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ST. NICHOLAS.

R XV, JUNE,

1888. No. 8.

By Prof. Alfred Church.

. OColonus, in Rome, to his cousin and
jtHow-townsman Calilas,— Greeting;

lhave been greatly at a loss, my dearcst Cal-
,. pver since | carne to this city, to decide
lither | should rathcr admire or loathe these
It imist be confessed that at this

kitent, ien L recall to my mind the things 6f
l«as ycsterday a spcctator, 1incline rather
i"«red than leve. How brutal thcy ave!—
I* cruel!_how thcy delight in unmeaning
and cxtravagance | W ith what a thirst for

N are ihey posscssed, kecner than that of the
Wsavagewildbeasts,— keener, | say, forbeasts
twnicntwhcen their hunger is appeascd, but the
iPaite of these barbarians (for barbarians Clicy
aofiviihst-mding all their wcalth and liixury)

can never be satisficd. Yet, avhen | see with what
unwearying cliligence, with what infinite labor,
thcy prepare even their plcasurcs, I am beyond
measurc astonished. P'or yesterday’s entertain-
mcnt, they had ransacked the whole carth; nor
could a spcctator, however hostile, fergct that
though thcy are vulgar in tasto and savage in
termper, they have eeniguered the world. Rut Ict
me relate to yon in order the things which | saw.
Trajan the Empcror,— who, by the way, both
inhis virtues and vices. isa Romén of the Romans,
— having added sevcn new provinccs to the Em-
pire, resolved to exhibit to the peoplc such a show
as never beforc had been seen in Rome; and it
is confessed by all that he has attained his ambi-
tion. The day beforc ycsterday, my host, whose
office imposes iipon him part of the carc of thcsc
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matters, took me to the public supper at which thc
iTladiatoi-s who wcrc to fight on the inorrow took
leave of their friends and kinsfolk. The tables

A “ SAMNITE." (SEIli I'ACtt 568.)

were spread in the circus iiself; and thcrc wecre
pvesent, | should suppose, not less than two hun-
dred guests (so many gladiators being about to
fight on the morrow), for whoin most bountiful
provisién of the richcst food and most generous
wines had been made. They were of all nations;
but chicfly, as 1 was told, from Gaul and Thrace.
From Greece, it rejoices me to say, there were but
verv fcw, and most of thcse Arcadians who, now
that thc Roinans have cstablishcd peace over all
the world, are compellcd to hire out their swords,

not for honorable warfarc, but for tliesc lraser
strifes.
Most of the guests were, | thought, intent

only on indulging in as much pleastire as the time

permitted, and ate and drank ravenously, s,
of them loudly boastcd of what theywouWdo

thc morrow, and wecre heard by their admni
among whoin were some of the noblest youKijl

Rome, with no less rcverence than is a philosolJ
by his disciplcb. Others were more inodest;
more silent; and thcsc, | noticed, wercnlsor
sparing of the wine-ciip, which moderaiion
doubtless reccive the retvard of a clcarersighia
steadier liand for the arena, There were noi«a
ing sighls which touched thc hcart. OneswJ
obseived in particular, becaiise my liosi wesc
cerned in it. | should say first, that sameofil

A "NET-MAS." jSEE IAOIi 5<71

gladiators, though they themschcs are sliu”
have slavcs of their own who reccive hy

inconsiderable gifts when their mastcrs ' 1
ous; and not seldom, also, somc sharcoli |
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which the gladiatois win through their prowess. As
we wcre walking amoiig the tables, acertain Pleusi-
cles, who was known to my host, plucked his gown
and begged him tostay awhile. This Pleusicles was
a gladiator of neaily ten years’standing, and would
be entitled to bis discharge (usually conferred by
the presentation of a wooden sword) if only he
should safcly pass through the dangers of the
morrow. By his side stood a man of aboiit sixty
years, a Syrian, as 1 should judgc, who was weep-
ing without restraint.

“ Most noble Pontius,” said the Greek, “ will
you condescend to be the witness whilc | set this
man frce ?”

At these words the Syrian broke forth into tears
more veheroenly than ever. “ 1 will not suffer
it,” he cried; “ 't is of very worst ornen that a
gladiator should do such a thing. As wcll might
you order the pinewood, the oil, and the spices for
your funeral.”

“ Be silent,” said the
kindly imperiousness. “ Shall |1 not do as i will
with mine own ? Ifto-morrow should

At this the oid man clapped his hand upon
the speaker's mouth, crying, 'm'Good words ! Good
words !'”

“ Wecll,” said Pleusicles, “ shouldanythinghap-
nocn to me to-morrow, how will you fare, being still
,aslave? Say, if 1had not bought you three years
since, when your oid master of the cook-shop sold
you as quite worn out, would not you have starved ?
T is not every one, my mastcrs,” he wcnt on,
tiuning to US, “ that knows this Dromio. He is
the most faithful and the bravest of men — and
makes withal the most incomparable sausage-
rolls! Nay, Dromio, you shall be free whether
you will or no- If all gocs wcll, yon shall not
Icave me; if othei-wise, thcre is a legacy of fifty
thousand sestertii [about $2000] with which you
can setup a cook-shop of your own.”

Pleusicles had his way, and, 1 am glad to say,
escapcd on the morrow unhurt.

A little furthcr on | saw a parting which also
moved me not a little. A young freedwoman was
clinging with hcr arms around the ncck of a most
stalwart Champion. Thcy weve a singular pair,
she, more than commonly fair and of a delicate
beauty; he, a Libyan, from the other side of the
Atlas, and blackcr than 1had conceived it possi-
ble for any man to be. | wondered somewhat at
her choice, for in his face, which was as fiatas a
bee’s, there was little cnough of the Apollo ; but
his stature (which was at least four cubits) and
his broad shouldcrs and sinewy arms werc Cruly
heroic, and therefore | could excuse her adinira-
tion. Glose by stood a little nurse-girl, carrying
a child in whom were most admirably mingled the

other, with a certam

hues of night and morning; fior am | ash_,,
to confess that there were tears in my eyes«li|
the black Héctor took this little whitey-ba,,
Astyanax in those mighty arms and toideil
kissed him. 1 do not know how it went «iih J
father in the combat.

But 1 raust basten on to the show itself.

| will not deny that the first part filkd me«if
unmixed delight and admiration; for the placi
with the concoursc of spectators, formed a na
noble sight. 'There were gatbered logcther m
thousands of men than 1 had ever scen bek
each robed in a spotless white gown and xweairf
a garland on his head. Among tlicm satmitj
women, habited with much varicty of color,
myself sat with my host, his wifc and dauyhid
in onc of the front rows: and from there tlief
was one of uncommon splendor. The pupl
and red awning, too, which was strctched overo
heads, with the sun pavtly shiiiing through
gave a most brilliant effect. And then, the spel
tacle first exlibited was of incomparable r.titf
Such curious and beautiful crcatures \vctebroug|
beforc our eyes as | had scarce known evenini
reading. And, as if their natural bcaulywerci
cnough, art had been callcd in lo increase thij
attraction. There wcre ostriches —H is a hird,
you will believe me, of full six cubits in heighij
dyed with vermilion; and hons whosc manes 1
been gildccl, and antelopes and gazellcs, vhia
were curiously adorned with liglit-colored saij
and gold tinsel. | should wearv you wereij
enumérate the strange creaturcs which | sai
Resides the more common kinds, thcre were mel
horses ('t is a clumsy bcast, and as little lilcctoj
horse as can be conceived, exccpt, they say, &P
the headwhen the upper half is protrudeii W
the water), and rhinoceroses, and zebras (te
curiously stripcd and not iinlikc to «terywoj
and swift ass); and, aljovc all, eleiihanls. TtionJ
I liked not the artificial adovning of some ol iw
creatures — which, indccd, | thought prooUti
certain vulgarity in these Romans-1 coulinj
but admire the skill with which all these anini|
had been taught to keep in subjectinn theiratufl
tempers and to imitate the ways of men. J
was especially manifest in the elcplianis. 0S
these huge beasts, balancing hiinself mos J
fully, walked on a rope tightiy drawn. ]
fotir, on the same most difficiilt "t
tween them a liltcr in which vas a 1
rcpresentcd a sick person. And even m
dci-ful than these wcre the lions and ot
of a similar kind. It has always bce” ~ |
marvcl of the poets, how Bacchiis wasd |
chariot by leopavds which he liad
docile as horses. But here |

saw Bacchus
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done. Lions and tigers, panthei-s and bears,
appeared patiently drawing carriages ; lions being
yokecl to tigers, and panthcrs with bcars. Wild
biills pcnnittccl boys and girls to dance upon
their backs, and actually, at the word of com-
mand, stood up on their hind feet. Still more
wonderful again than this was the spectacle of
lions hunting haics, catching them, and carrying
the prey in their mouths, unhurt, to their masters.
The Emperor summoncd the lion-tamer who liad
tiained the beasts in this wonderful fasliion, and
praised him biglily for his skill. The man an-
swcred with as pretty a compliment as cver |
hcard. “ It is no skill of mine, my lord,” says
he; *“ the beasts are gcntle because they know
whom they seiwe.”

But, in good truth, there was little more of
geiitleness to be scen after this. The Romans
have an unquencliable thirst for fighting, These
cu)-ious shows of rare creatures and lare accom-
plishraents (1 had forgottcn to say that there was
an elephant that wrote the Empcror’s lame on the
sand) soon gave place to the serious business of
the day. But previously, to whet the appetite of
the spectators for that which was to foUmv, carne
various spectacles of beasts fighting against one
another. First, a Molossian dog (famous, as yon
know, for strengtli and courage) was set on a bull.
Then a lion was matched with a tiger, but most
unequally; for the lion, being inferior in strengtli
and courage, was speedily killed. Then carne a
combat of a bull with a rliinoceros. W ith what
fury did the peoplc roar (not liking to be balkcd
of their sport), when the gre.at bcast dcclined the
combat, and willingly would have retreated from
the bull into its den. It had manifestly no liking
for the fight. and could scarcely be urged into it
by the kecper, though the man put liot iron lo its
liide (which, indecd, is marvelously thick), and
blew into its ear with a trumpet. The bull, though
sai'age enongh of his own accord, also was urged
on with flattering pennons of red. So, at last,
they got the two to engage; and then the rhinoc-
cros, tossing up his head, sent the bul! fiying into
the air, as if it had been no more than a truss of
straw. When the bul! carne to the groimd, he
was absolutely deaci, his eiicmy’s horn haviiig
picrced a vital part.

These werc but a few of many combats. Then
carne as maiiy — nay, twice as many — fights bc-
twecn men and beasts. 1am told that men soinc-
tiracs are scnt unarmed into the arena, having
been doomcd for some great crime to die in this
way. Four men dcvoted to some strange supersti-
tion, which is called after one “ Chiistus,” pcrished
in this way last year. But to-day all wcre armed;
and, indecd, they acquitted themsclves with mar-

velous skill and success. | noticed especially
man, a famous performer, who was matched agaijiJ
a lion ; he liad no protcction but a cloth in his haol
and asmalldaggerthatseemed made rather ioishoj
than for use. W ith most wonderful adroitricss 1
tlirew the cloth ovcr the lion’s eyes, corapicull
blindfolding them; and then, when the bcasui.ij
struggling with the incumbrance, fastcncd aropen
a leatlicrn belt that was round the creature’shdL
(mostoftliclargeranimals were soharnesscditirconj
venience inmanaging them). W ith this rope thcliol
was finally dragged back into his den, tlicmaniditl
ing amidsi shoutsthat could havebecn nolondcrhai
he savcd the city from destruction- On ihervlicle!
there was little damagc done, though soraeucfa
woundcd, and my hcart, it must be osvncd, btiJ
fast more than once at seeing in what pcril iM
combatants stood. | thought, also, that ihosc il
managed the spectacle were cliary of the livesii
the rarer and more precioiis beasts, inuditoiM
vcxation of the commoner sort of people, who looB
upon the bodies of all animals killed at such tinc)
as perquisites of their own.

These combats being finished, the bodic? ff
the slain animals dragged away, and fresh san)
strewn over the whole [|>lacc, there fell upon iliJ
eiitire assembly the silencc of great cxpectnticnd
Some, who had been slecping, awokc; otiiers, «<hJ
had been talking with their neiglibors, were silmij
for now was to come the siglu which goes loih
ininost licavt of these savages; — men fighting'n'.lJ
men. L

It is not to be deiiied that it was a splcndj|
sigln when a hundvcd of tlic gladiatnrs, whoircTt
to play the “ first act,” so to spe.ik (thcy «ere
a mere fraction of all the performcrs to be
liibited), carne marcliing in, two by I'vo. Tlni
werc armcd mostly as soldiers, bul viih more of
ornament and with greater splendor. Thcir WJ
nicts were of various shapes, but each had abrrai
brim and a visor consisting of four platos, bj
upper two being pierced to allow the wcareriostq
through them. On the top also thcrc «as «taj
one might liken to the comb of a cock:
fastencd to this, a plume of horsc-haii' dyctl cnml
son, or of crimson fcatlicrs. Some «ere J
“ Samnitcs” (the fiame of an Italinn tnbe ite|
once nearly brouglit Rome to lier knccs). i
carriecl a sliort S'vord and large oblong
Otliers werc armed as Tliracians, ot as Grce"l
Othcrs, again, were distinguishcd by the sjni |
of a fish upon their hcimets. But the mostcum |
of all werc those called * net-men, '
cquipped with a iiet in which to entaiigc m
antagoniSt; having so disabled hun, the """"I
stabs him with a tliree-pronged liarpoori. J
have no hclmets, and are cquipped as ug' . |



-ble for if diey miss their cast they have no Indcecl, had | continued to look, undoubtedly I
*"ofW ety but in their fleetness of foot. should have faintcd. But | could not but observe
"tou'rill not think thc worse of me, my dear that the young Fausta, my host’s daughtcr, a

“ TILL VESTERDAV | IIAD TIIOI/OIIT HER THE FAIRE5S5T MAIDEN | HAU SIE-V.

raaiden of about sevcnteen, had no such qualms,
for siie gazccl steadfastly into the arena thc wholc
time, and her face (for 1lookcd at her more than
once) was flushed, and her eyes sparklcd with a

if | acknowlcdge that | can not describe
ppartofthe spectaclc. The truth is that aftcr
rtriaindreaciful fascinacion, which hekl me whilc
Afststrokcswerc givon, | turncclaway my cycs.



most inhuman light. Tillyestcrday | had thought
her the fairest inaiden | had seen; but now the
very girdleof Aplirodite could not make hcr beauti-
ful in my eyes. Can you believe, my Calilas, that
this young girl, tvho a weck ago was weeping in-
consolably over a dcad sparrow, cried aloud, “ He
has it!” whcn some poor wrctch received the de-
cisivo blow;—aye, and when, not being wounded
mortally, he appcaled for mercy, that she made
the sigii of death?— whicli they do by pointing
with the hand as if in the act to strikc. Verily,
thcy have the wolf’s blood in thcir veins, these
Romans, both men and women !

Butwhat will you say when I relate to you mylast
cxperiences ? Hearing my ncighbor say that the
spectacle was over for the day, | venturcd to look
up; and what, think you, did 1 see? Some sixty
bodies lay ou the sand, and there carne out the
figure of one dressed as Chatén, the ferryman of

Styx, who examined the prostrate forins loi
whether there was life in them. Finding ihat nofi
were alive, he returncd to the place whence be
carne, and there followed him prcseiitly anotbetl
person, thisone habited as Hermes, hcaringmbisl
hand the rod wherewith the messenger of the
is said to inarshal the spirits of the dcad when they
go down to the shades. At his bidding someat]
tendants removed the poor victims. This (lene)
fresh sand was strewn o\er such places as sho«c/
signs of conflict, and thiis was finished thcfirsldifl
of the great show, tvherewith Trajan is lo piase
the gocls and the Roman people.

It will be continiiccl for manydays; howmanyl
I neither know fior care, for 1 go not again. Xej(!
year | hopo to see among the planes and olivesofj
Olympia the bloodless sports which picase a kind-1
lier, gentler race of gods and men.

Farewell.

By Améue Rives.

THEbutterfly quoth to the rest-harrow* flowers;
“ Cousins, good day !
“ | paused on my way,
“ To make ye acquaint with the kinship that’s
otirs.”

The rest-harrow flowers
Flew offin pink showecrs.

*S«e note in “

If that, sir,” quoth they

Be truc, as you say,

Pray, wby do wc lly

But once, ere wc dic?

And then only, morco’er,

W hcn we 're biddcn to soar ?
W e are powerlcss, quite

Til! a wind gives us flig'it!”

L«uer-bojf," page 636



Said the buttcrfly: “ Nay,
" 1 hiiow not — Good day.
“But siill, ye 'le my cousins; ye
flowers;
“1do not dissemble,

rest-harvow

TWO LITTLE

“ Look, now we resemble,
“ Whecn thiis ye do tremble! ”
And the rest-harrow flowers still
sway,
And strive to be butterflies, unto this day !

flutier and

CONFEDKRATES,

By TiJUMAS Nelson Page.

Chapter V.

S the man in thc lien-house
groaned hoiribly, Willy, re-
leming, was about to look
in, whcn he saw Unele Baila
Corning with a flaming light-
wilod knot in his hand.

Instead of opening thc

door, thereforc, he callcd to

1 jiKold man, who was Icisiircly Crossing the yarcl:
mRtin, Unele Baila. Ouick, rim !”

Al tlic cali, Oid Baila and Frank set out as fast
| ®iliey cluld.

"Wliai ’s ihc mattei ? Is he done kill de chick-
Itns.' 15 lie done gotaway?” thc olcl man askcd
| tMililessly.

he 's dyin’,” shoutcd Willy.

is you shoot him?” asked the oid
1direr,

“ No, that other man ’s poisoned him. He was
the robbcr and he fouled this one,” explained
W illy, opening the door, and pccping anxiously in.

“ Go ’long, boy,— now, d' ye evcr heah de bet-
tcr 0’ dat?— dat man ’s foolin’ wid you ; jes’ tryin’
to git yo’ to Ict him out.”

“ No, he isn’t,” said Willy ; “ you ought to "a’
heard him.”

But both Baila and Frank were laughing al
liim, so lie fclt Ycry shamcfaced.
bv hcnring anothcr groan.

'“ Oh, oh, oh ! Ah, ah !~

“ You hear that ?" he asked, triumphantly.

“ 1 boun’ 1 ’il see whut ’s the mattcr with him,
thc roscol! Stan’right dyah, y’all, an’if he try
to run shoot him, but mine you don” hit me,” and
thc okl man walked iip to thc door, and standing
on one side fliing jtopen. “ W hat you doin’in
dyah aftcr dese chillern’s chickcns?” he called
fiercelv.

He was relicved



“ Helio, ole man, s 'at you? | ’s mighty sick,”
multercd the person aviihin. Oid Baila held liis
torch inside the housc, amid a confused cackle and
fiutter of fowls.

“WVVell, cf 't ain'a whitc man, and a soldier at
dat!” ho exclaiincd. ‘“*What you doin’hcah, rob-
bin’ white folks” hen-roos'?” he called, rouglily.
“ Git up off dat groun’; you ain' sick.”

“Lct me get up, Sergcant,— hic— don’t you
heah the roll-call?— the tcnt 's mighty dark; what
you fool me in herc for?” muttcrcd the man
inside.

The boys could scethat he was stretehed out on
the floiv, apparcntly asleep, and that he was a
soldier in iiniform.

“Is he dead? ” asked both boys as Baila caught
him by the arm, lifted him, and let him fall again
limp on the floor.

“ Nor, he ’s foolin’,” said Baila, picking up an
empty flask. “ Come on out. Let me see what 1
gwi' do wid yon ?” he said, scratching his head.

“ 1 know what | gwi’ do wid you. 1gwi’lock
you up right whar you is.”

“ Unele Baila, s’posc he gcts well, won’t he get
out?”

“Ain’/gwi’lock him up ? Gat 'sgood from you,
who was jes gsvi’ let 'im out cf me an’ I'rank
had n’t come up whcn we did.”

W illy steppcd back abashed.
him and told him the charge was true.
ventured onc more question :

“ Had n’you better take the hcns out?”

“ Nor; 'tain’no use to teck nuttin’out dyah.
Ef he come to, he know we got ’im, an’he dyahson’
trouble nuttin.”

And the oid man pushcd to the door and fast-
ened the iron hasp over the strong staple. Then,
as the lock had been brokcn, he took a largo nail
from his pocket and fastcned it in the staple with
a stout string so that it could not be shaken out.
All the time he was working he was taiking to the
boys, or rather to himsclf, for their benefit.

“ Now, you seo cf wc don’ find him hcah in the
mornin’! Willy jes’ gwi’ let you git 'way, but a
man got you now, wh’ar’ becn handlin’ horscs an'
know how to holc 'cm in the stnlls. 1boun’he 1
havc tobutt likcaramto gitoutdis log hen-house,”
he said finaliy, as he finished tying the last knot
in his slring, and gavc the door a vigorous rattlc
to test its strcngth.

W illy had becn too miich abashed at his mis-
take to fully apprcciate all of the witticisms over
the prisoncr, but I'rank enjoycd thcm almost as
much as Une’ Baila himself.

“ Now y’ all go ’long to bed, an’ 111 go back
an’ teck a dttic nap myseif,” said he, in parting.
“ Ef he gits out that hen-house | ’ll givc you ev’y

His heart accused
Still he

chickcnlgoi. Buthe ain’
done fastcn him up dyah.”

The boys went off to bed, Willy still fedi|.|
depressecl over his ridiculous mistake. Thevivercl
soon fast asleep, and if the dogs barked again ilijvl
did not hear thcm.

The next ihing they knew, Lucy Anii, coiivulscd |
with laughter, was telling thcm a story aboui L'ndtl
Baila and the man in the hen-house. Tlicyjumpcd!
up, and pulling on thcir clothcs ran oiu to ilichcn-1
house, thinking to see the prisoncr,

Instead of doing so, ihcy found Unele liallJ
standing by the hen-house with a condciii look of
mystification and chagrin; the ronfhad becn lifted
off at One end and not only the prisoncr, biilevcri |
chicken was gone!

The boys «ere lialfinclinecl to cry ; BalUi's look|
set tbem to laughing.

“ Une’ Balia, you got to gire me cvcry chicken |
you got, 'causc you said you would,” said Willv.

“ Go 'way from heah, boy. Don' pesicrtnej
when | studyin’to sec which way he got niii."

“ You ain’never had a hovse get llirongh the|
i'oof bcforc, llave you ?” said Frank.

“ Go 'way from here, | tcll you,” said ilic od
man, walking around the house, looking at ii.

As the boys went back to wash and drcss tiiein-1
selves, they heard Baila explaining to LucyAnn
and some of the other servants that “ the mani
them chillern let git away had just come back .ind |
tookcn out the one he had lockcd up” ; asolution |
of the mystcry he alwa\s afterward stoiitly insisied |
upon.

One thing, howevcr, the persoii’s escape elTodcd
— itp'rcvented Willy’s cver hearing any morcofhis
mistake ; but that did not kcep him now and ihcn
from asking Unele Baila “ if he had fastened bis |
horses well.”

git out, A «««vi

Chapticr VI.

These hens wcre not the last ihings siolen
from Oakland. Nearly all the men in the couiury
had gone with the arm)-. Indeed, wiili tlic QMZp
tion of a few oversecrs u'ho remaincd to 'vork lhc
farms, every man in the neighborhood, bciiveen
the ages of scvcnteen and fifty, was in the amm.
Tlic country "'as thus lcft almost wliolly unpro-
tectcd, and it would havc bccn cntircry SO bul fot
the “ Home Guard,” as it was callccl. which «.isa
company composed of young boys and the fe» *
men who rcmained nt homo, and who hadvobn-
teercd for scrvicc as a local giiard, or police boa-
forthe neighborhood of thcir honics.

Occasionally, too, later on, asmall dcl-ichuic™
of men, under a leader known as a “ conscnp-



jirt, " would come tlirough the country hunting
I ijjtanymcn who were subject to the conscript law
| boiivho had cvaded it, and for deserters who had
runaway from the armyand refused to return.

These two classes of troops, hotvever, stood on
| j«rydiffcrent fooling. The Home Guaid was
| {«arded with much respcct, for it was composed
/diose whose extreme age or youth alone with-
iddthcm from active servicc ; and every young-
jierinits ranks looked upon it as a training school,
laminas rwdy to die in dcfencc of his home if
'iftedwerc, and, besidcs, expccted to obtain pcr-
I miision lo go into the army “ next year.”

The conscript-guard, on the other hand, wcre
I «rmvnmen. and werc thought to be shirking the
Itm-dangers and hardships into which thcy wcre
lunng 10 forcé olhers.

Afewmiles from Oakiand, on the side towarcl
ite inountain roacl and beyond the big woods, lay
| adisiriciof virgin forcst and olcl field-pines which,

' eun beiore the war, had acquired a reputation of
lanunsavory nature, though its inhabitants were a
| bamiless peoplc. No liigliways ran through this
| region, .iiid the only roads which cntercd it were
I merewood-« ays, fillcd tvith bushcs and carpeted
I «lh J)inc-tags; and, being traveled only by the
I inhabitants, appeared lo outsidcrs “ to jes' peier
I mil"asthe phrase went. This territory was known
b) Ihf unprmnising fiame of Holetown.

lisdenizcns were a peculiarbut kindly race known
Itothe boys as “ poor white folks,” and callcd by
the negrees, with great contempt, “ po' white
insli." Some of them owned small places in the
1piaes; hiit the majority were simply “ squatters.”
Theywete an innflensive peoplc, and their worst
ricss «ere intcinperance and evasiéon of the tax-
I has.

Tliey made their living—or rather, thcy cx-
litcj—by fishing and hunting; and, to ckc itoiit,
i"iempicd the cullivalinn of little patchcs of corn
ind tob4ceo near their cabins, or in the bottoms
«etesmall brnnchcs ran into the strcam alreacly
1memioncd.

Inappearance they wecre usually so thin and
alliuv ihat uno had to look at thcm twice to see
itm deariy. At best, they looked vague and
[iDswe

They werc bvave cnough. At the ouChveak of
Pt«ar nearly all of the men in this community
fnli5tcd,thinking, as manyothers did, that war was
more like play than work, and consisted more of
resigthan of laboring. Although most of thcm,
olien in batele, showccl the greatcst fearicssncss,
u of camp soon became iiksomc to
them and they grew sick of the restraint and
nlling of camp-life; so some of thcm, when
| "rased a furlough, took it, and carne home.

Othcrs staid at homc after leave had cnded, feel-
ing secute in their strctches of pine and swamp,
not only from the fceble cfforts of the conscript-
guard but from any parties who might be sent in
scarch of them.

In this way it happened, as time tvent by, that
Holetown became known to harbor a number of
deserters.

According to the negroes, it was full of them;
and many stories were told about glimpses of men
diudging behind Irees in Che big woods, or rushing
away through the undcrbrtish like wild cattie.
And, though the grown people doubtcd whether
the negroes had not been startled by some of the
hogs, which wcre quite wild, feeding in the woods,
the boys wcre satisfied that the negroes leally had
seen deserters.

Thisbecame a certainty, when there carne report
after report of these wood-skulkers, and when the
conscript-guard, with the brightest of uniforms,
rodé by with as much show and noise as if on a fox-
himt. Then it became known that deserters wcre,
indeed, infesting ihe piny disirict of Holetown, and
in considerable numbecrs.

Sonic of them, it was said, werc pursuing agri-
culture and all their ordinary vocations as openly
as intime of peacc, and more industiiously. They
had a regular codc of signdis, and nearly every
person in the Holetown scttlemcnt was in Icague
with them.

W hen the conscript-guard carne along, there
would be arush .of tow-headed children througb
the woods, or some of the women about the cabins
«ould blow a horn lustily; aficr which not a man
could be found in all the district. The horn told
just how many men wcre in the guard, and which
path they were following; every member of the
tvoop being honorcd with a short, quick “ toot.”

“ W hat are you blowing that horn for?” stcrnly
askcd the guard onc morning ofan oid woman,—
ofd Mrs. Hall, who stood out in front of her little
housc blowing like Béreas in the picturcs.

“ Jes’ blowin’ fur Millindy to come lo dinner,”
she said, sullenly. “ Can’t y’all let a po’ 'ooman
cali her gals to git some 'n’to cat? You got all
hcr boys in d’army, killin” 'em ; why n’t yo’ go
and git kilt some yo’self, 'stiddcr ridin’’bout heah
tromplin’ all over po’ folks’s chickcns?”

Whcn the troop returncd in the cvening,
she was still blowing; “ blowin’ fur Millindy to
come home,” she said, with more sharpness than
beféte. Buttbcrc musthave been many Millindys,
for liorns werc souncling all through the scttlc-
ment.

The deserters, at such times, were said to take
to the swamps, and marvelous rumorswercabroad
of onc or more caves, all fitled up, wherein thcy



concealed themselves, like the robbersin the stories
ihe boys were so fond of reading.

After a while thefts of pigs and sheep became so
common that they were charged to thc deserters-

Finally it grew to be such a pest that thc ladies in
the neighborhood asked the Home Guard to takc
action in the matter, and after some delay it iDecamc
known that this valorous body was going to invade
Holctown and capture the descrters or drive them
away. Hugh was to accompany them, of course ;
and he looked very handsome, as well as very im-
portant, when he started out on horseback to join
the troop. It was his tirst actis’C service ; and
with his trousers in his boots and his pistol in his
belt he looked as bravc as Julius Ctesar, and quite
iaughed at his mother’s fears for him, as she kissed
him good-bye and walked out with him to his
horse, which Baila hekl at the gate.

The boys askcd leave to go with him; but Hugh
was so sconiful over their rcquest, and looked so
soklierly as he galloped away with the other mcn
that the boys folt as cheap as possiblc.

CHAPTKIt VIL

W hen the boys went into the Itouse they found
that their Aunt Mary had a headachc that morn-
ing, and, even with thc best intcntions of doing
her duty in teaching them, had bcen forced to go
to bcd. Their inothcr was too much occupied
with her charge of providing for a family of over
a dozen white persons, and five times as many col-
orcd dependents, to give any time to acting as
substitute in thc school-room, so the boys found
themselves with a holiday before them. It scemed
vain to try to shoot duck on the creek, and the
perch were avcrse to biting. The boys accord-
ingly determinad to take both guns and to set out
for a real hunt in the big woods.

They reccived their mother’s permission, and
after a luncheon was prcpared they started in
high glce, talking about the squirrcls and birds
they expectcd to Kill.

Frank had his gun, and Willy had the musket;
and both carricd a plentiful supply of powder and
some tolerably round slugs madc from cartridges.

They usually hunted in the part of the woods
nearest thc house, and they knew that game was
not very abundant there; so, as a good long day
was before them, they determinad to go over to
thc other side of the woods.

They accordingly pushed on, taking a path
which led through the forcst. They went entirely
through thc big woods without sceing anything
but one squirrel, and presently found themselves
at the extreme edge of Holctown. They wecrc
just grumbling ai the lack of game when they

heard a distant horn. The sound carne from ptfm
haps a mile or more away, but was quite distinct

“ W hat’s that? Somcbody fox-huntingi—oti
isitadinner-horn?" asked W illy, listeninginientlv i

“1t’s a horn to warn deserters, that’s wlia]|
'tis,” said Frank, pleased to show his superiorl
knowledgc.

“ | tell youwhat to do: — let ’s go and huntde-I
sertcrs,” said Willy, eagerly.

“ All right.  Won’t that Ix- fun!” and Ixthl
boys set out down the road toward a point whercl
they kncw one of thc paths ran into the pinc-dis-I
irict, talking of thc numbers of prisonets lli(y|
expectcd to take.

In an instant they svcre as alcrt and cagcrasl
young hounds on a trail. They had mapped ouil
a plan before, and they knew exactly what ibevf
had todo. Frank was thc captain, by right ofliis|
being oldcr; and Willy was licutcnant, and ivasio|
obey orders. The chief thiiig that troubled them]
was that they did not wish to be sccn by anyoil
thc women or children about thc cabins, forihtv[
all knew thc boys, bccause they were accustomcdl
to come to Oakland for supplies; then, too, thtl
boys wishcd to rcmain on friendly terms iviilil
their ncighbors. Another thing worricd tlicm.l
They did not know what to do with their prisoncis:
aftcr they should ha\-e capturad them. lloivevcr,!
they pushed on and soon carne to a dini cari-uav.l
which ran at right anglcs lo the maiu road anclj
which went into Che very heart of Holctown. Hertl
they haltcd to reconnoiter and to inspect llicir|
weapons.

Even from the main road, the track, as il lcdl
off through the overhanging woods witi thid'un-|
derbrush of chinquapin biishes, appcared to tlicj
boys to have something strange aboiii it, tlioujh
they had at other times walked it from end toenil |
Still, they cntered boldly, clutching their guns;j
W illy suggested that they should go in Indianfilcl
and that thc rcar one should stcp in the ottieisl
footprints as the Indians do; but 1-rankthouglii|
it was best to walk abrcast, as the Indians ivaftedj
in their peculiar way onty to prevciit an enemif
who crossed their trail from knowing howni.inyl
they were ; and, so fnr from it being any disad-1
vantage for the deserters to « » o w nmnbeil
it was even better that they should knoiv
were two, so that they would not attack from 11|
rear. Accordingly, keeping ubreast, tbeystruckiM
each taking thc woods on one side of tito n*x|
which he was to watch and for which he |
responsiblc. .

The farther they went the more indisiincti i
track became, and thc witderbccam ¢ thesumu™ |1
ing woods. They proceeded with grcat L
amining every particularly thick clunip oibus -J



Amg behind each very large tree; and occa-
Sllyeven taking a glanceup among its boughs,
' ¢cv had themsclves so often planned how, if

tsned they " ould climb trces and conceal them-

Swes, ihat they "ould not have been at all sur-
Imeed’to find a ficrce descrter, anncd to the tceth,
cchiagamong the branches.

Though they searched carefiilly every spot
Jbectc a°desorter could possibly liirk, they passed
ilitough the oak woods and were dcep in the pines
dthout haviiig seen any foe or heard a noise which
.(0al possiblv procecd from one. A squirrel had
Itogly leapcd from the trunk of a hickory-trce
'icdruninto the woods, right before them, stopping
«ipudently to takc a goocl look at thcm ; laut ihey
cte himting larger game than sqiiirrels, and they
todiiEl the teinptation to take a shotat him,— an
estitise of virtue which brought them a distinct
feling of pieasure. Tliey werc, howevcr, bcgin-
lingto be cmbarrassed as to their next course.
to could hcarthe dogs barking. farthcr on in
ilt pinos, and knew they were approaching the
iximyofthe settleincnt; for they had crossed the
kiilccreck which ran through a thicket of eider
téesand”gums,” and which markcd thebound-
jn ofHolcttjwn. Little paths, too, cvcry now and
ienturncd off from the main track and went into
ilt pinos, cach Icading to a cabin or bit of crcck-
Iffitoin iJeepcr in.  They thercforc were in a real
dilcrma concerning what to do; and Willy’s
sujgesiion, to eat luncheon, was a wclcomc one.
Theydctermined to go a little way into the woods,
«ete ihc)' could not be seen, and had Just taken
ikluncheon out ofthe game-bag and werc turning
inoa by-path, whcn they mct a man who was
iconiingalong at a slow, loiinging walk, and carry-
iiSa long single-harrelled shot-gun across his
am

IVhen lirat they heard him, they thought he
Bight I>e a dcserter; biit when he carne nearcr
iley saw that he was simply a coimtryman out
tanting; forhis oid game-bag (from which pecpcd
fitiuirrcl’s tail) was over his shouldcr, and he had
uoicapons at all, cxcepting that oid squirrel-gun.

