants ” and “ Sher-
mans” to come from the “ gentlcr sex,” now com-
pletely changed theirtone and praised thcsystem ,—
some even claiming they had always advocated it.

They had Icarned to give prompt, implicit obedi-
ence to ordcrs from all proper authority, to com-
bine courtesy and firmness in speech with decisién
and quickness in action. During the drill-hour

HOUSEKEEPING

Wordsby Mary J. Jacqubs
Cofi atiintu.

1. lley-did-aie, Illo-did-dlc,

house-deaii-ing time!

they were as military in their behaviorasthtn-
lar army, scrupulously saluting and adcltcb-in;;,
another by the proper military titlcs. The;-;
too, had leai-ncd other lessons as valualiiei J
they had taught.

The next term the company continued
rccruited many new membecrs ; and It was
ing to hear these exclaim, a few weeks aftcrbn
mustevedin, that the oldachcs and painshadca
to exist. And during that term we got up afn
exhibition drill, to raise funds to furnisi) an ant:

50NGS. No. 1.

Music by T iiere-a M.Hhtl

Kub < bing and scralibu.s|
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jiii Hu uikl rhyme; liuck < vts and scour -ing .-.and, jiol - ish and lags.
N
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Hcy-<Uddle, ho-diddle, lielly's scourcd floor,

W hile as the foain on ihe .saniiy sea*.shore;

1.
llv-diddlo, bo-dlddlu, sih'ci* and bi*as«,
Kubi m 1 {ill Ibey riiine likc a new loukiiig.glass ;
\iid'i'in~, caiidlc"licks, shoveU and Uings,
I"llxm', and inaiTuw.btmc', sighings and songA

llcy-iii<It!lc hn I Hti-diddle bey!

Clcan as a cuslard-pie, sweet as a piiik,
Is ibero a home likc this anywhcrc, think?
Illey-diddle ho! Ilo.diddlc bey !

NOTIL—Thisis foru vinii; tlic ivunlb sutfiic~t Uic apprtfjrlilc actiuii.
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FiuR FOOLISH PERSONS5,

once a little boy named Herbert
sat down and cried on his birthday,
because he was afraid he would not
have a birthday present. And at that
very moment a beautiful horse was
going to him as fast as it could! It
was of just the right size for a little
boy, and it was said to be a very fast
horse, too; and Flerbert was very
fondof riding lively horses.

once there Was a big girl named
Nancy. She liked to go to the Gen-
tral Park, in New York, and look at
the lions, tigers, panthers, and other

savage animals ; but one day, wM
she was at home, a pretty little fc|
footed creature, not nearly so hg
her shoe, ran across the room, ni
Nancy jumped up on a chairr
screamecl. The little creature didn

hid itself in a hole but
scrcamed, just the same, till sore®
carne to see who was trymg
her.



once there was a little girl who had a

lovelydill and a pretty live kitten. One —
day the pretty kitten lay down on the doll’s
lap and took a nap. This crushed the doll’s
fine new dress. Then the little girl was very
angry at the kitten for doing this, and she
would not give the poor kitten any supper.
The kitten cried, but he did not know what
he had done. He was only a kitten.

0-Vi: day a foolish farmer started to take
abag of corn to the mili. As he had strong il

[farms he held the bag so very tightly that he

burst a big hole in one corner of the bag,

andthe corn began to spill out. It spilled \'K

out slowly all the way to the mili; but the

man did not see it, and he was much puzzled. “My bag grows very light,”

he said— “and why do so many geese follow me? They cackle for me to

I'give them some of my corn, but Tcan not spare any. Geese are the foolish- ;!

est things | ever did see. Heigh-ho ! It’s a long way to the mili.” i'Vil
i
I*l
>'|



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

A Happy New Year to all, to-day 1

Though winds are blowing and skies are gray,
And snow and jcicles fill the air,

W hile mercury stands— | Tl not say where —
And each onc’s thinking, “ Oh, dcar ! oh, deai .
A pretly way to begin thc year!”

But I’ll change that if you Tl kindly wait,
For, if you please, 1 am 'SS.

I promise you sun and skies of blue
(And rain and snow-storm and tempcst, too).

But it lies with you, I’ll whisper herc,
To make me a sad or a merry year;
For all the sunshine that’s in the sky
Wi ill not bring smiles if you choose to cry,
Nor all the rain that the clouds can hold
W ill tarnish a soul that’'s bright as gold.
And so, whatevcr your score may be,
Just please remember, and dou't blamc me
For once again, as I cidse, I Tl State
1 Am o
Yours submissively, 88.

A hearty welcome to you, Master '88, froin Jack
and the children ! and our thanks likcwisc to Lillian
dyncvor Rice, who has scnt your spirited message
to our incadow.

Now | will proceed to mention

A eO0O OLD CUSTOM.

HAVEmyhcarerscverhcardofSt.Cross Hospital?
It is two and a half miles from Westminster, m
London, 1 am told. The other day three gentle-
mcn from New York walked up to it and rang
the bcll of the front door. The uppcr nalf o*
door swung open, and a woman handed them
each a slice of bread and soinething in a horn cup

Gl

to wash it down with. This mark of aCtcntionlal
bcen shown every travelcr who has talledsiiiol
the year 1136; but, of course, not by thesu,]|
oid lady,— dear me, no, for that would makckl
scven hundred and fifty-one years oli. lleia]
of Bluis, they say, left moncy by his «ill foiig,
exprcss purposc of carrying out this custom. 11
bread given to our modern travelers was freshjjil
good: and they had a merry time over it. '
By thc way, who was Henry of Blois ?

ANOTHER JACK.

How many of our Jack’s congregution krml
what a ‘jack-screw’ is?” writes R. F. C.. oiPliilil
delphia. “ Everybody knows what * Jack-stm,’|
and ‘ Jack-stones’ are, but ‘Jack-scrc«s’ aieicl
so well knmvn, even by thc grown peuplc. TtsJ
are still othcr curious ‘Jacks’ beside-. Ixotjiibl
and Jack-o’-lanterns; perhaps some uiiemll«;i|
them out in trying to iHace this loose screw."
*CAT-BIRD" PARENTS.
LACHIBERTMIie, XJ
Bear JACK-iN-Tiie-Pvi.piT: Ina tound volume ul St. Sic
I nolice an inyuiry abontmockiiig-birds poisoning Illiut yam;.

Is beyond my knowlcdge, bnt 1 do know by sal tari
once .hat oat-birds «ill poison ihoir youngj~-for 1haw 1
.ried lo miso wiihin live yoars over iweniy bn” .at-IsA Ta
longesi lime lIco,.1d keep .l.cm was ten days. W l,.. .letk:;l
few days ofd the n.other-bird always wonid find them, L.det,--1
placed, and would bravely enler a room where two .r ftavl
were aiitiug. and, tbougl. repeatedly driven away,
age 10 give poison to the liitle b.rds. Ihe last one 1 hsJ Itr--|
around with me failhfully for i.ine days, never lcu.rg
out of my hands or off my lap. The s.de of the tSE<Is"|
from me wns covercd. so that by no ,oss.ble mc.ins )
Cat.Bird reach her baby. who was fed from my hau.c Bt
day 1 was inviied to difie with somc fnends, and wssr”-
.0 go, fearing harm to the h.tle one; hu, after n.nch
finally took iho bird-oage up lo a third.-fioor back-r..*,
window.sa.sh, shutand locked the door, lak.ng
thatby no possible meaos could harm come lo the hu elar”--I|
rclurn 1 haslencd to getihecage, and as 1 opencd theJ w ,~ |
poorbirdie lay on hisback, sliiTin dcnih. As usual, ttn~«K tC |
everybody, and would notbe comforted,
taken with me the only key in ihe house whid,
door. Of coiitM every onc \vas puzeled. ™
glass on the floor nudcr the wit.dow ;
A window-pane Ithat was known lo he
found broken, and siicking to thc rather small hol
bceast-fcalhers, showing thc devoled persisience of iht 1» |
would notalliw her young bird to live if il muse pinc' ~ f

culd
last "«
then the st*h Ms

That a poisonous berry was given, | am certam, w n
Incverfoimdoul,a5.-ill my “scientific subjects, astite j
them, were carefully enlorahcd undcr a hedgero.v, 1

would not let the gmceless medical students ofmy s p- i
posl-moyicme over them, thiiiking death was bad AL
poor birds, withoutbcing cut into bit*!. 1

Ho ! Cat-birds ! what say you
dently is a truc account. It is hard lo
children raised only to be pnsoncrs, but .
knowing enough and bad enough tom
rather timn allow them to live m
me hcar from \'Oii or your friends as soon e
sible.

YOU 00 NOT SEE THEM ALL.

IF 1 were to ask thc children of
house; “ Who can sec at mght all thc sta



inthe sky ovcrheacl ?” every little hand would go

m and every pair of bright cyes would be quite
SrQthit It could see every star visible from their
W tof tlie world; isn’titso? would n'Cit?

Well the fact is, {10 human eye could see them
n'l-it,r. 1t-thc help of a telcscopc, or something
Al nitiir.ut-tlic p tn mal-i> thk ivim rk be-
of IluUu vort. I am led to make this 'cm ark D
cause of a scrap from a scicntinc papcr, that the
hircls Imvv brought to my pulpit. Here it IS.

R L ~V1
f-hc'avimge ;S d IrrdSes"mIfroSd~sirtho™
und  Ar ordinary (*pera-glass will bring om twcnly ihousand; a

“nall iclu-copt; will bring oui neariy two hiindmd ihousand, and the
¥ ~Lriul lelcscopes one huiidred milllon.”

Vct k'very star, never mind how long it may re-
mam unknown and imiioticed, is rcady to sbhine a
‘dcojiiie to every human cyc

lSIipred to see it. That
sti'ikcs me pleasantly. -—

Soineeyesjofcourse, can see
fiirllur than others. Thcrc
are near-sighted and far-
sightr.'d folk, you know; and
soitie who try to see, and some
ivhu iliiri’'t try; but all need,
sometimes, the aid of a good
telcscopc.

The Deacon requesis me
totemark, here, thatourblcss-
ings are like stars. Some folk
can count them more readily
than riihcrs, but one and all
seem to nccd considerable
help Ixtfore they can discover
any lilessing that is n’'t of the
first magnitude.

thS porcupine's fisst
COUSIN.

Your friend, Mr. John R.
Coryi-11, has written for you
this month an account of a " -C
cerlain little animal whose fur
very often is used to make
tippeisandmuffs for littic girl.s.
Heseiids, also, a picturc of the tiny creature for
you lo bik at.

Ily the svay, have you ever observed, myhcarers,
that to the eye there is apt to be a stronger family
likeness among human-kind relations than be-
twecn “ cousins” in the rest of the animal world?
Howecver, that is no rcason why you should doubt
lhc faci that your furry littic friend is, as Mr.
Corycllsays, “ the porcupine’s first cousin.”

Teli.theckildren, Mr.Jock.tharlhcrcisjust this«Unerence bctweeii

tkc porciipine and hia firstcousin : llie one i« .a very apiny, touch-
iitfrnm, “ frctfiil" sort of chap. and ihc inhcr is a sofi, iluiTy,
Uainiy, little bU of a fellnw. No sensible person would evut

think i,f scafing tbe porcupine's coat -about bis neck for a "com-
fertcr,” wliilc it takes the coats of ne.hrly half a mlllion of his first
cniisins ti, meet the demand ntade for them each yenr.

I'nn first cousin is called ihe chinchilb, and Ita.s ils home on the
slopesofthe Andes mountains. For hundredsand hiutdredsofyears

it hfts been doing bestit could to add toihc comfortofiis human
neighbors: for they do &ay thatwhen Pizarro, ihe Spaiiibh soldier,
went lo Pcru and siole its accumulatcc) treasurcs h® f>undamong
other things most beautiful blankets woven from rhe Jong, sllky wool
of the IUtle chinchilla.

No donbt a blonkcc of such wool would be cxqubiiely soft and

delightfdly W.™ ; but us it uonld rsquire Ihs wuul from About o
thousand chinchbillus to make it, itis unlikely that «<e ever will kwec
our sheepVwool blankcts in order to do as the Incasditl-

second cousin, the rabbit, the chinchilb Uves in butiows

which it inakcs in ihc ground: and llke still anoiher cousin, ihe
nrairie-doe. it somclime*» shatca its home wiih a Utticowl. Perhaps

The oivl is an unbitlden .truest: but ,he chinchilla is «lo gentle and
timid a Ktlle crentiirc lo be rudc lo iw xiaitor, and so the companion-
g~eson for life.
chinchilla is so very genue that it requires none of the tatning
customary for ‘tnirnals caughtwild» but submils al once and, without
the icast show of rcsibunce, to th« wiii of iis capior: laking up its
home in his bnsom orpockct, and eatingreadUy torn his hand. ~ As

A CHINCHILLA

itis not much over six incheslong, not including the lail, it niakes a
pretty lillle pee; and so it is no wonder if tbe children of Chilinnd
Pertd are often seen with them clinginglovingly lo ihcir necks like
so many onimalcd lippets.

A SOFT SPOT.

I Am informcd on pretty good authority that,
near a place callcd Mackinaw, in lllinois, there is-
a large patch of ground— about an acre, they say
— composed of a very dry soil (so dry that it is
like the finest powder), and a strange gas that
issucs from the place shattcrs any vcssel in which
it is confinecl. Snow falling upon this spot, 1 am
told, mclts instantly, howcver it maydrift and heap
itself on the surrounding land.

Now, my girls and boys of Illinois, have any of
you seen this queer acre— and have | bccn told
tbc trulh about it?



THK BABES IN THE WUUD; A GAME.

Bv Frank Bellew.