"Good morning, sir,” said both boys, politcly.

"llornin’! W hat luck y’all had ?” he askectl
?Mtl-naiiircdly, stopping and putting the butt of
fegunon the ground, and rcsiing lazily on it, prc-
pr.iiory to a cliat.

"We’renotgunning; wc ’rc himting clcscrtors.”

m'Huniin’ desertcrs!” echoed tlie man with a

which brokc into a chuckle of amiiscment
A tlie thought worked its way into his brain.

"elin't you sec’ none ? "

"No."said both boys in a breath, grcatly pleascd
. te frientlliness. * o you know where any
rei

The man scratched his head, seeming to reflect.

“ Well, ’pcars to me | hcarn tell o’ somc, roun’
to’des that-a-ways,” making acomprchcnsive sweep
of his arm in the direction just opposite lo that
which the boys were taking. “ | seen the con-
scrip’-giiard a little while ago pokin’ ’roun’ this-
a-way,; but Lor’, that ain’ the way to ketch
desertevs. | knows every foot o’ groun’this-a-uay,
an’ cf they was any dcserters roun’ here | ’d be
mighty apt to know it!”

This announcement was an extinguisher to the
boys’ hopes. Clearly, they were going in the
wrong direction.

“ We are just going to eat our luncheon,” said
Frank; “ won’t youjoin us?”

W illy addcd his invitation to his brother’s, and
their friend politely accepted, suggcsting that they
should walk back a little way and find a log. This
all thrce did; and in a few minutes they werc en-
joying the luncheon which the boys’ mothcr had
providcd, while the stranger was telling the boys
ilis views about dcserters, which, to say the least,
wcre very original.

“ | seen the conscrip'-guard jes’ this mornin’,
ridin” 'round whar they knowed they war n’ no
clesericrs, but ole womens and childecm,” he said
with his mouth full. “ Why n't they go whar
they knows desertcrs ¢S?" he asked.

“ Where are they? We heard they had a cave
down on the river, and wc werc goin’there,” dc-
clared the boys.

“ Down on the river?— a cave ? Ain’ no cavo
down thar, without it ’s bclow Rockctt's M ili; fur
I 've Inintccland fishcd cv’y foot o’ that river up an’
down both sides, an’t’ain’a holc thar, big cnough
to hidc a’ole hyah, 1ain’know.”

This proof was too conclusive to adrait of further
argumecnt.

“Why don’tyou go inthe anny? ” asked Willy,
after a brief rcflection.

“W hat? Why don’t / go in the army?” rc-
peatcd the liimter. “ Why,1’sth e army! You
did n’think I war n’t in the army, did you ?”

The huntcr’s tone and the cxprcssion of his face
were so full of surprisc that Willy feh decply mor-
tificd at his rudencss, and began at once to stam-
mcr something to cxplain himself.

“1 b’longs to Colonel Marshall’s regiment,”
continuecl the man, “an’ 1 ’s been homo sick on
Icavc o’ abscncc. Got wounded in tbc Icg, an’
I ’s jes” gettin’ well. 1ain’righlly well cnough to
go back now, but 1 ’s anxious to git back; 1’'m
gwinc to-morrow mornin’ ef | don’ go this even-
in.. Yon see 1 kin hardly walk now!” and to
deménstrate his lamoness, he got up and limpcd
a fewyavds. “ | ain’well yit,” he puvsued, rcturn-
ing and dropping into his seat on the log, with



liis face drawn up by the pain the excvcion had
brought on.

“ Let me see your wound? Is it sore now?”
asked Willy, mo\ing nearer to the man with a look
expressive of mingled curiosity and sympathy.

notlliT ’bout that,” and he opened his shirt an]
showcd a triangular, purple scar on his shouldcr \
“You ccrtainly must be a brave soldier"
claimcd both boys, impresscli at sight of the'siar
their volees softened by fervent admiration

‘*THE OLD MAN U'ALKED L'f TO THE DOOE, ANO STANDING ON ONE SIDE PLUNC IT OPRN.”

“Youcan'tseeit; it ’sup heah,” said the soldicr,
touehing the upper part of his hip; “an’ | got
another one heah,” he added, placing his hand
very gently to his side. “ This onc ’s whar a Yan-
kee run me through with his sword. Now, that onc
was whcre a pioce of shell hit me,— | don’t kecr

“ Yes, | kep’ up with the bes’ of ’ein,” |
with a pleascd smilc.

Suddcnly a horn began to blow, “ toot—WI-
toot,” as if all the “ Millindys ” in the 'vorW'>«]| |
being summoncd. It was so near the boys thii &
quite startled thcm.



wTlrat’s for the deserters, now,” they both cx-
Aimtd.
rriioir friend looked calmly up and down the
.,.both ways.
J'-Thera rascally eonscrip’guard been tcllin’you
lili3[*to gi' 'cin some excuse for kcepin’ out
fin‘ariny ihoyselves,— that ’s all. Th’ain't no
liicriersany whar in all these parts, an’ you Kkin
I'Emso. 1 ’'m gwine down thar an' sec what
mhomn's a-blouin’fur; hit’s somebody’s dinner
otsump’n’,” he added, rising and taking up

6gime-bag.
mCaitwe go with you ?” asked the boys.
*Weli, iior, 1 rcckon you better not,” he

nuicd;. “ihar’s somc right bad dogs down thar
libe pines,— mons’us bad; an’ |’ gwine cut
Irtugli ihc woods an’sec cf | can’t pick up a
LIVI, gwine long, for the ole 'ooman’s supper, as
1.Miogo ‘way to-nightorto-morrow; she 'smighty
"Isshe poorly much?” asked Willy, greatly
hctmed. * We ’ll get mamma to come and see
iio-morrow. and bring her some bread.”
1”Nor, she ain’so sick; that is to say, she jis’
ly.ind’sturbcd in her mind. She gittin’ sort
loid. Herc, y’all takc these squ’rr’ls,” he said, tak-
mjilic squirrds from his oid game-bag and toss-
fglhem at Willys feet. Both boys protesteci,
Ihe insistcd- “ Oh, yes; | kin get somc ino’
kther.”
"V'allbettcrgohome. Well, good-bye, much
tetd loyou," and he strolled off with his gun
pthebciid of his arm, leaving the boys to admire
itilknver his courage.
Theyuirneil back, and had gonc abouta quartcr
jidinile, when they heard a grcat Irampling of
«j« behind them. They stopped to listen, and
1i liitlc while a squadron of cavalry carne in
The boys steppcd to one side of thc i-oad
PTO for them, eagcr to tell the important infor.
pon ihey Iwd reccived from their friend, that
"Kwrcno deserters in that section. In a hur-
fronsultation they agreed not to tell that they
ibeca hunting deserters themselves, as they
“ihcsoldicrs would only have a Inugh at their
nC
f Helio, boys, what luck ?” callecd thc officcr in
f bsid, in a friendly manncr.
tokl him they had not shot anything; that
' squirrds liad bcen given to tlicm ; and tlicn
ftiboysinquircd;
I pii al hunting for deserters ?”
T *60 any? ” asked the leader careicssly,
If 'Ioneor two mcn presscd their horscs fonvard
erly. A
1 ,A°"" sin't any deserters in this direclion at
| boys, withconviction in theirmanncr,
'OL XV.—37.

“ How do yon know? " askcd the officer.

“'Cause a gentleman told us so.”

“Who? When? What gentleman ?”

“ A gentleman we met a littlc whilc ago.”

“How long ago? Who washe?”

“Don’t know who he was,” said Frank.

“When we were eating our snack,” put in
W illy, not to be Icft out.

“ How was he dressed? Wherewasit? W hat
sort of man was he ?” eagerly inquired the lead-
ing trooper.

The boys proceeded to describe their friend,
impressccl by the intense interest accorded them
by the listcners.

“He was a sort of a man with red hair, and
wore a pair of gray breeches and an oid pair of
shoes, and was in his shirt-sleeves.” Frank was
the spokesman.

“ And he liad a gun,— a long squirrel-gun,”
added Willy, “ and he said he belonged to Colonel
Marsliall’s vegiment.”

“ Why, that ’s Tim Mills. He ’sa deserter him-
seif,” exclaimed thc captain.

“ No, heain’t,— he ain’t any deserter,” protested
both at once. “ He isa inighty brave soldier, and
he ’s been borne on a furlough to get well of a
wouncl on his leg where he was shot.”

“Yes, and it ain’t well yet, but he ’s going back
to his command to-night or to-morrow morning,
and he’s got anothcr woimd in his side where a
Yankee lan him through with his swoid. We
know he ain’t any desertor.”

“ How do you know all this ?” askcd thc officer.

“ He told USso hiinself, just now — a little while
ago, that is,”” said the boys.

The ni.in laughecl.

“ Why, he ’s foolcd you to death. That’s Tim
himsclf, that 's been doing all thc devilment about
hcrc. He istlie worstdeserter in the whole gang.”

“ Wc saw thc wound on his shoulder,” declared
the boys, still doubting.

“ | know it; he ’s gotone there,— that’swhat |
know him by. Which way did he go,— and how
long has it bcen ?”

“ He went that way, down in thc woods; and it’s
bcecn somc time. He ’s got away now.”

The lads by this time wcre almost convinccd of
their mistakc; but they could not prcvcnt their
sympathy from being on thc side of their late
agrccablc companion.

“W c’llcatchthe rascal,” dcclarcdtlic leadervery
fierccly. “ Come on, mcn,—he can’t have gonc
far”; and ho whcclcd his horse about and dashcd
back up the road at a grcat pace, followed by his
inen. The boys were half inclined to follow and
aid in the capture; but Frank, after a moment’s
thought, said solcmnly:



“ No, Willy j an Arab never belraysa man who
has eaten his salt. This man has broken bread
with us; we can not give him up. 1 don’t think
we oughtto have told abouthim asmuch aswe did.”

This was an argument not to be despised.

A little latcr, as the boys trudgcd home, they
heard the horns blowing again a regular “ toot-
toot” for “ Mellindy.” It struck them that supper
followed dinner very quickly in Holetown.

W hen the troop passed by in the evening the
men were in very bad Inimor. Thcy had had a
fruiiless addition to their ride, and some of them
were inclined to say that the boys had never seen
any man at all, which the boys thought was pretty
silly, as tlie man had eaten at least two-thirds of
their luncheon.

Somehow the story got out, and Hugli was very
scomful because the boys had yiven their luncheon
to a deserter.

Chapter VIII.

As time went by, the condition of things at
Oakiand changed — as it did everywhere else.
The boys’ motlter, like all the other ladics of the
country, was so devoted to the cause that she gave
to the soldiers until there was nothing left. After
that there was a failure of the crops, and the im-
mediate necessitics of the family and the hands on
tlic place weve great.

There was no sugar fior coffec fior tea. These
luxurics had been given up long before. An at-
tempt was made to manufacture sugar out of the
sorghum, or sugar-cane, which was now being
cuitivated as an experiment; but it proved unsuc-
cessful, and molasses made from the cafie was
the only sweetening. The boys, however, never
liked anything sweetened with molasses, so they
gave up cvcrything that had molasses in it. Sas-
safras-tea was tried as a substituie for tea, and a
drink made out of parchcd corn and wlieat, of
burnt sweet-potato and other things, in the place
of cofiee; but none of them were fit to drink — at
least so the boys thought. The whcat crop proved
a failure; but the corn turned out very fine, and
the boys learned to live on corn-brcad, as there was
no whcat-brcad.

The soldiers still carne by, and the housc was
often full of young officers who carne to see the
boys’ cousins. The boys used to ridc the horses
to and from the stables, and, being pcrfectly fear-
less, became very fine riders.

Sevcral times, among the visitors, carne the
young coloncl who had commandecl Che rcgimont
that had camped at the bridgc the first year ofthc
war. It did notseem tothe boys that Cousin Bclle
liked him, for she took much longer todrcss when

he carne; and if there were other officersprei
she would take very little notice uf the colonell

Both boys were in love with lier, and aftwci
siderablc hesitation had written hcr a joint 1
to tell her so, at which she laiighed lieariilvs
kissed thcm both and called thcm licr soi
hearts. But, though thcy were jcalous of
young officers u'ho carne from time to lime. lU
felt sorry for the coloncl,— their cousin i\as|
mean to him. They were on the best lennsi
him, and had announced their intcntionof»
into his rcgiment if only the war should bsi 1
cnough. When he carne, tliere was al«jvs|
scramblc to get his horse; though ofall wioc
to Oakiand he rodé the wildest hoises, &
boys knew by practical experience.

At length the soldiers moved off tooiartop
mit them to come on visits, and things ivcru-j
dull. So it was for a long whiie.

But one cvening in May, about sunset. asi
boys were playing in the yard, a man comer
ing through the place on the way to RicLmoJ
His horse showed that he had been liding 1
He asked the nearest way to * (iround-Squiij
Bridge.” The Yankees, he said, were comil
It was a raid. He had ridden ahcad of them,:
had left them about Grcenbay depot, whicht
had set on firc. He wasin too great a hurry tosf
and get something to cat, and he rodé off, 1
ing much excitcment behind him; for Greeu
was only about eight miles away, and Oaklandj
right bctwcen two roads to Ridimond, dorao
or the other of which the party of raidcrs 1
certainly pass.

It was the first time the boys cver sawil®
mother exhibit so much cmotion as she ihcnd
She carne to the door and called ;

“ Baila, come here.” Her voicc sounded
boys a little strained, and thcy ran iip jhet
and stood by her. Baila carne to the pértico,;
looked up with an air of inquiry. He, too, si»
excitcment .

“ Baila, I want you to know that if you «!l|
go, you can do so.”

“ Hi, Mistis ” began Baila, with anurl
rcproach; but sbe cut him short and kepton |

“ 1 want you all to know it.” fihc was sp«If
now so as to be heard by the cook and thel
who wcre standing about the yard lisienmg'ui’
“1 want you all to know it— every one an
place! You can go if you wish; but,if;M|
you can ncvcr come back !”

“ Hil! Mistis,” broke in Undc Bdla, *

I got to go? | wuz born on dis place an 1-II
to die here, an’ be biiiicd right yonacr ,
turned and pointed up tn the

that had marked the grave-yard on the tiii,



li)ca™yi where the colored pcoplc were buried.
|iji[ I'(loes,” he affirmed positively. “ Y’ all
Lti by UBan’ we Il sticlc by you.”

T"l kno»’ | ain' gwine nowhar wid no Yankees
Inortiin’,” said Lucy Ann, in an undcrtone.
i"Deeicll medee got hoofs and horns,” laughed
iOltlit'vomen in the yard.

| tic boys’ mother started to say something fur-
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p»Balin, but though she opened her lips, she
MK spcak; she turned suddenly and walkcd
r' chouse .and into her chamber, where she
fiinsdoor behind her. The buys thought slic
but wlicn they softly followcd her a fc'u

she got up hastily from «hei'c

[tiM becn knceling bcside the bed, and they
F stshchaj becn crying. A murmur under
PAndow called them back to the portico. It
F "uo to growdark; but a bright spot was
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glowing on the horizon, and on this every one’s
gazo was fixcd.

“W hcrc is it, Baila? W hat is it?” asked the
boys’ mother, her voice no longer straincd and
harsh, but even softcr than usual.

“I1t’sthcdcpot, madam. They’sburnin’it. That
man told me they wasburnin’ev’ywhar they went.”

“ Will they be here to-night?” asked his mistress.

“No, marm ;1don’hard-
ly think they will. That
man said they could n't
travel more than thirty
miles a day; but they ’ll
be plenty of ’‘em herc
to-morrow— to breakfast.”
He gave a ncrvous sort of
iaugh.

“Here,— you all come
hcre,” said their mistress to
the servants. She went to
the smoke-housc and un-
locked it. “ Go in there
and get down the bacon —
take a picec, each of you,”
A grcat deal was still Icft.
“ Baila, slep here.” She
called him aside and spoke
earncstly in an undertone.

“Ycs'm,that’sso; that’s
jes’what | wuz gwine do,”
the boys heard him say,

Thcir mother sent the
boys out. She went and
locked hcrsclfin her room,
but they heard her fuotstcps
as she turned about within,
and now and tlien they
heard her openingand shut-
ting drawcrs and moving
chairs.

In a little while she canie
e out.

“ Frank, you and AVilly
go and tcll Baila to come
to the chamber door. He
mny be out in the stable.”

They dashed out, proud
to bcar so important a messago, They could not
find him, but an hour later they heard him Corn-
ing from the stable. Ho at once went into the
liousc. They riishcd into the chamber, whcrc
they found the door of ihc closet open.

“ Baila, come in hcrc,” callee! their mother from
wiihin. “ Havc you got thcm safe?” she asked.

“Yes ’'m; jes’as safe as they kin be. | want
to be 'bout hcrc when they come, or I 'd go down
an’slay whar they is.”

5 1V THE AFVM!



“ What is it? ” asked the boys.

“ Where is the best place to put that?” she
said, pointing to a large, sti'ong box in which, they
knew, thc finestsilver was kept; indecd, all excepl-
ing wliat was uswl every day on the tablc.

“ Well, 1 dcclar’, Mistis, that’s liard to tell,”
said thc ofd driver, “ without it ’s in the stabic.”

“ They niay buin that down.”

“That ’s so; you might bury it under the floor
of thc sinoke-house ?”

“ 1 have heard that they ahvays look for silver
there,” said thc boys’ inother. “ How would it do
to bury it in the ganden? ”

“ I'nat ’s the very place 1 was gwine fiame,”
said Baila, with flaitering approval. “ They can’t
burn that down, and if they gwine dig for it then
they Il have to dig a long time before they git
over that big garden.” He stooped and lifted up
one cnd of thc box to test its wcight.

“ 1thought of thc other end of the flowcr-bed,
betwcen the big losc-bush and the lilao.”

“That’s the very place | had in my mind,”
declared thc oid man. “ They won’nevcr fine it
dyah I

“ Wc know a good place,” said the boys both
together; “it’s a heap better than that. |It’s
where we bury our treasurcs when we play ‘Black-
beard thc Piratc.””

“ Very well,” said their mothcr; “ I don’t carc
to know where it is until after to-morrow, anyhow.
I know | can trust you,” she added, addressing
Baila.

“ Yes 'm, you know dat,” said he, simply.
jes' go an’ git my hoe.”

“ The garden ain’t got a roof to it, has it, Une’
Baila ?” askcd Willy, quietly.

“ Go 'way from here, boy,” said the oid man,
makingaswccp at him with his hand. *“ That
boy ain’ never done talkin’’bout that thing yit,”
he added, with a pleased laugh, to his mistrcss.

‘“And you ain’t never give me all thosc chickens
either,” responded Willy, forgetting his grammar.

“ Oh, well, I 'm g-tvi' do it; ain’t you hear me
say | 'm gwine do it?” he laughcd as he went out.

Tire boys were too cxcited to get slcepy before
the silver was hiddcn. Their mother told them
they might go down into the garden and hclp
Baila, on condition that they would not talk.

“That’s the way we always do whcn we bury
the ircasure. Ain't it, Willy? ” askcd Frank.

“ 1f a man speaks, it’sdeath !” declared Willy,
slapping his hand on his side as if to draw a
sword, striking a thcatrical attitudc and speaking
in a decp voicc.

“ Give the ‘galleen’ to us,” said Frank.

“ No ; be off with you,” said their mothcr.

“ That ain’t the way,” said Frank. “ A piratc

“1u

never digs the hole until he has his treasure!
hand. To do so would prove him laut a novil
would n’t it, Willy? ”

“Well, I leave it all to you, my little Dua
ncers,” said their mother, laughing,
care of the spoons and forks we use evervdi
1 ’lIl just hide them away in a holc somewhcre."]

The boys started off after Baila (vith a siigj
but remeinberecl their errancland siuldenlvliusli
down to a little squea! of delight at heing ad
ally cngaged in burying treasure —real silver,
scemed too good to be truc, and withal thcret
a real excitcmcnt about it, for how could t|j
know but that some one might watch them I
some hiding-jrlacc, or might even fire into th|
as they worked?

Thc)' met the oid fcllow as he was coming f
the carriage-house with a hoc and a spadc inS
hands. He was on his wayto thegtirdcnhiava
straightforward manncr, but the boys made 1
understand that to bury treasure it 'vas neo
tu be particularly sccret, and aftcr some lij
grumbling, Baila humored them,

The difficiilty of getling the box of silver outj
thc house sccrctly, whilst ali thc family \vcic
and the servants were moving about, wasso“fj
that this part of the affair had to be carricd onj
a manncr diffcrent from thc ustial progranimcl
pii-ates of thc first water. Even thc boys hiii
.admit this ; and ihcy yieldcd to oid liall.i's adi
on this point, but made up for it by additionalf
mality, cercmony, and sccrecy in poiniingoutj
spot where thc box was to be hid,

Okl Baila was quite accustomecd to iheirgaid
and fun — their “ pviinks,” as he called thciii.
accordingly yieldcd willingly uhen they jnarclj
him to a point at the lower cnd of theyai®,onf
oppositc side from the garden, and left him
lie was inclined to give trouble when tlicj hothj
appearcd witli a gun, and in a wliispcr annound
that they must march first up thc diich which ~
by the spring around thc foot of the garden.

“ Look hcrc, boys; I ain’ got time to fool
you children,” said the ofd man. *“ .Aini
hear yoiir ma tell ine she ’pend 011 nic to but) t
silver what yo’ gran’ma and gran’pa usetl wj
off o’—an’ don’ wan’ nobody to know niij
‘bout it?  An’y’all comin’ hcrc with gunsl
you huntin’ squ’rr’ls, an’ now talkin’ beut «ai|
in de ditch !~

“ But, Une’ Baila, that ’s thc way all bijccanc|
do,” protested Frank.

“ Yes, buccaneers always go by ™aiif-
Willy- ,

“ And wc can stoop in the ditch andcnin
thc far end of the garden, so nobody can &
addccl Frank.



eUookancar or bookafar,— 'se gwine in dat
.jujnddig a hole wid my hoc, an’ 1 is too ole
fpe «din’ in a ditch like clrillern. 1 got de
Iniieninmy knec now, so bad | ’se sca’ccly able to
I don’ know luiccomc y’ all ain’t satisficd
ireplace you’ ma an’ 1done pick, anyways.”
1Tds« s serious a mutiny for the boys. So
Lis finally agrced that onc gun should be re-
iioihc office, and that they should enter by
L «jte. after which Baila was to go witli the boys
kthc'inv Gicy sliould show him, and see the spot
feriliouglit of.
| Thytook him down through the wceds around
egatden, cruuching under the rosc-bushcs, and
ib'isioppcd at a spot under the slope, com-
Ittdi surroundcd loy sUrubbcry.
"Hete is the spot,” said Frank in a whisper,
iningunder onc of the bushes.
"It'sina line with the longcst limb ofthe big
dciiee by llic gato,” added Willy, “ and when
i locust busti and that ccciar grow to loe big
ts,itnill be just half-way betwecn thcm.”
| .b this seemed to Baila a very good place, he
tiovork at once to dig, the two boys hclping
pisuell as thcy could. It took a great deal
iqci to dig the hole in the dark, than they liad
li(*cted, and when they got back to the housc
pmtliing was <iitiet.
jThchoys had their hats pulled over their cycs,
dhad luriicd thcir jackets insidc out lo disguisc
nselres.
1“It'sa lirst-rate place ! Ain’t it, Une' Baila?”
Vsiid. as thcy entered the chambcr where thceir
rand aunt were waiting for thcm.
| "Doyou think it will do, Baila?” their mother
m

“0h, yes, madam; it ’s far cnough, an’ they
got mighty comical ways to get dyah, wadin’in
ditch an” things — it will do. 1 ain’ show 1 kin
fin” it ag’in myself.” He was not particularly en-
thusiastic. Nosv, however, he shouldered the box,
with a grunt at its weight, and the parly went
slowly out through the back door into the dark.
The glow of the burning depot was still visible in
the west.

Then itwas dccidcd that Willy should go before
— he said “ torcconnoiter,” Baila said “ to open the
gate and lIcad the way.”— and that Frank should
bring up the rear.

They trudged slowly on through the darkness,
Frank and Willy watching on every side, oid
Baila stooping under the weight of the big box.

After they were some distancc in the gardcn
they heard, or thought thcy heard, a sound back
at the gate, but decidcd that it was nothing but
the latch clicking ; and thcy went on down to thcir
hiding-place.

in a little while the black box was well settled
in the hole, and the dirt was thrown upon it. The
replaccd earth made something of a mound, which
was unfortunate. Thcy had not thought of this;
but thcy covcred it with lcavcs, and agrccd that it
was so wcll hidden, the Yankees would ncvcer dream
of looking thcrc.

“ Une’ Baila, where are your horses?” asked
one of the boys.

“ That ’s for me lo know, an' them to find out
that kin,” replied the oid fellow with a chucklc of
satisfaction.

The whole party crept back out of the gardcn,
and the boys were soon dreaming of buccaneers
and piratcs.

(To bicouiiiiuitf,)



Bv Celia

“ O COSETTE, you are the deanst kitty " And
little Max, who spoke, laid his goldenhead against
the soft fur of the big Maltese cat, and hugged her
tight with both arms.

A gypsy fire of light drifiwood sticks was spark-
ling and crackling on the hcarth; the childrcn
were gathcrcd about it, Robcrt and Rose, Letticc,
Elinor, and little Max. The rain was falling inci-
rily on the roof of the low, brown cottagc where
they had come to live for the suinmcr. Mamma,
with her work, sat in the cérner of the sofa near.

“ Well, how it does pour!” said Lctty, going
to the window. The rest followcd her, and stood
looking out. They saw the gray sea, calm and
silvery, slowly rolling toward the gray sand, break-
ing in long, lazy Unes of white foam at the edge
of the bcach. A few small boats were moored
near; to the Icft, not far away, a cluster of fish-
houses, oid and storm-worn, their roofs spotted
with yellow lichens, stood on the shore. There
were no sails in sight,—only dim sea, diin sky,
and pouring rain.

“ We can’t go out to-day at all!” said Rose.

“ Notall the long day ?” quostioncd Max, wist-
fuily.

“ Oh, perhaps itwillclcar off by and by," Elinor,
the eider, said. “ Who knows? Never mind if it
docs n’t, we can have a good time in the housc;
can’t we, Rob?”

Thaxter.

“ Yes, we can!” Rob cried. 1’m goin»
make boats for us all, a wholc fleet 1 Wontlil
be a good thing, Mamma? And then, as soonj
it clears off, we ’ll launch thcm and sene) themi
to Spain. You find some stiff whitc paper, girl
Mamma will givc us soine; | '11 go out to the sha
for lumber to build my ships,” and away he 'ven
.Mammaprovidcd scissorsand papcr. Elinorturna
back the rtig to make a place for Rob to «hitllj
ptcsently he rctiirned with a basket of dtifi«n«
bits of many sizcs and shapes, somc worn smooj
assatin by the touches of millions of ivaves, W
ing fioated on the occaii, Hcaveii alone knows hg
long.

““Now, is n’t this fun ! he said, as tlieyalls
together ioimd Che basket. Rose and Lettice wii
ihe scissors shaping sails under his direclion, «h
he proccccled to turn out of his pocket the
things, more or less, that go «o make up the frei|l
a boy gencrally carnes; of cotirsc.
being heaviest, svasatthe bottom. A roll ofsioi]
brown twine caught Max's cye.

“ Picase, Rob, let me have it to

leins to drivc Rose,”” he begged; |
over to him whcrc he sat ciirled up 'viih his 'i .1

“ There it is, MaxLe! Now, let ’s beginj
flame our boats, girls. | ’'m going to ca J
the ‘Emperor,” ’causc it ’s going « n
ficet! ”



Alifie shall be the ‘ Buttcrfiy,” ” said Rose.
.jilat'sgood ! W hat for yoiirs, Lelty?”
o tlie *Kittiwake’ will be a good fiame

lixmbce."
M5, that 'vill do.  And what shall yours be,

h the ‘Albatross,” because he flics so fast
i(idiuutnioving his wings 1”
*Tiwt s tinc! Now, Max, what are you going

)M «as tiirning over the bits of wood in the
liuiUt. liisitic tbeedge he had just foiincla brown,
Ldlv caterpittar.  “ Oh,” he cried. “ See! A
liclloi'cai! A piliow cat!”

«\ou mean a Caterpillar, de.ir,” said Letty-

eDolet liim cali it a pillow cat, Letty dear,”
laidManima; “ he isn’t much more than my baby
[tii, voa knov..”

«ilut you elon’t want your ship called the *Pil-
IbiCal.'do you, M ax?” asked Rob. They all
lliGilied, tricti this fiame and that, but nothing
liremedtosiiif Max, who said “ No” to everything;
Is ihcy left it to be decicled afterward. They
litickd their ship-builder with great pride and
Jii(eiest, biit after a while they grcw tired.

"Lets play cat’s-cradle with Max’s string,”
Itesaitl to Lctty at last, and they proceedcd to
lia; bul Rose did not know how, and Letty only
|kilircmcmbered, so they appealcd to Rob.

“Do please leave off whittling a minute and
Ishwif (Bhow, Rob.”

Ikinga good-natiired brothcr, he threw down his
Itéfcand stood up before Lctty whiie he showed
IkErihe ins and oiits of the complicated web. Very
latiiishe learnetl how to make it, then taught Rose,
liai ilicyaimised thcmselves for some time while
Ifebt-orked away, and Max playcd with his dear
Ibii, and Mamm.a and Elinor were sewing and
lulbg logcther.  Soon as the “ liutterfly” was
liiishcil, ihe girls rigged her with the square,
1*biicpaper sails, and she was “ slowcd” (as Bob
liviically exprcssed it) on the mantel-piocc, for
IsUtij. Then ihc “ Emperor” was begun, but
Ibfoic jt «as ludi done lunch was re.ady: still it
lwcil, pcrpendicularly pouring. Papa had been
lksy inthe study all the morning, but after lunch
p sat with the children, taking Max upon his
lince.

“I'll'bcgin Mnx’s boat,” he said. “ Now,
I'lwrna, wont you tell us a story? We can
I**kso much fastcr, you know.”

Eiinoiisthe story-tcller ofthc family,” Mamma
rdid “ Lethertry.” So Elinor began. Rose
up on the rug, Lctty hcld Cosette, Max

W pretty head against Papa’s shoulder,

“ alhvatchcd the whittling while they listened
1® Hiror.

“ Once upon a time,” she began, and her
pleasant voicc wcnt on and on; the rain pat-
tered gently and stcadily; the long surf whis-
pered with a soft, Inishing sound, and prcsenlly,
beforc thcy kncw it, Max was sound aslcep. Papa
laid him among the cushions by Mamma’s side
and wcent back to his books; then thcy found
Rose had fallen sound aslecp too. But the rain
went on, and the story, and the whispcring rush
of the water, till suddcnly Rose laughed out in
hcr sleep so loud that she wakeci, sat up, rubbed
hcr eyes, and then began to laugh again.

“ W hat is the niattcr, Rosy ?” they askcd her.

“ Oh, such a funny dream,” she said. “ Such a
gueer &X3.m. 1 thought | was standing down by
the marsh whcre the cat-o™-ninc-tails grow, you
know; — the moon was just coraing up over the
water, yellow, and big, and round, and | thought
it had such a funny face with two cycs that kept
blinking and winking, firstat me and then at the
tall rccds; and suddenly | heard a rustling, and
up the long stalks 1 saw a gray mother-cat climb-
ing, and after hcr five little gray kittens,— oh,
so pretty and so tiny. They had such hard work
to climb, for the bcnding stalks were slippory,—
and they bcnt more and more the higher the little
cats climbed. But they kept on, one kitty out-
sti'ippcd the rcst and almost reachcd the brown,
heavy reed-tops, when all at once | saw that the
ends were hung with little eradles,— real eradles,
with real rockcrs,— and the first thing | knew, that
foremost kitty had jumped in and cuddlecl down
in the nearest eradle, and there she swung, to
and fro, up and down (for the wind was blowing
too), and she looked so pretty with her little ears
sticking up and hcr bright eyes shining, as she
watchecl the other kittens climbing after hcr, for
thcrc was a eradle for every one of thcm to rock
in. Then whcn thcy were all in, it was so comical
! laughed aloud, and that wokc me. B ut! wish
we had the kits and the eradles to play with here!”

“ Cat’s-cradle!” said Elinor; “ why would n’t
that be a good flame for Max’s boat?”

“ Why, yes,” thcy cried; “ would n’t you like
it, Max? Shall your boat be called the ‘Cat's-
Cradlc’?”'

“ Yes,” answered Max, who had waked and
listened with interest to Rose’s dream, “ kitty shall
go sail in hcr, rock, rock, on the water.” So it
was settled.

“ Just look at the sun ' ” cried Letty, for a great
glory suddcnly streamcd in from the west, where
the sun was sinking toward the sea, and floodcd
the room with gold.

“ Fair day to-morrow!” cried Rob. “ All the
flcet can start for Spain!—*Cat’s-Cradle’ and all,
for that is done, too,” and he rangcd the little
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vessels in a row on the shelf. Mamma laughed
to see licr mantel turned into a ship-yard; and the
children went to rcst that night full of glad hopes
for the morrow.

The day rose btight and fair. After breakfast
they preparecl to go down to the bcach for their
faunch.

“Lct’s man all the boats,”said Rob; “ let’s
takc Max’s Noah’s Ark and put passcngers on
board every one, out of the Ark!”

“ If Max is willing,” suggcsied Elinor.

“ Are you, Max?” asked Letty. “ Oh, yes!
Wec ’ll scnd Ncah to Spain in thc ‘Cat’s-Cradlc "1
That will be fun!  Are you willing? Yes?” and
away she ran upstairs and carne back with the toy
m her hand, shaking dogs, cats, clephants, and
rats together with Noah and his family in hopeless
confusion.

Cosettc was rubbing her head afiectionately
against Max’ stout littlc legs.

“ Let’s take the kitty, too; she wants to go,”
he said; and out they flockeci together, Coselte
following, all dancing and capering toward the low
rocks where thc fish-houses stood, to rcach a sraall,
pcbbly cove beyond, where thc water was smooth
as glass. Oid Jcrry, the fishorman, sat mending
his net on thc shoie ; he greetcd them as they went
skipping by, each with boatin hand.

“ Fine mornin’ for your launch,” quoth he;
“wind off shore and everything fair.”

“ Yes, they ’re all bound for Spain,” said Rob
in grcat glee. “ Do you think they ’ll get there
to-day? ”

“ Should n’t wonder,” answered Jerry, with a
smile. “ You never know what may happen in
this ’ere world.”

Max stood with Cosettc in his arms watching his
brother and sisters man the fleet.

“ 1 think Father Noah ought to sail in the
‘Emperor,” don’t you?” asked Rob, “ bccause he
must Icad the shijis, you know. Shall he, Max ?
Oh, yes, he s willing! Then Mrs. Noah shall go
in the “Albatross,” and Ham in thc *Kittiwake,’
and Shem on board thc ‘Butterfly,” and who shall
go in the ‘Cat’s-Cradle,” Max?”

“ 1 want to go mysclf1” was Max’s uncxpected
reply.

“ Oh, you dear baby! don’t you see that you ’re
too big?” cried Rose.

“No_boat’s too small,” said Max. “ Put
Noah’s kitty in,— she ’s little enough.”
“Well, she can go with Japhet,” and they

sought among the wooden beasts till Noah’s kitty
was found; then off started thc tiny vessels to-
gether; first thc “ Emperor,” with Father Noah
standing up straight and fine in thc stern; then
the “ Albatross” with Mother Noah ; aftcr thcin

the three other boats, their stiff, whitc sails s||jJ
ing in the sun and taking the wind bravely, T
children watchcd brcathlessly as the small shin,
lifted over thc ripples, making their way out i
thc quiet covc, till they fclt the stronger wind
yond and began to sail rapidlyaway. Forawhill
they kept quite ncar together, but at last ihc]
strayed apart, though still obeying the outivard
blowing wind.

“ Look at ofd Noah,” cried Rob, “ standing
up so brave ! Oh, he ’s a great comniandet!"

“ Dear me, but see Mrs. Noah ! She ’s falonl
over!” cried Letty. “ Poor thing! She
be frightencd.”

“ No, she s only dizzy. There ’ so much niorij
motion than there was in the Ark!”

A long time they stood watching till ilic littlsj
whitc sails were a mere shimmer on the water.

“When will they come back?” asked Max|
“ At supper-time ?”

“ Not so soon, | 'm afraid, Max dear."

“ Well, to-morrow, then. W:ill they come baci®
to-morrow?”

“ | cannot tell.”

“But | tvant them to come back,” thc littlc bo®
said, halfcrying. “ 1want to go and get tliem
and bring them home.”

“ But, Max, it takes a long time to sail all tlid
way to Spain,” Rose explained. “ You’ll bard
to tvait with patience till they are ready to com®
back.”

Max’s lip curled gricvously. “! want rad
boat, my ‘Cat’s-Cradlc,”and my Ncah,” he said)

“ Now, Max, nevcrmind! Come and sec «liai
Jerry is doing ! 1-lc ’s building a fire of suclsand
he ’s going to menti his boat with tar. Just conid
and look at him !'" They drcw the little hroibctj
away. For a whilc he was interesicd in Jerry'
work, but soon his eyes turned wisifully again ttj
the water.

“ | see them ! ” he cried. *“ 'Way, ‘way off!",

The others looked ; they could sec jiist aglim
mcr of whitc in the blue; they could not reallj
tell if it werc a white gull’s brcast on jlie hcaiin®
brinc, or their flitting skiffs.

“ Now, let them go, dear Max! Wcl
somc baskets and go after bcrries up beyond thj
pasture, and wc ’ll find some flowers to bring
home to Mamma; that will be lovely; Cosctid
shall come, too”; and Max cheered up, tooM
hand of Rose and Letty and turned from thcgn |
tering bluc sea. |

“You go on,” Rob said; “ Nelly and | ™11
get the baskets and follow you.” So
went up the scentcd slopc together, throiig' J
sweet-fern and baybcrry, where hcrc and ' e
a golden-rod phtmc was breaking into suns uit*]



ihi [op, till they rcached a big rock in a grassy
g, teey stoppcd to wuit for the odliers.
Cositc «as put down in the grass, and ran off
jjuard linine as fast as she could. Max’s grief
orme upon lGin afrcsh at this second loss.

esXow,diin’t frct, dear,”Letly cried. “ W here’s

iw piccc of string, swcctheart! Is n’tit in vour
Ipocket ? Fcol ;in(i see; I 'l show you how
" “ukeawonderful knot Jcrry showcd me.”
« e cyes brightenccl as he felt in liis pocket
‘m'ibchvinc. ,
'y, sec,” said l.etty ; “ | take two picccs,
put lilisend round this way and through

that way and then over so, and round so; then you
takc thcsc two ends in youi- hands and hold thcm
loosely, and Rose takes the othcr two ends, and
when | say, ‘now!’ puli both together, and seo
what a tight square knot it makcs I Now, you
try, Max !”

Max look the string and the knot.

“ | can iiufi'e it,” he said ; and forthivith began
picking at it industriously with his little fingcrs
till the ends began to loosen; he would rcally
havc accomplished the undoing had not Klinor
and Rob arrived with the baskcts; then they
began picking berries in earnest. It was not long

g



before they had their baskets full. They gathered
carly asters and yellow rudbeckia for Mamma,
and among thc trees beyond the pasture they
found the red wood-lilies biirning like bcautiful
kmps in the grccn shadc. When Max was
tired, Elinor and Rob made a carriage for him,
clasping cacli othcr’s wrists with their crossed
hands; so he rodé home triumphant; and they
troopcd in together, weary, rosy and happy with
their ti'CasiD'CS.

“ My boat sailed away, Mamma,” said .Max, as
they sat at table.

“ But all our boats went with it to kecp it com-
pany, you know,” said Letty.

“ Yes, but | want to go aftcr it and bring it
home,” insistcd Max ; and again they had to divert
his mind from his loss.

In thc afternoon they went down to play on thc
sands as usual. Max’s mirse, Molly, accompanying.
Jerry’s mended dory was floating in the shallow
cove; they begged to be allowed to get into it,
“just for fun,” and thc oid man put them in,
Cosettc and all, for kitty went with them every-
whcrc.  They put Max in the bow with his cat in
his lap, and rocked the boat gently to and fro.

“ Oh, look at thc whitc gull!” cried Letty, as
one swept over them ; “ Look, Max ! It is white
as Mamma’s day-lilies in the garden 1” But his
eyes were fixed on thc horizon line, where shining
sails were drcaming far away in thc sunshinc.

“ Thcrc they are ! They ’re coming home !'”
he cried.

“ No, Maxie ; those are bigger boats than ours.”

“ But where have they gone, Rose? Let’s go
after them, now, in this boat. | can untie the
rope,” he cried, and he bcgan to work on the knot
which fastened the boat’s “ painter” to the bow.
They let him work, since it scemed to amuse him
so much, but they did not notice that he really
made an impression o1l the large knot (which was
not fastened very finnly) before they left thc boat.
W hen Jerry lifted him out, hcwhispered in thc oid
man’s ear, “ To-morrow may | go in your boat to
find Vioah and the ‘Cat's-Cradle "?”

“ Oh, yes, to-night, if you want to go,” said
Jerry.

“ And Cosette, too? ”

“ Sartin ! sartin ! ” laughed Jerry, so Max was
comforled. “ They ’re all gone,” he said lo Letty,
looking out over thc sea, “ but we are going after
them to bring them home, Cosette and I.”

“ Recally, Max?”

“ Yes, Jerry said so,”

“Jcrry should n’t promise,” Letty said; but she
did not wish to grieve her little brother afresh, so
she let the matter drop.

Molly gave him his supper and put him into his

small white bed; tired and sleepy, he was soon inl
thc land of drcams.

The rest of the family were at dinner, From'
thc dining-room Windows they saw thc yreat disk
of the full moon rising in thc violet casi, whilethc‘
west was yet glowing with sunsct. The seawes 1
full of rosy reflcctions; across thc wavcs fell the‘
long path of scattered silver radiancc the moon |
scnt down; a warm wind breathed gcnlly fiom ihc
lancl.

“ Oh, Papa,” said Elinor, “let's go and ask!
Jerry to take us out sailing in the ‘Claribel." It
is so lovely on the water!”

“ Well, my dear, I'm willing, but Mamma |
does n’i like sailing, you know.”

“ 11l stay with Mamma.
either,” said Letty.
Mamma? ”

“Why, no,” said Mamma.
and 1 will take a walk together.
beautifiil to stay indoors.”

So Papa with his littlc floclc set out for Jerry and ]
the “ Claribel,” whilc Mamma and Letty madc
ready for their walk; but before leaving the house |
they went into thc nursery to sec that Max wes
aslccp and comfortable.

“We are going out, Molly,” said Mrs. Lam1
bert to the nurse. “ Takc good care of Mas.”

“ Sure and | always gocs to look at him ercry |
little whilc, ma’am,” said Molly.

“Yes, | know you do. Come, Letty, are joul
ready ?” and they went out into the fragrant diisk|
together, strolling toward thc pasture inland.

The boat meanwhilc, with its happy crcw, hadj
bccn fanned away quite a ciistancc from ihc wam
land. A fcw faint clouds had gathered, which flcat-
ing sluwly up thc sky hclped to dcepcii thc bnlray
darkness. The brown cottage was left quite alone|
cxcept for slumbering Max, the scvvanis, andj
Cosette who lay luxuriously napping on the parbi
rug. Presently she woke, strelchcd her loag,
lithc body, sat up and looked about. All "ss
dark and still. 1 suppose she wondcrcd where
cverybody was ; atany rate, she went out of jhe
door, up the stairs, and finding the nuiscrs dwr
ajar— as careful Molly had left it so
might hear Max if he should cali — Coseile walked
in, jumpeci up on her little master's bcd. and begsn
piirring affectionately and rubbing her nhis cR
against Max’s rosy chcek. He half woke, an |
spokc out of his drcams. *“

“ now it’s time togo and find Noah aud a |
boats, and thc ‘Cat’s-Cradlc,” and NoahskiU).j
isn’t it time, Cosette? ”

He sat up and rubbcd his eyes. The
that moment was clear and filled the room
light.

| don’t like sailing, |
“We clon’t mind, du wc,

“ Do go! Letty!
It is much too]|



"Cosette,” he whispcred; “ let’s go, you and 1,
injErry's boat.”

Coserte purrcd and cuddled ciése to him. He
jppcd otit of his low bed and took the cat into
bli aniis. Molly "s‘'s has'ing her tea clo'vnstairs;
Joonc was nigh. His little barc fcct maclc no
aoiscon the stair; the front door was open ; thcre
*js iioiliing > hinder them. A few minutes
nore and they wcre out on the sands. Nobody
an- the small white figure, with gold hair softly
bloan about, carrying the gray cat slowly down

loilic water. They reachcd the little cove and
Jer\s elorv- A battercd log of driftwood lay
bjifin and half out of the water. Max pushed

ibc cat before him and climbed o011 this, and so
creptover tlie cdge of the boat into the bow.

Ml can iintic the tupe, Kitty, | know the way !”
ad hebegan to work at the knot. It was so loose
tiiji he soon had it unticcl.

"Why don’t we sail away ?” said the little boy,
ind fnrtinvith began Icaning from side to side,
rocking the boat as he had learned to do in the
aftemoon. Prescntly she began to move and slide
df, ihc tide was ebbing, the wind blcw from the
lind, both hclped her asvay till she clrifted slowly
M of the cove, beyond the rocks and out to sea.
Has «as delighted. “Now, wc ’re going to find
ihem Kitty! Now we ’ll bring thcm all back to
Leily, and Rose, and Rob !”

The dory lloatccl away into the dark. Nobody
sawit, nobody kncw. The wind over the svater
»ascooler than on shorc, and .Max’s little night-
tiiesswas tilin. He looked about everywhere over
tredark wavcs, and shivcred.

“Where s Mamma?” he said. “ Will we find
the hoats soon, Cosette?” Again the light clouds
siiled actoss the moon. He shrank from the sight
oithe dark water; prcsentiy he slippecl down into
thedcep bow of the boat, pi'otccted from the wind
atidhugging the wann kitty fast. “ By and by
«tllgctto Noah,” he said, drowsily. The lulling
sound of tlie light ripples and the rocking of the
Wting dory soon scnt him into drcamland
igain,—so they floatcd away on the wiclc sea and
uoone knew anything about it.

Molly finished hcr tea and went to the stairs
tolisten for any sound that might come from the
nurscry. — All was still.

“Siire it’s tired the darlin’ do be,” she said,
"irairpin’round on his two little fuls the long day !
He slecps sound whcen he slceps at all,” and she
*wt back to continué hcr chat with Bctty the

She stayecl longer than she thought; it
‘aull half an houv beforc she crept upstairs to
««l: at hcr pet. She was surprised to find the
"ursery dooi- wide open. Entering hurricdly she
“"The little white bed empty and coid- “ Max !

Max, darlin’! whcre do ye be hidin’ from Molly ?”
She ran from one room to another sccking him,
calling till her voicc brought the cook and the
maid rushing upstairs to see what was the matter.
“ He ’s gone !” cricd Molly. ‘*Motherof Heaven 1
he s gone !” and she began to wail and cry like a
banshee.

“ Stop your deavin’, Molly,” cried the frightencd
Betty. “ Sure and it’s only downstairs he s
gone. We ’ll find him below.” They ran down.
Here, thcrc, everywhere over the whole house they
went; not a trace of him could they find.

“ Oh, it ’s kidnapped he is, sure! Oh, whatll
| do, what ’Il | do! ” cried Molly, and she ran out-
of-diiors to inect Mis. Lambert and Letty who
wcre Corning up the path to the house.

“ Oh, Missis, have yez seen him?” she cried,
half distractcd.

“Who, Molly?” cried Letty, and the mother’s
heart stopped beating as the maid answered :

“The baby! Sure the baby’s gone entirely.
| can’t find him in the whole house !”

“ Molly !'are you wild? W hat can you mean !
Max gone ?” She flew upstairs, followed by Lctty
dumb with fear. There was the little cmpty bed,
with a dimple in the pillow where the goldcn head
had lain. Palé with anxiety, they sought him
everywlierc, at last ran out of the housc and up
and down the sands, but never a sign of Max or
Cosette could thcy find.

Mcanwhile, Jeriy’s whaleboat, the “ Claribel,”
was making its way back, beating up toward the
shore against the light and baffling wind with the
happy party on board. The moon gave but a faint
luster through the light clouds, by which they
could scc the outlincs of the land. The girls had
turned up thcir slecves, and hekl their arms as
deep down as they could reach into the water to
see the phosphorescence blaze at every movement,
outlining their fingcrs in fire and rolling in foamy
flame up to thcir clbows; the boat’s keel seemed
cutting through this soft, coid fiame ; it was won-
derful and beautiful, and they never tired of
watching it

“ 1 should be glad if the wind would frcshen a
little,” their father said, prescntly. “ This is ali
very charming, but we are going to be late home
for little folks, | 'm afraid,” and he drew Rose to
his kncc.

“ Are n’t you tired, little giri ?”

“ No, Papa,” but she laid hcrhead on his shoul-
der. “ Shall we soon be there, noiv, Papa ?”

“ 1 hopo so,” he replied. “ Rob. what makes
you so silent ?”

“ 1 don’t know, father, whether I 'm aslcep and
dreaming, or not, but it scems to me every moraent
as if | heard Cosette mcwing. Nowjust keep still



a inoment, all of you, and listen. There! did j'Oii

hear? You have n’t got a cat on board the
‘Claribel " in the cuddy, have you, Jcrry ?”
“Why, no,” repliecl Jcrry, “but i ’ve been

thinking | heard something queer myself.”

“ Fathcr!” suddenly cried Rob, “ what 's that
black speck on the water down thcrc?” He
pointecl to Iccward. At the same time a faint
sound, Sharp enough to piercc tlic soft breeze that
blcw against it, rcached their ears.

“ If 't was daytime | should say 't was the gulls
cryin’,” said Jerry, “ but they don’t fly niglus.”

“Is that a dory anchored, with somebody fish-
ing?” asked Mr. Lambert.

“ No, sir; whatever 't is, it s movia’. Shall
we sheer offa little and run down and see what
tis?”

“ Do,” said Mr. Lambert. As the “ Claribel”
turned on her course, again the sharp cry carne,
this time quite clearly to their ears.

“ Somcbody’s got a cat somewhcrc, now that ’s
sartin !” said Jcrry. They all lookcd and listened
cagcrly, fixing their eyes on the dim black speck.
The boat with a free wind sailed fastcr; soon they
were near enougli to distinguish the outline of a
small body sitting up on the broad seat in the
stern of a dory.

“’T ain’t big enough for a human critter,” said
Jerry. “ Sure s you're born, it 'sa cat in a dory !
How upon earth did it get there ?”

“ 1'do believc it is Cosette !” cried Rob.

Again the moonlight broke through the rifted
cloud, showing them plainly Cosette sitting up-
right; her long, anxious, distressed mews were
pitiful to hear.

“ Upon my svord, it is Cosette !” said Mr. Lam-
bert.

“ And that ’s my dory,” said Jerry, as he ran
the sail-boat past the skiff, then, luffing to bring
her alongside, caught her by the gunwale, as they
reached her, and held her fast. Cosette stood up,
and with a flying leap landed in the midst of the
astonishcd group.

“ What s that white thing in the bow? ” cricd
Elinor. “ Papa ” she screamcd, for the whitc
thing began tn innve, and a little voice said;

“1’in beiy coid. Papa ”

“ Mecrciful Heaven !” cricd Mr. Lambert
“M a x Max, is it you ?” as he snatched him out
of the dory and clasped him cidse in his arms.

‘“with only your night-dress on! all alone ! Ch
Max ! how did you get there !'”

Elinor sprang with a large shaivl she had
brought, and wrapped it closelyround him;—she
could not speak, but putherarmsround lier fathcr
and little bvother and Icaned her head downon
Max's curly pate.

“ My little boy! My dcar little boy!" M.
Lambert said, over and over, and he gaiherctl him
closer and hekl him fast, as if he never could Ici
him go again.

“Oh, Max! ” cricd Elinor at last, seeking for
his barc, coid feet under the shawl and dicrishing
them in her warrahands, “ how did you gctthcte?”

“We did n’t rcach to Noah,” Max said in his
sweet voice. “ Wc went to find the ‘Cal’s-Cra
dic,”— Cosette and 1,—and Noah and all the
boats, and we could n’t see them and | w.is coid,
and Cosette cried, and 1 wanted Mainnia and «e
could n’t find anything, and | want my Noah,"
the litile story ended in a sob.

“ Oh, you poor little darling,” cried Rose.

“ Ifit had not been for Cosette we ncvcr shnuld
have known anything about it,” said Rob.

“ 1 wonder if they have misscd him at home,”
said Elinor. “ Poor Mamma! Oh, Papa, | ivish
wc could sail faster I'”

It seemed a long time before the boat nearcd
the landing so they could disembark. Saine time
before they rcached itthey saw dark figures up and
down the bcach, and guesscd that the poor mother
was tvildly searching for her boy. They shoiited
as soon as they could make thcmselves heard:
“He’s here! He ’ssafe!” and when the blcsscd
soimcl reachcd her ears, poor Mrs. Lambert fellnn
the sand, pcrfectly overpowercd, thankiiigHeaven
silently with all her soul.

It was not long before she had her ircasiire in
her happy arms, clinging about her ncck, «hile
the other childrcn cliistered eagerly round Fathcr
and Mother, taiking, laughing, crying, wondcr-
ing and rcjoicing, all at once, as they trooped into
the house together.

“ Cosette!” they cried, after Max had !«n
safcly tucked up in his little bed once more and
that little bccl moved into Mamma’s rooni, cksc
at her side,— “ Oh, Cosette! if it liad not becn
for yoti, we never, never, never should have fount.
our dear Max again! Oh, Cosette, you ate tlic
best and clearest kitty in the world !”



There was a merchant— so the tale is told —
W ho dwelt in Sicily, in a seaport town ;
And he had store of silver and of gokl,
Ofgems and ivory, and ofspiccs brown.
No king, indeed, who evcr \vore the crown
And held the sceptcr over Sidly
Had «rcatcr wealth or costlier house than he.

This merchant had one child, a daughtcr fair—
No goldcn coin of all his trcasury
Gleamcd bright .as Caterina’s goldcn hair ;
No ivory column of his house might be
More «ehite and straight and slcnder tlinn was she;
W ell-skillcd she was in every househoki art,
Modcst and brave, and of a pious heart.

One night, as Catcilna sat alone,
The silverlamp biirned siiddcnly more bright
And at her sido there stood a shining one,
A ivoman, tnll and garmentcd in uhitc ;
And Catcrina started in affright.
Fear me not,” said the sirangcv, “ | am late,
But 1am come at last— behold your Fate !”

(For in those ancient times it was bclieved
That every ncwljorn soul which carne to earth
Had its orvn Fate, and from her hands receivecl
Altérnate good and evil from its birth ;
And with thc ccascless turning of the girth
Of Faie’s most variable and inconstant whcecl,
MortaU wci'c given their part of woe and weal.)



W ith gentle act did Caterina rise;
The immortal woman did her wheel arrest,
And looking on the maid with serious eyes,
Said to her, “ Tell me now which thing werc
best:
In youth to suffer, and in age have rest;
Or, first have Joy, then sorrow. W hat shall be
Foryouth and what forage?—the choice is frce."”

“ Ilardly,” said Caterina, “ can | tell,
Since gricfat any time is hard to bcar.
Yetsurcly, as | think ofit, 'twere weli

In my late years to take of good iny share

And end my life not laden down with carc.
Yca, in my youth the will of Heaven be done.’
A wiscrchoice tlian this,” said Fate, “ were noflc"

And soon — to make the olden tale more bricf-
To the rich incrchant sorry things bcfell:

The pirales burned the ships that borethcdiie
Of all his ventures; he was forccd toscll
Hisgoods, estate, the house where he did

And woundcd in his heart and in his

He turned his face against the wall, and dieo.



so all alone was Caterina left;
Anorphan, pennilcss and without a hoine;
indiince her hands to sew and sptn were deft

She would take Service, howso wearisome,
Andforthshe went. Atlastshe saw, beingcome
Before the houses of a distant town,
A woman from a windoiv looking down.

Poor Catarina felt her heart more bold
Becausc this woman had a kindly face;

And, while the tears from her sad cyelids rolled,
She pleaded thus; “ I pray you, of your grace,
In your great house give me a little place,

To be your handmaiden and sew and spin.”

The dame had pity of her, and took her in.

One day, the mistress Icft alone her maid
To kcep the house ; and broidering leaf and
bloom
Upon fine Unen, Caterina stayed
Conteni and btisy in her little room,
W hcn on the sunlight fell a sudden gloom
As when a cloud arises full of rain —
And Caterina’s Fate appeared again !

W ith furious hands she threw the basket down
Of colored thrcads, and tossed them herc and

there,

And from a carvcn chest she took the gown
Ofcrimson silk the dame was wont 10 wcar
On fcast-days, and with all her forcé did tear

It into rags ; fordid she spare to spoil
The linen wrought by Caterina’s toil.

| Thenyas the Fate stood still at

last, amid
The ruin that her envious -
hands had made, I
Poor Caterina fled the housc, and
hid 'W
Among the bramblcs in a my
field,— afraicl
Of hcavy blamc that might on
her be laid. <i
Later she rose, and wandered |
sadly clo'vn o
The road that led her to an- II.E
other town. |
The maidcn gone, at once, with- i
out delay
The Fate began her ravage to A
set right. Vd
The silken gown, made whole, was I
laid away, »
The broidery appeared untorn
and bright.

And when the mistress home-
ward carne at night,
All was in ordcr set, and to her
mind —
But Caterina never could she find.



Bencath her covcrlid thc clrowsy Fate
Stirrccl langiiidly, while Caterina spoke

The maid again took service; and again
Carne Fate to seek her, tcaring as before

Her.wcll-wrought linén web. Sevcn years in vain, In piteous words her painful case to siate
Driven by her Fate forth frora each friendly door, And tell how gricf her paticnt spirit broke.
She wandcred to new citics; and once more At last from dreams fnrgctful, Fate aivoke-

“ Preserve my gift and it shall bring tlice gain,”
Slic said, and gave thc maicl a silken skcin,

Bccamc thc handmaid of a noble dame,
And day with day her duty was thc same.

Once, when her daily taslc was done, at night Then down the hill did Caterina go,
She wandered, lonely, up a mountain way, Yet was thc hcart within her nowisc glad;
And in a cavern saw a flickcring And when to her good mistrcss she|

light. would show
W ithin the hollow of the The gift that from rclcnting F.itcslic|
rock there lay had ;
Her Fate aslecp, with “ To pay thrcc ¢ ®Viy/! surclyonewcrel
tangled hair astray mad,
That veiled on either For such a littlc wcightless skein of ]
side her face, threacl ;
and hid 1 Yet will I kcep it with all care,” |
she said.

The dream-spun
daraask of her
covcrlid.

N
Then Caterina— """ Vi
by her grief
mncle boki,
W eary with service
and witli niiscry
And weeping for her happy
time of okl
W hen she was like a princess — moiirnfully
Pleadcd ; “ MycruelFate, have mcrcyonme,
Gi'ieve me no longcr, be at last my friend
And bring my heavy sorrow to an end !”

Blow all thc trum|R'Is,bcattlicl
cymbtils loud. [
Strew roses, [roses, ewr>-
\vbere arnund!
Cry, hcralds, and proclami i«
all thc crowd s
To-clay the Hcirof Sicilyslull |
be crowned!
But now a messagc ooiiifs-
with saddcrsounil; I
Ilecan notplace tliccroonupoM
his hcad, .
W ithout his robe, imsewn tw|
lack of thrcad.
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liougliwit the realm of Sicily thcy sought
| Tomaich the color of the coat, in vain ;
foihread «as found. The garment lay
unwroiight
“iilioiitit; andtheprincedeclaredagain,
I liicrowiied and sceptcricss would he re-
inain,
cver Seat liimselfupon the thtone
piilhiscotonation robe werc done.

Then Catcrina’s inistress to hcr said:
Isnot thy skein of silk the very hue

| Ef(Juired lo sew the roynl robe, my maid ?”
And Caterina, taking heart anew,

| her skein of silk, as sapphirc bluc,
k prove it with the garment of the king—

|+ silkenthread and cloth seemed one same
iningl

| commanded then the treasurer

/"'S'Hescalesand wcigh the weight in
* ftina’s skein, and give it her.

01. X\-.. 3g.

-oid

1«

27

Onegolden coin and then one more was told___
The silk was hcavicr. Strcamsofmoney rolled
From wide-moiithcdsacks ; andin the scalc was laid

All Sicily’s treasure.  Still the silk outwcighcd.

Then all his genis the prince, much marveling,
OiTered; his wealth of rub)-, cmeriild. pearl;
He bade the treasurer, most reluctant, bring
tGiamonds, and opals with strange tires that curl,
And wcigh thcm for the paymcnt of the girl.
Still werc they all too light. At last the cvown
W’as added to tlicm — and the scale wecnt down !

ertil



Then cried the knights and ladies; “ Lo, behold Sound ye the trumpets, beat the cymbals louj

That this poor maid shall be a (¢ueen, the sign ! Strew roses, roses, everywhere atoiind!
For not the weight of all the royal gokl Cry, heralds, and proclaim to all the crond
And jewels could, without the crown, combine The King of Sicily a fair bride has found1
To balance her small skeini ” “ She shall be
mine. Lay cloth of gold upon the very ground
Mine own dear Queen !” the Hcirof Sicily cried. That they may walk thereon in ro)al siaic—

And Caterina was the royal bride. Praisc to Queen Caterina and her Fate!



THE BOBOLINK'S SONG.

By Emilie

,
I’oulsson.

W hen little Teddy heard a merry bobolink,
He said, “ Mamma, that bird is laughing, | should think.

Still rang the wondrous song,
So varied, dear and strong,

Out in the suimy weathcr;
And listening Teddy cricd,

“ Wliy ! I should think he ticd
A lot of songs together !'”

DOGS OF NOTED AMERICANS
PART I

By Oertride Van R. Wickham.

GENERAL GARFIELD’S DOG.

Inthe sunimcrof 1880, when the first delegation
|o[enlhuswstic politidans carne trooping up from

: Mentor station through the lafie that led lo
| mLiunfield,” in order to congratilate General
1 Jares A. Gn.rfield on his nomiiiation for the Presi-
Iceiicy, there iasone membcr ofthe Garfidd house-
| Wdwho met the well-meaning but noisy strangers
I «jlitanair nf astonishment and clisapproval, and,
lisilicynearcd the house, dispiitcd furtherapproach
|«iilitnenacing voice.

Thiswas ” Veto,” General Garfield’s big New-
Ibondlanddog; and not imtil his master had called
Ittliiin that it was “ all right,” and that he must
Ikgttict, did he ccasc hoslilc demonstrations.

After that, nliencvcr dclegations carne — and
lilnyHercofclaily occurrence— Veto walkcd around
hoBUg the visitors, looking grave and sometimcs
Hwisy, but usually pcaceful. General Garficld
I ns very foiul of large, noble-looking dogs. Veto
1"Jsapuppy when given to him, but in tsvo years’
liwhad grown to be an immense fellow, and
licvMedlyattnched to his master. He was named
I'iw orof I'resident Hayes’svcto of a certain bili
Imlic spring of 1879.

The bili was one for abolishing the office of
Ij*hal at elcctinns. It did not meet with the
Ifkiident's approval, and he returned it to Con-
1~ unsigncd,— an action which greacly pleased
| «eral Garfidd, and suggested the fiame for his

Alchough quiet, as he had been bidden, Veto
was ncvcr reconciled to the public’sinvasion of the
Mentor fann. He was a dog of great dignity, and
could not but fcel resentment at the familiarity of
the strangers who, on the strength of their political
prominence, overran his master’s fields, spoiled
the fruit-trees, peered into the bavns and poultry
yard, and were altogether over-curious and intru-
sivc. He had been told that it was “ al! right”;
but thcse actions by day, and the torchlights and
hurrahing by night, wore on his spirits and tcm-
pcr, This cvident imfitness for public life causcd
a final separation from his beloved master; for
when, in the following spring, the family moved
to Washington to bcgin rcsidcnce at the While
House, they thought it was not best to take Veto
with them, so he was left behind in Mentor.

Poor fcllow! all his doubts and fears for the
safety and peace of him he lovcd and guarded
wcre indeed well-founded. That first invasion of
Lawnfield was but the beginning of what was lo
end in great calainity and bitter sorrow. Veto
never saw his master agnin.

After the death of General Garfield, Veto was
taken to Cleveland, O., whcrc he spent his re-
maining days in the family of J. H. Hardy — a
gentleman well known in that city.

Scvcral anccditcs are relatcd by Mr. Hardy
which prove the dog’s grcat intelligence. He
slept in the barn, and sccmcd to consider him-
self responsible for the proper behavior of the
horses, and the safety of everything about the



barn. No one not belonging to tlie family was
allowed even to toiich any article in it. Vcto’s
low thunder of remonstrancc or dissent qiiickly
brought the curious or mcddlcsome to terms.

One night lie barked loudly and incessantly.
Then, as this alarm signal passed unnoticed, he

GBKSRAL GARPIBLD AND *“ VETO,”

howled until Mr. Hardy was forced to dress and go
to the barn, where he found a valuable horse loose
and onarampage. Vetohad succeeded in seizing
the halter, and there he stood with the cnd in
his mouth, while the horse, disappointed of his
frolic and his expectation of unlimitecl oats, was
vainly jerking and plunging to get away.
Another time, upon returning Late at night from
a county fair, the family heard Veto— who was

AT MENTOR-

shut up in thc barn — howling and scraichiJ
frantically at the door. When it was oponed li|
rushed directly to another barn some rods a«alJ
belonging to and very ncar a house occupied bl
a large family, who all were in bed and aslcrpl
He sctatchcd at thc door of this barn, kceping u |
at the same time his dismal htiKi|
and paying no attcntion to ih|
repcatcd calis and command’; ij

come back and beh.avc"hjmsclil
Just as forcé was to be used ti

giiicthim, a bvight tongiic offlami
shot up through thc roof of thi
barn, and, almost in an iiistantj
the whole structure was in a hlazcl
Before the fire departiiient reachci
thc spot the barn u.as consumedi
and the house was saved itmij
dcstruction only through hctoil
cflbrts of the neighbors.

And 50 Veto’s quick scent anJ
wonderful sagacity in, as we imisj
believe, giving the alarm, notonls
saved the house, but probablj
averted serious loss of life.

GENERAL
ROBERT E. LEE'S DOG.

“ Spec” was a little temerbon
at Fort Hamilton, New Yok
One day, while he was yet apuppy;j
an army officer with two litlifl
boys carne to the keniKl to choosi
adog forthemselves. Theypickti
out Spcc from a littcr nf piippici
as lhe brightest and prcttiest, ara
boro him offin grcat glcc lo lieadj
quartcrs. The army officcrwasilij
late General Robcrt E. Lee 0]
Virginia.

Not long aftcr, thc General'«i
orclcrcd to México; andMrs. Lej
and the children went to Arlmpioi
. to remain during his abscncel

Spec went with tliem. "bll

General Lee was au.iy, the

dog showed no signs of missir.i
him, but when, after thc long absciice, he
pcctedly rcturned home, Spec happcned to bcH
first of thc Household togreet him. The littlicfdN
scemed crazy with delight. He jumped «? kc'
his master’shands, and sprang around inwcsaw
a manncr that notsvithstancling thc greatjog8/ihi
family he attractcd the attcntion ofall.

One of thc Genci-al’s little sons, now General |
H. F. Lee, of Ravensworth, Virginia, writcs:



| fgwe often lieard my father say that he believed
ibedogthoroughly recognized liim, and was over-
| jovedat liis return.”
Seveml years passed, and General Lee was or-
| éeredtoWest Point. Meanwhile Spec had grown
Jd,antl was failing in mind as in body; else he
I Dwrwould liave strayedon board one of the New
| Vorkexcursion boatsthat touch dailyat W est Point,
ladallowed himsclf to be carried away to some
| place from which he could not return. He was
isicr heard of aftenvard,
The whole family, most of whom had been his
pliymates, long moiirned for him, but none more
giicercly than his mastci'.

EDW.TRD EGGLESTON’S DOG.

“TyCHO Brame” was his full iame, and he was
stoll-terrkr living in the viilage of Vevay, Indiana.
Hewes gii-en to Echvard Eggleston when tliat
amhor was only six years oid; and thcrc never ex-
Bela more poaceablc, good-natured, affectionatc
Jog except when duty was involved; then he was

| astcrn and brave as a Roméan sentinel.

M. Egglcston’s father kept many horses and
iogi, andliada veryclassical tasto in naming them
all:s)such appellations as “ Héctor,” “ Messana,”
| aid“ Cicsar ” became household words.

Edward was allowccl to choosc betwcen “ Tal-
I briiid” and “ Tycho ” as a fiame for his puppy,
| aid sdccted the latter because the first one, to
| biscliildish imagination, sounded too much iikc

j “Uilow,” and suggestcd cantiles.