—_

You all have read thc melancholy tragedy ol thc figures to represent thc Ruffians, two to represen!
‘* Babes in the Wood.” But here is a game in theWolves, two Babes, and two Robins. Bybend-
wliich a skillful player can savc the Babes, and ing back the lower part of each figure, you an

make it no tragedy after all. Twu or more pei- make a sort of pedestal for it to stand upon.

sons can easiiy play the game. dicatcd in thc diagrams abovec.
First draw on card-board, and then cut out, two Pcrhaps you will criticise the Robins as



rather large in proportion to the otlier
figures; but you must excuse their
sirc I)v what is sometimes called “ ar-
tistic" license.

Siaiid thc figures so that thcy will
furm a row at one end of a tablc,
about two incites apart, in the order
here shown. In front of them, about
three incites from the row of figures,
place a saucer; and at eighteen inch-
cs from the saucer place a paper-
iveiglit or book.

Each plaj'cr now takcs a strip of
sliffwriting papcr, aboutan inch wide,
and rolls it up into what is commonly
called aspill. An ordinary steel pon
slipped into thc small end of a spill,
lieirtccn the folds of thc paper, will
m.-'kc it shont with a more accurate

aim, All draw lots to determine
which shall begin.
‘I'lie first player takes his spill

(which is called his arrow) betwcen
his linger and thumb, and, planting
thc table against thc
pa[ier-ueight, prcsses il down, so that
it Mil! shut up, after tito manner of a
tde-iCope: then, if suddcnly releascd,
itwill spring offin the dircction ofthe
row of figures.

Now, the object of cach player is
to knock over with his arrow one of
thc Ruffians, or one of the Wolvcs,
and to avoid tnuching cither the
Babes or the Robins.

If he kiiocks one of the Ruffiansor

nnc cnd on

Wolvcs over backward, he counts two points;

falls forward, he only counts one.

If he knocks eithcr of the Babes or Robins over

ARRANGEMEKT OP THE FIGURES.

8

83><ON

if it
Robin,

THE I'APER SBILL, OR ARHOW

backward, two are either taken from
his score, or, if he prefcrs, added to
that of his opponent,— or of every
one of his opponents, if more than
two are playing.

If the Babe or Robiii falls forward,
it takes off only one point.

If thc arrow falls
or pond,

into thc saucer,
the player is said to be
“ drowned,” and his entire score is
wipcd out, and he must begin again.

Each player takes threc shots in
succession,— picking up his arrow,
and shooting from the paper-weight
as at first, but leaving any of the fig-
ures he may have knocked over lying
where they fell until the next player’s
turn.

If he knocks a Babe or a Robin
down before he has made any score,
then of course every one uf his op-
ponents scores.

If he is drowned before he has
made any score. Uicn every opponent
counts six.

The player who first counts twenty
wins the game, unless one of the
players has so far avoided knocking
down either of the Babes or Robins.

In that case the game goes on,
and if that player can count twenty.
without knocking down eithcr of thc
Babes or Robins, before any one of
his advei-savies counts thirty, then he
is said to ha\-e savcd ihe Babes, and
wins the game.

If, however, every player knocks down a Babe ora
the player first making twenty of course
wins the game.



THE LETTER-BOX.

HoLYOKB, M ass.

Deas St- Nicholas: Papa and | have been very much inier-
cs-ed in ihe ardeles lliat carne out in the August and Septembcc bT.
Niciioi.AS about folding paper. Hy reading them carefully, >ve
easily found oui how to make everylhing tlescribed, excepi thc long
sink  We iricd a good many tune» to innke that, but did not suc-
ceed until last I'hiirsdny. Wc thought yon would be inmrested to
knowhowwcfinnllysucceeded. Itwatin ihisway. | itsi, by making
a snuarc sink, of good paper, we found we could open and make il
again, without folding it all at once; that I», wc could hnish one lcg
bifore beginning another. Then we undid the squnre Mnk, and
taking an oblong piecc of paper, folded il si) as to make oreases like
sthosc in the paperwhieh liad been made iiito a sqiiare sink. Aler
that wa<donc, we made a long »mk bymakm g cach leg sepamtely.

StlII we could not ea5|ly inakc a Iong SLIIk because this wny was
1KV kethk lorstsr

frora #lint'ifi"which it shéuU’ have bceii made. Then it was easy
enough tu make »c in Il\q(cotljjrsuce(l)ln\gt?a.c reader, WIKSLOW H -
P.S.—Papa says that thc above is a very good example of ihc
flowcrs of analysis and of synthcsis.
Winslow's father adds, “ Winslow can now make the oblcng sinks
in two ways: with ihc handies on the shon cuds, or with the handles
on the long sldcs

New York.
Dbau St. Nichol.as: Assoon as | received ihc Septembct mitn.
ber I tricd the paper canoe and madc it aftcra Ihtlc trouble. A gnsat
many have tried it and nearly all have .succccded. This is my first
letter, though | have taken vou for four years. You wcrca birthday
presentto An American Boy

San Francisco, California.

MV Dear St. Nichotas : | thought as 1 had never written to
you before, that Iwould wrlie and tell you about a very funny ex-
pefiencc wc had, lase summer, on the beach beyond Fort Point. We
ate our lunch on thc hdU. and then took our ihings down lo the
beach, and while Papa wasreadinga book, mysUterand 1wcntm
wading. We had no sooner gone In than a lai*e wave camc nash-
ing around us, carrying our coats, shawls, shoes and stockings,
and lunch-basket out lo .ea; and we were left lo get home the best
way that we could. We wcrc very much frigniened, bul were
thank ful for our lives. Since ihcn we have heard oftwo oiher people
who wciu through the same cxpcricnce as ours,

I hope this Iccteris notcao lotig iior uninieresling to be pnntedm=> a
warning to all oiher litile boys and girl» ivho vi'iit ihe I>each as frc*
quently as we do. Your friend and faithful renden

K.S. Il “m*

New York
O sar St. Njchoi.as: Wc .nrc iwo litilc girls, and onc little

fouryears oid. Weallbvc St. Nichoras. “Juan and Juanita
is the best siory we cver read. Wc love “ rhc Brownics,
especially thc Dude. Wc can not wriic very well, so Papa wntes
this for us. We wish we could have thec st, Nichoras every day;
It has such good stories. s

Care your little tricnd», Lutc, Sorhir, and Jt 1ius.

Chbtoj'a, Kan.

Dear St. Nichotas: How many happy hourfi 1 have spenl
perusing your interescmg pages

How I have laughed “itU I cried” at ihe aniics ofthe “ Brown-
lee™; mourned or rejoiccd, as the case might be, over the adven-
tures of “ Liitle Lord I'nunlicroy,” “ Juan and Juanita,” and others
of your hcroesand hcroincs!