Tycho carly showed extraordinary sagacity,
| dd, as befittcd a dog bearing the fiame of a great
[»ronomer, cicarly understood the diffcrcnce be-
lifccn day and night. He was never known to
| «pressany opposition to the Corning of a visitor
linthe daytime, but when once darkness set in no
h'wger could cntcr the door-yard. He did not
I hii, he only stood still and growlcd ; and no onc
| 15 cver known to disvcgard that warning; but
| ‘lien the person at the gate called the fiame of
I"yoneofthe family, or was recognized by the

*g. no further opposition was made.
| alone for two days in charge
| IMhouse, and for forty-eight hoiirs stood guarci
| “it edoorstcp, which he ncvcer left except when
«cdby a ncighbor to be fed.
| -Ir. Eggleston says: “ | have had other dog-

i"yHio was the noblest, and 1 shall
| him with affcction.” And yet
I*losi his life by an act of folly. A vagabond

| - through the Street onc day, and the
canine family pitchcd into
“""'Sing the race into discredit— or for

| some other rule of dog propriety.

Tycho rushed in with the rcst. A week or two
latcr, the poor fellow moped; then he gnawed the
batk of a peach-trce, snapped at those who spoke
to him. and showed other signs of being rabid.
He died, as such dogs do, by mcans of a neigh-
bor’s gun, and all the family wept bitterly for the
dear oid fellow, who had been their companion
for eight years, and made strong resolutions never
again to set their hearts on a dog.

JOHN G. WHITTIER’S DOGS.

Our beloveci Quaker poct was a farmer’s son,
and therefore was brought up among dogs and
horses and cattie, and became fond of them all.

He is rich in dogs. At Oak Knoll, where he
spends his summers, he has three; Rogcr, Robin,
and Dick. As he could be none other tlian a
kind, gentle master, wc can rcadily imagine how
these three dogs adore him; and how, whcn he
retiirns to Oak Knoll in the spring, they greet him
with frantic barks and yeips of delight, with rap-
turous waggings and tluimpings of tails.

Rogcr guards the barns; Dick is a Scatch ter-
rier ; and Robin is a shcpherd-dog. The latter
two are the more favored because, being house-
dogs, thcy have opportunities for intimacy widi
the poct not possible to Roger. Thcy can more
frequently watch their master’s face for signs of
loving rccogniiion, can insinGate a nosc betwcen
his book and eyes, or with ever-ready tongue
take a dog's loving libcrty with his hand. But we
presume there are no jealousies on tliat account,
fior hcait-burnings, and that all are good fricnds,
leading lives of gentle dignity bcfitting the dogs
of John G. W hittier, the poet of pcace.

CONSTANCE F. WOOLSON’'S DOGS.

“ Peter Troné, Esq.,” was a little black-and-
tan terrier living in Cleveland, Ohio, whose deeds
and qualitics often have been chantcd in unpub-
lished prosc and verse by his gifced mistrcss, Con-
tance Fcnimorc Wooison.

Peter Troné, Esq., had many aecomplishments
and many cuitivated tastes. He was fond of grapes
and kncw the prnpcr time to eat them. After din-
iier he would help himsclf to dessert, probably
thinking that he had been forgotten. His mistrcss
often watchcd him whilc he did this. He would
trot slowly down the [3ath that lecl by the trdlis,
seiecting and biting ofif, as he passed, a particularly
fine grape.

He could fish! Once, in the country, when Miss
W oolson’s young btother had unexpectcdly caught
a large fish over a dam, and was puzzlcd to know
how he should draw tiie fish up with a sleiicler line.



Pctcr Tronc, Esq., in great excitemcnt, plungcd
into the water below the dam, caught the fish in
his mouth and brought it to the boy.

He could carry a note tied to his collar to a dis-
lant place, take it to the person for whom it was
intended, wait for the ansuer, and bring it safely

mrobin,”

back. He needed but little training in order to do
anything within a dog’s possibilitics, and Miss
W oolson never discovcred the limitsof his wonder-
ful intelligence.

Pete Troné, Esq., could walk a long distance on
his little hind legs. The Woolson children made
him a pair uf scarlct trousers, a little scarlet coat,
and a scarlet cap and fcather. Itwasa funny sight
to see him marching on his hind legs down Euclid
Avcnue arrayed in thcse garments. He was very
proud of them.

The family had two other dogs,— who wcre, of
course, Pcte’s mostintimate friends,—*“ Ofid Turk”
and hule “ Grip.” Turk was a magnificentoid fel-
luw, and well known in Cleveland. He lived a
long life, and whcn it was ended, the childrcn
hekl a funeral over him.

All the dogs in the neighborhood were formally
invited, by card. They began to arrivc early in the
morning, and werc tied to diffevent trees in the
yard; and so most of the howling and mourning

lo a note Mr. W hitiicr

ihc dog. as shown in ihis picliirc, happcns to be “

proper to the occasion was furnished before thel
Services began.

Atthe appointedhour, the Woolson childrcn and
their cousins walked in procession to the grave,
which was made in the garden. Oid Turk«-as|
lowered into his last resting-place, his jelloiv paiR|

a SHEPHERD-rOC DELONGING TU THE TOET, WHITTIEK .-

folded, his breast covered with fiowcrs, and his!
réquiem, composed by Miss Woolson, sungtoihcl
tune of “ Oid Dog Tiay.” All the dogs wcrc ihen|
brought up to take a last look at the oid pairiarcti.
Pete Tronc, Esq., was chicf mourncr.

THE DOGS OF

FRANCEs HODGSON NUKNFTT,

MRS.

T his charming writer for Sr. NICHOLA> u ai'j
cntluislastic lover of dogs. She has liad m''l
course of her life several canine pets, all—asna i
iirally would be cxpected ofanything helongmg»l
the aiithor of “ Little Lord lsauntleniy j
tcresting animals. Each is declarcd te haV e |
thoroughly original in his manner .and'va)Sa |
quite unlike the othcrs; and all havc been «nsp |
uous figures in her personal history. r

The first great sorrow of her childhood, anw
ing in her cyes to an awful tragcdy, «as
by love of a dog. Some onc 9ave hera

lying al jlio footo ftlic largesl

Norway liprace In N«w England.” — Ivu. St. NicaulLAS.



1foundland puppy, named Rollo,— a black ball of
lais "hicli tuinbled over its own legs and was
tK ““idol 0* Only ten days after he
(ameto her, and while she was wild with the first
lapiure of possession, a covetous boy, who had
lainlytned tobeg orbuy the puppy, sent a servant
10 botro'v him to show some one, and never re-
mmedinin. How he managcd to evade all demancl
oriiiquiry, she never iindcrstood, Itwas all a dark
fivilcry; but she mourncd so passionately and
peisistently uver her lost dog that her mother be-
ame abrmed about her, and hastenecl to secure
anaiticr one to take his place in her affections.
lilis 'vas an exquisite littlc Italian greyhound
paned Florence, who rcmainccl her friend and
| cMhpanion for years.

When Mrs. Burnett was a child her family lived
linTennessce. There they had—as she expressed
h-"colonics ofdogs,” many ofiheni disrepiitable
I mes, tlint carne and asked to stay, or stayed with-
lailasldng—any way to insintate themselves into
| thehoiisehold. One ofthcse wasdubbcd “ Peppcr,”
| becase nf his touchy, contradictory dispositioii,
| «bicli led to habits and ways that were soiirces of
I geal ainuscment to the children. He followed
IMr. Biirnett’s brother home one day, and inti-
Imated that he liad come to remain. He pretended
liobeadog who was highly strung and sensitive,
laiKlilial thesc traits had notbcen apprcciated where
Ik came from, but the children soon discovcrecl
liliathis sensitivencss was but tempecr.

Tlicnicment he was rcproved for impropcr con-
Iduct, he «cnt out of thc front door and
IJoiicdhomc to the other family, who lived
hbont four miles away, The children
[«wilil stand on the piazza to watch him

lhe ivas Uiu of sight. He had a long

lito irot nvcr. and the intolerant scorn
Ifsprcssed by his tail and little hind legs,
lishe joggcdalong, ncvcer deigning to cast
|) glance behiiid, showed in the most
jstiihing m.inner that, in his Opinidn, the
|b®il! he had turned his back upon were
Iptopie of no refinement ofsentiment what-
jner, and could not be cxpected to uncler-
Isund the feclingsofa dog ofreal delicacy.
lhealaays ivciu away whcen lectured; and
jPUilHolv camc back wliene\-er the other
Iwly did iioi appvovc of his actions,
| oo hekeptninningaway and coming
| d forayear or two; finally, howcver, decid-
j®S Ihdt thc children were worthicst of his con-
peed patronage. But their principal dog at that
1 ~ ‘heir staple dog— was “ Mr. K-,” a big,
I, who, when found, was living a wikl
| mtlie woods, not far from ihe house. He had

naclogofbadreputation, cvideiitly undcserved.

for after Mis. Burnett’s sistcr Edith had beguiled
him to go home with her, he at once settled down
and became a reformed domestic character who
adorcd every member of the family.

But there was one flaw in his otherwise perfect
demeanor,— VisiDould fight. As soon as he saw
another dog, particularly if it was iarge, he arése
with a mild and forbearing expression, apparcntly
without any prejudice or bitterness of fecling, and
went out and tried to oblitérate that dog from the
face of the earth. He then would return covered
with wounds and glory, wearing an apologctic,
even remorscful air, cspccially when Edith scoldcd
him well, pointing out tlie folly of such bchavior
and what a clisgrace he was to the family. At
such times he would tliump his tail unceasingly
on thc floor and look from under his eyelids,
greatly cmbarrasscd; but he always attended to
the next dog as impartially as though he never
had been remonstrated with in his life. If none
carne to the house he would sally forth to scek
tliera, and this conduct finally brought disaster
upon him.

The house stood on a hill. Atthc footof itlived
a “ coiorcd ” dog, named Tige, owned by some
negrees. The children could not decide whether
or not it was a matter of race prejudice, but there
was a feiicl existing bctwecn Tige and “ Mr. K,”
W henever they met, which was two or three times
a week, they fought — and Tige always was beaten.
Finally, this so exaspcrated him, that he held a
consultation with his friends. The children were

PETR TRONE, ESQ.,” >IISS CONSTANCE FENIMOIfE \IOOL«On'S DOQ

convinccd that he did so, because several times
they saw dogs talking together in twos and tlirces,
and wondered what the discussion was about.
The result w.is that these dogs attacked “ .Mr. K.”
inabody, and lefthim fordead in a pool of water;
but he craivlecl home, scarcely alive, and covcrcd
with mud and gore.



The children nursed him all the following
winter; for rheumatism set in, and he had to be
keptin a corner of the kitchen wrappedin ablanket
and covered with hot stove-plates, which Edith
considered good for his complaint. And when any
one said, sympathetically, "Poor Mr. K.!” an
innate sensc of politeness lcd him to acknowledge
the attention by irying to riso and wag his tail,
ivliereupon all the stove-plates would roll offand
claiccr on the floor.

Poor fellow! The fighting inania that was so
implanted in his constitution proved his destruc-
tion. One day he rushed out to attack a liowling
dog that was running past the house, and when he
returncd was so bitten that he had to be Killed,
and the children all cricd themsclves ilL

lii latcr years, Mrs. Burnett has had at different
times three other dogs. The firstwas a Chihuahua
puppy, sent to her from México; and whcn he ar-
rived he weighed only a pouncl and three-quarters.
But she was aivay from home at the time, and he
touk advantagc of her absencc to grow. He was
always very much ashamed of it aftcrwards, and
when she returned, and he saw how disappointed
she was at his sizc, it seemed to depress him and
make him anxious to hide in corncrs. Hisrcmorse
was so evident that Mrs. Burnett tried to encoiirage
him by pretcnding that she did not care so very
much, and that, fot all she carcd, he might have
been even largor. But he was never happy, and
so sho gave him to a little girl who had ncvcr ex-
pccted him to be smallcr.

The gentleman who had presented him to Mrs.
Burnett was very much disgustad with him. He
felt that the dog had betrnyed his confidence, and
to make up for this duplicity, and to consolé Mrs.
Burnett, he scnt her a beautiful Japanesc pug
named “ Toto,” with fluffy, silken, black and white
hair, a tail likc a curlecl feather, the shortest, pug-
gicst black nose, and the largcst, rounded cycs
imaginable. He kept his pink tongue always

thrust out of the right side of his mouth wiihji
most derisive air, and he was lovely!— bul liehadl
no soul. He loved nobody, and caicd for nothing|
but his scarlet and yellow satin hows, his diiintr|
and his cushion. He died at a hospital, wliercl
he had bccn sent to be treated when takeii ill.

Mrs. Burnett’s present dog is an English pu«|
upon whose collar is engraved, ‘e Monsieur Ic|
Marquis.”

He carneto heras a puppy, and she has hadhiinl
for years. He began life with a nature too franki
and ingcnuous, and Mrs. Burnett has seca hiindc-I
velop from a confiding puppy of impulse inioapugl
of the world. They ate great friends and confide jtil
each other freely, but the dog minglcs in sociciyl
more ihan he did in the first flusli of thcir affectioi).!
Mrs. Burnett has been very ill; conscquentlythq'j
liave been scparated, and he has had to entertainj
himselfwith the world. He is a very interestingj
little animal, and his pretty ways and intclligMij
tricks would fill a volumo.

W hile Mrs. Burnett was convalescing inNahant|
last summecr, she wrote:

“ Just now | am greatly interestcd in asmall|
shaggy, yellow dog which, about once a day-
usually in the cvening — trots with serious micnl
through the grounds. He comes in the gatenayl
atone end of the avenue, and goes out at the oilicr.l
He looks neiihcr to right fior left, and uttcrlyl
ignores all blandishments, however scductive. Hel
secras absorbed in deep reflection, and lo haiel
some business project in vicw. As | am a visitori
only, I don’t know him. | don’t know where hcl
comes from or where he goes. | cannot ilcckicl
whether he is an unsocial dog, or a proud dog, ori
a reserved dog, or simply a busy dog, witli c.irel
and responsibilities. Sometimes 1 imagine ihatl
he goes to mcct a fricnd who is iiidisposcti, oil
that he has been cxpccting a lettcr of impor-l
tance, and calis regularly at the post-office fortlic|
mail.”

5 fid a poop litéle W t+bout aip/ baii=,
U seenps +o nye to be Very uptaip

Tbat/sbould be such at? odd copceb, *

V/bile n?y triepd tscolieped iponp eapstc



‘THE MEN WHO DIED,”

By Ruth Hays.

AMMY, what ’s 'Mor-
ial Day for?”
Mammy stood in
the cabin doonvay
with arms akimbo,
the sunsct light shining
on herbroad, kindly face,
and lighting up the gay
handkcrchief she wore
about her head. She took
the short pipe from her
moiilh as she good-iin-
turodly ansuered the bo> :
“ Luws, honcy ! ain’t
you ’incmber dat yet? 1
done tole you more 'n fort\'
times, fu’ sure. ’Bout de
M i men «slio died, don’t yoti
-:W  know ? Dat ’s what it means.”
Joe did n’t appcar to be much
enlightened. “ De men who
died ?” he repcatcd qucstioningly, look-
injup «jih thosc bright eyes of his.

He was ihe bluckcst little specimen that cver
@ The ace of spadcs was nothing to him —
“Cbrcoal would make a white mark on him.”
Bl the wliite teeth gleamed, and the big eyes
shne, and the woolly hair knottcd itsclf into the
fumnicst little fuzz you ever did see. As for his
wtunic, it was n’t much to boasi of; nothing but
laja and not too many of them. But Joc did n’t
W,—not he! He was as free as the birds, and
TG as carclcss and irrcsponsiblc a life. When
fe sunshone, and all was bright, he rejoiced as
fei'dicl; when it was coid and dismal, he crcpt
wlo liis owii little nest of a cabin, rolled himself
“Pin all the rags he could gnthcr, curicd into a
* 1l heap, as closc to the fire as he could get.
Ml waiicd for fair weathcr.

Hehad two trcasures : Jack, a thin, gaunt. yel-

tur (1 rcally caii't cali hinV anything clse),
«d liilly, an oid goat once white, but not at all
prticular about his prescnt appearance, and with
fehwrd ofa patriarch. Bclonging with Biliy was
made of an oid box perchcd laetween two
‘Ws much too high for it, and with a board
ed across, on which Joe would sit as prouclly
~anydaady young Englishman in his dog-cart.

This wagon was usually perilously loaded with

light-wood,” pickcd up here and there; and te
see Joe driving over the rough, uneven sidewalks,
now on the planks, now ofF; now with a wheel
caught in a crack, now tilting over so far that one
wondered the whole rickety concern did n’t go to
destruccion altogether,— rcally, it was an cxciting
experience. Jack was usually in ciése attcndance,
trotting as ciése behind the cart as the sharp ends
of the light-wood, stuck in all sorts of ways, would
permit. In this rig Joe would drive along ccrtain
streets which he consiclcred his special property,
and try to scll his cargo. Somctiines he got five
or ten cents; sometimcs, if nobody happcncd to
want any light-wood, he still got something to cat.
In one place there was a lady from “ up north.”
She always gave him doughnuts, but she wanted
him to Icarn lo rcad and spell, and Joe siispectcd
herof dcsigns to enforce this desire. So he usually
stcercd clcar of her, preferring corn-brcad and
libcrty.

Mammy took in washing, whcn she could get it,
carrying Che full basket poiscd on her head as she
went and carne. She went out scnibbing and
clcaning, too, whencver her Services were callcd
for. They earncd little, but they wanted little. It
was a miserable, shiftless way of living, but then
it was the best they knew, and .as long as they
were neithcr coid fior hungry, they wcre perfectly
conteni, and foiind Ufe good, as the birds and
squirrcls do.

The cabin was a small log affair with bare
ground all about it— not very tidy, certainly.
The wooden shiitter was ihrown back, and the
sunshine streamed plcasantly in at the window,
wliich boastcd neithcr sash fior glass. The open
door sagged a good dcal, and the wholc place had
that unmistakablc diirky look about it, everywhere.
A few hens and some half-grown chickens roamed
about, and a little black pjg followcd his own sweet
will hither and yon, not disdaining the sheiter of
the cabin whcen it pleascd him. And, indeed, why
should he? He was onc of the family, and Joe,
at least, aUvays gave him cordial welcome. He
was n’t quite so sure of Manimy’s.

It was seidom that Joe troublcd himself or
Mammy with giiestions of .any kinci; but to-day
he had happcncd to hear two women taiking of



Memorial Day, and something aljout the procession
and flowers. Now, if there was anything Joe
loved, it was a procession — and who did n’t?
W liy, thcrc was n’t a darky for miles around that
did n’t lurn out to see every one that matched. A
circus was a wild delight. Joe had only seen onc
procession of that kind, and it had remained a joy
forcver. But he was n’t critical; a wedding or a
funeral, so there was a procession, was a joy to
him. Of course he had seen several Memorial
Days, but he took little note of time, and somc-
how it had never occurred to him before that tlicy
rccurrecl regularly like Christmas,— the onc great
hotuday. And now he wanted to know what for. So
Mammy told once more, and very gvaphic she made
the story. Unfortunately, she had had a very
harsh master, in slavery daj's, and she drew so
vivid a picture of how Joe would have had to “ stan’
roun’ if ole mnrse had got hold ” of him, that
the boy looked apprehensively about for that
dread personage, and was nuich relieved to know
that he was clead. * Killed in de war, honcy, like
all de rcst.” And then she told of the corn-
ing of the Northern army— “ Marsc Linkum’s
men "—and of the brave soldiers — some of them
mere boys who laid down thcir lives there, “ the
men who died,” and who slcpt peacefully enough
under the pines, with all discord over at last.
And Joe, as she told of the day set apart to keep
thcir memoiw green, resolved that he, too, would
march in the procession to-morrow and carry
flowers for “ the men who died.”

He did n’t say anything to Mammy of that,
though, for he kncw she would objecl. *“ Laws,
honey !” she would say, “ you ain’t got no legs fo’
dat”; and, indccd, poor Joe’s crippled limbs and
limping gait werc poorly fittcd for processions,
however willing his stout heart might be. No, he
would n’t say a word; but he 'd get up early to-
morrow, and go for flowers,— there were gay
pink and yellow ones in the swamp, way up the
Branch — a long way for him to hobble, but he
knew of none nearer. Then he ’d get back in time
to join the procession, and would carry his posy
with the biggest of thcm. Mammy ’d be proud
enough when she saw him there.

So he and Jack were astir betimes, and soon
tuiling along the dusty roacl. It was a bright,
warm morning, and Joe sang like a little black-
bircl as he limped along ; past the log cabins like
his own, whcre swarms of children wcre already
about, and dogs of all sizes carne yciping out, and
gave them noisy welcomc; past the broad fields
where lately the kaie and spinach had bccn cut,
where the lcvel country stretched away on cithcr
hand, unbroken by wall or fence, the boundary
lincs being ditches or low hedges, till he turned

off to follow the Branch, only a narroiv creek |
up into the swamp lands where the flowers grew'l
Oh, what a wealth of thcm, as if on ptirpose forl
Joe 1—all he had hopecland more. Hepickedandl
picked, meantime looking warlly about for moc-l
casons. His posj’would be the biggest and eavestl
of them all, he said to himself, as at last he ikdl
his flowers into a great, straggling buiich wirli al
strip loin from his rags. Rags are vcry conveniem [
sometimes. He was tired now, and ilie sun «as|
hot, but there was no time to lose ; so, trying care-|
fully to shicld his precious posies with his turn liat,|
he shufflcd along, bare-headcd, the wcary «av|
home.

Jack had been rushing about everywhere; backl
and forth, here, thcrc, and yonder, now divjng|
under the bushcs, now jumping the crcck; but he,!
too, was tired now and follo'vcd ciése behindl
Joe, panting vcry dejcctedly, paying no hecd tol
anything about him — as if he werc a moumfiill
procession on his own account; and so, at last.|
they reachcd hnme.

The oid goat slumbcrcd in the doorway, andl
the little black pig scurrieclaway with shrillsqueals,!
as Jack, roused again, made a dash for him. Bull
Jack was only in fun, and piggy knew that vei)l
well. He «'as squealing only to carry out his parti
ofthe performance.

Mammy had gone out, too well acciistnracd lol
Joc’s vagabond roamings to wondcr whcre he «as.|
There was corn-bread on the shclf, and potatoes,!
too; and Joe and Jack ate thcir breakfast tngcliKr|
as soon as the flowers had bccn put in water,
hid them behind the cabin. He wanted to surj
prise Mammy. S/ie did n’t know he was big
enough to march iii the procession with the rcst.

Latcr in the day the drcary little procession «asi
moving slowly along the narrow, dusiy strcets ofi
thestraggling Southern tosvn, toward the roadic.id-I
ing to the cemetery whcre “ the men who died™
had their humble graves. It was a mcagcr liiilej
procession, indccd. A drum and fife furnishedl
the music; there werc a few white men wlin W.I
and then a straggling line of colortd peoplc. rocnl
and women, too. each carrying a little bunclt oi]
flowers; and behind thcm all hobblcd little Joe.f
Even their slow pace was too fast fot him, «vartl
and foot-sorc as he was; but he struggled bnudyl
to keep up, and hekl his head high, and carried hisi
big posy proudly,— the biggest of all, as he ludi
thought it would be. But no; Joc vasn't
the last one— Jack was last, closc bchindJoe.J'™|
much impressed with the dignity of the occnsm.

Ah ! how shall I tell the rest? The little prfrl
cession had just passed a narrow cross-strcctyi |
there, hidclen by the buildings on
carriage had paused, the spirited horse lie ™I



Jidi difficulty till the slow line filecl past. It
| iashca fonvard im patiently when the way was dear,
| jid thei' fit-"® ®scrcam from thc spcctators,

inishio the Street as the horse llcw by, and in

"ilidust lay little Joe, bleeding and sensdcss, the

ME STRUCGLIID HKAVELY TU KSEP IE*

Ujbouquct still clenchcd fast in his poor little
| hnd,

Thi'ypicked him up, and carricd him into a warc-
lass ciése by, and, as they Inid the little fellow
«n, and Maimny, with wilcl sobs and wails, took
W lentlcrly in her arms, he slowly opcncd his
''ts, and fed)ly tiicd to put thc flowers into her
| lud

“Uc men —who died,” he said, faincly, and, a

few minutes later, “ "Morial Day ” and all clays on
earth for little Joe were over !

In thc quict, lonely fieid where the coiorcd pcoplc
lay their dead is a narrow little grave, and there,
still, as Memorial Day comes round, poor Mammy

AND CARRIRD HtS BIG POSY PROUULV

brings her flowers and lays them down with bitter
tcars for the boy who was her last and dearest
carc. And Jack looks wistfuUy into her face, and
whines and lays his head down upon the grave as
if begging thc child to come again.

Rut Joe slccps peacefully, like thc brave men he
would have honored; and some day, we trust, in
that brighter world, Mammy shall have her boy
again, and Joe be lame no more, forever |



TOM AND MAGGIE TULLIVER.

CHILD-SKETCHES FROM CIiEORGE ELIOT.

No, V,”

By Julia Magruder.

fOM and Maggie
Tulliver  lived
ivith thcir par-
entsatDorlcote
Miil, a pictur-
esque ofd placo

on the river
Floss- Tom «as
the eider, and

though he svas not
so intclligent as Mag-
gic many people liked
hiiii much better, bc-
causc he had none
of the peculiarities
which made Maggie
sccm different from
other children. “ He
was One of those lads
that grosveverywhere
in England, and, at
tsvelve or thirtccn years of age, look as much alike
as goslings—a lad with light-brown hair, cheeks
of cream and roses, full lips, indeterminatc nose
and eyebrows — a physingnomy in svhich it seems
impossible to discern anything but the gcneric
character of boyhood; as diffcrint as possible
from poor Maggie’s phiz, which naturc seemed to
have molded and colored with the most dccided
intention.”

Mr. and Mrs. Tulliver were given tn frcquent
discussions of their two childrcn, the father always
taking the pare of his little favorite Maggie, over
svhom Mrs. Tulliver uscd to sigh and shake her
head, because she wassoodd and unmanageable,—
and the mother always extoUing the cldcst-born,
Tom,— svhom Mr. Tulliver, in spitc of his fatherly
affection, considered “ a bit slosvish.”

“ eThe little un takcs after my side, nosv,' said

Mr. Tulliver, in the course of one of these dis-
cussions; ‘she's tsvicc as 'cute as Tom. Too
‘cute for a svoman, | 'm afraid. It’s no

mischiefmuch while she ’s a little un.’

“ *Yes it ¢s a mischief while she ’s a little un,
Mr. Tulliver, for it all runs to naughtiness. How
to kcep her in a clean pinafore tsvo hours together
passes my cunning. An’, now you put me i

’

mind,” continued Mrs. Tulliver, rising and gmnd
to the svindow, ’1 don’t knosv svherc she is noisl
an’ it ’s pretty nigh tea-time. Ah! | thougha
so— wandcrin’ up an' dosvn by the svater likc;
svild thing : she ’lIl tumble in some das

“ Mrs. Tulliver rapped the svindo'v shaiplvj
bcckoncd and shuok her head — a process sitiidif
slic rcpcated more than once before she letunicd
to her chair.

“ “You talk o’ cutcncss, Mr. Tulliwr,’slic ob®
served as she sat dosvn, ‘but 1 ’ui sure tlie cliild
half an jdiot i’some things; furif 1 send her up
stairs to fetch anything, she forgeis sshatshe"
gone for, an’ perhaps’ull sit dosvn on tlie floorii
the sunshine, an’ plait her hair an’sing to licrsclli
likca Betliam crcatur’, all the svhile i ’tn swiiingi
for her downstairs,  That nivir i-uns i' niy farailyj
thank God, no more fior a brown skin as tnakcl
her look like a mulattcr. 1 don’t like tu fly i’ tlig
face o’ Providence, but it sccms hard as 1 shouldj
havc but onc gell, an” her so cémica!.’

“ “Pooh ! nonsense ! said Mr. Tulliver; ‘shcsj
a straight black-eyed svcnch as anyhocly necd mshi
to see. 1 don’t knosv i’ svhat she ’s behind otlicrl
folks’s children ; and she can rcad almost as
the parson.'

“ “Hut her hair ss-on’t curl atl | can do «itfiit.|
and she ’s so franzy about having it jait i’ papcai
and | have such svork as never svas in make ho
stand and havc it pinched svith th' iron".”

“ “Cut it Uff— cut it off short,” said llic fahgj
rashly.

“ “How can you talk so, Mr. Tulliver? Shest
too big a gell, gone nine, and tall of her .ag bl
have her hair cut short; an’ there ’s her cousinl
Lucy ’s got a ross' o’ curls round lier licad an'noil
a hair out o’ place. It seems hard as my sisitr|
leane should have that pretty chilcl; I'm sun
Lucy takes more after me fior my ossn chiM il«i
Maggie, Maggie,” continued the mother, in atrniM
of half-coaxing frctfulness, as thiS small misiato®"T
nature cntered the room, ‘svherc’s the useo
telling you to keep asvay from the ssatcr? 1'™
tumble in and be drownded soine day, nn i sijl
you ’ll be sorry you did n’t do as mother told yoir |

“ Maggic’s hair, as she thresv otf ner banrtr |
painfully confirincd lier mother’s accusaiion; -'in-I

«*m iti ur ibc Floss.”



Tulkwer, dcsiring her daughtcr to have a curled
jtoji e like other folks’s children,” had had it cut loo
stanin ftc't to ho pushed behind the ears; and
biiivm usually straight an hour after it had been
(iten oiit of papcr, Maggie ivas incessantly toss-
d» her head to keep the dark, heavy locks out
ofher gleaming black eyes— an action ivhich gave
ktrrery much the air of a small Shctland pony.

-w'Oh dear, oh dear, Maggie, what are you

ibinkin’ of, to throw your bonnct down there?
Take ii upstairs, thcrc’s a good gell, an’ let your
tair be brusbed, an' put your other pinafore on,
lii’dunge your shoes — do, for shame; an’come
lji'go on with your patchwork, like a little lady.”

‘*‘Oh mothcr,” said Maggie in a vehemently
| aasstone, ' 1 don’t wantto do my patchwork.'

"*‘What! not your precty patchwork, to make a
| cwinicrpane fnr your Aunt Glegg ?”’

"“11% fiiolish work,” said Maggie, with a toss of
Ikr mane— “tearing things to pieces to sew ’em
I logiihcragain.  And | don’t want to do anything
Ikmy Aunt Glegg— | don’t like her.’

"Exit Maggie, dragging licr bonnet by the
I sirinj, while Mr. Tulliver laughs audibly.”

Afewdays later Mr. Riley, a neighbor of Mr.
| Tiillier’s, liappened to come to thc house, and
lina conversation which followed, Maggie heard
| iliesewords:

‘It’sa very particular thing.
Iniboy Tom.’

"At thc sound of this narae, Maggie, who was
I smicd 011 a loiv stool ciése by the fire, with a largc
1bok opcn o1t her lap, shook her heavy hair
tuck and looked up eagerly. There were few
sDwWs ihat roused Maggie when she was dream-
injorer her book, but Toin’s lame served as well
aihc shrillcst whistle: in an instant she was on

liewatch, with glcaming eyes, like a Skye terrier
hffij>ccling mischicf or, at all evcnis, detcrmincd
|“flyat any one who threatened it toward Tom.
bou sec, I want to put him to a new school
hiMidsummecr,” said Mr. Tulliver; ‘he’scomin’
fwayfrom the ‘cademy at Lady-day, an' I shall let
imnin loase for a quarter; but after that I want
lo a downright good school, where
>¢ llmake a scholard of him. | don’t mean
| w tobe a miller and farmcr. | see no fun i’
I w why, if | made him a miller an’farmcr, he ’d
| lo takc to the mili an’the land, an’

it’s about

Nay, nay, | 've scen

offw . Pu'l coat
Ashall givo Tom an eddi-

j Wm to a busincss, as he mny make
Iniuie”  Himself, an’ not want to push me out o’

"™is ivas evidcntly a point on which Mr.

Tulliver feh strongly, and the Impetus which liad
given unusual rapidity and cmphasis to his spccch
showed itself still unexhausted for somc minutes
afterward in a dcfiant motion of the hcad from side
to side, and an occasional ‘Nay, nay,’ like a sub-
siding growl.

“ These angry symptoms were kcenly observed
by Maggie, and cut her to the quick. Tom, it
appcared, was supposed capable of turning his
father out-of-doors, and of making the futurc in
some way tragic by his wickedness. This was
not to be borne; and Maggie jumped up from her
stool, forgetting all about her heavy book, whicir
fell with a bang within the fender; and, going up
between her father’s knccs, said, in a half-crying,
half-indignant voice,

“ ‘Father, Tom would n’t be naughty to you
ever; 1 know he would n’t.”"

“ “W hat! they must n’t say any harm o’ Tom,
eh ?’ said Mr. Tulliver, looking at Maggie with a
twinkling eye. Then, in a lower voice, turning to
Mr. Riley, as though Maggie could n’t hear,
‘She understands wh.at one ’s talking about so as
nevcrwas. And youshould hearberread— straight
off, as ifshe knowed it all beforehand. And allays
at her book ! Butit’s bad — it ’s bad,” Mr. Tul-
liver added, sadly, checking this blamable exulta-
tion; ‘“awoman s no business wi’ being so clever,;
it’ll tiirn to trouble, 1doubt. But, bless you 1.
she ’Il read thc books and understand ’em better
fior half the folks as are growecl up.’

“ Maggie’s cheeks began to flush with triumph-
ant exciteracnt: she thought Mr. Riley would
have a respect for her now; it had bccn evident
that he thought nothing ofher before.

“ Mr. Riley was turning over the leaves of the
book, and she could make nothing of his face,
with its high-arched eyebrows; but he presently
looked at her and said,

‘“ Come, come and tell me something about
this book; hcrc are some picturcs— | want to
know what they mean.’

“ Maggie, with decpening color, went without
hesitation to Mr. Riley’s elbow and looked over
the book, eagerly seizing one cérner and tossing
back her mane, while she said,

“ *“Oh, I ’ll tell you what that means. It’s a
dreadful picture, is n’tit? But | can’t help look-
ing at it. That ofid woman in the water ’s a witch
— they 'vc put her in to find out whether she ’s a
witch or no, and if she swims she s a witch, and if
she ’s drowncd — and kilicd, you know — she ’s
innocent, and not a witch, but only a poor silly
oid woman. But what good would it do her then,
you know, when she was drowncd? Only, 1sup-
pose, she 'd go to Heaven and God would make
itup to her. And this dreadful blacksmith with



his arms akimbo, laughing — oh, is n’t he iigiy >—
1’1l tell you wliat he is. He 's the devil really"’
(here Maggie’s voice became louder and more em-
phatic), “and nota right blacksmith.’

“ 'Why, what book is it the wencli has got hold
on?’ burst oiU Mr. Tulliver at last.

When Mr. Riley named the work and added,
rather rcproachfully, “ ‘How carne it among your
books, Tulliver?” Maggic looked hurt and dis-
couraged, whilc her father said,

“ “Why, it’s one 0’ the books | bought at Par-
tridge’s sale. They was all bound alike— it ’s a
goodbinding, you see — and | thought they ’d be
all good books. . But it scems one must n’t
judge by th’outsidc- This is a puzzlin’world.’

“ ‘Well,” said Mr. Riley, in an admonitory
patronizing tone, as he patted Maggie on the head,
‘1 advise you to read some prcttier book. Have
you no prcttier books? ’

“ «Oh yes,” said Maggie, revlving a little, in the
desire to vindicate the variety of her reading, ‘I
know the reading in this book is n’t pretty, but |
like the pictures, and 1 make stories to the pictuies
out of my own head, you know. But | ’vc got
Asop's Fables, and a book about kangaroos and
things, and the Pilgritn's Progress.””