I tricd 10 make onc of those “ crystalhtcd glas.ses, but it got
brokcen,

I'have made maoy of ihc “ Nantucket Ainks,” d«cribcd myour
last number. I wlisli you long Ufe and much happiness,»

Fort Worth, Texas,
Deak St. Nicholaa: My home is in Fort Worth. Texas, But
1spent ihc summer with my aunt and cousin, in Mifisoun; they
live in a big brick house, on a farm. My cousin and | rodé horse*
back very often, and ncarly every nighl we rodo up lo ine pasture
nfter the cows, and drovc them home, which I thoughl great fun.

I liked “ >uan and Juaniia” very much, and was glad they jai
hom«all righL  And 1also liked “ Jcnny’s Boaiding-1»ou&u
ihe funniest ofall are ihe Browniea."
I haveiaken you iwo ycenrs,and U kcyoubclicrlhanany mkgailLC
1 will now say good-byc.
YourconsLmt readcr, lvtta (I—

Cakthace, Ubnx

Deak 5r. NiCHOLAs: Some lime d&nce 1 wrote you a lcuer, aid
in ii 1 bpoke ofniyred-bird, and said | would tell any onewl»juuBa
writc 10 me how lo rcar and edlcate a red-bird. So niauy haie
wrliien to me ihat nfier ivnling to some, 1 have decldcd tuidl ihc
rcht through yon as a médium.

Uet the birds whcn about two wccks oid. A htile bread molsteiiti]
wiih water, with occasionally a berry, is the be.si food. 1)ro)ia dgji
or two of ivaicr from thc end of your finger inio their mouihs &iM
feediiie. They should he fcd every two hours unill oid eaoiigh ik
eat by themselves. After thcy are six weeks oid a liiile strapri-
applc is good for ihem. When they c.in pick up their feod ra™ih,
or pcrhauiY later. you can feed ihem all soris of fru», benies, §d
many kinds of seeds. 'l hey relish puUntmn seed, melén «cd,pcppLr.
eras?, and a few hard-shellcd bcetlcs. Ihey should be hamiled 1~
che first Be tender with thcm, and do not scare ihem, \ ou mil fiai
them very tractable, gentle, and knowing (for birds). Whcn ym
wish them lo do anything, show ihcm through ihe whulc Mwif
arce ai once, and make diein do it (with your aid) before you
Then repeai ii at will, and thcy wiH very soon Icarn wbat >uviH
ihcm to do, and do it in such a inanncr ihat you wil) nn*liablyc3.
daim: ” Oh, how dcver!” Aa«r you ihinkibcy are sufficiovw
lame, thcv can he looseli jn n rcnim and even outdoots.

Your fricnd, josit M-

PDCOPSON, ChESTER <-0 .PA
Dkah St Nichotas: 1 made somc verses about da\-6iirks
whicii Mamma said you migbc perhaps put in the Leiicrbox |
made them all myselfC : PR A I
uan and Juanita” isvcry mee, buc 1 liked '* Litile Lon! faijii*
Ieroy" better.
I am eleven, and Papa calis me a Centcimml baby

Tina h <«e—

W k Fairv Folk

ivo.airy U..- - eeeaj*/ o
W ¢ play in ihe sur allday,

And then at night. undcrcuruins uhiie,
W sleep till llie sun’s first ray.

Somc slcep in ihc laj)* of ihc UUes,
And i>omein ihe wild-rose irec.
And some in thc mil oak branchcs,

Higher than one can see,

In the day we do not slumbecr,
For we have work todo;

And ihc fiowers, ihat grow without number,
Necd our help, ;md the brooklet, too.

Forwc have lo inakc thc water run,
W hich makes thc milhwheel siirn:

And we have to painithe flowcrs
And ihe liny mountain fern

'You say you sicup at evcning,
Underyour curtains of white

I thoughtyou h;td your dances
When the moon was shining bright.

Not no! you mislakc, Uttlc nisidcn,
I(is notwc who dance;—

W c would very gladly do ii,
If weonly haia chance.

But. you see, wc are so 'veary
W licn the night hegins to fall,
W c do not feel like reveKng
In .my grceiiwood hall.

Sulnli
hi
ilic til
wes s
her k
spokt;
a’di
praye
sioric
nys 3
comn
I ai



St. Louis, Mo.

IlvarSt N1CHOLAS: | fii-st m.-ide your acquaincancc three yeai-s

wheii i waslwcive yearsoid, and have read every nuinbcrsince

lvii fniin cnver to cover, evcept the nddies and adveriisements,
wih'miich amusementand instruction to myself. Fot instance, an
inicie in St. Nichiilas soroe ycars ago launched me on amateur
nhoiocraiitiy. 1carefully preserve and l)ind each volumc. | oficn
~sondetj'uivyou inanagc to think of somelhing neiv for every new
eumber 1linieresl US boys with.

The oOicr clny Jiiy falher told me abeutwhat he called * Paper*
shado™Y» ' w liifi he uscd to know when a boy. Thcy are made
wiih Mixp cutout in suclia manner thatif you ho)d them bclween
a briHif llkilH nd a white w\U, ihe shadows look likc ihc figures of
anicrulsandofmen, Ukecopies ofpaintings and potinuis ofcclebraied
DCTSinH. ifyou know how to make them, pcrhaps more boys would
A jjliid t>read adescription in the St, Nicholas. Such paper
wort winild b« pleasant for long winter evenings.

siunmer 1 weni to swiinming-school. | saw a gjeat many
boysleamIng how lo swiid. Pcrhaps you have some useful hints 10
ofTer u™ aboiit thc art of swjmming and other aquatic performances,
IVuly aif admirer ofyours, Hbkk\' W, A——ro/

AIiTIiCLES concerning both the subjecis suggested by our youog
t<irre’U"iicleipt have already been printed in St. Nicholas. See
St. Nichotas forMarch, 1883. “ Shadow Plciuresand Silhoucites,”
and alvo forJuly, 1877, “A Talk aboutSwimmIng,”

Vevay, Switzértlavd

My prar St. Nicholas: | have been away from America
fifieen inunths, most of the lime in (Jermany and Switrerland.

I likc St. NichOI-AS betier ihan anyihingihai 1 have secn over
here Myfavoritesioriesnre “ Juan and Juaniin,” The Browuies,”
and " Little IA)rd Fauntleroy.”

Wc are 011 l.akc freneva.
waiuN cnmc over ihe .«ca*wa)l,

1haAclearned lo row. and .am now learulng lo swim

I rcmain your affcclionaie rcader, Dudley H—

Somclimes when there is astorm the

New Roci/KLUi, N. Y.
OUAK St. Nicuoi.as; I can not hclp iclltng you how beautiful
‘e Jii.iti and Juanita” was. My namu is Juanila in Spanish also.
Whilo | was spcnding the smnmer witli my gr.mdmoiher, one day
an nrs.in*grinder carne and played on our stej>s, and he had a
monkey: li was great fun lo waich hitiu My cousins would hold up
a pciriy, and ihe monkey wuuid jump fiir it and put it Ina Uitle
p>ckui in lilAcoai: theu niy cousin would pac a centin his pockel,
aiiti iiio monkey wmiid pul his hand into ihc pocketaiid bring oui the
cent, lie wasvery much airaid of ourdog, and he would cry just
likca human bcing whenever tlic dog camc near him.
1 tiHAt slop, for my Ictier isgctting long. 1am a littlc girl «leven
ye.ir- oid, and my namc is jB.s'’KIfi 1). H-— .

Halem, M ass.

JUM{ Sr. NiCHoiw\s: 1 have jusl finished reading your Lcticr*
Ikix. Mtd | thought I would wrile; 1wrolc a letler lo you once before,
bul I cu«ssil wastoo long to print, so I will try and not have IliU
one so long, becausc i want U prinicd so that “ H. F.,” (who wrolc
abioi Paper Canocs/' on ihc 8741b pago of the Septembcr num-
berj can «e that chcre are thrce Amcncan children who can make
ihcw hule buais. lii»! rainy lo-day, but ihc next plc.asant day we

are RfunRiohavea boai-race jo ihe canal with these liltle boais.
My Luer js gcliing loo long, so 1 will slop,
Kcimaning your dcughted readcr, lurnia T,

W inTE SULPHUR Springs, W est Virginia.
Brar St. Nichotas: As 1 have never secn a Icllcr from W liie
bulphsjr, 1 wilJ write you one.
11.>< ihrecsisiers,— one is iweniy.iwo years oid, Ohcis nioe, and
\uz tiriliy i« five, The baby says such funny ibiugs. Oneday ?rhe
‘| *aking for one hand, and then for the other. She ‘ipokc for

her k*ft Kmd, and said: “ Wherc are you going?" Then she
spokc f.r herrjght hand and answerctl, “ To hcaven." Her mirse
askefi hvr wherc she learned that word. Slic said, “ In my
prayer*.  She issucha funny liitlc chap.

IHavciaken your dclij-hiful m agaxiiie for two ycars, and niy favoriie
H'mesnre “ Juan and Juaniun/' “ Uttlc LoniFauntlcrov," “Jen*
IUmmq housc,” “ Fiddic-John’s Family,” and “ Winubg a
LommisHo :
I ajii afraid my leltcr Is getling loo long for you tt) prinl.
YoiirinieresCcd reader, Edward K. |-
(F.leven years oid.)

San Francisco, Cal.
rt,v. icustas: 1'hc C. C, C. U thc namc of acooking-
]IO ol which I am ircasurcr. T his club consists ofsix litlle girls,
«no mect ai my house every Friday afiemooii. 1 have a inodcl

ranee, complete in evcrv respect. Ourbadges arelltlle keciles, dcd
witn ribbcn. W c'cook bUcuii and fned potatoes, chocolate,
coffee, tea, and broilcd chops. This is our usual <«<!> Now, dcar
St. Nicmdlas, good-"e

Your aflectionaie rcaticr, CORALIE N. K -

PnlLADELPHIA.

Deab St. Nichouas: I am a liltle girl, fourteen ycars ofd, and
have taken you forseven years, buthave never wriiten to you before.
1rhinkmylavoriie stories aro “ T.itlleLoid Fauntleroy,” and "Don-
aldandDorothy.” 1am studying Ftench and go toa Ircnclischool,
and am goingtobegin Laliii soon. 1have but one pet, a littie oanary,
flamad " Chico,” afier Mrs. Carlyle'sbird. Haisvery tame.and also
cunning. His oage is at thc window. and whenever he hears a car
coming lie gives a Uttla chirp. | hope this letter is nottoolong to

print soon. Y'ours dcvotedly, Sara T. N
M AKsriei-D, P a.
Deab St. Nicholas: | read in the Sepiember number Miss
tlisic S 's letter. 1think she isright about the coraparison be-

iwcen F.ngland and America. 1 have often wislied lo sge West-
minsier and the Tower, also the moiintains of the West, and ihe
" Uolden California." Putl think that Aracrioa'sgreatncss does not
consislin graat armies,old lowers. and stalcly buildings, bul in the
good things she does.— homes for homeless children, benevoicni
inscituiions for the unfortunate, which she has builtall over the I"d .

| hope we shall hear some of Miss Alcolt’s stories soon, and hcar
moreof “ TheDalzcllsofD aisydown.” 1 like you,St. Nichotas,

very, very much. Yours truly, drace S-——.
W estcate-On-Sba, T hanet.
Dear St. Nichotas: | ara a lilile New Brunswick girl. liviiig in
England. | Jike yourlnagéazmc everso much. Lhaye ohule bro-

ther Deniin; wc Uked ““Juan and Juam la bese ofall ihe stones,

Mr, Slockum has made a slighi mistake in hisanide, “ The Low
Coiinirics and the Rhine.” 1 went from Kngland to Holland last
summer with my papa; we did noi lake ihe steamerat Hanvich bul
at Parkestone Quay, ;utd Harwich isprojiounccd by English people
ub if stpelled” Hamch,” noc “ Harridge,”

I ihink your pjcluresare lovcly: we are going lo have you bound
in volumes. . A n

I rcmaln, your affectionate fncnd, Adble K— -

(ngcd 9 5*ears.f

GbNEVR, SWiTZERLAKD, “ ViLLA CIAIRMONT,"
I have wrillen you many letiers. butnonc
havingbeenprinted; I writea”in, ilinking you willpublishonc from
Europeatj shores. 1left America last April, and was living on Lake
Const.aijce all sunimer, 1 am now wiih my ihree sisiers at school
in (leneva, and we are learning the Frcnch bnguagc. Wc are
all infatuntcd with Gceneva. W wcre sailing on ihe lake one day,
when all at once T lo ked up .and remarked how while thc cluuds
wcre, when 1My friend answcrcd, “‘I*hey are notthe clouds but ihe
threc peaks of Mi, Hlanc." At prescnt ihejura and Savoyan
mouniains an: covered wiih snow, and oiic can haidly disiinguish
them fanmi M | Blan s

(ieneva iiself isa Iovelycuy Initnot very lively; it has bulone
ihcater.but nonc, either in New York or Plulatlelphia, stirpasses ic
it is decoratcd by magnificcnl staiucs and porrrairs, | have b«n
twice 10 thc ihenier; once | sjiw “ Mlgnou,” and ihe other time
saw Coquchn intwo of Moliere's plays.

W estiidy vcry hard at school, and every lime I have a few mmuics
to spai-c | entpioy ihcm fii reading my favoriie St. Nicholas.

We all enjoyed "Juan and Juanila® veiy much, and thoughl
“The Ivy Spr.ay "one of the prciliesi siorics St. N iciio1«\s Cver
published.