“ “Ah !a beautiful book,” said Mr. Riley; ‘you
can’t read a better.’

“ “Well, but there ’s a great dcal about ihe devil
in that,” said Maggie, triumphantly, ‘and 111
show you the pictuie of him in his triie shapc, as
he fought with Christian.’

“ Maggic ran in an instant lo the cérner of the
room, jumped on a chair, and reachcd down from
the small bookcase a shabby oid copy of Bunyan,
which opened at once, without the least trouble ot
search, at the picture she wanted.

“ *“Here he is,” she said, running back to Mr.
Riley, ‘and Tom coloied him for me with his
paints when he was at home last holidays — the
body all black, you know, and the eyes red, like
fire, because he ’s all fire inside, and it shines out
at his eyes.’

“ *Go, go !’said Mr. Tulliver.” “ “Shutup the
book and let ’s hear no more o’such talk. It isas
| thought— the child °Il learn more mischief fior
good wi’ the books. Go — go and see after your
mother.’

“ Maggicshut iipthc book at once, with a sense
of disgrace; but, not being inclined to see after
her mother, she compromised the matter by going
into a dark co6rner behind her fathcr’s chair, and
nursing her doli, toivard ivhich she had an occa-
sional fit of fondness in Tom’s abscnce, neglecling
its toilette, but lavishing so many ivarm kisses on
it, that the waxen cheeks had a wasted, unhealthy
appearance.”

Mr. Tiilliver’s consultation with Mr. Riley
siilted in the determinacién to send Toin to scliooB
to a Mr. Stelling, a clergyman who took a fe« I)o\J
as pupils into his own homc. Mrs. Tulliver <&
called in, and after a great dcal of cliscussion, ihJ
thing seemed settled.

“ *Rather,” broke in Maggic, who had stolen
iinpevccived to her father’s elbow again, listvning
with parted lips, while shbe held her doli lopsJ
turvy, and crushecl its nose against the wood olj
the chair— ‘Father, is it a long way dT, «hcrt
Tom isto go? Sha’n’t we ever go to see hini:’

“ ‘1 don’t kiiois', my wench,’ said the father,!
tenderiy. “Ask Mr. Riley ; he knons.’

“ Maggic carne round proinpily in front of Mr.l
Riley, and said, ‘ How far is it, picase, sirl!’

“ *Oh, a long, long way off.” ‘Yal
must borrow the sevcn-leagued bools to geti
him.’

“ “‘That s nonsense !’ said Maggie, tossinghei]
head haughtily, and turning away «'iili the icars
springing in her eyes. She began to dislike Mrl
Riley: it was evident that he thought hcr silljj
and ofno consequencc.

“ “Hush, Maggie, forshameofyou, askingque
tions and chattering,” said hcr mother. *Conel
and sit down on your little stool, and hold yiniij
tongue, do.””

So Maggie was obiliged to be contcnt withouj
any more exact information.

“ It was a heavy disappointincnt to Maggie thal
she was not allowed to go with her father in iha
gig when he ivent to fetch Tom home from thd
acadeiny; but the morning was too wet, llisl
Tulliver said, for a little girl to go out inher b«|
bonnet. Maggic took the opposiic view voq
strongly; and it was a dircct consequcnce of thil
diffcrence of opinion that, when her mother wesiu
the act of brushing out the reluctant black crop|
Maggic suddenly rushed from under her hani
and dipped hcr head in a basin of water standmd
near, in tire vindictivc detennination that
should be no more chance of curls tlial day.

“ *Maggic, Maggic,” exclaimed Mrs. Tiilli'cr
sitting stout and helplcss, wilh the brasiles ni
her lap, ‘what is to bccomc of you if jou'resa
naughty? 1 ’Il tell your Aunt Glegg and )0'j
Aunt Pullct, when they come next weck, anf
they ’Il never love you any more. Oh dear, dJ
dear, look at your olean pinafore, wct from np>

bottom.”” AMamé
“ Before this remonstiance was finished

was already out of hearing, making her

the great attic that ran under the oid high-P"t

roof, shaking the water from hcr

she ran, like a Skye terrier escaped fromhisM ,

This attic was Maggie’s favoritc rctreat ona 'a



jii- Rhen the weather was not too coid ; here she
fteitcil out all her ill-humors, and talked aloud to
tii(Korm-caten flooia and the worm-eaten shelves,
jiid ihc dark rafters festooned with cobwchs; and
hereslie kvpt a P'etish which she punished for all
lirmisfortuncs.  This was the trunk of a large
ffloden diill, which oiicc stared with the roundcst
des'es above the reddcst of cheeks, but was now
iniirelydefaccd.” She had many a time “ soothed
krseli by altcrnately grinding and beating the
woden head against the rough brick of the great
diimaevs tliat made two square pillars supporting
dicroof. That was what she did this morning on
rticbiiig the attic, sobbing all the while with a
pasion that expelled every other form of con-
scioasness— even the mcmory of ihe grievance
ikihadcaused it. Asat last the sobswere getting
quicier, and the grinding less ficrce, a sudden
keimof sunshine, falling through the wire latticc
actos the worm-eaten shelves, made her throw
aaythe Fetish and run to the window. The sun
«5really breaking out; tlie sound of the mili
sfemed cheevful again; the granary doors were
jpen; and tliere was Yap, the queer u'hitc and
brom terrier, with onc car turned back, trotting
about and snuffing vaguely as if he werc in search
dacompaninn. It svas irresistible. Maggie tossed
ket hair back and ran dosvnstaii-s, seized her bon-
MtKitliout putting iton, peeped, and then dashed
akng ihc passage lest she should encotinter her
mother, and ss-as qtiickly out in the yard, whirling
tonti . . . and singing as she whirled, ‘Yap,
Vg Tom*s Corning homo!’ while Yap danccd
iik barked round her, as much as to say, if there
«@sany noise wanted, he was the dog for it.

"’Hcgh, hcgh, Miss, you TI make yourscifgiddy,
Mtumble down i’ the dirt,” said Liikc, the head
niller,"

'Maggie paused in her whirling, and said,
“ggering a little, ‘Oh no, it does n’t make me
SHdy, Luke; may | go into the mili witli you ?”’

‘ Maggie loved to linger in the great spaces of
‘e mili, and often carne out witli her black hair
poHdered to a soft whiteness that made her dark
etcs flash out with a new fire. The resolutc din,
lie unresting motion of the great stoncs
~Menical forcver pouring, pouring — the fine whitc
I pender softcning all surfaces, and maidng the very
| Hifler-iieis look like a faery iacework — the ssvect

scent of the mcal — all helpcd to make
™5gie feel that the mili was a little world apart
f™'her oiitside cvery-day life. The spidcrs serc

”i*dally a subject of speculation svith her. She
| «ondered if they had any relations outsidc the
@fli for iti that case there must be a painful diffi-

in their family intcrcourse — a fat and filoury
lipikr, nccustomced to take his fly well diistcd svith

raeal, must suffer a little at a cousin's table where
the fly was ati natnrel, and the lady-spidcrs must
be mutually shocked at each other’s appearance.
But the pare of the mili she likcd best was the top-
most story—the corn-hutch, svherc there svere the
great heaps of grain, svhich she could sit on and
slidc dosvn continually. She svas in the habit of
taking this recrcation as she conversed svith Luke,
to svhom she svas very communicative, wishing him
to think svell of her understanding, as her father
did.

“ Perhaps she felt it neccssary to recover her
position with him on the present occasion, for, as
she sat sliding on the hcap of grain near svhich he
svas busying himself, she said, at that shrill pitch
which was requisite in mill-society,

“1 think you never read any book but the
Bible — did you, Luke?’

“ *Nay, Miss— an’notmuch o’that,’said Luke,
with great frankness. ‘1 ’xn no reader, | are n’t.’

“ “But if | lent you one of my books, Luke ?
1 ve not got any very pretty books that svould be
easy for you to read, but there ’s Pug’s Toar of
Enrope —that svould tell you all about the differ-
ent sorts of pcople in the svorid, and if you did n’t
imdcrstand the reading, the pictures would help
you — they shosv the looks and ways of pcoplc and
sviiat they do. Tliere are the Dulchmen, very fat,
and smoking, you know— and one sitting on a
barrel.”

“ “Nay, Miss, 1'n no opinién o’ Dutchmen.
There be n’t much good i’ knowin’about lhcm.'

“ ‘But they 're our fellosv-creatuvcs, Luke — sve
ought to know about our fellosv-creatures.””

“ ‘Perhaps you sould like Animatcd Nature
better : that ’s not Dutchmen, you knosv, but ele-
phants, and kangaroos, and the civet cat, and the
sun-fish, and a bird sitting on its tai! — | forget its
flame. There are countries full of those crcatures,
instead of horses and coss-s, you knosv. Should n’t
you like to knosv about them, Luke?’

“ *Nay, Miss, I 'n got to keep count o’ the flour
an’corn — 1 can’t do wi’ knosvin’so many things
besides my svork.””

“ “Whyyou re likc my brothcrTom, Luke,’said
Maggie, svishing to turn the convcrsatioii agree-
ably ; “Tom’ not fond of reading. 1| love Tom
so dearly, Luke— better than anybody elsc in the
svorid. W hen he gvosvs up, 1shall keep his house,
and sve sliall alsvays live together. 1 can tell him
eveiwthing he does n’t knosv. But I think Tom ’s
clever for all he docs n’t likc books; he makes
beautiful svhipcord and rabbit-pens.’

“ “Ah 17 said Luke, ‘biit he Tl be fine an’ vexed
as the rabbits are all dead.”

“ ‘Dead ! ’screamcd Maggie, jumping up from
her sliding seat on the corn. “Oh dcar, Luke!



W hat! the lop-eared one, and the spotted doe
that Tom spent all his moncy to buy ?”

“ “As dead as moles,” said Luke.”

“ ‘Oh dear, Luke,” said Maggie in a piteous
tone while the tears rolled down her cheek. ‘Tom
told me to take care of ’em, and | forgot. W hat
shall I do ?’

“ ‘Well, you see, Miss, they were :n that far
tool-hoiise, an’ it was nobody’s business to see to
’em. |reckon Master Tom told Harry to feed ’em,
but there ’s no counting on HaiTy.””

“ “0Oh, Luke, Tom told me to be sure and re-
member the rabbits every day; but how could I,
when they did n’t come into my head, you know ?
Oh, he will be so angry with me, I know he will,
and so sorryabout his rabbits —and so am | sorry.
Oh, what shalll do?’”

“ Tom was to arrive early in the afternoon, and
there was another fluttering heart besides Maggie’s
when it was late enough for the sound of the gig-
wheels to be expected ; for if Mrs. Tulliver had a
strong feeling, it was fondncss for her boy. At last
the sound carne,— the quick, light bowling of the
gig-wheeis,— and in spite of the wind, which was
blowing the clouds about, and was not likely to
respect Mrs. Tulliver’s curls and cap-strings, she
carne outside the door and even held her hand on
Maggie’s offending head, forgetting all the griefs
of the morning.

“ ‘There he is, my sweet lad !"”

“ Mrs. Tulliver stood with herarms open; Mag-
gie jumped firston one leg and then on the other;
while Tom descended from the g:g, and said, with
masculine reticence as to the tender cmotions,
‘Hallo 1 Yap — what! are you there ?’”

“ Nevertheless he consented to be kissed will-
ingly enough, though Maggie hung on his neck
in rather a strangling fashion, while his blue-gray
eyes wandered toward thc croft, and thc lambs,
and the rivcr, where he promised himsclf that he
would begin to fish the first thing to-morrow
morning.”

“ *Maggie,” said Tom, confidentially, taking her
into a corner, as soon as his mother was gone out
to examine his ljox, and the warm parlor had taken
off the chill he had felt from the long Jrivc, ‘you
don’t know what | 've got in my pockets,” nodding
his head up and down as a means of rousing her
sense of mystcry.

“ *No,” said Maggie. ‘How stodgy they iook,
Tom! s itmarls (marbles) or cobnuts? * Mag-
gic's heart sank a little because Tom always said it
was ‘no good’ playing with her at thosc gamos—
she playcd so badly.

“ “Marls ! no; | 've swappecl all my marls with
the littlc fellows, and cobnuts are no fun, you silly,
only when the niits are green. But see herci’

Uwt,

and he drew something half out of his rigbt-liand
pocket.

“ “What is it? ’ said Maggie, in a whisper. ‘I
can see nothing but a bit of yellow.'

“*Why,its . . . a new
Maggie.’

“ *Oh, I can't guess, Tom,” said Maggie im
paticntly.

“‘Don’t be a spitfire, else 1 won’t tell you,' said
Tom, thrusting his hand back in his pocket, and
looking determincd.

“ “No, Tom,” said Maggie, imploringly, layins
hold ofthe arm that was held stiffly in the pockci.
“l’m not cross, Tom; it was only because 1can't
bear guessing. Picase be good to me.’

“Tom’s arm slowly relaxed, and he said, ‘Well,
then, it’s a new fish-linc,— two new uns.—onc for
you, Maggie, all to yourself. | would n’t go hnlvcs
in the toffee and gingerbrcad on ptirposc losaveihe
money; and Gibson and Spouncer fought with me
because | would n't. And here’s hocks—se
here! I say, luov't we go and fish to-
morrow down by Round Pool? And you shall
catch your own fish, Maggie, and put the worras
on, and everything: won’t it be fun?’

“ Maggie’s answer was to throw her arms around
Tom’s neck and hug him, and hold her cheek
against his without speaking, while he slowly un
wound some of the line, saying, after a pause:

“ “Was n't | a good brother, no»', to buy you t
line all to yourself? You know, | nced n’t haic
bought it if I had n’t liked.”

“ “Yes, very, very good.
Tom.’

“ Tom had put thc line back in his pocket, and
was looking at thc hooks one by one before he
spoke again.

“ *And the fellows fought me because | would
n’tgive in about the toffee.’

“ “Oh clear! 1 wish they would n’t fight it
your school, Tom. Did n’tithurtyou?’

“ Hurt me? no,” said Tom, putiing up (e
hooks again, taking out a large pockct-knife, and
slowly opening the largest blade, which he looked
at mcditatively as he rubbed his fingers alongil.
Then he added,

“ ‘1 gave Spouncerablack eye, 1know—ilmlb
what he got by wanting to Icather «/<m; | was ni
going to go halves because anybody Icathcred
me.’

“ ‘Oh, howhbrave you are, Tom ! 1 think yon
like Samson. If there carne a lion roaring at me,
I think you d fight him — would n’t you, Tom?

“ *How can a lion come roaring at you, yeu
silly thing ? There ’s no lions only in thc sho«s.

“ “No; but ifwc were in the lion couniries'-
mean, in Africa, where its very not— tnc lionscat

giicss.

| ffy love you,



;there. 1 can showk you in the book where
[tead it-’

"m\Vcll, | should get a gun and shoot him.’

“ But if you had n’t got a gun — we might
have gone out, you know, not thinking, just as we
gofishing; and then a greatlion mightrun toward
WBroaring, and we could n’t get aivay fiom him.
Ulmt should you do, Tom ?'

"Tom paused, and at last turned away con-

“ *Oh, don’t bother, Maggiel You o such a
silly — 1 shall go and see my rabbits.’

“ Maggie's heart began to flutter with fear. She
dared not tell the sad truth, at once; but she
walked after Tom in trembling silence as he went
out, thinking how she could tell him the news so
as to soften at once liis sorrow and his anger; for
Maggie dreaded Tom’sangerof allthings — itwas
quite a different anger from her own.

“ 1T WAS ONE OI> THEIR HAPPV MORNINGS,” (SEE I*AGE 61X)

‘ II'c lion is n’t coniing.

hat s the use of talking ?”’
Rut I like fancy how it would be,” said
whniiijj liim. ‘Just think what you

“«'lo, Tom.’
'mOL XV.—39.

"Tom,’ she said timidly, when they were out-
of-doors, “how much money did you give for your
rabbits?’

“ *Two half-crowns and a sixpence,” said Tom,
promptly.
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“ *1 think | 've gota great deal more than that
in my Steel purse upstairs. | il ask mother to
give it to you.’

“ “What for?’ said Tom, ‘I don’t wantyour
moncy, you silly thing. | ’ve got a great dcal
more money than you, bccause | 'm a boy. |
always have half-sovereigns and sovereigns for my
Chrisimas boxes, becausc | shall be a man, and
you only have fivc-shilling pieces, because you ’re
only a giiL’

“ “Well, but, Tom —if mother would let me
give you two half-crowns and a sixpence out of my
purse to put into your pocket to spend, you know,
and buy some more rabbits with it ?’

“ “More rabbits? | don’t want any more.’

“ “Oh, but, Tom, they ’rc all dead.’

“Tom stopped immediately in his walk and
turned round toward Maggie. *‘You forgotto feed
‘tm, then, and Harry forgot,” he said, liis color
hcightening for a moment, but soon subsiding.
“1 Il pitch into Harry — 1 1l have him turned
away. And | don’t love you, Maggie. You sha’n’t
go fishing with me to-morrow. | told you to go
and see the rabbits every day.” He walked on
again.

‘““ Yes, but I forgot— and | could n’t hclp it,
indeed, Tom. | 'm so very sorry,” said Maggie,
while the tears rushcd fast.

“*“You ’'re a naughty girl,” said Tom, severely,
‘and | 'm sorry 1 bouglit yon the fish-line. | don’t
love you.’

“ *Oh, Tom, it ’s very cruel,” sobbed Maggie.
‘1 ’d forgive you ifyou forgot anything — | would
n’t n]igd svhat you did — | ’d forgive you and love
you

““Yes, you rc a silly; but I never do forget
things—/don’t.”

“ “Oh please forgive me, Tom; my heart svill
break,” said Maggie, shaking with sobs, clinging
to Tom’ arm, and laying her wet cheek on his
shouldcr.

“ Tom shook her off and stopped again, saying
in a peremptory tone, ‘Now, Maggie, you just
listen. Aren’tl a good brothcr to you?’

“ *Ye-yc-cs,” sobbed Maggie, her chin rising
and falling convulsivcly.

“*Did n’t | think about your fish-line all this
quarter and mean to buy it, and saved my nioney
o’ purpose, and svould n’t go halvcs in the toffce,
and Spounccr fought me bccause 1 svould n’t?”’

“ “Yc-ye-cs and | lo-lo-love
you so, Tom.’

“ “But you re a naughty girl. Last holidays
you lieked the paint off my lozenge-box, and the
holidays before that you let the boat drag my fish-
line dosvn svhen | set you to watch it, and you
pushed your head through my kite all for nothing.’

“*‘Butidid n’t mean,’ said Maggie’
n’t help it,’

“ “Yes, youcould,” said Tom, *if you’d minded
svhat you were doing. And you 're a nausiiv
girl, and you sha’n’t go fishing with me to-morross”

“ W ith this terrible conclusiéon, Tom ran as,
from Maggie toward the mili, meaniiig to gee’ |
Luke there, and complain to him of Harry, [

“ .Maggie stood motionless, except from lier |
sobs, for a minute or tsvo; then she lurned round
and ran into the house, and up to hcr attic, isherc!
she sat on the floor, and laid her head against ihc
svorm-eaten shelf, svith a crushing sensc ofmiserv,
Tom was come home, and she had thought ho«
happy she should be, and nosv he svas cruel lo her,
W hat use was anything if Tom did n’t love herf
Oh, he was s-ery cruel! Had n’t she svanted tu
give him the money, and said how very sorry she
was ? She knesv she svas naughty to her moHier,
but she had never becn naughty to Tom—had
never meautto be naughty to him.

“ “Oh, he iscruel!" sobbed Maggie aloud, find-
ing a wietched pieasure in the holloss- resonance
that carne through the long empty space of the
attic. She never thought of beating or grindinj
her Fetish ; she svas too miserable to be angry,

“ Maggie soon thought she had been hours in
the attic, and it must be tea-time, and they isere|
all having their tea and notthinking of her. W&ll.
then, she svould stay up there and starve herseli-
hide herself behind the tub and stay there al|
night; and then they svould all be frightened ad
Tom svould be sorry. Thus M.iggic thought in
the pride ofher heart, as she creptbehind the lub;
but prcsently she began to cry again at the idea
that they did n’t mind hcr being thcrc. If she
svent down again to Tom nosv, svould he forgive
her? Perhaps hcr fathcr svould be there, and he
svould take her part. But, then, she svanted Tom
to forgive her bccause he loved her, not becausc
his father told him. No, she svould iies-ergodoisn
if Tom did n’t come to fetch her. This resolution
lasted in great intensity for five dark ininuios
behind the tub ; but then the need of being loved,
the strongest need in poor Maggie’s nature, began
to svrcstle with her pride and soon thresvit. She
crept from behind her tub into the twilight of the |
long attic, but just then she heard a quick foot-
step on the stairs."”

It svas Tom’ step, but he was not coming, &
she ardentiy hoped, of his own free will, to make
fricncls with lier, and say he had forgiven liea
The truth was he had been so busy taiking ®
Luke, and visiting all the oid familiar haunis, ili>
he had not thought of Maggie until tca-iimc caraq
and he was questioned by his father and inoiher
about his little sister, and sent off, wbcn he



jusl begun on the pkim-cake, to search for her.
Maggie “ knew Tom s step, and her heart began
10 beat violently wilh the sudden’shock of hope.
Heonly stood still at the top of the stairs and said,
‘Maggie, you re to come down,” But she rushed
0liimand clung round his neck, sobbing, ‘Oh,
Tonl, picase forgive me — lcan’t bear it— | will
jlaays be good — always remeinber things — do
loc me— picase, dear Tom ?°”

" Maggie and Tom were still veiy much like
young animals, and so she could rub her cheek
against his, and kiss his ear in a random, sobbing
saj'; and there were tender fibers in the lad that
hjiibeen iised to answer to Maggie’s fondiing, so
ihat he bcbaved with a weakness quite inconsistent
«ilh his rcsolution to punish her as much as she
deserved ; he actually began to kiss her in return,
and say,

'“ Don't cry, then, Magsie — hcrc, eat a bit o’
ake.”

“Ma”ie’s sobs began to subside, and she put
oul her inoiith for the cake and bit a piece; and
ihen Toni bit a piece, just for company ; and they
aetogether, and rubbed each otlicr’s cheeks, and
brous, and noses, together, while they ate, with a
hmniliating rcsemblancc to two friendly ponies.

“ Come along, Magsie, and have tea,” said
Tomat last, when there was no more cake except
rtat «as downstairs.

“So cntlcd thc son-ows of this day, and the next
morning Maggie was troiting with her own fishing-
lodin onc liand and a handle of the baskei in the
htr, slcpping always, by a peculiar gifi, in the
inuildiebt places, and looking darkly radiant from
under her beaver bonnct because Tom was good
to her. She had told Tom, howcver, that she
should like him to put the worins on the hook for
her, aliliough she accepted his word when he as-
sured her that worms could n’t feel (it was Tom’s
privéte Opinién that it did n’t much matter if they
ilid. He knew all about worms, and fish, and
ikose things; and what birds were mischievous,
wd how padlocks opened, and which «'ay the
kindles of the gates were fo be lifted. Maggie
ihought this sort of knowledge was very wonderful
'Wich more difficult than remembering what was
®thebooks; and she was rather in awe of Tom’s
tuperiority, for he was thc only person who called

knowledge ‘stuff,” and cHcl not feel surprised
ih'T Tom, indeed, was of opinién
at Maggie was a silly little thing; all girls were
~ ) mthey conld n’t throw a stonc so as to hitany-
't’t do anything with a pocket-knife,
*"fijsbtencd at frogs. Still, he was very

® sister, and meant always to take care of

h make her his housekeepcr, and punish her
""«~shedidwrong.

“ They were on their way to the Round Pool,—
that wonderful pool, which thc fioods had made a
long while ago. No one knew how deep it was;
and it was mysterious, too, that it should be almost
a perfect round, framed in with willows and tail
reeds, so that the water was only to be seen when
you got ciése lo the brink. The sight of ihe oid
favorito spotalwaysheightened Tom’s good-humor,
and he spoke to Maggie in the most amiable whis-
pers, as he opened thc precious basket and pre-
pared their tackle. He threw her line for her, and
put the rod into her hand. Maggie thought it
probable that thc small fish would come to her
hook, and the large onesto Tom’. But she had
forgotten all about the fish, and was looking
dreamily at the glassy water, when Tom said, in a
loud whisper, ‘Look ! look, Maggie!’ and camc
running to prevent her from snatching her line
an'ay.

“ Maggie was frightenedlest she had been doing
something wrong, as usual, but presently Tom
drew out her line and broughta large tench boun-
cing on the grass.

“ Tom was cxcited.

“ *Oh, Magsie! you little duck!
basket.”

“ Maggie was not conscious of unusual mecrit,
but it was enough that Tom called her Magsie
and was pleased with her. There was nothing to
mar her delight in the whispers and the dreamy
silences, when she listened to the light dipping
sounds of ihe rising fish, and the gentio rustling,
as if the willows, and the reeds, and the water had
their happy whisperings also. Maggie thought it
would make a very nice heaven lo sitby the pool
in that way, and never be scolded. She never
knew she had a bite till Tom told her, but she
liked fishing very much.

“ It was one of their happy mornings. They
trolted along and sat down together, with no
thought that life would ever change much for
them ; they would only get bigger, and not go to
school, and it would always be like the hoiidays;
they would always live together and ljc fond of
each other. And the mili with its booming,— tlie
great chestiiut-trce under which they played at
houses,— their own little river, the Ripple, where
the banks seemed like home, and Tom was always
sceing the watcr-rats, while Maggie gathered the
purple, plumy tops of the reeds, which she forgot
and dropped afterward — above all, the greatFloss,
along n-hich they wandered wilh a sense of iravel,
to see the rushing spring-tide, thc awful Eagre,
come up like a hungry monstcr, or to see the
Great Ash which liad once wailcd and groaned like a
man — thcse things would always be just the same
to them. Tom thouglit people wcre at a disad-

Empty the



vantage who lived on any other spot of the globe;
and Maggic, when she read about Christiana pass-
ing ‘the river over which there isno bridge, always
saw the Floss between the green pastures by tiie
Great Ash.”

Mrs. Tulliverwas a woman who thought a great
deal of her family, and it was always her habit,
before entering into any serious undertaking, to
ask her sisters and their husbands to her house,
for a family council; so they were now bidden to
come and confer about sending Tom to Mr. Stel-
ling, before the final arrangements should be
made.

~Tom, for his part, “ was as far from appreciating

h& kin’ on the mother’s sido as Maggie herself;
generally absconding for the day with a large sup-
ply of the most portable food when he received
timely warning that his aunts and uUneles were
Corning. . It was rather hard on Maggie that
Tom always absconded without letting her into
the secret.”

On the day before the arrival of thé expected
guests, “ there were such various and suggestive
scents, as of plum-cakes in the oven, and jellies in
the hot State, mingled with the aroma of gravy,
that it was impossible to feel ahogether gloomy;
there was hope in the air. Tom and Maggie made
several inroads into the kitchen, and . were in-
duced to keep aloofforatime only by being allowed
to carry away ” a saraple of the good things.

““Tom,”said Maggie, as they sat on the boughs
of the elder-tree, eating their jam pufis, ‘shall you
run away to-morrow?’

“ *No,” said Tom, slowly, when he had finished
his puff and was eying the third, which was to be
divided between them, ‘no, | sha'n’t.’

“*Why, Tom? Because Lucy ’s Corning ?’

“ *No,’said Tom, opening his pockct-knife, and
holding it over the puff, with his head on one side
in a dubitative manner, ‘what do / care
about Lucy? She ’s only a girl; sAe can’t play
at bandy.’

“ Is it the tipsy-cake, thcn?’said Maggie, ex-
erting her hypothetic powers, whilc she leaned
forward toward Tom with her eyes fixcd on the
hovering knife.

“ “No,you silly; that’ll be good the day after.
It ’s the pudden. | know what the pudden ’s
to be— apricot roll-up — oh, my buttons !’

“ W ith this inteijcction, the icnife descended on
the puff, and it was in two, but the result was not
satisfactory to Tom, for he still eyed the halves
doubtfully. At last he said,

“ “Shut your eyes, Maggie.’

“ “What for?’

“ “You never mind what for —shut ’em when |
teli you.’

“ Maggie obeyed.

“ *Now, which ’ll you have, Maggie, riglu hand
or left?”’

« 1’1l have that with che jam run out,’'said
Maggie, keeping her eyes shut to please Tom.

‘““ Why, you don’t like that, you siUy. Yo
may have it if it comes to you fair, but | sliant
give it to you without. Right or left— you choose
now. Ha-a-al’said Tom, in a tone of exaspera-
tion, as Maggie pceped. “You keep your ess
shut now, else you sha’n't have any.’

“ Maggie’s power of sacrifice did not extend 0
far; indeed 1 fear that she cared less that Tom
should enjoy the utmost possible amount of puff
than that he should be plcased with her for giving
him the best bit. So she shut her eyes quito closi
till Tom told hcr to ‘say which,” and tlien she
said, ‘Left hand.’

“ “You've got it,” said Tom, in rather a bitier
tone.

““What! the bit with the jam run out?

‘“ No; here, take it,” said Tom, firinly, hand-
ing decidcdly the best piece to Maggic-

Oh, Tom, please have it; | don’t mind—1
like the other; please take this.

No, I sha’n’t,” said Tom, almost crossly, be-
ginning on his own inferior piece.

“ Maggie, thinking it was no use to contend fu-
ther, began loo, and ate up her half puff with con-
siderable rclish as well as rapidily. But Tom liad
finished firstand had to look on, whiie Maggie ait
her last morscl or two, focling in himself acap.iciiy
for more. Maggie did n’t know Tom was lookinj
at her; she was seesawing on the eider boiigh, losi
to almost everything but a vague sense ofjam and
idleness.

“ “Oh,you grcedy thing !’ said Toin, when she
had swallowed the last morse!. He was conscioiis
of having acted very fairly, and thought she ougbi
to have considered this, and made up to him foril.
He would have refused a bit of hers beforeliaiid,
but one is natiirally at a different point of view be-
fore and after onc’s own share of puff is swalloued.

“ Maggie turned quite palé. ‘Oh, Tom, «hy
did n’t you ask me ?'

““/ wasn’t going to ask you for a bit, yon
greecly. You might have thought of it without,
when you knew | gave you the best bit.’

“ ‘But 1 wanted you to have it — youknowl
did,” said Maggie, in an injured tone.

“ “Yes, but I was n’t going to do wliat «asn’
fair, likc Spouncer. He always takes the besthit,
if you don’t punch him forit; and if you choo*
the best, with your eyes shut, he chongcs his
hands. But ifl go halves, 1'11 go'em fair—

I would n’t be a greedy.’
“ With this . . . Tom jumped down from liis



bough, and threw a stone with a ‘hoigh 1’ as a
fricndiy aitention to Yap, who had also been look-
ifig on while the eatables vanished, with an agita-
lion of his ears and feelings which could hardly
havc been without bittcrness. Yet the cxcellent
dogacceptcd Tom ’s atfention with as much alacrity
& i he liad been treated quite generously.

“But Maggie ... sat still on her bough, and
gawve herself up to the kecn sensc of unmeritcd re-
proach. She would have given the world not to
have caten all hcr puff, and to have saved some
afitlor Tom. Not but that the puff was very

many times over sooner than Tom should cali her
greedy and be cross with hcr. And he had said
he would n’t have it— and she ate it without think-
ing— how could she help it? The tears flowed
so plentifully that Maggie saw nothing around her
for the next ten minutes ; but by that time resent-
ment began to givc way to the desire of reconcili-
ation, and she juinped from her bough to look for
Tom. . . . Sheran to the high bank against the
grcat holly-tree, where she could see far away to-
ward the Floss. Thcrc was Tom; but her heart
sank again as she saw how far off he was on his

nicc, . . . but she would have gone without it way to the great river.”
(A& coHcInded.)
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But i Rabhit is
so liable- lo po.

YOUNG TIMOTHY-GRASS AND FORGET-ME-NOTS.

Bv KSTELLE Thomson.

Two eyes of thc pretliest. blucst of bhie,

ForgeC-ine-nots hid in the grass;

Young Timothy crcpt to the oid mcadow bars,
and could n’t craxl.

And, between thc brown ralis pccping through,
mSaw,— what do you think,—on the opposite But ne couta n't ciimo
g'dc? through,
Two eyes of the prcttiest bluc. And he ’s peeping, still peeping, alas!
a4

over,



While the ship which carried Barnum’ great
elepliaiil from London to New York was plunging
slong through the ocean, another ship, carrying
inoilier Jiinibo, was saiting from Lenvick in the
Stetland islands to the port of Granton. It was
along and tedious journey from his island home
bciiveen the Atlantic and the North Sea, touching
atthree different ports and changing ships at each,
ih;n across the wide ocean to New York. He
didn’t secin to mind it though, and 1 clare say he

jvniuD Was as aiintli; as a uiTruN,

0«S

felt fresher and in better spirits than his namesake,
who made the voyage in three weeks lesstime, and
was the heavierof the two by thousands and thou-
sands of pounds. All of you have seen Shetland
ponies at the circus, and pcrhaps many of you
have your own ponies which you ride every day in
the park; but | doubt whether any of you cver
saw so small a pony as Jumbo. | know | ncvcr
did; and as there have been always from thirteen
to twenty full-grown Shetland poniesin the pasture

anu ok course uecaiik riiE ikt ok the gires anu boys.”



at Grassfieid, | have had ampie opportunity to
learn all about them. Jumbo was two years oid
when he carne to us, and wcighed one hundred and
sixteen pounds. He seemed to thrive in the
American climate ; for after he had becn with us
a year, be grcw stouter and stouter untiu he
could make the little marker on the scalcs

pointto one hundred and ninety pounds.

This was his grcatcst weight, and he

appeared to be very proud ofit, for

when he stood on the platform of

the scales he held his head very

erect and neighed, as if lo say, “ Thcrc ! I am a
very big pony, after all I”

W hen Jumbo was first turned into the pasture,
and introduced to the other ponies, he galloped
fii-stto onc, then to anothcr, and so on through the
whole herd, as if to bccome acquaintcd with his
new friends. Many of the ponies wcre afraid of
him at first, and onc or two of the older oncs bit
at him and kicked him ; but he did nk seem in the
least discouragcd by this rudc reception, and soon
made himself pcrfectly at home. It was not long
before he was on good terms with every onc ofthe
ponies except oid Gypsy. She was a very bad-

Jw /~B O

~ in Winfer.

tcmpered animal, and whcncver an5thing &\
pleased hcr she would raise her hind fiet into tlie
air, like the kicking mulé which the down rides .11
the circus. Of course Gypsy was vciy unpopuhr
with the other ponies, just as cross pcoplc aknu
are with their associatcs. 1 ought to sa\’, as excuse
for her, that she was very oid, and hcr grantlchil-
drcn and grcat-great-grandchildren played around
her in the pasture. That may be tlic reason siic
was not dealt with more harshly; for, perhaps,
ponies— likc some little children—are taiight
respcct oid age.