Dbar St. Nichotas:

A
Yourinteresicd reader, Ckcelia 1n—

KansAS City, Mo,
D ear St. Nichota
As you will bc flfleen ycars ofid in November,
1 senci you a letter (I nm an ofd member).
| piiy all children who don’t see your pagcs,
You are chamilng to ali: you smi all ihc ages.
Even (Irandpa and Cinindina, as ihey sit by ihe fire,
Your stiiics road over, your picturcs admiire:
And Baby, who siis al their feeton ihc mal,
Crow» over ihc Ukcncss of a dear liiilc cal,
W hich hcsces in the voUune ofSr. N ick for M.arch;
And all of thc children, who in the firc parch
Thecircbesinuts so cri'<p, soon leave ihcin to cool
As thcy look ai the picture* of ihc Browiiics al school-
St. Nichotas, picase pul thi* in thc Lcttcr*box,
And ihank for the Brownies good Mr. Palmer Cox,



And all oiher aulhors who have long helpcd to make
St. Nicholas a ireo.sure. Bul now 1 masitake
My kave ofthem all, wiih a loving good*bye,
And hope that St. Nicholas never will die.
Sakah C"— (age xs years).
Fi.ORENCE, WILLIAMSOS Co "TEXAS.

Dbar St. Nicholas: On page 767, in the tale “Juan and Juan*
iia," ihe wriicr has made a serioiis infsiakc with regard 10 vhe
“Nonhcts” inTexas. The “Nonhers” do notcome in ihc siim-
mecr limes as siated, bul only in ihc whuer months.  The leinpera-
tureraneeshigh, gencm lly for twuor three days previoualy, and then
comes the wind which “ nll Texans know," bul do iiotparitcularly
dread. Aliliough wv. would certainiy not choow; lo have them if we
could avoid it.at ihc same lime thcy are ofgreal benefit 10ihe Staie:
for were It not forthese “ Northcre,” wc woiild gencrally be unable
lo preserve our mcais for tho cnsumg ycar: they also punfy the
air, and are ofgrcat valué on ihis account alUo, asour wmiers are
inild.

| would also wish lo slate that we rcad with intercst your vanoiis
anieles on English Ufe and sccnery, and that they are aJwaj-s wriiten
with general accuracy and impartiality. As | am an Englishman,
it is plcasing to be ablc lo sinte ihis; some pubhc.TUons are so far
from cotping up to chis standard.

Yours rcspecifully, O. Barnes

L ondon
Dbar St, Nicholas: You are innch harderon English school-
boys ihan are their mastcrs. “ To composcin Latin, stricily Kccord-
ing to therules ofvcrsification,” l.snot a punishmenc, bulan ordinary
Icsson. To wrile Unes as a punishmentis a very difTerent thing— iV
means that the boy has 10 siay in and copy outofany book so many
Unes, tobe handed Inata ccriain time. The boys agree that [i is not
a very sevcre punishmcDi, and the mastcrs think it rather a waste

of time. Elizadeth Kobjss Pennell.

ROX8URYV, .Mass.

Dear St. Nicholas: | cnjoy yoursiones very much, and look
forward 10 their coming wiih great inicccst. 1 succeedcd ir>foldini
the Nantuckei sink and the boat, and have made them ofaljsub
imaginable. Wc girls in school use the Najiiucket iinks 10 bg«
our pencil-sharpenmgs, which purpose it answers very well. Hup.
ing Ciscc Mrs. Burneti's new story in the next number,

I remain, your dcvotcd rcader, Maky D. h—

We have received pleasant lettcrs frotn the young friends whost
flames follow and 10 whoni we presciu our sincere thmiks: — UsI?
T.Webster, Norman Cdgci-s, May S. Plerce, Jcanne, FlorcntcF,
Raymund and Winthrop Howord, Mary Fair, Edward Ji Hyét,
Mabel v., OHle C. D ake, Elsle L, Farr, Olive K. Robores, j.
Pauline Balchelder, Mabel M., Ida N. H., Kaiie Kcndall,CaraP,
Ciiriiss, Allmand McG.. Alicc Slosson, W', F. and H. K Kaj,
1%s.sie Newion, Clara C,J-, Laura May Hadley, James M. I',Xcil
R. K, Hortense N. lLcffingwecll, S T,and A.S,, RubyE. S, Mm
neaumoris, Harold and Cecil, Rulh (»ist, (»ny C. F. and Effiel.C
Holland, Anna Eva and Ninie, S.idie F. Platt, Kellie v. v . Suse
R. and Margarci E. PoUock, Marie, .~iny Beach, Mande lhosii,
C. D.and M. K., Geraldinc Harrison, Bertha Wcbher, Cora SanionJ,
Florencc B. HuH, Kthcl H. Shook, K;ahlecn Ashiey, Maggw tlliot,
Mary Waltecn, E. A. W., Florence L. C,, Tamaqua, H, W.,J
Maude Durrcll, Madge J. J. P., Rissie. Helen A. Whiu-, Ruh)
and Blrdie, teorge F. 0., Leslic W, M., Herbert li., Anule
Rogers, Dell R, Maggie F., Louis A,, Nora C, Annie Van P.
Joanna Augustin, Jcssie W. Klirker, Gertrudc Parker, iJeaukc
Dundcr, R. L., Sam Davls, A. Belle Cady, E, H. Chambers, Mattie
T.J., Anna W ., Ruas, A. Curran, Merle M., Effie A. P,, Kugcria
U.S.,L.C. W, J. Coil Hatris. Clara S. Weil, and Kathlcen.



ANSWF.RS TO PUZZLES IN

MVTUu0ioCiCAL H oup*gtass. Centrais, Bellreophon. Cross*
wnrds i llypcrborcan, 2. Agamemnon. 3. Apelles. 4 Acllo.
o \c.i.  * 7 9° Amphion. 10. Ama*
inian. n. Polymnestor.

A M 0iiii'il Coose Khyme,

Oid King cou

Was a meny oUl soul,
And a merry cid soul was fu ;

He called for his pipcn

And he cnlled for his bovijl.
And he called for his fiddlers three.

A JJOtUiE Diamonad Across: 1. S, 2. Act. 3. Dcois. 4.
Ale. * 1 Duwnward: 1. D. Aea, 3. Scoli, 4. lie,
A IVo [JoniLR ACROSTKS, l. Primal», Christmas Nighi;
(liaL«, horef.iiher's Day, Cross-words; 1. Caiiiff. a. Horario.
> Reliiur, 4. Inspire. 5, *herecf. 6. lafleta. 7, Mchiot. 8.
Xneiiidi 0. Scciude, 10, Nctiler. ir. Iniorts, la. tunidged,
n H 7inivl 14, Tragedy. H, Primdis, Chnsimas tifis; finaD,
diiistiu.!l". Carol. ~ Cross-words: 1. Cabali«tic 2. Hieroglyph.
\ Reno'nmtcr 4 IlUimInati. 5- Scourgmg». d. lanuniount,
7 Myilioi>lasm, 8. Alcx.indria. 9. Scarednes». xo, Ueogiiosiic

n. (c<i.indriA. 12, Frihricator. 13. Tfagunnuco. 14. SeraphicDU

1. ni« PIKIFU»; Answcr.ss. U) ba acknnwloclEe] in thc mag-iuine. must bo received

dioykM.c .i.ldressed 10 St. Nicholas “
A

THE DECEMBER NUMBER-

NaVfii. RhiUIOOID. Across: 1. Cowed. 2. Salem, 3. David.
4, Milan. 3. Lcmon.
Cube. From \ 102, Cleveland; 2 to deparling: » 10 3, Cara-

calla: 3 lo 4, asseriing; 5 lo 6. porirayah 6 lo 8, liberally: 3 lo 7,

patcrmly; 7 10 8, yesterday; r lo 5, creep; 3 to6, droll; 310 7,
allay; 4to glory.

Star Pi»z2Le, From i to 2, discem i 10 3. dcrived 2 to 3,
nodated: 4to 5. dcsircd; 4 lo 6, dreaded : 5 10 6, dcvotcd.

Cbntr.alL AcBosiic. Centrais, Boston 'lea Pariy. Cross*
words i. saBot. 2. slOpe. 3, biSon, 4, saTin. 5, brOwn.
C. l)aNjo, 7. meTre, 8, shfclll. 9, frAmec. 10.riPer. Xi-
chAin. 13. luRid. 13.toTal. 14.roYa).

ILLCSTRATEO PuzzLH
onc, whaicver be his faith.”
pi Uecembecr closcs on the scene,
And what appcar the iiumih» gone pa»t?
Fragmciits of lime which once have bcen !
Succccding slowly, fled too fast1l
Their minutes, honrs, and days appear
ViewlesA ill that small poinl, ayi-ar
WoRD-SQi’ARE, x. VaKd. 2, Aside;. 3. Llbel 4
Dells.
Cross-WORD Vmowa-

“ Exiend ctHirtcODS greeting lo every

fIARTOX.
Ideal. 5.
Austerlitz.

iiot laler thon ihe 151b of each monlh, .tnd

Riddlc-bo«,” cate of The centusv Co.. 33 East Seveiiieenth Si-, New York Cuy.

ALl THE Pi*zzi.RS IX TUR ticTonER NuMBSR wcre Teceived, before Ociober aoth, from Paul Reese — Maud E. Palmer—

H.— Neuie Fiske and Co. — Kffie K. Talboys — Ixmise McClellan — “ Aiigjo-S.'uion

Kainie S.—

Maldiii- | Tiirrill— "SImraway Hciiand Chickens”— J. RiiiseU Uavis — “ Villoughhy " —j. l.oret, Jt. — F. W. Islip
'issSKRSTn Puz/ips iN THR OcTOBER NuMiiBif wcre received, before October >5th, from Addie and Mon.t Sauerlhwalte, 2 —

*2—" Pnirhall,” 5— H. Tardif -md A. Pancoasl, i —J- W. (.ardner, Jr., x — Gracc Kupfer. 9— “ bocralw, 9 — Ldward

- o’ - - s .« N __ ( Karhe F~Arns. t — “ (loosie. 2 — “ Bhthedale, xo0—
S. BAS.t—

., and

5 —

— “ Cxys-

n . kMav <.sj ... - -- r/ >j — Heicn

iVNeil. t — “Popand 1." 8— Jos. H. Sheflicldt'’6~1 “ SilOmon"QUjil* 7 — F. F- V."a — “The Coitag;," 7 —“ May and 79,'s 7—

“ Granc:ii,

"5— N L.Howes, lo

SQUARE REMAI.NBEKS.
Brji .11 and ctiriail a small shining body, a titic fora lady, and

break'i nrij the words temaining will forrti a three-ItTwr word*squarc
which wiU read didercnily acrossand up and down. i<, P>
MAIJTESE cross.

t 3 3 4 5

6 7 3
34 9 40
3% 3n 10 ir 12 4X 42
3 x4 15 16 19 18 ,9 30 =1
37 38 22 23 24 43 44
39 25 45

36 37 38
20 30 3, 32 33

From it05, a girl'* nilcktiamc; from 6 tos, .agentle hlow ; 9, in
I tir*»; fa>m 10 to 12, common al Christinas-limc: from 13 10 si, a
I City of Uel.iware; from 23 to 34, lo rcgiecst: 35, in town : from 26
t litvetage; from 39 lo 33, 10 iwisi; from 34 to 39, the mosi
>OnUiatitof ihe plancis: from 36 to 38, a phnt and Us frnlt: 15.in
. 1511, 19, ill town; from 41 to 44, lo run away; frutn 40 1045, rc-
i <*nt; from 3 to 31, a scaporltown of England. “ untle ONE.”

VVORI) SVNCUPATKINS.

KxAiti'Lr; Take Kiwork on mclal from cxpanding.and leave a
sniall Topc  Answbr, slr-etch-ing.

i 1 1aka to lessen from hlimied, and leave a color.

1 siwaysirom worthy of vcncraiion, and leave to lacérate, 3.

3. T.vke
Take

“ Fox and Geese,” 10— “ Jiinket,” 6.

a cozy place from a general pardon, and leave a girl™ namc.

4. Take lo uiute from rcpUed, and leave a musical inslrumcnl.
S- Takc roguish from an cxantner, and lcavc a prophet. 6. T.nke
a markci from feeling asharp paln, and leave to carol. 7. Take a
mcasurc of lengih from grusping, and leave to adhcrc. 8. Take
closc ni hand Irom a week, and Icavc transmiitcd. 9. Take an
expidle from frusiraicd, And leave an achievemcni. 10. Take to

cslimale from scoldcd, .and lenvc a slraium, Xi.
from hesicaiing, and leave the sidc of an army.

from siiipefying, and leave exising. x3
kettlc, and icavc placed.

Take to assert
xs. Take lorpid
Take to shby from asmall
14. 'I'ake recefii from comparcd criiically,

and leave rcscrved. ts- l'akc wiihin from palmiped, and leave

nouriahed. 16. Take an abodc from uprighiness, nnd leave a small

vessel usually rigged a« a sloop. . .
Each of the words removed has ihc same number of leiters.

When ihcse are placed onc bclow another, in the ordcr here given,

thc initial letiers will spcll the namc of a fnmoiis .etaiesman,

scicntisi, author, and inventor, who was born on January 1710,
CVRIL X/ EANE.

DCnilLE

My primal» «<ame a cerlain kind of pusxle; my findis fiame

Cross*IVORT7S: i. An
3. Gradualesofacollege.
tarce and heautiful flower.

impressive command. 2. Conccalcd.
4. Mountliig. 5, A placeofrefuge. 6.
7. Frames forholding picturcs.
" TWO STOSES.

EASY BRIIEAINNOS,

X. Bei®ead .Ananimal, and leave a grain
leave a fish. 3
of iheneck, and
leave a beam.

The bcheadced Icllcrs will spcM ihe fiame of a famous American
general. “ mirandolis'a.