Jumbo was as gentlc as a Kkitteii, and of coutse
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became the pet of the girls and boys. In fact,
ihevgre'vso fond of him that the poor little fellow
iicrer bad a moment’s rest from morning till
during the summer vacation. Whenever
ihcre ivas an errand to be done at the village, it
ns Jumbo who had to be saddled, and briclled,
and riddcn up and down that long and tiresome
hlL Il'ras Jumbo, too, who must be harncssed to
ihe Hule cart whenever stones were to be cleared
airay from the carriage road, or whenever a pail
of >rater must be carried to the men in the hay-
lield. Then, too, Jumbo was taught to churn the
butter on the endless chain ; and he did this work
somuch better than “ Shep,” that the dog had to
resigathc office tohim, which lazy Shep was oilly too
jladto do. W hen there were visitors atthe house,
jgmbowas often led on to the front piazza and
dicnthrough the frontdoor into the main hall. He
seemed to appreciate the honor, and his conduct
inihe house was quite exemplary. He would
quicily eat an apple or a lump of salt from some-
body’shand, and he wasvery carcful tospill nothing
onthe floor. This may have been because he was
ansioiis not to lose a bit of his luncheon, but 1
prcfer to think it was a proof of his good manners.
A (avorite amuscment of thc children was to
drivetdndem; or to drive even four ponies in single

file. In these cases Jumbo was always placed at
the head of the procession, where he seemed fuliy
to rcalizc his importance as leader. He would trot
along at a brisk pace, his hcad held in the air,
raising his feet high from the ground at every step.
that he might not stumblc. He looked his best,
howcver, when he stood on liis hind legs, and
balanced there as long as he could. He was also
traincd to lie down at the word ofcommand. One
of his tricks was to stand still while we lifted Shep
to his back, and then to gallop furiously around
the carriage road, until the dog wouldjump to the
ground in fright.

Jumbo was not a black pony, like most of those
you have seen. There was a broac! stripe of white
along his back, extending under him, all the way
around. Then, too, there was some white on his
forche.ad, and on his tail.

After telting you all about him, it scems too bad
to have to end by saying that Jumbo is dead.
The odd partofitis, thathe died thc same spring,
and justthe week after the elephantJumbo. 1 wish
that | could have seen them standing side by side.
W hat a contrast there would have been! There
is a littlc cok of his in the pasture now, which is
markecl exactly like him. We have named this
cok Hucklcberry Finn.

JUMDO WAS AUVAVS PUSCRD AT THE HEAU OV THE yUOCKSSION

TWO LITTLE ROSES.

By Julia I

One merry summer day
T'vo roses were at |3lay ;

All at once they took a notion
They would like to run away !
Quccr littlc roses;
Fuimy little roses,

To want to jun away 1

Ballakd.

They stolc along my fence;

They clambcrcd up my wall:

They climbcd into my window

To mukc a morning cali!
Quccr littlc roses;
Funny little roses,

To make a morning cali!

ta
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SCHOOL-BOY LIFE.

By John Preston Tkue.

Chapter IX.

There was no rcveiile in that dormitory on the
morning after the fire; and although nearly all
the boys awoke from forcc of habit at the hour
when it should have sounded, thcy were orderecl
by the Doctor, after he had satisficd himsclf that
though tired they were in good condition, to turn
over and go to sleep again. This order they were
not slow in obeying. Lessons weve shortened that
day, at roll-call, and drill as well; which led Fred

6i8

W arrington to rcmark that he wishcd a firc ««ulil
occur every fortnight; though the novclty of iliti
new manual was still fresh, and the boys cnjoycd
their quarter-staff play as much as cver. Fot
steady exercise, however, botli the principal aad
the Doctor wcre of opinién that it was loo violeal;
whilc as a relaxation it was of use in cnlivcnitiglho
monotony of drill, and awakening n.w faculiicsin
ininds wcaried by hard siudy.

“ It is not my whole plan lo make much of it
observed the principal, in answer to sonic protcst



rom Doctor McCarthy. “ There ismoreand better
0come, as soon as my preparations are com-
plcied- The quarter-staves serve meanwhile to
lili up a yiip > "‘hen the time comes, will be
relcgatcd to theii- proper place in the System
ifhich I am evolving, and from which, contrary
ihough it be to all school canons, | confidently ex-
pectgreat results.”

' But ivhy not have rctained the muskets until
yon Bere ready ?” asked thc Doctor, curiously.
‘It «<ould have saved some expense.”

“You misunderstand me; | do not intend to
retire ihe staves altogether. The guards, for in-
itance, will still carry them when 011 duty, and
onceor tivice a week there will be a general fen-
cingboit. For the rest of thc drill— well, that is
silla sccret,” and the principal, laughing, turned
aivaytothe room where the sénior ciass wasawaiting
lim leaving the Doctor, and somc fcw of the boys
«hohad been listening eagerly, in a state of unsatis-
hctory tainalization that can be imagined better
thandcscribcd.  liut the news which they could
garner from the chaff was important, to wit: that
there was yet more to come, and that they had not
'mseen the bottom of the basket.” Wylie was sent
for by the General, and had a long conversation
vith him on some subject unknown to the rest,
butof which he was inanifestly .iching to tell.

“Tell you what, Ed, | ’d surrender my commisl
sionforthc privilcge of tclling you all about it, if1
couldwith honesty, It’sjust thc biggest thing thal
etcrwas lie.nrd of since the palmy daysof Athcns
lithe agoof Pericles, and will make a stir that will
be known of idl over this contincnt, and pcrhaps
someothers as well,” and Harry hugged himsclf in
«vain endoavor to repress the feclings struggling
for expression.

“What’s the good of telling me that much and
stopping there?” said Ecl sulkily, and savagely
biting a lead-pencil until he broke it; whereat
Harry kuighcd provokingly, and went to have
‘snoiher talk with the General.

'Hcen he carne away from hcadcfuarters, in-
stead of returning at once to his room he walked
floati lo the shore of thc lakc and looked off over
thelevel expansc in a meditative way. The day
«mascold; it was one of thosc stinging days that
‘omc stiddonly without any warning in thc midst
Omildwcather; when thc merctiry cli-o|js far bclo'v
| efrcezingpoint and thc airitselfseems to sparklc
"ith frost.

One or two boats which had not yet bccn put
“Jo «Inter quartcrs lay fiozen in, whilc thc wholc

«as apparcntly ice-boimd. It would be
s-atc-ablc "before night if thc weather held. It
strong enough tobcar, along the shore;

Harry cautiously crept out a little way to as-

certain that important fact. When he returned
he asked and obtained permission to go to thc vil-
lage, drawing a small sum frora thc money which
the principal held in trust for him. Harry then
made several purchases: two cafie fishing-rods, a
Icather strap or two, some stout cord, a number
of yards of cloth, and an iron tube about three
inches long, which he disco\’crecl in a heap of oid
iron in a hardware shop. Then, when he re-
turnecl, he had an interview with thc tailor, and as
he whittled and sewcd away in his own room, so
much whistling carne from the little study that the
guard threatened to report him if he did not stop.
In the early dusk, Harry slipped out unobserved
from the building with his skatcs in his overcoat-
pocket and a prodigiously long bundle under his
arm, whilc in his hand he carried a little lantern.
Shortly afterward a light raight have been seen
careering along the shore of the lake, waving
wildly as though swung from thc top of a pole.
Then a gust of wind blew it out. Soon after
Harry returned, but hisbundle he had leftbehind.

It ivas Thanksgiving morning. Down thc lake
the wind carne whistling clear and coid, ".vafting
the odors of many a roasting turkey from the
kitchen chimneys along the shore. The ice was
many inches thick, and scores of skaters, in dark-
blue uniforms, were cutting figures of all sorts
upon the glassy surface. The whole Institute was
out in forcé, and even the principal was gliding by
with long and stately strokes, answering the many
respectful saJutations with a pleasant smile and
bow, and quietly indulging in a laugh at the gyra-
tions of the little Doctor, who was pcrforming
str.mge “ podographic ” feats.

Dafie svas there, vainly looking around for
Harry, who had vanished some time before most
mysteriously.

Far down the lakc a white sail shot out from be-
hind a headland and went skimraing along cliago-
nally across the wide expansc, swiftei- than the
wind itself which drove it. They could see the
sail bend before thc blast as the flaws camc, and
then straightcn up as springily as a sapling when
the gusts liad spent their forcé.

“ An ice-boac!—an ice-boat!” and all
wcre directed toward it.

“ Funny kind of ice-boat, | should say,” said
Rankin, who was experienccd in such mattcrs.
“ Sec how stiffshe stands up to it. If it had been
an ice-boat of any kind that | know of, she would
be lying down from thc wind; but sec there 1—
the thing is actually leaning against thc wind.”

It was, indeed, acting in a manner quite foreign
to well-bred winter-yachts ; and although looking
with all their eyes they could see no semblance of

eyes



ahull; yet it certainly was not far enough away
to be “ hull-down,” although the smallness of the
sail had given the impression that itwasata greater
distance than it was in fact.

buddenly ittacked sharply, toavoid
ashore, andthe skipper laid his courseback across
ihc lake almost directly toward the gazing skaters.
Thcy could see one figure standing by the mast,
grasping it with one hand; but if there was any
helmsman he was hidden by the sail. The flag at
the end of the long lateen yard strcamecl out gayly,
a thin, scarlct streamcr; and now and again a
white strcak flashcd for an instant as the steel
shaved up a feathery flake of ice when the swift
craft yawed under the unsteady breeze, and the
spectators fancied that they could hear the ringing
hiss of the polished bladcs beneath.

The ice gave a greatcrack as the craft glided on,
and the sound went booming up and down the lake
for miles and miles, echoing from shore to shore
like a martial salute from the rocky fortresscs of
winter to the flag-ship of some forcign squadron.

Dafie brought his hand down upon his thigh
with a slap.

“ As 1 live, itis Harry Wylie !'”

The next moment, with a rush, the craft flashed
by them and the fiakes flew like foam, as itrounded
to and shot up into the wind’s eye for a moment.
and then, gathering sternway, carne rapidly down
toward thcm.

“ Ofcourse !l ought to have known,” said Ran-
kin, who was a New Yorker, a iittie mortificd that
he had not solved the mystery. “ But who would
have expccted to see a skate-sail up here, and of
such a strange pattern as that?”

“ W hat ’s a skatc-sail ?” asked Dafie, as he and
Rankin joined the crowd around Harry, foremost
among whom werc the professors.

“Why, you sec, it’s an icc-boat, of which a
fcllow’s own skates are the runncrs ! Just a sail,
held up before the wind; only this is an odd kind
that | ncver saw before.”

The crowd looked on admiringly while Harry
cxplained his detice. He had strapped to his foot
the iron tubc which he bought, and in this was
stcpped a short mast, of canc, about six feet high;
at right anglcs to this and just abovc his ankle a
long boom swung horizontally, whilc from the for-
ward end of the boom another ran backrvard at an
acutc angle, Crossing the mast at about the height
of his shoulder, and extending back until the area
of sail at that side of the mast was about cqual to
the arca on the other side. This made a large
triangie, with one side parallcl to the icc; and a
short rod was loosely attached at onc end to the
forward anglc, the otherend being hcld inthe hand.

“You see, | can hook myarm around the mast,”

said Harry, explaining it, “ and lean backarainst
the wind, keepingthe nose of the sail steady «i,
the rod; and if it

arras-lcngth and lean hai-d, keeping my otlicrfcmr

running weli under me, so that if the wind drons suddcnir

1 shall keedp riggrie sithe Wp.  lIMiRdHt ligkee risged
a reef that could be adjusted while under sail if i
had cared to have it.”

“ Hou’?” asked one of the boys, who was decplv
intercsted.

“ By using, abovc this yard, another lateen, slid-
ing up and down the mast; to reef, al! tliat one
would have to do would be to droj) the other yard
down, letting the baggy sail fali outsklc af'ihc
second lateen. It would be heavy, tlioiigli, .iiid
rather awkward to manage.”

“ It strikcs me that it is not easy to go before
the wind, as you have rigged your sail. Wylie”;
the objection carne in the cleav voice of thé prin-
cipal across the crowdecl hcads.

“ It is n’t easy, sir,” said Harry, frurkiy. “It
would be if | had fastencd the sockct fuither for-
ward on my foot instcad of at the insiep, but !
could not make it secure there using only «liail
had to svork with, and it mattcrs the less since il is
swiftest on the wind.”

But to the boys it seemed perfcction, iinil hnifa
dozeii of the more knowing drew out fiora ihc
rcst and institiitecl a headlong chasc along shore
toward the villagc, each straining cvcry ncrve
to be the first at the fishing-tackie dcalcr's,
lest he should find that the most avaihible cnncs
had been sold before his arrival. llolitlay though
it was, before night a dozen sails wcre skirarning
across the icc in every direction, and an imprompiu
race was arranged at a momcnt’s notice. It «esa
fine sight to see the white sails bcnding, one after
another, before the blast, then rising, like rceds,
when the gust lessened in forcc, and shootingpast
each other as now onc, now another, obuiined an
advantage. Lieutenant Rankin was the «vinner
by a long distancc, as he was an cxpcricnced
yachtsman, and foimd it easy to ada|)t his naiiiical
knowledgc to the changcd circumstanres. Harry
Wylie was next, with Mitchcll a ciése third.—sn
ciése that at one time he nearly succccded in being
second.

Chapter X.

It rcquirccl some little patiencc among the bnys
at the Institiite to enable them to exist cnntenicilly
forthe nextwecek. Skatc-sailingwasthcpre'ailing
craze, and yet time was «vanting to cnablc Ihera
to gratify it. But thcrc wcre cnmpcn.sations—
symptoms that the long, mysterious phinningnnd

preparation were about to come to an end. Tlie

blou’s too hard, | siide down st
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forkmen had finished their work at the drill-hall
jndl'iid departed. Two great sails hung in hcavy
fids, one at each end of the hall; a second canvas

hiving been lumg after the General had sent for

and jpparently consulted
nth Liciitenant Wylie
(«hoseemedtobe “ want-
td” rather often jn thcse
days). A long tiinbecr,
mih nvo-iiichauger-holes
boredatiiucrvals through
it, «as laid acrossthe hall,
sone six fcct from the
curfala, liéles uppermost;
aod a similar beam also
tncuinbercd the floor at
tlieotlicr end of the hall,
They caused much spec-
ulaiion, but in no wise
assigted in solving the
problem; fior did the next
pablic prncceding add to
lie enlightenmcnt of the
students. Harry had su-
periiitendedthem anufact-
meoi a series of pulleys
auacbcd to the wall;
through tliese he rove
cordsiritli liandlcs at one
end, and a series of cle-
lachaWe wcights at the
other—such contrivances
asarecommon in all gyin-
Msiunis now, but they
«ere new to the Institute
boys. Then for days, dur-
bg drill-hoiirs, student
oficr student was sum-
nwctl to One of these
pulleys and iiiade to puli
ihe handie out from the
*3li «<kh one hand, clraw-
i"! it across the chest;
ind wcights wcre added
liydegreesuiuil the maxi-
mumofefforthad been attaincd,— all of which was
“ycmercd,in pounds avoirdupois, upon the pagcs
" dledger-like volume which the Doctor ncvcr al-
“‘medouiofliissightfora moment. Inothcrcolumns
‘meemered the height of the student, Icngth of
ffittb of arms and chest, as well as a

umbcr of othcr personal statistics of similar im-
“ “I="ery student in the Institute liad been
«xnmincd and put on record; after

Farry and the Doctor seemed to havc a

5 amount of figuring to carry through, which
Purently was not connectcd with any of the

branches of mathematics upon the class list, sincc
it was never referred to in recitation. Dafe de-
clared, laughingly, that it was all a hunibug,
and that in his opinién the work had been

UARRV TRtES A LITTLE SOLITARY PRACTICE WITIi HIS SK'ATE-SAIL,

copied bodily from the pages of Colburn's Arith-
metic.

W hatever it was, howevcr, it carne to an end nt
last, to Harry’s great rclicf; and the results were
carefully tabulatecl and sent in to the principal.

Then the inevitable four-horsc team from the
factory crossed the lake upon the ice, ladcn as
before with broom-handles, which were cluly un-
loaded, carried within, and set up in the aiiger-
holes in the timbcrs previously mcntioned, until
the poics extended enlirely across cach end of the
hall at intcrvals of about six fect. They looked

I,
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like a miniature telcgraph line ready for thc wire,
or like a Brobdingnagian comb.

“ 1 vow !” declared Dafie, ahen he saw this, “ |
was right after all.  “O my prophetic soui!’ we
are to have the cockshys, sure !'”

“ But what have the stakes to do with them?”
asked a skeptical student, who declined to acccpt
the hypothesis so confidently advanced.

“Why, to put thc tcacups on, to be sure ; won't
we just raise thc pricc of crockery, though !'”

“ But 1don’t see what all that mcasuring has to
do with it,” continued thc doubter, laughing, “ and
the Doctor is n’t the man to cipher for two weeks
just for thc fun of it!”

“ Oh, the measuring! ” said Dafie, a little less
confidently. “ I had forgotten about that. Per-
haps — the General wanted to know who could
hit the hardcst, and smash the most china.”

But his thcory, ingenious though it was, failed
to win adhcrcnts. Harry declined even lo hear
his friend’s argument— to the cffect that he kncw
more about the game than thc lieutcnant and
thereforc was a proper person to be called to the
Gencral’s assistance — and ivas thereby neaily pro-
voked into betraying the whole matter. The boys
present prickcd up their earsand were all attention,
when he suddcnly bethought himself, cried, “ You
are aset ofhumbugs, allof you ! ” and darted away
to his room at full speed, tingling in every nerve
as he thought of his narrow escape. He resolved
to give Master Dafie a highly moral Iccturc on the
duties of friendship when next they met.

At high noon on thc same day, however, a dray
quietly cntered the grounds directly from the rail-
road station, heavily ladcn with long pareéis most
carefully protected by many wrappers and handled
by the man in charge as gingerly as though they
had been dynamite cartridges. The boys were at
dinner, and only thc principal was at the drill-hall.
The packages were carricd within and storcd in a
dark room, .Mr. Richards assisting. The dray de-
parted, and no one was the wiscr.

It was quartcr-staff day, and the boys were apt
to be on hand even before lhe hour for drill, to
snatch a moment for polishing and oiling their
staves ; they wecrc particularly proud of them, and
vied with each other in bringing out the rich color
in the greatest perfcction. These now prcscntcd
an appearance very different frora that of the
tallow-hued sticks with which thc students had first
bccn armed, and, in spitc of their inhercnt tnugh-
ness, the staves bore many a dcnt.

Company D, having just finishcd their fcncing
bout, stood at rest with folded arms, in their proper
places on one side of a hollow square, with staves
leaning against their shouklers, and still wear-
ing hcimcts, when the General appcared upon

the platform which rootn beliind
them.

“ Attention — Battalion !”

Every boy in the battalion straightcncd up «.
stantly, and brought his staff lo thc shoulder
and officers who had bcen conversing ivith tlieir
friends hastily returned lo their proper pusittons.

“ Company D, about— face!”

Around spun the helmets like aniinatcd tops,
and the Gener.al then looked down upon alineof
wire-gauze faces, instead of ochre-hued lieacis.

“ Company C, right whecl— march !’

W ith the student at thc extreme cnd of thelitie
and nearest to the platform, as a pivot, the line
swept around without a waver, just cloaring ilie
boys of Company B, who had faced them upon
the oppositc side of the square, and who had been
marched backward a few paces to make room.

“ Company B, forward— march!” and it re
turned to its funiier posilion.

“ Left wheel — march !” and as the other com-
pany had done, they, too, swung around and fell
into line behind it.

“ Company A, forward— march!” and tbt
company moved forward toward the General and
halted behind Company B. TUus thc comp.inks
stood, with the shortcr boys at the froni and the
tall forms of Company A bringing up ihc rc.ir.

The General steppcd asicle, and Mr. Richards
canie forward slowly, with his hands behind him

“ P.nrade — rcst 1” The batt.alion stood alease.

“ Boys, thc time has come when | can cxplaiii
my plan for your physical improvemcnt, and Inish
to thank you for thc patience with whicir you liaxc
borne thc many and uncxpected delays. It has
provcd more cxpensive than 1 had at nist sup-
posed, but if | can send you out from thc Insliiuie
with strong, well-trained bodics and eclu,illy well-
traincd mincis, | shall regrct no outlay.

“ As you are aware, thc Greeks of oid placed
a wcll-developed set of muscles upon < some-
what liigher plano than an equally wdl-cquipped
brain : for the highcst prize in the land «as ihc
Crown of wilcl olive bcstowed u|3on tiro «iniier ol
the Olympic gamcs. It was before thc age ofgun-
powclcr,— before tire personal piones» of tlic «ar-
rior liad given way to thc tactic and skill oi thc
general. But the winners of thc gamos are foigoi-
tcn.  Their very iames are scarccb- kno«n to us;
while thc mcn who relied upon intcllcct for thmf
fame have scnt their iames ringingdown thcage>-
and madc their time thc goklen age of (Ircece.

“ Yet the Olympian fcstivnls wcrc, in another
way, of incalculable benefit tq all the nation; ™
they stimulatccl to thc higliest dcgrce that
for physical exercise which brings the hod) r-i"
cst to perfcction, and gave strong fr.imes to mi-a

ran along the



rto knew their valué; who knew ihat the man
tio «oulcl wicld that mighty engine, the human
inieLect, and make it do all that itis capable of
doing, must possess a frame commensurate to the
stnin-  Othcrwise, he some day might overtax
i(iendurance and thus wreck it utterly. As you
ite a«arc, it lias been my ambition to sencl you
fiun me out into the world prepared, not merely
Dpass cxaminations, but to work. | have endeav-
ordto gi'C you the best preparation for accom-
plishiag that work, which is known to modern
piogrcss. W hat | now have prepared for you is
mimiovalion in educational methods; and it rests
irithyou whether it shall be a success or a failure.
Ifitsuccecds, as | confidcntly believe it will, you will
iindiesgood effccts following you throughout life.
“1 will now let Lieutenant Wylie cxplain the
plan; he is thoroughly conversant with it in all of
iisdetails, and, moreover, is one of yourselves.”
The principal ceased. Diiring his brief speech
Ik suidents had been very quiet,— so silent that
M a inuscle moved among them all, lest they
inightfail to catch some important word. But when
he ceased, and Harry Wylie, at a sign from the
General, mountcd the platform and carne forward
nilier diffidently, a stir bogan, irrepressible, in-
creising, until at last the ends of the stavcs droppcd
Dihe floor with a sharp rattlc, and a volley of
hand-clappirg burst from the ranks like the sound
ofmany waiers.

li«as hard for Harry. He was never nnich of
noiator, .and nothing but his earncstncss of pul-
pso saved him from uttcr failure. As it was,
ilihougli the color rose in his face, he resolutcly
pu everything out of mind save the one thing for
*hicli he was iherc.

‘mBoys, how many ofyou have cvcr belonged to
aiclicryclubs ?” was his first, scemingly irrclcvant,
i“estiori. Fiftecn or twenty of Company A raiscd

ilieir staves to right shoulder shift, in indica-
lin of asscnt, according to the custoni at tho
bsiiiuie, and here and there among the rcst

lieewerc others. Harry’s face lightcd up with
«urprised satisfaction at the number. Stepping
Itickly back to the door of the store-room he
«nished for a second, and as quickly returned,
‘«"fing in his hand a long bow, made ofsassafras
»od. “The probicm has bccn, boys, to unitc
'J"“I"untagcs of a gymnasium with the habit of
"*tilience and the discipline of our present mili-
*1drill. This”— holding up the bow—*“ is the
®awns of obtaining that result. Every time that
draw this to the head of a twenty-eight-inch
you cxpancl the chest, bring into play the
"““Klesof both arms and shouldcrs, straighten the
NiStrengthen the legs, and accustom the cye

to look at things at a distance, thus couiiteract-
ing at once nearly all the unhealthful tendcncies of
student life. It will make us strong and straight,
and will prevent our becoming near-sighted. You
have wondered what all this measuring has been
for,— and some of you have nearly badgercd the
life out of me to find out!”

A low laugh ripplecl through ihc ranks at this
boyish remark.

“ Every bow is acertain number of pounds in
weight. That is, it rcquires so many pounds to
draw it twenty-eight inches, and the measuring
was to ascertain what weight each student nceded
to dcvelop his muscles without injuring them;
for too strong a bow would strain, rather than
strcngthen.”

Harry then went through wilh the movements
of a manual of arms which the General had do-
visecl; whilc that officer gave the words of com-
mand, and the boys looked un with must eager
attention. Then those who had been archers weve
ordered upon the platform, and put through the
same manual; which, as they understood the rea-
son for every motion, was an easy task. Each had
been sup|)licd «itb a bow from the store-room,
according to a number oppositchis namc,which the
Doctor read from the lcdger; and each was re-
quircd to writc his initials upon a little tag that
hung with the tassel at the end of the bow-string.
W hen thcsc had been fairly pevfected in everything
save the actual use ofthe arrow (which was not as yet
to be intrusted to them) the battalion was broken
up into squads which were placed under temporary
command of the more cxpericncetl archers for
instruction; whilc Harry kept a carcful watch over
all, with the General’s assistance, and corrcctcd
whatever mistakes carne under his noticc. W hcn
the gong rang for ihc suspensién of drill, thcrc was
a universal petition that for this once thcy might
continué a little longer. The General dcclined to
assent, and made them hang up theirbows, incased
in flannci bags, from books within the stme-room.
Habits of disciplino wcre not to be trifled with.
But when they had clcparied he said to the prin-
cipal, who ivas looking on with much satisfaction :

“ This settlcs it, Mr. Richards. | believe in the
new drill, he.irt and soul. and will make those boys
the stuidiest specimcns of young luimanity that
cver went out from this school. The days of the
musket are over. | only hopc that Che world will
not look on the innovacién with its usual suspicion
until we have time to show resiilts!”

“ it 's only a new application of an oid rcmedy,
General,” and Mr. Richards laughed quictly to
himsclf. “ Whcn + was a boy, sassafras shoots
werc considered good for me !”

(To becoHclmied.)



LOUISA MAY ALCOT.T.

By Louise Chandler

Ox Tuesday, March 6th, a loss, which will be
very widcly dcplorcd, bcfell the world of readers
in the death of Miss Louisa May Alcott, at the
comparatively early age of fifty-five. Her fathcr,
ciowned with years and with honor, had died three

days before, at the age of cighty-eight; and it
seemed reasonable to hope for a long life for the
daughter who had inherited so many of his gifts,
and added to them an affluent and powerfiil
originality. But as if thcsc two — who had been
so closely united here for more than half a cen-
tuiy—could not long be parted, cven by death,
the strong, puré soul of the daughter went forth —
on the very day on which her father was carried
to the grave — to join him somewhere in that
other world in which his faith ivas so absolute and
SO unwavering.

There is material for avolume in this life which
1 must sketch for you so bricfly that I can give
you only its merest outline; yet cven an outline
may show you hoiv full it was of noble endeavor
and noble achievemcnt. Miss Alcott had the
supreme good fortune to be descended, on both
sides, from high-minded, God-fearing men and
women, with kecn intellectual instincts. Hecr
father, Amos Bronson Alcott, was born in Wolcott,
Connecticut, just at the end of the last century.
His early life was full of cxperiments. Clock-
maker, peddler, divinity student, school-tcacher.

Moulton.

—ali thcsc, before he bccame the serene phi-
losopher of whom Emerson wrote to Carlyle as
“a majestic soul, with whom convcrsation is
possible.”

In 1830 he marricd Miss Abby May, adcscendant
of the Scwells and the Quincys of Boston, nho
loved him woll enough to givc up, for hb sake,thc
substantial prosperity of hcr fathcr’s liuuse, and
entcr with him on a life which was destincd to be
a very hard struggle indeed, until that glad day
when the spicndid and phcnomecnal succcss of their
daughter Louisa turned poverty oiit-of-doors fot-
ever, These improvidcnt, unworldly lovcrs were
married in May; and in the Novcnil>cr of the
same year they removed to Gcrmantown, la;

and it was in Gcrmantown, on Noveinber 29
1832, that Louisa May Alcott was born, Con-
cerning this dato she once wtote me: *“The

same day was my fathcr’s own birtliday, that of
Christopher Columbus, Sir Philip Sidncy, Wenddt
Phillips, and other worthics.”

In 1834 the Alcotts removed from (iermantOM
to Boston, where Mr. Alcott opened a very reinark-

ablc school. Miss Elizabeth Peabody aftcnvard
dcscribed it in hcr book, entitled “ Record of
Mr. Alcott’s School.” One of Mr. Alcutt'smeth-

ocls was to cause those who had faikd in their
duties to punish him, instead ofto he pimishcdby
him; and one of his theorics— the one which led
to the final disruption of his school — was thata
colored boy is as well worth teaching, and as much
entitled to instruction, as a whitc boy.

In 1839 Mr. Alcott finaliy abandoncd schod-
teaching; and in 1840 the rami1y removed to
Concord, Mass., whcrc, with the exccpiion of two
brief experimental sojourns elsewhcrc, they coa
tinued to reside until within the last two or tlircc
years, much ofwhich has been passed in Boston.

I liketo think of busy little Louisa,— eight years
oid when she was taken to Concord. She «as
full of glad, physical life. She used to rim inthe
fields, tossing her head like a colt, for the pn<
pieasure of it. She tastcd thoroughiy the joyol
mere bodily existence ; but she was fuHi °
tlie keenest intellectual activity and interés!. ®
made, at eight, hcr first litcrary essay. jnthe or®
of an “ Address to a Robin,” which her pf®*



Botlier long preserved with tender care ; and frum
thiii slic went 011 rhyming about dead butterflies,
lavikittens, thc baby’s eyes, and other kindred
ihemes, uinil, suddenly, thc story-tcllicr's passion
o IF, and thc ivorld began to be pcoplcd for her
»iifi ideal shapes, and soon she bcgan to wi-itc oul
ibw tales in littlc |iaper-covercd volumes, which
jadually formcd quite a manuscript library in

ilicchililrcn’s room.”

Wlien Miss Alcott was sixteen, she wrote — for
BJn Emerson’s pleasure — her first real book.
liives ciuiiled “ Flowcr Fables,” and was aftcr-
irard published, though not until 1854, when thc
juiliorwas twenty-two. It was too florid, and too
' Moiadjeciives, and it made no real impression.
Atshteon, bcsiries writing this book, Miss Alcott
began to teach school,— an employment she
rever liked, though she pui-sued it, in one form
| «anotlicr, for somc fifteen years. Her first full-
I jronii romaiitic story was publishcd when she was
I nineieen, in “ Gleason’s Pictorial,” and brought
| betthesum of five dollar»,— the sufficicntly small
lijidhumhlc nest-egg of thc fortune which liad
laountcd, before her dcatb, to more than a hun-
lilredihousand, The next year she wrotc a story,
| fcrnliichshe reccived ten dollars; and this she her-
I selidr.imatized, and it was accepted by thc mana-
gwof the Gioston theatcr, though, owing to some
Usagrecraeiit among thc actors. it was not put
I yoon ihc stage.

Onc N'ovcinbcr day — November seems to have
Ibeenan important month in her life— she went
| by lierself to Boston, and had thcrc Che

| «perieiicch which she afterward wove into her
M»ok entitled “ Work.” The real story was
quite as pathctic as thc romance. She had a

irunk—"* a little trunk,” she tokl me, fillcd with
likplaiiicst clothesofher own making— and twenty
lliolhrs ihat she liad cavncd by writing. These
| «re her all,—no, not her all, for she had finn
j~ndplcs, perfect licalth, and the dear Concord
|»rac to rctreat to in case of failure. Bul she
Inoifail. By teaching, scwing, writing,—any-
ihat camc to hand to be done,— she notonly
| ‘Upported hcrself during the long, toilsome years
| -wc any grand, p.aying success chanccd to her,
I sent borne cver-incrcasing hclp to the clear
|wtsleft bdiiiKl. Ah, what a bcautiful life it
‘mK-livwi nlw.iys, from first to last, for others,
1 *Mnot fur hersclf!
f'terc was one break in thosc busy, unseifish
‘>rii" 'viinesscd a dcvotion more unseifish
ar > Deccmbcer of 1862 she went forth,
° “Uiulnisiasm, to niirsc in thc Solcliers’ Hos-
‘ AN - Hlessingscores of dying beds with licr bright
' iree, and laboring unweariedly until she lici-
"lis stricken down with fcver. 1was nevcr
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iil,” she once said to me, “ iiiuil after that hospital
c.xpcrience, and | have never been well since."

“ Hospital Sketches” was first publishcd in 1865,
but was republishccl with considerable additions
in 1869, Even before “ Hospital Sketches,”
“ Moods " liad bcen issueclby Loriiig ; and thatalso
was subsequcntly reprinleci, wilh miicti revision.
In 1865, Miss Alcott first went to Kuropc, as the
companion of an invalicl lady. She was gone
ncarlya year, madc many desirable acquaintances,
and greatly cnlargcd her Outlook on life.

In 1868 — twenty years ago — Roberts Biothers,
of Boston, became Miss Alcott’s publishers; and
it was at the suggestion of Mr. Niles, of this finn,
that she wrote “ Little Women,”— a story foundcd
on thc home life of hcrsclf and her sisters, The
first part of this story was publishcd in the Oc-
tober of 186S, and was cordially reccived; but it
was not until the issiie of thc second part, in the
April of 1869, that thc world went wild about il,
and all in a moment, as it scemed, Miss Alcott
became famous. Since then she has known noth-
iilig but success; and now, thc summons of thc
King has called her to come up liigher.

“ Littlc Women” took such hold upon the world,

LIILD NIEKIKHH

that when “ Little Men ™ was issued its publication
had to be ciclaycd until thc publishers cotikl be
preparcd to fill aclvancc orders for fifty thousand
copies, The list ofher works, bcsicles “ Flower
Fabics,” “ Moods,” and “ Hospital Sketches,” in-
cludes twenty-two volumes,— twenty-fivc books in
all,— and all, save “ Flower Fables,” bear the ini-
print of Roberts Brothers, who publish not only
thc juveniles, but the revised editions of “ Moods ”
and “ Hospital Sketches.” | must not omit a



twenty-sixth book, sent forth to the world anony-

mously, “ A Modern Mephistophcles,” a novel
included in the “ No Name” series of hei
publishers.

Nearly all ofhcrlaterbooks —*“ Eight Cousins."”

“ Under tho Lilaos,” “ Spinning-W heel Stories,”
etc. — first appeared in the pagesofSt. Nicholas;
and hundrcds of letters to the editor, from children
all over the English-speaking world, attest their
dear love for the author of these charming tales.

In writing to the editor of ST. Nicholas, just
before Christmas, Miss Alcott asked for the bound
voluntes of last year, and added, “ My Lulu adores
the dear books, and has worn out the oid ones.”

The “ Lulu” thus alkided to was Louisa May
Nieriker, the daugliter of Miss Alcott’s belovcd
sister May, who was marricd in Paris in 1878, and
died there in 1879, leaving her newborn baby
to the care of her sister Louisa, whose dearcst
treasure the litele one has over since been. To
lose this so tender care,— iih, what an irreparable
misfortune it is to the bright young life!