2. Bchcad a d;ince, and
Bchead a gulf. and leave a cave, 4. Behead part
Icavc nn animal. 5. Behead a «scful anide, and



«

\

N

), From n word mcaning pan of a gun,
syncépate one leimr, and cranspose the re-
maining letiers to form a word meaning
a branch of natural history, a- Syncopatc
and tmnspose 10coneider,and leave di&poscd.
3 Syncopatc and ttanspose a small metal
cap, and leave merry. 4. Syncopatc and
transpose a number ofthings tied together,
and Icave to mix, $ Syncopace and irans-
poso nsionishmenc.and leave an endowmem,
6. Syncopatc and transpose a wax-light, and
Icave a spear. 7. Syncopateand iransposea
kliid ofcalcareoii« stone, and leave a domain.
S. Syncopate and iramipose lo sneer at, and
icave expense. 9. Syncopatc and transposc
gloomy, and leave a broom. 10. Syncopatc
and tmnspo'ic a rough draughl, and leave
a large box, 11. Syncopatc and cranspose
a recluso, and lIcave memment.

Uhc «yncopated leiicrs will «peil the fiame
of a famous man, bom January xst, 1730,

who said, “ He that wrestles with wus
sireitgthcns our nerves and sharpens our
skill Our aniagonistisour helpcr.”
DYCIS
PIl. '

0 DAS*vicsDO swind hatt gish tubao ym rodo!
Ey norma eth teaispan shour ahit era on remo,
Ehlterdcn sagccr fo eth shcdivan gripsn,
I'ith iuslry droplcns fo glon rummee sayd,
Ivht gonss fo sbtid, dan trcm.sleias grimurnum,
1)an rafshill mildy sene iroughh lerpup hcas,

INVEUTFE.I) PyK-\M II).

ACROSS I. A dependcnl. 2, A follower of Noetlus. 3. Far-
inaceous. 4. Subtile. 5" !n pry- ,oon X

Downwakd : X In 2. Half an em. 3, In f
flame. 4. Dioce”s. s* A country. 6. Uncluoua. 7. No. 8, A
prefix. 9. In pry. *

aEOWUAPIITOAT. HEIIEAInMiS.

I Beiikati a inuTiof Kussiun Toorkisian, and Icavc a jewcl. a.
Behead ainwn of Briiish liunnah, and laovc a city of Italy. 3- Bc-
head an isihmiia near the M alay Peninsula, and Irave uiicooked. a-
Behead acape of Australia, and leave to be in dobt. 5. Bchead a
river of West Australia, and le.ave palo. 6. Behoad an island in tlie
M aby Arohlpelaeo, and leave a cuy of India. 7. Bchead a towiiol
Briiiab India, and lcave a girl's fiame. 8. Behead a fottified town
ofSpain.andleaveaB Iri'snamc. . Beheada lai®c nverof Kurope,
and icave a stone useil for sharpening instmments.

" LITTLE ONE-

i"ITAU AL,

Tivo vchicles in one by an 4rdelo iinitod

M akiiiE a convoyance once used in lands beiicghted ;

That which joins these two. jsin each one comained ;

The wkfiu' has thcrefore three, as need nol be explaincd.

My ftystis what Amcricans have chnsen as the word

T o signify whac Englishmen prcfer lo cali my thiyd.

Each carne later ihan the mmiwte, for they wcrc nol inveiited
W hcn mankind, wiih the wimie. were forccd 10 he contenied.
My sccond is the first Ihing that 's used in preparation,

In giving littic Icarncrs an English educatiun.

FINAI, AIKOIitTIC.

Each ofihe words doscribed contoins ihe samo number of letlem.
W hen ihcse have bcen righlly guessed and arranged one bclow the

other tthough noiin the order here given), the final leiiets will giw
the lame ofa man of whom it hasbeen said: » Grand, glk>cmy,aiid
peculiar, he sat upon ihc throne, asccptered hermit, wrapjted inib:
solitud* of his O'vnorlglnallty

Choss-worps: i. The abode of bliss. a. A cDvern 3T
catch. 4. To abradc. 5. A vegetable, 6, A tropical fruli.
Alittlc towel. 8. A largecountry. LLCY LEP- UKOOXS.

COMBINATION 5TAU.

Stah From x to 3, distruslcd ; from r lo 3, fearcd fic«t
to 3 fondied: from 4 to 5 P variety of the domcstic pige»”;
from 4 10 6, wril» granicd by puhlic authoniy, conveymgcKhr
sive right to use soote ncw device; from s 10~ cncutnbers.

Enclosep Diamond: x, In date. a. A small m'lui. 3
Wearied. 4. A number, 5. In date.

Easy Scjuake (coniaincd tn the diamond)
fish. 2. Rage, 3« A number.

The first and Tasi words of the word-squarc will, vben r»)
In conneciion, forni tho fAame of u small animal. f > F

A\ lub k>

U1I)J)EN AMMALS.

Four nnimals are conccaled in each senicncc.

r. 1 cali a man noble who will go ai any honest woik Ict«ch
rebufF alone and help a careful iricnd. 2. Do not dmecrh conic«
schoiars or repel amfcitlous ones; d< not be harsh or ~'crc «JS
dullards or pronounce iliem beyond hclp. & lack stiidie™ iraask™.
I, Germén; and jack allows no rudc, errant bciiig o rctariitsitd
eress during his term in Eieter College. 4. | saw Eb'm tlie”
wlien 1 camc Inter in llie cvening; he seemed 10 sufferal unicsli»
a severc cut, and the doctor ihoiiglii he would h.ave to iicpanint
lighi sidc oithe boy's head. "jniiN PFgKVnsci.E.

ESXIiAIA.

| AM composed of six letcers. R

O iieletier isan anicle; two. a well-knowii abbreviatr ii
conjuncdon ; two, lo perfurm: three, iiimiilt: thrcc, miner: 1; lew.
ameasure; three, a color; thrcc, adeer; three, a roebuct, tiir*
apoem ; threc, to .aniiex; four, iitacdvc: four. costiy, i»"
pernse ; four, an opcn way; fivc, a grcat fear; live. lo .
regarded with profoiind respecl-

M AILEini'Al, JIMIITIA.

1 ASI composed ofeighty-fivc lettcrs, and form a quoiation appci-
prialeiotlieholid.ayseason, no*
My 43-31-64-82-13-23 is ostcnlalion My 47-»-57-35-<'i “ f,

dcsired al the closc of a fox-chase. My 61-52-1-73

My 85-41-5-16-75 is to conovor. M/ 66-fv,-28-54-3-'8 'm

of England. My 40-ai-33-6a-39 " '<

is a tropical friiii. My .9-51-76 is a qotclc dance. . My L
40 is a silUcn subslaiice. My 56-11-3610 a girl s mcknarnt. a.
-6-15-20-69 is a frcshet. My 77-8i-63-»9-=5-7T-8°-7»7U7;,4
my3(-79-c-a»-74-45:83-38 and my 65-26-7-58-3»-7i-~" [ [ 1|
84-53-17-4-2-67-55-14-10 cach fAame something studie.. dW .,“l

many reders 3 if. N icholas. “ accustus C. HOraiss-