W hile Miss Alcott was engagcd on “ jack and
jill,” she wrote to the editor of this magazine;

“"Don't lee me prose. |If | secm to be declining and fnlHng Into
il, puli me up. and [ *ll iry lo prance ns of oid. Voars lone down
one's spirit and fancy, though ihcy only deopen one's tuve for the
tilde people, and strengchcn the deS$irc lo serve ihem wisely as well
as chccrfully. Fatheis and mothers tell me ihey use my books n»
helps for thcmselves; so now and then | have to slipin a pagc for
thcm, fresh from tho experience of some other parcnc, for education
seemi to toe to be tlie problem in our limes.

“ ‘Jack and JIM "are right oui of our own litile circle, and the

boys and girls are In a twicier lo know whai js going in; so It will
be ‘a truly story' in the main.”

Andin another letter to the editor of St. Nicwo-
LAS, Miss Alcott wrote:

“ 1fl do bcgin a new story, how would ‘' An Oid Faslioned Boy’
and his Hfc do?

You proposed a rcvolutlonary tale once, but I was
not up lo it. Forchis | have gualnt material in my father'sjournais,
letters, and recoDcclions. He was born with ihe century, and had
an uncle in the war of 1812, and his Hfc was vcry pretty and pastoral
in ihc carly days. | ihink a new sort of story would n'l he amiss,
with fun in it, and the qucer oid fiames and hablis. | began k long
ago, and if | have a chance, will fitiish oiT a few chaplcrs and scnd
thcm to you.”

How many plans that would have borne friiit
lor the world’s good and pleasure died with this
good and true woman when she died! The last
years of her life have bcen fuller of care and anxiety
than ofliterary woi-k.

In 1882, Miss Alcott’s father was stvickcn with
paralysis, and of her devotion to him since then it
would be impossible to speak too strongly. His
life has been a placid and not unhappy one, in
these years of failing strengtli; and he died pcacc-
fiilly on Sunday, March 4th, at the housc of his
only other daughtcr, Mrs. Pratt, in Louisburg
.Square, Boston. Only the Thursday beforc his

death Miss Alcott went to see him. He could n&l
spcak. “ W hatarc you thinking of, Father!'said!
the dear, well-known voice, which still had j>o«cr|
to cali the light into his eyes, and a faint sniileio
his speechless lips. He looked up toward lieaven
with a little gesture, by which his daughtcr imdcrj
stood that his thoughts were airead)' gone bcfurel
him, to the far world where the blestabidc. “ (Imil
Expecter!” Thoreau once called himi-hcbsl
followed Thoreau, now beyond our visién, mui ihc|
«voi'ld of fulfilled expcctations.

Miss Alcott was not with him at the last. liisl
perhaps, a year and a half since sho carne tn srci
me, onc day, and spoke of her siifferings from some-
thing she then called “ writer’s cramp,” but «iicli|
is now supposcd to have been the hoginnhig oil
paralysis. She broke down completcly nearly al
year ago, and placed herself under the c.ireofDr.l
Lawrence, of Roxbury, with whom she has sinccl
then resided.

A week before she died she wrote to a fricad;|
e You shall come and see me as soon .is the doc-|
tor will permit. Don’t be anxious about me.
shall como out a gay oid butterfly in the spring”l
mAnd the very Saturday aftemoon beforc she dicd|
she wrote toa dear oid friend : “ larr told ilrat|
I must spend another year in this ‘ Sninls’Rca.j
and then | am promised twenty years ofhcjlih.j
I don’t waiu so many, and 1 have no idea 1sWII
see thcm. But as | don’t live for myself. 1 «illj
live on for othcrs.” Farther on, in the same lel-l
ter, she refcrred to hcr fathcr’s impending cicalh.
and added; “ I shall be glad whecn the dear
man falls asleep, after his long and innoceniliif |
Sorrow has no place at such a time, whcn Doaih|
comes in the likeness of a friend.”

Vcry soon after these words wcre written «mel
the attack which was lo end all for her. Slie »asl
never once conscious after it had seized on her.1
As onc who falls asleep, she went out of thislifc |
having lingercd, unconscious, upon dcntii'sthresh-I
uld, from Saturd.ay night till the carly driwn oil
Tucsday morning. Had not Dcaih come asal
friend, even to hcr, so loved, and misscd, andj
raoui'ned for,— Death, who led her on, past fear.r
past pain, past sorrow, past hope and dream, in'oj
the eternal light, whcre her mother wiiiled feri
hcr ; where was Bceth, ihe loved, lost sisteroilul
childhood; and May, the dearest companion olj
her maturcr years;— whcre even he, their kn?l
survivor, “ the dear ofd man,” "hci li.id liCil bj
Etcrnity, while yet he lingered on tlic sliwe olj
Time — had gone before her. Fond sister, lo'insj
nephews, and little Lula, dear darling of her
busy years ;— friends, seen and unseen —ali-lw"!
they all will miss her; but sbhe — can she nnsij
anything who has found the very rest ofGodr
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sweet .as tlic cio - icr, C'rimp-iiig
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.
Rolling it, rocking il, turning it over,
Pinching with finger.s and piisliing witli palms;
Light as a feather and sweet as the clover,
Puffing and springing ’neath fingers and palms.

IN THE
Bv EUDORA S.

Mere we go to tlie branches
high!
Hcrc wc come to the
m  grasscs lo« !
® P'orthc spiders and flowers
and birds and |
Love to swing when the
brcczes blow,
Swing, little bird, on the
topmost bough ;
Swing, little spidcr, with rope so fine;
Swing, little flowcr, for the wind blows now ;
Butnone of you have such a swing as mine.

Dear little bird, come sit on my toes;

I ’'m just as carcfnl as | can be ;
And oh, | tell you, nobody knows

W hat fun we d have if you ’d play with me!
Come and swing with me, birdie dear,

Bright little (losver, come swing in myhair;

« .- n S

willi  fin - gers and p.it-dng willi [iaUii.,

1.

Turning it, rocking it, rolling logetlier;
Cutling it, monlding it, fingers and p.ilnis;

.Sweet as the clover and light as a fealtui,
Into tlie pan with ii, fingers and paints.

SWING.

Bumstead.

But you, little spider, creepy and quccr,—
You 'd better stay and swing over iherc!

The sweet little bird, he sings and sings,
But he does n’t even look in nii face;
The bright little blossom swings and swings.
But still it swings in the sclf-sainc place.
Let them stay where they like it best;

Let them do what they ’d rather do;
My swing is nicer than ali the rcsi,
But maybc it ’s rather small for two.

llcrc wec go to the branches high 1
Here wc come to the grasses low !
For the spidcrs and flosvers and birds and |
Loic to swing ivhcn the breczes hloiv.
Swing, little bird, on ihc topmosi bmiglu
Swing, little spider, with rope so finci
Swing, little flowcr. for the wind hinwsnoB.
Bul none of yon have such a swing as mo-



THE

By De \v. c.

HiVE you ever seen a tailor sitting on a bencli
lin his shop? Because, if you have n't, just peep
I dirciigh the window of the first tailor's shop you
I pess, and take a good look at thc man insidc. He
nili nol mind your looking at him, if you don't
"laytoo long, and 1 want you to know just how
Tim looked one morning as he sat on thc floor.
Mitihat Tim was a tailor,— for he was nothing at
dlbuta boy,— yet he sat there just like a tailor,
*ith his little legs curled up under him, and he
»sirying to draw a horse.

He began with the homc’s head, drawing in the
I rose, ears, eyes (that is, one eye), the mouth, and
lst Ihe teeth. Tim took great pains with the
I tecih, and put in as many as he could.

It wassome time before the head was
done; and Tim was about to go on with
the rest of the body when his giand-
father, who was mending the garden
gate, called out:

“Tim, my little man, run up to thc

[km and bring me the big hammer.”

Tim was sorry to leave bis work, but he was a
‘ond boy, and also he liked to have his grandfathcr
I tall him his “ little man.”

The “little man” did the errand in such a
liuny that he was ncarly out of breath whcn he
rcjched the house, but was soon har<l at work
igain.

The horse’s fore-feet did not give Tiiii much
itonblc bccause he had made up his mind precisely
Ik™ he was going to draw them.

Tim once saw a circus-horse dance to the tune
p f* Yankee Uoodle,” and he rcmembercd exactly
hoe lhe horse put one leg straight out before him
«hile he curved up the other in a very graccful

drew the forc-lcgs just like tliusc of

‘[*dancing horse. At this point

iiEboy heard a great noisc
®oiig thc chickens in ihc barn-

Ftd, and he knew at once that
H tr had broken loose and was
ajsing the fowis al! over the
I»d So he threw down his
1 ™I»i and pencil and rushed out.

soen as the big dog caught sight of the little
he walked back to his house very meekly, as

IN-TER-RUPT-ED LITTLE BOY.

Lockwood.

if he was not at all glad to see his young mas-
ter. But thc chickens were very glad, indeed.

Tim ticd Rover up again, and once more went
back to his task.

For a long time, in fact for nearly a year, lie had
had an idea that the back of the horse might be
made more convenient for riding without a saddle,
and that there would be lessdanger of falling off if
thc back were curved in more; and, although he
did not know just how to bring about this rauch-
needed change in the shapc of the living horseshe
had sccn, he drew the back of the picturcd horse
as he thought thc back of a horse should be made.
Suddcnly there was a loud ring from the front-door
bell.  The boy knew that Saiah, the maid, was
out in the wash-house and that his mother was
busy upstaire, so he Inid aside his work and went
to the front-cloor.

The visitor proved to be an oid man who wanted
to know whether “ Mr. Jones” lived there?

Now, Tim did not know any one of that fiame,
but, as he wanted to hclp thc strangcr all he could,
lie told him that a yoimg friend of his who livcd on
thc cornerofthe first street below had a cousin who
kncw some onc of thc iame of Jones. Then the
man thanked him, and the littlc fellow trotted back
to his place on the floor.

Like a great many other boys, Tim was fond of
horscs with long tails, and he liked to sec them
spread out as they are when horses are leaping.
Tim drew the tail as he liked to see it; then he
madc the two hind-legs, and after putting in somc
grass for the horse to eat, so that he should not be
hungry, thc picture was complete. Tim held the
picture up before him and did n’t scem to think it
the least bit strange that thc horse should be nib-
liling grass while his fore-feet were dancing and
thc other two going over a fence! He was quite
sure, though, that he could have made a much
better horse if he had n’t been callcd away so
many times, and he fclt very sorry about it. |
think thc horse looked sorry too.

A lew moments later Tim carried the picture
out-of-doors to show to his grandfather, who was
still at work on the gate. The good oid man laid
down his hammer on the ground and looked the
picture over with a great deal of carc ; he did n’t



laugh, as many people would; and this is a very
good thing about grandfathers — they seldom make
fun of little boys, but help thcm when they can.

PimSIIEU AT LAST |

Tim told him what trouble ho had to finish the
drawing, and then his grandfather said :
“ Weil, my little man, there is one thing about

it, you did n’t in-ter-rupt yourself ilat \
the very word he used. “ It was not your fault
that you could n’t finish the drawing all atonel
time, and | am veiy glud that you did n't pyj
down your paper and pencil to play with your
tool-box or express wagén, or to run out fora
frolic with Rover, but that you did vour bcsil
to finish the picturc before taking up anvihin,.
elsc.”

Then Tim’s grandfather again took up his liam
mer, while the little artist walkcd slouly back 10
the house with the picture held out before him.

“ Anyway,” said Tim, as he thought of his
grandfathcr’swords, “ Ididn’tin-ter-riipt mysciri’

And this thought was a great comfort to him.

A KIND-IITEARTKD PUSS.

This is no fancy picturc. It is taken from a
photograph of a real cat and her adoptcd family
of chickens.

Tlic lady who mado the photograph, and kindly
sent it to St. Nichoi.as, tclls this story in an
accompanying letter:

“ The owner of our good-hcartcti puss raiscd a
grcat many chickens; and out of cach broocl of
fiftecn or twenty, when but a few days oid, severnl

were quite likely to be wecakly, and not .ibk «°l
follow the okl hen around with thcrcst ofthebrooii|

“ Thesc weakiittie chicks, thcrefore. werccarriedl
into the housc, and putw iththc cat on hcicushiflnj
by the fire. Tliough at first somewhat surpnscd.|
she soon cuddlcd them up and purrcd over thcinl
with apparcnt pieasure and pride; and «he® slic|
had lookcd after them for a day or two Se didl
not takc at ali kindlv to thcir reinoval.”
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

| CAN sec the comingJune in youi bright young
faces, my friends, and with all my best Joy I wel-
come her, W hat would tliis world be without
June— the rosiest, sweetesl moiitb ofall the twelve!
And do you noiice how wistfully May lingera, as if
longing to stay awhile with her! And June always
seems to come in saying, “ Don’t go, Mav. There
is room for both ofus.”

This reminds me that spring fashions are not
yet quite out of date. Here they are — the very
latest, as reported by your faithful J. .M, L, ;

SPfiiNG FASHIONS.

They say bright red and purple will be the “ latest
thing,”

And worii by all the tulips in garden-becis this
spring.

The hyacinths and crocuses prefer much paler
shadcs;

The daffodils wear yellow — the colorseldom fades.

Of course, for small field-blooming the styles are
not so bright.

The daisies still continué to dress in simple whitc;

And clovcrs wear iast season’s shades — all honor
to thcir pluck —

W ith now and then an extra leafto bring the finder
luck.

THE TERRIBLE MYQALE.

Dear Jack-in-the-Pulpit: The Little School-
ma’am says that her birds complain of great spiders
that kill thcm, cspccially of the mvgale. As 1 have
to-day been reading .ibout them' in a delightful
book, callcd “ A World of Wonder,” | send an
extract for your young hcarcrs:

I..i"*be large Iropicpl spidere ihcvenom is so.icivctliatitinstaiulv
kills anunals of much grc.itcr bulk, .and is cmployed against birds.

which the spider .stiacks on trees. The great bird-Mau; ,|||,|/
South America, tile " M ygale," is tile most ilolicealile M & irf,L

class. andis dreaded by human beings as well as byilie 'bint iU T
att<*unmg nearly a footin tengih. tten

Therc are also .spiders nearly as largo as iho fist, Iliatso,nm ««l
rosten on chickens and pigoons, aeising them by ilic ilircan,dlsi f
ing IThem inslanlly, .ai the samo tune drinkiug their hliad

So you sec the birds have a goud cause foralanii. Aip, K

A STRANGE MIRROR.

Dear Jack-in-the-l"ui.pit: The oid du vil
Roucn, in Franco, has a pretty sight that is nunlil
clescribing to your crowd of young folk. TI;J
little men and ninids are fond of looking-i'lassrs, ||
know; but | doubt if they all have hiard nfdicl
queer onc of which 1shall now tcll tlicin. Ncarl
the westdoor of the church ofSt, Ouoii, in thisdu i
of Roucn, is a marble basin filled with tiaier. it
isso placed ihut the water acts as a mirior, and inl
the face of it one sces all the inside of ilio cluiith.[
Look down into the water,and you see pillars, ;md|
the cciling, and pictures and statuary, and ncarlyj
all the interior ornamcntation nf the buildins.|
The stately basin seems to takc pride jii lioldinj

its beautiful picture of the church. 1 ivish iou|
and all your hearers could scc it.
Yours truiy, M. E. |.

A NEW KIND OF MOUSE-TRAP.

I want to tell you abcnii a iim-I
It is the tiirtlo. | iicieri

Dear J\Ck:
kind of a mouse-trap.

about it.

She said they oilcd its back and pul ii in ilicl
cellar where there were a grcat many mito. .Mierl
a few days there did not seem to ho in.inyinicel
around; but as she did not think the sloiviurilel
could havc caught thcm, she asked her bo\> toj
watch.

So one day they piit a mousein themom, iimi|
they sat upon a tablc. Pretty soonthe mouse
carne up and ran upon the tunle’s back. and iihcnl
it was near the head, the turtle’shead c.inw cnitm [
a hurry and caught the iiiousc. But1 dnii'the-
lieve the turtie rcally ate the mouse; | ihiakiil
only squeezed the body bctwcen its sliclis. Thcyj
oilcd its back so that the mouse would be .ittracicti
by the odor,

Youi-s truly, A. K
PICNIC PRISONERS.
Dear Jack : Can | givc you somctliingU

found in a delightful book called “.Among ihe
Azores ”? Itisaboutconvicted crimindis in Flores, j
onc of the Azores, whcrc the iaw actuallycomprh
a prisoner to bocome his own jailer | He isgi'®" |
the keys of the cstablishmeni, and is c.vpecicil tu
keep himself closely confincd, but iviili extcmia-
ting privilegcs. The libcrties he enjoys, Ins fiwlvm
from toil, the friends wliom lic admits to ktcp minJ
company, rcndcr his prison life rather a lusiip
ihan otherwise. The Windows of tlie prisoii are
always inviting to gossiping loungcis, <m0 '
rumoreci that pvisoncrs have been known cven |



lake pleasant rambles through tlie streets of thc
olvafter darle. There is supposed to be ajailer
roanected with the establishment, but he has an
Bisy lime of it.

' Kidiculi>us as ihh meihod of punishiriciu may at fir*c slglii ap-
pijc/'ihc bfX)k bays, “ ihcro is periiaps sllghi iieej for more rigld
~pfaiH2.  I'Nv liitlc island, only len ntiics loitg by <«ven \vidc,
where cverybody knaws everybfxly eUe, woult aflbal che cscaped
pnsjiDCfscaHCOpportunlty forcoiicealmeiu» while the visUs of vessels
je 7) {¢V and uncertaiii that ihe hope of fiight to forcign lands is
(twityhliilc Then, cua, the pcople are far from bcuig aicious, and
CMieis uoi ~*mnion. The judge infonnotl its that na mimler ho<l
leEicoflimiHedfor at leasi ihirty-fivc years, Furlhcr back than ihal
therKMUnraii to show, but not even the tmditbn of such a cnmv
uists Thicving ts almost unknown, and what liale is discovered
G diarged npon wicked ajsiion> from oiher jslands. fhls is ihc
ftewd of a commiinlty uf twclvu thousand pcople. W hai wonder
ilsMsttch Asiare of alTairs hills che nativos into a feeling of scciiriiy
rticH lead» ihem tu sleep ai iiiglu with thu doors of tlieir houses
«uidirg u'ide open."

SOCIETY COWS.

Mrs. 11221k H.ATCf-r usks n ¢ to tell you of a
litilcJersey cow of her ucquaintance. This cow,
she says, “comes and opcns the gate into our

iroiindswhen securcly latchcd, and then she turns
round aiid shuts it light, so that she may enjoy thc
rich clover i» pcacc and quiet.”

‘ Tlmt reininds me,” says the same lady, “ of
llittle ciirly black cow my grandfathcr brought
from Russia. The animal would have died of
home-sickiiess if she had not formcd a friendship
mtha |)ig, on board ship ; so Grandfathcr bouglu
ihcpig, and they wcrc comrades for a long time.
Thccowivas named Bess, was very afTectionatc, and
shecalled 011 the neighbors cvcry day. She always
knocked at their kitchcn doors, and ncvcr went in
unless she was invited. They wcrc fond of her.
Oreday Grandfather had an informaldinner-partv.
fhe guests insistcd on having Bcss; so Grand-
hlhcr asked the man “tending tablc ’ to open the
doorsleadingout upon the lawn, and called, ‘Bcss!
Hess!" Grandmother w.as quite shockcd, but
Bess soon walked in.  She behavcd churmingly,
«.llted uli to cach onc, put down her head for a
pat, and walked out again.”

"THE SUIT."

TOAD'S NEW

Dear JacK: Of course you know that snake-
skrasoften are found in hedges and out-of-the-way
places. But did you ever hearofatoad-skin being
discovered in the same way ? | think not, and thc
toasen is that although to.ads cast off their okl

skins they do not leave them lying about as the
snakes do.

Onc afternoon in early June, my little daughter
callcd me to see a toad in the grass thatwas “ acting
queerly,” she said; he would kcep pcrfectly motion-
lcss for n moment, and then wrigglc and slitikc
and convulsa himselfjust as a very fat person docs
when laughing heartily. Next he put both hands
Uii the sides of his neck, and piillcd and tugged at
what would be the collar of his coat j then, leach-
ing still further up, as ifto scratch his back, he took
a good hold with both h.ands, stretched out his lcg.s
straight behind him, lay fiat on his front, and pulled
hiswholc skin overliis hcad, shutting and flattening
down his two big cycs compk-tely. He did not put
thc skin on the ground, however, but directly into
his mouth, and swallotved it. Then he yawncd two
or three times and brought himself together into
his usual squatting positioii, seeming mightily well
pleased to find himself in a bright spotted coat,
tight, spcckied breeches and gloves, and a wondcr-
fully snug-fitting white vcst, and every article of
them pcrfectly new. A. L. B.

K WATCH-DOG BATTALION.

W ho c.m give me correct information concern-
ing thc wntch-dog battalion of the Prussian
army? | am toid that there is such a thing, and
that the dogs are cxtremely capable and uscful.

By thc way, thcrc are some dogs in my ncigh-
boi'hood who have my full permission to go to
Prussia and enlist.

A PABLE, BY THE DEACON.

A FISH who was of thc unfortiinaie sort,
.And always complaining — a habit unwise.
Once saw a companion dart after a prizc,
Scnt down by some innocent lovcer of sport.

“ He s gotit! and so like my luck 1 I declare.
He shot right a-past me ! Such things are not

fair 1”

Sobbed the fish who had misscd it— with other
remarks

Quite common to fisli-folk, from minnows to
sharks;

But learning, in time, of that cruel hook, baitccl:

“ Ah, how proviclential, ” he cricd, “ that |

waitcd 1”7



THE GAME OF GROMMET-PITC HIN G.

By C. W. MILLER.

The game of grommet-pitching has helped peo-
ple through many hours on shipboard, and | see
no rcason why it should not be cqually pleasing
on land. Itis a great improvcmenC on ring-toss,
which it somewhat rcscmblcs, and it has agreea-
ble features unknown to that game. The “ grom-
mets” are rings of rope, made by the sailors; they
are light and pleasant to throw, never break, and
are very pretty when covered with bright ribbons
or braid. They are not clifficult to make, and
are suitable for parlor or lawn, for girls or boys,
for oid or young.

The game may be played by tossing gromracts
of different sizes ovcr a stakc, and scoring points
according to the sizc of those thrown; buta new.
and perhaps a better way, is to toss thcm over
pegs placed in a board or wall. Thcsc pcgs may
be numbered, each player counting according
to the number of the peg on which the grommet
catches; or prizes may be attached to some pegs,
and pcnaltics to others.

Any handy boy can make grommets, if he has
a little rope. Let me tell you how. I-'irst decide
upon the sizc of the ring you wish. Then take
a piece of rope of the dcsircd thickncss, and about
three and a half times as long as the circum-
ference of the grommet you are about to make.
Suppose you begin on asmall onc, say si.vinches in
diameter. The circumfercncc of this will be about
eighteen inches, and you will nced a piccc ofrope
at least sixty inches long. As each grommet is
made of only one strand, this piece will make
three. Probably the bestkind of rope for this pur-
pose is a good manilla clothes-linc which has been
uscd a few weeks, so that it has become softened,

but not woi-n, and
has had all the cx-
tia tuists piilled out
of it.
First separate the
.piece into its three
strands, and taking
oncin your lefthand,
bcnd tho middle part
of it into a ring, as
\ic. .. yort see in Fig. i,
twisting it a little
lighter as you do so. Hold the loop, or “ bight,”
as sailors say, toward you and pass lhc Icft-hancl
end of the strand under the right-hand end. Now
make this loop into a three-strand rope, using

the two long ends for that purpose. Tu do tliis,
both of them must be wound around ihc loop
to take the place of the missing strands, and as
they keep their spiral shapc \oii can easilj- do
this, taking one at a time, and putting ii over and
under, and always twisting tighter the end yonare
working on. Whcn you have one strand twisicd
in, it will look like Fig. 3.

Next take the sccundlon”
ciid and work il aronnd.
over and under. twisting it
tightiy as you go, and mak-
ing it lie smooih bcsidc the
othcrs. Now yon have an
cndless rope, sir.ooth and
even, except wlicrcthctwo
endsmect, and licrc yon
haveabout four inches of
each end left over. !n order
to dispose of these snugly,

je you must tie strings around
the rnpc on cach sidc, about
an inch from the joining, to keep it in place while
you completo yourwork. Now carefully cut out
half of theropc-yarns from the under side of eacli
piece, and bind the end of what rcivains with
thread, to kccp it from untwisting. Perhaps it
would be better for a bcginner not to cut off thesc
yarns at first, but to bcnd them onc side till he
has found out by onc or two tridis just ibc point
at which to cut.

Having done this, bcnd the ends around cali
other as though you wcre going to tic ilicm in
a knot; in fact, make the first tic uf a knol
(which, you know, is made of two lies), draw
it tight, and hammer it down even, working il
smoothly into place by twisting the ring openat
that point, and pounding it and working it in. k
is impossible exactly to describe the lucihod m
words, but it is casily learned by trying. I*
faston the ends, take a small spike, put it imder
a strand next to the knot, and work the end on
that side through the opening. Then pass timt
end over the next strand and under the third
strand from the knot, making the ncccssary Opcn-
ing with the spike. Trcat the otherend in es.icd!
the same way, and then with a sharp kiiifc ctit 0L
what projecls. The grommet will ihcn look like
Fig. 3-

You can use the i-ing in its present shapc, and ij
will answer every purpose of the gamo, but iiw
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bemuch improved in looks by a braided covering,

of either ribbons or worsted braid. To prepare

tlicgrommet for covering, wind a soft cord around

ji in the hollows between the strands, to make it

more round and cvcen,

and easier to work over.

T'ake some narrow rib-

bon and find how many

widths of it, laid parallel

to the rope, will about

coveritall around. Then

cut off twicc as many

pieccs of the ribbon, and

place them around the

e, 3 rope in the way shown in

Fig. 4, with all the uppei
picces turned sharply to
litt right, and all the
under pieces at the same
angle to ibe left, and tic
themtightiy in place with
a strong tliread. You
uill probably have to do
this by placing one pair
Mat a time, and giving
Ic thread one turn
arautid the rope to hold

them Niw, if you know the kindergarten way of

"meaving colored-paper mats, the braiding will be

) easy to you. If you are not versed in this

at, look at the figure, and scc how it is done by

nearing the ribbons overand under; every ribbon

going over one and under the next. little

ptaciicc will make this easy. You need not be

discouraged if your work docs not look even and

icgular as yoit go on ; for whcn you have braided

nearly to ihe end, you can tic another string

FIG. 4.

around the rope to keep the ribbons in place;
and going over the whole with a knitting-nccdle
and your fingers, smooth and tightcn and make
everything even and “ ship-shapc.”

W hen the braid comes around to the place
whcere it began,
the ends may
be fastencd by
working each
one under one
ofthe first made
piaits, sewing it
down, and cut-
ting it off closcly
out of sight;
thus making an
invisible ending. -

An casier way is

to wind a cord

around so as to

hold all the ends

firmly, and then to cover the joining with a libbon
tied in a bow on the outside.

If you wish a stake over «vhich to throw the
grommets, make a cross of two pieccs of thick
board or small timbcr, such as you have seen to
hold up Christmas-trces. Bore a hole in the mid-
dle of the cross, and fasten upright in this a piece
of broomstick, abouttwo feet long. The stake may
be painted or, what is better, covcred with a ribbon
braid lo match the grommets. !fyou prefer to use
pegs, you can fasten common wooden hat-pegs into
holes made in a wide board that can be set up any-
where ; or they can be set into a ciése board-fence
or wall. They should be arranged in some regular
plan, and variously numbered or painted. or wound
with colored ribbons, to distinguish them.

kO» 'VRITES: “ PAPA, MAMMA AND » 8AJL NEXT WEEK. *



CoxrRiBL-fORs are respeci/ully informed that, bacivem th« isi of J.ii.e aad the 151!, of Septembecr,

«atnmcd ai thc office of St. Nichous,

Will please pustpone sendiiig iheir MSS.

Miss A \iduE Rives, the auchor oi the poeiii,’* The Buiterfly's
Couans,” lo tlis number of St. Nicholas» sends us a fcw nuic*
conccrning the rest-harrow flower nicntioncd in lier verses Mis*
Rives says: “ It isan linglish wilcl»(lowcr, which blouins In June,
July,and August. Whenitstragglesintocarn-ficldsitbecomes (lo use
the wordsoi .~ima Prnit, che aullior oiihc littlc voluntes from whicli
Zgathered my knowledgc ofthe plani) a very iroublesome plani, for
Its long and lougli rooCsreiard thc progresa of the plow, whi)c Its
nuraerous and thorny branchcs are so great an iinpediment to iht
action of the harrow, as to have obtained forihe planiiis oid Knglish
namc. EquaUy oid and significant Is that by which U Is known tn
Krance, where jt iscommonly called Arréte*Rccuf.

| do notknow whether U grows in America or not,”

Bristol, Conk.
Dear St. Nichotlas: | have read rhc story “ Diamond-backs In
Parad!se,” and i would like to idl you and your rcaders that my
grandfaiher, who was stopping at the samo house at thc lime, .«Linned
the snakc that Dotty saw in the path, and brought thc skin lioinc
with him; so that part ofthe story was familiar to me.
1cike thc St. Nicholeas thi?yea‘, and «njoy it very much.
Your loving friend. Beli.c M. ,S-

_ Fkr<;i's Katrs, Minn,

Dea» St. Nichulas: | am a little boy eight years oid. | liked

SaraCrewe; or, Whai Happened at Miss Minchln’s,” very much.

I live in the north-western part of Minnesota, and it Ucold and
very stormy; a regular bllszard here lo-day,

.lJiave a pet cal. He used to niew to get in, but now li is coid,
with all the doors shut, wecan not hear hjm. So oncday when | was
jn the wood-shed, pbying, | heard the door knob rattlc, It was noi
* ~ thought it muse be some onc. 1 opened ilio door,
and thcrc was ihc cat on a high bo.w wanting to come in, and he
jumped down and carne in. Hu has done that ever since when he
wants to get in thc house, .and we think :t is bright of lum. His

nime is lip; | n.imcd him itiut because he has a whUe tip on the
cnd ofa black lail. I like your *' Letcer.box” very much,
Yours, iruly, Calvin T, H LI k.

| dia not write I'just loid what to writc.

v TmsviLLt, Fiokmxa.

De.ak St. NitHOLAS: | am very fond of your lovely mucaiine
1have never sccn a leiCer in the “ Lciier-box " from Inclian Kiver,
rionda. | can see thc river from our window, and it L2only a min’
utc s walk down lo it, Myhome is in Titusvilic, yet Papa h.xs taken
USvery oficn out jn a sall-boal,and | have beenupand down indian
River,and all around Merritc's Isiand, and camped on Banana Klver
so | was very much jiHt;rcsted in C. H. Webb’s Diamond-backs ii!
ParadLse, m the tebniary number. One time we moored our boat
on the western .shore oi Banana River. P.apa, Mamma, and my sis.
ler and mysclfsetout lo iramp to the beach. We passed through a
i«il tliat looked very much like thc onc pictured on page 36B, We
had fo go singlo-flie, and as we neared thc beach. right in our path,
iay the largest snakc | evcr saw. It mcasurcd six orscven Ajci lonc
It was a diamond'back

The Presiden! sed .Mrs. Cleveland visited Titiisville. and wcnc
down Indian Kivcr on the stc-iiner " Rockiectge,” Thc.steamcr was
dccorated m criie tropical spk*ndor, all fruits .and flowers. | have
hv~lin “ Paradisc” nearly iivo years and love all ofit

Hoping this is nottoo long lo print,

I remain, your loving reader, Bihtiu H<M—

re«..v ¢ *T CiNCciSNATf, Ohio.
Nicholas: | was very anxious that you should know
ii..12'f Chtlilren's Crusade,” thatwasej\en

by thc Jewish Wainul Hills Sabbath.school la«i month becanee i
was taken from your book, W<c send you many ihanks. and are
ven? grstcful for the idea of the opercita,

After a great many rchearsals, ic was prodticcd Saiurday nlchi
hcbruary ajrh, thc date of the Fea™l of Punrn. This feast is cele-
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vvho. with

bratedin commenioraibn ofihe deliver.nnccofihe Isracllic.

maimsoripti can not coa,enl.,,i

Gonseqiicntly, those who dcairc 10 favor the inagaaiae witl. coatriluui.ras
until afier thc last-nanicd date.

ihe assislonce of Mordecai ond tslher, from the dcdirn. of

Ihe aid of Ahasuenis,

liad resolved lo destroj- nll the Jew s tesidnig in thoM kiiicdoms'

I

lije operen.-; was loudly applanded
highly enicriauied.

.he bop

look pan was Vi licd with a box oi candy.
mli be repcatcd lor somc bencflc at an earjy day.
Volil)ovjng tX'ader, M m* S

W|e0a|HH|HE [
N J i hWH w

THE NATURALIST.

Bv M. C. B.

Vor may talk of the j<»y ofa nauiralisi'. liic,
You 'll e.xcuse me, | hope, if | doubt It—

For really tnicas you 're a naturalist’s wjfc,
You know very little about il.

.Say, how would you Uke it, to opcn a hox
Just lo j»cep ai lis conteiits n minute,

To find thar, instead of some foi.sils or rotk-,
Ilherc 's a nttlesnake ooilcd up wlihin ii *

Do you think you would like ii yotir>cli’

The cosiumcs wcre similar 10 ihose iKenikin
lr, and .he ehildien who look p.., ..ercm ech ~
performecd cxccllently. n
After thc performance we had i-errcshincms, aml cach ore uiiu
H i>tobadiidiiv|| [

Orwhen, in thc spring, you arccleanini; ymr hnu'r-
You wlU hardly believe. ifyou 're told It—
You find he has pickled a llzard or nionse
lo somejar that ivas handy tu hold it "
Orsomc nicc lltlle be,x that you ireasurcd i'iiticw
Foryour ribbons, or feaihcrs, or laces
To fiiid that its contenw are lossed In the ;ijr.
And rcptile.s are fliling ihcir places —

Do y«ni ihink you would llke jt Miu

iclfT

Just fancy your miiid, on an opera night.
When yon take from a bandhox your buruici,
And find, to yoiit grcat consiernntion and fricht,

A homcd irog is rcsting upon jt)
Or cautioiisiy open your top burean drawcr,
W licrc you hear a my.cierloiis scmtchlnit,
To find, in your clugant bailo mouchnir
Ca$e, somc young alligators are hatchlug.
Do you think you would llkc il yourscli®

Unsuspccting, you open your dining-niuni <|noi:
At lhe tablc he 's skinning somc crcamres

W hilc your Innocent haby is crawlIng the tlunr,
Wi ilh arscnic sprc-ad on his feaiiircs!

So far, wc have barcly ci-caped Ith our h'Cv

Bul the fih'nsnr<' '

—oh, really, I doc.bili;

And unless you are, bomcofyou, iiauiralif.es \vi\es.

You can know very Uitlc aboiii it-
you ihink you would like [i yoeir«c'i*

DeAti St, Nicholas: Your March numberhe”
" h
T vh‘ and as we are (| prewnl

cnjoyed readl’ng‘ very [l

v

Jhrr* k
king of ihe -Mcde. mid I1>e”,L

‘l a hirgeuudienee, aliUl,,,.

»




Mr. Fraok Siocki '» anide on '‘‘rhe People we Meci ’
Bwcswa greatly, as we have mci a nurnhcr vf the son of
jMple he de«cribes. The other day an American Jndy ai our hoid
ii3Swalking in ilie gardeit with her fiulc §jrl, who was lalklng (Jer*
(laji. Antnghsh gentleman ofher acgiiainiance happened lo conic
ujatiheokO'ncnt, nnd askcd the lady whcere the chjld had learned
ik language. W hen she told him ihat li wasin New York, he ex*
pK»t4 his >nrpr« by saying he had no Idea that there wcre any
wUiies forbtudying forcign langnages in America. A young lady,
il»fro3i New York, who is here, was jisked by n young Knglisb-
Kuiwhohad just passed his exatninatluns belore entering ihc army,
*haber Voik was much largcr ihan Cannes? Cannes, yon
inAiloow, hasa pcpuiaiiuii ofabuut iq,coo tnhabuanis.

Whik here | have come across a h'rench ntagnsine for young
Ub. bearing your fiame, and with several illustrations which |
bit seetiin your number-i. Otherwlse it is eniircly diflcrem, ntrj
noinurly so inieresting as yours is,

Yourinlcrcsled reader,

Fiojience 1o

akaxn, C<?nk.

I like you very much. b||| 1 have never
iflttcn to you beféte. 1 h.Tvc an aunt who has laken yon uuitca
iifcik, Every lime | wcnt lo see her | would ask her if St,
KOOL.4S haticome, bul iiow | lakc It myself.

I have a Itllic black dog thal wiw given 10 Papa, and he gave itiu
aie. Wc have another dog, loo, and he is veryjcaluus of *Mac,”
tetbaiis the Gitledog's flame,

St. NiCKOLAS:

Itead " Uide Lora Fauntlcroy,” and like ji very much. “Juan
«dJuaaiia "U my olher favorite.
Your readtr, Sa.m, O. C____
*Mitw auksb, Wis,
DiAfe Sr Kichola} | commenccd taking you lasi summer.
laiiNctymiich interested in ihc Mories, Our city is oti the bank

iflakeMiclilgan. Thebuildhcs are mo.stly ofcream-colored brick;
so« paini inem red to Igok )ikc the Kaslern buildings. Just oui-
*Uk~ihe ciiy is the Soldiers' Homec. It is a luvciy place, the
baldings are atcd fii the mjdsl of natural woods. The irccs are
Awdout euoiigh lo let tho sunshinc on the biillding, while drlvcs,
wiigpaihs, and bcaiiiiful flowcr-beds are all anmnd the place
Itere are abaut twelve huntred soldiers Ihing thcrc. Some of ihcnt
atpwing old. | have heard that the city woni» ihe place for a
«rh«n the soldiers are ihrough wlih »t, as wc ha\c nu park In

«oty, of any si«.
Mlkeihesioryof « SaraCrcwc,” bul I like “ The Drow-nies" besi.
1fwpc yon rtill have lots more of thcm.
Your fnlthfiil rcadcr,

Chaklie S

Andoveh, N. J>
NicHOi.As: | am a lictic giil reo vcars oid. | Kve in
Iwo miles from wlicrc | live Uan Indian villagc.
)ii*ju5i at the mouih of the ‘lobiquc Rlver, in which saimén and
jtw .krecau”hi: sporisinen use ihe lildmus as guidcs. The indbns
«'xgmie mee houses, and many have oii“ans andsewing-machines.
I am yours, very stncerelv. LofiSE P -

" f.
uBiR br.
“«wBrunswick,

PIILAUEU HIA, Pa\.
I wroie you a leiier last summer. A few
I renion by ourseives and liad
v. Wlicn we
and one of

N, V-
bT. XICHOLAS:
fctts ago iny brother .and 1 weiil to
ti'i s p c i u from Friday to Muii
" .1 saw a pohcein.m take sl.x men to j.ul,

shoes. Trenton has ihc finest

in tho bniiod States; | once went to ihc polteries there,

f nffo that | dou't remetnber unvihine about them.
«hool nght next door, so | don'i have f.ir lo go. A few

Al Sad a ver>'uice time thcre; | saw

iMruiin i *Becit caaes, because il was

haiiscs and saw a great deid lo look al

So,ise that i liked best of all. and |

> bird-hoiisc ; two or (bree birds were
would fightand makcagieat i,oke.

1 r "1?2* "«pfyourself speak ; but there mus onc bird that
* lrcan.". ivas ihc parrot; he would say, when any
you do? " all the lime lili you
1A H | r r e " ' h e would say, “ Cood-byo,
tJO fiay hn'ny lo he.ir him; he s;ud it Insuch .1
I rcinnii, yn,,, fai,hr,i e;(Jcr, 1. y.
- X ArLANT A 6L
t“fi-iedtom T R ‘&, | h.ive been
A >0 me lait mouth'i, y eldcst sister gave
Mitii vimsimas, and | look Impatlenlly for you every

| have acaland adog, and a great many pretiy playihings
TI Brownies” very much, and am disappoinied when
I look through ihe book and ilnd ihcy are notin lu 1hu\e a raaglc
laniern and spend many pleasant evenings showlIng ji.
Your constant reader, C. Atuert C s

I PHIUAORLIHII, PI'NN,
Utar Sr. N|C||0|AS We are two Ittde girls who vac taken
juii for a long, long time, .nnd we ihink you are periccilv lovely

VVe cach have our favonio insirument: onc plays on ihe piano and
Ihc oiher oit ihe vjolin. Wc are very fond ol the pu/ric'i and do
nearly all of them; we iried making ifie itaper bal!l memioned In the
March number and succcedcd very nicciy, and also ihe Nanuickct
sinka ihai wcre published several months .neo. W c hope there will

some more direcilons for foldii'g papcr m difTercnt ways, as wc
like to do ihcm so much. Hoping lo scc ihis leiter jn some fuiurc
nunitwr, and wlishing you ;i long and prospcrous life,

M ¢ remain, your loving rcaacrs,

C.D. Dt i and A. C. I.

CHAItPRorx, Ai.LiKB, Fhancb.

IJEAK St. Njchoi-~s: | ihonght Ih.ll perhaps some of your
readcrs would like 10 heai about my home, which is so diflerent
from nll ihai | read in your inUTesiiug pagcs, If you do nol

mind my incorreci English I will iry lo Leil you something .ibout il
It IS quite aii oui.of*tne-way place, hardly known, even by French
peopleofotherregions. Our pea«anix are still very-ignoraul, ihough
rhey are not ai all stupid: ihey have kept up some customs from
Ihc lime of iho GiuiJa, and when we (cll ihein ihuL ihey iirc siiuer-
sutiou.s, they answer, gtxjd-hiiir.oredly, “ kcan he,” or “ You know
l«tier (h.an we do!” but iheir behcf is iict shakcn in ihe leasi.
Iheir langiiage Ix raiher di/ficuU lo itndersiand ai fn'st. for ihcy
speak the ancieiu French, uiih a giieer singlng acccnt. The)- used
to have a vcry pretty pictiircsque cosUimc, but, iinforlunately, only
the oid pCfiple wcar ir now. When nnc of them is 11 11 is nenrly
impossible to make ihcin send fora doctor: ihey have much inoie
confidence iu wi?ards or witches, who muiter incohercni words over
ihe palien(, blowing in bis mouth jf he suflers from a sore ibroai, or
lying a string round his w.nist i{ he has pains in ihe chcsi. The
pcasunis never speak oui ihc fiames of ihcsc people, but «itnply cali

ihcm (“ 1 calledihe/rw «,” “ the person caine," etc.)
Quite lately a poor woman died of ihe croiip, .ind her children lold
us: “ We had everything for her, an<l iho person saw lier thrcc

timcs!
1 fear ihLs letieris eeiiing 100 long, bul If you should like to hear
more about my dear Gourbonnais, 1 would enjoy writing again.
Believe me, yours sinccrcly, Cécii.h V-

Shanghai, China

.ilv.Drau St. N)cholafi: | enjoy taking you very much, and
love you inore every mouth. | have luken you eleven months —
iie.irly a year. 1am a litile .American girl, but Uve in China.

My friend Alice W jllsor Kve> hcrc also, and wc are nearly alwavs
ttigcihcr.

-Alice lias laken Si'.
you very tnuch, | ihink

Mj/ fayrlle sumes are
Juaiuia,” and * W luning
stories.

.Ahce \VInsor and T play papcr dc”lls, and |

Nit.iioi..AS ncorlv two years, nnd she cnjoys

“Jenny’'s PoardIing-house,” “Juan and
@i Comnusston,” .iltlumgh 1 likc all the

have four, Now I

‘vitl ciése, i<r | fear my jetter is loo long.
From JUSEHtI.VE B-——.
Filknssibg, CkUBIAKY
T)h\h St Kicitru.As: | ncvcr yet have seen n Iciter from Flens*
burg in your “ l.eiler.l)ox,” sothought 1 would t>cnd you one, Flcns-

“ Pruvince of5chlcswig,’”” and helonged
from oldcn time, till ihc year 1863, lo Uenmark. Then it wa.« con*
quered by the Prussian.”?, wlio now iiy iheir best ti» make .i (ierm.m
town of it. I, loo, learn Gceniian hcrc, bul .ixan Anicrlcnn boy 1iry
to kccp up mv English, .ind vourdear uiag.azmc is a great liclp lo
me In tlils. Yon are 10 me likc a dear friend from homo; | alwavx
long for you, and love you dcariy. I likc “Ju.an and luanim”
very. vcry much, and would glvc anything 10 have u ht»w fike
Shanlco’s

I W.S very sick last year.
given to mu: he is iny pet.

burg is.in oid town in ihc

When | grew belLera canarvhird was
.ind | could tell you many things about

hiui, but | fciir the letter wil) get too long.
1 am your dcvoted leader, Frn-i C
Xi;w \'(>RK, N Y
Di:Alt St. Nicholas; | wns glad that yon h.id in the last rumbar

an articlc alxuii ihc chilt planist — little Josef Hofmann.

Is he not wonderful ? | have heard that lie wishes lo be an en-
ginccr. He wcnt lo the Berkeley school drill one day, and ihe
piincipal pre«entu(l hini with the gun, cap.sword, shouldcr-tabsand



belt worn by the boys. He was much dcUghted, and while he
gfiving concerts put thcm on whencver he was not plnyin§.

| think that, aaide from his gjcnlusin music, he G nA'cry intcresting
boy.

ke one day showed me three of hU oiUpaintings, and | think that
he point< beautifiilly, Onc was a meadow with a good many soft

grceii iree® in It, and a brook rimning through it was rery good.

He has never had a painting lesson, so | think that Im sklll is
wondcrral. Sincerejy, (/. G. )l um
Brooklyn, N. vy

Dear St. Njcholas: | ihink you are the best magasinc cvcr

published, and | havc had the pieasure of reading you rcgularly

since July, 1687, and | mean to lake you a good de” longer. 1 like

ihe stones written by Wm. H. Ridemg and Frank R. Stockton;

I like Drill," too,

Last summer my sister had two white rats; they wcre very cun-
ning, and would run up my siccve and come out of my ncck. One
day she look then> 10 Prospcct Park, and soon a crowd were adinir-
ing thcm for their funny antier. Soon after one died and the other
ran away. Wc now have a cat, butas | am a boy 1 do notcnrc so
much for her, and would rather have the rats.

Yourconstani reader, Job.

YOKOHAMA, J a PAN,

Dsak St. Nicholas: | want 10 wriic and tell you about a trip
( made a while ago to the great bronze image of Buddha, called
Daibutsu, which siands jn a pretty nook nuiong some bilis about
twenty miles from Yokohama. We started from our house at ahout
ten oclick A. M. The first part of our journey wc did by rail,
and then followcd a ride of about an hour and thrce-quarlers by
Jinrikkha. The sccncry was very pretty, the rice-fields, and hills,
and here and thcrc.a farni-house ora shrinc nestUng among ihc trees.
However, wc werc very glad when we arrived at our destinaiion, for
we were all ready for lunch. The image Isin a sitting posltiun, with
its hands folded on its lap. |Itis about fifty feet htgn, nincty-eight
feet around Its wtisl, the diameter of its lap is thirty-six fect, and its
stone pedestal is lourand a halffeet high. Inside of the image is a
temple in which there are two Windows high up in the back, and in
the head, which is hollow, .«tandsan lioage ofgoid ofoncofthe Japan*
CSC gods, It issaid that once when Buddha satdown to rest, snails
carne and crawled upon his head to shield lim from the sun, so on
the head of the figure are knob< intended to represent snails, There
used to be a large templeoverit, bulit and the ~eatcUy surmunding
it wcre dcstroyed by a flood, for it stands In slght of the sea, .and now
there are only a few houses where once was tlie capital of theempire.

W c live in sight of the beautiful mountain Fujiyama, or “ peerless
ntoiintain,” It is about sixty miles from here. Its snoW'Covered
sides form nn almost perfcct cone with a flat top. It used to be a
volcano, bul is now extinct

I do like your atorics so much, especlally “‘Don.aUl and Dorothy,”
"Juan and Juanita,” and " Litils i>ord bauntleroy.” My auni has
sent you to me since 1880, and | thiiik you are the nicest magazinc
| eversaw, Now | must stop, for | 'ni afraid | *vc made my Iciicr
too long aiready, Lonsn .

FitRBrnK't, Ofuo

Dcar St, Nichola';: I have often thought of wKing lo you,
but never have ventured lo do .so until now 1 takc the beautiful
St. Nicholas, and think all the siories il coniatns are lovcly.

The ‘“Letier-box' also isvery Interesiing- 1go loschool,andsEudy
noariy all of ihe common branches and drawing. | like drawing
best of al). My chtei delight ts riding on horschack, | can ridc
either standing or shisng.

I have a very ntcc pony. | Uve near a villag” of six hundred in-
habitanis. Along fhc Southern portion ofthe village is a small river
namcd Still Water, becausc lis waters are so very still.

I remain, yourdcvoted reader, l,ai*r \ C

Chehaus, Washington Tur.

Dear Si* Niciiouas: We have read with great intercsl in the
March mimber about “ A Plg That Nearly Causcd a W ar” ; par*
ticularly so, as Mr. Henry Milca, who Uves here, and Is a friciid of
my fathcr, knew both Siabb« and Griffilhs and al) about tlic “ pig ”
Mr. Miles says that it was Captain Pickett who was in command of
the company of soldlers who first took possession of San Juan Isl*
and. l.icutenant-Colonel Casey took command soon after. This
Captain Plckett l«the Gener.il Pickcll who afiorward led ihc famous
chargoof the Confedérales al the baiilc of Oettysburg. Mr. Mik-s
is the man who first raised the slars and stripcs on San Juan Island
at ihc lime Captain Plckcit took possesbion,

I hivc written this In the hope that it might be ofjiilcrcst lo somc
ofyour readers.

Yodur sincere friend, Axnii G«ev M~"N— |

San* Francisco, Cal.
havc lakcn you for a long time, bul 1
My mother and sister Dorcihy

Deak St Nicholas : |
havc ncver wriiien to you bcforc.

are m che east, and Beriha, Oaude and 1 are with my aiint Faent
llertha is only six years oid, and Claude four, so tiiey caa'tftL
you, but I read the stories 10 them. Claude says, to teltvdu”
if that Chinamaii “Brownie ” is high-ioned enough t>

with the “ Dude,” he ought lo have a lon”~r plg-iaii. Ijsi nig),
Mario (my mirse} told meof L. M, Alcott® deatn; Maridias"w
hcr iwice, and once spoke 10 her. She felt very sorr)*. 1 am afraid
that | havc made some mistakes. but as | am not yet tune you miui
excuse Your )Utle reader, ised.

Forrcstok, l1i

My Dear St. Nicholas: Your magazinc has bcen a
visitor to our house since 1870, when | was thrce years o)d.

My Utile sister, Alice, uvced to cry for the “ Nlcholv” when djc
wasonly two years ofd, The first lime we knew she could read jil
alone by herself was ivhen wc found her in che bay-wj»dvv, %i{\ the
"Nicholy " on the fioor before her, laughing over ihe
"Ilie Litele C/irl that Stood on Her Head,”

W c consider you, dcar St. Nicholas. a uece'«Sun’ iiicmber of ihe
family, and ncvcr tire of your stories, bul I )lkc frank k, nocW
ton’s stories the best of a)l.

1 wish you visitcd every boy and girl in the world ucll ;is

Charles Sriis*8i< W— ,

SnoslloNE I nDIAN AGEXCV.

My papa is ageiu at thifl agenc>', iHc
.Shoshoue agcncy in Wyoming. There are two tribe'i of Indlars hery,
the Shoshones and Ar.apahocs; thcir chicfs ore very fine Indiin®
W xshakie, ihechiefoi the Shoshoncs, and Black Uoai, iHcchicici
the Arapahoes; we have them lo Uinncr sometimcs. Hlack Goal
has as luce manners as any gentieman | cver saw. The In<jjani
make very pretty things, such as war*bonncts, and war-shirui, aod
very pretty bead*work, and moccasins. The Sious and the i'k>
come and irade with our Indians every summer.

Vour aflectionate reader, Rorert I.

P. S.—We have taken you ever since 1877-

Dear St. Nichola.s:

In

DcKR Cpntrf, P4

Drar St. Nicholas: | am ten years oid. ‘'Fhis js ihc ei[liOi
year my Papa has taken the St. N icholas forme. | (lked “ Liuk
Lord Faumlcroy” and “Juan and Juanita” very much. | WI
anxiously for " lirownies in every niimber.

1live in the ofl country, and my Mamma uses gas fir fue) aw
lights.

r hope yon wijll print ihis letter, as it js ihc fir*! oti« | havc ever
\vrittcii yon. Your friend, Rov M L— =

W r thank the young friends, whnge flames are hcregiven, fotthof
pleasanL and intere-uing leilei's:

It. I'l Mohonic, Grace L. Kelsey, Edith Brown, Lyntt W. tlack.
f. I, R., Robhic W. I'.. Riten D, Mary von KlencW, Lil, Maiy k
Sigsbcc, Percy, Reggie, and Malcohu Mitrray. Florencc Men“man
Maric W, S., l.aura H, M., I~tilc inni>, llertraml KoUtt>"
Haroid Hepburn, Monde A. Flcntye, Virgie Il., S. K, G, Benuk
E. Lovcmann, Jcanclte H,, Be«ie G. Il.,, Anna Julia ScMuiri.
M ailic K, Harlow, Roxalenc and W. R. Howcll, MoiUrr»«e J, M
“"Thrce Llulc Maids from School,” Kdith M, Iks«ie W.
Clemenline W. Kellogg, "Puss,” "Ncllie,” Gcitrudc Hamsw'
Helen R. Fish, Alixe De W., Fmm.n Y, Dimon, Percy K Thomas
KmmaC. F., Mabel G.. Lillic Fisher, Daisy M. Tabor. JcsdeT, Ha
lam, Ixiuise N ., Bertha Bcerhourcr. Fradericka W ., Voni McDoei
ald, Josephiue Murphy, Nolile B. Warfidd, Clara M. Bamelsnr.
Katic L, Allcr, Elsie Sandcrson, Mflud Moore, Ainiéc"M- Hakcroan,
Dorothy W hitncy, Alice J. Tufts, Ftliel C , Will L S,, Orlic. -«
Kdith C, Curtis, Frank T). ('argill, Kvclyii K., Mary M. H .t b"
L, I... KoijcB. Davis, Roy Hclcn Bivrce, Aicck D , kurnc K .Aiu-
ler, Laura Dolbcar, CharlesJohnson, May Warci,
Jennic C. P., .\nnie M. O'born, Carn H. B., Rinhlv C>lc. « «
Fischer, Aima I. V. S., Alicc E. T., Ceorgc K. Cimi-, '>e¢'«" " f
worth, Helen R. N., .~gnee Duhring, Kennedy Alien. Binc n
Etnma, Hnrry, ond Bcrtic Fi.her. F. M. I... Elir« n
Cool!, Fannie W. C., Mnry I-, McKny, lk-isie L.ehoi. Cnrl 1«
U e, Kleanor May, Ceorgi.i W, l.ydb B.. Alberto li., Htn™!
nipsy 1., Nellie X. Black, Alicc R Lcwi». K.ttriiia, Ccrtttnle,
Cari Rj-, H. B.J., May A. BannisUr, M.ahcl L. [ @"I'™ "
ner Tyler, Mary Lee Alien, Katic Troy, Effic S. Woultone.
E. Ross, Emily V. Clark, and Morris P. Tilley.

and



ANSWERS TO PUZZLES

WonDSOt AR5. 1. Barb 2. Aloe. 3, Rosa, 4, Dean.

Ci'BE. * W 2. horiaon: 2 10 4, nebubr; x lo 3, haUbiii;
.H, teachcr: 5to 6, sapicnl: 6 lo 8, irachea; 510 7, Siberla; 7
i, Agripjia: i 105, Huns: 2 to 6, neat: 4 lo 8,rana; 3 7-

DoriLB Ckntral Acrostic. Third row, nrinlin};; foiirih row,
jartftted. | robS.words: 1, rePlne. 2. hoRN'ct 3, shiver. 4.
kNfs. S' ca'VNip, 6. smiThy. 7, hoNEsi. 8. BaGDad,

Rhdmwu». .Across: ICatle. 2. Nodal. 3. Merit. 4. Skcp.

*AciOSTic. Fiisirow, Heir of Redclyffc; third row, CharlotlcM .

Vflace. Cross-words: : HaCkncy. 2, KcHinus, 3. Id .Mian
RcReclo' 5, UbLique. 6. Feudary. 7- RaTablc, 8. Hn.
Tnps. 9. Dclipcns, to. CoMmecnl, u. LaYland. i?. SeO-
I 13. KaNiasm. 14. FaGging. 15. EvKning.

.llai.tesi: Cross. From r to 3, pasha: 4 5- n

81010,break; 1110x3, oplum; 141015, gnu: 16 lo 17, Ksk; B
b>*5, Crguu, 2 Lo 9, soicncc; 12 to 19, jncensc.

IN THE MAY NUMBER.

A Diamond, i. C. 2. Lol Hcnri. 4 hcading. Con*
ductor, 6. 'L'rickcd. 7. Inter. God, 9- R,
Pi. Mark ! how we nieei ihee,

At dawn oidewy day!
Hark * how we grccc ihec
W ith our roundclay (
W hile all ihe goodly things liial be,
In earth, and air, and ampie sea,
Are waking up lo welcomec tliee
I'hou merry monih ofM ay)

Behbadihcs. Bchcaded letters, May-day. t, M-arc-h. e,
A-lon*e. 3. Y*cvc*n. 4. D*air*y, 5- A.men-d. 6. Y-ear-n.

Zigzag, GhancclbrsviDe. CVoR.vwords: i. Ccl! 2. sHam. 3.
clAn. 4. braN. 5. laCt. 6. iFal, 7. Loon. 8. al.ar. 9.drOp.
lo, geaR. iT. vaSt. 12. aVer. 13, Ibcx. 14, aLms. 13. hnLo.
t6. HIbE.

To OUR PuzzLBRS: Answcrs, tobe ackiiowledged in ihe magazine, must be recelved not laierthan the ijth ofeach month, and
itodd be addressed lo St. Nicholas “ Riddle-box,” care oi The Cbnturv CO-, 33 East Seventeeiuh St., New York Ciiy.

AysivFK> TO AIL TtiB PuzzLES LS THE M.ARCii NuMOBR werc receivcd, before March isth, from Grace Kupfer— Paul Recsc—

Main) ; Palmer— Uii»«ll Davics — A. Fiskc & Co.— “ Socraics— Sydney— “ K, G. S." — Shumway Hen and Chickcns” —
kardl—" Infantry” — Ruth and Rob— Ada C. H .-'* Jarme and Mamma”"— H, A. R, and A. C. R.— Francis W. Ishp.

TO Przzi.ss IN TUR M arch NrM BER were recelved, before March rsih, from M. and rR. Davis, 1 — “ Scorchie, " «—
UfoftheWatlley, 1 — C, L. S-, i — Tabby,/i—Tommy, i — Hilgegarde, i — Edith T, B., r — Geo. W. Bacon, 2— Harry H MiDer,
i-17 B Scullin, | — FriU Abekeu, i — i4. 0., 1 — M. Snowbah § , 2— Rafty Klamrobi, i — kiste B., 3-K€swieM. Clarké, 1 —Heleu
Fteh.i— Warrcn B- Cali, i — W. D. Ward, i — Jenneiie C. Vorce, i — V. and B. Kennedy, 2 — Edithl A. Armcr, 2— * What Say?”
3-BM .a., r — l)aicy S , t — Nellle and Reggic, 10 — Frcd Shaw, i — "M ay and 79, 8— E. C. F, aad M. R, E,, 1 — Kittic Angcr.
i-R*bwaliee Bl 4 — Minnile' Deppe, | — james*W .,'3 — Jknnie S liebman, 10 — " Leh'ic,” 9 — Grace Hbdson, 2— "Alpha, Alpha. B.
C,;'Q="Memry Three,” t— Nellle I. Howes, 10 —Jay Carel. Jr., 10— S. and B. Khodcs, 8— "THree (.races of Ncwark, 3—
ka&au Knictawit, 8— " RagTag,” 7 — Katle Hudson, i — “ Skippcr,” 3— Mollie Clcary, i — luflic K, Talboys, 8 — " Orangc and Black,"

n -"'IWiiii Elephami
“D «ky Ihd-dic leciric Bullon and
aMPuK, | —"Patiy-pan and Kctile-drum,” 4 —"

," 4— Nannie D. and LiUlan S,, 4— No Namc, Peacon St., 9— Edith and Nanie, 8— *bBolby 0 'Liuk.” 4—
5— Irma Moses, x— \llan F, Barnes, i — W. K. Mooro, 10— L. R., 2 — ?ei
Ponaid and Dorothy,” 7—" Saliy Lunu,” 7—"Lock and Kcy,” i — Adrienne For.

jeyer 2=9iMyvon Klciick, i — E. M. S., 10 — C. and K, Ashby, lo—Harry W. and Rubv M., j— Bolle Larkin, i —*“ Pop and I, '5

AH.«<<ENT %'OWEIfS.

IxsERT a vowcl wherever ihere is an x In ihc fificen senienccs
‘iKlichijllow, When they are complete, select a word of five lettcrs
irooiMch sentcnce, W hcn ihesc hftecn words are rightiy seleclcd
ind pLnced onc below thc other, thc central row of lelters, reading
drtowacd, WA\\\ spell whai June js oftcn callcd:

| X DIXWNXNG MXN WxLL CXTCK XT X STRXW

2. THX XINXR rxRTX Xx$ XLWXYS XT rxxLT.

3. X URXXT CXTV XS X CRXXT SXLXTXDX.

4 HXMXK ULXXD XS XLL XP XNX CXLXR,

5, NX THXT CXNVXnSXS NXT KNXWS KXTITXXO

6. nxXXY XN THX MXXTH SXVXS TIIX I'XRSX

7 WXTKR kXN UV WXLL KXT TXRN THX MXIU

8. DKXNK XS THX XSHXR XP DXXTH,

9- TIIX PKXXr XP THX PXDDXNG XS XN THX XXTXNC!.

I OXVX THXT WHXCII Y xx xrPxR.

B

U, ex YO WXRDS CXST KXTIIXNCi HX1 XKX W XKkTH MXCH.
12 PXNCV MXY hXI-T nnxN XND THXNK XT FLXXR

'V o IHIXHD WXRD CXSTS NX M.XRX TH.XN X CRXSS XNX.
"de tXNG XS TIIX XRM XP THX NXXDY.

‘5 lIIPX HXSTX f.XSS SPXXD " GILIUIKT POIIREST.”

W O II-STTI'AHE.

'« AiiE., N. 3, A ceiuury pbnt. DiV'ersion?, 4. T<i turn
5 Ld.y places. BSRME n.

XI'MEUICAD EXUOIA.
. «omposcd of sixty-nine leticr« and form two Unes of a poem
@»pcr.
jitd”’ (r@5+35”~ ifi a portion. My 69-5-59 animal nfihe slag
i . *? ~ 55ii"47 is lo chop inio small piccc«. My 8-43-3t"
ilv My 18-J5-49 is lo buzz. My 63-38-28-32 l«a fi
~ 5-68-26 is lo revolve. My 37-21-19-53-:7-6-1; i8lo praie.

My 42-24-63 is a bird of ihe crow family, My 2-67-:0-58 is aknob.
My 61-50-14-27 is a liaulboy. My 66-34-60-1-41 are memberaoia
religlous communlty. Myv 29-45-64-.22 is thc Runic leiter or charac*
ler. My5.4-3-51-44-31-4” ischenamc ofa famous American .tcholar,
Icciurer, poci and 39-40-20: my 33-56-36-12-10-7 is an adjeccivo
ihat no*one can apply to him. * \i>gi'STUS C. hoi'HINS.”

DOrm.K CENTUAI- \CI10ST1<\

A Il the words describcd contain thc same number of Icticrs; ihc
Iwo central rnws of letters, reading downward, form two words; onc,
acommon flower: the other, the.acred pbr.i of ihe Drulcls,

Cross-words : i. An iusane man, 2, A fish that Rwlin>" on ii«
side, and ha.s both iw eyes on one side. 3. A cbicf magisiratc in
ancleni Romc. 4. A kind ofgrass highly valncd for pasturagc. 5.
Cenain mollusks used for food in ICnglan<i, 6. A picce of money
mcniloncd in ihe Bible, 7. A sweiling of ihe ncck, peculiar lo somc
paris of Switzerland. 8. Inclines forward. 9. Muscular.

CIAT(ADE.

hh /irsiis a kind ofa fling:

My secoufi, a very smallwonl;

My Ihln!, though ofton ihe hcad,
Is fatal lo fish and to bird.

The whole, if thc ihrec are apart,
Will mean, “ inakc ready onc snare”
United and handled with ari,

It graccs a dance or an alr,

KASY BEIIEAIHXTiS.

j. BsHEADan animal and leave pan of a skllici., 2. Bchcal to
disclosc and lIcavc lo wriic, y* Bcheiul an tndicaiion aud Icavc
persons, 4, Bchcad rcfined and Icavc a bntllc .jubslance. ~ Bc-
jicad a dclighiful rccI'm and Icavc a rclreac.

The bchcadcd letlcrs will spcll the namc of an American pioneer
and cxplorcr, who was several limes captnrcd by Indians

ARTHL'R LOVRIOV,
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ILLTJSTRATEI) CEM'RAI. ACROSTIC.

un of this acrosdc are picUirud insiead of tivscribed.
When lhc woni.s are rightij- gaease<l,and placed cine hcluw tlie rithcr,
m thecirclcrin u hich theyare numbered, ihc cciural leiicrs will spcll
me liame ufa famous sorercign of micienc history.

IXtL'lil.lIC ACKOSTIC.

Mv pnmals and finale are tho same as the lirst cross.word.
(_ROBfi-tvoRDs: 1. Acastie iu Spain. a. The gamuity conmincd
inatédle. 3. A conviiUue soumiwhich comes from ihe timiat. .I. The

THE DE VjNNK PRESS,

same as llic fir.l1 croM-word. 5- A spar hymcans ofuliich il,.
smlof a simtll veasci is extended. 6. An otganizaiion f.iiO
tlie iiacioiiai game. 7. One wlio enroll.sor records h 'fh. ‘

ihe hrsl cross-word. f "t Alus
A PECI'IAU I'L

"miil pocm may be found il ilic f.llmiin|.ps,.

graphs-"*'~" of

He art liesVi j-lar lint liecl oudh ear tlie cric leii ,,h cena .id]
in obtii lien esscle nr.i iidl oudch irping glc elo allw liopat. m,
hcin en ysum meri nvc Arl hand .skykc cphy liday

He arth ele avesi hat kisi th eair, lican hela iiéh icro itlichiK*
ll6remeni bers win tere are int hes hininc day sH knli cse' i)\i
licm crryl ayofjiin cal i>ur hear tsar egla dint une,

UKXdVaONJi*.

I. 1. A Scnptural proper name {mcaning “ a ihorn "} nwnijiMed
in ihc fimeth chapterof Ccneds. s, Implicd. 3, A shnih. *. The
simame ufa greai Englhh noveli.n, wlio died on Juneoth. 5 A
particular son of ihrusi jn fcnciiig. 6. The joiiu furméd hv ibe
astragalu». 7. A propliet.

Il. 1. The forwaixl pnrt of a vessel, 7. Outer garnicms wtini
by the aiiciciit Runians 5 A prophetic nvmpli from uln>ni Nuoia
damicd U> have received msinictions re«peciing fonii-. ri wnr«hip
which he introduced. 4. A famous battie fought on June 141
S- A vocalisi. 6, A dcputy 7. Rcfusc of hay,

I, 1. An oid 'vord mcaning " a dcceptjon.” 2 The lirwlitf
of Rchckah, mcntloncd in the iwcniy-founh chajaer of (lcikusi
3, Habitalions. 4. A Presldent of ihc United States uho <(lcdur
June 21, 1836, 5. Tn seulc. 6, 3*orts of shoes. 7. A collccilhi
i)f boxcs, of gradualed siise, k's. p

CROSS-W Olin EM (O I,\.

M v first is ill cvil, but nol in gcHxI;

My second, tn bonnet, but not in h"od:

My third is in arrow, but nol in bow:

My founh isill rubin, bul not in crtiw ;

My fifth is in summecr, bul not In the fall,

My slvih Isill .stniter, bul nol iu a draw):

My whole was a Frenchman, a palmer Ofiame.
Hisbirthday, June 30, Now, what ishisiiamc?

A LETTKR VVmisE.

Ih siurting ai the right lettcr in one 01 ihc fulluwing uordi»”
then taking cvcry third Icticr, a famous cvent which lo ik plice i<
June, 1838, may be furmed:

JAMJ, <itU, SLAUOHTER, J1Or, TVN, CAP, OUOK, SLOOI', NAP.i, AH,
CUtRP, OPEN, Il-, OLAP, TOQUE, VKDttR, KIAOAS, HUVKR, INV,CPATFJ|

Gu\K , siiir, i'A.

EASY <li;bes.

1. Fnom r to 2, .1covering; from 2 lo nl»oy.v "W
lable ; from i to 3, engraved, from 3 10 4, to tnanagc: Imm .
rcrmenilng preparaiioiis; from Clo 8, aitcnd.s; from 5 tu »
lance yet wuhin view; from 7 lo 8, parclics: fn»ni i lu 5% "
from 7 10 6, sailors; from 4 lo 8, wOfHlen vcssds;

11. From 1 to 2, strong ropes or chains; from 2104.

from t to 3, .1 very smnll room: from 3 to 4» S.
to spice: from 6 to 8, niccly; from 5 to 7, itnin
bleak ; from 1105, covcred carrlagcs: from 2 tu 0. | q ﬁlévt
410 8, la kill; from 3 lo 7, aii o)d word mcajung” I
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